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I enjoyed the solitude of winter in the north, and really missed my fishing and ice fishing after moving south for my job. Now the only way to get my ice and snow fix was to take a trip every year or two for a week of camping and ice fishing in the dead of winter. My choice this year was a lake deep in the northeastern finger of Minnesota. Most of my friends thought I was nuts to go on these trips alone, but in reality I am pretty well prepared and safe. I use a large ATV pulling a sled with gear to get out into the wilderness, sometimes going as much as a hundred miles from the nearest paved road. I carried everything I needed, including a survival radio just in case. I found the best way to get out into these areas were to drive across the lakes. In the summer these lakes are full of canoeists, no power boats allowed except for emergency personnel. In the winter they relax the rules a bit, knowing that there isn't that much traffic. There are a few snowmobile trails, but I tend to stay away from them. The snowmobiles can rocket down these paths at well over fifty miles an hour and I don't really feel like getting run over by them. This year I was on a small lake about thirty miles north of the shores of Lake Superior.
I set camp three days before in a little grove of pines on the north shore of the lake, blocking any north wind with the trees and allowing the southern sun to get to my camp by day. Today was unusually warm, nearly thirty five degrees at noon time. Usually on these trips personal hygiene was a warm sponge bath every few days in the comfort of my heated tent. I learned a long time ago, a little propane goes a long way to making a trip like this more comfortable. I usually ran the heater in the morning and evening, letting nature take its course in the bulk of the day and through the night. If it got really cold, well below zero, I would let the heater just tick over to keep it comfortable in my doubled up sleeping bag on top of my queen size eight inch thick air mattress. Yep, I may be in the wilderness, but I do like my comfort. The weather report was for lake effect snow to move in tonight as the wind swung around to the east. That also meant that it would get colder. I took the opportunity to strip down and take a fast shower with heated water in two liter squeeze bottles just after lunch, drying off and dressing again before I could freeze. But man did that shower feel good. Now though the weather had turned darker, with black thick clouds churning across the sky from the south east. The wind had gotten colder too, with the temp nearly down to 28 already.
I walked my line of holes bored through the ice and checked my tip-ups, putting fresh bait on and then settled back into camp to watch the flags. This was relaxing fishing, just sit back and watch for the fish to hit your line. A flag popped up out at the far end of my string and I hiked across the frozen lake to get there. No particular hurry, in this cold water the fish moved slowly and I needed to give it enough time to turn the minnow head first and swallow it. I got to my tip-up and watched the reel slowly turn. When it paused I pulled it from the ice and gently took pressure on the line. Tug tug tug.... Yep there was a fish on it. With a good yank I set the hook and the fight was on. Fifteen minutes later and a lot of hand over hand give and take, I landed a nice 42 inch northern pike. That was my third fish for the day, and this one would be dinner for a couple days. I was about to re-bait the tip-up when I felt the first drops. Not snow, rain, and freezing rain at that! By the time I got back to my tent, cleaned the fish and lowered the tarp over my cook area I was soaked, and everything had a thin coat of ice on it. I had been through this before. Ice was one of the worst things for a tent, so I climbed into the tent and cranked the heat up, letting the warmth of the tent melt the ice off almost as fast as it froze on. Before long it was a balmy eighty degrees inside, and I was lying on my air mattress stripped down to nothing but my wool socks. My wet clothes were hanging in the middle of the tent drying. With luck they would be well dry before I would have to go out to cook dinner in an hour or so.
Dinner time came and I pulled on my heavy coverall pants and jacket, not even bothering to put other clothes on I was so hot. I pulled my wool cap over my head and moved out to cook dinner. After sitting in the sauna I knew it was going to be chilly, and I wasn't disappointed. I was also surprised. Everything outside was coated with a thick layer of ice and the freezing rain was turning to snow. I could barely see the lake thirty yards away and it was getting dark fast. I knocked the ice off the tarp and pushed the poles back up so I had room and lit up my stove and lantern. The wind had died down somewhat but the snow was falling fast and heavy as I fried fresh fish and slices potatoes. I had a quick meal, watching the snow fall and then went to work cleaning up my cook stuff and getting things set for the night. I heard a snowmobile, which was unusual to start with out here. What was more unusual was to hear one in this kind of weather. It must have crossed the lake from shore to shore twice before I heard it grow closer. To my surprise I saw its headlight aimed at me and it slid to a stop a few yards from my camp. Two ice encrusted occupants of the sled stood up, the larger of the two walking over, pushing up the visor of their full face helmet. Even as the person walked toward me I could tell they were both shivering and cold.
"Do you know where we are?" a female voice asked.
"Goose lake." I answered. "are you ok?"
"Actually, we're a bit lost."
"I would say so. How about some hot coffee and we can look at a map."
"That sounds great!" she said as she stepped under my cook tarp and motioned to her passenger to come too. She pulled off her helmet and a mop of tangled long blond hair fell over her shoulders. "We got separated from our group and have been wandering around trails for hours trying to figure out where to go." she said as she crouched down, her hands shaking so much she almost couldn't hold onto the mug of coffee I held out to her. Her passenger pulled her helmet off as well, revealing shorter blond hair, but clearly a sister or daughter. I poured a second cup of coffee and held it out to her. I watched them both shaking like leafs as they tried to drink the steaming coffee.
"I know this sounds forward, but you need to get out of those wet clothes and get warm before hypothermia takes hold."
"Not much warm place around her to do that." The older lady shivered.
"Kick your boots off first and try not to get my sleeping bag wet. You can get into my tent. I have the heater running in there."
"Oh that would be super!" the younger said moving immediately toward the tent.
"Daina, we need to find Joe and the others! They have to be worried sick about us!" The older one said.
"Why don't both of you get inside and warm up. I have an emergency radio. We can call the rangers."
"Thank you!" she said as she moved to follow the younger one into my tent.
I have a pretty good sized tent. It can sleep six easily, but with my air mattress in there, there just isn't tons of space to stand. I climbed in after them and the three of us crowded around the one place to stand, all trying to peel off cold weather clothes. I piled their clothes up on one side of the tent, not too close to the heater so they would catch fire, pushed my sleeping bag back so they could sit on the air mattress and got them settled.
"Aren't you going to get undressed?" the younger of the two asked me as she sat on my air mattress, sipping her coffee, obviously starting to warm up.
"To be honest, I would, but my clothes are on the other side of you."
"You mean you're not wearing clothes under there?" The older one asked.
"Well, to be honest... No. I was in here keeping out of the rain and it was hot. When I decided I wanted dinner I didn't bother to get dressed....Why am I explaining this to you?"
"I don't know." The older one said with a little grin.
"If you would be so kind as to toss me that set of shorts behind you I would be happy to go outside and get changed." I said, turning a little red.
She put down her coffee and leaned back across the air mattress to get the pair of shorts that were hanging out of my duffel. I had a chance to look her over a bit while she did. She was thin and tall, probably five ten or so and not more than a hundred thirty or forty pounds. The spandex type pants she was wearing hugged her lines revealing she was wearing a thong shaped underwear and her turtleneck top didn't appear to have any bra lines holding what appeared to be a very firm pair of size D tits. Oh yes, and her nipples were hard as rocks from the cold, standing out easily a half inch. She sat back up with my shorts and handed them to me. "You don't have to go outside, we'll close our eyes." She said with that grin still on her face.
"Ok." I said uneasily as I unzipped and pulled my jacket off. True to her word they sat quietly with their eyes closed while I pushed off my boots and shucked the suspenders off my shoulders and stepped out of my coveralls. My survey of her body while she was getting my shorts had me partially hardened, and I heard her suck in her breath as I tossed my coveralls aside, wearing nothing but my wool socks. I quickly pulled my shorts on, trying to adjust my semi-hard dick to a less obvious position, but it was no use. There was no way they were not going to see it. I crouched down to hide it as best I could.
"Ok you can open them again." I said. "Now let's see if we can get the rangers on the radio." I continued as I moved around the two ladies to crawl across to my gear bag. I dug through and pulled out my GPS and radio. I could hear the two whispering and giggling behind me as I knelt down, leaning on one hand for support and digging in the bag with the other. I sat back on my haunches and rolled around to face them. I caught both of them looking down at my crotch, but trying hard not to be obvious about it. I looked down at my lap and to my horror, the head of my dick was exposed where my shorts had pulled up as I moved. They had a clear view of my purple head, and at least an inch of my dick. I quickly adjusted my shorts to cover myself and looked up at them. I was probably beat red by now from my embarrassment. "Let's call the rangers, ok?" I said, trying to get my mind off of what I had just inadvertently showed them.
"EX387 to Rangers...EX387 to Rangers" I called on my emergency radio. It was a small hand held, but it had enough punch in high power mode to reach thirty or more miles. The ranger antenna was high enough and sensitive enough to easily pick it up.
"Ranger station 2 to EX387. We read you weak but readable. Go ahead"
"Roger Ranger station 2. I'm up here camping and I have a couple lost snowmobilers that stumbled on my camp. Over"
"Roger that EX387. Would this be a Miss Joan Tagley and her daughter?"
I looked at the older of the two, who was nodding her head. "That is affirmative."
"Very well. We have been looking for them for several hours. Say their conditions."
"Condition good. I have them inside my heated tent getting warmed up. No apparent emergency medical issues."
"Roger that. Can you say your location?"
"Affirmative. My location is 48, 11, 51.2 north and 91, 50 59.39 West"
"Roger we have that location plotted. The weather has all air closed down for at least the next 24 hours. Ground units could make it some time tomorrow if the weather lifts. However, the forecast is for high winds tomorrow causing blizzard conditions. Are you provisioned to wait out the storm? Over."
"Roger. I have sufficient provision that I came keep three of us going for two maybe three days before food is an issue."
"Roger. What is the status of their sled? Over."
"They came in riding under power. No clue what the fuel situation is. Over."
"Very well. We will get a rescue sled out to you as soon as the weather breaks. Recommend you check in for status in the morning. Over."
"Roger. Check in for status in the morning. EX387 Out." I finished as I turned the radio off to save the batteries. "Well ladies, it looks like you're stuck here with me for the night at least."
"Wow. I didn't plan on this. Can they come get us tomorrow then?" Joan asked.
"If they can, yes. The weather report doesn't look good though. They are calling for blizzard conditions tomorrow. "
"Mom. What are we going to do?" Her daughter asked.
"Well for starters, we better introduce ourselves. I'm Joan as you already learned and this is my daughter Daina." She said holding her hand out.
"Hi. Mike." I said taking her hand. It was soft and warm after holding the coffee cup for a while. "It's not much but make yourself at home. Looks like we will be here a while."
"Can I get some more coffee?" Daina asked.
"Sure. Let me get it." I said as I stood up and pulled my jacket and boots on. "I need to close down camp for the night anyway." I finished as I unzipped the tent flap. I scooted out and closed it behind me. I could hear them whispering inside the tent as I worked putting things away and closing things down. I was getting a bit chilly, wearing only shorts on my bottom, but the cool air was making my dick shrivel up, which was good after what I showed off. I crawled back into the tent and handed Daina the mug and then zipped things closed. I turned down the heater to a more reasonable level and shed my boots and coat.
"So what do you do for entertainment out here?" Joan asked.
"Well, I fish, read and play solitaire." I answered as I crawled onto the air mattress and sat down cross legged.
"We can play some cards?" Daina half said half asked.
"If you want to." I said leaning over to my gear bag and pulling out a pack of cards. We spent the next hour or so playing a variety of games. I had pulled a t-shirt on as the temperature started to drop back to a more normal level.
"I think we should play strip poker!" Daina said with a huge grin.
"Daina!" Joan said with a look of shock on her face.
"What. You're the one who said you wanted to see more of his dick!"
"DAINA!" She cried out, turning almost as red as her turtleneck.
"Don't look so innocent Mother. I'm no child any more."
"Yes, but sweetheart... Strip poker?"
"Sure, you afraid you might lose?" She chided her mother.
"Most certainly not. I've got a nice body and I'm proud of it!" she said sticking her chest out.
"Then it's settled! Strip poker. Low hands looses one piece of clothes." She said with a confident smile as she started dealing the cards.
I lost the first hand and lost my shirt, literally. I fared better on the next hand, and Joan lost her socks, followed by Daina losing her socks. Things got more interesting when Joan was low hand on the next deal, losing her pants. I couldn't prevent my dick from getting hard as she stood up, facing away from me, and pulled her spandex thermal pants down her legs, sticking her bare ass out at me. I was right about the thong. She had on a bright red thong, that when she turned around to face me, barely covered her pussy and covered almost none of her trimmed blond bush. "Wow." I muttered under my breath.
"Wow yourself." She said as she sat down, staring at the huge bulge that had developed in my shorts. It must have distracted her, because she lost the next hand as well. She sat on the air mattress and quickly pulled the turtleneck up and over her head, exposing a pair of gorgeous tits. Each one was about the size of half a small cantelope with large dark areola and nipples that were hard enough to hang coats on. She struck a pinup pose on the mattress for me, giggling like a school girl after she had done so. I let out a slow quiet whistle. "Thank you. I'll take that as a compliment." She said with another giggle.
Daina lost the next hand. She stood up and reached behind her and unzipped the back of her outfit. It turned out to be a once piece spandex thermal suit. She peeled it off her arms and upper body, exposing a pair of tits identical, but slightly smaller than her mothers. She continued to pull the suit down until she was uncovering a completely shaven pussy that looked good enough to eat right then and there. She bent over, pushing her ass out at me, and exposing her pussy as she pushed the material down her long slender legs, finally working it over her feet and tossing it aside. She was completely naked under the one piece outfit.
"Well, since you're naked, you're out." Her mother said.
"Not hardly." She replied as she sat down cross-legged in front of me. It was hard to keep my eyes off her spreading pussy lips. "You haven't played for a while have you mother? Naked just means I don't have anything to take off. If I lose, high hand gets to tell me what to do."
"You mean like sex stuff?" Her mother asked.
"Yep!" she replied confidently as she picked up the cards to shuffle and deal.
I lost the next hand and tossed my socks, picking up the cards to deal. Joan lost the next hand and had to stand up and pull her thong off. Her pussy looked as tasty as her daughters. She dealt the cards, and Daina lost, with her having the high hand. "Well, what will it be?"
"I don't know what you mean?"
"You have to tell me what to do and who to do it to." She answered simply.
"I can't do that!" she said.
"Fine. Then I'll pick for myself!" she said as she leaned over toward me. She began to kiss me sensuously, allowing her tongue to push into my mouth. After some seconds of this she pushed me backwards and began kissing down my chest until she reached the waist band of my shorts. She pushed them lower while continuing to kiss the skin that was exposed, finally allowing my hard dick to pop into view. Her mouth wrapped around my hard dick and she began to expertly slide her mouth up and down, her tongue swirling around the head each time she came up. I groaned deeply as she worked on me. After nearly two minutes of this treatment, she pulled her mouth off of me with a slurp and covered me back up with my shorts. "Um that was good." She said as she sat back down and began to shuffle the cards.
I was totally blown away by her actions and easily lost the next hand. I stood up and pulled my shorts off and sat back down, my hard dick standing straight up from my lap. Joan was staring at it like I had been staring at her pussy when she pulled her thong off. Joan lost the next hand and I didn't fair much better. Diana had the high hand.
"Ok Mother. I want you to sit on him, but not bounce, for two minutes." She said with a huge grin.
"I can't do that!" she said turning red again, her flush running half way down her chest.
"You have to. Those are the rules!"
"But I've never done that!" she said emphatically.
"You mean ride a man? God mother, where have you been living?"
"Not in your sex circles I guess."
"Whatever, now get over there and pay up."
"Ok." She said with some trepidation as she moved over toward me. I put my legs out, not wanting to do anything to spoil what was about to come. She straddled me on her knees while Daina aimed my dick at her mother's pussy. Slowly she rubbed my engorged head back and forth, picking up moisture from Joan's wet pussy and then pressed me up into her opening. It took a number of short strokes to get my head worked inside her, but once inside she quickly stroked up and down until she was fully engulfing me with a wonderfully tight pussy. She sat there, trying to be still, her hips moving slightly, almost of their own will. She closed her eyes and groaned as my dick twitched inside her.
"Ok... Time's up." Her daughter called.
"Oh fuck." Joan breathed as she pulled up and off of my dick and flopped down on the mattress.



"Your deal mom." Joan chided holding out the cards.
"I'm not sure I can." She said, breathing heavily.
"Then I'll deal them for you." She said, passing cards out, and laying her mother's cards on her bare chest.
I picked up my cards and knew I had a good hand, but Daina ended up winning again somehow. She commanded that I get on my knees and eat her mother's pussy. You didn't have to tell me twice. I was quickly between her legs, making her squeal and thrash as I licked her pussy and flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue. I felt a hand wrap around my hard dick and begin stroking it. Daina slid up to me and began to rub her tits against my body, making me dig my tongue even deeper into Joan, causing her to erupt in a violent climax, her body shaking and twitching as I assaulted her clit. She finally called "enough" and pushed my head from between her thighs instead of pulling it in like she had been doing. Daina rolled over on her back and spread her legs. "Now bring that dick over here and fuck me." She practically growled. I moved over and she aimed my dick at her waiting pussy. She was tighter than her mother, but not by much. I pushed deeper into her, bringing a low moan from her throat. "Fuck me hard now!" she cried as I hit bottom. I began stroking long and slow into her, watching her tits jiggle each time our bare skin slapped together. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly. I stroked in and out of her for what seemed like hours, my dick growing bigger with each stroke. Almost without warning I exploded into her, pumping shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy. She reached down and flicked her clit a few more times and began to climax herself, her pussy squeezing and massaging my dick. I collapsed on top of her, drained of energy. "My god that was a good fuck." She said quietly.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I panted as I pushed off of her and rolled to the side.
"Oh I certainly did." She said as she rolled over and began to lick and suck the leftovers off of my dick. "This is good too." She mumbled around my dick.
"How she can do that is beyond me." Joan said from where she was laying on the end of the mattress.
"It's good, come give it a try." Daina said.
"I don't think I could." She replied quietly
"Oh come on mother. You said you wanted to try new things. Come on over here and give it a try!" she said reaching out and pulling on her mother's arm.
Reluctantly Joan moved over and laid across my legs. Tentatively she reached out and licked up the side of my mostly soft dick. Watching her play with my dick made it start to harden. She licked up and around the top, treating it like an ice cream cone. My dick hardened more as I watched her get more and more interested in what she was doing. Before long she had her mouth wrapped around my hardened dick, slurping and bobbing on my dick. I reached out and pulled her toward me, bringing her up onto me. I aimed my dick at her pussy and pushed up into her. Almost immediately she began bouncing on my hard stick, crying out quietly and making small squeaks. I reached up and began playing with her tits, massaging them and squeezing her nipples between my fingers. She rode me for a long time before she began to shudder, collapsing on my chest, hers heaving as she panted for breath.
I was still hard, and I couldn't resist pushing up into her. Before long I was pumping my hard dick slapping my thighs against her ass. "OH god" I breathed before pushing deep into her and unloading my cum deep into her pussy. She cooed quietly and kissed me gently on the lips as I tried to catch my breath.
"Did you enjoy that?" she whispered.
"Very much." I whispered back.
"Good. Thank you for rescuing us."
"Your welcome, but you didn't have to do this to thank me. I would have helped you even if you didn't want to have sex."
"I know. I could tell, which makes it all the better." She whispered before rolling off of me.
"Whatever you say." I said with a chuckle. "I think we better start getting things settled down for the night though."
"Will that take long?" Daina asked
"Not too long. I need to check the food pantry is secure and make sure all the rest of camp is battened down. The wind is starting to pick up quite a bit."
"Ok. Is there anything I can do to help?" Joan asked.
"in my bag of equipment you will find some parachute cord. Why don't you put a line up across those to tie points and hang your snow suits inside out. Anything else you want to dry too." I said, pointing to two tie rings on the seams of the tent wall. "Make sure you keep it away from the heater though."
"Ok. We can do that." She replied as I pulled on my wool socks. It took me a couple minutes to dress in my coveralls, boots and coat. The last thing I did before goiung out was to pull on a wool hat and gloves. I unzipped the tent, pushed the pile of snow from the doorway and crawled out into the night. The wind and snow had indeed picked up. There was a considerable drift across the front of the tent, and it looked like we had a good foot of new snow already. I shoveled out the front of the tent, using the wet snow to build an intentional drift off to the side of the tent. As long as the wind stayed from the same direction, the artificial drift would help keep the snow drift there instead of the front of the tent. Then I checked the rest of the camp, making sure my cook and fishing gear were secure, with the tarp down and covering them. It looked to be a rough night, weather wise. The last thing I did was shovel a path down from the tent and around the back of a large pine. It wasn't much, but it would work. Then I returned to the tent, letting a blow of cold and snow in as I enterned, getting a squeal from the ladies. "One thing about camping this way, the bathroom is mother nature... I shoveled a path down by a tree if you would like some privacy."
"That was sweet of you. Thank you, but we don't have much to wear." Joan said, looking at all their clothes hanging on the line, including one very tiny red thong panty.
"If it helps you can borrow my coat to make a run." I said, not sure what else to do.
"Do you have a pan or something?" Daina asked.
"I have a bucket."
"That'll due then." She said.
I shrugged and crawled back out and made my way to the atv sled and dug under the tarp for a small one gallon bucket I had in there, and returned to the tent.
"That will do just fine." Daina said taking it from me. "You can go ahead and get undressed." She said almost dismissively. With their clothes hanging on the one side and the bed pulled so that it was clear of any drips coming from the clothes and away from the heater, there wasn't much room left to move. I got undressed, tossing my gear on the other side of the bed. Once I was naked again I flopped down on the now open bedding, which the girls had arranged as one giant sleeping bag instead of two layered ones. Once I was seated, Daina moved over to the far side of the tent and placed the bucket on the ground. Squatting over it she used it to pee in. "Your turn mother." She said simply.
"I'm not sure I can. I mean, I've never peed in front of a man before."
"You haven't ever sucked dick before, but you did that just fine too." Daina chided. "Besides, its that or freeze your ass off outside."
"Good point." She said crawling over to the bucket. She squatted over it for a long time before I finally heard the teltail stream. Finally dine she crawled to the tent flap and set the bucket outside. "There. Now we can go to bed." She said crawling to one side of the sleeping bag. It appeared I was going to be the meet of the sandwich. I lay crawled to the foot of the bed, turned the heater down and doused the lantern, crawling back into my place in the dark. The girls pulled the sleeping bag up and zipped the sides and snuggled down against me. I didn't expect any of us to be cold, even though I could hear the wind whipping through the trees. Thank goodness I had enough sense to put the tent into this grove of trees as a windbreak.
I could still hear the wind howling when I woke in the night to roll over. Joan had turned on her other side and I spooned against her, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her close. She found my hand and pulled it to her chest, making a gentle mmmmm as my hand closed around one of her firm tits. I had to agree with the sentiment, and my dick began to grow harder, pressing against her firm butt. I tried to put thoughts of sex out of my mind and get back to sleep.
I woke to the feeling of a hand wrapped around my hard dick, gently rubbing the head. Diana had rolled over and spooned to the two of us and her hand was idly playing with the head of my dick, still tucked between Joan and myself. I figured she was still asleep, so I tried to as well.
I was having this incredible dream about a blond wildly bouncing up and down on my dick, her juices making my dick warm and slick. I couldn't help but push back up into her, feeling the pressure of her hot tunnel with each stroke. Slowly I started to come around to the realization that it was not just a dream. Almost involuntarily my hips were pushing in and out, the feeling of my dick stroking in and out of a hot pussy taking over. I could feel, more than see, Joan pushing back against me, small mewing sounds coming from her. I continued to stroke in and out of her as sensations took over for any rational thought. I felt a set of fingers pinching one of my nipples and scraping nails across my stomach from a set of arms encircling me from behind. Stars filled my vision as I shoved deep into the pussy surrounding my dick and started unloading shot after shot into the pussy. I heard Joan squeal and felt her body go rigid as my juice pumped into her. After some time our bodies both relaxed and she made little cooing noises as she snuggled back into me, making sure my dick stayed planted inside her. She stroked my hand gently and sighed contentedly. Daina on the other hand was gently tracing circles on my bare ass with her fingernails. I waited for my dick to soften and finally slip from between Joan's legs as I also heard her breathing become regular and shallow again as sleep overtook her. I rolled over to face Daina, who whispered "Its about time." At me before pulling her body close to mine and kissing me softly. We must have spent half an hour sucking each other's tongues and lips, getting hotter and hornier all the time. I felt her fingers gently tease my balls as she enticed my dick to begin growing much sooner than I would have thought possible. When she had me hard we scooted so she was on top of me, feeding me one of her firm tits. I gently sucked and flicked each nipple in turn, making slow traverses across her chest from breast to breast. She sighed as I took as much of her breast into my mouth as I could, suctioning hard to pull her nipple and flick it with my tongue.
"Oh god I like that." She hissed between clenched teeth as I repeated the process on the other tit. I continued this for some time before she reached down behind her and moved my hard dick from laying against her leg and ass to having the head engaged in her wet tunnel. She slowly inched down, driving herself over my dick while allowing me to continue to suck her luscious tits. I squeezed her ass as she hit her cervix with the head of my dick. Getting as much of me into her as was possible in this position. She gently rocked her hips, grinding her clit against my pelvis and working my dick around in small circles inside her. She was clearly not in a hurry, making small mewing noises as I continued to suck her tits in time with her actions. I have no idea how long we did that, it could have been five minutes or five hours before she stiffened in my arms, her body shaking in little spasms. I could feel her pussy clench and unclench around my hard dick her orgasm swept over her. I nibbled hard on the nipple in my mouth, pushing her climax just a little higher before she relaxed on top of me. "I've always wanted to go to sleep with a hard dick inside me." She whispered. "are you game?"
"Sure, why not." I whispered back.
She slid off of me and rolled so her back was facing me. I turned on my side and pushed my dick between her legs. It took a minute or so, but she was able to guide me into her pussy again, her velvety wetness wrapping around me once again. I stroked in and out a few inches to get settled and then wrapped an arm around her and cupped one tit. "hmmmmmmm" she said as she snuggled down. "Now this feels good."
I squeezed her tit in response before allowing myself to drift back off to sleep.
The next time I woke I was sure it was morning. It had brightened enough to see around inside the tent, which still shook continuously from the wind. Based on the shadows on the side of the tent, it looked like we had seen some serious drifting overnight. I tried to disengage myself from Daina, who had my softened dick still trapped between her legs and my arm clamped to her chest. "Not yet." She moaned in her sleep. I allowed myself to settle back down for now, not ready to disturb them if they were still sleeping. Eventually I drifted off to sleep once again.
My dick was partially hard and Daina was busy pushing it back into her wet pussy when I woke the next time. She wiggled her ass around, working my stiff but not hard member back into her. To my surprise she was successful, but had to unzip the sleeping bag and lift her leg high in the air to accomplish it. The cool air on our bodies quickly chilled us and she covered us back up. I lay there and felt her pussy muscles gently squeezing and milking my dick harder and harder inside her. It was an incredible feeling, my dick growing in size deep in her pussy. I reached my hand down to her shaved pussy and stroked her protruding clit with my finger, bringing an instant shudder.
"oh god... you can keep right on doing that!" she said quietly. I continued to stroke her clit, all the time her pussy clamped and squeezed and caressed my dick. I couldn't help myself any longer. I had to pump her. I tossed the covers off the two of us, leaving them over Joan and rolled us so she was on her hands and knees. I immediately started stoking in and out of her hot pussy, slapping my thighs into her firm ass. I reached under and continued to stroke her clit as I fucked her from behind. She started crying out loudly to fuck her harder, which I was all to happy to oblige. "FUCK!" she screamed "I'M CUMMMMIIIIINNNN! She cried out as her body went rigid and began to shake. Her pussy clamped down hard around my dick, making her already tight tunnel even tighter. One, two, three, four, five strokes and it was time... I pushed deep into her and began unloading my cum into her hot pussy, bringing a squeal of pleasure from her when she felt the warmth invade her. "AHHHHHH" she cried as she ground her ass back against me, wiggling her ass and trying to drive me even deeper into her, as if that were possible with the head of my dick pressing against her cervix. Finally the cool air brought us to reality, and she burst into giggles looking over at her mother, who had rolled over and was watching us rut like animals.
"My god. You two really had a good time." She said with a smile.
"I wouldn't talk. You had a nice piece of him in the middle of the night." Daina replied as I pulled out of her with a slurp and flopped onto the air mattress.
"Hmmmmmm I guess I did." She said with half closed eyes, obviously remembering our late night interlude.
Daina crawled over and lay half on top of me, pulling the covers over us. "So now was my turn."
"Seems to me you had one in the middle of the night too." Joan said as she snuggled against me. "I personally don't know how you keep getting it up." She said as she blew into my ear. "But I hope you have at least one more in there, because after watching you two I really need you to be buried inside me." She finished as she began rubbing Daina's and my juices into my dick.
"You get it hard, you can have it." I said, feeling a bit worn out.
"I can live with that." She said kissing my ear before disappearing down into the sleeping bag. It wasn't graceful, but she managed to get turned around, laying next to me with her head on my lap licking at my dick, and crooking one knee high in the air so I had a clear view of her wet pussy. How could I resist such a sight, not to mention Daina whispering in my ear to "lick that hot pussy." I moved over a little to reach and Joan sucked all of my soft dick into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it while I licked down her wet slit, pushing my tongue deep into her. Joan moaned around my dick, making it vibrate and begin to grow. After about ten minutes of attention to each other, my dick was well hard enough to have a good fuck. She pulled away and then tossed the covers aside. She straddled me and aimed my dick at her pussy as if she had been doing it for years, sinking down on me with a low groan. I reached up and grabbed both her tits an began to massage them and play with her nipples while she began a slow ride up and down my rigid pole. She rode slowly at first, building speed with time. Daina moved around to sit on my legs, reaching around her mother, allowing her hands to travel up and down her body as she bounced. Her hands moved over mine and she encouraged me to pull on Joan's nipples, extending them from her body and stretching her tits toward me. Her speed and energy continued to increase until she let out one long cry and ground her pussy hard into my pelvis, her body trembling as she fought for breath.
"Oh fuck that felt good" she said as she collapsed on top of me.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." Was my only reply. With the two of them temporarily sated, I unzipped a window and looked out, letting a brief blow of snow come in. "I can't see anything out there. It's a complete whiteout at the moment. I think we better call the rangers and see when they are sending a team in."
"That sounds like a good idea." Joan said as she moved to sit up on the mattress. "Then how about some food. I'm starved. I didn't realize we never got any dinner last night."
"I'm sorry. I never realized." I answered as I crawled to get the radio.
"EX387 to Rangers...EX387 to Rangers" I said into the microphone
"Ranger station 2, go ahead EX387."
"EX387. You asked me to check in with you this morning. What is the status of the a rescue team? Over."
"Roger EX387. At this time weather conditions have grounded all aircraft. The forecast currently has blizzard conditions until late tonight. We have fourteen inches of fresh snow with about another six forecast. Temperatures are forecast to fall to near zero tonight when the wind drops. Are you in a position to wait out the storm?"
"Roger on the weather station 2. Yes, I am in a safe position here. I don't see a problem waiting out the storm. Have you gotten word to the group the ladies are from?"
"Affirmative. The rest of their group has been recovered, however we are currently searching for three other groups that are missing. That will delay any response to recover your charges."
"Roger that. Stand by one." I turned to Joan. "What is the fuel status of your sled?"
"It was on reserve when we pulled in here." Joan replied, looking concerned.
"Ah... station 2. Their sled is about out of fuel, or I would suggest that I just lead them out. With the extra strain on my supplies I'm going to have to pull out when the storm leaves anyway."
"Roger EX387. If we can get you some fuel tomorrow morning can you assist them in getting out?"
"Roger that. I can do that. Sounds like you are pretty well strained on search right now."
"Roger. We appreciate your help on this. Are you in need of any emergency supplies?"
"Negative. I have enough as long as the storm doesn't hang past tomorrow. I'm not sure my propane will have enough for another night, which is all that is keeping them warm."



"Roger that. The storm is forecast to be past. I'll schedule a fuel drop in the morning. If the storm clears on schedule, be prepared for a helicopter at zero nine hundred."
"Roger. Zero nine hundred. You have my coordinates yet?"
"Affirmative."
"Very well. We'll hole up here until tomorrow."
"Thank you again EX387. We appreciate your help."
"No problem station 2. EX387 out." I said before clicking off the radio. "Well, you heard it. We're stuck here till tomorrow morning. I guess I better get some food rustled up. One thing you need to know. This is bear country. No food is allowed in the tent. If you see a bear, stay back. Use low pitched voices and make yourself look as big as you can. Try not to run. Understood?"
They both responded yes and I went to work getting my clothes together and getting dressed for the outside. After I had pulled on my hat and gloves I pushed out of the tent and over the snow that piled in the night before. The wind was blowing almost straight horizontal as I looked around. I could see my camp, more as mounds of snow than anything else. I found my shovel and moved the snow from the doorway, finding the frozen bucket from last night. I knocked its contents out against a tree and then stuck it back into the tent, followed by a pair of thank you's. I went to work clearing snow from my kitchen area and setting the tarp back up as a lean-to windbreak. It took nearly half an hour before I had the kitchen set up and usable. I put a pot on the propane stove and heated it up, feeding it fresh snow until I had a nice pot of water heating. The next step was to retrieve my food locker. Since this was bear country, the best thing to do with food if you want to keep it is to hang it by a rope. I have the rig all set for this, and I can easily hoist two coolers up out of bear reach. I retrieved my coolers and pulled them back to camp. Fortunatly neither had frozen yet, although there were some ice crystals building on the surface. What many people don't realize is that coolers keep out cold as well as they keep it in, and a five day cooler with a hot water bottle in it keeps food from freezing just fine. I dumped and refilled my hot water bottles and then melted more snow for breakfast. Then I went to work on food. I had plenty for me for another week, but breakfast for three was going to take three days worth of food. I went to work frying up a pound of pork sausage, chopping it fine like hamburger as it fried, adding some chopped onion and green pepper as it cooked. Once it was done I made a half dozen eggs, scrambled, and mixed the sausage in. I called the girls and told them breakfast was ready and got out hot coco mix and bread. It didn't take long to toast a few slices of bread and make three large cups of hot chocolate. I was just finishing up when the girls crawled out of the tent, fully bundled in their winter wear.
"Damn its freezing out here!" Joan hollered from the tent.
"Just wait till tomorrow. It's a balmy twenty five degrees this morning." I replied.
"And you come out here for fun?" Daina asked as they crouched down behind the windbreak.
"Yeah, doesn't everyone?"
"I can think of a lot warmer ways to have fun." Daina chided back.
"Here you go." I said handing them both a plate heaped with eggs and sausage and two slices of buttered toast. Then I gave them mugs and got my own to sit down. It's always interesting to eat when the snow is blowing ninety to nothing.
"OH god! I think I'm in love!" Joan cried out.
"Why is that mom?" Daina asked between stuffing food in her mouth.
"Are you kidding? He can fuck and cook too!" she answered with a laugh.
"Damn mom.. potty mouth from you?. I must be a bad influence on you."
"Fuck yes you are. Let's see, in the last day I learned to ride a snowmobile, got stranded in the wilderness, learned to suck dick and like it, and learned how much fun it can be to ride on top. Yep, you're a bad influence on me. Now I find out that our rescuer not only can rescue, he can fuck my brains out and cook a good meal after we're done. Definitely husband material!"
"Way to go mom!" Daina replied as she stuffed another bite into her mouth. For my part I just sat in stunned silence, trying to eat my food before it got cold. I didn't have to worry too much about bears in this weather, but just to be safe I put my coolers back into the tree after I finished cleaning up the dishes. By the time I got done and had everything put away the wind was cutting through me pretty bad, and I had to admit I was getting cold. I shook the snow off as much as I could and crawled into the tent. Joan and Daina were sitting on the air mattress, using one rolled up sleeping bag and my lone pillow to support themselves.
"So what do we do now?" Joan asked as I pealed my winter gear off.
"Well, we have all day to kill. To be honest, I'm kind of tired."
"You want to take a nap at ten in the morning?" Daina asked incredulously.
"Unless you have a better idea."
"I think we should play some more cards." Daina said as she sat upright.
"More strip poker?" Joan asked her daughter.
"Maybe later. I thought we could play something else.
"Ok like what?" I asked as I tossed my pants off to the side, leaving me wearing only my polypropylene longjohns, similarly dressed to what the ladies had to wear.
"Hmmmm how about go fish."
"That sounds safe." I thought to myself as I sat down. "Ok sounds good." I said.
Daina delt out the cards to us. As I was putting them in order. Daina added the clincher. "Oh yeah. I forgot to mention. The adult version includes truth or dare. If the person you try to get a card from doesn't have it, he or she can ask a question or give a dare."
"Oh damn." I breathed. I was first up, so I asked Joan for a 2, and didn't get one. "Truth" I said simply.
"Are you married?" she asked simply.
"Nope." I said. "Your turn."
"Daina, do you have any 5's?"
"Nope" she answered with a grin.
"Truth I guess." Joan responded.
"Did you enjoy sucking Mike's cock after he fucked me?"
"To my surprise, I did."
"Good. Mike, do you have any 3's?"
"Nope." I replied.
The game continued for some time, each of us taking truth and asking intimate questions that clearly were turning us all on. I learned that she was divorced and hadn't had a boyfriend in two years. I also learned that Daina loved to have sex, but had been limited to her one boyfriend of three years until they broke up just two months ago, which was the last time she got any. I was surprised to find that I was only the second guy to ever have sex with her, and the third for her mother. We continued to play, finding out all kinds of interesting tidbits, like Daina had thought about sex with another woman, but had never tried, and Joan had never even considered it. After many rounds it was back to Daina. Do you have any tens?"
"Nope" I replied, starting to think of the next question I would ask her.
"Dare." She said.
That stopped me for a second. "Ok. What are the limits on the dares?" I asked.
"Anything that wont inflict bodily harm." She answered.
I thought about it for a minute. I knew she was horny as hell. Maybe I could take the wind out of her sails and slow her down. "I want you to pull down your pants and make yourself cum in front of us."
Since her outifit was a one piece, she peeled it down her body until she was standing with it bunched around her ankles and then sat down, her knees spread wide. It took her no time at all to lean back with her eyes closed and start running her fingers though her lips. Her shaved pussy glistened with moisture as she ran circles around her exposed, clit. I had to admit that I had a huge hardon by the time she was done and pulled her clothes back in place. I was up next and asked Joan for a six.
"You want sex huh?" she asked with a sparkle in her eye. "Sorry all out. I dare you to do a dare."
I thought about it for a minute. I was pretty horny after watching Daina, so I agreed. "Dare."
"Oh good. Let's see. You have to take all your clothes off and lay on the mattress and not move or touch anything for ten minutes." She said with a grin. Well, I had no idea what they had in mind, but I stripped down and lay down on the middle of the mattress. "Ok Daina, you get to be time keeper." She said as she peeled her bottoms off revealing she wasn't wearing her thong. I lay there and watched while she moved and squatted right over my dick. I started to reach out to her but she slapped my hands away. "No touching!" she reminded me. It was almost agony as she slowly lowered herself onto my hard dick. She twisted and worked down on my cock until she was pressing her pelvis against mine. Then she lifted all most all the way off before plunging down. This was clearly to make her feel good, not get me off, but I figured I could take the punishment. After ten minutes, give or take a little she climaxed around me, her body shaking as she groaned long and slow. After she caught her breath she pulled up off of me, leaving me standing like a wet flagpole. "all done." She said with a grin. "I think its my turn now."
I sat back up and didn't bother to put my clothes on. "Mike do you have any two's?"
"Nope." I said.
"Oh darn.... Dare I guess." She said with an obvious twinkle in her eye. She was having fun, no doubt about it, and it was clear she wanted me to dare her to do something.
"Ok. I want you to get naked and lay back, spread your legs wide open and close your eyes for the next ten minutes. You can't open them no matter what."
"Ok. She said, laying back on the mattress after pulling her top off. She lifted her knees and spread them wide, spreading her wet pussy lips in the process. I motioned to Daina to come with me and guided her to her mother's waiting pussy. She knew what I was asking and shook her head. I leaned in and whispered to try it and no one but us would ever know. Tentatively she reached out and licked up her wet lips. It didn't take long for her to get down on her stomach and start sticking her tongue deep into Joan's pussy, obviously enjoying it. Joan was enjoying it as well, squirming and trying hard not to reach down to touch, which I had told her wasn't allowed. Finally I pulled Daina back and motioned for her to wipe her face off and then called time.
"You could have done that a few more minutes. I was getting so close to coming again." Joan said.
"No problem You'll get a chance again." I said. Daina asked me for 5's and got them. Then I asked Daina for 6's, knowing she didn't have any.
"Nope."
"Dare." I said simply.
"I want you to 69 with my mom and make her cum while she makes you cum. You can't stop until you both cum in each others mouths." Joan and I looked at each other and I lay down, letting her get on top. She went to work on my dick, wrapping a hand and mouth around it while I dug my tongue deep into her pussy. I moved from tongue fucking her to flicking her clit. It didn't take me long to finish what Daina started. Now all I had to do was lay back and enjoy. Joan was working hard to get me to cum, slurping and taking pointers from her daughter. At one point I felt two mouths working on me as Daina showed her mom how to deep throat. She tried but didn't quite get it all in, gagging in the process. She didn't do that again, but she did enjoy bobbing up and down and licking the pre-cum off the top of my dick like a popsicle. "I'm almost ready." I warned as I felt my cum boiling to a head. Daina crawled up and blew in my ear and pinched my nipples while Joan sucked my dick into her mouth, suctioning as she stroked me. I heard her gag as my first shot went deep in her throat. She learned to move the alignment so it didn't go straight down her throat and recovered, catching the rest of my shots in her mouth, swallowing them down like a pro.
"God that felt good." I said when I could breath again.
"I'm glad you liked it." Joan said as she turned aroud and lay down on the other side of me.
"Did you?" I asked her.
"Actually I did. It's kind of salty, but not too bad. I really enjoyed how you felt in my mouth though. It got me all hot and bothered again. I can't wait for you to recharge so I can get fucked by that dick again."
"Just save some for me mother." Daina said, from her side of me.
"Don't worry dear. I think he has enough for both of us."
"How about we take a nap. I'm still tired from last night."
"Ok." Joan said, sitting up to lay the sleeping bag down for a blanket. The three of us snuggled down under the sleeping bag and I fell asleep with my arms around two beautiful, sexy women.
I groaned as I came fully awake, a warm wet pussy enveloping my dick inch by inch. I don't know how long I had been asleep, but Joan had gotten me hard and was now going to use that to her satisfiaction. Daina, not to be left out this time, crawled over my face, and facing her mother, lowered her pussy to my lips. I went to work on her pussy with my tongue and her tits with my hands, squeezing and tweaking her tits and nipples as I alternately flicked her clit or drove my tongue deep in her hole. I felt Joan's movement change as well as the angle of Daina's body. When I heard Joan cry out "oh my god!" I had a pretty good idea what was going on. Running one hand up the front of Joan's body I quickly found Daina's face attached to one of Joan's tits. It wasn't long before Joan came to a screaming climax, the first time I had heard her be very vocal. To my surprise as my hand traveled down the front of Joan I also found her daughters hand rubbing her mother's clit while she bounced and screamed. It was a good thing we were in the wilderness. Joan's screams escalated, crying out "oh fuck", "Oh god", "Ohhh" and "ahhh" at the top of her lungs. Finally she collapsed, drained. Daina helped her lay over on her side and then slid down my body. She rubbed the front of her naked pussy up and down my shaft a few times, feeling the slick rod slide along her exposed clit.
"OH god that feels so good." She cooed as she pushed us together. She continued to do this several more times before she lifted enough and guided my dick into her tight hole. "Come for me baby. I want to feel your hot cum splashing inside me." She purred as she started stroking up and down my shaft, one hand holding her up the other between her legs on her clit. "Oh god." She grunted as she got more erratic in her stroking. "Uhhh. Come for me." She grunted before her body went rigid and shook. She screamed "OHHHHHHHH" so loud you could have heard it all the way across the lake, blizzard or not. My dick felt like I was going to explode, it was so big. I pulled her toward me and she leaned back moving her legs so she was on her feet and her arms holding her up over me, but facing the top of the tent. I started pistoning my dick up into her, making her whole body shake each time I hit my pelvis against her ass. "OH FUCK!" she screamed as her orgasm started to peak once again. Joan rolled over and stared sucking on one of my nipples. She sucked it into her mouth and gently nibbled on it. It was enough to send me over the top, slamming my dick deep into Daina one final time before pumping what remained of my depleted cum load into her. We collapsed in a heap, all three of us exhausted. Never in my wildest dreams had I ever envisioned having sex with two women at once, let alone this many times and in what I would consider a dream setting. I always did love sex outside, and in a tent is almost as good. I remember feeling my shrinking dick fall from Daina's pussy as she rolled off to my left side, pulling me along with her. The last thing I remember was Joan cuddling up behind me and pulling the blankets up over us.
My stomach growled, letting me know it was well past lunch time. Joan and Daina were already awake, sitting on the end of the mattress, talking in whispers. I sat up and looked around.
"Hey sleepy. You did finally wake up." Joan said with a grin, crawling up my body to give me a kiss.
"I guess so." I said wiping the sleep from my eyes. "What time is it?"
"Nearly four." She said holding up my watch. "I don't know about you, but I'm kind of hungry."
"I would think so." I said. "Let me get some clothes on and I'll get some food started. Do you like fish?"
"It's ok." Daina said winkling her nose.
"She'll eat whatever you make." Joan said happily.
"You're in an awfully good mood." I said as I started pulling my polypro's on. "any particular reason?"
"Well fucked and satisfied, tends to make a woman smile." She said with a grin.
"Oh. Ok." Was all I could say as I pulled my wool socks on. I bundled up and headed out the tent. The wind had dropped some, and the snow was now only a light flury. Daina and Joan came out a few minutes later while I was setting cook gear up.
"We need to go potty. Where should we go?" Daina asked.
"Pick a tree!" I said pointing to the trees around us.
"But..." she started.
"it's going to be a little cold dear, but that's the way it is." Joan said as she slogged through knee deep snow toward a tree that looked like it had a little clearer spot under. I tried to concentrate on what I was doing, but finally gave up and watched as they tried to strip down enough to squat and pee. By itself its not a difficult task, but both of them had on one piece snowmobile suits and Daina had the additional complication that her long underwear was one piece, meaning she was practically naked by the time she had enough clothes off to pee. She was not a happy camper when she came back to the kitchen area and plopped on the ground near me.
"That wasn't much fun. How do you survive in this kind of weather?" she asked.
"Haven't you noticed. He had different plumbing. Besides, he has all 2 piece stuff so he doesn't have to get completely naked if he needs to do both." Joan said as she sat down.
"Very observant. That's exactly it. I wear coveralls and jackets, so I don't have to strip naked." I said as I handed them mugs of hot coco. I then busied myself making fresh fish that I had caught the other day and fried potatoes. I threw in some processed cheese from a jar for additional calories and flavor. By the time I was done each of us had a heaping plate of fried boneless Northern Pike, fried potato wedges with cheese and another large mug of coco.
"God this is good. Do you always cook this good?" Joan asked between mouthfuls.
"This is pretty much basic fare for a trip like this. Its way too nasty to get fancy." I replied.
"If this isn't fancy what is?" Daina asked.
"Well, I didn't make any vegi's and the fish is pretty plain, not much breading. I would also usually make some hush puppies for fun."
"You make all that from scratch?" Joan asked.
"Sure, doesn't everyone?"
"You haven't ever seen my mom cook." Daina said with a grin. "Her idea of roughing it is breaking a fingernail on the can opener."
"That's not fair." Joan said, throwing some snow playfully at her daughter and then breaking up laughing. "Well, maybe it's not totally unfair."
"So you can't cook?" I asked. "and here I thought I found a perfect wife. Loves to fuck, isn't afraid to pee in the woods and can cook... oh well, two out of three ain't bad." I joked.
Joan threw a handful of snow at me. "You can be replaced you know!"
"Really?" I kidded.
"Yeah mom... Where are you going to find another hot dick out here?" Daina said with a grin.
"Well, maybe I'll just do without." She said with a fake pout.
"Like that's going to work." Her daughter tossed back.
"I think I better start cleaning up here." I said as I retreated, seeing nothing but trouble in this line of discussion. The women helped me clean up the kitchen gear and then I put another large pot of water on to heat. When it was warm enough I looked over at the women. "There isn't a shower out here, but I'm sure we could all stand one. I can offer you a sponge bath though."



"With warm water?" Joan asked.
"Not out in this cold!" Daina said, pulling her arms around herself.
"Certainly not. I usually do it in the tent." I replied.
"Well, I'm game." Joan said getting up and heading for the tent. "I'll even let you wash me if you want to."
"My pleasure." I said as I carried the pot of hot water after her. Once in the tent the three of us stripped down naked once again and I set a towel on the floor to stand on. With a pan of warm water, I began washing her body, rubbing gently with liquid soap and a washcloth. I gently washed her whole body, paying special attention to her breasts and pussy. I rinsed her off, and kissed each nipple and her pussy when I was done, handing her a towel to dry off.
"Thank you kind sir. That was very nice of you." She joked before stepping off the towel and moving to the bed.
"My turn." Daina said, stepping over. I repeated the process on her, making sure to wash her private parts well. She stepped her legs apart and pressed my hand to her pussy, rubbing my hand against her sensitive spots. "God I just can't seem to get enough of you." She said to the ceiling.
"I'm sorry." I said at a loss for what else to say.
"Don't apologize. That was a compliment." She said as she pulled my head toward her bare pussy. I licked gently twice across her clit before pulling back and handing her the towel. "Your turn now." She said taking the wash cloth from me. Joan moved over to help and the two of them gently washed every inch of my body, each of them taking turns on my once again hard dick with their tongues before declaring me done. With all of us washed I pulled on my boots and stepped outside to toss the water. It was a bit brisk, but I didn't plan on staying out long. I put the pot next to the tent flap and then closed it up, climbing onto the bed with the ladies when I was done.
"So what now?" I asked.
"Well, how about some more cards?" Joan asked. "Truth or dare go fish was kind of fun."
"As long as we limit it to truth... I'm not sure my body can take too much more of the dare." I answered to both Joan and Daina laughing.
"I know how you feel. I don't think my pussy will recover for at least a week." Joan agreed.
We spent the next few hours, asking questions of the most personal nature, which was interesting in itself, not counting the card game. I finally called a halt to the game late in the evening so we could hit the sack. It was going to be a long day the next day. I pulled on boots and crawled out to go pee before bed. The wind had died completely and the night was growing clear. It was going to be a cold one. I checked the fuel tank on the propane and then scampered back into the tent, that being as long as my bare skin wanted to be out in the cold. I also brought in the bucket for the ladies to use.
"I don't know that the fuel is going to last the night." I told them. "And the forecast is for near zero temps. With it clearing like this I wouldn't be surprised if it goes lower. I think we better put our long underwear either on or in the sleeping bag with us."
"In, not on. I don't want to miss the chance of sleeping naked with you again." Joan said quietly, letting her long hair fall to cover her face so she didn't have to look at her daughter. "I mean after tomorrow, you're going to be hundreds of miles away and we may never see you again."
"Ok. Naked it is." I said as I turned the light out and the heater down to its lowest setting to conserve what fuel was left. The three of us cuddled up in the bag and zipped tight. I drifted off to sleep with Joan cuddled on one side, her head on my shoulder and her hand on my dick, and Daina in a similar position on the other side.
Morning came frosty and bright. The sunlight filtered through the trees as it began to creep up the sky. I could tell by the sight of my breath and the frost on the roof of the tent that the heater had died some hours ago. I knew that if the sun was coming up it was a bit past seven and we had about two hours before the rangers were supposed to drop fuel. I had quite a bit to do before that. "Time to wake up ladies." I said, kissing each on the forehead. It didn't look like either one had moved all night except to snuggle in tighter to me.
"Oh do we have to? It's so cold!" Joan groaned.
"No you don't, but I do." I said quietly as I fumbled at the bottom of the sleeping bag with my feet to pull the pile of clothes up so I could find my long johns. I tossed them on top of the bag and pushed the rest down to stay warm, then wiggled up and out of the bag, leaving the women to snuggle together to stay warm. It didn't take me long to dress, given the cold, and was soon bundled up in all my winter gear and heading out of the tent into the crisp morning. It didn't take long to uncover the kitchen stuff and fire up the stove. I soon had snow melted and hot water going while I headed out to recover my food coolers. This time I pulled down the ropes and everything, dragging it all back to camp. I had to dig around to find the overturned sled and make it upright. I had a lot of gear to pack in it. I also found one of my small emergency bottles of propane. I would need that soon. Breakfast this morning was biscuits and gravy, scrambled eggs and hot coco. I used my dutch oven to make some fresh biscuits and made a large batch of pork sausage gravy. Once I had breakfast about done, I switched the stove to the emergency bottle and hauled the large tank over to the tent and connected it to the heater line. I crawled into the tent and fired the heater back up for the ladies to get dressed. "Breakfast in ten minutes." I told them before crawling back out. I used the time while the biscuits were finishing to dig out my ATV and fire it up.
"Good morning." Joan said brightly as she stepped out of the tent, followed by Daina.
"Morning. Breakfast is ready if you are."
"As soon as we take a morning leak." She said over her shoulder as she trotted toward a large tree. They seemed to have a better handle on getting the job done today, but then even though it is pretty nippy, the wind wasn't blowing. "OK now breakfast!" Joan said, dropping to her knees in the clearing by the stove. I pulled some biscuits from the oven and put them on a plate and ladled hot gravy over them and added a scoop of scrambled eggs. "WOW!" she said digging into the plate of food while I made one for Daina. "This is great! Are these fresh biscuits?"
"Of course. Although I admit I use a powdered mix." I replied as I made my own plate after putting a mug of coco on the ground in front of each woman.
"Now I gotta marry you." She said between mouthfuls. I laughed as I stuffed a large scoop of food into my mouth. I hadn't realized how hungry I had gotten. There was little talk except a request for seconds, which was filled for both women. To my surprise they went to work after breakfast cleaning up dishes, only needing pointing at where various things went or where things they needed were. The kitchen was cleaned and packed in no time.
"Where is our snowmobile?" Joan asked, looking around at the glittering mounds of snow.
"See that big mound down by that tree?" I said pointing down toward the lake.
"Yes." She responded, using her hand to shield the sun from her eyes.
"That's it."
"Well, I guess I better get to work. Come on Daina." She said picking up the shovel that I had stuck in the snowbank. While they cleared the snow away from the snowmobile, I started my ATV back up and got it out of its snow drift. Even in 4wd it was having a lot of trouble with the deep snow. I finally managed to get it down to the lake, where the snow was less drifted, and drove a huge x and arrow in the pristine white blanket. Then I parked with the nose facing the lake and hooked up the sled. By the time the girls had the snowmobile out of the drift I had most of the sled packed with all my fishing gear, coolers, kitchen stuff etc. I topped off the tank of my ATV, from the can I had brought. I knew I had plenty to get back with, but not enough extra for a second machine, so we had to wait for 9:00 for the rangers to come. With everything done and an hour to wait yet, we retreated to the tent, the only thing still set up. Once I was stripped back down to my regular clothes, I dug out the radio.
" EX387 to ranger station 2" I said into the microphone.
"Ranger station 2 go ahead EX387"
"Just making check in as requested. We are waiting for the fuel drop you indicated, other than that we are ready to pull out."
"Roger. You should see air one in your area in about sixty minutes. Do you have an eta and a pull-out site you are planning on hitting?"
"Roger I will be heading in the general direction of Wilton Its about 18 miles as the crow flies but the path will be around 30 miles or so."
"Roger. I'll expect a call back if you have trouble, otherwise call in when you reach Wilton. The ladies party will meet you in Ely. Let us know if you won't make it in before nightfall."
"Roger. EX387 out."
"So what do we do for the next hour?" Joan asked as she started unbuckling my belt.
"Did you have something in mind?" I asked innocently
"I think that we need another good fuck before we leave. Don't you Daina?"
"I couldn't agree more." Daina answered as she started pulling her once piece longjohns off. She was completely naked before Joan had my pants off. Daina took over undressing me while Joan stripped her two piece longjohns off. I helped them work off my polypro's and was soon laying naked between them. Joan went to work sucking and slurping on my already hard dick while Daina crawled over my head and lowered her pussy to my face. It didn't take long to get her juices flowing, bringing moans of pleasure from her. I felt Joan abandon sucking my dick and replace her mouth with her pussy, pushing her tight tunnel around my more than ready dick. She began to slowly work up and down my shaft, letting the head almost come out before sliding back down again. She as in no hurry, and neither was I. Chances were this was going to be the last one we had. Daina on the other hand was getting more turned on by the second and was soon grinding her pussy into my face, trying to hit that magic button. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and held her still while I attacked her clit. She began screaming in what I had come to realize was her usual obsene manner, telling the whole world that she wanted my tongue shoved deeper into her hot pussy and that she was going to cum and cream all over my face. I tried to concentrate on what I was doing so that I didn't cum in Joan too quickly. With a final scream Daina came on my face, gushing her juices all over me as her body shook and trembled. I helped her lay down off the side of me so I could see Joan's face and body as she slowly worked up and down my shaft, clearly enjoying the feel. I reached up and gently massaged her breasts, frequently rolling and pulling her nipples. She closed her eyes and threw her head back as her pace picked up. I really wanted to climax with her this last time, so I let myself start to go, knowing she was going to cum any time, which she did when the first spurts of my hot cum pushed up into her. She groaned and drove her pussy hard against my pelvis, driving my dick as deep into her as she could get it. I used my thumb to play with her clit, driving her climax even farther as my spurting slowed and my own body regained its composure. Without warning she practically fell over on top of me, collapsing in a heap of giggiling woman.
"My god that felt good." She said between giggles.
"So why are you giggleing?"
"Because this is so silly."
"What is?"
"Well, look at me." She said pushing herself upright. "I'm sitting in the wilderness, fucking a man I didn't even know two days ago, and enjoying every second of it. For my straight arrow life, this is the craziest thing that has ever happened to me."
"Well I for one am glad it happened."
"So am I." Daina said as she moved around to put her head on my chest. "I think you deserve it mom. It's been too long since you had any fun and I don't think you ever did anything even the least bit dangerous."
"I can't afford dangerous." She said simply.
"Why not? I'm 22 and moved out. You have the whole house to yourself. Other than your ladies group you go to once in a while, what do you do to spice up your life?"
"My life isn't spicy." She said simply. "But after this...maybe it's time it should be." She finished as she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips. "You never know what kind of a gentleman might turn out to be a great lover."
"Well, glad I could be of service." I said as I pulled her close to me.
"Oh you were....boy were you!" she said with a giggle.
The three of us lay there until it was nearly time for the chopper to come. I dressed and headed down to the ATV and drove out onto the lake to wait. Within about ten minutes I could hear the sound of the rotors echoing across the lake, with the bright red helicopter coming into view shortly after. It only took a few minutes for them to hover low over the snow and toss a single plastic jug of fuel out into the snow, and then they were off again, headed to who knows where. I drove over and picked up the fuel and secured it in the sled, heading back to camp as soon as it was done. All that remained now was to break down the rest of camp. I crawled into the tent to break down the heater and was quickly attacked by Daina again.
"Please tell me you have time for one more quick fuck!" Daina pleaded as she pulled me down to her naked body.
"We really need to get things moving." I said.
"Are you sure?" She asked me.
"Positive. We have 30 miles to go, which will take me a good part of the day with this snow."
"Oh poo." She said letting go of me. "You're no fun."
"Sorry but I want to be in before dark."
"Ok." She said with a pout.
Joan was dressed in her longjohns and began pulling her snow suit on. "I told you." She said to Daina.
"I know." She responded as she pulled her one piece suit on her body, encasing it in the shimmery material. I had to admit she looked pretty damn sexy in it.
It took nearly a half hour to get the rest of camp packed on the sled and the snowmobile filled up. The last thing to do was put on our helmets and we were headed out. It had started to warm up a tad, getting clear up to twenty or so by noon. We had made a good ten miles by lunch time, with me setting the pace. Their snowmobile easily went over the high drifts as we transitioned from the flat lake ice to the hilly terrain of the portages, but my ATV had a tendency to dig in and try to go through instead of over. It really wasn't made for deep snow, and the two feet we had on the ground was taxing it.
"I think its lunch time!" I called to them as I shut down the ATV in a sunny spot between the trees.
"Good idea!" Daina said as she pulled her helmet off. "I have a craving for sausage."
"You are a nasty girl sometimes." I said as I put my helmet on the ATV and stepped over to the sled to untie a cooler. While I was digging for some food, I felt her arms wrap around me from behind, one hand quickly making its way under my jacket and pulling the zipper of my coveralls down. She didn't give up, working my pants loose inside my coverall pants and digging out my hardening dick.
"Ohhh yes. That's what I want. Hard dick!" she said in my ear.
"If you keep that up I may just fuck you right here!" I said thinking the cold would turn her off.
"Is that a promise?" she said stroking her hand up and down.
'That's it girl." I said, pulling her hand from my pants and turning to face her. I unzipped her snowmobile suit and pushed it off her shoulders, letting it hang from her waist. Then I reached behind her and unzipped her once piece spandex thermal suit, pulling it down her arms until she was naked from the waist up, then I went to work pushing both the suits down her legs until she was naked from the knees up, with the exception of the hoodie she had been wearing under her helmet. With her standing there half naked, I shucked my coat and pushed my coveralls and pants down to my thighs and then turned her around. I received a moan of pleasure as I bent her over and pressed my hard dick against her already wet pussy.
"That's right! Shove it in me!" she cried out. "Take me right here! Fuck my wet pussy with your big fat hot dick!" she shouted as I pressed my dick into her wet hole. The way she was standing she was even tighter than in the tent, and she groaned as I worked deeper into her. As soon as I was fully inside her I started pumping in and out, my cock slick with her juices as our bodies slammed together. Neither of us cared about the temperature at that point. She screamed that she was cuming and her body began to tremble as the trees echoed with her cries of "fuck" and "OH god". I was not ready to cum yet and was slamming in and out of her pussy when I felt an arm around me from behind.
"Do you like fucking her like that?" Joan whispered in my ear.
"Yes." I said as Joan wrapped her hand around my dick, stopping me from fucking Daina.
"Good. Then do me just the same way. Make me cum like you made her cum. I want to hear my screams echo off the trees and feel this huge dick slamming into me too."
How could I resist? I pulled out of Daina and began pulling Joan's snow suit off her body. Since she had a two piece thermal suit on I didn't have to pull off her top, but I pushed it up and quickly bent over to suck one of her tits while I pushed her pants down to her knees. I was pleasantly surprised that she was wearing her red thong panties again. I left them up for now and continued to suck her tits while she caressed my head and I stroked her pussy through her thong, giving my dick a chance to rest so I didn't come too soon.
"Oh yes... Take me now. I want to feel you fuck me!" she growled in my ear. I turned her around and pushed her thong down to her knees, which was soaked with her juices. Daina had long since pulled her thermals back up and her snow suit, but hadn't zipped it. I leaned Joan over next to where Daina was leaning against my atv and pressed my hard dick against her wet pussy. I pushed hard to get inside, her legs being together this much making her even tighter. "OH FUCK!" she screamed as I drove deep into her the first time. "YES! FUCK ME HARDER!" she screamed as I started pounding into her, our skin slapping together loudly with each stroke. "OH GOD YES!" she screamed as I reached around her and squeezed her nipples between my fingers. I felt her body start to shake just before my own dick started to explode in her. I don't know where it came from but I felt what must have been a gallon of cum pumping out of my dick into her pussy as she shook and cried out, "oh fuck" over and over. She finally became silent and her body began to relax as the climax passed. Finally she stood up, allowing my softening dick to slip from her pussy. She crouched down, still barely dressed and licked our juices off my dick until I was clean, and then pulled my pants up to cover me. "Don't want it to get cold now would we?" she said as she stood up, pulling her own pants up now. "I don't think I have ever experienced anything like how that felt." She said a she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me. "Thank you."
"Believe me, the pleasure was mine!" I whispered in her ear. "Thank you too. You two have fulfilled many of my fantasies in the last two days."
"Truth be known, you have fulfilled a few of mine as well." She said before letting go of me.
I finished putting myself back together and then dug out some sandwich food and some Gatorade. We had a quick lunch and then hit the trail again. It was three in the afternoon when we rolled to a stop next to my suburban and trailer, and it was past four by the time we had everything, including their snowmobile loaded on my trailer. It was a tight fight, but we got it all on. I peeled my coveralls off and climbed in the truck. The girls did the same, tossing their snowmobile suits and helmets in the back seat with Daina. I started the truck up and pulled out my radio.



"EX387 to ranger station 2"
"Go ahead for ranger station 2."
"Ex387. We are off the ice and loaded. I am preparing to take the ladies down to Ely to meet their group."
"Roger you will find them at the Super 8. Thank you for your assist."
"Not a problem station 2. I enjoyed the company."
"Roger. Station 2 out."
I snapped off the power to the radio as Joan was unbuckling my belt. "What are you doing?"
"I may only have ten miles left to enjoy this dick, so I plan on sucking it all the way there."
"God mother! You are insatiable!" Daina called from the back seat.
"Learned it from you!" she said as she pulled my dick from my pants and planted her mouth on it. It was an interesting drive, and much too short, getting to the super 8. She sat up and kissed me on the cheek. "God you taste good!" she whispered in my ear. "Thank you so much for everything!"
I wrapped my arm around her after I parked and pulled her close. "You're welcome. I very much enjoyed spending all the time with you two, but especially you Joan." I finished before kissing her gently on the lips.
We got out of the truck as the rest of her group was making their way from one of the motel rooms. After introductions all around, I got dressed in my heavy clothes and helped them unload the snowmobile and transfer it to their trailer as the women moved inside.
"So what are your plans now?" John, the guy that was introduced as Joan's friend asked.
"I think some food and a good night's sleep is in order. I have nine hundred miles to go tomorrow."
"Well why don't you at least let us buy you dinner. I mean it's the least we can do after you saving them."
"You don't have to do that."
"Really. I want to." He said. "We can all go out and they can tell us all about it."
That part worried me, but I agreed, more to be able to spend more time with them than anything. The seven us of drove to the boat house pub, not too far away, and sat down, Joan and Daina on either side of me. Daina and Joan had changed into regular clothes, Daina wearing a short denim skirt and tuttleneck, and Joan wearing a medium length skirt and white sweater. Both of them looked like a million bucks, and there I was in a sweatshirt and jeans.
"Don't worry about how you look." Joan said as she pulled my arm against her. "To me you look fantastic. Now let me introduce everyone. Joe you met. I work with him and he was the big dummy that talked me into going on this trip. This is Megan, my best friend." She said pointing to a short brunette with a huge pair of knockers encased in a dark brown turtleneck. "Sandy and her husband Rick. I work with Sandy." She said pointing to a cute young couple at the end of the table. "and last but not least is Jackie. Jackie and Joe have been going together for a couple years." She finished. "Everyone this is Mike. By far the most important person here. If it hadn't been for him we wouldn't be here today." She said beaming at me.
"I really didn't do that much. They wandered into my camp wet and cold. All I did was to warm them up and give them a place to sleep." I said.
"Yes, and feed us and help us get home, and keep us warm, and entertain us. Shall I go on?" she said with a grin.
"No I think that will be just fine!" I said getting worried that she might add all he sex stuff.
"He's our hero!" Daina said, leaning over and kissing me on the cheek.
"Well we are all very glad you were there and nice enough to help ladies in distress." Megan said with a big smile.
"I specialize in ladies in distress." I joked.
"So I heard." She said with a grin and a wink.
Dinner progressed nicely, lots of talk, including Joe who gave me a hard time for being holed up in a tent alone with two beautiful women for two days... If he only knew. The wine flowed pretty freely as well, although I didn't join in, not being a drinker. Before long dinner was over and we decided to adjourn to the motel. Apparently the group had been staying there for the trip and taking day excursions out on the sleds. We all gathered in one of the rooms and drinks again flowed, especially beer, but some hard stuff too. I thought Joan was getting pretty tipsy, and I started to get worried about what she might say. Finally it happened. Megan asked her what she did to keep busy for so long in such a confined space. Almost without thinking Joan blurted out "Fuck, what else?"
All eyes turned to Joan, and then to me.
"You took advantage of these two innocent women!?" Joe said loudly, getting up from the chair he was sitting in.
Joan quickly stood up and pushed him back into his chair and then moved over and sat down on my lap, hanging her legs over one side and wrapping her arms around my neck. "Don't blame him. He was a perfect gentleman. He even stood out in the rain while Daina and I got out of our wet stuff. It was Daina's idea to fuck his brains out."
"Wow!" Megan said with a low whistle. "And you were able to keep up with both of them for two days?" she asked looking straight at me.
"He more than kept up. Didn't he sweety?" she asked Daina. "He tried to be nice and just be there to keep us warm, but with nothing else to do and his cock so big and hard... well we just had to have it. Well, Daina just had to have it. I took a little longer to warm up to the idea." She said as she leaned back, using my neck as a support. "But man was it worth it!" she said with a huge grin before pulling her face to mine and giving me a fairly drunk kiss on the lips.
"I think this would be a good time to call it a night." I said getting up and setting Joan back down on the edge of the bed we were both sitting on.
"Oh no. You have to stay!" Megan said. "We want to hear all the juicy details. Hell this is the first time I ever heard of Joan getting a good screwing, at least since her husband dumped her all those years ago."
"Let me tell you!" Joan started, pulling me back down on the bed next to her. "He can fuck your lights out, and he can cook like a genius. You should have tasted that food he made, and in the middle of a fucking blizzard! I would have made a couple sandwiches and called it good, but no siree! We had fish and fried potatoes for dinner and for breakfast this morning he made biscuits and gravy and eggs! Damn, I don't eat that good in a restaurant. And the biscuits were fresh made!"
"Yeah. It was great. Mom kept saying that she needed to marry him." Daina chimed in. "But the best thing was to see her bouncing on his cock! She rode him like a horse forever! Didn't seem like she could get enough."
"You should talk. You're the one that started it all by sucking his cock in that card game. Besides, wasn't it you that practically attacked him on the way back and made him fuck you right there in the middle of the trail on the way back?"
"Ohhhhh." She said closing her eyes. "That felt sooooo good too. I'd do that again in a heartbeat!"
"It sounds like you were more a victim than a participant Mike." Sandy said, obviously drunk "I wish my husband would just take me like that sometime!"
"Sandy! Behave!" Her husband chided back.
"What's the matter Rick? Wish you had the balls to do that?" she asked with a slight drunk slur.
"Be careful, some day you may get what you don't expect!" he shot back hotly.
"Oh you are so full of it Rick. You're always all talk and no do!" Sandy said. "If you're not in bed and the lights out you wouldn't know what to do!"
"Sounds like Mike does though!" Megan said getting up from her chair and moving over to me. She squeezed between Daina and me, pressing her body and huge boobs up against me. "How bout it stud? Like a crack at these hooters?" she asked, hefting one of them with her free hand, the one that didn't have the bottle of beer in it.
"You trying to steal my guy?" Joan asked, putting an arm around me and pulling me toward her a little.
"Nope, just want to try him on for size." She said. "Besides, what guy can resist this nice set of tits?" she asked, pulling the front of her shirt up to expose one huge breast encased in a red lace bra.
"Well, he isn't mine to keep, but I don't know if I like the idea of you trying to take him away from me."
"Well, then why don't we both have him. I'm sure he can keep up. Sounds like he had plenty of practice." She said as she set the beer bottle down on the floor and pulled her shirt up and off. She did have a nice pair of tits, easily double d, covered with a lace bra that still showed her areola and already hardening nipples.
"Megan! Put your shirt back on!" Rick called at her.
"What a stick in the mud!" Megan said. "Next you're going to tell me you don't like the sight of a naked body Hell I bet you don't even look at Sandy's naked body, and I happen to know she has a nice looking body! Come on Sandy, let's see 'em! Show Mike what a good looking body you have!"
"There's no way Sandy is going to pull her shirt off in front of everyone." Rick said quietly.
"If she won't I will!" Jackie said, standing up and pulling her shirt over her head, revealing a naked pair of B cup tits with pointy nipples. "All this talk of sex has me horny as hell, and if Joe isn't going to get amorous, hell I might try him too!" She said as she pulled on her nipples.
"How dare you tell me what I will and won't do!" Sandy said hotly, standing up in front of Rick. "I'll take my fucking clothes off anyplace I feel like!"
"How bout it Joe? You going to give your girlfriend a nice fucking?" Megan chided trying to divert attention away from the growing fight between Sandy and Rick.
"Maybe when we get back to our room." Joe responded.
"In that case." An obviously drunk Jackie said. "I think I'll see if Mike can fill me up!" she continued as she kicked off her shoes and pushed down her pants and panties, stepping out of them naked to the whole room. She walked over and stood in front of me, reaching out and stroking my dick through my pants. "How bout it Mike? Want to bend me over and fuck me like Joan and Daina?"
"You really want to be fucked, we can fix that!" Joe said as he pulled her back to him with one hand and undid his pants with his other. He whipped out his hard dick and sat down, pulling Jackie back to him. He aimed his dick at her pussy and pulled her back until she sat down on him in the chair, sinking easily into her pussy.
"OHHHHHHH Yes. Much better!" she said as she started bouncing.
Megan was busy working on my pants while all eyes were on Jackie and Joe. She gasped when she pulled my hard dick from its hiding. "Oh my god! What a fantastic cock!" she said stroking it. "No wonder you spent two days fucking like rabbits!"
"She does get a little carried away." Joan whispered in my ear. "But she's mostly harmless." She finished as Megan leaned down and wrapped her lips around my dick. Somehow she managed to stroke up and down my cock with her mouth while she was striping off her clothes. The next thing I knew she was popping off my dick and turning around. She bent over in front of me and grabbed her ankles.
"Come on stud! Fuck this wet cunt!" she called, looking around at me. "Bring mamma your big fat hot dick and stuff me full!"
"You always were a potty mouth!" Sandy said from across the room where the fight seemed to have died down somewhat.
"Don't knock it till you try it!" Megan answered. "Besides, you're still dressed, what do you care?"
Joan leaned over and blew in my ear. "You might as well get it over with, she won't let you alone now until you do."
"This really wasn't my plan." I told Joan quietly.
"Don't worry, we're staying the night, so you get to have me again before you leave tomorrow if you want."
"You mean if they leave me anything for you?"
"Oh. I have confidence you won't have any trouble in that respect." She giggled. "Now go fuck her. I can see your dick wants too. Just look at the little solder lubing himself up."
Joan stood up and pulled me to a standing position and then pulled my pants down to my knees. She wrapped her hand around my dick and stroked it a few times while she aimed my dick at the waiting pussy in front of me.
"OH MOTHER FUCK!" Megan cried out as I sunk into her sopping wet pussy. It took several strokes to reach full penetration, each one eliciting another cry of pleasure. I started driving in and out of her pussy, slapping our bodies together. I looked across the room and saw a side view of the two of us fucking in a mirror, giving me a great view of her tits swinging back and forth with each stroke. "OH god I'm going to cum!" she squealed "OH GOD!" she cried again as her body shuddered. I continued to stroke into her, getting a higher pitched squeak with each stroke. She finally pulled away and rolled onto the ground, my dick dripping her juices on the carpet. "Holy fuck!" Megan said from the ground, panting to catch her breath. "I can't remember the last time I came so fast!"
"Sandy, what are you doing?" Rick said, drawing attention back to their spot in the room. Sandy was busy stripping out of her clothes, revealing a slim body with a nicely proportioned set of tits. Her areola were large for her breasts and were topped with nipples that stood out at least half an inch or more.
"I'm getting fucked!" she said. "Now you can do it or he can, but I have to get fucked. After watching that I just can't sit here and not do anything!"
"I'm not having sex with you in front of all these people!" he practically shrieked.
"You know what Rick? You're a turd. You could fuck me right here right now. All you gotta do is drop your pants and I'll screw you silly. You're just too damn much of a prude! We wouldn't be doing anything everyone else isn't doing. I'm tired of not getting any sex. Now are you going to fuck me or not?"
"I can't" he said.
"Why not?" she asked kneeling in front of him and undoing the front of his pants. He tried to cover himself as she pulled his dick from his pants. He was clearly hard at that point, but by the time she got his pants to his knees and tried to sit on him he had shriveled to the point of no return. "Fine! You don't want to fuck me then I'll find someone who will!" she shouted hotly at him before storming across the room. She stopped in front of me and stared me in the eyes. "Well, do I look good enough to fuck?"
"Y..You have a very good looking body." I stammered, not really sure what to do.
"Good." She said pushing me back on the bed I had sat down on while she was undressing. She quickly climbed her naked body over mine and grabbed my still hard dick. "Fuck me!" she said simply as she aimed my dick at her waiting pussy and sat down on me. It took her almost a full minute to sit all the way on me, whimpering and crying softly as she did. Her husband pulled his pants up and left the room before she had fully settled on me. She leaned down, her small tits pressing my chest. With a tear in her eye she whispered. "Please."
"Your sure?" I asked.
"She's sure." Joan whispered to me. "Trust me."
I rolled her over on the bed and stood at the end of the bed, dragging her with me so I would stay inside her. She hooked her legs around my neck and I started sliding in and out of her pussy, slowly at first, and then faster. Soon my dick was pistoning in and out of her slick tunnel, generating cries of ecstasy with each trip in. "OH GOD!" she cried as she thrashed on the bed, her body trying to pull back into me, but not having the leverage. "OHHHHH I'm Going to cum!" she cried in a high pitched voice as her body began to shake. The increase in pressure as her pussy contracted around me pushed me over the top and I started unloading into her, pushing my pulsing dick deep into her as I came in what felt like torrents. Joan got off the bed and stepped around me, gently wrapping her arms around me and rubbing her hands up and down the front of my body under my shirt.
"Good job." She whispered. "She has been needing that for a long time."
"I'm not used to screwing some other guys wife." I said simply.
"Don't worry. He hasn't been screwing her for over a year. Not really sure what his problem is."
"I do!" Sandy said as she lowered her legs and let my dick slip from her pussy. "The prick is gay!"
"NO SHIT?" Jackie called from where she was still sitting on Joe's lap. "That explains a lot!"
I felt a hand and mouth close around my dick, and looked down to see Daina sucking on me, licking the juices left from my coupling with Sandy.
"ohhhhhh" I moaned quietly as she was joined by Megan, the two of them taking turns liking and sucking me. As much sex as I had in the last couple days, the sight of the two women taking turns on me soon had my dick growing.
"I told you this would get him hard!" Daina told Megan.
"Ok. Hold it." I said taking a step back. "I'm not sure I really want to be part of an orgy here. Hell, I haven't even had a shower in three days!"
"We can fix that!" Megan said standing up. She went to work pulling the top of my clothes off while Daina went to work getting my shoes and pants off. They had me naked in record time and were leading me toward the bathroom. I stood there, with Daina stripping her clothes off while Megan got water started. I wasn't sure how this was going to work, but allowed myself to be led into the shower by Megan, followed by Daina. Megan removed the shower head and wet us all down with the pulsating stream and then put it back in its holder. The Daina squirted liquid soap all over the three of us and they moved against me, rubbing my body with their hand and tits and anything else that would touch. I felt Megan push my dick down between her legs and use a fucking motion to clean the two of us there. She pulled my arms around her and put my hands on her ass. I squeezed and kneeded her firm ass while she fucked my soapy dick, rubbing her clit along the top of it.
"OH GOD" she cried as her body started to twitch and spasm with a small climax. "Oh fuck that felt nice. It's been a long time since I got any in a shower!" she said after she could breath again. "But I think we're cheating Daina, aren't we kiddo?" She asked Daina around me.
"It would be nice." Daina said sweatly.
Megan pulled off of me and turned me around while Daina turned around and bent over, using the side of the tub to hold herself up. Megan guided my dick to Daina's pussy and used her own pelvis to push me into her. Daina groaned and wiggled her ass to settle me in before I started to slide in and out of her. Megan knelt down in the tub behind us, water cascading across her head and my back, and reached between our legs, letting her arm rub on my balls as I stroked and her fingers rubbing Daina's clit. It wasn't long before Daina came to one of her screaming climaxes, barely able to stand up any longer. Megan got up and turned off the water and helped me out of the tub and went to work drying us both off after handing a towel to Daina. Once dried, she led me back out into the main room where I saw Joe and Jackie banging away again on the floor with Joan sitting in a chair, stuffing her fingers in and out of her pussy. Sandy was still laying on the bed and moved to make room for me. I lay down and she immediately went to work sucking on my still hard dick Megan leaned over me and held one of her massive tits to my mouth, which I sucked in. I really loved big tits, and these were big and firm with huge hard nipples. Sandy move to straddle me and quickly went to work stroking up and down my dick with her wet pussy. After the attention in the bathroom, and the tits in my face, there was no way I could hold back any longer. My dick started erupting inside Sandy as she continued to bounce on me, her own orgasm triggered by the splashing of my hot cum against her cervix. She didn't seem to be able to decide if she wanted to bounce on me or grind into me, so she tried to do both at once, finally settling on grinding her clit onto my pubic hair. She collapsed to one side of me, and thankfully, Megan pulled her tits from my face. She moved down to my dick and rubbed her tits and nipples all over my slick dick, using my dribbling cum as lotion. I was wasted. I didn't see any way I was getting anything hard again for a while.



"I can see why you had so much fun." Megan said to Joan after she moved from her chair to lay down next to me.
"I know. Hell of a fuck isn't he?" she said as she turned and kissed my ear.
"You can say that again." Sandy said dreamily. "Twice in an hour. I haven't been fucked this much since I got married."
I was physically beet and soon faded off to sleep, warmed by two naked women snuggling against me.
When I next woke, it was morning, and my partners had changed positions, but we seemed to be alone in the room. Sandy stirred as I moved to get up and go to the bathroom. I was sitting and peeing when she came into the bathroom and closed the door.
"I just wanted to applogize for last night." She said, standing against the door with her arms crossed across her bare tits. "I had way too much to drink and didn't mean to take advantage of you like that."
"No problem." I said with a shrug. "I was kind of out numbered, so if it wasn't you it would have been someone else. Besides, when have you heard a guy complain about having sex with a hot woman?"
"I wish my husband felt that way. He hasn't tried to have sex with me in months, and when he did before that it was less than enthusiastic."
"I'm sorry."
"I'm not. At least I know what it can really feel like now."
"I kind of feel like I just broke up a marriage."
"No, not really. I think this has been coming for a long time. You might have been the catalyst, but you weren't the cause."
"Well, I'm still sorry." I said as I stood up.
"How about a shower before you go?" she asked as she stepped into me and wrapped her arms around me.
"I do need one, so I don't suppose it would hurt to share one with you." I said as I pulled away and turned the water on. Once the temp was right I turned on the spray and the two of us stepped into the cascading water.
"This is something else he won't do." She said as she gently began soaping my body.
"His loss." I said simply as I returned the favor, rubbing liquid soap all over her body, paying special attention to her perky breasts and soft pussy. She rinsed the soap from my dick and knelt in front of me. Tentativly she wrapped her lips around my hard dick. I stood under the water for several minutes, allowing her to move and suck on my dick.
"Mmmmmm that feels so nice." She cooed as she stroked my cock after pulling it from her mouth. "Will you fuck me again, like you did to Megan last night?"
"If that's what you want." I answered as I lifted her up and turned her around, pressing on her shoulders to bend her over.
"Oh god yes." She moaned as I worked my dick into her pussy, stroking in a few inches at a time, a little more each time. Soon I was slowly stroking in and out of her to my limit, the head of my dick bumping her cervix each time. "MY god this feels so fucking good!" she panted. "I could do this forever!"
"I wish I could." I said, trying hard to keep from cuming yet.
"Why?"
"Because your tight pussy is going to bring me off pretty quickly."
"OH god. Yes. I want you to. I want to feel what its like when I'm not drunk off my ass. I want to feel your dick exploding inside me."
"You will soon." I said between gritted teeth. I felt her fingers brush my balls as I stroked. She was obviously working her clit to climax with me.
"Oh god....yes... cum now... fill me up!" she cried loudly as she shuddered and spasmed around my dick. It was enough to push me over the top. I rammed in deep and started spurting into her. I couldn't have had that much cum left after the last few days, but my dick valiantly pumped what it could into her, pulsing and throbbing inside her. When she could control her body again she stood up as far as she could and pulled me to bend over her. She turned her head and kissed my cheek. "Thank you. That was exactly what I wanted."
"Glad it made you happy."
"More than you will ever know." She said."I've been trying for this for a long time. Hopefully it works."
I was puzzled. "I'm not sure I know what you mean?"
"I married Rick because I was ready to have a baby. He didn't seem to be able to give me one. With luck you did!"
"Um... I'm not sure I want to be a father, especially of someone I don't really know."
"Don't worry. No strings attached. You don't even ever have to know if you did or not if you don't want to. You made me feel wonderful last night and I suddenly wanted to have a baby from someone who was at least caring and considerate. You showed that in how you treated Joan and Daina in the wild, and how you treated me last night. Thank you." She said with a kiss again.
"You're welcome I guess."
"So did you get another good load?" Joan asked as she stuck she stepped behind me into the shower.
"OH yes!"
"Good. Sorry to spring that on you Mike, but after you fell asleep last night she told me she wished she had a husband like you to make a baby with. Since she had two loads from you last night, we just figured one more for insurance would be a good idea."
"How do you know it's the right time?" I asked
"Silly man. We know!" Joan said as she turned me to face her, allowing my softened dick to pull from Sandy's pussy. She knelt down and cleaned me off with some liquid soap and then pulled me from the shower . Sandy had already left the bathroom by the time we got dried off. She led me to the bed and lay down next to Sandy. "I'd really like you to lick me one more time before you have to drive off into the sunrise."
"That would be my pleasure!" I said as I moved between her legs and went to work on her tasty pussy. I worked up and down her soft lips, alternately pushing my tongue into her pussy and flicking her clit. Part way through this really tough duty, I felt a hand close around my dick and begin to massage it. We must have gone this way for nearly twenty minutes before the insistent hand started pulling my now hard dick toward Joan. Joan had already had one small orgasm, but I wanted to give her another. I pulled my face from between her legs and looked over at sandy who was busy pulling my dick. Clearly she wanted me to fuck Joan. I moved over her body and let Sandy guide me to the hot pussy beneath me. I slowly pushed into her one slow inch at a time, receiving a low moan as I continued to slowly push into her tight pussy.
"OH fuck yes." She moaned to me. "All the way in!"
In response I pushed hard and quickly slid to the hilt, slapping my body against her exposed clit, eliciting a sharp gasp of pleasure.
"Oh my god! Do that again." She cried as Sandy grabbed her arms and pushed them over her head. I pulled back slowly and then rammed in hard, slapping us again together. "OHHHHH!" she cried. I pulled back slowly and watched Sandy move over Joan's chest and suck one of her tits into her mouth. Joan cried out "OH GOD" again and I shoved into her again, getting a gasp. Three more trips like this and she screamed that she was cuming and her body went rigid. I continued to stroke in and out of her, in a more regular pattern now, trying to keep her climax at a peak as long as I could. I heard a door close but didn't look around, keeping my attention focused on Joan's face. Finally I saw her start to relax, so I slowed and stopped. "Oh god that felt so good!" she cooed at me between breaths. "thank you."
"Not a problem." I said kissing her on the lips gently before rolling off of her.
"Got any of that left for me?" Megan asked as she stood at the foot of the bed wearing a sheer nightgown.
"Didn't get enough last night?" I asked.
"Not hardly." She said
"Well, help yourself." I said.
"With pleasure." She said, stripping off the nightgown and crawling on the bed. It was a bit tight with three of us laying on it, but she managed to straddle me and aim my dick at her pussy. She wasted no time in sliding down over me, her pussy obviously wet from being played with. "Oh this is so much better than some hunk of metal." She cooed. To my surprise, sandy crawled across Joan and sucked one of Megan's tits into her mouth, at least as much of the monster as she could. "OHHHHH YES!" she hissed. "I didn't know you sucked tits!"
Sandy let the tit slip from her mouth. "I didn't suck cock before today either." She said before going back to sucking on the nipple closest to her. I played with the other tit that was bouncing tantalizingly in front of me with one hand, and let my other hand travel to Sandy's firm ass and played with it, eventually sliding a finger into her wet pussy. She moaned around Megan's tit, making Megan groan. Megan's pace picked up as Sandy got more vigorous on her tit. Clearly the two of them were getting closer to a climax. Megan ground against me and began to shake, her breath coming in one long slow moan. I found Sandy's clit with my finger and began to flick across it, back and forth, quickly causing Sandy to buck around above Joan, who was still laying under where Sandy was kneeling. To my surprise, Joan slid herself down and pulled her head up to suck one of Sandy's tits into her mouth, triggering a huge orgasm in sandy, who collapse on top of Joan.
"I always wondered what that would be like." Joan said as she rolled Sandy down enough so she could breath. "Different than I would have thought, but not bad."
"OH god. That felt good!" Megan said when she could breath again. "I don't think I will ever forget this."
"Me neither!" Sandy said from her position laying half across Joan and myself. "At least I hope not!"
"What are you going to do about Rick?" Megan asked her as she continued to sit astride my hard dick.
"Divorce the prick!" was all she said.
"Bout time!" Joan said. "Just don't steal Mike. If anyone gets him it's me."
"Claiming dibbs?" Megan asked.
"Yep!" she replied.
"Hey what's happening?" Jackie asked as she came in, coming to a stop inside the door. "Hell looks like the party is still going on!"
"Nope, just the morning cleanup." Megan said over her shoulder before climbing off of my still hard dick. Sandy immediately moved over and began to lick and suck my dick.
"Hmmmmmm I like this." She said between slurps. "Last chance Jackie, want some?"
"God that looks good, but Joe might get a bit pissed."
"What he don't know wont hurt him!" Megan said. "Besides, you're the only one that hasn't had him."
"Can I?" she asked me as she stepped over to the side of the bed. She was wearing a two piece flannel pj outfit. In form of an answer I reached over and pulled on the bottoms, pulling them down enough to expose her pussy. "I guess that's a yes." She said as she pulled her top off and then finished pulling the bottoms off. She climbed on the bed, and Sandy made room for her. "Oh my god is he thick!" she said as she engulfed my dick. "Soooooo fat." She mumbled as she wiggled around to get me fully inside her. "This is what I call a dick." She said as she finally hit bottom. She began to slide up and down my shaft, her little tits bouncing and swaying with each stroke. She leaned over and I pulled my head up to get one of her tits into my mouth. We continued this way for some minutes before I felt a hand between my legs stroking my balls. Jackie started riding harder, bouncing her tits more and making her clit slap into my pelvis. Her whole body started to shake a she moaned loudly as her pussy contracted around me. The added sensations sent me over the top and my dick once more made its best attempts to empty what was left of my depleted semen levels into her. She collapse on top of me, my dick still buried inside her. "God that was awesome. Now I know why you guys wanted to keep fucking him so much."
"Pretty good fucker isn't he?" Sandy asked her.
"God yes." She said. Then she kissed me gently on the lips. "Thank you. That really was awfully good."
"Glad you enjoyed it." I replied while I tried to catch my breath. After laying there for a few minutes she climbed off and quickly dressed.
"I better get back over there. Joe will wonder what happened to me pretty soon." She said as she headed for the door. I wondered how she would explain smelling like fresh sex.
"Ladies, I have nine hundred miles to drive today. I think its about time I get started."
"Do you have to? We were having such a fucking good time!" Megan said, sitting on the edge of the bed, still naked.
"Yep I do." I said as I scooted off the bed and looked around to find my clothes from last night. It didn't take long to dress. Joan moved into my arms and kissed me sensuously on the lips.
"Nothing I can do to make you stay?"
"Fraid not." I said. "You have a life here and I have one there. That's a thousand miles of difference."
"I know, but I can hope." She said as she let me go. "Good bye. Call me, ok?"
"Will do." I said as I hugged her one last time and then headed out the door. I had 900 miles to get all this settled in my mind... What a trip this had been. Maybe I would call her one day.
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Some years ago I took over as scoutmaster for a local troop of about fifteen guys. I was one of those kind of scoutmasters that believed that the boys should be able to try virtually any healthy activity, such as camping and hiking, etc. Because of this we camped once a month, rain, snow, shine, heat etc. We also sent teams to backpacking trips and canoe trips. As a result over a three year period my troop grew from fifteen to over forty-five boys. With this came the need for leaders, and I was fortunate to have twelve active assistants, including two moms, one of them the mother of my son's best friend. Amy and my wife Nancy were best friends. Our sons were born within a few months of each other and both had a healthy desire to breastfeed. They met at a mothers group and became friends. Our two sons were practically inseparable once they reached walking and talking age. As a result our two families spent much time and many activities together. Amy's husband was, unfortunately, a deadbeat drunk, which resulted in me frequently being a "dad" figure to Chris. We even joked on occasions that Amy was my second wife, although not in "that" way. Not that I hadn't had a few accidental peeks over the many years, but we respected the boundaries and that was that.
Being a scout leader means that you frequently go on outings with boys, and this requires at least two leaders at all times. Amy was an active participant, believing that if her son wanted to go, she was willing to try it as well. This resulted in her attending many campouts and "high adventure" treks such as repelling, backpacking and canoeing. The boys had attended a number of winter campouts, and I had passed on a lot of my knowledge of winter camping and survival that I learned from my many winters as a kid in the northern part of the country, and my almost annual ice fishing trips into the northern wilderness of upper Minnesota and Wisconsin. Some of the boys wanted a more advanced taste, and we planned a winter trip to the Canadian high adventure camp. This trip would be complete with advanced classes on winter survival, such as how to trap food and deal with blizzard conditions. This was not the kind of trip you could easily take in Missouri, just not enough snow. In order to have this kind of trip you had to have a minimum of two leaders. To complicate things, the boys in our troop had talked to a number of other scouts in troops around us and the group wishing to go had grown to nearly twenty boys. The size limit of the teams at the winter high adventure program was 10, including adults, so we were going to need a number of trained leaders so we could break down into smaller teams.
Getting leader training in the boy scouts is usually just a matter of finding or waiting for the right training class, and then going and getting certified. This kind of thing was regularly done for water training and such, but there were no training classes for winter survival or camping. After a number of calls to council headquarters, they agreed that my own personal certifications and experiences would allow me to create and teach a winter camping and survival class for leaders. The only problem now was how to conduct such a class in Missouri. The answer was to head up to Wisconsin during the early winter for training. A number of leaders enthusiastically agreed with the plan... that was until a few weeks before it was time to go and they realized they were going to have to slog through a foot or more of snow. In the end I had six male leaders and one female leader, Amy, besides myself that could go on the five day training trip.
The trip started out normal enough. We left early in the morning for the nine hour drive, hitting the trail head just before dark. We had only planned on hiking in a mile or so the first day to make camp. It took a little while to get all our heavy clothing on and the trailer unpacked and everyone geared up, finally hiking out for our campsite just as the sun was hitting the tops of the trees. I wasn't worried about light, the bright December moon was nearly full and already high in the sky as the sun slipped away. The guys, most of them in their late twenties to early thirties, tossed snow like a bunch of kids and had a great time for that first mile, slogging through foot deep powder in the crisp twenty degree air. It was an easy trek to find the site we selected, following the GPS right to the clearing in the heavy woods. This particular state park had a twisting twenty-eight mile loop trail that was off limits to snow-mobiles. In the summer it was a spectacular hike, with stream crossings and beautiful trees. We didn't need to cook, having had dinner on the road, so we set about putting up camp and starting a fire. The first task was to find dry wood, and I showed the guys how to locate dry wood to start a fire with, by picking dead branches of the underside of pines and whittling the wet outer surface off.
Before long we had plenty of dry kindling and I taught them how to build a fire pit that wouldn't melt and put their fire out. With a fire now blazing away in the middle of our campsite, we all set to work putting up our tents. Being a large troop we have been pretty successful with equipment. This trip we were using brand new backpack tents, the trainees paired up in two's, with one tent for myself and a separate tent for Amy. It would be a bit colder sleeping in the two man tent alone, but I was prepared for it and I hoped that Amy was as well. These new tents were a nice units with two high tech carbon fiber poles that crossed in the middle, making a tube seven feet long and about four feet wide. It was about four feet high at the center as well. This was the first use and all of the teams were supposed to have put up their tent before we left, partly to make sure all the parts were there, but also to make sure you could set it up. I was hard at getting mine set up when I heard the most awful sound. Imagine the sound of branches snapping followed by paper tearing, followed by the frustrated howl of two grown men, immediately followed by a significant amount of foul language. That combination of sounds generally means trouble, and on a survival trip, it's a sound you do not want to hear, and it was unfortunately the sound I did hear. Even though each tent had been set up once, this particular tent had a set of poles had a small flaw in the high tech carbon fiber, and when bent, the pole fractured and turned into a knife, lancing through the thin nylon fabric like a hot knife through butter. This was not a good situation.
"Well, what do we do now?" I asked the guys, pushing them to work out the choices and make a decision.
"Well, we could triple up!" one of the pair with the trashed tent suggested.
"You're kidding right?" Came an almost immediate response from Tim, one of the older men. "You know how tight these are. Two man is being charitable, three is impossible."
"We could make them sleep in the snow!" Chris, a twenty something slender guy suggested.
"Oh Thanks!" Mark, the other leader with the trashed tent replied.
"Well, the Amy and Mike have two tents, can they share?" Tim suggested.
Amy and I looked at each other. It was the logical choice, and we had shared a tent a few times on family outings. One of these provided an accidental glimpse of her naked body. On that particular trip she was sitting naked on the air mattress in the second room of our large two room tent, facing the hanging divider, when the wind blew through the tent, pushing the bottom up enough for me to see her bare body from the chest down for several seconds. I got a second quick peek under the partition while she spread her legs to pull her swimsuit on. I was never sure if she knew or not. Part of me suspected that she did it on purpose because of how long it took her sitting there naked before the wind blew. We had never overtly done anything, and we didn't want to ruin a friendship, so my ideas of her stayed as fantasies, with the few accidental glimpses I had seen.
"Yes, we can share." Amy said, confirming what I was thinking. We're adults and I'm sure we can respect each other's privacy." A couple of the younger guys elbowed each other clearly thinking that it would be an interesting arrangement.
With that settled we went about finishing setting up camp. The guys and Amy wanted to stay up around the fire a while longer, but being tired from 9 hours of driving, I said my goodnights and headed into my tent. Now winter camping is different than regular camping. The coldest time of the day is when you're sleeping. I had long ago taught all the boys that you sweat during the day, and at night that sweat will cool and you will be uncomfortably cold. For that reason I always carried a spare set of polypropylene long underwear, wool socks and a wool stocking cap to sleep in. I zipped stripped out of my cold weather gear and crawled into the tent, pulling my boots off last. I rolled my coat for a pillow and put my nylon snow pants next to my boots at the door end of the tent before zipping closed. It was a cool few minutes, but I stripped naked and pulled my polypros on before sliding into the down mummy bag. Now I would be toasty warm all night.
Amy woke me up when she crawled into the tent, landing on my feet. For a two man tent these were not a bad size, but then, backpack tents are always small. I didn't stir as she moved off my legs and rolled onto her own sleeping bag. The bright moonlight filtered into the tent making it more than bright enough for me to see her as she spread her bag open to sit on the plush insides instead of the cold nylon outer covering. Her eyes must not have been fully adjusted to the light yet, after sitting and looking at the fire, and in some ways it looked comical to watch her feel around for things. She must have thought I was still asleep, because she didn't make any attempt to cover herself as she peeled her layers off, ending up with her bare chest fully on display. Room was tight, and she lay down with her feet pointing toward my head as she pushed her pants down her legs, and tossed them to the end of the tent. Next came her long underwear. Using her feet and shoulders to lift her butt off the ground, she pushed them down her legs and then tucked her legs to her chest to be able to reach to pull the stretchy material the rest of the way off. This pulled her panties tight across her pussy, making my dick almost instantly hard. The last thing to go were her panties, which were interestingly brief. She lifted her butt again, and pushed them down her legs, pulling them up to her chest again to get them off her feet. From my position I had a wonderful, if brief view of her whole pussy exposed for me. If my dick wasn't hard before, it felt like a steel rod now.
Amy sat up on her sleeping bag, cross legged, and in the moonlight I could clearly see her nipples, hardened from the cool air, standing out on her firm tits. Even for having breast fed two kids, she had really nice tits. They were easily a C cup, and had a bit of sag, but not nearly as much as my wife's DD cups had. She felt around looking for her pj's, and finally ended up on her hands and knees, digging in her clothes bag at the foot of the tent looking for them. Her knees were at least a foot apart, and I had a much longer view her pussy as she bent over, her tits nearly touching the sleeping bag as she rested on her elbows to see in the bag. Too soon for my liking, she found what she wanted and rolled over on her back. Just when I thought the show was over, she lifted her knees up to her chest again, causing her pussy to be fully exposed as she pulled the flannel pj's onto her legs. I swore I could see a glisten of moisture on her lips before she strghtened them to pull them up her body. She sat up and her sexy tits disappeared as she pulled the almost skin tight top over her head and down her body. She moved around and slid into the sleeping bag, pulling the stocking cap down over her ears before curling up for the night. I tried hard to get my seriously hard dick to lay back down before falling asleep some time later.
Morning came gray and overcast. I didn't need to look outside to see that the sun should already have been up, but then the forecast was for light snow later in the day. I stretched my arms and legs slowing inside the sleeping bag, waking my body from its curled position, not loving the idea of getting out of my warm cocoon and into the cold. I looked over and saw Amy's eyes flutter and close again, so I was pretty sure she was starting to wake up. My morning woody became significantly harder as I remembered the show she had inadvertently given me the night before. The more I thought about it, the less sure I was that it was accidental.
Either way, I decided I might as well return the favor. I unzipped my bag and pushed the material back so I was exposed to the cold air. I sat up, which had my head brushing the top of the tent and worked the top of my Polypros off. Without looking at her face, I lay back down and lifted my hips off the ground and slid my polypro bottoms down to my ankles, letting my hard dick stick straight at the ceiling. I heard a short intake of breath, which told me she was indeed watching. I pulled one leg up to my chest, pointing the head of my dick straight at her face, while I pushed my polypro's down and my legs and pushed my wool sock off. Finally I pulled the other leg up, repeating the process and then set my clothes aside. I sat back up completely naked, with my dick pointing out at a forty five degree angle, and dug into the bottom of my sleeping bag for the clothes I stashed there the night before. I pretended to not find a sock, and turned around so my feet were pointed toward the head of my bed and dug around, laying on my side to give her a really good view. I finally pulled my missing sock out and then turned around again. I moved to my knees and bent in half to pull my poly top on and then lay back down again. I found my underwear and pulled them up my legs to my butt before extending my legs again. The last thing I did before covering my dick with them was to wrap my hand around it and stroke it a few times. I really would have liked to jack off about then, but figured that would have been much too obvious. I lifted my butt off the ground and pulled my briefs up and then went to work on my poly long johns. My final clothing was a pair of synthetic, insulated exercise pants and a wool sweatshirt.
With all my thrashing around there was no way she wasn't awake, but when I looked over her eyes were closed as if she was asleep. I could see her sleeping bag moving ever so slightly down around her waist. I could imagine what might be happening there. I pulled my snow pants on my legs and pushed my feet into my boots before unzipping the tent flap and sliding out. I pulled my pants up and my jacket on before zipping the tent closed. According to the thermometer I hung on the tent, it was a balmy twelve degrees.
Amy crawled out of the tent about half an hour later, joining myself and the rest of the guys around the fire. Breakfast was dehydrated eggs with bacon flavor, hot coco and instant oatmeal, all made with fresh water from melted snow. I taught the guys how to make fresh water to put in their canteens by laying a piece of plastic in a depression in the snow and filling it with fresh snow and pouring hot water from the fire over it. With snow you didn't have to purify it, unless of course it was yellow. I also made up my thermos of hot coco, which while being heavy, was well worth the weight. We broke down the camp and before heading down the trail we made last trips to the bathroom, one side of the trail for guys, the other for Amy.
It was a nice day for a winter hike. We were scheduled for 10 miles, which the guys had thought was way to short when we started, but soon realized that walking through foot deep snow was a lot harder than hiking up a mountain trail For my part I was defiantly going to be ready to quit when we hit our selected site, just past Johnson creek. We made the creek a bit past two, and stood looking at our camp site. The only thing keeping us from setting up camp was the fact that it was on the other side of the creek, and apparently the spring rains had washed out the footbridge. In the summer it was a simple task to hop from rock to rock or wade the foot deep water. This time of year it was rushing three feet deep and about ten feet wide with liquid ice. There was a thin coat of ice all the way across, maybe a quarter inch or a bit more in thickness, and you could see the water rippling along below the layer. This was not ice that you crossed, not ever!
Survival rule number one: In winter survival, you must stay dry and prevent hypothermia at all costs!"
I learned this rule very early in life and because of this I always carried my gear and clothes in waterproof or at least water resistant packs or bags. Even so, I wasn't about to try to wade across a three foot deep stream. I might try it in my winter weight gortex hikers if it was six inches deep, but not this. I sent the guys looking for a crossing point both up and down stream. They soon came back indicating they found a downed tree that had been used as a temporary bridge. I followed alone and looked it over. Aside from being slick with snow and ice, it looked sturdy enough. The guys crossed one by one until only Amy and I were left. As usual I was bringing up the rear. Amy stepped onto the log and was almost half way across when a chunk of the icy covering broke loose. Her foot shot out toward the water, and with the heavy backpack on there was no way she would ever recover her balance. I was already jumping feet first into the creek downstream of the point she was falling for before she hit the ice and broke through. The first danger in this is getting sucked under the ice and not being able to get up. I hoped that if I broke the ice enough with my own landing that we would avoid that fatal problem. I watched her go under as my boots hit the ice, fracturing it from shore to shore. I reached for her pack as the current started to carry her past, grabbing and pulling with every ounce of strength I had, pulling her back from under the still solid ice sheet that extended down stream. The cold water started working inside my snow pants and boots burned like liquid fire where it touched my skin. I could only imagine how badly Amy was as I dragged her sputtering form toward the shore. The guys reached down and helped drag the two of us up the steep slope, water streaming off and out of our clothes. I had been fortunate, only getting wet up to my chest, Amy, on the other hand had been fully submersed, and her body was already reacting to the shock. She was curling into a fetal position her lips turning blue and her whole body starting to shake uncontrollably.
I immediately started shouting orders, designating some of the men to build a fire, two to get my tent set up and one to pull Amy's sleeping bag out and spread it out. I knew what needed to be done, and we didn't have much time. I shucked my back pack and then went to work dragging Amy's pack off her shaking body, tossing it aside as water poured out of every gap. I unzipped my pack and dumped the contents out, along with plenty of water. Fortunately nearly everything in my pack was in Ziploc style waterproof bags. It only took me a second to find what I needed, my camp towel. My next step was to start peeling her water logged outer clothing off, water pouring from the pockets and sleeves as I pulled it off of her.
"Mike. Her bag is full of water!" The Mark shouted as he pulled her bag out of its covering.
"Ok Get mine then!" I responded as I continued to pull wet outer garments off of her, just tossing them into a heap in the snow. Mark went to work pulling out my bag and stretching it out in the snow. "Put her air mattress down on the snow and then put the sleeping bag on top of it!" I said as I turned and pulled my own air mattress out and quickly unrolled it. Amy was in bad shape, and I could feel my own body complaining about the ice water by losing the feeling in my feet. This was no time for modesty though. I continued to pull Amy's clothing off until I was pulling the final layer from her body, leaving her naked on the air mattress. Mark tried not to stare, but he clearly couldn't help himself as I toweled the excess moisture from her body and then picked her up and moved her to my sleeping bag, stuffing her unceremoniously into it, zipping it closed behind her. With that done it was time to take care of myself. I started peeling off wet clothes while I gave Mark directions on what needed to be done, making him repeat back my directions. In order, get the tents up, get the fire going, dry what you can over the fire, be careful not to burn things, make hot broth, there's emergency stuff in my red bag, and finally, if I become unresponsive, call 911 and use my GPS to tell them where we are. The emergency teams would be several hours getting here and by then we would be either dead or recovering. With instructions given, and being stripped down naked I wiped off the excess water off my own shivering body. I stepped back into my sopping wet boots and scooped Amy up in my arms, sleeping bag and all.



"Bring that air mattress!" I commanded as I carried her toward the tent that had just been set up. I crawled into the tent with Amy in my arms and set her down. Pulling the air mattress in behind me I stretched her out as best I could and then unzipped the bag. The best thing now was to try to conserve some body heat and get some back into her. With nothing dry for her to wear this was the only thing I could think of to keep her alive. "Ok. Zip us in." I said as I slid into the bag, trying to straighten her out so I could hold her face to face. Normally a mummy bag is a one person bag, but I tend to like my roomy and thankfully got myself an oversized bag. I slid down into the bag and pulled her to me, her cold skin almost painful to touch. "Ok Now go take care of what I told you to do." I told Mark as I laid back and pulled her to my body, her face resting on my chest and breathing in air from inside the bag. That air would be slightly warmer and should help her.
I held her for a long time, her body shaking controllably before I felt like I was making some progress. Her breathing became a bit less ragged and she moved her arms from across her chest between us to having them on my sides and pulling my body against hers. She was still shaking like a leaf, but now her bare chest was against mine, her hard nipples practically poking holes in my chest as she shook. She was far from out of danger, but I felt better about her condition, and my mind started to wander to the situation. Here I was, holding her naked in the same sleeping bag. Somehow when I stripped her down outside it had never occurred to me that I was touching her naked body, something that I might have fantasized about, but never done and never expected to have happen. Unfortunately, that line of thought also woke up my dick, which all of a sudden realized that it was nestled into that little gap where her legs met the rest of her body, that ever present target that was the entrance to all her most private places. Since it had been shrunken to its limit from the cold, as it started to grow, it did so like a missile launching to space, straight up into the crevasse. No matter how much I tried to "think" it to stop, the constant motion of her shivering kept massaging it and caressing the head. I finally gave up and let it have its way, allowing it to work its way up between her legs, the top of it pressing against her pussy. I had to admit that as I warmed up, my mind got more turned on. I found myself gently stroking her ass as I lay there. As much as I really wanted to have sex with her, this was defiantly not the time or place.
I was broken from my thoughts by one of the guys bringing me a cup of hot beef broth and a spoon. I thanked him as he closed the door once again. I was sure I was going to pay hell with the guys forever for being naked with Amy. I rolled us on our sides, my dick still confined between her legs. I unzipped enough to get an arm out and gently spooned the hot liquid to her lips. It took a few small spoonfuls before her mostly frozen brain got the idea and let me put full spoonfuls of the warm liquid into her mouth. By the time I had fed her the whole cup of broth her constant shaking had reduced to sporadic shudders. I wrapped my arms around her after zipping us up and pulled her slightly higher so I could get her face out of the bag now. I lay back down and she allowed her legs to spread on either side of mine, finally relaxing somewhat. She nuzzled her face into my neck and I felt her breathing slowly change to the regular shallow breathing of sleep. Confident that she was going to be ok, allowed myself to drift off to sleep as well.
I was dreaming that Amy was changing her clothes in the tent and she crawled over and pulled my sleeping bag open, and mounted me, slowly rocking her hips as she rode me. It was a wonderful dream, until I realized that I wasn't dreaming. My mind slowly pulled me to reality to find that Amy was still zippered tight into my bag with me, and my dick was buried fully into her. She gently rocked her hips, driving her clit into the base of my cock as she kissed and nuzzled my neck. I honestly had no recollection of getting this started, but my body was way beyond rational thought. My hands squeezed her firm ass in time with her small rocking motions, the bag limiting how far she could move. Now that I was awake it felt like my dick was growing even larger inside her, and her motions were coming more urgent, grinding her pelvis into mine to rub her clit against my dick. I never really had a chance to hold back, my body having been too far stimulated in my sleep to get ahead of it. I pushed her ass down against my dick and with a grunt, started unloading shot after shot of cum into her pussy. The feeling of my cum surging into her or the feel of my dick twitching and jumping inside her or the extra contact of pressing her against my dick, or some combination, triggered her own orgasm. With a low groan she shivered all over, a much different shiver than before. I could feel her pussy contracting around my dick, milking it and squeezing the drops of cum from me as her fingers gently stroked my sides where her arms lay. After several long minutes of our bodies twitching against each other, she sighed contentedly and drifting back off to sleep. I held her tight, not really sure what to think, and at the same time savoring how her soft body pressed against mine and how soft and warm her pussy was around my still partially hard dick.
It was after dark when Mark woke me. "Mike." He said shaking me softly.
"Yeah." I responded groggily.
"We have most of the clothes and stuff dry and some food made. Do you want to eat?'
"Yeah, why don't you bring us the stuff we were wearing."
"Is she going to be ok?"
"Yeah. She's just tired now. "
"Ok." He said as he slid out of the tent, returning a few minutes later with a pile of fire warmed clothes. "Here you go."
"Thanks Mark." I said as he slid out and zipped the door closed behind him. I gently unzipped the sleeping bag and rolled the two of us over on our sides. I started to move away but she pulled me back tighter to her. "Nooooo" she cooed groggily.
"Easy Amy." I whispered as I began pulling her arms from around me. She opened her eyes and I saw coherence slowly flood back into them.
"Where am I"
"In the tent. You took a spill into the water." I whispered.
"I did?"
"Uh huh."
"I don't remember."
"I'm not surprised. You were suffering from hypothermia."
"How did I get out?"
"I jumped in after you."
"Didn't you get wet too?"
"Yeah, but not as bad as you did. You were all the way under."
Slowly she shook her head. "I kind of remember now. I fell off and when I looked up I was looking through a window."
"Not a window, ice."
"How did I get out?"
"I pulled you out."
"How did I get here?" she asked as her mind slowly started to put all the pieces together.
"I got us here."
"Why am I naked?"
"I undressed both of us. All our clothes were soaked."
She looked down at both of our naked fronts and realized that we were in the same sleeping bag naked. "So you undressed me in here?"
"Actually, no. Out there. There wasn't any time for modesty, I'm sorry."
"So who saw me naked?"
"Besides me? Just Mark. I stuffed you into my sleeping bag as soon as I got you dried off."
"Well, that must have been a thrill for both of you." She said with a frown.
"Actually we were just worried about keeping you alive." I said as I slid out of the sleeping bag and dug through the clothes to find my long underwear and hers. I handed hers to her and then went about putting mine on.
"And getting into a sleeping bag naked with me was your idea?"
"Yep. Only idea I could think of at the time. I didn't figure you'd mind, given the other choice was you would have died within the hour."
"I suppose." She said as she pulled the long underwear into the sleeping bag.
"If you want some privacy, just wait a minute and I'll go out." I said quietly.
"You didn't." she said.
"Didn't what?"
"Have me close my eyes or anything before you got dressed."
"Nope, besides, nothing you haven't seen before." I said as I pulled my winter pants on over my long johns. "They have some food ready if you want some."
"Actually, I'm starved." She said as she threw the sleeping bag open and began to pull on her long john top. Once she had her top and bottom on she crawled over to me and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you."
"For what?"
"For everything." She whispered in my ear before pulling back.
"You're welcome." I answered simply as I helped her pull her now dry snow pants and coat on over her long johns. The last thing to put on was wool socks and then our boots, which were sitting just inside the tent. I crawled out of the tent and then helped her out, walking her over to the fire. The guys were more than happy to see both of us and they made a great fuss over Amy, getting her food and hot coco. There was lots of talk for the next couple hours about the whole incident, all of us working out the stress by talking about it.
When we had warmed by the fire and had our fill of food and had a chance to go to the bathroom, we moved Amy's dried sleeping bag to my tent and I let her get in and settled before coming in to get ready for bed myself. I knew she was awake and watching me, which had a tendency to make me hard. I stripped down naked and then pulled on my sleep clothes before sliding into my sleeping bag and zipping closed. Amy was laying with her head just inches from mine.
"Mike." She whispered. "Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure." I answered with a yawn.
"Did we have sex before?"
I had dreaded this question. I really didn't know what she remembered or figured out. "Why do you ask?"
"You didn't answer me." She whispered. "But I'll answer you first. I half remembered having sex, and I'm way to wet for it all to be just me."
"Well." I whispered. "I was asleep, and the next thing I knew I was buried inside you and you were humping me. I have to admit that nature being what it is, I finished it even though I don't know how it started."
"I wondered." She whispered before falling silent. Several long minutes passed before she whispered again. "You know. I haven't had sex for almost five years."
"I'm sorry."
"If you were going to start something, how would you do it?"
"Well, " I whispered, stifling another yawn. "I've always really liked the way your tits look. I'd probably start by kissing and sucking them."
"Always have?" she asked, raising her head. "Have you seen them before?"
It seemed like I had stuck my foot into it this time. Time to fess up. "A few times."
"How many?"
"Oh I don't know. A few."
"Well, why don't you tell me about them, if it's only a few."
"You sure you want to know this?"
"Yeah, I do. I mean since we just had sex I guess it's only fair to know what else you've seen."
"Well, first time I saw them was when you were breast feeding Em. I walked in on you accidently while you were changing your shirt after you leaked all over..."
"I remember that. I'm not sure who was more startled."
"The next time was when we were at the lake. You remember, you were sharing the tent with us?"
"Oh yeah. That summer, what about six years ago? I forgot about that."
"Uh huh. You were sitting in the tent and the wind blew the divider up. I got to see your whole body while you were putting on your swim suit."
"Yeah. Nancy had been telling me about how you were always trying to get into her pants when you're outside. I got kind of turned on and I couldn't resist flashing you."
"I wondered if it was on purpose."
"It was. When else?"
"A couple years ago we were both changing into our swim suits down at the swimming hole and I accidently watched you change."
"You accidently watched."
"Well, I couldn't help but watch, you looked so sexy striping out there in the woods."
"And you just stood there naked and watched?"
"How did you know I was standing there naked? I didn't say that."
"Well, I have to be honest... I saw you over there. I took as long as I could changing so you would have time to finish."
"Finish?"
"Sure, you think I didn't know you were jacking off over there?" she giggled.
"You watched me?"
"Well, I couldn't see what you were doing exactly, but I could tell by the way you were moving what you were doing. It kind of turned me on knowing that I turned you on enough to do that."
"Well, I was turned on watching you. I didn't know you liked watching me jack off."
"Ohhhhh if you only knew!" she said whistling silently.
"What does that mean?"
"Well, you remember when Nancy was gone for a month last year?"
"Yeah."
"Do you remember having to run out to the kitchen to pull your food out of the oven? And I came over to use the computer after you got done in the bedroom?"
"Yeah." I said with an uneasy feeling.
"Well, I was in the house already. I guess you didn't hear me come in. I was sitting in your chair on the computer when you came naked into the kitchen, your dick hard and all shiny with lotion. You didn't even see me before you ran back into the bedroom. I snuck down the hall until I could see you in the bedroom mirror."
I did remember when she was talking about. I had just gotten done jacking off to a good video of a guy fucking a huge set of tits when she came over. "You watched?"
"I not only watched, I pulled my underwear off and had my skirt pulled up. I came the same time you did. God I came so hard watching your cum spurting up in the air like that!"
"I guess we watched each other a few times then."
"But I never let on. I didn't want to ruin our friendship."
"I guess so." I said quietly.
We lay there a long time silently thinking and looking at each other.
"Mike." She whispered
"Yes?"
"Will you suck on my tits?"
"You sure?" I asked.
In answer she sat up pulled her pj top off before sliding her pants down and off. She moved over to me completely naked as I unzipped my bag. She pulled my polypro up and tossed it aside before working my bottoms down and off. She tossed them aside and then straddled me, with her hot wet pussy rubbing along my hard dick. "Please." She whispered as she leaned her body down to bring her two hanging globes in front of my face. I reached up and took both tits in my hands, and drew them to my mouth, sucking one of her nipples deep into my mouth as I squeezed her tit into a pointy cone.
"Hmmmmm" she moaned quietly "that feels so good!"
We sat there for some time, my mouth working first one tit and then the other. Her hips had been rubbing my dick with her wet lips for some time before I felt her lift up and take hold of my dick. I felt her wet lips envelope my dick as she pushed against me. She moaned again as she slid down my dick, pushing her upper body until she was almost upright, her head touching the top of the tent. She leaned forward a little, putting her hands on my chest for support and then began to slowly ride up and down my dick, rising until she was almost off and then sliding down slowly until she was at the bottom, and then continued to grind her pussy back and forth on me before starting the trip again. I still had hold of her tits and put my hands to good use squeezing and massaging her tits and playing with her nipples with my fingers. She set the pace, working to her liking, taking her time. I allowed her to take all the time she wanted, but she began to pick up the pace after a while, working in shorter strokes and driving against me with more force. Her actions and very tight pussy was having an effect and I was getting much closer to coming.
"oh god oh god oh god" she whispered to no one in particular as her body began to shake. I pulled her lower, using her tits as handles and sucked a nipple into my mouth, rolling it against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. She ground her hips hard against me hard while she made small mewing sounds.
She slowly lowered her body down to mine and rolled to the side, taking me with her. I continued the roll until I was on top of her, both our bodies still exposed to the cold air in the tent. "Fuck me now." She whispered in my ear as she spread her legs wide so I could better stroke into her. She groaned and moaned quietly as I pushed my dick its full length time after time. She put her arms around my neck and pulled my head down as she pushed her tits toward my mouth as I stroked. "suck my tit." She whispered in my ear. "Fill me with your cum. Pretend you're squirting your juice all over my tits. Pretend my tits are wrapped around your big hard dick and its poking into my mouth with each stroke." She panted in my ear. "Ohhhhhhh you feel so good!" She said in a squeaky voice. "You're going to make me cum again!" I drove my dick deep into her and groaned as her body shuddered in time with my first squirt of cum. I unloaded shot after shot of hot juice into her, finally lowering myself on top of her, spent.
We rolled onto my sleeping bag, both of us tired and drained, and starting to get cold. She snuggled against me, laying half on top of me. I zipped us in, snuggled like a cocoon.
"That felt so nice. I haven't been screwed in almost five years." She said as she nuzzled my neck.
"I'm glad you liked it." I said worried about where this is going.
"You know, Nancy can never know about this." She said quietly.
"No. It's going to be hard enough to explain being naked with you earlier."
"I know. We can't keep it a secret, you know the guys will tell everyone when we get back. I think we better say you had on underwear. Nancy won't like it, but she can accept that." She said obviously having thought this through already.
"Ok. What about this?" I asked
"She can't know about it. Once we're back, this never happened and never will again."
"Agreed."
"Good. Now let's just enjoy the closeness we've discovered and get some sleep. We have a long hike tomorrow yet."
"Yes maam." I joked, holding her close. We fell asleep like that, her head snuggled to my neck and one leg draped across my body.
Morning broke clear and sunny. The morning sun had cleared the trees before either of us got up and moving. I could hear the guys hard at it, with a fire crackling and snapping.
"I think we need to get up." I whispered.
"Feels like you're already up." She whispered as she grabbed my morning hardon.
"Nothing unusual."
"You always have one of these in the morning?" She asked as she pulled herself on top of me, her legs spread on either side of mine. "I could get used to that." She said as she pushed her body against my dick, sliding it inside her hot pussy. "ooooooohhhhhh Yes!" She hissed quietly. "I definitely could." she said as she began to rock her hips against me. "Oh damn..." she said a few minutes later, as my dick neared explosion inside her. "You get so big!"
"Hope you're ready!" I whispered, trying to hold back.
"Don't hold back. I want to feel it." She panted
"ok." I said quietly letting the feelings take over. It was only a minute more and my body stiffened and began pumping cum into her pussy, my hips pushing up into her with each pulse of my dick. To my surprise her body started shaking and trembling as she started to cum around me, her pussy squeezing my pulsing dick.
"God I missed that." She whispered after we could both breath normally again. She unzipped the bag and rolled off of me, our juices drooling out of her. She looked around for her underwear and found it, using it to wipe the cum off my sleeping bag and off her pussy. She rolled onto her own bag and the two of us set to work getting dressed. We crawled out of the tent together and walked over to the guys for some breakfast. After eating I headed to the woods for a bathroom break. I needed a good constitutional. I looked around for a good log to sit on, and was busy with my pants around my ankles when Amy walked up.



"Hope you don't mind company." She said as she started pulling her snow pants down. She had her pants down to her ankles and her legs and butt naked. I watched as she crouched down and peed, using some TP she brought to wipe herself. She stood up and faced me. Giving me the first really good look at her pussy I had. "Do you like how it looks?"
"Very much." I said.
"Good." She said as she turned around and bent over to pull her pants up, giving me a long slow look at her exposed pussy before pulling them up. "I'm glad you like how it looks. I'm not used to anyone looking at my body but me."
"It's a very nice looking body. I wouldn't mind giving that pussy a good licking!"
"Oh? She said looking around. What about my breasts?" she asked as she pulled her coat apart and pulled up her shirt to show me her tits in the sunshine.
"Yep. I could suck on those beauties all day!" I said as I stood up. She turned around while I wiped and turned back when I was done, stepping over to me as I was pulling my pants up.
"I think you have a good looking dick too." She whispered as she moved close and squeezed my cock before kissing me on the cheek.
"I wonder what the guys are going to think." I said as we walked back toward camp.
"That I accidently went the wrong way." She said simply as we waded through the snow.
It was a long day, but we made our ten miles before dark. We set camp and got dinner going. We all sat around and talked about aspects of winter camping, including hygiene. I told them that normally I would take a hot water shower about once every few days, and a sponge bath every other day. I explained that you could do sponge bath with only two liters of water and a camp towel. We heated water and let each of the guys get a chance to clean up one at a time in their tents. I went next and then let Amy go last, just before going to bed. After all the guys were bedded down, I looked at the sky and saw the heavy clouds rolling in before I crawled into my tent, finding Amy laying in her bag, all zipped up. A warm-up is on the way, along with some fresh snow I whispered as I started pulling off my clothes. When I was completely naked, and before I could pull my sleeping stuff on, Amy unzipped and tossed opened her bag, revealing that she was completely naked.
"I have a question." She whispered.
"What's that?"
"Did you really want to lick my pussy?"
"Hell yes! Why?"
"I don't know. I mean, I haven't tried oral sex since I was a teenager." She said hesitantly. "But I think I want to with you."
"I see." I said quietly. I moved over to her and pushed her back, and then crawled over the top of her, my knees straddling her head and my hard dick poking down at her face. "Do whatever you think would feel good for me. Just don't bite." I whispered before lowering my head to her pussy. I gently kissed around her pussy lips and then licked between them ever so slowly while she kissed the head of my dick and tentatively licked me. I licked down her pussy an then pushed my tongue into her as far as I could go before pulling it out and working my tongue back up to her clit, while she wrapped her lips around my dick. I flicked my tongue across her clit, making her buck her hips up at me and moan around my dick. She was sopping wet, obviously thinking about this for a good part of the afternoon. I worked my tongue down again and pressed it into her as far as I could before moving back up to concentrate on her clit once again. She made no pretense of even trying to suck my dick any longer, and just held it in her mouth, as she bucked her hips at my face, moaning around my dick. As sensitive as her clit was, I had her squirming around in no time, finally making her climax while I licked and sucked her pussy. I held her climax as long as I could before she clamped her legs around my head to stop my actions. I lifted my head out of her crotch and rolled over onto my own sleeping bag. I worked around so I was laying on my back and Amy crawled over to me, making another attempt at my dick.
"Just do what you think would make me feel good." I whispered. She nodded as she enveloped my dick with her mouth slowly working up and down my shaft as far as she could. She was very tentative at first, not sure if she would like it. Her motions became more animated as she got into it, slurping the head and stroking my dick up and down with her hand. She sucked and licked and swirled her tongue around my head, slowly working her body around until her pussy was over my face. She was obviously turned on again from her actions on my dick as she lowered her pussy to my face, which I eagerly licked and sucked. My whole dick vibrated as she moaned around it.
"I'm going to cum." I grunted in warning. Instead of pulling off like I expected, she sucked even harder, gaging slightly on the first spurt of cum. As my second shot pulsed into her mouth she pushed her pussy down on my face and started humping against my chin. I felt her body tense up and a trickle of her own juices run down my chin as my fourth and fifth spurts of cum emptied into her mouth. I could feel some of my cum dripping out of her now open mouth as she gasped for breath, trying to deal with her own orgasm. We stayed coupled in that position for several minutes before she rolled off, her body still heaving for breath.
"That was more fun than I expected." She said quietly
"You learned quickly."
"Thank you." She said as she turned around and lay down with her head on my chest. I zippered us into my bag and we drifted off to sleep, both of us content for the moment.
I woke up in the middle of the night needing to go pee. Sex has that effect. Amy woke as I was trying to extract myself from her and my sleeping bag.
"Where are you going?" she asked sleepily.
"Gotta go pee."
"Oh..." she said "That sounds like a good idea."
Normally I would just pull on my boots and sprint out to a tree, being already dressed in polypro long johns. But tonight I was naked.
"What are you doing?" she asked as I looked around for clothes in the darkness of the tent.
"Trying to find something to put on."
"So why don't we just go naked" she asked.
"First off, its cold, second the guys might see us."
"First off, so what? Second off, they're asleep. Third I think your chicken."
"Not at all." I said as I pulled on wool socks. "If you want to do this then get your naked ass up too."
"Fine I will." She said as she pulled her boots on her bare feet. I unzippered the tent and scooted out into a winter wonderland. The warmth had indeed come, and it must have been in the high twenties. Large fluffy flakes of snow were falling gently in a blanket that was already several inches thicker than when we went to bed. Amy slid out of the tent after me, quickly catching up and taking my hand.
"This is fun." She whispered
"It's cold!" I whispered back as we walked off into the woods a ways from the camp. I found a good place to stop and let fly.
"I can warm you up." She said stepping behind me and taking hold of my dick. Now I'm used to peeing in the woods, but I had to admit that having her hold onto my hose was going to give me a hardon pretty quick. It was a good thing I was already going, or I never would have gotten started. As soon as I was done she started stroking me, and kept it up, her body pressed against mine from behind until I was very hard.
"My turn." She said a she let go and stepped around me. She squatted next to the tree I had peed on and let go herself, watering the ground close to where I was. "That feels better." She said as she stood up. "Come on." She said walking toward a large pine that had fallen over. She stepped up onto the trunk, which lifted her body nearly a foot, brining her tits to my face level. "Now how about sucking these tits?" she asked as s the snow fell around it. It was chilly, but hormones can have a serious warming effect. I stepped up to her and went to work sucking and licking her erect nipples.
"Oh god yes." She said loudly. "That feels good!"
"Shhhhh"
"They won't hear anything!" she said as she pulled my face back to her chest. "Besides, I want you to fuck me in the snow!" In response I moved my hand to her pussy as she spread her legs to give me better access. I stroked her clit and slid a finger deep into her wet pussy. "ohhhhhh yes!" she said throwing her head back. "god I am so turned on."
"In that case." I said stepping back and pulling her down off the log. I turned her around and she bent over and leaned on the log, spreading her legs. I moved my dick to her pussy and pushed easily into her.
"Uhhhh" she grunted loudly as I stroked into her. The woods listened to us both grunting and our skin slapping, the snow dampening the sounds around us. She cried out once as her body stiffened and trembled as her orgasm washed over her body. I could feel her pussy clenching tightly around my dick, wanting to squeeze the juices from it, which it gladly gave up as my own body drove deep into her and began unleashing its flow of creamy juice. Time after time my dick pulsed, putting another squirt of cum deep into her pussy before I finally slowed to a drool. She stood up as straight as she could without me falling out of her and pulled my head down to her own so she could kiss my cheek as I wrapped my arms around her and cupped her breasts.
"God I'm going to miss this." She said quietly.
"How so?"
"I got used to not ever having sex."
"Just out of curiosity, what did you do?"
"Oh I have a nice box of toys."
"I'd like to see that some time." I said as my softening dick slipped from her pussy. "But for now I think we better get back into the tent before we freeze.
"Ok." She said, turning and walking up the hill holding my hand. We slipped into our tent and snuggled down into my bag and zipped us into our cocoon.
"Last day tomorrow." She said quietly.
"I know."
"Are you going to miss it?"
"You mean having sex with you?"
"uh huh."
"Yes, but it wouldn't be fair to Nancy to keep doing it."
"No." she said as she pushed her face tighter into my neck. I felt a tear drop to my shoulder and run down as she cried silently. I held her close until her breathing slowed and she was asleep.
Morning broke gray and dreary. I could hear the sound of the guys moving around, and unzipped my bag and slid out, leaving Amy under the covers. It only took me a minute to pull my clothes on and slide out of the tent. We had gotten another foot of heavy snow overnight and it was still coming down. It was going to be a tough 8 miles back to the trail head today. I spent the next hour working with the guys on the fire and getting water and such ready for the day's trip. Amy crawled out of the tent just as breakfast was getting done. Last day and the supplies were getting down to the end. All we had was oatmeal and hot coco. Filling but not eggs and such. It took another half hour to pack up the tents and get headed down the trail.
The eight mile hike should have taken us about 3 hours in dry conditions, in the two foot deep snow it took us a full eight exhausting hours.
"We're back!" The guys shouted as they made the last sprint to the truck.
"Thank god!" Amy said, clearly exhausted from trudging through the snow.
"I vote for a hotel and a shower!" I said loudly as I unlocked the truck. Our plan was to camp out near the truck and leave in the morning.
"Sounds like a good idea to me." One of the guys echoed. We loaded all our gear and headed into town for a hotel and got three rooms. The guys shared two rooms, each, and Amy and I shared the third. The guys figured that we shared a tent all week there was no point in spending extra money for another room, besides there were two beds in a room anyway. We agreed reluctantly, on the outside anyway. We all agreed to go eat in an hour, giving everyone a chance to shower and change. Amy was stripping off clothes almost before I had the door closed.
"Come on. I want to shower with you." She said with a giggle as she tossed her clothes over her shoulder as she stripped. As soon as she was naked she came over and helped strip me and then practically drug me off to the shower.
"HMMMMMM" she hummed as the hot water cascaded over us. "This is so much better than ice water."
"I agree with that." I said as I began soaping her body, paying special attention to her tits and pussy.
"I'm really horny. Will you fuck me right here?"
"In the shower?"
"uh huh. After today I don't get to do this ever again, so I want to try everything that I can."
"It would by my pleasure." I said as I put my hands under her butt and lifted her up. It took a few stabs, so to speak, before I got engaged and lowered her down onto my dick. Her pussy was hot and I could feel her cervix pushing against the head of my dick as she held on to my neck with her arms and my waist with her legs. I bounced her up and down my shaft and listened to her moan how good it felt and how full I made her. Her soapy body slid up and down mine as the two of us drew closer to climax. It came on her almost suddenly, her body shaking and her grip tightening around my neck, smashing her face against mine. I was close but not quite over the top. She moved her legs and stood on the edge of the tub, bending her knees to get the height right. I held her firm ass for leverage and started stroking straight up into her pussy, slamming out bodies together under the warm spray. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck" she mumbled as my dick grew thicker, drawing closer to my own release. She leaned her body back slightly and I watched her tits bounce and giggle. I was nearly there.
"Wait, stop!" she said quickly. I pulled out of her and held her close, thinking I had hurt her.
"I want to feel you fuck my tits." She said as she got down from the edge of the tub and knelt down, bringing her tits to my dick level. I moved the spray off her head while she used some shampoo on my dick and her tits. She pressed them together around my dick and I started stroking my fat dick up and down, my balls rubbing against her body as the head of my dick poked out between her tits. "That's it. Come for me. I want to see you cum!" she cooed. I continued to stroke up and down, grunting as I once again came closer to climax.
"ok." I panted as my balls drew up to fire. I pushed one more time, bringing the head of my dick up and out of her tits, the first shot of cum shooting into the air between us and landing on her tits. I continued to stroke, each time I came out another string of white goo flew into the air and landed on her tits or face. I stopped stroking as my dick stopped shooting and reduced to a drool of cum out the tip.
"God that was hot." Amy said as she stood up, cum dripping down her face and tit. "I've seen it in porn movies, but never had anyone actually do it. God what a turn on!" she said as she rubbed my cum around on her soapy body.
"It was pretty damn hot watching my cum splashing all over your tits."
She pulled me close and rose on her tippy toes to kiss me on the lips. To this point we had pretty much avoided serious kissing, but this one was a full face, sharing tongues, sloppy wet 'fuck me' kiss. "Thank you." She said when we could breathe again.
"My pleasure." I joked. "But we better get dressed. The guys will be ready to eat any time now.
"How long have we been in here?"
"Almost an hour."
"Damn!" she said as she quickly turned around and rinsed off. She shut off the water and we quickly dried and headed out to the room to dress. She pulled some clothes out of her bag, like all of us, having brought some extra clothing to change into for the trip home, so we didn't all have to smell like trail. She had a long skirt and turtleneck, which she put on without her bra or panties.
"Aren't you afraid of showing off for the guys?" I asked as I pulled my briefs and a pair of jeans on.
"I've been going all week without a bra, if they haven't noticed yet, that's their fault.
"They might get ideas."
"I doubt it. But what my real intent is so that when we get back here you are so horny from thinking about me not wearing anything under this that you'll be ready to jump my bones and screw me silly all night."
"That sounds like a good plan, as long as I get enough sleep to drive tomorrow."
"OH, I'll keep you awake somehow." She said with a grin as she walked up and gave me another fuck me kiss.
Dinner ended up being at a little diner down the road. The whole bunch of us had a great time eating and talking and just enjoying not being around a campfire. The food was really good, but then anything would be really good after four days of dehydrated rations. We returned to the hotel rooms and I said I was going to bed to get some sleep. Amy hung out with the guys for a few more minutes before coming to the room. I was already laying in bed with the TV on when she came in and closed the door.
"If you're not naked you better get that way." She said as she walked over to the bed and started pulling the sheet back. She kicked off her boots and climbed up on the bed, walking across my naked form, my already hard dick pointing at the ceiling. "So were you thinking about me being naked under this skirt?"
"Yep." I said, stroking her bare leg as she slowly pulled the skirt higher.
"You like what you see?" she asked coyly as she exposed her pussy, and spread her legs for me to see.
"Uh huh."
"How about these?" she asked, pulling her shirt up to expose her tits.
"Very much."
"Good." She said as she left her stretchy shirt hooked above her tits and then lifted the skirt again. "I've been thinking about this all through dinner." She said as she pulled her skirt up and started to crouch down over my dick. I held my dick up for her and she pushed her pussy down over me, as she squatted, her skirt held up and back by her bent knees. "OH FUCK!" she said loudly as she felt her cervix pressing against the head of my dick. She began to bounce on my dick, the springiness of the bed doing most of the work while we held hands to give her balance. It had to be hard on her legs, but she didn't seem to care a she threw her head back and concentrated on finding that perfect spot. We stayed in that position for nearly ten minutes before she shook and cried out quietly that she was coming. I watched her pussy leak its juices around my dick as she shook and shuddered.
"god that was good." She said as she lifted herself off my dick.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
She pulled her skirt off and tossed it aside before pulling her top off and adding it to the pile. "Let's find a porn movie." She said picking up the tv remote and laying down naked next to me. I had the heat up so there was no real need for covers. She found a video on the adult channel about a guy and some cheerleaders. She curled up against me and stroked my still hard dick as the movie started. I had my arm around her playing with one of her tits while I watched. We got to a point where there was a busty cheerleader riding his dick, facing away from him. She crawled into the same position and aimed my dick at her pussy and began to ride up and down like in the video, stroking herself on my dick. I had gotten off a whole lot of times in the last four days, and the last one in the shower was especially big, so I had plenty of staying power. She continued to ride me, bringing herself to another climax along with the girl in the video. At this point the guy turned her on her back and started fucking her while she was on her back with her ass in the air and her legs spread wide in the air.
"Do you want to do that?" she asked as she rolled off of me and tried to mimic the position.
"Why not." I answered as I stood on the bed and pushed my dick down into her. It was an interesting angle, with my dick pressing against someplace really good on her, from the sound of her moaning. I was getting very close to cuming when my dick slipped out of her wet pussy, partly because my balance was going as I started to climax, and partly because she had started to cum a third time herself. My dick started shooting cum all over her body, landing in long strings across her body and face. She lowered her legs and I stood there, dripping my cum on her as we laughed at each other. Finally I climbed off the bed and got a towel to wipe her off with. We curled up on the bed and watched the end of the movie, including some girl on girl action, before we drifted off to sleep.



Morning came and we showered one final time together after having some gentle sex in bed. I woke the guys and headed down to the breakfast in the hotel while Amy dressed. We decided we better give the appearance of not dressing together. Breakfast was an easy continental breakfast and then we started getting ready to head out. We had one last kiss before we left the hotel room, knowing that it would be our last.
The trip home was long and slow, both of us dreading having to explain to my wife how we ended up naked together, and to convince her that it was a onetime thing and there was nothing to it besides survival. We both hoped that the fact that I was rescuing Amy, her best friend would make the difference. If I were my wife, I'm not sure I would believe me.
That was over four years ago. I am still happily married to my wife. Our two families are still as close as they were, and when we are together, Amy and I still act like we did before, except for maybe a bit tighter hug when we meet. I have to admit though, when I am fishing at her lake, she frequently comes out of the house to stand on the porch naked for me to see, and I have been known to sneak onto her porch to peek into the large patio door that looks into her bedroom. She politely leaves the curtains open when she knows I am coming fishing. I have watched her shower through the open doors and even stood on one side of the glass and jacked off while she sat on the other using a dildo or vibrator. Both of us know that we can't ever have sex again, but the teasing has gone to a whole new level.
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I had worked at the university for a lot of years, and was no spring chicken at forty. My work frequently had me all over my department, doing all sorts of work, some of it fairly dirty. I tried to stay on good terms with the rest of the staff, including the custodial staff, particularly because I was prone to making messes when I worked on equipment.
We had a new custodian in the building, Tina. She was in her early thirties, fairly slim, very pretty, and oh yes, had a nice large pair of tits, which have always been my favorite part. She traditionally wore jeans and baggy t-shirts at work, which I frequently joked with her "hid her best assets". Initially I was afraid of sexual harassment, but it was clear from her returned jokes and comments that as long as we kept it between us and not in front of others, that there was no problem. It was not unusual for her to joke when she came into my office to dump the trash late in the morning. One day I was crawling around the floor under my work tables looking for a tiny nut that I dropped.
"Whatcha doing down there?" I heard her ask from behind me.
"Looking for a nut."
"OH? Did you lose one? Seems like they're both there!" she kidded.
I crawled out from under the table and looked up at her. "I'd ask you to come down here and help, but I'm not sure you could get close enough to the floor with those huge hooters to be able to help."
"Never know what I can do with these babies!" she replied with a huge grin as she hefted one of her tits in its industrial strength bra.
"Any time you want to demonstrate!" I said as I crawled back down to look for the tiny piece of hardware.
"Someday I just might!" she chided as she put an empty liner in my trash can.
"Promises promises." I said over my shoulder
"See you tomorrow!" she said before heading out of the office door. Eventually I found the errant nut and got the project assembled.
That was pretty much a normal type of conversation if we were alone. All in fun.
Things changed one day. As I frequently had to work on engines and such, I always kept grubby work clothes around to change into. My office was L shaped, since part of it extended around behind an equipment closet. It was common for me to lock my office door and then step back into the L portion where I wasn't visible through the office window and quickly change clothes, either putting on or taking off the grubby portion. I had probably done this a hundred times with no problem. That particular day, like many others, I locked the door and stepped back to change into my grubbies before going to work in the engine lab. I had just finished pulling off my shirt and shoes and was standing with one leg in and one leg out of my pants, wearing nothing except my socks and my skimpy underwear.
When my wife was amorous around the middle of the month, she would make sure to put some sexy satiny bikini underwear on top of my underwear drawer. She knew that by the time I wore those all day I would be horny and ready to meet her needs. In reality I didn't need much revving up to have sex with her. All she had to do was take off her shirt and bra and I was ready to strip down and have sex any time, any place. But it seemed to make her feel good that I thought about her all day. It also had the effect of making me somewhat larger after having a hardon a good part of the day. That day was no exception. I was wearing a pair of very brief bright red men's bikini underwear, with the bulk of my persistent hardon poking over the top. The tiny underwear barely covered my dick and balls when I was soft. When I was hard, like now, better than two thirds of my dick stuck out the top.
I didn't hear the lock in the door click, and apparently didn't hear it open. What I did hear was a gasp just before the door clicked closed, with me standing with one leg in and one leg out of my pants. Tina had stepped to my office to dump the trash, thinking I wasn't in, but instead of dumping the trash she was standing there, frozen, staring with a shocked look at me standing there half naked. She stood looking at me for several seconds, with me frozen, not reacting or acting. I felt like my brain had gone numb all of a sudden. Finally the silence was broken as she gave a short whistle in appreciation of the view of my dick.
"Don't let me interrupt." She said with a huge grin.
"I appreciate that." I said as I finished pulling my pants off and tossing them across a chair. I leaned over to pick up my grubby pants and then moved to put them on.
"Not taking any more off?" she said with a fake pout.
"You'd like that wouldn't you." I teased back. Why don't I just strip naked so you can get a good look."
"Would you?" she grinned.
"Sure! I'll just stand here and let you get a good long look too!" I said only half joking as I hooked my thumbs into the top of my underwear and standing there like that.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" she asked as she stepped around my desk and sat in my chair.
"You're serious?"
"Why not?" she said as she turned my chair so the back was to the window. "Will this help?" she asked as she pulled the top of her shirt up so I could see her bra enclosed tits. "Or maybe this!" she added grabbing the bottom of her bra and pulling it up so her 38 DD tits were on full display. They were full and round with dark areola about three inches across and nipples that were easily half an inch in diameter and sticking out at least that far. She was obviously very turned on.
"Why not!" I echoed as I pushed my underwear down to my knees and stood back up.
"Wow! Nice cock!" she said as my dick swung and bobbed.
"Thanks! Nice tits."
"You like em?"
"What's not to like?" I asked her as she ran her fingers around her hardening nipples.
"You like tits?"
"My favorite part."
"OH? She asked looking over at me. "You don't like pussy?"
"That I never said!"
"Take them the rest of the way off and I'll show you mine!" she said as she unsnapped her pants.
What the hell, I thought to myself. I bent over and pushed them the rest of the way down and stepped out of them, leaving me in nothing but my socks while she rolled my desk chair around into the L with me, so she wouldn't be visible to the window. She stood up and pushed her pants down to her knees and then sat back down, pulling her shirt back up over her tits again. I could see everything she had to offer from her tits to her knees. She was slim, as I had figured, probably not over one forty. She had a completely shaved pussy with slightly protruding dark lips, glistening with moisture.
"What do you think? Do you like my pussy?" she asked as she lifted and spread her legs as far as her pants would allow.
"What's not to like!"
"I'm glad you like it." She said rolling the chair toward me. "Because I really like how you cock looks." She said quietly as she reached out and gripped it with her hand. She squeezed its hardness a few times, stroking her hand up and down before pulling her whole body toward it and sucking the end into her mouth. I groaned involuntarily as she suctioned my dick all the way into her throat, making my dick twitch and grow even more.
"Oh you like that too!" she cooed after pulling my dick from her mouth. She let go of me long enough to pull her shirt and bra off the rest of the way and then lean back in to suck my dick. She sucked like a pro, working both her hand and mouth on my hard dick. I hadn't planned this, and wasn't really planning on cheating on my wife, but this had taken on a life of its own, and now all I was thinking with was hormones.
I moaned as she brought me closer to climax. "I'm going to cum." I said between clenched teeth.
She pulled my dick from her mouth and started stroking it franticly, rubbing her hand in a circle around the head each stroke.
"Good! I want you to. I want you to squirt all over my huge tits! I want to feel your hot gooey cum squiring all over my tits. I wanted that for months now!" she panted.
"ohhhhhhh" I moaned as the first shot of cum flew from the end of my dick, hitting her at the base of the neck. She aimed my hose so that the successive shots hit all over her tits, sliding and running down and across her nipples, and eventually dripping into her lap. When I stopped spurting and had reduced to a drool she sucked my dick back into her mouth, and sucked it no hands, draining it of the last of its juice. Her hands were busy rubbing my cum all over her tits, massaging it in like lotion. Finally my dick softened and she let go, leaning back in my chair. I could see beads of moisture on her pussy lips and knelt down, pushing her legs apart. I licked up her lips, tasting her sweet nectre. I licked a second time, spreading her lips with my tongue and dragging it across her engorged clit.
"Oh god yes" she hissed as she squeezed and pinched her nipples.
I licked a third and fourth time before concentrating on just her clit. Her body shook and spasmed as her orgasm washed over her only a few moments later, her breath coming in ragged gasps as I continued to flick her clit with my tongue. She finally pushed my head away from her pussy and cried. "No more... please!"
I wiped my mouth with a paper towel and then started pulling on my clothes, covering my dick first with the red underwear and then my pants. She was just starting to stand up and pull her pants up when I pulled my shirt on and started working on my shoes. I sat down to tie my shoes, which put my head at tit level, as she wiggled her tits around while getting dressed. She did her shirt and bra last, wanting to give me the longest look possible. Then she leaned down and kissed me on the lips gently.
"Thank you that was wonderful"
"You're welcome." I answered as I got up to follow her out of the office.
The next several days were interesting. It seemed to me that the sexual innuendo ratcheted up significantly, even though the two of us talked after that and agreed that we were both married and didn't want to screw that up, so we were not going to repeat it. One day I was headed up in the elevator and I heard her call to hold the elevator, which I did. The car started up, and it's a SLOW elevator....
"So seen any good tits lately?" she asked me as she leaned against the side of the car.
"Not really." I answered
"How about these?" she asked as she pulled the front of her shirt up, and exposed her tits to me. Instead of the industrial sports bra she had worn last time I saw her, this time she had on a lacy bra that held her tits up, but stopped below the nipples, leaving them and the whole top of her tits exposed.
"Very nice!"
"Got anything for me?"
"Not just now." I said as the car slowed and she dropped her shirt back in place.
"Well, let me know when you do." She said as she moved toward the opening doors.
"Will do!" I said as I headed down the other direction. Clearly she was not done with this.
The next morning I was hard at work in my office when she walked into get my trash.
"Morning." She said as she stepped in, wearing a long oversized t-shirt again and a pair of loose shorts that looked like they were made of cotton jersey material.
I looked to make sure the door was closed behind her, a requirement for the building air handling system to work properly.
"I'm doing ok sexy!"
"Flatterer."
"What did you expect?"
"About that." She answered. "You know if you move your trash over here I have to come all the way around your desk like this." She said as she slid my trash can around to a blank spot in the wall at the beginning of the L shape. "Now you won't miss so much." She said as she bent over to pick up a piece of paper. She moved farther into the L portion and bent over again, this time she pulled her shorts down as she did, spreading her legs as far apart as they would allow. She was wearing a pair of powder blue panties that were nearly see through. She held that position for several seconds and then straightened up, pulling her shorts back up.
"Nice ass. Too bad it had to be covered by all that material." I said, leaning back in my chair so she could see the bulge growing in my pants.
"You don't like how they look?" she asked as she pushed the shorts down and let them slide to her ankles. "They match my top." She said grinning as she pulled the t-shirt up and exposed a blue lace bra encasing her tits. The lace was open enough that her nipples nearly poked through the holes.
"I like the combination better." I replied.
"Good." She said dropping her shirt and pulling her shorts up. She bent over again and picked up the trash bag and walked past my desk and out the door.
I hoped that my wife didn't wonder what was going on that night when I went home and screwed her silly.
The next morning I was headed down to a lab to work on a piece of equipment. I opened the door and left it locked, as is customary. Tina walked around the corner as I was stepping into the lab.
"Hey, can I talk to you a minute?" she called.
"Sure." I answered as I held the door open for her. We stepped in and allowed the door to close behind us. This particular room was a laser lab, and the whole room was cordoned off with black curtains so no one could see in, and no laser beams could sneak out. "What's up?"
"Well, I know your hot for me, and you know I'm hot for you, and we don't want mess up what we have at home. Soooooo" she said pausing.
"Sooooo?"
"Look." She said. "My husband has no idea that we're flirting, and I don't think he cares. All he knows is that when he gets home I want to fuck, like every day!"
"and?"
"And I want you to fuck me!" she said boldly.
"I see." I replied, a bit stunned. "I thought we decided that we weren't going to do that?"
"We did. But after tasting you I just have to feel you inside me." She said as she moved up next to me, rubbing my dick through my pants. "I'm not asking for it every day. I just need it once, just so I know." She said as she pulled my hand up under her shirt. My hand met with what felt like a satin or silk material. "Wanna see what I have on? I wore it for you."
"Why not."
Before I could even move she pulled her shirt up above her tits, and showed me that she was wearing a silk translucent top that allowed her tits to move when she shook them, which she did.
"See how they rub along the material? I'm so hot I can't stand it." She continued unsnapping her pants and pushing them down to reveal that it was a teddy, and just as sheer on the bottom. She pulled my hand to her crotch and I could feel the wetness there. Then she pulled my hand away and pushed it up to my nose to smell her sweetness. "Do I smell horny or do I smell horny?"
"Ohhhhh" I said as she rubbed my dick. "Put yourself together and follow me."
"Oh goody." She said as she snapped her pants up. I led her out of the room to the elevator and pressed the down button. As soon as the doors closed she was on me, kissing and pressing her massive tits into me. She released me just as we got to the first floor and the doors started to open. She followed me to a store room that we have old equipment in. No one goes in often, only me looking for stuff on occasion. I let the door close behind us and lead her around behind several shelves of equipment.
"Strip." I said quietly.
"With pleasure." She said pulling her shirt off and tossing it aside. She undid her pants and pushed them down but had to bend over to get her shoes off. This gave me an opportunity to play with her perfect looking ass, which I didn't get to touch the other day. I slid my hand back and forth across her ass and then let it dip down and between her legs, pressing against her wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhhh I like that." She said as she pulled her second shoe of and tossed it aside before pulling her pants the rest of the way off. She stood back up and turned to face me wearing nothing but that see through silk teddy. "Your turn!" she said as she started pulling my shirt up and off. She tossed it aside and then knelt in front of me, and undid my belt and zipper. In one motion she pulled my pants to my knees, leaving me in the pair of skimpy underwear I had on. I was already sticking out the top by this time. "Yum." She said as she sucked the head of my dick into her mouth, her blond hair pressing against my stomach and her fingernails tracing and tickling my balls through the material.
"While I like this, I think you want something else." I said a s I lifted her higher, pulling her off my dick.
"Yes." She whispered. I knelt down in front of her and reached between her legs, unsnapping the fasteners and letting the material spring away so I could see her naked pussy. I moved her around to an old table and pushed her back against it and lifted her legs, allowing full access to her pussy. "OH GOD!" she moaned as I licked between her lips and across her clit. I worked her pussy for several minutes, stopping only when I felt her legs trying to clamp against my head, a clear sign she was close. I pulled my head away and kissed up her body, pushing the blue material up and eventually off her body. I kissed to her tits and sucked a nipple deep into my mouth, making it distend and stretch. "oooooooo" she moaned again as I moved my cock into position at her sopping pussy.
"You're sure?" I asked as I pulled my face from her tit.
"Oh fuck yes!" she answered as she hooked her heels behind my ass and pulled me into her, driving my dick deep into her pussy in one easy stroke. "OHHHHHH YES" she growled.
I started stroking in and out of her pussy with my huge dick. I felt like I was going to explode inside her silky pussy any second, but I held myself back, working her tits with my mouth and one hand and pushing her clit to ride on the top of my dick with my other hand.
"OOOOOOOO" she cried out as her body started to shake. "I'M CUMING" she cried as she pulled my head toward her chest so hard she about smothered me. I slammed into her pulsating pussy several times, letting go of myself and allowing my own climax to finally build to completion. One, two , three... Four! Strokes each one getting harder, slamming her pussy with my body, each time pressing her clit into the base of my cock. "OH GOD!" she screamed into her hand, trying to muffle the sound. A few more strokes and I plunged deep one final time, groaning in ecstasy as my dick started its dance inside her pulsing pussy. "AHHHHHH" she cried as her body continued to shake, being sent back up the slope by the feel of my hot juice filling her pussy and pulsing against her cervix. I felt like I pumped a gallon of cum into her pussy before my dick finally eased off and reduced to a twitch, all the time I continued to suck and play with her fantastic tits. Finally I eased off her breasts and she pulled herself up against me, pressing as much of her naked skin to me as she could manage, her tits smashed against my chest.
"Holy shit that was good." She panted.
"I hope no one heard you, you were a bit loud." I whispered back.
"I'm sorry, I never make that much noise. It just felt so wonderful I couldn't help myself."
"It'll be ok." I said kissing her neck.
"Boy can you fuck." She said when she could breathe well again.
"Well, it takes two." I said. "Besides those tits are a great inspiration."
"If that's what it takes, I'll be sure to let you see them all you want."
"I thought this was a onetime thing?"
"It was. Every time will be a onetime thing. You think I can resist this cock after getting fucked like that?"
"Oh boy. And our spouses?"
"I won't tell if you don't tell." She whispered.
That was two years ago, and many many interludes, true to her word, no emotional ties, each time being a "one time thing." As far as I know neither of our spouses know. The teasing we do at work tends to make us horny and we bring that home, and I don't think they want to find out why, as long as we bring it home to them.
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I teach at a small university in the Midwest, in a small town, the usual place where gossip spreads faster than the common cold. Those of you who live in one know exactly what I mean. My department moved into our new building after a year of construction and got two new secretaries about the same time. Our secretaries used to be spread all over the building, but now were concentrated in one room. I used to enjoy flirting with the secretaries, but got in a bit of trouble with one who, even though I wasn't flirting with her, was upset in general and I gained a reputation among the secretaries of a number of departments. Some looked for it because they liked it, some looked for it because they wanted to squash that kind of thing. It was hard to tell which was which, so now I had to be much more careful and restrict my comments to times when I knew who was within earshot. I always mean it as a compliment to them, but I'm never sure how a new secretary would take it. I had met on of the new ladies, Angie, several times around the department over the previous month or so. I was in need of getting some info put together and walked into the secretarial office to make the request and Angie was sitting at her desk working, and for the first time, alone
"Hey gorgeous." I said as I walked toward her desk.
She looked up at me, "Hi yourself handsome." Was her smiling reply. I had noticed that she tended to wear very nice outfits, generally showing plenty of cleavage and plenty of leg. She has a good looking body and doesn't seem afraid of showing it off a bit, a fact I am sure frustrates her husband. I walked up to her desk and practically forgot what I was going to ask her as she leaned forward with her arms crossed on the edge of the desk under her breasts, giving me a look down her top. If there is one thing that really gets my motor running, it's a nice pair of tits and the pair she was displaying for me were a really hot pair. She was bra-less, and from what I could tell, really didn't need one at all for her large B small C cup breasts. "Cat got your tongue?" she asked as I stared.
"Oh Sorry. I didn't mean to stare." I said clearly caught off guard. "Just taken breathless by the view." I said in recovery.
"What these little things?" she asked as she pulled her arms away from the desk and pulled her top a bit farther away from her body so she could look down her own shirt, exposing her tits even more. I could clearly see her whole breasts now, nipples and all, which made my dick practically jump to attention. "They're nothing special." She finished as she let her stretchy shirt material snap back into place.
"Depends on your view I guess." I answered her with a smile.
"It sure does." She said raising an eyebrow and staring straight at the bulge developing in my pants.
I was very used to flirting, and even getting a certain amount of flirt back, but this caught me off guard a bit. Still, I wasn't complaining, it was a very good look at her tits. I changed the subject before this one got out of hand and asked her for the information I needed. She said it would take a few hours to compile and she would bring it by. I thanked her, both for the info and for the view. She smiled and said simply "any time!" A few hours later she stopped by my office to bring me the student info I needed.
One of the things we have all been struggling with in the new building is the doors. We were always taught to keep our doors open with students around, just to keep the potential for issues and rumor to a minimum. The new building was designed in such a way that for the heat and air to work properly, the doors needed to be left closed. Most of the rooms had windows to compensate, but many of the faculty, like myself, are limited in wall space, so my office has a bookcase where the window is, leaving only a small window pane in the door available. Angie walked into my office and stepped around the chair I have next to my desk for students, and set the file folder of info on my desk. She bent over much farther than was required, making sure I had a good look down her shirt again, before straightening up again. I thanked her once again and she headed for the door. On the way she dropped a paper she was carrying and bent over, straight legged to pick it up. I had a quick and I was quite sure, intentional, view of the tops of her stockings, well above her skirt hem. I much prefer stockings to pantyhose, and hers had tiny red rose garters around the top. She stood up and smiled at me before heading out the door.
Time passed slowly for me with my wife out of the country with the army. The bright spot in the days were when Angie would stop by to flirt or we would meet in the hallway to chat. There was nothing emotional at all, it was just two adults having a good time. I worried that her husband would be jealous, but she assured me that he really loved hearing all the details of how some guy was looking down her shirt or how she managed to flash something even more private. On one occasion we were riding up the elevator together, and it's a slow elevator for only three floors. She said she purchased some new underwear to wear for her husband and wondered if I thought they looked nice. Before I had a chance to say anything, she stepped one leg up on the railing around the elevator car and pulled her skirt up with her free hand, exposing herself below the waist. I quickly got a huge hardon looking at her white thigh high stockings and one of the tiniest white satin thong panties I had ever seen. Not only was it very small, barely covering her pussy lips and leaving no doubt that she was completely shaved, but it was also evident that it was wet from her juices. I commented that she seemed to be horny today, and her reply was that she was ALWAYS horny and just loved teasing me. She also invited me to feel it and see if "he would like how it felt" but the car came to a stop and she dropped her skirt and leg, looking totally professional again before the doors had fully opened. Fortunately there wasn't anyone waiting to get on, so my bulging pants and flushed face went unnoticed.
As the holidays approached, my mood deteriorated. I missed my wife, her being gone nearly seven months, and I wasn't looking forward to the holidays alone. I think Angie noticed and her visits to my office became more frequent, and if we were completely alone, like in the elevator, she would reach out and give me a hug. One day she came by my office with her arms full of boxes and papers, struggling to just get my office door open without dropping it all. She walked in and put her foot up on my chair to balance her load while she went through the papers and found the one that needed my signature. She handed me the paper and her pen. Being the clutz that I am, I dropped the pen and bent over to pick it up. When I looked up I could see straight up her skirt clear to the tiny red thong that had a gold ho ho ho printed on the almost non-existent material. She was more than used to me taking a good look when she offered a view, so I did pause a moment to look.
"Like what you see?" she asked with a smile.
"Very much. You seem to be in a holiday spirit."
"Thank you." She said as I signed the paper. I reached out and handed it to her, which she took. Then instead of taking the pen from my hand she took my hand and gently pulled it down and under her skirt. "I know you like to look but you never touch, and it always makes me so wet when you look." She said softly as she placed the back of my hand against the thin material. I shifted the pen in my grip and extended two fingers, rolling my hand over and stroking her pussy through the material as she withdrew her hand.
"Ohhhhhh Yes. I thought you would never touch me." She cooed as I stroked her increasingly wet panties. After several seconds I started to pull my hand away. "You're not going to leave me like this?" she squeaked.
"Like what?"
"Hanging on the edge! You get me all worked up and then don't let me cum? That's not very nice. Don't you like how I feel?"
"I like how you feel very much. I just don't want to get us both in a lot of trouble."
"Men!" she said putting her leg down and practically storming out of my office.
She came back about an hour later, coming in and sat down in the chair next to my desk. "I'm sorry I got mad at you. I know you were just trying to keep us out of trouble."
"I'm sorry I left you hanging. I would have liked to finish what I started, but to be honest, having your husband know I was looking up your skirt is one thing, but having him know I was touching your pussy is another altogether. Last thing I need is a shotgun pointed at me."
She laughed and scooted the chair around so she was sitting closer to me. "I don't think you understand. He loves hearing about me being looked at and if I told him you were touching my pussy he would probably rip my clothes off and fuck me right in the middle of the dining room table! He really gets off hearing things like that."
"I guess that's a foreign concept to me. I'd be really upset if I found out my wife was being touched by some other guy."
"But you have nothing against looking at or touching other women?" she asked.
"I know. Double standard, but then my wife is a bit prudish anyway. We have never aligned too well on that kind of thing. I've just always tried to keep it below her radar."
"Hmmm I understand. Lots of women don't like their guys messing around with other women. We have a rule, my husband and me, that we won't mess around without the other around, but touching is fair game as long as we share all the details."
"That sounds like a reasonable arrangement."
"I like it. That way I can tease all the guys I like, and if one wants to touch a bit in return, then so much the better." She said putting her foot up on my chair so her skirt slid up her leg to her waist, exposing her completely naked pussy. "Would you like to finish what you started?" she asked as she spread her legs wider, showing me her whole naked pussy. I really couldn't help myself. I reached out and stroked my finger up her wet pussy lips, her moisture allowing my finger to slip easily between them as I pulled it up along her slit and across her clit. "Ohhhhhhh yes." She whispered as she leaned back to enjoy what I was doing to her. I spent several minutes stroking her pussy, hoping no one would look in the little window on my door, and watching her face. Her hands were soon busy under her shirt and then in the open as she pushed her shirt up to expose her tits while her hands squeezed them and pulled the nipples. Her breathing became ragged as she came closer to her climax. IT washed over her almost suddenly as her body jerked and shook, as I continued to stroke her hard nub, finally slowing and stopping as her climax passed. "That was pretty damn good." She said breathlessly. "You can do that to me any time you want."
"You're welcome." I said, trying to adjust my hard dick in my pants.
"Looks like you need some relief now." She said as she got up, pulling her shirt down over her tits and smoothing her skirt. She stepped around behind my chair and turned me around so my back was facing the door. She knelt down between my legs and quickly opened my zipper, working my dick out. "Ohhhh this is a nice one." She cooed as she moved closer. She slipped the head of my dick into her mouth and was quickly at work slurping and stroking my dick. She seemed to be an expert and within only a few short minutes she had me spurting a huge load of cum onto her mouth. She didn't miss a drop as she sucked my juices down, not stopping until my dick had softened considerably. She tucked my dick back into my pants and then zipped me up.
"My turn to say Thank you." I said
"Oh belive me, it was my pleasure."
"How does this match up with your promise not to fool around without your husband around?"
"Oh this? Oral sex is fine. When he gets home I'll be sitting there naked waiting and as soon as he sticks his dick into me I'll give him all the details. I have no doubt that he will cum as hard as you just did." She said moving back to the other chair. "I have a question for you."
"Ok."
"Do you mind touching other women? I mean it's not just people that tease like we do, is it?"
"I suppose if the circumstances were right. Hell. I'm a guy. How can I resist touching a naked woman?"
"Good point. We're throwing a little Christmas party and I thought you might like to come." She said with a smile. I thought it was a bit odd of a change of topics.
"Thanks, but I'm not sure that I could handle a bunch of screaming kids and all."
"Oh don't worry, this is a no kids allowed party. You really should come, I know you'll enjoy it, besides, it'll cheer you up!"
"I don't know." I said, trying to find a way to beg off.
"No excuses. I won't take no for an answer!" she said firmly.
"Ok." I said with a sigh. "When is it?"
"Friday."
"Ok." I said still hoping that I was going to find a way to get out of it.
The rest of the week had gone as slowly as the previous week. In fact, I had completely forgotten about the party, that was until Angie came in mid afternoon on Friday. "Hey. Here's a map of how to get to our house." She said handing me a paper. "And just so you know, this is a private party. We don't want to advertise, if you know what I mean."
"Ok." I said taking the paper from her. "You sure I'm not just going to be a fifth wheel coming alone and all?"
"Believe me, you won't be a fifth wheel. I have a few single ladies coming too, so you should be able to find someone to keep you amused." She said with a chuckle.
"What do I need to wear? I mean it's not a costume thing is it?"
"Just wear what makes you look sexy." She said with a wink
"I don't know I have anything like that."
"Oh' I'm sure you do. It's nice but casual. Just relax and have some fun. You've been going around looking like you lost your dog. It's time to cheer up for the holidays! That's an order!"
"Yes maam." I said, folding the paper and putting it in my pocket.
"Now don't let me down! I'm expecting you! See you at seven!" she said, blowing me a kiss before she opened the door and headed out. I was wondering why I let myself get talked into this. What I really wanted to do was sit in the house and veg in front of the TV.
It was quite a ways out of town to her house, but I found it, thank you to the map. I'm not sure I would have without it. I parked and walked up to the house wearing a pair of light colored Dockers, a silk pocket t-shirt and my brown Swede leather sport coat, all topped off with my signature leather 'indian jones' hat. It's my idea of nice but casual, and I thought I looked pretty good. It was dark already, but there were a fair number of cars there. I didn't even have time to knock on the door before Angie opened it and held her hand out to draw me inside. She looked absolutely stunning, wearing a form fitting dress that was knee length with a slit that went up both sides almost to her waist. Her hard nipples attested to the fact that she had no bra on.
"I'm glad you came!" she said, giving me a huge hug that drove her hard nipples into my chest and my growing bulge against her mound. After releasing me she pulled me to the living room and introduced me to the group, after which she stuck a name tag on my jacket. "Now everyone will know what to call you." She said with a smile before giving me a kiss on the cheek. "Now go have some fun!"
"Yes maam." I said as I made my way into the dimly lit living room. The place was decorated to the max with Christmas wreaths, holly garlands and lots of lights. In fact, the only light in the room came from the hundreds of tiny colored bulbs flashing and blinking around the ceiling, door and window frames. It gave the whole place a sparkly atmosphere. I made my way to what obviously a bar and poured an orange soda, not being a big alcohol drinker.
"Orange! That's pretty rugged!" a female voice said from behind me. I turned and saw a gorgeous redhead smiling at me. She was dressed in a long red dress, running from her turtleneck and sleeveless top all the way down to her ankles, the color as bright as any Santa suit. She wore red spike heels, and the formfitting dress outlined her slim hips and nicely shaped bust that supported her nametag. "Hi, I'm Jill." She said over the recently turned on music.
"Hi. Mike." I replied simply, trying to put my eyeballs back into their sockets.
"I take it you like my outfit?" she said moving closer so I could hear her.
"Very much so." I replied to her.
"I'm glad. You look pretty hot yourself. I like the hat! Nice touch!"
"Thank you."
"Do you dance?" She asked.
I looked at the middle of the large living room where a number of couples were dancing some kind of bump and grind dance. "Not much." I replied, having to almost shout to be heard.
"We'll fix that." She said as she took my drink from my hand and set it on the counter. She pulled me toward the middle of the room and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face next to hers. "Now just move your hips to the music." She said as I put my arms around her. I tried my best but it was difficult to move my hips without grinding my hardening dick into her body. The song ended and we had a few moments of quiet before the next song started. "Are you bashful?" she asked with a smile.
"A bit." I said shrugging.
"Oh, I see. The idea is to rub as much of your body against mine while we dance. That's the whole point."
"Oh, I see. Kind of like having sex with clothes on?"
"That's pretty much it." She said with a grin. "But if you want to dance without any clothes on, just let me know!"
"that's a pretty tempting offer! Maybe a bit later." I replied.
"I may hold you to that." She answered as she ground her mound into my hardening dick. "I like what I feel."
"You're not so bad yourself." I answered as her tits pushed against my chest, our skin separated by only the material of my thin shirt and her dress, my coat having spread enough that she was now inside it.
"I thought you couldn't dance. You seem to be getting the hang of it pretty well." She said as the song ended and she let go of me enough for our bodies to not be glued together.
"I had a good teacher." I replied.
"Thank you!" She said as a slow dance came up. I put my hands on her hips and pulled her to me, swaying to the music. "You know how to do this kind of dancing very well." She said as she put her head on my shoulder. I let my hands rub gently up and down her back, slowly stroking from her neck down to the curve of her butt. I didn't feel any panty lines and was pretty sure she was naked under the dress. I looked around while we were dancing, and other than two more seemingly single women by the bar, there seemed to be about six more couples on the dance floor, including Angie and her husband, who's hands were rubbing her ass through the gaps in the sides of the dress. Pretty much all the women were in either a skirt or dress, and most of the outfits were pretty damn sexy. If I were to guess I would say I was the oldest of the bunch, most of the guys and women running from late twenties to late thirties or so, and there wasn't a dog in the bunch, so to speak. The slow song ended and she pulled slowly away from me. "I guess I better let someone else have a chance at you for a while." She said as she led me by the hand back toward the bar. "Sue, this is Mike." She said to a small lady standing by the bar. She was dressed in a long sleeved knit shirt and matching color wrap around skirt that went down to mid thigh. "Have fun!" she said as she put my hand on Sue's, who in turn led me out to the dance area.
"You'll have to excuse me a bit. I'm just learning how to dance like this." I said to her as I pulled her close. She snuggled her body against mine, the top of her head only coming to my chin, and that was with her wearing spike heels. She wrapped her arms around my body inside my coat and pulled her body tight to mind, grinding her tits and mound against me.



"You're doing just fine." She said as she turned her head up to face mine.
We continued to dance and I let my hands roam around her body. She had on a bra which was holding her fairly good sized tits up, but her nipples were still poking through the thin material. I was also pretty sure that she had no panties on under the dress.
"Can I ask a question?" I asked as I stroked her butt gently.
"As long as you keep doing that, sure."
"Is it my imagination, or aren't any of the women here wearing panties?"
"Why do you ask?"
"Just seemed a bit odd that I didn't see any panty lines and l see lots of form fitting dresses. I don't think you have any on either."
"Oh? Why don't you find out?" she said with a grin.
I slid my hand lower and then slid up under her skirt, finding lots of bare leg and ass. I rubbed around her bare ass and finally felt down as far as I could between her legs, the tips of my fingers finding the bottom edge of her pussy.
"Nope, no panties." I answered her.
"Hmmmmm you have nice hands."
"That wasn't the question." I said as softly as I could over the music.
"Angie said you hadn't ever been to one of her parties, so let's just say that no, you won't find any right now. We all took them off coming in the door. You will just have to wait for the reason. I have a hunch you will enjoy."
"Am I the only newcomer as you put it?"
"Yep. Angie said you would need some cheering up, with your wife gone and all."
"Seems everyone knows all about me."
"Not all..." she said as she pulled one hand around from behind me and slid it between us and stroked my dick through my pants. Saved by the music! I stepped back slightly as the song ended and the music died down.
"Thanks for the dance." I said, leading her back to the bar where I picked up my soda and took a long drink, mostly to cool myself off. If this kept up I was going to be doing the horizontal mombo with one of the hot women.
The music disappeared altogether and Angie called out "Ok everyone. Time for reindeer games!" There was as fair amount of clapping and cheering as she motioned for us to quiet down. "Let's all go down to the recroom and we'll get started on the first game!" She said before climbing down from the chair.
Jill grabbed me by one arm and brightly announced that she would be my partner. Sue, not to be outdone took my other arm and I was steered to the stairs and down to the recroom. Neither girl wanted to let go long enough to go down the stairs, so I settled it by taking one of each of their hands and letting one go before and one after me. Once downstairs the entire group, about nine guys, including me, and eleven women, including Jill and Sue. The one lone woman, a good looking lady named 'Tabby' was sandwiched between what I assumed was a wife on one side and Jill on the other. Other than that variation, we were arranged boy girl.
"Ok. Just for some fun. We're going to do pass the ball. I'm sure everyone remembers how this goes. Pass the ball from one person to the other without using your hands. If you drop it you and your partner are out. We'll start with this Grapefruit!" she said holding up a pink grapefruit. She stepped back into the circle and put the grapefruit under her chin and passed it to the guy next to her. The grapefruit continued on around and Jill was chest to chest, passing it to me. Once I had it I turned and passed to Sue, who in turn passed it around. Only one couple dropped it and was eliminated by the time it got all the way around. There was of course plenty of cheering and comments from the group as it went around. Angie took the grapefruit out and replaced it with an orange. A bit more challenging and caused two more couples to be eliminated by the time it got to us. Jill did an excellent job of transferring it to me, and pushing her tits all around on my body at the same time. I nearly dropped it, catching it with the side of my face on Sue's big tits. I rolled it up with my face, pushing and smashing her tits in the process. Once she got it under her chin she passed it on and then turned back to me.
"If you want to play with my tits, just ask." She grinned.
"Sorry." I said blushing a tad as I took off my coat and tossed it on a chair.
"Don't be sorry, I kind of liked it." She said as she slid next to me and put one arm around me, pulling my neck down with her other and giving me a very wet, sensual kiss.
The orange was replaced with a lemon, and things got more interesting. Jill nearly dropped it passing it to me and Sue did drop it passing it to the guy next to her. She was eliminated as was he, and I now had a new partner next to me. My new partner was about my height, I guessed mid thirties, with a nice skirt and a button down silk blouse that was open practically to her naval. It was also very evident that her large tits were swinging quite free of any support.
"Hello, my name is Maria." She said holding her hand out. I took it and shook it gently.
"Mike." I replied simply.
"Well Mike, things are going to get a bit cozy next." She said as another couple dropped out. All that was left in the circle now were two guys besides myself, Jill, Tabby, my new partner, Angie and another lady I didn't know.
Angie took and ice cube and held it up for us all to see. "If it melts while you have it you and your partner drop out. We will continue until only one couple is left standing!" With that she put the ice cube in her mouth and leaned over to Tabby. It looked like kissing, but in reality she was passing the cube into Tabby's mouth. My already hard dick jumped at the sight. Tabby quickly passed it to Jill, who turned and pulled my face to hers. We put our lips together with our heads tilted and she pushed the shrinking cube into my mouth. I hated to break the sort of kiss, but quickly turned and passed it on to Maria, who quickly licked my lips seductively before she turned and passed it to the guy next to her. By the time I got back to the guy next to Angie, not her husband by the way, the cube had melted and he and the woman next to him were eliminated, leaving Angie with a new partner. Angie started a new cube, which came she passed to Tabby, who kissed it into Jill's mouth. Jill and I did our hot sexy kiss impression while she passed the cube to me and I passed it to Maria, who passed it on. To my surprise the cube made it all the way back to Tabby, who had nothing left to make the pass to Jill with and both she and Jill were eliminated. Before Jill dropped out she put her arms around me and gave me a real kiss, lots of tongue and lip.
"Just to keep you thinking about me for later." She said before moving out of the circle.
Angie was now next to me and put another cube in her mouth. For some reason I had never really thought about kissing her, but as she moved close to me our lips met and she pushed the cube into my mouth, swishing her tongue around mine a bit more than was required before breaking the kiss. I turned and passed to Maria and then watched Maria pass it to the guy next to Angie, who in turn kissed it into Angie's mouth. Angie passed to me and I turned to quickly passed what was left Maria. By the time she her lips to mine, it was gone, eliminating Maria and Myself. There was considerable shouting and cheering for the winners while Maria and I stepped off to the side. Apparently the winners got to have a real kiss, which Angie started and kept going for a full minute. Maria spent that time giving me an equally sensuous kiss, finally pulling away after the winning couple did. "You may not be able to dance, but you can really kiss. I'd like to get that tongue on another part of my body." She panted in my ear before pulling away to start the next game.
"Ok everyone! Next game! Squeeze the sugar plums. Here's how it works. The guys all sit in a circle blindfolded. You ladies are going to write your bra size on one of these chips. When the music starts, you get to pick a guy and sit on his lap. He has three guesses to figure out your bra size before the music ends. All you can say is yes or no. If he doesn't guess in three tries or runs out of time, he loses and the lady he didn't guess gets to remove one piece of clothing. If he's out of clothes, then he gets eliminated. Last guy in wins. Oh yes, since they are blindfolded touching is greatly encouraged... by both parties!" She said loudly, to which the ladies applauded loudly. Had I known this was a sex party, I would never have come, but I was here and I was turned on more than I could remember, so I decided to stay.
I was seated in a chair and had no idea who was near me, but when the music started I felt a lady sit on my lap. I really enjoy tits, so this game was going to be fun. I quickly felt up the front of the dress in front of me with one hand, cupping and hefting a set of nice tits. I guess a 38 D and was told no, to which I followed a 36 D, getting a kiss as a way of reply. I took it that was correct, but I continued to play with her tits with one hand while playing with as much of her firm ass as was hanging over my lap with the other. I squeezed and teased her nipples until the music stopped, at which time she got up announced, somewhat breathlessly, that I had guessed correctly.
There was some shuffling and an unknown number of guys were relieved of a piece of clothing. The music started again and another lady sat on my lap. I quickly decided this was Maria, given the feel of the silk blouse. I slipped my hand into her open shirt and lifted and squeezed her bare tit. She squeezed my dick in return as I suggested a 40 D, 38 D and a 42D. She leaned over and whispered in my ear that it was 38DD and it was going to cost me my pants, while her hand unzipped my pants and snaked inside. She stroked my dick and soon had me sticking out of my pants while I squeezed and played with her nipples.
The music stopped and she gave me one final squeeze before getting up and removing my pants. When the music started again there was a much smaller woman on my lap. I felt up the front of her dress, and found two much smaller breasts. I thought I recognized them as one of the ladies I hadn't met, but saw in the circle on the last game. She was wearing a skirt and turtleneck, so I slid my hand back down to her lap and then went back up again, this time under her shirt. She giggled and wiggled around on my lap as I felt her small breasts. I was not at all sure I was going to get this right, partly because I was a big tit man, but also because in her wiggling she had moved my dick, which the last lady had left sticking up out of my underwear, so it was pushing against her wet pussy, and to ruin my concentration even more, she was gently stroking the bottom side of my head, making me fear an early eruption. I guessed a 28 A, followed by a 30 A. Both were wrong. I was down to one guess. I knew she was slim, so I guessed a 32 B and was rewarded with a whispered no and a giggle. I had lost another round, but I still had to survive her playing with me.
The music ended and thankfully she stood up and removed my underwear, leaving me only in my shirt. I was also left again not knowing how many others had won or lost. After a short amount of whispering, the music started once again. I felt a hand wrap around my hard dick and then warmth envelope it as my next lady sat not only on my lap, but on my dick. I felt her sopping wet pussy engulf my dick and nearly forgot that I was supposed to be feeling her tit size. I moved my hand up her body and found a pile of cloth around her waist, and then traveled up. I cupped first one and then the other breast in my hand, squeezing her nipples as she wiggled on my hard dick. I guessed a 38C and 36C, both times being wrong. I had one guess left, but the distraction was making it hard to concentrate. Finally I guessed 34C and was rewarded with a kiss. I continued to play with her tits until the music ended.
The next round started like the last. I felt a new wet pussy settle down on my dick, this one quite a bit tighter than that last. I put my hand on the leg and slid my hand up under the dress, working my way to her tits. I made a short pause and slid my fingers across her clit and hairless pussy before heading up. These felt like a good C cup, very firm and bouncy with hard nipples. I was pretty sure that I had Angie sitting on my lap, but I may never know for sure. I declared a 34 C and was rewarded with a kiss and a wiggle. We sat and played with each other until the music ended and then she disappeared, with no trace.
Once again the music started and another warm pussy settled on my dick. I slid my hand up her body and found a very short button down dress. I had remembered seeing this on one of the ladies across the circle in the last game. I pushed the material up so I could slide my hand up her to her chest and found that she had a bra on with a front closure. I easily flicked the clasp open and was rewarded with a large pair of tits, which I squeezed and played with before offering the size 38 DD. She leaned down and kissed me hotly on the lips as an answer, leaving her mouth connected to mine and her tongue flashing all around mine. I squeezed her nipples and she moaned in my mouth, wiggling her butt around on my dick. Finally the music stopped and I was declared the winner and given an official boob inspectors hat. Angie told me this would be worth while later, as she placed it on my head with one hand and stroked my exposed dick with the other. With my blindfold finally off I realized I was the only guy wearing anything at all, and most of them were standing around with women playing with their dicks. I got the idea that they were just keeping them hard for some reason. It was also obvious that a number of guys had their hands busy between women's legs as well.
Angie pulled my shirt off and tossed it on the pile of clothes next to my chair and then put my boob inspector hat back on. She helped me stand up and then announced the next game, package wrapping. I wasn't sure how this was going to work, but Angie, held a bowl up high and each of us had to draw a name.
Since I won the last game I got first pick and drew the name Sarah, a slim lady about mid thirties wearing a mini skirt and sleeveless turtleneck. She didn't have particularly large breasts, but she was pretty hot none the less. Angie went on to explain the game. Each guy had to undress his partner, no hands of course, and then go to the table by the wall with underwear, select a pair that they think belongs to their partner and then put them on them. If they are right, they stop, if wrong, they had to take them back off, still no hands, and then pick a different pair. Once they had the right pair, without taking them back off they had to make their female partner climax.
Since there were more women than guys, the first three done would win the first round, and get to play one more time. We were paired off with our partners and the music started, indicating it was time to start. The music was appropriately, stripper music. I went to work on the button with my lips and then pulled the zipper down with my teeth. Her skirt came off easily, sliding down her slim legs, revealing a completely shaved pussy that smelled heavily of arousal. I grabbed her shirt bottom with my mouth and pulled up while she squatted down to help me. I made good time getting her undressed, unlike the guy next to me that had to try to undo all those buttons on his partners dress. I walked to the table and had to guess at her underwear. I figured a thong and looked at the three choices. Ho ho ho was one that I had seen Angie wear, so I passed that one and chose one that matched the skirt color. I was back in seconds on my knees helping her step into the panties and pulling them up with my teeth, rubbing my nose against her bare pussy as I worked. She moaned slightly as I tried to work the strings up her ass with my mouth, finally getting it in place. To my disappointment she shook her head no and I pulled them back off, her wet scent filling my nose as I carried them back to the table. I still thought thong, so I selected the white pair and worked them up her legs, pausing long enough to take a taste of her pussy before covering it with material.
I had chosen well and she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her body to mine, kissing me feverishly. I slid a hand between her legs and let my fingers slip between the material and her pussy as she tried to hump my hand. She came quickly, her juices gushing over my fingers. I really wanted to just bend her over and screw her right there, but when I suggested it she said to be patient, and went back to kissing me.
I was one of the three winners, and we drew names for the last round partners. To my surprise I got Angie. She winked at me and motioned for one of the other ladies to start the music. I got on my knees and grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled up with my mouth while she lowered herself, She was naked in no time at all, the one piece garment coming off over her head. It was the first time I had seen her completely naked and I had to stop myself from pausing just to enjoy the view that she had teased me for so many times. I knew exactly which pair of panties was hers, and made a beeline for the table. I brought back her thong and she stepped into the loops of material and I worked it up her body. I looked at the other two and knew that I was way ahead, and stopped to lick her pussy a few times, something I had wanted to do more than once already. I finished pulling her thong up grabbing the straps over her ass with my teeth and pulling them up. I stood up and she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me hungrily.
"Quick! Make me cum!" she whispered in my ear after she broke the kiss, my hand already pushing the material aside so I had access to her pussy. I put my other hand to work on her tits. She was extremely turned on and I had no trouble making her climax quickly, her body shaking and shuddering in my arms. "God I needed that!" she breathed heavily in my ear. I pushed my dick between her legs and wanted to throw her down and fuck her right then, but she pushed me gently back. "Wait for the next game, you're going to need that hard dick!" she grinned. We were declared the winners, and the room cheered, everyone now naked except the women, who were now wearing only panties.
Angie had all the men line up along one wall and all the women along the other, their panties removed and held in their hands. Selection for the next game, Angie announced, would be based on the ring toss principle, The women would partner with the man who's dick they got their panties to hang on. There had to be some strategy on the part of the women, since there were more than one per guy. The three that didn't get one hanging would have to sit out. The ladies jockeyed for position and tossed their panties from a line about ten feet away. The lady that succeeded on me was one of the ladies that sat on my lap with the big tits. Without name tags I was at a loss to remember her name even if I did know it in the first place.
After several tosses all the guys had been chosen and we paired up for the next game, which Angie explained was called pin the reindeer in the tail. She went on to explain that the game was simple. The woman got to put a condom on the guy, and then turned around and bent over, holding her knees. The guy had to spear his partner and leave the condom behind so it was sticking out of her like a tail. It didn't take me more than two seconds to see that this was the guys chance to finally get off, now that all the ladies had been brought off by hand. It seemed a clever little game, safe sex and reducing sloppy seconds at the same time. My partner pulled my face to hers and began sensuously kissing me while stroking my dick back to its full size. Her large soft tits pressed into my chest while she kissed me, both hands now busy with my dick.



"Ok stud. Fuck me!" she said huskily before pulling away and bending over. I had no trouble getting into her wet pussy, sliding my raging hardon fully into her. I really wanted to grab her ass or tits, but had to remain with my hands behind my back. The room quickly filled with the sounds of bodies slapping together, moaning and groaning. I heard a number of women crying out in ecstasy as they came from the dicks being thrust into them. My own dick had its limit and I shoved hard into my partner, emptying spurt after spurt of my cum into the condom, her own climax coming with mine. The two of us stood there shaking and twitching as our bodies came down from the peak of pleasure. Now all I had to do was stand there and let my dick go down enough to slip from the condom. It was a waiting game. Pull out too quickly, and you would pull the condom with you, pull out too late and you would lose. I waited, but the sight of all those naked tits hanging and swinging, along with the three women that didn't get chosen bouncing and clapping for their choice to win was keeping me up much more than I wanted. In the end another guy pulled free of his before my dick would go down and when I withdrew I pulled the condom out, still attached.
My partner stood up and turned to me, hugging me, telling me it was a good try and thank you. She pulled the condom off and gave my dick a squeeze before walking off. Jill came up and gave me a big hug, pressing her tits into me. Angie announced a break in the games and put on some music for dancing. Jill led me by the hand back upstairs to get a drink. The music was loud enough we could easily hear it, and she decided she wanted to dance. Fortunately the music was a slow dance, and I enjoyed having her tits brushing against my chest as we danced. I hadn't ever danced with anyone naked before, well, naked except for her red spike heels. It didn't take long for my semi-hard dick to harden up and be brushing her red tuft of hair.
"Hmmm I like that better." She said after pushing my dick down so it stuck between her legs.
"I have to admit that is nice." I replied as her wet pussy lips rode up and down the top of my dick. Unfortunately the song ended too soon for my taste and a bit hotter tune came on.
"OH yeah!" she said pulling away and turning around. "Just like we did earlier, but this time naked!" She began humping and bumping her ass into me while I ran my hands up and down her body. The motions of the dance allowed her to easily pull my dick between her legs and push it up against her pussy. She bent over some at the waist, shaking her shoulders and tits while she worked my dick into her tight hole. Standing back up as I sunk into her. "OH god yes!" she cried as she worked up and down my dick, my hands rubbing around her body and squeezing her nipples and tits. We danced and ground our bodies together, one of my hands finding its way between her legs from the front. I stroked her clit as she slid up and down my rigid shaft, turning her dancing into jerking as she climaxed on my dick. Her pulsing pussy was more than I could handle and I began dumping a huge amount of pent-up cum into her. Feeling my pulsing cock seemed to drive her climax even higher, any pretense of dancing temporarily suspended while we fought to control our bodies in our mutual climax. Slowly we regained our composure and breathing.
"That was sure interesting. I may have to spend a lot more time dancing." I whispered her as we stood there, rocking each other, still spooned together with my dick inside her.
"We really weren't supposed to do that you know." She said quietly.
"I didn't know."
"I did, but I wanted you in me so bad. I've wanted you in me since I saw you undressed in the games earlier."
"Well, you got me." I said quietly.
"I hope you can recover quickly. We have some more games yet and I'd hate to think you would miss out."
"As long as I keep seeing all these gorgeous naked bodies and bouncing tits, I don't see how I could not be hard." I said as the music changed to a slower tune. She moved a little and my dick slid from her pussy, unleashing a small torrent of our juices from within her.
"Come with me." She said as she took my hand and pulled me toward the bathroom. She pulled me inside and closed the door behind us. She used some toilet paper to clean the stream of cum off her legs and then squatted down in front of me. She quickly placed my dick into her hot mouth and licked and sucked every drop of cum off of me, as well as sucking me back to reasonable stiffness. She stood up and kissed me wetly, sharing some of my own taste with me. I turned her and backed her toward the sink and then lifted her naked ass onto the edge. I hadn't ever done this before, but I figured what the hell. I crouched down between her legs and slowly licked up her pussy and across her clit, bringing a moan and a shiver from her.
"Ohhhh I like that." She said quietly as I continued to lick her sopping wet pussy. I could taste the saltiness of my cum mixed with the sweetness of her pussy juices. I really enjoy oral sex, but this was the first time I was turned on enough to try it after filling someone with cum. The music ended and I soon heard Angie calling for us.
"Come on." Jill said sliding off the counter. "Time to go."
"There you are!" Angie said as we came out of the bathroom. "Been being bad have we?" she winked.
"Very!" Jill whispered.
"Was it good?" Angie queried as we walked toward the downstairs.
"Oh yes."
"Good. I had a small sample earlier, and I thought he would be good."
"He was. Very good." Jill said as if I wasn't there.
"Here they are!" Angie said as we stepped back into the rec room. "I found them upstairs getting a snack."
"I bet." I heard a female voice say. "I wouldn't mind a snack of that."
"At ease." Another female voice said.
"Ok next game!" Angie called from the middle of the room. "This one is called up the chimney. Since the guys had a chance to guess the size of our tits, some more successful than others, its out turn to guess the size of their dicks. The way this works is that each guy will measure himself and write the answer down. Then we will go round robin, with each lady sitting on every dick. They guess the size and write it on the card, and the winner will be the one with the most correct guesses."
There seemed to be considerable talking on this one, with both sexes finding it interesting. "Just to keep the guys honest in their measurements, the guy with the most correct guesses on his size will also win a prize. Now if you gentlemen will kindly walk over to the table and measure up, we'll get started."
It only took a few minutes for us to all measure up using some old school type plastic rulers. The next fifteen minutes were pure agony, not! Each of the twelve ladies took their turns sitting on our laps, sliding their hot pussies down out dicks. I was glad that I had put that extra load of cum into Jill, or I would never have lasted. Several of the ladies were not particularly tight, but others were quite honestly a tight fit. One little gal took nearly a full minute to get settled on my dick, working me into herself an inch at a time and then climaxing around me as soon as she felt the head of my dick pressing against her cervix. That brought a number of cheers and comments from the ladies around her, making her blush. Once all the pussies had sampled all the dicks, the scores were tallied and Tabby won with the most correct guesses, and one of the other guys had the most correct guesses of his members size. For my part I seemed to have the fewest correct guesses, which Jill later attributed to the fact that I grew considerably larger between when she had sucked me hard again and when she sat on my dick. The prize for the winning lady was a nice ten inch dildo, and the wining guy was given a box of chocolate candies shaped like tits.
"Ok next game!" Angie called when the noise settled. "What would a good day be without a pie eating contest, however, the pie in this case will be pussy covered with whip cream. The rules are simple. The guys draw for a partner, and the winner will be the first one to get all the whip cream off and make his partner climax. Oh, yes... Guys, no hands or dicks allowed. Only lips and tongues!"
We all reached into the hat and drew our partners. To my surprise I ended up with Tabby. Each of the ladies sat in the chairs we had used earlier, with the guys kneeling in front of them. The ladies who didn't get picked moved down the line covering each pussy with spray whip cream as the ladies put their feet up on the guys shoulders, spreading their legs wide. Someone shouted go and we all went to work. I stared on Tabby's thighs, licking the cream off and also teasing her body with my tongue. She soon had her head back and was moaning in pleasure as I licked closer and closer to her pussy, finally stroking her soft lips with my tongue. I heard a scream of pleasure as someone went over the top, but kept at it anyway, wanting to make sure I got her off. I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled it, sending her already sensitive pussy into spasms of pleasure, her juices gushing out around my mouth. I was horribly turned on an leaking like crazy, ready to stick it into any pussy that was willing. Finally the game was called over after the last women came in a screaming shuddering climax. She may have been last but her climax was far from the least.
"Ok next game!" Angie called. "Guys, I know you are more than ready to cum. So now is your chance. This little game I call Reindeer ropes. Each guy gets to pick a partner. Her job is to get you off and aim your cum at the target. Most cum in the target wins." The target in this case was a circle drawn on plastic sheet on the floor about six feet way. I wasn't sure I would even hit it, let alone get any significant amount into it. I had to choose a partner, and wasn't really sure who to pick. Angie solved that dilemma by coming over to me before I got a chance to pick.
"Any objections if I do this?" she asked quietly.
"Nope." I answered, expecting her to stand behind me and jack me off. To my surprise she knelt down in front of me and quickly began sucking my dick into her mouth. As turned on as I was I was sure this wasn't going to take long. I had my eyes closed and was groaning in anticipation of the impending release when I heard someone else go off, grunting loudly in time with his spurts. Angie just kept working on my dick with her mouth, squeezing the base of my dick to keep me from shooting. It was finally more than I could stand and she pulled off of my dick just as I began exploding, sending streams of cum arching through the air to land on the plastic sheeting. After a few long spurts, the length reduced and she quickly put my dick into her mouth to milk the last of my cum out. She stood up and hugged me close, pressing her hard nipples into my chest. "Make sure you fuck me before you go home." She whispered before letting go of me.
It turned out I didn't win, but I was surprised to see that I had three shots make it to the circle. The winner had a copious seven shots hit the circle, clearly the big shooter.
With most of the women freshly eaten and the guys well emptied, the games changed. Several twister mats were pulled out and Angie set herself up as caller with two guys and two girls at each mat. The exception was my mat, which, since I had been crowned official boob inspector, got the remaining odd woman, leaving me with two, including Sue and another women whose names I didn't remember. The game started out and after a number of moves the three of us were tangled bodies. Things got a bit more interesting on the next spin, with a left foot blue. I was able to get into a position to manage this, leaving my dick hanging inches from Sue's face. She wasted no time in turning her head far enough to suck my dick into her mouth. She was so intent on getting it hard again that she didn't hear the next move, ' right hand red'. This pulled her out of reach of my dick but also caused the lady with us to have to twist around, being almost inverted, her pussy shoved against my face. I only got a few licks of her spread pussy before the next play, causing all three of us to collapse in a heap. We had to sit out the rest of the round until there was only one group left. We mixed up partners and I ended up with Angie and Jill on my mat. We made several moves, pushing naked bodies against each other as we tried to get hands and feet on the correct colors. I was rolled on my back in a crab position with Angie straddling me, facing me. With a wicked grin she lowered her pussy down, finding my hard dick and rubbing her wet lips around the head. The next call came in as left foot blue, allowing her to move her leg only two spaces, sinking her pussy around my dick in the process.
"ohhhhhh yes." She sighed as her pussy clenched and relaxed around me. I still had to move my leg, but I really didn't want to. What I was doing just then felt fine to me. Left foot blue was nearly impossible for me to do, and we ended up in a heap with Angie still impaled on my dick. As soon as my ass hit the plastic she started riding my dick, sliding up and down my shaft. It was clear she had waited a long time for this and was going to make the most of it. Not go be left out Jill moved over and squatted over my face, lowering her pussy to my lips. I could hear clapping and cheering in the background as someone proclaimed that the games appeared to be over and would anyone care to fuck. At that point I didn't really care. I had a pussy over my face and Angie riding my shaft. What more could a man ask for? I liked and sucked on Jill's soft pussy lips, periodically flicking my tongue across her clit. She shuddered and ground her pussy against my face as her orgasm washed over her, dousing my face with her juices. I helped her move off my face and sit near us to catch her breath, all the time Angie continued plunging my dick into her. "
"OH GOD!" Angie cried as a second orgasm overcame her since she started riding me. The whole room seemed to be filled with the sounds of sex as couples moved off to use furniture around the room or move off to other rooms. Finally Angie had all she could take and lay down on my chest, her firm tits pressing into me. "Oh that was worth waiting for." She panted
"You liked?"
"Oh yes... both times. I've been dreaming about fucking you for months."
"If it's any consolation, I have had a few dreams of doing you as well." I replied as she rocked her hips slightly.
"I can't believe you're still hard. I tried so hard to make you cum."
"Oh. I'm sorry."
"Hell don't be sorry. I wish Jack had that kind of staying power. I can't remember the last time I was able to ride through a double."
"Glad I could be of service."
"OH you were.... Now. Remember that I said the official boob inspector hat would be worth it?"
"Yeah. But I thought the extra girls in this game was the prize for that."
"Oh hell no! Wearer of the hat gets to recline in comfort and have each of the ladies come by to visit you. They do their best to be declared queen of breasts. They have until midnight, about another hour and a half, before you make your pronouncement, and oh yes, whoever you choose as queen gets to spend the night with you."
"I could just declare you queen!" I said.
"Sorry, no dice. As hostess I am not allowed. That doesn't mean I can't have fun, but I can't be picked."
"Shucks. I wouldn't have minded spending the night with you."
"Don't worry." She said kissing me on the lips. "That may yet happen." She looked at me a long time before climbing off my still hard dick and led me upstairs to a small bedroom. There was a recliner and a queen size bed, as well as a bathroom. "Enjoy." She said kissing me gently on the lips. "I told you I would make sure you had fun."
"Was the game rigged?" I asked her.
She thoughtfully looked at the ceiling. "Only a little. The ladies decided to make sure you won by picking to your strengths. We really only had to cheat on one, and that wasn't by much."
I sat down in the recliner shaking my head as Angie walked out and Tabby walked in, her big tits swinging as she walked on spike heels. She climbed up in the chair facing me and impaled herself on my dick, slowly riding me while feeding me one of her large tits. This was defiantly going to be fun.
Tabby was still working up and down my dick when I felt another set of hands stroking my legs. Tabby reluctantly pulled off of my dick and slipped from the chair as another of the ladies moved into it. She had much smaller tits, and kissed me aggressively. She had a nice tight pussy, but her style really didn't do much for me. I wasn't disappointed when she left to be replaced by Maria.
"Hey stud." She said as she climbed into the chair, holding herself up so her huge DD tits swung inches from my face. "I hear you like big tits."
"I do."
"Then why don't you come show me how you can fuck them." She said as she pushed the foot rest of the chair down and pulled me out of it. She knelt in front of me and wrapped her tits around my, lubricating me with her saliva. Each time I stroked up she wrapped her lips and tongue around the head of my dick, swirling it around before I pulled out again. I made the trip time after time, each trip drawing me closer to climax. I was almost ready to cum when the next lady walked in. She was slim and tall with only moderate sized tits. She looked good, but I could tell she wasn't happy about having to follow Maria, who reluctantly let my dick free of her tits.
"Sorry stud." She said. "I thought I was going to make it there."
I pulled her back over to me and kissed her wet mouth. "You're not out of it yet." I whispered. "I just want to feel your pussy before you go."
"my pleasure." She said turning around and bending over. I pushed my dick into her and stroked only a few times before I blew my load into her, shooting stream after stream of cum into her. "OHHHHHH" she cried out, shuddering. "God!" she said as she pulled off my dripping dick. She looked over at the other lady. "Sorry Lisa, I think I took part of your time!"
"Don't worry. I needed to get home to the kids tonight anyway." She responded with a long face, obviously disappointed.
I reached out and took her hand and pulled her back toward the chair as Maria walked out, leaving a little trail of juices. I sat down and pulled Lisa up into the chair and coaxed her higher until I could pull her pussy to my face.
"Oh yes. I love getting eaten." She cooed as I licked and tickled her clit. I looked up and saw her playing with her own tits, pulling the nipples and twisting them as I pushed her closer. "Oh god... so close." She practically cried as I worked her clit feverishly, tasting more of her sweet nectar as she grew closer to climax. I slipped a finger into her pussy and began rubbing the top of her tunnel causing her body to practically explode in screaming spasms. Her cries of "oh fuck" and "Fuck yes" echoed and probably could be heard all through the house as she shook and trembled on top of me. She slowly slid down, dragging her wet pussy down my chest until she could lean against me with her head against mine, her chest heaving for breath. "Can I ask a question?"
"Sure."
"Why did you do that? You didn't have to. I mean, we're supposed to pleasure you."
"Who says licking a sweet pussy like yours off isn't pleasure?" I asked
"Your strange.... But man, are you one hell of a lover."
"I guess I'll take that as a compliment."
"I hope so... I meant it as one. I'm just disappointed that I didn't get to have that nice dick inside me.
"Well, you have until someone comes." I said quietly, feeling my dick already start to recover somewhat.



She reached behind her and found my hardening dick and massaged it until it was hard enough to push into her pussy. Still not bone hard by any stretch, but hard enough for her to work inside herself. She sat down and I could feel her pussy massaging my dick as I grew harder, pulling her chest to my mouth and sucking a nipple. "Ohhhh yes. Just keep growing." She mumbled as she began to rock her hips. I had to admit that I was getting quite a bit harder quite a bit faster than I should have, but I wasn't complaining. Before long she was bouncing up and down my shaft with abandon, only to have to quit when the next lady came in.
"So what would you like?" she asked. She was not as thin as some others but not a bad build either with nice round full tits that had some sag just because of their size. She sat on the edge of the chair and gently stroked my glistening dick.
"What would you like to give me?" I asked back.
She rolled onto the chair, and gently licked up the length of my dick, sucking the head into her mouth and swirling her tongue around the head. She popped it out of her mouth with a loud slurp and then began kissing her way up my body. "I... here...you...like... tits" she said between kisses.
"I do." I responded.
"Good." She said as her tits reached my dick. She lifted her body so that her tits hung between us and gently began rubbing my dick around her nipples, teasing them harder. "You like that?" she cooed.
"Oh yes." I groaned quietly. "that is very nice."
"Would you like to fuck them?" she asked simply.
"OH yes." I said, getting more and more turned on by the second.
She slid off the chair and reached out for me, pulling me up out of the chair and over to the bed. She slid onto the bed and then crawled up, sticking her ass in the air to give me a good look at her glistening pussy. After holding this position while I crawled onto the bed and sliding my dick into her waiting hole, she pulled off my now lubricated dick and rolled over. She slid down between my legs until I was straddling her chest and then pressed her tits around my dick. I began to slowly stroke in and out of the crevice she created. Each time my dick came clear of her tits she would let it slide into her mouth and wet it with her saliva. If I hadn't come so many times already I would be squirting cum all over her by now. I continued to stroke her for several minutes before I felt a pair of hands slide around me. The lady below me didn't seem at all disturbed and continued to suck my cock head each time it came in range. The hands behind me reached around and began to gently tease my nipples while she kissed my shoulders and neck. I felt her blow into my ear, sending shivers down my spine before she licked my earlobe and sucked it into her mouth. With one hand she teased my nipples, and the other stroked up and down my stomach, ticking the top of my dick as I stroked between the tits below me. I felt her hand move around to my butt and stroke my bare skin there, slowly working her hand down between my legs until she was stroking my balls in time with my strokes between the tits I was straddling. I felt my balls tighten as she stroked down the bottom side and across the small sensitive spot between there and my anus. The combination of sensations were quickly reaching critical mass. I really wasn't sure I was going to last much longer with this dual sensations. I felt her finger stroke across my balls once again as I pushed between the tits, and stroke back as I pulled back. She did this several times before she took her hand away. I felt her fingers return, warm and wet and slick. She did this several times, lubricating me with her own pussy juices, allowing her finger to slide across my anus as I stroked backwards. It hit me like lightning as her finger slipped inside me on the backstroke instead of sliding across. It was not only unexpected, but something that I had never felt before. She held it inside me only an inch or so as I pushed forward suddenly, spouting my cum all over the face of the lady below me. Shot after shot lanced out, splashing on her face as she tried to catch it in her mouth, finally wrangling the streaming serpent with her lips and sucking my juices. The fingertip was slowly withdrawn as my body stopped shaking, finally gaining its own control back after the sudden spike in sensations.
"Holly shit." I breathed as the lady behind me moved around and leaned down to help lick my cum off the face of the lady below me. I watched the two share my cum between them, kissing and licking each other as my dick softened between her tits. After a few short minutes the two ladies went to work cleaning my dick off, licking all the cum from not only my dick but my balls. I reached back and found the bare ass of the lady that was behind me and stroked her pussy appreciatively. I slid one finger into her as she moaned around my dick and pulled some of her juices out. The two ladies kissed each other around my dick, finally abandoning it all together as they began to sensuously kiss each other for their own benefit as much as mine. The lady below snaked her arms between them and began massaging the lady on top's tits, making her moan louder as they kissed. I worked my finger from inside her and found her clit, stroking it in long slow strokes. She pushed back at my hand and wiggled her butt, clearly wanting harder contact. I placed the flat of my hand against her pussy lips and pressed my finger on her clit as I rubbed my palm against her pussy. The lady below had one hand on a tit and the other wrapped around my softened dick, trying to stroke it back to life. As much as I hated to admit it, I had a feeling that I was through for the night. That didn't stop her from continuing to work on me as the two kissed in front of me.
"Spank her." Jill's voice said as she leaned against me from behind. "That's what she's waiting for."
"Spank her?"
"Uh huh." Jill whispered.
I pulled my hand from her pussy and swatted her bottom, leaving a red mark. She squealed into her friends mouth as they continued to kiss.
"Again." Jill whispered.
I pulled my hand back again and swatted her other cheek. She squealed again, breaking the kiss long enough to pant out "harder!" I leaned back a bit and slid one hand between her legs from in front of her, putting my palm on her clit and slipping a finger inside her pussy. With my other hand I swatted her ass harder, making her buck against my palm. Again I swatted her ass, leaving a red hand print.
"Again." Jill whispered as she stroked my back. "It's what she wants."
I swatted again and saw tears drip down onto the face below her. I was afraid I was hurting her but she pulled away long enough to cry out "again...harder...please!"
I swatted her ass twice more, one on each cheek, hard enough to hurt my hand. On the second swat her whole body shook and bucked against my palm a she climaxed, reaching between her legs and pushing my palm harder against her clit and my finger deeper into her wet hole. She shook for nearly a minute before she rolled off to one side, freeing the lady below me.
"Thank you." She panted.
"You're welcome." I said
"That's Tina." Jill said motioning with her head toward the lady I just spanked, "and that's Becky that you just tit fucked. She really likes that kind of thing."
"She did seem to enjoy it, although I don't think she ever got off." I said looking down at Becky.
"No, but I'm confident that I'll have a chance with you again later." She said with a smile. Pulling my hands to her tits, which I gave an appreciative squeeze to.
"I know you're not through all the women, but do you have a choice yet?" Jill asked.
"It seems to me that there are three women that don't have dates, If I take one, what happens to the other two?"
"We go home I guess." She said with a pout.
"What happens if I pick someone's wife?"
"Well, either the guy could go home, or he can stay and sleep with whoever is free. That assumes that you came with someone, which you didn't."
"In that case I have three choices, Becky, Tabby and you my dear. That should still leave two ladies for Becky's husband and Tabby's husband."
"Wow... that's never been done before." Becky said from beneath me.
"Well, there aren't any rules against it. As long as there's a partner for everyone, that's all that matters. Most of the wives don't mind swapping husbands, but they tend to not want to share. I think you're the only one we've had that isn't married to someone here."
"Well?"
"I'll go ask Angie. See what she has to say." Jill said sliding off the bed. I rolled off of Becky and lay down on the bed next to Becky.
"She says whatever you want." Jill announced as she came back in the room. "She also says to have fun in the hot tub."
"She has a hot tub?" I asked
"Sure does. I'll show you were and then go get Tabby." Becky said sitting up. It should be fun in the hot tub with the snow coming down.
"This has been the wildest party I think I have ever heard of, let alone gone to." I said as she led me through the house to the patio door. Sure enough, right there in the middle of the snow falling was a hot tub steaming away. This was going to be an interesting night, as if it hadn't already been.
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Lynn's family and ours have been best of friends for about twenty some years now, pretty much ever since out sons were born. Lynn bought a tanning salon a few years ago as a form of extra income, and her twenty four year old daughter Emily, frequently helps out with the place. Over the years Lynn and I have done many favors for each other, at one time joking that we were second spouses, since her husband is no longer in the picture. My wife didn't mind to much as long as "it wasn't in that way." As she put it. I would frequently get called to come fix things at the house or salon. In the last few years, Emily has grown more and more "friendly" when she sees me, especially if we are alone, and there have been some occasions when I felt like she arranged things so we would be, which made me a bit uncomfortable. Not because I didn't like her, and certainly not because she wasn't good looking. In fact it was because she was so good looking, a tad shorter than I am, slender, but built like a brick shithouse! She had to quit gymnastics when her breasts decided to take a huge jump in size, ending up around 34 D's, and she seemed to take great pleasure in squeezing them against me when she hugs me, which she seemed to do at any opportunity.
Lynn had this great idea on how to draw more customers in over Christmas. She would have a Santa in the shop on Saturday for the kids to see while mom did her tanning. It really was a pretty good idea. The only problem was a few days before the appointed date, the Santa they had lined up was involved in a traffic accident and was not going to be able to be there. I shouldn't have been surprised that it was Emilie's idea when Lynn called and the two of them convinced me to fill in as jolly old Saint Nick. They would even arrange for the costume for me, all I had to do was show up and be nice to the kids.
Saturday rolled around and I showed up at the shop around eight thirty to get ready, since the shop was scheduled to open at nine. They had a number of reservations set in the morning and it looked like it would be busy.
Emily greeted me at the back door giving me a huge full body hug as soon as I was in the door. She was dressed in shorts and a tank top, with no detectible bra on, even though it was a crisp twenty five degrees out. One thing that I didn't think about was how hot it was going to be. It was about eighty five in the shop so that the customers, most of which tanned naked or nearly so, would be comfortable. With me in a long sleeved furry costume I was going to roast.
"I hope you got a summer weight Santa suit." I said to Em as she led me to the tanning room I was going to use as my changing room.
"No, I just figured you could go naked underneath." She said with a grin as she led me into the room. "Do you need any help getting ready?"
"No I think I can manage." I replied as I shooed her out of the room and closed the door behind her. I quickly stripped down to my briefs and looked at myself in the mirror. Still not too bad of shape for a nearly fifty year old guy. I was about a hundred ninety pounds, but I had managed to avoid the beer gut and didn't look too fat. All the outdoor work around my house and recreation I do has kept me fairly fit. My dick was still hard from Emily giving me that hug and her suggestion of helping me out. Don't get me wrong, I find Emily very attractive, and have on occasion fantasized about both her and her mother, but I haven't ever thought about acting on them because it would mess up our long standing friendship, and probably cause my wife to toss me out on my ass.
I started by putting on the fake stomach pad and was about to pull on my Santa pants, when I decided, what the hell, and pulled off my underwear and tossed them on the pile. If she wanted to be playful maybe I would tease her back just a tad for fun. I finished getting ready and walked out to see Em.
"Hey Santa! You look pretty good!" she said coming from behind the counter, her hard nipples obvious in the thin shirt.
"HO HO HO" I said in my best Santa voice. "Have you been a good girl this year young lady?"
She walked up and snuggled up to me. "I have been a very good girl, but I can be naughty if you want me to."
"Well. I only bring presents to good boys and girls so you better be good because I'm always watching."
"You're always watching Santa?" she asked playfully. "Does that mean you watch me at night too?"
"I see you when you're sleeping and I see you when you're awake!" I answered
"Oh my Santa, then you must have seen me all naked this morning." She said with a giggle.
My dick was already a bit hard when I came out, now it was like a steel rod thinking about what she must look like naked. "I'm sorry my dear. I must have missed that this morning. Santa is very busy and can't see everyone all the time."
"Well, that's a shame Santa, you would have really enjoyed watching me push that shiny silver vibrator into my hot wet pussy."
"I think Santa better go sit down." I said pulling away from her before things got well out of hand, or in hand, since she was already rubbing my hard dick through the red pants. I walked over and sat down, adjusting my dick to a more comfortable position. I was already hot, sweating in the beard and hat, and I got even hotter when she stepped behind the counter and slowly pulled up her shirt to uncover her bare breasts.
"Maybe Santa will want to make sure I'm a good girl later?" she asked as she ran a finger around one of her nipples. This was quickly going well beyond teasing and turning into an outright proposition... Her mother would not be very happy.
"I think you better cover those back up before Santa puts you down in his book as a naughty girl."
She covered her tits back up and put on a pout. Fortunately customers arrived before things could get any worse. I spent most of the morning telling kids about my work shop and how ready Rudolf was to make the trip in about a week. Overall things went pretty well. It was getting to be lunch time and the last appointment for the morning was in her little room and I had just turned on a video of Rudolf for the two kids, a boy about seven and a girl about ten. I got up and walked back toward my changing room to take a short break, and wipe some of the sweat off my body. As I stepped to the door the door across from mine opened and I saw the lady peek out.
"Psst. Santa." She said quietly.
I turned and she motioned me inside and then closed the door behind her. She was about thirty years old, five ten or so, slender and not badly proportioned, from what I could tell through the towel wrapped around her body.
"Hi Santa." She said almost bashfully. "Would you mind if I sat on your lap too?"
Putting on my best Santa demeanor, I replied "Certainly young lady." I said as I sat down in the chair in the little room. She moved over and sat down on my lap. Fortunately she wasn't too heavy.
"I haven't sat on Santa's lap in a long time." She said almost giggling.
"And what's your name young lady?"
"Holly." She said brightly.
"And what would you like for Christmas Holly?"
"Can I tell you a story first Santa?" she asked.
"Certainly." I said. "Santa always enjoys a good story."
"Well..." she started. "A long time ago, when I was a really little girl, you started coming to our house on Christmas Eve. You came every year when I was little. You'd bring a little present for my brother and me, and we would open them up and then we would go off to bed and in the morning all the big presents would be under the tree. You came for years, until I was too big for Santa, and I knew it was really just Mister Johnson from next door, but my little brother still liked you coming. My daddy got busier and he was never home at Christmas any more. He was always traveling.
When I was twelve you came like always and we opened our presents and went off to bed. After while I heard some noise and I snuck to the top of the stairs and saw Mommy sitting on your lap naked and you were tickling her breasts with your whiskers. It looked like she really liked it because pretty soon she was wiggling all over your lap. I ran back to bed before anyone saw me. I told a few of my friends but none of them believed me, so the next year after I went to bed I snuck back right away. I saw mommy take all her clothes off and sit on your lap. You asked her if she had been a good girl and she said she had been, but she was about to be very naughty and needed to be spanked. Then she got up and laid over Santa's lap. He spanked her a bunch of times, but she didn't cry, she seemed to like it. Then she got up from his lap and sat down on his lap facing him. She bounced up and down on his lap for a long time while he tickled her breasts with his whiskers. After a little while she cried out that she was coming and her whole body shook while Santa made some grunting noises. I snuck back to my room after she kissed him and told him thank you for the present. I didn't know what present he meant. Mister Johnson moved away the next year and my mommy was really sad. My daddy moved out that year too.
I'm a big girl now, and I know very well what Santa was doing with Mommy, and why she liked it so much.
"I see Holly." I said after a long silence. "You were going to tell me what you wanted for Christmas."
She stood up from my lap and dropped her towel, leaving her completely naked, not a tan line on her very sexy body. "I would really like it if you would do to me what Mister Johnson did to mommy." She said blushing.
"I see Holly." I said quietly. It wasn't every day you had a good looking woman proposition Santa. "Have you been a good girl?"
"I have been a very good girl, but I hope I'm going to be a very naughty girl in a few minuntes."
"In that case, I think maybe we better spank you right now." I said, holding a hand out to her. If my wife found out I was doing this I would be dead meat, but my hormones were thinking for me right now. She stepped close to me and I leaned her over my lap. I reached under her front and gently squeezed one of her firm C cup breasts with my right hand and gave her a quick swat on the ass with my glove covered left hand. It didn't make much noise, but she jumped in surprise. I stroked her ass with my hand before giving it another swat. I again stroked her ass with my hand, this time stroking down between her legs which she spread to give me access. I gave her a third swat, after which I pulled my glove off and stroked her bare ass and pussy, allowing my middle finger to penetrate her wet pussy.
"Oh yes." She moaned quietly as I pushed deeper.
"Would you like to feel Santa's candy cane in your hot pussy?"
"Oh yes Santa. I would very much like to feel that." She said quietly.
I helped her up off my lap and she untied my Santa pants and pulled them down while I lifted myself off the chair. She straddled the chair and reached between us, guiding my dick to her wet pussy as she sat down.
"Ohhhhhh that's a very nice candy cane." She said as she slowly impaled herself on my raging hardon. I pulled her to me and quickly sucked a nipple into my mouth as she began to slowly bounce up and down my dick, pulling up until only my head remained inside her and then sliding down until my full length was buried inside her. She moaned quietly as she stroked on me, her speed picking with each stroke. She was soon bouncing on me with abandon and I was doing everything I could to keep from filling her pussy with my cream yet. "Oh god. I'm going to cum" she squeaked as she bounced. I closed my eyes and let myself go, firing the first jets of cum into her hot pussy the same time her body shuddered and she slammed down on me, grinding her clit and pussy into me as hard as she could. My dick pulsed and spurted cum deep into her as she shuddered and cooed how good it felt, finally collapsing against me as my dick subsided with her own tremors. We sat like that for some time before she sat back up and kissed me on my whisker covered lips. "Thank you Santa." She said quietly. "That was exactly what I have wanted for Christmas for a very long time."
"You're welcome Holly." I said, still a bit out of breath.
She smiled and stood up, using the towel to clean both of us up. I sat with my pants around my ankles and watched her dress. She seemed to be enjoying dressing slowly, giving me a view of her body from every angle as she put each piece of clothing on. Once she was fully dressed she knelt down and gave my dick a gentle kiss before pulling my pants up and helping me stand so she could get them all the way up. Once we were both decent again she hugged me as best she could with the fake belly pad on and kissed me softly on the lips. "I hope you play Santa again next year." She whispered before letting go and disappearing out the door. I walked back into my changing room and closed the door, taking a deep breath. That was an interesting but unexpected encounter. I could only hope now that no one noticed my absence.
"Santa, you have visitors." I heard Emily call.
I walked out and did my Santa routine for a little girl who's twenty something mother was tanning. After that things got slow, customer wise.
"So Santa, did she like her Christmas present?" Emily asked.
"Who?" I asked trying to sound innocent.
"The naughty girl you spanked in the other room."
"You saw?" I asked.
"Uh huh." She nodded. "I saw her close the door with you inside, but it didn't latch so I snuck back and peeked through the crack. Santa sure does have a nice looking candy cane." She grinned. "I sure would like to see how it fits inside me!"
"Your mother might not appreciate it, and I'm sure my wife wont."
"I don't think either of them would appreciate what you already did." She said with an evil grin. "For a price, they won't ever know!"
Here it came, I was dead meat now. It was my own fault. I should have used my brain instead of my dick to think with . "What price is that?"
"I want you to fuck me." She said simply.
"Why?" I asked seriously
"Men are so dense!" she answered, shaking her head. "I've been trying to seduce you for almost two years. You just never seemed to get the picture. Don't you remember the time at the lake last year when we were boating that my tits bounced out of my bikini top?"
I did recall that. I tried my best not to look, since her mom was sitting in the boat right next to me. Fortunately Lynn was looking back at the tubers we were pulling when I hit the big wake and one of Emilie's tits bounced out into plain sight. She seemed to take forever to notice it and put it back in. "I remember." I finally answered.
"It took me forever to get the strings just loose enough for that to happen. I really wanted you to see me. You walked right past the tent window while I was standing naked and you didn't see me."
"That still doesn't answer why." I said, still hoping there was a way out of this.
"Because I've had a crush on you for years, and after I broke up with my last boyfriend I decided I wanted to have sex with you." She answered, almost as if it were an obvious fact as she walked over to the door and locked it and flipped the out to lunch sign. Then she walked toward the back of the shop, pulling me by the hand. Once she was around the corner, and out of sight of the windows, she pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside unsnapping her shorts and letting them fall to the floor as she walked barefoot down the hall. She turned into the last room and waited there for me. "Now. I'm about to be a very very naughty girl and I think Santa needs to give me a spanking." She said as she stood by the chair in the tanning room, waiting for me to sit down.
I moved over by her and she untied my pants and let them fall before I sat down. She laid across my lap, pinning my hard dick between my legs and her stomach. I pulled off my gloves and decided that if she wanted to be spanked, I would. I reached under her and held one of her large tits in my hand, squeezing her nipple between my fingers. Without warning I swatted her ass hard, leaving a red mark on her butt. She yelped in pain, but stayed bent over my lap. I rubbed across her butt gently stroking her whole butt before giving her other cheek a stinging swat.
"oh god yes." She moaned as I rubbed her reddening behind. "Please, rub my pussy too, just like you did to her." She begged. I stroked across her sore ass and slid my hand between her legs, no longer really thinking about who this was, but just that she was hot and naked. I slide my middle finger into her pussy, slowly pushing it as deep into her as I could. I stroked the inside of her tunnel with my finger and was rewarded with a low moan. I let my pointer finger find her clit and gently rub back and forth across the exposed nub.
"Oh fuck that's good" she moaned to me as she wiggled her ass around. After several minutes of this I felt her hand slide between us and grasp my cock, squeezing it and trying to stroke it between us. I pulled my hand from her pussy and helped her stand up, steering her to straddle me. She aimed my dick at her pussy and began to slowly settle down on me. She was extremely tight around my rock hard dick, but she continued to wiggle and work herself down my shaft, moaning and cooing "oh fuck yes" over and over. I reached behind me and undid the buckle on the fake belly and pulled it off, tossing it aside. I pulled my beard off and leaned my head to her large tits and eagerly sucked one into my mouth. I had wanted to suck these tits for a long time. I worked her nipple inside my mouth, rolling it on the roof of my mouth with my tongue and then flicking it back and forth quickly. I used my hands to press her farther down my shaft until there was nothing left.
"Ride me." I panted as I switched tits with my mouth.
"OH YES!" she cried as she began sliding up and down my shaft. I used one hand on her red ass and the other to stroke her clit as she worked up and down my shaft. I was surprised how quickly she climaxed, her whole body shaking and shivering. I was way to horny to stop. As soon as she had control of her body I helped her off of me and bent her over the chair, pushing my dick back into her pussy. The rhythmic slapping of our skin was drowned out only by her moaning and crying out as I pounded my dick in and out of her wet pussy. I felt it build and pushed deep into her with one final stroke before my dick started spurting cum into her. Pulse after pulse my dick expanded and pumped my cum into her until there was nothing in the well left to pump. Momentarily exhausted I pulled from her pussy and sat down in the chair, pulling her down onto my lap and holding her against my red coat.
"God that was worth waiting for." She panted into my ear. "I hope we get to do that again some time."
"We'll see." I answered. "But right now we better get things taken care of before we get caught."
"I suppose your right." She said as she got off my lap. She stepped out into the hall to pick up her clothes. "You can use the shower at the end of the hall." She called pulling her shorts and shirt back on while I collected my clothes.
"Thanks." I said as I dumped my stuff in my changing room and stripped off my top and then headed for the shower.
I stepped into the small room and turned the water on in the shower stall as I pushed the door closed. The water felt so good after being hot for so long that I didn't notice the door slowly being opened by the air flow when the heat turned on. I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower in full view of the long hallway leading to the front desk. I didn't even have time to pull a towel from the rack to dry off when a mice looking lady stopped dead in her tracks half way down the hall, staring at my naked body.
"Hell if I knew there was a strip show I would have brought some dollars." She said as she leaned against the door of the tanning room she was apparently headed into. I blushed as I covered myself with the towel I pulled from the shelf and headed for the room with my clothes, which was just across from her. As I tried to walk quickly past her, she grabbed the end of my towel and pulled it off of me as I headed into my room, closing the door behind me. I sat down on the chair breathing hard and not quite understanding why I was getting another hardon. I hadn't ever thought of myself as an exhibitionist, but somehow I was quite turned on. I got up and stepped to the door, opening it a little and peeking out to see if she was gone. To my surprise she was sitting in the tanning room across from me, facing my door, just waiting. Hoping I would come out I guess. Brazenly I opened the door, my hardening dick sticking out at an angle and walked back to where my stuff was. I began dressing back into my Santa suit, leaving my pants and boots for last, checking every so often to see what she was doing. I was not surprised to see her still sitting and watching, but I was surprised to see her legs spread and her short dress pulled up to her waist. She was busy with her panties around one ankle, stroking her pussy as she watched me. I pulled my pants on, and then stepped into my boots, letting my pants fall back around my boots when I was done. I sat down in the chair and motioned to her to come to me, and was not surprised when she got up and walked across the hall to me.



"So do you want to sit on Santa's lap too?" I asked her as she stared at my dick sticking up at her.
"Oh yes Santa. That would be very nice." She said pretending to be a little girl. She moved over and bent over me with her butt, holding her dress up. She aimed my dick at her pussy and slid down onto it as she sat down on me, her legs off one side of my lap.
"So what would you like for chirstmas?" I asked as I slipped a hand between her legs, which she spread for me.
"I do enjoy candy canes" she said in a sultry voice as I stroked her tiny tuft of hair above her pussy and then worked my way down to her clit. "Uh" she grunted as I found her clit and stroked it once. "I like that too." She grunted as I started rubbing her clit in small circles. "I like that a lot." She panted as I continued to work her clit while she wiggled around on my dick. She caught me off guard with the suddenness of her climax, her whole body shuddering and shaking for several seconds before she sagged against me. "Does this make me a bad girl?" she asked when she could speak again.
"I don't think so." I answered.
"Oh good." She said as she got up, pulling off my dick with a slurping sound. She walked across to the other room and then pulled her dress off, leaving her in only her bra. She unsnapped that and then tossed it aside. I continued to watch while she coated her body in tanning oil, taking special care to give me a good view of either her tits or pussy the whole time. Finally she winked and closed the door between us.
"Well that was pretty hot." Emily said as she stepped into the doorway.
"What was?" I asked as I pulled up my pants.
"That little show."
"Oh." I said "Well, I'm all ready again."
"I can tell." She said "but Santa time is over. You can get undressed if you want."
"Oh, ok."
"Do you want some help?" she asked quietly. "She's the only one in here now, so I have the time if you want."
"Why not." I answered, shrugging my shoulders.
She grinned and quickly began pulling my clothes off, followed by her own. She pulled the chair around and bent over, sticking her butt out at me. "Any time you want." She said over her shoulder.
I stepped behind her and pushed my dick into her slowly, giving her wet pussy time to expand around me. Then I started stroking into her, our skin slapping together rhythmically I didn't hear her come in, but I felt her arms slide around me, squeezing my nipples with one hand and sliding around the base of my cock with the other. I could feel my ass bumping against her body as she stood behind me. Emily looked back at me, and saw the lady behind me as well. She smiled moved her hands to her tits and began to massage her own tits and nipples. She exploded around my dick about the same time I exploded inside her. The two of us jerking and twitching in orgasm. The lady behind me pulled me backwards, pulling my dick from Emily's pussy before it had even finished squirting. She knelt down, catching the last few feeble squirts on her tits before sucking my dick into her mouth and licking and sucking all my cum off of me. She stood up and kissed me sensuously, sharing my own taste with me.
She whispered into my ear. "Thank you. This was a very pleasant change from shopping. I hope you're here tomorrow too." Then she stepped back, pulled her dress on without putting her bra or panties on, stepped into her shoes and walked out the door, hanging her bra and panties on my shoulder on her way out. I shook my head and started pulling my clothes on while Emily sat in the chair catching her breath.
We hadn't been dressed all that long when Lynn walked in. "I met a customer on the way out. She hoped Santa would be back tomorrow too, that she enjoyed her gift. Do you know what she was talking about?"
"I have no idea" Emily said from where she was crouched on the floor packing the costume up. I just shrugged.
"Oh well." Lynn said as she walked out of the room to the front desk. Emily grinned up at me and blew me a kiss before standing up and walking out. I had a hunch she wasn't done with me yet.
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Halloween was always fun for me. I liked getting dressed up and seeing what kind of interesting costumes other people had. I can remember some interesting ones, including one particular mummy when I was a kid. I went on a date with her and she had a little trouble with the rain on the way home. That probably shaped my appreciation for costumes a lot. Now I celebrate by assisting as Dracula in a haunted house. It's a lot of work, but it's also a lot of fun. This year it was more fun than usual.
The haunted house is inside a large warehouse building. There are hidden corridors for the workers to get around and to allow emergency access to all parts. The section I am in follows a tight maze with all kinds of rubber hands sticking out and strings for spider webs. The last thing before they come out is a small "star room" which has the ceiling of the two foot wide walled path illuminated as if you were outside. While mundane, it was an addition I had put in a few years back. It successfully ruins the night vision that the guests have built up as they worked through the dark maze. Now when they come out of the maze into my area, they are greeted with a large dark room. The only thing they can see is several sets of muted Christmas lights that are "traveling" toward the entry to the next section, the tunnel.
The tunnel is just over two feet on a side and about ten feet long. The floor slopes up and the ceiling and walls down to the entry so that you end up walking crouched at first and then finally on hands and knees to enter the tunnel. Half way through the tunnel you are shocked into reality by a live monster trying to grab you from within his grave. Of course you are crawling across a clear Plexiglas window, but that doesn't stop many from bouncing off the padded roof.
While the guests are stacked up waiting to get into the tunnel I am free to select my victim and strike. I have learned that the more frightened ones hang to the back of the groups, which pass through every four or five minutes. I hear the lightning of at the midpoint of the maze, letting me know the next group is coming. I slip back onto my waiting room, a pleasant chamber with a red light and a chair, so I can rest without losing my night vision. I take a sip of water and listen for my victims. Thumping and bumping and giggling tells me they are coming out. I wait for them to come by and then step out behind them. The last in line is a slim girl with a waist length brown ponytail, gripping a guy's arm like a vice. She would be a good target, but I can tell the way the guy is trying to look around he is as scared as she is, waiting for the next fright to hit them. She had on a short denim skirt and a white turtleneck, which made them easy to see, even in the darkness. I spread my cape and stepped close behind, breathing hotly on their necks. I let my cape touch their shoulders before I utter my favorite line.
"Ahhhh fresh young necks to suck!" I hiss.
This is usually when things come unglued. I have had women literally wet themselves, and in one case, the mom took off, bulling her way into the tunnel, leaving her two kids screaming behind her. Today I scared the guy so bad that he nearly jumped off the ground a foot before throwing his arms out and tossing his girl aside as if she were a rag doll. She bounced off one wall and rebounded into me. I did my best to catch her and the two of us ended up in a pile on the concrete floor while the brave guy took off, forcing himself past the rest of his group and into the tunnel. I could hear him come out the other end and from the sound of it, try to sprint down the hall on the other side.
Following like lemurs, the rest of the group took off as fast as it could after him, not wanting to be caught by whatever scared the hell out of him. I was left holding a woozy young lady sprawled on top of me. I did my best to get up and help her up as well.
"Are you ok?" I asked her when she put her face up.
"I think so." She answered as she tried to stand up, feeling around her in the darkness. "What happened?"
"Your friend decided to hit the eject button." I replied as I tried to steady her.
"That asshole!" she snapped.
"Come on. Let me help you over to a chair." I said as I picked her up and carried her back to my cubbyhole. She didn't feel like she weighed more than a hundred pounds or so, which was no problem for me, having trained as a volunteer firefighter to carry well over two hundred pounds.
"Oh a knight in shining armor!" She giggled as I set her in the chair.
"Not exactly." I replied.
"How come you can see and I can't?" she asked quizzically
"Um. I spend all night in here and get used to it. I was the cause of your friends' flight."
"OH! You're Dracula?"
"Yes maam." I replied as I knelt next to the chair fumbled under it for the penlight I kept handy in case of an emergency. "This is going to be bright." I said as I cupped my fingers over the lens to let just a sliver of light out. I swept it over her eyes to check and make sure both sides were responding. "Do you have a headache or hurt anyplace?"
"Just my pride!" she said with a laugh
"Doesn't look like anything serious. Do you want me to get the medics anyway?"
"No... Just let me sit here a minute and I think I'll be ok."
"Ok. You just sit tight while I call things in."
"Oh no, please... I'll be fine and I don't want that dick to know what happened to me just yet."
"You're sure?"
"Yes. I'll be ok in a minute." She said looking a bit better already in the dim red light I have set up in my ready room.
We could both hear the next group coming through the maze.
"Aren't you supposed to scare someone?" she asked
"Yes, but I'll stay here till you feel a bit better."
"No. I insist. Go ahead. I want to hear them scream!"
"Ok" I said as I pushed back to put my flashlight down and stand up. I leaned down and froze. In my motion to put the flashlight down, my head ended up between her spread knees, and my line of sight was looking straight up her short denim skirt. I wasn't sure if she could see me yet in the darkness, but I could clearly see all the way up to her white panties, which were reflecting the periodic flashes of the Christmas lights shining through the open curtain. I didn't linger long, but it was long enough to clearly make out the shape of the pussy that they were covering. I put down the flashlight and stood up, looking to see if she noticed me looking up her skirt. She didn't seem to, so I turned and headed out to do my job. After creating an appropriate amount of screaming I returned to my ready room to check on my charge.
"Well you sure gave them a good scare from the sound of it." She said looking at me.
"Looks like you're getting some night vision."
"Enough to see how hideous you look. Damn!"
"Thanks. I appreciate the compliment."
"so how often do you do this?"
"Oh, about every five minutes... How are you feeling?"
"A lot better. Thanks."
"So how about a name?" I asked her.
"Oh sorry. I'm Debbie, but you can call me Deb. What do I call you besides Count?"
"Mike."
"Hi Mike. Thanks for catching me."
"Your welcome. Would you like me to lead you back out, or would you like to follow the next group?"
"Would you mind if I just sit here a bit longer?"
"Don't you think your boyfriend will miss you?"
"That dick deserves to worry a while. Especially after what he did to me." She said angrily.
"Well, you're welcome to stay longer if you'd like."
"Thanks!" she said standing up and giving me a hug.
"You're welcome." I answered as I put my arms around her to hold her.
She slid back down into the chair as the sound of thunder rattled. The next group was on its way, I turned and walked to the curtained entrance to peek through and pick my next victim.
I walked back in after giving the group its expected scare, and froze in my tracks.
"So does Dracula suck other things besides necks?" she asked as she sat with her legs spread slightly, her short denim skirt hiked up to her hips and her panties swinging from her finger.
"um... yes." I said hesitantly.
"Good!" she said as she tossed the panties toward me and bounced them off my chest. "You can have your choice." She continued as she pulled the bottom of her white top up over her tits, exposing them to me while she stood up. She stood in front of the chair and put her hands behind her back. A few seconds later the denim skirt slid down her sleek legs, leaving her naked from the ankles to her neck. "Or you can choose to have all of it." She stepped out of her skirt and stepped over to me. She was on her knees in front of me almost before I knew what to say, her hands busy with my pants. I watched as her warm mouth enveloped my hardening dick.
"Oh lord." I groaned as she sucked my already quickly growing dick to full mast. I could see her fingers busy in her pussy as she worked my slick dick. I have no idea how long I stood there before she pulled away and stood up. She stepped back to the chair and pulled me toward her. I knew what she wanted. I knelt between her legs and began to lick and suck her sweet pussy in return. It wasn't too long before that wasn't enough. She pulled my head from between her legs and wrapped her feet around my ass, pulling me toward her. She aimed my dick for her pussy and pulled me into her until I was sliding my dick into her slick pussy. My body took over and did what was natural, and I began to pump in and out of her pussy with abandon, our bodies slapping together while she moaned loudly. I was nearing the point of no return as she tensed, her pussy clamping around my dick. It was enough to send me over the top, causing me to slam deep into her and begin pumping a huge load of juice deep into her pussy. She cried out in pleasure as I squeezed her tits and nipples in time with my spurting dick. I don't know how long went by before we caught our breath and put ourselves back together.
"Thank you, that was wonderful... but why?"
"I figure a knight in shining armor deserves a reward, even if he is wearing a black cape!"
""I see...You probably have a bunch of makeup on your pussy now."
"Good! Then the fuck will know what he missed."
"I take it you don't like him too much at the moment."
"Given the way he treated me, and how good of a fuck you just gave me, no, I'm not too happy with him. Now, if you don't mind, I'll just follow the next group out."
"If that's what you want."
"Actually..." she said as she stepped up to me and touched my lips with her fingers. "I'd rather stay her for another fuck, but I probably better go. Here, you keep these." She said as she stuffed her panties into my hand. "Thank you for taking care of me... in more ways than one." She whispered before disappearing out of my room.
The rest of the night went quietly, at least as quietly as it can be inside a haunted house.
The next evening things were going along just fine until about an hour and a half into the night. I returned after scaring a group to find Deb standing in my ready room, wearing a light colored wrap around dress.
"Hey drack... Thought you might be thirsty." She said as she pulled the waist belt loose and let the dress slip from her shoulders. She was standing completely naked except for the pair of flip flops on her feet.
"Damn." Was all I could say as she stepped toward me and pulled me into a deep embrace. I could feel the fingers of her one free hand undoing my pants, and then the buttons of my shirt. Her fingers began tracing up and down my bare chest, ending with running up and down the length of my quickly growing dick. She moaned into my mouth as she fingered my hardened dick.
"Ohhh yes." She said as she pulled away from me. "That's what I need. Ram that big dick deep into my wet pussy. I've been thinking about this all day!" She said as she pulled me toward the chair. She turned away from me and bent over, sticking her ass out at me while she bent over to hold the chair. I'm not so slow that I didn't know what she wanted. I stepped up behind her and aimed my rigid pole at her exposed pussy, pushing into her as deep as I could go. Deb moaned loudly as I filled her pussy with my pistoning dick, my hands finding her swinging tits. Her moaning increased as I began squeezing her tits and nipples in time with my strokes, finally bringing her to a shuddering climax. I was nearly ready to blow my load when she pulled off my dick and quickly spun around to sit on the chair. Her hands found my balls and dick, aiming it at her open mouth. Her lips closed around my head as she began pumping me with her hands. I moaned loudly as I started spurting. She pulled me from her mouth and aimed my hose at her tits, covering them with stream after stream of my cum. When my dick had reduced to a trickle she sucked me back into her mouth, sucking the last drops from me. She leaned back, releasing me, and rubbing my cum into her tits like lotion. I stood there, trying to catch my breath as I watched her rub her body. Finally she leaned forward and pulled my pants up and helped me button up, all the time remaining totally naked. When she had me back together, she dug into a small bag that she had brought, pulling out a wet wipe. She cleaned my makeup from her face and then proceeded to use more makeup to fix mine. I played with her tits while she touched me up, neither of us saying a word. Finally done she pulled her dress on, gave me a quick peck on the lips, slipped a note into my hand, and disappeared without a word.
I was totally dumb founded. I had no idea why she came back the way she did. She didn't tell me much, it was clear she was after a quick fuck. It was certainly nothing I had experienced before. I shook my head as I opened the note in the dim red light. Last thing I needed was someone spreading around what happened in my ready room.
'Thanks for the fun, but it's just beginning. It's all legal so enjoy!' was all the note said. I still didn't understand Deb, and this did little to clear it up.
It was time for our mid evening break, so I headed down the service passage, meeting up with Rick, the monster under the tunnel.
"Man did you see that gal a couple hours ago?" he asked me.
"which one?"
"The one in the blue dress. I didn't get much of a look, but I swear she spread her legs on purpose as she crossed over my position, and I'm telling you, she was bare and wet. Hell she looked like she was freshly fucked."
"Lucky guy! Wish I got a look like that." I said as we headed to the break room.
"I guess next year you're going to be trying to get my spot."
"Yeah, right... trapped in that little box? No way!"
"Well you're missing some great pussy shots man."
"I'll stick with scaring the piss out of them." I laughed.
I had a soda and snack, touched up my makeup and headed back to my ready room. I liked to be there a bit early since it took me a while to get my eyes adjusted to the dark. I sat in my chair while the rest of the people got back to their spots and settled into their positions. Finally I heard the lights out bell and waited for darkness. It didn't take long for the first group to head into the maze. I sat and waited for the thunder before I got up to see what I had to work with.
The tail end of the group seemed to be a couple girls. I moved in behind them, pulling my cape around them, giving them my line. To my surprise, they both screamed and jumped, causing the group ahead to move faster toward the tunnel. The two girls though, turned and faced me while they waited. They clearly knew I could see them but just as clearly they couldn't see much of me, only the light shining off my face and light colored shirt. One of them pulled up her shirt, and hooked it above her good sized tits while the other pulled up her skirt, showing me a very tiny thong. I think I was more surprised than they were. I stood there and stared at them while the one with bare tits played with them as they backed toward the tunnel. When they couldn't stand up any more the dropped to their knees and headed toward the tunnel, one with her tits hanging out and one with her bare ass showing as her short skirt hung around her waist. Rick was about to get one hell of a show, but I was more confused than ever. I had occasionally seen a flash of panty and on rare occasion bare pussy as the girls headed into the tunnel, but this was unprecedented.
The next few groups went as normal, getting a good scare into the group. That changed once again. I stepped out behind the end of the group and scared the couple at the end, getting a satisfying scream. I made sure the group headed into the tunnel and then turned to walk back to my spot. Standing behind me was a cute blond wearing nothing but a pair of fishnet stockings, holding some bunched up material in one hand. She moved toward me and kissed me on the lips quickly, she pulled one hand to one of her tits and held it there while she pulled me toward my ready room. Once there she whispered to me. "Make me cum. We have four groups."
"What?" I asked back.
"Deb sent me. Here!" she said holding a note out to me. The note simply said.
'Make her cum, but don't fuck her, your reward will be in 4 groups. Be naked under your cape when your reward comes. Deb'
Well that was clear. The girl in front of me pulled the note from my hand and pulled my head down to her tit. I sucked one nipple into my mouth and slipped a hand between her legs. Her pussy was sopping wet and my finger easily slipped between her lips and into her tunnel. She moaned and pulled me tighter to her as I worked her clit. She cried out loudly as her orgasm washed over her, but it just mingled with the rest of the screams and cries in the place. I let her relax and held her tight as the next group passed through. She let me go so she could sit down and catch her breath. When the group was all through the tunnel, she slipped out of the ready room and headed to the tunnel. I watched her go through, waiting for the window section and laying flat on it, giving Rick a full view of her tits before she moved to her knees and pushed her sopping pussy against the plastic. Finally she moved the rest of the way down the tunnel and disappeared.
I heard the next group coming and retreated to my room. I waited and moved out at the end of the group. Finding the last of the group and moving in to scare them A group of three girls were tightly clumped. I moved spread my cape, making the same moves that I always did. The three shrieked with two of them moving forward, and the third curling up below me. I had this happen many times. All I have to do is hold still and the curled up girl will get up and run with the rest. This one didn't. She stayed curled on the floor. I felt her hand grab my hard dick through my pants, drawing my attention down to her. When she saw she had my attention, she rolled onto her hands and knees and began crawling toward the tunnel. She paused a few feet from me and pulled her knee length skirt up until it was laying on her back. Her whole bare ass was exposed to me as well as her pussy. She leaned down toward the floor and stuck her pussy out at me, waggling her ass. She looked back at me and continued to crawl toward the tunnel, making sure I had a good look at her pussy the whole way. I had no idea what was going on. I hadn't had this much flash in all the years put together.
I retreated to my room and waited for the next group. Again I moved out to scare them, selecting the tailing couple. The wife or girlfriend or whatever, screamed and tried to run, dragging her guy with her. Satisfied I turned around and started back to my room to see a lone girl coming out of the maze. She had clearly waited back. When she was sure I saw her, she pulled her t-shirt up, exposing her cute little tits, and then walked up to me. She was wearing heels and hose, a skirt and t-shirt. She sashayed, more than walked, up to me holding her shirt up for me to see her tits. She stopped in front of me and took one of my hands, pulling it to her. She used my hand to lift her skirt and placed my fingers on her wet pussy. She moaned softly as I rubbed her wet pussy lips, stroking her already exposed clit.



"Next group." She panted. "get me close!"
I wasn't sure what was going on, but I stroked her clit, bringing her right to the edge. She suddenly pulled my hand away with a groan and practically ran to the tunnel. I watched as she crawled into the tunnel and stopped over the glass section. She raised herself up on her knees and I stood in amazement as she began to stroke her pussy, bringing herself to a climax right over Chris's window.
I remembered what she said and quickly headed to my room. I didn't know what to expect but I quickly kicked off my shoes and stripped down except for my cape and shoes. I was barely ready when the next group came through. I slipped out, not knowing what to expect. The end of the group moved toward the tunnel and disappeared. I turned around, still not sure what to expect, but was not disappointed. I found three girls standing behind me. One held a bag, but other than that, the three of them were naked except for heels and stockings. The three of them moved over toward me and pushed my cape back. My hard dick was already sticking out. The first of them turned around and leaned over. She clearly expected me to fuck her where she stood. One of her friends pulled my dick toward her friend and helped me stuff it in. Once I was fully in the girl in front of me the other two stood in front of us and went to work rubbing each other all over, kissing, sucking tits etc. Between the sensations on my dick and the view of the two ladies in front of me, I was spurting my cum into her pussy in practically record time. I heard the sound of thunder, knowing the next group was close to coming out. I pulled out of my friend and the three of us quickly retreated to the ready room. We spent the next twenty minutes making sure the three of them had a good climax before they dressed and headed out.
When I saw Rick at the end of the night, we had a good laugh about the girls that flashed us both and the one that fucked herself over his face. I didn't tell him about the good fun I had.
One more night to go. I wondered, as I headed for my car, what Deb had in store for me.
Halloween night came and found me sitting in my dark ready room, waiting for darkness to fall inside the rest of the warehouse. I had seen a large crowd forming outside in a wide range of costumes, from the scary to the sexy, as I came in to do my makeup. I hadn't seen or heard from Deb, but I expected her to show some time this evening.
The bell sounded and the lights went down. The fun for the night was about to start. It took several minutes for the first group to make their way to my area, giving my eyes plenty of time to finish adjusting. As my first group moved down toward the tunnel I snuck up on a princess and what looked like robin hood. Breathing heavily on the princesses neck I growled lowly, causing her to turn and see my gray face. She shrieked and tried to bolt forward, knocking down most of the people in line in front of her. She never let go of the guys arm as she drug him toward the tunnel entrance. I heard her shriek again as she reached Rick under the tunnel. It was a good scare.
The second and third groups were similar, but the costumes changed. The fourth group came through, and got their just scare. As I returned toward my room two more came out of the maze, apparently holding back. The pair of girls were wearing masks so I couldn't see their faces, but their costumes were big brown bags made up to look like a pair of m&m bags, bare legs and arms sticking out. As they came toward me they each lifted the bottom of the bag, flashing me bare body from ankle to neck. Each one had a really cute body, one shaved smooth and the other a natural blond. After holding their costumes up for a short time, they dropped them and ran off toward the tunnel, leaving me standing there with a hard dick.
I was surprised but not shocked. I expected a certain amount of this given the last few days. I had long since come to the conclusion that I was part of an elaborate set of festivities, probably being perpetrated by one of the sororities in the town. I had heard of this kind of thing in the past. There was one in town that had been rumored to be the "least dressed" sorority on campus. I had noticed that most of the logo clothes that they wore were on the skimpy side, rather than the bulky sweat-shirts and such, although there were some of those. The last one of those that I had seen, however, was being worn by a girl with a fairly large chest, and given the way her tits were bouncing around I was pretty sure there wasn't anything under it.
After returning to my haunt, I worked through several groups, scaring the pee out of one girl, literally. There was still a faint scent of it in the air after twenty minutes. I picked a couple of girls in the next group, one of them wearing a hockey outfit and the other appeared to be a construction worker. Both girls went to the floor screaming, so I backed off. The bulk of the group pressed on toward the tunnel, leaving the two huddled up on the floor. I backed off to let them get up and go with the group, but when they stood rather than turn and run to the tunnel, they both pulled up their jerseys, giving me a clear view of a nice pair of twenty year old tits. The hockey player dropped her shirt down and ran to the tunnel, never lifting her mask. The construction worker walked toward me, pressed her tits against my chest and stepped on her tippy toes, lifting her mask to give me a sensual kiss on the lips, her tongue trying to find a way into my mouth while her hand was trying to find a way into my pants. I returned the favor by using one hand to massage her bare tit and the other to slide inside her baggy work pants, held up by a pair of suspenders. I was not surprised to find no underwear and quickly stuck a finger between her already wet lips. She moaned into my mouth as she pulled my hardening dick from my pants and began stroking it. We both heard the thunder, indicating the next group was coming, so she let go of my dick, dropping her shirt and gave me one final huge suckface kiss and then took off for the tunnel, leaving me standing there with my hard dick out. I retreated to my lair to put myself back together.
I was still rock hard when the next group came through. My victim this time was a pussy cat. She had on a leotard, leopard spotted print micro skirt, a long tail and cute pair of ears. Instead of screaming, she pulled my cape all the way around her as she crouched down. She all but disappeared to anyone looking back due to the darkness. I felt her find my zipper and within seconds she was trying to work my still hard dick out. In frustration she undid my pants all together and pulled them down to my thighs, giving her full access to my hardon. I felt her wrap her warm mouth around my dick, her moan making it vibrate. She sucked on me until the last of the group had disappeared into the tunnel and I opened my cape. Now I could see her on her heels, legs spread wide, her fingers working feverishly inside her pussy, exposed through the crotchless leotard she was wearing. She pulled off my dick with a loud slurp and then stood up and turned around. She bent over, holding her ankles, giving me full access to her pussy. It was obvious what she wanted... and I obliged, shuffling over the two feet to her and ramming my saliva soaked dick into her wet pussy. We both groaned as I sunk to the hilt. I began to pound away into her pussy, getting little squeaks with each stroke. I was getting pretty close to unloading in her when her orgasm took over. Her whole body shuddered and she cried out once before pulling off my throbbing dick. To my surprise, she took off down the tunnel, leaving me hanging. Only the sound of thunder prevented me from stroking myself off the last little bit right there.
I retreated to my ready room and, disappointed, put my dick away. The next group had a ballerina, some kind of band rocker and what I could only describe as a hooker, huddled at the end of the line. I moved in and draped my cape across all three. I growled that I wanted to suck their blood, and instead of a scream one of them whispered if I would prefer a tit instead, after which the hooker stood up and unzipped her leather top, exposing both tits to me. The ballerina pressed her ass against my still hard dick in my pants and wiggled her ass back and forth. "I think he needs sucked on too." She whispered. I could feel a set of fingers wrap around my dick as my pants were pulled down. Within seconds my dick was sliding into the ballerinas pussy, though I wasn't sure exactly how, given the costume. The hooker pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them, leaving her standing in fishnet thigh high stockings, fuckme stiletto heels, her leather top having hit the ground already. She pulled my face to her tit as I was bent over the ballerina, and she guided one of my hands to her pussy. I slipped a finger in as I started stroking the pussy in front of me. There was no way I was going to last long with this. I came in gushes, triggering a quick orgasm in the ballerina, who had to have already been well on the way when she got here. I worked a finger in the hooker to bring her off while my dick was still pumping its load of cum into the ballerina. That only left the rock star unaccounted for. The ballerina pulled off my dick and headed to the tunnel as soon as she could breath again and the hooker followed as soon as her clothes were back on. I retreated to the ready room to put myself back together. The rock star was waiting for me in my chair, her pants around her ankles and her shirt pushed up over her perky tits. Her fingers were flying up and down her pussy. I knelt between her legs, my pants still around my knees, and replaced her fingers with my tongue. I had no problem bringing her to a quaking climax, after which we both spent the next several minutes and two groups trying to recover. She gave me a very hot kiss on the lips and then headed out to join the last of the group that was just going through.
Much of the evening followed the same theme. I was flashed by a variety of sexy bodies in a variety of costumes, sucked by a hobo with DD tits swinging free. She preferred to have it squirted all over her huge tits than get fucked, but I didn't care. In general the girls kept me hard all night, with only the two acts of relief. The night was starting to draw to a close when Deb showed up. I knew it was her in a second. She was wearing a pair of silk pj's fuzzy slippers and a nightcap. She also carried a pillow. I slipped up behind her and wrapped my cape around her and whispered in her ear... "Dracula wants to suck your tits and fuck your brains out!"
"Ohhhh drac... that sounds so naughty." She replies in a whisper as she drew my cape around her. I felt her rustling around under my cape, so I stood still until she had finished whatever she was doing. I watched the pink silk fly out from under my cape with a kick from her and then she pressed against me, finding the snap on my pants and pushing them down. I felt a silky material press against my dick as she undid the buttons of my shirt. By this time the group was gone and we were alone. She dropped my cape and stepped back. Even in the dim light she was hot. She wore a red silk pushup bra, with her nipples exposed over the top. And a red silk thong, all covered with a shimmery red silk lace top held up by two tiny strings.
"You like?" she asked as she pirouetted for me.
"oh yes!"
"Good. Now I want you to fuck me. Right here!" she said laying down and putting the pillow under her head.
"Not much time"
"Won't take much" she said as she pulled the red thong aside and began playing with her pussy, "and you're wasting some of it."
I knelt between her legs and let her guide me to her sopping pussy. I slid easily inside her and she cried out in pleasure when I hit bottom. I had barely been stroking into her when the thunder sounded, meaning the next group was on its way. We quickly got our stuff and ran to my ready room, at least as much as I could with my pants around my knees. Once inside she sat me on the chair and quickly sat on my lap, facing me, quickly going to work bouncing up and down on my dick. I pushed the shimmery red lace aside and did my best to suck on her tits with them moving, finally just pulling the strapless bra off to get better control. The added sensations seemed to really send her over the top, causing a huge orgasm as the thunder sounded for the next group, drowning out her single long scream.
Given the two cums I had already had, I wasn't ready to fire yet, but that didn't seem to matter. She kept on bouncing on me. I got startled when two Indian squaws showed up, worrying for a minute that we had been discovered. Both looked exactly the same, long dark hair, pulled back, by a headband, fairly good sized tits encased in an animal hide bra, a flap of cloth covering their pussies and asses and animal hide moccasins. In short they were hotter than hell, and appeared to be twins. My fear was short lived though as each one dropped their tops on the ground and pulled the strings on their loincloths. They were quickly naked, moving to each side of me.
Deb stopped her action and leaned in to kiss me. "This is your reward for being so good."
"Reward for what? I don't really understand."
"You were a great sport, and you didn't cause the girls any trouble. This was dare week, and the girls chose for a dare to expose themselves at least once in the haunted house. Sex was not required, but if they wanted to it was allowed. All of them had to be over eighteen to participate."
"Oh I get it. I guess the rumors are true."
"They are. Now for being a good sport, Jenny and Jill are your treat. They haven't had a chance yet to play, and they really want to be fucked." She finished as she pulled up off of me. One of the two, I don't know if it was Jill or Jenny, quickly replaced her, sinking a very tight pussy onto my wet dick. I groaned as she slid down, but had it muffled when the other girl leaned in and pulled my head to her tit. I let a hand go to her pussy and began to finger fuck her in time with her sisters actions on my dick. After a few minutes they changed places, with the one on me now coming to a climax after two groups had gone by. They switched back and the one on my lap now pulled my head to her chest, and continued to ride me until I unloaded in her pussy. Only then did she allow herself to climax, her whole body shaking as she came. After all of us catching our breaths, they pulled on what little existed of their costumes, and slipped out, each of them giving me a hot wet kiss before leaving. Neither of them ever said a word.
The night ended and the lights came up. I used some wet wipes I had brought to take care of the makeup, and cover the fact that part of it was wiped off on certain girls tits. Rick was beside himself at the number of pussies and tits he had seen. All I could do was smile as he told me how he had such a better job because of all he saw. If he only knew...
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In addition to playing Dracula, I work for a university teaching a course. Monday came and went as usual, my class ending at 3. I thought I saw long dark hair that looked familiar leaving the rear of the room. After I got back to my office I thought about it and looked through the online pictures of my students. It didn't take long to find Jill Wilson. Miss Wilson bore a striking resemblance to the two Indian squaws that were my "reward" for being a good sport during the haunted house. In many ways I hoped she wouldn't put together who Dracula was. For the next week, I had a pretty good feeling that she hadn't made the connection. Getting involved with one of your students was a quick way to get canned. It was bad enough if you were involved with a student, but if that student was in your class you were dead meat. I hoped that she either wouldn't put it together, or she would keep it to herself. Fortunately age wasn't a problem, since most of my students were nearing their twenty first birthdays.
The following Monday came, and any hope of her not figuring it out evaporated. The lecture of my class was given in a fairly large auditorium type setting. The room had seats for twice the 90 students that I had. As was typical in most classes, there were a few that sat toward the front, but most stayed toward the back half of the room. This day I had an obvious student in the third row straight up from where I normally stood while I was lecturing. This particular student, with long dark hair, was wearing a white short sleeved turtleneck shirt and a very short denim skirt. Her outfit was finished off with flip-flops. She sat there smiling at me as I prepared for lecture.
I was half way through my lecture before I temporarily lost my train of thought and had to pause to collect them. That derailment was caused when I looked up at Jill and she was using the end of her pencil to trace back and forth across her right breast, bouncing it across her hardening nipple with each pass. It was clear she wasn't wearing a bra, and the slight attention she was paying to one of her nipples had them both growing hard, poking out of the white shirt at me. I regained my composure and continued with my lecture, trying not to look at her so I could keep my train of thought going, and my dick from growing into an embarrassment. I couldn't resist looking back from time to time though, and once again I lost my train of thought. She had allowed her legs to spread under the writing arm of the seat she had her free hand under her desktop slowly pulling the hem of her already very short skirt up farther. It wasn't long before she had it pulled far enough up for me to be able to see she wasn't wearing anything under. Again it took me a moment to get my thoughts back on track and continue with my lecture. Somehow I managed to make it though the rest of class, finally dismissing the students. By then she had her legs far enough apart and her skirt far enough up that she was able to give me a good enough view of her pussy that I could see moisture glistening on her lips. Almost as soon as I had gotten a good look, her legs closed and she smoothed her skirt down as she stood up. Her notebook closed and was pulled tight to her chest, covering her hard nipples and she disappeared out of the room with the rest of the class.
I stayed and answered student questions and tried to put the view out of my mind. I was mostly successful with that until evening. When I closed my eyes a vivid image of her wet pussy lips leapt to my minds eye, immediately getting me turned on again. The night ended up with a nice porn movie to release the tension. Since there wasn't any more class that week I didn't see her again until Monday.
Once again she was sitting in lecture with a button down shirt and plaid pleated skirt. Her long dark hair was loose, hanging down over her shoulders, reaching well past her tits as she bent over to get her notebook out of her backpack. Class started and I began lecturing. It wasn't long before my eyes were drawn to Jill. She was sitting with no one close, and her hair pulled over her shoulders so that it laid on both sides of her chest. Between the two shocks of hair spread over her shoulders and chest, was a strip of tanned skin disappearing into the light blue button down blouse.
As class continued, that strip of skin continued to grow, until I was easily looking at the sides of her tits, the shirt undone practically to her navel. Every so often she would reach to her front and push the material around, until, very subtly, she had one tit mostly exposed, covered only with the hair laying across it. As her head moved up and down to take notes, her nipple slowly worked out between the strands until it was fully in my view. Nearly at the end of class she reached between her legs and I saw them spread slightly while she looked down at her paper. Her hand disappeared between her legs, pulling the skirt up until I had a clear view of her pussy. I practically choked when I saw her finger disappear into her pussy, and then sliding out again, glistening with her juices. I did my best to sound coherent in my lecture. When her finger went to her lips and sucked the juices off I was beyond keeping track of what I was saying. I finished my sentence and then looked at the clock.
With ten minutes to go, I announced a pop quiz and quickly wrote a question out on the board. With that done, I was able to stand back and watch Jill as she pulled a piece of paper from her notebook. She shook her head, and pulled her hair back, giving me a brief look at her fully exposed breast. The material was quickly closed and she buttoned it as she wrote the answer to her quiz. As most of the class was getting up to hand in their quizzes, I watched Jill as I looked over the bulk of the room. She closed her legs only when she thought someone might see her. I saw her hand disappear between her legs one more time just before she stood up. She walked up to me and handed me her quiz, running her finger over my hand. I could feel the trail of moisture she left there. After the room emptied, I reached my hand to my nose and the scent of pussy was clearly there. I picked up my stuff and headed back to my office, horny as hell.
Wednesday came and homework was due. Jill came in toward the end and set her paper on the pile, giving me a look as she did. She went to her new spot in the third row and sat down. She was wearing a white zipper down jumper, white stocking and heals. She looked like a million bucks. She sat down and I watched the clock to reach 2 for the start of class. I picked up lecture where I had left off last time. I worked through my material, glancing occasionally at Jill. I was getting better at keeping my eye on her and my mind on my lecture. She was trying that today though. Her jumper, had a single zipper, but it apparently had two pulls, one from the top and one from the bottom. It wasn't long before those two zippers began to move toward each other. My next surprise was that her stockings were not pantyhose, but stockings with a white garter. Before the end of class she had exposed more than half of her tits and I could easily see all the way to her shaved pussy. The end of class came and the zippers were quickly closed. She winked at me as she got up to leave. I picked up my stuff and headed back to my office.
When I got to my office, I pulled out the homework, and looked through until I found Jill's homework. I thought I noticed a note, and sure enough, there were a series of numbers. Three rows, labeled N, W and T. I sat and puzzled what they meant. It was late in the afternoon before I realized what the first two were. GPS coordinates. I quickly pulled up google earth and plugged in the numbers. The location was a spot north of town along the river. Now all I needed to do was figure out the T number. It was obviously a time and place, but what was the time? It took a while to figure out that if I calculated the number of hours from the beginning of the year, it would be exactly at noon on Saturday. I figured I should let her know that I understood, but how? I sent an e-mail indicating that I had a question on her homework, and would she stop by my office at a time of her choosing. Now all I could do was wait.
Jill showed up in my office on Friday afternoon.
"you wanted to see me?" Jill asked as she stepped into my office. She was wearing what I could only describe as a spandex tube that went from just over her tits to mid thigh, fitting like a glove over her curves.
"Yes. I was looking at your homework and I didn't understand what you had put down for one answer, but I think I figured it out since then."
"Oh good." She said as she sat down in the chair next to my desk. She had her back to the door and her legs facing me. She slid a hand down to the bottom hem of the dress and pulled it up until I could easily see her pussy. "I was hoping you would understand what I had put down."
"It took me a few minutes to puzzle it out, but yes, I finally got your point."
"oh good.!" She said with a smile, letting her hands leave the bottom hem while she spread her legs slightly, giving me both a better view of her pussy and holding the material tight so that I could still see. " I wasn't sure you would understand what I meant." She continued, keeping her voice even and professional in case someone overheard. Her hands, however were far from professional. She used both hands on the top of her dress, pulling it down until it was hooked under her bare tits. She then squeezed her arms together, pushing them tighter together and out toward me. She smiled at me with a huge sexy grin.
"I'm glad I got my point across. Do you think there are any other problems with that?"
"No, I think I completely understand. While I don't want to give the appearance of special treatment I think I can give you a fair grade with that information."
"Thank you. I guess I'll see you in class on Monday."
"Unless we happen to cross paths before that. I hope you have an enjoyable weekend."
"I will, thank you! You too!" she said with a sparkle in her eyes as she covered her tits and pulled her dress back in place as she stood up. "Bye professor."
"Bye Miss Wilson." I said as she walked out of the office wiggling her hips seductively. If there was any doubt left in my mind of her intentions, they were gone now. The only question that remained was how long I would keep my job if this ever got out. I went back to work trying not to think about the weekend.
Saturday came sunny and beautiful. We were having a nice Indian summer, and today was no exception. By ten o-clock it was nearly seventy. I did some chores around the house, anciously waiting for eleven thirty. I figured it would take me twenty minutes to drive to a good place to park and another ten to hike in. I didn't know if there was a trail or anything, but I had my GPS and I could easily go cross country. The biggest problem was that I didn't know which side of the river the spot was located on. It wasn't deep, and this time of year didn't flow too fast, but the water was bound to be cold. I packed a towel in my backpack along with my water and other normal daypack stuff. The time finally arrived and I headed out.
I got there a little less than twenty minutes later pulling off the highway and down a small dirt drive toward the river. I parked and headed for the coordinates using my gps. I didn't see any other cars parked, so all I could do was walk to the coordinates and hope that I found Jill there. I approached the coordinates and saw a clearing through the woods. It was not an easy trek, but I did find a nice deer trail to follow for part of the way. It was also a good thing I wore long pants, because the brambles were not nice.
I stepped into the clearing and was greeted with a pleasant site. Laying on a lounge chair was Jill, wearing a tiny white bikini, basking in the sun.. She stood up as soon as she saw me and stepped to the middle of the clearing.
"I wasn't sure you would come." She said as she reached behind her and untied her suit top.
"I wasn't sure I would either. You know that something like this could get me fired." I said as I watched her untie her bottoms and let them slide to the ground with her top.
"I won't tell if you don't." she said as she moved over to me and started pulling my t-shirt out of my pants. She quickly pulled it out and over my head, tossing it aside. Next she knelt down and untied my hiking boots and pulled them off, tossing them over her shoulder. She straightened, still on her knees, and undid my pants, pulling them down to my ankles, my hardening dick springing out as she pulled my briefs down with my pants. "Oh I have been waiting so long for this." She said quietly as she engulfed my dick with her hot mouth. I hardened the rest of the way very quickly, her slurping and sucking working me quickly toward a climax.
"I'm going to cum if you keep that up." I told her between clenched teeth.
"Good" she mumbled as she increased her efforts.
"AHHHHHH" I cried out into the woods as I started unloading buckets of cum into her mouth. She worked valiantly to swallow down everything I gave her, letting just trickles come out the corners of her mouth. Finally she decided she had me sucked dry and pulled her face from my crotch. Without a word she helped me step of my pants the rest of the way and then stood up, pressing her tits into my heaving chest and her lips to mine. I felt her tongue invade my mouth and tasted the saltyness of my cum on her. We stood there kissing, tasting, practically devouring each other for a long time. Finally she pulled from me and took my hand.
"I want to be eaten out so bad right now. Please tell me you eat pussy." She said as she pulled me toward the lounge chair.
"I've been waiting to taste your pussy ever since you flashed it at me in class that day."
"I wasn't for sure you were Dracula until you reacted to me. The look in your eyes after class told me I was right."
I knelt at the end of the lounge chair after she sat down. I helped her scoot down to the end toward me and she hooked her legs over my shoulders as I reached out and inhaled her scent. I licked gently at first, working my tongue between her already engorged lips, eliciting a moan from her. I continued to work on her for many minutes, my tongue starting to tire as she began to come. I felt her body shake and shudder as she screamed out that she was coming. The woods was filled with oh gods and oh fucks as her body continued to convulse as I attacked her clit. Finally she pushed my head away and pulled me up toward her. She moved up the chair, pulling me along with her. It was clear what she wanted, and right then I wanted it just as much. She cried out again as I drove my dick into her sopping pussy. She held her legs wide in the air, allowing my thrusts to plunge my dick in until my head was bumping her cervix. Her orgasm quickly built back up and she screamed out to fuck her harder as I plunged in and out, my own cum boiling up in my balls preparing for release. Her pussy began to spasm around my dick as her climax hit new heights, triggered by the first shot of my hot cum invading her pussy. She clamped the two of us together, pulling me deep into her as her body shook and convulsed with each new pump of hot juice. I finally collapsed on top of her, drained of both cum and energy.
After what seemed like an hour, we rolled to the side, my softened dick having long uncorked the flood of juices from her. "My god that was good." She breathed as she moved her head to nuzzle my neck.
"I have to admit that was one of the best fucks I have ever had."
"Ohhh you like me then?" she purred.
"I have to admit you great at sex, but as a person, I'm not sure what you're like."
"Well, Maybe I'll have to give you some lessons on that second part. I'm kind, considerate, sensitive, and oh yes! Very very turned on by you."
"That last part I could tell, but why?"
"I don't know. When I met you at the haunted house, I was just there for a good time. I hadn't really ever done anything like that, so when Deb dared us, I couldn't resist. She promised that it would be unforgettable. The reality is that it was. When I saw you in class the next Monday I knew it was you. I just had to have you again!"
"Well you did. But I could easily be fired, having sex with one of my students."
"Well then maybe you better not get caught." A voice said from the side of the clearing. My immediate reaction was 'oh fuck'. "you remember me professor? I'm Jill' sister Jenny." She said as she walked into the clearing, holding a video camera. "You two make one hell of a porn video!" she said.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" Jill asked, sitting up, anger clear in her face. I was afraid I had been set up by Jill, but one look at the pure rage in her features told me she was as upset as I was. "You had no right!" She shouted as she got out of the chair and went to confront her sister.
"Oh I had every right dear sister. You planned on keeping him for yourself, and I wanted some too!"
"So you do something this despicable?"
"Sure? Why not? When you took the boat out I knew where you were headed. It didn't take me long to guess what was up. I'm just glad I got here in time to capture the grand finally."
"You fucking whore!" Jill screamed at her as she took a dive at her sister. The two of them fell into a pile of flying arms and legs. Jenny got up and tried to run to the boat after pushing Jill away. I followed as the two ran the short way to the shore. Jenny jumped into a boat tied to a tree on the shore and was just getting ready to try to start it when Jill flew though the air and landed both of them in the water. The ice cold water knocked the wind out of both of them and I quickly waded in to pull Jill out and then help Jenny into the boat. The two of them sat shivering in the boat, Jill swearing at her sister like a sailor. "You ruined everything you fucking whore!"
"Not likely." Jenny shivered as I used a towel I found In the boat to dry Jill off. "you just wanted to keep him to yourself." She finished.
"Come on." I said as I started to undress her from her sopping clothes. She was shivering uncontrollably now, her lips turning a nice shade of blue. "Stop fighting and get these wet clothes off before you go into hypothermia!" I snapped. Jenny slowly helped me get her clothes off while Jill sat in the sun and tried to warm back up. By the time I had her naked, her lips were completely blue. "Come on. Both of you!" I said, half carrying Jenny toward the bow of the boat. I climbed out and then waited for Jill, still shivering to climb out after me. She held my arm as we made our way back into the clearing. I helped Jenny sit on the lounge chair and then spread the towel and blanket that Jill had previously brought out, on the ground. I helped Jill lay down in the sun and then went to get Jenny. Once I had her on the blanket as well, I sat down between them and pulled the blanket over us. I lay down and pulled them both close to me under the blanket. They were both cold as ice and shivering, but they slowly warmed up, or I cooled down, I'm not all that sure which. We lay there, letting my body heat and the sun on the brown blanket heat the girls back up. Somewhere along the way I fell asleep with them.
I was aroused by two noses nuzzling my neck and a hand gently stroking my already hardened dick. I really wasn't sure what to make of this development. Last time I recalled, Jill was pissed at Jenny, and Jenny was planning on blackmailing me into having sex with her. The fact that I now had both girls hands on my body, and neither was objecting had me confused. That confusion grew when Jill slid up my body and fed me one of her luscious tits and Jenny, I think, slid a leg across my body and gently impaled herself on my dick. I heard Jenny moan as she began to gently ride me, using her hands to both kneed my chest and use it for support. I licked and sucked the tit that was being fed to me as my arousal grew. I felt Jenny shudder and make small mewing noises as she began to climax on my dick. Jill replaced Jenny after she slid off my dick. Jill was much more aggressive in her bouncing, leaning forward to let her tits play across my face as she rocked on her knees. I nipped and licked at her nipples any time they came in range, while my hands squeezed her tight ass in time with her bouncing. She sat upright and changed positions, putting her feet on the ground and using her hands on my hips for leverage. Now she was bouncing straight up and down on me, screaming out in pleasure and using language a street whore would blush at. The woods was filled with her cries about how she wanted to feel my "fuck juice" fill her and how she wanted me to turn her into her "fuck slave". Her pussy contracted around my dick, indicating another orgasm was upon her, but she kept on bouncing, just more erratically.



Jenny got up from where she had collapsed and squatted down over my face, facing away from Jill, bringing her pussy within tongue range. I stuck my tongue out and began licking her pussy while my hands went to work on her firm tits, one hand squeezing each tit and my fingers rolling and pinching her hard nipples. I enjoy sucking tits and licking pussy, and between having a pussy on my face and Jill bouncing on me, screaming out how great it felt and how much she was coming, I was at the point of no return. I sqeezed Jenny's tits hard and moaned on her clit, causing her to climax as I started shooting my load into Jill. Pump after pump of my hot juice filled Jill's pussy as she pushed down on me and ground her pelvis against mine.
The three of us were finally drained and collapsed in a heap, Jenny and Jill both rolling off to one side, taking me along with them. Jill managed to keep me embedded into her pussy and my head was still between Jenny's legs. After I recovered my breath I playfully licked at Jenny's pussy. Even the girls pussy tasted the same, but their sexual style was completely different, Jenny being quiet and reserved, and Jill being loud and nasty. Quite a combination.
"Damn Jenny, why didn't you just ask if you could share him?" Jill asked as we lay there recuperating.
"I didn't think either of you were going to." She answered simply.
"So what happened to the camera?" she asked.
"Oh fuck!" Jenny cried as she jumped up, practically letting my head bang into the ground. She ran to the river and was wading around the boat, searching for the camera when we got there. "You knocked it from my hands when I fell in."
"Oh shit! That was Mom's camera!"
"I know!" Jenny said a look of concern on her face.
"Here it is, under the boat seat." Jill said as she was crawling around inside the boat. She held the camera up triumphantly.
"Now if you two don't mind, please erase that tape?" I said.
"And get rid of that great fuck scene? Are you kidding?" Jenny asked.
"No I'm not kidding. If this ever got out I would be fired before I could even say my own name."
"I suppose." Jenny said. " I'll erase it when I get home. The battery is dead now."
"Ok." I replied. "I suppose we should start heading home?"
"I suppose." Jill said with a pout as she got out of the boat and came over to hug me, her naked tits pressing against my chest. "Let's go get dressed."
"Um... that could be a problem." Jenny said. "My clothes are soaked."
"No problem, just wear a towel around yourself. No one will notice." Jill responded.
"are you kidding? I have to ride the 4 wheeler home."
"I'm sure you'll manage." Jill said as we reached the clearing. She pulled on her bikini as I dressed. "Why don't you give Mike a ride to his truck. He can hold the towel closed for you."
"That's a good idea." She said as she wrapped the towel around herself. "that will get me part way anyway."
"Good." Jill said as she folded the blanket and chair up. She stepped over to me and kissed me sensuously on the lips. "See you in class on Monday professor."
"See you Monday Jill." I replied as I released her.
"Probably more than you expect." She whispered back. Before tuning and running to the boat.
I followed Jenny through the woods, her wet shoes squishing with each step. We soon came to a fairly large ATV parked in the trees. Jenny put her clothes on the front and secured them with a bunji cord and then climbed on. I jumped on behind her, and put my hands around her waist for a hand hold.
"If you're going to hold me, you might as well do it right." Jenny said, pushing one hand between her legs and the other up under the towel onto one of her tits.
"I see." I said as I stuck a finger into her wet and spread pussy and squeezed her right nipple.
"Oh god yes." She breathed as she started up the engine. We hadn't gone too far, with me stroking her clit with my finger and squeezing her nipple before the towel had come open and she was riding essentially naked. She didn't seem to care though as she worked at staying on the trail that wound through the woods. It was longer than the straight line walk I had made, but we arrived at the car fairly quickly. She left the engine running, the vibrations on her pussy seeming to increase the pleasure she was feeling from my finger. After a few minutes sitting there stood up and turned around to face me. She undid my pants and had my dick out in seconds. My pants limited how far my dick would move, but she managed to get it lined up with her pussy and sit down on it, leaning back against the handle bars. I continued to stroke her clit and pinch her nipples, now being able to see what I was doing to them. she rocked her hips, working my dick around inside her as I grew harder and longer. She made little squeaking sounds as her body tensed and shook with her orgasm. I stopped stroking her and let her catch her breath after turning off the engine. "Fuck that felt good." She breathed heavily.
"You two are insatiable." I said.
"Not always, but your dick really does something to me."
"Well, I'm glad you like it." I replied, not knowing what else to say.
"Oh that is such an understatement." She growled at me as she wiggled around on my still rock hard dick. "I still want you to blow your load in me again before you leave."
"Well, you're welcome to try, but after three huge shots already this afternoon, I don't know how much is left."
"Not to worry." She said as she stood up, pulling off me with a slurp. She leaned me back and pulled my legs up and on the handlebars while continuing to straddle me. She helped me work down until my dick was aimed straight up at her pussy and then she sat down on me. She started stroking up and down my dick, almost pulling off and then slamming down until her clit was pressing into the base of my dick. All the while she was doing this she was teasing my nipples with her nails and tickling my balls. I watched her tits bounce and jiggle with each stroke, eventually reaching up and allowing my fingers to scrape across her nipples each time she came down. True to her word, within a few minutes I could feel my cum boiling up inside.
"Oh girl you are going to get it in a minute." I told her between clenched teeth.
"Oh good. She panted. I'm so ready!"
A few more trips up and down my dick and I exploded inside her, pumping cum deep into her waiting pussy. To my surprise she ground her pelvis into mine, another small orgasm washing over her. After we had both recovered enough, she climbed off me and used her hot mouth to clean all the cum off of me, making me grow hard again, much to my surprise.
"Oh god! Hard again!" she said
"fraid there isn't much left there though." I said as I began pulling my pants back up.
"Well, can't fault a girl for trying." She said as I climbed off the ATV. She gave me a big hug and kiss before putting the towel back around her body and climbing on the ATV. I watched her disappear in dust down the trail with a wave before getting in my truck and driving home. How much crazier could things get?
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It had been nearly two years since I lost my wife to a drunk driver. Dating at twenty is a bitch, dating at fifty... well, let's not go there. I had a lot of friends, and that helped, but to be honest, porn and hand jobs were no replacement for the twice a week sex I was used to for the last twenty five years.
As I said, dating at fifty is a bitch, there aren't too many choices in a small town, even a college town like the one where I teach. I've been with the university for over twenty five years, but have only been teaching for a few. Tina, one of our new faculty, only having been here less than two years, felt a bit sorry for me, I think, and was always trying to find me dates and such. I'd consider dating her if it weren't for the fact that she's half my age. She is very good looking, being of mixed heritage, she has the dark straight black hair and olive skin of her oriental mother, but the regular American facial structure. She also had larger than normal breasts, for an oriental, filling out easily at a 40 DD, which makes her proportions a bit odd with her tiny twenty eight inch waist. We chat frequently, talking about her adjustment to coming here, and of course the lousy prospects for dating... for both of us.
One of the many things faculty get involved in is sponsoring student groups of various types. In her case she agreed to be the faculty sponsor for one of the sorority houses in town, Zeta Tau Alpha, or Zeta's as they like to be called, mostly because she was an alumnus. It's one of the larger sorority houses, with two buildings, a south, containing the freshmen and sophomores, and the somewhat plusher north house for the junior and seniors. The north house also has the large meeting rooms and is generally where parties are held, although I have been told that some parties are restricted to only those young ladies that are over eighteen. Tina has frequently told me of some of the antics of the girls, and I often wonder how they stay out of trouble.
Christmas was on its way, and as usual there were parties all around campus, most of them scheduled for the last week or so before the students all disappeared for break. Tina stopped by my office one morning and asked if I had any plans the following week. Of course I didn't, except for grading tests and such.
"Good! I have a proposition for you. If you do me a favor I'll do you one." She asked
"That's a dangerous thing to ask... I might ask you for a favor that you don't want to do!" I replied with a grin.
"I doubt that!" she grinned back. "So how about it, will you do me a huge favor?"
I shrugged. What kind of a favor could she ask me to do that would be a problem? I figured it was a pretty safe gamble. "As long as it's not another blind date. Sure."
"Great!" she cried with a huge grin, practically jumping up and down, making her huge tits bounce rhythmically. "I knew I could count on you!"
I pulled myself under my desk a tad farther so she wouldn't notice the huge bulge in my pants before asking... "So what is this favor I'm doing you?"
"You're going to play Santa for the sorority Christmas party!"
"WHOA Stop one second there little lady... I may be old and fat, but Santa?... For a bunch of twenty year olds?"
"Come on... You promised." She said with a pout. "Besides, I never said you were old or fat. Hell, if you hadn't told me, I wouldn't know how old you were." Then she leaned on the edge of my desk, her tits hanging farther out into my view, encased in her knit shirt. "Besides. That bulge you keep trying to hide under the desk when I come talk to you doesn't say your too old yet. You just need to find the right woman to share it with!" she finished seductively.
"And you know who this fabled right woman is?" I asked.
"No, but I'm sure we'll find her one of these days!" she said brightly as she stood back up. "Now, don't worry about the suit, I'll have it all taken care of." She said as she turned to go. "Oh yeah. I almost forgot. It's this Friday!" she said over her shoulder before disappearing out my door.
What in the hell had I just gotten myself into. It's hard enough to be around this place, not ever getting any sex, and have these half dressed little nymphs walking around driving you crazy, but to be at a party with them? Good lord what had I done????
The week went by much to quickly... In many ways I would have preferred Friday to not come at all, but eventually it did, no matter how much I protested.
"Ready for tonight?" Tina asked sticking her head in the door.
"Do I have to?"
She stepped into the door, she was wearing a button down shirt covered with a sweater. She leaned against the door with her back and her hands behind her, letting her sweater fall apart to expose the front of her shirt, and the straining buttons. "You're not going to back out now are you?" she questioned.
"I'm really not sure I'm the one for this job." I replied honestly.
She walked over to my desk and knelt down in the chair I keep next to it for students that come to talk to me. "We've been friends for almost two years. You're one of the few people that have honestly tried to help me get settled. Most of the younger guys here just want to get into my shirt or my pants. You haven't though, even though I know that I turn you on."
"I never said you turned me on." I said somewhat defensively.
"Hell Mike! Look at your pants. You can't tell me that I didn't cause that bulge... Or the ones you get damn near every time I come in here!"
I blushed and tried to pull myself under my desk a bit farther, wondering if my dick getting hard could be considered sexual harassment. "Sorry." I mumbled.
"Good lord! Don't be sorry. I'm flattered. You're not bad looking. I can tell you stay in shape. We just have to find a good woman for you that can appreciate that."
"Good luck out here. There just aren't that many my age. I mean, hell, look at you. Even you wouldn't go out with me." I blurted out.
"I never said that." Tina replied, turning a bit red herself now. "Anyway... that's not the point. The point is that you're going to help me out tonight, right?"
"Yes, I'll help you out." I said resigning myself to being tortured. "But you're going to owe me bigtime!"
"Great!" she said leaning over to give me a quick kiss on the cheek. "You're the greatest. Meet me at the sorority house not later than seven, ok?"
"Ok." I said as she walked out the door with a wave of her hand. Lord what had I done to deserve this?
Seven o'clock came and found me sitting in my car outside the sorority house. I really wasn't too sure about this, but I had promised. I got out and walked up to the door wearing pair of kaki pants, my silk t-shirt and Swede sport coat. I was about to knock when the door opened and I was greeted by a blond haired coed wearing an almost microscopic skirt and white turtleneck.
"Hi. I'm looking for Tina." I said to her.
"Sure! Just a moment." She answered with a huge smile before turning around and calling loudly for Tina.
It took a few seconds for her to come to the door, but what I saw was absolutely stunning. She was wearing a bright red dress that accentuated her great tits and contrasted her shoulder length black hair beautifully. The dress was sleeveless, with a turtleneck and form fit her body all the way down over her shapely hips and continued in a flowing skirt portion that came about half way down her thighs. She had absolutely fantastic looking legs in red stockings, all supported by a pair of red high heels. I had never seen her dressed this way and I had to admit I was floored. After two years of mostly professional dress, this is the first time I have seen her with her hair let down, so to speak.
"Are you going to come in, or stand there with your jaw hanging open all night?" she asked with a huge smile.
"Come in of course." I said, finally closing my mouth. "You look...GEORGOUS!" I finally got out as she looped her arm around mine and led me into the house.
"I'm glad you approve!" she said hugging my arm as she hugged my arm. "I wore it special for you." She whispered. "But don't tell the girls, they'll make a big deal of it."
"I won't say a word." I whispered back as she led me into a large room that was full of girls in all sorts of outfits, mostly dressy, but a few casual. The one thing that I didn't see on the dance floor was a single guy, which definitely struck me odd. "No guys?" I asked Tina as she led me into the room.
"Not this party. This is the girls Christmas party. Sorority girls only for this one."
"Oh, I see." I said, not sure I really did.
"So... Are you going to ask me to dance?" Tina asked quietly.
"Well, I certainly would, but I'm afraid I don't do much dancing to this fast stuff. If there were something a bit slower..."
"That we can solve!" she said brightly as she led me across the floor to the young lady that was running the CD player. She let go of my arm long enough to whisper something to the girl and then took my arm again. With a grin the young lady pulled a package of CD's out and changed the song playing from the fast number to a much slower piece. "No excuse now." Tina said, squeezing my arm again.
"That seems to be true... Would you care to join me in a dance?" I asked her in my best gentlemanly fashion.
"Why sir... It would be my pleasure!" she responded before breaking out in a laugh that made her chest jiggle enticingly. We stepped out onto the dance floor and several girls made room for us as I wrapped an arm around Tina and pulled her close, starting to dance a slow waltz step. We danced about half the tune before she put her arms around my neck and pulled her body against mine, squishing her huge tits into my chest. "This is nice." She purred as she laid her head on my shoulder. "I can't remember the last time someone danced this way with me."
"I'm glad you like it. I have to admit that I'm really enjoying it too. You feel pretty fantastic to me too." I whispered loud enough for her to hear me over the music. She responded by hugging herself even closer to me. To my surprise the CD girl played not one more, but two more slow songs, all of which I really enjoyed, before returning to a faster tune.
"I'm afraid that takes care of the dancing." I said to Tina as she pulled away from me with the change in music.
"Why?" She said. "You're not old and broken."
"I'm afraid I don't really know how." I said with a shrug.
"Well, we can solve that. Just do what I do!" she said over the loud music, taking my hands and trying to teach me to move to the faster beat. It wasn't graceful, but I got the hang of it and soon had not only Tina, but a number of the other girls around us dancing with me, changing partners ever little bit. I finally got Tina back as a partner and she started dancing a bit more bump and grind, rubbing her body against mine and causing a huge bulge to develop below the belt. The bulge didn't seem to be lost on her as she ground her pelvis against mine, rubbing her tits into my chest. Thankfully the song ended and I suggested we get something to drink.
"See, you can dance real well!" she said as we moved to the bar with soft drinks.
"Not so well, but you certainly move well." I said honestly
"Thank you. I appreciate that." She said hugging my arm again.
We had time to enjoy a drink of soda before she informed me that it was time for us to get dressed.
"Us?" I asked.
"Yep. I'm your elf helper." She grinned
"Well, this Santa is going to have the best looking elf in history then." I whispered as she took my arm again and led me through the front part of the house.
"Katie!" she called to a brunette wearing a long dress on her slender frame, clearly outlining her rounded behind.
"Yes Miss K.?" she called back as she stopped and turned.
"Where are we changing at?" Tina asked as we approached her. The young lady's form fitting dress clearly outlined her moderate sized breasts and fit so snugly to her body that I could easily make out the outline of not only her nipples but her areola through the thin material. That was some lucky material!
"Down this way. I put you in the office." She said as she led us down a long hall toward the rear of the building. She stopped in front of a door that opened into a room with two desks facing opposite walls, a single portable partition separating the two desks.
"Um. Just one room?" Tina asked Katie.
"Uh huh. This is the only room that has a door out into the commons where we are going to do the presents." She replied mater of factly. "We thought with the partition it would be ok."
"Sure. This will do fine." Tina replied after a moment, pulling me into the room by the arm.
"Great. Just give a knock on the other door as soon as your ready!" Katie said brightly as she practically bounced down the hall back to the other girls.
"This will be just fine." I said picking up the bag that obviously held my Santa suit. "I'll use one side and you can use the other... Unless you want to share." I added jokingly.
"You'd like that wouldn't you?" she replied with a smile and a gentle nudge in my ribs. "For now maybe we better stay on our own sides. We wouldn't want these young impressionable girls getting the wrong idea."
"Right." I said sarcasticly. "Young and impressionable my ass."
Tina laughed as she picked up a bag that I assumed contained her costume and headed to one side of the partition.
I wasn't particularly nervous getting undressed in a house completely filled with women... well maybe a little, but that was definitely tempered by the hardon I had from dancing with Tina, and the fact that the partition was low enough that when I stood up I could see the top of her head on the other side. I started stripping down to my skivvies, which was barely able to hold my raging hardon in. I happened to be looking across the top of the partition, I guess, like any horny guy, hoping for a peek of tits or something, when I saw her pull her dress up over her head and off. In my mind did a good job of painting a picture of her standing there practically naked as I pulled my pants off and tossed them on the chair. I guess I wasn't thinking too much at that point, and pulled my hard dick out for a few quick strokes while I turned to pull out the Santa suit. I heard the crash before I felt the partition hit me in the back, knocking me into the desk. It wasn't a heavy partition, but I wasn't expecting it. I heard Tina cry out to look out, just as it hit me in the back. It didn't take me long to recover. I turned myself around and lifted the partition off of my back and slipped from between it and the desk as Tina arrived to help me. My jaw must have fallen clean to the floor when I saw her. She was completely naked, except for a pair of tiny red bikini panties. Her huge tits were swinging in full view, each breast topped with a dark areola centered with a perfect nipple, each one hard and extended, just waiting to be sucked. As she helped me out from the partition her tits rubbed against my arm, making my exposed dick even harder. I worked to stand the partition back up and put it in place, not quite sure what caused it to fall over, and to be honest, not caring, on account of the view I was getting. Tina's tits swung around and bounced as she helped me stand the partition back up, only after it was standing again did we both blush at the realization that we were standing almost naked in front of each other.
The door practically flew open and three girls stepped in, apparently drawn by the commotion. The stopped and stared at the two of us staring at each other practically naked before giggling and backing out of the room whispering, making me blush all the harder.
"Sorry." She squeaked, covering her tits with one arm and her mouth with her other, while she looked at my hard dick sticking out, the top of my briefs still hooked under my balls. "It was my fault. I bumped it."
"No problem." I replied taking in as much of her body as I could before she stepped back around the partition.
"Sometimes I am such a klutz." She called over the partition as we went back to dressing.
"It's ok. I don't think either of us minded." I answered back over the partition.
"I know I didn't." She called back. "I kind of thought you were pretty good looking like that."
"In that case." I replied. "It's a shame you were wearing your panties. I would have liked to see the rest of you too."
"Oh these?" She called back with a giggle, followed by her small red panties flying over the partition and landing near me.
"Yea, those." I replied as I picked them up. I could smell her aroma from them even in my hand, and couldn't resist giving them a gentle sniff.
"You can hang on to them for now. I won't need them until we're done." She giggled, almost sounding like one of her sorority girls.
"That brings up some interesting ideas about what your wearing." I said as I finished pulling on my Santa coat.
"I hope you're decent... Because here I come!" She called a few seconds before she popped around the partition.
To use the common term today, she was smoking hot! Her long black hair fell over her shoulders from under a green velvety hat that make her face look as if it were framed. Her smile shown brightly as she held her arms out and turned slowly for me to see her outfit. She wore a long sleeved form fitting green dress, adorned with gold piping and little holly wreaths. The material clung to her like a second skin and there was no doubt by the two firm bumps that she wore no bra underneath. The material flowed down her body to a skirt that was barely long enough to cover her round ass. Her legs were encased in a pair of long green stockings, making her legs look long and slender before disappearing into a pair of green high heels.
"If I have your panties, that begs the question of what you're wearing." I said with a huge grin.
"Oh, not much." She replied lifting her skirt a few inches to let me see that her green stockings were held up by a green garter and her pussy was now covered in a pair of green satiny panties with 'Merry Christmas' on the front in red. She turned and bent over for me to see her behind, not needing to even lift the dress it was so short. The back of her panties said simply 'naughty girl'.
"I should say you are." I mumbled.
"You like?"
"I believe the proper term would be.... HELL YES!"
"Good, the girls picked it for me. I hoped you'd enjoy it."
"Oh I can assure you I do! You have got to be the sexiest elf I have ever laid eyes on!"
"Thank you kind sir!" she replied with a little curtsy that showed the top of her stockings. "Would you like some help with your beard?"
"That would be most appreciated." I replied since it was all I had left besides the hat. I was glad the suit was large enough to cover the fact that my dick was screaming for attention, poking out over the top of my underwear it was so long and hard. She moved next to me and had me sit down, then she sat on my lap and placed the fake beard on my face, leaning her tits into my face much more than was required to get the elastics strings in place behind me. I didn't know what made me do it, besides hormone overload, I just couldn't resist squeezing her protruding nipple, right through the cloth of her dress, with my lips. By all rights she should have slapped my face off, but instead she sat there and allowed me to do it as long as I wanted, pulling away only after I released it.
"I guess if Santa can be naughty I can too." She whispered as she moved off my lap, pulling me up to a standing position. As soon as I was standing she snaked her hand under my coat and into my pants. I felt her push the elastic waist of my briefs below my balls and wrap her delicate hand around my raging hardon giving it several stokes. "Feels like Santa is a bit turned on too." She whispered as I reached up and stroked her huge cloth covered tits.



"Oh yes." I groaned quietly before she removed her hands from my pants and then moved my hands from her breasts.
"You know. If we didn't work together I'd be real tempted to be naughty right along with you." She said somewhat breathlessly.
"I know what you mean."
"Good... I think we better go play with the girls now, before we get into trouble."
I grinned at her. "If you insist."
"That wasn't what I meant and you know it!" she said with a laugh and a slap on my arm as she turned and headed for the door. She knocked three times and a girl stuck her head in to make sure we were ready and then opened the door. I led Tina out into the large room with her arm in mine, my hard dick still sticking out of my underwear, and thankfully covered with the large oversized pants. The girls were bouncing and cheering and singing Rudolf. I really hoped there was enough commotion that no one would notice my hard dick. The young lady led me to a chair on a small platform and I sat down, with Tina standing next to me. From my position I could easily see her panties as she bent over to pull the first package from the bag by my chair. I could also see the dark wet spot between her legs. I guess I had as much of an effect on her as she was on me.
The first young lady's name was called and a cute blond came bouncing up the stairs to my chair and plopped into my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck and giving me a big squeeze.
"So have you been a good girl?" I asked her.
"Oh yes Santa. I have been very good this year!" she said brightly, to which several of her friends called back comments about just how "good" she had been. I handed her a package that was apparently provided through a secret Santa process. She wiggled around on my lap as she pulled the wrappings from the package and held up a nice set of ear rings. She leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek before climbing off my lap and bouncing down the stairs. I didn't see any way she didn't notice my hard dick pressing into her ass... At least she didn't make a big deal of it. I hoped it would go down soon. That was a short lived hope as the next girl was called and came up. She was wearing a tiny dress that couldn't possibly cover her butt when she sat down. I could feel bare skin on my hand as her skirt flopped to cover her butt and my hand where she sat on my lap. I did my best not to be a deviant, but she seemed determined to make sure I knew she knew where my hand was by wigging around on me.
"So were you a good girl this year?" I asked her.
"No Santa, I was a naughty girl." She said in a quiet, shy voice.
"Not too naughty, I hope." I replied as I handed her the gift.
"Oh, pretty naughty." She grinned as she pulled the wrappings from the gift. Tina stood just to the side of me and I was glad she didn't see the look on my face as the girl pulled out the present from the wrappings, exposing a pair of crochless red panties and lace bra that looked like it would expose more than it held.
There was some cheering about "put them on!" and to my shock she bent forward to be able to stand enough to lift her butt off my lap and then reached under her skirt and pulled off a tiny thong panty, sitting back down with her naked butt directly on my hand. She arranged the new panties and slipped them up her legs, after kicking the thong off of them. She pulled them up and then , standing to face the group, putting her butt toward me, bent over and pulled the panties up, dragging her skirt up with them, showing me a back few of her perfect little ass and pussy. She turned around and gave me a kiss, flashing her new panties and exposed pussy at her friends, before bounding down the stairs with the bra in hand. I didn't see any way I was going to survive forty of these girls.
Tina gave me a tiny squeeze on the shoulder to bring me back to reality and called the next name. Thankfully this girl had on a long dress. She sat on my lap and responded that she tried very hard to be a good girl, to which I replied that I was glad and gave her the gift. She unwrapped a nice photo album and gave me a squeeze and kiss on the cheek before leaving the stage.
Several more young ladies came and went, the presents a bit more reasonable, a diary, some more jewelry, some more sexy panties, which this girl refused to put on. The next however was more difficult. She came up and sat on my lap in a form fitting dress that went to about mid thigh. Not much longer than the one Tina wore. She declared herself to be "very very naughty." But I gave her the gift anyway. Like I was going to refuse? She tore the package open and we were greeted with a very sexy dress. The best I could describe it was a piece of cloth in the front and a piece of cloth in the back and a series of strings holding the two together down the sides. The wearer would obviously not be able to wear any kind of underwear under it or it would show. Once again there were cries of "put it on" which she refused, covering her face with the cloth. Finally blushing she held the cloth in the air and shouted OK! She handed me the dress to hold and stood next to me, pulling her dress over her head. Shouts of "take it all off!" echoed in the hall as she blushingly tossed her dress aside and then unsnapping her bra. She was facing me instead of the rest of the group, I guess figuring I was the lesser of two evils, a she pulled her bra off, revealing a pair of nice B sized tits, her nipples rock hard. She tossed it aside and then hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down, kicking them off her feet as she stood naked next to me. I held the dress out for her dumbly as she took it and wiggled the material over her head, finally pulling it down to cover her naked body. Once dressed she leaned down, squeezing my dick, which was standing vertical now, as she kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you Santa." She whispered before heading off the stage to a bunch of cheering, still blushing.
There was no way that the girls didn't know I had a hardon, but then if I didn't I wouldn't be human. That last display removed any pretense of modesty in the girls, and the name of the game seemed to be to see how turned on they could make Santa. Two young ladies got new sexy bra's which they simply had to put on in front of Santa, and one young lady got a new piece of body jewelry.
"Would you like to put this on me?" she asked in a coy voice while still sitting on my lap.
"You want me to put it on you?" I asked. I looked up at Tina, who stood with a hand over her mouth, not sure what I was going to do. I shrugged and said yes, her eyes getting about the size of saucers. The girl was wearing a shirt and skirt, so how hard could it be?
Tina bent down and whispered in my ear. "You sure you want to do that?"
"How hard can it be to put in a belly button ring?" I asked her.
"Boy are you in for a surprise." She said with a laugh as she stood back up. She looked at the young lady standing expectantly in front of me and said. "Santa said yes."
There was considerable cheering from the group of girls that seemed to press forward for a better look. The young lady stood up from my lap and reached behind her unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the ground. She stepped out of it and quickly whisked her panties down and off, leaving her standing in just her shirt and high heels. My dick registered the scene almost before my mind did as she lifted one foot onto my lap to display her bare shaved pussy to me. Only then did I fully understand the gravity of what I had agreed to. The jewelry was not for her belly button, but nearly a foot lower, and she was not in the least bashful about showing it off.
She removed the little clip from the end of the new ring and held it out to me. "Here you go Santa." She said with a huge smile.
I had seen these in pictures and porn, but I hadn't ever seen one in person, let alone put one in or taken one out. I did figure out how to undo the ball on the end, based on how she did the new one, so I went to work trying to remove the existing half moon shaped metal bar that was protruding from her exposed lips. I tried in vain to keep my touch of her privates to a minimum, but there was little hope there. My fingers were inadvertently stroking her pussy and clit as I worked to spread her lips and work the small ball off the end. Finally I got it free and pulled the bar from her. Tina held out her hand and I dropped the pieces into it before taking the new piece from the young lady. She moaned quietly while I spread her pussy enough to see where the ring went near her clit. I tried several times to get the bar into the hole, without success. I could feel and smell her arousal as I tried to get the ring in. Finally, almost in frustration, I moved my hand lower, and pressed her lips apart with my thumb and one finger while trapping and pulling her clit with two other fingers. She moaned much more loudly while I slid the bar into the hold and started working the ball onto the end. I had it nearly done when her whole body shook and trembled, her juices flowing onto my hand from the orgasm I had inadvertently induced. There was considerable cheering from the rest of the girls as she finally put her foot down and sagged onto my lap.
"Thank you Santa." She panted as she tried to catch her breath, pulling my beard down and kissing me on the lips. "That was a very very nice present." She finished after she broke the kiss.
"You're quite welcome." I said, about ready to rip what she had remaining for clothes off and fucking her right there. But as a good responsible adult (yeah right) I held back. I looked up at Tina who had a huge grin on her face. She bent over to get the next package, bending over far more than she needed to, so that I had a great view of the huge wet spot between her legs. She handed me the next package, which turned out to be a necklace, much easier put on, followed by some flavored edible panties, which she was too embarrassed to put on, thank goodness.
We worked through the bag and were thankfully only a few more packages left. Tina handed me the next one and the young lady came forward and sat on my lap. Pulling the hand I laid on her leg up under her skirt until my fingers were brushing her pubic hair.
"I take it you're not a good girl." I asked her.
"Oh no Santa. I'm very good! A little naughty, but VERY good!" she replied, squeezing my dick.
"Well, I guess you deserve a present anyway." I said, handing her the box. She tore through the wrappings while the girls stood silently waiting for the reaction. She squealed as she held up an egg shaped device with a wire leading to a remote control. I had a real good idea what it was.
"OH please Santa! You have to put it in me!" she cried as she wiggled on my lap.
"I don't think that would be a good idea." I said seriously.
"Oh come on Santa, you put in Brooks Clit ring, this is lots easier!"
"I really don't think this is a good idea."
"Oh please!" she begged, leaning her body against my chest. "I'll be good, I promise!"
I looked up at Tina, who just shrugged at me. What the hell, my hormones were already on overload. I took the device from her hand and she quickly stood up, pulling the short dress up and over her body and then sitting back down, completely naked except for her heels. She spread her legs as wide as she could for me and leaned back, using my neck for a support. "Oh this is gonna be good." She sighed as I stroked her lips to spread some of her moisture around. All the girls were completely silent as I took the egg and rubbed it around on her pussy to moisten it. I pressed it against her opening and eased it onto her, pushing it deep into her with my finger. I pulled my finger from her pussy as Tina leaned over my shoulder and turned the remote on, causing the egg to vibrate inside her pussy.
"Oh god!" she cried, moving one of her hands to mind and pulling it tight to her pussy. She started humping her hips against my hand, working her clit against the palm of my hand. I was amazed at how quickly she climaxed, gushing her juices all over the palm of my hand as her body twitched and spasmed. I really didn't know how much more of this I could take!
After she caught her breath she pulled herself up to my face and kissed me wetly on the lips before climbing off my lap and walking away with the egg still stuffed and vibrating away inside her.
The last present was Katie. She had a fairly large package that Tina was holding out for her as she sat down on my lap. She opened the package somewhat apprehensively and pulled out a box containing one of those huge dildo/vibrator combinations that twists and vibrates all at the same time. The girls immediately began shouting "do it" while she looked around helplessly. I got the impression that she wasn't really into exhibitionism. I whispered that she didn't have to if she didn't want to.
She looked at me and leaned over to whisper back. "I'd rather get fucked by you."
"That isn't an option!" I replied.
"Then will you use this on me?"
I was so fucking horny at that point that I would have done just about anything. I took the artificial dick from her and turned it on, making it rotate and wiggle and vibrate. She stood up from my lap and pulled her long dress up her legs, revealing a pair of tiny thong panties. She pulled them down and stepped out of them before pulling her dress up again. She sat down on my lap and swiveled her bare ass around so her legs were pointing at the crowd of girls and leaned back into me, lifting her legs high in the air so she was exposing her wet pussy to the whole group. I leaned as far forward as I could and rubbed the head of the dildo around her pussy, collecting juices on the silicone head.
"are you ready?" I whispered.
"Uh huh." She panted, obviously getting more turned on by the second.
I pulled the dildo toward us, working the rotating head into her tunnel, bringing a moan from her lips, silencing the group. There was no doubt that this device was having an effect on her as I worked it in and out of her pussy, getting a bit more in each time. I have no idea how long I stroked it into her before she exploded, her body wracked with spasms as she cried out loudly. I heard at least two other girls cum about the same time, apparently working their own pussies as they watched. I was just glad this was the last present.
I pulled the dildo from her pussy and helped her sit back up. She swiveled around to look at me and motioned to Tina.
"I think Santa needs to fuck his elf helper." She whispered to Tina and myself. I was so horny I would have said yes to anything that would get my dick into Tina. I really wanted to screw her, but Tina just shook her head and said that wouldn't be appropriate. I of course had to agree, but man I wanted her.
She announced that Santa had to leave now and helped me stand up, my dick tenting out the red pants. She guided me down the platform and across the room amid the cheers and thank yous of the girls. Tina led me back into the office and closed the door. She was on me, pulling the beard off of my face before I could even respond.
"God I am so horny! Please fuck me!" she begged between kisses.
"Uh huh." I responded while I was busy pulling her red dress up. She went to work on my Santa suit while I pulled her dress up and off her body. It took her a bit longer to make me naked, but once I was, I pulled the strings on the sides of the green panties and pulled the wet material from her pussy. This wasn't time for forplay, we had just had an hour or more of it. This was out and out need. I pushed her back to the desk and sat her on the edge, aiming my dick at her pussy while I bent my head down to suck one of her huge tits into my mouth.
"Oh yes. Fuck me now!" she moaned as she guided my dick to her pussy. I slid easily into her wet tunnel, driving my dick full length. She was as tight as a school girl as I stroked in and out of her, sucking feverishly on her tits. I really wanted her to cum first, and I had to work at holding back as our bodies slapped together. She had her legs in the air on either side of me and was crying out "Fuck me! Oh god! Yes! OH my! Harder! God Yes!" in an almost continuous stream. Her cries changed to just plain ah's and oh's as she grew closer to climax. I just couldn't hold back any longer and I drove deep into her unloading a tremendous spurt of cum into her pussy. The feeling of its surge sent her over the top and her whole body rocked while she cried out that she was cuming. My body twitched and spasmed in time with the pumps of juice that I was sending into her. Our mutual orgasms slowed and then passed until we were left holding each other, breathing heavily, my dick still hard inside her.
"God what a fuck." She breathed into my ear.
"I agree." I said as I started to slowly stroke my still hard dick in and out of her again.
"Hmmmmmm your still hard!"
"Uh huh. Want me to stop?"
"Hell no. I like this. I haven't had a good fuck in a long time."
"Me neither." I answered as I went back to her tits, which she leaned back to give me more access too. I took my time this time, kissing and sucking her nipples and playing with her tits while I stroked into her.
"My butt's getting tired. How about we change positions." She suggested.
"Sure." I said, pulling my slick from her pussy and helping her off the desk. She pushed me back into a chair and I sat down. She moved to straddle me, facing me and lowered herself back down onto my dick.
"My turn for a while." She said as she started to slowly ride up and down my shaft. I used both hands to lift and squeeze her tits, once again licking and sucking her nipples. "You're going to make me cum again if you keep that up." She panted
"Good." I replied between sucks.
I pulled one of her nipples with my teeth and stretched it, getting a moan from her.
"You like that?" I asked
"Uh huh" she half moaned.
"Good." I said, doing it again. Her speed started to pick up, making her tits bounce even more. I changed to my hands on her tits and pulled and rolled her nipples as she bounced on my shaft.
"OH GOD... I'm going to cum!" she cried in a high pitched voice as she ground her pelvis into mine and began shaking and trembling. I could feel her pussy contracting around my dick as her orgasm washed over her.
I pulled her close and we held each other, my head cradled against her breasts as she stroked my hair and I stroked her back and ass.
"You haven't cum yet." She whispered.
"No, but I'm close."
"Do you want to fuck my tits? I'm not sure my pussy can handle much more for the moment."
"Sure!" I agreed enthusiastically.
She lifted off my slick pole and helped me stand up before kneeling in front of me. She pressed her tits together around my dick and I held her shoulders while I started stroking my dick up between her tits. Each time my head would appear she would give it a little kiss, which turned into licks, which turned into taking the whole head into her mouth and sucking. I was getting so close and I warned her.
"I'm going to cum!" I said between gritted teeth.
She continued to suck my dick with each stroke. My dick had enough and with one last push up, I started shooting cum. The first shot went deep into her mouth, making her choke and release my dick from her mouth. The second and third shots went into the air and then landed on her face and chest. The fourth and fifth she got back into her mouth and then sucked the remaining shots from me, before allowing me to step back and sit in the chair, momentarily exhausted.
"Thank you." I said, wiping some of my cum off her face.
"My pleasure." She said with a smile while she wiped my cum off her tits with her finger and sucked it into her mouth. "You taste pretty good."



"Maybe I'll get a chance to taste you some time." I told her honestly.
"You like eating pussy?"
"Love it."
"Well, right now mine needs a rest, but maybe we can do something about that later."
"I hope so." I said helping her up. "So what now?"
"Well, the party isn't over, we can dance or do whatever you want."
"I could use something to drink." I said.
"I bet. I just had one, but I could stand a soda." She said with a huge grin.
"I suppose we should get dressed then?" I said looking around for my clothes.
"You won't find them. Not in here anyway." She said with a grin as she moved closer to me. "You want a drink you have to go naked." She whispered in my ear. "I think all the girls wanted to see what you had poking them in the ass. I saw one of the girls sneak in here while we were screwing and swipe our clothes.
"So we have to go naked or stay here all night?" I asked. "I don't mind staying here if it's with you!"
"That's just the sex talking. Tomorrow you won't even want to see my face." She said shaking her head. "Shall we go have that drink now?"
There was considerable cheering as the two of us walked out into the room arm in arm, myself naked except for socks and Tina naked except for her garter, stocking and heels. We made our way through the girls to the other room and then the bar as the music was turned up louder. We got some soda and quickly chugged it down, both of us pretty thirsty. I decide dancing wasn't such a bad idea, and held my hand out to pull Tina to the dance floor.
The music was a bump and grind number and dancing it nude was even more interesting than it had been dressed earlier in the evening. I put my hands around Tina's waist and undid her garter belt and tossed it aside, leaving her body smooth for my hands to run up and down. Several of the girls were quickly as naked as we were and I seemed to be the center of the bump and grind as a number of the girls tried to get in position to rub against my hardened dick. Tina danced close by and watched in amusement as I did my best to keep from doing what the girls were obviously trying to cause. It seemed to quickly turn into a contest to see if they could get me between their legs or possibly even inside, no hands, while we danced. The effect was to get my hormones screaming again, and soon I allowed one to succeed. A couple of the young ladies were able to work my dick between their legs, running their pussies up and down the top of my shaft as we danced. With a cry of triumph, one young lady succeeded at getting me inside and was cheered by the others. I grabbed her hips and lifted her off before things got even more out of hand. I pulled Tina over to me, hooked her leg up with my arm and drove my dick up into her wet pussy.
"Do you want it?" I asked her, hoping she would say yes.
"I thought you'd never get back to me!" she said humping against me. "But the other way would work better."
"ok." I said simply as I pulled out of her and lowered her leg. She turned around and quickly guided me to her pussy from behind, riding up and down my shaft as I let my hands roam the font of her body. A certain amount of chanting started and the room was soon filled with "Go Miss K!" as the rest of the girls realized that we were fucking like a couple rabbits to the music. I knew that one of her hands was between her legs, frantically rubbing her clit while she stroked up and down my dick to the music. Her whole body shuddered as she climaxed around me. I had to hold her hips to keep her from pulling off of me as her body jerked and spasmed in my arms. I pulled her back tight to my chest and wrapped both arms around her, cupping her tits and squeezing them as I pumped my dick up into her. I could feel her pussy squeezing my dick as her pussy spasmed with the rest of her body. "Only a few strokes to go!" my body told me. I stroked up into her and pulled out, just leaving my head in and then plunged up into her again as we stood bent legged in the middle of the dance floor. Again I pulled out for one final stroke, but timing is everything and she happened to move just as I did, my dick slipping out and instead of driving up into her, slid along her wet pussy lips until it was sticking straight out between her legs. The first shot of cum arched out and splattered on one girls leg. I was helpless to do anything to stop the next shot as I was still trying to get back into her. She moved back with me causing my it to arch higher into the air, landing on one of the girls tits that I had danced with earlier. The third shot splashed against her face as she moved to her knees in front of us. I felt her hot mouth close around my dick as yet another stream of cum ejected from its holding cell, this time emptying into her hot mouth. I felt her tongue rub the bottom of my dick as yet another less powerful spurt of cum spurted into her mouth. I was practically drained as she sucked the next several week shots of cum and then the drooling remains from my dick, finally standing up to cheering as she wiped the missed cum from her tit and licked it from her finger.
"Good lord what have we done?" I whispered into Tina's ear as we both began to regain our senses, our hormone level finally reducing to a bit more tolerable level.
"Put on one hell of a show I guess." Tina said pulling away enough to turn around and then putting her arms around my neck. "I can take care of this though." She said kissing me hotly on the lips. She backed away from me and walked over to a chair and stood on it, motioning for the music to be cut.
"Ok girls! Listen up!" she called as they moved around her and started to quiet down.
"You all know the rules of a private party, right? No cameras, no cell phones with cameras. We don't want our fun to become someone else's spectacle." She said "Now what happened with Mister C and myself could cause a lot of trouble. So if you like having me here as your advisor, let's make sure this stays here. No one talks about it and no one ever has pictures of it. Agreed?"
There seemed to be general agreement, and everyone confirmed that there were no cameras in the room, at least not right now. She got down from the chair and walked over to me as Katiey stepped up on the chair.
"All right girls. If anyone finds out about this Miss K could get fired. We're all adults so it's not illegal, but the university frowns on this kind of thing, so regular rules. Anyone hears of anyone else talking about this. Report it immediately, or these parties are gone forever!"
"That cover it?" Tina asked me, pulling my neck down so she could kiss me again.
"Does this mean we're dating?" I asked her after we kissed.
"Hell, I hope so. I've been trying to figure out how to get you to fuck me for at least three months. You're so damn businesslike at work . Didn't you even notice me flirting with you?"
"Are you kidding? You think I didn't see you flash me your panties a couple weeks ago? Half the nights I go home and jack off thinking about your tits, and half the nights I jack off thinking about what it would feel like to fuck you."
"Well, how does it feel?" she asked as she hung from my neck.
"Pretty damn good." I said as I pulled her tight to me and kissed her again. "Now I just have one question, or maybe two."
"Ok shoot."
"Were all these innocent young ladies in on this?" I asked, getting a laugh from all of the girls nearby.
"Well, to a point. The accident in the changing room was my idea, the rest... well let's just say that they got a bit out of hand. Katie told me that they figured if you got horny enough you'd simply have to fuck me."
"Well it worked." I said getting another laugh.
"Ok, so what's your next question?" Tina asked me, giving me another kiss.
"Since the girls stole my clothes, I presume that I am being kept as your sex toy." I said, getting an even bigger laugh. "Are you planning on letting me go home any time in the near future?"
"Hmmmm what do you think girls? Should we let him go home or keep him here as my sex toy for the weekend?" Tina asked the girls while looking into my eyes.
One of the girls that was naked slid up next to me and hugged my arm. "I think you should keep him all weekend... and if you get tired? I'll be happy to step in and help out!" she said with a huge grin. Several of the girls hooted and kidded her, but the decision was made. I was staying.
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It had been a long two months with my wife gone playing army. She had been home for only three days over Christmas, and then she was gone again for another two months of training. It had only been three days since she left and I was already horny as hell again. Three days of sex can't make up for two months when you're used to getting it a couple times a week. My daughter had decided to go visit her boyfriend for two weeks before classes at college started again. It was getting late and I had just gotten back from dropping her at the airport and decided to take a shower, put on my pj's and settle down for some TV.
I looked at myself in the mirror as I dried off. I wasn't in bad shape for just turning fifty. I worked out several times a week and normally did a lot of outdoor activity, despite just getting over some broken ribs I hadn't gotten too flabby. I finished drying off and pulled on my flannel PJ bottoms and furry slippers. I stepped out onto the front porch, but I didn't stay outside in the cold very long, despite how beautiful it was with the snow flakes coming down like a soft curtain, gently floating onto the existing blanket of white. I carried a few pieces of wood into the house and stuffed them into the wood stove and then walked back and closed the front door. I liked it warm when it was cold outside, and today was no exception.
It must have been a good eighty five degrees in the living room where the wood stove was. I hadn't had a chance to work out for weeks with the busted ribs, but the doc cleared me for most activities just before my wife came home, thankfully. I decided I might as well step onto my elliptical and work a few minutes, just to start getting a little exercise again. I walked down the hall to my workout room and flipped on the light. I stepped onto the machine and started working my legs and arms, driving the machine in its running type strides, but without the impact of a treadmill. I looked out the window at the falling snow as I worked, but my workout was frustrated by my flannel PJ bottoms trying to slide down all the time, so finally I just stopped the machine and stepped off.
No one was home, my wife and daughter both gone for weeks. I figured what the hell? I kicked off my slippers and let my bottoms fall to my ankles and stepped out. It was nothing I hadn't done many times before. I had even tried to get my wife to work out naked with me, but she complained that all I wanted to do was have sex instead of work out. I always get horny working out and I could clearly see my dick wagging around in the reflection of the window as I started working the machine again. I turned on some tunes, put the ear buds into my ears and cranked the music up, listening to some love songs my wife had collected for me.
I was working along pretty well, thinking about a hike my wife and I had taken in the spring just after she got back from Iraq. I talked her into hiking naked with me, and both of us hadn't had near enough sex in the preceding year. As we were hiking, both of us completely naked except for out hiking boots, she would stop to rest, and I would step behind her and slide my dick into her wet pussy, taking only enough strokes to get us both close. I intentionally frustrated us, building the tension and intensity each time we took a stop, which seemed to become more frequent. In my minds eye I could still picture her pussy as she bent over, exposing herself to me, waiting for me to slide my dick into her again. I even reached down and stroked my dick a few times, lubricated with both my sweat and a liberal amount of pre-cum as I thought about how she had finally had enough and practically threw me to the ground, mounting me and riding my stiff rod to a huge mutual climax. I was getting really turned on as I pictured in my mind how her tits moved and swayed while she rode me. I took my hand from my hard dick and held the handles of the elliptical again, afraid I was going to shoot my load all over the machine.
I only half noticed the first flash, my mind wondering about lightning during a snow storm. It wasn't unheard of, but it was rare. My mind was still mostly concentrating on how my wife's body had looked as she worked her pussy up and down my slickened dick when I saw the second flash. It took a few strides for my mind to change gears and process the situation when the third flash finally drove into my mind that it was a camera flash. No one was home but me, where would a camera flash come from? I turned my head and looked toward the door.
It's surprising how the human mind works. In times of great stress or surprise, it can almost make time stand still while it processes its inputs. In the span of only one full revolution of the flywheel, two strides, my mind was able to process what I was looking at. Two girls, both of them familiar to me, were standing in the doorway, one of them aiming a camera again. I recognized both of them in an instant; they were friends of my daughter, a senior in college. I remembered that I had to go pick them up, along with my daughter, from some night club when the last of the three turned twenty one. They had been around a number of times, working on the computer editing photos for the class they took together. The one holding the camera was Candis, who liked to be called Candy, a very good looking young lady. Today, as usual, she was wearing a short skirt and a tight fitting top. Today she had on a pink form fitting turtle neck sweater to match her pink micro skirt. Her friend Lisa was wearing a pink sweat suit with their sorority name on it. They were both real hotties, but I really remembered Candy and the shape of her body best, having jacked off to my memory her tight outfits, and my one accidental glimpse of her practically bare bottom, many a lonely night. My mind, finally satisfied that there was no danger, processed the rest of the situation. Candy was raising the camera again to her face, preparing to take yet another photograph. I was standing in full view of both of them, my naked dick sticking out at an angle, glistening with my sweat and juices. I've flirted with the idea of exhibitionism, but have never quite gotten to where I could deal with the potential problems. This situation was a veritable minefield. Pictures of me naked, possibly with my hand stroking my dick, in the hands of sorority girls? Not good. The first step was to cover myself.
With my mind having finally processed the situation, decided on a course of action it was ready to act, all done in only a few quick steps of the machine. I immediately started to move from the machine, trying to anticipate the motion, since you didn't just throw on the brakes on one of these, I had to time my step correctly to hit the ground while it was moving the right way. I started my move just as the flash of the camera went off, filling my vision with a huge blue ball. The flash disrupted my timing, and I missed the spot on the floor I was aiming for, instead landing my foot on the edge of the tread the same time I was pulling my other foot from its tread. While the mind may be able to slow down its perception of time, it doesn't really change it, and my body pitched forward at the same speed that physics required. Instead of my planned graceful step off the machine and quick scoop of my PJ's I ended up going headlong off the exerciser into the wall. All I saw for several seconds was black sky and bright flickering stars.
By the time my mind started to clear I found I was half sitting in Candy's lap, my head held tightly to her soft chest. As my mind started slowly processing inputs again, it processed the soft cloth of her sweater against my face and the smell of her sweet perfume. I could feel her arm around my back, pulling my body against hers and her and stroking my head as she pulled it to her soft breasts. The input quickly accessed the combination and found the mental images I had built and jacked off to, and renewed the pressure within my softening dick. My mind finally began processing sound again, realizing that the I-pod had pulled free and I could hear the girls asking me if I was alright as my hand, almost with a mind of its own moved from my own chest to Candy's cupping her other breast and squeezing it gently as I had done in my mind so many times, seeking relief after they had visited to work on their projects.
My mind finally processed that this was not a hormone induced dream and I was in fact laying in her lap, playing with one of her tits, my dick growing harder by the second. Reality finally asserted its place and I fantasy relinquished its hold reluctantly, allowing the thinking part of my brain to remove my hand from a breast it had no right holding. It began to process that Candy was asking once again if I was ok.
"I'm fine." I said, trying to move my head from her chest to get up.
"Just hold still." Candy said, pulling me tighter to her. "Just give yourself a minute, ok?"
"Ok." I answered as my body relaxed back into her, realizing that I was not yet coherent enough to really stand up, even if my brain was telling me I should.
"That's better." She said softly. "I'm sorry. We didn't mean to startle you."
"Huh?" I asked as my mind struggled to put the pieces together. "Oh yeah." I said after a long pause to allow to process and remember how I got here. I finally realized that I was sitting completely naked in my daughters friends arms. I looked around for my PJ's and found them where they had landed when I tossed them aside, now behind Lisa. "Can I have my pants?" I half croaked in embarrassment, not only at being naked but at the fact that my dick had fully hardened and was bobbing and pulsing in expectation with my heartbeat.
"Huh?" Lisa asked, looking around, and then seeing my pajama bottoms, pulled them over and handed them to me, which I used to cover my once again hard dick.
"I'm sorry Mister C. We didn't mean to hurt you. We just came by to see Cari and saw you working out. I guess we kind of got carried away. Never seen a guy work out naked before."
"You should try it some time. Really a turn on." I said quietly as I pulled my head from Candy's soft chest to sit a bit more on my own.
"I kind of saw that." Lisa responded. "Looked to me like you were having a good time." She giggled.
"OH, I was thinking about something else." I mumbled even more embarrassed as I realized they were watching me stroke myself to near completion.
"Oh? Your wife?"
"Uh huh." I nodded.
"She's gone for a while again, isn't she?" Lisa asked
"A couple more months."
"So what were you thinking about?" Candy asked. "I mean it was pretty hot watching you like that."
"Nothing in particular." I responded, wanting to keep at least a little privacy.
"You're not going to tell us?" She asked
"Not really."
"Well, I think you should, I mean it's not a good idea to refuse a girl who has pictures of you jacking off, they might end up posted...oh, I don't know, maybe on the sorority bulletin board?"
"You wouldn't!" I exclaimed, shock clearly evident in my voice.
"Why not? I mean it looked pretty hot, you stroking your big fat dick like that? I imagine the girls would enjoy that little photo." Candy giggled.
I sat there shaking my head.
"Don't worry." Candy said, "We're really not that mean... But I do want to know what you were thinking of that made you so hard."
"I was thinking of some naked coed hiking I did with my wife."
"Must have been pretty good sex." She said stroking my head.
"It was." I answered simply.
"So. You said we should try working out naked!" Candy said moving to a kneeling position. "We can't do that at school, so how about I give it a try here?" she asked as she pulled her sweater up over her head and tossed it aside, revealing her lacy bra. I didn't even have a chance to tell her that this wasn't a good idea before she quickly reached behind her and undid her bra and let it slide down her arms , tossing it aside to reveal a pair of stunning C cup breasts, well tanned without a single hint of a tan line. Each breast was topped off with a bright pink areola that appeared to be slightly distended, each with a hard pink nipple dead center, looking just ready to be sucked on.
"I'm not so sure this is a really good idea." I finally said as she stood up and pushed her tiny skirt down and stepped out of it, leaving her body covered only in a tiny pink thong.
"Why not?" she asked as she took her time pushing the thong down, revealing her completely shaved mound while she wiggled her legs to get it to her ankles. She stepped out of it with one foot, and then lifted the other leg and dropped the tiny slip of material on my lap. She lifted her leg to reach her shoe, and stood on one foot untying it, her pussy lips practically dripping juice inches from me. I could smell her aroma and it was all I could do to keep from grabbing her right there.
"You like what you see?" she asked as she stood and modeled her nude form for me.
"It's a very sexy body." I said simply.
"I wonder what it looks like if I'm working out?" she asked as she stepped away from me and onto the elliptical. I sat there and watched as she moved her legs back and forth on the machine, exposing and hiding her pussy with each step. I really needed to be thinking with my head instead of my dick, but I was way past that point.
"God your right!" she said. "It really is a turn on. I wonder if you can two people ride at once?"
"Don't know." I answered honestly.
"Why don't we try it?" Candy called from the machine while she slowed it down. "Come on with me and let's see."
I stood up, letting my PJ bottoms fall off my lap and stepped behind her on the machine putting my feet just outside hers on the foot pads. My dick was trapped between us as we started to move, my hands on the moving handle bars with hers.
"Why don't you hold my tits." She said breathlessly as we worked together in the same stride. I let go of the handle with one hand and reached around, cupping and squeezing one of her perfect tits. I noticed that Lisa was busy with the camera, snapping shots left and right, but I was way past thinking rationally. I wanted more and I felt like Candy did too. I had to bend my knees a little to get the height right, but I stuck my dick between her legs so that the top of my dick slid along her pussy with each stride. Her breathing became more ragged, and not just from the exercise, both of our bodies sweating heavily now. She was leaned farther forward to get her clit to rub on my moving dick as it slid in and out between her legs only an inch or two with each stride. She moaned loudly, ignoring the flash from the camera as Lisa continued snapping pictures of us, everything from wide angles shots to close-ups of Candy's tits or my dick near her pussy. I felt Candy's hand move down and press the head of my dick to her pussy, forcing it to enter her hole. I didn't need any coaxing to begin stroking in and out of her as best I could as we worked the machine, our coordination not nearly as good as it had been a few moments before.
I wasn't sure which of us came first, but I do remember both of us nearly falling off the machine as my dick began spurting its white hot load deep into her pussy, my body jerking and pumping while her own body jerked and spasmed around me. We allowed the machine to ease to a stop, both of us panting for breath while Lisa continued to snap pictures of us.
"God that was so fucking hot!" Lisa finally said as she lowered the camera. "You should have seen yourselves."
"I think we will. You took enough pictures." Candy replied as my softening dick slipped from her pussy, unleashing a small flood of our juices. I stepped off the machine and sat down on the exercise pad with my back to the wall, still trying to catch my breath.
"Ok...Your turn." Candy said to Lisa as she took the camera.
"I'm not getting naked!" she cried surprised.
"Hell yes you are!" Candy replied as she handed me the camera and advanced on her friend. "You owe him a look at least."
"No I don't!"
"You can either strip or I'll do it for you." Candy said reaching out and pulling gently on her jersey top.
"Oh hell... You would wouldn't you?" Lisa said in resignation, quickly pulling her top up and off, revealing a very large set of tits encased in a sports bra. She stripped the bra off unceremoniously, releasing a very sexy pair of D cup breasts, her nipples hard and standing at attention. I watched as she pushed her bottoms down, revealing a pair of tiny bikini panties. She worked the sweat suit bottom off over her shoes and then slipped her panties down her legs and off. Finally she struck a fashion pose for us while Candy began snapping pictures of her naked body.
"God I'm getting horny." She said after dropping the pose and sitting on the large green exercise ball with her legs closed to conceal her pussy.
"I can fix that." I said moving to my knees and crawling over to where she was, putting my hands on her legs.
"I'm not so sure. I mean, I'm not on the pill or anything." She said with some obvious concern in her eyes.
"Not a problem. I won't do anything you don't ask me for." I responded honestly.
"You mean it?"
"Yes. I mean it. Why would I lie to you? Last thing I need is someone trying to claim I raped them!"
"I suppose... I do like having my pussy licked." She said, letting her legs move apart slightly.
"Well, that's good. I like licking pussy." I replied quietly as I pushed her legs apart farther. She leaned back using her arms on the ground to hold her upper body up, leaving her essentially laying down with her butt on the huge ball. "It's a very pretty one too." I whispered as I lowered my head between her legs and gently licked up her protruding lips with just the tip of my tongue. I moved lower and allowed my tongue to gently spread her lips and lick the next pass up between them, tasting more of her arousal.
"Ohhh that feels nice." She practically purred. "You can just keep on doing that all you want."
"Good!" I said as I went for a third pass, pressing more of my tongue deeper into her and dragging it along between her lips until I found her clit, where I let the flat of my tongue drag across it, causing her to take a quick intake of breath. I scooted in a bit so I could use one hand on her pussy and wrapped an arm around one of her legs to spread her lips. I pushed my tongue as deep into her as I could and then licked up until I found her clit and flicked it rapid fire with just the tip of my tongue.
"Oh god." She groaned as she lifted her legs high in the air, spreading them as far as she could. I spent the next several minutes making the trip from penetration to clit, bringing her closer to climax. I knew she was getting close and concentrated on her clit, alternately sucking the hard nub into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue. "Oh god! I'm going to cum!" she cried just before she clamped her legs around my head, shudders running through her whole body. I continued to assault her clit as her body shook, little squeaks escaping her lips each time a huge spasm overtook her body. Finally her body started to relax, so I eased my attention and moved back to licking up her slit, tasting the copious amount of juice she had produced. "Ok... Put it in me. Please." She pleaded as she looked down at me over her sweaty body.
"You're sure?" I asked pulling my head from her pussy.
"Yes, just don't cum inside me, ok?" she asked meekly.
"Ok." I said, pretty much thinking with my raging hormones instead of my brain. I moved between her legs and pressed the head of my once again hard dick to her tunnel. I used my arms around her thighs to hold her from rolling away on the huge ball, allowing me to slide easily into her, the slick lubrication of her pussy allowing her tightness to stretch easily around me."Ohhhhh man are you tight." I said as I pushed slowly into her.



"Oh god. I was just thinking how big you are!" Lisa panted while Candy clicked away with the camera.
After a long slow push I was fully inside her and began to slowly extract myself from her, leaving just my head inside before quickly pushing deep into her again. "Oh yes!" she cried loudly as my dick slid to the hilt, her clit banging into the base of my dick. There was a little coordination involved, our bodies banging together, causing her to try to roll away while I pulled my dick out of her and then rolled her back toward me while I pushed into her again. The feeling was exquisite, the sensations heightened by her almost continuous crying out as another orgasm built within her. "OH I'm CUMMING!" she screamed one more time before her whole body was wracked with tremors and jerks, a low moan coming from deep within her as her pussy contracted around me with each spasm of her body. It was enough to push me to the very brink. On the next stroke I allowed myself to slide fully out of her and then used one hand, still wrapped around her thigh, to not only pull her back, but to push my dick down against her pussy so her clit was sliding down the length of my shaft, including the sensitive spot under my head. I continued to stroke several more times, driving her own orgasm even higher, before my body gave its first spasm, my dick pulsing and shooting a huge stream of cum into the air, landing in a long string across Lisa's body, much of it landing on her face and tits. I stopped stroking and allowed my body to pulse shot after shot of white cum into the air, landing on her body. My dick finally eased to several soft squirts and then a gentle drool as Lisa's own orgasm eased, leaving us both panting for breath.
"God that was hot!" Candy said as she moved in and licked my cum from Lisa's face. She worked her way down to her tits and cleaned every bit of my cum from Lisa's chest, stopping to suck on both her nipples before continuing down her body, leaving none of my cum behind. She soon reached my slick dick and sucked and licked it until it was clean of both our juices.
"God I'm horny now." Candy said.
"I'm afraid I'm a bit used up at the moment." I said as I reached for Lisa's hand to pull her back to a sitting position before I slumped against the wall to catch my breath.
"Well, how about you just take some pictures for me." She said holding the camera out.
I took the camera from her and she knelt down in front of me, turning around to face away and lowered her chest until her tits touched the ground. She spread her legs wide and began to rub tiny circles around her clit. I shook myself from my momentary stupor and began to focus on her pussy and take shots of her working her pussy, her tits frequently framed in the shot, hanging down until they nearly touched the floor. I continued to shoot frame after frame as she cried that she was going to cum, quickly followed by tiny squirts of fluid from her pussy as her body convulsed. If I had any hope of reviving my dick again I would have shoved it into her right there, but my body was still some time away from being able to get it up again. With Candy finally satisfied, I helped them both up, suggesting we needed a shower. They agreed and the three of us crowded into my tub/shower.
The hot water felt wonderful as the girls pressed their bodies against mine, squirting liquid soap all over their tits, and rubbing them all around my body. I wouldn't have thought it was possible, but feeling their soapy tits sliding around my body soon had my dick once again growing. Lisa knelt in front of me and wrapped her large soapy tits around my dick and began sliding up and down, tit fucking me, while Candy rubbed her tits around my back and stroked my balls from between my legs. I couldn't think they were getting much from their actions, but I was sure enjoying the hell out of it. I felt my climax start to build as I watched my dick appear and disappear between Lisa's tits, Candy's fingers stroking the bottom of my balls and sliding their slippery path across the sensitive spot between them and my anus. My body jumped and my impending climax jumped suddenly to high gear, as Candy pressed her soapy finger against my puckered ass hole, slipping the tip inside me. My whole body convulsed, shooing a stream of cum into the air, which landed on Lisa's head. Several more shots flew from my dick as she moved her finger slightly inside me before pulling it out. Lisa's face, hair and tits were covered in my cum as I helped her stand back up.
"God you came like a fountain!" she giggled as Candy and I rotated around so that Lisa was under the spray.
"I guess so." I said as Candy reached around and played with my nipples with one hand and Lisa's with the other. I used both hands to wash Lisa's hair and face while she stroked my softening dick gently.
"I hope you liked our thank you." Candy whispered from behind me.
"Oh, I did." I said with a chuckle. I wouldn't have though I was up to another one like that.
"Good." Lisa said, turning off the water and pulling the shower curtain aside. There was little talk, but still a lot of looking and touching as we used the two towels I had in the bathroom to dry the three of us. Almost disappointedly we declared ourselves dry and headed back to the exercise room where the girls dressed. The forbid me from putting my PJ's back on, preferring me to stay naked. I walked them to the family room, receiving and giving each a tender sensual kiss.
"Thank's Mr C." Lisa said.
"No problem. I'm sorry you missed Cari. She should be home in a week or so."
"Oh I know." Candy said with a grin.
"Wait! You knew she was gone already?" I asked practically in shock.
"Uh huh!" Candy answered simply.
"Ok... what don't I know here?"
"Oh, well, I guess we better fess up. We didn't just happen by. I'd seen you after a workout a couple weeks ago and I could tell you had a hardon in your shorts. I knew you were going to be alone so I was going to sneek in and take a picture of you in the shower."
"How did you know I would be in the shower?"
"Oh, I didn't. I just figured I'd drive by every night and try to catch you with the bathroom light on. I can't see in the window, but I can see the light from the road."
I stood there shaking my head. "Why?"
"Simple." She said pushing her chest against mine and squeezing my dick. "I wanted a picture."
"I hope these aren't going to end up on the internet!" I said with concern.
"Trust me Mr C., nothing that could identify you will... but I really want to keep them all. This was some of the best sex I've had in a really long time."
"I suppose I have to trust you."
"You don't really have a choice, but I promise. No one will ever know it was you."
"good." I said as she kissed me on the nose and then turned to bounce out of the house and down the driveway through the deepening snow. I stood in the doorway completely naked, watching them drive away. How in the hell I got into these messes was beyond me.
I got to work the next morning and opened my e-mail I saw a message from an yahoo account I didn't recognize and opened it. It simply said "let me know if you want to see them all." and contained two pictures. The first was a picture of a perfect breast, leaning down at a slight angle. You could see streaks of sweat had run down around the sides and a single drop of sweat was just releasing from the rigid nipple. I recognized candy's tit in an instant, but I was pretty sure no one else would. The second shot was a picture of the head and about two inches of a dick, sticking up at an angle. The purple head had just jetted a stream of cum into the air, and the photo caught it in still motion as it curved through the air in a graceful arc. Actually both pictures were very well done and even though involved sex, were quite artsy. I replied to the mail "yes." And then deleted the message.
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I stood in the kitchen doorway, looking at the disaster in front of me. My flashlight lanced through the darkness finding my favorite chair, now little more than a lump of broken wood and fabric in the corner, at least the parts of it that you could still see sticking out from under splintered truss, shingles, sheet rock, and oh yes, really big tree parts. Pieces of debris that were hardly recognizable littered the destroyed family room as well as a good part of the kitchen and living room. Insulation, splinters of wood and chunks of sheetrock covered the kitchen floors and counters, with the living room in similarly disastrous condition, where the wind had spread debris from the addition into the main portion of the house. My huge plasma TV that I had enjoyed watching so much was a huge pile of shattered glass, a long section of two by four sticking through the wall where it had once been hanging. The slashing rain poured in through the mostly missing roof and outer wall as the wind whipped the branches of the huge tree that had turned my cozy home into a war zone. The darkness thankfully hid most of the damage from my eyes, allowing the devastation to sink in one circle at a time, as the rain quickly soaked into my pajama bottoms and slippers. I knew from years as a firefighter that daylight would give me the complete shock.
I spent the next several hours working by lantern light, nailing tarps over the openings from the destroyed addition to the rest of the house, covering my equipment in the exercise room and trying to reclaim what I could from the wind and rain. Daylight broke shortly after the summer storm, allowing me to see the full scope of the devastation. I had spent months building the addition, laying hardwood and putting up sheetrock and fussing over each piece hardwood trim. Each piece of destroyed trim wood represented at least a half hours worth of labor, sanding, fitting, staining, polyurethaning and finally putting into place. I spent much longer on the task than most people would have, but I enjoyed every minute of it, and I knew every flaw in the project, from the one oak floor plank near the wall that accidently didn't get nailed down and had a tendency to shift a few fractions of an inch, to the slight gap in the pine wood work behind what used to be a handmade oak entertainment center. Now that too was a total disaster. Thank god for good insurance!
I walked around the outside of the house, surveying the devastation. The hundred plus year old tree along the tree line next to my house had been snapped off like a toothpick. The base section clearly looked twisted and shredded, along with several other smaller trees. Smaller was a relative term here, the large tree being more than three feet in diameter with foot diameter branches larger than most of the trees growing near it. The only thing that I knew that could cause this kind of carnage to this size tree was a tornado, which meant I was actually pretty lucky. I hadn't even heard a storm warning and was still sound asleep when I felt my whole world rock. The whole end of the house where I had added on looked pulverized above the foundation. The walls that weren't flattened were shoved out or down by the collapsed roof, the trunk of the huge tree stuck out the side of the house like some kind of grotesque appendage. I almost laughed thinking that the tree looked like it was trying to fuck my house... Better to laugh than cry.
The insurance adjuster made pretty good time, getting there shortly after the power company arrived to set a new pole to replace what was left of the splintered one. We walked around the structure and through it as he took notes and pictures. He offered me hotel stay, which I decided to refuse, most of the house being livable yet. Before he left he gave me a sheet of known reputable contractors, and had transferred $40,000 into my checking account to get started with, telling me to keep my receipts it would all be covered, including $20 per hour for any labor I did. Thank god for replacement cost coverage. He told me it was up to me how much I wished to contract and how much I wished to do myself, understanding that I had done all this work myself the first time. The tree service he arranged arrived shortly after he left, and I stood and watched while it took them nearly five hours to remove a tree that the storm tossed in a few seconds.
That night I sat alone on my bed watching the small 20" TV and eating a McDonalds burger, most of my food being spoiled by the nearly ninety degree heat and the twelve hour loss of power, not that I had anyplace to cook it at the moment. I finally fell asleep from exhaustion well before the evening news came on.
The next morning broke sunny and pleasant, with temps in the high seventies at sunup. The birds chirping finally woke me and I got started on my day. First order of business was to contact a maid service to help me clean the mess up. That took all of five minutes. The contractor was a bit more of a problem. I looked at the long list and did a few quick web searches. One in particular looked pretty good, specializing in renovations and reconstruction for thirty years. Sounded good to me so I called and made an appointment with the receptionist for them to come see the damage that afternoon. They were from the city, over a hundred miles away, but didn't seem to be bothered by that.
The maid service arrived about an hour later. I was already hard at work sorting through things and deciding what in the living room could be salvaged and what was going to have to go. I was initially startled when I heard the knock on the door, but quickly recovered and showed two good looking ladies of Latin origin, into the living room. One of them spoke English well, but the other required a bit of translation, and I am not a foreign language speaker at all. I showed them what needed to be done and the two quickly got their equipment and went at it, picking up pieces of wood and sheet rock to expose the insulation covered floor. That damn paper insulation turned out to be a real bitch once it dried. The ladies resorted to using plastic scrapers to get most of it up and then scrub brushes to work the remaining mess from the hardwood and tile.
I didn't pay all that much attention to them at first. They were both in their thirties, a few years younger than I was, well, maybe more than a few, and both were pretty well endowed in the breast department. I was working on sorting out wet books from the living room bookcases as one of them, Lania I think her name was, scrubbed insulation on her hands and knees. I had the air going, but it really didn't do much good in this part of the house, most of the cool air dumping out of the broken duct work inside the smashed attic. The eighty plus degree humid atmosphere was making all of us sweat and I was beginning to sweat even harder as I watched her large tits, apparently braless, swinging around inside her t-shirt, wet with sweat and wash water. She saw me staring at her and smiled politely as she rocked back on her knees to stretch her back. I don't think she realized how visible her tits were to me through the wet material as it pulled tight across her chest as she rolled her arms and shoulders back to stretch the muscles that had to be getting stiff.
"Too bad you don't understand me. You are one fine looking woman." I said quietly, smiling at her. "Your tits look really nice poking through your shirt."
She smiled back at me as she finished her stretch. For my part I was only wearing a pair of workout shorts and work boots because of the heat, and there was an immediate stiffening in certain of my parts as well. I tried not to be obvious as I briefly fantasized about how she would look working naked. Amazing what your mind will do when you haven't had any sex for months.
I tore my eyes from her and went back to inventorying the damaged books while she once again went to work on the floor. The next time I looked over she had her back to me and was scrubbing away, her butt making small circular motions as she worked, a continuous stream of words I didn't understand flowing between the two rooms.
"God I'd love to fuck you that way. Just slide those shorts down and fill you with my big dick!" I said quietly as my hormone induced fantasy kicked back in and I briefly pictured myself kneeling behind her and pulling her shorts down to stuff my dick into her pussy. I hadn't had any real sex in quite some time, and for some reason this lady was really turning me on. That fantasy ratcheted up significantly as her partner walked into the room from the kitchen, where she had been working, wiping sweat from her face and neck with a rag, her shirt having been discarded in favor of a tube top. They conversed in a language that sounded to me like Spanish, but then I don't speak Spanish so how the hell would I know. What I did know was that it was getting close to lunch time and I was hungry and horny.
"Would you ladies like some lunch?" I asked Rose, the one that spoke English.
"Thank you, no. We brought some lunch." She answered with a smile. "You can do whatever you need to, we'll just keep working."
"Ok." I said with a shrug as I got up, tying to make my hardon not as obvious. I thought I saw Rose's eyebrow go up as I walked past her, heading down the hall to my bedroom. If I was going to go get some food I wanted to take a shower first. I was dirty and sweaty. I closed the door to my bedroom and stripped off my boots, socks and shorts and turned the water for the shower on. I let it run cool, to cool me off in more ways than one, but the second wasn't having much effect. I felt like jacking off just to relieve the pressure, but passed on it, deciding I was being silly. I turned the water off and stepped out. The towel that I usually kept on the rack next to the shower wasn't there. It was then that I remembered I had tossed it into the laundry room last night after using it to dry the rain off of my soaked body. I looked around and decided I could get dressed wet or I could try to get a towel and dry off. I opened the bedroom door and looked down the hall. The ladies were obviously working, so I made a quick dash for the linen closet in the hall and was just pulling a towel from the shelf when Lania came around the corner with a bucket, heading for the guest bathroom to fill it in the tub. She stopped dead in her tracks while I froze. I wasn't sure who was more embarrassed, her or me. I finally recovered and covered my hard dick and bare ass with the towel and walked quickly back to my bedroom. I thought I saw her smile at me as I closed the door.
Now I was really horny. I don't know why, but I was. I dried off and then using a squirt of hand cream, quickly stroked myself off to a quick climax, just to relieve the pressure, squirting my cum in long strings across the towel. I wrapped the towel up and tossed it into the hamper and then pulled on clean clothes before heading out to get some lunch. Both ladies were hard at work when I left.
I had a leisurely lunch at McDonalds, enjoying the air conditioning, before returning to the sweat box to work. Both ladies smiled and Rose said hello with a huge smile while Lania said something that I presumed was hello. I headed back to the bedroom to change and stripped off my clean stuff and picked my shorts up off the side of the hamper to put back on. I was momentarily at a loss. I was pretty sure I had tossed my towel into the hamper, but it was laying on the floor next to it. Living alone usually means things are where I leave them, so when they aren't, I notice. I picked up the towel to drop it back onto the hamper and then pulled my short on. I stepped over and sat down on the bed to pull my boot on, reaching up to scratch my nose as I did. I recognized the scent. It was definitely female! I finished pulling my boots on and then stepped over to the hamper and pulled the towel out. Holding it to my nose I gave it a good sniff, and sure enough it smelled like pussy. There was a spot near the corner that was much wetter than the rest and sure enough, it smelled strongly of pussy juice. One of the ladies had borrowed my towel for the same purpose I had last used it. I briefly wondered if they were sniffing my cum while they got off. The thought made my dick grow even harder. It was going to be pretty obvious now. I briefly thought about putting some underwear on to hide it and decided, hell no! Let them see it.
I walked out past the ladies, my hormone levels allowing me to show off more than I normally would. Lania defiantly saw the outline of my cock through my shorts as I stepped past her. She continued to scrub the tile and wood as I headed back to the book case. I looked over after a little while and saw her working, her head pointed in my direction again. Her large tits were swinging around inside her shirt, which appeared to be a bit wetter than it had before.
"God your tits look good enough to fuck." I said, confident she had no idea what I was saying.
She looked up and smiled, sitting up on her knees again and stretching her arms high in the air to stretch her muscles. Her rock hard nipples were fairly visible as she pulled the material tightly across them. She put her arms down and stood up, stepping around the bucket so her butt was facing me and bent over to pick it up. I could have sworn that there was a dark spot between her legs.
"god what a nice looking ass." I said as she picked up the bucket and headed out the back door to dump the water as I went back to my work. I had the book case I was working on about empty when she returned with a fresh bucket of water, her shirt looking much wetter than when she had left. I looked over at her and got a smile as she began washing the floor again, her tits moving against her wet shirt. This was the kind of thing that fantasies were made of, which of course made my dick even harder.
I finished emptying the book case and Lania got up and came over with her bucket and rag and stood next to me, as she washed the shelves off for me. As she worked up the shelves to the higher ones her wiggling tits worked against tighter and tighter material. I knew I was staring, but I really couldn't help myself. I wanted to just reach out between her legs and stroke her pussy as the wetness of her shirt gave me a clearer view of her large tits.
"You are one hot looking woman. And what a pair of tits. I wonder if your pussy looks as good as your tits. Too bad I can't see you naked." I said to her, the perpetual smile still on her face.
I knew that touching her could really cause me a lot of trouble so I stood there with my hands on my hips, watching her tits wiggle. She finished the first set of shelves and then moved to the second, moving herself closer to me. She squatted down to get to the bottom shelves, hiking the legs of her shorts up as she did. The loose shorts hung around her legs and as I stood there, her movements of washing the shelves off worked the material closer to her crotch until I could see whisps of dark brown hair. She reached higher, doing the next two shelves. Part way through she reached between her legs to scratch her thigh, and in the process her arm pushed her shorts slightly to the side exposing her pussy lips to me. I thought maybe she was doing it on purpose but I had no real reason to think that she should be, it was purely my imagination, but then my dick didn't care and the bulge in my shorts increased while she worked. THAT she couldn't possibly miss, although she seemed to be ignoring it.
I lost the view of her pussy as she stood up to do the higher shelves, but stayed where I was and allowed her to press her body against mine, trapping me between her and the living room wall. There was simply no way that I could hold back after that display and I let my right hand slide between her legs and gently stroke her pussy through the shorts. Instead of getting slapped, which was my first worry, she let out a small moan, encouraging me to slide my hand inside the leg of her shorts and feel her bare lips. I stroked her wet lips, bringing yet another moan from her as her washing stopped and she just stood there holding onto the shelves as I worked my fingers deeper between her lips. I stroked her pussy for some time, sliding my finger alternately deep into her and then up her slit and across her clit. I knew she was getting close to bursting, but I wanted more than to just watch her. I took my hand from her pants, drawing a glare from her. I held my finger to my lips in a shushing motion and then backed away, motioning for her to come with me. Her glare turned to a smile as we snuck down the hall to my bedroom, closing the door behind us. She wasted no time pulling her shirt off and then pushing her shorts down, stepping out of them to leave herself naked except for her small canvas tennis shoes. She knelt in front of me and pulled the front of my shorts down and quickly wrapped her hand and lips around my raging hardon. I reached down to her swaying tits as she worked my dick, gently lifting and squeezing them, her hard nipples pressing against my palms. I was way past caring if we got caught now, and lifted her by the arms. She looked at me quizzically for a moment before understanding that I didn't want her to stop because she was doing something wrong, I wanted her to stop so I could fuck her. She stepped to the bed and bent over, leaning on the mattress with her elbows, sticking her butt out at me. She moved her feet apart to spread her legs and looked back at me expectantly. I shuffled over to her and pressed the purple head of my dick to her wet pussy and slid easily deep into her. She moaned loudly as I started stroking into her hot pussy, our bodies slapping together with each stroke. This kind of thing only happened in fantasy stories, which made the encounter all the more hot. She started to cry out things I didn't understand as she neared her climax. I'm not sure who started first, what I do remember is that my dick erupted about the same time she cried out and her body convulsed. Shot after shot of pent up cum emptied into her while her body shook and spasmed around me.
"What the hell?" I heard from behind me, startling me so bad that I pulled from the pussy I was buried in, spouting the last few shots of my cum across her ass and on the floor instead of in her waiting pussy.
Rose stood in the door, staring at the two of us, Lania still bent over panting and talking to no one in particular in her foreign tongue. Finally Lania straightened up and turned to face her work partner and the two exchanged rapid fire words before Rose stomped off down the hall. I had no idea what was said, but I did get the general gist from their body language. Lania stepped back over and hugged me tightly, squeezing her tits to my chest. She whispered something I didn't understand and then kissed me gently before releasing me. She stepped over to the hamper and reached in and pulled out the towel and a pair of ladies underwear that I hadn't noticed. She spread her legs and wiped the cum from her pussy and ass and then tossed the towel into the hampar. She stepped into the panties and pulled them up her legs, followed by her shorts. She turned to face me and winked at me before pulling her t-shirt on over her head, covering her beautiful full breasts. With a final smile, she walked out the door leaving me standing there with my shorts around my ankles. I shook my head and pulled my shorts up and headed down the hall after her. By the time I got back to the living room Lania was back at work scrubbing the insulation from the floor on her hands and knees. I walked outside into the hot sun, wondering what repercussions this would have.
I was about to head back in when a pickup pulled into the drive. The sign on the side said "Romburg Construction". My contractor was here. An older gentleman got out of the truck, a few years older than me, and moved toward me to shake hands.



"Mister Carlson?" he asked.
"That's me." I said as I stepped forward to shake his hand.
"Hi. John Romburg. How about we start by taking a look around?"
"Fine by me." I said holding my arm out to show him the direction, which of course was not needed. I followed him around the outside of the house while he made notes on his clip board before he headed into the ruined structure through the gaping hole left by the tree.
"Pretty bad in here, isn't it?"
"Yep." I said with a discouraged tone.
"This is some pretty nice work, who was the contractor?"
"Me." I said simply. "This was my project for my wife."
"You did a real nice job. I think we have some contractors that can handle this kind of thing, but they're expensive."
"Not an issue. The insurance said whatever it costs."
"Well, the thing to do is start with a cleanup crew. They can salvage as much as possible. I see you have a cleaning crew, if you can use them to help you get any personal stuff moved out, then we can clean up the rest of the debris in here. "
"How are you going to proceed?'
"Well, this part of the structure was obviously added. It's pulled apart from the main structure and shifted off the foundation. You're kind of lucky that it wasn't worse, but the reality is we are going to have to doze this part and start over."
I sat down hard on the floor devastated. I had hundreds of hours, evening, weekends, any free time I could find to build this from the ground up. Hearing it was going to be demolished was a blow. I hoped they could save at least part of it. "How long to put back?" I asked quietly.
"I could slap it together in a few weeks, but you're not going to be happy with it. I have a special contractor that I can use... really good with the detail work and will act as a general for the bulk of the reconstruction. We have some really good subs we can use for most of it too."
"I guess that sounds good, how much?"
"Oh, with the fine detail work on the wood and such, probably around seventy or so and about eight weeks, maybe a bit more."
"Ok. When can you start?" I said depressed.
"If you don't mind having a construction trailer in front of the house? Probably in a few days."
"Ok... Let's do it." I said, standing up.
"Good!" He said shaking my hand. "We'll have crews down in a few days!"
"Thanks." I said as I followed him out of the mess to his truck.
"I'm sorry about this, I know how hard it can be." He said before getting into his truck. "I'm sending you my best supervisor. I can guarantee that you'll be satisfied before we leave!"
"Ok. Thanks." I said as he started the truck up and headed out of the drive.
I headed back into the house and plopped down on the sofa in the living room. Lania looked over at me and got up from the where she was working and came over to sit next to me. She gently stroked my neck, knowing that I was upset, but not having the language skills to say anything. Rose walked in and Lania said something to her, after which she sat on the sofa on the other side of me.
"Lania wants to know what you're upset about." Rose said
"They're going to bulldoze the addition." I said dejectedly.
Rose said something to Lania who responded again. "She wants to know why you're so upset. They will build it back, won't they?"
"Yes they will, but I built that all myself. I have hundreds of hours in it."
"Oh I see." Rose said before interpreting my comments to Lania. There was a long silence before Lania said "I'm sorry." In english as she stroked the back of my neck. Probably one of the few words she knows.
"Thank you." I said quietly to both of them.
"I think we're about done here today. We have some more to do tomorrow." Rose said.
"Ok. I'm going to need some help tomorrow sorting through the debris and getting any last personal stuff out of the addition. Can you help with that or do I need someone else?"
Rose and Lania exchanged a few words before Rose replied they would be glad to help, her hand moving from her lap to my thigh. "I found this." She said as she held out a small gold and diamond ring. "I didn't want it to be lost, it looked valuable."
"It belonged to my wife before she died." I said as I took the ring from her. "Thank you. It used to be in a frame on the wall with a few other things."
"I'm sorry." She said stroking my leg. We sat that way for a short time before she stood up. "We'll be back tomorrow." She said as she motioned for Lania to get up as well. Lania leaned against me and kissed my cheek before getting up and heading to the door. Rose turned as they headed out the front door and said. "You know, Lania really likes you. She thinks you're handsome too. She said to tell you that she's really not that easy."
"Tell her that I think she's beautiful, actually both of you are, and that I didn't think she was easy."
"I will." She said with a smile as she closed the door and walked down the driveway toward the van.
I went out for some dinner, after which I got some fresh food for the fridge. With nothing better to do I retreated to my bedroom and watched some TV. After watching some mindless shows for a while I went and found my box of porn videos, digging through until I found what I was looking for. 'latin hotties.' I flipped through the scenes before I came to what I wanted, a clip of a young latin cleaning lady in a tight shirt and short skirt getting banged by the owner of the house. I squirted cum high into the air as I watched the owner squirt his cum all over her big firm boobs. Somewhat more relaxed, I turned the tv off and lay down to try to sleep. It was a very long time coming, but eventually did.
I woke up to the feel of a set of lips on my cheek and a hand gently stroking my hard cock. I opened my eyes and saw Lania sitting on the edge of the bed completely naked, her darker skin a contrast to my own. I had kicked off the covers and was laying naked on the bed, apparently oversleeping. When she saw I was awake she leaned her chest to my face, lifting one of her beautiful tits to my mouth. I eagerly sucked the offered nipple into my mouth and sucked hungrily as my hand found her furry mound. Her lips were quite wet as my finger slid between them, sliding deep into her tunnel. We sat that way for only a few minutes before she crawled onto the bed, her slim hips hovering above mind while she guided my dick to her pussy. She rubbed the head around her lips, getting it wet with her juices and then slowly slid down onto me, allowing her pussy to spread and take me in inch by inch. We had no words for each other, and none were needed as she leaned her chest down to my face while she began to ride up and down my dick. I played with both of her tits, sucking her nipples alternately while she worked us both toward a climax. She cried out loudly, the single work FUCK!" as her body tensed and started to shudder, giving little shakes and twitches, her pussy squeezing and contracting around my dick. I moved my hands from her tits to her firm ass and lifted her slightly so I could stroke up into her. My hips slapped loudly against her firm ass as I stroked my dick into her still pulsating pussy. She squeaked and moaned as her orgasm was extended by my strokes pounding into her. I felt my balls draw up moments before I pushed deep into her and unloaded shot after shot of cum deep into her hot pussy. She cried out again as she felt the first pulse of cum flow up into her. Finally she lowered herself down onto me, allowing my dick to continue its pulses and twitches inside her while we both panted for breath.
"Damn that was good." I said quietly, knowing she wouldn't understand. She leaned her mouth to mine and gave me a hot sensuous kiss. Maybe she understood more than I thought.
We lay there for several minutes before I softened and slipped from her pussy, unleashing a small flood of our juices onto me. She climbed off and walked to the bathroom and came back in a few moments, her tits swinging as she walked. She leaned over and gently washed me off with a warm wash cloth while I played with her hanging tits, getting a small smile from her while she worked. Finally she was done cleaning me and leaned down to kiss my softened dick before standing next to the bed and dressing, clearly wanting me to watch her as she turned and made sure I had seen her from every angle. She leaned down and kissed me one more time before she walked out of the room.
I lay there for some time before I got up and walked to the shower. I was enjoying the warm water beating on my back, my eyes closed, when I felt a slight breeze on my body. I hadn't felt that breeze for a long time, but I knew what it was. I kept my eyes closed while a body moved in and pressed against me, firm but defiantly female arms circling my body and soft breasts pressing against my chest. I slowly opened my eyes, expecting to see Lania, but was greeted by Rose's face inches from mine.
"Lania said it was my turn." She said quietly. "She's a good sister."
"She's your sister?" I asked not sure what to make of this situation.
"Uh huh. And if I didn't come with you she would be mad at me. She said you're a very good lover and that she knows that she can't have you but that maybe I can."
"I don't know what you mean." I said confused as she picked up the liquid soap and squired some on her tits.
She pressed her tits to my chest again and began rubbing them around my body. "She's married to a real prick of a man. I don't think he has touched her in years, preferring to find younger, hotter women. But she figures since I'm single and you're single, that maybe we can have something." She said as she spread the soap around the front side of my body with her tits and my back and ass with her hands. "I don't know that would happen, but I said I'd try you out. Do you want to try me out?"
"Having just filled your sister with my morning load, I don't know what's left, but sure, I'm willing to have a little fun."
"Good," she said as she knelt down so she could rub her soapy tits around my dick. It didn't take too long before she had my dick responding and growing, squeezing her tits together and fucking up and down my rod.
"Let's move this to the bed." I said quietly as I lifted her to a standing position and turned us under the water to rinse off the soap. We didn't even bother to dry off as I led her to the bed. I sat on the side of the bed holding her hands and pulling her close so I could suck her hard nipples.
"Do you like to suck dick?" I asked after several minutes.
"Haven't done much of it." She said in a half moan.
"Do you like to get your pussy eaten?"
"Yes." She moaned as I stroked her pussy with my fingers.
"Good. Come here then." I said as I let go of her tits and pulled her onto the bed with me. We moved so I was under her with her thighs straddling my head and her face inches from my hard dick. I pulled her hips down until I could lick her pussy, sliding my tongue up her slit and across her hard clit. "OH god" she moaned as she wrapped her hand around my dick. "that feels so good."
"You taste good too." I mumbled into her pussy. I moaned in appreciation into her pussy as she wrapped her lips around the head of my dick. She began sliding her head up and down my dick, licking and slurping it as I pushed my tongue deep into her tunnel. We continued this for some time, my tongue working across her clit and flicking it quickly while she vibrated my dick with her moans. Her body shook and trembled as her orgasm washed over her. I held her tightly until she could move again and then rolled her off of me. I moved between her legs while she spread her knees wide for me and pressed my saliva slickened dick into her wet pussy, groaning while she moaned in equal pleasure. Her cries soon echoed through the house as I began plunging my dick into her tight tunnel, driving her orgasm back to a new peak. I could feel her tunnel clenching around me as I stroked my fat rod in and out, bumping her clit with my body on each stroke. Her hands moved from her legs to her tits and she began pulling and twisting her nipples. It was only the fact that I had recently cum inside Lania that kept me from already blowing my load into her practically vibrating tunnel. Strength of will can only get you so far... My dick found its sweet spot and I felt my body lose its coordination as my muscles bucked my dick hard into Rose, a huge gush of cum spurting deep into her pussy. Her scream of pleasure was so loud that I thought even my somewhat distant neighbors could hear it. My body bucked and spasmed as I drained shot after shot into her before collapsing on top of her, my chest heaving to get air.
"God that was good." I panted after some minutes, feeling Rose move her legs and arms around to stroke me with both her hands and heels. I wasn't even sure when she had wrapped them around me.
"Yes... it was!" she whispered. "My sister was right. You are a good lover."
"I'm glad you approve, but it's more from lack of getting any than anything I actually do."
"Seems like you get quite a bit." She giggled. "and that's without looking at your movie library."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
She leaned over and flicked on the TV with the remote that was still laying on the bed. The porn movie I had watched the previous night was still playing, apparently looping from the beginning when it hit the end. There on the screen was a huge titted Latin woman getting banged on a chase lounge outside. "You want to do this to me?" she asked with a giggle.
"Maybe." I answered sheepishly
"Or maybe my sister?" she said looking at my face. "Ohhhh No no no.... You want to do us both!" she said almost triumphantly. "What a naughty sexy man!" she said with a giggle.
"I really hadn't thought about it at all." I said slightly embarrassed that she may have actually hit the nail on the head without me knowing it.
"Well, Maybe you can talk us into trying your hot tub at lunch time?" she whispered.
"Why wait?"
"Ah.... You are a naughty man. We do still have work to do you know."
"True." I said lifting myself off of her and pulling my dick from her pussy.
"That doesn't mean we can't tease you until then though." She said as she crawled off the bed behind me. She pulled on shoes and walked down the hall, leaving all her clothes in my room. I pulled on my shorts and followed her out to the living room where Lania was scrubbing the floor, her bare tits swinging around while she worked, her lower half covered by a knee length skirt. She smiled when I came in and put down her scrub brush and lifted the skirt so I could see that she was naked beneath it as well.
Fortunately I had to work at moving my exercise equipment, and to do that I had to collapse it all. I moved all the pieces I could alone to the living room where Lania had already scrubbed the dried insulation from the floor. I always cursed that blown paper insulation, it was nothing but a mess when it got wet, but at the moment I was very thankful for it as I watched Lanai's tits swinging around, making my dick hard once again. I couldn't resist the temptation and walked over to her and lifted her skirt while she was bent over. She stayed bent and looked over her shoulder sexily at me. I pushed my shorts down and knelt behind her, sliding my dick into her still wet pussy.
"Si!" she hissed as I slid deep into her. Even I knew what that meant. I gave her several strokes and then pulled out, wanting to tease her as much as she was teasing me with her bare tits. Her comment when I pulled out was lost on me, but I smiled and then kissed her on the cheek, hoping she would understand.
"She said.." Rose said from where she was leaning in the doorway, still naked, with her arms crossed in front of her, lifting her tits slightly. "that you are a pussy teasing bastard that should spend more time trying to fuck a hot single woman instead of an ugly old married one."
"She did huh?" I said as I pulled my shorts up. "Tell her... Hell. I'll tell her myself." I turned to Lania, who was had just put her skirt back down. I reached down and slid the elastic waistband of her skirt over her round butt and down her legs to her knees, leaving her naked from the knees up. "I only fuck hot sexy women, married or not!" I said to her loudly before giving her a resounding slap on her bare ass. It was much harder than I intended, but it seemed to shock her into action. She practically jumped to her feet, fire clear in her eyes, a stream of Spanish flying as she kicked off her skirt. I decided to vacate the area and took off down the hall toward my room with Lania in hot pursuit and Rose standing in the doorway laughing.
I ran out of running room when I got to the end of the hall and she never even slowed down as she wrapped her body around mine, throwing us both onto my bed. She quickly straddled me, pinning my hips with hers, my dick trapped between us, her hands holding my wrists to the bed over my head. If I really wanted to I could have rolled her off and had the upper hand, but I was the one who slapped her ass, so she had a right to be angry. I just wished I could understand what she was saying to me.
Rose lay down on the bed next to us. "She says that if you slap a woman's bare ass, you better be prepared to fuck her. She wants to know if you want to fuck her right here or if you are too cowardly to fuck her with her sister watching."
I looked up at her, the heat of lust obviously having replaced the heat of anger that had been in her eyes. It took me less than two seconds to roll her off of me and have my own hands pinning her arms to the bed as she had done with me. Since she had been straddling my hips with hers, I was already between her legs. I rubbed my dick against her wet pussy and exposed clit as I leaned my face down to hers. "Tell her that I would very much enjoy making her hot sexy pussy vibrate with orgasm, and when I am done with her I will fuck her smart assed sisters pussy with equal pleasure." I moved my hips back and felt my dick slowly slide down her wet slit and then pressed back forward, slowly pushing my dick into her hot tunnel.
"SI!" she hissed as my dick slid all the way in until the base of my dick was pressing on her already sensitive clit. I held her hands as I started stroking in and out of her, Rose laying there watching us, one hand holding up her head, her other hand gently stroking one of her big tits. Lania cried out several times in words I didn't understand as I drove her pussy closer to that peak of ecstasy.
Her whole body shook and spasmed as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel her pussy clench around my dick as I continued stroking into her gushing tunnel. Even with as little sex as I had had recently, the mornings workout had made it easier to hold back, and as soon as her orgasm had started to subside I pulled my rigid pole from inside her.
"Now for her smart mouthed sister." I said with a grin as I moved toward Rose.
"That's what you think!" Rose cried as she practically jumped from the bed and took off out of the room and down the hall, with me in hot pursuit. I almost caught up with her when she made it to the back door, but had to slow to open it. She burst through and off the deck into the back yard, turning to look and see if I was coming. I launched from the steps of the deck and caught up to her, grabbing hold of her arm and pulling her back to me. She was laughing and kicking as I scooped her slim body up and carried her to the padded top of the hot tub and tossed her onto it. She tried to crawl off, still laughing as I crawled on and grabbed her leg, dragging her back to me. She was on all fours trying to crawl away from me when I got my arm around her waist and pulled her back. It wasn't intended, but I liked the result just the same. As I pulled her back toward me my dick hit the sweet spot and I sank into her to the hilt. She stopped struggling and began to grind her ass into me, moving my dick around inside her.



"Oh fuck me! Fuck me hard!" she begged as she lay her head down on the padded deck. I moved my arm from around her waist and moved my knees to a better position and began doing just that. Our bodies slapped together loudly as I pumped my rod in and out of her pussy, both of us moaning and groaning with the sensations that were flooding us. Rose's orgasm hit with the power of a freight train, exploding inside her, causing her body to convulse with involuntary spasms that squeezed my dick with each jerk of her body. It was enough to send me over the top and my own body drilled my dick deep into her, erupting like a fountain as shot after shot was squeezed into her pulsating pussy. The two of us collapsed onto the padding with me on top of her from behind, my dick still stuffed deep into her pussy. I heard Lania say something from the house, but once again had no idea what she said.
"What did she say?" I panted.
"She says that you are still a pussy teasing bastard, but you are also a good fuck. She's glad that you gave both of us the kind of fucking we have been wanting for the last two days."
"I didn't know you wanted to be fucked yesterday!" I panted in her ear.
"Not at first, but your cock looked so good in your shorts. That's what we were talking about all those times you didn't understand what we were saying. The more we talked the more we wanted it."
"Well, you got it. And thank you."
"For what?"
"For one hell of a good fuck. Tell her she's very beautiful and that it's a shame her husband is too much of a shit to realize how good he has it in his own bed."
"You just did." Rose said with a giggle. "She doesn't speak English worth a shit, but she understands enough of it."
"So when I was running my mouth yesterday in the living room about wanting to fuck her, she understood me?"
"Uh huh. She said it was cute and that she wished you would just take her right there."
"Oh lord." I said to myself.
"Now, let's finish the work we have to do so we have some time in this nice hot tub." Rose said from under me.
"Ok. Let me get some clothes on." I said as I crawled off of her.
"What for? You wanted to see us naked, why shouldn't we get the same pleasure? Besides I'd kind of like to watch your big dick swing around for a while."
Lania said something that made Rose laugh.
"What did she say now?" I asked
"She says that if you're a good boy maybe she'll let you slide your big dick into her while we're working. She knows how much you wanted to stick it in her while she was scrubbing the floor."
"Well, tell her...O hell... If you're a good girl maybe I will stick my dick into you while you're working." I said to Lania, getting a huge smile, letting me know that she did in fact understand just fine what I said.
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The cleaning ladies had done a great job on the kitchen and living room, as well as helping me sort through the personal stuff in the disaster zone. The last good long fuck we all had in the hot tub wasn't too bad either, but that was days ago and now all I had was the memory as I drove home from work to the empty house. I was a bit surprised to see a one ton truck parked in front of the house with a large fifth wheel trailer attached. I pulled into the drive and got out to see who it was.
"Hi. Mister Carlson?" the young lady asked. She looked to be about thirty or so, wearing steel toed boots a grungy T-shirt and jeans. It was hard to tell what kind of body she had under the clothes, besides a thin waist.
"That's me." I said as I took the hand that she held out to me to shake.
"My name is Tina Romburg. Good to meet you. My dad told me I had a special job and pulled me from the one I was on. Said this was one I could really sink my teeth into."
"Well I don't know about that, but I have a real mess here." I said as we turned and walked toward the house. He said he was sending his best manager, I had no idea it would be his daughter. We walked into the house through the front door and then I led her to the disaster zone. We ducked under a hanging tarp, and into the area trashed by the storm. She pulled a small camera from her pocket and quickly started snapping pictures of whole room areas as well as close-ups of the wood work and trim.
"Man… who was the contractor that did this work? This is some really nice detail work."
"Actually I did." I said.
She looked over her shoulder at me. "Sorry, I didn't mean to imply you couldn't, it's just not every day that people take the time to really do it right."
"Well, I built it for my wife almost five years ago. It took me almost two years to do it, started with an old garage slab and build the rest from there."
"Nice job. She's a lucky woman!" She said as she took more pictures.
"She was. Passed away two years ago. Diagnosed with cancer one day and was gone within a month." I said quietly.
She stopped talking pictures and took a step back towards me. "I'm sorry, I didn't know. Don't worry, we'll put it back the way it was. If there are parts you want to do or help with I'd be happy to work with you on it. I'm pretty flexible that way."
"I appreciate that." I said as she walked away again. "So where do we start?"
"Well, I have some prep to do, and then we'll have to do some demo. I'll have a better idea tomorrow when I finish laying it all out." She said. "I'm going to need to park my trailer. Lots cheaper than driving back and forth every day. Is that a good place?"
"Sure that'll be fine. Do you need some power?"
"I have a generator, but if you don't mind I'll run a temporary service for it so I can run the air without you having to listen to the damn generator."
"well anything you need, just give a holler." I said as I turned to head back into the main house.
"One thing." She called, stopping me.
"What's that?" I asked.
"My name is Tina. What should I call you?"
"Mike will work fine." I answered to her smile.
"Thanks. Go ahead and relax. I'll work here a bit more if you don't mind."
"Any time you want. The front door is open so any time you need to get into here, help yourself."
"Great! Thanks!" She said with a big smile.
I headed back into the house and made some dinner while she measured and sketched and photographed on the other side of the big blue tarp. It was pretty warm in the house, even thought the air was running, so I stripped off my shirt while I cooked. It was a quiet meal, but tasty. I had decided that I had enough of the tiny tv in the back so after dinner I went out and got a new thirty inch LCD. The cable company had been nice enough to replace my HD cable box, so I hooked that up and sat back to try and watch a movie while I did some computer work. It was almost ten before I put my laptop aside, deciding for a quick soak in my hot tub. I stripped out of my clothes, thought briefly about digging out a swim suit, which I almost never wore in the tub, and then decided to just wrap a towel around myself and use the tub like I normally would.
I turned the underwater lights on and flipped the cover back before sinking into the hot water. After a hard day at work the hot foamy water is a real relaxer. I had been in for about fifteen minutes and decided it was time to hit the sack, climbing out and heading back inside, using the towel to dry off on the way. I was probably asleep before my head hit the pillow, sleeping naked in the warm room.
The next morning was typically bright and sunny. I was showered and backing out of the driveway the head to work before I saw Tina. She was standing next to her truck, the passenger door open, leaning in digging for something. She turned and waved to me, wearing a pair of red satin shorts and spaghetti strap midriff top that were apparently her pajamas and a pair of untied running shoes. She actually looked very stunning and in the shimmery material, slim waist and nicely rounded hips. She had a nice sized pair of tits making the shimmery material stand out prominently, including two pronounced bumps dead center on each breast. Her arms were muscular and her tank top tan lines made her look even cuter. The gap between her hip hugger shorts and her red top was creamy white with a small silver loop shining from her belly button. Her green eyes crinkled around the edges and she had two prominent dimples on her cute cheeks as she flashed her bright smile to me from only a few feet away. All in all an extremely attractive and surprisingly sensuous package, compared to what I had seen the day before.
I had told her she didn't have to worry about privacy, since I was the last house on a dead end road. Hell, you couldn't even see a neighbor's house from mine, which was just fine with me. I guess it was just coincidence that I backed out the same time she was at her truck dressed this way. Not a bad coincidence as far as I was concerned. I smiled and waved back as I drove off, leaving her to go back into the trailer.
I pulled into the driveway after work to a totally different scene than when I had left. I ended up parking in the yard to avoid the dump trucks that were lined up to be fed by the large piece of equipment that I could only describe as a steel dinosaur. The huge yellow machine was swinging back and forth, taking huge bites out of my house, and dumping the shattered contents into the dump truck. I stood and watched while it literally chewed on a section of wall, breaking the studs and sheet rock into smaller pieces before taking a bite of the debris pile and unceremoniously dumping it into a truck. The whole house seemed to shudder as it grabbed a piece of hanging roof and ripped it off, like a dog shaking some offending stuffed toy. I stood near my suburban and just stared, part of me wanting to cry, as I watched hundreds of hours of work devoured by the metal monster.
"Hell of a thing to have to watch, isn't it?" I heard Tina say. I looked over, not even having heard her walk up.
"Yeah. It's pretty rough." I said quietly. "That wall that it just tore down took me almost three days between framing, wiring and sheet rock. It turned it into splinters in seconds. Not to mention all that oak flooring that is getting trashed."
"I feel for you. I had to watch my whole bedroom get put in a truck when I was a kid. Lost all my stuff in the fire. I guess this is even worse."
"Yeah. I think so. I used to be a fireman, and I know how hard it was for people to watch their stuff burn, but this…"
"I understand." She said, placing her hand on my back. "If you want to come sit in the trailer so you don't have to watch, you can. They'll be at it for about another hour or so."
"Thanks, maybe in a while." I said as I leaned against the front of my truck and watched a section of wainscot woodwork get dropped into the truck. I felt her hand leave my back as she walked back toward the trailer to continue whatever work she was at. I must have stood there almost half an hour before I finally walked over to the trailer and knocked on the door.
"Hey, Come on in!" Tina said as she opened the door and saw me standing there.
"I decided to take you up on your offer." I said as I stepped into the trailer. It was a nice layout. I could see a bedroom in the front over the hitch, a bit of a low ceiling, but not bad otherwise. The room I stepped into was a nice sitting room with a recliner , a table with a couple chairs and a nice TV mounted on the wall. There was a little kitchen that looked well stocked and set up and down a short hall was a work room with papers and pictures spread across the table. I presumed there would be a bathroom in between as well. "Nice little place you have here."
"Thanks, It's not huge, but a lot better than a motel room. Would you like to sit?" she asked, offering me the recliner.
"Thanks!" I said sitting down.
"It's gotta be hard to see all your hard work getting torn down like that."
"Yeah, pretty much."
"Once we start building it back it should be a bit easier."
"I hope so. I've had too much hard shit in my life the last couple years."
"I guess so. You said your wife passed away."
"Yeah. She wasn't feeling well, we thought she had a flu bug. They diagnosed her with pancreatic cancer and she was gone less than three weeks later."
"Wow. That's rough."
"It was a bit of a shock. I guess I'm finally starting to get over it, but it has been pretty lonely around here."
"Have any kids?"
"Just one. She's married and moved half way across the country. I do get to see my granddaughter once a year or so."
"Granddaughter? You aren't old enough to have a grown daughter, let alone a grandbaby." She practically snorted.
"Yep. She'll be two this year… How old do you think I am?" I asked her curiously.
"Oh I don't know, Thirty-five or so? I know you're not that much older than I am." She said with conviction.
"Thank you very much, but I'll be forty-six in a few months. Which makes me a lot older than you at what… Thirty two?" I responded.
"Thirty three." She said with a smile. "I never would have figured you to be an old geezer." She laughed.
"I certainly am that." I laughed back. "This poor broken down old body just cant hardly make it out of bed each morning."
"Ok. Now you're just pulling my leg. I know you're not broken down. Not if you built that in the last couple years. Hell it takes someone in pretty good shape to horse all that stuff, especially the trusses and roofing."
"Yeah. It was a bit of a stretch. Not sure I could do it all alone any more."
"Well, you don't have to. That's why I'm here!"
"True… If you don't mind, I better go inside. I haven't had a chance to use the restroom yet."
"Oh… I'd rather not have you inside while they're ripping the end off. You could get hurt. If you want you can use mine, just down the hall."
"Thanks." I said, getting up and heading down the hall. I found the bathroom and stepped inside and closed the door. It was small, but had all the amenities, A tiny tub, and I mean tiny, a shower, sink, toilet and several mirrors. I got the impression as I sat on the toilet that she liked mirrors. I saw her red PJ's sitting on the counter and couldn't help but touch them. The shorts slid to the floor and I leaned down to pick them up. I couldn't resist, and held them to my nose a moment, taking a gentle sniff. I could smell the scent of woman mixed with what struck me as vanilla. Possibly some body wash or similar. I looked around, seeing lots of perfume, body wash, lotions and other female type things. It was a stark contrast to the bluejean and T-shirt attire she was wearing right now. I had spent more than enough time in the bathroom and got up and pulled my pants and underwear up, flushing the little toilet. I used the sink and realized that there was no water or sewer connection when I heard the little water pump run under the sink.
"Thanks!" I said as I came back out. "Kind of tight in there isn't it?"
"A bit, but still a lot cheaper than a hotel."
"What do you do for water?"
"Oh. I can hold a weeks worth of water and sewer in the tanks. I dump it when I go home at the end of the week."
"Kind of a hassle to have to drag it around every week isn't it?"
"Yeah, but I really hate hotels. I like being close to the jobsite so I can go look at things and work when I feel like it."
"Well, I have a guest bathroom you are welcome to use any time you want. It might save you a few trips with this."
"I appreciate that, but I really don't want to be a bother. This will work fine."
"Well, the offer stands. Any time you want. The front door will always be open. I've never been one for locking the house out here. Hell the closest neighbors are a hundred yards through the woods. "
"It is pretty secluded out here." She agreed.
"OH yeah. There's also a hot tub out back. Feel free any time you want to use it. There's also a shower head on the deck so you can rinse the chlorine off after you use the hot tub. My wife used to hate it when I came in smelling like a swimming pool. "
"I saw that out there. I wondered about the shower. No walls."
"Never felt like I needed them. Like I said, no one to ever see you, besides… I used to like to get my wife to take her suit off and use it . Kind of sexy at night." I said with a grin.
"Thanks, I'll remember that!" she grinned back.
"Well, I better think about dinner. I guess they'll be done soon?"
"I thought they would be already. Let me check and see what's happening. I'll be back in a minute." She said as she stood up and put a red hardhat on. She stepped out the door, letting in a small blast of heat, and disappeared. I poked around her little place curiously as I waited. The bedroom was up the tiny stairs in the front, overhanging the hitch area. I could see that it had a nice sized bed, probably a queen size, but the ceiling looked pretty low. There were some clothes tossed around on the foot of the bed. I was just getting back to sit down when she stepped back in again.
"They want to work a bit later. They think, if they get a couple more hours in they can finish tomorrow."
"Oh. Well, I guess it's dinner out then."
"Tell you what. How bout I treat tonight? You won't mind some company will you?"
"Not at all. I haven't had dinner with a lady in over two years. I'm going to need to get some stuff from my room though."
"Not a problem." She said as she held out a second hard hat. "As long as you don't mind me coming along. I really don't want you to get hurt."
"I won't get hurt." I said taking the hardhat and adjusting it to fit my head.
"Well, let's not take any chances." She said as she held the door open for me. We walked to the front door, trying to ignore the noise from the heavy equipment. We had to just about shout at each other as we made our way down the hall to my room. I dug in the closet as the whole house shook from another piece of structure being torn off. I really needed to change before I went to eat.
"I'm going to change in the bathroom!" I shouted. She held her thumb up for me, and I stepped into the bathroom while she sat on the bed. I quickly stripped off my dirty work clothes and was standing in my underwear when the house shook again, the bathroom door swinging open. She sat staring at me, starting to blush, as I shrugged my shoulder and pushed the door closed again. I quickly put some more deodorant on and then pulled on my shirt and pants. I opened the door and Tina was wandering aimlessly around the room looking at things while I changed my belt to my other pants and stuffed my pockets. "All set!" I yelled as I picked up the hard hat and stuffed it back on my head.
"Great!" she shouted back as we made our way out of the house and back to her trailer. "I'm going to change real quick." She said as she headed for the stairs. "Make yourself comfortable."
"Ok." I said heading for the chair in the corner. I sat down as she climbed the stairs and ducked into the bedroom. I heard the clump of her boots as she kicked them off and let them hit the floor, one after the other. My attention was drawn to the open door of the room as she asked me where I wanted to eat. I could see her jeans fly across the opening, landing in a pile of clothes at the foot of the bed.
"Oh. Anyplace you want. I'm pretty easy!" I called back, my dick getting hard as I pictured her getting undressed, her shirt landing on the pile.
"How about a steak house?" she called as her sports bra was added to the pile. Now my dick was getting really hard, wondering how she looked standing there with just underwear on. That situation got worse when a pair of white panties plopped unceremoniously on the pile. Now I knew she was naked.
"Steak is fine with me." I called back trying to sound relaxed. I saw a flash of bare leg and foot near the end of the bed as the bed bounced. I guessed she was crawling across it to get to the other side. My hardon was like a steel rod and I finally had to stand up and adjust it to a more comfortable positon. She was quiet for a long time before she finally stepped around the door and came down the stairs hunched over. I watched practically mesmerized as she stood at the bottom of the stairs, bending over to put a pair of black high heels on. She was wearing a white silk tank top and a black skirt that only came to her mid thigh. Her legs shimmered inside the pair of stockings as I watched her pull the second shoe on and stand up.
"Well, what do you think?" she said as she turned for me, her arms held out from her sides so I could really see her from all angles. She was absolutely gorgeous, from her twinkling green eyes past her perl necklace to her prominent breasts and all the way down her slim body and long sexy legs.
"Wow!" was all I could say.
"I take it you approve?"
"Yes. Very much so!" I said, my already hard dick getting even harder, if that was possible.
"Great! Let's go. Since I'm taking you out, how about I drive?" she said pulling a purse from under a counter and picking the keys from the counter top.
"Sure!" I agreed. Hell I would have agreed to anything at that moment. She looked absolutely stunning! I opened the door and stepped down, turning to offer her my hand to help her down the stairs.
"Oh, a gentleman too? I like this!" she said with a giggle as she stepped down the three steps to the ground. I held my arm out and walked her to the driver side of her truck and opened the door. She stepped up into the truck her skirt riding up a bit as she slid in, exposing the tops of her stockings. Definitely not pantyhose.
I walked around the truck and slid into the passenger seat as she started it up. This was defiantly a girl's truck. There was a cute little air freshener stuck to the AC vent and "girl stuff" all over the compartments. It was a stark contrast to the construction equipment stuffed in the folded up back seat area of the truck. This young lady was a definite contrast and definitely interesting.
"So where to?" She asked. I gave her directions to the steak house and we were on our way. I couldn't help but look periodically at her lap, where the seat belt had pulled the short skirt up enough so that now the tops of both her stockings were showing, and when she lifted her foot to put the break on, I could see a little flash of white between her legs from her panties. It was almost a disappointment to get to the steak house, given the little show I was getting, but I got out and walked around, opening the door for her and helping her out. She smiled and looped her arm into mine while I led her into the restaurant. For a little gal, she had a pretty hearty appetite, eating almost as much as I did. We chatted about all kinds of things, my life, how I was getting along, a little about my wife. I asked her about herself and how she got into the construction trade. She explained that her dad wanted sons, and kept trying, only to end up with three girls. To his surprise all three got involved in the trade, taking different specialties. She said I would probably meet her sisters later in the job. Tina said she loved doing the woodwork and trim, Sandy, her oldest ran a sheet rock and finishing crew and Patty, the baby, and the tomboy of the family did structure. I shook my head in amazement. I told her that she was an incredible woman and that I was very impressed. I asked her how her boyfriend liked her being gone so much, and her face fell.



"He didn't appreciate it at all. After we were together for about six months he told me I had to choose between him and the job. He never understood that it wasn't ever a job. It's our family business. I guess he couldn't handle it and broke things off." She explained.
I reached across the table and stroked her hand. "He was an inconsiderate twit that didn't know a good thing when he had it." I said quietly.
She looked up at me with a smirk. "That's exactly what my daddy said."
"See, two good sources!" I laughed. "What did your sisters say?"
"Well, Patty offered to drive a crane through is house, and Sandy… Well Sandy snuck over to his house one night and used sheet rock compound to glue all the doors of his car shut!" she told me, breaking down into a fit of laughter. I laughed along with her at the thought of coming out in the morning to find your car plastered…
"OH lord." She said as her laughter settled down. "I think that's the first time I really had a good laugh about that."
"Well, see. Good company, good medicine." I said with a grin. I was really starting to like this girl.
"I gotta go pee. I'll be back in a sec." she said as she got up, picked up her purse and headed to the bathroom. I waited for her to return and then got up. "I guess we're ready." She said as she led the way out to the truck. I once again opened the door and let her slide in, which she seemed to do a bit slower. I couldn't help but look at her thigh as the top of her stocking was exposed. I blushed when I looked up at her face and noticed that she was looking at me, seeing where my gaze was.
"You have very nice looking legs." I said quietly as she swung her leg into the truck.
"I'm glad you like them." She said with a smile, obviously not mad at me for looking. I closed the door and walked around, climbing into the passenger side. She twisted in the seat to back out, her skirt hiking up a little as she did so. I could clearly see the tops of both stocking as her legs spread apart slightly, but more, there was no white covering her most private places any longer. It wasn't a long look. Only a few short seconds, but the reaction in my crotch was almost immediate. My dick was hard as a rock before she turned back and put the truck in drive. This time it was my turn to catch her looking.
"Sorry." She said blushing. "I guess we're both guilty."
"For me it's a compliment. Not too many women are interested in checking out an old fart."
"You are far from an old fart in my book." She said as she turned onto the highway, headed toward the house.
I tried not to stare at her crotch on the way back home, but there was no doubt, she had removed her panties in the bathroom. When we got home the construction crew was still working away, even though it was starting to get dark. I got out and walked around to help her out of the truck. She had the door open and was swinging her leg out, causing her legs to spread. As she slid down the seat her skirt hiked up, briefly flashing me her bare pussy all the way to the top of her mound, showing me the tiny patch of neatly trimmed hair pointing like a little arrow at her protruding pussy lips. "Whoops!" she squeaked, quickly smoothing her skirt back down.
"No problem." I said with a smile "I kept my eyes closed."
"Yeah right!" she said with a giggle. "a perfect gentleman at all times."
"But of course."
"You might as well come inside." She said, looking at the work still going on. "They should be done soon."
"Sure thing." I answered as I held my arm out for her to take. I walked her to the door and she unlocked it and stepped up the stairs, giving me a nice view of her legs and skirt covered ass. I was getting really horny from the tease, but I knew that sex was not on the dinner menu tonight. We sat down in the living room area and she turned on the TV, flipping to some sit com. I was much more busy watching her, kicked back in her recliner than I was the TV. I tried not to be obvious but the way she was sitting allowed me to see her thighs up to her stocking tops. I watched as she watched tv, breasts rising and falling as she breathed. I could see her nipples appearing to get harder as time passed, and I wondered if she was as turned on as I was. I wasn't about to make a move on her though. It simply wouldn't be right.
We both jumped when there was a knock on the door. She walked over and answered it, the guy telling her they were done for the night and would be back around seven tomorrow. She thanked them and then turned to me. "Well, it looks like you can use your house for a while. They'll be back at seven, so you probably want to be ready to be out by then. I really don't want you to be hurt and its always possible that something would happen."
"I appreciate that." I said as I got up. "I think I'll go change and relax a while."
"Sounds like a good idea." She said. "I should probably get out of these and into something more comfortable."
"Good night Tina." I said, half tempted to lean down and kiss her. For half a second I thought she was going to lean up toward me… Funny what your hormone enhanced imagination will do.
"Nite Mike." She said quietly as I stepped out the door and closed it behind me. I walked back to my dark house and went in through the front. I hit enough lights to see where I was going and walked into my bedroom and stripped off my clothes. I was deep in thought, trying to get a handle on what I was feeling, as I walked out back, kicked on the hot tub and sunk into the warm water. Some of my best thinking has been done taking a good soak. I lay there, the only illumination the lights inside the tub making a gentle blue glow, the crickets and tree frogs chirping as the darkness closed in around me. I have no idea how long I was there before I was startled back to reality.
"Hi! I thought I'd take you up on your offer of the hot tub." Tina said as she climbed the steps of the deck and stood there looking down at me. The hot tub is set into my back deck, allowing most of it to be below, with only a few inches above the deck to keep the padded cover in place. I looked up at her in the dim light as she stood there wearing a pair of cutoff shorts and a t-shirt.
"I did say any time." I responded, wondering how to broach the subject that I wasn't wearing a swim suit, which was the norm for me since my wife passed away.
"Great!" she said as she kicked off her flip flops, tossed her towel over the railing by the shower and stepped down into the water. "Ohhhhh this feels heavenly."
"That's the general idea." I said as I lay back again. She settled into one of the molded seats on the other side, pulling her hair up and leaning back. Her t-shirt floated up in the bubbles and she pulled it back down. I grinned as her shirt floated up again, caught in the rising foam of bubbles.
"Pain in the ass, isn't it?" I said.
"Yeah. It kind of is." She said pulling it down again.
"That's why I don't bother."
"You can get away with it. Guys are lucky."
"I know, but that isn't exactly what I meant." I said quietly. She was silent for a long time before I felt her foot slide up my leg. It continued to travel up until it reached my waist.
"Oh. I see." She said.
"I'm sorry if it makes you uncomfortable. I really didn't have a chance to tell you before you climbed in. If you want I can go put one on."
She looked around. "I don't see a towel either."
"I was thinking and forgot to bring one out." I said as I lay my head back. "But if you close your eyes I can slip out and get a suit."
"You don't usually wear one?"
"Nope. No one can see me, and it's a lot easier. Lots less laundry too." I said simply.
"Oh… I guess that makes sense." She said contemplatively. I made no move to get up, just waiting for her answer. "I suppose, it's your tub, you can be in it any way you want."
"Thank you." I answered quietly.
"I didn't mean it that way…" she said catching what she had said could be construed differently. "I mean that just because I'm here doesn't mean you should change how you do things."
"Thank you for that too." I said as she pulled her shirt down again.
We sat in the bubbling water for some time, her shirt floating up and being pulled down again. "Hell with this." She said finally, pulling the wet T-shirt off and tossing it on the deck. I tried very hard to not stare at her, but I really wanted to see her tits, which were now visible under the swirling water. "That is a lot better." She said sinking down in the water a bit farther, her chin just touching the top of the roiling surface. I could see movement under the water and thought she was pulling her cutoffs off, but wasn't sure until she lifted them out of the water and plopped them on the deck with her shirt. "Much better."
It wasn't much better for me in some ways. My dick was sticking up like a flagpole and I was quite glad it was hiding under the water. I looked at her through slitted eyes, trying not to be obvious as she moved on the seat allowing her nipples to poke above the water for a moment. I had unfortunately had about all the heat I could stand. "I'm afraid I'm all done." I said sitting up.
"You're going to get out?"
"Fraid so. I can only take the heat for so long."
"You going to use the shower?" she asked.
"I usually do."
"Good, then I can see how it works." She said with a smile, moving across the tub so she was facing the shower, her tits rising tantalizingly close to the surface as she moved. I climbed out, slightly embarrassed by my hard dick poking straight out and walked to the shower. It took a minute to get hot water into the pipes, but I soon had nice hot water flowing and stepped under the spray. I used a bar of soap that I had sitting on the rail to quickly soap up, knowing that she was watching my every move. Finally I turned and rinsed, my hard dick no longer able to be hidden.
"That's about it." I said as I turned the water off.
"Cool. Never had a shower outside before. Would you help me out?" she asked, holding her hand out to me. How could I refuse? I reached down and took her hand, pulling her gently up out of the water. The bubbly water flowed off her body, cascading off her breasts like little water falls until it had expended itself. Her tits were absolutely beautiful, round and firm, each one topped with what I could only describe as perfect nipples in the middle of two slightly oval dark brown areaola. She continued to step up, the water revealing her body inch by inch until her hips and then her small patch of hair were visible. She stepped higher, moving to the deck with one foot, spreading and exposing her pussy to me as she moved. My dick pointed straight at her belly as she lifted her body up out of the water until she was standing next to me, naked on the deck. "You want to turn the water on?" She asked demurely.
"My pleasure." I said, barely able to tear my eyes from her body. I started the water and got the temperature to a comfortable range before she moved under it, turning slowly to allow the water to rinse off as well as allowing me to see her whole body.
"You can soap me if you want." She said with a little giggle. "This is kind of erotic."
I picked up the soap and slowly began to rub my hands and the bar of soap around her body, slowly touching and gently rubbing her firm breasts first and then working my way down her firm muscled body. She spread her legs and allowed me to gently rub my hand between her legs, generating a small moan. She put her arms around my neck and pulled our faces together, our lips touching with an almost electric effect. She kissed me hungrily, her tongue sliding deep into my mouth, swirling around my tongue. I stroked her softly, allowing my fingers slide between her wet lips.
"God I want you so bad." She panted after breaking the kiss
"I understand. I want you just as badly. I've never been so attracted to someone as I am to you. I want you right now. I want to taste you and feel you around me. I want to make love to you all night long."
"Me too, but I never go this far on a first date, and I've never have sex on the first date." She said breathlessly.
"Ok. How about we compromise then." I whispered as I turned her under the water to rinse her off. "I won't do anything you say no to."
"Ok. What do you have in mind?" She panted. I leaned my head down to her chest and gently kissed one of her wet nipples before gently wrapping my lips around her firm breast, sucking her nipple and rolling it with my tongue. My fingers stroked her pussy gently, finding her clit and gently rolling it in a small circle. "Oh god… I won't say no to that." She moaned as her hand found my dick and gently stroked it in time with my sucking action on her breast. I continued to stroke her pussy as I moved my other hand to her perfect ass and gently squeezed and stroked it. I slipped my hand between her legs from behind while I stroked her clit, allowing her to spread her legs farther apart. I found her hot tunnel with my finger and slowly slipped it deep into her, generating another moan. I worked her clit with one finger and moved my other slowly in and out of her tunnel, my mouth never stopping its action on her nipple. It didn't take long before her whole body stiffened, a low moan coming from deep within her before her body jerked and squeezed my finger. "Ohmygod" she cried as her body jerked again, in my arms. I let go of her tit with my mouth and moved back to hers, kissing her hungrily, holding her while her body jerked a few more times, each time slightly gentler. She pulled her face from mine, breathing heavily. "My god that felt good."
"I'm glad you thought so." I smiled at her while she caught her breath.
"I think I need to return that favor." She said quietly, squeezing my dick with one hand while she turned the shower water off with the other. She disengaged herself from my hands, allowing my finger to slip from within her. She knelt down in front of me and wrapped her lips around my dick, gently stroking her lips up and down. She slide one hand up and down my shaft, twisting it while she stroked. Her other hand cupped my balls, gently squeezing and playing with them. I had been turned on for a long time and her actions were quickly bringing me to my limit.
"I'm going to cum!" I said loudly between gritted teeth.
"Good." She said as she pulled her lips from me. "I want it all over me. I want you to squirt your cum on my tits and my face and all over my hot little body!" I grunted loudly as the first jerk shook my body, my dick swelling and spewing a huge stream of cum toward her face, landing on her cheek and dripping down onto her chest. A second huge glob was forced from my dick, hitting her in the mouth, followed by another and another, landing on her neck and tits. My body jerked again and again until it had nothing left to add to the copious amount of cum that it had hosed all over her face and tits. "Tasty." She said as she licked her lips and stood up. She let go of my dick and began to rub the cum into her body like lotion.
"Don't you want to wash that off?" I asked.
"Uh uh. I want to smell like your cum all night." She said quietly as she rubbed the last of my juice into her face. She moved close to me and kissed me deeply, sharing the taste of my own cum with me. "Thank you. I think I better go now before I demand you take me to bed."
"I think you better go now before I pick you up and carry you to my bed where I'll eat your pussy to another climax before driving my dick deep into you until you beg me to stop." I said breathlessly.
"Oh god I want you to do that so badly right now."
"But you don't want to regret it in the morning… I think I better let you go for now."
"I think so too." She said, slowly sliding her arms off my body. "Thank you for a wonderful dinner and evening." she said before turning and walking away. She picked up her towel and walked back around the demolished end of the house completely naked, her body glowing gently in the moonlight. I turned the hot tub off and walked back to my bedroom, flopping onto the bed. After nearly two hours of tossing and turning I got up, wondering if she having as much trouble sleeping as I was.
I was up by six and stepping into the shower. Not that I needed it to clean up, but I certainly needed it to wake up. I hadn't slept much all night and was still quite tired. I stepped out of the shower after a few minutes under the cold water and dried off. I headed to the laundry room to get the clothes out of the dryer when Tina stepped from the guest bathroom, wrapped only in a towel.
"Good morning!" she said brightly.
"Morning." I said with a bit of surprise. "I see you decided to use the shower anyway?"
"Uh huh. I decided it made sense, and since you offered…"
"Like I said, anything you need. Help yourself."
"Thank you. By the way I had a great time in your hot tub." She said with a smile.
"I'm glad you did. Any regrets?"
"Nope." She said as she dropped the towel from around her body, leaving her as naked as I was. "I hope we can share the tub a bit again tonight." She continued as she leaned up and kissed me wetly on the lips. I stood there in silence as she walked down the hall toward the front door, her naked ass swaying sexily as she moved, her towel dragging on the floor.
She headed out the front door, wrapping the towel around her body as she went, looking over her shoulder as she went. It only took me a few seconds to run back to my room and grab a pair of shorts. I pulled them on and stepped into my slippers.
I opened her door and stepped up into her trailer. "Tina." I called.
"Up here." She called from the bedroom. I walked up the stairs, crouching down so I didn't hit my head on the low ceiling. "What took you so long?" she asked with a smile as she reclined on the bed, completely naked. "and your way overdressed."
"Um yeah." I said as I slid my shorts off and kicked off my slippers. I crawled onto the bed, and kissed her ankle. "I take it you decided?"
"Uh huh." She said as I kissed my way slowly up her leg. "I decided that I wanted you." She continued as I kissed and gently licked her thigh. "I want to feel you make love to me." She said as my tongue reached her wet pussy lips. "Uhhh I want to feel your big dick stuff deep into me." She said in a half moan as I slipped my tongue between her lips and licked up and across her hard clit. "I want to feel you cum deep inside me after you make me cum with your tongue." She moaned as I pushed my tongue into her tunnel and then slid it again up her slit to her clit, flicking it quickly with my tongue. "I want you to fuck me until I can't stand it any more….oh god…. Uh…. I want….. oh… Fuck… My god…." She squeaked as I sucked her clit into my mouth and used my lips to gently squeeze and roll it. "OH god!" she screamed as her whole body trebled and shook. She clamped my head with her legs as her body convulsed and her juices flowed out onto my chin. I continued to work her clit with my tongue, making her climax last as long as I possibly could. Slowly she eased the pressure on my head and I felt her hands rubbing my hair. "Oh please…. Put it in me. I want to feel your big dick fill me up!"
I pulled my face from her pussy and kissed my way up her body, pausing at her luscious tits to kiss and suck each one of them brining gentle moans from her. "Do you have a condom?" I asked quietly.
"Don't need one… Don't want one!" she panted. "I want to feel just you inside me. I want to feel your hot cum filling my pussy. Please stop teasing me and fuck me."
"As you wish." I whispered, pulling my head from her chest. I eased my body up hers the final few inches until I felt my hard dick touching her wet sex. She spread her legs wider for me and I pressed my head to her lips. I got lucky and didn't have to even adjust as the head of my dick pressed into her opening.



"Ohhhhhhhh yes." She hissed as I pressed the head in a few inches, allowing her tunnel to stretch to take me in. "All of it… Give me all of it." She moaned as I stroked in and out only a few inches, wetting my dick and working it in slowly. After a couple short minutes of working it back and forth inside her, I was all the way in, her clit pressing against the base of my dick. "Oh my god you fill me up so much!" she cooed as I started stroking long slow strokes into her.
"Ohhhh You feel so damn good!" I gasped as my body started to reach overload. "I'm going to fill you up so full!"
"That's what I want!" she moaned. "I want to feel your cum inside me…OH god! I'mmmm….Oh shit!.... I'm cummmmming!" she cried as her body shook and spasmed around my dick, causing it to fire its first load deep into her. My whole body jerked in time with my spurting cock, as I filled her with shot after shot of my hot cum, her body shaking and twitching with each pulse of my dick. Finally my dick slowed and stopped, allowing me to lower myself on top of her firm body in temporary exhaustion.
"Oh god…. I think I love you." She whispered.
"That's pretty strong." I said. "You sure you don't just love my dick?"
"Uh uh. Dick and tongue maybe… damn you can do a girl good!" she said with a giggle. "First time I had sex I can actually call mind blowing!"
"That's the advantage of an older lover. Lots more practice."
"OH honey… You can't prove to me your old! My god… I wish half the guys I dated in school could fuck like you. Most of them were shoot and done. Two orgasms in one screw? Never had that before."
"Well, I'm glad you enjoyed it." I said as my softening dick slipped from her pussy, letting a small flood flow from her. I rolled off of her and she rolled on her side and snuggled up to me, nuzzling my neck. We lay there for some time, her hand gently stroking my limp dick and my fingers gently tracing her left nipple. "You have absolutely perfect breasts." I whispered.
"You like my little titties?" she asked with a giggle.
"Very much. I like your whole body. You are such a sexy woman."
"Thank you." She whispered as she turned her face to mine and gently kissed me on the cheek. She moved her hand to my face and turned me so she could kiss my lips. She kissed wet and sensually, slowly teasing my tongue with hers. I followed her flicking tongue until it was in her mouth and she gently sucked and nibbled on it as her hand returned to my dick, gently stroking it as it slowly hardened. Her hand stroked long and slow, twisting around the head each time she reached it. She continued to suck my tongue as she moved one leg across me and slowly moved to straddle me. "You know just what to say to make a girl feel special. How about I try to make you feel special?" she whispered as she aimed my dick at her wet pussy and slid slowly down it. "Just relax and let me do all the work." She whispered as she began to slide up and down my shaft. "Just cum when you want to... don't wait for me… just fill me up again." She said quietly as she drove her pussy up and down my dick, grinding her clit into my body at the end of each stroke.
"Ohhhhhh you feel so hot and tight. I love watching your hot sexy body riding me." I replied quietly, feeling my dick continue to grow and expand. She had me really turned on and I wasn't sure how long I would last as I moved my hands from her hips to her tits, gently squeezing them in time with her strokes.
"Oh fuck. I can feel your dick fill me full. I want to feel your cum squirting deep inside me again….Oh god…. I think I'm going to cum…" she moaned as I came closer to a peak of my own. "Ohhhhhh" she cried as she shuddered, her pussy clenching around my dick. She tried to keep riding me, her strokes uneven while she cried in pleasure. "Oh god!!! YES! Cum for me! OH GOD!" she continued to cry as my dick began spurting into her, my hands squeezing her tits each time my body twitched and pumped more cum into her. Finally she collapsed on top of me, panting and moaning. "Oh my god…. You feel so good inside me. I could fuck you all day."
"I could lay here and let you… My god you feel so good and you look so damn sexy."
"Oh there you go, saying all the right things again." She cooed as she kissed my neck.
Bang bang bang came the pounding on the door.
"OH fuck!" Tina cried as she practically leapt off of me. Grabbing my shorts, that were laying on the bed. She pulled them on and then pulled a t-shirt on before almost falling down the stairs to get to the door.
"Yeah?" she asked the guy at the door.
"The boss wanted to know if you wanted to look at where we were before we started? " he said, staring at her tits through the thin shirt.
"No… I'll be there in a few minutes." She said before closging the door and coming back up to the room.
"You must have given him one hell of view." I said.
"What do you mean?"
"Your hair is all tosseled, you smell like sex and oh yes, your shirt is wet from the towel and it's practically see through."
"And you let me go down there like that?" she cried, rolling onto the bed to slap me playfully. "And I thought you were a gentleman!" she cried as I pulled her to me and we kissed deeply. "But I'll forgive you this time." She said when we broke the kiss. "I gotta get to work and you do too."
"that could be tough."
"Why?"
"You're wearing my shorts." I said with a grin.
"I guess so." She giggled. "Does this mean I can keep you trapped here all day?"
"Sweetheart, I'll stay hera and be trapped with you as long as you want!" I answered as I leaned to her and kissed her again. "Especially if you keep fucking me like that. That was really great."
"I'm glad you liked it." She whispered. "But we better leave any more for later. Come on… I gotta get to work."
"Right." I said as I pulled on the shorts she had just taken off.
I made my way to the house to get dressed while she was pulling on her steel toed boots. It didn't take me long to pull my clothes on and get ready to leave, and by the time I was done, she was out in her grungy T-shirt, jeans and hard hat, with her long blond hair tied back in a pony tail, looking like the total professional construction worker. She gave me a quick wave before turning back to the conversation she was having over the noise of the idling heavy equipment. I really wanted to stay, but there was no doubt, she was on the job and I didn't think she was in the mood to play while she worked.
The day drug on slowly. I was anxious to get home and see Tina. All I could think of all day was the great sex we had and now I really wanted more. I wasn't sure what I felt exactly. It was defiantly a tenderness. I really liked this girl, but the reality was I was fifteen or more years older than her… not the best way to start a long term relationship. No, the best thing for me to do was to enjoy the sex while it lasted, because before long she would realize that I was too old and that would be that.
When I drove up to the house all the heavy equipment was gone and Tina was walking around the roof of the house, cutting away stray shingles that stuck out where the now missing addition had attached. It was hard to look and see all that work gone, only a foundation remaining. I got out of my suburban and just stood for a long time, before I could bring myself to walk to and through the remains.
"Hey!" Tina called from the roof. "How was your day?"
"Ok till I got here." I called back. "All that work… just gone!"
She stopped what she was doing and stood looking at me for a long time as I wandered aimlessly in the old foundation walls. I looked at the chopped off conduits and bare studs where the addition had connected to the house. I could still see the remains of the transition piece I made for the oak floor to make the two sections of house, off grade by a half inch, transition smoothly. I always hated that half inch, but I didn't build the original house and there wasn't a damn thing on it that was square and level. Making the addition square and level and still match up had been a real challenge. I felt a hand on my back and turned to see Tina standing next to me.
"It'll be ok. We can put it back. Maybe not exactly the same as it was, but I'll do the best I can. I promise."
"Thanks." I said dejectedly. "I appreciate all you're doing."
"Wandering around out here… well, its just got to depress you a lot more. Why don't you go inside and catch some TV or something. We can relax together in a bit if you want."
"Yeah. I'd like that." I said as I let her turn me and lead me by the arm out of the construction zone and into the house. She gave me a gentle kiss on the cheek before heading back outside. By the time I had gotten out of my work clothes I could hear her banging away on the roof again. With nothing better to do, I pulled on my running shoes and headed to the living room to work out. It had been several days, and working the elliptical machine felt good. I saw Tina peek in the front window and wave at me before disappearing again. I pushed the machine for a good thirty minutes before I quite, sweat streaming down my body. My usual routine was to rinse off in the shower and then take a short soak in the hot tub so my muscles didn't tighten up. Being summer I stepped out onto the deck, stripped off my shoes, socks and workout shorts and turned the water on. The cool water felt good on my body as I let it run for a few minutes before stepping into the hot tub and laying back in the bubbling water.
"I thought you were going to wait for me?" Tina said as he stepped onto the deck.
"Hey! Just part of my workout." I said. "Nothing personal."
"I see. Well, good thing its quitting time then." She said with a grin while she unbuckled her tool belt and let it hit the deck. I watched with anticipation as she took off her steel toes and socks, then pulled her t-shirt over her head, followed by her sports bra, revealing her perfect tits, and then her jeans, leaving her in only her bikini panties. She grinned at me devilishly and hooked her thumbs into her panties. "Well?" she asked me as she rocked her hips back and forth.
"Take it allllll off." I replied with a grin. "Please!?"
"Ah the magic word!" she said as she turned to face away from me, and bent at the waist to push down the panties, exposing her pussy at me.
"Ohhhhhh good enough to fuck!" I exclaimed as she stayed bent over and stepped out of her panties.
"Then what are you waiting for?" she asked as she spread her legs farther apart and looked at me between her legs, her pussy and tits all in a line. Damn what a sight.
I got up and stepped out onto the deck, stepping behind her. I gently rubbed her pussy with the head of my dick, picking up pleanty of moisture. "Someone's wet!" I said as I started to push my dick into her.
"Someone was watching you shower!" she panted as I pushed my dick to the hilt, stopping only when my hips hit her firm ass. "Besides…Someone has been horny for you all day."
"Me too." I whispered as I started to slowly stroke in and out of her pussy. We weren't in a hurry this time, and we both enjoyed my long slow strokes. She held onto the railing of the deck for balance while I reached around and began to play with her tits.
"Ohhhh yes I like it when you do that." She whispered as I twisted her nipples gently.
"What else do you like?" I asked.
"I like your big dick sliding in and out of my hot wet pussy. I like the feel of you filling me with your cum. I like the way you touch me and caress me and love on me when we're done."
"Too bad I'm too old for you." I panted as I started stoking faster into her, my climax building.
"Ohhhhhh." She moaned. "You're not too old for this!"
"Not yet." I groaned as I got closer, my dick now pounding into her with abandon, our bodies slapping together loudly."
"OH FUCK!" she cried as her body shuddered. I could feel her pussy tighten even more around my dick as her orgasm washed over her. I was seconds away from blowing my load… only a few more strokes….
I felt my body give its first telltale jerk as my dick spewed deep into her.
"OH!" she cried again as she felt my dick pumping its load of cum into her. My body spasmed in time with my dicks pulses of hot cum into her, finally slowing and stopping after unloading what felt like a gallon of cum into her. She stood up as far as she could without making me come out of her and pulled my head down so she could kiss me on the cheek. "Thank you." She whispered.
"Nice!" I heard a female voice say from near the construction zone. Both Tina and I jumped, startled. Tina recovered faster than I did, realizing that the intruder was actually her little sister.
"Hey Patts! I didn't think you were coming until tomorrow!" Tina said as she turned and headed to the edge of the deck to greet her sister. Patty stepped up the stairs and gave her a big hug.
"Looks like you found something to keep you busy out here in the sticks!" Patty said as she looked past her sister at me, trying to cover myself with my hands, and not being real successful.
"Patty, this is Mike. He owns this place."
"Nice to meet you Mike!" she said holding her hand out. She stared at my still semi- erect dick as she took my hand.
"Hi." I said blushing a bit more now that I had no choice to expose myself to shake her hand.
"Come on Mike." Tina said, taking my hand and stepping down into the tub. "I can see she's making you nervous."
"Just a tad. I didn't know we were expecting company or I would have done things differently."
"She wasn't suppose to come till tomorrow, were you Patts?"
"Nope. Got done early and decided to come keep you company. Didn't know you already had that covered, and then some." Patty said from the deck as Tina and I settled into the water.
"You can join us if you want." Tina said to her sister as she snuggled up against me.
"I don't have a suit, but then it looks like you don't either."
"Used one the first day, but decided I didn't need one. You can toss your stuff in the trailer if you'd rather."
"Nope. Might as well enjoy the tub. Haven't been in one in a while!" she said as she pulled the tail of her shirt from her pants and started to unbutton it. She pulled off the shirt and tossed over the railing, and then pulled off the sports bra. She had tits that were almost identical to her sisters, only a tad smaller. She grinned at me, knowing I was watching her every move as she undid her shoes and pulled her socks off. The last thing to go was her jeans, leaving her in just a thong panty.
"Should I take this off too?" she asked her sister, but was staring straight at me.
"Might as well." Tina said.
Patty pushed the tiny material down her legs and stood up, revealing a perfectly shaved pussy. She exposed her lips to me for a few seconds while she stepped down into the tub, before sinking into the warm bubbly water. "Ohhhhh this is nice!" she cooed as she lay back.
"I think so too." Tina said, turning her head to kiss me gently on the cheek.
"So… This is my little sis. I was going to tell you later tonight that she was coming down to start the work on the framing tomorrow. I guess she got here a bit early."
"Yeah… early enough to hear my sister getting fucked all the way in the front yard!"
"Couldn't resist looking, could you?" Tina chided her sister.
"Nope… Just like when you were at home. I always liked to peek at you getting banged by your boyfriends. Can't say I ever heard you making that much noise before though."
"Can't say I ever got fucked as good before either." Tina said with a grin. "Mike is a gentle and considerate lover and not only does he have a great cock, which he realllllllly knows how to use, he had a tongue of gold, and I don't mean for talk either." She said with a giggle.
"I feel like a piece of meat." I said to them quietly.
"I'm sorry. Patty and I have always compared boys. I guess I never thought about how the guy might feel." Tina said, giving me a kiss on the cheek.
I felt patties foot slide up my leg and gently rub my dick under the water.
"Do you share boys too?" I asked Tina.
"Sometimes. Why, do you want to or not want to be shared?" Tina asked.
"I'm not sure I really know. I mean. I have feelings for you, but I'm too old for you, so I guess nothing can ever come of it."
"Damn Tina! You got him wrapped around your finger in just a couple days?"
"Not really. Mike has had a rough time the last few years. His wife died suddenly from cancer, and now this!" she said pointing to the destroyed area. "He built all that by hand. Wait till you see the pictures of the work he did inside. Fantastic detail. You could tell he really put his heart into it. But now its gone, and so is she… but no, I didn't try to wrap him around my finger. It was all an accident." She said to her sister. "But I have to admit even though he keeps complaining he's too old for me, I really do like him!" she said giving me a squeeze with her arm.
"Well, if you want me to leave him alone, just say so." Patty said. "I can't remember you telling me you liked a guy with that look in your eye before."
"Way too early to be calling for wedding bells, so feel free." Tina said to Patty.
"Ok!" Patty said. "As long as you don't mind. I don't want to steal your boyfriend."
"You won't." she said hugging my arm. "He's either going to decide I'm what he wants and stop this silly shit bout being too old, or he's not. Either way, better to know now than later."
"Well, now that I have been appropriately divided. I think I'll go get some clothes on and get some dinner." I said, gently extracting myself from Tina's arm. I gave her a gentle kiss on the lips and then climbed out of the water, heading inside. It only took me a few minutes to get some clothes on before I decided to go eat out. I really didn't feel like cooking today. I walked past the patio door leading to the deck and saw the girls in an animated discussion. I really wasn't sure what to make of Tina now, or maybe it was me? If I hadn't kept on about how old I am, maybe I would have a chance with her. Stupid thought. Reality is what it is. I thought to myself, shaking my head as I walked out the front to my truck.
The girls were dressed in shorts and t-shits, wandering around and talking about the work to be done when I returned.
"Hello ladies!" I said as I got out of the truck.
"Hey Mike!" Tina said, coming up and giving me a huge hug, and then wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down for a kiss. "I hope you weren't too upset. We talk like that all the time, but we don't really mean anything by it."
"Sorry Mike." Patty said. "I think we got kind of carried away. We've been looking over the plans and the work to be done. I have a framing crew coming in the morning and we should get started. I called the truss order in a little while ago, so those should be here in a few days."
"Great." I replied.
"I'm going to have to go back to the city for a few days." Tina said. "Patts is going to take over the trailer while I'm gone. If you have any problems or she gets a little more friendly than you can handle, just call and I'll be right back down." She said before giving me a kiss. "Don't forget me now." She whispered before she broke away.
"Well, I guess I'm still in good hands then?" I said looking at Patty, who was beaming a huge smile at me. Why did I have a bad feeling about this.
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I have been a boy scout leader for many years, primarily so my son had a good troop to be in. Aside from my adventures in that realm, I also maintained my papers as a registered leader in the girl scouts. Having three girls there was no way I could ever get away with taking my son's troop camping every weekend and not help my girls troops do the same when they wanted to. To my surprise there was a fairly large number of the girls that loved to camp and be outdoors. I never took them camping alone.
The girl scout rules made it clear that I , thankfully, always had to have an adult female leader with us. That kept me out of trouble on a number of occasions, not because of anything that I was doing, but because of what some of the girls did on occasion, but that is another story altogether.
In order to be eligible to do this I had to make the trek two hours on two separate weekends for the training. The first was two days of classroom work that I could have easily taught. The second was a two day campout which I could have easily done in my sleep. I got plenty of attention from the ladies, being the only guy at the training, and it helped that I was only thirty five years old in pretty good shape. That was all ten years ago, and a whole different story. Now, I'm no spring chicken, being in my mid forties, but I love the outdoors and am frequently fishing on one of the lakes, wearing nothing but a swim suit or some athletic shorts, especially on those hot summer days. My wife loves the tan and working out three times a week keeps me down to one seventy five and the beer gut away.
Last year, in response to a request by several of the leaders in my daughter's troop, I agreed to take a number of them on a more rugged adventure. More than the normal car camping. This was a pure backpacking trip designed to give the few girls that went along a good taste of what it's like, and also to train the leaders that went in some more advanced camping techniques in preparation for a trip to the Canadian boundary waters that they were planning for this year.
Based on the amount that the trip and myself were apparently talked about at the regional leaders meetings, I received a request from another of the local area leaders to repeat the training again, this time just for more adult leaders. I was fairly hesitant, since I was also slated to lead the trek to Canada in less than two months, but she convinced me that they would take care of everything, if I just told them what they needed to prepare.
It was to be a small group, only 4 ladies, all of them in "good shape" as she put it. I agreed and we set about e-mailing lists of equipment and things that needed to be done. I had my list of normal equipment modified by the ladies I took on the previous trip, since some of the items that were important to me may be useless to them or worse, a few things that we all learned they needed but didn't have. I sent them menu lists to choose meals from and based on the replies, gave them a shopping list of backpack foods. To my surprise, the list of women suddenly grew to eight as the trip approached.
It was a hot summer morning in early June when we all met at the church, the equipment shakedown being done a week before by Beth, the head leader that was doing the organizing. I had met Beth at several functions and it was no surprise to see her beaming with her usual enthusiasm. She was in her mid thirties, had a well toned body with medium sized breasts wiggling around under a crop top shirt. One of the things that the ladies on the last trip explained, was that women don't sweat the way men do, and sports bra's soak up a lot of it and quickly end up sticky and heavy. Since there wasn't room or weight to pack enough to really stay comfortable, they suggested Crop tops, or half t-shirts that allow a lot of bare skin to be exposed to the breeze, while preventing the backpack straps from chaffing, and a lightweight bra if desired. Some women just don't feel comfortable without one on, even in the wilds. They also echoed my recommendation for good quality shorts made from synthetic materials.
Cotton doesn't dry, no matter how comfortable it is when it's dry, it's horrible when wet. I learned a long time ago to leave the cotton briefs behind and I wore polyester zip-off pants with either silk or synthetic briefs. Unfortunately the only choices in these materials were either what my wife calls "fuck me" underwear, or boxers, and I have never been a boxer fan, although I always carry one pair in case I get chafed. Today I had on a pair of purple micro briefs that did a good job of holding me in place while I hiked and wick the moisture away.
What I hadn't counted on was having eight ladies, ranging from late twenties to late thirties all standing around in crop tops, wearing the thinnest bra's they could buy, or in at least one case I was sure of, no bra at all. Introductions were made and I promptly forgot most of their names, as was usual for me, with the exception of one particular lady, Emily, who had decided that, as she put it, if shorts were good a micro-skirt was better.
I handed out some last minute equipment, carabineers, swiss seats and ropes for a surprise rappelling excursion I planned for them. The ropes went to the ladies that didn't have the tents, since each tent was shared by two people, with the exception of mine of course. I showed them how to secure the ropes to their packs by putting the largest hank on my pack. I walked around as they put their gear on their packs to make sure it was secure. I was crouched down next to a redhead with cute freckles when I looked over toward Emily. She had bent over stiff legged to secure the carabineers to her pack, and I quickly realized that she was not wearing any bra, and I could see her firm and bare C cup tits up under her short shirt. I nearly lost my balance and fell over when I also realized she had forgone any form of underwear.
My micro briefs were suddenly nowhere near large enough to handle what was growing inside my shorts as I had a long look at her completely exposed pussy. By the time I tore my eyes from her and stood up, my hard dick was obvious in my thin shorts, a fact that was not lost on several of the other ladies. I got several long stares as I packed gear into the back of my truck. Fortunately Emily rode in the other vehicle on the way to the trailhead, and that gave my dick a chance to recover to its normal size.
It was a two hour drive to get to the trailhead, not because it was that far away, but because we had to drive around the outside of the national forest area on little gravel roads. This particular area was a wilderness area with a number of rugged trails that looped around. You could do a loop as short as five miles, or as long as fifty. In one location you could do a four mile loop around a hill, or go over the five hundred foot hump by a three quarter mile long trail. This was a good place we had used before to train scouts getting ready for high adventure mountain hiking.
There was also a location that I found on the topo map a number of years ago that provided a great location for rappelling. It was off the main trail by a mile or so, but the two hundred plus foot sheer cliff was a spectacular drop. The downside was that it was half a mile walk and climb to get back up to do it again. There was also an intermittent spring coming right out the side of the rock face that sometimes made a waterfall, and a nice place to cool off. We arrived at the trail head and I reviewed the plan for the four day trek.
Day one was going to be an easy five mile hike, just to make sure that everyone was able to handle the longer parts of the trek and adjust their equipment. We would spend time going over how to find and treat drinking water, which was very important in this kind of weather. The second day was a real trek, fifteen rugged up and down miles, ending at the bottom of the cliff. The third day we would spend relaxing at the cliff and the last day we would hike out the eight final miles.
Everyone was excited as we pulled on our packs and I led us out along the faint trail into the woods, using my GPS to stay on track in the places where the trail disappeared altogether from lack of use. This particular section of state forest was rarely used, except by hunters and boy scouts. Some of the shorter trails were more heavily used, but the longer ones like we would be on would be pretty much deserted. I could count on one hand how many times we had seen other people out on these long trails, and this trip appeared to be no exception, with our two vehicles being the only ones in the parking area.
We hiked about two miles into the woods before I called a stop. We settled down on the top of a grassy knoll, lots of shade to sit and relax in. It was also a good time to make any adjustments to straps and generally just check equipment, especially since many of the packs were brand new and I could already tell by the rubbing of shoulders that there was a considerable amount of adjusting to do.
After we ate we talked about the load in the packs, and several ladies required some re-packing to get the load down low in their backpacks instead of up high. One thing that most people don't realize that the shoulder straps are not intended to carry any real weight. They are there to stabilize the load while the hip belt carries the bulk of the load. The shoulder straps needed to be just snug enough to keep the pack from sliding around on your back and to balance it. The sternum strap keeps the now looser shoulder straps in place.
I set about helping them get their straps adjusted, having them put their packs on one at a time while I moved or adjusted straps. I also learned that crop tops were great when they were standing, I saw in the parking lot that but as they pulled packs on, some of the shorter tops were easily pulled up over their bra's or in the case of one good looking woman, her bare tits. I had tried not to stare as she giggled like a school girl and blushed as she pulled her shirt back down to cover her hardening nipples.
As I said, I set to work, having them put their packs on one at a time. The first two went easily enough, but I quickly learned that some things were just different with women. With the boys there was no problem working the straps that came over their shoulders into the right position and length, frequently having to relocate the attachment point on the pack frame to get it to lay properly and still have the sternum strap loosely buckled. On the ladies this proved much more difficult due to the obstruction of their tits.
On the first one or two, I tried in vain to avoid touching their tits, but on the third one I had to give up this vain attempt and ended up with the back of my hand pressing against her soft mounds as I worked on her straps. By the time I was done she was flushed and breathing more heavily than I would have expected for just putting the pack on. I continued my work, on the fourth, and then came to Mary. Mary was about my height and about a hundred sixty pounds or so, but a good part of that was in her chest. She easily had a 38 D chest. There was just no way to get the sternum strap to lay comfortably across her tit. It just wanted to pull the shoulder straps too far out. I tried moving it higher, but she complained it choked her. The only thing left was below her breasts. Mary was probably thirty, and even though her tits were large, they had the firmness of a teenager. They stood proudly out in her short cut shirt. As I worked my hand continually ended up pressing against the bare skin of her breast as I worked the webbing through the loops in the shoulder strap. Her face became flushed, and I had to admit, my dick got quite hard as I struggled to get the strap in place under the material. Finally she reached own and inched the material up her chest to give me better access to where I was working, and in the process much more of her bare tits than was necessary. She continued to pull the material up as I worked, my body blocking the view of most of the ladies as I stood between them and her. Before I had the strap in place she had the material pulled up far enough to expose her whole breast and her hard pointed nipples.
I'm not sure which of us was more aroused. I wanted to lean down and suck one of those nipples into my mouth, and very nearly did as I leaned down to make the final adjustments. Finally I had it done and helped her fix her shirt back down over her tits before stepping back to declare it done. She stepped over to the rest and set her pack down while I started on the next lady, excusing herself to go pee, as she said. She returned several minutes later flushed and out of breath.
"Have a good time Mary?" one of her friends asked with a smirk.
"Just fine." Mary shot back shortly.
"Well, she did go relieve herself." One of the other ladies chided.
"Oh piss off!" Mary shot back as she sat down cross-legged on the ground. At the ribbing I turned to see what was going on and it was evident there was a large wet spot in her shorts that was defiantly not from wetting herself. These women sounded more like sorority girls than adult women. But then when guys got together without women, we usually got pretty juvenile as well. It was taking me much longer with the red head, mostly because any time she had a chance she was pushing her tits out to touch my hand or giggling like I was tickling her and pulling my hand under her top against her bare tits.
I was pretty turned on already and on one occasion I gave in and cupped her thirty something year old tit in my hand, giving it several squeezes and rolling her nipple between my finger and thumb before extracting my hand to continue with my task. I realized that she had on a wedding ring and felt guilty about what I had just done, that was, until I felt her hand squeeze my dick through my shorts.
The sixth went pretty normal, as things go. This lady had a nice size set of tits held in a light weight spandex sports bra and her straps required very little adjusting.
My final set of straps was on Beth. While I was working she had apparently stepped behind the bushes and removed her bra, and the bottoms of her tits were clearly visible under the edge of her cut off t-shirt. It looked as if she had cut it off intentionally to a height that would show a few inches of tit, but not her nipples. She had a pair of nice tits that I would estimate were a good C cup, maybe a tad more, that swung tantalizingly close to exposure as she pulled her pack on. By the time she had the straps on over her shoulders the material had been pulled up over her rock hard nipples.
She gave a coy "oops" and then pulled the shirt down over her tits. "I'm sure you didn't mind that." She whispered as I set to work on her straps. Fortunately hers didn't require too much adjustment, because every time I had her bend forward to take the weight off the straps her tits would hand away from her body and her nipples would slip below the bottom edge of the material. To make matters worse, her sternum strap ran over the top of her breasts, pushing them downward and exposing more of them. I had no doubt that as we walked her tits would be sticking right out for everyone, especially me, to see.
With the adjustments done it was time to head out. I gave the GPS to Mary and let her take the lead as I bent over to pull my pack on. I took the opportunity to, what I thought was discreetly, pull the leg of my shorts up and pull the elastic of my underwear down and hook it below my balls. It would be a bit uncomfortable there, but much less so than having the elastic cutting across my dick, which had grown up and out of the top of the very brief briefs.
"You could help you just take them off." Beth said as she stepped over to me while I was still bent over buckling straps.
"Thanks. I think I'll be fine." I said, feeling my face turn red at the realization that she had probably watched me make my adjustment.
"That you are." She whispered as she pushed the bottom of her top up a few inches and brushed her fingers over her hard nipples. Before turning and walking up the trail.
I stood up and readjusted my dick to a comfortable position, wishing that I had time to step behind a bush and relieve my growing discomfort. This was going to be a very long four days at this rate.
The last three miles of the day were going to be mostly up and down. We had managed about half of that after the first hour of hill climbing It was getting quite hot and I called a halt for a water break. Most of the women needed to drink more than they were, so I made my rounds to encourage that while they dropped packs and settled to the ground. The ladies leaned back against their packs and wiped sweat off their faces, and then used the rags up under their shirts to wipe off and around their tits. Two of them stepped behind bushes to pull off bra's returning with their tits swinging freely under their cut off t-shirts. I dropped my pack and settled in, pulling my own t-shirt off, squirting a little water from my bottle on my head and letting it run down my chest.
"Must be nice!" One of the ladies called.
"Hey. I'm not stopping you!" I called back jokingly.
"Sure, we take our shirts off and then some strange guy comes wandering up on us." One of them said.
"In case you didn't know it. Your three miles plus into the woods on a loop trail that goes for nearly thirty miles of twisting over and around hills. There were two trucks in the parking lot when we left, which is the only way in or out. Unless someone got dropped off days ago and is coming the other way, I have a better chance of winning the lottery than running into someone else out here." I said as I leaned my head back. "Personally I don't care if you go naked!" I joked "But in all seriousness. If you want to take your shirts off for a few minutes to wipe down, I'll be happy to turn my back and keep my eyes closed."
"Would you?" one of the ladies that took her bra off asked.
"Yes. I will." I said as I scooted around so my back was to them. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes. "Have at it ladies." I could hear some giggling, and my already hard dick grew to even larger proportions as I listened to their chatter. They sounded like a bunch of teenage girls tossing comments around about each other's boobs and bodies. I let it go on for about ten minutes before I called and said that it was time to get back on the trail and to let me know when they were decent again. It only took a few seconds before one of them called that I could look now. I instantly heard four women calling "not yet" as the one that said I could look giggled.
Finally Beth called that it was really all clear this time, and I rolled over and stood up. The ladies were all pulling their packs on, settling their straps into place. It only took me a moment to swing mine up and then we headed out, another of the women leading out this time, using my trail GPS to follow the winding path. I could hear a lot of chatter from the front of the group, several of the women giving the one who called out that it was ok to look a hard time. I recognized the voice and quickly placed it with the Redhead who was so hot to get my hands on her body. Somewhere in the discussion came a challenge that if she liked me seeing tits so much why didn't she just leave her shirt off? Her reply was that she would if she felt like it, to which one replied that would be never because she was chicken.
If I learned anything from being a scout leader, it was that this kind of thing always lead to trouble. Since they were adults, there wasn't much I could say, unlike a bunch of boys, where I could just tell them to can it and it would be over. The conversation continued for a short distance longer, some of which I didn't catch, but some I did. In the end, the redhead stopped in the middle of the trail and took off her pack, followed by her shirt, which got stuffed into the pack. We all stood there watching her while she pulled her pack back on, and adjusted the straps around her bare tits.



"Ok Mindy! Put up or shut up!" she snapped at one of the ladies wearing a longer shirt.
"I can't believe I'm doing this!" The one called Mindy said. She was average height, a few inches shorter than I was, blond and a bit younger than the redhead. Reluctantly she dropped her pack and pulled her t-shirt off, exposing a nice pair of medium size tits, about the size of coconut halves, and they were clearly firm enough that they didn't need a bra for support. The most striking feature of her breasts were the larger than normal areola. They covered nearly a third of the front of her tits, and were topped with two striking nipples that appeared to be rock hard. She stuffed her shirt in her pack, doing her best to keep her back to me, and then pulled the pack back up on her body, latching the buckles.
"Girls." Beth said with the shake of her head as she moved off to follow the group.
"I guess." I said as the two started out down the trail in the lead. "Too bad all I can see is their backs." I mumbled to myself as I once again readjusted my hard dick in my shorts.
"I heard that!" Beth said with a smile as she turned around and walked backwards. "You can watch these!" She said as she pulled her shirt up over her tits, leaving them exposed and swinging around while she moved. She turned around to face away from me and slowed her walk until she was walking next to me. It was hard to walk and not watch her tits bouncing and swaying around. As much as I wanted to watch, I also didn't know how long I could handle this teasing.
"You better cover those up, or you're going to get sunburned." I said.
'Ohhh. That wouldn't be good." She said. Then she called out to the front of the group. "Mindy, why don't you and Deb find a spot to stop for a minute!"
"Sure thing." The redhead called back. They continued walking up the hill till we got to the top and then they all spread out to sit down.
"Mike brought out a good point. If we're going to walk around like this we're going to get sunburned."
"He's right!" The redhead said. "But I know how to solve that." She continued as she undid her pack and dropped it to the ground. She dug in the pack a moment and then straightened up and walked directly toward me. "I think he should put some sunscreen on me so I don't get burned." Then looking me right in the eye she asked me. "How bout it? Willing to spread some sunscreen on my back for me?"
"Do I have a choice?" I asked as I let my pack slide to the ground.
"Nope." She said handing the tube to me and turning her back to me while she pulled her red ponytail out of the way. I squired some of the lotion on her back and began rubbing it around while the other ladies dropped their packs to put sunscreen on their exposed parts. When her back was done Deb turned around to face me and put her hands on her head. "You might as well do my front too." She said with a huge smile.
I put more lotion on my hands and began rubbing it into her chest. I wasn't sure who was enjoying it more, her or me. I spent a long time working on her tits and stomach, and thought I was done having worked all the way down her stomach and even sliding my fingers into the top edge of her shorts to rub across the top of her ass and just brush her pussy hairs in front. "You might as well do my legs too." She said quietly, looking me square in the eye. There was no doubt she was seriously turned on, but then so was I. I dropped to my knees and she lifted one foot and rested it on my thigh so I could work the lotion into her leg. I slid my hands up her legs and thighs, eventually reaching the hem of her baggy shorts.
I probably should have stopped there, but my other head was doing the thinking, and I rubbed up the leg of her shorts until my fingertips were brushing against her panty covered pussy. I stroked her wet panty crotch several times before I withdrew my hand to do the other leg. She was breathing heavily and chewing her lip as I worked up the other leg, once again reaching her pussy. I teased her lips through the material and then slipped a finger under the elastic of the tiny panties, rubbing directly across her wet lips. I slid my hand around her inside her shorts and up on her firm ass and pulled the low top of her panties down as far as I could inside her shorts. This let me reach between the now bunched up material and her bare pussy to stroke her wet lips. She moaned quietly as I stoked her pussy. All the girls had to hear the quick "OH" she squeaked out as her body gave a tiny shudder. She abruptly pulled my hand from her shorts and practically ran off to the bushes while I stood up.
Beth walked over and moved close to me, her bare tits almost touching my chest. "I guess she got what she was looking for." She chuckled. "How about I put some lotion on you while you put some on me?" she asked as she waged a bottle of lotion in the air next to us. She rubbed my dick through my pants a few times before handing me the bottle and then she pulled her shirt the rest of the way off and tossed it on my pack. I squeezed a liberal amount of cream on her tits and then handed her the bottle. She squeezed some out on her hands and dropped the bottle at our feet.
"You can do this any time you want." She whispered as she began rubbing my chest with her cream covered hands, my hands already working the lotion around her tits and across her nipples. She worked around my shoulders and upper arms as well as my chest while I rubbed the cream into her large tits and across her stomach, letting my fingers slide under the waistband of her shorts. "Hmmmm that's nice." She cooed while she continued to rub the cream down my stomach. She returned the favor and slid a hand down into my shorts, unsnapping and unzipping them to give her hand more room.
"Just keep on going." She whispered as my fingers stroked inside the top of her shorts, brushing her hairs, her hand wrapping around my hard dick.
"You want me to do you right here?"
"Why not. I'm not bashful." She said with a giggle.
"I can tell." I whispered. "But I'm not sure this is the time or the place."
"Anyplace anytime you want to put this in a soft warm place, you're welcome to it." She panted as I unsnapped her shorts and slid my hand down into her panties, pushing the waistband down with my hand as I slid deeper between her legs.
Fortunately we were standing close enough together and her hands were covering things so that the other ladies couldn't see what we were doing, but there was no doubt at all what it was that we were doing. Beth's hands were slowly stroking my dick while I pushed my hand deeper into her shorts causing them to slide over her ass and down to her ankles, revealing the skimpiness of her panties. I had the front pushed down with the back of one hand as I pushed a finger up inside her, stroking my finger along her clit, while my other hand was busy massaging one of her tits.
"Oh god" she murmured as she rested her forehead on my chest her body spasmning and jerking as she tried to continue to jack me off while she struggled through her orgasm. The sensations and the teasing I had received all day finally released in jets of cum as I spurted shot after shot across her belly and tits.
"Wow." She said quietly as she released my softening dick, my cum running and dripping off her tits and stomach.
"oops." I said, suddenly feeling quite self conscious.
"I just got what they wished you were giving them." She said with a grin. I looked past her to see the ladies all lounging around, some looking a bit flushed while others pretended to look at the trees or plants. Mary, the one with the skirt was leaning back, idly stroking her bare pussy, almost as if she was encouraging me to look
"Well, if you two are done acting like teenagers in the back of a chevy, how about we get down the trail? Deb said as she walked out of the bushes and past us, a pair of white panties in her hand.
"Oh, I'm quite ready." Beth said. As she stepped out of her panties and used them to wipe my cum off her stomach.
"Aren't you going to put your clothes back on? I asked.
"What for? Everyone already saw me climax, what's the difference if they see my bare pussy." She asked as she stuffed her panties and shorts into the top pocket of her pack.
"I guess that's one way to look at it." I said as I finished putting my pants together pulled my pack on. Beth pulled her pack on after stuffing her clothes into it, and we headed down the trail with two women still bare chested and Beth completely nude. It didn't take me long following Beth's bare ass to have another raging hardon. In frustration I stopped behind a bush, being the last in line, and pulled my shorts and underwear off, pulling just my shorts back on. Maybe without the elastic band cutting into me it wouldn't hurt to walk, and being at the end of the line I don't think anyone noticed what I had done, with the exception of Beth, who made sure to be in a position to see my hard dick bouncing around as I pulled my shorts off and on.
"Any time you want." She said quietly as I stepped onto the trail and we hurried to catch the group.
It was another hour before we hit the camping spot I had chosen in the bottom of the valley. One reason I had chosen it was that it had a small stream to get water from. That included cooling off on a hot day. I gave them directions for where to set the tents up, and went to work on my own. It was still early afternoon when I finished setting my part of camp and walked around to help the others. Both Deb and Mindy were still naked from the waste up, and Beth was completely nude, making sure to bend over straight legged as much as possible for me to see. I would have loved to walk up behind her and stick my dick into that pussy right then. My better judgment and my desire not to cheat on my wife if I could avoid it, kept me from doing that. Once the tents were all set up I took them to the stream and explained about using the chemical purifier and the pump filter to get good drinking water. Then I suggested that I would return to camp and they could use the stream to cool off. Beth wanted me to stay, but I said that they deserved their privacy, even if she didn't feel bashful. I walked the short fifty feet or so through the brush to the camp and dug out my flip-flops and book. There are a few things I carry as far as luxuries. A good book is one. And with as horny as I was at that point, I figured a good fiction novel might get my mind off the probably naked bodies currently playing in the water.
After a few minutes of reading I tossed the book aside in frustration and closed my eyes for a short nap. I woke back up as the ladies returned, most of them in wet hair and various states of dress. Deb and Mindy were wearing only their wet panties, carrying their shorts and shoes. Mary, still wearing her micro skirt was holding her shirt over her tits with an arm while she tip-toed across the ground, avoiding the rocks. I got up and pulled on my light weight flip-flops and walked out of camp for my turn at the stream while the ladies got dressed and dried. I wandered down to the stream and dropped my shorts, tossing them aside as I waded into the water. It felt very nice to sink into the knee deep water. It wasn't very wide, maybe three feet at this point. There was a rock ledge that caused the spring floods to scour the hole out down to bedrock. That meant that even when there wasn't much flow, this little bowl was nearly always full.
I lay back and let the water relax me. I had been dreaming about bending Mary over and pushing that micro skirt up and fucking the daylights out of her, which was not an option, so I used my hand instead, stroking my hard dick in the water. I swore I heard a giggle as my cum lanced up in the air and landed in the water near me. Several shots of cum sailed into the air before I sank below the surface to allow the last few more feeble squirts to float away on the current. I stayed in the water until I had shrunk to normal size and then climbed out and pulled my shorts on, returning to camp to start working on dinner.
The ladies were dressed in a variety of outfits, from thigh length shirts to shorts and t-shirts. Deb was still exposing her tits for me, now wearing a pair of baggy shorts instead of the snug ones she had on before. Beth was still walking around naked and Mary had that damn micro skirt on. I had them bring the stoves they had gotten out for a class on how to work them.
I had given them a list of about six different brand and model single burner stoves for backpacking, and left it up to them to choose which they liked, or to borrow one from someone. We ended up with a variety, but only really two different types. I had them gather around while I knelt on the ground and explained how the two main types worked, and how to light and cook with them. Several of the ladies were either kneeling or squatting near me. Every time I looked over I could see Mary's pussy staring at me, her lips obviously wet and well spread as she squatted on her heels with her knees about a foot apart.
One of the surprises I did have was one of the younger ladies, I figured around twenty five, had put on a long shirt, but was apparently naked beneath. She was one of the more conservative of the group on the trail and in her dress. She started out kneeling on the ground and while I was talking, rocked back so she was squatting on her heels to give me more room. She seemed so intent on what I was doing , I wasn't sure that she realized as she squatted down with her knees together and her shirt bunched up around her waist, that I could easily see her pussy every time I bent down to work with the stove. I did my best not to stare at the three pussies that I had a clear view of while I instructed, not to mention two sets of good looking tits. If this kept up, before long I was going to have to go back into the bushes and relieve myself again.
Finally I turned them loose to cook their individual dinners, mostly made of dehydrated foods. My choice was a beef and noodles dish, to which I added a bit more flavoring. I sat cross legged on the ground while I ate, and watched the ladies make their food and sit and eat. It was a long ways till dark yet and dinner was done and we had plenty of time to sit around.
"So what do you do now?" Beth asked as she came over and sat down next to me.
"Well, on a normal trip I would read a book or we would sit around and swap stories and such. Sometimes I'll play solitaire or we would play some poker for fun."
"That sounds good." She said as she got up.
"What does?"
"Get your cards and come with me." She said as she walked over to the fire ring, which didn't have a fire yet."
"Ladies, let's gather around." She called as I dug the pack of cards from my pack. They all came over and sat down cross legged around the fire. "This is a game we play with the girls sometimes. It's a good ice breaker and a way to get to know each other." Beth said as she patted the ground next to her. I sat down and handed her the cards. "The way this works.." she said to me, being the only one that apparently was in the dark. "is we pass the deck around, and everyone draws a card. The high card gets to ask the low card a question."
"What kind of question?" I asked, not sure if I liked where this was going.
"You know. What's your favorite color, how old are you, that kind of thing." She said with a smile.
"Ok." I said somewhat relieved. "What if the person didn't want to answer or didn't tell the truth."
"You you have to tell the truth!" one of the ladies said. "If you don't then the rest of the group gets to pick a penance for you to do."
"A penance?"
"Sure" Mary said. "Like having to run around camp three times or something silly like that."
Leave it to women to find a way to make women talk and do silly shit. This game certainly had the potential to get out of hand if the leaders didn't keep a tight reign on it.
The deck went around and Mary asked Beth how old she was. Beth blushes and said forty-two, which surprised me. I would have figured her for a number of years less than that. The deck went around again, putting the card you had back in and pulling another. This time I got to ask the lady in the long shirt a question. I chose something simple, how many times had she camped out. I was surprised to hear this was only her third time.
The game continued with all sorts of questions, favorite foods and such. Things got a bit more interesting when Mary asked Beth what her favorite kind of underwear was. Beth replied simply "none", to which the whole bunch giggled and someone said, "surprise surprise surprise!" The next round Mary was asked by Deb what her favorite sex position was, and she looked at the setting sun and said. "on top. I love to ride on top of a big dick." I felt myself blush as all the ladies looked at me instead of Mary.
I had to wonder if they were picturing her or themselves riding on me. As I had feared the questions took a turn for the more risqué as they started asking things like how long does it take to cum, do they like to give head, does their husband lick their pussy and such. I was pretty lucky at not drawing a low card for quite a while, but eventually it had to happen, and it did. Deb had high and there was cheering when it was determined that I would finally get asked a question.
"If you could fuck any of us right now, who would it be? And why?" she asked from across the fire pit.
"That's two questions." I said
"So answer the first one." Beth chimed in.
I looked around the circle and finally said. "Mary." Who immediately had a shocked look on her face. The rest of the women whistled at her or cat called, generally giving her a hard time. When things quieted down she asked why? I looked around, knowing that if I didn't answer now it would be the next question I got. "Simple. She's been flashing me that pussy all day. How could I not want to stuff my dick into it?" to which the cheering erupted again. Several more questions were tossed at me which I simply ignored as part of the game.
The deck went around several times again before Mary got asked by Beth if she though about my dick all day long. She blushed and simply said yes, with no elaboration, to which everyone wanted more details. She finally blurted out that she doesn't ever wear underwear and it wasn't her fault I had such a big dick, after which she covered her face with her hands in embarrassment. The card went around again, this time I ended up with a 3 and a Mindy held an ace, as did Brenda, a thirty-five year old divorcee with a 32 B bust and preferred thong panties. The rules were that a tie of the high card meant that they had to decide on one question. They huddled to the side and finally came back to sit down. Mindy looked straight at me across the fire pit and asked. "How long is your dick?"
To say the least I was surprised. What was worse, I really didn't have an answer. "I'm not sure." I replied honestly. This did not satisfy the ladies in the least. They were sure I was lying or refusing to answer, either one would mean that I had to do penance.
It was quickly decided that the answer was to have Mindy and Brenda measure me, proving both penance and an answer. I objected but was quickly overruled. One of the ladies scurried for a small tape measure she had in her pack and soon came back with a small cloth tape. I stood up and dropped my shorts to lot of cheering and whistling, while Brenda grabbed my dick and stroked it a few times "just to make sure it was good and hard." As if it wasn't. The two made and elaborate show of measuring me, finally announcing that I was an even eight inches long and four inches around. Brenda took the opportunity to stroke me several more times for the benefit of the rest of the group before I was allowed to pull my shorts back up and sit down again. There would certainly be paybacks for this one.



Paybacks came a few rounds later. I drew the high card and Brenda was sitting holding the low card. If I thought about it before I said it, I wouldn't have opened my mouth. But since she was one of the few still dressed, and I was bent on some paybacks, I asked how long of a dick she could take before it hit the end. I had serious doubts that she would know, but I hadn't really stopped to think about how to get the answer. To my surprise she answered confidently "I can take anything you have to give me!" There was considerable cheering at this point, which egged me on to retort. "I've heard that before!"
There were a lot of woos and "burn" comments from the ladies as they looked over at Brenda for the next shot. She looked around the circle and then stood up. "Ok stud! Put up or shut up!" she said sliding her shorts and panties down her legs in one motion, to the sound of cheering and soon chanting of "do it!". This was not going like I planned it, although I'm not sure I did much of a job of planning.
With little choice left to my pride, I got up and stepped around the circle to her. Fortunately it was starting to get dark, and I wasn't sure how much the rest of them were going to see. I turned her around and pressed on her back to bend her over. She stepped out of her pants and kicked them aside, spreading her feet apart a couple feet. I undid my shorts and let them fall to my ankles, my hard dick bobbing behind her bare ass. I pushed her shirt up her back until it was to her neck, exposing the rest of her body, including her hanging tits and began rubbing my dick up and down her slit.
"you sure you want this?" I asked her, hoping she would back down.
"Any time stud!" she replied a little breathlessly.
The whole circle got silent as I pushed the head of my dick into her hole. She was quite wet, obviously turned on as I was from all the talk. I slowly pushed into her pussy, letting her pussy expand around my dick. I felt the head of my dick hit against her cervix and pulled part way out before stroking in again to her full length. She grunted when I hit the end of her tunnel again.
"Not quite." I announced.
"Like hell" she said as she pulled part way off my dick and then pushed back hard. Deb stepped over and put her hand on my pelvis as I pushed into Brenda one more time. She slid her hand out to show that there was some of me still sticking out. Brenda grunted as I stroked in and out of her a few times. "OH god. Don't stop!" she cried as her legs started to shake. I stroked a few more times, not caring who was watching at this point. The two of us came together, her body shaking as she cried out with each spurt of my cum into her pussy. I could make out a lot of whistling and cheering as my mind started to process my surroundings again. I could feel my face turn red as I pulled my dick from Brenda and pulled my shorts up, sitting back down in my spot silently. Brenda sat down as well, using her shorts for a pad, my cum leaking from her pussy making an obvious wet spot.
"Well, I guess we settled that!" someone said after things got quiet. "How about we build a fire while we take a break."
"Good idea Beth said as she walked past me, stroking my cheek as she headed to the woods to get some sticks. Brenda and I sat there trying to catch out breaths while everyone else gathered wood for the fire. We looked across the fire pit at each other and she got up and moved over to sit by me, using her panties to wipe the fluids leaking down her legs as she got up.
"Thank you." She said.
"For what?"
"I really wanted to find a way to get you inside me, maybe not quite as public though." She laughed. "You really did feel good though."
"Well, you have a pretty good feeling pussy too. You were alwful wet."
"How could I not be? After watching Beth jack you off and then when you were in the stream? My pussy had been leaking for hours."
"So just who all was watching me?"
"You mean besides everyone?"
"I guess you guys got a bit more privacy than I did. I didn't expect that."
"It's ok. We all heard about Sally."
"Sandy?" I asked quizicly.
"You know, Sally Linchick?" she said looking at me. "The tall blond lady from the last trip?"
"I remember her, what about her?'
"What you did..." she said, letting the statement die. "You did, didn't you?"
"Did what?" I asked.
"She said she was teasing you all day and during the night you crawled into her tent and fucked her three times before morning, and several more times in the last two days of the trip."
"I hate to break it to you, but no, I didn't. I remember her flashing her tits and pussy at me a lot, but with all the leaders there being from my own town, I never would have done anything. I generally wouldn't cheat on my wife that way, especially if there were a good chance she would find out. For that matter I don't know why I did what I did tonight!"
"oh wow." She said quietly. "I never thought she lied. She did such a good job of describing your body."
"That's because she saw me jacking off in the bushes one night. Hell I had one of the older girls sneak into my tent in the middle of the night and try to give me a blow job. That's probably where she got the idea. I thought I kept that covered up though so she wouldn't get in trouble."
"I didn't know anything about a girl, but Sandy swore you snuck into her tent and fucked her silly."
"well, I didn't." I said as several of the ladies started putting the wood in the fire pit. Before long they had a nice fire going, not for the heat, it was still well up in the eighties, but the flickering light made illuminated us as we all sat back down in our circle.
"Before we get started, I think you should all know that Sandy lied about Mike." Brenda said. "She never had sex with him." This started a lot of chattering and finally silence as it sunk in. I looked at the faces around the fire and it was clear that some were uncomfortable. My guess is several came with the express intent on getting some of what Sandy had so aptly embellished.
"I'm sorry ladies." I said simply.
"You have nothing to be sorry for." Mary said from her spot across the fire. "We just all assumes... I mean..."
"We all assumed you would jump at the chance to screw any of us given the chance. We have spent the last day teasing you, hoping that you would want to. I guess that wasn't very fair of us." Deb said. "Although I have to admit, so far you have been anything but a disappointment." To which I heard many murmurs of agreement.
"Well, thank you ladies. I appreciate the thought. And for the record, you have done one hell of a job of teasing me. I simply don't know how I'm going to survive the next three days with all the gorgeous pussies and tits that you will undoubtedly be flashing me." I said to the group at large. "Now if you will excuse me, I think I'm going to go down to the stream and wash up and then hit the sack. Thank you for a most interesting evening." I finished as I stood up and headed over to my pack and tent. I pulled out a small bottle of camp soap and headed down to the stream.
I was standing in the stream naked and covered in soap when Beth walked down. She kicked off her boots and stepped into the stream behind me, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her naked tits into my back. She rubbed the soap around my body washing my dick and balls gently before stepping back and turning me around to face her. She held my hands and pulled me down into the water until I was crouching down and then used her hands to pour water over me and rinse off the soap.
"I feel responsible." She finally said quietly while she rinsed my already hardening dick. "I guess things got a bit out of hand."
"A bit. How many of these women are really leaders?"
"Oh all of them!"
"How did you end up with so many horny leaders?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Actually it all started at a lingerie party. You know how women are. We were trying on sexy stuff, and pretty soon we were talking bout who's guy had the biggest dick, and suddenly Sally is saying how she had a guy once with a huge dick that fucked her silly for three days. We kept pressing her until she told us the whole story. I never thought that it wasn't true. She had such a good description of your private parts, and well, when I realized it was true I figured the rest of the story was true too."
"How did you know I looked like she said?
"Remember the fall canoe trip?"
"Yeah."
"Remember going off in the weeds to pee?"
"uh huh."
"You didn't know it, but I was there too. You were so busy trying to make sure no one saw you from behind as you jacked off that you didn't see I was already squatting in the bushes a few feet in front of you. I was so close that some of your cum spashed on me when you shot."
"Oh shit." I groaned. I remembered the incident well. I was horny as hell from all the tiny bikinis. Then after swimming my suit was wet and clung to me so that everyone would see my dick, so I snuck off into the bushes to pee and quickly jacked off, not that it took too long.
"Don't worry about it. I was impressed. Anyway, when I told a few of the girls about it, well, we all had this idea.."
"You told all of them about me jacking off?"
"Uh huh. I've seen some nice dicks, but yours is really a good one. How could I not share? Besides, with what Sally said, we just figured you didn't mind a little side action."
"Wow. How do I get myself into these messes?" I asked the sky.
"Don't worry, I told them that part of the party is over and from now on it's all professional.
"I'll believe that when I see it." I said as I stood up and walked out of the water. I dried off with my tiny camp towel and then dried Beth off. We walked together back to camp naked. She gave me a hug before leaving me at my tent. I crawled in and zipped the bug screen shut, leaving the flap open for air and was soon asleep.
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It was bad enough getting called to work late on a Saturday night to deal with a computer problem, but on a night like this it was especially crappy. The summer thunderstorm slashed at my truck windows and I could barely see the rutted gravel road through my windshield. The headlights and wipers did little to improve the situation. It was nearly one in the morning as I made my way down the rough road having just turned off the highway. I love living out in the woods, away from the crush of town live. The downside was the less than fun drive when the weather turned like it did here. I slowed down and forded the first low water bridge, one of two I had to traverse, and noted that the water was already pretty high. In another hour it would be well beyond crossing. Good thing tomorrow wasn't a work day! I rounded a sharp curve, the trees leaning over the road and the slashing rain making visibility nearly nill. I saw a flash in my headlights, and jerked the wheel hard. I don't know what it was, but it didn't belong in the middle of the road. Even with four wheel drive and traction control, the truck had little chance on the rutted gravel. I slid nose first into the ditch of the narrow road, coming to rest with the front wheels in the flowing water of the ditch and the rear still on the rutted gravel. I shook my head to make sure I was ok, and then turned to see what I had almost hit, probably a damn deer.
I opened my truck door and saw a woman standing in the middle of the road, illuminated only by the red of my tail lights. Another flash of lighting gave me a stobe effect view of a good looking woman, wearing a soaked yellow summer dress, her arms crossed under her rather large set of breasts. Her long dark hair was stringy and soaked, hanging around her bare shoulders. walking and shivering at the same time, the only illumination was that of my tail lights and the occasional flash of lightning. I climbed out to check and see if she was ok the huge drops of water feeling like liquid ice as they quickly soaked into my light weight shirt.
"Are you ok?" I shouted over a clap of thunder.
She nodded that she was, and then stood shivering, looking quite lost and uncertain.
"What are you doing out here?" I asked as the rain soaked through my pants, leaving me almost as wet as she seemed to be.
"My cccccar went offff the roadddd" she shivered.
"Come on. Get in my truck." I said leading her to the passenger side of the suburban, still stuck in the ditch. Once she was in I went around and jumped in and cranked the heat all the way up. "Where did you go off?" I asked her.
"Down that way!" she said pointing toward the next low water bridge.
"Ok." I said, putting the truck in reverse and easily getting out of the ditch, the automatic four wheel drive kicking in at the first slip of the tires. I went down the road the quarter mile to the next low water crossing. Sure enough, there was her car, washed off the low water bridge. It was going to need a serious tow truck. "I don't think that's going anywhere any time soon." I told her.
She spewed a stream of what sounded to me like Spanish, most likely some not very nice words if I was any judge.
"Would you like me to take you someplace?"
"Si! I would like to go to town to a hotel please." She said with a definite Spanish accent.
"Sure thing." I said as I turned around and headed back toward town. I made the last turn before the first low water bridge and hit the brakes. There was no getting across this one now. "I hate to say this, but we aren't getting across this."
Another stream of Spanish profanity before she slowed down.
"Look. We aren't going to make it to town. Is there someone I can call?"
"No. No one I know will be home."
"Well, I know this sounds bad, but the best I can do is take you home. I live just up the road. When it rains like this it's not unusual to get flooded in."
"You take me home?"
"To my house... yes."
"I don't know what else to do... Can I trust you?"
"Yes, you can trust me." I said as I turned around and drove back to the low water bridge where her car was. I forded the deep water and then drove another quarter mile to my driveway. Well, maybe driveway is a poor description. My house is set almost a half mile back into the woods on a nice two hundred acre wooded lot. I pulled into the garage out of the rain and climbed out, walking around to open the door for my passenger. "We're here!" I said holding my hand out. "Come on in and I will get you some towels to dry off with." She took my hand and let me pull her from the truck. In the light of the garage I was able to really see what she looked like. She was fairly tall, maybe a tad under six foot, and very well built with a thin waist, nice hips and a hell of a set of tits. Hell, the wet dress was half falling off of them and I could see her nipples and large dark areola clearly though the soaked material. I really couldn't help myself as I looked down her body, the soaked material clinging to her body like a second skin, allowing me to easily see the outline of her tiny white thong panty and the tops of her thigh high stockings. Her high heels were so muddy that I wasn't sure what color they were even supposed to be. I finally tore my eyes from her body so she didn't think I was a total letch.
"Come on in and I will get you a towel." I said as I led the way to the garage door and walked into the house, hoping she would follow. I walked to the closet and got several towels out and then walked to the guest room, pushing the door open. "Here, you can get dried off in here. I'll see if I can find something for you to wear."
"Thank you. You are very kind." She said her english seeming to be better now that she was no longer shivering.
I closed the door on her and went to my own room and peeled off the wet clothes, using a towel to dry off. I dug through my drawers and after pulling on a pair of running shorts and slippers, pulled out a pair of shorts and t-shirt that I thought might fit my guest.
I walked back to the guest/workout room and knocked. "Are you decent?" I asked.
"Si." She said. I opened the door and found her sitting on the weight bench, her body wrapped in one towel and her long dark hair wrapped in another.
"I found these. They might fit." I said handing the shorts and shirt over.
"That is very nice." She said. "My name is Marcelina."
"Hi, my name is Mike. I'm going to go turn on the tv and see what weather radar looks like."
"That is a good idea!" She said following me out of the room, wearing the towel and carrying the shorts and shirt.
I sat on the sofa in front of the tv and flipped on the big 60 inch LCD. I really wasn't thinking too well, the last thing I had been watching when the call came in was a nice DVD of a large chested blond getting banged next to a pool. All I had done was to pause it, and when the TV came on, there was the paused picture of the blonde, some huge dick buried into her, her face screwed up in ecstasy.
"Woops!" I said embarrassed, fumbling with the remote to switch the input back to the satellite. Marcelina giggled as she watched me turn red.
"So what had you out on the road this late?" I asked her trying to distract her.
"I was at my friend's wedding. We came from Texas to see it. I caught my bastard husband in the ladies room fucking one of the brides maids. I told the sonovabitch that if he wanted to fuck her, he could damn well go home with her and then I left."
"So how did you get on this road?"
"I was trying to follow the directions from the country club."
"Oh. I see. You turned on the wrong road. If you would have turned sooner you would have gotten back to the highway sooner. I'm afraid you're going to be stuck her for a while." I went on, looking at the radar on the tv. "This kind of rain will last a while and then it will take a while for the creeks to go down. You sure you don't want to call anyone?"
"No. I don't. Thank you for bringing me home. It was very nice of you." She said in her cute Spanish accent. She pulled her towel off her hair and went to work with it, rubbing her still wet hair to dry it. Her dark skin was a stark contrast to the light yellow of the towels, and her big tits wiggled around under the other towel as she rubbed her hair vigorously.
"I don't know why I stayed with that bastard." She said venomously as her body shook with her efforts on her hair. "I forgave him the last time I caught heem fucking around. I forgave him and he promised, never again. I have been true to him for ten years, and what do I get for it? He fucks one of the bridesmaids at my friends wedding!" The towel around her body continued to work lower on her tits as she rubbed her hair. She either didn't notice, or didn't care. I on the other hand did both. My dick was growing quickly as I watched the tops of her areola become visible. "I mean what the hell. Why should I care what that bastard does any more? He wants to fuck around, then he can damn well have all the cute little whores he wants, but I'll be damned if he will get to stick his dirty dick into me ever again! Hijo Basrardo!" she swore. Gravity finally did its job, and the towel slipped from her big tits, piling up around her waist. She pulled the towel off of her head and looked down at her. "Look at me! What is wrong with how I look? Doesn't my body look good?" she practically shouted at me.
"You look just fine to me." I replied, not really sure what she was expecting.
"Fine? I look FINE to you?" she cried, bursting into tears and covering her face with the wet towel from her hair.
"Hey. It's ok." I said sliding over to her and putting my arm around her shoulder. "You're a very good looking woman. If you were my wife I wouldn't be screwing around on you."
"You're just saying that to get me to stop crying." She sniffed into the towel.
"No. I mean it. You really are a good looking woman, the parts I've seen at least."
"You really do mean it?"
"Yes. I don't know why he did what he did, but it definitely isn't because of how you look. Hell, if I wasn't a gentleman, I probably would have been trying to jump you already."
"Thank you." She said leaning into me and wiping her face with the towel. "You have been a gentleman."
"Not a problem but I think your crying has taken care of the rest of your makeup, the part the rain didn't trash, I mean." I said looking at the remains of her mascara streaking down her face.
"I must look a mess." She sniffed. "Let me go wash this off." She got up, letting the towel around her waist slide to the floor. She walked toward the guest bathroom completely naked, her cute ass wiggling as she walked. I could see little glimpses of her pussy lips as she made her way to the bathroom. I didn't know why her husband decided to mess around, but it looked to me like he was really missing the boat.
I readjusted my seat and the hardon I had sprouted watching her.
She came back a few minutes later, her bare body looking hot as her large tits wiggling seductively as she walked back toward me. She stepped right in front of me and knelt down, looking straight into my eyes. "I think it's my turn to have some fun. Would you like to have some with me?"
"You sure you want to do this?" I asked her a she rubbed my hard dick through my shorts.
"I haven't ever messed around with anyone but my husband before... Yes! I'm definitely sure!" she said with conviction as she tugged on the waistband of my shorts. "What about you?"
I stood up and allowed her to pull my shorts down to my ankles and stepped out of them, my rigid dick poking straight out toward her. I allowed her to push me back down onto the sofa. She pushed my legs apart and slid between them, gently wrapping one hand around my hard dick, and cupping the other around my balls.
"You have a very nice looking cock." She whispered before gently wrapping her lips around the head. I watched her watch my eyes for reaction as she stroked the bottom of the head, one of the most sensitive spots, with her tongue. I closed my eyes and moaned quietly in appreciation as she began working her hand, sliding and twisting its way up and down my dick in coordination with the suction she was applying with her mouth. She was obviously well practiced at this maneuver and she soon had me groaning in delight as she worked more and more of my dick into her mouth. I groaned even louder as she pressed her face down toward my balls, the head of my cock meeting resistance for only a moment as she pressed it down into her throat.
"If you keep that up, I'm going to be cuming real soon." I groaned at her.
She pulled her head off my dick, the head almost popping out of her throat. "Any time you want." She said before lifting herself higher and wrapping her luscious tits around my dick.
"Oh god." I groaned as I watched her slide her tits up and down my dick, its rigid shaft nestled into the snug envelope she created. My head disappeared into her mouth and I felt her suction it each time she went down, allowing it to pop out of her mouth in time to disappear between her tits each time she went back up. Before too many more of these wonderful strokes, I felt my balls tightening up, growing closer to its impending explosion. "I'm going to cum!" I said through gritted teeth.
"Good." She said, continuing to work her tits around my dick.
I squeezed her body with my legs, as the first huge surge of my hot cum exploded from my dick, lancing up and splashing off her face.
"SI!" she hissed as another shot of cum flew up from my dick, some of it landing on her face as she tried to aim it into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around my dick and suctioned the third huge squirt of cum out along with the fourth and fifth. She continued to suck and lick my dick as its powerful shots of cum reduced small squirts and finally a drool. Allowing her tits to cradle my slowly deflating dick until she was no longer able to keep it both there and in her mouth.
"You like?" she asked with a huge smile, some of my cum still on her face.
"Oh yes." I said as I leaned toward her and wiped my cum from her face with my finger. She turned her head and sucked my finger into her mouth, sucking and licking it clean. She released my finger from her mouth and my dick from the cradle she formed with her tits and began to rub the cum spattered on them into them like lotion.
"Now I make you hard again and then you last much longer." She cooed as she climbed up my body slowly, dragging her tits along my stomach and chest, until she was looking directly into my eyes. She leaned her face close to mine and gently brushed her lips against mine. She paused momentarily and then sucked my lower lip into her mouth. I squeezed her firm ass with both hands as she pulled my lip out and then released it. She moved in close again and her hot mouth met mine, our tongues tentatively reaching out into each other, touching and dancing with more urgency as each second passed. I felt her body move as she settled her knees on each side of my thighs, her hot mouth never separating from my own. It felt like an eternity before she broke the hot kiss and lifted her body higher, cupping one of her tits and holding the nipple inches from my face. I moved a hand up her back and pulled her closer as I gently kissed her nipple and then sucked it onto my mouth, suctioning it longer as my tongue licked and flicked across it.
"Ohhhhhhh nice." She cooed as I released the first tit and moved to the second to repeat the process. I could feel her hot wet pussy pressing against my quickly hardening dick as she rocked her hips gently. "I like that." She cooed as she stroked my hair, pulling my head slightly tighter to her firm tit. Her pussy gently stroked up and down the bottom side of my dick, wetting it causing it to grow even more. She lifted herself slightly and allowed my surprisingly rigid dick to engage into her opening. She slowly pushed herself down on me, my head pressing into her, the pressure building against the head until suddenly it eased and I slid deep into her tight pussy. The two of us groaned in unison as the head of my dick drove slowly and deeply into her.
"Oh god you feel good." I groaned as her pussy fully engulfed me.
"OHHHHH" she squealed as her clit pressed against the base of my dick. She began pulling slowly up my dick, allowing only my head to remain inside her before she quickly pushed down on me diving my dick deep into her and slamming her engorged clit into the base of my cock once again. She repeated this process time and time again, my hands cupping her firm tits, her nipples sticking between my fingers allowing me to squeeze her hard nubs in time with her strokes. "OH FUCK!" she cried as her body began to tremble. Her whole body convulsed as her tight tunnel squeezed my dick. I moved a hand to her back and pulled her chest to my face, sucking one of her nipples into my mouth and nibbling it, driving her climax even higher. Her body twitched and spasmed as her orgasm washed over her, little waves of pleasure rippling up and down her body. I held her until she sagged into me, her orgasm finally falling away. "Ohhhh that felt good." She cooed at me as she lifted off of my dick and pulled me up as well. "Now fuck me from behind until you cum. I want to feel your cum fill me up." She said before pulling my face to hers and kissing me wetly.
We stood and kissed for several minutes, our tongues teasing each other while she stroked my still hard dick with her hand. Finally she pulled her face from mine and pulled me by the hand around the sofa, letting go of me only when she bent over the back of the sofa, sticking her ass and pussy out at me. I stepped behind her and sunk my dick deep into her, my head pressing against her cervix as my hips pressed against her firm ass. I held her ass with both hands, squeezing each firm globe while I used it as a handle. I began plunging in and out of her wet pussy, groaning in pleasure as she squeezed her already tight tunnel around my pistoning dick. She spread her legs farther apart, her arms using the seat cushion as a support to hold her up.
"Cum in me! I want to feel your cum pumping into me!" she cried out as I stroked in and out of her sopping pussy. "Oh SHIT!" she cried after some minutes of my stroking. "I'm CUMING!"
Her pussy practically vibrated around my dick as another orgasm washed over her. The sensations and her cries of wanting to feel my cum inside her pushed me over the edge. My dick exploded inside her, pumping a shot after shot of cum into her, each one accompanied by a scream of pleasure from her. Finally exhausted I allowed my dick to slip from her, unleashing a small flood of our juices. She rolled over the back of the sofa and onto the seat, spread across the cushions, facing up at me. She reached for my hands and pulled me across the sofa back until I rolled over it and on top of her. She gently kissed me on the lips, a slow wet sensual kiss.
"Thank you. That felt wonderful." She purred after she broke the kiss.
"I'm glad you thought so. I thought it was pretty fantastic too."
"You like Marcelina's body?"
"I think it's an exquisite body! I could look at it all night and all day!" I replied honestly
"Then I won't wear anything until I leave!"
"That suits me fine, although I have to admit I'm starting to get tired. It is nearly three in the morning."
"Then why don't we find your bed?"
"Sounds like a good idea." I said as I crawled off of her and stood up, holding my hand out for her. She took my hand as she stood up and I led her down the hall to my room. The two of us crawled into my queen sized bed, Marcelina cuddling up against me, one leg sprawled across me and her tits pressed against me. She snuggled her face into my neck and sighed contentedly as I held her close to me. Before long we were both fast asleep.



The sun was already up by the time I woke, and so was I. Marcelina was straddling me, her knees on each side of my hips gently rubbing the head of my dick around her pussy lips, making it wet and teasing it to full length. "I thought that would wake you up." She said seductively before she seated my head into her pussy and slowly pushed her hot wet tunnel down on it, sighing deeper with each inch she took in. "Ohhhhhh yes. This is how I should wake up every day." She moaned as she began to rock on my dick, grinding her clit into the base of my dick. I had to admit it was a great way to wake up.
Marcelina slowly ground her clit into the base of my dick, working my cock in and out only an inch or so, but definitely driving herself up the slope toward climax. She muttered how good it felt and practically purred as she worked her hips around in little circles. I helped her along by twisting and pulling her hard nipples, receiving a moan of pleasure in response to the new stimulus. "Are you trying to make me cum?" she muttered quietly
"Uh huh."
"Ohhhh Bad boy. I'm supposed to be making you cum first."
"Who says?" I answered with a grin.
"That is what I learned... men cum first." She sighed, clearly not far from having her orgasm wash over her.
"Not in my house. Here we both get to. Doesn't matter who gets there first. Besides... I really liked that tit fuck you gave me yesterday."
"Ohhh You want some more of that?" she moaned.
"Oh yeah" I said just before she tensed up, her orgasm making her face flush red. Her whole body shook and trembled as she rode wave after wave of pleasure. Slowly she lowered herself down on my chest, my hard dick still stuffed fully into her. She practically purred in contentment as I worked my hips slowly, pushing my dick in and out of her a few inches.
"Very nice." She whispered into my ear as she lay her head on my shoulder, her tits pressing her hard nipples into my chest. I could feel them working up and down slightly as I stroked more and more of my dick into her. We stayed this way for a long time, just taking our time, not getting in any hurry. I knew I was getting much closer and wanted to fuck her tits again before all this ended. I pulled my dick from her wet pussy and rolled her on her back. She smiled up at me as I straddled her chest with my knees and pushed my dick down into the valley between her firm globes. She pressed her tits together to capture me there and I started stroking my pussy juice covered dick in and out of the tight passage she had created. I watched her as she watched my dick slide in and out, each time coming closer to her waiting mouth. My head disappeared into her waiting lips, only to reappear again as I stroked back, disappearing into the tit canyon. There was no way I was going to last to long doing this, the sensations and the view were just too hot.
"I'm going to cum!" I said between gritted teeth.
To my surprise she let go of my dick with her tits and quickly pushed her body up the bed so I was straddling her stomach. "I want to watch you!" she said as she wrapped both hands around my dick and began stroking me, sliding and twisting her hands to urge my climax closer. It didn't take to many strokes before my cum shot out and into the air, landing in a long string across her body and face. She continued to stroke my dick, urging each gush of my juice toward her open mouth, some of it making it and some of it ending up on her body. I groaned with each squirt, watching it splash on her smiling face and hot body, until there was nothing left but a slow drool of juice from the tip of my spent dick. This didn't go to waste either, as she coaxed as much from me as she could before she began massaging it into her tits like lotion, wiping the cum from her face and licking it from her fingers like candy.
"Ohhh Very nice cock. I wish my husband could cum like that."
"He doesn't?"
"Sorry, my ex-husband... he has a smallish dick that just doesn't quite fill me up. Not like this at least. I wish I could let you fuck me all day."
"I wish I could, but it doesn't get up as easily as it did when I was a lot younger."
"Ohhhh I bet I can get it up again."
"If you can get it up, you can have all you can get from it." I said, wondering what she had in mind.
"ohhhh I like that idea." She said as she pushed me over on the bed. She moved so I was laying on my back and then crawled over me so I was looking up at her wonderful pussy. I felt her mouth close around my soft dick, gently suctioning it and playing with it with her tongue. While she did this she lowered her pussy to my face and gently rubbed the wet lips around my face, encouraging me to gently lick between the wet lips. I felt her moan around my dick when I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and flicked it a couple times teasingly.
"Oh god. Who's supposed to be getting who turned on?" she asked as she pulled my dick from her mouth.
"Does it matter?" I asked as I pulled her ass down, allowing me access to her pussy again.
"Not if you keep doing that." She moaned as I found her clit again.
She sucked my dick back into her mouth again and began stroking under my balls, working her finger from my puckered anus to my balls. She soon moved her mouth down, nearly taking her pussy out of range of my tongue as she licked the spot that her finger had been working. She giggled delightfully as she stroked my hardening dick and licked the sensitive spot that was having such an effect. She soon had me harder than I had any right to expect.
"Have you ever fucked outside?" she asked me from her spot between my legs.
"Once or twice."
She climbed off of me and stood next to the bed. "I want you to fuck me outside."
"Whatever you want." I said as I got off the bed and led her through the house and out to the back deck.
"Oh isn't this beautiful out here?" she said looking around at the trees that surround my house. "Can we move this?" she asked as she stepped over to the one chase lounge I sit in while I am grilling.
"Sure." I said.
"Out here!" she said walking naked into the middle of the yard. I had to admit that the summer sun shining on her naked skin and her big tits jiggling as she practically bounced around the grassy yard had my dick still standing hard and proud. I moved the chair to where she wanted and she lay down on it, holding her hands out to me. "Come sit on the end of the chair." She said pulling me down to straddle the end. "I always wanted to be fucked out in the woods!" she said as he guided my dick to her pussy, hooking her heels around my waist to pull me forward. "Ohhhh yes. Put your big dick right where it belongs!" she cooed as I pushed my dick slowly into her waiting hole. "That's it." She said as she began rocking her hips against me, working my dick around in her pussy.
"Now fuck me. Fuck me hard!" she cried after grinding her clit into my body for several minutes. "I want you to make me scream in ecstasy!" she cried out to the trees.
"As you wish." I said as I started sliding my dick in and out of her pussy. The position didn't work too well, and I soon stood up over the end, dragging her ass up with me since she had her legs hooked around me.
"Oh yeah!" she cried as she pulled her legs up to her chest, holding her ass in the air with her arms propped under her. In this position I could easily slide in and out my full length and play with her clit at the same time. I watched her screw her face up in pleasure as my dick pounded into her time after time, my thumb stroking her clit in time with my strokes. Her body shook and trembled as her orgasm built, finally breaking over like a tidal wave. She screamed as her body spasmed and jerked.
Her legs didn't stay where they were, and partly in self protection I wrapped both arms around her thighs and held onto them as she squeezed my head with her calves, my dick still plunging in and out of her wet pussy. She screamed to fuck her harder as her orgasm seemed to just go on and on. My hips slapped against her ass so loud I could hear it echo off the house, my dick plunging into her like a piston on an old steam train. She finally sagged, sliding off my dick and down to the pad on the chair, her body no longer able to stand what I was doing to it. She lay panting for breath as I stood between her legs, my hard dick slick with her juices, jumping and twitching of its own accord. She lay looking up at my hard dick, smiling in contentment.
"Is there anyplace you have ever wanted to fuck that you haven't?" she asked. "I'll do anything you want after that!"
"Actually, I'd love to just have you turn over and let me fuck you from behind."
"Ohhhh? Up the ass?"
"Nope... just your pussy."
"That's a shame. Might have been fun."
"Not so sure I'm into that." I said as she rolled over and stood with her feet on the ground and her hands holding her up. I slipped my dick back into her waiting pussy and reached down to grab her tits as they hung down.
"That's it. Now fuck me hard and cum for me... Make me your fuck toy... pump me full of your hot cum... that's it baby... fuck me.... OH yes! That's it... Fuck me like that! Oh god Your going to make me cum again!... Ahhhhh FUCK!" she cried as she once again climaxed, her spasming pussy sending me over the edge. My dick jumped and twitched inside her, giving her another load of cum that I didn't even know I had in me. We collapsed on the lounge, my dick still stuffed inside her.
"God that was good." I panted.
"Yes it was." She replied breathlessly. "I could stay here and get fucked forever."
"Don't tempt me... I may keep you here as my sex slave." I joked.
"Ohhhh please do!" she said with a giggle.
We lay there for some time, moving only to get more comfortable and lay next to each other.
"You know, we are going to have to get showered and get you into town. By now the creeks should be well down." I said quietly.
"It has been much fun here. I wish I didn't have to leave."
"What are you going to do about your husband?"
"That pencil dick? He wants to fuck around let him. He won't be having me again!" she said angrily.
"You're sure about that?"
"Oh yes. Quite sure." She said as she got up from the chair and wandered around the small grassy yard, still completely naked. "He did this once before. I won't forgive him a second time."
"So what will you do?"
"Go back to Texas I suppose. I will have to find work again."
"What kind of work?"
"I used to be an exotic dancer."
"Well, I'm quite sure you can do that again."
"With this body? I'm old! Thirty five is too old to dance!" she said looking down at her own body.
"Trust me, you could dance for me every night and I wouldn't be complaining. I think you have a fantastic body. You're hot and sexy and there isn't an old looking part on you."
"You really mean that?"
"Every word. Hell, if you didn't have to go, I'd ask you to stay. I've really enjoyed having you here."
"You really want me to stay?"
"Yes. I really want you to stay, as long as you would like." I said.
She turned and walked over to me. She lay down on top of me, her sexy tits pressing into my chest. She kissed me slow and wet. "Thank you. I would very much like to stay with you for now." She whispered.
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I was sitting alone on a chair on the stage of the strip club when the eight dancers made their way to the stage. All of them were wearing sexy outfits, from dresses to lingerie. The first dancer moved seductively around me while she slowly removed a short spandex dress that was barely long enough to cover her pussy and tits at the same time. She wiggled and swayed in front of me as she uncovered her firm tits first, and then pushed the dress down until she was clad in nothing but her spike heels. She slowly undressed me while the second dancer undid her outfit, pulling strings one at a time to slowly expose her huge tits and trimmed blond bush. The first dancer knelt between my legs and sucked my dick into her mouth as a third dancer stepped to the center and slowly pulled off her lace bra and then slid her thong panty off, hanging it over my head so I could easily smell the strong scent of her arousal. The first dancer kept at my hard dick making me groan as the forth dancer moved into place in front of me, undoing each button on her bustier, slowly exposing her bare skin before letting it slide off, her tits swinging and swaying as she bent over to pull her panties down. She spread her legs and stuffed her fingers into her pussy, noisly shoving them in and out in front of my face. She was pulled away by yet another dancer, this one in a long lacy dress, that she slowly let slide from her body. She was covered head to toe in a fishnet body stocking, her hard nipples poking through the mesh as she pushed one into my face. The first dancer pulled her head from my dick, and turned around, settling her ass over my lap as she bent until she could hold her ankles. She slowly pushed her pussy over my raging hardon, working it up and down my rigid shaft.
"Isn't that against the rules?" I asked
"I won't tell if you don't." she whispered as she slowly stroked up and down my shaft, yet another stripper pulling off a long satin dress, exposing her freckled skin and red bush. The final stripper was working on taking off her thong panty, the only thing she was wearing, when I groaned deeply and began pumping gallons of cum deep into the pussy of the stripper that screamed out and had a huge orgasm of her own in time with mine.
It took my mind several seconds to realize that the dream was not totally a dream. My groggy mind cleared and saw the set of firm tits hanging in front of me in the dark, while the body impaled on my dick shuddered and moaned. Slowly she lowered herself down to me, her tits pressing their hard nipples against my chest
"Did I wake you?" she whispered. "I tried not to." She finished, following it with a tender kiss.
"What time is it?" I asked after she broke the kiss.
"a bit past two.. I couldn't sleep and I thought..."
"That this would help?" I whispered back.
"Uh huh." She cooed as she lay her head on my shoulder and stretched her legs out so that she was laying with her legs outside mine, but otherwise in full contact with her skin. My hands had found her firm ass and I gently stroked her while the two of us fell asleep.
I woke up to the sound of birds chirping and slowly came around. The sun was just starting to break over the tree tops and sneak some of its brilliant rays between the branches and across my tent in uneven patches. I wiped my eyes and tried to clear the strange dream from my head. The day before had been a wild situation, and I figured that contributed to the strange dream. How often do you dream of dreaming while having sex? That was a new one on me, but the subconscious did a lot of weird things. I had kicked off the sheet from my bedroll in the night and was laying completely exposed. I reached down and scratched around my morning woody, pulling my fingers to my nose and smelling the wetness there. It absolutely smelled like pussy. I sat up in the tent and tried to clear my head and make sense of the mixed signals my brain was sending me. I was sure I was dreaming, but the pair of tiny white panties I saw in the corner by the door told me that I wasn't. I did have a late night visitor. The question was, who? I would kind of like to know, but at the same time I'd just as soon not advertise the fact that I had a visitor. Based on the moisture on my leg, she hadn't been gone that long. All I had to do was find out who the panties belonged to.
I unzipped my tent flap and crawled out, pulling my shorts with me. I stepped around the tent and walked a short ways into the woods to take a leak, not bothering to put my shorts on yet. No point until I was done peeing anyway. I had just finished and was getting ready to step into my shorts when I heard a voice.
"Don't put those on because of me." Sue said as she walked up behind me. She was wearing the same long shirt she had on the previous day, which I presumed to be her pj's.
"Sue isn't it?" I asked as she stepped past me, taking hold of my shorts and pulling them gently away from me.
"Yes." She said simply. "I'm awful sorry about the way you got treated yesterday."
"Well, things happen." I said as she stepped a few feet from me and pulled her shirt up to her waist and squatted down. She closed her eyes a minute while she peed, the stream disappearing into the dry ground almost as fast as it hit. The position gave me a clear view of her completely shaved pussy, which I had to admit started my dick to harden all over again. "Anyway." She continued after she peed but was still squatting down. "I'm sorry you got treated that way. I was kind of looking forward to seeing what a dick that big felt like."
"It's not all that big." I said.
She stood up and stepped over to me. "It's a lot bigger than my husband." She said quietly as she reached out and wrapped her hand around the expanding shaft. "Quite a bit bigger." She practically whispered.
"aren't you worried about cheating on him?"
"Not really." She said stroking my dick gently. "He had fun with one of the secretaries at work so he doesn't have any room to complain." She continued stroking and squeezing my dick, making it harder. "It really is so much bigger. I would really have liked to have this in me just once." She said finally holding my shorts out to me and letting go of my dick. She started to step past me and I put my arm out and pulled her back.
"it means that much to you?"
"Yes." She said looking up at me.
"Ok. Come with me." I said taking her hand and walking off into the bushes a bit farther. I stopped and turned around to face her and lifted her shirt up over her head. She was a bit rounder than most of the others, probably about one thirty or so, but nearly a foot shorter than me. She had nice firm tits that must have been a good 34 C. I knelt down in front of her and pulled her toward me, wrapping my arms around her body. Her body was surprisingly firm in my arms as I began to gently kiss her breasts, working around her nipples and then gently sucking one nipple at a time into my mouth, gently stroking it with my tongue. I always did enjoy sucking a nice set of tits, and this pair was just about perfect. I continued working across her chest from one tit to the other, getting more and more aggressive in my sucking as she pulled my head to her chest tighter. I slipped a hand between her legs and she stepped her feet apart to give me better access. I gently stroked her lips with my finger tips, her hips pushing at my fingers to increase the pressure. She moaned quietly as I slipped my finger between her lips and slowly drew it up her pussy to her clit and let it slide over the hard nub.
"Oh yes." She cooed quietly. "I really like that."
I continued this treatment, never stopping my sucking on her hard nipples for what seemed like half an hour, her body finally tensing in anticipation of the climax to come. I stopped my stroking and sucking to stand up, and turned her around, letting her hold a tree for support. I pressed the head of my dick to her wet pussy and slowly pressed into her, allowing her pussy to expand around my dick. She moaned quietly as I fed myself into her inch by inch, taking my time so I wouldn't hurt her. I finally stopped when I felt my dick press against her cervix. I started to slowly slide out, stopping with just my head inside her and made the trip in again, this time a bit faster. I repeated this process several more times, each time a bit faster, before her body shuddered as her orgasm flowed over her. I had to reach around and hold her up so she didn't fall as her legs gave out. Slowly she regained her balance and stood more upright taking her own weight again.
"Oh my god." She whispered, " I haven't ever cum that hard before."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I said honestly.
"You haven't cum yet, have you?"
"Not yet."
"I want to feel you cum inside me. Will you? Please?"
"Sure." I said as I let go of her so she could bend back over. Using her hips for handles, I started sliding in and out of her, working myself closer to climax. I felt her body squeeze me a second time as another orgasm washed over her. She was just coming down from that climax when I began spouting my cum into her pussy, pushing her orgasm back up to another peak. I stood there panting as my dick softened inside her and then finally slipped from her pussy. She stood up and turned to face me, hugging her body against mine.
"Thank you." She whispered. "I really enjoyed that."
"I did too."
"Do you suppose there is any chance of doing this again?' she asked quietly.
"We'll have to see." I answered her.
She hugged me tight and then let go, bending over to pick up her shirt. I watched her go trotting off through the bushes, her legs glistening with our juices. I shook my head and pulled on my shorts before heading back to camp. If nothing else I eliminated one. I would have remembered that pussy if it came and screwed me in the night.
I walked back into camp and everyone seemed to be up and moving around. Most of the ladies were making breakfast, which was my next task. We had a fifteen mile hike today, which would require a good breakfast. I walked to my pack and got out my dehydrated eggs and went to work, adding some artificial bacon chips and pulling out a slice of pita bread to stuff it all into. There were some things about backpacking I didn't like, and the bulk of the dehydrated foods were high on the list. I had long learned to have some extras, spices, pita bread, processed cheese, summer sausage, that kind of thing to make the meal a lot better. After breakfast I crawled into my tent to start packing my bed roll. To my surprise there were six more pairs of panties lying on my bed, all of them still damp from pussy juices. I sat down and played idly with the pile. Obviously Emily didn't leave a pair, since she doesn't wear any. The rest completed a set. Now I had one from each. I wondered if I was supposed to be guessing who they belonged to or what? I pulled them together and stuffed them in my pack as I secured my bedroll. Within a half hour we were ready to hit the trail.
We made good time, the ladies taking their turns leading and following the GPS. It take a little getting used to, but it does a good job where there are few markers. We made two rest stops before finally stopping for lunch on top of a bluff. From here we could easily see ten or more miles down the long valley. We were pretty close to the farthest point from the trucks here.
"Hell of a view? Isn't it?" Emily said as she stepped to the edge in front of me and stretched her arms high in the air, exposing her pussy below the hem of her skirt.
"Yep. It is that." I said enjoying the view.
She turned around and looked at me. "I didn't mean that one." She said with a grin.
"Oh. Well the other one is pretty good too then." I chuckled. "Do you mind if I ask a personal question?"
"Sure." She said coming over and kneeling down in front of me. I could look right up her legs to her brown curly hairs.
"Do you always wear such short skirts?"
She almost blushed. "No. this is the first time. I usually wear stuff that is knee length or longer."
"If you don't wear underwear, then how do you wear pantyhose?"
"Oh, I don't. I wear stockings and sometimes, if I feel really sexy, I'll wear a little lace garter I have."
"I bet your husband really likes that!"
"I wish." She said almost pouting. "He doesn't seem to hardly notice. That's why I started wearing no panties. It makes me horny all the time and then when he's ready we can have sex. If he has to spend a bunch of time getting me turned on he thinks it's too much work and rushes so I don't get to get off."
"Did anyone ever tell you you're married to an asshole?"
"Yeah." She said with a giggle. "Beth says that all the time. The way she puts it, if a man doesn't want to spend the time to turn on the woman, he doesn't deserve to get any."
"She's more right than you know."
"How about you? Do you like quick sex or slow sex?"
"well, my wife likes it slow, but I can go either way. It's usually a lot more fun slow. I really enjoy spending a bunch of time sucking tits and tasting pussy."
"Do guys like doing that?"
"Some do. I do." I said with a shrug.
"My husband hasn't ever done that. He thinks it's going to taste gross."
"How old are you?"
"Twenty eight."
"And married how long?"
"Five years."
"Has anyone ever tasted your pussy?"
"Nope." She replied shyly.
"That's just criminal. It's such a hot pussy. "
"Would you want to do it?"
"Under the right circumstances."
"like now?"
"Now in front of all them?" I asked hooking my thumb over my shoulder at the gaggle of women.
"Uh huh."
"I don't know. Never had an audience."
She got up from her knees and moved over to me. "Tell me what to do."
I pushed my pack back so I could lean back farther and then pulled her to me. "Kneel down here... no over me. That's it." I said as I guided her body to me. I pushed the material of her skirt up and pulled her pussy to me, using her ass as handles. She did taste very sweet, and was as wet as advertised. I licked up her slit and across her clit, bringing a shiver from her body.
"Oh my. You can do that all you want." She said softly. I moved my tongue down and pushed deep into her pussy and then licked up her slit and across her clit a second time, brining another shiver. I repeated this trip time after time, her breathing becoming more and more ragged as I worked. My tongue was starting to get tired, so I concentrated on her clit, spreading her lips with my fingers and flicking her little bead rappid fire. It was only a short time before her whole body convulsed, juices flowing from her pussy across my face as she came in wave after wave of spasms. She seemed to cum forever before her body relaxed and I let her slid down to sit on my chest and catch her breath. "god that felt good. I never knew it could be so sensitive. You really liked it?"
"Yes." I said as I wiped her juices from my face.
"Is all that from me?"
"Yep."
"Wow. I didn't know I flowed that much."
"Well you do." I said. She turned part way around and I felt my pants being opened and then she slid down my body, leaving a trail of her juices. "You really deserve a reward." She said quietly as she aimed my dick at her pussy. She slid easily down me with her wet pussy and began rocking and riding me. "Don't worry about me, I just want you to enjoy this and cum when you're ready."
"That won't be long." I grunted as she slid her pussy up and down my shaft. She had an interesting way of rocking her hips and squeezing her pussy as she humped up and down on me.
"OH GOD!" she squeaked. "Cum NOW PLEASE!" her whole body shook as she started to cum again, her pussy squeezing and milking my dick while she tried to continue to ride me. I pushed her shirt up to see her tits better and in a few strokes was emptying my cum into her pussy. She felt my first spurts insider her and ground her pussy hard against my pelvis, shuddering and twitching as I squeezed her breasts in time with my pumping dick. She slowly lowered herself to rest on top of me, my dick softening inside her. "Damn that was nice. I cant remember when I came so fast a second time."
"IT's the fresh air I think." I replied with a smile.
"And I'm supposed to believe that?"
"If you two don't stop fucking around and eat lunch your going to get left behind!" Beth called from across the clearing.
"Yes mother!" Emily called back. "You're just jealous you didn't get any."
"We were supposed to be leaving him alone, weren't we?" Beth responded.
"Yeah, we were." She said sullenly. She leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips. "Thank you again."
"You more than thanked me already." I said squeezing her ass as she got up.
I pulled my pants together and went about making my lunch as the rest of the ladies sat around looking at me and giggling like a bunch of teens. I'm not used to public sex, but I had to admit, in this setting it wasn't bothering me as much as it should have.
After lunch we headed down the trail again. We had a lot of miles and just kept a good pace going. Late in the afternoon the dark clouds started to move in. I'd seen this kind of thing many times. Quick summer thundershowers that would it a small area and then move on. Sometimes you would not even get a drop and a mile down the road would get an inch. Today the thunder was rumbling pretty hard, and I was beginning to think we would get wet. I called a stop and suggested we dig out rain gear. For a trip like this, rain gear is an oversized poncho and a flop hat. We made sure it was all available to put on quickly, not wanting to wear it until necessary, since it was so hot. We headed back down the trail as the thunder echoed through the trees. The first drops came down as large as gumdrops. Everyone started scrambling for their ponchos. By the time we got them all pulled on, most of us were fairly wet. The rain was pounding down around us in sheets, turning the dirt trail into mud. I called a stop in a small clearing and we all huddled down in a group to wait it out. As cold as the rain was, we all felt like we were in sweat boxes, cowering under our ponchos. A number of the ladies gave shrieks from time to time as the water puddle on the tops of the ponchos, where it was laying over the backpack, would leak down and run in through the neck hole. This form of rain protection worked well when you were walking in a light rain, but this downpour was quickly overwhelming their effectiveness.
We huddled for about ten minutes before the rain slacked off almost as suddenly as it started. We still had several miles to go, so as a group we decided to trek on. We had to be careful on the slopes with the ground now slick with mud, but at least the rain had reduced to a misty drizzle. The woods was like a steaming jungle now though. Mist and fog hung in the low valley and we soon gave up the comfort of our almost dry ponchos because they were stifling hot. The mist quickly saturated my shirt, and I noticed had done the same to most of the ladies, which of course caused several reactions. The one most obvious was my once again hard dick in my shorts, the other an almost rapid-fire teasing of each other on how much they were showing. All I could do was chuckle as the verbal jabs increased in intensity, finally resulting in the inevitable statement that so and so might as well be naked. I could see that comment coming a mile away, and I just decided to stand back and enjoy what was going to be the obvious outcome, lots of shirtless women. First it was two, then three as the teasing grew. We ended up stopping almost every few hundred yards while another joined the group of the shirtless. It finally came down to me, and I of course agreed, since there wasn't much for me to show anyway. That fact was not lost on Mindy, who was probably the most reserved of the bunch, and the last to lose her shirt.



"That's not fair! He isn't showing anything off, he went without his shirt yesterday!" She practically shouted.
"I think he needs to lose his pants as well!" Deb called from the front of the pack.
"That's all fine and well, but if I do that, I'm showing everything, and you're showing what, your chest? How is that fair? Give a choice a woman will always lose her shirt over her pants!"
"He's right." Beth said standing next to me. "If you want him to be naked you need to too." She grinned. "And I for one would love to watch him naked!" she said as she unsnapped her shorts and pushed them down, holding them up and stepping out of them so they didn't get too muddy. "Well ladies?" she asked as she stood there completely nude, swinging her shorts on her finger.
"I'm in!" Deb said from the front of the line, quickly pushing her shorts down.
"Me too!" Emily said, pushing her micro skirt down her legs. Within a minute of two I was the only one left wearing anything, so I accepted my fate and pushed my shorts off, to the cheering of the ladies, letting my rock hard dick swing around as I stuffed my shorts into a pouch on my pack. Somehow the "let's leave him alone about sex" thing of last night had gone by the wayside in a tide of female hormones.
The next two miles were accomplished slogging up and down hills in the mud, which meant lots of time in three or four point mode, bent over to use your hands to stabilize yourself. This meant that I was frequently bent over looking at the exposed pussy of the woman in front, and several of them seemed to be taking great pride in making sure I had the best possible look. For my part, the constant visual stimulation had my dick as big and hard as I could remember it in recent years. With the level of stimulation I had at the moment I was about ready to grab the first one that got close enough and fuck her silly. I half believed that was their plan... stimulate me to the highest possible level as a form of torture. The only solace I got was that I could tell that several of the pussies were sopping wet, and not from the rain that had finally turned into a setting sun, but from their own stimulation of watching my dick and thinking about getting it inside them.
We made the final grade down the hill and had only a mile and a half to go, all of it off the side, of the main trial in an intermittent stream bed. Intermittent streams flowed when it was wet, and had little or no water flowing when it was dry. I hadn't known this particular stream to ever be perfectly dry, but this was the most I had seen it flow. The stream bed, nearly thirty feet across and about two feet deep had about six inches of water flowing the entire width. The flow from the thunderstorm was coursing through it with gusto. It looked like the flow had been higher as I inspected the banks, so that meant that the flash flood was gone and this would reduce with time. I headed up the stream, wading in the ankle deep water. We had to watch out footing and to complicate things, it was starting to get dark. The time we lost because of the rain was much more than the storm itself, the extra time it took because of the slick trail extended our hike time by more than an hour.
We finally walked into the campsite as the sun was just dropping below the tree tops. The ladies all gathered around and gasped as the orange sun caused the small waterfall to look like flowing fire, the water flowing from the rock face and cascading nearly two hundred feet down in a curtain of orange droplets. We were all pretty tired, but the view was breathtaking for all of ten minutes while the shadow of the horizon crept up the wall, finally leaving us in darkness. Fortunately the moon was up and full, so we had plenty of light to set camp and take care of making dinner. I had to admit it was a pretty hot sight, every one of the ladies naked, crouched or kneeling next to their stoves, the little flickers of light from the campfire or their cook stoves highlighting the fronts of them while the bluish moonlight bathed the rest of their bodies. I also didn't fail to notice that a number of ladies were checking out my still raging hardon as I crouched next to my own cook stove. They seemed to be clustering in small groups that would then break up and move into different groups, all the while looking over to see me. I really wondered what they are up to. I finished cooking and sat down near my tent with my back to a tree to eat, stretching my legs out and kicking off my boots so I was completely naked. Mindy got up from where she was crouching walked over with her food in hand.
"Mind if I have a seat?" she asked coyly.
"Sure, help yourself." I said as I spooned another mouth full of food.
She stepped over and set her plate on the ground and straddling me, quickly dropped down onto my lap. She lifted herself on her knees and quickly aimed my dick at her pussy and settled onto it. She wiggled around to position herself breathed a sigh of contentment as she picked her plate back up.
"Comfy?" I asked somewhat sarcastically.
"Oh yes... For now at least." She said with a smile as she spooned a bite from her plate. "I guess we have been a bit of a tease today." She continued in a quiet voice.
"You could say that."
"Well, I've been elected to help you with that little problem." She said coyle as she spooned some more food into her mouth. She smiled at me while she chewed, trying to gage my response.
"Can't say I ever had sex and ate at the same time."
"Hmmm. Me neither." She said taking another bite. "but I kind of like it?" she said as she wiggled her hips a little. "You like that?" she asked.
"Oh yes... I hope you don't mind getting a load, because the way I feel now, I'm going to give you a huge one." I said setting my plate aside.
"That's the idea." She said working her hips a bit more while she chewed. "You don't have to wait for me though." She said as she set her plate aside and put her hands on my chest for support. She began rocking her hips, digging her clit into my pelvis as she worked her pussy around on my dick. "Oh god." She breathed. "I didn't realize how fucking ready I was."
I grunted an unintelligible response as I tried to drive my hips up to stroke into her more, my hands moving to her tits and squeezing the huge hard nipples. She put her hands down on my legs and leaned backwards, forcing me to keep my legs down. I leaned forward and sucked one of her huge areola into my mouth and suctioned her tit while moving one hand to stroke her now exposed clit.
"OH god." She squeaked as I stroked her clit and worked her tit, while she kept humping her hips back and forth, rubbing the head of my dick around inside her and in the process stroking only an inch or so in and out of her. I groaned and stiffened, my dick spouting shot after shot of cum deep into her pussy. She cried out and her whole body shook as she orgasmed along with me. We stayed coupled that way for some time before she leaned back upright, panting. "Damn. That felt good. Next time I go on a dinner date I may have to think about doing this again... Food and sex, hell of a combination."
"Only works when your starving for both." I said as I leaned back and picked my plate back up. We sat and looked at each other over our plates as we finished eating.
"Hope this wasn't too much of a chore for you." I said as I licked the last of the food from my fork.
"Why do you say that?"
"You said you got elected."
"Oh that. More like I won. "
"I was the prize?"
"Hell no! I think all of us felt sorry that you didn't have any relief. I know several of us got off while we were walking. We just didn't want you to end up hurting or feeling ignored. We drew straws and I got the long straw, which I might add, meant I got to have the pleasure of you for dinner company. How I helped you out was purely up to me."
"Well the way I felt this afternoon, if any of you had stopped in the trail too fast you would have had me stuffed into your hot pussies."
"Hmmmm I'll have to remember that! That might have been fun."
"You wouldn't have objected?"
"Hell no! At least not as horny as I was."
"I guess I'll have to remember that."
She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. "You can put that inside me any time you want. You have my permission." She said when she broke the kiss.
"That I will remember." I said.
"Good. Now give me your plate and I'll clean it up for you. That's the least I can do for such a pleasurable dinner!" she said with a giggle and a grin.
"Thank you." I said as she pulled off my softening dick and walked off with the plate. Most of the rest of the ladies were going about camp duties, building a fire and generally getting things in order. They seemed to be figuring out the camping stuff pretty well. I rolled over and crawled into my tent and pulled the sheet over myself and was asleep in minutes, exhaustion taking over my brain and body.
I heard the zipper before I felt the body crawl into my tent. The zipper closed again and the body lay down next to me and snuggled up against me. The lady pulled one of my arms around her in the dark and placed my hand on one of her large tits. I felt her hand slide between us and stroke me until I was hard and then guided me to her pussy. She slowly worked her pussy around my dick and then rocked her hips as we spooned on our sides. I met her rocking with thrusts of my own, hearing her little mewing sounds as she enjoyed the feeling of fullness I was stroking in and out of her. Her climax came after many long slow strokes, both of us sweating heavily in the tiny tent. Her pussy contracted around me as she groaned deeply, little shivers running up and down her body. I stroked more quickly now, working to bring myself off and drive her orgasm higher. Finally my dick had all the stimulation it could take and spewed its load into her, being milked and squeezed by the pussy that encased it. The two of us lay there for long minutes, listening to each other breathing heavily. Not a word was ever said, but I was enjoying falling asleep still buried in her pussy. I was pretty sure that this was Amber, one of the more reserved ladies of the bunch. That was the last thing I remembered thinking before I slipped into a deep sleep again.
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Jill had been over to the house a number of times in the weeks following the Christmas party, and I had to admit I had enjoyed every visit. She seemed to delight in wearing different sexy outfits for me, some provocative and some downright sexual, like the night she wore knee high black leather boots, a leather bustier and nothing else. I damn near creamed myself when I answered the door and found her standing on the front porch in just that, the chill of the air making her nipples stand out like little mountains on her full tits and her trimmed red bush in plain sight.
I heard the front bell and opened the door to find Jill standing in the cold, smiling at me. I let her in, taking her knee length coat from her after I closed the door. She turned slowly to allow me to take her outfit in. She had on a red demi-bra with white furry trim, a white lacy garter belt holding up red stockings and red heels. Covering her cute red bush was a bright red thong with white fur trim.
"You like my misses santa suit?" she asked as she slid into my arms.
"It explains why misses santa doesn't come down the chimney. She wouldn't make it out of the first house without getting attacked... unless she wants to be attacked."
"Ohhhhhh you want to take misses santa under your tree?"
"I'd love to." I said picking her up and carrying her into the family room. I gently laid her on the floor by the tree and then turned all the lights off except the tree itself. Her fair skin twinkled with reflected light from the tree as I knelt between her legs and kissed her thighs. She lifted her butt off the floor allowing me to pull her thong down, tossing it onto the tree after I had it off her legs. I kissed my way slowly up her legs, kissing one and then the other as I worked my way back up to her perfect pussy. She giggled as I blew my hot breath across it, and then she sucked in a big breath as I licked my tongue up between her already wet lips and across her clit.
"You are such a bad man." She cooed as I drew another lick between her lips. "and I love every second of it."
I replied by flicking my tongue across her hard clit. It didn't take too many minutes of attention, licking her sweet pussy and flicking her clit, to make her body reach that point of ecstasy that she enjoyed so much. She arched her back and her body shook a she cried out in pleasure, enjoying the wash of orgasm as much as I was enjoying the wash of her sweet juices.
"Ohhhh come up here lover." She cooed as she recovered from her climax. I climbed up her body and she pushed my shirt up my body, pulling it over my head. She tossed it aside and then licked and sucked on my nipples as she reached for my belt buckle. She used her hands and feet to work, my pants down my legs and off my stocking feet, leaving me naked above the ankles. She wasted no time in pulling me up her body farther until she could gently lick the head of my dick. I moaned quietly as she engulfed the head of my dick in her hot mouth and began to slurp and suck it even harder than it already was. It wasn't long before I was more than ready to plunge into her hot pussy, and she knew it. She pulled her mouth from my dick and slid up the floor.
"Ok lover. Fill me up." She cooed as I moved between her legs and she guided my dick to her pussy. I sunk easily into her now familiar feeling pussy, accompanied by her cries of pleasure. I had grown to really enjoy how vocal she was as I plunged my dick into her pussy time and again. She coaxed me closer to climax, not only with her constant stream of comments and cries, but also with the actions of her body as she rocked her hips and squeezed me with her pussy, an active participant in our joining. I groaned deeply as the first of my powerful shots of cum surged up into her body, bringing a cry of pleasure from her, her legs wrapping around my ass and pulling me deeper into her. Her body twitched as another small climax was triggered by my surging cum splashing off her cervix. After what felt like minutes, but was much shorter, I lowered myself down to rest on my elbows, Jill lifting her face to mine, giving me a hot, wet, passionate kiss.
"God I love having sex with you." She purred as we slowly recovered from our mutual high.
"Why is that?
"I don't know... you just hit all the right spots. I've had a lot of dicks in me, but I think I like yours the best."
"Your just saying that so you can keep coming over and getting screwed."
"No. I really mean it. I'm going to miss the hell out of it when your wife comes home."
"Me too. No way she would ever understand or participate in this kind of thing."
"No, but at least we have right now... Which reminds me, do you want to go to a new years party with me?"
"I suppose. What kind is it?" I asked, thinking back to the Christmas party.
"Same kind of thing. Some of the same people would be there, but some different ones too. This one is couples only though. "
"I suppose that would be fun. Do we have to bring anything? Food or drinks or something?"
"You are a goof sometimes. No, food is covered... we do need to take something though. Maybe you would like to help me pick it?"
"Sure, what is it?"
"We have to take a new vibrator, gift wrapped." She said with a grin.
"Oh... I suppose. I never bought one before."
"Well, we can go to the adult store up the highway... they have a pretty good selection."
"You talk like you know from experience."
"I do." She giggled. "That's where I bought most of mine."
"I see... Ok. Let me get my pants on and we'll go pick one."
"I can't go now! I don't have anything to wear!"
"What's wrong with what you have on? Weren't you the one that told me the other night you wanted to be a bit more dangerous?" I asked, looking her right in the eye.
"Well... I did say that, didn't I?"
"Uh huh. You have a long coat... everything can stay covered as much as you want... or show as much as you want."
"That does sound a bit naughty." She said with a grin. "Why the hell not?"
"good!" I said as I pulled my softened dick from her pussy and got up to put my pants on. It didn't take long for me to get dressed and put my coat on, but even less time for Jill, who had only to put on her coat.
I backed my suburban out of the garage, and Jill climbed into the passenger side, making sure to spread her coat wide so I had an unobstructed view of her tits and pussy, even though it was dark out. "Want to tease me a bit?" I asked with a smile.
"If I'm going to do it, I might as well have as much fun as I can." She said with a sly grin.
I backed out of the drive and we headed for the adult store. It was only about a fifteen minute drive down the interstate and I knew enough shortcuts that we only had to drive through a little bit of town, stopping at one stop light, which gave her the chance to flash her tits at a couple young college guys in the next car. We pulled into the Lions den and parked next to the building. Jill closed her coat as she climbed out and we walked into the store.
I had to show my id to get in, presumably to prove I wasn't on some list. The guy behind the counter asked Jill for hers an she opened her coat, saying simply, "I don't have any ID on me. No place to keep it." He smiled and let us go on in. Jill led me back to the toys area, putting her arm around me while we walked down the aisle. I figured I might as well have some fun too, so I returned the favor, wrapping my arm around her, but sliding it inside her open coat so that it was pushed back on one side, completely exposing one tit and allowing her naked pussy to flash as the coat swung open each step she took.
"Ohhh god I am getting so horny!" she whispered as we stood at the rack of assorted vibrators.
"What kind do you want to get?" I asked her.
"Personally I have a pretty wide variety, but I think for this party a nice dick shaped one. Why don't you choose?" she suggested while watching one of the guys in the store trying to maneuver for a better look.
I pulled one from the rack that looked about eight inches long and was shaped like a dick. The package indicated that it twisted and extended two inches while it vibrated.
"Ohhhh Hot choice. I have one of those. It really does a good job."
"Ok. You want to get this one then?"
"Hell, I want to use that one right here!" she said huskily. "I need to be fucked so badly right now. I had no idea how turned on I would get doing this."
"Really? I think it's hot in here. Want me to hold your coat?" I said with a grin.
"I'm not interested in getting arrested." She said seriously.
"I doubt anyone is going to complain. How about you take this up and pay for it." I suggested, pulling out forty bucks while she shrugged off her coat. I handed her the vibrator and she walked seductively to the counter, every guy in the place oogling her body. She paid for the vibrator while I waited by the door, turning to blow the guys behind her a kiss before walking over and kissing me sensuously in front of everyone. She dropped the package, and bent over to pick it up, giving them a clear view of her pussy and ass before straightening up and walking out with me.
"Quick... Take off your pants!" she said as soon as we were in the truck. "I absolutely have to have your dick in me right now!" She didn't even give me a chance to answer and she was undoing my belt and zipper. I wasn't sure what she had in mind, but I lifted my ass off the seat to allow her to push my pants down and then she was leaning over the center console, trying to get my shoes off, her ass sticking in the air. I reached over and rubbed her ass and played with her wet pussy with my finger tips.
"Don't tease me... either put them in or let me work!" she practically snapped at me. I was so startled by her demeanor that I pulled my hand back as if I had burned it. She came up with my shoes and pants and tossed them both in the back. "I'm sorry." She said before she leaned her face to mine and kissed me. "I didn't mean to snap at you. I just need you in me so bad right now."
"Well, I'm not sure how this is going to work. I guess I can drive someplace and we can get in the back."
"I don't want to wait that long. Just slide your seat back some."
"Ok." I answered as I reached down and pushed the power seat back some. "I'm not sure this is the best place to be making out."
"Don't worry. What I have in mind won't make us stay here." She said as she turned herself around. Using one hand on the back of my seat and the other on the dashboard she slid her ass over the center console and onto my lap. It took her a few seconds to get settled with my dick sticking up between her legs and then she lifted herself up. "I don't have enough hands." She laughed. "Help me aim you... Please?"
"Sure." I said as I pushed my dick toward her pussy. She wiggled around and then sunk easily down my dick.
"Oh fuck yes!" she cried out as she wiggled her ass around, making my dick move around inside her. "I think we can go now."
"Whatever you say." I said as I put the truck in reverse and backed out of the parking spot. I only had one hand I could use on the wheel, the other trapped behind her, but I got us turned and headed out of the parking lot. Merging onto the highway was a bit interesting, but once I got us going in the right direction I set the cruise at the speed limit and let her do what she wanted. She tried bouncing on me, but it didn't work too well. She wiggled around on my dick and began to frig her clit, crying out with pleasure as she got herself off around my dick. We were most of the way to the exit when her body shook and she came around me, her convulsions and twitches making my steering less than it should be. Finally she leaned into me and just sat there, my dick impaling her, while she caught her breath. "My god I needed that." She panted. "Thank you."
"You're welcome I guess."
"Oh... I'm sorry. That probably wasn't the most fun for you."
"Not the most." I said honestly.
"Maybe I can fix that when we stop." She said as I rolled up the off ramp. As I rolled to a stop she climbed off my lap and back to the passenger seat. Then she moved to her hands and knees and quickly engulfed the head of my dick with her wet lips. I groaned as I turned the corner and did my best to keep to the speed limit while her head bobbed up and down my dick.
"Ohhhh I'm going to cum!" I groaned in warning.
"Mmmmppff" she said, never stopping her bobbing and sucking. I did my best to stay in my lane as my dick erupted into her mouth, shot after shot of hot cum squirting into her. She slurped and sucked every bit of it down. She was still licking and sucking my softening dick when we pulled into the driveway a few minutes later.
"That was an interesting trip." She said with a grin as she pulled off my dick and sat back upright again. "Might have to try that again some time."
"Yep, it was interesting. Watching you flash all those guys really had me hot." I said.
"Me to. It was everything I could do to keep from sticking my fingers into my pussy when I bent over to show off." She said quietly. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." I said as she leaned over to kiss me. We kissed long and wet before she finally broke the kiss.
"Sleep well." She said as she got out and pulled her coat on. "Oh, one more thing. The invite said underwear and panties or bra required. Wear something sexy! Pick me up at seven!"
"I don't know where you live!" I called back as she walked toward her car.
"I'll e-mail you. See you tomorrow night!" she said as she blew me a kiss.
I walked into the house and saw her panties still on the tree. I moved them to a more prominent location and then headed off to bed. Tomorrow would be a big day.
At seven on the dot I showed up at Jill's house and knocked. The door was opened by a cute young lady just a tad over five feet tall. Couldn't tell much about her figure under the long sweat shirt, but she clearly had a good sized chest hidden underneath. Her long dark hair framed her cute face and stunning green eyes.
"Hi. I'm here for Jill." I said tentatively.
"Sure! Come on in. I'm Sue, her roommate. She should be ready in a few minutes."
"Hi. Thanks." I said, not quite sure what to say beyond that.
"You must be her date for the party. She's told me all about you." She said with a grin.
"All good I hope." I replied.
"Oh yes... very good." She said clearly checking me out.
"Hi Mike!" Jill said as she walked in. She looked absolutely stunning. She usually wore red, but tonight she wore a white dress that had a turtleneck, which I could see had a zipper down the back as she turned for me. The most interesting part of the dress is that there were no sides, only a front and back. The sides of the dress, from the armpit to her ankles, was a set of small lace bows, set about six inches apart. She clearly had no bra on, and her breasts were outlined clearly in the skin tight material.
"I thought you were supposed to wear a bra?" I asked her as I took in her outfit.
"Ahhh not so. Panties or bra, and these..." she said hiking her dress up to reveal a lace thong that hid absolutely nothing of her pussy, "count!" she grinned.
"That they do!" I said with a whistle.
"How about you. Did you wear something sexy?" she asked.
"Best I had." I answered a bit embarrassed to be asked in front of her room mate.
"Well, let's see them?" Jill coaxed me.
"Ummm Not a good idea." I said as my dick had clearly grown from looking at Jill and my men's bikini underwear were barely containing me.
Jill walked up to me. "You don't have to be bashful in front of Sue. I've told her all about you and I'm sure she's dying to see you."
"Well, she might see a lot more than you want." I whispered.
"All the better." She whispered back as her hands moved to my belt. It took her no time at all to undo my belt and zipper and allow my pants to slide to my ankles. My hard dick was barely containing my hard dick, and it only took a few tickly strokes with her fingers for it to pop over the top, exposing my purple head. She stepped back to allow Sue to have a good look. "I think you should thank him and put him back together." She said to sue.
"My pleasure." Sue said quietly as she knelt in front of me. She kissed the head of my dick and sucked the head into her hot mouth briefly before pulling my pants up and covering me. She stood up after she had my pants and belt fastened and then stood on her tip toes to kiss me. "You can feel me up too if you want." She whispered between kisses.
I slid my hands up her sides, dragging the baggy sweat shirt up with it, working my hands underneath. My hands found nothing but bare skin all the way to her tits, which were indeed large, easily a D full D cup. She sighed gently into my mouth as I squeezed her tits and nipples.
"Promise me that you'll finish this some time." She said as she broke the kiss, practically panting.
I looked over at Jill who just smiled back at me. "I'll see what I can do." I answered quietly.
"good!" she said. "Have a good time at the party!"
"Thank you." I said as I moved to help Jill on with her coat.
As we walked out the front door, Jill said. "You have to forgive her. She would really like to come to one of these, but she just can't bring herself to."
"Does she treat all your dates that way?" I asked as I opened the door to let her into the truck.
"Nope. You're the first date I ever brought home!" she said with a grin.
I closed the door and walked around and climbed in. "Why me?" I asked as I started the truck.
"Simple. Your nice, you actually care about how I feel when we're together, and if you weren't married, I be trying to get you to ask me!" she said with a huge grin. "Now let's go have some fun!"
"Yes maam." I said as I pulled out of the driveway. It took us a little while to reach the house. Like the last place it was well off the beaten track, well back into the woods. Unlike the last place, this place was huge. The house looked to be all of two stories but it was larger than three of my houses put together. "Wow." I said.
"This is Joan and Cliff's place. If you think this is great, wait till you get inside. It's three stories, including the rec room, with a covered pool, hot tubs and all kinds of room."
"Like I said. Wow!" I said as I parked and walked around to help her out. We walked arm in arm toward the house.
"I think I should warn you. This is a little different than the last party. New years is fun and games, but at the end of the night you go home with your date. I hope that isn't a problem."
"Let's see... Go home with you? A problem? Hell no." I said giving her a big grin.
"Good." She said leaning her head on my shoulder as we walked. I had really hoped you would like to sleep with just me tonight." She said as we arrived at the door. She rang the bell and the door was quickly opened by a gorgeous woman that was wearing a cream colored dress. The material was quite shimmery, reflecting the light from inside the house, but yet, not. As she greeted us I got brief flashes of her nicely shaped breasts, obviously firm stomach and thin waist encased in the skin tight dress as it periodically became translucent when the light hit it just right. The effect added to how stunning she looked, with her long black hair cascading down her shoulders, and her perfectly shaped face and olive skin. There was clearly an oriental branch to her family tree. I couldn't tell if she was twenty or forty, but it didn't matter to my quickly hardening dick.
"Glad you could join us. You can put your coats in the first room on the right and then the rest of the guests are in the ballroom. You can put your package on the table in the ballroom." She said with a smile, before hugging Jill tightly. She turned to me and hugged me tightly as well, pressing her firm tits into my chest. "Like what you see?" she whispered. "Maybe later you'll get to see more."



"Thank you. I hope so too." I answered. "You are quite beautiful."
"That will defiantly earn you a dance later." She said with a giggle.
Jill pulled me along and we put our coats in the first room and then continued on to a large room on the first floor that was playing some music from speakers mounted all around the room. On one end of the room was a large brick fireplace with a crackling fire, and sofa's and soft chairs arrayed around it. Above the fireplace was a huge plasma TV. There were a large number of couples already dancing, ranging from what I guessed were mid forties to mid twenties. The women were all beautifully dressed, and to be honest, pretty hot looking.
Jill and I danced several slow dances and a few fast bump and grind numbers, generally having fun with each other. The music was interrupted and Joan stood on a chair at the end of the room. "I would like to thank everyone for coming. We are going to start our ice breaker game. My husband is going through with a bowl of red chips and white chips. Every man gets a red chip and ever woman a white one. Look at your chip and keep it to yourself. Now for the fun part. Guys... Put the chip in your underwear. Ladies, in your bra, if you have one. If not, be creative. The idea is for the next half hour to dance with as many partners as you need to. Fish out their chip and see if it matches yours. If so that's your partner. Now... you don't need to tell them who you are, just remember who it is. If you find your partner early... well go ahead and keep looking, no one will know if you're looking for your partner or just having fun feeling them up. Have fun!"
I soon got a chip and looked at the number and then slipped it into my underwear. I had to loosen my belt a few notches to get my hand inside, and decided to leave it that way so the ladies would be able to get in as well. The music started with a bump and grind number. Couples split and different partners started dancing together.
The first lady to come by was wearing a long dress with deep cleavage. It was easy to see the chip in her bra, but to get to it I had to slide my hand into her top. I took my time as we danced her hand in my pants, squeezing my dick and fishing for the chip while I squeezed her nipple on my way to her chip. I finally pulled her chip out and looked at it, putting it back where I found it, squeezing her nipple again. She kissed me before moving off to find another chip.
I picked another lady and slide up to her, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her close. She ground her ass into my crotch as I moved both hands to her chest, feeling for her chip. She didn't have a bra on so I decided to check lower. I slid my hand under her skirt and found her chip in her thong panty. I stroked her already wet pussy with my fingers before pulling her chip out to look at. I slipped it back in place as her hand snaked into my pants through my now open zipper. She squeezed my dick and then felt around for my chip, finding it and checking the number. She grinned and put it back in, squeezing me again before heading off to another partner.
I went through several partners, getting more turned on with each partner. I was dancing with a very chesty lady wearing a snug sweater with an oversized neck on it, and a short spandex skirt. I slid my hand up under her sweater, and felt around bra. I found the chip deep under her right breast. She turned to face me, and grinned. "You're going to have to go deep for this one!" she practically shouted in my ear.
"No problem." I shouted back hiking up her sweater over the top of her tits. She moved her hands to hold it up for me while I slid one hand into her bra, cupping her huge tit and pulled the cup down, deliberately on the side that didn't have the chip. I hooked the material under her tit and then went after the other side. I soon had both large tits out and bouncing around tantalizingly in front of me. I finally reached into the folded material and pulled out the chip, examining the number. It matched mine, but I didn't let on. I put the chip back and leaned down and kissed each nipple before I put the bra back in place.
She dropped her sweater back down and then moved her hands to my pants. She left the belt buckled but undid the snap and pulled them apart as far as she could. She slid her hands inside and pulled my hard dick out, letting it bounce around as I danced. Only then did she slide her hand in and pull the chip out. She smiled at me and winked in recognition that we were partnered, before leaning down and kissing the head of my dick before tucking me back in. With a parting smile she danced away to a new partner. I looked around and saw Angie not far away. I danced over and slid my arms around her, pulling us together. She looked over her shoulder and smiled when she recognized me.
"Hey stranger! Having fun?"
"Yep." I said sliding my hands under her dress at her thighs and running them up the inside of her legs, stroking her pussy through her panties before continuing up her body to her tits, dragging the dress along with em.
"You could have gone in through the top." She said with a giggle.
"That wouldn't have been near as much fun." I answered as I cupped both tits inside her bra, exposing most of her body to anyone who cared to look. Not like I was the only one doing that either.
I found her chip and fished it out, giving it a cursory look but really using it as an excuse to feel her firm tits in my hands again. I put the chip back into her bra and then let her dress fall back in place.
"My turn!" she said with a grin, undoing my belt and letting my pants fall half way down my legs, holding them up with the ends of my belt. She slid my underwear down exposing my dick while she pulled the chip from in my underwear. She bent down and sucked the head of my dick into her mouth and held it there while she pulled my briefs back up . she let go of my dick, leaving it stick straight up and slid the chip in. she grinned at me while she pulled my pants up and buckled the belt loose, leaving the head of my dick exposed over the top of my pants. "Let's see what your next dance partner does with that?" she whispered into my ear before she kissed me, dancing away as soon as she broke the kiss.
I turned around and was face to face with the hostess, Joan. "I promised you a dance." She shouted to me as she turned around to grind her butt into my crotch. I felt her hand slide between us and my hard dick was soon sticking out of the front of my pants. I slid my hands down her body and pulled the dress up her legs until her bare ass was rubbing against my dick. I knew she didn't have a bra on, but I continued to pull the dress up until her whole body was exposed, cupping her perfectly shaped tits as they bounced and wiggled. I slowly slid my hand down her front, letting the dress stay hooked over her tits, finding her tiny thong panty. I slid a hand inside and pulled out the chip with one hand, and pulled her thong down her hips with the other.
I felt her hand slide between us and push my dick down until she could slide her pussy along its top. She leaned forward and pushed my dick up, engaging my head into her hot pussy and then pushing herself over me. We both groaned as she ground her ass against me to the music. All too soon she pulled off my dick and turned around to face me, my wet dick pressing against her belly. She pulled my face to hers and gave me a wet sensuous kiss while I played with her hard nipples. "I hope I get to ride that one again later." She said into my ear after we broke the kiss.
"Me too." I said breathlessly as she stepped back and pulled her thong back up, holding the front out so I could both see her pussy and insert the chip back in. Then she let it snap back into place and pulled her dress down. With a big smile she tucked me back into my pants and danced away.
I had one more partner before the music ended and Joan climbed on the chair.
"Ok. Hopefully everyone is well turned on, which is the whole point. We're going to play the sleeping bag game next. Everyone find your partner and go down to the rec room. The rules are simple. You have to get all of your clothes and your partners clothes off while zipped in a sleeping bag. You have to stay in the bag and your hands have to stay in the bag. Oh yes, one more twist this time... Ladies you have to make your partner cum, but he can't do it inside you. It has to be on you. Selection of the packages is done as you finish. Put the package you choose into the ladies basket and then you can either dance, use the pool or one of the hot tubs until the next game... Oh yes. Men... tease the ladies to the brink, but don't let them climax. You'll spoil the next game."
There was general clapping and movement as people pared up. I found my partner, the chesty lady and she led me down the stairs to the rec room. She told me to take my shoes off and we put them in a basket at the end of a sleeping bag laid out on the floor. I pulled the zipper down and pulled it open, holding my hand out to her to help her down. I lay down next to her and pulled her tight to me while I wrapped my arms around her to reach the zipper. It took me a minute, but we got it zipped with both of us inside.
"Ok stud. You wanted me naked on the dance floor, now's your chance." She said with a giggle. "By the way my name is Mary."
"I'm looking forward to it Mary... I'm Mike. I'd shake your hand, but they're a bit busy." I said quietly.
"I know." She giggled again while I squeezed her ass, while waiting for Joan to say it was time to start. Everyone seemed zipped in so she shouted to go. To say it was tight quarters was an understatement. I worked on getting her sweater worked up by bunching the material up in my hands, and then rolled us on my back so she could lift herself off of me a little. I worked the material up and over her large tits before pushing it up to the top of the bag.
She slid down into the bag until her head was under the edge, allowing me to push the sweater all the way off. I tossed it out of the bag and went to work on the snap of her bra. She put her arms over her head to allow me to pull the shoulder straps up and off and then I tossed it out as well as it cleared her arms. I felt her undo my pants and pull them down far enough to free my dick, which I felt her wrap her bare tits around while she pushed my shirt up. She slid up my body, dragging her tits along my bare stomach as she worked the material of my shirt up. It was my turn to snuggle down into the bag so she could get it over my head. I ended up with her tits in my face and couldn't resist sucking one of her nipples into my mouth and teased it with my tongue while I unzipped the back of her skirt and pulled it down her ass. It took a lot of wiggling on her part, but I pushed her skirt down and off her legs before coming back up to the top of the bag to toss it aside.
Mary giggled as I went back down again kissing and sucking her tits as I pushed her thong panty down and off, teasing her now bare pussy with my fingers as I did. I stayed down as far as I could to work her stockings down her legs. I cheated and rubbed her pussy with my hand every chance I got. I finally came up for air with the remains of what she had been wearing. It was her turn to wiggle down into the bag, and she did, her big tits wiggling down my body as she did. She pushed my pants and underwear down as far as she could and then slid back up using her bare legs to work my pants and underwear down and off. She snuggled down into the bag again and I felt her hands near my feet. I pulled my legs up as far as I could an she slid my socks off and then came up with both my pants and socks, tossing them out onto the pile.
"Now let's fuck!" she said onto my ear as she spread her legs as far as she could. I moved between her legs and she guided me into her pussy. "Just remember to give it to me on me rather than in me." She panted as I started stroking in and out of her in little short strokes.
"Won't take long." I answered. "After playing with you I'm ready to fill you full."
"Ohhhhh good boy!" she cooed as I came closer.
I pulled out of her pussy and started sliding against her body, seconds from blowing my load.
"Come on baby. Give it to me!" she cooed as she reached between us and stroked my dick.
"Ohhhhh." I groaned as my dick began pumping its load onto her belly and into her hands.
"Ohhhhh yes!" she cooed. "All of it. Pump it out on me! Oh god I need to cum!" she mumbled as my body twitched against hers. Finally done I unzipped the bag and we climbed out, standing up, my cum dripping down her front. She smiled and rubbed it into her belly like lotion as we walked together over to the table to pick a box. Several had already been chosen but there were a large number left. We walked back to the bag, put it in our clothes basket and then headed out to the covered pool.
"Wow." I said as I looked over the pool. The lights were on under the water, giving the only illumination there was. From my vantage point I could see several naked bodies, including Angie and Becky, who I had a lot of fun with at the last party. I could see Becky's big tits floating on the surface as she pushed off the wall. Mary and I walked down into the water and she slid into my arms.
"Now about that tit sucking you started.... Feel free to do that all you want." Mary whispered.
"You mean like this?" I said sinking down and lifting her up a little. I suctioned one of her tits to my mouth and flicked the nipple with my tongue.
"Oh yeah.... Just like that. God I want to cum so bad." She moaned.
We played in the pool for almost half an hour, before we were called back to the next game.
"Well, now that we're all naked!" Joan said from on her chair. "We're going to play the next game. If all the ladies would go collect your boxes." She said, sending all the ladies to find their boxes and then come back. "Ok. Ladies, you can open your box. Inside you will find a vibrator. This game is called vibrating chairs. Your partner will insert your vibrator, and of course play with you as much as they want, until the music starts. Once the music starts you will get up and walk around, leaving your little toy running, until the music stops. When that happens, sit on whoever you are standing in front of, and he will play with you as long as the music is stopped. When you climax, you're out! Last woman standing wins! Sound like fun? Ok. Let's go!" she called as she climbed down from the chair.
"Come on stud!" Mary said, handing me the dick shaped vibrator. "I can't wait to get this in me!" She led me to the chairs and then sat down on my lap, facing away from me. She wrapped an arm around my neck and let me look down her front, lifting and spreading her legs wide for me. I rubbed the head of the artificial dick up and down her sopping wet slit feeding it slowly into her. "Oh god!" she groaned as I slid it slowly in and out of her. I turned on the device and she felt it start vibrating inside her pussy. "MMMMMM" she moaned as the music started.
"Up you go sweetie!" I said helping her to her feet. I watched a the women walk or waddle by trying hard to not climax as their vibrators moved and wiggled and vibrated inside them. The music stopped and an olive skinned Asian woman sat on my lap. She leaned back against me and spread her legs, letting me get to the silver bullet vibrator that she had inside her. I pulled it out and ran it over her clit, getting a moan from her lips.
"Ohhh" she squeaked as I ran the tip around her hard clit. The music started again so I pushed it back into her leaking pussy and helped her up. The ladies walked around again, moving slowly past us. The music stopped and one of the ladies I recognized from the last party sat on my lap. She had a dick shaped vibrator that was twisting and pumping in and out, which I helped along, stroking it in and out and stroking her clit with my thumb at the same time. Her whole body shook and spasmed as her climax washed over her. Hers weren't the only cries of pleasure I could hear. By the time the music started almost half the women were gone, still sitting on the laps of the guys that made them cum. Since I was essentially out of the game, I got to play with the lady on my lap as long as the game continued. She pulled the vibrator from her pussy and set it on the floor, standing up and turning to face me.
"How bout some of the real thing?" she asked as she aimed my dick at her pussy. She sank her tight hole down on my dick and was soon bouncing away on me, her small tits bouncing and jiggling in front of me. My dick had a mind of its own and almost without warning, I started to gush cum deep into her pussy, driving her own body back to another climax. Her pussy squeezed and pulsed around my squirting dick, both of us struggling to breath as our combined climaxes surged through us. After long minutes she sagged against me, both of us breathing hard.
"God that felt good." I whispered. "Thank you."
"Oh... believe me. It was my pleasure!" she whispered back. "I'm glad you got me off. I watched you dancing earlier and wanted to give you a test ride then. It was worth the wait."
"Well, I can tell you that I enjoyed every second you gave me."
"Good. By the way, my name is Melinda." She said as she brought her lips to mine, giving me a wet sensuous kiss that lasted almost as long as our fuck.
"Ok everyone!" Joan called. "I hope everyone enjoyed that little game, and of course the aftermath. I hope you all got as well fucked as I did! Now it's time for a new game, but first, we're going to pick new partners. Ladies choice, so gentlemen, sit back and close your eyes. The ladies get to choose!"
I did as I was told, and closed my eyes. I felt Melinda climb off my lap, my dick suddenly cold after being buried inside her. I heard the ladies moving about, whispering and giggling, finally I felt someone sit on my lap. I felt a set of warm lips press against mine, soft and wet, her tongue pressing into my mouth. I put my arms around her and pulled her to me, feeling a pair of large soft tits pressing against me and long hair brushing over my arm. I opened my eyes and looked deep into Joan's eyes as she broke the kiss.
"Hope you don't mine me choosing you." She said quietly. "I was kind of hoping to continue what we started on the dance floor."
"Whatever you want." I said quietly.
"Good! Now don't go away. I have to announce the game."
"Yes maam." I said with a grin as she stood up off my lap.
"Why don't you help me out." She said holding her hand out. I got up and she led me by the hand to the back room. "Can you bring this?" she asked, pointing to a box on the floor. I bent over, picked it up and followed her out. "Ok everyone." Joan called from the chair she stepped on. "The next game is pie eating. My hunky assistance is going to bring by cans of whip topping, which you ladies will use to completely cover your pussy and tits. Gentlemen... You get to feast, and in the process, if you get more than just cream, so much the better. When you get done, switch and the ladies can have some desert too!" Then she looked down at me and I walked around letting each lady pull out a can of whip topping. There was much giggling and laughing as the ladies lay down on the sleeping bags around the room and started squirting the topping on themselves. Joan climbed down and led me to one of the sleeping bags and lay down. She squirted the white cream all over her large tits and then she spread her legs and covered her pussy as well. "Ok Gentlemen! Dig in!" she called.
I leaned down and began licking the sweet cream from around her tits, making smaller and smaller circles. I scooped up a large glob of cream from off her right nipple, and then moved to her face, kissing her and pushing the cream into her mouth with my tongue.



"Yum" she said, licking it all off of my face with a smile.
I went back to licking her tits clean, sucking each nipple into my mouth as well. "Ohhhhh yes." She moaned as I flicked her nipples with my tongue. Having finished her tits I kissed a path down her firm stomach to her spread legs and went to work licking her wet and white lips cleaning up her juices as well as the cream. "OK My turn!" she said after some time. She got up from the bag and practically pushed me down. She squirted cream all over my now hard dick and then leaned over and began licking and sucking the cream from me, getting plenty of my head as well. She licked and slurped, getting a groan from deep within me.
"You like huh?" she asked before going back to sucking my dick into her mouth. She pushed her face down toward my balls, driving my dick well into her throat before pulling off again.
"God you do that so fucking good!" I moaned.
"Thank you." She said with a grin. "I could just straddle you and mount you right here, but we're going to wait just a bit for that." She said with a grin. "How about a dip in the pool to clean up?"
"Sounds good."
"Good." She said standing up and pulling me along. She pulled me along, giggling all the way to the pool. She fell back into the pool, pulling me along with her, the two of us coming up in about five foot of water. I stood on the bottom and she wrapped her body around me, grinding her pussy against my dick, and her tits against my chest. I lifted her up slightly and lined my dick up to her pussy and let her sink down onto it. The pool water washed away the extra cream, but also the lubrication. I only penetrated her a couple inches, but it was enough for the moment. "Hmmmm yes. That's better." She said as she worked her hips, slowly wiggling my dick deeper into her. "Much better." She cooed as her clit ground against the top of my dick. "We have another game and I don't want to spoil your hard dick for it." She said with a pout. "Otherwise I'd drive you absolutely crazy with my pussy."
"You're doing a pretty good job of it right now." I answered.
"Good. Nice to know I haven't lost my touch." She said as her pussy rippled up the length of my cock. She let go of my neck and pushed away, pulling off my dick. She swam to the ladder and waited for me to come. As I approached she climbed the ladder, making sure to give me a good view of her pussy from below as she climbed out. She turned and held her hand out to me, giving me a good view of her hanging tits. " I didn't want you to be disappointed." She said with a grin.
We walked back into the rec room and she stood on the chair. "Ok ladies and gentlemen. We have one final game, but it's a long one. This is a dice game. Some of you have played bunco before. You roll sixes for points, the winners being the first team to reach 21. Each six is one point, and if five sixes are rolled, the first person to call bunko gets fifteen points. The losers shift places at the table and the winners move up to the next table. Each time you move you get new partners, except for the head table, where you keep your partner. If you lose there you go to the bottom table and start up again. The twist we are putting on it is that the men stay in the chairs at the each table, if their team loses and the women move, the winning team moves up and again the men and women change partners. During the game if one of the members of the team climaxes, they get an extra ten points. Ladies... If you fake it you automatically loose that hand, so no cheating! Everyone ready? The tables are set up upstairs, so let's go!"
She stepped down off the chair and led the way up the stairs, holding my hand. She led me to a table and sat me down, aiming my dick at her pussy as she sat down. "Ohhhhhh much nicer." She said as she wiggled around.
The game was easy enough. We took turns rolling dice, counting up sixes. For the most part the ladies rolled and the men played with their tits or pussies. For my case, I squeezed her tits, her nipples sticking through between my fingers while she used her pussy muscles to stroke my cock. Unfortunately we lost, and had to move down to the bottom table. I sat in one of the open chairs and one of the ladies that was at this table last round took Joan's place on my lap. She was a thin woman, small breasts and long brown hair.
"Hi. I'm Amanda." She said.
"Hi. Mike." I said. "This feels a bit awkward." I said quietly.
"Oh don't feel that way. We're all here for the same thing, to have fun. Now how about giving me some of that fine dick I feel between my cheeks."
"Yes maam." I said as she lifted up and aimed my dick at her pussy. "Ohhhhhh much better." She said as she settled down on me with her tight pussy. She leaned back and turned to my ear. "Now if you can make me cum we will get way ahead in points." She whispered.
In response I slipped my hand between her legs and stroked her exposed clit while she spread her legs.
"Ohhhhh yes." She cooed. The game started and the ladies rolled while the guys tried to get their partners off. Amanda was close by the end of the round, but not quite there. "Ohhhh thanks for the try lover, but I guess it's going to have to wait till next round. Since we won we got to move up to the next table, but once again , we changed partners. To my surprise, I had Angie, on my lap for this round.
"Well Mike, how are you doing?"
"Pretty good." I said as she sat down, not wasting any time setting on my dick. "Ohhhhh yes, I like the way you fill me up. Very nice."
"Well, let's see if I can improve on that." I said, putting one hand on a tit and the other between her legs.
"Oh god. Not so fast." She said with a moan as I stroked her clit. It hadn't been so long that I didn't remember exactly how she liked it.
The game started and I went back to work again on her clit, quickly bringing her to a small orgasm. I felt her pussy clench around my dick as she came, giving small squeaks as her orgasm washed over her. Unfortunately the extra points didn't let us win and I had to stay at the table, I ended up with another new partner, this one a bit larger lady, who went by Trisha. Trisha was not fat by any means, but she had a pair of tits that were easily double D's. She sat down on my lap, and instead of pushing my dick into her pussy, she sat with it between her legs, and stroked up the bottom and across the head.
"Ohhhhh" I moaned.
"You like that?" she asked.
"Oh yes."
"Good." She said simply while she stroked my dick. I held and played with her tits while she tickled and stroked my dick. The game started but I hardly noticed. I groaned while she continued to stroke me. I was very close, but the round ended.
She turned and kissed me, "Sorry sweetie... I tried."
"No problem." I panted as she got off of me. I hadn't even realized we won and moved up one more table, but again I changes partners.
"Well, hello!" a young lady said as I sat down at the table. She was maybe mid twenties, with a very nicely shaped body. "My name is Jenny."
"Hi... I'm Mike."
"Well Mike, you look like your dick is about ready to explode!"
"Pretty damn close."
"Good. We can use that." She said with a giggle. She sat on my lap, allowing my dick to stick up between her legs. She stroked me gently, just keeping me close to the edge until the game started. Once we started playing she lifted off of my lap and aimed my dick at her pussy. She slowly sank down on my dick, bouncing in little bits up and down my shaft.
"Ohhhh god." I groaned. Her pussy was very tight and her bouncing was drawing me closer to the peak. I heard a voice cry out in ecstasy that I recognized, Jill, and I went over the top, thinking of how she looked in that adult store. My dick spurted deep into Jenny, pumping shot after shot of hot cum into her. To my surprise she squealed and came along with me.
"OHHHH YES!" she cried, her whole body shaking and shivering. Between the two of us cuming we easily won the round and had plenty of time to enjoy it. I heard one or two others cum as well, the game and multiple partners having its anticipated effect. "You know." She purred, leaning back against me. "The next table is the head table, we don't have to change partners."
"I'm afraid there isn't much left though."
"Oh don't worry. It'll come back." She cooed.
We played several more rounds, and I had a number of partners, and true to her word it did come back, in plenty of time to be stuffed in several more pussies, including Tabby, and Beth from the last party.
"Ok everyone" Joan called. "It's a quarter till, time to stop playing and get back with your date!"
Jill found me quickly and practically dragged me to the sofas. "Come on...let's get a good seat." She said. We found a place on one of the large stuffed chairs and she pushed me down onto it. She climbed onto my lap and put her arms around my neck and buried against me, kissing my cheek. "Midnight is for lovers, even more so the new year. I'm glad you're with me for this one."
"I'm glad too." I said as I pulled her face around to kiss her. She kissed me back gently and wetly, taking her time slowly sliding her tongue into my mouth. Slid a hand up from where it rested on her thigh and gently stroked her tit, just my finger tips, making her shiver slightly, and intensify her kiss. She spread her legs and found my dick coaxing it upright between her legs and stroking it gently.
" I want you to cum inside me at midnight." She whispered. "I want to feel the magic of your cum filling me up."
"My pleasure." I whispered back.
"good." She replied before she retuned to kissing me. She stroked my dick slowly, teasing it harder and harder, trying to feel that point where I would cum, but not quite. It was only a few minutes to midnight when she moved to straddle me in the chair, one leg on each side of me, her tits staring at me. I pulled her to me an sucked one of her nipples into mouth while she guided my dick to her waiting pussy. She sunk slowly down my shaft, working each inch in slowly. "Oh yes." She sighed as my dick rubbed her cervix. She began riding up and down my dick as I let her tit slip from my mouth and replaced it with my hands. I worked both her tits for a while, and then moved one hand so it slid up and down her clit as she rode me. "OH GOD!" she cried as the sensations filled her body.
I could see the ball on the TV and knew it was almost time. I let my sensations go, and pictured her bending over in the store, my dick slowly sliding into her, making her cry out in pleasure. The image was enhanced by her cries of pleasure in reality. I felt my cum boiling up and squeezed her nipple, trying to push her over with me. I felt her pussy spasm, only seconds now... I twisted and squeezed again, her pussy once again squeezing me. My cum boiled up and fountained up inside her, splashing inside her, surging pump after pump of cum, from inside me to inside her. I heard myself groan as she cried out, another pump of hot liquid flowing into her. Finally my shots reduced and then stopped, the two of us panting for breath. She moved her face to mind and gently kissed me again, like before, no hurry, just gently sensual pleasure. We could hold the kiss no longer and broke again, each of us trying to catch our breath.
"God that was good!" she panted, resting her forehead against mine.
"Yes it was." Was all I could say. I looked around and most everyone was panting or moaning, most everyone having climaxed, a few yet to finish. Joan was bent over the sofa near us, smiling. The new year had cum, in more ways than one.
We only dressed enough to get home, which for her meant her shoes and coat. By one we were snuggled together in her bed, exhausted and naked. She had coaxed my dick back to hardness once again and guided it into her pussy from behind as we spooned together. We fell asleep that way, my arm around her cupping one tit and my dick embedded in her hot pussy.
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By the time I got back to the house from dinner, Tina's gray one ton truck was gone, leaving only Patty's red half ton sitting by the trailer. I pulled into the drive and headed into the house and back to my room. I stripped off my good clothes and pulled on a pair of running shorts to relax in, the AC doing an even worse job now that the broken duct work at the other end of the house was completely disconnected. I turned on the TV and lay back to relax.
I just didn't seem to be able to get Tina out of my mind. It felt like a lot more than sex, but I had to admit that so far the sex had been incredible. Not that I didn't have good sex with my two Latin cleaning ladies, in fact that was pretty damn good sex too, but for some reason sex with Tina felt different... more satisfying. I don't know, maybe it was just because I was lonely and she seemed to be happy to snuggle, which is something I had missed very much since my wife passed.
The more I thought about her, the more horny I got, but she was gone now for several days. I got up and dug through the box of dvd's that I had salvaged from the smashed entertainment center and found what I was looking for. I loaded the dvd, kicked off my shorts and lay down on the bed. It didn't take me long to find the scene I wanted, a big busted blond wearing nothing but a tool belt and a hard hat, pretending to work on a wall. I was picturing myself as the guy that was standing behind her, playing with her big tits and pumping his good sized dick into her while I stroked my lotion coated dick slowly.
"Damn nice looking!" I heard Patty say from the doorway. "I wouldn't mind being that blond."
I looked over to see Patty standing in the doorway, staring straight at my dick. I quickly grabbed the towel I was getting ready to squirt all over and covered my dick.
"Hey, don't stop on my account, unless you want to do something else with it!" she said as she stepped into the room wearing a pair of small cotton shorts and a cut off tank top that was quite loose.
"Can I help you?"
"Yeah... Tina said I could shower in here, but I kind of like that instead." She said as she moved over and sat down on the edge of the bed. "Would you like me to finish that for you? Or would you like something else?"
"WHAT?" I practically squeaked.
"Sis said to make sure you were well taken care of...just trying to be helpful."
"I think I can manage all by myself, but thanks anyway." I answered, blushing heavily.
"You sure?" she said sliding her hand up under my towel. "I watched you two fucking on the deck and it really got me worked up. You have a really good looking cock and I wouldn't at all mind trying it on for size." She said as her hand wrapped around my dick under the towel.
"I'm not sure that's what Tina had in mind." I said as she pulled the towel off to expose my dick.
"It is a nice dick." She said as she stared at it and slowly stroked her hand up and down the shaft. "You sure you don't want me to take care of it?" she asked as the scene on the TV changed to the big titted blond riding the guy, wearing nothing but the hard hat and belt. She looked over her shoulder and then turned back and smiled at me. "Don't move, and promise not to finish jacking off till I get back, ok?" she said before she got up and practically ran down the hall. It wasn't two minutes before she was back, completely naked except for one of her tool belts and her hard hat. She stepped up onto the bed and straddled me, looking down at me. "What do you think? Do I look as good as the bimbo on tv?"
"I would have to say you look every bit as good."
"I bet I feel a hell of a lot better than your hand too." She said as she squatted down, reaching for my dick and aiming it at her pussy as she squatted even lower. Her legs were bent like frog legs, as she settled down, working to get me all the way inside her very tight pussy.
"It's a good thing you were slicked up so good. I'm not sure I would have made it otherwise." She panted. "Just getting down on you has me so fucking close already!"
"Oh god." Was all I could say as she started to slowly slide up and down my shaft. I put my hands on her small tits and squeezed them, letting the nipples slide between my fingers so I could squeeze them as well. She moaned appreciatively as she continued to ride up and down, using the headboard of my bed to balance herself.
"Oh god I'm going to cum!' she cried as her body gave a little shiver. "Cum in me! Fill me up! I want to feel your huge dick pumping it's cum into me! I want to feel what made my sister scream so loud!"
That was pretty much the limit... I groaned and my dick pulsed a huge shot of cum deep into her pussy. "YES!" she screamed as she slammed down on me, her whole body shivering and quaking as her orgasm increased with each squirt of cum I put into her. It seemed like an hour before my dick slowed and stopped jumping and pulsing inside her. She eased her knees down and lay gently on me, sighing contentedly on my chest. "Ohhhhhhh that was good. No wonder sis says she'd fuck you all day long."
"When did she say that?" I whispered, still trying to recover my breath.
"After you went inside. She told me it was the first time she had an orgasm from just fucking. I'm really not trying to steal you from her, but I just had to find out. Hell I've never known sis to do more than just lay there and groan a bit, let alone come to a huge screaming climax. Now I know why she wants to keep you forever!"
"She said that?"
"Uh huh. She says you keep complaining you're too old for her. You need to shut your mouth and realize she doesn't care if you're twenty or two thousand. She's a good woman... even if she is my sis."
"I think she's a good woman too."
"Well, don't let her get away then!" she said lifting her head to look in my eyes. "You can do whatever you want, and to be honest, I'll screw you any chance I get... up until you ask her to marry her... then your off limits. I hope you're smart enough to ask her after she gets back."
"We've only known each other for a few days." I said.
"Maybe... but I can tell you this! She's in love with you and she thinks you are the definition of a perfect man... and that's not just because you're a good fuck."
"I hate to say it, I think I'm falling in love with her too."
"Good.. That just means I better get all I can while she's gone, because when she gets back you better be popping the question... If not you're an idiot!" she said, her eyes never leaving mine. "Now how about we go relax in that cute little hot tub?"
"I think I could use some relaxation just now." I said as she lifted herself off of my dick, uncorking a small flood of our juices.
She stood next to the bed and held her hand out to me, and then led me to the deck. She dropped her tool belt and stepped down into the warm water, leaving just her hard hat on. She turned and waited for me to climb in and then sat down on my lap in the water, wrapping her arms around my neck. "So just how long before that gun of yours is recharged?" she asked quietly before kissing my neck.
"Oh it will take a little bit. It's had a good workout the last few days."
"Well, then I guess I'll just have to settle for a little snuggling." She said with a fake pout. "I'd much rather be riding you again, but then..."
"I have a hunch you'll find a way to get more before Tina gets back."
"Oh don't worry... I will." She whispered.
We relaxed in the hot tub for about half an hour before the hot water was more than I could handle. We moved to the shower and washed each other off, taking plenty of time to familiarized ourselves with all the intimate parts of each other's bodies as we soaped each other. Once we were completely clean we retired to my bed again, the movie still playing on the tv. The scene had shifted to a dark haired girl getting eaten out by her lover.
"I could use some of that!" she said, rubbing her body against mind as she slid onto the bed.
"Some of what?"
"Some tongue. Sis says you really know your way around with your tongue."
"So you two talk about all your sexual encounters like that?"
"Oh yes. We're very close. I don't think we've had a secret between us in twenty years."
"OH? Does that mean you're going to tell her all about what we're doing while she's gone?"
"Ohhhhh you better believe it!" she groaned softly. "I'm going to tell her all about how well you fit into me and how mind blowing that orgasm was... and any more I can convince you to give me between now and then."
"I'm not so sure I like being the center of that conversation." I replied.
"Then why don't you stop talking and put that tongue to better use." She said as she rolled on top of me and then climbed up my body on her knees until her pussy was inches from my face.
I licked gently between her wet lips, sliding my tongue along until the tip of my tongue bounced across her hard clit. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and spread her lips, allowing me to flick her clit quickly with the tip of my tongue, making her squeal in delight. I worked her pussy with abandon, alternately pushing in as deep as I could and then sliding up to flick her clit rapidly. She repaid my efforts with cries of pleasure and a continuous stream of what could only be described as gutter talk. She cried for me to eat her hot cunt and lick her hot pussy. She wanted me to shove my tongue deep into her fuck hole and taste her hot cum. I was quite enjoying the running commentary when it abruptly stopped, her whole body quaking and trembling as a massive orgasm swept over her. I could taste her sweet juices as it flowed over my face and into my mouth, much more than I had expected. Slowly her body eased and she climbed down off my face and collapsed on top of me.
"My god... She wasn't kidding. You really are good at that." She panted.
"You're welcome." I said with a laugh.
I lay there holding her, stroking her back and head for some time before she finally raised her head again and looked up at me. "How about a shower before bed?" She asked.
"Sure." I said "I'll start the water."
"Not in here... Out on the deck. I want to shower with you in the moonlight." She said with a grin as she climbed off of me and the bed. She held her hand out and helped me off the bed and then led me out onto the deck. I started the water and got the temperature nice and warm, and then turned to Patty. The moonlight made her skin practically shimmer with blue as the water droplets cascaded down on her curvy form as she stepped under the spray. There was a slight breeze blowing as we soaped each other, paying special attention to each other's most sensitive parts. I gently massaged her breasts and tweaked her nipples with my soapy hands, getting a school girl giggle from her. "You are such a dirty old man."
"Not at all. If I was a dirty old man I'd do this!" I said as I turned her around and pulled her back tight to my chest. I slipped my dick between her legs so it was sticking out between them. I cupped each of her tits in a hand and gently squeezed them and twisted her nipples.
"You're right... that's exactly what a dirty old man would do... But a naughty girl would do this!" she panted as she reached between her legs pressing my dick up against her pussy lips and leaning forward. She easily slid my soaped up dick into her pussy. "Now fuck me. Give me your cum!" she cried into the night. I pushed deep into her and then began stroking in and out of her, holding her arms for leverage as our bodies slapped together under the water.
"Uhhh god." I grunted
"That's it! Fuck me hard! I want to feel your hot cum fill my fuck hole! Give me the whole load! Oh yes! Fuck me harder!" she screamed into the night so loud even my distant neighbors could have heard. The water cascaded down on us while she continued to stream her gutter talk, her pussy squeezing my stroking dick. It wasn't a huge amount of cum, but my dick simply didn't know it didn't have that much left to pump as it jumped and jerked inside her, pumping the few shots it had available into her waiting pussy. I pulled her tight to me, stroking her mound and tits as I tried to catch my breath.
"That's it. Just relax. That's what I wanted..." she cooed as I panted. "Just what I wanted."
"I think I'm all used up... even for a dirty old man." I said after I could catch my breath.
"For a dirty old man you can still fuck good." She purred as my softening dick slipped from her pussy and she turned around to face me. She kissed me gently on the lips, soft, warm, sensuous... tender. "Thank you." She whispered before letting go of me and walking off, butt naked and dripping wet. I watched as he walked around the side of the house and disappeared into the night. I shut off the water and headed inside for a towel and then fell into bed, totally exhausted.
I woke to the sound of hammers. It took me a minute to realize it was Saturday, but there was obviously a crew working outside. I climbed out of bed, still naked, and pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and some work boots. I looked at the clock and realized it was only a bit past eight in the morning, but old mister sun was well up. I grabbed a glass of milk and then headed out to see what was going on.
"Hey sleepy head! We didn't wake you did we?" Patty called from the roof, wearing a pair of cutoff shorts, t-shirt, boots and a tool belt full of tools. She clanked and clattered lightly as she walked across the roof to look down at me.
"Not much." I said, shading my eyes so I could look up at her. "Sleep good?"
"Like a baby!" she called down to me.
"Well, let me get a hat on and tell me what I can do to help."
"Well, why don't you go help Carl frame up the floor?"
"Will do!" I called back up before walking into the house to get my hard hat.
I was back out and working with Carl, a bear of a man that obviously knew his way around a construction site. We carefully laid out the joist plan and cut each two by ten to just the right size. The work went much faster using the air powered nailer than it did when I hand nailed each one in place. By lunch time we had the joists in place and were ready for sub floor. While I worked I had a chance to watch her control her crew. She carefully watched the quality of each of her crew, while appearing to not dominate their work, a difficult task for any supervisor, let alone a woman in a man's job. I also noticed that the four guys in her crew, all of them older than she was, seemed to not only respect her position, but her work. I had to admire her ability to handle her men.
"How bout some lunch?" Patty asked as she climbed down the ladder from the roof once again.
"Sure, what you got in mind?" I asked her as I sat down on the edge of a joist.
"How bout some sandwiches?"
"Sure." I answered simply.
"Cool, come on!" She said as she started walking out toward her trailer. I got up and followed her out and around to the door. She opened it up and I got a nice view of her perfect ass encased in the blue denim cut offs as she stepped up into the trailer before me. I followed her in and closed the door behind me. It was pleasantly cool inside the trailer as she reached down and pulled the soggy shirt from her waist band and up over her head. Her equally soggy sports bra came off next as she walked down the hall toward the bathroom. She stepped back out moments later, using a towel to dry the sweat from her firm round tits.
"So what kind of a sandwich would you like?" she asked as she tossed the towel aside and opened the refrigerator door.
"Whatever you have is good with me." I answered as she tossed me a cold bottle of water.
"I'd kind of like some sausage!" she said with a grin, giving me a wink. "What do you think?"
"I think some turkey is more like it!" I joked back,
"Oh nooooo. Definitely sausage!" she said, closing the refrigerator door. "A nice big fat one!"
She stepped over to me and leaned her bare chest against my arm and pulled my face to hers, gently kissing my lips with her warm lips. She softly pressed her tongue between my lips and teased my tongue with her own as she unzipped her cut offs and pushed them and her tiny bikini panties down her legs, wiggling to get them over her knees. As soon as her hands were done with her shorts they were at work on mine, undoing the belt and zipper. She pulled me from the chair I had dropped into pushed my shorts and underwear down over my ass and down my legs. I slid my hands up her front and cupped her tits as her hands found my dick and began squeezing and stroking it to hardness. As her kissed became more urgent and intense, I let one hand trail down her front, stroking her stomach and then allowing it to slip between her legs, as she spread them as far as she could with her shorts trapped on her legs by her boots. My fingers slid between her already wet lips, stroking from her tight hole up and across her hard clit.
"Oh god!" she groaned into my mouth as I stroked her clit a second time.
After a few short minutes of this attention, she pushed me back onto the chair and turned around, bending over and reaching between her legs for my dick. She aimed it at her sopping wet pussy as she sat on my lap, impaling her tight tunnel with my very hard dick.
"Ohhh man!" I groaned as she sank down until her bare ass was sitting on my lap. I reached around and squeezed her nipples as she pushed her legs closed, and using her arms on the chair next to my legs, started sliding her hot pussy up and down my shaft. She squeaked and cried out quietly as her orgasm worked closer and closer to a peak, pulling my own along with her.
"Here it comes!" I groaned as my dick tensed and spurted the first shot of my hot cum into her pussy.
"OHHHH!" she screamed as she felt my hot juices flow into her, triggering her own climax. She sat down hard on me as her body began shuddering and twitching with each spurt of cum I was emptying into her. Finally she fell back against me, my dick buried deep into her, my hands still gently stroking her firm round tits and hard nipples.
"Now that was a good lunch break!" she giggled as she caught her breath again.
"I have to admit it was the best lunch break I've had in a long time."
"Good." She said as she stood up, my softening dick slipping from her warmth as she did. I admired her ass and spread pussy leaking our juices as she bent over to pull her shorts and underwear up. I gave her ass a gentle slap a she stood up, making her squeak in surprise and jump away from me. "What did you do that for?" she asked as she looked over her shoulder while she pulled her underwear up over her ass.
"Just because you're a bad girl... Invite a man out for lunch and then take advantage of him and then leave him starving... shame on you!" I said with a grin.
"Ohhh right. Like you didn't want me to take advantage of you?"
"I didn't say that!" I laughed.
"You better not buster!" she joked back as she snapped her shorts and walked over to the refrigerator. "Now how about a ham sandwich?"
"That sounds pretty good." I answered as she began pulling stuff out. She made a good sandwich, ham, Swiss cheese, some mayo... Made a damn good waitress. Didn't hurt any that her beautiful tits were on display the whole time either. We finished lunch and then she went into the bedroom and came back with a fresh shirt and bra, which she pulled on before we headed back out.
The prep work on the roof was completed just before lunch, so the whole crew went to work laying the floor on the newly laid joists. It took the better part of the afternoon to glue, lay and screw down all the subflooring, even with six of us working on it. I was surprised that the guys working didn't waste any effort checking out her ass as she worked bent over, but then I guess they've seen that part a lot. Me on the other hand had a hard time not checking out her ass as she bent over working.



It was dinner time by the time we laid the last board down and called it quits. It had been a long time since I had worked that hard that long in the heat, and I was bushed. Not that I would let it show to Patty or the guys on her crew. They all took off for dinner and home, getting Sunday off. Patty headed to her trailer and I headed into the house to clean up and make some dinner. I really didn't feel much like cooking, so I tossed a pre-made meal into the oven and then headed for the shower. I stripped off my sweaty and dirty clothes and stepped into the cool water, enjoying how it cooled me off. I was definitely going to be stiff the next day the way I felt and soon got out of the shower and headed out to the hot tub for a soak. My dinner was dinging that it was done, so I dumped it on a plate and took that and a beer out to the tub with me.
"Well, you look comfortable!" Patty said as she climbed the steps of the deck from the yard with a towel wrapped around her body. She kicked off her flip flops and let the towel unwrap from around her, revealing her naked body before she stepped down into the water and settled on a seat across from me. "You did good work today." She complimented me.
"Thanks. You drive a good crew too." I said between bites of the pasta mix.
"I was surprised. You kept up with them pretty well. I would have thought you would have tuckered out sooner than that."
"Thanks. If I was working alone I probably would have quit sooner." I said as I set the empty plate on the deck and leaned back into the water. "It's fun to do this kind of work."
"I have to agree. I really enjoy building stuff. I guess I get that from my dad."
"Tina seems to enjoy it too." I said with my eyes closed, allowing the hot bubbling water to relax me.
"Yeah. All three of us do I guess." She said as she slid across the hot tub to sit next to me. "So what is there to do in this town on a Saturday night?"
"Well, there's some bars and strip clubs down toward the military base, or there's movies." I said non-committally.
"So you want to take me out and show me these bars?" she asked pointedly.
I opened my eyes and looked a her grinning face. "What kind of place do you like, Honkeytonk? Hard rock?"
"Oh I can get into some country easily enough." She said with a smile. "Do you know of a good one?"
"I haven't been there in a long time, but I know of one that used to be pretty good."
"Cool!" she said standing up, the water cascading off her bare tits. "Give me about fifteen minutes and you can show me the town!"
"Sure." I said a lot less sure of myself than I would prefer. She climbed out of the tub and wrapped the towel around herself and walked off toward her trailer. I wondered to myself if I was going to regret this as I climbed from the tub and turned on the shower.
It took most of the fifteen minutes to get myself ready, but at the appointed time I walked out to the trailer wearing a pair of kaki slacks, sport shirt, my soft leather sport coat and my leather "Indian Jones" hat. I didn't have a pair of pointy toe boots any longer, so I went with a pair of day hikers. I knocked on the trailer door and heard Patty call "just a sec." I waited for her, checking out the fading sun turning the western sky a dark orange. I was watching the sinking orange orb so intently that she startled me when she opened the door. After only seeing her in work clothes or naked, I had to do a double take. Her long brown hair, that is usually up in a bun, was down and flowing over her shoulders. She wore a light weight western cut light blue blouse with some white fringe across the front that just hid the hint of a lace bra underneath. Her shirt was tucked into a thigh length denim skirt that had pockets like a pair of jeans, and a leather belt looped loosely through the belt loops. Her creamy white legs were exposed all the way down to her calves where they disappeared into a pair of cute cowgirl boots that were a dark brown with light blue trimmings. She closed the door and stepped down to the ground before I could find my tongue and tell her how beautiful she looked. She smiled warmly and thanked me for the compliment as she took the arm I held out and we walked together to my suburban.
The drive to the club, about twenty minutes away was pleasant. I learned a lot more about both her and Tina and how they got into the business. Both of them seemed to be very driven people. Patty did lament that all her traveling and spending time on jobs made any kind of social life hard, and knew that it was weighing on Tina as well. She had one boyfriend recently that couldn't deal with it and left her after a few months. Patty also told me some about her older sister, Laurie, who would be down with the sheet rock crew later in the project. I parked and escorted her to the front doors, feeling a bit self conscious, being as old as I was, with such a good looking young woman on my arm. She didn't seem to mind at all and practically beamed as we walked into the noisy club.
We found a table and a good looking blond in a cowgirl dress took our drink order as we looked the place over. It was very heavy into the country western theme, with one dance floor going full bore on line dancing, and another filled with couples doing a variety of couples dances. I had to admire some of the outfits the ladies were wearing, but then the lady I had with me seemed to be drawing a fair amount of attention as well.
"So do you dance?" Patty asked over the loud music after we had sipped on our drinks for a few minutes.
"Not much." I replied honestly
"Well, we can fix that!" She said with a bright smile, getting up and holding her hand out to me. I took her hand and followed her to the dance floor that was filled with couples. She spent the next several songs trying to teach me how to dance western style before the DJ tossed out a reasonably slow song.
"This I can handle!" I practically shouted to her as I pulled her close, wrapping an arm around her back. I started a slow swaying waltze step that she quickly picked up as she laid her head on my shoulder and pulled herself even closer to me. I could feel her firm breasts pressing against me, even through my jacket. I let one hand slide down her back until it was resting on the top of her firm ass, causing her to press her body even tighter to me. I enjoyed the smell of her hair and the softness of her body moving against mine a the love song played around us. I could certainly get used to this... Unfortunately, the song ended all too soon, but even in the dim lighting I could tell her face was flushed pink.
"I could do that all night long." She said into my ear as the next song started, this one a bit faster.
"So could I." I replied giving her a kiss on the forehead before letting her pull too far away.
"I think I need to sit down." She said suddenly, pulling away from me and pulling me along toward our table. I held the chair for her to sit down in and then moved to mine, drawing a long slug of Miller from my glass as I sat down. She leaned close to me and tried to whisper in my ear. "I thought you couldn't dance?"
"I can't!" I said back.
"If that wasn't dancing what was it?"
"Making out standing up!" I said with a grin.
"Well it seems you can do that very well!" She grinned back. "I saw a sign, there's supposed to be a deck. Let's go out there."
"Whatever you want." I answered, getting up and pulling her chair out for her.
"I'm not used to this." She said as she got up with her drink. "But I certainly could get used to it!"
"Just being a gentleman!" I said as I took her hand and followed her toward the large wooden sign near the bar that pointed to the deck entrance. We stepped through a pair of wooden double doors leaving the close atmosphere inside for the refreshing air of the deck. The music here was much more muted, but plenty loud for the twenty or so couples dancing on the deck. The lighting was muted also, the only light being from strings of white rope lights suspended above the deck. There were a number of small tables and benches around the deck, and we selected one off to the side, setting our drinks down about the time a much slower song started.
"Would you like to dance?" I asked her.
In way of an answer she slipped into my arms and pressed her body to mine. I gently danced our way out to the more open area, pulling her close as her hips swayed against mine to the music. The softness of her body and the pressure in all the right spots was having a serious effect, which she had to feel pressed against her. She was a couple inches shorter than I was, so my now hard dick was pressing against the belt of her skirt. As we danced I felt her move a hand and slip it between us, sliding down inside my pants and gently squeezing my hard dick as she straightened it to a more comfortable position. We continued to dance, her hand down my pants, a she lifted her face to mine, looking for a kiss. I bent my head down slightly and we brushed lips together, before she opened her mouth and kissed me again with her wet juicy lips. Between her hand and her kiss I was very quickly becoming turned on, and I could tell from her panting that she was as well.
She broke the kiss and pulled her chest against mine so she could whisper in my ear. "god I want you to fuck me right now!"
"I wish I could." I whispered back.
The song ended and she slipped her hand out of my pants. "I'll be right back." She said, pulling away and blowing me a kiss. I made my way back to the table and sat down and took another pull on my Miller while I watched a number of couples making out in the near darkness. Patty came back in a few minutes and I pulled her chair out, but she chose to sit on my lap instead. She leaned her face down to mine and kissed me deeply, wrapping her arms around my neck to support her. I put my arms around her and stroked her gently up and down her side, slowly sliding my hand around her front so I was stroking her stomach while we kissed. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and drew circles around mine as my hand slid farther up, brushing against her firm tit and hard nipple. It didn't take a rocket scientist to realize she had gotten rid of the bra, and probably other items as well. We sat in the near darkness and kissed while I gently stroked her breast, and then got bold and undid two buttons so I could slip my hand in onto her warm skin. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers found her nipple and gently squeezed and teased it inside her shirt. I really don't know how long we kept that up before one of her hands moved from my neck and down the front of my shirt, unbuttoning several buttons so she could run her fingers up and down my chest as well. I got the distinct impression she really wanted to be stroking something else, and before long her fingers were working on my belt.
"You sure you want to do this here?" I asked her after pulling my lips from hers.
"You got a better idea?"
"Oh yeah!" I answered, pulling my hand from inside her shirt and buttoning it up. I had lived in this area and I knew a very good place to go that I had found once fishing. She did my belt back up and then got off my lap. I led her out through the club to my truck and opened the door for her. She climbed into the seat and I closed the door, quickly walking around the other side.
It was a short drive to where we were headed, a small dirt road that led down to the river. I was sure others knew of the location, but we were lucky and no one else was there. I backed down until the truck was only a few feet from the river and then I turned on my satellite radio to the love song channel before I got out and walked around to open her door. After she was out I reached in and turned the volume up so we could hear it and led her around to the rear of the truck, lifting the rear tailgate so the music could spill out to us. I pulled her to me and her lips met mine as her tits met my chest. We danced to a slow love song for several minutes, the music of the song, the gentle gurgling of the river and the gentle music of the night creatures merging together around us. She pulled her arms from around my neck, and pushed my sport coat off without ever allowing her lips to separate from my own. Her fingers worked almost feverishly on my buttons before pulling the tail out of my pants and pushing it off my shoulders. Once she had my shirt off, I took her hands and held them in mine, stopping her frantic pace, pulling my face from hers and whispering "Easy. No rush."
She stood in the dim moonlight, looking at me as I leaned my head down to her neck and gently kissed the base of her jaw and down her neck. She sighed as I kissed around her neck to her front and down to the first button of her blouse. I undid just the single button, spreading the material with my fingers and gently kissing all over the newly exposed skin. I undid the next button and kissed across her upper chest and gently across the partially exposed swell of her breasts. The next button revealed more of her firm breast, stopping just short of exposing her nipples. I undid her next button and pushed the material off her shoulders, allowing it to slide down so all of her chest was exposed above her nipples, allowing me to gently kiss back and forth across the tops of both breasts.
I heard her moan gently as I allowed the shirt to fall farther down, kissing first one and then the other exposed nipple, sucking them each gently into my mouth and rolling it with my tongue against the roof of my mouth while my hands quickly finished unbuttoning her shirt. I let the material fall to the ground and then began kissing my way down her firm belly, her hands stroking my hair in time with her gently moans of pleasure. I undid her belt and zipper, leaving the button for last.
Once it was undone I allowed her short skirt to fall around her boots, kissing back and forth across the newly exposed skin until I reached her thighs, slowly kissing my way back up her front until I was standing again. She stepped out of her skirt and knelt in front of me, undoing my shoes and pulling them both off. I stood in the soft sand as she undid my pants and allowed them to slide down my legs. I lifted each leg in turn as she pulled the material over my feet, tossing them aside once she had them free.
She looked up at me and grinned as she slowly pulled my underwear down, exposing my hard dick inch by inch. She slid them down, leaving me standing naked on the sand before taking my dick in her strong hand and gently stroking it several times. She leaned her face close to me and I felt her hot breath on my dick just before I felt the wetness of her mouth encompass my head. She stroked her hot mouth up and down my shaft very slowly several times before she allowed it to slip from her lips, gently kissing it one more time. She stood up and moved against me, pushing my dick down so it was between her legs.
We danced slowly with each other to the soft music, her wet pussy stroking the top of my dick and our hands gently and slowly exploring each others bodies. After some time she pulled my face to hers and she kissed me wetly, working my lips with hers sensuously.
I reached under her firm ass and gently lifted her, her legs wrapping around me as I did. I found my hard dick and aimed it at her wet lips, slowly lowering her down onto my dick. We moaned together as she sunk farther onto me our mutual lust driving each of us to enjoyment. I moved us to side of the truck and braced her ass against the side allowing me to slide my rigid pole in and out of her hot pussy. She cried out in pleasure, drowning out the sound of the night creatures as she pleaded for me to fuck her harder.
"Harder!... Yes! OH god! Fuck my pussy! OHHH God Yes! Fill my fuck hole with your cum! Oh yes... That's it! Give it to me! Fuck me with your big dick! Oh god! I'm going to cum!!! OHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she cried as her body shook and spasmed around me. My dick swelled as I continued to pump in and out of her tensing and spasming pussy, finally erupting with shot after shot of hot cum deep into her waiting tunnel.
"OH Yes!" she cried as she felt the first eruption deep inside her. "Ohhhhh Yes!" she cried one final time before lowering her head to my shoulder, her whole body heaving to catch her breath. I held her against the truck until I couldn't hold her any longer and then allowed her to slide down my body and stand on her own, my dick slipping from her and uncorking a huge flood of juices.
After several minutes of both of us panting, I whispered "I think we need to clean up a bit."
"I guess." She said with a grin, looking down at the cum running down both of her legs.
I knelt down and pulled off her boots and then found min, slipping them back on. I picked her up in my arms and walked to the river, leaving the gentle sand of the beach for the rocky bottom of the river. I waded out until it was up to my thighs, and then lowered us both down into the water, allowing her to use me as a resting board. She held onto my neck with both arms and spread her legs wide, allowing me to gently wash up and down her legs and her pussy lips with the river water.
"Thank you sir!" she said when I had finished and was just holding her and playing with her pussy. "Now I know why my sis fell in love with you."
"You're welcome." I said as she leaned her face to mine and kissed me deeply.
"I guess it's time to go." She said, breaking the kiss to see a set of headlights coming down through the trees on the dirt road.
"I guess so." I said as I got up and carried her out to the truck. I set her in the back and quickly picked up our clothes and tossed them in after her before closing the lift gate. By the time I got to the side of the truck to get in, I was fully exposed to the headlights of the truck coming down the road. I got in as they pulled up, a couple women getting out and whistling at me as I closed the door.
"Don't leave on our account!" one of them called as Patty climbed over the seats and sat down in the passenger seat.
I just smiled and started the truck to leave.
"You don't have to go... Honest!" the younger of the two said.
"Sorry ladies, I'm already taken tonight." I answered her.
"You sure?" she asked, pulling up her shirt to expose a pair of easily DD tits. "I mean, you can look at these all you want."
I smiled. "Nice tits, but I'm afraid that tonight just isn't the time. Good night!"
"Aw phoo." She said as she pulled her shirt back down to cover her massive tits.
"You are such a spoil sport!" Patty said.
"What do you mean?"
"All they want to do is see your gorgeous cock!"
"And I suppose you want me to just stand there and let them look? You think if it was a bunch of guys I'd want you to do that?"
She half crawled across the center console and kissed me. "You are so sweet! No, you wouldn't want them to see me. But I know you like looking at tits, so let's have some fun! If I can get them to strip will you go out there naked with me?" She whispered to me.
"You really want to do this?" I asked fairly unsure.
"Sure why not? Might be fun!"
"If that's what you want." I answered.
Then she turned to call out the window. "Hey. I'll let you look if he gets to see too. If you strip, maybe I can convince him to get out for a few minutes."
The older one, I would guess mid thirties or so, came over to the window of my suburban.
"So you want us to strip?" she asked the two of us.
"You don't have to." Patty said. "I mean we can drive off and then it's all done. On the other hand, if you two strip I bet I can get him to come out there for a few minutes and give you a really good look."
"I don't know, I don't usually take my clothes off for just anyone."
"If you won't I will!" the younger one said. "I'm not afraid of him seeing my body! Hell, I'm getting horny just thinking about seeing that dick get hard!"



"So how about it?" Patty asked.
"What the hell, why not? We came down to fish, but what the hell!" The older one said before she walked back to her truck. She came back a few moments later with a couple lawn chairs and a battery lantern. She set the chairs up in front of her truck and behind mine, and set the lantern on the ground and flicked it on.
"Looks like you're up stud!" Patty said with a smile. She kissed me wetly on the lips for some seconds before pulling away and climbing out of the truck. She walked around and opened my door. "Come on. I'm getting horny just thinking about you getting a hardon watching them. Who knows... Maybe you'll get to fuck me again in front of them?"
"I'm really not so sure about that!" I said as I got out, still wearing nothing but my boots.
The two ladies whistled in appreciation as I stepped into the circle of light. Patty led me to a chair and I sat down while she took the other one and moved it next to me before sitting in it. "Ok ladies... Take it off. And make it good!" She hollered with a grin.
The two ladies started stripping off their clothes. The older was pretty much just pulling them off and tossing them on the hood of her truck. She wasn't a bad looking woman, a bit round, but not fat. She had a nice pair of tits, but a bit too much sag for my taste. The younger one was doing a strip tease to some tune only she could hear. She swung her hips and wiggled her ass at me before pulling her shorts down to reveal a pair of bikini panties. She continued to swing and wiggle her ass as she turned and pulled her shirt up and off, only leaving her bra covering the massive mamaries. She turned and spun while she pulled off her bra, tossing it into my lap where Patty had her hand massaging my surprisingly growing dick. She bent over and wiggled her shoulders, swinging her tits tantalizingly close to my face before turning around and pushing her panties slowly down her legs, her exposed pussy only a foot or so from me. She was soon naked except for a pair of flip flops, still swinging her tits and hips as she danced o the music in her head. Even her friend had stood and watched while she disrobed, everyone's attention on her sexy moves.
She wiggled and spun in front of me, bending over and rubbing her already wet pussy against my legs, slowly working her way up my legs until she was rubbing against my hard dick. Almost suddenly she pulled away and turned to face me, wiggling her huge tits and lifting them to me. She moved closer to me and half sat half stood over the arms of the chair I was in until she could lift her hard nipples to my mouth. She brushed them across my lips, enticing me to take them in. I sucked on the offered nipple, drawing it into my mouth while a low moan escaped hers. I replaced her hands with mine and massaged the huge tits and sucked the nipples while my dick continued to grow and expand. I could feel wetness around the head of my dick, and could still feel Patty's hand around my shaft. I could feel the head of my dick rubbing around the moist lips that were hovering just above it. I continued to suck and lick her nipples while I squeezed her massive tits, feeling her wetness slowly envelope me at the same time.
"OHHHHHH GOD!" the girl moaned as I felt her weight settle onto my lap, my dick now fully buried inside her. I felt a hand slip between us, unsure who's it was, but had little doubt as to the target. A high pitched squeak answered both questions for me. Her moaning became louder as the hand stroked and played with her clit, the backs of Patty's fingers brushing my pubic hair at the same time. The girl on my lap started to work her hips, grinding onto me as far as she could, as Patty drove her higher up her mountain of ecstasy. I felt and heard her climax wash over her at the same time, a single long moan escaping her lips while her pussy practically vibrated around my hard dick. She went on for some seconds before her pussy relaxed and her orgasm faded.
"Damn that felt good!" the girl said quietly.
"Glad you enjoyed it!" Patty said. "You should feel him really fuck you. It's exquisite!"
""Oh... I'd like that." She cooed.
"Come on Mike. Why don't you give her the full ride, since you're already inside her and all." She whispered to me.
"Why are you doing this?"
"I'll explain later... For now just fuck her brains out!" she said, getting up from the chair and helping the girl move off my lap. I looked over and the older of the two was sitting on the hood of her truck, slowly fingering her pussy while she watched us. Patty helped the girl move so she was leaning over one of the chairs and then pulled me over, guiding my dick to her hole. "Now fuck her brains out!" Patty whispered. "If you can make her cum again I'll give you a special treat tomorrow!"
"Like what?"
"You'll just have to wait and see." She said with a sly grin.
I started stroking in and out of her pussy, slapping our bodies together with each stroke. I reached under her and found her swinging tits and began squeezing and massaging them, squeezing her nipples with my fingers at the same time. I watched the older lady laying back on the hood, her fingers disappearing in and out of her pussy in time to my strokes. Her own climax came just shortly before the girl I was fucking, her juices squirting out of her pussy and running down the hood while her whole body shook and spasmed. I felt her pussy tense as her orgasm started, squeezing my dick and encouraging my dick to reply. I hadn't intended to fuck her, let alone cum inside her, but my dick had other ideas as it started shooting my hot white cream deep into her spasming pussy, driving her climax even higher. I was whipped by the time my dick softened and I pulled it from her.
Patty stepped over, having watched the whole thing, and led me down to the water. She knelt down and cupped her hands, bringing water up and washing my dick until it was clean. She kissed it before standing up and leading me back to the truck. "I think it's time to go!" she whispered to me while both women were laying back resting.
"I agree." I said as I climbed into the truck. Patty climbed in and across me, making sure to rub her body across mine all the way across, dropping into the passenger seat with her legs still in my lap. I closed the door and we drove off, as naked as we were when we were fucking.
"I think we better stop and get dressed." I said, slowing down near the paved road.
"Uh uh. I think we need to be naked all the way home!"
"Whatever." I said, mildly frustrated and seriously confused. "Now how about an explanation?"
"OH that! It's simple really. I'm falling in love with you as much as my sister has. I want to make sure what you feel for either one of us is real feelings and not just some kind of sex induced hormone surge. It just occurred to me that if you really wanted either of us, that if it's just sex you wouldn't mind fucking them. Obviously, since you did mind, it isn't just sex."
"That has got to be the most convoluted train of thought I can ever remember hearing." I said as I pulled onto the highway and headed home.
"Maybe...Maybe." She said as she settled back against the door, her feet still in my lap. We were home in twenty minutes and in bed within five after that, Patty curled up against my naked body. Neither of us seemed to have the energy to do anything other than fall asleep.
I woke in the morning to the sound of the nail gun. I looked at the clock through bleary eyes and saw it was past nine already. There was only one nail gun, and I didn't hear much other noise, so I assumed it was Patty working. I pulled on a pair of shorts and headed out to see what she was doing. To my surprise she was working butt naked, except for that tool belt, hard hat and boots.
"Hey sleepy!" she called as she moved another stud into place on the floor to build a wall section.
"Hey yourself. You know you're naked?"
"Uh huh. Nice surprise?"
"It is that."
"Good. Take those shorts off and give me a hand!" she said with a grin.
"aren't you worried about being seen?" I asked.
"By who? My team is gone till tomorrow, and after last night? Not really."
"Ok!" I said with a yawn. I pushed my shorts down and stepped out of them, walking over to where I had dropped my tool belt the night before and pulling it on. It felt a bit odd walking around with my morning woody and a tool belt on, but Patty seemed to be having as much fun watching my dick as I was having watching her. About an hour into the work the watching turned to periodic grabs, which turned into one of us trying to stick my dick into her at any oportunuty.
"Hand me that square!" she would say. When I did she would bend over to use it, guiding my dick to her wet pussy with her free hand. I'd slid into her and stroke a few times before I would pull out and go get another stud.
It soon became too much for both of us and while I had her bent over, hanging onto two studs for support, I started banging into her with abandon. Our tools clanked and clinked as our bodies slapped together. It didn't take long and my dick was erupting into her pussy, shooing stream after stream of cum onto her pussy, causing her own climax to trigger, her body shaking and squeezing my dick as she came. Afterward we stood there for a long time before dropping the tool belts and pulling my juice slickened dick from her. She took my hand and led me to the shower, where we washed each other gently and then headed inside.
"Did you like your special surprise?" She asked as we turned the water off.
"Yes. Very much." I said as I led her into the house. I dried off and helped her dry off and then picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. I lay her on the bed and then climbed on myself. She snuggled against me and then asked me a simple question.
"Do you love me? Or do you love my sister?"
I didn't answer for a long time, causing her to lift her head and study my face. "Unfortunately, I think I love both of you. Don't ask me who I love more, I can't tell you."
"I can live with that for now." She said quietly as she lay her head back on my chest.
We spent the rest of the day laying in bed, watching tv and occasionally teasing, eating or fucking each other, finally falling asleep together as the room grew dark with the sinking sun.
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This would be the first valentine's day in twenty seven years we had spent alone together. The last of our kids had finally flown the nest, transferring to a college across the state in January. It had taken me a while to get the plans together, but my wife was going to be surprised as hell. I had arranged with the principle at the school she teaches to have Monday and Tuesday off. Her co-teacher was in on it as well, making sure that all the lesson plans were done and everything was ready for her to be gone, hopefully without tipping her off to the fact she would be gone. The plane tickets for late tonight were in my pocket and the suit cases were packed. All that remained was for her to come home and I would whisk her off for a four day weekend in Aspen.
We had always wanted to try skiing, and this was going to be it. I had a romantic suite booked, ski lessons lined up, everything was ready, and she had no idea that in less than an hour we would be headed on our way for what I hoped would be a romantic getaway. I looked at the clock getting nervous, she should have been home an hour ago. Even Friday evening traffic wasn't that bad. I was tempted to call her cell, but I didn't want to give anything away. I waited impatiently, checking and re-checking my mental list that I had everything taken care of. Finally I saw lights in the driveway. I pulled on my coat and headed out the door to greet her. I stopped; puzzled as a highway patrol car stopped in front of the garage... this wasn't my wife's truck.
My world crashed around me as he explained how a drunk weaving through traffic had side swiped her, sending her out of control into the median. Her truck caught one of the wires of the new center dividers that were installed to prevent vehicles from crossing into the oncoming traffic, causing her new truck to flip over, rolling several times before coming to rest on its side in the oncoming lanes of the interstate. The semi carrying a load of steel had no chance to stop before it plowed into the roof of her truck. He said he was sure she didn't suffer, as if somehow that would help.
The trooper was very sorry for my loss, and drove off, leaving me sitting in my living room in shock, my wife and love gone in an instant, my life a shambles.
****************************
I sat in my office, looking at a picture of my wife, mulling over the coming third anniversary of her death. Mandy came into my office, her usual smile on her face and her blond hair framing her sparkling green eyes.
"How's Mike today?" She asked in her usual cheerful way.
"As well as can be expected." I said, setting the picture down on my desk.
"I thought we weren't going to dwell on this any longer?" she said quietly as she stepped around the desk and picked up the picture, holding it for a moment before setting it down in the desk drawer and closing it gently. "You know Sue wouldn't have wanted you to waist away like this."
"Yeah yeah... I know. But dating at my age just isn't as easy as it sounds. Who wants an old fart like me?"
"Forty five isn't old!" She said with a grin.
"That's easy for you to say. You're only... what, thirty two...thirty four?" I asked her.
"You know I'll never tell." She giggled as she set the papers she brought with her down on my desk.
"Well, you don't look any older than that." I replied seriously.
"I bet you say that to all the pretty coeds that are tromping in and out of here every day."
"You know students are off limits." I said with a shake of my head. "Besides... twenty something is just too young. I have daughters that age!"
"So you do." She said, looking down at me with her laughing eyes. "You can drop these by later if you want or I can come back and pick them up."
"Either way." I said as I looked down at the stack I had to read through. Work as a professor is never quite done, and the paperwork is endless.
"I'll come back later then." She said, gently swiping a finger across the back of my hand before stepping around my desk and heading out of the office.
Mandy had been much more than a good secretary, she had been a life saver the last three years. We talked for hours about my life before the accident and how I was coping with things after. Her own divorce in the middle of it all meant we both had lots to talk about. Tina was a big help too, checking up on me when Mandy wasn't around. There wasn't a day that went by when one of the two good looking secretaries didn't stop by to see me or call me. Even weekends were covered. I secretly wondered if they had some schedule written down to make sure one of them had looked in on me.
They would show up unannounced on Sundays, sometimes together, sometimes alone, and sit with me to watch foot ball or a NASCAR race, or clean parts of my house while they cooked wonderful dinners for me. Apparently a man's version of clean doesn't quite match a woman's. I protested often that they didn't have to, but they always insisted "that was what friends were for" and I have to admit, two better friends didn't exist. I often wondered if her frequent stops by my house were partly to blame for her divorce, but Mandy always insisted that what caused her divorce had nothing to do with me. After a year of asking I had finally given up trying to figure out exactly what that cause was.
I would often return from a fishing trip to find that my house was cleaned, my clothes washed and the even the bedding changed. The two seemed to take pleasure in seeing that I was taken care of. On one occasion I even found a new Penthouse magazine tucked under my pillow. Both of them denied any involvement, but I was pretty sure Mandy was the instigator of that. I returned the favor by slipping a playgirl magazine into her desk drawer, well sealed in a brown paper wrapper of course. She told me I was dirty old man, but her smile and twinkling eyes told me she knew exactly what it was for, and I suspected that she wished we would carry it farther than we did.
Mandy was thirty something, but refused to tell me exactly what that something was. She was very pretty and had a nice body, firm round tits, nice hips and a slim waist. It was clear she worked out to keep her body in that shape, I had tried to tell her how good it looked , but simply got shushed. Over the years I had gotten a few peeks at portions of her body while she worked, and on one occasion accidently walked in on her while she was half naked in the bathroom. I never exactly understood what she was doing cleaning the shower topless, but then I wasn't going to ask either, not after the wonderful view of her breasts that I had been afforded. I also enjoyed her personality, which was quite bubbly and other than her divorce, nothing seemed to get her down.
Tina was just as beautiful, but in a different way. The two were best friends and were practically inseparable at work, even though they were quite different. Where Mandy had large firm breasts and a pleasantly curvy body that I quite frankly found to be quite a turn on, Tina on the other hand, was quite a bit younger and thinner with much smaller tits, maybe a large A or small B cup. Her body was clearly toned and firm, and she had legs and a perfect ass that would make any man drool, and didn't seem to be afraid to show them off, often wearing short skirts and high heels to work.
I had never seen a tan line showing anywhere on her body, at least the parts I had managed to sneak a peek at, which in the last year was more than a gentleman should talk about. I did learn in the last year that she preferred the 'free feeling,' as she put it, of wearing short skirts and thong panties. I wasn't about to complain because it allowed me frequent glimpses of her practically naked ass as she cleaned around my house. I asked her once if she was at all bothered by showing off that much of herself. At the time she was sitting reclined in my recliner, her legs spread more than what was lady-like, watching some football with me. From where I was sitting on the sofa, I could easily see the almost non-existent, pink, semi-translucent triangle of material she called underwear. She replied simply that she would never show that much in public, but we were friends and she was comfortable, but if I was uncomfortable she would refrain. I assured her that she could be as comfortable as she wished in my house. If workplace romances weren't such a minefield, I would have asked either or both of them out long ago.
I knew Mandy was right, Sue had once said that if anything happened to her, she expected, and wanted, me to find someone I could be happy with, and not sit around and mope over her, like I was doing just now. I shook my head to clear things out and went to work on the mound of paper Mandy had dropped off. It was Friday, and if I wanted to get out of here at a decent time I would have to get at it.
It was almost noon when I heard a knock on the door. I looked up and there was a tall thin woman holding a vase of white roses.
"Mike Connel?" she asked.
"Yep."
"Delivery for you." She said with a smile.
"For me?" I asked, not expecting nor knowing what to do with a huge vase of roses. "I don't know anyone that would send me roses."
She smiled a seductive grin. "Well, someone thinks you have something to offer... I can see why too." She said as she cleared a spot on my desk and set them down. I was surprised to see she was dressed much nicer than what I would expect for a typical delivery woman. Her dress was form fitting and she had a very nice form to fit, thin waist, round ass and well shaped chest
I stood up and found a card in the little holder. Opening the little card a small piece of paper slipped out, revealing the message written in the card.
"Follow this map at exactly six tonight. We will turn the white of these roses red with passion! Your secret admirer."
The message had been sealed with a lipstick kiss and smelled of a gentle fragrant perfume.
Well that explained the delivery ladies comment... but I had no idea who this secret admirer was, and I wasn't sure I wanted to open myself up for whatever this person had planned for me.
"Interesting card?" The delivery lady asked with the seductive smile still adorning her pretty face.
"Um.. Yes." I said suddenly blushing.
"If it doesn't work out... come by the shop. I'd be happy to fulfill that promise." She said with a bright smile and a seductive wink before finally turning and walking out of the office, watching to see if I was watching her swing her hips for me. It had been a long time since I had been propositioned!
I worked all afternoon on the paperwork, frequently looking over at the roses and the card. The more I thought about it, the more curious I became. Who was my secret admirer, and what did they have in mind for me?
Mandy came into the office around three. "Got those papers for me?" She asked as she stepped into the office. "WOW... someone got some serious flowers!"
"Yeah... And I have no idea who sent them."
"No card?" she asked questioningly.
"Yeah. There was a card." I said picking up the small paper and card and handing it to her. She stood and read it carefully. "So... you going to follow the map?"
"I don't know... It could be some whack job."
"Might not be too. You never know." She said handing the card back.
"Yeah. I'm kind of curious." I said quietly, staring at the roses.
"Well, you ought to. Never know what you're going to find at the end of the map." She said with a grin.
"I suppose." I answered.
"Well, see you later." She said as she disappeared out of the office.
She was right, I thought to myself. What could I lose?
After working a while longer, thinking about what I should do, I finally decided... Nothing ventured nothing gained... I got up and headed home, thinking that maybe I better change and shower. I took my time at home, shower, shave, nice slacks and my sport coat. Someone went to a lot of trouble for this blind date, and I might as well look appropriate.
My curiosity was tingling, as well as certain other parts as my imagination ran away with me while I drove. I turned the last corner on the paper map and drove up a long gravel driveway. It was just past six when I parked in front of a large wood sided home set deep in the woods. The small white Christmas style lights hanging from the roof around the large porch made the light February snow we had the night before sparkle like some kind of fairy dust. I stepped onto the porch and found a note taped on the glass.
"Please come in. Follow the trail and the notes."
I tried the handle, and the door was indeed unlocked. I stepped in, and found the same hanging lights twinkling all the way down the hall, a light layer of what looked like small red leafs spread on the floor. I bent down and picked one up. I was wrong... they were flower pedals, red rose pedals to be exact.
I closed the door behind me and followed the lights and pedals into what appeared to be a large family room area. The house was neat as a pin and looked like something out of a house and garden magazine. There was a bottle of cold beer sitting on a table next to a folded note. I picked up the note and read..."Take off your shoes, socks, and coat. Enjoy your favorite beer and then follow on."
I looked down at the open bottle of beer, frost still clinging to the sides of the bottle. It was indeed my favorite kind. I sat down in the chair, and untied my shoes after taking a long swallow. Someone does seem to know me, I thought as I kicked off my shoes. I set the beer down and pulled off my socks, stuffing them into my shoes. Then I stood up and pulled my coat off. How did this person even know I was wearing a coat, I wondered as I hung it over the chair. Picking up the beer I followed a new trail of yellow pedals, which led me to the kitchen. Sitting in the center of the round kitchen table was a small note.
"Now is the time for trust. If you look through the glass you will find the end of the trail, but not the end of the night. Leave all you brought and sink into the warmth and you will soon find what you seek."
The note stumped me a moment. I looked out through large glass wall, and there was a hot tub sunk in the middle of a large deck bordered on three sides by walls of the house. The eves of the roof were lined with lines of more of the twinkling Christmas lights. The tub was steaming in the cold air and the bubbles pushed around small red balloons that were floating on the surface. I looked around the kitchen I was standing in and found only the note on the table and a chair. There was no swim suit in sight, so clearly I was to strip and get in the tub. Now I understood the trust comment. I would have to trust whoever this was... could I do that? I hadn't trusted anyone to get close to me since Sue passed... this was not going to be easy for me.
I stood and stared at the tub a long time, finishing my beer before I made up my mind. I set the empty bottle on the table and quickly pulled off my shirt and then shucked my slacks. I hesitated only a moment before pulling down my briefs, allowing my partially hardened dick to stick out obscenely. I slid the sliding glass door open and walked quickly across the deck and slipped into the hot water, allowing it to cover me up to the neck so I didn't freeze. Now what, I wondered.
I didn't have to wait long. Speakers near the house came alive with a soft sensuous song, not unlike what you might find some good looking lady swaying to in an upper class strip club. The lights around the deck went out, leaving only the lights in the tub illuminating the deck. To my surprise the lights came on in the kitchen and two ladies stepped out into the kitchen. The lighting in the kitchen gave me a perfect view of them through the almost all glass wall, although the masks they wore kept their identities hidden. Both wore long dresses, although their body types were quite different. One was tall and slender, the other a bit shorter and rounder, but with a nice full chest. I watched the two blonds begin to sway and turn for me, allowing me to view their bodies at my leisure. The thin one wore a white dress, white stockings and heels, and a white mask. The bustier one wore red heels, a red dress that matched her partner's style, and a red mask. I watched in anticipation while they slowly began undoing the buttons extending down the front of each other's their nearly identical dresses. They would undo a few buttons, and then turn and sway some more occasionally grinding their bodies together, before stopping to continue undoing buttons. I had fantasized, like most guys, about watching a couple hot women undressing each other... It seemed I was going to get to enjoy that fantasy.
Soon they had enough buttons undone that they could push the material off each other's shoulders, and each stepped out of their dresses, leaving them clad in very different outfits.
The thinner one was naked from the waist up, her small tits and hard nipples fully on display for me, while her legs were covered in stockings, held up by a lace garter. Her pussy was clad in a white satiny thong that allowed me to see all of her practically perfect ass when she turned. The chestier one wore a red lace bra and red satin panties that perfectly matched her spike heels and red mask. I watched the two gently play with each other, all the while watching me. They turned and swayed on the spike heels allowing me to see every bit of them before they started removing each others clothes again. This was definitely every bit as good as any fantasy I had and my dick was reminding me of that fact by its hardness.
I watched as the bustier one knelt down and slowly rolled the stockings down the thin one's legs, watching me watch her as she uncovered each inch of leg. She completed her task ever so slowly, stroking her partners thighs with her fingers before she moved to the second leg. I could see the chest of the thin one rise and fall more quickly as she became more and more turned on by the touch. The second stocking was finally gone, tossed over her shoulder before she leaned to her slim partner and kissed her firm stomach while she undid the lace garter. All that was left was the small panty which she pulled slowly down, inching the material over her hips and firm ass a tiny bit at a time turning her so I couldn't see her pussy, only her ass. She helped her partner lift each leg and slide the material over her now bare feet until she was completely naked, except for her white mask.
She gently kissed her way up her thin partner, starting at her thighs, and turning her so I could now see her shaved pussy. She kissed her way up her body, finally planting a gentle kiss on each rock hard nipple, before stepping away from her so I could see her whole body as she swayed to the music.
Now it appeared to be bustier one's turn. The thin partner leaned down and gently kissed her neck, reaching around and unclipping the lace bra. She gently kissed down her neck to her chest, and slid the bra down very slowly, kissing each inch of newly exposed skin, pausing to take each exposed nipple into her mouth and suck gently on it for several seconds. Even from this distance I could see that they were both very turned on. Once she had given the two gorgeous tits some attention, she kissed lower, down across her belly to her hips, allowing me to see her large firm breasts unobstructed.
She kissed back and forth across her mound, pulling the panties down very very slowly. She crouched down as she slid the panties down her partner's legs and helped her step out of them and then turned to look at me, holding the panties up to her nose and inhaling her partner's scent. She spread her legs wide while she was crouched down, balancing on the balls of her feet, swiveling to allowing me to see her full wet pussy between her spread legs. She used her partner's panties to wipe the moisture from her own pussy and then stood up, holding the panties so her partner could smell her scent as well. She stepped against her partner, their hard nipples pressing into each other. Tossing the panties aside they shared a long hot sensuous kiss that nearly had me cuming by the time they were done. They looked at me after breaking the kiss and then disappeared from the kitchen for a few moments, reappearing carrying several trays and a basket of items.



I watched as they slid the door open and stepped into the brisk air, clothed only in the masks. They walked to the tub and set their items down and slowly stepped down into the water, allowing me to get a good close look at each of their bodies. Both were beautiful in their own ways, one with larger breasts, while the other had fantastic legs and a perfect heart shaped ass. Either could have worked as a professional stripper, or for all I knew, did.
They lowered down into the water and slid across to me, the small red balloons pushing away from us as they did. Not a word was said as they slid against me and took turns turning my face toward them, kissing me wetly. It felt like a contest to see who could kiss me more sensuously, but the truth was, both were doing such a fantastic job I would have been hard pressed to choose a winner. I felt a hand slide up my chest and begin playing with my nipples while another hand found my hard dick, gently squeezing it. The thin one made the first move... She slid onto my lap facing me, her hand guiding me to her pussy. The water washed away most of her lubrication, but that didn't stop her. She rubbed my mushroom shaped head around her lips, settling me in her tunnel entrance. With a wicked grin she began riding up and down my dick in little short strokes, slowly working my raging hardon into her pussy.
Not to be left out of the festivities, the one with the larger breasts lifted from the water and gently pulled my head to one of her firm tits. I have always been a tit man, and I love to suck on a nice pair of tits, something which has been missing for a long time. I sucked one of her firm nipples into my mouth and rolled it between my tongue and roof of my mouth. I heard her sigh gently as I squeezed her other tit with my hand, squeezing and rolling her nipple between my fingers
The thin lady riding my dick increased her stroke, riding up and down the full length of my shaft, crying out quietly and moaning as she rode me. Having not had sex other than at my own hand for so long, the two had me incredibly close to shooting my load already.
"I'm going to cum!" I groaned, releasing the tit from my mouth only long enough for the warning.
"Do it!" The thin one cried as she began to cum herself. "Fill me with you hot cum!" she screamed.
Her pussy contracting in orgasm around me, sent me over the top and my dick pulsed with a huge gush of cum, pumping it deep into her pussy as she pushed down onto me, burying me fully into her. I heard her cry out "YES" as another huge spurt of hot juice surged into her, my mouth loosing hold of the tit I had been sucking. My dick pulsed time after time, filling her with more cum than I had put out in a very long time. Seconds felt like minutes as my dick pumped time after time inside her, finally slowing while her body twitched and squeezed me in response. My mind slowly began working again as my dick withered inside her.
I reached up and tried to slide the white mask up, but her partner's hands stopped me, gently pulling them to her large tits instead.
"I really would like to know who you are." I asked the one with the red mask as I gently squeezed her firm tits.
"Shhhhh" she answered, putting a finger gently across my lips. She smiled at me, her green eyes twinkling from the two eye holes in the mask.
The thin one slid off my softened member and stood up, turning to do something over the side of the tub. She turned back with three glasses of wine, holding one out to me and her partner reaching for the other. The two slid down next to me, pressing their bodies against mine while we sipped the sweet red liquid. The red masked one moved away for a moment, returning with a tray of small crackers covered with all kinds of cheeses and meats. They gently fed me and each other crackers, allowing plenty of time to enjoy the mix of tastes that each one held. There were sharp and soft cheeses mixed with ham and other meats. It was a very delectable snack. The thin one moved away to put down the tray and returned with a fruit tray. I saw a number of types of fruits arrayed around the small metal tray.
The one with the red mask took a grape from the tray and popped it into her mouth. She showed me the fruit between her teeth and then moved toward me. Pressing her lips to mine sensuously she fed me the grape, using her tongue to pass it into my mouth. She pulled her face away smiling, reaching for another grape and holding it inches from my face. I could take a hint. I reached my head forward and she placed the grape between my lips and then moved her mouth to cover mine, allowing me to return the favor. The three of us continued this way for some time, passing bites of grapes and juicy melon. It was quite erotic and soon had me well turned on and hard as a rock. Red took the empty tray and put it aside, returning with another.
She selected a large strawberry and dipped it in chocolate while the thin one moved onto my lap again. She used the fruit like a paintbrush, drawing small circled of chocolate around one of the thin one's nipples, after which she offered the chocolate covered nipple to me. I gently licked and swirled my tongue around her hard nub, cleaning all the chocolate from her before it was repeated on the other nipple.
The two changed places and red was now painted by her thin partner. She moaned softly as I licked and sucked all the dark fluid from her tit and nipple. She leaned back and her partner painted the other nipple while red's hand found my again hard dick and gently stroked it. Her ministrations with her hand increased the intensity of my sucking as I enveloped as much of her tit as I could with my mouth, licking and sucking her tit at the same time. The two repeated the process on her large tits again, allowing me to suck the chocolate from each side, increasing her own excitement.
Almost suddenly, red pulled away from my encircling arms, pulling me up to a standing position. She turned away from me, and bent over, her tits practically touching the churning water.
"Fuck me!" she said huskily, while the thin lady reached around me and wrapped her hand around my hardened dick. She pulled and pushed me toward her partners waiting pussy, rubbing my dick around her lips while I rested my hands on her firm ass. I felt the moisture become more slippery as her juices lubricated my purple head and pressed forward, sinking my dick a few inches into her hot pussy. I heard her moan as I began stroking in and out of her pussy, working more and more of my hard dick onto her, finally feeling my tool press against her cervix. I began stroking with abandon into her pussy, getting carried away by the sensations and sounds of her moaning and crying. I was oblivious to the cold air chilling the sweat that I was producing as I slammed my dick into her hot hole time after time, the slapping of our bodies echoing off the sides of the house. I reached under her and began squeezing her tits and nipples soon bringing her to a screaming climax. My own body responded to her practically vibrating pussy, suddenly going from that 'almost there' state to hitting the peak like a freight train.
I exploded inside her, my body spasming with each strong surge of cum I was pumping into her pussy. I heard her cry out louder as my pulsing cum pushed her climax even higher. I stood there for a long time before I realized how cold I was getting and settled back down into the water, pulling red down with me. We settled down in the water with her still wrapped around my yet twitching dick while the thin one slid in next to us and kissed first red and then myself. It wasn't a long kiss, we were both still trying to catch our breath, and she seemed to realize that.
We rested that way for some minutes before some silent communication told the two of them that it was time for the next act. Red slid off my lap and off to the other side of the tub while the thin one moved in front of me. She kissed me deeply and wetly for some time before she broke the kiss. She held my hands while she climbed up until she was standing in front of me, her bald pussy exposed inches above the swirling water. She stepped back, pulling me along until she was sitting on the side of the tub. She let go of my hands and leaned back, her hands resting on the deck around the tub for support. Her body steamed in the chill air as she lifted her legs and spread them wide for me, clearly inviting me to taste her pussy.
Some guys don't care for the task, but personally, I love to suck tits and pussy. I was not about to turn this offer down. I moved between her legs and gently spread her wet lips with my tongue. She tasted of clorine at first, but that was soon replaced by the tangy sweetness of her own pussy juices as I licked her slit and clit with abandon. I could hear her moaning in pleasure as my tongue danced around her hard clit in small circles, crying out louder each time I would grasp the nub with my lips and squeeze it. I felt a hand that had to belong to red find my dick and gently massage it while I worked on her partners pussy.
Her climax came almost as a surprise to me, her pussy gushing juices all over my face as her body shook and trembled. I continued to assault her clit, driving her climax as far and high as I could, stopping only when she pushed my head away, her sensitive nub no longer able to handle more stimulation.
Red helped her down into the water to warm up again before sliding over and straddling my lap. I felt her rub the head of my dick around her pussy, her tits bouncing tantalizing just above the water level before she sunk down onto me, our previous joining providing plenty of lubrication. She pulled my hand to her pussy, using my fingers to stroke her clit. After several strokes she released my hand and moved both of hers around my neck. I couldn't tell what she was using for leverage under the swirling waters, but she began riding slowly up and down my dick while I stroked her pussy with one hand and her hard nipples with the other. Her face screwed up in concentration while I felt her pussy squeeze and massage my dick while she slowly rode up and down the shaft. She took her time, working me slowly, driving me upward toward yet another climax. She whispered for me to cum, to fill her hot pussy with my cum while she rode me, eyes closed in concentration.
I felt my dick grow even larger as it prepared for the impending release. I hadn't had sex in three years and my body seemed to be making up for the long hiatus by preparing yet another release.
My body tensed and my dick spurted deep within her. I saw her green eyes flash open at the feeling of the first spurt of cum, only to close again as her she allowed the orgasm she had been holding back to wash over her, her whole body shaking as her pussy clenched my spurting tool.
By the time I softened I was exhausted. I had more sex in the last, I'm not sure how long I had been here, than I had in years. My body had responded, but finally was feeling the toll. My mind finally had all the intrigue it could handle as well. I wanted to know who these two hot women were. Reached up and touched the red mask with my fingers. No hands stopped me as I slowly slid the mask up and off.
You could have pushed me over with a feather, if I wasn't already sitting down. The smiling face staring back at me belonged to Mindy! The thin one slid up next to me and allowed me to push her mask up as well. I was not surprised to find the two inseparable friends, once again inseparable.
"Happy valentines." Mandy whispered as she leaned her face to kiss me, her wet lips locking with mine, her tongue gently pressing into my mouth to play with mine. We kissed that way for several minutes before she broke the kiss and allowed Tina to replace her, Tina's hot tongue quickly invading my mouth. I felt her pull my hand to her pussy under the water, placing my fingers in contact with her lips. I stroked between them and quickly found her clit, stroking it gently and running my finger around it in tiny circles. I felt her moan into my mouth as she lifted up, breaking the kiss. She pressed her chest to my face, allowing me to suck one of her nipples into my mouth. I felt Mandy's cheek brush mine as she moved in on the other, aggressively sucking it into her mouth and stretching her small tit into a tiny mountain. I also felt Mandy's fingers brush mine as she reached around behind Tina's ass and slipped a finger into her pussy. Tina cried out as her body shook from the onslaught of both of us, her orgasm crashing like a tidal wave across her body. She shook and spasmed for nearly a minute before she pushed away from us and sank into the water, her body unable to take the attention any longer.
The three of us sat in the bubbling water catching our breaths while I tried to figure out what to say. The ladies sat waiting, knowing that I had to be the one to speak first, when I was ready to hear answers.
"I'm not sure I understand." I said finally while Mandy and Tina moved back toward me, Mandy sliding onto my lap again, facing me and gently stroking my face.
"What's not to understand?" Mandy asked. "Haven't you noticed all our attention over the last couple years?"
"Sure I have, but...." I started.
"And you still don't understand?" she interrupted.
"Apparently not." I said honestly confused.
"It's simple." Mandy said, as she brushed my short wet hair off my forehead. Looking at me with those twinkling green eyes she said. "We have wanted you for a very long time. Both of us! We were falling in love with you as we helped you through the hard times you had the last few years. We tried to entice you into starting something with one of us, but as much as we gave you opportunities, you never quite made the move we wanted. We decided to do something special for you and to show you how we felt."
"Thank you... Both of you. I guess I didn't do anything because office romances... well, you know how they can end."
"Very messy." Tina agreed. "But not this one."
"Why not?"
"Because this one is different." Mandy said.
"I don't see it. I mean... even now, if I choose one of you, the other gets hurt."
"Why do you have to choose?" Mandy whispered. "We're offering both of us, together, for as long as you wish it to be."
I looked from one to the other in confusion.
"Yes, we are best friends... and room mates... and for a very long time now... lovers. But we both fell in love with you too. This makes it perfect... If you can love us as well."
I looked first to one and then the other, both of them waiting to see if their gamble would be a success or failure. I pondered how difficult it might be for me to satisfy the two of them, and how hard it would be to disappoint either of them. That was when I realized how much I really did care for the two of them. If it wasn't for work I would have tried to ask them both out by now, so why was I hesitating? I'm not sure Sue would approve of the situation, but I knew she would have approved of me trying to find happiness and love again. I hoped that if she looked down from where she was she would understand my next words.
I reached a hand out to Tina and pulled her closer to me, so her face was as close as Mandy's "On one condition." I whispered.
"What's that?" Mandy asked huskily.
"That you never ever fight over me."
"That will never happen." The two of them said in unison before they fell against me, kissing me and each other. This was going to take some getting used to, but I had a feeling it was going to be well worth it.
The three of us had indeed painted the white roses red with passion...
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Life had fallen into an easy routine , get up, go to work, come home. Patty was there, taking advantage of every opportunity to be with me or tease me. Most evenings after dinner I would don my tool belt and go to work on the electrical as the walls and rest of the structure grew closer to completion. As much as I felt for Patty, I was realizing that what I really missed most was Tina's touch. At night Patty would join me in the hot tub or bed, always ending up in some form of sex or sexual play, but before I fell asleep the last thought seemed to be of Tina. The few conversations I had with her on the phone were primarily businesslike. When I tried to get personal she would quickly end the conversation and the call.
As the days went by I became more frustrated with the situation as it was. I had a four day business trip coming up that has been on the docket since well before the accident, and welcomed the break to try to get my head cleared. The structural portion of the repairs were nearly done by the Sunday afternoon I left for the airport. Patty kissed me goodbye one final time, expecting that she would be done and gone by the time I got back from Massachusetts. As I drove to the airport, I was filled with mixed feelings. Part of me badly wanted Tina back but at the same time I was quite afraid that she didn't feel for me what I felt for her. And I had to be honest with myself, I was pretty much holding Tina at arm's length, emotionally, hoping that things worked out with Tina. All in all I felt like my life was turning into some kind of soap opera. All I needed was the third daughter to show up with her sheet rock crew and complete what was turning into a real mess.
The four days went by surprisingly quickly. Long hours of working and short nights in a hotel bed made for one tired puppy. A long flight back complete with a seven hour weather delay didn't help much and it was nearly eleven on Friday night as I drove down my road. The first thing I noticed was the large one ton truck parked by the trailer. That could only mean one thing, Tina had finished while I was gone and Tina was back. Trepidation pushed exhaustion out of the way as I drove into my driveway and parked in front of the overhead garage door. I shut down the engine and stepped out, looking out at the darkened trailer.
As I turned to survey the completed work on the house I noticed something out of place. I walked over toward the side of the house and saw the long wooden walkway along the full length of the side of the house. The four foot wide deck like structure had a hand railing with pools of soft light spilling from periodically spaced accent lights to brighten the way. I walked along the new walkway heading to where it disappeared around the back corner of the house, surveying the unexpected walkway.
I had often thought of making one similar to this, and even designed it on my computer, but had never gotten around to it. I stepped around the corner and followed the newly built walkway onto a new subdeck that extended out from the back of the house and wrapped around the bay window, butting up against my existing deck, which appears to have been re-decked with new redwood decking and railings. The whole deck was awash in the soft glow of accent lighting and gently flickering Tiki lights. I walked across the deck, almost stupefied as I surveyed the transformation, making what was once a functional deck around my hot tub into what I would expect to see on some picture postcard of a secluded getaway.
As I stepped to the back door I could see a row of glass enclosed candles through the glass door, leading across the kitchen and down the hall toward my bedroom. Curiosity certainly kicked in full tilt as I followed the line of flickering red pools down the hall. I stepped into my bedroom, or what I thought was my bedroom. My old bed was gone, as was the conglomeration of furniture I had accumulated over the years. In its place stood rustic pine chests of drawers and wardrobes and a huge antique brass bed. The entire room seemed to be bathed in the red flickering glow of more of the glass candles, illuminating the largest surprise. Lying stretched out on the bed, her blond hair flowing across a white satin pillow was Tina. Her chest rose and fell gently and rhythmically under a shimmery white translucent charmeuse as she slept, looking every bit an angel.
I stepped to the bed and silently slipped my clothes off before gently kneeling on the bed, which moved under my knee as the water flowed to other portions of the mattress. She stirred slightly as I leaned over her and gently kissed her neck. I moved my kisses slowly across her upper chest, slowly working my way down and across the tops of her barely covered breasts. She moved her hands to my head and gently steered me lower as she sighed gently. My kisses worked across her breasts, the sheer material separating my lips from her soft skin. I felt her shrug her shoulders slightly and the material disappeared between kisses, allowing my lips to savor her taste as I gently sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth. I rolled it against the roof of my mouth with my tongue and sucked her soft skin deeper, receiving a gentle moan for my efforts. I kissed across to her other breast and flicked her nipple gently before drawing rings around it with my tongue. She stroked the back of my head as I drew her nipple into my mouth and rolled the hard nub against the roof of my mouth with my tongue. I played with her nipple, sucking and rolling it for several minutes, before I released it, kissing around her large breast and down the deep valley between them.
I gently pushed the thin material down her body as I kissed each exposed inch, slowly working my way down across her stomach toward her curly blond bush. I gently nuzzled the first exposed curls as she lifted her ass off the bed, allowing me to slide the slick material down further. She lowered her ass to the bed and lifted her legs, kicking the material the rest of the way off, her whole body now exposed for me. I gently kissed around her curls, kissing to the tops of her thighs while she spread her legs wide to grant me access to her most sensitive parts.
I inhaled her scent deeply as I kissed across her already wet lips, enjoying her tangy sweetness. My tongue reached out and gently spread her lips, drawing out more of her wetness and pulling it up her slit toward her already exposed clit. She jumped slightly and squeaked as my tongue flicked across her sensitive nub, and then quickly replaced it with a moan as I flattened my tongue and licked back across it with more pressure. I repeated my strokes across her clit, alternately flicking it and licking across it, her hips moving up to meet my tongue with each stroke. I heard her moans increase as she found my dick with her hand and stroked it irregularly, her body slowly giving up to the chemicals running through her veins, intensified by each stroke of my tongue. It took only a few more short minuets of this torture before her body tensed, her pussy gushing its juices as she cried out in pleasure.
Her hands pulled my head from between her legs and up her body to her face, drawing our lips together in the first kiss we shared since her return. Her tongue snaked into my mouth, tasting her own juices as we embraced passionately. As we kissed I felt her wrap her legs around my body before slowly rolling us over, the water redistributing as she did. She pulled her face from mine as she lifted her body away from mine, and smiled down at me as she gathered her knees under her and lifted her hips over mine.
Her gaze never left my eyes as she slipped her hand down my body, grasping my hard cock. I felt her slowly stroke the head of my dick back and forth between her wet lips, spreading her lubrication over the whole head. I felt the pressure increase on my head as she slowly lowered herself down onto me. The pressure increased before suddenly easing as the mushroom head of my dick entered into her tunnel. She closed her eyes and moaned quietly as she began slowly working her wet tunnel up and down my rigid shaft. After a few strokes I felt her clit grind into the base of my dick as she fully engulfed my rod. Up and down she rode, her silken tunnel massaging all the right spots of my dick. We moaned together as I reached up and began massaging her gorgeous tits, and teasing her nipples as they swung gently before me.
Her bouncing made waves in the dampened water mattress, adding to the motions as she timed her strokes with the waves. The longer she rode me the closer I came to that final moment of bliss. I could feel her pussy tense around me as another climax began to build deep inside her. She cried out as her pussy gripped my growing cock. My explosion followed her own, as her twitching pussy pushed me over the top, causing me to pump surge after surge of hot cum into her pussy. My flowing juices seemed to drive her even higher as she shuddered and twitched over and around me. It felt like hours that my body jerked and spasmed with each pump of hot cum. Finally we both began to relax, allowing her to lower her body down until her large tits were pressing into my chest, my slowly shrinking dick still embedded deep within her.
"I love you." She whispered, the first words we had shared since I came in and saw her.
"Marry me." I whispered back, absolutely sure that she was what I wanted.
She looked down at me in silence for a long time, her eyes boring into mine. The longer she was silent the more afraid I became that she would refuse. Finally with a tear slowly running down her cheek she whispered her single word response. "yes."
I tightened my arms around her, hugging her tight a she buried her face into my neck. I could feel tears wetting my cheek and neck as she hugged me back, whispering over and over her single word answer.
It must have been ten minutes before she finally released me and sat up on me, wiping the wetness from her cheeks. "I'm sorry. I don't know why I am blubbering so much."
"It's ok. As long as they're happy tears, not sad ones."
"Oh trust me! They are VERY happy tears." She said as she wiped her face again. "I wasn't sure you would want me anymore, after having Tina here for so long."
"It was nice having her here, but what I really wanted was you!"
"I'm glad!" she said as she leaned down again and kissed me gently on the lips. We kissed quietly and gently for long minutes before she spoke again. "Did you like my surprise?"
"The bedroom or the deck?"
"Both. When I was here before I found the plans you made for the deck, so I just polished them up a bit and had Patts do it for us. The bedroom was all my idea."
"I love them both." I whispered.
"I'm glad, because I was really hoping I wouldn't ever have to leave."
"You don't! You can stay here forever!"
"Good. I plan to!" she said as I rolled her over so we could snuggle side by side.
Exhaustion finally crept back in as we lay in silence, just enjoying the afterglow of our lovemaking, and I was soon fast asleep.
The next day sped by with trips to a jewelry store and various bridal shops. Tina decided that she wanted a small wedding, with only a few friends and family to be held at her new home... mine. By the time evening had come we were both tired and decided to relax in the hot tub while we discussed who to invite and exactly when this special day was going to take place. Despite not being fully recovered from my travels, Tina had no trouble at all coaxing my dick to full mast as she slid onto my lap, gently rubbing her nipples across my lips.
"So tell me... do you want to suck on my hard nipples?" she asked coyly, as she pulled them back each time I opened my mouth to suck on one.
"Oh yes." I whispered as she moved them toward my lips again while gently stroking my hard dick between us.
"You've been a very patient boy today... can you be patient a few minutes longer?"
"All you have to do is ask." I whispered back as she teased my lips with her hard nipple.
"Good.... Stay right here." She said as she stood up off my lap and climbed out of the tub. She disappeared into the house and came back a few minutes later wearing an incredibly sexy bikini that barely covered her volumous breasts. "What do you think?"
"God you look hot!" I said quietly as I watched her turn slowly to give me an equally good view of her tight ass.
"And that's not all." She said before she stepped over to the shower and turned the water on. Stepping under the cool water, the material seemed to practically disappear as it absorbed water, soon showing me her hard nipples, made even harder by the cool water. She stepped out from under the spray and turned for me again. "Do you like?"
"Very much!" I replied as I stood up and held out my hand to invite her back into the tub.
"I got it specially for you. I was going to surprise you tonight with it, but you surprised me last night with your proposal, so.... I wanted you to see just the same."
"If I hadn't proposed last night, I would right now!" I said as she stepped into the water and gently grasped my hard dick, which was bobbing with each pulse of my pounding heart.
"I'm glad." She said as she slid up against me and wrapped her arms around my neck, bringing her lips to mine. I pulled the strings of her top and slowly pulled the material from her body as she kissed me, her tongue probing deep into my mouth. I worked on her bottom as soon as I had her top off and then tossed both pieces off to the side of the tub. Lifting her by her firm butt, I moved her to the side of the tub and set her on the smooth edge while she spread her legs wide. She didn't break our deep embrace until she felt the head of my swollen member pressing against her wet lips. Only then did she allow her lips to break from mine, leaning back as far as her arms would allow. "Oh yes" she whispered. "Fill me with your huge cock... " she encouraged as I began to press the head deeper into her tunnel. 'Hmmmmmm" she moaned slightly as I began to slowly stroke my hardness in and out of her hot tunnel. "Oh god yes!" she hissed as I stroked faster in and out of her. She let go of my neck and leaned back on her hands to improve our angle and allowing me to penetrate her even more deeply.
"OHHHH" I groaned between strokes, my body slapping against hers with each powerful stroke. My hands were busy on her large tits, allowing the rocking of the mounds of flesh to increase the pressure on her tits as I squeezed and pulled her hard nipples up.
"OH GOD!" she cried as the first edges of her climax began to creep up her body from her pulsing pussy. I was beyond holding on any longer, and drove my dick deep into her as my own body began to twitch and jerk in unison with spurts of my hot cum emptying into her pussy. She clamped her legs around my waist and held me deep inside her as we both panted out the last few ragged breaths of our joint climax.
"Oh god that felt good!" she purred as I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me, crushing her gorgeous tits against my chest.
"That it did." I replied breathlessly as I lowered us into the water, where we spent the next several minutes cuddling and stroking each other in post orgasmic bliss. My dick finally shrunk beyond the point of remaining inside her and slipped out, replacing the feeling of her hot wet pussy with the turbulent waters of the tub. I slid back against the tub seat as she released her legs and stood on her own. I admired her firm ass and spread pussy as she stepped from the tub, bent at the waist to pick up her discarded suit. She wrung it out and hung it over the railing on the deck and then stepped back into the water.
"So I take it you liked my new suit?" she asked with a giggle as she slid next to me.
"Uh huh!" I replied, nodding my head enthusiastically.
"So you want me to wear it on our honeymoon?"
"You wear that in public and you'll get arrested."
"Not where I have in mind going." She grinned.
"Oh"?
"Uh huh. How about we go to the Caribbean and get one of those little huts on the water?"
"Oh you want to be all alone where you can attack me any time you want?"
"Uh huh!" she replied with a grin, "Or get you to attack me... I have more little goodies like that one in mind."
"In that case I think we should go someplace where we can attack each other anytime we want."
"My idea exactly!" she cooed as she snuggled against me.
I loved my tub, but I have a limited time that my body will handle the temperature, and I finally had to get out. It was a warm night so Tina and I snuggled up on one of the lounge chairs on the deck, where we lay listening to the crickets and peepers. We lay there until it had grown fully dark before deciding to take one more dip in the tub. We had been in the bubbling water smooching and giggling like a couple teens for at least fifteen minutes when we heard a voice calling.
"Tina? Is anyone home?" The female voice called.
"Sandy? Is that you? We're back here!" Tina called to the female voice.
We could hear the sound of shoes on the boards of the walkway and soon saw a body moving from pool to pool of light as she approached the deck. "Tina?" The female called.
"Over here Sandy!" Tina called as she slid from my side to the middle of the tub, keeping the water above her tits.
"Hey Girl!" the female voice said as she stepped into the glow of light coming up from the frothing water of the tub. The view looked very much like a slightly smaller version of Tina, only with bigger tits. Her long blond hair cascaded over her shoulders and flowed easily to the middle of her back. She had petite feet and legs, her short black heels holding to her feet with little more than thin straps. Her perfectly shaped legs flowed up and disappeared up under a short res skirt that enclosed a clearly firm ass. Her white halter style blouse seemed to be filled to overflowing with a pair of huge tits that would look out of place on someone with less curves. I did my best to not stare as Tina introduced us, causing Sandy to step closer to the tub until I was looking up her short skirt clear to her tiny red thong panties. I stood enough to reach her hand to shake, but not enough to allow my quickly hardening dick to be visible in the roiling waters.
"You made good time Sandy!" Tina said as the two of us moved back down into the water.
"Yeah. I decided to head straight in instead of making one more overnight." She replied. "Long trip that way though."
"Where did you come from?" I asked her.
"I was in Newark for a few days. It's a really long drive and I am stiff as a board now." She replied
"Why don't you join us then?" Sandy invited.
"Oh I couldn't... I mean I didn't bring a suit or anything with me."
"No problem. You can wear one of mine." Sandy said, squeezing my now hard dick under the water. "There's one drying on the railing over there." She said pointing with her free hand.
"You sure that I'm not intruding?" she asked as she looked down at us, clearly trying to decide what we had been up to before she showed up.
"Sure, come on in. Always room for family." I said.
"Family?" Sandy asked quizzically.
"Uh huh!" Tina said, holding up her hand to show off the new engagement ring we had picked out earlier that day.
"Oh my god no!" she squealed like a teen as Tina slid over to her side of the tub while her sister squatted down to examine the ring being held up for her examination. I did my best to not stare up her skirt as the two shared the good news. "So when is the date?" Sandy asked as she looked over at me.
"We haven't set it yet, but soon." I said as I tried not to stroke my rock hard dick while I tried to decide which view was better, up her skirt or her tits smashed against her legs trying to push out of the halter top.



"That is so fantastic!" she cried, leaning down even farther to hug Tina, who had to stand up in the tub to reach, removing any doubt that she was naked above the waist.
"Go get changed and we can catch up!" Tina said enthusiastically as she sank back into the water, removing the last obstacle to my view up Sandy's skirt.
"You're sure?" she asked again, looking back and forth at the two of us.
"Sure! The more the merrier." I replied.
"You can change in the house if you want!" Tina told her with a grin. "Unless you want to do it right there!" she finished looking over at me.
"No, that's fine. I'll change in the house." She replied, picking up the tiny swim suit. "You sure I'm gonna fit in this?"
"No problem!" Tina replied as Sandy headed toward the house. Once she had closed the sliding door Tina slid up next to me and kissed me on the cheek. "You're gonna love this. I know how much of a tit man you are."
"You are a devil. Why are you doing this?" I asked.
"Two reasons. You might as well get to know my sister, and besides... I owe her for fixing me up with the last blind date."
"Not good?"
"On the contrary... He was a hunk. Only problem was, he was all hands and he preferred to use them in public. He had my skirt completely undone in the restaurant and if that wasn't enough, when he suggested we go to the car it wasn't in the car he wanted... it was on it."
"Sounds like a real piece!" I replied.
"Oh that's an understatement." She said stroking my hard dick under the water. "I personally prefer this piece though."
"It's all yours." I replied with a kiss just as Sandy came back out of the house.
"This is a little small for me don't you think?" She asked her sister as she stepped over to the tub. I looked up and saw a tremendous sight. Sandy stood next to the tub, the tiny white bikini barely covered her large nipples, the two triangles of material perched on the mounds of flesh did little to cover the rest of her massive set of tits. I looked down to see that the white bottoms were thin enough that I could clearly see the outline of her full pussy lips, some of the material even pressing in between them. I tried not to allow my jaw to hang open as I looked over her sexy body. "Well, I guess that answers my question." She said with a laugh while I closed my mouth and watched her climb down into the water. As good as she looked she had no idea what she was about to look like. She sank into the water and then stood up and let the hot water cascade off her body while she got used to it. As I watched the material turned as translucent as it had when Tina was wearing it, and I was soon being treated to a view that allowed me to clearly see her large areola and nipples.
"So have you picked a date yet?" Sandy asked as she finally sunk into the water.
"Not yet." Tina answered as she stroked my hard dick under the water, preventing me from really concentrating on what was being said.
"So got any ideas on the wedding?"
"Actually... I do." Tina answered her. "I want you to be my maid of honor."
"Really?" Sandy asked, sliding across the tub to hug her sister. "I'd love to!"
"Great!" Tina answered as they hugged. "I knew you would! Now all I have to do is let daddy know."
"You haven't told him yet?" she asked
Tina looked at me, moving her hand back to my dick again. "Not yet. Mike just proposed yesterday."
"Well, we better tell him tomorrow." She said quietly.
"Is this a bad thing?" I asked them.
"He's kind of protective, but I think he'll be ok with it." Tina answered.
We spent the next half hour talking about the wedding and letting the girls plan before I had to get out. Tina had been playing with my dick the whole time and I was rock hard. There was no way I was getting out without Sandy getting a really good look. I kissed Tina and whispered to her that I needed out. She giggled and turned to her sister.
"Hey sis... Mike needs out."
"Ok." She answered with a bit of a grin.
"He's not wearing a suit." Tina said.
"I know." She answered. "I could tell. You think I didn't know why you had me put on this little suit, and why your arm keeps moving in his lap? Come on Tina." She said with a giggle. "I've kind of been waiting for him to get out so I could get a better look."
I looked at her and the surprised look on her sisters face. "Ok then." I stood up, allowing my hard dick to stand straight up in front of me just above the water level. I held my hand out for Sandy as Tina stood up next to me. Sandy took my hand and I helped her stand up, the soaked material of the suit hardly blocking my view of her body. The two of us stood and stared at each other for several long seconds before Sandy realized where I was looking, and looked down at herself. Realizing that she was almost as naked as we were, she squealed and covered her tits and pussy with her hands as she quickly climbed out of the tub and ran into the house.
"You are so bad!" I said as I stepped out of the tub and turned to hold out a hand to Tina.
"I know... and you love it you horney bastard." She replied with an appropriate mischievous grin as she took my hand and climbed out of the tub.
"That I do." I answered as I turned the water on.
Once we had the water appropriately warmed, we stepped under and Tina soaped up the latest addition to the shower, a dark blue lufa. She lathered my body, paying special attention to my still hard dick. "If you keep that up I'm not going to wait till we get to the bedroom."
She handed me the lufa and turned her back to me, pressing her body against my soapy front. I wrapped my arms around her and soaped her tits and began massaging them. "Who says I want you to wait?" she said over her shoulder.
"My pleasure." I answered, bending my knees to lower myself low enough that my dick slid between her legs. She stepped her legs farther apart and bent over to get a good angle and then pressed my soapy dick between her lips. I slid easily into her hot hole. She bent over farter and held onto the pipe for the shower while I reached around and grabbed her tits, squeezing her nipples in time with my strokes.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as our bodies slapped together. I saw a brief movement inside the glass door and looked over, briefly distracted. I wasn't sure if she realized how visible she was in the kitchen, but I could clearly see Sandy standing in on the other side of the sliding glass door, illuminated by gentle glow of light filtering into the darkened house from the deck. As I slapped into Tina I watched her towel drop from around her body and pool on the floor, leaving her standing completely naked. One hand was busy squeezing one of her large nipples and the other was franticly frigging her pussy as her hips rocked in time with my strokes.
"OH GOD I'M CUMING!" Tina screamed into the night as her body shook. I felt her pussy contracting around me while I watched Sandy's body begin to spasm in climax. The sight of her long hair flying around as she shook her head back and forth while her body trembled was more than my body could stand. I pushed deep into Tina and began unloading shot after shot of cum into her. I closed my eyes and groaned loudly as I felt Tina begin to relax. When I opened my eyes and looked over, Sandy and her towel were gone. I wasn't at all sure what had just happened, or why, but it was definitely one serious climax for all three of us. Tina stood more upright and reached behind to pull my head down toward her.
"God that was powerful. What set you off like that?" Tina asked quietly.
"Your sister... standing in the window watching." I replied honestly.
"Just watching? Somehow I doubt that." She said pulling off my shrinking dick and turning to face me. "Given the way you came, it must have been more than watching."
"It was." I said as the two of us rinsed off and she turned water off. I turned off the hot tub and followed her into the house, closing the door behind us.
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The summer had literally flown by, and in that incredibly short period of time my life had completely changed. The end of May saw my home half demolished, and the beginning of July saw me engaged to the most spectacular woman I had ever met, besides my former wife. Along the way I had enjoyed a sexual relationship with another fantastic woman, who just happened to be my new finance's sister, and incredibly, neither of them seemed to be at all bothered by that.
The downside of working at a university is your life is regulated by the class schedule, and this summer was no exception. The wedding was going to have to be the end of August at the latest if we wanted to have a honeymoon. Once that was decided, Tina was left with less than six weeks to get all the planning and arrangements done, including finishing the repairs on the addition, since she wanted to have the wedding on the deck of our house. Sandy had stayed on to help after the sheet rock was completed, which took her and her crew less than a week to do. I was amazed at how hard she drove her guys, and I never heard a one of them complain or treat her with anything other than respect. There was no doubt that regardless of how feminine she looked, she could crack the whip and she knew her job. The guys seemed to ignore the fact that she was normally working in boots, cut-off shorts and a t-shirt that was, by the end of the day, wet enough with sweat to cling to her chest, accentuating her outlines. I suppose it was just routine for them after while, but I would have thought that they would at least be ogling her that way, I know I was having trouble not doing so.
Once the sheetrock crew was done, we fell into a regular routine. For the next week I came home from work, ate dinner with them and then change my clothes to join them in working on the finish work. I was shocked at how quickly the work went, each day I would come home to a new view, the girls somehow finding time to work on wedding stuff as well as work on the addition. It took us only three days to lay all the hardwood and tile that had taken me almost two months by myself.
Each day seemed to bring the addition closer to its final metamorphosis. Just when I was sure that things would be done well in time for the wedding, Tina asked if I would mind if she remodeled the bathroom? I knew she was unhappy with the small bathroom, even though it had served me well all these years. I also realized that since she moved in there was a lot more stuff in there and we were frequently moving curling irons, hair dryers and makeup stuff around to use the small counter and sink. I agreed, after she assured me that there would be no problem having it done by the wedding.
The other thing I did was give her free reign on the project design. She could do whatever she chose, as long as it didn't go over the 10K I had set aside in the bank for my next project. With a grin she agreed that it would not cost me a penny more and that she would take care of the whole thing. I hoped that it would not be overly drastic, given the short period of time to go before the wedding, but just how much could she do on $10K?
I was a little late getting home from work the next day, having had to go do a fitting for my tux, and was somewhat surprised to see three pickups in front of the trailer. Patty was back. The real shock came when I couldn't even get into my own driveway, it was so full of trucks and a large cement mixer.
I parked by the trailer and walked down the driveway as a continuous line of workers carted wheelbarrow loads of concrete around the end of the house. I followed at a discreet distance and practically fell over when I saw a huge foundation being constructed.
Tina saw me and ran over, giving me a huge hug, her hardhat falling off as she tilted her head back to give me a big kiss.
"Well, what do you think lover?" she asked with a big smile.
"It looks....big!" I said trying not to look concerned.
"Not too big." She answered. "Come on. I'll show you the plans." She continued as she drug me by the hand up onto the deck where a small table was set up with a set of blueprints. It was pretty clear that she was adding on a section out the back that included the bathroom and a new larger walk in closet. "Pretty cool huh?" she beamed as I looked over the plans that showed a step down bathroom with a sunken corner whirlpool tub, framed with windows so you could look out over the valley behind the house, a double head shower stall, and a large counter with dual sinks.
"Um... yeah. Not to be a wet blanket, but two questions. Is it going to be done in time and how much is it going to cost me?"
"Silly man! Why do you think Patts is back? Of course it will be done, and as far as cost... I promised it wouldn't cost YOU a penny more than 10K. I never said it wouldn't cost me anything. Besides, part of it is the girls wedding present to us."
"Ok." I said with a shrug. "As long as you have it under control I won't say a word."
"Well, I don't know if I have it completely under control." She said as she followed me inside the house. "There is one little thing."
"And that is?" I asked as I headed to the bedroom to change, stopping dead in my tracks when I reached the door.
"Um... we don't have a bathroom or closet until it's done, so we're just going to have to use the guest bath."
"I guess so." I answered as I looked at the missing floor and walls were where the bathroom used to be, and all our furniture and clothes shoved to one side of the room.
It was nearly eight by the time the concrete work was done and Patties crew had headed out for the night. The girls decided we should go out to dinner and celebrate, which we really hadn't done yet. I agreed and went to change while the girls fought over the one bathroom, which turned out to take well over half an hour. It was worth the wait. The three of them looked absolutely stunning. There was no doubt that they were sisters, and each was dressed to the max. Tina was wearing a very short halter dress that seemed to shimmer as she moved and turned. As she pirouetted for me, it was clear by her bare back that she couldn't possibly have a bra on under the lose material of the top, which had my dick almost Immediately getting hard. Patty was wearing an extremely tight short black skirt that barely covered the top band of her stockings. Her snug cream colored sleeveless top seemed to hug her tits and left plenty of doubt about the presence of any bra. Sandy was the most conservatively dressed of the three, wearing a white silk blouse and red mini-skirt. Her white stockings and heels gave her an almost "come fuck me" look while the rest of her looked like "don't you wish". In some ways I felt underdressed as we headed out the door to the suburban.
Dinner was great, and the four of us spent as much time talking as eating. I had to admit that I had a LOT of looks from other guys as we came and went, and I have to admit it felt pretty damn good.
The girls wanted to go out for a drink after dinner and I agreed. Not being much of a drinker myself, I told them I would be the designated driver so they could enjoy. Each of them gave me a kiss for being so kind. Kind heck, it was more self preservation. Last thing I wanted to do around Tina was to get sloshed and get handsy with one of her sisters.
We pulled into the lot of the only real club in town and the ladies got out and I walked to the door with one on each arm and Patty following close behind. I think the head of half the guys in the place turned when we walked in. These three were real attention getters, and they way they were dressed screamed "look at me". A number of the unattached guys in the place came by and made a play for one of the girls, but each time they were rebuffed, and told that they were with me, which drew a combination stares that included both annoyance and admiration.
After a half a dozen stiff drinks and about an hour of taking turns dancing with each of them, I suggested that we head out, we had a long day the next day, and the girls were getting pretty well lubricated. We walked out of the club and I opened the doors on one side for the girls to get in. Patty climbed in the back seat and slid across, her skirt hiking well up her legs in the process. Even in the dim light of the dome light I could tell she wasn't wearing any panties under her skirt, which certainly explained the looks she got during the few dances we had. Sandy climbed in after her, unintentionally giving me a good view of her very small red bikini panties up under her tiny red skirt. When I looked up it was clear that Patty saw me looking, even if Sandy didn't. I closed the door, somewhat embarrassed, and helped Tina into the front seat. She leaned over and kissed me long and wet before whispering, "That's for being such a gentleman."
I wasn't sure I was such a gentleman, after getting caught looking up Sandy's dress, but I accepted the kiss and closed the door, going around to get in.
We were barely out of the parking lot when Patty called from the back seat.
"Hey sis. Did you see your boyfriend checking out Sandy's panties?" I figured I was dead meat now.
"Yeah... He did take a pretty long look, didn't he?" Tina called back, grinning at me to let me know I had most certainly been caught.
"Well, he was checking out my pussy too!" Patty called with a laugh.
"Not like he hasn't seen it before!" Tina called back. "Sandy on the other hand..." she said, letting it hang out there.
"Yeah. Never seen that one has he."
"Not going to neither!" Sandy chided back somewhat drunkenly.
"Ohhhhh big talk!" Patty chided. "You're just afraid to have a guy check you out. You are way too scared girl."
"I'm not scared!"
"OH yes you are!" Patty shot back.
The argument went on for almost two minutes, sounding much like a couple kids before it got quiet. I damn near swerved off the road when a pair of tiny red panties came sailing over the back seat, landing on the steering wheel in front of me. I could see that the crotch was clearly damp as she called back that she was not scared.
"That's nothing!" Patty called before the sound of some rustling. A few moments more and her tight black skirt landed on the dashboard in front of me. If I wasn't hard before, the thought of Patty sitting back there half naked took care of that. The girls went at it again chiding each other, Sandy calling Patty an exhibitionist slut and Patty calling Sandy a wimpy priss. The two argued like only sisters can, calling each other names and laughing at the same time, while I drove toward the edge of town. I tried to ignore the chatter because it was simply too tempting to look in the back.
Things got quiet for a few moments and I thought it was finally over when a small red skirt flew threw through the air, landing next to the black one on the dash. Patty was cheering and whooping from the back seat and Tina was laughing almost uncontrollably at the look on my face. Patty upped the ante by tossing over her top, which should have left her with nothing but her stockings and shoes on. Tina unhooked her seat belt and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek and stroke my straining dick through my pants.
"You poor man. Getting teased this way." She whispered with a bit of a giggle.
"I'm sure I'll survive." I whispered back, trying not to react to the on-goings in the back seat too much.
"You are so brave!" she cooed in my ear, temporarily drowning out the continued laughing and arguing in the back seat. As I drove toward the city limits, things began to thin out, traffic and building wise, and I was able to relax slightly, which only lasted a few moments. I felt Tina pulling my zipper down while she giggled. "Why don't you let me help you get a bit more comfortable?" She cooed as she worked my raging hardon out of my pants and underwear.
"Whatever you want." I responded for a lack of anything better to say. Fortunately it wasn't much farther home.
I felt Tina wrap her warm mouth around my exposed head as Sandy's silk blouse sailed through the air, landing on Tina's back. I couldn't help but groan at the thought of the two women in the back seat practically naked, a thought confirmed by a quick look in the rear view mirror, and Tina's excellent ministrations on my dick. Tina seemed to be unwilling to let me cum, pulling her mouth from my member just as I felt things begin to build toward that end.
"Not yet." She cooed as she sat up and kissed my cheek wetly.
I turned into the driveway and parked in front of the garage. Before I had the truck even in park, the back doors flew open and the two girls were running down the wooden walk toward the rear of the house, their almost naked bodies illuminated by the headlights. I got out of the truck and walked around to get Tina, opening the door with one hand and holding my pants up with the other.
"Carry me!" she said simply. I started to zip my pants up and she put her hand over mine and just sat there, shaking her head. I shrugged and bent over and pulled my shoes off and then my pants, which she took from me and tossed in the back seat. I slipped my shoes back on and then lifted her from the truck, pushing the door closed with my naked ass.
I carried my soon to be wife down the boardwalk, my hard dick swinging back and forth and bouncing up into her butt as I walked. She giggled and pulled herself tighter to my neck as I rounded the corner. The girls had started the hot tub and their heels were tossed aside on the deck while they were both deep in the water. I stopped by the side of the tub and kicked my shoes off, stepping down into the water, still holding Tina, fully dressed.
She squealed as I sat down, dunking us both into the water. Once I had her situated on my lap I was able to free a hand to pull her shoes off, which she was still holding above the water level. I tossed them aside and then went to work on her dress, working the soaking wet material down her body and finally off. I tossed it aside and then pulled her skimpy panties off, leaving her completely naked except for her stockings.
Tina slid from my lap and pulled my shirt off and threw it to the deck with a loud plop and then slid onto my lap and began playing with my dick while she sensuously kissed me. I allowed my hands to roam all around her body, coming to rest on her large firm tits. I always was a tit man, and she had a nice pair. I tweaked her nipples and she groaned softy into my mouth.
"You love tits, don't you?" She panted after breaking the kiss.
"That I do."
"Wanna fuck a big pair of tits?" she whispered.
"Ohhhhh I'd love to fuck your tits." I groaned as she squeezed my dick.
"Good! Don't go away!" she said as she practically jumped out of the tub and ran into the house. I sat in the swirling water watching Patty and Sandy sitting on the opposite side of the tub, heads back, moaning softly in pleasure. I was pretty sure that neither had their own hand in their laps at that moment.
Tina came back out with a large bottle of lotion and practically jumped into the water next to me.
"Ok stud. First you gotta make me cum!" She said as she slid onto my lap.
"That would be my pleasure." I responded as I pulled her close to me. To her surprise I stood up and turned around, setting her on the edge of the tub, releasing her so she could lean back. "by the way... I enjoy doing this too." I said as I bent over and lowered my head between her now spread legs. It was no lie, I very much enjoyed licking a good pussy as much as I enjoyed sliding my dick into it. I knelt down into the water as I kissed one of her thighs just above her soaked stockings, gently working my way up to her pussy lips. I teased her lips with the tip of my tongue before kissing her other thigh.
"Oh god! Don't tease me... Not right now!" She said in a demanding voice.
"Yes dear!" I replied before I pressed my tongue as deep into her already spread lips as I could. I licked up her wet pussy and across her hard clit, eliciting a sharp intake of air.
"Ohhhhhhh yes!" she moaned as I flicked her hard nub several times in quick succession before sliding down and driving deep into her again. I made this trip several times, each time working her clit a little longer and a little harder.
"OH FUCK!" she screamed into the night as I sucked her clit into my mouth and squeezed it with my lips. Her whole body trembled and shook as I flicked my tongue across the trapped tip of her clit. Her legs closed around my head in a vice grip that felt like it would never release. Slowly her orgasm passed, allowing me to spread her legs and gently kiss her pussy before sliding forward and picking her up. I lowered her down into the water until she was sitting on my lap, panting for breath.
"God that felt good!" she said as she moved her face to mine to give me a wet kiss. "Now it's your turn!" She pushed away and slid off my lap. Standing up she turned to look over at Sandy. "You ready sis?"
"As ready as I'll ever be!" Sandy replied, sliding forward in her seat and sitting up until her huge tits were above the water level. It was the first time I had ever seen them completely uncovered, and I had to admit they were impressive. Each tit was about the size of three quarters of a good sized cantaloupe, each one topped off with a two inch areola and a puffy nipples that were nearly an inch in diameter and a half an inch high. Don't get me wrong, I really really like the way my future wife's tits look, but these were...a work of art, which she seemed almost ashamed to show off.
Turning back to me, Tina held out her hand for me. "I know you wanted to see these, so here's your big chance, you might as well enjoy it!"
"HUH?" I asked clearly confused as I took her hand and allowed her to pull me up.
She slid her body around behind me and pressed her tits into my back and played with my hard dick, now exposed above the water. "Are you telling me you don't want to fuck them?" she whispered in my ear as Sandy reached out and replaced Tina's hand with her own.
"I didn't say that." I said, staring at the massive tits.
"Good. This is your chance." Tina whispered in my ear as Patty got the lotion and squirted a bunch on my cock, which Sandy quickly massaged into me. Patty also squirted a bunch on Sandy's tits and went to work massaging the massive mounds of flesh, to Sandy's obvious pleasure. I probably would have just stood there and let Sandy jack me off, mesmerized a the sight of the her tits being massaged by Patty, who had now slid around to behind her, Patty's tits acting as a pillow for Sandy's head, if Tina hadn't been behind me, pressing me forward.
It only took a few small steps and Sandy had my dick nestled into the canyon between her tits. She let go of my dick and pressed her tits tight around my dick. I didn't need any further encouragement, the more primal part of my mind knew exactly what to do, and my body easily followed along. Within seconds I was stroking the full length of my cock up between her tits, the head poking out the top with each stroke. Patty was still reaching around and playing with the exposed parts of Sandy's nipples and allowing her fingers to play with my balls at the end of each stroke.
"OHHHH" I groaned as I felt my load begin to make the trip into the world. Sandy leaned her head down and sucked the head of my cock into her mouth as it appeared above her tits, giving it a quick suck before it disappeared again. She repeated this several times before I pushed up into her tits the final time, the first shot of hot cum lancing out into her mouth. She gagged slightly and pulled her head from my spurting dick, allowing my next shot of cum to shoot straight into the air, falling back onto her tits. Patty cried in delight with each spurt of hot white goo that landed on Sandy's tits, moving her hands to the warm liquid to rub it around.



"Ohhh some time you are going to have to cream mine like this!" Patty said lustily.
"Only if you ask first!" Tina said from behind me as she stroked my chest and laid her head on my shoulder. "This one is all mine!"
"Boy did you get a good one too!" Sandy said as she replaced her tits with her hands and gently massaged the last of the cum out of my quickly shrinking dick. "I just wish this was hard enough to fuck my pussy... All of a sudden I really want to be fucked."
"Someone call the newspaper!" Patty said from behind her. "Headline news! Sandy wants a dick!"
"That's not fair!" Sandy said, letting go of my dick and turning to push Patty away from her. "Sometimes I want a dick!"
"A real one?" Patty jeered. "When was the last time?"
"Well... about a week ago if you really want to know." She replied as she slid back down in the water away from us.
Tina released me and I slid down into the water with her. "Let me guess, that day you had on Tina's new bikini?"
"Yeah, how did you know?"
"We saw you." Tina said quietly, almost ashamed to admit that we watched her make herself cum while we were fucking under the shower.
"OH god!" Sandy cried before covering her face with her hands in embarrassment.
Sisters can be harsh, but I was going to have to get along with them in the future, so I decided to try to make it better if I could. I reached across and took her hand from her face and pulled her over near Tina and myself. She slid across the water and allowed me to pull her next to me and put my arm around her shoulder. "Nothing to be ashamed of. It was pretty damn hot watching you watch us." I whispered.
"You sure it's ok?" Sandy asked quietly. The mood in the tub had changed markedly in the last few seconds. Everyone was quiet, waiting for my reply.
"Yes." I whispered. "It was ok then and it's ok now." I pulled her tighter, allowing her to swivel around until her tits were pressing into my side. I felt a hand in my lap, and I knew it wasn't Tina's. I looked over and saw Tina slide away to give us room and wink at me, almost as if she was encouraging me. She mouthed the words "Later" before she sat back against the far side with Patty.
It didn't take Sandy too long to work my dick back to attention. I kind of helped it along by allowing one of my hands to wander around her tits, playing with her obviously sensitive nipples.
After about ten minutes of playing with each other Sandy slid onto my lap, straddling me with her tits in my face. Hot tub water had washed most of the lubrication of both of us and she tried several times to get down onto my dick with no success.
I was surprised at how light she was when I wrapped my arms around her and picked her up with my hands under her butt. I set her on the edge of the tub where I had eaten out Tina earlier and looked around for the lotion. I used just a small squirt to lubricate her lips before rubbing my mushroom head around between her flowery lips. I pushed slowly into her, little strokes at first, only an inch or two, but as the lubrication carried out of her tunnel onto my dick the strokes got longer until I was working the full length into her.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as I pushed quickly into her, allowing our bodies to slap together, making her big tits wiggle and move. I leaned a bit more forward to allow my pelvis to hit against her clit as she lifted her legs and spread them as wide as she could, clearly enjoying the fucking she was getting. I continue to slap into her in an increasing pace, our two bodies bouncing together rhythmically. I saw the look on her face change moments before her body began to shudder around my stroking member. She screamed into the dark as her body shook and trembled, shaking her head back and forth, her long hair flinging around as she cried out "OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK" into the night, practically silencing all the peppers and crickets.
Her spasming pussy was more than I could manage, and my body jerked as I unloaded the first of several huge gushes of cum into her pussy. I stood there panting for several minutes before my dick softened and I slid from her. Tina pulled me back and down into the water, snuggling up to me and kissing me on the cheek gently.
"That was nice of you." She whispered.
I turned to look at her, my face a huge question mark. I just fucked her sister in front of her and she said it was nice of me?
Tina looked at me a long time before whispering "she doesn't do guys."
It finally all made sense. I looked over at her extremely sexy body as she slid back into the water, wondering what would turn such a sexy creature like that away from wanting men? I didn't have a chance to ask though because Patty decided it was time for bed, and she and Sandy climbed out of the tub and walked off into the night, wearing only their soaking wet stockings and carrying their heels.
"I think we should go to bed too. We have a busy day tomorrow." Tina said quietly.
"It's Saturday!"
"Yep. Lots to do if we're going to get done with the addition. We can't put up walls till Monday, but that wont be a problem, the crew will be back, but we have all the under floor plumbing to take care of and we have to arrange the delivery of the materials so the crew will have stuff to work with first thing Monday."
"Ok. It's your baby." I said as we climbed out of the tub to rinse off under the shower.
While the warm water cascaded down over us she pulled me close and kissed me sensuously on the lips. "You treated her really nicely. Thank you."
"I'm not at all sure I understand, but you're welcome."
"You want to know what happened. I don't blame you. Ask her some time. If she tells you fine, but it's up to her if she will."
"Ok. " I said as I turned the water off and pulled a towel off the railing to dry Tina off. It only took us a few minutes to dry off before we headed into the house for bed. I was surprised to see it was already past one in the morning, for me WAY past my normal bedtime.
It was nearly nine when I finally crawled out of bed. Tina had long since left to go get materials while I rolled over for a bit more sleep. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes as I walked toward my bathroom, stopping just short of falling into the hole where the floor used to be. I shook my head and walked down the hall to the guest bathroom and took care of my morning business. The hot water felt good as I stood under the shower head and allowed the water to cascade down on my head and shoulders. I have no idea how long I stood there just enjoying the hot water before I realized I wasn't alone.
I opened my eyes and saw Sandy standing somewhat demurely in front of me, completely naked.
"Do you mind if I share your shower?" she asked as I pulled my head out from under the stream of water.
"um... I guess not." Not really sure what to do or say.
"Thanks!" she said with a smile, reaching for the bar of soap in the tray. She stepped close enough to me to reach around me, her tits practically touching my chest, to get the soap wet. She stepped back a few inches and went to work slowly soaping my chest, working the soap in slow growing circles. She was standing so close to me that each circle caused her arm to brush her already growing nipples. She didn't look up at my face, but instead watched her own hand draw circles with the soap. She continued to work the circles larger and lower, allowing her free hand to move from my arm to join the first. She paused as her fingers brushed across my pubic hair, feeling the top of my quickly hardening dick. As she stood there and soaped my stomach and her fingers slipped around the base of my cock, I could feel the head pressing against her own pubic mound. She made no move to press closer or pull away, just standing in the same spot, slowly working the soap around my body.
"You can soap me if you'd like." She practically whispered.
I moved my hands to hers and took the soap from them, allowing her to continue to rub around my already soapy front. I started slowly across her upper chest, slowly working the soap down and around her big tits. She closed her eyes as I set the soap aside and worked my hands around her tits and nipples while her hands stroked my dick. We stood there for a long time, just stroking and touching before she opened her eyes and looked up at me.
"Do you want to have sex with me?" she asked quietly.
"That's up to you I guess."
"Why?"
"It wouldn't be very nice of me if I forced myself on you. Besides, I'm not all that sure what Tina would say."
"I'm sure she won't mind." Sandy said quietly, her hands still stroking my soapy dick.
"ok. What about you?"
"I think I'd kind of like it."
"Ok." I said, allowing one of my hands to travel down her stomach and gently stroke her pubic hair. I drew small circles in her hair for a minute or two before she moved her legs apart, allowing me to reach where the head of my dick had been resting a short time ago. I gently stroked her lips with one hand while I stroked her nipples with the other. She was clearly enjoying it, her breathing becoming more ragged by the minute.
"I want you to put it in me now." She said almost abruptly. She let go of my dick and turned around. I was surprised how far down her back her blond hair actually went when it was wet, instead of being all curled like it usually was. She bent over and put her hands on the wall of the tub and stuck her butt out at me. I positioned my hard dick at her already wet lips and gently pressed myself inside her, eliciting a groan from her as I sunk into her. "OH YES!" she breathed heavily.
I started slowly, working my dick in and out its full length, just barely leaving the head inside before driving it back in. After stroking into her a few times my body started to take over for itself, and I was soon slapping into her loud enough that it was easily audible over the sound of the shower, not that the grunting and squeaking that she was making wasn't already loud enough. I reached under her and found her two huge tits, swinging freely and began massaging her nipples with my fingers while I squeezed the mountains in time with my strokes. She seemed to like the additional stimulation, and her squeaking increased to a single long cry, her body shuddering and twitching in orgasm. I continued to stroke into her until I felt like I had to hold her up. I lifted her up to a standing position, allowing my hard dick to pull from her pussy, and pulled her against me, my dick sticking out between her legs while I held her chest with one arm and her waist with the other. By the time she had caught her breath the water had started to go cold, so I stepped us back into the water long enough to rinse us both and then turned the water off.
We stood there dripping for nearly a minute before she pulled from me and opened the curtain to get the towel.
She took her time, kneeling in front of me and gently drying my body. She stood up when she could reach no more and finished my arms and finally dried my short cropped hair. She handed me the towel without a word and allowed me to dry her body. I took my time drying her, being gentle with her breasts and between her legs. I got the impression that this was a large step for her, although I had no idea why. We finished drying and I tossed the towel aside. I found a bottle of baby oil on the side of the tub and held it up for her to see. She didn't react one way or the other so I opened the bottle and gently squirted some on her chest. I used one hand to gently rub the oil into her body, working it all around her chest and tits. I continued working down her stomach and then knelt down to put more of the oil on her legs. She lifted one leg and rested it on my thigh while I oiled that leg and then changed to the other to allow me to get that leg as well.
It must have taken me a good five minutes before I had her fully oiled, front and back before I declared her done and capped the bottle. She turned to face me and put her arms around me, pulling me close to her.
"Thank you. That was sweet." She said quietly.
"You're welcome. I enjoyed doing it."
"Really?"
"Yes why?"
"I thought all guys wanted to do was fuck and leave."
"Not all."
"But most?"
"Some. Not most."
She was quiet for a long time. "Did Tina tell you?"
"Nope. Said it was up to you."
"And aren't you curious?"
"Sure, but I figured you'd tell me if and when you were ready."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why didn't you push?"
"It wouldn't be polite." I answered quietly.
She turned head to look at me. Without her heels on she was a couple inches shorter than I was, but that didn't stop her from lifting herself on her toes to kiss me slowly and sensuously. She broke the kiss after some time, her face hovering a fraction from mine. "When I was eighteen, a guy I was dating decided he didn't want to wait any longer. Even though I said no he took what he wanted. I've never really been able to feel comfortable around a man sexually, but for some reason I feel comfortable with you. It's a shame my sister is marrying you. I'd sure like to be able to spend some more time with you like this."
"Thank you for the compliment. I'm sure that some other guy can fill the bill. We aren't all jerks."
"Most are. From what I can tell anyway."
"That's probably true to some extent." I laughed. "Most guys are jerks at times, but I think that a lot of them are much more considerate than you give them credit for."
"I'm not so sure, but thank you for being gentle and sweet with me. It was kind of nice to feel the real thing. I hope I get another chance or two down the road."
"That will be up to my wife." I said seriously.
"Yeah, I suppose Sis might have something to say about that."
"I think so too." I said as she pulled away.
"Thank you again." She said, leaning in for one more quick kiss before she climbed out of the tub and headed out the bathroom door. I got out of the tub a few moments after she did and walked down the hall to my bedroom.
"I hope you saved some of that for me!" Tina said from the bed as I walked in. She was propped up on the bed with some pillows, completely naked, gently stroking her pussy with one hand and drawing circles around one nipple with the other.
"As chance would have it, I did." I replied as I walked over to the bed.
She climbed down the bed on her hands and knees and reached her head down and kissed my quickly hardening dick. "Hmmm that's better." She cooed before turning her head and sucking my dick into her mouth. I closed my eyes and groaned as she quickly worked my rod back to full mast. After only a couple short minutes she pulled from my dick and climbed back to where she had been on the bed. "Now come feed that big dick into my pussy. I am sooooo incredibly horny right now!"
"With pleasure." I answered as I crawled up the bed until I was kneeling between her legs. She reached down and guided my dick into her as she pulled me down with her heels.
"OH yes!" she hissed as I sunk into her sopping wet pussy. "I've been waiting for this since I saw you banging Sandy in the bathroom."
"You saw?"
"Uh huh" she grunted as I stroked in and out of her pussy slowly. "So fucking hot. I think I came before she did."
"And now you want me to fuck you too?" I asked her as I started stoking faster.
"OH YES! I want to feel you exploding inside me! I want your big dick to make me cum like she did!" she said breathlessly, clearly well on her way to just that condition.
"Well, here it comes then my love!" I said as I started slapping into her with my full force. The whole bed shook as I drove into her time after time, driving both of us closer and closer to explosion.
I wasn't sure if she came first or I did, but I know she was screaming that she was coming the same time my body stared pumping shot after shot of hot cum into her hot box. My body shook and jerked with each shot of cum I emptied into her. I could feel her pussy practically vibrating around me as she came, pulling a few extra shots of cum out of my quickly depleting capacity.
I finally lowered myself down onto her, both out bodies slick with sweat, panting to regain our breath.
"Oh that was good." She cooed as she stroked my hair with her finger tips. "You can do that to me any time you want."
"I can huh?"
"Oh yeah. "
"I'll have to see what I can do about that." I answered still a bit breathlessly.
"Don't worry. I'll make sure you have plenty of chances to do just that. I bet Sandy will appreciate that as well."
I lifted myself so I could look down at her.
"I know you were banging her in the shower. " she said quietly. "No, I'm not mad. As long as you save enough to keep me satisfied why would I care?"
"She might try to steal me away."
"My little sis? Not likely. But if it makes her happy to get a real dick every once in a while, who am I to stop her."
"I really don't understand this relationship." I said shaking my head.
"Between us or my sisters?"
"Either one." I said as she pulled my head down toward her. She kissed me sensuously for several minutes before releasing me.
"My sisters and I are very close. After my mom died when I was a kid, we all pulled together. We share everything, good times, bad times, problems."
"Boyfriends?"
"Especially boyfriends!" she said with a giggle and a wiggle of her eyebrows.
"And none of you got married? Who would have thunk it!"
"Ohhh Smart guy huh?" she said, tickling my sides for a second, making me squirm around on top of her. After a few seconds of this she quit tickling and said thoughtfully, " You're just going to have to get used to that and together we'll learn how you fit into that."
"I think it's going to be an interesting learning process."
"Knowing my sisters, you can bet on it!" she said with a giggle.
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Life is a bitch. Just ask anyone and they will confirm it. No matter what you do, sooner or later life will jump up and smack you in the face and remind you that you are a relatively insignificant speck on the face of the earth, barely worthy of breathing air. And if you need any further confirmation, just ask my ex wife, she will be more than happy to confirm that little fact about men in general and me in specific.
I guess these things happen, divorce I mean. The really shitty part is that no matter how much we fought, I really did still love her, which is probably why after three years I still haven't started dating. Oh, don't get me wrong I have gone out to a bar a few times, but I just never quite got to where I felt like I could pick someone up without a guilty conscience. My friends have told me to move on, my lawyer told me to move on, even my family told me to move on. At forty-five, doing so is a lot harder than being told to do so.
I really hadn't had a vacation since the divorce, turning myself into a workaholic, but Mark, my best friend, finally talked me into getting away with him and his wife for a backpack trip into the mountains. I hadn't been backpacking since I was a kid, and I remembered the how much fun it was. I'm certainly not in as good of shape as I was back then, but he assured me that I would do fine, and that I would certainly not be a third wheel. His wife, Tina, a real live blond bombshell, had another friend going along and I would make a fine addition to their small group for the trip.
As the time approached, the trip seemed to be all Mark could talk about. The beautiful pristine wilderness, vast expanses of mountain scenery, fresh air... as he put it, all the best things in life could be found on a mountain top. I am quite sure he is ignoring the effort required to get there in the first place. But then I guess I'm a bit more cynical than he is at this point in my life, having a bit more than a dozen years on him.
He took me on a shopping trip to Bass Pro to get a new pack and certain other gear I would need, like hiking boots, smartwool socks, zip-off pants, and other assorted but equally important items. To my surprise a tent was not on the shopping list. Apparently my hiking partner was an experienced backpacker and would have a tent I could share. No point in carrying anything I didn't have to, or so he said. He also told me to go shopping and find the lightest weight underwear I could, preferably not cotton. I would only use 2 pair on the trip, one to wear and one to carry. Every ounce counted because by the end of the day an ounce felt like a pound.
I arrived at Mark's house on the appointed morning. I was dressed for a car ride, rather than hiking, wearing a pair of exercise shorts and t-shirt and not at all looking forward to the twelve hour ride to the trailhead in Colorado.
"Hey Mike!" Mark called as he came out of the house with a load of gear to pack into the back of his suburban. "I see you made it! You got all your gear?"
"Yep! All set I hope!" I called back as I dug my pack and a duffel of assorted travel items out of the back of my truck, trying hard to sound positive and upbeat. I had my doubts about this trip and had really considered begging off at the last minute, but decided that I spent all the money, so I might as well go.
"Good! You're going to have a great time!" He said as he walked over and took my pack from me with a grunt. "Damn, what do you have in here?"
"Just what you told me to pack, plus a few odds and ends."
"You may want to drop those odds and ends, or you're going to be crying by the time you get to the top of the first mountain pass. It's only 3500 feet up."
Now I was really starting to regret not begging off. "Ok. I guess I better go through it." I mumbled, taking the pack back.
"Hey Mike! Good to see you!" Tina said as she came out of the house with an arm load of gear. Now I called Tina a bombshell before, but in some ways that really doesn't do her justice. She is about five seven and all of a hundred thirty pounds soaking wet, and a good chunk of that had to be in her size D tits, which in the sports bra and pink tank top looked even bigger. She had on a pair of pink biker shorts that clung to her body like a second skin, outlining the muscles of her long legs like the frame around a Van Gogh, and the tight material gave me a pretty good clue to the shape of her pussy. Her medium length blond hair bounced, as did her magnificent tits, as she hopped down the stairs on the front walk. If she wasn't married to my best friend I would probably try to have sex with her right then and there.
"Hey Tina. Looking good as usual!"
"Oh... That's sweet. Thanks! I can always count on a compliment from you. Good thing my husband isn't the jealous type!" she said with a smile. "What's the long face for?"
"Gotta go back through my pack. You're not jealous type husband said I packed a bit heavy." I replied as I set the pack down and crouched down to dig through it and toss the items I didn't need back into my truck.
"Oh. Well I'd believe him on that one." She said with a grin. "He knows all about taking too much weight."
"Done it once or twice?" I asked her as I started unzipping compartments.
"Oh yeah!" she said with a giggle. "In more ways than one!"
I looked up at her quizzically, but all she did was look off into space for a moment, obviously remembering some event of her past.
"So how's Mike?" I heard a female voice say from behind me.
I swiveled on the balls of my feet to look behind me, and was stunned. Yep stunned was the best word I could use to describe the sight I saw. I hadn't seen Carol, Tina's sister, in quite a few years, and back then she was, for lack of a better term, a hefty smurf. The face was obviously Carol, buy the body was anything but! She stood behind me looking very much like Tina, thin muscular legs, slender build and a pair of probably C size tits that were barely contained in the short, halter top style summer dress she was wearing. If she weighed more than a hundred twenty pounds it would have to be dripping wet. She had long blond hair, much longer than Tina, hanging down over one shoulder, and absolutely gorgeous. It took me several long moments before I was able to close my mouth and not look like a dufus.
"You can put your eyes back in their sockets any time you want!" Tina said with a laugh, giving me a soft slug in the shoulder.
"I'm sorry." I stammered as I stood up and held a hand out to her.
"Good to see you again. It's been a lot of years." Carol said almost shyly.
"Um, yeah, it has." I stammered as she shook my hand gently. I had to admit it was pretty stupid to shake her hand, but my mind hadn't quite started to function properly yet.
"So you want a hand?" She asked as she let go of my hand.
"Um sure." I replied about as smoothly as sandpaper.
"I'll let you two work on this. I've got plenty of other things to do." Tina said as she got up. "Oh by the way... Carol is going to be your hiking partner, hope you don't mind!" She said over her shoulder as she headed toward the house.
My hiking partner? I looked at Carol, very attracted, and at the same time couldn't help but realize I had been set up. "Sure, that's fine!" I called back as Carol squatted down started pulling stuff out of my pack. We had my pack almost completely empty before it completely sunk in... Carol was my hiking partner. Which meant that since Mark said I didn't need a tent, I could share one with my hiking partner... Oh yes, I had been set up, quite thoroughly.
"So let's see. Gotta have this stuff." She said as she put my small camp stove and fuel off to one side. "And gotta eat." She continued as she moved the packets of freeze dried food to that same pile.
We worked our way through my pack, keeping those things I needed and adding quite a few things to the pile that I really didn't need. Finally it was down to my clothes. She picked up my pants and unrolled them, my pairs of spare socks and underwear falling out of the roll onto the ground. She picked up a pair of tiny blue synthetic men's bikini underwear and held them up between us.
"Hmmm... can't wait to see you in these little jewels!" she said with a sly grin.
I practically snatched them away from her before wadding them up and rolling them into a shirt. "He said small synthetic ones. It was all I could get." I mumbled in embarrassment.
"Oh don't get me wrong, those are perfect for the trip. I'm just kind of looking forward to seeing you wear them."
"Should be good for a laugh I suppose." I said with a frown as I rolled my socks back into my spare pants.
"Actually, I don't think it will be funny at all. I think you'll probably look pretty good in them." She said quietly, running a finger down my arm. "I mean mine are pretty skimpy too." She finished, pulling the hem of her short skirt up far enough to give me a peak at her tiny white lacy bikini underwear.
I'm not sure if it was the move that shocked me or the fact that I could clearly see the complete lack of pussy hair, or the fact that my dick suddenly decided to be a self erecting tent pole. Whatever the reason, I was shocked and did little more than stare at her lace covered pussy until she slid the hem back down, breaking my stare and the momentary spell.
"Well...um... Aren't women supposed to wear that kind of underwear?" I asked weakly.
"Sure, but men can too. Specially if they look good in them, and I have a hunch that you will!" She said as she started packing the pile of keeper stuff back into my pack.
It only took a few minutes to get all the stuff I was taking back in, our hands touching a few times, each time feeling like electric sparks. Probably just static from the pack material, I told myself.
"Well, I better go help Tina!" She said with a bright smile as she stood up.
"Um. Ok." I said stupidly as I got up and moved to open the truck door so I could put my leave behind stuff back in. I watched her bound away, admiring her ass as she did. I was still standing there watching her disappear into the house when Mark came over.
"Looks pretty good now, doesn't she?" He said with a grin.
"I'll say. Not much like she used to." I said before looking over at him. "By the way, slick set up. Didn't know you were going to set me up with your sister-in-law."
"Don't look at me!" He said holding his hands up in front of himself. "It was her idea all the way."
"She wanted me to come along?"
"Yep. Told Tina that she wanted to spend some time with you for a long time. I guess now that you're single again it's the right time!"
"So when did she loose all the weight?" I asked. "I mean last time I saw her she was twice as big as she is now."
"Oh, I'd say pretty much the last two years. She just suddenly told Tina that she needed to lose some weight and they started working out together. I had to put more exercise stuff in the basement for them, but they work out about an hour a day together. And then of course there is the tanning and hair salon and stuff. Most of that was the last few months. Yeah, I'd say she did a pretty good makeover on herself, pretty much for you I think!"
"Damn." Was all I could say. "I suppose it was her idea to share a tent?"
"Yep. Told my wife it was the perfect way to get to know you."
"I bet." I said as I shook my head slowly.
"Well, let's get this gear loaded." He said bending over and picking up my now much lighter pack.
It didn't take a lot longer to get things loaded and pile into the suburban to head for the trail head. Tina and Mark obviously got the front seat, and Carol and I had the back seat to ourselves. The drive was going to be long, but Mark was pretty sure we would get to the trailhead by dark, allowing us to camp there for the night before starting the climb the next morning. It also left a lot of time for the four of us to talk. We talked about a variety of current events as we rolled down the highway, eventually deciding to stop at a McDonalds for some lunch.
"So what are you going to eat?" Carol asked me as she slid up next to me in line and slipped her arm into mine. I had made a point of not getting overly friendly in the truck, even though after half an hour or so she had one foot sticking over on my side of the truck, gently rubbing it against mine while we talked. That was a pretty subtle thing, but this was quite blatant.
"I'm not sure yet." I replied as I surveyed the board.
"I can think of one or two things if you need a suggestion!" She whispered in my ear before giving my arm a squeeze.
That was clearly an open invitation. If there was any doubt in my mind about what she was hoping for on this trip, it was gone now. She had arranged to share a tent with me, she had worked herself into shape and she had just made an overt suggestion of sex. The only thing I didn't know was why? As far as I knew I had never given her any indications that I was interested, but then I was still married the last time I saw her. And don't get me wrong, I certainly was interested... just a bit surprised at the directness. "I think for now I should stick with a couple cheeseburgers and fries." I said.
"Hmmm sounds like a good choice. I think I'll join you." She said with a smile, not at all phased that I didn't bite on her suggestion.
We got our food and she made a point to sit in the booth next to me, her bare leg pressing against mine. Tina sat across from me and smiled at me, knowing full well that Carol was being more than friendly.
"You know Mike, Carol has been asking about you for years, pretty much since she met you at our wedding." Tina said between bites.
"Really" I asked, honestly surprised.
"Yep, she seemed to really be taken with you. You made some kind of impression on her. She was sad to hear you were married, but she always asked what you were up to... Didn't you sis?"
"Well, I have to admit, I was a bit attracted. I mean he looked so good in that tux and all." Carol said to her sister as if I wasn't there. Her hand however slipped into my lap and began stroking my bare thigh, just to make sure that I knew she knew I was there.
I finished my food fairly quickly, but was trapped in the back of the booth, so all I could do was sit there and listen to the girls talk about me while she stroked my leg. At one point I reached down and placed my hand over hers to stop her motions, but instead of stopping her, she slipped her hand from underneath mine to on top, and then pulled my hand into her lap, making sure that it pushed her skirt up her leg until my hand was pressing against her lacy panties. Only then did she slip her hand from mine and return it to my lap, slipping her fingers up under the loose material of the leg until her fingers were grazing my underwear clad balls. It didn't take my dick long to respond to the dual stimulus of my hand between her legs and her hand under my shorts. Her fingers soon found my now hardening shaft, stroking the base of it as well. I really couldn't help myself and I was soon stroking her quickly dampening crotch through her panties.
"That's nice." She whispered just loud enough for me to hear.
Tina looked up at hearing it and gently stroked the front of my leg with her toes. I wasn't sure exactly what that meant, but I presumed it meant that whatever I was doing was ok with her.
We sat and continued our gentle stroking for some minutes, while Mark finished eating. Finally done he stood up.
"Ready to hit the road again?" he asked us.
"In a minute. I need to go use the ladies room!" Carol said, giving my hard shaft a squeeze before withdrawing her hand.
"Me too!" Tina chimed in as she slid from the seat.
The girls disappeared into the bathroom, leaving Mark and myself to clear off the table.
"Looks like someone got a bit worked up there. Must have been a good lunch." He joked.
"Carol seems to be a bit interested in me. Couldn't keep her hand out of my lap most of lunch." I said as we walked toward the trash container and dumped the trays.
"I got that idea." He said with a grin. "Enjoy it. As far as I know you are the only guy she has set her sights on as long as I've known her."
"Great!" I said with a frown as we walked out to the truck.
"You don't like her?"
"I didn't say that. I mean she's good looking, and to be honest , yeah, I'm attracted to her, body wise at least, but hell, I'm more than ten years older than she is."
"I wouldn't worry about that. If she doesn't mind, you shouldn't."
"Well, I kind of do worry about that."
"Ah.. just go with the flow. Enjoy the time and if you get some, great. If you two don't work out, then you haven't lost anything either."
"You sure are cavalier about someone getting it on with your sister-in-law."
Mark laughed. "Hell. All I've heard about for the last week is how hot you are and how much she hopes that you'll like how she looks. It's worth it just to get this out in the open so she will stop talking about it constantly. But don't you dare tell her I told you. My wife would skin me alive!"
"Ok. I'll keep it to myself." I replied, still not sure what I was going to do with or about Carol. Part of me said, what the hell, it would be fun. She's hot, she's horny... What's not to enjoy. I guess the other side says that she's way to young for me and what would my kids say.
I really didn't have much more time to think about it, since the girls were on their way out, laughing and joking as they came. I opened the door and Carol slid into the back seat of the truck, sliding across the seat so that she was behind Mark. I shrugged and climbed in, not really sure why the change in seats.
We were about an hour down the road when Carol decided she was sleepy, and twisted herself around with her back to the door and her legs sticking out toward me. She wiggled until she was comfortable and then lifted her legs up on the seat and stretched them out until she had them resting on my lap. She blew me a little kiss and then closed her eyes, trying to get comfortable. I let my hands rest on her bare legs and feet as I stared out of the window of the truck.
I wasn't really sure how to feel about her, but I was certainly attracted. As the scenery passed by I had plenty of time to mull it all over in my mind. I felt her feet move, and looked over at her. Clearly asleep, she had pulled her legs up on the seat in front of her, one leg leaning against the back of the seat and the other against the back of the driver's seat. Her skirt slipped up her legs and lay in a pile in her lap, and to my complete shock, her completely naked pussy was now fully exposed to me. I really couldn't help but stare at her pouting exposed lips, and the reaction that my dick had was not to be unexpected. As we continued down the road I found myself watching her pussy more than I was watching the scenery out the window.
My dick felt like a steel rod in my shorts, and I had to continually adjust it as I sat and looked at her pussy, thinking about touching it. Finally unable to control myself any longer, I reached across and gently stroked her exposed lips. My touch wasn't hard, it just barely grazed them. My second stroke pressed hard enough for her lips to spread apart, and slip between slightly, drawing back some of her juices. I sniffed my finger slightly, trying not to be obvious, before letting my tongue taste her. If I had any doubts about having sex with her, they were evaporating at that point. I reached across and stroked her wet lips again, and again, stroking between her lips and each time, finding more and more juice. I knew that Mark couldn't see her from where he was, but Tina could have easily seen if she were awake. Fortunately from where her head was leaning, I was pretty sure she was asleep as well.



I continued to stroke her pussy, wishing it was my dick that was between those soft wet lips. I was concentrating on her pussy so intently that I failed to notice that her eyes were now open, looking at me with hot sultry stare. Her hand went to mine between her legs and pulled me harder against her while she used her other hand to untie the material around her neck that held her top in place. Within a few moments the top of her dress joined the bottom in a pile around her waist, exposing both of her tits to me.
I was initially surprised at how firm they were, clearly not needing any form of support under the dress. Each breast was the size of a good half coconut, with a large dark brown areola. Each was also topped with a large hard nipple, which she now reached for with her free hand, squeezing and pulling. She released my hand and I pressed a finger deep into her pussy, using my thumb to press against her hard exposed clit. She closed her eyes and struggled to stay silent as I worked my thumb in tiny circles on top of her hard clit, driving her body up the slopes of pleasure. She let out one quiet moan just before her body trembled and her legs clamped around my hand, her climb having reached the summit, and the ecstasy of release.
I held my finger inside her as her pussy clamped and contracted around it, my thumb still gently pressing on her clit. Ever so slowly she eased the pressure of her legs and then finally opened her eyes to look at me. She mouthed a silent thank you before she pulled her top back up to cover her magnificent tits. After fixing her dress she surprised me by saying. "Would you mind switching seats with me? I'd like to lay down a bit more and I can't get comfortable over here."
"Sure, if you'd like." I replied, removing my seat belt.
"You two behave back there." Mark said from the driver's seat as I slid across the seat. Carol sat on my hard dick for several moments before sliding the rest of the way across replying "Come on Mark. When have I ever been bad?"
"Right!" Mark said with a shake of his head before she settled down in the middle. She lay herself down on the seat with her head in my lap, facing the front of the suburban. Once she had fixed her dress, she pulled one of my hands over her and to her chest, and eased it inside her top, allowing my hand to press against her bare nipple. My dick re-hardened to full mast under her head, which brought a smile to her face. Releasing my hand she moved her head back on my lap until it was pressing against my stomach. She slid her left hand under my leg and used it to gently play with my balls through my shorts while she pulled on the waistband of my shorts. It didn't take her long to work my shorts and underwear half way down to my knees, allowing my raging hardon to stand at full mast in front of her face. Very slowly and quietly, she engulfed my dick with her hot mouth, slowly working her tongue around my head. It had been a long time since I had anything other than some porn and my right hand, and much sooner than I had any expectation of, my dick twitched and began pumping what felt like a gallon of hot cum into her mouth. Silently she swallowed each pulse of cum, gently sucking and playing with my softening dick.
I gently squeezed her bare tit and nipple in appreciation, while checking to see if Tina was still asleep. I expected Carol to move or pull my pants back up or something, but to my surprise, she continued to gently suck and lick my cock until it began to grow once again. This time I could enjoy it a lot more, and I leaned my head back against the headrest and allowed the feeling she was creating in my body to wash over me. She gently swirled her tongue around and around my dick when she wasn't sliding her mouth up and down the shaft. I have no idea how far we had gone before I felt another climax building. I tried to stay quiet as she continued to lick and massage me to another huge gush of cum. The first squirt lanced up into her mouth with surprising force, but she contained it and the following spurts of hot liquid. As my dick began to shrivel, I opened my eyes and saw Tina sitting in her seat, staring back at me with a big smile. She blew me a kiss and then smiled as Carol allowed my quickly sinking dick loose, where she could see it as well.
We spent the next two hours riding down the highway with my hand either down the top of Carol's dress, or slid under the skirt from behind, stroking her ass. For her part she kept her head laid on my lap, alternately playing with my dick and licking it to keep it hard. Each time it showed signs of shriveling she would bring it back to full mast. Tina seemed to be enjoying the show as well, frequently checking to see what we were up to. I got the idea she was getting quite horny watching my dick being licked and played with.
Carol finally covered my dick as we pulled into a gas station for a break.
"You two have been pretty quiet back there." Mark said as he turned in his seat to see us, my pants back in place and my hands resting outside of Carol's dress. "You haven't been doing anything bad have you?"
"Us?" Carol asked with mock shock in her voice. "Do you think we would be messing around in broad daylight on the highway?"
"Carol, if you thought you could talk him into it, you'd probably have him screwing you crazy back there."
"Well, maybe I would." She said kind of sheepishly. "But that doesn't mean that we were!" She finished as she sat up and adjusted her dress to climb out of the truck.
I opened the door and climbed out. Standing facing the open door, I stretched long and tall, trying to get the kinks out of my body. It of course left my hard dick clearly visible inside my shorts to anyone who cared to look. Tina let out a low whistle that her husband couldn't hear and winked at me before turning to climb out the passenger side door.
We decided to grab a bite to eat at a little diner down the road, there not being any real good restaurants in the sticks. The diner was clean and the service seemed to be good. Carol made sure I was once again trapped in the back of the booth, and had her hand in my lap anytime she thought no one was watching. About half way through dinner Carol and Tina went to the bathroom, in pairs as women seem to do. When they returned, Carol slid into the booth and turned her body toward mine and gave me playful kiss on the cheek. While it looked innocent, her hand was quite busy under the table working my partially hard dick out of the leg of my underwear and shorts. There was no real way to put it back without drawing attention to it, so I let her have her way and just hoped no one would be looking under our table.
It seemed that she was going to get away with it, playing with my naked dick under the table that is, until the middle aged waitress came by and asked if we needed anything else. I could tell by the little smile and tiny wink that she was indeed watching Carol's shenanigans. If anything, that made my dick grow even harder, if that were possible. I smiled back weakly, hoping I didn't encourage her.
The girls had finally finished eating and decided that another bathroom trip was in order before hitting the road, and they both got out of the booth and headed to the back. This finally gave me the opportunity to try to get my dick back into place, which really wasn't working. The only way to fix this was to pull stuff down and, that was NOT happening out here.
"Scuse me. I'm going to hit the head too." I told mark as I covered my hard dick with the leg of my shorts and headed to the back.
"No problem buddy!" Mark joked as I walked down the isle of tables, hoping the other female patrons didn't notice my predicament.
I made it to the rest room and slipped inside, finally able to take a breath and relax. I pulled my shorts and underwear down to get my dick back in place and then decided I might as well go... once it went back down. I was still standing in front of the urinal with my dick sticking out and my shorts and underwear half down when the door opened. I looked over and damn near fell over. It wasn't anyone I would expect. It was the petite little waitress pushing the door closed and turning the lock in the handle.
"Mind if I join you? The ladies room is full." She said sweetly as she stepped over to the toilet. This was one of those typical little place bathrooms, one toilet, one urinal, one sink and no dividers. Without waiting for me to answer she stepped over the toilet and hiked her waitress dress up and pulled her underwear down to her ankles. She hiked her dress back up to her waist so I had a clear view of her pussy and sat down on the stool, spreading her legs wide. "Nice looking dick. You're wife seemed to be having a lot of fun with it." She said as she peed in the stool.
"Um. I guess, but she isn't my wife." I said as I tried to will my dick to go down instead of getting harder, which it seemed to be doing against my wishes.
"Oh? Girl friend then?" she asked as she stood up and wiped herself with a small piece of toilet.
"No, just a friend." I said, trying to keep my back to her.
"In that case, I'll be your friend too." She said as she stepped out of her underwear and moved over next to me. She began unbuttoning her tan dress as she leaned against the wall, looking down at my hard dick. "That is a nice looking dick."
"Thanks." I said as I started to try to pull my pants up over it.
"Oh, don't do that!" She said, abandoning her dress unbuttoning and putting her hands on my shorts to prevent me from pulling them up more. "You do want to play don't you?"
"I really wasn't planning on it." I told her as she wrapped a hand around my dick.
"That's too bad. You could have any part of me you want." She said as she finished undoing the buttons on her dress with her free hand. She let her dress swing open, allowing me to see all of her body, except for her bra covered tits. That seemed to be her next target, as her fingers moved to the small clip between her moderately sized breasts. "I mean. You think I'm good looking don't you?" She said as the clip snapped open, allowing the cups of the bra to slide apart, exposing her bare tits, each B sized mound topped with a large puffy nipple nearly a quarter of the front of the breast. I had to admit, she did look pretty good.
"Actually, you do look pretty good, but I think my friends are waiting for me." I told her as her free hand went to my chest to press me back. She walked me backward until my back was against the wall.
"You can't go out there looking like this. Why don't you let me help you with this?" She said as she knelt down in front of me and quickly took my dick in her mouth. After all the teasing that Carol had done it wasn't going to take much to make me fire.
"Ohhhh You are definitely going to make me cum!" I grunted as she slurped my dick and swirled her tongue around my head.
"Good!" She mumbled around my member. I looked down and saw her free hand busy between her legs, clearly enjoying the attention she was paying to me and herself.
She sucked and licked my dick for less than a minute before I felt my balls tighten up. "Ohhhh God. Here it comes!" I groaned. In response she sucked even harder, taking my dick fully down her throat until her nose touched my stomach. My dick jumped and my body jerked as it unloaded a shot of hot cum down her throat. She pulled her head bad, sliding off my dick, aiming my spurting member at her tits. I watched my dick spurt string after string of cum across her tits, which she eagerly spread around like lotion. I stood there trembling for several minutes, trying to catch my breath as she sucked and licked my flagging dick clean. Finally she let go of me and stood up, taking my hands and pulling me toward the sink in the small bathroom. "Least you could do is get me off now." She said quietly, guiding one of my hands between her legs as she sat back onto the sink. "I can enjoy a good finger job as I can a good fuck."
I didn't bother to answer, but allowed my fingers to slip between her soft lips, sliding up and down her wet slit in search of her hard clit. Her quick intake of breath told me I found the spot, zeroing in with the tip of my finger in small circles.
"You sure don't give a girl much chance!" she squeaked as my finger assaulted her hard nub.
"As much as you gave me!" I said quietly as I bent my head down to her chest. I sucked one of her huge puffy nipples into my mouth and bit gently, causing her whole body to shake with her progressing climax.
"OH GOD!" she squeaked as her body shook and trembled as her climax flowed over her time and again with the combination of stroking and nibbling. After what seemed like five minutes, but was probably much less, her body eased signaling me to let go of her tit. "God that felt good!" she panted.
"Glad you enjoyed it. Now I think we better get back out there. I may not have a ride anymore."
"Don't worry sweetie, if you don't you can stay with me as long as you want!"
"Thanks for the offer." I said as I washed my hands in the sink she just vacated. I dried my hands while she fixed her dress and then pulled my underwear and shorts back into place.
"Thanks for the fun." She said as she stuffed the panties in my hand. "Any time your back this way, stop by, I can always make time for you." She turned her back on me and walked boldly out the door as if it were an everyday thing to come out of the men's room. I followed her out a few seconds later, finding my group sitting at the table, trying to hide smiles.
"Have a good time?" Tina asked with a smirk.
"Not as good as you think I did."
"What a spoil sport." Tina said. "Especially after all that work I did telling her how good you said she looked and how bad you wanted to screw her."
"You set me up?" I asked incredulously
"Yep! Figured you might need to loosen up. I mean sis and I figured you might as well have some fun before we hit the trail."
"Just what I need." I said shaking my head as I walked toward the door. The three of them laughed, mostly at my expense, as they got up and followed me out. The waitress winked at me as I headed out the door.
When we got to the truck I called to Tina. "Hey Tina!"
"Yeah?" she called back.
"You might as well have these, I mean it was your setup after all!" I said as I tossed her the panties the waitress had left me with.
"Oh Souvenirs! How cool!" she said as she got in the truck with the panties. "I may have to start a collection!"
"Like you need a collection of panties!" Mark said. "Hell you practically never wear any!"
"Shoosh! You're giving all my sexy secrets away!" She said with a smile as she slugged him gently on the shoulder.
This trip was getting so weird, and we hadn't even gotten to the trail head. What else was I going to have to endure in the name of fun and relaxation? I closed the door of the truck and Mark headed back out to the highway, only a few hours left until we hit the trailhead.
We hadn't gotten more than a mile down the road and Carol was sliding over on the seat to sit next to me. She leaned against me and wrapped an arm around mine, pulling it against her chest. "Did you have fun?" She whispered.
"HUH?" I asked completely shocked.
"Did you have fun fucking her?" She whispered again
"Um... I didn't have sex with her... at least not that way." I answered somewhat flustered.
"Ohhh? Really?"
"Um. Yeah."
"So what did you do in there all that time?"
"Well, we... I mean... hell."
She squeezed my arm tightly. "You are so cute when you blush."
"I'm glad you think it's funny."
"Oh I don't think it's funny at all! I'm glad you didn't. I mean, that must mean that you only do it with special women... Am I a special woman?"
"I don't know just yet. I mean I haven't seen you in years and here you want to jump into the sack." I said somewhat flustered.
"You are so cute." She said leaning in and giving me a kiss on the cheek.
"What makes me cute this time?"
"Just how flustered you get. I mean we've known each other since my sister got married." She said. Then she leaned in closer and whispered, "I've wanted to fuck you since I saw you that night in that tux. The only thing that kept me from dragging you off to the ladies room and taking advantage of you was that you were married. Now that you're not... I really really want to feel your big cock inside me. I want to feel your cum pumping inside me and filling me full. I want to feel you make me climax the climax I've waited for years to feel."
"You are direct, aren't you?"
"Only when I know what I want!" She said slipping a hand into my lap. "And in this case I know exactly what I want." She finished as she grabbed my dick through my shorts and squeezed it.
"I guess so." I mumbled.
The rest of the drive was spent with Carol sitting next to me, working my dick through my shorts to keep it hard. In some ways I was glad when we finally got to the trailhead just after dark. We climbed out of the truck and stretched our stiff muscles before unloading gear. It only took a few minutes to find a free camp site and set up the tents and such. I was tired already and we hadn't even started hiking.
"If you don't mind I'm going to sack out." I announced as the girls and Mark worked at getting a fire going in the fire pit. I walked over to the tiny tent that Carol and I were sharing and looked inside. "This thing is so small, how are you supposed to change in it?"
"Oh, you don't!" Carol said with a grin. "I just stand outside and change and then climb inside."
I shook my head and began undressing, Carol and Tina watching my every move in the flickering light of the newly lit fire.
"Nice bod!" Tina said to her sister with a poke in the arm. "You are going to have so much fun this trip."
"You're telling me!" She said as she stood up and walked over to where I was pulling the last of my clothes off. I had intended to sleep in my skivvies, but Carol had other ideas, stepping behind me and pushing the elastic waistband down my body. "That's much better." She said as she let go of them and allowed them to slide the rest of the way down to my ankles. As she stood back up she began pulling her own clothes off until the two of us were standing completely naked in front of the little tent. She bent down and crawled into the tent, laying down on her back on her sleeping bag. She looked out the little door at me and motioned for me to come inside.
I got down on my hands and knees and began crawling into the tent. From where she positioned herself there was no room to get into the tent except for crawling directly over her, which was apparently her desire.
"That's it." She whispered as I moved over her naked body, feeling her hand reach out and grasp my hard dick when it came in reach. "Now just slide that big dick right inside me." She practically pleaded, pulling my dick toward her hot pussy.
My head touched her wet lips and immediately felt the heat of her wetness across my head. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me down to her while pulling herself up toward me. I easily slid inside her wet tunnel, her velvety pussy caressing my dick as I pushed deeper inside her.
"Ohhhh yes!" she moaned as I hit bottom, my pubic hair pressing against her clean shaven pussy. "Now make love to me, slow and easy. Make me cum around your hard dick." She practically moaned.
How could I refuse such a request, not to mention this is the first pussy I have had around my dick since the divorce. I was glad to see my body hadn't forgotten what to do with a hot woman. Almost without thinking about it, I started slowly sliding in and out of her hot tunnel, pulling out until my head was all that was left inside her and then pushing back deep inside her. As I stroked my pace picked up, each stoke slapping against her body, making her hot looking tits wiggle in the faint light filtering through the tent material.



"Oh god yes!" she hissed as she arched her back in time with my strokes, helping me drive in as deep as she could take me. "Make me cum!"
I was getting very close to my own climax, my dick growing thicker than I remembered it growing for a long time. "I'm going to cum!" I grunted between clenched teeth, trying to hold off until she came.
"That's it baby... cum for me... cum inside me and fill me with your hot juice!" She moaned as her own body shuddered on the edge of climax.
My body took over, jerking in an uncontrollable spasm as it pumped a huge spurt of my hot juice deep into her pussy.
"Yes!" She cried loudly as she felt my cum surge into her, triggering the climax she had been waiting for. Her body jerked and squeezed my dick as she felt each squirt of my cum surge into her. Shot after shot of my juice flowed into her until my body had emptied its reservoir, only the empty spasms continued as my body twitched with the receding chemical flood.
The two of us lay there for some time, panting and sweating, the light of the flickering fire gently illuminating her beautiful body. I lifted myself on my elbows so I could look down her body, surveying the curve of her firm breasts and slim stomach. I could see the slight stretch marks in her skin, which hadn't tanned as well as the rest of her, indicating that she had indeed once been larger than she is now.
"So what do you think?" She asked quietly.
"I think you're beautiful."
"Thank you, but that wasn't exactly what I was asking."
"Ah... Then all I can say is... fantastic. Thank you."
Carol smiled up at me. "You're welcome. Thank you too. It was every bit as good as I had hoped it would be." She said quietly as she pulled me back down on top of her.
We lay like that for some time before I softened enough to slide from her pussy, uncorking a flood of juices. I rolled off her and she rolled with me to stay against me, laying her head on my chest. I lay looking at the flicker of light from the fire play across the walls of the tent, feeling the warmth of Carol against me. The last thing I remembered before sleep overtook me was her gently caress of my chest as we lay together.
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Hunt 1
I had been hunting this area for years. I have one particular tree stand that I have used for so long, that I actually bent the tree branches around the stand, allowing them to grow into curve around the stand, shielding me almost completely from the ground. The other nice thing is that this area is not well known to many, so I have almost exclusive hunting pressure, making it really great for bow season. I can slip into my stand before daylight, and will see something almost every day. Not always a shootable, deer, but something coming down one of the five deer trails that intersect within a 50 yard are at a bend in a little creek.
This last year the spring floods changed the area even more, falling a large tree across the creek, causing an area to wash out, making a five foot deep pool. This pool has moved the deer crossings all down to a single area about 20 yards from my stand. Almost a perfect hunting situation. I guess this is why I was irritated when I got stuck following another pickup, which just happened to make all the same turns I did, ending up in the parking are for my little known hunting area.
I parked my suburban a little bit away from the other truck and got out to get my stuff ready, grumbling to myself about the intruder. I turned on my read cap-brim light to let my eyes start adjusting to the darkness while I loaded the last of my stuff into my pack. I was visibly startled when a female voice said good morning. I turned so my light would illuminate her. Unfortunately the small red beam also gave away where I was looking, as I started at her feet and worked my way up. She was about five and a half feet tall, not skinny, but slender, with a fairly large chest and bright eyes and a huge smile on the only non-camouflaged part of her body.
"so do you hunt here a lot?" She asked when I was finally looking at her face.
"Actually, I do quite a bit." I finally got out.
"Oh. This is my first time here. I put up a stand yesterday just down off a ridge about a half mile down the trail."
"About the third ridge down?" I asked
"Uh huh. There's a little saddle that looks like it gets a lot of traffic."
"Yeah. I know the place. Should be a good spot."
"Good deal. Where are you hunting at?"
Not wanting to give away my hot spot I was a bit misleading. "Oh. I have a stand a bit north of there off the end of one of the ridges."
"Oh, well, it looks like we're going the same way then. Mind if I hike back with you?"
"No. I guess I don't." I said as I leaned back into my truck and pulled out my pack, strapping it on and then pulling out my bow. I closed and locked my truck as she walked over to hers and picked up her small pack and bow.
"Ok. All set!" She said as she came back over. "I've only been down this trail once, so having someone who knows it beats the GPS."
I headed out, not really sure how this was going to work out. I was partly upset that I had to share my best hunting area, and partly upset at her friendliness. I hiked with her and we talked quietly until I had to break off to head down to my stand. I learned that her name was Kathy and she was single and in her mid thirties. The only girl in a family of 4 brothers, she liked hunting, fishing and shooting, and considered herself something of a tomboy. When I split off from her I picked a way down that wouldn't give away where my stand was. I made my way down to my stand by heading down the ridge before turning and going down into the bottom. I made my way down to my stand and pulled myself up into it, and settled in, covering the last of me with a camo face net and turning off my little red light. All I had to do now was wait for daylight in a half hour or so.
It had been warm enough when I walked in, nearly seventy degrees in the wee hours of the morning. Now that it was nearly 9 it was getting just plain hot, and there was no breeze in this little hollow. I was about to quit when I heard something coming. I stood up and got my bow ready. The sound of rustling leaves continued down the hill behind me, following one of the deer trails.
I waited patiently to be able to see what was coming. To my surprise it wasn't a deer. It was that damn female hunter tromping right down the hill into my area. She seemed to be following her GPS. I wondered how she had found my stand. I hung my bow up and got ready to climb down and call it a day. No deer will come by now with all that noise. To my surprise, when she hit the bottom of the hill she turned slightly and walked over to the stream. She followed it down toward my stand, stopping when she came to the deep spot.
I was drenched in sweat, so it was no surprise to see her shirt mostly soaked with sweat after she took her pack off. I decided to just sit tight and not give away my position. She clearly wasn't there for my stand, in fact I didn't think she knew I was there. I stood in my stand, and watched as she looked around and then peeled her shirt off, kneeling down next to the creek wearing only a sports bra above her waist. I really wanted her to turn so I could see better, but all I could see was her back.
After tossing some water on her face and arms, she looked around and then pulled the bra up and over her head. Now I really wanted her to turn so I could see her. She leaned over and splashed some of the cool water on her chest and back. I was getting hard thinking about how she must look leaning over like that. Suddenly she popped up, kneeling next to the stream covering herself with her arms. After looking for a minute or so she spotted the squirl that had made the noise and then relaxed, dropping her arms and giving me my first look at her tits. They were clearly larger than I had expected, being a full C cup or larger. Now I really had a hard dick.
She looked around again and then stood up, bending over to untie her boots and pull them off. It didn't take her long to strip the rest of her clothes off, leaving her butt naked. Gingerly she slid into the deep spot of the pool. She turned around to face me, lowering herself down into the water. God I was horny now. I unzipped my pants as quietly as I could and pulled my hard dick out and stroked it slowly, not wanting her to realize she was being watched. She swished the cool water around her a few times, bobbing up and down to cover all of but her hair.
After only a few minutes she climbed up out of the pool and stood facing me, squeegeeing the water off her body. I stroked more quickly as she massaged her tits and gently played with her hard nipples. I tried to stifle my grunts as the sight pushed me over the edge, my hard dick squirting rope after rope of cum out and onto the leaves around my tree stand. I saw her stiffen and look around warily. I stood as still as I could while she dressed and then with a final look around, picked up her pack and bow and headed up the valley towards the trail, following her GPS as a map.
Once she was out of sight I quickly put myself back together, and climbed down. I knew a short cut to get out, which I didn't usually use because it meant going up a huge hill, but I figured it might let me get out before her so she didn't realize I was watching her. I headed down the creek line and around the next ridge before heading up the hill at an angle. I walked into the parking area from a different direction as the main path just as she was coming down it. I headed straight for my truck and started putting my gear in the back as she walked over.
"Do any good this morning?" She asked with a smile.
"Nope." I answered as I pulled my sweat soaked t-shirt off. "Saw one doe, but that's it."
"Oh." She said checking me out. I'm no hunk any more. Age and gravity have taken hold, but I still think I don't look too bad for someone pushing fifty. "I thought I heard a buck snort at me a few times but I never saw it." She continued with a grin.
"That's a shame. I know there are some big bucks around in here."
"I got that feeling." She said as she walked over to the truck and put her bow and pack in the cab before untying and pulling off her boots. I had to admit she had a pretty nice looking ass. She pulled out a towel and tossed it over the side of the truck and then stripped off her t-shirt and pants, leaving her standing in her panties and sports bra.
"You don't mind me changing here, do you?" she asked with her back still to me.
"Nope!" I said back as she dried the sweat off her body, bending at the waist to do her legs, giving me a great view of her ass and panty covered pussy.
"So do you prefer does or bucks?" She called from her bent position.
"What?"
She straightened up and turned toward me while she pulled on some shorts. "Do you like to eat doe or buck better?" She asked as she pulled a fresh t-shirt on.
"Oh. I prefer to eat doe. It's more tender."
"Cool. Well, I better head out. Have a good day. Maybe I'll see you tomorrow!" She called brightly as she climbed into her truck to leave.
"Sure thing." I called back as I closed the back of my truck and walked to get in mine, trying to hide the huge bulge I had in my pants. As I drove home I wondered if her comments meant that she had heard me jacking off. Not a nice thought.
The next morning found me pulling into the parking lot well before dawn. Kathy's truck was already in the lot and she was no where to be seen. I made my way quietly to my stand and was settled in with plenty of time before the sky started to lighten up. Just past dawn I saw two nice does come down the trail with a nice buck following them. I decided to wait for the buck and pass on the does. To my distress, he turned and went wide of my stand, not giving me a clear shot. Oh well. There would be more chances. Just there weren't any more this day.
Around nine I heard the sound of feet in the leaves again. I looked and quickly saw Kathy walking straight for the little stream again. This time she walked up and set down her pack and bow. She pulled a towel out of her pack and laid it on a sunny patch on the ground and then sat down on it, pulling her boots and socks off. She stood up and stripped off her clothes again. I stood up and undid my pants while she was slipping into the water, stroking my already hard dick while she got herself wet. She climbed out and stood bending over her pack, her tits swinging back and forth seductively while she dug. Soon she had several items in her hands and she stepped over and lay down on the towel. She put a pair of sunglasses on and then went to work slowly spreading cream on her body. Her body glistened in the sunshine as she spread the lotion on her body. My dick was growing fatter by the moment as I watched her lay back and rub her large tits, squeezing her nipples periodically. I was getting close to squirting my juice all over when I was shocked back to reality.
"Are you going to stay up that tree, or are you going to come down and see me up close?"
I nearly fell out of my stand at that comment. "You know I'm up here?"
She turned her head to look at me. "I wasn't sure until I met you in the parking lot. Then I was sure you had watched me. I just wasn't sure where until right now."
"So you didn't know I was up here this morning?"
"Nope... Just guessing."
"Well you guess right."
"The question still stands. Are you coming down here or do you just like to watch from a distance?" She asked as one of her hands slide down between her spread legs and began to rub her pussy lips.
"I think I'll come down." I replied as I tried to tuck my dick in.
"Don't bother to put your dick away. I know it has to be hanging out."
I lowered my bow to the ground on the rope that is always there for that purpose and then climbed down with my pack over one arm and my dick swinging back and forth. When I stepped on the ground I turned toward her. She had lifted herself up on her elbows to look at me. "Nice cock!" She said "Why don't you bring that over here."
I walked over to her.
"Ok. It's your turn. Why don't you get naked and then wash all that sweat off."
"If that's what you want." I said as I started shucking my clothes. I climbed into the cool water and washed the sweat off my body, climbing out feeling a lot more refreshed. The cool water had some effect on my dick and it was now only at half mast.
"Bring that over here and let's see what we can do about getting it big again." She said as she held a hand out to me. I stepped over to her and she took my hand and pulled me until I was straddling her and then she pulled me down so I was kneeling over her chest, my dick hanging inches from her mouth. It didn't take long for her hot mouth to envelop my cool dick, quickly bringing it back to life. Before long I was moaning in pleasure as she licked and sucked my dick. "Why don't you fuck my tits with that huge stick." She whispered as she pulled her head off my dick. I moved back slightly as she squeezed her tits up and around my dick. I started sliding in and out of her luscious tits, playing with her nipples as the head of my dick disappeared into her mouth after appearing out the top of her tits. It only took a few short minutes and I was ready to shoot.
"I'm going to cum!" I cried out.
Her only response was to suck me harder as my dick slid into her mouth, pushing me over the top. She let go of her tits and wrapped her hands around my dick, pumping up and down my shaft while she suctioned shot after shot of cum into her mouth. I leaned over her, allowing her to continue to lick and suck my dick as I caught my breath.
"God that was good!" I panted.
"Good." She said after letting my softening dick slip from her mouth. " Why don't you return the favor!"
"What do you have in mind?"
"You said you like to eat doe... I have a really wet spot that is just waiting to be eaten."
"I think I get the picture." I said as I stood up and turned around. I knelt back down over her, with my dick tickling her tits and my head between her legs. She smelled really turned on and her pussy was already leaking juices onto her towel. I pulled her lips apart and quickly dove my tongue deep into her, eliciting a long groan. "oh god yes.... Just like that!" she hissed as I flicked my tongue across her engorged clit. I continued the action as she grabbed hold of my dick and began stroking me as she whithered under the assault of my tongue. She continued to stroke and yank on my pole as it grew in her hands. I must have only been working on her pussy for about ten minutes when she stiffened and cried out. "OH GOD! I'm Coming!" she screamed as her body began to shake. I continued to gently lick her slit and clit, trying to make her climax last as long as possible. "oh god... no more! Please!" She panted.
I pulled my head from between her legs and she let go of my dick. I turned around and sat on the towel ready to fuck her silly.
"Not just yet... My pussy needs a break" she panted as I started to move between her legs, so I turned and sat on the towel next to her. "Thank you." She said softly as she reached out to idly stroke my dick.
"You're welcome."
We sat for some time, her resting and playing with my dick, me idly stroking her tit and nipple.
"Have you ever hiked naked?" she asked curiously.
"A few times." I replied, remembering a few experiences.
"How about here?"
"No, but its quiet enough to probably get away with it."
"Good!" she said brightly. "Let's do that then!" she said as she got up and began pulling on her socks and boots.
"You sure?" I asked, still hoping to get to screw her.
"Yeah." She said as she started stuffing her clothes into her pack. She was ready well before me and stood waiting with her pack on and her bow in one hand. Her tits giggling and swaying as she moved, making me move even slower as I tried to watch them. "Come on slow poke, or you'll never get to stick that thing in me!"
Well that was encouraging! Maybe this wasn't over yet. I slung my pack onto my back and picked up my bow.
"So which way?"
"Easy trail or short trail?" I asked
"Easy."
"This way." I said pointing to a little trail that wound up the side of the hill. She quickly took off up the trail, so her wiggling ass was in front of my eyes the whole time. It didn't take too long to get to the top of the hill and walk next to each other on the larger path going along the ridges. Her tits bounced and wiggled seductively, which I watched, and she watched my hard dick swing back and forth as I walked. It didn't take too long before we were both getting hot and sweaty, and not just from the walk.
"How far to the trucks?" she asked
"About a quarter of a mile."
"Too far." She said taking hold of my hand and pulling me over to a tree. She set her bow and pack down and then held the tree, bending at the waist and spreading her legs wide. "I gotta have that dick in me now!"
"I think I can manage that." I said stepping behind her. I set my stuff down and grabbed hold of her hips and aimed my dick at her sopping pussy. She was a surprisingly tight fit, even as wet as she was. It took a number of short strokes to finally get fully into her and begin to pump in and out in long slow strokes. She was quickly moaning loudly, a steady stream of dirty talk coming from her as I pounded into her. "That's it. Fuck my hot little pussy! Pump that huge cock into my tight twat. Oh god yes! Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cum fill me up! That's it baby... Fuck my pussy. Slam that cock into me. Make me cum! I wanna cum around your fat dick. Oh god yes... Just like that!" she cried out as her body began to shake. I could feel her pussy clamp tighter around my dick as I continued to stroke into her. She was still in mid orgasm when I rammed in as far as I could and began to squirt my juices into her. "OH FUCK!" she cried again as she felt my cum filling her pussy. I had to help hold her up as her knees began to sag, but that lasted only a minute or so before she stood up as far as she could without my dick slipping from inside her. She reached behind her and pulled me close to her, wrapping my arms around her and putting them on her tits. Then she pulled my head close to her and kissed my cheek. "God you're a good fuck." She whispered. "I may have to come hunting here a lot more often."
"I have to admit that you are a pretty good fuck too." I said as my dick continued to twitch inside her.
We stood there until my softening dick slipped from her pussy, then the pulled away and knelt before me, gently licking and sucking all our juices from my member. "mmmmmm you taste good too." She said when she had finished.
"I had to admit that your pussy tasted pretty damn good when I was eating you earlier."
"Well, maybe you will have to have a bit more of it later?" She said as she picked up her stuff. "Let's get back to the trucks now."
We walked back to the trucks, stopping only for her to dig out a shirt to wipe up the copious amount of our juices that kept running down her legs. We got back to the trucks a bit after ten, still naked except for our boots and socks. I dug into my pack and opened my suburban while she got her truck opened. I dug out clothes and prepared to get dressed while she did the same. She walked over with her boots open and a pair of shorts and shirt in her hand.
"So, do you like naked hiking?" she asked as she stepped behind me and wrapped her hands around me, grabbing my flaccid dick.
"I have to admit that the view is pretty intense."
"The fucking is too. Will I see you tomorrow?" She whispered in my ear.
"I guess that depends."
"On what?"
"If you're going to be naked again tomorrow." I answered quietly.
"Well, if that's what you want..." she said stepping back and pulling me along with her. She walked backwards to her truck, holding me by the hand. She pulled me along as she climbed up on the hood of her truck and kicked her boots off so she was completely naked. Then she spread her legs wide for me to see her wet exposed pussy. "Is this what you like to see?"



"Oh yes." I said stepping closer and leaning down to lick her pussy. I flicked my tongue across her clit several times, bringing a shiver to her.
"Oh god. That is still so sensitive." She cooed.
"I'm glad you like it. I guess you'll have to wait for tomorrow for more." I said with an evil grin. "I have to make sure you want to come back."
"Oh god... don't worry. I'll be back."
"Good! Because I plan on it as well." I said as I stepped away. I walked over to my truck and pulled on a pair of pants and shirt before stepping into my boots again. When I drove away Kathy was still sitting on the hood of the truck with her legs splayed at an obscene angle, sliding a finger franticly in and out of her pussy.
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Lisa was one of the younger secretaries at work. Very good looking and very nice. We had chatted often about a wide range of subjects, usually while I was waiting for copies to run or such. I didn't really think of her as anything but a nice young lady, and good secretary, mostly because I had a daughter that was older than she was.
Over the couple years we had talked, she had come to know that I was an avid hunter and I had learned of her passion for photography. I was a bit shocked when she asked me if I would take her Turkey hunting this season.
"I didn't think you were a hunter?" I asked her.
"Not at all. But I watched a hunting show the other day and I thought that some of the video they shot was fantastic, and I would really like to get some pictures like that!"
"You do realize that the shot lots and lots of bad video for those few minutes of good stuff?" "Sure. But I like the outdoors! It should be fun!"
'Ok. Let's see if you still think so when your climbing out of bed at four in the morning." "Sure, no problem. She replied with a smile.
That decided, I made her a shopping list of things to get and sent her do the local Walmart. The next day she assured me she had everything on the list, from good hiking boots to a camouflaged net face mask. I agreed to pick her up at four-thirty Saturday morning.
The alarm went off Saturday and I crawled out of the sack. I moved quietly as I could so I wouldn't wake my wife, and got dressed in all my normal hunting cammo. A quick bite of breakfast and I was off to pick up Lisa.
I pulled into the driveway and the house was dark. I checked the address, and yes, this was the place, but I was a few minutes early. I parked and walked up to the door leaving the truck idling, and gave it a quick rap. I wasn't overly surprised that she didn't answer, I mean it was four-thirty in the morning. I knocked again and waited, still no answer. "I guess she wasn't going to make it anyway", I thought to myself as I turned and headed down the steps toward the truck.
"Mike!?" I heard called from the front door as I was about to climb back into my truck.
"Yeah."
"Is that you?"
"Yep. It's four-thirty."
"Damn! My alarm didn't go off. Come on in, I'll be ready in a minute!"
"You're sure? I mean you don't have to come if you don't want."
"NO! I do want to come. Come on in while I get dressed." She said clutching the front of her bathrobe closed and holding the door open for me.
"Ok." I said looking at my watch. We would be late to the hunting area, but that couldn't be helped I guess. I walked up and stepped inside the door while she silently walked down the hall toward the bedroom. I saw the bathroom light flick on and saw a flash of naked woman walk through the small circle of light.
Now don't get me wrong, I think she is VERY attractive. Slim, maybe a hundred tweny pounds, five and a half feet tall, and oh yes... she had a set of D size tits that, from what I could tell at work, didn't need much support. A few times I was pretty sure the outfit she had on didn't allow a bra, but you couldn't tell she didn't have one on. If she hadn't been younger than my oldest daughter I probably would have been very interpreted.
It was only a few minutes before she came down the hall, dressed in tree leaf camouflage from neck to toe, a camera bag in her hand. She clomped into the kitchen in her heavy boots and grabbed a power bar and bottle of water.
"All set!" she said as she came out of the kitchen.
"Ok." Was all I said as I headed toward the door.
The drive to where I hunt is about a half hour, which we did in mostly silence due to the early hour. We got there as the sky was getting light, not too late thankfully. After parking I got out my gun, loaded it and put on my turkey vest full of hunting equipment. Surprisingly it takes a lot to hunt those darn birds, everything from half a dozen different calls to decoys.
"Ok. Let's go." I said as I led her down the path to a large field. "Now we wait." I said, leaning against a large steel gate.
"What for?"
"Gobbles." I whispered. "When they are on the roost they will gobble to tell the females where they are so they can mate."
"OH!" she whispered back.
We stood for a number of minutes before we heard the first gobbler calling. It was quickly answered by another, competing for the females.
"I think that one." I whispered, pointing across the corner of the field toward the deepest tone gobble I heard. "That's the dominant one."
"So what do we do?"
"We get into position as quietly as we can." I whispered, opening the gate. "Come on."
She followed me through the gate and we made our way around the edge of the horse field. I could see a number of horses in the distance, but they left us alone, not really sure what we were, all camouflaged up like this. I found the place where I wanted to cross the fence, a high five strand barb wire bastard. The guy that owned this field did not want his horses getting out, so he build a great fence, just a bitch to get over. There was a spot that had a couple trees, that helped a lot. I handed her my shotgun and then showed her how to climb the fence, using the trees as balance points to climb up and over. Once on the other side she handed me my gun and I turned and put it against a tree. By the time I turned back around to take her camera, which seemed almost as big as my gun, she was climbing the fence nimbly, camera in one hand and tree in the other.
She did a great job until she got to the top wire. There she stood, balanced on the wire, not really sure how to get down. I moved forward, intending to help balance her, and reached my hands up to her slim waist.
Without warning she was suddenly falling toward me, and I was totally unprepared for that. I grabbed what I could, which was a fist full of shirt with my right hand and tried to encircle her body with my left, since it had already slipped off her waist and was sticking uselessly behind her. I tried to half hold her up and half pull her toward me to prevent her from falling into the barbwire, and was moderately successful. It took me several seconds to realize that I had indeed caught her, with my right hand holding a bunch of shirt material almost over her head and my left arm pulling her body tight to mind. Her feet hadn't even hit the ground yet. It took almost as long to realize that my unshaven face was pressed against some very soft, smooth, firm skin. My effort to catch her had pulled her shirt up until her entire left breast was exposed, and most of her right breast as well, and I was holding her off the ground with my face pressed between the two large firm mounts of sweet flesh. I'm not sure who was blushing more when I let her slide to the ground and let go of her shirt, with both her tits now fully exposed.
"I'm sorry." I whispered. "I wasn't expecting you to jump."
"My fault." She whispered back as she pulled her shirt back down over her naked breasts. "I thought you were ready to catch me."
I turned to get my gun and then led the way a few yards back into the woods, trying to give her time to get put back together and also to allow me to get my quickly growing dick into a more comfortable position. I motioned for her to be silent, and where to sit. Then I pulled my mask out and slipped it on, indicating that she should do the same. When we were done there wasn't an inch of exposed skin on us, except for our eyes. I moved off a little ways and set up my decoys and then retreated to a spot a few feet from where she was sitting. I settled in on my pad and got out my calls.
It didn't take long to get the bird to come in a ways, but it just wouldn't get close enough for me to shoot. Lisa, on the other hand, was having a field day, snapping away with her silent Cannon D40 and a lens that was half as long as my shotgun. She seemed to be getting great shots of the gobbler strutting and displaying to a hen that had moved in with him. There really wasn't much I could do until he finished with her, so we just sat and watched him strut his stuff. To my surprise, she acquiesced and allowed him to mount her right there. Lisa was silently oohing and aaaahing about her pictures as she snapped away, trying not to move in such a way as to scare the birds away.
Ultimately, the gobbler got done and moved off without getting into shooting range. I called a few more times and quickly had another, younger bird answer. I had to take my time and coax the wary bird into my trap. Just as I thought success was in my hands, Lisa sneezed. With a commotion and frenzied flapping, the gobbler took to the air, ruining any chance of another set-up.
"I'm sorry." She whispered.
"No need to whisper. I think we're done here." I said a bit disgustedly. I got up and walked over and picked up my decoys. When I got back Lisa was looking through her camera out into the field, her nipples so hard they were clearly showing through her shirt. "See something interesting?"
"Yeah! Those two horses!"
I looked over, and sure enough, about half way across the field, one of the stallions was getting ready to mount a mare, his huge dong hanging out and swinging around very much like a fire hose. I looked back down and could clearly see her hard nipples through her skin tight camouflaged t-shirt.
"God that is so hot!" She said as she watched the horses screwing in the field. "I wonder what it's like to fuck in the woods like an animal."
"I think that's something you need to take up with your husband." I said quietly
"Oh, he'd never do anything like that. I mean if it's not in the bedroom, then... well, it just won't happen!" She said with finality.
"Well... I think we might as well head back to the truck. I don't think we are going to see any more turkeys out here today." I said as I started walking toward the fence.
Lisa got up from where she was sitting on the ground and followed me toward the fence. "You know... You could."
I stopped short of the fence and turned around to look at her. "I could what?" I asked, not at all sure she meant what I thought she meant.
She continued walking until she was only a foot or so from me. "You could show me what it's like to screw like the animals do!" She said in a very sultry voice. "I mean you already saw my breasts, and I didn't see you complain." She said as she pushed my turkey vest off my shoulders and let it fall to the ground. For reasons I still don't understand, I allowed her to push my t-shirt up and over my head and toss it on the ground.
"That was an accident." I said simply. "I didn't do it intentionally."
"I know." She said with a shrug. "But just the same, you did look, and as far as I could tell, you liked what you saw."
"Of course I did, you have a fantastic looking body."
"Well, then, you won't mind looking at more of it!" She said as she took the camera off her neck, hung it on a tree branch and grasped the bottom of her shirt. In one smooth move she pulled it up and over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up. If anything I had underestimated just how good looking she was. Her skin was tanned and smooth, with no sign of even the slightest tan line. Her breasts had the shape of two halves of cantaloupe, each standing firm and tall on her chest. Centered on the top of her two mountains were large round brown areola, two hard nipples centered and standing out like small peaks on the larger mountains. At that second all I wanted to do was to draw one of those nipples into my mouth and suck on it.
I was so intent on looking at her fantastic tits that I didn't even notice that her hands had traveled to the top of her pants and were busy undoing the belt and snap. I heard the zipper slide down, drawing my attention to where her hands now were. She wiggled her hips as she pushed the camouflaged material over them, allowing it to slide down her legs until it pooled below her knees, held up by her hiking boots. She was now naked from the knees up, except for the tiny purple thong panty that almost covered her pussy. Her thumbs were hooked in the tiny strings, pushing it slowly down, uncovering her neatly trimmed pussy hair. She wiggled her hips slowly as she worked the strings down farther, uncovering the rest of her fantastic looking pussy for me to see.
My body responded without me telling it to, my dick hardening and growing into a huge bulge in my pants. She shuffled the two steps over toward me, her firm tits nearly touching me, and began to undo my pants. It took her slim, nimble fingers no time at all to get the snap and zipper undone, pushing my pants and underwear down to free my hard dick while I reached out and cupped both of her fantastic tits in my hands. I squeezed and massaged them, allowing her nipples to press into the palms of my hands while she stroked my cock with her delicate hands, allowing her fingers to reach all the way to my balls.
"I really want you to fuck me. I want you to turn me around and bend me over and take me like a stallion takes a mare! I want to feel this fat dick fill my hot pussy."
"My pleasure." I replied as I moved my hands to her shoulders. She allowed me to turn her until she was facing away from me, and leaned over, holding onto a tree trunk. I shuffled myself directly behind her and pushed my dick down until the head rubbed against her pussy lips. She was already extremely wet, and my head split her lips with ease, finding the entrance to her tunnel almost without thought. I pushed against her and she moaned as my dick slowly forced itself into her tunnel, which expanded to accommodate it.
"OH GOD!" I groaned as I sunk deeper into her.
"OH FUCK!" she screamed as I hit bottom, my hips pressing against her firm smooth ass. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" she half cried, half begged.
I pulled back until I was nearly out of her, and then slammed into her, driving my dick fully into her.
"YES!" she cried loudly.
I pulled back and repeated, driving my dick fully into her, my hips slapping loudly into her firm ass. I squeezed her ass with my hands as I started yet another plunge. My pace picked up as her tunnel expanded to fit my dick better. I fell into an easy rhythm, our bodies slapping together as my dick pistoned in and out of her hot tunnel. I bent forward and grabbed her tits, squeezing her nipples as I pounded into her, receiving a cry of passion with each stroke.
"Oh god yes! Harder! That's it! Oh Yes! God yes! Fuck my hot cunt! Fuck me! Oh yes!" she cried as I pounded into her time and time again.
"I'm going to cum!" I grunted through clenched teeth as my balls tightened in preparation for my imminent explosion.
"YES! Fill me full... I want to feel your cum exploding inside of me!" she screamed into the morning air.
I slapped against her, one... two... three... four more strokes before my body spasmed, slamming in even harder as my first shot of cum surged out into her, making her cry once more, this time in pleasure.
"YES!" she screamed as her body began to shudder, her orgasm triggered by the hot cum flowing from my cock into her quivering pussy.
My body spasmed time and time again, pushing more and more cum into her as her own climax added more of her own juices to the copious amount of fluid building up inside her. Finally my jerking and spasming eased and I was left panting and sweating, my hard dick still twitching on its own inside of her. I could feel her chest heaving as I gently massaged her tits and nipples, slick with sweat.
"God that was mind blowing!" she panted, standing up enough to reach behind her head and pull me against her without my dick slipping from her yet.
"I have to admit, it was probably the best fuck I have ever had." I panted as my sweaty chest pressed against her back.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it too." She panted, moving one hand from my neck to cover my right hand, squeezing her right tit with my own hand. "You certainly know how to take a girl!"
"Never done it out here before. My wife is a bit too prudish for that." I said as my breathing slowly started to return to normal.
"Yeah. My hubby is that way too. I'm glad I had a chance to try this, and to be honest, I can't think of a nicer guy to try it with."
My dick softened to the point that it slid from her pussy, uncorking a flood of juices that began to run down her legs.
"WOW!" She said as she shuffled a foot or so away from me and turned to face me. She crouched down and allowed most of our combined juices to leak from her pussy onto the ground, missing her pants, that are still bunched up on her legs below her knees. She looked up at me and grinned. "You really did fill me up."
"I guess I did." I said a bit sheepishly, taking the opportunity to look more at her naked body.
"You like what you see?" She asked with a grin.
"Actually I do." I replied with a nod. "Figure I might as well enjoy it. I'm not likely to see it again."
She reached down and started unlacing her boots. "If that's the case, you might as well see it completely naked!" she said as she stepped out of her boots and slid her pants off. She was now standing in the dry leaves butt naked, turning slowly so I could see her entire body. "You like?"
"Very much." I said reaching a hand out for her. She took my hand and I pulled her closer to me and leaned down, sucking one of her hard nipples into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her rigid nipple, briefly tasting the saltiness of her sweat. She moaned quietly as I nibbled her nipple gently before kissing my way across to her other tit, tasting her salty sweat all the way across. I sucked her other nipple into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue. Her tits tasted as good in my mouth as they looked. I couldn't resist slipping a hand down her soft stomach, gently stroking back and forth as I worked it lower and lower. My fingers found her neatly trimmed bush and gently drew small circles in it while I continued to lick and nibble on her nipple.
"Oh that feels so nice." She moaned softly as I worked my fingers farther down her body, now gently stroking her soft wet pussy lips. I allowed my finger to gently stroke between her lips, finding her clit, as yet untouched in our little tryst.
"OH!" she squeaked as I drew my finger across the hard nub. "That really feels good!"
"I'm glad!" I mumbled in her tit as I began working my finger in small circles around her clit, much like my tongue was circling her nipple.
"OHHHH!" she cried as her body trembled at my ministrations. "God you're going to make me cum again!" she squeaked.
I increased the speed of my circling finger, drawing her closer to another climax. I felt her body, soft and firm at the same time, tremble in my arms. Her first spasm jerked her body as I stoked across her clit, triggering the awaited orgasm. Time after time I stroked her clit, eliciting one long cry of pleasure that seemed to go on forever. Finally when I didn't think there could be a breath left in her, she took a deep breath and moaned, moving a hand to mine to stop my stroking, her body no longer able to handle the stimulation on her overly sensitive clit.
I released her tit from my mouth and kissed up her chest to her neck and gently kissed her neck before letting her go. She wrapped her arms around my body and pulled me tight to her, tilting her head up to mine while she pulled mine down to hers. She kissed me hungrily, her mouth practically attacking mine, her tongue pushing into mouth, finding and dueling with mine, while her hands pulled my face to hers. She was totally in control, aggressively kissing me. Slowly the tone of the kiss changed, easing and moving from aggressive to sensual, nibbling at my lips and gently licking my tongue instead of dueling with it. Even that slowly changed until she broke the kiss after at least five minutes. She hugged me tight, our arms encircling each other and holding one another. Slowly we broke the embrace, and she stepped back.



"I really don't know what came over me." She said a crimson flush coming to her chest and neck. "I mean... It was..."
"I know." I said. "Thank you."
She continued to blush while she slowly began to dress. I pulled up my pants and watched as she slowly covered her incredibly sexy body. She seemed to look at the ground more than anything else. I was worried about what was going through her mind, and stepped toward her and took her hand, stopping her from pulling her shirt on. "Are you ok?
"I'm not sure. I mean... I've never felt that way before. I was just so... totally... I don't even know how to describe it!"
I pulled her to me and hugged her against me, her bare tits pressing into my chest. "It's ok." I whispered as I stroked her hair. "It'll be ok."
"Are you sure?" she whispered.
"I'm sure!" I whispered back. I held her until I felt her push from my chest. I let go of her and helped her pull her shirt on, getting a smile from her at the same time.
We climbed the fence and walked back to the truck in silence, walking a few feet from each other. I opened the gate and let her through and then opened the truck door so she could get in. once she was seated, I closed the door and then put up my shotgun. It only took a few moments to get my gear put up my gear and get in the truck. She stayed silent until I had backed the truck out and we were headed up the little two lane highway.
"Can we do it again some time?" she asked over the wind noise.
"Do what?" I asked, not wanting to make any assumptions about what she was saying.
"Take some more pictures. I really enjoyed having you show me all the nature out here."
"Just pictures?" I asked trying to get some clarification. This was not something I wanted to leave to chance. I hoped she wanted more... but I had to know for sure.
"Pictures... never know what might happen after that though. I understand that nature is very liberating. Really gets your juices going, ya know? I certainly wouldn't be upset if I got all turned on and had to have an orgasm out in the woods. How about you?"
"I have to admit that some of the nature out there was pretty stimulating. Wouldn't mind getting to see more in the future."
"Good!" she said with a smile, seeming to have decided that it was a positive thing.
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You had to really enjoy these early March heat waves. In fact, I was enjoying one now. It was nearly eighty degrees, a far cry from the sub freezing temperatures and ice storm only a few weeks ago. This was unseasonably warm, and there were few leaves on the trees or bushes, but I was still enjoying the Saturday afternoon hike with a female friend of mine. She was actually pretty good looking, nice round ass, nice big tits, good disposition, not bad all around. We've been friends for years, and neither of us wanted to mess that up, but I still had the hots for her. While we flirted with each other, sometimes heavily, things had always stopped short of sex.
Today we were busy enjoying the hot sun, hiking a trail in one of the more remote conservation areas. We were a good four miles from the trail head when we noticed the clouds starting to build. We decided that with the unusual heat came the chance for some severe storms, and even though the forecast showed a slight chance for some scattered cells, we better head back.
It was a hot hike, with a light breeze. I had pealed my shirt a long time back and was hiking with my day pack on and shorts and boots, but that was it. Nancy was less lucky in that respect. She was getting quite hot, and even though I had teased about going topless, she resisted. She did however concede to allowing me to turn my back while she stripped her sports bra off, leaving her large tits free to wiggle around under the short t-shirt. I wasn't complaining, and she wiggled her tits extra for me, just for the reaction she got in my shorts. Like I said, teasing, but it always stopped short of sex.
As we hiked the clouds built and the wind started to blow hard. There was a storm on the way, no doubt about it. I recalled that there was a bluff face a little ways ahead and off the trail. I had used it for rappelling a few times. More importantly it had a small cave in the face.
"I think we better find some shelter." I said to Nancy as we walked.
"I think your right. According to the GPS we still have over two miles to go."
"Not going to make that are we?"
"Not at this pace." She agreed.
"There's a cave in the bluff just a little ways ahead." I said.
"Where? I don't remember passing it on the way in."
"No. It's off to the left about a hundred yards or so when we come to the little ravine at the next bend."
"Is it big enough?"
"If the wind stays the way it is now, I think it will keep us dry."
"Ok. Lead on." She said stepping aside for me to pass.
We got to the bend in the trail and just started up the ravine when the rain started. It felt like liquid ice. "DAMN!" I shouted over the downpour, breaking into a run up the ravine. Nancy followed, trying to keep up. The cold rain was good encouragement. I looked up at the wall and saw the cave, slightly up and to the left of where we were. Water was streaming off us and the rock walls, but the cave looked like a good shelter.
I made my way toward it, turning to help Nancy up the slick rocks. The white t-shirt she had on was soaked and clinging to her like a second skin, making it as good as non-existent. She had flashed me her tits once on a bet, but that was the only time I had seen her tits uncovered. This time I had a wonderful view. The view was broken by a loud clap of thunder. I tore my eyes from her tits to make sure of my footing and we made the best time we could to the cave. I crawled in, with Nancy following me. It was large enough for both of us to be well in out of the rain. Nancy dug a small blanket from her pack and tossed it on the dirt floor for us to sit on. We stuffed our packs in the back of the cave and leaned back against them. Within seconds she was shivering from the cold water that we were both soaked with.
"Damn!" she said. "I'm freezing!"
"Yeah, me too." I said. "I'm going to see if I can find any wood dry enough to burn near the cave." I said crawling to the opening. There were some branches off to one side of the cave, protected by an overhanging ledge of rock, but I was going to have to get there first. I dashed into the rain and stepped on the slick rocks. It was slow going, but I got the wood and made it back before it got too wet. I was glad I got in, because the hail started a few moments later. Small pees of it at first, but it grew in size to quarter sized quickly. As any good scout, I was always prepared. I dug in my pack and pulled out a lighter and a knife. It didn't take long and I had a small fire going. I added wood, making it larger. The smoke flowed out of the cave, and the radiant heat felt good, but with the fire there we weren't going anywhere.
"Come on." I said. "We gotta get out of these wet clothes before we freeze." I finished as I started undoing my shorts.
"Sounds like a guy... always trying to get a girls clothes off." She said shivering. "But in this case, you might be right."
I pushed my shorts and underwear off pulling them off over my boots. I found a rock and laid them out to let the heat of the fire dry them. I turned around and saw Nancy nearly naked as she pulled her shorts and panties off over her boots. I took her clothes from her and laid them out by mine, and then moved back to the packs. I put my arm around her and pulled her close, trying to warm her back up. I really couldn't help myself. Sitting there holding her naked body against mine, my dick did what it had to. Within a few minutes I had a raging hardon. With the way I was holding her, it was poking the head into the bottom of her tit.
"Just like a guy. Turn any situation into a sexual encounter." She said with a shivering laugh.
"Not any. Just ones with really hot women." I responded
"I don't feel hot, thank you very much."
"Maybe not, but you sure look it." I said.
"How so?"
"Perfect ass, perfect tits... overall, damn hot."
"Oh?" she said before we were treated to another huge peal of thunder.
"Damn, that was close." I said
"No shit." She said.
We sat quietly, watching the downpour, the wind driving the rain nearly horizontal across the mouth of the cave, the sound only broken by the growing frequency of thunder. I felt her hand wrap around my dick as I held her. I didn't say anything. She began to slowly stroke my dick up and down, her hand gently stroking my already hard dick larger by the second. I leaned my head over and kissed the top of her head, smelling the faint scent of vanilla from her shampoo. She tilted her head back and I leaned down farther, our lips meeting in the first kiss since we met. She kissed back with wet parted lips, her tongue gently reaching for mine. The kiss turned to another which turned to much more while my free hand roamed and stroked her soft skin. Her kisses became more urgent as my fingers moved from stroking her hard nipples, down her body to her curly bush. She spread her legs wider as I worked my fingers across her soft lips. I could smell her scent as my fingers spread her and drew some of her moisture up and across her hard exposed clit.
Lust a surge of hormones propelled us to dive further into each other, and soon I was on top of her, with one of her tits in my mouth and my dick slowly sliding into her wet pussy. We were beyond thinking about what it might do to our friendship. This was pure sexual attraction. The thunder drowned out her cries of passion as began stroking in and out of her tight tunnel, driving her closer and closer to orgasm, myself not far behind. She climax began to wash over her, her trembling body and spasming pussy was enough to push me over the top. I started to spurt shot after shot of cum deep into her pussy, both of us lost in the sensations and hormones of our climaxes. The last thing I remember was a terrifying crackling of electricity and deafening rush of sound. I vaguely remember thinking that the lightning had somehow hit us, but what a way to go, mid orgasm.
When I woke, Nancy was laying on her side hugged tight up against me, still naked. I had my arms wrapped around her and was lying between her legs. The fire had burned most of the way down, and the rain had about quit, which meant that we were out for some time, maybe as long as two hours. I gently kissed and shook Nancy to rouse her.
"Nancy." I whispered.
"Not yet." She mumbled. "I wanna fuck more."
"Nancy, wake up." I whispered again.
This time she moved her head to look at me. She lifted an arm from my back to my neck and pulled my face to hers. She began kissing me sensuously, pushing her tongue into my mouth. The feeling was irresistible, and I kissed back. After several seconds I realized that my dick was growing. I could feel it pressing against her pussy as I lay between her legs. She felt it too.
"Put it in me. Shove your hard dick into my hot pussy." She said between kisses.
How could I refuse? I used one hand to guide my dick to her opening. As soon as she felt the head against her pussy, she used one leg to pull me into her, rolling me on top of her at the same time.
"Fuck me hard." She said, letting go of my neck. "Make me cum with your huge dick!"
I really couldn't help myself, I had never seen her act this way or heard her talk this way, and it had me instantly turned on. I started stroking slowly into her as my dick continued to grow fatter and longer, soon pounding into her pussy with abandon. I was at it for several minutes before she stopped me, rolling us over so she was on top. She angled her body over me to put her tits in my face and then sank back onto my dick.
"Please... suck my tits. Make me cum like you did before." She said as she stared rocking her hips on my raging dick.
I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and began to roll it against the roof of my mouth with my tongue. She cried out in pleasure and rocked her hips harder. I worked on that nipple for a while before moving to the other one. When I sucked on that one she began to lift her pelvis from mine, driving my dick in and out of her pussy with abandon. The sensations were exquisite and she soon began to moan and cry out in pleasure as her orgasm started to build. After what seemed like an eternity of bliss, she shuddered as her body began to climax. I lifted her hips slightly with my hands and began to pump my dick up into her, making her cry out more.
"OH GOD! YES! FUCK ME HARD! CUM IN ME! FILL ME WITH YOUR FUCK JUICE! OH GOD... IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD! YES! YES!"
With a grunt I pushed my dick deep in her and unloaded a huge amount of cum into her pussy. Shot after shot of my hot juice pumped into her, driving her even higher. She ground her pelvis into mine, shaking and crying out until she collapsed on top of me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her close while my dick continued to pulse and twitch inside her pussy. It was nearly five minutes before she stirred.
"God that was good." She finally said. "I can't remember ever having such a hard orgasm."
"Well you sure seemed to enjoy it."
"I know. I don't know what came over me, It's not like me to be like that. I'm usually pretty quiet." She said with a shy giggle.
"If I knew you were this kind of a wild woman in bed I would have tried before." I joked.
"What took you so long?"
"Huh? I think it was you that didn't want this."
"Oh well. doesn't really matter. All I know is that you're the best fuck I have ever had and I don't plan on letting you get away without a lot more of this."
"If you say so." I said as she moved to roll off of me. She cuddled up and we watched the rest of the fire die down.
It had been over an hour since the rains slacked off, and now it was breaking up outside, shafts of sunlight showing through the holes in the clouds.
"I guess we better start thinking about heading back." I said as I crawled over to the rocks to retrieve our cloths. They felt mostly dry. I handed Nancy her shorts, panties and shirt. She took them from me, and then reached for my shorts and underwear.
"We don't really need these right now." She said, reaching to stuff them in her pack.
"What, you're going to hike out naked?" I laughed
"Nope! We are." She said.
This was defiantly NOT like her. She was generally a reserved person, not taken to displays of skin at all. She stuffed our cloths into her pack, followed by the blanket. She was really going to do it. It shouldn't be a problem I thought. Between the remoteness of the park and the storm we probably won't meet anyone anyway, I thought. We crawled out of the cave past the fire and stepped out into the sunlight. I looked around and the damage from the storm was everywhere. Trees were blown down, but most dramatic was the tree next to the cave opening. It had obviously been hit by lightning, but it looked like it had been bombed. There were pieces of tree trunk laying all over the ground, and less than half the tree was still standing. I looked up and saw where another smaller tree had been sticking out of the rock wall over the cave. There was little left of it as well.
"I guess the lightning hit the big tree and transferred to the small one." I said looking up.
"Is that what we felt?"
"I guess so. The roots must run in the rocks around the cave, so we got a bit electrocuted. I guess were pretty lucky." I said.
She put stepped in front of me and took my arm and wrapped it around her body, placing my hand on her bare tit. "I know I am!" she said with a smile.
I squeezed her tit briefly and then let go of it and stepped back. "We better get going before you start things again." I said jokingly
We pulled our packs on and started down the rocks toward the trail with her in the lead. Watching her very perfect ass wiggle as we walked had an enlarging effect. What was more, I didn't understand how. I had cum twice in the space of a few hours, and here it was again, growing to its normal first time proportions. She turned to look at me when we hit the trail and saw my now hard dick waving back and fourth with each step.
"Ohhh what got you so hot? You like watching my ass?" she teased as she turned her back to me again and bent part way over to wave her ass at me. She arched her back slightly and pushed her pussy out at me as well. "Anything else you like to watch?" she asked before standing up again. She took several steps down the trail and turned around to face me, walking backwards. She cupped her large breasts in her hands and pushed them up and formed the nipples into cones with her hands. "How about these? Like to watch these too?" she teased again.
I really didn't know what to make of this behavior. I also didn't know what to make of the feeling that I wanted to throw her down and fuck her again. She turned around and walked down the trail, making her hips wag as sexily as she could. We did this for nearly half a mile. Finally I reached out and grabbed her back pack, pulling her back toward me. Instead of turning around, she bent over at the waist and stepped her legs apart.
"It's about time! Stuff that fat dick into my pussy! Come on! Fuck me!" she encouraged.
I lined my dick up with her now exposed pussy and shoved it inside her with one stroke.
"OH GOD YES!" she screamed out as I hit bottom. "FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARD!" she screamed.
I started pounding into her with all I had, using her pack as a handle.
"OH GOD! I'M CUMMING!" she screamed after several minutes of my pounding into her.
I felt her pussy clamp around my dick as she began her orgasm. I continued to pound into her until I felt her legs start to sag. I let go of her pack and pulled my still raging dick out of her pussy. She turned around and shrugged her pack off and knelt in front of me. She grabbed my dick with both hands and wrapped them around and began to hand fuck me. I looked down at her tits, wiggling and swaying as she worked, and it sent me over the top. I was amazed to see my first shot of cum arc into the air and land on the trail behind her. The next shots she aimed at her face and tits, continuing to stroke my dick as she did. She took one hand and wrapped it around my balls and massaged every ounce out of me she could.
"That's my horney man." She cood as she played with my slowly softening dick. After I reduced to a slow ooze, she leaned forward and sucked my dick into her mouth, another thing I didn't think she ever did. She licked and sucked it until it was soft, and then let it go. She stood up and began to rub my drying cum into her skin and tits like lotion.
"Ohhh. That was sooo good." She said sexily. "You can squirt your lotion on me any time you want."
"I didn't know you did that."
"What suck dick? I don't, or haven't. but then I didn't know how good it felt before this." She said as she finished rubbing my juice into her tits. She bent over and picked up her pack, sticking her ass out at me suggestively again. "Just let me know when your ready for more stud."
"I will!" I responded.
We hiked the rest of the way out without stopping for more sex, but she continued to tease me and caress my dick any chance she got. We got back to my suburban and I dug into my pack for my keys. I unlocked the truck and walked around back, opening the back up.
"We better get dressed now I suppose." I said as we put our packs in the back.
"What's your hurry?" she asked as she sat down in the back and picked up one foot to untie her muddy hiking boot, spreading her legs enough to open her pussy with the action. She pulled off one boot and sock and then repeated the process on the other. To my surprise my dick was once again rock hard.
She leaned back on the carpeted floor and stuck both legs in the air. "Come on lover boy. Fuck me with that huge dick of yours again! Fill my hot wet pussy with your fuck stick!"
Almost without thought I stepped between her legs and aimed my dick at her spread pussy. It pushed in easily. Even as much as we had screwed in the last few hours she seemed plenty wet and ready. She closed her legs around my neck, making her pussy tighter as I started stroking in and out of her. Within a few short minutes she was again screaming that she was cuming, along with a wide variety of obscene statements. Once again the language and her spasming pussy pushed me over the edge and I shoved deep into her and again unloaded a huge load of cum. I was shocked at how much I could produce.
After my dick stopped pulsating, she spread her legs wide again and pulled my hands to her tits, which I gently massaged while we regained our breath. "Thank you." She said. "I don't think I will ever get tired of being fucked by you." She said quietly.
"You do seem to have an endless supply of desire today." I said.
"Ohhh I hope it's endless." She said.
"Come on, we better get back." I said, reaching for her pack.
"Not so fast. We don't have to get dressed yet, I kind of like being naked."
"As you wish." I said, pulling my deflating dick from her pussy. I bent over and took my muddy boots off and tossed them in the back. The two of us gingerly walked on the gravel, to the front seat and climbed in. It was a bit weird driving naked and barefoot, but she seemed to be enjoying it. We continued all the way to her house, which was thankfully in the country, totally naked. A good part of that time she was reclined in the seat with one hand stretched into my lap and the other busy in her pussy. I had no idea what had gotten into her, but I wasn't complaining.
She got out and pulled her pack and boots from the back of the truck, then came around to the driver side. I had stayed in the truck, not really wanting to be seen naked.
"You going to come in for some more fucking?" she asked.




"I don't think so. But I'll call you tomorrow." I said.
"Oh phoo" she said with a pout. "Just for that you don't get your pants back."
"I need them back, my wallet is in there."
"Oh. Shucks." She said, setting her pack on the ground. She dug in and soon pulled out my wallet, leaving my shorts in the bag. "Here you go, one wallet. You sure you don't want to come inside and fuck me again?"
"I'm sure." I said, untruthfully. I had no idea why, but I was ready to go again.
"Well, ok. Come by tomorrow then." She said as she leaned in and kissed me. It was a very sexy kiss and it changed my mind about going in.
"What the hell." I said, climbing from the truck. I followed her into the house where we spent the rest of the day and evening watching tv and fucking. We finally fell asleep together on her bed sometime after eleven at night, having screwed more times than I could remember. She seemed to want it everyplace, kitchen, shower, living room, bedroom and even the back deck. It was a good thing she lived in the country.
I woke the next morning with Nancy in my arms, one of my hands cupping her huge tit. When I stirred she did as well. She rolled over far enough to kiss me and sensuously did so. I guess the previous day was not a dream.
"Well lover." She said. "How about a shower?"
"I think we need one." I said.
"You mean another one!" she laughed. "We had one last night."
"um, yeah. That was before you wanted to fuck in the kitchen and bedroom again."
"ooooohhhh yes. That was sooooo good" she cooed. "That shower is starting to sound better all the time." she said as she got up from the bed and walked toward the bathroom. I heard the water start and followed her. She stepped in and left the door open for me. It wasn't a large stall, but it had enough room for the two of us, as long as we didn't mind being pressed against each other. My growing dick said I didn't. She also didn't miss the growing dick and was quick to arrange us so that she had her back to me with my hands soaping her tits, and my dick poking between her legs. While I played with her soapy tits she reached down and pushed my dick against her pussy, arching her back and shoving it into her opening.
"OHMYGOD!" she said loudly as I slid into her. She immediately started bucking her hips against me, driving my dick in and out of her pussy. I was amazed. She started to climax long before I was ready, but once she started, I couldn't help but to start shooting into her, pumping squirt after squirt of juice into her pussy. She screamed in pleasure as I emptied inside her, finally calming down after my dick started to soften.
"Jesus" she breathed. "How the fuck do you do that?"
"Do what?" I asked, turning us to rinse the soap off.
"Make me cum like that."
"I have no idea. I don't think it's me, I think its you."
"What do you mean?"
"I wasn't any where near ready to cum until you started, and then my body just seemed to go into overdrive with you."
"Well, whatever it is, it's fucking great!" She said as I turned off the water.
We dried off and I found my shorts and after a gentle kiss, I left her lying on the bed naked while I made my way out of the house. I drove home and decided to go work out. It was still pretty early, so I figured the track should be about empty. I really needed to go clear my head and running does that. I changed into a tank top and a pair of nylon running shorts, pulled my cross trainers on and headed to the truck. It was a short drive and I was there quickly. As I started my stretches I noticed that there was only one other person on the track. She was making pretty good time around the track. I noticed that she was wearing a pair of nylon running shorts with spandex under, and a tank top with a sports bra visible underneath. I finished my stretches and hit the track. She was nearly half way around the track. Now I'm not in that good of shape and I work at trying to stay fit, given that I'm on the upper end of forty, but I'm not fast. She was easily catching up to me as I plodded around the track. I could feel a small stone in my shoe and I stopped and leaned against the fence to pull my shoe off and get the stone out. The young lady, obviously a college student, stopped to make sure I was ok. I guess an old guy like me could be having a heart attack.
"You ok?" she asked as she jogged in place.
"Yeah. Just a rock in my shoe." I said as I pulled my shoe on. I started to slip as I leaned on the fence, and nearly fell. It was a stupid thing to do anyway. I should have just sat down in the first place. The young lady reached out to catch my arm as I slid. I could have sworn an electric shock passed between us. She pulled her hand back as if she had been shocked and then reached out again to steady me while I finished pulling my shoe on and tying it. "Thanks. I appreciate the catch." I said with a smile when I was done. She let go of my arm and we started running together.
"My name is Jennifer. But my friends all call me Jen." She said with a smile as she kept pace with me.
"Glad to meet you, my name is Mike. I appreciate your keeping me from hitting the track back there and looking like an idiot."
"I don't think you could look like an idiot." She said as we jogged slowly around the track. "Everyone looses balance once in a while."
"That's true." I said. "How far have you run today?"
"Oh a couple miles I guess." She said
"I'm lucky if I can get a couple miles from this old body." I said
"Doesn't look old to me. In fact it looks pretty good."
Now there was an unusual feeling. A compliment on my looks by a much much younger woman. And to come think of it, why was she still running with me at my maddeningly slow pace?
"You don't have to stay with me if you don't want to." I said.
"You trying to get rid of me?" she asked
"Not at all. I always enjoy the company of a good looking young woman, I just don't want to hold you to such a slow pace."
"That's ok. I don't mind." She said as we plodded on.
We finally made lap and started on the next. "I wish I could run faster, but my old body just doesn't seem to have it in it anymore." I said breathlessly
"I think its just motivation." She said
"How's that?"
"Tell you what, you promise to keep running until I get back, ok?"
"Sure, as long as you're not gone too long."
"I won't be." She said a she turned and sprinted back down the track to the bathrooms. I saw her disappear, and about half a lap later re-appear. She practically sprinted around the track to catch up, and then slowed next to me. I looked over and immediately noticed the difference. The spandex was gone from under her shorts, and her tits were bouncing around free under the semi-see-through top. It had an immediate effect on my dick as well, to the point I had to readjust in my shorts, which she noticed and smiled at.
"So you noticed" she said as she turned and ran backwards in front of me. Now I could clearly see her tits bouncing up and down under her shirt. She reached down and pulled the top up exposing them completely to me. "If you can catch me you can have me." She said with a smile and then turned and picked up the pace. I did my best to catch up, but there are limits and she was staying just ahead of me no mater how hard I pushed. I finally stopped and leaned on the fence breathing heavily. She stopped and walked back to me. "Don't you want me?" she asked.
"Hell yes, but I'm not sure that a heart attack is what you had in mind."
"Not exactly." She said reaching out and rubbing her hand on my hard dick. "Tell you what, you catch me in a sprint and I'm yours." She said. Then she looked around the track, saw it was empty except for us, and pulled her top off and tossed it at me. Then she slid her shorts down and kicked them off her feet. "Come on!" she said taking off.
I took off in a dead sprint, following her naked ass. I did manage to catch her, but I was pretty sure she let me. When I got to her she turned around, pushed my shorts and underwear down and lay down on the rubbery track surface, pulling me down with her until I was on my hands and knees over her. She aimed my dick at her pussy and then used her legs to lift her ass off the ground and onto my dick. It was incredibly tight, and the two of us went at it, fucking like wild animals in the middle of the track. Fortunately no one else came to the track until after we both came. She was quite noisy as she climaxed, and I pumped a huge load into her pussy. We lay there for several seconds.
"I think we better get dressed before someone comes." I said quietly
"Are you afraid of someone seeing you?"
"A little." I said honestly "I don't want to get arrested for public indecency."
"Oh what a spoil sport." She said with a pout, but she did release her legs from around my ass so I could climb off of her and pull my pants back up. She stood up, our combined juices running down her leg in a little stream. She put her arm around my waist and walked back down the track with me to where her clothes were. "You shouldn't be so ashamed of being seen." She said "You have a wonderful looking dick." She finished as she reached over and pulled the front of my shorts down so my dick could hang out while we walked. We finally reached where her shorts and shirt were and she bent over and picked them up. "Walk me to the bathroom?" she asked questioningly.
"Sure. Don't you want to put those on first though?" I asked pointing to her shorts and shirt.
"Not yet. I'm kind of enjoying the breeze." She said as we turned and headed toward the rest rooms.
As we walked a guy showed up and started running the track. As he got closer he slowed down and oogled Jen's naked body. He was clearly slowing down and staring.
"Hey dumb ass. Never seen tits before? Keep running!" she said nastily.
The guy looked at me and I shrugged. He took off running again shaking his head. We got to the bathroom and Jen kept her arm around me as we came to the women's restroom door. "Come on." She said opening the door.
"I'm not supposed to be in there."
"So who's going to know? Besides," she said pulling me against her. "I want to get fucked again."
I had no idea what was going on with her, but I followed her into the restroom anyway. There was a wooden bench for women to sit on while changing, and she led me over to it. She pulled my shorts down to my ankles and then off over my shoes. Then she pushed my shirt up and off so I was as naked as she was. She had me sit on the bench and she knelt down between my legs and began to kiss and lick my cock, causing it to grow with her ministrations. Before long she had my dick hard and standing at attention.
She stood up and pulled me up with her. Once I was off the bench she pulled it from the wall and stepped across it so she was straddling it. I followed suit at her urging and sat down. She stepped forward, over my legs, facing me. She reached around behind her and aimed my dick at her pussy and slowly sat down on it, talking me in inch by inch until she was sitting fully on me. Her tits were at face heights and I took hold of them with my hands and aimed one nipple toward my mouth. I sucked it into my mouth and rolled the nipple between my tongue and the roof of my mouth. She sucked in her breath and let out a low long moan. I continued this action on her nipple while she slowly began to rock her pelvis, moving my dick inside her. As she rocked and I sucked her pace picked up, as did her moaning. She started making little squeaking sounds as her breathing increased in pitch. She was clearly getting into this.
"Oh fuck!" she said in a high pitch voice. "This feels so fucking incredible! I don't want this to ever stop... just keep fucking my hot pussy! I want to feel you huge hard dick exploding in me with your cum." She continued in a faraway kind of voice. "Ohhhhh god this feels so wonderful. Please make me cum. I want to feel you inside when I cum."
I moved one hand to her pussy and rubbed my thumb in small circles on her clit while she rocked on my hard dick. It only took a few seconds before she began to shake and her coordination went away as her orgasm took over her body. She sat down hard and forced me as deep into her as she could as spasms wracked her body. After several long seconds her body started to relax and she picked up her rocking action, her breathing and voice high pitched.
"Oh god. Cum inside me... fill me up... I want to feel you spurting your cum in my hot pussy... I want to feel your dick pulsing as it fills me with your cum." She chanted as she started to stroke up and down on my dick more than rock on it. I had moved my hand back to her tit and I held on, squeezing them and sucking her nipples as she caressed the back of my head and pulled me toward her bouncing tits. It wasn't a lot longer and I was getting close. I think she felt it too. "Oh god. Cum in me. Fill me up. I want to feel your cum spurting inside me!"
With a groan I stiffened and my dick started doing just that, spurting my cum deep in her pussy.
"Oh... OH... OH ...I'm cuming!!!" she squeaked as her body again started to spasm as my dick pumped what felt like gallons of my juice into her.
After nearly half a minute of mutual climax, we started to relax. I laid back on the bench, drawing her down along with me, her tits pressing into my chest. She leaned her head to mine and gently kissed me on the lips.
"That was fantastic. Thank you." She whispered.
"I thought it was pretty damn good myself. Thank you too." I whispered back. "Don't you think we better get dressed though?"
"Not really. But if you insist." She said pushing herself up.
She lifted herself off of me, allowing my dick to uncork a flood from her pussy. "God what a lot of cum!" she said with a smile. "You must have really enjoyed the ride."
"Oh I did. I just don't understand it. Do you always jump older guys this way?"
"Actually." She said looking around. "I can't remember ever having sex in a public place before. Let alone on a public track and in a public bathroom. But I just had to have you and I knew that once you were gone I probably wouldn't see you again, so I had to do something."
"Why did you have to have me? Not that I'm complaining, I just don't understand. I'm not something that desirable."
"Oh, you underestimate yourself. I took one look at the bulge in your shorts and I just knew that I had to have it in me. And I was right! It was a perfect fit. It hit every spot inside me just right."
Now I was really confused. I was not desirable; I was old enough to be her father. I just didn't get it. First Nancy, and now this girl. I just didn't understand.
We were dressed, or mostly. She left her bra and spandex off.
"Your not going to put all your cloths on?" I asked. "Won't someone wonder?"
"Let them wonder. It's worth it if I get to tease you for a few minutes longer. Besides, the wet spot in my shorts is a dead giveaway that I have been well screwed recently."
"Ok. Your choice." I said starting to walk toward the door. She linked her arm in mine and rested her head on my shoulder as we walked out of the bathroom and headed toward the parking lot. We got down to the cars and I was parked next to hers.
"You sure I can't convince you to fuck me one more time?" she whispered in my ear.
"That sounds interesting, but I think we both need to go."
"Spoil sport." She said with a mock pout. "Will I see you again?"
"I don't know. That depends on what happens."
She opened her car door and pulled out a notebook and scribbled her name and phone number on it. With a mischievous smile on her face she pulled the waistband of my running shorts out and tucked it in there. Then she rubbed her hand up and down my dick. "Call me if you get horny, ok?" she said with a kiss before she climbed into her car. The last thing I saw as she got ready to leave was her pulling her shirt up and hefting her tits for me to see. Then she blew me a kiss, and leaving her shirt over the top of her tits, she buckled her seatbelt and backed out of the parking space.
Confusion was the order of the day. I got in my truck and headed home and took a long shower. I had no clue what was going on. I sat down for nap in front of the TV.
It wasn't a long nap, but it was long enough to feel refreshed. I was surprised that I woke up with a huge hardon again. Given the amount of sex I had in the last two days, I was surprised it could get up at all, let alone on its own. I decided to go out and work on the pile of leaves that had blown against the front of the house over the winter. That's the hazard of living at the edge of a woods. I live in the woods with a deep gully behind my house, so no back neighbors, ever. I'm also the last house on the street, so I own the woods to the right of my house all the way to where it disappeared into the gully on that side as well. The left, however is flatter, and after passing through the woods I own, there are a couple houses up the street, and few on the opposite side of the street. But since I am the last house on the end of the road, I am surrounded by lots of woods.
I dug a rake from the shed and headed out. My neighbor across the road was out doing the same thing. She was married to some executive that seemed to be gone as much as he was home. It was a shame too, because she seemed to be a pretty good looking woman. I worked for some time making piles and then got the 4wheeler out and hooked up the trailer. Over the next hour or so I hauled a number of loads of leaves to the woods and dumped them. I was getting hot and tired, but continued to work. After one trip I saw Wanda coming over with two glasses.
"Hey Mike! I saw you working and thought you might like a drink." She said when she got close enough. I had to admire her body for a moment. She was forty or so, but still had a pretty firm body. Maybe a little help from a bra, but her shorts showed a lot of leg and I did enjoy tits and legs.
"Thanks Wanda. How are you doing on yours?"
"Oh same as usual." She said. "Too many to move."
"Is Jerry gone again?"
"Fraid so."
"Do you want me to help you haul a few. The 4-wheeler does a pretty good job."
"That would be nice." She said with a smile.
I turned and climbed on the 4-wheeler and held my hand out to her. She reached for my hand and quickly pulled back.
"Ouch! Static electricity." She said with a smile. "I guess you have an electric personality."
"I guess so." I replied as she took my hand and stepped up and swung her leg over the seat and sat down.
We took off for her house, with me holding one glass and steering with the other, and her holding the other glass in one hand and holding onto me with the other. I took my time, since I only had one hand free. About the time I bounced over the curb to her yard I felt her hand fall into my crotch. As I pulled around the back of her house she squeezed my dick through my shorts, which was becoming hard fast. I pulled up next to a large pile of leaves "Here we are." I said.
She squeezed my dick one more time before she climbed off the 4 wheeler. "Those things make nice vibrators, don't they?" she said
"What do?" I asked as I climbed off.
"Those machines. I have to admit that it seemed to be vibrating a lot of good parts on the way over here."
"I guess I didn't notice." I said as I picked up the rake and started using it as a shovel to load leaves.
"Let me go take care of these glasses. I'll be right back." She said as she took the glass I set on the seat of the 4 wheeler and turned to walk into the house through the sliding glass door. She disappeared from sight and came back a minute later. She had unbuttoned the bottom several buttons from her white cotton blouse and tied in a knot under her tits, exposing several inches of belly. It seemed that the top was also unbuttoned a ways so she was showing a lot of cleavage now.



By the time she got back I had a load done and was ready to start hauling it away. I climbed on and she stepped over, wrapping an arm around my chest as she stepped on. Once she was settled she put her other arm around my waist with her hand resting on the elastic waistband of my shorts. I started the 4 wheeler and started off. By the time I was half way across the yard she had her hand on my crotch again, rubbing my dick through the material. It only took about thirty seconds to get to the spot in the woods that I was dumping the leaves. It was a ways back in the woods, but with no leaves on the trees yet it was not hard to see the houses. I had to turn my body around some to see behind me to back the trailer into the spot where I was dumping, during which time she continued to mess with my dick, and even planted a kiss on my cheek. I turned the 4 wheeler off.
"OK. Unload time." I said, standing up.
She continued to sit so I climbed off and went to work on the leaves. It took me a few minutes to unload, during which time she sat on the 4 wheeler and watched me. Once I looked over and saw her hand in between her legs. I finished dumping the leaves and tossed the rake back into the trailer. I stepped back to the 4 wheeler and stepped over the seat so I wouldn't kick her and sat down.
"This is really nice of you." She said putting her arms around me again. "You really deserve some kind of reward for your efforts." She said as I started the 4 wheeler up. By the time I had it in gear, she had slipped her hand into the waistband of my shorts, and had her hand wrapped around my dick.
I drove the 4-wheeler back over to her house and lined up for another load. I shut it down and she continued to sit and rub on my dick. "Are we going to move the leaves or sit here and play?" I asked her.
"I don't know about you, but I'm having a good time playing."
I laughed and gently disengaged her hands from my shorts and stood up to step off the 4 wheeler. As I stood she grabbed my shorts and pulled them down, exposing me to mid thigh.
"That's better." She said as she reached up and grabbed my dick from behind and began to stroke it.
I gently disengaged her hand from my dick and pulled my short up enough to climb off.
"Your not going to cover it up are you?" she said with a pout.
"Not if you insist." I said, leaving my dick hanging out as I went back to work on the leaves. She turned around on the seat and was watching me as I worked, my dick swinging back and forth. She untied the knot on her shirt and let it fall apart, exposing her bare tits. It stopped me in my tracks. She had very nice tits, probably a good C cup, with big dark areolas and hard nipples. After a moment to admire them I went back to work on the leaves. I soon had the trailer full and tossed in the rake. I stepped over to the 4 wheeler.
"Are you going to move to the back?" I asked.
"Nope! I'm staying right here. You can drive around me." She said with a mischievous smile.
I climbed on board, and she moved her legs so that they wrapped around my waist, my dick now pressing against her shorts covered pussy. I started up the machine while she leaned forward, lifting my shirt so that when she hugged against me my bare chest was against her bare tits. It was an interesting feeling, driving off to the woods that way. We got there almost too quickly, but we were there so I shut down and waited for a minute.
"I have to unload again." I said.
"I bet you do." She said with a smile as she leaned back and released me. I climbed off, my hard dick still swinging in the wind. I went to work on unloading the leaves. As I did I kept one eye on her. She spent most of her time rubbing her crotch through her shorts. Suddenly she reached up to her waist and pushed her shorts and panties down, pulling her legs up onto the seat so she could push them off over her shoes. She tossed them onto the seat and then sat back and spread her legs again, giving me a fantastic shot of her pussy. I finished unloading the leaves and walked back to climb on again. I sat down and she wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled her pussy against my dick.
"Much better." She cooed at me.
I started the 4 wheeler and headed back for the last load. All the way there I could feel her pussy sliding up and down my dick and her tits pressing into my chest.
"Oh god this feels good." She said over the noise of the 4 wheeler.
I pulled up to the last pile and shut down. She leaned back against the handle bars and rubbed her pussy against my hard dick by arching her back slighly. "Uh. God this is nice." She said.
I let her continue for a short time and then gently undid her legs and climbed off. It didn't take me long to get the last load in, it wasn't a full load. I walked back over to climb on.
"Take em off first." She said.
"what?"
"Your shorts, silly." She said.
I looked around, and then pushed then down, tossing them on the seat on top of hers and then sitting down on them both. I started up the 4 wheeler and got ready to take off. She pushed my dick against her pussy and then moved her hips some, allowing my hard dick to engage into her pussy opening. She wiggled her hips and then wrapped her legs around behind me, pulling herself down onto my dick.
"ohhhhh so much better." She said quietly.
I shook my head and put the 4 wheeler in gear and took off for the woods, Wanda working her hips up and down as we drove.
I pulled into the woods and parked where I was dumping leaves. I turned off the 4 wheeler, but made no move to get off. I was quite enjoying what she was doing. She leaned back against the handle bars and I reached up and started playing with her tits.
"Oh yes... Play with my nipples. Make me cum hard." She said huskily as she rocked her hips on my dick and rubbed her clit with one hand.
I worked her nipples, twisting and rolling them in my hands.
"Oh GOD... I think I'm going to cum!" she panted. After a few more seconds I could see her body start to go. "UH... UH... OH GOD!... UH... UH... Oh FUCK! This feels so fucking good. Ohmygod! This is unbelievable." She panted as her body shook with spasms.
I was getting pretty well along on my own and started to rock my hips. I just couldn't get a good motion going, so I waited for her to get done and then pulled out.
"Where are you going?" she asked almost in a panic.
"Just changing position." I said as I climbed of and helped her off too. I stood her next to the 4 wheeler and bent her over, with her ass sticking toward me.
"Oh yes. Do it! Fuck me from behind! I want to feel your big dick pumping in and out of my hot wet fuckable pussy!"
I aimed my dick at her pussy and pushed in, while I reached for her tits and started to pound my dick in and out of her, using her tits as handles.
"OH GOD! She cried out after I had been stroking into her for short time. "Your going to make me cum again." she squeeked. "God I want to feel your dick pump cum into me. Make me cum. I want to feel you cum in me. Please. Oh god it feels so good!" she said before her body started to shudder again. She was mid orgasm when mine flowed over me. I shoved in as deep as I could go and started to pump cream into her waiting pussy, my body jerking and bucking in time with my shots of cum.
"OH GOD YES!" she cried when she felt the first stream inside her. "OOOOOHHHHH! FUCK YESSSS! She cried as she wiggled her ass against me, forcing my dick even deeper into her.
We stood there for nearly two minutes before I pulled my dick from her, unleashing a flood of juices. She crouched down, splaying her pussy wide to allow it to drain to the ground instead of running down her legs. "Ohhhh look how much cream you left me." She said looking at the stream drooling onto the ground between her legs.
I picked up a rake and unloaded the trailer and then tossed the rake back into the empty trailer. "ready to go?"
"Only far enough to drop off the trailer." She said climbing onto the seat to face me again. "I want some more of that hard dick stuffed in me."
I wasn't all that hard any more, but I was still partly stiff. "I'm afraid you might have to wait a while." I responded.
"Not to worry." She said pushing her shirt off so she was wearing only her little white sneakers. She climbed off and knelt down in front of me. She scooted forward, placing my semi flaccid dick between her tits and then pressing them together around it. "I never knew a man who could resist a good tit fuck." She said as she began to work my slippery dick up and down between her tits. True to her word, the sight of my dick sliding between her gorgeous tits was enough to start it building again. After what seemed like twenty fucks in the last two days I wasn't sure where it was getting the energy to get hard again. Pretty soon my dick was hard enough for her and she let it go from between her tits. "There. Works every time." she said a she picked up her shirt and climbed on the 4 wheeler. She sat down with her back to the handle bars and lifted her legs high in the air in a V. "Now come plant that monster inside this hot fuckable pussy."
I unhitched the trailer and left it sitting there. I could always come back for it. I climbed on and she guided my dick into her pussy.
"Ooooooo Much better." She cooed.
I reached around and started the 4 wheeler. There was a trail I started to cut that went down into the gully behind my house, so I put it in gear and started going that way.
"oh.... More ride... I like that idea." She said. I didn't go too fast, but the bouncing and vibrations were very nice. She had leaned forward and pressed her tits into me again, and in doing so my balls were trapped between her pussy and the seat. I could feel her moisture leaking around them as we rode. We got to the bottom of the hill and I found a spot near the intermittent stream. The water was bound to be cold, but it looked like an interesting place to fuck. I shut down so we were sitting quietly in the woods.
"I like this. Just you and me and nature!" she said, leaning back. She took my hands and put them up to her tits. I didn't need more of an invitation than that. I cupped them both, and then while she was arching her back over the handle bars I reached my head down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth. She startled, "OOOOH" and then relaxed back again as I started to work her nipples in my mouth. "OH that feels so nice." She said as she began to undulate her hips, moving my dick around inside her. "You can just keep doing that." She said.
I reached one hand to her pussy and began to work her clit with my finger. She began grunting and humping my hand. Suddenly she pushed me back, and continued to push me back until I was laying back on the seat with her over me. I put my feet on the font fenders and she was now standing on the treads, bouncing up and down on my dick.
"Fuck yes!" she said through her teeth. "Oh god. Yes!!!" she said as she put her hands to her tits and began to pull and twist her nipples as she bounced on me. "OH GOD!" She cried. "I'm going... to ... cum... again!" she panted as she bounced on me. She let her weight down on my dick and ground hard against it as her body twitched and spasmed. She finally eased her body down on top of me, my hard dick still buried in her pussy. I held her until she had recovered, and then helped her sit back up.
I started the 4 wheeler back up and drove slowly through the woods back to the house while she held onto me, my still hard dick making her moan and grunt as it continued to massage her sensitive pussy and clit. I pulled up behind her house and helped her into the house through the back door. I laid her down on the bed, and let her rest, kissing her gently on the cheek. Then I went outside, pulled my shorts on and left on my machine to go get my trailer. It didn't take long to get things put away. Then I went inside and headed for the shower. After washing up I flopped on the bed and fell asleep.
I was awakened by the phone. "Hello?"
"Hi. This is Wanda. I wanted to thank you for your help with the leaves this afternoon. I've got a couple friends coming over for diner and wondered if you would join us for dinner and a movie."
I thought about it a bit. Since she was going to have friends over, it should prevent a replay of this afternoon. Since I hadn't cooked anything for dinner yet I accepted.
"Great! Why don't you come by about 6:30." She said before hanging up. That left me about an hour to rest.
I hung the phone up and flopped back onto the bed. I woke some time later, and pulled on some walking shorts and a nice shirt and walked over to Wanda and Jim's House. I rang the front bell, and was met by Wanda, wearing a long red dress.
"Come in!" She said, taking me by the hand and gently pulling me in. As she closed the door she leaned forward and kissed me sensuously on the lips. She broke the kiss after a few moments and stepped back, still holding my hand. "Come, let me introduce you to my other guests." She said as she turned to lead me by the hand to the dining room. I waked in behind her and found two other women sitting at the round table. They both stood up as we entered. The first was dressed in a long deep blue dress. She had very long dark hair and a spectacular hour glass figure. Wanda led me over to her and I shook her hand as she introduced me to Mary.
Mary stepped into the hand shake until she was against me and wrapped one arm around my neck, pulling me tight against her and kissing me. After several seconds of wet tongue dueling she slowly pulled away, leaving me short of breath. She trailed her hand down my chest as she stepped back.
"And this is Tammy." Wanda said, pulling me past Mary to the second woman. She also was maybe in her lower thirties, but she seemed to have a bit larger set of tits, and shorter hair. Her medium blond hair was cut in a semi-boy cut, but it seemed to fit her style. She was wearing a short leather mini-skirt, black fishnet stockings, and a black button down silk blouse, that was incidentally, unbuttoned to well below her breast line.
She stepped forward and wrapped both arms around my neck, and pulled me to her. She practically devoured my mouth, her tongue forcing its way into my and practically attacking me. One of her hands slid from around my neck and slid down my arm until it found my hand. She drew my hand up between us and placed it against her blouse over her tit. I could feel her hard nipple through the thin material and involuntarily squeezed her tit. After several seconds of me squeezing her breast, and her attacking my mouth, she pulled away.
"OH god you weren't kidding Wan." She said quietly.
"I told you I wasn't kidding." Wanda replied as she pulled me from Tammy.
She led me around the table to an empty chair and stopped behind it. "This place is for you." She said leaving me at the seat and stepping toward the kitchen. "Ladies." She said turning off the light and stepping through the kitchen door. The dining room was bathed in candles, which I had simply not realized were sitting all over the room. Moments later the three returned with plates of food which were set at each place. Once the food was set on the table, each woman stepped to their chars, but remained standing. Without a word the three of them began to take off their dresses.
Wanda dropped her red dress to reveal a pushup red bra, leaving her ample cleavage and nipples on display. As the dress slid lower it uncovered that she was wearing no panties, a read garter, red stockings and red heals.
Mary's falling dress revealed a blue lace bra that cupped her huge tits, but left her nipples exposed and sticking out. Her slim waist was bare all the way to her thighs, where dark blue thigh high stockings started. Her dark pussy hair was neatly trimmed into a triangle which pointed toward her pussy.
Tammy was still undressing . Her blouse was tossed aside, and she was in the process of unzipping the back of her skirt. Above her skirt she was wearing a black bustier which formed a shelf which her ample tits sat upon, her dark areola and already hard nipples topped elegantly. She smiled as she let her skirt fall to the floor, exposing that her fishnet stockings went all the way to her waist, leaving her clean shaven pussy framed in fishnet.
"Your turn." She said seductively, stepping toward me. She stepped behind me and reached around me to unbutton my shirt, and then pulled it off my shoulders and tossed it aside. She reached lower and unbuttoned my shorts with one hand, while wrapping her other around my hard dick through the material.
She let go only to unzip them and then let them slide to the floor. After my shorts were on the floor she knelt next to me to help me get them off over my shoes. Once she had them clear, she tossed them aside. Before standing up she reached her mouth out and enclosed my hard dick and gave it one long wet slurp as she pulled her head back again, after which she stood up and returned to her chair. The ladies sat down, and I followed suit. I don't really remember what dinner was, I was much too busy watching three wonderful sets of tits across the table, and they were making every effort to be sure I noticed them. Tammy spilled some whine on her breast and made a show of wiping it up, lifting and moving one of her large breasts in her hand and tweaking the nipple while she mopped the wine with her napkin.
After dinner we moved to the den, Wanda hooked on one arm and Tammy on the other. There was a projection TV against one wall with a surround sound system. On the floor in front of a large sofa was a very large fluffy blanket, or more than one. There were also at least a dozen large velvety pillows. The women led me down to the blanket and Tammy and Wanda sat on each side of me as I settled on the pillows, using the sofa as a back rest.
"You're not being fair." Mary chided. "Since you two have the outsides, I'll take the middle." She finished as she stepped between my legs and sat down with her back toward me. "Would you be a darling and unhook me?" she asked sweetly.
I reached out and unclipped the back of her bra, which she shrugged off her shoulders and tossed aside.
"Much better." She cooed as she settled back and pressed her bare back and hair against my dick and bare chest.
Tammy removed her bustier, feeing her massive breasts, while Wanda tossed off her bra. They both snuggled against me while Wanda picked up the remote and turned on the TV and DVD player. Within seconds the movie started playing. The movie started normally enough, a pool party consisting only of women in very scanty swim wear. Very attractive and lots of nice T and A shots. The party soon changed tune when a male stripper arrived. He did his dance and was rewarded by a number of the women joining him where he had been dancing. They danced and gyrated around the nearly naked stripper removing what little they had on and rubbing their tits all over him. It wasn't long before he was in the middle of a sea of naked women, his last remaining covering removed. The surround sound flooded the room with the sounds of sex as the women pleasured each other and the man had is hands full.
I too had my hands full. As we were taking in the movie, I had reached around Tammy and had her huge breasts in my hands, kneading them, twisting and squeezing her nipples. She in turn had a hand in each of the other laps, her fingers busy working in and out of their wet pussies, as they sat back with their legs splayed wide apart.
I continued working on Tammy's tits, since that was all I could reach, while she brought Mary and Wanda to climax with her fingers. As the other two women tried to catch their breath, Tammy sat up and turned to face me. She wasted no time in straddling my raging hardon and aiming it at her sopping wet hole. She was incredibly tight as she wiggled her hips to drive her pussy down over my dick. It took some time for her to get all the way onto me, during which she seemed to heighten her arousal.



Tammy leaned toward me and lifted her breasts to me, allowing me to suck one of her hard nipples into my mouth. She began to ride up and down my dick, sliding on and off my raging hardon. She was soon screaming in pleasure, nearly drowning out the sex sounds coming across the surround sound. Her climax seemed to overtake her without warning, her body shaking and quivering uncontrollably, before collapsing on top of me. Wanda had moved so I rolled Tammy gently off of me to that side, my hard dick sliding out of her wet pussy.
Wanda was lying back on the blanket with Mary kneeling in front of her, her head buried in her pussy. I looked at Mary's ass raised high in the air and crawled over to her. I began to gently massage her ass as I positioned myself behind her. Taking my dick I rubbed the head against her wet pussy lips until I found the right spot, and then pressed it deep into her. I could hear her moaning into Wanda's pussy as I started pumping my dick in and out of her sopping wet tunnel.
Mary practically screamed into Wanda's pussy as she started to orgasm, her body quaking while she drove her tongue even deeper into Wanda's pussy. Two of the women on the video started climaxing as well, creating a crescendo of cries in the room. The sound of women screaming in ecstasy and the feel of Mary's pussy pulsing around my stroking dick pushed me over the top. I shoved my dick as deep into her pussy as I could and started to fountain my cum into her pussy, pulse after pulse filling her up. Wanda followed close behind Mary, withering on the blanket and crying out.
I pulled out of Mary, unleashing a stream of cum down her leg as I collapsed back on the blanked and pillows, Tammy moving over to snuggle against me. She moved one of her tits to lay on my chest while she draped her hand across my shrinking dick. I lay for some time before Mary and Wanda also moved over to us and lay with their heads resting on me. We lay like that till the end of the movie. Wanda got up and put in another movie, this one a Halloween party.
I was shocked at how quickly I got hard again, even taking into account Tammy's hand and the scenes of sexy Halloween costumes and sex games going on in the party. Mary chose to climb on me, aiming my dick at her pussy, and sinking on me. She began to rock on me, working my dick in her pussy while Tammy stood up and stepped across me and lowered her pussy to my face. I started licking and working Tammy's pussy, finding her clit and concentrating on it with my flicking tongue. She began to moan and grind her pussy into my face as Wanda climaxed on my hard dick. I was surprised to feel Mary quickly replace Wanda on my dick and begin to bounce rapidly, apparently already well on her way to climax.
Between Tammy rutting on my face, and Mary bouncing on my dick, the sensations were too much to hold back, and I groaned deeply into Tammy's pussy, sending her screaming over the brink as my dick started spurting into Mary once again. We collapsed into a pile of flesh and sensuous lingerie. I have no idea what happened after that.
I woke about five thirty in the morning with Mary, and Tammy, both now completely naked, cuddled up to me, the large blanked pulled around us. Wanda was no where to be seen. I gently disengaged myself from the ladies and padded off to find the bathroom. I went down a hall and soon found the master bedroom. Wanda was sleeping sprawled across the bed, completely naked. I found the bathroom off the master bedroom and went in. I surveyed the room while I peed. The room was nearly as large as a bedroom. It had twin sinks on a wide counter, the toilet I was using, as well as another. There was also a large whirlpool tub and a walk in shower. The shower was interesting in that it had no doors or curtains. I stunk like sex so I decided I might as well try it out.
I stepped in and turned the water on and quickly stepped to where the stream of water didn't hit me while I adjusted the temperature. Once it was adjusted I stepped under the stream and let the water cascade over me. I was standing under the water with my eyes closed when I felt a hand touch me. I startled and my eyes shot open. Tammy was standing in front of me in the shower, gently touching my chest. I stepped back slightly, and she stepped into the wide cascade of water, and then up against me, her huge tits smashed against my chest. She looked around and quickly found a fluffy soap thing and some body wash.
She squirted a liberal amount on the fluffy and began to soap us both up, making sure to squeeze suds over the top of her tits to flow down between us. I ran my hands on her back and ass, making her slick with the soap. She wiggled her tits on my chest, sliding her hardened nipples around on my chest while she giggled like a school girl doing something she knew she shouldn't be doing.
While I played with her firm ass, she played with mine, finally kneeling down, allowing my already hard dick to stick up between her soapy tits. She let go of my ass and squeezed her massive tits around my dick, her eyes inviting me to stroke into them. I placed my hands on her shoulders for balance, and began lunging my hips, driving my dick in and out of the cleavage cave she created. As my head appeared and disappeared from her soft embrace, she lowered her head and allowed the head of my dick so slip into her mouth at the top of my stroke. The feelings were wonderful and it quickly brought me to climax, my dick spurting shot after shot of cum into her mouth.
It was more than she could handle and more than a little of it squeezed out around my dick as it pulsed, and dripped onto her soap slickened tits.
When I had finally finished pumping my seed into her she let go of my dick and stood up. I gently used my hands to wash her tits, neck and face, paying special attention to her nipples. I pulled her into the water and rinsed the soap from her tits and bent over and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth. I knelt down and continued to work on her massive mounds of flesh and moved my hands to her ass. One hand squeezed and kneaded her ass, while I moved the other to pussy. She spread her legs and used her hands to support her tits and squeeze them into cones so I had better access to her nipples. I slid a finger deep into her pussy and began to work toward the bundle of nerves that I knew existed. I crooked my finger against the top of her tunnel and soon felt the bump I was looking for.
Within a few short minutes I felt her knees start to shake. I took my free hand and slid it down the crack of her ass and found the rosebud of her anis with the tip of my finger. I stroked it gently while I worked her pussy with my crooked finger and laid my thumb on her clit. I was hitting every possible erogenous zone I could and my work was not in vain. She was soon screaming in pleasure as her orgasm washed over her as completely as the water of the shower. I held her while she recovered and then stood up and held her close under the stream of water.
We turned the water off and climbed out, water streaming from our bodies. I found towels and we laughed and played with each other while we tried to dry each other.
We finally walked out of the bathroom after more than half an hour and found Wanda and Mary still sleeping. Tammy walked to the dining room with me and helped me dress, kissing me and playing with my body while she worked, allowing me to do the same.
"If you ever need some fun. Just call me." She whispered as we walked toward the front door. She stopped at the door and opened her purse. She pulled a card and slipped it into my pocket. "Any time you feel the need." She said before kissing me sensuously and opening the door. I walked out after returning her kiss. She stood on the porch completely naked while she watched me walk across the street and disappear into my own house.
It was Monday morning so I started my normal routine, dressing and making lunch. A bit past seven, I headed out to my truck, looking across the street. All three cars were gone. I got in my truck and headed to work. On the way I thought about the situation. I was totally confused. I'm normally pretty horny, and get a hardon when I look at good looking women, but this was more than normal. I was not only getting hard, I was hard a lot longer and I seemed to be pumping more cum than I had any right to think I could. What's more, I was never a real looker, and getting into my forties, it wasn't getting better. I have never attracted too many women, so I had no idea why all of a sudden in two days I had not only one woman, but multiple women not only having sex with me, but trying to entice ME to have sex with THEM! It was a bit much for my mind to understand.
I got to work a bit before eight and went to my office. Thankfully things were quiet most of the day. I went off to another building to work on a broken machine. It wasn't a hard job, but it was in a more remote building. I was just coming out of the lab headed to the bathroom to wash up. I really wasn't paying attention to what I was doing as I opened the door and stepped out, bumping into one of the secretaries from the office down the hall. I didn't even know her name, but I apologized for my clumsiness and walked down the hall to the mixed sex bathroom. I was in for a couple minutes, washing the grease from my hands before the door opened and the secretary stepped in behind me, allowing the door to close. I could see her standing behind me in the mirror.
"I'll be done in a minute or two." I said
"Not a problem. I don't mind." She said
In the mirror I saw her move to the door and lock it. What happened next wasn't what I expected. She was wearing a dress that came to just above her knees. She stepped out of her shoes and pulled the dress up to her waist. I stared in shock into the mirror as she pulled down her pantyhose and pulled them off her feet, leaning against the wall for support. I took a couple paper towels from the dispenser and turned around, leaning my butt against the sink as she pulled the dress up to her waist again. This time she pulled her panties down and off, the dress again falling down to cover her up allowing only a brief flash of pussy while she did. Then she stepped forward and started undoing my belt.
"You could help." She said. "We can't be in here all day."
"I thought you just wanted to use the bathroom."
"Are you kidding? I need to be fucked!" she said as she pushed my pants and underwear down, pulling my hardening dick out. "Ohhh. This is a nice dick!" she said as she began to stroke it, making it hard. She stopped stroking my dick after a short time and reached behind her. She unzipped her dress and let it slide from her body, pooling at her feet. She reached behind her and unclipped her bra and shrugged it off, leaving her standing in front of me completely naked.
She took my hands and put them on her tits and then went back to stroking my dick and playing with my balls. After a minute or so she pulled me toward the bathroom stall, making me shuffle because my pants were still around my ankles. She sat me down on the toilet seat and then without a word, straddled me. Grasping my dick she rubbed the head back and forth across her pussy lips. Working it between them and drawing moisture onto the head from her pussy. Her tits were at face level and I couldn't resist, reaching out to suck one of her rock hard nipples. She moaned and pushed her pussy down on my dick, forcing a couple inches of it into her.
She began to bounce up and down on my dick, working more and more of it into her with each stroke. The deeper I got inside her the more she moaned. She finally was bouncing so hard I couldn't keep her tit in my mouth, so I transferred her small tits to my hands. She threw her head around, slinging her dark hair in the air as she started to squeak between the moans. Her pussy was beginning to twitch around my dick and within a few seconds I could feel my balls tensing up to fire. She let out a high pitch squeak and rammed her pelvis down hard on me as she began to shake. Her pulsated pussy sent me over the top, gushing shot after shot of my hot cum into her pussy. The feeling of my cum filling her seemed to increase her pleasure as she ground her pussy down onto me, her body convulsing and twitching.
"That was fucking great!" she said as her breath came back with her fading orgasm. "Thank you!"
"Your welcome." I said. "But why?"
"Why what?" she asked as she continued to wiggle her ass, moving my slowly softening dick around inside her pussy.
"Why me? Why now?"
"Oh that! I don't know. I just had an overwhelming need to feel your huge dick inside me."
"Do you usually have sex with strangers?"
"I don't feel like you're a stranger. But no. I don't usually fuck anybody but my husband. For some reason I just needed to have your cock buried in me. Your not going to tell him are you?" she asked, whispering the last bit.
"No. I won't tell him." I whispered back.
"Thank god!" she said with obvious relief. "I guess I better get back to the office then." She said as she climbed off my dick. She stepped out to her clothes and quickly dressed with the exception of her pantyhose, which she wadded up and stuffed in the trash. She came back onto the stall and helped me get my clothes back together. Then she leaned against me and kissed me hard, gripping my ass. I pulled the back of her dress up and slipped my hands into her panties and gripped her bare ass as she wiggled it around.
"ohhhh I like that. Let me know if you want more later... I'm always available if you need a good fuck." She said. She moved away from me, pulling my hands from her panties. She hiked her skirt up and slipped her panties down her legs and off over her shoes. She stuffed her panties into my pocket and stepped close to me again, putting my hand under the front of her dress on her bare pussy. "mmmmm... this feels much more naughty." She said before kissing me some more. Suddenly she stepped back and unzipped the back of her dress again and let it fall to the floor. She undid her bra and shrugged it off again, tossing it to me. She bent over, naked except for her shoes and pulled her dress up, covering her naked body. She turned around. "Zip me please?" she asked sweetly.
I reached out and zipped her dress and then she stepped back against me, wrapping my arms around her. She placed one hand on her tit and the other she placed under her dress again on her bare pussy. I began to finger her exposed clit while she rubbed her ass into me.
"Oh this feels so fucking naughty." She said. "And if you keep that up your going to make me cum again."
In response I squeezed her tit through her dress, and continued to work on her clit, until she did again orgasm. I held her until she got her breathing back and then she stepped toward the door, still looking flushed and unlocked the door.
"You can do that to me any time you want." She whispered as she unlocked the door and opened it. Looking both ways she slipped out and disappeared down the hall as the door closed.
I shook my head, washed my hands again and headed back to the lab to finish up. I sat down at the desk and turned on my computer to take care of the software resets. I was working for some time when I heard the door open and close. I looked over and saw a young lady wearing a pair of slacks and a button down blouse walking toward me, her high heels clacking on the concrete floor of the machine bay. She stepped to within a few feet of me and stood with her hands on her hips.
"What the hell did you do to Maria?" she asked in a demanding tone.
"Who's Marria?" I asked in all honesty.
"You know damn well who she is."
"Maam, honestly I have no idea who Maria is. To be honest I don't know who you are either. And I really don't know what you're talking about."
"I saw you come out of the bathroom after she did. I also saw that she came back to the office half dressed. She's a happily married woman! How dare you attack her like that!"
"What the hell are you talking about? I didn't attack her. Hell, I was in the bathroom when she came in and seduced me!"
"Likely fucking story!" she shouted at me. I saw, but wasn't able to respond fast enough to her hand, which flashed out and slapped me across the face. "Bastard!" she yelled at me as she turned and stormed toward the door. As she walked her steps became slower and less purposeful. Finally she reached the door, stood there with her hand on the knob for a long time and then began walking back. He steps somewhat hesitant at first and then more purposeful. She walked up to me and stood in the same place she just had. I prepared myself for another onslaught.
"So what is it? Am I not good enough to fuck?" she said angrily.
"What the hell?" I asked
"You heard me. Aren't I good enough to fuck? You fucked Maria, but you won't fuck me?"
"Are you sycho or what? First you come in and accuse me of attacking somebody, and then you come back and accuse me of NOT attacking you? What the hell is wrong with you?" I asked angrily.
I expected her to storm off, but instead she reached up and pulled her blouse from her pants and started quickly unbuttoning it, her motions almost angry. She pulled her shirt off and threw it on the desk. She pulled the straps of her bra from her shoulder and pulled it down to her waist, exposing her tits, and spun the material around her waist until the clips were in front and she undid them and tossed the bra on her blouse. She stepped out of her heals and pushed her slacks down and off. She stood back up and tossed them on the growing pile. Leaving her standing in a tiny thong panty and a pair of thigh high hose. The thong went next, revealing a completely shaved pussy. Now she was standing in front of me naked except for her stockings.
"Well?" She asked hotly "Don't you want to fuck this?" she continued as she began to play with her pussy with one hand.
"Are you on something?" I asked
"Yes! I'm on a fucking lust trip. I want you to fuck me, and I want you to do it now!" She demanded. She pushed my laptop and her pile of cloths over to the side of the desk and sat herself on the edge, and then she kicked her legs in the air and spread them wide. "I want you to stuff your hard dick into my hot pussy and I want you to pound it into me! I want you to make your fuck slut! I want to feel your big dick driving into me like a jackhammer. I want to feel you take me and ravage me like I've never been ravaged. I want to feel your big full cock buried in my pussy and pumping your cum into me! I want all that and I want you to do it now. I need you to do it now!" she said, her tone changing almost to a plea. "Please?! Fuck me now!?"
I had to admit that her language had my dick hard as a rock. I stood up and undid my pants and pushed them down, exposing my hard dick to her.
"Oh yes! Look at that huge dick. Stuff it in me. I want to feel you fill me up with that huge dick. God I want it soooo bad!"
I moved forward and pressed the head of my dick against her obviously wet pussy lips. She grabbed hold of it and pulled me into her, engaging my head in her opening. She wrapped her legs around my ass and pulled me forcefully into her, burying my dick into her until my pelvis was against hers.
"OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed as I bottomed out. "Now fuck me hard! She panted. Please. God I'm already cumming!" she said breathlessly as she tipped her head back and closed her eyes. She unwound her legs from my waist and opened them wide.
I could feel her pussy already twitching around my dick as I started to stroke in and out of her sopping pussy. Almost immediately her body started to quake and spasm in orgasm. The more I pounded into her the more she thrashed around. We kept this up for several minutes before I drove my dick into her as far as it would go and groaned as my cum started flooding her pussy.



"OH GOD YES!" she screamed with each new pump of cum into her. "FUCK that feels sooo god damn good.! "OH I don't want it to stop. I want to feel you in me forever!" She panted as my cock slowed to an occasional twitch. She lowered herself onto her back on the desk and idly played with her tits. I really hadn't paid to much attention to them, but as she lay there they stood tall and proud, like small mountains.
I reached up and replaced her hands with mine. They were firm and hard, with large round nipples on top. She had been wearing a bra, but she clearly didn't need it for support. I squeezed her tits and rolled her nipples, causing her to wrap her legs around my waist again and pull me into her as far as I could go. She began to grind her pelvis into mine, her shaved pussy sliding around in my hair. "OH FUCK" she said. "OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK" she repeated as her body twitched, apparently starting another orgasm. She continued to grind into me for nearly five minutes.
I hadn't ever seen a woman climax for so long. To my surprise, I was still semi-hard inside her when she finally let her legs flop open. She nearly passed out on the desk. I bent over and lifted her to me. She was with it enough to wrap her arms around my neck. I lifted her up by the ass and stepped back to the chair I had been sitting in, and sat down with her still on my lap, my dick still in her. Her legs fell over the arms of the chair, causing her pussy to press down on me. I held her close, gently rubbing her back and ass. She slowly started to return to normal, moaning and groaning gently as I touched her. She lifted her head from my shoulder and straightened her body, bringing her tits to my face level.
"Oh god." She breathed as I sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth. "That feels so good." She cooed. We continued like this for some time, with me occasionally swapping which tit I was sucking on. "MY god your getting hard inside me again... It feels fucking awesome to feel you grow in me that way." She whispered. As I continued to suck her tits she began to wiggle her ass around, making my dick move around inside her. I have no idea how much time passed before she took her arms from around my neck and placed them on the arms of the chair. Using her arms and legs draped over the arms of the chair, she began to slowly slide up and down my slick and hard dick. I could feel her pussy contracting around me with her strokes.
"Come on. Cum for me again. I want to feel you empty into me again." she cooed as she slid up and down my dick, still pressing her tits into my mouth. She continued this for long minutes before I felt my balls start to pull up for the impending shot. She continued to slowly fuck up and down my pole, nearly pulling off my dick with each stroke, and grinding her clit into my pelvis at the bottom of each stroke.
"OH YES!" she cried out as she felt the first pulse of my dick inside her. She dropped down and began to hump her clit against my pelvis franticly as I pumped cum into her pussy. She began to shake and spasm as a new orgasm overtook her, giving up on holding the arms of the chair and instead pulling my head tight to her tits. I bit gently on her nipple, making her cry out in delight and apparently increasing her climax. After what seemed like an hour, but was probably only a couple minutes she let go of my head and let me breath normally.
"Now that was a fuck!" she said a she leaned her face down to mine and kissed me seductively. "It wasn't fair to keep you from me. She should have told me how great of a fuck you were. GOD that was good!"
She finally pulled herself off of me, loosing a flood of cum from her pussy. She reached across the desk and picked up a roll of paper towels. She tore several from the roll and used them to gently clean my legs and dick. When she had it mostly cleaned off she sucked my shrinking dick into her mouth and licked up anything that remained. Then she stood up and sat on the table, throwing her legs high in the air again. "Would you mind cleaning me off now?" she asked sweetly.
I took several paper towels and gently wiped the trail of cum off of her legs as best as I could where it had soaked into the material of her stockings, and followed it back to her pussy. I cleaned her off as best I could and then on a whim I bent my head to her pussy and licked her bald lips and mound, making sure to run the flat of my tongue across her exposed clit. She responded with a cry of pleasure. I repeated the process again, this time slipping my tongue between her lips. I could taste some of my own cum but I was intent on making her climax yet again. I concentrated on her clit until she cried out that she was again cuming. Her pussy pulsed, squeezing out more of our combined juices, adding to the puddle on the floor. Her body twitched and spasmed for several seconds before she calmed and, still breathing hard, stood up from the desk. She pulled me against her and kissed me passionately, her tongue pushing deep into my mouth. After she broke the kiss she stepped away. She bent over and pushed her stockings down and off and tossed them aside. She was now totally naked.
"I wish I could go back to the office like this." She said stepping into her heals and doing a little spin for me. "That way you could just walk into the office and fuck me right there without having to wait."
"Someone might notice." I said admiring her body.
"I suppose your right." She said a she reluctantly picked up her bra. " I don't have to wear this though." She said tossing it aside and picking up her blouse. She pulled it on and buttoned it up. "How's that?" she asked, spinning again.
"Well, to be honest, your tits show through nicely. If you don't want to show off to everyone you're going to have to wear the bra."
"OH PHOO" she said with a pout. "Do I have to?"
"It's up to you." I said.
"Maybe I better look in the mirror." She said starting to walk toward the door.
"Don't you want to put on your pants first?" I called.
"NOPE!" she called back wigging her ass at me as she walked. The shirt was long enough to cover most of her ass and pussy. I just hoped she wasn't seen. She disappeared out the door and came back a minute later. She unbuttoned her blouse and took it off as she walked across the bay. "I guess I do have to wear it. My husband would have a fit if I went out in public like that. But I sooo want to do it!" she said with a giggle. She picked up her bra and put it on, asking me to buckle the little thing in the back, which I did. She backed into me and reached behind me and grabbed at my ass. I slid my hands around her, and used one to play with her bra covered tits and used the other on her smooth pussy. She lifted one leg and put it on the table, allowing me to slide my finger across her pussy lips and clit.
"Oh yes. That't it. Make me cum again." she cooed. "I want to feel your hands on me and I want you to make me cum." She said quietly as I worked her clit. She exploded seconds later, her body convulsing and shaking. It didn't last as long as the others she had, but I had never been with any woman that could climax so fast. Finally she subsided and I helped her dress in her blouse, thong panties and slacks. Finally dressed she kissed me seductively. "Now if you ever need a good fuck, you know where to find me." She said quietly.
"I know." I assure her, patting her ass.
"Ohhhh." She said with a giggle as she let go of me and walked briskly toward the door. She blew me a kiss as she disappeared through the door.
I sat in the chair and thought a long time. The only conclusion I could bring was that something had changed. It seemed if I touched a woman she went wild for sex. This one was angry at the time, and I wondered if that made the reaction somehow stronger. I didn't know why it was happening, but it was getting hard to ignore that it was. 'It all started in the cave.' I thought to myself , 'the lightning?' I decided there was only one way to find out. Experiment. Also I wondered how long the effect lasted. That too would require some experimenting. Finally I wondered if it would wear off of me.
I finished up my work and headed out. I was careful to not touch any more women the rest of the day at work. After work I changed into some riding cloths and took my mountain bike down to the wooded path that is near my home. I rode the trail for some time, and then stopped and waited. Pretty soon a woman came along on her bike. I bent over, to look like I was fixing my chain. She slowed and stopped.
"Hey! Need any help?" she asked
I straightened up. "I don't think so." I said "I dropped my chain and had to get it back on the derailer. I think I have it now though." I finished wiping some grease on the grass.
"Well, if you're ok." She said. As she got back on her bike.
"I think so. As long as it stays put I'm ok." I answered.
"Well, if you want I can hang with you until you're sure." She said. "Were pretty far back in the bush here."
"Yeah, it would suck to have to walk it out. I appreciate the offer." I answered as I got on my bike. The two of us headed off down the trail. I made sure to stay behind her and look down frequently, but I stayed with her as she rode. We went a couple miles and she pulled to the side and stopped. I pulled up next to her.
"Looks like it's holding." She said as she pulled her bottle from the rack on her bike.
"Yeah. So far so good. I must have just grabbed up a stick or something." I said pulling a bottle from my butt pack. We drank our water in silence. After a long pause I said. "I appreciate your stopping for me. Most women would just keep going, afraid of some strange guy attacking them."
"Your not planning on attacking me are you?" she asked with a laugh.
"Not really." I said. "I just wondered why you stopped."
"It was the right thing to do." She said. "Besides, I'm not worried about getting attacked." She said reaching into her belly bag and producing a small semiautomatic pistol before I knew what was happening. "I can take care of myself."
"Good thing I'm not attacking you." I said with a laugh. I held my bottle out like a toast. She responded and bumped her bottle into mine. I made sure that our hands touched in the process. "It's good to see that there are some good people still in the world." I said. "Ready to go again?" I finished as I put away my bottle.
"Sure! Lead on." She said with a smile. I took off up the trail with her following me. We went a couple miles before I heard her call. "Hey. Take that next trail off to the right!"
"Ok." I said over my shoulder. I turned off onto the trail and immediately had to hop several trees that were downed. The trail went down a hill and widened out some.
"How bout a stop?" she called again.
"Sure thing!" I called, finding a wide spot in the trail and pulling to a stop. She pulled up next to me. "It's getting warm out here." she said pulling her water bottle from her bike rack.
"I agree." I said, sweat trickling down my neck. I pulled the bottom of my shirt out of my shorts and used it as a rag to mop my head.
My riding partner had her helmet off and was hanging it on the bike. Next she pulled her shirt up and off, exposing her sports bra. She used the shirt to wipe her face. "That's a little better." She said taking another drink. She looked around and then stripped her sports bra off, letting her moderate sized tits bounce free. She was maybe early thirties. She had medium length hair that was put up into a pony tail to keep it tamed while she rode. She sat on her bike, bare above the waist. She was quite trim and athletic and her hips and ass looked well sculpted in the spandex riding shorts. "You don't mind do you?" she asked as she squirted a little water from her bottle on her tits and rubbed it around.
"Not me." I said. "You can wear as little or as much as you choose."
"Good." She said as she climbed off her bike. She stuffed her shirt and sports bra into the little pack on the front of her bike. She wheeled her bike a few feet to a tree and leaned it against it. I watched as she unbuckled her belly bag and then peeled her spandex shorts down her legs and pulled them off, leaving her in just her bike shoes and a pair of tiny bikini panties.
"Nice." I said in appreciation as she stuffed the shorts in the pack as well.
"You like?" she asked doing a little twirl.
"Very much." I said. "You're not afraid of me taking advantage are you?"
"Oh I don't know. I may just have to shoot you if you don't take advantage of me." She laughed as she stuffed her belly bag into the pack. "What the hell." I heard her say a she slid her panties off and stuffed them in her pack as well. "You going to join me?" She called.
"Why not?" I answered. I stepped off my bike and leaned it against the tree I was using for support. I pulled my t-shirt off and then pealed my bike shorts down, letting my hard dick spring forth into the air.
She gave a wolf whistle. "Now that is impressive. I guess you do like what you see."
"Thanks" I said as I stuffed my cloths into the small pack on the bike frame. "Ready to go?"
"Hell yes!" she said enthusiastically as she climbed on her bike nearly naked. She took off in the lead and I followed her down the trail. Her ass was beautiful, and every time she stood to bounce over a bump or log, she would bend forward giving me a great pussy shot. I had to admit I was getting damn horny. She finally pulled up at a small creek at the bottom of the hill.
"This looks nice!" she said as she climbed off her bike. I watched her put her feet up one at a time and take her shoes off, leaving her completely naked. She gingerly walked to the creek and waded into the knee deep water. "OHHH! Its COLD!" she squealed as she splashed water on herself. I took off my shoes and followed her into the water. We splashed each other with a little water war, that ended up when she launched into my arms, knocking me down into the water. When we surfaced she pressed her body against mine, despite the cold water and wrapped her arms around my neck and pressing her lips to mine. It was an urgent smash mouth kiss that quickly turned into a frantic tongue and lips battle. "I... Want ... you ... to ....fuck... me ...right ... now!" she said between kisses, as I tried to keep us above water.
"I don't think this will work this way." I said, pulling my mouth from hers.
She let go of my neck and stood up. After helping pull me up, she turned around and spread her legs. She reached behind her and pulled her ass and pussy apart. "So fuck me like this then!" she said as I stepped behind her with my hard dick pointing at her pussy.
I pressed my dick against her lips and easily slid inside, getting a groan from her as I pressed deeper.
"Oh god that fells so good." She moaned. "Fuck me. Just fuck me any way you want, but make me cum! I want to cum around you huge hard dick." She moaned as I started stroking into her pussy. I bent over her and reached between her legs and found her clit with my fingers. She stood slightly more upright, reaching behind her and pulling her back up to my chest. I reached around with my other hand and played with her tits. "Oh god... I'm cuming!" she said in a high pitched voice. "Oh god!!!" she screamed as her body began to shake. She shivered and trembled all over as her orgasm washed over her. I continued to plunge into her pussy, lowering my legs slightly to give me a better aim. I was beating into her when my first pulse of juice unloaded into her. She screamed out when she felt it "OHGOD!! HERE IT COMES!! I CAN FEEL IT!! OH GOD!!" she screamed in an ever increasing pitch as my cum flooded her pussy. We stood in the cold water, my dick pulsing its load into her hot pussy for what seemed like an eternity before she relaxed. "Jesus that was good." She said. "But my feet are about numb!"
"I know. I'm frozen stiff!"
She pulled off of my dick and turned around and pressed her body against mine, smashing her hard nipples into my chest. "Your stiff, but not from the cold." She said with a giggle as she lifted her face to mine for a kiss.
I reached under her ass and lifted her in the air. She wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. She didn't weigh that much so it wasn't difficult to pick my way out of the stream. It was starting to get close to dark.
"I think we better head back, or were going to be riding in the dark" I said.
"That's ok." She said, still wrapped around me. "There's a full moon tonight... and I bet you turn into an animal after dark!" she finished with a fake growl.
"I'm afraid I turn into a half blind animal. I don't have the night vision I once had." I said letting her slip down, causing her to put her feet back down and stand up. "I think we better head back."
"What a spoil sport!" she said with a pout. Then after pulling herself up to kiss me one more time she let go and went to put her shoes on. "I think we should just stay naked!"
"Aren't you afraid of being seen?"
"Who cares!" she said. "All they would do is get jealous."
"Whatever you want." I said, pulling my shoes on. We finished tying them up and then got our bikes turned around and climbed on. The trail back up was just as nice as the way down, although the fading light made it harder to see. We hit the main trail, still naked. "Don't you think we should put some clothes back on?"
"Are you going to be a spoil sport?"
"No. I'm going to be a 'not arrested' sport." I answered with a smile.
"Very well." she said climbing off her bike. She dug out her shorts and shirt while I did the same. We were dressed quickly and headed down the trail. It was a couple miles yet to the trail head and by the time we got there it was pretty dark. I helped her put her bike on her car. After it was strapped down she looked around and not seeing anyone else, pulled me by the neck around to the front of the car, with her walking backwards. We got to the front and she let go of my neck and pushed her shorts down and kicked them off, then she pulled her shirt up and off, leaving her naked again except for her shoes.
"Come on. Fuck me again! Please!?" she begged as she sat herself on the hood and spread her legs wide. I was hard from watching her ass all the way up the trail, so I pushed my shorts down, letting my already hard dick stand out, pointing at her.
"Oooooo" she said, reaching out and wrapping her small hand around it. "Just put it right here!" she cooed as she pulled me toward her waiting pussy. She engaged the head and I pushed into her, easily sliding into her sopping wet pussy.
"OH YES!" she cried as I hit bottom and started to stroke. It only took a few minutes for me to go from stroking gently to pounding away inside her. She leaned back and wrapped her ankles around my neck, exposing her full bottom and making her pussy even tighter than it was. My balls were slapping her ass as I plunged into her like crazy. She was squeaking and gasping as I rammed into her. I felt my balls tighten up and with a grunt, drove my dick as deep as it would go, my hard cock unleashing its torrent of cum into her pussy. She started shaking and moaning as her own orgasm peaked along with mine. Fortunately no one showed up while we were banging away on her car hood. She relaxed, moving her ankles from around my neck and letting her legs hang off the hood of the car.
"God that felt good." She said quietly.
"It was a good screw, wasn't it." I replied.
"Will I see you again?"
"I don't know. You might."
She sat up and pulled herself to me reaching her mouth to mine. "Kiss me?"
I reached my head down and kissed her. She responded with a sensual, wet, tongue filled kiss. If I hadn't just dumped a load into her, it would have definitely made me hard.



"God girl... you can really kiss."
"Thank you." She said with a giggle as she released me.
I pulled my dick from her and slid my pants up. "I better go." I said, walking to my bike. When I left she was standing by her car, still naked, waving to me. I rode home and put my bike up and headed for the shower.
After a relaxing shower, I wrapped a towel around my waist and headed for the kitchen. I dug through the refrigerator, deciding that nearly eight at night was not the time to start cooking dinner. I made a sandwich with some leftover roast beef and headed for my chair to relax in front of the TV. I was nearly done with the sandwich when the front doorbell rang. I put aside my sandwich and headed to the door. I was still wearing just a towel, so I peeked through the window to see who was there. Wanda was standing at the door in a business skirt suit. I opened the door.
"Hi Wanda." I said with a smile.
She looked nervous. "Can I come in?" she asked tentatively.
"Sure." I said, holding the door for her and closing it after she was in.
"Um. Can we talk?"
"Sure. Come on into the family room. I'm just finishing some dinner." I said leading the way into the room and turning off the TV. "What's on your mind?"
"Um. Yesterday." She said flatly. "I wanted to talk about yesterday."
Here it comes, I thought to myself.
"I didn't want you to think that I was strange or something. The girls were coming over, and we got talking on the phone about what happened in the yard, and well... they kind of got revved up and just wanted part of the action. I don't usually act like that, and things kind of got carried away, and... well... I didn't want it to hurt our relationship."
"Its ok. I don't think any less of you because of what happened." I responded.
"Are you sure? I mean, it was basically a sex party taking advantage of you."
"Somehow I have a hard time accepting that three sexy women wanting my attention at the same time is in any way taking advantage of me."
"Oh good." She said with obvious relief. "I was worried all day that you would think that I was some kind of slut or something."
"That thought never crossed my mind."
"You're sure?"
"Honest. Now why do you think that I would think you were a slut anyway."
"Well... I have kind of felt a bit slutty all day." She said almost in a whisper. "I mean yesterday I had sex with you out in the open where anyone could see me, and then we had... you know... an orgy after dinner. And then today. Well. I just didn't want you to think I was like that."
"What about today?"
"Well... When I got up this morning I was still pretty horny, and well. I didn't dress the way I usually would."
"So how did you dress? You look pretty businesslike to me."
"Only on the outside." She said standing up. She stepped over in front of me and slowly pulled her skirt up. She was wearing three inch heels, stockings and a skirt. As she drew her skirt up, I could see what she meant. She was not wearing pantyhose, but instead was wearing stockings and a white garter and no panties at all.
"Actually I think it looks pretty sexy." I replied
She smiled. "that's not all." She said, unbuttoning her coat and slipping it off. I could clearly see her nipples behind the cream colored blouse. She undid the buttons and then closing her eyes, pulled it open for me to see. She was wearing a push-up half bra that supported her tits, but left her nipples and higher naked. I personally was getting a hardon looking at her.
"I think it looks damn sexy." I said honestly.
"You're sure it doesn't make me look like a slut?"
I laughed. "No it makes you attractive!" I said.
"Are you sure?" she asked again, letting the blouse drop from her shoulders onto the floor. Then she reached behind her and unzipped her skirt and pushed it down, letting it fall to the floor. She was standing in front of me now in just her heels and sexy lingerie. "Because all I could think about all day was finding a way to sit on your dick again." she said as she stepped closer to me. She pulled on the towel I was wearing and spread it apart so my hard dick was now pointing up from my lap. She moved to crawl on my lap, and pushed the back of my recliner back so that it reclined with both of us in it, me sitting and her kneeling over me. She reached between her legs and rubbed the head of my dick against her pussy lips, smearing it with her juices. Then she lined it up with her pussy and slowly sank down on it, enveloping it in her silky hot tunnel. "OHHHHH that is soooo fucking much better." She said quietly as she settled on me. "How would you feel about sucking on my tits a while?" she asked as she leaned her exposed breasts down toward my face.
How could I refuse. I greedily sucked one of her nipples into my mouth as I reached for her ass and began to kneed it.
"Ohhhh fuck yes!" she said. "That's it. Suck it hard. God I like how that feels!" she said between breaths. She began to slowly rock on my dick, sliding up and down my shaft, but being careful to not pull her tit from my mouth. I slid one hand from her ass to her pussy and began to gently stroke her clit with my finger. "OH FUCK!" she screamed when she felt my touch. "OH DON'T STOP! KEEP... DOING... THAT!" she practically shouted. Her bouncing became much more energetic and turned into a pounding, bouncing, fantastic rut. I started to cum about the same time that her orgasm hit her. I pumped a huge load of cum into her waiting pussy as she ground her pelvis down on me, my finger still dancing across her clit.
"OH stop! Stop!" she cried, tears streaming down her face. "It feels too fucking good!" she cried. "Too much sensation." She cried as she did her best to hold still on my still twitching cock. After a minute or two she leaned down on me and I held her as she snuggled against me. After a minute or two she sat up, pealed her bra off and then settled again, pressing her bare tits into my chest. I just lay there and held her for a long time.
"Can I sleep with you?" she asked quietly.
"Wont your husband miss you?"
"Not tonight. He's still out of town for a couple more days."
"I don't want to screw up your marriage." I said. "I mean, this wasn't my idea."
"Don't worry. It won't make it any worse than it was."
"Ok. We can sleep together if you want." I whispered back.
She kissed me gently on the lips and then cuddled down onto me again. Within a few minutes we were both asleep. It didn't last long. We got uncomfortable in the chair and got up and moved to the bed after she removed the rest of her underwear. She spooned her back and ass against me and stroked my dick until it was hard enough to enter her again, which she facilitated. Once I was impaled in her she pulled one of my arms around her and placed my hand on her tit. We returned to sleep that way and stayed asleep until the alarm went off at six thirty.
Tuesday morning started off with the alarm going off. I rolled over and hit the button and rolled back against Wanda. She reached behind her and found my limp dick and stroked it to life, putting it back into her pussy with amazing dexterity. I wasn't inside too long before she began to gently rock her ass against me, moving my dick around in her. Unlike most of the sex we had so far, this was slow and gentle.
The first real indication that I had that she was getting close was her moaning. It began gentle and quiet at first, but built over time, along with the strength of her actions on my dick. "oh god." She whispered to the pillows as her actions became more aggressive. "uh... uh... uh... god... I want ... to ... feel... you... cum... inside...me!" she worked out between strokes. I felt her hand slip between her legs, and start to play with my balls. We continued this way for some time before she got so vigorous that she pulled off my dick. Rather than put it back, she got up and straddled me, facing my feet, and rolling me on my back. I watched as she squatted over my dick and pushed her pussy back down onto me. Now she was able to really stroke up and down, and it had the desired effect on both of us.
She used my legs as support as she pistoned up and down my dick. "OH GOD!" she screamed. "CUM IN ME! I WANT TO FEEL YOU CUM INSIDE ME! OHHHHHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK I WANT IT!" It was more than I could hold back. Her climax triggered when the first pulses of my cum emptied into her pussy. She ground her pussy hard against my dick as her body shook, finally collapsing on my legs. She stretched her legs out, her head toward my feet, and my dick still inside her. It was an interesting position, but it didn't last long. As I softened, I slipped out of her way too quickly. After she felt me slip out, she got up and turned around. She knelt over me while she kissed me and then climbed off the bed.
"I better get going. I'm going to be late for work." She said as she gathered up her lingerie. I got up and followed her to the family room where the rest of her cloths were scattered about. She slipped on her jacket, and skirt and pulled her heels on and headed toward the door. She stopped long enough to give me a huge wet kiss and then disappeared out the door. I headed back to the bedroom and then the shower.
I went to work as usual and things went normally. I had to go over to the manufacturing building again to finish the work I had started the previously. I had been there some time and decided to take a break. I walked down the hall to the office area and stepped in, seeing Maria sitting behind the desk.
"Oh my god!" she said when I walked in. "Your back!" she finished as she stood up. She was wearing a micro-miniskirt, a halter type top and three inch heels.
"You look damn hot!" I said to her as I stood admiring the package.
She looked past me at the open door, and stepped over to a file cabinet. "Watch this." She said as she bent over and opened the bottom drawer. As she bent the back of her skirt hiked up until I had a clear view of her naked pussy and most of her lower ass. She wiggled her ass at me slightly and then stood back up. "What do you think?" she asked me as she stepped around the desk toward me.
"I think you're hot and horny."
She took me by the hand and led me back to what appeared to be a copy room and pushed the door closed. "You better believe I'm horny. I want to be fucked by you right now." She said as she pulled the neck strap of her top loose and let it fall, exposing her tits. She undid the clasp in the back and let it fall to the floor. Next she unzipped the side of the little skirt and let it fall. Stepping out of her shoes she was standing before me naked. "Jennifer is going to be sooo pissed she missed you."
"Why is that?"
"She had to go to the post office. But every day she watches for you to come back." She said taking me by the hand and pulling me toward a stack of paper boxes. She reached down and undid my pants and pushed them down with my underwear, pushing them down to my ankles as she bent over. Before she stood up she reached over and sucked my dick into her mouth. "hmmmmmmm" she moaned around it as she began to stroke it and slide her mouth up and down its length. I reached down and played with her tits and nipples while she had one hand busy in her pussy. After several minutes of this she released my dick and stood up. "Come on. I want you to fuck me!" She said as she sat back on the stack of boxes and spread her legs wide.
I shuffled between her legs and pressed my dick against her pussy lips. "Hmmmmmmm" she moaned again as my head began to enter her. "Yes! That's it! Push it in! Come on! I want it all! Shove it all the way in!" she said huskily as I slowly pressed my dick into her. When I hit bottom I started pulling back, stopping only when my head was about to pop out of her, then started the trip in again. "Ohhh. Stop teasing me and FUCK ME already!" she begged a she moved one hand to her tits and began to massage her tit and nipple. "Fuck me hard!" she moaned as I slid slowly into her. This time when I hit bottom, I started sliding in and out of her more quickly. Picking up my pace with each second.
"uh uh uh uh uh" she grunted with each plunge. "That's it! Fuck me!" she squeaked. Her climax washed over her almost without warning. One minute she was grunting away, and the next her whole body was quaking and quivering as she climaxed. I heard the door open behind me while she was still in the middle of her orgasm. I heard a pair of heels walk across the floor and then felt a pair of arms circle my chest, one hand resting on my chest and the other sliding down to the junction of where I was stuffed inside Maria.
"Save some of that for me." I heard a familiar voice whisper. It was Jennifer, the lady that had been angry at me last time. This time she seemed much different, pulling me out of Maria after she had finished her orgasm, and turning me around. She pressed me back onto Maria so my ass was pressing against her bare pussy. Maria wrapped her arms around me and hugged against my back.
"My turn" Jennifer said as she stepped back. She was wearing a medium length yellow flowered sun dress with ties over the shoulders. She reached up and pulled the ties, and then pulled the dress down, allowing it to pool at her feet. She was totally naked under her dress. She stepped over and put my hand on her bare pussy. "I have a surprise for you." She whispered. "Pull the string."
I felt between her legs and did indeed find a string. She stepped her legs apart and began to kiss me sensuously. She moaned as I pulled on the string. I could feel something coming out, one after another, a series of hard plastic balls slipped from her pussy. As the last one fell from her, she kicked one of her shoes off and lifted her leg high, wrapping it around me and resting it on the stack of paper. I felt Maria's hand slide down my pelvis and grip my hard dick. She expertly aimed it at Jennifer's pussy. When Jennifer felt it engage, she pulled her pelvis against me with her foot, driving my dick into her. It caused another moan, followed by a renewed vigor in her kissing. Within seconds she was humping against my, driving her pussy up and down my dick. Her moans turned to squeaks in my mouth as she continued to kiss me harder. Maria had her hands roaming all over the two of us until I couldn't handle it any longer and I exploded inside Jennifer. Her own climax was renewed as my cum splashed inside her.
She stopped kissing me and began to cry "oh fuck! oh fuck! oh fuck! oh fuck!" as her orgasm made her body shake and tremble. After she regained control of her body, she lowered her leg, trapping my dick inside her. "God that felt good. I've been thinking about this since yesterday." She said pulling her naked body up against me. After a couple minutes of this sandwich hug, she pulled from me, letting my dick slip from her pussy. I turned and helped Maria down off the boxes.
I watched the two girls gather their clothes while I was pulling up my pants. The two were quite sexy, and knowing that they were naked under their clothes made them more so. After they dressed they both came over and hugged me, both of them trying to kiss me at once. "I'm sorry ladies, but I really do have to go."
"We know." Jennifer said. "We just wanted to make it last as long as we could."
"Thank you." I said.
"No. Thank you. That was a great fuck!" Maria said. "If I can teach my husband to fuck like that it's going to be super!"
"Are you trying?" I asked
"Well, I let him watch how I dressed this morning, but wouldn't let him touch me. He's going to have to go all day thinking about how sexy and slutty I look. By the time he gets home from work he should be ready for a really good fuck. Maybe right on the kitchen table!" She said with a mischievous look in her eye. "I wonder how he'll react to fucking me with all my clothes on?" she said with a giggle. "Maybe I can get him to just take me from behind while I'm cooking. God that would be sooo hot to have him stuffing his dick into me from behind right there in the kitchen." Then she squeezed me hard. "God I am getting so fucking horny again. I'm ready to be fucked right now!"
"I think you should save that for him." I said.
"Me too." Said Jennifer. "Go home and let him fuck you silly tonight."
"I suppose." She said with a fake pout. "But I have this huge hard dick right here that is sooooo much better." She said squeezing my dick through my pants.
"I think this is where I leave." I said, kissing each of them in turn and then disengaging from their arms. I walked out of the office a few minutes later, having been well kissed and groped. Both women still hot and horny. It appears that whatever effect I was having, had some kind of staying power, and wasn't just an attraction to me, but to other men as well. I wondered where this was all heading.
I headed to my office and the final hour of the day was quiet. I headed home for the night. I got home, showered and parked myself in front of the TV for a while. I was trying hard to figure out what had happened to me and why. All I knew was that for some reason if I touched a woman, she turned into a sex machine. I also knew that for some reason I had lots more sex drive than I was accustomed to. I pulled on a pair of shorts and shoes, having decided to go walk up the street and get the mail.
On the way I met the neighbor lady from the next house up the street. I had been passing acquaintances with her and her husband, but certainly nothing I would call friends. She was out for an evening walk. Joan was a bit older, maybe fifty, but she took good care of herself. I had seen her walking in the evening before, and always enjoyed watching her chest bounce as she walked. She had an enormous chest, at least a double D, and a fairly slim waist. Tonight she was wearing a light pink tank top over her industrial strength bra, a pair of pink nylon running shorts and pink nike shoes. All in all, a very attractive picture. I, on the other hand, was wearing a pair of shorts, and running shoes, and that was it. I decided that maybe this was a good test. We talked as we walked up the street
"You know. I really like how you look. You seem to work hard to keep your figure attractive." I said.
"Thank you! Its nice of you to notice." She said with a smile.
"I've watched you run before too."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, I enjoy watching your gorgeous tits bounce around." I said. This was the test... now to see what happens.
She blushed. "um. Thank you." She said nervously.
"Does it make you nervous to think of a guy thinking about what you look like?" I asked.
"Somewhat." She said.
"Then I suppose it would really make you nervous to know that just walking next to you made me hard." I said. I was really laying it on now. It was time to see if it was a touch or something else.
"Um. I'm not sure what to say." She said, blushing harder.
I took hold of the waist of my shorts, and pulled them down, hooking it under my balls. My hard dick was now sticking out long and hard for her to see.
"My goodness." She said, turning bright red. "You do seem to be a bit excited."
Ok. I thought to my self. Now lets see what happens if I touch her. I moved slightly and brushed my arm against her. I felt a tingle, like that of a slight electric charge. We continued walking, my dick sticking out, wagging back and forth in front of her. We reached the mail box and stopped. She seemed to be staring at my dick. I opened the mailbox and pulled out the mail. My hands were full of mail, so there wasn't much I could to when she reached out and wrapped her hand around my dick.
"It is a nice big dick." She said.
"Thank you." I answered.
"And you like looking at my tits?" she asked, gently stroking my dick.
"Well, actually I've never seen them, other than in that bra."



"We can fix that." She said quietly, removing her hand from my dick. She quickly pulled her shirt from the waistband of her shorts and pulled it up over her head. She hung it on the mail box and then pulled the large sports bra up and over her head, letting her huge knockers hang free. She hung the bra on the box and then pulled the shirt back on, leaving it above her tits. She put her hands under each of them and lifted them to show me. "So what do you think?" she asked.
"I think my dick just got a lot harder." I replied.
She let go of one tit and wrapped her hand around my dick. "I think your right." She said stroking it gently. "Is there anything else you want to see?" she asked, swinging her tits gently back and forth.
"Actually there is, but standing out in the road isn't a good idea."
"So let's go someplace more private." She said turning and walking back down the road, her shirt still hooked over the top of her tits. A couple hundred feet down the road was a group of large cedar trees in one yard. She walked around between them and found a location that was mostly invisible from the road and also from the house that the trees were in front of. "Now you were saying you wanted to see something else?" she asked, pulling the shirt off and dropping it on the ground with her bra.
"Well, I have always wondered what you look like naked." I said
"Ohhhh now that sounds like an interesting idea." She said. I watched as she pushed her shorts down, revealing a tiny pink thong bottom. She turned slowly for me after she kicked off the shorts. Next she bent over and slid her thong down and off, leaving her completely naked except for her shoes. She stepped over to me and pushed my shorts down and knelt down in front of me. I stepped out of my shorts as she took hold of my dick and wrapped her lips around it. She quickly went to work sucking and sliding her mouth on my dick. She continued sucking on me until I was about to cum. Just before my cum started to pour out of me she squeezed me hard at the base of my cock, stopping off the flow. "Not yet big boy!" she said pulling her mouth from my dick. She lay back on the grass and spread her legs wide. "Now why don't you put that right here."
I knelt between her legs and placed my dick at her pussy. I pressed into her surprisingly tight hole. "Damn your tight!" I grunted as I started pumping in and out of her.
"It... doesn't... get... that... much... use!" she grunted as I pounded in to her, my balls slapping her ass with each stroke. Her fingers were busy on her clit as I watched her tits roll and rock with my pounding. "OH GOD! I'M CUMING!" she practically shouted at me as her body tensed and her back arched. I continued to pound into her, working my way back to anther climax myself. "Come on! Fill me with your fuck juice!" she panted. "Ohhhhhhh god... Hmmmmmm" she groaned as I came closer to the top. "Come on! I can feel your head expanding! Explode in me. Fill me up with your cum!" she said lifting her legs high into the air.
I concentrated on watching her huge tits, and within a few more moments I was at the point of no return. I drove my dick deep into her pussy and started unloading a huge load of cum into her pussy.
"Oh god yessss! She hissed as her body convulsed, her orgasm heightened by the feeling of my cum spurting into her. "ohhhhhhhh." She moaned as we lay in the grass, our mutual climax slowly falling away. Finally after long seconds she pulled me down on top of her. "God that fell so fucking wonderful. If I had known what kind of a good fucker you were I would have made sure to get some of this before now!"
"I take it you liked it?"
"Liked it? OH what a fucking understatement. That was fantastic! God what a screw. You can come by and fuck me any time you want lover boy. Holy shit! That felt soooooo good."
"I don't want you to get in trouble."
"With who?"
"Your husband."
"Oh him? He's more interested in going fishing than he is fucking his wife."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't worry. Now that I know how good you are, maybe you can scratch that itch once in a while for me." She said as she pulled my face to hers and kissed me greedily.
We lay there for a couple of minutes before I pulled my semi hard dick from her pussy and sat back. She sat up and moved closer to me. She spread her knees apart and got close to me. She lifted one of her tits up and offered it to me. "Would you like a suck as long as they're out for you to see?"
I reached my face down to her tit and sucked the huge nipple into my mouth. I rolled the nipple across the roof of my mouth with my tongue, getting a sharp intake of breath from her, followed by a deep groan. "Jesus... what did you do? That feels so fucking hot!" We continued this for some minutes before I pulled away.
"I think we better go." I said
"Spoil sport." She said, standing up.
"Maybe next time I can do your nipples some proper attention."
"oooohhhhhh I like that idea." She said as I stood up.
I was surprised to see that my dick was already hard again, and as she bent over to pick up her clothes I stepped behind her, putting a hand on her bare grass stained ass. I pushed my dick to her pussy and she groaned in pleasure as I pushed deep into her again. I didn't wait for pleasantries. I immediately started to plunge my dick in and out of her already sopping pussy.
She grabbed her ankles for balance as I pounded into her, making her tits swing around beneath her. Almost without warning I started spurting my cum into her again. She moaned as she felt my cum filling her up. We stayed hooked like that until my dick mostly stopped pulsing, then she stood up, pressing her back to my chest.
I wrapped my arms around her and held her tits in one hand and let my other slide to her pussy. I quickly found her clit and started running small circles on it with my finger. Her breathing turned ragged as she wiggled her ass against me, trying to move my semi-hard dick around inside her yet. She reached behind her head and pulled my face close to hers, tying to kiss me without causing me to disengage. She was in mid kiss when her orgasm hit her. She screamed into my mouth and her body began to shake. I held her tight as she started to loose good control of her body.
She fought to stay standing up and breathing as I continued to work her clit and tits. Finally it seemed to start to subside a bit so I stopped working her clit and just cupped her pussy with my hand.
"Jesus!" she panted.
"Good huh?"
"Good doesn't even begin to describe it." She said, trying to catch her breath.
"I didn't want you to go away disappointed."
"I wasn't disappointed to start with, but I'm a whole lot more appointed now." She giggled.
We stood there for a few more seconds, my hand massaging her tits, before she pulled from me and turned around, pressing her massive tits into my chest. She covered my mouth with hers and began kissing me almost as hard as I had fucked her. After some minutes of this she pulled away. "I guess we better go. It's almost dark."
I picked up my mail from the ground and pulled up my shorts as she pulled her shorts and shirt on, leaving the tank top hooked over the top of her massive tits again so they were in full view. We walked out of the cedar trees hand in hand, her tits swinging around sexily. By the time we were back to her house my dick had grown to a large bulge in my shorts again.
"Looks like you enjoy watching my tits." She said as she turned toward me, pressing her tits into my chest and rubbing my dick through my shorts.
"It does seem to have an effect." I answered honestly
"Well, any time you want to see them, just stop by." She said before she leaned to me and kissed me. She broke the kiss and I stood there as I watched her walk off toward the house. She stopped at the front door and waved at me before stepping in. I could see through the front window of her house as she strode to the middle of the living room and stripped off her cloths in front of her husband, who was sitting on the sofa. I watched her step forward and climb onto his lap, facing the window. She made a kissing motion, toward me as she pressed her naked tits into his face. He was about to get a royal fucking. I grinned and turned to walk the rest of the way home.
Wednesday started normally. I woke with the alarm, showered, shaved and headed out the door. I stopped at McDonalds for some breakfast, not feeling like eating a bowl of cereal this morning. I drove through and ordered a mcmuffin. There was a long line and it seemed to take a long time to get to the pay window.
I reached out and dropped the change into the hand of the young lady that was at the window. I couldn't move forward because the line of cars was still waiting all the way to the pickup window. As I sat there I noticed that the young lady was staring at me. I looked over and she had a hand inside her uniform pants, rubbing her pussy. She pulled her hand from her pants, smelled it, and then looked around. She stepped back into the alcove a bit farther so I could see most of her, and she pulled her shirt and bra up exposing her tits to me. Then she pulled her pants down in front, showing me her pussy. She winked at me and blew me a kiss as she rubbed her pussy for a few moments and then put her cloths back in place. The cars in front of me moved so I moved up with her, leaving the young lady looking out the window at me.
I shook my head as I picked up my food and headed to work. I was being as careful as I could to not touch any more women. I had no idea how far this effect went or how long it would continue to last. Late in the afternoon a young girl came into my office. She needed a temperature readout and probe.
Now unlike most offices, mine is stuffed with not only normal office stuff, but a number of tables and low work benches and lots of cabinets and racks of equipment. In order to make it look a bit better I have a wall of cabinets turned away from my benches to make a solid wall for them so stuff doesn't fall off the back. This line of cabinets acts as a partition between my work area and my equipment storage area. You can enter the storage area through a gap in the cabinets. Once you're in it, it's a small labyrinth of shelf and door cabinets stuffed with equipment. I headed back into the labyrinth with her following me. I wound around the cabinets to the one where I keep temperature equipment and stopped, and opened the cabinet. Stepped over and held the cabinet door while I dug around, looking for an appropriate probe. I was on my knees to dig into a lower shelf when I turned and looked at her. She was standing a few feet from me, rubbing her hand across her crotch, through her sweat pants, and staring at me.
"Do you think I'm good looking?" She asked bluntly.
"I suppose so, why?" I asked. She was actually quite nice looking from what I could tell. She was wearing a set of pink sweats and running shoes, so it was hard to see much of her shape. But she had a pretty face and was clearly not fat.
"I don't know. My boyfriend thinks I'm too fat and not very good looking." She said quietly.
"From what I can tell, you aren't at all fat. So as far as I can tell, he needs to have his eyes checked." I responded honestly.
"So you don't think I'm fat?"
"Not from what I can see."
She looked around a bit nervously, and after a long pause. "You can't really see with these sweats on." She said quietly again. She reached for her sweat pants bottoms and pushed them down, letting them bunch up around her ankles. Then she grasped the bottom hem of the sweat shirt and pulled it up and off, leaving only a very skimpy pair of bikini panties and a lace bra covering her private parts. "There. Now you can see."
She was definitely not fat, nor was she overly thin. In fact, she was thinner than I had thought, and her small tits were well proportioned to her frame. "You certainly are not fat!" I said. "You look like an extremely good looking young lady."
"Would you want to fuck me?"
In nearly choked. "Um. In different circumstances, I probably would." I said hesitantly
"Different circumstances? You mean if I was naked?" she said. Before I could say anything else she reached behind her and undid the clasp on her bra, letting it fall off her shoulders, exposing an exquisite pair of tits. She tossed her bra aside and hooked her thumbs in her panties and pushed them down, bending over to push them all the way to her ankles. Once she was standing back up straight, now naked from the ankles up, she asked. "Is this better?"
"Um. Its very nice looking, but I'm not sure I'm ready to loose my job." I said, trying to step past her naked body and get out of dodge.
She caught my arm as I tried to walk past and pulled me to her, spinning herself around to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers and began to kiss me with wet sexual kisses. "Fuck me!" she whispered between kisses.
"I can't." I said.
She took one arm from around my neck and pulled one of my hands to her pussy and pushed it against her mound. She began to hump her crotch into my hand. "Please fuck me." She pleaded.
"As much as I really would like to..." I said as she leg got of my hand and began rubbing my already hard dick. "I don't think its really a good idea! Not here, not now."
"Where?" she asked urgently.
"I'm not sure." I said my hand easily feeling her moisture.
"I don't think I can wait." She whispered urgently, rubbing my dick more vigorously with her hand through my pants.
Against my better judgment, or just because my hormones were taking over, I pushed my middle finger between her pussy lips and let it slide up and down her slit as she humped me. This also let her clit run up and down my finger. She began humping my hand even more urgently as she leaned back and began to franticly work on my belt. It didn't take her long to get my pants open and pushed down to my thighs, exposing my rock hard dick to her eager hands. Once she had her hands on my dick she moved back forward, leaning up to kiss me while she tried to hump my hand and jack my cock at the same time. "Please fuck me!" she whispered
I was past thinking about anything but getting my dick into her wet pussy. I pushed her away slightly and turned her around. She bent over, spreading her legs as far as her sweats would allow. I aimed my dick at her pussy and pressed my head against her wet lips.
She groaned and pressed back against me, forcing her pussy to spread around my engorged head. She was incredibly tight as she pushed her pussy over me in agonizing slowness. I was tempted to grab her hips and plunge in, but I didn't want to hurt her. Finally I felt my head hit the end of her tight tunnel and I grabbed under her with both hands, one on a tit and the other on mound, my finger finding her clit again. I began stroking in and out of her hot wet pussy as I fingered her clit. She was so tight, and I was so excited by this point that I didn't expect to last long, and I didn't, starting to squirt my load into her pussy in only a few short strokes.
Fortunately, as soon as I started spurting my cum into her pussy, her own orgasm took over and she began to shake. I held her up as she tried to go limp, my dick still pulsing cum into her. It seemed like an hour, but was probably only several seconds before she started to gain her faculties back and lifted herself upright more. I still had one hand idly playing with her nipple and the other stoking her hard clit. She rubbed her ass against my legs, moving my still twitching dick around inside her pussy. I got the impression she didn't want to be done yet. I held her like this until my dick deflated enough that it threatened to fall out.
"I think you better pull your panties up." I said quietly.
"Why?"
"When I come out, it's going to unleash a flood, and I thought you might want to catch it before it goes all over your sweats."
"Oh." She whispered with a smile. "Thank you!" She bent over and pulled her panties up as far as they would go. Then pressing them against her pussy where I entered her, she moved forward, allowing my dick to slip from her while she covered her leaking hole with her panties. She pulled her sweats back up and then knelt down in front of me. She took my dick in her mouth and quickly sucked and cleaned all the cum from me. She looked up at me with a smile before tucking my dick into my pants and pulling them back in place. She stood up and pressed her bare tits into my chest. "Thank you. I really needed that." She whispered as she leaned her face up to mine for a kiss. We kissed for several minutes before she broke contact and stepped back, pulling her sweatshirt back on, without her bra. She picked her bra up, waving it at me and pushed it into the pocket of her sweats. Then she led me back out, with me carrying the readout and probe we went after nearly fifteen minutes before.
I signed her out for the equipment, which she put in her back pack. Before she left she lifted the front of her sweatshirt enough to expose one of her tits for me, blew me a kiss and then dropped her shirt and left the room. I plopped down in my chair wondering what kind of trouble I just got into. I closed the door to my office and worked until it was time to leave.
I got home and pulled into the garage, unloaded my stuff and walked into the house. Something was definitely different, but I couldn't place what. I walked into my bedroom and found what was different. Joan was spread out on my bed wearing an extremely sexy red silk nightgown.
"Hello." I said
"Welcome home! Surprised?"
"I guess you could say that." I said standing next to the bed looking at her.
"I thought maybe you would like to continue our little exercise from yesterday."
"That's a possibility." I said, already getting hard.
She lifted herself to her knees, and then stood up on my bed. She was wearing a long red nightgown that was mostly see through. I could tell that under she was wearing a red lace bra that allowed her nipples to protrude. She also had on stockings and a red garter and red bikini panties, completing an absolutely hot outfit. She slipped the straps of her nightgown off her shoulders and allowed it to slide down her body, letting me have a clear view of her body. She stepped forward and stood in front of me, lowering her body enough to put her tits at face level. "I have been thinking all day of how it would be to have you suck on my tits." She said quietly.
"You'd like that, huh?"
"Oh yes!" she said.
I reached out and put my arms around her body and pulled her toward me. I aimed one of her huge tits toward my mouth and eagerly sucked the nipple into my mouth, getting a large amount of tit with it. I sucked on one side for a while and switched to the other, getting an appreciative moan from her. After some time like this I lifted her off the bed so she could stand in front of me. I reached around her and unsnapped the bra, and pulled it off, tossing it aside. Then I pushed her panties down and off her feet leaving her in nothing but stockings and a garter.
She quickly undid my pants and pushed them down, dropping to her knees in the process. She sucked the head of my dick into her mouth while she untied my shoes and pulled them and my pants off. Letting go of my dick, she stood back up, pushing my shirt up and eventually off as she did. I stepped back to the bed and lay down, pulling her with me. She crawled over me and I guided her up my body until her massive tits were hanging in front of my face. Now I was able to go after her nipples with abandon, sucking one while massaging the other.
As I worked on her nipples she leaned her pussy down and began to rub against my raging hard dick. I reached down and moved my dick up to engage her and pushed up into her, getting a deep exhale of breath as I pushed my hips up, driving my dick into her. She moved down and began to ride me like a wild horse, bouncing her hips up and down, stroking my cock in and out of her pussy. She moaned loudly as her climax drew closer, encouraging me to continue to work her nipples as I pumped my hips up to meet her strokes. As she started to climax, her motion began getting jerky, her coordination failing as she lost control to her orgasm.



After what seemed like several minutes of shaking and jerking, she collapsed on top of me, nearly smothering me with her tits. I gently rolled us on our side and continued to stroke my hard dick into her. We continued for this way for some minutes while she recovered from her climax, before she rolled us back onto my back and lifted herself up over me. She sat upright on her knees and began to ride up and down my dick with her pussy, our hands and fingers interlaced for balance. She rode me for some time before I could feel my balls tightening up.
"I'm getting ready." I grunted
"Good!" she cried out. "I want it again." She said as she pulled my hands to her tits and moved her own hands to her knees. "Squeeze them. Make me cum again when you do."
I began to squeeze her tits and tweak her nipples as I came closer to orgasm. The flood gates opened a few seconds later and I started pumping huge amounts of cum into her pussy. She stiffened and began to orgasm again, her body making small shakes and twitches as I emptied into her. Finally she leaned forward and we rolled onto our sides, both of us panting for breath.
"Thank you." She said.
"Hmmm Thank you as well. That was a very nice surprise."
"Your welcome. I enjoy giving them as well as receiving them."
"Oh? Have I surprised you lately?"
"On the road. That was quite a surprise!"
"For me as well."
"Somehow I don't believe that." She said with a smile.
We lay for some time before she got up and collected the discarded portions of her sexy outfit. I got up with her as she walked from the room, headed for the back door, still carrying her nightgown and underwear. She turned and kissed me after she slipped her shoes on and then disappeared out the back door, still mostly naked. I watched as she walked through the trees toward her house wearing nothing but stockings, garter and shoes. I shook my head and decided to go find some dinner. I got dressed and headed out to a local steak house.
I hadn't had a good steak for weeks, so I was looking forward to this. I also seemed to have a really good appetite. I suppose that's from all the extra exertion. I got there and waited to be seated, giving my name to the cute greeter. She smiled at me as she guided me toward a booth near the back. She placed a menu on the table as I stepped toward the booth, we bumped arms as I sat down. I slid into the booth and picked up my menu and began to look at my selections. My waitress came by a few minutes later and I placed my order with her. She seemed to be smiling a lot more at me than I would have thought, before walking off to take the menu back to the greeter.
The two looked at me and giggled like girls while they talked, trying hard to look like they weren't looking at me. While I had accidentally bumped the greeter, I hadn't touched the waitress, so I wasn't at all sure what was affecting her.
My waitress came back quickly with my drink and spent quite some time flirting with me and what appeared to be an absent minded stroking of one of her hard nipples through her uniform top, before finally going off to wait her other tables. She came back with my food a short time later. I noticed that her shirt was now unbuttoned two more buttons, allowing me to see down between her creamy tits as she bent over, much longer than was needed, to put down my plate.
"Anything else you would like?" she asked, checking my salt and pepper shakers as an excuse to linger bent over, showing me her cleavage.
"Um. Not at the moment, but maybe later." I said with a smile.
"Anything at all that you want... just let me know." She answered with a huge smile.
"Thank you. I'll let you know."
She walked off, giving me a good look at her ass a she swayed it sexily.
The steak was good, and her frequent visits to fill my glass and flash her cleavage made it more interesting. I was done and desert appeared to be next on the list. She came by and offered me a variety of items.
"Can I offer you something sweet for desert?"
"I don't know. What do you have?"
"Well, I have cake, and ice cream, and Sundays, and of course me."
"I see. That's a pretty attractive suggestion. How would you suggest that be served?"
"Oh, I can find a way." She said flashing me a large smile.
She disappeared, and returned a short time later with my check. I paid with a credit card. She retuned with my receipt and a slip of paper. I thanked her and took the papers from her before I got up. I looked at the paper before I got out of my seat. It simply said 'out back'.
I got up and put on my hat and headed out the door. I walked around the building and down the length of the parking lot. As I walked around the back of the building, I saw her wave at me from a car fairly far back in the parking lot. If she hadn't had her white shirt on, I might have missed her in growing gloom. I walked between cars until I reached her.
"In here, quick." She said opening a car door and sliding in. "I only have a ten minute break."
I slipped into the back seat and closed the door. She was on me before I knew what was happening kissing me wetly and forcing her tongue into my mouth. She started unbuttoning her shirt as fast as she could. She quickly pushed it off her shoulders without breaking the kiss. She had her bra undone and nearly ripped it off in her haste, exposing a pair of firm round tits, topped with hard nipples. She went to work on my shirt next, pushing it up and breaking the kiss only long enough to pull it over my head. She pressed her tits into my bare chest, re-starting her frantic wet kisses. I could feel her working on the fasteners of her pants and then feel her moving around over me while she pushed them down. She broke the kiss and pulled away while she stripped her pants and underwear off. She was naked except for her socks, and quickly went to work on my pants, trying to pull them down. I lifted my butt off the seat and she pulled them down to my knees.
"Ohhhhh god what a dick." she said, wrapping her hands around my already hard cock. She stroked it a few times and then moved to climb on top of me. It was tight in the back seat of the small car, but she slid on top of me and quickly had the head of my dick pressing against her pussy lips. "Are you ready?" she asked quietly, pressing her naked tits toward my face.
"I think so." I said before moving my head to her right tit and sucking the nipple in, giving it a nibble.
"Oh fuck!" she said with a quick intake of breath just before she let her weight rest on my cock, driving it up into her. "Oh Fuck" she groaned as she slid down onto me. She quickly began sliding up and down my dick, her pussy wrapped tight around me. "oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck!" she chanted as she slid up and down my pole. I continued to suck her tits and grow closer to firing my load as she rode me. "OH FUCK! I'm CUMMING!" she cried as her body shook, but she still managed to continue to stroke up and down my dick, albeit a bit erratically. I could feel her already tight pussy pulsing around my dick, bringing me to the brink of firing. I was just about to unload in her when someone began to franticly knock on the window.
"Wendy!" the person outside called. "Wendy!"
"Oh Fuck! WHAT?" the young lady on my dick snapped.
"They're looking all over for you." The girl outside the car window said urgently.
"FUCK FUCK FUCK!" Wendy said, as she climbed off my dick. "God I'm sorry." She said giving me a quick kiss and then opening the car door. She quickly pulled her pants on, not even bothering with her underwear, and was still putting on her cotton button down shirt as she started running across the parking lot, her bare tits bouncing around as she ran.
"Damn!" the young lady outside the car said, looking in at my shiny wet dick.
I now recognized her as the greeter, and I was still extremely turned on just now.
"So take your clothes off and get in here!"
She stripped naked in full view of anyone walking down the parking lot before she climbed in the car and closed the door behind her, putting us both back into relative darkness. It only took her a few moments to climb on my lap, her pussy pressing against my dick.
"I hope this doesn't make you think less of me." She said quietly as she began to slide her pussy up and down the length of my hard shaft, splitting her pussy lips with it while I massaged and played with her tits and nipples.
"Not at all." I responded as softly. "Especially if you fuck as good as you look."
"Oh in that case you won't be disappointed." She giggled "I think I look quite good."
After a couple short minutes of riding her pussy up and down the bottom side of my shaft, she slid all the way off the end, arched her back and pressed her pussy against the head. I slid easily into her now wet pussy. She groaned as she slid down, pushing my dick into her hot pussy.
"Ohhhhh." I groaned with her.
"Fuck you feel good in me." She said quietly as she began to rock on me, working my dick in and out of her pussy a few inches, while she leaned forward allowing me to suck one of her tits into my mouth.
I lifted her ass slightly and began to stroke up into her as she moaned with each stroke.
"ooooooooo Fuck!" she whispered. "God that feels soooo fucking good!"
I was getting pretty revved up again and started banging into her harder, making her squeak with each stroke. I felt her pussy clench around my dick as I started to spurt cum deep into her pussy. Her body shook and her pussy clenched and milked my pulsing dick as her own orgasm peaked with mine. It was several long seconds before she started to relax and collapse on me. We rested for a couple minutes while my dick softened and eventually slipped out of her wet pussy.
"Fuck. I have to get back to work!" she said in a panic. She opened the car door and stepped into the parking lot naked. She pulled her shirt on, tossing the bra aside, and then stepped into her long black skirt. She ran across the parking lot toward the building as I climbed from the car and pulled my pants up. It was an interesting time, I thought to myself as I headed home to hit the sack, exhausted from all the sex. I still had no idea how or why I had the stamina or capacity that I had, it was simply beyond anything I could logically comprehend.
Thursday started normally enough. I went to work and managed to keep from touching any girls all day. This allowed me to actually get some work done for a change. I headed home, change into some more comfortable clothes and plopped into my chair to relax. I was just about asleep in front of the TV when the doorbell rang. The lady standing at the door looked like a UPS driver, brown button down shirt, brown shorts, brown walking socks etc. except she was a woman, and there didn't seem to be too many of them.
"Can I help you?" I asked as I opened the door.
"Can you sign here sir?" she asked handing me the electronic pad. I took it from her and signed at the indicated place. She took the pad back from me. "Thank you sir. I'll be right back with your package." She said as she turned to head to the truck.
I heard her rustling around in the truck and then she came walking back up the drive with a long box. I was kind of surprised to see that her shirt was now unbuttoned about half way down, and her familiar UPS hat was pushed back on her head somewhat. As she walked I could see glimpses of a pink bra between the buttons.
"Would you like me to bring it in?" she asked as she stopped in front of the door and held the package. "It's kind of bulky." She finished with a very suggestive smile.
"If you prefer." I said, opening the door wider for her to step inside.
She stepped past me and walked into the living room and set down the package on the sofa. She turned around and headed toward the door I was still holding. When she got even with me she turned and practically launched herself at me, covering my mouth with hers and pushing me back against the wall. She kissed almost franticly as she pulled my face toward hers. After several second of kissing, which I had started to return, after the shock wore off, her hands left my face and I felt them fumbling with the snap of my shorts. When she had it undone she pushed them down and went to work pushing my underwear down as well. I felt her warm hands enclose my hardening dick and begin to gently stroke it as she moaned into my mouth.
She suddenly broke the kiss and pulled away, dropping to her knees. She quickly put her mouth around my dick and began to suck it greedily while she used her hands to undo her shirt and pull it off. She pulled the straps to her pink bra off her shoulders and pulled it down until her firm c sized tits bounced out onto view. She put one hand to work rubbing on her tits and used the other to slide up and down my saliva slickened dick. I could feel her moan around my dick as she moved her hand from her tit to her crotch, rubbing her pussy through her shorts. She continued this for some time, giving me a fantastic blow job before she suddenly pulled her face from my dick, letting the cool air replace the heat of her mouth, and stood up in front of me going to work pulling her bra the rest of the way off and then pushing her shorts down. She stepped out of them leaving her in nothing but a tiny pink bikini panty, brown knee socks and shoes. She looked at me and grinned while she hooked her thumbs in the waist band of her panties and teasingly began to slide them down.
"I bet you never had a UPS man strip for you, did you?" She asked as she worked her panties lower.
"Not one this good looking." I said admiring her nicely sized and shaped tits and her slowly appearing mound of hair.
"Ever get fucked by a UPS man?" she asked as she pushed her panties lower, now exposing all of her hair and part of her pussy.
"No." was all I could say.
She pushed her panties down quickly now and stepped out of them. Then she stepped over and pushed my shirt up and pulled it off over my head. "How would you like to fuck me in my truck?" she asked as she knelt down and pushed my shorts and underwear the rest of the way down and off over my shoes.
"That could be interesting." I responded.
"Good." She said standing up and pulling me toward the door. She practically drug me out the front of the house and into the driveway, neither of us wearing anything but socks and shoes. She lifted the back door on the truck and stepped up, giving me a wonderful pussy shot as she did. She turned around and held a hand out to me and pulled me up into the truck, after which she pulled the door down. It was quite warm in the enclosed truck, but she didn't seem to mind as she moved some boxes around and then lay back on them, lifting her legs into the air, exposing her pussy. "Well... Here's your chance to fuck me!" she said, spreading her pussy lips to expose her pink insides.
I stepped forward and placed the head of my dick to her opened pussy and pushed easily inside her. She was very wet, and I had no trouble sliding deep into her until I hit her cervix with my head.
"Oh GOD!... FUCK ME FUCK ME!!" She practically screamed as one hand went to her pussy and began to madly circle her hard clit.
I started stroking in and out of her pussy, growing harder and longer with time. I plunged in and out of her hot body, our sweaty bodies slapping together loudly in the confines of the truck.
"OH GOD...I'M CUMING!" she cried after several minutes, her body starting to shake and convulse. Her pussy clamped hard around my dick and began to milk me, trying to pull me deeper into her as I stroked. It was enough to quickly push me over the top, and with a huge groan I shoved my dick as deep into her as I could and started unloading my cum into her pussy. "OH OH OH" she cried as she felt each pulse of cum squirt into her.
By the time we had somewhat caught our breath, we were both drenched in sweat.
"God that was good sweaty sex." She said as she leaned back. "I've been driving for three years and I've never done anything like this. I don't know what got into me."
"I didn't say I was complaining."
"OH hell no!" she said with a laugh. "Help me up will you?"
I reached down and helped her up, my dick pulling out of her as she stood up. She pulled me close and gave me a surprisingly gentle and sensuous kiss, her naked tits pressing to my bare chest. "I hate to say this, but I really have to go." She whispered after our kiss.
"No problem." I said as I followed her to the door. We walked back into the house hand in hand and I watched as she dressed, teasing me as she did.
"Maybe I can deliver a package again some time." she said as she slid up to me after dressing.
"Maybe you can." I said kissing her again. We smooched for a few more seconds and then she reluctantly pulled away and walked out the still open front door. I closed the door behind her, wiping sweat from my forehead. I decided the thing to do was hit the pool.
I had a small pool in the back. Not enough to swim in, just a small twelve foot across, but it was enough to let me get in the water and relax in the summer. This early in the year most pools are too cold to swim in, but the solar pool heater usually did a pretty good job. I headed out the back door, slipped off my shoes and walked across the deck to the pool. I slipped off the edge of the deck into the pleasantly warm water. With a groan I relaxed backwards and let the water wash over me. Most hot tubs were far too hot for me to stay in any length of time, but the bathtub warm water in the pool was the way I enjoyed it. I have no idea how much time passed before I was startled by a voice.
"Now that looks inviting!"
My eyes flashed open and tried to focus on the woman standing a few feet away on the deck. It was hard to see too much, since it had gotten fairly dark since I got in the pool.
"You have me at a disadvantage." I said.
"It looks that way." The woman said "but I'm not complaining if your not."
"Would you mind turning on the lights so I can see who I'm talking to? It's right inside the back door there." I said as she turned and walked the few steps toward the back of the house. The lights flicked on and she turned to come back toward me.
"My, that looks even better now." She said
I could see that she was dressed in a sharp business suit, light colored blouse, tight cut skirt and jacket. Very nicely shaped body.
"Can I help you?" I asked.
"I believe we had an appointment tonight to talk about insurance? My name is Jennifer." She said stepping forward and crouching down by the edge of the pool, extending her hand for me to shake.
I stood up in the waist deep water and shook her hand. She seemed to hold on longer than normal before releasing mine. She was clearly turned on with catching me naked in the pool.
"Forgive me for coming around back. I saw the car in the drive, and assumed since you didn't answer the doorbell, that you were out back. I hope I'm not intruding." She said as she played with the front of her suit coat.
"Would you like to join me?" I asked
"I thought you'd never ask." She said as she began to unbutton her coat. I leaned back into the water and rested my arms on the far side of the pool as I watched her undress. She tossed her coat aside as soon as it was off her shoulders and unzipped her skirt. She wiggled her hips slightly a she worked the gray wool material off and stepped out of it, tossing on top of her coat. I could see little glimpses of white panties covering her privates peeking below the tail of her blouse as she unbuttoned it. It didn't take long for her to get down to the last button on the bottom and then slowly pull it apart, teasing me with the slowness. As she opened it wider, I could see she was wearing a white lace bra that did little to hide the already hard nipples that topped her easily D size tits. I could also see she was wearing a pair of nude to the waist pantyhose over a pair of tiny white bikini panties. She smiled while pulled the blouse off and tossed it on the growing pile of clothes.



She stepped out of her three inch heels and slowly rolled her pantyhose down her legs teasing and tantalizing me as she did, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties. She reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra, and holding it in place, shrugged the arm straps off her arms. With a grin she turned around and pulled it off, and added it to the pile. With her back still to me she slid her panties down her legs, half bending half crouching so she didn't display much of her pussy to me. She tossed them on the pile and stood back up, and turned to face me, one arm across her tits and the other hand covering her pussy.
"So do you want to see?" She asked coyly.
"Very much" I responded.
"How much?" she asked with a devious smile.
I let my legs float to the surface and then pushed my hips up, making my hard dick broach the water surface like a submarine periscope.
"ohhh. That much huh?" She giggled. Then she moved her arms to her sides, uncovering her most private parts for me to see. Her tits were definitely a D cup, and looked fairly firm and round, only sagging a little without the bra. Her pussy hair was trimmed into a small wedge on her mound, pointing to her pussy like an arrow head. She turned around for me, displaying her nearly perfect ass and legs for me as well. She stepped over to the edge of the deck and squatted down, spreading her knees wide. Her pussy was completely bald except for the arrow dart of hair on her mound that pointed to it. I lowered my legs into the water and stepped forward.
As I approached she put her hands on the deck behind her and leaned back, pushing her pussy out at me. I stepped to the edge of the pool and put both hand on her ass and pulled her pussy up toward my face. I eagerly began to lick and suck her pussy, driving my tongue in as far as I could and then pulling it out to run up between her lips and over her hard clit. It didn't take long to bring her to a screaming climax, her cries of pleasure echoing in the dark woods. I lowered her ass down until it was sitting on the deck and helped her to sit upright. I went to work sucking and kissing her tits, which were now at face level while I let her catch her breath.
She caressed my head and back with her hands as I worked on her tits. Bringing small moans from her each time I sucked a nipple into my mouth. We continued this way for some time before she pulled herself off the edge of the deck and lowered herself down into the water, clamping her legs around my erect dick as she stood in front of me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me sensuously, her tongue finding mine, and working circles around it inside my mouth. She sucked my tongue into her mouth when she felt mine follow hers into her mouth. It was an interesting feeling and an incredible turn on, bringing my already hard dick to an even higher state of growth.
Finally she broke the kiss and pushed me away from her. She turned around and leaned on the deck, pushing her ass out at me, her pussy just below the level of the water in the small pool.
"Fuck me with that huge dick!" she said huskily
I didn't need another invitation. I stepped forward, pushing my dick against her pussy under the surface of the water. I slid easily into her pussy, despite being under water, and quickly began to pump my dick in and out of her. Fortunately she was generating a lot of lubrication and she quickly added her own cum to that as she began another screaming orgasm as I stoked in and out of her hot pussy.
Finally with a loud groan, I drove my dick deep into her and began to unload huge shot after shot of cum into her pussy, pushing her peak even higher. It took long seconds before she stopped screaming and started to come down from her climax. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her back from the deck and allowed us to float in the water, her legs spread wide over mine, my dick still buried in her. I reached up and gently played with her tits and nipples as I held us up in the water with my bent legs.
I reached out for a noodle that was floating near us and wrapped it under my arms and pulled her back against my chest, so we were now supported in the water and could float free. I moved my hands back to her tits and continued to play with her firm tits and hard nipples. She grabbed another float and pushed it under the water under our legs and it floated us up so we were now supported by the arms and legs, our middles still under the water. She wiggled her ass around, making my semi-hard dick move around inside her. I could feel the fingers of one hand working her clit under the water as we floated, while the other played with my balls and base of my cock. She was clearly interested in getting me hard again, and she was being quite successful, my semi hard dick beginning to grow inside her again.
We played like this for nearly fifteen minutes, her playing with her pussy and my balls and me playing with her tits before she felt that I was sufficiently hard. She pushed me down in the water and climbed off me, pulling free of my hard dick. Turning around to face me she stepped back over me, straddling me like a horse. She guided me back into her still wet hole and stood over me while I floated under her. She put my hands back to her tits and then went back to work on her clit under water, slowly stroking herself up and down my shaft, timing her strokes to match the bounce of the water, our previous climax juices providing lubrication so we didn't chafe. She couldn't get too vigorous, or she would push me too deep into the water, so I just floated and allowed her to control how hard and fast she rode me.
After some time she put her head back and began to moan loudly. I could feel her pussy begin to clamp around my dick as she began a third climax. She sat down on me, driving my ass into the water until I was nearly under, only my neck and head were above the surface. She was making pretty good size waves now as she rode me more vigorously, using the pool bottom to stop my downward motion. Finally she sat down hard and the only motion she made was the little ripples created by her body shaking and trembling under the water. I still had hold of her tits and took the opportunity to squeeze and twist her nipples as she came, bringing new screams of pleasure from her.
Finally she put her hands over mine to stop my action, clearly no longer able to take any more stimulation. She half collapsed on me, allowing us to float up again as she lay forward, resting her tits against my chest.
"My god! What a fuck that was." She said when she could breath and talk again. "I don't think I have ever even wanted to cum three times in one session, let alone actually done it."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Enjoyed it? God what an understatement." She said as she wiggled her ass around moving my still hard dick around in her. "mmmmmmmmmm" she groaned as she did. "I could do this all night."
"You could huh?"
"Ohhhhh yes." She said wiggling her ass gain. "It feels way to good to quit."
"Well, maybe one more time." I said. Then I pulled the float from under my legs and let myself pull out of her, the warm pool water feeling cool after her hot pussy. She stepped back and helped me stand up. I walked with her to the side of the pool and lifted her up to sit on the edge of the deck. Then I hoisted myself up, the water dripping from me as I helped her stand up. I led her to the railing around the deck and lifted her up to sit on it, allowing her to hold my shoulders and neck for balance. She lifted her legs and reached down with one hand to guide my cock back to her waiting and spread pussy. I pushed into her and she wrapped her legs around me, hooking her feet on my ass. She wrapped her arms around my neck for balance as I began to stroke slowly in and out of her.
"ooooooohhhhhhh yes!" She whispered. "This is what I'm talking about!"
We screwed that way for several long minutes before I started picking up speed, my own orgasm starting to build. She threw hear head back and started screaming out into the woods again before I hit my peak. Her body clamped around my dick and her tits jiggled and trembled with each stroke of my dick onto her, our bodies slapping together rhythmically in the night. Finally I pushed deep into her and started pumping my load of hot juice into her pussy, making her crying out even louder. She pulled me hard against her with her feet on my ass as my dick pulsed and pumped inside her, grinding her pussy against me as she came. Finally she stopped screaming and grinding, nearly passing out in my arms. I hooked my hands under her ass and lifted her up, carrying her to a lounge chair on the deck and sitting on the end , with her on my lap. She moaned as she felt me move around inside her as I got us situated on the chair. We rested for nearly fifteen minutes before the coolling night air became uncomfortable.
"If were going to stay naked, we probably better move inside." I said quietly.
"Do we have to?"
"Only if you don't want to freeze. I'm certainly getting cold."
"oh Phoo." She said as she let go of my neck and stood up, allowing my long since flaccid dick to slip from her pussy. She pulled me up as she moved from the end of the chair and after collecting her clothes, followed me into the house and into the family room. She dropped her clothes in a heap on the floor.
"Are you staying all night?" I asked.
"What time is it?" she asked
"Nearly eleven."
"Ohhhhh...what the fuck." She said sliding back up to me and pressing her bare tits into my chest. "If you can keep that dick hard and inside me, I'll stay as long as you want."
"Well, I can't guarantee that I can keep it hard all night."
"Oh don't worry!" she said with a smile as she rubbed her tits back and forth across my chest. "I can help you stay hard."
"Well, I'm game to try." I replied, sliding a hand between her legs and slipping a finger into her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" she said clamping my hand between her legs. "I like that! Lead me to your bed sir and I shall endeavor to pleasure you to your hearts content!"
With that I led her back to the bedroom where she did indeed try to keep me hard for a good part of the night. I recall falling asleep spooned up to her with my hard dick buried inside her. That was the way we woke in the morning as well, spooned together with my now soft dick still between her legs. When she woke she wasted no time in getting me hard again, after which she climbed on top of me and rode us both to climax yet again.
After we relaxed a few minutes we moved to the shower and took lots of time soaping and rinsing each other. She dressed me, kissing all my important parts while she did, and then we moved to the family room, where I returned the favor, including spending plenty of time kissing her most private parts. When she left, she was dressed, if not slightly rumpled.
To be continued -----
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The early summer sun alternately blasted in the side window and windshield of my car as I wound around the twisty back road. The road ran along the top of the ridge overlooking the current river, over three hundred feet below. It wouldn't be a good place to go off the road, but the view was breathtaking, looking over a series of ridges that stretched for miles, the river twisting and turning like a snake through the valleys. It was a view my wife and I enjoyed many times as we came down to the river to canoe. The segment that I was overlooking now was our favorite stretch of water, lots of small riffles and rapids that were not difficult to navigate, and the slow spots still having enough flow so you didn't have t work hard to keep moving. Over the years we had floated this section dozens of times in all seasons, including winter.
I started down the long hill, losing the view as the snaky road made its way down to the old ferry crossing that served as one of the largest canoe outfitters in the area. I pulled into the almost deserted headquarters building and went in to reserve my canoe. On a weekend this place would be packed, but mid week it looked like I would have the river pretty much to myself. In a few weeks all the schools would be out and even weekdays would be fairly busy, but today looked to be peaceful. I arranged with the lady behind the counter for a single person kayak, something I had always wanted to try. Normally I would have been with my wife and we would have selected one of the nice old town canoes and enjoyed a relaxing float, but that was now a thing of the past.
In some ways I wasn't sure that this was a good idea, there being so many good memories of her doing things outdoors with me. But my friends pushed me over the last year to get back to doing what I loved, being outside, and to stop making my life miserable. When the heart attack took her nearly two years ago it was a shock, and even now there are days when I expect her to come walking down the hallway in our home. But two years is a long time and my friends insisted that I take a day off and go enjoy the outdoors like I used to. I think they secretly hoped it would get me out of the cycle of either being melancholy or bitchy.
The lady told me the bus would pick me up in a few minutes out front, so I thanked her and headed toward the door to go park in the floaters parking and get my small pack and cooler. A pair of ladies came in the door as I held it open for them before heading out to my suburban. It only took a few minutes to park and get my stuff back and I was headed back toward the building to meet the bus. The ladies I had held the door for were standing under the tree where the bus picked up, waiting for their ride as I would soon be.
One was a bit older, maybe mid thirties at most, and what I presumed was her sister, based on similar looks, seemed to be about ten or twelve years younger. Both were similar height and reasonably thin, with the older of the pair being slightly heavier. Even so I doubted she would tip the scales at more than a hundred and forty pounds for her roughly five and a half foot frame. The two had medium length blond hair that was done in similar styles, framing smiling attractive faces. Their legs were long and slender, looking well muscled and tanned, but between the faces and legs it was hard to tell much. The older of the two had what looked like a conservative dark blue one piece swim suit on, covered by an men's long sleeved dress shirt, while the younger was wearing an oversized t-shirt that covered her down to her thighs. There were a couple pink strings hanging out the top of the shirt, indicating she probably had on a string type bikini. I didn't really have much time to look more as the small bus arrived pulling a trailer loaded with canoes and my kyak.
I queued up to the door of the mini-school bus behind the sisters, waiting for my turn to climb in. As the younger one climbed in a tube of sunscreen fell from her bag, unnoticed, so I stooped and picked it up before climbing into the bus.
"I think your sister dropped this." I said handing the tube to the older sister , who was sitting on the aisle side of one of the bus seats.
She looked up with an odd smile before replying "thank you" with a pleasantly melodic voice. I dropped into the seat across the aisle from them after handing her the tube and got situated for the ride as the driver climbed in.
"Everyone ready?" he asked as he started the engine. We all replied we were and he started off, heading down the twisting turning gravel road that was a short cut to the paved county road that we would use to travel most of the way to the put in point.
The ladies seemed to be fascinated with the scenery as we wound around through the trees and over the hills.
"First time down here?" I asked the older sister, trying to keep my mind off the fact this was the first time I had ever made this trip alone.
"Yes it is!" She replied. "It's beautiful!"
"If you like this, wait till you get on the river! You and your sister will love it there."
She looked at me with that odd smile again before asking me. "Have you been her often?"
"Yeah. My wife and I made this float a couple times a year." I answered.
"OH. I didn't see her get on, couldn't she make the trip this time?" She asked me politely, clearly looking at my hands rather than my face.
"Um. No." I answered quietly. "She passed away almost two years ago."
Her gaze moved to my face, causing her to pause for several seconds before she responded. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to stir up things."
"It's ok. It's just the first time I have been down here since then. In some ways it's kind of hard."
"I can imagine." She said with a knowing tone in her voice.
We rode the rest of the way in silence, both of us lost in our private thoughts.
The bus arriving at the put in point was almost a surprise, I was so lost in thought. I stayed seated while the ladies got out first, indecently giving me a pretty good view of the older one's backside under the shirt as she bent over to pick up her bag. I followed them out as the driver was unloading a canoe, finding the two ladies looking a bit lost.
"Have you canoed before?" I asked the older one.
"Some, but not around here." She replied.
"Here." I said reaching into the trailer and digging out a couple paddles that looked the right size. "You're going to need these."
"Thank you." The younger one said, taking the paddles from me. She turned and handed on to her older sister and then made some motion to her that was mostly hidden from me as I dug in the bottom of the trailer for a double ended paddle. I had always wanted to try one of the kayak things. They were plastic scoop type kayaks that you sat on instead of in. I worried that it might be tippy, but I really didn't want to have to manhandle a canoe by myself. I had the ability, but not the attitude today.
"Um. Since we're new here, and you have done this before, would you like to float with us and kind of be a guide?" I heard the older one ask me as I was pulling out my paddle.
I thought for a moment, trying to decide if I really wanted to float alone or not, and I heard myself answering "Sure I'd love to." before I had a chance to really sort out how I felt about it.
"Great. My name is Amanda, and this is my daughter Tina." She said with a large grin.
"Daughter!?" my brain screamed. "HOW did I miss that one!?" Fortunately my brain didn't scream it out loud and I was able to say something a bit more reasonable.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean... I mean I didn't want to imply... I mean..." I stumbled to say before she reached out and touched my arm.
"Don't worry. It was a lovely compliment!" She said softly with a friendly smile. "It's not often that a woman my age gets that kind of a compliment.
"Your age?" I blurted out as my brain struggled with the situation. "How old are you?"
Without losing her smile she replied. "Didn't you know it's not nice to ask a woman her age? How old do you think I am?"
"Well." I said, "To be honest I thought mid thirties."
Her smile grew even larger. "Thank you. That really is a compliment. But you'd be closer if you added ten years to that."
"I never would have thought that. I mean, I figured older and younger sister... twenties and thirties."
"You are sweet. I wish I was that young again." Amanda said sweetly. "But then, I'm afraid those years are gone. I suppose that you may want to change your mind about guiding us. I mean you may not want to hang out with an older woman."
It was my turn to be stunned. Older woman implied that she thought I was younger than she was. I tried to keep in shape, working out daily, but I really didn't think I looked young. "Thank you, but you're hardly an older woman." I replied.
"Really?" she said with surprise replacing her smile. "I would have placed you around thirty five or so."
"Add another dozen to that." I said simply as I pulled out a couple life jackets. "Shall we?" I said as I held my arm out toward the river, trying to change the subject from my age.
"We shall!" She replied, her smile returning to her face as she looked toward the river.
It only took a few minutes to get all our gear in the canoes and get things situated. Amanda peeled off her shirt and stuffed it into her bag before climbing into the canoe. I was correct; it was a conservative one piece suit that fit her like a second skin. The material seemed to be nearly seamless as it flowed over her firm body, making her easily C sized breasts look more prominent. I could see the bumps begin to protrude as her nipples hardened from the cool water she was standing in. The effect of course stared my own hardening and I had to scramble to readjust the tent I was making before either of them noticed it.
"You know mom... One of these days you are going to have to get a new suit. That one is getting so old and it's so fuddy duddy." Tina said as she climbed into the canoe.
"But I like this one and it's very comfortable." Amanda replied as she bent over to hold the canoe.
I started to settle into my kayak as she began to climb into their canoe. From straight on and even above, her suit was quite opaque, but from below, as I was now, the suit became quite translucent. I wondered if she realized how good of a view I was actually getting as she stepped into the canoe. I could clearly see that the suit top had no built in support, so her form was actually her natural form, and I could make out the size and texture of her larger areola. As she swung her leg over the edge and held it out to shake the water from her shoe, I also had a long look between her legs. I could clearly make out her folded pussy lips, held tight to her body by the material, and her neatly shaved mound, with only a small triangle of blond curls.
I was so startled by what I saw and my concentration so broken that I slid right off the side of the small craft, ending up sitting in the water.
The view may have gone away as she sat down, but my mind recalled every detail, and not having had any sex in nearly two years, my dick quickly grew to formidable proportions as I climbed back into the seat of the kayak. I hoped she wouldn't notice as I tried to adjust myself, but my wet swim suit clearly outlined my raging hardon, practically putting a flashing neon sign on it.
"Shall we?" Amanda asked as she looked over at me with a huge grin. I had no doubt that she had seen as good of a view of my proportions as I had of hers a few moments earlier.
"Certainly!" I replied as I stroked out in the small kayak, hoping to dodge any uncomfortable comments. As my little yellow craft scooted past the canoe, Tina looked over at me. I saw a grin come to her face as she watched me paddle past, apparently seeing my hard dick in my wet suit as well.
We made our way down the river, often moving side by side in the slow parts, but dropping to single file for the rapids. They handled the canoe with ease and the small Kayak seemed to do my bidding without too much thought. As I had thought, it was a quiet day on the river with only a few other canoes from other outfitters being on this stretch.
Time went pleasantly, with friendly conversation. I learned that she had indeed just moved to the area to take a new job as a teacher, although she didn't say where, and that her daughter had elected to move with her, wanting to make a new start after breaking up with her boyfriend only three weeks before they were to be married. Seems that he wasn't quite ready to stop playing the field yet, and she caught him screwing her best friend in their pool. Apparently not a pretty situation. Amanda on the other hand had been divorced for several years, not really prepared to dive back into dating after her husband of twenty years left her for a younger woman. Tina was quite graphic in her description that he was robbing the cradle.
Tina had spent some time teasing me and tossing water with her paddle, which quickly turned into a small paddle water fight, which I ended up losing when I nearly fell out of the little kayak. But just the same it was fun, and it did get both of them wet, allowing me to see more of Amanda, since the wet material was even more translucent from below than it was dry. I also was treated to several glimpses of pink string bikini as Tina wrung water from her shirt by bunching it up and wringing it out.
Our first break came after we had gone a mile and a half or so, the ladies wishing to get out and get wet. We pulled onto a gravel bar and the three of us waded in the water up to our waist, the white shirt Tina was wearing was threatening to float right up her body as she walked into the water. The clear river water allowed me to see some of what she was wearing, but the distortion really destroyed any detail.
"Water fight!" Tina hollered as she began splashing water at me handfuls at a time.
I very quickly became inundated in a wall of water as Tina and Amanda scooped handful after handful of water at me. Outnumbered and quickly being drowned where I stood, I did the only sensible thing, I dove under the wall of water directly at where I had last seen Tina standing. The clear river water helped me zero in on the pair of tall thin legs that I knew had to be Tina. I grabbed both legs as I drew my own legs under me, lifting her clear of the water and tossing her over my shoulder like a bag of dog food. She squealed and laughed as I gave her shirt covered bottom a swat with the flat of my hand, the slap echoing across the river as I allowed her to slide off my shoulder head first into the river. Tina came up a few moments later sputtering and laughing as she came at me once again, this time intent on dunking me. She launched herself at me, putting her hands on my shoulders and trying to press me down into the water. The only effect of her efforts had been to lift her slim body up until she had her firm stomach plastered against my face. She held herself high in the air, laughing and hoping that I would somehow yield and fall into the water as Amanda began splashing me all the harder. I reached up through the cascade of water that Amanda was throwing at me, in an attempt to dislodge her daughter. My hands slid up her body in search of a hand hold, both of them sliding under her soaking wet shirt as they sought a perch. One hand found an arm pit, although my fingers were tangled in strings, and my other found a firm mound of flesh. My mind didn't process just exactly what my hand holds were until Tina was flying through the air on her way to a meeting with the cold river water.
As I watched Tina land with a splash and come up again, her shirt and suit top somewhat askew, I could hear Amanda behind me, laughing and still splashing water on my back. I tore my eyes from the brief look at Tina's firm exposed tit and turned to deal with my other tormentor.
"Oh no you don't!" Amanda cried as she turned and tried to run for the shore. My current position left me the advantage, and I launched myself across the top of the water, wrapping an arm around her middle and knocking her off her feet. Clutching her tightly I gathered my feet under me and stood up, pulling her up with me. My intention had been to dunk her but not hurt her, so I pulled her upright and held her tightly to me while she sputtered and rubbed the water from her face. I could feel my hardening dick press against her ass as well as the softness of one of her firm breasts under my hand as I held her close. Once she had cleared the water from her face she began to struggle, laughing and trying to escape my grip. In one smooth motion I picked her up with an arm under her flailing legs, allowing her body to twist in my arms. I carried her kicking and laughing and screaming out into deeper water where I unceremoniously tossed her into the drink. I stood close by to make sure she got up and had her feet under her. Instead of worrying about clearing the water from her own face and hair, she launched herself at me, knocking both of us over into the river. It took me several seconds to get my arm under me and lever myself up out of the water, Amanda still on top of me. I wrapped an arm around her and lifted her from the water as I stood up, one hand around her waist, clamping me to her and the other around a leg to keep her from sliding.
"Truce!" She cried when she realized I was about to toss her once again into the water.
"Had enough?" I asked her.
She started laughing heartily. "I suppose so." She said. "Now if you're quite done feeling me up, you can let go." She finished, still giggling.
I realized I was holding her swim suit covered tits against my face, one of her hard nipples only inches from my mouth, and my hand was wedged between her legs, pressing against her pussy.
"I'm sorry!" I said as I withdrew my hand and allowed her to slide down my body until she was standing. "I didn't mean to... I mean, I wouldn't...."
Amanda laughed all the harder at my discomfort, finally slowing down enough to tell me. "I didn't mind, really. It was all in fun."
"Well, you're a good sport at least." I said as I turned and started slogging through the water toward the shore.
The water I was in was only up to my thighs when Tina, who had been standing to the side fixing her suit, caught up to me. Clearly still upset about being dunked, she grabbed my trunks from behind and yanked trying to pull me backwards into the water.
"You're mine now!" she screamed playfully as I leaned forward to keep my balance. The action was intended to keep me from going under, which it did, but in the process allowed Tina to pull my trunks down my legs, ending up at my knees as Tina sat in the water at my feet. I stood in the water, unable to move, my hard dick fully exposed to Amanda and Tina.
"OH!" Tina cried, letting go of my trunks. "I'm sorry!" She said in a squeaky voice, trying unsuccessfully to not look at my dick sticking straight out only inches from her face.
"Well, looks like you enjoyed feeling me up as much as I did." Amanda said as I pulled my suit back up and covered myself, blushing as I did.
"I really am sorry." Tina said as she stood up next to me. "I didn't mean to do that, honest."
"No problem. I can be a good sport." I said with a laugh. "I mean it's no secret that I was turned on when we left earlier, so I guess all you're doing is seeing a bit more now."
"Well it's a nice looking cock." She said in a whisper as she kissed me on the cheek. "If you ever need someplace to put it, just let me know."
"Thanks. I'll remember that." I said as I stepped away from her and headed to the bank. "But for now I think we are sufficiently wet and cooled off."
"Definitely wet at least." Amanda said, still looking at my wet swim suit clinging to and outlining my hard dick it as if I wasn't wearing anything at all.



It only took us a few moments to collect our things and climb back into the canoes, the atmosphere a bit more charged as each of us thought about how things had looked and felt.
We had gone maybe another two miles down the river when the girls decided it they wanted a break. I found a nice gravel bar in the river and pulled up onto it.
"Here we are!" I said as I climbed off and walked over to pull them onto the bank. I held a hand out for Tina, which she took, climbing onto the shore.
"Thank you kind sir!" she said with elaborate flourish as she stepped past me. I pulled the canoe around so the stern was near the shore and held my hand out for Amanda.
"Thank you. I see chivalry is not yet dead!" She said with a smile as she took my hand and stood in the canoe. She gingerly stepped out of the canoe and onto the gravel, allowing me to pull the canoe up to where it wouldn't float away.
"It's starting to get warm out here." Tina said as she pulled her now dry t-shirt up and off, revealing the very skimpy pink string bikini that the t-shirt had done a poor job of covering while it was wet. The material was barely large enough to cover her B+ cup breasts, and the thong bottom showed every bit of her ass, the material covering only her pussy lips and a part of the way up her completely shaved mound. It was probably as close to being naked as you could legally get away with in public. I suddenly grew hard as I had a chance to really look at what I had only glimpses of during the water fight.
I did my best not to let my jaw hang open as she bent over the side of the canoe, digging into her bag for something. The thong type bottom allowed her ass to be completely exposed to me as well as a small part of her pussy lips from the partially displaced material. My eyes damn near popped out of my head as she absent mindedly reached between her slightly spread legs and pulled the material away from her lips before letting it settle back over, apparently in an uncomfortable position after sitting in the canoe. She finally stood back upright, coming out of the bag with a tube of sun block.
"I really need to get some sun block on before I burn." Tina said as she turned to face me while opening the tube. She squeezed some out on her hand and quickly began to rub it into her arm.
"I'm going to go use the bushes!" I could almost hear the laugher in her voice as Amanda walked away behind me.
"Would you put some on my back?" Tina asked me almost as soon as her mother was gone.
"I suppose." I replied, still feeling like my eyes were falling out of my sockets.
"Good!" She said brightly as she stepped over to me, holding the tube out for me. I took the tube and squeezed some of the warm cream out on my hand and began rubbing it on her shoulders and back.
"Hmmmmm that's nice!" She cooed as I worked the lotion into her upper back. Once I had the cream I had put on mostly rubbed in, I repeated the process on her lower back, sliding my hand up under the string that held her top in place. "If that string is in the way you can just untie it." She said quietly.
"No. that's fine!" I said as I tried to continue thinking with my brain instead of the other quickly swelling head. I continued to lotion down her back to the top of her firm ass, stopping only when I hit the string around her waist.
"Here... let me get that." She said, quickly pulling the string down off her waist until it was around the tops of her thighs before I could say anything. "Don't forget to do my ass too. I'd hate to get burned there." She said, bending over slightly and putting her hands on her knees to make it stick out at me.
Part of my brain said I probably shouldn't have been doing what I was doing, but I was invited, and I hadn't had my hands on a woman in two years! So the other part of my brain and my rock hard dick told me to continue as I rubbed lotion into her firm smooth ass. I rubbed around her firm ass and worked my hand lower until I was rubbing lotion around the bottoms of her cheeks my fingers just brushing her now exposed pussy lips.
"That's good there." She said huskily as she stood back up and stepped toward the canoe. "How about putting some on my legs?" She asked as she turned to face me, her suit bottom, if you can call it that, bunched up at the top of her pussy, threatening to expose it all to me. She wiggled her legs and allowed the material to fall to her ankles before she sat down on the edge of the canoe. She lifted one foot from the small pile of material and held her leg out for me. I took the few steps to stand in front of her and knelt down, not at all caring if she saw my raging hardon or not. I squeezed some lotion onto my hand and began rubbing it into her leg, starting at her ankle and working my way up. I massaged the lotion into her thighs, working my way closer and closer to her pussy, my view blocked by her raised leg. Finally she lowered her leg and lifted her other leg for me to do, the spreading her legs and giving me an unobstructed view of her obviously wet pussy lips.
"You like what you see?" She asked huskily as I worked lotion into the other leg.
"Very much." I replied as I continued to rub closer to her pussy, my fingers just stroking the edge of her flowery lips. My fingers continued to rub the lotion into her body, moving now to her shaved mound, stroking my fingers across her spreading lips at the same time.
"ohhhhh....Then you might as well finish the front too." She groaned as she reached behind her with one hand and untied the top of her suit, pulling it off to expose her firm tits and hard nipples to me. It was all I could do to not reach out and suck one of them into my mouth as I squeezed some lotion onto my hand and began to rub it into her firm tits. "Oh yes." She whispered. "Just like that."
I put both hands to work rubbing the lotion into her firm breasts, working and kneading them for a few more moments before she pushed one of my hands down her body, putting my fingers directly on her wet pussy.
"There too." She whispered as I began to stroke my thumb across her exposed clit. It only took a few gentle strokes across her sensitive nub before her body exploded in orgasm, shaking and spasming as she gripped the side of the canoe to keep from falling off. I continued to gently massage her firm tits and stroke her leaking pussy for what felt like an eternity before her breathing returned to anything closely resembling normal. At that moment I was ready to rip my swim suit off and drive it into the hot pussy only a foot from my face, her scent working its magic on me.
"If you've finished with my daughter, you can come put some lotion on me." I was startled to hear Amanda say from behind me.
I hadn't even noticed her come back from the bushes, but she had and was now sitting on a life jacket in the gravel. I blushed guiltily as I turned toward her, wondering how she was going to take me having my hands on her daughter.
"So are you going to put some on me as well?" She asked again in a sultry voice, her green eyes alive with fiery passion
"Um... sure." I replied as I got up and walked the few steps over to her, my dick tenting my swim suit out obscenely.
"Looks like my daughter got you a bit worked up as well." Amanda said as she stared at the huge tent in my suit. "You have to forgive her. She and her boyfriend broke up just before we moved about six weeks ago." She continued as she pulled the straps of her suit off her shoulders, but not down far enough to expose her breasts.
I knelt down next to her and began to gently rub the lotion on her shoulders and back, working my hand down under the edges of the suit on her back. I was probably not thinking clearly as I should have been at that moment, my brain fogged by sexual arousal, as I worked more lotion on her shoulders and then down her front until I was sliding my fingers across the tops of her firm breasts. My fingers slowly worked the material of her suit down, inch by inch, as I rubbed the sun block into her creamy white breasts and chest. Amanda had her eyes closed and allowed her head to roll back on her shoulders as I worked the suit material lower and lower, uncovering more of her luscious tits as I stroked and teased the already exposed portion of her tits, the suit now just barely covering her nipples.
"That feels very nice. Now I know why Tina was so turned on, you're very gentle with your hands." She practically whispered as I slid my fingers under the material to allow it to slip over her rigid nipples. She inhaled gently as my slick fingers bumped across each nipple. With both hard protrusions now fully in view, I boldly pushed the material down enough for it to slip off her breasts, fully exposing both firm tits.
I think my arousal overtook everything else, and instead of massaging the cream any lower, I lowered my head to her chest and gently kissed one of her nipples. She leaned back against her stiff arms, putting her upper body as a slight angle, allowing me to lick small circles around her nipple, teasing the dark areola before sucking her nipple into my mouth.
"Mmmmmmm that's not lotion, but you don't have to stop either." She said quietly as I rolled the hard nipple against the roof of my mouth with my tongue. I worked one hard nipple for some time before kissing my way across to the other one. She lifted her hands one at a time, disengaging the shoulder straps from her arms, freeing the material so it was no longer pulled tight under her marvelous chest.
I allowed one hand to go back to work stroking around her creamy breasts while I alternately sucked both nipples. My roaming hand soon began working her suit lower, pushing the material down toward my eventual target. I had it all the way to her waist and was contemplating how to get it lower when she raised herself on her arms and feet, lifting herself off the life jacket. I quickly pushed the material down over her firm ass, afraid the window of opportunity would disappear. I needn't have worried though, as soon as she sat back on the life jacket, I felt her move one hand and push the material down until she could lift her legs and push the suit off, leaving her completely naked.
"I hope you won't think less of me, but I would really like to feel you inside me." She whispered as her hand moved to the front of my suit and stroked my dick through my suit.
At that point I was so turned on that I didn't care how pretty or ugly she was, I was more than ready to drive my rod into her. As an answer, I released my grip on her tits and stood up, quickly pulling down my suit and stepping out of it. My dick stood out like a flagpole, waving in the wind, as I moved between her now spread legs and knelt down. I was beyond caring how rocky the ground was as I lowered myself to her pussy, aiming my dick at her obviously wet lips.
"That's it. Slide it right inside me!" She cooed as I rubbed the head around her lips, mixing my precum with her juices. With the head of my dick now slick with both of our lubrication, I pushed into her, gently, but steadily, her pussy expanding to take all of me inside her. I felt my balls press against her as I arched my back so I could reach her tits, drawing one of her hard nubs into my mouth.
"OH GOD" the groaned as I started to stroke in and out of her pussy, slowly at first, but then with increasing speed as she lifted her legs and helped draw me into her with her heels. "Yes...oh god...yes...that feels so fucking good!" She mumbled as I worked my dick in and out of her.
She was quite correct, it had been a long time, and my dick was not going to last long. I could feel my balls draw up in anticipation of the release. "I'm going to cum!" I warned her, releasing the nipple I was working on only long enough to warn her, to give her the chance to say no, although I hoped she wouldn't."
"Good. I want to feel you explode in me." She grunted as I continued to pound into her, my body slapping against hers.
With a huge groan I drove in to the hilt one final time, my body going into overload as my dick jerked and jumped inside her with each shot of hot cum. I barely heard her squeaks of pleasure as her own climax peaked with my in pouring of cum, only really becoming aware that she had indeed climaxed with her panting in time with me.
"Oh god that felt good." She cooed between pants. "I haven't been fucked like that in years." She said as she moved her head up kiss me on the cheek. "Thank you."
"Believe me, it was my pleasure." I panted, finally realizing that my knees were digging into the gravel bank. I pulled my still partially hard dick from her, unleashing a torrent of our combined cum leaking from her splayed open slit. I rocked back on my feet and stayed crouched down, my legs spread wide and my semi-hard dick dripping cum while I surveyed her beautiful body.
"So do you like what you see?" She asked, breaking me from my stare.
"Actually...I do. If you hadn't told me you were as old as I am, I never would have known. You have an absolutely beautiful body, firm in all the right spots and soft in all the right spots. I could never get tired of looking at a body this gorgeous."
"Thank you." She said simply. "You don't have a bad looking body yourself, and you know exactly how to use it."
I chuckled in response. "Thank you to you too. I try hard to stay in shape."
"I think your shape is just about perfect." She said as she sat up and reached for my flagging dick. She grasped it and began to gently stroke it, working what was left of our juices into it. "It's just the right size too." She said quietly.
I suspect we would have screwed again right there if Tina hadn't called to us to alert us to the fact we were about to become a spectacle on the beach. Amanda squealed and got up to make a dash to the bushes with me in hot pursuit.
"That was close." She giggled as she stood bent over to hide behind the bush with me right behind her, looking toward the river.
"You're too good looking to hide behind bushes though." I whispered.
"No, I don't think showing off for strangers is what I really want." She answered as I stroked her firm ass.
She stood back up as the canoes made their way down stream, turning to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and drew my face down to hers, bringing our lips together for the first time. It was a gentle kiss, neither of us rushing the connection, which slowly grew more passionate as the minutes slipped past. I squeezed and kneaded her firm ass as she pressed her tongue into my mouth. The kiss seemed to go on forever, neither of us wanting to break the connection. I allowed one of my hands to leave her ass and travel to her chest, cupping one of her firm tits in my hand and rolling the nipple.
"So I take it you want to fuck again?" She asked quietly when we took a break to catch out breaths.
"Very much." I panted.
"I think I'd like to too, but let's wait a while. I need to digest what just happened." She said quietly.
"Ok." I said as I let her step back and slide out of my arms. She turned and walked out to where her suit was laying, pulling it on without another word or look. Tina was still sitting on the side of the canoe, taking it all in with a huge knowing grin, her top now on, but what passed for bottoms still on the ground.
"I think we should head down stream now." I said as I walked past to get to the kayak.
"If you say so." She said, getting up. She turned around and facing away from me, bend over to pull her suit on. She took her time straightening the small strings that made up the bulk of the suit, allowing me plenty of time to see all I wanted. Finally she pulled the small strings up and stood up, ready to push the canoe out into the water. She looked over her shoulder at me to see if I had seen, and then smiled brightly as she stepped into the canoe.
I think my dick spent the next two miles completely hard. Each time I was alongside their canoe, if there was no one around, Tina would slip her top up and expose her firm tits to me. She seemed to be taking great delight in teasing me. Finally, along one stretch, feeling quite turned on and a bit frustrated, I slid over to the shallow water and stood over my kayak and slid my trunks down enough that I could easily pull the waistband down and expose my dick to her. It only took a few quick strokes to get beside them again, and as predicted, she pulled her tiny pink top up and exposed her tit.
"How about this?" I asked, pulling the waistband of my suit down and hooking it below my balls, so I was on full display for both of them.
"You are so bad!" Amanda said, not taking her eyes from y dick.
"I'm not the one who has been teasing the shit out of me for the last couple miles." I replied.
"I thought you liked to be teased!" Tina said with a laugh.
"I do! I just like to get some action as well!" I replied as we coasted on the practically still stretch of water.
"So you want to get fucked too?" she asked with a giggle.
"I thought that was the idea. But I'm not so sure what your mother is going to think about that!" I said looking back at Amanda.
"Oh she's a big girl, if she wants to have sex far be it from me to stop her... Just save a little bit for me for later." She said with a smile. "I mean you do want some more of this don't you?" She asked as she pulled the strap of her suit down off one shoulder and exposed one of her large tits.
"That's not fair mother. How am I supposed to get laid if you steel all the hot guys from me?" Tina asked as she looked over her shoulder.
"I don't know dear. I suppose you'll just have to do what you have to do." She said with a grin.
"Fine!" she said, standing up in the canoe. It only took her a few seconds to strip her tiny suit off, leaving her completely naked where she stood in the bow of the canoe. It was fortunate that it wasn't deep where we were at that moment, having floated off to one side of the channel, which was about ten feet deep in this particular section. Where we were was only about two feet deep and Amanda was able to keep the canoe from tipping completely over with her paddle as Tina jumped out of the bow, practically landing on top of me in my kayak. She took the two steps required to bring her right next to me in the water and then bent over at the waist to bring her face down to my level.
"Now how about that fuck!" she said as she reached for my exposed dick with one hand and moved her lips to mine.
The kiss was far from gentle. If I had to categorize it, I would call it urgent and definitely demanding. Her hot breath flowed into my mouth with her tongue, searching for mine. She practically sucked my tongue into her mouth, suctioning it and mashing our lips together as she worked my suit looser. Almost suddenly she broke the kiss and stepped her naked body across my kayak, brining her pussy almost in line with my face. I reached up and pulled her to my, reaching out with my tongue and licking up her wet slit, finding her clit with my tongue almost as soon as it had split her pussy lips.
"OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as I dug my tongue between her lips and licked up her slit.
The only think I like better than fucking a good pussy is licking it. I enjoy the taste as well as the sensations of getting a woman off with my tongue. I of course love to follow that with my dick, ending the session with a good climax that way as well. Right then I didn't care if we were standing in the middle of a public river, my hormones took over and I dug into her pussy with abandon. I have no idea how long I was working her pussy with my tongue and squeezing her firm smooth ass with my hands before her legs began to shake. I heard her cry out only once before she collapsed on top of me, her legs no longer able to hold herself up.
"Oh god oh god oh god" she mumbled as I stroked her back gently. I held her there, holding our position in the river with my legs, the cool water starting to chill my ass as it lapped over the seat of the small kayak with both of us now being supported by it. After holding her for a few minutes, I felt her feel behind her and grasp my hard dick. She slowly lifted herself up from my chest and aimed my dick at her sopping wet pussy.



"I am so ready for that fuck now!" she said huskily as she rubbed the head of my dick on her pussy to coat it with her juices. She settled on it slowly, allowing her very tight pussy to expand as she settled more and more weight onto it. "YES" she hissed as her clit pressed into the base of my cock, now fully enveloped in her hot pussy. "Just enjoy the ride!" she whispered, her green eyes staring into mine as she started slowly rising off my dick. She stopped before I came all the way out and slowly lowered herself down again until she was sitting in my lap. With a huge grin she began the trip again, faster than before, pushing down fast enough to make the small boat bounce in the water. It took her several strokes, but she quickly got a rhythm that drove my dick up and down into her with the bouncing of the boat, allowing her to work only half as hard. I put my hands to work on her tits, squeezing and rolling her nipples as she rode me.
"OH GOD! I'm going to cum again!" she squeaked as my dick pulsed its first shot of cum up into her hot tunnel. I grunted as a second and third shot fired into her pulsating pussy while she ground her clit into me, pushing her own climax even higher. Her body trembled in my arms as I pulled her chest to my face and sucked one of her nipples and half of her tit into my mouth, my body still jerking and spasming as it emptied its load into her. I heard Amanda on the shoreline moaning loudly as the two of us began to recover, each of us panting for breath. I released her tit and turned my head to look and saw Amanda on the shore by the canoe, her suit around her ankles and her fingers pumping in and out of her juicy pussy. If I hadn't just emptied into Tina I would have easily fired at the sight of her naked body shaking and trembling in climax.
"Go mom!" Tina whispered with a giggle as she pushed herself over the top of the pinnacle and fell back on the beach panting and sweating.
"OH FUCK!" Tina said sharply.
"What?" I asked
"We have company!" she said , pulling herself down tight against me.
I looked over my shoulder and sure enough there were several people coming down in canoes. It looked like four gals and two guys.
"Amanda! You may want to cover up!" I called to her. She was laying on the downstream side of the canoe and they had not yet seen her, but they sure had seen the two of us in the middle of the river.
Amanda looked up and quickly pulled her suit up her legs to cover her pussy and then pulled a life jacket over her tits. I hoped they kept going.
"WOO HOO!" one of the guys hollered as they got close. "Show us some titty!"
"Frank! Can it!" One of the girls called back. "Or you can forget ever getting any again!"
"She told you man!" his buddy said from the canoe he was in.
"You too buster. Or I'll tell Sue on you!" The girl shot back.
The group floated on past, even though I could see the guys oogling Tina pretty well and was surprised when Tina pushed off my chest so her tits were visible. She rocked back on my dick a few times and wiggled her ass around on my lap as she stuck her tongue out at the guy that was making a silent gesture at her. The way Tina had pushed my suit down it was pretty clear my balls were exposed and the canoe with the two girls in it that came closest seemed to be pretty interested in us as well. I was sure that one of the girls had her hand between her legs before they disappeared around the bend.
"That was fun!" Tina said with a grin. "I think it made me horny again."
"How can you be horny again?" I asked her.
"Oh that's easy! No sex for months and now a big dick to tease and fuck? How can I not be horny?"
"Ok. Well, my feet are frozen, so why don't we go warm up." I said encouraging her to climb off.
"Oh phooo. " Tina said as she stood up, uncorking a flood of cum from her pussy as she pulled from my now deflated dick.
She walked to the shore naked while I climbed off the kayak , my suit floating around my ankles in the cold water. It was a bit of a a juggle to try to handle my paddle, my kayak and pull up my suit at the same time, and eventually I gave up and just shuffled through the water to the shore where I could get the kayak to not float away on me.
"Ok that defiantly looked comical." Amanda said a she sat giggling at my predicament.
"You might think it was funny, but you weren't the one that was being exposed." I answered as I pulled my suit up to I was once again decent.
"True." She replied while Tina began putting her tiny suit back on after digging it out of the front of the canoe. "But then I'm not the one that chose to have sex in the middle of a public river!"
"True... but then it wasn't my initial choice either."
"So you're saying that you didn't want to?" Tina asked as she pulled the last piece of pink material in place.
"I didn't say that, just that it wasn't my first choice of location."
"Well, see if I do that again then!" she replied huffily.
"I think we ought to go before this gets ugly." Amanda said with a chuckle while she pulled her suit back into place.
We floated without a word for quite some ways before coming to a large island in the river. I recalled this particular one since the main portion of the river went to the left, but there was a small cut that went right, and once around the few trees that made it difficult, it flowed past a sandy beach. Most people had no idea it was there and went left. The small sandy beach would be great for a lunch break and it had a nice deep hole to use for swimming.
"Let's go right. I know a good place to stop for lunch." I called to them.
"You sure? It looks kind of tight!" Amanda called back.
"It is, but once we get around the start it should be fine. Been a while since I was down but I think it's still open."
"OK, but if we have to haul the canoe back, you get to drag it!" Tina called.
"Yes maam!" I replied in mock servitude as I turned the kayak down the narrow chute. It took a few tight turns to get past the few downed trees, but the chute opened up as I remembered revealing a nice sandy beach, a rarity on the river, and a nice deep hole for swimming; The perfect place for lunch.
"Here we are!" I called to them as I climbed off the Kayak and pulled it onto the beach.
"This is nice!' Amanda said as their canoe slid up to the shoreline. I pulled it in and held it while they climbed out and then beached it. "Very nice location indeed."
"I think so. Nice and secluded, away from all the yahoos that normally go down river."
"It is kind of secluded." Tina said as she wandered around the small beach. "You could almost get away with going naked here and not get seen."
"You could." I answered, instantly wondering if I was going to be able to get Amanda to bite on that one.
"Oh good." Tina said, quickly pulling the strings on her suit and tossing it into the canoe. "It's kind of a turn on to be running around naked out here."
I stepped over to Amanda and took her hand, gently pulling her toward me. She looked up into my eyes as I pulled her body toward mine, our lips meeting gently. I didn't know what it was about this woman, but I was very attracted to her, and not just sexually, I was very emotionally attracted for some reason. Our kiss started gently as we allowed our lips to touch and tease each other before her returned kisses grew more sensual and lusty. I felt her tongue press into my mouth, and I returned the favor, allowing my tongue to follow hers back into her mouth. She sucked my tongue momentarily before breaking the suction and moving to my lips, sucking and pulling them with her mouth. We stood and kissed passionately like that for some minutes before she broke the kiss and stepped half a step back.
Without a word she took my hands in hers and pulled them to her shoulders, placing them on the straps of her suit. She released my hands and moved hers to my suit and gently began pushing it down my hips. I have often considered myself a bit dense at times, but in this case even I understood what she had in mind. I gently pulled the straps over her shoulders and pulled then down her arms, pulling the suit material down with them until her firm breasts were in full view. While I was doing this she pushed my swim suit down over my ass and let it slide down my legs, pooling around my ankles, before letting her arms fall to her sides. I continued to pull her suit down until the loops slipped over her hands, freeing her arms. She moved her arms to my neck and pulled me close again, gently kissing my lips while I found her breasts with my hands. I gently squeezed and massaged the mounds of firm flesh, feeling her nipples harden under my palms as we kissed.
As she kissed me sensuously, making my dick grow to full mast, I released her sexy tits and returned to her suit, pushing it down her body and over her firm ass. All at once I felt it slide down her legs, leaving her as dressed as I was. I broke the kiss and lowered my head, kissing down her neck and across her chest until I was able to suck one of her hard nipples into my mouth.
"Oh yes." She whispered as I worked her nipple with my mouth and began gently stroking my fingers across the top of her mound and her tiny patch of curly blond hair. She stepped from her suit and moved her legs apart to allow my fingers to now probe between her wet lips. I worked on each of her hard nipples in turn, stroking her pussy and clit gently.
"If you do that much more I'm going to cum!" She groaned at me. "and I want you inside me when I do."
I broke my embrace with her sweet tits and stepped out of my suit. I pulled her down toward me as I sat in the sand and lay back, allowing her to straddle me. Her green eyes danced and sparkled with desire as she grasped my pole between her legs and began to rub it around her wet lips.
"OH yes!" she hissed as she pressed herself down over my shaft, her silky smooth tunnel enveloping me as she settled. I allowed her to find a gentle rhythm as she started to slide up and down my shaft before moving my hands to her body. With one hand I rolled her nipple and pulled on it while I allowed my other hand to find her clit, setting my fingers so that at the bottom of each stroke she would rub her hard clit against my fingers. "UH" she grunted with each stroke, her whole body flush light crimson as her orgasm slowly built within her. It was almost sudden when her climax washed over her, grinding her pussy hard against my pelvis while I stroked her clit, her whole body shaking and spasming. Her pussy clenched and milked my hard dick as she panted and struggled to control her own actions again.
Slowly she opened her eyes and looked down into mine, passion burning like a fire inside her. She reached for my hands and pushed them up above my head, trapping them there with her own while she began to bounce her hips slowly up and down, riding my shaft in and out of her hot tunnel. Her tits were practically brushing my lips at the top of each of her strokes, but she pulled back and prevented me from sucking them, preferring instead to just tease my lips with the hard nipples.
As my own climax began to build, I licked her nipples as they passed and humped my hips up to meet her strokes, slapping our bodies together with enough force to make her firm tits wiggle.
"That's it... come for me. Fill me with your hot juice." She cooed, coaxing me higher up the hill toward release.
"OH yes!" I groaned just before my body jerked in spasm with the first jet of cum.
She continued to hold my hands and grind her pussy into my dick as it jumped and pulsed inside her, making her own body shake and tremble with its own small orgasm. "Oh yes." She whispered as she released my arms and moved her hands to my chest. "That's what I wanted to feel."
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down to me, kissing her with a combination of passion and lust. I just didn't seem to be able to get enough of this woman.
We lay that way for some time before she moved her head from my shoulder and said simply. "I think I'm hungry."
"I agree." I said simply as she began to climb from me. Once she was standing she held her hand out and helped me up, both of us sweaty and sandy from the session we had just shared. "I know exactly what to do." I said as I stepped next to her and scooped her up. She wasn't all that heavy, but I still had to be careful I didn't fall on the rocks as I carried her down onto the river. I lowered myself down so she was sitting on my lap in the water and gently washed her body, allowing the cool water to rinse the sweat and sand away. When I was sure she was clean , stood up and carried her back to shore.
"Now that's what I call service!" Tina said from where she was sitting, leaning against the canoe, eating on a sandwich. "I wish all guys were that considerate. "
"Not all guys are gentlemen." Her mother said as I set her down. "Thank you kind sir." she said to me as she stepped away.
I followed her over and dug a sandwich and soda from the small cooler I had strapped to the kayak and then moved over to sit by the girls to eat.
It was a pleasant lunch, sitting in the soft breeze between two sexy naked women. What more could a guy ask for? Unfortunately lunch ended much too soon and I decided I needed to go relieve myself. I walked up the beach and into the small patch of woods and brush that made up the middle part of the island.
I had just finished taking a leak when I heard soft female moaning. Being a guy I did what a guy would do. I snuck down the path I was on a few more feet to see what was happening. To my surprise I saw two young women, each in their mid twenties, tangled up naked on a small patch of grass. It took me a moment but I soon realized that it was the two that were in the canoe that came by earlier. I guess watching us got their own juices flowing.
The sounds of slurping and moaning were as powerful an attractant as the sight of the two women in a sixty nine position each sucking and licking the others pussy. I crouched down and watched, my dick slowly growing hard at the sight. These ladies didn't seem to be any stranger to each other, both of them digging in with passion at their task. I knew I shouldn't be watching, but I couldn't help myself, I stayed a few minutes more. I was just about to get up and leave when Tina came walking down the path as naked as she had been earlier. I held my finger to silence her as she walked toward me, a questioning look on her face.
She crouched down next to me and peered through the brush at the sight in front of us just as the two girls disengaged from their embrace. We sat quietly while they moved so that their pussies were pressed together and began to rock and rub their clits into each other's pussy.
"God that's hot." Tina whispered as she slipped a hand between her legs. "I haven't ever seen anything like this in person."
"Me neither." I whispered back as we watched them grunt and moan.
I felt Tina slip a hand around my hard dick from where she was kneeling next to me, slowly stroking my hard dick with one hand while stroking her pussy with the other. She leaned over and whispered in my ear; "Put it in me from behind so we can still watch."
"Ok." I whispered back, suddenly even more turned on than I was a few moments ago. I quietly moved behind her while she moved to all fours. My dick slid easily into her already wet pussy, both of us stifling a groan as her tight pussy enveloped me. Ever so slowly I began to stroke in and out of her, trying to be quiet and watch the two young ladies in front of me humping like crazy. Their tits wiggled and jiggled around as they ground their bodies together, turning me on even more. I really love looking at tits, and this was pretty much an ideal situation for me, my dick buried in a tight pussy and a pair of naked girls humping while we watched.
Tina let out a soft moan as she frigged her clit franticly; no longer being careful of how quiet she was as she approached her climax. The two girls stopped their motions and looked around startled at the sound of her. At first I didn't think they would see us and were about to go back to what they were doing when Tina moaned again. This time they knew exactly where the sound came from, and they were quickly on their feet headed toward us. It was only a few feet and I didn't have a chance to hardly move, not to mention that Tina was nearly ready to climax.
"I see we have an audience." One of the girls said as she pushed the bushes aside. To my surprise she didn't seem upset.
The second one squatted down in front of Tina, gently stroking her hair as Tina froze, now realizing she had been found out. "Why don't you come out into the clearing. You don't have to hide in the bushes."
"Um... Ok." Tina said quietly, staring more at the pussy spread in front of her than anything else.
I slid from her pussy and allowed us to be led by the hand out into the clearing.
"You have a very nice cock. I was wondering how big it was when we went past you on the river." The first one said.
"Um. Yeah. We didn't mean to spy, I mean... well, I just happened to see you..."
"Don't worry, we don't mind." The first one said as she pulled me closer to her. "It's kind of exciting to be watched, isn't it Beth?" She half said to me and half to her partner.
I looked over and saw Beth, her partner, pulling Tina in close to her, until her perky breasts were touching Tina's somewhat larger nipples, her lips reaching for Tina's.
"Don't worry, she won't hurt her." The young lady in front of me said. "My name is Elana... I promise I won't hurt you either."
"Ok." I said as she placed a hand behind my head and pulled my face down for a gentle kiss. We kissed for several minutes, our hands roaming each other's bodies until the sound of Tina moaning drew our attention.
"Looks like your friend is enjoying herself. Why don't we join them." Elana whispered as we watched Beth eagerly licking up and down Tina's wet pussy as she lay back on the grass. Her ass wiggled around in the air as she worked Tina's pussy. "That looks sexy doesn't it?" Elana asked as she drew me down to the ground near them. "Would you like to taste her?"
I really didn't have an opportunity to say much, but then I wasn't objecting either as Elana pulled my face as well as her own toward Beth's upraised ass. I lay down, staring up at her pussy while Elana pushed her down to bring her wet slit into my reach. My tongue quickly found her clit and began to stroke and flick it while Elana rested her head on my chest, her tongue working in and out of her friends pussy. I could hear Beth moan into Tina's pussy, causing her to buck and shake as her orgasm was triggered. Tina squeaked several times while Beth worked her pussy, driving her climax even higher.
I felt a hot mouth close around my dick, slowly sliding up and down my shaft while I continued to lick and suck Beth's pussy. While I sucked her clit hard and squeezed it with my lips, her legs began to shake, her panting and groaning now audible as she moved her head from Tina's pussy. She lifted herself up so she was kneeling over my face, her hands squeezing her tits as she shook and trembled, her head thrashing back and forth making her long dark hair fly around her. Finally she rolled off of me, her pussy no longer able to take the stimulation.
"Very nice." Elana said, removing her mouth from my dick. "You did that like a real pro. How about I thank you for your efforts?" she cooed as she climbed across my body and straddled my hips. She moved her pussy over my dick and resting on her feet so she was crouching, lowered herself over my hard wet dick. "Ohhhhhh that's nice." She cooed as she sunk down on me. Slowly at first, and then with increasing speed, she worked up and down my dick, her ass slapping against my thighs at the bottom of each stroke, the impact making her small tits jiggle and wiggle . I couldn't resist, and reached up to squeeze and play with her soft mounds of flesh.



"Oh god yes." She panted as I squeezed her nipples and tits, her motion becoming more jerky and uncontrolled. I felt her pussy spasm around me as she sat down hard and ground her pussy into me, her whole body wracked by spasms and shudders for several long seconds. "Oh my god that was good." She panted, still sitting on my hard dick. As much sex as I had in the last few hours, my dick felt like it should have come, but was still standing tall inside her.
"I think..." Elana said as she pulled off my dick, "that you deserve something special." She stood over me and pulled me up until I was standing and then knelt down in front of me. "Beth, come help me with this." She called quietly to her friend. The two of them knelt in front of me, taking turns sucking and licking my dick or sucking my balls into their mouths. The sensations were fantastic, but not quite enough to push me over the edge. What did was looking into the bushes toward the path and seeing Amanda standing in the path watching me, one hand cupping and squeezing one of her firm tits and the other hand plunging fingers in and out of her pussy. She looked straight at me, telling me she was watching and she knew I was watching her, just before her body tensed and jerked.
My dick erupted in time with her own jerks, pumping huge globs of white cream out in shot after shot of my orgasm.
"Oh yeah" Beth murmered as she rubbed the cum around her face and chest. "I love cum."
"You are so bad!" Elana said quietly as she lifted herself higher and pulled Beth's face toward her tits. Beth eagerly licked my cum from Elana's tits while she stroked my dick and milked the last of my cum out for her friend. Elana took my dick into her mouth and eagerly licked and sucked my shrinking member until it was clean, her tits well cleaned by her friend.
They stood up and each kissed me on the lips before picking up their bikinis. They left with a slight wave, wiggling their naked asses at me as the disappeared down the path naked. I stood there looking for several seconds after they left before I went over and helped Tina from the ground where she was laying, still recovering from her orgasm.
"I think we better get back. Mom will wonder what happened to us." She said with a bit of concern in her voice.
"Somehow I doubt that." I said, knowing full well she had seen us, just not sure how much she had seen.
We walked back, hand in hand, still naked.
"Well, about time!" Amanda called from the water. "I thought you wanted to swim after lunch!"
"Sounds like fun to me." I said walking straight to the water and wading in.
Amanda waded over in the waist deep water and pulled me to her. She kissed me deeply and then held me tight while she whispered in my ear. "You looked so fucking hot laying there eating out that pussy. I wanted to come over and ride your hard dick, but that other girl beat me too it. I hope that after this trip is over we can still enjoy some of that."
"I hope so too." I replied.
The three of us played for some time in the water until I heard the first sound of thunder. Pop-up storms are not unusual around here, and this sounded like it was not going to be nice. "I think that is our cue to hit the water!"
"I think so too." Amanda agreed as we waded back to the canoe. We collected our suits and dressed quickly. There was only a few miles left to go, but in a rain storm it would be a very unpleasant trip.
We managed to make it almost half a mile downstream before the first drops of rain smacked into the river feeling like liquid ice. I looked for cover, but in this stretch there wasn't any place to shelter. We pressed on, the water falling from the sky even colder than the spring fed river. As we came round the next bend I spotted an rock overhang that was big enough for one canoe. "Over there!" I hollered, digging a paddle in and heading for the overhang.
I slid under the overhang and realized that it was not going to be big enough for both of us. "Come on... You get under and I'll get in with you." I said as I pulled out when they arrived. Once they were under I pulled up next to them and gingerly moved into their canoe, using the rope tied to the bow of my kayak to keep it from floating away.
It wasn't a perfect shelter, in fact, it was far less than perfect, the wind swirling the rain under the rock and still soaking us, but it was better than being directly in the rain.
"If this lets up I think we should make a dash. I know of a cave on the water. It shouldn't be more than a quarter of a mile or so. "
"Is it dry?" Tina asked, shivering.
"Hardly... It's a spring entrance, but it goes back far enough to get completely out of the rain."
"Ok. We'll make a dash when it lets up." Amanda said resolutely.
"Ok." I said, noticing her hard nipples poking through the material of her suit.
"You like what you see stud?" She asked jokingly.
"Actually I do!" I replied honestly. "I think you have the most beautiful breasts I have ever had the pleasure of touching."
"Well, flattery will get you everywhere!" She said with a grin, quickly moving to slip her straps off her shoulders and pull her arms out. With a wink she pulled the top of her suit down, exposing her tits to my view. "That better?"
"Much!" I responded with a smile as I looked at her tits, her nipples standing hard and areola puckered from the cool air.
"So what are mine? Chopped liver?" Tina asked from the bow as she turned herself around on the seat to face me, her tone slightly sharp.
"I never said you didn't have good looking tits!" I replied a bit defensively. "You are in every way a very beautiful woman, tantalizing, sexual... flat ass hot... and to be honest an extremely good screw. But the reality is that I am primarily a tit man, and tend toward a larger pair. That said, I have never had a mother daughter pair before and in some ways I really don't know how to respond. I find you both to be extremely beautiful and you both turn me on like crazy. One of you would keep me satisfied for months or years, but two of you? It's like I died and went to heaven. But how do I tell each of you that in your own way your fantastic without hurting any feelings or making one of you feel like the other is better in some way?"
"I think you just did!" Tina said with a grin. "So if I can't win on tits alone, then maybe I need to go with my strengths." She said as she untied the strings of her top and pulled it off, tossing it at me. Then she wiggled her butt on the seat, making the whole canoe rock slightly, before sliding her tiny bottom off, tossing that in my lap as well. "Now is that better?" She asked spreading her legs and resting her feet on the gunnels of the canoe so her whole naked body was on display.
"I would have to say, yes, that is much better!" I replied ,my dick growing once again as I now had to decide whether to look at Tina's wet pussy or Amanda's perfect tits.
"I think we're going to get a break!" Tina said from her spot in the front of the canoe after about ten minutes of sitting out the storm.
"Well, I guess we better make the most of it then." I replied as the rain tapered off. "Do you want to get dressed?" I asked Tina, holding out her suit while we listened to yet another peel of thunder. The storm was far from over by the sound of it, but we didn't want to be stranded here any longer than we had to.
"No. I think I'll just go like this. If we come across someone I can always pull on my t-shirt, but I doubt that we'll see anyone with this rain. You should go naked too. It's fun!"
"I don't think so." I answered leaning over to set the small amount of material on her bag that was between her legs. I reached up and gave her wet pussy a stroke with the tip of my finger, sliding it between her wet lips and up across her clit.
"Oooo. Don't get me started again unless you're ready to do something about it." She said after she sucked in a breath of air between her teeth.
"Not just yet." I answered with a grin as I pulled my kayak over and gently slipped out of the canoe and onto the small craft. "All set?" I asked as I pulled myself to the stern where Amanda sat.
"I think so." She said quietly with a smile, her tits still on display.
"Not until you take that suit off buster!" Tina said from the bow as I moved my kayak toward the stern of the canoe.
"I still don't think so." I said as I leaned over toward her and kissed her closest tit, giving the nipple a little lick. I almost fell in the water in the process, getting a laugh from both of them, but it was worth it.
We pushed off from under the ledge and headed out into the river, the rain having tapered off to a sprinkle for the moment. I looked around and saw more dark clouds rolling from the west and knew that this was only going to be a short reprieve.
It only took about five minutes or so to make the short run down to the spring cave, which was good since the gentle sprinkle was quickly turning into a hard rain again. I turned and slid my kayak into the cave and pushed in against the current flowing from it. As my eyes adjusted I was surprised to see three more canoes floating in the gloom, either linked or tied together to make them more stable.
"Well, hello!" a somewhat familiar voice said.
"Um.. Hello." I said as my eyes adjusted to the gloom. "We have some company in here!" I called over my shoulder to warn the girls.
"Who?" Tina asked as they pulled into the cave, Tina's obviously naked body silhouetted against the cave entrance.
"Our friends from the island." I replied as my eyes slowly adjusted enough to make out Elana and Beth in the closest canoe.
"Oh...ok." She said as their canoe glided silently into the cave. I could see Amanda quickly pulling her suit into place even though her arms were not in the shoulder straps.
"I see your friend still likes being naked." Elana said from where she was sitting in the rear of her canoe. "She doesn't have to dress on our account."
"Maybe I better anyway." Tina said as she leaned back to dig in her bag for a shirt.
"Hey you can stay naked... I don't mind!" I heard a guys voice say from one of the other canoes.
"Derek shut your trap or you're going to be both naked and bruised!" I heard the girl sitting in the canoe, resting her back against him, say. "Sorry about that, he never does know when to keep his mouth shut."
"No problem." Tina said, still digging for the shirt in her bag. "I probably shouldn't have been naked anyway."
"Oh trust me, you can be naked any time you want." Elana said. "With a body like that, I'd show it off all the time!"
"Um. Thank you. " Tina said somewhat embarrassed.
"Your boyfriend here is welcome to get naked too if he wants. He's got a pretty hot body too." Beth said, her voice echoing a little in the cave despite how quietly she said it.
"Hey, you're welcome to try to talk him into it all you want. I tried earlier and didn't get very far." Tina said as she gave up on the shirt and turned back around.
"We'll have to see what we can do about that. For now why don't you all join us over here. We tied our canoes together to keep from floating out into the rain. Much more comfortable too." Elana said, holding a hand out toward us.
With nothing better to do besides being pushed back out into the river with the flow of water from the spring, we swung our canoe around and tied it off to the others, using a paddle to help stabilize it.
The skies opened up and water rained down in sheets while I maneuvered the kayak alongside Tina and Amanda. Gingerly, so I didn't fall into the ten plus foot deep spring, I slid off the kayak and into the canoe, letting the kayak float free, tied off to the side of the canoe.
"So why don't you come over here with us?" Beth asked, looking straight at me. My eyes had adjusted enough to see that the couple in the far canoe was busy having sex in the bottom of the craft and that Derek was busy with his hands inside the top of his partners bikini. "I can get naked again if you'd like."
"I'm not sure that's a great idea." I said as I looked at Tina. "My dick has had a pretty good workout already today."
Elana slid down into the bottom of the canoe on her knees. It only took a moment for her to pull her top off, releasing her perky small breasts. She shoved her bottoms down her legs and then wiggled her knees over the straps and then pulled them off. "You can lick me if you'd rather." She said as she moved to the middle of her canoe and then swung her legs over into our canoe. Sitting on the edge, leaning back and using her arms on the other side of her canoe for support. "Beth said you licked as good as you fucked. I'd like a try on that." She said as she lifted her legs high in the air and spread them wide.
How was I supposed to ignore a pussy right in front of my face? I looked at Amanda, who gave me a non-committal shrug before I leaned my face over to Elana's wet pussy. I licked slowly up between her lips, eliciting a moan as I licked my tongue flat across her clit.
"Ohhh yes. That is good!" She moaned as I again licked up here wet lips.
I moved myself around so I had more room, sliding my legs under the bar and sticking them toward Amanda. With my new position a bit lower I was able to press my tongue deep into Elana's pussy, tasting her tangy sweetness before dragging my tongue once again up her slid to her clit. I flicked her hard nub several times before returning once again to press my tongue into her hole.
"Ohhhhh" she moaned as I slide again up her slit to her clit. The whole cave rocked with the sound of her cry as I sucked her clit into my mouth and gently squeazed it with my lips and teeth. "OH FUCK" she cried, squeezing my head with her legs as I worked her clit with my lips, squeezing and rubbing the sensitive nub.
I could feel my suit being pulled down, I presumed by Amanda, so I, lifted to allow it to be pulled down and off of my body, leaving me naked except for my water shoes, which were also pulled off. I was surprised at how cold the bottom of the canoe was on my bare ass, but quickly forgot about it as I felt a hand wrap around my hard dick and gently stroke it. I drove my tongue into Elana again and again, working it as far into her as I could before I slid up and flicked her clit in little rapid fire strokes. After some minutes of this, I slid one of my fingers into her tight tunnel and stroked it in and out of her hot pussy while I flicked her clit like a machine gun, bringing cry after cry of pleasure echoing across the chamber . I felt a warm wetness envelope my dick where a hand had recently been stroking. I moaned around Elana's clit as the sensations on my dick increased.
"OHHHH" I heard Elana cry as her body began to tremble, her legs squeezing my head even tighter. I felt her hot pussy juices flow from her, coating my hand and chin as she shook and trembled, my continued assault on her clit driving her climax even higher. "Enough!" she cried, pushing my head away from her pussy. "I can't take any more!"
I lay back down on in the canoe to catch my breath, somewhat surprised to see Amanda completely naked, her firm tits bouncing in time with the canoe as she worked her hips up and down, driving her pussy on my shaft. Her arms were stretched out, holding the sides of the canoe, her upper body stretched out over support bar, her tits bouncing against the bar with each stroke of her hips. Even in the gloom I could clearly see her face screwed up as her body approached orgasm.
"My turn!" Tina said, sliding over the support rail and lowering herself to her knees over me. Every move she made was slow and deliberate, afraid to tip the canoe, which thankfully seemed quite stable tied to the other canoe.
I reached for her firm ass and squeezed it as I pulled her pussy down to my face, helping her aim her pussy for my mouth. She moaned as I drove my tongue deep into her already wet hole, her lips spread wide and her already leaking juices making my face even wetter than it was. I let my hands roam what I could reach of her body and soon found her firm tits and nipples, squeezing and twisting them as she ground her clit into my face.
"OH god yes!" she screamed as her body quickly found its sweet spot and launched its attack on her. I had to let go of her tits and lift her ass from my face to keep from being smothered as her body trembled and shook.
I felt Amanda's pussy contract around my hard dick only seconds after Tina cried out. I felt her pussy milking my hard dick as she panted and shook.
Slowly Tina and Amana climbed off of my body and settled in the seats of the canoe to catch their breath. I sat up and saw one of the guys laying back on the seat in the bow of the canoe that Beth and Elana had been in. His feet were propped on the sides the canoe and Elana laying on the bottom of the canoe licking and sucking the clit of a blond who was on all fours, busy sucking and stroking the dick in front of her. I gingerly crawled over into their canoe, being extra cautious not to dislodge the paddles that were tied to the support rails to stabilize the canoes. Straddling Elana, I moved behind the blond and aimed my dick at her exposed pussy. I felt Elana gently cup my balls in one of her hands as I pressed my dick into the blond.
"Oh yeah!" the blond said huskily, as she pulled her mouth from the dick in front of her to look and see who was stuffing her pussy. "That's it! Give it all to me!" she encouraged as I pressed into her tight hole. Gently I began to slide in and out of her pussy, Elana below both of us, working my balls with her hand while she licked the blond's clit. We continued like this for some minutes, the blond's juices leaking down my balls and dripping on Elana. I knew I was finally getting close, my body having shot more times in the last few hours than it had in two years, but before I could hit that final peak, the blond went over the top with the guy she was sucking. Her whole body shook and jerked as she pulled her face from the spurting dick in front of her, his cum shooting into the air and landing on the two of them. She gasped for air as Elana and I continued to assault her pussy, Elana working her clit and my dick banging into her cervix with each stroke. Just as I was about to cum inside the hot pussy, I felt Elana grab my shaft and squeeze hard, stemming the flow of cum that was trying to make its way out.
It was initially painful, but that only lasted a few moments as I pulled from the pussy, wondering what I had done to deserve that. As soon as I was out, Elana released her grip and began stroking my dick once again, the slick juices lubricating her hand as she aimed my dick at her face, clearly wanting my cum to be deposited there. She continued to stroke my dick with one slick hand while she stroked my ass with the other. I felt her finger find my puckered anus and work small circles around it as my climax built toward release.
It was like getting hit by lighting, my body going rigid and the first pump of cum flowing out of me like it was shot from a cannon as she pressed her small finger inside me. My body went into overload, pumping shot after shot of the cum that had been trapped by her hand, out into her mouth and across her face. She pumped her finger tip in and out of me in time with my pulses of cum until my body had drained all it had left into her mouth. She pulled me down and sucked the head of my dick into her mouth, greedily sucking the last drops from my quickly deflating dick.
I collapsed half on top of her in the bottom of the canoe as the blond moved out into a different canoe, panting and struggling for breath.
I had no idea how long I lay there, but eventually, I returned to the living finding Elana still gently stroking my body.
"That was tasty. Thank you." She whispered.



"You're welcome, I think." I replied.
"Never had your ass done like that?" she asked.
"Um... No, I haven't." I answered simply.
"Did you like it?"
"I'm not sure. But it sure made me cum hard."
"Oh that it did. It was a nice big load. I love to eat cum, especially when it's hot!" she said in a sexy tone
"I wouldn't have figured you for that. I kind of thought you were into girls." I said quietly.
"Girls, men, as long as it feels good." She said with a shrug.
"Well thank you." I said "I guess I better get back in my own canoe."
"You don't have to be in a hurry." She said with a grin. "I mean you haven't fucked Joan yet."
"I'm not sure I have any left in me."
"Too bad. She was really checking you out earlier. If your girlfriend hadn't climbed on your dick she would have." She said playing with my deflated dick.
"I think It may be a lost cause." I said to her.
"Too bad. I know she wanted to ride you." Elana said as she helped me move upright.
"Looks like the storm is past." I said, looking out at the sun shining outside the cave.
"Good. Maybe we can all go down stream together?" She asked.
"I don't see why not."
"Good." She said getting up. "Ok girls. Time to hit the river."
I slipped over into Amanda and Tina's canoe before they all started untying them. I looked around for my suit and quickly realized it was missing, and Amana sat there completely naked with a grin on her face.
"They say it's still two miles to the end and we should all go naked!" Amanda said. "I think that might be fun, since we're all friends now.
It took us a few minutes to get organized and for me to get back onto my kayak without falling in. After about five minutes we were ready and Beth and Elana headed out first, breaking into the sunshine still butt naked. After that storm we weren't too worried about running into other canoes, they would have either pushed on and been off the river by now or holed up to wait it out like we did.
In some ways I felt a bit odd, being naked like I was. I guess I'm a bit of a closet nudist or something, because before we had made it half a mile down the stream, looking at six sets of naked tits had my dick once again growing.
"Why don't you come over this way!" Joan, the big titted brunette said. She had a pair of D sized tits with huge puffy nipples that looked extremely attractive in the sunlight filtering through the overhanging trees. "Like what you see? I know I do!"
"You do have a nice pair of tits." I said. "But won't your boyfriend be jealous?" I asked, pointing to the guy in the back of her canoe.
"John? Jealous?" she asked with a giggle. "Of course not. He's my little brother. Besides, he'll do whatever I tell him to. Won't you John?"
"Yes." John answered simply.
"Now when we stop up here, why don't we see how well that dick fits into my hot pussy?" she asked.
"I suppose we can do that." I said, looking at her big tits and getting turned on once again.
"Can two ride that thing?" Joan asked.
"I don't know. Maybe... If it's not too much weight, but it would be awful tippy with two sitting up."
"That wasn't what I had in mind. Come on over to the shore." She said as she steered the bow toward the shallow shore. She climbed out of the canoe even before it got to the shore and waded over to where I was sliding in.
"Now stay right there." She said as she stepped across me and started to crouch down. She aimed her pussy at my dick and slowly sank down on it until I was fully inside her. She leaned forward until she was laying on my slightly bent legs, her firm tits pressing between them. She lifted her legs out of the water and hooked them on the edges. It was a very unusual position, with her laying on me like that, but she had managed to do it without pulling my hard dick out of her. "Ohhhh that is nice." She cooed as she squeezed her pussy around my dick.
I held the paddle with one hand and gently squeezed her ass playfully before I tried to move us out. It took a little getting used to, but the little craft slid through the water easily and we managed to quickly catch us up with the rest of the group while she periodically worked her hips to slide up and down my dick just an inch or two.
"Damn Joan. Couldn't wait for a break?" Elana chided.
"You're just jealous that you didn't think of it first!" Joan shot back from my lap.
"Got that right!' Beth called with a laugh. "I wish I thought of it!'
"Maybe!" Elana laughed. "Go for it!"
"Oh trust me, I am!" Joan called as she rocked her hips some more.
We made another half mile down the river before Joan told me to pull over to the shore where she could stand. I scooted ahead and aimed the kayak for the shore, more than ready to give her what she wanted.
"Ok stud. Enough playing. I need you to pound me!" She said when her feet would touch bottom.
I stood up behind her, the kayak still floating between our legs and pushed my dick back in while she bent over and used the kayak for support. I started slapping into her, my body slapping her firm ass. The other canoes were just sliding into the shore where we were at when Joan started to cum. Her body shook and she moaned loudly as I continued pounding into her. I lost track of how long she was climaxing before she abruptly pulled off my dick and stepped away. She turned around and stepped over the kayak again and then sat down on it, scooting back up to my body.
"Don't worry stud... I've got you covered yet!" she said as she slid her body to mine and pressed her tits together around my dick. "Now fuck this tunnel!"
I eagerly began stroking between her fantastic tits, my head disappearing down into the valley with each stroke. "Uh god!" I grunted as she lowered her head and began sucking on the head of my dick at the top of each stroke. I held her shoulders and pushed in and out of her tit valley, inching my way toward unloading what had to be the last of my cum.
"here it comes!" I warned her as I felt my balls tighten. She released her tits and pulled my ass to her, shoving her head down my dick as far as it would go. My dick jumped and surged as it pumped shots of cum first down her throat and then into her mouth as she pulled her head back to breath. It seemed to be an hour that my dick pumped cum, my hips trying to jerk into her mouth with each surge of juice. Finally depleted and deflating, she let me slip from her mouth with a grin.
"Now that was hot!" she said, as she sat on the front of the yellow plastic kayak. "I could do that any day."
"Any time you want." I panted as I tried to catch my breath.
"Well, we have to put some clothes on now though." Beth called. "As much fun as this is and how much I really like being naked, there's a group coming down and its only a half mile to the end."
"Damn." I mumbled, not really wanting to get dressed, but more, not wanting to have these gorgeous women get dressed. Amanda tossed me my swim suit, which Beth and Elana had tucked away.
"I didn't know you liked to tit fuck." She said quietly while she stood next to me, pulling her blue swim suit up her body.
"Oh yeah. I love it." I replied, looking over to see Tina pulling on a t-shirt with no swim suit on under it.
"I'll try to remember that. Maybe we'll have a chance to try that."
"I'd like that." I replied, thinking about how much fun it would be to be wrapped in her perfect tits.
"Ok... Time to go then." One of the guys said.
"Ok." Beth said quietly, clearly not wishing for this to end.
We all paddled the last little bit in silence, finally pulling into Akers late afternoon.
"Well, that was fun." Beth said, as she came over and gave me a hug. "I hope we meet again some time."
"Me too." I replied, as she pulled my hand to her pussy and ground into it. "Maybe I need to get your number so we can play some time."
"I was hoping you'd ask." She grinned. "I'll get it something from my car to write on." She said before she ran off toward the parking lot.
"Where's Beth off to?" Elana asked.
"Went to get something to write on."
"Oh... going to get her number?"
"Might as well." I answered as she stepped up next to me and lifted her head to kiss me on the cheek.
"Better get mine too. You're way too much fun to lose!" she said slipping her hand into my suit and giving my dick a gentle squeeze.
After exchanging numbers with the girls I headed up to the parking lot with Amanda and Tina. "I really enjoyed today. I hope you did too."
"I know I did." Tina said as she slipped an arm around me. "I'd really like to see you again some time."
"I'd like to see you again too." I replied, giving her waist a squeeze.
"You don't have to wait long." She said, pulling her t-shirt up to expose her naked body.
"That still looks lovely." I said sliding a hand down to her bare ass and giving it a squeeze.
"That's my daughter." Amanda said from where I had my arm around her shoulders.
"And you don't ever think about teasing a guy?" I asked.
"Me? Certainly not." She said with a grin, pulling my hand down and slipping it inside the top of her suit onto her firm tit. "I never tease... only offer."
"Well in that case." I said, squeezing her firm tit and nipple.
"That's what I thought." She said with a grin as we approached my truck.
I dug out my keys and opened the back up, digging for my wallet. "Can I get your number too?"
"Why don't we get your number and we can call you some time." She said seriously. "We don't have cell's yet or anything."
"Ok." I replied, pulling one of my University business cards out. I found a pen and scribbled my cell number on the back and handed it to her, pulling her into my arms and giving her a soft kiss.
"Thank you." She whispered, looking into my eyes for several seconds before pulling away.
Tina slid in and hugged me tight as soon as her mother had vacated my arms. Her kiss was much more urgent and probing, clearly still wanting more. "Don't be a stranger." She said quietly as she stepped back.
"Not if I can help it." I answered.
I climbed into the truck and closed the door. As I started to drive off, I watched Amanda turn my card over and read the front. Her face at first looked startled, and then turned slowly to a smile before she looked up and blew me a kiss and a wave.
I waved back, wondering what the look was about.
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Photog
Being a freelance outdoor photographer means that I almost always have a camera with me, usually several. My daughter's graduation ceremony was no exception. I walked in to the sweltering gymnasium with my normal load, including two cannon digital 35mm cameras and a bag full of lenses. Having been here more than once, I knew it would be sweltering, especially where I was headed, the top row of bleachers. The students and some guests got the floor, and the rest of the guests got to fight over the nearly fifty rows of bleachers that constituted two levels. I learned long ago to ignore fighting for a low seat where I could see, and use my assets to leverage my vantage point. Getting the top row and using an 800 lens with monopod, it was as good as standing on the stage.
As usual there were lots of speakers wishing the graduates good luck and giving their best advice for the future. I spent my time snapping shots of interesting crowd members; I scanned the sea of faces and found a baby sleeping in an unusual position and a variety of scantily clad family members trying to stay cool. I scanned to the top row and was shocked to see a tall slim woman in the top row on the opposite side of the gym, wearing a short white halter dress and looking straight across at me through an equally long camera lens.
I could see her smile behind the camera as she realized I had zeroed in on her. She moved her face from behind the camera and smiled at me, allowing me a good look at her smooth features, bright smile and shoulder length blond hair. I zoomed in for a better look, her sparkling green eyes practically laughing in as I lost myself momentarily in them. I had no idea how long she had been looking at me before I noticed her, but now that I saw her I couldn't seem to pull my lens from her.
She stood fairly tall, I guessed about six foot with a slim build that looked like she weighed only slightly more than my entire load of camera gear. Even then I guessed that she was most significantly top heavy, with a chest that appeared fairly large, but was hard to size behind the white halter style top of her dress. The white material dipped deep between her breasts, exposing a wedge of bronzed skin extending well below her chest, as she absentmindedly played with the edge of the material with the hand that wasn't balancing the camera on its mono-pod.
Her dress was short, only extending down to her mid thigh, with flowing pleats that accentuated her slim well tanned legs. The only disruption to her smooth legs were the spiraling white ties that extended nearly to her knees, holding her high heeled sandals to her small feet. I couldn't help but wonder if she had anything else on besides the very hot looking white dress and sandals, and scanned up to her pleated dress and zoomed in, hoping for a glimpse of confirmation one way or the other.
By the time I zoomed my lens back out and panned back to her face, it was again covered by the camera, but this time, I could tell she was focused and waiting to see my face. I moved my camera aside for a moment and smiled, allowing her to see what I looked like without the black box in front of me and also to confirm that I understood she wanted fair play. I looked across, disappointed at how little I could see from this distance without the long lens, but not disappointed in how she looked. Even at this distance she was striking; her tanned skin a sharp contrast to her white dress.
Part of me hoped that she wouldn't be turned off, I'm no spring chicken any longer, but I do work hard to stay in shape to climb those long hills and hike deep into the wilderness for those memorable shots that actually pay my rent. I gave her a nice smile and nod before moving back behind the viewfinder. I was pleased to see she was still looking at me, and it was also easy to see that there was a bright smile mostly hidden by the camera.
I listened to the speaker drone on for some time while we each used the maximum zoom to examine each other. Part of me hoped she saw the bulge in my pants that I was getting by visually undressing her and part of me hoped she didn't, afraid that if she did it might frighten her off. I was broken from my thoughts when she suddenly disappeared from my view. I zoomed back to find she had sat down and was quickly readjusting her monopod so her camera was again at the right height.
It only took her a moment and she was again zooming in on me, a huge smile again mostly hidden behind the camera. I saw her move the monopod so it was now standing between her legs, forcing her to spread her knees slightly. Not a very ladylike position, but definitely one that would give me more of a chance to see if she was indeed wearing something besides the white dress.
I decided to sit down myself, allowing me to have a more stable platform for the extreme zoom I was preparing for. She seemed to know what I was looking for and teasingly spread her legs slightly before closing them around the monopod. She pushed the camera aside and smiled at me, gently stroking the exposed skin between her breasts seductively. Her white manicured nails traced a slow line down the edge of the material of her top, working inch by inch down between her tanned breasts. Her smile grew as her finger reached the junction of the material and started the return trip upwards, pulling the material slightly to the right, and exposing slightly more coppery skin as it went. The bulge in my pants got even larger as her finger traced up the side of the material, pulling ever so slightly to expose just a hint of the rounding of the side of her breast.
She seemed to be taking delight in teasing me as her finger traced back down, allowing the material to pull even more, this time leaving no doubt about the roundness of her tanned breast. She continued the trip down her front as the speaker completed his monolog and the audience clapped in appreciation. With a definitely wicked grin, she again slid her finger up, pulling the material way even more. Anyone could have seen but she seemed determined to tease me beyond endurance. Her finger traced up, pulling the material until I could see most of the side of her breast, a tiny sliver of brown areola exposing as I snapped shot after shot of her exquisite body being exposed to me. I wondered if she dared to pull the material any farther, and decided not when she removed her hand from the view.
I zoomed out to see what she was doing and saw her lean over to dig in her bag. She came back up a moment later with a pink cloth in her hand, and began wiping the sweat from her neck. She smiled and looked directly at me, clearly inviting me to once again watch her movements. I zoomed in closer, framing only her face and neck as she wiped the sweat from her neck, then followed the bare skin down and around to mop a trickle of sweat running down between her breasts. When her hand reached the junction of material it slid inside her top, her hand clearly running up and over her breast with the cloth. She pulled the cloth out and wiped down between her breasts again until she was again at the limit of the material. She leaned her camera against her body and slipped her fingers into the halter top and pulled it away to slide her hand up and over her breast, momentarily leaving it exposed to anyone who might happen to be watching.
I was so mesmerized that I nearly forgot to continue to snap pictures, remembering that later I could go back and take a good look. She smiled at me once more as they started to finally call names and walk across the stage. Our brief interlude appeared to be over as she refocused her attention on the graduates.
It seemed to take forever as the kids filed across the stage to collect their diplomas. My daughter was early in the group, having a C last name, allowing me to shift my attention back to the lady in white.
I watched as she concentrated on the graduates, periodically taking shots of various people going across. I watched as she sat on the bleacher, the monopod pressing against her skirt as she worked the angles with the camera. I was focused on her skirt, willing it to inch slightly higher, a significant portion of her tanned thigh now exposed. I hoped to see what, if anything else she had on under, now that I knew she didn't have a bra on at all.
I continued to watch her skirt inch up and then slide back down. The display was tantalizing to anyone looking directly at her, but for the most part anyone looking that way would be too far to see details and anyone close would have their back to her. She scooted forward slightly to get a better angle on a graduate, her skirt pushed up her legs even higher as the monopod pulled it. Her legs were nearly together, preventing anyone from seeing up her skirt, darn it! I continued to watch, hoping for a look, a glimpse, anything that will confirm my hope that she was naked beneath the dress.
Finally it happened. The monopod slipped on the wood and she moved quickly to reset it. As she did her legs came apart and her skirt was pushed even higher. I quickly snapped a few frames, waiting for her legs to close again. She held them for a moment, I could clearly see a white thong panty dark along the middle with moisture. My mind barely registered the view before her legs closed once more.
I pulled my zoom back and saw her looking at me with a grin, well aware of what she had apparently intentionally shown me. She blew me a small kiss as she went back to concentrating on the graduates filing across the stage.
Finally the last student walked across. My voyeuristic interlude was quickly coming to a close. I zoomed out for a few more pictures as she packed her camera gear. She straightened up, pulling something from the bag. I zoomed in on her hands as she sketched something on a white pad and then rolled it over for me to see. I zoomed in and snapped a few frames before she turned it and pushed it down into the bag once again. I hoped when I loaded it to my laptop that I would be able to read what she had written.
The fanfare over, she stood and blew me a kiss before walking down the steps of the bleacher and out of sight.
I collected my daughter and congratulated her, as well as her many friends she wanted pictures with, but once that was done I could hardly wait to get home and load the pictures. My daughter was quickly gone to the overnight project grad celebration, so I was going to have the house to myself for the night.
I popped the memory card into my computer and quickly flipped down the directories to the last one and searched the photos for the one I was looking for, the final one I took of her holding up the paper. I digitally zoomed in and quickly saw that it was a drawing of some kind, realizing it was a map, I printed the portion of the picture and then went to google earth and matched up the roads. The road map portion of what she had drawn led to a small wilderness area south of town. I had been there a few times, and knew that it was lightly used, mostly for hunting during Turkey season, which was past, and as an archery range in the fall right before archery deer season started. The satellite view more or less matched up to the sketch she had made showing me where the trail crossed a stream at a bridge. This was apparently where she wanted me to meet her. The rest of the note was self explanatory; "10:00 am- long lens". I didn't have to worry about working tomorrow, being a weekend, so I made my plans to show up with my gear the following morning .
******
Ten o'clock the next morning found me approaching the bridge of the wildlife area, my customary pack of camera equipment and other field gear on my back. The temp was quite warm and I was already starting to perspire from the climb up the winding path on the hill. As I approached the bridge I didn't see the lady in white, which was not a surprise. Instead I found a short note.
"Set up 30 yards left... look north."
That seemed pretty direct, I though as I walked thirty yards to the left of the bridge, edging well into the woods and underbrush, and then looked north. Unfortunately there was little to see but trees where I was standing. I moved a farther and sure enough, a few feet farther to the left and I was looking down a narrow gap between the trees. The small corridor extended at least fifty yards, looking across the creek and a small dip and then to the top of the next little rise. I had walked by this place a number of times and didn't know this little ten yard wide corridor existed. I was pretty sure it was a shooting lane someone had cut for deer season.
I quickly dug out my tripod and my eleven hundred millimeter lens, really giving me some reach out and touch someone power. I had a hunch that was what I was expected to do. I got out my little tripod seat and sat down, focusing my camera down the tree gap.
I was barely seated and settled when she came walking out of the trees on the far hilltop. She acted as if she had no idea I was there at all, but I was quite sure from the timing that she was well aware of my presence. I accepted my role as a voyeur for the moment and settled behind my camera to watch and photograph.
She stood sideways to me, giving me a profile view as she bent over and set a camp chair down, returning to the woods after it was set. I zoomed in on her as she returned, her camera bag and tripod in her hands. She was wearing a denim sleeveless shirt with small white lace around the arm holes, and a very very short denim micro skirt. As she bent over to set the tripod, I was able to zoom in enough to clearly see the roundness of her firm ass peeking out below the tiny skirt. She stood back up and turned to face me while she set her camera and lens on the tripod. I could clearly see her top now, a denim shirt with white lace down the button fly, which had the top couple buttons undone, and tied in a knot below her breasts, leaving a wide expanse of bronzed skin showing above the micro skirt, which rode so low I swore I was almost looking at the top of her mound.
She stood up and looked around at the trees, the sky, pretty much everything except me, allowing me to examine her in detail. I had yet to see a single tan line on her from her hiking boots to the bottom of the micro skirt or above. She linked her hands and stretched them high in the air, stretching the material of her top tight to her now obviously large tits, and also pulling the micro skirt up even higher. I zoomed in and could clearly see a white lace thong panty mostly covering her pussy lips. Little wisps of blond hair snuck out of the lace material, making the view even more tantalizing. I zoomed back as soon as she eased her stretch and watched as she slowly began unbuttoning the tiny blue buttons one at a time. She worked her way down her front, slipping each button gently out of the denim before she reached the knot above her smooth tanned belly.
Her fingers slowly untied the knot of her top, allowing the now loose material to hang on its own. Looking at the trees and ground and bushes around her, she grasped the hanging hem of the shirt and slowly pulled the material apart slightly, leaving an exposed expanse of skin from her neck to the top of her tiny skirt.
She began swaying to some tune only she could hear, pulling on the shirt tail, first one way and then the other, each time showing a different amount of one or the other of her breasts, but not all of either. I watched through my lens, mesmerized as she swayed to and fro, each time showing me more and more of her breasts. I was more than ready to see all of her bare breasts as she shrugged the shirt off her shoulders, but to my disappointment, she pulled the tails tight across her body, pulling the material tight to her tits, her hard nipples poking prominently through the light blue denim.
She made several twirls, each time ending up facing me, and each time the material pulled across her tits was lower, each time approaching her erect nipples. Her last twirl stopped with her back to me. She looked over her shoulder at me and then dropped her arms, allowing the material to slip off her shoulders and land on the ground. She stepped back and bent slowly over to pick it up, her ass bare except for the tiny string of the thong. I snapped away as I zoomed in on her lace clad pussy, her lips just barely showing through the material and her breasts hanging, framed by the V of her legs. The view lasted several moments as she held her position to give me plenty of time to both look and shoot before she stood back up, tossing the shirt over the chair back and then turning to face me.
She looked directly at me, standing with her arms across her chest, each hand covering the nipple of one of her large tits. She smiled sensuously and then slid her hands down her front, exposing her tits fully to me for the first time. I snapped away as she slowly turned from side to side, modeling her body for me, her hands on her hips and her D sized tits standing firm with a slight teardrop shape in profile so that her hard nipple was pointed slightly upward in the center of a two inch diameter dark brown areola. Her tits were tanned with no hint of any lines, meaning she probably tanned nude either in a bed, or, I hoped, outside.
Having decided that it was time to move on, she moved her hands from her hips to her stomach and began to stroke back and forth across her smooth belly. One hand worked lower, toward the top of her tiny skirt, while the other worked higher, eventually stroking and teasing her large tits. I followed her actions with my lens, having trouble deciding which hand to follow. Eventually I panned back enough to watch both hands at once as she worked her fingers under the edge of the material of her skirt. I watched in anticipation as she stroked back and forth a few times while her other hand gently traced circles around her hard nipples.
She finally flipped the snap of her skirt with the fingers of her one hand while her fingers continued to trace around her large tits. Her fingers now worked the zipper down slowly, confident I was following the progress of her fingers. The zipper made its way down, exposing a growing triangle of bare skin as she pulled the small tab down. Her fingers finished pulling the tab all the way down the front, pausing with just a slight amount of material still held by the brass teeth. I was almost caught off guard as the material fell completely away, the zipper having disengaged completely.
She tossed the material aside as I zoomed in tighter on her mound and pussy, covered now with only a tiny lace thong. She had a neatly trimmed bush, that arrowed down to the top of her lips inside the lace, which was held in place by ties on her hips. I pulled back slightly, not wanting to lose the view, but also to see what her hands were now doing.
Both of her hands had moved to the tiny strings on her hips and were slowly pulling them, undoing the tiny bows that held the small patch of lacy to her body. I watched in lust as she pulled the small bows out, and then kept pulling. The material slowly disappeared between her legs as her hands pulled the small strings out behind her. Suddenly there was nothing left between us. I zoomed in on her pussy as she spread her legs, allowing me to see her in full view.
She stood still allowing me plenty of time to snap all the pictures of her that I wanted, before she turned away from me and bent over once again. She stepped her legs apart and bent until her tits were clearly visible between her legs. I had a hard time deciding where to focus, both her tits and pussy were so attractive and inviting.
She held her position for several long seconds before standing slowly up again and turning to face me. She sat in the chair and reached into her bag, pulling out her white pad. She drew on the pad as she sat with her legs spread wide for me to see and then held up the sign where she was sure I would see it, in front of her pussy.



"Your turn." It said simply.
Well, that was plain enough. I had watched her to an incredible strip tease in the woods and now she wanted a return show. How could I refuse?
I stood up and slowly pulled the tail of my shirt out of my shorts, working the material out until it fell free. I grasped the bottom and slowly pulled it up, exposing my abs and then my chest as I worked the T-shirt up over my head. I'm not much on doing a strip tease, but I tried to give her what she wanted. Even from this distance I could tell she was working her camera with both hands at times, and at others, she had one hand on the camera and the other between her still spread legs. I tried to think of a gentle song and rocked my hips to the tune in my head as I undid the belt of my shorts, slowly pulling it out of the loops and then tossing it aside where I had tossed my shirt.
I undid the snap of my shorts and slowly pulled the two corners of material , causing my shorts to gap farther apart until my white briefs were visible. I wiggled my hips while I pushed my shorts down, working the material over the huge bulge my hard dick was making. I allowed them to slide down my legs and then stepped out of them, kicking them aside so I was clad in only my bulging briefs and hiking boots.
It was the moment of truth... I slipped my fingers in the waistband of my briefs and slowly pushed them down, allowing my hard dick to suddenly bounce out and waggle around unrestrained. I bent over and pushed my briefs off over my boots and then stood up so she could see me. I turned side to side slowly, allowing her to take what pictures she wanted before I turned a quarter of the way back and grasped my dick in my hand. I slowly slid my hand up and down my shaft a few times, driving it even harder. After allowing her to see it a few more seconds I sat down on my little stool to look at her.
I saw her sitting and writing madly on the pad as I zoomed in on her beautiful form. Finally she turned the pad over and allowed me to read it.
"I want to see you cum. You can watch me too. Let's do it together."
I looked through the camera at her and she was grinning widely at me, clearly inviting me to agree.
In response I moved my chair slightly so I could see through my camera while she could see me. I adjusted my zoom so I had all of her in sight and then began to slowly stroke my dick while I watched her.
She blew me a kiss at seeing me stroking my dick , and began to gently rub her pussy as she moved her face behind her own camera. Through the zoom I could clearly see the moisture glistening in the morning sun as she worked her fingers slowly in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes. As turned on as I was from watching her tease I knew I wasn't going to last long, and watching her slowly fuck herself with her fingers was quickly pushing me farther down the road to release.
I watched her right hand move from the camera to her tits, slowly squeezing and twisting one of her nipples, occasionally pulling and stretching it. I watched her chest start to rise and fall more rapidly as her climax approached. She slowly slipped her fingers from her pussy and drug then wetly across her clit before working her fingers in a circle, allowing me to see her fully open pussy. I so wanted to be in front of her at that moment, driving my dick into her juicy hole, and the though sent me over the top, my dick shooting a long string of cum into the air. I struggled to keep focus through the camera as my body jerked with each new shot of cum that lanced out through the air, landing in the grass in front of me. Finally my body stopped jerking enough to focus on her once more, her body shaking and jerking in the viewfinder as her own climax peaked. I sat panting for breath as I watched her lean back and stroke her clit softly as her orgasm wound down, her chest rising and falling deeply. I zoomed in a bit more and sat a small trickle of sweat roll down between her lovely tits, eventually rolling down her stomach and mingling with the juices from her pussy as she gently stroked her hand around her mound and stomach.
I leaned back and wondered where this was going and what was next. I really wanted to know more about who this woman was, but it was clear to me she was controlling the situation, which was not at all what I was used to. But then I hadn't been doing much good on the dating scene, so maybe I wasn't controlling things the right way. I guess I would just wait for her to make the next move.
I didn't have long to wait. As soon as her body had sufficiently recovered, she stood up and packed her camera in the bag and folded her camp chair. Her clothes were stuffed into her bag, clearly she was not going to wear them to wherever she came from. I watched her reach into her bag and pull the white pad out once again. After scribbling on the pad a moment, she held it up for me.
"Tomorrow STSP close-up only!"
I read the sign through my viewfinder and then waved in response. I could see her smile and blow me a kiss before she picked her stuff up and walked off into the woods, still butt naked.
I sat there for some time, thinking about how she looked, my dick once again getting hard as I sat and played with it and thought about her body. From the sound of it I would get to see it much closer the next day. Finally I got up and packed my gear. I thought briefly about walking naked to the truck, still quite turned on, but decided it might not be a good idea. I pulled my shorts on and stuffed my underwear and shirt in the pack and then headed back to the trail.
******
The next morning found me once again hiking up the trail, only this time I carried only my day pack with one camera and a standard 28 to 70 lens for doing close-up work. I had no idea what she had in mind, but I was going to follow her lead no matter what it was. I really wanted to screw this gorgeous woman and I really wanted to know more about her.
I walked to the clearing in the woods and looked around. I didn't see any sign of her so I took a few steps and sat down next to the creek with my back to a tree. I had traveled light, wearing only shorts and a t-shirt, and not bothered with a chair or anything. I listened to the sounds of the woods and the babbling of the small stream, which appeared to be about two feet deep and about six feet wide. I was just sitting quietly by the stream, enjoying nature when she stepped from the woods. I quickly got to my feet.
"Hi." I said as she drew closer.
She simply held her finger to her lips to silence me. She was wearing a pink tank top and a pair of tiny blue shorts that were incredibly small. She stopped at the edge of the creek and looked at me as I looked at her. She slowly smiled and set down a small shoulder bag before sitting down. She untied her short hiking boots and tossed them aside, along with the low pink socks she was wearing. She looked up at me as she stood and grasped the bottom of her shirt. In one quick motion she pulled the shirt off, exposing her bare chest to me. She tossed it onto the boots and then, her smile never leaving her face or her gaze leaving mine, she skimmed off her shorts, leaving her completely naked.
Seeing her up close was much different than through a lens. I could see the individual creases in her skin and the puckering of her dark areola as her nipples grew harder. Her skin was beautifully tanned without a single line that I could see. She stood still and allowed me to look her over from toe to her smiling eyes, which saw nothing but approval. She turned her back on me and bent over, her feet about two feet apart, so her pussy stuck out at me, while she dug in the small bag she had carried. Straightening back up she turned to face me and stood with a frown on her face and a hand on her hip.
She was clearly expecting me to do something I hadn't, the question was what? It only took me a second to realize she wanted to see me naked as well. I quickly pulled my t-shirt off, her smile returning to her face as I stripped off my shorts, leaving me in nothing but my boots. My dick stuck out at her at an angle, which was increasing by the second as it grew harder and longer.
She stepped down into the stream, and swished a puffy gauze sponge in the water to wet it. She squeezed a liberal amount of soap from a pink bottle onto it and then snapped the bottle closed, tossing it on the shore. She looked up at me expectantly as she squished the ball of soap and material into a dripping foamy blob.
I stepped down into the stream the water warmer than I had expected, and waded into the middle to meet her. Using her cupped hand she lifted water and poured it over me, wetting my chest and arms. Then she handed me the sponge before stepping back. She lowered herself into the water until she was squatting in the shallow water and then splashed herself wet. She stood back up and moved to me, reaching for my hand with hers. She pulled my hand, with the soapy sponge to her, and the released it. I quickly went to work soaping her body with the sponge and rubbing the slippery soap around with my other hand. I stroked and rubbed my way gently and softly down her body and across her marvelous tits. I soaped under them and used my free hand to gently lift them the small amount that they would move, gently squeezing them and using my thumb to stroke the nipples at the same time. Having soaped that part I worked my way down her smooth belly to her mound, using my fingers to play with her curly blond hair. She stepped her feet wider, allowing my fingers to trace down between her legs, soaping her wet lips. I stroked them gently for several seconds before she put her arms around my neck and lifted one leg from the stream, hooking it on my waist to help hold her up. I got the idea and soaped her leg, sliding my hands gently up and down her smooth leg. I eased my hand up her thigh and stroked around her now spread pussy, sliding my finger down farther until it stroked across her puckered rose.
She gasped at my touch, the first sound I had heard her make, and then groaned gently as I stroked up between her lips and across her clit. She only allowed me to stroke her this way three times before she put her leg down and pulled my hand from between her legs, the attention apparently more than she was ready for yet. She opened her eyes and looked at me lustily as she took the sponge from me and spread soap around my chest, working her hands back and forth down my body until she was gently soaping around my raging hardon. She slicked my dick with soap and stroked it gently several times before she stepped closer to me. She pushed my dick down, lifting one leg slightly and stepping across it so it was trapped between her legs. With our heights being so close to the same, it was a perfect fit as she pulled me to her, her hard nipples pressing into my chest.
She gently soaped my back, her arms wrapped around me, and then pulled her chest far enough from me to hand me the sponge. She pressed back against me, her tits pressing once again into my chest. I stroked her back and firm ass with both hands to soap her while she gently stroked my back and ass in time with the little movements she was making with her hips. She gently humped her clit up and down the top of my dick causing her firm tits and hard nipples to slide around in the slick soap trapped between us. We stood like that for some time, each of us enjoying the sensations of her actions as she moaned quietly in my ear.
I could feel the head of my dick gently sliding between her lips with each stroke and desperately wanted to be buried fully inside her. I started to rock my hips slightly at the end of each of her strokes, trying to get my dick to engage inside her. She felt my actions and was soon arching her back to help the angle. We continued this dance for a number of strokes before my dick suddenly found the magic spot and slid deep inside her on the next stroke.
She cried "OHMYGOD" loudly as she slid down my shaft, grinding her clit into the base of my dick. The actions she was making would no longer work the way they had, so I tossed the sponge to the shore and reached under her, lifting her in the air. She quickly wrapped both legs around my waist and wiggled her ass to grind her clit into my dick again. I felt her squeak and moan as I began to bounce her up and down my shaft, each time driving her clit into the base of my dick. It only took a few strokes before she squealed into the woods that she was cuming. I felt her body tense around me and her pussy squeeze and milk me as her climax caused her body to tremble.
She leaned back, using her arms around my neck to hold herself up as I stroked up into her, my pace driven by desire and lust. I watched her face screw up in pleasure and her tits bounce in time with my strokes as I pushed my own impending orgasm closer to fruition. Our bodies slapped noisily as I bounced her against me, each stroke driving my rod deep into her and her clit into my body.
My first shot of cum pushed deep into her as my dick drove into her as far as it would go. I grunted loudly as I held her tight onto my jerking dick, each jerk emptying another squirt of hot juice deep inside her pussy. I held her like that for nearly a minute before my body decided it was no longer producing enough adrenalin to keep the position.
I lowered us into the warm stream and sat on the bottom, the water flowing around us nearly up to her tits. She looked at me with a gentle smile and slowly wiped the remaining soap from my body as my dick shrunk inside me. She leaned her face down to mine and kissed me gently and wetly, taking her time. We sat and kissed in the water for what seemed like half an hour before she pulled away and climbed from my dick. She stood in the water, her pussy above the level of the flowing stream and washed the juices leaking from her off her pussy. Finally she turned and walked out of the water without another word, stopping on the shore to bend down and slip on her boots and collect her things.
I wasn't sure what to expect, but watching her disappear into the woods was defiantly NOT what I had planned, but that was what was happening.
I quickly got up and grabbed my gear and waded across the stream again. I jogged to the path in the woods where she had disappeared and followed down the path. I wasn't at all sure where this was going to lead, but if she took it I was following!
The trail wound down and around a long hill, finally dropping into the valley that the stream emptied into. I hadn't seen her since I started down the trail, but I was pretty sure she had to still be ahead of me some place. I came to a fork in the trail and was at a loss to tell which way she had gone. I started down one, and then backtracked, looking for any sign of her passing. About fifty feet down the other branch I found her blue micro shorts hanging on a tree. I smiled to myself and grabbed the shorts and continued on. The trail wound up the other side of the bottom and I worked my way quickly up the hill. By the time I was at the top I was sweaty and panting for breath, but determined to catch up to her, I pushed on, looking for any indication of her.
I rounded the next bend in the trail and once again came to a fork. I hadn't ever been on these trails, so once again I started down one path looking for an indication of her. This time I had chosen correctly and found her shirt hanging on a branch. I grabbed the shirt and ran off down the path, intent on catching her.
It seemed like I had gone for miles, but was sure it was much less than that, when I broke out into a clearing. It was a large grassy yard behind a large house. On the deck of the house was the lady in white laying on a lounge chair naked, clearly hoping and waiting for me.
I stepped onto the deck and walked over to where she lay, one leg hanging over each side of the chair. I knelt down at the end of the chair and gently kissed up her thigh, aiming for her wet pussy. Her chest still heaved slightly from the run she had made and sweat dripped off her body in the sun. I kissed closer to her wet pussy and gently licked up her lips, finding her clit with the tip of my tongue.
She tasted both sweet and salty as her sweat mingled with her pussy juices. I looked up her body at her grinning face as I drove my tongue into her pussy, reaching for one of her firm tits, the morning sun beating down on us. I had little doubt that this was where she got that fantastic tan, as I squeezed and teased her nipples while my tongue attached her hard clit.
"YES!" she cried as she arched her back to drive her clit closer to my teasing tongue. Clearly this was what she wanted, lifting her legs high in the air and spreading them to give me even better access. I moved a finger to her pussy and slid it deep into her, curling it to find her G spot while my tongue attached her clit.
I was surprised at how quickly she climaxed, the three pronged attack quickly driving her already primed body over the top. As her body trembled I pulled my finger from her pussy and slid up the chair, replacing it with my again hard dick.
I grunted loudly as I drove my dick into her, our bodies slapping loudly in the morning sun as my sweat dripped into her. She could have cared less as he hooked her feet on my ass, pulling me deeper into her with each stroke, her hands working my chest as the sensations of my dick driving into her held her climax nearly at its peak for several long minutes. My body jerked as my dick began to unload into her, huge squirts of cum gushing into her hot pussy as she pulled me deep into her.
I lowered myself down to her and she held me close while I panted to catch my breath.
"God that was fun!" she whispered. "I am sooooo glad we met in that woods and got married."
"Happy first anniversary." I whispered back, kissing her neck gently.
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Author's Note:
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*******
It was no doubt that it had been a hard year, with my wife gone for nine months in Iraq, but things had gotten significantly better in the last two months with her home now. Stress was always a factor at work, but that had gotten a bit better now that I was moved into my permanent office, which was a bit different than my last temporary office. Of course the rooms still had to have the doors closed, but now I had only a small window in the door, and my office was L shaped with separate area for my servers and such around the corner. This was nice because I could easily hide when I was working on the servers and needed to concentrate, since the students couldn't see me through the little door window.
Of course, this never stopped Angie from walking in if the door was unlocked to leave papers or other items that I needed. Today was no exception, and I was engrossed in reconfiguring a server license when she scared the shit out of me.
"Hey handsome!" she said as she stood at my desk, looking down the L part of the office to where I was working.
"DAMN!" I said after I jumped almost a foot in the air.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to startle you."
"No problem." I said as my heart tried to crawl back down into my chest again. "I just didn't hear you come in."
"I didn't make a lot of noise either."
"I guess not." I said with a smile.
"I haven't seen much out of you for the last few weeks, and I missed you at my last party."
"Oh." I said thinking about how much I would have liked to attend her valentines party. It didn't take too much imagination to see her dressed in some kind of sexy outfit for some of their sex games.
"I'd have loved to come, but with my wife home..."
"Yeah... Too bad she's not into that kind of thing." She said with a frown.
"You know. I would have said the same thing. In fact, before she left there was no way. But now, I'm not so sure. She's been home for almost two months and she seems almost insatiable sexually. Hell it used to be only in the bedroom completely naked, but lately. I don't know if it was not having any for almost a year or if the different environment over there had some effect. Hell, the other day she was still wearing her workout clothes and washing dishes after dinner and I walked up behind her and started playing with her ass. Normally she would tell me to stop, but instead she told me that if I was going to tease her I better put my dick someplace useful. So playfully I pulled her shorts and underwear down, half expecting to get a nasty comment, and instead she stepped out from the sink and bent over, shoving her ass out at me. You know me... stick it out at me and I'll be more than happy to fill it! So I dropped my shorts and pulled out my dick and shoved it into her. Hell, after I got her off there, she pulled up her top and lay down on the kitchen table and we fucked right there until I came inside her. I never would have expected that from her."
"That sounds kind of fun, but maybe she was just over horny?"
"That doesn't explain the canoe trip." I said shaking my head at the memory.
"This sounds like a good story... Tell me all about it." She said as she pulled a chair around to sit in.
"You remember that warm spell a couple weeks ago?"
"Yeah... It got up to ninety a couple days. Really hot for the middle of April."
"Yep. I took a day off and took her canoeing, which she has always loved to do. Anyway, we got ready and headed down to the river and all. I didn't think too much of it till we got about a mile or so downstream and she wanted me to stop, so I pulled onto the shore. After she got out she pulled off her shorts and t-shirt. Of all things, she was wearing a bikini!"
"Is that bad?"
"Hell no. I thought she looked pretty good before she went over, but she came back twenty five pounds lighter and there wasn't a bit of fat on her. All the walking and sweating got her really lean. She looked damn hot in the suit, but before she left there was no way I could get her to put on a two piece suit, let alone wear one in public."
"And you're complaining? I don't see a problem."
"Oh I'm not complaining... I was just surprised. But I was even more surprised when she asked me to put some sunblock on her. I started with her back and when I got down to the strap of her top she just said, let me get that out of the way, and reached back and undid it, pulling her top off and tossing it into the canoe. I mean, we had the river pretty much to ourselves, compared to a weekend, but standing next to the river topless was not what I would have expected."
"Sounds good. What's the problem?"
"No problem... you haven't heard the best part yet. When I got down to her bottoms she pushed her ass out at me and pushed her bottoms off so I could 'get all of her ass', which I did. She turned around and let me rub cream into her chest and tits while she undid the tie of my suit and pushed it down so I was almost as naked as she was. "
"Tell me she didn't stop there." Angie, said, her skirt now pulled up in her lap and her fingers idly stroking her pussy through her panties.
"No, she didn't stop there. When I was kneeling down to do her legs she put one over my shoulder and pulled my face to her pussy. You know I love eating pussy, so I dropped the bottle and went at it. I had her almost ready to come when we heard some canoes around the bend, so we ran to the bushes, since my suit now on the ground and hers was in the canoe. She bent over with me behind her and I just pushed my dick right inside and started stroking. I didn't care who was watching at that point, I was so turned on."
"Oh god that sounds like it was so fucking hot." Angie said, as she pushed her panties down and off her legs, spreading her legs wide to show me her sopping wet pussy. "Don't stop now. What happened next?"
"Well, we stood there fucking, I was banging away, and as the canoes went down stream we realized that the bushes we were behind didn't hide us from that direction. There was one girl in a brown bikini who turned around and looked. There was no way she didn't see us. I exploded inside Nancy with that young lady watching. I think she came right after me."
"Oh god... That had to be wild!" Angie said as she rolled her chair over to where I was standing and started undoing my belt. "Don't stop now. I just want to see your cock while you tell me the rest of this."
"Well if that wasn't enough, when we passed them later on that girl was definitely watching us go by, so we knew she saw. Nancy said I should flash her my dick if the chance came up."
"So did you?" she asked as she pulled my pants and underwear down and started to gently stroke my rock hard dick.
"Actually, I didn't. Nancy did. When we got to Pulltite we had to ride the bus back to Akers to get the car. The group that the girl in brown was in got on the same bus. Nancy and I were in the last seat, with me by the window. The girl in brown and a friend of hers, both mid twenties or so, sat down in the seat right across from us. As soon as the bus started moving Nancy fished my dick out of the leg of my suit so the girl could see it sat there, jacking me off right in front of them. She seemed to be getting off showing them what they missed."
"Oh fuck. Did you cum?"
"She made me squirt all over the back of the seat in front of me."
"Oh fuck." Angie said, standing up "You gotta fuck me. I am so fucking turned on right now."
"What about your rule of no sex unless your husband is there?"
"You're going to split hairs at a time like this?" she asked as she turned around and bent over, using the chair for a hand hold and pulled her skirt up over her bare ass. "You said you knew what to do with one of these." She said as she arched her back so her pussy was only inches from my hard dick.
"That I do." I said as I shuffled up to her and pushed my dick easily into her wet pussy.
"Oh yes." She hissed quietly as I slid into her. "It won't take to many, so feel free to go anytime you want." She said quietly, moving the hand that was holding her skirt to between her legs to play with her clit.
I slid in and out of her pussy, making sure not to allow our bodies to slap together loudly. Even with as much sex as my wife had given me in the last few weeks, talking about what happened on the river had me primed and quickly ready. Angie came just before I did, her body shaking and trembling as my dick spurted cum deep into her.
"Oh god that felt good." Angie said, leaning to reach for some paper towels. She wadded up one and held it to her pussy as she pulled off my dick, and sat in the chair, letting our juices be absorbed by the towel. She leaned forward and quickly licked and sucked our cum from my dick removing any evidence my wife might find of our little tryst.
"You should get her to come to one of our parties. I bet she would do it if she's as hot at you say she is right now."
"I'd like to, but I'm afraid that it would scare her off completely... not to mention the fact I would have to admit I was screwing around while she was gone."
"Leave it to me. I have an idea." She said as she pulled her panties up. "Thanks for the great screw." She said with a kiss. "Next time I'll try to wear something so you can see my tits too."
"Sure." I said with a laugh as she walked around my desk and disappeared out my office door.
*******
The next day I was hard at work at my desk when I heard a rap on the door. I looked up as a very chesty lady wearing a black thigh length skirt hugging her slim hips and a cream colored satin blouse that was quite obviously covering a pretty large pair of knockers. She looked a bit familiar, but I couldn't quite place her.
"May I help you?" I asked.
"It is Mike, isn't it?"
"Yes." I replied, curious now.
"I thought so, but I wanted to be sure." She said as she stepped into the office and allowed the door to shut behind her. "I take it you don't remember me?"
"I'll be honest, you look familiar, but I really can't place where I know you from."
"That's ok. You only met me once." She said as she stepped away from the door so she was standing in front of one of the book cases that were against the door wall of my office. "This might help though." She continued as her hands moved to the buttons of her blouse and began undoing them.
I was a bit stunned as she pulled the material of her blouse apart and exposed her huge tits inside a lace bra.
"Still not?" she asked with a smile as she shrugged her shoulders out of the satin material and quickly flicked the clasp in the middle of her back, allowing her lace bra to slide off her shoulders and land on the floor. "Do you remember these?"
"Mary?" I asked.
"Still not sure, huh?" she asked with a wicked grin as she reached behind her. It only took a moment and her black skirt was sliding to the ground leaving her completely naked above the tops of her thigh high stockings. "Do you remember squirting your hot cum all over my body now?"
"That I do." I said as I stood up and walked over to her. She reached out and gave me a huge hug, holding me in place with one hand while quickly undoing my pants with her other hand. She pushed them down and pulled my hard dick from my underwear.
"Ohhhh. That is the dick I remember. Hot, Hard and definitely primed! Got time for a quick fuck?"
"God Mary! If I wasn't standing within three feet of my unlocked office door I might very well do that."
"Oh I can fix that." She said, letting go of me. She reached over and pulled the door open the two inches needed to click the lock down and then let it close again. "Now how about that fuck?" she asked as she turned around and bent over a few inches.
I was so turned on at that point that I would have fucked her anyway she wanted, but I had a much better idea. "Come with me." I told her as I pulled her around my desk and into the back portion of my office.
"Oh much better." She said as she sat on the computer desk and lifted her legs.
I slipped between her legs and pushed my dick easily into her wet pussy, stroking deep and slow.
"Oh yes... Just what I needed today." She moaned quietly as she stroked her clit in time with my strokes. I moved both hands to her massive tits and began squeezing and playing with her nipples as we both worked closer to climax.
"I'm going to cum!" I grunted as I tried to hold back the flood that was building.
"Give it to me! Fill me up. We didn't get a chance to do that at the party!"
In reply I allowed the last bit of my climax to build, my body suddenly jerking, driving my dick deep into her wet pussy as it spewed the first squirt of cum into her. My body jerked time after time while hers trembled and she made small mewing sounds, trying to keep things quiet. Finally she pulled me down against her, her bare tits smashing into my chest.
"That was a good fuck. I loved how your dick felt at the party, but that was even better."
"I'm glad you liked it... but what are you doing here?"
"Angie said she thought I could help with a little problem. You want to tell me about it?"
"Angie? Oh yeah. I was wishing I could find a way to get my wife involved in the games."
"That's easy... I can just invite you to a party."
"No, it's not. First off, she has no idea I've been doing this while she was gone to Iraq, and second... well to be honest, before she left she was kind of prudish, although she seems a bit more free now. I'm afraid that if I wait I'll miss the opportunity."
"Ahhh. I get it." She said as I pulled out of her and reached for some paper towels. "You want to get her eased into it."
"That's the idea." I said as I wiped her pussy off and then cleaned my dick.
"Let me think on that for a second." She said as she walked naked around my desk to get her clothes and then back again.
"What does she like to do, socially I mean?" She asked as she put her bra on, allowing me to help seat her big tits in the lace bra.
"We play spades, other than that, not much."
"Card games? Oh good. How about we invite you over for some cards." She asked.
"How do I say we met?"
"I work on campus silly. I'm the admin over in chem."
"Wow." I said shaking my head. "I had no idea."
"Surprised huh? Let me send you an e-mail and we can get together for cards. It'll be very innocent so you can show it to her. We won't do anything the first few times, then I'll figure a way to get it started."
"Ok. Thanks." I said as she finished dressing.
"No, thank you. I'd love to get a chance to have you at another party, if you know what I mean."
"I think I do." I replied as she reached out to hug me, giving me a very wet kiss before she released me.
"Talk to you later stud."
*******
Later that afternoon I saw that I had an e-mail from Mary.
"Mike, you said as we were talking before our committee meeting that you were looking for someone to play cards with. I would like to invite you and your wife over tomorrow evening at six for some bar-b-q and cards. I have attached a PDF of a map to our house. Please let me know if you and your wife would like to join us. Mary K."
That did sound innocent. I called my wife and she agreed so I replied that we would attend.
*****
The next day went completely uneventful. My work kept me quite busy so I didn't really have much time to contemplate what might happen that evening.
After work I headed home and changed into some Dockers and clean polo shirt. My wife was uncharacteristically wearing a dress, usually reserved for church.
"You look gorgeous!" I told her as I walked out of the bedroom.
"Your just saying that because you're a horny bastard." She replied with a smile.
"Uh uh. It's cuz you're wearing a dress. You know how that turns me on." I said as I stepped over and pulled her to me for a kiss, giving her ass a squeeze in the process. "You smell good too."
"It's your favorite." She whispered as I held her close and slid my hand up under her dress to play with her panty covered ass. "But unless you're going to strip me and screw me right here, we should get going or we'll be late."
"As long as you'll still be interested later." I replied, allowing her dress to fall back down over her firm butt.
We arrived at Mary's house after about a half hour drive in the country. It was a large home with a winding driveway set well back in the woods, very secluded and private. I could see why she would host parties out here, you could quite literally run around the yard naked without being seen from the road.
I walked around the truck and helped my wife out and then led her up the stone walkway to the front door.
"This is some place. What does her husband do for a living?" Nancy asked me.
"I really don't know. I know Mary from a committee we both sit on, but other than that I don't know a lot about them."
"Hey! Welcome!" Mary said, opening the door and stepping out before we had quite made it to the door. She was dressed in a simple cream colored silk pullover that made her large chest seem even more prominent and the same dark skirt she had worn in my office a few days previous. She moved to Nancy and gave her a warm hug and then gave me the same, pressing her large chest into mine. "Come on in. Dean is out back grilling some steaks."
"This is some place you have." My wife said as Mary led us through the house to the kitchen, which was practically as large as our living room.
"It's a bit large, but we like to entertain, so it comes in handy for parties and such."
"What does Dean do for a living?" I asked Mary as she started moving dishes of food to the dining room table.
"Actually he's a personal injury lawyer. I don't really love his work, but he's good at it and obviously, he makes a bundle." Mary answered with a laugh.
"I think you're talking about me again." A man said as he walked into the kitchen from the back deck. He stood about six foot and was probably in his late thirties, which made sense since I figured Mary for her early thirties.
"Dean, this is Mike and Nancy... This is my husband Dean." Mary said as we shoot hands all around.
"Well, let's eat before the steaks get cold." He said as we all moved to the dining room.
Dinner was great and after we played spades for several hours, having a great time. Nancy seemed to be hitting it off well with Mary as they cleaned the table and dishes up before we left. On the way home I found out that they had decided we would play again the next week and that Mary had invited her along shopping this weekend. Both of which surprised me.
*******
Saturday came and the girls spent several hours gone shopping in St Louis. When Nancy got home she refused to show me what she had purchased, leaving me quite curious for the rest of the day. After dinner she sent me off to take a shower, since I had been working in the yard and was sweaty and stinky, and didn't want to have to smell me while we watched a movie she had gotten for us.
I came back out wearing only a pair of workout shorts, and was shocked when I saw Nancy sitting in my oversized recliner wearing a very sexy sheer outfit. "Wow!" was all I could say.
"You like?" she said climbing from the chair and turning slowly so I could see all of her. The outfit was a red shear gown that went to floor level, and she had on a pair of very tiny red panties and a red lace bra on under. It was all I could do to not run over and attack her right then.
"I love it."
"Mary said you would. She seems to think that guys get really turned on with things like this." She said as she stepped over to me. "I thought maybe it would be a good idea to see if she was right." She said as she pushed my workout shorts down, letting them slide to my ankles as my hard dick swung back and forth in front of her. "It seems she was right."



"What else did Mary tell you?" I queried as I took her hand and allowed her to lead me over to the chair.
"She said that if I wanted to have mind blowing sex with you for the rest of my life that we needed to keep things fresh. What do you think?"
"I'm not sure what you mean, but yes, I agree that it's important to always keep sex fresh and interesting."
"Good." She said as she pushed me back into the chair. She reached over to the table and set a timer for half an hour. "Until that timer goes off you can only touch outside the gown." She said as she turned on the TV and started the DVD player. I was surprised to see that it was an outdoor video of some couple hiking in the woods. We watched while she sat curled up on me, gently playing with my dick. The couple in the woods found some kind of whistle, which turned them both into horny buggers and proceeded to have oral sex before having a good fucking on some rocks by the trail. By the time that segment was over my dick felt about ready to explode, but all I had been able to do to Nancy was to stroke her through the material.
The next segment of the video had a couple walking along a stream, and finding one of the whistles, ended up having a great outdoor sex in the water. I was glad when the timer dinged and I was able to untie her gown and allow it to slide from her body. I gently stroked her, sliding my fingers into the cups of her bra and pulling it down. I was no longer paying any attention to the video, but was totally engrossed in tenderly kissing and sucking my wife's tits and nipples. I caressed and sucked both tits for a long time, allowing my hand to frequently slide down and tease her wet panties.
"Ohhh... enough foreplay." She moaned as she climbed off my lap. She quickly pulled off the bra and panties and then climbed up on my lap facing me. "I'm more than ready for this!" she said as she guided my hard dick to her waiting pussy. She was hot and wet and slid easily down my shaft, allowing her clit to grind into the base of my cock as she leaned her chest into reach of my eager mouth.
I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, pulling and rolling it with my tongue while she began to slowly ride up and down my shaft.
"Oh god!" she mumbled as I moved a hand down so her clit would slide up and down my finger while she rode me. "Oh... that feels so good." She moaned as she rode me.
"Uh Huh" I grunted around the tit I was sucking, as she worked my dick closer and closer to an imminent explosion. Her pace picked up as she too pushed her own climax closer. I could hear the girl on TV crying out about how big his dick was and how good he felt inside her as my wife climaxed around me. Her body stiffened and trembled as she groaned deeply in pleasure. I held her close and continued to stroke her clit and suck her tit, trying to hold her climax as high and as long as possible.
"Ok." She said finally, lifting off of me and climbing off the chair. "Come and give me your big dick." She said as she bent over, thrusting her wet pussy out at me.
I climbed from the chair and moved behind her, sliding my dick into her wet tunnel.
"Oh yes... now fuck me... make that big dick explode in me!" She coaxed as I started stroking in and out of her, watching the girl on the video getting hammered while she leaned against the rocks, her tits whipping around in time with the guys strokes. I thought about how Mary's tits must have looked when I was fucking her in the office the other day and the thought sent my dick into spasms, spurting cum into her pussy as my body jerked and spasmed.
Temporarily exhausted, I pulled Nancy back against me and sat in my chair with her on my lap and my dick still buried in her. We leaned back and I put the leg rest up so we could recline and watch the rest of the movie without having to pull out of her. We watched the rest of the movie in that position before retiring for the night, both of us contented.
******
Things had gone pretty well for the weekend and the beginning of the week. We were scheduled to go over on Wednesday night to play cards again, and I was looking forward to it. Wednesday afternoon Mary stopped by to see me.
"You all set for tonight?" Mary asked as she came in.
"I guess so. What do you have in mind?"
"Well, from what your wife tells me, you've been enjoying her little purchases the from the other day."
"Oh yeah." I agreed. "I was a bit shocked at the video, not her normal mode, but we've watched it a couple times now."
"Good. Then maybe we should move up our plans a bit."
"What are you planning?" I asked curiously.
"Oh... You'll see. Just play along and we'll see what happens. If your lucky maybe you'll get another shot at these babies." She said with a grin as she hefted her ample tits inside the form fitting dress she was wearing.
"That I am looking forward to." I said practically drooling at the prospect.
"Just how much?" she asked suggestively.
"Oh..." I said getting up and walking around the corner of my desk toward the back of my office so I was hidden from the door. "About this much." I finished, unbuckling my pants and letting them slide to my ankles, exposing my hard dick bulging out my underwear. I pulled my briefs down enough to free my dick and let it stick out at her.
"Ohhhh that looks good." She said coming around my desk. "You do realize that I'm not wearing a bra in this dress?"
"I suspected as much." I said as she stepped in front of me. "the only other question is, are you wearing any panties?"
"Why don't you find out?" she said a she grasped my dick and stroked it gently.
I reached down and slid my fingers up her stocking covered legs, dragging the form fitting dress along with them. I soon felt the bare flesh above her stockings and continued to pull until I felt the blond curls of her neatly trimmed pussy hair. "Hmmmmm no panties." I said as I stroked her wet lips with my finger tips.
"Don't stop there. I told you that next time I would wear something to be naked." She said as she wiggled her hips gently.
I continued pulling until I had the dress at the bottom of her large tits. I pulled higher and she lifted her arms until her dress lifted completely off her body, leaving her naked except for her stockings and heels.
"Now why don't you put this dick where it belongs!" she said huskily as she sat back on the work desk by the server rack. I shuffled between her legs and she aimed my dick at her pussy as she lifted her legs high in the air, leaning her back against the wall for support. "Oh yeah." She breathed as I pushed into her tunnel. "That's it stud... feed it all the way in."
"Ohhhh you always feel so tight." I said quietly as I pressed my dick deeper into her.
"Muscle control sweetie!" she groaned as I hit full depth, pressing my thighs against her bare ass. "Now quit talking and fuck me." She pleaded.
I started to slowly stroke in and out of her pussy, each time making sure to press hard against her exposed clit. It didn't take long before my pace picked up and I was soon sliding in and out of her tunnel with abandon, stopping just short of slapping our bodies together with each stroke. I moved one hand to one of her hard nipples and pulled and twisted it while I stroked her clit with my thumb.
"Fuck yes!" she groaned as I worked her pussy with my hard shaft. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer and was starting to think about letting myself go when the office door opened. Startled, I froze, my dick stuffed deep into her pussy. I had no idea who it was but we were quite thoroughly caught. "Oh don't stop now... I'm so close!" Mary coaxed, clearly not hearing my office door open.
"Don't stop on my account." Angie said as she stepped around the desk. "By the way... I locked the door behind me this time. You should really learn to do that by the way. Next time it might not be someone as understanding."
"You heard her stud. Don't stop... You have me so close."
I looked straight at Angie, as she stepped closer to me and started stroking in and out of Mary again. Angie stepped against me and pulled my face to hers and stared to seductively kiss me while I pounded into Mary's hot pussy. True to her word, Mary started to cum in only a few short minutes of stroking, her body shaking and jerking while her pussy squeezed and milked me.
"Oh that felt good." Mary panted as she worked to catch her breath, my still hard dick still stuffed in her. "Angie, do you want some of this fantastic dick before he blows his wad?"
"Oh you know me... I can't without my hubby here..." She said as she ran her hand up and down my front and across Mary's pussy and thighs.
"Yeah right." Mary said as she pushed Angie's hand down to where my dick entered her pussy. "Tell me you don't want him right now!"
"Ohhhh...I shouldn't!" Angie said as Mary reached out and started to pull up the bottom of her shirt from in her skirt.
I got the idea pretty quick that even though she shouldn't, she was going to allow it, and to be honest I enjoyed fucking her tight pussy. I moved a hand to her skirt and found the zipper. Pulling it down I let it slide down her body to the floor while I pushed her panties down as far as I could.
"Maybe a little." She breathed into my mouth as her kisses became wetter and more urgent.
I pulled out of Mary and pulled Angie between her legs, bending her over so her face was in Mary's tits. I didn't know if she was bi or not, but I figured I would find out soon enough. I aimed my throbbing dick at her pussy, her panties still caught around her knees, limiting how much she could spread her legs. I pressed the wet head against her lips and slipped in, feeding my dick slowly in inch by inch.
"Oh yes." She hissed quietly while Mary pulled her shirt off and went to work on her bra. I loved big tits, and now I had two pair in front of me with my dick stuffed into a very wet and tight pussy.
I knew I wasn't going to last long, and I think Mary sensed it as well. She pulled Angie up until her tits were against hers and reached down to play with her clit while I stroked in and out of Angie's pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh" Angie cried quietly as Mary twisted and pulled one of her hard nipples.
"I'm going to cum!" I grunted between clenched teeth.
"That's it baby. Fill her hot cunt with your cream!" Mary encouraged as my dick grew closer to exploding.
My body jerked in a spasm as my first shot of cum surged up into Angie's pussy, followed by several more, each pumping more of my juice into her pussy. I stood as long as I could and dropped into the desk chair that was sitting close by. Angie had yet to cum, and to my surprise, Mary pushed her back and turned her around, sitting her up on the desk. She bent over and began to lick and suck my cum from Angie's leaking pussy while she worked her closer to climax. Mary covered Angie's pussy with her mouth as she stroked her clit the last few flicks to cause her to climax, her contracting pussy squirting our juices out into Mary's mouth.
Her body jerked and spasmed as Mary continued to work her clit, pushing her climax even longer and harder. She finally slowed her work on Angie's clit when it was clear that she could take no more stimulus and pulled her wet face from between her legs.
"That was good. I haven't had a chance to do that in a long time." Mary said as she picked up the roll of paper towels and tore one off. "I love the taste of cum, but two together really gets my motor running."
"Glad you liked it." Angie panted. "I don't think I ever had a woman suck me off like that. I mean I've played around a bit, but never anything that intense."
"Well, maybe we can turn you into a convert then." She grinned. "But for now I better get back to the office."
"I suppose." Angie said as the two started dressing. I hated to see them cover up those fantastic sets of tits.
"I'll see you tonight stud." Mary said as I buckled my pants. Then she leaned to Angie and gave her a wet kiss. "And you I'll think about later. Maybe you can return the favor some time."
"Maybe." Angie said quietly as Mary turned to go. "So, how goes the wife?" She asked me as Mary disappeared out the door.
"We'll see tonight. I think Mary is planning to get something going tonight."
"Well, tell me all about it tomorrow. If it's hot enough maybe I'll need a good fuck before I can go back to work."
"Your rule about your husband seems to be out the window."
"Not really." She said as she got ready to go. "I tell him all about it when I get home. Last time I was telling him in the car all about how you fucked me in your office and it got him so turned on that when we got home he stripped me in the middle of the driveway and fucked me on the hood of the car." She said looking at the ceiling as she pictured it. Then with a little shudder she said "God that was a great fuck!" She shrugged her shoulders slightly and headed out the door of my office.
That evening we showed up at Mary and Dean's for dinner, which was a grilled chicken on a bed of fettuccini with some kind of cream sauce.
"Excellent dinner Mary." I told her as the girls cleared the table.
"Well after we whip your butts in cards tonight you can do the dishes!" She said with a laugh. "That would be fun to watch, don't you think Nancy?"
"I don't know about your husband, but getting mine to do dishes would be a treat. He's a great cook, but clean up? Forget it." My wife said with a laugh.
"Fine, fine... Losers do dishes!" I said as we sat down to play cards. Tonight it was going to be girls against guys.
We had played for almost an hour, and Dean and I were getting quite thoroughly trounced, and I was pretty sure that Dean was throwing the hands. Not by much mind you, but enough that we were down several hundred points already.
"You boys are getting so creamed! A little bit of pressure and you go all to pieces!" Mary chided Dean.
"That's only because you don't have any pressure, I mean what do you have to lose?" He responded as he dealt the cards out.
"What, doing dishes is pressure?"
"More than you have. If you lose you would do the dishes anyway." Dean said.
"Fine... What do you have in mind? Playing for money?"
"Heck no. It's my money anyway... Let's see... Something that would be more important..." Dean said, leaning back and looking up.
"I suppose next you're going to tell me that if I lose I have to go streak or something?" Mary said with a joking laugh.
"Not a bad idea!" Dean said with a smile. "Better yet... you have to take off a piece of clothing for every hand you lose!" He said with a confident smile.
"You want to play strip spades? And you think this will put pressure on me how?" Mary replied as Nancy sat with a stunned look on her face.
"Sure. Maybe having to strip a little at a time in front of Mike will raise the stakes a bit."
"And I suppose you're going to strip in front of Nancy?" She asked.
"Sure, why not." He replied.
"Well, that's all fine and good, but I see you naked all the time, what do I get out of it?"
"Well...Mike will strip too... assuming we actually lose, but then Nancy will have to as well."
"What do you say Nancy? Willing to let your hubby get naked to embarrass my husband even more than we have already?"
"I suppose if he wants to be embarrassed that's his business, but I'm not so sure I want to have to get naked in front of your husband." Nancy replied a bit timidly.
"I don't think that is going to happen. We've been whipping them pretty soundly. Come on, what's the worst that can happen, you have to take off your shirt? I guarantee, if we get down to that point having my tits out on display will have your hubby so distracted that they won't possibly win another hand!"
"Well... Ok, what the hell." She said finally.
"Great!" Dean said picking up his cards.
"One more thing lover." Mary said leaning over to him. "When you lose you have to do the dishes naked."
"Ahhhh. Ok. Loser does the dishes naked, and stays naked the rest of the night! No clothes till morning!" He responded back with a grin. "Man am I going to enjoy that!"
"Done!" Mary said confidently.
I looked over at Nancy while I arranged my cards in my hand. She seemed a bit nervous, but didn't object as she tried to figure out her bid.
The hand went well for us, but we still lost by one trick, so Dean and I tossed off our shoes, to the delight of Mary who quickly chided that we would soon be doing the naked dish dance.
Fortunately the next hand went in our favor and Dean and I put them set, forcing them to lose the hand, and their shoes, which didn't seem to dampen Mary's enthusiasm at all.
The third hand of the new strip spades game also went to us, causing them both to toss aside their socks. Nancy was looking a bit more worried now and Mary, even though I was sure she was excited at how things were going, had a concerned look on her face.
They played hard the next hand and won a very close hand, causing Dean and I to lose our socks as well. We were back even again, or mostly even, since I knew that Nancy had 4 items to lose compared to my three.
We won the next hand easily, the girls having over bid the hand and not taking enough tricks.
"Well, here's what you boys wanted!" Mary said as she pushed her chair back and stood up. In one quick motion she pulled her tank top up and over her head, freeing her huge tits for all to see. If my dick wasn't already hard at the prospect of getting them both stripped, the view this provided was fantastic. "Well how do they look boys?" she said as she turned from side to side, hefting her massive mamaries with her hands for us to see. She sat back down, making sure her huge tits were resting on the table as a distraction. "Looks like you have to lose something yet Nancy." Dean said with a grin.
"Well, you're going to be disappointed." Nancy said as she stood up and pulled her polo shirt up and over her head, revealing what I already knew, that she had on a bra that didn't allow us to see much other than some cleavage.
I had to admit that the next hand was quite distracting for me, since Mary had her tits laying on the table and would play with one of her hard nipples every so often, but we managed to squeak the hand out on the last trick, just getting the win.
"We win again my dear. Now it's time to lose the skirt!" Dean said with obvious relish.
"I suppose a deal is a deal." Mary said as she stood up. She quickly unzipped the side of the skirt and let it slide down off her hips, She stepped out of it and bent over to pick it up and toss it at her husband, exposing her practically naked ass at me as she did. The tiny thong panty she was wearing didn't even cover the curly blond hairs on her mound and it was quite obviously wet as she stood for us to see her. "Well Nancy. Sorry I got you into this, but it looks like you have to lose something again."
"I suppose." Nancy said, a bit of a blush coming to her cheeks as she stood up and undid her shorts. She let them slide down her body and then picked them up; being careful to not show anything she didn't have to. The bikini panties she was wearing were obviously damp between her legs. I was glad to see she was getting turned on at some level.
The next hand we did loose, and both Dean and I tossed aside our shirts, while Mary made mouth noises of a strip tease. What really surprised me was losing the next hand. Things were going well for us until the last two tricks, which my wife took, startling both Dean and myself.
"Ok boys... Time to pay up for that hand!" she said with a grin. I stood up and undid my shorts and let them slide to the floor, leaving me in nothing more than the men's bikini underwear I was wearing, the head of my rock hard dick poking over the top of the waistband.
"WOO HOO! Look at that pecker!" Mary called as I moved to sit down. "I'd like to wrap my lips around that one! Ok lover! Time to show what you got!" she called to her husband who was now standing up. He undid his walking shorts and let them slide down, the tiny pair of underwear he was wearing covering very little of his hard dick.



I looked over and saw my wife staring at his dick, her hand absentmindedly stroking her pussy through her leopard print panties.
"Ok here we go again! Since Mary is down to her last piece, if you girls loose this hand, Nancy has to lose both pieces."
"Wait, that's not fair!" Nancy quickly piped up.
"You have a better idea?" Dean asked.
"I have two pieces, I should get two hands."
"She's right." Mary said. "Tell you what. We don't lose for two hands, even though I'll be naked, and...nmmmm.... If we lose both hands I'll suck both of you for one minute."
"That sounds like a deal!" Dean answered quickly. "Fair for you Nancy?"
"I guess so."
"Done! Ok Mike we have to win the next two."
"Ok." I said with a shake of my head. If we lost just one of the next two this plan was going down in flames. But we did win the next hand, which meant that Nancy was going to lose one of her two remaining pieces.
Mary went first, standing on the chair and doing a seductive wiggle and twist as she worked the tiny panties down her legs, eventually tossing them off her foot into Dean's lap. She turned a few times and bent over more than she needed to while getting down, exposing her pussy to everyone as she stepped off the chair. She sat down and everyone looked at Nancy expectantly.
"Ok." Nancy said, standing up. She quickly undid the strap of her bra and shrugged it off, letting it land on the table before quickly sitting down. "We better win this one Mary!" she said nervously.
"No problem! With all this distraction, there is no way they can concentrate on playing cards." She answered, wiggling her tits on the table again.
"I hope you're right." Nancy answered nervously.
She was right to be nervous. Mary misplayed her trump, and although they should have won, ended up losing by one trick.
"Damn. I thought we had that one!" Mary said. "Well, why don't you go first then." She said to Nancy.
Somewhat nervously, she stood up and pushed her panties down. There was no doubt that the crotch was completely soaked as she pushed them down and then tossed them into my lap. "Hope you're enjoying this!" she said with a certain amount of irritation in her voice.
"Believe me, I am." I said with a smile. "You're gorgeous and I always enjoy looking at your naked body."
"Are you having fun letting Dean look too?"
"Well, I am getting to look at Mary too." I said in my own defense. "Fair is fair."
"In that case... why don't you get your blow job. You earned it."
"Yeah. Stand up and take those undies off. I want to see that big dick that Nancy keeps bragging about." Mary said with a grin. "Better yet, why don't you let me take them off!" she said as she held her hand out for me.
I took her hand and she pulled me up and came around, kneeling down in front of me. She pulled them down slowly, allowing my dick to become more exposed by the second. My hard dick was soon pointing straight to her face, which she gently sucked into her mouth for a moment before pulling my underwear the rest of the way off. She pushed me back until I was sitting on the kitchen table and then she stood up. She reached over to my wife and took her by the hand, pulling her over toward me.
"Why don't you give your hubby a really sexy kiss." She said to Nancy.
Tentatively at first, Nancy started kissing me. She was never a really hot sexy kisser, but she was definitely trying, and doing better by the second. I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her to me, reaching up and playing with one of her tits while Mary began to slide her hot mouth up and down my shaft. I was sure I was going to cum in her mouth, but she stopped before that happened. I continued to kiss Nancy and play with her tit while Mary moved to her husband and began to work his hard dick even harder with her mouth.
The minute was over much too soon, and Mary broke us up so they could do dishes. Dean and I sat in kitchen chairs and watched as they started working on the dishes. Mary whispered something to my wife a few times as they worked, their tits wiggling seductively while they worked.
Nancy had to put some stuff in a lower cabinet, bending over with her ass facing us, sticking her pussy out at me. I could see how wet she was and wanted to go stick my dick right into her.
"God I want to fuck her right now." I said quietly to Dean.
"I know. So do I." He replied. "But that isn't for tonight. But if you want to fuck your wife, go for it. As soon as dishes are done Mary is going to fuck me on the table."
"That sounds like it's worth waiting for."
"It will be. Just be patient."
"Ok." I whispered back as Mary bent over to put the soap back under the cabinet, making sure to flash us her whole pussy in the process.
"Ok boys. We're done with the dishes. Now what?" Mary said as they came back over to the table.
"Well..." Dean said standing up. "You're so horny that I think you need to be fucked. I can see how wet your pussy is."
"So what, you're going to just take me right here in front of our guests?" She asked him.
"They're welcome to join us, or they can go watch TV for a while." Dean said as he pulled her closer to him and slid his hand between her legs.
"Ohhhh you are a bad man." She said as he leaned his head down to kiss her huge tits. "I think you should let your husband have his way with you." She said to Nancy
I reached out and took her hand while she watched Dean and Mary start to make out in front of us. I pulled her around in front of me and whispered to her. "Do you want to watch them?"
She nodded without taking her eyes from them as Dean pushed Mary back against the table and crouched down in front of her.
"Oh yes!" Mary moaned as Dean worked on her pussy with his tongue. "I love this."
I slid my hands around and gently squeezed one of Nancy's nipples while I slipped the other between her legs, stroking her wet pussy lips. "Is that hot or what?" I whispered.
"very." She whispered back.
"I'd love to suck those tits sometime." I whispered as I pushed my dick between her legs from behind so the top was rubbing on her wet lips.
"Oh god." Nancy moaned as my fingers found her clit and stroked it. I continued rubbing my dick between her legs for several minutes while Dean worked Mary's pussy into a sopping frenzy, her body shaking and jerking as he triggered her orgasm.
"Fuck me!" Nancy whispered as she bent over, using the edge of the table for support so she could watch them. I pressed my dick onto her pussy, easily sliding into her wet tunnel as Dean stood up between Mary's legs.
"OK stud! Time to fuck my hot cunt!" Mary said loudly as she guided Dean to her wet slit.
Both Nancy and I watched Mary's big tits bounce around as Dean pounded in and out of her pussy almost in time to my strokes.
"FUCK YES!" Mary screamed as another climax washed over her.
"Oh god...I'm cuming!" Nancy muttered as her body shook in my arms, her hot tunnel squeezing my thrusting dick. I was beyond stopping the explosion of cum that I started pumping into Nancy's pussy, my body shaking and jerking with each huge gush of cum. I finally leaned over Nancy's back, panting as my body gave up trying to squeeze more cum out of its depleted reservoir.
"Oh god." Nancy said quietly as she came down from her climax. "that was intense."
"Did you like it?" I asked her quietly.
"I'm not sure. I never had sex in front of anyone before."
"I can't recall the last time your pussy squeezed me so tight when you came, if that is any indication."
"It was the hardest climax I've had in a long time." She admitted.
"Why don't we retire to the den and watch some TV." Dean said as he pulled his deflating dick from his wife.
"Good idea. We have a new video we can watch!" Mary said as she climbed from the table. "I'm still kind of horny anyway."
"I know what she means." Nancy whispered as I pulled from her, "But I think we ought to go home."
"Ok." I said. "Hey Dean. I think we're going to call it a night."
"Oh, ok." He said.
Nancy collected our clothes and was about to dress when she turned and looked at Mary. "Do you have a bag? I guess I'm supposed to stay naked all night."
"That's right... You have to drive home that way." Mary said with a grin. "That could be fun."
"Yep, but then there wasn't anything that said I had to give my husband his clothes back, was there?"
"Not a thing." Mary agreed with a smile, digging in a drawer for a plastic sack.
Nancy stuffed my clothes into a bag with hers and tossed me my car keys and dropped my shoes on the floor. "Ok studdly...time to go home."
"yes maam." I replied as put on my shoes and followed the girls to the front door. Mary and Nancy hugged, their tits pressed together for several seconds before they let go. Nancy gave Dean a gentle hug, her tits just brushing his chest as Mary hugged me, slipping her hand between us and squeezing my dick.
"God I wanted to get fucked by this tonight." she whispered.
"Sorry." I whispered back, giving her nipple a gentle squeeze as we broke our hug. I followed Nancy out to the truck and climbed in the drivers side while she climbed in the passenger side.
"I saw that." Nancy said as I started the truck.
"Saw what?"
"Saw you squeeze her tit."
"Sorry... I couldn't help it."
"You'd like to play with them wouldn't you."
"I guess so."
"Well how would you feel if I started playing with Dean's dick when I was hugging him."
"I don't know. Why, did you want to?"
Nancy was quiet for almost a mile before she said anything. "I might have."
"Well, if it was fair for me it should be fair for you too. Do it upset you to see me touch her tits?"
"That depends."
"On what?"
"On what you were thinking."
"I guess I was thinking that she had a great body and it would be interesting to have sex with her."
"Anything else?"
"Yeah... It made me horny for you."
"So you wanted to fuck her but you'll fuck me instead?"
I was driving down a fairly deserted dirt road. I turned into a small drive that was a gate to a farmers field. I stopped the truck with the front deep into the trees and climbed out. I walked around and held my hand out to her. "Come here."
"What?" she asked as she got out of the truck. I closed the door and led her around the front of the truck. I lifted her up and set her ass on the hood, standing in between her partially spread legs.
"The reality is that I married you. I love to have sex with you. Just because I find another woman's body attractive doesn't mean that I want or like yours any less." I told her seriously. "And just to prove it... I'm going to do this!"
Oral sex after we had screwed was not something I had ever done, even though on a few occasions I thought it was something she might have wanted me to do to finish her off. I crouched down a bit and lifted her legs so they were over my shoulders and leaned my tongue down to her wet slit.
"ohhhhhh" she moaned quietly as she leaned back to give me more access to her hard clit. "That's it." She cooed as I licked up her slit and flicked her clit with my tongue. She stroked my hair as I drove my tongue into her, tasting both her tangy sweetness as well as the saltiness of my own cum. I licked and sucked her pussy for several minutes, drawing more and more moans from her as she came closer and closer to climax.
She shook and jerked as her body responded to the chemicals flowing through her veins, her orgasm washing over her body. She didn't even flinch as a pair of headlights briefly illuminated us as it passed by, both of us clearly naked and visible to whoever was driving by. I continued to lick and play with her clit, holding her climax as long as I could before she pushed my head away from her pussy.
"Ok...stop." She said quietly "My poor pussy can't take any more right now."
"Good." I said as I helped her off the hood.
"Now about this." She said stroking my dick. She knelt down in front of me and took my dick into her mouth. She had only sucked on me a few times, never really liking it from what I could tell. She quickly started plunging her mouth up and down my shaft, rubbing her tongue along the bottom ridge that is always so sensitive.
"Ohhhh yes.... That feels so good." I moaned as another car drove by, or the same one for another look, I wasn't sure. Nancy slurped and licked my dick with her mouth and used one hand to stroke and twist as it followed her lips up and down my shaft.
"I'm going to cum!" I warned her through gritted teeth. In responses she sucked all the harder. The first shot wasn't as hard as what I had pumped into her earlier that evening, but it was enough to cause her to choke. She pulled her face from my dick, gasping for air as she stroked my pulsing dick, my shots of cum landing on her bare tits. After a couple short minutes she let go of my deflating dick and then wiped the cum from her tits.
"That was a surprise." I said to her as I pulled her tight to me, squeezing her cum coated tits between us.
"I figured if you would go down on me like that I ought to return the favor."
"You didn't have to if you didn't like it."
"I'm still not sure if I like it, but it was better than last time. I think the more turned on you are the better it is."
"I think you're right." I said as I pulled her to me for a kiss. I could taste my cum on her lips and in her mouth as I allowed my tongue to sneak into her mouth, our tongues dueling briefly before she pulled away.
"That's the third time that car has come by. I guess we better go." She said as a car drove slowly by, illuminating us once again.
"I guess so." I said as I walked her around and helped her into the truck. I had just gotten around to the side when the car came back once more, this time stopping behind us. "Shit!" I murmured to myself as I walked naked to the car window that was being rolled down.
"Excuse me, do you know what road this is?" a young lady in the car asked, her face almost at my dick level as she hung out the window to talk to me.
"County road 6050." I answered as I stood a few feet from the car.
"Cool. Thanks!" She said to the sound of lots of female giggles in the back seat. She waited a few more seconds before she drove off into the night.
"What was that about?" My wife asked me as I climbed into the truck.
"A few girls that wanted to get a better look." I replied as I started the truck up and backed out.
"Did they get a good look?"
"I suppose I could have stood there and stroked it for them a few times, why?"
"Just wondered." She said with a smile sounding in her voice.
*******
Thursday morning had barely gotten started when Angie walked into my office, locking the door behind her.
"Ok... I'm ready. Tell me all the juicy details." She said as he walked past my desk and sat down on the work table in the back of the office.
"Not much to tell. We played some cards, which turned into a game of strip spades, which the girls lost. Mary gave me a sixty second blow job and then after the girls washed the dishes naked, we fucked them on the kitchen table."
"And that's it?" she said, clearly disappointed at the lack of detail.
"Well, we talked on the way home and stopped to fuck next to the road, since we were both already naked and all."
"Wait, you drove home with both of you naked?"
"Uh huh. That was part of the card game deal. But we were talking on the way home and I wanted to prove to her that just because I wanted to touch and fuck Mary that didn't mean that I didn't want her, so I pulled over and at her out on the hood of the truck. Then she sucked me off. We finally had to leave because a car load of girls kept driving by."
"That would explain this." She said as she pulled a microscopic red thong panty from her pocket and hung it on her finger.
"Where did you get this?" I asked reaching for the small piece of material.
"It was hanging on your trailer hitch. It seems that at least one of the girls got a much closer look than you thought."
"Damn....I guess so." I said shaking my head.
"So, are you going to give me all the details now?"
"Nope." I said walking back to my desk and sitting down.
"You are a real poop sometimes!" she said as she walked to the door. She stood with her back to the door and unzipped the front of her denim thigh length dress, pulling it open for me to see. "And to think I was ready to be completely naked for you to fuck this morning."
"I appreciate the offer, but I think I better not right now."
"Your loss." She said as she zipped her dress back up. "If you change your mind, you know where to find me."
"Yes I do." I answered as she turned to head out of my office.
When I got home that evening I saw an unusual car in the drive, and Nancy didn't answer when I called. I walked out back and found my wife laying in the back yard getting some sun in one of the few sunny spots the trees let through. I could just make out the top of her head over the lounge chair that was facing the south woods.
"Hey lover!" I called.
"Hey stud. Why don't you come over here and fuck your wife silly!" she called back.
"My pleasure!" I replied as I walked across the yard. "Really my pleasure!" I said as I got to the chair and found her completely naked.
"Well don't just stand there, get your ass naked. My pussy really wants to get eaten out like you did last night!" She said huskily.
"That too would be my immense pleasure!" I answered as I quickly stripped off my clothes. I was just about to climb between her legs when she stopped me.
"I'd like to try something different if you wouldn't mind."
"Me? I'm always up for anything new, you know that."
"Good, lay down here then." She said as she got up off the chair. I complied with her wishes and lay down in the lounge chair and put the back all the way down in anticipation. As I suspected she moved over my head and lowered herself down so she was kneeling on the top part of the chair with her head facing my dick. I had to scoot down a little to get in the right place, but we soon got settled and I went to work licking her already wet pussy.
"Oh yeah... that feels really nice." She cooed as she kissed my thighs. "Just keep doing that no matter what, ok?"
"Mumhph" I agreed as I continued to lick her slit, wondering what she had in mind. I enjoy licking pussy, and her's always tastes sweet to me, so it is far from a hardship to keep licking, but I almost had to stop when I felt a warmth slide over my dick. It wasn't Nancy's mouth for sure, I know a pussy when I feel one. But as I promised I continued to lick her pussy, finding her clit and working the hard little nub. The pussy around my dick slid up and down my shaft slowly while I worked on Nancy's pussy. I wasn't sure, but I suspected that I had Mary riding my dick, but there was no way for me to see to be sure.
"OH god!" My wife cried as I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled the nub.
The more the pussy rode me the more turned on I got and the harder I worked on Nancy's pussy. I was soon approaching my limit and I tried to warn her. "Immgoingtocum" I mumbled into her pussy, the vibrations of my voice apparently setting off her orgasm. I swallowed the juices that were leaking from her pussy as my own body jerked in spasm, my cum shooting up into the pussy that was riding my dick. I heard one cry that I was sure now was Mary as the pussy around my dick contracted and vibrated in orgasm. It was almost sensory overload, feeling a pussy on my pulsing dick, and my wife's pussy on my face. My body finally gave it's all and I had to just lay there, gasping for breath around her pussy for several minutes while the pussy riding my dick slid slowly up and down until it softened enough to fall from her.
"Close your eyes." My wife panted from where she was kneeling over my face. She wasn't going to be able to tell if I did or not, so I peeked and saw Mary running across the yard, naked from the waist down. After as minute or so, my wife moved off of me and turned around to lay on top of me.



"So what did you think about that?" she asked as she gave me a gentle kiss on the nose.
"I don't know who that was, but I have to admit having someone riding my dick while I was licking your pussy was probably the hottest thing I have ever felt."
"So it didn't bother you to have some other woman on your dick instead of me?" she asked, a serious look on her face.
"Look, I don't care who was riding my dick, as long as it's you I'm going to bed with at night." I answered honestly. "So who was my unknown friend?"
"I'm not saying." She said with a grin.
"Ok. I have a question for you. Did it bother you to see some other woman riding my dick?"
Nancy was quiet for a long time. "Last night when Mary started sucking you I got kind of jealous. But the more I thought about it the more I wondered what I would feel if it weren't my pussy that you were riding. I mean you said you wanted a chance to fuck her."
"I did say that."
"Well, what if you got that chance, would I be able to handle it? Could I be confident enough in our relationship to let you do something like that?"
"I don't know, could you?"
"That's the question Mary asked me when we talked at lunch time. She wanted to know if I would mind if she fucked you. She really wanted to try you after seeing your cock last night."
"I see... and your answer was?"
"I'll let you know after you get hard and fuck me." She whispered.
She leaned her head down and kissed my neck and then started working her way down my body kissing me and tickling me with her hard nipples. "You still like my tits don't you, after pinching Mary's last night and all." She cooed as she rubbed my dick with her nipple. It didn't take long watching her tease my dick with her tit before it started to grow back again. "Ohhh I see you do still like it." She said as she continued to rub her tit around my dick teasing it harder and harder. She sat on my legs and leaned down, both her hands squeezing her tits around my dick as she rubbed it around. "I think it's more than hard enough to ride." She said quietly as she let go of her tits and climbed back up the chair.
I pulled her down to me and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, tasting a combination of cum and pussy juice as Nancy reached between us and aimed my dick for her wet pussy. "Ohhhh god yes." She whispered as she slid down my shaft, her clit grinding into the base of my cock as she hit bottom.
"That's it... Ride me baby. Make me blow inside you." I encouraged as she moved her hands to my chest to hold herself up while she rode up and down my shaft. We must have rode for nearly ten minutes before she shivered with the beginnings of a climax. I was nowhere near ready, having already cum once a few minutes earlier.
"Ohhhh yes...I'm going to cum!" she squeaked as her body tensed. I squeezed her tits and rubbed her nipples as her body shook gently, her head back and her hair gently blowing in the breeze. She slowly eased down on my chest and gave me a gentle kiss, occasionally wiggling her ass around to move my still hard dick inside of her. "You haven't cum yet." She cooed.
"Not yet. Just a bit too soon. Don't worry though, you keep doing that and it'll happen."
"Good. That's exactly what I wanted to know." She said with a gentle kiss.
"So did you get an answer."
"I think I did." She said with a kiss on my cheek. "Did you enjoy tasting someone else's pussy on my tits?"
"I prefer yours, I think it's a lot sweeter." I replied.
"Oh, do you need to taste more to decide?" she asked, lifting herself up and sliding up my body, pulling off my dick so her tits were in my face.
"Actually, I don't care who's pussy juice is on them, I love to suck on your tits." I said as I squeezed both tits and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth.
"hmmmm you do enjoy tits don't you?"
"My second favorite part to taste." I said with a laugh.
"Really? You like eating pussy better?"
"The best is eating your pussy and being able to see and touch your tits at the same time." I said honestly as she slid back down my body, reaching behind her to re-aim my hard dick at her pussy.
"Ohhhh I love feeling your hard cock inside me." She cooed as she lifted herself up and stroked up and down my shaft a few times. "Do you like feeling your cock being ridden while you eat pussy?"
"Very much. I just wish I could do both with you."
"Hmmm that would be nice. Feeling your tongue on my clit and your cock inside me." She practically purred as she rode up and down my rigid shaft. "Can't do that though. What would you think about eating Mary's tits or pussy while you were fucking me?"
"I think that would be very hot. I'd probably blow a load so big in you that you'd think Hoover dam opened up in you." I said jokingly.
"Hmmm you think you got that much cum in you?" she asked as she leaned against my chest and worked her hips in a small circle.
"Don't know, but it would be big."
"Maybe we should find out."
"That would be fun, but how do you know Mary would go for it."
"Why not? She already fucked you while you were eating my pussy, why wouldn't she like to go the other way?"
"Ohhhhh damn." I said trying to act surprised. "I wondered who's pussy was riding me."
"It was mine." Mary said from a few feet away. "I hear you want to eat my pussy and tits while your wife fucks you." She said as she moved over and lowered her tits to my face. "Why don't you get me all revved up this way first."
"With pleasure." I said as I squeezed her tits together and sucked one of her already hard nipples into my mouth.
"Ohhhhh you do suck tits well. No wonder your wife loves having you do hers." Mary cooed as Nancy rocked her pelvis on my dick, apparently watching the action. I continued to work her big tits for several minutes before she lifted them from my face and moved so her pussy was over my face. She lowered herself down onto me, allowing me to lick up her wet slit. "That's it stud... lick that pussy... oh god you do that well too. Nancy you are so fucking lucky. With a cock like that and a tongue to go with it? Fuck you have it made!"
"Thank you!" Nancy said as she started bouncing on my dick. I reached one hand between Mary's legs and felt for my wife's tits, and was blocked by a hand.
"Should we tell him that I'm squeezing your tits and nipples and your squeezing mine?"
"Sure!" Nancy panted, clearly getting close to another orgasm.
"OHFUCK" I groaned into Mary's pussy as I approached the climax that my wife had been teasing me toward for nearly half an hour.
"I think he's about to blow." Mary said breathlessly. "I know I'm about to too!"
"Uh HUH!" Nancy squeaked as her climax hit her, her whole body shaking and spasming. I felt her pussy clench around my dick sending me over the top as she tried to continue to ride my dick. I groaned into Mary as my dick started spurting up into my wife's pussy. I lost track of time as Mary's juices gushed over my face, and I struggled to breath, eventually lifting her off of me enough to gasp for breath.
"Holy shit." My wife panted. "He wasn't shitting. That was a huge load of cum."
"Good." Mary said as she pulled off of me and sat down on the grass. "Now kiss your husband you lucky woman."
"Definitely." She said as she leaned down and kissed me wetly, tasting Mary's juices in the process.
"She doesn't taste as sweet as mine, does she?" Nancy whispered.
"Nope... I still like yours better." I whispered back.
"Good. That was exactly what I needed to hear." She cooed at me while we snuggled.
I have no idea how long we lay there, but somewhere along the line Mary got up and left, leaving us snuggling naked in the yard. I had a hunch that we were going to be going to the next party.
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It was going to be a great weekend, weather wise. It would be a shame to miss getting to go fishing for lack of a fishing partner. My wife hated it when I had to go alone, so I always tried to find a partner to take. This weekend was no exception, however I was having trouble finding anyone available. I was in the front office asking one of the young faculty that had gone with me before.
"So Jerry, you interested in going out this weekend and slay some fish?"
"Sorry Mike, I can't this weekend." Jerry answered.
"Ok. Maybe next time then."
"Sure thing." Jerry answered as he picked up his mail and headed out the door of the administrative offices.
I collected my mail and shook my head in disgust at striking out again.
"Can't find anyone to go fishing with?" Jenny asked from where she was sitting at her desk. Jenny is one of our secretaries that came to the department a bit over a year ago. We had talked frequently and become good 'work' friends. Nothing would ever go beyond that for two reasons; first we were both married, me for over twenty five years and her for just over two. The second thing is that she is way too young for me. At twenty four she is half my age, and I have a daughter that is her age. But she is fun to talk to, and for reasons I never quite understood, she will confide her deepest secrets to me. She is also very easy on the eyes. Even though I've never seen her in anything other than professional dress, a number of occasions she has shown me a considerable amount of cleavage, one time even pulling her top away to show me her sun burn, giving me an almost unobstructed view of her tits for an all too brief few seconds. She is built like a brick shit house; large tits, maybe a thirty-eight double D that I knew from one dress she wore, didn't need a bra to hold their shape, and an ass that I would kill to see naked. Her slim body, other than her tits and ass, couldn't weigh more than a hundred and twenty pounds. All in all, enough to make me wish I was twenty four again just so I could try to get her naked.
"Fraid not, and my wife really doesn't like me to go alone. I guess she's afraid I'm going to fall in or something."
"Why don't you take her?"
"I would, but she's going shopping with my daughter in law."
"I know that feeling. My husband is going fishing for the weekend with some buddies. He never wants to take me along either. Says I'd just be in the way."
"He a big fisherman?"
"He likes to think so. Really I think he just likes to go hang out and drink beer with his buddies."
"Sorry to hear that. Do you like to fish?" I asked out of curiosity.
"Never tried, but I'd like to learn."
"Too bad he won't take you out and teach you."
"I know. How about you? You could teach me." She said with a smile.
"I'm not sure my wife or your husband would appreciate that."
"So, who's going to tell them?" she replied with a grin.
I thought about it for a minute. Probably a minute longer than I really should have, given the situation, and then heard myself agree. If my wife found out this would definitely be trouble.
"Great!" she said, leaning down to scribble on a pad. "Here's where I live. What time are you going to pick me up?"
"Five-thirty Saturday morning." I answered, not sure what kind of trouble I had just started.
"Anything I need to bring?" she asked pulling the pad out to write on again.
"Well, it's going to be hot in the afternoon and chilly in the morning, so dress appropriately. You also want to wear a hat... you need some lunch and drinks... oh yeah... you need to go buy a fishing license."
"Got it." She said as she scribbled the last of the notes on the page. "Anything else?"
"Nope that's it." I said as I got ready to head back to my office.
"Great. See you Saturday then!" she said with a bright smile.
"Ok." I said as I headed out. "See you then."
I shook my head as I walked back to my office. This was definitely a bad idea, but maybe there would be a silver lining. I might get a chance to see a bit more of her body in more casual clothes. As long as my wife doesn't find out it might work out ok.
*******
I felt pretty good as I drove to Jenny's house on Saturday morning. I had successfully gotten out with my wife believing I was going alone, and I was kind of excited to see how she looked in something other than professional clothes. I found her house easily and parked on the street, not wanting to have to back the boat if I didn't need to. I was on the way to the door when she came bounding out with a small backpack in one hand and a small cooler in the other.
"Morning!" she called cheerily. "All ready?"
"Ready if you are." I answered, reaching for her cooler and bag. She handed them over so I could put them in the back of the suburban. I put them into the truck, somewhat disappointed. She was defiantly ready for the cool morning, wearing a pair pink sweats that hid all the best parts of her body. The sweat shirt hid all but the general bump of her big tits, but the bottoms did a bit better job of outlining her round ass. She had worn a hat as I suggested, a cute pink ball cap with her blond ponytail sticking out the back. "This is going to be fun!" she said with a big smile enhancing her cute face and sparking blue eyes.
"It should be interesting." I said as I walked around to climb back in.
We headed off to the lake, an almost two hour drive, most of it on winding two lane roads, with Jenny chattering away a mile a minute.
I did my best to keep up with her string of questions about how we were going to fish, what the lake was like, that kind of thing, until she finally slowed and just sat looking out at the passing scenery.
We did finally get to the lake, and then my work really started. It only took me about ten minutes to get the boat uncovered and ready to put in the drink. My boat is an interesting set-up. IT started life as an open bow runabout, with seating around the bow that easily sat 4 bikini clad girls (but that is another story) and a walk through folding windshield. The cockpit was a split design, with two sets of back to back seats on each side. These could fold down into two long benches. The engine of the I/O was covered with a large padded housing with a forward facing seat on each side. The pads of the seats could be moved up to create one long padded surface for sunning or taken out to give access to the rear swim platform on the port side. My modifications started after that. The basic boat was well suited to cruising and tubing, but in order to troll for walleye, which was what we were after today, I needed an additional small gas outboard, known as a kicker. Trying to troll with a hundred-fifty horse I/O was both fuel costly and hard to keep slow enough. The small four horse unit that was mounted on a bracket on the starboard side of the boat allowed me to easily troll all day between one half and three miles per hour. I had it set so that I could sit on the stern and run it comfortably after removing the one seat cushion. I also had an electric trolling motor on a removable bow mount bracket that I created, so that it sat outside of the grab bar rail that ran around the open bow bench. Running that motor was easy, since it was an electric wireless remote, allowing me to control it from anywhere in the boat. The whole setup allowed me to fish for about anything I wanted, and still have a comfortable cruiser with plenty of comfortable seating.
"I think we're about ready." I said as I put the coolers in the boat and got ready to drop it in the water.
"Cool. What do I do?"
"Well, to be honest, once I put the boat in the water, do you want to pull the truck up and park it in one of the spots up there?"
"Sure!" she said brightly. "I'll do whatever you say!"
I stopped short and though about half a second. "You should be careful making offers like that." I joked. "Someone might take you up in ways you don't expect."
"Oh don't worry. I'm confident you aren't going to ask anything I'm not willing to do."
I climbed in before I responded to that with something that might get me in trouble.
I backed the boat down and pushed it off the trailer, allowing it to slide gracefully into the water. After walking gingerly down the trailer beam, I unclipped the winch line and climbed in, pushing off as I did.
It only took me a moment to get the big engine to fire up, and I allowed it to idle while she drove the truck up and parked it in one of the long slots at the top of the ramp. I idled over to the dock to pick her up, watching her bound down the hill, practically skipping. Even with the looseness of the sweat shirt, I could clearly see her tits bouncing as she came down the dock. It was enough to make my dick start to grown in my shorts. Fortunately it was hidden by the pair of nylon wind pants I was wearing.
One problem with the design of the boat was that when I was sitting on the stern to run the kicker, I would frequently get splashed as waves or wakes hit the stern. It didn't take me long to realize that it wasn't fun to sit for several hours wet, and over time I learned to wear only things that dried quickly or shed water. Today I was wearing an underarmor t-shirt, a pair of ventilated synthetic shorts and a nylon wind suit over both. And yes, there was no mention of underwear. Sitting in soggy cotton briefs for hours is a good way to end up seriously chafed.
I held out a hand and helped her climb in and then we took off for the area I planned on fishing, about a fifteen minute run down one arm of the lake. This particular lake was completely surrounded by state forest land, which made it really nice. There were no houses at all on the lake proper, and docks were only allowed in certain areas. The lake was not heavily traveled, even on weekends, so there were lots of nice coves and cuts that could be fished undisturbed. Today we were going to be working a mudflat that extended out from a couple points.
I rigged lines and explained how we were going to fish, and stood next to her while she tried casting it a few times. The boat rocked gently in the wakes of a few other fishing boats that went by, causing her to rock and bump into me a few times. She seemed unfazed, but the smell of her perfume and the closeness was having an effect on me. I was glad I was able to finally go to the back and adjust my hard dick to a less prominent location.
Jenny sat down in the bow leaning against the most forward pad, and put her feet up, one on each side of the walk through part of the windshield. I wondered if she realized that as I was running the boat I had no choice but to continually look at her body and wonder just exactly what that sweat suit was covering.
Oh well. Onward and fishward...
We fished for nearly two hours before the sun started to get to me in my dark blue nylon suit. I propped my rod so it wouldn't fall out of the boat and then proceeded to work my wind suit off while trying to keep the still motoring boat on the track I was trying to take. I was finally down to just my boat shoes, shorts and t-shirt, feeling quite a bit more comfortable.
"That looks like a good idea! What should I do with my rod?" Jenny asked from the bow.
"Just go ahead and reel it in for now." I called back.
"OK" she said as she quickly reeled the line in and then got up from her comfortable lounge seat. She stepped into the cockpit between the two front seats and turned to face the bow. I watched with interest as she bent over slightly and hooked her thumbs in the top of her sweat pants. She pushed the material down, wiggling her hips slightly to work the tight waist over her round hips and ass. My dick jumped to full hard and I almost creamed myself as I watched her naked ass come into view, each creamy inch at a time. At first I thought she was complexly naked, and I would soon be seeing her bare pussy, but to both my disappointment and relief as she bent over farther I realized she was wearing an extremely tiny thong type bottom, a tiny pink patch of material covering her pussy lips, held in place by a single tiny string up the crack of her fantastic ass.
She bent over even farther, working the material down her legs, kicking her small deck shoes off to pull the sweat pants off her legs. The farther she bent the tighter the tiny slip of material pulled on her pussy, soon giving me an incredible view, improved even more as she lifted her legs one at a time to pull the sweats all the way off.
I did my best to readjust my rock hard dick and point it down my leg to make it a bit less noticeable, but the reality was that I wanted to just step behind her and stuff my dick into her.
Once she had tossed her bottoms onto the seat, she pulled her hat off and then, still facing the bow, pulled the top of her sweats off. From the back, other than a tiny string around her hips and down her ass crack, and a tiny tie around her neck and back, she looked completely naked, much more skin than I had ever seen on her, and all of it very sexy.
She pulled her hat back on, poking her pony tail out the hole on the back and then turned to face me.
"So what do you think?" she asked as my eyes took in her almost naked body. The front of the tiny bikini was almost as sparse as the back. The tiny slip of material covering her pussy barely came up to the top of her lips and a slight amount of her obviously hairless mound. I looked up to her fantastic tits, and saw that the top was little more than two triangles of material held on by a few strings. Her tits looked like two half cantaloupes stuck on her chest, the tiny triangles barely big enough to cover her hard nipples and areola.
"WOW!" was all I could say.
"That's the same thing my husband said when I put it on. But he hasn't seen me in it other than in the house. He won't let me wear it out in public because he says it's too tiny, and he won't take me anyplace like this that I can wear it." She said, turning side to side while looking down and adjusting the tiny pieces of material.
"It is tiny." I agreed, my dick already creaming on its own.
"It is. It's so small I have to completely shave my pussy, see?" she says as she pulse the tiny slip of a bottom aside while she bows her legs out, flashing her completely shaves pussy and lips at me. It wasn't a long look, but it was enough to burn the image into my mind of that sexy pussy. I didn't say anything as she turned and want back to the bow, tossing out her line and then setting back into the same position again. This time I had a lot more to look at, and it made handling the boat ever harder.
"I like wearing this suit. It makes me feel sexy!" She said from the bow.
"It makes you look sexy." I mumbled.
"What did you say?"
"Nothing!" I called back.
"Come on. I know that wasn't what you said." She encouraged.
"Ok. I said it makes you look sexy!"
"Oh... Thank you. That's nice of you." She said sweetly.
"I better put some sunscreen on before I get burnt though." She said as she reeled her rod in. She set the rod down and then got up and dug through her bag, to find her sunscreen. "There it is!" she said brightly, flashing me her almost naked ass again as she turned to go through the window to the bow. She sat down in the bow and started putting sunscreen on her leg, lifting it high in the air as she worked the cream into her calf. I watched her hands work higher as she worked cream into her thigh, stopping in just short of her fingers slipping under the edge of her skimpy bottoms. Once she had done both legs, she went to work on her arms. I watched as she continued down to her shoulders and neck, and finally across the top of her chest. She worked the lotion into her chest, and the tops of her tits, making my dick grow even fatter.
"You know... this is just in the way, and you can basically see all my tits anyway. You don't mind if I take it off for a minute do you?" Jenny asked sweetly.
"Uhhh No." I said stupidly as she had moved to untie the top even before I answered.
The tiny slips of material covering her nipples quickly disappeared in a wad as she pulled the top off and tucked it on the seat next to her. I thought my dick was going to blow its wad right there as I watched her squirt white cream onto her tits and then use both hands to massage her firm tits and hard nipples. I watched her squeeze her nipples a few times as she squeezed and massaged her tits. Finally, almost thankfully, she moved to her firm stomach, rubbing more lotion in there, occasionally a hand moving back to tease one of her nipples.
"Would you mind doing my back?" she asked sweetly, as she got up and moved toward me. I was unable to tear my eyes from her tits as she walked back toward me and I decided I better kill the engine before I drove the boat right up in the shore. I tucked my rod down by my feet and reached back to kill the engine.
"Ohhh I see you're as turned on as I am." She cooed as she looked down where the head of my hard dick was now sticking out of the leg of my shorts.
As I sat back upright, she handed me the tube and turned her back to me, stepping right up so the backs of her legs were touching my knees. The boat rocked gently and she reached down to hold my legs for balance while I started rubbing lotion down her back. I felt like I was about to blow my load any second as I worked the lotion closer to her bare ass.
"Just pull the string down as far as you need to." She said over her shoulder as my fingers reached the tiny string around her hips.
I slipped my fingers into the string on each side of her body and gently pushed down, dragging the tiny string down her ass crack as I did. I wasn't sure how far to really go, but as horny as I was right then, I was going for broke. I pushed the tiny string down her ass and didn't stop until I had it almost to her knees, dragging the tiny slip of material from between her legs. With the strings no longer in the way I squirted some cream across the top of her ass and started to massage it into her firm creamy ass.
"that's nice." She said as she bent forward a bit. "Make sure you get all the way down between my legs too."
"Yes maam." I said stupidly as I began to run my fingers down the crack of her ass and across her bare pussy lips.
"Oh... you have a nice gentle touch." She cooed as she bent over even more, allowing me to stroke her now exposed pussy as far as I wanted.
"You have a nice pussy." I said stupidly as I let my fingers slide all the way between her lips and across her clit.
"ohhhh do that some more." She said breathlessly
"Uh huh." I grunted as I stroked her pussy, allowing a finger to slip inside her unbelievably tight tunnel. I was just starting to think about stuffing my dick into her when her whole body shook in orgasm.
"OH GOD!" she cried loudly as her body shook and trembled. I continued to stroke her clit while she panted and shook in front of me. I was wishing my dick was stuffed inside her feeling her pussy contract and milk me instead of feeling it on my finger. "damn that was nice." She said finally pulling off my finger and stepping away. She wiggled her legs to let her bottoms fall to the deck and then crouched down in front of me. "I think I need to return the favor now." She said as she pushed the leg of my shorts up my leg, freeing my dick and balls.
"Ohhh god." I mumbled as she wrapped her hand and lips around my raging hard on. "I'm not going to last long with you doing that." I grunted
"Good. I want you to cum all over my tits!" she answered before putting her lips back around my dick. She slid her wet tongue around my head while she stroked her hand up and down my saliva slickened shaft.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my body suddenly jerked, squirting the first shot of hot cum deep into her mouth.
She quickly pulled her face from my dick and aimed my hose at her firm tits, stroking and coaxing each shot of cum out and onto her tits. When my dick finally reduced to a slow drool, she moved her face back to my dick and licked and sucked my cum covered dick clean.



"There!" she said as she stood up, rubbing my cum into her tits. "Do you want to help?"
"Of course!" I said as I reached to her tits and rubbed my cum into her like lotion. When I had run out of lotion I pulled her closer, reaching my mouth to one of her firm nipples and sucked it into my mouth, nibbling on it.
"Ohhhhh that's nice too, but it might have to wait for later." She said, looking at another boat that was moving slowly toward us.
"Damn." I mumbled.
"That's ok...I'm kind of hot anyway, is there a place we can swim?"
"Sure." I said as I went about pulling in my rod and getting the boat ready to move.
Jenny went back and sat in the bow, completely naked, her feet up on the windshield again, allowing me to see her wet spread pussy lips while I got the main engine down and started.
"You sure you want to sit up there and show off?"
"Only for you." She said with a grin. "Are we going far?"
"Not far." I said as I kicked the engine in gear.
"Good. Then I'll stay right here."
I had to be careful I didn't run us aground on the way to the place I had in mind. It was a nice hook shaped bay on the back side of a long point. Between its location and the fact that there were two very rocky points you had to maneuver around, not many people came back into the bay, which was exactly what I was hoping for. I'd been caught once before skinny dipping by a couple ladies that walked the trail down the long finger of land, but other than that it had been a pretty safe location.
"Here we are." I said as I idled into the bay, nosing the boat up to the tree lined shore. The water was only a few feet deep by the shore, but dropped off nicely into a twelve foot deep pool. The water was almost bath water warm.
"You know, I don't have a swim suit."
"Good." Jenny said. "That way I won't have to put mine back on."
"Ok." I said, suddenly feeling a bit bashful at getting naked in front of her.
"Gonna get naked for me?" she asked, still reclining.
"Um yeah." I said as I pulled my shirt off. All I had to take off was my shirt and shorts, my shoes were designed to be wet, and the rocky bottom of most of the lake required shoes. This particular bay was mostly mud over the rock base.
"There you go." I said once I was naked, my once again hard dick poking out at a lewd angle.
"Very nice." She said quietly. "Now help me up?" she asked, holding out a hand.
I reached out and pulled her to her feet. In the process she leaned forward and pressed her tits into my chest, grabbing my dick with her hand. "Wanna help me into the water now?" she asked innocently.
"Sure." I said, stepping back and leading the way to the swim platform in the back. The platform was only big enough for one, and stepped over and kicked the ladder down, lowering myself into the warm water. I stood in waist deep water, holding my hands up to her. Jenny stepped over the transom and onto the platform, leaning into the boat to grab the rail. As she stepped down onto the ladder, her ass was pushed way out and the act of stepping down spread her legs so I had a perfect view of her pussy. As she lowered herself her wet pussy quickly came into reach and I couldn't help myself from squeezing her firm ass.
"You like what you see?" she asked wiggling it around.
"Very much." I replied with a huge smile on my face.
"So what can you do besides squeeze my ass?"
"How about this?" I said as I took the half step forward to bring my mouth to her pussy. I reached my tongue for her wet slit and licked up and down between her lips, finally working to her clit and flicking it several times.
"Oh god yes." She hissed as I licked her clit. "That is sooooo fucking good."
In response I continued my treatment of her pussy, alternately stuffing my tongue deep into her tunnel and licking down and across her clit,until she pulled away.
"As much as I want you to keep doing that, I can't hold on this way any longer."
"No problem." I said as I reached up and held her as she stepped down into the water. She pressed her ass against my body as she came down, ending up with my dick between her legs.
"Hmmmm nice idea. Might have to think of a better place to put that." She cooed as she turned her head and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. Just as suddenly as she kissed me, she pulled away and pushed off, gliding off in the water away from the boat. "Hmmm the cool water feels nice." She said from where she turned on her back to float, her tits sticking above the water like a pair of islands.
I pushed off to follow her, easily gliding up to where she was floating. "Damn that's a nice view."
"Oh? You like my little titties?" She asked with a giggle.
"I wouldn't call them little, and yes, I like them very much."
"Oh just how much?"
I reached down with my feet and fortunately found the bottom. Standing in almost neck deep water I reached out and pulled her gently to me. I pulled her close and guided one of her floating tits to my mouth.
"Hmmmm you do like them." she cooed as I rolled one of her nipples in my mouth and eagerly sucked on it. "ohhh yes... You do that very well."
"Hmmmph" I replied, sucking as much of her firm tit and nipple into my mouth as I could.
"Ohhhhhh god. I knew you had a good looking dick, but your great with your tongue too." She cooed as she wrapped her arm around my neck and pulled herself tighter to me.
I pulled my face from her tit and looked at her curiously. "What do you mean?"
"This isn't the first time I saw you naked." She said with a giggle, removing her arm from around my neck and pushing away. "But you have to catch me if you want me to tell you when!"
She kicked and glided away toward the boat, standing up next to the bow.
I leaned toward her and with a few kicks was where I could stand more easily. I walked through the water toward her, where she was standing in thigh deep water and messing with the bow line of the boat.
"You know..." she said as she turned to face me, her left hand slipped through a loop of rope tied to the bow rail. "With me tied up like this, someone could do anything they wanted and I'd be powerless to stop them." she said with a coy giggle as she stuck her hand through a loop on the other side of her.
I had no doubt at all that if she wanted to she could be free in less than a second, but I was more than willing to play the game.
"Really? You mean I could do this?" I asked her as I dropped my face to her chest and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, pulling her body close to mine.
"Oh yes... they could do that." She moaned gently.
I licked and sucked her nipples, first one side and then the other for several long minutes before changing my target.
"You mean that you couldn't stop me if I did more than that?" I asked as I stood up in front of her and slid my dick between her legs so it was rubbing on her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhh I couldn't even stop you if you pushed it all the way in me."
"You mean like this?" I asked as I hooked under one of her knees with my hand and lifted it up. I moved in closer between her legs and crouched down slightly to align my dick with her hot pussy. "And even this?" I asked as I pushed my dick up into her pussy. She was incredibly tight and I pushed in slowly, allowing her body to expand to accommodate me.
"Ohhhh yes. Just like that. I've wanted to feel your dick in me for months."
"So when did you see me naked?" I asked her as I sunk fully into her and began to pull slowly from her.
"Uh uh. Not telling you until you make me cum!" she gasped as I pushed into her again.
"You want me to make you cum?" I asked as I reached down and lifted her other leg, holding her up by both legs. She was holding onto the rail and as I lifted her she allowed her shoulders to roll onto the rail so that the boat supported the top of her and I supported the bottom of her. I started stroking into her, pushing my dick to its limit and slapping my hips into her perfect ass.
"Oh yes! FUCK ME" she cried loudly as I pounded into her.
I lost track of how long I was banging into her, just enjoying the feeling of her tight tunnel as we rocked the boat.
"Oh fuck! I'm cuming!!!!!" she squealed as her body tensed and trembled in front of me. I felt her pussy clenching and spasming around me pushing over the limit with her.
My body jerked as I drove my dick hard into her and my dick shot the first spurt of cum deep into her.
"OH GOD YES!" she cried as she felt my dick spurt into her. "Fill me! YES" she cried out as my body spurted shot after shot of pent up cum into her.
Finally after several long minutes my softening dick slipped from her pussy and I lowered her legs to the ground so she could stand. She pulled her arms from the loops and reached out to hug me tight. "That was even better than I had imagined it would be." She whispered. "You can do that as many times as you want."
"So don't you owe me an explanation?"
"Uh huh. Remember a few months ago, you were changing in your office?"
"Yeah." I replied, remembering that I had been working on the satellite antenna on the roof when the sky opened up, drenching me. That would have been enough, but the graduate student was up there with me, and the cold rain soaked her as thoroughly as me, and her small oriental tits were clearly visible through her thin shirt, her nipples quickly hardening. When I got back to the office I changed into a jumpsuit I kept in the office for when I had to get grungy. The sight of the practically naked tits in front of me had me kind of horny so I quickly jacked off to get my dick back down where it belonged.
Jenny had walked into my office only a few second after I got zipped up, making me wonder if I had locked the door like I thought I had.
"Well, I didn't come in after you got dressed. I saw you the whole time."
"how much did you see?" I asked a bit shocked.
"Like I said all of it. It was all I could to not to walk back there and rip my shirt off and let you cum on my tits. You looked so hot standing there completely naked, stroking your dick."
"And you never said anything?"
"I thought about it, but I wasn't sure how to tell you." She said quietly, pulling her face back to look at mine. "You're not upset are you?"
"So you've been waiting for six months for a chance to get me to screw you?"
"Uh huh. You don't know how many times I wanted to walk into your office and just sit on your desk and pull up my skirt to show you my naked pussy."
"How often is your pussy naked?" I asked already starting to get turned on again with the discussion.
"Every time I wear a dress or skirt." She said quietly.
I thought back to how many times she had a skirt or dress on in the last six months, and realized that it far outweighed the number of times she didn't. "Well, just for the record, any time you want to sit down and show me your pussy, you're more than welcome to. I think it's a very beautiful pussy."
"Thank you." She said as she hugged me close again.
We spent the rest of the day in the boat, the canvas top up to shade us from the sun, cuddling and screwing. We screwed and ate each other a number of times that day, finally calling it a day late in the afternoon.
"What are you going to wear home?" I asked as we started to get dressed to go in, me in my shorts and shirt, her in that tiny bikini.
"Just this." She said with a grin. "I figure I have two more hours to tease the hell out of you before we get home."
"Well that'll do it."
"One more question before we go."
"Sure, anything for you."
"You mean that? Anything? I mean you never know what I might ask."
I hesitated wondering just what she could ask. "Ok. Anything that doesn't mess up our mirages."
"Ok. I can live with that restriction... I have a friend, Tina, would you mind if I brought her along so you can teach her to fish too?"
I froze for a moment and looked at her. "ok... is she going to be wearing a tiny bikini too?"
"She can if you want."
"I just want to be clear...are you asking me to have sex with her?"
"She's my best friend. Of course not. I'm asking you to have sex with US."
"Oh, I see. Well, if she's that good of a friend, I suppose I could teach her how to fish."
"Oh good." She said as she moved up to me and threw her arms around me. "I think that your dick will feel so much better to her than that dildo does. I know it did inside me."
I shook my head to try to understand what she had just said as I started the engine. This was going to be a very interesting summer, that much was for sure.
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It was a Saturday, and I had the house to myself. As my girls went through their teen years, the house was always full of their friends. We had an open door policy and their friends, girls and guys alike, would frequently walk in unannounced. We pretty much got used to it, and now that my last one was gone to college it seemed like the house was always quiet. To make things worse, my wife was out of town shopping for the day with a friend, leaving me to my own devices.
This Saturday my own devices was to work on one of the many story lines I had created, this particular one based on a very good friend of mine. The story was exaggerated quite a bit, but based on a significant amount of fact. Recalling the original true occurrence and writing and embellishing it, left me quite horny for a mid morning. I set my laptop aside and went to find one of my many stashed porn videos that my wife never really approved of. I chose one that had a lot of outdoor scenes and sat back in my chair to enjoy a combination of recalling how my wife's best friend looked naked all those years ago and the visual stimulation of a very buxom blond getting banged in the woods. It wasn't long before I erupted in satisfied relief. What I needed then was a shower to wash off the cum that was splattered all over my chest.
I padded to the bathroom and enjoyed a long slow warm shower. Those were a rarity for me, usually opting for a quick scrub and out. Today though I wanted to form a few more mental images that would become the basis of the next few pages of the story. With my ideas firm in my mind, and my dick once again hard, I climbed from the shower, dried off, and headed back to the family room to sit down and work on my laptop.
Now the first thing you need to learn when writing this kind of thing is that you never ever ever ever leave the story open on your computer, especially when it is unattended. And you never ever ever leave your porn video loaded, even if it is on pause. I've accidently don't both before, and always gotten away with it, but it was just a matter of time before my wife caught me with one or the other.
Today I was much less lucky than that. Emily is my wife's best friend's daughter. I've known her since she was born, and she and my girls are best of friends. At twenty four, and now out on her own, I don't see her as much as I used to, especially since she had her little one. She is a very attractive young woman, and breast feeding her daughter had done wonders for her bust size. I have secretly fantasized about seeing her naked breasts and still hoped to get a quick flash some time, but that has yet to happen. The closest I have come is to see her overfilling the top of her string bikini when she was long overdue to nurse. It was a pretty good sight in itself, not a lot unlike how her mother looked on that occasion so many years ago, which I had been busy writing about.
As I walked into the family room, the video was running, which was strange because I thought I had stopped it, and sitting with my laptop on her knees staring at the computer screen, not the hot sex scene on the plasma tv was Emily. About the only thing worse than realizing that she was reading a story that was about her mother and I, was when she looked up and saw me standing there, completely naked, my hard dick sticking out at a lewd angle, frozen in my tracks.
I was so shocked that I simply didn't have the presence of mind to even run back for a towel. My only thought was "Oh shit! She's reading the story!" The story which included a steamy sex scene of her mother and myself near the swimming hole of her parents lake place. In this particular situation, I had inadvertently walked up on her while she was changing in the bushes, catching her completely naked. She was crouched down with her legs spread wide, busily frigging her pussy and clit, which, in real life, I watched and jacked off to. I made a bit too much noise as I was about to cum, and she saw me about the same time I started shooting the ground and bushes in front of me. In real life she quickly covered herself and ran farther into the bushes in embarrassment, but in my story she stopped me before I came and bent over and invited me to take her right there, which I of course did.
Emily looked up at me, standing there naked and hard as a rock, the sex video playing in front of her.
"Did you really write this?" she asked with a shocked look on her face.
"Ummm yes." I replied honestly.
"Was any of this true?"
"Most of it."
"How much is most?" She asked pointedly.
"Up to where we had sex. That part was just wishful thinking." I said quietly.
She set my laptop aside where it had been sitting and got up. "You seemed to have a very accurate description of my mother's breasts, so I'm inclined to believe you." She said as she walked over to where I was standing. "I particularly enjoyed the part where you sucked on her tits, milk and all." She said with a slight smile. "You know, if that really happened, that would have been milk for me."
"I suppose it would have been." I answered as she stepped to within a few feet of me.
"I take it you like full breasts, milk and all?" She asked, looking up at me.
"Actually, yes. I always enjoyed getting some when Nancy was nursing." I admitted a bit timidly.
"So if you had a chance you would have really done all those things to her?"
"Yes. In a hot second." I admitted.
"Then why not do them all to me, right here, right now?" She said bluntly, giving her head a quick shake that tossed her hair over her shoulder.
I stood and looked at her a long time, choosing my words carefully. "I'm not saying no... But I need to know why. I'm twice your age, and your due to get married in a few months."
She looked down at the floor, silent for a few long seconds. "Didn't you notice that I was wearing kind of skimpy stuff around you lately?"
"I'm not sure. You mean like your bikini at the float trip?"
"Uh huh."
"I thought it was my imagination. Just hornyness at how big your tits got. It seemed like I was always getting a hardon when you got close to me."
"My mom slipped a few years ago and told me that you caught her naked once and she saw you too. She never told me all the details, but I could tell by the look on her face that she liked what she saw. Then I saw you a couple months ago..." She said with a slight smile
"You did?" I interrupted, not at all knowing what she was talking about.
"Uh huh. I stopped by to use the computer and I heard the shower running. I knew you were the only one home and I got curious, so I snuck back and saw you in the mirror though the crack in the door."
"And you decided that somehow, what, you wanted to have sex with me?" I asked, not believing what she was telling me.
"No, not at first. But... well... The idea did start growing. I tried to catch you naked other times too. One time you were in the shower and I was watching you in the mirror stroking your cock. I came so hard I was sure you had heard me. It was just fantasy... but after reading what you wanted to do to my mom... I guess that's pretty much what I had been fantasizing about you doing to me." She said, looking down at the floor again.
"Oh." I said, standing there not at all sure what to do. I mean this was the daughter of my wife's best friend, and she was engaged to be married. Pretty much everything that I could do wrong would be wrapped up all in one situation, but the thought of her standing outside my bathroom door with her fingers in her pussy was quickly removing what resistance was there.
Sensing my hesitation, she reached down and quickly pulled her tank top off, leaving only a fairly skimpy bra covering her ample tits. Her shirt had barely hit the floor next to her and she was slipping the straps off her shoulders and letting the cups fall from what I now saw were absolutely gorgeous tits. Each breast was well rounded and easily a thirty eight D cup, her nipples large and dark. She tossed the bra aside and moved her hands to her shorts, unsnapping and unzipping them as she stepped back a few steps. She wiggled her hips as she pushed the green material down and over her round ass, letting them slide down her legs. She pushed a tiny red thong panty down her legs as she bent over to push that and her shorts off over her feet. She stood back up, as naked as I was, looking expectantly at me.
Her body looked incredible, even though she had given birth a year before. Her past as a gymnast helped her body quickly regain her tone. I looked down from her luscious tits to her slim waist and clean shaven mound.
She moved toward me, putting her arms around my neck and lifting herself up on her tiptoes so her face could reach mine. She gently kissed me, drawing her body tight against mine, her tits pressing into my chest. I really couldn't help myself any longer. I put my arms around her and returned her kiss, our tongues playing with each other inside each other's mouths. We stood naked, kissing wetly for several long minutes before she pulled her mouth from mine, both of us gasping for breath.
"I want you to do all the things you wrote. I want to feel your tongue in my pussy and I want to feel you suck milk from my big tits. Then I want to feel your big dick driving deep into my pussy."
In response I reached down and scooped her small form up into my arms, carrying her easily into the family room where my recliner sat waiting. I set her gently in the chair and then knelt down in front of her, spreading her legs and moving between them until my stomach was pressing against her wet pussy lips. I gently pushed her back into the chair and lowered my mouth to her right breast, gently kissing around the firm orb of sweet flesh, working ever closer to her nipple.
"That's it. Suck my titty." She cooed as I enveloped her hard nipple with my mouth, drawing a spurt of warm milk from it as I sucked. She wrapped her legs around me and gently rocked her hips, rubbing her pussy against my body as I released her tit and began kissing across to the other perfect breast.
"Oh yes." She said quietly as my mouth covered her left nipple and sucked it deep into my mouth, squeezing the front of her tit with my tongue. I was rewarded with another gush of her sweet milk and a gentle moan of pleasure.
As much as I loved sucking on her tits, I was ready to work much lower. I released her tit and kissed to the deep valley between them, starting my trek lower. She moved her legs wide apart and hung them over the arms of the chair, causing her totally hairless pussy to be fully spread and ready for my eager tongue. I kissed her mound and gently worked around her lips, taking my time and teasing her squirming body.
"Oh please... I want to feel your tongue in me." She gasped as she tried to push my head to where she wanted it.
I complied, moving my head down low between her legs and pushing my tongue between her sopping wet lips. Her juice tasted sweet and tart at the same time as I allowed my tongue to collect an amount of her wetness before pulling it up her slit and across her unshrouded clit.
"Oh god!" she squeaked as I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue. "Yes yes yes!" she continued to cry quietly as I worked her clit with my tongue and stroked her lips with the tip of my finger. Never easing up on her clit, I pressed my finger into her tunnel. She grunted and shuddered slightly as I rolled my finger over and stroked the top of her tunnel, searching for that small bundle of nerves that I was sure would bring her even more pleasure.
"OH GOD!" she practically screamed as I found the perfect spot, and was now working both of her most sensitive spots. Her body shook and jerked as her orgasm washed over her, small jets of milk shooting into the air and landing on my face as well as her firm stomach. I continued to attack her clit and G spot until her shaking began to subside, and then eased my attention, withdrawing my finger slowly while I licked up her mound and stomach, collecting the milk that had showered us.
"I have to have your dick now." She said as she sat up, pushing me away from her before I could reach her tits again. She climbed from the chair as she pushed me back until I was laying on the floor. She stepped to straddle me and then squatted down on top of me, her knees spread wide and her sopping wet pussy pressing against my stomach.
"I love to ride cock, but Dan won't let me do this anymore because he doesn't like getting milky." She said quietly while she reached behind her and stroked my raging hardon. She lifted herself up and scooted back until she could aim my dick straight up at her pussy. She settled down slowly, her firm gymnast leg muscles allowing her to easily control her tiny body weight.
"Oh god." I moaned as her hot pussy enveloped me. She may have had a baby, but she was still more than tight enough to suit me, her pussy squeezing around my head and stroking every inch of its length.
She used her arms to support herself on my chest, her big tits squeezed between them, the nipples pointing out at me in anticipation. She worked her legs up and down, stroking her pussy up and down my hard cock, her body rocking around her arms, constantly changing the angle of those gorgeous breasts. She moved her arms apart a bit more as I reached up to cup both breasts, squeezing each nipple with my fingers.
"Oh yeah... That's it. Play with them. Make me cum again around your huge cock." She pleaded as she pistoned up and down my shaft. I was glad I had come as recently or her tight pussy would have long since pushed me over the edge. As it was I was reaching the point where I would no longer be able to contain myself.
"I'm going to cum soon." I panted through clenched teeth, trying to prolong the exquisite sensations her pounding pussy was generating on my engorged cock.
"That's it baby! Cum in me. I want to feel you pumping me full of cum!" she panted, sweat running down her face and glistening no her body as she continued to stroke up and down my shaft.
"Here it comes!" I grunted as my dick spurted its first shot of hot juice into her pussy.
"YES!" she screamed as she slammed down on me, grinding her clit into my pelvis, her whole body shaking as the orgasm my spurting cum triggered took over her body.
My dick continued to exploded with shot after shot of cum into her, as she shook, her full tits squirting tiny streams of milk across my chest and face as I continued to squeeze and massage the firm orbs.
Finally her shaking eased and she rolled her legs down so she was resting on her knees, my slowly deflating dick still deep inside her. "God that felt good." She purred as she rubbed the milk from her tits into my chest. "You like my milk?"
"Yes." I said with a laugh. "I'm not used to a shower though."
"Oh, you mean like this?" she asked, replacing my hand with hers. She squeezed her tit and several small streams of milk squirted out, landing on my face and chest. Then she leaned down until her tits were touching my body and slowly licked the milk from where it had landed on me. Being as short as she is, my dick slipped from her pussy as she licked up my neck to my face. Our lips met in a wet lusty kiss for several long seconds before she rocked her body even farther up, bringing her tit to my mouth.
"I see you want more!" she said as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. "that's it. Suck as much as you want. I love getting my nipples sucked. Sometimes it makes me so horny when I nurse that I almost cum as I'm feeding her." She said quietly as I devoured her tit with my lips and tongue.
Finally she pulled her tit from my mouth and moved back down to kiss me gently. After several seconds she lifted her body up and squeezed her other breast, creating a rain of milk on my body that she moved down to clean with her tongue. She continued to rain and lick milk until she reached my shriveled dick. I watched as she squeezed a spray of milk onto my dick and then sucked it into her mouth, licking and slurping the combination of our juices from my member. She played and teased it with her lips, nipples and milk until she had it once more growing.
"Hmmmm Much better. I like it hard." She said as she wrapped her tits around it, slowly stroking it in the tunnel made by her soft tits. She did this for several minutes before she lowered her mouth onto it once again, working up and down the shaft. To my surprise I felt her push her head down so that the head slipped into her tight throat, making me groan in pleasure.
"You like that too?" she asked after pulling her head back up once again. She smiled at my nodding head and then went down my shaft once again, humming to vibrate my shaft as she did. Once again I groaned loudly at the extreme pleasure she was inducing.
She pulled her head from my dick and crawled up my body, dragging her nipples along my body, leaving a little trail of wetness. She stopped when her pussy was at the right spot and aimed my dick into her tunnel as she pushed back down, driving herself over my once again engorged dick.
"You like what I've done?" She cooed as she wiggled her ass around, working my hard dick inside her.
"Very much." I replied with a smile.
"Is there anything else you want to do to me?" she asked quietly.
"I don't know...what'd you have in mind?"
"Something I've never tried." She said with a grin.
She rocked forward until just the head of my dick was still in her pussy, and kissed me gently on the lips. As she kissed if felt her grab my dick between her legs and pull the rest of the way off. Slowly she eased back, rubbing my slickened dick around her ass until she had it pressed against her tiny rose bud. She held her breath as she pressed back against my rock hard dick, forcing my head to slowly expand her pink bud, her lips never leaving mine.
I had never had anal sex before, so I wasn't at all sure what to expect, but the sensation was more than I had imagined. Her tight sphincter ran down the length of my dick as she slowly pressed down onto me, finally breaking the kiss only when she couldn't reach my lips any longer.
"Oh god that is so fucking tight." She moaned. "Play with my tits...please." She begged as she slowly rode up and down my dick.
"Ohhh." I moaned as she worked up and down me. I slipped a hand between her legs and slipped a finger into her pussy, pumping it in and out of her hot box and across her clit while she slowly stroked up and down my dick.
"OH GOD!" she screamed in surprise as she came. Her body shook and trembled as her orgasm took hold, her tits once again squirting little streams of milk out on me. Her body shook for at least a full minute before she lowered herself down and collapsed on me, my hard dick still deep inside her. "My god that was intense." She panted. "How did you know to do that?"
"Just a lucky guess." I answered as I held her and stroked her back gently. We lay like that for some time before she lifted herself from me and pulled off my still partly hard dick.
"You need a shower mister!" she said with a grin. "and so do I."
She reached down and helped me up, leading me down the hall to the shower. I set the water to a comfortable level and we stepped under the spray, her arms going around me and pulling me against her. "Thank you." She said quietly.
"For what?"
"Making me feel desirable again."
"Emily, anyone that looks at you and doesn't find you desirable is either dead or an idiot."
"Then I guess I'm marrying an idiot, because all he wants to do any more is screw me from behind. He won't suck my tits or let me rid on him or anything really fun. He just gets off and then leaves me hanging."
"I'm sorry." I said quietly.
She pulled away and reached for the fluffy sponge I use. Squeezing some body soap on it she handed me the fluffy. "would you like to wash me?"



"I'd love to." I replied taking the soapy sponge from her and gently soaping up her body. When her front was all soapy she pulled herself to me, pulling my semi-hard dick up so it was between us, allowing me to soap her back while she wiggled her slick body against mine. I had to admit it was a very erotic feeling, her firm tits and hard nipples sliding around on me, my growing dick slowly working up between her firm tits. She began to ride up and down my body, sliding her soapy tits down around my dick while she stroked and squeezed my ass.
"Would you like to cum again?" she asked sweetly.
"If you keep doing that I defiantly will." I grunted as she pressed her tits around me again.
"Oh.. In that case." She said pulling away from me. She reached for the bottle of soap and squirted a considerable amount around her tits before moving back to me. She squatted down and squeezed her tits around my dick.
"If you found me naked in the woods, what would you do to me?" she asked as she stroked up and down my shaft.
"Hmmm... Naked in the woods? Standing or laying down?"
"Standing up taking off my clothes."
"I walk over to you and kneel in front of you and suck your luscious tits while I stroke your pussy. When I had you really good and wet I would move farther down and lick your pussy and taste your sweet juices."
"Hmmm that sounds nice... what else?"
"I'd slip a finger into you and make you cum so hard you'd think there was an earth quake."
"Oooooo I like that. But by then you'd be awful horny too, wouldn't you?"
"Very. I'd strip my clothes off and back you up against a tree and push my hard dick into you and screw you until you came again."
"Oh god... I'm so damn horny again." She said as she released my dick. "Show me how you'd fuck me in the woods!"
"Easy." I said as I pushed her against the wall of the shower. I lifted one of her legs and stepped between them. Crouching down I aimed my soapy dick for her pussy and slid easily into her. "Ohhhh like this." I groaned as I started to pump up into her.
"Oh god yes... I want you to fuck me in the woods. I want you to take me out in the sun and make me scream into the trees when I cum." She panted.
My mind told me exactly what I needed to do. I pulled from her pussy and shut the shower off. I easily lifted her up, stepping out of the shower.
"Where are we going?"
"To the back yard!" I said as I walked quickly down the hall. I had to set her down to open the back door, and then I pulled her out onto the deck. I lifted her up and set her ass on the railing, pushing her legs apart. It only took me a second to aim my hard dick at her and slide back in, our soapy bodies cooling in the light breeze.
"Oh yes!" she said loudly as I stared pumping in and out of her pussy, her legs held high and my thighs slapping her firm ass. "That's it! Fuck me! Make me cum on your fat dick!" she cried loudly as she wrapped her hands around my neck for support.
"Oh yeah!" I grunted as my dick grew fatter with each passing minute. I had cum enough times that I should have been a long time getting off, but the newness of having her, the setting and her dirty talk were having a significant effect. It helped that I was able to move my hands to her soap slickened tits and squeeze and play with them.
"That's it! Fuck my pussy! God yes! I love feeling your fat dick fuck me!" she squealed as I drove her closer to climax, each stroke of my dick slamming into her clit.
"OH god!" I groaned as my body jerked, spurting a shot of hot cum into her. I tried to keep stroking, spurting a shot of cum into her with each stroke.
"YES!" she squealed as her body shook, her climax finally washing over her. "AHHHHHH" she shouted into the trees of the yard as my body continued to jerk and shudder.
Finally wasted, I pulled her close with one arm, gently playing with one of her tits with my other.
"You just can't get enough of them can you?" she giggled.
"Not really." I admitted.
"We'll just have to find a way for you to get more sometime. But for now we need to get the soap off before it dries."
"Ok." I answered as I pulled my shriveling dick from her. "I don't think there's another left in him anyway."
"Maybe not, but the three you gave me were well worth it." She said as I lifted her off the railing. She led me back to the shower where we turned on the water and stepped in, rinsing each other off and gently caressing each part of each other's bodies. "If you found me naked in the woods would you really do all those things?"
"In a hot second."
"Good." She answered simply. "But for now I think I need to go."
"Ok." I said with some disappointment. "I really hope I do get another look or two."
"Oh don't worry." She said as she turned the water off. "I'll make sure you do."
We dried each other off and then walked to the family room where I watched her dress. She gave me a soft wet kiss before disappearing out the door without another word.
I quickly sat down and spent the next several hours writing a new story. This one was so much better than the fantasy I had thought up with her mother.



        House Sitting

        Watching a friend's house leads to watching much more.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/house-sitting-5

Title: House Sitting

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Watching a friend's house leads to watching much more.

Tags: voyeur, watching, pool, friend's wife




It was hot, and I mean toasting! The weather channel was calling for a low of only seventy eight overnight with the humidity nearly the same. It was a horrible, awful, shitty time for the air conditioning to crap out. Normally I would fix just about anything myself, but in this case there wasn't much I could do with a toasted compressor.
After a long talk with a good contractor, I elected to update the system to a new heat pump instead of the old electric furnace. Unfortunately that meant that the air handler portion in the attic had to be replaced as well as the outside unit, and I can't really blame the contractor for this, he would only work in that space between five and ten in the morning.
Bottom line? I had been out of AC for three days, and he estimated almost a week yet until the new unit would be here and installed. Part of me wished that my wife was home, instead of off at military training for the next three weeks. She could at least suffer with me.
I had told one of the faculty I teach with at the university how crappy it was without the AC and how lucky he was to be heading off on a cruise with his wife to Alaska the next day. Much to my surprise he invited me to stay at his house while he was gone. "Enjoy the pool and the Jacuzzi!" He said with a slap on my back. "My wife and I certainly aren't going to need it."
"I really can't put you out like that." I said in a feeble protest.
"Come on. You've been over so much you know your way around. I'm sure Jan would insist as well!" He said with a grin.
"Ok. As long as I can find a way to pay you back."
"Tell you what, you were going to check the house and take in the mail and such anyway, why don't you go ahead and mow the lawn for me while we're gone and we'll call it even." He said.
"Ok. If you insist."
We're leaving in late tonight anyway. Why don't you pack your bag and come by for dinner. We can relax a bit after dinner."
"Ok. I'll see you around six then."
"Great!" Dean said with a smile. "I'll let Jan know."
I walked out of Dean's office feeling like I might actually survive the next few days.
It was just past six when I pulled into the drive of their house. Two large incomes make a big difference. Where I have a seventeen hundred square foot ranch home secluded back in the woods, Dean and Jan have a three thousand plus square foot two story home on a large wooded lot in an extremely upscale neighborhood. Their house is tucked back in the wooded lot so that you can only really see one neighbor, with trees on the other three sides, and a six foot privacy fence on the only open side. My wife and I had been coming over and playing cards and hanging out for a couple years now, and I had to admit to being a bit jealous of the space, and the built in Jacuzzi, and the huge pool. But then when your wife makes nearly six figures and you make three quarters of that with no kids to chew it up...
I walked up to the front door and knocked, and Jan came to open it, looking as stunning as always in a pair of micro shorts and a crop top. Jan was maybe five seven or eight, with a slender build and a very pale complexion to go with her auburn hair. I'd seen her in very skimpy bikini's on many occasions, and her freckles extended well down her chest. I'd often wondered just how much of her easily C cup tits had freckles. Every part I had seen surely had. "Hey Mike!" she said coming out and giving me one of her huge full body hugs that she only gave me when my wife wasn't around.
"Hey Jan." I replied, returning the hug with one arm while my other held onto my duffel bag, and hoped that she didn't feel the hardon growing in my pants.
"Dean told me about your air. I'm glad he was able to talk you into staying here till it's fixed. Would have been more fun if we were home though." She said with a chuckle as she pulled away, running a finger down the front of my already bulging pants. "Looks like my little hug got your motor running."
"Um... Yeah. Just like it always does." I said with a bit of a blush.
"You are so cute when you blush like that." She said with a giggle. "Come on in. Dean is almost done grilling."
"Thanks." I answered as she led me into the house.
"So... You're going to stay for a few days till they get your new stuff put in?" She asked as she went to work setting the table.
"Yeah. They said a few days to a week, depending on the weather."
"Well, you'll have plenty of room. Nancy is gone the whole time isn't she?"
"Yeah. She's still in Virginia for another two weeks."
"Oh. Well, you can use the guest room if you want, but you'll probably be a lot more comfortable in the master bedroom. It has TV and everything."
"You sure you want me sleeping in your bed?"
"Ohhhh I'd love to get you sleeping in my bed, but you just won't say yes!" she said with a sly grin. I was never quite sure if she was kidding or serious when she made comments like that, and she only made them when my wife wasn't in earshot, making me wonder all the more.
"I think the guest room will be fine."
"Oh no. I insist. Please use my bed. It's really a lot more comfy." She said as she put the last of the silverware on the table.
"I don't suppose it's going to do any good to argue."
"If you do I'll just lock the guest room door so you have to use my bed. Come on, give a girl a thrill!" she said with one of her common school girl giggles.
"Ok. If you really insist!" I said.
"Good. Now that that's settled, why don't you take Dean a fresh beer!" she said handing me a pair of cold bottles of beer.
"You know I don't drink." I said holding one back out for her.
"are you going to be a spoil sport? Drink it! I know you have one on special occasions, just call this a special occasion."
"Yes Jan." I said in submission. One thing I had learned in my years with them, there was simply no arguing with Jan when she had her mind made up.
"Hey Dean!" I said as I walked out the patio door to the back patio. It was a pretty sweet layout. The upstairs master bedroom had a set of French doors all along the one wall that opened out onto a deck, which served as a roof over a portion of the patio. The covered portion had lights and ceiling type fans, as well as a number of comfortable chairs and such, and oh yes, the in ground Jacuzzi. Once you stepped out from under the covering, you were in the large back yard. There as a winding coypond/stream with a little water fall on one end, and a build in pool that was almost as big as my three car garage, with a diving board on one end. All around the pool was a fieldstone patio almost six feet wide before it got out into the grass that was as thick as any gulf green. I walked out to the grill on one side of the patio where Dean was busy.
"Here. Jan sent one of these out for you."
"Made you take one too huh?" he asked with a smile.
"Pretty much." I said taking a sip.
"You know her... No point in arguing."
"Yep." I said as he turned the steaks one more time.
"Well, all you need to do is make yourself at home. The only people that should be around at all is the pool girl. She should be here every couple days in the morning. Usually gone after an hour or so.
"Pool girl?" I asked, raising my eyebrows.
"Yeah. Not that I don't trust Jan, but hell, can you imagine her with a pool boy around here? I mean he's never get the damn pool clean!" he said with a laugh.
"And she can trust you with a pool girl?" I teased back.
"Well, so far it hasn't been a problem." He answered with a grin.
"I don't know about you." I said as he took the steaks off the grill and put them on a plate. "I mean next thing you're going to tell me is to go have some fun with the pool girl while you're gone. Hell Jan has all but forced me to sleep in your guys bed."
"Not a bad idea. She's a good looking gal. Just make sure to wash the sheets if you get them messy." He joked back.
"Yeah right." I answered as I followed him into the house.
Dinner was excellent, baked beans, steaks, salad and once my beer was gone, lemonade. After dinner they scurried about getting their final packing done while I relaxed out on the patio, enjoying the gentle, but still warm breeze.
After dinner I sat outside and let Jan and Dean finish their packing. It was warm, but there was a gentle breeze that made it comfortable as the sun sunk behind the trees.
"So how would you like to go for a quick swim?" Jan asked as she came out of the house behind me.
"I'm afraid I didn't pack a suit!" I said as she walked up behind me, slowly walking past me. "damn" I mumbled as I saw her in the fading light. She was wearing a suit that was almost non-existent. The suit consisted of a small patch of blue cloth between her legs that may have covered her pussy lips, but none of her cleanly shaven mound, and was held in place by two strings that ran up her front across her perky tits. Her nipples seemed to be covered with two wide spots in the strings. Any questions I had about how far her freckles went, were gone.
"I'll take that as a compliment, but you know, we're all adults here, we really don't need any suits if we don't want them." She said playing with the string going over her right shoulder, allowing her right nipple, pink and extremely hard, to pop out around the side. "oops." She said with a grin as she moved the material over her nipple again.
"Well, you don't hardly have one on to start with. I don't think I've seen that one before." I said, stalling, as my dick grew bigger and I became much more uncomfortable.
"So what do you say?" she asked as she stepped toward me and pulled my hands to stand me up. "Going to come take a dip in me I mean with me?" she whispered.
"And you don't think Dean is going to mind?" I asked nervously.
"Trust me. He's watching and he doesn't mind as long as he's allowed to watch." She said pushing my shirt up, sensing correctly that her body was winning the argument for her.
"Well, it is a bit warm." I answered as she unfastened my shorts and let them slide to the ground.
"I can tell." She said as she knelt down in front of me, pulling my underwear down as she went, my hard dick springing out and nearly slapping her in the face. "Very hot." She whispered as she engulfed my hard dick with her mouth while she untied my boots.
She helped me remove my shoes and socks and the remains of my shorts and underwear before she stood up. She took my hands and placed them on her shoulders. "your turn." She whispered as she removed her hands from mine.
Against my better judgment, I slipped the little strings off her shoulders, allowing the almost nothing suit to slide to the ground while she grasped my rigid member and stroked it.
"I hope this doesn't mess up our friendship." I said quietly as she pulled me along by my dick out to the pool.
"Oh trust me. I've been wanting to do this for two years. I just had to wait for a chance to do it."
"Why, have you wanted to I mean."
"Oh trust me. Ever since I saw you wet in your swim suit that first time I've wanted to feel your dick inside me." She said as she pulled me back to the pool. She walked down the steps, still using my dick as a handle. She stopped when she was waist deep in the water and I was still standing on the stairs. She turned to face me and leaned forward, her face now at my dick level. "yum" she said just before I watched my hard dick disappear into her mouth. She continued to push down my shaft until her creamy nose reached my pubic hair and then pulled back. "Oh god that's big." She panted as she knelt down in front of me, squeezing her tits against my legs. I watched as she once again pressed her face down my shaft, making me groan in pleasure.
"Much better." She said as she licked and slurped my dick. "You taste damn good. Would you like to taste me?"
"Hell yes." I said, much more turned on than I could remember in a long time.
She stood up and stepped back to the edge of the pool and leaned back, lifting her cute ass up on the edge. "How's this?" she asked as she leaned back and spread her legs high in the air.
"Oh god... perfect." I muttered as I moved in between her legs and knelt down. I gently licked up between her sopping wet pussy, her tangy wetness quickly replacing the taste of pool water.
"Oh you do that so well. Remind me when we have lots of time to let you lick me all the way off!" she said panting slightly while I licked up her slit and across her clit time after time.
"You don't want me to?" I asked as I pulled my pussy juice covered face from between her legs.
"Oh no. Right now I want that dick in me." She said as she sat back up. She dropped into the water and then climbed the stairs, pulling me by the hand. She pulled me back to one of the lounge chairs by the pool and lay down on her back, lifting and spreading her legs. "Now how about stuffing that fat dick into my hot cunt!" she said huskily.
"You really want it?" I asked as I straddled the chair and moved my dick closer to her wet pussy.
"Oh yes. Please! Stuff me full!" she begged.
I rubbed the head of my dick around her pussy and then gently pushed into her, allowing her tight little hole to expand around me.
"Oh fuck yes. Even better than I imagined!" she groaned as I sunk into her.
I pulled out slowly and then started back in, easy and slow, enjoying how tight her pussy was around my dick.
"Oh don't tease me! Fuck me hard. I want to feel your dick pumping into me and your balls slapping my bare ass!" In response I slid in hard, making her whole body shake slightly. "Oh yes... Like that!" she practically begged as I stared to bang into her with abandon.
"Oh god. I'm going to cum!" I grunted.
"Good! Give it to me! I want to feel your cum pumping into my hot cunt. Fill my wet tunnel with your cum!" she coaxed as she moved one hand to her clit and began stroking it feverishly.
My body jerked hard, driving my dick hard into her pussy as the first gush of my cum shot deep into her pussy. "OH YES!" she screamed as her body shook, her orgasm triggered by both her flying fingers and my squirting dick. Again and again my body jerked as I pumped shot after shot of hot cum into her, finally reducing to a gentle twitch as she too came down from her climax. She lowered her legs and pulled my ass with her heels, trying to keep my dick in her as long as possible. "OH god that was fantastic. Remind me some time to let you squirt that hot cum all over my body. Would you like that? To see your dick spurting cum all over my freckled titties?"
"Oh god. Are you trying to get me turned on again?" I asked as I tried to catch my breath.
"Ohhhh that is a fun idea. But Dean said I had time for only one."
"Speaking of Dean, are you sure he isn't going to mind me screwing you?" I asked looking around.
"Nope. I'm sure he enjoyed it as much as I did." She replied.
I had no idea of where he was watching from, but I was getting uncomfortable with the thought and withdrew my shrinking rod from her pussy, uncorking a small flood.
"Ohhhh." She said putting her hand over her leaking pussy as if trying to hold it in. "You just relax. I have to go dress for the trip." She got up and practically ran into the house, leaving me to drop into the chair and try to figure out what had just happened.
I had been sitting there for a few minutes and then decided to go ahead and swim a few minutes, if nothing else to clean the smell of sex off of me. I was stroking slowly down the length of the pool when I heard Jan screaming in pleasure. I heard the constant Yes yes yes and I'm cuming! Screaming from her second floor bedroom. I guess that Dean was getting what he wanted as well. It was very confusing.
About fifteen minutes later they came down refreshed and dressed, both of them joining me on the patio, not in the least surprises that I was still naked and not making any attempt to get me to put anything on. These two had some kind of odd relationship.
"So you're going to have a good cruise. We did that one a couple years ago and loved it." I said to Jan
"Oh it sounds so nice. Not as nice as riding your dick, but it should still be fun." She said with a wink. "I know we haven't left yet, but I'm already thinking about being home and getting you to squirt all over me...yummy." She said rubbing her tit through her blouse.
"I really don't understand you two." I said.
"Not much to understand." Dean said. "I watch and then I take a turn."
"And it doesn't bother you to watch someone else screwing your wife?"
"It bothers some guys, but me, it just turns me on more."
"Whatever turns you on." I said with a shrug.
"Trust me. You can do anything you want to my wife, as long as I get to watch it. And if I can't be here, she can record it for me!"
Now there was a bothersome thought. Being recorded, having a record of my infidelity. "I'm not sure I'd like that one getting back to my wife."
"Oh trust me. It never would." Jan said as a car horn sounded. "oops. Sounds like the limo is here. You have fun while we're gone." Jan said getting up and walking over to kiss me. Her kiss went on for several long seconds, her tongue pressing into my mouth and her hand stroking my dick back to full hardness. "Ohh it's always good to get home from a trip, but I'm really looking forward to it this time!" She whispered after she broke the kiss.
"Take care of the place and try not to do anything I wouldn't do!" Dean called as he headed into the house.
I lounged in on the deck and in the hot tub for a while longer before deciding to call it a night. It had been a very eventful day. I closed up the doors after picking up my clothes and headed upstairs. I walked into the guest room and then thought, what the hell, Jan clearly wanted me to sleep in her bed, so I turned the light back off and headed to the master bedroom.
The room was large to say the least, with a big soft bed against one wall, and a large dresser with a huge flat screen TV directly across from it. I guess they like to watch TV in bed. One side of the bed was the wall of glass, which was a series of French doors that opened onto the upper deck, with the opposing wall being mostly mirrored. On either side of the mirrors, were the doors to the master bathroom and a large walk-in closet. I walked into the bathroom and was shocked. It was nearly the size of one of the bedrooms in my house. It had a large tub, almost big enough for three or more people at the same time, and a large tile shower stall that you could easily squeeze half a dozen people into. The odd thing about the shower, was that like the windows to the deck, there were no curtains.
Out of curiosity I dug around in their drawers, quickly finding Jan's underwear drawer. There was a wide array of sexy items, several of which I would practically kill to see her in. After rifling the drawers I looked into the closet. Dean had the usual stuff hanging, but more than three quarters of the closet was Jan's. She had a wide array of items from silk robes to very sensual and sexy dresses. As I worked deeper into the nearly ten foot long closet, I found a number of other items, including a cute little schoolgirl outfit and a chamber maid outfit that was enough to get my dick hard just thinking about how she would look it.
I turned off the light and closed the door, heading for the bed. It wasn't hard to figure out which side was Jan's, it was the side of the bed with a vibrator sitting on the night table. I opened the drawer and found a collection of different toys and lotions. They clearly enjoyed their toys. I climbed onto the bed and turned on the TV, expecting to find a financial channel or such turned on. To my surprise I found a scene of a dark skinned Latin woman with a nicely large pair of tits, leaning back on the bed slowly stroking a large artificial dick in and out of her wet pussy. She seemed to be staring straight at me as if I were in the same room watching her. The quality was damn good, but it had the appearance of a web cam, only with a much higher frame rate that normal web cameras, and instead of a tiny three inch image, this one filled most of the plasma screen. Given my already hard dick and watching her stroking that dong in and out of her wet pussy I was soon stroking my dick in time with her.



"Ohhh I wish I could see that pussy better!" I said out loud as I reached over to the night table and got a quick squirt of lotion from the bottle sitting by the vibrator. When I turned back she was moving toward the screen, soon sitting on the end of the bed her legs high in the air and her pussy much more visible. As I stroked and she stroked I got more and more turned on. I got a wild hair and picked up the vibrator, and sniffed it, smelling very fresh pussy on it.
"Oh yes!" I groaned as I stroked my dick in time with her moaning and plunging. "God I wish that was my dick stuffed inside you!" I said to the TV.
"Oh yes... Tell me how bad you want to fuck me!" the lady on TV moaned as if on cue. "Tell me how bad you want me to play with my tits!"
"OH yeah. Squeeze them!" I said as she moved her hand to her tit, leaning back against the pillows behind her back a bit farther. "Oh god. I'd love to squirt all over those hot tits and fuck that wet pussy!" I said just before she started shaking.
"OH YES!" she breathed lowly as her body trembled.
"FUCK!" I groaned as my dick erupted, spurting cum into the air and landing on my body. I lay back panting as the lady on the TV did the same. I had no idea where he got this site from, but it was really hot.
I tuned off the TV and headed into the bathroom for a quick shower, washing off my cum and the lotion before flopping into bed and turning off the lights for the night.
****
I was awakened early. The sun shining into the curtainless windows at that early hour eliminated the need for any alarm clock. I got up and walked to the windows and opened one of the French doors and walked outside. It was quite pleasant outside and I sat down in one of the lounge chairs on the deck and closed my eyes, not quite ready to get up to go to work yet. I hadn't been sitting too long when I heard some noise and opened my eyes. There as a young lady walking around the pool, fairly slim, although not overly tall, wearing a t-shirt and cut off shorts. She quickly made her way to the fence between the yards and pulled the skimmer net from the hooks and walked back to the pool. I assumed this was the pool girl. She was quite cute, maybe in her mid twenties, with short brown hair. She started to skim the pool, and kept looking around, as if inspecting or checking for something. I was almost surprised as she put the net down and then skimmed off her shirt and shorts, tossing them onto a chair, leaving her completely naked. I guessed the thought she was alone and no one could see her, which would be accurate if I hadn't been staying there. The only other place that might be able to see was the neighbors house to the left, which had a similar second story balcony that might see into the pool area, like I could see partly into theirs from my seat.
I watched her work around the pool her full tits wiggling and swinging tantalizingly as she worked. My dick grew more from the sight of her than from my normal morning woody, and I gently stroked it as she worked. After skimming it she walked out of sight, only to come back a few moments later and crouch down next to the edge of the pool. As she squatted to reach the water, her legs spread wide, giving me a great view of her pussy and trimmed bush. She stayed in that position while I stroked my dick and she read the little test strips she dunked into the vials she had drawn. God she was hot, I thought to myself as she looked around the yard again.
Without warning she sat down and lowered herself into the pool taking a few quick strokes until she was floating in the middle of the pool. She floated there, using one hand to keep herself afloat and the other to stroke up and down her naked body. I really wanted to stand up and see better, but I knew that would ruin the show.
I watched as she stopped stroking her body and swam to the side, sliding up and out of the water gracefully. She lay back, her legs dangling in the water and began to stroke her pussy. From where I was I could see her fingers disappearing into her pussy, and wished I could use the telescope standing on the deck to zoom in on those fingers. I stroked my dick as she pushed her fingers in and out of her pussy with one hand, and squeezed and pulled her tits with the other.
"UHhh" I grunted quietly as my dick spurted into the air, my cum landing on my stomach as she squeaked and shook in her own climax. I sat breathing heavily as we both came down from out mutual but separate climaxes. She got up and pulled her t-shirt and shorts on and then disappeared, never realizing that she had been watched and enjoyed.
I got up and took another shower before heading to the kitchen to see what I could find for breakfast. Some toast and milk was easy and quick, and provided what I needed before I headed to work for the day.
****
I came to my temporary home late in the afternoon and decided to take a swim. Unlike the pool girl, I knew who was in the house, and after thinking of her, I stripped off my clothes and dove into the pool complete naked.
I was quite enjoying being naked, floating in the water with my hardened dick sticking up like a periscope when I was shocked into reality by a female voice.
"Hello!" I heard a sweet voice say.
I quickly dropped below water and treaded water looking for the voice, finally locating a nice looking woman, about thirty or so, standing in a tiger striped bikini on the edge of the pool. She was well built, a nice set of maybe D size tits and slim hips, her long blond hair in a pony tail that looked like it went well down her back.
"Um.. Hello!" I replied as I treaded water, wondering how I was going to get out of the pool and to my clothes without showing her everything.
"Hi' I'm Amy, Jan's neighbor to the back. Our pool is out of service for a while and Jan invited me to use theirs any time I wanted."
"Oh, um sure." I said, still trying to figure out how to extricate myself.
"And you are?"
"Oh sorry... I'm Mike. I'm staying here for a few days while they're gone."
"Oh yeah... She told me a hot guy might be staying for a few days. Good to meet you." She said as she walked around the pool to the diving board. Before I could really say anything more, she walked out on the board and gracefully dove off, gliding under the water and coming up a few feet from me. "Ohhhhh the water is perfect today!" she said with a grin.
"Yes, it is. But...um... I think I should warn you... I mean."
"Let me guess, you didn't think anyone would be around and you don't have a suit on?" She finished with a grin and a twinkle in her eye.
"well, yeah." I admitted sheepishly.
"Oh. That's no problem!" she said before she took a few strong swimming strokes to the shallow end of the pool. She stepped up on the stairs until she was standing with the water about thigh level and turned to face me. "I prefer no suit anyway!" she said a she reached behind her and popped the clasp of her top and quickly pulled it off, letting her large tits swing free. Her hands quickly went to her bottoms and she pushed them down and stepped out of them, tossing them aside on the side of the pool. Her body was firm and well toned without a single tan line on it. Her blond bush was trimmed into a small triangle pointing down to her pussy lips, which she quickly reached between her legs and stroked once before diving back into the water. She glided under the water and came up next to me, her well tanned tits and now hard nipples easily visible in the clear water. "That is so much better." She said with a grin. "When I saw you in here I was hoping you wouldn't mind if I took my suit off."
"No, I don't mind at all." I said, trying not to stare at her tits as she floated up, the two mounds making little islands only inches from me.
"That's good. I love to be naked, only problem is it makes me really horny."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Looked like it did you too. I saw your dick sticking up like a flagpole."
"Um... how long were you there?"
"Long enough to make sure I didn't startle you too badly, and long enough to think that it would be fun to get fucked by that dick."
"What about your husband?" I asked, seeing the ring on her finger.
"Oh he won't mind. He's out of town for a few days." She said with a grin. "Now. I love to swim, but I really love to fuck!" she said dropping from her floating position to tread water directly in front of me. She took a big breath and sunk under water.
I had no idea what she was up to until I felt a warm mouth replace the feeling of water around my dick. I felt her head bob several times up and down my dick before she released it and popped up to the surface again.
"Oh yeah. Great dick." She said taking a few big breaths before disappearing again.
I couldn't help but groan as my dick grew bigger with her attentions and the situation. Three times she went under and sucked my dick.
"Ok... now that I got it all primed, how about a good fuck now?"
"You are direct aren't you?" I asked.
"Hell, at our age you have to be if you want any fun." She said with a grin. "Come on!" she said as she stroked over to the stairs.
She climbed the stairs and stood bent over with the water just below pussy level and just lapping at her nipples as I swam over behind her.
I rolled onto my back and lifted my face between her bent legs, licking her spread pussy several times before I pulled myself up under her farther. She lifted her chest a bit and then lowered her hanging tits to my face, allowing me to suck each nipple in turn, rolling and tugging them with my mouth.
"Ohhh I like that too." She said quietly as I worked her large tits. "But I know a much more comfortable way to do this!"
"Ok. Lead on!" I said, releasing her nipple from my mouth.
She climbed from the water and waited for me to join her. She led me to one of the chairs on the patio and flipped the back so it was all the way down. She helped me lay down with my legs hanging off the end and then stood over me, lowering her tits to my face as she straddled the chair. "Oh yes. Much better!" She cooed as she reached between her legs and began to rub my dick around her wet lips. "Ohhhhhhh" she moaned as she pushed her wet pussy down my shaft, her hot tunnel enveloping me with its silky wetness. "This is perfect." She moaned as she began to stroke her pussy up and down my shaft while I sucked and squeezed her tits.
"Oh yes. That's it. Suck them." She said as she rode up and down my dick, my hips humping up to meet her strokes. "I can feel you growing fatter. Cum in my hot pussy... Make me explode with you!" she groaned as she rode me. I reached down with one hand and found her exposed clit, rubbing it with the back of my fingers as she stroked up and down my shaft. "OH YES!" she squeaked as she rode both my dick and fingers, my mouth sucking one nipple and my other hand squeezing the other.
"UHHHH YES.... OH YES Now CUM NOW!" she pleaded breathlessly as she rode me, her body beginning to tremble. Her urging and coaxing combined with her pussy practically vibrating around my dick pushed me over the brink and my body jerked, pumping a huge shot of cum into her pussy.
"YES!" she hissed as her whole body shook, her pussy slamming down and grinding against my fingers and dick while my body jerked and spurted more cum into her.
After what felt like an hour, she moved her knees onto the chair, keeping me buried in her pussy, and lifting her chest so her nipples were just out of reach of my face. "Damn you are good. I wouldn't mind fucking your brains out all night!" she growled as she dipped her chest to tease my lips with her nipples, pulling them away teasingly each time I tried to lick or suck one.
"I'm not sure if that's a good idea."
"Why not? Jan isn't home, you have the place to yourself."
"I'm not sure it's a good idea, I mean it's not my house."
"Trust me, Jan would get a kick out of knowing that you got laid in her bed."
"How did you know I was sleeping in her bed."
"Oh I got my ways... now how about we go get a shower and then I'll cook you some good food, and if you get horny, since we'll be naked, you can just stick your dick in me any time you want. The more you tease me and the more I tease you, the bigger the next one will be!"
"What do I have to lose?" I asked.
"good!" she said climbing off me and unleashing a flood of cum from her pussy. "Oh what nice load! God I love getting filled with cum!" she said with a grin as she held out a hand to help me up.
I let her lead, and she took me into the house and up the stairs as if she exactly where she were going. "Been up here before?" I asked her.
"Oh yeah. I've been up here with Jan quite a few times." She said as she led me to the shower stall.
"I take it as more than neighbors?" I asked, wondering aloud if Jan and she went both ways.
"Of course silly!" she said as she adjusted the water and pulled me into the warm spray. "I told you we were best friends. Does that bother you?"
Surprisingly it didn't. "No." I said simply.
"Good." She said as she pulled my face to hers, kissing me deeply, her tongue sticking deep inside my mouth, searching out my tongue. Without breaking the kiss she found the liquid soap and squirted some over both our bodies. I felt her hands rubbing the slick liquid around on me, and I quickly reciprocated, quickly getting both of us lathered up. She wiggled her body around against mine, grinding her tits into my body and rubbing her soapy thighs against my quickly growing dick. "ohhhh nice." She murmured as she slid a hand down between us. "I'm glad to see you're easy to get turned back on!"
"I take it you're already turned back on?"
"Oh sweety! I'm never not turned on. You can take me as many ways and times as you want and I won't tell you to stop!" she said as he pulled my hand down to between her legs. "I just love to get off and the more times you can make that happen, the happier I am!"
"Oh?" I asked as I slipped a finger along her set slit while she stepped her legs apart.
"Oh yeah. Tongues, fingers, dicks, toys... anything you feel like trying!" she said, her voice going up several octaves as I slipped a finger into her wet pussy. "Oh yeah... do it, make me cum again!" she panted as I stroked my finger in and out of her pussy, rubbing the palm of my hand on her mound and exposed clit. "Oh god! Oh god oh god!" she squeaked as her body trembled in my arms. She pulled herself tight to me and ground her tits into my chest. "OHHHHHH YES!" she squealed as her body jerked several times convulsively. "Ohhhhhhh" she groaned as the tenseness drained from her body, replaced with a satisfied wiggle against mine.
"You sure did come quickly." I said somewhat surprises.
"That's because you did a good job." She said grinning, pulling us under the water to rinse. She undid the tie in her hair and let the water rinse the chlorine from it, flowing down to the middle of her back."Now how about some dinner?" she asked after her hair was well rinsed.
"Sure what did you have in mind?"
"I don't know, let's see what they left you to eat." She said turning the water off. "Do you want to dry off or just run around the house naked and wet?"
"We should probably dry off, but I get the feeling you've run around naked and wet before." I said as she pulled me out of the shower toward the door.
"Uh huh... lot's more fun to be wet." She giggled as she pulled me down the stairs and into the kitchen. "So let's see what we have to eat!" she said as she moved around the kitchen taking every opportunity to bend over and push her bare pussy out at me. "Do you like pasta?"
"Sure, whatever you'd like to make." I answered simply.
"Ohhhh I know what to make then." She said with a grin.
I sat for a while in a stool at the kitchen counter, watching her work. She had browned some chicken breast and had it heating in a white sauce while she had fetuchini cooking, and was busy tearing lettuce for a salad. I had to admit that watching her tits sway and wiggle as she moved had kept my dick hard, along with her periodic trips by to give it a quick suck. I decided it was time for me to get into the act, and I got out of my stool while she was bent over in the refrigerator looking for something. I stepped behind her and put my hands on her hips so I didn't startle her and pressed my rigid cock against her exposed pussy.
"You want a piece of sausage with dinner?" I asked her as I pressed into her wet tunnel.
"Ohhh I can always handle that piece." She said wiggling her ass around as I slid in. When I had hit all the way in I drew slowly out, allowing my head to pop clear of her pussy.
"Well, maybe you can have more later." I said stepping back.
"Ohhhhh yes. Tease me! I love it!" she giggled as she moved back to the counter..
"Well, maybe I should then." I said stepping behind her and wrapping my arms around her and hefting her big tits, rolling and squeezing her nipples. She pushed against my dick and rocked her firm ass back and forth. "You like that huh?" I asked her quietly.
"Uh huh." She said with a giggle.
I lowered myself down and then stood up again, driving my dick up between her legs and out the front so it was rubbing on her exposed clit.
"Ohhhh that's nice, but you missed."
"Did I?" I asked as I pumped my hips a few times, running the top of my dick along her clit.
She put down the tomato she was getting ready to slice and held onto the counter. "I take that back, you most certainly didn't miss!"
"Good." I said, pulling away from her and leaving her untouched again.
"Ohhhh nuts." She said "that was feeling really good."
"Well, if you're a naughty girl, maybe I'll do it some more."
"Oh I can be naughty!" she said stepping over to where I was sitting down in a chair at the table. She bent over and pushed her tits into my face and bounced them against my face.
I reached up and grabbed both of them, sucking first one nipple and then the other, giving it a gentle nibble before I let them go.
"Ohhhh yes. You are bad!" she said as she moved to the stove to turn off the timer that was beeping. I left her alone while she drained the pasta and made two plates of food, chicken alfredo over fettuccini and green salad. "What kind of dressing do you like?"
"Ranch if you have it."
"got it!" she said as she brought two plates over. "Now about dinner..." she said as she set the plates down and stepped across me. She aimed my hard dick at her pussy and settled on me slowly. "Hmmmmm hot sausage too. Now. You get to feed me and I'll feed you and we'll see who cums first."
"Sounds like fun." I said as I reached for a fork and twisted some pasta on. I held it up for her and she took a bite, chewing with a grin as she draped a piece of pasta across her tits.
"Here you go stud!" she said, pushing her tits toward me. I ate the piece of pasta off her tits, making sure to suck each nipple on the way.
"oh yes. Too bad I can't do that with all of it." She said as she made a fork of food to feed me.
We played like that for nearly half an hour, teasing each other and feeding each other until it was all gone.
"Dish time!" she said as she got up and put everything on the counter. "Wanna play another game?"
"Sure, what's the game?"
"You stand behind me and put your hot dick in my pussy, and we'll see if my wiggling ass gets you off before your hands get me off."
"No contest." I said with a grin as I stepped behind her. She lifted a leg allowing me to slide up into her and then put it down again, trapping me inside her.
"We'll see." She said as she wiggled her ass, moving my dick around inside her.
"Ohhhhh that is nice." I said as I moved one hand to her clit and the other to play with both of her tits while I kissed her neck and ear.
"Oh god. You are really good at this game." She said as she tried to wash the dishes while we teased each other.



"Uh huh!" I said as I pushed my finger deeper between her legs finding her clit.
"Uhhhhh god!" she grunted as I stroked her clit in little circles. She finally gave up doing the dishes and bent over the sink, holding on while I pushed her climax up to the brink, her whole body trembling for several long seconds. "I think I lost, or did I win?" she asked breathlessly.
"I don't know" I said as I stared pumping my hips up into her.
"Oh you really want to fuck? Let's go upstairs!" she said, stepping from the sink and pulling off my glistening dick.
"Why?"
"I want to watch you in the mirror!" she said as she took off at a run toward the stairs. "Catch me if you can!"
I ran up the stairs after her, almost catching her as she climbed onto the bed facing the wall of mirrors. "Ok. Stuff that dick in me and fill me full of your hot cum!"
"With pleasure." I said as I crawled onto the bed and fed my dick into her. I started stroking into her, long and slow, watching both her face and her swinging tits as she watched us.
"Uhhh Harder!" she begged.
"Uh huh!" I replied as I started slapping my hips into her firm ass. "Oh yeah. I love seeing those tits swinging!"
"Ohhhh yeah. Fuck my hot cunt! Cum in me. Fill my pussy with your hot cum!" she half moaned. "I want to feel your dick shooting in me again!"
"Uhhh yeah!" I grunted as I pounded into her, getting closer to her desire with each stroke. I watched her reach between her legs and rub her clit while I pounded into her, drawing me even closer to my climax.
"Ohhhhh yes yes yes yes yes" she mumbled as her body started to shake yet again.
My body jerked hard, spouting a shot of cum deep into her pussy as I grunted loudly.
"OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body jerked in time with mine, each of us lost in the momentary explosion of hormones in our blood streams.
After several very long seconds I grabbed her and rolled her over so we were laying on our sides, my still mostly hard dick buried in her pussy yet.
"ohhhh that was good." She said, turning her head to kiss me. "You can come fuck me any time you want stud."
"Thanks I might remember that later you know."
"I hope so.... I'm serious. You're definitely a keeper! Most thirty five year old guys have no idea how to tease and play. They just want to bang and be done."
"I'm not thirty five." I answered as I continued to catch my breath.
"Oh? I hadn't figured you for older than that."
"Add ten more to that."
"Ohhhhh well then, you really are a keeper."
"Yeah... and by the way, I love eating pussy as much as I love fucking it."
"Ohhh that's nice to know. Ever done a three way?"
"Nope."
"Wanna try some time?"
"Why not. But where are you going to find a third?"
"Honey... I can tell you from what Jan has told me that she'd jump at the chance, and so would Lydia."
"Who's Lydia?"
"The latin woman who you jacked off with last night." She answered. "You don't know?" she asked looking at the confusion on my face.
"Know what?"
"Oh are you in for a surprise." She said as she reached for the TV remote on the night table. She turned the set on and it showed the web cam I had been looking at last, with the latin woman laying on the bed pumping a long purple dildo in and out with abandon. "Go Lyd!" She said loudly.
"Oh yeah!" the latin woman said as she pumped the long dildo in and out of her hole, her legs sticking up in the air. "Too bad he isn't here to suck my tits! I could really use that right now"
"Just think it's his big dick in you, ready to gush his cum into you!"
"Oh fuck yeah!" she said, moving a hand to her tit an squeezing. "AHHHH" she cried loudly as her whole body shook and trembled in orgasm. Finally she lowered her legs, her chest heaving and the purple dong still sticking from her pussy. "God you two were hot! I just had to after watching you guys."
"Glad you enjoyed, but Mike doesn't know." Amy said.
"Ohhh! You're going to show him?"
"Might as well." She said turning her face to look at my shocked face. "You see a number of us in the neighborhood, we have a secure wireless network so we can watch each other." She said quietly as she began to flip the channels. I recognized a number of the rooms as being in this house, the kitchen, bathroom, the guest room where my wife and I have changed into our suits and occasionally played a bit of grab ass. The next channel was the biggest shock. There we were, Amy and I laying on the bed with her waving back at us. "And that's not all." She said flipping through more channels, the jacuzi, the deck, the pool, and then someplace different. Someone else's kitchen, livingroom, bathroom with someone taking a shower. She stopped and said "That's Tina. Really great ass, but her tits are too small for my taste!" Amy said with a giggle. "You see." She said as she went back to flipping through rooms, some with people doing regular things some empty, one with a couple banging away, "all of us put cameras in the rooms. You never know who's watching or when, or even if. It really makes it a lot more fun. We play with each other, and there is never any argument, because it's all recorded. I watched you fucking Jan last night, and then watched you jack off to Lydia last night. I really had fun watching you jack off to the pool girl this morning too."
"Damn." I whispered.
"Uh huh. Are you upset?"
"I'm not sure. I had no idea I was, we were, being watched... I don't know what to think."
"Well, tomorrow's Saturday. How about we invite Lydia over for a swim." She said flipping back through the channels to find the latin lady again. She was in the shower, washing herself, so we just sat and watched, my dick once again growing hard, this time deep inside of Amy. "I take it you like watching?" she asked as she stroked my balls where they were pressed against her pussy.
"I guess I do."
"Well, this way we can watch and we know who might be seeing. It's safe and it's fun." She said as Lydia got out of the shower and walked back into the bedroom, which Amy flipped to follow.
"Hey Lydia!" Amy said loudly. "You still turned on?"
"Hey girl. You know better than to ask that! Even though I know you meant my TV."
"Yeah... I do. Mike wants to know if you want to come over tomorrow for a swim."
"You going to be there too?"
Amy looked up at my face again. I shrugged and nodded.
"Looks like it. Going to give Mike his first three way shower in the morning. Interested in being the third?" Amy asked Lydia.
"Hell yes. Sure you don't want me over tonight?"
"NO.... I want tonight all to myself!" she said with a grin. "I think he still has one more in him!"
"Go girl... just leave enough for tomorrow!" Lydia said with a grin.
"definitely!" Amy said hitting the power button on the remote. "Now you have a hard dick buried inside me, what do you suppose we should do with it?"
"Whatever you want." I answered with a smile. This was going to prove to be an interesting weekend.
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The winter had been way too long, but the long term forecast indicated that this first day of spring would last a while. I broke out my bike after work and headed down to my favorite mountain bike trail. It felt good to ride again, bouncing across the uneven path. I was pretty much out of shape after the long winter, but it would come back quickly enough. For now I would just make all the stops I needed. I stood next to the trail, leaning on my bike taking a long drink from my water bottle. She came by fairly quickly, going the opposite direction. At first all I saw as she came up the rise was a helmet with a mane of blond hair flowing in the wind. She bounced up the trail toward me and past, wearing an outfit not dissimilar to mine, spandex shorts, and shirt. The biggest difference, however was how she filled hers out. She obviously had a sports bra on to reduce the bounce of her breasts outlined by her spandex top. I waved at her as she rode by, just out of friendliness, and then watched her tight ass encased in the spandex headed down the trail. To my surprise she looked back. I'm not a spring chicken but I try to stay in shape. Clearly not in the same league as the beauty heading down the trail, but she did look back. I watched her until she was out of sight and then climbed on and finished my ride. I got home and took a long shower, remembering how she looked as I stroked myself to some level of satisfaction. I couldn't remember the last time I was so taken by someone just riding by.
The next day I could hardly wait for work to get over. I hoped that I would see her again on the trail. I rode to the place where I had seen her the previous day, and waited. It was nearly an hour before she showed, riding over the top of the hill as I stood there. I tried to look like I was just taking a break again, last thing I wanted was for her to think I was waiting for an hour. I watched her ride by, a bit slower this time. She was looking at me as much as I was looking at her as she rode by. She didn't stop, but she smiled at me and gave a small wave as she went past, heading down the trail, looking back several times. I checked my watch when she was gone, almost exactly the same time as the day before. I climbed back on my bike and rode on, noticing that I had grown a significant bulge in my pants as I watched her.
Thursday came and went, a spring rain keeping me from riding. I wondered if she had come by looking for me. In the summer it would have been an inconvenience to have to ride in the rain, but this time of year, that ice cold water would bad news.
Friday was cooler, but I left a few minutes before I needed to, getting to the top of the rise just as she was topping the hill. We waved and smiled at each other as we passed and both of us tried to look back and not crash at the same time. I guessed that she did the same thing I did, rode after she got off of work. That meant that I wouldn't have any idea what time she might ride over the weekend. I tried Saturday and didn't see her, waiting until Monday to go again.
The day at work drug on slowly, finally drawing to a close so I could head out. I could have left earlier, but I had already decided that the only way to see her was to keep to the schedule. I came to the hill top and saw her stopped, still straddling her bike and getting a drink. I pulled up, and stopped next to her, facing the other way. I pulled my water bottle out and took a long drink.
"Hi." I said, thinking to myself that was about as smooth as sandpaper.
"Hi." She said with a smirkey little grin.
"Nice day for a ride. Do you come here often?" I asked, again kicking myself that I hadn't used any of the lined I had practiced just in case this occurred.
"It is a nice day, and yes, I do come here often." She said smiling.
"Sorry, I guess that was a stupid line." I said as I tried to look at her body more closely without being obvious.
"It was a stupid line." She giggled. That was something you didn't hear to often. I figured she was mid thirties or so, a good ten years younger than me. "See if you can do better tomorrow." She continued as she put her water bottle away. "Bye." She said as she stepped on the peddle and headed down the trail, leaving me standing there watching her firm ass disappear. It took me a full minute or maybe ten, before what she had said sunk in. It was clearly an invitation to be here again tomorrow, presumably the same place and time. MY shorts were practically bursting with my hard dick and there was simply no way to ride this way. I stepped off my bike into the bushes and pushed the spandex down, letting my raging dick loose and then quickly stroked off, spraying my cum all over the bush I was standing behind. Once I had gone down I put myself away and headed down the trail once again.
Tuesday afternoon found me headed up the hill again. I pulled off the side and leaned my bike against a tree. It wasn't long before she showed up, rolling to a stop a few feet from me.
"Hi" she said.
"Hi yourself." I said as I looked her over. Something was different, but I didn't catch it for several seconds. My dick grew quickly as I surveyed how the spandex encased her tits, this time without any bra. The thin tight material allowed me to clearly see the outline of her entire breast, including her hardening nipples. Other than the color, it was as if she were almost naked.
"So, come here often?" she asked with a smile.
"Actually, I do. But this particular spot has had a much better than normal attraction for me."
"Ohhhh nicely done!" she smiled "I hoped you wouldn't let me down."
"I take it I didn't?"
"Nope. Good looks and brains are hard to come by."
"Thanks." I said not sure what else to say. "But I'm not really all that good looking. Certainly not as good looking as you are."
"Getting better all the time." She said stepping off her bike. "Is that a broomstick or are you happy to see me?"
"I have to admit that you're the root cause of this."
"Oooooo! I like that. I take it you appreciate my change in wardrobe?"
"Very much!" I replied as she stepped closer to me, pulling her bike along with her. She reached out and stroked my dick through my shorts with her free hand, making it try to grow even larger.
"I agree, very nice." She said as she continued to stroke me. "Feel free to touch too if you'd like."
I accepted the invitation and gently stroked her tits with my fingertips, rubbing small circles around her nipples, teasing them harder.
"Ohhhhhh very nicly done. Not too aggressive, not too timid, just enough to make my pussy wet." She cooed as she stroked me.
I slid my finger tips down her front and slowly stroked between her legs, as she stepped her feet apart so I could feel her better. Sure enough her pussy was wet, right though the spandex pants. I lifted my fingers to my nose and gently inhaled her scent. "Sweet." I said quietly.
"I'm glad you approve." She said as she tried to push the front of my shorts down with one hand. I reached out and took hold of the handlebars so she had two free hands, which she quickly put to work pulling my shorts down to my thighs. "Now this I defiantly approve of!" She stroked me slowly, while I worked my fingers between her legs, rubbing her pussy up through the slick material. "Let me help you with that." She said letting go of my dick. She pulled her shorts down to her thighs and pushed the bunched up material to her knees, spreading her legs as far as she could before returning both hands to my dick. I slipped my finger between her legs and stroked her lips, slipping a finger between them and drawing the moisture up to her clit. "Ohhhhhh yes." She hissed quietly, moving closer to me, her spandex encased tits just touching my chest. We stood there in full view of anyone that might ride by, but not caring, each of us stroking the other, concentrating on working the other toward a peak.
"Ohhhhhh" I said. "That really feels good."
"I'm glad", she panted. "What you're doing feels pretty fantastic too."
The two of us came almost at the same time. My dick spurted cum up between us, as her body twitched and shook in orgasm. "Oh god." She whispered as she tried to catch her breath, leaning her head on my shoulder. "That felt really nice." We stood there half dressed for several minutes before she pulled my pants up, covering my softened dick, still covered with my cum. She backed up and pulled her own pants up, and wiped her cum covered hands on them before taking the bike back. She leaned over to me and kissed me wetly on the lips. "thank you." She said before quickly climbing on her bike and taking off.
"What's your name?" I called as she rode off. All I got in response was a wave of her hand. I stood there for some time, wondering if I should chase her or not. I decided not to. I didn't want to chase her away forever. I just planned on being there the next day.
Wednesday went as slowly as any day I could remember. The whole day was filled with thoughts of her. I could practically feel her body and smell her scent, even though she wasn't there. She had me totally under her spell. Finally four o-clock came, I practically raced home to get changed and on my bike. I was there well ahead of when I expected her. I waited, and waited, but she never showed up. I was disappointed, but I continued to wait, looking around idly where I sat. I noticed a small red bundle tucked under a bush. I didn't notice at first, far too interested in waiting for her to come. I crawled over and pulled the bundle out. It was a pair of red lace panties, very sexy and very new. I could tell there was something rolled inside, so I unrolled the panties to find a small piece of hard paper. I recognized it quickly as a business card. The back side was what I saw first, with "8 PM sharp" written on it in an obvious feminine hand. I flipped the card over and read the printing. It was a card for a business, Holly's Boutique. The only other information was an address and phone number. There was a picture in the corner of a bra and panties, so I concluded the boutique was a ladies lingerie business. What I didn't know was who my female friend was. Did she work there? Just want to meet me there? I simply had no idea. The only thing I did know was that she had already been by, well before I was, and that I was definitely going to be at this boutique at eight o-clock tonight. I got on my bike and headed home.
Eight o-clock found me showered, shaved and walking up to the door of a little out of the way boutique. Through the windows I saw lots of racks of clothing, ranging from very skimpy panties to very sexy lace teddies. I stepped in the door and saw that the store looked much larger from the inside. There were many more racks than I had seen from the outside, and some of these included a variety of adult toys and goodies, such as fur lined handcuffs, as well as vibrators and dildos. Most of these were more toward the back of the store. A sales lady saw me walk in and moved in my direction.
"May I help you sir? We're just getting ready to close."
"I'm sorry. I think I was supposed to meet someone." I replied, turning to leave.
"Excuse me, are you talking about a lady on a bike?" she called at my back.
I stopped and turned. "Yes. Tall blond haired lady."
"Oh yes!" she said with a huge smile. "Please come with me." She continued as she turned and walked toward the register. She walked behind the counter and got out a package. "Here, this is for you." She said handing me the package, and then scurrying away to close the window blinds on the front and turning the open sign to closed. She came back, collected her purse and coat and then headed for the door with a huge smile on her face. "Enjoy" she said brightly as she walked out the door and locked it from the outside.
I looked down at the package and pulled the folded note from the wrappings. "Use one of the changing rooms. Wear only what is in this package and then sit in the only chair in the store and wait." It had a kiss mark on the bottom and a single script H. I looked around and saw dressing rooms along one wall, each one having a curtain to block it from the store. I stepped into one and hesitantly stripped completely. I opened the package and found a pair of black silk boxers covered with red kiss marks. I pulled them on and then padded out into the store. It didn't take long to find the chair. There was only one, and it was situated in a horseshoe of racks of lace and ruffles. The open end of the horseshoe pointed toward the rear of the store. I sat down to wait, not sure what I was waiting for. I looked around at the sexy lingerie and began to imagine how my mystery lady would look in them. It got my motor running pretty well and I soon had a hard dick inside the silk boxers.
The metallic click of a door lock opening startled me. I turned my attention to where the sound came from and saw my mystery lady stepping from a closed door. She looked much different than that last time I saw her. Her blond hair was flowing over her shoulders and down across her tits. Her body was encased in a flowing white lace gown, held closed along the front by small bows. I could see through the shimmery material that she had something on under, but the material prevented me from getting a good look. Gentle music started as she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. She walked elegantly to a spot a dozen feet in front of me and began to gently sway to the music, slowly moving and turning to the music. She was carefully giving me a view of every direction, making sure I had a good look from every angle, occasionally seeing the material of the gown spread and show me her white stocking encased legs.
Slowly she began untying the bows from the bottom up, never stopping her swaying and turning. As she untied them I saw more and more glimpses of the white lace that she wore beneath the gown. She turned and let the gown flow to the ground, exposing her back. Her slender body was encased in lace that arched up over the cheeks of her firm ass. Her legs were encased in white stockings with lacy tops, stopping just below her most private area.
She slowly turned, her blond hair cascading over her shoulders and covering her breasts. Between the strands I could see her bare nipples poking through. She waited until she was facing straight to me, slowly swaying her hips to the music, and reached up, pulling her hair back so it hung down her back, revealing her lace encased body below her breasts. She had gorgeous breasts, firm and large, about a C cup, and clearly not needing much support, but getting some anyway from the top of the white lace. She continued to sway and turn, again giving me a view from every angle. She began unbuttoning the tiny white buttons down the front, slowly revealing more and more skin as she swayed and turned.
My dick felt like it was about to explode I was so hard watching her. Finally the last button was open and she let the material fall from her body, sliding down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of the white lace and again continued to sway and turn, her body completely naked now except for a tiny white g-string and the white stockings. She turned and swayed for me, this time bending and moving so I had a look at every angle. She lifted and squeezed her tits for me, moving even closer. She turned and looked over her shoulder and spoke the first words of the night. "Pull the strings." She said seductively. I reached out and pulled the tiny strings that held the material to her body. She stepped forward, leaving me holding the string in one hand, and allowing the material to pull from her body. She again began swaying and turning, bending at the waist with her legs stiff and spread, exposing her pussy to me for the first time.
She had a beautiful pussy, full lips, wet and spread as if waiting to be penetrated by my raging hardon. She began swaying and rocking her hips, slowly moving closer to my lap, just barely brushing her pussy across my silk covered dick. I so wanted to reach up and pull her to my lap, but I could tell she wanted to control this... this was her show and I was going to let her show me what she wanted.
She began rubbing her pussy harder against the material covering my dick, working her juices through the material to my dick. The music changed and a new song started. With the change in music came a change in moves. She lifted herself off my lap and turned. She began moving lower until she was crouching in front of me, her knees spread wide, showing me her fully spread pussy. She brought her hands to mind and pulled me out of the chair, standing in front of her. She slowly slid her hands up and down my legs, each stroke traveling higher and higher up my thighs, until her hands were sliding up under my boxers. She continued until her hands were reaching up to my waist, and then she began working the boxers down, inch by inch. She continued to pull them down until my dick popped out, sticking straight at her face. She slowly worked the silk down my legs and let me step out of them and then dramatically tossed them over her shoulder. She leaned forward, and pushed my hips, making me sit in the chair, and continued moving, wrapping her lips around my hard dick in one smooth motion.
I was so turned on I wasn't sure how I was going to keep from blowing my load as she expertly stroked my chest with her hands and my dick with her hot mouth.
"Oh god. You're going to make me cum!" I groaned to her. In response she sucked harder, obviously wanting me to climax. She wasn't disappointed. In only a minute or so more, I tensed and began shooing my cum into her mouth. Shot after shot of my hot juice pulsed into her mouth, and she expertly swallowed every bit, not stopping until my dick had softened in her mouth. She stood, the music having long since changed to a quiet love song. She moved to a rack and pulled two step boxes over to the chair, placing one on each side. She stepped up on one and then straddled the chair, standing on one box on each side. This move put her pussy just at face height, my face... I reached out and pulled her closer to me, gently kissing her completely shaved pussy. She spread her legs as far apart as she could and I gently licked up her lips, spreading her lips with my tongue and drawing up across her clit. She moaned quietly as I stroked her pussy again with my tongue.
"oh yes." She moaned quietly. "Just like that."
I continued working on her pussy, taking my time, stroking and sucking her lips and clit. I squeezed her tight ass in my hands as I flicked her clit with my tongue. Her whole body shook and shivered in my hands, her orgasm washing across her body. I held her tight so she wouldn't fall and after a few short minutes, she lowered herself down to my lap, her knees high in the air with her feet still on the boxes.
As I had sucked her, my dick had responded and was again hard. She lifted herself up enough to get my dick positioned at her opening and slowly sank down on my dick, encasing me with her soft wet pussy. She moaned softly as she began to ride up and down my dick, stroking me until my head nearly pulled from her and then dropping back down. She watched my face, gauging how far along I was and driving me higher and higher. I used my hands on her bouncing tits, squeezing and massaging her perfect tits. I let her nipples stick between my fingers and squeezed them in time with her strokes. I knew I was getting close and I could tell she was as well. We had been at it like this for nearly fifteen minutes, a normal woman would have long since petered out, but her athletic body, well toned from riding her bike had no problem keeping up the pace. My dick however, had its limit. I grabbed her hips and pulled down, driving her fully onto my dick as I began spouting into her. The feel of my cum pumping into her body pushed her over the top and she began to shake and twitch as her body spasmed around my dick in ecstasy. She fell against me, her tits pressing to my chest. I put my arms around her and held her close while she pushed the boxes aside and let her legs down so she was sitting more comfortably on my lap. We sat like that for a long time before she finally spoke.



"Thank you." She said. "You were every bit as good as I hoped."
"I'm glad you liked it. I know I enjoyed the whole show."
"Thank you. I've been planning this for two days."
"You did a very good job."
"Thank you."
"I take it this is your shop?" I asked, reaching out and pulling a lace something off a rack.
"Uh huh."
"I guess that means your Holly then."
"Uh huh. And I know you're Mike. I followed you after that third day, just to find out where you lived."
"Why?"
"After that first day? I couldn't get you out of my mind. I never had that before, so I had to act on it."
"I know what you mean. I couldn't get you from my mind either."
"So where do we go from here?" she asked quietly.
"I'm not sure, but I think it's going to be fun to find out." I said, pulling her to me once again. She snuggled into my chest contentedly as I gently stroked her back. This was going to be very interesting...
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It had been almost two weeks since the hiking outing, and it seemed that the effect was, disappointingly fading. No longer did a single touch seem to turn women into raging sex animals, but seemed to cause a much more subtle attraction to some women. There were still the occasional sparks that seemed to light a fire in the occasional woman, but I had yet to understand which women were affected that way and why. I began to suspect that women that were already attracted to me in some way, or were thinking sexy thoughts about me when we touched, seemed to be more affected, but the passing woman that I bumped into or touched no longer seemed to be instantly attracted. I had to admit that I enjoyed it while it lasted, but part of me was glad it was mostly gone. I could easily live with the current level of interaction, and of course, those ladies who I had interacted with that first week seemed to remain quite attracted to me. Including the my neighbor across the street and in particular, Jennifer, the insurance lady, who seemed to love surprising me at home with a variety of new and sexy outfits every few days.
I was about ready to head to work when the phone rang. The young lady I had checked out the temperature equipment to a few weeks ago, Julie, asked me if I could help her friend with some car trouble? Remembering how good of a fuck she had been, I said I could and she gave me directions to where she lived.
I found out that Julie lived in a sorority house, and she and her friend were waiting out on the street by a small car with the hood up. I found a place to park nearby and walked up to them.
Julie introduced me to Kim, who owned the broken car. Kim was tall, had very very long hair, past her waist and nearly past where I thought her ass would be. She had slender legs, but I couldn't tell much else. She was wearing some kind of huge football jersey from the cowboys that covered everything else she was wearing, all the way down about half way to her knees. I could tell she had fairly large breasts, because of the way the jersey hung, but that was about all I could tell.
After being introduced they pointed to the puddle of oil that was on the ground under the front of her car. I looked at it and decided I was going to have to try to wiggle under to see where it was coming from. It looked like either trans fluid or power steering fluid. Julie excused herself to go work on home work, leaving me alone with Kim and the problem.
I couldn't see any particular place it was leaking from above, even with Kim leaning against me as I worked. Several times I had to step around her between her car and the one parked in front of hers to get to the other side of the car. It was a tight squeeze at best, but I felt like she was going out of her way to make sure that I had to squeeze past her, rubbing my dick against her ass. I supposed it could be the effect, but then maybe it was my over active imagination.
Finally it was time to crawl under and try to find the leak. I got on my back and wiggled under the best I could from the front. It was a very tight fit, but I managed to get enough of my head under and lift enough on the car bumper to get near the engine area. I got my light up and saw that the oil was dripping off the side of the engine, but there didn't seem to be any particular place it was coming from. I looked around as best I could and finally decided that the only way to tell was to run the engine. I wiggled back out until I was lying between the two cars on my back. I looked up, and was shocked by the sight I saw. Kim was standing over me, leaning toward her car. As I looked up her jersey I could see plainly that she was completely naked under it. The way she was standing I could see her pussy and clear up the front of her to the bottoms of a pair of quite large tits. I didn't want to stare but my male side got the better of me and I did, for several seconds. I was not at all sure this was intended for me to look at, so I moved a bit more, and tried to sit up.
"You're going to have to start the car up for me." I said as I sat up.
"No problem." She said as she stepped over me to walk around the car. As she did she lifted the jersey some by the front like women do with a dress to go up stairs, but in this case she lifted it enough that I was treated to a flash of nicely trimmed pubic hair and as she stepped, and a wonderful view of her pussy. Any idea I had that she didn't intend for me to see were gone. She dropped the hem as she stepped past me and walked around the car while I got up. She opened the door and climbed in and started the car up. I looked around for a problem and found nothing. Everything sounded fine and looked good. I stepped around to the driver's door.
"Only thing left is to drive it and see if anything shows up, I cant find anything."
"Ok. Go jump in and we'll go around the block."
I walked around the car and got in the passenger side. She was buckling her seat belt when I got in, which pulled the jersey tight to her waist and also pulled it tight between her tits. It was a clutch car, and as she scooched around in the seat to get out of the parking space, the hem of her jersey kept working higher. By the time we got out of the spot and on the road I could clearly see her pussy peeking out from under her jersey, especially when she lifted her foot for the clutch. I also noticed that her tits bounced delightfully as we bounced over the rail road tracks.
"Everything seems to be working ok." She said as she looked forward. "You didn't see anything wrong?"
"Nope, everything looks fine to me." I said, trying not to look like I was staring at her crotch, which I was.
"Well, ok. I guess we go back then." She said as we went around a few streets and headed back to the parking spot. If I thought I had a good look while she was driving, the view I got while she was twisted around her seat backing up was even better. It had also gone a long way to making me hard as a rock in my pants, which she was definitely going to see if she looked at all. As she shut the engine down I caught her looking at my lap and when she looked up she smiled. "Got caught, didn't I?"
"Depends on what you think you got caught at."
"Checking you out." She said simply.
"Oh. Yes you got caught."
"Do you need to wash your hands or anything?" she asked, swiveling around in her seat a bit more, making her already exposed pussy even more so.
I held up my hands. "I would like to get rid of the oil." I said.
"Ok. Come with me." She said, opening her car door and turning to climb out. I followed suit and followed her up the walk to the front of the house. She punched in a code on the front door and walked in with me following.
"Just pretend you don't see anyone else." She said as she led me down a long hallway and around and up a set of stairs. As we went down the hall we passed an assortment of bedrooms with young ladies in various states of dress or undress. Some of them didn't seem upset to see me and others quickly covered themselves. She finally led me to a bathroom on the corner of the second floor. "Here we are." She said, pushing through the door. I followed and she let the door close behind us. The bathroom seemed empty, but I could hear a shower running in the back. I faced one sink of a set of three at a counter and turned on the water. There was some soap on the edge of the sink so I was busy lathering my hands to get the oil off when Kim reached around me from behind and started undoing my belt.
"Hey!" I said.
"Relax. Jules said you were fantastic and I just wanted to see if it was as big as she said." She finished as she pulled my belt apart and started working on my zipper. By the time I had my hands rinsed she had my pants open and both my pants and underwear pulled down enough to let my already hard dick out, and had her hand wrapped around it.
"God it does feel huge. Not the longest I've ever seen, but its just about perfect size, with a big head too." She said as she slid her hand up and down my shaft. She took her hand away and I could see in the mirror her shirt coming over the top of her head and then fly off toward the corner. She stepped around to the side of me and slipped her body between the counter and me, and then lifted herself up so she was sitting on the counter. She wrapped her legs around my butt and pulled me closer to her, reaching down and aiming my dick at her pussy.
"Why don't you try this on for size." She said as she engaged the head of my dick in her pussy opening. Before I could really answer, she was pulling me harder toward her until the head of my dick spread her vaginal walls and started to sink deep into her. She was extremely good looking, with tits the size of good melon halves, and about as firm. She had long flowing hair that was partly hanging down her back and partly over her left tit. I didn't argue at all as she pulled me deeper, in fact I reached out with my still wet hands and took hold of both her tits and began massaging them and playing with her nipples.
"Ohhhhh. I like that." She said huskily as I worked her nipples while she pulled me slowly deeper into her. When I hit the end of her tunnel she let go of my ass with her feet and lifted her legs wide to give me full access. I started slowly sliding in and out of her pussy, letting my head nearly come out of her with each slow stroke. "Oh my god! You feel sooo fucking good." She moaned as she leaned back and closed her eyes. I let go of one tit and moved my hand to her pussy and began to massage her clit. I worked small circles on it with my thumb as I stroked into her.
"Harder!" she cried "Fuck me harder!"
I complied and started stoking harder into her, my balls slapping her ass with each stroke. The shower shut off and its door opened, revealing another good looking naked girl. She stepped out of the shower and started to dry off, watching us fuck on the counter.
"Harder!" she cried again as her orgasm started to build on her.
I increased my pounding and worked harder on her clit. Her climax washed over her while I kept my pace and thumb going. She was getting extremely noisy, which made me nervous. The girl with from the shower came over, still naked, and gave Kim the end of a towel, which she stuffed in her mouth to muffle her increasing volume. Finally she began to come down and I eased off, not yet having cum, but getting close. I wasn't sure if she wanted me to do that in her or not, since I really didn't know her.
"God I am so close to cuming." I said, as I worked to keep from shooting.
"Pull out then." Kim panted.
I pulled back and then leaned forward, gripping my own dick and stroking it with my balls trapped between us. The girl who had been in the shower took my hand from my dick and replaced it with her own. As she started to stroke me she turned me toward her and knelt down in front of me. She began to suck the head of my dick as she stoked me. Between her wet mouth and the sight of both naked girls I was quickly ready to shoot. I warned the girl before the first shot went. She pulled me from her mouth and aimed me in the air. My shots fired in the air, arching and landing on her. By the time I was done her hair and face were covered with cum. She was licking what was drooling from the end of my dick like it was ice cream. She seemed to enjoy every bit of it.
"I guess I need another shower." She said when she released my dick and stood up. "Care to join me?"
"That might get me into a bit of trouble." I said.
"More than fucking a couple girls in a bathroom?"
"Probably not." I said.
"Good." She said as she started undressing me the rest of the way. I felt Kim's hand helping from behind, now that she was off the counter top. "I'm Sue, by the way." She said as she knelt down in front of me and started untying my boots. "I just thought you might like to know."
"Yes, thanks. You sure this isn't going to be a problem?" I asked.
"Don't worry, we'll take care of it." She said as she pulled my second shoe off and pulled my pants from my ankles, leaving me now naked, since Kim has taken my shirt off. No sooner had they tossed my clothes off into a pile than the door opened and a girl wearing nothing but a towel walked in.
"Oops. Sorry." She said starting to turn to leave.
"It's ok Mandy. Were just about to take a shower. You don't have to leave if you don't want to."
"I was going to say two's company but it looks like three is." She said with a giggle. As she stepped past me, running her finger down my arm. "Is he worth it?"
"Oh fuck yes." Kim said from behind me.
Sue got up from the floor and led me to the back of the bathroom where there were a series of glass door shower stalls. She opened the door on one and started the water. Mandy was standing by the stall next to the one Sue opened and dropped her towel from around her body. She had small tits and a completely shaved pussy. She didn't seem to be overly bashful, but was playing the shy card. Sue stepped into the shower and pulled me along behind. I expected Kim to climb in with us, but to my surprise Mandy stepped in and closed the door behind us. It was a tight fit with three of us in the three foot square stall, but the girls didn't seem to be complaining. I found a bar of soap and began to lather up any body part I could find. That included tits and pussies. I felt a hand working on my dick and another sliding up and down my ass, occasionally tickling my puckered hole.
It took surprisingly little time to get my dick seriously hard after squirting all over Sue. Then more turned on I got the more I started working in earnest on both pussies with my fingers, at one point I had a finger deep in each of them, pumping it in and out. Mandy put her back to the tile wall and lifted one leg as high as she could, inviting me to enter her, an offer I just couldn't refuse.
Sue figured out what was happening when I took my hand from her pussy to turn, and she reached out and aimed me for Mandy's pussy. Mandy gasped as I pushed into her soap slickened pussy with one hard stroke, driving my hard rod deep into her velvety tunnel. I started working tight little circles on her clit with a finger while I started pumping in and out of her, Sue pressing against the two of us and eagerly sucking on one of Mandy's hard nipples. I wasn't worried about getting off myself, but was concentrating on driving Mandy crazy. I was being quite successful by the sound and feel of it as her whole body shook in orgasm. After holding her climax as high as I could for several minutes, she finally made me stop.
I pulled out of her and she slid to the floor exhausted. Sue decided it was her turn and she turned to face the wall and stick her butt out at me. I pushed my dick between her legs while she reached down to push the head up into her pussy. I felt my head find the hole and I drove into her, somewhat more slowly than I had entered Mandy. I reached around and started working on her tits while I stroked in and out of her from behind she started to pant and groan as her body started toward climax. I felt a hand from below start massaging my balls as I pushed slowly in and out of Sue's velvety soft tunnel. It was an erotic feeling, but not nearly as erotic as when I felt Mandy's face between my legs. She had one hand on my balls and her tongue on Sue's clit, licking both her pussy and my sliding dick. As her tongue found Sue's clit I could feel Sue tense inside, making her even tighter. Sue began to buck against me as her orgasm washed over her, sending me over the top as well. I tensed and started spurting deep into her, driving her to an even higher orgasm. I felt like I unloaded a gallon of juice into her before my dick finally stopped pulsing, leaving me standing there panting for breath. Mandy got up and the three of us stood in the shower while I softened and slipped out of Sue's tight pussy, my cum streaming down her leg now that it was uncorked. I felt the water turn off and the cool air hit my body as the door was opened. Mandy led me out of the shower and pressed her body against mine, using the towel to wrap us both up.
"It was worth it. Thank you!" she said as she stood on her tip toes to give me a gentle kiss on the lips.
"You're welcome." I said as she pulled away from me and wrapped the towel around herself.
"Come back and see me any time you want." She said as she turned and walked toward the door, swinging her hips seductively.
Sue took over the drying off duties as the door closed behind Mandy. "You were pretty damn good." She said a she dried my shrunken dick off.
"You were pretty damn good yourself." I said honestly.
"Thank you kind sir." She said with a smile, standing up, having finished drying my legs. She leaned close to me, her tits pressing into my bare chest, to kiss me. I reached around her and pulled her tight to me and kissed her back with the best kiss I could manage. After several second I let her go and she stepped back. "Fuck, he can kiss too." She mumbled. I smiled as I walked to the sinks and retrieved my clothes.
By the time I had dressed Sue was gone, and I was alone in the bathroom. I was also unguided in a sorority house, with little real idea of how to get out. I supposed I would try to follow backwards what I remember from coming in. I left the bathroom and started down the hall toward the stairs. So far so good I thought, until I met another naked young lady walking up the stairs. Fortunately, instead of screaming, she smiled at me while we passed. I could hear giggling as she ran down the hall behind me. I wound my way through the first floor and finally found the door, but not before passing three more naked young ladies either walking down the hall toward me or darting from room to room. I got the distinct idea that I had suddenly become some kind of right of passage. Either way I found the front door. Just as I was going out I happen to glance in a trash can next to the door. What I saw made me pause and stare. There was an empty transmission fluid container in the trash. The whole car trouble thing has clearly been staged to get me here. Now I wondered how much of the morning had been set up and by whom. I headed out to go to work, more confused than I was when I got there.
To be continued...
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It had been several days since my visit to the sorority house. I needed the weekend to rest my overused body
As Monday afternoon passed I was looking forward to getting home to relax. I was busy on my computer when the knock on the door occurred.
"Come in." I called toward the door.
"Hi. Are you Mike?"
"Yes, can I help you?"
"Yea, Julie said you could help me out with a problem."
"If I can. What's the problem?"
"I have a software problem." She said walking around the file cabinets near my office door. My mouth nearly fell open as she set down her backpack on the floor next to my desk. She was medium height, slender build and was wearing a zip up sweatshirt and mini-skirt. Her sweat shirt was unzipped part way down and as she bent over to set down her back pack her sweatshirt fell open as far as the zipper would allow, and I was treated to a view down the front of her, including a small but very nicely shaped pair of tits.
She stayed bent over for some time, digging her notebook from her pack, as I continued to get hard and try to not stare. She finally straightened up with a smile and I offered her a chair. She took the chair and sat across the corner of my desk from me and opened her notebook, setting it down on the corner. She turned it around and began pointing to where her program was not working. I was having a hard time concentrating because in order to sit where she was, she had her knees spread wide, and her skirt was short enough that I could clearly see her pussy and a neatly trimmed patch of hair.
If I was hard before, I was turning into a steel rod now. Admittedly in the last couple weeks I had a fair amount of pussy, but this young lady seemed to be advertising. I tried to concentrate on the problem and found the missing semicolon after a few minutes of looking. She stood up, thanking me, and bent over again, returning the view of her tits, now topped with hard nipples. She stood for what seemed like a long time putting her notebook away and zipping her pack. When she stood back up straight she smiled and left my office.
The next morning I was working and the young lady came back, this time with a friend.
"Do you have time to help me again?" she asked as she came in.
"Sure, come on in and have a seat."
The two of them came in. The young lady had changed from the ultra short denim mini-skirt to a pleated plaid skirt. She had the same sweatshirt on this time, but under she had on a white t-shirt. Her friend was a bit shorter and slightly heavier set, and was wearing a sweater vest and a short powder blue skirt to match. While the young lady sat down at my desk, her friend found a place on one of the tables across the room from me and sat down on the edge. While the first young lady was digging her book from her backpack, I noticed that her friend was slowly swinging her feet. The result was that every time she swung them out to the sides, her knees came apart a little bit, allowing me a view up under her skirt to panties, or where they would have been if she had been wearing any. I was trying not to stare, but the more I tried not to look the farther she swung her knees. She was defiantly teasing me intentionally. Finally the first young lady got her book out and opened. We started working on her problem, and I noticed that her legs pulled farther apart as we worked, again showing me a good view of her pussy. Suddenly she pulled back a little.
"Its hot in here." she said as she leaned back in the chair and pulled her sweat shirt off, leaving her in just the white t-shirt which really did little to hide her obviously hard nipples. She scooted back up, her skirt hitched even higher now. I could see her pussy lips slightly parted and defiantly wet if I looked into her lap. We worked for several more minutes before I found the problem with her program and pointed it out. She thanked me and stood up, thankfully covering her pussy back up. Before she put her sweat shirt back on again, she indicated how hot it was in my office, and then suddenly pulled the hem of her t-shirt from her skirt, pulled the bottom up and used it to wipe her face. In the process she completely uncovered her tits in front of me. I must have groaned audibly as she put her shirt back down and tucked it into her skirt. She picked up her sweat shirt and pulled it on, leaving it unzipped.
"Thanks. I appreciate all you have done for me." She said before she picked up her bag and left with her friend.
I was now horny as hell and it was going to be a long day. I worked for a few hours, trying to get back on an even keel. I was about to close my door for lunch when another young lady stopped by. I didn't know this one either.
"Can I help you?"
"Yes. I was looking for some information on pressure transducers."
"Sure, come on in." I said as I stepped back from the door and propped it back open.
"Did I disturb you?"
"No, I was going to have lunch, but it can wait. I usually eat at my desk anyway."
"I can come back later if you want."
"No that's fine. Come in and sit down." I said returning to my chair. "Now what can I do to help you?"
She sat down in a chair near me and leaned real close. "I need to find out how to measure the pressure of something."
"Ok. What are you trying to measure?"
She leaned even closer and talked even quieter. "I want to find a way to measure how much pressure a guy's dick has on it when it's inside a pussy." She said with a very red face.
"Is this a joke?" I asked seriously.
"OH NO!" she said defensively. "We have to do a project and it was the only original thing I could think of."
"Well, that is a serious problem then." I said leaning back to think. If she was serious, this was a tough problem. On the other hand if she was pulling my leg, I didn't have to spend much time on it. I needed to find out. "It would seem that you have either one of two issues. How to tell how much pressure is in a single unit in a variety of fixtures, or a variety of units in a single fixture."
She looked at me for a long time. "We want to know how much pressure is exerted by a variety of fixtures on a single unit. That way we can tell which is the tightest fixture."
Now I was seriously confused. It sounded like a real problem, but I just couldn't see any instructor signing off on it.
"Well, the best idea I have is to make a sample unit out of a flexible material, fill it with a fluid and then insert it into the fixtures to see which one creates more pressure. You have to make sure that it is equally inserted though or you wont get good readings."
"That sounds kind of like what I was thinking. Do you have a way to measure the pressure?"
"Static or dynamic?"
"Static would be good but if we could measure the peak pressure and get any transients that would be even better."
"Well if you can come up with an appropriate unit and fixture, I think I have a data acquisition system. We would have to make a good guess as the pressure to select a transducer that might work."
"Good." She said standing up. "I have a unit and fixture for testing." She said. She bent over and pulled a silicone dildo out of her back pack and lifted a foot onto the corner of my desk. She pushed her knee to one side and her pussy was only a couple feet from my face. She took the dildo and put it to her obviously wet pussy lips and started to rub it around. I sat there stunned as she pushed it slowly into her pussy. She let her eyes close and her head fall back as she fed it farther into her. She finally stopped and looked down at me. "That's as far as it goes. Do you think that's far enough in, or should we look for a different unit?"
I was sitting there with a serious hardon praying no one walked into my office.
"Um... let me close the door." I said as I got up and walked around her to the door. I made sure the handle was locked and then pushed it closed. A closed door was less of a concern to me than her standing there with her skirt up and a fake dick stuffed in her pussy at my desk. "Now tell me that this is serious." I said returning to my chair.
"It is." She said as she pulled her skirt up farther and leaned toward me farther. "It all started as a stupid idea of who had a tighter pussy, and well, we had this project for class, and I just thought...."
"I hope your going to produce some sanitized data and not demonstrate it."
"Oh god no!" she almost cried out. "I could never do that in front of a class."
"But you can do it in front of me?"
"Well... yes. You're not a stranger."
"I'm not? Where have we met before?"
"Well, you didn't see me I don't think but I had to use the bathroom when you were in the shower the other day."
I lowered my head to my desk. "OH Christ!"
"It's ok. I didn't mind. But Julie said you could figure anything out, so I thought this would be a way to solve the argument once and for all."
"Ok." I said. "I think I have what you need, but I don't know if it's the right pressure range." I said with seriousness.
"So how do we figure it out?" she asked while she was slowly starting to slide the dildo in and out of her pussy.
"I guess we make a good guess and go from there." I said watching as she began to stroke it faster. I sat there watching, and getting hornier and harder.
"Do you want to see if you can make a good guess about how much pressure we are talking about here?" She asked, closing her eyes and breathing harder.
I reached out and touched the end, and her fingers, and she let go of it and let me take control. I stroked it slowly in and out of her, squeezing the base of it and trying to gage how much pressure it had on it. It was an interesting problem, but I was quickly losing focus and paying more attention to what it was doing to her. While I pushed the dildo in and out of her she pulled her shirt and bra up and started squeezing and playing with her very nice tits.
"Fuck I want to cum so bad!" she groaned.
I reached up with my free hand and started working her exposed clit. It didn't take too much more and I had her spasming and grunting as she came, her juices squeezing around the dildo and onto my fingers. After several seconds she reached down and took my hand from the dildo and pulled it out and put her foot down. Her tits were still hanging out from under her shirt. She stepped over toward me and pulled my hand to her tit, and placed it flat on it. Then she reached down and began undoing my belt and pants. It didn't take her long to get my dick out of my pants and sticking straight up. She turned around and sat on my lap, my dick sticking up between her legs. I felt her push it against her wet pussy and then lift herself enough to push me into sopping pussy. I could hear it squish as I sunk into her.
"Now how much pressure do you think this is?" she asked as she began to rock on my dick, causing it to slide in and out of her.
"It's hard to tell, I keep getting bigger." I said almost breathless with what she was doing to me.
"I know. I can tell." She said
"I'm going to cum!" I warned between gritted teeth.
"I know! Do it." She said in a squeaky voice, obviously starting another orgasm of her own.
I let myself go and my dick started shooting cum deep into her pussy. The feeling of my cum pushing into her sent her over the edge and she started shaking and spasming like she had before. It felt like an hour, but was probably only a minute or so before we got back down enough for her to move. She pulled off of me, allowing out combined juices to flow from her. Part of it was on me and part was running down her legs. She turned around to face me again and bent over sucking my shrinking dick into her mouth, sucking and licking our cum off of me.
She worked at it until I was clean and then tucked me into my pants and buckled me all back up. She still had cum leaking down her leg, so she put her foot up on the desk again and used her finger to collect it all up and licked it. "God I like the taste of cum." She said with a smile.
"I guess you do. I don't think you missed a drop."
"I hope not." She said as she leaned over me again, pulling both my hands to her still exposed tits. "I also hope that you're able to be there to help me test my pressure gage." She said before she started kissing me with lots of tongue.
After she broke the kiss I responded. "If that was supposed to be a bribe, it worked. I'll help you."
She stood up and fixed her clothes back and then picked up her pack. "Good. I'll be back tomorrow for help on mounting the transducer." She said before she opened the door and walked out.
I had no idea what was going on. This was way too many girls in way to short of a time taking an interest in me. I thought that maybe it was due to the lightning, but I hadn't even touched these young ladies...Something else was going on. I just didn't know what it was, but I was bound and determined to find out.
It had been an interesting morning, but the day wasn't over yet. While I was working on Emily's data acquisition program, I had a visit from another young lady. I had my back to the office door and was working on my laptop at one of my work tables, when I heard her knock. I turned around and nearly fell out of my chair. The young lady standing in the door was wearing a micro skirt and one of those bare midriff t-shirts. This was topped off with a backpack which made her chest stick out even more. To say she looked hot was an understatement. She looked good enough to easily be a playboy model.
"Are you Doctor C?" She asked from the door.
"Yes, can I help you?"
"I need some help with a temperature problem."
I thought to myself that I was about to have a temperature problem, but answered. "I'll be happy to help if I can."
"Oh good!" she said as she pulled the back pack off her back. She set it on the ground and crouched down behind it. As I watched she let her knees spread while she dug in the bag, giving me a tremendous view under her 'almost there' skirt. She had on a pair of thong panties that really didn't hide much at all. She finally pulled her notebook from her bag and stood up, walking over toward me. I pulled a chair over for her and she sat down in it. "Can you explain to me how the cold bath works?" she asked as she opened the notebook.
"Sure." I said sliding my desk chair over to where she was sitting. As I talked I felt her hand work its way across my leg, eventually ending up in my lap, stroking my hard dick through my pants. This continued until I finished my explanation and she indicated that she understood.
"Thank you." She said as she pushed her chair back from my table. Instead of getting up, she pushed herself back until she was sitting behind my desk, which put the lower portion of her blocked from the door by my file cabinets and computer monitors. "You deserve a reward for helping me." She said.
She reached to her shirt and pushed the already short bottom up over her tits. They were so firm I had no idea she didn't have a bra on. They stood out like a pair of cantaloupe halves with nipples at the ends. They were also well tanned with no tan lines at all. Then she reached down and pulled her skirt up as far as it would go. She wiggled her butt a little side to side as she pulled down the strings of her thong, until she had it pulled down. She bent over and pulled it off her feet and tossed it into my lap. "A souvenir for you." She said as she leaned back in the chair and spread her legs. She was about as naked as you could be and still have clothes on. Other than a small amount of cloth above her tits and a small band around her waist, she was naked and with her legs spread she was displaying it all for me.
I watched as she reached down to her pussy and began to stroke her clit. My hard dick was about to bust out of my pants when she pulled her hand from her pussy and stood up, pulling her shirt and skirt down. She took me by the hand and nearly drug me around behind the wall of cabinets. As soon as we were out of sight she had her shirt pulled back up, exposing her tits and pulled my hands to them. She wrapped one arm around my neck pulling me in for a wet kiss, her mouth practically attacking mine while her other hand franticly undid my belt and pants, pushing them down enough to get my raging dick out. She stroked it a few times and then leaned back breaking her vigorous kiss. Then she did something unusual, she leaned her back against the wall, and lifted one leg high, wrapping her leg around my ass. She guided my dick toward her wet pussy and as soon as she had it lined up, pulled me into her with her leg. I felt her tight tunnel expand around my head as she drew me deeper into her tight pussy. When she had me fully inside her, my head pressing against the end of her tunnel, she reached down and began to play with her clit while holding me deep inside her with her leg.
The feeling she created was spectacular. I didn't have to move at all. Her pussy began to ripple inside, trying to pull me deeper and milking me at the same time. It was an awesome feeling. I put my hands to good use working her breasts, making sure to tweak and twist her rock hard nipples. The closer she got the more her pussy worked on me and the closer it brought me. I was finally over the top and with a groan I started pumping cum into her pussy. The feeling of my hot cum pushing into her was enough to send her over the top and she froze, going rigid, except for her pussy, which was going wild on my pulsing dick, milking me as it rippled up and down my pulsating shaft. She slowly began to relax, her breathing becoming less of a pant and more of a deep breathing.
"That was unbelievable." I said when my own breathing became normal.
"Thank you." She whispered, pulling me close enough for a kiss.
We kissed passionately for some minutes while my dick softened. When I slid from her she broke the kiss and lowered her foot from behind me. She quickly pulled her shirt down to cover her gorgeous tits and then pulled her skirt down gain, looking totally normal except for her still flushed face. "Thank you for a wonderful fuck. Most guys don't think to help things along like you did. I hope you enjoyed it."
"I did, more than you could know." I said as she gave me a gentle kiss on the cheek and headed around the cabinets. By the time I had my pants back up and buckled she was gone, leaving only her pair of thong panties on my chair.
I sat back at my chair and tried again to concentrate on the daq program. It was nearing quitting time when I got it working the way I wanted. I was putting the final touches on when I had another knock on the door. I turned and a young lady wearing a black sleeveless dress was standing at the office door.
"Can I help you?"
"Yes I was told I could come here to check out a computer projector."
Actually it was down the hall, but I wasn't about to send this one away. Her dress was so short that it looked like it barely covered her ass. It was lacy and appeared partially see through, with buttons down the front.
"Sure I can help you." I said sliding over to my computer to pull up the appropriate screen. She came over and sat down in the rolling chair near my table and turned to face me. The computer took its time opening the page which gave me a chance to look at the young lady as she sat down near me. Her skirt was so short that she couldn't really cover her whole lap. As I watched she pulled the material tight across her lap and spread her legs, showing me her blond pussy hairs. As she sat she leaned back a bit more and slid down in the chair more, until I had an unrestricted view of her pussy, her outer lips round and full, hiding her soft inner lips.
She looked around nervously, then got up and stepped over to the door. She pushed it closed, and then standing behind it, began to unbutton the top buttons of her dress. She continued to unbutton until it was open all the way down, a streak of bare white skin extending up from her blond pussy up to her neck. Still looking nervous, she stepped to where I could see her from head to toe and pulled the dress from her shoulders, exposing her bare breasts. Then she let the dress fall to the floor, exposing her creamy body and firm little A cup tits. She stepped from her flip flops and walked over to me and bent down and kissed me, wearing absolutely nothing. She lingered with her kisses long enough for me to reach up and cup both of her small breasts. They were small, but appeared to be sensitive. Her face flushing while I worked on her nipples. I felt her hands working on my belt and soon felt her hands go around my hardening dick. She didn't waste any time. As soon as I was fairly hard, she climbed over the arms of my chair and aimed my dick at her pussy. I felt her engulf it with her pussy as she lowered herself down on me. She stayed on my dick only a short time, before kissing me. Muttering a thank you, and climbing off of me. She quickly dressed, while I put my pants back together. After she finished dressing she came back and kissed me again. "Can I pick that projector up in the morning?"



"Sure." I said.
"Thanks!" she said again, kissing me on the cheek and heading to the door to open it and disappear.
I was glad it was time to go home. The last three days had been too much for me and I was still very confused about what the hell was going on.
The next morning started like any other. I did some normal work, answering e-mail and such. The young lady that reserved the projector arrived. She was wearing a mini skirt and a tube top.
"Hi. I came to pick up that projector."
"Not a problem I'll be right back." I said getting up and walking out to get her projector. I returned a minute or so later. "Here you go." I said.
"Great" she said. "I'll have it back this afternoon." She said as she bent over to pick up her back pack. She did this with her back to me, as she bent over her short skirt pulled up the back of her ass until her pussy was exposed to me. Her feet were slightly apart and she inverted the arch of her back slightly to push her pussy out at me even more. It was certainly a sight to get my juices flowing. As if there were nothing at all wrong, she picked up her pack and began to sling it on her shoulders. As she did she turned toward me. She started to adjust her pack straps, and as she did, she pulled the bottom of her tube top down until the top edge was pulled down and her tits were fully visible. She readjusted the top back up and over her tits, once more like nothing was wrong and then turned to leave after a quick thank you.
Emily showed up for her test equipment wearing a short skirt. "How did it go?" she asked as she walked in the door.
"Not bad. I think I have everything you need."
"Cool." She said sitting down in a chair and digging out her gel filled dildo. We poked a small hole in the bottom and forced the barb fitting of the pressure transducer into the hole. I had the computer open and started the program. She wrapped her hands around the dildo and squeezed it a few times. It took a few times to get some of the gel pushed down into the transducer, and once that was done, it showed the pressure variations easily. "This looks like it works good." She said. "Do you think that it's going to work?"
"Only way to know is to try it." I said.
"I suppose so." She said, pulling out a tube of KY. She squeezed some out on the end of the dildo and rubbed it around with her finger. She scooted her ass toward the edge of the chair and lifted her skirt to her waist, exposing her bare pussy. She spread her legs wide and began working the dildo between her lips and then started pushing it in. I watched her actions, rather than the computer, until she had it all the way in. She pulled her skirt back down just in time. Someone else walked into my office. Emily sat still, with her back to the door while I helped the other student. By the time he was gone, Emily's face was red. I thought she was embarrassed, but looking at the computer screen I could see that there were pressure pulsations in the trace that started a minute or two before. It was dutifully capturing the climax brought on by the feeling of the dildo stuffed in her while nearly being caught in this position. I watched as the pressure dropped some and her breathing returned to normal. She reached under her skirt and withdrew the dildo from her now sopping wet pussy.
"This is going to work even better than I had imagined." She said, looking at the trace. "Can you come help with the data?"
"I suppose so. When and where.?"
"We can go now, their waiting."
"Ok." I said. I closed my computer while she disconnected the cable on the dildo and put it in a plastic bag. In a few minutes we were done and headed out of the office. I let my secretary know I was gone to work with a student and followed her out and across the campus. It didn't take long to get to walk the half mile to the sorority house. I should have known!
She led me through the front door and I followed her to a door and down a set of stairs to a basement room. It was well furnished with lots of bean bag chairs, sofas and other assorted chairs. Emily pulled a table close to the sofa and indicated for me to set up my computer there. Once we had it set up and working and the dildo reconnected, she told me to sit back and wait, and she left the room. I didn't have long to wait.
Emily retuned with a line of girls following. All of them I recognized as the girls that had been appearing in my office, flashing and fucking me, along with a few that I had just gotten quick flashes of tits or pussies. "These girls all participated in an initiation game voluntarily. The game was to build as many points as possible. There were points for flashing tits and pussies. More if the office door was open. They got points for fewer clothes and bonus points for being completely naked. If they got you inside them it was more points and a bonus if they made you cum and more bonus points if it was inside them. It was an honor system with the understanding that we could check with you to verify that all the things they claimed were right."
"Ok." Was all I could say. Each girl came by in turn with a note card of scores. I looked at them and it was clear that they had all been honest, including the one young lady that had only flashed her pussy at me while sitting on the table. When I finished looking at the cards I handed them back and then looked at Emily. "So two questions, who's idea was this and have you don't this before?"
"Oh... the answer to the second is yes, but it's always a bit ticklish and we usually don't do someone on campus. We pick a business or something. Jules thought you would be perfect, and as it turns out, you were!"
"Oh that explains a lot." I said shaking my head. I should have figured Julie would be involved in this.
"Ok. I don't count because I ran the game." Emily said. "Which means that Janette won with two hundred and fifteen points. She got really high bonus points for making him cum inside her with the office door open. Now on to the next thing. The tightest fit. As you know I got some help making a device to test how tight we are, and Mike is here to test us and be the judge. So if you all will get naked and have a seat on the sofa we'll get started." She said.
I watched as all the girls start taking their cloths off, until I was looking at a room of naked college girls, my shorts looking like someone had stuffed a two by four in them.
"You know, its not fair that we all have to be naked and he doesn't." one of the girls said.
"That's right." Another chimed in.
"Well, what do you say?" Emily asked, looking at me.
"Um. I suppose." I said with some hesitation.
"Good it's settled. Girls?" Emily said.
The other girls move over to me and in a flurry of hands I was soon completely naked and very well felt up, kissed and in a few cases quickly sucked. They left me sitting with my dick sticking out and rock hard and glistening with at least three girls saliva.
"Ok let's get to the test now." Emily said.
The girls moved the two sofas next to each other and then sat down, lined up like cord wood, each sitting with their butts near the edge of the sofa, and pillows behind their backs so they weren't uncomfortable.
"Ok. Now let's use the tool we made in each of them and lets see who is tightest." Emily said, handing me the dildo.
"If you insist." I said with a grin, kneeling between the table and the sofas. One by one I took the dildo and worked it into their pussies, pushing it in the same distance, and allowing Emily to write down the peak numbers. I worked my way down the line until I got to the end, having stuffed the dildo in no less than seven young pussies.
"Ok. It looks like Sue wins the tightest pussy contest."
"Hey, that's not fair." One of the girls said. "How do you know it's accurate. Have you tested it?"
"Well, we haven't done a known test, no. Just this comparative one." Emily answered.
"Well I think we should let him try to see if he gets the same result as the machine." The girl said again.
"Ok. How many want him to double check?" Emily asked. Every hand went up. "Ok. It's settled. He gets two passes to determine who is tightest. His answer should correspond to the test device. Mike, if you please." She finished, motioning me toward the first girl on the sofa.
What the hell, I thought. I was certainly hard enough. I knelt between the legs of the first girl and pressed my dick into her. She was fairly tight. I stroked in to the end twice and then pulled out. I moved to the next and repeated. I worked my way down the line, getting more and more turned on. I got to the end and started back down again, finally getting to the end. "Ok. I have an answer." I said.
Emily walked over to me and grabbed my slick dick. "Damn you feel about ready to fire." She said
"I will if you keep that up." I said about her idly stroking my engorged dick.
"Ok. Anybody want to finish the job?" Emily asked. Two hands went up. "Ok. Ladies. You can have him as soon as he answers the test. Who is tightest?"
"The young lady second from this end." I answered.
"And the winner is still Sue."
She got up from the sofa and stepped over to me. She began to kiss me and then pulled me down to the sofa between her legs. I felt hands begin to guide me to her pussy and then I felt the warm wetness of her pussy rub against the head of my dick. I pushed forward and buried into her. She wrapped her legs around me and released her hold on my neck. I started to stroke into her as one of the other girls went to work sucking her tits. It was less than a minute and I was ready to fill her pussy.
"I'm going to cum." I grunted.
"Do it!" she pleaded. "Fill me up!"
I continued stroking in and out of her for a few more seconds and then went rigid, shooting a hot stream of cum deep into her pussy as my body jerked involuntarily with each shot of cum. She began to buck as my cum pumped hot and wet into her. I could see her friend working her nipples with her mouth as she began to cum. After some time, which seemed like an hour, I softened and pulled off of her. I fell back and lay down on the floor to recover, still panting.
After a few minutes Julie walked in from the adjoining room in the basement and came over to me. She and two other girls helped me up and settled me in a bean bag chair.
"Well, this part is over. You can either leave or stay. If you leave no one will ever say anything about this to anyone. This will be one of the best kept secrets of the sorority. If you stay you will be taking part in other activities. That's all I can say." She said with a grin. Then leaning down to whisper in my ear she added. "If you stay you won't be disappointed and you wont be hurt."
"Well, you have my curiosity up." I answered. I heard some cheering from the other room.
"Very well, let me explain. This has been the initiation into a very private club. The club is made up of members from three sororities, all over twenty one years old. I am the current president, and Emily is this years enrolment chair. Allow me to introduce you to the rest of the club." She said, turning to wave toward the door. On cue the door opened, and eleven more girls walked in, all wearing a variety of sexy night gowns or ultra short robes. "This is the main membership of the club. In the past we have had the new members conduct their little 'trials' on anonymous men around town, but verification has always been difficult. This year it was Emily's idea to have it be one person, and after a lot of research, you were chosen. We were not disappointed as we watched the festivities on the large screen in the room next door. You are the only man that has ever been allowed to know this group exists, let alone take part in it. Your choice to stay has confirmed a vote we took earlier to extend you an honorary membership into our club.
"I am honored. What does the club do?"
"We have monthly events and meetings every other week. At all events and meetings, clothing is optional, and sex is not only permitted, but encouraged after the business meeting is over. The club was created to provide for a safe sexual outlet for the members. Part of membership into the club is to swear to not have unsafe sex with anyone out side the group, and to provide escorts and pairs for going places to make it safer for us to be on campus. In the past we have always had to use a variety of toys if we wanted penetration at our meetings and events, but with you in the group I have a feeling you will have your hands full. If you wish to leave, you may do so now, and the only thing we require is that you keep our secret. If you choose to stay... well all I can say is you will be fully welcomed."
I looked around the room at the array of naked and scantily clad girls. I would be a fool to leave. "I guess I'll stay." I said.
"Very well then." Julie said with a giant grin. "Girls?" she said turning toward the line of girls wearing pj's.
I watched in growing lust as the line of girls began one after the other to shed their clothes until they were all naked. They ranged in size from medium build to slender, and had a variety of breast sizes. When the last girl had disrobed, she walked over to me and bent down, kissed me on the lips as sensuously as she could and then introduced herself as Marsha. The line made its way over to me, each in turn doing something of the sort. The fifth in the line straddled my again growing dick and rubbed her pussy on it as she gave me her name. The next decided to go one farther. She had much larger breasts and while she was sitting on me she squeezed her tits together and offered me her nipples, which I sucked in, each in turn. After she told me her name and got up, she turned to the girls. "Fuck this is going to be fun. He knows just how to suck a tit." The line continued until all the girls were introduced. The last, Kara, leaned down on me while she was grinding on my dick. "Do you like to eat pussy?"
"Very much." I whispered back.
"Would you like to eat mine?
"Would you like me to?"
"Very much." She said
"Then I would be happy to." I responded.
She stood up and straddled the top of the bean bag chair and her pussy appeared over my face. I watched as she lowered it closer to my face, and I allowed her to place it over my mouth, allowing me to work on it with my tongue. It quickly turned into a sexual free for all that lasted nearly two hours before everyone was fully sated. In that time I had been sucked and fucked fully. It was going to be an interesting club.
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Linda and my wife had been best friends since out kids were born over twenty years ago. She was still a very good looking woman, but I never saw much of it because she wore fairly conservative clothing and such. Now that her daughter was living in the house with the new grandbaby, she didn't get much privacy.
Since her husband was a deadbeat and not around much, I suspected that the only sex she ever got was at her own hand. We never talked about it of course, but I often wondered what she thought of me. I liked to think that some of the subtle things she did over the years indicated she was attracted to me.
Now she lives out in the sticks on a small lake, well away from any neighbors. On one occasion I was headed out to fish on the lake, having a standing invitation, and a day off. She was mowing the lawn when I drove up, wearing a one piece swim suit because it was so hot out. She didn't need to be concerned about passersby or anything since their driveway was easily a quarter of a mile long through thick woods, making their house and yard well hidden from the main road.
As I drove up it was clear that the strapless top of her suit had ridden down considerably from the bouncing of her c cup breasts, exposing the entire top of her breasts, just barely hanging on by her nipples. It looked like one more bounce and they would both be on full display. She looked as shocked to see me drive up as I was to see her home mowing the lawn.
I drove by her on the driveway as she mowed along it, her eyes looking at mine and my eyes looking at all the skin on display. I continued down the drive and parked by the lake to put my little boat in. She came down to see me only after she had gone in the house for several minutes, returning with a button down shirt pulled on over her suit and her faced flushed.
We chatted amiably while I got the boat ready and then she returned to her mowing while I went out fishing. I couldn't help but watch her mow as I worked along the shoreline. I noticed her look at me several times when she didn't think I was watching.
A few months later I was back out again, having changed where I put the boat into the water, now putting it in down by the dam, partly so I didn't disturb her again like I had. It was a hot Saturday, but as evening approached it was starting to cool down into the low eighties. The sun was just touching the tops of the trees as I slowly and silently worked along the weed bank on the west side of the lake where the shadows had started growing first.
The woods started right at the shoreline and marched unbroken away from the shore for hundreds of yards. The cat tails had a good year, and were easily seven feet tall. I eased my plastic boat silently as I could along the weeds, a few feet at a time, flipping a floating rubber worm into the tiny gaps in the weeds. There was a cut in the shoreline that I moved into. I tossed my worm into a gap and got hung.
It happens, but it's frustrating. It generally ruins the spot for more fishing, but I move silently in anyway. I was right into the edge of the weeds when I first heard it, a gentle moan. I pulled the boat in tighter and looked through the weeds. What I saw was startling.
Lying on a folding lounge chair in a small clearing of the brush and weeds was Linda. She was completely naked, her swimsuit laying on the end of the lounge, one of her hands busy squeezing her breasts and nipples and the other franticly rubbing her pussy in circles. It was the second time I had seen her naked, but this time I was getting a much longer look.
I couldn't tear my eyes from her, my dick getting harder by the second. She was oblivious to the fact that I was there, and I didn't want to spoil things between us, so I stayed were I was, not able to move away and not wanting to get closer. I was so close to her that I could smell her aroma, my dick responding inside my shorts.
I quietly used one hand to undo my shorts and pulled them apart, freeing my dick and silently glad I didn't wear underwear because of the heat. I slowly stroked my rock hard while watching Linda work on her pussy, her flowery lips wet with her moisture and spread wide so I could easily see the entrance to her velvety tunnel. I was tremendously turned on at this point, stroking my dick faster as her moans became more animated.
At this point I should have backed off and respected her privacy. If I had been thinking with my brain instead of my dick, that's what I would have done, instead I leaned forward to get a better look.
In my mind's eye I watched myself lose balance and start falling forward. The next thing I remember is standing up in thigh deep water, my shorts floating around my legs, leaving me naked from the thighs up.
Linda also saw me at this point, one hand going across her breasts and the other covering her pussy. My boat was floating away, leaving me little choice but wade out of the water to the shore so I could gather myself together. I stepped through the tall weeds to the shore, water streaming from my body and wet clothes while Linda tried to cover herself by spreading her swimsuit across her body.
She froze in mid motion, partly recognizing who was standing there watching her, and also processing the fact that my soaked shorts were now around my ankles and my hard dick was sticking out like a flagpole, pointing at her. We stood there watching each other for what seemed like hours, but I am sure was only a few seconds. Slowly she allowed her hands to drop from covering her body and pull the material of her swimsuit off to the side. She was sitting on the chair, completely naked, and intentionally exposing herself to me.
I pulled my wet shirt off and tossed it aside, allowing her to see as much of my body as she was allowing me to see of hers. I wrapped my hand around my dick and stroked it slowly, aiming it at her while she spread her legs and moved a hand back to her clit, starting to gently stroke it again. I stepped out of my wet shorts and moved slowly to the chair she was sitting on. She lay back down on the chair, putting her feet on the seat and spreading her knees as wide as she could.
I watched her fingers disappear in and out of her pussy, moisture glistening on them as they made gently squishing noises. We hadn't said a word to each other yet, and I was afraid to. I moved until I was standing over the end of the chair, my hand still sliding slowly on my dick.
I'm not sure either of us really thought about what was happening, it was strictly lust. She lifted her legs from the chair and spread them wide, hooking her heels around my ass and pulling me down toward her. When I was within her reach she put her hand around mine and slowly guided me lower, aiming my dick at her pussy. It was almost electric when the head of my dick touched the moist lips of her pussy. She pulled until I was sitting on the chair, my dick slowly sinking into her.
I groaned quietly as her velvety softness enveloped me, pulling herself down my dick by drawing her body closer to mine with her legs.
"Yes!" she hissed quietly as her pubic hair mixed with mine. I moved one hand to her right tit and my other to her pussy, were I pressed her exposed clit with my thumb. "UH" she grunted quietly as she began to undulate her hips, working herself up and down my dick a few inches. "Oh god" she breathed as her actions increased in pace.
For my own part I couldn't just sit there. I had dreamt of screwing her for years, and now I had my dick buried inside her pussy. That combined with the exquisite sensations encouraged me to move in time with her, helping pump my dick in and out of her tight sweet pussy.
Between us we were stroking ourselves to the point where my dick was almost sliding out of her pussy before we started pressing back together again. I felt her pussy contract and squeeze my dick as she arched her back, throwing her head back and groaning.
She let go of my ass and spread her legs in a wide V to give me more access to her pussy. I moved my hands from her breast and pussy and used them on the chair to lift myself off the chair slightly, and then started stroking in and out of her with more energy.
She moaned and began squeezing her tits as I pounded into her, our bodies slapping together quietly. I was getting very close, and I didn't know if she was on the pill anymore or not.
When I felt like was about to blow, I pulled from her wet pussy and pressed the bottom of my dick against her pussy lips and continued to stroke using the tunnel made by my hand on top and her pussy on the bottom. She moved one hand to mine and replaced it with hers. My dick now was stroking in and out of the tunnel created by her pussy lips and her hand, my head poking out at the end of each stroke. The change in sensation slowed my climax a little, but looking at her tits wiggling around with each stroke was enough to push me over the top.
I pressed my balls tight to her pussy and began spewing a huge load of cum all over her body, shot after shot spraying across her tits and stomach. She wrapped her hand around my dick and stroked the final shots of cum from me, using her other hand to begin rubbing the juice into her body.
It took several minutes to get my breath back, both of us sitting and looking at each other, the lust of the moment changing to recognition of what had occurred. She lifted herself up using the arms of the chair and pulled the back up so she was sitting reclined instead of lying.
"Linda..." I started. But she reached out and put a finger over my lips and shook her head. She wasn't frowning, but she wasn't smiling either. We sat there until my dick had softened to its normal size, her legs once again wrapped around me. I moved to get up, but she tightened her grip, encouraging me to stay where I was.
We sat and looked at each other, taking in all the details of each other's bodies as the darkness fell leaving only the light of the moon illuminating the lake ,woods and us.
Linda finally unwraped her legs and sat up, pulling me close to her, pressing her tits to my chest as she brought her lips to mine. She kissed me seductively, her tongue invading my mouth as she pulled my face toward hers. We kissed that way for several minutes before she slowly broke the kiss and moved to stand up. She allowed me to kiss her breasts, which were at my face level because she was short, only being five foot three, before stepping over the chair and away from me.
She bent over and picked up her swimsuit, and then turned away from me and bent over again, slowly pulling the suit up her legs while giving me as much of a view of her exposed pussy as she could in the dim light.
Once she had her suit covering her butt, she turned to face me and pulled it up over her tits. She stepped into a pair of flip-flops, blew me a kiss and then walked off into the dark.
I collected my thoughts and then found my shorts and shirt and pulled them on. I saw my boat floating half way across the lake and waded in, swimming out to it. Getting in was tough, but I managed by climbing up and over the outboard on the back. I had to explain to my wife why I was wet, and just told her I slipped in the water loading the boat on the trailer.
Since that time Linda and I have never spoken of it. I'm sure she thinks of it on occasion, based on the brief flashes of tit or pussy that I occasionally get from her when she is sure I am the only one that can see. But it has never been spoken of, and probably never will. In the last two years I had hoped for a replay, but that appeared to be out of the question, until last week, but that is another story.
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I love outdoor weddings, as long as the weather cooperates and the middle of July, although warm should be very cooperative. When I saw the invitation to the wedding of my wife's best friend's daughter I was thrilled to see it was going to be an outdoor wedding. Further, the wedding was being held at their grandparents secluded lake lodge, along with the reception.
Now calling their place secluded is almost an understatement. The driveway leading down to the set of three twenty to fifty acre lakes is easily a mile and a half long, winding down through the woods and twisting around hills. The lodge is a huge three story rustic building with well over a dozen bedrooms, three bathrooms and two great rooms, one on the main floor and one in the lower level. There was also a twenty five foot wide balcony deck over a large fieldstone patio, a the width of the lodge. The patio extends beyond the balcony for nearly a hundred feet with a large fieldstone hearth and grill built into the hillside acting as a wall. The property also had a variety of paddle boats, canoes and a nice sized deck boat for tooling around the small lakes, gazebos with tables and chairs and lots and lots of woods and walking paths.
They maintain this with the income from renting the facility out to groups, often having it rented every weekend for the entire summer. At fifty bucks a bedroom with a five hundred a night minimum, it has turned into a lucrative business for them some weekends bringing in over three grand for two nights.
As I said, I was glad to see that the kids were going to be married outdoors. They are an interesting couple, Emily being a petite young lady, now nearly twenty four if my memory serves me, having spent years as a gymnast, and now teaching gymnastics. I had occasion to enjoy her abilities when she surprised me at home naked one time, and even the thought of that event still makes me hard today, especially thinking about her milk filled tits.
Dan on the other hand is the opposite. Being a mountain of a man, and a football coach, he is so large he quite thoroughly dwarfs her.
The couple started out quite reserved, but over the last couple years I have noticed a trend where Emily has worn more and more revealing clothing. Nothing tasteless, just...revealing. My wife of course never approves of that kind of wear, but that's just her.
Anyway, here we were on the appointed day, July 14th, driving down the long gravel drive toward the lodge. I noticed quite a few cars parked around in front of the lodge, and added out suburban to the mix. I wondered who all they had invited as we followed the ribbons to the front door of the lodge.
"Hey Nancy...Mike!" Emily's mother Linda called as she opened the door, oddly wearing a bathrobe.
"HI!" My wife said giving her a quick hug, which I also gave her as we stepped into the lodge. "You're not ready?" She asked.
"Actually... I am." Linda replied with a long face.
"I don't understand." My wife said curiously.
"Well... Dan and Emily decided that since they were getting married on national nude day, that they would have a nude wedding, and as Em says, she couldn't decide on a dress anyway."
I thought I would be picking her up off the ground after that comment, as it was my wife's jaw about hit the floor, even if she didn't. "You mean that they're going to get married naked?"
"Uh huh. The whole wedding party." Linda said quietly, explaining her robe instead of a dress.
"That's terrible!" My wife said in shock. "Is there anything we can do? Why didn't you tell us?"
"Well, to be honest... all the guests are invited to participate... And well, I thought if I told you, you wouldn't come... and well... I was kind of hoping that you would... you know... that way at least that way I wouldn't feel quite so alone!?" Linda said with an almost pleading look on her face.
"You want me to go naked too?" My wife squeaked.
"Most of the guest so far have, but you're the closest of my friends that are coming. It would really help me to get through this." Linda said pleadingly to her. For my part I was trying hard to not grin like a Cheshire cat and keep a straight face at the thought of seeing a lot of naked women.
"Well... I don't know. Just the ceremony?"
"No... the reception too." Linda said quietly.
"We could. You have a good looking body." I injected to my wife, hoping to help her along.
"Oh sure. You'd love that, seeing all those naked women." She said with a disgusted look, knowing full well where my mind was headed.
"That wasn't really what I was thinking." I lied.
"Yeah, right, and that bulge in your pants is a tennis ball you forgot to take out of your pocket?"
"Well." I said sheepishly.
"Ok hot shot... You think this is such a great idea, you go naked and tell me how much fun it is to walk around with your hard dick showing off all night."
"As long as it's not just me... I say why not."
"Men... you are disgusting animals sometimes." My wife shot at me with a scowl.
"It isn't my fault... I didn't pick the dress code, but if you don't think you can handle it, we don't have to undress." I said, knowing full well how she responded to challenges.
"I didn't say I couldn't handle it... I just said it was disgusting." My wife shot back.
"Hey. I didn't insinuate anything. I just said we didn't have to. It's up to you, I'll do whatever you want to." I said putting it squarely in her court. I could see Linda looking at my wife pleadingly.
"Fine! Just to help Linda!" She said to me in a very exasperated tone. "Where do we get undressed?" She asked Linda.
"You can use the first room. It's empty. You can hang your clothes in the closet or there are baskets on the floor by the bed. There are also lots of flip-flops for you to wear if you don't want to use your shoes." Linda said as she led my wife to the first bedroom. She stepped into the room with us and stood by the open door, watching me while she tried to chat with my wife.
I quickly shed my shirt and slacks, hanging them on a hanger and putting them in the closet. I pulled off my shoes and socks, leaving my underwear for last, finally pulling it down and freeing my already hard dick. I was facing away from the door, but could see Linda in the mirror over the dresser, clearly trying to get a look. Finally I turned, letting her see my hard dick as I looked for a pair of flip flops that fit. I saw her looking right at it, clearly enjoying the view, while my wife still had her back turned, folding her bra and underwear to put in the basket.
I don't think Linda even realized that she had slipped her hand into her robe, spreading it enough for me to see one tit, as she stroked her fingers across her left nipple, still staring at my hard dick.
"Well here goes nothing!" My wife said, as she turned around to look toward Linda, who was snapped back to reality, pulling her robe back closed defensively.
"Absolutely gorgeous!" I said as my wife looked over at me.
"You would say that you horny bastard!" She said trying to hide a grin as she looked at my hard dick. "You are enjoying this way too much at the moment. Just wait till you have to walk out there with that hardon. Reality check! You can't tell when a woman is horny just by looking, but it kind of sticks out like a sore thumb for guys."
"Nah. I'm just waiting for a chance to see Linda naked that's all. I mean we're naked and all, isn't she supposed to be too?" I joked, hoping to keep her thinking I had never seen, let alone had sex with Linda before. (but that is another story all together)
"Men!" My wife said walking past Linda and out of the room.
With a tiny grin, Linda spread her robe as I walked toward her, showing that she wasn't wearing anything but a pearl necklace.
"Very hot!" I whispered as I stepped past her to follow my wife to the stairs.
"You too." Linda whispered in reply.
I followed Nancy down the stairs to the lower level and out toward the patio. I could see a large number of chairs set up in rows along the patio, facing the lake. The whole patio was surrounded with white poles wrapped with flowers and it looked like small lights. All of this led to a trellis arch at the end of the Patio where the bride and groom would be standing, flowers and garlands of greenery flowing and wrapping around it. Quite a few of the seats were already full, and from my position it was clear the vast majority of them were as naked as we were. I followed my wife out the French doors and down the center aisle, looking at the people seated. The older couples for the most part had not disrobed, a few reducing to just their bra and panties. Mostly all of the mid thirty and below were completely naked. I saw quite a few couples sitting, guys with hard dicks sticking up and lady's with exposed hard nipples. There also seemed to be quite a few single girls sitting in groups, all in their mid to late twenties. As we walked down the aisle my hard dick swinging with each step, seemed to draw their attention.
We were only seated a few minutes when a couple young ladies came and sat next to me.
"This is really a beautiful setting, isn't it?" one of them asked, clearly eyeing my dick sticking up from my lap.
"It is. I like the flowers and the setting sun. A very romantic setting." I replied, trying to check out their bodies without my wife noticing.
"Oh I know. And doing it all naked. I need to do this when I get married. It is so fucking hot!" the second girl said.
"So you like this?" I asked the second girl.
"Oh yeah. I love being naked anyway, but around this many people is just so... exhilarating!" She said, followed by a deep sigh. "My name is Donna, what's yours?" She asked.
"Mike." I said as my wife elbowed me hard in the ribs. "You're friends with Emily?"
"Uh huh. We used to do gymnastics together." She said, still trying to look at my hard dick without looking like it.
"Good to meet you then." I said as the music started.
First to come down the aisle was Linda, completely naked except for light blue heels and a string of white pearls. She looked down at my dick as she stepped to the row in front of me, giving us a small smile.
It wasn't long before the groom and his groomsmen, all wearing nothing but black flip-flops and black bow ties, made their way up front with the priest, who was thankfully dressed.
The brides' maids began walking down the aisle, each holding a bouquet of white roses with tiny bits of blue in them, up nearly between their tits, dressed in nothing but white heels and white pearl necklaces. Each girl, well tanned with little or no hint of tan lines, made their way to the front, giving all the guys a good long look at their tits and each of their mounds, their curly pubic hair all trimmed into the shape of a heart. By the time the last of the four had made it to the front the entire wedding party had gotten over their nervousness and were sprouting hard dicks.
Finally it was time for Emily to come down the aisle. She looked gorgeous, waking with her arm linked in her fathers, wearing white heels, a white and blue garter on one thigh, a string of white pearls and a white lace veil. Her full tanned tits wiggled and giggle enticingly with each step, reminding me of just how good they felt in my mouth, making my dick ratchet up one more notch. I was turned to face the aisle as she came down, the girl next to Donna, who's name I didn't know, backed up into me, pressing her bare ass against my hard dick. If I hadn't been standing next to my wife, I would have reached around and tweaked a nipple, but she would have killed me for that.
I remember little of the actual ceremony, instead being distracted by the hand of the girl sitting next to me, gently stroking my leg down where my wife couldn't see, and staring at the practically perfect asses of the maids of honor only a dozen feet in front of me. I don't know how many people noticed the youngest of the four shudder as if she had a sudden chill during the ceremony, but I was sitting close enough to notice the single drop of her juices run down her leg from her pussy. It was definitely not sweat, despite the heat!
Finally the ceremony ended and everyone cheered as the newly married couple were introduced before heading down the aisle. The setting sun and the flowered trellis a perfect background for the sexy bodies arrayed in front of us, including Emily. Each of the brides' maids paired up with their respective groomsman, each now sporting a hard dick, and followed a pair at a time down the aisle, followed by Linda and her husband.
The crowd was then ushered out, starting at the front, to go through the traditional receiving line. My wife and I were not quite first, but very much toward the front. Each of the bride's maids gave me a nice hug, their tits either pressing into my chest or just teasing it with their nipples. Linda, gave me a huge hug, as she did my wife. To my surprise Emily gave me a huge hug and a subtle squeeze of the cock as I congratulated them.
Finally free of the receiving line, we moved to the lower great room, and thankfully air conditioning, to snack on hors d'oeuvres until dinner, which would not be too far away, given the time.
"That was a pretty ceremony, wasn't it?" My wife asked as we shared a plate of cheese cubes and crackers.
"It was. Very nice." I agreed.
Sandy, one of Linda's friends that we knew in passing, came up to chat. She was slightly round, not thin but not what I would call fat either, with large breasts and a very pleasant face. "So that was an interesting wedding, wasn't it?" she asked.
"Yes." My wife said, noting that she was busy staring at my hard dick more than anything else. "Not used to watching one naked though."
"Oh me neither, I usually cry at weddings, this time I had to work not to cum just watching the groomsmen's hard dicks." She whispered a slight tint of pink coming to her face and chest.
"They did seem to sprout big ones didn't they?" Amber, a petite girl with tiny breasts and a very thin firm ass, one of the Emily's friends said as she walked up. "Jenny must have been so embarrassed though." She continued.
"Why?" My wife asked curiously.
"When she orgasmed standing in front of everyone? I think it was the first time she's ever been naked in front of anyone but the doctor." Amber replied. "I was surprised she agreed to do this."
"I'm sure not too many people noticed." My wife said. "I wonder what they have on tap for dinner?" She asked, trying to change the subject.
"Why don't I go get us something to drink?" I said to my wife, wanting to dodge whatever came next. "What would you like?"
"Tonight? How about an Amaretto Sour." She said.
I looked a bit surprised, neither of us being big drinkers, but headed off to the bar.
"Nice dick." One lady said as she stepped up to the bar next to me while I was waiting for my drinks. "I hope you're going to dance later, I'd like to grind against it a while!" She continued, pressing her hip against mine and allowing her hand to slide over and squeeze my hard dick. I looked over and was greeted with a very friendly face, but had no idea who she was. She had a firm body and a nice pair of tits, with her nipples standing out rock hard in front of her.
"Well, I'll probably dance later." I said non-commitally
"Good. Maybe I can steal you from your wife for a grind or two." She said with a smile and a wink.
I took my drinks and shook my head, looking back as I walked away to check out her ass.
"Here you go sweety!" I said handing my wife her drink as I got back.
We stood around working on our drinks while the photographer did her thing with the wedding party. That was going to be one interesting set of wedding pictures!
"Oh how pretty." My wife said as the lights on all the poles came on with the growing darkness.
"It is. Wanna go sneak out into the dark and neck?" I asked her quietly.
"You are bad!" she said with a giggle, having drained nearly the whole drink. "but I better go find the potty first."
"Nah... come on." I said, leading her by the hand out into the darkness.
"But I have to pee!" She whispered as I walked her down toward the lake.
"So, pee out here!" I whispered back.
"Do I have to?"
"Why not? I mean it's not like you're going to get your clothes wet or anything. Hell, you're already naked."
"I really don't understand you." She said as she stepped behind a bush with me and crouched down. It was really getting too dark to see, but I could hear her pee hitting the dry ground. I was surprised when she reached over and stroked my hard dick a few times. "You know. I really ought to do something with this before someone else does." She whispered.
"Who else would do anything?" I asked.
"Oh... let's see... That girl Amber said she wished she could ride your rocket, and that lady at the bar seemed more than interested in your dick too."
"Oh... I didn't know."
"The hell you didn't. Half the women you walk past stare at your dick."
"Half the women walk by and stare at all the dicks, not just mine. And all the guys walk by and stare at your tits, but you don't see me making a scene."
"I suppose. But just the same." She said as she moved forward and enveloped my dick with her mouth. My wife wasn't much on giving oral sex to start with, so this was really out of character, but I ceased to care as she stroked her wet mouth up and down my dick along with her hand.
"Oh god." I mumbled, knowing I wasn't going to last long with all the teasing it had already received.
"Already?" my wife asked as she let go with her mouth and stood up. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me eagerly, her wet lips sucking mine while she stroked my saliva coated dick with her hand. "That's it baby!" She whispered, when she broke the kiss. "Cum for me. Squirt all over the dirt and trees like a fire hose!" she said as she moved slightly to the side and reached around to squeezed my ass. I reached a hand to her tit and gently squeezed and massaged her tit, twisting and tweaking her nipple.
"Oh god. You trying to make me cum?" She moaned quietly.
"Uh huh!" I said, trying to hold back as long as I could. "I want to fuck you!"
"Here?"
"Right here!" I said, putting my hand on hers, stopping her from jacking me off.
"Oh fuck why not?" She said, turning around and bending over.
I pressed my dick into her surprisingly wet tunnel, sinking slowly into her while she moaned with pleasure. "Oh yeah.... I can handle that." She moaned as I reached around and started massaging her tits with my hand while I stroked into her pussy.
"Oh god. I'm not going to last long." I grunted, moving a hand to her crotch to stroke her exposed clit.
"Me neither." She grunted as her body shook gently, her orgasm working closer to its climax.
"OH FUCK!" I groaned as my body unloaded into her, jerking and twitching with each shot of hot cum into her pussy.
"UHHHH" she groaned as her body jerked in time with mine, her own orgasm triggered by the surge of cum into her. I held her tightly, both of us bent over trying to catch our breath, one hand still massaging her tit and the other gently stroking her clit.
"Oh that was good." I said practically panting.
"I hope it keeps those other ladies off your dick." She said as she stood up and pulled off my dick. She turned around to face me and squatted down, allowing most of my cum to leak back out of her onto the ground.
"I'm sure it will." I replied as I looked behind her into the bushes and saw Amber watching us, one hand on her tit and the other disappearing down out of site, blocked by the leaves of the bush.
"Good. Now, go down and wash off your dick in the lake and let's go eat."
I nodded in agreement and walked the few more steps to the lake and crouched down, washing my now limp dick in the cool lake water. From my new position I could see Amber, who crouched down to stay out of site of my wife. She was squatting down and leaning back on one hand, her other hand working frantic circles around her clit, her knees spread as wide as they would go to give me a clear view. I watched her whole body tremble as she stared at me, both making sure I could see her and probably thinking that it was my dick inside her at that moment. Getting up I walked back to my wife and we walked with my arm around her waist back to the reception, leaving Amber to catch her breath.



Dinner was quite good, and my wife consumed enough wine to make her feel quite cheery, despite being naked in public. They had finished all the formal dances and traditions, such as father daughter dance and throwing the garter and such. When they opened the patio to general dancing I asked my wife if she would like to dance. "Hey love, would like to dance?"
"Not really. Why don't you go ask Linda, she could probably use some moral support at the moment." My wife said, nodding over to Linda who was sitting alone, her husband standing by the bar drinking his dinner.
"Ok." I said simply, getting up to walk over to Linda.
"Hey stranger." I said as I stepped up next to her. "Is your dance card open?"
"Hi Mike! I suppose a dance wouldn't hurt." She said, trying to put a smile on her face.
"Good." I said taking her hand and leading her out to the patio. I pulled her close to me and we danced to a fairly slow tune, her tits pressing into my chest.
"I didn't think we would get a chance to do this." She whispered, "I'm surprised Nancy would let you."
"If I could I'd take you out into the woods and screw you like we did that night by the lake." I said honestly.
"I know. I can tell." She said slipping her hand between us and finding my hard dick. She squeezed it several times and then stepped away slightly pushing it down to it was poking down between her legs. Being the better part of a foot shorter than I am, the move allowed my dick to press up against her pussy lips and clit as we danced. "ohhhh that feels good." She cooed as we slow danced in the gloom.
"Gonna cum?" I whispered after we had danced the bulk of the tune.
"Uh huh." She whispered, nodding her head against my chest as her body gave little shakes and quivers.
"I got you." I said, holding her close to me while she had as quiet of an orgasm against me as she could. I really wanted to go take her into the woods, but that was not a choice at the moment. It was only the number of people dancing on the patio that allowed what we were doing to be shielded from my wife.
The song ended all too soon, and the next was a faster number that I really didn't want to dance to, so I led Linda off the dance floor over to the table my wife was at.
"So have a good dance?" My wife asked me somewhat drunkenly, looking down at my hard dick, obviously s wet with Linda's juices.
"Uh huh."
"He's really a good dancer." Linda said, still looking flushed.
"He can be." She said before leaning over toward Linda. "Not to mention a really hard dick!"
"Ummm yeah. He does." She answered somewhat warily.
"Yep. good dick to get off on. Did it feel good?"
"What?" Linda asked in shock.
"Did it feel good getting off on him? I'm not stupid. I can see your cum on his dick."
Oh shit was all I could think of, but she didn't at all seem angry.
"I thought you needed that, and you weren't about to get any from your hubby." She said to Linda with a grin. "Knowing my husband like I do, he would jump at the chance to rub his dick against your pussy. But don't get me wrong... this is a one time thing, ok?"
Linda looked quite relieved and nodded her understanding. "I understand. I'm glad you do."
"This nude wedding thing has been a bit hard on both of us. I figured you'd need some relief, I know I did. I let him talk me into getting screwed down by the lake before dinner." She whispered to Linda.
"Oh. I see." Linda said knowingly.
A bump and grind song started and a number of the people got up and started dancing, their naked bodies pressing and grinding together. I could see that a few were taking the opportunity to allow dicks to slide into and on pussies.
Donna, one of the young lady's that sat next to us during the ceremony came over and circled her arm in mine. "There are a distinct lack of good looking guys willing to dance. Can I borrow your husband for a dance or two?" She asked my wife sweetly.
"As long as you stay on the dance floor, I suppose you can!" my wife answered, clearly not seeing what all was happening out there.
"Great!" She said with a grin. "Come on Mike!"
"I don't know how to dance like this!" I protested half heartedly.
"Don't worry, I'll teach you!" she said, pulling me toward the patio.
True to her word she dragged me to the middle of the patio, with lots of bodies between us and my wife, she showed me how to dance, her back pressed against my chest, and her ass against my hard dick. She used her hands on my hips to help me follow her motion, occasionally reaching around and squeezing my ass.
"You can touch me too." She said, pulling one of my hands from her hip up to her firm little tits. "Oh yes... like that." She said quietly as I squeezed one of her tits and nipples and ran my hand up and down her body.
"Like this?"
"Oh yes!" she answered over the music, reaching between us to find my hard dick. She pushed down, making me squat lower and pushing my dick up and out between her legs. "Much better." She said as she ground into me, my dick now sticking lewdly out between her legs, making her look like she had a short fat dick.
The song ended and we stood still while the next started, a bit slower but still a bump and grind.
"Just what I needed." She said as she turned her head and kissed me wetly, pulling my head over her shoulder to help reach. With her other hand she stroked my dick and pressed it against her pussy until she had the head between her lips and pressing up into her tight tunnel. "Oh fuck" she groaned into my mouth as she sunk lower on my shaft.
"You know we can get caught this way!" I said quietly.
"I know. Makes it all the hotter, doesn't it?" she said breathlessly as she started bouncing up and down my shaft to the music.
"I'm not going to last long doing that." I said honestly.
"I know... me neither!" she panted, bouncing and grinding harder.
It was more than I could take, my dick and body jerked suddenly, spouting cum deep into her hot pussy. "OH YES!" she squeaked as her body jerked in time with my squirts of cum. We tried to continue to move to the music but there was no way we could for several long seconds. Finally she began to move again, my dick softening and slipping from her pussy.
"That was great, thank you!" she said as she turned to face me and give me a big hug, hiding that her hand was rubbing her juices into my cock to make them less noticeable.
"You want to dance more?" I asked as the next song started.
"No I need to sit down and catch my breath." She said taking me by the hand and leading me back to my wife.
"Here he is Mrs C. Good as ever!" she said as I sat down.
"Just missing his hardon. I take it he couldn't take the bump and grind?"
"Oh that? Isn't the first time I made a guy cum in his pants, but this time he didn't have any pants!" She said with a giggle, covering the fact that it was inside something else where that load was deposited. "He really is a quick learner."
"Yes he is that." My wife said, clearly not upset about what she thinks happened.
"Well, I might be back for another dance later." She said as she got up. "Right now I need to use the little ladies room."
We sat for nearly twenty minutes, the three of us talking while the music played and people danced.
"Mike!" Emily said, walking up to me. "I have to have a dance with you before the night is out. How about now?"
"Don't you think your husband should have one?"
"We have been. He's off dancing with an old girlfriend, so I figured I can dance with my second dad!"
"I suppose so." I said as she led me to the patio, wearing nothing now but the heels and pearls.
"So how does it feel to be married?" I asked as the music for a slow dance started and she pulled her body against mine, resting her head on my shoulder.
"So far pretty good, but seeing your hard dick earlier made me really want to ride it again." She whispered as my dick hardened between us.
"I know what you mean. I saw your naked tits and all I could think of was getting showered with your milk the last time."
"It was good wasn't it?"
"Probably the best sex I've ever had." I whispered to her.
"Well, you never know when I might pop in and need to express a little milk!" She said with a grin.
"Oh god."I said as she slipped a hand between us and squeezed my hard dick. "I could so fuck you right now."
"Just wait..." she said with a grin as the song wound down. The next number was a bit faster, and as the music picked up she danced me toward the far end of the patio and then pulled me back out into the darkness. Out here it was impossible to tell who we were, everyone being naked, so she pulled me to a bench by the lake and sat down, spreading her legs wide. "Ok here's your chance!"
Without a word I squatted down and aimed my dick at her pussy. I pushed into her and quickly started stroking in and out. "Oh god." I grunted as she humped back up to meet my thrusts.
"Yeah....that's it. Cum for me!" she cooed as I pounded into her.
"Oh shit!" I panted as my body jerked after nearly a minute of pounding her hot pussy. My body jerked and spurted cum into her, shot after shot of hot cum emptying into her pussy. She reached up and pulled my face to hers, kissing me wetly while she stroked her clit in tiny circles, finishing off her own orgasm within a few seconds.
"Won't Dan be upset?" I asked her as we tried to catch our breaths.
"I don't care. He had his dick in that old girlfriend, so I figured it was ok for me to thank a very good friend. You've been like a dad to me for so many years, I just wanted you to know how special you are to me." She said quietly. "Thank you, for everything you've done for me over the years, and hopefully all the things you will do to me over and over again." She said as she pulled my face to one of her tits.
I gently kissed and sucked each nipple while my dick slipped from her pussy. "Too bad we had to rush." I said quietly as we got up.
"I know." She said as she squatted down, and sucked my dick into her mouth, cleaning all our cum from my dick while her pussy drained. After almost an entire song had played she got up, having worked my dick back to enough of a hardon that my wife wouldn't notice.
We walked arm in arm, looking innocent and walking around the side of the grill and across the patio, both of us knowing exactly what we had done and feeling like we had covered it quite well.
"I better go!" she said with a kiss on my cheek. "Thank you for the dances."
"You're welcome Em." I said as she pulled away.
I sat down at the table and watched her perfect ass walk away. "I hope they're ok." I said quietly.
"Why?" My wife asked.
"She told me Dan was screwing around on her already."
"Oh like you were doing with Linda?"
"No. Much worse than that." I said without thinking. After realizing what I said I added "All I did was let her get off pressing against my dick while we danced. That isn't really having sex, is it?"
"Yes, but then I sent you out there knowing something would happen."
"I think it's time to head home." I said, feeling like if we stayed any longer I would get myself into more trouble.
"Oh I agree." She said getting up. I followed her up the stairs watching her naked ass inches in front of me. I couldn't resist reaching up between her legs and stroking her wet pussy.
"Too bad you have to get dressed. I like looking at your naked body."
"We don't have to dress." She said as she reached the top of the stairs. "In fact, we can drive home naked if you want. I wonder if we can get all the way home before I make you cum?"
"Worth finding out!" I said as we picked up our clothes from the closet and basket and headed for the suburban.
My wife had her head in my lap, licking and sucking on my hard dick before I even had the truck turned around and headed home. I wondered just how far I would be able to get before I had to stop and screw her.
"Next year, let's do something for nude day. I really had fun tonight!" She said from my lap.
"You got lover!" I answered with a grin, already starting to think about next July 14th.
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It was possibly the dumbest thing I had ever said. I opened my mouth and stuck my foot completely in it. Quite simply I had said that my wife and her friends were far too conservative to ever go naked outside their own bedrooms, let alone spend the whole day naked outside their own houses, national nude day or not.
The challenge Linda made was that they would all four go naked the whole day, if I would act as their naked servant wherever they went. I would have to do whatever they asked, within reason, as long as all four stayed completely naked, and I would go wherever they chose to go.
I laughed and told them that they were on, knowing full well that there was no way they would ever go through with it. The city had finally relaxed the indecency laws for the one day a year, realizing that there was a lot of money to be had by attracting people looking for a place to celebrate. The last few days I had very much enjoyed watching all the naked women walking around town, but I had never expected that I would be joining them.
It was decided that my wife and I, both completely naked, would drive over to her friend's houses and pick them up. I was the only one allowed to bring any clothes, in case they reneged, with the exception of shoes and purses. So here it was National Nude day and I was driving across town with my wife, headed toward Linda's house, my first pickup. Our destination was a large park downtown that had been set aside for the celebration of the day. Fountain Park was named because the two by three city block park had a number of fountains, including the centerpiece fountain. This particular fountain was a granite mosaic the size of half a football field, dotted with water jets that shot water up to ten feet in the air in random or changing patterns. In the dead of summer it was a great place to get wet. The ladies decided that this would be a great place to hang out and, as my wife put it, show me off!
I drove into Linda's driveway and parked in front of her house. I simply had no choice, I was the servant, and I had to get out and go get her. Really stupid. About the only bright side was I was finally going to get to see all three of my wife's sexy friends naked.
I climbed out of the truck and walked to the door to collect Linda. I rang the bell, feeling a bit out of place as the neighbor lady watering her flowers stared at my naked body.
"Well, right on time!" Linda said as she came out the front door with nothing but a purse and a bag with a small towel hanging out of it. "Shall we?"
"Yes maam." I said in my best servitude style, following her nude form to the truck. I opened the door and she climbed in, cheerfully greeting my wife. I climbed in, the lady next door still staring at my swinging, now hard dick, although now she had one hand pressed between her legs. She was going to be frigging herself pretty quickly. I thought to myself as I backed out of the drive.
My next stop was Adrian's house. Not far away, but then when you're driving naked, everywhere is far away. I pulled in a few minutes after getting Linda and walked to her door.
"Well good morning Mike. Nice to see so much of you." She said as she stood in the door. Where Linda was a bit petite with small perky breasts, Adrian was a bit larger. I would never go so far as to call her fat, but she had a bit heavier frame than either my wife or Linda. She was certainly attractive, and her big tits and shoulder length blond hair added to her general good looks.
"Would you pick up my bags please?" She asked sweetly, setting two small cloth bags on the floor in front of her. I bent down and immediately smelled the scent of fresh pussy juice. I looked up at her crotch as I picked up the bags and could see little trails of wetness across her thighs. She had either just gotten off or was horny as hell. "Thank you!" She said as she walked past me, leading the way to the car, her surprisingly firm ass wiggling back and forth all the way.
I opened the door for her and she stepped past me, grabbing my hard dick and giving it a quick stroke as she moved past. She looked at me and winked as she climbed in.
I closed the door and walked around the truck, my now rock hard dick swinging in the breeze.
Jenny lived in an apartment about a mile from Adrian. I easily found the complex and parked to go get her. As I walked to her building I felt like there were a hundred pair of eyes on my hard dick, and I was thankful as I made it into the building. I walked up the three flights of stairs to Jenny's apartment and knocked.
She quickly answered the door, making the trip well worth it. She stood maybe five feet tall, but her b cup tits were round and firm with rock hard nipples and she had shaved her pussy bare. I had no idea if it was for this occasion, or just in general. Either way she was smoking hot.
"All set Mike?" She said with a smile as she stepped out of the door. She moved up against me until her tits were pressing into my chest. "You know... I've wanted to see you naked for a long time. I wonder, how long it will be before I make you squirt all over my sexy little body? Does that thought make you hot? Do you want to fuck my tight little pussy? Oh I hope so because I would love to get that big hard dick buried in my pussy." She said quietly as she squeezed my hard dick.
I really didn't know if she was serious or just teasing until she pulled my hand to her pussy. "Can you feel how wet I am? Would you like me to fuck you right here? Come on. Stick it in me, I won't tell your wife!"
"I'm not so sure I should." I answered honestly.
"Oh silly boy... You're our servant. You have to do what I say. Now why don't you give me... say... five strokes with that dick of yours?" She said as she stepped to the stairs and bent over to hold the railing.
"Yes maam." I said as I stepped behind her and rubbed the head of my dick around her pussy. I had fantasized about fucking her for years, and I was not about to pass up on this opportunity. Slowly I fed my cock into her tight pussy, pushing it deeper into her as she expanded to accommodate me.
"Ohhh yes... You like how tight my little pussy is? Would you like to cum and fill me full of your fuck juice?" She asked as I slowly stroked my five strokes, reluctantly pulling out after just five.
"Ohhh good boy! You follow directions so well. Maybe later you'll get to finish that job!" She said as she walked naked down the stairs in front of me.
We were most of the way down when we met a young lady coming up the stairs with a basket.
"Jenny?" The cute young lady asked, stopping on the stairs.
"Hi Fran. National Nude Day. You should join us down at the park!" Jenny said as she walked by. As I went by the young lady stared at my hard dick, still glistening with Jenny's pussy juice. I looked over my shoulder as we stepped out the front door and saw her still on the stairs, her hand down inside her shorts as she watched my dick swinging free.
"Hi Nancy!" She called as we got close to the truck. I opened the door and she climbed in as Adrian scooted to the middle.
I walked around and climbed in, my wife looking at my hard glistening dick. I just shrugged and pointed over my shoulder.
"Hey Jenny. Were you fucking my hubby?" She asked over her shoulder.
"Not really. I just got him warmed up."
"Remember we said no sex unless we were all there! No private stuff. Ok!"
"Got it!" she said with a grin and a wink.
Apparently I had been the topic of discussion as far as sex and some arrangement was made, since my wife was the only one married in the group.
We arrived at the park and had to wait to get into the lot. There was an attendant checking and a sign that said the park was closed to minors unless accompanied by a parent. That at least was a comforting thought, although I was sure there would be a variety of the younger crowd there anyway. It was almost a relief to get out and realize that there were other guys for them to oogle. As I unloaded the girl's bags and a few lounge chairs from the back Adrian came around and pressed her big tits into my back and slipped a hand around to squeeze my hard dick.
"Jenny told me she got you inside her already. Wanna hear a secret? The three of us have a bet on who can make you cum first. I'll make well worth your while anytime you want to collect if you make it me."
"What did you have in mind?"
"Anything you want any time you want it!" She said with a grin while she stroked my dick. "And that doesn't mean just today!"
"What about my wife?" I asked.
"She won't ever know." She answered with a giggle.
I just nodded as she released my dick and I followed them across the grassy park toward the fountain. We set the chairs up near some trees, the fountain only about thirty yards away. The breeze was drawing the mist from the fountain our direction, making it a cool zone.
I helped all four with their chairs and then went about doing as I was asked, getting drinks and such.
"OH Mike..Would you please put some lotion on me?" Jenny asked as she held out a bottle of sunblock.
"Yes maam." I said, moving over near her. I squeezed a large amount out and began massaging it into her chest, rubbing it around her tits and making sure to squeeze her nipples with each stroke. I knew I was getting to her and kept one hand working on her tits while I let the other work her stomach and mound. I Moved to her legs, and began working the lotion up her legs toward her thighs and pussy, always stopping just short of her pussy. My wife stared at what I was doing as I did her second leg, again stopping short of her pussy.
"Roll over please." I asked her nicely, which she did. I started on her back and worked my way all the way down to her firm ass, rubbing the lotion into her cheeks and making sure my fingers stroked up her ass crack and across her bud. I moved quickly to her legs, which she spread for me and I worked the lotion up her legs, to her thighs. As I stroked her thighs with the lotion I allowed my fingers to slip between her pussy lips, stroking up her lips and across her increasingly sensitive clit as I worked the lotion into her legs and ass. With one hand gently stroking her pussy and the other squeezing her ass, her friends watched her body twitch and finally jerk in climax.
"Ohhhhhh fffffuuuuuuckkkkk" she moaned as I flicked her clit with my finger, making her whole body shake. After almost a minute of attention, I eased my stroking and allowed her to come down from her temporary high.
"Ohhhh that was nice of you. I could do with a bit of tanning oil." Linda said a she dug a bottle out of her bag.
"Yes maam." I said with a grin as I moved over and squirted some of the oil on her body. I worked and massaged the oil with both hands, one working up her legs, stroking her pussy lips each chance I got, and the other working her firm little tits. I allowed my fingers to roam all up and down her body, squeezing her nipples and stroking her clit.
"Oh fuck." She moaned as I worked her squirming body toward climax. "AHHH" she squeaked as I finally pushed her over the top, my fingers still squeezing and twisting her hard nipple while I pushed a finger deep into her pussy.
My wife glared at me while I simply smiled back.
I wiped my hands off and then walked over to Adrian. "Would you like some help with that?" I asked, crouching down next to where she was putting some sunblock on her arms.
"Sure, that would be sweet!" She answered, clearly turned on. I knelt down and started at her legs, which she quickly spread wide to allow me to get access anywhere I wanted. I worked my way slowly up her thighs, just tickling her pussy lips as I moved from leg to leg. She rocked her hips up to try to get more contact as I just grazed my fingertips across her wet pussy lips. Continuing to stroke her legs and mound gently, I leaned up and whispered in her ear.
"Would you like me to stick my big hard dick into your hot wet pussy?" I whispered.
"Oh yeah." She said, letting one arm down over the side of the chair to find my hard dick and stroke it.
"You want me to fuck you right here in front of everyone with my big hard dick? Make you cum in a huge screaming orgasm as I slide my hard dick deep inside your waiting pussy?" I whispered as I slipped a finger deep into her as she rocked her hips up to meet my stroke.
"Ohhhhh yeah. Fuck me." She whispered back as I moved my head to her chest and sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth. I stroked the top of her tunnel with my finger while I sucked and licked her hard nipple. "UH GOD!' she grunted as I stroked her clit with my thumb, sending her over the brink in a crashing orgasm that had her jerking and twitching for nearly two minutes while I gently stroked her pussy.
Finally after she had eased back down I pulled my hand from her pussy and stood up, looking confidently at my wife.
"Damn!" She swore as she sat and looked at her friends disgustedly.
"I win." I said with a grin. "Now put up or shut up!"
Linda looked over at my wife quizzically. "What's he talking about?"
"He knew about your little bet on who would make him cum first, so he made a little side bet with me. He bet that he could get all three of you to cum before you made him cum." My wife said angrily. "Never in a hundred years would I have thought any of you would have allowed him to fingerfuck you in public, let alone all three of you!"
"Well, he did, so what's the payoff?" Jenny asked, shading her eyes from the sun as my wife climbed out of her chair.
"I have to fuck him in the fountain... and I have to let him fuck you three as many times today as he wants! Seems we just became his sex toys for the day!"
I held my hand out to my wife. "Come on sweetie, I feel like a good fuck in the fountain."
"Hey Nancy!" Jenny called. "You might as well enjoy it. I know I would!"
"Don't worry, I have a feeling you might be next!" My wife called as I led her toward the fountain for the first of what I hoped would be many good fucks today.
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As a network consultant, a lot of smaller businesses hire me to come install their network and then maintain the systems. The initial installation is always the hardest because I need pull all the wires. If it's just a simple office area I'll do it myself, running the wires over all the drop ceilings and fishing them through the walls. Usually a couple days is all it takes. Bigger jobs will usually require me to hire one of a couple other firms I know to pull the wires.
This job was a pretty small one. Half a dozen offices behind a dress boutique with office computers and a few small servers. The lady in charge, a Ms. Dempsy, seemed nice enough, not at all hard on the eyes, and her secretary was even hotter, tall slim, great facial features, and oh yes, a nice set of size B tits which were well displayed by what she wore and really great looking legs. In the three visits I had to the location so far, I hadn't seen her in anything but a mini-skirt and low cut blouse. Come to think of it, pretty much all of the ladies I had seen in the offices were good looking and wearing very high end fashionable dresses. I figured that they were connected to the boutique and got a really good discount.
I arrived with my rolls of wire and tools to get started on a Tuesday. The initial part of the job wasn't too hard, pull wires around the ceiling space by moving from office to office and throwing the wire through the ceiling space created by the dropped ceiling and then fish them down into the walls to boxes under the desks through holes I make. Pretty routine stuff, if not a bit warm due to effort and working up in the hot ceiling spaces.
As the day wore on it got pretty warm with half of me sticking up into the ceiling space or crawling around on the floor under the desks. I was used to it though and had worn a pair of shorts to try to stay comfortable. What I hadn't counted on was just exactly how good the ladies in the offices looked, and I felt like I was continually hiding or readjusting my hardon. I caught a couple of the ladies checking me out and even flashing me a bit more than was necessary as I was on or coming down the ladders. As I was laying under one desk trying to fish the wire out the hole I had cut in the drywall, I looked out before sliding from under the desk, and was surprised to see a pretty good looking lady sitting in the desk chair, leaning over watching me. The way she was leaning, her tits were squeezed up on her chest until they were about to fall out of her top, and her legs were spread wide enough that I could easily see what appeared to be a red lace panty with some brown curls sticking through, and stockings, rather than pantyhose. I have to admit I did stare long enough to tell that she had a pretty large wet spot on the crotch of those panties, which of course made my dick grow hard one more time.
The day had gone pretty much that way until lunch, when I decided it was time to take a break and eat. I looked around for a bathroom, and only found one.
"Does anyone mind if I use the bathroom? It looks like there's only a ladies room." I asked the secretary.
"Oh sure. We only have one back here, but then we're all ladies!" She said with a huge grin. "By the way. I'm Angie."
"Hi Angie, I'm Mike. " I replied as I took the hand she offered before heading back to wash up and take care of my business. I closed the door, and not finding any lock, shrugged and washed my hands. There were two stalls in addition to the sink, a rather large shower stall with a chair visible inside the clear glass cube, and a fairly large sofa, which had me a bit baffled, but then I wasn't used to using ladies rooms. I stepped into a stall and closed the door. I was sitting down with my shorts around my ankles when I heard the door open. Not wanting to cause any problem I called out.
"Just be warned, I'm in here."
"Oh, no problem. I don't mind." I heard a very feminine voice say. I looked at the floor under the door and saw the feet go to the next stall. I figured that I might as well keep my visit short and leave her to her privacy when I saw a pair of red heels kick off. I recognized them as belonging to a very good looking woman from one of the offices. I guessed she was about thirty, fairly well built, with a very pretty face and short cropped dark hair. Her arms looked like she worked out regularly and were also well tanned. If I wasn't married I probably would have looked to try to get into her dress, even if she was a bit younger than I was.
I was about to get up when I saw her feet on the floor turn to face away from the toilet and a tiny red thong panty fall to her ankles. It didn't take my dick long to respond to two facts. First she had to be sitting half naked next to me, and second, her pantyhose weren't, they were stockings, which always turned me on.
"So what do you guys do here?" I asked, trying to be sociable in what felt kind of awkward to me.
"You saw the little shop out front? We design all the clothes in there."
"You mean the dresses?" I asked, recalling looking at the price on one of the dresses and nearly falling over in shock.
"Oh not just the dresses. Also all the lingerie too."
"Oh. Like the nighties and stuff?" I asked remembering a rack along the back of much more delicate stuff than dresses.
"Uh huh." She said as she reached down and pulled her panties off over her feet. Her hand disappeared and a moment later the tiny thong panty flew over the top of the partition between us and landed on me. "This is one of my designs It was done for a particular customer who wanted to really show off her features, if you know what I mean." She said with a smile in her voice.
I picked the tiny material off my shoulder and held it out to look at it. It was a very delicate red lace triangle, held together by several small silky straps. It looked as if it wouldn't really hide much at all.
"Very sexy." I answered, my hardening dick growing until it was sticking up between my legs, encouraged by the scent of her pussy on the tiny bit of material. I held them down below the partition for her.
"Oh, no you can keep them." She said as she stood up. "I don't wear them at the gym anyway."
She opened the door of the stall and stepped out. I heard her wash her hands and decided it was time to leave. I stood up, tried to tuck my hard dick into my pants, mostly unsuccessfully, and then opened the door. I was fully expecting to be alone in the bathroom, but to my surprise the lady from the next stall was standing next to the sofa, completely naked except for a pair of white cotton socks, her dress and stockings tossed on the sofa.
"Oh damn." I mumbled, trying to back into the stall again.
"Oh, no, come on out, it's ok." She said over her shoulder. "I'm not bashful." From where I was standing I could see every inch of her body from her perky b cup breasts to her brown curly bush. "Just a hazard of a single bathroom. I'm just changing to go to the gym." She said as she pulled a stretchy top over her head and down over her tits, leaving her only naked below the waist. She turned around and bent over, stepping into a pair of workout pants which she had to work up her legs they were so snug. "I hope it doesn't bother you to share a bathroom with us." She said as she stayed bent over, working the tight material up her legs, her pussy sticking out at me invitingly.
"Um not at all." I said, trying to ignore the twitching in my dick.
"Good!" she said a she finally stood straight up and pulled the black material up over her firm ass. She turned bent over again, putting her shoes on and tying them, her pussy, now covered in the stretchy material, no less prominent. "Hope to see more of you later." She said with a grin a she turned to leave.
After she left I quickly stuffed my hand down into my shorts to try to put my dick someplace a bit more comfortable, and was shocked when she stuck her head back into the door, catching me that way.
"I forgot to tell you... I'm Mary, third office over... Nice dick by the way." She said with a grin before disappearing again.
It was at least a minute before I managed to get enough control of myself to walk out of the bathroom.
"I see Mary introduced herself." Angie said with a smile as I walked out of the bathroom.
"Um yeah." I replied, still a bit unsure.
"She's harmless. Used to be a model so she's not too bashful, if you know what I mean. I'm about to eat, would you like to join me?" she asked sweetly.
"I was just going to eat a quick sandwich." I said noncommittally.
"No point in being uncomfortable." She said as she stood up from her desk. She led the way down a short hall to an empty office that had been converted into a pleasant break room. Like all the offices it was mostly glass along the hallway wall, but it was outfitted with a few overstuffed chairs, a sofa, table and chairs in the center and of course all the usual appliances.
"Have a seat." She motioned as she headed to the fridge for what I presumed was her lunch. I sat in a chair and got my water and sandwich out from my small cooler and leaned back to enjoy a quick bite.
"So do you do this kind of work a lot?" She asked as she spread some dressing on a salad.
"Often enough to make a living, but not enough to be rich." I replied with my standard answer.
"Hmmm You seem to be good at it, I would think there would be a lot of demand for this kind of work." She said as she sat down in a seat across from me. She crossed her legs and set a bottle of water on the table next to her before taking a bite of salad.
"Lots of people want to go with a big company. There is a perception that us little operators aren't as trustworthy or something." I said after chewing my bite of sandwich.
"Oh. Are you?" she asked
"What?"
"Trustworthy."
"Well, I have a high level of integrity and I maintain a million dollars bonding." I said between bites.
"That should be enough to satisfy most people. Have you ever had a problem?"
"So far not. Although I have found a lot of interesting things on some of the computers I've worked with."
"Like what?"
"Well... at one place I did, I found that one of the employees was running a porn server from the companies server farm. Had to turn him in to the company of course, but some of the live camera feeds he had going were interesting."
"Like what?" she asked, unfolding her legs and leaning forward.
"Well... Most of them seemed to be housewives doing chores naked around the house and such. He had one house set up so that you could click from camera to camera and find her doing anything from housework to taking a shower. I had to admit, it was pretty hot watching her scrub the floor butt naked, her big tits swinging around free."
"Oh, you're a tit man then?" she said with a grin.
"Um." I said suddenly uncomfortable with where this was going. "I guess so, but I tend to prefer the whole package, if you know what I mean."
"Uh huh. You enjoy watching tits but you like a good pussy too." She said bluntly, smiling at my discomfort. "Don't worry, we talk that way all the time around here. Part of the business of making specialty and sometimes erotic attire is understanding what the customer wants. I kind of had you pegged for a leg man... Let me guess... You like stockings better than hose."
"Actually I do." I answered as I looked down at her legs involuntarily, realizing that she had spread her knees far enough apart that I could look up her short skirt and see the tops of her stockings and her powder blue panties.
"And let's see..." she said leaning back and looking at the ceiling, which made her panties even more prominent under the dark skirt. "I bet you like to have sex with your women partly dressed instead of completely naked?"
My dick practically jumped in my pants, adding to the discomfort I was feeling.
"I guess." I answered non-committally.
"Oh you can tell me. It'll be our secret. I like to try to guess what men like."
"Ok... yes, I prefer my women half dressed rather than naked."
"I thought so. I bet you're a lace man too, right? If you were going to buy something sexy for your wife it would be a long lace gown with a lace teddy?"
Actually she had hit the nail pretty close to home. I did prefer lace and the last time I bought my wife something sexy to wear it was a lace teddy. "I guess so." I answered, feeling a bit odd.
"I thought so." She said as she ate the last bite of salad. She ran her finger around the edge of the container, scooping up some of the remaining dressing and then sucked it off her finger seductively. She stood up and walked to the door. "Thank you for the lunch conversation, it was very... interesting." She said before she went out the door, her eyes clearly staring at my hard dick in my shorts.
It took me several minutes to will my dick back down to normal proportions as my mind suddenly jumped to how she would look naked. After that few minutes I drained my water bottle and then headed out to get back to work.
I walked over to her desk, where I had set all my equipment on the floor and crouched down to look at my list of what to do next. "I think you're next." I said without thinking. Then I looked up quickly at her face. "I didn't mean it that way."
"You didn't? I don't know if I should be offended for saying it or for not meaning it!" She said sternly, before breaking into a smile. "Just pulling your leg, what do you need from me?"
"Well, I need to get a wire pulled in down under your desk."
"Oh, well, I can let you work down there if you want, but I have to be able to reach the phone."
"No problem." I said as I dug out my template and dremmel tool. She pushed back from the desk and let me crawl under. Lying on my back I put up the template and pinned it in place before starting to cut the hole. The saw isn't exactly quiet, so when I heard the phone ring I stopped what I was doing so she could answer it.
"Hello Dempsy's apparel." I heard her say to the phone as she scooted her desk chair forward on the carpet. "Yes." She said listening to the person on the other end. "I can look those up. Just a moment." She said as she moved in closer, putting one stocking clad foot on one side of my legs and the other between them so she could reach her computer.
I lay there on my back looking up her short skirt, my mind wandered to wondering what she would look like without her blue panties. I had no idea if she knew I was looking or not, but then it was really too dark to see much anyhow. Her conversation seemed to be taking a long time as she looked for some numbers of something on the computer. I felt her foot move, now pressing against my crotch as she twisted in the chair a bit farther. I would have said she didn't realize she was touching me, but her foot lifted from where it was sitting on the floor between my legs to gently rest on my hard dick, her toes occasionally wiggling on it. Her call finally ended and she pushed her chair back, pulling her foot from my front.
"Sorry about that. Thank you for waiting. I'm not sure I could have heard what I needed to otherwise."
"No problem." I replied, still feeling a bit flush. I started the cutter again and finished the hole. As I slid out from under her desk I had a clear view up between her legs, which now in the light, rather than under the desk, allowed her pale blue panties to be visible, along with a darker spot in the middle of the panties crotch. "I'll be back in a bit." I said as I stood up and headed to the back room with a box of wire.
It took me nearly half an hour to get the wire to the correct wall, working it over the drop ceiling tile by tile to the top of the wall near Angie's desk. I set my ladder in front of her desk and climbed up to drill a small hole in the top plate of the wall and push a wire down. I had just finished drilling when I felt a hand slide up and down my bare leg, each time, working a bit higher up under my shorts. It was incredibly distracting as I tried to push the small wire down the hole and into the wall. It got even more distracting when she reached my hard dick and squeezed it through my briefs. Under other circumstances, I would probably go ahead and let her have her way, but I was standing pretty much in public with a woman's hand grabbing my dick. Not a good way to stay out of trouble.
"Coming down." I said in warning as I started to climb down the ladder. The hand disappeared and I saw Angie walking back around her desk with a cat got the canary look. I grabbed the items I needed and crawled under her desk again to fish the wire out of the wall and put the box in. I was lying under the desk with one hand stuffed inside the wall when I felt her hand on my pants again, this time undoing my belt.
"Aren't you afraid of being caught?" I asked as she pulled my belt open while I tried to grab it with my only free hand.
"No. We're alone for at least another ten minutes. Are you worried about getting caught?" She said as she moved my hand out of the way and undid the button of my shorts.
"You could say that." I said as she pulled my zipper down and spread my shorts apart.
"Ohhh nice dick. I'd really like to see more of it." She cooed as she bent over farther and started trying to pull my pants down.
"You really need to see it that bad?" I asked as I gave up trying to hold onto the wire inside the wall and pulled my hand out. I moved my head so I could see her face and looked up at her from under the desk.
"Ok." She said scooting forward on her chair, pulling her short skirt up and spreading her legs. "Tell me that with my naked pussy on display you aren't going to look?"
There was no doubt that her blue panties had long since disappeared and she was sitting with her naked pussy fully on display for me. I could see beads of moisture on the delicate lips, that were spreading like flower pedals before me. "You're right, I'll look." I said, staring at her wet lips and tiny wisps of brown curls.
"So I don't have the same right? Do you think women don't like to look too?" she asked, looking straight at my eyes.
"I guess I never thought about it too much. Guys like to look, I didn't think women liked to look that much." I answered from where I was still laying on the ground, once again staring at her wet pussy.
"Oh trust me, we love to look and on occasion, touch." She said with a grin. "Now I take it you like what you see, how about a peek for me?" She asked as she slid her chair forward and bent down to reach for my shorts again.
Reluctantly I lifted my butt off the ground for her to pull my shorts and briefs down enough to see my hard dick. What was the worst that could happen? I could lose the contract? I mean, I'm the one laying on the ground so it would be pretty hard to make me out to be the aggressor here. I allowed her to pull my shorts and briefs down in one motion, my hard dick springing free to stand at attention.
"Ohhhh nice looking cock." She cooed as she continued to pull my pants down until she was working them over my boots.
"That's probably not a good idea." I said with real concern this time.
"Don't worry stud. I'm going to put your shorts back on in a second." She said as she pulled my briefs from my feet and tossed them aside under the desk. True to her word she worked my shorts back on and slid them up my legs. "See that wasn't so bad was it?" She asked sweetly as she pulled them up over my butt. Instead of closing them up, she reached into the opening and gently squeezed and stroked my hard dick. "Feels as good as it looks." She said quietly.
I damn near jumped out of my skin when the phone on her desk rang. She quickly let go of my dick and pulled her chair up to reach the phone, answering it as professionally as if she had just been writing a report.



"Yes I can find that. Please hold on a moment." She said as she swiveled around to see her computer, bringing her pussy, still sitting on the edge of the chair closer to my face. If I thought I had a good view before, now I had a spectacular view, complete with her musky fragrance. "Yes, it looks like we shipped that out nearly a week ago." I heard her say on the phone as I lifted myself up on my elbows and gently kissed her wet pussy.
I heard her take a quick breath as she jumped at my touch, but then relaxed as she continued to track a package she had shipped. I gently licked up between her lips, tasting her tangy wetness and searching for her clit with the tip of my tongue.
"Yes. That's correct. It showed delivered yesterday." She said to the phone as I licked up her slit again. "You're quite welcome." She said breathlessly as she hung up the phone. "Oh god you are so bad. I've heard of guys getting a blow job from the secretary under the desk, but never the secretary getting licked by a guy under her desk. I could get used to this real fast though." She said breathlessly as I licked her now exposed clit.
I continued to work on her slit for a couple minutes before I had her close to climax. She suddenly went stiff, and not from her climax.
"Oh hello Ms Dempsy, welcome back from lunch... I don't have any phone messages for you." Angie said from where she was sliding into the desk as far as she could.
"Are you ok dear? You look a bit flush."
"Oh, No problem. I just had to run to catch the phone." Angie answered as I continued to gently lick her pussy, hoping no one saw my legs under the long desk.
"Very well." I heard Ms Dempsy say a she turned and headed to her office.
"Oh god that was close." Angie said as I licked her clit once more. "OH fuck." She moaned softly as I slipped a finger into her and wiggled it around while I licked her clit. "Oh fuck" she squeaked again as she grabbed hold of the desk, her body shaking and trembling as her orgasm hit her. She struggled to stay quiet and still on her chair while I worked her pussy to make it last as long as possible. Finally I relaxed my attention to her pussy as I felt her body relax, her orgasm passing. "Ohmygod!" she whispered. "That was so fucking incredible. What if someone had come in? Oh my god." She whispered as she pushed her chair back and tried to pull her skirt back down. "You need to come with me." She said as she got up, holding her hand out for me. I looked to see if it was clear and then got up, my shorts hanging around my knees. I held them up while she led me to one of the offices and then behind one of those dressing room screens that were in many of the offices, presumably to block whomever it was from the windows each office had. Behind the screen was a small clothes rack and a single chair.
"Quick... Sit down. Janet is still gone to lunch for a while yet. She said she had an appointment and would be back late." Angie said as she pushed me back into the chair. She pulled my shorts down and off my feet and tossed them aside as she stepped across my body and straddled my hard dick. "I hope you like to be fucked, because after that I have to have you inside me." She said as she rubbed my engorged head back and forth on her wet slit.
"ohhhh..uh huh." I answered as she sank down on me. I stared undoing the front of her blouse and soon had it open while she pushed my polo shirt up and pulled it over my head. I pushed her blouse off her shoulders while she was busy bouncing up and down my hard shaft, moaning softly. I undid her bra and tossed it aside with her blouse, leaving her in only her hiked up skirt and stockings, riding my dick for all she was worth. I immediately went to work squeezing and teasing her tits, pulling and twisting her hard nipples.
"Oh yeah. So good!" she moaned as she bounced on my shaft.
"I'm not going to last much longer." I groaned as I squeezed her small tits and hard nipples.
"Good! Give it all to me!" she panted as she bounced.
"Ok... here it comes!" I grunted as the first spurt of cum shot up into her pussy.
"YES!" she said through clenched teeth as she sat down hard on me, her body jerking and twitching in time with my spurts. "Oh yes." She said quietly as she leaned against me, pressing her bare tits into my chest, our combined sweat her hard nipples to slide across my chess as she gently kissed my neck and face from one side to the other.
We were just about to get up and dress when we heard the office door open. Someone came in mumbling something and we both froze.
"Damn. Janet is back early." Angie whispered in my ear.
"What now?" I asked, wondering how we were going to get out of this one, both of us still almost naked.
"I don't know." Angie whispered as she gently moved off my dick, unleashing a small flood of cum down her legs and stockings.
I started to move, but the leather of the chair squeaked against my naked ass, so I froze. Angie who was standing next to me trying to put her bra on froze as well. We heard more mumbling, so we thought maybe she didn't hear us. There was some rustling and then a blouse flopped over the top of the partition.
"Oh shit" Angie mouthed to me, pointing to the blouse. A skirt soon followed the blouse. Angie covered her mouth, I wasn't sure if it was terror or to stifle a laugh, but it was defiantly not a laughing matter to me.
I tried to move off the chair and managed to stand up without it making any more noise. I was just moving to get my shorts when Janet came around the partition half naked.
Janet was tall and slender, not a model but certainly good enough looking to be one. Her blond hair was fairly long, extending down to the middle of her back, and, as I suddenly learned, was a natural blond, as proven by the blond curls poking through the lace panties she was wearing.
Janet squealed as the item she carried in her hand dropped to the floor and her strapless bra she had been wearing, and unfastening as she walked, flipped off, leaving her in nothing but her panties. One hand went to her mouth and covered it while the other covered her exposed C cup tits. Her eyes however went directly to my dick after taking in Angie being half dressed.
Angie covered her lips with her finger in a shushing motion, hoping to keep her quiet.
"What are you doing in here?" Janet asked her in a harsh whisper. "Couldn't you find a better place to get laid besides my office?"
"No I couldn't, besides, you were supposed to be gone till after one!" Angie whispered back.
"It is after one!" Janet whispered angrily, forgetting that she was trying to cover her tits, giving me a good view of them. "I hope he was worth it!"
"Oh god yes!" Angie whispered as she started dressing again as I moved to go pick up my shorts and shirt.
"Not so fast mister." Janet said angrily, putting her hands on her hips. She was clearly angry but standing the way she was, she was an incredibly erotic sight. "You might as well pack your bags. What the hell do you think you were doing taking advantage of one of the employees here!" she practically spat at me, her voice no longer a whisper.
"Janet! SHHHH!" Angie said, trying to quiet her down. "It wasn't him. It was me."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm the one that started it. I took his pants off and started teasing him while he was under my desk. It wasn't his idea, it was mine!"
Janet looked a bit startled at that. "So what? You just decided to bring him into my office and fuck him here?"
"Not until after he ate my pussy under my desk." She said quietly.
"He did what?" Janet squeaked.
"He ate me out under my desk. Hell I started it. I pulled his pants off and was playing with his dick while he was trying to work. I can't blame him for eating out my pussy when I had it spread wide for him. Hell, even Mary was teasing his ass off earlier, stripping while he was in the bathroom."
"I guess I owe you an apology." Janet said quietly. "But I think you need to get dressed and get back to work."
"I think that's a good idea." I said pulling my shorts and shirt on. I followed Angie out of Janet's office and closed the door.
"Damn she was pissed." Angie said quietly. "If I have to get laid again I better damn well not do it in her office!"
"I think we better damn well not do it again. Last thing I need is some kind of sexual discrimination or harassment charge."
"Oh don't worry about that. That I can assure you that will never happen here." She said with a smile. I better get to work now. Did you finish the wires?"
"No I didn't." I said as I walked to her desk and crawled on the floor again. It only took me a couple minutes to get the last of the wires done, during which she thankfully left me alone.
The next office I went to was thankfully unoccupied at the moment, so I walked in and dropped my stuff by the desk. I crawled under the desk and went to work on the hole in the wall. With that done it was back to the ceiling again. It took a while to work the wire down the hall and over the stub wall that led to this office. I tossed the wire as far across the office wall as I could and then moved my ladder inside. I guessed where the wire landed and pushed the tile aside. I had come pretty close to my guess and picked up the wire and tossed it one more time to be near the desk wall. The last ladder location was near the desk , where I pushed the tile aside and got ready to drill the hole in the wall. I was standing up the ladder drilling the hole when I felt a hand on my leg.
"Not right now, ok Angie!" I called back down over the sound of the drill.
The hand left my leg and was replaced a moment later by two hands, one on each leg. Whoever it was, was determined to run her hands up the front of my legs and into my shorts. I was almost getting exasperated at Angie, until I finished the hole and pushed back on the ladder far enough to look down. The face that was looking up at me had short cropped brown hair and was a few years younger than Angie.
"As you can see, I'm not Angie, however, the fact that you thought it was her playing with your dick says that she has already had the pleasure of your company." Mary said from where she was standing in front of the ladder, wrapped in a towel. She continued to slide her hands up inside my shorts until she had them both around my hardening dick, gently squeezing and stroking it. "Very nice." She said "why don't you step down one step for me?" she asked sweetly, encouraging me down one step while she withdrew her hands and quickly undid my belt and zipper, allowing my shorts to slide down my legs.
"Ohhh yes. Very nice. I thought it looked nice in the bathroom, it looks even better naked." She said as she played with it. She aimed it at her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head, licking around the crown with the flat of her tongue. "Mmmmm Tastes yummy too, although I think I detect a touch of pussy too. Tell me, have you been being a bad boy with someone else in the office?" she asked before she wrapped her lips around it again. She slid her hot mouth up and down my shaft for almost a minute, bringing my dick to full size. "Ohhhh yes. I bet Angie got to you first." She practically cooed before pushing her face onto my dick until her nose touched my body.
"Oh god." I moaned as she stoked up and down my shaft.
"You like that, don't you?" She said with a grin. "I bet I can entice you to put this wonderful dick into my hot pussy. Tell me, what would it take to get you to burry this into my hot wet pussy?" she asked as she untied my boots and pulled them off along with my shorts.
"Ohhhh shit." I groaned again as she pushed her face on my dick once more.
"Tell me... do you like to lick pussy as much as you like to fuck it?" She asked as she lifted one foot up on a ladder rung and dropped her towel as she moved a hand to her pussy. I watched as she slowly stroked my saliva covered dick, looking up and smiling at me while she pushed a finger into her pussy. She pulled it out and lifted the finger to my face, smearing the wetness across my lips. "Go ahead and taste me... Does my hot cunt taste and smell as yummy as your hot cock tastes to me? Would you like to come down here and eat my pussy and stick your tongue into my hot wet slit?" She cooed, as she stroked her hands up and down my bare legs, rubbing my balls and dick with her hands while she licked and sucked my engorged head. "Come with me... "she said as she pulled on my hands, stepping from the ladder to give me room to get down.
I followed her around the desk and she sat me in the chair, turning it and me to face the desk as she pulled my shirt up and off, tossing it aside.
"Now tell me, do you like to suck pussy? Knowing Angie she gave you the chance... Did you take her up on it?" She asked quietly and seductively.
I was about to say yes, but her pussy wet finger touched my lips. "No don't say it... show me." She said as she lifted her ass up on the edge of her desk and lifted her legs to rest her feet on the arms of the chair. She leaned back slightly and allowed her knees to fall as far apart as they could, exposing and spreading her obviously wet pussy to me.
I rolled the chair a few inches forward and lowered my face between her legs, inhaling her musky scent.
"That's it. Lick me... Taste my hot cunt." She practically growled as I licked up between her wet lips. "Oh yes.... You are defiantly a pussy licker!" She said as I drove my tongue into her and then pushed it hard and pointed, up between her lips and across her clit. "You do that so well. You can do that all day!" she sighed as she leaned back farther to lay on the desk. I flicked her clit with my tongue, eliciting a gentle moan, her hands moving to squeeze her tits while she lifted her legs from the chair and spread them wide in the air.
"Oh yes... keep doing that... right there!" She cooed demandingly as I stroked her clit with my tongue, my nose buried in her soft curls. I gently touched her pussy with my finger and then slid it easily into her, her pussy expanding and enveloping my digit as if it were a small dick.
"That's it! Make me cum! Make my body rock with orgasm!" she moaned as I worked my finger inside her and flicked her clit at the same time. "Ohhh so close!" She panted.
With a grin I pulled my face and my finger from her pussy and stood up.
"OH don't stop!" She pleaded, her own hand sliding to her clit to replace my tongue.
"I won't." I said simply as I pressed the leaking head of my dick to her pussy.
"OH god yes!" She said loudly as I pressed my dick slowly into her, feeling her tight tunnel squeeze and caress my head as it sunk deeper. "Oh my god it feels so good." She panted as my dick pressed against her cervix. I pulled slowly out of her wet tunnel, moving her hands to her tits and making her abandon her pussy.
"Oh please... fuck me, fuck me hard!" She pleaded as I held only the head of my dick in her.
"Only if you keep your hands away!" I said.
"Yes! Yes! Anything!" she panted as she squeezed her tits and pulled her nipples. "Please... Fuck me hard!"
Without a word I drove my dick quickly into her, slamming it as deep as I could, the head of my dick banging into her cervix and my hips slapping against her firm ass. I wrapped my hands around her thighs and slid back out, and then drove in hard and fast once again.
"Oh god yes!" she squeaked as I hit bottom once again. "So good!"
I slid back and then started pounding in at a faster rate, her whole body shaking with each stroke, her little titties bouncing and giggling when they weren't being pulled or squeezed by her own hands. Each stroke drove the base of my cock into her clit, and each stroke made her squeak or gasp. I pounded into her until I felt her body start to shake in my hands, her orgasm clearly washing over her, and still I stroked into her, her practically vibrating pussy coaxing me closer and closer to climax.
"OHHH OHHH OHHH!" she cried as I pounded her pussy, my dick growing fatter by the second.
"You want my cum?" I asked through grit teeth, trying to hold back as long as possible.
"Oh god yes! I want you to squirt your cum all over my body! Please squirt it all over me. I want to feel your hot cum splashing on my titties and my body!" She moaned as she reached for my dick between her legs.
I knew I was close to exploding, so I pulled out at the end of my next stroke and pushed up, allowing my dick to stroke up and across her clit.
"YES...YES YES YES!" she cried loudly as she pressed my still pistoning dick against her clit, her whole body shuddering and shaking in another climax.
My body finally had its limit and I groaned deeply as I pressed my balls tight to her wet pussy, my dick sending a huge rope of hot white cum lancing up into the air and landing on her face and tits.
"Yes!" she cried as she felt my cum splash on her. She wrapped her hands around my dick and jerked shot after shot of cum from me until there was nothing left but a drool of cum leaking down her hands.
She released my dick and quickly began rubbing the copious amount of cum I had pumped onto her, into her skin.
"Ohhhh yes." She cooed as she rubbed the hot liquid on her body. "So good. God I love getting squirted on." She said as she wiped the cum from her face with her finger and licked it off like some kind of candy treasure.
When she had her body lotioned with my cum she sat up and pushed me back so she could stand. She turned us and pushed me back against the desk while she sat in the chair. She leaned down and sucked my cum soaked cock into her mouth and sucked and licked every drop of cum from my dick and balls, not stopping until she had my dick growing once again.
"Ohhh what a dick. I could fuck this dick every day and never get tired of it. You're wife is such a lucky woman!" She said as she leaned back in the chair, putting a foot up on the desk on either side of me.
"You'd think so, but she doesn't seem to have much interest in me anymore." I said as I looked down at her inviting pussy.
She had done such a good job of getting me hard again and I knew that I wasn't going to cum again for a while, but I couldn't resist putting it back into that hot pussy. I slipped off the desk leaned down over her in the chair, aiming my dick at her pussy without my hands.
"She doesn't find you attractive? How sad you are such a good lover." she said as she guided me to her wet pussy. "OH god." She moaned as I sank slowly into her. It wasn't the most comfortable position, almost doing pushups at an angle, but she seemed to be enjoying the feeling of my dick once again sliding in and out of her, although this time much more slowly. "Oh you feel so good. I could do this all day!" She cooed.
"I wish I could." I said as my arms grew tired.
"Ohhhhhh too bad. " She said as I pulled from her pussy.
"Besides I have work to do."
"Hmmm this should be fun to watch!" She said as she slid forward on the chair and stroked her pussy gently with her fingers.
"If you want. I said as I got my connectors and box and crawled under the desk still naked. I got positioned and went to work, not at all surprised to feel a hand wrap around my dick and stroke me while I worked on the wires.
"So why doesn't your wife find you attractive any longer?" She asked quietly.
"I'm not really sure."
"You're good looking for your age, you have a great cock and you are a gentle lover. I would think she was beating down the door to have sex with you."
"I guess that's what twenty five years does to you."
"Is she still attractive?"
"She's no model, or anything like you are for that matter, but yeah, I still find her attractive."
"Does her body turn you on?"
I paused a few moments while I thought about my wife's body and large tits. "Yeah. It does. But she doesn't seem to be interested in wearing anything really sexy. It's pretty much regular clothes or nothing." I said with obvious disappointment in my voice.



"You sound like you wish she would wear sexier things."
"In private at least, yeah, I do. Why all the sudden interest in my wife?"
"Oh nothing in particular, just curious." She said as I finished connecting the last of the wires and screwing the face plate into the box.
"Before you go... take me from behind, please!" she asked as I crawled out from under her desk.
"In the ass?"
"No just the pussy. When we were in the bathroom I wanted you to just step up and push your dick into me so badly, I just want to feel how it would have been."
"Sure, why not?" I said as she turned around and bent over her desk. I aimed my still hard dick at her wet pussy and pushed into it. "So you wanted to be taken in there?" I asked.
"OH yes!" she panted as I stroked in and out of her pussy. "I wanted you to just step behind me and push your big fat dick into me and stroke it in me until you came."
"Oh... Kind of like this?" I asked her as I slapped my thighs against her firm ass.
"Oh yes! Soooo fucking good!" she moaned as I pounded into her so hard her whole desk shook.
"You wanted my cum in you?" I asked as I felt my cum boiling up in my balls.
"Oh yes. I wanted to feel your cum pumping into my hot cunt. I want to feel your hot juices leaking from me all day. I want to go home tonight and know that I'll leave a spot of your cum on my car seat and that I can stick my finger into my pussy and taste your juice all day while I jack my clit off thinking of your dick!"
"Ohhhhh" I groaned as I thought of her stuffing her fingers in her naked pussy with her feet propped up on her desk. My dick and body jerked as one as my cum shot into her, causing her to shudder and moan in pleasure.
"that's it baby... give it to me... Fill my hot fuck hole with your cum!" she panted as my dick shot spurt after spurt of cum into her. I had no idea I had any left, let alone as much as I had drained into her.
I flopped back into the chair, wasted, pulling her with me, leaving her sitting on my shrinking dick. I looked over and saw Angie standing at the window, gently teasing one of her tits through her half open blouse, her other hand clearly busy below the window sill.
"ohhhhh this office will never be the same." She said with a laugh, her fingers playing with my balls and her pussy.
"Neither will I." I answered. "If my wife doesn't cut it off for screwing around on her."
"We won't let that happen." She said with a grin.
"I don't know how, but I believe you'll try." I said with a smile as I patted her firm ass. "I better get some work done now."
"Ok." She said pulling off my dick, a flood of cum leaking down her legs.
"Thank you." She said with a smile as she pulled my head down and gave me a very long and sensuous kiss.
After making sure that I still had a set of tonsils in my throat, I dressed and picked up my stuff. Two offices left to go, but I think I had quite enough for one day.
"I think I'm going to need my underwear back." I said to Angie as I walked out to her desk.
"Hmmmm You do huh? Tell you what, I'll give them back if you promise to wear these." She said reaching onto her desk and picking up a tiny pair of men's silky bikini briefs.
"Why?"
"Simple... you're one hot stud as far as I'm concerned and I'd love to see you walk around in nothing but a pair of these."
"Tell you what. You all walk around all day in revealing outfits then I'll wear stuff that's just as revealing!" I said with a laugh, knowing that there was no way that was going to ever happen.
"Is that a promise?" She asked sweetly.
"Sure, why not?" I answered "Is there a place I can leave my tools and stuff overnight? And I'd like to borrow the shower if you don't mind. I really can't go home smelling like sex and pussy."
"Sure. Why don't you leave it in the empty office?" Angie responded. "Let me give you a hand." She said, picking up a box of parts.
"Thanks." I said as I followed her to the empty office. We put everything down and she stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, giving me a wet sensual kiss. I returned the kiss and slipped a hand under her skirt and teased her pussy with a finger.
"How about I help you with that shower?" She asked huskily.
"I'm not sure my dick can handle another round today." I answered quietly.
"Well, how about I just clean you up then?" She asked.
"Ok as long as it's only to wash me up." I answered.
She led me back to the bathroom where the shower was in use. "Oh well." I said turning to leave.
"Oh no. we can't let you go this way." Angie said as she pulled me back.
"Is that you Angie?" the voice from the shower called.
"Yeah. Mike needed a quick shower before he goes home."
"Really? Well, he's welcome to join me if he wants." The lady in the shower called.
"How bout both of us?" Angie called.
"Sure. Why not?"
"Good." Angie said as she quickly started pulling my shirt off. She had me naked in record time and then took her own clothes off, smiling at me and watching that I was looking at each part of her as it was uncovered. "Still horny though aren't you?"
"Hard not to be with naked women around me."
"Good." She said taking my hand and leading me to the shower stall. She opened the glass door revealing the person inside. She was a bit older and a touch heavier than Angie, with a pair of larger breasts, maybe a thirty eight D. "Diana, this is Mike."
"Hello." She said reaching out for my hand. She used it to pull me into the shower with her, Angie following behind. "I've heard all about you, and to be honest that little show you put on with Mary was pretty hot! It got me all hot and bothered so I had to come get some relief."
"I'm sorry." I said as Angie pressed her naked body against my back and started rubbing me with a soapy sponge.
"Nothing to apologize for. But I didn't quite get done, so if you want to finish what I started your welcome to."
"I'm afraid my dick isn't up to much more activity today."
"Oh that's ok. I hear your pretty good with your fingers, besides I don't think my husband would approve." She said as she moved up and put her arms around my neck. She pressed her large tits against my chest and moved them around smearing them with soap and rubbing the hard nipples into me. I reached down with one hand and around her back with the other. She stepped her feet apart to allow my fingers to find her pussy while my other hand stroked and squeezed her ass.
"Ohhhh yes. I like that, nice and gentle." She cooed while Angie put her hand to work playing with my dick, no doubt hoping to get it up one final time.
"How's that?" I asked, kissing her neck and nibbling her ear.
"ohhhh so good. I saw your big dick sliding in and out of Mary's pussy. It made me so hot! I wanted to be the one on the desk, that huge dick sliding in and out of me.
Much to my surprise, Angie had worked my dick to reasonable hardness, not nearly what it had been when I screwed Angie in Janet's office, but still hard enough enter someone.
"I have his dick all hard and slippery. Do you want him to push his fat dick into you?" Angie asked.
"I don't think I could do that." Diana said. "But I wish I had a nice fat dildo to put in there."
"I can fix that." Angie said from behind me. She gently pulled me away from Diana and sat me down in the chair in the stall. "Come on Diana, just think of it as a big fleshy dildo."
"I don't know if I can do that. I mean he might cum inside me."
"I promise, he won't do that." She said as she turned Diana around so her back was facing me. Angie knelt down in front of Diana and gently pushed her back until her legs were straddling mine. Holding my dick up and aiming it at Diana's pussy she coaxed her to sit back down on my shaft.
"Ohhhhh so good!" Diana moaned as she settled on me. "It's such a big hot dick."
I would have loved to see the front view of what was going on as Angie pulled one of my hands to Diana's tits while she moved her mouth to the other. "Oh god. Yes." Diana said breathlessly while Angie worked her fingers across her clit and sucked one of her big tits. We sat in the steamy water for several minutes before Diana moved her hands to my legs and lifted her ass off my lap. "Oh god yes." She said as she changed the position of her feet and started to slide up and down my shaft a few inches at a time. "He feels so good." She moaned as she rode me faster, Angie's fingers on her clit and my hands now on both of her tits, teasing and squeezing her large nipples.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped suddenly, slamming down on my dick and shuddering as her orgasm took her. Her whole body shook and trembled, jerking occasionally as Angie continued to stroke her clit.
"Oh enough enough." She panted as she stopped Angie's hand and mine from working her tits and pussy. She sat for a few moments longer while Angie stood up and backed under the cascade of water.
Diana stood up from my dick and turned to help me up. Angie took one and while Diana took the other, and they pulled me under the water and played and caressed me under the name of washing me.
We finally shut the water off and stepped out, the two ladies not allowing me to do anything as they dried my body and hair.
"Thank you!" Diana said quietly before giving me a quick kiss and disappearing out of the bathroom, wrapped in nothing but a towel.
"I think you gained a new fan." Angie said, sliding her naked body against mine. "Now, tomorrow, you promise to dress just as provocatively as I do?"
"No, I promised that if all of you wore revealing clothes, that I would wear something you provide that is equally revealing."
"Good!" she said with a quick kiss. "I just wanted to be sure."
"Why do I feel like I've been had?" I asked as she hugged me tight.
"Trust me, you haven't been had by all of us yet." She giggled as she released me and allowed me to dress while she did the same.
"See you tomorrow." I said as I headed out the door of the office space. "If you only knew." Angie said with a grin before the door closed.
As I walked through the shop, the girl behind the register smiled at me politely while I wondered just what it was that I had gotten myself into.
********
The next morning I arrived at nine, and was surprised to see the blinds of the store closed, but the open sign turned on. I walked up to the door and saw a printed sheet of paper taped to the inside of the door.
"All customers are cordially invited to recognize National Nude Day."
I wasn't sure what that exactly meant, and pondered it as I walked into the shop.
"Good morning sir." The girl at the checkout said politely as she stood topless behind the register. "There are chairs along the far wall if you care to take off your clothes." I stood staring at her firm round tits and hard nipples, until she walked around the counter and I realized that she was completely naked, the tiny blond curls of her pubic hair drawing my attention.
"Thanks." I said without taking my eyes from her sexy body. "But I need to get to work."
"In the back? Certainly. Have a good day!" She said cheerily as if she was as dressed as any other day.
"Hey Angie, did you know..." I started to ask as I stepped through the office door, stopping dead in my tracks at seeing Angie sitting topples in front of her computer.
"Mike!" She said cheerfully, getting up and walking around her desk to meet me. "I was afraid that you wouldn't come!" She said with a grin, the rest of her as naked as the top half. "As you can see, I'm completely naked, and you know what that means!"
"What?" I asked as she stepped up and started pulling my shirt out of my shorts.
"You promised to wear as revealing an outfit as we were, so that means you're going to have to be naked all day!" She said with a grin as she pushed my shirt up.
"You're all naked?" I asked in disbelief.
"Of course! It's National Nude Day! The whole place always goes naked for it."
"And you of course knew this yesterday when you conned me into this deal?"
"Of course!" She said as she undid my pants and let them fall to the floor. "But I think you're going to be the star of the day. We usually don't get that many men back here and, well to be honest, your pretty hot looking." She said with a giggle as she knelt down and untied my boots.
"Good lord." I said quietly while I lifted my feet and let her finish stripping me.
"Much better." She said as she knelt in front of me, my dick starting to harden as I looked down at her naked form. She leaned forward and sucked my dick into her mouth, gently sucking and licking it for several seconds before releasing it. "Just something to remember me by. Never know when you might need a break." She said with a grin as she got up from the floor and stood in front of me. She pressed my now hard dick down slightly and stepped to me, allowing my dick to slide between her legs and against her already wet pussy. Her tits pressed into my chest as she wiggled her hips, working my dick along her slit while she lifted herself on her toes to bring her lips to mine. She kissed me sensuously for several seconds before she pulled back breathlessly, allowing my dick to slide from between her legs.
"If you decide you need to get fucked... remember where to find me." She said huskily as she walked back around her desk, my clothes in her hand. She stuffed them into a desk drawer with a smile and then sat down to go back to work.
I walked back to the empty office shaking my head and got ready to work. This was going to be interesting. I wasn't used to working naked, let alone around naked women.
I knocked and entered Janet's office after grabbing the things I needed to do her wire.
"HI. Can I do you now?" I asked her politely.
"Certainly." She said with a grin. "Let me clear my desk so we have some room to really get at it!"
"Um... I don't think... I mean..." I stumbled.
"It's ok. I was just teasing. To be honest I wasn't expecting you to come today, but I'm glad you did just the same. I owed you an apology for yesterday."
"Not necessary. It wasn't your fault. I guess I would have been upset if someone used my office to have sex in." I said as I started to get out the tools I needed to make the hole. She slid her chair back so I could crawl under.
"Well, that wasn't exactly the whole problem. Mary came out looking like the cat that ate the canary, and then Angie had you. It just seemed like everyone was getting a piece of you but me."
"I'm sorry." I said as I worked. "There was nothing personal in it."
"No...I suppose not." She said one leg propped up on the chair and the other on the floor, her curly blond hairs on display with her spreading pussy lips.
"Damn." I muttered as I climbed from under the desk.
"Is something wrong?" she asked.
"Huh? No, why?"
"Well, you just swore under your breath. I thought maybe something was wrong."
"Oh no. I'm sorry I didn't realize I'd said anything."
"So what was it you were thinking?"
I paused a moment. "I hope you don't think I'm being fresh or anything, but I was thinking that you are a lot more sexy looking today than you were yesterday."
"Oh thank you." She said blushing a bit. "I'm not used to being seen naked by men in general."
"And a stranger in specific?"
"Something like that."
"Well for what it's worth, you're a treat to any guy that gets to see you naked."
"Thank you." She said with a smile.
I picked up my box of wire and ladder and headed for the server room. I had no idea why I was flirting with her like that.
I went to work pulling the wire through the ceilings. Mary and Angie took every opportunity to walk by and stroke or play with my dick, keeping it perpetually hard, despite working. I finally made my way back to Janet's office and moved inside.
"I see you're back." She said sweetly.
"Yep. Won't be too long and I'll be done." I said as I climbed the ladder.
"Too bad. I was kind of enjoying seeing you up there naked."
"Oh. Thank you." I answered a bit sheepishly as I tossed the wire. I made my way across the room with Janet sitting in her chair watching everything I did. Finally it was down to pulling the wire out of the wall and installing the box and connectors. I crawled under the desk and lay down on my back to pull the wire out of the hole.
"I've been waiting for almost an hour for this." Janet said as I felt her hand close around my hard dick. She stroked it gently a few times before I felt wetness close around it. "ohhhhh yes." She whispered as I felt wet pressure sink around my hard dick. "So good. Now I know why Angie couldn't wait."
"Oh lord." I whispered as she slid slowly down my shaft. She was possibly the tightest pussy I had ever had on my dick, her tunnel squeezing me so snugly that I wasn't sure she was going to be able to get back off.
"Hmmmmm" she cooed as she slowly worked herself down, her round creamy ass resting on my legs. "God that feels good, but you have to promise not to cum inside me, ok?" She practically begged. I promise I won't leave you hanging, but don't come inside me."
"Ok." I grunted as she wiggled her ass around on me.
"Oh god." She whispered as she held onto the edge of the desk for balance and lifted herself up my shaft, stopping only when my head was just barely still inside her. "Ahhhhh" she sighed as she slid down my shaft again, this time a bit faster. "sooooo good." She cooed as she settled on my legs again. She lifted again and made the slide one more time. "Ohhhh that is so good. Please play with my tits." She begged me as she started the slow trip once again.
"How's this?" I asked as I cupped her firm breasts and squeezed and rolled her nipples.
"Ohhhh so very nice." She moaned as she slid down my shaft again. She repeated her trip up and down my shaft for almost five minutes before she stood up, allowing my dick to pop from her pussy.
"Ok." She said as she moved over me, crawling half under the desk so her pussy was pushed at my face. I felt her mouth close around my dick and gently slide up and down along with her hand. She lowered her pussy down until it was inches from my face.
I took the invitation and gently licked up between her lips, causing her to moan around my dick. I worked my tongue up and down her pussy, dragging her moisture out of her tunnel with my tongue and across her protruding clit.
"Hmmmm" she moaned around me again as I flicked her clit. She was clearly close to her climax, so I pushed a finger into her tight tunnel and stroked it in and out of her as I flicked her clit.
"Yes... that's it!" she whispered as she pulled her face from my dick. "OH god." She groaned as her body shuddered and shook, her pussy practically squirting her juices out at me. I continued to flick her clit and stroke my finger in and out of her, wishing it was my dick. She finally started to relax, her breathing coming in huge gasps of breath.
"Oh my god that felt good." She said as she crawled from over me. To my surprise she crawled out from under the desk and stood up. "Please... come sit in the chair."
"Ok." I said, not at all sure what was going on. I crawled out and sat in an armless swivel chair which she guided me to.
"Now close your eyes." She said quietly, gently stroking my body with a soft silky scarf. "Do you mind if I blind fold you?" she asked quietly as she played with my still hard dick with the silk.
"I don't know, what did you have in mind?" I replied, a bit unsure of what she was going to do.
"Ohhh I promise nothing I am going to do will hurt you." She said as she pressed her tits to the silk wrapped around my dick and then pulled the silk, causing it to slide pleasantly between her tits and my dick.
She really didn't strike me like the bondage type, but I agreed. She covered my eyes and then began to gently slide another piece of silk around my body. I felt the silk stroke my chest and legs and then my arms. The sensation was exquisite as the silk tickled my body, wrapping and unwrapping around my dick and arms and legs. I felt it loop and slide over my wrists, sliding this way and that on them both. I felt the silk tighten around my wrists, slowly drawing them down to my sides. I realized too late what she had in mind and had quite fully allowed myself to be trapped.



"Now that didn't hurt, did it?" She asked as she kissed her way up my body and kissed me wetly on the lips.
"We're going to play a little game. I promise, you will very much enjoy it." She said with a giggle.
"What kind of a game?" I asked with quite a bit of trepidation.
"We are going to bring in someone. She isn't allowed to talk, and neither are you. She can't see any more than you can, but she can touch you any way she wishes, as long as she doesn't remove either of your blindfolds and she stays on your cock until you cum in her pussy."
"Ok." I said, wondering who this stranger is.
"We have to get you back up to full mast though." She said as she began to lick and suck my dick which had started to sag a bit. She expertly stroked and sucked on it, quickly brining it fully hard again.
"Here we go." I heard Angie say quietly. "Right over here... There you go." She said as a set of hands touched my chest. Her hands gently and tenderly stroked up and down my chest, feeling my chest and arms. She stroked down my body until she found my hard dick and gently grasped it in her hands.
"Now just settle down on it. He's waiting to feel you." Angie whispered to the lady that was in front of me. I felt her wetness envelope my dick gently as she slowly sunk down my shaft. I stifled a groan as she moved her hips around, working my dick even deeper into her.
"Now feed him one of your tits." I heard her whisper before I felt a nipple press against my face. I turned my head and helped her find my mouth with her tit and gently sucked her hard nipple, drawing as much of her tit into my mouth as I could. I worked the offered tit for some time before she switched and brought the other within reach. I rolled her nipple between the roof of my mouth and my tongue, bringing a gentle moan from her lips.
"Oh yes." I heard Angie say quietly. "You have him so hot. Ride hid dick now. Slide up and down his big shaft until he explodes!"
I felt the lady on my lap tentatively slide up and down my dick, barely keeping any of me inside her before sliding down again.
"ohhhhh that is so fucking hot. Can you feel how big his dick is inside you? Angie whispered to her.
"uh huh." She grunted in reply.
"Just think... Wouldn't you just love to fuck that dick every day? So big and so hard?" She whispered.
"Uh huh!" the lady riding me again grunted.
"Ohhhh I can tell you're getting so close to cuming... Can you feel it building inside you?"
"UHHH" she grunted as I felt her pussy contract around my dick. Her whole body trembled and shook on my lap as someone lifted one of her tits to my mouth, allowing me to suck one of her nipples while she came, pushing her climax even higher.
I felt my arms released and Janet whispered. "My desk is three steps in front of you, but you have to promise to leave the blindfold on."
I nodded that I under stood and moved my hands to scoop under the ass of the woman on my lap. I lifted her and took the few steps to the desk and set her gently on it. She lay back slowly while I started to stroke in and out of her pussy, slowly working my pace up as she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me in with each stroke. I felt gently up her body to her tits and felt them moving and wiggling each time my hips slapped into her legs.
"Hmmmmm" I heard her moan quietly as I squeezed and rolled her hard nipples. I felt my dick growing in preparation, reaching its maximum girth as my body stiffened.
"UH" I grunted as my cum spurted deep into her pussy. My body jerked and shook as I came in her, filling her pussy with my hot cum. Finally it was drained and my dick began to shrink within her.
"Come with me." Janet said quietly as she pulled me from her pussy. "Remember, no looking." I heard some whispering and wondered where I was being led to, but was soon brought to a stop.
"Now lick and suck all his juices from him." I heard a voice whisper. A hand reached for my dick and guided it to a wet mouth which seemed to be at an odd angle. It really didn't matter, it felt very good as she licked and cleaned my dick quickly making it grow once again. "I think that's enough." Janet said as she pulled me away. "Come with me now."
She led me away, again , I was not sure where. As far as she had taken me it could be anywhere in the building.
"Sit down." She whispered in my ear. "Lick." She whispered as she pushed me forward. My face touched a leg and my nose touched a very wet pussy. Gently I licked up between her lips, tasting both her tangy sweetness and a slight saltiness to her juices. I used both hands to gently squeeze and play with the ass in front of me, licking and sucking her pussy. Her moans told me that she was quickly growing toward a climax, her hips humping up toward me each time I stroked my tongue across her clit.
There was suddenly a hand on my dick, stroking me hard while I gently licked the pussy before me. I felt an arm encourage me to stand, and my dick was rubbed against the pussy in front of me. I pushed forward involuntarily, driving my dick deep into the wet tunnel.
"Fuck her hard now." Janet said quietly as she stood behind me, reaching around and rubbing my nipples. I started stroking in and out of the hot pussy in front of me, her legs being moved with help up to rest on my shoulders. I used her thighs as handles and started pumping into her with abandon, each stroke bringing a little squeak of pleasure from her.
"OH FUCK" The woman in front of me cried as her pussy contracted around me. My mind froze for a moment in recognition, but my body continued to pump my dick into her pulsing pussy, driving deep into her before unloading another gush of cum into her pussy. MY body jerked and spasmed as each pump of cum squirted into her.
I panted to catch my breath as my body began to recover, my mind reeling to try to grasp what was and had happened. Janet slowly pulled me back, disengaging my shrinking dick from the pussy in front of me.
"I know." I whispered as silently as I could to her ear.
I felt the blindfold move from my eyes, blinking several times in the brightness. Laying panting on the desk naked, was my wife, Angie, Mary and Janet standing around nude, watching. Janet held her finger to her lips to quiet me as Angie moved to my wife's head.
"Was that fantastic?" She whispered.
My wife nodded quickly, still panting for breath.
"Wouldn't it be great to get fucked that way every day? To feel that huge cock pushing up into you?"
"MMMMMM" My wife sighed as she nodded.
"Would you like that big dick to fuck you again, or suck your big tender nipples?"
"MMM HMMM" she agreed.
"What would you give to have that dick in your bed every night?"
"Anything." My wife whispered.
"Would you fuck it every night?"
"Oh yes." My wife moaned, moving one of her hands to her pussy and gently stroking it.
"Do you want him to suck your pussy again?"
"Oh yes." She whispered.
Janet pushed me over between my wife's legs, lifting my naked dick and laying it on her mound, my wife's hand quickly finding it. Janet reached up and squeezed one of her tits, motioning for me to do the same to my wife. I reached forward and squeezed both bit tits gently rolling the nipples with my fingers.
"mmmmm" she sighed gently.
"Do you want him to fuck you again?"
"yes." She whispered.
"Don't you think your husband will mind?"
"yes." My wife replied.
"But you want it anyway?"
"Yes." She said again as she stroked my dick and tried to coax it back hard again.
Mary pulled a chair over so it was in front of the desk where I could see, and sat down, hanging her legs over both arms. She leaned back and began playing with her tits and sliding a finger up and down her pussy, clearly wanting to be fucked.
"Would you mind if he were fucking some other woman?" Angie asked her as I continued to play with her tits while she stroked my slowly growing dick.
"Yes." She said quietly
"Would he mind if he found out you were being fucked by a strange man?"
"Yes."
"But you still want it?"
"Oh yes." My wife whispered emphatically.
"Why?"
"Feels so good!" she whispered, obviously trying to keep with a pledge of no talking. I had no idea how they had gotten her to do this, let alone answer all these questions.
Janet reached around me and her hands joined my wife's hands on my dick, stroking and playing with it as it lay on her pussy. Janet's fingers touched my wife's pussy and drew some of her wetness up, spreading it across my dick and her mound.
"I think someone else wants to have his dick in her." Angie whispered. "Can he do that if he comes back and puts it in you again?"
"Yes." My wife said quietly, obviously not thrilled that she was losing the dick she was stroking.
"Would you rather keep it to yourself?"
"Yes." She nodded.
Between watching Mary stroking her fingers in and out of her pussy, and two sets of hands on my dick I was more than hard enough to enter any pussy here. Janet pulled me back slowly and pushed my dick down so my head was between my wife's lips. She pushed me forward and sunk my dick deep into her pussy.
"Ohhhhh" my wife moaned as I slid into her tunnel.
Janet moved away and climbed on the desk. She arched her back as she straddled my wife, bringing her wet pussy directly to my face.
I licked and sucked her wet pussy while I stroked in and out of my wife slowly. I noticed that my wife's hands had disappeared from my dick but didn't know where they had gone, my view by the pussy in front of me.
"UH" Janet grunted as her body jerked, her orgasm hitting her quickly as I sucked her clit into my mouth. "OH FUCK!" she said loudly as she used the ceiling to hold herself steady, her body shaking and her pussy squirting her juices out at me. If anything it made my dick grow even larger inside my wife as I continued to slowly stroke in and out of her.
Janet moved from the desk as soon as she was able, and I was able to see my wife using one hand to stroke Angie's pussy and another to play with her tits. I didn't know if she was enjoying it or not, but I knew that I was. I reached between her legs and stroked her exposed clit as I picked up speed. I had never known my wife to have more than one orgasms, let alone a third. Her body jerked and trembled as she groaned long and slow, the fingers of her right hand pushing up into Angie's pussy. She pulled my hard dick deep into her with her heels on my ass as she trembled, my rigid rod deep in her pussy.
"That's it... Make me cum!" Angie said as my wife's fingers thrust up into her, her orgasm clearly reducing her inhibitions. Angie looked at me lustily as her body started to shake, clearly thinking about it being my dick that was inside her instead of my wife's fingers. "UHhh yes!" Angie grunted as her orgasm made her body jerk several times.
"Very nice." Angie finally said as my wife removed her fingers from within her. "Would you like to see the men who have been fucking you?" she asked my wife.
"Yes."
"Ok. They're all in this room, so you can take your blindfold off any time you want." Angie said.
My wife sat up on her elbows, my hard dick still buried in her pussy. She lifted her blindfold and blinked several times.
"What the hell?" She said in confusion.
"Meet the three men that have been having sex with you." Angie said as she sat on the edge of the desk.
"But this is my husband!"
"Yes, it is."
"I thought he was cheating on me!" She said angrily.
"We said that if you wanted to catch him cheating on you to show up. It was you who readily agreed to let multiple men have sex with you if he was cheating on you. But there he is. He's the only man in the building that I know of, so you admitted to wanting this unknown man to continue having sex with you even though you knew your husband would be mad. You had no way of knowing that you were telling that to your own husband." Angie said from her seat on the desk.
I pulled out of her pussy and sat in the chair a few feet behind me.
"Why? I thought you were just roll playing for me." I said sadly.
"They said you were cheating on me and that I could get back at you by doing it too."
"We just wanted you to feel how good his dick was. He said you didn't have sex with him much, and after seeing his dick yesterday... well we wanted to help him out." Janet said quietly.
"SO he did cheat?"
"You mean less than you?" Mary practically shouted. "Hell at least when I was stripping in front of him in the bathroom he tried to back out and prevent anything from happening."
"She's right." Janet said. I had to trick him to get him tied up naked this morning. You took him thinking he was someone else and did it willingly."
"Did we take advantage of him yesterday? Sure we did. But at least he objected." Mary said. "You should be ashamed of yourself."
"I don't know what to say." My wife said, her head looking down at her lap as she sat on the edge of the desk, our combined cum leaking from her pussy.
"I think you owe him an apology for one thing." Mary said quietly. "Then you two need to talk."
"I agree. Let's give them some time to talk. We'll be down the hall." Angie said as she got up and walked towed the door. "Ready girls?"
My wife and I were left in the room staring at each other, neither of us sure what to say.
"So I guess you enjoyed what I did?" I asked her quietly.
"Actually I did. I don't know if it was because I thought it was someone else or what, but I got off three times."
"Why don't you get off like that at home?" I asked her.
"I don't know. I wish I did."
"So what now?" I asked.
"I'm not sure."
"Well, I still have more work to do. I have two more offices to wire."
"You're going to stay here and work naked?" she asked, a bit of a look of shock on her face.
"I guess so. I did make a deal with them that I would wear clothes as revealing as they did. I suppose it's only fair to follow through. You can stay and help me if you want. You would know exactly what's going on then, I mean if you're really worried about me screwing around on you."
"I guess that does sound a bit funny after what I did and said."
"A bit. Look. Let's just see what happens, ok?"
"Ok." She agreed. I stood up, and held out a hand to her. She slid off the desk and I pulled her close, giving her a tight hug and gentle kiss. To my surprise her return kiss turned into a hungry wet kiss that had my dick hard long before she broke the kiss.
"What was that for?"
"Just to make sure you're good and hard." She said with a grin. "If I'm going to show you off I might as well make it worth their while."
"Ok." I said with a chuckle. "Let's go pull some wire."
I opened the door and led my wife out into the hall. Angie, Janet and Mary were hanging around Angie's desk waiting. "So what did you decide?" Angie asked.
"She's going to stay and help me work for a while. After that..." I said leaving the thought hanging.
"Ok. In that case we're going to get to work as well. Let us know if you need anything."
"Will do." I said as I walked back into Janet's office to get my stuff. I climbed the ladder to put the ceiling tiles back in place.
"I can see why they got turned on. Your dick is just at the right height for sucking." My wife said quietly.
"What?" I said as I climbed back down the ladder.
"Nothing. Just making a comment to myself."
"Ok." I said as I picked up some of my stuff. My wife bent over to pick up the box of wire and gave me a great pussy shot in the process. This was going to be very distracting.
I headed for the server room and started working the wire down the hall to one of the last two offices.
The shipping office was a bit unusual in that it had a door that went into the main portion, but also a door that went into the back shipping and receiving area. I was busy locating where I was going to put the box when a cute young lady entered. She was maybe twenty two or three, very long red hair and light freckled skin. Her freckles extended all the way down her chest and across a nicely shaped set of breasts with very pale nipples that seemed to harden almost as soon as she saw me standing there naked, my hard dick sticking out like a flagpole.
"Hello!" she said sweetly as she stepped over and held out her hand to me. "I'm Candy!"
"I bet." I mumbled. "I mean. Hello." I said taking her hand. "I'm Mike, the network guy."
"Oh yeah. I heard the girls talking that they had conned you into being here naked today. Glad to see you, if you know what I mean." She said with a giggle.
"Um yeah. This is.."
"His assistant Nancy." My wife injected before I could finish. "Pleased to meet you."
"Good to meet you to." She said as I turned to crawl under the desk and check for stud location and clearance. "You know. He has a fantastic looking dick. I'd love to get a chance to ride on it. I heard that the girls up front were taking turns trying to get into his pants yesterday." She whispered to my wife just loud enough for me to hear. "Have you ever had a chance to... you know."
"Oh yes, I definitely do and yes I definitely have."
"Is he as good as Angie bragged?" She giggled.
"Oh... every bit." My wife said as I crawled out.
"Ok. Should we go pull some wire?" I said somewhat uncomfortably. I had no idea what my wife was playing at, but I decided to keep my trap shut before I got in trouble.
"Let's!" My wife said, turning to go. I thought I saw her turn and wink to Candy as we walked out the door.
"Pretty cute isn't she?" My wife asked.
"Yeah, pretty much. Didn't pay much attention though."
"Liar. Your dick got even harder while you were lying on the floor looking up at her pussy. Don't think I didn't notice." She said with a grin.
"Well maybe." I admitted with a crooked grin.
I got the wire started and we made our way down the hall a few feet at a time, climbing the ladder to toss the wire a few more ceiling tiles. My wife took several opportunities to grab and suck on my dick, just quick licks, much to my pleasure, seeming to be interested in keeping me quite hard. I decided that two can play at that game.
"Why don't you throw a few." I said as I put the ladder at the next ceiling tile.
"Ok." She said, climbing the ladder to reach the tile and push it out of the grid. I waited till she was bending over to reach the wire and then gently kissed her exposed pussy, making her jump slightly. "Ohhh that was a dirty trick." She said with a giggle.
"Fair is fair." I said as she threw the wire and then bent over once again to slip the tile into place as she had seen me do. As she stepped down the ladder, I stood behind her, allowing her to walk down the ladder and literally into my dick, leaving it sticking up between her legs while she stood half on and off the ladder.
"If you want to put it in me, just ask!" she whispered as she reached down and rubbed the head of my dick between her legs.
"Ok." I said as she stepped up one rung and then back down so she sunk her pussy around my dick.
"Hmmmmm nice." She said, working her pussy up and down my shaft a few times. "But you better save some for later. I think that little thing in shipping wants to try you on for size, and I'd hate to disappoint her."
"What?" I asked, clearly confused as she stepped up and off my dick, leaving it sticking out and glistening with her pussy juice.
She stepped down off the ladder and turned to face me. "Ok. It's like this. Today I'm not your wife, I'm your helper. What I said before was wrong. I came because I thought I was going to catch you cheating, and instead you caught me cheating, and wanting to. So here's the deal. Today, as long as I'm here, you're fair game. After nude day is over though... no more pussy but mine unless I'm there! Understand?"



It took me nearly to process what she said and try to determine if she was serious. "Are you sure?"
"Don't belive me?" she asked a surprised look on her face. "Ok, come with me." She said, taking my hand and pulling me along behind her to the shipping office. "Candy, you here?" My wife called. Not finding her she led me out the second door and into the back. "Candy, you back here?" She called.
"Over here!" We heard her call from behind a stack of boxes. My wife led me down the isle toward the boxes to find Candy. To my surprise, we found her, sitting on a box with another young lady crouched down, her blond hair bouncing as she vigorously licked Candy's pussy.
"Oh... It's you!" Candy said with more than a bit of shock in her voice, trying to push the blond out from between her legs. "I'm sorry. It's just.. I mean."
"Don't worry dear." My wife said, stepping over toward the two. "Who's your friend?"
"Donna. This is Nancy and Mike. He's the network guy the girls up front have been talking about."
"Hi." Donna said shyly as she tried to wipe the pussy juice from her face discreetly. She was about the same age as Candy in appearance, but she had a significantly larger set of tits on her and a pussy that was shaved completely bare.
"I guess all that talk about Mike's dick got you a bit turned on?" My wife asked, moving close to both girls and stroking Candy's red hair. "I talked him into letting you try him on for size, but since there are two of you... I suppose you could share him!"
"I'm not sure I could do that in front of someone else." Donna said timidly.
"Oh don't worry, we're all friends here. If it will make you feel better, why don't you just sit down and close your eyes and let him do all the work?"
"I could do that I think." She said, staring at my dick which was pulsing up and down with my heatbeat.
"Good." My wife said as she steered her to a box and had her sit on it, motioning me to come over. "Are you on the pill or anything?" my wife whispered.
"Uh huh." She nodded as she stared at my hard dick, now inches from her bare pussy.
"Good!" she said simply, reaching her face to mine to kiss me. "Have fun lover." She whispered as she stepped back away from the two of us.
I had no idea what was going on, but I wasn't going to waste the opportunity. I rubbed the head of my dick around on her wet pussy lips to lubricate it, and then gently pressed it to her pussy. My head pressed between her lips, spreading her opening and slowly easing into her.
"Oh god yes." She moaned, reaching a hand out to Candy. She pulled Candy to her and opened her eyes to watch Candy's face as she pulled their faces together. My dick must have jumped two sizes as I watched the two kiss seductively while I slowly stroked in and out of her pussy. I let my hands slide around on her young body, stroking her large tits and working down to her shaved mound. I slid my thumb across her exposed clit, causing her to moan into her friends mouth. I allowed one hand to stroke and play with her nipple and also Candy's nipple as they nearly touched each other in their embrace, and my thumb stroking her clit in time with my strokes. The three of us continued this for several minutes as Donna began rocking her hips in time with my strokes. Almost suddenly she pulled her face from Candy's and screamed that she was cuming, her whole body shaking and jerking as I stroked her clit and plunged into her pussy.
Almost as soon as Donna had climaxed, Candy moved her kisses to my face, working toward my mouth. Her breath was hot and her lips wet as she sucked my lips to hers and stroked my body with her hands. She was making it quite clear that she had given her friend the first shot, but now she wanted hers.
She pulled me back from Donna, allowing my dick to slip from her pussy. "Fuck me!" She said simply as she stepped between Donna's legs. She climbed up on the boxes Donna was laying on, pressing her back until she was laying flat. She hooked her legs under Donna's and pressed their bodies together, their tits touching and their mouths going back into their embrace, both of their pussy's inches from each other and on display. I stepped up and pressed my wet dick to Candy's pussy and sunk easily into her already soaked tunnel.
"Hmmmmm" I heard her moan into her friends mouth as I started stroking into her. I had little doubt that at the end of each stroke, my body slapping hers, was causing their tits and pussy mounds to rub together. This was most guys fantasies come true, fucking a pair of young hot girls that were making out at the same time.
My dick clearly was not going to last, but I really wanted to hold off long enough for Candy to climax first. My shock went even higher as my wife stepped over to the three of us and pulled my mouth to hers, kissing me more sensuously than I had remembered her ever doing before. I felt more than saw, her hand slip between the two girls and stroke Candy's clit between them, her fingertips rubbing my cock and balls as she did.
Thankfully Candy didn't last much longer with the additional attention, and her squeezing pussy sent me over the top. My body jerked in time with Candy as my dick emptied shot after shot of stored cum into her pussy.
"ohgodohgodohgod" I heard Candy mumble as my wife continued to stroke her clit, the back of her fingers stroking across Donna's, who was squirming in pleasure below Candy.
"Was that fun?" My wife whispered.
"OH yes."
"I need to cum now." She said breathlessly.
"No problem." I said with a grin as I pulled my dick from Candy's pussy. I led my wife to another stack of boxes close by and helped her sit on them. Leaning down I went to work, licking and sucking her wet pussy, driving my tongue up and down her wet slit.
"OH yes." She sighed as I found her clit and worked it with the tip of my tongue. I slipped a finger into her and began stroking the top of her tunnel, working every point I could as she rocked her hips. "OH FUCK" she grunted as she came around my face and finger, her pussy contracting and squeezing my finger as she panted and jerked, her hands pulling my face against her grinding pussy.
Finally she released her grip and I pulled my face from her pussy and looked around. Donna was still laying on the boxes, but Candy had crawled up her body and was straddling Donna's face, feeding her my cum straight from her pussy.
"You were watching that when you came?" I asked my wife.
"Uh huh." She panted, trying to catch her breath. "Pretty hot, huh?"
"Have you ever eaten pussy?"
"No." she said shaking her head.
"Well, now's the chance. Donna looks like she's more than ready.
"I'm not sure I can do that."
"Look, whatever happens today stays today, right? What better chance. If you don't like it you don't have to keep doing it."
"Oh what the hell, why not." She said with a grin.
"Good." I said as I helped her off the boxes. This was something I would have paid good money to see, let alone be a part of.
My wife bent over and tentatively licked up Donna's wet lips. She did this several times, each time working her tongue a bit deeper into her slit. Before long she was eagerly licking up her slit and flicking her tongue across Donna's clit. I leaned over Donna and sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth while I squeezed and tweaked her other nipple. Her squirming increased as my wife paid more attention to her clit, working her closer and closer to a climax.
It happened almost suddenly. Donna went rigid, her whole body trembling as her orgasm built to its peak. Suddenly she jerked, her body gushing girl cum out on my wife's face, neck and chest. Three more times she jerked, her whole body convulsing so hard she nearly bucked Candy off of her face. I pulled my face from her tits and looked down at my wife, juice dripping from her face and pussy like she had been hit by a water balloon.
"Wow!' she said as she stood up, wiping the cum from her face.
"I'd say so. I've never seen a woman squirt that way before." I said as I moved off the boxes to her.
"That was kind of fun though." She whispered as she pulled me to her. "Now you have to share the spoils though." She whispered as she pulled my face to her face, kissing me with her pussy juices mouth and pressing her wet tits to my body. The whole thing had my dick fully hard again, which caused her to giggle as she felt between us and stroked it.
"I take it this kind of thing turns you on?" she asked as she broke the kiss.
"I guess so. It's all new to me."
"Well, maybe we're going to have to celebrate nude day every year."
"Maybe." I said as I stroked her tits and rubbed the pussy juice into her skin. "But for now we have to finish wiring, unless you want to go home and fuck some more and come back tomorrow."
"Oh... I think we better finish today. This job seems a lot more fun naked. Besides, what says we can't fuck more yet here?"
"Nothing at all." I answered.
"Thank you ladies!" My wife called as we walked back toward the office area hand in hand.
We finished the shipping office undisturbed, although my wife took every opportunity to sit on my hard dick when I had to lay down and work or to lick or suck on it while I was on the ladder. All in all, it was a hell of a good way to wire. We had one last office to do, but it was getting close to lunchtime.
"I think we better figure out what we're doing for lunch." I said as I led her out of the shipping office.
"It took you two a long time to wire that office. Did you get distracted?" Angie asked.
"Well... My sweet husband fucked both of your shipping clerks and introduced me to eating pussy, so yeah, pretty good distraction."
"We don't have two shipping clerks, only one, Candy." Angie replied.
"Really? Who's Donna then?" I asked.
"Cute little blond with big tits?" Angie asked.
"Uh huh."
"Oh.. that's the FedEx driver that usually makes pickups." She said with a grin. "I bet this is one pickup she won't soon forget."
"I bet not." My wife said with a grin. "So, where do you suggest we have lunch?"
"Well, to be honest, we're having lunch catered in. You're welcome to eat with us if you want. The delivery boy that usually brings it is really cute!"
"And you're going to try to get him naked? My wife asked with a grin.
"Oh yeah... He won't fuck anyone, already tried that, but he loves a good blow job and loves to squirt on tits, especially if he's watching someone do themselves with a Dildo."
"Ohhh sounds like fun to watch." My wife said with a grin. "Who gets to show off for him?"
"Oh that's Mary. She loves to show off her body and is not at all bashful about getting off in front of someone. A couple years ago she sat in the window out front and got herself off on a dare. We were lucky we didn't get arrested."
"Sounds like fun." My wife said. "Maybe my husband can go share some lunch with that cute sales girl out front!"
"Oh... she'd like that. She was in here earlier wondering who the hunk was coming in."
"Sounds like you have your lunch entertainment all lined up." My wife said, giving my arm a squeeze. "You won't mind will you?"
"Not if you don't." I said honestly.
"Good. Now how about putting that big dick in my pussy for a few minutes." Angie asked, standing up and turning to sit on the desk.
"Right here?"
"Sure why not? Might as well let the other girls know what they missing."
"Go ahead lover. Fuck her silly!" My wife said with a laugh as she pushed me gently over toward Angie.
"Ok stud... let's have it!" she said eagerly.
I stepped between her legs and fed my hard dick into her waiting pussy.
"oh yes." She groaned quietly while I stroked slowly in and out of her hot tunnel. "You're dick feels soooo good."
"Hello?" A tall well built guy said as he came through the door.
"Oh Don! Angie said, leaning back to look over her shoulder. "Go ahead and take it back to the break room. I'll be there in a moment."
I continued to stroke in and out of her pussy while she picked up the phone and dialed a common number and announced lunch was here. I started to pull out of her but she grabbed me with her feet and held me inside her. "Not so fast stud... Lunch can wait, I'm way too close to quite now!" she said huskily.
I continued to stroke into her while I squeezed one of her tits and stroked her clit with my thumb.
"Oh yeah.... Right there!" she squeaked as she came around my dick, her body trembling for several seconds in a small orgasm. "Oh yeah... much better." She panted as she put her legs down. "Thank you." She said pulling me close and giving me a wet kiss. "Now go take your wife to the lunch room." She said as my wife got up from the chair where she had been sitting watching us.
"You know. You look really hot when you're fucking someone!" She whispered as she walked hand in hand with me.
"You like watching me?" I asked somewhat surprised.
"Not as much as getting it myself, but it's been kind of interesting."
"Oh." I said as we walked into the break room. The food was sitting out on the table, and Janet was kneeling in front of the naked delivery guy, sucking his dick while Mary sat in one of the chairs stroking a fake cock in and out of her pussy.
"Ohhhh." The delivery guy groaned as he watched Mary.
"Can I join in?" My wife asked me quietly.
"I suppose so."
"Then why don't you let Mary ride you. That should really get him off!" she said with a grin.
"If you want." I agreed eagerly.
I walked over to Mary and put my hand over hers, stopping her stroking. "How about you ride something better." I whispered.
"Fuck yes!" she said as she climbed from the chair. I sat down and she turned to face away from me, lowering herself down on my hard dick. What she did next surprised me. She spread her legs far enough to hook them over the arms of the chair, and then leaned back, athletically bouncing her body up and down my shaft.
My wife got on her knees and to my surprise was quickly swapping sucking the delivery guys dick. She hadn't ever really been much on blowing me, so I was shocked to see her going at it on a strange dick.
"OH god...." I groaned as Mary rode me. "I think I'm going to blow!"
"Yes do it!" she said loudly. "Cum in my hot cunt! Fill me with your fuck cream!" she cried as she rode me.
"OH fuck!" I heard the delivery guy say. I looked over and he was watching Mary ride my cock and squirting his cum all over my wife's face and tits, apparently having been in her mouth when he started to cum.
"YES" Mary cried as she started to cum around my dick trigging my own explosion, pumping shot after shot of juice into her pussy. Mary leaned back against me and gently kissed my lips as she caught her breath. I was quite shocked to see Janet licking and sucking all the cum from my wife's face and tits, which my wife seemed to be enjoying.
"Looks like I missed all the fun!" Ms Dempsy said as she walked into the room. I had seen her several times in very sexy dresses and such, but naked she was absolutely ravishing. She was well tanned over her whole nearly six foot tall frame, but looked like she weighed only about one fifty or so. She had large firm breasts that didn't need much support in spite of her nearly forty years and her pussy hair was trimmed into a small heart on her mound. She walked over to where my wife and Janet were still kneeling and crouched down, turning the delivery guy to face her. Without missing a beat she sucked his shrinking cock into her mouth and licked and sucked him until he was once again growing in her hand and mouth.
"Much better. A good dick should always be hard!" She said as she stood up. "Besides, dick is such a great appetizer." Then she walked over to me and crouched down by the chair. "So how are you finding our little shop of pleasures?" she asked with a grin.
"To be honest, I haven't had this much sex in a year."
"That's a shame. The girls tell me you have a very good dick. I hope I get to see it hard later!" she said with a grin as she stood up. "That is if the girls leave you alone long enough for it to stay hard." She laughed as she walked toward the table with the food.
Mary and I sat catching our breath while my wife and Janet stroked each other's pussy's, both of them still kneeling in the middle of the floor, the delivery man long gone.
"I think I want some real food though." Mary said as she got up from me. "Maybe you could take some to the counter girls?" she asked sweetly. "I promised them I'd send you out with something for them."
"Might as well." I answered as she walked over and made two plates of bar-b-que and fixings.
"OH FUCK!" my wife cried as she climaxed on Janet's fingers, her whole body shaking and jerking.
"Looks like your wife is loosening up quite well!" Mary said as she handed me the plates. "Enjoy!" she said as she gave me a playful smack on the ass.
I walked out with the two plates in my hands and struggled to open the door to the shop. I finally had to set one down on a table and open the door and prop it open with my foot while I walked through. I had expected the store to be empty, except for the sales girl or girls, but was shocked to see about four naked women shopping the racks, mostly back in the more sexy lingerie.
"I brought you some lunch girls." I said to the two twenty something girls standing behind the counter.
"Oh great! We're starved." They both said as they came over. Would you watch the counter while we eat?" The smaller of the two said as she took a plate from me.
"Sure, what do I need to do?"
"Just stand there and look good and invite anyone who comes in to get undressed. Other than that, we'll be right over here if you need something."
"Ok. I can do that." I said with a shrug. I walked over to the counter and half stood, half sat behind it. I had been standing there about ten minutes when the front door opened and a lady walked in. She was tall, thin, I figured around thirty or so. "Welcome to Dempsy's" I said as I came around the counter. "There are chairs along the far wall if you wish."
"Well, this is a switch. I've been coming here on nude day for years, but this is the first time I've seen a man in the place." She said, looking me up and down. "I'm interested in sexy underwear. Do you think you can help me with that?"
"Well maam, I can certainly try." I replied.
"Good!" she said as she led the way back to the row of chairs. "I'll just get undressed. Would you mind giving me a hand?" she asked, turning her back so I could undo the zipper. I stepped up and slid the zipper down, allowing her to slid the dress off and step out of it. She turned around as she unsnapped the clasp on her bra and let it pop apart, revealing her firm c cup breasts to me. She stood in front of me in only a very skimpy pair of panties, stocking and heels. "Do you think I should leave the stockings on, or off?" she asked as I stared at her puffy nipples that seemed to cover nearly a quarter of the front of her breasts.
"Definitely off." I said.
"I don't suppose you'd like to help me with those?" She asked, holding slim muscular leg out for me. I knelt down and slowly rolled the stocking down her leg, sliding it off her foot. "Very nice." She said as she stepped out of her other shoe and held the other leg for me. "Most men just try to pull them down, but you roll them... Nice and gentle."
"Thank you." I replied as I rolled the other stocking down her leg.
"Do you want to do the panties too?"
"Might as well." I said as I gently pulled her panties down, revealing a completely naked pussy, her flowery lips pulled up tight to her body.
"I always thought a shaved pussy was a lot more fun, how about you?"
"They're a lot more fun to lick." I said as I stood up. "But then, I don't mind a nice bush to play with either."



"Very sensible attitude." She said as she started walking toward the rack of panties. "What do you prefer?" she asked as she pulled a few very delicate panties off the rack.
"Actually, most of them are pretty sexy." I replied, not at all sure how a woman selects panties.
"I suppose. How about these..." she said holding out a pair of powder blue micro bikini panties that looked to be a very delicate lace.
"I think they look fine."
"Now how can you tell until you put them on me?"
I looked for the two sales girls who were standing behind the racks watching me and giggling.
"Ok." I replied, taking the tiny bit of material from her. I knelt down and gently turned her around so I was behind her and helped her step into the panties. I slid them up her legs very slowly, stroking her legs as my fingers drug the material along. I pulled them up over her thin hips and then gently stroked her ass and pussy through the silky lace material. "I think you really need the matching bra." I told her quietly as I stood up behind her.
"Excellent Idea!" she said huskily as she stepped down the racks to find a matching bra. The cups were once again a silky smooth lace that seemed far too delicate to hold up any breasts. I slipped the loops over her arms and then reached around her body to gently cup her left breast while I covered it with the material. "Ohhhh" she whispered as I switched hands and covered her whole right breast with my left hand, giving it a gentle squeeze before withdrawing it and snapping the small clasp. I cupped both tits through the silky material , squeezing and playing with the firm fleshy globes for some time.
"I think this is too big. Maybe one size smaller." I whispered as I nibbled her ear and undid the clasp of the bra.
"Oh." She said breathlessly as I pulled the material off her body and reached to the rack for another. Once again I slid the material over her breasts, squeezing and teasing each tit before I covered it.
"Much nicer fit." I said as I played with both breasts with one hand and slid my other down to gently stroke her pussy. "Why don't we go look at how you look in it?" I suggested, gently pushing her toward a set of dressing rooms and floor length mirrors.
I stood her in front of a five section mirror and played with her tits and pussy so she could see herself being fondled. "Is this what you had in mind?" I whispered as I unclasped the bra and played with both of her once again bare tits.
"Oh yes." She moaned as my finger pushed her panty aside and slipped between her wet pussy lips.
"I think you look very sexy in these." I whispered as I stroked her clit with the tip of my finger.
"Oh god...." She moaned as her body shook gently, her pussy gushing her juices over my finger. I held her tight until she turned her head and gently kissed my cheek. "I think I need to buy those panties now that I came all over them."
"I suppose that would be a good idea."
"Would you mind if I buy you something, as a reward for your excellent service?"
"That really isn't necessary." I said as she turned in my arms, allowing the bra to slip down her arms to the ground. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers, her wet lips clamping over mine while her tongue gently pressed into my mouth to find my own tongue. She kissed me for several minutes before she released me and stepped back.
"Please... Let me anyway."
"If you want to." I said with a shrug, my dick now standing straight out.
"I have just the thing in mind." She said as she walked away down the aisle. She came back a few moments later with a small pair of satiny men's bikini underwear in flame red.
"I'm not at all sure that I'm going to fit in those." I said with a laugh.
"Oh Really? Well, maybe we can do something about that." She said as she pushed her panties down. She stepped out of them and pulled me over to the mirror and leaned against it so that she could see most of herself. "If you fill me with your cum, I'm quite sure your dick will go down enough to fit!" she said with a smile.
I seemed to have attracted an audience, three other customers now eagerly watching as well as the two sales girls.
"I'm not sure that it would be proper in front of the other customers." I said, trying to escape.
"Oh I'd be more than happy to let them help!" she said with a large smile.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes as I stepped behind her and slowly pushed my dick into her wet tunnel.
"Oh my yes!" she said quietly as I started stroking in and out of her pussy.
As much sex as I had already, my dick was hard, but I doubted that it had any more cum in it. I stroked into her for nearly five minutes before she came again, her whole body jerking and shaking in climax.
"My god! Still hard!" she panted. "Anyone else want a spin?"
"I would." A thirty something lady said, stepping forward. "After watching that I' so fucking horny I'd let him fuck me in the middle of the god damn street!"
She had a nice looking body, not too thin, but not fat either. Her moderately large tits needed a bit of support, but that proved only to add more fun as I started banging into her from behind, her tits bouncing and swaying with each stroke.
"OH god yes. SO fucking hot! Fuck my hot cunt! God damn that feel sooo good!" she said quietly as I slapped my body against hers. I reached around and grabbed her tits and played with her tits and squeezed her hard nipples, allowing her swinging breasts to pull them as we fucked. "Ohhhhhhhhh!" she groaned as she went stiff as a board, her pussy leaking her juices around me. Her legs trembled as she moaned and gasped in orgasm as I continued to stroke into her spasming pussy. "Good god!" she panted as she stood fully upright, pulling off my dick. "That was sooo good."
"I think I can tame that monster." One of the sales girls said, stepping over to me. "If Angie can handle it, I know I can!"
"Go girl!" Her partner said as I aimed my slick dick at her pussy.
"OH god!" I groaned as I slowly pushed into her extremely tight hole. There was no doubt that she was even tighter than Janet, her whole pussy squeezing my dick.
"Oh stud! Pound me!" She said huskily as she bent over even farther to watch my dick slide in and out of her in the mirrors.
I stroked in and out of her pussy for nearly two minutes before I realized that my own orgasm was building. I groaned deeply as my dick swelled in preparation for an explosion. I have no idea where it came from, but somehow my dick found one last load of cum to squirt, and I surged up into the sales girls pussy, triggering her own orgasm.
"OH fuck yes!" she squealed as she shook and trembled. "OH YES!"
The remaining customers and her friend cheered and clapped when they realized that I had unloaded into her, my body jerking and spasming as it tried to empty what little it had left into her.
"Oh shit." I panted as I pulled my shriveling dick from her pussy, allowing her to collaps on the floor.
"Ohhhh yes." The lady I had helped said as she stepped over and knelt in front of me, licking and sucking my dick to clean it of my cum. "Can't have that all over the merchandise, can we?" she said with a grin as reached to the nearby chair for the tiny red underwear. "Now I think they'll fit!" she said as she slid them up my legs.
"Oh that is sexy!" one of the customers said. "If my husband wore those I'd fuck him every time he took his pants off."
"I have to agree." The lady at my feet said. "They do make his cock look sexy. And when he gets hard..." she said pulling a tiny flap loose. His big dick can slip right out here until you have time to fuck him."
"You are so going to have fun with those at home." The customer said to the lady at my feet.
"Oh not me. He isn't my husband, he just works here!"
"Oh my god!" she said holding a hand to her mouth. "I thought he was your husband. That's why I let him fuck me. What will his wife say?"
"His wife will say that he seems to have had a really good time!" My wife said coming from a door behind the changing rooms. "Don't worry sweety, the girls showed me where the security glass is and I saw the whole thing."
"Well young lady." The lady at my feet said as she stood up. "Please consider these a present from me, and I hope you two enjoy them very much."
"Thank you. I think we will."
"Now if one of you young ladies would check me out before I feel the need to have him make me cum again!" She said with a grin.
The girl that didn't have sex with me walked over and snuggled close to me so her tits were pressing against me. "I hope we have a chance later." She whispered as she pulled the tag from the underwear and slid her hand down inside the front. "For now though I think you should take those back off. You look a lot better naked, especially when your dick is hard!"
"And you're going to try to make me hard again?" I asked.
"Oh yeah!" she said in a half growl, squeezing my softened dick.
I looked over at my wife standing a few feet away. "I'm not sure I can handle much more of this!"
"Oh don't worry, nude day only comes once a year." My wife said. "The girls have invited us back for nude day next year. I already told them I would love to come."
"OH!" I groaned as I sat down. I had no idea how my body was going to survive the rest of the contract, let alone next year!
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I love where I live, it's close to town, but still secluded. I live on the edge of what I call a ravine, a hundred plus foot deep wooded valley with a small stream running through the bottom. It doesn't leave me much of a back yard, but it also means that there are no neighbors behind us. The closest house I have that direction is nearly half a mile across the gully. I know it exists because I saw the lights there this winter. As far as other neighbors, I have one across the street, a couple hundred yards away, and that's it. No side neighbors because I own a couple acres of woods on both sides.
My wife and I have lived here for over twenty years, raising our kids and enjoying the seclusion and solitude. Now that my kids are gone, it allows me to enjoy my other secret passion, being outside naked. I don't know what it is, but I love it. I enjoy feeling the wind tease my skin and enjoy how the wind tickling my balls makes my dick grow. My wife doesn't share my desires, but when she's not home I can go on the deck in the evening and just enjoy the night.
*************
I found the secluded lot almost by accident, and realized that I had to have it. It was perfect. It took the contractor nearly six months to build the house, but it was done and now I could relax on my huge deck and lounge in my hot tub without the annoyance of neighbors. Living in town was killing my passion for enjoying the outdoors. I couldn't risk tanning nude in my own back yard, instead having to drive to secluded places and hike well into the woods to enjoy the feeling of the wind and sun on my naked body.
As I lay on the plush pad of my deck lounger, looking at the lush green valley behind me, I enjoyed the breeze dancing across my firm breasts, teasing my nipples harder. It was all I could do to not reach down and touch myself, not stroke my soft lips as the setting sun bathed me in its rays. This was the perfect place!
**********
There was supposed to be an eclipse tonight, so I took extra time getting my telescope set up on the deck, but in the process bumped the spotting scope that was mounted on the outside of the large tube to help aim the scope. I cursed under my breath and went inside to get my leatherman, having no place to keep the handy tool when I was naked, like I was this afternoon. I retrieved my tool and swieled down to find some distant object to focus on. The new cell tower blinking on the hill top several miles distant would be a perfect target. I aimed the my scope at the tower and focused on one of the junctions of the steel tower before moving to the spotting scope to find the same point.
I wiggled the small spotting scope around, searching the view for the tower, and was surprised to find a house in my viewfinder. I suppose I knew it was there, but I hadn't paid much attention to it. I paused for a moment checking out my new, but distant neighbor, and was surprised to see an extremely good looking woman laying on a deck behind the home.
I quickly shifted my telescope's main optics to find her, settling on her with so much magnification that she nearly filled the field of view. I could easily see her firm C cup breasts as she gently stroked her hard nipples, each centered in the middle of a dark brown, puckered areaola. My dick grew as I watched her fingers stroke her body slowly working closer and closer to her pussy, her legs slowly spreading apart as her fingers grew closer.
************
I loved the wind teasing me and could feel it's cool fingers tickle the moisture on my sensitive lips. I couldn't help myself, as I gently stroked my breasts and nipples, teasing them even harder before stroking my way lower, slowly working down toward my waiting pussy. I closed my eyes and thought of having a man lick and suck my soft lips as my fingers gently stroked them. My mind conjured a picture of the good looking man I had seen working in the yard across the gully several days before. It was worth going to find my binoculars, and spy on him, his dick clearly visible as he worked naked in his back yard. I pictured his hard shaft slowly pushing into me as first one and then two of my fingers pressed deep into my wet tunnel.
***********
As I watched, she spread her legs farther, her fingers stroking slowly between her legs. I secretly wished it was my tongue sliding between her lips as her fingers spread her wet lips, the moisture beading on them clearly in my scope, as if I were standing there with her.
I allowed my hand to stroke my hard cock as she pressed her fingers into herself, thinking about how tight her tunnel would feel if it were my dick pressing into her. I watched, stroking my dick in time with her fingers, working myself toward a climax as she worked herself toward the same.
I could clearly see the beads of sweat form between her gorgeous tits as she squeezed her nipples and pulled them, her body arching as her orgasm pushed higher. Almost suddenly she stiffened, her body jerking several times as her pussy gushed juices around her fingers, the sight sending me over the top.
My body jerked, preventing me from seeing through the scope for several seconds while my dick spurted its cream across the deck.
**********
I stroked slowly at first, allowing my fingers to rub across my clit as they pushed in and out of my hot tunnel. I pictured him standing over me, stroking slowly into my hot pussy while his lips sucked and pulled on my rigid nipples. My fingers pulled and twisted as I wanted his mouth to do, my wet fingers in my pussy stroking faster now that my orgasm was reaching its peak.
My body jerked as the first wave of pleasure washed over my sweaty body. I thought of his dick pulsing inside me as my pussy contracted around my fingers and thought about how his hot mouth would feel on my tits as my body jerked again and again, my cum gushing around my fingers and leaving a wet spot on the seat of my lounger. I slowly pulled my fingers from my tunnel, and teased my moisture across my body, allowing the slight wind to dry it, making small chilled patched across my stomach.
I pretended it was his cum instead of mine, drying on my body as my fingers played across stomach and breasts.
***********
I watched her for several minutes, slowly regaining her breathing, teasing her body with her wet fingers, occasionally reaching down to draw more moisture from her wet pussy. After some time she seemed to relax, the show clearly over.
I moved my scope back up to the tower and quickly finished aligning the spotting scope for the nights viewing. With that done I prepared the computer and camera with the scope pointed at the darkening sky. My dick still leaked an occasional string of cum as I thought about the sight I had seen across the gully.
*********
I got my binoculars on a whim, wondering if he was out there, and to my surprise found him on his deck with a large telescope. It was hard to see what he was doing until I rested the powerful glasses on my knees. I could clearly see his mostly limp dick swinging as he worked, and wished that I could see him hard again. I doubted he even knew I was there, but the thought that maybe he was watching was exciting and arousing. I wondered if he ever pointed his big scope toward my house and decided then to make sure my curtains were always open for him. I couldn't help but stroke my still sensitive clit as I thought about what it would be like to cum with him watching me? I wondered if he would like what he saw? I pressed my fingers back inside my tunnel as I watched him look up to the sky and surprisingly stroke his hardening dick. It was getting dark, but the light from the moon and the light from several small candles illuminated him enough for me to see.
*********
The more I thought about the sight of her body the more turned on I got, my dick once again growing. If I hadn't already set things up for the eclipse I would have swung the scope down to see if she was still sitting there naked. I lit several small citronella candles to keep the bugs away while I waited. I stroked my hard dick while thinking of how her fingers slid in and out of her pussy, imaging the squishing sounds that they would have made. Almost before I knew it I was looking her direction, thinking about the curve of her sensuous body and the hardness of her nipples. It was far to dark for me to see anything, but I wondered if she would think I was good looking or just a horny old bastard.
I stroked my dick faster, thinking about how she might taste, how tight her pussy would be. Two fingers seemed to be all she could get in, so I thought she would be very tight, enveloping my cock with her velvety tightness.
Almost without warning, my dick erupted, shooting a rope of sticky cum across the deck, my body jerking as each shot erupted. I continued to stroke my cum slickened dick as it reduced to a trickle, the several huge ropes I had put out, slowly disappearing into the wood of the deck.
*******
He seemed to be more and more turned on. I wondered who he was thinking of as he stroked his fat dick, working it closer and closer to the inevitable. My finger stroked my clit in time with his hand on his dick, pretending it was his dick stroking my pussy. I could see him grunt as his body jerked and a large stream of white cum arched out across the deck, surprisingly landing several feet from him. Five times he jerked, each time a squirt of cum shot from his purple head. I stroked franticly now, rubbing my tiny hot clit in circled, pushing me back up to the brink. I came hard, nearly dropping the binoculars as my body twitched and jerked, thinking of how his dick would feel emptying inside me.
I lay back and rested, my body panting for breath. I wondered if he would think I was too old or too young if he saw me. I wished secretly that he had seen me, and wondered if seeing me would make his dick as hard as whomever he was thinking about when he came.
The moon slowly darkened over my head as if some monster were slowly taking a bite out of it. As it slowly grew redder I wondered how I could possibly get him to come and make love to me on my deck.
********
It was finally time. I watched the earth slowly eclipse the moon, recording the event on my computer as the shadow slowly enveloped the shiny disk. I was preoccupied though thinking about the body of the woman across the way. I thought about how she looked and wondered how it would feel to stand on her deck and press my hard dick into her hot wet pussy. It was just a passing thought, but I wondered if it could ever happen.
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I had worked with Janet for a number of years as a technical consultant. This legal case appeared to be no different than any other of the cases where I had done product liability testing for her. She had won enough and made enough money at it that when this particular case called for a my deposition on a particular day, she had no problem flying us there in her twin engine Cesna. The flight had been long, but at least her good looks and company made it pleasant. Janet was tall and slim, her height just touching six foot and I guessed her weight at something one thirty. I had never seen her in anything other than a skirt or slacks business outfit, usually with a light colored silk blouse. The flight up was no different, and I enjoyed very much watching her nylon encased legs work the rudder pedals as her skirt hiked up a few extra inches as we flew.
The night in the hotel was uneventful, a long evening going over my testimony and a list of questions she expected the opposing attorney to ask me. I would have loved to climb into the sack with her, but it was separate adjoining rooms for a long night in a hotel bed.
I woke in the morning and dressed in slacks and a polo shirt after a quick shower and shave. As I headed for the door to meet Janet for breakfast, I noticed a paper that had been put under the door. It was on hotel stationary and stated that all guests are advised that once outside the hotel, they were required to adhere to the NND dress code according to some city code. That dress code limited dress to hats, shoes, socks and appropriate accruements required for conducting business.
I was mystified, and wondered if this were some kind of ploy by the opposition in the case to confuse us. It wouldn't be the first time some bright young attorney tried something unusual to muddle the technical expert. The whole idea was to trip you up in your deposition to give wrong or multiple different answers to essentially the same questions.
I knocked on Janet's door and held the sheet out for her as she opened it, looking as professional and as good as ever.
"Yes, I got one too. I'm not really sure what it means. I thought I would check with the desk on the way down to breakfast." She said in response to my query.
"Sounds good." I said as I stared at a young couple walking past us completely naked, the young ladies very large breasts swinging enticingly as they went past.
Janet closed the door and we followed the couple down the hall to the steps and headed down to the lobby.
"This is really odd." Janet said as we walked toward the front desk, the majority of the patrons in the small restaurant naked, along with the waitresses, who were wearing nothing but their small aprons. "Excuse me, can you tell me what is going on?" Janet asked the nude young lady behind the desk.
"Yes maam. This is National Nude Day. The city passed an ordinance three years ago that anyone in public must be appropriately undressed."
"You are kidding, right?" Janet asked the young lady seriously while I looked out the front door at the nude or nearly nude people walking down the street.
"No maam. Completely serious." She replied.
"Thank you." Janet said, turning to leave the counter. "Well, let's go get breakfast and think about this." She said to me, walking toward the small restaurant.
We ate a light breakfast from the buffet, and sat at the table pondering the situation.
"Ok. This is obviously meant to throw you off." Janet said quietly. "They clearly had to know about this, why else this one town and this one day?"
"Yeah, but what do we do about it?"
"Not much we can do. If we don't show up, you are in violation of a subpoena. I wondered why they subpoenaed your testimony instead of just scheduling it like any normal attorney. This way we have to show or not use your testimony."
"Can we just dress after we get there?"
"Apparently not. They chose the courthouse, which as I read this sheet, is a public place and subject to the rules."
"Wont we get arrested for indecent exposure?"
"Apparently they suspended all indecent exposure laws with the exception of those involving children."
"So what do we do?"
"Got anything against working naked?" she asked with a crooked grin.
"I suppose not."
"Well, then I guess we go upstairs and take off our clothes." She said getting up and leaving a tip on the table.
I got up and followed her upstairs, where we went to our separate rooms to get undressed. It didn't take me long, shedding all my clothes and replacing my black socks and dress shoes with a pair of athletic socks and shoes I normally wore for comfort. I walked to the adjoining door and knocked.
"Come!" Janet called from behind the closed door.
I pushed the door open and stepped in, stopping in my tracks. Janet was bent over, her firm ass sticking out at me, along with her clearly visible outer pussy lips. Her ass was tanned everywhere except a small triangle of creamy white barely wider than the cleft between her cheeks. I stood and stared at her pussy as she rolled the second of her stockings down her leg and then pulled the rolled material off her foot. She stepped back into her three inch heels and turned to face me, now naked except for her shoes. Her tits were large and firm, easily a large c cup with little droop. her nipples, resting in the middle of two large dark areola, started to harden as I stared at the small triangles of creamy white skin that set off her areola so clearly. The rest of her body was uniformly tanned and extremely well shaped. I allowed my eyes to trail down her body to her completely shaved pussy, making my dick grow even harder at the thought of what it would be like to lick or fuck her hairless pussy.
"Well, I can see you like what you see." She said quietly, as she stared back at my growing dick.
"I'm sorry. I guess I wasn't prepared for just how gorgeous you look naked." I replied, trying to will my dick down.
"Well, thank you. That was a very nice compliment!" she said as she turned and picked up her briefcase. "Shall we?"
"I suppose so." I said, following her out, leaving my room key and wallet in my room.
We walked side by side out into the street, a lot of naked bodies bustling around as if it were completely natural to be naked. Some guys sported hard dicks, but most seemed immune. I was kind of wishing I was immune, since I felt a bit obvious, which was made worse by the lingering looks from the ladies.
"You seem to be attracting a bit of attention." Janet teased with a smile.
"Sorry." I said quietly.
"That wasn't a complaint." She said as she strode along on her heels, her beautiful full tits wiggling enticingly. "Women like to be envied!"
It was only a couple more blocks to the courthouse, where we turned and went in, thankfully.
"We're here to give a deposition." She said to the naked desk guard who was obviously trying to check out her naked body without being obvious. He failed miserably as he pointed us down the hall. He stared at her perfectly shaped ass as she walked away from the counter and down the hall.
I followed her into a reasonably large conference room with a large oak table and a variety of leather chairs. A young lady, apparently a recorder, was setting up her machine, her creamy white skin and small tits a stark contrast to the dark wood of the room.
"They should be ready to start in a few minutes." She said as she straightened up and prepared to sit down.
"Why don't we sit over here." Janet said, selecting a chair for me close to the recorder, with her selecting one on the other side of me. "Now remember. Just relax. We've been through this all before. I'd say if you get nervous, then just think of them in their underwear, but I'm not sure that will work this time!" she said with a chuckle, leaning over toward me until one of her firm tits was brushing my arm.
"So are we all ready?" A female voice said from behind me as three very beautiful women walked in. One of them was obviously the attorney, tall slim, professional looking with her briefcase, despite being naked, and the remaining two, whom she introduced as her assistants, were, for lack of a better term, porn star material. Large tits, sexy curves, blond, you know, typical porn stars.
Things started off normal enough, name, profession, etc. These opening segments were always normal and lasted about ten minutes before we got into the meat of the topic. The opposing attorney began asking about the tests, and results, while the two assistants, sitting behind her, began making out. It was subtle at first, hands in each other's laps and the like.
I did my best to try to concentrate on the questions as one of them leaned over and began sucking the tits of her partner. My dick felt like a steel rod, which wasn't missed by the recorder, or Janet. When I would pause in my answers to think I would often see her hand slip to her lap, pressing against her pussy.
"I think we need a break!" Janet said suddenly. "Is there a room where Mister Connor and I can talk privately?" She asked the clerk.
"Certainly. The next room over is available this morning." She said sweetly.
"Thank you." Janet acknowledged while she got up, touching my arm to get me to come along with her.
"Ok. Now I understand their game." She said as I stepped into the room and closed the door. Any other day this would be illegal, but today we can't do anything about it."
"What?" I asked her.
"Their distraction technique. Those two are no more part of their law firm than I am. They are there to distract you and they are being successful. I've been through this with you on other cases, I've caught you correcting yourself several times."
"yeah. It has been a bit distracting." I agreed as she turned to face me and sat on the edge of the conference table.
"Well, I can fix that. Come here and fuck me!" she said as she leaned back and spread her legs.
"What?" I squeaked. I was not at all repelled by the idea, just shocked that she would make the offer, let alone in a businesslike manner.
"I want you to come here and fuck me. If you're not quite so horney maybe you can concentrate on your answers!"
"You don't have to do that. The case isn't worth that is it?" I asked.
"First off, it's a ten million dollar suit, of which I get ten percent, so yes it's worth it. Secondly watching them is as distracting for me as it is for you. And thirdly... damn I'm so fucking horny after watching that. Now please come fuck me!"
"That's a good enough answer for me." I replied as I stepped between her legs. "Just tell me you're not a screamer." I said as I pressed my dick slowly into her wet tunnel.
"I don't know. I don't usually get fucked by a guy!" she panted as I pushed deeper into her. "My roommate is female."
"Oh god." I groaned as I started stroking in and out of her pussy. "I didn't know you were lez."
"I can go either way. But I usually prefer girls. But for you I'll make an exception." She panted as I picked up my pace.
"Well, I hope I don't disappoint you then." I said, reaching for her firm tits and squeezing both firm globes as my balls slapped into her perfect ass.
"You haven't so far!" she squeaked as her body shuddered as if suddenly chilled.
She leaned her head back allowing her shoulder length brown hair to flow and fly free as she rocked her head, moaning loudly as I squeezed her nipples.
I felt her body shudder again and her pussy contract around my dick, pushing me over the top. My body involuntarily jerked hard, slamming my hard cock deep into her pussy as it unloaded the first shot of hot cum.
"YES!" she cried softly as my cum surged up into her, shot after shot of pent up juice flowing into her. She sat up, and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling her face to mine and moaning into my mouth as he kissed me vigorously. "Oh fuck." She panted, her tits and chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath after her obviously hard orgasm. "Definitely not disappointed!"
"I'm glad." Was all I could say as I pulled her sweating body tight to mine. We stayed that way for nearly two minutes before she let me go.
"Ok. Time to go back." She said.
"Isn't it going to be obvious that we had sex?" I asked her.
"Uh huh. I want it to be. I want her to know that no matter what she throws at us we can handle it."
"Ok, this is your game, not mine."
"You got it Mike. Trust me, I know how to play this one." She said as she led me back out to the other room.
"So all ready?" the other lady attorney asked as we came back in.
"Certainly." Janet said, allowing her opponent to see my glistening dick.
With a frown the opposing attorney went back to questioning, my attention now much more focused. The recorder though seemed to be much less able to focus on her work, frequently having to ask me to repeat as she watched my dick slowly grow back to size, the two assistants now laying on the table in a sixty-nine licking each other's pussy's eagerly.
Janet got and walked around the room, frequently standing behind the other attorney and rubbing her tits to focus my attention on her as a reminder.
The two porn stars finally began to climax in a screaming heap on the end of the table, the show having been only moderately successful.
"Would the recorder please record the side conversation for the record?" Janet asked the young clerk.
"You want me to transcribe that?" she asked with a squeak, nodding toward the two women grunting and mumbling hot sex talk.
"As best you can." Janet said, as she sat down next to me and reached into my lap to stoke my hard dick. Then she leaned over to me and whispered "I want you to go fuck one of them."
"Huh?" I asked, looking over at her in shock.
"I want you to walk over behind them and stick your dick into one of them. But ask if it's ok first. I think the answer will be yes, but you need to do it soon."
With a shrug I got up and walked over to the pair and allowed my dick to stick out in front of the face of the one on the bottom.
"Oh yeah. Hot fucking dick. Push it into her. Fill her hot cunt with your fat dick!" the one on the bottom said loudly as she pulled me toward her, aiming my dick at her partners pussy.
"You're sure?" I asked loud enough for the clerk to hear.
"Oh yes! Fuck her! Stuff that fat dick into her hot wet fuck hole!" she said as she continued to pull me into her partner, feeding my raging hardon into her.
"OH FUCK YES!" her partner screamed as she felt my dick slowly slide into her. Her partner went back to licking her clit, and quickly had her bucking and shaking as her pussy spasmed around my hard dick. I couldn't see what was happening on the other end of the pair, but the transcription later told me that the one on top stuffed her fingers into her partners pussy, driving her over the top with her, the two of them collapsing in a heap on the table with my hard dick still stuff into them.
"Ok now we're going off record." Janet said as she got up and walked around, pulling me slowly out of the pair. "Would either of you like to finish what the pair stared on him?"
The other attorney sat stunned, but the clerk stood up and timidly raised her hand and said. "I would."
Janet pulled me by the hand around the table and sat me pushed me onto the edge of the table next to the other attorney. "Slid up on the table and lay back." She whispered while she motioned for the young clerk to come to her.
"Now climb up and ride him." She whispered to the naked clerk.
"I'm not sure I can." She answered quietly.
"Sure you can. Just think about how that hard dick will feel sliding into your hot wet pussy. You've been sitting there trying not to stroke your pussy all morning. Now it's time to get release." Janet cooed in her ear as she helped her take her shoes off and climb up on the table.
I lay back and watched her crawl over my body, finally reaching a point where Janet could rub the head of my dick around her wet pussy. Slowly she sank down on me, feeding herself over my dick one slow inch at a time.
"Ohhhhh yes." She mewed as she shuddered, her pussy still slowly expanding to accept my hardness.
It was nearly a minute before she had fully settled on my shaft, her curly pubic hairs mingling with mine. Ever so slowly she stared riding up and down my shaft, her feet flat on the table and her knees spread wide apart. She used my chest as a hand hold and worked her legs up and down, sliding her extremely tight pussy up and down my shaft. I reached up and found her nipples with my fingers and squeezed and pinched them gently, bringing more moans from her young lips.
"Oh fuck I'm going to cum!" The clerk groaned as she ground her pussy onto my dick. Her body stiffened and she let out one long groan, her face and neck flushing bright pink as her orgasm washed across her.
Slowly she relaxed, allowing her weight to sit on my hard dick. I so wanted to finish fucking her at that moment, and I moved my hands to her firm little ass and lifted to allow me to pump up into her.
"OH yeah!" I grunted as I pushed up into her tight hole, our bodies slapping quietly as I hit her ass with each stroke. It only took a few short minutes before my body hit its limit and surged gush after gush of hot cum into her tight pussy, triggering another small climax in the young clerk.
"Damn." I panted, laying back on the table to look and see where Janet had gone to. I quickly found her sitting in a chair with the other attorney kneeling between her legs, her head bobbing up and down as she licked Janet's hot pussy.
"Come here." Janet said, motioning me to join her. I helped the clerk off my softening dick and gave her a gentle kiss, which she returned just as gently.
"Thank you." She whispered as I slid off the table and took the couple steps to Janet.
"Ok, now suck his cock! I want to see it clean!" Janet said to the other attorney.
Without a word she pulled her wet face from between Janet's legs and began licking and sucking my shrinking member. Janet reached for my hand and pulled me toward her, ignoring how difficult it was making for her opponent to keep working in my dick. Janet pulled me down onto her lap and pulled my head down to her face and kissed me seductively while the other lady continued to work on my dick.
"You like this?" Janet whispered to me.
"It is certainly different." I whispered back.
"When she gets you hard, do you want her to fuck you too?"
"I'd kind of like to save it for you."
"Oh that's sweet, but we have all night... I think you should fuck her doggy style while she finishes licking me to a nice climax. If you do what I say here, I'll make sure you are more than rewarded tonight."
"If that's what you want." I said, not about to argue with getting to fuck the next hottest body in the place.
"Good." She whispered, moving her mouth to my chest, and nibbling on one of my nipples. I never really knew that men's nipples were that sensitive, but between her attention to my nipples and the other attorney's attention to my dick soon had me back at full mast.
"Ok bitch. Now let us up!" Janet said sharply. Immediately the lady pulled from where she was sucking my dick and moved aside. Janet helped me up and then got up herself, moving to the edge of the table, sitting on it and lifting her legs in the air as she leaned back onto her elbows. "Ok bitch! I want you to lick me until I cum, and let him fuck your sweet pussy. And you better not cum before I do!"
"Yes master." She said in a quiet voice, moving to bend over between Janet's legs and spread her own feet so I could enter her from behind.
It was a hell of a view, with each stroke I slapped into the other attorney's ass making her face bang into Janet's pussy, and in turn making Janet's tits wiggle enticingly. I reached around and found her tits and began squeezing and massaging her hard nipples. Driving her wild while she tried to lick Janet's clit.



"OH fuck!" she cried into Janet's pussy as her orgasm washed over her, my dick feeling her pulsating pussy as her body gave in to the sensations.
She increased her efforts to make Janet cum, her own orgasm peaking and holding as I pounded into her pussy.
"You weren't supposed to cum till I did!" Janet said angrily to the attorney. "I think you need to be punished. What shall we do to punish her?" Janet asked me.
"I have no clue." I replied, not at all sure what wall was going on.
"Maybe we should fuck her ass?" Janet asked. "How about that, would you like it in your ass?"
"Oh no! Please! Anything but that!" She begged Janet.
"I think that's exactly what you need!" Janet said. "Mike why don't you pull out and go sit in that chair." she said motioning to the chair the attorney had been using. "I think Mary should have to do this herself."
I pulled out, and went and sat in the chair as Janet had directed. She pushed Mary from between her legs and slid off the table. "Now sit on his dick!"
"Must I?" Mary said looking pleadingly at her.
"Yes!" Janet said commandingly.
Mary moved back and sat on my dick, spreading her cheeks and forcing her ass down over my slick dick. It took her a long time to get all the way down on me, and when she had, Janet stepped in front of her and pulled Mary's head to her pussy. "Now make us both cum!" She commanded as she lifted a leg and rested it on the arm of the chair.
Mary went back to work on Janet's pussy, licking and sucking her bald slit while she stroked up and down my shaft.
It didn't take long, looking at her eating Janet's pussy, Janet squeezing her tits while her body shook in orgasm, and the sensations of Mary riding me. I grunted and groaned as my body shot a load of cum into her ass, making her jump and moan into Janet's pussy. She continued to lick and suck until Janet told her to stop.
"Now go get a wet towel and clean him off!" Janet commanded Mary.
"Yes." She said as she practically ran out of the room and down the hall.
"I'm confused." I said as Janet dropped into the chair next to mine, looking very pleased with herself.
"Simple. They sent the wrong attorney. After we got back from screwing I realized she wasn't looking at your dick, she was looking at my pussy. I could see in her eyes, she might be a forceful attorney, but she's a sexual submissive. It's a way of compensating between her personal and professional life."
"Oh... I get it now."
"Like I said. They sent the wrong woman for this job."
"I guess so. So what now?" I asked as Mary came back into the room and gently began washing and drying my limp dick.
"Well, we have some lunch, and by then you should be hard again. Then I think I want to go shopping. I promised you a good time tonight, no point in not starting it right after lunch!"
"Just what do you have in mind?" I asked curiously.
"Well we have to give your dick a chance to rest, but after that? You'll just have to wait and see, but I can assure you, you will enjoy every second of it."
"How do you know?"
"Hell! You think I haven't seen how you look at my body when we're alone? Now you got to see it and fuck it, but there's lots more we can do that I am sure will fulfill your wildest fantasies."
"Like what?"
"How would you like to fuck me in public? I can think of several places we could legally have sex today. Besides, I'd really like some new lingerie!" she said with a huge smile.



        Surprised By Wife's Best Friend Ch. 02

        Continuing adventure with my wife's best friend.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/surprised-by-wifes-best-friend-ch-02

Title: Surprised By Wife's Best Friend Ch. 02

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Continuing adventure with my wife's best friend.

Tags: lake, tubing, camping, best friends, wife's friend, friend's husband

Series: Surprised By Wife's Best Friend


I had been nearly two years since our interlude in the woods. Linda and I had never talked about it, but on occasion, if she was sure no one else could see, would flash me a tit or even her pussy. On one particularly daring occasion we were at her house, all of us down by the lake enjoying the late spring evening and I went in to get another drink of ice water. Everyone else was down by the lake, except for Linda, who had come up to go to the bathroom. She opened the bathroom door, and saw me standing at the kitchen sink. Without a word, she stepped out into the laundry room, which acted as a pass through to get to the bathroom from the kitchen, and started pulling the top of her swimsuit down .
She very slowly uncovered each breast, and paused when she had her suit to her waist, squeezing her tits together for me before turning her back to me. I though the show was over but to my surprise, she began wiggling her hips as she hooked her thumbs in the material of her suit and began pushing it down, uncovering her round butt. She continued to push it down, bending over straight legged until the material of her suit slid the rest of the way down to her ankles on its own.
She stood upright again and stepped out of the pile of fabric. Stepping her legs apart slightly, she bent over at the waist to pick up the suit, keeping her legs straight once again. Her position gave me a complete view of her exposed pussy as she tossed the swimsuit into the bathroom. She slowly ran her hands up the inside of her legs and across her pussy as she stood back upright and then stepped into the bathroom, looking over her shoulder to see if I had enjoyed her show. She turned to face me and slowly closed the door. Once I could breathe again I finished getting my drink and headed back down to the water, no one the wiser.
Two months later, all our families had gone to the lake for a vacation. It was the first time we had done this in many years. We took up three sites with all the tents, most of our kids being adults now and wanting their own privacy with their significant others. The campsite was nice, but it was a long walk to the bathrooms. Late one night, well past 3 am, I had to go, and got up. It was sweltering yet, well over 90 yet. I crawled out of my tent, wearing nothing but a pair of exercise shorts and pair of water shoes. I headed for the bathroom and took care of business. As I was coming out, Linda was coming out of the ladies room.
"Well, fancy meeting you here." She said with a grin.
"Hey Linda. How are you tonight?"
"You mean morning?" She asked as we headed down the road toward camp.
"Yep." I said. "Damn it's sticky tonight though."
"You got that right. If it gets any hotter I think I'm going to melt."
"Oh it will be. Just wait till tomorrow. Come on... We can take the short cut."
"Where?" She asked looking at the little trail I was standing by.
"Down here. Takes us up the back side of the campsites."
"You're sure?"
"Yep. Take it all the time."
"In the daytime maybe, but at night?"
"Plenty of moonlight." I said. "Unless you want to go the long way around.
"No we can go this way." She said hesitantly.
"Besides, we can sneak down to the water and take a dip." I said suggestively not expecting her to ever take me up on it. It was just a bit more of the forever tease we did to each other.
"Go skinny dipping huh?" she answered. "You'd just love to get me naked again wouldn't you?" She said jokingly as she followed me down the trail into the trees. "Can anyone can see us down here?" she asked after we had gone down the trail a ways.
"Not really. The water is just over there and there isn't anything but trees between us and the road.
"Hey Mike!" she said, stopping on the trail behind me. I turned around to face her, the two of us illuminated only by the light of the moon filtering through the canopy of trees. I remembered from seeing her in the lights at the bathroom that she was wearing was a terrycloth wrap around. I expected that she had shorts or something else on underneath. "I'll go naked if you will." She said quietly, untying the strap around her middle and flapping it open and closed, showing me she was naked under.
"You sure about that?"
"Uh huh! Unless you're chicken."
"Nope. Not me!" I responded as I pushed down my shorts and stepped out of them leaving me naked except for my water shoes. "You're turn."
She opened up her wrap and let it drop off her shoulders, holding it there briefly before She pulled it the rest of the way off and tossed across her shoulder, giving me a great view of her body in the moonlight. "The water down here?" she asked as she stepped past me, reaching out and squeezing my quickly hardening dick on her way by, and then headed down the path towards the water.
I followed her down to the water where she draped her wrap over a tree branch and walked straight into the water. She was thigh deep when she turned around, the moonlight shining off the water framing her bare body. I tossed my shorts aside and walked quietly into the water to her. She put her arms around my neck and whispered to me. "Remember that night you fucked me in the woods? I've wanted to feel you inside me again every night since then."
Without a word I lifted her up and held her under her ass, my hard dick pointing straight up. I lowered her down, aiming my dick at her already pussy.
"OH god" she moaned as she enveloped me. I bounced her up and down my dick for several minutes before it got to hard to hold her. I lifted her off and set her down in the water. She waded over to a tree on the edge of the lake and bent over, pushing her pussy out at me. I crouched down a little to get the height right and stuffed my dick into her again. She squeaked and cried softly as I stroked in and out of her in the moonlight, our bodies making little slapping sounds as we tried to stay quiet. I could have done that all night it felt so good, but when her orgasm started, her already tight pussy squeezed me, triggering my dick like pulling the trigger of a loaded gun. I unloaded into her, pumping shot after shot of my hot juice into her, grunting with each spurt. It was several minutes before my dick had stopped twitching inside her. She pulled off of me and turned around, pulling my face down to hers so she could give me a hot sexy kiss.
"Ohhhhh I waited a long time for that." She whispered when she broke the kiss. "Don't make me wait so long next time ok?" She asked before she turned and walked out of the water. I watched her disappear up the hill to the tents, wrapping her outfit around herself as she went.
I washed myself off in the lake and then headed up the hill, pulling my shorts on after I was half way up.
"What took you so long?" My wife asked when I lay down on the air mattress next to her naked body.
"I stopped to take a dip in the lake." I whispered.
"Oh that sounds nice. Maybe I should do that."
"Sure, we can sneak back down there."
"But my swimsuit would be all cold and clammy, it was still wet when I hung it up after dinner.
"Who needs a swim suit?" I whispered as I pushed off my shorts and tossed them aside. My wife is a bit prudish, and I have been trying to get her skinny-dipping for years. Even the thought of it had my dick already getting hard.
"But someone might see us." She complained.
"Sweety, it's three in the morning! Who's there to see?"
"But I'd still have to get dressed to go down there."
"No, just wrap a towel around yourself. Even if someone did see you in the camp, they couldn't see anything."
"I don't think that's such a good idea." She whispered back doubtfully.
"Tell you what. I'm so sure that it will be safe, that I'll go completely naked!"
"You wouldn't!" She whispered more loudly.
"If I do, will you go in just a towel?"
"If someone see's me I'm going to be really pissed at you!" She whispered in way of an answer.
I leaned over her and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth spending several minutes sucking first one and then the other of her quickly hardening nipples before I got up and unzipped the tent door. I crawled out and walked over for a towel and returned to the tent door, standing there butt naked waiting for her to come out. My dick was standing straight out I stood there holding the towel.
To my shock, she gave my dick a very quick suck as she bent over to come out of the tent. Shock because she generally won't do oral sex on me. She stood up and wrapped the towel around her naked body and slipped on her water shoes. I followed her down the trail toward the lake, my dick wagging back and forth like a dogs tail in the moonlight.
She reached the water and tossed the towel over the same branch that Linda had used for her wrap, and picked up one of the foam noodles that were left on the shore from swimming, before she waded out into the water. I picked one up as well and followed her out eagerly. She got about waist deep in the water and then sunk down in, sighing at the cool touch of the water.
I had about caught up to her, trying to walk quietly in the water, when she floated on her back, using the noodle under her arms for floatation. Her body looked like an island with two mountain peaks as I moved toward her and pulled her body to mine. I sunk down into the water part way and reached for her left tit with my mouth. She moaned and pulled my face tighter to her as I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple and worked it between my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
"Ohhhhhhh yes." She whispered, as I worked one with my mouth and moved my hand to her other breast. We continued this way for some time before she found my dick underwater with her hand and began stroking me.
"Are you going to play with my tits all night or are you going to fuck me with this big dick of yours?" She whispered. She didn't usually talk dirty, but when she did I knew she was seriously turned on.
I wasted no time in letting go of her tits and pulling her around so her legs were around me. I aimed my dick at her pussy while she pulled me against her with her legs. The water quickly washed away the lubrication she was making, so it took several minutes of slow stroking, a very little bit more each time before I had gotten enough of me lubricated and inside of her to be comfortable.
I moved us to slightly shallower water, where I was standing with my balls just brushing the water. I pushed my noodle under her back to help float her up more and she eased the pressure she had been keeping on me with her legs. I moved her legs to my shoulders, and let her hook her heels over them. Using her hips as leverage I began stroking in and out of her pussy, now above water, in long slow strokes.
"Oh god yes." She moaned fairly loud as our bodies slapped together. It was a good thing I had fucked Linda a short time before, or I would have already been shooing my cum deep into her hot pussy, but even now I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. When I was sure I couldn't hold back much longer I felt my wife stiffened and groaned with her orgams. I continued to slap into her, now with abandon quickly pushing me up to that final peak. I felt my cum start to boil out of my balls and drove deep into her pussy before unleashing the torrent of cum into her.
I felt like I had poured at least a gallon of cum into her by the time my dick stopped twitching inside her. I pulled the noodle from under her butt and she wrapped her legs around me to keep me buried inside her. I lowered myself into the water until I was sitting on the bottom and pulled her up against me so we could cuddle and smooch in the moonlight. "I guess you enjoyed that." She cooed at me.
"Oh yes. I think you did too though." I panted, still trying to catch my breath.
"Uh huh." She said kissing me again. "I can't remember the last time I was turned on so much."
"Good." I said as I slipped a hand between us to play with her naked tits, which were just at water level.
"You don't ever quit do you?"
"Are you kidding? If you think I'm going to waste any of this opportunity, you're nuts!"
"What a goof!" She giggled as I played with one of her nipples. We sat in the water and cooled off for nearly half an hour before we climbed out of the water. We used her towel to dry us both off and then she wrapped it around herself to climb the hill. On the way up she playfully pulled the bottom up to show me her firm ass, so I quickly grabbed the end, pulling it until it unwound from her, leaving her naked. She squealed playfully and ran up the path completely naked. I followed her up the hill where she ran across the site naked, pausing only to quickly unzip the tent before she ducked into it. We snuggled down to go back to sleep, giggling like teenagers, both of us cooled off and heated up at the same time.
Morning came a few hours later. After our little late night swim we sleept all the way till seven o-clock. My wife pulled some clothes on, after we played around a little, tickling and kissing various body parts playfully, so she could go up to the bathrooms. I pulled on my shorts and went out to get started on cooking. For some reason, I was in charge of cooking for the whole crew, which numbered eight in all, including Linda and her daughter Emily, her son Chase and his girlfriend and my son Mike and his fiancé. My other two girls were unable to come because of work and hoped to come up later in the week. I was busy getting things started when Linda came out of her and Emily's tent, wearing that wraparound she had on the night before.
"Good morning." She said sweetly as she came over and stood behind me.
"Morning Linda." I said as I bent over the cook box to dig out some matches. I felt her hand slide up the leg of my shorts and grab my dick. She stroked it several times before she removed her hand, leaving me with a fairly good sized tent in front.
"Much better." She whispered as she sat down on the bench of the picnic table in front of me. "By the way, that was a great show you put on last night."
"HUH?" I asked startled.
"I went back down to cool off again and you two were going at it big time in the water."
"Hell, don't let her know you saw, she'd never do that again... ever!"
"Don't worry, it's our secret." She whispered as my wife came walking down the road from the bathrooms.
I went about getting the stove lit and tried to look innocent, with Linda talking about how hot it was last night while my wife walked into camp. I really wished my dick would go down, but for some reason it was still up and I got a dirty look from my wife when she saw it. By the time I had breakfast mostly cooked it had subsided and wasn't as prominent any longer. Linda and my wife rousted the kids for breakfast, or more properly, told them it was ready and if they wanted it hot, now was the time.
We ate our share and left the remaining bacon and eggs for the kids to eat when they finally pulled themselves out of their tents. With that done I took my leave to go fishing. To my surprise my wife decided to join me.
We made our way down to the boat, dressed just as we were for breakfast. I waded out to the boat, which I kept anchored a few feet from shore so it wouldn't get torn up on the rocky lake shore. I pulled the boat close and helped her over the bow and then followed her in. I got things started up and headed out of the little cove and across the lake to an area I liked to fish in the morning. Since my wife doesn't love casting, I chose to troll the flats, which is something she does like.
We chatted as we fished, with me sitting on the stern of the boat running the small gas trolling motor, and my wife sitting in one of the seats. We caught a few fish, but it pretty slow and there weren't very many boats out.
I was floored when my wife suddenly put down her rod and pulled her shirt off and then her bra, letting her 38D tits spring out into my view. She pulled her shirt back on and tossed the sports bra over her shoulder onto the front seat with a grin. Then she got up and walked to the bow of the boat and sat down. The boat is an open bow design with a walk through windshield. It has nice padded seats around the perimeter of the bow and a nice railing along the top for passengers to hold onto. She sat down on the seat in the very front and faced me. As I said before she has always been kind of prudish, and only on very few occasions have I been able to get her to be naked or have sex outdoors. I damn near fell out of the boat when she pushed her shorts and underwear off, tossing them on the bottom of the boat about half way between us. She leaned back in the seat and put her feet on the windshield making her legs spread wide. Just to finish the view, she pulled her t-shirt up over her tits and pressed them together toward me. I may be slow sometimes, but the invitation was not lost on me. I didn't even bother to reel in my line, I just shut down the engine and headed toward her. My shorts were barely settled on the floor of the boat as I was stepping between her spread legs with my quickly growing hard on.
"That didn't take you long." She said as I knelt down between her legs and licked up her pussy lips, spreading them with my tongue. I felt her hands playing in my hair as I repeatedly licked up her pussy and across her now exposed clit. "Ohhhhhhh yes." She hissed as I worked my tongue across her clit in a rapid fire motion. I slipped a finger deep into her pussy and worked it on the top of her tunnel as I sucked her clit into my mouth. I could feel her juices practically gushing out of her hole as her body shuddered and she cried out "OH FUCK!" I continued to assault her clit until she pushed my head away, not able to take any more. I removed my finger from her pussy and moved up to push my dick in where it had been.
"ohhhhhhh" I moaned as I slid deep into her velvety pussy. She lifted her legs high in the air to give me more room and I was soon slapping our bodies together, plunging my dick in and out of her hot pussy. I could hear a boat coming, but at that point I didn't care who saw us, as I drove myself closer to my climax. "AHHHHH" I shouted as I drove deep in her one final time, my dick spurting shot after shot of cum into her. When we could breathe again she lowered her legs and pulled her shirt down so she wasn't giving the approaching boat quiet as much of a show. To our relief it kept on going without stopping, after which she allowed me to lift her shirt back up so I could play with her tits while my dick twitched inside her. "God that was good." I said as I leaned against her worked her shirt the rest of the way off, tossing it into boat behind me so she was completely naked.
"You are such a bad boy!" She answered with a giggle.
"I don't know what got into you, but I hope it never gets out." I said with a smile.
"I don't know, I just felt like it I guess." She said shrugging her shoulders.
"Well, you're not getting any complaint from me." I said as I hugged her close to feel her tits against my chest.
"I can tell!" She laughed.
Our attention was drawn to the back of the boat by the sound of a fishing rod bouncing across the bottom of the boat. Unceremoniously I pulled my still semi-hard dick from her pussy and sprinted the few feet to catch my rod just before it went over the side. It took a few minutes, but I soon landed a medium size bass, the two of us standing in the back of the boat completely naked. After I got the fish unhooked and tossed in the cooler we both broke down laughing and hugging in the middle of the lake for anyone to see. I sat down on one of the seats and pulled her down onto my lap, holding her close and kissing her gently. "Thank you. That really was wonderful." I whispered to her when we broke the kiss.
"You're welcome." She whispered back "I just got so turned on when I came back to camp and you had that huge tent in your shorts. I knew Linda had to see it, and I got mad at first, but the more I looked the more I wanted you to fuck me right then and there."



"Well whatever it was that got you turned on, I hope you see more of it, because this was reallllly hot sex!"
"Well, stud, we better put some clothes back on before we get burned in all the wrong places."
"Ok." I said as I reached down to pick up her shirt.
"What about my bra?"
"You don't need that out here!" I laughed.
"Oh you are bad!" She said slapping my shoulder gently. But she did put the shirt on without the bra. We pulled shorts on and went back to fishing for nearly another hour before heading in.
We packed up the lines and stowed gear before heading down the somewhat busier lake. To my pleasure she turned in the passenger seat to face me and pulled her shirt up over her tits, which were pleasantly bouncing and swinging around as we pounded over other boat wakes and small waves. By the time we got back I was hard as hell and the head of my dick was poking out the leg of my shorts. As I motored into the small cove where we anchor my wife pulled her shirt down and leaned over, kissing me on the neck and pushing the leg of my shorts up to expose more of my hard dick. She wrapped her hand around the rigid shaft and stroked it a few times. "I bet Linda would love to see this!" She said with a giggle over the engine noise.
"Ummmm Yeah." Was all I could stammer out before I had to get up and drop an anchor. She dropped the front one and tied it off, bending over and sticking her ass out at me in the process. I couldn't help but notice that the crotch of her shorts was visibly wet, probably from our combined juices leaking out. When I had the back fastened I moved forward to make sure she had that one set and then slipped over the bow to pull the boat as close to the shore as the lines would allow.
I helped my wife over the side of the boat, setting her down in the water and sliding my hand up under her shirt to squeeze a tit before letting go of her so she could walk up the hill. I had to stay in the boat and put away some equipment and such, and also to let my dick resume normal proportions.
"So did you have a productive trip?" Linda called as she walked down the hill.
"Yeah, we did ok." I said as I looked over at her. I was kind of surprised by her outfit. Normally she wears a very reserved one piece swim suit of some type, but the one she had on this time looked more like a brown tank top with brown matching panties. It could have easily passed as underwear. She waded into the water next to the boat and dipped herself down into the warm water, getting herself completely wet. I watched as she moved around behind the boat, the water there nearly to her chin. I saw movement under the water and was graced by the sight of two white globes appearing under the water surface. She floated on her back for a second, bringing her tits into view just above the surface of the water before sinking back down and pulling her top into place. If I thought my dick was going to go down anytime soon, that thought was erased when Emily came down the hill wearing a simple white string bikini. Her tits were almost as big as her mothers, practically over filling the small cups. Her legs were strong and muscular and her whole body was slim and well proportioned for her petite size. I hadn't seen her in a swim suit for some years, and she filled it out very nicely.
"Hey Mr Mike. How are you this morning?" She asked as she waded into the water next to the boat.
"Just fine Em." I said, moving around the boat to finish my work, hoping my dick would go down. I had to crouch down several times to put things in compartments and get things ready for the kids to tube later.
When I stood up, she was staring directly at me, her hard nipples obvious in the small white swimsuit. I looked down at where she was looking and immediately turned red as I saw my hard dick was sticking down the leg of my shorts as before, but now was sticking out about two or three inches, with my purple head in full view as it tried to stand out, pulling the leg up to expose my balls as well.
Now Emily wasn't a kid anymore. She was twenty three, but other than a few passing fantasies, I had never really thought of her that way. Mostly Linda's kids were kind of like my own, always in and out of our house and hanging with my own kids. There had been a period of time around nineteen that she was giving me full body hugs, even when hugs weren't necessary, and I had seen one picture of her with a few other cute friends, mooning. She got her bikini bottom pulled much lower than she should have and there was a clear view of her exposed pussy, but other than that, it was a pretty normal adult/kid relationship.
It was pretty clear from the way she was staring that she wasn't looking at me like a second dad at that particular point in time, and seeing her hardened nipples poking the material out didn't make me get any smaller.
"Sorry." I mumbled as I pushed my dick down and pulled the leg of my shorts down to cover it. I have no idea what she was thinking, because she silently turned and waded out into the water and swam a few stroked toward where her mother was floating. For my part I finished packing gear and then pulled the cooler out of the boat to clean fish. By the time I had that job done, my dick had resumed it normal proportions and I felt safe walking up the hill to camp.
The boys wanted to go tubing, so they had the tubes inflated and the ropes out by the time I got to camp. I grabbed a drink while they headed down to hook things up. My wife decided to stay and take a nap while I took the boys out. Not that she needed one or anything, wink wink. I stripped my shorts off to pull on my swim trunks and crawled over the top of her. She grabbed my dick and stroked it a few times.
"I told you to save some for later." She giggled before pushing me off of her.
I gave her a kiss on the lips and kiss on her exposed belly, getting a giggle and wiggle before getting up and pulling my swim suit on. By the time I got to the water the boat was ready to go, complete with Linda and Emily in the bow, just going along for the ride. I waded out and climbed up the boarding ladder in the back. I started the engine while the boys held the boat and then they stepped back and let me idle out of the little cove, jumping onto their tubes as the pull ropes grew taught. Linda move to sit in the passenger seat and Emily sat in the bow, facing backwards. Once clear of the rock entry to the bay, I gunned the big I/O and we shot to the surface, pulling the two tubes up as well.
I had fun twisting and turning around the arm of the lake we were in, finding wakes to jump, giving them huge bounces in the air, and also causing Emily's tits to bounce as the bow bounded over the wakes. I don't know if she realized how much of a show I was getting until one of the small triangles of cloth worked down far enough to allow a nipple to show. Linda didn't see what was happening, because she was watching backwards to keep an eye on the boys, but I saw Emily look down, move to adjust the material back and then take her hand away, looking back at the boys and letting the bouncing take it where it may. I had to concentrate on where I was driving, other boat traffic and also keep an eye on the mirror to see where the boys were, but somehow I managed to look periodically at Emily, whose left tit was working farther and farther out of the material.
I took a big wake bouncing the bow several feet in the air before slamming back down into the trough. That did it. Her tit bounced clear out of the material and hung there in full view. Unfortunately the big wake also caused one of the boys to take a flip, and by the time I had the boat turned and headed back to pick him up, her tit was back in its proper covering.
"Ready to go again" I called out of the boat to the boys.
"I think we need a break!" Chase called from the water.
"Ok!" I responded, shutting down the engine so it was safe for them to climb into the boat from the stern. I helped them both up and pulled the tubes to the side of the boat.
"You and mom need to go Mr Mike!" Chase encouraged.
"Oh I don't think so. Last time I went tubing you guys drove like fiends!" I said
"OH come on Mr Mike!"
I really didn't want to go, but I figured the best way was to dodge it. "Fine. I'll go if Linda goes." Knowing full well that there was no way she was going.
"No way!" she said quickly. You're not getting me out there!" she laughed.
"Come on Mom!" Chase and Emily chided. "We'll go slow! I promise!"
Linda looked daggers at me, knowing that I had used her as a scapegoat. She sat for a few more moments and then to my shock, she stood up. "Only if you promise to go slow!" she said. There it was, now I had to go. Reluctantly we donned out heavyduty life jackets and I helped her onto one of the tubes before climbing onto the other. My son started the boat and idled away, slowly taking the slack out of the ropes.
"I never figured you'd agree to this!" I called to her a few feet away. The ropes tightened and the tubes pulled together.
"Blame yourself, you them up to it!" She chided me.
"Sorry." Was all I could say before Mike hit the throttle and jerked us up onto the top of the water.
Slow is not apparently in my son's vocabulary. I'm sure it wasn't all that fast, but it felt like we must have been going forty or faster. We took a corner and both Linda and I shot well out to the side, bouncing over a wake at the same time. I saw Linda fly in the air, figuring she was a gonner, but to my surprise she held on, although she was half off the tube. She struggled to get back on while the boat swung the other direction, taking us across the wake again. We flew in the air and landed with several hops. I looked over at Linda to see how she was doing and something didn't look right. About that time he turned the other way, sending us skidding across the water, Linda's tube bumping against mine so we were right next to each other. I looked over, and sure enough, something was wrong. She looked naked from the life jacket down. I would have taken a longer look but they turned the other way again. As we slowed for them to make another turn I got a better look, and sure enough , she was bottomless. My guess was that she lost her pants when she almost flipped off.
"LINDA!" I shouted. To get her attention. She looked over at me, hanging on for dear life. I pointed to her butt and she shook her head. Clearly not understanding what was up. The boys made another turn, this time we slowed down as they had to cut back because of traffic. I tried again "LINDA!" She looked over at me again. "Your bottoms!" I called. She let go of one handle on the tube and felt her bare butt. The look of shock on her face told the whole story. Just then the ropes drew tight and the tubes shot forward, leaving Linda, who had only one hand on the handle, bouncing across the water before settling down in, supported by her life jacket. The boys realized they lost her and did a circle, pulling the tube ropes close to her to grab hold of. When she got close she grabbed the rope and allowed it to slip between her hands. As I got closer to her I called.
"You ok?"
"I am, but you're not going to be!" She said angrily.
"What did I do?" I asked as I dropped off the tube into the water next to her.
"Letting me bounce around out there bare assed? Why didn't you tell me I was losing my bottoms?"
"I told you as soon as I saw." I said as the boat did another circle and came close to us.
"You want to go more?" Chase called.
"NO WAY!" Linda shouted back.
"Well, come on in then." He said.
I looked at Linda and she looked at me angrily.
"I think we have a problem." I called as Mike shut down the engine.
"What's that?" Chase asked.
"Your mom lost her bottoms."
"Holly crap! For real?"
"Yes for real!" She snapped.
"There should be a towel in the side compartment on the right. Why don't you let Em help Linda up and you guys turn your backs, ok?"
"Sure thing mom!" Emily answered quickly, moving to the back of the boat. The other thing I knew from experience, was that Linda had a hard time getting up the boarding ladder, usually needing a push from behind to get her balance over center. She just never got the hang of the way the bottom rung of this ladder moves.
"You're going to pay for this." She said to me as I pulled her toward the ladder.
"I didn't do this on purpose." I said quietly.
"I hope you enjoy your view." She said as she began to climb up the ladder. I did get a good view, with her bent nearly in half, trying to climb up the ladder I had her pussy literally inches from my nose. I really question how mad she was at me as well. She lost her grip part way up, and ended up pushing her pussy right against my face as she fell back into the water on top of me. She either wanted to drown me because she was mad, or she wanted to push her pussy into my face. I suppose it could have been both. Either way she was smiling when I came up sputtering.
"Let's try that again." She said Once again I got behind her and she bent double pushing her pussy out at me. There was no mistaking the scent this time. She was clearly turned on. I reached up to push her butt up toward the boat and made sure that my thumb slipped between her wet lips. She paused for a second getting a second grip and then pulled herself up off my thumb and into the boat. Emily was wrapping the towel around her waist when I climbed up into the boat. She looked down at my sopping swim suit outlining my semi-hard dick as I pulled the life jacket off. Linda shucked hers as well, and the boys set to pulling the tubes in.
"You boys going again?" Linda asked.
"Don't you want to go in?" Mike asked her.
"No' I'm fine. We can go again if you want to." She said as she dropped into the passenger seat.
"Wanna go again Mike?" Chase asked.
"Might as well." Mike answered, picking up the life jacket and strapping it on. Within a few minutes they were on the tubes and I was snugging up the ropes. Linda turned in her seat to face me so she could watch the boys. I hit the throttle and we were off. It wasn't long before we were bouncing over the wakes again. This time I had two things to watch in addition to the boys, the traffic, and the water. I looked over at Lind and saw that her towel had come undone and she was bouncing around on the seat bare assed again, with one leg sticking out toward me and the other toward the bow, she had her pussy spread well apart for me. When I tore my eyes from her pussy and looked out the bow I saw Emily staring straight at me, the material from her top pulled up, exposing both tits. I turned and wheeled the boat to get the most bounce out of the wakes, making her tits bounce as best I could. Finally we lost one of the boys and I slowed and turned the boat.
By the time I had turned her tits were covered and Linda was busy fixing her towel. The boys were done so we loaded the tubes and ran the short distance to the bay. I eased in and shut down the boat, coasting to the spot where I was anchoring. Once I was set the boys went to work getting the tubes disconnected and pulled off the boat. I got out and stood in the bow, lifting Linda over the bow and setting her in the water. As she walked up the hill, I helped Emily out the front over the railing. She half fell on top of me, pushing her tits into my face. Once I had her on the ground she whispered. "I saw that." And turned and headed up the hill after her mom.
"You boys got the tubes?" I called to Mike and Chase.
"We got em Mr Mike." Chase called as they waded around the side of the boat pulling the two tubes along.
"Well, bring them up to camp, ok?"
"Sure thing!" They both said as I walked up the hill. I plopped down on the bench of the picnic table and dug a drink out of cooler.
"So I guess you had an exciting time!" My wife said as she crawled out of the tent and sat next to me.
"How so?"
"I heard about Linda losing her bottoms." She said quietly, as if not to spread the story around to much.
"Yeah, she had a bit of a problem for a few minutes. But once she got into the boat she was able to get a towel around herself and cover back up."
"I bet you loved that view." She said, poking me in the side.
"You have no idea how hard it is to push someone up from behind in the water with your eyes closed."
"You kept your eyes closed?"
"Yeah. She even fell on top of me because of it. Got dunked pretty good in the process."
"Why don't I believe you?"
"Because you think I'm a horney bastard that would stop at nothing to get a free peek of your best friends ass."
"Well, aren't you?"
"He was a perfect gentleman!" Linda said coming out of her tent dressed in a pair of shorts and a blouse.
"Well, if she says so, I guess I'll believe you. Here I thought you were looking at other women's private parts and I was going to have to cut your dick off." She said half joking.
"OH NO!" I cried covering myself with my hands and crossing my legs in mock fear.
"I wouldn't have been bottomless if he hadn't made me go tubing!" Linda said as she hung her swim top on the line. "I don't know why I'm drying this, I can't wear it again."
"You made her go tubing?" My wife asked in shock.
"Not exactly. I knew she wouldn't go, so I said I'd go if she did... how was I supposed to know that this one time she would actually agree to go?"
"But man she was awesome!" Chase said as he came up the hill. You should have seen my mom flying over those wakes! She really got some air!"
"And you promised to go slow!" Linda said to Chase, punching him in the arm as he came over and hugged her in apology.
"Sorry mom. We didn't mean for that to happen." He said contritely.
"Well I think you owe her a new suit bottom anyway." My wife said to me.
"Yes maam." I said hanging my head in mock shame.
"Why don't you take her down to Warsaw after lunch. There is a walmart there, she should be able to find something."
"Yes maam. You going to come along?"
"No, you can take her. Consider it your punishment to drive down there instead of playing in the water all afternoon."
"Ok. After lunch I'll take her down." I said, grumbling as I stood up and got to work digging out lunch stuff.
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We finished lunch and I unhooked the boat trailer from the suburban to get ready to go to Warsaw. I changed into my shorts and a t-shirt and turned on the GPS, punching in my to go location so it would map it out.
"You ready to go Linda?" I called.
"In a minute!" she called back a she crawled into her tent. I heard her rustling around inside the tent for several minutes before she came out and walked over to the truck.
"Can I come mom?" Emily asked.
"Sure honey!" Linda said killing any hope I had of messing around with Linda on this trip. The girls climbed into the truck, Linda in the front seat and Emily in the back, wearing her white bikini with some kind of skirt wrap. I jumped in and drove out, heading the thirty miles of 2 lane highway to get to Warsaw.
"So did you get a good look?" Linda asked once we hit the main highway.
"Huh?" I asked stunned.
"I asked if you got a good look?"
I was very confused. There were several possibilities and I wasn't about to admit to any of them till I was sure what we were talking about, especially with her daughter in the back seat. "I'm not sure what you mean."
"You know very well what I mean. I know you were looking at my pussy the whole time you were pushing me up the boat ladder." She said with a smug smile.
"Oh stop giving him such a hard time mother. You know damn well you fell on him on purpose!" Em said from the back seat.
"Well what did you expect, with him looking at me that way and all."
"Oh lord mother. You wanted him to look as much as he wanted to look."
"You should talk! Did you think I didn't see you flashing your tits at him in the boat?"
"ME? You think I didn't see you sneaking off into the woods years ago to go fuck like bunnies? What do you take me for mother? Last night you crawled back into the tent smelling like fresh sex! Who else would you be fucking besides Mr Mike? I've been trying to get him to fuck me for years. Hell, ever since I was nineteen and I saw him jacking off in the woods while he watched you changing!" Linda turned to look at me and I shrugged sheepishly, recalling a time when we were both changing into our swim suits in the woods and I had the good fortune of seeing her changing. "I've hugged him, tried to flash him, I almost walked in on him in the shower once. You think I didn't know you would go to him to help you get rid of that picture of me mooning? I've done everything but strip in front of him pull him on top of me!"
"Emily!" her mother cried.
"Oh Mother! Don't be such a prude. Tell me Mike, does my pussy look as good in person as it did in the picture?" She asked from the back seat as she put her feet up on the back of the seat, spreading her legs wide and pulling her swimsuit bottom aside for me to see her pussy, glistening with her juices.
"I don't know what to say." I said quietly. "I had no idea."
"You mean you didn't know I wanted you when I was hugging you and pressing my tits into you?"
"Hell Em. Sure your body turns me on! How couldn't it? Hell, just looking at your pussy has me hard as a rock! Did I fantasize about it? Sure! But I never seriously considered it. I wouldn't do that to our friendship."
"You need to think less and fuck more!" Emily said, obviously angry.
In the mean time Linda was sitting half turned in the seat, trying to see her daughter.
"Do you really think I have been having sex with Mr Mike all these years?" She asked Emily over the seat back.
"Hell yes! I would have too if I could have gotten him to do it!"
"Well, we haven't. Until last night it was a onetime thing! Have I teased him and wanted him to do it? Sure I did. I've gotten off lots of times pretending it was him, but it was just pretend. Do you know what would happen if Miss Nancy found out? It would ruin our friendship, and his marriage. It probably wouldn't do us any good either."
"Well, I don't have any intention of saying anything." Emily said. "You think I would do anything to hurt Mr Mike?"
"Not on purpose!" Linda said. "But all it takes is one little slip! Why do you think I didn't try to have sex with him more since he found me in the woods that one day?"
"You didn't plan that?"
"Heck no! I'd been going down there to get some privacy for weeks before that happened."
"Well, you sure picked the right day to do it. You smelled like you got well screwed."
"Oh god. If you only knew." She said, thinking back to that evening. "He was so big and so hard. It felt so good!"
"I bet." Emily responded. "I snuck a peak at him at his house once while he was in the shower. It was all I could do to not climb in with him and get fucked right there! The cat pushed the bathroom door open and I could see him in the shower in the mirror. Then he turned the water off and pushed the curtain aside to dry off. God I came right then and there. If he would have looked he would have seen me standing in the hall with my pants around my ankles getting myself off. And that time I caught him jacking off in the woods. He didn't know it but I came almost the same time he did. I thought he heard me but I ducked down behind the bush!" She said as if I wasn't even there.
"I teased him lots of times." Linda said. "One time he went into my bathroom while I was in the bedroom closet and he didn't close the bedroom side door. I had been teasing him all afternoon and he stood there and jacked off smelling a pair of panties that I left in there hoping he'd find them. I had gotten off thinking about his dick and was so wet I had to go change."
I didn't know which made me more embarrassed, finding out that she had seen me jacking off, or finding out she caught me smelling her panties, or finding out that she left panties for me to find, or that they were talking about me like this with me sitting here. For the moment I was just going to keep quiet and find out what else I didn't know.
"God mom! Why didn't you try to fuck him before that?"
"Are you kidding? One day I heard him coming to fish and I stripped off my pj's and was laying naked on my bed right in front of the open sliding door , but he didn't come up on the porch! I was so frustrated that I sat on the porch naked and got myself off watching him fish. All he had to do was look up and he would have seen me there."
"Wow!" Emily said with surprise. "I didn't know you were that daring!"
"Not till you moved out. I have a big dildo in my drawer that I use thinking about how big and full he made me feel that night by the lake."
"I've seen that one. I have a vibrator one that I use. It feels sooooo good." She said putting her head back and rubbing her exposed pussy.
"I know he licks pussy too. But I haven't had a chance to experience that yet." Linda told Emily.
"I'm not surprised." She said. "If he likes to sniff your undies then he's definitely a pussy licker. God I wish I had thought to leave underwear out for him to find! That was genius."
"OK you two. I'm still sitting here you know!" I said, starting to get a bit irritated.
"I know." Emily said simply. "Gotten tired of looking at my pussy yet?"
"No!" I responded.
"Good!" she said as she pushed her panties off until they were hanging on one ankle and pulling up her top. "You can watch my tits too then!"
"Oh Em, that's mean. How is he supposed to see you and drive at the same time?"
"Oh that's nothing. I want him to fuck me so bad just thinking about it has me about ready to cum!"
"Emily!"
"Oh Mother! Just chill!" she said as she began pushing her fingers in and out of her wet pussy. I looked in my mirror and saw her squeezing her tits while I heard her fingers spushing in and out of her pussy. "OH God!" she screamed as she began to buck in the seat, the whole truck smelling like sex as she came around her fingers.
"Oh god" I whispered as I tried to concentrate on my driving.
"Your turn mother!" she called breathlessly from the back seat. "God I needed that!"
"If you think I'm going to sit here and frig myself while he watches your crazy!" Linda said.
"That's fine." Emily said as she pulled her top back into place. It was a good thing we were about there, because I didn't think I could handle the smell of sex much longer. Not because it was bad, but because it had me so turned on I was ready to pull over and fuck one of them right there on the side of the road. Five minutes later I pulled into the walmart parking lot.
"We're here!" I called.
"Oh good." Em said pulling her bottoms on and putting the wrap back around her hips. We all got out and headed into the store. I could still smell the sex on Emily's hands, even at a few feet away. The girls looked through the women's section for a nice swim suit and decided on three to try on. They headed to the dressing rooms with me in tow. It took only a short time for her to come out in the tiny bikini that Emily picked. She looked pretty hot in it, but she didn't feel comfortable. The second one was a modest one piece, but it was clear that she didn't like the fit. More likely she didn't like the lack of any way to flash me. The third however was different.
"I can't come out in this!" She called to Emily from the curtained booth.
"Why not?"
"Because it shows too much!"
"Why don't you come out and let Mr Mike see it."
"I can't!" She said as Emily walked down the isle of dressing rooms. She came to the one with Linda in it and pulled the curtain aside. One rule about women's bathing suits is that you have to keep your underwear on. Now I understood why she went back into the tent to change. When Emily pulled her out of the dressing room for me to see, she was covered in three tiny triangles of cloth. Two covered her nipples, but certainly not much of her tits other than that. The third was a tiny piece between her legs. It was so small that it didn't even cover the tiny thong panty that she had on, and that didn't even cover all her pussy hair. She turned around and other than a few strings she looked naked, and she looked damn hot. No, there was no way she would wear that around anyone in public, but damn she looked hot. She finished turning around and then darted back into the changing room.
"I'll go find another." Em said as she walked past me, winking at me as she headed toward the swimwear. She exchanged two of the items she had for two more with the attendant and then joined me. "You should like this one." She said with a grin. Linda stepped out in a bikini that looked almost like underwear and a really short skirt. It had a tube type top that had a string around the neck. It had a tiny skirt that when she lifted it up exposed a very brief pair of panties. She looked very hot, and she knew it. She twirled once and disappeared into the changing room. The last thing she came out in was a brown set that included an underwire strapless top and a pair of boy shorts. It looked like it would go good with her other brown top.
"Cool!" Emily said as Linda came out of the dressing room with her clothes back on, giving me no hint as to which they had decided on. "Now I think we should look at men's suits."
"Oh good idea!" Linda said, linking her arm in mine to steer me that way. The ladies picked out a tiny Speedo type bottom for me to try on. After looking at Linda trying on suits, I had a pretty significant hardon, which Emily kept teasing by backing her ass into it on purpose. They sent me off to the dressing room to try it on. I stripped down and pulled the material on and was not surprised by the fit. It was tight! It also wouldn't cover more than half of my dick with it sticking up like it was.
"Sorry ladies, this isn't going to work." I called from the dressing room.
"Come on. Show us what it looks like."
"Nope. I'd get arrested." I called back.
"Fine then we're coming to see it." They said in unison. Fortunately I was the only guy in the guys dressing room, and there was no attendant, thankfully. Linda pulled the curtain aside and gave a low whistle as I stood there with half of my hard dick sticking out over the top of the suit.
"Sure would like to see what that looks like before he gets a hardon." Linda whispered.
"I can fix that." Emily said, stepping into the little changing room and pulling the curtain closed on us. She quickly knelt down in front of me and pulled the suit down to expose my dick and sucked my dick into her mouth. She went to work quickly and quietly sucking me. I had a great view of her in the mirrors in the little changing room as her head bobbed up and down my dick silently. I watched as she pushed her top up and began to play with her tits. It was more than enough after all the teasing and swimsuit modeling. I started to cum what felt like gallons into her mouth, trying hard to stifle a groan of pleasure. It was the first sex I had with her, ever, and it had to be in a public place. She continued to suck and lick my dick until it was soft and clean, and then she put me back into the tiny suit, leaving the huge bulge of my recently blown dick on display. She fixed her top and pulled me out into the hallway for Linda to see.
"Oh my. No, he couldn't wear that in public, but god he looks hot in it."
"You have to get that Mr Mike." Emily said as she rubbed the smooth material over my ass.
"I couldn't ever wear it."
"I know where you can wear it!" Linda said.
"I'm not buying this!" I said firmly.
We checked out at the front of the store. I ended up buying the brown swimsuit, and Linda bought the tiny bikini while Em bought the speedo for me. We piled back into the truck and headed up the highway to the campground.
"God I am so horney!" Linda said from the passenger seat.
"So why don't you get changed into your new suit?" Emily called from the back.
"Here? On the road?"
"Sure? Who can see? Even if they did, they're going the other way so fast that it wouldn't make any difference.
"I suppose." Linda said a little doubtfully. She reclined her seat a bit and pushed her shorts off her hips and down onto the floor. The next thing to go was her tiny thong panty. I tried to concentrate on the road as she pulled her shirt off and then leaned forward to undo the catch on her bra. In no time she was leaning back, completely naked. "God this does feel so naughty!" she said as she put her feet on the dashboard and let her legs spread wide. She was busy playing with the tags and strings holding the suit together when I just had to reach over and touch her. It was a bit of a stretch for my arm, but I managed to get my hand into her crotch and rub my fingers up and down her wet pussy.
"Ohhh that feels nice" she said as she scooted around to give me easier access. Before she was done moving she had one leg on my lap, the other hanging in the gap between the seats, with her pussy pointing at me, and her back to the door. I could easily stroke up and down her pussy with my thumb, paying close attention to her clit. "OH YES" she hissed through clenched teeth as I worked on her clit. "OHHHHHH" she cried as she arched her back, her body trembling in orgasm. After some seconds she leaned back down and relaxed, breathing heavily. "God I needed that!" she said. To my surprise she climbed onto her hands and knees and moved her head to my lap. "If my daughter can do this so can I." she said as she pulled my rigid dick from my shorts as she pushed and shoved them and my underwear down to my thighs. She tentatively wrapped her mouth around the head of my dick and slowly began to slide up and down.
"Use your tongue and swirl it around too." Emily coached. "Stroke with your hand and mouth tighter, and change suction too."
"Oh god!" I groaned as I tried to keep the truck straight on the road. After everything that happened in the last few hours, there was no way I was going to last long. I reached a hand over and began stroking Linda's back, all the way to her ass. I moved my arm down her side coming back up and found one of her hanging tits. I played with the tit with my right hand while I drove with my left. "I'm going to cum!" I called.
"Aim it at the side of your mouth so you don't choke!" Emily coached as I groaned and started shooting cum into her mouth. Half a dozen shots later my dick slowed to a twitch while Linda worked at cleaning up what had leaked from her mouth. "Pretty damn good for a first time." Emily said to her mom.
"Not too bad tasting. I expected it to be worse." Linda said as she sat back down in the seat naked.
"You better think about putting some clothes on. We're going to be back there in a few minutes." I told them.
"Oh shit!" Linda said, scrambling for her clothes. She pulled her shirt on but left the bra behind and pulled on the tiny thong and shorts. She was dressed before we made the turn into the campground. The last thing to do was I had to pull my pants into place before I got out, which wasn't hard to do. I didn't see anyone in our campsite, so I figured they were down at the water. I opened the door of the truck and pulled my shorts up as I slid out of my seat. It only took me a minute to duck into my tent and change into my swim suit. I stepped out of my tent to head down to the lake, intent on getting into the water and getting the smell of sex off of me before my wife could smell it. I stopped momentarily in my tracks, Both Linda and Emily were standing in their tent naked, the door to the tent unzipped enough that I would have a clear view when I came out of my tent, which was facing theirs. It was only the fact that Linda had recently sucked me off that kept me from getting another hardon right there. They blew me a kiss and I headed for the water before it was wayyyyyy too late.
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Darkness had overtaken the campsite, broken only by the flickering light of the campfire we all sat around. Fortunately the girls had behaved the rest of the day, keeping me out of trouble. My wife may be prudish, but when it comes to me checking out other women, she had tremendous radar.
The last thing I needed was for her to even think I was checking out Linda and Emily. It hadn't cooled down much, still well over ninety as my watch beeped for 11 pm. Linda and my wife were sitting to one side chatting while the three girls talked on the other side of the fire. Mike, Chase and myself talked about fishing and hunting stuff. The usual guy stuff. There was quite a bit of commotion in the campground, even at this hour.
Too hot to sleep and to tired not to, I excused myself, stripped to nothing and lay down on top of the covers. I had the windows all about half down, realizing that no one could really see inside. I was nearly asleep when my wife crawled in to join me, stripping down and lying next to me. She tossed the sheet over herself so no one would see her naked body and tried to go to sleep.
"snuggle me up." She asked sleepily. Even though it was hot, she always fell asleep if I had her snuggled. The problem was it made me hotter than heck. I tossed the sheet off and spooned up to her, my arm wrapped around her, holding one of her big breasts. I always enjoyed playing with them, and just holding it and being naked with her had my dick growing.
It was soon poking her between the legs, and she lifted a leg and pressed my dick against her pussy before putting her leg down again. I couldn't have asked for better aim. She has pushed the head of my dick right up to her pussy lips and I could feel from the pressure on my head that as I expanded I was growing right up into her. I was pretty horny anyway, remembering how Linda looked in that skimpy bikini and with gentle pressure from my hips I easily slid up into her wet tunnel.
It wasn't long before I was gently stroking in and out of her wet pussy, getting gentle moans of pleasure from her. "Horny bastard!" she whispered as I reached my hand from her tit down to her pussy. She moved her leg to give me room and I quickly found her clit. She held her leg up and moaned as I stroked in and out of her and played with her clit at the same time. She groaned deeply and I felt her pussy contract around me as she came.
Now it was my turn. I moved my hand back to her tit, wanting to feel it moving while I screwed her. I pounded into her as best I could laying there on our sides, stroking my wet dick in and out of her pussy as she squeezed it with her legs. Before too long I drove deep into her and fired spurt after spurt of cum into her. We finally fell asleep, both of us satisfied, my dick still embedded deep into her pussy.
I really needed to pee. I looked at my watch and it was a bit past two in the morning. I pulled on my shoes and found my shorts. Getting up as quietly as I could, so I wouldn't wake my wife, I unzipped the tent door and slipped out, still naked. I wasn't too worried about being seen, at this hour. Besides I planned on just stepping out of camp and watering a tree. I took one step with my shorts in my hand and peeked into Linda's tent. Both of them were asleep, naked as I was, trying to stay cool in the hot night. I tossed my shorts over the rope of their tent and walked down the hill and found a good bush to pee on.
I was in the middle of relieving myself when I heard a rustle. I turned my head, not being able to turn my body, and was shocked to see someone walking down the trail that cut behind the camp sites. Any hope that she wouldn't see me went out the window when she stopped dead in her tracks and looked straight at me. I had left my shorts at the tent so all I could do was hope she didn't see below the bush. I finished my business and stood, trying to inconspicuously cover myself with my hands.
"Guys are so lucky." A female voice said. I remembered the voice as belonging to a nice looking lady from just down two sites. She was late twenties and had her two kids with her. We had talked while swimming the other day and I had to admit that she had a pretty hot body in that little bikini she wore.
"How so?" I whispered back.
"You can just whip it out anyplace and pee."
"Oh. Well, you can go anyplace too." I answered in a quiet voice as she moved closer to me. If she got much closer she would realize that I was completely naked.
"Not nearly as easy, and when we do everyone gets to see."
"That's true." I whispered as she moved to just past the bush that was between us.
"Whoa. Your naked!" she whispered. Even in the moonlight I could see the smile on her face.
"Um. Yeah. I didn't expect to meet anyone out here at this hour."
"Lookin pretty hot too!" she said moving closer.
"Um thanks."
"So how do you think my body looks?" she asked, the tone of her voice dropping nearly a full octave.
"Pretty good from what I saw at the lake."
"Oh. I can do better than that!" she said pulling her long t-shirt up by the hem, all the way up her body and off over her head, leaving her as naked as I was. "How about now?"
"Pretty good looking." I said looking at her tits in the moonlight. She stepped closer and pulled one hand from in front of my dick to one of her tits and the other she pressed against her smooth shaved pussy.
"How's it feel?" she asked as she wrapped one of her hands around my dick, making it instantly grow.
"Um, very fuckable." I answered as she pressed my hand harder to her pussy.
"You feel pretty good too. I was checking you out at the lake. Looks like you have a pretty good looking cock too."
"um. Thanks."
She leaned into me until her other tit was pressing against my bare skin and lifted herself on tiptoes so she could whisper in my ear. "I haven't been fucked in months. How would you like to stick this big dick into me?"
"I'd love to, but my wife might not like it!" I whispered back.
"Ohhhhh that's a shame." She said as she stroked my dick with one hand and pressed my fingers up into her pussy with the other. "You're sure?" she asked as she started to hump against my hand.
"Pretty sure." I whispered back as she pushed my hand harder against her pussy.
"right there!" she hissed quietly as she humped against my hand, her stroking of my dick becoming erratic. It was pretty clear from her breathing that she was close to cuming, right there in the woods. I squeezed her tit and twisted her nipple with my thumb and finger, getting a quick intake of breath. "Uhhhh" she grunted as her body gave a slight shudder. I took my hand from her tit and put it around her to hold her close while she regained her balance and composure. We stood like that for several minutes before she released my hand and stepped back. "Thank you! But I still wish you would have fucked me!" she whispered before picking up her shirt where she had dropped it and backing up. She squatted down, completely naked and peed in the trail. Then she blew me a kiss and walked back down the path toward her campsite. I shook my head and walked back up to camp, pausing to rinse my hand at the water bucket before crawling back into the tent.
"Who were you talking to?" My wife asked sleepily.
"Neighbor from down the way headed for the bathrooms." I answered quietly.
"Oh, ok." She said simply before rolling over to go back to sleep.
The morning came slightly overcast. It looked like it might rain, so I set up the screen house over the picnic table. This would at least give me a dry place to cook. I made breakfast for everyone, scrambled eggs and bacon and toast. There was a fair amount of chatter around the chairs and table about what to do today. A light rain started before we finished eating and had picked up to a drizzle before dishes were done.
My wife decided she wanted to go shopping since it was going to be so wet, and I fixed her up with directions to Springfield from where we were. Turned out that everyone was going shopping, except for myself, who was going fishing.
In the end Emily decided to stay and read a book. I headed down to the boat wearing my rain suit to get it ready to go out. People don't like rain, but the fish could care less. Sometimes they even bit better. I was nearly ready to head out when I decided to go back up and get a couple drinks. The truck was gone when I got back to camp so grabbed what I needed and was ready to head back down.
"Mr Mike!" Emily called from her tent. I looked over and she was kneeling with the tent door half unzipped, giving me a full view of her naked body. "You sure you don't want to come over here before you go fishing?" She asked suggestively.
"You're not going to quit till you get me to have sex with you are you?"
"Nope!" she answered with a grin.
I shook my head and walked over to the tent. I pulled off my rain suit and set it outside before crawling into the tent. She pushed me over onto the air mattress and zipped the tent closed. "You know if we get caught we're both dead!" I said a she pulled my shorts and underwear off. She went to work on my shirt and tossed it aside as well.
"Just sit back and relax." She said as she crawled over my body and lowered her head to my lap. She sucked my semi-hard dick into her mouth and suctioned on it, helping it grow hard. I wasn't rock hard yet, but she had me firm enough and she moved up my body, aiming my dick at her pussy. "I have waited so long to do this." She said quietly as she fed my dick into her pussy. She was very wet, and I suspect had been playing with herself before I came back up. "Oh that's good." She said as she ground her pelvis against mine. At this stage I was hard, but not raging, but that was soon to change as I grew bigger inside her.
"OOOOOOO" she cried as she started bouncing slowly up and down my growing dick. "OOOOO that feels good!" she squeaked as I put my hands on her bouncing tits and squeezed and kneaded them.
"Oh yes!! Just like that!" she cried as she bounced faster on my dick, the rain outside picking up along with her. "My god that's good! Fill me up! I want to feel your cum inside me!" she cried. It had to be obvious to the whole campground that we were fucking. I could only hope that the now pounding rain was drowning us out. I felt her first orgasm wash over her, her bouncing becoming erratic, but she didn't stop. She just kept going, mumbling now instead of screaming that she wanted my cum. It wasn't long before she had her wish.
With a deep groan I pushed up into her and unloaded shot after shot of hot sticky cum into her pussy. She collapsed on top of me, her whole body trembling as my dick twitched and pumped inside her. We lay like that for at least five minutes before she moved, allowing my now limp dick to slide from her, uncorking a huge gush of juices. "Jesus that was good!" she panted as she lay on the bed next to me. "I waited so long for that!"
"Glad you liked it. I had no idea you looked at me that way. I thought it was just my male fantasies."
"oh no... That day when you were in the shower, I had my shorts and panties around my ankles and when you opened that shower curtain, I came right then. God I was sooooo hot for you."
"So why didn't you come into the bathroom?"
"I thought you'd be mad at me."
"I probably would have at the time." I agreed as she snuggled up against me, resting her head on my chest. I knew the ladies would be gone for hours, it was at least an hour down to Springfield from the lake, so I wasn't worried about laying with her for a while. Somewhere in there I fell back asleep for a short time. I was aroused by a soft warm mouth working on my dick.
"Good you're awake. It stopped raining and I want you to fuck me in the lake like you did to mom."
"In the daylight?"
"Why not. I've been down there. I know that you can stand in the water between the bushes and almost no one can see you."
"Are you trying to get us arrested for indecent exposure?"
"It's not indecent, and who cares?"
"I do."
"Fine! We'll put on our swim suits to walk down there."
"Well, that's something." I said as I picked up my shorts to go get my swim suit.
"Nope! You gotta streak!" she laughed.
"Evil girl." I said as I opened the door, intentionally leaving it wide open so she was as exposed as I was. She didn't seem phased though, climbing out of the tent completely naked and walked down the path, her swim suit and towel in hand, but not a stitch on. I pulled my swim suit and water shoes on and followed her down, watching her wiggle her ass. Admittedly there weren't too many people out and about because of the rain, but still. We reached the water and she tossed her swim suit aside, picked up a noodle and then waded out into the water until it was waist deep next to my anchored boat. I followed her out while she sunk into the warm water. When I caught up with her I sunk into the water as well.
She moved in close to me and pressed her bare tits against my chest while we used the noodles to stay afloat. "You are way too dressed." She said as she pushed my suit down my legs. I felt her legs push it lower and then pull it up. With a toss it ended up in the boat so we were both naked. "Much better." She said as she wrapped her legs around me, rubbing her pussy against my hardening dick. "Mmmmmmm lots better." She said as I got harder. "Do you have any idea how many times we have been swimming in the lake and I wanted to do this to you?" she asked as she reached between us and poked my dick against her pussy lips. She closed her eyes while she worked me into her, inch by inch.
"About as many as I wanted to rip your top off and do this." I said as I pulled her to me and sucked one of her tits into my mouth.
"OH FUCK!" she groaned as she pulled my ass with her heals, grinding me deeper into her. We had floated out slightly and I couldn't touch bottom, so I propelled us with my arms until we were back in a bit more secluded recess. The rain had started again, but we didn't care, the water was much warmer than the rain. Once I could touch again I started humping up into her pussy. She moved to meet my thrusts, making little squeaking noises as I continued to suck her tits, first one and then the other. We both came together, grunting and moaning while I emptied yet another load of juice deep in her pussy. We both just floated for a while, her legs wrapped around me and keeping me inside her. The current carried us from the shore a ways and we just relaxed in the warm water. I was actually startled when I heard water swishing and looked around. The lady from down the way was wading into the water only a few dozen yards from us. There was no way we weren't going to get caught naked out here.
"We have company." I whispered to Em.
"Who?"
"The lady from down the way."
"OH. No problem then." She said as she leaned back again and closed her eyes. The newcomer swam out and floated a few feet away.
"HI!" she said brightly.
"HI." I said as I tried to keep Em's back to her. "How are you doing?"
"Pretty good. My mother has the boys for a few hours, so I came down to swim. I didn't thing anyone else would be out in this rain. My name is Mary. I don't think we got introduced last night."
"We had the same thought about the rain." Emily said to her over her shoulder. "This is Mike and I'm Emily."
"Cool good to meet you. Um... Can I ask a personal question?" She asked.
"I suppose." I answered with a bit of trepidation.
"Are you swimming naked?" Mary almost whispered.
"Uh huh" Emily answered quickly.
"Aren't you afraid of getting caught?"
"Too late, you already did." Em said with a grin, swinging us around so we were sideways to her. Between the rain and the water, you really couldn't tell that Emily didn't have on a light colored swim suit, but once she was turned it was obvious that she had bare tits. It was also pretty obvious that she had her legs around me and it wouldn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what else was going on.
"Maybe I should leave you two alone?" she said as she stared moving back away.
"No. It's ok. You can stay! We're just relaxing." Em said.
"You're sure?"
"Uh huh."
"Don't you feel a bit exposed swimming naked?" Mary asked.
"Not much. It's kind of exciting actually. You should try it!"
"I'm not sure I could do that." She said quietly.
"You didn't have any trouble getting naked in front of me last night!" I said quickly.
"That was different. It was just you and me."
"Well, it's just us." Emily said "Let's go back over there where we can touch bottom." She said pointing to a bit more secluded portion of the cove by the boat. She started stroking backwards, dragging me along, and in the process making her tits stand out above the water. It took a few minutes for us to get back over there, but Mary kept pace easily and stayed with us. "There now we can touch bottom." Em said, finally letting go of me with her legs to stand up.
"That is a bit better. Are you sure no one can see?" Mary asked, looking around.
"Oh I'm sure someone could, but that's what makes it exciting." Em said.
"I'm not so sure about this."
"How bout if Mr Mike helps you out of your suit?" Em suggested, giving me a wink.
"I don't know. Maybe." She said. "I did enjoy last night." She finished, cocking her head to the side a little bit as she turned and pushed her back against me. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what she wanted. I untied the top string and then reached between us to untie the back string. I slipped my hands around her body and cupped her firm b cup breasts with my hands, squeezing the material and her breasts firmly before sliding the material up her body. I wadded up the material and tossed it on the back of the boat. I reached back around her and covered her breasts with my hands, firmly squeezing her tits several times before moving my hands enough to get her nipples between my fingers. I squeezed her nipples, getting a quick intake of breath and then a gentle moan a she pushed back harder into me.
I continued to massage her breasts only for a minute before I started tracing small lines back and forth across her chest and stomach, slowly working my way down her body. She shuddered slightly as I slipped a finger under the elastic of her suit bottom and began pushing it down, slowly tracing across her pubic mound as I worked the material lower.
Finally I was running my fingers across her shaved pussy lips and couldn't go any farther down. I wrapped an arm around her waist and lifted her up higher, bringing her whole top out of the water while I slipped her bottoms off her legs. She helped by pulling them up her body, stretching them out in a V in front of her after I had her bottoms off. I tossed the material onto the boat with the rest and then lowered her down into the water again. I felt her hand first, finding my hard dick, how could I not be hard undressing a woman, and then felt the softness of her pussy as she pressed the head of my dick to her lips.
"OH YES" she moaned as she wiggled her hips around to get me into her. She was extremely tight and we were a bit short of lubrication, but she was determined to get me all the way inside her. I looked over at Em, wondering what she thought about this, but she had moved to slightly shallower water and seemed to be busy rubbing her tits with one hand, and I suspected something else with the other.
"OH GOD!" Mary said loudly when she finally hit the full length of my shaft. "God this feels so fucking good"
"Glad you approve." I joked.
"Just shut up and fuck me!" she half growled.
"Fine!" I said taking a few steps shallower. I set her feet on the ground and bent her over, holding onto her arms so she had some leverage. I started pumping my dick in and out of her pussy, pulling her back toward me with her arms.



"OH GOD YES!" Mary cried as I pushed in and out of her. Emily moved in front of Mary and pushed one of her tits into Mary's face. I had no idea that she was like this at all, but she seemed to really enjoy Mary sucking on her tit, and Mary was too lost in lust to care who's tits she was sucking. I pounded in and out of her under water until she came in a huge trembling orgasm, her cries muffled by the tit stuffed in her mouth.
I slowed my pumping in and out of her and pulled her back to me, moving my body around so I could sit on the bottom of the lake with her on my lap. Mary sat on me, breathing heavily while Emily knelt next to me and fed me one of her tits. I slipped a hand between her legs and stroked her clit as I sucked and nibbled on her nipple. It didn't take long before she had the satisfaction she was looking for.
"God that was so fucking good." Mary said when she could breathe again.
"He really can fuck can't he?" Em commented as she floated within a few feet of us, her body just below the surface.
"Oh god yes.!" Mary agreed "I can't remember being so full for a very long time."
"I don't want to be a spoil sport here, but you all realize we're naked and sitting in full view of people?" I said quietly.
"I suppose we should do something about that." Mary said. "We could either put some clothes on or we can go get into deeper water. Personally, I vote for deeper water because I don't want this hard dick to disappear."
"Is he still hard?" Emily asked.
"Yeah, I'm still hard."
"Oh wow." Em said, sitting up. "I think we should make him cum again."
"What do you have in mind?" Mary asked.
"I've been trying all kinds of new things the last two days. I'd like to see what it's like to get him to cum all over my tits."
"Cool idea. I've seen that in the video's but never tried it." Mary said. "How about it, you game?" she asked me turning enough on my lap to see my face.
"What the hell, why not?"
"COOL!" Mary said, standing up off my dick. The water was actually cool around my dick after being in her pussy for so long. The girls pulled me up to a standing position and they knelt down, using one of the noodles for knee padding. Now I was standing knee deep in water, with two naked women in front of me. Mary and Em took turns sucking on my dick, each one working on it for a short time. Emily seemed to be the more expert, but Mary picked up pretty quick while watching her. For my part, I couldn't resist reaching down and playing with one of each of their tits. The whole site was pretty intense, and they were doing a good job of getting close.
"I'm getting ready to cum!" I said as Mary sucked on my dick and played with my balls. "Oh god!" I groaned as my dick started to spew into her mouth. She quickly pulled off my dick, pushing her chest to Emilie's and aiming my dick at their combined tits. I seemed to spurt on them forever before I reduced to a drool, which Emily happily took into her mouth. The two girls pulled away and began to rub the juice around on their tits.
"That was so awesome to watch." Mary said quietly while she pinched her nipples again.
"It was. I saw him jack off once in the woods and he came so hard that it flew a good ten feet."
"You saw him in the woods? What was he doing that for?" Mary asked quizicly.
"Well first off, he was in the woods to change into his swim suit. He just happened to end up in a place that he could see my mom changing into hers. He had no idea I was watching him though. I came so hard when that first squirt flew out of his dick!"
"Wow. How long have you two been fucking then?"
"Just today." Emily said quietly. "I tried for years to get him to fuck me, but he just didn't get the hint."
"Well, I guess I'm lucky then."
"How's that?"
"I just met him last night and I got fingered off last night and fucked today."
"He did that last night?" Emily asked, looking at me.
"Uh huh. Caught him naked in the woods."
"Oh do tell!" Emily said as I took their arms and pulled them both to deeper water. I really didn't want to get caught standing naked in the lake, rain or no rain. The three of us used the two noodles to float in neck deep water, the girls taking turns pushing body parts against me. For my part I was having some fun playing with their tits too, squeezing nipples when they pressed against me. I figure we did that for almost half an hour before the rain started coming down in a torrent. It was so heavy that we could hardly see the shore, and it was a cold rain. To be honest, it was a bit uncomfortable.
"Ladies, I think we need to get out of the water and up to camp. This weather is not real nice."
"I suppose your right." Emily said with a frown. I guess all good things must come to an end."
"I don't know about you, but I don't want to run all the way to my camp in this!" Mary complained.
"Well then come up to ours. It's just at the top of the hill!"
"Sounds good." She said as we moved to the boat to get our swim stuff. "God this is cold!" Mary shouted as I handed her her swim suit.
"What the rain?"
"And the suit!" She complained.
"So don't put it on!" Emily said over the pounding rain.
"And what, run naked?"
"Why not? Emily said. "As hard as this rain is, no one is going to be out."
"I suppose." She said.
Personally I wasn't waiting. I pulled my cold wet suit on and took off up the hill. I walked into camp and grabbed my rain suit and ducked into my tent, zipping the door closed to keep the rain out. I heard the girls head into Linda's tent, giggling like crazy. I dried myself off and then lay down on the air mattress to rest. I was tired.
I woke up slowly, trying to make sense of what my body was feeling. I opened my eyes and saw a huge set of D size tits swinging in front of my face, and I could feel a soft warmth envelope my dick. I reached up with my head and sucked a familiar nipple into my mouth, pulling and rolling it with my tongue. It was met with a familiar moan as the wetness enveloped my whole dick. I couldn't help but react, pushing back up into the warmth that was settling on me. As soon as I had bottomed out in the warm pussy, it began to pull up again, only to come back down more quickly. I pushed up to meet it and put my hands to work on the tits in front of me in addition to my mouth.
"oh yes!' I heard my wife whisper as she began riding up and down my dick with abandon, our bodies slapping together rhythmically. I let go of one tit and reached between our bodies and found her clit, a moving target at best. I let her slide her clit along my fingers as she came down on me, generating a squeak of pleasure. We continued this action, my dick being milked by her pussy with each stroke.
"Cum for me baby." She whispered in my ear as she rode me. "I want to feel you explode inside me!" She knew exactly the right things to say. "Oh god you feel so big! Cum for me sweety... I want to feel you exploding into me!" She got her wish. I pushed deep into her as my already well used dick started spewing cum into her pussy. I pressed her clit with my fingers and quickly rubbed back and forth across it, causing her own orgasm to wash over her. "OH GOD!" she cried uncharacteristically loudly, as her body stiffened around me. She slowly lowered herself down on top of me, bringing her lips to mine in a tender kiss as my dick started to soften inside her. "Hmmmmm that was nice." She cooed.
"yes it was!" I agreed. "You're back early."
"I though about you sitting here in the tent so lonely. We didn't stay there long and we came back." She said. Then she leaned close to my ear. "I was also really horny for some reason and I wanted to come back and feel your big dick fill me up. I saw you sleeping naked and I just couldn't resist."
"You can not resist any time you want!" I whispered back
"Good. I like not resisting." She said as she rolled off of me to lay next to me. "Did you catch anything?"
"No, I was out on the water a bit but it got too wet so I came in to take a nap."
"I'm sorry you didn't have a good time!"
"Oh I had a fine time! I just didn't catch any fish. But if that's what it takes to get you to wake me up like that, I may give up catching fish all together!" I said as I rolled on top of her.
"What a horny bastard." My wife said with a laugh.
"You know it! I love outside and this is the next best thing. Wanna go find someplace outside to screw?"
"Not right now..." she said pulling my face down to kiss me. "But if you take me someplace after dark I might let you." She whispered in my ear.
"I can hardly wait."
"Good. Now let's get up and get some lunch. I'm hungry."
"I'm hungry too." I said as I slid down her body and sucked one of her still hard nipples into my mouth.
"You're so bad!" she said, pushing me away from her tits. "Now let me up."
"Ok. On one condition." I said.
"What's that?" she asked wearily.
I dug around the pile of clothes she had tossed aside, and picked up her bra, and tossed it into the corner.
"No way. I'm not going bra'less"
"Now you're being a spoil sport."
"So? I don't want everyone seeing my tits swinging around!"
"So? I want to see them swinging around. Besides, you want a big load tonight don't you? Just think how it will be after my dick was hard all afternoon!"
"I can't do that, but I'll tell you what I can do. When it gets dark I'll let you take me out into the woods and you can take it off then and I'll leave it off the rest of the night."
"Deal!" I said sliding down farther to kiss her stomach and crotch. I pushed her legs apart and licked up her lips and flicked across her clit, making her wiggle and moan slightly. Without warning I moved up her body farther and then kissed her lips and rolled off of her.
"Hey! Why'd you stop?" she asked sharply
"If I have to spend the day thinking about it, so do you!" I said as I pulled on my shorts and T-shirt.
"Mean bastard!" she shot with a grin on her face as I tossed the sheet over her body before climbing out of the tent.
The rain had quit mid afternoon, and the boys went fishing with me after dinner, leaving the women to sit around the fire and chat. They seem to be able to do that to no end. We got back just after dark and cleaned our catch before heading up to camp.
You wouldn't think that after all the sex I had that day so far, that I wouldn't be in any way horny, but for some reason as soon as I sat down in camp looking at the five girls, three of them in skimpy bikinis, I was ready to jump someone's bones. I sat and listened to the chatter for some time before inviting my wife to come down and help me cover the boat for the night. As wet as it was it didn't really need to be covered, but she agreed and followed me down the trail toward the boat. I hadn't changed into my swim suit intentionally, and the only way to get the cover on was to wade around the back of the boat. When we got down there I pulled the cover over from where I had stashed it on the bank and got ready to wade into the water.
"How are you going to do this?" My wife asked as I waded out a few feet.
"Just wade around back."
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
"Oh yeah" I said innocently, stepping out of the water and onto the bank. There was plenty of light with the moon to illuminate what I was doing as I quickly stripped off my shorts and underwear, leaving me naked except for my water shoes. "That should do it!" I said as I waded in the water.
"Good god." My wife said as she waded the few feet into the water she needed to go in order to hold the front in place over the bow.
I waded around the boat and back up the side, pulling the cover taut. "There!" I said as I finished and moved over to my wife. "Now it's your turn." I said in my best bedroom voice as I took her in my arms.
"My turn for what?" she asked.
"You forgot your promise? That hurts."
"Ohhhh That promise!" she said quietly.
"Uh huh. That one." I said as I reached down for the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up and over her head. I dropped the shirt on the cover of the boat and began to lift her sports bra up her body. She lifted her arms to help me and as soon as I had it off I lowered my head to her chest and began to gently suck her nipples.
"I don't remember this part of the promise." She whispered as she stoked the back of my hair. I didn't answer, but just kept working from one nipple to the other, kissing my way across her chest and then sucking the other nipple into my mouth, rolling the nipple with my tongue and flicking them quickly. I could tell by the way she was touching me she was starting to get pretty turned on, which was exactly my plan.
I moved a hand to her shorts and unsnapped them and pulled the zipper down. I pushed her underwear and shorts down to her knees and held them there so they didn't fall into the water while I lifted one of her legs up and out of them. I helped her with the other leg and then with her as naked as I was, tossed the shorts onto the boat cover. Now I could reach between her legs with no interference. I stroked and played with her pussy for some time before I kissed my way down until I was kneeling. I lifted one of her legs over my shoulder to help spread her lips and quickly began licking up her pussy, pushing her lips apart with my tongue, and then letting it slide across her hard nub.
"Ohhhhh yes." She whispered as I flicked across her clit in rapid fire flicks of my tongue.
"You like that?" I whispered back.
"Oh yes.!" She answered, leaning back against the boat to give me even more access. I worked on her pussy until she was nearly ready to cum, and then kissed my way back up her body.
I had been thinking about this for hours, and I was very happy this was working out how I planned it. I held her leg up and stepped against her, pushing my dick against her belly. Lowering my body down by bending my knees slightly I used my free hand to rub the head of my lake wet dick against her juicy pussy lips, covering it with her slick juices. I eased it into her hot pussy, leaning down my head and sucking a nipple into my mouth at the same time.
It wasn't the most comfortable position for me, but I was loving having her naked out here, fucking right out in the open like this. I started stroking in and out of her, our bodies slapping together and pushing her clit into the top of my dick with each stroke. She leaned back and let out a tremendous groan as her body stiffened in my arms. I continued to pound into her, rocking the boat and making little waves that were rolling across the cove.
I pumped my dick in and out of her for some time before I drove in one final time and started unloading spurt after spurt of cum into her pussy. I stood there, my body twitching and my cock pulsing inside her pussy for a long time before I finally lowered her leg. She did her best to keep me inside, but to no avail, I slipped out of her, unleashing a gush of our juices down her legs while I moved against her, pressing her tits to my chest and kissing her as passionately as I could. I wanted to make sure she knew just how much I enjoyed that.
"Thank you." I whispered to her when I finally pulled away. I stepped around the side of the boat, pulling her with me by the hand.
"Where are you taking me now?" she asked with a giggle.
"You don't think I'm going to let you go back up there smelling like fresh sex do you?" I answered as I stepped back into ever deeper water, pulling her with me. When I had her about tit deep, I gently washed the sheen of sweat off her body, and then gently kissed her tits while I washed our cum off her legs and pussy under the surface. "There you go. All squeaky clean!"
"Thank you kind sir!" she said with a grin as she started back up to the shore with me. I picked our clothes up off the bow of the boat and stepped onto the shore. I shook out her T-shirt and held it out for her, which she pulled on, leaving it hooked over the top of her tits. "Might as well let you look as long as possible." She giggled.
I held out her underwear so she could step into them, and knelt down to pull them up her wet legs. I kissed what I could reach of her pussy before pulling the underwear up and over it. The shorts came next, and then I stood up and pulled my own shorts on. My underwear and her bra I wadded up and carried as we walked back up to camp.
She finally pulled her shirt down when we stepped into the first parts of the camp that the lantern lit. I could tell by the looks on faces that they had been making guesses about what was taking us so long. I probably confirmed that when I walked to the tent and tossed my handful of cloth into the door before coming over to sit down, my wife on one side and Linda on the other. I went to bed a couple hours later, well satisfied, as I curled up with my naked wife, her tit held in my hand.
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I gave my wife a gentle kiss before climbing off the air mattress and sliding a pair of shorts up my legs. It was early, the sun barely peeking through the trees and dancing on the sides of the tent. I grabbed a power bar and a Gatorade and headed down to the boat. No one wanted to come along this morning, but that was fine with me. It meant I could work some of the back bays real slow.
I headed down the hill from the campsite to the small bay where I had the boat moored, the morning being quiet and misty. There was a light fog hanging above the water obscuring the camp by the time I got down to the boat. It was a silent still morning, perfect for this kind of fishing. I waded into the bath warm water and pushed the cover back on the bow to allow me to climb in. I levered myself over the railing, not a graceful move, and started pulling the cover off the boat. To my irritation, one of the straps fell over and got hung up under the depth finder transducer on the stern. I leaned over the stern and did my best to try and clear it, but with no success. The only way now was to get into the water. I didn't have my swim suit, but with the fog I wasn't too worried about being seen.
I stripped my shorts off and lowered myself down using the swim ladder, just touching bottom in the five foot deep water. It took a minute to feel for what was tangled and get it free. I tossed the strap up into the boat and then waded around to the side. I picked up the cover and walked up out of the lake and dropped it on the shore. Since I was already out I started uniting the bow lines so I could pull out, trying to save myself a second trip over the bow rail.
"Wow!" I heard a voice say. I turned and saw Mary standing on the trail above me. She was apparently on her way back from the bathrooms. I guess I hadn't counted on that possibility. She was wearing some kind of long shirt that came most of the way down to her knees. "If I keep running into you like this I'm going to have to start wearing something a lot sexier than this!" She said pulling on her shirt.
I held my finger to my lips to quiet her, I really didn't want the sound traveling up the hill to the tents.
She came down the hill and stood on the shore a few feet from where I was crouched down. "Where you headed?"
"Out to fish." I said quietly "Why? Want to come?" I asked, half joking.
"Go fishing? That sounds interesting. I love to fish. Do I need anything?"
"Nope, but you'll have to be quick. I'll pick you up on that point in five minutes if you're coming."
"Ok." She said getting up and practically running up the trail"
I shook my head as I finished untying the boat and waded into the water and levered over the rail. I walked to the stern and pulled my shorts back on before starting the engine to warm up. I let it idle for a minute or two before pulling up the final anchor and dropping it in gear. To my surprise Mary was standing on the shore at the indicated point, still wearing that long shirt thing, so I moved in as close as I could to pick her up. She swung her leg over the bow and tried to climb in, getting hung up in the process. I stepped through the open windshield and pulled her easily up into the boat. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me wetly on the lips before letting go of me and letting her body slide the few inches down for her feet to hit the deck.
"Thank you. For the show and for taking me along." She said over the sound of the idling engine.
I stepped back to the driver seat and pulled the gearshift to reverse and backed away from the shore while she settled into the passenger seat. I dropped into drive and applied some power, adding more as I cleared the inlet and hit the main lake channel. It was pretty foggy, so I followed my GPS and kept my speed down, not wanting to hit another boat on the way.
"I wanted to wear something a bit sexier for you." Mary said over the sound of the engine.
"Oh?" I responded. "That looks like the same shirt."
"Oh that part is. But this isn't." She said as she pulled the shirt up and over her head. She was wearing a pair of pink sheer lace panties and a matching lace bra with her nipples poking prominently over the top edge. She spread her legs slightly giving me a view of her pussy lips encased in the shimmery material.
"Wow! That certainly is!"
"So you like it?"
"What's not to like?" I answered. I really liked how she looked naked, but the material just teasing the view made her look even sexier.
"Good!" she said with a grin as the cool air blowing over her nipples were making them rock hard. I eased back on the throttle and pulled into a small cove and shut down the engine. It was dead silent as I dropped the electric trolling motor in the water and eased us into the fog. We could hardly see ten feet, making it difficult to fish.
"This is going to be hard to fish." I said out loud.
"So let's wait the fog out a while. I'm sure we can find some way to spend the time." Mary said as she moved to the padded engine cover in the stern of the boat. I turned around to face her and she was sitting on the cover with her legs spread wide. "Can you think of something to do?" she asked coyly as she reached behind her and unsnapped the fastener of her bra, and let it fall down her arms. "Or should I suggest something?"
"I think I can find something." I said as I moved toward her. She tossed the bra off to the side and leaned back on her arms. I leaned over her and kissed her neck and gently kissed back and forth on her chest until my kisses carried me to her tits, which I licked and sucked in turn. I spent several minutes on her hard buttons, getting a variety of gentle moans and coo's in response. My real target was lower though. I kissed down her belly while she leaned back farther, resting on her elbows now. I slipped my fingers under the material and gently pulled, not wanting to ruin the sexy little bit of cloth. She helped by lifting her rear off the padding and I continued to slip them down until I could toss them away. I had her completely naked now, not even wearing water shoes. She was an extremely attractive woman, even more so sitting in the fog shrouded boat.
I knelt down in front of her and began kissing up one thigh and across the top of her shaved mound and down the other. I started a second trip, this time stopping to lick up between her lips. She moaned and lifted her legs high in the air and spread them wider to give me as much access as she could, which I wasted none of. I pushed my tongue deep into her tunnel, tasting her tangy juices before drawing my tongue up between her lips and across her exposed clit.
"OH!" she cried as my tongue flicked across her hard nub, the sound of her voice absorbed by the shroud of fog. I repeated the trip a second, and third time, each time getting a shudder and cry for my efforts. I increased my tempo and soon was making the trip across her clit every few seconds, making her body almost shudder constantly.
"OH GOD!" She screamed as I stopped working between her lips and concentrated on her clit. My tongue flicked rapid fire across her engorged nub, causing her body to rock with spasms as her orgasm washed over her like an ocean wave. I continued my assault on her clit until she pushed my head away from her pussy, not able to take anymore stimulation. "OH FUCK! That felt so damn good!"
"I'm glad I could please."
"Oh you did, no doubt of that!" she panted. "God that feels so good after not getting any for so long."
"How long?"
"My bastard husband left me two years ago for some tramp."
"He clearly didn't know how good he had it."
"NO he didn't! The really sad part is that I feel like I'm doing the same thing."
"Not really. I mean, I wouldn't normally mess around like this on my wife, but somehow this trip has taken a life of its own."
"I saw. How long have you been fucking them?"
"Linda and Emily? Well, really Linda and I did it once a couple years ago, but until this week I hadn't even thought about it with either of them. I guess they had other ideas though."
"It seems like you still like screwing your wife though, based on last night at least."
"What about last night?"
"I was sitting in the bushes watching you to go at it. It seemed like you still love each other."
"We do. And if she knew I was doing this she would plant me, literally."
"Well, we better make the most of it then and make sure she doesn't find out, hadn't we?" she said getting off the padded cover. She knelt down in front of me stroking the huge bulge in my shorts through the material. She pulled my shorts down to my ankles and helped me step out of them, tossing my water shoes over her shoulder in exaggerated motions. "Gotta have you completely naked!" she said with a grin. She turned me around so I had my butt against the engine cover and pressed me back so I was half sitting on the padded cover with my dick sticking up in the air. She continued to push me back until I was leaning back on my elbows with my dick pointing at the sky. "Much better." She said as she kissed each nipple as I had hers and then began kissing her way down my front. Each kiss was a delicate, soft wet half kiss half lick. They tickled slightly, but also were extremely erotic.
I wanted to hurry her along toward her obvious target, but I also wanted to keep feeling those incredible kisses. Unlike what we had done the previous day, she was intent on making this slow and sensuous. She worked her way slowly down my stomach, slowly moving around my rock hard dick without ever kissing it directly.
I was so hot for her right then that I was ready to grab her head and stuff my cock into her mouth, but I held back, waiting to see what she would do next. She blew air across the head of my dick, making it twitch and bob, then she brushed her hair across it, tickling the head gently while she blew her hot breath across it. Finally she bent her head down and kissed the base again, slowly working her soft kisses up the top until she was kissing the very tip of the head. She licked around the head, with her tongue and then slowly slid her lips down and over it, swirling her tongue on the bottom side as she went deeper.
I watched in amazement as she pushed her head farther and farther down until her nose touched my pubic hair and my dick was seated well into her throat. I could feel the pressure on the head change as she eased back up my dick, continuing to play her tongue around it until her mouth only covered the head. She moved down on my dick again, this time faster, dragging her nails along the sides as she pulled back up again. A third time she went down, all the way to her nose pressing against my body, her fingers tickling my balls as she pulled her head up again.
I groaned loudly in appreciation. A fourth time she went down, this time wrapping her hand around my hard dick and squeezing it as she pulled up. This time she allowed her mouth to come completely off my dick while she held it in her hand. She leaned forward and gently rubbed the slickened head around first one and then the other nipple, taking care to use her hard nipple to rub the delicate underside of the head.
I groaned and tried not to push my hips up, more turned on than I could remember. Finally she let go of my dick and pressed her body against mine, trapping my dick in the valley between her perky breasts. She slowly started to crawl up my body onto the engine cover, dragging her body along mine so that the sensitive bottom of my head dragged along her sexy body. She was nearly on top of me when I felt the head of my dick rub across her smooth mound. She reached behind her and caught my dick as it started to spring up between her legs, holding it and rubbing it on her wet pussy lips, rubbing her juices onto my head. She pushed her body back slowly rocking back on her knees, allowing her velvety wet pussy to envelope my tool inch by inch. With agonizing slowness she pushed herself down until she could go no further.
She moved her knees so they were tight on either side of me, curled under her like frog legs. She slowly lifted herself up, arching her back and dragging her tits along my chest. She stopped when just my head was still inside her and slowly pushed down again, her breath becoming ragged. She pulled up again and leaned close to my ear, nibbling and licking my ear lobe.
"My god you fill me up!" she whispered into my ear before starting her stroke down again. When she got to the bottom I could feel my dick pressing against her cervix while she wiggled her ass back and forth rubbing her clit across the base of my dick. She stroked back up again, rubbing her tits on my chest all the way up until only the head of my dick was left inside of her tunnel.
"God I am sooo ready for you to explode inside me!" she whispered before nibbling my earlobe and starting back down my dick again. She had me seriously ready to explode, but she was going just slow enough to keep me from going over the top. When she got to the bottom she did that little wiggle thing again, driving me even higher. She slowly climbed my body again, dragging her nipples along my chest, stopping with them pressed into mine.
"God I am so ready to cum!" she whispered before she nibbled and blew in my ear again. It was enough to tip the scales, and I moved my hands to her hips and shoved her down, slamming my dick up into her body until her clit impacted on the base of my dick.
She screamed in pleasure as her body began to shake, her pussy spasming around my dick as it started pulsing and spewing cum deep into her pussy. The two of us held each other while our bodies each jerked and shook from out simultaneous explosions, the actions of each other's bodies driving our own climaxes higher. Slowly our bodies started to return to our own control, our breathing still coming in ragged gasps.
"Holy shit!" I gasped.
"Jesus." Mary panted. "That was.... absolutely ....mind blowing!"
"Where did you learn that?" I asked as soon as I could really talk again.
"Read about it in a book!" She said, laying her head on my shoulder.
"I must be reading the wrong books!"
"I never tried it before! Hell, I never had anyone to try it on before!"
"Well, as an experiment, it was a huge success."
"God you were so big! I felt like every inch of me was filled with you."
"Between your warm-up and the multiple sensations, your pussy, your tits, playing with my ears, and the things you said... It was incredible."
"Well, it was pretty incredible for me too. I can't ever remember cuming so hard...ever!" she said, lifting her head up and looking in my eyes. "I may not be able to have you forever, but I'm glad I got you for a little while!" She finished, punctuating her statement with an extremely sensuous kiss that lasted several minutes.
"You're a great kisser!" I said when I could breath again.
"Thank you!" She said with a giggle. "You're not too bad yourself." She finished as she lay her head on my shoulder again. "I don't know about you, but I could stand a shower."
"I can't do much about a shower, but I can manage a bath."
"You can?" she said surprised.
"Sure... we have bathwater warm lake water and a bar of soap. What more do you need?"
"Ohhhhh that sounds nice. Right now even though I feel a bit chilly, I probably smell pretty rank."
"Not to me."
"Well, that's nice of you." She said climbing off of me, letting my deflated dick finally pull out of her pussy. "But I could still stand a bath."
"No problem." I replied as I stood up. It only took me a second to find the remote for the trolling motor. We had been drifting the whole time, and even though there was no wind, I couldn't see shore in any direction. If anything the fog had gotten thicker, not lighter. I checked the gps, and yes, we were still in the little cove. I gave us just the slightest amount of motion and the boat silently glided through the blanket of white.
"This is almost spooky" she giggled as she wrapped an arm around mine and pulled her naked body against mine.
Slowly the shoreline began to appear through the fog. I reversed the motor to bring us to a stop a few yards from shore, not wanting to get things torn up on the rocks that I knew were hidden under the glassy surface. "Here we are! Hope you don't mind swimming a few yards."
"Nope. That will be just fine!" She said as she bent down and pulled on her water shoes. I did the same and grabbed the bar of soap in its water tight container. I always kept one in the boat to wash up after a particularly messy fish. It's one thing to eat fish for lunch, it's a totally different thing to eat fish slime on your sandwiches while you're fishing. I stepped to the back of the boat and put the boarding ladder down and then stepped over onto the little platform. I eased into the water and then floated, waiting for Mary to join me. I had a great view of her ass and pussy as she bent almost in half to find the step and lower herself into the water. We swam the few yards left to get to the shore and stepped out on the rocks.
"Here we are." I said as I pulled the soap from the container. I wet the soap in the water and lathered up my hands and went to work on her body. I enjoyed rubbing the soap all over her, paying special attention to her tits and nipples. I worked my way down and she spread her legs apart so I could easily wash her pussy. Once I had her all soaped up she stepped into the water and I helped her rinse off.
"Your turn!" she said cheerfully, taking the soap from me. She seemed to have as much fun washing me, making sure to get my cock and balls cleaned, and of course stroking it back to hardness in the process.
"You just love to see me hard don't you?"
"Oh yes. You have such a sexy dick." She cooed as she rinsed it off with lake water. "Don't you want me to play with it?'
"Oh, no, that's fine. You can play with it all you want!" I answered as I put the soap back into the container. "Come on. Let's go back out to the boat."
"Uh uh. Let's go walk in the woods first. It's so beautiful with all the fog."
"If that's what you want to do."
"We might as well. I mean we can't go anywhere in the boat, can we?"
"Not really."
"So what's the harm?"
"I guess none." I said as I followed her out of the water and up a little trail in the woods. I had to admit it was kind of fun to hike around the woods stark naked without any clothes for a backup. I think it was getting her turned on as well because she kept stopping to bump her butt into my hard dick. "You keep that up and I'm going to just shove it right into you next time."
"Promises promises!" she giggled. We walked on the trail that lead toward the main part of the lake, winding up through the thinning fog and soon came to the end of the trail on a bluff overlooking the lake. From how high we were, we could see all the way across the lake, which was blanketed in white. Where we were we were completely exposed in the morning sun, but there was no one to see us because of the fog below. "God this is a turn on!" she breathed as she pushed back against me.
"I warned you." I said as I pushed my dick between her legs.
She held onto a tree and bent over. "I thought you said in me!"
"I did." I replied as I pulled back and lined my dick up with her pussy. She was as tight as the first time I was in her but her wetness made entering her easy and I was soon banging away on her right in the middle of everything. I could feel a slight breeze pick up as I stroked in and out of her, but she didn't seem to care.
"OH YES!" she cried out as her orgasm started to build. "FUCK ME HARDER!" I could hear the slap of our bodies echo at us as the light breeze started to break up the fog. We had been at it several minutes when I realized that the fog was moving away and we would soon be able to see the water.



"We're going to be visible to boats soon." I warned her.
'Who cares? Just keep fucking me! Please don't stop!" she cried loudly.
Who was I to argue. I continued to fuck her, my own orgasm building as I plunged into her.
"OH GOD I'M CUMING!" she screamed as he body started to quake. She shook and spasmed as I plunged my dick in and out of her pussy. I could feel her juices running down my legs as it dripped from my balls, but I was too close to care. With a huge grunt I drove deep one final time and my body unloaded what it had left into her, my cock pulsing and twitching even though there was little in the reservoir left to pump.
"Oh god that was so hot!" she said as we stood there, looking down at the water. I looked down as well and saw a boat anchored not far from where we were. Every so often the fog would swirl away and I would be able get a good view
"Looks like we started something." I said, pointing down at the boat. Mary pulled off my cock with a slurp and moved to lean closer to the edge. Sure enough, there in the boat below us was a couple, hard at it. The gal was laying on the platform in the bow, naked from the tits down, and the guy was banging away, each stroke making her tits bounce and roll. We were probably only fifty or so feet above them and when she opened her eyes there was no way she didn't see us looking.
"Harder!" We heard her say to her partner as she stared straight at us. She closed her eyes and I could hear her groan as her orgasm washed over her, her body twitching and shuddering while her partner still banged away in her. I stepped back and pulled Mary with me.
"We better get back down while there's still some fog."
"I suppose." She said as I led her down the trail.
I hadn't anchored the boat and by the time we got down to the bottom the light breeze was taking it toward the main lake. It wasn't a hard swim, but it took a few minutes to catch up to it and climb aboard. There were only a few swirls of fog left as I helped Mary up into the boat. I could see the other boat from where we floated. The lady in the front of the boat was on her hands and knees now, the guy banging away with abandon, her tits swinging in time with the sound of their bodies slapping together.
If I hadn't just cum a few minutes before I would certainly want to do the same thing to Mary. She seemed to have a similar idea as her hand found my dick and began to massage it, giving the couple in the boat a good look at both our bodies. We stood there, Mary slowly jacking my dick harder as our boat floated slowly closer to where they were anchored. The fog was gently blowing around us as I stared at her tits swinging and bouncing in time with their actions.
Part of me felt like I shouldn't be looking, but another part of me was mesmerized while my hands found one of Mary's perky breasts and began to massage them. We were both clearly turned on again and Mary moved in front of me, and put one leg on the seat, causing her legs to spread wide, giving both of them a clear view of her pussy. I played with both of her tits while she guided my dick between her legs and then up into her hole. The angle wasn't the greatest, but I slowly started pumping in and out of her sopping wet pussy, the couple in the other boat watching us as intently as we were watching them.
I wasn't sure if it was being watched or what we were doing that made the change, but I could see her face screw up as she threw her head back and screamed out that she was cuming. Her whole body shook as he pounded into her a few final strokes before obviously unloading into her. When she could breathe again she lifted herself higher and played with her tits, staring straight into my eyes. She clearly wanted to be sure I was looking at her.
My dick was huge, but I didn't feel anywhere close to cuming. Mary on the other hand, started to groan and pant as I stroked into her. I moved one hand from her tit to her shaved pussy and began to gently stroke her clit in time with my strokes.
"God this is so hot." Mary moaned as she watched the woman playing with her tits. Her partners dick softened and slipped out, and he moved to go sit down, giving the woman the ability to kneel more upright. She continued to play with her tits with one hand, moving her other hand to her pussy. "oh god." Mary moaned. "I wish you could fuck me forever."
The lady in the other boat got up as our boat continued to float closer, now less than thirty feet away. She stepped over to the raised seat on the front platform and sat down, leaning back and spreading her legs wide on the deck. She displayed her wet pussy for me and continued to rub her tits with her other hand. I could see her face was flushed pink as her fingers stroked up her pussy and across her clit. She continued to push her legs wider as her arousal grew in intensity. Mary stiffened in my arms and cried out loudly as she came round my rock hard dick. I stopped stroking in and out of her and held her tight while her body made little twitches and spasms.
"Oh my god." Mary panted as she watched the lady in the other boat stick two fingers into her pussy. "I can't stand up anymore." Mary said to me as she pulled herself off my dick, leaving me sticking straight out, glistening with her moisture. I wrapped my hand around my dick and slowly jacked it toward the lady in the other boat.
To my surprise she slid off the seat and moved to the very edge of the boat, less than fifteen feet away now, her knees on the edge of the boat and her legs spread wide. I watched her fingers and she watched my hand. It was stupid, but I was drawn to her pussy and moved to the very side of my boat, my dick actually hanging over the water. Mary stood up behind me and took my hand from my dick and replaced it with her own.
The fog swirled around us, growing thicker and then thinner, but I hardly noticed as the current drew my boat closer to theirs. We were so close now that I could smell her sex, her body covered with a light sheen of sweat, even in the cool air. Neither of us had said a word a we stared at each others bodies. "God I want that dick inside me!' she said softly from her boat only six feet away now. She groaned quietly and looked for her partner, who was busy in the back of his boat stroking his own dick and staring at Mary's naked pussy as she stood half behind and half next to me so she could stroke my dick better. From the way his hips were pushing I didn't think it was going to be much longer before he came.
"Show him your pussy." I whispered to Mary.
"ok." She whispered back, moving so more of her body was on display. She lifted one leg on the side of the boat so her clean shaven pussy was on full display, her lips spreading wide and our juices glistening on them. The woman in the bow moved so she was sitting on the edge of the boat, her legs stuck high in the air, her fingers making small slurping sounds as they slid in and out of her pussy.
"Oh god fuck me! Please come over here and fuck me!" the lady pleaded in a whisper from less than three feet away. My boat drifted the last two feet until it bumped into theirs. The side of my boat was considerably higher than theirs, but that didn't stop her. She pulled with her legs and was soon sitting on the side of my boat instead of her own, her hands around the back of my neck for balance as I stepped back slightly. The guy in the back didn't seem to care as his hips bucked up into his hand, his eyes staring at Mary's wet bald pussy.
The lady moved Mary's hand and replaced it with her own, stroking my dick and pulling it toward her pussy. It was a bad idea, but neither of us were thinking with anything but our sex drives. I heard more than saw the guy in the back grunt and start spewing cum into the air as the head of my dick touched the hot lips of her pussy. Almost involuntarily my hips bucked forward, sinking my dick deep into her pussy.
She cried out and her whole body shook as she came around my dick. The unfortunate part of it was that several things happened within a very short time. Our two boats bumped together and began drifting apart, creating a sliver of water between us that was quickly growing. The second thing was that in her throws of passion, she wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled my ass with her heals, moving me even closer to the side of the boat. The third thing that happened was that when she arched her back it changed her balance point from slightly inside the boat to slightly outside the boat. The fourth and final thing that happened was that her orgasm squeezed my dick, causing my own climax to occur. In itself that wasn't a bad thing, but as part of that my hips tried to drive my spurting dick even further into her pussy, pushing her sweat slicked bare ass back on the side of the boat. In retrospect it probably looked funny, but in the middle of orgasmic bliss, it was quite a shock. The lady's ass slid off the side of the boat, her center of gravity already being over the edge. Her legs clutching and trying to pull my spurting dick deeper into her, the two of us tumbled into the sliver of water that had grown to about three feet wide. We both hit the water and unfortunately came uncoupled as we struggled to the surface, sputtering and choking. Mary was leaning over the side of my boat laughing hysterically while the guy in the other boat struggled to get to the bow with his pants around his ankles, almost falling over the side himself.
"God that was wild!" the lady laughed as she shook water from her long bond hair. "I've had some big climaxes before, but nothing so big it threw me over the side of a boat!"
"I have to agree that's a first for me."
"Hell it was a first to have sex in a boat!" She said as she treaded water near me.
"Come on." I said as I reached a hand out to her and pulled her toward my boat. I pulled the boarding ladder down and helped her climb up, getting another good look at her pussy as she did. I realized she had a good idea of my view when she wiggled her but at me as she climbed the ladder. I hauled myself up after her and was greeted by a huge full body hug, her nice sized tits pressing into my chest.
Mary had tossed a rope to the other boat and the guy, now dressed, was pulling us toward her. He didn't look happy. As we slid next to their boat the lady in my arms gave me a quick kiss and then let go, stepping up on the side of my boat and then off onto her own. We received a small push and the rope was tossed into the bow.
"God Jane! Did you have to go fuck him? Wasn't it enough rubbing your pussy for him?" The guy in the boat asked hotly.
"You should talk! I saw you back there jacking off like you hadn't ever seen a naked woman before!"
I didn't like where this was headed and I quickly found the remote for the trolling motor and moved our boat away from theirs. A soon as we were away I pulled it up and got ready to take off. The last thing I heard before I started my engine was "Hell yes! He was a great fuck! You should wish you had a dick that big! It made me cum as soon as he stuck it in instead of having to pound away for half a day!" Fortunately the engine drowned out the rest of that conversation. I motored away from them with Mary sitting on the seat across from me.
"I never expected anything like that!" Mary said.
"Me neither."
"I was kind of surprised you fucked her."
"I'm not really sure I did. She came as soon as she pulled my dick into her."
"call it what you will, but you fucked her. She was mentally fucking you the whole time we were drifting toward them."
"Well, you helped, stroking my dick like that!"
"Yeah...it was great wasn't it?" She giggled a she leaned over and stroked my softened dick with her finger. "I just can't get enough of this dick."
"I can tell. Why don't we put some clothes back on, now that the fog is almost gone."
"What a spoil sport." Mary pouted.
"Not really. I want to see you in that sexy stuff one more time."
"Oh, in that case!" she said as she moved to the bow of the boat and sat down. I wasn't going very fast, so the wind was low, but it still took her a minute to get her bra on properly and then her lacy panties. She leaned back in the bow and played with her nipples as I motored down the lake. I really enjoyed the view, and it had to come to an end all too soon. What took five minutes without the fog was a good twenty minute run now, the fog not having lifted from this end of the lake yet. I motioned her into the main part with me.
"We need to drop you off where no one will see."
"That's ok. Just slow down going past the point and I can slip into the water. No one will ever know.
"You're going to be wet!"
"So?
"You're sure?"
"Look, you've been great! I don't want to ruin things by letting your wife find out. If I get a little wet that's small price to pay for such a great morning of sex."
"Ok. But make sure I get into neutral before you go. I don't want to cut you with the prop."
"Ok." She said before leaning over and giving me a wet sensual kiss. "Don't forget to put your shorts on." She whispered in my ear before she picked up her long shirt and moved to the stern. She sat on the back with her feet on the platform. I couldn't see shore but between the depth finder and GPS I knew I was close to the point. I kicked it in neutral and waited for the depth to come up as I coasted over the point. The water was only three feet deep her so I turned and blew Mary a kiss.
She slid off the platform and was standing in the waist deep water, holding the shirt over her head. I let the boat continue to float on as she disappeared into the fog. As the water depend up a little I hit the gear again and eased into the cove. If anything the fog was thicker here, with almost no breeze to move it around. I shut down the engine and dropped the first anchor. I then moved to the bow and dropped over the side, pulling my bow rope to tie the boat off. I was still crouching down naked, tying off the line when I heard a voice.
"Wooo Hoo!" My wife called. "Look at that stud!"
"Hey lover!"
"You do any good?" She asked as she walked the last bit down to the water wearing a pair of workout shorts and a T-shirt.
"Not much. The fog really screwed me."
"I bet." She said as she gave me a kiss. "You lost your shorts huh?"
"Didn't want to get them wet." I said "You just get up?"
"Been up for a while." She said as I slid a hand up under her shirt to feel her bare breasts. "Nope haven't gotten one of those on yet either." She said as I played with her tits. I wasn't all that horny, but I knew damn well that if she was out without a titty hanger she was.
"I know what to do about that!" I said as I pulled her toward the water.
"What's that?" she asked quietly.
"Come with me." I said as I pulled her toward the boat. I helped her into the bow and then climbed in after her. I pulled her into an embrace and while I kissed her, I pushed her shorts and panties down her butt until they fell to the deck.
"You going to strip me right here?" she asked quietly while I helped her sit on the seat and then pushed her shirt up over her tits. I really loved her tits, and no matter what, sucking them made me hard. This was no exception.
"Hell yes." I answered as kissed from one tit to the other, sucking and kissing her nipples while she kicked her shorts off the rest of the way and spread her legs. I kissed my way down her body and licked her tasty wet pussy.
"We really shouldn't be doing this, someone might see!" She moaned quietly as I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth before sticking my tongue deep into her. I must have licked and sucked her pussy for ten minutes before she pulled me up to her face and kissed me. "Fuck me!" she panted. I smiled and put my dick to her pussy lips and pushed just the head in. "MORE!" she cried quietly, trying to pull my dick in with her feet on my ass.
"On one condition!" I whispered as I teased her hole with my head, just pushing in and out an inch or so.
"Anythign!" she groaned as I squeezed her nipples and worked my dick back and forth in her opening.
"You gotta go all day without any underwear!"
"I can't do that!" She moaned.
"Sure you can." I said pulling my dick out until the head was just laying on her lips.
"No I can't. everyone will know I don't have a bra on!" she practically wimpered as I pushed my dick in just an inch or so.
"Sure you can... for me? Just thing of the great fucking you will get after teasing me all day like that!" I said as I slowly pushed into her all the way.
"OHhhhhhh Do I have to?"
"Not if you don't want to." I said as I pulled my dick all the way out to the head.
"Oh god! If you don't fuck me I'm going to explode!"
"So it's a deal?"
"Oh god I guess so!" She moaned as I pushed my dick slowly into her velvety tunnel.
"Ok." I said as I leaned my head to her massive tits and sucked a nipple in. I sucked her nipple in time with my thrusts as I provided the fucking she wanted.
"OH GOD!" she hissed "I'm cuming!" Her body shook and twitched as I continued to pound into her. UH UH UH she grunted in time with my strokes as her body gave in to the sensations. I waited until she was almost done with her orgasm, and pulled out of her. I moved to put my dick next to her tits and she pushed them together. I watched my dick slide in and out of the artificial tunnel created by her fantastic tits, my purple head appearing and disappearing.
It only took a few good strokes before I came on her tits, my body pumping what it had left on her mounds. She let go of her tits and used her hands to rub the juice into her tits. "Not much of a load." She said quietly.
"that's because I was so horny for you when I left that I had to jack off just to keep myself from going crazy."
"really? What made you so horny?'
"Thinking about fucking you in the boat just like this!"
"Really?" she asked quietly.
"Really." I said as I lay down on her body and kissed her. "I love fucking you outside, and I love the thought of fucking in the boat in the middle of the day!"
"Well you got your wish." She said as she pushed me up and pulled her shirt down over her tits, only now that the passion and hormones had passed, worried about who might see. She picked up her underwear and shorts and started putting them on.
"Uh Uh" I said taking her panties away and tossing them over my shoulder. "You promised!"
"You're not going to hold me to that, are you?"
"Uh huh!"
"Ok smart ass... then you have to go commando as well!"
"No problem!" I said.
"We'll see how embarrassed you get at having a hard dick sticking out all day. My tits might wiggle, but no one can tell I'm turned on. You on the other hand..." she said with a grin.
"I guess we'll have to see."
"I'm quite sure that with my tits on display all day we will see plenty." She said with a smirk.
'Well, fair's fair I guess." I said as I pulled my shorts on and then climbed out of the boat. I helped her down and slid my hands up her shirt giving each breast a gentle squeeze.
"None of that around anyone else or the deals off buster." She said seriously.
"I got it." I said as turned her around and pulled up her shirt to give each nipple a kiss.
"You done yet?" she asked testily
"Yep." I said as I pulled down her shirt and stepped back to help her climb the hill.
To this day she has no idea what happened that morning. I hope it stays that way.
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The day went pretty much as expected, with the exception of course that even though my body had enjoyed more sex than it was used to, I was still half hard all day. Not only because my wife was running around camp with no bra on, and teasing me every chance she got that no one was looking, but also because when she wasn't around teasing me, Linda or Em were!
As an example I was sitting alone in my chair after lunch, my wife taking a nap, and Emily came up from swimming wearing that tiny bikini she has. If that wasn't enough to get my motor started, she looked around to make sure no one was looking and pulled the bottom of her suit down to her thighs, pulled my shorts down below my balls and then sat down on my bare dick with her pussy. It was extremely dangerous with my wife only feet away in the tent, not to mention all the other potential traffic, but it made my dick grow to full length in seconds, which she quickly pushed up into her pussy for two quick strokes before pulling her pants up and walking away, leaving my wet dick hanging out, or more appropriately sticking up glistening with her juices.
There was no doubt she wanted to be seriously screwed again. There was also no doubt that it wasn't going to happen. Even if the opportunity occurred, I wanted to save what I had left for the day for my wife's hot pussy.
Later in the day we were all swimming, and a game of Frisbee came to pass. Frisbee by itself is fine. But what the boys and their significant others like to play is half football and half Frisbee. Linda, my wife and my son and I were on one team, and Emily, Chase and his and my son's girl friends were on the other. I should note that both of them also wear skimpy bikini's and have pretty hot bodies. This game, played in water deep enough that you can't touch bottom, with everyone wearing life jackets could at times be a slow game, with lots of splashing and thrashing around to get to a missed disk.
Linda managed to get my suit untied within the first few minutes of the game, and had my suit down my legs not less than three times during the course of the game. Emily, under the guise of blocking me or trying to slow me down, had grabbed me around the legs and had her hand up the leg or down the front several times.
At one short rest break, I felt a hand snake up my leg, grabbing and massaging my dick underwater. I turned to see who it was and was surprised to find my wife grinning at me.
"Naughty girl." I told her as I turned to face her and slipped my hand down to her pussy and rubbed it through her suit. Much later in the afternoon I headed up to camp to make a fire, since I needed coals for dinner. I stood by the fire pit, bent over stacking sticks to start to my fire when I felt my swim suit slowly pulled down. I looked behind me and found that Emily had followed me up to camp. She grinned at me and continued to teasingly pull my suit down.
"What are you going to do if someone comes down the road and sees me half naked?"
"Simple I'll just cover your naked dick with my mouth." She answered cheerfully as she pulled it off my butt and down my legs. I started the fire and then stood to watch it, while true to her word, Emily took my dick into her mouth, slurping and sucking. "Please tell me you have time to fuck me." She asked almost desperately.
"I doubt it. I just need to wait for this to get started and then put some charcoal on it."
"OH Plenty of time then." She said as she stood up. She bent over at the waist and pulled her panties to the side, exposing her pussy. "Just stuff it in. I'm so horny for you that I'm ready to explode."
"Ok fine." I said stepping behind her. I pulled up my swim suit so I wasn't quite so exposed and pulled my hard dick out one leg and pressed it to her wet pussy, hoping no one from the road would see and no one would come up the trail. If they did at least I was covered. True to her word it only took about two minutes of stroking before she came, her body shaking and shuddering as she worked to stay quiet. She pulled off me and flopped down in a chair, her bottoms still askew. I pulled my hard dick back into my suit by pushing it down and pulling it back up again and went to work putting charcoal on the fire. I was nearly done when my wife called from down the hill. "You coming back down?"
"Down in a second. Just about done here!" I called back, looking at Emily and realizing how close that was.
Other than being horribly teased, the game was fun and we were all fairly tired by dinner time. Most everyone headed off to their tents to change and take a snooze, except me of course. My job was to get dinner cooking. I dried off and wrapped a towel around my waist while I went to work slicing onions and potatoes for dinner. I could see my wife through the partly open window as she stood and took her suit off, standing naked while she toweled off. She looked out the window and saw me watching, and turned to face me, rubbing her big tits and stroking her pussy.
She teased me for several minutes before she blew me a kiss and lay down, disappearing from sight. I went back to concentrating on cutting my food up. I heard rustling in a couple tents, meaning we weren't going to see them soon. Linda and Emily came out of their tent and sat down near the fire, both of them watching me.
My hands were wet from water and full of onion juice when Emily stepped up behind me. I felt her press her t-shirt covered tits against my back and pull my towel up around my waist. She found the waist of my swim suit and began pushing it down, making sure to leave the towel covering what she was exposing. I felt my swim suit drop to the ground around my ankles and then her hand slide into the gap at the front and stroke my now exposed and hard dick.
She seemed pleased that she had me at a disadvantage. After stroking me a few minutes she crouched down and pulled my swim suit the rest of the way off, and pulled my towel aside long enough to give my hard dick a quick suck before she stood up and hung my suit on the line. She walked by with a smile on her face as she headed to go sit down, leaving me to walk around naked except for the towel around my waist, my hard dick sticking out and making the towel tent out from my body.
I had the potatoes all sliced and layered with the ham, and carried the large dutch oven over to the fire I had started much earlier. There was simply no way to walk with both hands full and hold the towel closed around my hard dick, and to no one's surprise, I was sticking out within a few steps. The situation got considerably worse when I crouched down to put the pot into the coals. The towel very happily spread apart , hanging from my waist and down the sides of my legs, leaving my hard dick pointing up at an obscene angle.
The girls seemed to be enjoying the show while I moved coals around the pot and on top. With dinner on to cook I stood back up, making no attempt to cover myself and stepped back to my chair and sat down, allowing them to continue to view my hard dick. If they wanted to be teased, so be it. We sat that way for some time before Emily started rubbing her pussy through her bikini bottoms. Just to tease her a bit more, I gave my dick a quick stroke for her, allowing her to see the pre-cum that had oozed out the top.
Emily pulled her bottoms aside and started stroking her bare pussy, trying to tease me even further. After some time, Linda had all she could take. She stood up and walked over to me. Taking me by the hand she pulled me out of my chair and down the trail toward the lake. As she walked between the waist high grass she pushed her swimsuit bottom down, and stepped out of it, leaving her naked below the skirting material of her top. When she was sure she was out of site of the camp, she found a tree and stopped. Grabbing the trunk a few feet above the ground she bent over and stuck her bare ass and pussy at me. "If you don't fuck me right now I think I'm going to go crazy" she hissed. How could I refuse? I sunk my dick into her wet pussy, slowly feeding it into her a little at a time, hoping we didn't get caught.
"OH FUCK!" she whispered as I started stroking in and out of her pussy. I started banging harder into her making her grunt and moan quietly. Suddenly her body tensed and she shook as her orgasm took over her body. I held my dick in her until she had regained some control and then slid out, not wanting to waste the cum I was saving for later. I wiped my dick off as she gave me a hug and then I headed back to camp, trying to not get caught. I sat in my chair and adjusted my towel to cover myself in the fading light.
Dinner was ready a short time later and I pulled the pot from the coals and moved it to the table. The rolls and butter and such were set out already, along with a tub of fruit and vegi sticks. Emily helped me get the last things ready, slipping her hand into my towel on several occasions.
"Why don't you go sit down. You don't want everyone knowing your naked, do you" she whispered in my ear.
"Ok." I said before walking over to my chair. Emily brought me a plate of food and drink while Linda called everyone to dinner. There was plenty of commotion in camp for the next hour or so, as we all ate and the ladies cleaned up dinner. Mike and Chase broke down their tents and loaded Mike's truck. They had to work the next day and were heading home this evening. Being teachers Linda, Emily and my wife were off for the next several weeks, so I had taken the extra day off and we were staying until morning.
"Well, this has been fun!" My wife said, as she walked around camp after the boys pulled out.
"It has! I've really enjoyed it." I called to her as she walked into our tent. She came back a moment later, zipping the door closed. She pulled a chair around to the other side of the small fire, so now the three ladies were on one side of the fire and I was on the other. They started talking usual girl stuff, while I sat back and relaxed. It didn't take me long to figure out what she had done. Her shirt was long enough to cover the workout shorts she had put on when she took her nap, but now that she was sitting, I could see she had slipped them off and was wearing nothing but the t-shirt, her tits still giggling around when she moved. The view as she intentionally allowed her legs to spread was wonderful. I could see her pussy in the flickering light, but no one else would be able to. It immediately started my dick growing. It took some subtle moving, but I got it arranged so that it could come to full mast without exposing myself, but the bulge in my towel was obvious. Linda saw it and elbowed Em gently.
"I think I want a shower." Linda said, getting up. "Why don't you come with me Em"
"That sounds good." She answered. "Let me get my stuff."
The two of them went into their tent and came out with little bags of stuff and headed off to the shower. My wife watched them leave camp without a word, and when they were gone, got up and stepped around the fire pit to where I was sitting.
"You are so hard!" She said stroking me through the towel. "Have you been thinking about fucking me all day?"
"You better believe it."
"Did you notice what I'm wearing?" She asked coyly.
"If you mean did I notice you lost your shorts? Uh huh." I said pushing her shirt up high enough to expose her pussy. "What about you?"
"You mean did I notice you were walking around in nothing but a towel? Uh huh. Your shorts are all in the tent and your swim suit is on the line, that can only mean your naked."
"Just for you."
"I don't believe that, but I'll take it anyway." She said as she pulled my towel apart, leaving me sitting naked on the chair. With the towel no longer holding anything in place, my dick suck straight up at her.
"I know you have been fantasizing about this all week." She said as she turned around and pulled her shirt up around her waist with one hand, and bent over, reaching between her legs for my dick with the other. She aimed my dick at her pussy and sat down on me, her ample juices testifying to how turned on she was.
"OH GOD you're big!" she cooed as I slid my hands under her shirt and played with her tits while she started riding up and down my dick. 'HMMMMMM" she moaned as I tweaked her nipples.
"How about we get rid of this?" I asked, pushing her shirt up.
"Someone might see!" She protested even while she was lifting her arms up.
"It's too dark." I said as I tossed her shirt aside and went back to her tits. She was as naked as I was, bouncing up and down on my hard dick, essentially in public, I was so turned on it was ridiculous. My dick was on overload and I couldn't hold back. My dick started jumping and spurting inside her pussy, pumping the load of cum I had been saving up all afternoon. "OHHHHHH" I groaned as my dick emptied inside her. She sat and wiggled her ass around on my lap to feel my hard dick still inside her.
I didn't want her to be disappointed, so as soon as I had control, I pulled her back against me, and lifted her legs over the arms of the chair. If anyone had come by they would have had a perfect view of her reclining against me, her pussy on full display, with my dick still stuffed into her. With one hand I started massaging her nipples, while I let my other hand go to work on her pussy and clit.
She turned her head and kissed my face and nibbled my ear as I worked her clit, enticing small moans from her when I got it just right. Her breathing in my ear became ragged, followed a short time later by one long moan as her body tensed and shivers ran up and down her body as she climaxed around me.
Her pussy clenched so hard around my softening dick that she squirted my dick out of her pussy, followed by several shots of our combined juices. I hadn't ever seen her do that before, which told me a lot about how turned on she must have been. She had to be pretty far gone just to allow me to take her shirt off in public like this, and I was loving every minute of it. I continued to hold her and stroke her body gently while she recovered.
"Ohhhh that felt so good!" She whispered in my ear. "I don't know what made me cum so hard, but I liked it... a lot!"
"Maybe it was sitting outside like this, or maybe it was all the teasing we did all afternoon."
"Or maybe it was that great dream I had of you laying me across the hood of the truck naked and eating my pussy until I came!" She said with a giggle.
"That too could be a possibility."
"Hmmmm I hate to move, but I better put some clothes back on."
"Why? I like you like this!"
"Well, Linda and Emily will be back soon."
"So? You're a girl, they're girls. It's not like they didn't figure out what we were going to be doing. I saw the look Linda gave Emily when she suggested a shower."
"Well, just the same, I don't really need to be naked when they get back." She said as she leaned over to pick her shirt off the ground.
"Spoil sport!" I said.
"Besides, you don't want them seeing you naked, do you?"
"I don't really care one way or another. You know I'm not bashful."
"Well I care. I don't want them seeing you naked!" She said as she pulled her shirt on, but still sitting on my lap.
"Whatever you want sweetie." I said as I ran my hands up under her shirt again.
"Oh stop already. You're going to get me all turned on again!" She said with a giggle.
"That's the idea!" I said pushing her shirt up in the back so I could kiss her back.
"Oh stop it.!" She cried, getting up from my lap laughing while I held onto the tail of her shirt.
I got up as she tried to get away and I chased her around the fire a few times, never letting go of her shirt, I caught her, or she let herself be caught, over by the picnic table. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her gently, pulling her shirt up above her tits and then pulling her naked body against mine. She seemed to relax in the darkness that surrounded us as I squeezed her ass and kissed her face and then neck. I worked down her neck as I moved her to sit on the edge of the table top. I pushed her shirt up and off again so she was naked while I kissed and sucked her nipples. She rubbed my hair and made little cooing noises as I worked down to her pussy, gently kissing her body and thighs. I licked across her lips and clit getting a small moan from her lips.
"Oh god!" she moaned. "You better fuck me fast. They won't stay at the shower all night!"
"You mean like this?" I whispered as I stood up and put my now hard dick to her pussy lips. I pushed into her easily and quickly began stroking in and out of her while I played with her clit.
"Uh UH Ohhh Yes. Just like that!" she panted.
I really wanted her to have a good climax, since I came too soon the last time, so I concentrated on hitting her best spots while she leaned back on her elbows. She cried out once as her orgasm washed over her and she sat up and pulled me tight against her body, wrapping her legs around me. I could feel her pussy pulsing around my dick as her body shook with little tremors. "Oh god that felt good!" she whispered.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I whispered back.
"Oh yes." She purred as she stroked my hair and kissed my neck. I stood there and held her for several minutes before I helped her put her shirt on. I was pretty sure the girls came back and watched us screwing, but I didn't want her to know, that would be way too embarrassing for her. My feelings were pretty much confirmed when they walked into camp only seconds after I had her shirt on, but she was still sitting with me buried in her pussy. Linda and Em walked into camp, freezing my wife in her position as they headed for their tent. They crawled in and had their backs to the door.
My wife quietly pushed me away, letting my hard dick slide from her pussy, and then slid off the table. She pulled her shirt down and pulled me by the hand around the table to our tent, pausing to bend down and open the zipper. Her ass and pussy stuck out from under her shirt as she moved, and I looked over to see Linda and Emily watching the two of us. I couldn't resist and pushed the head of my dick into her pussy, getting a squeak from her before she pulled off and half dove into the tent.
I bent over and followed her in, zipping just the mesh bug guard closed before lying down on the mattress. I rolled her onto her belly and pushed her legs apart before climbing on top of her. I knew from how she was laying that she couldn't see out the door, and I also knew that Linda and Emily were watching from their tent. I pushed my dick into her pussy again and she moaned appreciatively. I leaned my head down to hers while I started stroking slowly in and out of her.
"Do you think they saw us?" She asked.
"No. I think it was too dark." I lied, knowing full well that coming up the hill the fire illuminated where we were just fine.
"Good!" she said with a sigh.
"Do you want to cum again?" I asked her
"No, but I want to feel you cum inside me again."
"I can arrange that." I said as she started to pull her legs up under her so we were doggie style. I straightened up on my knees and started stroking in and out of her wet pussy, making sure to give the girls a good show. I looked over and saw Emily sitting in full view of me, completely naked, her fingers working in and out of her pussy. I pushed her shirt up until her swinging tits were in full view and spent several minutes stroking and playing with her nipples.
"Oh god." She moaned as another orgasm crept up on her. I felt her pussy pulsate as she shuddered, moaning loudly, but trying hard to be quiet. I started slamming into her pulsating pussy for all I was worth, our bodies slapping together loudly.
"Ohhhhhh" I groaned as I pushed deep into her and unloaded my cum into her, my dick pulsing and twitching in her hot confines. I didn't think it had much juice left to pump, but it made a valiant try. Together we moved forward so she was lying down with me on top.



"I don't know where that one came from." She whispered.
"Me neither." I replied as I rolled us on our sides so we could spoon together.
We lay like that with my softened dick inside her until I heard her breathing become regular. I disengaged myself from her and crawled out the still open tent door. I must have dozed off because the remnants of the fire had burned down considerably. I walked into the woods naked, and found a good tree to pee on and then returned to my tent. I stopped along the way to see Emily and Linda both sleeping naked on top of the covers, their bodies looking sexy in the moonlight that was filtering through the tent windows. I shook my head and crawled into my tent, zipping the door closed.
Morning came with a rumble, rather than sunshine. I could hear a morning thunderstorm brewing in the distance. The rumble woke my wife as well.
"God I gotta go." She said.
"So go pee in the woods."
"I'm not going to do that, someone might see, besides, I'm almost naked."
"Your loss."
"Horney bastard. You'd say anything to see me naked in the woods."
"Uh huh!" I replied with a smirk.
"Sorry Charlie. Last night was as good as it gets."
"Well that was pretty damn good." I said pulling her to me and kissing her.
"Horny bastard." She said grabbing my morning hardon.
"Always!" I whispered as I ran my hand under her shirt.
"Not now. I have to go." She said, pushing my hand away. "I need a shower too. I smell like sex."
"I know. Wonderful isn't it?"
"God your terrible!" she said as she got up and moved around the tent collecting stuff for her shower. "You coming?"
"I guess so." I said "It's pretty early so the showers should be pretty quiet."
"Ok. Here. Put some clothes on then." She said tossing me my shorts.
"You don't want me going up there naked?"
"I don't want you arrested for indecent exposure!"
"Well that could be a problem." I said picking up the stuff she tossed at me and pulling my shorts on. I followed her out of the tent and headed toward the shower house, that was attached to the bathrooms. I made my first stop in the bathroom and then came out to go to the showers. I saw Emily walking toward the bathrooms wrapped in a towel, and waved at her. She waved back with a smile before I disappeared into the showers. The place was quiet, no one there, so I picked the last shower down the row and stepped inside the curtain, pulling it closed behind me.
I pulled off my shorts and hung my towel on the hook and started the water. The warm water felt nice pounding against my body as I rinsed my hair. I felt more than heard someone, and opened my eyes to see Emily standing there naked, hanging her towel on the hook. She held her finger to her lips to quiet me and picked up the bar or soap. She moved under the water with me and began to soap my whole body, paying special attention to my balls and quickly growing dick. I made good use of my hands as well, rubbing her soapy tits and sliding a finger between her pussy lips.
She worked on me until I was rock hard and then put the soap down on the wooden bench, turning away from me and bending over in the process. I rubbed one hand over her exposed pussy, letting my fingers slide between her lips again. She stood up and turned to face me. Putting her arms around my neck she pulled herself up my body until she was on her tippy toes.
I put my hands under her bottom and lifted her light frame while she wrapped her legs around me. It took a few stabs, so to speak before I got aligned properly and was able to lower her onto my dick. She moaned quietly as I penetrated her, leaning back to give my lips access to her tits. I reached my head down and started sucking one of her hard nipples while I bounced her in my arms, driving her up and down my rod. She threw her head back and chewed her lip to keep herself quiet while she worked her hips in time with my strokes. It was pretty clear she was going to cum soon, and she did a few moments later. I held her while her body shook, her legs clamping around my waist.
"Thank you." She whispered in my ear before pushing herself away to disengage my still hard dick. She let herself on the ground and then turned around and bent over, using the bench for support, looking back at me. I knew exactly what she wanted, and my body had no problem aiming itself for that waiting hole. I drove straight into her, making her squeak lightly before I started pounding into her pussy. I grunted loudly several times before stuffing my full length into her and filling her pussy with my cum. I had barely caught my breath when she pulled off my dick and turned to kiss me. "I better go before you get caught!" she whispered before retreating with her towel only half around herself. I heard her squeak as someone came in the shower. I wondered if she had her towel on yet.
I didn't see Mary that morning. I was pretty sure she was gone, but when I went down to the boat I found a pair of red lace panties rolled up and tucked into my tackle box, along with a piece of paper with an e-mail address. It didn't take a genius to realize who it was from. I smiled to myself as I drove the boat around to the landing to meet my wife, who had driven the truck down. Loading camp went smoothly and within an hour the four of us were piled into the truck and headed home.
"So did you have a good time?" My wife asked.
"Yes, I had a real nice time." I said, smiling at her.
"good. So did I." she said with a sly grin.
I looked over at her and then saw out of the corner of my eye, Emily, sitting in the back seat, rubbing one tit through her shirt and mouthing the words 'so did we'.
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I have been fishing this lake for all my life, and still found fishing to be the best way to relax and unwind from the pressures of work. It's just you and the fish, trying to figure out what they want, where they are, how fast of a presentation, what color... There are a myriad of choices and situations that make it much like a chess game, but much more enjoyable. With all the holiday traffic on the lake, the fish in the main portions of the lake were driven deep into the channels, making them essentially unfishable. To counter this I had moved to the more remote and secluded bays that still contained channels for the fish to lay in and flats for them to feed on. The particular bay I was working was just such a bay, with an eight to ten foot deep channel that twisted and turned in the old stream bed, flanked by mud flats that varied from four feet deep to as little as eighteen inches with the water at its current height. That too was always a factor, since the lake was a power dam reservoir and its level fluctuated by as much as half a foot a day.
Like I said, I was enjoying motor trolling the twisting channel at precisely two point four miles per hour, several crank baits dragging across the continuous depth changes seeking those elusive walleye Pike. I was quite enjoying the solitude of the bay, sitting on the stern of my boat, running the small outboard, wearing nothing but a pair of workout shorts to combat the unseasonably warm weather. My solitude was interrupted when a fairly large runabout rolled in under the bridge and steamed up the channel toward me, clearly aware of its twists and turns. I watched it worm its way nearly half way up the twisting channel until it settled into the water near what I knew was a sand bar.
I was actually surprised to see a woman and several girls anchor the runabout just off the edge of the channel, and most of them jump over the side of the boat into the four foot deep water.
By the time I had made my run to the end of the half mile long channel and turned to head back they were jumping off the stern of the boat like a diving board and squealing like only teen girls can when they're having fun. My trip down the channel was going to take me easily within thirty yards of so of their boat, since they had anchored in a narrow portion of the channel with only two feet of water on the other side, much too little for me to get my fairly deep draft boat across.
I made my way down, running across the constantly changing depths, while trying to keep my boat from running aground on any of the shallow points. As I approached I realized that they were a bit older than teens, looking like they were closer to twenty or so. They actually looked a bit familiar, and as I approached I realized that I had seen them a few docks down from my parents, where I was staying. There was lots of giggling and squealing as one of them climbed up on the large padded stern platform of the boat and quickly turned around and pulled her bikini bottom down to moon me for several long seconds before she jumped off the side of the boat and out of sight of me.
Needless to say I was a bit surprised, but not at all upset. The young lady had a remarkably good looking ass, and she had pulled the bottom down more than far enough for me to see her pussy. As I motored away I could hear plenty of squealing, but any words were drowned out by the noise of my outboard reflecting back up from the water.
I finished my pass and turned to make another run up the channel, coming back to the location of the runabout about fifteen minutes later. To my surprise this time there were two young ladies standing on the stern, clearly waiting for me to make my return. When I was nearly even with their boat, the two quickly pulled their tops up, flashing me a pair of creamy white tits, wiggling their chests around to make their tit jump and wiggle seductively before they let go of their tops and jumped over the far side of the boat, while the older lady, maybe late thirties or so, sunning in the bow, laughing at the antics of her charges.
It was another fifteen minutes before I was again approaching their boat, this time with all three standing on the stern. I had no idea what was coming that time, but I was prepared to enjoy the show. As I approached the three pulled their tops up to expose their tits and then pulled their bottoms down to their thighs, exposing their bodies to me. The stood shouting at me "show us your dick!" much like horny guys call for girls to show their tits. I had to admit that my dick had grown quite hard, but I was far from prepared for that display. I simply called back "I need more!" to buy myself another pass. Who knows what they would try the next time.
It was a good ten minutes before I was able to make the turn and work back up to where they were. This time the three of them stood on the stern completely naked, shouting for me to "show it all". When one of them turned around and bent over, spreading her legs and showing me her full pussy, how could I refuse? I stood up in the stern and pushed my shorts down, allowing my hard dick to spring out in all its glory toward them. The three on the stern cheered and clapped for me while I sat back down to steer the boat, my shorts still around my knees, my hard dick now sticking up out of my lap. I watched the lady in the bow make a low whistle while she watched me go by. I made my way a bit up the channel and decided to turn early and go back. By the time I had made it to a wide enough stretch to make the turn, I noticed the boat had pulled anchor and started up, apparently having the fun they were looking for. I could see the lady in the bow still stowing the anchor as one of the girls put the throttle down.
The original pilot knew the channel well, and hand threaded the needle as if they had been doing it for years, but the new pilot had no clue that she had the boat pointed toward a very shallow mud bar. If she had kept the throttle down, they might have made it, even if they did churn some mud, the depth of a boat up on plane being far less than a sitting boat.
Unfortunately the older ladies shout of concern caused her to pull the throttle back, the settling boat sinking into not only the water but the mud easily fifty yards from the edge of the channel.
I knew this was trouble, and reeled in my lines to go help what was a thoroughly stranded boat. The only way out was to push and pull it over the mud flat, if they had enough muscle power to do it.
By the time I got my boat to the edge of the flat, anchored and prepared to go help them, they had been pushing and pulling for almost ten minutes and appeared to not have made much progress. They were going to need a tow. My shorts back where they belonged, I dug out my long anchor lines and prepared to make a long tow line. Hopefully I had enough rope or they were going to be stuck until the water came up higher.
I dropped over the side into the three foot deep water and tied one end off to the stern loop used for pulling skiers, and then headed toward them paying out the line as I did.
"Looks like you got a bit stuck," I called as I approached.
"Just a bit," the older lady called as I walked closer. As I approached I got a much better look at her, and found that she was quite attractive in the aqua bikini, her medium sized tits wiggling enticingly in the material and the tiny brief bottom cutting across her hips just high enough to cover her mound and the wet material showing all the outlines of her pussy. I also realized that I had indeed seen her before, out sunning a few docks down from where I was sitting on my folks dock, soaking some minnows the other day. At the time I had admired her body from afar, but she looked much more attractive closer and wet.
"I think the only way is to try to pull it out," I said to her as I payed out line toward her boat.
"I'd appreciate it. One of the girls thought she was being helpful!" she said as she glared back at the girls standing sheepishly near the boat.
"That or they wanted a quick getaway," I said with a laugh.
"That too," she agreed, returning my smile. "They seemed to be having a lot of fun teasing you. I'm not sure they really knew what to do when you obliged them."
"Yeah, well. That probably wasn't the best choice on my part either." I said sheepishly as I tied the line to the bow eye of their boat, snugging it up as best I could.
"I wasn't complaining," she said with a grin.
"No it didn't look like you were," I said somewhat embarrassed, trying not to look at her face.
"Well, that should do it. Let me go try to give you a pull and see what happens." I said as I got ready to wade back to my boat.
"Come on girls. We don't need any more weight in the boat than there already is!" The lady called to her charges as she turned to follow me.
The four of them followed me to my boat and climbed up the boarding ladder after me, leaving me standing in my wet workout shorts, my still hard dick clearly outlined by the clinging material. I don't think any of them missed the fact and weren't staring at my dick, which simply made it grow harder in its wet cocoon.
"Ok. Let's see what happens!" I said to the girls as I started my engine. I had to move between two of the girls that had found seats in the bow, bending over the bow to pull up the anchor. One of the girl's hands found my hard dick encased in my shorts and squeezed it, stroking the wet material up and down while my hands were busy pulling the anchor line up.
I wasn't sure who had done it, both of them looking innocent when I finally got the anchor up and in the boat. I looked to the two of them and quietly said. "No fair copping a feel."
"Feel free," one of them said, looking up at me with a grin.
"Maybe later." I said, shaking my head and heading back to the drivers seat.
I eased the boat around to head down the channel, and gently pulled the rope tight. My 140 horse engine churned the water to a froth, as it slowly began pulling the ladies boat across the mud flat, the route being somewhat difficult since I couldn't pull it straight out. It took several minutes before it finally slid out of the shallows and was floating free near the channel.
"I really don't know how to thank you," the lady said as one of the girls began pulling their boat close to mine with the tow line.
"It's ok. I'm glad I could help." I answered.
"Girls, I think you owe mister..." she said looking at me.
"Mike" I said simply.
"You owe Mike a big thank you for getting us out of there." She said looking at the two still sitting in the bow.
"Thank you Mike," they two said in unison while the third girl pulled their boat parallel to mine.
"You're welcome," I said as I turned to undo the rope that was still tying us together. I bent over the side and got it undone from their bow and then pulled their boat next to mine so they could board.
"There you go," I said as I turned to look back at them. My jaw about fell to the deck as I looked at the three girls all now completely naked. Each one came up in turn and pressed her body to mine and gave me a wet sexy kiss, their bare tits pressed into my chest, before they climbed into their own boats. The third girl slid her hand into my shorts and stroked my dick while she kissed me, nearly making me blow my load right there.
"Wow. That was some thank you." I said as I held a hand out to help the lady into her boat. "But I never got your name."
"Melinda," she said with a smile. "And this is Amanda, my daughter and Jenny and Chris, her friends. That thank you was their idea, by the way."
"Well it was some thank you," I said as she stepped over the side of the boat. She leaned back and pulled me to her, giving me a quick kiss on the lips.
"Thank you from me as well," she said as she pushed away from me, allowing our two boats to separate. She turned and walked over to the driver's seat and started their engine and motored slowly away, the three naked girls still standing where I could see them. I pushed my shorts down and stuck my dick over the side of the boat towards them and stroked it only a few times before my body jerked, jetting a long string of cum several feet from the boat, brining a whistle from Melinda and a cheer from the three girls.
When my body had stopped jerking and squirting, she put the throttle down and headed out under a full head of steam.
I sat down and spent several minutes catching my breath and getting myself back organized. I decided fishing was done for now and stowed my gear and headed back to the dock. As I motored in I saw their boat tied to the dock several down from mine, but didn't see either Amanda or the girls, either then or the rest of the afternoon.
********
The next morning dawned bright and warm. By ten o-clock I was back in my bay trolling along the channel, trying to catch the fish I was too busy the day before to really pay attention to. I had made several passes and had a few good hits, but no keepers when I saw Melinda's boat come steaming in under the bridge. I watched as she rolled the boat to and fro, following the winding channel until she reached the sand bar and floated to a stop, dropping the anchor. I pulled in my lines and turned the boat back down the channel to where she was floating. As I approached I saw that she was wearing a halter style sun dress which made her look quite sexy.
"Hey Mike, got a few minutes?" she called as I approached.
I steered my boat next to hers and shut down my small engine, letting my boat float the last few feet to hers. I grabbed the side of her boat and the two of us quickly tied lines to hold them together.
"Hey Melinda, I didn't expect to see you out here." I said, standing in my boat and admiring how she looked.
"Actually, I was watching for you to go out. I hoped you'd come back over here." She said as she stepped across into my boat.
"Oh why's that?"
"Well, for starters, I really didn't get a chance to thank you for helping yesterday, although I think the girls certainly did." She said with a giggle.
"That they did," I agreed.
"And the second thing was... well to be honest. Would you mind if I kissed you again?" she asked somewhat timidly.
"I'd like that," I said holding a hand out to her. She moved toward me and pressed her body to mine while I wrapped an arm around her waist. Her body felt good against mine, soft and firm at the same time. Her hot breath mixed with mine while she brought her soft lips to mine, gently and wetly kissing me. We stood for some minutes, out tongues gently pressing into each other's mouths, as the passion built between us. "wow," was all I could say when she broke the kiss and stepped back.
"I have to agree. I really liked how you looked yesterday, and well... the girls said it wasn't fair that you didn't get to see me naked, so here goes." She said as she reached behind her neck and untied the knot that held the top of her dress up. She pulled the material from around her neck and then let it fall, taking the dress all the way to her ankles. She stood completely naked, her creamy white tits standing proudly, outlined in pink where the sun had started a bit of a burn in her bikini. I took in her whole body, noticing that her mound was shaved bare, as had the other girls been the day before. Her legs were trim and firm, and overall she looked quite sexy.
"Well, what do you think," She asked?
"I think you're gorgeous, and I'm way overdressed," I answered.
"That I can fix, if you'll let me," she said as she stepped toward me and knelt down in front of me. I was wearing only my shorts again today and as she pulled them slowly down, she exposed my already hard dick. "Very nice." She said as she pulled my shorts to my ankles, my hard dick pointing straight at her face. She gently grasped my rigid pole in her hand and engulfed my purple head with her hot mouth.
"Ohhhhh god," I groaned as she began to slowly stroke her mouth and hand up and down my shaft, her saliva quickly slickening the whole shaft.
"You like," she asked as she pulled her mouth momentarily from my dick?
"Oh yes!"
"Good," she said as she went back to work her other hand now cupping my balls and gently rolling and rubbing them.
"You're defiantly going to make me cum if you keep that up," I groaned. In response she sucked even harder, working my dick deeper and deeper into her mouth. "Ohhhh god. Here it comes!" I groaned just before my dick erupted inside her mouth.
She gagged and pulled her mouth from my dick, my next few spurts of cum squirting on her face and tits while she continued to stroke my dick and massage my balls to maximize my pleasure. Once my dick had reduced to little more than a drool, she stood up and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her mouth to mine and her cum covered tits against my chest. I tasted my own cum in her mouth as she kissed me hungrily, her tongue pressing into mine urgently.
I gently broke our embrace and pushed her back against the engine housing and onto the pad on top. I knelt down and lifted her legs as she leaned back to rest on her elbows, her pussy now open and accessible. I gently licked up her wet slit, tasting her tangy sweet juices as I searched with the tip of my tongue for her clit.
"OH yes," she moaned as my tongue found her hard nub and stroked across it. I licked time and again, up her wet slit, her pussy growing even wetter by the second as I stroked up and across her clit. "I think I should warn you... I'm a squirter!" she moaned as I slipped a finger into her pussy.
"Ok." I said as I went back to work on her clit, my finger stroking her g-spot on the top of her tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh I'm cuming!" she squeaked as her body jerked, a squirt of her cum splashing on my chest. Her body jerked time and again until she pushed my head from her pussy, no longer able to take the attention my tongue was giving her clit. "Oh my god that was good." She panted. "Please tell me that cock is hard. I really want you to fuck me right now!" she pleaded.
I stood up and rubbed my hard dick against her slick pussy before pushing the head down to engage into her wet tunnel. She was very tight as I pressed my hard rod into her, slowly working deeper to allow her to expand around me.
"Ohhhhhhh god yes!" she groaned as my pelvis pressed against her wet lips. "Fuck me! Pound that hard fat cock into my pussy! Oh god yes!" she moaned as I stroked faster, my balls slapping her ass as each impact made her tits wiggle and jiggle. I moved her legs up to my shoulders and reached around her legs to squeeze and massage her tits, squeezing her hard nipples between my fingers as I squeezed her large globes of creamy flesh. "Oh fuck yes!" she groaned, "that feels sooo good!"
"Oh god you feel so tight," I grunted as I pounded into her.
"That's it! Fuck me hard. Drive your fat dick into my tight little pussy!" she moaned. I continued to pump in and out of her, my dick growing fatter as another orgasm began approaching. "OH god! I'm cuming again!" she cried as her pussy gushed juices out with each stroke of my dick and jerk of her body. My dick was literally dripping with her juices as my orgasm hit it's peak and my body jerked, spurting a huge shot of hot cum into her pussy.
"OH YES!" she squealed in delight and pleasure as my body emptied shot after shot of cum into her, finally slowing to a gentle twitch while I stood panting. She moved her legs from my shoulders and wrapped them around my waist, pulling me tight against her while she ground her pussy against me, gently humping her hips in time with her breathing. "Oh god that was fantastic," she panted.
"I agree." I said between breaths, my chest heaving to gather needed oxygen.
"I think we need a bath now though," She said with a giggle. "We're both covered with each other's cum."



"Well, there's a whole lake," I said as she unwrapped her legs from around me and pulled herself up to as much of a sitting position as she could with my shrinking dick still in her.
"Hmmm skinny dipping? I don't know if I could do that, I mean you might see me naked." She said with a giggle.
"Like I haven't already," I replied?
"Uh huh." She said dropping her legs and pushing me back. "Last one in is a rotten egg!"
She stood up on the engine cover and launched herself over the stern of the boat, landing in the water with a big splash.
"Looks like I never had a chance," I said as I climbed up to jump in after her.
"Not a one," she called as I launched myself.
We swam and played for some time, periodically stopping to hold each other and kiss passionately. "You know if you keep this up, you're going to get me all turned on again and have to fuck me again." She said after we kissed some more.
"And I'm going to complain about that?"
"You might not. But my daughter might. She wanted me to come fuck you and then bring you home so she could finish thanking you herself."
"Oh? I take it that it was her hand in my pants yesterday?"
"Uh huh. She really wanted to just lay down and let you take her right there. I think it was her idea to flash you too."
"I see. So why didn't she just ask me to screw her then?"
"I guess she was afraid her friends would think she was too easy or something. They went home this morning, so it's just the two of us."
"I see. And I'm the prize? What am I missing here?"
She pulled me close and held me so I was eye to eye with her. "You're the first man I've had sex with since my husband left us almost ten years ago. And I have to say, that it has been one hell of a time. My daughter has been trying to set me up for a long time, but it just never felt right. I'm not so sure I really want to share you with my daughter after having a taste of you."
"I take it she likes older men?"
"mmmmhmmm. She says younger guys don't know how to take care of a woman and older men make better lovers."
"And what do you say?"
"I say that this older man certainly makes a good lover."
"Thank you."
"No, thank you. I have very much enjoyed what we shared today. I wish it could go on, but I'm afraid I have to go home later today."
"I'm sorry too. Where's home?"
"Long way from here." She said with a frown. "A lot longer than you want to travel, that is if you even wanted to see me again."
"So just exactly where is a long where from here?"
"Missouri," she said quietly.
"I'm pretty familiar with the state, where in Missouri?"
"A little place called Saint James. Probably never heard of it."
"And if I did, then what?"
"Well, I'd certainly like to see you again. I'd at least like to get to know you a lot better. I'm sure my daughter wouldn't object to that either."
"This could get complicated," I said quietly.
"Oh... I'm sorry. You weren't wearing a ring so I figured you were single." She said pushing away from me and starting back toward the boat.
"I am single," I said as I grabbed her arm and pulled her back to me, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her bare body against mine, my already hardening dick pressing against her shaved mound. "What will be complicated is trying to deal with two beautiful women that both want my body, although probably for different reasons."
"I don't understand," she said quizzically?
"It's simple... Saint James is like... ten miles from where I live," I said with a grin. "And I would be more than happy to get to know you better too."
She looked at me a long time, trying to decide if I was serious or joking. Finally she broke into a smile and hugged me tight, pressing her tits into my chest. "I guess this means that I can fuck you silly out here and still let my Amanda thank you herself."
"I think that will work just fine. I was planning on staying another day, but I don't see any reason I can't head home today."
"I don't suppose we could take turns riding with you and talking. I mean I have a lot to learn about you."
"And I you," I said as she pulled her head back and allowed me to kiss her, this time the embrace much more gentle and less urgent.
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It had been nearly two weeks since our camping trip and I was starting to feel like my side action with Linda and Emily would go unnoticed. Somehow things never quite seem to go like you plan, and this appeared to be no exception. My wife had used my suburban to go buy groceries, a relatively normal occurrence. The surprise came when I walked in the door from work and my wife stood up to greet me.
"So did you have a good day?" she asked me.
"Actually, I think it went pretty well," I replied.
"Good. Maybe you can explain this then?" she asked, holding out her hand with a very tiny red swim suit hanging on her finger. It took me several seconds to recognize the tiny bit of material as the Speedo that Linda and Emily bought for me on the camping trip.
"Oh lord." I groaned, feeling like I was about to be nailed to a wall.
"Oh, so you do know it? Can you explain why there is a receipt in the bag with Linda's credit card on it?" She challenged with a very angry expression.
"Um... Remember when I took Linda to buy a new suit? She saw that and insisted that I buy it, and when I wouldn't, she bought it for me. She thought I'd look good in it." I said sweating out how this was going to go.
"OH? And have you tried it on to see how it's going to look?" She asked, her expression not softening much.
"No. Actually, I kind of forgot about it."
"Well, since she spent so much on it, maybe we should actually try it on and see how it looks then?" she asked, tossing the material at me.
"Now?"
"Yep. Right now!" She answered, walking over to sit on the sofa. "I'll wait while you put it on."
"Ok. If that's what you want," I answered as I walked off toward the bedroom. It only took me a few moments to change into the small suit and walk back out to see her, now wearing nothing but the tiny red bottoms.
"Wow... You do look pretty sexy in that." My wife said as she admired how I looked.
"I really couldn't wear it in public. It'd never cover me if I got a hardon." I said turning to go back and change.
"Hold on... Come back over here!" She said. "I'd kind of like to see that."
"What, you want to see my dick sticking out of it?"
"Sure, why not? I mean that might look kind of hot," She said, her anger evaporating while she looked at me.
"Oh so I'm just supposed to stand here and get a hardon for no reason?"
"Nope, you're just supposed to stand there and watch me and get a hardon," she said as she sat forward and pulled her t-shirt off, tossing it on the floor. She pulled her sports bra off, tossing it so it bounced off me, allowing her full tits to swing free. "Well, is that starting something?" She asked with a smile. Watching my dick slowly start to harden in my tiny suit, she undid her shorts and pushed them off with her underwear, wigging her butt on the sofa to work the material off, her tits swinging and wiggling as she did.
"I like that." I said as I gently stroked the slick material of the suit covering my hardening dick.
"No touching!" she said as she lifted her feet, still wearing her running shoes, and set them on the sofa so her legs were spread wide. "I want to see what it does."
"Ok," I answered as I watched her fingers move to her pussy and begin stroking her lips. This was far from what I would call 'normal' for her, but who was I to complain. Usually she wouldn't even come out of the bedroom naked, let alone undress and play with herself in the family room. It of course went a long way to increase how quickly my shaft was hardening, which was now sticking sideways in the suit, threatening to push right out the top waistband.
"Hmmmm Almost showing." She said as she stroked her fingers up and down her slit, which was growing wetter by the second.
"Oh god." I breathed quietly as I watched her push a finger into her pussy.
"I can see you really like this," she said huskily as my dick forced its way out of the confining material. You're dick really does look pretty hot sticking out like that."
"You like?" I asked her with my head and about three inches of dick now sticking out of the waistband.
"Oh yes. Come over here now." She said, pulling her fingers from her pussy and holding her hands out toward me.
I stepped over to her and she pulled the suit down until my dick was sticking out but my balls were still contained in the slippery material. She put her legs down and held her hands out for me to help her up, which I did. She turned around and bending over, pushed her ass against my rigid dick and her pussy against the material. "Ohhh that feels nice." She groaned as she wiggled her clit on the material. "Now put it in me."
I didn't have to be asked twice. I pressed my dick down as I moved back a few inches and engaged my head into her soaking wet tunnel.
"That's it," she said as she pushed back against me, rubbing her clit against the waistband of the material! "OH yes. Fuck me now!" she grunted as she ground against me.
Using her hips as leverage, I started sliding in and out of her wet tunnel, the material of the suit covering my balls pressing into her clit with each stroke. She arched her back down to push more of her pussy against the material, changing the angle of my dick inside her. "Oh fuck yes!" I groaned as my body quickly approached the impending climax.
"That's it! Almost there!" she squeaked as her tits swung around with each impact. "YES!" she groaned loudly as her body trembled and shuddered.
I felt her pussy contract around my dick, my own climax coming only two strokes later. My body jerked and twitched with each surge of cum that I gushed into her clenching pussy. "OH god." I grunted as my body jerked time and again, emptying a huge load of my juices into her.
When I had control of my body I turned us around and pulled her down with me to a sitting position on the sofa, managing to keep my dick stuffed into her pussy. I wrapped my arms around her and played with her tits and hard nipples while we both tried to catch our breaths.
"Too bad Linda won't get to see just how good I did look in this suit," I said with a laugh.
"Oh you are bad. I suppose you'd like to show off all you're wares to her, wouldn't you?" My wife said with a laugh.
"I didn't say that, I just said that it's too bad she won't get to see how I look in what she bought," I explained while my wife stroked my balls through the slick material now getting wet with our combined juices leaking from her pussy.
"Yep. It's a shame. You looked pretty hot with your dick sticking out the top like that. If she saw that she probably couldn't keep her hands off you."
"Well, maybe you understand how I feel when you're wearing sexy stuff then," I told her.
"Maybe," she said. "But for now we better put some clothes on. You never know who might walk in." she said as she stood up, unleashing a flood of our cum from her pussy. "You better let me wash those now too, they're soaked."
"If you want," I said, standing up and pushing the suit off and handing it too her. "Too bad you want to get dressed, I like seeing you running around the house naked."
"You're so bad," She said responded with a gentle slap on my naked ass!
"Uh huh," I answered as I turned and wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me, squeezing her tits to my chest. "But that doesn't change the fact that I love looking at your naked body!"
She leaned her face to mine and gave me a gentle but quick kiss on the lips. "I'm glad you like looking at my body after all these years."
"Never stopped loving it," I said as I kissed her back. "I'm just glad I can still turn you on."
"Well, that tiny little suit may have had something to do with it," She said with a grin. "Now go get some clothes on and help me put the rest of these groceries away."
"Yes maam," I said with a grin as I squeezed one of her nipples gently before turning to go find my clothes.
*******
It was a few days later I got home from work and Nancy informed me we were going out to Linda's for dinner. I asked what was planned and she said swimming and bar-b-que down at the swimming hole and that she had everything packed. I changed into a pair of shorts and t-shirt and was ready to go.
We arrived at the swimming hole and Linda was already there with a charcoal grill going. To my surprise she was wearing the brown two piece suit that we got new bottoms for, instead of her more usual one piece suit.
"Hey Mike. Glad you could come!" Linda said cheerfully from the lounge chair she was sitting on next to the water.
"Hey Linda. How you doing today?" I called back.
"Pretty good. Why don't you get changed? There's plenty of time for a swim before we put the food on!" She called to us.
"Good idea," My wife responded! "Come on. I've got the bag." She said as she headed up one of the trails into the wood line. It was pretty common practice to change in the woods, since the only sandy spot on the lake, and the only really good swimming hole, was a long ways from the house. Today appeared to be no exception, and it was a normal outing, until I was standing there naked next to my wife, digging in the swim bag for my suit.
"Where's my suit," I asked her?
"It's in there," she said with a grin.
"Where?"
"Right there," she said pointing to the small red suit.
"You really want me to wear this," I asked incredulously, my dick already half hard just from standing around the woods naked with my wife for a few minutes.
"Unless you plan on going naked," she answered with a grin!
"Ok," I said as I stood up and pulled the tight material up my legs and stuffed my semi-hard dick into it.
"Ohhhh looks hot," she said, crouching down naked and reaching over to stroke my hardening dick through the material. "I figured since she bought it she might as well see what it looks like."
"She may get to see a lot more than that if you keep that up," I answered as I tried to will my dick to go down.
"If she does she does," Nancy said with a shrug. This was far from her normal behavior, especially with regard to me being seen by other women, but the hormone overload from her attention to my shaft was quickly dulling my senses in that direction.
"Ok. It's up to you," I said as I stuffed our clothes into the bag and pulled out our water shoes. The lake may have a sandy beach, but the land around it was rocky and not suitable for bare feet. I pulled out her swim suit but she took it from me and stuffed it back in the bag without putting it in.
"I don't think I'll need that," she said with a grin as she wrapped a towel around herself and stepped away, heading back to the lake with the bag in her hand.
I followed my naked wife down out of the woods to the lake, I could see Linda's eyes staring at both of us, but mostly the purple head of my dick that was already peaking over the waistband. I almost missed the fact that Linda was now sitting covered up with a large beach towel.
"So... what do you think of it," Nancy asked Linda as she took my hand and pulled me over so I was standing at the foot of the lounge chair facing Linda.
"Wow... I have to say that does look pretty hot," Linda said with a soft whistle.
"It does seem a bit small though, doesn't it," Nancy asked her, stepping behind me and wrapping her arms around me, one hand going to one of my nipples and the other stroking my dick with her fingertips, making it stick ever more prominently over the top.
"Maybe a little, but then I'm not complaining about the view," Linda replied, clearly looking at the head of my dick while my wife continued to gently stroke the material that still covered part of me.
"Well, you bought it, I thought you should have a chance to see how it looked," Nancy said as she moved her arms from around me. The next thing I saw was the towel she had wrapped around herself flying off toward the picnic table. She took my hand and pulled me down to the water and stepped in, pulling me along while I looked at Linda, pulling her towel off and getting up from the chair, completely naked. "Might as well look. I figure fair is fair after all." She said to me before Linda caught up to us. "So what do you think of it," My wife asked Linda?
"Like I said pretty hot," she responded as she stepped close to us and reached out and gently stroked a finger up the material and across the exposed part of my dick.
"So, if no one was going to stop you, what would you do with someone in a suit like this," Nancy asked Linda as she stroked her finger up along my hard dick again.
"Well, if it wasn't your husband, I'd probably try to either get the suit the rest of the way off or try to have sex with him. I mean it's pretty hard to ignore that dick sticking out like that." Linda said as she stroked one finger back and forth across my engorged head. "What would you do?"
"Well, if he wasn't my husband I would certainly try to stroke it or see more of it. That is if he would let me." Nancy answered. "So would you?" she asked, looking directly at my face while her hand joined Linda's stroking my cock through the tiny suit.
"Since this is all just hypothetical, how could I resist two beautiful naked women wanting to touch me?" I answered, wondering what was exactly going on.
"So let's just pretend this once that you're not," Nancy said quietly.
"HUH? Not what" I asked, my eyes the size of saucers?
"My husband. You always wanted to do some role playing, so why not? She paid for it, she must have wanted to see you in it. Might as well let her have some fun with it to."
"You want me to have sex with Linda?"
"Nope... I want you to have sex with both of us," Nancy said seriously. "I know the fantasy of every man is to have two women at once. Don't think I didn't see Linda teasing you and grabbing your dick while we were camping, and don't think I didn't notice you enjoying the attention. So here's your chance. Let's just pretend we're all back in college and still single. You can do whatever you want to both of us, but... you have to please both of us. If I walk away feeling left out or shorted you won't be a happy camper."
"I think I can accept that," I answered, putting an arm around them both and pulling them against me. "Any other requirements?"
"Just one," Linda said quietly. "You have to leave the suit on until I take it off of you."
"Ok," I answered, stroking my hand up and down both of their backs and across their round asses. My wife pulled my face to hers and kissed me sensuously while I allowed my hand to roam around Linda's body. I felt like asking my wife what had gotten into her, but that thought lasted less than a fraction of a second. For years I had tried to get her to have sex with me at the lake, or to skinny-dip, and here I was getting half a dozen fantasies at the same time.
I lost touch with Linda moments before I felt a mouth close around the head of my dick as the material was pulled down enough to free my cock but not my balls. I moved my now free hand to Nancy's body and stroked her tits before letting my hand trail down her bent over body to her crotch and gently stroke her pussy lips from behind, while Linda worked her mouth up and down my shaft.
"I think we should go out to the swim platform," I said, breaking the kiss.
"Good idea. I want to feel you eat me out while I watch Linda ride on your fat cock." My wife said quietly.
I reached down and pulled Linda up, and guided both of them to deeper water where we had to swim to the floating platform. I followed both of them up the ladder, admiring how Linda's pussy looked, this time not having to pretend not to see.
Once on the platform I lay down and guided my wife until she was crouching over my face. I licked and sucked her wet pussy lips while I reached up with my hands and found her big tits, squeezing and rolling her nipples as I played with her body. "Ohhhhh" I groaned into her pussy as I felt Linda's wet tunnel sink down over my shaft. I had absolutely no idea how long I was going to be able to hold off as Linda began sliding up and down slowly.
"That's it... right there!" My wife cooed as I worked my tongue across her clit. "So nice."
I licked and sucked her hard nub while I played with her tits, finally bringing her to a shuddering climax that flooded my mouth with her sweet juices.
"Ohhhh that was nice." Nancy said as she moved off my face and lay down next to me. I could now see Linda's face as she rode my rod, her head tilted back and her face pointing to the sky while her chest heaved and her somewhat smaller tits bounced enticingly in time with her strokes.
I reached up and cupped both her tits in my hands, allowing her nipples to stick out between my fingers so I could squeeze them while I squeezed her tits. Her orgasm came over her almost suddenly, her body shuddering and shaking while she made a single long low groan. I continued to gently squeeze both her soft mounds while her body shook and trembled, her pussy clenching and spasming around my hard dick. After what seemed like several minutes, she leaned forward and looked down at me. "Ok. Fill me up now." She practically pleaded.
She lifted herself up on her knees to allow me to stroke up into her and I began humping my hips up, driving my dick in and out of her pussy. My wife moved over and began to kiss and suck one of my nipples, making me groan and pump up even harder.
My climax came with a jerk, slapping my hips up into Linda so hard it lifted her off the deck, my cock squirting cum deep into her pussy. She cried out once in pleasure and then let her weight settle on me, my body jerking and my dick pumping cum deep into her pussy as her body shuddered with a second small orgasm.
"Very nice." My wife said quietly as she lay her head on my chest. "Now you have to get hard again so you can do that to me."
"It may take a few minutes," I said quietly, "But I can promise you I'll be more than happy to fuck you silly more than once this evening."
"Good. Maybe we should go cook some food while he rests?" My wife asked Linda.
"As long as you two stay naked," I said from under Linda.
"That can be arranged," Linda said with a smile. "I'll stay naked as long as you keep trying to put that dick in me."
My wife laughed a she got up and climbed down the ladder into the water. Linda climbed off of me and pulled the suit down my legs, making me as naked as they were.
"There, that seems a bit more fair," she said with a grin. My wife was quite a ways from the platform when Linda knelt down over me again and whispered to me. "When she asked if I wanted to see you in the suit I had no idea what she was thinking. When she told me she saw me grabbing your dick I was worried. I haven't told her that we screwed, or that Em was part of it either."
"Ok. I'll leave that for you to decide if and when."
"Ok." She said as she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips.
"Come on you two. Don't make me swim back out there and get you." My wife called as she waded naked back toward the shore.
Linda climbed off of me and dove into the water, leaving me alone on the platform. I took the easy way and climbed down the ladder and did a breast stroke until I could walk. I waded up the shore and climbed out, water streaming from my body.
"That looks sexy," my wife said, walking over with a towel. Instead of drying me off she wrapped it around my neck, and pulled my face to hers to kiss me again. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her soft tits against my chest and returned her enthusiastic kiss.
"Make sure you're fair to both of us now." She said with a giggle when she let go of the towel.
"Yes maam," I responded quietly as I stepped over to where Linda was setting hamburgers on the grill. I wrapped my arms around her and played with her tits, gently squeezing and stroking them while she worked.



"Ohhh He is soooo good at that," Linda called over her shoulder to my wife while she rubbed her ass against my softened dick, making slowly come to life.
"Don't forget about me," Nancy called from where she was working at making a salad at the table.
"Oh, I won't, I promise," I called back as I continued to play with Linda's tits, her ass coaxing hardness back into my dick. I stayed behind Linda until I was reasonably hard, and then kissed her neck. "Gotta go fill another hot pussy," I whispered.
"Well, just so long as you save some of that sweet tongue for me," She said, reaching behind her and squeezing my ass with her hand.
I squeezed her tits one last time and then stepped away, my now hard dick sticking out at my wife and wagging as I walked toward her. "Now I understand you have a position you need filled?"
"I certainly do," she replied with a grin.
I stepped behind her and stepped over the bench seat and slid beneath where she was standing. I coaxed her down, aiming my dick at her wet pussy. She slid slowly down my shaft, groaning slightly while I filled her with my hardness. "Oh yes. That does feel good."
"I'm glad you approve!"
"Oh that I do," she said as she wiggled her ass around on my lap while she went back to slicing up a tomato. "Never made a salad this way, but I think I could get used to it.
"Does that mean the next time I sneak up on you in the kitchen, I can just slide your pants down and fill you full of my hard dick?"
"You might consider it."
"I'll remember that," I whispered as I slipped my arms around her and gently stroked her nipples with the tips of my fingers.
"You can consider doing that too."
"I would if you wouldn't wear a bra so much. All you have to do to get this kind of attention anyplace is to wear appropriate clothing, or lack of it."
"Maybe I'll have to try a bit more of that too," she cooed while Linda scooped the burgers off the grill.
"Meat's ready," She called as she walked over to the table.
"That's for sure," Nancy said with a grin. "I think the burger may need to wait till I'm done with the sausage."
"I'll wait," Linda said with a grin.
"Ok then," Nancy said as she stood up off my dick. She stepped aside and climbed out of the seat space and walked to the end of the table. She leaned against the table facing it and stepped back so her ass was sticking out. "Well what are you waiting for?"
"Not a thing," I answered as I got up and walked around her. I slid my dick back into the hole I had been filling and started stroking slowly in and out of her wet tunnel.
"OH fuck yes," She groaned.
I reached around and held her tits, squeezing them gently and tweaking and twisting her nipples. To my surprise, Linda got up and stepped over to us, reaching under Nancy and gently stroking her clit in time with my strokes.
"OH god," My wife squeaked as the triple sensations triggered a massive orgasm, her whole body shaking and shuddering for well over a minute. I continued to pound into her, my own climax approaching.
My body stiffened and jerked as my dick spouted a gush of cum into her still sensitive pussy.
"OH!" she cried again as my squirting cum and Linda's still stroking fingers pushed another small peak from her continuing orgasm.
"Oh my god," My wife panted as my gushing dick stopped pumping juice into her. "What was that?"
"Just a little help," Linda said as she sat down on the bench. "I just couldn't resist joining in."
"You done that before," my wife asked her?
"Uh huh. Em and I have a few times. Gotta do something when you don't have any men around," she said quietly, trying to make an attempt at humor.
"What else have you done with her?"
"Oh a few things," she said quietly, suddenly feeling embarrassed.
"Does it bother you to do that to another woman?"
"It did at first, but I got used to it pretty quick."
I stood there, my dick softening inside my wife, listening and picturing Linda and Emily eating each other out. The mental picture started my dick back toward hardening.
"Oh oh. Feels like someone is getting turned back on thinking about that," my wife said, looking over her shoulder at me. She stood upright, forcing my dick from her pussy, and turned around to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck. She gently kissed my lips and looked at me silently for a long time. "That turned you on, didn't it?"
"Yes," I answered truthfully.
"Well, we'll have to see about that another time. This has been a lot for one day. Ok?" she whispered.
"I'm not pushing you. What you did today was so much more than I could ever have imagined," I said quietly kissing her on the cheek before giving her a hug. "Now, why don't we eat some of this food before Linda thinks we don't like her cooking."
"Good idea." She said quietly, pulling away from me. I sat next to her and the three of us ate in relative silence. After dinner the three of us cleaned up, still naked and then retreated into the water to cool off. We used foam noodles to float on, the three of us floating together as the conversation slowly returned.
"So Linda, just how much did you get to see of him at the lake?"
"Oh, pretty much everything."
"I saw you grabbing his dick in the camp site, is there anything else you did I should know about?"
I was a bit worried now. So far things had gone pretty well, but this could ruin the whole thing.
"Well, I guess I have to answer, don't I?"
"Yes." My wife said simply, holding one of my hands while she floated in the growing darkness.
"Well, if you want to know if I had sex with him at the lake, I think you already know the answer."
"Uh huh. I was pretty sure you did. I suppose Emily did too?"
"A little," Linda answered honestly.
"And you weren't going to tell me, were you," She asked me, squeezing my hand.
"I didn't plan it and I was afraid of what it would do, not only to us, but to you and Linda. It wasn't going to happen again, so I figured it was best to leave it lie."
"Pretty smart, only thing is you didn't expect me to see did you?"
"Nope."
"Well I did. And at first I was furious. But then you came and made love to me with all the passion that you always did, and I was confused. I knew you loved me but I was afraid that maybe I wasn't doing what you needed. The more I thought about it the more I thought that if I wanted to keep you I was going to have to do something. This was that something."
"Well, it was certainly something, but you didn't have to, you weren't going to lose me."
"I wasn't so sure," She said looking over at me. "but I'm glad to know you felt like I wasn't. Just the same, we always joked that Linda was your second wife, I was just afraid that maybe it was becoming more than a joke."
"Nope. I still love you, and you're still my wife. Nothing I did with Linda changes that or would change that."
"I have to admit, this was kinda fun." Nancy said, looking back up at the sky.
"It was wasn't it," I agreed with a chuckle. "I hope I didn't leave either of you feeling left out."
"I know I enjoyed it too. I'd really like to do it again some time," Linda said quietly from where she was floating on the other side of me, her leg hooked over mine.
"You would huh?" I asked, pushing the noodle out from under my legs and standing in the chest deep water.
I turned to face Linda and pulled her around so her legs were facing me. "Seems to me I promised you something yet tonight."
"Oh yes, you did, didn't you?"
I pulled her toward me, and lifted her legs over my shoulders, drawing her closer to me where she floated. I pulled her ass up out of the water and her pussy to my mouth. I licked gently up her lips, spreading them with my tongue. I felt her hard clit slip under my tongue as I continued up her slit.
"Ohhhhh god yes," She cooed!
I stroked my tongue up her lips time and again, driving her farther and farther up the slope of her orgasm. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and looked over to see my wife, wading over to Linda, her tits just barely touching the water. I watched over Linda's body as Nancy leaned down and tentatively touched her lips to Linda's hard nipple. She gently sucked her nipple into her mouth, squeezing it between her lips. I couldn't see everything she was doing, but as I licked Linda's wet pussy, I could see Linda wrap an arm around Nancy's head and pull her face down toward the nipple she was sucking on.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" Linda cried out into the growing darkness as her body shook in orgasm. I felt her pussy gush her cum into my mouth and down my face while her body jerked and twitched, nearly losing the noodle that was floating the upper half of her body. I continued to lick and flick her clit until she reached down and pushed on my head, no longer able to handle the attention I was giving her now over sensitive clit. "Oh god that was intense!" she panted as I lowered her legs off my shoulders. I started to lower her body down into the water, and she wrapped her legs around me, allowing herself to slide down my body until she could feel my hard dick pressing against her ass. "Put it in me... Please put it in me!"
I felt my wife reach down and grasp my hard dick and gently rub it around Linda's wet pussy under the water. I pushed up when I felt my head engage into her opening. The water had washed away much of the lubrication, but it still only took a few strokes to drive my rigid dick up into her as I used my hands to hold her legs apart underwater.
"That's it.. Fuck her! Fill her pussy with your hot cum!" My wife whispered as she leaned down and started to suck on one of my nipples. I pounded up into Linda, making waves in the water that slowly crossed the lake and lapped against the shore.
"Oh god!" I grunted as I started unloading what I had left inside me, my body jerking and twitching uncontrollably.
"That's it..." My wife cooed as she gently kissed my neck and cheek. I turned my head and we embraced wetly while my dick deflated inside Linda, who was still panting to catch her own breath after yet another climax.
I let go of Linda's legs, my dick slipping from her pussy while I turned to hug my wife.
"I hope you enjoyed it." She cooed as we hugged.
"Very much."
"Good. I think I'm ready for bed now." She whispered. Then she reached over and pulled Linda toward us. "How about you?"
"The three of us? I'd like that." Linda responded with a smile.
"Me too." I said as my wife led the two of us out of the water.
"There are a few things I'd like to try before I chicken out." My wife said as we walked out of the lake toward where we parked the cars.
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It wasn't my first choice to say the least. As much as I love the outdoors, I would have much preferred a nice cruise or a week on a secluded beach with my new wife as a honeymoon. She was as much of an outdoorswoman as I was, so I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised when she suggested a few days backpacking in the mountains as our first getaway as a married couple.
I try hard to stay in shape, but at forty it takes constant work. Lisa, my new wife, has ten year advantage in that respect, and to be honest she looks every bit of twenty-five. Of course she says I still look thirty, so I guess I can't complain too much.
It was only two days since our wedding and we were parked at some little trail head parking lot in Tennessee called Elkmont. Lisa was busy going through her check list, making sure each of our required items was packed and ready, which was taking a bit more time than I would have expected. Another car drove in and a young couple, looking to be in their late twenties, got out and started gearing up for the trail.
"Hi! You headed up Little river or Cumberland gap trail?" the guy asked me.
"Little River trail, you," I replied?
"Same here. Looks like we'll be trail mates for a while if you don't mind." He replied, walking over with his hand out to shake. "I'm Sam, and this is my wife Angie," He said, indicating a well built brunette following behind him wearing a gray crop top t-shirt and a mini-skirt made of similar material.
"Hi," I said taking his hand. "Mike and this is my wife Lisa." I said motioning to my wife, who was now folding her paper list to stuff it in the car.
"Good to meet you. Done this trail before?" He asked.
"Nope first time," Lisa answered him. "You?"
"We've done this one a number of times." He said with a smile, his wife now standing next to him.
"We heard it's a nice one," Lisa said to the couple.
"It is. We'll head off onto Goshen prong, it gets really pretty over there." Angie said with a smile. "Much quieter and more secluded than a lot of them are. No horses allowed or anything like that."
"Sounds good," my wife answered as she started shouldering her pack. We locked the car and finished strapping our packs on before we followed Angie and Sam off into the wooded trail.
The trail was quite beautiful, following a three foot wide stream, overhung with lots of trees, giving us nice shade. We had to cross the stream several times along the trail as it wound around the mountain valley, giving us lots of time to talk to our new found friends. They had been married for several years and had tried to come at least once a year to hike different trails.
Lisa had insisted that we travel "free" as she put it, with her not wearing a bra, knowing I loved watching her thirty eight C cup tits wiggle around, and demanding that I follow suit and wear nothing under my ventilated athletic shorts. When we started this morning that sounded like a great idea, thinking I was going to get a chance to play around a bit on the trail, but that idea got washed out when we picked up our hiking mates at the trail head. My more immediate problem seemed to be that without underwear, between watching my wife's tits wiggle around and watching Angie's obviously unbridled tits wiggle around under the crop top that was barely long enough to cover them, I was pretty much sporting a hard-on the whole time.
I really didn't want Sam to think I was checking out his wife or anything, but every time she turned around to talk to me, I could easily see the bottoms of her tits peaking from under the material that was pulled tight across them by the pack straps. Lisa noticed this as well, and punched me in the arm gently to let me know she knew I was looking.
"I bet you'd love to see me that way too, huh," she whispered?
"For me yes, to share you? I'm not so sure of that." I answered quietly.
"Well, you know you're giving her a pretty good show yourself." Lisa said with a giggle.
"Huh, How?"
"Look down stud." Lisa said with a smile.
I looked down and saw exactly what she meant. My shorts had ridden up my leg, the material being pulled on by my hardened shaft, and my purple head was clearly visible sticking out the leg of my shorts. "Oh shit." I whispered as I quickly pulled my shorts leg back down.
"Too bad. I was enjoying that." Angie said when she turned around again. "If it got much more sticking out I was going to pull my shirt up to see just how big it would get." She said with a grin.
"And your husband wouldn't mind that?" I said with concern.
"Oh, no problem, she loves to show off," Sam said over his shoulder.
"Yeah, I do," She said, turning around to face me and pulling her shirt up over her tits, exposing a pair of perfectly shaped tits with large puffy nipples that seemed to harden and extend even farther as she stroked her fingers across them several times. "Do you like them?"
"Um... Yeah. They look very nice." I replied, not at all sure what kind of trouble this was going to cause with my new wife.
"I don't think they're as big as your wife's but I think they're about the right size. I love to have them sucked on too." Angie said, turning back around once again to make sure I could see that her shirt was still exposing them.
"That is a nice pair." Lisa said with a smile. "I can see why you like to show them off."
"Thanks," Angie answered sweetly!
"I think it's about lunch time," Sam said as we walked into a small clearing near the stream. "Anyone hungry?"
"Starved," Angie said with a grin!
"Sounds good to me," Lisa said, dropping her pack onto the ground near a tree. I dropped mine with hers and quickly went to work digging out the food for our lunch. Lisa had packed pita bread, summer sausage and processed cheese for the main course and yogurt covered trail mix for desert.
"I wish I could have some of this sausage," Lisa whispered as she reached over and slipped her hand up the leg of my shorts while we were crouched down getting the food out.
"Well, unfortunately, we're not alone," I responded. "Or I'd be happy to just strip you naked and make mad passionate love to you right here!" I whispered, as I leaned over to give her a kiss, which she returned wetly while she stroked my dick inside my shorts.
"Oh what a dirty old man... I love it!" she giggled after she broke the kiss. "I wish we were alone right now. After watching your dick sticking out for so long I really want to be fucked by it!"
"Well, you keep stroking it like that and I'm going to rip your clothes off, company or not," I told her seriously!
"Ohhhhh now that sounds hot, but maybe I better wait for later."
"We could sneak off into the bushes... It looks like they're not going to miss us." I said, looking over to where Angie was sitting on Sam's lap, getting one of her firm tits sucked on, his hand busy under her tiny skirt.
"We could." Lisa answered with a giggle, taking my hand and getting up. She pulled me behind some bushes and then quickly pushed her shorts and tiny bikini panty down. "Now fuck me lover!" she said as she bent over and stuck her now naked ass out at me. I wasted no time in dropping my shorts and pressing my hard dick against her wet lips. I slid easily into her already sopping wet pussy.
"Feels like someone is a bit turned on," I said as I started stroking in and out of her pussy.
"oh yes," she moaned quietly.
I stroked in and out of her pussy, feeling her velvety tunnel caressing my rigid dick while I looked over the top of the bush, watching Angie enjoying Sam's attention. She threw her head back and let out a low growl as her body shook in orgasm, causing me to begin shooting a load of hot cum into Lisa's pussy.
"OH fuck yes," Lisa groaned as her body shuddered and twitched in orgasm with mine! "That was kind of quick, wasn't it?" She asked when she could breath again.
"Yeah. I guess I was a bit turned on." I said, not wanting to tell her I watched Angie climaxing.
"We better eat that lunch now." Lisa said, pulling up her shorts and panties while I pulled my shorts back in place.
"Good idea," I said as she took my hand and led me back around the bush, my dick no longer tenting my shorts out obscenely.
Sam and Angie were sitting eating like nothing had happened, Angie eyeing my shorts with a grin as we sat down near them to eat.
"So you two decided to grab a quick fuck too," Angie asked with a grin.
"I guess you could say that," Lisa answered, her face and neck turning pink with blush.
"That's ok. If I could have gotten him to fuck me I would have," Angie answered matter of factly.
I couldn't help but notice that the way she was sitting I had a clear view up her skirt, revealing her wet and completely bald pussy. It was a good thing I had just cum, or my dick would be once again worming its way down my leg toward her.
"I guess we should go," I said, standing up. "We have a ways to go today yet."
"I suppose so," Angie said. "We make the turn in just a half mile or so."
"Oh," My wife asked, "that close?"
"Uh huh. Then comes the fun," Sam said with a grin. "You guys should come with us. We have a bit more out of the way place we are headed. Just the thing for a couple of newlyweds!"
"Well, we can think about it," I said as we pulled our packs on, Angie once again making sure to pull her shirt up over her tits as she adjusted her straps.
We headed down the trail and soon came to the turn for Goshen Prong, turning to follow a new creek bed, this one a tributary for the stream we had just been hiking along. We only went about half a mile when we came to a large rock slide. The trail along the base was cleared, leaving a rock debris field along the edge of the stream and an almost sheer rock face on the mountain side.
"Here we are," Sam said as he walked to the cliff face and started taking off his pack. "Not many people know it, but there used to be a trail here that went up the side of the mountain and along the crest. The trail still exists, but you can't get to it because of the rock slide."
"So what good is the trail," I asked while Sam crouched down and started digging in his pack?
"Well, if you know how to do it, you can get up to the top and pick up the old trail. Nice thing about that? No one else on the trail, we have it to ourselves." He said as he pulled out a nylon climbing harness and a long rope.
"I'm not sure we can climb that," I said looking at the broken rock wall.
"Well, that's the nice part. Angie can't either, not without help. But I have all the help we need. I'll climb up and secure the rope and then all you have to do is follow where I went and I'll help you with the safety rope!" Sam said as he set down the harness and threw the rope over his shoulder. "I'll toss down the rope in a few minutes!" he said as he stepped to the wall and started climbing.
Contrarily to popular opinion, most sheer rock faces are far from sheer or vertical. Sam was making short work of stepping from spot to spot, using the broken edges of the rock face as steps, soon disappearing over the top of the slide some forty or so feet above us.
"Ok. Angie, why don't you hook up Lisa and send her up first!" Sam called from the top after tossing down the end of the rope.
"Sure thing lover," She called back up to her husband! "Now all you have to do is step into this." She said, stepping over to my wife and holding out the nylon harness. It took only a few minutes to get her in the harness and the straps all pulled snug around her legs and waist. "Ok up you go!"
"You sure about this," Lisa asked, looking at me quizzically?
"Little late to ask now," I said, stepping over to her. "I'll be up right after you though."
"Ok," she said hesitantly as she stepped to the rock face.
For his part, Sam kept the rope tight, pulling part of her weight while she worked from step to step, soon climbing over the top and calling back down that she was fine.
"Packs next," Angie said as she grabbed the end of the rope and pulled the harness off. She clipped one of the packs onto the rope and Sam quickly pulled it up. We repeated the process until all four packs were up and only Angie and I were left.
"Ok stud," Angie said with a grin, stepping toward me with the harness.
"I guess I go next," I asked Angie?
"Uh huh," she said as she squatted down in front of me to help me put on the harness. She spread her legs much wider than was really required, her legs forcing the material of her miniskirt up, exposing her pussy completely to me. I felt my dick twitch and almost immediately start to grow, looking down at her bare tits and now bare pussy. "I take it you like what you see," she asked as she slid the straps up my legs, making sure to push the legs of my shorts up with them. She soon had my hardening dick sticking out almost completely as she leaned close to my body to tighten the straps.
"Oh shit," I whispered as she wrapped first her hand and then her mouth around my hard dick, sliding her wet lips up and down the shaft for several seconds.
"You like that? Maybe I can finish this later then?" she said with a grin after she pulled her mouth from my dick. "I'd kind of like to feel your mouth on my tits and pussy some time too."
"Um... I guess we'll have to see," I said hesitantly as Sam called down to see if I was ready to climb.
"In a second," She called up as she led me over to the rock wall, and out of sight of Sam and Lisa. "Now all you have to do is follow the steps," She said to me as she bent over, pulling her miniskirt up to expose her bare ass and pussy. "Unless you want to put that big fat dick onto my hot pussy," she said wiggling her ass and exposed, obviously wet pussy at me.
"I don't think this is a good idea," I said as she backed up trying to push her pussy toward my dick.
"You ready yet," Sam called down?
"Almost," Angie called back! "You sure you don't want to fuck me with that dick?"
I shook my head and stepped past her to start to climb, my dick sticking out like a flag pole. Fortunately it shrunk a bit from concentration while I climbed the rock and was only moderately hard by the time I got to the top.
"There you go," Sam said as I crawled over the edge. "I see Angie made sure to get you in tight," he said with a wink while I took the harness off.
"Looks like Angie made sure to have your best assets on display!" Lisa said as she stepped over to me and stroked my exposed dick while I undid the straps around my waist and legs.
Sam tossed the harness down with the rope to pull his wife up.
"Whoo, what a climb," Angie said as she crawled over the edge, her skirt bunched up around her waist by the harness, her bald pussy and mound completely exposed for anyone to see. "Now we can get rid of these!" she said as she pulled the harness off, followed by her skirt and shirt. Both of us were stunned as she walked over, naked except for her boots and socks and stuffed her clothes into her pack. "You two going to join us? We don't have to worry about anyone else up here, so we plan on going naked the rest of the way."
"Um, we really hadn't thought about it," Lisa said as Sam stripped off his clothes and stuffed the in his pack.
"You don't have to if you don't want to," Sam said. "This is purely optional. We would have done this if we were alone."
"We might need to think about that," I answered for both of us, not at all sure how this was going to go over.
"Well, suit yourself. I know Angie would love to watch you naked, and I'm quite certain that your wife is a good looker naked too."
"Well, for now I think we won't," I said, picking up my pack and looking at Lisa who was appeared a bit apprehensive.
"Too bad stud," Angie said as she walked by butt naked.
Lisa and I picked up our packs and slung them to follow the pair up a very old and overgrown trail.
"It does kind of look like fun," Lisa said quietly as we made our way up the tree shrouded mountain side. "But you wouldn't have to mind me showing my body off to Sam."
"Well, I'm not a bashful one, but I'm not sure how much I like the idea of him gawking at you."
"You mean like you gawking at Angie's pussy every time she bends over for a hand hold? I mean come on, I can see how hard your dick is."
"I suppose you're right," I said as we climbed another small slope. "Just try not to show Sam as much as Angie is showing me, ok?"
"You're sweet," Lisa said, leaning over and kissing me on the cheek. When we got to the top of the rise in the trail we stopped and Lisa and I pulled off what little we were wearing, both of us getting a whistle from Angie and Sam.
"Damn good looking wife you have Mike. Glad you decided to join us." Sam said from where he was crouched down, his dick growing harder as he watched my wife put our clothes in her pack.
"Pretty good looking body too," Angie said with a grin, apparently enjoying looking at me now totally naked. "Wouldn't mind at all getting a chance to really fuck that dick."
"Down dear. You don't want to scare our new friends."
"Yes dear," Angie said submissively.
"She can be a bit pushy. I hope it didn't cause you any problems." Sam said to both of us.
"Not yet," Lisa said quietly.
"Good. Let's head on then. Only another mile or so to the camp site." Sam said, standing up and heading down the trail, his soft dick waging back and forth as he walked.
My dick was pretty much doing the same thing, except rock hard, now that Lisa was climbing in front of me and I could see both women's pussies as I climbed. I really wanted Lisa to just pause long enough for me to stuff her full, and I wondered if she was thinking the same thing, since I could clearly see her pussy was wet every time she bent over.
I was still contemplating screwing my new wife when Sam called a halt to our hike. "Here we are," He said. "Home sweet home for the next few days!"
The site was breathtaking. The trees formed a nice perimeter around the clearing we were standing in, with an opening that looked twenty or more miles down the valley. A small spring fed creek cascaded down the slope and through the clearing, making a small pool before it flowed over the edge of the rocks and down the long slope into the valley.
"My god, this is beautiful!" Lisa said as she stepped to the edge of the clearing and looked out over the valley.
"Yep. Really a nice spot!" Sam said as he dropped his pack. "Now if you don't come over here, I'm going to go crazy!"
"On my way lover," Angie said, as she dropped her pack and set it against a tree. "If I can't convince Mike to fuck me, you'll do!"
"Well get over here then," Sam said with a grin!
"Oh yeah," Angie said as she stepped over to where Sam was sitting on a log and straddled his lap, facing us. "Oh yeah. Suck my tits lover!" she cooed to her husband as he covered one of her nipples with his mouth.
"Maybe we should go someplace else," I said turning to leave.
"OH no... You don't have to leave," Angie called as she settled onto his dick. "I love watching and being watched. Please... I'd love for you watch!"
Lisa came over and set her pack against a tree and looked at me with a shrug.
"Hell, I'm horny, why don't you just come and sit on my dick," I said to Lisa, holding my hand out for her.
"You sure?"
"Uh huh," I answered, settling on the ground with my back to a tree so I was facing where Angie was now rocking, Sam's fingers deep in her pussy. I guided Lisa over my lap, facing me, and helped her settle down onto my dick, her velvety wetness caressing my shaft as she sat down on me.
"Oh that feels nice," Lisa cooed as I pulled her toward me and sucked on one of her hard nipples. It didn't take much attention to her tits before she started to lift herself on her knees, riding up and down my shaft slowly. "Oh yes. Just like that. I love it like that." She cooed as I sucked one nipple and squeezed and played with her other tit at the same time.



"Oh yes! Make me cum!" Angie was screaming from the other side of the clearing, the sound her wet pussy squishing loudly as he pumped his fingers into her. I could see her standing in front of him now, his mouth licking her clit while his fingers plunged into her pussy. She looked at me with smoldering eyes while she pulled and twisted her nipples, apparently picturing my hard dick pumping in and out of her instead of the fingers that were in her.
"Yes. I can feel you growing in me even harder... Oh god I'm going to cum!" Lisa squeaked as her body started to shake and tremble. I could feel her pussy squeezing and pulsing around my dick, which wasn't quite ready to fire yet. I rolled her off onto the grass, keeping my dick buried in her until we were in the missionary position, her legs held high in the air as I started stroking in and out of her. "OH YES...YES...YES!" Lisa cried as I drove into her time and again, my body banging into her exposed clit with each stroke.
"OH fuck," I groaned as my body jerked and my dick spewed its first squirt of pent up cum into her. Time and again my body jerked and my dick pulsed, filling my wife with my hot cream. I finally fell on top of her, panting for breath as Angie and Sam clapped.
"Very nice," Sam said.
"One hot fuck! I wish you were doing me like that!" Angie said with a grin as she leaned back against a tree, her legs splayed wide, showing off her sopping wet pussy.
"I guess we kind of forgot we were being watched," I said quietly, turning a bit pink around the ears.
"Not to worry, you were great performers," Sam said. "I look forward to seeing more of that kind of great sex."
"So you do this a lot," Lisa asked from where she was laying on the grass under me.
"Oh sweety, we've been fucking in front of other people for years. Kind of makes it a lot more intense, if you know what I mean." Angie said.
"I think I know what you mean. It's the hardest I have ever had Mike cum, and, god I think I came for almost five minutes myself!" Lisa replied.
I pulled from her pussy, unleashing a small flood of cum and rolled onto the grass next to her. "Damn that was good," I panted.
"That it was lover," She answered as she rolled over to snuggle up to me, one leg across mine and her head on my chest.
Lisa and I lay like that for some time while Angie and Sam worked around the site, making a fire and clearing away broken branches and such. "I guess we need to put up the tent." I said quietly.
"Hmmm I suppose so," Lisa said, slowly rolling off of me to get up.
I got up with her and we dug out our tent and sleeping bags, making up our sleeping arrangements as a low rumble of thunder echoed across the peaks.
"Sounds like we're going to get wet," Sam said as he worked with some pine branches to build a shield for part of the fire pit.
"How soon," Lisa asked.
"Oh maybe half an hour. Time to eat a quick meal."
"Good idea," I said as I dug out some food and a small pot. I filled it with water from the small spring and then set it in the fire to heat. It took a while, and we barely had time to eat our reconstituted beef stroganoff before the first large drops of rain spattered on the ground around us.
"Well, sounds like time to retreat to the tent." I said as a loud clap of thunder rattled the trees around us.
"I agree." Lisa said, pulling the covers over our packs. We crawled into our tent, our heads pointing toward the door. We zipped most of the door closed, leaving just a small portion open for us to look out. We could see the rain clouds rolling over us and down into the valley, sheets of rain falling from the clouds in long gray strings. The rain pounded around us for only a few minutes before it reduced to a gentle shower.
At first it was just a quiet argument, but soon it was clear that she was more than a little upset. "What the hell do you mean you forgot them? What kind of fucking moron are you? How could you forget them?" We could hear clearly through the material of both of our tents.
I couldn't help but look outside when I heard their tent unzip, only to see Angie walk toward the small fire, which was now mostly out. She knelt by the fire for some time, feeding small branches and sticks into it until she had a nice fire roaring, the light drizzle merely making sizzling sounds as it hit the hot logs, but doing little to reduce the flames.
I lay back down and cuddled Lisa to me, planning on going to sleep. We lay there for some time before we could hear gentle grunting sounds. I moved my head to look out and was shocked to see Lisa, sitting next to the fire on the grass, her pussy pointed toward us, plunging a nearly two foot long double headed dildo in and out of her pussy.
"Check this out," I whispered to my wife.
Lisa rolled over and peaked out the hole, looking directly at Angie's exposed pussy. "Damn."
I pulled the door far enough so I could see too, half laying on top of Lisa's back. "God that's hot."
We watched her for some time before she pulled the long dong from her pussy and rolled over onto her knees, resting her head on the grass and sticking her ass high in the air. We watched her exposed pussy as she slowly pushed the plastic dick into her farther than I would have expected, her motions quickly returning to plunging the artificial appendage in and out of herself as she used her other hand to stroke her clit.
I slipped the rest of the way onto my wife's back, allowing my rock hard dick to press against her ass, my hips starting to move in time with her motions.
"Fuck me," Lisa whispered, spreading her legs and allowing me access to her pussy. I slid back a bit and then forward, allowing the head of my dick to engage into her already wet lips. "Oh yes." She cooed as I pushed myself up her back, driving my dick deeper into her. We lay watching Angie fucking herself with the big dick, our hips moving in time with each other to quietly stroke my dick in and out of her.
"Oh god. I'm going to cum," My wife whispered urgently as her strokes started to become erratic.
I felt her pussy clench around my dick as I continued to stroke into her. As she was shaking with climax, I saw Angie get up from where she was kneeling and move several feet toward our tent, squatting down and spreading her legs, the dong never leaving her pussy.
"That's it cum for me!" she said loudly from where she squatted, one hand sliding the dick in and out of her pussy and the other frantically frigging her clit. "OH god. Yes. That's it! I'm going to cum! Cum with me!" she cried loudly into the night as her whole body trembled, a stream of cum squirting out several inches in front of her as her body jerked.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as my dick jerked, squirting a huge shot of cum into my wife. My body jerked time and again as my dick squirted shot after shot of cum into her, unable to take my eyes from Angie's squirting pussy.
"That's it," Angie cooed as she pulled the dick from her and gently stroked her wide open pussy. "Felt good didn't it? I'm glad you enjoyed my show."
I lay silently, trying to catch my breath as she got up and walked away from our tent without another word.
"damn." I groaned as I rolled off Lisa and lay on the sleeping bag panting.
"I guess she wanted us to watch, huh?"
"I guess so," I agreed as Lisa moved over to cuddle up, her head on my shoulder.
"That kind of turned you on, didn't it."
"More than I would have thought. I'm not sure I've ever seen a woman squirt that much before."
"I guess it happens."
"I suppose so," I agreed, watching the light from the fire flicker on the tent. "I wonder why Sam wasn't involved. They seem to like to show off."
"I don't know," Lisa said with a yawn. "I'm not sure it's any of our business."
"I suppose not," I yawned, my body suddenly tired.
The sun was well up and the birds chirping when I crawled out of our tent for the first time in the morning. I noticed that Sam and Angie's tent was open, and a fire was crackling away as I walked off into the bushes to take a leak, my morning woody still sticking out.
I stood, willing it to go down enough so I could take a leak when Angie startled me. "God, I'd love to wake up to one like that in the morning."
"Huh?"
"Your hardon. I'd love to be able to wake up and climb onto that," she said as she stepped over and reached out to grab my dick, instantly reversing any progress I had made in making it go down. "And it gets big fast too. I'd love to have it stuffed inside me."
"I'm not sure Lisa would like that."
"Oh it would be our little secret," she whispered as she stepped around me and continued to stroke my dick with her hand while she pulled me to her with a hand around my neck. She kissed me wetly, her tits pressing into my chest while she pushed her hips back and pushed my dick down between her legs. I felt the wetness of her pussy lips on the top of my dick as she moved her arm around me, squeezing my ass and continuing to kiss me urgently while she rocked her hips, grinding her clit into my dick.
"Oh fuck. Yes." She whispered as she broke the kiss and leaned back to look at my dick disappearing between her legs. She slowly pulled back until I felt her lips on my head and then arched her back, driving my dick slowly up into her pussy. "Oh god what a dick! Oh my god it feels good!" she whispered as she lifted a leg and wrapped it around my waist. She rocked her hips, grinding her clit into the base of my dick while I was pushed fully into her. "Right there." She groaned as I reached up and squeezed both her tits.
"You might have waited for me!" Lisa snapped from behind me, clearly upset, and I guess I couldn't blame her.
"Oh... Sorry!" Angie said quickly, pulling off my dick with a loud slurp. "I guess I got carried away."
"You did, but Mike still could have said no."
"I really didn't give him much chance. I just saw his hard dick and couldn't resist."
"And you couldn't go fuck your own husband?" Lisa asked angrily.
Angie was silent a long time, looking at the ground. "Not like this." She said quietly.
"Where is he anyway?" I asked her.
"He went back to the car. He should be back later today."
Lisa looked at her, anger being replaced by confusion. "I'm not sure I understand?"
Angie walked quietly past us, turning only to see that we were following her back to camp. "He had to go back for his pills. I'm afraid that without them there isn't much chance of getting it up, and to be honest, even then it's not what it used to be. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to take advantage."
"So you show off to try to compensate?" Lisa asked her bluntly.
"Yeah. You don't know how lucky you are with a husband that can have a hardon like that. I mean it's a fantastic dick. If he was mine I'd be trying to get him to fuck me all the time."
"How long," Lisa asked quietly?
"Almost eight years now. When he does get it up its not much bigger than a fat finger."
"Oh, I'm so sorry." Lisa said, moving over to kneel down next to where Angie had sat on the ground. She pulled Angie to her chest and stroked her hair.
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have pushed like that, but it was just so good looking I couldn't help myself." Angie said quietly.
"Tell you what, why don't you finish what you started. I'll go take a short walk and check out the view." Lisa said as she let go of Angie's head and got up.
"You sure," I asked as Lisa came over and gave me a kiss.
"Uh huh. Make her feel good. I know I'm not your first, so it's not like I'm giving anything away that I can't have for the rest of my life. We owe her for her little show last night anyway, this looks like a good way to pay it back."
"If that's what you want," I said as she gave me a kiss on the cheek and then walked off toward the woods.
"I guess that means you get to finish what you started."
Angie looked over at where I was kneeling, my dick long since softened and hanging limp. "Looks like we need to get it back up first."
"Yeah." I said as she got up and walked over to me. She held her hand out and I stood up.
She kissed me wetly on the lips for several long seconds before she broke the kiss and whispered to me. "Just let me make you feel good. Think about how your dick will feel sliding in and out of my pussy." I felt her hand gently stroke my already hardening dick. "Oh yes. It feels so nice in my hand." She cooed as she looked down at my dick. "I want to feel it harden in me. Come push it into me." She said, letting go of my dick and pulling me down to the ground with her. She spread her legs wide and coaxed me between them.
I wasn't very hard yet, but I was hard enough to push my dick into her already open hole from our previous few minutes. She pulled my head down to her tits and I eagerly sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, feeling it harden as I swirled my tongue around it.
"Oh yes, I can feel you growing hard inside me. It feels so good." She cooed as I ground my pelvis against hers, grinding against her exposed clit.
As my dick grew harder I started to slowly stroke in and out of her wet pussy. "Oh yes. That's it baby! Fuck me!" she cried loudly to the woods as I picked up my pace and pounded into her. I let go of her tit and looked up, finding Lisa standing at the edge of the woods watching us.
"OH FUCK! THAT'S IT FUCK ME! POUND MY HOT PUSSY! OH GOD YOU FEEL SO FUCKING BIG!" Angie cried loudly, making me grow even larger as I watched Lisa squat down and slowly push a finger into her pussy. Angie began humping her hips up to meet mine, banging her clit even harder into the base of my dick, grunting loudly with each stroke.
My eyes never left Lisa, though, as she stroked her finger in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes, her eyes locked to mine.
"OH GOD I'M CUMING!" Angie screamed as her whole body shook and trembled around my dick. I continued to pound into her as I watched my wife stroke her finger across her clit as it disappeared in and out of her hot pussy.
"OH fuck!" I groaned as my body jerked, squirting cum deep into Angie's hot tunnel.
"OH GOD!" she screamed as she felt the flood of cum push into her. "YES YES!" she screamed with each new surge of cum from my pulsing dick.
Still my eyes never left Lisa, her own orgasm following mine, her body trembling and her juices leaking from her pussy and dripping to the ground as she struggled to maintain her balance. My dick finally stopped pulsing inside Angie and Lisa got up and walked over, kneeling on the ground next to me. She leaned down and gently kissed me on the lips, her tongue parting my lips and snaking inside to brush against mine and invite it to follow hers. As my tongue entered her mouth she sucked it briefly drawing as much into her mouth as she could before releasing it and pulling away with a grin.
"I take it you liked my husband's work?"
"Oh god yes. I haven't been fucked like that in years. I don't know how to say thank you."
"I'm sure I'll find a way," Lisa said quietly as she got up. "I need to go pee. I'm sure you two will be able to entertain yourselves while I'm gone."
"If it's all the same to you, I'll just lay here and let Mike suck my tits and see if I can get him hard again."
"I kind of thought you might." Lisa said as she walked off.
"OH god. I really owe that woman now." Angie said from below me. "Now do you think you can get hard again?"
"I might be able to," I said with a grin, lowering my face to her fantastic tits and gently sucking a nipple into my mouth.
To my surprise Lisa was only gone a few minutes, returning to where we lay after she dug in her pack. I really couldn't see what she had, but I felt her hands on my ass and then cool lotion stroking and rolling my balls. Her fingers slipped between Angie and I and I could feel her fingers stroking Angie's clit between us.
"Oh god yes. Right there." I heard Angie coo to my wife. "I can feel him getting harder again. Ohhhhhh so good a feeling. That's it baby... Let that fat dick grow in me. "
"That's it sweety. Get a nice big hardon. But you have to save some for me." Lisa said as she got up and stepped around in front of us. "Look up lover."
I let go of Angie's tit and looked up, finding Lisa's pussy hanging inches from Angie's face. "Would you like her to lick me? Do you want to see her tongue pushing into my hot wet pussy?"
If my wife had learned anything in the short time we had been having sex, it was how to talk and dress to turn me on. At the moment she seemed to be pulling out all the stops. I didn't know if she really went both ways, but at the moment she seemed to be willing and almost anxious to .
"Yes. I want to see her lick your hot pussy." I answered as she lowered herself over Angie's face.
"OH yes. That's it. Lick me. Taste my girl cum! And after Mike cums in me you can suck his cum from my hot wet pussy. Would you like that? Do you want to suck his cum from my cunt?"
I hadn't ever heard her talk quite like that, but the effect was what she had apparently been expecting, and I was soon pounding into Angie, driving my dick in and out of her like a piston, each impact making her tits bounce and wiggle. She reached down and stroked one of Angie's tits with one hand, squeezing and twisting her nipple while her other hand slid between us, finding her clit and running her finger back and forth, each impact of my body squishing her finger into Angie's clit.
I heard Angie moan loudly into Lisa's pussy, her body trembling as her orgasm washed over her.
"That's it lover. Good work. She came big that time. Now I want you to come around behind me. I want to feel your big dick pump all your cum into me."
I pulled from Angie's pussy and stepped around to behind my wife while she leaned herself down, allowing her pussy to be exposed for me while allowing Angie to look up and lick her clit.
"Oh yes. That's it lover!" Lisa cooed as I slowly pushed into her already sopping wet pussy. "Now fuck me. I want to feel your big dick slamming into my hot cunt! Fill me up lover. Fill me until it leaks all over Angie's pretty face."
"OH god." I said as I started driving in and out of her pussy.
"OH FUCK YES!" she squealed as I stroked deep into her and Angie worked her clit. My balls bounced off of Angie's face as I pounded my wife, but her tongue never stopped working her pussy, occasionally stroking my dick as well as Lisa's pussy.
"OH god. That't it. Almost!" Lisa cried as her body started to tremble.
I felt her pussy clench around my dick as I continued to stroke, her orgasm obviously taking hold of her whole body. Angie reached up with her hands and squeezed my ass while I continued to stroke into her, her tongue now concentrating on my dick instead of Lisa's pussy.
"Uhhhh" I groaned as my body went rigid, my dick pouring cum deep into Lisa with each strong pulse. My chest heaved to get air as my body twitched uncontrollably in time with my spurting dick.
"That's it lover. Good cum. You filled me so full. Now sit back and watch. Watch while Angie sucks all your cum from my wet cunt."
She clearly didn't need to keep talking like that to get me off, so all I could assume was she was so turned on she was in some kind of slut mode, and I wasn't about to stop her. I pulled my dick from her pussy and she rocked forward, so Angie had full access to her pussy, her tunnel open and my cum leaking from her in large white gobs.
"That's it Lick me. Suck all of it from me!" Lisa cooed as Angie licked and sucked her pussy. Lisa's head lowered to Angie's pussy and flicked her tongue across her clit, making Angie jump slightly, but then dig her tongue in even deeper into Lisa's pussy. I crawled over and let my mostly soft dick hang, pressing against Lisa's pussy so Angie could suck on it as well. "Ohhhh good idea. Lick him off. Make him hard again. If you get him hard you can ride him. You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like to ride his big fat dick like a horse, sliding up and down that big fat shaft, pushing his fat head into your tiny little pussy.



Angie was aggressively sucking and licking my dick working almost feverishly to get me hard again. It was some time, but the continuous stream of dirty talk from my wife and the very able attention of Angie's mouth soon had me growing. As I grew I pulled back and drove my dick into Lisa's still exposed pussy, sliding out and letting Angie lick it like a lollypop.
"Oh yes. That feels so good!" Lisa cooed as I stroked into her pussy again. "Fuck me. Keep fucking me until I cum and squeeze all your fuck juice out for her to suck!"
How could I refuse such an offer? I started slamming my dick deep into her, not being gentle at all, as my hips hit her ass making her whole body shake with each stroke.
"OH fuck yes!" she cried into the woods. "Suck my clit! Squeze my tits! Yes.... Oh god yes!" she screamed as her body jerked, her pussy once again squeezing my hard dick.
I pulled from her pussy as she was climaxing, her pussy squeezing and pushing my previous load of cum out of her pussy where Angie licked and sucked every bit of it. Finally exhausted, my wife rolled off of Angie and lay on her back. "Ok Angie. Ride him. Cum around his hard dick and then make him fill you with his hot cum! I want you to walk around camp all morning with his cum leaking from your wet pussy to remind you how big and fat he feels!
Angie got up with a smile, her face smeared with my wife's glistening pussy juices. "You heard her stud. Lay down and let me ride that horse!"
She pushed me back and then settled down on top of me, her feet flat on the ground and her hands grabbing my chest for balance. Her arms pushed her big tits together and I reached up and played with her hard nipples while she rode up and down my shaft.
"Oh god you feel so fucking good!" she groaned as she worked my dick.
I lost track of how long she rode me, having two orgasms of her own before I finally started getting close. My wife crawled over from where she was watching us and leaned down to whisper to me.
"Ok lover. I know you want to. Fill her fuck hole with your cum! Squirt your hot cum deep inside her wet cunt. You know you want to. That's my hot fuck machine. Just look at those big tits. Think about squirting all over her tits. Would you like to do that? Would you like to stand and squirt your hot cum all over her beautiful tanned titties?"
"OH GOD!" I groaned as my body jerked, pushing a shot of cum deep into Angie's pussy. My body jerked several times, each time pushing more and more cum deep into her pussy while she ground her pussy against my pelvis. Finally exhausted she lay down on top of me, my slowly shrinking dick still buried inside of her.
"That's my lover." Lisa whispered as she leaned over and kissed me gently. "That was a nice thing to give her."
"Thank you." I whispered back.
"For what?"
"For being so understanding. You showed a side of me I never saw before."
"To be honest it was a side I didn't know I had."
We finally ate some breakfast and then the three of us lay around camp naked, the ladies periodically teasing me and playing with my dick. After eating lunch, and once again a having Angie squat down over me, sliding my dick into her pussy and feeding me one of her tits for a few seconds before getting up again, Lisa came over and sat next to me.
"So have we completely teased the hell out of you?"
"I'd say so."
She reached down and gently stroked my balls. "Are they all full again and ready to shoot?"
"I'd say so." I said as I pulled her onto my lap and kissed her. "I really really want to fuck you right now."
"I have a different idea in mind. I want to see you cum, and I know just how I want to do it. OK Angie. I think he's ready!"
"Good. I'm so fucking horny!" she said as she walked to her tent and came back with the large double headed dildo she had the night before.
The girls lay down in front of me, their pussies facing each other and their legs intertwined. I watched as Angie worked one end of the large dick into her pussy and then allowed Lisa to work the other end into her. With each stroke the dildo now pulled from one and pushed into the other. They took turns sliding the dong in and out of them, the one not sliding the double ended dick sliding a lotion slicked hand up and down my shaft.
"That's it baby. Cum for your wife. Squirt that beautiful hot cum all over our hot bodies. I want to feel it splashing on my hard nipples and tits!" Angie said seductively as she stroked my dick.
They switched hands and my wife took over stroking my dick while the dildo disappeared in and out of her pussy.
"Oh yes. That's it lover. Cum on us. Spray your cum all over the two of us. Watch us rub your hot cum into our pussies and tits."
"OH god. I'm getting close." I groaned.
"That's it lover," Lisa said, letting go of my dick and moving her hand to her pussy, her fingers quickly finding her clit. "Squirt all over us. Jack yourself off and spray your cum all over our tits and pussies!" she panted as she drove herself closer to climax.
"OH god!" I groaned as I stroked my dick, staring at the dildo disappearing in and out of their pussies. I aimed my dick at my wife's pussy as the first rope of hot cum squirted out, landing across her thigh and pussy. The second squirt hit Angie's pussy and mound, followed by a third across her tits. The fifth missed them both as I tried to turn and aim at my wife's heaving tits, her own orgasm climaxing as she rubbed my hot cum into her pussy. My body jerked a sixth and seventh time, squirting diminishing streams of cum onto her tits.
"OH shit." I panted as I sunk to my knees, my dick drawling cum over my hand. Angie reached for my hand and placed it on her pussy before she went back to stroking the long dildo, driving my wife's climax back up once again.
"OH YES!" Angie cried as my fingers pinched her hard exposed clit. Her whole body shook as her orgasm exploded on her, her pussy juices squirting out of her pussy and across my wife, soaking her from her tits to her pussy in girl cum.
"OH god that was so fucking hot!" Lisa said as she rubbed the hot juice around her body. "I was hoping for that!"
"You wanted to have her squirt all over you?"
"Yep, now I want you to come down her and suck it all off of my tits."
I knelt down and looked at her questioningly before I leaned down and gently kissed and sucked the juice from her tits.
"I figured it was a once in a lifetime opportunity." She said half moaning. "And I so love how you suck my tits!"
I grinned between kissed and slid a hand down to her pussy, stroking her lips around the artificial dick that was still sticking inside her. Her hard clit was still sensitive and she jumped as I stroked my finger across it.
"Are you trying to make me cum again?" She moaned as I worked her tits and pussy. "Oh god, you are... You're going to make me cum!" she squealed as her body shook with another small orgasm.
I finally pulled my face from her tit and she lay back on the ground, both of them now exhausted. After nearly half an hour of resting, they got up and the three of us moved to the small pool of water collecting from the spring. We took turns gently washing each other, the cool water feeling good after being sweaty for so long. All of us cleaned up, we pulled a couple thermarest mattresses from our tent and leaned one against a log. The girls soon curled up next to me, resting their heads on my shoulders, my hands hanging across their chest so I could periodically stroke their sexy tits. They took turns playing with my dick, trying in vain to coax it hard once again.
"I'm not sure we should tell Sam what we did. He might get a bit jealous, if you know what I mean." Lisa said quietly.
"Worse, he might want some of his own, and to be honest, I'm not sure I'm ready to share my new wife with another guy."
"Don't worry, I've been with other men before and he has watched, but just the same, I don't think I'll tell him how many times I came on you today. It wouldn't do his ego any good. I think we'll just tell him we screwed a time or two and leave it at that."
We all agreed that would be best and we soon fell asleep that way, relaxing in the afternoon sun.
"I'm back!" We heard Sam call as he walked into camp carrying his shirt and shorts. "I take it you found enough to keep you busy!" he said as he looked over at me holding both women, his wife holding onto my surprisingly hard dick.
"Oh we played a bit. Just enough to keep us entertained though." Angie said. "Did you find them?"
Sam stood quietly, "No. I didn't. I know I packed them, so all I can think is they fell out on the trail, but I never found them."
Angie got up and walked over to him, pulling him close and hugging him tight. "I'm sorry sweetie. I'm sure we can make do." She said, leading him off toward their tent.
"That has to be rough. Two sexy women naked and no way to get a hardon? I hope that never happens to me."
"Not if I can help it!" Lisa said, rolling over and settling on my lap, my hard dick pressing against her pussy. "Wanna fuck?"
I chuckled. "You want more?"
"Lover, if there is one think I learned between yesterday and today, there is no such thing as enough of your cock!"
"Well, help yourself then!"
"Oh I will," she said lifting herself up on her knees and guiding my dick to her wet pussy. As she sunk down on me I could hear Angie in their tent.
"That's it right there! OH yes. Oh god... that's the spot. Yes, love my pussy!"
It was going to be a long three days from the look of it.
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It was easily fifteen minutes before we had all out stuff picked up and loaded in the car. Linda got into her pickup, still naked and we followed her out, both of us without clothes on. It was dark enough that I wasn't worried about being seen, since even though the house was only half a mile away, the route we had to drive around was a couple miles.
"I have to admit, I'm really shocked." I said to my wife as we drove up the dirt road toward the highway.
"Which part?"
"The one where you didn't divorce me or cut my pecker off."
"Oh that part," she said with a serious look, reaching over to gently play with my still soft dick. "I still could."
"I'd rather you didn't."
"Then maybe you better tell me the whole story. I know that what happened at the lake wasn't the first time."
"Actually, it pretty much was. It started when I was out fishing a few years ago. I accidently stumbled on Linda laying naked and rubbing herself off. I was so turned on that I fell out of the boat. We didn't mean for anything to happen, but I did have sex with her, even though I didn't cum inside her. After that she would tease me a lot."
"Uh huh. And other than that one time, you didn't have sex with her?"
"Before the lake? No."
"And you're being honest with me this time?"
"Yep. one hundred percent."
"Ok how about Emily?"
"That's a bit more complicated. She apparently saw me in the shower one time and after that was trying to entice me to have sex with her. I didn't, not until she caught me at home naked one time. She took her shirt off and, well you know how a set of tits gets me turned on. I guess I let her have her way."
"when was this?"
"Not that long ago. She was nursing."
"Oh lord. Let me guess. Milk?"
"Uh huh." I answered quietly. "Couldn't help myself."
"I guess not. I remember what kind of an animal you were when I used to squirt milk on you from my tits!"
"Yeah, pretty much."
"So other than that, never?"
"Not till the lake. I let things get pretty out of hand there."
"That's an understatement." She said as we pulled into Linda's driveway.
"So you're not angry with me?"
"I should be. I should be pissed as hell. I really don't know why I'm not. What I do know is that you have to make me a promise, right here and now before we go any further."
"Ok?"
"I want you to promise that you won't have sex with either of them without me being there. Can you promise that?"
"I can promise that."
"Ok. Now. This is for me, not you. I want to try things. I don't care how you feel about them. You already had your party. This is all about me and you need to do whatever I tell you. Can you do that?"
I put the car in park and then leaned over and pulled her face to mine. I gently kissed her lips, taking time to make it gentle and loving. "I can do whatever you ask me to, no matter what it might be."
"Ok." She said quietly. "Then let's go explore."
"You got it." I said as we opened the car doors and got out. Linda was standing at the house door waiting for us, the moonlight reflecting off of her still naked body.
"I think we need a shower first," Linda said as we walked up.
"Not a bad idea. I think Mike would be happy to wash us both."
"My pleasure," I said, following them into the house.
Linda led us to the bedroom and then the large master bathroom. After turning on the water and setting the temperature, she reached a hand out to Nancy and drew her into the shower with her. I stepped in after them. Nancy put her hand on my shoulder and pressed me down until I was kneeling under the stream of water. She handed me a mesh sponge and squirted a bunch of soap on it. I went to work gently washing both of their bodies, stroking with both the soapy sponge and my bare hand, cleaning them all over and stroking all their sensitive parts while Nancy tentatively kissed Linda on the lips.
I watched while their kissed slowly grew more urgent, my fingers now stroking both of their pussies from where I was kneeling. Linda's hand gently caressed Nancy's breast as they kissed, her nipple growing rigid under her touch. Almost suddenly Linda pulled away and turned around to rinse, pulling Nancy under the water to rinse as well. She shut the water off and stepped out, handing me a towel and using one to wrap around herself.
I used the towel to dry Nancy while Linda dried herself. I was barely done when Linda reached for our hands and pulled both of us toward the bedroom.
"I think I know what you want to try," Linda said quietly as she climbed onto the bed. She propped herself on several pillows and then spread her legs wide like a frog, then held her hand out for my wife. "Just take your time. If you like it fine, if you don't, then you don't."
I moved to a chair by the large sliding glass door that led to the deck and sat down, waiting and watching.
In many ways it was odd to see my wife kneel down between Linda's legs and then lay down so her face was near her pussy. It was a sight that I never in a thousand years would have expected to see. She tentatively reached her tongue out and licked Linda's protruding lips with the tip of her tongue. Linda reached forward and gently stroked her hair, softly coaxing her.
"That's it. Right there. That feels nice. You're so gentle. I like that right there." Linda whispered to her as she explored her lips with her tongue.
For my part I sat, staring at the two, gently stroking my rock hard dick, wishing I could slide it into Nancy's wet pussy. Linda looked over at me, and motioned for me to come to her, guiding me onto the bed and my face to her heaving breasts.
"Oh yes. That's it. Suck on them while she licks my clit. Oh god that feels so good." Linda cooed as Nancy and I worked our tongues on her various sensitive parts. "Oh shit... I'm almost there!" she squeaked as Nancy flicked her tongue across her clit and pressed a finger into Linda's pussy. "UH" Linda grunted as her body jerked, followed by a long groaning tremor through her whole body.
Nancy pulled her face from Linda's pussy, her face covered with her glistening juices. She gently slid up Linda's body until her face was near her tits, and gently kissed me, sharing Linda's pussy juices with me. I gently kissed and licked her face, sucking Linda's wet cum from her face while I gently stroked one of her nipples.
"Oh I am so horny now." My wife said quietly.
"What would you like?"
"I want to switch with Linda. I want to feel how it is on the other end."
Linda simply nodded, still trying to catch her breath. Nancy moved aside and I helped Linda down the bed. Nancy got settled where Linda had been and reached out for me. She gently pulled me to her face and kissed me sensuously while Linda leaned down on the bed, gently licking between Nancy's wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhh that feels different than when you do it." She cooed.
"Better?"
"No just different." She said as she let her head fall back. "Suck my tits. I want to feel you suck my tits while she licks me."
In answer I leaned my head down and sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth while I cupped the mount of flesh, squeezing it into a cone shape.
"Oh god yes." She groaned, prompting me to look down and see that Linda had two fingers sliding slowly in and out of her pussy. I was surprised at how quickly she came, her body jerking and twitching as her juices gushed onto Linda's face.
"Ok," she panted. "I want to try one more thing. Linda, will you help me. I want the two of us to suck him off."
"With pleasure!" Linda said grinning, moving up on the bed. "Why don't we kneel on the bed and let him stand, that should do it."
"Ok," Nancy said, rolling to her knees. I climbed up and stood in the center of the bed, looking down at the two ladies as they alternately licked my dick, their faces and lips periodically touching and kissing while they teased me. I stood there for almost half an hour while they would alternately work my dick with their mouths and then play with each other. I was sure they both knew how much this was driving me crazy, my dick threatening to explode any second.
"Oh god. I am so close." I grunted as the ladies licked up my dick again.
In response my wife slipped the head of my dick into her mouth, letting it press against her cheek as she licked the bottom of the head with her tongue.
"OH FUCK!" I swore as my body jerked, pumping a huge shot of cum into her mouth. My body bucked time after time, pumping more cum into her than I thought my body had left in it. She opened her mouth and let me see that she had captured my whole load, slipping my dick from her mouth. She motioned to me to come down and then pressed her lips to my mouth, pushing my own cum back into my mouth. The salty, slimy taste wasn't as bad as I expected and the two of us aggressively kissed until we had shared my whole load.
"Now I think we can go to bed," Nancy said, obviously exhausted.
"Good idea," Linda said, climbing from the bed and walking to turn the light off.
With the lights off, the three of us settled into the bed, one lady on each side of me, the three of us illuminated by the moonlight streaming in the sliding patio doors. I held them tight while Linda and Nancy gently played with my softening dick and nuzzled my neck, the three of us soon drifting off into a contented sleep.
The sun was streaming into the room when I felt my dick being gently sucked to life by a soft mouth. It only took me a few moments to realize that Linda was working me to hardness, Nancy still sleeping next to me.
"It's been so long since I was able to wake up to a hard dick." Linda whispered while I looked over at the clock displaying seven thirty.
"I see," I replied as she climbed on top of me and moved her legs on each side of my hips. She scooted up enough to reach behind her and rub my now hard dick around her lips and then slid down the bed again, pushing my dick into her pussy.
"Oh yes. That's what I need," she cooed as she began to ride up and down my shaft.
"Couldn't wait, huh," My wife asked sleepily as she rolled over and rested her head on my chest, watching Linda ride up and down my dick.
"Not my idea." I whispered as Linda groaned in pleasure, reaching for my hands and pulling them toward her tits.
I played with her tits for only a few minutes before Nancy sat up enough to suck one of her tits into her mouth.
"OH god!" Linda cried as she rode me harder, her body slamming down onto my legs with each stroke.
"Mother is that you?" I heard Emily call out from the other room before she stepped into the bedroom, the door standing wide open."Holy shit!"
"OH fuck!" Linda cried, her whole body shaking and trembling as her orgasm washed over her. Finally she turned and looked over her shoulder at her daughter while my wife lay her head back against my chest.
"Um... Am I to guess you three slept together last night?"
"Uh huh. Miss Nancy figured out what was going on at the lake. Long story short, we played all night and slept together."
"Um. Ok." She said, a bit of fear creeping into her eyes.
"Yes Emily. I know that you and my husband had sex. No I am not angry with you. I know how much a set of full breasts turn him on... Do you want to join us?"
"Now?"
"Unless you have something else to do."
"Well, mom and I were supposed to go shopping, but... well... "
"Come on. Take off your clothes. I want to see what he got so turned on over."
"Mother," Emily said, looking at her mom roll off my hard dick?
"Up to you, but I think it's a now or never proposition."
"It is," My wife said quietly. "He promised to never have sex with either of you unless I'm there too. I expect him to keep that promise."
"Ok," she said, staring at my glistening dick while she quickly unbuttoned her shirt. She pulled it off and tossed it on the bed as she undid her nursing bra, letting her large milk filled tits swing free.
"I can see why he was turned on," my wife said, gently squeezing one of my nipples while Em pushed her shorts and underwear down.
Now naked, Emily climbed up the bed, not sure where to go.
"Why don't you go ahead and finish what your mom started?" My wife said, gently stroking my pussy juice covered dick.
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. I want to see what he saw when you came and made him cum."
"Ok," she said with a grin, climbing up my body until she was kneeling over my hips. She rubbed the head of my dick around her lips, spreading her mother's pussy juices and my pre-cum around her lips. "Oh yes." She cooed as she pressed down on me, pushing my dick up into her. "I can't believe I'm doing this in front of both of you," she panted as she reached bottom.
"God you look hot doing that," My wife said as she watched her slowly stroke up and down my shaft. "I don't want you to cum. Save it for me, ok?" She whispered in my ear. "I am so fucking horny now I gotta have you fuck me."
"Uh huh." I said, trying to think about anything but the dribbles of milk that were shaking from her tits and landing on my stomach. I lay there while she rode me, slowly working up toward her climax.
"Oh god. I don't know if I can." I panted, trying hard not to cum as Emily's tits squirted a stream of milk across my chest.
"You will if you know what's good for you." Nancy said.
"Ok." I groaned as I slipped my hand around from her body so I could reach her pussy. The least I could do was to get her worked up so I could get her off before I did.
"Oh yes. That feels good," she said as she moved to give me better access.
"OH YES FUCK YES!" Emily screamed as her whole body shook, her tits squirting milk in several directions as her orgasm caused her muscles to all contract.
"Oh yes. I can see why you liked it so much," My wife said quietly as I stroked her pussy, trying everything I knew to keep from shooting inside Emily at that moment.
"How close are you?" I asked in a half groan.
"You're that close?"
"Oh god yes."
"Then we better do something about that." My wife said coaxing Emily off my dick. She lay back and looked at me. "Ok fill me up."
"With pleasure!" I said as I rolled over onto her and pushed my engorged dick into her pussy.
"That's it. Give it all to me. Fill my pussy with your hot cum!" she cooed as I stroked into her.
"UH" I grunted as my dick jerked, pushing a squirt of cum into her pussy. Time and again my body jerked, filling her pussy full of my hot juice until it couldn't hold it all and it leaked around me.
"That's it baby. So nice." She cooed as she pulled me down to her and gently kissed me. She held me for only a few minutes before I rolled off of her so I didn't crush her.
"OH god yes. Stay there." Emily said as she crawled across my wife's legs to eagerly suck my cum from my deflating dick. When she had me licked clean she slid back and lowered her head to my wife's leaking pussy, sliding her tongue up her slit time and again to collect my cum.
I was shocked at how eagerly she licked and sucked my cum from my wife's pussy, tasting not only me but her. She licked until she couldn't get any more and then worked on Nancy's clit pushing her closer to a climax and squeezing more of my juices out for her.
I watched as she finally pulled away, moving so her pussy was facing us.
"Slide toward me," She said to my wife, holding her hand out to her.
My wife looked at me, unsure what she was going to do, but slid down the bed, allowing Emily to position her pussy against hers.
"Oh yes. Just like that," Emily cooed as she ground her pussy into my wife's their clits sliding across each other's wet lips. "Oh yes. Mike... Come suck my tits!" She grunted as she worked her hips.
I rolled over and crawled so I was on all fours across the two of them and wrapped my lips around one of Emily's milky tits. Each suck brought a new squirt of warm juice into my mouth, encouraging me to suck more greedily as she cried out in pleasure. I felt a mouth close around my dick, and guessed it was Linda, even though I couldn't see her from my current position. Between the milk tits and the attention of Linda's mouth and hand, I was quickly growing again.
"OH FUCK!" My wife screamed as her body shuddered and jerked in orgasm as Emily's sliding wet pussy pushed her over the edge.
"oh yes oh yes oh yes oh yes," Em repeated over and over as she grew closer to her peak. She rolled onto her back as her body twitched in orgasm, allowing her tits to squirt tiny streams of milk in several directions. I did my best to capture what I could and then gently licked and sucked the small puddles that had collected on her body.
"How close are you?" Nancy asked from where she was laying, her chest no longer heaving to catch her breath.
"Getting close," I answered between licks.
"I want to watch you cum all over her."
I looked down at where Linda was sucking me and she looked back and nodded. It took a minute or two to organize us, with Emily laying on the bed and me kneeling over her stomach. Linda leaned down from one side and my wife leaned down from the other and together licked and sucked on my dick, driving me wild with the combination of the view and sensations.
"Fuck her tits," my wife said suddenly, pulling my dick from her mouth and pressing it down against Emily's body. I scooted up her body as the three of them pressed Emily's tits together, my saliva slickened dick easily sliding into the tunnel that it created.
"Does that feel good," My wife asked as she watched my dick slide in and out of the tunnel, my head disappearing into Em's mouth at the end of each stroke.
"Oh god yes!"
"Cum for me. I want to watch you squirt all over her tits. I want to lick your cum from her big milky tits."
"Oh god!" I groaned, quickly pulling back out of Em's tits and sliding down her body a foot or so. I lifted myself up on my knees and quickly stroked my dick with my hand. My body jerked suddenly, squirting a string of cum that lanced out across Em's tits, hitting my wife in the face where she lay with her head on Em's shoulder. Time and again my dick squirted, covering Em with my entire load, and then allowing my drooling dick to leak its remains out onto her stomach while I struggled to catch my breath.
If I hadn't just cum, I would have in the next few seconds, watching my wife and Linda both gently lick and suck my cum from Em's tits, occasionally sucking one of her tits into their mouths as well.
I reached behind me and gently stroked Emily's pussy, causing her to groan and hump her hips back up toward me. "Oh you're going to make me cum again!" she panted as I stroked her, watching the little spouts of milk shoot into the air as I drove her closer. "OH!" she cried as her body tensed, and the milk shower increased, covering both my wife's and Linda's face with milk.
I leaned down and gently kissed them both alternately, then kissed and licked their milky faces. "That was probably the sexiest thing I have ever seen."
"You liked that huh?"
"Oh yeah."
"Good. I have to admit, I've had a lot more fun doing this than I would have thought." My wife said to all of us as she rolled off and lay down next to Em on the bed. "I wasn't sure I was going to be able to do some of it, but somehow doing it with you made it different. I'm not sure I could have done it alone."
"I'm glad you had fun, I know I did." I said as I leaned over and gently kissed her.
"I don't know about you guys, but all this sex has me starving." Linda said climbing from the bed. "Anyone want some breakfast?"
I looked over my shoulder as she padded naked from the room and called after her, "Definitely!"
"Well come help then," she called back from the kitchen.
"Go ahead." My wife said with a smile.
I got out of bed and followed into the kitchen, my worn out dick flopping uselessly as I went. I looked back and saw Emily roll over to face my wife and gently kiss her on the lips before she whispered something I couldn't hear.



It took almost half an hour before eggs and sausage were cooked and on the table with the four of us sitting naked and eating.
"So where's the baby today?" Linda asked Em.
"Dave took her to see grandma while I was shopping."
"Oh. Good. I'd hate to have Dave show up about now."
"That would be a bit awkward." She said with a giggle.
"Ok," My wife said quietly. "I need an answer to something. If you're married to Dave, why did you want sex from Mike on the camping trip?"
"Seriously?" Emily asked, looking at my wife as if she had two heads.
"Yes."
"Oh god. I'd wanted to have him put that dick in me since I was as teenager. I kept trying to catch him in the shower an stuff and when I did it just made me want it more. He's lots bigger that Dave is. I mean Dave is a big man, but his dick...well, let's just say that physical size does not indicate a big dick."
"Oh," My wife said, clearly confused about the answer.
"You didn't know that I was trying to peek at him?"
"No. I probably would have been upset if I had."
"Looking back, I suppose so. But now that we've all been together like this, I hope we can do a few more things."
"You are on the pill now, aren't you?" My wife asked, suddenly concerned.
"Um, no. I'm not. I just figured that nursing would keep me from having another one."
"OH god!" My wife and Linda both said at the same time.
Emily looked back and forth at the two. "What?"
"That doesn't work." Linda said quietly. "I would have thought you knew that. The famed breast feeding block only really works for a few months, and even then it's not fool proof."
"Oh lord." She said quietly looking down and rubbing her bare stomach. "That might be a problem."
"When was the last time you had your period?" Linda asked.
"Um... It was due this weekend?" she answered, chewing her lip.
"Oh lord." My wife said quietly. "You may well have a permanent remembrance of seducing my husband."
I sat looking at her and Emily in shock. It had never occurred to me that she wouldn't be on birth control.
"Well, if I do I do. It was my doing, and I'm NOT telling Dave!" She said, tossing her hair over her shoulder and looking confident, much more confident than I am sure she felt.
"We'll know soon." Linda said.
"I suppose that means that I don't get to fuck him any more today?" Emily said with a giggle.
My wife and Linda looked at me, the shaken look apparently obvious. Getting up from the table my wife walked around the table and hugged me. "Don't worry. I just wanted to scare you into never ever having sex with either of them without them being on birth control. And yes, they both are at the moment."
"Oh thank god." I said, sagging in my chair.
The three ladies laughed at my expense and then got up to clear the dishes.
"Since we're all naked and all, I have a request," Emily said to the group.
"What's that," Linda responded.
"Before they get dressed, I've always wanted to be fucked on the trampoline. You have no idea how many times I laid out there with a dildo pretending Mike was doing me."
"Ok. Last one for today." My wife said. "I'm sure he would like to go to work some time today."
"Good!" Emily said as she got up from the table and pulled me by the hand toward the back door. It didn't take her long to get us on the trampoline and swing around in a sixty nine, pushing her pussy into my face while she started sucking my slowly hardening dick.
I licked gently up her lips, pushing my tongue deep into her while she ground her clit into my chin. "Oh god. That feels good!" she said as she pulled her head from my dick. "As soon as I get this hard I'm going to ride you like you've never been ridden."
I laughed as I pushed my tongue in and out of her pussy, my dick growing bigger by the minute.
"Ok stud! Now you get a real rid!" She said as she turned around and quickly aimed my dick at her pussy. She settled down my shaft as she lowered herself to her knees, and then began bouncing. Each bounce took us higher until she found the right speed which would bounce her slightly higher than I was, my dick pistoning in and out of her pussy with each bounce.
"OH god this is so good! I want you to cum in me. I want to feel your hot fuck juice fill my pussy!" she said in a sultry voice. "I've wanted this since I was fifteen. I dreamed of you sucking my little tits and fucking me with your big dick. Every time you were over and watched me doing gymnastics, I always tried to aim my pussy at you, wishing I was naked so you could see how wet I was getting thinking about your dick. Sometimes, I would do my stretches naked and look in the mirror at my pussy and think about how it would look with you inside me. Some time we have to do that. Play like I'm still fifteen and you're taking me, driving your big dick into my teenage pussy while I'm naked or wearing one of my leotards. OH yes! I can feel you getting bigger thinking about fucking my little pussy. I bet I could have made you cum by just stripping and showing you my tiny little titties, couldn't I? Or would I have had to sit on your dick with my tender little pussy?"
"Oh god." I groaned, thinking about how she used to look in the skimpiest of her leotards. I used to wonder if she wore the tightest one when I was around, Linda once complaining that she was wearing an old one that was too small. Remembering how the material used to pull up into her pussy as she pushed her ass out at me while she stretched.
"You do like that don't you? I'll remember that!" She said as she continued to bounce almost effortlessly. "I'll wear a leotard and let you eat my pussy through the material, or pull it aside and stick your big dick into me. Maybe pull the top down so my tits stick out at you and do my stretches!"
That was more than I could handle. My dick jumped, squirting cum deep into her pussy.
"YES!" Emily cried into the trees as she ground her pussy hard on my shooting dick, her own orgasm no longer allowing her to bounce us. The two of us bounced, locked together, in smaller and smaller bounces, her tits showering milk across my body. Finally she lay down on top of me, her pussy squeezing me as my dick twitched gently inside her. "I was glad you came, I wasn't sure how much longer I could have held off. But I was serious, I want to pretend some time."
"That would be fun."
"I'm glad. I can think of several fantasies I used to use with my dildo that I'd like to try."
"As long as you include Nancy."
"Where are they anyway?"
"I don't know. Maybe we should find them."
"We don't have to," she said with a giggle, lowering her lips to mine and kissing me sensuously.
"I think we better," I answered after we had kissed for a full minute.
"Ok." She said, rolling off my now limp dick. "I think I need a shower anyway. I smell like sex."
"We all do," I said as I rolled off the trampoline and followed her cute naked ass up to the house. It only took us a few minutes to find Linda and Nancy in the shower, gently kissing and soaping each other.
"Looks like they got a head start," Emily said with a grin. "Since that one is full, let's use the other one."
"What other one?"
She stepped over to the corner garden tub that I had helped Linda install some years ago, and turned on the water. Stepping into the tub she picked up a hand held spray head and turned on the control, diverting the water from the spigot to the hand held head. "This once works fine!"
I stepped into the tub with her as she gently directed the water across my body, pulling my hand down until we were both kneeling in the tub. She scooted close to me, and slipped the shower head on the bottom of the tub so it sprayed up from below us, most of the water spraying on my balls and her pussy. She pulled my face to hers and gently kissed me. I felt one of her hands leave my neck, the other holding my face to hers while our lips and tongues mingled. There was a quirt of cold liquid in my back and she broke the kiss, her hands rubbing the soap around my body while she pulled away for me to see that she had squirted soap across her big tits.
"Nice," I said simply as I rubbed the slippery liquid around her tits and body, lathering her whole body while the water continued to tickle and tease my dick and her pussy. The combined effect was slowly bringing my dick back to some semblance of hardness, although I wasn't sure why, given the workout it had the last day.
"Are you ready to rinse?" I asked her.
"Oh not yet. I just got you hard again."
"So what are you going to do with it?"
"Let you fuck me from behind!"
I nodded while she turned herself around and aimed the shower head up at her pussy, the tickling streams of water now pointing toward her exposed clit. My soapy dick slide easily into her and even though I knew I wasn't going to cum again, I started stroking in and out of her while she played the spray on her clit and pussy.
"Yes. That's good. Just keep doing that." Emily cooed while I stroked into her using her hips as handles.
I felt a pair of hands on my body and looked behind me. Linda and Nancy had finished showering and stepped into the large tub behind me, both of them rubbing their hands on my body.
"He has a cute ass too," Linda said to Nancy, her hands working down and allowing my motion in and out of Em to stroke it against her hands.
"It is kind of cute," Nancy said as she slid her hands around and stroked my chest and played with my nipples.
I felt Linda's hand slide down and my balls were now rubbing along her soapy hand as I stroked.
"OH god!" Emily cried as she grew closer to yet another orgasm as she aimed the water at her clit and rubbed the shower head against it.
"Get ready." My wife whispered in my ear as Emily drew closer and Linda played with my balls, each stroke into Emily allowing her fingers to slide up my balls and across my puckered anus.
"AHHHHH!" Emily cried as her body shuddered and I felt her pussy clench around my dick.
Just as suddenly I felt the finger that had been sliding across my anus push against me, slipping inside. My body suddenly jerked, jamming my dick deep into Emily, nearly knocking her over as my dick erupted and spewed a huge shot of cum into her pussy. My mind seemed to go blank for a second as my body jerked time and again, pumping shot after shot of cum into her pussy while the finger in my ass stroked in and out in time with my jerks. My body finally collapsed on top of Em and we rolled onto the bottom of the tub, the finger sliding from its place inside me.
"Oh god. What was that?" Em asked a she lay on the bottom of the tub, my wife gently showering us off with the water.
"A little something we tried a few times. I wondered if it would do the same thing to Mike." Linda said as she sat back and watched us, her legs now laying over Em's and mine.
"God that was like getting hit with an electric shock," I panted.
"I could feel each squirt of your cum. It was even harder than on the trampoline."
"Oh did he enjoy it out there," Linda asked.
"Oh yes. And it gave me a few ideas to play some time."
"That could be interesting. Maybe we'll have to plan another outing. I'm afraid my body has had all it can handle for now." My wife said.
"Mine too. There can't be a drop of cum left in me," I answered.
The girls giggled and we soon finished rinsing and drying. My wife surprised me by requesting that we go home naked, to which I agreed. The twenty mile drive was mostly back roads, so there was little chance of anything embarrassing happening.
"So, did you have fun?" I asked her as we headed out of the drive.
"I did. We need to go shopping though. I'd really like to get a vibrator and have you try it on me."
"Seems like there were a lot of things you tried."
"Uh huh." She said, leaning the seat back and propping one leg on the dash so her pussy was fully exposed to me. "There are a few we might try tonight too, if you're up to it?"
"For you, I'm always up to it!" I said honestly.
"good. I was afraid that after today you might not want just me any more."
"I'll always want you, with or without them."
"I'm glad," she said quietly, leaning her head back and closing her eyes.
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Having worked with Janet on a number of cases, I had always considered her a very sexy and talented attorney. The morning's events had shown me that she had a very different, and even more sexy side than I had ever thought possible. After having to give a deposition on nude day to a nude female attorney, and then ending up not only getting fucked by my attorney, but screwing the opposing attorney silly too, Janet and I were off to "have some fun" and do some shopping, still nude of course. Before today I didn't know what Nude day was, but now, I wondered how I could celebrate it every year.
Janet and I finished a nice lunch at an outdoor café, the glass table allowing the waitress to have a good look at my hard dick while she served us, along with the many trips she seemed to make to be sure my glass was always full.
"You know, that waitress would love to fuck you." Janet said.
"Huh"
"I said, she'd love to fuck you. Hell it's no wonder, you really do have a fantastic cock. Long and fat. I'm more than ready to fuck it again myself."
"I thought you wanted to go shopping?"
"Oh I do. I saw a little lingerie shop down the street. I though some new panties would be nice. Do you prefer stockings or pantyhose?"
"Hell, that's easy, stockings."
"Hmm Thought so. You seemed like a stocking man. You know, I always had fun teasing the hell out of you with my short skirts. I wondered how long it was going to take you to rip my clothes off and fuck me."
"I couldn't do that. Wouldn't have been professional."
"Well, it's good to know you thought about it at least. You wouldn't even do it at the dinners I took you to? You do know I didn't wear panties any time I was working with you, except in court of course."
"Damn," I said shaking my head.
"No like?"
"No... missed opportunities."
"Oh, well, we don't want to miss too many of those! Just how short of a skirt would it have taken before you made a pass at me?" She asked, getting up and walking around the small table to where I was sitting. I scooted back and she sat sideways on my lap, my dick sticking up between her legs.
"I'm not sure. The one you had on in the plane was getting pretty close. Hell, I had a hardon the whole time and was trying to see what kind of panties you wore. Now I find out there weren't any."
"If you had asked I would have pulled my skirt up and let you look all you wanted."
"Hell, that would have made me crazy to fuck you."
She leaned her face down to mine and kissed me gently as she stroked my dick softly with her finger tips, pressing it against her wet pussy. "So do you want to fuck me right here? Do you want to make me cum in public?"
"If we wouldn't get arrested, hell yes!"
"Oh you are a bad boy!" She said as she got part way up and then sat back down, pushing my dick into her pussy. "Now if you use your fingers well, you can make me cum. I'll try to do it quietly."
I moved a hand so my fingers were between her legs and I gently stroked her wet lips, up across her hard clit, getting a little shiver each time I touched it. She put her arms around my neck and leaned down and kissed me, her tongue driving deep into my mouth as I stroked her pussy.
"Hmmmmmm" she moaned quietly into my mouth as the waitress brought our check.
Janet tried to sit still, her body wanting to press toward my fingers with each stroke. Almost teasingly I eased my pressure, using just the tips of my fingers now.
"Oh fuck you are a tease!" She breathed as she pulled her mouth from mine.
"Just like you," I said as I grinned back at her and then pressed a finger to her clit, flicking it back and forth quickly.
"Oh!" she squeaked as I leaned forward and sucked a nipple into my mouth, nibbling her hard nub while I flicked her clit with my finger. Her whole body trembled and shook in my arms as her pussy squeezed and clenched my dick, her climax coming on her swiftly with the change in sensations. "That was so sneaky!" She half moaned as she panted for breath. "I will certainly pay you back for that!"
"Good, I'm looking forward to it."
She looked at me, her dark green eyes smoldering with passion. "You are a wicked man. I am so going to love this!" She got up, pulling off my dick with a slurp, leaving my dick shining with her pussy juices. She picked up the check and walked to the counter to pay the bill.
"Anything else I can get you?" The waitress asked, stepping close and staring directly at my wet dick while she held a small serving tray, using it to cover her pussy.
"I don't know, did you have something in mind?"
"Um, no sir... I don't think so."
"Hello. And what is your name?" Janet asked as she stepped back over to us.
"Amanda."
"Well, Amanda, I see you're admiring his hard dick." Janet said quietly. Then she leaned closer and whispered. "It really feels good stuffed inside my pussy. I bet it would really fill up your hot little pussy. How old are you?"
"Twenty one." She said, her face flushing pink while she obviously squeezed her legs together.
"Have you ever played with more than one person at a time?"
"Uh uh." She said still staring at my glistening cock.
"Just think about how that cock will feel if you sit on it. Would you like to sit on it? Would you like to feel that big head slowly sink into your hot little pussy?" Janet whispered as she stroked a finger down her arm, her fingernail gently touching the side of her firm little breast. Her hand trailed down her hip and around and up her back, making another trip from her shoulder down her arm, once again, just grazing her firm little tit . "Just think how hard that fat dick will make you cum when you let it slide into your tight little pussy. Can you feel it sliding in and out of your hot cunt? Sliding against your hard clit? Can you feel the climax building inside you as you slide down that slick dick, the mushroom head touching everyplace inside you as you slowly sink down onto it?"
"Oh fuck." Amanda mumbled as her body trembled, little trickles of moisture running down her legs.
"That's a girl. Feels good doesn't it. Just think how good the real thing would feel." Janet whispered. Finally she stepped over to her purse and pulled out a business card. "When you get off work, if you still want it, call me. I'm sure we'll have plenty of time to play."
"Ok." She squeaked as she dashed off, clearly embarrassed.
"And you called me bad."
"That wasn't bad. She was so close to cuming just looking at you that all it took was a suggestion. If she calls, maybe we can have some fun, but I don't think she will. Now I think we have some shopping to do."
"Yes maam," I said as I got up and followed her out of the café, my hard dick swinging back and forth as I walked.
We made our way down the block, a lot of women looking at my hard dick, and my hard dick not even thinking of going down as I looked at the variety of tits, nipples and pussies on display. We turned into a small shop a few blocks from the hotel we were staying and, stepping from the bright sunshine to a soft subdued light. The shop was lined with racks of lingerie, both ordinary and quite provocative mixed together.
"May I help you?" A tall woman asked, standing mostly hidden behind a rack of panties.
"Yes, I'm looking for some real silk stockings." Janet said as she led me toward the lady.
"Yes we have some back here." She said, turning and walking away as we approached. She was fairly tall, a bit taller than I was actually, and quite curvatious from behind. She had long slim legs and a round ass and full hips that swung provocatively as she walked but didn't jiggle or wiggle as many older women's rears did. The real surprised was when she turned to allow us to look at the rack of stockings. The sales lady was quite well endowed in the breast department. Her large tits, although big enough to require two hands to fully cup each of them, only sagged a few inches. Each breast was topped with a dark areola that was nearly as large as the waitresses whole breast, a hard nipple as large as my thumb centered in each areola, pointing slightly upward. As she noticed my gaze her areola puckered and her hard nipple grew even harder, her neck and face turning a light pink as she blushed.
"I take it you're new to being naked?" Janet asked bluntly as she looked at a number of packages of stockings.
"Actually, yes. I've only worked here a few months, and when they told me they preferred me to work naked today, well, at first I said no, but after a while, with all the naked women coming in, well I thought I might give it a try. I guess I didn't plan on having any gentlemen customers."
"Well, you have nothing to be ashamed of. You have a very beautiful and sexy body." I offered.
"Thank you." She said blushing even more, clearly trying not to look at my dick, now that I had drawn her attention back to me.
"It's ok. You can look all you want, he won't mind. He probably wouldn't even mind if you touched it." Janet said with a smile. "I'd like to try these on." She said as she walked away to sit in a chair nearby.
I watched as she rolled the silk in her hand and then slowly, enticingly, slid it up her leg, her slim fingers paying the material out as the black silk slowly covered her creamy leg. My dick twitched and bounced with my heartbeat as I watched her move to the other leg, the black stockings making her look even more sexy than she had been completely nude.
"I like these. I bet you'd look good in them too." Janet said to the sales lady as she admired her form in the three section mirror.
"Oh. I really can't afford something like that." She replied.
"What was your name?"
"Jeniese, but my friends call me Jen."
"Well Jen, why don't you try these on, just for fun?" Janet said, pulling a pair of red silk stockings off the rack.
"I couldn't, really."
"It's ok. It's my treat." Janet said with a smile.
With a smile Jen walked over to the chair and slowly pulled the stockings up one leg.
"God in the right outfit she would be so fucking hot!" Janet whispered. "Would you like to fuck her as much as I want to suck those tits?"
"I didn't know you went both ways."
"OH yes. After my first husband ran off with my secretary, I decided that I would enjoy what life had to offer, men, women, whatever felt good. And that... That would feel good. I'd love to taste her pussy and watch you fuck her tits."
"Ohhhh nice thought." I answered as she came back, wearing the red stockings.
"These feel so sexy!" she said with a smile. But I really couldn't accept such an offer."
"Certainly you can, and you should, you're a beautiful woman. Beautiful women should feel beautiful."
She blushed harder as Janet took her by the hand and walked up and down the aisles with me following behind, my hard dick waiting or an opportunity to sink into a pussy.
Stopping at a rack Janet pulled an item off on a hanger. "Oh this is perfect." She said, holding the black lace out for my inspection.
"What is it?"
"Oh, here, let me show you. You're going to love this!" She said as she unclipped it from the hanger. She stepped into the material and sexily wiggled her hips as she worked the eight inch wide strip of stretchy black lace over her hips. With the material in place, looking much like a too short see through mini-skirt, she bent over and clipped the hanging straps to the tops of her black stockings. "There, what do you think?" she asked as she turned around.
"Incredible." Was all I could say as I looked at her body, the lace garter making her look all the more spectacular, but leaving her wet pussy fully on display below the lace.
"Here," She said to Jen, pulling a similar one off the rack in red with small black bows on it. "Try this one."
"Really, I couldn't!" Jen protested.
"Please. It's my treat, really!"
Jen looked first at Janet and then at me before making up her mind. She bent over at the waist, her pussy pushing out at me as she stepped into the material. I so wanted to just step up behind her and press my dick into her pussy.
Janet stepped over and looked at my dick, leaking pre cum in a long slender string. "I think you want to fuck."
"Oh yes." I answered as she stepped up to me while Jen was pulling the material over her hips.
" Next time I bend over, put your dick in me." She whispered as she reached out with her tongue and flicked the tip across my lips.
She stepped away as Jen was snapping the garter to her stockings. "Very sexy!"
"Really?"
"Sure, if you don't believe me, just look behind you!" Janet answered, motioning to me standing behind her, my dick drooling.
"Oh my!" Jen said, staring at my dick, bobbing with my heart beat.
"Let's see what else we have?" Janet said, taking her hand and leading her next to her down the racks. She stopped at a rack of panties and bent over stiff legged, to look at some on the bottom. I stepped behind her and pressed my dick against her wet lips sliding easily into her. "Ohhhhh now that was worth looking down here for!" she said, wiggling her ass on my dick a few times before stepping forward and pulling off my dick. "Would you like to see those too?" She asked Jen, pointing to the thong panties on the bottom rack.
Jen looked nervously at me and then turned so her ass was pointing directly at me and bent over, not even pretending to look at the panties.
I stepped behind her as Janet watched and rubbed my dick around her exposed lips, lubricating them with both my and her juices. Holding her hips I gently pressed my dick to her lips, my fat head sliding into her a few inches. I gently stroked in and out of her pussy, each time my dick pressing into her farther until I could feel my head pressing against her cervix and my hips against her bare ass.
"Ohhhhhh god." She mumbled as I stroked in and out of her several times before Janet motioned me to withdraw.
"I'm not sure panties are what I want though. Maybe something else." She said, walking away as Jen stood up, her chest heaving as she panted for breath.
"What... What did you have in mind?" Jen asked, walking to catch up.
"Oh here!" She said as she stopped at a rack near the back of the shop. She pulled a black shelf bra off the rack, sliding it over her arms and under her breasts, making them stand up and out even more. "Oh this is perfect." She said, leading Jen by the hand to the mirror where she turned back and forth to admire her new look. "This is so fuckable sexy!" she almost growled. "I bet you'd look really hot in one of these."
"Really. I don't think that's quite..."
"No, I insist." Janet said taking her hand and bringing her back to the rack. She pulled a red lace one from the rack and leaned forward to put it around Jen's body, her tits pressing against Jen's as she snapped the clasp behind her back. "Oh this is sexy." She cooed as she wiggled her chest, rubbing their nipples together. "I bet Mike is loving this. Let's see how it looks in the mirror."
"Really..."
"Come on. Might as well have a little fun, shouldn't we?" Janet asked as she drew her to the mirror and then pulled her to face her. She looked in the mirror as she gently rubbed her nipples around Jen's nipples, both of them obviously getting more turned on by the moment.
Janet stepped back and bent over, reaching out to suck one of Jen's hard nipples into her mouth.
"OH god." Jen moaned as she worked the nipple of her left tit while I stepped forward and knelt down to suck her right nipple into my mouth. I felt her hand circle my head and pull me to her as Janet's hand slid between her legs and stroked her pussy.
"Would you like to feel his hard dick again?" she whispered as she let go of her tit and stood up, pressing her tit into Jen's again.
"Oh god yes. I'm so turned on I can hardly stand it."
Janet motioned for me to get up and held my hand as she pulled me around behind Jen. Jen bent over part way and I easily entered into her slick pussy while Janet leaned down and whispered in her ear, her fingers stroking her pussy.
"Watch in the mirror. See how sexy you look? Watch his dick slide in and out of your wet pussy. Doesn't he feel good inside you? Can you feel the mushroom of his head sliding up and down your velvety walls, gently stroking each nerve as he slowly strokes in and out of you? I bet if you came it would make him cum too. Would you like to feel his hot cum squirting into your hot pussy? Splashing against your walls, and filling you with hot fuck juice?"
Jen moaned quietly, her whole body trembling as Janet stroked her clit and encouraged her to watch herself being fucked. For my part, I was so close to cuming that I wasn't sure I could hold back much longer.
"I think he's ready to cum. Are you ready? Cum for me now. Make him cum inside you, filling your hot wet pussy with his juice!" Janet said as she flicked her finger across the tip of Jen's exposed clit.
"UH" Jen grunted as her pussy clenched and milked my dick, her body shuddering as her orgasm washed over her.
I stroked hard for one, two, three, four strokes, each time making her whole body shake as I slammed into her. On the fifth stroke my body jerked, pumping a surge of cum into Jen's clenching pussy. Time and again my body jerked as I pumped shot after shot of cum into her pussy.
"Oh yes... That't it. Feel his hot cum inside you! Let it take you higher, feel how it fills you!" she cooed to Jen as she continued to stroke her clit, driving her climax even higher.
"OH god!" Jen squeaked as her whole body trembled.
"That's it." Janet said with a grin, looking at me. She mouthed to me "watch this" as she pulled Jen off my twitching dick and pulled both of us to the chair she had used to pull on the stockings. She guided Jen to the seat and sat her on the edge, pushing her backwards. She guided me to stand next to Jen, who's hand she guided to my dick.
"That's it, now suck him. Make him hard again to thank him for such a wonderful fuck." Janet said as she knelt down and lowered her head to Jen's now spread pussy. I watched as she eagerly licked my cum from Jen's pussy as it leaked out, her tongue making trip after trip up between her lips. She pressed her tongue deep into Jen's pussy and then slid up her lips and across her clit. In response Jen leaned over and tentatively sucked my dick into her mouth, tasting both my cum and her own pussy for the first time. At first she didn't appear to be enjoying it, but as Janet worked on her pussy, she sucked with more vigor. It only took a few minutes before my dick was once again growing inside her wet mouth.
"Oh that was good." Janet said, lifting herself up and kissing Jen wetly on the lips before helping lick and suck on my cock. She continued for several minutes before she finally pulled from my dick and stood up.
"Well, this has been fun, but I think I have to get undressed before we go out. Would you like to help?" Janet asked me.
She turned around and pulled me behind her, so she was facing Jen, and then drew my hands around her until they were cupping her hard nipples. "Now let's see how long it takes you to make me cum?" She whispered as I stroked her hard nipples with the tips of my fingers.
I cupped one breast while I undid the clasp and pulled the bra off, allowing it to fall into Jen's lap as she sat and watched us. I slid my hands down her belly, stroking across her hard body until I came to the garter, and then continued down, bending her over as I pressed her back with my chest. It was easy in this position to slide my body back and then press forward again, pushing my dick into her wet pussy with ease.
"Ohhhhh nice move." She cooed as I unclipped her stocking.
"You liked that?" I asked as I started to stroke in and out of her slowly, sliding one hand up her leg to her pussy and the other continuing up her body to one of her tits dangling only inches from Jen's face as Janet leaned on the chair for support.



"Oh god. You surprise a girl!" she panted as I stroked her clit with the tip of my finger in time with my long slow strokes. She squeaked as I squeezed her tit, her nipple sticking between my fingers, being rocked and tweaked as I wiggled my fingers. I started stroking faster as I felt her wetness leaking across my fingers, her breathing becoming ragged as her orgasm worked closer and closer to climax.
"OH FUCK!" she moaned as I slammed my dick into her time after time, each stroke slapping my hips into her ass, the garter now bunched and rolled up around her waist, leaving her ass completely bare.
"OHHHHH!" she cried as her body shuddered and twitched, her cum squeezing around my dick, making slurping sounds as I continued pounding into her. "YES!" she squealed as my stroking finger pushed her climax even higher, her body jerking in my arms with each stroke of my dick.
I slowed my strokes and then stopped as I felt her body ease from its vice grip on my dick. "How was that?" I whispered as she stood up some to try to reach me behind her. She pulled my face down so she could turn her head and kiss me, which she did wetly.
"That was excellent. I had no idea you were that talented. Someone taught you well how to make a woman cum!"
"Nope just lots of practice. A good engineer always evaluates the system he is working on. This is just a much more enjoyable evaluation than most."
"Well. For the record. I consider you to be an expert in your field."
I was about to make a reply when the door chime sounded, alerting us to a new customer entering.
"Excuse me." Jen said, getting up, her face still flushed from her own fingers as we were fucking inches from her. "May I help you?" she asked a gentleman as Janet pulled from my dick and sat down to slip the stockings from her legs.
"Oh lord yes. I, um... I was looking for something sexy for my wife... Um... I think what you have on is exactly what I want!"
"Well, we can certainly take care of that, what size is she?"
"Um... A bit slimmer than you, and not quite so big in the breasts."
"Do you know what size?"
"Um... About a handful." He said, trying to hide his quickly growing erection.
"Hmmm Let's see. How about one of these." Jen said leading him to the rack of bra's while Janet and I walked to the counter. "Tell you what, why don't you let me come back and help you in a moment. I need to check out this couple and then we'll see what we can do to take care of you."
"Certainly." He said, watching her as she walked away, clearly turned on.
"Here." Janet said, handing her a credit card. "Yours is on me as well." Janet whispered. "If you decide you want to play some more, we're in room one thirty five."
"I'll see what I can do about that. Thank you. I can't remember the last time I felt so sexy and alive."
"Just make sure you let your male customers out at the end of the day." Janet said with a chuckle.
"OH I will." She said with a smile, "but I may tease them a bit."
Janet smiled as she put her credit card back and picked up the bag of items. "I never did get any panties."
"Oh here." Jen said walking over to a rack. "These are on me." She whispered as she slipped the item into Janet's bag. "A surprise for later."
"Thank you!" Janet said, hugging her tight before letting go.
Jen turned and put her arms around me, pulling me tight against her big tits and whispered to me. "I hope I get to have more of you later. Thank you for a fantastic encounter."
"It was my pleasure," I answered her, reaching down and squeezing her firm ass, the guy in the racks eyes as big as saucers as he watched us.
I followed Janet out into the bright sunshine and down the street. "What should we shop for now?" She asked as we passed a series of shops.
"Whatever you prefer." I said as I followed behind, my dick still rock hard and on full display.
"I feel like some perfume!" she said stopping at a small shop and pulling the door open.
I followed her in and let the door close behind us. The shop was a small affair, with lots of bottles of fragrances, some clearly quite expensive, and some more reasonably priced. A petite woman that I guessed was in her thirties was standing naked behind a glass case filled with various sized and shaped bottles.
"May I help you?" she asked as she came around the counter to greet us. She was quite short, maybe five three or so, weighing little more than a hundred pounds in my estimate. She had small firm tits with puffy nipples that seemed to grow harder as she looked at my hard dick first and then my eyes as I looked at her completely shaved pussy.
"Yes, I'd like something different." Janet said quietly. "You know, a bit unusual?"
"Hmmmm that leaves open a lot of territory." She said as she move toward a glass shelf. "Would prefer a musk or a scent?"
"Most of my perfumes are similar to what I'm wearing now. I want something that will drive a man crazy in bed."
"Hmmm In that case," she said walking to a counter and opening a small glass cabinet. She drew out a small bottle that looked no bigger than thimble. "This is exactly what you want."
"What is it?"
"This is concentrated pheromones. The manufacture said it's guaranteed to turn any man into a sex starved animal."
"Have you ever tried it?"
"Um, no. Not at three hundred dollars an ounce." She said quietly.
"Hmmm would you like to?"
She looked around the shop and giggled. "I've always wondered if it really did work. Once I put just a little on my neck and my boyfriend couldn't stop fucking me all night, but then, he always did want to do it all night."
"Hmmm for three hundred a bottle, I'd really like to know if it works. Maybe you'd demonstrate for me?"
"I'm not sure I should, I mean it's supposed to be very powerful."
"Tell you what, put some on, and if it works, I'll take the bottle." Janet said firmly.
She looked around the store, and then gently touched the top of the bottle with her finger. She touched her neck with her damp finger and then one spot between her breasts. She capped the bottle and set it down as she stepped over to me.
"So tell me what you think," She asked me, standing only a few inches from me.
I leaned down and gently nuzzled her neck, closing my eyes and drinking in her scent. The smell was almost like a sweet lemony scent, which I found surprisingly pleasant.
"I think it smells quite nice." I answered, gently kissing her neck. At that moment wanting to burry my dick into her more than anything else. "Would you mind if I kissed you?" I asked her quietly, moving my hands to stroke her body gently with my fingertips, stroking them over her small tits and nipples.
"If you'd like," She whispered back.
I kissed her neck again and then kissed down around her jaw to her face. I kissed her gently as she kissed back, our lips and kisses growing more urgent with each passing minute. I wrapped my arms around her and lifted her light frame by her firm little ass and stepped over to a wooden display case, setting her on the top. I kissed my way down her neck to her chest, eagerly sucking each of her nipples in turn, working her fat puffy nipples even larger as I stroked her thighs and wet pussy lips.
"I want to fuck you so bad." I whispered as I kissed my way back to her face, pressing my dick against her pussy.
"Oh yes. Fuck me." She moaned into my mouth, reaching between us to guide my hard dick to her pussy. She was small and her pussy was very tight around my raging hardon, but I worked it into her slowly, each stroke feeding a bit more into her until her velvety hot tunnel was consuming nearly all of my nine inch dick.
"Ohhhhh" I moaned as I stroked long and slow into her. "I feel like I'm going to explode!"
"Yes... Do it I want to feel your dick pumping me full of cum!" she moaned back as I stroked faster into her.
She started cuming before I did, her whole body twitching and jerking as I continued to stroke into her, her pussy massaging my hard dick in time with her jerks. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever as my own took over and I started squirting shot after shot of cum into her hot pussy. I groaned as she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me as deeply into her as I could go, her mouth searching for mine, as she kissed me wetly and urgently, her body still trembling in one incredibly long orgasm. We broke our kiss and I stood panting, my still hard dick impaling her small frame. "God you feel good. I could fuck you all day and all night."
"I know. I don't want to let you out." She panted. Just keep fucking me. Don't stop!"
I started stroking again, my dick miraculously staying hard even after an incredibly hard climax, and not the first of the day by any means. My muddled brain didn't bother to think about it though, and just went back to plunging my dick in and out of her tight little pussy.
"Can I have some of that?" Janet asked, stepping over from wherever she had been watching from. She reached in and gently kissed petite sales woman, gently pushing me away until my dick slipped from her. She stepped between us, facing the sales girl and pressed her ass into my hard dick. I didn't need an engraved invitation. I aimed my dick at Janet's pussy and slid into her while she leaned down, pressing the sales girl back until she had easy access to her small tits and puffy nipples while bent over so I could fuck her.
"Oh yes. That's it. Fuck my hot cunt!" Janet groaned as she moved from one tit to the other on the sales lady.
"Ohhh god!' I groaned as I pounded into her pussy, my hips slapping her firm ass with each stroke. I lost track of how long I stood there fucking her, when I heard both of them cry out together in pleasure, Janet apparently fingering the young lady while I pounded her pussy.
"Oh god. Stop love!" Janet panted, gently pushing me back. "you gotta give me a break. I can only cum so many times in a row."
"Huh?" I asked confused. "Oh lover. Do you have any idea how long you've been fucking me there?"
"Not really," I answered trying to catch my breath.
"Easily half an hour. Hell I came three times and you still haven't stopped."
"God I'm sorry. I didn't realize."
"I know. Believe me know!" She said with a smile. Then she turned to the petite little sales girl. I"ll take the whole damn bottle!"
"Sure." She said, sliding off the display case, pussy juices spread all over her bald pussy and thighs. "Should I wrap it for you?"
"Oh hell no! Just like it is will be fine!"
"Certainly," She said taking the tiny bottle to the cash register where Janet paid for it.
"One more stop." Janet said as she led me down the street, my brain still not quite firing on all cylinders and my dick still inexplicably hard. She led me to a small beauty parlor and I followed her in.
"Good afternoon. May I help you?" A very young lady asked from behind the counter. She was quiet beautiful, her hair up in a curly hairdo, with a number of piercings in her ears and a tiny pink and blue butterfly tattooed next to her perky tit.
"Yes, I don't have an appointment, but I would like a pussy shave."
"Well, actually we aren't busy, but to be honest, we haven't ever done that here."
"Have you ever shaved anything?"
"No."
"Well, tell you what. I'll give you fifty to help Mike shave me. Most men can shave the hair off a peach. How about it, want to try it?" she asked me.
"Why not?" I answered with a shrug.
"Great!" She said waiting for the young lady to lead us back to a chair.
The best way to do this kind of thing is like cutting a beard off. Clip it all off and then shave the stubble. I sat back as the young lady clipped all Janet's pussy hair down as short as she could and then stepped back. I placed a warm towel over her whole pussy to soften the hairs and then leaned back to wait for it to do its work.
"So, have you ever done this before?" The young lady asked.
"Nope."
"She's awful trusting to let you do it then."
"Oh I don't know. It's not that hard. Just like a face, but lower." I said as I stepped over and pulled off the towel. I found some shaving cream and a straight razor and went to work, gently lathering her pussy and then stroking the lather off with the razor. "There you go all done!" I said leaning over and gently kissing her now naked mound.
"Just a bit lower lover!" Janet said with a giggle.
I grinned at her and then leaned down a bit lower and kissed her pussy lips, gently pushing my tongue between them and tasting her wetness. "After the perfume store I would have thought you had enough."
"After the perfume store I would have though your dick would be worn out." She said with a smile.
"Do you mind if I feel it?" The young lady asked.
"Certainly." Janet answered, spreading her legs back apart for her to see and feel her new look.
"It's so smooth." She said as she gently petted her mound and bald lips. "What does it feel like?"
"Very sexy!" Janet answered with a crooked grin. "Wanna try?"
"I'm not sure I could."
"Oh I'm sure mike wouldn't mind doing you too. He did such a nice job on me, and to be honest, by the time he got done, well, let's just say I'm so wet I'm ready to be fucked."
"It sounds kind of fun, but I'm still not sure I should. Especially since I'm the only one in the shop."
"When do you close," Janet asked.
"Well, actually, in about half an hour."
"So why don't you close now, and I'll trade you, a shave for a shave?"
She stood and thought about it for several long seconds and then with a grin said, "why not?" She scurried off to change the sign and lock the door and then came back, sitting in the chair and hanging her legs over the arms like Janet had. "I'm all yours!" She said, looking straight at me.
Janet stepped up and reached for my hard dick and stroked it gently. "Why don't you feel what it's like with and without hair."
"Um... I'd like that, but I don't know that my boyfriend would appreciate that."
"You're choice, but once he cuts it off there isn't any going back."
She sat in the chair thinking for several seconds. "I guess it wouldn't hurt. I mean it's just an experiment, right?"
"Uh huh." Janet said, pushing me forward while she whispered in my ear. "Now just slide into her. Make her feel you all the way against her lips." She rubbed my dick around on her pussy, spreading her wetness around her lips and the head of my dick while I reached up and cupped both of her perky little breasts, allowing her nipples to protrude between my fingers.
"Ooooooo" she moaned as I pressed my dick slowly into her, squeezing her tits and nipples. I pressed into her wet tunnel until my pelvis was pressing against hers. I felt Janet's fingers slip between us and stroke her curly bush and exposed clit, making her grind into me harder. "Damn that feels good." The young lady murmered as I stroked a few times into her pussy.
"Now, let's trim it off." Janet said quietly, removing her hand and pulling me back until my dick pulled from her with a slurp.
"Oh god. I'm so fucking turned on now."
"Just wait." Janet said as she slid a stool over and sat down, with her face only inches from her pussy. Janet leaned forward and gently licked up between her lips and across her clit several times before she pulled away and started clipping the hair from her. It took several minutes to get all the curls trimmed away before Janet moved away. "Your turn." She said simply as I sat down, a warm towel in my hand.
I lay the towel on her and gently massaged her mound and pussy through the warm compress, working it against all the stuble. I pulled it off and then gently lathered her with cream, stroking her clit and lips with the tip of my finger as I did.
"Ohhhhhh Are you trying to make me cum?"
"Not yet." I said with a grin as I started to gently scrape the foam and stubble from her. I gently pulled and stroked her lips to make sure I didn't knick anywhere, and after about ten minutes of careful work called the job done, wiping the last of the foam from her pussy and leaning down to kiss her.
"Oh yes." The young lady moaned as she reached for my head and pulled my face to her wet pussy.
I licked and sucked her pussy for several minutes, working her closer and closer to climax. I gently pulled my head from her grasp and stood up, replacing my lips and tongue with my dick.
"Oh yes! Fuck me... Fuck me hard!" She cooed as I pressed my dick slowly into her. I stroked slowly at first, picking up speed slowly as Janet leaned over her reclining form, feeding the young lady one of her tits while she sucked one of the young lady's perky tits into her mouth.
"Oh shit." I groaned as I started driving hard into her pussy, her whole body shaking with each impact. Janet reached to the young lady's pussy and gently stroked her smooth mound and clit, driving her wild with the combination of sensations.
"OHHHHH!" she cried around Janet's tit as her whole body quaked and shook in orgasm. Her pussy clenched and sqeezed my stroking cock, triggering my own orgasm.
My body jerked and spasmed as my dick squirted deep into her, filling her with my cum while Janet stroked the young lady's pussy.
"OH yes. Right there!" Janet squeaked as the young lady reached for her pussy and fond her wet lips and clit. "Finger fuck me. Make me cum around your little fingers!" Janet panted as she lay half across the young lady. I stood watching the two fingering each other's pussies while my dick slowly shrunk inside the young lady.
"YES!" Janet screamed once as her body trembled, her mouth making the perfect O shape. She stood and shook for several seconds before she stood up, the two women releasing each other's pussy. I stepped back, releasing our combined cum to drip on the floor from her spread pussy.
"God that was so fucking good. I don't think I ever knew sex could feel so good."
"Glad you enjoyed it. But I think we better be going." Janet said quietly, trying to catch her breath.
"OH. Let me get you your money back." The young lady said, climbing from the chair, my cum leaking down her legs as she walked.
"No. You keep it. It was worth every penny!"
"You're sure?"
"Definitely," Janet said as she led me to the front door. "I hope you and your boyfriend enjoy the shave as much as we did!"
"I'm sure he will." She answered with a grin as she opened the door and let us out. "Come see me again some time!"
"We may well do that." Janet answered as she took my hand in hers and led me down the street toward our hotel.
The two of us were quite exhausted and we curled up on the bed in her room, her leg across mine and her tits pressing against my naked body. We didn't stir until the sun was almost down.
"I think we missed dinner time." Janet said quietly, looking at her watch, realizing it was nearly eight.
"I know, I'm starved." I answered, pulling her tight against me. "This has been one heck of a day. I had no idea that this side of you ever existed."
"I had no idea that you were as good of a fuck as you are. I don't seem to be able to get enough of doing you or watching you."
"I don't understand. Why do you like watching me screwing someone else?"
"Actually, I don't know. All I know is that it when I watched you screwing that porn star in the courthouse that I couldn't take my eyes from you. I wanted to be the one on the table getting rammed. When you did that little clerk it was all the more powerfull. I really can't explain it."
"Well, we did screw, quite a bit."
"Uh huh. And it felt fantastic. Somehow fucking you hits all the right spots. I guess part of me wants other women to feel what you do to me. I guess to make them jealous about what they'll get this one time and I'll get all the time. Only problem is... after this trip, how often will I get it?"
"Yeah, I know what you mean. I wish you didn't live so far away, I might ask you to marry me."



"Oh?" She asked lifting her head from my chest. "WHY?"
"Because I think I'm falling in love with you."
"No, what you're falling in love with is the sex. This has nothing to do with love. It's male lust, pure and simple. Hell, how many pussies have you been in today?"
"I didn't count, but it doesn't matter, each time I was still thinking about fucking you and filling you with my cum."
"No. This isn't love. But it is the best sex I have ever had, even with my husband and my secretary."
I turned my head to look at her. "Now I understand," I whispered. "I'm sorry!" I leaned down and kissed the top of her head gently and squeezed her tight to me. I felt a tear land on my chest as she wiped her eyes.
"I wasn't always this way. He wanted to try a three way, and I hadn't ever been with a woman before, so Marci and I played around a bit to get used to it and then I brought her home with me one night. A few weeks later I found out that they had been fucking without me every couple days since then, and he decided she was a better fuck than I was. I threw the bastard out on his ear and swore that I'd enjoy what life had to offer and never let myself get hurt like that again."
"And now, you have sex like crazy, but it isn't what you want?"
"I can't ever seem to fill up. There's always a hole that doesn't go away."
"That's because it isn't sex your craving, it's a closeness. Maybe that's what draws you to me. I respond to you and fill part of that."
"Maybe." She said, wiping her eyes again.
"Tell you what, why don't you dry your eyes and fix your makeup, and I'll take you to dinner?"
She sniffed and then climbed from the bed, walking into the bathroom and closing the door. I went through the partition door and quickly jumped in the shower, rinsing the sweat and sex from my body and shaving my face. I may not be able to wear clothes, but there was no reason I couldn't look my best.
It was nearly twenty minutes later when she stepped out of the bathroom, looking fresh and incredibly sexy. She had touched up her hair, now including some petite curls that just brushed her shoulders. Her makeup was perfect and she stood in tall heels, the only things she had on besides that were a small gold watch and a gold ankle bracelet.
"My goodness, you look gorgeous. I feel like I'm in the presence of a goddess!"
"You're just saying that because you're horney!" she said with a grin, "But thank you just the same."
I put my wallet in her purse and then held my arm out. She circled her arm in mine and I guided her from the room, and down the stairs. We walked the couple blocks to a nice looking restraint in the growing darkness, the light cool breeze making her nipples stand hard and tall as we walked.
"A romantic table for two please," I told the cute greeter as we entered.
"Certainly sir. Follow me." She said with a smile on her face.
I was surprised at how many people were in the place, all of them as naked as we were. She showed us to a corner booth that had a curved seat and a single glass candle in the middle of the table bathing the booth with its flickering light. "Thank you," I said as I allowed Janet to slide into the booth before me.
"You're waitress will be with you shortly, would you like anything to drink?"
I looked over at Janet, who stared back, giving me no indication of her thoughts, except to see what I would do.
"Yes, I'd two glasses of Chardonnay please."
"Certainly sir." She said as she walked away, her cute little but wiggling as she went.
"Well, that was a surprise." Janet said quietly as she hooked a leg over one of mine.
"I'm not done yet." I grinned as I leaned my head toward her and gently kissed her lips. She pulled my face toward hers, her lips gently kissing and sucking mine, until we were interrupted by our waitress.
"Good evening, my name is Tracy, and I'll be your server tonight." She said as she set down two menus.
I looked up and Tracy was good enough looking to easily fit into a playboy photo shoot. She had long blond hair and deep blue eyes, and oh yes, a pair of easily thirty eight D tits that stood off her chest like a pair of glued on melons. I doubted that a bra would have anything to do except to keep her very large and surprisingly hardening nipples covered.
"Yes, I'd like a shrimp cocktail for two as an appetizer, then I'll figure out what else we would like."
"Certainly. Be back in a few minutes." She said scurrying way, looking over her shoulder as she left.
"Well you certainly caught her attention." Janet whispered with a giggle.
"I guess so. Don't know why though."
"Oh I do. In this light you have the most beautiful bedroom eyes. They just say, please come here and let me make long slow gentle love to your beautiful body!"
"You get all that from my eyes?"
"Oh yes... Every bit. I've always liked your eyes. I guess that's why I've tried to tease you so much."
"Um, ok. Let's look at the menu shall we?"
"No. Let's not. "I'd like to see what you'll order for me. You have me very curious."
"Ok." I said, opening the menu and perusing it while she reached into my lap and gently stroked my dick, which had once again hardened as we were kissing.
""Here you are sir," the waitress said as she set down a large bowl of peeled shrimp and sauce along with our glasses of wine. "Are you ready to order?"
"Yes, I'd like an order of chicken alfredo and an order of seafood alfredo, and please, if you could put them both on the same plate please?"
"Certainly," she said as she leaned over to pick up the menus, her eyes staring at mine as she did.
"Oh she is so hot for you." Janet whispered after the waitress walked away.
"Oh I don't think so." I said picking up a shrimp and dunking it in the sauce. I held the shrimp out to Janet, who gently bit on the soft meat so I could pull the tail off.
"This is fun." She said quietly as she fed me a piece of shrimp. "I've never done this before."
"I'm glad you're enjoying it." I said as I fed her another curved shrimp.
We gently fed each other the shrimps amid numerous smiles and giggles until the waitress came back with the pasta dish I had ordered, both orders on a single large plate.
"Thank you," I said as she leaned over to set the plate down between us. I watched as she reached to move one of the glasses of ice water, out of the way, accidently knocking the other over with the edge of the large plate. It was almost comical to watch the glass of cold water dump on the table, the wave of ice and water quickly traveling across the white tablecloth toward the edge of the table. It became somewhat less comical as the water poured over the edge of the table into my lap.
"OH shit!" The waitress, Tracy cried, as she practically dove for the glass that was following the water toward the edge of the table, missing her catch and falling over to end up lying in the booth with her almost in my lap, which was now covered in cold water and ice cubes.
"OH lord, I'm sorry!" She said as she quickly pushed herself back up and grabbed one of the cloth napkins from the table to start going after the ice. It took her nearly two handfuls of ice before it dawned on her that she had her hand in my naked lap, her fingers brushing against my dick, which Janet had been keeping hard with her occasional strokes and touches.
"Oh my!" Tracy squeaked, her face turning bright red in embarrassment.
"It's fine." I said, reaching down to help pull the ice from my lap, where it was, if anything, making my dick grow even harder. She looked at my face and then my hard dick and quickly began helping collect the ice and toss it into the napkin she was holding.
Janet giggled and reached into my lap too, only wrapping her hand around my dick and stroking it playfully toward the waitresses face instead of removing ice.
With all the ice finally dug from my lap, Tracy disappeared with the wet napkin, coming back a few moments later with a fresh napkin and a towel.
"Might as well finish," Janet said as Tracy held the towel out for us.
She looked at Janet as if she were going to bite and then knelt in the booth to reach into my lap and gently dry my legs, eventually gently grasping my hard dick with her fingers to dry it and around it. Janet reached into my lap and squeezed Tracy's hand around my dick, gently stroking me with both of their hands for a few moments. Janet released her hand and Tracy continued to gently stroke my dick while she dried the seat around me and slid the towel between my legs to dry around my balls.
"There," she said breathlessly, pulling her hand from my dick and climbing out of the booth. "I think I got it all. I'm terribly sorry, I didn't mean to spill it."
"Not a problem." Janet said with a smile. "You returned everything to the way it was, so no harm done."
Tracy nodded and then disappeared, leaving behind only the smell of very turned on woman.
"She wants to fuck you so bad!" Janet whispered as she moved back close to me, once again putting her leg over mine. She reached for my hand and slid it into her lap, pressing my fingers to her wet pussy. "So do I."
"Well, you got me all hard and ready, but I think we have to wait till after dinner."
"Then maybe we should hurry dinner along."
"Maybe we should," I agreed, picking up a fork and rolling some of the pasta onto it. I held it out to her and carefully fed her the fork full, receiving a grin as she chewed.
"So, how did you know what I liked?" She asked as she twirled pasta on the fork and fed it to me.
"Easy. I remembered what you ordered the last two times we ate out." I said after chewing it.
"And I didn't think you were paying attention to anything but my body." She said with a grin.
We spent the next half hour, carefully feeding each other the pasta, except for the few drips of sauce which accidently landed on her breast. I eagerly licked it off each time, sucking her nipple into my mouth to tease her as much as she had teased me.
"Anything else I can do?" Tracy asked, standing in front of the table once again.
"No, just the check please." I said.
"Certainly." She said scurrying off again. She came back a few minutes later with our check and I gave her my card. When she brought back the final check and set it on the table, Janet motioned to her and whispered something to her which I couldn't hear. "Thank you for stopping by, please, come by any time!" Tracy said with a grin, staring at my eyes as she walked away.
"All set?"
"Let's go." I said as I collected my card and receipt.
I led Janet out the door and we started down the block. "I think we should walk this way," Janet said turning us down an alley between the buildings. It didn't take long for her to walk us around behind the restraint we had just been in.
"Tracy?" Janet called.
"Here." I heard a soft voice call back from the dark.
Janet steered us to where Tracy was standing near the corner of the building. She reached a hand out and pulled her toward us, and gently kissed her cheek.
"So you want to feel him again?"
"Yes."
Janet leaned over to me, pulling Tracy toward me. I was almost surprised as Tracy wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled her face to mine, gently kissing my lips and seductively sucking them. I felt, more than saw, one of Tracy's legs wrap around my hips, and a hand gently guide my hard dick to her wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhh." I groaned into Tracy's mouth as I felt her pussy wrap around my dick.
"You like that? Why don't you make her cum?" Janet whispered as she stepped behind me and started stroking my ass with her nails with one hand and the other pushing one of my hands to Tracy's big tit.
"oh god." Tracy moaned as she broke the kiss and leaned back to provide a better angle, her tits now fully available to my hands.
I humped my hips up into her, her pussy making little squishing sounds with each stroke. I felt Janet slide her hand down my stomach and onto Tracy's curly mound, her thumb finding her clit and pressing on it.
"OH god yes...I'm going to cum!" Tracy moaned as I continued to slide in and out of her while Janet rocked her thumb back and forth on her clit.
Her orgasm washed over her quickly, her whole body shuddering as her juices flowed liberally around my dick, dripping off my balls with each stroke.
"Do you want to cum?" Janet asked.
"Yes." I groaned, very close after being teased for so long.
"Good, she wants it all over her tits. Would you like to do that?"
"Uh huh," I grunted, not stopping my stroking. I was getting way to close to really think about anything else at the moment.
"Good." Janet said, sliding Tracy's leg from around me. She stepped back slightly and knelt down in front of me, Janet wrapping her arms around me and grasping my dick. She stroked me slowly, using both hands and rolling her fingers across the head of my dick with each stroke while Tracy leaned her head into me and wrapped her mouth around my head each time it was exposed.
"OH god!" I groaned as my body jerked, squirting the first shot of cum into her mouth. She pulled off and Janet aimed my dick at Tracy's big tits, stroking each squirt of cum out until my dick had nothing left to give.
"Very nice." Janet cooed as she held a hand out to Tracy, who stood up, my cum splattered all over her tits. Janet stepped around in front of me and pulled my hands to her body, one hand on her tit and the other between her legs. She stepped her legs apart on her high heels and then bent over to start sucking my cum off Tracy's tits.
I started gently at first, slowly stroking my fingers up her pussy and between her lips, allowing my finger to drag across her hard clit with each stroke. I crooked my finger and allowed it to penetrate deep into her and rub my palm against her freshy shaved mound, my hand pressing and rubbing her pussy as she began bucking her hips into my hand.
"OHHHHHH!" She cried quietly as I squeezed her nipple, sending her over the edge. She stood up and leaned into me, grinding her ass into me and covering my hand with hers to press it more tightly to her.
I held her tightly for several minutes while Tracy stood in front of her, pressing her tits into Janet's tits and rubbing what was left of my cum into them both.
"Thank you." Tracy said quietly before she pulled away and disappeared back into the restaurant.
"Why did you do that?" I asked Janet.
"Because I knew you were going to take me back to the hotel and make love to me. I'm not sure my pussy could take you again tonight, and I didn't want you to be disappointed."
"Well, I am disappointed. If you had told me you didn't want to screw, I would have happily done other things with you."
"You would? I guess I just assumed that you wanted to screw."
I shook my head and pulled her hand to turn her to face me. "I don't care if it's always fucking. There are lots of things we could do."
"Ok." She whispered as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me tight to her. "Do you want to sleep with me?"
"I'd like nothing better."
We stood for some time, hugging in the cooling night air, before she allowed me to pull away and take her hand to walk back to the hotel. In her room I pulled the covers back and then pulled her heels off, and helped her into bed. I climbed in after her and turned the light out, kissing her on the top of the head as she snuggled against my body. "I do love you." I whispered.
She hugged me hard, but didn't say a word.
I awoke to the light shining into the room. Janet was laying next to me, her eyes open and her fingers gently stroking my chest. I rolled over to face her and leaned my face to hers. I gently kissed her face, and lips, receiving an equally gentle kiss in return. I allowed my kisses to work across her face to her neck, kissing my way down to her shoulder, and eventually across her chest as I rolled her over and pushed the covers back.
I took my time, gently stroking and kissing each inch of her body, stopping only when she spread her legs to allow me to gently kiss and lick her sweet pussy. I spent nearly half an hour, kneeling over her body, licking and tasting her pussy before she reached down and pulled me up. She pressed me over on the bed until I was on my back and then climbed over me, kneeling with her face looking at mine.
She leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips while she reached between her legs and pulled my hard dick against her lips, moving her hips around to lubricate me, and finally pushing her wet pussy over my shaft, moaning quietly into my mouth as she sunk onto me.
"oh yes." She whispered as she pushed herself up to an upright positon, starting to slowly ride up and down my shaft. "That's it baby. Just enjoy this one. Cum when you're ready, don't wait on me. I want to feel every drop of you."
I didn't need to respond, as she pulled my hands to her breasts, pulling them tight to her nipples as she slowly rode up and down my shaft. She kept her pace up for some time, her head gently rocking back and forth as I squeezed her tits in time with her strokes on my dick.
"OH it feels like you're so close. Give it all to me, I want to feel your cum surging into my pussy. OHhhhhhhhh yes, that's it!" she cooed as my dick twitched inside her. My dick squirted the first shot of cum deep in her pussy, causing her to press down on me, driving my dick even deeper into her. "OHHHHH YES!" she cried quietly, her whole body trembling as she had a long slow orgasm in time with mine. MY dick pulsed time and again inside her, filling her with my hot cum.
"Oh yes, that was so perfect. I couldn't ask for a better way to finish what we started. I wish we could do this every day. It was so gentle and loving. I can almost belive you do love me."
"But I do." I whispered back.
"We'll see." She said quietly.
"How are we going to do that?"
"You offered for me to come live with you yesterday. How about I come stay a while, and, well, we'll just see how it goes from there."
"Ok. Why? Why the change from yesterday?"
"Because I realized last night that you were just as happy to be with me as you were with all the other things we did. I realized that maybe, just maybe, it is possible for a man to love a woman, even if she is a sexually screwed up nympho like me."
"You're not sexually screwed up, and while you may be a nympho, I do love you."
"We'll see." She said, slowly climbing off of me. For now we better go. It's going to take me a bit to get things lined up at home to be gone a while, and hell, I haven't even seen your house yet."
"Our house yet." I corrected, pulling her down to me and kissing her on the lips. "And don't you forget it!"
"Yes sir." She said with a grin. "Now go get dressed. I may still have a surprise or two packed in the suitcase for the way home."
"I can hardly wait." I said as she climbed off the bed and disappeared into the bathroom.
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The next several weeks went by quickly, but not without multiple incidents. The girls seemed to think it was fun to stop by and tease me to keep me interested. They seemed to enjoy finding new ways to discreetly flash me parts of their bodies.
I also did some minor rearranging so that the cabinet wall was only reachable from walking past my desk, not from walking directly in the door. This gave the girls a place to duck into more discreetly, and it also gave me a view partly down the row of cabinets from my desk for opportunities when they were choosing less than discrete views. I kept the fold back portion of the floor plan that was more like a deep catacomb, making it annoying to get equipment from, but also gave me an opportunity to slip in the back on occasion with one or two of them if they had done a particularly good job of teasing me, even as dangerous as it was.
It was fun to watch them come up with interesting ideas. Short skirts, jumpers, dresses and mini cut shirts of various kinds were becoming the norm for the group. I rarely saw them wearing pants, but then summer was coming on.
The weekend was coming soon and I was planning a trip to the lake. I planned on leaving Friday night of the next week for some long needed fishing and relaxing. That plan changed a few days after I mentioned this to one of the girls. I was still going to go to the lake, but there would be little fishing and less relaxing. Someone got the idea that they should rent a houseboat for the weekend, and since I was going to be there anyway, well, I could join them and we could use my boat for tubing and skiing and such. I agreed to meet them at the lake Friday night.
Thursday came and change one appeared. Three of the girls stopped by and asked if they could ride up with me. I said that would be fine, I had plenty of room, however they would have to travel light, because I wasn't putting into the lake at the same place the houseboat was and we would have to transport their luggage in the boat. They agreed with huge smiles, making me wonder just what they had in mind.
Friday afternoon came, and I left work, headed home to hook up the boat and head for the lake. On the way I stopped and picked up the girls at the Sorority. They had indeed packed light, each having only one small duffle bag. Each was also dressed for hot weather, wearing shorts or mini skirts and cool tops. They loaded their stuff into the suburban and hopped in. Kim was in the front seat and the other two girls, whose names I forgot, climbed into the back. It didn't take long for us to head up the highway and make for the lake. It was going to be about an hour and a half drive to the launch point, and another half hour or so by boat to meet up with the rest of the girls. We were only out of town for about ten minutes when Kim began undressing. She quickly shucked her shorts and top, leaving her sitting in the front of the truck buck naked. I looked in my mirror and saw that the two in the back were doing the same thing. I had to admit that I was almost instantly hard, a fact that Kim didn't miss.
"Aren't you hot?" she asked.
"I wasn't, but I am now." I said
"So take some clothes off, we wont mind, will we girls?"
I heard a chorus of "I wont's" from the back.
"That could be a bit hard driving." I said.
"No problem. I can help you out with that." She said with an almost evil grin on her face. She leaned across the console in the middle and began undoing my shorts. It didn't take long before she was pushing them down trying to work them over my ass and finally down my legs. I had to lift a foot at a time, but she got them off and then went to work on my shirt. It was a bit more tricky, but she got it worked out and I was soon sitting in just my deck shoes, driving down the highway with three naked coeds.... Naked coed traveling I guess. Kim also didn't waste a lot of time before leaning over and sucking on my hard dick. I moved the seat back a bit to give her better access and tried to concentrate on my driving as she licked and bobbed on my dick. I was getting closer to exploding the more she worked.
"If you keep that up. I am going to explode." I said.
"that's ok." She mumbled around my dick before she increased her efforts.
I finally had to slow down a little bit as I came to the point of no return so I could stay on the road. I tensed and concentrated on driving while I emptied my load in her mouth. She didn't miss a drop and continued to lick and suck me until I had softened. I was extremely glad for the security shading the windows of the suburban had in the back, or every truck on the interstate would have been jockeying to see the naked beauties I had with me.
"There. That's better isn't it?" she asked as she sat back up and fixed her seat belt back where it belonged.
"Yes. Thank you. I wasn't expecting that."
"You have no idea what to expect with this club. One thing we like to pride ourselves on is being spontaneous."
"I can tell." I said looking in my mirror. All I could see was one female leg sticking over the back seat and the head of the second girl buried between her legs. The moaning told me the rest.
The rest of the trip to the lake was un-eventful, so to speak. After we pulled into the lot I slipped my shorts back on and climbed out to start uncovering the boat. I was about half way done when the doors opened and the three girls climbed out, all topless. They helped me get the cover pulled off and tucked into the truck, the straps off and the four duffel bags loaded into the boat. We had no trouble getting a spot on the landing. Most of the boats were coming out, and it was clear that no one was in a hurry, leaving us plenty of room to get into the water. I presumed that was because of the view of three pair of teenage tits bouncing around in full view.
The girls held the boat while I went and parked the truck. I returned to find them chatting with a number of guys who were all looking at their tits. I climbed into the boat as if nothing was wrong, and began the work of firing the engine up. I got it running and let it idle a moment while I fired the GPS and depth finder.
"Time to go girls." I said.
"Ok!" Kim replied. The three of them stood up and stripped off their shorts on the dock before climbing into the boat. It was a thrill most of the guys waiting to pull their boats out were not disappointed with. There were going to be a lot of well fucked wives when they got home. I backed the boat out away from the dock and we began heading out into the lake. As I crossed the no wake boundary I opened the throttles up, bringing the boat up onto plane. The girls sat and waved at the guys in the boats going the other way. A few times we had boats turn around and follow us, but the girls made it clear they were not invited. I followed my GPS map to where the house boat should be. I looked ahead and sure enough, there just off the channel the houseboat was rocking in the swells waiting. I slowed and eased over to it, letting my boat come to rest against it. The three girls jumped out and onto the deck.
"Where are you going to anchor?" I asked.
"We have a cove picked out. Follow us." One of them shouted. I was about to pull away when two more girls jumped in to keep me company. These two were wearing bikinis that were so small they may as well not have been wearing anything. I pushed away from the houseboat and they powered up. I pulled into their wake, and followed. It didn't take much to keep up, in fact I was not even on plane.
"How fast does your boat go?" one of the girls asked.
"Faster than this." I said.
"Let's go faster then!"
"Ok." I said, turning the wheel to peel off from the wake of the houseboat. I zipped past them and opened the throttle wide open, heading down the lake a short ways and then turning to make a run back the other way. We did two loops, the girls squealing every time we jumped a wake, before we fell into place behind the house boat as it headed toward a secluded looking cove. They eased toward shore and just put the bow on the sandy beach area of the cove. I used my boat to set two rear anchors and they tied the bow to two trees. It was just touching the shore with the bow, which allowed the girls to step off the front platform to the shore if they wanted. I anchored my boat next to the house boat and climbed on board with the four duffel bags. I stepped into the main salon area and had to stop and take a breath. In front of me were nearly fifteen girls all between 18 and 20, and all wearing either nothing or nearly nothing.
"Where should I put these?" I asked.
The three girls that rode up with me came and got their bags as Julie came over to greet me. You can sleep anyplace you want. There are three double beds and sixteen of us, so we are going to be a bit cozy.
"It sounds like it," I mumbled. Then I leaned down and whispered to her. "I hope I'm not supposed to screw everyone in one night."
She laughed. "No we drew straws... You only have five with you once we go to bed. Tomorrow night you get a different five, unless you want to choose who sleeps with you."
"No, that's ok. I'll take whatever you guys decided. I'm just afraid that I won't last long enough." I said to her with some seriousness. I am as horny as the next guy, but we all have limits to how many times we can get it up in a given time.
"No problem. Emily told me how good you are with a dildo, and there are a lot of toys around to help. I am personally looking forward to seeing how good you are with one. I drew tonight." She said, standing on her tip toes to kiss me, pressing her naked tits into my chest. "Now how about some dinner."
"Sure, what are we having?"
"The girls wanted bratwurst. Kind of have sausage on the mind I guess." She said as she took me by the hand and led me to the kitchen. "Someone want to get the stud some food?" she called as we stepped into the galley.
"I will." A petite brunet said as she walked over toward me. She was wearing a bikini bottom but her large tits were bouncing tantalizingly free. She wrapped her arm around my middle and pressed her tits into me as she leaned in for a kiss. I obliged with the best I could offer. She was panting after breaking the kiss. "Damn." She muttered. "If you're that good at everything else I may have to marry you."
I laughed. "For now I'll settle for some food."
"I'm sorry, I forgot. What would you like?"
"What do you have?"
"Bratwurst, hot dogs, beans and chips."
"Any of it sounds good. Let's go with a brat, some beans and chips."
"OK. You go sit and I'll bring it." She said giving me a pat on the ass.
I found a seat in the main room and true to her word she brought me a plate. Instead of setting it down for me, she sat on my lap and proceeded to feed me. An unusual experience to say the least. At one point she spilled some bean juice on one of her tits. I reached my head down and she bent her back to lift her tit, and I licked the juice off, taking time to suck the nipple in and get it good and hard. When I let it go she sat back normally and finished feeding me. Once my plate was empty she got up. "Don't go away." She said, disappearing with the plate. She came back a minute later without the plate and without the bikini bottom. She stood in front of me and bent over to begin undoing my shorts. I lifted my butt off the seat to allow her to pull them down, which she did, and then off my feet. I was now naked except for my deck shoes.
She climbed on my lap, facing me. "Would you please suck on my tits some more?" she asked quietly.
In answer I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her closer to me. I aimed my mouth to her right tit and began by gently kissing around it. I covered her right tit with little kisses and licks and then worked my way across to her left. I worked my way around her nipple as it hardened and then suddenly sucked it into my mouth, pulling hard with suction and stroking the bottom of the nipple with my tongue, squeezing it between my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
I heard her squeal with the sensation and begin to hump her pussy against my hard dick, which was trapped between us. The more I sucked the harder she humped. I let go of her tit for a moment and lifted her enough to allow the head of my dick to line up with her pussy. She pushed down and drove herself over my dick as I reached for her right tit and gave it the same treatment I had given the left. Her breathing was becoming ragged and her coordination was starting to fail as she ground her clit into my pelvis. She wrapped her arms around my head and pulled me tighter to her chest, nearly smothering me.
I let go of her and with one hand moved enough of her tit so I could breath, and with the other hand reached down and found her clit. She became quite vocal as I began to stroke her clit with my fingers between us, screaming obscenities alternated with cries of how good it felt. Several of the other girls started cheering as she bucked harder on me. Her whole body began to quake and she cried out that she was cuming. I continued to work her clit with my finger and her nipple with my tongue. She shook for several long seconds before she started to buck on me again, almost frenzied.
I pulled my head back enough to switch tits again, having worked that nipple nearly raw. She clamped my head to her other tit and within second screamed that she was coming again, and went rigid a second time, this time a lot longer. I felt some of the tension go from her body and stopped rubbing her clit and eased the pressure on her tit. She eased pressure on my head as the cheering turned into clapping. She pushed herself away from me until she could look down at me. "That was fucking awesome!" she whispered to me. "Does it always feel like that?"
"I don't understand. Does what always feel like that?"
"Having sex with a guy." She said as if that explained everything.
"Um. I don't know. Am I to understand you were a virgin?"
"Not exactly. But you're my first guy. It took me hours to work up the courage to do this."
"Ah. That explains the cheer leaders." I said
"You didn't cum, did you?" she asked.
"No. why."
"Didn't you want to?"
"Sure I did. But I didn't have permission."
"I didn't think guys asked." She said.
"Well, this one does. How else would I know if you were on birth control or anything."
"We all are silly. It's required to be in the club."
"Oh. I didn't know that."
"So do you want to cum now?"
"Well, I am certainly primed for it. Do you want to finish me?"
"Uh huh. What do I do?"
"Just exactly what you were doing before." I said
She began to work her hips, rocking back and fourth.
"A little more up and down." I said. She began to lift herself up and down my dick more than rocking.
"Oh fuck!" she said. "That feels sooo good."
I reached up and began to play with her tits, gently rolling her nipples in my fingers as I squeezed and kneaded the mounds of soft flesh. She rode on me for several minutes before her pace started to pick up again.
"Oh god! I think I'm going to cum again." she said as she began bouncing harder.
"I'm not far behind." I grunted as her pussy began to contract around me. I went rigid a few strokes later, shoving my dick as deep into her as it would go, pumping my juice into her. She let out a squeal and tried to continue bouncing on me, but her body just wouldn't work right and she began to shake like she had before, coming hard around my spurting dick. More cheers were heard in background, but I certainly wasn't paying much attention. After several long seconds she began to relax and I guided her to my shoulder, where I held her until my dick softened and slipped out of her.
"I guess I better go clean up." She said, climbing off of me and walking toward the bathroom.
"I suppose I better too." I said, getting up.
"Not so fast buster." One of the girls said. "You did a pretty damn good job on her. It looked like she enjoyed the hell out of it. I just hope you saved some for us for later."
"Well, I'll see what I can do when the time comes."
"Fair enough. Now if you want to clean up, you can join us for a swim." She led me out the back door onto the wide swim platform. It was still well light, the sun just now touching the tops of the trees. I saw a lot of naked girls swimming, diving and going down the water slide. Clothing optional seemed to have gone out the window, along with any form of privacy. When the girls saw me there was general cheering and applauding, presumably for my earlier actions. I took a small bow, which turned out to be a mistake. No sooner had I started to bend over and I was pushed head first into the water by my escort. I did my best to stop the fall, turning part way around and grabbing the only thing within reach, which was the arm that was pushing me. I hit the water with a splat, and the young lady that had pushed me over landed next to me with a similar splash. By the time I came up there was more cheering and the playing was in full swing.
We swam for nearly an hour, before I called it dark enough to go inside. I wiped what water I could off with my hands and stepped inside. Someone got a towel and stood next to me drying me off while we watched a game of naked twister. Some of the commands were altered. In addition to the regular left foot red and such there was also suck a tit and lick a clit. We laughed as the several girls playing fell into a heap, laughing like crazy.
"Come on, let's play." The young lady that dried me off said.
"I don't know."
"Oh don't be a spoil sport."
"Ok, ok." I said allowing myself to be dragged over to the mat. Two other girls that were waiting for a chance got in on it also, so there were four of us. We started off with the normal stuff. After several moves we were in a variety of positions. I was enjoying the feeling of three young bodies against me, which of course was quickly making me hard again. The next call was more interesting.
"Before I call the next one, we have to make an adjustment since we have a guy in the game. If it says pussy it will mean either pussy or dick. The next one is 'lick a pussy'!"
Several girls were sitting on the sofas watching, and began to cheer at that call. I looked around and found the closest pussy. I reached over and began to slide my tongue up her lips and across her clit, getting a squeal from her. Soon after I felt a mouth close around the head of my dick, and a tongue swishing around the head like an ice cream cone. This lasted several seconds until the next call was made.
Right hand blue. I looked and found a blue spot and moved my right hand. A young lady was reaching for a similar circle and ended up with her tits in my face. That's ok. I didn't mind. The next call was left foot red. I looked around and found a red spot and rolled myself over so I was facing nearly up to reach the spot, my dick now standing in the air like a pole. The next call was to suck a tit, which wasn't hard. There was one inches from me. The interesting thing was that the other tit was being sucked by another girl. My dick didn't escape either. I felt a powerful suction begin to work on my dick as the head bobbed up and down on it. Several second elapsed and we were again called.
Right foot yellow. I wiggled myself around as best I could and got my right foot on a yellow spot. That meant that the girl near my dick was going to have to go over me to reach it. Somehow she did, but she ended up with half her body across me, and my dick sticking up between her legs. I felt her wiggle her pussy against my shaft.



"Ohhh look what I found." She said to me with a huge smile. I felt a hand take my dick and push it against her pussy. It wasn't her hand, both of them were busy, but she had no trouble in wiggling around enough to make room for me to enter her. There was a lot of cheering and laughing as she began to hump my hard dick in the awkward position.
One of the girls whose face was at that end shouted "No fair!" when she saw what was going on. Her pussy was right in front of me so I leaned down and licked up her slit and flicked my tongue across her clit, making her squeal and colaps in surprise. The rest of us fell in a heap as well, but the young lady on my dick managed to stay attached until we had to untangle to get up.
The next round I was again included. This round went similar with the exception that we had more lick pussy calls and suck tit calls. After this round I was allowed to sit out and watch. The game continued until about eleven o-clock. I had played several rounds and had been sucked on by a number of mouths, even though I wasn't sure who all the time. I did know I was hard as a rock. I was about ready to find someone to finish me off, when someone came up with a new game, match the pussy. The idea was simple enough. Lay on the floor and let a number of girls sit on my dick. Then blind folded, let them do so again in a different order, and match who they were. Sounded interesting. I got on the floor and six girls lined up to participate. I watched each one mount over me and line me up with their pussies and slide down my pole. I wasn't sure my already wound up cock was going to make it to the end of the line, let alone a second time.
They blindfolded me and the line of girls started again in random order. I didn't know their names, but I felt pretty confident that I knew which pussy went with which face. After all six had gone they took off my blind fold. I went down the line and surprised everyone with correctly matching the pussy to the person.
My prize was to lay there and have each one of them sit on me for ten seconds, trying to make me cum. The one who succeeded would win a prize. I was blind folded again and someone timed while the girls took turns riding on me. My hands were free to do what I wanted this time, so for each one I reached up and played with their tits. They were already starting a second round when I had reached my limit. The girl that was on me at the time was about to pull off when I grabbed her hips and pulled her back down. With a grunt I began to empty into her, shooting squirt after squirt into her pussy. I reached to her clit with my thumb and began to rub it, wanting to make her cum as well. Someone took off my blindfold and I could see two other girls busy sucking her tits. I heard her yelp as someone standing behind her began to do something. I concentrated on working on her clit and within a few minutes she was bucking and moaning as she came as well.
We weren't given much time to relax. We were both helped up as soon as she was done and helped into a bed room. There were a few girls on the bed already, and the one that I just made cum and one other stayed, making it six of us on the little bed. I climbed on, being the heaviest and the other two laid half on top of me. The young lady on my right, still hadn't gotten any sex other than the game we played and was seriously horny.
I whispered for her to sit over my face and she moved as gently as she could. I went to work on her sopping wet pussy with my tongue. I reached up her front and found her hands working on her own tits, which I replaced with my own. She put her hands over mine and guided me to where she wanted me to squeeze. It didn't take long for her to climax, her body twitching as she grunted. After she came down from her peak she crawled back into bed next to me and we kissed gently for some time before we both fell asleep.
I woke up some time in the night to the feeling of people moving around me, and then went back to sleep, still exhausted, my arms around a sexy body, cupping her tit in my right hand as I slept.
The next time I woke it was to the feeling of my cock being worked into a pussy. I had my normal morning hardon and the young lady I was sleeping wrapped around had felt my hardon and decided to put it to good use. We wiggled around as best we could in the crowded bed. She lifted one leg high in the air and guided me with one hand. I felt the head of my dick absorb her heat as she enveloped me. I let go of her tit and reached down to her exposed clit. I let my finger draw moisture from her wet pussy and worked it in small circles. It was still dark out, so we tried to be quiet. She moaned softly as her pussy clenched and unclenched around me. I had cum enough the previous day that it wasn't urgent, so when she finished climaxing, I moved my hand back to her tit, let her lay her leg down and we went back to sleep with my still hard dick buried in her pussy.
I woke again some time later. My dick was still in her, and we were both slowly and gently grinding together. The sensations had been enough that I was dreaming I was fucking , which translated into the actions. When I woke I was nearly ready to explode. I felt her hand reach over and play with my butt, letting me know she was awake too. It took only a few more minutes and I did explode in her, pumping my cum deep in her. She groaned gently and then curled her arm around mine, still holding her tit. We went back to sleep that way.
Morning came and I am a notoriously early riser. I gently untangled myself from the mass of sexy girls on the bed and made my way out to the main room. There were a number of girls sleeping on sofas and on the floor, apparently being too hot in the bedrooms for that many. I found my duffel bag and dug out a bar of soap. I slipped out of the boat onto the front deck. Stepping down the ladder I stepped off into the water. My first order of business was to take a good pee. My second order of business was to clean up a little. Having dealt with the first, I waded into the lake water about knee deep and splashed the cool water up on my body.
Then I went to work soaping up. I was about half way done when a set of arms wrapped around me and started rubbing the soapy suds into my chest. I looked over my shoulder to see who it was. This young lady was a little heavier set, but by no means fat. She also had the largest pair of tits of any of the girls I had met. I was guessing that she was a little self conscious about her body size because she was still wearing a swim suit, and hadn't taken part in any of the naked games last night.
I turned around in her arms, and went to work untying the swim suit top. I tossed it on the boat deck and then pulled the strings on the bottom. She hesitated for a long second, and then spread her legs to allow me pull it off. I splashed some water up on her and began to soap her up until we were both slick with lather. We giggled and rubbed our slippery bodies together making us both quite excited. My hard dick was sliding up and down her stomach, poking her in the bottom of the tits. I reached down to her pussy with the intent of getting things going. I felt her hand on mine and she stiffened in my arms.
"No." She whispered. "You can't."
"You don't want me to?"
"Hell yes, I want you to, but you can't. It's that time of month."
"Oh. So you think that you shouldn't have sex because of that?"
"Who would want to?"
"Just relax." I said, sliding my hand down to where I found the string of her tampon. I pushed on her thighs to make her spread her legs and then pulled the string. Out came the tampon. I tossed it toward shore and then let my hand wander to her pussy and began to work on her clit. I knew she was getting pretty hot and so was I. The soap had nearly dried on us so I picked her up by the ass, and she wrapped her legs around me. I waded deeper into the water, and lowered us both into it as she held her hands around my neck. I rinsed us both off, paying special attention to her huge tits.
"Are you ready to screw?"
"I want to, but.. you know."
"Don't worry." I said "Just ease your grip a bit." She did and I was able to get my dick from being trapped between us to being lined up. I entered her easily. She gave a long sigh and I held her ass while I started to stroke in and out of her. She arched her back, which brought her tits up high enough for me to get a hold of one with my mouth. It didn't take long for her to start bucking back at me. The angle change she was making as she did was wonderful and the two of us climaxed together, standing in chest deep water.
"There. See that was pretty good, wasn't it?"
"Fuck yes." She said still breathing hard. "I didn't know it could feel good on your period."
"No reason for it not to. It's just a bit messier."
"Oh, god it's going to be awful." She said.
"Not to worry." I carried her shallower in the water until we were waist deep. "All we have to do is wash off a bit." I said.
We uncoupled and I stepped over to get the soap, which I had tossed at the beach. After rinsing the sand off. I walked out and washed both of us off. "Now tell me where to get a new tampon."
"In the second bedroom, red duffle. There should be a box of them in there."
"Not a problem" I said to her, kissing her on the top of the head. "Be right back."
I found the bedroom and the bag and the box. I soon returned to her with one in hand.
"Now come with me." I said. We walked up the shore a bit farther. I unwrapped the package and held the plastic inserter. "Lift your leg."
"You're not going to..."
"Sure, why not? I took the other one out didn't I?"
"Yes but."
"No buts. Now lift." I said more firmly.
I put the applicator to her pussy lips and gently worked it back and forth until I had it in the right place and then pressed it deep into her. It slid in easily and I pulled the applicator back out, leaving the tampon to soak up her period and my cum. "Now that wasn't so bad was it?" I asked, washing off her pussy again and my hand.
"I didn't think a guy would do that."
"Why not? "
"Well, I haven't ever known a guy that would."
"Well, now you do." I said. I helped her up the shore to the boat, and lifted her up onto the front platform. That put her tits at the perfect height for sucking. I took each tit in a hand and began to kneed and suck them, working hard on the nipples. I continued this, working first one tit and then the other until she was moaning softly. I then let go of her tit with one hand and started working on her clit with my thumb. She spread her legs as far apart as she could while I worked. It took several minutes, but I finally felt her body make little convulsive flexes as she groaned deeply, letting me know she had indeed climaxed. I let her relax onto my shoulder and rest.
After some minutes I helped her stand up and she headed back into the boat. I walked up the shore and stepped behind the bushes to take a leak. I was part way through the process of emptying my bladder when I heard foot steps. A hand reached around from behind me and slid down my stomach to my groin. She took hold of my dick from me and wrapped her hand around it.
"It's hard to pee when I'm getting a hard on." I said to whoever it was.
"Well. you can help me when your done then." She said.
I did my best to finish the last few squirts while she was kneading my dick.
"You know, I heard about people that play with pee. It never really sounded like a turn on, but somehow I'm turned on by the thought of you watching me pee out here." she said as she continued to stroke my hardening dick.
"Have you never been naked outside?"
"No. This is the first time." she said.
"I need to introduce you to naked coed hiking then." I said.
"Ohhhh, that sounds absolutely naughty."
"It can be." I said, remembering the last time I was naked hiking with a couple girls and ended up having a group sex session with two women and two girls at the same time.
She finally let go of my dick. "Ok. How do we do this?" she asked.
I turned around. "Do what?"
"You know."
"Well, let's start by letting you go pee."
"Right here?"
"Unless you want to do it on the beach in front of everyone else."
"NO! This will be just fine."
She stepped back from me and took off her swim suit bottom and handed it to me. She squatted down with her legs spread wide. She sat that way for along time.
"I don't think I can with someone watching me." She said quietly.
I knelt down next to her and reached my hand down to her pussy. I started stroking her pussy while she closed her eyes. In the position she was in it was easy to insert a finger into her pussy and drag it back out and up along her slit to her clit. I stroked her soft pussy lips several times while I whispered to her to just relax and think about peeing. I moved my fingers from her pussy as she got a stream to flow. The more that came out the more that flowed. As her stream weakened and then stopped altogether, I went back to stroking her soft lips and now her hard little clit. I worked her clit more and more as she squatted, her knees spread wide apart to give me lots of access. I slipped my finger deep into her pussy several times, dragging it out and across her hard clit before going back to grinding small circles on top of the sensitive nub. She grunted loudly as her body shook and trebled, her climax causing her body to make little convulsions. She leaned her head over and started to kiss me, her tongue shoving deep into my mouth. She reached into my lap and started jerking on my dick. "Fuck me." She whispered.
"Right here?"
"Right here in the fucking bushes."
"How do you want it?"
"I don't care, as long as you cum inside me."
"Ok. Stand up." I said as I stood up. I had her bend over with her legs apart and I pushed my dick against her wet pussy. It was easy to slide in, even though she was quite tight. I started stroking in and out of her. I could hear voices behind me and soon realized that we had an audience. The thought of them watching us made me stroke harder. She was starting to groan and squeak as another climax started to build deep inside her. The pressure of her pussy gripping my dick was increasing as she started to climax. pushing me over the top as well. I drove into her as far as I could as I started squirting into her, my body twitching and convulsing as I emptied my seed into her pussy. We stood there panting for some time before she pulled off my dick and turned around. She pulled me to her and we kissed again, her tits pressing into my bare chest. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her closer to me. She let go with one hand and slipped it between us. I felt her gently caress my softening dick, rubbing out combined juices into it like lotion. My poor dick was getting worn out and it wasn't even breakfast time yet.
"You were fucking fantastic. After you stuck it in me last night in twister I just knew that I had to do something with you."
"Well, your welcome. And for what it's worth, your one of the hottest and tightest pussies on the boat." I whispered to her.
"You mean that?"
"I mean that."
"Thank you." She said giving me one more deep French kiss. "We better get back. They might think we got lost."
"I don't think you have to worry about that." I said taking her bikini bottom from the bush and handing it to her. "There were several watching the show."
"Oh god!" she said, turning red.
"Not to worry, you preformed admirably." I said.
"So I shouldn't bother putting this back on?"
I took the bottom from her. "Nope. Time to go all out." I said as we walked back through the bushes to the boat arms around each other. I guided us to the waters edge where we squatted down and washed each others private parts, paying more attention than was really warranted, but having fun with it anyway. After we were done I helped her climb the ladder and then followed her up. No made any comments as we walked in and headed to the kitchen. There were doughnuts and milk, which sounded good. I was pouring some milk when a pair of arms encircled me and I felt a pair of soft tits with hard nipples press against my back.
"Are you enjoying yourself?" Kim asked.
I finished pouring my milk and turned around in her arms, wrapping my arms around her. "Very much. You?"
"Oh I'm having a good time. "Might be better if I could get a certain dick into my hot pussy." She said quietly.
"Well, I've been kept pretty busy, but there is still a lot of time today."
"I'm going to hold you to that stud." She said with a wink.
"Trust me. I would enjoy spending some time buried in your pussy."
"Good!" she said as she stepped on her tip toes and kissed me gently on the lips.
Julie walked up about that time. "Some of the girls are interested in going tubing. Do you have stuff for that?"
"Yep. I brought it along. All we have to do is pump it up."
"Great!" she said. Then turning to the main room. "OK girls. He's got what we need."
I heard some cheering in the other room. "Guess I better eat and then go get things ready." I said to Kim.
"Does that mean I have to let you go?"
"Well, I suppose you don't." I said.
"Good." She replied.
I turned enough to set my glass down. I put my hands under her ass and lifted her up. She got the idea and wrapped her legs around my waist, bringing her chest nearly to my face. I half turned to get my milk and two doughnuts and walked into the main room with Kim still wrapped around me. There was some laughing and jeering at Kim but she was not about to leg go. I found an empty spot on the sofa and sat down, allowing her to undo her legs and kneel over my lap. I tried to eat but she took the doughnut from me and started tearing little pieces off and feeding them to me, both of us laughing while she did. It didn't take long before she was done and I was ready to go get the boat ready.
"You're going to have to let me up now." I said
"Not yet." She said, wiggling her pussy against my dick.
"That might have to wait a bit longer." I said.
"oh phoo" she said with a fake pout.
I kissed her on the lips. "I'll save the next one for you."
"You promise?"
"I promise." I said. She climbed off of me and I got up and headed out to the boat. It took about fifteen minutes to get the tubes and ropes out and set up. I also put the right side seat down into a flat seat rather than the normal forward/back looking setup. With all that done I fired the engine and let it warm up a bit. Even though it was nearly eighty already, the warm water was considered cold to the engine and it took several minutes to get warmed up. With that done I shut it down and transferred back to the houseboat. "Ok. Who wanted to go tubing?" I called. Several girls came forward, only one wearing a swim suit. "So, what? You're all going to go naked?" I asked.
"Hell yes!" one of them shouted back at me.
"Fine with me." I said. As I walked to the bedroom and dug through my duffel for my swim suit. I walked out and it was taken away from me before I had a chance to put it on.
"If we do you do!" one of the girls said. Everybody seemed to agree.
"Getting arrested for indecent exposure was not on the list of things to do today." I said. "No one will notice if you're on the tube, but they will in the boat. So here are the rules. You all have to have a towel. If there are other boats around you keep the towel over your important parts, when there aren't any boats around you can go any way you want. I'm wearing a suit as long as I'm running the boat. I can take two on the tubes and four more max."
The girls decided who was going where and each came back with a towel and all their appropriate things, like hats and lotion and such. We headed out to the boat and the first two girls put on life jackets, leaving their towels in the boat. I watched as the jumped on the tubes and floated out. The other girls were getting settled, most of them sitting on their towels. Kim was along as well.



I fired the boat up and untied from the houseboat. I motored out of the cove and opened it up. There was some traffic on the lake already, but most of it was far enough away that the girls were staying naked. Kim was sitting in the bow, her feet up on the seats, causing her pussy to spread wide, and her tits bouncing as we bounded over the waves. I watched in the mirror to make sure we didn't loose one of the girls on the tube and ran in circles and cut across wakes to bounce them around. They were having fun, but after while the arms get a bit tired. I saw one make the cutting motion, and I throttled back and pulled in a loop to change riders.
"If you slide back on the tube a little the water sprays on your pussy and it will make you cum" I heard one whisper to another. I chuckled at the thought of this being a giant sex machine. The next round of girls got on the tubes wearing nothing but their life jackets. The two that got in were sitting on the side of the boat across from me, drying themselves. "Hey!" One of them yelled as I started the boat. "There isn't anyone around, you should be naked too!"
"I don't think so." I said.
"We do!" they said. It only took them seconds to reach across and get hold of my swim trunks and pull them down to my knees as I knelt on the seat.
"Fine." I said as I let them take my suit the rest of the way off and stash it beside the seat. I put the boat in gear and went to work driving the girls around. I made sure to slide down in my seat so I wasn't visible when we came close to any other boats. Kim was still sitting naked in the front of the boat and was busy putting sun tan lotion on her body. It was clearly meant to tease me, and she was doing well, my dick hard as a rock. When I saw her hand go between her legs and slide a finger deep into herself I wanted to stop the boat and fuck her.
I gave one of the girls directions on driving the boat and stepped through the windshield to where she was sitting. I balanced myself on the windshield and took her arm, pulling her back into the back of the boat with me. One of the other girls moved into the bow so we could have the seat. Sitting myself so I could watch the girls in the back I let Kim sit on my lap facing me. She lifted herself up and I aimed my dick at her wet hole. It felt good to have her sink down on me. We didn't really do any work. Kim held herself up with the windshield while I sucked on her tits. The bouncing of the boat was enough movement for both of us.
I could tell by her wiggling that she was hitting a good spot and knowing that made my dick grow even harder. We bounded over some waves that made us bounce a fair amount, and in the process I started spouting deep in her. Kim felt me start to cum and her own orgasm went over the top. I let us slide down until we were laying on the bench, my dick still twitching inside her. The boat slowed and stopped. The girls in the back having had enough. The girl driving pulled to where the tubers were and stopped the engine. They climbed aboard using the boarding ladder. And stood dripping on us.
"Looks like you two need to be cooled off a bit." They said.
"Not really." I said.
They took off the life jackets and stood there buck naked, wringing the water out of them on us. We finally gave in, laughing and sat up so there was room for everyone. I got up and pulled in the tubes and tied them down and we headed back to the cove. There were two naked girls in the bow, one sitting across from me, and Kim, who was kneeling behind me, with her arms around me and her hands playing with my softened dick. We attracted some attention but not too much. We pulled into the cove and I idled the boat to the houseboat, giving the swimmers time to move out of the way. There was a boat of bass fishermen working down the cove as we docked to the houseboat. As they worked around us and prepared to head out of the cove, one of them noticed that the girls in the water were naked. I thought they were going to come around again for another look, but they thought better of it and headed on out.
"Well was it fun?" Julie asked as they came back inside.
"Hell yes. What a rush. Besides bouncing around out there naked, if you're careful you can find a goooooood spot if you know what I mean." One of the girls piped up.
"Ya, and Kim found herself a good spot too." Another of the girls chided.
"Yes. I did." Kim said. "And it was big and hard and filled me up soooo much. Hell, we didn't even have to work, the boat did all the hard work. I may have to buy one just to keep around for fun."
"The man is the easy part, where are you going to get the boat from?" one of her friends called back.
"That's easy... Find a man WITH a boat and a big dick!" Another called.
It was clear that this was going to go on for some time. I went and got a coke and headed upstairs. On the roof were a number of lounge chairs with naked girls sunning. I found a chair and sat back.
"You're going to get burned to a crisp if you don't put some lotion on." One of the girls said.
"I didn't bring any I don't think."
"I can fix that." She said sitting up. She pulled her lounge chair over by me and began putting sun block on my arms. She worked the lotion in pretty well and then went to my chest.
"I could use another coat if you want to." She said coyly, handing me the bottle. I squeezed some on my hand and began at her neck and started working down her chest. I had no doubt there was plenty on her, but I wasn't going to waste a chance to play with her body.
"Ok, turn around." she said. I tried turning in the chair, but that didn't work well. "Lay down here. This will work better." She said, coaxing me to lay on my stomach. She gently massaged the lotion into my back and ass and the backs of my legs. "Ok over." She said. I rolled over and she started at my feet and worked up to my crotch. She spent a long time working on my dick, making it slick and hard. It hadn't been that long since I had fired off inside Kim, but between the sun and the slick body that was working me, it wasn't all that difficult to get interested again.
She stood up and started working up my chest. I reached out and pulled her around until she was straddling my head and pulled her down to me. When her pussy was in range I reached out and pushed my tongue as deep into her as I could, then I began to lick up toward her clit, spreading her wet lips and tasting her tangy juices. I felt her grab my dick and use it as a handle while my tongue flicked across her hard clit. It wasn't long before she was slurping away at my dick while I was slurping away at her pussy, both of us enjoying ourselves. I reached one hand down and started playing with her tits and the other I used to massage her ass, eventually moving that hand to her other tit and working them harder as she began to buck on my face.
She abruptly lifted herself off of me and turned around. "I really want to come with a real dick in me for a change." She said as she climbed over my hips and lowered herself onto me. She began bouncing up and down, making her tits bounce and swing enticingly. I let my hand rest near my dick so she was riding her clit on my fingers as she bounced on my dick. She kept at it for some time before she tensed up and started to cum around me, her pussy clamping and squeezing me as she came. As her orgasm passed I helped her lay down on top of me, my still hard dick stuffed in her. "God that felt good." She whispered a she lay on my chest.
"I'm glad you thought so." I said
"Oh yes. You are so the right size. I wish all guys fit like that."
"I suppose they don't, but I'm really not anything special."
"Oh you don't know the half of it. You are so the right size, big and round with a huge head. It hits all the right spots." She whispered.
"Well, anyway, I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh I did!" she said as she snuggled down on top of me tighter.
I wrapped my arms around her and we lay like that for some time. After a while I started to get warm and the young lady laying on me stirred.
"I guess I fell asleep." She said.
"I guess so. But I'm roasting."
"Falling asleep in the sun is a good way to get burned." She said. "Especially if you're not used to sunning."
"I suppose so." I said.
"Come on. Let's go get wet and cool off." She said climbing off of me and pulling me up. She led me over to the slide and she climbed on.
The water was strikingly cold when I hit it. But once I was in a while it moderated. There were several girls swimming and floating on rafts around the back of the boat in a variety of states of dress. I saw everything from one piece suits to no suits, and surprisingly they were all very good looking.
No mater where I go I seem to end up the focus of attention. This was no exception. I wasn't in the water too long and I became the focus of sexual innuendo which turned into sexual play. A game soon ensued that was similar to monkey in the middle, except I was in the middle, and the goal was to swim near or under me and grab at my dick without getting caught. If I caught them I would either cup their pussy, pressing a finger inside, or work on a tit. They seemed to have fun with it, and I was enjoying it pretty well. I noticed that over time I seemed to be catching more of them and they seemed to be working less hard at getting away. I also noticed that those wearing swim suits were giving me opportunities to pull them off or down, in the case of the one piece suits.
I was enjoying the game more as I worked to undress those who still had suits on, and finger those who didn't. There were about seven girls still involved, and a couple sitting on the boat watching. One of the young ladies wearing a one piece that I had down around her waist came close and I reached out, gabbing the suit. She tried to swim away and her suit came off in my hand. I held it out toward her, and she swam back to get it, but instead of taking the suit, she grabbed my arm and pulled herself to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and planting a huge kiss on me. At the same time she wrapped her legs around me and started to hump against my hard dick. She broke the kiss and leaned back.
"If you don't fuck me I'm going to go nuts!" she whispered.
"now?"
"Please!?"
I started to back stroke toward shallower water. As soon as I got where I could stand she started kissing me again, her tongue pushing into my mouth with urgency. I kissed back as she humped against my dick. I heard some chanting in the background but ignored it. Her kissing and the sexual play we had been doing had me very turned on. I felt under water for my dick and lined it up with her pussy. As soon as she felt it engage, she wiggled to slide down on it. She groaned in my mouth and her legs loosened a little so I could stroke in and out of her. The more I stroked the harder she kissed. She suddenly went rigid, her body shaking. She squeaked as she released my mouth and tilted her head back in one huge orgasm. I held her, trying to stroke more, but her pussy was gripping me so tight that it was difficult to move in and out. I just held her until she started to relax. As she did she released her arms from around me and floated back at an angle. She released her feet from around me and floated free, my dick still planted in her. I was still ready to finish but this was not it. I disengaged from her and let her float free. She stood up in the water and came back in to kiss me some more.
"Thank you." She said before swimming away.
Another young lady, not wearing anything, swam up as the other girl left. "That's Beth." She said. "She's the shyest of us. I'm surprised she let you do that."
"I don't remember seeing her before."
"Probably not. She tends to avoid the more overt sexual stuff."
"Well, I'm glad to be of service." I said.
"Well, I know," she said while sliding toward me in the water, "that you got left high and dry." She said as she pulled close to me. "How would you like an opportunity to finish off someplace comfortable?" She asked as she took hold of my dick under the water.
"That would be nice." I said.
"ok. Follow me." She said as she started walking out of the water. She pulled a towel from the platform of the boat and then headed up into the bushes on the sandy shore. I followed. We didn't go far, but it was far enough that we were out of sight. She laid the blanket out. "Here. Lay down." She said quietly. I did, with my hard dick pointing in the air. "God you look good enough to eat." She said.
"I was thinking the same about you."
"Oh?"
"Yea, why don't you bring that pussy over here and let me have a taste? I have been getting screwed left and right, but I haven't had a chance to enjoy any of this young pussy."
"Well, I can fix that!" she said as she stepped near my head, facing my feet. She lowered herself down on the towel so that she didn't kick any sand up and then laid down on top of me, her pussy near my chin. I pulled her slightly closer and began to gently lick her pussy lips while she took my dick in her mouth and began to gently work it with her tongue. She spread her legs farther and moaned around me as I started working her clit, flicking it with the tip of my tongue. It was a very tasty pussy, and I worked her until she came, her body bucking on me so hard I had to hold her so she didn't buck right off me and loose contact. In the process she pulled her mouth from my dick and continuous babble of obsene comments about how good it was streamed from her with the same gusto as her juices, which I eagerly licked, continuing to stroke her lips and clit. After some minutes she finally pulled her pussy away from my mouth.
"Fuck I can't take that any more. Give me your big fat dick in my hole!" She said huskily as she turned around and straddled me. I watched as she aimed my dick at her pussy and sat down hard on it. She leaned down over me and kissed me as she started rocking on my hard dick. She lifted her head from my face and started talking to me while I reached my mouth for her swinging tits, inches from my face. "Come on. Feel that huge dick inside my hot pussy. Fill me with your hot sweet cream. Fuck you feel good in me! I can feel your huge head driving in me! "Uh.... Fuck me harder... That's it. Pound it into me! Oh GOD! You're going to make me cum again! Fuck me harder... OH GOD Harder!" She kept a constant stream of this going while I started bucking my hips up into her, making her tits bounce enticingly in front of my face. As another orgasm washed over her, her voice became nearly a yell as she screamed out comment after comment about how big it was or how good it felt or how I should fuck her like a slut.
It was not what I was used to, but the end result was effective, driving me to a hard climax, my dick pumping shot after shot of cum into her hot pussy. She reached behind her and squeezed and milked my balls, trying to get every ounce of cum out of me into her. Finally she collapsed on top of each me, both of us feeling quite spent. We must have laid there for nearly ten minutes before I softened enough to slip out. "I guess that means were done." She said with a pout.
"For now I suppose." I said
"Do we have to go?"
"Not if you don't want to."
"Good. How about we just lay her for a while longer?"
"If that's what you want."
"No. What I want is your big fat dick back in me. But I don't think that's going to happen for a while." She said with a giggle.
"Not for a while, but maybe later."
"Right." She said "You have so many to pick from, why should you want to fuck me again?"
"Tell me one reason why I wouldn't?"
"Ok. Tell me my name."
I thought about it for a minute. I really didn't know her name, as I didn't know the names of a lot of them yet. But I did know who she was. "I'll be honest I don't know your name, but if I'm not mistaken this isn't the first time on this trip I've been inside you."
She looked at me quizzically.
"It seems to me that you were the one that took advantage during twister."
"Damn! You knew that was me?"
"I wasn't sure until I got inside you, but I was pretty sure."
"Well, in that case, maybe I will believe you."
"I hope so. Now how about we get some lunch. I'm starved."
"If you insist." She said pushing herself up. As she lifted I reached up and pulled her back down, bringing her tits near my mouth. I quickly sucked each nipple into my mouth and gave them a little flick with my tongue, before releasing her to get up on all fours.
"Just to give you something to think about for later." I said.
"OH?" she said. Then she backed down my body, still on all fours, and stopped when her head was even with my crotch. She reached down and sucked my limp dick into her mouth. She sucked and licked on it for a minute or so. "That's to remind you of what I want later." She said as she pulled my no longer fully limp dick from her mouth.
She got up and held a hand out for me and helped pull me up. She bent over to pick up the blanket and I reached between her legs and stroked her pussy.
"I won't forget." I said. Then we headed into the boat for lunch.
After lunch I decided I needed a nap. It had been a long day and I was tired. I looked and all the rooms were occupied, so I joined a couple of girls on one bed that were wearing something, as compared to those wearing nothing. I was fast asleep in no time.
I woke some time later to the feeling of something hot and wet around my dick. I opened my eyes and found a young lady sitting astride me, slowly rocking back and fourth on me, her eyes closed and her head hanging with her hair covering her face. She was wearing a very short night gown, and seemed to be in no particular hurry. She had gotten me hard enough and was now gently working me harder with her slow rocking. I could see her good sized tits swinging slowly under the sheer semi-translucent material. I reached up and let my fingers brush against her nipples as she moved. She moved her hair and looked down at me with a smile.
"I thought you were still asleep." She whispered
"Not with you doing that."
"Do you want me to stop?" she asked
"Hell no!" I whispered. "I'm enjoying it just fine. Would you like some attention elsewhere?"
"Would you suck my tits? Please?" she asked meekly
"With pleasure." I said reaching for her night gown. I pulled the hem up and she held her hands up while I pulled it over her head. Then she leaned forward to bring her tits near my face. They were fairly good sized and swung slightly as she rocked. I pulled a pillow under my head to get it to the right height, and I took both tits in my hands and guided one of her nipples to my mouth. She moaned softly as I began sucking and licking it. I worked both nipples well over the next several minutes and noticed that her pace of rocking was starting to pick up. I released one of her tits and let my hand go between us. She made a sharp intake of air when my fingers found her clit. I let her rocking provide the rubbing force, and before long the whole bed was shaking as she vigorously pumped herself on my dick. With a squeak she went rigid, trembling all over as her climax washed over her. I moved my finger across her clit a few times, trying to hold it longer for her, and then she collapsed on top of me.
"Ohhhhh god that was nice." She said as she lay her head on my shoulder.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Uh huh." She said quietly.
I wrapped my arms around her, and closed my eyes. My still hard dick was buried in her pussy yet, but I was still tired. The two of us fell back asleep that way.
I startled awake some time later. I heard some shouting and got up. Most of the girls were clustered in the main room, and the few that were outside were covered with towels.
"What's up?" I asked one.



"Some boat load of guys is hassling us."
"Oh!" I said. I took a towel from a girl standing near and wrapped it around my waist. Then I went out the back door of the boat to see what was going on. Julie was busy hollering at a boat load of guys who seemed to be calling for the girls to come back out. I stepped next to Julie and touched her arm. She looked over at me and fell silent.
"Do you gentlemen have a problem?"
"No problem old man... Just want the naked cuties to come back out."
"I see. So since you consider me to be an old man, you won't mind if I come over there and kick your respective asses?"
"Hey! Come on ahead!" one of them called.
"Ok." I said. "Be right there."
"You can't go over there!" Julie said. "They outnumber you three to one!"
I winked at her. "Don't worry. I know what I'm doing." I said as I pulled the towel off of me. I dove into the water and swam over to the boat under the water. I stayed under until I found what I was looking for. It took me a few seconds before I had it and then swam out from under the boat.
"Whatcha doing you old fart? Forget how to swim?"
"Not at all" I said as I stroked away from the boat. "You got a pretty nice boat there. It would be a shame for it to end up on the bottom of the lake."
"What are you talking about? Were not going down." The driver of the boat shouted at me.
"Oh. I think you are. The way I see it, you can get up on plane to keep from sinking, or swim home."
There was a brief scramble as the cover for the engine was lifted and they looked into the bilge.
"What the fuck did you do to my boat?" one of them screamed at me
"ME? I didn't do anything. Although I thought I might have noticed that your stern plug was a bit loose while I was down there." I said after I climbed the ladder. Julie held my towel out and I wrapped it around myself. "Now if your smart guys, you will go find your trailer and get that nice boat out of the water before your swimming home. And don't bother to come back. Next time I wont be so nice, I'll just blow a fucking hole in the hull."
By the time I had finished that they had the engine fired and were taking off. "Bastards" I muttered under my breath.
The Girls swarmed and hugged me when I walked back in the door. I had a number of them kiss me and I got groped through the towel in the process.
"Damn that was either brave or stupid." Julie said after she kissed me on the cheek
"Neither. Most boys don't think more than six inches ahead." I answered.
"Suppose they come back?"
"They won't. By the time they get done explaining to papa what happened to the boat they won't be going anywhere."
"You think?"
"Oh yeah. There was no way they owned that boat. It was daddies boat."
"Well thank you anyway." She said with another kiss.
It was getting to be dinner time anyway and I found a spot on one of the sofa's to sit. I wasn't alone long. The young lady that I had sex with on the beach came and sat next to me. "You didn't forget did you?" she asked.
"Nope." I said.
"Good." She said. Pulling my towel off. I was hard again after all the hugs and gropes, so she simply stood up, facing away from me and bent over. She lined my dick up with her pussy and sat down on me, wiggling her ass to get it situated. She sat back against my chest to relax, my hard dick stuck deep into her. "While you were sleeping we decided that we should do a little fashion show for you." She said to me. "Ready girls?" she called.
The girls came out of the bedrooms and lined up along the wall. Each was wearing something. The variety went from some pretty sexy swim wear, to sheer lace negligees. They all looked like a million bucks. One by one they stepped over in front of me and did small twirls and twists. Some of them making sure I got a glimpse of pussy, other ensuring that I did everything but screw her. Brenda sat on my lap, giving me the name of each girl and a few things about them of interest. Even Beth came out and preformed, wearing a long t-shirt, which she slowly pulled up until her large tits were uncovered, and then let it fall back. It took nearly half an hour to take in the whole group. All that time I stayed hard and inside Brenda. That was partly due to the wonderful view and partly due to her working her pussy muscles to continually stroke me.
Once they were done it was time for some food. I was told a game would ensue after dinner and Brenda was not allowed to make me cum before that. Although she brought me to the brink before climbing off of me and leaving me hanging.
Dinner was some kind of chicken dish that tasted great. I noticed as the girls finished dinner they disappeared. Eventually all the girls were gone, leaving me listening to their giggling in the bedrooms. Finally Julie came out, dressed to the nines in a short white dress, stockings and heals.
"Ok stud. Here's the game. Since I know you have trouble with names we made up a name game to help you remember. Each girl was told to bring as sexy of an outfit as she could, consisting of exactly five items. We will line up, and each girl has a number. They will spin this spinner..." which she drew from behind her back and held up, " and the girl with the number spun will step forward. You must say what her name is. If you're right, she takes off one item of clothing. Comes over and spins, and then gets back in line. It's her choice what order she takes what off. After all her cloths are gone, the next time she is spun, she gets to come over and select any sex act for fifteen seconds, then she is out and must sit down. If you guess their name wrong, they don't take anything off, you have to say their name three times, and they come over and spin. Sound fun?"
"I suppose so." I said.
"Ok Girls! Come on out!" she called.
The girls all came out from the bedrooms. They were wearing a variety of outfits, from dresses, to miniskirts to shorts, also some had heals or flip-flops or some were bare footed. ALL of them looked hot to the max. Julie set the spinner at my feet, bent over and spun it. "twelve" she said, as she turned and stepped into the line. Twelve was Brenda.
"This one I know. Brenda!"
Brenda was wearing a short black dress, black stockings and four inch heals. She reached under her dress and pulled off a set of lace panties and tossed them at me. Then she walked over in her sexiest walk and spun the spinner. I watched as she turned and called the next number. Another girl stepped out.
I had to think a moment before calling out Amy. I wasn't sure, but I thought that was right. It was. Amy was wearing micro shorts, and a shimery string strap top. She undid her shorts and wiggled them off her hips, exposing a lace thong. She stepped out of her shorts and walked over in her heals and turned around, showing me her ass as she bent over to spin. I could see her pussy lips through the lace, making my dick take a little jump. She walked back to the line. Kim stepped forward. This one I got correct as well. She was bare footed and wearing a knee length dress that seemed to be made of sheer lace material. I watched her take one of the pieces of material and toss it in the air, making the outfit more sheer, but otherwise unchanged.
This went on for some time, getting most names right, but several wrong. I particularly enjoyed a few of the girls. Amy did herself proud with the lace thong and strapless lace bra with exposed nipples. Kim's outfit ended up being just layers of sheer silk, that as they were removed allowed more and more of her to be seen. Julie was dressed in a sexy dress, but her lack of panties and the white garter and stockings framed her darker pussy hair fantastically.
Beth, the shy one, surprised me with her outfit. She had on a nice ankle length dress, but by no means overly revealing. She took the dress off first, revealing a fish net body suit with a string bikini bottom and top under it in matching black. What made it most interesting is that she removed the top and bottoms of the bikini from under the body stocking without removing it, so she ended up wearing just the fish net body stocking with her hard nipples poking through, and since it had a slit crotch, she started a trend. When she came over to spin she moved the spinner close enough to my feet that when she turned around and bent over to spin, she pushed her already wet pussy against my dick. This seemed to start a number of the girls to try to line me up as they bent over to spin. Since they weren't allowed to touch me with their hands it became and interesting turn to the game.
In general all the girls were extremely sexy in their outfits. The last young lady, Samantha, who I seemed to have trouble remembering her name the first few rounds, was fairly thin with modest tits. She was wearing a micro skirt, and a button down silk blouse. Once I finally got her name right the first time, the third time she had been called, she tossed her panties. She came over and bent over like the rest to spin and pressed her pussy at my dick. I slipped my hand down and aimed it as she pushed back against me, surprising her when her pussy enveloped my head. She pushed down as far as she could before she spun and pulled back off to walk back to the line. She was the only one that I did that for, since she was by far the most dressed of the bunch.
It came down to her being the last one. She was still wearing just the micro skirt when the last girl went out. Many of the girls took their ten seconds of sexual act on my dick in a variety of positions, but a few climbed on the sofa for me to lick or suck their tits or pussies.
Samantha, being the last got as much time as she wanted. She came over, her skirt still on and climbed on my lap facing me. She sunk her pussy on my raging dick and started to bounce. I knew I wasn't going to last long, so I went quickly to her clit with my hand and her tits with my mouth. It didn't take long for her to climax, and I was right behind her, spurting my juice into her pussy by the gallon.
After the game was done the girls picked up their assorted clothes and packed them away. Next they brought out what I was to learn was called the "bull". Samantha, stayed planted on me for a long time while the bull was set up. This device was a gyrating dick sticking up out of a rounded housing. The motion was up and down, twisting and vibrating at the same time. The girls said it was impossible to not climax after riding it for a few minutes, and there were a lot of horny girls.
Samantha climbed off of me and I was invited to sit on a stack of pillows on the floor with my back against the sofa for a better view. They positioned the bull in front of me with my legs on either side of the device, it's dick sticking up about the same height as my own would be, if it were hard again. Once the first girl mounted it I understood why. She had the mechanical dick working in and out of her and she bent over to present me her tits. I was clearly the tit massager part of this. It was the least I could do after the wonderful fashion show.
As each girl mounted and rode the bull, I used my mouth to apply as much sensation as I could to their tits. I enjoyed it immensely, and by the time they had all gone through the first time my dick was once again hard and sticking up. One or two of the girls used it as a handle and played with it while the bull did its best in them. By this time it was late into the night. Past eleven. One of the girls suggested a moonlight swim to cool and clean off, which everyone thought was a good idea. The next half hour was spent with the whole group swimming naked in the warm lake water. It was also another opportunity for them to grope me. I was getting tired and decided to call it a night. Most of the girls stayed out swimming, but Beth, she shy one came in with me. I found a bed to curl up on and Beth joined me.
"Would you put it in me?" she asked as she pressed her ass against my hard dick.
"Sure." I said, moving around to line my dick up. I pushed it deep into her, and then wrapped an arm around her to cup one of her tits.
"Thank you." She said simply as she snuggled down. It wasn't long before I felt her fingers touching where my dick was entering her. It didn't take me long to realize that she was frigging her clit. After several minutes she started to shake and I felt her go fairly stiff, then relax with a groan. After that she seemed to settle down to sleep. I was out shortly after, with her in my arms. I slept through the night, waking on my back with a different girl in each arm. In the light that was streaming in the sliding window I could see that I had Mandy sleeping on my left, but she was high enough on the bed that her tits were within inches of my face. Jennifer was on my right side, with her legs wrapped around one of mine and her hand around my limp dick. I moved slightly and without opening her eyes, she started humping her pussy against my leg in her sleep. I could feel the wetness that was flowing from her as she did. She also was playing with my dick, which of course made it hard in a hurry.
I turned my head and gently sucked on Mandy's closest tit. She rolled over slightly and pulled my head tighter to her chest. I wasn't sure if she was awake or not yet. She was laying on my arm, but from were it was I was able to reach her butt from behind. I started squeezing and stroking her ass as Jennifer worked my dick. I was getting quite turned on and starting to think about fucking one of these two beauties.
Mandy woke up somewhere in the process and whispered for me to come with her. She disengaged herself from me and I gently moved out of Jennifer's grasp. Once clear of the bed Mandy took me by the hand and led me outside and up on the roof. She had me lay down on one of the lounge chairs up there and then straddled me the cool morning air making her nipples stand hard from her firm tits. She lay on top of me with my dick trapped between her legs, sticking up. I could feel the heat from her pussy as it pressed against the top of my dick. She brought her face to mine, clearly wanting to spend some time kissing and such first. I happily complied, getting more and more horny as our kisses became more heated and sensuous. She began to gently hump her pussy against my hard dick, never breaking the kiss.
Finally she broke the kiss and lifted herself to her feet over my chair. I watched as she took my dick and aimed it at her pussy, and then settled down on it. I felt her hot pussy envelope my dick as she allowed her weight to press her farther over me. Finally I was fully in. She leaned forward, and lay back down on me, trapping my dick deep in her pussy. She pulled her legs together and gently began humping her hips up and down as she again started kissing me. The feeling this created was very different. I could feel my dick moving up and down inside her, the head of my dick rubbing against her cervix. It was apparently good for her too, because the more she did it the more energetic her kissing became. I
used my free hands to squeeze and kneed her ass cheeks. I reached one hand down as far as I could between her legs from behind and stroke the part of her pussy that was exposed from where my dick entered her. She seemed to like that and her humping increased. I continued my stroking until I was just sliding across the rosebud of her ass. This seemed to make her go wild. Her kissing turned into vacuuming she was sucking my tongue so hard. She squealed into my mouth as her body arched and shook. She was clearly having a good orgasm. She finally collapsed on top of me, unable to move.
"Fuck that was good" she said breathlessly
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh I did!" she said with a smile and a laugh. "Believe me I did. But were not done yet. You still have a huge dick and a load of cum to put in me, and I'm not taking no for an answer." She said before she began climbing off of me, letting my dick pull from her pussy. "Come on, get up." She said holding out her hand. I wasn't sure what she had in mind, but I climbed off the chair. She walked over to the railing at the side of the boat and leaned on it with her hands, and then stuck her butt out at me while she bent over. "Now fuck me silly." She said.
How could I refuse? I stepped behind her and pushed my dick deep into her sopping pussy. The next thing she did surprised me. Once I was inside her, she moved her feet together, causing her pussy to get extremely tight. I started stroking into her with abandon. I had a lot of sex in the last couple days, and even though I was quite horny, I wasn't ready to fire yet, but Mandy didn't seem to mind. She just stood there, making little mewing and groaning noises as my balls slapped against her pussy. We had been at it for some time when a boat rounded the point. It was a bass boat with a couple fishing. "I guess we better stop." I said stopping my stoking.
"What for? Afraid of an audience?"
"Not really."
"Good, now back to work. I was just about to cum again and you spoiled it."
"I'm sorry." I said, starting to stroke again.
"You better be." She said, at least an octave higher this time.
It must have been some view for the couple in the boat. With Mandy leaning over, her tits waggling around in space, and me fucking her with abandon. The angle they must have had was something. I couldn't hear what they were saying, but it was pretty clear that the woman was turned on. The man in the front tried not to watch, as they fished past us, but the woman sitting in the back of the boat had put down her rod and had a hand in her pants and the other under her shirt. As they got about even with us she pushed her shirt and bra up on her chest and undid her shorts. I watched as she pushed them down, allowing them to hang around her ankles.
She leaned back in her seat and spread her legs, showing me her tits and pussy for a second before going to work driving her fingers into her pussy and working her tits with her other hand. The show was enough and Mandy launched into another orgasm, the feeling for of her climaxing pussy sending me over the edge. I was still trying to stroke as I came and my dick slipped from her pussy. On what would have been the in stroke, my dick pressed between her legs instead of in her pussy and pointed out the side of the boat. The next jet of my cum sailed through the railing and landed in the water between the boats. Seeing my cum fly through the air like that sent her over the edge and she went rigid, clearly in the midst of an orgasm.
The guy in the boat just stood there watching, not sure if he should watch her or watch us. After two shots launched over the side of the boat I got my dick back into Mandy and my final squirts were emptied in her. She stood up, wrapping her arms around my neck backwards and pulling herself up so she was fully exposed to the fishing boat. She then lifted one leg and set it on the rail, fully exposing her pussy and my still hard dick stuck in her. By this time the woman in the boat had finished her orgasm and was pulling her shirt off over her head. She kicked her shorts off and then walked to the front of the boat and knelt in front of the guy. It didn't take her long to get his pants open and start sucking on his dick.
At first he put up a struggle, and then gave in to the feelings. It didn't take long before she stood up and sat her ass in the tiny front chair. She turned him around and guided his dick to her pussy. She used his arms for support and leaned back, throwing her legs high and wide. It gave us a perfect view of his dick sliding in and out of her pussy. She was clearly still turned on and wanted to fuck more. A couple of the girls had joined us on the roof, all wearing little or nothing. It wasn't long before they were working their fingers in their pussies to his pace.



I watched him stiffen and push deep as he came. His orgasm triggered hers and they came together, her body twitching and shaking. After some time she pulled herself up to a sitting position. She looked up at us and mouthed "thank you" before walking to the back of the boat. She picked up her cloths and tossed the panties and bra on the floor near the steering wheel. She pulled her shorts on and sat down in the seat, leaving the shirt on the floor. She blew me a kiss and picked up her rod and went back to casting. I looked around and the two girls that had come up were locked in a 69 on the deck, each of them licking the other girl's pussy franticly. I had softened and slid from Mandy, so she turned around, wrapping her arms around me and watched the girls until they both had an orgasm. She led me down the ladder back into the boat for breakfast. What a way to wake up.
They had to return the boat to the dock by noon, so all the girls were busy gathering and cleaning. Things looked pretty good by ten in the morning. Three of the girls decided to return with me and put their stuff in the boat. To my disappointment, everyone was again wearing swim suits. I helped them retrieve their anchors and get the boat off the shore. I had mine running and I followed them out of the bay. We waved and they blew kisses at me as we pealed off and opened the throttles to head back to the landing.
Tina, a very petite girl with tits almost too large for her small frame, was sitting in the bow. She was wearing a very small bikini who's top was not up to the job of corralling her bouncing boobs. Several times they bounced free as we bounded over large wakes. To my pleasure, she finally just left them bounce where they wanted to. Sue and Mandy were sitting on the passenger side of the boat on the bench seat. They were taking turns teasing me by flashing their tits or pussies. I think the goal was to make me get a hardon. It was successful. After a while, Sue moved into the isle and worked my hard dick out of the leg of my swim trunks and began to expertly lick and suck on it.
Not to be outdone, Tina pulled the string on one side of her bikini bottom, and let it fall open, putting her feet wide on the seats so I had an open view of her pussy. I nearly came in Sue's mouth, as we reached the no wake point and I had to throttle back. Tina re-did her suit to be covered and Sue returned to her seat, disappointed that I didn't give her a load. We found a spot at the dock and I headed off to get the truck. I had to wait some time to get into the landing, and by the time I did, there was a group of guys gawking at the girls. I backed down into the water and headed to the dock to put the boat on the trailer.
"Anything we can help with?" Tina asked.
"Well, if one of you could wind the winch to take the slack out when I get it hooked on, that would be good."
"OH! I wanna do that!" Tina said, nearly running off the dock to the trailer.
I shook my head and pushed the boat away. I backed off and did a small circle to aim at the trailer. Once I was lined up I eased in until the bow was nestled in the rollers and then shut down the engine. I moved to the front and leaned over, clipping the line to the bow eye. "OK Tina, take up the slack!" I said returning to the driver seat to raise the engine. By the time I got it up, Tina was busy cranking for all she was worth. I moved to the bow to climb out and stepped onto the trailer and made my way to the concrete.
"OK. I'll take over if you want." I said.
"NO! I want to do this!" she said with enthusiasm. Her motions matched her voice and as she cranked harder and harder, her chest bounced and was soon clear of her top once again. She never slowed down. I don't know if she didn't know or didn't care, but she kept going, raising a serious crowd as she worked. Finally she slowed and eased the bow into the snubber. "There!" she said. Only then did she look down and cover her tits back up with the inadequate amount of material. I walked around the truck and climbed in, pulling the boat up and out of the water. The girls followed on foot until I parked. It didn't take long for us to get the cover on and tied down and everything strapped and locked. We climbed in, with Tina jumping into the passenger seat. One final check and we were off. We hadn't even got out of the park before I looked in the mirror and saw a naked butt sticking in the air. A few moments later I heard a buzzing sound followed by a moan.
"Damn. That's not fair. Give me one of those!" Tina said, half turned around in her seat. I heard some rustling and a moment later a hand appeared with a small bullet shaped vibrator. "Thank you!" she said as she pushed the seat back and put her feet on the dash. She spread her legs and undid the ties on her bikini bottom and in seconds was working the vibrator up and down her pussy, lubricating it up with her juices. All I could do was watch as she shoved it in and then started stroking it in and out of her sweet looking pussy. She closed her eyes and soon had her top pushed aside to play with her tits. I reached across and put one hand on her left tit and started massaging it, rolling the nipple between my fingers. "Oh... don't stop that." She said "That feels good. Too bad it's not your big dick. I could really go for that right now."
"I don't know if that's possible with me driving." I said
She pulled the dildo from her pussy and sat up. "We can sure as hell find out." She said. It was a two lane road and we weren't about to pass anyone pulling the boat, so she leaned over and untied my suit and pushed it down. I had to help a little but she soon had it off of me and I was sitting naked as I drove. She pulled the rest of her suit off and then turning around tried to climb onto my lap. After several attempts she was sitting on me sideways, with her feet in the passenger seat. I moved my seat back far enough so I could still get to the pedals and steer, but it gave her more room. With one hand on the dash, and one hand on the back of my seat, she lifted herself up. I freed one hand from the wheel and used it to aim my dick by feel at her pussy. We got the right location and she settled down on it. I was sure that if a cop saw us we were going to get a ticket. This was definitely a seat belt violation. She tried to bounce on me, but that didn't work. Finally she ended up using the vibrator on her clit while I was up inside of her.
"God I want to be fucked... This is good, but it's no substitute for a dick sliding in and out."
"OK. Lift yourself up a little." I said.
She put down the vibrator and I set the cruise on the speed limit. With her lifting herself up a bit I was able to pump up into her. Sue stuck her head between the seats and picked up the vibrator and put it to her clit. I could feel the vibrations of it as she pressed it against Tina's slit. This wasn't safe at all, but I was so horny that I wasn't about to stop. Suddenly I exploded inside her, pumping cum into her. Fortunately when I did it triggered her own orgasm and she let go of the dash, sitting down hard on my spurting dick. I did my best to not wander around in the lane as my dick continued to empty into her, getting better control of my driving as I started to relax. It was an interesting way to have sex.
She didn't stay sitting long, she was soon off my lap with her feet on the dash again, plunging the vibrator back into herself, trying to keep the orgasm flowing as long as she could. From the sound of her cries and moans, she succeeded in keeping it going for nearly two minutes. By then she was exhausted, and lay in the seat like a limp noodle. I used the mirror to look into the back seat, and Mandy and Sue had a double ended dildo stuffed in them. They were sitting on opposite sides of the back seat and Mandy was working the dildo in and out of her, which of course made it go in and out of Sue. I looked back again when I heard Mandy begin to grunt and cry out with her climax.
Sue took over when Mandy couldn't coordinate any longer and she too soon began to scream out. After several minutes of this I looked again and the two had their pussies pushed together, the double dildo still inside them both. It looked like they were settling in for a while that way, and they did. Until we reached the outskirts of town.
All the girls dressed, leaving me the only one naked. Tina tossed a towel over my lap, and that's how we ended up back at the House. Each of the girls leaned over the seats and gave me big wet kisses, except Mandy, who sipped her hand under the towel and stroked me hard again before she broke the kiss. I watched them disappear into the house and drove off, sure I was never going to forget the weekend.
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As much as the previous evening and morning were incredible, yet confusing, the day at work was pleasantly normal. My mind really needed it to try to get a handle on what had happened, and this apparently new relationship with both Linda and Emily.
I tried texting my wife a number of times, and the only thing I got back was "shopping... wait till I get home!"
I got off work and walked in the door of an empty house. I sat in my chair and texted my wife to seen when she would be getting home and received a simple, "Won't be home for dinner." I decided to get a burger to eat and was sitting in my recliner watching tv around seven when I heard the garage door open.
"Hello lover!" My wife called as she walked into the house. I could hear three sets of shoes coming down the short hallway from the garage door toward the family room. I sat in total shock, my jaw hanging wide open as I looked at my wife standing with Linda and Emily.
My wife is far from young any longer, the two of us in our forties, but I've told her for a long time she looked only thirty, with a trim body and muscular legs. An hour of workout each morning didn't hurt any either. Her new outfit seemed to accentuate all her best features, and was, if nothing else, stunning. It was also so completely different from anything I have ever seen her wear. I have bought things for her for years, slinky lingerie, sexy tops, but I have never been able to get her to wear them, even at home in the bedroom. Now here she stood, wearing four inch black heels, black stockings framing her muscular legs, and I was quite sure they were stockings since I could see the tops of them peeking out from under a miniskirt that was incredibly short. Above the hip hugging miniskirt, she wore a silver satiny halter top covering her tits, wiggling enticingly as she set down her shopping bags, her hard nipples clearly visible beneath the thin material testifying to the fact that she didn't have any kind of bra on.
"What do you think?" She asked as she turned once for me and then strode over leaning down over my chair. She placed her hands on the arms of the chair to support herself and then leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips. "Do you like my shirt? I've been watching all the men stare at my tits all afternoon. I've been waiting for you to touch them, wondering how it will feel to have your fingers tease my nipples through the material."
I reached my hands up and used the backs of my fingers to stroke across her hard nipples, the slick material yielding to my touch.
"Ohhhh yes. I'm so horny for you. "I want you to fuck me so bad. Would you like to guess what kind of panties I've been wearing all day?" she whispered to me, between kisses on my cheek and neck.
"Oh, what kind are you wearing?" I asked quietly.
"Why don't you find out?"
I moved one hand down her front, gently stroking her body as I worked my hand slowly down the front of her tiny skirt, slipping my fingers up her thigh until my fingers touched her naked wet pussy lips. "You aren't wearing any?" I half asked, half stated.
"Uh huh." She said with a grin. "Watch this!"
She gave me a gentle kiss and then pushed herself off of me and walked over to her bags. She bent over with her legs straight, her tiny skirt riding up her round ass as she did. She was three quarters of the way bent over when I could see the first glimpse of her wet lips, and by the time she was reaching into the bag, I had a clear view of her pussy lips gleaming with her moisture. "I wonder how many men were looking at just the right time to see what you're seeing right now?" She asked as she straightened up, holding a package. "You've been buying sexy things for me for years, and you always wanted me to wear them. I'll make a deal with you. From now on, I'll wear the sexy things you by for me, as long as you promise to wear the sexy things I buy for you." She said as she took a few steps toward me.
It was a surprisingly hard decision. For years I wanted her to become a bit more free, wear the sexy things, I bought for her, but I seemed to have unleashed a monster. Now the question was, did I want to keep her going this way?
I looked over at Linda, wearing a short gray dress, looking quite sexy, and Emily wearing a halter top dress that accentuated her tits. Clearly it was a packaged deal. I stood up and walked over to my wife, taking her free hand, I pulled her toward me, and kissed her gently. "On one condition. Just like you asked me to never have sex with Linda and Em without you, I need you to promise the same thing. Neither of us have sex with anyone else without us being together."
"Worried about me going out and getting laid by some strange man?" she asked, staring into my eyes.
"Actually yes."
"Good, I wanted you to be worried." She said quietly. She shook her hand from mine and held it out toward Emily, who put a small handful of black material in it. She held the damp material to my nose to smell. "Just so you know, I wore these until I was home." She said with a grin. "I was horny all day, but I wasn't about to show off everything. Yes, I'll make that pact with you. We never have sex with anyone else unless the other is there as well, or we give permission in advance." She said with a grin. She reached her face to mine and kissed me gently. "Now what about that other part? Will you wear what I buy for you in return?"
"Yes." I said simply, her free hand gently stroking my hard dick through my pants.
"Good." She said with a grin. "Now, from now on, no more whitey tighties. I want you wearing underwear just as sexy as I will be, so, take off your clothes."
"Here?"
"Why not. It's not like Linda and Em haven't seen your hard dick before."
"I guess that's true." I said as I started pulling my shirt off. Emily stepped over and helped me undress, giggling as she stroked my hard dick a few times when it came into view.
"Now, here's your new underwear." Nancy said as she opened a bag and pulled out a pair of men's bikini underwear. She squatted down, her knees up and apart, revealing her wet lips under her short skirt while she held out the underwear for me to step into. She slid them up my legs and over my hips, trying to tuck my rock hard dick into them. "Hmmmm. Doesn't seem like this is going to fit, does it?" she asked, pulling them back down to expose all of my dick and stroking it gently. Would you ladies mind if I rode my husband for a few minutes? I really don't think that it's going to take either of us more than a few minutes to get this back to normal size."
"Sure, I need a drink of water anyway." Linda answered turning and walking toward the kitchen.
Nancy stood up and led me to my chair, and sat me down on the edge pushing me backward. She turned to face away from me, straddling my legs, and hiked her short skirt up. I watched as she reached between her legs, grasping my hard dick and rubbing it around her wet lips.
"I always wondered what it would be like to fuck fully dressed." She said, punctuated with a moan as she lowered herself down onto my dick. "I've been wanting to feel you inside me all afternoon." She cooed as she started to ride up and down my shaft.
"Oh god yes." I groaned, reaching for her ass under her skirt and squeezing her firm cheeks.
Emily knelt down in front of the two of us. I couldn't see what she was doing, but I could tell by my wife's change in speed and motion that she was either sucking her tits or playing with her clit, or both. Either way, her rocking motion in addition to the stroking she was doing as she rode up and down my dick was driving me quickly to the brink.
"Ohhhhhh!" I groaned as my body went rigid, jerking uncontrollably with each shot of cum that my dick pumped up into my wife's hot pussy.
"YES!" she screamed as her whole body shook while she ground herself down on my spurting dick. "OH YES!" She cried again as her orgasm was pushed to new heights by Emily's activities. The two of us slowly relaxed while Emily stood up and walked over to the desk chair, pulling down her panties before she sat down.
Nancy and I sat and recovered while Emily, propped her feet up on the chair, her knees spread wide, and worked her pussy with her fingers, brining herself off in only a few minutes.
"Well, now that that's done, do you want to see what we bought?"
"I thought you were wearing it." I answered as Nancy stood up, allowing my softened dick to slip from her. She turned around and pulled my new underwear up over my deflated dick and then went and collected her bags.
"Nope, we have a variety of items to show you. What do you think girls, should we show him what we got?"
"Why not?" Linda said with a smile. "Do you want to just change here, or in the other room?"
"I think the other room." Nancy answered as the led them into the living room.
I was treated to a short, but extremely sexy fashion show, featuring a variety of outfits. My wife came out first wearing a combination pink and animal print mini dress that had one short sleeve, and angled down across her breasts to her other side. That side of the dress top was three ties across her side from her nipple level to her waist that allowed a lot of her skin to show, and guaranteed that there was no way to wear a bra of any kind with it. The skirt portion of the dress fit snuggly across her hips and was short enough that if she wanted to she would have no trouble flashing her panties, or more. I loved it and showed my appreciation when she came over to kiss me, giving her my hottest kiss in return.
While Nancy was getting her second dress on, Emily showed her second outfit, a form fitting spandex dress that had such a short skirt portion that her pussy and the bottom of her ass cheeks were visible when she bent over, and didn't completely cover back up until she pulled it back down again. The white material and bright colored flames extending both up and down from the edges made her look extremely sexy.
Linda was wearing one new outfit when she came in, a gray scoop back dress that accentuated her breasts while the wide bottom hem fit snuggly against her thighs, the bottom hem only six inches or so below the tiny black thong panty I had seen peaking from below the dress when she bent over to get a glass from the dishwasher in the kitchen. Her second outfit was a dark purple minidress that had a drape neck, the back being little more than a pair of gold chains holding the sides and neck of the dress in place. She came over and leaned over me to give me a kiss, showing me that as she bent over I had a clear view down her chest to her hard nipples.
My wife's second outfit was a snug black mini dress that wrapped snuggly around her hips, and had two wide strips of material that went up and over her breasts, forming the cups of what looked almost like a bikini top. The neck strap of the top was a silver chain, and the cups were held in place with a small tie that extended around her back. Between the two strips running up her front were a zigzag of strings that allowed you to see through from her navel to her neck. The top hugged her big tits, making them look even larger, and she showed me that the bottom was easily pulled up to her waist so she could flash me any amount of her that she wished, or all of her if she chose.
Emily came out in an outfit that was certainly not a dress. It consisted of a tiny white panty and bra set that were connected by a pair of strings. The top barely covered half of her large breasts and the outfit had several bows that looked like they would let the whole thing come apart if pulled. After showing off, and walking over to make sure my hard dick was reasonably comfortable, sticking out the top of the bikini underwear that weren't large enough to hold me when hard, she moved over to stand by the tv, waiting for her mother to come back out.
Linda came out in a long black gown, the entire thing being a see through mesh material, with one fat band of satin that wrapped around her body covering one tit and her pussy as it spiraled down to the tops of her four inch spike heels.
"Last one!" My wife called as she walked into the room in a pair of high lift sandals. The dress she had on was, to say the least incredible. The dress consisted of a shimmery black skirt that fit snuggly across her hips, extending from her navel to only a few inches below her crotch. There was a teal colored neck strap about two inches wide made of another satin looking material. Between the two were two six inch wide straps of the teal material, attaching to the skirt a few inches apart, extending around the waist, and then running up the front of her body, across her tits and attaching to the neck band. She stepped over to me and pulled and played with the teal material, showing me how she could expose her tits at will. "This is going to be so much fun to tease you with. I think I'll wear this outfit when we play cards tomorrow!"
"You're going to wear that for John and Sandy?" I asked, realizing that this was our week to play cards with our friends.
"Sure, why not? Don't I look sexy in it?"
"Oh, believe me, you do! I just wondered if that was what you wanted to wear?"
"You don't like my new look?" She asked with a pout.
"I didn't say that." I said realizing I had just stuck my foot in it. "I just don't want to surprise them. You do have to admit this is a bit of a change."
"Oh. I see. No, I think it'll be ok. I'll call Sandy and let her know I'm going to wear a new dress."
"That should work." I said, relaxing at averting messing things up.
"Well, now that that's settled, I promised Linda and Em that they could play before they went home. I'm sure you won't mind helping them get undressed so they can put on something more... appropriate for going home.
"Come on Mister Mike!" Emily said stepping over and taking my hand to pull me up. "I have a few bows for you to pull. Some of them will let you see more and some... well they're just for show."
"And don't forget about me!" Linda said, sliding up to me in her black gown.
I pulled the bows on Em's tiny white outfit one at a time while Linda crouched down, pulling my new underwear down as she did. My hard dick was sticking out, fully hard as she helped me step out of the underwear. She gently grasped my dick and blew her hot breath across my engorged head. I felt her mouth close around my dick, her tongue swirling on the sensitive part under the head as I allowed the white top to fall from Em's tits, leaning down and sucking a nipple into my mouth.
"Oh yes. I love the way you suck my tits. God it makes me want to fuck you sooooo bad!"
I pulled the last of the ties on her bottom and tossed the outfit aside, stroking my fingers down to her pussy and between her already wet lips.
"My turn." Linda said, releasing my cock and standing up. She stood next to me, her arms over her head, waiting patiently for me to move to her.
I released Em, after giving each of her hard nipples one more quick suck. I leaned down and grasped a portion of the material just above her waist, and pulled slowly upward. I slowly uncovered her body, an inch at a time, until I was pulling the material up over her head. She lowered her arms around my neck, gently kissing my lips as I lowered my arms and dropped the black material to the ground. I felt a hand pull us gently toward the sofa.
Linda broke the kiss as Em pulled her down until she was sitting on the sofa. Em sat down next to her and draped a leg over Linda's. I watched as each of them reached into the others lap, gently stroking each other's clits. "Ok Mister Mike, take turns and let's see which of us lasts longer. I'm willing to bet that Mom is gonna cum before I do."
"Not if I have anything to say about it!" Linda said with a laugh as I moved between Emily's legs. I leaned over her and pressed my dick into her wet pussy, quickly stroking in and out of her for a good dozen strokes before pulling out abruptly. I quickly moved between Linda's legs and pressed my dick to her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh." She moaned as I pressed slowly into her. "Oh god that feels good." She groaned as I started stroking into her wet pussy. I did twelve strokes, all long and slow, before pulling out to move back to Emily.
"OH FUCK!" Emily cried as I rammed my dick into her pussy. I stroked hard and fast, driving into her a dozen or so times, my hips slapping against her body and making her huge milk filled tits wiggle. She hadn't nursed all day and her tits were fully engorged, little streams spraying on the three of us while I fucked her. I was about to pull out and switch, when I felt a hand on my ass, pressing me back into Emily. The hand continued to squeeze and press on my ass in time with my strokes, helping me drive deep into Em until her whole body trembled with the beginnings of her orgasm.
"OHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her whole body quaked, her tits squirting milk in several directions, the tiny streams spraying around like a sprinkler as my pounding into her pussy wiggled her full tits. I continued to stroke into her until her climax was past and on the way down, only then pulling out of her and moving back to Linda, my wife stepping back to let me move.
I pressed back into Linda, and my now naked wife knelt down next to us, replacing Emily's fingers with her own, her mouth covering one of Linda's tits as I started stroking in and out of her pussy. I stroked long and slow while Nancy stroked her clit with one hand and sucked her tit. I felt her pussy tremble inside as she began to climax, her whole body following moments later. I continued to stroke into her, long and slow until her climax had passed, my wife pulling her face from Linda's tits.
"Come here." Linda said to my wife as I pulled my still hard dick from her pussy. I stepped back and allowed Linda to pull Nancy between her legs by the hand, and then pull her down until she could suck my wife's large tits. The position gave me the perfect view as she stood straight legged, bent at the waist. I stepped behind her and pressed my dick slowly into her tight tunnel.
"Ohhhhh god yes. Fuck me. Fill me with your hot cum!" She cried as I started sliding in and out of her wet hole. I banged into her time and again my hips slapping into her firm ass, wiggling her hanging tits while Linda sucked on one of them and stroked her clit with her free hand.
"OH god oh god oh god!" Nancy mumbled as her orgasm started to wash over her. Her whole body shook and trembled as she groaned, her pussy clenching my dick and pushing me over my own limit.
I groaned with my wife while my body spasmed, my dick pumping shot after shot of cum deep into her pussy as she collapsed panting on top of Linda, my now free dick spurting the last few shots of cum across her ass and pussy. I stood panting while I watched my cum drip off of her ass and out of her pussy, leaking down onto Linda's pussy.
"Well, that was fun!" My wife said as she pushed herself up, the rest of my cum leaking from her pussy and running down her leg. "Looks like you must have been pretty turned on by the amount you left in me."
"I guess looking at you three sexy women in all those hot outfits might have had some effect." I said, holding a hand out to Linda and Emily to help pull them up off the sofa. They stood up and then turned me and pushed me onto the sofa, telling me I had to sit and watch them dress to go home. To my surprise, that consisted of putting all their new clothes back in the bags and putting on their high heels. They both came over, naked except for their shoes and leaned down, kissing me wetly in turn before they waved goodbye and headed out the door undressed as they were.
"Now, you just sit and relax a bit while I go get cleaned up and put away my new clothes. I hope you liked them."



"I loved em. You look so fucking hot in them. John is going to die when he sees you in that dress."
"No, he's just going to wish he could fuck me silly!"
"Is that what you want, for him to fuck you silly?"
"I don't know. I mean, you've been having a good time with the three of us. It's only fair for me to get to try some other men, isn't it? Besides, I've seen you looking at Sandy. She's always wearing those short little dresses and deep cleavage when you're around. I kind of think she's having a lot of fun teasing you. Maybe we should give her a chance to get what she's fantasizing about."
"You sure that's what you want, to be fucked by another guy?"
"I don't see why not. It might be fun, but then again I might not enjoy it all that much. Not every man has a dick as good as yours, hell that was part of the reason I married you. Based on my chats with friends over the years, you spend a lot more time trying please me before you cum then their husbands seem to. That's why Linda and Emily love having you so much, you make them feel good first."
"So going to play cards is going to be what, a chance to get into John's pants?"
"Nope, it's going to be fun. We're going to play cards, and if by chance John gets into my pants, then so be it. But I'm not going to let him unless you get into Sandy's as well. Is that fair?"
"I suppose it is. I started all this, so I guess I can't complain if you want to try others as well."
"Good decision. Yes you did start it, and NO, you don't have any room to complain. But I think it's fair to have some rules." She said coming over and sitting next to me. "How about we limit to couples we know, and we both have to agree. If either of us says no about someone, for any reason, the answer is no. I still love you and if we're going to make this new relationship work we're going to have to find out just how things fit. I never knew I had any of this inside, but now I can't seem to get enough. Maybe it'll pass, maybe it won't. All I know is I want to try someone different. I want to know if you're really as good as it seems, or if other men are not as thoughtful. Maybe I've been taking you for granted for a long time. I don't know, but I'm going to have to find out, ok?"
"Ok." I answered her as she leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips. I kissed her back, lovingly for some time before pulled away and walked off, wiggling her ass seductively as she went. I took it as an invitation and joined her in the shower, both of us cleaning each other thoroughly before we retired for the night.
The next night after work I walked in and was far from surprised to find her wearing her new black and teal dress and a pair of high platform sandals as she stood at the kitchen sink.
"I thought you'd be wearing heels." I said as I stepped up behind her and slipped my hands into the sides of the dress and let them roam softly around her soft tits.
"Ohhhh, that's nice. I should have started wearing dresses like this a long time ago."
"I wish you would have." I whispered as I kissed her gently on the neck.
"So, should I wear stockings or panties?"
"Let me guess, you're not wearing either?"
"Why don't you find out?"
"Well, I can see you don't have stockings on, but let's see about the panties?" I said, slipping a hand out of her top and sliding it under her short skirt. "Hmmm, let's see. I can feel a nice naked ass, and oh yes... I can feel bare wet pussy lips. Gotta be sure though." I said as I pulled my other hand out of her top and undid my pants. I let them slide down while she moved her hands to my hips and pushed the tiny blue bikini underwear that she bought for me down over my hips.
My dick was already hard from playing with her tits and I rubbed the head around her wet lips while she bent over the counter to give me access.
"No, I don't think you have any panties on." I said as I pressed my hard dick into her.
"Nope, I don't think I do." She said as she wiggled her ass around on my hard dick.
"Would you like a good fucking now?" I asked as I stroked very slowly in and out of her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, it feels so nice. But let's be fair. We don't want to give John sloppy seconds, and if you get to fuck Sandy... well, let's just say that you might as well save all that good cum for her."
"Ok. But I think you should wear some panties. Might want to give him a bit more of a tease."
"Ok lover." She said turning around and kissing me on the lips gently. "I'm a bit nervous. What happens if I like him better than you?"
"I suppose that would be a problem."
"Tell me, do you like having sex with Linda or Em better than me?"
"No. I still love you, and that's what makes it special."
"Oh that's sweet. A bunch of shit, but still sweet." She said, giving me another kiss. I know damn well you love fucking Emily because of her milky tits, and Linda because, well...don't think I don't know you've been fantasizing about her for years. No, you enjoy screwing them every bit as much as you enjoy screwing me. What has me worried is if we find someone that we like better."
"Look. We've been married for over twenty years. I still love you. I'll always love you. That's the difference. Love. At the end of the day we go to bed with each other and sleep with each other because we still love each other."
"And you're sure that'll make the difference?"
"If we both don't, then we need to call this all off right now."
Nancy was silent a long time before she spoke. "I do love you. I think that'll be enough, but I have to try this. I guess I have to find out if this is something I want or if it's something I can't handle. I had a lot of fun teasing all the guys at the mall. I've had a lot of fun with Linda and Emily. But that's a lot different than having another guy putting his dick in me, or cuming inside me."
"You don't have to do it if you don't want to. I'm perfectly happy not getting into her pants."
"I know. Tell you what, I'll think about it. If I can't do it I'll back off, ok?"
"If that's what you want. You know I love you and I want you to be happy. I don't want you to do anything you're not comfortable with or you'll regret in the morning."
"OK." She said quietly, wrapping her arms around me and holding me tight. After several second she released me and stepped back. "You go pick me some panties, and I'll finish getting ready."
"Ok love." I said, pulling my pants up and stepping back to head to the bedroom.
"Oh, while you're back there, I put out a pair of shorts for you to wear."
"Ok love." I called back. She had indeed put out a pair of shorts for me, which I changed into before I picked a pair of panties for her. I chose a pair of purple panties that had a large mesh panel that showed her curly mound.
"Nice choice." She said, lifting one foot. I helped her slip on the panties, kissing her wet lips before I covered them with the panties.
"All set."
"Ok let's go then." She said, picking up the desert dish.
It was only a short drive to John and Sandy's. I followed her up the front walk and stepped next to her to knock on the door.
"Hey guys!" John said opening the door and looking at Nancy. "Wow. You look... stunning!" He said, clearly shocked.
"Thank you." Nancy said with a smile. "I'm trying a new look."
"I'll say." Sandy said as she came to the door. "What a look too!"
Sandy usually wore a low cut dress when we played cards, and today was no exception. Her hemline was also typically short, but not nearly as short as Nancy's was.
"Come on in guys," Sandy said, pulling her husband back into the house.
"Thanks!" Nancy said, leading the way into the house.
"I don't think I've ever seen you with such a short skirt." Sandy said as they headed toward the kitchen with John and I following behind.
"No, I just got this one yesterday. Do you like it?"
"Yes, I do. I have a few that are that short, but John won't let me wear one in front of Mike. He says it looks like I'm trying to show off all my best features."
"Well, that is the point of a dress like this, isn't it?"
"You're right of course."
"So why don't you put one on, do you have time before dinner is ready?"
"Well, dinners already done, but I'm sure the men won't mind waiting a few minutes." She said as she headed down the hall with my wife in tow.
Their few minutes turned out to be more like fifteen, and I would have given anything to hear the conversation they were sure to be having. They came back down the hall with Sandy wearing a skin tight white mini dress that was little more than white stretchy material extending from her thighs to her arm pits, the tight material outlining everything it clung to, including her hard nipples. Her tits weren't all that big, maybe b cups, but they stood firm and only wiggled a little as she walked on the high heels.
"My turn to say wow!" I said as they came into the room.
"Thank you. You like?" Sandy said as she turned for me, allowing me to see how tightly the material clung to her firm round ass and shapely hips.
"Oh yeah. I have to say I like it very much."
"Seems to show an awful lot, don't you think?" John asked.
"No more than Nancy's. I know you're enjoying checking out her body."
John looked a bit sheepish and nodded quietly.
Dinner was surprisingly quiet, John barely able to keep his eyes off Nancy's tits, which as she moved, kept showing various amounts out the sides of the skimpy top. For my part, I was being quiet because Sandy was rubbing my bare leg with her foot.
Dinner was cleaned up quickly, neither John or myself being able to rip out eyes from the tight asses in front of us.
"Well boys, ready to get your asses handed to you?"
"That isn't exactly how I would put it." I answered, smiling back at Sandy.
"Ok. Guys against the girls." Sandy said, setting the card on the table.
We played a number of hands, Both John and I losing badly. That was due in part to the ladies distracting us by occasionally stroking a hand across their hard nipples.
"You know, it's getting really warm in here isn't it?" My wife said from where she sat across from Sandy."
"It is isn't it?" Nancy agreed.
"You boys are so lucky, you can just take your shirts off if you get hot."
Seeing the opening she was making, I helped open the door the rest of the way. "You know, I always thought that was unfair too. If you want to take off your top I don't think John will complain."
"You won't complain, will you John?" Nancy asked as she untied the tie at the back of her neck. John stared with his jaw hanging as Nancy let go of the tie and her top dropped to her lap, exposing her large tits to him.
"Well, since we're all getting cooled off..." Sandy said as she slowly pulled the top of her dress down, exposing her breasts to me for the first time. They were perfectly formed, each breast with a large white triangle of untanned skin. Centered in each creamy triangle was a dark areola the size of a silver dollar and a hard nipple about the size of a dime. "Now should we play another hand, or would you boys like to play a different game?"
"Holy shit." John said as Nancy got up and wiggled her hips, pushing her skirt down and letting it fall in a pool around her feet. She stepped out of the material and then stood next to John while Sandy stood up and pushed her own dress down, stepping out of it, leaving her completely naked. I surveyed her tight body, from her tits down to her completely shaved pussy and mound. I only tore my eyes from her when my wife drew my attention where she was standing next to John.
"Would you like to help me with these? I think I'll be much cooler once I get them off." Nancy said quietly to John. He reached out, almost like he was in a trance, grasping her panties and slowly pulling them down, exposing her curly mound and then her pussy an inch at a time. He let go of her underwear to slide the rest of the way down her legs. She wiggled her foot and stepped out of them, leaving her in nothing but her platform sandals.
Nancy reached out for John's hand and pulled him gently from his chair, leading him toward the living room. As much as I wanted to follow her, I had my hands full with Sandy stepping around the table and giving me a wet kiss.
"You know, I've fantasized about you coming over after work one day and taking me right here on the kitchen table. How would you like to fulfill that fantasy?" She asked as she undid my shorts and let them fall to my ankles.
"I think I'd like that very much." I said looking past her to see my wife kneeling in front of John in the living room, pulling his pants and underwear down.
"Ohhh I like those. Do you always wear such sexy underwear?" she asked as she stroked my hard dick only half contained by the material.
"I do now." I said as she pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside.
I looked one last time at my wife, who was stroking John's cock in and out of her mouth, before I knelt down and pressed Sandy back against the table. I lifted her legs over my shoulders while she leaned back, the deck of cards scattering across the table and floor. Gently I licked up her wet lips, tasting her tangy juices before going for another trip, allowing my tongue to press into her slit farther with each trip across her wet lips until I was pushing it deep into her tunnel on each pass.
"Ohhhhh that's nice." She cooed as I licked up her slit and across her hard clit. "You keep doing that you're going to make me cum!"
"That's the idea, isn't it?"
"Ohhh yes it is, but I want to be sure to get that big dick of yours into me too."
"I don't see why we can't do both, unless you want to cum with me inside you."
"Ohhhhh god yes. I want to feel you when I cum."
I grinned at her and went back to licking her. "Just let me know when to quit." I said between licks.
"Ok." She panted, her orgasm clearly building. "I really think you better quit now then!"
I stood up and pushed my underwear down to my thighs and pressed the engorged head of my dick against her wet lips. Gently I pressed into her, her tight tunnel expanding around me.
"OH god!" she cried as I hit bottom and began stroking in and out of her. "FUCK YES!" she cried as I started pounding into her pussy, her clit banging into the base of my cock with each stroke.
Her whole body trembled as I continued to stroke into her, reaching to her firm tits and squeezing her nipples.
"OHHHHHHHH I'M CUMING!" she cried loudly as her whole body shook, her pussy clamping around my dick making her even tighter. My own climax came with hers, my body jerking as my dick spurted shot after shot into her pussy.
I stood panting, looking over her to see my wife riding John like a horse, bouncing up and down his shaft on the sofa, her big tits bouncing while he squeezed and mashed on them. I saw her body tremble as her orgasm came over her, her coordination failing as she tried to continue riding him while her orgasm crashed over her.
Sandy wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled herself up to me. "I don't want to lose you from inside me. Carry me into the other room. Let's get more comfortable and get you hard again."
"With pleasure." I said as I used her ass as a handle to carry her into the livingroom. There was a large lounge chair in the room and I took us over to it and gave her a chance to unhook her legs before we sat down.
"That's it." She cooed, rocking on her knees to slowly ride my semi-hard dick. "Let's see if we can keep it up, shall we?" she said as her husband groaned loudly while he pumped his cum into my wife's pussy.
That part of all this didn't thrill me, but Sandy soon took my mind off of it, leaning down and feeding me her perky little tits while she continued to rock on my dick, slowly bringing it back to life.
"Oh yes, you suck those so well." Sandy cooed as I rolled and flicked her nipples with my tongue. Sandy was soon riding up and down my shaft, driving herself slowly toward another orgasm as I worked her tits in time with her strokes. "OH FUCK!" she cried quietly as her body shook once again. "Fuck me harder. I want to feel you fuck me hard!"
I picked her up and stood up, turning us around and laying her on the chair. I leaned over her and started pounding into her, each impact making her whole body shake even more than it was from her almost continuous orgasm. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her face to mine, kissing me aggressively and wetly as I continued to pound into her.
"Cum in me. Fill me up again!" she cried as my dick expanded in preparation for another load.
"UH god." I groaned as I nearly collapsed on top of her, my dick spurting shot after shot of cum into her.
I lay on top of her until my dick softened and slipped from her, unleashing a huge flood of our cum, leaving a puddle on the chair. We moved up in the chair so I was sitting back in the lounge and she was on my lap, her arms around my neck and my arms around her, one hand gently stroking her thighs, and the other teasing her nipples. I watched my wife leaning over the back of the sofa, her big tits swinging in time with John's pounding strokes from behind her. She looked at me and smiled before closing her eyes and allowing the sensations overtake her.
The four of us cuddled our temporary partners for nearly half an hour before we decided it was time to go home. I helped Nancy into her dress while Sandy helped dress me. John sat on the sofa, looking exhausted and stunned.
"Is he going to be alright?" I asked Sandy.
"Oh yeah. He hasn't ever fucked another man's wife before, let alone watched his being taken. He'll be fine once we talk about it."
"Your sure?"
"Uh huh. If I didn't think it would be I would have told Nancy that we shouldn't do this. When she suggested it in the bedroom I wasn't sure It was a good idea, but when she told me I could have you any place I wanted as long as we could all see each other, well, how could I refuse."
"Well, I'm not going away unhappy." I said as I gave her a hug.
"Me neither." Nancy said to Sandy, giving her a wet kiss that clearly surprised Sandy. "We'll talk tomorrow, ok?"
"Um...Sure!" She said, still looking shocked.
I led Nancy to the car and we drove home quietly. We took a shower together, and then climbed into bed. Once the lights were out I hugged my wife and asked her the fifty million dollar question.
"So, was it as good as you hoped?"
"Actually it was kind of disappointing. I had to tell him to suck on my tits, and then he didn't do a very good job. He seemed to think that just sticking his dick into me was enough to make me cum."
"I'm sorry."
"How was it for you?"
"I wasn't disappointed. She was a good fuck, but she wasn't you."
"And that's supposed to make me feel better?"
"Do you feel bad?"
"In a way, yes. I kind of feel like I cheated on you."
"But you don't feel like I cheated on you with Linda?"
"Surprisingly, no. I did at first, but not anymore. Having sex with them, its, well, different. We both take part and all of us are satisfied."
"And what about me being with Sandy?"
"I don't know. It bothered me some, but I think I feel a lot worse about doing it with John than you doing it with Sandy."
"Well, let's just sleep on it and see how we feel in the morning. Tomorrow's Saturday, we don't have to even get out of bed if we don't want to."
"Ok lover." She said quietly before she leaned over and kissed me sensuously. I rolled over to face her and wrapped both arms around her, returning her kiss with passion. She pulled away and rolled over. At first I thought she was angry, but then she snuggled her ass up to me and guided my dick to her pussy.
I pressed into her, sinking my dick deep into her wet pussy. I wrapped an arm around her and gently stroked her tit.



"Fuck me." She whispered.
I slowly stroked in and out of her, my hips pressing against her bare ass with each slow stroke. I allowed my fingers to trail down her body, slipping between her legs, and stroking her clit. I made silent love to her, gently pushing her toward her climax, not rushing it, just helping her own body find the right feelings. I felt her body shake and tremble as she came around me. I held her tight as her breathing slowly returned, and then fell into the rhythm of sleep.
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You never really know how life will turn out. Sometimes the curve balls it throws at you will either blast you in the nuts or pass you by all together. Sometimes you never really know which it was until long afterwards.
I hated starting at a new school, and fifth grade is one of the really bad ages to make that kind of a change. My dad moved us to a new town when he got transferred, again, and that came with all the normal traumatic problems for a kid. I had to leave all my friends behind and start all over. Showing up at school the first day as an outsider in the fifth grade is kind of like walking clothed into a nudist colony. Everyone looks at you and wishes you would go away. This school was no exception. I spent most of the first day trying to look inconspicuous, and failing. I was glad when the first day was over and I could go home, or what I hoped would eventually feel like home.
I'll never forget the first time she said something to me. I was walking, or sulking, toward home when she came up and touched my arm to get my attention, surprisingly asking my name. I looked at her and was stunned. She was probably the cutest girl I had ever seen, and I was just over the stage where girls had cooties, so I was looking a lot before I was forced to move. She had auburn hair that almost sparkled in the summer sun, a stark contrast to her creamy white skin, speckled with the cutest little red freckles. Her green eyes practically sucked the air from my lungs as she looked at me. I probably answered like the dork I was at that age, but to my surprise she walked next to me nearly all the way home. I was thrilled to learn that she lived just down the street from me. Suddenly this new home wasn't looking too bad.
We became an item quickly, walking to and from school each day, and spending lots of time with each other. I quickly learned she had a temper, and not just a little one, but a huge Irish temper. I, on the other hand, was stubborn and bull- headed, thanks to my Swedish heritage. Jenny and I fought often, but always made up quickly. In the sixth grade I got my first kiss. She ran up and kissed me on the cheek after winning a dash at a track meet. I don't think I washed that cheek for a week after that.
We held hands as all kids do and continued to be an item all the way to high school. It seemed like we would fight and break up, find other girl and boy friends for a short time and then migrate back together like two magnets. We just couldn't seem to keep apart, much to her strict Irish Catholic father's displeasure. We made out like other kids, but out of respect for her, I never pushed harder than she wanted me to, allowing her to set the pace, even if it did frustrate the hell out of me. Finally on her eighteenth birthday she took me for a walk in the woods and invited me to undress her. I hesitantly undid each article of clothing, allowing my eyes to savor each inch of her creamy white skin I uncovered. I gently kissed each of her hard nipples sitting on her B- cup breasts for the first time, trying to memorize each of the tiny red freckles that speckled them. I worked my way down her body until I was looking at her curly red locks inches above her wet lips. It was the first time I had actually touched a woman's pussy, and she instructed me on how to stroke her and what felt good, starting me on a long track of learning about sex and how to please a woman. On my eighteenth birthday, a few months later, we became each other's first. It was a time like no other in my life. She told me my best features above the waist were my bedroom eyes, which she said would draw women like flies, and how I treated them with what I had below the waist would keep them as long as I wanted.
We wanted to be together and be married some day, but her dad had other ideas, and when it came time for college she was accepted to a school half way across the country. We tried to stay together, but the distance and time did its work and we started to drift apart.
I was crushed when I got a letter telling me she was engaged. It sent me in to a funk that lasted long enough to almost trash my semester grades. In the end I wrote back that I was happy for her and tried hard to forget about my first true love.
********
"Look, Lisa, I don't really know if I want to do this!" I told my current girl friend, as she held out a pair of very thin pajama pants for me.
"Oh, come on. Maybe that's why your last wife left, no guts," Lisa chided with a grin, knowing full well that guts was not something I lacked.
"Right, but a pajama party, at my age?"
"At your age? You're kidding right? You know damn well that you look at least ten years younger than your forty years."
"Yeah, but a pajama party? Who's idea was this anyway?"
"Actually it was Sue's idea. She bet all of us that our husbands or boyfriends would be too chicken to show up at a pajama party."
"I'm not afraid of anything, but I know damn well that if you wear that you're going to have every guy in the place panting after your gigantic tits and blond pussy!"
"Ohhhh, now that sounds like a good thing to me," she said with a giggle. "Come one. The rules were that everyone had to wear something that showed their best assets. For you, that would be the outline of your dick and your bedroom eyes. You'll be lucky if you can fend off all of the attention you are sure to get tonight."
"Right, so you want your friends to try to jump my bones? Are you sure you don't just want the other guys to jump yours? I don't understand this group you lunch with. It sounds to me like it's a one- up club. You know, my husband's dick is bigger than your husband's dick?"
"Well, maybe there is some of that. Is that a problem?" she asked shyly.
"Maybe. I mean since we started going together we've been faithful to each other, haven't we?"
"Yeah, but don't you think it's time to have a bit of fun. I mean we've been going together for nearly a year. Aren't you afraid of sex getting stale?"
"Not really. You look fantastic, we fuck regularly, and have tried all kinds of places and positions. I just don't know that I'm ready for an orgy, that's all."
"Oh, that's sweet," Lisa said as she stepped up to me wearing a nearly sheer baby doll that allowed her thirty eight- D tits and blond pussy to be easily seen. She reached for my exposed dick and gently stroked and played with it until it was hard, her soft lips kissing mine and her tongue probing my mouth. "Would you like to have a quick fuck before we go, just to make sure you get the best of me, then?" She panted, clearly turned on.
"Yes, I would." I answered, pushing her back toward the bed and reaching down to untie the strings on her tiny sheer bottoms.
"That's it, stud. Bring that big dick to me. I want all nine inches stuffed in me!" she said to me as she lay back on the bed and spread her legs, sticking them high in the air as she pulled her top up over her tits and pulling my head down to her hard nipples as I pressed my dick into her already wet pussy. "Oh, fuck, yes. You do that so well!" she moaned as I sucked and rolled her hard nipple in my mouth while she ground her hips against mine, working my dick around inside her pussy.
"Oh, yes. Right there." She moaned again as I stroked her clit with my thumb and started to stroke my dick in and out of her wet pussy. Her hips were soon bucking up to meet my thrusts, her cries of pleasure echoing throughout the bedroom.
"OH YES! CUM IN ME! FILL ME WITH YOUR FUCK JUICE!" she screamed as her body shook and trembled with orgasm.
I was already close and her pulsating pussy pushed me over the top, my dick spurting shot after shot of hot cum deep into her. As my body stopped jerking she pulled me down on top of her, our heaving chests pressing together as she gently kissed my lips and face.
"God, you know how to fuck a woman. If I ever meet the woman that taught you how to make love I'm going to have to buy her dinner," she said with a giggle.
"Well, I doubt you'll ever meet her. As far as I know she's on the east coast someplace."
"Too bad. I'd really like to try a three-way with her. She did such a good job of teaching you. But then you always were a quick study. Just look how quick you learned to use some of our little toys to drive me crazy. I still can't believe your last wife let you get away!"
"Well, our problems didn't have anything to do with how good the sex was, they had to do with her not having time for it."
"Oh, lover. You can have sex with me any time any place. If you wanted to have sex on the hood of the car in the driveway, I'd hop my ass up there and let you have your way with me. Dick or tongue, either way would be fine with me," she said with a grin. "And if I'm lucky, maybe a few of my friends will get a taste today of what you can do. God, will they be jealous then!"
"So that's what this is about? Not you getting into their boyfriends and husbands pants, but getting me into theirs?"
"Uh oh. You found me out," she giggled. "Are you angry?"
"I may not understand you, but how can I be angry with you for wanting to show me off?"
"Good. Now we better get dressed to go," she said, pushing me off of her gently, my softening dick pulling from her pussy and unleashing a flood of our juices. I watched her reach down and draw her finger through our cum and lift it to her mouth, eagerly licking it from her finger. "God, I love how you taste, too. If only I was flexible enough to eat your cum from my own pussy. It tastes so good from your dick, but even better mixed with pussy juice!"
"You're such a slut sometimes," I said, shaking my head.
"And you love every minute of it," she said with a smile!
"Yeah, I guess I do," I answered as I pulled on the silk pajama pants.
She got up and put her panties back on and straightened her top before pulling a silk robe on over her sexy outfit. "No point in getting arrested on the way, is there," she asked with a grin.
"I guess not," I replied as I picked up my wallet and keys from the table and followed her out of the bedroom.
I was glad we lived in the country as we walked out to the car, feeling somewhat conspicuous as my dick moved around in the silk bottoms. There would be no doubt by anyone looking that I was wearing nothing under them, but I was still glad the sun was well on the way down and it would be dark soon.
"Looks sexy, but I'd really like to get you hard again before we get there." Lisa said as she spread her robe and legs for me to see her pussy. She reached over and slid her hand into the opening in the front of my bottoms, drawing my dick and balls out so they were in plain view of anyone who might happen to look into the car. "Much better," she cooed as she stroked my dick with her finger, making it jump and move of its own accord each time she hit the sensitive underside of the head.
"Well, you're going to accomplish that." I said, getting turned on again as I tried to drive with one eye and watch her fingers stroke the wet sheer material covering her pussy with the other.
"Oh, you like looking at this," she asked, pulling the material aside so I could see her exposed lips? "Is that better?"
"You know looking at your body turns me on."
"Uh huh. But this does it more," she said as she sunk a finger slowly into her pussy. She squeezed my already hardening dick as I tried hard to concentrate on driving and still not miss her little show.
"You know by the time we get there you are going to be so horny you're going to be ready to fuck the first dick you see."
"Uh uh... I plan on making myself cum for you right here before we get there. I know how much you love to see me climax." she said as we pulled up to a stoplight. She closed her eyes and stroked her finger in and out of her pussy while the guy in the pickup truck next to us watched her fingering herself. "Oh, shit." She groaned as she worked herself closer to climax while I started out from the light, the truck trying to keep pace with me to watch her.
"You have an audience," I said quietly.
"Oh, God. No. I don't want to stop!" she said, still stroking herself.
"Then don't. You wanted to show off, might as well start now."
"Uh huh!" she grunted as she lifted one foot up in the dash and spread her legs even farther apart.
I stopped at the next light, the pickup sitting next to us, watching her every move.
"OH, FUCK!" she cried as her body jerked, her pussy squeezing her finger and squirting cum out so hard it splattered on the dash. She jerked several more times before she relaxed back with a long groan.
I started out again, shaking my head and wondering what the guy in the truck must have thought. I'd seen her squirt before, but usually after she had been teased for a long time. That was the first time I had seen her squirt when she was fingering herself. "I guess that felt good."
"Uh huh. I opened my eyes and was looking right up at him when I came. God, that was hot." She said panting."
"Well, don't wear yourself out. I'm sure you want some left for your little party."
"Oh, don't worry about that. When was the last time you wore me out?"
"Christmas Eve."
"Oh yeah... almost forgot that, but hey, we fucked three times and then you did me with the toys you gave me for at least three more."
"Five, but who was counting."
"You were, obviously." She said as she stroked me. "I was just glad that the last one before we fell asleep was on you," she said with a sated smile.
"Ok, hot stuff. We're here," I announced several minutes later when we pulled into the driveway of a house in an upscale neighborhood. "Nice place."
"Never been here, but she said it had a pool and a hot tub and everything."
"Sounds good, but don't you think you should put me away before we get out?"
"I suppose so," she said, leaning over in the seat to quickly suck my hard dick into her mouth before working me back into the material. "There you go, all set."
"You can say that again. You sure you don't want me to just throw you on the hood and fuck you again? I mean we don't need to go to a party to have good sex."
"Oh, no. I want all my girl friends to see just how good you are. And if they get a little taste... well, so be it!" she said with a grin as she opened the car door.
I watched her get out and turn to face me while I got out. She stood next to the car and slipped the robe off, leaving her in nothing but the sheer baby doll. "No point in spoiling how the package looks!" she said with a grin.
"I guess not," I replied as I followed, watching her near naked ass wiggle enticingly.
"Hey, Marcia," Lisa said as the front door was opened by a good looking woman. Her long dark hair and dark brown eyes drew attention to her face, but her outfit clearly outlined her best assets. She wore a black bra with small red hearts on it, that held up her C-cup breasts, exposed nipples hardening as I watched. She wore black silk stockings held up by a garter that was the width of a small mini-skirt, also black with small red hearts. Her pussy was easily visible, as were her tight little black curls trimmed into a perfect little heart on her mound. "Nice outfit!"
"You, too. And I see you got Mike to come!" Marcia said as she stared at my tented-out silk bottoms.
"In more ways than one," Lisa giggled as Marcia stepped forward to give me a hug, her hardening nipples pressing into my chest and her hand slipping into the waistband of my bottoms to grab hold of my hard dick.
"Ohhh, nice. I hope I get to see this later," she whispered as she pulled her hand from my pants and stood back to let me come the rest of the way into the house.
"So who else is here?" Lisa asked our hostess.
"Mark said no way, and went fishing for the weekend. He thought it was a good idea until I showed him that little thong that I bought him, then he chickened out. Tina and Sam are here, and Sue came alone, also. I don't think she wanted to miss getting to see Mike."
"I bet." Lisa said as Marcia closed the door behind us and led us down a set of stairs to a lower level room that has soft music playing.
"Mike. This is Tina and Sam" Marcia said, introducing me to a petite woman of clearly oriental persuasion. She had short black hair and the narrow eyes of her ancestry, as well as a pair of small breasts held up by a leather bustier. She wore nothing else but a pair of six inch spike heels that brought her height close to mine as she stood up, her motion allowing me to get a glimpse of her completely shaved pussy. She stepped forward and gave me a tight hug, pressing her tits to my chest and grinding her pelvis against my silk- covered hard dick.
"Nice," she whispered as she broke the hug, giving me a chance to shake her husband's hand. He had remained seated on the sofa, clearly uncomfortable in his pair of mesh boxers that barely concealed his dick, which was getting hard, looking at Lisa.
"And this is Sue," Marcia indicated, as a tall slim woman strode over. Her long brown hair practically fluttered in the air as she walked, her sheer black skirt flowing aside to reveal a neatly trimmed brown bush. She had small breasts, maybe a thirty two- B or so, but definitely proportioned to her thin frame. Her well- tanned breasts peeked out above and below a strip of pink lace that held what I can only describe as a three- inch high skirt across her tits, her nipples peaking out enticingly from behind the sheer material. All in all, a very sexy package.
"So, this is Mike? I've heard a lot about you," she said as she set down her drink and slipping both of her arms inside mine to encircle me. As I put my arms around her to return the hug I felt her left hand slide inside the waistband of my bottoms and stroke down onto my ass. Without breaking her hug, I felt it slide around, pushing my bottoms down on my hips as the hand slid around to my front, grasping my hard dick and letting her other hand slide down from my body to my other hip, pushing my bottoms down until they slid to the floor. "Much better." She said as she stepped back, giving my dick a few gentle strokes with her hand as she surveyed my body.
"Sue!" Tina said from where she was sitting on the sofa.
"What? The rules were that it had to show off his best assets. I thought they covered way too much!"
"Yeah, well now they cover nothing!"
"I know," Sue answered with a sultry look in her eyes.
"How would you like him to strip you that way," Tina asked, clearly upset at her actions.
Sue held her hands up over her head. "Fair is fair. Care to strip me Mike?"
I looked over at Lisa, not sure what to do.
She stepped over to me and put her mouth close to my ear. "Go ahead. I hear she loves getting her nipples sucked too."
I shrugged as Lisa stepped back, looking for a place to sit to watch the show. She had me more than adequately turned on during the ride over here, so who was I to argue. I stepped out of the material pooled around my ankles and strode to where Sue was standing. I crouched down until my face was even with her pussy and slowly pulled the tiny sheer skirt down her legs. I made sure to stroke all the way down with my fingers until she lifted her legs to step out of the material, setting her feet down about a foot apart, still wearing her high heels. I leaned forward and gently kissed the top of her pussy, smelling her musky scent as I kissed her thighs and mound before starting to kiss my way up her firm stomach, feeling her shiver in my arms as I trailed one hand up the inside of her leg as I worked my mouth higher.
My left hand slid up across her naked ass, stroking small circles as I worked it up her back to the clasp of her strapless bra. I deftly flipped the catch with my fingers, allowing the material to spring apart, the top held in place now only by the lace caught across the tops of her hard nipples. As I kissed up the rest of her stomach, I allowed my hand to push the material off, tossing it aside to give me full access to her firm, tanned tits. I hadn't found a single tan line on her whole body, and wondered briefly where she tanned naked, outside or at a salon. I hoped it was outside, as I pictured her lying in a lounge chair, spreading lotion on her hot body.



I kissed my way across both breasts, working around first her right nipple and then finally sucking her left nipple into my mouth. I both felt and heard her groan as my mouth rolled and pulled her nipple and my fingers slipped between her already wet pussy lips. I continued to gently suck her tit, alternately working just the nipple and then sucking a large portion of her tit into my mouth and using my tongue to flick back and forth across her nipple in time with my finger, which had not yet found its way to her clit. I allowed my finger to slide deep into her wet tunnel several times before I drew it out across her exposed clit in small circles.
"Oh, fuck." She grunted as I slid a second finger into her wet pussy. She pushed her hips out toward me while I slid them in and out, fucking her tunnel with my fingers and grinding my thumb on her hard clit. "UH, GOD!" she squeaked as her body trembled, her arms coming off her head and pulling my face hard against her tit where I gently nibbled the hard button. I felt her pussy leak her juices as she came around my fingers, her pussy clenching and unclenching spasmodically. At that moment I was completely ready to just lay her down and plunge my dick into her hot pussy, but was surprised as I felt a mouth close around my dick.
I finally let go of Sue when she released my head, allowing her to step back and slump into a chair. I looked down and saw Tina bobbing her head on and off my shaft, one hand between her legs, frigging her pussy, as she stroked my saliva- slickened shaft with her hand and mouth. Her husband or boyfriend or whatever he was, sat in stunned silence as he watched Tina's head bobbing on my dick, Marcia's head doing a similar dance in his lap, his mesh boxers around his ankles.
"Fuck me. Please fuck me!" Tina said urgently as she pulled off my dick and stood up. She turned around and pushed her ass at my hard dick, reaching between her legs to find it and guide it to her exposed wet pussy.
"Oh, shit," I groaned as I grasped her hips and pulled her toward me, coaxing her tight pussy over my shaft.
"Ohmygod" she moaned as she stretched around the fatness of my overly- stimulated dick. "God, you are so big!"
"Uh huh." Was all I could say as I hit bottom, the head of my dick pressing against her cervix. I started to stroke back, stopping when only the head was still inside her and then plunged quickly into her again, banging the head of my dick against her cervix once again.
"Oh, God yes!" she squealed as I started stroking in and out of her, holding her hips for leverage as I literally pounded my dick into her. If it hadn't been for her heels she would have been way too short to do this, so I had to make sure not to knock her off of them, but at the same time the feeling of her extremely tight pussy and my dick smashing into the end of her tunnel with each stroke threatened to make me forget to help balance her. "Oh I'm cuuuummmmiiiinnnngggg" she half cried, half moaned as her body shuddered, her pussy pulsating around my dick.
The overload of sensations, including Marcia, now standing and facing me while she sat on Sam's hard dick, was enough to push me over the top. My body jerked while I looked at Marcia's tits, bouncing in her top, my dick squirting shot after shot of cum into Tina, whose own orgasm seeming to go on as long as my dick pumped into her.
"Oh, God." I panted as I watched Marcia, who was busy watching me. Tina pulled off of me and knelt down on the floor, clearly struggling to get all her muscles going again as Marcia shuddered and came around Sam's dick.
Lisa stepped over to me and knelt down, eagerly sucking my softening dick into her mouth. She spent several minutes licking and sucking all of Tina's and my juices from my dick before she stood up and hugged me tight, kissing me and sharing the taste of both pussy and cum with me. "God, you taste good," she whispered.
"I'm glad you think so."
"Oh, yeah," she said looking down at Tina, now rolled over on her back with her knees in the air and her legs spread wide, gently stroking her pussy with one hand and her small tits with the other. "I think she got more than she bargained for too."
"Oh, God, yes. I haven't ever felt so full." Tina answered from where she lay.
"Come on. lover, let's sit down and let you rest."
"I think the hot tub!" Sue said, getting up from the chair where she had been sitting and watching while she recovered. She led us out to the large hot tub in the back yard, now dark except for the accent lights around the patio and the underwater lights of the tub. "I really want to get fucked now. God, he was good with his fingers and mouth. How many times a day do you get him to get you off?" she asked Lisa.
"As many times as I can," she said with a smug smile. "Although I think the record is six or seven in one night."
"I believe it. God, you're lucky!"
"Thank you," she said with a huge grin as she pulled off her baby doll and tossed it on a chair and climbed into the hot bubbly water.
It took a little while, but soon all of them had joined us in the tub, and true to her word, Sue had worked my flagging dick until I was once again hard.
"Now, I really want to feel this dick inside me," Sue said quietly as she stood up and sat on the edge of the tub, propping her feet on the sides so her legs were spread wide apart. "Come on, Mike. Fill me up with that dick. I want to see if it's as good as Lisa says it is."
"Go ahead, lover. Give her the whole nine inches!" Lisa said with a wide smile.
"As you wish," I answered, more than enough turned on with all the naked women touching me. I stood up and moved to a spot between her legs and then leaned over her to aim my dick at her pussy.
"Oh, my. That does feel nice and full." Sue said as I pushed my dick into her, her hips lifting off the side of the tub to meet my thrust.
I stroked slowly in and out of her velvety tunnel, working up and down as well as in and out, so that each stroke was a slightly different feel, looking for the one that got the most reaction. Her hips thrusting toward me told me when I had found the perfect combination of angle and stroke, and I started repeating that combination, allowing my pelvis to grind into her clit at the end of each thrust. "Oh, God,... No. I'm going to cum again!" she squeaked as her body trembled, her pussy clenching my dick in time with the little shudders that seemed to be running up and down her body in waves. "Oh, God!" she groaned as she pulled off my still hard dick and lowered herself into the water, her chest heaving to catch her breath. "How the fuck did he do that?"
"My secret," Lisa said with a grin as Marcia stood up.
"I think you owe me now." She said, kneeling on a seat of the tub and sticking her ass and pussy out at me.
"With pleasure," I said as I stepped behind her! I rubbed my head around her lips, partly trying to bring some moisture out to replace what the hot tub washed off, and partly to tease her clit. My precum helped slicken her lips and she was soon moaning for me to quit teasing her and push it in. I teased her lips and clit with my dick while I let one hand tease her left tit and nipple.
"Oh, God. Are you going to make me cum without putting it in me?" she pleaded, as I continued to stroke her now fully exposed clit with the tip of my dick.
"Nope," I answered as I aimed my dick at her lips once again and this time drove into her in one quick stroke. Without giving her a chance to recover I pulled all the way out and teased her clit again. I felt her body start to shiver slightly as her climax started to build , and drove my dick into her again, the head hitting her cervix as I bottomed out. I let go of her nipple as I took several quick strokes with my dick, sliding my hand down her body and finding her clit with my fingers. I stroked it only a few times before she cried out in ecstasy, her whole body shaking and trembling in pleasure. I held her tight to me while she shook and panted, struggling to hold herself up while I stroked her clit gently.
"Learned a few new tricks I see," A voice from the dark said.
It was a voice I hadn't heard in almost twenty years, and as she stepped into the light I knew in an instant who it was. She wore a fishnet chemise, two long strips of fishnet that went from her neck, across her tits, to her waist. A wide skirt of fishnet wrapped around her slim hips with garter straps for her black fishnet stockings. The black fishnet of her outfit contrasted starkly with her creamy white skin and red hair, both on her head and neatly trimmed into a triangle pointing toward her exposed pussy.
"Oh, my God." I mumbled as I looked at Jenny's green eyes staring at mine.
She walked directly to me while Marcia slid off my hardon and sank into the water, her sex clouded mind trying to make sense of what was going on.
"When Lisa started to describe you a few months ago, I wondered if it was you. It was almost too much to hope for that it was. It's been such a very long time." Jenny said as she stepped toward the tub. She stood silently while my eyes drank her in like a thirsty man. "So would you like to come undress me like the rest of the ladies, or are you going to leave me standing here all night?"
"Um... of course." I said, stepping out of the tub, water streaming off my legs as I stepped over toward her. I gently reached behind her neck, pushing her red hair aside to reach the small clasp that held up the section of fish net that didn't really hide her beautiful tits. I felt her gently stoke my hard dick and lift it as she stepped closer to me, trapping both my dick and her hand between us while she used her free arm to circle around my neck. She gently pulled my face to hers, her soft lips gently brushing against mine, her hot breath tasting sweet as her lips closed to mine. I allowed both hands to circle her body, stroking her back and reaching for the second strap that held the fishnet to her chest. I gently pulled the material down her body until she was naked from the waist up, her hard nipples pressing into my chest as she gently stroked my hard shaft.
"I have longed for this for so long," she whispered as she stepped back enough for me to push the material over her hips. "Suck my tits. Suck them like you used to, and then take me. Fill me with your hot cum like we did so many years ago. I want to feel you inside me again."
I slowly lowered myself down until I was kneeling on one knee, my face even with her tits. Gently I kissed from one side to the other, licking and kissing each nipple in turn before drawing it into my mouth. As I sucked her tits I let my hands roam across her back and bare ass, eventually trailing down to where her stockings were holding the remnants of her outfit up. My fingers gently teased each leg as they dragging the fishnet material to her feet, where she lifted each one, allowing me to make her as naked as the first time she let me see her body. I trailed the tips of my fingers back up her legs, my fingers finding her soft moist pussy, gently slipping between her lips, searching for her hard clit. I heard and felt her draw a breath as my finger stroked the first time across her hard nub, her hands grabbing at my short hair and caressing my back.
Without warning I released her tit from my mouth and stood up, hooking my arms around her legs. I lifted her from the ground and moved us to the edge of the tub, holding her so her pussy was pressed against my chest. I let her slide slowly down my body, her wet lips leaving a trail down my body until my dick pressed up between her legs. I worked my hips to find that special opening as she spread her legs and wrapped them around me.
"Oh, yes. That's what I want," she purred as I lowered her onto my dick and into a sitting position on the edge of the tub. We were oblivious to everything around us as I started to slowly stroke in and out of her velvety hot tunnel, her arms around my neck, pulling my face back to hers. Her tongue darted into my mouth in time with my strokes into her pussy, her body trembling in one long continuous orgasm as I pushed time and again into her pulsating tunnel.
"Oooooo I moaned into her mouth as my dick spurted a huge gush of cum deep into her pussy. My body jerked time and again as my cum surged deep into her.
"Yes. That's it. Oh, God, yes." She said quietly, as she pulled her body tight to mine, her chest heaving as hard as mine was.
It was some time before we became aware of our surroundings, realizing that Tina was bouncing on her husband's lap on a lounge chair close by and Lisa was laying with her legs in the air on a towel with Marcia, the two of them grinding their pussies together as they climaxed loudly in unison.
"I think we started something," Jenny said quietly, moving my face to hers again. She kissed me gently time and again, whispering to me how much she missed my touch and my kiss, until finally my dick softened and slipped from her.
I pulled away from her and turned her, lowering her into the tub before I climbed over the side and joined her, pulling her onto my lap where I could cuddle her.
"You never came after me." She said quietly.
"You said you were getting married. What could I do? I thought you had found someone to replace me and I wasn't going to stop you from being happy."
"I wasn't in love with anyone but you. I just needed you to come tell me you still wanted me. I needed to hear you still needed ME." She said, burying her face into my neck.
"I'm sorry. I didn't get that from what you sent."
"You were so good at understanding what it took to make me feel good, I guess it never occurred to me you wouldn't understand what else I needed. I spent years angry with you, but I never stopped loving you. I guess that's why my marriage failed."
"Maybe mine too. She always said she felt like there was a ghost in my past that came between us. I told her I was over you, but I knew I never was," I said as I cuddled her. I looked up and saw Marcia and Lisa climb back into the tub, both of them slick with sweat.
"Lisa... I'm sorry. When you told me about Mike, how good he was in bed, especially when you described his eyes, I was sure it was him, but I thought that if I told you I would lose any chance of seeing him again. I kind of tricked you into this party so I could see if it really was him. I hope you're not angry with me."
"That depends: are you the one that taught him how to love like he does?"
"I taught him how to make me feel good. The rest was him."
"In that case, no, I'm not mad. I told him that if I ever met the woman that taught him how to fuck so good I'd invite her to do a three- way. I'm going out on a limb, here. I know he loves you. I'm not sure how much he loves me, but I hope it's as much as you. So I'm going to do what I said. I'm going to invite you to come spend some time with us. I don't want to lose him either, so let's see where this goes. Who knows, maybe there's some way we can share him."
Jenny held out a hand toward Lisa, who took it. She pulled Lisa toward us and then hugged her as tightly as she was hugging me. "Trust me, I don't want to mess up what you two have, but at the same time I don't know if I can stand to lose him again. If that means sharing him with you, I can live with that." She said with a smile. "Just one thing."
"What's that?"
"I hope you have a big enough bed for the three of us, because I think we are going to be spending a lot of time there." Jenny said with a giggle, squeezing me tight and kissing Lisa gently on the lips before turning to give me an equally tender kiss.
You never know where life will take you, or how things will turn out...
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At first my mind couldn't understand why my arms didn't work. It tried to pull them to my face to wipe the strange sleep from my eyes, but inexplicably they wouldn't move. My legs wouldn't work either, but my mind was beyond sorting out why. Normally when I wake up it only takes a few seconds, but this time, it seemed to drag on for minutes, or was it hours?
My brain felt like it was packed with fuzz, and my mouth with cotton. Some seconds, or was it minutes, after my mind finally accepted that it was still attached to my body, it tried to move my arms to wipe the sleep from my eyes. I just couldn't understand why my arms didn't work.
I could tell light was streaming in a window, but I was having a hard time focusing. I blinked time after time before I finally was able to really focus. The room was sparse, in fact, the only piece of furniture I could recognize was the bed I was lying on. I pulled my arm to wipe the sleep from my eyes and realized it didn't move, which was an odd thing. It took me seconds, or was it minutes, to turn my head and see that it was stretched out with a rope tying it to a post of the bed. I tried my other arm and found the same thing, pulling without success to move either arm, or legs.
My brain struggled to understand, to try to piece together exactly what was going on. Slowly, ever so slowly, I started to remember, the cobwebs being nudged aside rational memories. It felt like hours, but maybe it was only minutes, before I started to put the puzzle together in my mind. My memories felt like a jigsaw puzzle that had been put in a box and shaken liberally. Piece by piece I picked up each tiny part, examined and turned it in my mind, and placed it where I thought it might fit into the picture, but I wasn't sure what the picture was supposed to look like.
I remembered the car stuck on the side of the road. I was always a good Samaritan, it came with the territory of being a fireman, but the two good looking women in very skimpy dresses didn't hurt either. I remembered pulling over behind them and working to put the spare tire on while doing my best to check out their legs. They seemed harmless enough. Both of them fairly well built, in their late twenties or early thirties. You couldn't ask for a couple women with better built bodies, big tits, round hips, firm asses, and oh yes... a distinct lack of underclothes of any kind.
I first noticed it on the blond. She bent over to climb up the short embankment out of the ditch and her pussy peaked out from under her very short skirt. The way her tits wiggled telegraphed "no bra" as did her hardening nipples after she caught me looking. She didn't seem upset, in fact, she grinned and seemed to try to give me a better look. The brunet with deep blue eyes that matched her friends, stood next to me while I worked on the jack, her big firm tits slightly visible as the sunlight filtered through the thin top of her white dress. The deep scoop neck allowed a lot of her cleavage to show, and when she moved just right, her areola and hardening nipple to peek out.
The last thing I remembered was putting the tire into the trunk. Now I was... hell, I didn't know where I was. I was laying on a bed, tied up...Shit... Naked!
Now my mind kicked into high gear. Yes, I remembered a lot about how they looked. They didn't seem upset with me, in fact they were sexually teasing me right up to when I put the tire in the trunk. I hadn't touched either of them, or made any rude comments. No, I was pretty sure all I did was look. Maybe they were mad because I didn't do anything?
I pulled on the ropes, rocking the bed with my jerking. Yep, they were tight.
I lay my head back and started to try to think through this situation.
"Hey sis, he's awake!" I heard an almost familiar female voice say. I looked toward where the voice was coming from and saw the blond woman from the car step into the room. She walked slowly into the room, wearing a towel wrapped around her body from her tits to her thighs. Her brunet friend came in after her, dressed in a long t-shirt.
"Well, so he is. Now we should find out how big of a fish we caught."
My mind struggled for what was happening as the blond crawled onto the bed on one side of me while the brunet crawled on the other.
"So, you can call me Maggie," the brunet said as she leaned over my legs and used her long nails to gently stroke up and down my thighs, her fingers tracing long slow figure eights from next to my inexplicably hardening dick down to my knee. She looked at me lustily with a pair of deep blue eyes that spoke volumes of her desire.
"And you can call me Angie," the blond said, crawling up higher and reaching down to gently kiss each of my nipples, licking and sucking each of them in turn. "Now what we want to know.." she said moving back to the first nipple and sucking on it. "Is what you're worth?"
"What?" I asked, my brain trying to wrap around what was happening.
"I want to know how much money its worth for you to be released?" she continued, moving her kisses up to my neck.
"You think I'm worth a lot of money?"
"Oh we know it. Trying to pretend you're not would be... counter productive?" she cooed, moving her kisses to my nose and then my lips, ever so gently brushing her lips over mine, her hot breath breathing into me. "We can be very persuasive!"
"But I'm really not worth any money. Who do you think I am?"
"I know your John Dexly. You can't fool me. You own every strip club within fifty miles. Now, all you have to do is tell us how much you're willing to pay to get us to let you go."
"I'm really not this John guy." I said quietly.
"Ohhhhh John John John." Angie cooed. "You can't fool me. I've seen you at the clubs, standing in the booth, watching us dance? You never came down though. You always stood up there and watched, like we weren't good enough for you. Like you were afraid you might catch something from us."
"Really, I'm not this John guy. If I'd have seen you stripping I'd have been more than willing to be with you."
"Ohhhhhh John John... You can say fuck. Hell you probably own half the hookers around town, and you're shy about saying fuck?" Angie said with a giggle. "My my. This is going to be more fun that I thought. What do you think sis?"
"I think we're going to have a very good time." Maggie said in a sultry voice, her fingers starting to trace across my rock hard dick.
"Now John. If you're a good boy, this could be very enjoyable." Angie whispered, her lips almost brushing mine, her minty sweet breath strong in my nostrils. "If you hurt either of us, in any way... Well, let's just say that in your current position it would be a very very painful mistake."
"I think I understand." I whispered back.
"Good." She cooed. "Now, Let's see if we can jog your memory." She whispered before gently pressing her soft lips against mine. Her kisses started soft, but grew more and more insistent, her tongue pressing into my mouth, searching for mine, exploring, enjoying.
She pulled away slowly, her lips leaving mine gently, blue eyes smoldering with sexual desire. She stood up on the bed over me, straddling me, looking down at me as she slowly unwrapped the towel. She pulled it off, holding it by one corner and then letting it drop to the bed next to her, leaving her completely naked.
Her body was perfect. Her breasts stood out large and proud, her areola dark brown and puckered, each nipple standing hard in the center. Her stomach was firm and taught, flowing smoothly into her rounded hips. Her mound and pussy were shaved smooth, her tender lips sticking out of her meaty outer lips, small drips of her juices glistening in anticipation.
She lowered herself down, her pussy moving toward my lips, as she crouched down and spread her knees. "Come on John. Lick my pussy. I know how much you love to taste a good pussy. How about mine? I've watched you and wanted you to eat me for so long. Make me cum and maybe I'll think about letting you go!" She said as she held the rough wood headboard and rubbed her wet lips against my lips.
I reached out with my tongue, licking and stroking her wet lips. If this would get me out of here it was a small price to pay. I pressed my tongue deep into her pussy and drew her moisture out and up her slit. I found her hard little clit with my tongue and licked across it with my tongue flat. Time and again I stroked her, each time my tongue crossed her hard nub she moaned softly.
"Yes, that's it." Angie cooed "So nice. God I knew you would be good at this. Ohhhhh. That's it. Make me cum!"
I sucked her hard clit into my mouth, flicking it with the tip of my tongue time and again. Her whole body trembled as I worked her clit, driving her higher and higher up her climactic slope. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her whole body jerking and trembling as her pussy gushed her sweet juices over my chin. She ground her pussy into my face as I continued to suck and assault her clit with my tongue. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her whole body suddenly stiffened above me, her muscles no longer able to coordinate even to grid against me.
She rolled her hips back until she was sitting on my chest, her pussy leaking her juices on my chest while she held the headboard, her chest and large tits heaving as she gasped for breath. "Holy shit. You really can suck a pussy!" she gasped.
"So does that mean you're going to let me go?"
"Oh John John John... How can I let you go now that I know how well you can make me cum? OH you're worth so much more than just money now! No, I think we need to explore just what else you can do."
"Shit." I swore under my breath as she moved off my chest and lay on the bed next to me. "Look, for the hundredth time, I'm not this John guy!"
"Ohhhh You can't fool us John. We both know who you are!" Maggie said from where she was laying next to my legs, still stroking my hard cock with her long nails, each stroke making it jump and twitch.
She rolled to her knees and slowly crawled over and up my body, her long gray t-shirt brushing my body. "I'd ask you to undress me, but you're hands seem to be a bit... tied up?" she said with a slight grin. She lifted herself up until she was sitting astraddle my stomach, her bare legs resting against my sides. She slowly pulled the hem of her shirt up, inch by inch revealing more and more bare skin. Her pussy lips came into view first, wet and spread as if she had been stroking them while her friend been riding my face. She exposed her tiny heart shaped tuft of hair on her mound, a tiny playboy bunny standing stark white on her well body just inches to the side of her mound. She continued to pull the shirt up her perfectly shaped body, not thin, but certainly not heavy. The shirt pulled slowly up and over her two large tits, each one sprouting a hard nipple in the middle of a slightly elongated areola just slightly darker than her well tanned skin.
"So does my body look as good up close as it does from way up in the booth?" she asked quietly as she tossed the shirt aside. She slowly lowered her right tit to my face, gently brushing my lips with my nipple. "Suck my tit. I've wanted you to come down for so long and suck my tits. Have you watched me cup them and squeeze them toward you each time I dance for you? You never come and touch them or lick then or suck them. Don't you like them?"
"They're gorgeous tits. If my hands weren't tied up I'd love to suck and play with them." I said quietly.
"Oh, you'd like me to untie you're hands, wouldn't you. Oh, not quite yet. First you suck them. Make me feel wanted and desired. Use that talented mouth to turn me on." She cooed a she reached for the headboard and then lowered her hanging breasts to my mouth. One after the other I sucked and licked her nipples as she moved first one and then the other of her breasts to my mouth. I suctioned first on and then the other of her nipples deep in my mouth, rolling and flicking them as I did.
"Ohhhhh very nice. You do that so well. He does sis. He sucks tit very well. I bet if he could use his hands he'd be even better."
"I can see." Angie cooed as she lay next to me. "Maybe I should let him suck mine while you're busy a bit lower."
"Excellent idea sis." Maggie said quietly, lifting her tits from my face and slowly crawling backwards down my body, spreading her knees wide to drag her wet pussy along my stomach. I felt her back into my hard dick, taking several small wiggles and presses before she was able to line my dick up with her wet pussy without using her hands.
"Ohhhh so fat and hard." She moaned as she pressed herself slowly down my dick, lifting herself up until she was kneeling upright over my hips, my dick fully buried inside her wet tunnel.
She slowly rode up and down my shaft, clearly enjoying herself while Angie moved to her hands and knees, leaning over me and pressing one of her hard nipples to my mouth. "That's it. Suck my tit. Doesn't it feel as good as it looks? You should have come sucked them long ago. Every night we've wanted you to come down from the booth and make love to us, stick your big hard dick into us and drive us wild with your tongue. But you never had eyes for us, only those thin flat chested girls. I was beginning to think you didn't like tits." She cooed as I sucked and flicked her nipple while Maggie rode my hard dick, moaning loudly as she drove both of us toward the pinnacle of climax.
"OH god sis I'm going to cum!" Maggie moaned after some time of her hot wet tunnel driving slowly up and down my dick. I couldn't see her, but could feel every move she made as she used my chest as a handle to balance her slowly stroking body.
"Go girl. Cum around him!" Angie cooed as she switched which tit I was sucking on.
"OH fuck!" Maggie cried, suddenly bouncing on my dick like she was riding a bucking horse. Her body pounded into my hips, her wet pussy making splashing noises, punctuated with the slap of her ass against my legs. "OHHH FUCK!" she screamed as she pushed me over the edge, my dick squirting the first shot of hot cum deep into her pussy. She slammed down on my dick, bouncing the whole bed as her body shook and her pussy pulsated and squeezed my gushing dick. My body jerked uncontrollably as shot after shot of cum lanced up into her wet tunnel, driving her own orgasm higher.
It seemed like minutes, or longer, before my body finally relaxed, Maggie grinding her pussy against my body while she trembled. Angie moved from my face and I could see Maggie sitting on me, sweat running down and dripping from her large tits, her chest heaving as she worked to catch her breath.
"Damn, sis. You came like a ton of bricks." Angie kidded Maggie.
"Ohhhh fuck yes. That was a realllllly good fuck!"
"I may have to take a turn then." Angie said sliding a hand down my body and stroking the hair around where my dick was still sticking up into Maggie.
"Gonna have to get him hard again then. I think I used him up." Maggie said, sliding off my shrinking dick, our combined cum leaking from her pussy as she rolled over to lay next to me.
"Hmmmmm cum!" Angie cooed as she moved her body down over mine on all fours so her pussy was pushing against my face and hers was hovering over my dick. "Now why don't you my pussy all warmed up while I work on your dick." She said over her shoulder before her mouth closed around my dick.
I couldn't help but groan as her tongue wrapped around my head and stroked the sensitive spot below. I leaned my head up and licked up her slit toward her puckered little rosebud. Stroke after stroke I licked her lips and pressed my tongue into her pussy like a little dick, trying to drive it into her tunnel. Maggie soon joined her sister, the two of them licking and sucking my dick, slowly bringing it back to attention.
"I think he's ready." I heard Maggie say to her sister.
"Me too." She replied, pulling her wet pussy from my face and crawling down my legs. I looked down and watched as Maggie stroked my dick gently and aimed it at Angie's, wet pussy, guiding her back until she was sitting fully on my long hard dick. "Ohhhh god you were right. He hits all the right spots. I always knew he's be a good fuck!" she half moaned as she slowly stroked up and down my shaft.
Maggie slid up my body, dragging her tits along my side and chest until her face was over mine, and lowered her soft lips to mine. "Kiss me." She whispered as her sister rode my dick slowly up and down, apparently in no hurry. Maggie lowered her lips to mine, gently kissing and sucking my lips in a sensual dance of teasing and sucking.
"OH god sis. I can't believe he's going to make me cum already. Oh what a fantastic cock! I always knew John would be a fantastic fuck, but this is even better than my fantasies!" She said breathlessly as she held my legs and drove her wet pussy up and down my shaft.
Maggie pulled her face from mine and lay her head on my shoulder, gently kissing my face.
"Why don't you turn around sis, I bet he'd love to see you cum, I know I love to watch it!"
"Ohhhh good idea, but I'm so close!" She said as she pulled off my dick and crawled around to face me. She guided my dick back to her pussy and slid back down onto me, grinding her clit into the base of my dick. "OHHH FUCK! YES! YES!" she cried as she ground into my body, working her clit against the curly hairs of mine that were pressing against her bald pussy. She rocked her head forward, her long blond hair hanging down by her face, reaching nearly to her nipples as she leaned farther forward, drops of perspiration dripping from her chin and tits in the hot humid room. "OHHHHHHHH!" she groaned as her whole body began to shudder. I watched her body shake and tremble as she panted for breath, her pussy gushing her juices out around my dick until they were running down between my legs, creating a wet spot under both of us.
She practically fell forward, her hard nipples poking into my chest while her chest heaved, gasping for air. "Holy fuck that felt good." She said between pants.
"I know, wasn't it?" Maggie said, as she stroked her sisters hair. "I think we better deliver the ransom note now though."
"You're right." Angie agreed as she pulled off my still hard dick, climbing off the bed. "Do you suppose we should make him more comfortable? He does look a bit... stretched?"
"I suppose we could," Maggie agreed as she moved to were the ropes were tied to the headboard. They loosened the ropes, and gave me enough slack to move, but not enough to reach my hands together. Then loosened the leg ropes as well. "Don't go away now?" she said as they walked out the door, still naked.
Now that I was alone I had a chance to look at my surroundings. The bed seemed to be fairly strong, and I was unable to pull the ropes loose, but they were at least soft ropes. The room appeared to be a single room building, like an old shed or similar, with one window and one door. The rough, partially rotted floor and walls testified to its age. I could see trees and undergrowth out the still open door, indicating that I was deep in a woods someplace. I had no idea what time it was, or how long I was out, but the sun seemed to be sinking as the shadows in the shack grew longer.
I heard a vehicle, wheels crunching in gravel, followed by footsteps. Only one pair, so I was unsure who was coming back. The footsteps were tentative, as if they weren't sure where they were or what they were expecting to see.
"HEY, IN HERE! HELP!" I shouted, hoping that it would be someone who could help get me out of here.
I heard the footsteps come closer, crunching in the grass and leaves as whoever it was came closer to the cabin.
"Hello? Mike?" the voice called.
"TINA? TINA is that you?" I called, recognizing the voice of the secretary from the fire department. I had no idea how she found me, and didn't even really stop to think how she would have know I was missing, but I didn't care, as long as she came and untied me. I'd worry about her seeing me naked later.



"Mike?" she asked again as she stepped into the gloom of the shack, taking her glasses off. She stood staring at me, looking at my situation and taking it in as her eyes adjusted from the sunlight outside.
"What happened?" She asked, moving toward the bed and untying one of my legs.
"I have no idea. I stopped to help a couple ladies with a flat and they drugged me or something. Next thing I knew I was here and they were taking advantage of me calling me John something. They thought I was some kind of strip club owner that had spurned them or something."
"Wow" she said as she tossed the first rope aside and crawled half across my body, sitting on my legs, her short skirt riding up her firm ass as she worked on the knots holding my other leg.
I couldn't help but notice the feel of her ass pressing against my dick which seemed to be coming to life on its own. I was going to be embarrassed, but at least I would be free. She struggled with the knots, grinding her panty covered pussy back against my hardening dick. I hoped she finished soon, or I would soon be sporting a huge hardon.
"There!" she announced as she tossed that rope aside as well. She turned herself around so she was straddling my legs, facing me. She looked down and saw my mostly hard dick, and reached down and wrapped her small hands around it. "Wow." She cooed as she stroked me harder.
"TINA! Are you going to get me out of here?"
"I'm not sure," she said with a giggle. "It would be criminal to pass this up."
"Pass what up?" I squeaked.
She slid off my legs and climbed off the bed. I watched as she hiked her skirt up and slowly pulled her panties down until she had them off and hanging on one finger. She stepped forward and lay them across my face, her scent of arousal strong in the obviously damp crotch of her panties. "You know, I've always wanted to fuck you. Ever since that hazmat drill where we got declared contaminated and had to be washed down naked? You have no idea how jealous the other girls in the office were when they hauled us off to the decon tent."
She climbed on the bed and moved to straddle my legs with her knees again. "Tell me, did you like what you saw? Did you like the look of my little titties? Did you see how hard my nipples got when we had to undress next to each other?" she said in a sultry voice, working her knees slowly up my legs until her wet pussy was slowly rocking on my hard dick.
"I thought it was just he cold." I replied, remembering all too well how her naked body looked, and wondering at the time why the two of us got picked to be casualties. And why they did us together, which didn't make much sense at the time.
"I can see it in your eyes." She said as she reached behind her and slowly unzipped her skirt, pulling the wrap around skirt off so she was naked below the waist. "You don't know that I worked all that out, did you?" she continued, unbuttoning her shirt, one button at a time from the bottom up, each button extending the amount of naked skin exposed to my view. "You didn't know that I volunteered, and that I told them you did to. That you didn't mind if we got scrubbed down together." She said as she pulled her shirt slowly off, revealing her totally bare body to me.
Her body was always petite, her five foot three frame not weighting more than a hundred twenty pounds at most. I had carried her out in rescue training more than once, and never had any trouble lifting her slight frame. Her tits were small, but each perfectly round and firm. Her hard nipples and dark puckered areola testified to how turned on she was as she inched herself up along my dick, working toward my engorged head.
"I'd wanted you to see me naked for years. I always thought you'd find me attractive. Do you? Do you find my naked body attractive?"
"Actually I do." I answered.
"Do you want to fuck me? If you don't, say stop, and I'll not go any farther. I want you to want me. I don't want to force you." She asked as she lifted my dick and pressed the head against her slowly rocking pussy lips. "Tell me, do you want me to sink my tight little cunt onto your big fat dick?"
"Yes!" I answered, turned on beyond words.
"Not good enough. Tell me what you want, tell me what you want me to do!"
"I want you to stick my dick into your pussy. I want to feel you ride up and down my dick until we both cum and I pump you full of my cum!"
"Ohhhh that's what I wanted to hear." She said as she leaned forward, lining up my dick with her pussy. She pushed back slowly, steadily sinking my dick into her pussy as she rocked her hips gently, working me into her inch by inch. "Ohhhhhh you are soooo big in my tiny little pussy!" she cooed as she continued to work down my shaft. It took nearly a minute for her to finally decide she had pressed as much of me into her incredibly tight pussy as she could. She lowered herself on to my chest and pulled herself up my dick until just my head was still inside her tight tunnel, her tiny tits and hard nipple pressing into my chest. She brushed her lips against mine, gently kissing each of my lips before covering both of them with hers. She kissed me tenderly, lovingly, sensuously, her hot breath breathing into my mouth as her tongue slowly slipping between our lips, exploring and teasing my tongue to follow hers back. "You're a damn good kisser too." She whispered after several minutes of our embrace.
She pushed herself up, using my chest as a support while she allowed my dick to fully slide into her once again. Using her legs she began to slowly slide up and down my shaft, moaning softly as she worked. I groaned with her as her velvety tunnel slid up and down my dick, slowly pushing both of us along the path to climax.
"Ohhhh so good!" she moaned as her speed slowly picked up. The bed shook slightly as she allowed her weight, as light as she was, slap against my legs, the impact of my head against the end of her tunnel increasing her pleasure. "Oh god I'm going to cum." She cried quietly as her face flushed and her body began to tremble. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck" she mumbled as her body shook and jerked, her pussy squeezing my dick as her coordination failed her. She sat and trembled for what seemed like minutes, her pulsating pussy threatening to push me over the brink.
"Uh, god. Cum for me. Cum in my hot little pussy!" she moaned as she began riding me again. "I want to feel your hot cum squirting into me."
"Ohhhhhh" I groaned as my body tensed preparing to shoot into her.
"That's it, a little more!" she squeaked as she bounced harder on my dick, her tight ass slapping against my legs.
"Oh god!" I groaned as I pulled against the ropes, my body bucking as it pumped shot after shot of hot sticky cum deep into her pussy.
"AHHHHHH" she cried as her orgasm surged to a new peak, her whole body shaking and trembling.
I collapsed back on the bed, Tina collapsing on top of me, her chest heaving in time with my own until my softening dick slipped from her pussy.
"OH god. That was fantastic!" she panted as she crawled up my body and stretched her arms out to mine, gently untying the knots from around my wrists and allowing them to finally be free. I pulled my arms around her and hugged her tight as I tried to work myself off the bed with her.
"Come on. We need to get out of here before they come back." I told her, trying to stand up, but not having much luck.
"Easy, easy baby. No rush."
"Yes, they'll be back."
"Easy," she whispered. "Everything is ok." She reached her lips out and kissed me gently. "Your safe."
Finally able to make my legs work again, I stood up, stepping toward the single door. I was almost there when the sisters stepped into the door to block my way.
"Oh shit!" I said, trying to push past them. I made it out of the door intent on running to... where? I had no idea where I was, I was naked, not even a pair of shoes. Where in the hell was I going to go? There were three cars in the gravel around the little shack, the sun just touching the tops of the trees.
"There isn't anywhere to run." Angie said quietly as she stepped up to my side. "And no need."
"Huh?" I said standing in shock, not sure what to do.
"Easy. It's ok Mike." Tina said, stepping up next to me as naked as I was.
Somehow she was involved, but that didn't make sense, a lot of things she said didn't make sense if I thought about it.
"Easy. Come back and sit down. There isn't any need to run, you're not a prisoner, no one is going to hurt you."
I looked down at her face, I trusted her, I always had. I allowed myself to be led back into the little shack where she sat me on the bed and then settled her petite frame on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck, and gently kissed my cheek. "I need you to think back, remember a few weeks ago we were talking? You joked about the guy in the news that was kidnapped by the strippers?"
I thought back, trying to clear my mind of the present to remember the past.
"I remember."
"Good. Now, I want you to meet a couple friends of mine, Sandy and Annette... You can come in again girls." She called toward the door.
The two ladies stepped back in, each of them wearing a wraparound robe that was barely long enough to cover their pussies or asses. "Hello Mike." They said in unison.
"Yes, they're sisters. Actually, they're twins, even if they don't look like it."
The two of them stepped over to us and leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips. "I hope you weren't hurt. We tried very hard to make sure you weren't hurt." The blond, who's name I was no longer sure about.
"Um. No."
"You remember, joking about you wish you were kidnapped by strippers?"
"Yeah, you thought it would be funny to see me tied up, being taken advantage of by a couple hot strippers."
"Well, remember that, and meet your pretend strippers."
"You set this up? You had me kidnapped?" I asked, not sure if I should be angry, upset, happy, turned on? I had no idea how to feel.
"Yes, I set this up. I hadn't planned on taking you, but, well... you were tied up and your dick felt so good. I just couldn't resist. I was just going to rescue you and then tell you all about the joke."
"Some joke."
"You did seem to enjoy our attention." The brunette said from where she was standing a few feet away. "And I wouldn't mind at all taking another ride on you, if you want to."
I looked at Tina, watching the smile spread across her face. "No, they aren't really strippers. Actually, they're my step sisters. I'm not sure what all they did, but they weren't supposed to hurt you."
"No. They didn't hurt me. Actually they took very good care of me."
"Good. Now. I want you to not answer right away. I want you to stop and think about the next question. Can you do that?"
"Yes." I answered simply, not sure what she was going to ask, but not sure if I was going to like it.
"The girls and I would like to invite you to spend the night with us. Not here, someplace much more comfortable. Just the four of us, a hot tub to ease your stiff muscles, all the body massages you want, of course on any part of your body you want, some good homemade food, and of course, all the sex you would like from all or any of us. The offer is quite genuine. You are not a prisoner, and if you choose no, we'll help you dress, and take you anywhere you want. All we need is your answer to start a night of pleasure like you've never experienced before."
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It was just another lunch time, or so I thought. Lunch usually consisted of munching on a sandwich while I dealt some black jack for fun. I suppose an explanation is in order before I continue. The shop has lunch nearly an hour before the office and engineering staff, so we pretty much have the break room to ourselves, we, being the engineers, administrative staff, which are mostly women, and secretaries. Most of them eat at their desks, except three secretaries and myself. Occasionally one of the other ladies will join our small group, but not often. At forty, I am by far the oldest of the group, and am the only man. If I didn't need the break from the constantly ringing phone, I'd probably eat at my desk like most of the other engineers.
As it was, the three, very cute in my book, secretaries, sat and chatted, sometimes including me in the conversation, sometimes not. More times than not they seemed to talk about things that most men would find either embarrassing or stimulating, if you know what I mean. They seemed to delight in seeing how big of a bulge in my pants they could create. I'm sure my wife wondered why some days I would be trying to get into her pants well before bedtime!
A few weeks ago the ladies went to a casino and fell in love with blackjack, and talked me into spending my lunch time with them, dealing hands. I had to say I was getting pretty good at it. Today was really just a normal day, except for the conversation. Today they seemed to be really intent on trying to fuck with my mind while I dealt.
"So, anyway, Donna went to that new boutique south of town. She was going to get a bikini wax because she bought this cute little negligee for her anniversary." Angie said. Angie was the oldest of the three, being about twenty- eight or so, with a well formed body sporting a pair of easily C- cup tits that she loved to display with low cut tops. She had long slim legs that she showed to perfection, rarely wearing anything but mini-skirts, even on cold winter days.
"So, did her hubby like it?" Trina asked, after she motioned for me to hit her. Trina was a very petite woman, barely into her twenties with a definite oriental heritage. She was a bit more reserved than Angie, wearing more conservative skirts, but usually with form- fitting tops that accentuated her B- cup tits. I really would have loved to see what she looked like naked.
"Oh, the girl at the boutique talked her into a complete shave! Her husband was so turned on when he saw her in it all shaved, that he sucked and fucked her for three hours!" Angie said with a grin.
"No shit?" Jennifer asked. Jenifer was the most reserved, just turning twenty four and generally wearing a much more conservative wardrobe. I had little idea what her body looked like, other than she had a reasonably nice- sized pair of tits that were always hidden well inside a practically industrial strength bra. It was hard to tell how much was formed by her and how much was hidden by the bra. She had fairly long blond hair and slim hips and legs. I suspected that she was a very hot- looking woman if she would ever wear anything to show it. "I wish my husband would fuck me for three hours. All he wants to play with are his golf balls!"
"So why don't you go get shaved?" Angie asked. "You could do it for your birthday this weekend and surprise him. I hear guys really go for eating bald pussy! Don't they, Mike?" she asked, looking straight at me.
They spent significant amounts of time teasing the hell out of me, with Angie seeming to take the lead. I had two ways to go, I could turn red and try to duck it, or I could fight fire with fire. "I don't know. I haven't ever eaten a bald pussy. My wife has a nice curly bush," I replied, deciding to fight fire with fire.
"Well, we could fix that!" Trina said, standing up. She started to pull her skirt up. "Or not!" she said with a wink, dropping the hem the two inches she had pulled it up, before sitting back down.
"Oh, you are so bad!" Angie said with a laugh.
"Hey. Not nice to tease..." I said as I dealt out another hand.
"No, it's not. But you didn't answer the question either." Trina replied.
"Ok. If that's how you want it." I said with a grin. " A pussy is a pussy. They all taste good. Especially when you're licking up between a sweet set of lips. But no hair? It would certainly be fun to try!"
"See?" Angie said to Jennifer. "There's a hot guy's opinion. You should go get shaved."
"I hardly get undressed anywhere other than my bedroom. There's no way I could ever get undressed in front of a stranger and allow them to shave me." Jennifer said, shaking her head slowly.
"Come on, it's not that bad. I've had my boyfriends shave me before." Trina said. "It's fun. They shave you smooth and then lick your sweet pussy until you cum! Oh, God!" she said, looking at the ceiling and pressing a hand between her legs, apparently remembering the sensations.
"I don't think that's exactly how it works at the boutique!" Angie said, giving Trina's shoulder a gentle shove. "Although it does sound pretty sexy! I really think you should do it. Surprise your husband, maybe he won't find the golf green quite so interesting."
"I just couldn't. You'd have to tie me up and drag me in there naked!" Jennifer replied.
"We can arrange that!" Trina said.
"Not on your life!" Jennifer said vehemently.
"Oh, sure. You just need some help!" Angie said. "What are friends for?"
"Yeah, like I really need friends like that!"
"Hey, we'll come over Saturday morning and take you. Piece of cake!" Angie said with a grin.
"No way! It ain't happening." Jennifer said.
"Ok... you like to gamble. Tell you what. Next hand, if mine is higher than yours, you go!" Angie said.
"Oh, right. And if you lose? You what, don't take me?"
"I think if she loses SHE should have to get shaved." Trina said with a grin.
"No, better yet, both of you have to go! And I'll just stand there and watch, with both of you naked the whole time!" Jennifer said, clearly hoping to up the ante way too high for them.
"Done!" Trina said.
"Wait a second. This is nothing for Trina. She's been shaved before." Angie said.
"Fine. We lose, Mike can come watch me being shaved." Trina said.
"Wait as sec. How did I get into this?" I asked.
"Oh, come on. You're telling me you wouldn't come and watch me get shaved?" Trina asked.
"Sure he would. That's a gimme. He doesn't have any risk. All he has to do is come watch us naked. Uh uh. He comes, he has to be naked too. Fair is fair!" Angie said.
"Wait. I didn't say I wanted any part of this." I answered, getting a really bad feeling on where this was headed.
"Ok. That works. One hand, if I have high hand you three have to go to the boutique naked and get shaved. I lose to the house, you take me to get shaved." Jennifer said. "I hope you three like to be naked!"
"Wait a sec! I never said I wanted part of this!" I protested.
"Oh, come on, Mike. You're gonna love watching her get shaved!" Trina said with a huge grin. "I know you want to see her naked!"
"I never said I didn't, but how in the hell would I explain this to my wife?"
"The same way I'd explain it to my husband." Angie said "Surprise, honey!"
"Oh, shit." I said shaking my head. "I'm not at all sure I can do this!"
"Oh, now look who's chicken. If I can do it, you can do it!" Jennifer said suddenly showing new bravado.
"Let me get this straight. I deal one hand. If Jennifer has high hand, we all go to the parlor and get shaved. If she loses to me, we take her and watch her get shaved."
"Almost. If Jennifer wins, we all go naked and get shaved. If you win, we take her naked to get shaved and get to watch." Trina said.
I thought about this for a few seconds. As dealer I had the best chances. That's why casinos deal it. The four deck was over a dozen hands old and most of the aces were already gone. The odds were in my favor.
"Ok. I'm in." I finally said, with resignation.
"Great!" Angie said. "Better get ready to get naked Jen, you're about to lose your clothes and get a shave!"
I dealt out two cards face down, one to Jenifer and one to me. I laid the second cards down face- up, her's a jack and mine a four. I looked over at Trina and Angie, a worried look on both of their faces.
Jennifer lifted her hole card and peaked. Slowly, a smile spread across her face. "Gotcha!" she said with a smile, flipping her hole card over and displaying an ten of hearts.
"Oh, shit." I whispered as I flipped my hole card. The ten of spades stared at me on top of my four of hearts. This was not a good hand, even for the dealer. I had no choice, anything less than twenty- one would be a loss.
Amber chewed her lip as I flipped the next card from the deck. The two of clubs lay on top of my other two cards, still not enough. I flipped the next card over. The eight of hearts lay on top... twenty four.... Over.
"Shit!" Angie swore. "How the hell did that happen?"
"I'll be damned!" Trina said looking at the cards.
"HOLY SHIT! I WON!" Jennifer practically shouted in jubilation as she looked from the cards to her friends. "Looks like I won't be the one getting a pussy shave!"
I leaned back in my chair stunned while Jennifer looked at the three of us with a huge grin. "My place, noon Saturday! Boy, am I going to enjoy this!"
"Oh, don't rub it in." Angie said quietly. "I think we better get back to work."
*********************
The first rule of gambling is to never gamble what you are unwilling to lose. In this case I felt like I had gambled my dignity, and lost. I even thought about not showing up, but I knew that if I didn't there would be some kind of retaliation by the girls. I followed the directions to Jennifer's house and headed up the walk to the front door. At least she lived outside of town so I wouldn't have to be exposed too badly.
"Well, Mike! I wasn't sure you would really come. Come on in!" Jennifer said cheerily, standing at the front door in a tank top and pair of short- shorts. I raised my eyebrows at her outfit. It was far from her usual fare. The shorts were tight and showed a well formed smooth ass, and her tank top clung to a considerably- sized chest, held in by one of her heavyweight brassieres. "Well, girls, look who showed up. That means that you lose another bet, Trina!"
"Another bet?" I asked as I looked at the two ladies sitting at the kitchen table with glasses of ice water.
"Uh huh. She bet me you wouldn't have the nerve to show." Jennifer answered.
"I'm afraid to ask what she bet."
"She bet that if you didn't show they wouldn't have to go through with it, and if you did, then they had to do whatever I said for the rest of the afternoon." Jennifer said with a grin. "This is going to be so fun!"
I looked over at Trina, who just shrugged with a half crooked grin. It was no wonder they seemed to always lose at the casino.
"Ok, girls. Since this is the start of play time for me, I think you should both stand up and let Mike undress you. I mean, since you have to do what I say and all." Jennifer said, holding her hands together in front of her tiny shorts and turning side to side like a little kid who was just told they were getting their favorite snack.
Somewhat reluctantly, Trina and Angie got up and walked over to where I was and stood in front of me expectantly. Angie was wearing one of her usual miniskirts and a t-shirt. Trina had on a pair of denim hot pants and a crop top. I had always wanted to see them naked, but this seemed like an expensive way to get to do it. But, since I was committed, I decided to enjoy it.
I stepped up to Angie and slid my hands around her waist, feeling for the zipper which I expected to find on the back of the tiny skirt. In the process I made sure to gently squeeze her ass, finding it to be full and firm. I located the zipper and snap in the back and undid them, leaning my body against her breasts as she breathed a lot deeper than normal. I pushed the material down over her hips and let it fall to the ground. I slid my hands down her shirt- tail until I felt the bare skin of her hips, and then gently ran my hands up her body, dragging the shirt along with them. I felt her body shudder slightly as my hands slid up her sides and across the roundness of her breasts. I was surprised to find that she was braless, her round tits apparently not requiring any support to hold the shape I had admired for so long. I continued to drag the shirt up as she lifted her arms, her bare midriff giving way to her two creamy breasts. My dick hardened even more in my pants as I pulled the shirt up and over her head, leaving her wearing nothing but a tiny thong panty, firm tits and hard nipples standing at attention for me to see. As I watched, her nipples hardened even more, her large areola swelling with the nipples until they stood out from the roundness of her tits as well.
I knelt down, gently kissing each of her hard nipples as my hands found the string of her thong panties and slipped it down over her hips. I kissed my way down her sexy body, pushing the material down her legs and finally helping her step out of it and her skirt, which was still around her ankles. I tossed her clothes onto the table where I had tossed her shirt, and then leaned my face down to kiss what was exposed of her pussy before kissing my way back up her body to her tits, where I sucked first one and then the other nipple into my mouth for a few seconds.
By the time I was done, her chest was heaving deeply, and I could see her face was flushed pink.
"Well done. I may wish you were undressing me before long." Jennifer said.
"Just say the word." I said as I moved over to Trina.
Trina is a much smaller woman, easily only five- three or so, and I bet she doesn't weigh much over a hundred pounds. Her skin had that slight oriental tint, and even though she didn't have the oriental eyes, she did have the typical black oriental hair. I reached for the snap of her shorts and pulled gently while she looked up into my eyes, hers almost smoldering with lust after watching my undressing of Angie.
I unzipped her shorts and slid my hands around inside the waistband, allowing my fingers to begin to slide them down as I stroked down her bare hips. She stood staring into my eyes, allowing my hands to roam across her bare thighs and back up between her legs, her shorts falling around her ankles. She stepped out of the pool of material, briefly spreading her legs and allowing me to stroke her already wet pussy with the side of my fingers, as I trailed my hands up her front and under the crop top. Her tits weren't large, and they were as bare as Angie's when I pushed the tiny crop- top up and over her head. I leaned down to pick up her skirt and paused as I stood back up, briefly sucking each of her hard nipples into my mouth. She moaned quietly as I rolled each nipple with my tongue, reaching for my head and pulling it tighter to her small tits.
"God, that is so fucking hot." Jennifer said huskily as she sat on one of the kitchen chairs watching us. "Now, I think you two ladies should return the favor. I've wanted to see his dick about forever."
"Me, too. It'll be worth getting shaved to be able to do this." Angie said as she knelt down in front of me. She slowly slid one hand up inside the leg of my walking shorts, rubbing my thigh as she worked her hand clear up inside until she was gently stroking my bare cock. "Ohhh, no underwear!" she cooed, as she began undoing my pants with her free hand. She undid the belt and snap of my walking shorts, and then slowly pulled the zipper down, making sure not to catch any hairs in the process. Finally she let go of my dick and slid her hand out of the leg of my shorts and pulled them down, allowing me to stick out at her face.
"Nice." Trina said, as she looked down from where she was standing, pulling my polo shirt up my body.
It only took them a few more seconds to get me completely naked, except for my flip-flops. Angie gently wrapped her lips around my dick while Trina knelt down next to her, sliding her fingers up my leg and stroking my balls.
"Ohhh, if you're trying to make me cum, just keep that up." I groaned as Angie pressed my dick deep into her throat, her nose practically touching my body.
"Oh, we don't want to do that yet." Jennifer said. "Why don't you ladies sit down? Mike and I will be right back." She said as she got up from her chair and took me by the hand, leading me down the hall. "I'd like to change my shirt before we go, and I think Mike deserves to help me."
I let her lead me into her bedroom and close the door. "You know, I've wondered what you look like naked for a long time. I'm certainly not disappointed. I have a hunch that those two would like to wear you out a bit, so I thought maybe I'd take a turn first, if you don't mind."
"What did you have in mind?"
She stepped up until her shirt- covered tits were pressing against my chest. "Why don't you take my clothes off and let's see where it goes. We have about half an hour or so."
"Won't Angie and Trina mind?"
"Knowing Trina, she probably already has Angie lying on the table." Jen said, as she pulled my hands up to her chest and laid them on her big tits. "Now I know you want to see me naked, so let's not waste time talking about them. I'm sure they can keep themselves entertained."
"Yes, ma'am." I said with a grin, running my hands down to the tail of her shirt. I pulled it up fairly quickly while she lifted her arms, and tossed it onto the bed. She did indeed have on a heavy- duty bra covering her large tits. I reached around and easily undid the four clasps that held the material together, and then pulled it toward me while I stepped back from her body, allowing the large support to slide down her arms and fall to the floor in front of her.
"You seem to have had practice with that." she said as I surveyed her easily double- D tits. They were large by anyone's standards, but also were full and didn't sag nearly as much as I would have expected for their size. Her nipples were large, nearly three- quarters of an inch across, centered in the middle of large, dark brown areola. I knelt down in front of her and quickly unsnapped her shorts, pulling them down her hips and legs, leaving her dressed in only sandals and a tiny pink bikini panty. I moved closer to her on my knees, reaching for one of her large nipples, as I stroked her panty- covered ass with my hands.
"Ohhhh, nice." she said, as I sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth. I sucked greedily on the firm globe and practically froze as I received a generous gush of fluid. It took me only a very short few seconds to realize what had happened, Jennifer frozen in place the entire time. Gently at first, and then with more vigor, I renewed my attack on her nipple as I slid her panties down her legs. I could feel her other tit dripping on my shoulder and chest as I sucked and played with the first nipple.
"Oh, God, yes." she said, as I slipped my hand between her legs, now free from her panties. I stroked her pussy gently, feeling the wetness with my fingers, before I stroked between her lips and across her clit. She shivered slightly as I changed to her other tit, never stopping my stroking of her wet lips.
"Oh, please fuck me!" she moaned, pulling on my arms to stand me up.
I released her tit from my mouth and she pulled me forward until she was lying back on the bed with me on top of her sweet- looking body.
"Yes. That's it." she cooed, as she reached between us and guided my hard dick toward her waiting opening. I slowly pressed the head against her lips and slipped into her tight tunnel. "OH, yes." she panted, as I pushed deeper into her. "Make me cum. Please make me cum!" she groaned, as I pressed the base of my dick against her clit, now fully into her wet tunnel.



I started stroking slowly at first, but then more quickly as our mutual fires grew. I leaned my mouth down to one of her tits, which she was squeezing and playing with as I stroked her, sucking the nipple into my mouth.
"OH, YES!" she cried as her body shuddered, her pussy clutching my dick like a hand squeezing me, her juices gushing around my dick and her tit gushing milk into my mouth.
"HMMMMM," I groaned, as I sucked her tit, my dick hitting its limit and pumping shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy, as my body jerked in time with my dick's jumps and squirts.
"OH, yes. Soooooo good!" she panted as her body stopped quaking below me. "I was so afraid you'd stop when I let down." she said breathlessly, as she stroked my head and back, while I gently kissed around each large globe.
"I was surprised. I didn't know you had any kids." I answered quietly.
"I did. Before we moved here." she said, leaving it hang, clearly not what she wanted to talk about. I knew she had moved here a few years ago, so I was very surprised she was still lactating.
"And you're still making milk?"
"Uh huh. It doesn't gross you out?" she asked, clearly concerned.
"Hell, no. I think it's kind of sexy. My wife used to accidently spray me with milk when she came when my kids were real little. It always made me cum even harder." I said resting on top of her so I could look at her face.
"I'll need to remember that." She said quietly.
"I take it you're husband doesn't appreciate it?"
"No. He barely has sex with me, and when we do, I have to wear a bra so it doesn't get on him." she said with a frown.
"You can squirt on me any time you want." I said quietly, as I kissed her cheek.
"Thank you. For the sex and for what you said." she said, kissing me back, but gently on the lips, not the cheek. "So now you know my secret. Will you help me keep it?"
"Sure." I said with a smile, lifting myself off her. "I think we better get you dressed. Our half- hour is almost up."
"Oh, shoot!" she said, getting off the bed. She went to the drawer and pulled out a halter top and quickly pulled it over her tits, tying the straps behind her. She pulled on her panties again over her sandals, and then with a smile, pushed them back off and tossed them to me. Then she went to the closet and came back with a tiny black mini-skirt, which she pulled on.
"You know what I like about this skirt?" she asked me, as she turned to run a brush through her long blond hair.
"What's that?"
"This is my tease skirt." she said, as she bent over straight- legged. The material of the skirt pulled tight across her ass and rode up over her firm cheeks to completely expose her wet pussy.
"Wow. If I hadn't already cum I'd be trying to put my hard dick into that sexy blond pussy of yours."
"Good. That's exactly what it's supposed to do." she said with a grin, as she stood back up. "I hope you're not mad at me for getting you into this."
"No. I could have said no a long time ago. To be honest, it was going to be worth it to get to see the two of them naked. Getting to see YOU naked, and have fantastic sex with you, is just more of a bonus." I said as she came close to me.
"Well. If I have my way, that won't be the last time you stick that rod into my pussy today."
"As far as I know, I have to do what you say, so that is purely up to you." I replied, as she put her arms around my neck and pulled her face to mine. She kissed me sensuously for several minutes before we broke the kiss, both of us breathing heavily, my dick once again starting to grow.
"I think we better go before I make you fuck me again." she said huskily, as she pulled away.
"I wouldn't complain." I said simply as she led me out of the room to the kitchen.
Angie and Trina were both on the table, their heads working feverishly between each other's legs. I had no idea that either of them swung that way, thinking that since they were such cock teases, they were both straight.
"I've seen them do this for hours when we stay over gambling. I guess this is their answer when it's hard to find a good cock." Jen said , reaching down and squeezing my growing dick. "And since I had the only good cock available busy..."
"I think I see." I said, as Jen walked over and slapped Angie on the ass with a gentle smack.
"Come on, girls. You'll have a lot of time to do this later!" Jen said.
"Oh, fuck!" Angie said as she pulled her face from Trina's pussy and looked up to see me. "You do know that you can't tell anyone about this right?" she said, as she crawled off Trina.
"We really don't need this getting around at work." Trina said as she sat up and wiped pussy juice off her face with her hand.
"Don't worry, girls. If I tell on you, you might tell on me, and for me that means more than a bad reputation, if you know what I mean." I answered, as Angie wiped her face with a dish towel and then passed it to Trina.
"I think we understand all around. This is private fun and no one says a word to anyone." Angie said with a nod.
"Good. Now that that's settled, how about we go get a shave?" Jen said with a smile, picking up her purse from the counter and heading for the front door.
Reluctantly I followed her out to her car, Angie and Trina following behind me as naked as I was. It felt a bit funny walking out the front door of her house with nothing on and even funnier to climb into the back seat of her two- door car that way. Trina climbed in after me, giving Angie the front seat, and practically sitting on top of me as she did.
"Might as well keep this guy hard." she said, as she reached for my dick and stroked it, leaning her bare body against mine. "Can't shave it unless it is, you know."
"As if it's not going to be hard watching you two get shaved." I answered quietly.
"Oh, yeah. I got all hot and bothered just thinking about getting shaved and watching you staring at me with that hard dick pointing at me. Promise me that once I get all shaved you'll stuff that dick in me?" she asked in a whisper.
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. And then after you get shaved I really want to feel you in me again. I want to see how different it is."
"Likely excuse." Angie said from the front seat. "You just want to get him to fuck you. Not that I can blame you. I'd already be sitting on his dick if it were me."
"Oh, good idea!" Trina said, swinging a leg over mine and pushing me back toward the side of the car. She rolled onto my lap and easily aimed my hard dick at her pussy and settled down on it. "OH, FUCK!" she squealed, as her tight pussy expanded to fit around my hard cock, her whole body shaking and trembling in pleasure.
"You didn't climax already, did you?" Angie asked from the front seat.
"No, but God, did that feel fucking awesome, sliding down his dick after getting eaten out." she said, as she began slowly lifting herself up and down my shaft as best she could in the tight quarters. "OH, GOD,OH GOD, OH GOD!" she cried as she picked up speed, her clit grinding into the base of my cock on each stroke. I squeezed her two small tits in my hands, working her hard nipples between my fingers in time with her strokes. Suddenly her whole body went rigid, shaking and trembling as she let out a long low moan. I could feel her pussy juices leaking around my hard shaft and running down my thighs and balls, as her orgasm squeezed her juices from her pussy filled with my rock hard dick.
"Oh, God, that was good!" she panted as she lay down on me, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. "God, Ang. He really is a fantastic fuck. He hits all the right spots, girl."
"Hell, Trina, you'd cum if someone stuck a pencil in your pussy!" Angie chided.
"It wasn't a pencil. It was a marker!" Trina defended herself, leaving me to wonder just what had happened and where.
"You keep saying that, but I know damn well it looked like a pencil that was deep inside your pussy when you came. You should have seen her, Mike. There she was, sitting at her desk, pumping a pencil in and out of her pussy." Angie said, turning in her seat to see us.
"It wasn't a pencil. It was a yellow marker!" Trina shot back again. "Besides it isn't any worse than you running off to the supply room after lunch and frigging yourself off. Do you really want me to tell Mike that most days after lunch you run off and fantasize about his dick while you fuck yourself silly with your fingers?"
"Ouch!" Jennifer said. "If you know what's good for you, Ang, you'll let it go."
"I probably should, but I'd love to tell Mike how Trina doesn't wear any underwear to work anymore, just hoping that he'll come by her office and screw her." Angie said.
"That you'll pay for." Trina said, rolling off my still hard dick to sit on the seat next to me. "You know, Mike, she has a vibrator in her desk.."
"NO!" Angie called from the front seat, a look of horror on her face.
"And she doesn't wear any underwear either so she can sit at her desk..."
"NO, DON'T!" Angie cried.
"And stick it inside herself while she works so she can pretend that..."
"NO, PLEASE!" Angie pleaded.
"...she's sitting on your lap and riding your dick while she works!"
"OH, GOD!" Angie cried, covering her face in embarrassment.
"That might have been a bit too far." Jennifer called from where she was driving.
"Fair is fair." Trina said as she snuggled up to me, a smile of triumph on her face.
"You just wait, Trina! I'm going to give him that disk!" Angie said.
"You wouldn't!"
"The hell I wouldn't! I have this disk, Mike, where she was outside in the woods naked, pumping a dildo in and out of her pussy screaming 'fuck me harder, mike!'" Angie said, as Trina tried to cover her mouth from behind her.
"I bet that is one hot video." I said with a grin, getting a very different look at these three women today. "Maybe we should save that one to watch together."
Trina fell back into her seat and slouched down, clearly upset. I reached over and pulled her toward me, cuddling her up. "I'm honored." I whispered.
"You don't think I'm weird?" Trina whispered back.
"Nope. Actually I think it sounds pretty hot. If you want, some time I'd be happy to fulfill that fantasy for you," I whispered.
"Really?" she asked, reaching out for my hard dick and stroking it gently with it with her fingertips.
"Uh huh. I love sex outside. Love the way the wind feels on my bare skin. Ever tried naked hiking?"
"Not much, just playing in the woods a bit."
"Did you like it?"
"Yeah. I did!" she said with a grin.
"Then sometime let me take you hiking. I'm sure you'll have fun, and along the way if we fulfill that fantasy... well, so much the better."
"Sounds like a deal." she said quietly, leaning in for a kiss on my lips just before Jen announced we had arrived.
I was having so much fun that I had almost allowed myself to forget what the cost of that fun was. Now was time to pay the piper, so to speak. Jen and Angie got out of the front and held the seats for us. I followed Trina out, getting a great beaver shot as she climbed out.
"Well, here goes!" I said as I climbed out into the parking lot. I was grateful that the location was not inside town, so there weren't a lot of people out walking around, but the number of cars made it clear that there were several people inside. I held an arm out for each of the girls, and we followed Jennifer toward the front door, my still hard dick waving back and forth as we walked.
"These ladies are going to get an eyeful!" Trina said with a grin, looking down at my swinging dick.
"It seems a bit unfair that I'm the only guy and you aren't having to show off your bodies to a bunch of guys, just me showing off to a bunch of women."
"That's the price you have to pay to have all the sex with the two of us that you can stand in one afternoon." Angie said.
"I never heard a deal about sex." I answered.
"You sucked my tits when you undressed me, so you started it. I just never said no." Angie replied with a grin. "Besides, we've waited and teased a long time to get to see that dick hard like this, if you think we're not going to take full advantage you're dead wrong."
"Well, so be it then. Have all the fun with it you can, because tomorrow it's back in my jeans!"
"Spoil sport." Trina said with a fake frown as she opened the door for us.
Pretty much every head in the joint turned to look at us as we stepped through the front door. There were a number of ladies in chairs getting hair and nails done and such. The older ones seemed to give the girls a cursory glance, followed by a frown, and then zeroed in to stare at my hard dick. The younger ones seemed to simply grin and stare.
"Well, girls... Looks like you're on time, but I wasn't expecting this hunk. Are you here for a shave too?" the cute twenty- something behind the counter asked, as she stood up and leaned over the counter to get a better look at my dick.
"He sure is!" Jennifer said as she walked down the line of chairs. "Which one do you want us in?"
"Well, we do this in the back. It's a bit more private." The girl said, as she came out from behind the counter. "But to be honest, we don't get many guys! This should be fun."
"The ladies go first!" I said trying to hide my discomfort with a smile. "I insist!"
"Look at that, girls, chivalry!" Jen said. "But I suppose he is right. You should go first just to be fair."
"Well, come this way!" the girl behind the counter said as she started walking down the aisle. "Anita will be doing the actual shaves." she said, as she lifted a colorful curtain leading to the rear of the shop area. She led us around a partition to a small space with a seat that looked something like a doctor's exam table.
"That's an unusual chair." Trina said.
"Actually it's a birthing chair. Allows us access to all the important parts, complete with stirrups to keep your legs from getting tired!" a young lady said, as she walked around the partition. She was maybe twenty- two or three at most, had a variety of earrings and tattoos, but the most prominent feature was a set of easily C- cup tits that were barely held in place by a black bikini type top. The top was little more than two triangles of material that covered no more than one- third of the small mountains of her tanned breasts. Below her top, she was naked down to a hip hugging mini-skirt, that sat so low on her hips it was easy to tell her mound was shaved smooth. The two of us froze as if we had been quick-frozen, her alternately staring at my dick and my face and me alternately staring at her face and various parts of her body.
"Holy shit! Mister C?" Anita, one of my daughter's friends asked in shock.
"Oh shit!" I swore silently. This was one thing I hadn't though about, meeting someone that knew me or my family. In this case, one of my daughter's good friends. My daughter was no longer living at home, being away at college, but Anita was one of her best friends in high school. Many were the days when I watched them get dressed up for dances and such, Anita always looking very sexy.
"I take it you two know each other?" Jenifer asked.
"Anita, this is Jennifer, Trina and Angie from work. Ladies, this is my daughter's best friend, Anita." I said, wishing the ground would open up and suck me in.
"Anita!" Jennifer said with a smile. "Let me have a word with you before we get started." Jennifer looked at me and gave me a wink before she led her around the partition to talk. We waited a few minutes and then they returned, both of them smiling politely.
"Ok. I hear one of you ladies is first?" Anita asked, as if I wasn't there at all. Trina stepped forward; having been shaved before, she decided to lead the way. Anita helped her up into the chair and then raised it until she was sitting a few feet in the air. After placing a hot wet towel on her mound and pussy, she went about getting things ready.
"So what did you tell her?" I asked Jen as she came over to stand and watch next to me.
"I told her you wanted to surprise your wife, but were too nervous to do it alone, so we talked you into getting it done if we did it too. She thought that was cool. Then I asked her if she had ever shaved a guy, and she said, no. I asked if she ever had sex with a shaved man, and she said, no, but she always wanted to try. So I just explained that if your wife ever learned about this she wouldn't have to worry about shaving it again, because your wife would cut it right off. She said she knew your wife and yes, she certainly would cut it off. She agreed to never tell your daughter or wife, if you let her ride you after she got done."
"You told her she could do what?" I squeaked.
"I told her she could ride you after she shaved you. It was all I could think of to keep you out of trouble."
"And that keeps me out of trouble, how? Having sex with one of my daughter's friends?"
"Relax. If you feel half as good in her as you did in me, the biggest problem you will have is trying to keep her from trying to do it more. She wouldn't mess that up by telling on you."
"You are a real piece of work... This just keeps getting worse. I suppose next you're going to invite the counter girl to have a go, too?"
"No, but I can if you want!" Jen said with a grin, pretending to go and get her.
"No thanks, I think this is more than enough trouble for one day."
"Oh, you haven't even begun... wait till we get home." she said with a grin.
Watching the girls getting shaved was quite erotic, and by the time it was my turn, I was extremely hard.
"Ok, Mister C. Your turn." Anita said brightly, as she helped Angie from the chair, her blond pussy curls gone and a smooth white mound and labia in its place.
I stepped over to the chair and sat down. "So you've never done this before?"
"Nope. Read about it." She said with a grin. Then she leaned close to me and kissed my cheek, pressing her big tits, which I had often wanted to see, into my chest. "If I cut you it'd spoil all the fun after, so I'll be extra careful." she whispered. Then she pushed away and went for another warm towel. After she wrapped the towel around my rigid dick, she looked at me and said. "Now we have to keep it really hard. What do you suppose would keep him hard, ladies?" Anita asked, looking around. "I know... how about two more sets of naked tits to look at. You'll join me, won't you, Jennifer?"
"Oh, most certainly." Jen said, reaching behind and undoing her top, pulling it off and leaving her naked above the waist.
Anita untied her tiny top and took it off, tossing it on the work counter. "Now you just stare at my tits while I work, and if that isn't enough, I'm sure these fine ladies can find a way to keep you hard for me."
"Oh, I know I can." Jen said as she stepped around the side of the chair and fed me the nipple of one tit.
"And if that isn't enough, he can have one of these." Angie said, stepping to the other side and offering one of her tits.
"Hard to choose." I said as I let my hands slide around their bodies and pull them close. As Anita lathered my dick and balls with warm shaving cream, I let my hands slide down to the two perfect asses that were in range, one naked and the other under the short skirt.
"That feels very erotic!" I told Anita as she gently stroked my hard dick, spreading the foamy cream around.
"I hope it stays that way." she said, as she used a straight razor to gently stroke the hair off the base of my cock, working up only far enough to clean all the hair from it. She worked diligently, pulling and squeezing my balls to keep the skin tight while she shaved off the hairs, Angie and Jen alternately feeding me their tits while I worked my hands between their legs and playing with their pussies.
I had two fingers deep into Angie's pussy, wiggling them around and stroking her clit, when Anita said she was done, cleaning all the remaining soap from me. "Now... how about we try this on for size?" she asked with a grin, as she pushed her tiny skirt down, revealing that she was completely naked underneath. She used a small amount of baby oil and stroked my cock with it, lubing me up.



"You know, I've wanted this since I was fifteen!" Anita said, as she lowered the chair as far as it would go. She backed herself up to me, pushing my dick down while she bent over.
"Why is that?" I asked as she pressed my head against her pussy lips.
"I saw you changing one time by accident. After that I tried for a long time to tease you into doing something, but you never would." She grunted as she pressed her tight tunnel around my dick. "Oh, God, that is soooo fucking tight!" she moaned, as she used the stirrups as leverage to push her ass back toward me. I was beginning to doubt that she would get me all the way in when she called it quits and started pulling herself off my dick, stopping only when just my head was inside. She pushed back harder, driving my oiled cock deep into her pussy.
"OH, Fuck, yes!" I groaned as I plunged my fingers into Angie faster.
"You like that?" Anita asked as she pulled off again.
"God, yes. You are so tight..."
"Uhg" she said shoving herself down my dick again, pushing herself even harder onto me. "So good."
"Uh huh." I said as she began sliding up and down more easily now. I continued to stroke my fingers into Angie until she exploded, her pussy juices coating my fingers while her body shook. Trina was sitting in a chair watching, her own fingers working in and out of her pussy frantically.
"I have one more surprise for you." Jennifer said huskily, as I stroked her pussy.
"What's that?" I grunted, knowing I wasn't going to last much longer.
"Just this." She said, squeezing her tits together and squirting me with several tiny streams of milk. Her whole body shook while she climaxed, her milk spraying in tiny streams all across my face and chest.
Watching her tits erupt, the smell of sex in the place, and the feeling of Anita were more than my mind could handle. Without warning my body jerked, shooting a huge shot of cum deep in Anita's pussy.
"YES!" she hissed, as her whole body trembled, the feeling of my hot cum pushing into her triggering the orgasm that I could tell she had been trying to hold off for several minutes. The three of us climaxed, Anita getting a wet load deep in her tight pussy and Jen giving me a milk shower as her pussy spasmed on my fingers.
"Oh, shit." I panted as Anita pulled off my shrinking dick and sat down on the little stool. She pulled herself back around and licked and sucked my dick clean while Jen leaned against me and caught her breath.
"Now that was a fuck!" Anita said with a grin after she declared me cleaned up.
"You can say that again." I said, not at all sure I could stand up after the last fifteen minutes or so of sex.
"So how much do we owe you?" Jennifer asked Anita.
"Well for the two ladies, twenty five each, but for Mister C... he's on the house!" she said with a grin. Then she stepped between my legs and leaned her huge tits on my bare body. "Any time you want a touchup, just call. For you I'll make a house call." she whispered, before she gave me a kiss on the lips.
"Thank you, Anita!" the girls said, as they led me out through the empty parlor to the door.
"Any time! Come again!" she called from the curtained partition, standing completely naked with satisfied grin on her face.
I climbed into the back of the car and Angie climbed in after me, laying half on top of me as I leaned back, trying to get my energy back.
"And to think Jen still has a few hours to order us to do anything. I hope that includes riding your big dick at least once." Angie whispered.
"It may take a few minutes to get it all back up and running."
"Oh, I know how to fix that." she said, climbing up my body until she was almost laying in the back window of the car in the cramped quarters. She brought her freshly shaved pussy to my face and I eager licked between her lips.
I really lost the rest of the ride back to Jen's house, my tongue and fingers busy in Angie's pussy. By the time we got to her house the car smelled like sex, and Angie was moaning loudly as I worked her closer to a climax.
"Ok, ladies. We're here, but I think we should go around back instead of into the house." Jen said as she climbed from the car. "That means you two, too."
"Oh, shit. Ok." Angie said panting as she pulled her pussy from my face. I helped Angie down off of me and out of the car, and then followed her out. Jen led us around back and into the back yard, where there were several lawn chairs around on the patio.
"Ok. Mike, I'd like you to lay on the lounge. You can finish eating Angie until she cums, and me, I'm going to ride your shaved cock! Trina, why don't you help Mike by sucking Angie's tits." Jen stood there expectantly, while I adjusted the chair and lay down. Angie wasted no time in settling her freshly shaved pussy back on my face, while Trina crouched down and started sucking her big tits. She was far from left out though, Angie's fingers busy in her pussy while I worked on Angie's pussy with my tongue. With the three of us engaged, Jen took her time climbing on top of me and sliding slowly down my shaved dick.
"Hmmm, that does feel different," she cooed as she ground her clit into my bare skin before starting to ride up and down my shaft.
Angie had a good head- start from my ministrations in the car, and she came in a screaming climax only a few minutes after I began licking between her lips and stroking her smooth mound and outer lips.
"Oh, please finish me too." Trina begged me, moving her wet pussy to my face, climbing onto the top of the chair facing Jen. I wrapped my arms around her thighs to hold her grinding pussy still and went to work, sliding my tongue between her wet lips and across her exposed clit. "Oh, fuck, yes!" she cried as I flicked her clit rapid fire.
I could tell she was close, but her cries quickly came muffled as I drove her up the slope to completion.
"UH, YES!" I heard Jen cry as her pussy clenched around my dick, her juices gushing . I felt small sprays of milk strike my stomach and chest as I slipped a finger- tip into Trina's puckered little ass, sending her over the top. I suddenly felt my face and chest drenched in juices as Trina gushed cum all over me, her whole body shaking in orgasm, grinding her pussy into my face as she came.
I pushed Trina up, off my face so I could breathe, desperately wanting Jen to continue to pump up and down my shaft to finish me off, but to no avail. Both she and Trina climbed off of my body, leaving me laying, soaking wet with girl cum and milk.
"Ok, Mike. Come with me." Jen said breathlessly as she held her hand out for me. I took her hand and she led me to the picnic table and pressed me back until I was laying on it. "Ok, girls. You aren't allowed to touch him in any way, except with your mouths. You have five minutes to make him cum.
"And if we don't," Angie asked?
Jen smiled. "It would be good if you did."
The girls sat at the table, one on each side of me and quickly went to work, sucking my dick and balls to the best of their abilities without using any hands. They did an admirable job, but at the end of five minutes, while I was close, I had yet to shoot.
"Oh, too bad, girls... Looks like we'll have to try something else." Jenifer helped me up from the table and then sat down on it herself, laying down on the table. "Ok, girls, one of you gets my pussy and the other gets my tits," she said as she motioned for them to kneel on the seat of the table on the same side. This put their pussies fully exposed to me.
"Now Mike. In that box over there, you will find two nice vibrators. Feel free to use them any way you wish on these two. They have to suck on me until you make them cum, so enjoy yourself."
With a grin, I walked over and retrieved two dick- shaped vibrators and turned them on. The two girls were more than lubricated, and the vibrators slide easily into their pussies. At first I stroked them in and out evenly, but then decided that I would leave one stuck into one of the girls while I concentrated on the other, switching off occasionally.
I left Trina's in her pussy and moved over to Angie, whose vibrator I pulled out, replacing it with my dick.
"Oh, yes," she mumbled into Jen's pussy, as I started stroking my hard dick in and out of her pussy. I was enjoying this very much, watching Trina sucking on Jen's big tits and pumping in and out of Angie's pussy, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold out much longer. I wondered which pussy I wanted to cum in, and decided to switch, but come back to Angie, since she had yet to cum around my dick.
I pulled out and replaced the vibrator before moving to Trina.
Trina moaned loudly around Jen's tits as I pushed into her tight pussy.
"Yes. That's it fuck them both!" Jen told me, laying on the table and looking up at me lustily, her chest heaving from the girls attentions.
I stroked in and out of Trina until I was sure I couldn't last any longer, and then quickly pulled out of her and stepped back over to Angie. I pulled the vibrator from her pussy and shoved my dick into her. It only took a few hard strokes, slamming my dick into her so hard it bounced her ass and banged my balls into her smooth shaved pussy, for me to hit the peak. My body jerked time and again as I emptied shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy, her own orgasm triggered seconds later by her fingers frantically rubbing her exposed clit.
Angie shook and trembled as her pussy clenched and squeezed my still twitching dick, squeezing our combined cum out around me. She finally lay across Jen's legs, panting as I pulled out of her and moved to Trina. I gently pulled her off Jen's tits and turned her to sit on the bench, crouching down in front of her and working the vibrator back into her shaved pussy.
"OH, GOD!" she cried as I stroked the vibrator in and out of her pussy and then across her clit, while I sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth. "I'm going to cum!" she squealed as he sat on her heels on the bench, her legs spread wide to give me full access to her body.
Her whole body jerked suddenly, and she pushed me forcibly from her chest, my mouth letting go of her tit with a sucking sound.
I fell back, losing my grip on the vibrator, which was still in her pussy. Her fingers flew to her pussy and she frantically stroked her clit, her pussy squirting shot after shot of girl cum into the air, much of it landing on me as I lay on the ground in front of her.
Slowly her pussy squeezed the vibrator out of her until it fell to the ground, her pussy now just leaking copious amount of her juices while she gently stroked her lips.
"Oh, God. That's the first time I've ever squirted that hard." she panted.
"I have to admit that was pretty hot looking." I said, as I sat up, my body literally soaked with pussy juice.
Jen sat up on the table. "Ok, ladies. One last request. All of us need to be cleaned up. We have a pool shower over there. Your job is to first wash myself and Mike and then you can wash each other."
"We can do that." Angie said as she climbed off the seat and held a hand out to help Jen off the table. Trina got up shakily and led me to the shower while Angie led Jen. They turned the water on and adjusted it until it was pleasantly warm, and then used some liquid soap on their hands to gently wash every inch of the two of us, who stood under the water kissing each other gently while they worked. Finally declaring us done, we stepped from under the water and they dried us.
"Ok, ladies," Jen said to them. "I'm going to invite Mike to spend the night with me. After you wash each other, you are free to either go home, or spend the night in the guest room. Ok?"
"Sounds ok to me." they said in unison, stepping under the water and embracing as they started soaping each other.
"That is ok with you, isn't it?" She asked, her eyes clearly pleading for me to stay the night.
"On one condition," I replied.
"What's that?"
"That you ride on top of me next time so I can watch your gorgeous tits!"
"You really want to watch them? I mean, you know what will happen."
"Uh huh. And if you think of anything else sexy you can do with them, milk and all, just let me know and we'll give it a try. It's a shame to have such a wonderful set of breasts go to waste because he doesn't enjoy a bit of milk."
"Hmmmm. I like the sound of that. I think I can think of one or two things that might be fun to try," she said with a grin. "Ever tit- fucked anyone?"
"Once or twice."
"I haven't. I'd like to see what it feels like."
"Well, get me hard and we'll give it a try. It looks like the girls aren't going to have any trouble entertaining themselves." We looked over to where the girls were busy stroking each other bodies, Trina busy sucking one of Angie's tits while she squeezed and pulled Trina's hard little nipples.
"Oh, they never do. I don't think we will either," she said with a grin, leading me toward the house.
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"You said I'd do what?"
"I said you'd be happy to fill in." My wife said to me as she rushed around the bedroom packing her rucksack. "You know I have drill this weekend, so I wasn't going to be home anyway."
"But sweetie! This? You have to be kidding?" I practically shouted.
"Shhhh You don't want Jenny to think you don't want to help them out. Bedsides, you know the lake, you go there every few weeks. All you have to do is help out Misses Reynolds. She'll keep the girls in line."
"I don't think I was worried about the girls being out of line. I just hadn't planned on spending the weekend trying to cook for a bunch of college girls and drag them around the lake on the tubes. I was supposed to go up and fish that tournament. Besides, isn't it supposed to rain most of the weekend?"
"You know darn well they took most of the rain out of the forecast."
"Ok, but isn't it supposed to be a woman chaperone? I mean it is a sorority, isn't it?"
"Oh come on. You know as well as I do that all these girls are adults and will do whatever they darn well want. It's only sorority rules that state that they have to have two adult university employees as chaperones when they go more than a hundred miles."
"Well, what happened to the other lady that was supposed to go? I presume there was one?"
"Misses Finch? She's down with a sprained ankle and can't go. You don't want them to have to cancel, do you? You're daughter would be crushed. Besides, we still have all the tube and ski stuff. Let the girls have some fun."
"Fine, I'll do it, but someone is going to owe me big time!"
My wife put her arms around my neck and pulled me close to her, pressing her body to mine. "Tell you what lover. After the whole weekend with a bunch of cute young girls, when you get home I'll be happy to give you a night to remember." She said with a giggle, reaching one hand down to stroke my dick through my pants while she leaned her face to mine and kissed me wetly. "Hmmm Maybe I should wear you out before you go? I know how much you're really going to hate having to look at all those bikini's all weekend."
"Oooo, I like that idea." I said stroking her ass as I slipped my hands into her underwear. "How about right now. You know how much I love fucking you half dressed." I teased.
"Oh yeah. That's my man. But unfortunately, I only have half an hour to finish packing and get to the armory. " she said with a pout. "Now go tell your daughter you'll do it."
"Yes ma'am." I said I turned to leave the room, my wife giving me a playful slap on the ass as I went.
"Ok sweetie. You mamma talked me into it." I said with resignation. It wasn't that I didn't want to do things for my daughter, it wasn't even that I didn't like going to the lake. It was simply that I didn't like the idea of getting teased for two days by a bunch of twenty year old girls that I knew damn well I wasn't going to be able to touch. My wife and I had a good if not unusual understanding. We can occasionally mess around, but we either have to be with each other at the time, or we have to tell the other all the details afterwards, usually while we are having sex with each other. We don't do it frequently, but we learned that it can really spice things up. We do have a few simple rules; The number one rule was we didn't ever ever ever mess around with any of the kids friends because they didn't need to know about that part of their parent's relationship. The second rule was that we never keep anything secret from each other. That first rule was going to make it a really long weekend.
That really long weekend started by getting the boat and camping gear ready for our morning departure. That alone took a couple hours. Most of my gear was handy, but I had to do some digging to get all the extra stuff that I didn't normally take, like the rain fly for the kitchen, the big tent, all the cook gear and of course the tubes and ropes.
"Just what were you going to use for camping gear if I didn't go?" I asked my daughter as she helped me load the back of the truck.
"Oh, mom said we could borrow this stuff. I just needed to ask you to get it out for us." She answered with a smile.
"And when were you going to ask?"
"Well, I kind of forgot." She said with a crooked smile. "But it doesn't matter anymore, since we got it all out."
"Yeah." I answered, shaking my head. That was typical twenty year old logic I thought as I put the last of the gear in. "Ok. What time are we supposed to leave?"
"OH around eight or so in the morning, unless you want to go tonight and set up?"
"No, that's ok. I'll wait till morning."
"What a spoil sport. Come on. Most of the girls are coming up in the morning, but we can go tonight." My daughter pleaded.
"Fine why don't you call misses whatever and let her know we're going tonight." I said, giving in once again to my daughter. I was way too much of a pushover with my girls.
My daughter called misses Reynolds, and chatted for several minutes before she hung up, smiling at me. "She didn't have a ride to go up, so she said if we didn't mind picking her up that would be great."
I looked at her like she had two heads. "Are there any other little surprises I should know about?"
"Nope! Not that I know of anyway."
"Ok. When are we supposed to pick her up?"
"She said she was ready any time!"
"Ok. Let's lock up and we'll go then." I said shaking my head and thinking about just how bad my wife was going to owe me for this.
We took off a few minutes later and Jenny showed me where to pick up Misses Reynolds.
"Hi. Misses R. This is my dad. This is Misses Reynolds!" My daughter introduced us.
"Hello. Please call me Marlene!" She said, holding her hand out for me to shake. She was fairly short, maybe five three or four, not slender at all, but then, not really fat either. Her shorts hugged her thirtyish hips snuggly, showing off her short but well shaped legs. Her shirt on the other hand, was a sleeveless t-shirt that my kids called a wife beater. The bright orange clung to her like a second skin, accentuating her breasts, which were surprisingly large for her frame. I have fairly big hands, but I was pretty sure that I could wrap both hands around one of them without making my fingers touch. Being glued onto her short frame made them look even larger. I could tell she had a heavy duty bra on to support them, the straps showing on her shoulders where the shirt didn't cover them all. Her face was very pleasant, looking like she had a perpetual smile, and her dark brown hair framed her face and her emerald green eyes that seemed to sparkle at me as our hands touched.
"I'm really glad you could help out Mister Michaels. I'd have hated to make the girls cancel."
"Please call me Mike." I said, taking her duffel and sleeping bag and tucking them in under the boat cover in case it rained.
"Very well. Mike it is. Kind of an unusual name combination, isn't it?"
"Yeah. Gave me fits in school though."
"I can bet." She said as I looked back at her, catching her checking MY ass out as I stood on the fender and leaned over the side of the boat.
"Well, that's it." I said, going to the truck and opening the door for her.
"Well, a gentleman too? That is rare, isn't it?" she said with a giggle as she climbed into the front seat.
It was a two hour drive, which my daughter filled with all kinds of sorority type chatter with Marlene. It was surprising all the things that were going on there, and how much my daughter was involved in. I hoped it wasn't affecting her grades, but then there wasn't much I could do either way. We arrived and signed into one of the four sights we had reserved for the next day, paying the extra night in cash. It was only a few minutes to get to the site and start pulling gear out.
Marlene and my daughter pitched in and it was just starting to get dark when we had camp pretty well set up. I had the big tent up that some of the girls would use, and then my smaller tent with my queen size air mattress. Oh yes, when sleeping on the ground I did like my comfort.
"So, would you mind driving the truck and trailer back over if I put the boat in the water?" I asked Marlene.
"Certainly." She replied with a smile. "Anything I can do to help."
I motioned her to climb into the truck and started the slow journey to the boat landing. It was only a half mile away as the crow flies, but almost two miles by road. "So, you come up here a lot I guess?"
"Yeah. I was supposed to fish a tournament this weekend up here."
"Oh, I'm sorry. I hope we can make it up to you somehow. It was awfully nice of you to come along."
"Well, I'm way too much of a pushover. My girls, including my wife, seem to be able to talk me into just about anything."
"Well, I'm glad they did." She said with a grin as I lined the boat up with the landing and backed down.
Getting the boat in the water is a simple process, and I had it floating and unhooked from the trailer in seconds.
I had Marlene walk out onto the trailer balancing on one of the side rails and holding the bow while I started the engine. I didn't usually need any help, but with the wind blowing across the landing it just made things a bit easier. "Do you need a push?" she asked as she started to push the boat out.
"No. I got it! Just watch your...." I was too late. Not being used to working on such a narrow platform, as she pushed the boat out, she leaned too far. I watched as her face quickly went from smiling to confusion as her foot slid from the wet rail, sliding into the water a foot below her. The body's natural instinct is to try to balance by adding more weight to the foot, which is now held up only by the water, driving it quickly to the bottom. The moss covered concrete is just as poor a foot hold, and as I leaned over the bow rail to steady her, her wet foot slid down the ramp, pulling her body farther and farther over center. It was something that had happened to me many times over the years, each time a shock that it happened. This time was no exception. I held her hand, trying to catch her, as her body rolled off the railing and fell into the water between the trailer rails. I suppose that would have been bad enough, but the only hand hold she had was my hand, and as the boat pushed backwards, she pulled me forward and down until she rolled me over the railing that I was already teetering on.
In retrospect, I should have been laughing, because if I had seen this happen to anyone else I'd be telling this story for months, laughing my ass off at the poor unfortunate sole. This time, that poor unfortunate was me. And to make matters worse, not only was I laying in a two feet of water, my boat, engine idling, was slowly drifting away. Without another thought I picked myself up and launched myself for the bow line hanging from the front eye, my fingers missing by inches. The sum total of my failed effort was to make a huge flopping splash. I collected my feet under me and looked around, searching for a way to get my boat back, quickly realizing that if I didn't so something soon it was going to end up on the rocky shore on the far side of the cove with the landing.
I dove into the water, not even waiting to pull my shoes off, and quickly started stroking toward my wayward boat. It only took a few moments to catch up to it and work my way to the swim ladder in the stern and climb up, water pouring from my soaked clothes. I hit the throttle and kicked the boat in gear to stop its movement toward shore and then looked back to see Marlene, equally wet, walking out of the water toward the truck.
"Are you ok?" I called to her.
"Yes! Just my pride is the only thing hurt."
"I know what you mean! Hang on while I come back and get you a towel or something so you don't get the seats soaked."I said as I moved the boat back toward the trailer.
"Is there anything in the truck?"
"I don't think so."
"Ok. Don't worry then." She said, opening the door. I thought she was going to climb in wet, but to my shock, she quickly stripped off her shirt and shorts, tossing them in the bed of the truck. I almost fell out of the boat a second time when I saw her bend over and slip her soaking wet underwear off, her white ass showing up like a beacon in the growing darkness. "I'll see you back at the site then!" she called as she jumped into the truck and drove away wearing nothing but her shoes and bra.
I shook my head, wondering what my daughter was going to think when she came back to camp dressed like that, and hit the throttle to idle out of the cove.
It only took a few minutes to run around the point to the small cove that was behind the campsite. It took far longer to get my anchors set for the night, finally wading out of the water and climbing the brushy hill toward the camp.
"So you did make it back!" Marlene said from where she was sitting next to a crackling fire, a towel wrapped around her from the tops of her breasts to her thighs. All her wet clothes were hanging on a line I had put up to hang swimsuits and such from. "I'm really sorry. I didn't mean for that to happen."
"No, it's ok. Stuff happens." I said as I started peeling my wet clothes off and hanging them on the line, after emptying my soaked wallet and other items from the pockets. I stripped to my skivvies, hanging the rest of the wet stuff on the line.
"Well, I can at least get you a towel." She said, ducking into my tent. I was almost to the tent as she started coming out, her knee pulling on her towel as she crawled toward the door, causing the tucked edges in the front to separate and pull apart. She reached for the towel and pulled to cover herself, pulling her knee off the air mattress, and causing her to roll on her side, my towel in one hand and hers partly in her hand and partly trapped beneath her. I was beginning to think Marlene was a bit accident prone, and that the situation was comical until I realized that she was stark naked under the towel, and in the flickering firelight that was filtering through the tent walls, she was completely naked.
"Damn!" she swore as she tried to get the towel around herself, making her large tits wiggle and sway, her dark areola and hard nipples a sharp contrast to the creamy white skin of her un-tanned breasts.
They were definitely large enough that I would have needed both hands to cup each one, but even more surprising was the tiny triangle of trimmed bush that pointed to her pussy. As she struggled with the towel she spread her legs briefly, unintentionally giving me a look at her smooth meaty outer lips, her soft inner lips just barely poking out.
I couldn't help but stare, my dick quickly hardening in my wet briefs, as she struggled to finally cover herself, her pussy still showing as she lay on the air mattress.
"I'm sorry, I'm such a klutz!" She said as she tried once again to crawl out of the tent, her towel held tightly around her while she held mine out for me.
"That's ok. These things happen." I answered as she knelt in front of me, my hard dick poking out at her face, the head slipping out of the fly where she could see it. I took the towel from her and helped her up, so she was standing, her chest heaving slightly, either from arousal or the effort of fighting with her towel. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." She said huskily, letting her hand hold mine for a second while I took the towel from her, her green eyes looking up at mine.
She stood just inches from me while I wrapped the towel around myself and then worked my wet underwear off, leaving me as naked under towel as she was.
"So you to going to flirt all night?" My daughter asked as Marlene took my wet underwear from me, snapping us both back to reality.
"Who's flirting?" I asked as Marlene moved to hang my underwear up by hers.
"Come on dad. I'm not blind you know."
"I think you assume too much. I just needed to get out of my wet clothes."
"Uh huh. And she just needed to drive back her almost naked. If you wanted to swim, all you had to do was say so and put on your suits or whatever."
"I don't think swimming was quite what I had in mind at the time." I said while I was finding my folding chair and opening it.
"No, but you sure got wet!" she said with a giggle.
"Jenny, that's not nice to say to your father!" Marlene said as she walked over from the clothes line, her towel now fixed around herself.
"Come on Misses R. I was just teasing."
"Well, some people take that teasing very seriously." She said with a stern look.
"Well, I gotta go. I'll be back." My daughter said, getting up and starting the long walk toward the bathrooms. "Don't do anything I wouldn't!" she shot over her shoulder as she disappeared into the dark.
"Well. That was...um...unexpected." Marlene said quietly. "I hope you weren't offended."
"Uh. No, not at all. I don't think I've ever been offended by a good looking woman's body." I said, trying to lighten the awkwardness she seemed to be feeling.
"I really am sorry." She said, pulling her chair over next to mine before she sat down.
"Really, it's ok. You did shock me a bit stripping like that by the truck."
"Oh that? You were too far away to see much and the door kept anyone else from seeing. Over the years I've gotten used to having to change with a lot of girls around. Heck it was the girls that taught me how to change from a bathing suit under a towel without showing things, if you know what I mean."
"Uh huh. But just between you and me, you have very nice looking things."
"Oh. Um, thank you." She said, her blush even visible in the dim firelight. "Yours isn't too bad looking either."
We sat quietly for some time, each of us with our private thoughts. I wasn't sure what she might have been thinking, but I know I was thinking that I'd sure like to see more of her.
"Well, I need to go down and make sure the boat is settled for the night, you're welcome to come down with me if you want."
"Oh. Is it difficult?" She asked curiously.
"Not really. Just have to make sure that the anchors took hold and it isn't riding on the rocks. Sometimes I'll need to move an anchor." I told her as I got up and held a hand out for her.
"Sure, why not." She said cheerfully, taking my hand. I led her down the hill, winding down the path between the trees and brush, finally stepping out onto the rocky beach. I walked down to the boat and took the towel off from around my waist, stepping into the water and hanging it over the bow. Making sure she got a good look at my semi-hard dick, I wadded out to check the rear anchor, the water lapping at my thighs. I moved around the stern of the boat, checking to see if the other anchor line was taught, and then headed back toward the shore. I walked slowly, making quiet waves as I moved toward her, stepping out of the water in front of her.
I reached out and gently slipped one finger between her body and the top of the towel, my finger sliding down the valley between her breasts I pulled gently, undoing the tucked towel top and allowing it to slowly unfurl from around her body until it slid to the ground. I didn't leave her long to think about what I had done, reaching out for her hands and gently pulling her with me into the water. We stepped over the rocks gently, as I pulled her slowly with me, the water rising up her legs inch by inch as I stepped her with me. When the water was gently lapping at her pussy, I stopped us and moved closer to her, drawing her body against mine. I lowered my lips to hers, feeling hers part as ours touched. Her tongue slipped into my mouth as I let my hands roam around her naked back, slowly drawing circles with my finger tips as I worked down toward her firm round ass. I stroked her smooth skin for several minutes, teasing my fingers between the cleft between her firm cheeks, her kisses growing more and more intense with each passing moment.



I allowed my hands to slip slowly across her hips, stroking her creamy white skin before working my fingers slowly up her sides. I felt her shiver slightly as my fingers teased the sides of her large breasts, her nipples hardening noticeably where they pressed into my chest. Her hips began to grind against me, pressing my hard dick into her moving belly as her own hands moved from where they had rested on my arms, to my back and ass, stroking and squeezing as her desire built within her.
"Take me, please!" she whispered urgently, one of her hands sliding between us and stroking my hard dick.
I lowered my hands do her firm ass and lifted her, allowing her to wrap her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck as I raised her up. It only took me a few moments to wade around the stern of the boat and set her on the swim platform, her legs unhooking from around me and spreading wide. Without a word she reached between us and stroked my dick toward her pussy, gently pulling it to her wet lips until my head was pressed deep between them. She moved her hands to my hips and pulled me gently, encouraging me to press my hard shaft deep into her. She moaned quietly as I sunk into her, my mushroom shaped head stroking the sides of her tunnel with each inch.
"Oh yes! So big." She whispered as my pubic hair mixed with hers, the head of my dick gently pressing against the end of her velvety tunnel.
I started stoking in and out of her as she leaned back, her hands finding mine and drawing them to her large breasts. I hefted each creamy orb of flesh, hefting them in my hands, squeezing them gently, capturing her nipples between my fingers. They were large, more than overflowing each hand, her creamy white skin glowing almost blue in the moonlight.
"You are a very beautiful woman." I whispered as I stroked ever so slowly in and out of her sweet pussy.
"Not that beautiful. I'm much too short and fat." She said quietly as she stroked my chest with her fingers.
"You're wrong. You are very beautiful, and extremely sexy." I whispered as I squeezed her sensitive nipples, picking up the speed of my strokes. Each time I pressed deep into her, my cock slid along her hard clit, driving her slowly up the hill toward climax. Her body trembled as her chest heaved in pleasure, grinding her pelvis into mine to match my strokes.
"OH god. I'm going to cum!" she moaned loudly.
"That's it. Come for me." I groaned as I felt my own body reaching toward its climactic release, her body squeezing my dick as it pounded into her. The back of the boat rocked gently, the waves it made and the waves from my legs mixing and spreading across the small bay like the waves of pleasure flowing through both of us.
"OH FUCK!" she squeaked as her climax shook her body, her pussy milking my dick, encouraging its release. My body jerked, driving my dick deep into her as it gushed out a hot jet of cum into her. Time and again my body jerked, held in place by her legs as she used them to pull me deeper into her, our bodies grinding together in orgasmic bliss. As the waves lapping the shores of the little bay settled, as did our bodies, each of us gasping for breath as I leaned down against her, her soft breasts now pressing into my chest.
"My god that was good." She panted. "I haven't ever done it outside. But if it's always like this, I may have to do it a lot more often."
"I'm glad you had fun. I know I did."
"You are a bad boy." She said with a giggle. "here we are supposed to be keeping the girls from getting into trouble, and here we are having sex...out here!"
"I'm sorry. I suppose I could have stopped."
"If you had, I'd probably have attacked you anyway. Thank you. It felt wonderful." She whispered, followed by a gentle kiss.
"You're welcome."
"I think we better get back up though. Your daughter will wonder where we are."
"I suppose your right." I said sliding my dick from her pussy and allowing our cum to leak out into the lake. I helped her off the platform, setting her gently in the water and washing her pussy to get our cum off of her. She returned the favor, washing my dick and balls ever so gently, almost lovingly.
Finally cleaned I walked her to the bank and wrapped the towel back around her, putting everything back as before, with a little more gentle nipple licking tossed in for good measure.
"Thank you. I enjoyed it very much." I whispered as I tucked the end of the towel in between her full breasts.
"And you. It was... quite a unique experience. I've never had sex in a lake before, let alone with someone who wasn't my husband."
"Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to take advantage of a married woman. I didn't see a ring, and well, I guess I just assumed..." I said as I picked my towel off the bow of the boat.
"Oh, it's ok. We haven't been together for some months." She said as she turned to head back to camp. "Now we better get back before your daughter tells on us."
"Oh. Yeah. She probably doesn't need to know what we were up to."
"I doubt that we fooled her. I hope it won't be a problem with your wife when she finds out though."
"Oh, no worries. We have an open relationship. As long as we tell each other what's going on it's fine."
"Hmmm That's unusual, but I'm not complaining. Especially after what we just did."
"Oh what have you two done, as if I didn't know!" My daughter said from her camp chair as we walked back into the site.
"Nothing. Just made sure the boat was tied out good for the night." I replied with a straight face. "You really shouldn't assume things you know."
"Oh come on dad. Good looking woman, dark night? I'm supposed to believe that all you did was check the boat?"
"Yep. We waded around the boat and checked the anchor lines." I replied, knowing it was the truth, just not the whole truth.
"If you say so." She said as I dropped into my chair. We soon decided to hit the sack and crawled into my tent and flopped onto my air mattress. The night air felt good on my bare skin and I drifted off to sleep letting the slight breeze play across my hardened dick.
The sun was just peaking over the trees when I crawled out of bed. I had planned on fishing the tournament, but since that was out, at least I could go fish. I pulled on some clothes and headed down to the boat. It only took me a few minutes to get things ready to go and I was motoring out of the little cove.
I only had a couple hours to fish, and I knew the girls would be showing up. Part of me thought it might be fun to watch all the bikini's that were sure to be on display, or more appropriately, displaying the wearers. I knew it was going to be a frustrating day though. I was right about that. By the time I came in from fishing around nine, the girls had started to show up, the camp sites sprouting a number of new tents while cute young ladies bent over pounding in stakes and unrolling canvas. I started to wish I had come in from fishing a bit earlier to get the whole show.
I sat down in my camp chair too much on a power bar and soda, as yet another car load of girls showed up, bringing the total number of girls running around the site somewhere around twenty. It was hard to actually count them since they almost never sat still.
"Quite a group, isn't it?" Marlene asked as she stepped up behind me.
"Yes it is." I replied turning part way in my chair to see her. I damn near fell out of my seat as I looked up at her, her nearly naked breasts barely contained in the extremely revealing red and green striped bikini top. I let my eyes travel down her smooth stomach to the tiny triangle of her bikini bottoms. The material rode so low on her mound that the lack of hair was obvious. "Damn." I mumbled.
"I take it you approve of my suit and my...uh... trim?"
"Oh yeah. I more than approve!"
She stepped next to my chair and knelt down. "You know, when I heard you were coming I dug this suit out intending to seduce you, or at the least tease the hell out of you. I didn't realize just how small it was. After last night I can see I don't have to seduce you, but I can still tease you and maybe get a bit more sometime this weekend." She whispered.
"I can tell you that will definitely tease me. But I'm afraid that you'll miss all the fun in the boat when we take the girls tubing."
"Why is that?"
"That little top? There isn't any way that you're going to stay in it when we start bouncing over the wakes."
She leaned her face close to mine and whispered even more quietly. "Who says it has to?" She pulled away with a grin and then walked off toward the other sites to check on the girls, her firm ass wiggling seductively in the tiny red and green suit.
Almost as fast as the tents were set up and the sleeping bags set, the girls started changing into their swim suits. The body types of the girls varied widely, from the slim to the chunky, and their suits varied just as much. There were one piece suits that ranged from fairly modest to quite revealing, as well as an interesting range of two piece suits. It didn't take long for me to become the target of the inevitable teasing. Not all the girls of course, but as with any sorority gathering, once one dares another it's pretty much all downhill from there.
During one of the many rounds of dragging the two tubes around the lake, the top of one of the girls sitting in the bow watching had her top "slip" out of place for a few moments, showing off her perky little tits. It didn't last long, and to be honest I really didn't get all that good of a look, having to separate my attention between the other boat traffic on the lake, my driving, the state of the water and the mirror to keep an eye on the tubes. With my attention slip on all these important tasks, I just didn't have all that much time to really enjoy the brief show. I didn't have much to worry about though. It seems that they figured out all too quickly that I didn't have time for the brief glimpses that they were daring each other to do, and it soon degenerated into much longer flashes, some times as much as several minutes, ending only when another boat got close.
There was no doubt that this was having an effect on me, and I was glad I was wearing a pair of shorts, which did a much better job of hiding my almost continuous hardon I had. We took a break from tubing to allow me to get a bite of lunch and to take the boat over to gas up again. Marlene talked me into putting on my swim suit and getting wet before taking the boat over for gas. The water felt good, and thankfully Marlene behaved herself while we were swimming, presumably because of all the girls that were swimming near us. Once I was well cooled off, in more ways than one, I climbed aboard my boat to run down to the marina to fill the well depleted fuel tank.
"You want company?" Marlene asked as she waded toward the boat as I unclipped the lines for the tubes.
"Doesn't one of us need to stay and watch the girls?"
"Nope. They'll be fine on their own. We're chaperones, not baby sitters."
"In that case, come on along."
"Sure, would you help me in?"
"Sure. The swim platform would be easier though." I said as she waded to the bow and tried to throw her leg over the railing.
"Too late for that now I think!" she said as her short leg was hanging over the rail and her other was dancing on her tip toes. I stepped through the windshield into the open bow and reached for her arms, pulling her petite frame up into the boat with ease. "Thank you kind sir!" she said with a grin as I led her into the boats cockpit and knelt in the driver's seat to fire the engine while Marlene dropped into the passenger seat. It only took a few moments to get the engine fired and pull the anchors. The girls made way for me, giving me plenty of room to idle out of the cove. Once clear, I opened the throttle up and headed down the lake.
The boat traffic had the water pretty well churned up, and we bounded over wake after wake, Marlene's tits bouncing out of her top after only a few waves. The rest of the run down to the marina was a pleasurable trip, Marlene sitting sideways in the seat with her large tits bouncing and swaying enticingly.
"You did that on purpose, didn't you?" she asked as I throttled back to turn into the marina cove.
"What?"
"Hit those wakes so I would lose my top."
"oh I wish. No that was real, I just enjoyed the show, that's all."
"I can tell." Marlene replied as she covered herself with one hand and leaned toward me to stroke my rock hard cock through my swim suit with her other hand. "Too bad we don't have time to take care of this."
"Maybe on the way back." I said as we idled toward the fuel dock.
"Maybe." She answered with a grin.
It only took about ten minutes or so to fill the tank, pay the eighty plus bucks and be on our way. "That guy on the dock was really checking you out." I said as I idled out of the cove.
"No more than the gal at the cash register was checking out you." She replied with a laugh.
"I guess a bit, wasn't she?"
"Yeah. Can't say I blame her though. It does look like a nice boner."
"If you say so."
"I do say so." She said as she moved from the seat into the aisle, reaching into my lap and wrapping her hand around my hard dick through my swim suit. "Now maybe we should do something about this?" She let go of my dick and untied the string, pulling the waistband out and down to expose my dick. I groaned softly as she leaned her face over my lap and engulfed my dick with her hot mouth. Her wet tongue stroked and swirled the head of my dick while she stroked her hand up and down my shaft, her mouth following her hand.
"Oh god. You do know I won't last too long if you keep that up."
Her response was to suck harder while she vibrated my dick with her "Uh huh". Her mouth and hand stroked up and down my saliva covered dick time and again while I held the speed of the boat at a slow lope. I reached down with my free hand and slipped her top down and stroked and played with one of her large tits, squeezing and rolling her nipple.
"Oh god. I'm going to cum." I groaned in warning, seconds before my dick jerked, squirting a shot of cum deep into her mouth. She sucked it down greedily as my dick shot spurt after spurt of cum into her hot mouth. She seemed to enjoy sucking every drop down before letting my slowly shrinking dick slip from her mouth.
"Now you owe me one." She said with a grin as she moved back to her seat, her one tit still hanging out.
"I'll have to see what I can do about paying up." I said as I opened the throttle.
"Oh, don't worry. I'll make sure you get the chance. Just can't do it in front of the girls, that's all."
"Well, if you find a chance, I would be more than happy to reciprocate. I love eating pussy and sucking on tits, especially when they look like yours."
"Oh, you like how they look?" she asked, pulling the top the rest of the way down to expose the other tit. "Maybe you'd like a look at the rest?"
"I certainly would." I said over the engine noise. Marlene leaned back in her seat and pulled the material covering her pussy aside, exposing her completely shaved pussy to me. She stroked her obviously wet pussy, her flowery lips sticking out from between her meaty outer lips. It only took one look and I knew what I wanted to do. I turned the boat toward the shore and quickly made my way over to a small cove, shutting down the engine and letting the boat float on its own.
I moved to the aisle where she was a few minutes before and reached for the ties of her tiny suit bottoms. She smiled as I pulled the ties on her bottom and pulled the material down so she was naked except for the askew bikini top.
I leaned my head down between her legs and licked gently up her wet lips, pressing my tongue between them to taste her sweet juices. I licked up her slit slowly, each time pressing deeper and pulling her moisture farther up toward her hard clit.
"Ohhhhh very nice." She cooed as she stroked my head, her fingers twirling my short hair.
I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and flicked across it as I pulled her lips apart with my fingers to expose the hard nub.
"OH FUCK!" she squealed as I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked it quickly with my tongue. "OHHHHHHHH!" She squealed as her whole body trembled. "OH GOD I'M CUMING" she squealed. Her whole body shook and trembled, her pussy gushing its juices as she came. I continued my assault on her clit until she pushed my head, her body no longer able to take the attentions. "Oh god that felt good!" she moaned as I wiped my face.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I said as I pushed my suit down off my butt, exposing my once again hard dick to her. She slouched down in the seat further, bringing her wet pussy to the edge of the seat, reaching out and stroking my cock toward her pussy.
"Yes. That's it. Fuck me with that big dick." She cooed as she pulled me toward her sopping pussy. I pressed the head of my dick against her spread lips and slipped between them, driving my shaft deep into her. As soon as I hit the end of her tunnel I stroked back, driving into her once again. Each stroke elicited a squeak or moan of pleasure from her as she rocked her hips in time with my strokes. "Oh god yes... So fucking good." She moaned as I pounded into her. I reached down and played with both of her big jiggling tits, squeezing and twisting her nipples in time with my strokes. "are you trying to make me cum again?" she panted.
"If I can." I grunted as I drove into her time and again, my own climax building more quickly than I would have expected.
"Well, you're going to!" she cried as her body jerked in an uncontrollable spasm. I felt her pussy clamp around my dick, making her petite pussy even tighter. It was only a few more strokes before my dick erupted inside her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her, our bodies both jerking and spasming with our simultaneous climax.
"Oh fuck." I panted as I looked down on her sexy body.
"You can say that again." She said between heaving breaths. "you can fuck me any time you want to, as long as you make me cum like that!"
"Glad I pleased you." I said as I pulled from her and sat back on my own seat, looking around to realize we had about floated onto the rocks. I turned myself in the seat enough to start the engine and back us off the rocks, my suit still around my knees. I looked over at her sitting back with a contented smile on her face, all but naked and in no rush to cover herself. I left the engine idling while we looked at each other, taking the time to really look at each others bodies now.
"You know. You really are good looking, and you fuck like... well... like nothing else I have ever felt."
"You're not exactly bad looking either. If I want married, I'd probably be trying to date you, hoping to get lucky some night."
She laughed hard at the joke, finally pulling her suit together when she had stopped. "I guess we need to get back now, huh?"
"fraid so."
"Ok. Lead on!" she said with a laugh.
I pulled my suit back into place and then opened up the throttle, heading back to the cove I anchored in by the camp sites. I dropped Marlene off and hooked the tubes back up, a number of girls clamoring to go tubing again. The tit flashing game seemed to have taken a turn for the more explicit, some of the girls intentionally flashing pussy as well as tit. The exception seemed to be when my daughter was in the boat, when they all acted like perfect little ladies. Fortunately, while my little extracurricular activity with Marlene hadn't made me immune, it certainly went a long way to making the situation less....pressing?
The girls had finally had enough tubing and we put the boat up for the afternoon, anchoring it in the little bay. I made my way back to camp and was pleased to see a number of the girls busy cooking dinner, which was to be hamburgers, beans and chips. I was worried I was going to have to cook and clean as well as watch, but that seemed to not be a problem. Marlene had them well in hand so to speak.



A number of the swim suits had moved from bodies to a clothes line stretched between a couple trees. Some of those were replaced with shorts and t-shirts, others, well, I'm not sure exactly what was under the t-shirts. A few of the girls seemed to be wearing nothing under the shirts, based on the amount of nipple that was showing and tit wiggling. Again it seemed to be directed at teasing me. One of the girls bent over stiff legged to pick something up, her shirt pulling up enough to show the bare globes of her ass and her bare and very wet pussy.
"It seems like some of the girls are trying to tease you again." Marlene whispered after she sat down next to me, her tiny suit now replaced by a long t-shirt.
"Seems that way." I answered, hoping she didn't notice how hard I had become watching the bouncing boobies.
"Glad you're enjoying it. I expect they'll keep it up all night. I heard enough bits and pieces to figure that it's a game. The goal is to get you teased to the max and then try to get you to show it off to one of them."
"I see. I don't think that's going to happen."
"Oh, I'm not so sure you shouldn't. It might put an end to it."
"I'm not going to get myself into trouble by flashing one of these girls."
"And I'm not suggesting you should." She said with a grin. "I have a much better idea."
"Oh?"
"yeah. Come with me." She said getting up and walking out of the camp toward the bathrooms. I got up and followed her, catching up quickly.
"So what's this idea you have?"
"Well, it's clear the girls want a look. They've been teasing the hell out of you. Why not give them a look. When it's bed time, you'll go to bed long before they will. Why don't you just leave the windows open a bit and the lantern on. It'll give them an eyeful."
"I'm not sure this is a really good idea."
"Unless you come up with a better one, you're going to have to put up with them ratcheting up the level until you do, and it may end up being a whole lot more than you want to deal with. Some of these girls are not afraid to openly seduce you, given the chance."
"I'm not sure I want that."
"Good, then do what I ask, and we'll put an end to this, ok?"
"I'll think about it." I answered as I walked next to her. I was of a mixed mind. I hadn't ever exposed myself to such a large group, yet at the same time it seemed like a kind of exciting idea. My wish was that I could see some of their bodies at the same time. I was so lost in thought when we finally got to the bathrooms that I almost followed Marlene into the ladies room.
"Hmmm a bit distracted?" she asked with a giggle. "The men's room is over there."
"So it is." I said with a crooked grin as I turned and headed to the men's room. I got done before Marlene and I waited outside for her.
"Waited for me, huh? That was nice."
"Yes I did." I said as I fell in beside her. "wait for you I mean. I have a question. How many of these girls want to see me naked?"
"Oh I don't know, maybe three quarters. Maybe all of them, except your daughter of course. I'm not sure she knows about any of this."
"How many do you think would be willing to be naked to get that look?"
"Hmmmm I bet at least a quarter, maybe a bit more."
"The way I see it, fair is fair. I don't mind showing off, but I'd prefer that it be a two way street."
"I see where you're going, but how are you going to get there?"
"Simple. I want you to get with one of the ring leaders. Have them organize a midnight swim. After the swim it'll be towels only. If they start a tug of towel game, all the girls who want to see me naked will have to let their towels be pulled before they pull mine. Sound good?"
"You are devious."
"I guess so. Can you arrange it?"
"Oh yes. It'd be my pleasure!"
"Good. Thanks Marlene."
"And when I sneak into your tent later tonight and ride that dick of yours, I want to feel you squirt all that cum you're going to be saving up into me."
"deal."
Dinner was good, with the girls falling all over themselves to serve me and make sure I was well taken care of. That continued all evening, but with the added twist that as it got darker, the level of clothing seemed to go down with the sun. Many of the girls were wearing nothing but towels around their waists and their bikini tops. Obviously the midnight swim had started to take on a life, and as the nearly full moon took over for the sun, the view I had of many of the girls kept getting better. As it got darker and the moon actually threw shadows, the girls were bathed in a soft blue light. The darkness did allow my almost perpetual hardon t be a bit less obvious in the towel I had wrapped around my waist. I had decided some time ago to make sure they had a good opportunity to de-towel me, and changed from my swim suit to just the towel that was all I now wore. I watched my daughter and two other girls head toward the shower building just a few minutes before one of the girls came up to stand in front of me.
"Mister Michales, would you like to like to come down for a late night swim?" She asked as she stood before me, a towel wrapped around her body, but no sign of swim suit straps.
"Sure, it might be fun."
"Great!" she said pulling me up from my chair.
"Let me get my suit on." I said, trying to pull back toward my tent.
"Oh, you won't need that." She said with a grin, pulling her towel off, revealing that she was wearing nothing but a pair of flip-flops.
"Aren't you missing something if you're going swimming?" I asked her as my eyes took in her slim body and small firm breasts. Her nipples were rock hard, and standing out proudly, making her orange sized tits almost cone shaped. As she stood with one hand in mine to pull me toward the water and her other holding her towel, she was giving me the perfect view of her whole body, including the small brown tuft of hair on her mound. I couldn't keep my dick from twitching as I took in the sight.
"No more than you." She said, reaching with the hand that held her towel for mine, pulling it off and freeing my dick. "Looks like Mister M is a bit excited about something!"
"Just all you girls teasing the hell out of me all day."
"Oh?" she asked as she stepped toward me until her body was pressing against mine, her hard nipples in my chest and my dick trapped between our naked bodies. "Did our half naked bodies get you a bit turned on?"
"Just a bit."
"Hmmm. Well I wonder what seeing our completely naked bodies is going to do then?"
"Oh? Am I going to see a few of you as naked as you are now?"
"You could say that." She said as she lifted herself on her tip toes and brushed her lips against mine seductively. "My name is Jenny. If you decide you need to put that some place, just let me know. I have a hot wet pussy just aching to be filled with your big fat dick." She whispered breathlessly.
"You know I can't have sex with you. I'm supposed to be chaperoning you."
"I know, but just in case anyway..." she replied as she stepped back and started drawing me down toward the lake. I allowed her to lead me down to the lake where nearly all the girls were clustered around, their towels wrapped around them. "Here he is girls!" Jenny announced proudly. The girls gave their enthusiastic if somewhat quite approval before the first of them stepped in front of me. She pulled her towel off and tossed it on the shore next to me before reaching out and giving my dick a stroke with her small hand. She looked as if she were going to burst and then quickly turned and half ran into the water, her creamy white ass tinted blue in the moonlight.
The parade started, and continued, each of the girls stripping their towel off for me, and then either touching me or pulling one or more of my hands to someplace on them. In the few minutes it took for them to each have a turn, I touched and squeezed a wide variety of sexy tits, from the small, orange sized A cuppers, to the larger melon sized. Even a few of the heavier set girls were there. The last, seemed a bit more timid, and I presumed because of her size. She was far from slim, but had a large chest. I remembered that she wore one of the most modest of one piece suits and even though she was here, I got the feeling she wasn't sure she wanted to do this.
"You don't have to do this." I whispered to her as she stepped up.
"Yes I do."
"Why?"
"Because that was the deal. We all did it or no one did it."
"Well, you don't have to, no one is forcing you to do anything you don't want to."
"I know. I'm just not sure you'll find me all that attractive."
"Well, why don't I be the judge of that." I said, reaching out for her towel. I hooked my finger in the material between her breasts and gently pulled, allowing the towel to untie and fall from her body. She was a bit plumper than the thinner girls, but her roundness appeared to be anything but fat. She had a pair of beautifull tits that were the size of small melons, each topped with a rock hard nipple the size of a small cherry set in a dark areola that covered nearly a quarter of her large breast. I reached out and stroked her stomach, finding her body to be firm and trembling. While she was not slender, there did not appear to be any fat on her. I allowed my fingers to stroke slowly down to her dark bush, twirling my fingers in her hair momentarily before allowing them to slide farther down and press between her legs. My fingers felt her wetness, not only on her lips, but coating her thighs as well.
"I think you're turned on a bit." I whispered as I stepped closer to her.
"Uh huh."
"I think you're actually quite good looking. Why are you ashamed of your body?"
"I'm not thin like the other girls, but I can't seem to get any thinner, no matter how hard I try." She answered breathlessly as I slide my finger in and out of her wet lips.
"Some women aren't supposed to be thin." I said as I knelt down in front of her. I leaned my head toward her and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, rolling and flicking it with my tongue as she pulled my head tighter to her chest. I felt her legs spread slightly as she stepped her feet apart, and I allowed my finger to find her hard clit and gently stroke it. She lasted less than a minute, her body already so turned on by the anticipation that it took almost no physical contact to push her over the edge. Her body shook as she gently groaned, her pussy gushing more cum onto my fingers as her orgasm washed over her.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck" she whispered as I wrapped an arm around her and held her tight, my other hand squeezing her firm ass while I continued to stroke her hard clit.
I felt her body start to soften, the bulk of the orgasm past, and moved my stroking from her clit to just around her lips, occasionally dipping slightly into her tunnel.
"That was fantastic." She whispered. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." I said as I released her tit and stood up. I led her into the water, wondering what kind of trouble I had just started for myself by not thinking before doing that. "I hope I didn't expose more than I was supposed to."
"Oh, you didn't. Part of our initiation is to ride on the Siberian till we cum, so we've all seen each other cum, except for you of course." She said, stopping when the water was up to my thighs. "even Marlene rode it once!"
"I see." Quickly realizing that I had been quite thoroughly maneuvered.
"But now it's your turn." She continued, stepping behind me and reaching around for my dick. She pressed her tits into my back and whispered to me as she began stroking me.
"Just look at all those naked girl bodies. Wouldn't you like to cum all over them?"
The girls had indeed moved closer, making as semi-circle around me, many stroking either their pussies or tits as they watched my dick being wanked in front of them. The hand around my dick disappeared and was replaced with a slightly larger hand, the tits pressing into my back changing to a pair I recognized. Marlene now had control of the situation.
"Now girls," Marlene said from behind me. "Why don't you give him something to keep his hands busy."
Two of the girls with fairly good sized chests moved forward, one on each side of me and pulled a hand to their large tits.
"That's it. We know how much you enjoy a pair of tits to squeeze. Go ahead and enjoy yourself while I stroke your nice hard dick. Just think about squirting your cum for all these sexy girls!"
I groaned as both her hands stroked me closer to climax by the second, one of her hands rolling over the head of my dick with each stroke.
"Oh god." I gasped as I watched hands rub pussies in time with the strokes of my dick, the girls getting seriously into the action at hand. My body was quickly pushed to the point of no return and with a groan my dick spurted a huge jet of white cum out into the moonlight, most of it landing in the water, but some splashing on the girl directly in front of me. My body jerked and squirted shot after shot of cum until all that was left was a drool oozing out the end and across Marlene's hand.
"That's my stud." Marlene whispered.
"God Mister M. That was sooo fucking cool." One of the girls standing next to me said quietly as she reached out and ran a finger across the head of my dick, making it twitch slightly.
"Enjoyed that did you?" I asked as my body struggled for breath, my hand still massaging her big tit and rock hard nipple.
"Hell yes. Never really saw one squirt like that before. Hell, I bet you shot at least five feet."
"Well, that's what happens when you're really turned on. You girls did a hell of a job teasing me. I just hope it's not the last time I get to see your gorgeous bodies."
"Oh I bet it's not." Marlene said from behind me. "But for now girls, it's time to fall it a night."
Some of the girls gave a quiet moan, but quickly lined up to give me a quick hug and kiss as they filed past to walk out of the water, picking up their towels and heading up to the camp site. Finally only Marlene and I were left in the water.
"So now what?" I asked.
"Well, the girls decided that you should be an honorary sorority girl... so to speak. So, now you are. What happens after this? Who knows. For now though I think we should go back up, don't you?"
"I suppose so." I agreed, following her up out of the water. She wrapped her towel around her petite body and handed me mine, which quickly went around my waist so I could follow her. By the time we got back into the camp site, most of the girls had some form of clothes back on, and to my surprise, my daughter was back from the showers, sitting around the fire with the other girls.
"Well, did my sisters keep you entertained while I was gone?" She asked me.
"I guess you could say that." I said, suddenly worried about just exactly what she knew. She got up and stepped over to where I was standing. "Don't worry daddy. I know all about it." She whispered as she gave me a hug. "I'm sure mom will enjoy the story!"
"Huh?" I asked, shocked at her comment.
"You think I haven't heard you and mom through the bedroom door? I know all about your little games, and the great sex you have when you tell the stories. He'll I've masturbated to them lots of times outside your room."
"Oh shit!" I muttered.
"Don't worry daddy. Mom already knows I know. I asked her to put you up to this trip."
I looked at her stunned while she stood smiling at me, and then at the faces of a number of other girls that were sitting around the fire, their faces illuminated by the flickering orange light. I was at a loss for words, and my daughter knew it. "I don't know what to say."
"Nothing to say. Just enjoy!" She said with a shrug as she turned and walked off toward her tent.
I felt Marlene reach around me and gently squeeze my dick through my towel as she whispered. "Surprise."
It certainly was that, and with another night and most of a day to go I wondered what other surprises they had in store for me.
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I tried hard to be a good patient, but it was difficult. With broken ribs and one leg almost entirely in a temporary cast after the surgery, I was barely able to move. I still didn't remember all of the accident, but I remembered enough to know that the sight of me doing a summersault over the hood of the car that pulled out in front of my motorcycle would have been worthy of a highlight reel on ESPN.
After being cooped up in the bed for three days, I was getting a bit testy. I hadn't spent that much time in one position as long as I could remember. To make it worse, being allergic to almost all the good pain medications made it even more difficult. It's not good to be puking up your guts when you have half a dozen broken ribs, and the amount of new hardware inside my leg required a significant amount of pain medication. As a result my pain meds were provided by a morphine pump that allowed me to press the button and get a metered amount of the pain killer pumped directly into my blood stream. The problem was I was deathly afraid of getting hooked on it, so I used it as little as I could stand, which didn't put me in any better of a mood.
Don't get me wrong, hospitals are a great place to go when you're sick or hurt. But they're a terrible place to try to rest. Between the pain and being awoken every two hours at night to have my blood pressure and temperature checked, I wasn't getting near enough sleep to be anything closely resembling my normal cheerful self. But I tried. I pasted on a smile, and talked nicely to the nurses, even though they knew I was in pain. Several were pretty good looking and I managed to flirt some when the morphine was working.
What I really hated was having to go to the bathroom. I was strictly forbidden from getting out of bed, unable to put any weight on one leg and unable to use crutches because of my broken ribs. Using a bed pan really didn't appeal to me. Sure, using the little bottle thing to pee in wasn't too bad, I could do that myself. But the other... well, let's say I wasn't too keen on it, even though it was getting pretty close to a critical issue tonight.
"So Mister Michaels. Are you going to let me give you a bath tonight?" The little redheaded nurse asked me as she came into the semi-private room.
"Please. Like I've said before, just Mike, ok?"
"Ok just Mike. But then you have to call me JUST Olivia." She said with a bright smile. We had bantered this way off and on every evening over the last three days, and as much pain as I was in I still couldn't help but notice how full her chest looked on her petite. "Now how about that bath."
"I'd really prefer a shower. You could hold me up in it."
"I know, but like I told you last night, with your cast, you can't take one. Besides, I'd get all wet."
"And that would be a bad thing?"
"Apparently you think it would be nice! No, I'm sorry, you'll have to put up with my sponge bath."
"Somehow, seeing you in wet scrubs, or less, would definitely be a good thing."
"How do you know? You haven't seen me in anything but scrubs. I might look ugly as sin under them."
"I'll take that chance!" I quipped with a grin.
Now I wasn't completely against a sponge bath, especially from a cutie like her, but to be honest I was a bit embarrassed about what effect just looking at her had on me, not to mention the inuendo. I really didn't want her pulling the covers back and finding me with a huge. "What I really need is a trip to the bathroom."
"You know I can't. I told you that last night."
"Tell you what. If you help me to the bathroom, I promise I won't give you any trouble about the bath."
"You're not trying to get me in trouble are you?"
"No. I'd just really like to use the bathroom like a normal person, if you know what I mean."
"Well." She said with a long pause and a thoughtful look. "Tell you what. I need to change your bed, so how about I get a wheelchair and sit you in it. If you mange to use the bathroom while I change your bed, well there isn't much I can do about that, is there?"
"No, there certainly isn't." I answered with a grin.
She disappeared and came back a few minutes later with bedding and a wheelchair. She closed the door and came over to help me out of bed. I was glad I had taken the dose of morphine, but even with that it was still terribly painful to move. She wrapped her arm around me and slid me out of bed and into the wheelchair with me supporting most of my weight with my one good leg. She wheeled me into the small bathroom, pulling my wheeled tail along with us and then helped me get onto the stool.
"Now sit right there." She said sternly as she disappeared to go change the bed. By the time she got back I had taken care of what I needed and was sitting patiently waiting. "All set?" She asked with a smile.
"I think so."
"Good!" She said as she helped me stand up. I wasn't against her long, only a few seconds, but I couldn't help but feel her soft body against mine and her soft breasts pressing into my side. Her hair also smelled like lilacs, which I found exceptionally pleasant. The morphine was definitely taking effect for me to ignore the pain and think about sex. She helped me sit in the chair and then wheeled me and my tube attached tail, back out into the room. She positioned the chair next to the bed and pulled the curtain around us. "As long as we're getting you back in the bed we might as well get rid of this right now." She said, untying the strings of my backless hospital gown.
"Um. I'm not sure..."
"Now Mike, you promised me no trouble. You aren't going back on your promise, are you?"
"No ma'am." I said quietly.
"It's Olivia to you." She reminded me with a playful grin.
"Ok Olivia." I said as she pulled the gown off, revealing my hard dick. I could see her trying not to look at it as she helped me stand up, but it was hard to ignore as it pressed into her leg as I turned to sit back on the bed. She leaned over to help me slide up, my hard dick jabbing into her stomach. "I'm really sorry." I said, my face red with embarrassment.
"Nothing to be sorry for. I've seen lots of hard dicks before."
"If you say so."
"I take it that one is for me?"
"I'm afraid so." I said sheepishly.
"I guess you'll have to have your girl friend take care of it later, then, won't you?"
"I'm afraid my current girl friend lives a bit far from here. I'll be lucky to see her this weekend."
"Oh. Well, I'm sorry." She said as she wet the cloth and began rubbing it around my chest and arms. "Let me help you sit up so I can do your back." She said quietly, pulling my arms gently toward her. I couldn't help but grimace with the pain in my side the motion caused. "Oh. I'm sorry. I really didn't mean to hurt you."
"It's ok. Just about anything I do hurts me at the moment." I said as she reached around and pulled me toward her so she could reach all the way around my back. I smelled her hair as she leaned against me and felt her warm soft arms around my body as she gently washed me.
"Ok. Back easy now." She said, easing me gently back down toward the bed. Once I was settled she moved to my legs and gently lifted each one, washing and drying her way closer to my pulsing dick, pointing in the air and bobbing with my slowly increasing heartbeat. "Seems like someone is getting a bit more excited." She whispered as she gently washed around my balls and then gently stroked my hard dick with the soapy cloth.
"ohhhhh" I groaned quietly. I wasn't sure if she was doing it on purpose or not, but she was definitely teasing the hell out of me. I really wished I could see her tits at that moment, and I must have vocalized the wish.
"No, I won't show you my tits." She whispered to me with a grin. "But thank you for thinking that they're beautiful."
"Your welcome." I answered, not sure what exactly I had said.
"There. All done." She said giving my dick a gentle squeeze before putting the soapy rag and towel on her little cart. She pulled out a new gown and laid it over me, holding her arms out so I could sit up. I used her for a support to pull against, pulling my way up her arms until I had my arms around her shoulders. I held her close to me, her soft tits pressing against my chest as she reached around to tie the gown. I felt like she was pressing her chest into me tighter than she really needed to, and enjoyed every second of it.
"There." She said, leaning forward with me while she leaned me back onto the raised bed back. Her face was inches from mine and I could smell the slight mint scent on her breath as she looked into my eyes. It only lasted a few seconds, but in many ways it felt like an hour, and by the time she pulled away, I could almost feel the heat from her body increase.
"You know, you really are a beautiful woman, even if those pink scrubs hide most of it." I said quietly.
"Thank you. You're not all that hard on the eyes either."
It had been a long time since I'd heard anyone as young as her call me not hard on the eyes. In fact, the gray was starting to creep into my hairline a lot faster than I would have preferred. I was kind of surprised that I had even made such a blatant pass at a woman that was probably twenty years or more younger than I was. "Thank you." I finally got out as she released me and stood back up, straightening her scrubs, her nipples now poking obvious tents in the pinkish material.
"I need to get back to work." She said a she pulled the covers up over my still exposed lap. I felt her reach under the blanket with one hand and gently stroke my hard dick, giving me a grin and a wink before she removed her hand and pulled the curtain aside. "See you later!" She said cheerfully before she disappeared out the door. Part of me wished she had left the curtain pulled so I could at least jack myself off, thinking about her tits.
Dinner had been the usual fare, soft foods that tasted way too bland. There wasn't much on tv either, so I finally turned it off and lay back to sleep.
"Are you asleep?" I heard Olivia whisper as she put the blood pressure cuff around my arm.
"I was." I said, squinting at the light over my bed in the dark room.
"I'm sorry. I have to do this." She said as she pulled my good arm out toward her. She trapped it between her arm and her body, pressing it against her tits, which seemed softer than they had before. She pumped the cuff and then allowed my arm to slide down to the bed until just my hand was trapped against her soft breast. She seemed to be taking her time as she bled the air from the cuff, listening with her stethoscope, which allowed me to gently play with the side of her breast with my finger. It didn't take a genius to realize that she no longer had on a bra. She smiled as she pulled the blood pressure cuff off my arm, allowing my hand to move onto the front of her breast, her hardening nipple pressing against my palm. I gave it a gentle squeeze, which made her smile as her hand slipped under the blanket and found my hardening dick. She stroked me for a few seconds before pulling her hand out. She turned away and pulled the curtain around the bed so that it blocked any view from the door if it were opened, and to my surprise, lifted the bottom of her scrubs top up, uncovering her bare tits. "Thought you might like to see what they looked like." She whispered as she hooked the material over them so they remained exposed to me.
"I did." I whispered back as I examined her melon sized breasts, each one large and round. They were firm enough that they had only some sag, and didn't lose much of their shape. The front fourth of each breast was covered with a large dark areola, each with a perfectly shaped pink nipple centered, and obviously as hard as my dick had become. She pulled the blanket back on my bed and pulled up the hospital gown so my hard dick was as exposed as her tits.
It only took her a second to lay a towel on me and then squeeze some kind of lotion on my hard dick. She grasped both hands around my dick and gently began stroking up and down my shaft, rotating her hands as she did. Her body was well within reach and I moved my hand to her bare breast and began squeezing and massaging it, allowing her nipple to protrude between my fingers so I could squeeze it as I worked her fantastic tit. I really wished I could suck on one of them, but they were too far out away for my limited range of motion.
"You like that?" She whispered as she stroked up and down my shaft, periodically sliding one hand down onto my balls and massaging them as her other hand continued stroking and twisting on my dick.
"Oh yeah." I said as my desire for her grew by the second. I'm not really sure what I was thinking at that point, but she didn't stop me when I moved my hand down from her tit, across her firm stomach, to the tops of her scrubs bottoms. I pulled the tie that held them in place and watched as they slid down, exposing her petite pair of pink bikini panties.
"Naughty boy." She whispered, without breaking her motion and making no attempt to pull her pants up or move her body away from my hand, which was now stroking the backs of my fingers across her panty covered mound. As I continued stroking, she spread her legs as far as the scrubs around her ankles would allow, and I slipped a finger between her legs, feeling the damp spot on her panties. Wanting more, I slipped a finger under the material and felt the wetness and softness of her lips. I slid my hand out and pulled on the waistband to give my fingers more room, sliding the panties down across her butt and exposing her brown curly bush. "Ohhhh nice." Olivia cooed as my finger slid between her legs again and stroked her lips, pressing between them and spreading them. I found her clit, which was hard and exposed, her body clearly as turned on as mine was.
"Oh god. You have me so close." I whispered as her hands stroked and twisted on my dick, driving me closer to the explosion that I knew was coming.
"Good." She half moaned as my fingers assaulted her clit.
My body couldn't take any more, and with a jerk, my dick squirted a shot of cum into the air. As all things that go up must, this too came down, landing in a huge glob of white on her left breast. She aimed my dick more into the air than toward her, and each shot arched up into the air, landing on the towel she had spread. As my body slowly returned to my own control, I returned to my work on her clit, knowing I was doing well by her gentle moans. My fingers stroked and rolled her clit, trying hard to drive her over the edge. Finally with a low growling groan, her body shook and trembled, her juices soaking my fingers and running down her legs as her orgasm washed over her.
"Damn that was nice." She panted as her climax passed and she had control of herself again.
"For me too. Thank you, for both." I said as she used the towel to wipe my cum from my dick and then her tits. She stepped back from the bed and pulled her panties the rest of the way down, and bowed her legs wide to wipe her juices off. The position also gave me a great view of her pussy and her whole body.
"You are an incredibly beautiful woman." I said quietly. "Your husband is a lucky man."
"He would be, if I were married." She said with a smile.
"Oh. I'm sorry. I just thought..."
"I was, but not any more. He didn't like all the time I spend away at work. Wanted me to be a home body, and well... that just wasn't me." She said as she pulled her panties up and then her bottoms. She tied them and stepped back to the bed, leaving her top still over her tits. "Just between you and me, that was really wonderful. I haven't had a man make me cum in a long time. But we probably should keep it a secret, it's kind of against the rules and all."
"Well, I promise, I won't tell."
"Thank you." She whispered as she bent over, bringing her mouth to mine. She kissed me gently at first, the kiss growing more sensuous and passionate by the moment, before she pulled away breathlessly. "I think I better go." she said, pulling her top down. "I'm off shift. I'll see you tomorrow, ok?"
"Sure thing." I answered as she covered me with the blanket and then pulled the curtain back. She turned and blew me a kiss before she pulled the door open and disappeared.
The next day the doctor came to visit me in the morning, sending me off for a permanent cast on my leg. With a little negotiating, I agreed to stay in the hospital for at least another week in exchange for him agreeing to allow me out of the bed in a wheel chair. At least now I could use the bathroom legally. But the day still was long and slow sitting with nothing to do.
"Hey stud!" Olivia called as she came in at the start of her shift wearing a multi-colored pair of scrubs.
"Hey. How's things going today?"
"Pretty good. I hear you got a real cast on today." She said as she came over to take my vitals.
"Yep. I'm actually allowed out of bed now, and look... No more tubes!" I said, holding my arms up to show that I've finally gotten off the IV's.
"Good deal. Maybe if things get slower later tonight I'll take you for a little ride."
"Sounds good to me." I replied as she finished entering the numbers on the chart. She gave me a sly little wink and then headed out the door.
I didn't see her back until well after dinner, showing up with a wheel chair. "So, How do you feel about going for a little ride?"
"Anything to get out of this room. There isn't squat on tv and I'm really tired of being stuck in this bed."
"Well, then why don't we get you out of that bed." She said as she stepped over to the edge. She tossed the covers back and helped me slide to the edge of the bed and stand on my one good leg while she moved the wheel chair around. I wrapped my arm around her for balance accidently grabbing a handful of soft breast.
"Feels like someone forgot to put something on." I said quietly.
"Really? Maybe it wasn't forgotten. But then you'll just have to wait to find out, wont you?"
"I suppose so." I answered her as she lowered me into the seat of the chair. She turned and pulled a blanket off the end of the bed and helped me lift my leg onto the elevated leg of the chair before kneeling down in front of me. She spread the blanket on my lap to cover me, sliding her hand up my thigh and grabbing my dick as she did. With a grin she stroked it a few times to start it growing and then pulled her hand out and smoothed the blanket.
"Now, how about a ride?" She asked me suggestively.
"Any time you want."
"Hmmm I'll have to remember that." She said as she moved around behind the chair and wheeled me to the open door. I had no idea where we were headed, but we went into an elevator and headed down several floors. She wheeled me to a room and propped the door open before rolling me in. She closed the door and then turned a small light on, giving the room a gentle glow. "This door I can lock." She whispered. "But you gotta promise to be quiet."
"Anything you want." I whispered back.
With a nod she pulled the blanket off my lap and set it on the small table. She went to work on the sides of the chair, and a few moments later she had the arm rests pulled off and set on the table as well. Without a word she went to work on the tie around my neck and I got the idea and leaned forward to let her undo the ties down my back as well. She pulled the gown off of me, leaving me totally naked in front of her.
"Now. You said I forgot something. I didn't. I left it off on purpose. Wanna guess what else I left off?"
"Hmmm I bet panties."
"Uh huh." She said, pulling her scrub top up and off, exposing her bare chest to me. Then she untied the string of her bottoms and let them fall to her ankles, bending over to pull them off over her sneakers. She stood up, completely naked except for her shoes. "So what do you think?" she asked turning slowly for me.



"Very beautiful. You're every bit as good looking as I thought you would be."
"I'm glad you feel that way, because I really think your pretty hot looking too, even if you are a bit older than I am."
"More than a bit." I said.
"Like I care right now?" She asked as she moved over to me and stepped across the chair. She leaned her chest down to my face, hanging her big tits in front of my face. "I got the idea you liked tits. Do you like to suck them too?"
"Very much." I answered as my hands massaged her big tits, drawing one of them toward my mouth. I drew her hard nipple into my mouth and sucked as much of her tit in as I could. I savored her taste and the texture of her nipple as I rolled it between my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
"Ohhhh you do that very well." She cooed as she leaned over farther, using the handles on the back of the chair for support.
I let one hand move from her big tit and slide down her firm stomach and between her legs, letting my finger slide between her wet lips.
"Ohhh yes. So good." She murmured quietly.
I lost track of how long I sucked her tits and stroked her pussy I was enjoying it so much. It was almost a shock when she pulled her tits from my face.
"Ill have you know I don't do this with all my patients... Just the ones that are really really special." She whispered as she reached over to the table for her scrubs top. She dug in the pocket for a moment and then drew out a small packet. It only took her a moment to rip package apart and move her hands to my rock hard dick. Part of me felt like a giddy teen again as she rolled the condom down my shaft, telegraphing exactly what she had in mind. She straightened herself back up and reached down between her legs for my dick and aimed it upward at her pussy. She sat down slowly, impaling herself on my rock hard dick. She lowered herself down until her firm ass was just touching my legs and then lifted back up again. Ever so slowly she made the trip time and again, driving both of us toward climax.
"Oh god." I grunted as my climax drew closer. "I'm going to cum."
"Good. Me too!" she panted as continued riding up and down my dick, being careful not to put too much of her weight on my body.
"Here it comes!" I groaned as my body jerked, spurting a huge gush of hot cum.
She groaned quietly as my pulsing dick pushed her over the top. She lowered herself slowly, sitting down on my dick, her whole body trembling and shaking as her own orgasm washed over.
We sat for some time, both of us panting as I gently kissed her big tits and stroked her body.
"You're an incredible lover for someone who has broken ribs and a trashed leg."
"I didn't have to do much, you did all the hard work. Thank you. I enjoyed it very much."
"You're welcome." She whispered, leaning her head down and kissing my forehead. "I don't know what it is about you, but... well, I just really like being around you."
"I like having you around me too, and not just because of the sex. I enjoy your company."
"I'm glad. But I think we better get back upstairs. I have a lot of work to do yet, including giving you a bath later."
"I'm looking forward to it." I said as she climbed off of me and then used a cloth from the sink to wipe my cum leaking from her and then cleaning my dick. She put my gown over my body and tied just the top tie before putting the blanket over my leg and lap. Only then did she dress herself, ruining the view I was very much enjoying.
The ride up to the room was much too short and I didn't really want her to leave, but after she helped me into bed she had to go finish rounds.
"So are you ready for your bath?" She asked as she came in a few hours later.
"After you help me to the bathroom I am."
"All right." She said with a grin, pulling the wheelchair around to help me out of bed. I slid out and stood on my one good foot while she helped guide me into the chair. After pushing me the few short feet to the bathroom she helped me onto the stool and turned to leave.
"You don't have to leave if you don't want to."
"You don't want privacy?"
"After what we've done? I don't feel like you're invading it just now."
"All right." She answered as she leaned against the wall. I took care of my business while we chatted about how her day was going. I slowly reached out and tugged on the string of her pants while we talked, allowing them to slide down her legs and expose her pussy to my view again.
"Like what you see?" she asked quietly.
"Uh huh. Sometime you're going to have to let me have a taste." I answered her as I gently stroked her bush and allowed my finger to tease the top of her lips.
"I suppose you're horny again?"
"Always." I admitted.
"Hmmm... Not sure what I'm going to do with you."
"I can think of a few things."
"I'm sure you can." She said with a grin, pulling her top up to show me her still free tits.
"You know, you are a very good looking woman. I could sit here and look at you all day."
"I bet you say that to all the nurses." She said with a giggle, dropping her shirt and bending over to pull up her pants. I let her fix her outfit and then she helped me stand and balanced me while I took care of the less desirable parts of life.
"OK. Now let's get you back in bed." She said as she lowered me into the chair. She moved me back to the bed and closed the curtain around us before helping me back up onto the bed. She pulled the only tie holding my gown on and pulled it off. "You know." She said as she began to wash my body with the wet cloth. "You're really pretty good looking too. I mean besides the cast on the leg and the bruises all down your side. Not that I'm glad you're hurt or anything, but I'm glad that they brought you here."
"I am too. Otherwise I never would have met such an incredible nurse."
"Is that all I am? An incredible nurse?" she asked with anger.
"Nope." I said as I reached for her top and hooked a finger into the deep V neck to pull her toward me. I kissed her lips gently, and she returned the kiss softly and sensuously. As we kissed her hand moved from my leg to my hardening dick, gently stroking it as her tongue slipped into my mouth to find mine. We kissed that way for some minutes, my hand sliding up under her top and gently teasing her nipples as she stroked my dick.
"I'm glad." She said as we broke the kiss. "Otherwise I'd never do this."
She leaned her head down to my hard dick and enveloped the head with her hot mouth, swirling her tongue around the head. I pulled on her pants to move her into reach and squeezed and stroked her butt through the scrubs. I lay my head back wishing I could get between her legs with my hand and return some of the wonderful attention she was giving my dick. As if she read my mind, her scrub bottoms slid off and my hand was free to roam her bare ass. It only took a few moments for me to find her wet pussy, which was sticking out toward me. I slipped a finger between her lips and rubbed up and down her pussy with the side of my finger, running it over her clit as I did so.
Her bobbing head increased in speed as both hands also stroked up and down my shaft in time with it. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer and groaned a warning just before my dick spurted into her mouth. I could feel her sucking and licking each jet of cum, moaning softly around my dick as I worked my finger back and forth on her clit. Almost as suddenly as my own climax had come, she too came, her whole body jerking and trembling as her juices gushed across my hand. She continued to lick and suck my dick until it had shriveled to a point that it was no longer possible and then stepped out of my reach and turned to face me.
"Thank you." She said quietly while she pulled her pants up. "I certainly wasn't expecting that."
"I wasn't expecting what you did either."
"Well, I didn't want to leave you hanging all weekend. You know I don't work tomorrow or Sunday."
"You said that. I'm going to miss you."
"Oh, I'm sure you'll find some other nurse to make a pass at." She said with a giggle, going back to washing the rest of me."
"I'm sure you'll make sure that I don't succeed if I did try. Although I'm not sure why I would."
"You would because you are a sexy flirtatious man who loves the attention of good looking women. No, feel free to flirt all you want. I'll be back on Monday." She said as she pulled a new gown on me.
"Well, I'm going to miss you just the same."
"I doubt it. Isn't your girl friend planning on being here this weekend? I would have thought she would have come a lot sooner with you in the hospital."
"I would have too, but she said she couldn't get away from work."
"Hmmm sounds kind of shaky to me. You two been dating long?"
"Only a couple months."
"I see." She said as if that explained everything.
"You don't approve?"
"Of her not being here? Yes. If she really cared I would have thought she would have been here the first day. I think you deserve someone who at least cares enough about you to be here for you when you get hurt."
"You seem to have pretty strong feelings about that." I said quietly.
She pulled the covers into place and then stood there, leaning over me her face only inches from mine. "After what we did you can ask a silly question like that? Of course I have strong feelings about it, and about you. I've learned enough about you in the last few days to know you're a good decent caring man. Maybe a bit flirtatious, but still caring. You deserve someone who is equally caring, and if she can't see her way to be here when you're in the hospital, I find it hard to believe she'll be particularly caring when you get out of here and need help recovering."
I reached up and pulled her head down, gently kissing her on the lips, which she returned passionately. "Thank you." I whispered as we broke the kiss.
"I've already said way too much. A lot more than I have a right to. I better to go. Be good, ok?" she said as she pulled away and pushed the curtain quickly back. She walked quickly away and disappeared out the door without a word, leaving me wondering what I had done or said wrong.
It was nearly noon the following day when my girlfriend Ginny showed up. After a somewhat guarded hug and kiss, she asked me how I was doing and how it all happened. After an explanation of what I remembered of the accident she asked if I was going to get rid of the bike and grow up now?
"What do you mean? I'll get another bike when I get out of here and heal up. I love riding too much to quit because of an accident that wasn't even my fault."
"You mean you're still going to play with these kids toys? Aren't you getting a bit old for these kinds of things?"
"What? Am I a crippled up old man now? Hell, I'm not even fifty yet and you want to put me in a walker?"
"I just think that you should leave these kind of things to the kids. They're just too dangerous for you to be riding."
"Sweetheart, I'm not quiting riding. Period."
"Your final word?"
"Yep."
"Ok. Well, call me when you grow up then." She said as she turned and walked out of the room.
To say the least I was shocked. I expected some trouble from her on the bike, since she didn't really like me riding it anyway, but this? Maybe Olivia was right. Maybe Ginny wasn't really right for me. Looked like I wasn't going to get the chance to find out either. I spent a long time thinking about what had happened, and decided that she came in prepared to end it when she got here. All she wanted was to make it my fault, which I did by refusing to give up the bike. Oh well, better to learn it now than later. I wondered if internet dating was really all it was cracked up to be.
"Well she didn't stay long." A middle aged nurse said as she walked in.
"No not too long I'm afraid." I answered as she got out her blood pressure cuff.
"Time for all those nasty readings." She said, sticking the thermometer in my ear for a moment. "I take it things didn't go well?"
"Not too well. Seems to think I shouldn't be riding a motor cycle at my age."
"Well, in my experience, you're only as old as you feel. If you feel young enough to ride, then you should ride if you want. I never let the calendar make my decisions for me."
"Probably good advice."
"As long as I'm giving free advice? You're probably better off without someone who doesn't see you the same way you see yourself. I'd be willing to bet that there is at least one woman in your life that sees you as young and vibrant. Being with a woman like that will make you live a lot longer than one who thinks your old and broken down."
"You're probably right. I should find that woman." I said.
She stopped and looked at me for several seconds. "For a minute I thought you were serious. I was going to ask what kind of moron you are not to see what's been happening around you. I'm glad to see you were joking. Keeps me from having to slap you around some." She finished with a smile.
"Yeah. I know. Olivia seems to be quite taken with me. I guess she's just a really friendly woman."
"Actually, she came from the burn ward before this. She has refused to get the slightest bit friendly with any of the patients. Whatever you said or did, keep it up. She has been happier and more bubbly than I can remember seeing her since she started down here a year ago."
"Well, I'm glad that I was able to make her a bit happier."
"You do have a thing for understatement, don't you? I'll be back later to check on you and do your vitals again."
"Ok. Thanks." I answered her as she headed out the door.
True to her word, my weekend nurse showed up just before dinner to do my vitals again. We chatted amiably while she did her thing, the whole time she had a funny little smile on her face. She helped me out of the bed to go use the bathroom, and I could hear her rummaging around the room straightening things while I was in the bathroom. After getting me settled once more, she disappeared.
TV was once again boring. There was a so-so movie on one of the channels that I watched, realizing that the normal two hours had long since passed and my nurse had not come back. Oh well. I wasn't going to complain.
"Knock knock." I heard Olivia's voice say from the doorway. What slipped into the semi-dark room was far from what I was used to seeing. Olivia had her dark brown hair, which was usually up in a bun, hanging down over right shoulder. She had on a very short dress that had only a left sleeve, the neckline cutting across her ample chest leaving the right shoulder, bare, along with a good amount of the top of her left breast exposed, and even more of her right breast. The pale purple and white dress formed to her body, outlining her breasts sexily before rolling under and fitting to her slim body. The dress made a gentle curve out over her hips and fit snugly to her thighs, where it stopped a third of the way down to her knees. Where the dress stopped, I could just make out the top band of a pair of white thigh high stockings which encased her slim legs all the way down to her four inch heels. Her face was equally stunning, looking like she was getting ready to go out for a night on the town instead of being at the hospital.
"Damn, you look really good!" I said appreciatively.
"What this old thing? I just tossed it on before I came over to see you."
"Right." I said rolling my eyes as she came over with a shopping bag full of stuff. "Just the same, you look stunning. You going out on a date?"
"Only if you're planning on taking me someplace." She said with a grin. The smile slowly faded from her face. "I heard about what happened earlier today. I'm sorry."
"Thank you, but I think it was for the best. Besides, I can't have two best girls, can I?"
"I think not." She said, the smile returning to not just her face, but her eyes as well. "I got you some things." She said as she opened the bag. She pulled out a pair of PJ shorts and top that appeared to be a nice satiny material. "I thought you might be getting tired of hospital gowns. Also, you really need a shave."
"I guess I do." I said, scratching the whiskers that had sprouted over the last week.
"Would you let me shave you?" she asked timidly.
"I suppose if you want to."
"Good." She said brightly, stepping over to me. "First we need to get rid of this." She reached around me and untied the top string and then le t me lean forward to undo the rest of the strings. "You aren't going to need this anyway." She said, pulling it off and tossing it on the end of the bed. She wheeled the bed table over and began pulling items from the bag. I immediately recognized my shaving mug and razor. "I hope you don't mind, I went to your place and got a few things for you."
"I guess I don't mind, I just don't know how you did it."
"My secret." She whispered before disappearing into the bathroom to get a basin of water. She came back a few moments late and placed the small plastic basin on the table and rolled it next to the bed. "Now, let's get this out of the way." She said, as she tossed the covers back. Her next moves surprised the hell out of me. She hoisted one knee onto the bed and reached across, using the bed rail on the other side to pull herself up. She quickly straddled me, her short form fitting skirt sliding up her thighs. She pulled the skirt until it was bunched up around her waist, her bare pussy pressing wetly against my already hard dick. "Now just sit and be quiet. We wouldn't want to cut you by accident!" She said as she pulled the table over and began swirling the brush in the soap mug.
She grinned broadly as my fingers teased her breasts, slowly pulling the right side of her dress down to expose her tit. "You going to be a naughty boy?" She teased quietly.
"Probably," I answered honestly.
"Well, just don't do anything that would make me cut you, ok?"
"Ok." I answered as she began to spread the soap around my face.
She was good with the razor, gently stroking the whiskers from my face and rinsing the razor in the tub of water. She made sure she had gotten rid of all my whiskers before wiping my face with the towel. "So how was that?"
"Pretty good." I answered, rubbing a hand across my face. "You're pretty good with a razor."
"Have to be."
"Why's that?" I asked as she reached behind her with the towel she used on my face.
"So I can do this." She practically whispered. She reached for the soap brush and leaned back on one hand and lifted her pussy from where it was resting on my dick. She quickly swirled the soapy brush around her mound and between her legs, covering her whole pussy in white lather. She reached out and put the brush down and then pulled out a second razor. She sat back between my legs and lifted her own into the air, spreading them in a wide V. I watched partly out of lust and partly out of fascination as she quickly stroked every bit of hair from her mound and around her lips, gently pushing and pulling her flowery lips out of the way as she shaved around them.
"God this always makes me so fucking horny." She said quietly as she put the razor down and patted some water on her pussy to wash off the last of the soap. She used a corner of the towel she was sitting onto dry herself and then straightened herself up, pulling on the bed railing for leverage. She reached for the bed remote and slowly motored the upper portion of the bed down until it was almost flat. Walking up my body with her knees she worked herself until her freshly shaved pussy was hovering over my face. "Seems to me you wanted to taste this." She cooed.
"Oh yes." I said, wrapping my arms around her thighs and pulling her down until I could reach her pussy with my mouth. I gently stroked my tongue up between her lips, tasting a mix of soap and her tangy moisture. With each lick up between her lips and across her clit, the soapy taste was disappearing, replaced by the sweetness of her arousal. "Oh god that feels so fucking good." She whispered as I continued stroking between her lips time and again. Her pussy was sopping wet, and I could tell she was getting close to her climax by how her body was trembling and twitching. I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked my tongue across it as quickly as I could. "UH GOD!" she grunted as her whole body shook and trembled, her juices flooding over my face. I held her as best as I could, her bucking body grinding into my face.



"Oh shit." She panted as her orgasm passed, and she lifted herself enough so I could breath again. "That was absolutely fantastic!"
"That it was." I agreed.
"Now it's my turn." She said, as she started working her body down mine, dragging her wet pussy down my chest and stomach until she could lean forward and press her pussy lips against my hard dick. She rocked and wiggled her hips until she felt my engorged head press into the opening of her tunnel, and then with a long gentle moan, pressed herself slowly down my shaft.
"Are you sure you don't want to use something." I asked as she pushed herself upright, my dick now deeply embedded in her hot tunnel.
"Oh yeah. Very sure!" she said as she grasped the wadded up skirt and pulled it up over her head, tossing the dress behind her. "I want to feel you fill me up. I want to feel your cum surging deep into my pussy." She said as she reached past my head for the remote and motored the top of the bed upwards. She stopped when I was about half way sat up and then used the bed behind my head to support her arms. She gently began riding up and down my shaft, using her knees to lever herself up, stopping each stroke when just my head was still inside her. Each stroke down accompanied, her arching her back, which put pressure on different parts of my dick, and also brought her fantastic tits within reach of my eager mouth.
For each of us, each stroked seemed to be a new experience in sensations as her motions provided a wide variety of pressures and my mouth sucked on her passing nipples.
"God you are going to make me cum again." She mumbled as she slowly rode my shaft. "How long can you take this before you explode? God you feel so fucking big inside me!"
"Not much longer." I groaned, trying to hold off as long as I could, not wanting any of it to end.
"OH baby!" she squeaked as her body started to tremble. She suddenly began bouncing quickly up and down my dick, her actions making the whole bed shake as her ass landed time after time on my thighs.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body went into sensation overload, gushing a huge squirt of cum deep into her pussy. She slammed down on me, driving my spurting dick fully into her as she finally let her own orgasm take over, her whole body shaking and trembling as she made a long deep groan of pleasure. After several long seconds she leaned herself down toward me, gently resting her tits against my chest while using her elbows to hold her weight off my broken ribs. Her mouth gently covered mine and we alternated between panting for breath and kissing each other with deep passionate kisses.
"You know." She said between breaths. "I could get used to this."
"So could I." I agreed as I gently stroked her back and bare ass.
"I wish I could sleep all night with you." She said, resting her forehead against mine.
"Why not?"
"I might hurt you by accident."
I reached for the remote and lowered the bed down until it was almost flat and then gently pushed her until she slid off of me, her head on my good shoulder and my arm around her. I reached for the string on the light over my bed and clicked it off, letting the darkness overtake us except for the small nightlight that kept a gentle subtle glow in the room.
"Trust me, even if you did hurt me by accident, it would be well worth it to sleep with you like this."
"I think I'm falling in love with you." She said quietly after a several long seconds in the darkness. "That doesn't scare you, does it?"
"No. Mostly because even though I'm not sure exactly what's going on inside, I do know I have some pretty strong feelings for you right now too. I think I'd like to see where they go. How about you?"
"I can't think of anything I'd like better." She whispered before drawing my head toward her with her hand and kissing me gently on the lips. "Nothing better." She whispered.
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My wife and I have been married for a bit over ten years. We've always had a good relationship, but both of us have felt like the sex life had gotten a bit routine. Maybe that's partly having to raise kids, maybe it's because both of us work, who knows. All I know is both of us have felt like things had gotten too routine, and both of us wanted to find a way to fix it. We spent one night without the kids, just talking about fantasies, and exploring what each other thought was provocative or interesting, from the relatively benign, like clothing, to the extremes.
We had started some role playing and such, but were just really starting to touch into the fantasy world, when one night I came home to what appeared to be an empty house, except for my wife, who was stretched out naked on the kitchen table, surrounded by small dishes of foods. We spent an enjoyable and sexy night eating the various dishes, some of them off her hot body, others that I fed to her. Of course there was plenty of really good sex to go along with it. But since that incident a couple months ago, she hadn't really done anything and I wondered if she were having second thoughts about it all.
Now, my wife is a real reader, and I suspected she had every book on how to spice up your relationship that the self help aisle had in it. I doubted that there was a page that was left unread. When I walked in from work the one thing that stood out was the complete lack of the books laying around the house. Usually there were piles of books sitting around everywhere. Not just her self help books, but books of all kinds. Every pile of books, which other than kids toys, were the only real clutter around otherwise clean house, were put up in a book case in the livingroom. That in itself was a bit odd. What was even more odd was the clothing bag hanging in the hallway that contained what appeared to be a roman soldiers costume.
I was greeted not by her normal quick peck, but a hot wet kiss that I learned a long time ago meant "I'm horny as hell!" I didn't even have time to ask what was up before she announced that we were going to a party, a Halloween party of all things. I asked about the kids, and she told me that after trick or treat she would take them to her mothers, and right after that we would go to the party, so we might as well wear our costumes for trick or treat.
After a quick dinner, we got the kids ready and then went into our room to dress. She insisted that I wear the outfit without underwear, which made me feel a bit uncomfortable, but one look at her outfit and I quickly agreed. Her outfit, which was a female Zorro getup, was made up of knee high black boots and a pair of skin tight pants that made her ass and legs look spectacular. Her top was an even bigger surprise. I really couldn't believe she was planning on going out dressed the way she was. The top was incredibly tight over her breasts, which since she got pregnant were now a nice full thirty eight D. In addition to tight, the thin , low cut, bare midriff top made her lack of bra obvious and her hard nipples stood prominently out inside the thin material. I doubted anyone would be watching the kids when she went to the door. She spun around and showed me that the back was almost non-existent, with the shirt scooping down in the back until it was only a strap a few inches wide holding the stretchy, skin tight material to her breasts. She finished off the outfit with a black sash type mask and a large hat with a flat round brim.
"DAMN!" I said quietly as she turned for me and then strode over to me, sliding a hand up my leg and under my skirt to my quickly hardening dick. "You really going out in that?"
"You like?"
"Hell yes!" I answered enthusiastically.
"Good. I hoped you would." She said as she stroked my dick slowly. "I want you really horny for later. I have big plans for this."
"We don't really have to go to the party. We could just stay here."
"uh uh uh. You're just being a bad boy now. No, the party is definitely on."
"Ok." I said raising my eyebrows. She hadn't ever gone out in public in anything even remotely this revealing, so I was willing to go along with just about anything she wanted to do."
"I think I'll take the kids. Why don't you man the door and hand out the candy?" she said as I stroked the smooth material stretched over her tits. If you couldn't tell I'm really a tit man at heart.
"Sure if you want." I said, somewhat disappointed that I wasn't going to get to parade around town and maybe grab a bit of ass or more in the dark.
"I know what you're thinking, and don't even think about it." She said with a grin, letting go of my hard dick and heading for the bedroom door.
I really didn't have any more chances to try to feel her up before the doorbell started going off. She slipped out with the kids, blowing me a kiss before disappearing into the dark while I handed out little candy bars to the kids.
It was almost an hour into the trick or treat time and the partly cloudy sky was just beginning to glow from the rising nearly full moon. I had been handing out candy pretty regularly and was not the least surprised when the bell rang yet again. I opened the door and leaned down to give out the candy and froze in mid motion. Standing on the doorstep was a woman in a nearly identical zorro outfit. After a very long double take, I handed out the candy, doing my best to not take my eyes off the raven haired beauty standing in the pool of light in front of me.
She was a bit shorter than my wife, and her skin color and features were definitely south of the border, probably really Mexican or south American. Her shoulder length black hair flowed over her shoulders, which were barely covered by the skin tight bare midriff top. Her simply fantastic tits were even larger than my wife's, each the size of a good melon, and as I stood and stared, I could see her nipples harden slightly, each easily the size of a nickel in width.
"Gracias Senior." She said with a smile as she ushered her two kids off the porch. She looked back and winked at me as she walked down the walk, leaving me staring at her retreating back and swaying hips. If I didn't know better I'd say she were making them swing even more just for me.
I finally stepped back and closed the door, only then realizing that my hardening dick had tented out my "uniform" until it was obvious even to me that she had to have seen it. I shook my head and tried to put her out of my mind, but each time the bell rang her hot body flooded my mind.
Finally the bewitching hour ended, and according to the rules we were to put off the lights and stop handing out candy. There were a few kids who came to the darkened door. The first few I gave candy to, and then started to ignore the bell. My wife called my cell and said she would be walking the kids to her mothers and then be home. I settled in to wait, thinking of partly her and partly the raven haired Mexican that had shown up. Wearing only the skirt type uniform I soon found myself unconsciously stroking my hard dick as I thought about the two of them.
The doorbell rang once again, and I sat and ignored it. Three more times it rang, each time with apparent growing urgency. Finally in frustration I got up and walked to the door, opening it expecting a bunch of kids. I froze in my tracks for the second time that night surprised at seeing the female zorro again. She stood on the step, illuminated only by the light flooding from the doorway, alone.
"Please would you help me?" she asked with a distinctly Spanish accent.
"If I can, what's wrong?"
"My car will not go, and I need to call?" she said animatedly.
"Um sure. Come in." I said stepping back and holding the door open. I led her to the phone in the kitchen. She dialed a number and talked in rapid fire Spanish to the person on the other end
"Where is theees?" she asked, holding the phone to her chest to cover it. I gave her the address and she rattled it off to whoever was on the other end, partly in english and partly in Spanish. She listened for a few more moments and then replied what I presumed meant goodbye before hanging up.
"Help will come soon." She said with a smile. "I go wait outside."
"In the dark? No no. I think you should wait inside until help gets here."
"It ees ok with you wife?" she asked pointedly.
"Sure, no problem. She'd probably kill me if I put you out in the dark anyway." I told her with a chuckle. "Come on, we can watch some TV or something."
I led her back to the living room and plopped on one end of the sofa facing the big screen tv and turned it on while she sat down gingerly on the other end of the sofa. I found a good sci-fi movie and sat back to wait.
We sat for some time before she took her hat off and set it on the arm of the sofa, shaking her head to fluff her hair and then pulled the black mask off of her face. I looked over and was stunned by how beautiful her face was, but what was most noticeable were her deep emerald green eyes. I couldn't tell if there was any makeup or not on them, but I couldn't take my eyes from them. I stared at her as if I hadn't ever seen a woman before, and she looked back almost coyly.
"You look at me a very long time." She said quietly.
"Um sorry. I guess, well, you have such beautiful eyes."
"You like them? Some men say I have bedroom eyes. Do you think I have these bedroom eyes?"
"I would have to say you definitely have bedroom eyes."
"Tell me, what does it meeeen, bedroom eyes?"
"Well, it means, um. It means that they say you want to..." I said stopping mid sentence.
"It meeens I want to what? Take you and make mad sex with you?" she asked with a giggle.
I nodded sheepishly.
She turned on the sofa and lifted her legs and rested her booted feet on my lap. "Most men think my breasts are my best part. What do you theenk?" she asked gently stroking a finger across the front of one of her breasts, letting it bump across one of her hardening nipples before she stared drawing slow circles around it with her finger.
"Um, I think... I mean... Yes you have beautiful breasts." I answered, feeling a bit embarrassed and guilty at the same time. I was terribly attracted to this woman, but at the same time, I was very afraid of what Tina would say or think when she came back from her mom's.
"You think they look nice? I think they are maybe too big?" she asked as she reached for the bottom of her top and slowly pulled it out and up, letting the stretchy material bunch up over the top of her large firm breasts. They were even more fantastic looking naked than they were covered. Each breast was easily the size of most of a cantaloupe, equally firm and round as well. Her nipples were nickel sized, sticking out a good half inch, and each one was perfectly centered in the middle of a darker areola that was several times the size of the nipple. She slowly stroked her fingers across both her breasts, teasing her nipples even harder while she smiled and looked at me. "I theenk you like how they look." She said pressing her boot against the tent my dick was making in the skirt thing I was wearing.
"Um... yeah." I answered dumbly, staring at her nipples growing fatter and harder, just dying to suck on them.
She moved her hands behind her and pushed herself across the sofa, letting her legs hang over mine until she was sitting almost on my lap. She reached for my head and wrapped one hand around behind it and gently pulled it toward her tit. I let her pull me down until I could suck her luscious nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around it while she pulled us down slowly. I ended up lying on the sofa next to her, sucking eagerly from tit to tit with abandon while she moaned and stroked my hard dick with her hand. As suddenly as it started, she stopped it, pushing me away from her and standing up in front of the sofa.
She stood there with a devilish smile on her face, looking down at me for several seconds before she reached up and slowly pulled the shirt up over her head, tossing it aside. With her now naked above the waist she stepped one foot up on the sofa in front of me and slowly slid the zipper of her boot down her leg, slowly pulling the boot off and letting it drop from her hand. She repeated the process on the other foot, leaving her standing in nothing but the tight black pants. She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her pants, and slowly pulled them down, revealing more and more of her perfect body with each passing second. I watched in fascination and lust as her bare mound slowly came into view, followed by her meaty pussy lips. She spun on one foot and bent over, sticking her ass out toward me as she slowly pushed the tight pants down her legs. She stepped slowly out of them, letting each foot settle on the ground farther out from her body. She bent over farther, reaching between her legs and gently stroking her fingers between her lips, drawing her wetness out with her soft flowery inner lips.
"Tell me. Would you like to taste me? Make love to me? Steeek your hard fat dick into my hot wet pussy?" she asked seductively.
"God yes." I mumbled as she turned to face me, moving one hand to her tits and gently stroking them while her other hand stroked her pussy lips.
"Then maybe you should undress me too." I heard my Tina whisper from behind me.
Shocked I turned on the sofa, my heart in my throat as I realized I was just telling a strange naked woman I wanted to fuck her, and I did it in front of my wife.
"Relax lover. This was my idea. Tonight you get to experience one of your fantasies and help with one of mine at the same time." She said as she reached for the buckle holding the top of my outfit. She undid the clasp on my right shoulder and pushed the material off my left shoulder. Zorroette reached a hand out and took one of mine, slowly pulling to get me to stand up. Tina stepped around the sofa, while Zorroette pushed the material of my costume down over my waist and let it slide to the floor. "This is Maria. She has agreed to help us both out tonight."
Maria stepped close to me and gently kissed me on the lips while she pulled Tina closer to the two of us. She broke the kiss from my lips and turned her face to Tina, pressing her wet lips against Tina's. As she kissed my wife, she moved my hands to Tina's top, pressing my palms into her hard nipples poking through the material. While the two women kissed sensuously I pushed Tina's shirt up over her tits and leaned down, sucking one of her hard nipples into my mouth. I continued to suck on her tit while Maria broke her kiss and knelt down in front of her. I watched Maria work while I licked and sucked first one nipple and then the other. She pulled Tina's knee high boots off and then moved her hands to her legs. She gently pushed me away from my wife, pushing me toward the sofa, clearly wanting me to watch for the moment.
Maria stood up and ran her hands up my wife's sides, letting her fingers tangle into the shirt and pushing it up until my wife lifted her arms and let her pull it all the way off. Maria stepped against my wife's body, bringing her hands down behind her back and pulling them together. I watched as she gently moved her body back and forth, rubbing her hard nipples back and forth across my wife's bare tits, making their nipples bump across each other. I heard my wife moan gently as she bit her lower lip, clearly enjoying the sensation. While she stroked their nipples together, Maria lowered her hands to my wife's waist and untied the strings on each hip. I watched, filled with lust, as Maria slowly sank to her knees, her tits rubbing down my wife's body, pushing her tight pants down over her hips as she went.
I watched my wife's creamy skin appear inch by inch, a stark contrast to Maria's darker skin and the black of her pants. Maria sank slowly to her knees, pulling the pants down ever farther, uncovering my wife's neatly trimmed brown bush and then her clearly wet pussy. Maria helped my wife step from her pants and then gently pushed her back until she had nowhere to go but sit on the sofa next to me.
Maria smiled at the two of us as she sank down between my wife's legs. She lowered her face to my wife's curly brown bush and kissed her way across her mound and down her right thigh. I watched as she kissed and licked across to her other thigh, each spot along the way getting a gently wet kiss and soft lick with the tip of her tongue. Only after she had worked my wife to the point where she could hardly sit still, Maria let her tongue slip between my wife's wet pussy lips. She pressed deeply between them and licked up until her tongue found my wife's hard exposed clit and flicked across it, bringing a sharp squeal of surprise and pleasure from her lips.
I watched Maria slowly work my wife's pussy, getting hornier and hornier with each passing second. Finally unable to stay out of it any longer, I stepped behind Maria and knelt down, reaching out and gently stroking her pussy.
"Oh yes. Fuck me!" Maria demanded as she pulled her face from between my wife's legs briefly. She didn't have to tell me twice, and I quickly moved myself behind her and rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet pussy, spreading her juices across my head. I heard Maria moan as I slowly pushed my dick into her, my fat head expanding her wet tunnel as I eased into her. I continued to push until my hips were touching her firm round ass, and then slowly stroked back out, stopping with just my head inside her. I pressed quickly in, slapping my hips into her ass and bouncing her whole body.
Maria moaned into my wife's pussy, and my wife moaned and thrashed on the sofa as I stroked into Maria with abandon. I really didn't want this to end, but I also was too turned on to stop myself. With a jerk and a loud groan I started squirting my cum deep into Maria, my dick pulsing with each new shot of cum.
Maria trembled and squealed as her orgasm washed over her, triggered by my shots of cum deep in her pussy. Her whole body twitched with each shot of cum that pumped into her, her orgasm slowly passing with mine. She quickly went back to licking my wife's pussy, driving her tongue deep into her pussy and flicking her clit with the tip of her tongue. My dick slipped from Maria's pussy and I moved to the sofa, quickly sucking one of my wife's tits, something that I knew she loved to have done.
Her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks, her whole body shaking and jerking as Maria assaulted her pussy and I worked her nipple, sucking it deep and flicking it with my tongue. She cried and thrashed in a stronger orgasm that I recalled her ever having before, her whole body showing the effects for nearly a full minute before she finally slumped down in exhaustion.
Maria slowly crawled up her body, kissing her way up and dragging her big tits until she placed her lips over my wife's panting lips, sharing her own pussy juices with her as they kissed. Maria embraced her for several minutes before she shifted her kisses to me, pulling me closer to the two of them and using one of her hands to draw one of mine to one of her firm breasts. Once I was engaged in squeezing her breast and teasing her nipple, she moved her hand to my wife's, drawing it toward her pussy. I felt and heard her moan into my mouth as my wife slipped a finger between her lips and stroked it slowly up her slit and across her clit.
"Let's go the bedroom." My wife said after several minutes of this attention to Maria's body.
"Yes." Maria said quietly, pushing herself away from the two of us and holding her hands out for us. We each took a hand and allowed her to pull us up, and then led her to our bedroom and king sized bed. Maria crawled onto the bed while my wife switched the main light off, leaving on only a small dressing table light bathing the bed in a soft glow.



Maria pulled me toward her, encouraging me to lay next to her while she reached out and guided my wife to lay in front of her, gently coaxing her head between Maria's spread legs.
My dick grew harder by the second as I watched my wife lick and suck Maria's pussy, her tongue slipping between her lips time and again.
"Fuck her hot pussy now!" Maria demanded in a whisper.
I crawled behind my wife and lay on top of her back, gently pressing my dick between her legs. She lifted herself enough to allow me to engage into her and then lay flat down again while I slowly started stroking in and out of her wet pussy.
"OH yes! Fuck her hot pusseeee!" Maria cooed as she pulled her own nipples in time with my wife's licking tongue. I continued to stroke into her pussy, slowly pushing her toward her inevitable climax as the minutes passed.
"OH FUCK!" my wife screamed into Maria's pussy when her body finally decided it couldn't hold out any longer. Her whole body bucked time and again as she groaned into Maria her body eventually reduced to trembling as she struggled to catch her breath and continue licking Maria's pussy.
"Stop!" Maria said gently, pushing me back off my wife. "Come lay here." She said patting the bed next to her. I crawled up the bed, and lay on my back, my hard dick sticking in the air, glistening with my wife's cum.
She coaxed my wife out from between her legs and then crawled on the other side of me. She lay with her head near my hip and then reached out for my dick. I watched it disappear into her mouth inch by inch until her nose was touching my body, and then pulled back until I slipped from her mouth. She aimed it at my wife's mouth, and then whispered that it was her turn.
I watched my wife take as much of me into her mouth as she could, and then saw Maria lean over and whisper to her, gently pressing her head down on me. She gagged slightly as she slipped me deeper into her mouth and throat than she had before. I groaned in appreciation as she pulled back up, my saliva coated dick slipping into Maria's mouth again. Maria bobbed her head up and down my shaft several times before releasing my dick for my wife, who tried to repeat Maria's example.
Maria moved closer to me pressing her tits against my leg as she returned my dick to her mouth, her ministrations pushing me closer to cuming.
"Oh god. I'm going to cum!" I warned my wife as she bobbed up and down my shaft, alternately pushing me into her throat and licking up and down my shaft. She gagged as my first shot of cum shot into her throat, and was forced to pull off, my body jerking and shooting squirt after squirt into the air.
Maria giggled and began licking my cum from my thighs and belly while my wife licked what was still drooling down my dick.
Finally declaring me clean, Maria slid up my body, snuggling against my body with her large firm tits, laying her head on my chest. Following her lead, my wife moved up on my other side, sighing contentedly as she lay her head on my chest, kissing Maria's lips softly. The two kissed wetly for some minutes before settling back, the three of us falling asleep in a tangle of sated naked bodies.
The morning sun was shining into the room, and my eyes, dragging me from the deep sleep I was enjoying. I looked around, my mind quickly recalling the previous nights activities. I was a bit surprised to find myself alone in our bed, and climbed out, slipping on a robe and padding barefoot out to the kitchen where I heard my wife rattling dishes.
"Hey lover." I whispered as I stepped up behind her, wrapping my arms around her.
"Hey yourself." She said, irritation clear in her voice.
"What's the matter?"
"You." She said simply.
I was really lost. "Is Maria gone?"
My wife stopped what she was doing and turned around to face me, pushing me back away from her. "Maria who?" she asked sharply.
"Your friend, Maria, who came over last night?"
"I didn't have any friend come over last night. I came home from my mothers and you were laying on the bed naked, sound asleep!" she said coldly.
I looked at her stunned. I couldn't possibly have imagined the whole thing. "You didn't come home and have sex with me?" I asked guardedly.
"Hell no! I planned to, but I came home and couldn't wake you at all. You just lay there looking like you'd already been fucked silly and wouldn't answer me."
"I'm confused. I clearly remember undressing you and having sex with you, several times." I said, really not understating if she was pulling my leg, or what had happened.
"Nope. Not a bit." She said with a curious look. "You remember having sex and I don't remember having sex. One of us must have been dreaming. And who's this Maria?"
"Some friend of yours that you had come over to join us." I said quietly. I watched you two eat each other out."
"I bet you fucked us both two?" she said with a hint of anger, but her nipples clearly hardening under her robe. "I'll admit I always wanted to try something like that, but I don't know any Maria."
"I'm really confused." I said shaking my head and turning to walk away. "I know I didn't dream it."
"I think you did." She said, following me into the livingroom.
I plopped on the sofa, trying to understand what happened. I looked over and saw a slip of black cloth, and pulled it from where it had slipped down next to the sofa cushion and held it up. It was a black zorro mask, similar to the one my wife had worn. "What's this then?"
"My mask." She said.
"Uh uh. Yours is on the table." I said pointing to the coffee table where her round hat lay, her mask sticking partly out from under it.
"Then who does that belong to?" She asked, looking at me while I looked back, my mind swirling with questions I had no answers for.
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When you're in your twenties and in college, the field of eligible women seems endless. If you want short flings, no sweat. If you want long term, easy to find. Once you graduate and go out in the world, well, all that changes. Hopefully by that time you found your true love and married her. Which is what I did, marrying my high school and college sweetheart before leaving college. If only that meant long term happiness.
Now at thirty and working in industry, and unfortunately, alone, I'm learning just how thin the field of good looking women that want a relationship is. Don't get me wrong, like any guy, I've played the field and the bar scene, but after while it gets pretty old waking up to a different face every few days or weeks. No, a woman that wants a relationship is the ticket to long term happiness, and oh yes... regular sex that doesn't leave you worrying if you caught something.
To that end I was always on the lookout for someone interesting that might be interested in something more than a one night fling. If she looked good, well, even better. I tended to be a bit of a flirt anyway, so when I met women I flirted, and if I got any kind of positive response, I tended to come back again.
Nancy was a relatively new secretary, only having been here a bit less than a year, and very good looking. I flirted with her almost daily and she tended to flirt back. She generally wore tight outfits and low cut tops that accentuated her quite large round breasts. I hadn't ever seen them, but I was reasonably sure they were rarely contained by a bra. Based on what her shirts had revealed, her breasts were the size and shape of a cantaloupe halves. I'd made enough comments and had enough comments back that I was pretty sure they were real.
You always had to be careful in a business that you didn't get nailed for sexual harassment, so I tiptoed as much as I could, trying to imply I'd like to date her or do things with her, without coming right out and asking her to go out with me. That, I felt, could cause real problems. Instead I made my comments general, like "I'm going camping this weekend and the weather and water are so nice that it'd be perfect for a moonlight swim. All I need to do is find someone who would like to go for one, swimsuits optional of course." I figured that all she had to do was say, gee, I'd go, and I'd be ok. If someone overheard and complained I could simply say I was talking about my plans for the weekend and it was part of a personal conversation. It'd at least keep me from losing my job.
After a year of gentle two way teasing and innuendo, I was pretty sure she wasn't ever going to go out with me, so I had resigned myself to never getting more than some teases from her. One day late in October I was picking up my mail in the main office, like I did every day, and made my usual stop to flirt.
"How's it going today? Anything new or interesting?" I asked her with a smile as I leaned against one of the walls of Nancy's cubical.
"I guess that depends on how far you look." Nancy responded with a devilish grin.
I wasn't at all sure what she meant, and stood looking at her while I tried to figure it out. She got up and turned around, bending over at the waist toward her purse, which was sitting on the floor against the back wall of the cubicle. Her slacks were definitely tight, like normal, and she stayed bent over more than long enough for me to examine her tight ass and notice the definite lack of any panty lines. As she dug into her purse she bent even farther, the thin material of her pants pulled tight across her meaty outer lips. I was definitely sure that she was missing more than a bra from her underwear selection today. Having decided she showed off her outlines long enough she stood up, fixed her top where it had slipped a bit, and sat down with the pack of gum from her purse.
"Looked like you might have been missing something." I said so quietly it was almost a whisper.
"Well, if you find it, save it for me and you can give it back later."
"Ok. Any idea where to look?" I asked, really confused at that point.
"Hmmmm Hard to say. But I'm sure you have the matter well in hand." She said, turning back to her work and pretending to ignore me. I got the message that the flirt was over for now and bid her a goodbye before heading back to my office.
I plopped into my office chair and wondered just what the hell she meant. I shook my head to myself and went to work on my pile of mail. Most of the professional magazines I got received a quick thumb through and headed into the circular file, leaving only the envelopes to deal with. One in particular caught my attention. It was an interdepartmental envelope, sealed with tape, but with no return address. I slipped my thumb under the flap of the squishy envelope and ripped the tape, pulling the flap open. To my surprise, a wad of red cloth slipped out of the envelope onto my desk. You could have knocked me over with a feather when I realized what the material was. Picking it up I stretched them out to look and found myself holding a bright red pair of size three bikini panties that said "horney as the devil" on the front, with a picture of a little devil and pitchfork just above the crotch.
"Damn!" I said to myself. There wasn't much doubt about who's they were, and a quick sniff, yes I couldn't resist, confirmed they had been recently worn. I dug into the envelope and saw a small note that said only "4:30 - 210". I turned the note over and over, looking for more clues, but without luck. Obviously four thirty was a time, but it took me at least thirty seconds to realize that 210 was a room on the second floor of the building. I didn't get up there very often, the area over the office space was mostly for file storage and such. I was reasonably sure there was a room 210 up there. All I had to do was wait a couple hours and see what she had in mind.
Time never moved so slowly. I had lots of work to do, but couldn't concentrate on any of it as I watched the hands of the clock on my computer slowly march around the white face. Finally, unable to wait any longer, I stuffed the panties into my pocket and headed out the office door. Most of the engineering staff had taken off, and I was pretty sure most of the office staff would be gone too. I headed up the stairs and found room 210. I was almost surprised to find it unlocked, but was glad it was, since I didn't have a key for it. I stepped inside and the lights automatically went on, revealing a large room with row after row of shelves full of file boxes. I slowly wandered the rows just waiting for what I expected to be Nancy to show up.
Finally the door opened and Nancy stepped in, closing the door behind her and flipping the lock. "I guess you found something that belongs to me?"
"It would seem so." I answered, digging into my pocket for the small wad of red material.
"Oh good. I was afraid I'd lost them forever." She said with mock seriousness. "Would you like to put them back where they belong?"
I about couldn't believe what I was hearing, but I didn't hesitate long before replying. "I'd be happy to be of assistance."
"Well, then maybe we should come back here." She said, stepping over and taking my hand. She pulled me down the aisles to the back corner where there were some boxes stacked in the corner and turned to face me, pulling my hand toward her body. She rested my hand on her hip and then whispered. "Feel free to unwrap as much as you need or want. The only rule is I get to take off of you the same things you take off of me before any of it goes back on. Ok?"
Ok hell. It was an invitation to strip her and let her strip me. I wasn't about to say no, especially as horny as I was at that moment. "Deal." I said simply as I moved my other hand to her shirt tail and pulled slowly upward. She lifted her arms and allowed me to pull the shirt up and off, revealing her large tits. As I suspected they were unrestrained by any bra, and really didn't look like they needed one. Each breast was about the size of good sized cantaloupe half, topped with a large dark areola and a puffy nipple that was flat and nearly half the width of the areola. I tossed the shirt aside and gently ran two fingers over her breasts, drawing circles around her nipples. As I watched, they grew in size until they were sticking out nearly half an inch from the front of her tit and about as big around as a golf ball. I just couldn't resist any longer, and bent over and sucked one of those incredible nipples into my mouth.
"Oh yes." She whispered. "I love getting my tits played with and sucked on."
The only reply I gave was to suck even harder as she moved one of her hands behind my head to pull me tighter to her breast. I sucked first one incredible tit and then the other for several minutes before she pushed me away, pulling my shirt tail from my pants. I held my arms up as she pulled my polo shirt up and off, tossing it aside. She lowered her head to my chest, and sucked each of my nipples, surprising me with how sensitive they were under the attention of her tongue and lips. She only paid them attention for a few short minutes before I reached down and began pushing her pants down over her slim hips. I really wanted to see and taste the pussy I had been thinking of for the last few hours.
She stood back up and stepped out of her high heels as I knelt down and pulled her pants down as I went, revealing her creamy skin inch by inch. Her brown curly hair on her mound, trimmed into a neat triangle, pointed down at her pussy, came into view just before her lips were revealed to me. She spread her legs enough to let the material of her pants slide from between her thighs, and then lifted first one leg and then the other to let me pull the material off of them.
As I knelt in front of her naked form, she lifted one leg, setting her foot on a shelf. Her leg was lifted high, spreading her pussy and allowing me to see every detail of her most secret of places. I leaned my face in toward her and gently reached out with my tongue, just touching her wet lips with the tip. I licked the tangy drops of her juices off her lips, slowly working my tongue deeper between her lips with each stroke. She arched her back and leaned back to give me better access, finally lowering herself to the top of the boxes she was standing in front of. With one leg still propped on the shelf, she lifted her other leg high in the air, giving me complete access to her pussy. I pressed my tongue deeper into her, her flowery inner lips spreading and becoming more exposed with each stroke between them.
"Oh yes... so fucking good! Yeah... right there, just like that." She cooed as I slid my tongue up and across her hard clit. I sucked her hard nub between my lips and ran the tip of my tongue around and around it as she wiggled and bucked, pulling my head harder into her pussy. "Oh fuck yes! Oh god you're going to make me cum!" she practically squealed as I worked her hard clit with my tongue and pressed a finger deep into her hot tunnel. Her whole body went rigid for a second before it was overtaken with the spasms and jerks of her orgasm. She ground her pussy into my face and moaned loudly for nearly a minute before she eased her grip on my head and allowed me to pull away.
"God that felt so good." She whispered as she lowered her legs to the floor and stood up again. She knelt down in front of me and undid my pants, pulling them briskly down with my underwear until they were bunched around my ankles. She untied my shoes and pulled them off, and my pants with them. I was soon standing as naked as she was, her hand reaching for my hard dick.
She leaned toward me, her hot breath blowing across the head of my dick as she slowly enveloped it with her mouth. She closed her lips around my shaft, her tongue stroking the sensitive spot under the head. I rolled my eyes and groaned quietly as she stroked her lips up and down my shaft, her tongue working back and forth each time the head crossed it. I watched her eyes looking up at me, watching my reaction as she worked my dick in and out of her mouth, each time a bit deeper. Soon her nose was touching the curls of my pubic hair and I could feel my fat head slip into her throat. The feelings were absolutely fantastic, but ended all too abruptly, as she suddenly pulled away. Without a word she stood up, bringing her lips to mine, meeting mine ever so gently. Our kiss started softly, and grew more passionate and sensuous by the second. I have no idea how long we stood there, my hard dick trapped between us, our hands roaming each other's bodies before she pulled me backward. She sat on the edge of the boxes and reached between us, finding my saliva coated dick and pressing it down until the head rested between her legs. I could feel the heat and wetness of her lips as she leaned back, tilting her hips until the head of my dick pressed deeper, finally slipping into her sopping wet pussy. She used her hands on my hips to draw me into her as she lifted her legs, closing her eyes and absorbing the sensations coming from within her.
"Oh god yes. Fuck me, please." She begged as my head pressed against the end of her velvety tunnel. I stroked slowly back out of her until just my head was still engaged, and then drove myself quickly into her, my thighs slapping against the back of her legs as she pushed them higher into the air, hooking her heels over my shoulders.
"OH fuck yes!" she moaned as I started stroking with abandon into her pussy, my hands moving to her firm tits and squeezing both them and her nipples. "Fuck me...god yes fuck me hard!" she cried softly as each impact with her body made her tits wiggle under my hands.
"Oh god. I'm going to cum!" I groaned as I pounded into her, my dick growing even fatter as my imminent climax approached.
"YES! Fill me with your hot cum!" she squealed as she felt the first squirt of my juice fill her tunnel. Her whole body shook and trembled as my pulsing dick set off another climax within her. My own body jerked and spasmed with each squirt of cum that I pumped into her, flooding her pussy to overflowing.
Finally my dick subsided, my pulses of cum reducing to random twitches as I stood panting, looking down at the beautiful woman wrapped around me. "Oh god." I finally panted out, not sure what to say at that moment.
"Ohhhh god that was good." She cooed as she spread her legs from my shoulders and let them hang over the crook of my arms while I still held her tits. She moved her hands to my stomach and gently stroked it up and down, her fingers eventually finding our curls where we met. "That was much better than I expected."
"How's that?"
"Most guys just want to plunge in and fuck, but you... hell you took the time to pleasure me. You make love with your tongue almost as good as a woman."
"I take it that's a compliment?"
"Oh yes!" she said with a giggle.
"So what made you, you know."
"Set this up? Just watching you play with me, like a cat playing with a mouse. You teased me, invited me, without inviting me. Almost every day you walked away leaving my pussy tingling with just the slightest amount of anticipation. You sir, have the art of slow seduction down to a fucking science. I just had to see if you made love as good as you teased."
"And do I?"
"Oh god yes." She said with a laugh.
"Well, maybe we will have to do this again then?"
"If you think I'm letting you get away with one fuck and then running, you're nuts. I'm going to need a lot more of this."
"Then maybe we should actually go on a date or something?"
"God you just don't quit do you? Fuck yes we're going to go on a date."
"Maybe this Friday?"
"I can't I already have plans... No even better. How about you come to a party with me."
"Sure. Anyone I know?"
"Won't matter, it's a costume party. No one is allowed to take off their masks."
"I don't have a costume."
"Oh sweetie, don't worry. I'll take care of that for you." She said with a giggle. "Only rule is going to be that you can't back out and you have to wear what I get for you, ok?"
"I can live with that."
"Good, now I think we better go before someone finds us." She said, pushing me back and unleashing a small flood of our juices from her pussy. "God I'm going to be leaking this for hours! Someone is going to love this!" she said with a smile.
I wasn't sure what she meant, but I just accepted that there was a lot I was going to have to learn about her as I handed over he panties. "I guess you want these back?"
"Oh certainly. Otherwise I'd never even get to the car without my pants being soaked with your cum."
"Sorry." I apologized.
"Oh honey! No need to apologize. I love it!"
I shook my head as I watched her dress. She dressed slowly, coving her body slowly while she watched me do the same. Finally dressed, she stepped over and kissed me deeply. "I'll give you directions to my house tomorrow."
"Ok." I said as I followed her to the door. She picked up a box of printer paper and handed it to me. "Gotta have an excuse." She said with a grin as she opened the door. I followed her out and down the stairs to the main office where I dropped the box of paper by her desk.
"Thanks Mike!" she said politely.
"Any time." I answered as if it were an everyday occurrence to help her out. If it meant sex like that, hell, I'd get her a box of paper any day.
The next day I found a slip of paper in my mailbox that had directions to her house, but I didn't see her. I asked and one of the other girls said she had some errands to run and would be back later. Somehow later never came because of problems on the assembly line.
"So tonight is the big night?" I asked Nancy on Friday afternoon.
"Uh huh. Come by around, oh, eight or so?"
"I can do that."
"Good. Now shoo. I have a ton to do before I get out of here today." She said dismissively. If she hadn't given me a big smile, I would have thought she was upset at me.
Eight o'clock seemed like it would never come, so I was a bit early getting to her house. It was a nice ranch style house out in a well spread out subdivision. The back yard looked to be fenced with a high privacy fence, and the house was set back on a large wooded lot, making it fairly private.
"Nice place." I said when Nancy opened the door wearing nothing but a short satin robe. "Nice outfit too."
"Well, I see I can always count on you for a compliment." She said with a grin as she led me into the house and closed the door behind us.
"Sorry, I guess I'm a few minutes early."
"Oh, that's fine. I didn't plan on showing you my outfit until after you changed anyway." She said as she stopped and turned to face me. "But if you want to spend a few minutes warming things up, I certainly won't object." She stepped against me and lifted her face to mine, a clear invitation. I leaned my head down and gently kissed her as she moved her hands up to my neck. Her kisses quickly grew more sensuous and passionate as we kissed. I allowed my hands to slide down her back to her firm ass and gently cup her round globes, squeezing and kneading them through the thin material.
"Hmmm I like kissing you." She said as she took a short break to catch our breaths.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. You kiss with your hands as well as your lips." She whispered as she brought her lips back to mine.
Her tongue slipped between my lips, finding mine and teasing it while I let my fingers bunch the bottom of her robe up until they felt bare skin. I gently squeezed her firm ass, massaging it with my fingers while we continued to kiss.
"Ok. I think I'm warmed up enough." She said as she pulled away from me. "Come on, time to get dressed before I just tear your clothes off and we never make the party."
She led me across the living room and down a hall to a bedroom. "Here you go stud. I'll see you in the living room after you dress."



"Ok." I answered, wondering what I had gotten myself into. I walked over to the bed and opened the bag that was laying out, and found my costume, if you could call it that. There were leg and arm pieces along with a sword. The main portion of the costume appeared to be a purple wrap around cape with a clasp on one corner and little else. I wondered if I was supposed to wear my underwear with it. I was just about to decide that I would when Nancy called through the door. "By the way, everything you need is in the bag."
I turned and looked in the bag and found one last piece which was a mesh men's thong. I got the idea the party was a... adult party, for lack of any better description. Oh well. I felt like I looked pretty good and I certainly didn't mind looking at scantily dressed women. I stripped my clothes off and dressed in the spartain costume.
I walked out of the bedroom and into the living room. I sat down in a chair to wait for Nancy to come out in her costume. I wondered what she had in mind to wear.
Nancy walked out of her room and I was glad I was sitting down. If I hadn't been I probably would have fallen over. She had on white high heels, and white thigh high stockings that disappeared under a frilly blue and white skirt. The skirt ran from the tops of her stockings, letting me just see that she had garters holding her stockings up, and up over her slim hips almost to her belly button. Above the skirt she had on what amounted to part of a bra, with straps over her shoulders and the bottoms of the cups holding up her breasts, but the bulk of her tits were completely on display. "What do you think?"
"All I can say is wow! Are you sure you want everyone to see your tits like that?"
"Oh yeah. That's the whole idea. Watch this!" she said as she turned around and bent over. The back of her skirt rode up her firm ass, exposing her bare pussy. Looking back at me she stepped her feet apart and reached between her legs to stroke her already wet pussy.
"Damn." Was all I could say.
About that time a second woman stepped out of Nancy's bedroom and into the livingroom. She was a bit taller than Nancy, with slightly smaller tits, which too were fully visible in her outfit. She was wearing lace up boots that went almost to her knees. Above that was a pair of skin tight pants that looked like she had been poured into them. The legs were open all the way up the sides to her waist, held together by crossed laces like on shoes. Above her waist was a black corset that laced down the front, leaving a strip of white from her tits to her belly. Her cape hung over her shoulders and her mask and hat shielded her face. Her tits and shoulders were fully on display and the gap in the sides of her pants told me she wasn't wearing any panties.
"Bend over for him honey!" Nancy said to her as she stepped over in front of me. As the girl bent over, it was evident that her pants were crotchless, and her pussy was quickly pushing out at me, as wet and ready as Nancy's had appeared.
"Mike, this is my room mate, Lee Ann, but everyone calls her Lee." Nancy said as her friend stood back upright and turned around for me.
"Good to meet you Mike. Nancy has been talking of nothing else for months." She said as she held out a hand. I took her hand and instead of shaking it, she pulled, coaxing me up from the chair I was sitting in. She stepped close to me before releasing my hand and wrapping her arm around mine. She pressed her body against mine as she pushed my cape up and out of the way, her bare tits pressing into my chest and her hand sliding down to stroke my hardening cock. She pressed her lips against mine and kissed me deeply, her lips wet and her breath hot. I wasn't sure what was going on exactly, but I was smart enough to return the kiss. I allowed my hands to roam her ass and squeeze it gently as she kissed me, our embrace growing more and more sensuous as the seconds passed. I let my fingers slide down her ass until the tips were touching her pussy through the gap in her pants and stroked it gently , my brain had long since stopping thinking and just reacting to the sensations. I let my tongue slip into her mouth, teasing her tongue to follow mine back into mine. I sucked her tongue, suctioning it as deep as I could. She pulled her tongue back and sucked one of my lips equally hard, gently nibbling on it for several seconds.
She lifted one leg and wrapped it around my leg, giving me better access through the gap in her pants, and I slipped a finger into her pussy, gently stroking back and forth the length of her slit. I felt my finger bump across her clit and stroked it in small circles while she sucked and nibbled on my lip. I felt her moan into my mouth as her whole body gently trembled with a small orgasm, her juices coating my fingers as I stroked her. Finally she relaxed and let her leg fall, pushing my fingers from her pussy as she did.
"Damn. You can kiss." She said breathlessly as she pulled away. "I know exactly why she wants you around. Fuck."
"So are you ready to go now?" Nancy asked from the front door where she was standing with her arms crossed under her big tits.
"Oh sorry lover. I didn't think you'd mind a little kiss."
"Looked like more than a little kiss."
"Oh trust me, it was." Lee said dreamily.
Nancy shook her head and walked over to where I was still standing with my cape hooked over my shoulder so I was exposed. "I guess you made friends with my roommate. I hope you don't forget about me." She said quietly.
"Believe me, I'm not about to forget you or these." I said stroking her tits while she reached for my dick, which was now sticking out of the tiny thong.
"You look a bit turned on. Save it for me for later, ok?" She whispered as she pressed her tits into my chest and kissed me. "Now, it's time to go to the party. Unless you want to just stay here and fuck my brains out."
"Ok, let's go to the party."
"Good. I'm sure you'll have a great time." She said pulling me out the door toward her suv.
I was kind of surprised that the girls came out dressed the way they were without coats or anything to cover up. There was no way that they could hide their bare chests as we drove. Lee opened the back door of the car and slid in, reaching for my hand and pulling me in with her.
"There, you ride with me." She said as I slipped in next to her. She leaned over and wrapped an arm around mine and laid her head on my shoulder as Nancy started the car.
"so you two are room mates?" I asked quietly.
"You could say that."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"It's easy, we live together."
"You mean like live together?"
"Uh huh."
"Ahhh I get it. So how do I fit in?" I asked, wondering how I got stuck in the middle of some kind of lesbian relationship.
"Well, we're not lesbians, if that's what you're thinking, well not exactly anyway. I used to be married. My husband traveled a lot and when he was gone Nancy, my best friend, and I would hang out. Well one night when he had been out of town for a while, and Nancy was between boyfriends we got really drunk and, well, things happened. I guess after that we just played around to deal with not having any men around. My husband came home early once and found us together and freaked. Said he couldn't be married to a queer. Anyway, I moved in because I really couldn't afford anything else, and well, I guess things just got this way. It's not like we don't like men, we do. The problem is that it's hard to find a guy that's willing to be part of what we have."
I'd think any guy would love to have a constant access to two gorgeous women every day."
"Oh they try, but men's ego's are more fragile than you'd think. We haven't been able to keep a guy for more than a few weeks. They always want to be in control. We don't play that way. Everyone is an equal partner and there isn't any room in it for jealousy or favorites."
"Sounds complicated."
"It is. Especially when we really want a guy that's more than just a hard dick. We want someone who knows how to be gentle when it's needed and hard when it's wanted."
"Sounds like a hard thing to find."
"It is, but I think we know someone who might fit the bill."
"So I'm what, an interim player?"
"No. think of it more like an audition." She said with a grin. "IF you're interested that is."
I didn't really have a chance to answer, because we arrived at the party. "We're here!" Nancy called. "Masks on please."
"Here let me." Lee said reaching up and slipping a large gold cloth with eye holes over my head before slipping my fake helmet back on. She then pulled a similar black cloth over her head, completing her zoroette outfit.
Nancy opened the car door and held a hand for me, now wearing a large white fluffy mask that defiantly hid her identity. Not that anyone was going to be looking at her face anyway, not with her tits on full display.
The house was a large place, set well back in the woods with a long drive. From where I was at I couldn't even see the road. A perfect place to have this kind of a party.
"You should love this." Nancy said as she looped an arm in one of mine and Lee took my other. "Not every Spartan arrives with two hot women.
"I doubt any Spartan has ever arrived with any woman dressed quite like either of you."
"Oh don't worry, if anything we're over dressed." Lee giggled. "Now the idea is not to have sex with every woman you see. You have to be invited. Most of the women here are after the tease, not getting fucked. They want to go home and have sex with their hubbies, and they want their man to be ready to go as well. So don't wear yourself out too much."
"How about you two?"
"Well, since this will be your first night with us, we don't plan on getting laid here. At most a stick or two, but you don't have to worry about getting sloppy seconds if that's what you're thinking. We do this for the tease too. I love to see how much I can get a guy turned on. I might let a guy slip into me for a stroke or two, but that's it. We're much more likely to let someone eat or finger us off."
"I get it." I answered, not entirely sure I did.
We stepped up to the door and Nancy ran the bell. A vampires opened the door, wearing a long black cape and a black fuzzy mask. From what I could tell through the slit in the cape, she had on black mesh stockings, six inch heels and, well, nothing else. I could just make out a heart trimmed in her black pubic hair. "Come in, Come in!" she slured through her face Dracula teeth.
"Ah countess! Thank you for inviting us!" Nancy said, giving her a big hug.
"Any time. And who is your warrior. I don't believe I've met him." She said stepping over to me.
"Ah no. He is my new friend. Sparticus for tonight." Nancy said as the countess stepped forward and slipped her arms around me. With the high heels on she was actually a couple inches taller than I was.
"Well Sparticus. If you need anything to um, suck on? Feel free to find me." She whispered as she wrapped her arms and cape around me and gently kissed and licked my neck as if she were going to bit it. "Knowing these two you must be good." She said as she ground her pelvis into my already hard dick.
"I'll be sure to do that." I whispered back as she gave my neck a nibble, which I wasn't sure how she did with the fake teeth.
She let go and stepped back, spreading her cape so I had a good look at her trim body and well tanned breasts, which were the size of a couple oranges with large hard nipples. After a second she let her cape close again and she closed the door behind us. "Go mingle. Games are mostly outside, but there are a few scattered around the house if you explore for them. Have fun!"
"I'm sure we will!" Lee answered as she took my arm again and guided me into the dimly lit living room. The whole place seemed to be decorated for the event, fake spider webs hanging everywhere, jack-o-lanterns with wicked faces flickering ominously. There was a definite air of mystery and, well, spookiness.
There were a number of people milling around a table of food at the far end. As we drew closer I could see that the costumes were indeed revealing. One lady was wearing a long black mesh body stocking which clung to her thin figure and ample breasts like a second skin. She had on a black belt around her waist which carried a curved sabre and flintlock. Her hat clearly said pirate. As we got closer I realized that the handle of the sabre seemed alive, looking like a dick that was twisting and turning the whole time. Her date was clearly a sailor, with ripped and baggy pants that let his dick hang out any number of holes. His striped shirt, head scarf and gold earring completed his outfit. I was kind of surprised when Nancy reached out and gave his exposed dick a squeeze as she walked past.
There was a Cinderella standing with her back to me as I approached. She turned to face me revealing that her long white gown was mostly translucent in the front and while it covered her medium sized tits, the sheer material really didn't hide a thing. She stepped toward me and put an arm around my neck and pulled me against her. "Girls. You have a new man." She said huskily. "Do tell me. Is he a really good fuck?"
"He is." Nancy said almost proudly.
"Well, maybe I'll get a chance to try him out?"
"That is a possibility, as long as you don't wear him out too much." Nancy replied to Cinderella.
"Good. Maybe we'll run into each other outside then." She said as she slipped a hand under my cape thing and found my hard dick. She quickly slipped it out of the meager material holding it and stroked it a few times. "I really hope I run into this later." She whispered before she let go and stepped back. "Bye girls!"
I watched as she disappeared and Lee came up next to me, sliding a hand where Cinderella's was before. "Part of the game is to tease each other as much as possible. Feel free to feel up anyone you want."
"I think I get the idea." I said as she pulled her hand away, leaving my dick wishing she would continue.
"Well, what do we have here? A Spartan warrior. Tell me, is he well equipped for any battle?" An oriental looking woman in a very revealing police costume asked. She wore heels and dark blue stockings that stopped half way up her thighs, leaving several inches of olive skin showing before the bottom edge of her dress started. The dress was form fitting and zippered up the front to about half way between her ample breasts and her navel. Here the cloth spread curving out and across her breasts until it barely covered her nipples, then curved back in toward her buttoned collar. It appeared that the top could be easily pulled to one side or the other to completely expose either breast, or maybe only a few inches to show both of her obviously hard nipples.
She strode right up to me and wrapped one arm around my neck and pulled her face to mine, kissing me wetly and senuously while she explored under my outfit. "Very nice." She breathed as she pressed her chest against mine. "I wonder what it would feel like inside my hot tight pussy. Would you like to find out? "How about it girls, may I?"
Not even waiting for an answer, she held my dick and lifted my costume over my shoulder leaving me fully exposed. "Let's get rid of this first." She said grabbing the mesh underwear. She found the snap that held the waist strap onto the mesh bag and flicked it, letting it slide down my leg. Turning around she continued to hold my hard dick with one hand while she hiked her form fitting blue skirt up her smooth ass. I reached out and held her ass in both hands while she bent over and rubbed my head against her already wet pussy and then backed into me, pushing herself over my rock hard dick.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck." She moaned as she slid down my shaft. "That is sooooo fucking good."
"Oh shit." I groaned softly, my body automatically stroking in and out of her pussy.
"Not too much. Not yet." She said a she pulled off my dick with a slurp and turned around to face me. "I hope later I'll get to finish that."
"We'll have to see I guess." I answered as she gave me a quick kiss before walking away toward the food table.
"So. You kind of see how it is?" Lee asked me.
"Uh huh."
"Do you want to mingle on your own for a while, or do you want one of us to stay with you."
"I don't know. What's normal?"
"Well, its normal to mingle separately for a while, sample the goods so to speak, and then get back together later. If you don't feel comfortable I'll be more than happy to stay with you, as long as you promise to get me all horny too."
"I guess if you want to go mingle for a while, that's fine." I said.
"Ok." Nancy said reaching over to give me a quick kiss before the two of them headed off down a set of stairs.
I wandered around the upstairs for a few minutes, checking out the various rooms, most of which were empty, before heading back toward the living room. I got as far as the kitchen when I ran into our hostess.
"Well, I see that you're alone." She said as she moved closer to me. "Are you having a good time?"
"I suppose." I responded.
"Well, maybe I can make that a bit more positive." She said as she lifted my outfit and flipped it over my shoulder. She knelt down in front of me and grasped my hard dick. "Mmmmm smells like you've been into someone." She said with a giggle. She blew her hot breath across the head of my dick and then enveloped it with her hot mouth, swirling her tongue around it.
"Oh god. You're good at that." I groaned as she bobbed her head up and down my shaft.
"Well, what would you expect from a vampires?" she asked as she pulled her face from my dick and stood up. "Now you can return the favor?" she said simply as she tossed her cape to one side and jumped up onto the counter with her bare ass. She lifted her legs and spread her knees until she had both feet on the edge of the counter. I pulled a chair from the table over so I could sit with my head nearly at her pussy level and leaned into her. I licked gently up between her wet lips, tasting her moisture. "Ohhh nice and gentle." She cooed as I stroked up between them and across her already exposed clit. "Now I see what Nancy sees in you." I continued to lick time and again up her slit until her body was practically trembling. "Tell me, do you fuck as good as you lick?"
"Why don't you find out?" I said standing up. I leaned my face down to her chest, sucking one of her nipples into my mouth while I pressed the head of my dick to her pussy. I pressed slowly into her, my head expanding her tight tunnel as I slid deeper and deeper.
"OH FUCK!" She squealed as I hit bottom and slowly stroked back out of her pussy. I stopped just as my head started to come out of her tightness and then drove quickly into her, my hips slapping against her bare ass. She squealed in delight as her whole body shook, her orgasm washing over her unexpectedly. She dropped her legs and wrapped them around my waist, holding me fully into her as her pussy pulsated around my rock hard dick. "Oh my god." She panted as her climax passed and she could talk normally again. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." I answered with a grin.
"Would you like to finish inside me? Or would you like me to do something else?"
"I promised the girls I'd try to wait till later. But I have to be honest, I'm about ready to burst."
She moved her legs from around me and put them back on the counter. "Fuck me. Give me everything you want!"
"With pleasure." I said as I started stoking into her. I was so turned on that it didn't take long and my body jerked, spurting my cum deep into her pussy.
"Oh yes!" she groaned as she felt my cum pumping into her. "Ohhh goes yes... so good!"
"Uh huh." I panted, my dick slowly shriveling inside her.



"I see that the vampires sucked the life from you!" a voice said from behind me. I half turned to see a somewhat shorter woman in bare feet wearing a red tie and a translucent men's style button down shirt. She wasn't thin, like most of the other women I had run into so far, but was a bit rounder with an absolutely huge pair of tits. She stepped behind me and pulled me from the vampires's pussy and turned me around. I felt the vampires's arms wrap around me and pull me to her, her fingers finding my nipples while the new arrival sat down in the chair and began to suck and lick my cum coated dick. "Mmmmmm Yummy." She said as she worked on my dick. I was surprised at how quickly she began to make it grow again, having it fully hard in only a few minutes.
"There. Now you can enjoy mingling again." She said with a grin.
"I see. I presume I should repay you in some way?"
"Well, I love to have my nipples sucked on." She answered.
"That I can do." I said as I held a hand out for her. She stood up and I spread her shirt, leaning my head down to one of her massive tits and sucked her hard nipple into my mouth. I rolled and pulled her nipple with my lips while I reached for her pussy, finding it with my fingers. Her body was definitely a plus size, but firm rather than the softness of fat.
I slipped a finger gently into her pussy as she spread her legs for me. I continued to lick and suck on her nipples, moving from one to the other while I stroked my finger in and out of her pussy, my palm pressing against her hard clit.
"Oh god. I'm cumming!" she moaned loudly as her whole body trembled and jerked in climax. I continued to pull on her nipples with my mouth, flicking my tongue across the tips as I drove my finger in and out of her tunnel until her body started to relax and the shudders that were rippling up and down her subsided.
"Ohhhh thank you my warrior." She cooed as I released her tit from my mouth. She pulled my hand to her mouth and licked her cum from my fingers, making my dick even harder.
"Well, I think it's time for a snack." Vampires said as she slipped of the counter behind me. Will you join me Sasha?"
"After that, I need a snack." She said wrapping her arms around me and pulling my head to her face. She kissed me wetly and then whispered. "Let me know if you want to be sucked off. I love tasting cum."
"I will." I answered as she released me.
"I hope you do." She said as she stroked her finger down my chest and then turned away.
She followed the vampires out of the kitchen, her large firm but swaying seductively as she walked.
I shook my head, and watched them go.
I thought about just taking a few minuets to catch my breath, but decided instead to head downstairs to see what was down there.
I emerged from the stairwell into a large room. There were a variety of couples and singles milling about, both in the room and outside, where there appeared to be a pool. I crossed the room and walked outside, finding a variety of people, and activities. I stopped to watch a middle aged woman in a toy soldier sort of outfit, hanging from a bar with some foot straps so her ass was pointed down toward a blanket covered with dildos. As she hung there, she was cheered on by the onlookers as she attempted to spear her pussy with one of the dildos, similar to bobbing for apples, but with her pussy.
I watched as she lifted and lowered her pussy, the bar swinging around from her movements. She looked between her legs and waited for the motion to carry her over one of the standing dildos and then quickly lowered herself to try and drive it into her pussy. Several attempts ended with the dildo knocked over before finally driving one into herself with a squeal of pleasure.
She lowered herself from the swinging bar and bent over, allowing a fire fighter to stroke it in and out of her pussy several times before pulling it out and handing it to her. She turned around and held it high in triumph while a slightly heavier young woman dressed in nothing but some bands of playing cards replaced her.
I smiled and shook my head, walking off to see what else I could find.
"So handsome warrior, are you finding anything to amuse you?" A nurse asked as she stepped up next to me and wrapped an arm around mine.
"Just looking around." I said, looking to enjoy the fact that her nurse costume was unbuttoned all the way to the waist and her orange sized tits were easily seen. "Do you have a suggestion?"
"Have you tried spearing the pumpkin yet?"
"No, what's that?"
"Oh come with me then!" She said, steering me toward the far end of the pool. "Now the name of the game is spear the pumpkin, and I get to be the pumpkin. I get to blindfolded and I kneel on the end of the diving board, and you get to try to spear me without using your hands. Oh yeah. Be careful not to fall into the pool!" she said with a giggle, "That would spoil all the fun".
A couple was busy playing as we walked that way, the guy blindfolded, feeling around with his dick while the onlookers shouted directions, some of them correct, some of them not. I wasn't overly surprised to see Nancy in her bo peep costume, kneeling on the board with her big tits pushed down into the diving board to give her pussy the most exposure. A cheer went up as the guy behind her, wearing most of a construction workers outfit, found his target and drove into her. Nancy let out a squeal as he pushed his dick deep into her and gave it a few strokes before pulling out and removing his blindfold.
"So you game to try?" My nurse friend asked me.
"Why not?"
"Good!" she said, walking toward the board. "And the warrior is ready to try his luck as spearing, well, little ole me!"
"Getting into the swing of it?" Nancy asked as she came over to blindfold me. "Only five strokes." She whispered. "If you can find the hole, that is!"
"I don't think that will be a problem." I answered with a grin.
"So you think!" she said as she started to spin me around. I had no idea how many times I went around, but when she stopped the only real indication of where I was came from the crowd noise as Nancy pulled my cape over my shoulder and exposed my rock hard dick. "Off you go stud!" she said, pushing me forward.
It took a few seconds, or maybe a bit longer, to orient myself and start listening to where the crowd was. Using their shouts as steering keys I managed to walk into the railing around the end of the board, so I knew I was close. With my hands still behind my back, I felt with my foot for the end of the board and then moved myself slowly around to the end. It only took my dick a few pokes to feel where the firm ass was in front of me, and then it was a matter of trying to locate the entry. The crowd seemed to enjoy giving wrong advice and I eventually tuned them out as best I could and concentrated in feeling with my dick. I bent my knees some and pressed forward until I felt her ass in front of me, and then lifted up. The wetness on the top of my dick told me where to aim and I slid slowly back until I could feel her wetness on the head of my dick. Moving carefully so I didn't lose contact, I pulled back and then eased forward, my engorged head finding the opening and pressing against it. I pressed slightly harder and felt the resistance change as my head slipped inside.
If anything being blindfolded increased the sensations, and I felt like I could feel every ripple inside her hot tunnel as I slowly pressed into her. She moaned loudly as I hit bottom, and started a long slow stroke. I counted five, and pulled out with a slurp, really wanting to continue going. My mask was pulled off and I watched my nurse climb off the board, her face flushed with desire.
"You know, you can finish that any time you want, maybe even now!" she said urgently as she half dragged me off toward the garden. She led me around a tall bush to where there was a concrete bench and pulled her ultrashort nurses skirt up to her waist. She sat down on the bench and swiveled around so she was straddling it and lifted her legs in the air. "Please. Fuck me just a few more minutes. I'm so close to cuming that I just can't stand it!"
I stepped across the bench and sat down with my dick pointing in her direction. I pressed it down until my head was against her wet lips while she hooked her legs around me, her feet resting on the bench behind me. With one smooth motion and long groan she lifted her bare ass off the bench slightly and pulled herself down my shaft.
"Oh fuck yes!" she moaned as I reached into her top and grabbed both of her tits, her nipples hard against my palms. She started rocking her hips, driving my dick in and out of her pussy only an inch or so. It appeared to be enough and within a minute her whole body was jerking and shaking in climax. I groaned and tried hard not to cum as her pussy pulsed and squeezed my throbbing dick.
Finally I was forced to pull out of her and let my dick take a rest. My nurse friend sat up, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me sensuously. "You didn't have to do that. I was more than ready to feel you cum inside me." She said breathlessly while she took a break from her kiss to catch her breath.
"I kind of got the idea that most of the women here were more for the tease that the fuck."
"Oh, don't get me wrong, some of them are. Me on the other hand, I like to tease and test until I find one that fits just right, then ride it until it explodes inside me!"
"Well, just the same, I don't know how many times I can cum and still get a hardon."
She laughed deeply, her whole body shaking. "You are so funny. Like you won't get hard again with all these half dressed women running around?"
"Yeah, well there is that, isn't there?"
"Uh huh." She said as she reached between us and found my hard dick. "Now would you like me to ride this horse until it blows in me?"
"I have to admit, I'm a bit horny myself at the moment."
"Say no more lover." She said, leaning back against one hand and aiming my dick at her pussy. She slid easily down my shaft, arching her back just right to get the angle. She pressed against my chest to lean me back as she moved her feet to the ground. The result was that she was straddling me and the bench, with my dick impaled in her hot pussy. "Oh this is gonna be good." She cooed as she started riding up and down my shaft. She rocked her hips as she rose and fell, constantly changing the angle and sensations of my dick inside her pussy. "Any time you want to... I'm still so close that you don't have to wait." She panted as she continued to ride me.
"Like I could really wait." I grunted as my dick grew toward its imminent release. With a grunt, my body jerked and spurted the first shot of hot cum up into her pussy.
"YES!" she screamed into the night as she slammed down on my rod, stuffing me as deep into her as I could possibly go, her whole body quaking and shuddering as another orgasm wracked her frame.
I lay there panting for a long time before she finally lifted herself off of me, a stream of cum leaking from her pussy as she lay on the bench, her legs still over mine and out heads facing opposite directions.
I closed my eyes and let myself try to recover from the powerful climax. I almost jumped out of my skin as I felt a mouth close around my shriveled dick. I looked down and saw a half naked woman bending over, her much too small hooters outfit covering very little of her. She sucked and licked my dick eagerly, clearly not wanting to miss a drop. Under her attention my dick began to slowly inflate a bit, no longer a shriveled member, but not nearly up to its normal hardness.
"Hmmm I hope you don't mind. I just love the taste of freshly fucked dick." She said as she pulled her head up to take a breath. "Almost as good as licking cum from a hot pussy!"
"That you have to ask my nurse about." I said as I watched her fingers slip into her tiny shorts and stroke her pussy under the material.
"Sure, as long as you don't mind my patient returning the favor." The nurse said from where she lay.
"Oh I don't mind at all." She said, pushing the shorts down and stepping out of them. She quickly stepped over the bench and pushed her wet pussy toward my face while she lay down almost on top of the two of us. I could tell by the sound of her licking that she had found what she wanted there and I wasn't about to miss out on the pussy inches from my face.
I went to work licking up between her lips and pushing my tongue into her hot tunnel. She seemed to enjoy my attentions, and she was soon bucking her hips in time with my licks, driving her clit against my chin as she did. I felt her shirt disappear from between us, and her bare tits soon pressing against my hardening dick while the nurses hands massaged them around my shaft.
"OH fuck that feels good." She moaned, lifting her head to turn and look at me. "Just keep doing that and you'll get your surprise."
My surprise turned out to be copious amounts of cum gushing around my face and down my chin and neck as her body trembled and quivered. After what seemed like several minutes, she pulled off of me and helped my nurse friend up. The two of them kissed and licked all the girl cum from my face, leaving no place unkissed or licked.
"I think that's about it." She said, still standing naked except for the cut off t-shirt that was hooked over her big tits. "thank you. I really enjoyed it."
"My pleasure." I answered as the two women pulled me up to a sitting position on the bench.
"And you were worried about getting another hardon?" the nurse asked me as she reached out and stroked my seriously hard dick.
"Ohhh that is a nice dick. You wouldn't mind giving me a few strokes, would you?" The hooters girl asked.
"Why not? You two got it hard!"
"Oh good." She said turning around and bending over. I never even had to get up, she lowered her pussy down over my dick while I sat on the bench and bounced her ass up and down, stroking herself up and down my shaft. "Oh god that's nice. If you're still around at midnight I hope we can hook up!"
"Oh? What's at midnight?"
"You don't know?" the nurse asked.
"No."
"Well, it's kind of a game. All the men hide around the yard, and then the women get blindfolded and get led in a line around the yard. Guys capture the girls and pull them into their lairs and screw them for a while. After a few minutes, they get up and disappear, leaving the woman, who takes her blindfold off and waits for the line to come by and captures a blindfolded man. The idea is that you can try to capture someone and have fun, without them knowing exactly who they're with. With the costumes it's a bit easier to figure out, so a lot of us just kind of ditch the costumes."
"Sounds like fun."
"Oh it is. Sometimes I've even been captured by another woman. The only rule is that if you say rumplestistlin, the person has to stop and leave and that turn is over. Keeps someone who is into one thing from forcing it on another."
"Makes sense."
"So what should we do now? How about the ring game?" hooters girl said as she pulled on her tiny orange shorts.
"Ohhhh that could be fun." My nurse agreed.
"The ring game?"
"Uh huh. One of us lies on the table and holds a ring over our pussy. You have to put the ring on your dick, without using your hands, of course, and then walk around to the head of your partner, where she takes it off with her mouth and puts it in a bucket. The one with the most rings transferred after five minutes wins."
"That sounds interesting."
"Oh, I'm sure you'll enjoy it!" hooters girl said, linking her arm in mine and practically dragging me out of the garden. "I know I will!"
We got to where that game was being played just as two other couples were getting ready to go. They waited the few seconds it took for hooters girl to strip off her two tiny pieces of clothes and lay down on one of the tables. I tossed my cape thing over my shoulder and got ready to go.
The game was even more of a turn on that I had expected. Hooters girl held the two inch diameter plastic ring in front of her pussy, which I then speared by sinking my dick into her pussy to the hilt, to both of our pleasures. Pulling out, I ran around to her head, making sure not to lose the ring. Using combination of teeth, tongue and lips, she worked the ring down the length of my dick, her tongue and lips teasing me horribly the whole way. With just my head to get it over, she enveloped my whole head with her mouth, pulling the ring over and spitting it out into the bucket. I had no idea how I was going to withstand this kind of treatment for five minutes, but I managed to continue plunging into her and then running around to her head where she pulled the ring off, several times a minute. After the five minutes were up, we had a total of fifteen rings in our bucket. One couple had been disqualified when the guy came all over her face while his partner was trying to get the two inch diameter ring off of his dick. Hooters girl grinned and told me she was somewhat disappointed it hadn't been me, she has no idea how close that really was. Unfortunately fifteen wasn't enough to win, and the construction girl and firefighter won with eighteen rings.
"It really wasn't fair." Hooters girl whispered as she pulled her shirt back on. "His dick is a lot smaller and was easier to get the rings off."
"Well, just the same, it was fun." I said as I helped her straighten her top, giving her big nipples a squeeze in the process. "I do think I need something to drink though."
"Oh, well, why don't we go get something then?" My nurse said as she stepped over from where she had been watching the contest. "I mean you have to be thirsty after all that pussy licking you did before anyway."
I laughed and let the two of them lead me into the house.
We walked past a twister game that was going, which appeared to have somewhat modified rules. I hadn't ever seen it played in teams, but it appeared that you had to stay hooked to your partner, which was making for some pretty interesting positions.
I was still looking back when we got to the stairs and had to narrow down to two wide to go up. "I'll follow you two." I told them, squeezing each of them on the ass as I pushed them in front of me. On the way up both of them made it a point to show me all the finer points of their rearward facing parts, including hooters girl pulling her shorts down as she walked so I could see her pussy again. I reached out and stroked both wet pussies several times before we made it to the top of the stairs.
"Horny bastard." Hooters girl giggled as she pulled her shorts back up.
"Right, and just who pulled their shorts down?"
"Oh that would be me!" she giggled. "Anything for a quick lick or fuck."
"I take it your insatiable?"
"Not quite, but close." She giggled as we approached the drink table.
Each of them got some kind of mixed drink, but not being a big drinker I stayed with a pepsi, which to my surprise was in a bottle.
"Good choice! I see you're really getting into the full fun of the night!" Nancy said, stepping up behind me and wrapping an arm around me. "I take it you're having a good time?"
"Pretty much. These two beauties have been keeping me entertained."
"Ahh, apparently not enough though."
"No? Why's that?"
She reached for my bottle and took it from me. Lifting a leg to place her foot on the edge of the table, she lifted the bottle to her pussy and rubbed the neck around her lips before pressing the end into herself. She pulled it back out and held it to my lips for a drink. "The rule for bottles is any woman who asks gets to add her taste to it."
"I didn't know that when I picked it." I said as she tilted the bottle for me to drink.
"Well, now you know. I'm glad I was the first then." She said with a devilish grin. "And I can bet I won't be last. I do hope you enjoy the taste of fresh pussy!" she said squeezing me tightly.



I leaned my head down and whispered into her ear. "I love the taste of fresh pussy. Especially when it's full of hot wet juice just waiting to cum all over my face."
"Oh god. You know just exactly what to say to a girl!" she giggled. "Trust me. I plan on finding out just exactly how well you enjoy it."
"Why's that?"
"Didn't Nancy tell you," She asked in a whisper? "I almost always squirt when I get a good licking."
"That should be interesting."
She raised her eyebrows and gave me a squeeze. "Don't have too much fun. If you know what I mean."
"I won't." I said, reaching up and squeezing one of her tits gently. "You either. Seems to me I saw you playing a few games."
"Oh one or two." She answered with a sly grin. "See you later stud!"
"I take it you know each other?" Hooters girl asked me.
"Uh, just met her tonight. My friend's roommate. Seems to be a nice girl."
Hooters girl laughed, "If you're going home with Lee you must really love licking pussy."
"Why's that?"
"You'll find out soon enough, but for now let's just say she really enjoys the hell out of it. If you're lucky she'll get her fill here tonight."
"Well, we haven't had sex yet, but I got the impression she was looking forward to it."
"Oh yeah. I think you can say she does. Loves to show off too. Guess that's why she does what she does for a living."
"Oh, what does she do?"
"You don't know? She's a stripper."
"Oh!" I said, now understanding a lot more about her and Nancy."
"Does that scare you or turn you on?"
"What does it say if I say neither."
"Say's you're a lot smarter than most men that she's tried to be with. Come on, too much talk not enough sex!" she said with a giggle as the nurse came back from wherever she disappeared to.
"Where to now?" The nurse asked.
"Hmmmm Ghost stories?" Hooters girl asked.
"Oh yeah!" The nurse answered eagerly.
Ghost stories sounded safe, but so far I hadn't actually seen anything that didn't involve sex, so this was bound to be interesting. The girls led me down the stairs and across the room toward the outdoors. We had to stop twice while a witch and a construction worker girl added some of their spice to my bottle. I decided to finish the drink and quickly drained the bottle and left it on a table near the door.
"Now most places you might sit around a fire and tell ghost stories, but here we add a little twist. You have to be sitting on a dick or getting licked or sucked in some manner, and the stories are... very sexy." The nurse said as we approached a group laying in the grass around a fire bucket on legs, that was crackling away. There was a woman in a maid outfit, standing near the fire, telling a story while she slowly worked the handle of her feather duster in and out of her pussy.
Since I had two women with me, it seemed I was going to be busy. I sat on the grass and Hooters girl slipped her shorts down to her knees and sat down on my dick, quickly driving me into her wet pussy. I reached for my nurse and pulled her down in the grass next to me and pulled her close enough that I could spread her dress apart and suck one of her luscious tits. She scooted around so she was facing the opposite direction from me and cradled my head to her breast, allowing me to suck one of her nipples while we listened to the maid tell us about how the ghost slowly stroked her pussy with the duster, driving her slowly crazy, while she pushed herself closer to a climax.
The other three women sitting around the fire pit climaxed with the story teller, apparently each having been stimulated appropriately by their partner. Unfortunately, that seemed to be the end of the story, as the story teller was panting much too hard to continue. Not that it mattered anyway. I got the idea that the goal was to make your female partner climax, and we got there a bit late in the story. After a few minutes of resting, the group seemed to break up, leaving just the three of us sitting in the grass.
"Damn, that sounded like a good story." Hooters girl said.
"Uh huh." My nurse panted as I worked her tit and pussy, pushing her toward a climax.
"You going to get off?"
"Uh huh." She panted again to her friends question.
"go girl." Hooters girl said quietly as my fingers and tongue pushed the nurse over the top, her whole body trembling . After squeezing my face to her tit for several long seconds, she released me and lay back in the grass, her chest heaving and her tits peaking in and out of her spread top with each breath.
"Well, that only leaves me." Hooters girl said quietly. "Got any ideas?"
"You mind getting fucked?"
"All the way? Hell no I don't mind!"
"Good, because if I don't cum I think I'm going to bust."
She rolled off my dick and pushed her pants the rest of the way off and knelt on the ground with her ass in the air, waiting for me to push into her.
I had been in and out of her pussy so many times already tonight that I sunk easily into her and immediately began stroking with abandon.
"OH fuck!" I groaned only a few short minutes later as my body jerked and started spewing shot after shot of cum into her.
"OH YEAH!" She screamed as my spurting dick triggered her own climax.
The two of us stayed coupled for some time, her head laying on the grass and me leaning on her ass with my hands, both of us panting for air. "Fuck that was good." She said finally as I pulled from her and flopped back on the grass. She moved around and lay her head on my stomach while my nurse sat down next to us.
"Looked like you enjoyed the hell out of that!" The nurse said with a giggle.
"You could say that."
"Too bad you're all worn out. It's almost midnight."
"Doesn't matter. I didn't really need to have a bunch more pussies on me tonight. I've had more than my share and a hell of a lot more than I really needed. I was quite satisfied with Nancy, and I kind of promised Lee that I'd save some for her."
"Glad to hear you say that." Nancy said as she walked over from the direction of some bushes. "I wondered what you'd do. It's nice to know that you at least hope to keep your promise."
"What are you doing out here? I thought you were playing games inside?"
"Me, some. But I really wanted to know what would happen when you could have any pussy you wanted."
"Well, I'm afraid to say I went kind of wild."
"Oh not really. Joyce and Samantha are friends of mine. They've been keeping me advised. Other than the kitchen, you've passed up quite a bit of pussy and stayed with just the two of them. Seems you were more than satisfied with just two. That's good enough for me." She said as she sat down in the grass next to me and leaned over to give me a wet slow kiss. "You did better than most guys we bring to these parties." She whispered.
"So this was a test?"
"Not really. This was just a fun party. We come to these every so often. But I wanted to see what you'd do. To be honest, you did pretty well. Good enough that I wont mind at all having you around for a while, if you can live with two of us that is."
"I don't get it."
"It means..." Lee said as she sauntered up in her zorroette outfit, "that we want you to stay with us a while. In fact, I think it's time to go home. Have you ever slept with two women at the same time?"
"No."
"Good. Maybe you'll learn a few new things then." She said with a grin, holding a hand out for me. She pulled me up while the other girls got up with me.
"Glad we could have some fun." Hooters girl said, pulling me close and giving me a wet kiss. "thanks for the great fuck too."
"By for now. I hope we see each other again." My nurse said.
"Don't worry you will." Lee said with a grin. "Sooner than he thinks too."
I wasn't sure what that meant, but I had an idea I was going to find out some time soon. I allowed them to lead me toward the house and up the stairs after I got my cape thing back on.
"Leaving so soon?" vampires asked we walked across the livingroom.
"Fraid so." Lee said with a smile. "Gotta go home now and have a bit more fun."
"Well, make sure you bring him back again. He's a super fuck." She said as she stepped up and hugged me. She gave me a wet kiss and then whispered in my ear. "If you get board, stop by anytime. I'm sure we can find a way to spend a bit of time."
"Um, ok." I answered as she stepped back.
"You girls have fun now." She said as she led us to the door.
I had a feeling it was going to be an interesting weekend.
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The October day had turned out uncharacteristically warm, but John Winston didn't mind. As long as it wasn't rain he was more than willing to stand and wait for the auctioneer to get to the few boxes of odds and ends he had decided to try to purchase. He enjoyed his hobby, perusing through old boxes of junk and odds and ends at auctions and estate sales. He periodically found the odd treasure and hawked it on e-bay for enough to fund his unusual hobby. Today didn't look like it was going to have too many treasures in it, a few antique toys. He was always amazed at how much people would spend to get some old beat up toy that looked just like one they had thirty or more years ago as a kid.
It was only a few more hours before he had collected his boxes and headed home. At a dollar a box, he was easily in the black. There were a few old toys that would easily bring enough to cover the cost of the day. He carried the three boxes one by one into the den to dig through them. As he passed the kitchen the last time, he paused to see his wife Sue, emptying the dishwasher. She was wearing her usual floppy sweat pants and oversized t-shirt. It was a shame really, she had a very nice looking body, in fact, over the last twenty some years, it hadn't changed all that much. She was still thin and firm in all the right places, although even in her own estimation, a little light in the boob area. As John made his way to the den he thought back to how it had been so many years ago. They had a vibrant sex life, often playing around and experimenting. He had always loved the way she would walk around the house half dressed, just to tease him, until he finally had to take her wherever she may have been at the time.
"Oh well." He sighed, shaking his head as he set the last box down. He wondered where that all went, and supposed that was the price of growing old. As the years passed, she had gotten much more prudish, now hardly even undressing in front of him in the bedroom. Gone were the days of casual sex outside or in some random room, as were sleeping naked or anything else that tended to turn him on.
He tried to push the thoughts from his mind as he sat down and began working through the first of the boxes. Much of what he pulled out of the box was going to head into the trash, but the pile of items for closer inspection was slowly growing. Down in the bottom of the box was an unusual ring. At first it didn't seem like much, but John was surprised at how heavy it felt. He had seen lots of antiques and was very familiar with how old silver looked, and this looked like very old silver with an extremely heavy coating of tarnish.
John set the ring aside and went back to the box, but was inexplicably quickly drawn back to it again. Picking the ring up, he rubbed on the stone set in the center of the garish piece of jerlery. The whole ring was almost an inch square, set as a large diamond shape on top of a wide band. Clearly it was intended for a large hand, possibly a man, but John didn't know of any man that would ever wear a piece like that. He looked at the stone and swore that he saw the dark green swirl, but dismissed it as an illusion as he once again set it aside.
It only took a few minutes to sort through the remains of that box and the other two smaller boxes, leaving him with a nice sized pile of items to examine closer. Almost without thought he selected the ring once again, turning it over and over in his hands. The workmanship seemed exquisite, much more detailed and crafted than he had remembered seeing before. It only took a few quick dips in the tarnex to make it gleam again as if new. Under the magnifier bolted to the table he examined the strange piece of jewelry. He looked into the stone and again swore it was moving, the dark and light green swirling almost hypnotically. He shook his head, breaking eye contact with the unusual gem and examined the rest of the ring. It was carved with intricate detail, adorned in each corner of the diamond shape with a dragon. He noticed strange symbols inside the band as well as letters. It took several tries to make out the wording, not because it was unreadable, far from it, the lettering, as well as all the markings, were as crisp and clean as the day it was made. No, the reason was the strange combination of letters. Slowly he sounded it out," Zan-thris? No Zanthis! Zanthis? What an unusual word. Zanthis? A name maybe?" He was still turning it over in his fingers as his wife stepped behind him and placed her hand on his shoulder so as not to startle him too much.
Sue walked by the den on the way to the laundry room, noticing that her husband had returned from another of his junk collecting trips. She wondered what he saw in all that junk, spending much more time cleaning and inspecting other people's old junk instead of spending time with her. It was a frustration she just didn't know how to deal with. She shook her head in frustration as she moved the wet clothes from the washer into the dryer. "Doesn't he even see me anymore?" She asked herself aloud as she worked. It was a frustration, but the less attention he paid to her, the less she worked at trying to entice him. Now it seemed that the sex life they once had was all but dried up. She wondered why he stopped looking at her and trying to undress her. Sure, it had been difficult to find time to be amorous when the kids were little, and he always seemed to want to screw where the kids might accidently walk in on them. For years he complained that she never tried to tease him, but then it wasn't always a good idea to run around half naked as the kids were growing up. How embarrassing it would have been to have one of the kids, or worse, one of their friends walk in on them. But now they were gone and he still wasn't trying to seduce her. Maybe the antiques were more interesting to him than she was? She walked into the den, putting her hand on his shoulder and leaned over to see what held his interest so tightly.
"More junk?" she asked. "I wish you'd stop bringing everyone else's old junk home!" She said more sharply than she had intended.
"And I wish you'd run around half naked like you used to!" He replied just as sharply. He wondered why he goaded her that way, dismissing it as a reaction to his previous thoughts.
She withdrew her hand from his shoulder and walked away, anger welling up inside her at the unfair jab. She still had a good looking body, even if he didn't want to look at it. Her breasts were never large, only a b cup, but then the rest of her was still thin. She had avoided getting the late life fat rolls and sags, and in many ways thought her body looked as good as the day they got married. If he didn't think so, "then piss on him!" She snapped sharply to herself. She walked to the kitchen to start cleaning the floor, her hand unconsciously sliding up under her t-shirt and stroking her smooth flat belly. "Hell, I'm still pretty hot!" She said to herself as she put the bucket in the sink and started it filling with hot water. She let her hand slide down inside her sweat pants and inside her cotton panties. "I'm still very fuckable too." She said quietly to herself as she allowed her fingers to gently stroke her pussy while she watched the bucket fill with water.
Curiosity finally got the better of him and he rolled his chair over to the computer. It took a number of tries before he got any hits at all.
"Patterned after the mythical ring of the same name, the Zantis ring empowers the bearer with great sexual prowess, and the ability to entice any player of the opposite sex to perform any sexual deed. Once a sexual deed is demanded, the player will permanently have a desire for this deed. The ring also gives the owner the ability to transform any physical trait. The ring draws its power from the owner and reduces the owners life force with each use. The amount of life force is based on the deed requested. The greater the deed, the more life force is expended. The owner must be in contact at the time of the request. Obtaining the staff of Xaxis will terminate any requests put forth by the ring owner and prevent future requests from affecting the player."
At first John couldn't believe what he was reading. But with all things, reality has a way of revealing itself. The site was for some adult roll playing game, and in frustration John tossed the ring into the junk box. Last thing he needed was some stupid ring for an internet game. He went back to the rest of the goodies he had collected, upset that he had wasted so much time with a useless trinket.
John was hard at work cleaning an old toy truck when he heard his wife call him for dinner. Setting aside the small toy, he pushed away from the bench and turned the magnifier light off. One consolation to his long marriage was that Sue was a good cook. John had to work hard to not put on weight with the food she served. As he walked toward the kitchen he decided that he should apologize for snapping at her earlier. She really hadn't deserved it.
"Dinner's ready." Sue said from where she sat at the table waiting for him.
"Sorry. By the way, I'm sorry I snapped at you earlier." He said as he sat down across from her at the table.
"It's ok." She said as she dished some of the casserole she had prepared onto his plate. "Damn. Forgot the salt." She said, pushing her chair back after setting his plate down. She walked the few steps over to the stove and turned to come back, stopping when she saw John's face. "What's wrong?" she asked him curiously.
"Nothing, nothing. Just that you're not wearing any pants." He replied, clearly shocked at this unusual situatun.
"Oh, they got wet when I was doing the floor. I was hot anyway so I just took them off. That's ok, isn't it?"
"Sure!" He replied quickly. "Take anything you want off any time. You'll never hear me complain."
"I bet." She said with a smirk as she sat back down. "You used to always say that exact same thing."
"I always meant it too." He replied taking a bite of his food.
They ate dinner in silence, John wondering if his comment earlier had some influence, and if so, why now? It wasn't like he hadn't said it many times before. No, more than likely she was just teasing him, not really interested in having any sex with him. He watched her and she seemed to be normal, not like she was upset or anything. She was acting like sitting at the table with no pants was a perfectly normal thing to do. Twenty some years ago, it was, but that was a long time ago. He was so lost in thought that he barely realized that he had finished his food, and his wife was ready to get up and clear the table.
John sat in his chair watching his wife walk around in the thigh length t-shirt, trying to understand what had so suddenly changed. His surprise was even greater as she bent over to put the plates in the dish washer, the shirt riding up her firm butt until her delicate flowery pussy lips were peaking out between her legs. She had not only taken off her sweat pants, but also her panties. She was indeed walking around half naked like she had so many years ago.
"What?" His wife asked as she turned around, looking to see him staring at her. "Did I spill on myself?" she asked as she pulled the shirt taught and looked down at it, her actions exposing her curly brown bush and pussy.
"No, not at all. Just surprised, that's all."
"About what?"
"Well, you're lack of clothes. I mean I approve, I'm just surprised."
"Well, you never used to complain when I did this."
"And I'm not now." John said as she walked over to the table.
"Good." She said simply as she lifted the hem of the t-shirt up and pulled it off, leaving her wearing nothing but her tiny white canvas sneakers. She sat on the edge of the table and swung a leg high in the air, swinging it over his head and lowering it on the other side of him and resting her foot on the arm of his chair. She lifted her bare butt off the table with her hands and the foot she had set on the chair arm and moved herself over until she was sitting in front of him, her bare pussy spread and wet. "I'm desert, if you're interested in any, that is."
"Always!" John said as he lowered his head to her bare stomach and gently kissed it. He took his time, savoring what he had missed for so long . He kissed his way down to her knee and then back up her thigh, gently tickling her with his lips and tongue as he kissed slowly toward her waiting pussy. She giggled and squirmed, waiting for his lips to finally reach her pussy.
John pressed his tongue between her tender lips and licked slowly up her slit, drawing some of her wetness along up and across her already exposed clit. Sue wiggled and gasped as his tongue flicked quickly across her nub, making her wet pussy ache to be filled.
"Oh fuck me. Please!" she begged him.
"Here?"
"Yes! Take me! Fill me with your big dick!" she urged. John stood up and quickly dropped his pants and underwear, freeing his already rock hard dick. Sue reached for his member and pulled it toward her waiting pussy, eager to have it stuffed deep inside her. "Yes. Push it in!" she urged with her voice as well as her feet as she pulled him toward her, sinking his dick into her sopping wet pussy. "Oh god yes. I've been waiting for this for hours!" she cooed as she lifted her legs from around him, sticking them high in the air as she leaned back on her elbows.
John stroked slowly in and out of her pussy, partly because he wanted to make it last, and partly because he didn't want this to end. It had been far too long since he had made love to her on the kitchen table.
"OH don't tease me! Fuck me!" she cried, bringing one hand to her pussy and stroking circles around her hard clit.
John drove his dick in time and again, expecting to explode at any second. He had already gone well past what he thought was his limit, but his dick stayed hard, and if anything had grown even harder inside his wife's wet pussy.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried as he slapped into her firm ass with each stroke, driving her wild as each stroke of his hard dick pushed her closer and closer to her impending climax. "OH YES! CUM IN ME!" she screamed at the ceiling, begging him to release inside her.
John grunted loudly as his body jerked, driving his dick into her even deeper as it squirted a huge gush of hot juice into her. Time and again his body jerked, each time pumping more cum into her already filled hole as she screamed and shuddered in her own climax. Slowly his body relaxed and he stood there, panting for breath as she lay back on the table, her chest heaving as she too struggled to catch her breath.
"Oh god. That felt good." She murmured as his dick slowly softened inside her. "I forgot how much fun we used to have this way."
"It was fun, wasn't it?"
"Uh huh." She nodded as he pulled his now flaccid dick from her, uncorking a gush of cum, which she reached down and caught with her hand. John was even more shocked as she brought the creamy white liquid to her lips as she lifted herself on her other arm, licking it from her palm. "Um. Forgot how good that tasted too. I always did love the taste of your cum."
"You did?" John asked, not at all sure he remembered that part.
"Oh yeah." She said as she used her feet to push his chair back from the table and then slid off. She lowered herself to the floor and knelt in front of him, licking and sucking his deflated cock until it was clean, and surprisingly starting to grow hard again. "I think someone wants more." Sue said from where she was kneeling in front of him, looking up at him with sultry eyes. She stood up and then turned around laying herself across the table so her ass was poking out at him, her legs spread wide. "Come on stud! Fuck me more. I can take all you want to give me!"
John stood up, not any where stupid enough to pass up an invitation like that. He pushed his hard dick onto her and felt her body shudder slightly as he sunk into her tunnel.
"OH yes." She cooed as John started stroking in and out of her pussy. "So good."
"Uh yeah!" John grunted as he started stroking hard into her, his hips slapping her firm ass with each stroke. Her whole body shook with each impact, and the table slowly walked across the floor in time with his strokes.
Their next door neighbor Joan walked in the kitchen, stopping in mid step and staring at the two of them. Sue looked up and smiled as John, eyes closed, pounded away in her. Sue held her finger to her lips and then closed her eyes too, her orgasm only moments away.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried as her whole body shook and trembled with her climax. John too came with her, his body jerking and spurting more cum into her hot pussy. When Sue opened her eyes, Joan was gone, and she wondered to herself if she had seen how big a climax John had pushed her too.
John felt wasted. He pulled his flagging dick from her and dropped into the chair, spent. "Damn, I must be getting old." He panted as Sue turned around and stepped across him, sitting on his lap.
"Not too old I hope." She said, teasing his lips with one of her hard nipples. "You didn't even have a chance to suck one of my little titties yet."
"No, I didn't." He said as he opened his mouth and allowed her to aim her breast for him. He closed his mouth and sucked one of her firm little breasts into his mouth, flicking his tongue across her hard nipple.
"OH yes. Just like that." She panted, one of her hands busy between her legs. "You're going to make me cum again!" she moaned as she rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against his once again hardening dick. She paused her rocking long enough to lift herself enough to align him with her tunnel and then settle once again on his shaft. "Oh so good. Much better with your hard dick inside me." She panted as he sucked her tit while she rocked her hips, slowly fucking herself on his pole. "OH SHIT!" she cried suddenly, her whole body going rigid in a third climax.
John felt her pussy contract around him ending any thought he had that she was for some reason faking her orgasms for his benefit. He held her tight as her body shook, finally relaxing after a number of seconds of maximum pleasure.
"Thank you. That was nice." She cooed as she stroked his hair. "I hope we can do this more. I didn't know how much I missed it."
"I don't know what brought this about, but I certainly am NOT complaining." John said quietly as he caressed her back and bare ass.
"Well, you seem to have had a bit to do with it. I can't remember the last time you were up for three rounds, except when we were first married maybe."
"Me neither." He replied as she lifted herself off of him and knelt down. She pulled his shoes and pants off and then pulled him out of the chair and led him off to the bedroom.
John woke up at his usual time, but felt like he had just gotten to sleep, even though he had a good seven hours of solid sleep. Dragging himself out of bed he turned on the shower and stood under the hot spray until the water started to cool. Sue was already out of the bedroom by the time John had finished his shower and shave, which was unusual, since she didn't have to be to work for some time yet. He stepped into the kitchen for his normal bowl of cereal, and was surprised to see Sue walking around in a pair of panties, and nothing else, dishing out some eggs and sausage onto a plate for him.
"Thought you might like a good breakfast. Gotta have some energy for this afternoon, don't you?" she asked with a sexy grin as she set his plate down and then sat near him, staring at him while he ate.
"What's this afternoon?" He asked as he devoured the food, more hungry than he realized.
"Oh.... Just me." She said quietly, running a finger up and down his arm.
"Ah." He said knowingly. John had no idea what had come over his wife, but he was determined make the most of it while it lasted. Finishing his breakfast, he stood up to collect his coat and briefcase, Sue meeting him at the door and giving him a several minute long sensual kiss that left him with a dick hard enough to play baseball with.



"Just so you know what's coming later." She whispered as she let him go.
"Um. Yeah." John answered with a smile, not sure if he really wanted to go to work or just stay here a while longer.
"Off you go. It's time for me to get ready for work now." She said with a laugh, pushing him out the door.
All the way to work John struggled to figure what might have changed to bring this out in Sue. The only thing he kept coming back to was that stupid ring. He wondered if it could possibly be true. Was there such a thing as this mythical ring, and was what he had this ring? If it was he really needed to find out more.
The day seemed to drag by as John waited for lunch time. Finally unable to wait any longer he told his secretary that he was going for a long lunch and would be back soon. He drove quickly to the public library and entered the three story building, hoping he could find what he wanted. It took some time to locate a section of books that dealt with midevial myths and legends, and pulled the entire selection of books to a table. It was the seventh book he went through that finally gave him what he wanted; the story of a mythical ring of Zanthis.
**** The ring of Zanthis was created by a powerful wizard around 500 AD. As so many myths and legends of this time, there may be some small nugget of fact, but the lack of historical records prevents these from being proven in any way. The myth of Zanthis ring goes that the ring was created for a great knight, injured in battle and made impotent. The knight demanded the ring to restore his abilities. Zanthis, rumored to have trained with Merlin at a younger age, created the ring, which restored his abilities. The knight, desiring the throne of the king, demanded that Zanthis further enchant the ring so that anything he demanded of a woman, she would be unable to refuse. Zanthis, being afraid both for his life and the king's throne, made the enchantment, but limited to sexual favors. Further, the greater the favor, the more life it would draw from the owner, thus limiting how greatly it could be used. The legend further tells that the knight foolishly demanded of the queen that while having intercourse with the king, she would kill him, and then marry the knight as the replacement for the king. The knight died suddenly one night, his body a shriveled corpse. Legend says that the knight was the black knight, and the queen he commanded was the queen of England. While the existence of the ring has never been proven, there have been cases over the years of men with great sexual prowess, women rarely refusing any request they made of them. Proponents of the ring point to these as proof the ring exists. These proponents also claim that since the ring was designed to return the knights physical condition, that it can also be used to change or cure certain physical conditions, both to the ring's owner and any he commands. *****
John sat back in the chair, staring at the ceiling. This certainly sounded like what he may have found, and it certainly explained what had happened to his wife. If it were true, then the next question was, how long did the power over a woman last? Was it temporary or long lasting? John returned the books to the shelf and walked out of the library, his mind swirling with conflicting thoughts.
John came home to an empty house, which was not at all unusual. He left before his wife and generally came home before her. He changed from his good work clothes into more comfortable jeans and a t-shirt. It didn't take him long to find the ring and examine it. It was certainly strange that it looked as old as it did, yet the markings were as crisp as the day it was made. He picked up a piece of sandpaper and touched it to the edge of the band and gently drew across it. If it were silver it should easily scuff, yet no mark was made. Again he tried, with more force, soon sanding hard on the surface of the ring. No matter how he tried, the ring was unblemished. Clearly this was no ordinary ring. Possibly the book was correct, and he held the ring of Zanthis. John sat back in his chair and thought long and hard about what to do next. His thoughts were interrupted by his wife's arrival home.
"John! Honey, are you home?" she called from the kitchen.
John slipped the ring in his pocket and walked out of his den, meeting his wife as he turned the corner into the hallway. John was shocked, to say the least. Sue stood back and allowed him to look at her as she turned.
"I hope you don't mind, I decided to get a new outfit today."
"No, I don't mind." John said as he stared at her. She wore heels that were at least four inches high, and her legs were encased in black stockings. Her black skirt was incredibly short, especially for Sue. He had never seen her wear anything remotely short. In fact, he hadn't ever seen her wear a skirt shorter than her knees. This one barely came to the middle of her thighs. It wasn't hooker short, and on her thin frame looked fantastic. She had a black silk blouse on, unbuttoned far enough that it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra, making him wonder how many of those buttons she left undone before she got home.
"You like?" She asked, clearly hoping for his approval.
"You look fantastic. Why the change?"
"I don't know, I just felt like... looking a bit more sexy."
"Well you do look that."
"Good." She said, taking his hand and pulling him back down the hall. "Wait till you see this."
She led him outside and across the yard to the small Gazebo. She stopped in the center, standing between the two lounge chairs and let go of his hand. She slowly, enticingly unbuttoned her blouse the rest of the way and tossed it aside, exposing her bare tits to him and the gentle warm breeze. John was glad they didn't live in town at that moment, and even more so as she unzipped the back of the skirt and let it slide down her legs, revealing that her stockings were held up buy a black lace garter. Her pussy was easily visible in the translucent black lace panties, as was the considerable wet spot between her legs. "What do you think now? I know you've wanted to screw me out here since you built it, so, well, here's your chance!" She said with a grin as she stepped forward and unzipped his pants. "I see you're already hard. Good, I really want you. Walking around in this outfit has me sooooo fucking horny!" She whispered as she pushed his pants over his hips and then pushed his underwear down, releasing his hard dick. She pulled his pants and underwear down as she sank to her knees in front of him.
"Oh god." He groaned as she enveloped his dick with her hot mouth. Within seconds she was bobbing her head up and down his shaft, her saliva coating the whole thing as she pressed him so far into her that his head slipped into her throat for several seconds. He looked down to see her looking up at him, checking to see if he was enjoying her ministrations. John couldn't help but notice her hand busy between her spread legs, stroking her wet pussy with her panties pushed aside.
John reached down and lifted her gently by the arms, forcing her to release his dick from her mouth. He stepped her back and lay her on one of the lounge chairs and then reached down and pulled her small black panties off, tossing them over his shoulder as she giggled. He lowered himself over her, kneeling between her knees on the edge of the chair and lowering his mouth to her chest. He sucked one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked on them greedily for several seconds before moving to the other.
"I wish my tits were bigger for you." She moaned as he sucked the other nipple into his mouth.
"Me too." John said as he released her tit for a second and then went back to sucking and licking the hard nipple.
Sue wrapped her legs around him, pulling her hips up toward him while reaching between them to guide his dick toward her pussy. "OH FUCK YES!" she moaned as she drew herself up onto his dick and then began fucking him, stroking herself up onto his rigid dick with her legs. John was soon matching her strokes, their bodies slapping together rhythmically while Sue thrashed and moaned in delight.
"OH yes! Fuck me! Fill me with your hot cum!" she cried out loudly as her orgasm drew closer. It was only a few seconds later that her orgasm washed over her, wracking her shaking body with spasms and jerks while she screamed in pleasure.
John's overloaded body gave in to its primal desire and with along groan began pumping shot after shot of hot cum deep into his wife's pussy. His own climax seemed to last for an eternity as he jerked with each new release of juice inside her, finally easing and then stopping after nearly a minute.
"Oh god that was good." Sue cooed as she pulled his sweaty body down tight on top of her. "When did you get soooo good at sex? I don't remember it being this good for a long time."
"I don't think I've changed." John said seriously.
"Hmmm I suppose maybe some of it is me, but certainly not all of it."
"I'm not about to ask or complain. I just like it."
"Oh yeah!" she agreed with a hug.
Sue spent the rest of the evening walking around in nothing but the heels and stockings, taking every opportunity to tease her husband by bending over in front of him or teasingly stroking her pussy a few times. By the end of the evening she had sat on him, riding them both to climax not less than three more times before they finally retired to bed.
The next morning John could barely get out of bed. After sleeping like a log all night he still felt exhausted. Fortunately his wife had breakfast ready for him, which helped a lot, but he still stopped at a McDonallds and purchased three egg sandwiches, which he devoured within a few blocks of leaving. He simply didn't understand why he was so hungry and tired. Yes, he had a lot of sex with his wife in the last two days, but nothing to cause this. He thought to himself that maybe he was just coming down with something. He arrived at the office at his normal time and sat down to look over the design requirements for the project he was working on. Amanda, the design group's secretary came in and stood next to the desk, waiting for his attention.
"I have some bids that need signature." She said simply.
"Ok." John said, looking up at her while she handed him the folder.
"Boy, you look tired. You ok?"
"Yeah I think so. Maybe getting a bug or something."
"Looks like you're not getting enough sleep. Is your wife keeping you up all night?" she joked.
"Actually, she has been keeping me quite busy the last two days." John said as he closed the folder. "I kind of like seeing her run around half naked. I bet your husband would enjoy seeing you run around in skimpy outfits. Hell, I know most of the guys here would."
"Oh, and I bet you'd love it."
"Sure, I'd love to see you run around her in more revealing outfits."
"I think not. I like my professional attire thank you very much!" she said, reaching out and plucking the folder from his hand. "It's a good thing I don't take sexual harassment seriously or you'd be in big trouble buster!" she said jokingly.
"Right. You'd have to take down your sign then. Last thing you want the investigators to see is that you grade sexual harassment. Oh by the way, I have a picture of you sitting by your little sign, just for my protection." John said with a grin, knowing that this was just her way of playing, which the two of them had done now for several years.
"Well, in that case, maybe I should just walk in her in some skimpy little outfit and take advantage of you!" She said, turning and wiggling her butt seductively at him.
"Go for it!" John said with a laugh, giving her a gently swat on the butt as she headed for the office door. He watched her wiggle her way to the door, thinking to himself that In reality if someone ever really saw the two of them joking this way he probably would be in trouble, but so far the two of them had kept it discrete. He returned his attention to the documents on his desk and set to work trying to organize his thoughts.
She wasn't exactly sure why, but she sat there staring at his door, wondering what he was doing at that moment. She hoped he was thinking about her, but doubted it. He was pretty good looking, and even though he was a lot older than she was, why shouldn't she enjoy his experience. That was what they said, wasn't it? Older men are more experienced? She tried to concentrate on her work and after trying for several hours, finally gave up and headed to the ladies room.
Closing the stall door she pulled her panties down and then kicked them off. She was glad she wore a skirt as she hiked it up and sat on the stool. She couldn't help but touch herself, gently stroking her wet lips. She felt so turned on, and so wanted to feel him inside her. But this was work, and you just didn't go seduce one of your bosses. Well, he wasn't exactly her boss was he? Maybe it would be alright, if she was careful no one saw her go in, and she locked the door. Yes, that was exactly what she needed. Her fingers felt good, but she really wanted his dick inside her.
She thought about it, what would it take to get him to take her? She needed to get his fingers on her wet pussy and she needed him to see her hard nipples. "I can do this!" she said to herself as she got up and left the stall.
Amanda stepped into John's office and closed the door silently behind her. He was engrossed in his work, but his head snapped up at the sound of his office door lock clicking. Amanda strode over to his desk, lifting one leg and setting it on the corner of his desk. She reached up under her skirt and slowly rolled her thigh high stocking down her leg, stroking it time and again with the palms of her hands to roll it down to her ankle. She lifted her foot off the desk and pulled her high heel off, dropping it on the floor and then rolling the stocking off into her hand. She tossed the stocking aside and then stepped out of her other shoe and rested her leg on the desk.
"Wanna help me?" she asked quietly, reaching for one of John's hands and pulling it up her leg and under her skirt. He felt his fingers touch her bare pussy, her wet lips unmistakable as she pressed his palm against her thigh and drew it away from her pussy, rolling the stocking down her thigh. She moved his hand time and gain, forcing him to caress her leg as she used his hand to work the stocking lower. Finally she pulled the stocking from her foot and tossed it aside, a sultry hot look burning in her eyes.
"You know, I bet I'd look a lot sexier without this bra on." She said huskily as she reached for her blouse and began unbuttoning it. John stared as she slowly undid button after button, exposing a growing triangle of creamy white skin, interrupted only by the front of her lacy pink bra. The last button finally undone, she slipped the blouse off her shoulders and dropped it on his desk. He sat taking in the view of her while she reached behind her and unclasped her bra, allowing it to drop down her arms and revealing her bare tits. Each breast was easily the size of a grapefruit, looking firm and creamy white. Her pink nipples were the size small grapes, each centered in the middle of a darker oblong shaped areola.
"So do you like my tits?" she asked as she stepped around between him and the desk. "You said you wished I'd wear less and seduce you, so now what are you going to do?"
"I'm not sure." John replied, staring t her gorgeous tits.
"Well, until you make up your mind," She said quietly, reaching for his hands and pulling them to her tits. "You can play with these."
John squeezed her firm tits, rolling her nipples between his finger and thumb while she bent over and undid his pants.
"Now, Come here and fuck me. You know you've wanted to for a long time. I've wanted it too. I want to feel your fat cock in my pussy!" She pulled him, up, letting his pants slide down his legs and pushing his underwear down to expose his cock. She hiked her skirt up around her waist and sat on the edge of the desk, raising her legs and spreading them around him. "Now fuck me!" She pleaded, reaching for his body and pulling him closer to her.
John pressed his dick to her wet lips, his head spreading ever wider until his head slipped inside her tight tunnel. Amanda was quite a few years younger than he was and her pussy felt as tight as a teenager as he pushed ever deeper into her.
"Oh god yes!" Amanda moaned as her whole body trembled, her clit sliding along the top of his hard dick as he pressed slowly into her. After what seemed like an eternity of pleasure to her, she felt his hard dick press against the end of her hot pussy and begin sliding back out. For a moment she was afraid that he would pull it all the way from her, but he hesitated and then slid quickly into her again. Her whole body tingled as he stroked in and out of her, pushing her impending climax higher by the second. She wondered why she had waited so long to seduce him, why she hadn't demanded his hot dick inside her aching pussy before now? Each stroke felt like another small tingling explosion of sensation, each one drawing her closer and closer to her destination. She wanted to feel him explode in her, and struggled to hold back the waves of pleasure that were rippling through her body like waves. Just when she felt she couldn't hold out any longer she felt the first surge of hot cum squirt against the end of her tunnel. Let her head fall back as spasms of pleasure ran up and down her body, squeezing the hard dick pushing shot after shot of hot cum into her. Her whole body shook and quaked as each shot of cum pushed her orgasm higher and higher.
John groaned quietly while his dick jumped and squirted inside her pussy. Amanda seemed to be lost in pleasure as each squirt of his cum seemed to make her body tremble. He could feel her already tight pussy squeezing and rippling up and down his dick as she pulled his head down to her chest. John sucked one of her nipples into his mouth and gently nibbled, bringing a squeal of delight from her. There seemed to be no end to the orgasm that was washing over her, his continued attention to her firm tits and hard nipples keeping her orgasm going.
Finally after several long minutes she sagged in his harms, her whole body going limp. He gently laid her back on his desk, her chest heaving as she fought to catch her breath. "My god." She panted. "I've... never... felt anything... like that!"
"Glad you enjoyed it." John said quietly, suddenly hoping no one decided to come into his office at the moment.
"Oh yeah. I could do this every day!"
"Probably not a good idea." John said quietly. "Just think what would happen if we got caught?"
"Oh yeah. Might need to find a more private place to do this." She whispered as she pulled herself up to him and hugged him.
"My wife may not approve." John said, wondering just how far she was wanting this to go.
"Then we'll just have to make sure she doesn't find out." She whispered.
"I guess." John said as his flagging dick slipped from her tight pussy.
"Ohhhh I guess we're done for now." She said with a giggle. She looked around and then reached for one of her stockings to use as a cloth to wipe the cum leaking from her pussy. She slipped off the desk and knelt down in front of John, licking and sucking every drop of their mixed juice from his dick. "No point in leaving any evidence." She said with a giggle as she pulled his pants and underwear up, bucking everything as it should be. Finally she stood and found her shirt. Pulling it on. "Don't suppose you'd mind me not wearing my bra, would you?" she asked flirtatiously.
"No, I wouldn't mind." John said, watching her button her shirt.
"Well, if you're a good boy, maybe later I'll let you see them again?" she said as she stepped into her heels and picked her bra up. "Bye for now." She said with a giggle a she headed toward the door.



John sat back and watched her walk away, trying to get his mind around what had happened. Between his wife and Amanda, John was now convinced that the ring was for real. The question was how did it work? He didn't remember saying anything special to Amanda. He had said she should go ahead and try to seduce him. That could be considered a command. If all it took was to command a woman he would have to be very careful what he said. There had to be more to it than that. John decided that he would try to experiment and see if it was just words. He was going to have to be very careful though. With his mind working though possibilities, John got up and headed out for lunch.
John was sitting in the restaurant watching a cute waitress moving from table to table. He needed to give her a sexual command and then wait and see what happened. He waited for her to come take his order.
"So have you decided?" she asked politely.
"Yes. I think the best item on the menu is you." John said with a grin.
"I'm sorry sir, But I'm really not on the menu." She answered, smiling flirtatiously back.
"You should be. I'd really like to see what you look like wearing nothing but that fantastic smile of yours."
"Ohhh I couldn't do that. But I'd be happy to get you anything else on the menu."
"Well, in that case, I'll have the number one platter."
"what would you like to drink with that?"
"Hmmm I can think of one or two things." I said, looking at her large chest.
"I see. You're a milk lover? Unfortunately I don't have any available at the moment."
"Hmmm in that case how about a pepsi?"
"Got it. I'll have that out in a few minutes." She said with a smile before she turned away.
Now all John had to do was wait and see if anything happened. To his disappointment, she brought her food out, wearing her uniform along with her bright smile. Clearly there needed to be more than just the command or suggestion. While he devoured the large plate of food, he thought back to how Amanda and he had interacted, finally remembering that he gave her a swat on the way out. Maybe it required a touch as well?
When she came back with his check he decided to make one more try.
"Ready for your check?" She asked brightly.
"I think so." John said, looking at her hand. "That's an interesting ring, may I see it?"
"Sure!" she said holding out her hand to him.
John took it gently and turned her hand to make the gems in the small ring sparkle. "That's quite a ring. I bet it looks spectacular when it's all you have on!"
"I bet it does, not that you'd pay any attention to the ring if I was." She said with a laugh.
"Hmmm Maybe. Still be fun to find out." He said before releasing her hand. "I think I changed my mind. How about some desert."
"Certainly. What would you like?"
"Well if I have to stay within the menu, how about one of those nice banana splits?"
"Certainly sir." She said with a grin. "Be back in a minute!"
John watched her disappear into the kitchen area, wondering if there was a time factor on this. She came back quickly, carrying the ice cream. She set it on the table and bent over toward him much more than required to set it and the spoon down. "Thank you!" John said with a smile.
"Any time!" she said, turning and slowly walking away, looking over her shoulder as she did. John watched her make her way to the hallway heading toward the bathrooms, where she paused and watched him, making sure he saw her. It was a clear invitation to follow.
John got up from the table and set his napkin down and headed to the bathrooms where he had seen her disappear. As he reached the bathroom doors, the door labeled employees only opened, and the waitress stepped out and pulled him into the small storeroom.
"You really want to see my tits?" she asked nervously.
"I would."
"I don't do this for everyone you know." She said seriously as she unbuttoned her uniform down to her waist and quickly shrugged the short dress off her shoulders. The dress had barely hit the floor around her legs when the bra holding her large breasts followed. John was almost shocked to see her also hook her thumbs into her panties, and push them down as well, standing straight up with her arms at her sides.
"Very nice!" John said as he looked at her melon sized tits and hard nipples. He surveyed her young body all the way down to her shaved pussy. "Very nice indeed."
"Thank you." She said nervously.
"Is that all you wanted? To show me?"
"Uh huh. Can I dress now?" she asked nervously. "I really don't want to get fired."
"Sure, go ahead." John said quietly, not really wanting to cause her any trouble either. He watched her pull her tiny panties back up and then put the large bra back on to cover her massive breasts. He reached out and touched her arm and said "You don't really need that do you?"
"What? My bra? If I don't everyone would see me through my dress." She said quietly. She stood frozen, chewing on her lip as if she was thinking about it and then pulled it back off, tossing it on a box. She wiggled back into her dress, her tits swinging and bouncing enticingly as she did. Finally she buttoned the dress up and stood smiling at John. "Did you like what you saw?"
"Very much."
"I bet you didn't even see my ring."
"No, I didn't. You were quite right." John said quietly, reaching out and giving her a kiss on the forehead while he laid a hand on her shoulder. "You are very beautiful and you should show off those assets, not hide them."
"You think so?"
"Yes, don't get so outrageous you get arrested or fired, but tease the guys with what you have. I'm sure you'll have fun."
"Ok." She said with a grin, standing on her tip toes to give him a quick kiss on the lips. "Thank you!"
"You're welcome." John said as she turned to open the door, leading them back out of the store room.
John's ice cream was melted by the time he got back to his seat, so he paid his bill and headed back to work.
John stepped into his office and froze in his tracks. Sitting at his desk was Amanda, her shirt laying on the desk and her feet propped up on the edge, her knees splayed wide apart and her fingers pumping in and out of her wet pussy.
"Oh god. I'm glad you're back. I need you to fuck me so bad!" she begged from her seat at his desk.
"You do?" John asked, stunned.
"Yes. I want you inside me. I want to feel you shooting your cum deep into my pussy!"
"SAY WHAT!" a female voice said from behind me. I turned in shock and saw the supervisor of the secretarial pool. Virginia was a tall thin black woman with a huge set of tits. John had seen her around a number of times, but hadn't really had much opportunity to talk to her. He knew some about her from talking with Amanda, but nothing significant. "Miss Grindle, Get dressed this moment and report to my office!"
Almost without thinking John reached out and touched her arm, saying "Virginia, you don't want to fire her, you want to join her."
"I WHAT? Are you insane?" She said to me with a look of pure disgust on her face. "I want you in my office in five minutes!" she said to Amanda, glaring at John while she talked.
John had a distinct sinking feeling in his gut. It looked like he was going to end up unemployed along with Amanda. Virginia turned and stormed out of the office slamming the door behind her.
"Oh fuck!" Amanda said, standing up and trying to smooth her skirt down and pick up her shirt at the same time.
"I'm sorry. I think this was my fault." John said to her as he stepped over to the desk.
"No, it's my fault. I should have been more careful." She said, stepping over to John a she buttoned her shirt. "Too bad we won't get to play any longer. I was just starting to have fun." She before reaching out and giving him a gentle kiss on the lips. "See you around." She whispered, tears forming in her eyes as she stepped past him and walked out the office door, leaving it standing open.
John stepped to his chair and sat down heavily, looking around at what he might need to pack up before he left. He'd been there a long time, but hadn't really put that much personal stuff into his office.
His phone rang and John picked it up, expecting that this was the end of his employment here. "Hello?"
"Mister Winston? Would you please join a meeting in conference room 138 please?" a pleasant female voice asked.
"Certainly." He answered before hanging up. This was an unusual way to do things, but John expected they wanted to get all the parties together and sort it all out at once. With a sigh he got up and headed out of his office, heading down the long hall to the administrative area. He came to the designated conference room and opened the door, stepping inside.
"Close the door." Virginia said from where she was sitting at the end of the table.
John pushed the door closed and saw that Amanda was sitting at the table near Virginia.
"Please, come sit down." She said pleasantly.
John shrugged and walked over to one of the padded seats and settled into it. Without a word Virginia stood up and stepped around the table so she was standing next to him and then turned around.
"Would you mind?" she asked.
"What?" John said, shaking his head quickly. Would he mind doing what?
"My zipper, would you pull it down so I can reach it?" She asked sweetly.
"If you want." John answered, seriously expecting that he was being recorded on a camera just to prove what he had done. He reached up and slowly pulled the zipper down the back of her dress, following the contours of her body until it stopped part way down her round firm butt.
"Thank you." She said, turning around to face him. She shrugged the dress off her shoulders and let it slide to the floor. She stepped out of the dress and shoes in one step, standing in front of him wearing only her pantyhose, underwear and bra. With a smile, she reached behind her and undid the clasp of the heavy duty brazier holding her massive chest in place. She allowed the straps to hang on her shoulders for a moment while she crossed her arms over her breasts, and then pulled the straps down, coyly exposing her huge tits to his gaze an inch at a time. Her tits were magnificently large, each chocolate orb sprouting a large hard nipple as big around as John's thumb, centered in side of an even darker brown areola covering a good portion of the tip of her tits.
She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her pantyhose and slowly pulled them down, pirouetting on the balls of her feet as she bent so that her firm butt faced him as she pulled the translucent material down her legs. She pulled one foot free of the material and then stood back up, leaving it on her other foot. In one smooth motion she stepped back to the edge of the table and slid her rear onto it, lifting her leg with the pantyhose still attached, up and over John so the shimmery material hung across his shoulders and neck. She scooted to the edge of the table, now sitting directly in front of John, and reached forward, grasping one leg of the pantyhose in each hand. She slowly leaned back until she was laying on the table and used the hose that were hooked around his neck to draw his head between her legs.
"So you want to see me masturbate for you? Wouldn't you rather do it for me? She cooed as she drew his face right up to her sopping wet panties. "Go ahead. Pull them off!"
John reached up and tugged gently on the waistband of the plain white bikini panties, sliding them down her butt as she lifted it off the table for him. He drew them down her legs while she lifted her knees and pulled them toward her chest. John pulled the panties from her feet and tossed them aside, staring at her wet lips as she spread her legs wide.
"You too sweetie. Get naked for John." She said to Amanda as she drew Johns face to her wet pussy with the hose.
John never saw her get undressed, but felt her mouth close around his dick while he licked and sucked on Virginia's dark wet lips. He stroked his tongue up and down her slit, flicking her clit with each pass.
"Oh yes. God yes!" Virginia mumbled as she lay trembling on the table, John's actions driving her up the slope of ecstasy. John continued to lick and suck her clit while Amanda worked under the table on his hard dick, her mouth sliding wetly up and down his engorged shaft. "Oh fuck me! Please!" Virginia begged, her body screaming at her that it couldn't take much more.
John pushed the chair back and allowed Amanda to pull his pants and underwear down before reaching up and guiding his hard dick to Virginia's wet pussy. He sunk easily into her, his curly pubic hair mixing with hers as she ground her pussy against him, trying to grind her clit harder into the base of his dick. John stroked slowly out and then rammed back into her, making her squeak in surprise before moaning in pleasure. He repeated the trip time and again while Amanda crawled up in the table, now completely nude, and squatted over Virginia's head, lowering her pussy to Virginia's eager tongue.
"OH yes.... So nice!" Amanda cooed as John slapped into Virginia's trembling body. Finally, more than she could handle, Virginia went rigid as a board, moaning loudly into Amanda's pussy as her orgasm washed over her. John continued to stroke time and again into her, holding her climax to its limit. No longer being stimulated by Virginia, Amanda lifted from her face and frigged her clit viciously, working her own orgasm to its climactic end.
Amanda came hard, her juices gushing and squirting over Virginia's face and chest, making her tits glisten with girl cum. The sight was more than John could stand any longer, and he jerked suddenly, his body pumping a huge shot of cum into Virginia's pussy. He tried to stroke again, accidently pulling his spurting cock from her pussy. Shot after shot of cum lanced out into the air and landed on Virginia's trembling tits, mixing with Amanda's cum. As she slowly came down from her long climax, Virginia slipped her hands to her big tits and gently massaged the mixture of cum into then, twisting and pulling her nipples as she did so.
"God I don't think I've ever cum that hard." Virginia said once she could breath somewhat normally again. "I'm certainly glad I gave you a chance to fuck me."
"It was a good fuck." John said, sagging in the chair he had previously been sitting in, his pants around his ankles. He felt exhausted, his body apparently not used to the unreal amount of sex he had in the last few days.
"You look tired!" Amanda said, sliding off the table, onto his lap. "Does that mean you can't fuck me?"
"I'm afraid I wouldn't be able to even get it up." John said tiredly.
"Oh, you really can't disappoint Amanda!" Virginia said from where she lay on the table. "We'll take care of getting you hard again." She sat up and slid off the table, moving Amanda aside and lowering herself between his legs. She quickly went to work, licking and sucking his soft dick, bringing it slowly to life. She sucked and licked his dick with abandon, often pushing his hardening dick down into her throat until her nose was pressing against his curly hairs. "There!" she declared, standing up and helping Amanda sit on his dick, facing away from him. Virginia sat on the table and hefted her big tits, holding them out for Amanda to suck on while she rode slowly up and down John's dick.
"Mmmmph." Amanda moaned as Virginia stuffed her other tit into her mouth.
"That's it! Suck em!" Virginia cooed as Amanda worked both her tits and John's dick. "Ohhhh good girl. Lick all that cum off my big tits." She said switching tits again. As she worked she began riding him faster, her orgasm building within her by the second.
"Ahhhh!" Amanda squealed as her pleasure climaxed, her whole body jerking as she ground her pussy into John's dick, trying to get every inch of him into her that she could. Her climax seemed to last forever before she sagged against Virginia, panting for breath.
"That a girl. Just take it easy a minute or two." Virginia cooed as she stroked Amanda's hair gently. "Felt good didn't it? Such a good fitting cock. I could fuck him all day, but we better not. Someone might get curious and come in here."
"Right." Amanda said, lifting herself from his dick and picking up her clothes that were tossed around. Virginia stood in front of John and slowly dressed, teasing him with her big tits until she had to finally cover them with her dress, leaving her bra laying on the table.
"Thought you might like to be able to see them a bit better." She whispered as she turned to let him zip her dress.
"Thank you." John answered honestly, glad he was at least not getting fired. He hadn't really planned on causing this, but it was all he could think of on the spur of the moment. Now that it was done he wondered what kind of long term ramifications it might have. He still didn't know how long it lasted, and if it was a finite period of time, what would happen to him when it did wear off? With all this swirling around in his head, he watched the two women saunter out the door, swinging their hips seductively as he watched them go.
Taking off early was frowned on, but he just wasn't up to staying any longer, so John packed his stuff and headed home. The house was, as usual, empty. He couldn't help but notice the angry look the neighbor lady was giving him as he walked from the car toward the back door. Trina Collins wasn't bad looking, but she was a bit... stuck up? John thought to himself as he dropped into his chair. Within minutes he was fast asleep.
"John. Honey!" He heard his wife call from the kitchen, dragging him from his nap.
"In here!" he called back, opening his eyes as she walked into the room. She stood in the doorway, her hands at her sides, looking at him with a huge smile, but not moving.
"So, what do you notice!" she asked, clearly bubbling over with excitement.
John looked at her for nearly a minute before it finally struck him, her shirt was not only tight, but screaming tight. "What's the matter with your shirt?"
"You noticed!" she said, twirling around. "At first I thought maybe my shirt shrunk." she said as she started unbuttoning her too tight shirt. "But then I realized that something else was going on. Look at this!" She pulled her shirt open and displayed her lacy bra to him, her tits clearly stuffing the B cups to more than overflowing.
"Wow! What did you do?" John asked, staring as she unclipped the front clasp and let the cups pop apart, her clearly larger breasts fully visible.
"I didn't do anything. I mean, I noticed my bra seemed a bit tight this morning, but I felt like it was getting tighter all day long, and now... Well you can see, they're both lots bigger. They must be, what, maybe a C cup now?"
"What do you think it is? I mean, do you want to go to the doctor?"
"What for, so I can ask him why my tits got bigger? They're even and firm, so it isn't anything bad. Hell I've always wanted bigger tits, and I know you're not going to complain!" she said with a giggle as she walked toward the chair he was sitting in, dropping her shirt off her shoulders with her bra and pushing her skirt down her hips. She climbed into the chair, wearing nothing but her stockings and shoes, leaning her now larger chest to his face for him to suck on, which he eagerly did.
"Oh god yes. That feels so good. I always wondered what women with bigger tits felt when they got sucked on." She cooed as John worked from one tit to the other, kissing and sucking as much of it as he could reach. He felt her hand move to his pants and begin undoing them the best she could with one hand while she held herself up with the other. After several minutes of fumbling she got his rock hard dick free and moved her exposed and wet pussy over it. She sunk slowly down on his shaft, letting her knees, on either side of his hips, take her weight.



"Oh fuck." He mumbled into her ample chest as she started riding up and down his shaft.
Sue bounced harder at his verbal appreciation, enjoying every kiss and nibble he was showering on her tender breasts, feeling much like a teenager who was just discovering sex for the first time. She rode like she hadn't ever done before, John's fat dick growing larger inside her as the burning inside her pushed her closer and closer to climax.
John nibbled her nipples and tried to hold her tits to his mouth as she bounced up and down his shaft. He loved her new size, and was barely able to contain himself within her as he worked on her creamy orbs. Finally it became more than he could hold back, and his dick burst forth with surge after surge of hot cum deep into her pussy.
"OHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" Sue screamed in pleasure as her own orgasm hit, triggered by her husband's spurting dick. Her whole body trembled and she pulled herself tight to his face, driving one of her soft tits into his face as his body jerked with each shot of cum she felt gushing into her. It seemed like hours before her orgasm abated, Johns sucking and nibbling on her nipples keeping it going far longer than she remembered it staying before. Finally she sagged into his body, rolling her chest to the side so John could breathe again. "god that was great. I always wondered about bigger tits. I don't know why they did this, but I'm not complaining!"
"You did seem to really enjoy getting them sucked." John panted.
"Oh yeah. You can suck them any time you want!" She said emphatically, wiggling her tits against the side of his face. They sat for some time, each catching their breath, before he softened enough to slip from her. She pushed herself back and crawled off the chair while John admired her body.
"Damn you look hot." John said quietly.
"Maybe I should walk around like this all the time?"
"You might need to put a bit more on to go out, but around the house? You won't get a complaint from me."
"Good! That's what I'll do then!" she said with a smile as she turned and headed to the kitchen to take care of dinner.
True to her word, she wore nothing but the heels and stockings the rest of the night, which of course led to plenty more opportunities to slip his hard dick into her wet pussy.
The next day John went to work as usual, feeling like he had finally gotten a handle on the power of the ring. Now it was time to see what he could really do with it. The following day would be Halloween, and the office had started a bit of a contest between departments for the best costume. John decided he was going to try to get to as many good looking women as he could and encourage them to wear sexy costumes. His first target was of course his secretary. Amanda followed him into is office and immediately dropped into his lap, spreading her legs as far as she could and pulling his hand under her skirt to her bare pussy.
"I've been waiting for you." She whispered to him.
"I can tell. But right now I need a favor."
"If I do good, can we fuck later?"
"Sure."
"Good!" she giggled like a school girl. "What kind of favor do you need?"
"Tomorrow is going to be the holiday contest. I want you to find out who's even remotely sexy, and have them come see me. I'm going to send them to you, and I want you to talk to them and help them pick something sexy for a costume. Can you do that for me?"
"Ohhhhh Are you going let them tease too?"
"Uh huh. Just a bit." John said with a smile. "Nothing that would get them arrested, but, well, make em sexy, ok?"
"Oh goody!" she said slipping off his lap. "This should be fun!"
Johns next job was a phone call.
"Hey lover. You calling so we can... get together?" Virginia asked sexily.
"Not quite. I have a question though. Who do you know in HR?"
"Well, Shirley and I play cards once a week."
"The HR director? That's great. How about we go have a chat with her."
"You and me? As long as we get to play a bit after."
"Sure." John said with a grin, thinking that this was wayyyyy too easy.
John got up and headed out of his office and downstairs to Virginia's office.
"I was waiting for you." She said to John as he stepped into her office. She stepped around her desk and wrapped her arms around John's neck. "Do you want to fuck first?" she whispered.
"Not yet." John said. "We need to talk to Shirley."
"Ok lover." She practically cooed as she let go of his neck.
John followed her out of her office and down to the first floor. Virginia waved to the secretary sitting at the desk and walked straight past to the large oak door behind her. She gave a quick knock and then walked in.
"Virginia!" a tall blond woman said as she got up from the desk. "What's so important?"
"Well, John has something he wants to talk about." She said, stepping out of the way so that John could step forward. John held out his hand to shake Shirley's.
"Hello, what can I do for you?"
"I have a favor to ask of you." John said as he shook her hand.
"Well, if I can." She said with a smile. "What is it?"
"I want the engineering department to win the costume contest, but I'm worried that, well with sexual harassment the way it is, I'm worried that some of the ladies costumes might be considered inappropriate."
"Hmmm. And you want to be sure that what, the men behave? Or that the women don't get in trouble if they show a bit too much of something?"
"Both actually."
"Hmmmm. Let me think on it. I'm sure I can come up with something. Is that all?"
"Well, not really. I'd kind of like to see what you look like naked." John said with a grin.
"That really isn't appropriate, especially not here." She said shaking her head.
"Well, that's up to you." John said, standing up.
Virginia stepped over toward Shirley. "Come on Shirl. It's not like I haven't seen you naked." She said with a grin. "Hell, we spent how long naked in that hot tub a few weeks ago?"
"Yeah. That was kind of fun."
"Did you ladies have a little fun?" John asked.
"Oh you could say that. We had a bit too much wine and... well... I guess things got a bit out of hand."
"Boy, I'd sure like to see that." John said, an image of Virginia's head between the blond's legs coming to mind.
"Why don't we show him. I've kind of wanted to do that again anyway." She said quietly to Shirley.
"I don't think..." Shirley started to protest as Virginia stepped toward her. Virginia wrapped her arms around the tall blond and pulled her against her, covering her lips with hers. At first Shirley was stiff and unresponsive, but the longer Virginia kissed her the more she visibly softened, until she wrapped her arms around her friend and began aggressively kissing her back. John sat back down and watched the two women slowly undress each other while they embraced. Virginia released her arms from around Shirley and shrugged her slinky purple dress off her shoulders after Shirley unzipped it down the back. Then she spun Shirley slowly around and pulled the zipper of her white dress down her back. John watched as Virginia turned both of them towards him and then pushed the shoulders of Shirley's dress off her shoulders, pushing it down her body, exposing her slender creamy body ever so slowly.
"Damn." John said quietly as her firm breasts came into view, covered only by a thin layer of lacy bra. Her nipples were hard as rocks and her areola, clearly visible through the white lace, were puckered and puffed up and stuck out almost as far as her nipples. Virginia pushed Shirley's dress down to her hips and then slid her hands up her body, first cupping each breast and then reaching between them to release the small clasp holding the lacy material in place. She pulled the material apart, allowing her bare tits to be completely visible to John, who sat mesmerized by the show the two were putting on for him.
Virginia slipped her hands down her friends body, letting her fingers trace her firm breasts and stomach before reaching the dress bunched up on her hips. Ever so slowly she pushed the dress down, revealing her hips and eventually her mound, inch by inch. John stared at her shaved mound and pussy, his view blocked only by the shimmery material of her pantyhose. Allowing her dress to slip to the floor around her legs, Virginia moved her hands back up to the waistband of her pantyhose, grasping them gently and pulling down, getting them started rolling down her hips and over her firm butt. Virginia sank to the floor behind Shirley, rolling her hose down her legs, her dark hands a stark contrast to the creamy white of Shirley's legs. Unable to go any farther, Virginia coaxed her to lift each foot, pulling the high heels and pantyhose from each foot in turn. Shirley stood completely naked in front of John, her chest rising and falling deeply, her head tipped back, allowing her long blond hair to flow down her back. With her eyes closed, she allowed Virginia to stroke and caress her way back up her body, until she was once again standing behind her, her fingers stroking and drawing circles around her hard nipples.
John was unable to tear his eyes from the sceene in front of him as Shirley turned to face Virginia, reaching around her and unclasping her bra. She gently pulled the material away, freeing Virginia's huge tits before she leaned down and sucked one of her already hard nipples into her mouth. She moved her hands to Virginia's hips, slipping her fingers into the waist of the tiny panties she was wearing and slowly pushing them down, stopping only when she could reach no further. She released her suction on Virginia's nipple and slowly sunk down, kissing her way down Virginia's firm stomach as she pushed the panties farther and farther down her stocking covered legs.
With her panties now around her ankles, Virginia lifted each leg, leaving her shoes on, and turned to sit on the edge of Shirley's desk while Shirley knelt down in front of her, coaxing her legs apart. Gently she reached her tongue out, slipping it between the wet lips in front of her, and licked up her slit and across Virginia's exposed clit. Virginia shuddered slightly and pulled the blond head tighter to her pussy as she began to hump gently against it.
John was sitting on the edge of the seat, his hard dick already out and crying to slip into one of the two wet pussies he had been watching. Seeing his chance, he moved behind Shirley, kneeling down with his pants around his ankles, and rubbed his drooling head against her wet lips.
"Yes, Fuck her!" Virginia hissed. "Bang her hot little cunt with your big dick!"
John's groan was the only reply he made as he pressed into Shirley's tight pussy. He heard Shirley moan into Virginia's pussy as he sunk deeper and deeper into her. Finally he felt his head hit the end of her tight tunnel and began slowly stroking in and out of her, watching Virginia grind Shirley's head into her pussy.
Never having seen something like this in person, His mind was on overload, and he quickly flew over the precipice, his body jerking and squirting into her pussy like a fire hose. Virginia shook and trembled as her own orgasm overcame her just after John, bathing Shirley's face in her juices almost as heavily as her pussy had been filled.
Shirley pulled from John's dick when Virginia released her, and stood up, pulling Virginia slowly off the desk and coaxing her to the floor. She squatted over Virginia's face, Johns' cum dripping onto Virginia's lips before she lowered down farther, pressing her wet lips over Virginia's lips. Virginia licked and sucked the pussy pressing against her face while reaching up and squeezing the nipples protruding from the firm tits above her. It didn't take more than a few short minutes before Shirley shuddered, her orgasm quickly building, and then washing over her. She nearly lost her balance as Virginia continued to assault her clit and pussy with her tongue and her fingers twisted and pulled her nipples.
Shirley slumped off of Virginia, settling to the floor next to her, one leg still across Virginia's chest. Virginia lifted herself on her elbows and looked at John and asked simply if he had enjoyed the show.
"Hell yes." John answered emphatically.
"Good. I hoped you would. Now why don't you go run along and let us girls get put back together."
"With pleasure." John said, crawling across her body to give each of them a gentle kiss on the lips before standing up and fixing his pants back.
John slipped out the door and headed back to his office, hoping he hadn't been gone too long.
All afternoon, women made their way to his office, after which he guided each to see Amanda, suggesting to them that the sexier the outfit they could come up with the better, and he wanted to see each of them come by the next day. He felt pretty good, his plan having already gone better than he could have expected. It only got better when a memo circulated from Shirley, indicating that the normal professional levels of dress were suspended for the next day. In addition men were to understand that costumes frequently are unable to meet the levels of decorum that typical business wear would, and that lewd or inappropriate comments to or about any female staff member wearing a costume would be dealt with seriously.
John went home satisfied that the next day would be one to remember for a long time.
The next morning John got up and got ready for work. Not sure what costume he was going to end up wearing, he decide it was time to move the ring to a chain rather than his pocket. He dug in his wife's jewelry box and found an old gold chain, which he used to hang the garish ring around his neck, tucking it under his shirt.
Stepping into his office, John found the costume Amanda had arranged for him, hanging in a bag on the back of his office door. He opened the bag, immediately realizing why she selected the costume she had.
The bag contained a short white toga, a pair of sandals and a round disk. Clearly he was to be an early Olympian for the day, and he suspected that she intended for him to go commando under the outfit. With a smile he stripped naked and pulled the costume on, the material only coming down to the middle of his thighs. He sat down in his chair, his dick almost sticking out of the outfit as it bunched up on his lap.
"So, do you like your outfit?" Amanda asked as she opened the door and stepped into the office. She closed the door and walked over toward his desk, her tiny white nurse outfit practically bursting around her breasts. She leaned toward him and arched her back, the row of snaps down the front suddenly popping and spreading to allow her ample breasts to stick out toward him.
"Now that's nice!" John said with a smile.
"Ohhh that's not all." She said as she lifted one foot in her white high heel and white thigh high stocking that didn't quite make it to the bottom of her skirt. She placed her foot on the edge of the desk her extremely short white skirt flipping up around her waist, exposing her freshly shaved pussy.
"Ohhhh very NICE!" John said appreciatively, reaching out and gently stroking her already wet lips. "I take it you planned for my outfit to be easily accessible?"
"Oh yeah." She said, pushing his chair back as she lowered her leg. She stepped in front of him, but facing away from him, and reached between her legs for his already hard dick. She aimed his throbbing member at her wet pussy and sat slowly down on it, reaching for his hands and pulling them around her to her tits as she sat fully on his lap. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried as she began bouncing up and down on his lap, driving herself up the slope to climax with incredible speed. It only took a few short minutes for her orgasm to shake her to the core, her whole body jerking and trembling as she lost her coordination. She sagged back against his chest as her spasms passed away, her chest heaving under his hands while she struggled for breath.
"That was intense." John whispered.
"God yes. But you didn't cum yet."
"No, but I have a hunch that wont be a problem today.
"I doubt it. I just wanted to make sure I got mine first!" she said with a breathless giggle.
"Well you sure got that!" John said with a laugh as the office door opened.
"Opps, sorry!" A small woman said, backing out of the office and starting to close the door behind her.
"No, that's fine. Come in!' John called as Amanda lifted from his lap, his dick pulling from her wet pussy with a slurp. "I was just checking out Amanda's costume."
"Yes, it seems so." The little woman said, as she stepped fully into the office so John could now see her whole costume. She wore a little school girl outfit, which worked well with her small stature. Her blond hair was put up in two small ponytails, and her tiny white blouse was tied below her breasts. The tiny plaid skirt sat low on her hips, leaving a wide expanse of belly and a tiny bit of her mound showing above the waistband. The short skirt didn't quite reach down to the tops of her thigh high tights, leaving a small band of white skin to tease of what was hidden by the tiny skirt.
"Very sexy. Would you like to turn around for me?"
"Sure." She said with a grin, doing first a slow turn, and then a twirl, the air flipping her skirt out to give a quick flash of her apparently bare ass and pussy.
"Wow, is all I can say."
"You like it?" She asked with a smile.
"very much."
"Can I see yours?" she asked, standing half way across the room with her hands behind her butt, swinging her hips back and forth like a school girl might.
"If you want." John said, standing up. The bottom of his costume hung on his hard dick, leaving if fully exposed to the school girl in front of him.
"Ohhhh what a hard dick. I bet you want to stick it into my tight little girl pussy!"
"That depends, do you want it stuck into your pussy?"
She moved her hands in front of her and pulled her skirt up, showing John her tiny trimmed blond bush, and moving a hand to stroke her already wet lips. "I think I'd like very much to feel you put that big dick into me. Amanda told me yesterday how big and full you made her feel, so I just couldn't wait to feel you inside me."
"Well. Here I am." John said with a huge smile on his face.
She stepped over to his desk and bent over, sticking her small firm ass out at him and flipping her tiny skirt up on her ass. "Put it in me. Fill me up with your big dick!" she coaxed sexily.
John stepped behind her and rubbed his head around on her lips and then pressed his head to engage in her tunnel. She moaned as he pressed harder, finally popping his mushroom head into her tunnel. John pressed a few inches into her and then pulled back stroking tiny short strokes to allow her extremely tight pussy to expand around him while he worked more and more of her juices on his shaft. It took several minutes of short stroked to get fully into her. By this time she was already trembling and shaking with her climax. John stroked slowly in and out, trying to keep her orgasm going while he worked himself toward release. With a groan he jammed into her as far as he could and squirted the first of several shots of his hot cum into her tight pussy.
John was still panting and his body making little jerks and twitches when he felt Amanda's hands around him. "I knew you'd love to cum in her hot little pussy." She whispered.
"You arranged this?"
"Oh yeah. I wanted to get you all warmed up and then get Cindy in here to fuck you. She's got the tightest pussy in the department."
"How do you know?"
"Oh, I know. Besides, she's only twenty two and while she's not a virgin, she's the closest thing we have around here."
"Oh...I see. Thank you." John said, covering her roving hands with his and hugging them to his chest.
"Just wait till you see some of the other ladies. I took a quick walk around a few offices and, well, why don't I just let you be surprised."



"Sounds fair." John said as he pulled his softening dick from his school girl, letting her stand up and turn around to face him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him gently.
"Thanks for letting me be first Amanda." She whispered over his shoulder.
"Your welcome." Amanda answered quietly, leaning her face over Johns shoulder from behind, kissing Cindy sensuously on the lips.
"Why do I get the feeling that I'm intruding?"
"Oh, you're not." Amanda said with a giggle. "In fact, we get together frequently and, well, we've been thinking of inviting you, but haven't quite known how to ask. I guess this will pretty much make that easy."
"I guess it will." John said before Cindy pressed her hot lips to his.
The three of them kissed for several minutes before Amanda broke away. "I think we better go. You should start having visitors pretty soon."
"Ok." John said with a nod, watching the two women step back and walk to the door hand in hand. He never would have figured Amanda to go that way, but then you never really knew.
John had barely gotten started with his work when his office door pushed open slowly, attracting his attention. Standing in the door, with her feet slightly apart, was a tall brown haired woman, her dark, almost olive tinted skin a clear indication of her Greek heritage. She stood with a long black flowing cape covering her from neck to ankle, only her several inch high spike heels showing besides the small white fangs peaking from between her sexy lips. Her hair flowed down her shoulders and back, some of the strands reaching nearly to where her tits would be if they weren't covered by the cape.
"Hello." She said huskily.
"Hello. I presume you're a vampire? Are you here to suck my blood?"
She stepped forward into the office and pushed the door closed behind her. Grasping her cape, she flipped it back, revealing that under the long material she wore nothing but a black shelf bra, leaving her ample tits and hard nipples fully exposed, and a pair of thigh high black net stockings. Her dark bush was trimmed into an arrow pointing to her pouting and obviously wet lips that John could see between her slightly spread legs. She wasn't thin by any means, but at the same time not fat. She was what John referred to as a plus size hottie. "Close. I'm here to suck, but your blood is not my goal!" she said with a devious smile as she began stepping slowly toward John.
"Should I be afraid?" John asked as he pushed his chair back, revealing his already exposed and hard dick.
"Only if you don't like shooting your cum down my throat." She answered as she stepped between his legs and knelt down. Without another word she enveloped his hard dick with her hot mouth, quickly bobbing up and down his shaft to lubricate it with her saliva. She sucked and licked his cock for long minutes, periodically pressing his head deep into her until he could feel it pop into her throat.
"Oh that's good!" John moaned quietly, thoroughly enjoying her attentions as he slid down lower in his chair. "You can come by any time you want and do this."
"I might just take you up on that!" she said as she lifted her face from his dick for a moment. "Only problem is, this makes me terribly horny!"
"Oh? Well, feel free to do whatever gets you off then."
"Hmmmm. Thought you'd never ask!" She said, pulling her head from his lap and standing up. She stepped over his lap, lifting one leg and setting it on the seat next to him and then quickly lowered herself onto his raging hardon. "OH shit yes!" she moaned loudly as she began bouncing up and down his shaft. "Soooo big and fat! Please squeeze my titties!"
John reached up and squeezed both of her ample breasts where they hung over the shelf bra, her hard nipples between his fingers as his hands tried to cover as much of her tit as he could. She moaned louder as he squeezed and worked her breasts, her bouncing pussy driving them both toward a hard climax.
John shot first, his dick squirting shot after shot of cum into her pussy. Her whole body shook and trembled with each new surge of juice into her tunnel until she could hold no more and his cum began leaking around her pulsing pussy.
"Oh god yes. So much hot juice!" she panted as she pulled from his still twitching dick and sat back on his desk. Lifting her knees high, she reached down and quickly scooped the cum leaking from her pussy with a finger and sucked every drop off as if it were some kind of sweet candy. She reached down time after time, licking all the cum that leaked from her until she seemed to have most of it consumed, and then slipped off the desk to kneel down and lick his now soft dick clean. She alternately wrapped her mouth around his dick and balls, sucking and licking them until he was bathed clean of their cum. Only then did she stand up and pull her cape closed, turning and walking away with a devious giggle.
John slid back to his desk and tried to concentrate on the paperwork ahead of him, hoping that he would get enough of a break to be able to get hard for the next woman, whomever it might be.
John's next visitor was almost as much of a surprise as the vampire had been. John had completely forgotten that there were a pair of twins working in the department, one in electrical and one in materials engineering sections. He was amply reminded of the fact when the two tall willowy redheads stepped into his office. Each woman wore a tiny brown skirt, not even a foot long, hanging low on their hips and a short sleeved button down blouse, if you could call it that, ending just below their breasts with an elastic band. Each one wore a gold chain as a belt in the low riding skirt, with half of a rainbow as a belt buckle. Their outfits were topped off with a green hat with a shamrock, and glittery green spike heels.
"Well, I take it you two are what, leprechauns?
"Yep. My name is Cindy, and my sister is Candy." One of them said as they stepped toward his desk.
"I see. And am I to presume that there is a pot of gold to be had?"
"Uh huh. If you find the end of the rainbow you get the pot of gold!" Cindy said as she stepped around one side of the desk while her sister moved around the other.
"I see." John said, looking at the two hanging pieces and realizing what they meant. Reaching out for the two pieces of rainbow, he pulled, gently unbuckling the home made buckle and pulling the chains. The backs of the buckles were attached to the snaps holding the skirts together, which easily unsnapped with his action. John let go of the buckles and the weight of the chairs drug the short skirts down their hips, landing with a clunk on the floor.
"Very hot!" John said as the two ladies moved to sit on the edge of his desk, one on either side of him, their trimmed red curls now fully on display.
"Thought you'd like that." Cindy said, sticking a leg out and setting it on the far side of his chair, the action spreading her legs and pussy for him. Candy followed suit, hooking her leg over her sisters, and reaching down to stroke her already wet lips.
"You like?" she asked.
"Oh yes!" John answered as he watched her fingers slowly press into her hot pussy, disappearing deeply into her.
"Thought you might." She whispered as she pulled her finger out and reached for his mouth, gently slipping in so he could taste her juices. "Do you like sucking pussy as much as we like sucking dick?"
"I don't know, how much do you like sucking dick?"
"We love it!" They said in unison, putting their legs down and sliding off the desk. They sunk down between his legs and began to lick up his dick, one on each side, treating it like an ice cream cone.
"Ohhhh" John groaned when they wrapped their lips and tongues around his head. He reached down with both hands and began gently pulling on the buttons holding their tiny shirts tougher, releasing their apple sized tits to his view. He allowed them to lick and suck him for some minutes before he lifted their chins from his lap. "My turn. Sit." He said coaxing them up to sit on the edge of the desk. He rolled his chair in between Cindy's legs, gently licking her wet pussy and making her moan, the sound muffled by her sisters lips pressed to hers.
John gently licked and sucked each pussy in turn, using his fingers on the one his tongue wasn't attacking. Candy came first, her whole body shuddering as John licked her pussy and her sister sucked her tits and hard nipples. Her pussy flooded his mouth with her hot juices as she jerked and shuddered under their attentions. "Oh enough! Stop please!" she pleaded as he continued to lick and flick her hard clit.
Without a word John moved back to Cindy, driving a finger deep into her pussy while he sucked and nibbled her hard clit. OHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as he triggered the climax that had been just ever so close before he moved back to her sister. She clamped her legs around John's head, squeezing him while her body shuddered, giving him at least as much girl cum as her sister had.
"Damn." They said as he rolled back and smiled, his face glistening with their cum. They moved off his desk and kissed every drop from his face before stepping back and buttoning their tops. John admired their creamy whit asses as they bent over to step into their tiny skirts.
"Any time you want to come back, feel free."
"Oh we will. Just thought you should know, we do everything together." Candy said with a grin.
"I'll remember that." John said, returning their smiles. He watched them leave and then slid back to the desk, shaking his head and wondering what was coming next.
He didn't have long to wait. Lisa Cho knocked and stepped into the office, closing the door behind her. Lisa was one of the other engineers on his floor, and if he hadn't been her supervisor he might have tried something long ago. Lisa was characteristically Asian, short, black straight hair slanted eyes and perpetual smile. John never really knew what her body looked like, until now, and was not at all displeased. Instead of the generally baggy dresses she normally wore, today she wore two bands of playing cards, one across her surprisingly large chest, and the other around her waist.
"I thought I'd come show you my costume." She said shyly as she walked up and stood near his desk, her hands behind her butt.
"I see. It looks terrific." John replied, noting that the playing cards didn't cover most of her pussy or smooth mound, and there were a few that seemed to be missing. "Would you like to come sit on my lap?"
"That depends. Pick a card. I'll do what it says."
"Hmmm That could be interesting. What are the choices?"
"Just have to wait and see." She said coyly as she stepped closer to John.
He reached out and selected the card directly in front of one of her nipples and pulled, taking the card. He turned it and looked at it. Written across the ace of hearts were the words "doggy style" with a condom taped to the card. John turned the card for her to see, and she blushed deep crimson.
"You would choose that one." She whispered as she stepped forward and took the card from him. She tossed the card and condom aside and then leaned over the side of the desk, resting her front on the papers strewn across it.
John stood up and stepped around her, gently stroking her ass and allowing his fingers to trace gently across her gender pussy lips. "We don't have to do this if you don't want to."
"Uh uh. I promised to do whatever the cards said." She said quietly.
"Who wrote on them?"
"Amanda."
"Ah, that explains it. Still, we don't have to do this."
"No, I want to. Everything on the cards are things I have wanted to try, but haven't. By the end of the day, well, by then I'll have tried everything on the list."
"Does each card have something?"
"No, only a few. She said if someone drew a blank they lost their chance."
"Sounds like fun. How many winners have there been so far?"
"Only three, but you're the first to go inside."
"Oh? What were the first two?" John asked as he rubbed his head against her wet pussy lips.
"Jason got to tit fuck me, I had to suck off Akaish and Kristen licked my pussy." She said with a moan as John pressed his dick into her tight pussy. "Oh god you're so big!" she moaned as he worked inch by inch into her. He stroked in and out only a half an inch or so, each time pressing slightly deeper. After several minutes of stroking he was taking long slow strokes into her, the head of his dick pressing against the end of her tunnel with each stroke. "So tell me." John said quietly as he stroked in and out of her. "How did it feel to have Kristen lick you?"
"Oh god. It was so gentle." She whispered breathlessly. "She licked up between my lips and then around my hard clit."
"Did she make you cum?" John asked.
"OH god yes! I'm going to cum again too!" she cried softly as her body started to shudder.
John was enjoying himself and saw no need to cum yet, wanting instead to save some for whomever might come yet. He stroked her slowly, holding her climax as high as he could, her pussy clenching and squeezing his hard dick as he slid in and out of her.
With her orgasm past, John pulled from her wet pussy and moved to his chair, sitting down with his dick sticking straight up.
"Didn't you want to cum?" She asked quietly.
"No. You did, that was enough."
"No, you have to cum in me! It's part of it!"
"You're sure?"
"Uh huh." She said, laying across the desk again.
"If that's what you want." John said stepping behind her again and pressing his dick into her. John stroked faster this time, slapping his hips into her firm tiny ass. "So what did you like best so far?" he asked.
"When Kristen licked my clit!" Lisa panted as John's dick grew larger with its impeding release. "Until now!"
"Oh?"
"OH fuck yes. Cum inside me! Please! I want to feel you cum in me!"
"Haven't you ever felt that before?"
"Uh uh. My husband only uses a condom."
The thought of being the first to actually fill her pussy, and probably the first bare dick she ever had inside her was enough to push him over the top. His dick erupted inside her, pumping her full of cum while his body jerked and twitched. He was glad he had the ring to improve his abilities, or the day was going to wear him beyond out.
John picked her up around the waist, and swiveled them to the chair where he sat down, allowing her to lean back against him. He reached under the cards and played with her hard nipples with one hand while he softened inside her. His other hand gently stroked her clit, making her pant and wiggle on his lap. "You want to cum again?"
"Are you going to let me say no?" She asked in a squeak.
"No." John whispered as he rolled one of her nipples and began working her clit in small circles.
"OH FUCK!" she grunted loudly as her whole body jerked in his arms. Her pussy contracted, practically squirting his softened dick out of her, along with copious amounts of their combined cum, and several squirts of fresh girl juice. John held her, working her tit and clit until her body stopped jerking and fell into a gentle tremble.
"There. Better now?"
"Oh god that was intense."
"Yes, it was." A voice said from the doorway.
John looked up to see Cindy's friend, Kristen, stepping inside and closing the door. Her outfit was unusual to say the least. She wore a workman's belt with a giant tool pouch on the front to cover her pussy. The belt was held from sliding completely off her hips by two wide yellow suspenders that ran down her front, across her nipples and the front part of her large tits. Sticking out of the tool pouch were a wide array of various dildos and vibrators.
"I see you two had a good time. Too bad you're all used up." She said as she walked slowly each foot crossing the other. "I would have enjoyed taking a ride on that one."
"Well, you get it hard, you can ride it." John replied with a grin.
"Hmmm Always liked a challenge." She said quietly as she knelt down in front of the two of us. She reached into her tool pouch and pulled out a dick looking device with a knob on the end and twisted the red knob. A gentle humming sound came from the pink device, followed by a long slow moan from Cindy as she pressed the vibrating dick slowly into Cindy's pussy.
"That's it. Feel it." She cooed as she pressed my soft dick against the side of the dick as she slowly pushed it in and out of Cindy.
"Damn." John said, leaning his head back and enjoying the sensations of his dick being vibrated as well as Cindy's ass wiggling around on his lap. Cindy turned her head and drew John's face to hers, pressing her lips to his. She kissed him hotly as her pussy was worked by her friend.
"Oh fuck." She moaned into his mouth, feeling his dick harden where it was pressed against her pussy lips.
"Seems like I got it hard." Kristen said with a smile. "I think Cindy wants to finish before I get my turn. But don't worry, I don't think you have long to wait." She lowered her face to Cindy's pussy, alternately licking the head of my dick and Cindy's clit.
True to her word, Cindy only lasted a few more minutes before her body jerked and spasmed in another orgasm. Kristen kept up the attention to her friend until she slumped, panting, on John's lap.
"I think she's done now." Kristen said, standing up. John watched as she unbuckled the tool belt and dropped it on the floor of the office, leaving her wearing nothing but her work boots. She helped Cindy slide off John's lap, turning her to face him, and then stepped over his lap, letting Cindy aim his now hard dick at Kristen's wet pussy. "Oh yes." She whispered as she lowered herself down onto his long dick. "Very nice."
"Oh god. So hot and wet." John said, as she began slowly riding up and down his dick with her steaming hot pussy.
"OH yes. Hard and long. Just how I like it!" Kristen cooed as she continued to ride him. John reached around her and held her big tits in his hands, feeling them bounce as she landed time after time on his lap. "Yes squeeze them!" she cooed as he squeezed her hard nipples.
"Oh god." John groaned as Kristen's bouncing became faster and more erratic.
"OH YES! FUCK YES!" Kristen squealed as Cindy stroked her clit as she bounced on John's lap. "I'M...Going...to...Cum!" she cried just before her whole body slammed down hard on his dick, shuddering and trembling as she groaned long and loud. Cindy licked and sucked her clit, pushing her climax even higher, causing her pussy to spasm and clench around John's dick.
Slowly she relaxed back against John's chest, covering his hands with hers and slowing their attention to her tits. "Oh god that was good." She said breathlessly. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," John answered.
"I gotta get back to work, or I'd stay here and fuck you all day. You have one fantastic dick." She cooed before pulling his face to hers for a gentle, wet kiss. She broke the kiss and pushed herself up, sliding out of his hands and pulling off his wet dick with a slurp. She helped Cindy up off the floor and then pulled her tool belt on, while Cindy re-dressed herself. The two women, now as presentable as the costumes and post sex allowed, leaned down and kissed him on each cheek before walking from his office.
"God what a day." John said with a grin as he looked at the ceiling.
"Having a good day, huh?" Amanda asked as she stepped into his office, eyeing his exposed dick still covered with Kristen's juices.
"All that and more." John replied, admiring how she looked in her little nurse outfit. He decided to pay a lot more attention to her after today was over. She had done a fantastic job of arranging things.
"Well, if you're up to it, Tracy wants me to let her know when you're free."
"Oh?" John asked, wondering what his boss wanted with him. He was reasonably sure that it wasn't to fuck him. "She want me to come down?"



"Uh huh."
"Ok." John said, tucking his hard dick under his toga as best he could as he got up from his chair. "I guess I better go see her." He said with resignation. Tracy wasn't a bad looking woman, even though she was several years his senior. She just always struck John as a stuck-up prude. He hadn't ever seen her in anything but a business pants suit, and since she took over the position, hadn't really ever been friendly toward him. Calling to see him today did not bode well.
John made his way down to the end of the building and stopped at her secretary's desk. Julia was a large woman, not at all slender, with a round happy face and smiling eyes. Her costume was a greek toga, similar to Johns, although he wasn't sure how long it was with her bottom half hidden behind the desk.
"Hello Mister Winston." She said pleasantly.
"Is she in a good mood?"
"Not a bad mood. But I wouldn't call it good."
"Hmmm. Thanks." John said with a scowl as she called Tracy to let him know John had arrived.
"She'll see you now." Julia said with a smile.
"Thanks." John said as he headed toward the office door.
"Close it behind you." Tracy Simons said as John stepped into her large corner office.
John closed the door behind him and turned to see Tracy sitting, not at her desk, but in one of the more comfortable arm chairs that sat off near the windows. John had many conversations with her in these chairs, not quite believing that just sitting in the chairs would make anyone feel like she was more friendly than if she were behind her desk. "You wanted to see me?"
"Yes. Please, sit John." She said, standing up and motioning to the chair across the little glass table from her. To John's surprise, she wore a short black dress, with the jagged cut hem at a sharp angle. The top of the dress was uncharacteristically low, showing cleavage well down between a set of large breasts that were surprisingly full and round. Her black fishnet stockings, makeup and long black wig, finished off her Elvira look.
John walked over to the chair she offered and sat down, barely able to take his eyes from the significant amount of breast she was showing. He really had no idea she could look anywhere near this hot.
"So. I hear you took the lead in the Halloween costume contest, encouraging everyone to dress up?" She asked, her eyes flicking occasionally down to where he worried his dick must be showing.
"A little. My secretary really did most of the work."
"I see." She said, standing up and walking over toward the windows, giving John a chance to admire her firm round ass for several seconds. "I've heard some disturbing reports." She continued.
"Oh?" John asked, trying to sound innocent.
Tracy turned to face him and walked toward him slowly. "Yes. I've heard that some of the costumes are... quite provocative, and possibly even a bit lewd."
"Well, some of the ladies have taken it a bit farther than I would have expected." John said, swallowing as she stepped around behind his chair.
"Yes, well. Whatever the motivation, we won the judging with the widest margin that anyone can recall." She said as she rested her hand on his shoulder. "I suspect that your encouragement of the costume type may have played a factor in it."
So far so good. John thought to himself.
"But I also heard that some of the women have been making trips to your office and coming out looking... well fucked?"
Now John knew he was in the hot seat. He felt her hand on his shoulder and knew this was his chance. "That's a pretty provocative outfit you have on. It sure would be nice to see more of your tits though, maybe even more of you naked."
"Is that how you do it? You just politely ask them?" Tracy whispered, removing her hand from his shoulder.
It usually took a few moments for John to see the change in them, but for some reason, as Tracy stepped around his chair, instead of her taking her costume off, he felt like it was getting darker.
"John. Are you alright?" She asked with concern, bending down to look into his eyes as the room slowly went dark around him.
John shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs from it. He looked around in confusion at the rough stone block walls that made up the room he was in. The only light came from a single flickering torch sticking out from a stone fixture on the wall, and a gentle green glow from the window. John struggled to his feet, wondering what had happened and where he had been taken. He stepped to the window and saw nothing but a swirling green surface, almost as if he were looking at a marble from the inside.
He still wore his toga, which he considered a good sign. No hospital gown, straight jacket or orange jail jumpsuit. He pulled open the rough wooden door that looked like it had to be several hundred years old, and ventured out into the hallway. The hallway seemed to be an extension of the room he work up in. Wide, with rough stone walls and a flat stone ceiling and floor, the hallway seemed to go on endlessly, very so often lit by another torch, flickering brightly in its holder on the wall.
John walked down the hallway, looking into each room he came to, finding them all empty, but having an assortment of rough furnishings, ranging from beds, to tables and chairs. He was just about to look into a room when he jumped back, startled at finding another person walking toward the door.
She was a good looking woman, easily in her late forties, but striking in her beauty. Her costume didn't fit the surroundings any better than his did. She appeared to be a Victorian woman, her long cream colored dress heavily covered with delicate lace, from the high collared neck to the wide flowing skirt.
"My god." She murmured before stepping toward him and grabbing him. She pulled him against herself and pressed her mouth to his, hungrily kissing him. Her mouth practically devoured him as she reached between them and began undoing the buttons that extended down the front of her dress. She released him with her hands long enough to shrug the top of her dress off, and then wrapped her hand back around his head and pulled his mouth back to his while she moved her other hand behind her back. In a few more moments of kissing him, she stepped back, pushing the skirt and hoop down her body. She stepped out of the dress and pushed her long legged panniers down, leaving her in nothing but a tightly fit corset between her hips and ample breasts. Her nearly nude body was as beautiful as her face, and he couldn't help but stare at her as she grabbed him and pulled him backwards into the room. She backed them up until her butt was pressing against the table in the middle of the room and began pulling off the toga he was wearing, his hard dick sticking out at her.
"Oh god yes!" she said loudly, pulling him toward her as she lifted her butt onto the table. "Quickly, fuck me! I need to be fucked!"
"With pleasure!" John said, stepping between her legs as she spread them. John pressed his head against her pussy lips and slowly pressed into her, eliciting a long cry of pleasure. John began pumping into her with abandon, stroking long and hard into her wet pussy. He moved his hands to her firm breasts, squeezing and twisting her nipples as he massaged her ample tits. She cried in passion and pleasure as he pumped into her, his hips slapping loudly into her creamy ass. They seemed to go on forever, rhythmically slapping together, crying and grunting until exhausted and frustrated, John collapsed on top of her.
"It's ok." She cooed, gently stroking his hair.
"Sorry." John whispered back, not sure why he couldn't seem to get either of them to climax.
"It's not your fault. It's the place." She said as she lay back on the table, stroking his hair. "You too are a prisoner here, as are we all."
John pushed himself up and looked down at her nearly naked body. "What do you mean?"
"You were the controller of the Zanthis ring, were you not?"
"Yes."
"You used it to try to control a witch. I made the same mistake. I tried to take someone and didn't realize they were a warlock."
"I don't understand."
"The ring... you used it to control women, and it would bend their will to yours, sexually, I mean. It draws it energy from you. Zanthis was afraid that the black night would use it to gain control of the kingdom. What he knew was that the queen was descended from a true witch, and placed a curse on the ring that if the he tried to use the ring on a witch, he would be imprisoned here, inside the ring. And that was what happened. Unfortunately, the ring as survived for many years, and nearly all of the ring owners has eventually tried to use it on someone that was descended from a witch or warlock, so we are all trapped here."
"The ring is hundreds of years old. How many could still be alive?"
"Time has no meaning here. We are trapped for all time. There are twelve women and twenty-two men. There is no need to drink or eat or sleep, however, the price for this immortality is that we are driven to desire sex when we see another of the opposite sex, but we can never reach fulfillment. When I saw you, I couldn't resist wanting to have sex with you, I was driven to it as much as you were. But I knew that neither of us would reach fulfillment. For that reason most of us try to stay separate from each other, our choice to spend eternity in either solitude or frustration."
John looked down at her for long seconds, trying to decide if she were joking. The longer he looked at her the certain he was she was telling the truth. John pulled his still hard dick from her wet pussy and stepped to a chair, sitting heavily. He had all the time of eternity to think...
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She cursed to herself as she struggled to get the emergency transfer bag into the small ship. Normally she would have no problems with the eighty-five kilo load, but the additional weight and restriction of the pressure suit made the task more difficult. With a final curse, she jerked the bag enough to finally close the airlock and cycle the noxious atmosphere out of the small space.
Cassandra Faskin was an extremely successful hunter, although unlike most hunters, her prey were men on the run. Her good looks and slim sixty Kilo mass allowed her to get into places that other bounty hunters couldn't even see the outside of without causing alarm. Her slim stature also left many of her targets to underestimate her, which was generally a very costly mistake. She had made enough over the few years she had been hunting to pay for the small non-descript ship several times over, yet she stayed with what she considered to be her best friend, instead of trading it for a larger flashier ship.
The airlock chimed that it had finished cycling all of the noxious sulfur from the airlock and replaced it with the conditioned, mechanically cleaned air that she had become so used to. She pressed the code combination, another small safety feature she had installed, instead of allowing anyone who managed to get into her airlock to just walk in on her, and cycled the inner door open. Grabbing the handle of the silver hot dog shaped bag, she jerked and pulled it into the small cabin. She cycled the door closed as soon as she had it clear and then released the clamps of her helmet, pulling it off and shaking her long blond pony tail with her head as she stretched her neck muscles.
It only took her a few moments to drop into the single seat in front of the controls and engage the thrusters. The agile little ship lifted from the ground as if floating on a cushion of air and then started moving slowly forward. With each second it increased its speed and angle until it was shooing up through yellowish clouds at nearly fifty kilometers per second, breaking out into the blackness of space in only a very few minutes.
"Damn! Glad to be out of there!" She said to herself as she dialed the artificial gravity down until there was only enough left to keep things from floating off the deck. "Let's see if we can make Mister Sandeth a bit more comfortable."
She pushed herself off the seat and floated in a graceful arc across the small cabin, landing as lightly as a feather next to the silver bag. She reached down and pulled the zipper, the hotdog shape quickly deflating into a pile of silver material. Reaching into the bag, she pulled out its lone occupant with one hand, and in a slow graceful move, propelled the two of them toward the rear of the cabin, and the specially built holding cell. She stopped their motion with her feet against the back wall, and quickly secured his hands and feet into the force field locks that would keep him immobile in a spread eagle position as long as she wanted.
"Glad the trank is still working." She said to no one as she backed out of the cell and keyed in the combination to close the horizontal bars that acted as a door and erect the force field. "Now let's see you jump from this one." She said with a smirk as she turned and began undoing the closures of her pressure suit. She detested wearing the damn thing even more than other clothes. Her preference was to wear nothing, but that was rarely an option in her business, simply no place to hide any of the myriad of weapons she usually carried. She kicked off of the deck and slithered out of the suit, gracefully rolling into ball as she slipped the stiff material off her body.
She settled to the floor of the cabin, coming to rest on her backside as she finished pulling her legs from the suit. Finally free of the restrictive material, she stood up and stretched, her body shimmering in the nearly translucent skin tight body suit she wore inside the pressure suit. Pulling the small zipper down the front she kicked off the deck and floated in a graceful ballet of naked body and floating material as she worked the skin tight suit off her body until she was completely naked. She sighed and rubbed her body with both hands, stroking her skin and enjoying the lack of confinement. She settled down to the deck once again and collected the pressure suit and various components, easily stuffing them in a wall locker to contain them.
With all her equipment stowed, she kicked off the bulkhead and glided gracefully to the command chair and hooked an arm around the back, allowing herself to settle gently into the soft padded seat. It only took a few moments to plot a course to Calden Seven and engage the hyper drive. Two days and she would once again collect a large reward.
She swiveled the chair around to face the rear of the cabin and looked at her prisoner, spread eagle and naked against the back bulkhead. "Too bad. I was just starting to enjoy myself." She said to his unconscious body as she stroked her hand up her leg and across her curly blond tuft. She closed her eyes and allowed her hand to continue up her body, stroking her fingers across her firm stomach to her large breasts. She let her finger stroke the round orbs, floating in almost perfect half moons on her chest in the almost zero gravity. Her fingers circled her nipples while she slid her free hand between her legs, gently stroking her wet pussy lips slowly for what seemed like a pleasant eternity.
"Ohhhhhh damn I wanted to fuck you." She moaned as she allowed her finger press into her waiting tunnel.
"Then why did you trank me?" The voice from rear of the cabin said.
Cassandra's eyes snapped open and she stared at the captive in the back of her ship, his deep blue eyes now open and looking directly at her, his large dick standing out as if trying to plunge into where her finger had just been. "I didn't have much choice. Kirsh Sandeth, Age fourty, one hundred and eighty three centimeters, Eighty five kilos. Escaped from three maximum security lockups and worth a whopping seventeen thousand credits."
"I see. A bounty hunter. That explains it. I thought it was too good to be true that you just happened to find my little encampment when you had engine trouble. Sorry to tell you, but you have the wrong man. Yes, my name is Kirsh Sandeth, but I'm only thirty five and I am a prospector, not a wanted criminal." He said, looking at first one hand and then the other as he gave them a small tug.
"Don't worry, you can't get away." Cassandra said with a smile. "You are quite well restrained."
"It would seem so. But you really do have the wrong man. I'm a prospector, not a criminal. My company is K.S. Holdings. I find and sell rare minerals."
"I have to admit, it is a very good cover, but I am quite certain I have the right man. I've been tracking you for almost six months." She said as she got out of the seat and pushed off to float toward the rear of her ship. She landed gently near his cell and held herself in position with a handhold on the bulkhead. "It really is too bad I had to trank you though. I was starting to really enjoy what you were doing to my tits."
"So why don't you let me go and I can continue?"
"Oh, I don't think I want to let you go. You have a reputation for escape, and I really don't want my ship to become your next getaway vehicle."
"I wouldn't know how to escape from someplace in a paper bag. I'm a geologist. I look for minerals. Though I'm not above taking advantage of a beautiful woman when one falls into my lap, so to speak."
"Ah, the truth, you do take advantage of women?"
"Not in the way you say it. But I will certainly enjoy anything one wishes to offer."
Cassandra wondered if she were allowing her better judgment to be clouded by sexual desire, but only for a second, as she pressed the code to release the door and force field. She kicked off the wall back to her command set and leaned across to turn the gravity to full zero. With a smile she pushed away in a slow pirouette, floating toward the now open cell door. "Ever had sex in zero G?" she asked him as she floated toward his spread eagle body.
"I can't say I have."
"Then you're in for a treat." She said as she caught a handhold and pushed herself inverted as she floated closer to him. "I believe just before you passed out that you wished you could taste my pussy?"
"I do recall that." He said as she hooked her toes around an edge in the ceiling plates and pushed her wet pussy toward his mouth, wrapping her arms around his thighs to pull her face toward his dick. She grasped his hard-on and slowly enveloped it with her mouth, enjoying the taste of him as much as she was enjoying his hot tongue pressing between her lips.
He was at a disadvantage, not having any hands, but still managed to lick time and again up her slit, pressing his tongue into her tunnel as she grew wetter by the moment. He moaned quietly as she pressed her face down his shaft, driving the fat head into her throat momentarily.
"I am so ready to fuck." Cassandra said huskily as she pulled herself away from him and allowed herself to float free while she swiveled to allow her position to match his. She reached out and pulled herself to him, aligning her right tit with his smiling mouth. She moaned quietly as he enveloped her hard nipple and sucked on it while she wraped her legs around his thighs and slowly pulled herself down to his shaft. She reached behind her and found his fat dick and rubbed it up and down her wet lips before pulling herself down against it. She felt the pressure of his head spreading her lips wide, trying to push itself into her waiting tunnel. She pulled harder against his body, pressing his head into her with more force, until almost suddenly, she expanded and accepted him into her. "OH fuck yes!" she moaned as she pulled herself onto his dick, barely able to take his whole length into her.
Using her legs as a lever, she rocked her hips, sliding his big dick in and out of her a few inches each stroke. She felt him moan on her tit, the vibrations sending little tingles through her tit all the way to her clit. She knew that she was going to cum quickly. She had been so ready to climax before she had to trank him, and again while she was thinking about how he had felt pressing against her clit.
For Kirsh it was almost pleasant torture, her motions bringing him to the very brink of his climax, but not quite pushing him over the top. She seemed to be enjoying prolonging the sensations, not allowing his attempts to thrust back up into her, but controlling every motion they made. Her moans told him she was close herself, her orgasm building strength as it crept closer to completion. It was almost sudden as she changed her motions, grinding her clit hard into the base of his dick as her pussy spasmed and gripped his dick. He arched his back, driving his dick into her, working it in and out of her as she no longer resisted his motions. It took only a few strokes into her pulsating pussy for his own climax to peak, his body jerking and spewing squirt after squirt of hot cum into her pussy, her cries of pleasure increasing with each strong surge of hot juice.
Cassandrea eased her grip on him, floating so she were barely toughing his body, except for where he was still deeply impaled in her, their bodies glistening with a sheen of sweat as they both panted for breath. "Oh that felt good." She cooed as she stroked his hair and face. "It really is too bad I'm going to have to turn you over to them."
"You are going to be so embarrassed when you find out that I really am the wrong man." He said breathlessly.
"Oh, I'm quite sure I have the right man. In fact, I'm so sure, that if I'm wrong I'll take you back to that nasty little planet. And on the way you can fuck me as much as your little heart desires."
"Hmmmm. I can see I'm going to enjoy the ride back." He said with a smile. "By the way, how long are you going to keep me this way?"
"Calden Seven is just less than two days away."
"Good, that gives us plenty of time to fuck again."
"What makes you think I want to?" Cassandra asked.
"Because you still have my dick inside you, and you were laying on the chair pretending you were fucking me. As long as I'm here, why not have the real thing."
"Why not? I mean, it's not like you can stop me!"
"Hmmmm Why would I want to?" He said, slipping a hand behind her head pulling her down to his face. "By the way, force shackles don't work on me. Something unique about my body chemistry they tell me." He whispered as he pulled her lips to his.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned as he slipped his other hand between them and began stroking her firm breast and squeezing her hard nipple. She could feel his dick swell inside her as his organ grew once again in anticipation.
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In my opinion, too many people live their whole lives without ever getting out of the concrete jungle of the big city and seeing the beauty that nature has put before us. While closing a good deal may be beautiful to them, watching the sun set over a mountain range, or see the blooms of cactus in the moonlight are what I call beautiful. Doing freelance photography as a side job often has its rewards, and this trip easily fell into that category. I mean really, getting paid to drive around the wilderness areas of the southwest and photograph nature is almost like steeling. If it weren't for the cost of fuel, I'd do it without a paycheck, and to be honest, had many times. I guess some of the work I posted to various sources may have struck a note with my current employer. Whatever the reason, I wasn't going to turn down a hundred dollars a day plus expenses to go do what I do on vacation for free.
I had been at it for almost a week, driving around looking for those perfect shots, like the sun streaking through the clouds and making colorful pools in the painted desert. I'd just cruise around looking for that perfect shot, and when I got tired, I'd pull out the map and find the nearest state campground. The cost is always low and I rarely find them full. In fact, I often found I was one of the very few there, which was fine with me, since they were usually close to those shots I was looking for anyway.
It was late afternoon when I pulled into a small camping area that overlooked a large expanse of desert. My plan was to go out into the desert after dark and do some shots of the sidewinders making their tracks. But first I had to make camp and get some dinner. One other vehicle was in the small camping area, so I picked a spot a bit away from them. No point in crowding them if there was all this space.
It only took me a few minutes to get my camp set up, having had lots of practice and my gear well organized. The camping area was listed as primitive, which was accurate. It had one pit toilet, and no showers or running water. It was good that it did have one toilet, since the vegetation was so sparse that I would have had a hard time finding a tree to go behind. Don't get me wrong, there were trees, sort of. Thin spindly little things with tiny leaves that looked like they struggled to survive, and afforded very little shade.
I set out my rain tarp as a leanto, not because I was expecting rain, but because it was the only way to get any real shade. I set out my recliner style camp chair and lay back for a nice afternoon siesta. It was hot, maybe one ten or so, but as they say, it's a dry heat. To that I mean that it will evaporate off your body almost as fast as you sweat. To that end I learned long ago that the less you wear the better off you are, as long as you're out of the sun. I pulled off my shirt and tossed it over that arm of my chair, and lay back wearing nothing but a pair of ventilated athletic shorts and flip-flops. I was almost asleep when I heard a noise. I pried my eyes open and looked across at the other camp site.
She was standing in front of the second pup tent, reaching for the sky, stretching, wearing very baggy gray shorts and sweaty gray cut off t-shirt. What she had on, as much of it as there was, didn't hide the fact that she was not slim, but I also wouldn't call her fat. I would have to call her a plus size, maybe a size fourteen or so. What really caught my attention was the amount of bulge in the front of her t-shirt. Her breasts were easily the size of a pair of large grapefruit, and the way they jiggled as she stretched attested to the lack of any form of support.
I tried not to look like I was awake, especially when I noticed she was looking in my direction. I could see her put her hands on her hips and swing her torso two and fro before rocking her shoulders to get the kinks out, the movements exaggerated to improved her ability to look discretely my direction. I'm not sure that she realized that her exaggerated movements also hiked the sweat soaked t-shirt up her tits until the creamy white bottoms were showing, standing out against her tanned stomach, even at this distance.
Overall she looked quite attractive. Well rounded, a nice curve to her hips and butt, well muscled legs and arms, all nicely tanned. Her face was framed with long blond brown hair that was tosseled like she just woke form a long sleep, which I guessed she had.
I'm not bad looking, spending a lot of time outside. I try to keep in shape, but my forty plus years are starting to catch up to me and I'm not as spry as I used to be, but I can hold my own, able to hike easily twenty miles in a day, with a pack of gear. Hazards of the hobby I guess.
I lay back and watched through slitted eyes, watching her move around camp, trying to look like she wasn't watching me. She dug in the back of the van they had and soon came out with a black bag and plopped it down on the roof of the van before going back to digging. I watched her work for some minutes, digging in the van and then walking over to a couple of the scraggly trees with an arm full of stuff. She bent over, giving me a great view of her butt as she worked to tie a tarp to one tree. She pulled out the tarp around another tree and then worked on the other end, putting up a v shaped wall between the open desert and their tents. I wasn't sure what she was up to until she hauled the black bag over to the V and disappeared behind it. In a few moments I understood exactly what she was doing, as the black bag was hoisted into one of the trees.
In a few moments I saw her shirt, shorts and a pair of pink panties, flip over the top of the tarp and land in the dust. I suspected she was completely naked behind the tarp, taking a shower with the couple gallons in the bag, and was very tempted to move so I could peak around the side. I decided it would be better if I didn't, and stayed laying back, hoping for a look. To my surprise I soon saw her come around the partition, wrapped in an almost too small towel, headed toward her tent. As she walked I could see a good part of her tits, the top of the towel barely covering her nipples, and nearly all of her ass. I probably could have seen her pussy as well if she hadn't been pulling the front corner down to cover herself. She knelt down crawled into her small tent, giving me just the briefest glimpse of her full ass and a flash of meaty pussy lips.
She crawled out a minute later wearing a pair of baggy blue shorts that looked like sweatshirt material, and a powder blue t- shirt. She looked around camp, and then over toward me to see if I was still there or still asleep.
"Hey, How you doing?" she called when she realized I was no longer asleep and looking in her direction.
"Pretty good. You?" I called back from my chair.
"I didn't know you were awake." She said as she started walking over towards me.
"Just a short nap."
"Ah. You here for the night, or longer?"
"Oh, just till tomorrow probably. I want to get out in the desert tonight and photograph some wildlife." I answered as she stopped a few feet from me, her tits wiggling enticingly under the t-shirt. From where I was sitting I could almost look up the leg of the very short baggy shorts, and it took several seconds before I pulled my eyes from the few whisps of blond hair and took a better look at her. I guessed that she was probably in her mid thirties, and I had to admit, despite her being a bit larger than most men were normally attracted to, she was very good looking. What really caught my attention were her blue/green eyes that seemed to twinkle with whatever thoughts were running through her mind, and incidentally making my dick almost immediately start to harden. I crossed my legs to try to hide my obviously growing bulge, which caused her eyes to move from whatever part of me she had been surveying to my lap. I could see her nipples harden as she stared at my lap, her eyes twinkling even more as a smile spread across her face, obviously pleased at the reaction she had caused.
"So? A professional photographer?" She said, finally dragging her eyes from my lap to my now red face.
"Semi pro. I get paid but I still do it for fun."
"Cool. Isnt it hard to find models out here?" she asked with a grin.
"Yeah a bit, normally I do nature though. How bout you? Here for a while?" I asked, changing the subject to something more comfortable.
"Don't know. My sister and her boyfriend decided it would be fun to camp in the middle of nowhere, what that means is that they spend most of their time in their tent playing tonsil hockey and I sit around and get to enjoy a good book."
"Oh, I'm sorry, that sounds kind of boring."
"I like the solitude, but not this much. You're the first person I've seen in three days."
"I'm sorry. Where's your sister now?"
"Oh, last time I saw them they headed down towards that dry wash. Knowing them they found a shady spot and are banging away." She said, looking
"I take it you don't approve?"
"Oh, I don't not approve, but it isn't much fun to be stuck out here alone while they're going at it like bunny rabbits."
"I suppose I can see that."
"So you're going out tonight?"
"That's my plan. I want to try to get some night shots. With the full moon it should be pretty good."
"Do you mind if I tag along? Or would that mess up your work?"
"No, you can come if you want." I answered with a shrug.
"Cool! Thanks! Just come by and get me whenever you're ready."
"Probably closer to midnight. I want the moon high in the sky."
"Well, just come knock." She said with a grin.
"I will. Is that your sister?" I asked, pointing to the couple that was walking toward camp.
"Yep, that's her. I guess I better go." She said turning to head back to her campsite.
"Hey, what's your name?" I called as she started off.
"Teresa!" she said over her shoulder, leaving me to sit and watch her cute butt wiggle as she walked off.
I sat for some time watching her move around camp, squatting down to work on the camp stove sitting on the ground, and occasionally looking over to see what I was doing. I sat there with a huge hardon, thinking about the few hairs I had seen, and picturing her taking a shower behind that tarp again. Finally I could sit no longer and had to get up and start some food for myself.
It only took me a little while to get my pre-packaged food cooked on the small single burner stove. I was set up to be able to go deep into the wilderness and still survive, which meant light weight everything, since my pack started out with nearly twenty pounds of photo gear. I sat back in my chair and watched Teresa move around the camp, wondering just how good those tits looked, or better, tasted. I doubted I would get the chance to find out though.
The evening came on quickly, the sun sinking behind the sandy horizon, painting the sky burnt orange before allowing the purples and blacks of the night sky to finally push it away.
I lay back and stared at the stars, at least as well as I could, given the extremely bright moon. I looked down and could see that it was casting a shadow already, and it was still a good two hours from being high enough to do me any good. I looked over at Teresa's camp, and saw her sister and boyfriend slip into their tent, the shadows on the wall making it obvious that he was wasting no time getting her naked. She seemed a bit younger than her sister, and quite a bit thinner, but her breasts were definitely in the same size, and the profile shining on the tent wall quickly had my dick hard again as it started my mind wondering about Teresa. In my mind's eye I could picture myself pulling her shorts down to reveal her curly blond hair and pussy lips, followed by pulling her shirt up and off, leaving her completely naked in the cooling night air.
The thoughts had my motor running and I had unconsciously slid my hand into my shorts and was stroking my hard dick when Teresa broke my fantasy and shocked me back to reality.
"Hey. How's it going?" she asked as I jerked my hand out of my shorts guiltily. I thought I could see a smile on her face, but the shadows kept me from being sure. At least the darkness didn't let her see how red I suddenly was.
"Um...Fine." I stammered out, trying to get my thought s back together.
"Yeah, does that to me too." She said looking over her shoulder at her sisters tent, the shadow now showing her boyfriend pushing his dick in and out of her from behind while her tits swung back and forth below her.
"Sorry. Guess I was lost in thought." I answered, shaking my head to get my mind out of the gutter.
"So when would you like to go out?"
"Well, I suppose we can start any time. Do you have boots or anything? We're going to be in snake territory. Maybe long pants would be a good idea too. I still need to get mine on."
"Oh, I have long pants and some hiking boots." She answered.
"Ok. Why don't we get dressed and meet back in a few minutes?"
"Sure!" she said brightly, turning and practically running back to the tent. I got up and walked over to my truck, pulling the back open and digging out my duffel. I pulled out long pants and heavy socks, which I always wear with my boots. I tossed my shirt on the back and got ready to strip off my shorts, not worrying about being seen, since I knew where both ladies were at the moment.
In her haste to get changed, Teresa dropped the flashlight in her tent, the soft glow shining a profile of her body on the tent wall as she stripped her shorts off, her legs sticking nearly to the roof of the tent as she kicked them to pull on her pants. My dick was almost instantly hard as I stood naked in the moonlight, thinking once again about sinking into her pussy. I tried to dress and watch her tent at the same time, not wanting to get caught naked out here by her, and not wanting to miss any of the show I was getting.
Finally I tucked my hard dick into my pants and zipped carefully up, having forgotten underwear in my distraction. "No time to go back and put it on." I thought to myself as I saw Teresa come out of her tent and scurry back over to my site.
"All ready!" she said cheerfully, a big smile on her face, the moonlight shining off her short blond hair, practically making it glow like a halo.
"Ready in a second." I answered, pulling on one boot and lacing it up.
"You're a slowpoke!" she laughed playfully.
"Nope. Just distracted by the nice shadow show." I answered with a crooked grin.
"I didn't... I mean..."
"Uh huh. You did." I said as I tied my boot and got ready to pull my other boot from the truck.
"Oh, how embarrassing!" Teresa said, coving her face with her hands.
"It's ok. I enjoyed it."
"Oh my." She said as I pulled on my other boot, the moonlight now illuminating the front of my pants and my rock hard dick stuffed in them at an angle.
"Sorry." I said sheepishly. "I told you it was a good show."
"I guess." She said with a girlish giggle.
I finished tying my boot and then pulled on my shirt and pack, ready to head out into the desert. We crossed through a small wash and then up into the warm sands, walking carefully around any small clumps of brush until we found what I was looking for. I quickly dropped my pack and pulled out my still and video gear before slinging my pack back up again.
Using the zoom of my video lens I tracked the squiggles in the sand toward a small clump of bushes. It didn't take long to find my target, a large rattler sniffing around the bushes looking for dinner. I motioned to be silent and we moved around slowly, working our way to a better vantage point. I pulled out the camera and set it up, zooming in on the snake as it found a small kangaroo mouse, the mouse jumping and hopping to distract it from the babies that were sure to be close by.
"Wow" Teresa whispered as we watched the action on the small LCD monitor. The mouse seemed to know exactly how far to stay out of the way until it had the snake headed out of the bushes, only then scampering across the sand away from us, taking the snake along with it.
"That was neat!" She whispered quietly. "Do you see a lot of that kind of thing?"
"Yeah, sometimes the predator gets its prey, and sometimes it doesn't."
"So what else do you film?"
"Lots of stills, sometimes time laps shots of things blooming. If I get the chance even animals mating. Circle of life stuff, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I think I know what you mean." She said quietly while I folded the tripod.
I looked over at her, the moonlight shining on her face, her eyes glittering enticingly. I really couldn't help myself, and leaned over and kissed her gently on the lips. I wasn't sure what kind of response I was going to get, but I was very pleased that it wasn't a slap in the face.
"What was that for?" she asked.
"Just because you are very beautiful." I whispered.
"Not really, I'm much too plump to be beautiful."
"Why is it that women who aren't skinny automatically assume that men don't find them attractive?"
"I guess that's what we're taught early on. The skinny little cheerleaders are what the men want."
"Hmmmm. Poor assumption." I said standing up and holding a hand out for her. I looked around for a minute and then headed out a bit farther, still holding her hand in one of mine and the video camera in the other. We topped a small dune and dropped down into a small bowl between the peaks of three dunes. "This'll due!" I said, taking my pack off. I pulled the tripod out of its pocket on the side and went about setting up my camera again.
"So what are we filming this time?" She whispered, looking around for what wildlife might be around.
"Wild animals mating." I whispered back as I turned the camera toward the bottom of the bowl and set it to run. I picked up my pack with one hand and took hers in the other and walked down into the bottom of the bowl. I pulled out a large cloth roll and quickly spread it on the ground with my pack on one side. I took her hand and pulled her into the middle of the thin blanket and put an arm around her, pulling her gently against me.
"Is this wild animals mating?" she asked in a whisper.
"It is if you want." I whispered back, leaning my lips to hers and gently kissing her soft mouth. I let my hands roam around her body, stroking her through her shirt as she returned the attentions to me. I broke the kiss and slowly knelt down in front of her, gently lifting her t-shirt a few inches to kiss her tanned belly. Inch by inch I worked her shirt up, kissing each inch of newly exposed belly until her creamy white breasts came into view. She reached down and took the bottom of her shirt from me and pulled it up and off, tossing it onto my pack. I looked hungrily at her large breasts, each easily the size of a grapefruit. Her nipples were already rock hard, and stood out from her large pink areola almost as big as my finger, and as long as it was wide. I hefted each of her creamy breasts, gently blowing my hot breath across each nipple before taking them in my fingers, gently rolling and twisting them.
"Beautiful!" I said quietly, admiring the beauty I held in my hands. I gave each breast another gently squeeze before lowering my mouth over one of her hard nipples and sucking it into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue and ran it around the areola teasingly.
"Oh yes." She whispered as I worked one nipple with my mouth and the other with my fingers, switching sides periodically by kissing and teasing my way from one to the other.
I had knelt in front of her and kissed her breasts for several long minutes before I moved one hand to the front of her pants and unsnapped them, working the zipper down slowly. I had to let go of her tits for a few moments, while I worked the denim over her hips and full round rear, pulling her pants and pink panties down to her knees in one slow smooth motion.



Gently I took her hands and pulled her down to the blanket, allowing her to lay her half naked body down before I went to work on her boots and socks. With her feet free, I pulled her pants off, tossing them aside with a grin.
Her body was beautiful, her tanned skin shimmering in the moonlight and her eyes shining a soft blue in the light. I lowered my face to one of her knees and gently kissed the inside, slowly kissing and working my way up her thigh.
"Oh god what a tease." She moaned as I grew ever closer to her pussy, her fragrant juices turning me on more by the moment.
Without a word in reply, I gently kissed her flowery pussy lips, already wet and exposed, waiting and begging for attention. I pressed my tongue gently between them, tasting her arousal as I slowly licked up her slit, allowing my tongue to bump across her engorged clit.
"Oh fuck!" she breathed heavily, trying to grab my short hear in her fingers and drag me tighter to her pussy. Time after time I slipped my tongue into her, dragging more and more moisture up her slit, each time, taking more time with her hard clit, licking and flicking it with the tip of my tongue. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck" she mumbled as I worked her closer to her inevitable climax.
I could taste her wetness growing by the minute, each trip wetter than the trip before, each time giving her hard clit more and more attention. I sucked her clit into my mouth and flicked it with the tip of my tongue, making her squirm and wiggle on the blanket as I tried to hold her still.
"Oh god I'm going to cum!" she cried out into the darkness as her climax approached. I sucked her clit into my mouth and slipped a finger into her hot tunnel, curling it up against the top of her, finding that fantastic little bundle of nerves, attacking both sensitive spots at the same time.
"OHHHHH OH GOD!" she screamed into the night as her whole body trembled, her climax crashing over her. I held tight to her thigh with one hand while she bucked and jerked, her pussy gushing juices over my hand and chin as I continued to attack her most sensitive spots.
"Oh fuck!" she panted as her body relaxed, her orgasm fading slowly.
I lifted my face from her pussy and grinned, the moonlight sparkling off the juices coating my face. She reached out and pulled me up her body after I drew my finger out of her. She kissed me gently, tasting her own juices on my face and in my mouth as her tongue slid into my mouth and teased mine to follow hers.
She kissed me wetly and sensuously for some minutes before rolling us over, holding herself over me. She pulled her knees up and straddled my hips, pushing my shirt up my chest with a big grin on her face. "My turn." she said quietly as she pushed it over my head and pulled it away, tossing it over her shoulder and looking down at me.
She slid down and began undoing my pants, pulling then down to my thighs while I lifted my butt off the ground. "Ohhhh nice." She whispered as she pushed herself back until she was almost sitting on my ankles. She leaned down as she pulled my pants down to my knees and gently took my hard dick in her hand and pointed it at the air, enveloping the engorged head with her wet mouth. I groaned in pleasure as she began bobbing up and down my shaft, her tongue swirling around the bottom side with each trip.
"Oh god yes, I'm getting so close." I moaned as she worked me closer and closer to an inevitable explosion, my hips thrusting up to meet her strokes.
In response she sucked even harder, her mouth and hand wetly stroking up and down my shaft until I couldn't hold back any longer. With a grunt and jerk, my hips shot up into her mouth, driving my dick upward into her mouth. She seemed to be ready, and pulled herself back enough not to choke as my dick spewed shot after shot of hot cum into her mouth.
It seemed like it went on forever, my body jerking and spasming with each new shot of hot cum. Finally the stars I was seeing returned to the real stars, as I lay looking at the sky, panting and listening to Teresa lick and slurp every bit of cum from me.
"Good?" she asked with a smile, wiping some cum that had escaped from her lip.
"God yes."
"Good. Because we aren't done yet." She said as she stood up and turned around, lowering herself back down, this time facing my feet. She sat on my hips, my softened dick pressing against her wet pussy as she undid the laces of my boots, pulling them off after nearly a minute of struggling with the laces. Finally free, she pulled off my wool socks and then my pants, leaving me as naked as she was. Getting on her hands and knees, she backed up my body until her pussy was hovering over my face and her large hard nipples were tickling my stomach.
I felt her hand take my dick and slip it into her mouth, gently sucking and licking it. I reached up and coaxed her hips down lower, until I could easily reach her wet pussy, and began to lick between her lips. Her arousal was evident in the abundance of her tangy sweet juices, practically dripping from her. I licked across her clit and then up her slit, pressing my tongue into her tunnel as far as I could. Time after time I repeated the trip as she worked my dick slowly back to hardness.
"Now, you just let me take care of this." She said, pulling herself away from my face abruptly. She stood up and turned herself around, standing over me. The moonlight cast a bluish hue across us, highlighting the creamy white of her breasts and the triangle of white around her pussy, against the rest of her tanned body.
She reached down and grasped my hard dick as she squatted down, aiming it at her pussy as she lowered herself. She rubbed my saliva coated dick between her lips for several seconds and then lowered herself down my shaft, moaning in pleasure as my head expanded her surprisingly tight tunnel. "Oh fuck yes!" she moaned as she settled down, her ass pressing on my thighs. Using my chest as a support, she began bobbing her ass up and down, pistoning my dick in and out of her tunnel, moaning and squeaking in pleasure almost continually.
"Oh god this is good." I half moaned in pleasure.
"Fuck yes!" she said shortly as she drove her body up and down on my dick. I lost track of how long she rode me, my mind getting lost in the sensations, my hips involuntarily coming up to meet her strokes.
"Oh god I'm going to cum again!" I grunted though gritted teeth.
"Yes, do it! Fill me with your hot fuck juice!" Teresa cried into the darkness. "I'm almost there! Make me cum too! I want to feel your fat dick pumping me full of your hot cum!"
I reached up and found her flopping tits, squeezing them and pinching and rolling her nipples as my climax pushed ever closer.
"OH FUCK!" she screamed, slamming down on my body, driving my dick deep into her tunnel. I could feel her pussy contract, milking and massaging my dick as I continued to work her nipples in my hands. I was so close that I knew it would take almost nothing to push me over the edge, and as soon as she could control her body, she went back to riding up and down my shaft, pushing me over the edge with the added sensations of her spasming pussy.
"OHHHHHHH" I groaned as my body bucked up into her, squirting the first shot of cum into her pussy.
"YES!" she screamed as she pressed down again, her body jerking and trembling as my spurting dick pushed her once again over the edge of the climax that has just passed.
I lost track of how long we lay there, my dick stuffed into her pussy, both of us panting and struggling for breath as I gently massaged her breasts and played with her nipples.
"Thank you. I needed that. After watching my sister fucking like a rabbit the last few days my fingers weren't cutting it any longer."
"I understand."
"I mean it's not like me to go have sex with a stranger. It's just that, well I guess..."
"It's ok. I've never had sex with a strange woman in the desert before. But if I have anything to say about it, it won't be the last time on this trip!"
"I don't know why, I mean I'm so fat."
"nope. Not fat at all. I think you're quite good looking, and good tasting." I said as I let go of her breasts and pulled her by the shoulders pulling her down until her breasts were within reach of my mouth. I sucked her right breast and nipple into my mouth, gently rolling and playing with it.
"Not done yet?"
"Just keeping you warmed up for later." I answered with a grin, letting her breast slip from my mouth.
"Oh you want more later?"
"Hell yes. I thought I'd talk you into coming to bed with me and waking up in the morning and fucking all over again."
"And you think I'm that kind of a woman, to just hop into bed with any strange man?"
"Nope. I don't think you're that kind of woman, but I'm still hoping that I can convince you."
"Hmmm let me see. I can go sleep alone, listen to my sister banging away in the morning and wish I had a man to be with, or I can sleep with you and fuck you silly in the morning? Hmmm gotta think about that one." Teresa said, putting a hand on her chin and rubbing it thoughtfully.
I reached up and sucked her nipple into my mouth again and rolled it with my tongue against the roof of my mouth.
"Ohhhhh... Now that could easily make my decision." She said with a groan. "You just keep that up and I'm sure you won't have any trouble convincing me."
I continued to suck first one nipple and then the other, letting the dry night air chill each nipple as I left it for the other. I had done this for several minutes when she moaned again. "Ok, you convinced me. You better stop before we don't make it back to camp tonight."
"Well, we don't have to. We can stay right here if you want."
"Hmmmm Maybe a tent would be better. Never know who might be around."
"Out here? No one."
"Still. If I'm going to sleep, a tent is better. Do you have room for me in yours?"
"Oh yes. Plenty."
"Good!" she said with a smile, pushing herself up and standing, my softened dick falling from her in the process and allowing a gush of our juices to run down her bare leg. "Hmmmm. Made a little mess, didn't we?"
"I can take care of that for the moment." I said, reaching for her underwear and mopping the stream of liquid from her leg.
"It's going to be hard to wear those now." She said, looking at the wet panties.
"It's ok. I wasn't planning on letting you wear them anyway."
"What you want me to streak back to the tent?"
"Not exactly." I said as I got up and started gathering our clothes. I handed her her socks and boots and then went to work stuffing our clothes into my pack.
"I suppose this is all I get to wear?"
"Uh huh." I said with a grin. I want to watch your naked body every second. No point in covering it up, especially as good as it looks in the moonlight."
"You are bad!" she said with a chuckle, sitting down to pull her socks and boots on. I finished packing and then sat down beside her to pull my own on, getting up and helping her up as well when I was done. The last thing I did was pack the blanket and then walk over to where I had left the video camera running.
"This should be interesting to watch." I said with a grin as I broke down the camera and tripod.
"Oh god. I forgot you had that running. Did it really record everything?"
"With the low light stuff in this camera? Oh yeah! As good as broad daylight."
"I'm not sure I like that idea." Teresa said quietly as I packed the camera and then hefted my pack onto my back.
"Not a problem. You can have a copy if you want." I said with a grin, taking her hand and guiding her back the way we came.
It was kind of exciting to walk that far totally naked with her. So much so that by the time we got back to the tent my dick was sticking out like a flag pole again.
"Looks like someone is hot again." She whispered as we stood in my darkened camp site.
"Just a tad." I said as I put my pack in the truck and locked it. I pulled her by the hand over to my tent and guided her inside, zipping it closed. Now I like my comfort, even when I'm camping, so there was plenty of room on the full sized six inch thick air mattress I carry. Teresa laid down on her side and I slid up behind her, allowing my dick to press between her legs.
"Oh I think there's a wild snake in here. Should I kill it?" she whispered with a giggle.
"No, just put it someplace safe." I answered as I moved an arm around her and rested a hand on one of her round tits.
"Hmmmmm I have just the place." She said quietly, lifting her leg and pressing my hard dick against her wet pussy.
"Oh yeah." I whispered back, moving my hips so she could engage my head into her tunnel. I pressed easily up into her before she lowered her leg and laid her head down with a quiet sigh.
"I could get used to this." She whispered as I slowly rocked my hips, pressing my hard dick in and out of her.
"Oh, lonely lately?"
"Well not for the last couple hours." She said, sliding a hand down between her legs and gently stroking her clit.
"I see." I said, as I started banging harder into her, squeezing her tit and rolling her nipple with my fingers.
"Oh yeah. That's right. Just like that." She encouraged as I pumped in and out of her while we lay on our sides spooned up.
"Oh god. Nice and tight too." I said quietly as I drove myself closer to another climax. "Havent had this much sex in months, all added up."
"Glad I could be here." She panted as she stroked her own pussy toward completion.
"Oh yeah. You ready?" I grunted as my hips slapped into her round ass.
"Fuck yes. Fill me up with your hot juice. God I'm so close too. Any... second... Now..." she moaned as her body tensed.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned. "Here it comes!" My hips jerked and slammed into her as far as I could, my dick spouting shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy, her own body jerking and trembling as her climax fed off of mine. It was several long minutes before both our bodies stopped making little jerks and twitches and we could breath normally again.
"I think I can go to sleep now, how about you?"
She pulled my arm from her chest and looked at my watch. "It's three am. We've been fucking for hours. Yeah, I think I can go to sleep now."
"Good. I have a question to ask you tomorrow." I said as I snuggled down against her, my softening dick still buried in her pussy and my arm gently playing with her nipple.
"What question is that?"
"Gonna have to wait." I whispered, kissing her earlobe gently.
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I love hunting. Next to fishing it is one of my favorite pastimes. Being out in the woods and fresh air, pitting your intelligence against the instincts of an animal. Sounds easy, except that they do it every day and you're playing on their turf. Makes it much more difficult than most people think. When a buddy called from Colorado with a chance to go elk hunting in the winter, I jumped at the chance. He had a cabin high in the mountains we would use as the base camp, and then venture out after the elk, using snowmobiles to get from mountain top to mountain top. It sounded like a blast. I loaded my hunting gear up and headed out, following the directions he gave me and my GPS.
The weather report was for a light snow, which didn't sound too bad when I left Missouri, but after many hours of driving I was getting tired and was ready for the trip to be over when the first flakes hit the windshield. That light snow seemed to be awfully big flakes, but then I wasn't really worried, my four wheel drive would go through anything I had ever pitted it against. As I wound into the mountains on the twisting two lane highway, the number of homes slipped from the frequent to the occasional. The snow, which was forecast for only a few inches kept coming down, making the road more and more difficult to see in the growing darkness. It also didn't help that the heavy snow was interrupting the GPS signal making it almost useless. It kept jumping around telling me I was first on one road and then in the middle of nowhere.
If I hadn't been so tired I might have noticed the sign, caked with blowing wet snow, that showed a ten mile per hour corner. I might even have slowed down if I realized there was a corner there, but the first thing I saw was the guardrail almost ninety degrees to the road I thought I was on. I jerked the wheel hard over, and slammed on the brakes, but even at thirty five miles an hour, there was no saving it.
My truck plowed through the guardrail, crunching metal and snapping wood posts before careening down an embankment that seemed almost vertical. The air bag did its thing and low and behold I survived, bruised and shaken, but alive. I peeled myself out my now ruined truck and looked at the trip I had made. I wasn't the first one to mow down trees here. I checked my cell, and surprise... no service. The chances of being found here were slim at best.
I decided I'd head along the road on foot and see if I could find a house or something. I left a note, pulled on all my winter hunting gear, hefted my pack and long gun, and started the arduous climb up the slope to the highway, the darkness broken only by the small LED light clipped to my pack strap. The winter wonderland looked peaceful, but I knew that was far from true. I loaded rounds into my Winchester and slid it into the scabbard on the side of my pack. Clipping the waist and sternum belts I began to trudge through the foot deep snow heading up the mountain. I hoped I'd come across a house or something before too long.
Before too long just never happened. I stopped after half an hour and pulled out my mask and goggles and changed my gloves for my heavy insulated mittens. With every inch of my body now covered, I continued up the road, wondering how long I would be out here and glad that the snow and cloud cover were holding the temperatures at something tolerable.
I must have hiked up that road for two hours, stopping every thirty minutes to take a rest and a drink, before I lights flickering in the falling snow. It seemed like forever before I got closer, and then realized that the lights were not along the road, but on the other side of a small gorge. Through the occasional light spots in the falling snow I could see what looked like a small cabin. I had a decision to make, continue on the road and hope to find another place, or venture off the road into the wilds. There was no telling how hard the climb down and back up would be, or how deep the gorge was. It looked like there was a small dirt road that went that direction, all I could do was hope it led to the lights. Taking a deep breath, I turned off the highway and started down the steep road.
The road proved to help some, guiding me until I lost it under the deep snow collecting in the gorge. By the time I got to the bottom I was slogging through snow up to my waist, wondering if this was really a good idea. Having hit the bottom, I decided that I might as well go up the other side rather than head back to the road, and began the climb up the steep slope. The climb turned out to be much worse than I had expected, and was soon sweating profusely and completely exhausted. I couldn't go back down, there was no shelter in the deep snow in the bottom, and the slope was so steep that I was often having to use all fours to keep my balance on the rocks that were hidden under the snow. What was worse, I knew that as heavily as I was sweating, I needed to peel layers, but the slope was much too steep to try that. I resigned myself to continue the climb, and hope that there was shelter on top.
I finally made the top of the hill after nearly an hour of hard climbing. I flopped down in the snow, trying to catch my breath and cursing getting old, as if forty was really all that old. After several minutes I could feel the cold seeping into my clothes where the sweat had soaked them, and decided I better either find shelter or I was going freeze to death. I was experienced in winter survival. I had no doubt that I could make myself a snow cave and hole up, but building a fire to dry my clothes would be difficult with this wet snow. Fortunately the lights I had seen were only a short ways down the ridge I was now laying on. I picked myself up and wearily trudged down toward the lights.
As I drew closer I could see the lights were from the windows of a small log cabin, smoke curling gently from the stone chimney. The setting looked idyllic and tranquil as the heavy flakes continued to fall. Taking a breath I knocked on the door, expecting some grizzled old man to open the door and tell me to get lost. I was shocked when the face greeting me was anything but grizzled and old. I figured her for thirty or so, obviously oriental with fairly long dark hair cascading over the shoulders of a white fluffy bath robe. She was a few inches shorter than I was, and filled out the robe both around and in front enough to know she wasn't fat or thin, just pleasant sized, with a respectable sized chest.
Why, when I was half frozen to death, I bothered to check out her tits instead of pulling off my mask and goggles and asking for help, is beyond me, but that's what I did. She broke me from my stupor by asking what I wanted, the look on her face almost as startled at finding someone at her door as I was at finding a good looking woman out here.
"Oh, sorry. I had a wreck down the mountain a bit and started hiking. Do you have a phone I can use?" I asked, pulling my hood back and pulling off my mask and goggles so she could see my face.
"You're kidding right?" she asked with an odd look on her face.
"No maam. I went off the road on a sharp curve down the road a ways and walked this far."
"Ok, besides being crazy, how did you get here?"
"I saw the lights from the highway and hiked over."
"Through the bottom? That's not possible. The snow down there is easily ten feet deep this time of year."
"Well, it was a bit deep, but I made it. Do you mind if I come in and warm up and call my buddy and tell him where I am?"
She stepped back and let me in, closing the door behind me. The cabin was indeed small, being little more than a long room with a few pieces of furniture, a wood burning stove to cook on and a stone fireplace with a fire gently crackling away. Along one wall were a couple long curtains that appeared to block off two small rooms. All in all it looked like the kind of place you'd see in an old western movie.
"Now, just who are you?" She asked as she stood back in the glow of the oil lamp and looked at me.
"Oh, sorry. Mike Michaels. I'm headed up to Grizzly ridge to meet a buddy to hunt. Like I said, I missed a turn and went off the highway."
"I'll say you went off the road. Grizzly ridge is about twenty miles south of here. The highway stopped miles ago. That sharp turn was the end of the road. This is all private property."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to intrude. I guess I got turned around some. If you have a phone I'm sure he can come get me."
"Do you see a phone? No, I'm afraid that your friend is going to have to do without you tonight. I can take you down the mountain tomorrow on a snowmobile. The question is what to do with you tonight?"
"Well, if you don't mind, I'd be perfectly happy to sleep on the floor. I don't want to put you out, I'm just happy to be in out of the snow."
"Ok. Start getting out of those wet things. We can hang them on a line and get them dried out. She said, turning and walking to a wooden box on the floor and digging out a length of rope. She strung the rope across the small cabin while I started peeling off my wet hunting gear.
"You are wet!" she said as she took my gear, one item at a time and hung them over the line.
"Yeah. That climb was pretty rough."
"I bet. I'm surprised you made it at all. The trail is pretty hard to follow." She said as I handed her my sweatshirt, leaving me in my jeans and t-shirt.
"I couldn't find a trail. I just came up the side." I said as I picked up my pack and set it against the wall by the door so the snow melting off of it wouldn't make a mess.
"You're either lucky or just plain crazy. That climb isn't to be taken lightly on a good day, let alone like it is now."
"Well, I made it." I said with a shrug.
"Come on. I can see that the pants and shirt are wet too." She said holding her hand out.
"This is all I have to wear." I said somewhat defensively.
"Well, you can't stay wet, even in here you'll freeze when the fire dies down." She said as she walked toward one of the curtained rooms, coming back a moment later with a blanket. "You can wrap up in this."
I pulled my t-shirt off and handed it to her before pulling the blanket around myself. Standing under the blanket I shucked my jeans and handed them to her, which she took. Immediately she put her hand out again, clearly expecting me to provide the last of my garments. With a sigh, I slipped out of my skivvies, handing them to her and letting her walk off to hang the last of my clothes on the line, leaving me completely naked under the blanket.
"Ok. Now let's get you something warm to drink. You're probably dehydrated." She said as she set about putting a kettle of water into the fireplace. "Do like coffee or tea?"
"I've never gotten the taste for coffee. Usually it's hot chocolate." I said with an embarrassed smile.
She looked over her shoulder at me while she dug in the cabinet near the stove and came out with a small white packet and a large cup. "Not every day a man wants hot chocolate. Maybe he still has a little bit of boy in him yet?" she asked with a smile as she motioned to a chair by the table, pulling a second one from near the wall to sit down across from me.
"Thank you Ma'am." I said pulling out the chair and sitting down in it, wrapped up in the blanket.
"Please, call me Song." She said as she sat and looked at me, almost like she was inspecting me. Her eyes stared at mine for long seconds, making me feel like she was reading my thoughts or looking inside my soul or something. "So your single?" she finally asked.
"Yes." I said somewhat startled, wondering what she read from my eyes that told her that.
She chuckled, obviously following where my thoughts had taken me. "You can tell a lot about a person from how they look at you. You looked back and held my gaze until I broke it. You are an honest person, not deceitful or hiding things. This I can tell from your eyes. Being single?" she said with another chuckle. She held her hand up and pointed to her finger, without a ring, and I realized she had seen the lack of ring on my finger.
"I am now." I said, thinking briefly about my ex.
"Ah. I see." She said as she got up and walked toward the fire. The room was actually quite warm, and I moved the blanket off my shoulders to vent some of the heat that I was building. She returned a moment later with the pot, pouring hot water into the cup and handing me a spoon and the white packet.
"Thank you." I said, taking the packet and pouring its contents into the cup. "I take it you live here alone?"
"Yes. I like the solitude. Helps me think." She said, leaning back in her chair and watching me sip my coco. "You apparently like the outdoors. The clothes you wore have experience. Nothing there is fresh from the box."
"No. I've done a lot of outdoors. I enjoy the quiet and listening to nature." I replied, bringing a small smile to her lips. We chatted for some time, about me, about the outdoors, but very little about her. Basically all I knew was she lived alone, and liked it that way, and her name was Song Cho. Beyond that she gave away very little of herself. Finally after nearly an hour, and two cups of coco, she stood, breaking off the conversation.
"I think it's time to go to bed. I was about to retire when you showed up."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to keep you up." I replied, standing up and walking over to the clothes line to check my clothes. To my disappointment, much of it was still quite soggy.
"Here." She said, holding out a pillow and an old rolled up sleeping bag.
"Thanks. This is tons better than sleeping in the snow." I said as I rolled the bag out on the hard floor. She stood until I was settled and then turned out the oil lamp hanging from the ceiling. I watched her walk to the curtain she had disappeared behind before, and push it open to reveal a sleeping area. A large bed with brass head and foot boards dominated the small room. She stepped to the bed, illuminated by the fire and a small oil lamp on the table, and took off the robe, revealing a long gray nightgown. She crawled under the covers and put the light out, leaving the small cabin lit only by the gentle flickering of light from the fire.
I was warm, but the floor was far from comfortable. I struggled to find a soft spot or comfortable position, trying to will myself to be comfortable by thinking how horrible it would be in a snow cave.
"Come." She said from across the room, pulling the covers of her bed open. "I cannot leave you sleeping on the hard floor when there is more than enough room in my bed."
"Are you sure?"
"I am... Come." She said again.
I got up and walked over to the bed, still wrapped in the blanket, unsure what to do at that point. Deciding that she intended for me to get into bed even though I was naked, I dropped the blanket and sat down, swinging my legs up into the bed. She pulled the covers over me and I felt her snuggle up against me, her firm breasts pressing into my back. My body couldn't help but react, even more so when I felt her hand slide up and down my thigh several times, each time getting closer and closer to my hardening dick. Finally her hand reached my now rock hard member and wrapped around it, gently stroking its full length with her warm hand.
She stroked it for several minutes before she pulled it away, along with her body. I felt her hand brush and press against my back several times, each time lower than the time before. As suddenly as the hand disappeared, it came back, this time as she snuggled against me I could feel her warm skin and hard nipples pressing against me.
"Would you like to make love with me?" she whispered.
Unsure how to answer, I rolled over to face her, putting my arm around her and pulling her head closer to mine. Her hand squeezed my hard dick as I touched my lips to hers, gently kissing her.
She kissed back, tentatively at first, and then with growing passion as the minutes passed, our hands now gently roaming over each other. I gently stroked her large breasts, finding them round and firm, easily the size of small melons, but with little sag. Each was topped with a large nipple which seemed to grow harder with each stroke of my fingers.
Growing desparate for more of her body, I slid under the covers and let my kisses work down her body until I was sucking and licking each sensitive nipple. She rolled onto her back and moaned in pleasure as I sucked each tit deep into my mouth and flicked her nipple with my tongue.
Her hands pulled me to her, coaxing me back up out of the covers and on top of her. Her invitation was clear as I rolled on top of her while she spread her legs. I reached down and gently rubbed the head of my dick up and down her wet lips, feeling the softness as I spread her juices around my head. Slowly I pressed into her, feeding my dick into her inch by inch in small short strokes, each accompanied by a small moan from her lips. I was soon stroking long and slow in and out of her wet tunnel, our mutual moans the only sound in the cabin besides the occasional crackle of the fire.
"Harder!" she whispered to me, pulling on my ass with her hands at each stroke. Without a reply I began to stroke harder into her, her moans turning to cries of pleasure as my strokes drover her higher and higher up the slopes to her climax. Without warning she cried out once and went rigid, her whole body trembling while her pussy pulsed and squeezed me so hard I was unable to stroke out of her any longer.
Slowly her body relaxed, her arms pulling me down against her. She deftly rolled us over laying on top of me while she pulled her knees up alongside my hips. Throwing the covers off, she sat up, straddling my hips and pulled the gray flannel nightgown off, tossing it aside, her body illuminated by the flickering fire. She gently pulled my hands to her large tits, and then moved her own hands to my chest. Slowly she began riding up and down my still rock hard dick, her eyes watching my face and adjusting her movements when she saw pleasure flicker across it. She rode me slowly for some time, her own body once again responding to the stimulation. She tossed her head around, her dark hair flying every which way as she began riding me faster, pounding her body into mine at the end of each stroke.
"Oh god yes!" I groaned as my cum boiled out of my balls, ready to shoot deep into her. With a jerk my body pulsed the first squirt of cum deep into her pussy. Feeling the hot liquid flow into her, she slammed down on my dick, driving me deeper into her than I had been previously. I felt her whole body tremble as my spurting dick triggered another orgasm within her. We stayed like that for longer than I could remember, both of us lost in our own world of bliss. Finally she lowered herself, leaving me inside her as she straightened out and pulled the blankets over us in one smooth motion.
"Thank you." She whispered before kissing me gently on the lips. We lay kissing gently until my dick softened and slipped from her. Feeling me no longer captured, she rolled off of me and snuggle against me, laying her head on my chest. I lay listening to her breathing and the fire crackling until I finally fell into a deep contented sleep.
At first I didn't know where I was, but slowly my situation came back to me. I felt surprisingly rested, considering my ordeal the night before. The room was warm and I could see Song's naked body moving about the main room of the small cabin, bright shafts of sunlight filtering through the windows illuminating her. She was busy tending the fire and carrying large pots of water someplace while I lay there enjoying watching her tits bounce and sway as she walked.
"I see you're awake. You must have been tired." She said quietly as she came to the bed and sat on the edge. "Come. Time to clean up."



I let her pull the covers back and lead me to the other small room, this one with a small toilet with an unusual looking hand pump sticking out the top, and a large clawfoot tub full of steaming water. She led me to the tub and stepped in, holding her hands out for me to join her. I held both her hands while I stepped into the hot water. She released my hands and reached down for a large sponge that was floating in the knee deep water. Gently she squeezed water over my body, letting it cascade down my chest and back. With her other hand she began rubbing a small bar of soap around my body, gently and slowly lathering me while keeping me wet with the sponge. She was both gentle and through, making sure to clean every part of me, including stroking my soapy dick until she had it rock hard.
"Your turn." She said simply after she had rinsed me. She handed me the sponge and soap and I began washing her as she had done me, being gentle and through, especially around her hard nipples and soft pussy lips. I finished rinsing her and placed the soap in the small holder by the tub and then gently pressed her back until she sat on the back edge of the tub. Kneeling down in the tub I brought my mouth to the inside of her left knee and gently kissed it. I moved to her right knee and repeated the kiss, followed by one slightly higher on her thigh.
I worked my way up her legs, kissing a few inches closer to her pussy each time.
"You are a tease." She hissed quietly as I inched ever closer to her wet lips, blowing my hot breath on them as I crossed from one leg to the other. I paused long enough to smile at her and then gently licked the tip of my tongue along her soft lips, spreading them ever so slightly as I moved up. I went back and licked again, this time slightly deeper, and again, each time working deeper until my tongue was dipping into her tunnel before sliding up and across her hard clit.
Each time I flicked my tongue across her hard clit she would shudder ever so slightly, a gentle moan escaping her lips. I continued my attention to her tasty pussy while I reached one hand up to her chest, gently squeezing and rolling one of her hard nipples.
"YES!" she whispered as I placed my free hand between her legs and pressed my finger into her hot tunnel. I licked and flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue while I hooked my finger up inside of her and rubbed across the bundle of nerves along the top of her velvety tunnel. "OH GOD!" she cried as her legs trembled, her pussy gushing juices around my finger and chin as her orgasm shook her body. I continued to assault her clit and work my finger inside her tunnel until she finally pushed my head away from her pussy, a huge, satisfied smile on her face. "I need you to fuck me now!" she said, pushing me back so she could climb off the edge of the tub. She turned around and bent over, holding onto the end of the tub while sticking her cute ass out at me.
I wasted no time in pushing my dick into her wet pussy, easily sliding into her. My strokes started slowly, but quickly picked up speed until my thighs were slapping against her firm ass with each stroke. I reached down and felt her big tits wiggling and swinging as I pounded into her.
"That's it! Fuck me! Make me cum around your hard dick! Oh god you feel so good! That's it... almost there! FUCK MEEEEEE!! She cried as my plunging dick triggered another massive orgasm in her. Her pussy clamped and spasmed around my dick, pushing me over the top. My body jerked and spasmed as I pumped shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy, out juices combining and pushing out of her around my pulsing dick.
"Oh god yes!" she moaned as she stood more upright and pulled my body against her back, keeping her back arched to keep my hard dick inside her. She pulled my arms around her and moved my hands to her firm breasts while she turned her head and kissed my lips gently.
All too soon I softened and slipped from her, after which she turned to face me and pressed me down into the still warm water. She lowered herself until she was sitting half in my lap with her legs wrapped around me. I felt her fingers wash both of us as we sat with my dick only inches from her pussy. She worked at my dick for long minutes while her mouth worked at mine, coaxing me to grow yet again. I felt her hands work my dick to the opening of her tunnel while she scooted herself closer. She continued to kiss me as she forced my half hard dick into her and then ground her pussy against me, driving me into her as far as I could go. She kissed me sensuously, and teased my nipples with her fingers, coaxing my dick to continue to grow, all the time buried inside her.
"So good." She cooed as she finally broke the long kiss. "I could do this all day!" She began to rock her hips, working my dick in and out of her pussy only an inch or so, but enough to cause me to grow harder until my dick was every bit as hard as it had been when we started. "Please, play with my tits." She begged as she leaned back and rode my dick harder, forcing more and more of me in and out under the bathwater.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried as her body trembled in another orgasm. I watched her face as pure pleasure spread across it for several long seconds, replaced by satisfaction. "God it has been soooo long." She moaned as she lay back in the tub, almost disappearing under the water.
I lay back against the other end while she moved her legs enough to let me. We sat and soaked for some time just looking at each other, my still hard dick deep inside her. "I bet you're getting hungry. Would you like me to make some food for us?"
"If you'd like to."
"Oh it would be my pleasure. I haven't had the opportunity to cook for a many in a long long time." She said as she got up, pulling off my dick. She held her hands out to me and helped me stand before stepping out of the tub. She handed me a towel and then proceeded to use the one she held to dry my body, the look on her face inviting me to return the favor, which I gladly did. I dried her body in soft pats and strokes, gently lifting each breast to dry under them, and of course give each a gentle kiss before going on. In a few minutes we were dry and she led me out to the main room. "Please sit. I'll cook something. Do you like bacon and eggs?"
"Definitely." I said with a smile.
She smiled back and then turned to go to work. She transferred coals from the open fireplace to the wood burning stove and added several pieces of wood to both the stove and the fireplace. Each time she bent over I had a wonderful view of either her pussy poking out at me or her tits swinging slightly as they hung down. The constant show kept my dick hard the whole time she cooked. She brought over a plate mounded with scrambled eggs and slices of thick bacon. She smiled as she set the plate down in front of me, looking down at my lap. "You know, we might have to take care of that after you eat."
"Mmmmmm Good food and good sex. What more can a man ask for?" I said before loading my fork with a generous helping of the food. "aren't you going to eat?"
"Not just now." She said with a grin as she pulled the other chair next to mine and sat down, spreading her legs wide enough for me to see her whole pussy. "You know, before you came to the door I was quite busy, Would you like to see how?"
"Of course!" I replied to her smiling face. When she smiled not only did her mouth form a sexy smile, but her already oval eyes crinkled in the corners as they twinkled. I didn't know a lot about her, but I was quickly wishing I could learn a lot more. I tried to quiz her more as I ate, but found her answers really said very little, other than she lived alone and enjoyed the solitude.
I finished eating and watched her carry my empty plate off to a small sink by the stove. She turned to look at me and smile again as she pumped the old fashioned hand pump that looked like it was from the early pioneer days. With the dishes sitting in the water she came over and took my hand, drawing me from my chair to a rug on the floor by the fireplace.
"Is there anything else you would like to do with me before we go down the mountain?" she asked quietly as she pulled us down onto the large rug.
"Actually, there is." I whispered as she pulled me down on top of her, her mouth moving toward mine.
Her lips brushed mine gently, her tongue flicking out and brushing between my parted lips. "I'm yours. Do with me as you please." She whispered before she pressed her lips to mine in a gentle sensuous kiss.
I kissed her for long minutes, each of us sharing out tongues and our lips before we broke to catch our breaths. I began kissing my way down her jaw line to her neck and farter, slowly making my way to her firm yet soft breasts. I savored each nipple in turn, sucking and licking them to the gentle moans Song was making. I wanted more, and after who knows how long, continued my trip down her body. My kisses were soon landing near her soft pussy lips, her sensuous aroma filling my nostrils.
"Turn around." I heard her whisper. Heading her request, I swiveled around and allowed her to guide my legs over her until my hard dick was pointing at her face while my lips were gently kissing her pussy. I licked between them time and again, as her hot mouth enveloped my dick, the moans she made each time I found her hard clit vibrating me delightfully. I continued to lick and flick her clit as her body humped up toward, me, trying in vain to grind against me as I pushed her closer to her climax. With my hands wrapped around her thighs to hold her still, I began flicking her clit rapid fire, the tip of my tongue dancing back and forth across her excited clit as fast as I could.
The attention seemed to drive her wild. I could barely hold her still, even by pressing my body down against hers, as her orgasm crashed over her and she squirmed and shook under me. "OH god fuck me! Please!" she cried from under me.
I lifted myself off of her and turned around bringing my hard saliva coated dick to her pussy as she lifted her legs and wrapped them around me. She pulled with her legs, lifting her butt off the floor and driving herself onto my dick. I stayed there on all fours, allowing her to ride me from below, her legs pumping herself up onto me in long powerful thrusts. My own body was screaming for release, but I held back, wanting to make what I expected to be the last, go on longer.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as she lifted herself toward me, my body now stroking down to meet hers do they slapped together loudly. The impacts made her tits wiggle and move in ways that only drove me higher until I could hold back no longer.
With a grunt my body convulsed, shooing my cum deep into her pussy. She cried one final time as she pulled us together and then lay panting, her body jerking in time with mine as I emptied myself into her pulsating pussy.
"Damn!" I said softly as I held myself up on my elbows, my chest barely touching her heaving breasts and hard nipples.
"Yes. I agree." She panted.
We lay that way for some time, each looking deeply into each other's eyes. I felt like she were searching for something deep within me, but I never decided if she found it or not. "I think it's time to take you down the mountain before I keep you here forever." She whispered.
"I don't have to leave."
"By now you're friend is worried, and you don't seem the type to let someone worry without cause."
"No, I'm not." I admitted reluctantly.
"There is a small town at the bottom of the mountain. I'll take you down by snowmobile. You can contact the sheriff there about your car and your friend."
"I appreciate that." I answered just before she lifted herself up with her arms around my neck and gave me a deep kiss. It seemed to last forever, and she seemed genuinely reluctant when she finally released me. I got up, my dick sliding from her, and held a hand out to help her up, which she accepted.
I watched as she dressed, disappointed as each bit of her body were slowly covered. "You better dress warm. It is quite cold out today."
"How cold?"
"Easily ten below." She said simply as she pulled out a pair of furry pants.
"It wasn't supposed to get that cold."
"The weather is funny on a mountain." She said as she pulled on an equally furry parka.
Finally dressed, she opened the door and crawled out on the three feet of snow that had piled up against the door. I followed her outside, my gloves pushing away the small crystals of cold snow. More had come down that I expected, and as she had said, the temperature was very cold, much more than was predicted.
She made her way around behind the cabin and I soon heard the sound of a small engine putting in the cold air. I tried to turn on my GPS, but found that it's batteries were dead. "Must have left it on last night." I said to myself as Song drove around the side of the cabin on a snowmobile that looked easily thirty or more years old. She stopped near me and held out a hand. I climbed aboard, pack and all, and squeezed her tightly as I sat behind her.
"No funny business!" she said with a laugh as she squeezed my hands against her chest.
I held her tightly as she raced off through the snow, the machine sending up showers of snow each time she carved a curve around a tree or rock outcropping. I was surprised at how fast the trip down was, compared to how long it took me to get up. I was only beginning to get chilled when she drew the machine to a stop near a small cluster of buildings.
"I better not go any farther. The sheriff's office is the third on down there." She said pointing with her furry mitten.
"You're not coming?"
"No, I'm afraid this is where we part."
"Will I ever see you again?" I asked, honestly wishing to.
"That depends. Maybe." She said with a sad face. "But not as soon as I would like Mike Michaels. I will miss you!"
"Me as well." I answered as she blew me a kiss and then raced off up the hill we had just come down.
I trudged down the street to the office marked sheriff, and walked in.
"Hey. Can you help me out?" I asked the graying old deputy sitting behind a desk.
"What can I do for you?" he asked, getting up and walking toward the counter I was in front of.
"I had a wreck in the storm last night. I need to get hold of my buddy and let him know I'm ok."
"There wasn't a storm last night." He said, looking at me like I was drinking.
"Yeah, it dumped all that snow out there. I got lost heading up to grizzly Ridge."
"Grizzly ridge? Just who are you?" he asked with a sideways look.
"Mike Michaels. Did my buddy call down and let you know I was lost?"
"Yes sir! Yes sir he did. But that was nearly a week ago." He said looking at me. "Yours a red Chevy four wheeler?"
"Yep. Went through a guardrail up one of these roads. Song said I wasn't on the right ridge or road anymore."
"SONG?" He asked, now looking at me like I was not only drinking but smoking pot. "Song who?"
"Song Cho. Nice woman, mid thirties, oriental? She put me up last night and then brought me down on her snowmobile."
"Buddy, I don't know what you're playin' at, but Song Cho's been dead for darn near twenty years. Her cabin burned to the ground back in eighty seven."
I stood and stared at him, not wanting to believe what he said. If she were dead, who was I with, and even more, if it's been a week, what happened to that week? All I could recall was one night and morning! And I can guarantee that the sex I had was NOT with a ghost! Was it?
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This was not going to be what I called a good time. But the boss had made it clear that the donors wanted the staff to be there, so we would be there. It was to be a black tie event, certainly not the kind of thing I had ever been to, let alone dressed for.
Finding a dress had been an adventure in itself. I must have gone to almost every shop in town that had formal dresses before I walked into this little shop. On the outside it looked kind of dumpy, but it had some of the most beautiful dresses in the window, so on a whim I decided to look inside.
The little old lady behind the counter looked to be about two hundred years old, stooped over and haggard. She looked me up and down and then announced she had the perfect dress for me, before I even had a chance to tell her what I was looking for. She led me to a dressing room with the walls completely covered in mirrors, and told me to get undressed, she would be back in a second. I protested that I wanted to see what she had in mind first, and she scolded me gently and insisted I undress. "everything dear." She said as she left.
She came back a few moments later with a hanger containing an absolutely stunning black evening dress. It was a strapless, which always made me feel uncomfortable, and had an angular hem. The material shimmered in the light, making it look almost alive.
"Come now deerie. Everything." The old lady said gently, sensing that I was a bit uncomfortable. "No one here but us two, and I can assure you I've seen every kind of body imaginable."
I turned away and undid my bra straps and let it slide down my arms, dropping onto the single bench in the center of the room with the rest of my clothes. Taking a deep breath, I slipped my white panties down my legs and stepped out of them, not fully understanding why I needed to be so completely naked to try on a dress. But I found myself following her directions even as my mind feebly protested.
"Here." She said simply, pulling the black dress off the hanger and holding it out for me. I stepped into the dress and wiggled my hips as I pulled it up. The material felt so sensual against my skin, almost as if it were caressing me. Just the feeling of it against my skin started a tingling deep inside me. I worked the material up my body until I settled the strapless top over my large breasts. The dress seemed to mold itself to my body, holding and cupping my breasts almost as if it were a set of hands. I looked at myself in the mirrors and realized that the back of the dress was almost non-existent, the material scooping down to almost to the round of my firm ass, a few delicate strings holding it together almost as if by magic. I turned from side to side, my breasts moving ever so slightly inside the top of the dress, gently tickling my quickly hardening nipples.
The old lady disappeared for a moment, and came back carrying a pair of shoes, black silk stockings and a black lace garter belt. "These are all you need to complete the outfit." She said. "Try the shoes, just to be sure."
I watched her set them on the ground and stepped into them, each fitting as perfectly as the dress had. "Perfect. How did you know my size?" I asked as I moved on the three inch heels, turning admiring how my body looked in the dress. My right thigh showed halfway up from my knee, giving a tantalizing view of my legs, while the angular hem dropped to well below my knee on the left. The effect was a combination of class and sexiness. As I moved the dress continued to caress my breasts and nipples, making my pussy wetter by the second.
"It's perfect!" I said with a smile. "I'll take it."
"Very well. You dress, and I'll go write up the ticket."
I stepped out of the shoes and started to slide the dress down my body. I so wanted to touch myself, and after placing the dress on the hanger, finally gave into a desire that I didn't seem to be able to control. I sat on the bench in the middle of the room, lifting one leg onto the bench I stroked my finger between my lips, surprised at how wet I had become. I stroked gently up, drawing my moisture across my clit while I watched my body in the mirrors, enjoying how sexy I looked, wishing that my finger were a hard cock. It only took a few strokes before I closed my eyes and allowed the feelings to wash over me, my pussy practically vibrating in delight as the tingles of electricity raced through my body, from my pussy to my tits to every inch of me. My body twitched as I moaned quietly with the sensations flowing over me. I removed my fingers from my sopping pussy, suddenly feeling self conscious, sitting in front of all the mirrors.
I quickly dressed, hoping the little old lady didn't find out what I had done. Finally dressed I stepped out of the dressing room and carried the dress, shoes and lingerie to the counter.
"That will be seventy eight even," She said, holding out a little slip of paper.
"Your sure? That sounds awfully inexpensive."
"Yes, that is correct. Cash or check will be fine."
I nodded and pulled the checkbook out of my purse. It only took a moment to write the check while she placed the dress in a long plastic bag.
I got home and almost ran to the bedroom, hanging the dress on the doorknob. I couldn't wait to try the dress on again, this time pulling out the other items as well. I undressed and looked at myself in the full length mirror. My body was far from what I would like it to be, and far from what most men wanted. I shook my head and then sat down in a chair to pull on the stockings. One at a time, I rolled them and slide my hands up my long legs, allowing the silk to stretch and form to my legs, caressing them sensuously. I loved the feel of real silk against my skin, and my pussy was already tingling with the feel of the silk. I stepped into the garter and settled it around my hips, clipping the tops of the silk stockings in place.
I pulled the dress from the bag and looked at the shimmery material, anticipating how it would feel. I stepped into the dress and began to slowly pull it up, feeling it caress my body with each inch I pulled it up. I worked it up until it cupped my full breasts, my nipples hardening as the dress seemed to tease them. I turned side to side, admiring how the dress made me look, realizing that I looked every bit as good as a starlet in the shimmery black material. In the mirror I was pleased to see that my rock hard nipples barely showed in the top of the dress. I tried walking around and with each step my nipples felt like they were being teased by the dress, making me wetter by the second. My pussy was practically vibrating and tingling with anticipation.
I walked over to the bed and sat on the end, looking at myself in the full length mirror on my closet doors. I slowly pulled the hem of the dress up, exposing my wet lips to my sight and my fingers. I gently stroked myself, more turned on that I could remember in a long time. Spreading my legs wider, I leaned back and moaned as my finger bounced across my hard clit, making me jump with the tingles it shot through my whole body. I was in a dream land of pleasure as my fingers stroked myself, seeking that perfect spot, while my deep panting breaths teased my nipples along the inside of the dress. I felt the warmth spread through me as my orgasm grew, little tingles starting at my clit and slowly flowing out toward all of my body, my nipples tensing even harder as they responded to the gentle strokes of my breathing. I lay my head back, my mouth hanging open in pure ecstasy as the waves of sensation washed back and forth over me, my pussy gushing juices over my fingers with each new wave of utter delight.
I lost track of time as I continued to tease myself, not even remembering how I came to lay on the bed with my dress pulled up and my legs spayed wide. I looked down at the mirror and saw myself, laying with a contented look, feeling as if I had just been very well fucked.
The entire next day I had worked with anticipation, waiting for the day to be over. I hadn't been looking forward to the reception, yet now, the thought of wearing that dress, in public, knowing how it turns me on, and how wet I will be. Yes, I was now looking forward to it. Now standing in front of the mirror, caressing my almost naked body, I couldn't wait to slip the dress on. My fingers teased my nipples, almost as if asking them if they were ready. I knew my pussy was ready. My aroma was strong in my own nostrils as I clipped the lace garter to the tops of the stockings. I so wanted to be spread by a hard dick, and feel the largeness push into me. I stepped into the dress in anticipation, feeling the dress caress my body as I settled it into place. God I was so horny and so wanted to be taken by as strong man, my nipples sucked and my pussy filled.
All the way to the reception I wished I had taken the time to use one of my little toys to make myself climax. I felt so horny, so turned on. But the time for that was past, I would just have to wait until later, much later.
At first I barely noticed him, just another black tuxedo in a sea of black. Then I saw his eyes, the cut of his jaw. There was something captivating about him. He was far from drop dead hansom, yet the way he carried himself, the way he moved told volumes. I moved with him, but always at a distance. I wondered if he knew he was being watched. Part of me wanted to walk over and kiss him, sensuously. Yet the stronger part made me hold back, watching him. He stood talking to a tall woman. I could see him between heads as I stood near the wall. Suddenly his eyes locked with mine. His conversation never changed, yet his mouth curled up in just the slightest of smiles. He knew, somehow he knew. My stomach was filled with butterflies and my wet pussy grew even wetter as I realized that all this time, he knew I was watching him.
Excusing himself from the woman he was talking with he turned, and walked away. I was afraid I'd lost him, he was headed off, to... who knows where. I almost ran after him, but my feet were rooted to the ground in fear. He reached for a glass of Champaign from a passing tray, took two, and then turned to look at me, his eyes once again boring into mine, making any resistance melt away. I wanted him, and more, I wanted him to want me. He cocked his head slightly, almost imperceptibly, but I saw it, how could I not see it? It was meant for me. He turned and walked away, and I followed, as obediently as if I were on a leash.
I had no idea where he was going, or what he planned, but I didn't care, I wanted him. I wanted him to want me, so I followed. He led me across the wide lawn to the small lake and across the small wooden bridge to an isolated island. He turned and waited for me, holding both glasses, part way between the bridge and a small gazebo, lit gently with tiny flicking lights. He said not a word, simply held out the glass and then slipped his arm around me. He steered me gently into the small structure, allowing me time to step gently up the stairs on my heels. I turned to face him, looking deep into his blue eyes, feeling my desire burn inside me. He reached out and took my glass, setting them both on the railing of the gazebo, and then stepped forward. His arms were powerful and strong, yet he held me as delicately as if I were breakable china.
I circled my arms around him, pulling him to me, pressing my breasts into his chest as he lowered his lips to mine. His kiss was electric, causing all those butterflies in my stomach to fly throughout my body. I practically melted in his arms as he stroked my nearly naked back with is strong hands. His gentle kiss continued, our lips tasting, searching, gently teasing each other even as his hands were slowly pulling my dress over my hips.
For a moment I was afraid, what if someone saw us, noticed what we were doing. But my desire for him, my lust for feeling his strongness inside me overcame, and I moved my arms to his neck and stepped back enough to let him have his way. I so wanted him to have is way with me.
His hands pushed my dress down over my hips, the material dragging across my rock hard nipples before they were exposed to the cool night air. He knelt before me, breaking the kiss with my lips and kissing down my neck and chest as he knelt. I felt his hot breath on each of my hard nipples as I looked down, anticipating, longing for him to wrap his soft lips around both of my hard nipples.
I moaned loudly as he sucked my right nipple into his mouth, his tongue working slow teasing circles around it while he caressed my bare ass. My hands pulled his head to my breast, my eyes closing in pleasure as he teased and licked my hard nub. I felt his hands leave my naked ass, but I didn't care, as long as his mouth continued to push me slowly up the climb toward the climax I had been longing for for hours. His mouth disconnected briefly from my right breast, only to close again on the left, bringing yet another moan of pleasure. My mind screamed at me that I was standing naked in the open, my body being taken by a man I didn't know. My body silenced my mind as his fingers teased across my wet lips, stroking some of my moisture up and across my exposed clit, a shudder shooting through my whole body.
I was disappointed when he pulled his head away again, leaving his hot saliva to cool on my breast. I opened my eyes to look and saw him getting up from his knees, his body somehow as naked as mine was. I never even felt him move from me his attention to my nipples so intense.
He backed me slowly to the railing and gently lifted me up, sitting me on the wide board. With a smile he spread my legs and stepped between them, his hard dick pointing up at me, looking at me, begging to be touched. I reached out gently with both hands and grasped his rock hard cock, gently stroking it as he reached for a Champaign glass. He dipped his finger and gently drew small circles around my nipples, teasing then with the cold liquid as I gently stroked his dick.
I wanted him to fill me, I wanted him deep inside my wet pussy. I pulled him toward me, aiming his hard head at my wet lips. Willingly he stepped forward, allowing me to press him against me, and then leaning forward to slowly push into me. Gently, slowly, tenderly, he pushed his wide head deep into me, making my tunnel spread and stretch around him. Again a moan escaped me as my body reveled in his attention, his dick slowly filling my whole being. If there were a heaven, this had to be it. My body cried in pleasure as he stroked slowly in and out of me, his fingers teasing my nipples. I reached out and held him around the neck for balance as I lifted and spread my legs, wrapping them around him. I could feel him move in me, his mushroom head pushing and caressing my tunnel as my heels rested on his constantly moving rear.
With each stroke I felt the tingle grow. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer, my climax slowly building to where I couldn't contain it. My body cried out in pleasure as the first tremors washed across my legs, only to be driven into a frenzy as I felt the first strong surges of his cum flow into me. His dick jumped and jerked, his cum filling me as my own body jerked and trembled in pure ecstasy. My body cried, and I cried into the night, as the pleasure washed over me time and again, the intensity more than I had ever recalled. For what seemed like hours I felt his hard dick twitch and buck inside my spasming pussy, never wanting the feeling to leave.
Finally, slowly, almost dreamily, the feeling slipped away, leaving me panting, wanting more. I opened my eyes to see my lover, to look into his deep blue eyes and thank him for such an incredible gift. But all there was to see was darkness, broken only by the twinkling of the small lights. I looked down and saw myself, fully dressed, yet still flushed and panting from the incredible strength of my climax. I reached between my legs, hiking the dress up, touching my pussy, feeling the wetness leaking from me.
Confusion set in quickly. Where was my lover. Was he a dream? Had I imagined the whole thing? How could that have been. He was so perfect, exactly what I wanted, needed, desired. I shook my head, deciding that I had made the fantasy up in my head, disappointed that my perfect lover was only in my mind.
I slipped off the rail and stared to the stairs, freezing in my tracks as I looked at the wide railing, and two half empty Champaign glasses sitting with a black bowtie looped around the stems, tying them tighter as one.
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A buddy of mine has, for the last few years, taught city slickers about camping, canoeing, the works. Somehow he makes a lot of money at it. Unfortunately he had to go into the hospital for a few days and was not going to be able to make a scheduled group from the east coast. He managed to talk me into taking his group for him, just a simple overnight canoe trip. "Easy peasy for someone like me." He said. Over the years I have done a lot of things for fun, many of them outdoors. I love to fish, hunt, camp and generally enjoy myself in the great outdoors. I've had the immense pleasure of teaching girl scout leaders about high adventure camping, which the last time, turned out to be an incredible experience. A year later I had managed to keep that particular exploit under wraps from my wife, the ladies all assuring her that I was a perfect gentleman the entire trip.
Yeah, it was probably true, easy to do, until you factor in a bunch of people who have no clue at all about which end of a paddle goes in the water or which part of a tree to pee behind. As the weekend drew closer I had the feeling that I was going to regret agreeing to do this.
Saturday morning dawned bright and clear, thank god, and I headed toward the river, enjoying the drive down the twisting turning highway leading to the river. It was hard to believe that the road, running along the long ridge top, ever got to the river so far below. From where I was it was easily five hundred feet down into the valley to the river.
My Camaro carved around the tight corners like it was on rails, the tires not even making a squeak as I accelerated out of the apex of each turn, setting up for the next one as it came into view. I was having a great time, until half way around one nice tight corner overlooking the river.
I grabbed all the brakes the car had, the ABS groaning to prevent the extra wide, low profile tires from turning into molten balls and causing my beautiful car to shoot over the cliff, giving me a whole new look at the river below. My Camaro did what it was designed to, and the tires held the road, allowing me to carve a little bit tighter curve than was ever intended, missing the car sitting half in and half out of the road in the middle of the curve.
I sat for what seemed like an eternity, getting my heart back into my chest where it belonged, and my shaking hands stilled, before I opened the door and climbed out to see what kind of totally moronic idiot would stop in the middle of a blind curve.
I walked back toward the Toyota and noticed the license plate. "East coast idiot!" I swore under my breath when I saw the Massachusetts license plate. The door to the Toyota opened and slender woman stepped out. She was slightly shorter than I was, with short curly hair and a nicely shaped body. She wore a pair of very small pink shorts and a gray Harvard t-shirt that seemed to be quiet well filled out.
"Are you ok?" she asked, clearly concerned.
"I am. Why in the hell are you stopped in the middle of a fricking curve?" I asked, not worried about how much irritation showed in my voice.
"My tire blew out and I just stopped to try to fix it." She said, looking up and down the road to make sure another car wasn't coming.
"Yeah. Well... let me go park around the corner and I'll help you fix the damn thing." I said as I turned to walk back to my car. I climbed in and fired it back up, pulling a huge smoking burnout doughnut to turn around, pumping some of my irritation out in the gas pedal. It only took a few seconds to scream past her and throw it into a tight slide, skidding it onto the shoulder facing the way I had originally started. I flicked on the flashers and climbed out again.
"Well, that make you feel better?" she asked, standing behind her car with her arms crossed in front of her, pushing her tits up even larger.
"Yeah, it did, until I regret the thousand miles of rubber I just pasted to the pavement. Now, how about we get that tire changed so we can both get the hell out of here."
"Ok hot shot." She said, turning around to open the trunk. I couldn't help but admire her cute ass in the tiny shorts as she bent over to dig the jack out. The pink shorts pulled tight across her round curves and across her pussy, giving me an unintentional profile of her meaty lips through the thin material. I took the tools she handed out after several minutes of digging, my irritation long since evaporated and replaced by an inconvenient bulge in my exercise shorts. I walked around the car and set the jack under the front and started lifting the small car, hoping she didn't notice me readjusting myself as I worked.
I looked up and saw her staring at me, much as I stared at her while she was digging in the trunk. She quickly looked away, realizing she had been caught while I picked up the wrench to pull the lug nuts off. It only took a few more minutes to get the tire changed and the car back on the ground. I loaded the blown tire into the trunk with the jack and handed the keys back to the lady.
"Thank you. I appreciate the help." She said nicely.
"You're welcome. Next time, try not to stop in the middle of a curve, ok?"
"Sure thing speed racer." She answered as I turned to walk back to my car. I looked back once and saw her still standing next to the car, watching me walk away.
"Women." I said under my breath as I opened my car door. I fired up the engine and was blasting past her, before she even had her engine started, realizing that I was now late for meeting my group. Great way to start a weekend.
I pulled into the canoe rental place my buddy worked out of after another fifteen miles of tight curves worked me down to the river level.
"Well, I see you made it!" Joan, the owner, said as I walked into the small office area. "Most of your group is here, just waiting for one more to show."
"So what do I have?" I asked her, picking up the clip board.
"You're gonna love this one. How Tom managed to talk you into this bunch is beyond me. You have five middle age women from the east coast. None of them seem to know a thing about the outdoors from what I can tell. You'll see what I mean when you meet em"
"Great. Tom said you had the trip plan already. What's he got in mind?"
"You're supposed head down to the big gravel bar by Pulltite. We'll drop your gear there around four. Before that, you got lunch stuff in your canoe."
"Ok." I said with a sigh. "Gonna be a long weekend."
"I bet." Joan said with a laugh. "Let's go meet your group."
"Might as well." I said, following her out of the back door of the office.
"Ladies... This is Mike, your guide for the next two days. It's his job to teach you what you need to know. Listen to him, obey him, and I can assure you he will keep you safe and make sure you have a good time." Joan said to the group of four women. She turned and handed me the clipboard. "Have fun!" she said with a grin, leaving me to face the group of smiling women.
"Sorry I'm late!" I heard a woman call from behind me as I faced the group. To my surprise the lady from the highway came running up and joined the other four.
"Tina, this is our guide, Mike. We were given strict instructions to obey him and he would guarantee we would have a good time!" One of them said, the tone of her voice clearly implying more than her words.
"Oh, really? Well, I hope he's in a better mood than he was half an hour ago." She said, turning to look at me with a cockeyed smile on her face, her arms crossed and pushing her tits up again.
"You know him?" A forty something woman wearing a tiny yellow bikini asked.
"Oh just a bit. He helped me change my tire up the road a ways." She said, still watching me for a reaction.
"Well, just the same, now that you're here we can get started. Let's start by getting names and what experience you have in the outdoors. As you already know I'm Mike, and you are?"
"Tina." The lady in pink said. "Never been canoeing or camping, if that's what you're asking. But I've done a bit of rock wall climbing, day hiking and biking."
"Sounds good. Next?"
"I'm Jenny." a lady in a skimpy bikini said. "I've never canoed before either, but I'll ride anything I can get my hands on!" I guessed she was mid thirties or so, and filled the small red outfit out pretty well. I got the distinct impression that she was mentally undressing me as I stood in front of them.
"Oh Jenny!" The lady behind her said, "You are so damn bad!" She was wearing a long t-shirt, reaching half way down her thighs, hiding pretty much everything except her well shaped legs, muscular arms, pretty long blond hair and green eyes. "My name is Amanda, and I've been canoeing once, well sort of. My boyfriend took me on a lake once, until we dumped over, that is."
"I'm Sue. I've never been canoeing either." A thirty something looking woman said. She was very slim with small perky breasts that showed easily through the top of one of the tiniest bikinis I had actually ever seen anyone wear. I was pretty sure that she also was either completely or mostly shaved, based on the almost non-existent bottom to the green suit.
The last lady stepped to the front and introduced herself as Teresa. She was a bit larger than the rest, what I called a plus size, the floppy shirt hiding pretty much any more detail. She was by far the quietest of the group, seeming almost shy.
"Ok ladies. As you may know, Tom couldn't make this trip and asked me to take it for him. We're going down river for two days, along the way we'll stop and see some of the really beautiful parts of nature, do some swimming, and then camp tonight on a relatively secluded gravel bar. I'm afraid that there won't be any bathroom facilities, so if you would like to use anything remotely civilized, you better do that before we leave. Hopefully you all got the equipment list and have it packed in a drybag. I'll take those in my canoe, along with our food, just in case someone dumps. We'll break into three canoes. Someone can ride with me. You can all decide who that will be, and then split who's left into pairs. Once we get to the river I'll give you some instructions and then we'll head down river! So grab your gear and let's go have some fun!"
I turned and headed toward the bus that would take us up to the put-in point, grabbing my pack off the back steps of the cabin as I walked by.
"So, how about I ride with you?" Jenny asked as she came up next to me.
"That's fine with me. Or you can swap around if you want. I'm pretty easy." I answered as I climbed the steps.
"Ohhhh good." She said quietly. "I like easy."
"Not that way." I said, a bit surprised at her forwardness.
"Too bad. You're a good looker too. When Tom sent us your picture and bio, well we knew we hit the jackpot!"
"Damn." I said, looking down at her. "Are you all this forward?"
"No, only when we're horny, and for us, that's most of the time."
I shook my head as I dropped into the first seat, Jenny sitting down next to me, her hip pressed against mine.
The bus ride was only fifteen or so minutes long, and by the time we got to the end my dick was rock hard, jenny's hand spending most of the ride up the leg of my suit squeezing me. It was almost a relief to remove her hand and stand up to lead them off the bus. I looked around and was pleased to see we were the only group putting in at this point this late. That would make my job a lot easier as we tried to get downstream. I called them into a group to give them some initial instruction.
"Ok Ladies, that blue canoe is mine." I said pointing to the canoe the driver was loading a large cooler into. "You are free to choose any other canoe you want. I guess Jenny volunteered to ride with me. Go ahead and drop your gear into my canoe. I need to change into my suit and be back in a moment."
"You don't need to go anywhere, you can change right here." Jenny said, holding my arm to keep me from running away.
"I don't think that's a good idea."
"Well, we're all going to be getting real close the next two days, no point in being a stranger."
I shook my head. "Ok fine. Go get your stuff in the canoe and wait over there." I told her.
"Oh goodie!" she said like a teen just told she could have the car that night.
I set down my bag and pulled off my shirt, stuffing it into one of the compartments. Next I pulled out a towel and my swim suit. It only took me a second to wrap the towel around my waist. I learned a long time ago how to get rid of a wet swim suit in public. Had the technique taught to me by a young lady who stripped in the middle of a parking lot this way before getting into the car. I quickly pulled my shorts off and then got ready to pull my trunks on. I looked over at the canoe and damn near fell over. The little gal, Sue, was bent over digging in the canoe, looking completely naked. It took me several seconds to realize that her suit consisted of pieces of material in front, but nothing in the back except a few strings.
I pulled up my suit, trying to divide my attention between what I was doing and looking at that naked ass. In the process, I didn't pay as much attention to what I was doing, and as I pulled my suit up my legs, the towel slipped from around my waist, the knot I tied coming loose. I struggled for a second to get my quickly growing dick in my trunks, giving any of the ladies a quick glimpse of my cock in all its glory. Not at all what I intended.
"WOOO HOOO!" Jenny cried loudly as she clapped. "Way to go!"
I turned red as I picked up my towel and shorts and put them into my dry bag, rolling it closed and clipping the buckle. Jenny was still grinning from ear to ear at her catch when I walked over to start giving instructions.
"Ok ladies, Everyone pick up a paddle and come with me." I said as I walked knee deep in the cold water. The girls all squealed as the cold water hit their skin, causing me to grin at the harness quickly growing in their tops. Nothing like a little cool water to make the old nipples hard. Maybe this was going to be a fun trip anyway.
I spent the next ten minutes teaching them how to paddle, demonstrating the J stroke, straight stroke and draw stroke. I wasn't sure why exactly, but I felt like Tina knew a lot more than she was letting on. And it was quite clear that Sue's entire energies were focused on trying to rub her practically naked body against mine. Not that I minded all that much, but I did have to slow her down when her hand reached behind her and grabbed my hard cock through my suit. Tina seemed to think it was funny, and had a little grin on her face almost the whole time. Dealing with a groper can often be difficult, but I could usually scare them away by being more forward, since they tended to feed on the reaction.
I reached around Sue with both hands to show her how to move the paddle for the J stroke and pressed my hard dick into the crack of her ass. "If you keep this up I'm going to have to find someplace quiet to strip you naked and fuck you senseless."
"OH god please do. I've been waiting for this trip for almost a year." She said seductively. "You look lots better than Tom and your dick is even bigger."
I almost jumped back from her at that comment, wondering just exactly what they had heard and what Tom had done to who?
Tina stood aside, watching my face with that little grin, before stepping over. "Can you help me? I don't quite seem to be getting it."
"Sure! Just like this!" I said as I put my arms around her and helped her move the paddle. She pressed her shorts covered ass into my hard dick and squirmed, driving me absolutely nuts.
"Like that?" she asked, looking over her shoulder, her face inches from mine.
"Um yeah." I replied, taking a breath. "Just like that."
"Good, I'd hate to get you all upset like on the highway." She said with that grin still there. "Not with such a nice big fat dick. I wonder how long it's going to be before Sue has it in her hot little mouth or wet pussy. You know she bought that suit just for this trip." She whispered.
"Oh." I gulped. I may be slow, but it was pretty clear that these ladies were expecting some "fun" on this trip that went well beyond canoeing.
"Ok ladies. Time to hit the water!" I said, stepping back from Tina, so turned on I was ready to slide a hand up her shirt and squeeze one of her firm looking tits. "I'll hold back at first to make sure everyone gets going, but when it comes to the first rapids down there, I'll go first. Each of you follow the same path I take, ok?"
Jenny stepped into the canoe as I held it from the shore inadvertently showing me her full round ass, barely covered by the red triangle of material. I adjusted my rock hard dick as I sat down in the canoe and then waited while the ladies climbed into the other two canoes.
It was only a matter of time. Despite being told to stay low and sit down quickly and smoothly, Sue allowed Tina to get settled in the bow of the canoe, and then pushed it out deeper into the river, only then trying to step into the canoe from the knee deep water. An experienced canoeist can get back into a canoe, even if they can't touch bottom. Someone new to canoeing should never attempt to get into a canoe from water deeper than maybe ankle deep. Sue, apparently eager to get going, pushed the canoe out until she was knee deep, and then tried to climb up into the canoe.
The whole inevitable process happened in slow motion. Sue lifted one foot up and over the side of the canoe, and then tried to lever herself up and in. The more she pulled to pull herself up, the farther the canoe tipped. Tina, in the bow, realizing the canoe was rolling to the side, tried to compensate, putting one hand on the gunwale and pushed off, leaning in the opposite direction to try to balance the slowly rolling craft. Before I could shout a warning, Sue hopped upwards, quickly leaning across the canoe to try to get in and stop the roll at the same time. As I watched, the canoe, and its occupants went from rolling hard port, to swinging back across to a starboard roll, and continued on taking both Tina and Sue head first into the cold water.
I was moving before their canoe even settled its roll, jumping out and bounding in huge jumping steps through the water. I reached Sue first, and wrapped an arm around her, pulling her sputtering out of the water. She was surprisingly light, and hardly slowed me down as I took the last few steps to reach Tina, who was starting to sit up, choking and gagging on the lung full of water she swallowed.
I slipped an arm around her from behind and hauled her up to a standing position, setting Sue down in the water next to her. I stood there for what seemed like an hour while the two women choked up the water they swallowed and regained their balance.
In my efforts to rescue the two women, I had complexly dislodged Sue's top, and was only now realizing that I was holding onto her with my hand firmly cupping one of her small firm tits. The other thing I realized was that Tina's tiny pink shorts had become mostly translucent and slipped nearly off of her when they got wet, and it was quite obvious from my view of her cute bare backside, that she had no underwear on. Between these two discoveries, my hard dick grew even harder, poking Sue in the ass through my wet trunks.
"Well, we know what turns him on!" Sue said between coughs. "Give him a hand full of tit and a flash of bare ass and he's all over you!"
"He's already seen your ass." Tina answered between gasps.
"Yeah, I wasn't talking about mine." Sue said with a laugh while I somewhat reluctantly removed my hand from her tit and took half a step back. Pulling away from the two women meant that my leg, which had been holding Tina's shorts up, no longer provided that function, and they slid all the way down her legs until they floated in the water around her knees.



With a squeak, she bent over farther, grabbing her shorts and pulling them up, in the process giving me a quick view of her complete naked pussy.
"Smooth one girls! Wish I'd have thought of that!" Amanda called from where she sat in the bow of the third canoe.
"Oh stuff it Amanda!" Tina said crossly as she tried to get herself decent. She turned to glare at me while she held her shorts up, her wet t-shirt clinging to her large chest, outlining her nipples for me. I probably shouldn't have, but I couldn't help but stare at the size and shape of her beautiful breasts in the gray shirt.
I tore my eyes from her and went about collecting the canoe and paddles that were slowly floating down stream, figuring the better part of valor here was to get back and let her work her anger out on someone else. I waded quickly downstream, grabbing stuff as I went, until I reached the canoe. It only took me a second to roll it upright, even though it was full of water. I turned around to pull it back toward shore, and saw Tina, standing near some bushes, completely naked, wringing the water from her shirt while Sue stood close by, facing me, with her top completely off.
If I wasn't absolutely completely horny before, and almost ready to blow my wad, I was when Tina, not realizing that I was now looking directly at her from only fifty or so feet away, bent over to step into her now wrung out shorts, giving me the most fantastic view of her pussy and hanging tits. Her breasts were easily the size of grapefruit, each topped with a large pink rock hard nipple. Water was still streaming down her body from her short dark curly hair, leaving little rivers of water cascade down her back and dripping off her ass and pussy.
My dick throbbed and tried to push clean out of my suit as I watched Tina dress, Sue staring at me and not saying a word to Tina that she was putting on a porn show worthy of a hefty cover charge. She finally stood up, and pulled her wrung out shirt over her head, only then turning to look at Sue, who stood there trying to hide a huge smile.
"What?" Tina asked her before turning and seeing me frozen in the river staring at the two of them. Her face turned red and she darted around the bushes, obviously embarrassed when she figured out what I must have seen.
"Damn hot looking dick." Sue said as she waded out, still topples, to help me pull the canoe to shore. "Don't mind Tina, If you want someplace to put that, well let's just say, you don't have to look far." She said as she pulled the string on my suit and pushed the front of it down. I was way too horny to say anything, and before I could really decide what I wanted, Sue was kneeling in the river with my suit around my knees, her hot mouth sliding up and down my shaft.
"OH FUCK!" I moaned as she sucked and licked my hard dick, bringing me to the brink in only seconds.
"Mmmmmmm" she moaned around my dick as she tasted the first drops of precum ooze from my engorged dick.
"OHHHHH!" I groaned as my hips bucked in time with my dick spurting shot after shot of hot cum into her mouth. I filled her to overflowing as she tried to swallow the volume I was pumping into her, the excess leaking around her lips and dripping down her front. It seemed like an eternity before she pulled from my now softening dick, standing up and wrapping her arms around me. She pressed her hard tits into my chest and kissed me deeply, sharing the taste of my cum as her tongue invaded my mouth.
"That was pretty quick. Any time you want to return the favor I'm up for it." She whispered after breaking the kiss.
"Um... yeah. Thank you." I stammered, not at all sure what to do. Part of me wanted to take her and eat her pussy till she screamed for mercy, and part of me wanted to run away screaming in fear of being molested all weekend by these five beauties. I was beginning to understand why Tom kept this business going, and as her hard nipples pressed into my chest the decision to stay and be molested was being made for me far below my brain. "I think we better save that for later." I finally answered her quietly.
"Oh poo. I'm so fucking wet, and it's definitely NOT from the river water."
"So what, you want me to drop and fuck you right here? I don't think that will be a good idea. I think you better get your top on too before someone comes down stream."
"Hmmmm does that mean I can get that fuck later?"
"Tell you what, if you can find a discrete way to do it, you can have it." I answered, hoping she would find just such a way.
"That's a deal." She said, sealing it with a quick kiss. She turned away and walked toward the shore while she put her top back on. I shook my head and tossed the paddles into the half filled canoe so I had a hand to pull my suit back up, since Sue left me fully exposed for all the ladies to see.
Pulling the filled canoe toward shore, I waded through the water, holding my swim suit up with my other hand. I grounded the canoe and then tied the strings, looking around to see how much fun the ladies were having at my expense. I could see Teresa still sitting in her canoe, her legs hanging over the sides and her t-shirt pulled half way up her body. Her fingers were busy deep inside her pussy, which was exposed as she pushed the side of her suit bottom to one side. As I watched her body jerked several times and she moaned in pleasure as her climax washed over her.
" Nice one Teresa!" Sue called to her from the shore.
"Couldn't let you have all the fun." She replied as she pulled her hand from under her shirt and fixed her suit bottom.
Jenny was still sitting in our canoe, her feet hanging out both sides, idly stroking herself through the material of her suit. When I looked over she guiltily jerked her hand from between her legs and put it back on the paddle. I stepped around to the stern of the swamped canoe and then rolled it over, lifting it on the bow and then setting it back in the water, now emptied.
"You know, you looked pretty hot out there getting sucked off like that." Amanda said from where she stood holding her and Teresa's canoe from floating away.
"Um.. Thank you." I replied, feeling a bit awkward.
"Don't let us make you nervous. We're just out here to enjoy the outdoors, learn a few things and have some fun, remember?"
"Oh, I remember."
"Good. Now, if you don't mind, I'm getting warm." She said, letting go of the canoe and pulling her shirt up and off in one smooth move. Under her t-shirt she wore a tiny string bikini that had an animal print on it. The triangles of material over her tits were not quite big enough to cover the large dark areola that covered a large portion of the front of her tits, which were the size of small melons. Her hips were flared out from a thin stomach, and she had a very shapely ass and muscular thighs. She reached down and pulled the animal print material away from her body as she stepped one leg up, letting it settle back over what now knew was a completely shaved pussy. "Much better." She said, looking at me a bit sideways. "You don't mind do you?"
"Why would I mind?" I asked, trying keep my mind on what I was doing.
"So, are we ready to try again?" Tina said from the shore, her hands on her hips glaring at me. "Or do you need to go do another burnout or something!"
"Gees Tina, what bug into your pussy!" Amanda asked as she tossed the shirt into her canoe.
"Nothing. I just think you guys are going a bit overboard. I mean, hell, let the man breathe why doncha?"
"Aw come on Tina. We're just having fun." Sue said, stepping up behind her.
"Right. And by the way, blowing him in the middle of the river does not count."
"Count for what?" I asked her as she glared at Sue, stepping past her and waded into the water.
"We made a bet on who would get laid first." Jenny said from the bow of my canoe.
"Oh, and somehow this is sport? What does the winner get?" I asked, looking back at her.
"Well, depends on who wins. If Tina wins, we all have to go naked all night. If Amanda wins we all have to give you a blow job before we get to the end of the trip. Not like any of them are real punishment. Just a friendly bet."
"I see. Any other bets I should know about?"
"Well, Sue already won the first one, who was going to make you cum first, although I think she cheated a bit." Teresa said from the canoe.
"Yeah, but that's ok. We bet on a whole lot more stuff. Like how big a dick you have and silly things like that." Amanda said.
"Good lord. What have I gotten myself into?" I asked myself outloud.
Tina walked down into the water and wrapped her arms around my neck and gently kissed my cheek. "Tell you what, if you'd like seeing all of them naked, fuck me first. What more can you ask for than having them naked for all those hours tonight?"
"Oh god." I groaned as her hand untied my suit and pulled it open far enough to slip in and stroke my quickly hardening dick.
"No, but I bet I can make you feel like you're in heaven." She whispered. "Just save it for me and you can have all of me you want as many times as you want."
"Oh god. Just don't make me wait too long." I groaned in response as she squeezed my now hard dick.
"Don't worry. I'll only make you wait till your cock is so hard and ready to explode. Then you can pump me full of your hot cum and make me scream in pleasure!"
"Oh god." I groaned as my dick jumped in her hand, already thinking about cuming.
"Good boy." She said as she pulled her hand out of my suit and turned her back to walk away, throwing a crooked grin at Sue, who was now finally getting her top back on.
"Um. I think we better move on." I said, finally, wading over to my canoe almost in a daze.
I watched the other two canoes load while I sat in the stern of mine with my feet hanging over the sides. I was surprised to see both canoes pull out and head downstream with much less trouble than I expected. Tina had taken the stern this time, and it was pretty clear that she knew a lot more than she had let on. Sue on the other hand, was quite obviously lost for real, having a hard time deciding which way to hold the paddle.
"So, I guess you're having fun?" Jenny asked as she swiveled around in the canoe to face me, laying back in the bow with her legs spread and laying on the sides of the canoe.
"When I took this trip, I had no idea what I was getting into."
"So, are you unhappy?" she asked as she pulled the crotch of her bikini bottoms aside to reveal a delicate butterfly tattoo on her mound, pointed down as if to feed on her nectar.
"How the hell could I be unhappy? I have five women competing to see who gets to fuck me first! It's a guys wet dream!"
"Well, any time you want to bring that fantastic cock right here you can have all of me you want!"
"SO, what do you win if you win?"
"I get to watch Sue eat Amanda to climax. Always wanted to see my girl eat someone else out."
"I don't get it. If Sue is yours, why did she blow me? And why do you want me to fuck you?"
"Oh, we go both ways. We love men, but we just have so much fun together too." She said with a smirk as she pushed a finger deep into the pussy she had been stroking softly. She pulled her finger out and stuck it into her mouth, tasting her own juice. "Mmmmmmm. Pussy juice. Do you like the taste of pussy Mike?"
"Actually, I do." I answered as I pushed the canoe downstream with my paddle and pulled my feet in.
"Well, with luck you can taste mine later. Would you like that? Or would you prefer to stick that big dick into it and suck these beauties?" she asked as she slid a hand up to her top and pulled it aside to show me one of her orange sized tits. Her nipple was almost an inch across and puffed out almost half as far as it was across.
"Damn, are all you girls this forward?"
"Only when we have a bet going. Except Teresa. I don't think I've ever seen her even flash a guy."
"Teresa? The one with the t-shirt?"
"Yeah, she doesn't think she's all that good looking. Truth be told, she has a great pair of tits that are super sensitive."
"I'll try to remember that." I said as I eased the canoe along, slowly catching up to the other ladies. "You might want to cover back up though. Some of the guys on this river can be pretty intense."
"Thanks for the warning." She said, slipping the top back over her exposed tit and putting her bottoms back in place.
We worked down the river for almost an hour, the girls in the other canoe having a great splash fight that left all of them wet in between the frequent riffles and small rapids. To my surprise they made it through all of them without a single dump.
"I think it's time for a break." I called to the girls as we approached a small riffle that I knew had a nice swimming hole on the other side. "Go ahead and beach on the right when you get around this bend."
They were pulling their canoes up onto the shore when I eased the bow of mine onto the shore. I dropped gracefully out of the canoe into the thigh deep water and held the canoe so Jenny could get out without a problem.
"IT's getting warm!" Amanda said, pulling her t-shirt off, revealing an absolutely tiny white bikini with small red hearts on it. Actually, bikini probably doesn't cover it. It consisted of little more than three strips of cloth about three or four inches long and an inch or two wide, held together by strings that were almost as small as some of the fishing line I use. I wondered if it was even legal it was so skimpy. Hell I thought Sue's suit was skimpy, this one left almost nothing to the imagination.
"Ohhhh this water is sooooo cold!" she said as she waded out and dipped herself down into it, coming up with the white portions of the suit almost translucent.
My dick was rock hard in seconds as I watched her stand in the water swirling around her legs, just below her pussy, her head tipped back, wringing the water out of her hair.
"Damn!" I said as I watched her nipples harden, the material of the top pushed out, no longer able to even cover her whole areola.
"Is the whole river this cold or do you know of any warm spots?" Tina asked quietly, stepping up behind me and stroking a finger up and down my back a few times and then hooking into the back of my swim suit and pulling down a bit.
"Well, the river on the back side of this bar is a lot slower. It's not very deep so it might be a tad warmer."
"Good. Why don't you show me." She whispered, stepping closer and pressing her tits into my back.
"Um. Sure." I answered as she stepped back and pulled on my suit to get me to move with her. She reached around me and hooked her pinky into the front of my suit and pulled, pulling it out from my body so if she let go it would fall down. But she continued to pull as she led me, and I followed toward a small path leading into the woods.
"This the trail?" she asked as she walked in front of me, leading me by the waistband of my swim suit.
"Yeah. Up there and through the woods."
"Long ways?"
"Not too far." I said as we stepped through the bushes and out of sight of the shore.
"Mmmmmm this is nice." She said, stopping and looking around. She turned around and pulled down on the front of my suit until my hard dick was above the waistband, and then let go, allowing it to slide down my legs.
She reached to her shirt and pulled the bottom up, quickly whisking it off and hanging it on a tree branch. I stood staring at her perfect tits and rock hard nipples as she hooked her fingers in the waist of her shorts and pushed them down, letting them slide down her long sexy legs as she wiggled them. "You like what you see?" she asked as she stepped out of the shorts, leaving her in nothing but her water shoes. She grasped my hard dick and backed up, making me step out of my swim suit and follow her wickedly smiling face.
She turned and I followed her down the narrow trail that finally broke out on a small sandy spot between some trees, a slowly moving stream of water that branched off of the river winding around the bar we were on. It emptied into a small pool about ten feet across and a few feet deep. She led me down into the pool, the water easily twenty degrees warmer than the main river. "Hmmmmmmm now this is nice." She said as she pulled me closer to her. She lifted one leg and pushed my hard dick down and then lowered her leg as she stepped against me, her hard nipples pressing into my chest. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers as I put my arms around her and grasped her firm ass.
I felt her lips touch mine, gently and wetly. I our mouths opening and her tongue slipping into my mouth and gently teasing my tongue until it followed back into her mouth. She gently sucked my tongue for several seconds, her hips starting to gently rock against mine, her wet pussy sliding up and down along the top of my dick.
She pulled away, and lowered herself to the shoreline, laying down as she pulled me down on top of her. As I lowered myself down, she aimed my dick at her pussy and allowed me to slowly push into her tight tunnel, moaning in pleasure as I inched into her.
"Oh god." I moaned as my dick hit the end of her tunnel, causing me to involuntarily pull back to start another stroke.
She pulled my head down to her large round tits, allowing me to suck one of her hard nipples into my mouth while I started pushing into her again. I sucked her nipple greedily as I slid in and out of her hot wet pussy, both legs now wrapped around me and her feet on my bare ass, pulling me in with each stroke.
"Oh fuck yes! That's it! Fuck me! Make me cum with your big dick!" she cried loudly into the trees around us, driving me closer to my impending climax.
"OH fuck!" I groaned, no longer able to hold back and wait for her to climax. I lifted my head and pounded into her pussy, our bodies slapping together, her tits bouncing and wiggling with each impact.
"That's it! Oh fuck yes! Fill me up! Fill me with your hot fuck juice!" she cried as she reached up and squeezed both of my nipples.
"OHHHHHHH" Grunted as my body jerked, jamming my dick deep into her and squirting a powerful surge of cum into her. Time and time again I jerked, pumping more hot cum into her now trembling body as her own orgasm washed over her.
"OHHHH FUCK YES!" she breathed deeply she pulled me down tightly to her, her legs sliding down my legs to hook behind my knees and keep me from pulling back. "Just stay right there. I just want to feel you inside me." She panted as she kissed my neck. "I want to feel you grow hard again inside me. Just think how good it will feel when I'm riding up and down your hard dick, my big tits swinging in front of your sweet face." She whispered before she began nibbling and licking my earlobe.
Her hands stroked up and down my back while she kissed and nibbled my ear. Her hands were soon stroking my bare ass as he hips ground into my body, moving herself around on my semi-hard dick. Her hands disappeared, almost suddenly she was rolling us over, pulling her legs up as she did, until we were laying with me on the bottom and her on top, my dick still buried inside her. She lifted herself up, and moved her face to mine, brining her hot lips to mine once again. She kissed me sensuously, working her wet lips against mine, her tongue slipping in and out of my mouth while she gently swung her big tits back and forth, stroking my chest with her hard nipples
The combinations of sensations had the desired effect, and for the first time in a long time, I was hard again within minutes of such a huge climax.
"That's my man." She cooed when she decided she had me hard enough. "Now for your reward."
She lifted herself on her knees, her outstretched arms holding her over the top of me, her tits just barely brushing against my lips. She slowly rode up and down my dick, her own lubrication and my cum lubritating us both as she worked up and down my shaft.



"Oh yes. So fucking good. You're hitting just the right spot!" she half moaned as she continued to ride up and down my shaft. I reached to her tits with my hands and cupped both soft globes, pulling one to my mouth to suck her nipple into my mouth. I returned her previously sweet attention to my lips, sucking and licking her nipples, first one side and then the other.
We lay on the small shoreline, both of us lost in the sensations of the most incredible sex that I had ever enjoyed. She continued to ride up and down my shaft, her pussy squeezing and massaging my hard dick delightfully.
"Oh god, I'm going to cum again." I moaned to her, her short curly hair framing her glowing, sweating face.
"Good, cum again. I want to cum with you. I want to feel you cum inside me again. Fill me up. Make your hard dick squirt inside me." She moaned to me, her brown eyes staring straight into mine. She licked her parted lips lightly as she continued to ride up and down, her hips rocking gently, changing the angle and sensations with each stroke.
I reached down between us, sliding one hand from her tit down to her pussy, finding her clit with my fingers and rubbing it in small circles.
"OH GOD YES!" she screamed with my new attention, nearly pulling her tit from my mouth as her body jerked in response. "OH FUCK!" she screamed as her whole body began to tremble. She slammed down on me, driving my dick up into her until it pressed against the end of her tunnel, her pussy spasming and squeezing as her body jerked, her arms barely able to hold herself up as the sensations drove her wild. I continued to greedily suck her hard nipple, sucking it and rolling it with my tongue while I continued to assault her clit with my finger. Her spasming pussy pushed my own orgasm over the top, and my body jerked, spewing a shot of hot cum up into her.
We jerked together our bodies grinding and jamming into each other as our mutual orgasms flowed over us like a crashing wave. She lowered herself down on me, our heaving chests pressing together as she looked down at me, her face clearly etched with pleasure and contentment as the climax flowed slowly away.
"God that was good." She whispered.
"Had to be the best sex I've ever had." I panted, still trying to catch my breath as I stroked her back and bare ass.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it. I'm sure you're going to enjoy it for much longer. Now you can have me anytime and anyplace you want for the rest of the trip. Consider me your personal sex toy. How does that sound?"
"The only think I can say is incredible. You are absolutely incredible. Beautiful, hot, sexy, sensual, clearly smart. Your everything any man could ever want in a woman."
"I'm glad you approve. I'm yours as long and as much as you want."
"We should get back though, shouldn't we?"
"Hmmm hmmm. The girls will be sooooo jealous." She answered with a smile. "Why don't you let me clean you off a bit." She said as she lifted off my dick and slid back down my body until her mouth hovered over my shrinking dick. Her hot mouth opened and she closed around my dick, licking and sucking our combined cum from my dick. "MMMMM" she said as she licked and sucked our juices making me moan in appreciation. After several minutes of attention, she declared me clean, and stood up, helping me up to a standing position. We stepped into the small pool and squatted down, each of us washing the other, gently paying special attention to all the most sensitive places.
We walked through the trees back to where we left our clothes, and not surprisingly found them missing. "The girls." Tina said with a grin. "I'm not surprised."
"so?"
"So we go out the way we are. You're not bashful are you? With a dick like that I'd be showing it off every chance I got."
"Well, I don't tend to run around naked. It's a good way to get arrested."
"Out here?"
"Uh huh. The water patrol can, and they do patrol on occasion."
"Oh goodie. A bit more risk always makes it hotter."
"If you say so." I replied as she took me by the hand and led me out onto the gravel bar, fully exposing both of us to the rest of the girls.
"Well, I guess she won." Sue said with a smile.
"I did." Tina said, holding her head high in triumph. "Now, may we have our clothes?"
"I don't think so. If we have to go naked, so do you." Jenny said from where she was standing in the water. "That's only fair, isn't it?"
"True, but that's not till we camp." Tina answered.
"So why not start sooner?" Sue asked.
"Well, for one, you might get arrested, and for second, there are a lot of drunk guys when we get down stream a bit farther. So far it's been quiet because we're well up stream and behind most of the groups. But that will change, trust me."
"Well, I guess." Sue said, reaching into her canoe and pulling out clothes out.
"I'd recommend that you put a shirt on too, and you too Amanda. The drunks will have a hey day with you two."
I took my swim suit from Sue as she walked over, tugging it gently to get her to let go as she looked down at my flagging dick. "When that gets back up later I have a pussy just dying to get fucked." She said quietly.
"I'll remember that." I said as I stepped into my suit, thankfully covering myself back up. I don't have anything against being naked, but I'm just not used to being stared at by what amounts to five sex hungry women. Now I know what those Chippendales dancers feel like at some wild bachelorette party.
I waited for them to get appropriately covered and then we headed down river, enjoying the beautiful scenery, both along the river and in the canoes. I pointed out the wildlife as we encountered it, muskrats, ducks, turtles, snakes, fish. The secenery along this river is spectacular, ranging from heavily wooded shorts to sheer limestone cliffs. I detoured them into one of the spring caves, and generally did what I thought they were paying me to do, teach them about the outdoors. Some of their comments and less than subtle moves made me wonder if it weren't something else completely that was the reason for this trip.
I guided them down a narrow branch off the river that required you to duck very low to go under a fallen tree. It didn't look like much, but I knew from past experience that this unassuming little branch took a few sharp turns and then widened out into a very secluded sandy beach before meeting up with the main flow again several hundred yards downstream. Very few people came down this one because it didn't appear to have much flow, and the entry made it look like it was just a tree clogged mess. But then if you don't go down those every so often you can really miss out on some spectacular little spots.
"Lunch time." I said as I pushed the bow up onto the little beach.
"Wow!" Jenny said, looking at the canopy of trees hanging over the river and beach, giving it the appearance of some kind of live green cave. "This is cool."
"Yep. And reasonably secluded. You can get here from the other side, but it's difficult, and most people don't know its even here." I answered her as I got out of the canoe and pulled the cooler out.
"God this is so perfect. Ok girls. Might as well give him a preview." Tina said with a grin as she stepped out of the canoe and started stripping off her shirt. Within a few moments all the girls except Teresa were eagerly pulling off their clothes, revealing a panorama of hot tits and pussies that was every bit as beautiful as the scenery we had already passed.
"Come on Teresa!" Sue called. "You bet too. Might as well strip now."
"Hey, if she doesn't want to, she doesn't have to." I called from where I was standing on the beach. "She's obviously not comfortable with it."
"It's ok. I will." She said after a few moments, reaching down and pulling her shirt up. She tossed the t-shirt aside and turned to let me see that she had on a one piece swim suit that was cut down the front almost to her navel. I winked at her and then reached down into the cooler and pulled a small handful of ice from the cooler and walked over to her.
"Nervous, huh?" I asked her quietly.
"Uh huh."
"You sure you want to do this? I'm not going to force you."
"No, but if I don't I wont ever live it down."
"Let me help then." I whispered, stepping up to her till I was almost touching the large tits encased in the black swim suit. I reached into my hand and pulled an ice cube out and gently traced circles around her left nipple, slowly saturating the material with the cold water, and bringing the nipple quickly erect. I waited till the cube was almost gone, and then got another one and repeated the process on the other tits, while I watched her eyes close in pleasure. After a minute or two that cube was also gone. I reached up to the straps of her suit and gently pulled them down her shoulders and arms until the suit exposed both her now rock hard nipples. Taking another cube, I went back to her left tit and now traced circles with the cold cube around and around her bare nipple, making it slowly grow even harder and her areola pucker up. I waited till her hot skin had sucked the cube from my fingers. I took another cube and began running around her right nipple, puckering it up as well. I waited eagerly for the cube to finally melt, and then bent down and sucked her cold nipple into my mouth, my hot breath a sharp contrast to her cold nipple.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned as I sucked as much of her grapefruit sized tit into my mouth as I could. I pushed her suit down lower as I worked first one tit and then the other, her moans growing louder by the moment. I pushed her suit down her body and let it slide down her legs. I coaxed her legs apart by pressing on the inside of one knee, and then allowed my hand with the last cube to slip between her legs and press its cold wetness against her pussy.
"OH GOD!" she cried suddenly as her whole body shook and trembled. I knelt down, kissing my way down her body, until I reached her trimmed mound. Pushing her legs apart farther, I pressed my head between her legs and reached out to gently tickle her exposed clit with my tongue. Her whole body jerked and spasmed as her pussy squirted girl cum on my chest. I continued to lick and suck her clit until she pushed me away, panting heavily, her body flushed pink from her climax. "MY god I don't think I've ever cum so hard."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I replied as I stood up.
"I think you're a bit wet. Why don't you let me clean you up." She said with a smile, pulling on my swim suit and untying the string. She pushed the suit down and helped me step out of it, my hard dick bumping her in the face. With a smile she looked up and me and then wrapped her lips around my dick.
"Oh lord." O moaned as my dick slid all the way into her throat, her nose pressing into my pubic hair. Her head bobbed on and off my shaft for several minutes, pushing me closer and closer toward an orgasm. "God I'm getting close to cuming!" I warned her.
She suddenly pulled off my dick and stood up. Leaning over and holding onto the canoe, she stepped her feet wide apart. "Fuck me with that dick. Give me the whole thing!"
I stepped out of my suit and behind her, pushing my dick into her sopping wet pussy. "Oh God" I groaned as I sunk into her surprisingly tight pussy. She was much larger than the other ladies, but her pussy felt as tight as any teenage pussy ever could. I started plunging into her with abandon, my hips slapping into her round ass, her big tits swinging wildly as I pumped into her with abandon. "OH FUCK Here it comes!" I shouted as my body jerked and began pumping shot after shot of hot cream into her pussy.
She cried out with me, my spurting cock triggering another climax that was apparently just waiting for the right moment.
It took nearly a minute before my body stopped jerking and twitching, leaving me standing there panting and temporarily exhausted.
"Damn Teresa! I had no idea you had that in you!" Amanda said from where she was sitting, her own pussy glistening with her juices as she leaned back on her elbows, watching us, and presumably having enjoyed her own fingers. "Any time you want to do that to me you're welcome to." She said, giving me a wink.
"Looks like you did just fine on your own." I said as I pulled my shrinking dick from its warm, wet home.
"Oh, just enough to keep my pussy really turned on and ready for that dick of yours. After lunch if you want some desert you're welcome to take a dip."
"I appreciate that." I said as I stepped into the water, Teresa standing up and following me. The two of us squatted down into the cool water and rinsed each other off, paying special attention to all the really sensitive part. Cleaned off, we both stood up and walked out of the water and up to the cooler to get some lunch.
I flopped down on the sand and Tina made me a sandwich, bringing it over to me with a can of soda. She stepped across me and sunk down onto my lap, trapping my soft dick between my belly and her hot pussy lips.
"Hungry?" she asked quietly, breaking off a piece of the sandwich for me to take a bite of.
"Good." I said as I finished the bite and was fed another. She kept this up for a few bites and then opened the soda. With a grin, she took a drink, and then leaned her face down to mine, pressing her lips to mine and letting the cold fizzy liquid slip from her mouth to mine. "How was that?" she asked as she swallowed what didn't make it into my mouth.
"Different."
"Not as good as pussy juice though." She said setting the can in the sand and reaching between us. I felt her finger slide up and down her pussy and then come back up, glistening with her juices. She grinned wickedly and then slipped the finger into my mouth to allow me to taste her. "You can have this for desert if you want."
"I think I'd like that." I answered as she broke off another piece of bread with her pussy juice fingers. She fed me the piece of sandwich, the taste of her mixing with the taste of the ham. The erotic situation had my dick slowly growing again.
"Mmmmm I feel someone getting turned on again." She whispered as she fed me the last bite of sandwich.
"A bit." I replied, wondering what she would come up with next.
"Lay back lover. It's time for desert." She said as she pushed me back onto the sand. She walked her knees forward, working her way up my body until her sparse hair and pouting, wet lips were inches from my face. She spread her legs just a bit more and allowed me easily reach her pussy with my tongue.
I gently parted her lips, licking between them and enjoying the tangy taste of her juices. I allowed my tongue to slide up between her lips and bump over her engorged clit as I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to pull her lips apart.
"Oh god." Tina moaned, her hands busy squeezing and pinching her nipples, as I licked time and again up her slit, pushing my tongue as deeply into her as I could and then using the juices to attack her clit.
Another pussy suddenly appeared over me as Amanda knelt down over my head, her large tits and hard nipples pressing into Tina's as she wrapped her arms around her and pulled her face to hers. The two sets of big tits blocked much of my view, but the sounds told the story. The two women were locked in a hot, sensuous embrace, wet lips working against wet lips. I moved one hand to Amanda's pussy and began gently stroking it while I continued to lick Tina's sweet slit. I had pretty much decided I had died and gone to heaven, Two sweet pussies in my view, and both of them greedily kissing each other as I tried to make them both cum.
I was almost surprised as Amanda, stood up over me and then pulled Tina's head to her pussy. Looking between Tina's big tits, I could see her tongue darting in and out of Amanda's pussy, bringing moans from Amanda as loud as her own. I continued to lick and work Tina's pussy, her juices flowing heavily over my chin as I pushed her closer to climax.
I jumped in surprise as I felt a hot mouth close around my hard dick, a hand grasping me and sliding up and down my shaft with the mouth. I moaned loudly into Tina's pussy at the sensations, the vibrations triggering her orgasm. Her whole body bucked as she moved a hand from Amanda's firm ass and grabbed my head, grinding her pussy against my face, her cries of passion muffled by Amanda's pussy. I licked and swallowed her sweet cum as she gushed over my face, totally enjoying the taste, view and sensations.
She finally broke from Amanda's pussy, her body sagging as she rolled off of me, allowing me to see Jenny's head bobbing up and down my shaft as she knelt sideways to me, Sue laying on her back and licking Jenny's pussy greedily. Amanda lowered herself down to my face, placing her pussy where Tina's had been so recently and started grinding against my mouth as I drove my tongue up into her. Her hands grabbed my chest, squeezing and teasing my nipples as I found her clit and sucked it between my lips, squeezing it as I flicked the very tip with my tongue.
I felt Jenny pull her head off my shaft and roll to one side, her head laying on my leg as she panted, her body jerking in climax. I continued to assault Amanda's clit with every trick I knew, driving her body to the very brink of pleasure. I heard her cry once, and then felt her pussy gush over my face as she trembled and shook. I released her clit, smiling to myself at having licked two women to orgasm within five minutes of each other, a first for me. I helped Amanda off of my face, allowing her to sit next to me in the sand as she panted for breath, also allowing me to breathe again.
"God I can't believe you girls." I said as I sat up, my still hard dick glistening with saliva.
"What's not to believe?"
"If I didn't know better I'd say you came out here to see how many ways you could find to get off instead of learning about the outdoors."
"Who says you really know better?" Tina asked with a sly grin. "We've been trading your picture around our little group for weeks, wondering how good your dick was and if Tom's reports were exaggerated or not."
"What reports?"
"Well, someone wrote a story about a guy taking on a bunch of girl scout leaders and fucking then silly while he was teaching them about backpacking. Gotta be one of my all time favorite stories!" She said a bit dreamily, rubbing her pussy lips softly. "I get off every time I read it. Anyway, in a roundabout way we found on an adult forum that Tom knew it was based on a true story and knew who it was. We paid him a hefty bonus to set us up with that guy. Now we know that it was really true."
"Yeah. No doubt in my mind that it really happened, especially after the last few minutes. God what a tongue." Amanda added, still breathing heavily. "You're worth every penny we paid to get you to be our guide."
"Thanks for the compliments. But when I get back I am going to absolutely kill Tom."
"Oh don't be too hard on him. Once we found out he knew you it took almost three weeks to get him to finally agree to this. But in the end, we got what we wanted. And now I'll make you a promise. For the rest of this trip we'll do all we can to make it as memorable for you as you have been doing for us." Tina said as she rolled over onto me. "Starting right now." She said as I felt a hand aim me up into the air while Tina settled down, her hot pussy enveloping my head.
"Oh god." I groaned as she sunk down on me, her hot tunnel slowly settling around me.
"From your story I can tell you're a tit man. So this is special for you." She said, leaning herself forward so her tits teased my chest. How would you like to fuck these?" she asked seductively as she slowly rocked her hips, working my hard dick around in her pussy. "Would you like to fuck my tits and squirt all over me?"



"Oh god." I said quietly.
"I'll take that as a yes." Tina said with a grin. She lifted herself off of me and lay down while Sue and Amanda helped me get up and straddle Tina's chest, pressing my dick down between her tits into a small pool of some kind of lotion that Jenny had gotten from her pack. Tina reached for my hands and placed them on her big tits, helping me squeeze them together. She held my hands and tilted her head down so that with each stroke I made, the head of my dick slipped into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the bottom side to tease me even more.
"Oh god. I can't believe that I'm going to cum again." I moaned as my fingers found her hard nipples and began squeezing them as I mushed her tits together.
Sue stepped behind me and knelt down, her small tits pressing into my back as she straddled Tina. My ass banged into her thighs with each stroke while she reached around and took my nipples between her fingers.
"Now this is what it feels like." She whispered wetly into my ear as she squeezed and twisted my nipples, her tongue and lips working my earlobe and sending shivers throughout my body. "Look at that dick fucking those beautiful tits." She whispered between kisses and licks. "I can't wait to see you squirt all over them. Then I'm going to lean down there and lick every drop of hot sticky cum off her tits, sucking each nipple until its hard, my fingers playing in her pussy until she screams in climax again."
The combination was more than I could take, and between seeing my dick slide between her tits and Sue's words, my dick erupted one more time. My first shot went deep into Tina's mouth, her eyes looking up in surprise and pleasure. She pulled my dick from her mouth and stroked it, aiming it in the air so each gush of cock juice lanced up into the air and landed on her tits. Time after time my dick squirted until all that was left was a trickle of cum drooling out the end.
"Very good." Sue whispered. "Now watch this." She said as she moved from around me and knelt down next to Tina, licking and sucking her tits as she searched for every drop of cum. True to her word, while I sat straddling Tina, Sue reached around me and slipped her fingers into Tina's pussy, working them in deep and searching for her G spot while her mouth worked her nipples.
"OH fuck yes. Right there! Oh god yes. Oh fuck!" Tina cried as Sue's fingers pushed noisily in and out of her pussy. "God here it comes... OH FUCK!" she screamed as her whole body bucked, her hands squeezing my thighs in a vice grip while the climax took over her body, my body pinning her to the ground. I watched her face screw up in what looked like pain, but I knew was something much different as she arched her back, her mouth working in silent words. Her whole body was wracked by the incredibly long orgasm, Sue's fingers never stopping their work until her body finally gave up and collapsed limply on the sand panting.
"God." Was all I could say as Sue pulled her wet fingers from Tina's pussy and rolled over on the sand to look up at me. She sucked each finger greedily, treating them like small dicks until she had all of Tina's juices cleaned from her fingers, and my level of desire jacked up to the roof again, even if my poor body couldn't keep up.
"You liked that?" Sue asked with a grin. "I had a hunch you would."
"I don't think there's anything I haven't liked yet." I answered her as she rolled on her side and began to idly play with my deflated dick. "But I don't think my dick has another one in it just now."
"Oh that's ok. We have lots of time. And don't forget. Once we camp tonight, we're all naked, all the time. So if you happen to just want to walk up and suck a tit, or a pussy, or even push your big hard dick into one of us, well, you can do that all you want. You have five sex slaves for the next day and a half." Sue said with a grin.
"I'm not sure I can keep up with all of you."
"don't worry. We'll try to keep your interest up." Amanda said quietly. "I mean who could not be turned on with a bunch of naked tits and pussy around?"
"I don't think I can complain about that part. But I will say, we better make some time on the river or we won't get to the camp site till after dark. It's already nearly two, and we have a long way to go."
"Ok girls, you heard him. If we want to play anymore it has to wait till we get to the camp. Let's get some clothes on and get going." Jenny said getting up and pulling her t-shirt on. I'm sure he won't mind knowing that we're all butt naked under our shirts though."
I shook my head and groaned quietly, wondering how I was going to survive the rest of this trip. True to their word, they all got ready to go, wearing nothing but t-shirts. I hoped we wouldn't cause a stir as we went downstream. Several were long enough to cover all the important parts, but some were much shorter, leaving parts of them exposed. Tina switched to my canoe, and I had a nice view of her bare backside as she sat on the seat in front of me, turning to grin at me as we got ready to head back out.
"You know... If I lean forward like this," she said with a grin, leaning forward and lifting her bare ass off the seat. "I can flash my wet pussy at you all I want."
"Is the goal to keep me hard all day?"
"Are you hard? I didn't think you'd recovered yet."
"Let's just say that at the moment the view is making him take extreme measures to measure up."
"Oh goodie. I so want to feel you fuck me doggy style tonight. I LOVE getting pounded like that, it goes so deep."
"God you're insatiable." I replied, shaking my head.
"Oh no...not quite. Although you are most certainly on my short list of anytime anywhere. I wonder, can you fuck in a canoe?"
"I've never tried, and I'm not sure it's a good idea right now."
"Too bad. I'd love to sit on your hard dick while we paddle down river."
"Hmmmm I can think of an idea or two. Why don't we wait a while. I think I can make that fantasy come true."
"You can? Oh fucking cool! I can't wait!" she said with a schoolgirl giggle.
I shook my head again as I pushed us off the shore and followed the other two canoes down the shallow narrow bit of water. Several times the girls had to get out and pull the boats over very shallow parts or logs, each time giving me great pussy shows, most intentionally, as they bent over.
To my surprise they elected to continue on without a break for almost two hours, bringing us close to the normal takeout point by four. We had only about an additional ten minutes or so to go to where we were going to camp. I knew that almost no one would be headed down past this point at this time of day with most of the canoeist pulling out where we were going by.
We rounded the next bend and I steered the canoe over to the shore. "Ok Tina. You want that fantasy?" I asked her when she looked back at me questioningly.
"Fuck yes!"
"Ok." I said. "We need to do this quick so we don't get behind." I stepped out into the cold water and moved some stuff around quickly cleaning a section of the middle of the canoe and stowing the gear it had contained where I had been sitting. "Ok, come on. Get in here on your hands and knees." I said, pointing to where I had just cleared.
I held the canoe while she carefully stepped in and settled in the bottom of the canoe, resting her knees on a couple life jackets I tossed in the bottom. She bent forward, holding onto the sides of the canoe and lowering her body as low as she could until she was almost lying on the gear ahead of her. I stepped into the canoe and settled on my knees behind her. Pushing my suit down to my knees, I scooted back until my bare ass was pressed against the cross member, and then grabbed her hips, pulling her back toward me. She got the idea quickly and gently scooted back, being careful not to rock the canoe too much. I held my dick to her wet pussy and she pressed back against me, driving me into her wet tunnel with a groan from both of us.
"Ok, You can fuck me all you want as long as you don't rock too much." I told her as I pushed us away from the shore and took a few powerful strokes to get the slender craft moving again.
"Oh yes." She said as she slowly pulled off my dick and then slid back down again. "This is soooo nice."
"That it is." I agreed, trying to concentrate on my paddling to catch us up. I knew that the bar we were camping on wasn't that far away, and I had to hurry to catch up, but I had to admit I really wanted to do nothing but float along and let her have her way with me.
It took only a couple minutes to pull back up to the girls, who after looking back to see what we were doing, had slowed to a drift to allow us to catch up, their t-shirts having disappearing while we were catching up.
"I take it you don't mind our attire?" Amanda called, flipping her long blond hair off her right breast.
"Oh fuck." I half groaned as Tina slid quickly down my dick and rocked her hips to keep my attention focused on her.
"Don't let her tits distract you lover. All you need is right here!" Tina said with a giggle.
"Yeah." I replied with a swallow, trying hard not to blow my load as she rocked her hips a few more times. "We need to stop at that gravel bar on the right around the next corner." I managed to get out as Tina did her best to drive me wild, her fingers between her legs teasing my balls as she rocked her hips and stroked long slow strokes.
"Looks like Tina has you all worked up." Jenny said with a laugh. "You sure you don't want to save some of that for later stud? I mean, just look at these tits!" She said as she cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it into a cone and allowed her finger to flick across her hard nipple. "I mean you could suck on this nice hard nipple while I ride your long hard cock." She said, licking her lips suggestively. She slid both legs over the sides of the canoe as we glided slowly next to her and leaned back, exposing her pussy. She slowly stuck a finger into her pussy and then pulled it out, drawing a line up her stomach with her finger, leaving a glistening trail that went up her stomach, between her breasts and up her neck, ending only as she slowly sucked her finger into her mouth.
"Oh god." I groaned as my hips jerked involuntarily, ramming my cock deep into Tina's cunt and spewing a huge shot of cum into her already wet hole. My canoe rocked perilously as my body jerked time after time, pumping more cum into her.
"Looks like we found his weakness girls. He loves being teased!" Jenny said, sliding her finger back down her stomach and curling her fingers between her legs, allowing two of her fingers to slide inside her pussy. "Oh god I need to be fucked now though!" she moaned as she pushed her fingers in and out of her wet pussy with loud squishing noises while she allowed her head to fall back in another moan. "Come on Sue, come suck my hot pussy. You know I want you too!"
Sue swiveled around even farther in the canoe to look back at Jenny. "You know I don't do that." She said as she stared at Jenny's fingers slipping in and out wetly.
"Maybe it's time you do!" Amanda said from where she floated along in the other canoe. "I mean she's got the hots for you, and we all know you really have the hots for her too."
"I do not!" Sue snapped as she continued to stare at Jenny's fingers sliding wetly in and out of her pussy.
"Um, this is where we need to stop." I said breathlessly, watching Jenny work her pussy as my dick was still softening in Tina's wet pussy. I pointed to the shoreline that was slowly slipping past us and started a turn toward it. I pushed the bow of the canoe up on the shore and allowed my now softened dick to slip from Tina, who was still reclined on her belly across the equipment in front of us.
"Come on Tina. Let me help you out." I said coaxing her to get up.
She lifted herself up on her knees and leaned her bare body against my chest, turning her head to nuzzle my neck. "You sure you want me to get out?"
"We can't stay in here all night." I whispered.
"Hmmmm how about we stay someplace together all night? I'll do anything you want, and I can guarantee that it will be a night to remember." She whispered as she gently kissed my cheek.
"That sounds positively enticing!" I whispered back as the girls started getting out of their canoes.
"Good." She said as she pulled away and slowly stood up, her totally bare ass and dripping pussy inches from my face as she bent over to hold the sides of the canoe. She wiggled her butt a little as she stepped over the side of the canoe, her motion spreading her legs and dripping pussy enticingly. "Like the view?" she asked, looking back at me as she paused before stepping the rest of the way out. She held her hand out as she stood next to the canoe, waiting for me to take it.
I took her offered hand and got up my legs a lot stiffer than my dick. My swim suit slid down my legs as I stood, and I bent over to try to pull it up.
"Don't bother, you won't need it tonight." She said with a wink.
"You sure?" I asked as the sound of an outboard motor echoed down the river.
"Positive." Tina replied with a smile, reaching for my hand and pulling it up away from my suit and toward her left breast. She continued to pull my hands until both of them were on her breasts, held in place by her own. She stepped back, forcing me to step out of my suit and canoe.
"That motor your hearing is coming for us you know. Don't you want to put some clothes on?"
"Uh uh. If the cost of getting you to stay naked the rest of the night is to let someone else see us naked, it's worth it." She said with her sexy smile never leaving her face.
The sound of the motor grew louder as Tina backed away, pulling me along, my hands still trapped on her tits. "Girls. We have some company coming!"
There was an almost immediate squeal from Teresa as she practically jumped for a towel in her canoe. By the time the small boat rounded the bend in the river the girls were all arrayed around us, looking up stream to see who was coming down.
"That'll be our supplies." I said, smiling at Tina as I withdrew my hands from beneath hers. I turned to face the small boat, and the very startled looking man at the tiller.
"Uh... Mike?" he called as the slender flat bottom boat slid to a stop with its square bow resting on the bank.
"Yeah?"
"Uh...Joan asked me to drop these supplies for you." He said in an almost squeaky voice as he surveyed the naked women standing around me.
"Sure, you want to help us unload em?" I asked with a chuckle, realizing just how shocked he had to be, having been there not all that long ago myself.
"Uh....sure thing!" He said standing up in the small boat and almost falling into the river.
The girls giggled and I finally had pity on him and moved toward the boat to untie the supplies strapped in. "Come on ladies. We gotta get all this on the beach."
"Come on girls. Let's help this young man with his load, shall we?" Sue said suggestively as she took the few steps toward the boat, stepping into the cool water next to me. Her hands wrapped around my waist and grasped my flagging dick with one hand and cupped my balls with the other.
"At ease." I said, removing her hands from me and leaning over to pick up a plastic tote of food. I Hefted the tote and stepped back, Sue giving me room to move as I hauled it up the bank and set it down. The girls soon followed with the rest of the tubs and bags of gear, making a nice sized pile.
"Uh. Do you want me to stay?" The young man from the boat asked, his lust for the naked women overcoming his discomfort.
"Oh. That won't be necessary. I think they intend this to be a private party tonight." I answered him.
"Well, I can if you want. I mean...."
"Well girls, do you think we should give him a little gratuity for bringing us all this wonderful stuff?" Sue asked, stepping in front of him and moving herself until her tits pressed against his chest. Her hands deftly unsnapped his shorts and let them slide to his ankles before she hooked her fingers into his boxers. She slowly slid down to her knees, dragging her hands down his thighs and her tits down his chest before ending up kneeling before his hard cock. She grasped him in both hands and aimed it at her mouth, closing her hot lips around the head as Amanda stepped around behind him and wrapped her arms around him letting her hands roam all over his body.
Tina took my hand and walked me over toward a tree while Sue began to loudly slurp up and down the boatman's dick. "He seems to being enjoying that." She whispered to me as he moaned loudly. "Would you like me to do that to you? Would you like me to suck your dick, my mouth slurping loudly up and down you hard shaft?" She asked in a sultry voice, Her hand moving to my hardening shaft. She stroked me several times before pressing her body against mine and sliding her breasts down along my body. I felt her mouth wrap around my cock, as I watched Sue's head bobbing up and down the young cock in front of her.
"Oh shit!" he groaned as her mouth continued to slurp and suck his dick, her saliva, Amanda's hands romancing his body, pushing his t-shirt up until she could stroke his nipples. "Ohhhhhhhhh" he groaned as his dick surged, squirting a shot of cum into her mouth. She pulled his dick from her mouth and stroked it wildly, enticing it to continue shooting its load of cum into the air, rope after rope of white cum arching into the air to land on her naked body.
Tina pulled her mouth from my hard cock and allowed the breeze to cool her hot saliva as she slid up my body, dragging her breasts along my chest until her mouth closed over mine, her tongue pressing into my mouth. I felt her tongue swirl around mine, teasing mine to follow hers, which it did, into her mouth where she sucked it gently. We stood like that for a long time, our hands roaming each others bodies, and our mouths practically devouring each other in lust and sudden passion. We continued until the sound of the outboard starting brought us back to the present.
"Well!" Sue said with a smile. "Looked like you two were going to spend the whole night lip locked like that. Hope you save some for us too."
"Well, I did win the bet!" Tina said with a grin. "That means I get first fuck, and as many as I can handle!" she said with a huge grin. She turned to look at me. "And believe me, I can handle a lot!"
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I had to admit I was feeling a bit miffed at my husband. Here it was Valentine's Day and he seemed to have forgotten. No flowers, no phone call, no gift, and now I come home to a dark house? Hell he wasn't even home! Now I was starting to get really ticked off. I know I had to work on a Sunday but this was flat ridiculous. He's never ignored Valentines before.
I walked into the house and clicked on the family room light before dropping my bag in the chair and pulling off my coat. I continued into the kitchen and flicked on the switch, irritated that I was going to have to start dinner and wondering where the hell my husband was when I stopped dead in my tracks. There on the kitchen table, was a large box wrapped in shiny silver paper covered with red lip shaped kiss marks, a large red satin ribbon running corner to corner, and a large red bow holding it all in place. The anger inside me ebbed slightly as I stepped to the box and pulled the red envelope from under the ribbon. My fingers easily tore the loosely sealed paper to expose the simple heart shaped card inside.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Sweetheart! By now I'm sure you are wondering where I am. Rest assured I am busy preparing the rest of your surprise. Unwrap your present now, and follow the directions inside.
I love you and hope you enjoy all of your surprise!"
I held the card and wondered just what he had in mind, and what was left of the anger slipped away as curiosity took over. I stared at the box for a few moments, wondering what he was up to, my head cocked slightly to the side as I contemplated the shiny wrappings. I set the card on the table and slipped a finger into the wrapping paper and easily tore it off. The plain brown cardboard box gave little clue to what was inside. I popped the taped flaps open and was somewhat surprised to see yet another wrapped box within the first. A single sheet of paper, folded neatly into and origami heart, was taped to the top. I lifted the paper and gently undid fold after fold until I had a square sheet of paper in my hands.
"I'm glad you decided to continue with your surprise. Take this box, but don't open it yet, to the bedroom. Please follow each instruction on the note under the box to the letter and I can guarantee your anticipation will make the surprise all the sweeter."
I smiled to myself as I lifted the box out. I did love surprises and my curiosity was in full bloom now. Under the box inside the box was another note, this one fan folded so I could only reveal one step at a time. The first said simply.
"Strip....all the way, pretending I am watching you!"
Knowing my husband's penchant for looking at my naked body, that was little surprise. But with a hint of a smile on my face, I carried the box to the bedroom and set the box on the bed. I looked again at the note, tempted to unfold the next step. I held it for several long seconds before setting it down and then pulling my clothes off, item by item, dropping them in a pile on the bed. If felt a bit odd undressing this way, giving a show to no-one, but I just kept removing each piece of my clothing until at last I dropped my panties on the pile. Completely naked I picked up the note and unfolded the next instruction.
"Take a nice hot shower. You will find what you need in the shower."
After a hard day a nice hot shower did sound nice, although having him in there with me to massage my stiff shoulders would have been a nice touch. I smiled at the thought and then turned to bathroom door. True to his word, everything was waiting on the edge of the tub. Some nice new fragrant body wash and my mesh sponge, and surprisingly also my razor. I took that as a hint to shave what needed shaved.
I enjoyed the hot water cascading down my body, the fragrant pomegranate body wash foaming across my body and running down my chest. I looked down and though of how he loved to watch the foam slide down my breasts and across my nipples, an almost constant tease for him. I thought of his hands as he would gently cup each breast and gently wash it, rubbing his thumbs across the nipples when he was trying to turn me on. I closed my eyes and allowed my own hands to stroke them just for a moment, feeling quite a bit hornier than I would have expected after a long day at work. After several seconds I opened my eyes and went about the business of shaving my legs and underarms. I briefly thought about shaving a few more places, just as a surprise for my obviously devious husband, but let that thought slip away as I rinsed the soap from my legs, wondering what he had in mind next.
I dried and wrapped the towel around my body before I walked back to the bed, the note still sitting on top of the box. My hands shook slightly, wondering what he had in mind for my clean and naked body. I unfolded the note one more step.
"Open the next box. Please dress in what you find here, no more, no less. Your surprise is only minutes away... Open the last box when you have dressed!"
I quickly ripped the silver paper from the box and pulled it apart. At first I wasn't sure just what was there and quickly began pulling items from the box. It wasn't at all what I expected. I found a short sleeved knit turtleneck sweater top and matching black knit skirt that was much shorter than I would normally wear. Under the skirt and top was a pair of black lace panties and a strapless lace cup bra. I picked up the thirty eight D bra and found a fresh package of thigh high black stockings underneath. In the bottom of the box was yet another box sitting next to a pair of two inch high heel shoes.
With the clothing laid out on the bed, I looked at my task. I still had no idea what he had in mind, but at least he wasn't planning on running me around naked. That would be just about right for him when he's turned on, and after thinking this all up he had to be very turned on.
I dropped the towel to the floor and began dressing, sliding the black panties on first. The silky feeling of them sliding up my legs was more erotic than I expected, and I closed my eyes for a moment, wondering just how he would remove them from me. I turned around and sat on the bed as I pulled the silky material over my round ass. The stockings were next, each one I pulled on and smoothed up my muscular legs until I had the tops nearly touching the panties. I could feel my pussy tingle slightly as I thought how his hands would feel, running up and down the silky material now covering my legs. It was uncharacteristic of me to be so turned on, but each step of dressing brought me closer to his surprise, which I was quickly hoping included something very sensuous.
My mind was on the tingling sensation between my legs as I clipped the bra around me and pulled it up to cup my full breasts and now hard nipples. I looked at myself in the mirror, turning to and fro briefly, admiring how well I actually looked in the black underwear. The workouts each morning had certainly had an effect.
I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up my legs and over my butt, wondering just how short this was going to be. The mirror showed me that it stopped half way between my knees and pussy, more than enough to make sure I was covered, but still showing much more than I usually did. In fact, it was so short that I could see the darker lacy portions of my stockings peaking under the hem of the skirt. I took a breath and pulled the skin tight top over my head, completing the look. I was sure he would be pleased when he saw me, the black outfit forming to my body and showing each curve. The last piece was the pair of high heel shoes. I didn't love high heels and thought that maybe I could go without them, but gave in and slipped them on, not wanting to spoil the fun he had obviously worked so hard to set up.
Once dressed, I opened the final box revealing a black satin blindfold and a CD. The note inside the box was quite explicit.
"Text me and let me know you're done. Then sit in my chair, turn on the music, cover your eyes and wait. Your surprise will soon arrive."
I turned off the bedroom light and walked back to the family room. Slipping the CD into the player I turned the music on softly and sat in his recliner as directed. I covered my eyes as I listened to the soft strains "dance with me".
"Knights in white satin" was still playing softly as I heard his footsteps on the hardwood floor.
******
I was glad when I got the text from her that she was ready. I wasn't sure she would actually follow all my directions. I smiled to myself as I stepped into the house and saw her sitting in my chair, reclining back in the oversized recliner, her feet on the floor rocking gently to the music. She looked absolutely stunning in the black skirt and tight black sweater. I walked over toward her as quietly as I could, admiring how she looked with her chest rising and falling in the tight sweater. She started to reach for the blindfold, but I reached out and caught her hand, pulling it to my mouth and kissing it gently before placing it on the arm of the chair. I knelt down in front of her, gently pushing her knees apart so I could slide between them with my body and lean toward her. I started at her stomach, gently kissing her through the black material of her shirt, and then lifting it ever so slightly I began kissing her bare belly. I knew she didn't like how it looked, but to me it was as sexy as the rest of her. I gently kissed back and forth across her stomach, one gentle kiss at a time, making her squirm and giggle as I nuzzled her bare skin.
I inched the shirt up, kissing each inch higher as I continued kissing back and forth, taking my time, working each gentle kiss with my lips and the tip of my tongue.
"Ohhh God Yes." She said quietly as my teasing lips began turning the giggle into desire. I worked my way up her stomach faster now, working toward her beautiful breasts. I paused my kissing to pullback and admire her lace covered breasts as I lifted knit top above them.
"Hmmm, you look gorgeous," I whispered as I leaned down and planted a gentle wet kiss on first one hard lace covered nipple and then the other. I let my fingers gently trace patterns across her large breasts, letting my fingers tease her nipples as they grew harder before my eyes. If only she could see how large my smile was and how large and hard my dick was growing.
"Hmmmmmm," she moaned quietly as I continued to tease her nipples through the lace. I let my hands slide around her body, sliding them behind her to undo her bra strap. She seemed to know what I wanted and arched her back to give me room, pushing her breasts toward me in the process. I leaned down and gently sucked one of her hard nipples through the lace as I unsnapped the clasp on her back. Dragging the material with my hands, I pulled the bra off and down, tossing it aside and allowing both my hands to now cup her bare breasts. I gently squeezed each breast into a cone and then used the tip of my tongue to tease her right nipple.
"Ohhhh nice." she cooed as her hands stroked my short hair and tried to pull me closer to her breasts. I resisted and gently drew her nipple into my mouth, sucking as much of her breast in with it as I could, use my tongue to circle around and around her hard nipple.
"You like?" I whispered as I began kissing my way across her bare chest toward her other soft breast. I enjoyed each kiss, working inch by inch closer to her left nipple until I could enclose it with my lips. I sucked her creamy soft breast into my mouth, allowing my tongue to tease her already hard nipple harder, letting my tongue feel the bumps on her areola as her nipple tried to harden even more.
Almost reluctantly I released her nipple before I could over stimulate it, and eased my grip on her breasts, kissing my way to the valley between them and then back down to her stomach. I continued down until I was at the top of her black skirt. I pulled away, and admired the view of her soft breasts and hard nipples standing at attention, framed in black as the sweater top remained hooked above them.
I allowed my hands to slide down to her knees and my thumbs to gently stroke circles on the inside of each knee. I smiled to myself as I allowed my fingers to stroke her thighs and work slowly up her legs as my fingers pushed the short skirt up until I could see her curls poking through the lace of her black panties. I moved back enough to so that as I lower my face between her legs the scent of her arousal is obvious in my nostrils. I gently kissed her wet lips through the lace, eliciting a gently coo of approval. I so wanted to just rip her panties off and drive my dick into her sweet wet pussy, but I restrained myself, allowing my kisses to remain on the outside of her lace panties to tease her more. Finally I pulled the material aside, exposing her bare lips to my tongue. The first lick is always the best, tasting her tangy sweet wetness as my tongue spreads her lips apart. I pressed the tip of my tongue deeper, allowing it to reach as much of her nectar as I could. I slowly moved my tongue up her slit, spreading her lips wider as I worked it higher. She jumped slightly as I found the end of her sweet slit and pressed my tongue flat across the hard nub of her clit.
I smiled to myself as her hands pulled my head tighter to her pussy with my second trip up her slit. I allowed my tongue to press as deeply into her as it could reach before dragging the wetness up between her soft flowery lips until it bounced across her hard button again.
"Ohhhhh" she moaned softly as I started a third trip between her wonderful lips. I savored the taste and sensations as my tongue caressed her most intimate place yet again. This time I allowed my tongue to find her clit and flick it in a few quick licks before once again returning to her well of wetness. I drove my tongue deep into her, tasting her increasing wetness before drawing it up her slit yet again. Her lips folded around my tongue, caressing it as it caressed them. I found her hard clit again with just the tip, and flicked across it in a rapid fire motion.
I gently slid down between her lips this time, working my way down to her tunnel before pushing into her and moving back up again. Her arching back and rocking hips told me that I had hit the right spot and I continued to stroke time and again up her slit, flicking her clit and spreading her ever increasing juices around her pussy.
I freed my hands and reached under her, cupping her ass and gently pulling on the top of her panties, sliding them over her creamy with ass as I slid back so I could pull them down her legs and off. It only takes me a moment, as I untangled them from her shoes, to undo my belt and allow my Dockers to slide down to my knees, my underwear pushed quickly down as I toss her panties aside.
I moved back between her legs, spreading her knees, knowing she was expecting my tongue. She reached for my head and found my hips instead as my dick was poised to spear her wet pussy. I leaned in until I could rub the mushroom head around her lips, wetting it with her juices, and teasing her already hard clit. I pushed down to her tunnel and allowed my head to press between her lips, and then press into her, her wetness allowing me to slide in a few inches. I began to stroke into her, each short stroke wetting more and more of my shaft and allowing more and more of my long shaft to penetrate her. She moaned as I finally slid fully into her, our pubic hairs mixing as my thumb rubbed small circles around her hard clit. I stroked slowly, teasingly, my thumb never stopping its circles around her hard clit. Each stroke elicits a rock in her own hips, trying to push up to meet my stroke as I pushed her closer and closer to that first orgasm.
"OH DAMN," she moaned loudly as I pushed her to the very edge of her climax, feeling her tunnel begin to contract around my shaft. I continued my strokes as her breathing became ragged and short, her climax beginning to wash over her. Almost suddenly she tensed, her back arching and her body going stiff as she groaned with the climax pulsing through her body. I continued to tease her clit, more gently now, holding the climax as long as I could, watching her beautiful body slowly relax.
I released her clit, my hard shaft remaining buried inside her. I wanted to continue. I wanted to cum and fill her with my hot cream, but I had other plans and refrained from my desire, knowing it would soon be worth it.
"Wait!" She said breathlessly as I slid my dick from her, her hands reaching for my body again.
"Don't worry; we're not even close to done." I whispered just loud enough for her to hear. I slid her skirt down over her wet pussy then reached for her top, pulling it down over her large breasts.
"You're not putting my bra back on?"
"Nope." I replied quietly as I stood to pull my pants up. "You won't need it."
She shook her head slightly. I could tell by the frown she was worried I would parade her in public this way. "Don't worry. I won't do anything you wouldn't agree to if you could see." I whispered as I leaned down next to her face, giving her a soft kiss on the cheek. "Come! Our chariot waits."
I gently pulled her to a standing position and then reached around and pulled her to me, gently squeezing her before allowing my hands to slide down to her short skirt and squeeze her firm ass through the material. I couldn't resist the temptation and hike the skirt up until I had her bare skin in my hands, gently squeezing and kneading her creamy white tush while I pulled her against me, my hard dick pressing into her stomach. "Ready for a little ride," I whisper.
I released her, giving her gorgeous ass one more squeeze before smoothing the skirt down. I knew she had never been out of the house dressed this way, let alone without underwear. I wondered if it was turning her on or scaring her. I knew it was turning me on more by the second.
"Come with me." I whispered as I turned and led her toward the front door of the house.
"You're not taking me out dressed like this are you?" she asked hesitantly as we moved toward the door.
"Don't worry. I won't do anything you would regret. Just trust me and enjoy!"
"Ok." She said, easing her resistance. I stepped to the door and opened it and then guided her outside. The air was chilly, and her nipples hardened in an instant as the chill slipped through the weave of the fabric. She looked so hot the way she was dressed I couldn't wait for the next part of the little fantasy I had created for us. I led her to the limo, knowing she had no clue about it.
"I'm going to help you into the car now." I whispered as the driver opened the door. I gently bent her down and guided her into the large leather seat in the back as I followed her in. The door closed behind us and the interior fell into a subdued gloom, only a small bit of the twilight coming through the heavily tinted windows. I could easily see out, but there was no chance anyone could see in.
"So what car is this?" She asked, knowing that it was certainly neither of our trucks.
"You're in a nice limo, all alone with me, tinted windows so you can see out but not in. How does that sound?" I asked as the limo started out.
"Hmmm, No one can see in? Not even the driver?"
"Not even the driver," I whispered as I pulled her toward me. I gently kissed her soft lips, both reassuring and loving her in one action. She licked her lips, tasting herself on her own lips after my previous time spent between her legs and smiled slightly.
"I suppose you want to play around?"
"Actually, I thought I would continue what we started in the house," I said quietly as I undid my pants and started to push them down.
"You want to have sex in here?"
"Actually, I plan on letting you ride on my lap," I said with a chuckle.



"OH, really?"
"Uh huh," I answered as I reached for her hand and pulled her toward me. I allowed my hand to lift the back of her skirt as she turned and slid sideways onto my lap, my hard dick pressing against the crack of her bare ass.
"Ohhh, someone is really hard."
"Uh huh. How would you like to ride on that for a while?"
"You sure no one can see us?" she asked as I pushed her shirt up to expose one nipple and suck it into my mouth. "I'll take that as a yes," she said with a quick intake of breath as I sucked harder on her tender nipple. I sucked her nipple for a few minutes before I felt her lift herself up, pulling my dick out between her legs and setting back down on my lap, my long hard dick now trapped between her legs. I let my hand slide up under her shirt and push it up, exposing her whole chest now; allowing my hand to gently work the nipple my mouth isn't covering. "Mmmmmm" she cooed quietly as I slowly enticed her desire back up. "I think I'd like to sit on this pole."
"With pleasure." I replied, releasing her breast from my mouth. She swiveled around and leaned forward, lifting herself off my lap. I aimed my rock hard dick at her still wet pussy and then coaxed her to sit back on it, slowly sinking around the engorged head and shaft. "Ohhh god." I moaned wondering just how long I could last like this.
"Mmmmm so big and hard. Feels like you're about ready to explode." She said with a giggle, realizing that I was probably only a few good strokes from blowing up inside her.
"Oh fuck yes." I moaned as I reached for her hanging breasts and cupped them in my hands as she wiggled around on my lap. I could barely keep myself from trying to stroke up into her as she ever so slightly wiggled and the bounces of the road made her ride up and down the shaft irregularly.
"Tell me, do you want to stroke into me?" She asked as she lifted herself slightly and then dropped back down again, her own desire having overtaken any concerns of where we were.
"OH fuck yes." I reply lifting her up on my hips as I involuntarily tried to stroke into her, my cock now doing the bulk of the thinking for me.
"Ok, stud. Go for it then." She said as she leaned forward, allowing me to push her and myself off the seat so she was kneeling on the floor of the limo. Her tits were hanging tantalizingly out of her shirt and her skirt was hiked up to reveal her creamy white ass. I grasped her hips with my hands and began pumping in and out of her, pounding my hips against her firm cheeks as I drew closer and closer to exploding. The limo was filled with the smell of her sexy pussy and the sounds of my dick sliding wetly in and out of her pussy as I stroked in and out, struggling to hold my climax back. The sound of the air rushing past the windows nearly drowned out the sounds of her panting as my balls slapped against her clit teasing her own desire higher, her tits swinging rhythmically beneath her.
I groaned in pleasure as I continued to slap against her ass with my hips, plunging my engorged dick into her time after time. She looked back at me, her blindfold having long since slipped off, pleasure etched across her face and almost pure lust shouldering in her eyes.
"OH FUCK!" I groaned loudly as my body jerked, spewing a large surge of hot cream deep into her pussy. I closed my eyes and allowed my body to jerk time and again spurting surge after surge of hot cum into her. After what seemed like an hour of filling her pussy, I sagged against her, my body feeling drained. I reached an arm around her waist and drew her slowly back onto the seat with me, managing to get settled while my dick was still hard enough to remain inside her.
"God that was incredible!" I panted as I pulled her back against me, her pussy impaled on my softening dick and her black silk covered legs spread around mine. I gently stroked all the exposed parts of her body, which were a lot at this point, her skirt hiked up to just a band of material above her waist and her shirt covering only her shoulders and neck. Never in a hundred years would I have expected to be enjoying sex like this as we drove down the road. It wasn't my original plan, but I very much enjoyed the surprise change in plans. My softened dick finally fell from her pussy as I lifted my face to hers and gently kissed her cheek, coaxing her to turn her head to meet my lips.
"I love you." I whispered to her as we softly kissed.
"I love you too." She whispered back.
"And just think, your surprise isn't even over yet."
"Oh? More to come?"
"Much more to come." I whispered, teasing her with the double meaning, and my finger, gently stroking her cum covered pussy lips. I sat and stroked her until I realized we were drawing closer to our final destination. "Time to cover your eyes back up." I whispered, moving my hands to the blindfold and gently placing it back over her eyes. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me gently while I slowly pulled her shirt back down over her sexy breasts. And began to fix her skirt as the limo slowed to turn off the highway.
"I gotta fix you the rest of the way up." I whispered as I helped her off my lap to the seat and pulled her skirt back down. I barely had time to get my own pants pulled up and fastened before we pulled to a stop.
The driver opened the back door, letting the warm sex scented car fill with a blast of cool air. I stepped out backwards and gently drew my wife out with me. She held both my hands tightly to balance herself, leaving me no free hands to fix her short skirt, which inadvertently rode up her thighs as she stepped out. I didn't know how much of a look the driver got, but the look on his face made it clear that she had given him much more to see than she would have appreciated. As she stood upright, I released one hand and stroked it over her skirt to fix it before walking her toward the rustic log cabin. The cool air was filled with the scent of the pine woods and the cool air was quickly stimulating her nipples through the thin material of her top.
"Where are we?" She asked as she snuggled harder to my body to ward off the chill.
"A special love nest for the night." I whispered as I helped her up the rough wooden stairs. It was only a few more steps and I could open the door to the small cabin, allowing the warm moist air, laden with a myriad of scents, to envelope us.
"Hmmmmm, I smell some good smells." She whispered as I stepped her into the small cabin. The scent of the dinner I had arranged for mingled with the sharpness of the chlorine that was part of yet another surprise for her. I had planned long and hard to surprise her this valentine's day, wanting this to be something much different than I had done for any of our many years together.
"Is there a pool?" She asked as I led her across the room to a chair by the small table.
"Not exactly." I said as I reached for the CD player and turned on the sensual slow dance I had queued up. I drew my wife into my arms and hugged her close, starting us moving slowly to the music while I whispered in her ear. "I love you my sweet. I hope you are enjoying this surprise, and all that is yet to come."
"Mmmmm. I am." She sighed as her breasts pressed into my chest, her hard nipples drawing small circles in my chest as we moved.
"Good." I said with a smile, my hands stroking her back and firm butt. She pressed her hips against mine, molding herself as tightly to my body as she could, her mound pressing against my again hardening dick.
"Feels like someone else is enjoying this too." She whispered as her hands stroked my back, allowing her fingers to slip into my belt.
"How about we get a bit more naked?" I whispered in question as I pulled the hem of her skirt up to let my fingers stroke her bare butt.
"As long as I get to see your naked body too." She answered with a sly grin.
"Oh, want to get rid of the blindfold? Not enjoying the tease?"
"Oh I am, but I smell that wonderful food and it isn't fair that you get to look at me and I can't see you."
"In that case...." I whispered, stroking my other hand up her back to her neck, slipping my fingers into the elastic of the blind fold and slipping it off her head. I looked down into her beautiful brown eyes, momentarily losing myself into them as she looked up at me.
"Mmmmm Much better." She whispered as we continued to sway to the sounds of Ingrid Michaelson's Corner of your heart. She lowered her face to my shoulder, pressing her face into my neck as I gently stroked her back in small circles with the beat of the music, our hips swaying gently. We stayed that way for nearly the whole song before her fingers began pulling my shirt up my body, slowly working it up. She pulled her face from me and stepped back to push my shirt up and over my head. She tossed it aside with a smile, standing back enough to allow me to pull her form fitting top up her body and over her head.
I wrapped my arms around her pulled her bare chest to mine, enjoying the sensations of her round breasts pressing against my chest while her fingers gently stroked my bare back. I allowed my fingers to slip into the waist band of her short skirt and pushed it slowly down as we continued to rock and sway to the music. She sighed softly as her skirt slipped over her hips and fell in a pool around her feet. She stepped out of the material, kicking off her heels in the same motion, leaving her dressed in nothing but the black silk stockings. The music changed to another slow sexy song as she began kissing her way down my chest, her fingers undoing the belt of my pants, unzipping and unbuttoning them as her kisses reached the waistband of my slacks.
I looked down as she squatted before me, her face turned up to see mine, a devilish smile on her lips. Her position allowed me to see her beautiful face as well as her sexy tits in the same wonderful view as she let my pants slide down my legs, her hand gently reaching to grasp my hard dick through my underwear. "Hmmmm. Looks like someone is a bit turned on again." She said barely loud enough for me to hear her as her hand stroked up and down my shaft. She teased me through the material of my underwear for what seemed like an eternity before she let her fingers slide up to my hips on both sides and slowly pull the bright red bikini underwear down my body. My dick popped out at her and bounced several times before she moved her face closer and engulfed the engorged head in her hot mouth.
"oh fuck!" I moaned as she pulled my underwear the rest of the way down. I watched her face slide slowly up and down my shaft, the hot wetness of her mouth tracing along the shaft and her tongue gently tickling the sensitive spot under my head with each stoke. I barely felt her hand working on my shoes until she coaxed one of my legs up to allow her to pull my shoe, pants and underwear off that leg. I quickly complied with her silent request to lift my other leg, leaving me completely naked as she continued to slide her hot mouth on and off my shaft with agonizing slowness.
Her mouth popped off my dick with a wet slurp and she stood up, intentionally allowing my dick to trace a wet line down her chest between her sexy tits and eventually across her stomach as she stood with her body pressing against mine. I circled my arms around her and pulled her tightly to me lowering my face to hers, my lips to hers. I felt the heat of her lips brush mine, followed by the wetness of her tongue as it tenderly pressed into my mouth, teasing my own tongue in a sensual dance within both of our mouths. I could taste myself on her as well as her hot breath as our mutual desire continued to grow.
I lowered myself down slightly and cupped both of her ass cheeks in my strong hands, and to her surprise, lifted her off the ground. She squealed playfully and quickly wrapped her legs around my waist as I lifted her until her wet pussy was pressing against my belly, her face now well above mine.
"What are you doing?" She asked with a giggle as she looked down at me.
"Next surprise." I answered with a grin, slowly lowering her down until I was able to engage my head between her wet lips. "First I'm going to put this dick you so kindly got so hard deep into your wet pussy. How's that sound?"
"Sounds really nice." She cooed just before I started lowering her down onto my shaft. "Ohhhhhhh feels nice too." She half moaned as I slowly filled her tunnel.
"Good. Now hold on." I said with a grin as I started walking us toward a sliding glass door in the back of the rustic cabin. Sliding the door open I revealed the source of the pungent chlorine smell, a hot tub located in a small second room. I stepped over to the edge of the raised hot tub and sat on the edge. It only took me a moment to swivel around and lower my legs into the bubbling water. "Hang on lover." I whispered as I pushed myself out so I could stand in the middle of the tub, the foam tickling my balls.
"Ohhhhhh" She moaned quietly as I lowered us down into the hot swirling water. I found a seat and sat on the edge allowing her to remain impaled on my dick with her legs around me. She moved her face to mine and again our lips touched, this time gently and lovingly, her hips gently rocking to move my dick around inside her while we kissed tenderly, tasting each other's breath and love. We sat like that for some time, allowing the warm swirling water to caress those parts of each other that our hands weren't. My hands had long since moved from her firm ass to cup her breasts and tease her rock hard nipples.
"You do like my boobs, don't you?" She whispered teasingly as she broke the long embrace.
"Actually, I like all of you, but yes, I love your sexy breasts." I said as I gave each hard nipple a gentle squeeze.
"Then why don't you suck on them for me." She asked lustily, leaning her body back and arching to bring them up out of the swirling water.
"With pleasure!" I responded as I lifted both of the sexy soft creamy orbs so I could lick circles around her nipples.
"Oh yes." She moaned as I sucked the first nipple into my mouth, her hips now grinding against my lap, driving my dick around inside her hot tunnel. The sensations of my engorged head pressing around inside her sent little tingles through my body, which grew more intense as her own orgasm approached. She ground her clit into the base of my cock with her growingly vigorous humping, pushing her impending climax ever closer. "OH fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" She cried softly as her climax edged nearer and nearer. I could feel her nipples harden even more in my mouth as I sucked on them and twisted them with my fingers.
"OHHHHHHHHHHH" she moaned loudly as her orgasm washed over her, making her whole body shudder and twitch in pleasure. I let go of her tits and reached under, lifting her butt from my legs and leaned back, bouncing her up and down my dick, nearing my own climax.
"Yes! That's it! Cum for me baby!" She cooed as she moved her legs so she could help bounce herself up and down my shaft, our combined strokes getting even longer as she got her knees under herself.
"Oh god. Almost!" I groaned as I watched her tits splash in and out of the water sexily. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" I grunted as I held her hips, my body bucking and jerking spasmodically as shot after shot of hot cum lanced out of my dick and deep into her sexy hot tunnel.
She slowly lowered herself down until her tits were pressing into my chest, only our heads out of the swirling hot water. She kissed me gently and smiled down at me, knowing we had both enjoyed the climax we shared. She looked deep into my eyes, her love for me clear in her expression and touch.
"Happy valentine's day." I whispered.
"Thank you. Happy Valentine's Day to you. I feel bad. All I got you was a card and some little goodies and you got me all this."
"Nope. I got US all this. And you haven't even had dinner yet."
"Dinner?"
"Uh huh." I said with a gentle kiss. "Filet with a light berne sauce, garlic mashed potatoes, French style green beans, fresh tomatoes just how you love them and hot French bread."
"Oh god. All my favorites! Are you planning on making me fat? Don't you like this sexy body anymore?" She asked jokingly.
"Oh don't worry. You see that water bed over there? You're going use up all those calories long before the night is over!" I said with a wicked grin.
"Hmmmm sounds like you have lots of plans for the rest of the evening."
"Uh huh. And if we get tired, well, we can just come back in here, take a little break and then go back again. We have all night and then the limo will be here to take you to work in the morning."
"Oh that's sweet, but what about clothes and things?"
"All taken care of lover. Trust me. I've covered everything. This is our night for as much and as long as you want it to be."
"Hmmmmm I hope you don't plan on getting any sleep then, because after I eat? I want you put that magic tongue back between my legs for some desert!"
"With pleasure." I said before pulling her back down for a gentle kiss. This was definitely going to be a night to remember!
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I hated having to come into the city and work in these old buildings. I mean work takes you where it takes you, so you go. Having to install state of the art security electronics in a new building is one thing, but to do so in one of these old monsters just seemed somehow wrong. If fighting the traffic to get down town wasn't bad enough, the temperature having broken a hundred earlier in the day hadn't helped my disposition at all. Working past ten at night certainly hadn't improved it one bit either. I took a swig from my last bottle of water while I waited for the decrepit elevator to slog its way up to me on the top floor. The building was sweltering from the day's heat, even at this late hour. The tons of stone just seemed to soak the heat up and then keep releasing it all night and the air conditioning system didn't seem capable of keeping up with even a fraction of it. In the three days I had been working this job the only real bright spot had been that the hotel was walking distance, and the building seemed to have a lot of fairly decent looking women working on the lower floors.
The doors creaked open assaulted me with a blast of stale sweltering air. I almost decided to walk down the seventeen flights of stairs, choosing to ride in the veritable furnace of a car only just before the doors closed. I slipped in as the doors were closing and set my case on the floor next to me, almost instantly wishing I had taken the stairs. It felt like it had to be at least a hundred and ten in the seven foot square box, making me instantly think of all those POW movies where they throw you into a metal box in the sun for punishment. I hit the lobby button and waited for the car to rattle and shake its way down the long shaft.
It hadn't made its way very far before it stopped, the doors creaking open to let a nice looking young woman into the car. I was sure I had seen her step into the car ahead of me earlier in the day, and taking a quick look at her short black mini-skirt and slender shapely legs I was convinced I had. I would never forget a set of legs that looked like that!
The doors closed and the car started creaking and wobbling down the shaft once again.
Without warning the car came to an abrupt stop. Not the usual slow and pause, but a jolting shaking sudden stop that left no doubt that it was not intended to stop that way.
"Oh fuck!" The young lady cursed before looking over at me and blushing slightly. "Sorry."
"Not a problem. My sentiments exactly." I said as I set my bag down on the floor next to me. "Does this happen a lot?"
"Well..." she said stepping back and leaning against the wall. "Last time I was stuck in her for almost four hours, but that was during the day."
"Well, let's hope that we don't have to wait that long." I replied as I reached down and toggled the alarm switch. I waited and listened for the telltale of a bell ringing outside the car, and waited and waited. "Huh. I didn't know they had silent alarms in these old elevators."
"Um...They don't." She said from where she had sat down on the floor, her legs curled under her and her high heels standing empty on the floor next to her.
I turned to look at her as her statement sunk in. "So we're stuck in here and no one knows?"
"Sooner or later someone will notice. There are only two elevators so someone will notice."
"So sooner or later, like in a few minutes?" I asked, realizing that I was already sweating like crazy, and the nervousness of being confined was quickly making me sweat more. I'm not real claustrophobic, but to be brutally honest, I live in the country for a reason. Being closed up in a steel box for an extended period of time was not something pleasant to contemplate.
"Well, it's hard to say." She said looking up at me.
"Um.... Ok." I said pulling my tie loose and unbuttoning the top two buttons of my shirt. Yeah, this was going to get really tense if I was going to have to spend a couple hours in here.
"Are you ok?" She asked, cocking her head on an angle and looking up at me.
"Um...sure. I'm fine." I lied as I started perspiring a bit more. No this was not my idea of a good time.
"So. I take it your claustrophobic?" She asked in an exasperated tone as I began pacing back and forth in front of the closed doors, willing them to suddenly open.
"Oh, maybe a little." I answered forcing a smile to my face.
I paced for several minutes before the young lady reached up and grabbed my hand. "Come sit down. You're just going to wear a hole in the floor.' She said with a smile. "My name is Suzanne, but most people call me Suzie.
"Hi. Mike." I said as I dropped to the floor next to her.
"Well Mike. We might as well relax. So what are you doing up here so late?"
"Working on a security system on seventeen." I said looking at the doors and wishing they would open.
"Ah. I heard someone new had taken over the whole floor. Some stock trading outfit or something like that."
"Yeah. Something like that." I answered.
"So I work on fifteen. Administrative assistant in an office there."
"Ah. I see." I answered as I looked at the ceiling.
"Ok. Look. You can stare at the walls, door and ceiling all you want, but it won't get us out any sooner.
"Um, ok. What will?"
"Well, to be honest, probably not much. We just have to wait till someone notices it's out of order and calls maintenance."
"And the alarm doesn't go anywhere?" I asked, looking at the ceiling and doors again, sure that they were starting to get closer to me as I looked.
"Well, it's an old system. It breaks from time to time. I guess the alarm is broken. Don't worry though, Security will be along soon to close everything up and they're bound to notice it's stuck." She said brightly.
I looked over at her, realizing she was one of those incredibly annoying glass half full people. I also realized she was kind of cute; a fact which momentarily allowed me to forget that the size of the elevator was shrinking at an alarming rate. I guessed her to be in her mid twenties, dark brown curly hair, fair complexion, large brown eyes that some young man could spend a whole night sinking into and a definitely Jewish nose. Without trying to look like I was giving her a full exam, I quickly scanned the rest of her. Her light colored blouse was quickly becoming a bit more translucent where it lay against her sweating skin, allowing me to see she had on a light colored lace bra encasing a nicely proportioned set of breasts that had to be a good thirty eight d's. Her slim waist disappeared into that cute black mini-skirt, which in her current position rode well up the thighs of her long slender legs. I couldn't help but wonder what type and color panties she had on that were hidden just out of my view. The whole survey only took a few seconds, after which I quickly looked away, but it was enough to allow my dick to begin to begin to embarrassingly grow. If it kept up its current pace, it was going to be painfully obvious very soon.
"Well, at least you were polite about it." She said with a small grin.
"Huh? What?" I asked my brain trying to puzzle out what she was referring to.
"Checking me out? At least you were polite. Lots of guys would have practically had me undressed in their minds by now."
"I'm sorry." I responded as my face grew a bit brighter shade of pink with the realized that I was doing just that.
"Oh, that's cute! You're blushing!" She said with a giggle. "So, let's see. You're technical, you're a gentleman, you're easily embarrassed, I'd guess you're what, forty? Kind of cute too." She finished, making me blush a bit harder with her last statement. "So now that I figured a few things out about you, why don't you take a few guesses at me?"
"Huh? I don't understand."
"Well, keeping your attention on me is obviously keeping your claustrophobia in check. I'd just as soon not have to deal with someone going hysterical so let's see if we can keep that going a bit longer, shall we? Besides, this is kind of fun."
"Being trapped in an elevator is kind of fun?" I asked incredulously.
"No silly. Guessing about each other. Now come on. Your turn to guess."
"Well, you already told me you are an admin in an office, so let's start with age... Um twenty five? No ring on the finger, so you're not married, I don't think attached either, given how late you're working."
"Good start, keep going."
"Aren't you going to tell me if I'm right or not?"
"You're kidding right? You want to ask a woman her age? Let's just say that so far you're flattering me and no, I'm not attached. Now keep going, what else can you guess?"
I sat and stared at her for what seemed like a long time, trying to decide what else I could try to guess about her. My mind kept going to her physical attributes, which I didn't think were going to be the best choices to guess about. "I'm at a loss. I 'm not sure what to guess about."
"Hmmmm Ok, then. My turn again. I'd guess six foot and an inch tall, and oh about one eighty?"
"Close. Six even and one eighty five. Pretty good guessing."
"Good. Your turn again."
"Um, ok. Five foot seven and one thirty?"
"Ohhh you are good for my ego. I wish I was one thirty. My turn again. Let's see, what can I guess about you.... Oh I know. BOXERS!"
I sat stunned for a moment. Blurting out a surprised "huh?"
"Boxers, you look like a boxers guy rather than briefs. Am I right? I bet solid colors too."
"No, not boxers." I answered as I tried to drag my mind back to the conversation each time it wanted to see if the doors had opened yet."
"Oh not boxers huh? I didn't figure you for a briefs man... unless of course you don't wear any!" She said with a crooked grin that couldn't help but attract my attention.
"Huh? Yeah, I wear underwear." I said almost defensively.
"Well, what kind then? Please tell me your not a whity- tighty guy. I'd be so disappointed."
"Um. No. Actually I wear bikini briefs." I answered almost without realizing it I was so startled by the direction the conversation had gone.
"Ohhhhh. Nice. Let's see. I bet....red?" She asked as she leaned farther toward me.
"Um nope... They're.."
"No don't tell me, let me guess!' She interrupted. "Let's see, not red, then how about gray?"
"Nope." I answered, feeling my dick begin to swell as my mind began to wonder about her underwear.
"Mmmmm must be blue?"
"Nope." I answered, still not fully believing what she was asking.
"Hmmm ok, I'm going to have to say white, but if I'm wrong this time you're going to have to show me!" She said with that same slightly devious looking smile.
"Actually they're black." I answered.
"Black? I never thought about black. Guys wear black underwear? Come on. Show me!" She said grinning.
"What? I'm supposed to drop my pants for you?" I asked incredulously. Not that I was averse to being seen by a cute woman, but damn!"
"What? You're afraid the elevator doors might suddenly open and someone will see you flashing your underwear? Come on! Show me!" She chided.
I shook my head and tried to think of a polite way to prove my underwear color. I started unbuckling my belt to show her.
"Uh uh. Gotta stand up and show me. Come on stud! Let's see em!"
"Damn." I muttered under my breath as I got up from the floor. I finished unbuckling and undid the button, only unzipping far enough to show her the tops of my black underwear, which were actually pretty low cut for a guy. Most guys my age wouldn't be caught dead in something like these, but my girl friend really likes the way I look in them and loves to tease me until my dick grows right out the top for her.
"Wow! Those are hot. Come on, show me all of em!" She teased with a smile as she reached out and tugged on one leg of my pants as I started to pull the zipper back up. "Ohhh don't cover em up! Show me all of em!"
I rolled my eyes, wondering what I was getting myself into, and pulled the zipper back down, allowing my pants to slide down to my thighs. My dick bulged out a bit more than I expected, and gave her a pretty good view, which she seemed to appreciate in the few moments that I let her see before pulling them back up. "Ok, Now you saw." I said as I did my pants back up.
"I know. And god was it worth it. Those are sexy! I bet your wife loves those."
"Not married, at least not anymore."
"OH? Running free now?"
"Oh, I don't know about that." I said as I sat back down.
"Well, ok. Now it's your turn. Why don't you try to guess what kind of underwear I have on?" She asked, sitting back a bit more.
"Damn." I muttered. "I'm guessing you're not a thong type, but I would guess small bikini types."
"Ohhh that's good. What color? I bet you can never guess!"
"Panties, I'd say print, either colors or animal skin."
"Uh uh. Try again."
I thought for a moment, wondering what kind of underwear she had on, besides being a bikini style.
"Come on, two more guesses." She said grinning.
"White?" I asked, my hormones stating to kick into high gear and finally wake my mind up to the possibilities.
"Nope, one more!"
I thought for a moment figuring that if I didn't guess right she was going to have to show me like I had shown her. "Pink!" I shot out.
"Awwww You peaked!" She said with a frown. "Now I don't have to show you!"
"Hold on. You agreed a bit too fast there. I think you need to prove to me they're pink!" I told her, hoping that was what she intended for me to request.
"You don't believe me?" She asked with mock innocence on her face.
"Well, you have to admit that it would get you out of showing me."
She sat with a contemplative look on her face for several seconds. "You're right. But you got to show me just the top of yours and I can't show you just the top of mind. Tell you what. We'll show them both together, just to be fair." She said as she stood up, her long legs looking even sexier now that they were at my eye level. "So you going to stand up and join me or just be a party pooper?"
"Um... Hell yes!" I answered, climbing to my feet as fast as I could and starting to unbuckle my belt again. I hadn't really thought about the fact that as turned on as I was I was going to have a huge hardon, not until of course I let my pants slide to the floor around my ankles. I heard her give a small gasp and stare at my crotch, drawing my own attention to what she was seeing. My dick had indeed grown, so much so that it had made its way over the top waistband of my underwear, leaving my engorged purple head and about a third of my dick sticking out.
"DAMN!" She swore quietly, staring at my dick, which seemed to be determined to sneak even farther out as she watched. She stared for several seconds before reaching behind herself. I barely heard the soft sound of the zipper before her skirt slid down her legs to pool in a black puddle around her ankles. Any embarrassment I had from my dick showing dissipated in moments as I looked at her very tiny pink lace panties. Even from where I stood I could tell that the crotch was dark with moisture, tiny dark curls peaking around the edges and through the delicate lace. If that wasn't enough, her stockings were held up by an equally pink and delicate garter that looped across her sensually rounded hips, each pink strap blending nicely with the pale white skin that looked as smooth as a baby's bottom.
It was my turn to mutter "DAMN!" As I surveyed the sexy body from her hips down. If I had been looking at her face I may have seen her lick her lips seductively as she looked at my dick, her fingers moving to the buttons on her sweat soaked silk blouse and slowly undoing them, starting at the bottom and working her way up. It didn't take me too long to focus on the growing triangle of creamy sweet skin progressing from her slim waist up toward her chest like an arrow. As her slim fingers worked, the arrow of skin slowly grew, as did the hardness of my already partly exposed dick. When the pink lace of her bra came into view, without thinking, I reached down and pushed the front of my briefs down, hooking them below my balls, and exposing my entire rigid dick to her view. My hand wrapped around my member and gave it a slow stroke as her shirt parted and she allowed it to slide off her shoulders, leaving her standing in only her underclothes.
"Would you mind?" She asked as she stepped out of her skirt and turned her back to me. She stepped back toward me, reaching for my hard dick and grasping it behind her back while she waited for me to unfasten the clasp of her bra.
My mind was in full sex mode as I gently slid a hand around each side of her body, pushing the material of her cups up and allowing my hands to cup each mound of flesh. Her breasts were quite a bit larger than my hands could contain, but she seemed to enjoy the attention I was paying to them as I gently cupped and squeezed them, her hardened nipples protruding between my fingers.
"That's nice." She cooed as she leaned back against me, trapping her hand and my dick between us. I allowed my hand to roam the front of her sexy body while she moved one arm to allow the bra strap to slide off, the bra now hanging from the arm that was holding my twitching dick between us. I allowed my hands to roam around her soft body, enjoying the sensations of her hand as well as the sensations of her hard nipples rubbing across my palms. My fingers soon found the delicate garter holding the stockings in place and gently teased my fingers beneath it.
"You can take it off if you want." She whispered as my fingers played with the catch holding her right stocking up.
"You want me to take it off?" I whispered back.
"Uh huh." She responded before pressing her mouth to mine. Her tongue teased my lips open and slipped in to play with my tongue. My fingers deftly worked the small clasp that held the stocking in place, until it finally flicked open, allowing the elastic strap to be freed from the silk stocking top.
"Hmmm." She moaned softly as my hand gently stroked across her firm stomach, my finger tips tracing along the elastic top of her panties, until it reached her left leg and the elastic strap located there. Again the fingers of my right hand worked the clip, my left hand now busy toying with her rock hard nipples. "Don't forget the ones in the back." She cooed softly as I released the elastic strap and slipped a finger into the top of her stocking.
"Of course." I whispered as she turned in my arms to face me. I allowed my hands to slide down her panty covered ass, caressing and playing with it as I teased my fingers under the straps holding the backs of the stockings up. While my fingers worked the clasps, her hand left my rock hard dick and went to work pulling my tie off and then unbuttoning my shirt. Her fingers worked the buttons almost franticly until she had it completely undone, pushing the material back apart and off my shoulders so her hard nipples pressed into my bare chest.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as she wiggled her chest around, grinding her nipples into my chest and her pelvis against my rock hard dick. With the garter now unclipped I eagerly pushed the back of her panties down, exposing her smooth creamy ass to my hands. I squeezed both cheeks and pulled her up to me, grinding my dick back against her as she lifted her face to mine, wrapping her arms around my neck. Her mouth practically devoured mine as our lust overflowed. I gave up trying to push her panties off, and finally just pulled the material with both hands, tearing the delicate lace so that it was able to slide easily down one leg, leaving her dressed in nothing but her stockings and that small bit of lace around her ankle.
"Fuck me!" She moaned into my mouth as she continued to aggressively attack mine. I grasped her ass with my hands and lifted her easily, her slim body sliding up mine until her wet pussy lips had slipped the full length of my dick. She wrapped both legs around my waist, as I fumbled with the head of my dick, rubbing it around her wet pussy lips.



"OH FUCK YES!" She cried surprisingly loudly as I lowered her down onto my head, her lips spreading to accept the purple mushroom poised to impale her. Her tight velvety tunnel slowly engulfed my shaft as she wiggled her hips gently, allowing her weight to help push herself over me. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck yes." She moaned as her clit finally pressed into the base of my cock and she leaned back, using her arms around my neck to hold herself from falling backwards. "I want to just sit here and enjoy this for a moment." She whispered as she wiggled her bare ass in my hands and her pussy around my throbbing cock.
I had all the "sitting still" my dick and raging hormones could handle. I turned us around and pushed her back into the corner of the elevator, driving her rock hard nipples into my chest. I reached under her creamy smooth ass and grabbed hold of the metal hand rail and let her weight and ass rest on my hands. The first stroke was slow and long, eliciting a quiet moan from her as I pulled my head down her tunnel. I felt the pressure of her pussy ease around my head as I approached her opening and then rammed myself back up into her, making her round firm breasts bounce enticingly as my hips drove up to meet her. She gasped quietly and aimed her mouth at mine, practically devouring me as her hot mouth met mine. I started stroking into her, more vigorous with each stroke, until I was pounding into her, her cries of pleasure muffled by my mouth as she continued to embrace me. Her arms pulled us together and squeezed her tits into my chest as my hips pumped time and again up into her sopping wet pussy.
The elevator car was filled with the sounds and smells of sex as we fucked with abandon, her cries changing tone as her orgasm began to approach. I was beyond caring if the elevator was stuck, moving or whatever at that point, my mind and body totally engrossed in pistoning my hard dick into the luscious body impaled by my hard dick. She was arching and wiggling her hips to meet my moves while pressing her soft tits and hard nipples into my chest.
I felt her tunnel tighten as her cried turned to one long deep moan, her body jerking and twitching as her orgasm washed across her. My mind saw its own stars in the dimly lit car as my body jerked, pumping my first surge of hot cum deep into her. Time and again my body jerked, driving my dick deep into her pussy and adding more cum to the copious amount already filling her.
After what felt like an hour, she sagged against me, resting her head on my shoulder, both of our chests heaving and rubbing wetly across each other.
"Fuck," she muttered quietly into my neck. "I guess I was a bit turned on."
"Both of us." I responded quietly, still holding her against the wall of the car. I turned my hands over to hold her bare ass and lifted her back up, turning us around. I lowered us down as well as I could and let her unwrap her legs from around me so we could sit on the rough floor. She bent her knees and allowed herself to settle down so she was sitting on my hips, my softening dick slipping from her pussy and allowing a gush or our combined cum to flow.
"Damn. You did give me a little bit didn't you?"
"Sorry." I said quietly.
"For what? A great fuck? God, don't be sorry for that!" She said with a laugh. "For that matter if we get stuck here all night I won't complain one bit!"
"I don't know that I want to get stuck here all night." I said, my mind slowly processing reality again.
"Oh don't worry. I'll keep your mind off of whatever bothers you." She said, leaning down and wetly kissing me.
We had been sitting in that stinking hot car kissing for nearly five more minutes before the car suddenly jolted.
"OH FUCK!" Suzie cried, jumping off my lap and scrambling for her clothes. I took that as my cue to get dressed as well, and had myself pretty well together before the car drew to a stop on the ground floor. The doors opened with Suzie still pulling her shirt in place, her underclothes still piled on the floor next to her.
We both drew some pretty strong glares from the ladies in the lobby as we picked up our stuff and stepped out, both of us clearly disheveled and partially dressed.
"Hey. Would you like some dinner? I know it's late, but I haven't eaten yet." I asked Suzie as we walked toward the front door of the building.
"Actually I am a bit hungry. I don't live too far away, how would you like to come with me? I can cook something if you don't mind pot luck." She answered with a smile. "And I'm sure I can offer you something interesting for desert too."
"You're on!" I said as I held out an arm for her to take. "Lead on. I'm yours for the night!"
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I had seen her at the library of the university I taught at many times. She wasn't a small woman, a bit more heavy set than what I would call average, but still a very good looking woman. She had an enchanting smile perpetually on her face and I felt a very real connection each time I looked at her brown eyes. I had seen her many times, but today the dress she was wearing was quite enticing. I wasn't sure what made me do it, it is very dangerous thing to do in this day of sexual harassment, but somehow I knew that she would comply.
"Hello Tammy. You look nice today." I said to her as I handed over the book I wanted.
She smiled back, her eyes lighting up at my compliment. "Thank you!" she replied as she opened the book to scan the barcode into the computer.
I saw her brow furrow slightly as she pulled the small note out of the front cover and open it. It only took her a few moments to read the short sentence and then look back at me. Not a word was spoken, but I could see the question in her face. I looked deep into her brown eyes and gave a firm nod. She handed me the book and I turned and left without a word, leaving her much to think about.
The next day I walked into the library, confident that I had indeed read her properly. I was not at all surprised to see her behind the counter. I walked past, making eye contact, knowing in an instant that she would follow me. I walked down an aisle lined with books toward a study table near the back. I sat down and sure enough, she followed a few moments later. She stopped in front of me, standing nervously. Her dress was indeed several inches shorter than the previous day, as the note had demanded. She shifted from foot to foot nervously.
"Stand still!" I commanded her.
Her gentle movement stopped and she stood frozen in place, waiting nervously. I stood up and stepped to within inches of her, looking down into her eyes, my chest nearly touching her ample sized breasts.
"I see you followed my directions." I said quietly.
"Yes." She responded equally quiet, yet the nervousness clear in her single word.
"Why did you do what I told you?" I whispered strongly.
"I wanted to."
"Very well. I'm going to tell you what to do. If you comply you will follow every order I ever give you without question. I will take care of you and protect you, but I demand complete obedience. Think hard. Follow this command only if you choose, but if you choose you shall be mine as long as I desire to have you. Do you understand?"
She nodded nervously in response.
"Very well. I will wait here for five minutes. Go find an appropriate book and place your panties in it. Bring me that book. If you don't I will walk away and we will never speak of this again. Now go!" I whispered sharply.
She turned and practically ran down the aisle, leaving me to sit down and wait. I wasn't sure if she would follow my command or not, but I knew that if she did she would be mine to command. It took nearly three minutes, but she returned with the book "A slaves place, a Masters world". She handed me the book without a word, and stood waiting.
I didn't have to look, I knew when she came back that she had followed my directions. I smiled up at her from where I sat and opened the book. "Ah. Very good." I said to her as I pulled the thin lacey panties from the book. "Nice. Now lift your dress for me. I want to see what these were covering."
I saw her look around nervously, clearly worried about being seen.
"Now slave! I do not allow hesitation!" I hissed at her.
She gulped and quickly reached down and pulled the front of her dress up, exposing her meaty pussy and curly brown hair. She stood frozen in place, allowing me to see her as I had requested.
"Good. Put it down. Turn around and bend over." I told her quietly.
She dropped her skirt hem and turned around bending at the waist and pushing her ample butt out at me.
"Lift it!" I hissed.
She quickly lifted the back of her skirt exposing her bare ass and pussy to my eyes. My dick had started to harden from looking at her pussy from the front, but now it was becoming a raging hardon at the thought of driving into that wonderful pussy. I reached out with my fingers and stroked up between her meaty lips, feeling the ample moisture that was already there. I stroked up her slit twice before pressing a single finger deep into her pussy. I heard her moan very quietly as my digit penetrated her. I pulled my finger out, having shown her some of the pleasure she could expect. I pulled my hand back and brought it down hard on her bare ass, the smack resounding loudly through the library.
She yelped in surprise and moved a few inches before pushing her butt back at me again.
"Stand up and cover yourself." I told her quietly, the angry red handprint clearly evident on her creamy cheek."
She stood and fixed her dress, turning to face me.
"Very good. Come to my office at five." I said as I stood up with the book. I pulled her panties from the book and stuffed them into my pocket, handing her the book back. "Thank you for finding this for me. Your efforts are appreciated." I said in a businesslike tone, seeing another of the library staff looking down the aisle we were in. I gave her a pleasant nod and then walked past her, and down the aisle.
I wondered if five would ever come, but it did. Not surprisingly I heard a knock on the door almost exactly at five.
"Come in!" I said curtly, not looking up. I didn't need to, I could tell it was Tammy in an instant. "Lock it!" I said to her as the door closed. I waited for the lock to click before lifting my head to see her.
"So you came slave?" I asked.
"Yes sir." She said, her head bowed in obvious submission.
"Very good. You know how to address your master." I said as I leaned back in my chair. "Now my slut, let me see what you look like! Turn for me and strip."
I saw her eyes flash toward the door for just an instant, but it was enough.
"STOP!" I said sharply as she started to make a slow turn. I got up and stepped over to her, my hands behind my back, looking her up and down. "Why did you hesitate? Did you not trust your master to protect you?"
"I...I am nervous sir." She said in a quiet quavering voice.
"I see. When I give you a command, I demand that you follow it immediately and fully. Do you understand?" I said in a deep quite tone.
"Yes sir." She said quietly
"Good." I said as I walked back to my chair and sat down. "Drop the dress...NOW!"
Immediately her fingers flew to the row of buttons down the front and began undoing them. She looked down, not allowing her eyes to come to meet mine as she quickly and unceremoniously shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it slide to the floor in a puddle around her feet. Her body was indeed larger than average, but not bad looking at all. She had a considerable sized chest contained in a sturdy but less than pretty bra. Besides that she was naked except for her thigh high stockings. I could see a single trickle of pussy juice leaking down her left thigh.
"Take the bra off." I said quietly. There was no hesitation this time from her as she reached behind herself and pulled the clasp loose. She pulled the hefty device from her shoulders and let a beautiful set of breasts spring into view. Each breast was full and round, topped with a large light brown areola and a large erect nipple. As much as I wanted to suck those tits at the moment, I had other matters to deal with. "Very good. Now I need you to clean this side of my desk off. Put all the papers and books on that table over there." I said, motioning to where I wanted her to stack things. I watched for several minutes as she neatly collected and stacked the papers and books strewn across my desk onto the table across my office. Her breasts wiggled enticingly and each time she turned I could see her pussy glisten with her excitement.
"Done sir!" She said quietly, standing with her head bowed, her eyes avoiding mine.
"Now, we have a problem. You hesitated before, and I cant let that go unpunished, can I?"
"No sir." She said her voice once again nervous.
"Bend over the desk." I said, pointing.
She moved between myself and the desk and then bent herself over it, her ass pointing toward me.
"Spread your legs." I said, looking at her wet pussy lips.
She moved her legs farther apart, giving me an even better view of her wet cunt.
"So I need to punish you. How many swats do you think you deserve?" I asked quietly, moving my hand to her creamy round ass. I stroked it in small gentle circles as I stood up.
"Five sir." She said nervously.
"What was that slut?"
"Five please sir!" she said more forcibly.
"Ah....Ten it is then." I said, making sure she understood that it was never her decision to start with. I raised my hand and brought it down on her ass with a resounding smack, leaving an angry red handprint growing where my hand connected with her creamy flesh.
"Count for me!" I hissed as I prepared to bring it down again.
"One sir." She said quietly
SLAP "two sir"
SLAP "Three sir." She said after letting out a slight yelp.
SLAP "ohhh Four sir!" she said trying to hold her voice steady
I slid my hand around her creamy ass, rubbing the red skin before letting my fingers slide between her legs and tease her even wetter pussy. I stroked her lips and clit for several seconds before suddenly dropping a fifth swat to her ass.
"Ohhhhh Five sir." She moaned, her body clearly reacting to the combination of pleasure and pain.
SLAP SLAP "Six and seven sir." She panted as I again stroked her wet pussy. My dick was rigid in my pants as I teased my fingers between her lips, slipping two of them deep into her.
SLAP "Eight sir!" she said, her voice practically a moan as I undid the belt and front of my pants.
SLAP "Ohhhhh Nine Sir." She moaned.
SLAP "Ten sir." She said, as I hit her with the hardest impact yet.
"Did you learn your lesson?"
"Oh yes sir. I did, thank you sir!" she said breathlessly.
"Are you excited?"
"Oh god yes sir. Please play with your slaves pussy more. I so want to cum. Please allow your slave to cum for you!" she moaned.
I pressed my now exposed dick to her wet pussy and pressed its mushroom head into her. "OHHHHHH" she moaned loudly as I drove into her.
"Wait for it. Not until I tell you to my slut!" I said as I started stroking in and out of her. I could feel her body tensing, preparing to climax, but I hadn't yet given her permission. I stroked until I was about to cum myself, and then grunted my permission. "Now you may cum!"
"Thank you sir!" she cried as her body trembled under my hands, my dick sliding in and out of her quaking pussy. I shoved deep into her pussy, unleashing my torrent of cum into her. My dick jumped and jerked inside her, each time forcing more cum into her overflowing pussy as she withered under my hands, her moans loud as her climax washed over her stronger than she was used to.
Finally she eased, my dick withering within her.
"That was much better my slut. You did well for your first time."
"thank you sir. Please, may I clean you off?"
"Yes slut, you may." I said as I pulled out of her and sat down in my office chair.
She pushed herself off the desk and turned, to face me, her eyes meeting mine, desire smoldering deep inside her. She knelt down in front of me and gently licked and sucked my deflated cock until she had it cleaned and starting to grow again.
"Would my master like to fuck me again?" she asked as she licked my growing cock.
"I would slut, but first I think we need to go shopping. You need some more appropriate underwear. That bra will simply not do. A slut must be dressed appropriately. Now put your dress on and throw that bra away."
She immediately stood up, and moved to where her dress was piled on the ground. I could see the redness of her ass as she bent over, her pussy still leaking out juices as she stepped into it.
Yes, I think she was going to make a fine slave.
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I've done a lot of trips for a lot of reasons, and to be honest kind of enjoy traveling, unless of course it is driving through blizzard conditions, like I am now. The snow is blowing straight across the interstate so hard I can barely see in front of the hood. I'm not too worried about traction, having a good all wheel drive SUV, but my passenger seems to be much more nervous at not being able to see more than a few feet.
Amanda has hired me many times to provide technical testimony and expert opinions. It's pretty good money, and to be honest, I like working for her. Hell what guy wouldn't? At forty three she is still hot by anyone's account, and she isn't afraid to use her 42 DD chest and slim waist to her advantage in the courtroom. Hell, sitting in the passenger seat of my truck wearing a pair of black spandex slacks and a black turtleneck sweater was almost a distraction. But I managed to keep most of my attention off her close cropped blond hair and strikingly bright blue eyes and on the road.
"This sucks!" she growled. "Do you think we're going to make it?"
"We'll get there." I said as I stared at the driving snow. "I just won't guarantee how fast."
"Damn storm. We'd be there already if we could have flown. Hell we're moving what, twenty miles an hour?"
"Oh, maybe twenty five when it clears." I joked.
"Smart ass." She said giving me a gentle push on the shoulder.
"Hey, I didn't schedule this hearing. Seems to me that the law stuff is your area. I just tell you how stuff works, remember?"
"Yeah I remember." She said smiling at the private joke.
It had been several years since the project where we spent most of the night trying to duplicate how a particular piece of hardware failed. Somewhere along the way I remarked that if it were a fucking vibrator it would be a hell of a lot more fun to test. The joke was more than a bit off color, and to be honest I regretted making it, thinking that it was unprofessional. To her credit she responded that if we didn't get it to work pretty soon she was going to buy that vibrator just to prove I really knew how to make things work. Unfortunately, we managed to prove the hardware failure soon after and she never did carry out her threat to get that vibrator. Although "how stuff works" had been a constant joke between the two of us ever since.
The snow continued to worsen, if that were possible, but I wasn't too worried about hitting anyone, since we appeared to be the only car on the road. Hell, we hadn't even seen a snow plow in nearly twenty miles and the drifts were starting to get pretty bad. I almost drove right past the exit for Sweet Springs, and I was starting to get hungry. I rolled up the snow covered ramp in the deepening gloom hoping for a place to eat.
"Looks like we get Sonic or nothing." I said as I approached the top of the ramp and could just make out the sonic sign down the road to my left.
"Better than nothing." Amanda responded with a frown.
"Ok." I said turning that direction and making my way over the bridge. It only took a few seconds to find the entrance and roll into one of the empty slots by the building. I was almost glad I didn't have to get out to go inside, but on the other hand I was stiff and really wanted a stretch.
We ordered some food and I leaned my seat back to stretch myself for a while before the car hop, skate-less and bundled in a heavy coat, brought out our meal.
"Here you go!" she said a lot more cheerfully than I would have expected, given the weather she was working in.
"I'm surprised you're even open." I said to her as I took the bag and cups.
"Gotta be. With the highway closed we're about the only place to eat."
"Huh? The highway closed?" I asked, startled.
"Yeah, they closed I-70 almost an hour ago. The plows can't keep the drifts down."
"No, they can't!" I answered. "So they closed it?"
"Uh huh. You headed east or west?"
"West."
"Uh uh. Closed all the way to KC. Might as well try to find a room if you can. 'Bout the only place is Peoples Choice. I hear the Super Eight is full up."
"Peoples Choice?"
"Uh huh. Just over there. It's little but the rooms are nice."
"Ok thanks! I appreciate the info." I called as she turned and ran back toward the building in the blowing snow. "Well, that explains the lack of traffic. I guess we better see if we can get some rooms."
"This isn't good. We're supposed to be in court at eight."
"So we'll get up early and head in. Once they get the road cleared we can be there in about another hour and a half."
"Ok." She said with a disgusted look on her face.
I let her hold the bag of food while I backed out and headed for the small hotel she pointed us toward. We pulled up in front of the long brick building and stopped under the overhang. We bundled up in our coats against the blowing snow that was almost obscuring the building we were parked next to. "Ready?" I asked before jumping out and making my way around my truck to the front door. I pulled it open as Amanda approached it and ducked in behind her.
"Hi folks, what can I do for you?" A cheery heavy set lady behind the counter asked.
"We need a couple rooms." I answered.
"Well, we got one left." She said. "I'm afraid that's all there is. Last time I called over to Super Eight they were booked."
"We'll take it." Amanda said quickly. "I don't plan on sleeping in the car!" she said to me somewhat crossly.
"It's no smoking." The lady said quietly as she put the papers on the counter for Amanda to sign.
"That's ok. We don't smoke. Unless you count her bad temper." I joked, receiving a cross look from Amanda as she signed the paper and gave the lady her credit card.
"You sure think this is funny." Amanda said. "I hope you still think its funny when you're sleeping on the sofa."
"Oh there's no sofa." The lady behind the counter said innocently.
"Damn." Amanda muttered as she took back her credit card and stuffed it into her wallet.
"Here you go. Room 108. Just down the side here." The lady said as she handed the key to Amanda.
"Thank you." Amanda said politely before turning and glaring at me. I really wondered what I had done wrong. I followed her back out into the snow and opened the car door for her before running around to my side and jumping in. It only took a moment to find the room and park in front of it. Amanda grabbed the food bag and I grabbed the drinks and followed her to the small door while she unlocked it.
We stepped into a quiet warm room with a single queen size bed a small dresser and a TV. Yep, there was no sofa. "Well, looks better than nothing!" I said as I surveyed the small room. "We might as well eat while it's hot."
"I suppose." Amanda said, setting the bag down on the dresser and pulling the food out. We ate in silence, both of us lost in our own thoughts. "I guess it could be a lot worse. I could be sharing the room with someone a whole lot less interesting." She finally said.
"Yep, or you could be sleeping in the car. That would be fun. NOT!" I said with a smile.
"I guess that's right." She answered, finally smiling again.
"Good. I'll get the bags and then we can relax. I don't know about you but I'm stiff as a board." I said as I got up.
"I'm not surprised. You've been hunched over that wheel for what, three hours now, staring into that snow? I don't know how you do it."
"I'll tell you when I get back." I said as I dashed out into the snow. It only took a minute or so to get the bags out of the back of the SUV and run back to the door, which Amanda opened wide when she saw me coming. "Damn it's nasty out there!" I practically shouted as I stepped into the room and shuddered from the cold.
"That I would agree with. But considerably nicer in here." She answered, taking her suitcase from me.
With dinner done and little else to do, the two of us settled back on the bed to watch some TV. Since she was paying the bills I let her have the run of the remote, and she settled on some comedy movie called "Club Dread". At first it seemed like any other B comedy, until the first half naked woman came running through the bushes. I wasn't sure if it was the balmy temperatures in the room or the movie or a bit of both, but long before the movie was over I was perspiring heavily. Even having tossed off my long sleeved shirt so I was only in a T-shirt, I was still sweating, and I had to admit, damn horny. I had to imagine that Amanda was even warmer, still wearing the turtleneck sweater.
As the movie progressed we laughed at the antics and were soon sitting so we were half leaning against each other as well as the few pillows that the room afforded. At least once I saw her hand move toward her lap, but then guessed it was my imagination and hormones.
"Well, that was interesting!" Amanda said as the credits started to roll. "Is it hot in here to you, or is it just me?"
"Actually I was wondering the same thing. It feels like it's a hundred degrees in here." I replied.
"Well, If you don't mind I'm going to go take a shower and get into some pj's." She said.
"No problem. I hope you don't mind if I get into something less hot." I countered.
"Sweet heart, you can get into anything that you want, hot or not!" She said with a devious smile as she turned to dig into her suitcase. I had to admit I was busy watching her firm ass in her tight black pants while she was bent over. I also had to admit that I was a bit embarrassed at being caught staring at her ass when she got done.
"Sorry. Didn't mean to...." I stammered apologetically.
"Had it been someone else I might have been upset, but from you, well... I'll consider it a compliment!" She responded with a huge smile as she turned back to face the suitcase. I sat in stunned silence as she pulled the bottom of her turtleneck up her body and over her head, leaving her in only a bra above the waist. She bent over and pulled her low heels off and then, still bent, skimmed her spandex pants off, pulling her legs out of the stretched material. Even from where I sat it was easy to see the discoloration of her tiny black panties where her pussy had made them damp. She stood back up and turned to walk toward the bathroom, looking at my stunned face. "Don't worry. I have bikini's that show more skin than this." She giggled as she stepped around the end of the bed.
"Yeah. I'm just not used to seeing you in them." I answered.
"Well, maybe we need to fix that!" she said as she stepped to the door of the little bathroom near the bed. I watched her hand reach behind her back and unclip the small clasp of her bra as she stopped inches from disappearing from my view. With another wicked grin, she let her fingers flick the clasp. The elastic material of the bra straps popped around her body, exposing her bare side and the beginnings of her ample size breast. She moved her arm, allowing the strap to fall down, and the black material to slide down until only the cups were loosely covering her breasts. She smiled at me and allowed the material to fall and expose her breasts to me for only a fraction of a second, as she took the final step into the bathroom and out of view. A few seconds later, her tiny black panties flew out of the open door and landed on my lap just before the bathroom door clicked closed.
"Damn!" I muttered to myself. I heard the water running and quickly slipped off the bed and stripped naked, taking time to stroke my rock hard dick a few times while I took a brief sniff of her panties. God I wanted to fuck her right then, just walk into the shower and climb in. But that would be less than professional, as if standing naked in her hotel room stroking myself to the scent of her panties was? I quickly pulled on a pair of workout shorts I planned on sleeping in and climbed back on the bed.
I heard the shower still running, and flipped through the channels; pausing on some skin flick with a guy banging away on some big breasted gal on a yard swing. As he stood there, holding onto the upper bar of the A frame, the gal used her legs to pull herself toward him, driving her pussy over his shaft while he bucked his hips into her. The loud slap of his thighs and balls on her ass propelled her away again, stopping when her legs tightened around him and drew her in again. The whole thing was repeated time after time to a considerable amount of moaning on both their parts. In my already aroused state, I was quickly mesmerized, one hand pulling the waist band of my shorts down and the other stroking my raging hardon. It wasn't until he pulled out of her wet pussy and started squirting cum all over her body and tits, that I realized Amanda had come out of the bathroom, and was standing there wrapped in a towel from armpit to thigh. She was staring half at the screen and half at my hand, slowly stroking myself closer to climax by the second.
"Oh God, don't stop on my account." She said with a grin as I quickly tried to stuff myself unsuccessfully into my shorts. "In fact. Why don't you let me help you?" She said as she climbed onto the bed and began pulling on the legs of my shorts to pull them down. If I had thought more about it, I probably would have resisted, but instead I lifted by butt off the bed and allowed her to pull my shorts down to my knees.
"Very nice." She cooed as she leaned down and slowly engulfed my dick with her hot mouth. Her short cropped blond hair bouncing merrily as she began jacking her mouth and hand up and down my engorged shaft.
"Oh fuck. You do that too long and I'm going to cum." I groaned.
"Fuck yes!" She said as she lifted her face from my crotch for a second. "That's the idea! I do you, you do me!" Her face turned back down and eagerly engulfed my raging hardon.
"Oh god." I moaned softly as I momentarily lay my head back and allowed her slurping mouth and hand to carry me closer to climax. Her free hand pushed on my shorts, forcing them down my legs until I lifted my knees, pulling my legs from the shorts. She tossed them aside as I lay a leg on each side of hers, which she scooted up under her to support her weight better. I reached for the towel and pulled, pleased that she didn't resist my efforts.
I couldn't see her body as well as I wanted, much of it blocked by her bobbing head, but my right hand easily reached her large breast and gently roamed over it, teasing the nipple and tweaking it with my fingers. My attentions were rewarded by a moan around my hard shaft as she increased her pace. I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my cock as her other hand slipped down to my balls. Her head bobbed up and down my shaft while saliva leaked from her mouth and down my shaft. I felt her cup my balls and squeeze them for a few seconds before her fingers traveled lower.
"Oh god." I moaned as I felt her finger stroke down below my balls and find my puckered anus. Without warning I felt her push her saliva coated fingertip against the puckered rose and then inside slightly.
"OH FUCK!" I cried as my body arched and my dick spouted a huge shot of cum up into her throat. She gulped like a pro, sucking each shot of cum from my dick as I bucked time and again under her and into her eager mouth. It felt like hours before my body slowly regained control of itself and I lay panting, her mouth eagerly sucking and licking the last drops of cum from my quickly shrinking dick.
"Damn that was good. I've wanted to do that for a long time." She said as she looked up at me while still gently playing with my balls and deflating cock.
"I've wished you would more times than I can count. I always wondered just how good you would look naked."
"Well, now's your chance!" she said with a smile; sitting up on her knees and showing me her upper body completely revealed. "You like my breasts?" She asked, lifting both large tits with her hands for me to inspect. Her body was practically perfect, now that I could see most of it naked. Her large breasts were easily that 42 DD that her bra indicated and maybe a bit more. Each perfectly shaped breast was topped with a large pink nipple, centered in the middle of a slightly darker areola that was at least two inches across, and slightly oblong shaped and heavily puckered at the moment.
"They are incredible." I practically whispered as I stared at them.
"How about the rest of me?" She asked as she climbed to her feet on the bed, letting her huge tits swing free so she could use her hands to brace herself on the ceiling. She spread her legs, stepping them outside of mine, giving me my first look at her completely naked body. Her delicate inner lips were exposed between her meaty outer lips, her wetness glistening on the tips of them. Her bush had been trimmed to just a tiny arrow pointing at what was quickly becoming my desired target.
"Damn! You are fantastic looking!" I replied.
"I'm glad you approve. I've been hoping for a long time that I would get a chance to show it all off for you." She said.
"Well, if you would like to show me a little closer, I would be happy to inspect you a bit more thoroughly." I said as I sat up and reached for her body. I grasped my hands on her firm ass and pulled her down toward me as I leaned back. She stepped forward around my body lowered herself down until her knees were resting on either side of my head. She spread them farther to lower her wet pussy to my waiting tongue. I licked gently between her wet and spread lips, tasting her nectar and teasing my tongue deep into her.
"Ohhhhh good lord. You do that sooooo well!" She moaned as I stroked her lips with my tongue. I continued to work my tongue between her lips, stroking time and again up her wet pussy, tasting and enjoying her juices while my tongue flicked across her hard clit and pushed her farther and farther up the slope toward climax.
Her hips began to rock, grinding her pussy against my chin as I concentrated more and more on her clit. I alternated between sucking her hard nub between my lips and then flicking my tongue rapid fire across it. She was obviously enjoying the attention of my tongue, her moaning turning to pants as her hips bucked harder against my face. I squeezed her ass, kneading it with one hand while I allowed my other to trace between her cheeks and tease the tiny rose bud of her anus. I pressed my finger against it and allowed her practically gushing pussy juices to lubricate it. Pressing slightly harder, I pushed the tip of my finger into her, drawing a sharp gasp from her, followed by a cry of pleasure. Her bucking hips drove my finger deeper into her as her climax washed over her. I felt her juices flowing from her as she jerked and twitched, her breathing part gasps and part cries of pleasure.
I held her ass and stroked my finger in and out of her slowly as her body slowly relaxed, finally removing it as she started to slump against the wall. I moved my hands to her hips and slowly pushed down on them, urging her to slide down my body. I felt her wet pussy make its way down my chest, as she pushed down my body. I smiled at her as she continued to slide down, her wet pussy lips meeting my again hard cock. She rocked her hips slightly, settling my head into her tunnel before she worked her hips and slid down eight more inches, sinking herself over me.
"Ohhhhh god that feels good!" she half moaned as her hips rocked, working my dick around inside her pussy.
"Oh shit yes." I moaned as she pushed herself up on my chest and worked her knees under herself. It only took her a few moments to begin sliding herself up and down my shaft, her wet pussy caressing it delightfully.
She reached down and pulled my hands to her ample chest, encouraging me to squeeze them. "Ahhhh yes. That's it. I love having my tits squeezed...Just like that!"
"I'll keep squeezing them as long as you keep riding me like that!" I moaned.



"Oh honey. I've been waiting far too long for this to want to stop now!"
She continued to ride my shaft, slowly working up and down, never pulling her chest out of my grasp, and moving enough so that each stroke of my cock was slightly different. I lost track of how long we were coupled, this way, both of us lost in the mutually pleasant sensations. Her moans seemed to be increasing in intensity as my dick swelled even larger, my building climax drawing closer by the moment.
"Oh god. You are so going to make me cum again!" I groaned, knowing I was unable to last much longer.
"Ohhhhh Please. I want it. I want to feel you flood me with your hot cum!" Amanda moaned as she leaned a bit closer to me, resting her hands on my chest. Her pace picked up, as did the frequency of her moans. "Oh yes....that's it. I can feel you getting bigger inside me. Oh yes.... Fill me...." She whispered to me as her own climax approached.
"Oh god. Yes." I grunted as my cock jumped inside her. Time after time my cock spurted its load of hot cum deep into her, while she ground her pussy down hard on me, her own body trembling while she moaned softly in pleasure.
As our mutual orgasm subsided, she lowered herself to my chest, her tits pressing softly into my chest, her pussy still gently massaging my dick. I felt her lips touch mine, her hot breath breathed into my mouth as she embraced me. Our tongues teasing as we explored each other's mouths, our hands gently roaming each other's bodies.
"I waited so long for this. Even before that bad joke about the vibrator. I almost told you to take me right there that day." She whispered between kisses.
"I never knew." I panted, still trying to catch my breath.
"How could you miss? I bet you didn't even realize that when we worked together I almost never wore panties after that, just hoping you would get to see my pussy."
"I didn't. Now I wish I did." I said as I rocked my hips and rolled us onto our side. We snuggled closer, wrapped in each others arms.
"I can't think of a better way to go to sleep, satisfied and in your arms." She whispered as she closed her eyes.
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At fifty years old I consider myself to be in pretty good shape. With my wife, Nancy, being in the military she has to continually work out to stay in shape, and that tends to have a certain amount of carryover. I mean, I can't exactly build a workout room in the house with all that equipment and not feel guilty if I don't it. So, use it I do, keeping my 6' frame down to a hundred eighty-five pounds and in pretty good trim.
A few years ago I suggested a simple overnight backpack trip to my wife. Having done a lot of backpacking with the Scouts for years, finally taking one with my wife was actually a pretty thrilling prospect. It's a great way to get some really good exercise and also enjoy the outdoors; which for me is a really important thing. I love to camp, hike, fish, hunt....you name it. Along the way we have met a few couples doing the same kind of thing, enjoying the great outdoors and time together at the same time, and a few have become very good friends.
It was the third morning of a trip that Mary and John had planned. It was a bit of a surprise to get the invite since it was supposed to be our turn to plan the next outing, a duty usually passed around on a rotating basis. But as expected Mary had done her homework and picked an incredible out of the way location. We went to bed last night on the side of a mountain overlooking a western range, the sun turning the sky burnt orange as it slowly sunk behind the peaks. The night insects and tree frogs provided a gentle chorus and helped to mute the sounds of lovemaking from the other two tents as my wife and I crawled into ours naked.
There is just nothing quite like making love in a two man tent with little room to move. Your positions are limited, as are your motions, which leads to an interesting arrangement of actions and positions you might not consider for your large comfortable bed. As I lay panting, snuggling my wife's sexy and sweaty body, I wondered if we were as noisy to the others as they seemed to us.
Morning dawned as early as it always does on any mountain, with the sound of birds chirping in the pines and the sun filtering through the branches. I yawned and gave my wife's still naked, sexy tits a kiss before crawling out of the tent as naked as she was. I used our tent to shield myself from the others while I pulled on a pair of workout shorts and then stepped into the pair of flip-flops I liked to use around camp. I looked around, and to my surprise, saw Mary squatting by the fire, staring right at me. I had absolutely no doubt that she has seen me standing there naked with my normal morning woody. She had on a long t-shirt, but with her facing me and her knees spread wide it was an easy view up the bottom of her shirt to her pussy, which looked to be freshly shaved.
With Mary and her husband, John, there is no doubt who wears the pants in that relationship; although Mary's soft manner tends to hide her dominating spirit. She will look at you with her smiling green eyes, framed with her always curly brown hair, and you simply know you will be doing whatever she says. In her forties Mary is quiet and subdued, until you cross her. Only then does her sharp intellect and tongue come out to greet you. She is not quite as slender as I'm sure she was in her youth, and her husband is a bit heavier, although from what I have seen it's all muscle.
I did have the chance to see Mary mostly naked once, accidently walking up on her while she was peeing in the bushes. She made sure to give me a good look before walking over to me, her pants still around her thighs, and undoing my belt. She had my cock out and stroked hard in no time before giving me a wet kiss on the lips and then walking away, leaving both of us hanging. Since that time she has teased me mercilessly with periodic, extremely brief, flashes of her tits or pussy. But never have I seen her whole body naked at once. Not that I don't want to... I mean she is pretty damn hot.
She smiled and waved me over, which served to snap me back to the present, making sure to hold her knees apart as I moved closer.
"Morning, enjoying the view?" She asked innocently as I sat down across from her.
"Yeah, it seems particularly enticing this morning for some reason."
She smiled and winked at me before dropping to her knees to cover herself when she heard a tent zipper. It wasn't long before the entire camp was up and moving around. The morning chores included breakfast and a quick camp cleanup before we settled around the lightly smoking fire to decide the day's activities.
"So, anyone know what today is?" Mary asked the group in general.
"July fourteenth, I think." Mark responded quickly. "Why, it isn't your birthday is it?" He joked.
In stark contrast to Mary and John are Mark and Christa who are in their thirties, very athletic, and if allowed to, will push our physical limits pretty far. Thin and fit, they have done much more ambitious climbs than I will ever attempt. Mark is your typical athletic type and his wife is really easy on the eyes; about five six and only a hundred forty pounds or so, most of that in her chest, I think. While I haven't ever seen her naked, I have had the pleasure of seeing her in some pretty skimpy bikini's that her easily 38 D chest was trying hard to fall out of. Her blond hair and gentle blue eyes give her a Barbie-doll look, but she has the spirit of a redhead. She loves a stimulating conversation and will debate almost any topic. I have enjoyed many a discussion with her as we hiked up trails, usually calling it a draw by the time we reached our camp site.
"Oh I wouldn't quite say it's my birthday. But it is a special day." Mary said from her spot where she was sitting on a small log we had pulled into camp. "It's National Nude Day, and I think we should all go naked today to celebrate it!" she concluded.
"You're kidding right?" Nancy, my wife, asked with an incredulous look on her face.
"No, I'm serious it is National Nude Day." Mary responded, her face as serious as can be.
"But someone might see us naked!" Christa piped up.
"Well first off, there isn't anyone else around her for miles, and second off, what are you worried about? Those bikini's you wear don't exactly cover a hell of a lot." Mary retorted with a smile. "You don't really think that the guys can't tell what's under them after you get wet do you? I mean that white one is completely see through at times."
"Well, Mark got me that one, and no I didn't know that." She replied, her face red with embarrassment as she looked at her husband, who looked back with a sheepish, almost guilty look. "No wonder he doesn't allow me to wear it in public."
"Like we're not public?" I asked with a laugh, wishing I had paid better attention the last time she wore that tiny white one. My wife reached across and slugged me, but not too hard, on the shoulder, knowing exactly what I was thinking.
"But naked in front of each others husbands?" Christa asked, looking around.
"Sure, but don't forget, they'll be naked too. And I for one and looking forward to seeing what's hiding in a pair of shorts or two!" Mary said with a grin. "So who's up for it, so to speak?" She finished, laughing at her own pun.
"I'm not so sure this is a good idea." My wife mumbled, as though hoping it would all go away.
"Well, I for one am going to!" Mary said, standing up and skimming her t-shirt off, leaving her standing completely naked in front of all of us. Now who's going to join me?"
I sat and stared at Mary, her tits large and firm and definitely not in need of a bra. Her waist was slender and flowed gracefully into her round smooth hips and, from my angle, a very cute round ass. Her pussy was shaved, and it was pretty obvious to me that she was pretty turned on too. I thought about it for a few moments. Hell I'd wanted to see her naked for a long time, now was my chance to see her naked all day. And if I was lucky, to touch and play a bit too. All I had to do was go along with this Nude Day thing. Could I go all day naked around Christa and my wife without dying of embarrassment? Hell for that matter, if my wife decided to go along, how would I feel about her being naked in front of Mark and John?
"What the hell!" I said, standing up. "You only live once!" It only took me a moment to drop my shorts, since that was all I had on, and step out of them. My dick was already hard and poking straight out toward Christa, who seemed to sit staring at it as if mesmerized.
"Oh hell." She finally said, standing up and slowly undressing. If anything my dick got harder as I watched her pull her shirt and shorts off, leaving her in a lacy bra and blue thong panty. "No one better laugh though!" She said sharply, as she undid the clasp and let her ample chest loose. Last to go was her thong, which she turned around and pushed down. She bent over to hold onto the log for balance, giving us a brief, and unexpected, view of her pussy as she stepped out of her thong.
"Well Nancy, you in?" Mary asked, looking expectantly at my very nervous looking wife.
"What about them?" She asked, looking at Mark and John, staring at her expectantly.
"Oh don't worry, they will too. If I have to tie them to a tree and strip them myself." Mary answered with a laugh.
The gauntlet thrown down, Mark and John had no choice; they stood up and began shedding their clothes. Nancy took advantage of their activity and quickly undressed, tossing her clothes into a pile behind her, and sitting back down before the men could ogle her too much.
"Well, that's it then! No more clothes for the rest of the day!" Mary said as she bent over and picked up her t-shirt. I doubted that there was anything arbitrary in the direction her cute ass was pointed as she bent over straight legged, her pussy pushing out between her legs at me invitingly. "So who wants to go for a short walk? How about you Mike? You said before breakfast you wanted me to show you that small creek I found yesterday."
"Yeah, I did." I answered, knowing I had said no such thing.
"You coming, Nancy?" She asked my wife.
"No, I'll just sit here for a while." She answered, trying to keep herself covered as much as possible. "Why don't you take Christa? She likes to take those nature walks, too." My wife suggested, probably thinking that having someone else along would keep any potential hanky-panky to a minimum.
"Sure. Good idea." Mary answered. "Come on Christa. Let's go get our boots on!"
"Ok." Christa answered, as if glad to have something to do besides sit and be stared at by John and Mark.
I followed a few seconds later, deciding that boots would be good to put on. It felt a bit odd walking around camp with a hardon wagging, but getting to watch the girls completely naked was worth it. Christa was crouched down, tying her boot as I walked over. I doubted that she realized that her natural position for doing this was exposing her entire pussy to me, even spreading her lips slightly. If my cock had gone down any while I was getting my hikers on, the sight of her renewed its form.
"All set?" She asked as she looked up, my hard dick pointing straight at her from five feet away. "Shit." She mumbled, working to look away as her face and neck reddened slightly.
"Ok. All set!" Mary announced as she walked over from her tent. "Isn't this liberating?"
"Oh yeah." Christa said with mild sarcasm and a bit of a frown on her face as she stood up.
"Good, let's go! Keep the boys entertained, wont you Nancy?" Mary called as she led the two of us off toward a break in the trees. I had the feeling that my wife was going to be fending off the "boys" the whole time I was gone. I knew from comments Mark had said that he thought my wife was pretty hot for an older woman, and I wouldn't be surprised to find him hitting on her. Of course I had every intention of trying to fuck Mary; I just needed to figure out how to do that with Christa along.
We hiked along a small game trail for almost ten minutes before it opened into a small glade. I was much too busy watching the two cute naked asses in front of me to pay all that much attention to the scenery around me.
Mary stopped in the middle of the glade and turned around to face Christa and me. "Well stud. You've wanted this body for a long time. Think you can handle two of us?" She asked as Christa stepped next to her and turned to face me as well.
"HUH?" I asked in sudden confusion. I had been trying to figure out how to get to Mary with Christa along. It had never occurred to me to try to take them both on at the same time.
"You mean you haven't figured it out?" Mary asked,"Christa and I have been sneaking off on these trips for the last two years. You mean you never guessed, even in your wildest dreams that we were fooling around?"
"Never occurred to me." I answered with a shrug.
"So you think you're up to satisfying two horny women?" Mary asked as Christa stepped behind her and reached around, cupping both of Mary's breasts and lifting them in invitation.
I may be a lot of things, but I am not stupid. I'd lusted after both of them for long enough that I wasn't about to turn down this opportunity. I briefly thought about my wife being back in camp alone with their husbands, and wondered if they were as busy as I was about to be? I figured what I didn't know wouldn't hurt me.
I stepped forward, wrapping my arms around Mary, reaching between the two women to gently fondle Christa's already hard nipples while my lips met Mary's. Mary's hands went around me, pulling my pelvis against hers, trapping my hard dick between us. I felt and heard her moan into my mouth at the same time I felt Christa's hands work down between our bodies, one hand wrapping around my cock and the other sliding lower.
"Oh fuck. I want you in me so bad." Mary nearly growled as she pushed me back. I looked down and saw Christa's fingers deep in Mary's wet pussy, sliding in and out slowly, each stroke teasing her clit. Mary pushed me down to my knees and then back onto the grass, following me down until she was straddling my body with her knees. "I've wanted this cock in me since the day you caught me in the woods. Do you remember that day?"
"Oh yeah." I responded as she rubbed the head of my dick around her wet lips. "You were just finishing taking a pee."
"Uh huh!" she grunted as she settled on my cock, allowing her weight to push herself down over my raging shaft. "I was finger fucking myself thinking about how you looked when you changed into your swim suit that morning. I saw you through the bedroom window at the cabin while I was on the back deck! I wanted to fuck you right there in the woods, hell I almost did! Once I started to stroke your cock it was all I could do to walk away!"
"Oh God." I moaned as she settled down the full length of my shaft. "I would have let you!"
She settled to her knees and began to slowly ride up and down my shaft as Christa stepped around her and across my head. She squatted down facing Mary, her pussy hovering inches from my face as she settled onto her knees. I reached up and pulled her hips down to my face, allowing my searching tongue to separate her already wet pussy lips. I slowly licked between her lips and pushed my tongue deep into her tunnel before reaching my tongue to her exposed clit. I felt her twitch as I flicked it, her moan muffled, presumably by the kiss I suspected Mary and she were sharing. I was pretty much in heaven as Mary rode up and down my shaft and my face was filled with Christa's wet pussy, and I wondered how long I could last under this bombardment of incredible sensations.
I worked on Christa's pussy with a vengeance, my tongue making trip after trip between her lips from her clit to her hot tunnel, her juices leaking all over my face as my tongue teased her closer and closer to climax.
Mary was the first to climax, her pussy spasming and her cry of pleasure muffled as Christa's moans were. Her whole body shook and I felt her grind her pussy hard into my pelvis as she came around my shaft. She had barely started to relax before she lifted herself off my cock and helped Christa crawl down my body. I watched Christa lift herself and reach for my cock, grasping it and rubbing around her sopping pussy before pushing her tight pussy down over it.
"OH FUCK!" I cried loudly as she pressed herself down on my shaft. The tight tunnel pushing me over the edge of the climax I had been trying to hold back. My body bucked hard up into her, ramming my dick deep into her and spurting a huge gush of hot cum into her pussy. I barely heard her cry out as my body bucked again, pumping another shot of cum into her. Time and again my body jerked and filled her, each time slightly less powerful, until I was lying on the grass panting; Christa trembling as her own climax faded with mine.
Christa pulled off of my shaft slowly, helped by Mary, before lying down next to me in the cool grass. Mary lay next to me on the other side and pulled my face to hers, giving me a long wet kiss. "God I wanted that for so long. I hope I can get a lot more of it!" She said with a giggle. "It felt even better than I had dreamed."
"And she had dreamed a LOT about it!" Christa added quietly. "I don't know how many times she pretended that that big dildo she has was you."
"Christa!" Mary said sharply.
"Don't deny it! You're the one that said he was bigger than John." Christa laughed.
"Well, I'm sure you will be able to get to ride it again real soon." I said to them both as Mary's hand closed around my cum slickened cock.
"Oh I know I will! I have no intention of going back to camp until you fuck me from behind!" Mary said earnestly.
"Oh? You like that way?"
"My favorite." She answered as she nuzzled my neck and kissed it softly.
"Well, I suspect we will have him hard real soon." Christa said as she rolled to her knees and turned herself around so her face was hovering over my dick. I looked down and watched as she took me from Mary and lifted my mostly soft member into her mouth, swirling her tongue around my head. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back on the grass swimming in the sensations she was generating in my body.
"I think he likes it!" Mary said with a giggle as she got up and followed Christa down to join. I rarely got my cock sucked, and never had I been attended to by two women, but their attention was quickly having its desired affect. The two ladies were soon swapping my growing shaft between them, taking turns licking and working up and down as I got steadily harder.
I reached out and began to stroke Christa's pussy, which was well within my reach as she played with my cock. I let my fingers stroke up and down between her lips, letting the tips of my fingers bump across her hard clit. It was pretty obvious by the moaning around my shaft that she was enjoying the attention until she suddenly pulled my shaft from her mouth and her pussy away from my busy fingers.
"Ok. I always wanted to try this," Christa said. "I want to be fucked while you're on top of me." She said to Mary.
"Ok, we can try that. You game?" Mary asked me, as if the answer would be no?
I sat up and watched Christa lay on the ground, Mary moving over her body and pressing against her, their legs tangled and spread so that I had easy access to both pussies. I watched them kiss sensuously as I moved behind and lowered my cock head to Christa's already excited pussy. Slowly I eased into her, limited in stroke only by Mary's ass, which I bumped into with each short stroke.
"This would work better on a bed or something!" I grunted as I plunged my shaft as far into her as I could.
"Oh no. It's fine!" Christa panted as Mary moved farther up her body and hung a tit in her face. This also gave me more room and I quickly lengthened my strokes to take advantage, and was soon plunging my full length into Christa as she moaned around Mary's tit.



Christa's climax washed over her almost suddenly, her whole body quaking uncontrollably. I smiled and continued to stroke into her, slapping my body into hers until I felt her clenching tunnel begin to relax. Unceremoniously I pulled my slickened shaft from her pussy and leaned it farther forward; aiming my head for Mary's open and wet pussy.
"OH FUCK!" Mary cried as she felt my shaft slide suddenly deep into her, pushing back against me as she tried to drive me deeper into her. "Fuck me hard!" She moaned as I started stroking into her, my hips slapping into her ass and making her hanging tits swing in front of Christa's face. It only took her a few moments to capture Mary's swinging tits and suck one of her nipples into her mouth. "Oh Jesus....Yes!" Mary moaned loudly as the sound of our bodies slapping echoed in the small glade. I could feel her pussy spasm as the beginnings of her second orgasm hit, soon building into a body shaking, moaning, trembling climax that left her collapsed on top of Christa.
Mary slowly rolled off Christa, lying panting in the grass as Christa looked at my glistening cock from where I straddled her hips. "How would you like to fuck these tits with that?" she cooed as she squeezed her big tits together for me.
"OH yeah" I said as I leaned forward onto all fours and crawled the short distance required to get my cock nestled between her creamy globes. She pressed her soft mounds around my shaft and started stroking between them. I had been pretty close to coming when Mary pulled off my shaft and the feeling, and view, of my cock sliding between Christa's tits was quickly stimulating me back to that level. I felt Mary's hand on my ass as she crawled up next to me, stroking my ass as I slid in and out of Christa's tits. "Yum" Christa said as she allowed the head of my dick to slide into her mouth with each stroke.
Mary was sliding her had further and further down my ass until her fingers were teasing my balls with each stroke causing my climax to quickly building toward release.
"OH fuck, here it comes!" I groaned. Christa let go of her tits and pulled my legs to drive my cock into her mouth as the first gush of cum erupted on her face. My second shot emptied into her mouth as she sucked at my head greedily as Mary teased my balls between my legs.
Finally I rolled off Christa, my balls and energy drained.
"Well, stud. You did pretty well for a first time." Mary said as she crawled over me and rubbed her nipples around my chest.
"Glad you approved." I responded nearly out of breath.
"Approve? Oh hell, you were much better than I had dreamed of!" she said with a laugh.
"Thank you." I said as she leaned down to give me a wet kiss. "I wonder if we should get back. I'm sure your husbands are wondering what happened to us."
"Knowing John, he's probably fucking your wife silly!" Christa said as she lay in the grass next to us.
"Oh, I don't know. She's pretty straight laced." I replied. "I was surprised that she even went along with getting naked in front of them."
"Well, your right though." Mary said as she lifted off of my body. We should get back."
It took us about fifteen minutes to make our way back down to the camp, but we paused when we heard the sounds of skin slapping. "Like I said!" Christa said with a grin. Stepping past me to sneak to the edge of the bushes. I followed her a moment later, leaning over Christa's back to peer into the camp.
I was shocked to see my wife standing, bent at the waist, with John fucking her from behind and Mark standing in front of her, her hands stroking his cock with abandon. I never would have figured my wife to let anyone else fuck her, let alone two guys simultaneously. I wondered just how much they had done while we were gone. I had to admit that I was getting turned on watching her stroke Mark's hardon, clearly working to aim it at her mouth as she worked him closer to climax. I felt Christa's hand slide between her legs and find my hard cock that had been pressing against her ass; she adjusted slightly and then pushed back, sinking her pussy around my shaft.
"God that's hot!" She whispered. "I've never seen my husband with anyone else. I want to cum when he does." She panted as her fingers moved to her clit. I could feel her fingers working around and around as I slid slowly in and out of her hot pussy. Christa got her wish, her climax coming only moments after Mark began to spew his load at Nancy's face. I was surprised to see Nancy pull his gushing cock toward her face and suck the head into her mouth, taking his load in her mouth.
John pulled his cock from Nancy's pussy and moved quickly around to her face, holding his shaft out toward her he stroked it, his cum lancing out in shot after shot across her face as she tried to release Mark's dick and take John's into her mouth. With a groan my own cock exploded inside Christa, my body jerking and spasming as I shot squirt after squirt into her pussy. After what seemed like an hour, my wife stood up, wiping the cum from her face with her hand and sitting down on the log she had been by, her chest heaving as she panted.
"You remember our deal now! No one ever knows about this!" She said sternly and loudly.
"Not a word!" Mark said as he stood rubbing his deflating cock.
"Why not?" Mary asked as she stepped past us and out into the open.
"OH SHIT!" Nancy said, covering her pussy with one hand and her tits with her arm.
"No point in hiding, we saw what happened!" Mary said as she walked closer.
Christa pulled off my cock and stepped out into the open with me close behind.
"I think it's safe to say we all took advantage of the situation." Christa said quietly. "The only question now is, where do we go from here? I for one want to fuck Mike again, if Nancy doesn't mind."
"I'll second that." Mary said, "Especially since you boys kept yourselves busy with Nancy."
Nancy looked from Mary to me, her face a mask of conflicting emotions. Finally she got up and walked over to me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling her face next to mine in a hug. "They said you'd be busy fucking their wives so it was only fair for them to play with me, too." She whispered.
"Did you enjoy it?" I whispered back.
"Not at first, but after while, yeah, I did."
"Do you want to do it again?"
"I don't know, do you?"
"Might be fun on occasion. As long as we don't hide it from each other and don't make it a regular thing."
"That sounds fair to me." She said, turning her face to mine and giving me a kiss, which tasted like a combination of her pussy and cum.
"Sounds fair to me too." I said as I looked at the other two couples who were embracing and whispering, presumably similar discussions with their spouses.
"So it's decided then?" Mary asked as we sat around the fire ring eating lunch. "We can play with each other's spouses, but only on our trips and never at home?" I looked around and saw nods from everyone, wondering just how interesting our future trips were going to be.
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Owning a consulting business has its advantages. Over the years I had been quite successful and enjoyed a few perks for that success. I was enjoying one of them, flying to a consulting job in my Cessna 350 Corvalis, when a fantastic series of events was set in motion. I could never afford such an expensive plane, but after performing several hundred hours of independent testing on it as part of a law suit, they sold the state of the art craft to me for a single dollar. Car type bucket seats and fly by wire technology made it one of the most comfortable planes I had ever flown.
Amanda, a professional photographer that I had used a number of times on jobs like the one we were traveling to, seemed to also enjoy the comfort of this plane compared to the old 172 I used to fly.
I felt the first shudder in the engine while I was busy sneaking a peek at Amanda's legs. With her lounging sleepily in the bucket seat next to me, her already short skirt had ridden up a couple more inches, and the rising sun was just brightening the inside of the cockpit enough for me to really see just how much leg she was unknowingly showing. In fact, if I caught the reflection in the LCD screen just right, I could almost see up between her legs to the light colored panties she wore. Yeah, I knew I was almost twice her age, but hell, she was hot and I was ALWAYS horny. How could I not look?
The second shudder really got my attention, and I went to work in the cockpit; all thought of her panty color and legs leaving my mind as it went into immediate troubleshooting mode.
I knew the electronics of this craft inside out, having done so much testing on the fly by wire during the legal suit. It only took a few moments to check and confirm that the dual ignition system of the fuel injected six cylinder engine was working as designed. We were cruising at nearly one hundred eighty knots, and everything seemed ok. But that second shudder had me on edge. I did not miss the third time it shuddered, just as I was in the middle of checking the fuel system. I caught it in the act. It was just a fluke that I happened to be looking right at the fuel pressure read out when it did it. Just for a moment, it blinked lower. Not a lot, a few pounds, but it was enough to set every alarm bell I had ringing. This baby needed to be on the ground and NOW!
I gave Amanda an unceremonious, almost rude, shove with my hand before I set to work hitting the GPS nav system for the closest airfield. "Tighten your belts, we're setting down." I practically growled as my mind went through emergency modes and check lists. I had filed a VFR plan so I didn't need to contact a controller, but just to be safe I punched in 7700 into my transponder and hit the ident key. The response was almost immediate, Kansas City flight following had me on the radio in seconds asking my emergency. After several terse exchanges with them, they recommended we proceed to KCI for an IFR emergency procedure landing. I was just about to make that turn when the engine tone changed. Air speed quickly started to fall as the engine RPM tailed off to a little more than an idle.
"Negative KC Center. Looks like I just lost power." I responded as my fingers started working the GPS system to find the closest airport. It was tiny, some little 'burg called Milan. I'd never heard of it, but it had a strip. I tipped the wings over and started dropping at nearly a thousand feet per minute; hoping that what little power the engine had would hang on until I could get the wheels on the ground.
In the early dawn morning it was hard to pick out, but with a little help from the GPS pointers I was able to find the single strip of the small airport, sitting just outside what looked like a very small town. KC Center acknowledged my plans and stayed with me until I was out of radar contact, only a thousand feet off the ground. It wasn't my finest landing, but given that I only had one shot at it, I thought it was pretty damn good. The engine had just enough power to idle off the runway and onto a taxiway before it quit completely. But that was ok...we were down.
The airport was small, and to be honest, looked pretty deserted; and the air felt like stepping into a furnace when I popped the door open. "Looks like we have to walk." I said to Amanda as I stepped out and gingerly off the wing. Even for a mid July morning it seemed oppressively hot.
"Well, I suppose I can charge you mileage!" She joked as she unfolded her slim frame barefoot onto the wing. She closed the door and sat down on the smooth aluminum surface to put her high heels back onto her feet while I shook my head at her good looking, but less than functional, footwear. She slid down the smooth metal of the wing and allowed me to catch her before her feet hit the ground, the edge of the wing catching her skirt and pulling it up as she slid off. I only got a glimpse of her cream colored panties before she pulled her skirt back down and blushed a bright red. "Oops. Sorry about that." She almost whispered.
"Not a problem. Last time I checked I still liked looking at beautiful women's panties. Especially if they were still in them!" I responded jokingly, which only made her blush even more.
It was a fairly long walk from where the plane decided to park itself, to the office complex of the small airport. It didn't take much looking around to find out that there was a mechanics office, but that Freddie was in town and didn't work on Wednesdays. That was just great! Freddie didn't leave a phone number either, but did leave the address of his shop in town. I figured maybe we could talk him into making an emergency repair.
Using my iphone I looked up the address and found that it was only a couple miles from the airstrip. A quick call confirmed that it was still too early for Freddie to be there. It was going to be a warm walk into town, but then it was better than sitting out here and roasting. After a short consultation with Amanda, we decided to trek into town and see if we could track down Freddie.
It was still early as we approached the small town, and it showed. The streets were deserted except for a few cars passing by. We found the address of Freddie's shop, but it was still locked up. I decided some breakfast might be in order and the only thing that looked open was a small diner across the street.
"Looks like breakfast!" I said as I led Amanda across the still empty road and entered the tiny diner. To say I was shocked would have been the biggest understatement in the book. There were a number of people sitting around eating, all naked! It looked like a nudist convention. But you could have knocked me over with a feather when the waitress came out of the kitchen with a tray of dishes, and not a stitch of clothing on.
"Be right with you!" She said as she turned and bent to put the dishes down, her easily DD tits swinging enticingly. She turned back and walked up with a smile on her face and only a tiny apron around her waist that failed to completely cover the junction of her legs. "So I take it your new in town?" She asked, looking past us toward where our car might be parked... if we had one.
"Um, Yeah. Did we come at a bad time?" I asked, looking around at the naked patrons.
"Nope, it's the fourteenth." She said as if it explained everything.
"And that means?" I asked, cocking my head and lifting my shoulders to encourage her to explain.
"Oh. Yeah. City ordinance. No clothes in public for National Nude day, unless of course you are from out of town. We can't force you to participate, but everyone in town does, or they stay home." She said with a smile and a shrug. "I can loan you a bag for your clothes if you want." She said, eyeing the growing bulge in my pants as I watched her absolutely fantastic tits jiggle around.
"Just so I understand... everyone in town goes nude? And this happens why?" I asked.
"National Nude Day. The whole town had a say in it and we decided to make it a town holiday. Some of the townsfolk floated the idea as a joke; me and a few others called their bluff, been that way a few years now. Everybody seems to like it."
"I can see why." I said looking around at the mostly male population of the diner and thinking that most of them were probably not here for the food.
"So would you like a booth?" She asked cheerily.
"Yeah, actually we would." I answered, after which she led us to a booth toward the rear that was a bit less in the line of site of the windows and most of the other patrons.
"Here you go. And really, I'd be happy to loan you a sack for your clothes. I mean if you want to take them off and all." She said with a wink. "I'll be back in a sec with menus."
True to her word she was back in a few moments with a pair of menus, and if I was any judge, her tiny apron hiked up a tad more. From my seated position I could easily see her shaved mound, complete with a tiny blue butterfly tattoo. As she set down the menus she stepped her feet slightly apart, allowing me to see her protruding lips, which to my experienced eye, looked like they had been freshly stroked. My attention was temporarily fixed on her glistening lips until she bent over to place silver wear on the table and her large tits hung literally inches from my face.
"So what can I interest you in to drink? Coffee, juice, milk?" She asked, pulling her little pad out of the tiny apron.
"I think some Orange Juice." Amanda said, her voice clearly displaying her nervousness.
"Actually I've always been a milk lover." I said with a smile.
"I'm sure I can find you a nice tall glass." The waitress said with a smile, turning to walk off, allowing her cute ass to wiggle seductively as she headed toward the kitchen.
"Seems like a nice young lady." I said to Amanda as I opened the menu. "What do you think?"
"I'm not sure I could go around naked all day." She replied as she looked around the small diner.
"Why not. You're a very good looking woman. You have nothing to be ashamed of."
"Like you're going to run around naked?" She answered with a smirk.
"Sure, why not?" I answered.
"I've worked for you for how long now? Five years? I think I know you pretty well, and the way you were checking out that waitress you've got to be hard as hell. You sure you want to show that off to everyone who looks your way?" She chided with a grin, her directness surprising me.
"Oh? Sounds like you've been watching me when I wasn't looking."
"Why not? Are you going to tell me you didn't notice how far my skirt was hiked up in the plane? Come on, I'm not that naive. I know you like me wearing these skirts. I just prefer to keep my sexual activities a bit more private."
"Well, if that's how you feel. I dare you to strip for me." I said, wondering if she really would.
"Sure. Like I'm going to run around naked? Fat chance."
"That's a shame." The waitress said as she set two glasses on the table, the smell of turned on pussy clearly evident as she stood close to me. "You look cute. You might find it fun to go naked like this. It's kind of a turn on actually."
"I'm not sure I can actually go naked in front of strange men." Amanda replied.
"You should try it. It's actually kind of fun to tease them."
"Aren't you afraid of getting molested?" Amanda asked her seriously.
"Hasn't happened yet. Besides these old geezers come in every year to watch me. It's kind of fun to see what they will come up with next to get me to do something with them. I never will, but they don't know that." The waitress said with a smile. "So how about it? You two going to join us?"
"Oh, I don't know." Amanda whispered.
"Ok. Why don't I get your order and in the meantime you can think about it!" The waitress said, smiling at me sweetly.
"Well, I'll have the ham and eggs, over easy, white toast." I told her as she scribbled on the pad.
"And you miss?" She asked looking at Amanda.
"I think the biscuits and gravy look pretty good."
"Good choice. I'll be back in a few minutes with your food. And if you change your mind you can use the ladies room to undress, you may find that more comfortable." The waitress said as she turned and headed for the kitchen.
"Might as well, Amanda. Never going to get a chance like this again." I teased.
"Let's admit it; you just want to see me naked!" She shot back at me with a frown. "Sure why not? Besides, didn't you just tell me a little while ago you've been intentionally wearing sexy stuff just to tease me? Just think how much of a tease this will be!"
"Ok, hot shot. I will if you will. But you gotta strip, right here, first! Let's see how cocky you are when you have to show off that boner!"
"So I get up and undress, and then you do? No running to the bathroom and hiding?" I said with a crooked smile.
"Um... Yep." She sighed realizing that she had walked directly into a trap.
"Ok! You're on!" I said, sliding out of the booth and standing up. I was just pulling my shirt tail out of my pants when the waitress came back.
"Ohhhhh decided to join me?" She asked with a smile.
Seems that way." I answered as I turned to face her.
"Well, in that case, let me." She said, reaching out for my shirt and pulling it up and over my head. She tossed it onto the bench seat of the booth and then stepped closer. "This will drive those old geezers nuts." She whispered as she placed her hand on my hard cock and rubbed it through my pants. She stroked me with one hand while the other deftly undid my belt, and the button of my pants. Her hand moved long enough to unzip my pants and then slid inside them, rubbing my increasingly hard dick through my underwear as she pushed my pants down.
"Nice." She said as she crouched down, bringing her face level with my underwear clad cock. She untied my low top hikers and pulled them off, and then worked my pants over my feet, leaving me in nothing but my socks and underwear. "Now, let's take care of this too." She said with a smile, looking up at me as she reached for my briefs. I closed my eyes and tried not to moan as she pulled my underwear down and closed her lips around the head of my cock. "Hmmmmmm" she mumbled around my cock, as she licked and sucked on it gently. She continued to suck my engorged cock while she worked my underwear down my legs and over my feet. "Tasty." She said quietly when she pulled her mouth from my cock. "You wouldn't mind taking care of a really horny pussy with it, would you?"
"That depends on whose it is?" I breathed.
"Mine." She said as she stood up in front of me and reached for my hands. She pulled me across the aisle to the booth on the other side and sat her ass on the edge of the table. She let go of one hand and reached for my hard cock, pulling it toward her pussy as she pulled my hand toward her chest.
"Oh God yes." she whispered, as she rubbed my engorged head around her wet lips. "Slide it in now." She practically begged.
By that point I was thinking with my dick and willingly leaned into her, allowing my cock head to spread her lips and slowly push into her pussy. I let out a quiet moan as I felt my head expand her tunnel and pass that first point of resistance. I felt her velvety smooth walls slowly engulf my shaft, teasing its length and the sensitive spot under my head, as I slowly pushed deeper into her. Finally I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel, nestling into a little pocket next to her cervix. Her whole tunnel seemed to squeeze me with just the right amount of pressure, resisting my efforts as I started to slowly pull back out.
"Oh yeah. That's what I want." She said quietly as I stopped with only the head of my cock inside her, and then pressed deep into her again.
Right then I didn't care who was watching. I had my dick buried in a hot pussy and my hands were busy with both her tits and her clit. I cupped and stroked her tit and nipple, teasing first one and then the other, each growing harder and more puckered as time passed; meanwhile my other fingers were busy stroking her clit while my shaft slid in and out of her wet pussy.
"OH FUCK YES!" She hissed as her body began to tremble. "So fucking good!" She mumbled as my left thumb stroked across her exposed clit. Each time I pressed into her I allowed my thumb to stroke slowly across the hard nub, and then just when I was at the end of her tunnel I would rub it in small circles until I pulled back down her tunnel.
I continued to work her pussy and nipples as her body shook, pushing her closer and closer to her impending orgasm. Her chest heaved and small beads of sweat began to collect in the sweet crevasse created by her sexy breasts. My own climax was building with each second that I teased her closer to hers. Finally she began to spasm, her grunts and moans getting louder by the second as her body began to jerk uncontrollably. I felt her legs wrap around my waist, her heels pulling me deep into her as her whole body shook with spasms, control of her muscles giving way to her orgasm. Slowly her jerking and trembling passed and she pulled herself up until her tits were pressing into my chest and her lips were pressed against mine.
The embrace was soft and hard at the same time, filled with passion and desire. She kissed me wetly for several minutes before finally releasing my neck and leaning back.
"God that was incredible, thank you." She whispered. "I wish I had time to play more. I could definitely get used to having this inside me." She said with a wiggle of her hips, moving herself on my still primed and hard cock. "But I need to get your food. Besides, I don't want to deprive your friend of getting some of this."
"I'm not sure it's exactly what she has in mind." I said.
"Well, if she doesn't, I will. You won't go away unhappy. I pride myself on customer service." She said with a grin.
"And you don't think screwing the customers will get you fired?"
"Nope. The boss would have to fire herself then, and I'm not about to do that." She said as she pushed me backwards, my dick sliding from her pussy with a wet slurp. She then slid off the table, grabbing my hard cock and giving it a few strokes.
"So how about it? Going to get naked and play with his cock?" She asked Amanda as she stepped over to the booth where Amanda was sitting almost in a trance. She reached out and gently tugged on the hem of Amanda's shirt, coaxing her out of the booth. I watched in stunned pleasure, as the waitress slowly undressed Amanda, occasionally placing kisses on Amanda's blushing neck and chest. My dick did anything but go down as the waitress pulled Amanda's shirt up and off, and then reached around to undo her bra. The cups of her bra were held in place by the pressure of the two pairs of sexy tits pressing together, and fell away when the waitress stepped back ever so slightly. Before Amanda could react, she stepped forward again, pressing their tits and nipples into each other.
"That feels nice?" The waitress asked as Amanda closed her eyes and tipped her head back. The waitress motioned me over with a single sensual look, which I readily followed. I was only inches from the two of them as she undid Amanda's skirt and let it fall to the floor, leaving her wearing nothing but a tiny thong panty. "Are you ready to be naked for him? Do you want to feel his eyes devour your body?" The waitress whispered into Amanda's ear just loud enough for me to hear her. Amanda nodded ever so slightly; her head still tipped back, waiting for more kisses to her neck. I watched as the waitress laid her hand flat on Amanda's stomach and then slowly slid it down inside of her thong, continuing down until her middle finger could hook between Amanda's legs and gently stroke her pussy. I couldn't see what was going on inside the panties, but based on Amanda's breathing, it must have felt good. The waitress motioned me closer and, placing a hand behind my head, gently guided me to Amanda's neck. I gently kissed the base of her neck, using my wet lips softly and then following it with a gentle tease with the tip of my tongue. The waitress moved slightly and then guided my head lower, aiming me toward Amanda's soft full breasts; all the while her fingers continuing to stroke Amanda between her legs. My kisses reached Amanda's right nipple, which I sucked hungrily into my mouth, drawing a gentle moan from Amanda.



"Can you feel his hot mouth on you? Does that feel good?" The waitress whispered to Amanda.
A very ragged "Uh huh" was her only answer.
The waitress pulled her hand from Amanda's panties and slipped her fingers into the tiny strings that held it in place, pushing it down, revealing the tiny patch of blond curls shaped like a heart above her meaty pussy. "Would you like to feel his hard fat cock slide into you?" The waitress whispered.
"Oh yes. I've wanted to feel that for a long time." Amanda whispered back.
The waitress pushed Amanda back against the table and pushed our glasses and silverware out of the way. She pulled my arm and coaxed me around in front of Amanda, and then pushed her back on the table, making her lift and spread her legs as her ass was just barely on the table. I lifted her legs and hooked my arms under them as the waitress climbed into the booth and began to gently kiss Amanda's soft tits, at the same time reaching for my hard cock. She rubbed it up and down between Amanda's wet lips, lubricating my head once again before pulling on it, coaxing me to push into her.
With a groan from both of us, I pressed my cock into Amanda's incredibly tight pussy. I only got about three inches into her and had to start making short little strokes, working myself deeper and deeper into her as she lay moaning on the table, the waitresses mouth working one nipple and her fingers playing with her clit.
"Do you want him to fill you with cum?" The waitress whispered, lifting her mouth off Amanda's tit and moving closer to her ear.
"Oh yes." Amanda moaned as the waitress moved her free hand to her nipple and squeezed it. I certainly didn't need any encouragement. I had been wishing to see her tits or pussy for some time; but never had I dreamed I would have her laying on a table, completely naked, with my dick stuffed into her. I started stroking with abandon, each stroke slapping my hips into her ass, making her sexy tits wiggle and swirl in circles.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Amanda cried loudly as her body began to tremble, her pussy spasming around my stroking cock. I could see little sparkles in my vision and hear my heart pounding in my ears as my hard dick approached the point of no return.
I felt a hand on my chest, followed by a set of soft lips encompassing one of my nipples. I looked down and saw the waitress's eyes looking up at me as her teeth closed on my nipple. The sensation was more than I expected and my body jerked, thrusting my cock deep into Amanda and actually moving her on the table slightly. I felt my cock spurt a gush of cum into her pussy, which generated a cry of pleasure from Amanda's lips. Time and again my dick jerked in time with my body and spurted more cum into her pussy. Finally after what seemed like an eternity my mind slowly clawed its way back to reality. I looked down to see Amanda laying on the table, panting, and the waitress half laying on the bench seat of the booth, her fingers flying in and out of her pussy as her chest heaved. Without another thought, I pulled my shrinking dick from Amanda and knelt down in front of the waitress.
Pulling her hand from her pussy, I replaced it with my mouth and went to work sucking and licking her clit, bringing cries of pleasure and begs to make her cum again. Her pussy was practically gushing her tangy sweet juices into my mouth as I tried to drive my tongue deep into her tunnel. Shifting the attention of my mouth to her hard clit, I slipped two fingers deep into her pussy and curled them up, stroking the top of her tunnel.
As I attacked her tunnel with my fingers, my mouth sucked her hard clit between my lips and I flicked my tongue across the tip of it as fast as I could. I watched her squeeze both tits with her hands, using her thumb and finger to roll her nipples as I brought her closer to her climax. Her whole body shook and trembled under my assault and her breathing became more ragged and as her chest heaved small beads of perspiration welled up across her naked body.
"OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH FUCK!" she screamed as her whole body tensed in orgasm while I continued my assault with both my fingers inside her pussy and my tongue on her clit. After what seemed like at least a minute, or more, she began to relax, easing herself down until she was laying flat on the bench with her knees in the air and her pussy on display for everyone to see as I pulled my head and fingers from her.
"Well, they always wanted to see my pussy. I guess they got a good view this time!" She joked as she lay panting on the bench. "But God it was worth it! That was the best orgasm I've had in years."
"Glad I could oblige." I answered as I stood up to help Amanda sit up on the end of the table and down to the seat where she sat down, almost in a daze.
"Well, she sure got a good fucking!" The waitress joked as she looked over the edge of the table at Amanda. "Bet this wasn't on her list of things to do today either."
"I never would have thought I would be naked in public, let alone get screwed in public!" Amanda responded quietly, shaking her head and looking at me. "What did I let myself get talked into?"
"Sweetie. I can tell you from experience, you got talked into the best fuck you might ever get!" The waitress said with a crooked smile. "And if you have half a brain you'll make damn sure you don't let him get away without giving you a lot more of it!" She continued as she slid out of the booth. "I think I better go get your breakfast now." I sat down in the space she vacated and looked down the length of the dinner and noted how many of the "old geezers" as she called them, were staring at us.
It took a few minutes, but she came back looking a bit freshened up, at least no longer sweating, and carrying plates of food which I was really craving now. "Anything else I can get for you?" She asked in a very businesslike tone as she knelt on the seat next to me. "I think you need your face wiped though. Let me." she whispered as she planted a wet, sensuous kiss on my lips, followed by a shower of slow wet kisses that cleaned all of her pussy juices from my face. "There, much better." She said as she pulled away, both of us panting and my dick once again hard. "If you need anything else...please let me know and I'll be happy to take care of it." She said with a seductive grin and a quick squeeze of my dick.
"No, I think this will do for now." I said as I closed my eyes for a moment, wondering if I was going to get to eat or not, and not complaining one way or the other. She pulled her hand from my lap and got up, leaning over to whisper something I couldn't hear to Amanda before walking away with a smirk on her face.
"So what did she say?" I asked Amanda after the waitress was gone.
"She said that if I was smart I would sit next to you and keep that dick hard so I can get fucked again after breakfast."
"Ah." I said as I tore into the eggs on my plate. I hadn't realized just how hungry I was.
The rest of breakfast was quiet. Amanda ate without taking her eyes from me, and I wondered just what she was thinking. Finally after we had finished and the waitress had come and cleared the plates away, I asked her. "So tell me, what's going through that mind of yours? You haven't taken your eyes off me since we started eating."
"I was just wondering how I managed to not get fucked by you sooner. I mean, she's right, it was the best sex I've ever had. But then again, it's also the only sex I've ever had with a man." She said quietly.
"You were a virgin?" I asked incredulously.
"Not exactly. Just not with a real dick. I mean I've done things with lots of toys, and even played around a bit, but I haven't ever been fucked that way before."
"Well, I'm sorry it was such a public display then." I told her, honestly feeling a bit like I had taken advantage of her.
"Oh don't be." She said as she blushed. "It was fantastic. I just wouldn't have chosen to do it like this myself. But I think this place is definitely back on the menu for lunch don't you?"
"Speaking of lunch. If we plan on getting the plane fixed we better get over to the mechanic." I said standing up and digging through my clothes to find my wallet.
"Uh uh." The waitress said as she came over to the table with a couple plastic sacks. "This one was on me." She said as she wrapped her arms around my neck and planted a soft kiss on my lips, her hard nipples pressing into my chest. "And if you come back later you can have all the free lunch you want, as long as you make me cum like that again!" She whispered in my ear.
"Thank you. I think Amanda is already planning on coming back for lunch."
"Oh good." She said with a smile. "By the way, my name is Jenny."
"Hi Jenny. I'm Mike and this is Amanda. I guess it's always nice to know names, at least if you're going to have sex."
"Uh huh". She added. "Don't be a stranger now." She said letting go of me. I stepped back and loaded our clothes into the bags and gave Jenny a quick kiss before turning and walking toward the doors. Every eye in the place followed us toward the door, including the few naked women that had showed up un-noticed someplace along the line.
It wasn't a far walk to the mechanics, and there were a number of naked people walking around the streets, but it still felt really odd to be walking naked in public this way. I was beginning to wonder if it really was worth all this to get to into Amanda's pants. I discarded the thought quickly. Of course it was worth it! And I had a feeling it would be worth a LOT in the future. I opened the door of Freddie's shop and stepped into the cool, obviously air conditioned, shop.
"Can I help you?" A young lady said, standing up from where she had been bent over the fender of a rather expensive looking BMW Z4.
"Yeah." I said, trying to pry my eyes away from the massive tits that were swaying tantalizingly on her slim frame. "We're looking for Freddie?" I said as I took in her long blond hair and sparkling green eyes.
"You found her!" She said wiping her hands on a rag and walking toward us, making her tits swing even more. And now that the car was not blocking her crotch, her completely shaved mound was exposed to my view. "What can I do for you?"
"Well." I said dragging my gaze to her grinning face. "We had some trouble and had to set down at your airport. The sign said to find Freddie here."
"What kind of a plane is it?" She asked, her smile turning serious as she realized that I was there for more than just ogling her fantastic tits.
"Corvalis 350. Lost power and I saw a few dips in the fuel pressure before we put down."
"Wow." She said with a low whistle. "That's a pretty fancy piece of equipment. Where is it now?"
"Sitting out on the taxiway. That's as far as it would go."
"Well, we better go get it before something happens." She said as she turned and headed toward the office. She came back a few moments later with a set of keys in her hand. "Since you came in by plane I guess you don't have a car." She said with a grin. "And you sure don't want to walk all the way back to the airport dressed like that, so how about a ride? I can take one of you."
"I don't need to go." Amanda said quickly. "Is there someplace I can wait?"
"Sure. If you go into the back room over there you will find a nice little sitting room. No point in exposing you to all the guys who will drop in just for a quick look, if you know what I mean."
"Thank you. It has been a bit....well, stressful walking around this way."
"No problem" Freddie said. "OK stud, come with me!" she added as she headed to the back of the shop. As she led me outside, she pulled a helmet off a shelf and headed over toward a rather racy looking Yamaha sport bike. "You're gonna need this." She said with a grin as she picked up the full face helmet hanging on the handle bars.
I quickly pulled the helmet on as she did the same with hers and then swung her leg over the bike, giving me a quick flash of pussy as she mounted. "You know. There are guys in this town who would pay a pretty penny for the ride your about to get!" She said through the lifted visor, just before she hit the starter button.
I got the idea real quick that if I wanted a ride it was going to be behind her, so I stepped forward and pushed down the rear pegs. It only took me a moment to step onto the bike behind her and settle onto the small seat. What to hang on to was an issue, as was what to do about the hardon that was sticking up between us.
"Go ahead. Wrap 'em around me and hold on tight!" She said with a laugh as I tentatively put my arms around her body. Hold on tight was an understatement. By the time we had made the first turn out of the alley I had slid up tight to her back, pressing my hard dick between us, and grabbing a hand full of whatever I could around her waist. She accelerated quickly, to nearly fifty in a few seconds, and I squeezed her tight to hang on. Eventually I realized that one hand had a near death grip on a very nice breast, with a hardening nipple pressing into my palm. "Nice grip!" she yelled over the engine as she stopped at a stop sign; after which she cranked the throttle and rocketed back to fifty as if her tail were on fire. And a very cute tail at that. She took a few sharp turns, rolling to a stop in front of the maintenance hangar at the airport, almost before I realized we had arrived. "Here we are!" She said cheerily as she balanced the bike and pulled her helmet off, sitting more upright.
"Sorry." I said as I unwrapped my arms from around her, reluctantly letting go of the handful of breast I had.
"No worries. It was the best grope anyone has put on me in a long time!" She said with a giggle as I climbed off from behind her. When I pulled my helmet off here was no doubt about where her eyes were looking as she leaned the bike onto the side stand and stepped off; making the swing of her leg take a little longer than was probably necessary. The wet spot on the bike seat where her pussy had rubbed was pretty obvious as she reset her feet after stepping off. She lifted one knee almost to her chest and set her foot on the seat of the bike, leaning forward to re-tying a short boot that looked to be tied just fine, at the same time allowing me an incredible view of her exposed, and obviously wet, pussy.
"So what do you say we pull your plane down here and let's see what we can see?" She said as she dropped her foot and cast a quick glance at my hard cock bouncing in time with my heartbeat confirming that I had indeed taken advantage of the view she had given me. She walked over to the door and opened it using a key from the ring she used to start the bike, and walked into the gloom. In a few seconds the massive bay door began to lift open. Before it had gotten fully open I heard an engine start deep inside and a few moments later, an old airport tug came charging and smoking out of the hanger, squealing to a halt in front of me.
"Come on!" She called over the noisy engine, patting the narrow seat next to her. I stepped onto the unusual cart and dropped into the seat next to her just as she hit the gas and took off across the tarmac. "Don't you just love the wind blowing in your hair?" She called as we drove down the long taxiway toward my disabled aircraft.
"Sure. I just keep mine a bit shorter!" I said with a laugh.
"Depends on where you look!" She laughed back, instantly throwing my mind back to the view I had of her shaved pussy.
"I guess it does!" I replied, my dick gaining some of the stiffness it had started to lose. She whipped the little cart around in front of my plane, almost too close in my opinion, and then hopped out to hook up the little tow bar. It only took a moment of tugging and jerking to get my plane's nose gear to turn and connect to the tow bar she had unshipped from the side of the cart. With the connection made, she jumped back in and dropped it in gear. "And away we go!" She said jovially.
As we moved at a crawl along the almost mile long taxiway Freddie leaned over toward me so far her tit was pressing into my bare arm as she asked "So what does your wife think of you running around naked with other women?"
"Amanda? She's not my wife. She works for me." I practically shouted over the revving and smoking engine.
"Really?" She shouted back, a look of surprise on her face. "I wouldn't have guessed, I mean after the diner and all."
"Huh? What about the diner?"
"Well, I caught a little bit of your show over there when I stopped for morning coffee. I don't think that Jenny has been that well fucked in years. Not since her shithead husband left her!" I could feel my face turning red at realization that she had watched part of what ended up being a very public sexibition. "Well, look at you all blushing and all. I never would have thought you were the bashful type!" Freddie shouted over the engine. "It's kind of cute!"
I shook my head and looked over at her smiling face as we worked our way slowly down the long taxiway. My eyes soon wandered down to her tits, glistening in the sunlight with a light sheen of perspiration that was breaking out from the hot sun. Her glance back quickly identified where my eyes were fixed.
"Like what you see?" She called as she reached into my lap and wrapped one hand around my hard cock. "I have to admit your pretty damn good looking yourself!"
"Thanks!" I called back over the roar of the motor as we made the turn off the taxiway toward the hanger. Her hand was still in my lap, now stroking my cock slowly and almost automatically; her attention focused on approaching the hanger so she didn't clip the wings of my plane as she pulled in. The roar of the tug grew significantly as we rolled into the hanger and made a fast U turn to point back out. I was impressed that she managed to make such a slick move. Not only that she had, but that she had done so one handed. Releasing my cock she reached down and hit the key on the tug, plunging us into silence. We sat in silence for several seconds before she slid out of the tug and walked off, coming back a few moments later pushing a tall tool box looking cart.
"Let's see what's going on here then!" She said as she wheeled it to the plane and unhooked a step stool from the side. I was surprised how quickly and how smoothly she located all the fasteners and had the cowling open; her body bent at the waist on top of the stool and her head buried into the engine compartment. I walked around the cart and looked at the screen of the laptop built into the cart; the computer in the airplane happily sharing its memories with the one in the cart. Freddie climbed down and stepped to the computer screen, poking a few keys and making small noises as her discoveries sent her mind off toward possible problems and solutions. For several minutes I thought she had completely forgotten I was even standing there, until she said "Well, it looks like the fuel pump failed, and that is one thing that is not redundant on these." as she pulled several tools from the box, with a pair of mechanics gloves, and climbed back up on the tall step stool. As she leaned into the compartment and started working deep in the engine area, I stepped behind her, and was stunned by the view I had.
With her standing on the stool, her firm round ass was just at face level, and her bent body and slightly spread legs pushed her pussy out with a most inviting view. Her full outer lips were split by a pair of soft pink inner lips, glistening with tiny droplets of her moisture as they spread ever so slightly apart. It was all I could do to not just lean in and lick them, they were so inviting. I had been staring so long, and so intently, I didn't even realize I was slowly stroking my cock and that she was looking back over her shoulder watching me.



"If it looks that good, why don't you do something about it?" She said quietly, moving her feet as far apart as the stool would allow. My brain, fully overloaded with hormones, needed no more invitation. I stepped the few short feet between us and moved my hands to her firm ass. Giving it a gentle squeeze I pressed my face between her creamy cheeks and licked my tongue slowly up and down between her tender lips.
"Ohhhhhh fuck." She mumbled as I moved a hand from her ass to between her legs, allowing my finger to search out, and find, her hard clit. "Oh Jesus you're good at that." She moaned as she hung onto the plane for balance while I worked my tongue deeper inside of her and teased her hard clit with my finger tip.
I lost track of time as I lost myself in her succulent pussy, her moans and wetness driving me to continue my pleasant ministrations until my mind and body demanded more.
"Come down here." I said, pulling my face from her pussy. She turned and climbed down the steps facing me, and then threw her arms around my neck. Her mouth pressed to mine as she pulled our bodies, her soft lips teasing mine and tasting her own juices. I let my arms wrap around her and stroke the back of her body, moving up and down her spine, from shoulders to firm ass, as we embraced; our lips and tongues teasing seductively. I felt one of her arms move from around my neck and trail down to my waist, where it slid between us, finding my hard cock. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked it in the confined space a few times before she pushed her body away from mine slightly. Her hand forced my cock down until it was bent slightly downward, and then she pulled herself back toward me, positioning me between her legs, the top side of my cock rubbing against her wet pussy.
"Oh yes!" She moaned into my mouth as she her arm returned to my neck and she began to hump her hips to mine, riding my dick in short choppy strokes. "Oh God yes." I heard and felt her moan as her whole body began to tremble. "I'm going to cum!" She squeaked loudly as she buried her head in my shoulder and humped her hips harder against mine. I felt her teeth gently bite my shoulder as she tried to stifle the cry of pleasure that was escaping her lips; her whole body twitching and jerking. I held her tightly for long seconds while her orgasm faded and her breathing began to return to normal, my hard shaft still trapped between her legs. Shakily she pushed away from me and looked into my eyes. "I can't believe I just did that. I don't just go around having sex with strangers." She whispered, her eyes looking into mine as if searching for something. Finally, after several long seconds, she seemed to make up her mind about what she was looking for and in a very quiet, girlish voice asked me, "Will you fuck me? Please?"
"I'd love to." I whispered back, reaching for her hands that were still around my neck. I pulled her hands from my neck and then used them to guide her as I walked backwards, around the wing and toward the fuselage. I felt my back come to rest against the side of the plane and pulled her close to me; letting go of her hands I slid mine down to her waist, and stepping away from the plane turned her until she was backed up against the wing. I smiled and lifted her slightly, setting her bare bottom on the edge of the wing and then sliding my hands down her legs as she leaned back. I hooked my hands under her knees and lifted and spread her legs; stepping between them until the head of my cock was just touching her wet lips. She laid all the way back on the wing and pulled her legs wide with her own hands as I rubbed the head of my cock around her wet pussy, both spreading her lubrication around my head while also teasing her now fully exposed clit.
"Oh fuck." She whispered as the head of my cock pressed gently into the entrance of her tunnel. I pressed in only enough for my head to slip slightly inside and then pulled it out again, rubbing it around her wet lips and back and forth across her clit. Again, I entered her extremely tight tunnel, sinking in slightly deeper before pulling out and teasing her clit again.
"Yes! Do it! Please!" She begged, her eyes staring straight at mine as I sunk slightly deeper into her. I pressed and slowly sunk into her pussy, allowing her to expand around my mushroom head as her pussy slowly consumed my long shaft. "Oh my God!" She moaned as my balls finally rested against her firm ass. She laid her head back on the wing as I started to slowly withdraw from her again, stopping this time while only my head was inside. I pressed into her again, slightly faster than before, her pussy gripping me snuggly with each inch that entered her. Again I pulled back, and slid into her, faster than the last time.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned as I began pumping in and out of her hot tunnel, faster with each stroke. I reached up to her huge, sexy tits and began to tease and pull her nipples in time with my strokes. Each time my hips bumped her sexy ass her whole body shook, making her big tits swirl around; her nipples pulled and twisted by the natural motion of her sexy mounds.
"Oh God. I won't last much longer!" I said between gritted teeth, knowing that my climax was building, only seconds from pumping its hot load into her sexy body.
"Not in me! Please, not in me!" She moaned as her whole body trembled with its building climax. In frustration, I pulled from her pussy, and pressed my cock against her wet lips with one hand. The friction of her hard clit sliding up and down the bottom of my shaft was enough to push us both over the top. Her whole body was shaking as my cock began to spew its load out, lancing shot after shot of hot cum across her tits and stomach until she was covered in my cum. Some of it sliding and dripping off her big tits.
She let go of her legs and reached out to draw them around me, holding me against her pelvis as she lay panting, rubbing the cum around her body like lotion. "I always wondered how that would feel." She said quietly. "What's that?" I asked with some confusion. "Getting squirted on?"
"Oh, that and being fucked by a real dick . Jackie does a pretty good job of taking care of most of my horniness with her toys. But that was definitely different!"
"Who's Jackie?" I asked, even more confused.
"Jackie is my partner." She said as if that explained everything. In a way it did, but it also brought up so many more questions.
"Um, I see... I think." I said as she disengaged her legs from around me and pushed herself up to sit on the wing. She reached for my neck and pulled my face down to hers, giving me a long slow wet kiss that had an almost immediate effect, starting mister happy growing again.
"Hmmm, looks like your batteries recharge faster than my favorite toy." She said with a giggle as she felt my growing hardness against her belly. "But I think I better take care of that fuel pump before we go down this road again."
With that she pushed me away and slid off the wing, standing in front of me and leaning in for another long slow kiss. "You know." She whispered, as her hand found my cock and stroked it slowly, "I could kiss you all day. You are such a damn good kisser."
"You're not so bad yourself." I whispered as my hands stroked the sides of her large tits.
"Hmmmmm Thank you!" She cooed with a smile as she let go of my cock and pushed me away. "I better get to work or we'll be at this all day!"
"Is that a problem?" I asked with a laugh.
"Maybe." She answered simply as she walked around the wing, headed back to the engine area. I watched her climb up the stool again and could not resist the temptation to tease my fingers between her wet lips while she bent over to work. "Oh God. You keep that up and I'm going to make you fuck me again!" She said from inside the cowling.
"And that would be a problem why?" I asked. Without a word she spent almost fifteen minutes bent over in the cowling working before pushing herself out to stand up on the stool. She climbed down with a part in her hand and then turned around to set it down on the stool. She bent over and stuck her ass out at me. "Ok. You wanted it, it's yours!" She said as she spread her legs apart and arched her back so her pussy stuck out at me.
"You want it?" I teased.
"Fuck yes! You've been teasing the shit out of me and I'm almost ready to cum already!" She said with a laugh. "If you don't stick that cock in me I think I'm going to die!"
"I can arrange that!" I said with a grin as I stepped behind her. I rubbed the head of my cock around her wet lips and slid easily into her well lubricated tunnel, eliciting a small moan from her.
"Ohhhhh, so nice!" She said as I started stroking, long and slow, into her. I took my time, working in and out at a leisurely pace, not wanting to rush things; and also realizing that her very tight tunnel would fire me off in about two seconds if I really went at it. Even so, it seemed like only a few short minutes before I felt my balls tightening up as her climax approached. I could feel the first pulsations in her velvety tunnel as her climax worked right to the edge. I reached around her and found her nipples with my hands and gave each one a gentle squeeze and pull, causing her to cry out as her orgasm crashed suddenly over her. Her body jerked and spasmed around my cock as I continued to stroke into her; my own climax only moments away. I pulled out and started to stroke my own cock to completion, only to be met with a cry of "NOOOO!"
With a smile I aimed my cock at her still open hole and stuffed it back in. The extra sensation of re-entering her pushed me over the top and my body jerked, ramming my cock deep into her pussy as it gushed the first of many shots of my cum into her. Time and again my body jerked and added to the volume trapped in her pussy, before it finally slowed and I stood panting, my cock shriveling inside her.
"Oh god that was intense!" She panted from where she leaned on the stool. "I hope you have a lot more where that came from."
"I do, why?"
"Because your fuel pump is shot and you're going to be stuck here 'till tomorrow." She said with a grin as she pulled off my cock and turned to face me.
"Well, I suppose I can always get a room at the hotel."
"What hotel? There isn't one. What I can do is offer for the two of you to stay at our place. I know that Jackie hasn't been fucked by a guy in years, but I think you just might be man enough to charm her into it."
"Why would I want to do that?" I asked.
"Well, since you already fucked my girlfriend, I might want a little myself!" I heard a voice behind me say. I turned around and saw a very sexy woman in her mid twenties, long blond hair flowing over her shoulder and down her front almost to her thin waist; partially obscuring a set of tits that were easily as big as Freddie's.
"Not to mention that cute thing you have with you might be a nice payback too." I looked back and forth between the two women, eventually asking if they were serious.
"Oh I'm quite serious." Jackie said as she stepped up to me and stroked down my chest with a finger. "If you could seduce Freddie, then you must be pretty good. And I am always ready for 'pretty good'!" She said as she let her fingers slide around my balls and cup them in her hand.
"So, you game to stay the day, and night, with the two of us?" she challenged.
"Well, since I'm stuck here I don't see any reason to turn down such generous accommodations." I answered.
"Good. It's settled then. Freddie will bring you home when she gets done here, and I'll go collect your little friend from the shop and see how sweet she really is." Jackie said as she turned and walked away, her cute ass wiggling seductively as she went.
"What have I gotten myself into?" I asked myself as Freddie walked toward the office area with my defunct fuel pump in her hand. I had a feeling I was going to be very tired by the time the morning of the 15th rolled around.
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Teaching at a University has its advantages, especially for a dirty old man like me. Yeah, I know what you're going to say, I'm not really a dirty old man, I'm just an over sexed, erotically inclined man who knows how to seduce and treat a woman. Of course you would be correct, as the women I have seduced can attest to. But just the same, when it comes to the relatively young twenty year old sorority girls that wear realllllly short skirts, tight shirts and thong panties that peak over the top of their micro shorts, I do classify as a dirty old man. I mean really, I have kids older than these girls, and to be honest, as much as I might have a passing lust for them, they don't know, or don't care, that I exist except for the material I teach and the grade that I give them for their work. That is the way I thought it was, until the semester Amber was in my class.
There are a few rules to being a professor. Teach well, always leave yourself in a defensible position on how you grade and act, and never ever, ever, mess around with a student. That last one will get your ass fired faster than anything else. So to that end, I enjoyed the teasing dress of the girls I had in my classes, and on occasion thought (outside of class) what it might be like to undress one or two. But that is where it stayed, just idle fantasy. This semester looked to be about the same. Not a lot of girls take the courses I teach, comprising only about fifteen or so out of the hundred students signed up.
The first few weeks of class were normal, the students spread around the lecture hall, many sitting in the back and a small portion sitting toward the front. It's usually easy to tell the first day which students will excel and which will just scrape by. I can frequently tell the first day just by where they choose to sit. The back row is there to get it over with, mine being a required course, and the ones in the front row are anxious to excel. The ones in the middle will usually do well, and tend to be more easy going. I rarely have the chance to memorize all the names of my students, having a bad memory for that kind of thing anyway, so a class roster with pictures makes a big difference for me.
It's not unusual for the class to shuffle around from day to day, but in general the ones in the back stay in the back, and the ones in the front the first day stay toward the front. So on the fourth Wednesday of lecture I was checking my roster to see who the young lady was that seemed to be bucking that trend. Each day she had been moving forward, one row at a time, until here she was, sitting in the front row. My roster listed her as Amber, and boy was she cute. Brown hair slightly longer than shoulder length, brown eyes, cute smile, almost perfectly proportioned face with a perky little nose, and oh yeah... petite body with a killer set of C cup breasts, barely hidden by her black and white striped tube top. Her legs were long and slender and looked pretty sexy in the pair of sandals that had ties that wound up her legs a third of the way to her absolutely tiny white skirt. Yeah, there was no doubt that this one would be the target of a few wet dreams.
I did my best to keep my eyes off of her during lecture, not because I didn't want to look, but because each time I did she distracted the hell out of me. The first time I looked she was leaning forward with her pencil rubbing back and forth across one breast, and teasing her nipple until it showed obviously through her top. The second time she was sitting with her legs spread and it was easy to see the pink of her panties up under the incredibly short skirt. After that I did everything I could to keep my eyes off of her and repress the hardon growing in my pants. I hoped that I was able to maintain my composure enough that the rest of the class didn't notice how distracted she made me feel and it was a relief when she got up and walked out with the rest of the class.
Friday came and I wondered if Amber would still be so....provocative. I got my answer as soon as I walked into the room. She sat in the front row wearing a white button down sun dress that seemed to hug her slim form and large breasts. I went about getting ready for lecture, trying not to look and get too distracted, while at the same time trying hard to sneak peeks. I got my lecture started and glanced her direction, almost losing my train of thought as I watched her fingers undo the top most button of the sun dress. I collected my thoughts and continued with my lecture, periodically looking over to see the buttons slowly being undone, one every few minutes.
The lecture was almost over, and her dress had been undone nearly to her waist, allowing a long triangle of well tanned skin to be exposed to my view, along with part of her smooth breasts and the valley between them. It was all I could do to not stare open mouthed as she slid her hand inside her dress. Her eyes locked with mine, and my eyes darted to her hand as it stroked inside her unbuttoned dress and down over her round breast, her wrist pushing the material aside as she continued down to her stomach, the gapping material giving me an incredibly quick glimpse of her whole breast before she slid her hand out and allowed the material to move back against her body once again.
I shook away the thoughts that were surging into my head and tried my best to sound coherent as I suddenly announced a pop quiz. The class groaned in unison, all except for Amber who smiled knowingly. I turned and wrote a quick question on the board and turned back to the class, by which time the dress had been neatly buttoned back to the bottom of Amber's breasts.
I watched the class dig for paper and prepare to write an answer to the question, Amber included, her dress gaping open and giving me a view of her entire hanging breast. I stood at the lectern and watched her as she wrote on her paper, an answer that was far too long to merely be the answer to the quiz. Then I watched as her hand disappeared between her legs, her eyes watching me to be sure I saw her actions. Moments later it came back out and a long, wet streak was applied with her finger across the top of her answer page. By that time the rest of the class was filing its way down to drop off the quiz before leaving. Amber waited patiently as she slowly packed her book bag, and subtly rebuttoned the rest of her dress.
With all the class gone except her, she got up from her chair and turned around, bending over to get her bag, her dress riding up her ass enough to reveal a pair of white panties with an obviously darker crotch from the same wetness that was smeared across her quiz answer. I was still staring at her as she walked toward me with her quiz, a sweet smile on her face and a smolder of lust in her brown eyes. My cock was already springing to attention before she got close enough to hand me her quiz, which I took. Her hand dropped after giving me her paper, and I felt it brush lightly across the bulge in my pants as she started to walk away.
I swallowed hard and stepped over to the podium to put the quizzes up, and turned hers over to see what she had written. I was shocked to see her feminine scroll saying "I think you are so fucking hot and I want to unzip your pants and suck your cock. Would you like to take my panties off and lick my sweet shaved pussy? I bet you can smell how wet you make me."
I flipped the paper back over and stuffed it in my brief case with the rest of them, practically in shock, both at what I had seen and at the sentiment she had expressed. It only took me a few minutes to walk back to my office and drop into my chair, still stunned. She was flat ass hot, but any thought of messing with her was...well...unthinkable. "I mean it could be my job!" I reasoned out loud as I pulled the quizzes out of my bag and put them on the desk. I picked up her quiz and sniffed the top of the paper. Oh yeah, it smelled like pussy!
I shook my head hard, trying to dislodge the thought of what her pussy might look like under the white panties and put the paper down. It took an effort, but I managed to get back to the project I had been working on before class. My phone beeped at me indicating I was late for a meeting and I rushed out of the office.
It wasn't a long meeting, only about half an hour. Returning to my office I dropped into my chair and moved to get back to work. After several minutes I turned to locate the data sheets on a flow control valve, as I sat reading the data sheet, the longer I sat the more uneasy I became. Something was amiss...
The seconds turned into almost a full minute before I realized what it was. The pile of homework that had been handed in two days before were missing, as were the stack of quizzes. "Oh Shit!" Ran through my mind in a fraction of a second. The only thing I could think was that my grader, a cute young lady from the previous semester's class, had picked up the homework to grade, and taken the quizzes too. If she found that note from Amber I could be in deep shit. The only thing I could do if it came up was be honest....I hadn't done anything and I didn't know anything. Yeah. Yeah, I could make that stick.
The weekend was definitely long and stressful. I had no idea what would be waiting for me on Monday. But Monday did finally come and I was pleasantly surprised to not have the police, or worse, the department head waiting for me. I relaxed as the day moved ahead, and before long it was time for class.
I walked into class and started setting things up, logging into the computer and opening the files containing my class slides. I looked up from the podium computer as Amber walked in, her eyes connecting with mine as she walked past. The smile on her face was nothing less than sexy as she stepped to a chair right in front of where I usually stand and sat down; her tiny denim skirt riding up her legs as she crossed them. She bent over to dig her notebook out of her book bag and her button down blouse fell open enough for me to look clear down her front, confirming my initial suspicion that she had no bra on again today.
I mentally shook off the image and got ready to start lecture. I struggled to keep my eyes off Amber while I conducted class, glancing her way occasionally, but never letting my eyes linger. I was most of the way through the lecture when I paused to allow the students to copy some information that I had written on the white board, and looked over at Amber. She sat slightly slouched, her knees spread about a foot or so apart. There was no doubt at all about what I was seeing. My cock practically jumped in my pants as I tore my eyes from her shaved pussy, clearly visible to me under her skirt. I turned my back and headed for the board to erase before starting again, allowing me to hide my sudden growth. It took a lot of effort, but I managed to avoid looking at her again until class was over and I could stand behind the podium and hide what would happen.
After the class room emptied, I headed back to my office, only to find Amber waiting at my office door. "Professor C, do you have time for a few questions?" She asked sweetly as I walked to my office door.
"Uh. Sure. Come on in." I replied as professionally as I could. I dropped my bag by my chair and dropped into it as Amber pulled the student chair around the side of my desk so she was facing me.
"I have a few questions on the homework. I'm not sure I understand how to program the array processing loop." She said as she pulled her laptop out and began booting it up. She crossed one leg with her ankle on her other knee to support her computer, which also pushed her legs apart and her skirt even higher. I couldn't help but notice that in her current position it was easy for me to see her naked pussy under her skirt and her laptop. Finally after her computer had gotten most of the way booted she thankfully rotated her chair around and put her leg down so she was next to me and I could see what she was doing.
We spent several minutes working through how to program the software assignment, stepping through the process while she worked to create the program on her laptop. "So it then once we have this, all we have to do is put in the data set from a file?" Amber asked.
"Yep. Open up a text editor and create the array file." I said as she navigated to the windows bar. What came up was far from a text editor, in fact it was a photo slide show, and the star attraction was Amber. "Um. You sure you don't want to close that?" I asked as the images of Amber flashed every second or so, each one with her wearing less and less until she was down to her bra and a pair of thong panties, both of which disappeared in the next two frames. The images continued with her bent over, her butt pushed out at the camera, her sitting on a chair with her legs hanging over the arms and a large purple vibrator sticking from her sexy shaved pussy. The last frame was a picture of her lifting her hips toward the camera, nothing in her bare pussy, but an obvious stream of girl cum squirting toward the camera.
"I'm really proud of that last one!" She announced with a smile as she set down her laptop on the corner of my desk and swiveled her chair around to face me, pushing it back a foot or two. "The pictures just don't do it justice though." She said as she hiked her skirt up almost to her waist and spread her legs wide apart, revealing her naked shaved pussy and a damp spot on the chair. "You know. For some reason you really turn me on!" She confessed as she slid a finger down between her legs and stroked it between her pussy lips, drawing it out glistening with her juices. "So, do I turn you on?" Amber asked with a sensuous smile.
"Um...You're going to get me fired!" I said to her, my eyes still glued on her pussy as her finger slid back inside her wet tunnel.
"Oh, I wouldn't want to do that! But you have to answer me first." She said in mock seriousness as she raised her legs a bit to expose more of her pussy to my view.
"Uh...Hell yes you turn me on! Now please pull your skirt down!" I implored quietly.
"Ohhhh Good idea!" She enthusiastically as she got up and stepped over to a corner of my office that was out of sight of the small window in my closed door. She turned around to face away from me, and in seconds her skirt was on the floor around her ankles, her ass pushing out toward me and her wet pussy fully on display.
"Amber!" I snapped at her.
"Oh, silly me!" She said as she turned to face me, naked from the waist down. "Of course you want to see my tits too!" She said in a low voice as she pulled her shirt up to her neck, leaving her naked from neck to ankles.
"Damn!" I muttered as I looked at her sexy body. "I'd love to do something, but that would get me soooo fired!" I groaned.
"Well, we wouldn't want that!" She answered, dropping her shirt and turning around. She bent over to pull her skirt up again, her pussy pushing out at me looking soooo fuckable.
I groaned quietly as she slowly slid her skirt up her legs, leaving me wanting so badly to walk over there and shove my now hard cock into her pussy. I was both relieved and disappointed when she covered herself and turned around, once again presentable.
"See you tomorrow night then?" She asked me as she stepped to my desk, closed her laptop and slid it into her bag. "At the help session I mean." She said with a sly grin.
"Uh, yeah." I said, as she leaned over and rubbed her hand up and down the rock hard cock straining at my pants seam.
"I really want to see that sometime!" She said with a giggle and a quick squeeze.
"Uh yeah, maybe some time." I replied lamely as she turned and walked across the office to leave.
Tuesday came and went as a normal day, except for the evening, when I had to come back for a help session. There were a number of students there, including Amber. I was thankful to see she was wearing a zippered sweat shirt which covered her adequately, and a matching pink skirt of the same material that was quite short. Fortunately, I couldn't see much in the computer room we were working in.
After a couple hours I had answered all the questions I could and called it a night, heading back to my office. I dropped things off and was about to head out the door to leave when I heard a knock. Sure enough there was Amber, peeking in the single tiny window in my office door. I shook my head knowing that there was no way to avoid dealing with her. I had resolved to tell her that what she had done in my office was very dangerous and could not be repeated.
I walked over and opened my door.
"Doctor C!" She said brightly as she stepped into my office, her body nearly pressing against mine. "I have one more question before you go home for the night."
"And what is that?" I asked her as she stepped toward me again, her breasts now touching my chest.
"Do you think I'm sexy?" She whispered as she reached for my hand and gently lifted it from the door so it would swing closed behind us.
"You know what you did in my office was very dangerous and we simply can't allow that to happen again." I said sternly to her, my cock growing in my pants at the feel of her breasts against my chest.
"I agree. We can't, but you didn't answer my question. Do you find me sexy?" She asked quietly.
"Hell, of course you're sexy!" I answered, "But you have to understand that you put my job at risk!"
"Well, I don't want you to lose your job!" She said stepping back. I took a breath in relief that she understood as she slipped her backpack off her shoulder and unzipped it. She dug into it for a moment and then came out with a long piece of black fabric. Her butt brushed against the bulge in my pants as she turned to face the door. Her arms reached up and with a snap secured a black fabric strip so it hung over the window on the door. "There. Door locked, no one can see in. That should help." She said as she turned toward me and lifted her hands to the zipper of her sweatshirt. "Now where were we?" She asked as she pulled the zipper down and pushed the sweatshirt off her shoulders, leaving her naked from the waist up. After shaking the sleeves of the sweat shirt off, her hands went behind her, and in moments her pink skirt was sliding down her legs. She stepped out of the skirt and, wearing nothing but a tiny pair of white canvas shoes, stepped back to me, wrapping her arms around my neck.
"Mmmmm." I moaned into her mouth as her lips pressed to mine and my mind gave up trying to fight my body. We stood there for long seconds, our lips pressed to each other, wetly tasting each other as our tongues darted in and out, and danced with each other.
"Ohhhhh, I am so wet. Touch me and feel how wet I am already." She whispered as she removed one arm from around my neck and pulled one of my arms down. She found my hand and guided it to her pussy, almost immediately grinding her sopping wet pussy against my fingers as she pressed them against herself. When she was sure I wasn't going to pull my hand away, she released it and turned her own hand over to press against the bulge in my pants and rub her hand up and down its length.
"Mmmmm ,such a nice bulge. I wonder what is hiding in there?" She asked as her hand made its way to my belt buckle and began undoing it. It only took her a few moments to have it undone and working on the snap and zipper of my pants. I felt my pants slide down and pool around my ankles as I let one hand travel down and squeeze her small butt while my fingers stroked her wet pussy, dragging my finger across her exposed clit. Her hot hand closed around my shaft inside my briefs and she moaned quietly in pleasure as she stroked it slowly.
"Tell me, do you want me to suck your cock?" She whispered as we stood stroking each other. "Or would you rather have me ride you in your chair?"



I had to admit, as much as I loved getting sucked, I really wanted her hot pussy on my shaft.
"Ahhh.....Of course. You want me to fuck you!" She said quietly with a giggle. "I felt you squeeze my ass when I suggested that."
She pulled slightly away from me and began backing around my desk, her hand in my underwear acting as a handle to pull me with her. She backed herself around my desk to my chair and then knelt down, sliding my briefs down as she did. "Such a nice cock. You don't mind if I suck it just a little bit first, do you?" Her lips already moving toward the head of my cock.
"No, that's fine!" I groaned quietly as she wrapped her lips around my engorged head and slid her mouth down my shaft, her tongue teasing the bottom of it as she went. I felt my head reach the back of her mouth and then slip past the restriction and into her throat, her nose soon touching my belly as she took my full length into her mouth.
"Mmmmm you are a big boy. I almost couldn't get you in all the way." She said breathlessly after pulling her face from my shaft. "But I know what this will fit sooooo nicely in!" She cooed as she stood up and pressed me back into my chair. I sat down heavily in my office chair as she moved closer, stepping herself over me until the arms of my chair were supporting her. "I hope you like this as much as I will." She panted as she used her hands on the back of my chair to balance herself; her thighs on the arms of the chair. I watched as she slowly sank down, my dick disappearing bit by bit into her wet tunnel.
"Oh God." I groaned as I felt her wet tight pussy slowly expand and envelope my cock.
"Hmmmm so good." She cooed as she settled down on me until my shaft was pressing into the end of her tunnel. "You have me so completely full. I knew you would feel good inside me."
"OH fuck!" I groaned as she started to rock her body, using her thighs on the arms of the chair as a pivot to ride her tight pussy up and down my shaft.
"Yeah, that's it. Ohhhh so fucking good!" She hissed as I reached between us and let her clit slide up and down my fingers with each stroke she made on my shaft.
I cupped one of her bouncing breasts in my hand, squeezing the firm orb gently as I leaned my face forward to close my lips around the hard nipple and large pink areola. I allowed my tongue to swirl around and around the nipple as I suctioned the end of her firm sweet breasts, pushing her growing climax closer to release.
"Yes Yes Yes!" She moaned, as she ground herself down onto my shaft, her whole body trembling and shaking as her orgasm washed over her and her juices washed over my balls and dripped onto the chair. I was so close myself, and wanted to finish desperately. I released her tit and leaned forward, wrapping my arms around her and gripping her firm ass. It only took me a moment to stand up with her and set her ass on the edge of my desk, her legs spreading wide for me as she felt the cold hard surface of the desk under her firm butt. "That's it. Fuck me!" She encouraged as I started stroking my shaft in and out of her with abandon, my hips slapping into her thighs and my pussy slicked shaft driving in and out of her like a piston in an engine.
"Oh fuck! I'm going to cum!" I grunted between strokes.
"Do it! Fill my pussy with your fuck juice! Cum in me and fill me with your cream!" She coaxed in a horse whisper.
I felt the head of my cock swell even larger as my balls tightened up and the tingle of my climax began flowing through my groin. My body jerked convulsively, driving my cock as deep into her as it could go and spewing a gush of hot cum into her pussy. My mind saw stars as my body jerked again and again, each new jerk adding to the volume of cum that had surged into her tunnel, each new jerk accompanied by a groan of pleasure from both of us.
After what felt like an hour, my mind began to slowly regain control of my body and I looked down at the incredibly sexy young woman wrapped around my deflating shaft. Her firm round tits moved up and down rhythmically on her heaving chest, and only now I realized that there was not tan line on her entire body, including her shaved pussy; a pussy that was looking so inviting. I pulled my shrinking cock from her pussy, unleashing a gush of cum that leaked out of her and onto the office floor. Sitting down in my chair I scooted closer to her and lowered my head between her tanned thighs and gently licked my tongue between her spread lips, tasting our combined juices as I flicked her hard clit with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh God!" she squeaked as her whole body tensed at the new sensations expanding from her clit across her body. Again and again I licked up between her lips, and each time her body shuddered pleasantly as my tongue bounced over her stimulated clit. With a grin I slipped two fingers deep into her tunnel and curled them up against the top of her and found that special place each woman has. Her whole body stiffened as my finger tips ran back and forth across that nerve bundle, her legs quivering and shaking as my tongue attacked her clit, driving her whole body wild with stimulation. I heard her squeak something unintelligible as her legs clamped around my head and her pussy juices gushed from her, almost as forcibly as my cum had been only minutes before. My mouth was practically filled with her cum as she squirted her juices forcibly from her pussy at me, drenching my face with what didn't make it into my mouth.
"Oh God!" She panted. "What did you do to me?"
"Just a little stimulation." I said as I looked around for something to wipe my face with.
"God, was all that from me?" She asked as she slid shakily off the edge of my desk and crouched down in front of me to bring her face even with mine. She looked into my eyes for long seconds before she moved her face close to mine and gently kissed my lips, tasting her cum on my them. "Is that what I taste like?" She whispered as she began kissing and licking around my mouth and chin.
"Uh huh." I answered as my cock began to grow again as I felt her lips kissing my face. My hands snaked out and found her full breasts and played with them as she moved her body in closer to mine, my hardening cock pressing against her. She pushed me back in my chair and leaned against me, her tits pressing against my thighs and trapping my hardening cock between them.
"I bet you like this." She said quietly as she began to rock slightly, my cock sliding up and down between her breasts as it grew even harder. She leaned her head down and allowed my head to enter her mouth with each stroke she made, her tongue expertly swirling around the under side.
"Oh shit." I groaned as she worked my shaft, her saliva adding more lubrication to her leftover pussy juices. "You have me so turned on again! I'm about ready to just bend you over the desk and pound you!"
"So what's stopping you?" She asked me as she let go of her tits and pushed herself up. She turned around and bent over, leaning her arms on the desk in front of my computer and pushed her ass out at me; her pussy staring at me from between her slightly spread legs.
I got out of the chair and stepped behind her, rubbing my head up and down her sopping wet slit.
"Yeah... stick it in me!" She cooed as she played briefly on my computer.
I was just pushing into her as the main screen of my computer flashed up with a video screen showing my web cam, sitting on my desk, aimed straight at her hanging tits. She looked over her shoulder and grinned at me as I started stroking in and out of her wet tunnel, her tits swinging and jiggling on the monitor in front of her.
"That's it baby...fuck me!" She begged breathlessly as I pounded into her, my hips slapping noisily into her firm round ass. "Fill me with your cum again! I want to feel your hot cum squirting deep in my pussy!"
"Ohhhhhhh" I groaned as I alternately watched her tits swinging on the computer screen and my cock pistoning in and out of her wet pussy. "Oh shit. I'm gonna cum again!" I grunted between strokes.
"That's it baby! I want to feel your cum pumping into me!" Amber panted as she played with her own clit. "Ohhhh here it cums! Cum with me!" She cried as her whole body trembled and twitched.
"Uhhhg!" I grunted as my body spasmed, slamming my cock hard into her and lancing a huge gush of cum deep into her pussy. "FUCK!" I grunted as her pussy clenched around my spasming shaft, milking me as her own climax washed over her. My legs trembled, threatening to give out. I wrapped an arm around her slim waist and pulled her to me as I fell back into the chair, my cock still twitching and buried inside her as she sat on my lap.
"God that looks sexy!" Amber cooed as she looked at herself in the computer screen, her completely naked body sitting on my lap glistening with perspiration.
"Hell, you are sexy." I answered as I panted for breath.
"I'm glad you think so!" She said as she leaned away from me enough that she could turn her head and kiss me. We sat, kissing until my shriveling cock slipped from her pussy. "I think maybe I better go now. While you still have the energy to go home."
"Yeah. That would be a good idea." I answered, wondering how I was going to get the smell of pussy off of myself.
Amber walked over to her backpack and dug in a moment and then came out with a package of baby wipes, she smiled as she knelt down in front of me and gently washed me, working her way around my cock and balls and then moving up to wash my face and hands. "There, that should take care of that!" She said with finality before getting up and stepping over to her pile of clothes. It was kind of disappointing to watch her get dressed, and she must have seen the look on my face.
"Don't worry, you'll get to see this all again!" She said with a grin.
"I'm not sure that is a good idea. In fact, this whole thing is not a good idea. It was wonderful and all, but you can never ever tell a soul about it, do you understand?"
"Oh, come on, it's not like students don't have sex on this campus!"
"I mean it Amber. This would get me fired if it ever came out." I said as I got up and shuffled over to where she was standing. "Please, promise me you won't tell anyone, ever!"
"Ok, I promise." She said with a grin and a quick kiss. "Do you want me to dress you before I leave or just walk out with your pants around your ankles?" She giggled.
"I guess I better get dressed." I admitted as I bent over to pull my pants back up. It was hard to believe we had just spent the better part of an hour fucking in my office.
She gave me a gentle wet kiss and then headed out of my office, taking the small black cloth down from the window as she opened the door.
I dropped into my chair after she left and wondered what kind of trouble I had just gotten myself into. I clicked off the computer camera that had my face staring back accusingly at me, and headed out the door to go home.
At least my wife hadn't noticed anything when I got home, but I still worried most of the next morning. I was just starting to think that things would be ok, when my grader came in. Pamela was a student from the previous year, and was a very good grader.
"Doctor C!" she said brightly as she stepped into my office and allowed the door to close behind her. "I graded the homework and the quizzes for you and put them in the book."
"Good, thank you!" I answered, my mind suddenly coming back to the quiz that Amber had turned in.
"I wasn't sure what to do with this one though." She said as she pulled Ambers quiz out of the small stack and held it out to me. It was most certainly Amber's quiz.
"I thought you might want to give her credit for the answer, especially after last night."
"What about last night?" I asked her suddenly very worried.
"Oh, nothing. Just that Amber is my roommate at the sorority, and well, when she came home smelling like sex and dripping cum, it wasn't hard to put two and two together."
"Ah." I responded non-committally.
"So when I asked her this morning how good of a fuck you were, well, I guess it just slipped out." Pam said with a sly grin.
"Oh?" I asked fighting the urge to fish for just how much she knew.
"Uh huh."
"So what do you intend on doing with that information?" I queried cautiously.
"Well, that depends on you." She responded matter of factly.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. The way I see it, you need to give me an orgasm like you gave Amber, and believe me, the way she was crowing to me about it, it must have been pretty spectacular!"
"Ah....I see. I do you or...?"
"Well, you never know who is going to hear about it if it were left to Amber to keep such a secret."
"One question... Why?"
"Why do you think I wanted to be your grader?"
"I thought you wanted the money."
"Uh uh... I was hoping that being in closer proximity to you would give me more of an opportunity to do this!" She said as she lifted her skirt flashing me her curly blond pussy hairs.
"Damn!" I whispered as I stared at her pussy.
"Didn't you notice I always wore dresses to class?"
"I did actually."
"What you don't know is that I almost never wore panties, even when it was snowing, just to I could try to flash you, but I never quite got up the nerve. After watching Ambers video last night...oh yeah, you don't know that she streamed that little session to her desktop computer in our room, did you? Yeah, after watching you two I decided to be a bit bolder."
"Oh shit." I mumbled, wondering if I should just go out and shoot myself now or wait for the cops to come drag me away.
She dropped the hem of her skirt and stepped close to me. Leaning down she kissed my cheek and whispered. "Don't worry, this will be our secret. As long as you promise to play with me."
"Do I have a choice?" I asked wryly.
"Not unless you want that little video to suddenly become the hottest clip in the sorority." She cooed.
"I promise." I whispered back, figuring there were worse extortion deals to be cut than this one.
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The big day was growing quickly closer. I was amazed that the girls had managed to finish the repairs as good, if not better, than they had been before the storm and, in addition, add to the master bathroom. While that particular addition was supposed to be done, Tina had yet to allow me to see it, indicating that it was a surprise for tonight.
At the moment I was standing on the back deck, watching them string what seemed like miles of lights on a set of new support wires that they had put up over the deck. Now I suppose I should mention that the deck no longer looked like my old deck. I had taken great pride in building the original deck, only twenty by twenty, but more than large enough for my sunken hot tub, shower and plenty of room to grill and relax after a hard day at work. Tina had surprised me with the new boardwalk around the side of the house, which to me, made it perfect.
Somewhere along the way the girls decided that the deck was simply not large enough for the wedding, and rather than move to a different location, simply "made it a tad bigger", as Patty put it. That tad bigger added a second lower level to the deck, wrapping around two sides of the deck thirty feet wide on both sides. This new redwood deck was more than four times what we started with, and although beautiful, seemed a bit much to me. As part of that the girls set redwood posts around the perimeter with decorative redwood beams tying the posts together along the top. These beams were then connected with a checkerboard of long support wires that Tina said would have pretty vine type flowers on it. For now they would hold up strings of tiny Christmas lights and strings of artificial flower garland.
I had to admit that they had the place looking very pretty and festive, but then with the wedding only two days away, it needed to be getting close to done. What I really didn't know was how they were paying for all of this. I was shocked to see a landscape company come in and plant bushes and plants in along the new addition, and all the rest of the torn up back yard flattened and raked and covered with a thick blanket of sod. The yard honestly looked a lot better than I can ever remember it looking.
Tina climbed down off the ladder and walked over to me, wearing the tight little cutoffs and crop top shirt she had taken to wearing in the august heat. Slipping her arm around me and pressing her tits into my side she kissed me on the cheek. "Well what do you think?"
"I think that it looks as pretty as the workers." I replied with a smile.
"Ohhhh you do know how to smooth talk a girl don't you? You know what that will get you don't you?"
"What's that?" I asked looking down at her.
"A really good fucking." She answered as she rubbed my quickly hardening dick through my shorts.
"Oh really? What are you going to do, just whip it out and fuck right here in front of them?"
"I could." She said unzipping my shorts and letting them slide down my legs, leaving me in just the sexy little men's bikini underwear she preferred me to wear. "But that wouldn't be fair unless I invited the girls to join me."
"So what are you going to do, just leave me standing here half naked?" I asked as she stroked my dick hard enough that it no longer could be contained by the small amount of material.
"Oh, certainly not!" she said with a devilish grin, stroking the exposed part of my dick and head. "I'll leave you standing here completely naked!" she finished, before she pulled the front of my underwear down to expose all of my hard dick and balls.
"You know Sis... If you're going to wave that thing around out here we can't be expected to be responsible for what happens!" Patty called from the top of her ladder, where she was finishing tying on the last strand of flowers.
"Yeah. I mean if its hanging out its fair game to sit on, isn't it?" Sandy called as she climbed down and folded her ladder. She set the ladder against the post and walked over toward us, her big tits wiggling around under her t-shirt unrestrained.
"You know the rules... As long as you leave some for me, I don't mind if you warm it up." Tina replied.
"Good. Because I could really stand a hard rod stuffed in my muff right about now. I mean I'm going to have to go without soon enough, right?" she asked as she hooked her thumbs into her waistband and wiggled her hips to help slip the shorts and panties down her legs. She bent over and pulled them off her feet over her work boots and then skimmed her shirt off so she was standing naked except for her boots.
"Damn Sandy!" Patty called. "You have turned into a real exhibitionist nympho lately. I bet you'd get naked on a busy city street if it meant you could get his dick in you."
"Oh shush... You want it as much as I do. You're just sore you didn't get here first."
"No fighting... or I keep him all to myself!" Tina said with a grin before she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "I'm going to start dinner. Why don't you relax and enjoy yourself for a while?"
"You know I'll do whatever you want." I replied as I turned my face to kiss her back on the lips.
"Yeah." She said with a giggle. "Especially if it means getting a good fucking from my sisters."
"I guess it's not a really hard imposition." I replied.
"As long as it's hard for me later!" she said, giving my bare ass a soft smack before she turned and walked toward the patio door.
"Well stud... Looks like you're all mine for a while!" Sandy said, as she knelt down in front of me to finish pulling my underwear down. She pulled my shoes off and slipped my underwear and shorts over my feet and tossed them over her shoulder. She looked up at me with a grin and then slowly engulfed my dick with her hot mouth. In the last weeks she had gone from not wanting any guys to have sex with her, to having Patty teach her how to suck cock, which she learned she enjoyed, as well as getting my dick into her at any opportunity.
It was not unusual to see her walking around the kitchen with nothing on below the waist in the hope that, as she put it, "I would just walk up and stuff my fat dick into her pussy." On a few occasions I had done just that, including one instance where she was bent over at the refrigerator when I came out from a shower. I really couldn't resist the view and walked up behind her, stroking her exposed pussy. She quite simply told me to stuff it in her and not to tease her. To my surprise she was already sopping wet and came in a very few minutes. Only after that did I find out she had been watching Tina and I in the shower and frigged herself off before we got out.
I groaned quietly as she practiced her deep-throating on my dick.
"I think it's more than ready to be in my hot pussy." She said as she pulled her mouth from my saliva covered dick. She got up and pulled me by the dick, gently of course, toward a lounge chair. She pulled my shirt off before she laid me back on the lounge. I watched her huge tits hang and wiggle in front of my face as she straddled the chair, aiming her pussy at my dick and then bent at the waist slightly to help get things lined up. She sat down slowly, groaning in pleasure as my dick pressed up into her. "Oh yes." She whispered as she began to ride up and down my shaft. "So good. "
Patty walked over and leaned down to kiss me where I lay, then stood back up and stripped naked, letting me watch her remove every piece of her clothing. She bent over and lowered her pussy to my face, where I helped guide her to my tongue, squeezing her firm bare ass on the way. I always enjoy pussy, but getting to eat pussy while I had another riding my dick always seemed to increase the pleasure of both parts. I went to work, working my tongue between her lips, spreading them wide and licking her moisture up along her slit to her hard nub. I allowed my tongue to slide slowly across it, before flicking it quickly several times with just the tip. I repeated this process several times, each time tasting more of Patty's juices as she grew wetter. I had licked this particular pussy a number of times and I knew exactly what it took to hit her trigger. I zeroed in on the primary target and sucked her clit between my lips and gently squeezed it while rubbing the exposed tip with the tip of my tongue. As expected it didn't take long before her whole body was shaking in pleasure. She pulled from my face and dropped to her knees, no longer able to hold her position crouched over me, and sat, panting and trembling near my head.
Sandy was still working my dick with her pussy, slowly sliding up and down at a pace she preferred. Over the last several weeks I had pretty much allowed her to pick her pace and opportunities as she got a lot more comfortable with getting screwed. I didn't want to push too much for fear of turning her back off again, but that seemed to be less of a worry the last week or so as she became more demanding and much less tentative in her requests. Aside from essentially offering her pussy any time I wanted it by running around half naked, most evenings Tina and I would cuddle in front of the new 60 inch plasma, and Sandy would sit in one of the recliners mostly naked.
Tina seemed to like the way most nights I ended up with a hard-on, and seemed to enjoy having me buried inside her while we laid and watched TV. It was not at all unusual for us to do some slow fucking during commercial breaks, and by the end of the evening the up and down of my dick had me ready to blow a huge load. Tina seemed eager enough to share that with her sisters, as long as I got her off first of course. I had lost track of how many times she had jacked me off to shower her sisters with my cum, or had allowed them to take turns with either pussy or mouth until I came.
Sandy was nearly ready to go. I could see her head tilted back and her hair, tied in a pony-tail today, swishing back and forth as she rocked her head with each stroke. I reached up and grasped her bouncing tits, squeezing her huge puffy nipples as I squeezed her tits. She gave a slight squeak at the increase in stimulation and picked her pace up. Before long she was bouncing heavily on my lap, making the whole chair bounce on the deck as my dick plunged deep into her, frequently banging against her cervix. She cried in pleasure as I squeezed her tits in time with her strokes. Just when I was sure I couldn't hold on any longer, she slammed down and screamed that she was cumming, her whole body quaking and shaking. The spasming of her pussy milking my hard dick was enough to push me over the top and I jerked, spewing the first squirt of cum deep into her pussy, making her cry "OH YES!"
My body bucked and jerked with each pump of cum into her, filling her pussy with my hot cream while her whole body trembled. The two of us eased from our mutual orgasm together, with Sandy slowly lowering herself down until she was laying on me with her tits squished between us.
"God my sister is so fucking lucky!" she said, as she looked into my eyes. "If she wasn't marrying you, I think I would be!"
"Yes, but he is marrying me!" Tina said as she walked out and put a tray of burgers on the table. "And in only two more days!"
"I know. Isn't it wonderful?" Sandy asked as she sat back up to look at her sister. "I just don't know what I am going to do when you finally get married. I'm going to lose this wonderful dick to ride on."
"Maybe we'll just add on another addition and move in!" Patty said from where she had laid back on the deck.
"Sounds nice, but I can't afford any more. Hell I haven't even seen the bill for the deck yet." I replied to all of them.
"Who said you were paying for it?" Tina asked.
"Well, I just figured. I mean it is my house. I can't keep asking you to foot the bill on improvements to my house."
"Our house!" Tina said sharply. After standing there for a second she walked over and knelt down next to the chair. She leaned down and kissed me. "Look... Money is not an issue." She said after breaking the kiss.
"I know you have some money. I mean hell, you work hard enough at your construction work, so you must be making something, but I feel bad that all your profits are going into the house."
"Girls, I think it's time he knows the truth." Tina said.
"I agree." Patty said quietly. "Might as well be before you get married."
"What you're all connected to the mob or something?" I asked jokingly.
"Not exactly. We each do what we want. Construction is how we make our money, but not on this piddly little job stuff. We just do this for fun. The company makes the real money, and as major stockholders we make enough to not worry about money." Tina said.
"Ok, I give, what company and how much money?"
"Most guys are only after our money, which is why we're not married yet." Sandy said from where she was still sitting astride me. "Well, them anyway. Me?...you know that story."
"Ok. What company and how much?" I repeated really not understanding exactly what they were talking about.
"You gotta promise one thing." Tina said, leaning down toward my face. "You gotta promise not to let it change anything. I love you just the way you are. We fell in love without the money and I don't want money to ruin what we have."
I reached up and pulled her face down to mine, and kissed her softly. She returned the kiss, and more, quickly turning it into a sensuous kiss that started my dick growing again by the time we were done.
"Oh keep doing that!" Sandy said wiggling around on my lap. "I haven't ever felt that before!"
"What's that?" Patty asked from where she was laying.
"Someone getting hard inside me. It feels so erotic!"
"I promise. I don't care if you're broke or a millionaire." I whispered to Tina. "Besides, who would want to mess up something like this?"
"Good point." Tina said with a chuckle. "Ok here goes then. You know Carthage construction?"
"The big one up in the city? Sure. They were the general contractor on the stadium. You own part of it?" I asked.
"Um. Not exactly. It's one of twelve construction companies we own around the country."
I lifted myself up on my elbows to look at her. "You're not serious!"
"Actually I am, but Carthage is one of the little ones. We own the company that owns them. Each of us girls owns ten percent. I make a bit over two mill a year right now, and when daddy dies, the three of us get to split his seventy percent. Conservative estimates figure we will have an individual income of around seven mil a year after taxes, assuming that the company doesn't grow any more between now and then."
"HOLY SHIT!" I said quietly as I dropped back on the chair. "No wonder guys are after your money!"
"Yep. but you...you didn't care. You were busy with your life and getting your house fixed. You didn't know we had any money. You just thought we were working stiffs like you, which is really how we want it to be. Daddy is always after us to show up to stupid board meetings and such, but we like to build and we have fun doing it. When I met you and fell in love, I knew you didn't know about the money, so what you felt was honest and true and was for me. When Patts came down she fell in love with the same things I did, and you seemed to care about her too. We talked all the time I was gone, and I knew everything that happened. I was afraid that after I got back you wouldn't feel the same thing for me as when I left, but Patty assured me that you were screwing her and pining for me at the same time. That was when I knew that you were the one. You were the first man that seemed able to be in love with one of us and still deal with this weird sharing thing we do. So when you asked me to marry you, there was no way I was going to say no. Now you know about the money I'm afraid it will change everything."
"You know what?" I asked her.
"What?"
"You talk too much." I answered as I pulled her face down to mine and kissed her again. We kissed softly for several minutes before I felt Sandy climb from my lap, allowing my once again hardening dick to slip from her. I felt more than saw her undressing Tina, causing us to break our embrace long enough to pull her shirt off. Tina climbed onto my lap and eased down onto my hard dick, leaning forward so we could continue the loving kiss we were sharing. She slowly eased her knees under her and used them as leverage to ride her pussy slowly up and down my shaft, never breaking the kiss that had clearly turned into making love with our mouths. Our tongues worked in and out of each other's mouths, taking turns sucking each other's tongues and allowing them to battle in a complex dance.
Tina slowly rode up and down my shaft, working her pussy closer and closer toward release. I slipped a hand between us and found her clit with my finger, allowing her stroking to work her clit against my finger. She ground her pussy down onto me with more force with each stroke. Her climax almost snuck up on her, causing her body to suddenly stiffen as she was coming down my shaft. I felt her pussy squeeze me as she breathed words I couldn't hear or understand into my mouth. I stroked her clit with my finger, holding her climax as high as I could as long as I could. Slowly the tension flowed from her body and she relaxed down until she was laying flat on me, with my arms wrapped around her slim form.
"The money really doesn't matter?" she finally asked when she could breathe again.
"I love YOU. I care for your sisters. Yes, it's a bit strange getting shared like I do, but if it's how you want things, who am I to complain. Now I find out you're rich? What difference could it make? Besides make me not worry about money I mean."
"God I love you!" she said, kissing me gently again.
"Good thing, since we're getting married in a couple days."
"Yeah... it is isn't it?" she giggled.
"Now, how about some of that good food you cooked. I have a feeling your sisters aren't going to leave us any if we don't hurry up."
"Ok." She said with another giggle. "Let's go, stud!"
She got up from my still hard dick and helped me up from the chair. I followed her over to the table and sat down across from Sandy and Patty, who were already digging into their hamburgers. Tina was as good a cook as she was good looking, and even hamburgers seemed like high class food. We fixed our burgers with all the trimmings, tomatoes, lettuce, and condiments. I was just about to take a big bite when I felt a foot in my lap. Patty grinned at me past her burger as she played with my hard dick with her foot. These girls were almost insatiable sometimes. It was always hard for me to tell if they wanted to be fucked or just play around.
Tina chuckled and shook her head as she took a big bite, a squirt of mayonnaise leaking out onto one of her tits.
"You gonna lick that off or you want me to?" Patty called.
"I think I'll let my husband to be take care of it!" Tina answered, turning to me. I reached down and licked the glob of mayo from her tit and sucked her nipple while I was there, still a bit horny since I hadn't cum while she was riding me.
"Ohhh looks like someone's still horny!" Sandy said.
"Maybe." I said as I took a bite. "What are you going to do about it?"
"Just wait till after dinner and I'll show you." She said with a devilish look.
"Well, you better let me get some food first. Besides, isn't tonight the great unveiling?"
"Yep... that's exactly what I'm talking about!" Sandy said with a grin.
The rest of the dinner went quietly, except of course the foot in my lap gently keeping me hard. After we finished, the girls all cleared the table, the view of their naked bodies wiggling around as they cleaned up kept me quite hard. If that wasn't enough both Sandy and Patty made sure to bend over at every opportunity, real or imagined, to make sure I had a good view of their pussies in the view they knew I loved the best.



The meal was put away and dishes done, so it was finally time for the unveiling. Tina blindfolded me and led me down the hall to where a sheet had been hanging for the last few weeks, blocking my view of the new bathroom. The girls were giggling as we entered the new bathroom. I was stopped just inside the room and the blindfold was removed.
Tina was standing in the middle of the room, her arms spread wide. "Well, here it is! What do you think?"
The new room was easily fifteen by ten. The far wall and half of the right wall were windowed, nearly floor to ceiling with those little blinds between the panes of glass. It appeared that the windows could be cranked open as well. In the windowed corner was a sunken triangular shaped whirlpool tub that was filled with water and a thick layer of suds. It was easily big enough to fit four. Along the far wall was a tiled shower, with a flood type multihead system on each wall so two of us could shower at the same time and have all the space or closeness we chose. There was also a large counter with two sinks and a rack for all her fancy electric devices. There was only one stool, but it was a fancy new one. The whole thing had tile floors. It was absolutely fantastic.
"Sweetheart I don't know what to say... it's fantastic!"
She ran the few steps over to me and hugged me tight before pulling me back toward the tub. I allowed myself to be guided into the tub full of bubbles. It only took the girls a few seconds to join us in the tub. Yep, it was plenty big enough for the four of us.
We spent the next few minutes spreading foam all over each other, caressing and rubbing every part of each other. Sandy seemed to be getting extra special joy out of pressing her soap slickened tits against my body and rubbing them all around.
"Ok stud... Stand up!" Tina said, with a grin. "Time for your reward."
"Ok." I said somewhat unsure just exactly what kind of reward I would be getting that could be better than what I was already getting. It only took a few seconds for me to realize exactly what that was. The girls began rubbing their tits all over my body, with Sandy paying special attention to my rock hard pole. Being a tit man to start with, you can imagine how turned on I was getting from three sets of hard nipples and big tits rubbing around my body, well slicked with soap bubbles. I closed my eyes and groaned as Sandy wrapped her tits around my dick and pumped them up and down slowly, teasing my already rock hard appendage even harder.
After nearly twenty minutes of the most exquisite torture, my dick could take no more. My body jerked as the first shot of hot cum lanced out and splashed on Sandy's face. Tina slid her hand between my legs from behind while my body jerked the second and third shots of cum onto Sandy's face. Just as I thought my body would wind down she pressed her soapy finger into my tight sphincter, causing my body to provide several more powerful streams of hot cum for Sandy's waiting mouth. By the time my body was done jerking and twitching, I had to hold myself up, leaning onto Sandy's shoulders for balance while she cleaned the white cream from her face.
"Now that's dessert!" she said happily, as I slid back down into the water, Tina snuggling up against me as the water swirled around us.
Patty and Sandy stood up and moved to the center of the tub, straddling Tina and my legs. Sandy looked down at me and said in a very sultry voice, "Enjoy the show!" She looked back to Patty and the two moved into a gentle kiss. The longer the kiss went, the more intense it became, the two clearly sharing each other's tongues and my cum. After several minutes they broke the kiss breathlessly and began gently stroking and teasing each other's bodies. With frequent trips for more suds, there wasn't a part on either of them that wasn't being touched or caressed.
I felt Tina place one of her hands on my mostly limp dick under the water and gently stroke it, while using the other to guide one of mine between her legs. Between the attention I was giving her pussy, the attention she was giving my dick and the incredible view Patty and Sandy were presenting, my dick was quickly recovering from its previous state. The girls seemed to enjoying the hell out of not only the mutual touching, but showing off for me. Sandy drew soapy circles around Patty's nipples while Patty gently slipped a finger up and down Sandy's wet slit, making her moan and swing her long hair as she rocked her head back and forth.
Patty leaned her head down and sucked a hard nipple into her mouth, suctioning and flicking it as she stoked Sandy's clit, eliciting an even louder moan.
Tina moved my hand from her pussy and encouraged me to roll somewhat on my side, which allowed her to align my now hard dick with her pussy. It took a little wiggling, but despite the lack of lubrication caused by the tub water, she worked herself fully onto my shaft. She rolled us back upright so she was sitting on my lap with her back to my chest and my dick deep inside her. She guided my hands to her front, one to her pussy and one to her sensitive nipples, which I began playing with while I watched Sandy come closer to climax before us.
Patty spurred Sandy's climax on with each stroke of her finger up and down her slit, Sandy now standing with one foot on the side of the tub to give her better access and Tina and myself a much better view. My finger slid up and down Tina's clit in time with Patty's, causing Tina to wiggle and moan on my hard dick. With each stroke of her finger, Patty drove Sandy a little bit closer to climax, her chest now heaving in the deep ragged breaths I had come to recognize as an indicator of her imminent explosion. That explosion followed a few strokes later, her body jerking and spasming as Patty continued to assault her clit with her fingers and her nipples with her mouth. I could see Sandy's juices flow down her leg as her body jerked and spasmed in Patty's arms.
"God that is so fucking hot!" Tina whispered to me before turning her head to allow me to kiss her.
The show appeared to be far from over however. I continued to stroke Tina's clit gently under the water as Patty sat on the edge of the tub across from us and leaned against the wall. She spread her legs wide for me to get a good view of her pussy while Sandy lubed up a large double ended dildo. Patty grinned at me while Sandy worked one end of the large pinkish tool into her pussy.
"OH god!" she squeaked as Sandy sunk it into her as far as it would go. Sandy slowly slid it back out of her pussy and after a short pause, quickly stuffed it back into her again, making Patty squeal in pleasure. She closed her eyes and allowed her head to roll back to rest against the wall as Sandy stroked the large dong in and out of her pussy, making squishing noises with each stroke.
"Oh fuck!" Tina groaned as I increased the speed of my attention to her clit, matching my strokes with Sandy's. As I stared at Patty massaging her own tits and Sandy plunging the dong in and out of her pussy, I could feel my own orgasm start to build as Tina squeezed and massaged my dick with her pussy muscles. "Oh god I'm gonna cum!" she moaned loudly as her body began to tremble. I could feel her pussy tremble around my dick and my overloaded mind responded.
My dick jumped and surged inside Tina, her climax triggering gush after gush of cum as I watched Patty's pussy continually swallow stroke after stroke of the long dong Sandy was feeding it. I grunted loudly with each pulse of cum that I spurted into Tina, my final surge coming just before Patty screamed in pleasure, her own body finally going over the top.
I held Tina tightly, gently stroking one of her tits while the two of us heaved in an effort to catch our breaths, all the while watching Patty jerk and twitch as her own climax ran its course.
Sandy finally pulled the dong from Patty's pussy, allowing a huge gush of pent up juices to flow from her pussy. Patty moaned quietly as she eased herself back into the warm water.
I looked out the windows and saw that there was a delivery man standing on the deck only about twenty feet away, staring at the spectacle before him. From the bulge in his pants it was pretty clear that he had been there for a while.
"You girls expecting a delivery?" I asked as I pointed to the FedEx guy standing on the deck.
"Oh yes I am!" Sandy called, practically jumping out of the tub. She dashed out the door, grabbing a towel on the way, only to emerge on the deck a few seconds later, hastily wrapping the towel around her body.
I couldn't help but chuckle as she tried to hold her towel in place while accepting the package and trying to sign for it. In the end, she failed and her towel slid from her body, leaving her complete naked and dripping wet in front of him. His eyes looked as big as saucers and the bulge in his pants tented out even farther as he accepted the electronic pad back with her huge tits fully on display. We couldn't hear what she was saying, but it wasn't hard to guess, as she set her package on the railing of the deck and proceeded to heft both of her large tits for him, using her fingers to gently stroke her hard nipples at the same time. I'm not at all sure I would have left, but he did, half stumbling down the step to the lower deck and walkway as Sandy turned to face us and bent over, showing him her pussy as she picked up her box, which had fallen to the deck.
"God what has gotten into her?" Patty asked with a giggle. "I can't remember her ever showing off like that before."
"Maybe she's finally cured and likes dick again!" Tina said as she snuggled back against me a bit tighter. "I mean you have to admit, it's a goooood dick."
"True." Patty said as Sandy walked back in.
"So what did you get?" Tina asked.
"Can't say, at least not with your lover here!"
"Oh a secret!" Patty said. "Must be juicy."
"Just gonna have to wait and see!" Sandy said quietly, settling back into the tub.
The last two days before the wedding seemed to fly by. Now we were there, or almost... The guests were arriving and the girls were sequestered in the master bedroom, presumably dressing, while my best man, Mark, my next best friend Mike and I hung out in the guest room. The ceremony was less than two hours away, and I was very nervous. Almost as nervous as I had been when I told my daughter I was getting married again. My daughter was a bit upset when she found out that her new mom would be only slightly older than she was, but after getting to know her a bit she came round.
Mike and Mark slipped out, to check on several things I had asked them to do, only a few minutes before Sandy slipped into the room, trying to be discreet.
"So are you ready?" She asked nervously.
"I've been ready for hours." I replied from where I was sitting, admiring how the flowing bridesmaid's gown clung to her body, despite the lack of any straps, sleeves or virtually any back. Her long blond hair, usually hanging down or in a pony tail or bun was up on her head in a huge curly blond hairdo.
"You like how I look?" she asked as she twirled for me.
"Yeah. It's a very pretty dress, and the pale pink suits you."
"I don't know why, but being all dressed up like this has me so horny."
"I'm not surprised. Probably the feeling that your top will fall down and expose your tits to everyone." I joked.
"That's not all it would expose." She said practically whispered with a devilish grin.
"Oh? A little thin on the underwear?"
"More than a little thin." She said as she bent down and lifted her dress slowly, exposing her stocking clad legs a few inches at a time, until the top bands of her stockings are showing. She continued to pull the dress up until the curls of her pussy hair were in plain view, making my dick respond as only it can. If that wasn't enough, she pulled the skirt around until I could see everything below her waist. Turning around and bending over, she exposed her bare pussy to me in my favourite view.
"God that looks good." I said quietly.
"Oh you like that?" she asked, wiggling her naked ass at me.
"Of course."
"Then you'll like this too." She said as she let her dress fall and turned to face me. Without another word she pulled the front of her dress down and allowed the whole thing to slide to the floor, leaving her naked except for her pink heels and stockings. "Horny yet?" she asked as she lifted her breasts and teased her nipples.
"Definitely!" I answered "But why are you teasing me like this?"
"I have direct orders from your wife to be. Go make sure he's horny... So here I am!"
"Well, you did a great job!" I said as I adjusted my dick in my tux pants.
"You are wearing the underwear she asked you to, aren't you?"
"Oh yes." I replied
"So let me see!"
I stood up and undid my pants, opening them so she could see the bright red men's bikini underwear that had just married embroidered across the front. My hard dick was barely contained in the skimpy material. Sandy stepped out of her dress toward me and took my hands from my pants and allowed them to fall to the floor. She knelt down in front of me and quickly slipped the material down, exposing my dick and allowing it to poke out directly at her. She quickly engulfed my dick with her hot mouth, stroking up and down the shaft several times.
"Hmmmmm" she hummed on my dick as she worked her mouth up and down the shaft.
"Oh god." I mumbled as she licked the head with her tongue. Abruptly she pulled off my dick and turned herself around, still crouched down. She lifted her ass in the air, practically touching her toes and sticking her obviously wet pussy out at me.
"Come on... Stuff it in me!" she begged.
How could I refuse at that moment? I shuffled the half step forward and easily pressed my saliva coated dick into her hot tunnel. I grabbed her ass and started stroking in and out of her pussy, making her moan with pleasure as my already engorged dick seemed to grow even fatter. She must have known I was getting close and pulled herself off my dick, leaving it bobbing and bouncing of its own accord.
"You can't cum yet!" she said huskily as she turned and knelt down again. She gently licked her juices from my dick as she fingered her pussy, quickly bringing herself to a body shaking climax. Me however, she kept just below the blowing point before she stood up and stepped back into the dress. It only took her a few seconds to pull the dress back up and tuck her big tits into it. "Have fun!" she said as I tried tucking my engorged dick into the skimpy underwear.
When we were both fully dressed she reached for a bag she had brought in and pulled a couple items out. One was an egg shaped device and the other looked like a remote control for a garage door. She stepped over and put the egg in my hand.
"This was the little surprise I got the other day. See, you can control when and how much it vibrates." She said as she demonstrated the little remote.
"Ok. So what do I do with it?"
She hiked her dress up and bent over, spreading her legs wide apart. "You put that wonderful little egg into me."
I shrugged and knelt down, putting her pussy at my face level. I eased the egg between her very wet pussy lips and pressed it inside until all that remained was a fat string.
"There you go." I said standing up.
"Good... now try it." She urged.
I watched her close her eyes and moan softly as I experimented with the controls, finally shutting it off.
"Oh god I don't know if I can stand this." She whispered. "There are three of these that all work off this one control. You put one in me, can you guess where the other two are going to be?"
"I think I can."
"Good! Just remember. All three work together. Have fun, but NOT during the ceremony please! It wouldn't due to have your bride climax in front of the priest!"
I pressed the button for a second and then shut it back off. "Got it."
Sandy was gone for several minutes before Mark came back.
"All set? I think the crowd is about in place."
"How many?"
"Not sure really, but all the chairs are full and there are people standing. I'm guessing nearly a hundred.
"Damn, Gotta be all theirs. I only had a handful to invite."
"I hear ya. Oh well. It's getting close though." He said as Mike stepped into the room followed by Patty.
"Hey stranger!" Patty said as she slipped into the room. "How ya holding up?"
"Pretty well." I replied without getting up. She looked every bit as fabulous as Sandy had, her pink dress clinging to her upper body as if by magic.
She walked over and kissed me gently on the cheek and whispered. "Got your toy?"
As she stood back up I grinned and reached into my pocket. Without looking I could find the buttons to turn it on and change the intensity. I could hear a faint buzzing sound as I pressed the on button and her eyes grew wide in response. It was almost funny to watch her press her legs together as the little device inside her vibrated against her g spot. I had to remember that if it was having this affect on her, it also had to be doing the same thing to Tina and Sandy in the next room, so I turned it off as I got up and gave her a big hug. "That what you were looking for?"
"Oh yeah... I'm not going to be able to sit down now without making a wet spot on the back of my dress." She said as she leaned down and gave me a hug.
"No panties either?" I whispered.
"Just wait till later tonight. You'll get to find out!" she whispered before she broke the huge hug.
"So what was that all about?" Mark asked as I sat back down and Patty slipped back out.
"Oh nothing much. Just a little surprise the girls have cooked up for me. Not entirely sure what it is, but I'm sure it will be juicy."
"I have to say, for sisters, they sure are friendly with you. Most sisters at weddings are kind of standoffish."
"I guess we have a pretty good relationship. If I hadn't decided to marry Tina, I probably would have asked Patty. I care a lot for both of them."
"Better be careful there. They might get jealous and start thinking you're bopping Sis." Mark said quietly.
"Oh, I don't have to worry about that. They share everything. They are completely aware of who I have, when." I replied with a grin.
"You mean you've had more than one of them?"
"Actually.... Yes. I've had all three."
"Lucky bastard. All three of them are really hot. I wouldn't mind seeing them in something a lot more revealing than what they have on now!"
"Never know bud... For now though, I just want to get this over with. I never much liked having to dress up for an audience."
"I hear you. " he said looking at his watch. "It's about time anyway."
"Ok, let's go then." I said standing up and heading for the door. Mark looked out the door to be sure it was clear and then the three of us headed out toward the deck. I really didn't recognize too many people, and most of them were in their early thirties, with a few older ones strewn in. I had to admit that a good part of them were good looking as well, which didn't do anything to make me less nervous. My girls looked wonderful in the new dresses that Tina had gotten them on a shopping trip.
I smiled at them before walking over to where the priest was standing on the side of the deck.
"Are you ready my son?" He asked politely.
"As ready as I'll ever be."
"Very well." He said looking to see if the bride was ready. Sandy stood in the doorway, holding a small bouquet of flowers and waved to the priest that Tina was indeed ready.
We moved to our positions and the rest of the crowd was seated. The music started, with a young lady playing a very high end electric piano. Sandy came down the aisle first, moving slowly and stepping down the one step on the deck carefully. She moved to the other side and stopped and turned, smiling at me and giving me a wink. Patty came next, looking every bit as good as she ever has. She too walked slowly, not wanting to trip on the step.



Tina came last, walking arm in arm with her father. She looked absolutely stunning. She had a full white gown, covered in lace and small pink and powder blue flowers. She had a veil on so I could barely make out her face at a distance, but as she slowly walked closer it became more apparent that she was simply more beautiful today than I had ever seen her. I stood in shock and awe at how she looked.
Her father stopped short of me and stood waiting for the priest, who started the ceremony. I barely heard his words until he asked who gave this woman to be wed. His deep baritone voice broke my trance. I held my hand out and Tina took it and stepped next to me, turning to allow me to lift her veil. I was anything but disappointed at how beautiful she looked.
I stood looking into her eyes as she looked in mine, barely able to follow what the priest was saying. Almost before I knew it I was slipping a ring onto her finger and she was slipping one on mine. I repeated the words as instructed, and actually heard Tina repeat hers. I had no trouble hearing the "you may kiss the bride", the second time he said it. Tina stepped against me and I leaned my head down slightly to make our mouths match and we kissed our first married kiss, gentle, tender and full of love. All too soon it was over. We turned to face the assembled group and were introduced, to much cheering and shouting.
It was easy to get to the reception. The girls had taken care of everything, as they had promised. All we had to do was get from the deck to the limo, after a few thousand pictures. The six of us piled into the back of the stretched limo along with the photographer, Patty, Sandy, Mark and Mike all sitting boy, girl down one side of the limo. Tina leaned over and kissed me wetly and then whispered into my ear.
"Don't forget your toy."
"Oh yeah." I responded as I reached into my pocket and found the little remote I had forgotten about. I pressed the button and felt Tina press against me as the little device started vibrating inside her. I looked over at Patty and Sandy and saw the two of them squeeze their legs together, Sandy squeezing herself against Mark. I was pretty sure that he wouldn't mind. I kicked the intensity up a few notches and soon heard Tina moan in my ear as she pulled my hand to the front of her dress as she moved her mouth to mine for a deep kiss. As we broke the kiss I looked over and saw that Sandy had the top of her dress pulled down enough to expose her tits and had Mark's head pulled down to one of her exposed tits, while Patty had Mike's hand pulled inside the top if hers, against one of her bare tits.
I wasn't sure how Mike was going to react to all this, but being single I hoped he would roll with the punches. I reached in my pocket and clicked the intensity up one more notch and was soon rewarded with the sounds of three women moaning. Patty slid down in her seat and spread her legs wide, hiking up her dress to fully expose her wet pussy while her fingers savagely stroked her exposed clit.
Tina moaned loudly as she pulled herself tight to me, her body shuddering slightly as her orgasm built. It didn't take long for the vibrating little device to make her climax in my arms, about the same time as Patty squealed in pleasure.
I hadn't paid much attention but it was pretty clear that the lady photographer was capturing the event for all posterity, not to mention that her hand was pressing hard between her legs, clearly turned on as well.
Tina leaned down to my lap and undid my pants, pulling the small red underwear out of the way so she could engulf my dick with her wet mouth. I leaned my head back and enjoyed the sensations as she worked my dick with her lips and tongue, bringing me closer to the brink, but stopping before the point of no return. "Payback for earlier!" she whispered as she let the elastic strap of the underwear snap across my hard dick.
The limo pulled into the park so we could do some pictures, and the girls set to putting themselves back together again. Mike seemed to be ok with what was going on, and, based on the size of the bulge in his pants, more than a little turned on as he watched Patty's tits wiggle around as she fixed her dress. She leaned over and kissed him gently on the cheek just before she pulled the dress up over her tits. Finally all fixed, we got out of the limo and the photographer proceeded to pose us in a variety of poses and settings. I couldn't help notice that Patty took every opportunity to snuggle tightly to Mike when the camera was not on them, and I know Mark's hand was up under Sandy's dress at one point.
The photographer managed to do a good job of hiding the hard dicks we had in our pants, but you could tell she was getting a bit frustrated by the time we were done at the park. She had another location she wanted to go to, so we piled back into the limo.
The doors to the car were barely closed before Sandy had Mark's pants open and her dress pulled half down.
"That's a good idea!" the lady photographer said, trying to hide the fact that she had a hand between her legs pressing against her pussy. "Why don't you girls take care of those hard dicks so that we can get some good pictures at the next stop.
"Good idea!" Tina said, opening my pants and pulling my dick out of the tiny red underwear. It didn't take her long to get things going and in response I slipped my hand into my pocket and turned the little remote on once again. It wasn't long before Tina was moaning around my dick. I leaned my head back and allowed the feelings of her mouth to wash over me as she stroked up and down my hard shaft. After all the stimulation, I wasn't going to last much longer.
I opened my eyes and saw that Sandy's head was bobbing like crazy up and down in Mark's lap and Mike was leaning back with Patty, her dress tossed aside on a seat, her blond hair bobbing up and down in his lap. I looked a bit more toward the front of the long limo and saw the photographer, sitting with her legs splayed wide and her pants around her ankles. We made eye contact as her fingers disappeared into her pussy. I watched her finger herself as Tina worked my dick, my climax only seconds away.
With a grunt I unloaded into her mouth, shot after shot of hot cum pumping up into her while I watched the photographers fingers flashing in and out of her snatch.
Finally Tina pulled her head from my deflating dick.
"Please turn it off now!" she begged.
"Oh yeah!" I replied, realizing I had forgotten to turn the vibrators off. Patty practically collapsed in Mike's lap as her vibrator quit, her mouth long since having brought him off.
The photographer was the last to go off, her body shaking and trembling at her own hands. The car had been sitting in the parking lot for some time before we even realized that we were stopped, each of us trying to recover from our climaxes.
The stop was pretty quiet, each of us having been reasonably sated for the moment. After a number of pictures on the playground equipment, many of them cute and playful, we headed off to the reception.
As wedding receptions go, the girls had done a wonderful job. A nicely catered meal, plenty of wine and, of course, the usual cake cutting, and dancing. I hadn't had a lot of time to dance with Tina, and I wasn't at all disappointed. I was a bit surprised, however when they did the dollar dance. Both of us had a pretty good line of potential dancers, and most of them donated anything but a dollar. One particularly good looking young lady managed to stuff a hundred dollar bill down the front of my pants. Only later did I find out that she was one of Tina's good friends from the city, whom Tina planned on giving a really hard time to at a later date.
I danced with my new wife a number of times, but not exclusively. My new sisters-in-law each made sure to get a couple dances in, each apparently intended to keep my cock on edge for later, through the use of appropriate bumping and occasional slipped top exposing nipples and tits to me.
The night had gone quite long, and I was more than ready when Tina was finally ready to leave. We ran to the limo under a shower of bubbles and kissed deeply as the Limo pulled away from the hall. The drive home was fairly short. We talked about a good place to have our first night, but decided that home would be fine since we were leaving the next day for a honeymoon that only Tina knew about. She kept telling me it was a surprise but I was guaranteed to enjoy it.
"Hey!... You know I love you!" I said when we were finally alone in our bedroom.
"Yes. I think I do." She answered. "So do you want me to get undressed, or do you want to do it?"
"Are you kidding? I've been dreaming of fucking you in that dress since I first saw you in it!"
"Ohhhhh bad boy! Go for it stud!"
"Don't you need to get rid of something first?"
"Oh, the egg? That has been gone for hours."
"In that case!" I said as I pulled her toward me. I kissed her long and slow, sharing both the physical and emotional connection. I felt her hands undoing my pants and letting them slip to the ground before pushing my red underwear down and stroking my hard shaft.
"Why don't you let me undress you!" she whispered as her hands moved to my front and began pushing my coat off.
"With pleasure." I responded as she tossed the coat aside and then went to work on the little clips that passed for buttons on the tux shirt. Her fingers deftly undid each fastener, kissing her way down my chest as she worked, until it was finally open and she could push it off my shoulders. She pushed me backwards to the bed and then forced me to fall back to she could get to my pants and shoes. In moments I was completely naked and she began crawling up my body, her white dress covering the both of us.
"So. Is this what you want?" she cooed as she reached under her dress and rubbed my cock around her pussy.
"Oh yeah!" I groaned as she sunk over my shaft, driving herself slowly down on me until her ass was sitting on my legs. "God you look so beautiful!" I said quietly as she began to slide up and down my shaft, using her legs to leverage herself up and down.
"Uh huh. I do, don't I?" she responded with a smile and a giggle. "And I bet I feel pretty good too, don't I?"
"You feel VERY good!" I answered as she rode me slowly, taking her time as my hands worked on the row of small fasteners down the front of her gown. It took several pleasurable minutes before her breasts were released to my view, her dress now open to her navel, and her tits bouncing up and down as she picked up speed with the level of both of our desires.
"Oh god....Husband I am about to cum on you!" she moaned as I played with her bouncing tits and hard nipples
"I am too wife!" I groaned.
"Good! Give it to me! Fill me with your juice!" she grunted as she slammed down on my legs, time after time, driving my head against the end of her tunnel, the sounds of our skin slapping together muted by the ruffles of her white gown.
"OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as she felt my cock spasm and send the first shot of cum deep into her, triggering her own climax. Her whole body trembled and she moaned loudly as my cock spurted shot after shot of pent up cum deep inside her.
"Ohhhhh, so nice!" I panted as she lay down on top of me.
"Uh huh. But I am so tired now. It's amazing how stressful getting married is."
"You know it!" I said as I hugged my arms around her bare back and stroked it, pushing her gown farther down until I had my hands on her bare ass.
"Should we go to sleep? You may need it for tomorrow."
"What's tomorrow?" I asked her.
"Just our surprise honeymoon!" She answered with a grin.
"Just the two of us?"
"That you will have to wait to find out." She giggled as she pulled herself off my cock and stood up on the bed over me. Humming a strip tease music, she slowly pushed her dress down and stepped out of it, leaving her wearing nothing but her white stockings. One at a time she slid them down her legs, taking them off and allowing them to dangle and tease my chest or cock before she tossed them aside. Finally she was naked and lay down on the bed, patting a space next to her. "Come on hubby. Come up here and snuggle me up!"
"With pleasure." I answered as I crawled up the bed while she reached for the remote and turned the lights off. I fell asleep with my new wife curled against me, more content than I could remember in years.
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As a freshman in college money is always tight; student loans and scholarships go only so far. So it isn't unusual to find students looking for part time work to make ends meet and put gas in the tank. Rather than flip burgers, I chose to try and find a use for my considerable talents at fixing things. My first customers were faculty and wives of faculty, hiring me to do odd jobs that just hadn't gotten done. These included things like minor home repairs, painting, sanding and finishing floors, that kind of thing. Over the winter my number of customers grew by word of mouth from faculty to neighbors of faculty, and spring brought new tasks; lawn mowing, tree cutting, hedge trimming and my current job, painting a privacy fence.
It was my third day working for Amanda Cook, painting the six foot high privacy fence around her yard. It was hard, tiring work and the sudden heat that came this spring made the work all the more tedious. Mrs. C came out frequently to ply me with plenty of ice water and lemon aid as I worked around the outside of the fence. I was glad that I was inside today, meaning I was half done with the difficult job.
The sun was high in the sky and even though it was only ten in the morning, the temp had already soared to well over eighty five degrees. I stood, sweating, my shirt hanging on the back of a patio chair, painting the redwood stain on the south fence behind the pool. I knew it was going to be hot and had chose wisely to wear nothing more than a pair of exercise shorts that let some of the breeze through in an attempt to keep everything cool.
"I brought you a drink Mike!" Mrs. C said cheerfully as she walked up behind me.
"Thank you Missus C!" I answered gratefully, taking the ice cold glass of lemonade from her petite hand.
"When are you going to start calling me Amanda? Mrs. C sounds so...old." She said with a visible shudder.
"Yes Ma'am." I replied as I took a long drink and tried to slyly survey her thirty something body. She was just a bit shorter than my six foot frame, even in high heel sandals, and quite petite. I hadn't had a lot of experience in guessing measurements, but I figured she had about a thirty eight inch, D cup chest and maybe a twenty eight inch waist. I could see she was wearing a stark white bikini through the lacy cover she had on over it, and I was pretty sure that the dark areas on the front of her top were her areola showing, and not my imagination. I suddenly wondered what that suit would look like wet as I drank down the tall glass of lemonade. "Thank you, that was good!" I said as I handed her the glass back.
"My you were thirsty, weren't you? Feel free to come get more any time you want." She said as she turned and walked back toward the patio around the pool, her hips swaying suggestively as she walked in her high heels, her long blond ponytail swinging as much as her hips were.
"Damn!" I thought to myself as I watched her almost all the way back to the house, before turning back to my painting.
I watched her walk out of the patio door a few minutes later, a pitcher of lemonade in one hand and a basket in the other. She set both down on a small table on the patio and then slipped the lacy cover off, hanging it over the back of a lounge chair. She reached into the basket and then sat down on the chair, reclining back, her eyes hidden by a pair of large sunglasses. I tried to concentrate on my painting, but it was hard not to watch her as she began spreading tanning oil on her arms, working it into her skin and making it glisten in the sun. I had to admit that when she started on her legs, it was quite a turn-on to watch, and by the time she moved to her stomach and chest I had a huge hardon that my shorts were not doing a very good job of hiding.
"Mike! Can you come over here and help me a minute please?" Amanda called to me.
"Sure." I called back, hoping that I could will my hardon down before I got there. I bent over, setting my brush on the can and then headed to the patio as she lay the chair flat and rolled onto her stomach. "Yes ma'am?" I asked.
"Amanda! Remember?" she said sweetly. "Would you mind putting some oil on my back, I just can't reach there."
"Uh...sure." I answered, my dick jumping and trying to grow back to full mast, eventually succeeding in pushing the leg of my shorts out. I bent over and took the bottle she held out, and began to rub some into her back while she lay on her stomach. I was a bit embarrassed at how hard I was, and was sure that with her head facing me she couldn't help but see it.
"You can just untie the strings. No point in getting tan lines, is there?"
"Um, sure." I answered, as I tugged the small strings that held the top in place. I tossed the strings aside and returned to oiling her back, rubbing it in and taking a lot longer than was probably necessary . "All done!" I said, setting the bottle down on the ground.
"Ohhh that felt so nice. Thank you. Would you be a dear and go a little lower?" She asked , her voice soft and sweet.
"Um, I can't. I mean, not with your suit bottom on."
"Oh. Just go ahead and untie that too." She said, as innocent as if she were asking me to just put another coat of paint on a spot I might have missed.
"Uh sure." I answered, trying not to let the nervousness show in my voice. I pulled the strings on each side of her tiny bottom, but left the material sitting on her creamy ass. Pouring a little oil on my hand, I rubbed across the top of her round ass, working my fingers under the material as it lay on her.
"Just go ahead and push it down. The sun can't get to me with it covering me up anyway, can it?"
"Uh, I guess not." I answered as I lifted the material and let it fall in a pile between her legs, which she moved apart when she felt the material fall on her.
"Just tuck it down so it doesn't leave any tan marks, would you?" She asked as if it were nothing at all.
"Sure." I asked, tucking the material down between her legs and completely exposing her naked ass and now her pussy, to my view. My cock grew even harder in my shorts as I massaged the oil into her ass cheeks, working my fingers down and around each globe until the tips were brushing her pussy lips. I heard her take a sharp breath as one of my fingers slipped between her now oily pussy lips, dipping into her wetness.
"That was nice, thank you!" she answered as I took my hands off her bare ass.
"You're welcome." I answered, wishing I could go find a place to jack off; damn I was horny. I really wanted to just strip my shorts off , climb on top of her and slide into her pussy. But that would not be a good idea. "Hope your husband isn't upset with me for putting oil on you."
"Oh not to worry, he's out of town again for a few days." She said quietly. "But even if he weren't, why would he get upset at you for helping me out? We haven't done anything to be ashamed of, have we?"
"No, I guess not. I better get back to my painting." I said as I retreated before I did do something I would regret. I worked for the next hour, my cock staying hard the whole time and my eyes watching both my work and Amanda, especially when she rolled over to allow the sun to work on the front side of her body, which she didn't bother to cover in any way. She was laying completely naked on the chair when I decided to go get a better look. I walked over and filled my glass from the pitcher on the table, my eyes never leaving her round breasts, hard nipples and blond curly pubic hair.
"That looks good. Would you mind pouring me one?" Amanda asked as she lay on the chair as if she did this kind of thing every day.
"Sure." I said, filling my glass again and holding it out to her from where I stood at the foot of her chair. I thought maybe her eyes were closed, it took so long for her to reach for the glass, but she did eventually reach for it, little drips of condensation dripping onto her sun baked body.
"Ohhhhh that is chilly. I didn't realize how hot it was out here. I think we should cool off in the pool a few minutes before you go back to your painting.
"Um, I didn't bring a swim suit." I answered.
"Oh, poo." She brushed off my objection. "We can go without. I mean you've already seen my body sunning out here, so what's the difference?"
"Uh. I suppose." I said, my feet still rooted where they were.
"You're not embarrassed, are you?" She asked, lifting her glasses to look at my face.
"Uh, yeah, a bit." I answered honestly.
"Oh. Well, maybe I can help with that!" she said as she sat up, spreading her legs far enough to set one foot on the ground on each side of the chair. She sat up, her big round tits wiggling tantalizingly as she scooted down the chair until she was sitting on the end, one leg on each side of mine and her face only a foot or so from my shorts. She set her glasses on the ground and reached for the waist of my shorts, and slowly pulled them down, uncovering my body in tiny increments as she worked each side down a little at a time. My cock finally started to show and I saw her lick her lips as if anticipating a treat. My long shaft was slowly uncovered until finally it popped out of my shorts, bouncing and swinging free inches from her face. "Ohhh that is a nice looking cock." She cooed as she pulled my shorts the rest of the way down and let go of them to pool around my ankles. "Very nice."
"Ohhhh shit." I mumbled as she wrapped her hand around my hard shaft and leaned her face toward me, wrapping her lips around my hard mushroom head. I felt her tongue rub around the sensitive bottom side before swirling around and around like an ice cream cone. I closed my eyes and groaned as she slid her mouth down my shaft, pushing more and more of it into her mouth. Just when I thought she couldn't take any more of me in, I felt my head suddenly slide deeper, her face moving closer to my body until her nose touched my stomach. She bobbed her head a few inches on and off my cock before pulling all the way off my shaft.
"Tell me, do you think I'm good looking?" she asked just before she wrapped her lips around my head again.
"Oh fuck yes!" I groaned.
"Would you like to put this hard cock someplace else?" she asked as she came up for air again.
"Oh yeah!"
"Where would you like to put it?" she coaxed, playing with my head with her tongue while she looked up at me. "Would you like to slide it into my hot, wet pussy?"
"Oh, hell yes!" I groaned as she teased the bottom of my head again.
"Then why don't you? Here I am! You can do whatever you want to me!" she said as she slid back on the chair, letting go of my cock and spreading her legs wide so I had a good view of her wet pussy.
I stepped out of my shorts and crawled clumsily onto the chair, climbing up her body until my hard cock was poking against her wet pussy.
"Slowly...take your time!" she cooed " We have all day if you want to."
I felt her hand grasp my cock and rub the head around her wet lips, spreading her lubrication on my head and teasing her own clit with the tip. "Now slide into me." She coaxed as I arched my back and pushed my cock deep into her wet pussy. "Oh yes. Sooooo good!" she moaned as she let go of me and moved her hands to my ass. "You can suck on my nipples too if you want, I really like that."
I leaned my head down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, experimenting with sliding my tongue around it like she had done on my cock head.
"Ohhh yes, just like that. Now slide in and out of me at the same time and you will have me cumming in no time!"
I rocked my hips, sliding my hard shaft in and out of her wet pussy while I continued to tease her nipple with my tongue. After a few short minutes I switched which breast I was sucking on, continuing to stroke in and out of her pussy. I could feel that I was going to cum soon and wanted to warn her, but her hands pulled my face down to her nipple and her legs wrapped around mine, her hips bucking up into me, driving me deep into her time after time while she cried out and panted. I simply couldn't hold back any longer and my body jerked time and again, driving my cock deep into her while it spewed its huge load of pent up cum deep into her pussy, making her cry even louder. "YES! YES!" she cried with each new surge of cum that flooded into her hot tunnel, until finally, we both collapsed on the chair, each of us heaving and panting for breath.
"I'm sorry." I finally said quietly.
"Sorry? For what?"
"For cuming in you. I didn't have a chance to pull out."
"Ahhh. You silly boy. I'm glad you did, I wanted you to. . I like how it feels!" she said, stroking my hair with one hand and my ass with the other.
We lay there for some time before she whispered in my ear that she was hot and would really like to take a dip. I pushed myself off of her sexy body, my shriveled cock pulling out of her and releasing a huge gush of our combined juices.
"Ohhh you really did give me a big load, didn't you?" she said with a giggle as I tried to crawl off the chair with my shorts still around my ankles. "Let's get rid of those, shall we?" She said as she slid down the chair and helped me take off my shorts and then my shoes and socks. Now as naked as she was, I let her lead me to the stairs on the shallow end of the pool, where we wadded down into the pleasantly cool water.
"Catch me if you can!" she cried as she splashed water at me and then took off swimming for the far end of the pool. I'm not the greatest swimmer, but somehow chasing after a naked woman in a pool definitely increased my abilities. I had almost caught her when she reached the far wall and dove under the water. I looked around for her to bob up, but was surprised to feel her hand close around my cock, squeezing it a few times before it was released. She bobbed to the surface a dozen feet from me. "You're not doing a very good job of catching me. I guess you don't want to have me any more?"
"I never said that!" I said as I quickly started after her. She gracefully kept just out of my reach as we headed back to the shallow end of the pool. I stretched my reach and managed to snag her foot just before she was going to make a turn and dart away again.
"Ahhh! You did catch me!" she said in mock surprise. "I guess that means you get to have me! Tell me sir, what part would you like first?"
"I think these." I said as I stepped over to her in the three foot deep water and cupped both large tits in my hands.
"Excellent choice!" she said, taking hold of my arms and pulling me backwards until she could sit on a step and wrap her legs around mine. She pulled me toward her until her pussy was pressing against my again hard shaft as she lay back on the top stair, our bodies pressing together right at the surface of the water.
"Oh yeah. Squeeze them and play with them. I love that!" she cooed for me to work her tits while she rocked her hips, driving her pussy up and down my shaft. "You are learning fast, aren't you?" she asked as I gently rolled her nipples between my fingers while I squeezed her large tits.
"You know us college students. Always quick learners." I answered with a laugh.
"Hmmm you keep this up and I might teach you more things to know."
"Is that a promise?" I challenged.
"Oh yeah!" She said as she ground her pussy against my cock. "For starters, how would you like to fuck me from behind?"
"I think that sounds interesting!" I responded as she released her legs and pushed me back.
It only took her a few moments to move us around so she was facing the edge of the pool, bent at the waist with her pussy just above water level by standing on the lowest step. "Now put that huge pole in me!" she practically growled.
I rubbed my head around her pussy like she had earlier, and then pushed into her, my shaft stopping only part way in.
"That's okay. Now just stroke it in and out. It'll go deeper when you get some more lubrication on my pussy."
"Okay." I answered as I held onto her hips and began stroking in and out of her, each stroke sliding deeper into her until my hips were slapping noisily against her round ass.
"Oh god yes! Fuck Meeeeee!" she cried loudly as I drove into her time after time, the water tickling my balls and her swinging tits making small waves as they jiggled from each impact.
My eyes were closed and I was in heaven as my cock slid in and out of her hot tight pussy, my next climax quickly building through my body.
"Holly Shit! Amanda!" A shocked female voice said loudly.
"Oh Christ! Vivian? What are you doing here?" Amanda asked her from her position bent over, my cock still stuffed full into her pussy, pulsing and nearly ready to squirt into her.
"I just stopped by, and you didn't answer the door so I figured you were in the pool, but I didn't expect....this!" She said, waiving a hand over the scene in front of her.
"Well, Vivian, this is Mike. He's a student working for me."
"I can see just exactly what he's doing to you."
"Don't knock it till you try it!" she retorted.
"Yeah, right! What is Martin going to say?"
"Who says he's going to find out?" Amanda asked as she pulled off my dick and stood upright. "I'm not about to tell him."
"Amanda, I mean, how could you?"
"Viv...after watching him work in the yard for the last few days, how could I not? I mean, look at that body!"
"He does look pretty sexy, and God what a dick!" She replied, talking about me like I wasn't even there, just mere feet away from her.
"So, why don't you join us in the pool. I'm giving Mike lessons on how to please a woman." Amanda said as she slid over next to me and wrapped her arms around me.
"I didn't bring a suit." She answered lamely, almost sounding disappointed.
"Why don't you go help Vivian get undressed. We don't need suits in here today anyway!" She said quietly as she turned me and pushed me gently toward the stairs.
Not really sure what else to do, I followed my directions and climbed out of the pool, water streaming off my legs and puddling up as I stepped over and stood near Vivian.
"Go ahead. Undress her slowly." Amanda quietly encouraged. "Vivian, tell him what you like done, he is a very fast learner!" Amanda said from where she was leaning against the side of the pool.
Vivian was a fairly tall thin, woman; almost my height, even in her flat flip-flops, with short cropped brown hair and dark green eyes. I reached for the bottom of the bright orange tank top she was wearing over a pair of white walking shorts. I slowly pulled the top up from her waist, letting it roll inside out as I continued to lift it, her white belly quickly expanding up her chest until she lifted her arms and I was able to pull her top completely off. Her small, perky breasts were covered in a white lace bra, which became exposed as I pulled the shirt farther up her arms and then finally off over her head. I dropped the shirt on the ground and let my hands slide down her body; just my finger tips, stroking her creamy white skin from her elbows down her sides to her waist, where I followed the material of her shorts around to her front.
I unsnapped the brass snap and then held one corner of the material as slowly unzipped the zipper, Vivian drawing her stomach in and holding her breath as the zipper clicked down one tooth at a time. With her shorts undone, I lowered them down her long slim legs, lowering myself as I did, until my face was level with the tiny white lacy panties she was wearing. I helped her step out of her shorts and then slid my fingers up her legs to her hips.
"He really doesn't need much teaching so far." Vivian breathed as I grasped her panties and slowly slid the tiny bit of material down her legs, exposing her dark brown curls on her mound, and her meaty pussy lips. I continued pulling her shorts down to her feet and helped her step out of them before tossing them onto the pile of discarded clothing. I ran my fingers up her legs and sides as I stood up, until my fingers found the elastic of her bra. I ran my fingers around her sides while she lifted her arms over her head, bringing them back down around my neck as my arms circled her body. My fingers feeling for the clasp of her bra and my rock hard dick pressing into her stomach.



"There you go...Just undo that little clasp" she encouraged in a whispered as she stepped closer to me, my hard cock sliding up and pressing its full length against her stomach now. I fumbled with the little clasp for several seconds before I got it open and allowed the material spring around her sides. "Ok...now take it off of me." She whispered, as I eased the material down her long slender arms as she stepped back from me. I dropped the bra on the pile of clothing as she stepped back to me, reaching down and wrapping her hand around my dick as she pressed her naked body against mine. "Hmmmm, it is a nice dick. Do you like to have it sucked on?" she whispered.
"Well, so far, yes." I admitted.
"Hmmm well, let's see what we can do about that then?" she cooed, stepping out of her flip flops and away from me. Without releasing my cock, she walked toward the pool, pulling me along as if my dick were a handle. She led me down the steps into the water and then guided me to the edge of the pool. "Up on the edge." She coaxed.
Almost as soon as I was sitting on the edge, her head was headed to my lap, her mouth quickly engulfing my hard cock and her tongue swirling around and around it while she pumped her head and hand up and down the shaft.
"Hmmmm that looks like it feels so good." Amanda said as she slid up next to us and lowered her head to my chest. I felt her tongue reach out and tease my nipples and wondered if that was what it felt like, to her, to have hers licked and sucked. I felt her leave my nipples and kiss her way up my chest, moving to my neck and finally licking my earlobe. "Why don't you return the favor now?" Amanda whispered. "Just switch with her and then I'll teach you how to eat her pussy."
"Will she like that?" I asked.
"oh yes....i guarantee it!" she whispered with a chuckle.
"Ok." I answered quietly, reaching for Vivian's shoulders and lifting her until she released my cock from her mouth. "Switch with me." I said as I slipped into the water. It only took a moment for her to move around and sit on the edge of the pool, her knees in the air and spread wide as she hooked her heels on the edge of the pool.
"Now just gently lick between her pussy lips." Amanda cooed in my ear as she pressed my head toward Amanda's lap. I tentatively reached out with my tongue and pressed it between her meaty lips at the base and was rewarded with a tangy wetness that fought with the chlorine water taste. I stroked up between her lips at Amanda's urging, until my tongue found the hard spot that was her clit. She jumped slightly as my tongue bumped over it before coming out of her slit completely. "Again." Amanda urged.
Again and again I stroked between her lips, her more sensitive inner lips becoming more and more exposed as her level of arousal increased.
"You are doing well." Amanda said as she reached between my legs and stoked my hard cock. "Now find her clit play with it with your tongue. Swirl it around and around it with the tip of your tongue and slowly press your finger into her pussy."
I did as I was directed, Vivian moaning loudly as my finger stroked in and out of her pussy in time with my licking and flicking of her clit.
"OH FUCK!" Vivian screamed suddenly, her whole body tensing up and shaking uncontrollably.
"Shit, did I hurt her?" I asked Amanda I was so startled.
"OH, far from it. Now stand between her legs and put your hard dick into her." Amanda coaxed me.
You didn't have to invite me twice! I was quickly rubbing my hard cock around her pussy lips, up and down between them, teasing her clit and letting my head engage her tunnel. Finally she hooked her heels on my ass and groaned as she pulled me deep into her incredibly tight pussy. I sunk slowly into her, my whole cock being massaged by her quivering pussy. I finally hit the end of her tunnel, my pubic hair mingling with her own, before I pulled back and quickly sunk myself back in again.
"YES...OH GOD YES! AGAIN!" Vivian cried to the cloudless sky as Amanda coaxed my ass to plunge my cock into her faster. I watched as Amanda climbed half on the edge of the pool, leaning her head over Vivian's chest, and sucked one of her nipples into her mouth. The sight of two naked women in front of me, one of the sucking the others tits, and the tight tingling massage that Vivian's pussy was giving my cock was more than my system could handle. With a grunt my body jerked, driving my cock into her so hard it bounced her a couple inches across the pool edge. "AHHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried at the top of her lungs as my dick exploded inside her, pumping squirt after squirt of hot cum into her pussy as my body bucked into hers. I felt Amanda slide her hand down my ass and between my cheeks, her teasing finger causing my last few shots of cum to pump more forcibly than I would have expected.
"Oh God!" Vivian panted as she lowered herself down to lay on the concrete, her chest heaving, her legs hanging limply around me in the pool. "That was the most intense orgasm I've ever had."
"I told you he was good." Amanda answered with a giggle as she slid back down into the water. She stepped around me and pressed her body against the back of mine, her hands stroking up and down my chest until it was teasing both the base of my shriveling cock and Vivians pussy.
"OH, he is that! How did you find him? Buy him from a slave trader?" Vivian joked from where she was laying.
"Nope. Heard from a friend he would do odd jobs. It wasn't till I watched him working shirtless for a few days that I got the idea to seduce him."
"How did you do that?" Vivian queried.
"Easy. What man can resist a woman in a bikini putting on tanning oil. And of course, getting that oil in all the right spots so pretty soon she isn't wearing any bikini." Amanda said with a giggle.
"Well, when you get done I think I have a bedroom that needs to be painted." Vivian said with a laugh as she sat up, holding a hand out to me.
"I'd be happy to help you paint a room." I said as I helped her back into the water.
"I bet you would, stud. And if you just happened to get naked while you were painting...well, you wouldn't get any complaints from me!"
The three of us laughed and joked around some more before Vivian finally decided she needed to go and I needed to get back to painting the fence. Amanda made me paint naked as long as she was outside, which was okay with me, since she had to put sunblock on me so I didn't burn. Of course she had to suck me off first, which was the first time I ever squirted all over a woman's tits and face, which she seemed to really enjoy.
I still had at least one more day of work on the fence when I finished for the day, and Amanda made me promise to come and start bright and early in the morning. I told her I couldn't wait.
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I had known Emily since she was a baby. I watched her grow from a young child to an exuberant teen and finally to a very sexy young adult. Yes she was half my age, and to be honest, when she was an 18-year-old gymnast, there were times that I had less than wholesome thoughts about her, but as every father thinking things like that about their kid's friends, I kept them well to myself. I suspect that as she grew into her early twenties, those full body hugs she gave me, the ones where she couldn't seem help but press her hips tight to mine, were an indication that she had picked up on those hidden desires.
Over the years I watched her grow, and yes, fill out, till she was quite a sexy looking young woman. At only five thee, and barely over a hundred pounds, she was extremely petite, but her chest had filled out into full C cup. A fact which I was frequently reminded of as she continued to give me full body hugs every time we met. If that meeting was alone, those hugs seemed to last much longer and I often wondered if it was my imagination that she hugged tighter or that she ground her hips into my quickly growing hardon.
One thing I was sure of, was that those alone hugs were more than long enough for her to feel that hardon pressing against her body. The hardon caused by the tingles sent through my body by her obviously hard nipples. I pulled her as tight to me as she did, not wanting to miss a moment, and at the same time, not wanting her to realize just how much desire there was to undress her and explore her petite body with my lips. Another thing that I was never quite sure of, was how many of the couple dozen "flashes" that I received in the last few years were accidental. There were times that I swore they had to be intentional. Coming out after a shower without a towel while I was working on something to help her mom, or a bikini top "slipping" out of place. I got more flashes of her body than I could actually chalk up to accidental events.
Now that she is married and starting her family, those hugs are a thing of the past. I still got hugs, but now those hugs were from the side, pressing her substantially larger milk filled tits into my side instead of into my chest. Not that it made my dick any less hard, I mean I kind of have a thing for sexy milk filled tits, and hers definitely fell in that category. But Em was my wife's best friend's daughter, my daughter's good friend, and my son's best friend's sister. With all that in the way there was no way I was going to even hint at what was in my mind, not to mention the significant age difference.
So over the years I let the desire stay hidden away, but still always there. This day though, those desires bubbled toward the surface as both she and I attended a float trip including all of our direct and extended families.
Em showed up in a very skimpy black string bikini, her body looking incredible considering that it had been less than a year since she had given birth. I presumed that the bikini was to show off just how well toned and shaped she had gotten her body back into. I know that I certainly appreciated her showing off all her curves, including her breasts which wiggled so enticingly in the barely adequate black top. Throughout the day I did my best to keep my cock down while also trying to peak at what she was showing.
I assumed it was my imagination, but it seemed to me that her breasts were actually growing as the day progressed. Either that or the black triangles of material covering part of them and attempting to hold them in place were shrinking. By the time we got off the river for the day and the tents set up there was no doubt what was going on. I felt almost stupid at not having thought about it before. She hadn't brought her daughter, leaving her with grandma, who didn't want to come canoeing, and her breasts were quite literally brimming with milk. The wet spots on the front of the triangles of cloth were the clear indication that finally brought it to mind. I watched her walk off toward the bathrooms wearing her tiny black top and a pair of satin looking workout shorts as I headed to where the cook grills were being lit.
After hanging around the grills for a while, I headed to the bathrooms to take care of my own relief, wondering if it was going to be private enough to get the other kind of relief I needed or if I was going to have to slip off into the woods that were just behind the bathrooms.
As it turned out, they were not at all private enough for what I needed to take care of, and was exiting the bathrooms to duck into the tree line for a few moments to relieve the load that had been building all day. With my mind already intent on that action, I guess I wasn't paying attention and nearly walked into Em as she came out of the ladies side.
"Oh shit. Sorry Em!" I muttered, stopping just short of bumping into her.
"Not a problem Mister C." She replied with a smile on her face, using the same name for me she most of her life. "Where were you headed?"
"Uh.... Back to the camp site." I answered, my mind not fully engaged yet.
"The sites are back that way." She said with a crooked grin forming on her face. She leaned closer and whispered to me, "Looks to me like you were going someplace else."
"Huh? Why would you say that?" I asked, startled that not only was it obvious to her, but she was being brazen enough to say so.
"Oh, just a hunch." She said as she took hold of the waist band of my swim suit and pulled on it, stepping backwards to lead me around the corner of the bathrooms toward the back side. She held her finger to her lips and guided me quietly to the more secluded side. "You know. I have a really hard time expressing enough milk so my breasts don't hurt when I don't have baby around. Would you mind helping me?" She whispered as she reached behind her neck and untied the string holding the top up. The two black triangles of material fell away from her body, catching with the loop around her back and hanging at her waist, her full round breasts more fully on display for me than I had ever seen before.
I really couldn't help myself, my hands took on a life of their own as they reached out and cupped each magnificent breast, my thumbs rubbing back and forth across each erect nipple, making them dimple her dark areola as they bent to and fro.
"ohhhh god." She whispered as her hands fumbled with the knot on the string holding my swim suit around me. "I have wanted you to touch me like this for so long."
I gave her no answer as I stepped slightly to her side and leaned my head down to gently kiss one nipple while stroking the other. My tongue could taste the milk seeping from it, warm and almost sweet. I closed my lips around the tip of her breast and gently sucked her nipple into my mouth, suddenly receiving more of the warm treasure along with a gentle moan from her lips. Her hands pushed my swim suit off my butt, allowing it to slide down my legs until I was naked from the ankles up.
Her hands found my hard cock and wrapped around it, stroking it long and slow, rubbing the precum that was already leaking from it into the whole shaft. My own hands began roaming again, the one that had slipped around her back sliding down into the back of her shorts, pushing them part way down in the process, and the one caressing her other breast, slipping down her firm stomach and into the front of her shorts. Her hands left my cock long enough to push her shorts down, allowing my hands to now roam freely across her firm round ass and her shaved mound.
Her hands went back to my rock hard shaft as one of my left hand worked between her legs from behind, my finger stroking between her wet lips in search of her inviting tunnel. My right hand found and zeroed in on her clit, sending tingles of lightning through her body with each stroke across the hard nub.
"Oh god. Fuck me....Please fuck me!" She begged in a whisper, grabbing my arms and pulling my hands from her pussy.
I stood up and looked down at her, wondering what she had in mind. I didn't have long to wait, her flexible gymnasts body easily lifting one leg high and hooking it over my left arm. I lowered myself slightly while she grabbed my cock and aimed it at her pussy, rubbing the head up and down her slit, teasing her clit with the tip before pushing it back so my head was engaged in her tunnel. She let go and pulled herself against me, arching her back and pushing her sopping wet pussy over my fat cock a few inches.
"Oh god you're so big!" She moaned quietly rocking her hips in time with the short little strokes I started to make, working my cock into her a little bit at a time.
"Oh god." I mumbled as my head finally reached the end of her sweet tunnel, my body already on overload. I started stroking longer into her now, each stroke slipping out until I was nearly out of her wet pussy before pushing quickly into her again. Each stoke brought a new grunt, squeak, or moan to her lips, and her whole body was quivering. Her nipples leaked milk, some in drips collecting like rain drops and some in small streams that reached out the few inches between us to wet my chest.
"Yes. Oh god I'm going to cum!" She whispered hoarsely as I continued to stroke into her. Her whole body shook and quivered as I continued to stroke into her, knowing my own load was about to unleash its torrent into her.
"YES!" she squeaked as her whole body jerked, her pussy clamping around my cock. I stroked once, twice, a third time, my hands squeezing her tits, covering both of us with her milk, before my own climax was beyond holding back.
"Fuck!" I grunted as I jerked, pumping my cock into her so hard I lifted her from the ground, pinning her against the back of the building. Her arms wrapped around my back and pulled my chest to hers, driving her tits and hard nipples into my chest as our bodies jerked and trembled, emptying my cum deep in her pussy with each jerk of my cock.
"Oh lord." I whispered as I lowered her back to the ground, my cock still stuffed deeply inside her, twitching gently.
"Oh yes. But you still have to help me express some of this milk now." She said with a quiet giggle, moving my hands to her breasts. We stood there, my cock shrinking inside her, her hips rocking in pleasure, grinding her clit against me while my hands squeezed and milked her large breasts. We were quite literally covered with her milk as the darkness closed around us.
"oh yes. Just a little more!" she moaned quietly, another orgasm building within her as she continued to ride my again hardening cock.
"You going to cum again?"
"Oh yes. Just a little more." She mumbled as she rocked her hips, grinding her clit into the base of my cock as I worked her tits and nipples. "Yes...just there. Oh yes....right there.....Ohhhhhhh" she finished with a squeak, her body once again twitching and trembling as she came, her pussy squeezing my cock pleasantly.
I stood there, gently rubbing her tits and nipples, her milk no longer flowing as it had.
"God that was good. I can't remember the last time I came twice like that." She whispered, unhooking her leg from my arm and lowering it so I was trapped within her pussy.
"I have to say, I don't know when I came that hard either." I whispered
She laughed quietly. "Glad to know it was as good for you as for me."
"Yeah. It was." I replied quietly.
We were interrupted with the sound of voices coming up the trail toward the bathrooms. "Shhhhh. Come with me." Em whispered as she pushed me back, my hard cock sliding from her and unleashing a small flood of cum down her leg. She bent to pick up her shorts from the ground where they lay after she stepped out of them. "Just bring them." She whispered to me, as I tried to get my leg into my swim suit.
Holding onto my suit with one leg in and one out, I followed her down a path into the woods. She kept going as the path twisted and turned, finally dumping us out at the edge of the river.
"Here we go." She said, reaching for my suit and pulling it down my leg and coaxing me to let her pull it off. "We better clean up and you don't want to go up with a wet suit, do you?"
"Probably not a good idea." I agreed as she tossed her bikini top into the gravel with her shorts. She waded into the water and crouched down, using small handfuls of water to wash her sexy tits and body. I followed suit, the cold water trying to shrink my still hard cock.
"I hate to let that go to waste!" she whispered, sliding over and reaching for my cock to stroke it gently.
"Probably not a good idea to continue this just now. Besides people missing us, I'm not sure this was exactly right." I said in a quiet voice.
"Maybe not right, but something we both wanted for a long time. I know you have been looking at my body for years, and I was just waiting for you to make a move, but you never did. I've wanted you since I walked in on you in the shower one day. God your cock looked so big and fat. I just wanted to climb in and let you fuck me right there."
"When was that?" I asked startled.
"Oh remember that night when I stayed the night after Jen and I went out for my seventeenth birthday?"
"I think so. Several of you went out to some party."
"Uh huh. The next morning I had to go pee bad and I snuck into the bathroom while you were in the shower. I don't think you even knew I was there. You were way too busy, if you know what I mean."
"Shit, you watched me jack off in the shower?"
"Uh huh. And I came right with you. If you had opened your eyes you would have seen me standing next to the shower with my hand stuffed in my pussy. Ever since then I have been trying to get you to fuck me, but you never would."
"I had no idea." I answered as she got up and stepped to the shore, slipping her shorts back on before standing to look at me.
"Well, now you do." She flatly. "So don't forget it." She said as she turned and walked down the shore, putting her top on as she walked away.
I pulled my suit on and followed her down the shore a short time later, climbing the stairs to the camp area from the river edge, my cock still hard at the thought of her body and the sensations, and also at the open invitation she had left.
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I hadn't known Briana very long, maybe six months or so. She was a pleasant young lady that recently filled a vacant spot in our departmental secretarial pool. Being somewhat outgoing and wanting to stay "in good" with the secretaries, I did my best to socialize whenever I stopped in to get my mail or with an administrative need. The last thing I wanted to do was be considered the boring old professor who only comes in when he needs something. Fortunately, I don't look my age, and I certainly don't act like a "boring" professor, that is if I listen to the ladies I interact with.
Most days the conversations with her are pretty upbeat, and depending on who's around it can, at times, be a bit flirty. As with any work environment you have to be concerned with the dreaded "sexual harassment" charge, so I am extremely careful about when and where I say anything that might be off color, and I learn quickly who is and is not acceptable to have around for those comments. Many times they are limited to my office, where I have learned it is better to always keep the door closed.
This afternoon though, my usual comment to Briana returned a very sharp "What do you want?", with a very heavy emphasis on the you.
"I'm sorry. I just said hello." I said somewhat startled.
"Oh, I'm sorry." She said quietly. "I didn't mean to bite your head off."
"You seem upset, anything I can help with?"
"No not really. It's personal."
"Well, if you need someone to talk to, you know where to find me." I said trying to give her a reassuring smile.
"Thanks. It'll be ok." She said, the look on her face telling me it will be anything but ok.
"You sure about that? You look like you are half way between pissed and crying."
"That would be a good description. I don't know whether to cry or be mad, but right now I think I'm both."
"Really? What's going on?" I asked, sitting down on the corner of her desk to let her know I wasn't going anywhere.
She looked around the office to see who could overhear, and then just loud enough for me to hear without the rest of the office overhearing her she said. "I went home at lunch time to surprise my boyfriend. He had the day off of work and I was going to have lunch with him. When I got to the house he was busy screwing my roommate on the living room sofa."
"Wow!" I responded quietly. "I can see why you're upset. I'm not sure what I can do to help you, but it sounds like you're going to be in the market for both a new boyfriend and roommate."
"Oh that's for sure. Men! They're all just mean bastards!" she practically spat out.
"Ouch." Was my simple reply.
"Oh I didn't mean you! I mean you have always been nice to me."
"Well, I try." I said not at all sure where to go from there.
"I'm sorry." She said putting her hand on my thigh and rubbing it up and down a few inches in a physical apology. "You're definitely not in that group."
"Well, thank you for that. If you need anything, even a couch to flop on, let me know, ok?"
"Ok, thanks." She said, moving her hand back to the computer key board, unconsciously putting an end to the conversation.
The next few weeks were indeed rough for her, and she did avail herself of my guest room for several days while she arranged new living quarters. Briana isn't a swimsuit model by any stretch of the imagination. She is short, maybe five-five, and a bit on the chunky side. Certainly not fat, just not a size zero. I learned that she did wear a size 4 panty, when I found one of her rather skimpy ones mixed in with my laundry after she left. I was a perfect gentleman while she was in my house, making sure that there was no pressure on her to do anything other than be a guest. My wife of course would have had a fit if she had been in the country, but once again, the US ARMY had their own plans for her and her talents, and I felt it would be better if she didn't know I had a female guest for most of the week.
Not that she didn't trust me....but well...she didn't trust me, especially after introducing her to "playing" outside the relationship. It had been a struggle for her, adjusting to that, but in the end, we both found it improved our own relationship in bed, but some very strict ground rules were instituted. The biggest one was that we didn't play separately any more. It was together or not at all.
We talked about it before she left and I had her permission for an occasional exception while she was gone, but was trying hard to be a good boy and not go looking for trouble. I really did prefer it to be with her instead of separate from her, and she appreciated that fact. Separate just ran too many risks for someone deciding that the grass wasn't only greener on the other side of the fence, but, well....better in other ways. Neither of us wanted to tempt that particular issue, so we both decided separately to try and be good unless we were together. In that light I didn't need her worrying if I was being good with a single woman living in the guest room.
Don't get me wrong, I found her to be very attractive, and I could tell that on one or two occasions she had pleasured herself late at night. She simply wasn't quite quiet enough for as close as the two rooms were. Having separate bathrooms also made a lot of things easier, although I did catch her one day slipping from the bathroom to the bedroom across the hall, naked, giving me the briefest glimpse of her completely naked body and a nice profile of her well rounded breasts and hard nipples. I kept my mouth shut about it not wanting to embarrass her.
After about five days, she got herself settled into a new place and moved out, much to my disappointment. It had been kind of fun to have someone else around to talk to.
As January snows turned to February chill, things had been quite lonely at home. It's amazing how much you count on a person to just be there to talk to, and how much you don't realize it until they aren't there. I think that Briana saw my loneliness and stopped by my office frequently to chat. Those discussions pretty soon turned to anything goes conversations, with sex or lack of it, being a periodic topic. I was surprised one day when she stopped in and dropped a pink envelope on the desk for me, and then sat down on the corner to wait expectantly.
"What's this?"
"Read it and see." She said with a grin.
I opened the envelope and drew out an invitation to a party, a "non-valentines" party to be exact. "What is a non-valentines party?"
"Well, since I don't have anyone to spend valentines with, I decided to invite a few friends over for some fun. We'll have some music, eat lots of junk and have some fun."
"Just what kind of fun are you talking about?"
"Oh I don't know...girl talk, maybe some games, haven't really nailed it all down."
"So who all is coming?"
"Well, Samantha, Liz, Mandy, Jennifer, Trudy and maybe Karen."
"All ladies? Why in the world would you want me there?"
She leaned toward me and whispered. "I wanted to do something nice for you for putting me up for almost a week. I know it's not your idea of a great time, but I really do wish you'd come. I promise, we'll keep the girl talk to a minimum."
"I don't know, this sounds like a hen party to me." I said shaking my head.
"Oh come on. I know you're lonely. You didn't fool me one bit while I was there. I saw how poorly you slept and you seemed absolutely happy to have someone else to cook for. Come on, let me return the favor."
"Ok. You talked me into it." I answered with a chuckle. "If nothing else I can find something on tv to watch and eat some of your food."
"That's the ticket. I knew I could talk you into it." She said with a laugh as she got up and headed to the door. "See you tomorrow night!"
I shook my head and wondered just how I managed to let her talk me into that.
**********
Two days later I walked up to the house she was renting and knocked on the door. I wasn't exactly sure what to expect, so I dressed somewhat casually, a pair of dockers, my silk pullover shirt and my brown leather sport coat. The outfit went well with my signature leather hat. When she opened the door I felt instantly underdressed. Briana stood in a long red dress that seemed to cling to her body, accenting her curves and highlighting the size of her breasts and her uncharacteristically large valley between her pressed together breasts.
"Wow!" I said quietly, feeling like a school kid on his first date, not someone almost twice her age.
"I will take that as a compliment." She said as she stepped back to let me come into the house. Her normally tied back brown hair was free and seemed to flow and bounce with each slight move of her head, framing her face and occasionally slipping in front of her green eyes that seemed to bore straight into me.
"You are absolutely stunning!" I said as I stepped into the house and let her close the door behind me.
"Didn't think a fat old gal like me could dress up this nice?"
"I have never considered you fat in any respect, and, no, based on how I see you every day at work I had no idea you could look so....hot when you dressed up."
"Well thank you, and I have to say, you look quite handsome tonight yourself."
"Well, that is a compliment I don't hear very often."
"Maybe not, but I have no doubt a lot of ladies think it." She said with a girlish giggle.
"Come on, let me introduce you to the ladies." She said, looping her arm into mine and walking me down the hallway and into a spacious living room. "Ladies, this is Mike. Mike, let me introduce Samantha, Elizabeth, Mandy and Trudy." She said motioning to the four ladies that were getting up from the curved sectional sofa where they had been sitting chatting. Samantha stepped over and extended a hand, asking that I call her Sam, even though she didn't look a bit masculine, especially in her short red dress. She was quite a bit shorter than I was, even a tad shorter than Brianna. She was rounder than Briana also, but most definitely not unattractive, especially in the short red dress that showed a lot of her simply massive creamy breasts. As I gently lifted her hand and kissed it, I could see her nipples begin to harden even through the lacy bra that almost showed through the top of her dress. I released her hand as Elizabeth stepped forward, a broad smile on her freckled face.
"Please call me Liz." She whispered as she kissed my cheek, her body so close to mine that I could feel one of her small unrestrained breasts press against my chest through her red silk blouse. She was nearly as tall as I was, and I had to restrain my hands from sliding down her sides to her red leather skirt that was so short I thought I might be able to touch the hem without trying to hard.
"I'll be happy to if you'd like." I said as she stepped back, the smile never leaving her face.
"Well, when she said she was inviting a hot guy to our ladies only party, I was kind of upset and thought about not coming, but seeing you....well, I'm more than happy to meet your acquaintance." Mandy said as she stepped over and extended a hand.
"Well, I'm certainly glad you did come." I said taking her hand and kissing it like I had Samantha's. It gave me a chance really take in her slim Asian figure, encased in a red spandex dress that hugged every inch of her body, leaving me to wonder if she had on anything under it, either panties or any kind of bra to hold her c cup breasts. I guessed that I could easily pick her up, being about the same height as Briana but only about a hundred ten pounds.
"And last but I hope not least. I'm Trudy." The tallest of the group said. She was medium build, maybe a hundred fifty pounds, and every bit as tall as I was. Her short blond hair was in tight curls around her creamy complexion, framing her face and sparling blue eyes.
"I would say not." I said as I let my eyes drink in the long red dress that was more like a front and back held together on the sides with a series of little ties. As she stepped toward me I could see the dress separate and expose one of her long legs all the way to the hip, the exposed skin the rest of the way to her shoulder letting me know that she wasn't wearing a darn thing under it. That made her medium sized breasts all the more enticing, realizing that the way they were standing was not because of any extra support. I took her hand and started to lift it to kiss, but she stepped closer to me, slipping inside my arms until her hips were pressing against mine, trapping my hardening cock between us. She wrapped her free arm around my neck and pulled her face to mine, gently kissing me on the lips, her hot breath breathing into my mouth.
"Ladies, the goal of the evening is to have fun, not try to seduce Mike." Briana said as Trudy released me and stepped back. "Why don't you ladies show him to a seat."
"Of course!" Mandy said, slipping an arm into mine as she stepped up next to me. "He can have one next to me."
"And of course a drink, what would be your pleasure?" Sam inquired.
"Actually, I've never been much of a drinker. I tend to shy away from it if I have to drive." I responded honestly.
"Well, let me chose something for you. I am sure that if you feel unable that one of us can drive you home, or even find you a guest bed here." She said as she turned and walked toward the kitchen, leaving me with the distinct feeling that if I wasn't careful I was going to end up being the party entertainment. I looked at Briana, hoping to find some help there, but saw only a sly grin and a twinkle of her eye, neither of which reassured me as ideas clearly flitted through her mind as to the possibilities before her.
"I think we might as well play our first game. If Jennifer does make it she can jump right in." Briana said to the room, her mind having clearly decided a direction for the early evening. The room was quickly rearranged so that a small low, round table sat as the focal point between the curved sectional sofa and a number of comfortable chairs. We sat in a rough circle around the table, Mandy still clinging to my left arm and Trudy making her way to sit close on my right, but not too close, almost as if she planned on being just so far away. Briana was the last to sit, almost directly across from me, setting a card game of some kind onto the table before us. She shuffled the cards and dealt them out until each of us had ten cards.
"Ok. This game is quite simple. You each have ten cards with questions on them. The idea is to be the first one out of cards. We take turns going around the circle, each person either playing, or drawing a card from another player. You roll the dice and then play a card with that number on it, answering the question on the card. The person to the left of you has to guess what the question was. If they are correct, you get to lay the card down, as well as choose one from their hand to lay down. If they guess wrong, you don't get to lay the card down, and you have to each pick one from the pile. Some of the questions are much more....suggestive? than other cards, and if you don't want to answer them you can wait, hoping that someone will pick that card from you and get to discard it without answering. The first one out of cards wins."
"Sounds like fun!" Sam said as she set my drink down in front of me and moved to sit in the remaining chair.
"Good. Let's get started then." Mandy said rolling the die on the small table.
For the most part the game was fun, some of the questions being pretty tame, "What is your favorite food", "What is your favorite color", that kind of thing. A few of them were more suggestive, like "what did your first kiss feel like". The game went for almost an hour before Sam went out of cards, winning the game.
"I think its time to go to the R rated deck!" Briana said with a grin as she got up from her seat. She came back a few moments later with a yellow set of cards and unwrapped the cellophane from them. "Almost the same rules, but the questions are supposed to be a bit more risqué. I haven't read them yet so we will all learn together. Instead of always picking the person next to you, you have to roll the dice and the person that number of spaces to your right is who has to guess this time." She said as she dealt out ten cards to each of us. True to her word, the questions were much more suggestive. My hand included such things as "what part of your body is your most erogenous", "What is your favorite type of oral sex", "where was the most unusual place you have had sex", and that sort of thing. The one question I hoped I didn't have to answer was "Which person in the room would you most want to have sex with." It had the potential of causing a problem, and as much as I didn't want to answer, I did. My answer, however, was very vague - although it did seem to please them all. I simply stated that "with all the incredibly sensual and gorgeous women in the room, how was a man to choose?" All in all I thought it was a lot of fun, and I learned a lot about the ladies in the process.
"And with that I win!" Elizabeth said with a huge smile after Sam guessed that reverse cowgirl was her favorite sex position.
"And so you do!" Briana said with a laugh. "I got stuck with four cards."
"Well, I need a bathroom break." I said as I got up.
"Down the hall on the right." Briana said as she got up and stretched.
I returned to find the ladies all sitting back down, a fresh tequila sunrise was sitting in front of my seat. In addition there was a new color deck of cards, this one read with a large X across the back for decoration. "New cards?"
"Yep." Sam said with a crooked grin.
"This is the...advanced... deck. You don't have any objections if we spice it up a little more do you?" Trudy said as she slid a little closer to me so her knee was touching mine.
"I suppose not." I said with a shrug. So far the game had been a little risqué, but nothing I couldn't handle. Heck it could be fun to hear a few more provocative questions, as long as I didn't have to answer too many myself.
"Oh good!" Briana said with a giggle. "I'll deal the cards. Oh yes, one twist in this one, the person you roll the dice on gets to pick a card from your hand to play, you don't get to pick it."
As the cards came I picked them up to see what kind of questions I would be dealing with, and was, well....shocked. My first card said "Take your partner's panties off with your teeth", followed by "Kiss your partner's nipples for one minute", "Have your partner take one item off of you of their choice". The game had suddenly changed dramatically, and lord knows what the ladies had in their hands.
"I guess I'm first." Sam said rolling the die and getting a three. "Ok Trudy, pick a card!" she said holding her hand out toward Trudy. Trudy reached out and drew a card. "Suck your partners left nipple for one minute." She read. "I haven't ever done anything like this before."
"Don't feel alone." Trudy said shyly. "I've never had a woman suck my tits either, maybe I should ask Mike to help me slip it out of my dress."
I took one look at the dress she had on and wondered just how I was going to do that.
"Silly man, you're just going to have to take it off of me." She said with a slightly drunken slur. She stood up and stepped in front of me between my legs, her long red dress clinging to her body. I reached for the hem and slowly slid my hands up her legs, dragging the dress with them. I continued to slide them up her body, exposing her bare legs and then her completely shaved mound and pussy before I started to run out of reach. "Here, let me help you." She said, kneeling down on the sofa, slipping one knee over each of my legs so that her pussy was spread and pressing against my already hard cock through my slacks. I continued sliding my hands up her body as she raised her arms, my hands slipping across the sides of her breasts as I worked the snug material up over her head. I dropped the dress where she had been sitting, leaving her dressed in nothing but her red heels. "Thank you!" she said as she leaned down and gave me a wet kiss, her hips rocking gently against mine. She finally broke the kiss and rolled off my lap into her seat to allow Sam to come suck her breast. I looked down and found that my pants were damp where she had been rubbing against me.



"Well, here goes nothing." Sam said as she got up and stepped around the table to where Trudy sat. She knelt down and leaned close, cupping Trudy's breast in her hand and tentatively putting her lips around her hard nipple. Trudy moaned quietly after a few seconds of Sam's mouth and tongue working her nipple, clearly doing a fine job.
"Times up!" Briana announced.
Sam got up from between Trudy's spread legs, exposing her glistening pussy for everyone to see.
"I'm up!" Liz said nervously as she reached for the die. She rolled a three. "Looks like you're up Mike."
"Ok" I said, reaching out and drawing a card from her hand and letting her take it back.
She looked at the card a long time before finally reading, "Remove your partners panties / underwear with your teeth." There was a certain amount of cheering and hooting as Liz stood up and held her hand out to me, drawing me around the table into the space that was quickly made between Briana and Liz's chairs.
She crouched down and undid my hikers, pulling them off before going to work on my belt. She started hesitantly but as soon as she had my pants open and saw the huge bulge in my bikini briefs all trepidation disappeared. Tossing my pants aside after pulling them off my legs, she moved her face close to my covered cock and grabbed my underwear with her teeth. She pulled and wiggled them, freeing my shaft, which popped out and slapped her in the face.
With a giggle she let go of my underwear and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and quickly plunged over it. A significant amount of it disappeared before she slowly pulled back, her tongue teasing the underside of my shaft as she did. She let my cock pop from her mouth and went back to working my underwear down my legs. I helped step out of them when she had then down below my knees. Holding the underwear up triumphantly, she grabbed my cock and stroked it a few times before letting me go back to my seat, my rock hard cock now sticking up like a pole from my lap.
Briana rolled the die and got a three. She held her hand out for Mandy to pick a card. "Take your partner's bra off."
"Sorry girl. I'm not wearing one. Now what do you we do?"
"You have to pick from the naughty deck and do what it says."
"Uh Uh. Your turn, you have to pick."
"Hey wait. It's not my fault. You should have to pick the card." Briana responded quickly.
"Uh uh. The rules said if you couldn't do it you had to pick the card."
"Ok." She said hesitantly. She reached for a naughty card and read it to the group. "Choose one person in the room to suck your pussy/cock for two minutes." She said, looking around the room. "That's a no brainer. Mike would you be so kind as to do the honors?"
I had wanted for months to get a good look at her pussy and tits, so there was no way I was going to refuse. She stood up and hiked her long clingy dress up to her hips, revealing a tiny red thong with "specially for you" printed on it. She pulled the tiny slip of material aside, revealing a pair of freshly shaven meaty lips. Sitting down she hiked her feet up onto the edge of the table, and spread her knees wide, pulling her lips apart to reveal her soft feathery inner lips. I stepped around the table and she lifted her leg to let be between them and then rested her foot on my back as I knelt down.
I let my tongue reach out and find her lips, spreading them and tasting her arousal. Slowly I let my tongue press deep between her lips, entering her tunnel and releasing more of her juices. Ever so slowly I drew my tongue up her slit, pressing the tip as deeply into her as I could until I found the hard button of her clit. I heard her gasp as my tongue wiggled across it teasing it while I wrapped my arms around her bare thighs and used my fingers to spread her pussy wider. I was thoroughly enjoying trip after trip up and down her pussy, tasting her juices and hearing her cries of pleasure each time my tongue found her clit.
"Oh my god." She panted as I pulled my face from between her legs after Liz called time. "I think I just fell in love with a tongue!"
I chuckled and said "My pleasure." As I went back to my seat, my cock bouncing with each beat of my heart.
I sat back down next to Trudy, who slipped her free hand into my lap, squeezing and stroking my throbbing cock while her other hand remained in her pussy.
"You're going to have to free up one of your hands Trudy." Sam laughed. "It's your turn."
"Oh yeah." She said quickly pulling her hand from her lap, her middle finger glistening with her juices. She rolled the die and rolled a two. "Looks like it's up to you Mandy." She said picking up her cards and holding them out. Mandy reached over and pulled one out. "Remove your partner's panties / underwear with your teeth."
"That could be kind of tough. I'm not wearing any." Mandy said with a giggle, looking back and forth between the naked Trudy and myself.
"Crap." Trudy said, reaching for the deck of naughty cards. She drew a card and held it for several seconds before reading it out loud. "Do a strip tease and lap dance for your partner. I can't do that, I'm already naked!"
"Well, pick another card I guess." I said, "Unless you want to do a lap dance for her anyway."
"I'll pick another card." She said reaching for the deck again. She read the card to herself and covered her mouth in shock.
"Well, what does it say?" Mandy queried, waiting to see what was next.
"Its two parts, a men's part or a woman's part. Man- With the first female to your right, have sex with her in her favorite position for two minutes. Woman -- With the first man to your right, sit on his lap and ride him for two minutes."
"Well, since there is only one man in the room, it looks like Mike is about to have a really good ride." Mandy said with a laugh. "Too bad it doesn't say to have your partner do that; I'd really love to get a chance to ride that."
Without a word Trudy stood up, stepped in front of me and leaned over until her hands were resting on the table. Using the table for support, she reached between her legs for my hard cock and squatted down, rubbing the head of my cock around her sopping wet lips. She moaned quietly as she slowly settled her weight back, driving herself slowly down my shaft.
"Shit." I groaned as her almost teen age tightness engulfed me. I let my hands slide up her sides and cup both her breasts each one only slightly larger than my grip. As she moved her hands to her knees, she began to rock so that her creamy butt pumped up and down on me, slowly sliding up and down my shaft.
"Oh god....oh god...oh god!" Trudy cried after only about a minute of riding me. I could feel her pussy clench around my shaft as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks. Her whole body shuddered and jerked as the ecstasy flowed through her as she sat upright, grinding her pussy down onto my cock like she was trying to screw it even further into herself. Finally she leaned back against me, going almost limp as little trickles of sweat ran down her body.
"Well, looks like that was one hell of a climax." Mandy said with a giggle.
"Oh yeah." Trudy panted.
"Ok Mike, your turn as soon as Trudy moves herself off of you." Briana said.
"Right. Someone might as well roll for me. I don't think Trudy is planning on moving any time soon, and to be honest...I'm not in a hurry to make her. Unless of course someone wants to take her place."
"Oh pick me pick me!" Mandy said, practically bouncing in her seat.
"I think I'll roll for you to keep things moving." Briana said, rolling the die. "Four. Looks like me again."
"You sure it isn't loaded? Sam asked with a smirk.
"Well, pick a card." I said pointing to the card on the table I still couldn't reach.
"Ok. Lets see....Allow your partner to remove your bra. Since you don't have one on I suppose I should draw you a naughty card."
"Might as well." I said with a sigh. The naughty cards were turning out to be very aptly named.
"Ok. You all know that I don't know what is on these cards, right?"
"We did see you take the plastic off and shuffle them. Why?" Liz asked.
"His naughty card says. Pick the person with the most clothes on and strip him/her. If the person is of the opposite sex, have sex with them for two minutes in your position of choice."
"I see, and you're the most dressed person in the room? You lucky woman!" Liz giggled.
"Not so fast. I think that Sam has just as much on as you do." Mandy said seriously. "I think you both need to be...uh...serviced?"
"Wait, you want me to stand here and be stripped and fucked by Mike?" Sam asked incredulously. "You're kidding right?"
"Not at all. It's only fair. I mean it does say the most dressed and both of you are the most dressed. Besides, you didn't have any qualms about taking his clothes off."
"Yeah, but...Naked?" Sam said, blushing.
"You're not shy about your body are you?" Mandy asked.
"Well, maybe a little."
"Well, we're all friends here, so nothing to be shy about. Come on Trudy, pull yourself off his cock and help me move the table. Might as well give the three of them plenty of room."
"The three of us?" Briana asked.
"Sure, might as well do you both together." She said as she pulled the table away while Trudy stood up, letting my semi-hard cock slip from her pussy. She turned around and helped me up, quickly pulling my shirt up and off so I was naked. "There you go lover. All set."
Briana stepped near me and I held my hand out for Sam. I pulled her close and then gave her a soft kiss on the cheek and whispered for her to close her eyes and enjoy it. I slipped my arms around her and found the zipper in the back and slid it down, her huge tits pressing into my chest. Once I had the zipper down I stroked my hands across her back, dragging the material as I did until it slipped over her shoulders. Allowing my hands to stroke up and over her shoulders, I pushed the material down as I stepped back slightly, allowing the material to slide down her arms. My hands slid down over the tops of her breasts, pushing the front of the dress down until it slid the rest of the way down her body on its own, leaving her standing in only an extremely tiny pair of lace panties with little wisps of blond hair poking through and a lacy bra that held her huge tits up, but showed every detail of her nipples.
I moved the half step over to Briana, getting to do something I had wanted for some time. I reached for the tiny strings that held the top of her dress up and slipped them off her shoulders, pulling the top slowly down, the material sliding across itself as her body was exposed inch by inch. The top of her strapless bra came into view, and still I kept pulling. The material slipped below her breasts and I continued to pull it lower, exposing her firm belly and then the strings of that tiny thong. I had to kneel down to pull farther, finally allowing it to slip down her legs and pool at her feet.
With a gentle kiss to her stomach, I reached for the strings and began slipping the thong down over her hips. I kissed my way down to her shaved mound, and kissed as low as I could between her legs as I pulled the thong down her legs and helped her step out of it and her dress. I kissed my way back up, her stomach to her bra encased breasts, and kissed across her ample cleavage, as I reached around her back and flicked the clasps, releasing her tits as the material fell away. I kissed slowly down and across each breast, gently sucking the nipples that had peeked at me through her shirts at work every day.
After giving each nipple one final suck, I stood up and turned back to Sam, pulling Briana by one hand along with me until the two ladies were standing together, Briana's breasts pressing gently against Sam's arm. I leaned toward Sam and gently kissed her on the lips as I reached one hand around her back and began working the clasp of her bra. I felt another set of fingers meet mine, and together we managed the clips. I pulled the bra slowly away from Sam's body, sliding the shoulder strap down her arm and allowing her truly magnificent breasts to slip into view. I leaned down and gently kissed around her right nipple, teasing the edges of her areola with my lips and tongue before taking the whole end of her breast into my mouth, my tongue swirling around her quickly hardening nipple. I released it and moved to her other breast while my hands slipped down her sides to her waist, my fingers finding the top of her lace panties. I pushed then down slowly, working them over her hips and then down her legs as I slowly sunk down to my knees. I helped her step out of the panties, leaving the two of them with nothing but their heels.
I slowly sat back, taking each of their hands, and drawing them down with me. I moved Briana's hand to my hard cock in way of invitation, and then let go of it, shifting my hand so I had both of Sam's hands. I continued to pull her until she was straddling my chest and then let go of her hands. Gripping her round firm ass, I coaxed her farther up my body until she had to climb over my shoulders, leaving her pussy hovering over my face. Looking up at her massive breasts, and her blushing face, I reached out with my tongue and licked gently up between her lips and across her hard clit. I heard her moan quietly as I stroked a second time, up between her soft lips, her juices starting to seep from her, tangy and slightly sweet at the same time.
"Ohhhhh yes." I moaned into her pussy, the feeling of another pussy slowly sliding down my shaft, enveloping me with hot wetness. "oh god yes." I moaned as I shoved my tongue deep into Sam's pussy, the hot tight wetness around my shaft driving me wild as Briana rode up and down my engorged rod. Time and again I pushed my tongue into Sam's pussy and flicked it over her clit while squeezing and pinching her tits and nipples. I felt my cock swell, about to explode inside Briana when I heard someone call time.
Briana kept riding, her own orgasm only seconds away. I attacked Sam's clit with a vengeance, flicking and sucking it for all I was worth, her cries of passion and imminent explosion mixing with Briana's long cry of climax. I felt her pussy clamp around my cock as she thrust herself down on me, my head pressing up against the end of her tunnel. My body jerked convulsively, pumping a strong surge of hot cum up into her. Time and again my body jerked, lifting her from the carpet as my cock emptied into her. I held onto Sam's tits as her cum gushed across my face, drenching me as her whole body trembled and shook.
I lost track of time as I lay gasping for breath, Sam sitting on my chest, panting and trembling in post orgasmic bliss. I couldn't see Briana, but I could tell by the gentle pulsations in her pussy that she too had cum.
"Well, so much for only men cumming in two minutes." Mandy said with a laugh. "I'm not sure which one came first."
"Hell, did you see Sam cum? Damn, never seen a woman cum so much? Hell, the carpet is wet."
"God, I guess I was a bit more turned on than I thought." Sam said, her voice trembling slightly as she tried to crawl off my chest.
"You're not the only one." Briana said from where she sat straddling my hips, her body glistening with sweat, her chest still heaving as she tries to catch her breath.
Mandy and Trudy stepped over to help Briana up, our combined cum leaking from her pussy like a small waterfall as she stood up.
"Would one of you get a towel from the hall closet? I think we owe Mike a little clean up." She said as she dropped into one of the chairs.
"Ok. My turn." Mandy said as they pulled the table back in place after I was wiped down and helped back to the sofa. She rolled the die and came up with a four. "Ok Trudy, do the honors."
"With pleasure." She said as she reached for a card and picked it from her hand.
"Well, this won't work... Have your partner do a strip tease for you." Mandy read.
"Well, pick your naughty card." Liz chided.
"Have your partner orally pleasure you for two minutes." She read after drawing one. "Well Trudy, bring your ass over here and pleasure me!" She said, standing up and hiking the hem of her dress up to her waist and sat back down. She lifted her legs high in the air, spreading them wide for Trudy, exposing her glistening pussy lips and the tiny arrow of curly black hair. Sitting next to her gave me a perfect view of her pussy as Trudy began licking slowly up her slit, flicking her tongue across her clit. Her tongue targeted Mandy's clit and swirled around and across it while one finger slipped inside her wet pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Mandy growled as she pulled at her tits through her tight dress.
I leaned over a little and pushed her dress up farther, exposing one of her C cup breasts, her areola easily two inches across and her nipples wide and puffy, making the mounds turn into pointy mountains. I suctioned one of her nipples into my mouth, making sure I could still see Trudy's actions.
"Oh yeah....Oh yeah....Ohhhhhhh!" Mandy cried as the two of us worked on her tits and pussy.
"Time." Liz called.
"No not yet!" Mandy cried as Trudy pulled her finger from her pussy.
"Sorry, that's the rules!" Trudy said, wiping Mandy's juices off her face with her arm.
"Here." I said, pulling her dress the rest of the way up and off, tossing it aside to leave her naked. I slipped my hand into her lap and curled a finger into her pussy, slowly pumping it in and out of her while she clung to my arm with one of hers, and squeezed her tit with her free hand.
"Oh shit yes." She moaned quietly as she rocked her hips against my hand. "Right there. Yeah.....right there."
"I think its my turn again." Sam said, reaching for the dice and rolling a two. "Ok Bri, pick one."
"Might as well go right to the naughty deck, both of us are naked."
"You're right. I think we should just change the game and just pick naughty cards. The only one that's still dressed at all is Liz.
"Fuck I can fix that!" Liz said standing up and quickly pushing her red leather skirt down her slim hips. It hit the floor and she kicked it off, her fingers already working her blouse buttons. Within seconds she was naked, her tall slim body speckled with freckles and her tiny A cup breasts standing out with hard perky nipples. Her pussy was topped with auburn curls that matched her head and her exposed lips were glistening with her own juices. "Ok I volunteer to do whatever the next card says Sam."
"You sure? You never know what it will say." Briana said. "We've just gotten started on the deck and I have no idea what else it has in it."
"I don't care. I'm so fucking horny I feel kind of left out."
"Oh FUCK!" Mandy screamed as her whole body shook and trembled, drawing everyone's attention. She clamped her legs around my hand, squeezing my arm to herself and bucking her hips up and down as her climax washed over her from the work my finger had been doing.
"That does it." Liz said, stepping around the table to where I was sitting. She reached into my lap and found my once again hard cock and stroked it for a second before turning around and bending to rub the head back and forth across her pussy. "Oh good god." She groaned as she slowly sunk down on my shaft, forcing herself over its length. "Shit... He's so long, my... God what a feeling!" she moaned as she began to buck up and down on my shaft, Briana and Trudy giggling at her. "Ok you just go pick the next card then. I'm just fine here for the moment." She panted.
"Ok." Sam said, reaching for the deck. "Who's doing this one?"
"I am." Liz said as she rode my shaft.
"Ok, if you insist. It says, You and your partner, completely naked, go outside and pleasure each other for one minute."
"God I'm glad I didn't get that one!" Briana said with a laugh.



"Hell, I'm just glad it's night!" Sam said shaking her head.
"Well, let's go do it. I mean, what the hell, we've seen each other having sex already anyway." Liz said.
"Yeah, but you might just encounter the neighbors." Briana stated with amusement in her voice. "That would be a hell of a show."
"I guess it would." Liz said as she stood up, my cock sliding from her with a loud slurp. "Come on Sam, let's go get nasty!"
"After you!" She said, slipping her heels back on and following Liz toward the door. Everyone else lined up at the front window to watch while the ladies walked to the middle of the front lawn and then embraced each other, kissing each other softly while their fingers worked each other's pussies and nipples. Mandy tapped on the window to announce their one minute was up and the two ladies dashed back in, their bodies covered in goose bumps from the winter chill.
"Well, that was a bit exhilarating!" Liz said with a laugh. "Who's turn is next?"
"Yours." Mandy said as we all sat back where we had been sitting.
"Ok straight to the naughty card." She said with a grin as she rolled the die to a one. "Play one game of naked twister with your partner and one other player of your choice."
"Twister?" Mandy asked. "Do you even have twister Bri?"
"As it happens...the card game came with a twister mat and a spinner."
"What else did it come with?"
"Oh, a few things." Briana said. "but you're going to have to wait and see on the rest."
"Well let's see. Who should we play twister with?" Liz asked the room, tapping her finger on her chin. "Has to be Briana and of course there is only one other choice. Mike."
"Why is that not a surprise." I said as I stood up, my still hard cock waggling around as I helped move the table out of the way. The girls spread the mat and Mandy sat down with the spinner.
"This is some spinner!" Mandy said with a grin.
"How so?" I asked her.
"You'll see." She giggled as she spun the spinner. "Right foot green."
Liz, Briana and I each stepped barefoot and completely naked onto the large mat.
"Right hand red."
I bent over and found a red spot, my face only inches from Briana's hanging tit.
"Careful there stud. Any closer and you'll be kissing it." She giggled.
"Like this?" I asked as I used my yet free hand to pull her breast toward my mouth and quickly suck her nipple while Mandy spun the spinner again.
"Left foot yellow." She called.
The only way to reach that for me was to reach under Briana to the other side of the mat with my foot. I rolled myself and reached under her, my hard cock now sticking up practically between her tits, and her face almost between Liz's legs.
"Left hand pussy!" Mandy yelled.
"What?" Briana asked.
"You heard me. Left hand pussy. Find a pussy and put your hand on it."
With a grin I moved my hand to Briana's pussy, and slipped a finger between her lips and into her soft tunnel.
"Hey, it said on, not in!" Briana cried.
"And you're complaining?" Mandy laughed.
"I wouldn't!" Liz called from where she was bent over with Briana's hand on her pussy.
"Right foot green"
I moved my foot to a green circle, barely able to keep my balance.
"You're gonna love this one! Mouth on pussy!" Mandy called.
I looked around and there was only one real choice, Liz's pussy, and both of us were going to be there. I met Briana's face at Liz's pussy and we both licked it, our tongues touching each other, causing her to giggle.
"Right foot yellow."
I tried to follow the direction, moving my foot to yellow, but lost my balance, the two girls falling on top of me as well.
"Well, that was fun!" Liz said, as she rolled over on top of me planting a wet kiss on my lips. "Next time, see if you can make me cum before you fall down."
"Oh? You want to cum?"
"Hell yes!"
"I see." I said as I slipped my hand between her legs and pushed a finger into her pussy.
"Oh yeah....Like that!" she grunted as I plunged my finger in and out of her pussy. "Oh god yes. So close!" she moaned after only a few moments of allowing my finger to rub across her clit as I pushed it in and out of her. "Yes. Right there! Ohhhhhh so good!" she moaned as she bucked her hips in time with my finger. Briana had moved off of me and I coaxed Liz up my body, pulling her with both hands, one under her arm and the other between her legs. Her small breasts came into range of my mouth and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking it as I plunged my finger in and out of her. "UHHH GOD YES!" she squealed as her orgasm approached. I continued to work her pussy and her tits, driving her wild while Mandy and Trudy cheered us on.
"Fuck this! Give me that cock again!" She screamed, pulling her nipple from my mouth and crawling up my body. She was almost frantic as she straddled me and worked to get my cock into her. "Oh fuck...Oh fuck.. Please!" she cried rubbing my head around to line it up in her entrance. Finally she got it settled into herself and then plunged herself down onto me. I slid my hands up her front to her small tits and squeezed them in my hands while she started bouncing with abandon on my shaft. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her ass bounced off my legs as she slammed down my shaft.
I could feel her body tremble and her pussy spasm as her climax tipped over the peak and took aim at her whole body. Within seconds she was unable to move, her whole body trembling and jerking as her cum squirted out onto my stomach and over my hips. "AHHHHHHHHH FUCK!" she screamed before collapsing onto my chest, her whole body heaving for breath.
"Well, what do you know? Our usually quite Liz turns out to be a screamer." Briana said with a laugh.
"Me? I didn't scream." Liz argued, barely able to push herself up off my chest.
"Oh yes you did." Trudy laughed, "Let's see...was it AHHHHH FUCK or OHHHH FUCK?"
"Who cares? It was FUCK either way." Sam said, walking over and helping Liz up and over to a spot on the sofa.
"OK my turn." Briana said, pulling a card from the deck sitting on the table where we had moved it to.
"You know, right now I don't much care what it says as long as it means Mandy gets to cum!" Mandy said energetically. "I've been teased like crazy and still haven't gotten to cum and everyone else has."
"Well, in that case, maybe its time to call this game quits and gets cleaned up. It is almost midnight. I think we could all use a shower so how about we let Mandy clean up Mike and let them have some fun first, then we can join in for the final entertainment of the evening."
"We cant all fit in the shower." Trudy said.
"We don't have to. I have a much better idea. Let's go to the basement."
We all got up and followed Briana to the basement where she led us to the far side and the laundry area. "How about hooking up this for me." She said handing me a hose. "I'll be right back."
I had the hose hooked up by the time Briana returned with an arm full of towels, a couple squeeze bottles of something and a couple sponges and fuzzy wash rags.
"Ok Mandy. He's all yours until you cum, after that... well, then its all into the shower."
"Ohhhhh This is going to be fun. Have you ever fucked someone standing up?" Mandy asked me, lifting her C cup breasts for me to see.
"No, but I have a hunch I'm going to enjoy learning."
"I know you will." She said, picking up the end of the hose and stepping to the sink to turn it on. She adjusted the water until it was to her liking, and then stepped toward me, the water coming gently from the end of the hose. She played the water over the two of us as she stepped against me, pressing her tits into my chest and reaching for my cock. "Why don't you soap us up?" she practically cooed.
I reached out and took a sponge and bottle Briana was holding out for me and allowed Mandy to wet the sponge. Briana stepped in and took the bottle from me after I had squeezed some onto the sponge. A few squeezes and I had the soap foaming and dribbling down her front.
"Nice." She said as I started rubbing the soapy sponge around her body with one hand, and stroking her smooth skin with the other. I concentrated on her chest while she began rubbing the soap from her body onto mine, concentrating on stroking my chest with one hand while her other stroked my cock and occasionally worked around to my ass, pulling our hips together so my cock slid between her legs. She turned us and lifted a leg high, resting her foot on the edge of the sink, spreading her legs almost in the splits. "Now how about you put that hard cock someplace more useful."
"With pleasure." I said as I stepped against her, rubbing my cock along her pussy. "Here you go." I pushed slowly into her as she held onto my shoulders and neck, arching her back to give me better access.
"Oh yes. That's what I needed. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" I started sliding in and out of her, driving my cock up into her hard enough that each stroke made her tits bounce and she nearly came off the ground. "Ohhhh Yes! Fuck me hard!"
"Uh god your tight!" I grunted as I plunged into her.
"Just like a teenager isn't it?" she answered grinning. "Goes to show you what all that working out will do for you!" her voice squeaked going higher with each stroke into her. "Oh don't stop...please don't stop. Soooooo close!"
"I won't." I said as I banged into her faster and faster, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the basement. I looked over and saw both Briana and Trudy with their fingers deep in their own pussies, and Sam standing with Liz's face pulled tight to her pussy, her finger plunging in and out of Sam's pussy while she licked her clit.
"Oh soooo fucking good!" Mandy moaned. "Almost there stud. Just keep hitting that spot!"
"With pleasure!" I grunted, my own climax quickly building. Between the sensations of her tight pussy, the image of her incredibly sexy, soapy tits bouncing in front of me and the view of the other ladies pleasuring themselves and each other in the background, I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. I squeezed her tits as I pounded into her. "Are you ready? Do you want to feel my hot cum fill your pussy?"
"oh yesssss" she hissed.
"My fat cock filling you with squirt after squirt of my hot cum?"
"Uh huh" she squeaked
"I'm going to empty all that hot cum into you. Fill you up with shot after shot of my juices. Fill you until it leaks out around my pulsing cock."
"Oh yeah...here it comes....Cum with me. Fill me with your fuck juice!" she squealed as her body trembled.
I plunged into her pussy, slamming into her body with each stroke. "FUCK!" I grunted as my cock swelled inside her.
"YEAH I feel it! That's it! Cum in me! Come with me!"
"Ahhhhh" I cried as my cock practically exploded inside her, pumping gush after gush of cum into her with each jerk of my body.
"YES! YES...YES...YES!" she screamed with each new surge of cum into her trembling pussy.
I heard sounds of other woman climaxing with us, but they felt distant as Mandy and I panted for breath and started recovering from our mutual orgasm. I felt a set of hands around my chest, stroking slowly down to where Mandy and I were coupled, her fingers teasing around the base of my cock and Mandy's pussy. Warm water began rolling down my body as another pair of hands started rubbing the sponge around my chest, and a pair of hands played with my bare ass.
"Now this is fun." Sam said as her hands stroked all over my body and her massive breasts slipped all over my back. "This is the most fun I've had in a shower in a long time."
I reached back and found her ass behind me and then turned around as my cock slipped from Mandy's pussy.
I allowed one hand to cup her breast and the other to slip between her legs, stroking her pussy.
"Ohhh now that's even better." She said as she spread soap over my body.
Before long we were all pressed together, rubbing, touching, stroking, each other and in the process, washing each other's bodies. I helped Briana wash her hair while the other girls helped each other or did their own. Finally with all of us washed and rinsed Briana turned off the water and passed out towels.
"You know. I think it's far too late for anyone to go home." Briana said with a grin.
"Sounds like a slumber party." Liz added.
"I'm afraid that you ladies might fit into something from Briana, but that won't do me much good." I said.
"Who says any of us will be wearing anything?" Trudy said, slipping up next to me and letting her towel spread wide, exposing her body to me. "I plan on snuggling up naked next to you, and well if anything else happens in the night there won't be anything to get in the way."
"Well, that does sound good, doesn't it?" Sam said, pressing her breasts into my side, as she pulled my towel and hers away, letting them fall to the floor.
"I think we better go upstairs and make some sleeping, or playing space before we get things started again." Briana said, heading for the stairs.
We collected a number of blankets and pillows, and spread them out on the living room floor, motioning me to come to the middle of the area. Sam took my hands and pulled me down onto the blankets as Briana turned the lights out, plunging us into almost total darkness. By the time my eyes adjusted, Sam had pulled me down to lay with her, her soft tits pressing to my chest and her soft lips pressed to mine. I felt another body press against my back, and a female hand slip around between Sam and myself to find my cock. Blankets were pulled over us and all of us settled in for the night.
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Sometimes getting a new boss can be a good thing. They bring in new ideas and concepts, revitalizing a department or in this case, a company. It doesn't always work that way, sometimes the changes are for the worse. The opinion is still out on the new company CEO.
One of the things he brought to the table were mandatory attendance retreats. Yep, that's right, mandatory. Everyone in the department from the executive vice president to the secretaries, were directed to attend a two to three day retreat every six months. These were a mixture of team building and social events with serious out of the box brainstorming sessions. To everyone's surprise, the last outing yielded an outrageous idea from one of the secretaries, which turned out, after a lot of engineering, to be a great solution to a long standing problem. So with that reinforcement in mind, Mike Michael's boss gave him no choice but to attend the upcoming ski retreat. Now when it comes to the outdoors Mike is no stranger. In fact he is an avid hunter and fisherman, and spends most of his weekends in one of those pursuits.
Being single again at thirty sucked for Mike, and after ten years of bar trolling, and getting fixed up with women at church by friends, Mike was still single, and it still often sucked. He just didn't seem to be able to find a woman who made a long term fit. Oh he had lots of women friends, but it seemed that domestic tranquility was not their primary motivation. As a result he'd pretty much learned to be on his own and concentrate his activities on things he could do and enjoy alone. Camping, hunting, fishing, backpacking, ATVing, these were all things he liked to do regularly, sun or snow. Skiing, on the other hand, is one activity he had made it a point to avoid. After several sets of broken ribs from various incidents, like motorcycle accidents, he pretty much decided that skiing was going to stay off the to-do list. He just didn't need another set of busted ribs, which was what he expected if he tried to stand on some skinny boards on a slippery surface, especially if that surface was a hill. It amazed him that anyone would spend the huge sums of money it took to slide down some stupid hill, over and over, on those things.
The last retreat was camping and a two day canoe trip. Mike considered it to be quite fun; partly because he felt quite at home in that element, and partly because it was fun to watch those who were out of their element struggle. Of course it didn't hurt to get to watch the secretaries, married and single, strutting around in swim suits that showed way more than you could ever see at work. It was quickly apparent that he knew his way around a camp and ended up being the go-to guy for almost everything. Mike showed a number of people how to set up their tents, deal with camping and instructed a number of coworkers, including the engineering administrative assistant, on how to cook over an open fire. Marlene seemed genuinely happy to have the help and Mike had to admit he enjoyed when she stood much closer to him than necessary, often touching their hips together. He also taught people who had never been in a canoe, how to get downstream without ending up upside down. All in all, it was fun, but it was still a working trip.
The engineering session was actually helpful, and the team building activities were interesting, but for Mike, the social end kind of flopped. He had a hard and fast rule about dating women from work, and he saw nothing in that retreat to change that attitude. If anything it was reinforced when they played some silly game that was the equivalent of spin the bottle where each chosen person had to give one embarrassing moment they had in the last year. To his surprise and shock, the embarrassing moment that one of the secretaries used, was when Mike accidently walked up on her and one of the other young secretaries getting it on, on the far side of the gravel bar they took their lunch break on that first afternoon. Somehow her embarrassing moment turned into his. This incident for some reason made him instantly popular; with the guys wanting to know all the details of what he saw, and the younger ladies, wanting to know all the details of what he saw, but from a slightly different perspective. That popularity continued for weeks after the trip.
What surprised him most was that the two twenty something secretaries didn't seem at all bothered by the fact that he saw them, or that the other guys knew about it. They did seem to rebuff all the obvious advances, but for reasons he simply didn't understand, they seemed to gravitate toward him after the encounter. One of them, a slim young lady named Cindy, even went so far as to get things switched around so she was the secretary working on his projects. Mike guessed that allowed her to be closer to him on a daily basis, although he clearly didn't know why. They hadn't dated, and he hadn't made any overt moves. To Mike it was just not a good thing to have at work romances within the same department you work in, even more so when she's just a tad over half your own age. Well, maybe a bit more than that, but she was still fifteen or so years younger than he was.
But that was all six months ago. Today he was standing in front of his bosses desk, listening to him tell him that he didn't have a choice, he was going to have to go on the ski trip. Mike left his office resigned to going and hoped that he could avoid actually going on the slopes.
The following week found Mike stuffing his suitcase into the underbelly of the tour bus before climbing aboard and finding an empty seat by the window. His intention was to try to get a little reading in on the six plus hour trip to the resort. No, Mike didn't consider himself anti-social, he just really didn't want to get stuck talking small talk for six hours to someone that he really wasn't friends with. Mike was just getting settled in well and had his book open to where he had left off last, when it was unceremoniously pulled from his hands by Marlene, the administrative assistant.
"Nope! You're not going to spend the whole trip with your nose in a book. Not when you have me to keep you company." She said as she dropped into the seat next to him with a smile.
Mike had to admit she looked pretty damn good. He guessed she was in her early thirties, slim, but not overly so, with a thin waist and pleasant face that usually held a smile. Her probably shoulder length blond hair was perpetually up in a bun on the back of her head, and oh yes, she has a pleasantly large pair of tits, which at the moment were well outlined in the tight white turtleneck sweater she had on.
"Sorry, just thought I might catch up on some reading." He answered lamely.
"Nope, not this trip." She said with a smile. Then she leaned over close to him and whispered, "And if you keep staring at my tits there isn't much point in sitting by the window."
Mike turned red at getting caught staring at her. "Sorry, I... Um. Sorry." He said, turning to look away from her.
She giggled and leaning even closer to him so her tits were pressing against his arm, whispered. "Don't worry. Personally I think it's flattering that you want to stare at them. Maybe some time I'll be able to give you a better look."
That grabbed his attention and his head swiveled back to her so fast that he was surprised he didn't give himself whiplash. Mike looked at her eyes, only inches from his own, trying to decide if she were serious or not.
"Yes. I am." She said with a smile as she straightened back up, answering his unasked question.
The next few minutes were spent getting everyone settled after which Mister Anderson, the vice president of engineering, stood in the front and gave everyone a pep talk, telling them they were all going to have a great time, and that they should concentrate on bonding with those in the group.
"I plan on it." Marlene whispered after his bonding comment, reaching over with her leg and rubbing against his for a moment. It didn't take a rocket scientist, or engineer, to read between those lines. She all but told Mike she wanted to let him see her tits, and with this... he guessed even she couldn't miss the hardon that quickly sprouted at her suggestion. She looked down at his lap and smiled at what she had caused, blushing slightly when she realized she had been caught looking at his lap.
"Sorry." She whispered as the buss finally started to move.
"No problem." Mike whispered, feeling a bit bold as he leaned a bit closer to her. "Maybe sometime I'll be able to give you a better look."
"God I hope so." She whispered back.
Mike knew she was married, but somehow that didn't seem to matter to either of them as they chatted on the long drive. Other than the cooking at the camp out, this was really the longest he had ever spent talking to her, and he found her to be pleasant, charming, funny, and quite sexy. She had a nice assortment of jokes, some quite good, and some not in the least fit for mixed company. She seemed to be enjoying telling him those best, using them as an excuse to reach out and squeeze his leg periodically.
To Mike's surprise the six hour ride was over much quicker than he had expected but Marlene stayed seated until nearly all the people behind them had moved toward the door, leaving the two of them at the tail end of the line. She quickly leaned over and kissed him wetly on the lips and whispered, "When you get settled, come find my room." With that she got up and headed to the back of the line, acting like nothing at all had happened.
Mike shook his head and got up, following her to the end of the line slowly making its way down the aisle. As they moved slowly down the aisle he felt her hand grab his hardon through his pants, reaching around behind her, and giving it a squeeze while she innocently carried on a conversation with the guy ahead of them. As quickly it started it was over, her hand gone as she headed down the steps to collect her bag. Mike followed her out of the bus and the two of them went their separate ways to collect their bags. Needless to say, it was damn cold. Mike had been so distracted that he hadn't even gotten his coat out of the overhead. Feeling like a dumb rookie, Mike jumped back onto the bus to go back and get it. By the time he got out, she was headed toward the lodge door, walking briskly in the cold air. Mike pulled his coat on and followed along dragging his big bag in the snow, instantly glad he had packed some of his good cold weather gear.
Walking into the front door of the lodge, Mike found a member of the hotel staff with a check list, handing out keycards for the various rooms. He gave him his name which the young clerk checked off, handing him a card for room 363.
"I need to drop something off to Marlene Wentzel. What room is she in?" Mike asked him.
"Three sixty nine." He said with a grin, assuming, all too correctly, that all he intended to give her was his hard dick.
"Thanks!" Mike said as he headed toward the elevators. He stood in line with quite a few other people, finally managing to get into a car with several other people, including Cindy and her friend. All of them stepped out of the elevator on the same floor and Mike followed Cindy down the hall, where she and her friend stopped at the door next to his.
"Didn't get a private room?" He asked Cindy as he swiped his key card.
"Oh I could have, but I asked to bunk with Angie. We're really old friends so we thought it would be fun to stay together."
"Oh, well that makes sense." Mike answered as he pushed the door open, his mind instantly flashing back to the two naked bodies on the gravel bar. "Enjoy!"
"Oh we will!" Cindy said with a grin as she pushed the door open and allowed Angie to step in before she did.
Mike shook his head as he stepped into his room, noting that theirs was a connecting room with his own. He suspected they were going to keep each other quite busy. On the middle of the bed was an itinerary packet with all the information to the lodge its amenities, times for the groups various activities, and passes for the ski lifts. Those he didn't plan on using.
He tossed his bag onto the low dresser and quickly pulled out some of the cold weather gear he brought, hanging it up next to his coat in the small closet. Mike looked at his watch and wondered how long he should wait before he went to see Marlene. "Long enough!" He decided, heading out of the room and down the hall toward 369. He knocked gently on the door, and waited, hearing some rustling on the other side. The door opened a few inches, and then he heard more rustling before she called to come in. Pushing the door open Mike stepped into room and closed it behind him.
"Marlene?" He called quietly.
"In here Mike." He heard her call from the main portion of the small suite. He stepped the few steps down the short hall, past the closet and into the main room, finding Marlene laying on the bed, her back propped up by pillows, her body covered by a blanket and her surprisingly long blond hair flowing over the pillows. "So it didn't take you long to come down here." She said with a smile. "I hope you were serious about showing me that big dick."
"That depends, you serious about showing me your tits?" He asked back, wondering if, no matter how horny he was at the moment, if this was really a good idea.
"Oh yeah. You get naked to your waist, you can pull the blanket to my waist, you get naked the rest of the way you can pull the blanket the rest of the way off. You see something you want, all you have to do is ask."
"Sounds like fun." Mike answered, pulling his shirt off. He tossed aside the thought of getting charged with sexual harassment, along with his shirt, which landed on the chair sitting by a small table. Mike stepped to the foot of the bed and slowly pulled the blanket down, inch by inch uncovering more and more of her naked body. Her tits were the size of grapefruit, and surprisingly shaped much the same as if one were cut in half and laid on her chest. Her areola were somewhat oblong, with a large pink nipple centered in each one. It was clear she didn't tan, her skin being a very consistent cream color with a few freckles sprinkled across her chest. "Very nice." He said as he stood and admired her, enjoying seeing all the parts that had been covered by the somewhat conservative swim suit she wore on the canoe trip.
"So... you going to stand there and stare, or are you going to go farther?" She asked in a deep sultry voice, her fingers reaching up to her own breasts and gently stroking them across her quickly hardening nipples.
"In a hurry?" Mike asked, watching her fingers stroke slow circles around each breast, bumping over her nipples and then continuing to circle. Her pink painted nails drew patterns back and forth across each creamy mound, following down and around until they each circled back down between them again, before continuing their trip slowly toward her nipples again.
"Honey, I've been in a hurry for six months. I kind of peeked in your tent while you were changing from your swim suit on the canoe trip. I have to say, you have a really good looking cock."
"You have me at a disadvantage then. I haven't seen you naked."
"Then all you need to do is to keep on taking your clothes off." She replied with a grin, her fingers pausing to grip each nipple and tug them gently while they twisted them like tiny tuning knobs.
"Sounds fair." He answered breaking into a crooked smile and unbuckling his belt. It only took him a few moments to push his pants down before he realized he hadn't taken his boots off. He stood for some time bent over untying them before he could push his pants off. Standing at the foot of her bed, Mike watched her lick her lips slightly as he started pushing his underwear down, slowly uncovering his hard dick until it popped out to stand like a flag pole. He pushed his underwear down enough to let them slide down his legs and then stepped out of them to stand at the foot of the bed wearing nothing but his raging hardon, which was bouncing with his pounding heart. Grasping the blanket, he slowly inched it down, slowly uncovering more and more of her tantalizing body. Her curly blond bush came into view first, its neatly trimmed triangle pointing toward her pussy, which was next to be uncovered. To his disappointment, there was little to see of her pussy with her legs pressed together. He pulled the blanket the rest of the way off, leaving her completely naked. "I'd sure like to see a bit more of you." He said.
"I'm yours to command. All you need do is ask." She said as she slowly spread her legs, pulling her knees up and apart until her knees were spread wide like a frog. Her pussy lips pulled apart, revealing her pink inner lips, glistening with her juices. She reached one hand down between her legs and stroked a finger between her sexy wet lips and then allowed it to draw a damp line up her stomach as her hands traveled up her body and finally rested behind her head, allowing his eyes to see any part of her he wished.
Mike crawled onto the foot of the bed and gently kissed the inside of her right thigh. Trailing kiss after kiss, he gently worked his way inch by inch toward her pussy, each kiss a tiny lick with the tip of his tongue followed by a warm gentle touch of his lips. She squirmed in anticipation as his kisses tickled her thigh and grew ever closer to where she desperately wanted to feel his lips.
"Oh god you are a tease!" She moaned as he finally reached her pussy and tickled her lips with the tip of his tongue. His only response was to gently blow his hot breath on her exposed clit for several seconds before flicking it with the tip of his tongue. "OH FUCK!" She cried with the sudden flood of sensations that made her whole body jerk and send bolts of lightning from her pussy to her rock hard nipples.
Mike licked up between her wet lips several times, tasting her juices and teasing her clit even more, first with the flat of his tongue and then ever more with rapid fire flicks of just the tip across her hard nub. Marlene squirmed around as he teased her, grabbing fistfuls of one of the pillows behind her to keep herself from grabbing at his head. Just when he had her thinking he was going to lick her to her quickly approaching climax, Mike pulled his face from her pussy and started kissing his way up her body, leaving her sopping wet pussy for his hard dick. Inch by inch he kissed up her firm stomach until he was at her round full tits, kissing around first the right, and then down around the left. She moaned quietly as he worked inch by inch around her left tit, each kiss preceded by one of those tickly tiny wet licks. While his kisses worked around and around, making his way to her hard nipple, he slowly stroked the head of his raging hardon up and down her wet slit, teasing her opening and clit tantalizingly. Mike gently placed his mouth around her whole areola and suctioned the tip of her tit into his mouth flicking her nipple repeatedly with the tip of his tongue.
"OH FUCK!" She cried loudly at the sudden change in sensations. She grabbed the back of his head with both hands and pulled him tightly to her breast while she wrapped her legs around his and arched her back in a sudden spasm of pleasure. Her own motions forced his cock suddenly and deeply into her velvety hot tunnel, intensifying the flurry of sensations assaulting her body and mind. "OHHHHHHH" she cried as his intruding dick pushed her orgasm over the precipice, her whole body shuddering as his head pressed against the end of her tunnel and the base of his dick pressed against her already sensitive clit. Mike began stroking quickly in and out of her, knowing that with as little sex as he had been getting, he wasn't going to last long.



Her own orgasm was still wracking her body, held at its peak by his thrusting dick when the first huge shot of his cum lanced up into her pussy. "OHHHH YES!" She cried as his body jerked time and again, pumping squirt after squirt of hot cream into her already sopping wet pussy. She finally eased her grip on his head and allowed him to straighten up as his body stopped spasming and jerking, her own climax finally fading.
"Oh my god that was good." She panted as she stroked his head and back, both of them gasping to gather more oxygen into their trembling bodies.
"Oh god yes." Mike agreed breathlessly. It had been months since he had the opportunity to enjoy a woman, and she had more than drawn the need to a peak in him.
She moved her legs down until they were nearly straight again, using them to clamp her pussy around his shrinking dick. "I'm not quite ready to let you go yet." She whispered before pulling his head down to her face so she could press her lips to his. She kissed him sensuously for several minutes, her tongue slipping into his mouth and teasing his tongue as she nibbled his lips and her hot soft breath teased his lips. She finally broke the kiss, panting heavily. "See if you can roll us over." She whispered, wrapping her arms around him tightly to keep them together.
Mike didn't have much trouble, using his arms to roll them on the king sized bed, leaving her on top of him. She snaked her arms out from behind him and lifted herself until just her nipples were touching his chest, her shouldering eyes still showing the depths of her desire for him.
"So you like my tits?" She whispered as she began moving her chest side to side, stroking his nipples with hers, teasing both back hard again.
Mike laid his head back as he pulled a pillow over, enjoying the sensations, which were having the effect she apparently desired. Slowly his dick began to grow inside her, drawing a smile from her as she felt the increase in pressure.
"Ohhhh that's what I wanted to feel. Just keep thinking about how good it's going to feel when I'm riding your hard dick, your hands holding onto my big bouncing titties." She whispered as she began to slowly wiggle her hips around, letting her pussy massage his growing dick.
"Oh I do like that idea."
"Good. I know I do." She said as she pulled her knees up each side of his body, careful not to pull herself off his quickly hardening member. She leaned her chest down and teased her nipples across his chest again, wiggling her pelvis and rocking herself on his dick. "Oh yes. That's it." She said after several minutes of teasing him this way. She lifted herself up, stroking her wet pussy up and down his shaft slowly. "uh uh uh! It's my turn to tease you." She said with a giggle, stroking up his shaft and holding just his head inside her pussy, moving herself up higher when she felt him trying to push himself into her. "You just lay there and take it like you made me do!"
"Yes ma'am." He answered, moving his hands to her firm tits and allowing himself to relax on the bed.
"That's it. Just enjoy." She said as she stroked herself down his shaft, grinding herself onto him for several seconds before making the trip back up. "You know, if I would have known you were this good in bed I would have tried to seduce you a long time ago!"
"I wish you would have." He said in a half groan as she stroked slowly down his again stiff member.
Marlene groaned in appreciation as Mike squeezed her tits and nipples in time with her strokes. "MMMMMMM! Just keep doing that." She cooed as she began riding him faster, her orgasm creeping slowly up the slope toward climax.
"Oh shit yes." Mike gasped as her soft slow strokes reached a faster pace, her body slapping down hard on him, driving his rock hard dick up into her until there was no room left to take him. Again and again she slammed down, each time squeaking with the sensations of his dick hitting the end of her tunnel and her clit banging into the base of his cock. "Oh god. Here it comes!" Mike moaned as his body screamed at him that he was about to unload into her again.
"Oh god yes! That's it! Cum inside me! Fill my pussy with your fuck juice! That's what I'm waiting for!" she cried in pleasure, her own climax only seconds away.
With a jerk the first shot of cum pushed up into her, filling her pussy with a renewed hot wetness that triggered her own climax. The two of them jerked and trembled as his dick pumped shot after shot of hot juice into her. Their mutual climax lasted an eternity before she slowly lowered herself down on him, her heaving chest causing her firm tits and still hard nipples slide around on his, both of them wet with sweat.
"God that was incredible." Marlene panted, looking down at Mike's face.
"God yes." He panted in return as his hands idly stroked her back and firm ass. They lay for some time, his dick finally softening and slipping from her pussy, uncorking a gush of their combined cum.
"I think that just made a mess." Marlene said with a giggle.
"Probably. I think we both need a shower now."
"Hmmm do we have time to share one?"
Mike looked at his watch and groaned. "No. Dinner is in fifteen minutes."
"Damn!" She said pushing off of him. "We don't want everyone knowing we've been fucking. You better go shower and I'll see you down at dinner." She said as she practically ran into the bathroom and closed the door behind her.
Reluctantly Mike got up and dressed, managing to slip out of her room and into his own room unnoticed. He pulled on a nice polo and a pair of dockers before pulling his low top hikers back on. Looking respectable, he headed for the door, wondering what was in store for dinner, and if Marlene would try to avoid him so people wouldn't gossip. He was so lost in thought as he walked out his door that he almost bumped into Cindy and her friend Adrian coming out of their room. "Oh, I'm sorry." He said with the startled look still on his face.
"No problem Mike!" Cindy said with a smile, looping one of her arms around one of his. "We were looking for a handsome escort to dinner anyway."
"Yeah. You won't mind, will you?" Adrian asked as she closed the door behind her and looped her arm in Mike's other arm.
"Um... I suppose not." He replied, his mind trying to shift from thinking about Marlene to the present situation.
"Come on Cindy. I think he forgot where the elevators were." Adrian said with a giggle, pulling him by the arm down the hall.
"That or he just doesn't know how to act with two gorgeous women hanging on him." Cindy replied, squeezing Mike's arm and smiling up at him.
"I think I can figure it out, given a moment or two." Mike finally said, getting his mind on the two next to him. They stopped in front of the elevator, Cindy reaching out and pushing the button. Mike looked down at the two women, realizing that they were quite gorgeous, making him feel very underdressed.
Cindy had on a long white sleeveless dress with a high collar that looked like some kind of sweater material, which clung to every curve of her body, including the two small bumps of her nipples perched on the end of her orange sized breasts. Her blond hair was tied back in some kind of a loopy ponytail that held her hair up off her neck and back. The dress clung to her so well he wondered if she wore anything under it, not seeing any lines from panties or bra.
Adrian was dressed very differently, but equally elegant. Her long sleeved powder blue dress was well filled out, from its deep cut neckline to its short skirt, ending about halfway down to her knees. She smiled to let him know she caught him checking her out, and pressed her hip to his as a sign she didn't mind. Mike almost didn't notice the elevator doors open, and Cindy moved them forward to step in, turning them so they were facing the doors again. She reached out and pushed the button, letting the doors close on them.
"And the answer is no." Cindy whispered with a giggle.
"Huh? No what?" Mike asked surprised.
"No, I'm not wearing anything under the dress. I saw you looking and wondering. Only the three of us know for sure. Let's keep that our little secret."
"Ok." Mike said looking down, wondering how he was going to hide the bulge in his pants.
Adrian turned slightly toward Mike and reached her free hand to the front of his pants and squeezed his dick, straightening it out as it grew. "Maybe that'll help." She said with a giggle. "He does have a big one." She said past Mike to Cindy.
"I know. Looks like it might be a nice one to ride." Cindy said just before the doors opened.
Mike was glad there was no one waiting to go up, since Adrian was still pulling her hand from his crotch while the doors were opening. Cindy led them out of the elevator and across the main sitting room of the lodge and down the short hall to the conference area. At first only a few heads turned when they walked in, but almost like dominos the heads of all the younger engineers turned to see Mike with both lovely ladies on his arms. The engineering department has its share of women, many in the support sections, but there were still a number of women engineers in the group, although far outnumbered by the men. Mike immediately felt a bit self conscious with two women when most of the younger guys were queuing up for a shot at the many fewer young women.
"Looks like we're drawing attention." Adrian said quietly. "Maybe we should give them something to look at?"
"Why not?" Cindy replied with a grin. "You don't mind, do you?" She asked Mike she stepped in front of him and reached her face up to his, giving him a wet kiss, holding her lips to his and tasting his lips long enough to make it clear this was no friendly peck. She broke the kiss after several seconds and released his arm to walk over toward one of the large oak tables set up for the dinner.
Adrian, taking Cindy's lead, stepped in front of him and pressed not only her lips to his, but her whole body against his. Mike could feel her hardening nipples pressing against his chest as she pressed her tongue into his mouth, making the kiss more sensuous by the second. Mike wrapped his arms around her waist and held her until she broke the kiss, whispering to him. "Gotta do that again later. I'm already wet." Mike was still standing almost in shock, when she pulled from his arms and led him toward the table, now every set of eyes in the place focused on them.
Adrian guided Mike to a seat next to Cindy, and then sat down on the other side of him, trapping him between the two beauties.
Mike busied himself with unfolding the napkin in front of him while he tried to recover his senses after Adrian's kiss. "Nice cover. You'd never know you just got fucked." He heard Marlene whisper over his shoulder before she walked around the table and took a seat across from the three of them.
Fortunately the dinner was called for everyone to sit, breaking the tension that Mike was feeling. Dinner went by quickly, with the two women next to Mike chatting with him non-stop. As they were serving desert, Marlene looked over at him and winked, scooping a spoon full of ice cream and seductively sucking it off her spoon, clearly suggesting that there was something else she would like to suck. Unfortunately those thoughts were derailed as dinner ended and it was announced that there would be some team bonding after dinner. Names of group members were read off, being told to break up and move to the appropriate rooms. All three of the girls were assigned to different groups and rooms than he was.
Mike pushed away from the table with the girls, each giving him another wet kiss before they headed off to the rooms for their groups. Marlene raised her eyebrows and then gave him a wicked grin as she turned, allowing him to see her firm ass sway its way across the room in the surprisingly short dress she was wearing.
"Man you are one lucky SOB," one of the young guys said as he came up behind Mike.
"How's that?"
"Having two beauties flirting with you like that? Man if you don't screw them your crazy. We all thought they were lezzies. I guess they got eyes for you though."
"I don't know, I just have a room by theirs and came down with them." Mike said innocently.
"Yeah right. You keep saying that, but none of us are going to believe that." He said as he slapped Mike on the back.
"I suppose not." Mike replied as the two walked toward one of the smaller meeting rooms.
As they walked into the meeting room, Mike saw it was mostly guys, with only two ladies in the room. The program leader walked over and handed each an envelope and told them to find a seat.
"Ok. For those of you who don't know me, I'm John Fredson. I'm the program leader for tonight. This is a group interaction program designed to get to know each other a bit more personally. You each have a list of questions on the card in your envelope. No one knows who has what questions, and yes there are more questions than there are spaces on each card, so some of you will have questions that some of the others don't have. We're going to go around the room, reading and answering the first question. Now, some of these questions can be made quite personal depending on how you treat them. Our goal here is to get to know each other better, not start a sexual harassment law suit." He said with a chuckle and a look at Mike, "So with that in mind, let's try to keep it clean, and if for any reason you feel uncomfortable with the question or what is being said, speak up immediate please. So... we'll start over here with Tod, and work around."
Mike leaned back and opened his envelope to see what questions he had. There were only three on his card, but they were not going to be easy to answer. He didn't have a lot of time to think about them because they had started going around. Several people went, reading their question and answering them, some obviously embarrassed and some not. Tina Summers was sitting two seats away from Mike, but got his full attention at her question and answer.
"Well, my question is if I could be stranded on a desert island with only one person in the room, who would it be and why? Gosh I think that's easy. It would have to be Mike. Anyone that can keep those two happy must be really something." She said with a giggle, looking directly at Mike.
"Wow. That's a real killer for the rest of us guys!" Ted, the guy sitting next to her said.
"Well, it's true. Those two chatted his head off during dinner and he just sat there and listened, and well, hell, if a couple lesbians want to be near him he's either gotta be really good in bed or have something equally interesting."
"I think we need to cut your drinks off Tina. You are wayyy too drunk." One of the guys across the room called to her.
"Hey, it's my pick, not yours!" She said, getting up and walking over to Mike. She plunked down on his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. "How about you? Would I be your pick to get stranded with?"
Mike looked up at her face, not at all sure what to answer. Finally he opened his mouth. "Well, I can't see any reason not to pick you."
"WHOOOO!" One of the guys across the room shouted. "Don't let Cindy hear that!"
Tina climbed from Mike's lap and leaned down to kiss him on the cheek before walking back to her seat and dropping into it.
Mike was just getting his composer back when it was his turn to read and answer. "Ok. Who wrote these? If I was stranded in a bathroom with nothing but a woman's dress, and outside was a room full of people, would you wear the dress, run naked or try to flag someone down to help you? Man who thinks these things up, and how the heck would I end up in a bathroom naked with nothing but a woman's dress?"
"They came from a consultant, but you don't have to answer if it makes you uncomfortable." John said with a grin. "But I'm sure Jennifer and Tina want to hear the answer to that one just the same."
"Well, given the choice, I guess I'd have to hope that it was a nice looking dress. I just simply don't look good in a short dress. I don't have the legs for it!" Mike answered, the room breaking up in laughter.
"Good answer!" Jennifer, the software engineer sitting across the room, called. "Let me know if you need one to try on. I'm sure I can find one to fit, or at least I can have fun watching you try to get into it!"
Everyone laughed again and then the questions went on, working around the room several times. The questions ranged from the absurd to sexy, fortunately none that ended up embarrassing Mike further.
The group broke up and Mike headed up to his room, more than ready to hit the sack. He was still thinking about the strange day it had been as he stripped down and pulled on a pair of warm flannel pajamas before crawling between the king sized bed sheets. He clicked off the light and laid his head on the pillow as he thought about Marlene. He closed his eyes thinking about her sexy body and was soon fast asleep.
Mike's watch alarm went off and drug him out of a fitful sleep. It only took a few minutes to shower and dress before heading down to the restaurant for breakfast. Marlene waved him over to a small table and practically dragged him into the chair next to her.
"Morning hot stuff." She whispered. "Are we going to get to have some fun later? I hear they have a really nice steam bath here."
"I hadn't heard." Mike replied, thinking how nice it might be to have her again, and wondered idly if it bothered her playing outside her marriage.
"So what do you want to eat?" She asked seductively.
"That depends. What's on the menu?"
"Anything you want lover." She whispered.
"Morning all!" Dan, one of the other engineers said as he pulled the seat out across from Marlene and dropped into it. "How's breakfast this morning?"
"Don't know yet. Just got here myself." Mike replied as Marlene pressed her leg against his to let him know this conversation wasn't over yet.
"So you two going out on the slopes this morning?"
"Not me." Mike replied quickly. "Can't pay me enough to do that."
"Oh what a spoil sport!" Marlene replied with a smile. "I could swear I heard you say you'd try anything once!"
"Just about. Haven't found anything yet that could entice me to do that though."
"Well, I heard Cindy in the ladies room earlier saying that she had a sure fire way to get you out there."
"I doubt that she'll find a way." Mike answered with finality.
"I wouldn't be too sure. She can be quite...persuasive as I hear it!" Marlene said with a grin.
"And with that I'm going to go hit the buffet!" Mike responded, shaking his head, but smiling the whole time.
Marlene followed him to the table of food and then back again, staying close the whole time. They ate a nice assortment of breakfast foods and made small talk with Dan before excusing themselves to leave.
"So, you going out on the slopes with me?" Marlene asked Mike as they waited for the elevator.
"Actually, I don't think so. I may come out and watch, but I don't really have any interest in skiing."
"Not even if it means helping me warm up later?"
Mike smiled at her. "I don't have to ski to do that."
"True!" She said with a grin as the doors opened. Cindy and Adrian stepped out, both of them dressed in what looked like matching, but different colored snow pants and parkas.
"There you are! We came to make sure you came out to play." Cindy said as she took his hands and pulled him back into the elevator. "Come on. We gotta go get you dressed. You can't ski like that!"
"I can't ski at all." Mike protested as the doors closed on the four of them.
"And you aren't going to try?" Adrian asked, playing with the zipper of her pink parka.
"Not likely." Mike said flatly.
"You mean you'd let a girl go out in that terrible cold all alone with nothing to keep her warm?" She asked, pulling the zipper of her parka down and letting it swing open. Her finger moved to the zipper of her coverall style snow pants and began to slowly pull it down. As she unzipped the pants it became more and more clear that there was little if anything on under the winter outfit.



"Looks like the ladies have plans for you." Marlene said with a chuckle.
"We do." Adrian said, pulling the parka apart a few inches to reveal the creamy white skin of her chest and breasts, just short of showing her nipples.
"You better say yes." Marlene said to Mike. "Or there may not be enough left of you for later."
"Oh, don't worry. We'll leave some for you." Cindy said, her zipper now down as far as Adrian's. She pulled the coat and pants apart to expose her bare chest, tits and sexy nipples, exposing herself to her waist and almost to her mound. "Just as long as he plays like a good boy."
"I know when I'm beat. You girls have fun with him. Just try not to hurt him, ok?"
"Sure thing Marlene." Cindy replied as she pulled her coat back in place and zipped it as the doors opened.
Mike was unceremoniously drug down the hall toward his room, where the three of them went in to "help Mike dress", while Marlene continued on to her own room, blowing Mike a kiss as she left.
"Now, what do we have to wear?" Cindy said, opening the closet and looking at the clothes Mike had brought to wear.
She pulled out a pair of medium weight coveralls, and a camo hunting jacket. "These should do!"
Mike took the offered clothes from them and sat down to pull the pants on.
"Uh uh. You can't have fun like that!" Adrian said, reaching for the pants and pulling on them to pull them from him.
"What, you want me to go naked or something?"
"Hell yes! You can't fuck that way. We figure this is our one chance to play a fantasy and get fucked on the slopes. You wouldn't deny us that, would you?" Cindy said as she leaned on the bed and kissed his cheek and rubbed his hard dick through his pants.
"I suppose not." He said, sounding more reluctant than he felt at that point.
"Good!" She said, quickly loosening his belt. In a matter of moments, the girls had his pants and underwear pulled down his legs, his hard dick sticking up in the air. "Kind of a shame to waste a hardon like that." Cindy said, still on her knees next to Mike's legs.
"Yeah." Adrian said, dropping to her knees between his legs and grabbing his dick. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked it deep in her mouth while Cindy unzipped and spread her coat and pants, exposing her small chest to his gaze. Her tits were nicely shaped, even if they were small, probably a small b cup, but with large puffy nipples the size of quarters. As she rested her hands on his shoulders, she leaned her chest toward him, aiming one of her puffy nipples toward his mouth.
"I hear you like to suck tits." She said quietly, aiming one of her orange sized tits at his mouth. She let him suck her nipple into his mouth and play with it for several seconds, her nipple filling fuller and spreading in his mouth as both their desires grew. Mike's hands were pushing her suit farther apart and working down her smooth body toward her pussy, his fingers just feeling her totally shaved mound before both she and Adrian pulled away. "So if you want more, you have to come skiing. Once we're in an appropriate place you can have all you want!" She said huskily.
"You know, that's a dirty trick, teasing a guy like that." Mike replied, looking at her bare chest and thinking about what his fingers had just started to touch.
"Well, it's up to you!" She said pulling on her coat as the two of them headed toward the door. "See you outside!"
Mike simply couldn't believe what was going on, but he wasn't about to miss this, within seconds he had his boots off and was pulling his snow pants on over his bare legs. "I better not get hurt. I'd never be able to explain this!" He grumbled as he pulled his boots back on and then pulled his coat on over the bib overalls.
He practically ran to the door, and opened it, only to find the two girls standing by his door waiting. "That was quick." Adrian said with a grin as the two looped their arms in his and led him toward the elevator.
Trying to ski was everything Mike knew it would be. It took a long time to get outfitted, and then they had to ride to the top, which would have been boring if the girls hadn't kept flashing their tits in the cool air. Once at the top of the slope, the girls took their charge to the easiest section of hill and instructed him how to snowplow to control his speed, and how to use the poles to help balance. To his surprise he managed to go downhill quite a ways without falling, but eventually gravity won, and he ended up in the snow. The girls, good to their word, were quickly at his side helping him back up and down the hill again. The three of them made painfully slow progress down the slope until Cindy turned them off on a side trail into the pines. She quickly pulled her parka off and flipped the suspenders of her pants over her shoulders, pushing them down to her knees, leaving her naked from that point up.
"You catch me you can have me!" She said as she took off down the trail at not too fast a pace.
With an encouragement like that, Mike figured he might as well go for broke, and put his skis together and slid down the trail after her, picking up much more speed than he intended. He quickly went back to plowing to slow down, but his speed carried him past the turn in the trail and off into the woods, Adrian hot on his tail to try to catch him.
"Well, that was fun... NOT!" Mike said as Adrian stopped next to him and helped pick him up from the snow.
"I guess Cindy got away." She said with a crooked grin.
"Yeah. So much for that fantasy."
"Why would you think that?" She said, unzipping her pink coat. She pushed it off her shoulders, exposing her bare arms and shoulders while she used her ski poles to unlatch her skis. "Now if you can get your skis off by the time I get my pants down, you can stick that fat dick of yours into my wet pussy, and believe me, it's been wet since I was sucking you in your room!"
"That I can do!" He said, following her lead to push the bindings loose on his skis and stepping out of them. By the time he did, she had pulled her coat off and was standing with her pants pushed around her knees, only her boots keeping her from getting completely naked.
"Now, your turn." She said, shuffling forward and undoing his coat. She quickly had it off and the shoulder straps of the coveralls pushed over his arms. Her fingers pulled the zipper down, while she reached into his pants to keep the zipper from catching anything important. Her hand stroked his dick while he pushed them down his legs, leaving him as naked as she was. "Now, what would you like to do with this?" She asked, leaning down and sucking it into her mouth as she had earlier.
"OH god." Mike mumbled, as she bobbed up and down his shaft while he reached under her and fondled her tits, covered with little bumps from the cold and rock hard puckered nipples.
"Fuck this. I need you in me!" She said, suddenly pulling her mouth off his shaft. She turned around and grabbed a tree, sticking her ass out at him. "Fuck me! Put that fat dick inside my little pussy!"
"Oh shit yes." He said, shuffling up behind her and rubbing the head of his dick on her lips. He rubbed his engorged head up and down her wet lips, dipping it between them and coating it wither juices before pressing himself into her. Her pussy was teenage tight, making him struggle to get his head into her. Her tunnel gripped him snuggly, but that made little difference to either of them as he began stroking in and out of her wet tunnel with tiny little strokes, working himself deeper and deeper into her. As he became more lubricated with her juices, and her pussy stretched around him, his strokes grew longer, her moans growing louder in response.
"OH FUCK YES!" She cried loudly into the trees as he pounded into her, their bodies slapping and her little tits bouncing around where they hung under her like little udders. "That's it. Oh god yes. I've wanted this since you saw us! Oh fuck you feel good!" she practically screamed. Her cock slid in and out of her pussy, each stroke causing a small squishing sound, followed by the sharp slap of his hips into her firm ass.
"OH shit. I'm going to cum!" Mike grunted in warning.
"Yeah! Do it! Fill me up with your hot fuck juice!" She panted, her legs trembling either from the cold or from her impending climax.
"Oh god!" Mike grunted as his body convulsed, her words of encouragement pushing him over the top. She could feel the hot squirt of cum fill her pussy, hotly pulsing into her and teasing her tunnel even wider as it surged around his fat dick. Her own orgasm came on the heels of his, her pussy spasming around his dick, milking each hot gush from it. The two of them stood, trembling and panting as their bodies slowly relaxed from their mutual highs, his dick still twitching gently inside her.
"Well, Cindy's going to be disappointed she missed this one." Adrian said with a giggle, pulling off Mike's dick and turning around to wrap her hands around his neck. She lifted herself to his mouth, her tits pressing into his bare chest while she kissed him wetly. He squeezed her ass and stroked her bare back as she pressed her tongue into his mouth, battling with his for what seemed like minutes before she pulled away.
"Ok. I'm freezing now." She said, pulling her pants back up, her skin clearly covered in goose bumps. "But god that was fun!"
"It was, wasn't it?" Mike said as he fixed his own clothes. "So did you enjoy getting your fantasy fulfilled?"
"Oh fuck yes! I just wish Cindy was here to suck my tits while you were fucking me!" She said as she finished zipping her coat. "Now, we have to get you the rest of the way down to the lodge. Unless you want to wait around for Cindy."
"No, I think I've had enough snow for a while." Mike said with a laugh. "Even as hot as the animals out here are!"
"You should talk! You were more the animal than I was."
"Right!" He replied as he zipped his coat.
Adrian helped him get his skis back on and then put her own on, leading him out of the trees and down the rest of the slope, constantly turning them so he wouldn't build too much speed.
"Hey! Where have you two been?" Cindy called as they reached the bottom of the hill.
"Oh, I was just taking care Mike! You went a bit quick for him and I had to stay behind and help him out, if you know what I mean!" Adrian told her with a grin.
"Oh shit! You didn't!" Cindy almost shouted. "That was supposed to be my idea!"
"Well, I can tell you that you missed one hell of a fun time!" Adrian said as she moved over to help Mike get his skis off.
"Thanks for the lesson." Mike told her as she knelt down to help him get the bindings off.
"My pleasure, believe me!" She said with a grin. She waited for him to step out of his skis, and then got up and gave him a big kiss. "As much fun as that was, I wanna go down some real hills. Can you entertain yourself for a while?"
"I'm sure I can find something to do." Mike replied with a chuckle as she gave him a big hug before the two of them headed off to the lift.
"You are one lucky bastard!" Dan said as he walked up, skis in hand. "Do you suppose she'll give me private lessons?"
"I doubt it, but you're welcome to try." Mike said with a grin as he turned and walked off toward the lodge thinking about the really private nature of the lesson she had given him.
It didn't take long for Mike to get out of his winter stuff and pull on his swim suit, planning on going down to find the sauna to get him warmed back up. He pulled the bath robe on around himself and tied the belt before stepping into a pair of flip-flops and then headed out of the room. The pool and sauna were easy to find, although different than he was used to in a hotel pool. The pool was an in ground type pool with a portion inside and a portion outside. The arrangement that had a glass wall sticking down into the water a few inches to separate the two and keep the cold air outside. Mike thought it must cost a fortune to keep the huge pool heated, the water warm enough to have a constant fog lifting from the outside portion and floating off across the deck. A number of swimmers had ducked under the wall and swam out into the outside, although there was a door that looked to lead out onto the deck, not that he had any intention of walking out on the deck in his swim suit in this weather. The pool was well lit from under the water and had most unusual reflective walls. Mile looked through the glass partition to the outside section and shook his head, thinking that it seemed ridiculous to watch the bikini clad women jumping in and out of the water and cold air, although the results were very obvious and pleasant.
"You like watching all those hard nipples?" Mike heard from behind him, a hand sliding around his waist and into his robe to squeeze his soft dick.
"I do like watching tits." He answered Marlene.
"I got a pair, you wanna watch them?"
"Any time you wanna show em!"
"Good, come with me." She said, pulling her hand from his robe and pulling him toward a wall of doors.
She went down the row until she found one that had the unoccupied sign set, and opened it up, flipping the sign and pulling him in with her.
"Now, we can get undressed in private." She said, pulling the tie of his robe loose and then pushing it off his shoulders. Mike got the idea and did the same to her, pushing the robe off so she was wearing only a small bikini. "Since this is a private spa booth, we don't have to wear these, if you don't want to." She said as she untied the string of his suit and pushed it down, freeing his quickly hardening dick.
Mike reached around her and untied the strings to her suit top and pulled it free, allowing her bare tits to swing free, her nipples hardening as he watched. He stepped out of his suit and knelt down and kissed each nipple gently as he pulled her bottoms down, and off, leaving her completely naked. He stroked his fingers up her legs while she played with his short hair, working them around and between her legs to tease her tender lips.
"Oh you do that nicely, but I really want you inside me." She said quietly.
"Ok." He said, standing up, ready to fuck her right there.
"Oh no... not here. Just wait a moment!" she said, picking up several towels. She opened the other door and they were met with a blast of heat. Mike allowed her to pull him into the small booth with a wooden slat type bench built into each wall, a floor to ceiling window between them in the far wall.
"Now you can have me any way you want!" She said with a grin as the door closed.
"Really?"
"Oh yeah. As long as you fuck me with that dick you can do me any way you want!"
"Suppose I wanted you to lean against the window and show everyone outside your naked tit?"
She grinned and stepped over to the window, wiping a towel down the glass to remove the condensation. The window outside overlooked a portion of a ski slope and was filled with people who probably couldn't see them anyway. She pressed her tits against the glass and then pushed her ass out toward him. "Like this?"
"You're really gonna flash all those people?"
"No silly." She said with a grin. "One way glass!"
"I see." Mike said with a grin. "Was a nice idea though."
"What was?"
"Fucking you in full view of all those strangers."
"That what you want to do?"
"I don't know. The idea just seemed to hit me."
"Hmmmmm I know what to do." She said. "Come on!"
She stepped back out and began putting her swim suit back on. In a few moments she was dressed and held his out for him. "Come on, this was your idea!"
"Ok." He said, not sure what she had in mind yet.
"Let's go!" She said with a smile, pulling him out of the small room before he could even tie his suit. "Don't bother. You're not going to want it tied." She said as she pulled him toward the pool. She tossed their robes on a chair with the towels and then walked over and jumped into the warm water. "Come on stud!"
Mike walked over, and holding his suit, jumped in after her, bobbing back to the surface.
"Follow me!" She said, quickly swimming toward the glass partition. With ease she dove under the glass and came up on the outside, waving him to follow.
It was a bit tougher for him to swim without losing his trunks, but then he figured that was part of her idea. By the time he had dove under the wall and made his way over to where she was along the wall, she had her suit bottom off, and wadded up in her hand.
"Ok stud. You wanna fuck in public, here's your chance." She said, standing on a ledge in the pool so she was chest deep in the warm water.
"You sure about this?" he asked, looking around to see just who could see them through the fog.
"Come on! No one can see our faces in all this mist!" She said as she pushed his suit down and pulled it off. "Now fuck me!" She said as she turned herself around and pulled on his hard dick. It only took her a few moments to get him lined up and into her hot tunnel. "Oh yeah! That's good." She cooed as he gripped her hips and worked her up and down his shaft, the water washing away much of their lubrication with each stroke. "That's it baby. Right there!" She said as she reached between her legs and began to frig her clit with her fingers.
"Oh shit." Mike grunted as he worked in and out of her.
"That's it. Cum with me! I wanna feel your hot cum filling my tight pussy!"
"Oh god you're going to if you keep that up." He panted as her fingers played with his balls each time they came within range of her searching fingers.
"Good I want it!" She hissed as his body bucked, squirting a gush of cum into her. "OHHHHHHH YESSSSSSS" she hissed as her body trembled around his jumping dick.
"Oh damn." Mike panted as he held her close, his hands pushing her top up under the water and squeezing her tits.
"Well, that enough of a show for you?" She asked quietly.
"Why? There aren't that many people out here."
"Oh you are funny! Look down lover boy!"
Mike looked down into the water and realized that the reflective side of the pool was actually a glass wall overlooking the ski hill. Anyone standing on the slope waiting for the lift had a perfect view up into the pool, and of course to their little tryst. "OH shit!" He groaned, covering his face.
"You wanted to show off... You got it lover boy!" She said pulling off his softening dick and turning in his arms so her tits were pressing into his chest. "But just between you and me? It was fun. Most of those people have no idea who we are, and the ones that do....well, they certainly will have a different perspective."
"Yeah, that's for sure."
She laughed and hugged him tight. "You would be so fun to be married to, you know that?"
"Huh? Why?"
"Why would you be fun to be married to? You're kidding right?"
"No, really, why? I mean you're married already."
"Well, besides being good at damn near everything you do, including fucking me by the way, you are fun, willing to experiment and try things, and you don't get angry with me when I want to try something completely outrageous, like getting you to fuck me in public."
"I take it your husband does?"
"My husband?" That's a laugh. I haven't seen him in almost five years. He ran off and I just can't find him long enough to divorce the bastard."
"ahhhh that explains a lot."
"Yeah, it does, but I think we better make a run for it, we're attracting a crowd." She said, pointing down toward the glass windows under the water.
"Shit." Mike said as she pushed away and swam off toward the glass wall with only half of her suit, and that half not covering anything. Mike grabbed both her suit bottom and his, and followed, swimming as fast as he could. By the time he made it under the wall and back to the side of the pool where they started, she was out of the water and pulling her robe on, trying to scope out an escape.



"Come on!" She said as she helped pull him out. Within seconds they were sprinting across the pool deck toward the saunas, or more correctly she was sprinting and Mike was streaking. They ducked into one of the saunas and closed the door behind them.
"Shit I thought it was empty!" She whispered as she realized there were clothes in the dressing area. "I hope they don't mind company!"
"We can't go in there."
"We can't go back out there, not yet!" She said with a giggle. "Come on, let's just be bold!" She said, tossing off her robe and pulling the rest of her suit off so she was as naked as he was. She smiled at him and opened the door, walking into the sauna as bold as if she were completely dressed. "HI! Can we join you?" She said to the two women sitting in the sauna.
"SHIT!" One of the women said, quickly pulling the towel around herself to cover up while the other, not having a towel handy, covered her tits and pussy with her hands, until she realized that Mike was stepping in butt naked.
"Sorry. We didn't know this was occupied." Mike said sheepishly, turning red from more than the heat.
"Not a problem." The lady covering herself with her hands said, moving them to the side and allowing Mike to see what she had been hiding while she looked him up and down. "Please, join us." Mike guessed that the two of them were in their late forties, but neither of them bad looking. The one now showing herself off had, by anyone's standards, large breasts, easily the size of small melons, but needing more than a bit of support to handle their mass. With one leg hanging off the bench Mike could also see that blond was not her natural hair color.
"Sharon!" The second lady said. "We're naked!"
"Uh huh. So is he!" Sharon said with a grin, never taking her eyes off Mike's dick. "You got a towel. If you don't want him to see you, that's fine with me, but I'm not going to ignore a naked man."
"Sharon! What will Sam say?"
"Sam won't say anything because he won't know anything!" She said, moving to make room for Mike on the bench next to her and holding a hand out to him. "So just who do we have here?"
"This is Mike, and I'm Marlene!" Marlene said as she moved to the bench on the other side of the room and sat down, leaving the bench with the friendlier woman for Mike.
"I'm sorry, if it's a problem we can leave." Mike said quietly, not sure this was at all a good idea.
"Oh no. This is fine. Please. Come sit right here." Sharon said, patting the bench next to her. I'm Sharon, and my prudish friend is Jan."
"Thank you." Mike said, sitting down.
"Oh please. The pleasure is all mine." Sharon said, swinging her legs up onto his lap.
"So did you just drop in by chance?" She asked with a grin while she used her foot to play with Mike's flagging dick.
"Actually, we're hiding out." Marlene said.
"Really? What, pray tell, did you do to make you have to hide in here with us?" Sharon asked, lifting one leg high in the air and hooking it over Mikes, shoulders so her pussy was fully displayed.
"We made a spectacle of ourselves." Marlene answered after it became obvious that Mike wasn't going to answer.
"Oh... Now that sounds hot. Getting it on with your wife in public? I always wondered what that would be like."
"Oh, I'm not his wife." Marlene replied. "Just a friend."
"Ahhhhh I see." Sharon said, reaching her hand down to gently stroke her own protruding lips. "Now that makes it even more interesting! Doesn't it Jan?"
"How does that make it more interesting?"
"Because if she's just a friend then we don't have to worry about him cheating on his wife. He either already has, or better yet, isn't married."
"Oh, he's not married." Marlene answered for Mike with a wicked grin on her face.
"Oh good." Sharon said, moving her hand from her pussy and reaching out to find Mikes hand to replace hers. "Tell me, besides screwing, do you like to do anything else?"
"If you want to know if he likes a little oral action, I can tell you he is quite good at it, probably the best I've ever had." Marlene said with a sly grin. "Why don't you show her Mike?"
"I'm not all that sure it's appropriate." Mike answered hesitantly, staring at her pussy and tits while his thumb idly stroked her lips, which seemed to be getting wetter by the second.
"Oh, please. I assure you no one is going to complain. Please, show me just how good it can be."
"I'm not sure...." Mike started to say.
"Oh.... Now don't make me call security. I'd hate to have to tell them that you just barged in on us, not to mention I'm sure they'd like to find the couple that had created such a stir!"
"You'd blackmail a guy into having sex with you?" Mike asked, clearly shocked at the turn of events.
"Oh sweetie... I'd do that in a heartbeat if he's really that good!" She said with a grin. "So just make sure you're good enough I don't want to turn you in!"
"Sharon!" Jan said from her side. "You wouldn't really, would you?"
"Why not?"
"Well, for one Sam!"
"If he can feel up his secretary and get away with it why can't I have a little fun? It's not like he's fucking me, now is it?"
"I don't know about this!" Jan said quietly, still mostly curled up in the corner of her bench.
"You don't have to. All you have to do is be quiet." Sharon said, looking expectantly at Mike.
Mike looked over to Marlene for help, finding only a grin on her face and an expectant look. "You don't want to get turned in, I mean think of the scandal!"
"Oh fuck. Why not." Mike finally said with resignation shaking his head. He wondered to himself how he managed to get himself into this predicament.
"That's my man." Sharon said quietly.
Mike stood up and knelt on the bench, leaning over Sharon and lowering his face to her large tits. He gently kissed each one, working his way around her hard nipples and large areola, tasting her salty sweat. He teased her for several minutes, working closer to her nipples without actually touching them his tongue licking lightly followed by his lips pressing gently in a kiss. She moaned softly and stroked the back of his hair as he gently worked from one breast to the other, leaving none of her large breasts untouched. Without warning, he opened his mouth wide and quickly suctioned her nipple and areola deep into his mouth, flicking her hard nipple back and forth with his tongue. Sharon tried to grab his short hair and pull him to her as a surprised squeak escaped her, turning into a long groan as the tingles ran straight from her nipple to her already wet pussy.
"Nice move." She whispered, arching her back and letting go of his head. He pulled to move to the other tit where he repeated the process, sucking and nibbling her nipple, her hands now clenching the towel she sat on instead of his hair. "Ohhh god!" She moaned loudly as he slipped his hand down her belly to stroke between her sopping wet lips. Releasing her tit from his mouth, he began kissing to the valley between them and then down her firm stomach to her curly mound, his fingers teasing and stroking up between her soft lips and across her rock hard clit. She spread her legs as far as she could allowing him to kiss his way down to her thigh, where he gently licked her salty skin with the tip of his tongue.
"Oh god what a tease!" She moaned as he kissed and licked slowly down one thigh and up the other until he was blowing gently across her wet lips, his breath almost cool in the sweltering sauna.
With a smile he reached his tongue out and gently spread her lips, tasting her wetness and drawing it up her slit and across her already exposed clit. "OH FUCK!" She squealed as his tongue flicked across her clit before pressing deep into her pussy. Time and again he repeated the trip, digging deep into her and dragging his tongue up her slit to flick across her hard clit.
Mike felt a hand tentatively grab his dick as he worked on Sharon's wet pussy. At first the hand barely touched his hard dick, but then it stroked with more determination before it stopped suddenly. He couldn't really see what was going on with his head buried between Sharon's clamping thighs, but he suspected that Jan was becoming less inhibited at the sight of her friend getting thoroughly licked. Mike almost jumped as he felt the wetness of a mouth close around his head. He felt the mouth slowly lick and work his dick as he worked Sharon's pussy.
"OH god I'm going to cum!" Sharon cried as Mike's attentions grew more vigorous with the attentions being paid to his dick. Within seconds of her claim, Sharon's body bucked and jerked as she clamped Mike's head tightly between her thighs and tried to grind her pussy against his face. "OH GOD!" She squealed as he continued to flick his tongue across her clit, making her body shake and buck even harder. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever before she released his head so he could once again breath, her hands pushing his face from her now over stimulated pussy.
Mike lifted himself up and looked down to see Jan sitting on the floor, half under him, his dick stuck into her mouth as she stroked it with her hand and swirled her tongue around his head.
Marlene sat back against the wall on the opposite bench, her fingers pushing slowly in and out of her pussy as she watched the activities before her.
Mike gently pulled his dick from Jan's mouth and reached down, to help her up, sitting her on the low bench. He hadn't really had a chance to look at her body before, being covered by the towel, and now took a few moments to see her creamy white skin, freckled with small red dots to match her short curly red hair and curly red pussy hairs. The small freckles continued down and across her breasts, which were easily large enough to require two hands to cup each breast. Each breast drooped down her chest so that her large pointy nipples stuck up at an angle where they protruded from large pink areola. Reaching out with both hands Mike gently cupped each breast, lifting it and gently kneading the soft creamy orbs with his fingers.
He watched her green eyes, obviously hesitant about his actions, as he lowered his mouth slowly to her right breast and sucked her hard nipple into it. "Ohhhhhh" she moaned quietly as she closed her eyes, the sensations of his tongue dancing wetly around her nipple causing what remained of her inhibitions to flow from her. Mike gently worked first her right and then left nipple, sucking and licking each hard nub until her hips began to rock, her fingers stroking her pussy slowly.
Moving his mouth from her tits, he lifted himself on his knees until his cock head was rubbing around the back of her hand. She turned her hand and gently stroked his dick as he pressed it against her wet lips, allowing her to guide him to her tunnel when she was ready.
She worked the head of his dick around her hard clit for some minutes while he continued to use his fingers on her nipples, leaning his head to hers and gently kissing her parted lips.
"Oh fuck." She moaned into his mouth as she kissed him with her soft red lips. She pushed his dick down lower, engaging his head into her tunnel and allowing him to press slowly into her as she rocked her hips. He allowed her to work his dick up and down with her hips as he pressed into her, slowly sinking into her tight tunnel until he felt his head press against the end of her. "Oh god. So big!" She murmured as he stroked slowly out of her, stopping when his head was all that was left in, and then slowly pushing back in again.
Mike could feel her fingers working her clit as he stroked slowly in and out of her, her kisses becoming more and more urgent with each passing second. Almost without warning, she cried out into his mouth her whole body trembling as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around his hard dick. She trembled and made small jerks for several seconds before moving her hand and pushing his face from hers.
She reached to his hips and pushed him away, asking him to stand up. "I've always wondered what it would feel like between my tits." She said, looking up at him, her face betraying that she was afraid he would refuse or worse, think poorly of her.
In response Mike reached out for the wall behind her and leaned toward her as she arched her back, pressing her tits together around his hardon. He stroked slowly in and out of the passage she created, pressing her tits to his dick and squeezing her own nipples as he stroked between them.
"Oh that feels nice." She cooed as she watched his head appear and disappear between her sweaty tits.
Mike felt a hand slide down his back and then between his legs, grabbing his swinging balls, and move with him, squeezing and rolling them, a second pair of hands squeezed and kneaded his ass. The combination of sensations was quickly pushing him up the slope toward climax, and with a groan he began to squirt his hot juice out, strings of cum lancing across Jan's face. She let go of her tits, letting them fall away and grabbed his dick, jerking and stroking it as it surged more cum out, leaving her face and chest covered with globs of white cum.
"So that's what it feels like." She said with a giggle, releasing his dick to wipe the cum from her face, rubbing it into her body as it mixed with the sweat. "And if anyone tells Frank, I'll kill them." She said looking pointedly at Sharon while Marlene pulled Mike back away to sit with her on the far bench.
"What would I say to Frank, that his nympho wife sucked a strange man, and then let him fuck both her tits and pussy, squirting his cum all over her? He'd never believe it if I told him!" Sharon replied with a laugh. Just make sure you don't say anything to Sam either!"
"Oh, this will definitely be our little secret." She said with a nod before turning back to Mike. "Thank you. I really did enjoy this little interlude."
"Thank you for letting us hide in here with you." Marlene said for Mike, who was still panting for breath.
"Oh trust me, it was our pleasure. Very much our pleasure in fact." Sharon said a she idly stroked her wet pussy. "If you decide you need to hide more later, just look me up. I'm sure I can accommodate you."
"I second that." Jan said, getting up from the bench she was on and leaning down to kiss Mike softly on the lips. "You felt really good." She whispered after breaking the kiss. "Thank you."
"I think we better go. We've definitely used up our half hour." Sharon said with a smile.
"Yeah. I think the heat is getting to me a bit." Marlene said with a smile.
The four of them moved to the small dressing room area, and dressed, the girls taking every liberty that they thought they could with Mike before having to give up on the little tryst. Each of them gave him a full body hug and sensuous kiss before the four opened the door and walked out, heading toward the elevators.
"Bye guys." Sharon said as they stepped off the elevator on the second floor, waving as the doors closed between them.
"Well, that was an interesting morning. I think we need a shower. Want to share that one we didn't get last night?" Marlene said, squeezing Mike's arm.
"Might as well." He said with a shrug, wondering just how much sex one man can really have in one day. Mike followed her up to her room after they collected their robes and his shower shoes. Marlene closed the door behind them and stepped up behind him. He felt her hands slip around his waist and undo the tie of the robe, pulling it apart so she could reach his swim suit. Her fingers quickly pulled the string loose and had it sliding down hips hips in moments.
"So did you have fun with our new found friends?" She whispered as she gently played with his flaccid cock.
"It was a bit interesting." He answered her as her hands pulled his robe off his shoulders, leaving him only with his suit around his ankles.
"Well, I hope you left some for me, because sitting there fingering myself and watching you fuck that woman only made me hornier." She said as she stepped back and slipped her robe off, her suit following close behind. With both of them naked, she led them into the bathroom and set to work getting the shower turned on and to temperature. Mike couldn't but help notice her firm ass and pussy on display. For her age, she was still a very good looking woman.
"Ok. Come with me lover boy!" She said, pulling the curtain back and stepping into the tub. She turned and offered him a hand in invitation. Mike stepped into the tub and pulled the curtain closed while Marlene picked up a bottle of body wash and lufa. "I hope you don't mind a girly smell." She said with a giggle as she put the bottle down and went to work making the soap lather up in the lufa.
"No, it's fine." He responded as she stepped closer and began rubbing the foam all over his body. He had to admit, it felt nice having her stroking all over his body. He took the lufa from her hand and began to gently rub it over her body, covering her in foam with one hand and rubbing her slick skin with the other.
"Mmmmmm that feels nice." She cooed as his hand cupped first one breast and then the other, letting his thumb slide back and forth across her hardening nipples.
"You like that?" He whispered as she closed her eyes and let her head tilt back, enjoying the sensations. He worked back and forth across her with one hand while he set the lufa aside. His other soapy hand found her firm stomach and slipped down her body, ending with his fingers teasing between her legs.
"Oh yes." She murmured as she stepped as far apart as the tub allowed, his fingers diving deeper between her legs so he could cup her whole pussy.
Mike stoked her for several more long seconds, his fingers dipping into her pussy and sliding across her hard clit before withdrawing his hand to allow it to slide around to her firm ass and cup one full cheek. Letting his other hand slide around and under her other cheek, he easily picked up her slim body, sliding her soapy tits up his chest while her legs wrapped around his body, pulling herself tight against him. Mike continued to lift her body, her mound sliding along his hard shaft until it slipped from between them sticking up between her legs. He slowly lowered her down, allowing his soap slickened head to press between her lips. Marlene moaned as she slid down his shaft, expanding her as his mushroom head made its way ever deeper into her.
"Oh god!" Marlene breathed as he stepped forward and pressed her against the wall of the shower, pinning her and allowing him to hum his hips, driving his shaft in and out of her pussy.
"This what you want?" He grunted between strokes, her whole body shuddering each time his head impacted the end of her tunnel.
"Oh fuck yes!" She moaned as her legs twitched with her building orgasm.
Mike continued to stroke in and out of her, his shaft teasing and massaging the length of her velvety tunnel that sent tingles through her entire body.
"Oooooooo GOD!" Marlene squeaked as her orgasm shot lightning from her clit to her rock hard nipples, her whole body awash in tiny spasms of pleasure as Mike's cock pumped up into her time and again. Her pulsating pussy teased his head with each stroke, coaxing his own orgasm to the very edge before it rolled over him, causing his cock to gush its hot load deep into her as he held her tight, his body twitching involuntarily.
"Oh damn." He breathed heavily when he could talk again. "I didn't think there was another one left in there."
"You sir, seem to be a fountain of orgasms!" Marlene cooed as she stroked his hand with one of hers and allowed her other to reach behind her and stroke his hip.
"God I could use a nap now." Mike whispered after holding her for several minutes, the hot water cascading over them after he pulled them back.
"I doubt we have time. We're supposed to be at lunch soon."



"Oh geez. More fun and games. Who thought this trip up?" Mike muttered.
"That tripe, as you call it, was thought up by a team of very dedicated employees!" Marlene snapped, pulling away from him and standing back to look at him. "One of which is currently feeling very insulted!"
Mike rolled his eyes and sighed, realizing that he had just insulted her and, well, whoever else she might have had helping. "Come here. I didn't mean it that way." He said reaching out and pulling her reluctantly back toward him until he was able to hug her tight to him. "You know I would much rather just spend some quality time with a few people, like maybe you, instead of some big group thing. I'm sorry for hurting your feelings." He felt her soften in his arms as he spoke.
"You are forgiven. And trust me, not all the things we planned are big group things. In fact, the next one is a small group exercise that you should enjoy very much!" She said quietly, giving his cheek a small kiss. "Now let's get dried off and dressed. Lunchtime will be here before we know it."
"Yes ma'am." Mike whispered as his lips brushed her cheek, sending a shiver down her whole body to where his hand had slipped between her ass cheeks to tease her.
"Oh god. You are incorrigible!" She giggled as she pushed him away.
They dried off and Mike headed to his room wearing nothing but his robe.
"Well what do we have here?" Mike heard from behind him as he stood at his door digging in the pocket for the room card.
"Oh, hi." Mike replied, turning to see Cindy and Adrian walking up wearing incredibly skimpy bikini's, their bodies glistening with a light sheen of sweat. "I guess you two were checking out the sauna's?"
"We were. Decided it was time to come back up here and get cleaned up for lunch." Adrian said as she stepped toward mike as he held the partly open door in one hand and the room key and his wet swim suit in the other. "You know, the place is buzzing about a couple that screwed in the pool in full view of the slopes. They were looking for the couple and couldn't find them. I wonder what it would be worth to keep me quiet?" She whispered as she stepped closer to Mike and slipped pulled the tie on the rope. "Oh look at that! Naked under the robe. I wonder how that happened?" She giggled.
"Ladies. I think you need to dress for lunch." Mike said quietly. "And never assume you know what you think you know."
"Oh trust me. I do know. A very nice lady told me how a man and a woman suddenly appeared in their sauna and how great the orgasm was. Based on the description, it had to be you and some lucky woman. But don't worry, your secret is safe with us." She said as she stroked a finger down his chest to his dick, teasing it with the tip of her finger before turning and walking back to where Cindy was holding the door open. "See you at lunch stud!" She said before she disappeared into her room.
Mike shook his head as he closed the door behind him wondering how he managed to get himself into so much trouble.
He had barely cleaned up and flopped on the bed for a quick few winks when there was a quiet rap on the door. With a sigh he climbed off the bed and took the few steps to the door, opening it to find Cindy and Adrian standing at the door with an expectant look. Cindy wore a form fitting sweater type mini-dress, who's dark purple matched the purple ribbon that tied her long hair back from her face. Her firm tits filled the dress pleasantly and he was almost sure he could see her nipples through the tight mesh. He let his eyes slide down her thin frame to the incredibly short hem of her skirt, wondering if it was even long enough to cover her cute ass when she sat down. She took his arm and pulled him from the room as she turned him to head down the hall.
"Come on stud. Time for lunch!" She giggled as Adrian stepped next to him and took his other arm, wearing a similar but dark green dress. Both of them looked more than hot enough to fuck silly, and it took him several seconds to push the thought from his mind as they waited for the elevator. "Cat gotch your tongue?" Cindy asked as she gave his arm a squeeze. "Or just afraid to say what you're thinking?"
"Trust me, you don't want to know what I'm thinking." Mike replied, almost immediately regretting the comment.
"Well, we do know what you were thinking then!" Adrian said with a laugh as they pulled him into the empty elevator car.
Mike felt a hand slide across the front of his pants, giving the trapped partly hard shaft a quick squeeze as the car started down. "Oh I would say we do." Cindy said with a cheerful laugh.
"How do I get into these messes?" Mike asked the elevator doors, shaking his head slightly at his own discomfort.
"Trust me. It's not as bad as you think it is." Cindy whispered before giving him a peck on the cheek.
"I hope not. I can imagine pretty bad." Mike replied with a quiet chuckle as the doors to the car slid open to deposit them in the lobby. Mike allowed the ladies to walk him toward the large meeting room that was being used to server their lunch, heads turning as if on swivels when he entered with the two sexy ladies hanging on his arms. He allowed them to steer him toward the buffet table, where they stayed on either side of him as they made their way along collecting their lunch. Both ladies seemed to be having fun adding tiny goodies to his place, like extra pieces of fruit and condiments for the turkey sandwich he had selected.
"How am I going to eat all this?" Mike asked as they sat down at the huge table, one of the sexy ladies on either side of him.
"Well, gotta keep up your strength." Adrian giggled, leaning into him as she did. It didn't take Mike long to realize he was being watched with envy, not only by most of the guys in the room, but by a significant number of ladies as well. His mind raced as he ate his sandwich, wondering just what kind of rumors were flying round about the three of them. His thoughts were interrupted by Marlene, standing at the head of the table.
"Attention please. I know you are all still enjoying your lunch, but if you look cross from you, you will see your partner for this afternoon's social team building event, a hotel scavenger hunt. There are envelopes in the middle of the table, each team of two needs to collect an envelope. Starting exactly at twelve thirty, you may open your envelopes. Normally the first team in wins, but we decided to spice it up a bit. Some of the clues may lead to more than one treasure. The judges will score each treasure you bring in, with more creative treasures getting more points. So in addition to time, you can score big with your selections of treasures. Winners will be announced at dinner. Also, don't forget that at three we will have the next engineering round table. Don't get so carried away that you forget to show up for that! Any questions?... seeing no hands, enjoy the rest of lunch and good luck!"
Mike looked across the table to size up his partner. He wondered how he managed to score one of the limited number of ladies as a partner. He had meet Pamela in passing, but since she was married and of course worked in the civil end of the engineering department...well let's face it, he had no plans to go there. Pamela looked like she was a bit younger than he was by a few years, and from what he could see above the table and from his memory of seeing her around work, she had a pretty curvatious figure. Just looking at how the sweater fit to her body he guessed she was easily a double D cup or larger. Not that he had any plans to mix things up, but at least he had a good looking partner. Pamela looked across the table at him and smiled. Looked like she was happy with her partner too.
"Poo." Cindy said under her breath. "I kind of hoped we would get partnered. A little bird told me that we were doing a scavenger hunt."
"Well, that little bird didn't tell you how the partners were going to be selected, did it?" Adrian said across me with a giggle. "Looks like we both lost that one, not to mention I have to be partnered with him!" She said, nodding her head toward one of the young engineers. "Last time I got close to him I thought his hands had a life of their own."
"I'm sure you'll live just fine!" Cindy answered her with a laugh.
Mike watched Pamela get up and walk around the table, picking up an envelope on the way. "Well, looks like we are partnered Michael." She said standing close to his chair.
"Mike...Please." He said turning in his chair to look at her. Her body was even more curvy now that she was standing, her snug fit jeans looking like she had been poured into them and her sweater clinging to her tight enough to allow her nipples to poke two gentle bumps in the front.
"Well then, you might as well call me Pam." She said as she tore the end off the envelope and pulled out a single sheet of paper. "Looks like its twelve thirty, so let's see what we have." She said, holding the paper out and squatting down by his chair so he could read too.
Hotel Treasure Hunt. 1) Smooth and creamy, each room has some and some hands are frequently covered with it. 2) 3) It's by far the smallest cloth in the room, useful for much but too small to cover as much. 4) 5) Relax in its mists, but without these the mist would be missing. 6) 7) Slim and slender, wrapped for safety, be careful what you poke when you use one of these. 8) 9) Say good night with the taste of one of these on your lips and your partner will appreciate it as much as you. 10) 11) Indoors and out, the scent is pleasant and festive. Pick some and of a holiday you will think. 12) 13) Up and away, soaring to the sky, no longer of value but for a prize it will stay. 14) 15) Wet and wild, in or out, a mix not for drinking but enjoyed just the same. The trick is how to hold it lest it slip away. 16) 17) In the shower or at the sink, without this it's not only your mind that would be dirty. 18) 19) Here or there, up or down, one would be lost but for this. Don't read it wrong or you will end up where you least expect. 20)
At first glance Mike could think of several things that these clues could indicate. Of course, the idea is to be creative and think out of the box. He looked over at Pam and could tell by the look on her face that she was also hard at work trying to think of the most creative answer to the clues.
"Well, I have a few ideas." She said finally, a grin coming to her face. "But I think we better find a more private place to work this out. I'm not sure we want to give all our best ideas away!"
"Ok. After you!" Mike said, standing up as she did, waving goodbye to the girls as he followed Pam out of the dining room.
"Well, the last one is easy, it's obviously a hotel map. Not sure how we can do much with that one, but some of the others I have some pretty interesting ideas, if your game of course." Pam said, taking him by the hand and guiding him toward the front of the hotel. She picked up a map from the front desk and quickly headed to the elevator.
"So gonna clue me in?" Mike asked as the doors slid open.
"I will. When we get to my room. I said private." She said with a grin. "Unless of course you want me to strip right here in the elevator."
"Well, that would be interesting to watch." Mike answered with a chuckle.
"Well, then, here hold this." She said holding the map out for Mike. He no sooner had it in his hand and her hands went to her bottom of her sweater and pulled it up over her hips, revealing even more of her tight hip hugger jeans and some of her creamy white belly. She stepped out of her loafers as she undid the front of her pants and within moments was wiggling her hips to work the tight material off of them. Mike stared as she worked the pants down, and finally kicked them off her feet. Standing in just her sweater and a very tiny thong panty, she hooked her thumbs into the string around her hips and slipped it down, her body naked from the waist down. Mike stared at her completely shaved mound and sexy pussy as she stepped out of the panties and held them out for him. "Here you go...number two" she said with a grin, watching his eyes take him in. They both felt the elevator begin to slow and she quickly pulled the sweater down, barely covering her pussy and ass. "You better get those!" she said pointing to the floor. "I don't think I better bend over."
"No probably not." Mike answered, picking up her shoes and pants from the floor. The doors slid open and she zipped through them and between the guests that were waiting for the elevator. Mike followed her down the corridor, her hands holding the sweater down as far as she could the curve of her ass cheeks peaking under as was the glimpse of pussy that he got with each step she made.
"Would you do the honors?" She asked, pausing in front of one of the room doors.
"Ah...Room key!" Mike said, holding her pants and digging through the pockets to find the credit card like device. "Here we go. Too bad though, I was kind of enjoying watching you strip for me."
"Hmmm You were huh?" She said looking up and down the hall while he unlocked the door. "So what are you willing to do to make me finish?"
Caught by surprise Mike looked back startled. "What do you have in mind?"
"Promise to strip as naked as I am when you get into the room?" She asked almost pleadingly.
"Ok." Mike shrugged. It wasn't like he hadn't exposed himself to half the resort the other day anyway.
She looked up and down the hallway one more time, and seeing no one, stripped off her sweater in one smooth motion. Her hands moved to her back, and in moments her bra was sliding down her arms, leaving her completely naked. Her breasts were every bit a double d, and incredibly firm and sexy looking. Her nipples stood erect and proud, centered in the middle of puckered pink areola. Her body was in fact curvy, her hips and rear full, and her waist surprisingly thin. Mike was still standing holding the door open as she bent to pick up her clothes and dash into the room.
Mike turned and followed her into the room, finding her standing near the end of the bed, one arm across her breasts and the other covering her shaved mound.
"I don't know why I did that!" She said as she moved her hand from her breasts to cover her mouth. "I've never done anything like that before!"
"Well, I can tell you I enjoyed it!" Mike replied with a huge grin on his face as he tossed her pants onto the bed. "So what is this for?" He continued, twirling her tiny thong panty on his finger.
"Those are number two I think....the smallest cloth in the room?"
"Well, they are that!" Mike answered with a grin. "Probably the sexiest in the room too!"
"Yep. Now... seems to me you made a promise? I for one am looking forward to seeing what it is those two ladies get to see." She said as she moved to one of the chairs on the far side of the room and sat down, crossing her legs, blocking his view of her pussy.
"Well. I guess I did promise." Mike said a bit sheepishly. He reached up and pulled her polo shirt off and tossed it on the bed. He bent down and undid his hikers and kicked them off and aside. Just looking at her sexy tits rise and fall as she sat there, breathing hard as her heart pounded in her chest, reduced his inhibitions to stripping in front of her. He undid his pants and slid them down, working them off his feet and tossing them onto the bed where his shirt already lay.
"Oh god." She breathed as she got up, almost drawn like a moth to a flame as her eyes stared at the hardon that was encased in his skimpy men's bikini underwear. She stepped in front of him and sunk to her knees, her hands reaching for and running up and down his thighs. "I hope you don't mind if I help here." She said quietly as her fingers stroked his hard cock through the thin material. Her fingers teased along the top elastic of his underwear, inching them down a little at a time. She soon had his underwear worked down to the base of his cock, his curly pubic hair showing prominently and his hard cock barely remaining covered.
"Oh lord." Mike breathed as his cock popped out of his underwear, bouncing several times before her warm hand closed around it. Her hot mouth engulfed his head and he could feel her tongue teasing the bottom side of his cock as she pushed her face farther onto his shaft. Her hand stoked up and down his shaft, her mouth following closely behind.
Mike reached down and eased her shoulders back, pushing her off his cock and causing her to look up at him. "You didn't like what I was doing?" She asked, clearly concerned.
"Oh I definitely did! But I want to return the favor!" Mike said quietly, helping her to stand up. He led her around the side of the bed and then climbed on. He pulled her hand, drawing her up with him. He coaxed her around until she was facing his feet and then coaxed her across him, pulling her hips and ass up toward his head. He pulled her down until he could gently press his tongue between her soft wet pussy lips. Slowly he licked down her slit, pressing his tongue deeper into her, the tip dipping into her soft tunnel before stroking down her slit again, reaching for her clit. He felt her shudder as his tongue found her hard clit, teasing it with the tip of his tongue until he heard her moan loudly.
"Oh god that's not fair!" She moaned as he slid his tongue up and down her wet pussy. She lowered her mouth to his cock and eagerly engulfed his head, bouncing her hand and face up and down his shaft, sending shivers and tingles of pleasure through his body. He dove into her pussy time and again, eagerly licking her juices as she plunged her mouth up and down his hard cock. Her whole body seemed to tremble under his touch as he flicked his tongue across her hard clit. Her hips began to rock and move over his face, causing him to grip her firm ass harder. As her hips worked, her mouth sucked harder, her mouth pistoning irregularly up and down his shaft, her groans causing vibrations that seemed to run the length of his body.
"OH god I'm going to cum!" He moaned into her pussy, his hips thrusting up at her suctioning mouth while he tried in vain to keep his tongue flicking across her clit as her hips moved and bucked over his face. With a deep grunt his body jerked, driving his cock up into her face, almost down her throat as it started spewing its load of hot cum up into her mouth.
She gagged once and pulled her face from his cock, panting for breath as his dick fountained up into the air, long ropes of white cum landing on her hand and his cock as he jerked uncontrollably with his orgasm.
"Holy shit!" He gasped as she pulled her pussy from his face.
"You can say that again!" She panted as she moved her legs across his body and flopped onto the bed next to him. After lying, panting for some minutes she crawled around to snuggle against him, her head on his shoulder.
"I take it you came?" Mike asked quietly.
"Only for about the last five minutes!" She said with a laugh. "Ohhhh I know. I think we just got plenty of item one on the list!" She giggled, holding her cum covered hand up for him to see.
"You want to use my cum as hand lotion?"
"Well it is on my hand!" She said as she climbed off the bed. She walked to her suit case and dug in until she found a small bottle. She walked to the bathroom and dumped the contents out and then came back, scraping her fingers with the bottle. "This is going to be interesting!" She said as she knelt on the bed and tried to scrape the cum from around his cock into the bottle.
"You really think you are going to get a whole bottle of cum?" Mike asked incredulously.
"Of course not silly....all we need is some." She said as she rubbed his cock with the bottle and her hand. "You got some more in there stud?" She teased as she gave up scraping the remains of his cum into the bottle and concentrated on stroking his quickly hardening cock.



"Ohhhh You keep doing that and there may be." Mike groaned as she wrapper her lips around his hard head. He lay there and tried not to hump his hips up into her face as she slowly worked his cock with her mouth, first sucking the head into her mouth and then licking and kissing her way up and down the sides, the ministrations sending tingles through his body.
"I think I got a better way to do this!" Pam said quietly as she let go of his cock and slowly climbed up his body and the bed. Mike reached out and cupped both of her breasts as they came within reach, gently massaging them and rubbing his thumbs across her quickly hardening nipples. "Ohhhhh that feels nice." She cooed as she rubbed her pussy up and down the length of his cock in time with his strokes across her nipples. He lay there enjoying the feel of her wet pussy sliding up and down the underside of his hard cock, slowly rocking his hips in time with hers. Each time he rocked down he could feel the wet lips of her pussy caress his engorged head, her wetness and heat apparent with each stroke.
"Oh shit!" Pam moaned as she felt his head engage into the entrance of her tunnel. She froze as she felt his hips rock back up, pressing him into her, only an inch or so at first. She hadn't planned on this, but her mind and body gave up to the sensations almost as soon as the thought of stopping was spawned. Almost without her will, her hips rocked back, pushing herself farther down his shaft until he was fully engulfed by her hot velvety tunnel.
"Oh god!" Mike moaned as he rocked his hips again, working his cock out of her pussy a few inches and then slowly back in again, sending tingles of pleasure though her whole body. Her hips rocked in time with his, his fingers now pulling and twisting her nipples as she moaned as loudly as he was.
"Oh Jesus. You're going to make me cum again!" She mumbled as she rocked, her eyes closed and the sensations of pleasure rippling through her body like wine swirling in a glass, first touching one part and then moving to another part of her excited body. The wave seemed to continue to build within her, each stroke of their bodies inching it higher, the base of his cock and his public hair pressing roughly against her hard exposed clit, sending shocks of electricity from there to each of her hard nipples and back again. Each stroke grew in urgency as Mike lay stroking up into her, her strokes matching his perfectly.
"Ohhhhhhhh" Mike moaned as he felt her pussy spasm around his cock.
"AHHHHHH" she cried as the waves of pleasure flowed over and through her, taking her breath from her and her ability to control her own actions with it. She jerked and twitched as her pussy spasmed around his now plunging cock. Again and again he humped up into her, lifting her off the bed and then letting her fall down again, her wet tunnel sliding down his shaft and forcing her clit into his body.
"UHHHH FUCK!" Mike grunted as his body let go again, his cock pumping hot cream into her with each jerk his body made. She collapsed on top of him, smashing her tits and rock hard nipples into his chest as they both panted for breath, his cock still twitching contentedly inside her pussy.
"I...really...didn't...plan...on...that!" She managed to get out between short little breaths.
"Oh?" Was all Mike could say, still trying to gain his own breath.
"Yeah... Never...done...that ...before!" She said, burying her face in the crook of his neck, her breath hot on his neck.
"What's that?"
"Had sex with...someone besides...my husband!" She answered quietly.
"Well, tell you what....it'll be our secret!" Mike said as he stroked her back with the tips of his fingers.
"Ok." She said as she let her weight settle fully on him, the stress of her realization flowing out of her body with his gentle touch. She lay on top of him until his dick had softened and was ready to slip from her pussy. "Now where is that bottle?" She asked, sitting up to hold him inside her while she looked around them.
"What for?"
"Might as well get some credit for this!" She said with a grin, finding the bottle and holding it out. She rocked back, lifting herself off his shaft and allowing a small flood of their cum to flow from her spread pink lips. She collected as much as she could with the bottle before sitting on the bed between his legs. "Well, that takes care of number one. Only seven more to go!"
"If you say so!" Mike said with a laugh. "Gonna have a hard time explaining where that lotion came from!"
"I suppose we need to get on the hunt. I'm sure we will find some way to make more of these interesting!" She said as she climbed off the bed. "You know what? Now that you have my panties, I guess I'm going to have to go without! I suppose you won't mind that though, will you?"
"I don't think I would ever mind that!" Mike said, admiring her sexy body as she dug through her suitcase for something appropriate to wear. She finally pulled a knee length long sleeved dress from her bag and slipped it on over her head, turning so he could admire her full breasts and still hard nipples showing through for him.
"This doesn't make me look trashy does it?"
"Not in the least. Very sexy!" Mike said with honest appreciation for how she looked.
"Well. Let's get you dressed now then!" She said picking up his underwear and holding them up. "I don't think you will need these though!"
"What no underwear?"
"Nope... fair is fair... besides, this way there is less to get in the way if I decide I want to tease your dick some more!" She said with a wink.
"Yes maam." Mike answered playfully as he pulled his pants on, tucking his somewhat worn out dick in so it didn't get caught on the zipper.
True to her word, Pam did tease him every chance she got, wrapping herself around him and pulling his hand to her bare pussy when they slipped into one of the sauna's to swipe a rock, or mooning him as they dashed across the snow to pull pine needles from a tree, wearing no winter clothes but a coat. By far the most provocative though was when she climbed onto the counter in his bathroom pulling her dress up to her waist and teasing her pussy with the bar of soap she had just unwrapped.
"Last chance you know!" She giggled as she stroked her lips with the corner of the soap.
"I'd love to, but I doubt I have any more left in me." Mike answered, even though he could feel his cock stir in his pants.
"Well, it seems a shame to waste a perfectly wet pussy!" She said with a pout. "I mean after all, I have to sleep alone tonight, don't I?" She asked pleadingly.
"I don't know if you will be alone, but I don't think it will be with me." Mike said as he stepped closer to her, taking the hand she was holding out and letting her pull it toward her pussy. She released his hand when she had it pressed against her wet lips and then pushed her dress up her body until it was hooked over her tits, exposing almost her entire body to him.
"Well then how about doing a girl a favor?" She asked him in a sultry voice.
"I might be persuaded to do that." Mike answered as she reached for his neck and gently pulled it toward her, aiming her tit toward his mouth.
"Oh yes...just what I need." She cooed as he sucked her nipple into his mouth and teased her clit with the tip of his finger. He rolled his hand flat on her shaved mound and slid his finger down between her lips until he could curl it up into her hot tunnel. Her body responded to his touch and she arched her back as his finger sent tingles racing through her entire body. "Oh god yes." She moaned as he slowly slid his finger in and out, curling it along the top of her tunnel and running the palm of his hand across her mound and clit. Each stroke seemed to increase the intensity of the desire that built within her, demanding more of his touch and mouth. Mike stroked her slowly at first, working a second finger into her while he licked and sucked her nipple, incredibly growing even harder in his mouth. He felt her hand undoing his pants and grabbing for his now hard cock while they fell around his ankles.
"You like?" He asked her between nibbles of her hard nipple, his hand never ceasing it's stroking of her clit and pussy.
"OH god yes! Don't stop...please don't stop!" She squeaked breathlessly, her hips rocking in time with his fingers and her body screaming for release as he went back to nibbling her tit. "Sooooo close!"
Mike smiled to himself as he rocked his fingers deeper, pushing them as far as he could and rubbing the top of her tunnel and giving them an extra wiggle with each stroke.
"OH god oh god oh god oh god!" She squeaked as she jerked on his fingers, her whole body trembling and jerking as her orgasm built within her. She could feel his fingers find that special spot, sending tingles racing over her whole body as his palm rubbed her clit. Her whole body felt like it was on overload as she closed her eyes and arched her back farther, begging for him to suck her tits harder. It finally became more than she could withstand, and her body began to jerk and tremble, pussy juice squirting from her around his hand, soaking her, the counter and the floor as her body jerked time and again.
Finally her orgasm subsided, allowing her to slump back against the mirror, her chest heaving for breath and her body covered with a sheen of sweat and flushed pink. "Oh my god....i can't remember ever cuming so hard before. What did you do?"
"Nothing special." Mike answered as he gently stroked her sopping pussy and mound.
"Good lord. If that was nothing special I'd hate to be the woman you do something special to. Or maybe I'd love it!"
"Well, either way. I don't think we are making very good time on this treasure hunt."
"No, but I bet I'm having more fun than most of them are. Besides, this was the last thing. We can turn in our treasure hunt."
"We can as soon as you put yourself back together." He laughed.
"Hmmmm Maybe I'll just go down this way and give everyone something to really look at." She said jokingly.
"Sure. It'll definitely get you noticed by the rest of the guys."
"I don't care all that much about the rest of the guys, as long as I get you every so often.
"That I think we can arrange." He said as he helped her off the counter and slipped her dress down in place.
"Good!" She said as she leaned into him and pressed her lips to his, wetly kissing him for several long seconds before stepping back and taking his hand. She led him out of the bathroom and room heading for the elevators.
By the time they got their goodies turned in they were nearly last, and dinner was only a few minutes away. He walked her into the dining room arm in arm, Cindy glaring at Pamela as they walked across the room. He pulled out a chair and let her sit as he slid it back in and then sat next to her.
"Hey Mike! How did you two do on your scavenger hunt?" Tom, one of the software engineers called from several seats down and across the table.
"We just finished up." Mike answered him.
"Just now? Geez, we turned ours in almost two hours ago." He said with a chuckle.
"We weren't worried about speed. We went for unique." Pamela said with a crooked grin.
"Unique? What could you do unique with those clues?"
"Ohhhh... what did you do for number one?" She asked, the grin spreading into a wide smile.
"Some hotel hand lotion of course. Why, what did you do?"
"Trust me, that isn't the only cream in a hotel room." She giggled.
"Why what other kind of hand cream is there?" He asked before the expression on his face showed that the light just went off. "You don't mean that you....I mean, the two of you...."
"I'm not saying anything." She said, the crooked smile returning. "I'm just saying that there are more than one kind of cream. What you do with that statement, is up to you."
"Ladies and gentlemen, dinner is served." A white coated attendant called to the room.
"Shall we?" Mike asked Pamela as he stood up.
"Well thank you sir!" She said as he pulled the chair out for her.
They loaded their plates with a variety of foods from the buffet and then returned to their seats and ate quietly, Pam making sure her leg was pressed against his the whole time, and her hand pulling his into her lap, pushing it under her dress when she thought no one could see.
With dinner done and the results of the scavenger hunt announced, Mike and Pam receiving the award for the most unique collection, they gave each other a kiss goodnight. Pamela made sure that it was a kiss that would stick with him through the night before they separated at the elevator, each of them headed to their own rooms.
Mike undressed, took a shower and collapsed on his bed, not even bothering to pull the covers over himself.
"What? Huh?" Mike asked groggily to the knocking on the door. He crawled out of bed and looked at his watch, squinting at the numbers and not liking what he was seeing. Who the hell could be knocking at two AM? He padded to the door and looked through the peep hole, seeing no one. He shook his head, wondering who the joker was, and then headed back to bed. He was almost laying down when the knock came again, not at the hallway door, but at the interconnecting door. He got back up and walked the few paces over and opened the door, only to be met by a chill breeze.
"Mike. Can we come in? We're freezing!" Cindy and Adrian both said almost in unison.
"Huh? Yeah." He said holding the door open, not quite putting all the pieces together in his groggy mind. He closed the door as the two women snuggled against him in their skimpy night clothes.
"You're a life saver. I think the heat went out, can we stay with you?" Cindy shivered.
"Yeah. We can call the office and get someone to fix it."
"No, that's ok. We already did. They said they couldn't have anyone up here until tomorrow. They offered us another room but we figured you wouldn't mind sharing for one night."
"Oh, Ok." Mike said sleepily as they let go of him and ran to the bed, jumping in and holding the covers open for him.
"Oh gosh. The bed is sooooo warm! Come on. You can get us warmed back up." Adrian said with a shiver.
Mike shook his head and walked over to the bed and turned the light off before climbing in. The girls quickly jockeyed for position one of them rolling across his body to get to the other side. He could feel her press her pelvis against his partly hardened dick and her hard nipples into his chest as he moved across him. At that point he had little control of his dick, which hardened the rest of the way as the two snuggled against him. Mike was now totally awake, wondering if they really wanted to sleep, or if this was some ploy to have sex, the girls periodically moving to press one or another part of their cold body against his. He had just about decided it was really for warmth, when a hand unsnapped the front of his pj bottoms and encircled his now exposed dick. He wasn't really sure in the dark, even which of them it was as the hand slowly stroked up and down his shaft.
He felt the body on his right, who belonged to the hand, inch up and gently kiss his cheek before sliding down under the covers. Mike felt the gentle kisses work down his body, inching closer and closer to his hard dick still being gently stroked. The kisses worked down his belly until they moved directly to the head of his now raging hardon. He groaned quietly as the mouth enveloped his dick and gently, slowly licked and sucked his dick. He felt he head slide down, and then back up, her tongue swirling and licking each inch of his head and shaft. The head worked up and down his shaft, working him higher and higher up the slope toward a climax as he held himself still, the body on his left breathing the soft rhythmic breathing of sleep.
"Ohhhh" He moaned quietly as the mouth around his cock pushed down, slipping his head into her throat. Taking that as encouragement, she worked his dick in and out of her throat, over and over, teasing him closer to his release. "UH" Mike grunted as he body jerked, spewing a huge shot of cum into the mouth still wrapped around his head. Shot after shot were sprayed into her mouth, each shot eagerly licked and sucked from him until his body stopped twitching, his dick softening in her hot mouth.
As slowly as she kissed her way down his body, she kissed back up, pausing at his right nipple to gently nibble it before continuing back up and out from under the covers. She inched up until she could turn his face and kiss him, sharing his salty taste as her tongue slipped into his mouth. They kissed gently for several long minutes before she pulled away and snuggled against him, pulling his arm around her as she sighed contentedly.
Mike held her tightly, listening as her breathing moved to that slow gentle breathing of sleep. Closing his eyes he allowed himself to drift off, basking in the afterglow of one of the best blow jobs he had ever received.
He bent her over allowing her to hold onto the tree for support and slowly pushed his hard dick into her tight pussy. He enjoyed feeding each inch into her, sinking farther into her ever so slowly. He stood perfectly still while she started to push herself back from the tree, pushing herself back to meet his single long slow thrust until he was buried fully into her, her ass pressing against his thighs. He had wanted to fuck her for a long time and was going to enjoy every second that his hard dick was stuffed into her. She started pulling away, leaning herself against the tree, and then pushing back again, slowly sliding herself on and off his shaft as he stroked to meet her slow movements. He could feel her small firm tits in his hand, squeezing and kneading it as she worked his dick closer and closer to the explosion he knew was coming.
The bright sunshine turned to subdued light, and the green trees turned into the oak paneled walls of the lodge room as his mind pulled itself from the dream it had enjoyed back to reality. What didn't change, and what his mind was struggling to accept, was the feeling of the hot wet pussy sliding up and down his shaft and the firmness of the small breast he held in his hand. Her gentle moan brought him even more awake, finally accepting that he was no longer dreaming, and his dick was approaching climax inside of a hot pussy.
"That's it! I'm ready." He heard Cindy whisper in front of him, her back pressed against his chest, her hand coaxing his hips to continue to press his dick in and out of her.
He had dreamt a long time about screwing her, and now found himself laying on his side in bed with her, his dick sliding in and out of her tight pussy, ready to explode. His mind cried in pleasure, coming out of his mouth as a long slow groan just before his dick pulsed with the first squirt of cum pushing into her.
"YES!" she hissed as her whole body trembled, her own climax triggered by the surge of hot juices pushing into her. Mike's body jerked slightly with each pump of cum as he emptied his seed into her, her own body clamping around his dick, milking every drop from his surging shaft.
He lay silently, trying to remember what had happened, not quite having all the pieces. He remembered them knocking on the door in the night, and having them crawl into bed. He had some memory of the one on the right, Adrian he thought, slide under the sheets and give him the best blow job he ever had. What he didn't remember was starting any of what he was now enjoying. Had he asked or just forced himself on her? All he had to go back to was the fragmented dream.
"I hope you didn't mind. It was just so comfortable laying with you wrapped around me and your dick was so hard, I just couldn't resist." She whispered between breaths.
"No, I don't mind." Mike whispered back, at least glad that he didn't do something she didn't want. Now he was just disappointed that he hadn't had a chance to enjoy all her charms, sucking on her pussy and tits, which were often part of his fantasies.



"Thank you for letting us sleep with you." She said with a grin.
"Sure. I just don't know how did your room got so cold?"
"The truth? We opened the window. We figured you were the rescuing type and didn't want to miss the chance to sleep with you."
"Oh, I see." Mike replied, not really sure he did see but happy with the way it turned out just the same.
"We were going to wait until you woke up and then let you choose, but I just couldn't wait any longer."
"Don't feel bad." Adrian said from behind us. "I sucked him off last night."
"I thought so." Cindy said with a giggle. "I guess neither of us could wait."
"I'm confused. I thought you two were lesbians?" Mike asked as Adrian pressed her tits against his back and cuddled with them.
"Not really. It's a good way to send guys packing without having to make a bunch of excuses. And we do enjoy each other, but we both also enjoy a really good dick. We just like to choose whose it is."
"I see." Mike said, only really beginning to get the picture. "So all this time at work?"
"You were trying to avoid asking me for sex and I was practically putting up billboards that I wanted you." Cindy finished. "Only thing was Adrian made me promise that the first time had to be with her, because we found you at the same time. Otherwise I probably would have tried to seduce you at work. I've wanted to have you ever since I saw your big dick grow in that swim suit on the canoe trip!"
"Both of us did." Adrian chuckled. "You could have walked over and we would have fucked you right where you found us, but you walked away instead."
"Well, I was a bit embarrassed at the time, turned on but embarrassed." Mike said, not sure where this was headed and wondering if he had just put himself into some kind of awkward triangle.
"Oh, well, water under the dam. How about we take a shower, then we go eat breakfast, then, we go skiing!" Cindy said with a giggle.
"More skiing? How about you go skiing and I stay in bed?"
"Or maybe we just stay in bed, the three of us? Look, this is all for fun. We know you're screwing Marlene too. Anyway, we don't want to make you exclusive or anything. Just let today be today. No commitments and no regrets. Never know what might happen long term, so we won't worry about that for now. Ok?"
"I guess I can live with that." Mike answered Cindy quietly with a sigh of resignation.
"Good. Now, we need to shower and dress. I bet you really want to see us both completely naked about as much as we want to show off for you, so how about we share one?"
"It'd be my pleasure." Mike replied, giving her tit a gentle squeeze.
"Now that's more like it!" She said with a giggle, tossing the covers back to reveal her naked body. Adrian pushed the covers the rest of the way down and rolled onto her knees, quickly pulling on Mike's pj bottoms, which were most of the way down his legs already. Cindy pulled off his softened dick and climbed out of the bed, waiting for Adrian to finish pulling his bottoms off. She held her hands out to him and helped him move to the edge of the bed, where she pulled the top of his pj's off, tossing it aside. "There. Your turn Adrian."
"Oh goody!" Adrian answered with a giggle as she climbed off the bed and moved to step in front of Mike. Her tits and pussy were almost visible in the thin material of her nightgown, which looked more like a very fancy sleeveless t-shirt that went down to her mid thigh. Mike reached out and gently pulled the bottom up, revealing her clean shaven mound first, and then, as he pulled and she squatted down, her grapefruit sized tits.
"Very nice!" Mike told her as she stood back up and she took her nightie from him.
"Thank you!" She said, taking one of his hands and moving aside so Cindy could take the other. The two naked women guided him to the bathroom where Adrian leaned into the tub to start the water. Mike couldn't resist stroking her ass, working his way to her pussy as she wiggled playfully while she adjusted the water. "I hope you want to finish what you're starting." She said as she stood back upright and turned to face him.
"Any time you want." Mike said as he wrapped his arms around her and lifted her up.
"Ohhhhh!" She squealed as she wrapped her legs around him, grinding her pussy into his hardening dick, which she trapped between them. "I think we better get in the shower though."
Mike stepped into the shower with her still wrapped around him, and then she lowered herself off his body, making room for Cindy to join them. It was a snug fit, without too much room to move, but that didn't seem to bother any of them, as they laughed and grabbed and played with each other.
"Oh god. You have to fuck me!" Adrian cried as Mike squatted down a few inches and stuffed his dick between her legs from behind, rubbing it against her soapy pussy.
"Not sure there's room in here."
"Oh fuck yes." She said, "Just turn around with me."
Mike swiveled around with her, putting her between himself and Cindy. Stepping carefully, she put one foot up on the edge of the tub and then hopped her other foot up to rest on the small ledge on the wall side of the tub. Holding onto the shower rod, she squatted back down slightly to bring her pussy to Mike's dick level.
"Now fuck me with that dick!" She commanded.
Mike squatted down a few inches and rubbed his head on her slippery lips before slowly standing back up, pressing his dick slowly into her pussy. She was as tight as any pussy he had ever had, and was glad that everything was well soaped or he might not have gotten into her under the running water. As it was he had no idea how long he would last in her tight pussy as he stroked slowly up and down into her.
"OH GOD YES!" She cried loudly as she was stimulated both by Mike's dick and Cindy's mouth on her tits. Her whole body shook and trembled, nearly falling off the tub edge as her climax washed over her. Mike wrapped his arms around her waist and humped his dick up into her, pushing his own climax closer. "FUCK YES CUM IN MEEEEE!" She cried as her orgasm went on and on, continually spurred by Mike's dick, and Cindy sucking a tit and working her clit with her fingers.
"OHHHH!" Mike groaned as his body jerked and spewed hot cum up into her. He held her tightly as his body jerked time after time, filling her tight tunnel with cream.
"Oh god that was good." She panted, the stimulation stopping and allowing her to finally relax. Mike helped her step down, his dick still inside her, pulling her back under the water with him.
"God you two are terrific fucks." Mike panted. "If I knew you wanted to get with me before this I would have in a hot second."
"I did everything but jump you at work." Cindy said as she moved in to hug her friend and reach past to stroke Mike's chest at the same time. "I was disappointed you didn't answer my note."
"What note?" Mike asked Cindy.
"The one I put in your mail box a few weeks ago. It was a little envelope with a picture of me."
"I never got it."
"You're sure?" She asked suddenly alarmed.
"No. I'd remember it if you did."
"Damn!" She swore.
"Tell me you didn't put in a picture of you naked." Adrian said with a grin.
"Nope. I put a picture of the two of us naked." She replied.
"Oh Cindy. You didn't!" Adrian said to her friend, shaking her head slowly.
"Yeah, I did."
"God, I wonder where it ended up!"
"Don't know. But it explains a lot." Mike said. "Everyone is sure you two are lezzies."
"Well, that picture would have done it. It was one with both of us sitting on the sofa with our legs tangled up and our hands covering each other's pussies."
"That would do it."
"I think we need to get out before we turn into prunes!" Adrian said.
Mike reached around and turned the water off while Cindy pushed the curtain open. Adrian pulled off Mike's softened dick uncorking a flood of their cum down her leg.
"Damn, you really did fill me up!" She said with a grin as she used a washcloth to wipe it up. "I'm going to be leaking that for hours."
"You know it. Gonna be squishy on the slopes." Cindy kidded her friend.
"Oh well, it was worth it. But we'll have fun out there anyway, wont we stud?"
"You two can, yesterday was more than enough skiing for me." Mike told them as they dried each other off.
"You aren't coming?"
"Heck no!"
"What do you mean? You gotta come!" Adrian cried.
"Nope. Besides, we're heading back after lunch, right?"
"Yeah, but not before we get to hit the slopes." Cindy said as she headed to the bedroom and the connecting door.
"Well mister, you are sooooo going to miss the fun." Adrian said as she followed Cindy out of the room.
Mike finished drying off and then took his time shaving, not in any particular hurry. He dressed in a pair of jeans and polo shirt before heading down to have some breakfast. He had just ordered an omelet and sausage when he heard a soft female voice behind him.
"Well, hello again. It's Mike right? Mind if I join you?"
"Uh, sure. Sharon isn't it?" He asked, looking up at her from where he was seated in the booth. She looked much different than she had the last time he had seen her, this time wearing a tight turtleneck sweater that hugged her large breasts and skirt that went down to her mid-thigh.
"It is. Hidden in any more saunas lately?" She asked as she slipped into the booth next to him.
"Um no. I have to admit that was the first time."
"Well, then I guess I'm glad it was me." She said as she reached for his hand and drew it to her thigh, slowly sliding it up her leg under her skirt until he could feel the soft material of her panties covering her pussy.
"Well, it was an interesting way to meet, wasn't it?"
"Quite." She said as the waitress came back to set down his glass of milk. "I see you like your milk." She added after the waitress left.
"I do. I try to start every day with a glass."
"Well, you must have really enjoyed Jan then."
"Huh?"
"She's still nursing her youngest. She just didn't have much in her tits because she had just gotten done expressing it to empty them before we went to the sauna. Besides, you never would have seen it leaking out with all that cum on her. Tell you what. After breakfast, why don't we go back up to my room and you can suck her tits for her while I ride your big fat hard cock."
"I don't know that I have any left in me. I've been pretty well fucked out.
"Oh trust me I'll find a little left in that wonderful cock of yours. I've wanted to ride you since you fucked Jan in the sauna. Besides, you'd be doing Jan a favor by helping her drain a bit of that milk."
"I don't know." He said as the waitress brought his plate of food.
"Would you like anything ma'am?" She asked Sharon.
"Oh no. Thank you. I'll get something later."
"All right. Let me know if you need anything at all." She said before leaving.
Mike felt Sharon's hand in his lap, stroking his cock through is pants while he ate his breakfast. Her insistent stroking of his cock was surprisingly causing him to harden encouraging her to pull his zipper down and slip her hand inside, working the waist band of his bikini briefs down enough to slip her hand inside and get to his bare shaft.
"Oh crap." He breathed as he tried to finish his food as quickly as he could. He quickly scribbled his room number and name on the check while she worked his cock. "I think we better zip that up though." He said when he was ready to go.
"Oh that would spoil all the fun!" She said with a giggle.
"Spoil or not, if you want out of here you really need to zip me back up."
"Oh...if you insist!" She said as she slipped her hand out and worked his zipper back up. She gave his hard cock one final pat and then slipped out of the booth. Mike slipped out after her and followed her out of the restaurant toward the elevators.
"This is nice." She said as she stepped into an empty car, hitting the third floor button. Mike stood next to her as the doors closed, and was then almost instantly smothered by her as she wrapped one arm around his neck, planting her wet lips against his, her other hand eagerly undoing his pants. Her hand pushed the front of his pants down, along with his briefs, exposing his bare cock to her hand.
"Oh damn!" Mike groaned as her hand stroked his shaft, his own hands working her ass through her skirt.
"That feels quite nice!" She whispered as the car began to slow and she broke the kiss. Her hand was still squeezing his exposed and rock hard cock as the door slid open, revealing a couple waiting to get onto the elevator. "Excuse us." She said as she turned and pulled him out of the car past them, using his hard cock as a handle.
Mike could feel his cheeks turn red as the woman waiting for the car stared at his cock, her own cheeks blushing brightly. "Wow" she mouthed as he stepped past her.
"Well, she certainly got an eye full!" Sharon said with a giggle as the elevator doors closed while she led Mike down the hall. "Ah, here we are!" She said, stopping at a door and digging in her skirt pocket. She withdrew a keycard and slipped it into the door lock and released Mike's cock to operate the door handle. "Jan, I brought you a surprise!" She called as she stepped into the room, grabbing Mike's cock to drag him along with her.
"What's that?" Jan asked as she stepped out of the bathroom, almost bumping into Mike. "Shit!" She snapped as she covered her pussy with her hand and her tits with her arm.
"Come on Jan, he's already seen you naked." Sharon said as she pulled him into the bedroom area, releasing his cock to turn and face him. She reached behind her and unzipped her skirt, slipping it over her hips and stepping out of it while she began pulling her sweater up her body. Within seconds she was down to a pair of red lacy panties and bra. "Come on Jan, Mike is going to help you unload some of that milk." She called as she knelt down in front of him and began undoing his shoes. She pulled his pants and underwear down in one smooth motion, coaxing him to lift his feet so she could pull his boots off and his clothes off his legs.
"He's going to do what?"
"Can you think of a nicer way to ease all that pressure than a hot guy sucking and expressing it for you?"
"I don't know, sounds kind of kinky." She said hesitantly as she stepped back out, her arms across her tits but her freshly shaved pussy fully exposed.
"Well, come help me get him undressed." Sharon said as she stood up and began pulling her bra off. She bent over to push her panties down as Mike finally felt Jan's hands around his waist from behind, sliding her hands up his body as she lifted his shirt up. He lifted his arms and let her pull the last thing he had on, off, and toss it aside.
"Oh I want this sooooo bad!" Sharon said as she pulled him the few steps to the bed and pushed him around and then back until he flopped onto it. He hadn't even stopped bouncing before he felt her start to climb up his body, one knee on each side of his legs, her pussy was quickly rubbing wetly up and down the bottom side of his hard cock, her clit stroking the length of his shaft. "Oh god yes. I have wanted to fuck you again since the sauna. I had no idea I was going to get a chance." She breathed quietly to him as she lifted herself slightly so she could rub his engorged head back and forth between her lips.
Mike felt her tight pussy slowly engulf him as she sunk down his shaft, her low moan slipping from her lips as slowly as her pussy lips slid down his shaft. "Oh my god." She groaned as his head pressed deeply against the end of her tunnel. "Jan if you don't take advantage of this you are so going to regret it for the rest of your life!"
"Well, I still don't know about this." She said as she crawled naked up onto the bed next to Mike. He could see that her tits were engorged and at least a full size larger than they had been in the sauna. She looked down at him, almost pleadingly, her tits hanging over his face.
He reached up and gently stroked his fingers across her breasts, pressing only hard enough to make small dimples in her skin. She closed her eyes as his fingers ran small circles around her bumpy areola and the sides of her nipples. He could see tiny droplets of white form in several places around and on her nipple, slowly growing until they dripped off and onto his face. He slipped one hand around her back and slowly drew her down, his lips closing around her wet nipple.
"Oh shit!" She moaned as Mike felt a gush of hot wetness in his mouth. He eagerly sucked down the liquid as he squeezed her other breast, causing tiny streams to spray out across his chest and neck. He released her breast and stroked his fingers down to her pussy, slipping them between her spread legs and finding the wetness there as well. "Oh yes. Oh god yes." She moaned as his finger slipped inside her to stroke in and out in time with the sucking of her nipple.
Sharon had been watching and slowly riding his shaft the whole time, and now reached out to grab her free breast and squeeze it, spaying streams of milk onto him. "Oh shit! I think I'm gonna cum!" Jan squeaked as Mike's finger slipped in and out of her pussy while both of her breasts were being massaged. Her whole body shook and trembled as her orgasm began to wash over her. Both of her breasts spewed their load of milk, into and on Mike, the warm shower pushing his well stimulated body over the brink.
His whole body jerked as his cock surged a hot squirt of cum deep into Sharon's pussy. Time and again his body jerked, lifting her off her knees as his cock jammed deep into her and unloaded another gush of cum. She felt her own climax start deep inside her, the tingling heat spreading through her body as her body flowed its girl cum around her his cock.
"Oh god." Mike panted as he released Jan's tit from his mouth allowing her to collapse on top of him as he slowly stroked her sopping pussy lips.
"My lord." Jan whispered after laying on top of Mike for several seconds. She pushed herself up, and sat back on her heels next to Mike, her spread knees giving him a complete view of her spread pussy. "I can't remember the last time I came so hard."
"Well, glad you enjoyed it. Got rid of some milk too."
"Oh shit. I certainly did that. Breastfeeding is never going to be the same." She said with a giggle. "Every time James sucks on my tit I'm going to be thinking about how it felt to have you fingering me while you sucked my tit."
"Well trust me, sex with Sam is never going to be the same either." Sharon said as she rocked gently on his slowly shrinking cock. "He doesn't even come close to filling me up like Mike does."
"Well, I hate to say it, but between the two of you I am drenched in girl juices." Mike said.
"We know how to fix that." Sharon said, pulling off of him, uncorking a small flood of cum.
"Sharon!" Jan exclaimed.
"What?"
"Hon. He didn't have a condom on!"
"Well, it's a bit late now. What's done is done! Let's get in the shower and see if we can clean up some of this dirty fun!"
"You don't seem too upset." Jan said as Sharon slid off the bed, pulling Mike's hands to slide him off the bed.
"Yeah, well, what's the worst that can happen?" She called over her shoulder as she led Mike toward the bathroom, Jan following close behind.
"Well, you can get pregnant."
"So? You know I've been trying for months anyway."
"Yeah, but don't you think Sam might notice if it doesn't look like him?"
Sharon shrugged as she leaned over the edge of the tub to start the water. "Oh well." She said as she pulled the curtain closed and stepped into the tub around the end of it, pulling Mike after. "If you don't want to come play with us you don't have to."
"I didn't say that!" Jan practically snorted at her as she climbed into the now crowded shower.



The three of them spent nearly half an hour washing, touching, soaping and generally playing, by which time Sharon had coaxed Mike's cock back to its full length. "Now this is what I have been waiting for." She said as she turned around in the tight confines, working his hard cock between her legs. "Oh shit....FUCK yes!" She swore quietly as she eased his head into her tunnel and wiggled her ass to work him deep into her.
"You really are going to fuck him again, aren't you?" Jan laughed.
"Oh yeah! I wanted him after watching him fuck you in the sauna, and after having him fill me up already, I just wanted more."
"Well, you got it now." Mike grunted as he grabbed her hips and began sliding in and out of her tight tunnel. "You are tight as a fucking teenager!"
"That's because it hasn't ever had a big cock in it. My husband is quite a bit smaller than you are." She half moaned as she rocked her hips in time his long strokes.
Jan slipped her hands around Mike, her fingers playing with his nipples as his ass slapped into her hips at the back of each stroke. "Let's see if you like having your nipples played with as much as I do!"
"Uh! Shit!" He grunted, when she squeezed both nipples, the intensity of his reaction so hard that he lifted Sharon right of the tub bottom on the end of his cock.
"Oh god! Do that again!" Sharon cried in pleasure as she bent a little more, grinding her ass into him. "It's incredible how it feels when your head buries into me like that!"
"With pleasure!" Mike grunted, sliding his hands up to cup her tits, squeezing them as he started slamming into her like a jackhammer.
"Go stud!" Jan cried as she massaged and squeezed his nipples, holding her hips tight to his ass, matching his fucking motion. "When you get done with her you can do me!"
"Oh yeah!" Mike grunted, his level of desire pushed to the max by his two seductresses.
"Oh shit! Shit! Shit!" Sharon cried as her body began trembling. "I'm cuuuuummmmminnnnnggg!" Her whole body jerked and trembled under his touch as he pulled and squeezed her tits in time with his pistoning shaft.
Mike could feel her already tight pussy squeeze his shaft almost locking her onto him as she shuddered and jerked. The warm water flowing down her back and over her ass mixed with the cum gushing from her pussy, but the scent was unmistakable to Mike, notching up his level of excitement even higher.
Jan pulled him back, drawing his hard cock out of Sharon, and turned him. She lifted one leg and hooked her foot on the soap dish, spreading her legs in invitation. Mike aimed his engorged cock at her pussy and jammed it deep into her, not even giving her time to expand to accept him. She winced in surprise and pain, which turned to raw desire as his cock started sliding in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
"Yeah! Yeah! Oh fuck yeah!" She cried as he slapped into her time and again. She could hear him almost growl as he drove his cock into her, jamming the base of his cock into her clit with each stroke.
"Jesus! I'm going to cum again!" She squealed as he grabbed her tits like handles, almost lifting her off the tub floor each time he slapped into her. "OHHHHHHHHHHH Yeah..Yeah...Ohhh Fuck yes!" She squealed as her body trembled.
Her spasming pussy and the sound of her cuming pushed him over the edge and his body began jerking, pumping what cum was left in him into her pussy each time he drove his cock into her. His body slowly gave him back control, and he leaned into her, pinning her between his body and the wall, his mouth finding hers and kissing her wetly. She took his head in her hands and kissed him back, her tongue invading his mouth. After what seemed like an eternity to Sharon, they broke their embrace and he pulled his shrinking cock from her.
"Better let me get you cleaned back up again." Sharon said quietly, gently washing his cock and balls before turning the water off. She pushed the curtain back and the three of them shared the two towels to dry each other off before they helped dress Mike. He gave each of them a long wet kiss, along with a few gentle strokes and squeezes before heading down to his own room, time now very short before he had to board the bus home.
"I was beginning to think you weren't going to make it!" Marlene said, patting the seat next to her.
"I almost didn't. Kind of lost track of time." He said as he dropped into the seat next to her.
"Oh? Anyone I know?"
"Actually yes." He said with a wink. "Our friends from the sauna."
"Ahh." She said, slipping a hand onto my thigh and giving it a squeeze. "I hope you enjoyed your breakfast."
Mike looked over at her, finding a crooked little grin on her lips that said she knew much more than she was saying. She patted my leg and then leaned back and closed her eyes, the smile never leaving her lips.
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Janis was a pleasant and easy woman to talk with. Her sharp wit and ever present smile made her blue eyes sparkle with laughter as she swapped one of the many funny stories or jokes we had shared over our years working together. She was also extremely easy on the eyes, her tall thin body and full breasts filling out her professional outfits enticingly. The memory of her in a quite revealing bikini at a friend's party made that enticement all the stronger.
Over the years she had enjoyed coming by on Mondays and asking how my weekend had been; enjoying listening to me talk about the various boating, fishing or hunting trips I had been on. I love the outdoors, and had come to learn that Janis did as well. Her husband though was the type who felt like roughing it meant that the TV was something smaller than fifty inches. So she had to reign in her love of the outdoors, until recently that its. For years I had made it clear that any time she wanted to tag along for a fishing or boating trip, that she had a standing invitation. I was almost surprised when one Thursday in the late summer, she came and asked if the invitation was still open. I told her it was, and I was headed for a weekend of fishing at a lake a few hours away. I warned her we would be tent camping, and in return I got a huge smile. We agreed to meet after work Friday and leave from there.
Friday afternoon came and she loaded her stuff into my truck and we took off for the drive to the lake, and an extremely enjoyable time, chatting and just generally having a good time. While we shared a tent, I was a good boy and kept my normally horny self in check, not wanting to spoil a very good friendship. Although I certainly did enjoy the thought of stripping her naked and fucking her gorgeous body silly, I behaved. She tested my resolve on Saturday afternoon, when the sun had started to bake us, stripping her shorts and t-shirt off, leaving her sitting in the boat with an incredibly tiny bikini between her and my view of all her charms. The white string bikini was little more than a few triangles of material barely covering her large voluptuous breasts and apparently mostly shaved pussy. After watching her put sun tan lotion on all the exposed parts, I was nearly ready to rip those few triangles off. But with much restraint, I didn't even when her fingers slipped inside her almost non-existent outfit to make sure everyplace was covered with lotion.
She had made Saturday night difficult too. Sharing a tent in separate sleeping bags was one thing, but having her strip naked to change in the same tent, with me just facing the opposite wall was almost too much after the afternoon's exhibition. I had promised her I would behave myself, and with incredible effort, I didn't roll back and watch, no matter how much I wanted to, or how incredibly hard I got. I almost came in my shorts when I saw the shadow of her undressing on the tent wall, the shadow stark enough I could make out her protruding and obviously hard nipples when she pulled her shirt off and then skimmed her panties off, leaving the shadow, and her, completely naked only a few short feet from me.
I never quite looked at her the same way at work again. Each time I saw her, I saw her standing in that tiny bikini, rubbing lotion on her breasts, slipping her fingers under the triangles of material to cover even her nipples in the lotion, or her shadow slipping the last of her clothes off in that tent. In some ways it was incredible torture, and in other, it just made the relationship we shared at work more interesting. The jokes and stories seemed to be slightly more off color and a bit racier. She had started wearing slightly shorter skirts instead of pants suits and there was one corner of my normally messy desk that was always cleared off where she liked to sit, one slim leg sticking out toward me, her heel hooked on the handle of the desk drawer for support.
When she asked me to teach her to hunt I was glad that it generally required significantly heavier clothing. I wasn't at all sure that if I got her out in the woods dressed in nothing more than that bikini that I would be able to resist ripping it off and taking advantage of her.
I spent the next few weekends teaching her to shoot one of my many rifles, taking her into the woods to scout and instruct her on how deer move, and why they move. I also showed her the places on my property that I had stands set up and why these tree stands and ground blinds were placed where they were. It had been an unseasonably warm and dry fall, with the temperatures occasionally soaring into the eighty's. For both of us this meant slimming down our outdoor wardrobe to t-shirts instead of sweatshirts and coveralls. Of course this would never work for actual hunting, but for scouting and teaching, it was quite adequate.
Her attire also proved to be quite a view for me, as Janis went braless under her "wife beater" t-shirt on one particularly hot Saturday. Her large tits wiggling enticingly with each step, the thin material of the shirt showing more than I suspect she realized as it soaked with her sweat. Not that I was going to complain or even mention the fact that it was affording me a view even more revealing than her tiny bikini had. By the end of our final afternoon of checking stands and scouting the hot woods, her shirt was mostly translucent, her large pink areola and rock hard nipples fairly visible to me. Of course I was pretty sure she was enjoying the huge bulge in my shorts that required occasional readjustment.
By the time we had driven back to town, her shirt had dried and once again was its normal opaque self, but the view it had afforded me was burned into my mind for enjoyment later that evening. We said our goodbyes and headed our separate directions for the last week before deer season started.
Throughout the week she visited frequently, talking about the sign we had seen, the different stands I had set up and hopeful discussions about the weather report. She was frequently laughing and touching my arm as she sat on the corner of my desk, her stocking covered thighs tantalizingly close as I tried not to stare at them. All in all, if her intent was to tease the shit out of me sexually, she had done all the right things. Still, she was married and married women are still off the menu, especially married women at work!
Friday night finally came and I picked her up at her house, along with her gear and the gun I had loaned her. She seemed genuinely excited as we loaded the gear into my truck and departed for the hour drive to the property. Having a camper set on the land makes life a lot easier on hunting morning, but it also means that you have to take care of a lot more stuff. Janis followed me around like a puppy dog as I got the gas turned on, the refrigerator and hot water heater lit, and food stashed in the refrigerator. A generator purred away outside the trailer, providing lights and other electric, although not enough to run the air conditioning, which wasn't a normal part of hunting season. Even at nine at night it was still over seventy degrees. It could prove to make hunting a bit more difficult.
With everything finally in place, it was time to settle in and relax. I pulled the main bed out and inflated the air mattress on the bed where I normally slept. It was the only really comfortable bed in the camper, or more the point the only one that I fit into. The kitchen table could fold into a bed, but it was quite a bit shorter than I was, and the bunk bed over the main bed was, well to say the least, it was tight, with only a foot and a half clearance between the thin mattress and the ceiling. It was really only made for kids.
"So where am I going to sleep," Janis asked as I blew up the mattress.
"Well, I thought I would put you here, and I'd take the table bed."
"That doesn't look like it would be big enough for you." She said, looking dubiously at the five foot long seating area.
"Yeah, well I figure if I lay kitty corner I might fit." I said almost as a joke.
"So you're saying I'm kicking you out of your bed?"
"Oh, I don't know I would call it that."
"I would. No, we're adults. This bed is more than large enough. I don't see why we can't just share it."
"Uh. Janis. It's only a full size bed, and as you can see, the only access for the person toward the wall side is to climb in first or to crawl across the other person."
"Yeah. We're big boys and girls. I would think we can manage, unless of course you think I have cooties or something." She laughed.
"No." I said with a chuckle. "I would certainly not say you have cooties!"
"Good, then its settled. You can get ready and climb into the back and then I'll get ready and take the front." She said as she walked toward the tiny bathroom in the back of the trailer. "I need to get rid of my makeup anyway."
I shook my head and dug my running shorts out of my bag. While Janis was in the tiny bathroom, I quickly stripped down, standing in the only free space, and pulled in my shorts. If you have ever camped in an older style trailer, one without those fancy pull out sections, you know exactly how cramped they are. The free space, with the front sofa made out into a bed, is nothing more than the short aisle that leads from the front bunk to the bathroom and exit door. This space is only about two and a half feet wide and is flanked on one side by the kitchen appliances and counter, and on the other by the small kitchen table and booth type seating area. There is a curtain that can be pulled across the bunk area to provide some modicum of privacy to both the tenant of the upper and lower bunks and the bed space created in the small dining booth. How you would ever really get six people into the trailer at once is beyond me, but then I have never had to worry about that. Usually it is only me, and I use the upper bunk for storage of my hunting gear and guns.
With the privacy curtain pulled as far as the edge of the entry into the bunk, the two and a half foot wide aisle, I crawled into the bunk and rolled across the six inch thick air mattress and flicked on the single light mounted to the bottom of the upper bunk. I had just settled in to wait for Janis to come back out when the tiny bathroom door opened.
Janice walked toward the few steps it took to reach the bunk and commented on how cozy the tiny trailer was, as she tossed the shirt she had been wearing on the small kitchen table. She stood in the tiny aisle while she reached up onto the top bunk to dig in the duffel bag she had brought, the only part of her body visible to me being from her neck to her thighs. The view she was giving me as she lifted herself to her tip toes was incredible. She had removed her shirt in the bathroom and was naked above her waist except for her white lace bra. Through the material I could just make out bits and pieces of her pink areola, and her hard pink nipples made significant sized dimples in each of the lace cups. Her creamy white breasts looked like two large soft melons pressed together, the white bra holding them up and exposing almost all of the two facing creamy mound sides.
Had I wanted to, I could have easily run my finger down from her neck, between her gorgeous breasts, and actually stroked a tiny bit of the bottom of each breast without touching her bra. I can't tell you how badly I wanted to actually reach out at that moment and make my finger take the tantalizing trip. As she stretched up and dug into her bag on the top bunk, her breasts wiggled and moved, working her nipples slowly toward complete exposure, both her large pink areola slipping partly into view as her nipples remained just barely covered by the edge of the material.
Finally, and thankfully, she got what she was digging for from her bag and stepped back, flashing me a smile before she turned her back to me. I had expected her to retreat to the tiny bathroom again, but was surprised when she stopped next to the kitchen table after only one step. She set down what she had dug from her bag and quickly slipped the shoulder straps of the bra off her shoulders, pulling her arms from it. She twisted the bra around her body and unclipped the clasp, taking it off and leaving me looking at her completely naked back. My cock had risen to full staff, and I quickly adjusted myself to a less obvious position as she bent over and pushed her jeans down her legs. Her large breasts wiggled and swung slightly as she worked her jeans over her feet and pulled them off her legs, giving me quick little glimpses of their creamy roundness and even one quick peek at a profile of one hard nipple. I was torn between watching her naked breasts sway in and out of view, and her round firm panty covered tush, her cloth covered pussy pressing the material out at me as she bent once again to take her socks off.
Finally, and again thankfully, she reached for what she had put on the table and pulled on a thigh length nightshirt. If she hadn't already teased me enough, I had to stifle a groan as she reached her thumbs up under the hem of the night shirt and slipped her panties off, tossing them onto the pile of clothes that she had created on the seat next to her. Turning she gathered up her clothes and stepped to the front of the bunk again to put her clothes into her bag, her shirt lifting as she did until the hem was only a few inches below what had to be her completely naked pussy.
Having finished putting her clothes away, she smiled and crawled into the bunk next to me.
"There, all set for bed!" She said cheerily as she lay down next to me.
I did my best to hide my hardon as the thin material of her night shirt exposed the two mountains of her breasts with each hard nipple poking up against the material tantalizingly. I did my best not to stare, failing miserably as I lay propped up on one elbow.
"Something wrong?" She asked, looking down at her shirt and pulling it tight, lifting the hem so she could look at its length. Had I been sitting at the other end of the bed I have no doubt I would have been treated to a view of her naked body from her tits to her toes.
"Nope. Just looking at all the different smileys on it." I said, indicating the graphic that depicted all the common, and some not so common, yellow emoticons used by various texting programs.
"Yeah, there are a few aren't there?" She said, lifting hem of the shirt up to let me see all of them. "Each one actually has the little characters you type to make that face." She said, removing her hand and pointing to one near her right breast. "See, this one uses an equals and an eight."
"Yeah, there are a few I haven't ever seen before either." I said, looking at one near the bottom that was quite sexually oriented, and wishing I was slightly farther down the, which would have allowed me to see her naked pussy.
"I think they made one or two of the more racy ones up. But it's still cute." She said laying it down and running her hands down her body to smooth it back out.
"Yeah, it is definitely cute." I answered, wondering how I was going to get any sleep with her next to me dressed that way.
"Well, I guess we should get some sleep then? What time are we getting up?"
"I have the alarm set for five. Shouldn't take more than half an hour to get up and dressed and headed down there if you have your stuff organized."
"Yeah, I don't think it will take me more than a few minutes jump into my hunting pants and shirt." She answered, making my mind jump back to how little she had on right then.
"Ok. Let's get some sleep then." I said as I reached up and flicked the light off, plunging us into darkness. A small amount of moonlight filtered in the open windows, illuminating more and more as my eyes began to slowly grow more accustomed to the dim light. I lay quietly for some time, trying to force myself to go to sleep, but my level of arousal was just so high I wasn't sure I would ever get to sleep. As the night crept on, I finally drifted off, my dreams filled with the glimpse of her semi-naked body.
It was still dark when I woke, which was not a surprise. It also wasn't a surprise that I had to go pee or that I had a hardon. What was a bit of a surprise was feeling a body pressed against my chest and legs. It took me several seconds to place who I was in bed with before my head cleared enough to recall. I could feel her spooned against me, her body making contact with as much of my body as she could. I lifted my arms close to my face and pressed the button on my watch, finding it was only a bit past one.
The moon had apparently gone down, and it was pitch black in the trailer. I dropped my hand down, letting it rest on the hip that was pressed against me. I idly stroked her hip as I thought about having to get up to go. My mind, in its fuzzy state of half sleep took long seconds to realize that I was stroking soft bare skin. I let my hand slid up and down her hip, finally realizing that she was dressed, but her night shirt had worked its way up in her sleep, leaving her hip and rear bare. It also took my mind several more seconds to realize that if her hip and butt were bare, that her bare pussy was only separated from my hard cock by the thickness of my shorts. I lay for several long seconds, gently stroking her hip until my mind woke me enough to realize just what I was doing and where my hand had started to roam toward.
Groaning, I pushed myself up and slowly tried to crawl across Janis to get out of the bed. She stirred as I climbed over her legs, finally slipping out of the bed and into the aisle headed to the bathroom. I had been in the trailer enough that I had no trouble making my way to the bathroom without lights, although I did flick on the low intensity nightlight in the bathroom while I went. I had to stand for some time before my hardon finally softened enough to allow me to relieve my complaining bladder.
I turned the light off and made my way back through the dark to the bed. I slowly crawled in, feeling my way over her as she now lay on her back. I straddled her legs and held myself over the top of her in the confined space. My mind jumped to the possibilities, wondering what it would feel like to be naked with her this way, sliding my cock into her pussy. My mind filled with images of her naked below the waist, which I realized was actually the case, my hips pushing down slightly and pressing my again hardening cock against her body.
"You know, it would work better if we were both naked." I heard her whisper, startling me and flashing my brain back to reality. I jumped in response to her statement, whacking my head on the bunk above, my body collapsing on top of her in recoil. I rolled off of her and onto my back next to her, my hands going to my head to rub the suddenly sore spot. "I'm sorry! I didn't mean to startle you!" She said, her voice filled with concern.
"No, it's ok. My fault. I had to get back in bed after going to the bathroom." I said with a quiet groan.
"Ah, is that what you were doing?" She asked, her voice filled with the smile I couldn't see in the dark.
"Yeah, it was dark so I was just trying not to hurt you as I made my way back across." I lied.
"Well, glad you made it back in bed ok." She said with a giggle. "I hope you didn't hurt yourself too much."
"No I'm fine." I said as I dropped my hands down next to me from my throbbing head. "We need to go back to sleep or we won't be able to get up at five."
"Well, that wouldn't be the worst thing would it?"
"It would be if you wanted to get a chance to shoot a deer."
"Ok. Good night." She whispered in the dark.
My head slowly stopped throbbing and I fell back asleep.
I pulled my brain from the fuzzy images running through my mind, my hands fumbling for the insistence beeping near my head. As I picked up the alarm and clicked it off the dull throb registered in my head, along with the events of the middle of the night. I wondered just exactly what I had been thinking? Janis was a married co-worker, both of which made her completely off limits. Yes it was clear to me that there was an attraction between us, and that the thought of a sexual interlude with her would be quite fun, but the after effects of a sexual relationship on our working relationship could be devastating. Part of my mind said "who cares!" and the other part said "You're an idiot for even thinking about it." I lay there mulling it over for a few short minutes before reaching up and flicking the light on.



Janis groaned and covered her eyes with her hands, while my own eyes squinted while they adjusted. I lay there for several seconds, not really registering what I was seeing. Janis's night shirt had twisted around her, wrapping almost all the way up to her waist. Her bare legs and curly blond bush, neatly trimmed into a tiny arrow pointing the way to her pussy, was on full display. Also on display was one of her fantastic tits, the elongated arm hole pulled around by the twisted fabric until her breast was almost completely uncovered. Her nipple, round and pink, sat prominently in the middle of a puckered pink island atop her creamy breast. My body almost immediately started reacting to the sight, and I was left unsure how to proceed.
My choices were to tell her she was exposed, and quickly cover my eyes, not my preferred choice at the moment, to act like nothing was wrong and climb across her half naked body, or to lie back down and pretend I didn't see anything.
As badly as I wanted to crawl across her and get a much better view, I opted for the third choice, after I had a nice long look of course. I was seriously beginning to wonder about my rule of no work affairs or married women. With a groan I flopped back down and rubbed my eyes, as if I was just starting to get them open.
"You can have the bathroom first if you want." I said quietly, giving her the chance to get up and fix her nightshirt before it was obvious she exposed herself to me.
"Thanks I appreciate that." She answered as she sat up and slipped out of the bed. I watched her fix her nightshirt as she walked toward the bathroom. I climbed out myself, and dug clothes out of my duffel. I pushed off my shorts and stepped into my underwear as I heard the latch on the bathroom door click. I continued to dress, pulling on my pants before turning around to see Janis standing in the aisle watching me from behind. "Don't worry. I grew up with a house full of boys. I'm used to seeing bare backsides." She said with a giggle.
I moved aside, blushing, while she stepped past to dig into her own bag. I started pulling my shirt on as she reached down and skimmed her nightshirt off over her head in one smooth motion. She was standing only a foot or so from me, completely naked, making my cock spring to life. She bent over as if I wasn't there, pulling on her panties and then pulling on her camo t-shirt. It took almost all of my remaining resistance to not reach out around her and cup her breasts and pull her body against mine. "Damn she was looking good!" I thought to myself as I watched her bend over again, pushing her camo panty covered ass out at me while she stepped into her camo jeans.
"So what's the game plan?" She asked as she turned, fastening her pants, her tits wiggling under the thin shirt and making her obviously hard nipples trace bumps back and forth.
"Well, I think the lower blind is our best bet. The deer have been coming in just past daylight so it's our best chance."
"Cool." S he said as she pulled on a camo sweatshirt, finally covering the tits that I just couldn't help staring at. "Want me to start some breakfast?"
"Sure. Eggs and sausage are in the fridge." I said as I sat down to pull my socks and boots on.
By the time I had my boots on, had made my way to the bathroom for my morning relief, Janis was setting scrambled eggs and sausage on the table.
"Good job!" I said as I sat down and started spooning some eggs onto my plate.
"Well, I am a woman. I do know how to cook." She said with a grin.
"I never thought you didn't." I said as I ate some of the fluffy eggs. She was a good cook too, the eggs and sausage hitting the spot. It only took us a few more minutes to get the rest of our gear on, in her case, socks, boots and her orange vest, and in mine a jacket and vest. I also handed her an LED head lamp switched to red so she could see outside. I opened the door and stepped out into the pitch black. The forecast had called for some clouds, but the mist that was falling indicated much more than just clouds. I fired up the ATV for the ride to the blind and then stepped back inside to grab my pack and my pistol. I planned on giving her the first shot, so i didn't see any point in carrying my 30-30 down there.
"All set?"
"Yep!" She replied as she came down the step of the camper.
I placed her gun in the rack on the front and held out my hand, allowing her to step onto the ATV behind me. It was only a few minutes down to the blind, but I was confident that we would need it to haul a deer back up later in the morning. She wrapped her arms around my waist and I could feel her soft breasts press into my back as she held herself tight against me. I felt the first drops of rain hit my face when we were about half way down the trail and by the time we got to the blind, the rain was coming down in sheets.
"Shit! Where did this come from?" I grumbled as I helped Janis get into the water proof blind and out of the rain. I climbed in after her and zipped the door shut, closing us into the tent like structure. I hung a light from the tie on the ceiling and proceeded to peel off my wet jacket before setting the chairs up and dropping into one.
"Wow... That came up kind of suddenly." Janis said as she peeled her vest and sweat shirt off. I mean damn, it was like standing in a shower, or worse! I'm soaked!"
"I'm sorry. It's been so dry I didn't believe it would actually rain. Even the weather man said it wouldn't amount to much."
"Well, he missed it!" She said with a giggle. "At least it's still warm out. I'd hate to be this wet and have the temperature a lot colder."
"Yeah. But you will defiantly feel the chill in an hour or so when you have been sitting wet for a while. Maybe I should take you back up and wait for the rain to quit."
"Aw, that would be a shame." She said settling down in her seat next to mine and reaching up to turn off the light. "Let's just see what happens."
"Ok." I whispered as I unzipped the front window, letting the slowly growing light in and making it so we could see the food plot. "The deer can't really see you move in here, but they can hear, so you have to minimize your noise."
"Ok." She whispered back.
We sat for long minutes, letting our eyes become accustomed to the near darkness both inside and outside the blind. The rain continued to fall, easing up a bit but still coming down quite heavily.
"This will definitely mess up the deer." I said as I leaned forward and looked up toward the brightening clouds.
"They won't like it?"
"Not this hard. They'll stay tucked under a nice cedar tree until it lets up. A gentle rain isn't a problem, but hard like this, not really."
"That's a shame." She whispered, leaning forward and pulling the hem of her shirt from her pants and skimming the wet shirt off her body. I watched in stunned silence as she hung the wet shirt over the arm of the chair and leaned forward, her tits pressing against her wet pants as she untied her boots. She kicked her hunting boots off and began to wiggle herself to get her pants off without getting out of the chair. Sitting now in nothing but her panties, I stared openly at her practically naked body.
"You were right, they got cold." She whispered, rubbing her hands on her arms to warm them slightly. "but it's actually warmer in here without them I think."
"Uh yeah." I said, stunned at the sudden turn of events.
"Well?" She whispered.
"Well what?" I asked louder than I expected to.
"You going to sit there in your wet clothes or are you going to get out of them too?"
I wasn't really sure what to think at that point, but deer hunting was quickly falling from the list. I pulled my shirt off over my head and dropped it on my pack. Daylight had significantly brightened the sky, and with it, the light level inside the blind. I undid my boots and pushed them off, moving my hands to my pants. I worked them off a little at a time until I could slide them down and finally off my legs.
"There, isn't that better?" She whispered, leaning back in her chair and letting her hand reach over and stroke my arm. Her fingers gently stroked up and down my arm for some minutes before they began to stroke up and down my chest, bouncing across my nipples a few times before sliding down and finding my hardon, half sticking out of the top of my somewhat skimpy underwear. "That is definitely better." She whispered as she teased her fingers across the mushroom head aimed toward her.
No longer able to even think about containing myself, I allowed my hand to reach across and gently stroke up and down her bare breast, bouncing my fingers across her rock hard nipple.
"ohhh yes." She whispered as she pushed her chest out toward my hand. I continued to stroke around her breasts and over her nipples for some minutes before she reached down with her free hand and began to work her panties off her body. I watched as she slipped them down her legs and then tossed them aside, spreading her legs and pulling my hand down toward her pussy.
I let my fingers gently stroke up and down her wet lips, each stroke seeming to draw more and more juice from her pussy. Finally I let my finger slip between her lips, sinking into her wet softness and rubbing slowly up and down. I let my finger draw across her hard clit and then pushed down until I could curl my finger into her tunnel, making her moan slightly each time I stroked her.
"Oh god yes." She cooed quietly as she squeezed and stroked my cock in time with my finger diving ever so slowly in and out of her wet tunnel. "I so want to sit on this fantastic cock!"
"So what are you waiting for?" I whispered back.
She looked over at me and then stood up to step over in front of me. She bent over, her ass hovering over my lap while she reached between her legs and pulled my underwear down enough to fully free my cock. She grasped it and rubbed it up and down her wet slit, coating it with her juices before she eased back, slowly settling down onto it. I felt my head engage into her tunnel, the pressure building around the crown until it suddenly popped into her tunnel, allowing her sopping wet pussy to slide down my shaft.
"OH fuck!" She moaned loudly as she began to ride up and down my shaft, using my legs as a support, her body bent at the waist to balance herself.
"God yes." I groaned as the delight of her soft tunnel stroked up and down my shaft. I had dreamt of filling her pussy for a long time, and now that it was reality it was even better than my imagination had conjured.
"oh god yes...oh god yes...oh god yes" she cooed quietly as she slowly rode up and down my shaft, pushing both of us up the slope toward climactic release. I reached out and found her tits, swinging inches from her legs, and allowed my fingers to trap her nipples, squeezing them as I let my fingers squeeze her soft tits. "OHHHHHH" She cried more loudly as I squeezed them harder, rocking my hips up into her as she stroked down.
"Yeah. Just keep doing that." I cooed in pleasure, as her velvety softness caressed every inch of my pulsing cock.
"Oh yeah. I'm going to cum!" She mumbled. "Cum with me. I want to feel you cum inside me!"
"Fuck yes." I grunted, thrusting up into her as her pace increased. She was soon just holding herself over me, using my legs as leverage as I used the arms of the chair to lever my hips off the chair and drive my cock deep into her wet pussy. "Here it comes!" I grunted as her whole body trembled and shook, her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft. With a grunt I grabbed her and pulled her back against me, driving her down onto my shaft as the first surge of hot cum lanced out of my overly teased cock and into her pussy. Time and again my cock surged and forced another gush of cum into her as my body jerked uncontrollably, trying to drive my cock even deeper into her.
"OH god!" She panted as she pulled one of my hands back up to her breasts, placing it over one of her soft globes, and pushing the other down between her legs. I squeezed and kneaded her breasts while I slipped my finger between her lips and gently teased her clit, keeping her climax going even longer, her whole body trembling with pleasure.
"Good god. Finally." She said as her breathing returned to normal.
"Finally what?"
"I finally got you to fuck me. I've been inviting you pretty much every way I can think of."
"Except saying fuck me." I said with a chuckle.
"Oh, I pretty much did so many times. Wearing practically nothing, flashing my tits at you so many ways, wet shirts, skimpy bra's, you name it."
"As much as those turned me on, and believe me, they did, I didn't think they were invitations."
"Oh, they were most certainly invitations."
"Well, I guess that we're over that particular hurdle, we have to decide what to do."
"Oh trust me, I know exactly what to do." She said with a laugh. "Fuck you every chance I get. Your cock is even better feeling than I could have imagined."
"What about your husband?"
She laughed before climbing from my lap and turning around to face me, her entire naked body displayed as she struck a pinup girl pose. "You going to turn this down?"
"I guess I won't." I said reaching out for her and pulling her down on my lap.
"Good, now how about we go back to the trailer and see if you know any other good tricks."
"With pleasure!" I said, helping her up. "You wanna go naked or get dressed first?"
"Are you kidding? Run naked through the woods in the rain just to get fucked? Hell yes!" She said, stepping to the door and unzipping it. "And if you can manage to catch me before we get there, well you can do whatever you want!" She said just before she dashed barefoot out the door.
With a grin I stood up, pushing my underwear the rest of the way off and stepping into my boots, sure the extra few seconds would be well worth it. It only took a few seconds after darting out of the blind to run naked. The rain, which was now fairly light, was quite chilly, in spite of the nearly sixty degree temperatures. I ran to where I had parked the ATV under a couple large cedar trees, and found Janis waiting, sitting on the seat wearing nothing but the sox she had left the blind wearing. She saw me coming and leaned back until she was laying on the seat with her ass near the rear fenders. She lifted her legs in a high V and spread them wide, allowing the motion to spread her pussy lips wide and expose herself completely to my view.
"Oh god." I mumbled as I stepped behind the ATV and leaned my face down to gently kiss her inner thigh. Under the umbrella of the cedars the light rain was almost non-existent and the cool temperatures were forgotten as I kissed my way gently toward her waiting pussy. Kiss by kiss I moved tantalizingly closer to her pussy, each kiss preceded by a tiny lick with the tip of my tongue.
Janis moaned loudly as my lips neared her pussy, her moan turning to a frustrated sigh when my lips moved next not to her wet lips, but her other thigh. Again I began working slowly toward her pussy, one tiny kiss at a time. Her hips began to rise with each kiss, begging me to move more quickly. I smiled to myself as I lingered inches from her wetness, teasing her more as I switched from thigh to thigh.
"Oh please!" She cried softly as I blew gently across her exposed clit.
Ever so gently I touched her clit with the tip of my tongue, stroking slowly around and around it, her hips trying to follow my movements as her hands grabbed for my short hair. Around and around I went with my tongue, occasionally pulling it away to flick quickly across it instead, each time bringing a sharp squeak to her lips. I allowed my finger to gently stroke the sensitive spot between her rosy bud and her tunnel entrance, teasing it with my finger in time with my licks.
"Uh god!" she gasped as I pressed two fingers deep into her, my tongue never leaving her hard exposed clit. I curled my fingers and found the top of her velvety tunnel and began to stroke it seeking and finding that little bundle of nerves. "OH SHIT!" She cried as I gently nibbled her clit while stroking her g-spot. She hooked her feet on my back and tried to pull me closer, lifting her ass off the seat of the ATV, her hips rocking in time with the stroking of my fingers.
"Oh god I'm going to cuuummmmm!" she screamed into the woods as her hips pounded the seat of the machine, her whole body trembling. I flicked her clit a few more times and then closed my lips around it, sucking it into my mouth and flicking it rapid fire as quickly as I could. At the same time I started pounding my fingers into her pussy, making sure each stroke rubbed the tips across her g-spot.
"OHHHHHH FUCK!!!!!!" She screamed, her whole body tensing and shuddering as gush after gush of hot cum spewed from her pussy, and sprayed across my chest. Her body jerked and trembled as the huge orgasm swept across her like the flood of pussy juice running down my body. After long seconds of her incredibly hard orgasm, she lay back, wilting into limpness as she panted for breath. "What the fuck did you do to me?" She gasped as I stood upright, letting her legs slide down my arms until they were hooked under her knees.
"Not much." I grinned as I rubbed my again hard cock up and down her sopping wet pussy.
"Shit! Not much?" She squeaked as I fed my hard cock into her pussy.
"Yeah!" I grunted as I slid my rigid shaft in and out of her pussy, her still throbbing tunnel.
"Oh please no. I don't think I can take another one!" She gasped as my head banged into the end of hot pussy.
"You can't?" I asked, stopping my stroking and allowing her to wrap her legs around me and hold me deep inside her.
"Not just yet." She said softly. "But I promise, there will be many more, for both of us."
"I'll hold you to that." I said as I pulled from her and helped her sit up on the seat.
"You better stud." She said as she leaned to me and planted a soft wet kiss on my lips. "I'm counting on it!"



        Wedding Day Seduction

        Grooms MILF mother seduces the bride's dad.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/wedding-day-seduction

Title: Wedding Day Seduction

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Grooms MILF mother seduces the bride's dad.

Tags: milf, wedding




At fifty-one life has brought many things to experience, joy at the birth of my children, happiness and tribulation through their growing years, and a certain amount of sadness when my not so little girls are ready for that long walk down the aisle. This will be the second time I have made that walk, and I strive to be happy with and for them, looking at it as a new beginning in their lives rather than a loss in mine. Yes, my girls have me quite wrapped around their fingers, but at the same time I have learned how to let them go a little at a time so that when this day comes I can share the happiness with them.
Christy was no exception to this plan. Little by little I let her gain her independence, moving out to go to college, moving to another state for her new job, and yes, finding that perfect man. Mark seemed like a nice guy that cared a lot about her, but in many ways you can tell a lot more about a future husband by meeting his parents and seeing how they interact. There is certainly truth in the statement "like father like son." To that end it was a pleasure for me to get to spend some time with the future groom's parents a few months before the wedding. A beach vacation at the gulf coast seemed to be a good environment to relax and get to know each other.
Pleasantly, his parents hit it off well with my wife and myself, enjoying the warm waters and what proved to be good company. It put us at ease with both my daughter's future husband and with her new in-laws, which would be living much closer to her than we were. Not only were they fun to be with, but Mark's mother was a pretty good looking woman.
Yes, I know, I am known to be a horrible flirt. But in this instance, I did my level best to keep my horns tucked in, especially around my wife. Admittedly, I did respond to some of what I felt were her flirts when my wife wasn't around, after all, she was a good looking woman for fifty. I certainly had no expectations of anything happening, but a little flirt here and there is fun and pretty harmless. I enjoyed her compliments to how I looked in my swim suit and actually blushed when she wondered aloud how I would look out of it, not that I wasn't thinking the same thing about her somewhat conservative one piece suit. Her hips were round and full, her waist surprisingly thin and her chest, well let's just say that a bikini would have had its hands full trying to contain her. Whether wearing her swim suit, or a tank top, she managed to fill it out very well.
The last night we were there we went to a bit more formal dinner location, forcing me to break out my sport coat and my wife a nice skirt suit. I almost fell over though when Sara met us in the lobby of the hotel in a satiny backless dress that screamed "sexy" at me, her unbridled breasts wiggling enticingly with each step. I was actually glad I was wearing the sport coat to try to cover the sudden bulge in my pants. All through dinner it was a struggle not to stare at her chest, although the way she moved and leaned made her wiggle with what I was pretty sure was an intentional display. After dinner, we said our goodnights and I received a hug from her that pressed her tits into my chest so hard that even through my sport coat I could feel the hardness of her nipples. What was more, the accidental brush of the back of her hand across my crotch was definitely not accidental, and she left me with a lot to think about over the next couple months.
I wasn't surprised at all when they offered to pick us up from the airport two days before the wedding. After hours of flying and sitting in airports, I was understandably tired, but when she walked up and hugged me, pushing her tits into my chest and giving me a warm kiss on the cheek, I couldn't help but feel a whole lot better. My wife and Sara sat in the back seat of the car while I chatted with Dave in the front. He seemed to be either ignoring or oblivious to her obvious flirtations toward me. In many ways I wasn't sure what to think of her behavior, or his. In the end I did my best to keep my horns tucked in unless I was alone with Sara, which wasn't too often over the next day.
We were all staying in the same hotel and surprisingly had neighboring rooms. After dropping our bags and freshening up a little we headed to dinner with them in the hotel restaurant. We all wore casual attire, so there were no wiggling breasts to stare at this time. On several occasions I did feel Sara's foot against my leg as she sat across the table from me. At first I thought it was just my long legs getting in the way, but after intentionally moving them to a different place, her foot once again found my leg, stroking her bare foot up and down my ankle inside the leg of my pants.
I let her know I felt it with a smile, and she continued more boldly throughout dinner. After dinner we adjourned to their suite to play some cards to pass the time. As with our trip to the shore, they proved to be fun, and surprisingly good card players, beating my wife and I handily at spades. Given the length of the day, we soon made our excuses and headed off to bed.
Once in bed my wife gave me the third degree about how Sara was flirting with me all night, to which I simply replied that I hadn't noticed. After a somewhat dubious retort, she rolled over and went to sleep. It wasn't exactly how I had hoped the evening would end, but then it had been a long day and I was soon asleep myself.
The next day was rehearsal day. The groom and his father chose to go gulfing to kill the day, and my wife, along with the bride and all the girls were off for nail appointments and such. My plans were to curl up with a good book and just kill time till I had to pick up tuxes from the place down the street. I headed down for some breakfast and ran in to Sara sitting in the restaurant.
"Come join me, please!" She called when she saw me.
"My pleasure." I said as I slipped into the seat across from her. "How are you this morning?"
"I'm doing quite fine. Did you sleep well?"
"Not too bad. It's amazing how tired you can get just sitting around airports." I answered as the waitress set a menu down for me and waited for me to order eggs and bacon.
"Flying always makes me tired too. I suppose you have a full day to day as well, huh?" She asked as she took a scoop of eggs from her plate.
"No, actually, I don't have anything to do almost all day. I have to pick up tuxes at eleven and then rehearsal at four. Other than that, I don't really have much to do."
"Well, I don't have much to do either, so maybe we can do not much together for a while." She said in a low sexy voice.
I was momentarily taken aback. While she had flirted with me pretty hard, this could be construed as an open invitation. I let my mind mull it over a few moments, her dark green eyes staring at me as if trying to prompt an answer. "I don't suppose there would be any harm in killing some time together." I heard myself say. I still wasn't sure she meant what my mind was trying to tell me she meant, but if she didn't, it would be just plain rude to not accept.
"Good!" She said cheerily as she leaned back in her chair. "After breakfast we'll just have to see what there is to do!"
I sat and stared at her smile, wondering if she meant what my mind was trying to imply, finally deciding that she was, as her toes touched the side of my leg.
The rest of breakfast was small talk, each of us sizing the other up while I ate the food that had finally come. We got up and left together, walking side by side toward the elevator. She had on a tan casual sweat suit, zippered up the front, but leaving lots of cleavage on display. The way her tits were wiggling tended to indicate that they were quite free beneath the tan jersey material.
We waited patiently in the lobby before finally getting onto the elevator that seemed to be quite slow this morning. I followed her into the car and turned to press the button for the fourth floor.
"So do you like my outfit?" She asked, stepping toward the doors and turning around for me to admire her, stopping with her back to the door.
"I do. I especially like the lack of bra that appears to be there." I flirted with a chuckle.
"Oh? Am I to understand you enjoy seeing my unbridled breasts?" She asked almost bashfully.
"Well, since I haven't seen then unbridled, all I can say is that so far I have enjoyed what I have seen." I replied, almost suggesting that she should show me more, but trying hard to not be blatant in case I had misread her intentions.
"Oh, well maybe you should take a bit better look!" She grinned, moving one hand to the zipper of her top and slowly pulling it down farther, stopping with it pulled almost down to her bellybutton.
I was still working up the nerve to reach out and pull the material apart to view her breasts when the elevator started to slow.
"Awww Too late!" She said mischievously, sliding the zipper back up to a respectable level. "You will have to be quicker next time!"
"I suppose so." I said, as she turned with the opening doors. I followed her down the hall toward our rooms, stopping at mine and waiting for her to reach hers. Her hands quickly searched her pockets for her room key.
"I may have left my room key in my room." She said looking back toward me.
"Well, if you left the adjoining door unlocked, you're welcome to go through my room to get there." I suggested.
"Ah, in other words, you're going to invite me into your room? How am I to know you won't take advantage of an innocent girl?" She said, clasping her hands together in front of her crotch and slowly sashaying toward where I stood holding my door open with my foot.
"I guess that's a risk you will just have to take." I joked.
"Hmmmm I don't know that I can take that risk. I mean I would hate to be taken advantage of. Here I am in only my sweat suit, not even any underclothes on. I would be just too vulnerable."
"Ah. I see the dilemma. But then I suppose you could always go to the desk and get a new key." I said reaching for the zipper on the front of her outfit, and slowly pulling it down. As I pulled it separated and exposed first her creamy white valley between her breasts, and then her bare toned stomach. I didn't stop pulling until the zipper had completely separated, her top now hanging on her body with nothing to hold it together in the front. I allowed my hands to reach into the material and cup both huge breasts, hefting their weight and letting my thumbs stroke back and forth across her already hard nipples.
"I suppose I could, but that might be a bit awkward without a top on." She said as she shrugged the sweatshirt off her shoulders, leaving it hang on her arms as she reached out for my belt, tugging at it gently to get it undone. Her whole upper body was bare to my view, her huge creamy tits cupped in my hands, my thumbs gently stroking back and forth across her two large pink nipples, each one perched in an oblong puckered dark pink areola. Her huge creamy orbs had the slightest hint of triangular tan lines that could only be left by an extremely revealing bikini. The lighter triangles of skin were barely large enough to cover her nipples and areola, prompting me to wonder if she wore it only to tan or if by chance she wore such a skimpy suit in public. While each of her fantastic breasts had some sag, it was surprisingly little given their size. The amount of sag also seemed to poke her nipples up at just the right angle for me to cup her breasts with my fingers and still run my thumb comfortably across them.
I stood in the hall, her fantastic tits cupped in my hands, hoping no one came by, while her hands were busy undoing my belt and pulling my zipper down. She pushed my pants down on my hips, snaking one hand into my underwear to grasp my hard cock.
"You know. If we keep going this way we'll both be naked in the hall. Why don't we go inside where we can enjoy this in private?" She suggested quietly.
I let go of one of her breasts, and pushed the door open farther, backing into the room as my pants fell around my ankles making me shuffle backwards. She followed close behind me, working my underwear down my body and exposing me more fully as we moved. The door had barely closed when she dropped her arms, letting the top slide off her arms to the ground.
"You know. I don't have any panties on either if you want to explore that view too." She whispered huskily.
"Really?" I asked in honest surprise. I slid my hands from under her breasts, around her sides, letting them take in the softness of her skin and the smoothness of her curves. I slowly let them sink down her body, reaching the top of her sweat pants and push them lower as my hands continued their journey down her creamy hips. Slowly her lower body came into view, a tiny line of whiter skin showing low on her hips and leading to a tiny bit of whiter skin on her completely shaved mound, the white skin pointing like a beacon for my eyes toward her pussy. She gave her legs a little wiggle, causing her pants to slide the rest of the way down her legs on their own, her thighs and now exposed pussy in full view. I stared as she stepped out of her shoes and then worked each leg out of her pants by stepping from one foot to the other, working the material off a little at a time. Each step spread her legs slightly, exposing her full lips, only for them to disappear again as she pressed her legs together between steps.
"Ohhhhh Damn." I breathed quietly as she stood naked in front of me, her hands slipping from my hard cock to my hips. She quickly slid them up my sides, taking my shirt with them until I had to lift my hands to allow her to pull it the rest of the way off. She tossed it aside and then leaned down to kiss my chest and each of my nipples. With agonizing slowness she kissed her way down my body toward where her hand was once again gently stroking my hard cock. She settled to her knees in front of me, kissing her way around my belly, inching ever closer to my cock, her hands abandoning my shaft to work off my shoes and pants.
Now naked as she was, Sara looked up at me with lust sparkling in her dark green eyes, and slowly enveloped the head of my cock with her hot mouth. I felt a warm rush of desire flood my body as her tongue gently stroked back and forth across the sensitive underside of my mushroom head as she slowly pushed her face towards my body, enveloping more of me with each passing second. I stifled a quiet groan as I felt the head of my cock meet resistance and then slip into her throat. Her hand cupped my balls and gave them a gentle squeeze before wrapping her fingers around the very small amount of my cock still uncovered. Her grip followed her lips, my cock now coated with her saliva, as she eased her face away, my cock sliding from her throat. She watched my reaction as I resisted thrusting back into her mouth, my other head wanting to again feel the delights it had just enjoyed. She began to slowly bob her head on and off my cock, her hand following her lips and twisting at the same time. Every few strokes of my shaft into her mouth she would press farther, her nose touching my curly hairs and the head of my shaft slipping into her throat. She had clearly worked the act of cock sucking to an art form.
"Oh my god." I moaned quietly as I let my hands play in Sara's blond hair, her mouth bobbing up and down my shaft, both hands wrapped around it, twisting in opposite directions and moving in time with her talented lips. Her ministrations had me climbing the long slope toward climax at a clip that was likely to cause me to fill her hot mouth with cum in only a few more short minutes. "I am so going to cum if you keep doing that!" I groaned loudly as my cock swelled fatter in her mouth and my balls tightened in preparation for the impending release.
Just when I thought that my load was about to stream into her hot mouth, she abruptly pulled from my throbbing shaft and stood up. "Your turn!" Sara said as she placed a hand in the middle of my chest and slowly pushed me back into the room. She released her pressure on my chest and stepped to the bed next to us, laying herself back on it and lifting her legs up to hook her heels on the edge with her knees spread wide, exposing her obviously dripping pussy to my view. "How about you return the favor?" She asked huskily.
With a crooked grin I knelt at the end of the bed and gently kissed the inside of her right knee. She wiggled and squirmed as I worked slowly up her thigh, each pause an inch from the last, a tiny lick with the tip of my tongue and then a soft wet kiss. I repeated this over and over as I inched toward the fragrant, beckoning pussy. Her meaty outer lips looked freshly shaven, without a hint of stubble on her pussy or mound. Her flowery inner lips were engorged and spread, her clit clearly visible and beaconing to be teased as tiny beads of her juices collected and dripped from her lips.
"Oh god what a tease!" She cried in a high pitched voice as my kisses finally reached her pussy, and that tiny lick just barely touched the tips of her soft lips. I could taste the tangy wetness of her juices, her musky scent filling my nostrils as I allowed my finger tips to slowly stroke up and down the backs of her thighs, my fingers just barely brushing the edges of her meaty outer lips. Her hands tried to grasp my short hair and pull me toward her pussy, her body trembling with desire and anticipation.
I smiled to myself, knowing what effect my attentions had to be having on her, her hips trying to reach for my tongue and her hands searching for a way to pull me closer. I let my hands settle near her pussy, my thumbs gently teasing her lips apart, revealing its soft pink inner passage. Her juices leaked from her waiting tunnel, making a tiny trickle that ran down across her puckered rose.
"Ahhhh God!" Sara cried sharply as my tongue suddenly flicked across her exposed and engorged clit. Her whole body convulsed as I allowed my tongue to flick back and forth across it several times, sending jolts of electricity through her whole body. I knew that if I continued this way, her climax would be upon her in moments. Wanting to prolong her enjoyment as she had done with me, I moved my attention and pressed my tongue deep between her lips, tasting her juices and allowing my tongue to drag them up her slit until I could paint them across her clit with my flat tongue. "ohhhhh god yes!" she moaned loudly as I repeated the trip time after time, driving my tongue as deep into her tunnel as I could and then slowly drew it along her wet lips until I could feel her clit slide under my tongue. Her legs trembled and her whole body twitched each time my tongue found her clit, making me grin at the effect I had on her at the moment.
"So do you want to cum now?" I asked as I blew my hot breath across her exposed clit, making my saliva and her juices chill it slightly.
"Oh god yes....Please!" She begged, hooking her heels on my shoulders and trying to pull me closer to her wet pussy. Her hands had long since given up their futile attempt to grab my short hair and were now busy squeezing and massaging her large tits, occasionally twisting and pulling her own nipples.
With my arms wrapped around her thighs and my fingers gently spreading her lips, I held her body tightly, her hips trying to buck up against my face as I sucked her clit into my mouth, squeezing it with my lips and flicking my tongue across it as quickly as I could. Her whole body shook as she cried out, my tongue induced jolts of electricity flowing through her body in time with my attack.
"OHGODOHGODOHGOD" she cried as I attacked her clit, her whole body shuddering and shaking as her orgasm started to roll across her. I felt and tasted the wetness of her cum as her body convulsed and gushed her juices over my chin. I released her clit from my mouth and spread it wide to enclose most of her gaping pussy, pushing my tongue into her tunnel as far as I could press it, allowing her cum to collect in my mouth as she continued to buck and shake.



After what seemed like long minutes, I released her and began kissing my way up her body, trailing wet cum filled marks until I reached her huge tits and wrapped my lips around one of her hard nipples. I sucked the whole tip of her breast into my mouth, running my tongue in circles around her hard nipple while I reached for my cock and rubbed the head up and down her sopping lips. With my head lubricated in her juices, I pressed it to her tunnel and slowly pressed, trying to drive it into her. I felt her tight tunnel resist the invader, holding it back for a moment before expanding and inviting my fat mushroom head into her soft domain. Inch by inch I worked my cock into her in short tiny strokes, each stroke slightly longer than the one before. I could feel her tight pussy still convulsing from her climax, massaging and trying to pull my shaft deeper.
"OHHHHHH...my god yes!" She moaned as I bottomed out, my head pressed against the end of her tunnel and the base of my cock pushed against her still exposed clit. "Fuck me. Oh god yes fuck me!"
I began sliding my full length in and out of her, her sopping pussy making wet squishing noises and my hips slapping loudly against her naked ass. "God you are so fucking tight!" I grunted as I released her tit from my mouth and pushed myself up until I was standing at the end of the bed, her knees hooked over my arms as I reached for and grabbed her tits.
"Oh trust me, I can make it better." She panted.
"Holy shit." I squeaked as I felt her pussy clench me so tightly that it almost stopped me mid stroke. I felt her clenching pussy release me slightly and returned to pummeling her pussy with my rock hard cock. I could feel my climax approaching, building within, the tiny trembles and electric shocks radiating out from my cock through my body. My strokes began to lose coordination, and the constant squeezing of her tits and nipples I had been doing was reduced to little more than holding them as handles.
"OH FUCK!" She screamed as she felt the first gush of hot cum lance out of my cock and fill her pussy. Time and again my body jerked uncontrollably as I added to the volume of hot cum filling her. Her own climax, triggered by my spurting cock, took over her body, her hands pulling at the wads of bedspread she had grabbed, and her body convulsing in time with mine. I briefly lost track of time as I stood panting, my cock twitching with her.
"Good lord." She said when she could manage a few words, her panting almost as hard as mine. "I can't believe I came again."
"Yeah, well, I would say you did." I laughed between pants.
"I think we need a shower now." She said. "We can't leave you smelling of sex you know."
"No, that wouldn't be a good idea." I agreed as I pulled my semi-hard cock from her pussy, releasing a veritable flood of our combined cum. I held out a hand and helped her to her feet and then followed her through the connecting door to her room and the bathroom there. She turned on the water and quickly stepped in, pulling me along by the hand.
She took her time soaping me up her hands gently caressing my body from head to toe while I did the same to her. My hands fondled her breasts, teasing her nipples and making her giggle like a small girl while she made sure that all traces of our adventure had been obliterated. She pulled me around under the water, pulling us together to allow the water to rinse us both, her tits pressing into my chest. She lifted herself on her tip-toes and wrapped both arms around my neck. She pulled my head down to her face and planted her soft lips against mine. I felt her tongue tease my lips apart and then slip into my mouth, playing hide and seek with my tongue, trying to tease it to follow into her mouth. We stood under the cascade of water, our tongues dancing as our lips pressed together.
Remarkably I felt my cock begin to grow again, pressing between her legs as we stood embracing.
"Getting all turned on again?" She asked after breaking our kiss. "Nice to know you can get it up that fast."
"Yeah, well you might have a little to do with that."
"Oh?" She asked, wiggling her chest to rub her tits back and forth across my chest. She also moved one leg, lifting it enough to allow my hardening shaft to slip between her legs before trapping it against her pussy with her legs.
"I don't know that we have time for another go around." I told her, wishing at that moment that we did as she wiggled her legs to stroke the sides of my cock with her thighs and rub it against her wet pussy.
"Too bad. This feels pretty nice already!" She cooed as she began rocking her hips, rubbing her clit along the top of my shaft and teasing it within the snug confines she created with her thighs.
"Yeah, that does feel nice." I answered as she pulled my arms down and guided my hands to her tits.
"Yeah, I like it when you play with my nipples too." She said as she let my hands go and moved hers down to my hips and then my ass. She squeezed and played with my cheeks while stroking herself on my hard cock. "Oh I want you inside me again!" she moaned, reaching behind her and working her fingertips between her legs until she could press the head of my cock up between her lips. She arched her back and pressed with her fingers until I could feel my head slip into her tunnel. "OH yes!" She squeaked as I slipped into her.
"I would have thought you had enough." I said as she rocked her hips to rub her clit against my cock.
"Oh god no. There is no such thing as enough of this cock." She moaned.
"Well, if that's how you feel." I said, pulling my cock from her. I turned her around and bent her over, letting her use her hands against the far wall for balance as I rubbed my head up and down her slit a few times before plunging it into her in one quick motion.
"OH FUCK!" She cried as my hard shaft drove into her, my hips slapping loudly against her ass. "Yes... Fuck me hard!" She cried as I started pounding into her, each stroke plunging into her like a piston. I grunted in time with my strokes, each one banging into her and making her whole body shake and her tits swing wildly. I held her hips like handles, slapping into her time after time, driving not only my cock into her, but also driving both of us toward climax.
"OHHHHH Yes yes yes!" She cried as her climax washed over her body.
I kept pounding into her, each stroke driving my hard cock to the very end of her tunnel. My fat head stroked the sides of her tunnel its full length with each long stroke before it slammed into her cervix sending little jolts of electricity radiating out from her pussy through her whole body. Each stroke held her climax at its pinnacle, her cries echoing throughout the bathroom helping to inch me stroke by stroke to its inevitable end. She lifted herself up the wall, holding herself partly erect with its support, her new position allowing me to continue ramming into her while grabbing her fantastic tits. Again and again I slapped her ass with my hips and her pussy with my cock, gripping and squeezing her tits that threatened to bounce out of my grip.
"OH FUCK!" I shouted as my body jerked, ramming into her so hard that her head almost bounced off the wall. My cock spurted into her, putting one hot shot of cum into her after another as my body jerked, my hands squeezed the soft orbs I was using as handles as my whole body convulsed. As my jerking stopped and her trembling ceased, she stood upright and reached behind her to pull my head toward hers. She turned her face to mine and kissed me softly and wetly. We stood there, my cock softening inside her and slipping out as I held her tits, gently stroking my fingers across her nipples as we slowly recovered.
"I think it's time to get out." She finally whispered.
"Yeah. Probably a good idea." I answered back as I released her and reached back to turn the water that was still cascading over us, off.
After drying off, we changed the bed spread in my room with the one from hers, at least reducing the smell of sex in the room. With a final kiss we left each other to dress so I could go pick up the tuxes.
All through the rehearsal and dinner that night we shared occasional glances, each of us knowing what had gone on and also knowing that it was something that we had to keep as our secret.
The next day was the big day. Giving away my daughter was, as always, bitter sweet. But I knew her new husband was indeed an addition to our family, not a loss of my daughter. As the day turned to evening and the ceremony to the reception, opportunities to see Sara in her backless dress abounded, each time my mind reminded me just what those fantastic tits looked like "unbridled". Toward the end of the evening she and I danced together, allowing us a few moments to share a few parting words, since we would be flying out in the morning. While neither of us wanted to be obvious, we did manage a tight squeeze of each other and a quick cheek kiss in the gloom.
As we waved goodbye the next morning it was clear that I would be waiting for the next chance to visit, and of course, any possibility of another interlude with her.
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Places
Authors note: this story builds on characters and situations contained in the Lightning strikes twice series.
The days after the boat trip were a bit quieter. Most of the girls seemed to be either worn out or just plain sated. Tina was the main exception. She was by daily, just visiting. She seemed to delight in finding new ways to flash her tits or pussy at me. Since she was so petite in build, except for her tits, which were enjoyably large, she had to work to prevent discovery when she was on her way to and from our little meetings.
One quiet morning she intercepted me heading back to my office from the buildings main lab area. She stepped through the hallway fire door and allowed it close behind her as I was headed back to my office after getting some ice for my soda. The hallway we now found ourselves alone in was short, only fifty or so feet long before it turned again making it difficult to be seen, or see if anyone else is coming. She stood with her back against the door, blocking my path and pulled her shirt and bra up, exposing her big tits to me. She stood there with her shirt up, wiggling her tits back and forth so that they moved enticingly. Standing only a few feet from her, I reached into my cup and pulled an ice cube out. Taking the short step to her I reached for her breast and slowly ran the ice cube around one of her nipples, the cold almost immediately making her dark areola pucker and her nipple grow fat and hard. She squealed slightly and clenched up, squeezing her tits together, but didn't pull out of my reach, allowing me to tease the other nipple equally. After a few seconds of this kind of play I backed off and she put her shirt back down before we got caught.
She turned around and opened the door and headed toward my office with me following close behind. She ran part way down the hall so she arrived at my office door before I did and slipped quickly inside, leaving me several seconds behind her. I walked in as she stood there expectantly and stepped past her to sit in my chair. She leaned over and whispered for me to meet her on the third floor of the library in ten minutes, and then she disappeared out my office door. With a mix of anticipation and trepidation, I waited several minutes and then headed to the library.
As with all libraries, the upper floors are less used and this library is no exception. I climbed the stairs and walked out into the third floor atrium area. I saw Tina motion me from an aisle across the atrium and then disappear into the stacks. I quickly made my way to the aisle and followed her back deeper into the stacks, finally turning a corner only to end up in a dead end between several shelves. Tina was standing against the back of the stack, pushing off her shorts. She wore nothing under them, and as soon as she stepped out of them she pulled her shirt up, exposing her tits again.
"What are you waiting for?" she whispered to me as I stepped forward. I leaned down and kissed her as I stepped next to her. She reached for my pants and soon had them undone and let them slide around my ankles, her hands already busy pushing my underwear down. She quickly had my suddenly hard dick out and was stroking it. "Are you going to fuck me or just stand there?" she whispered, partly out of breath from our embrace.
I'm not waiting for anything." I answered quietly.
She pulled away, turned around and bent over, using the shelves as a support. I didn't need any more of an invitation. I aimed my dick at her and pushed it deep into her already sopping wet pussy. Reaching down and around her I grabbed her tits, massaging and playing with her nipples between my fingers as I stroked slowly in and out of her pussy. I knew she was horny as hell, and she quickly put her fingers to work on her clit help things along quicker. She tried hard to keep quiet, but she gave little squeaks as my balls bounced off her exposed pussy with my quickening pace.
In very little time I could feel her pussy start to clench around my dick the beginnings of her climax sending jolts of electricity through her entire body. We came together a few minutes later, both of us trying to muffle our sounds to prevent being caught. She stood up as far as she could with me inside her and reached back to touch and caress me where she could for a few moments before we separated. We didn't wait much longer before we disconnected and quickly dressed her shorts covering her glistening pussy and our cum leaking down her leg in a trickle. With a parting kiss we walked out of the stacks by different isles and I headed back to work.
The next day she appeared in the afternoon wearing a red wrap around dress. It looked very pretty on her, but it looked even better when she untied the tie and pulled it open revealing a red lace garter, red stockings and a matching shelf bra that supported and highlighted her fantastic breasts. With the dress open she was even more stunningly beautiful and her exposed pussy and tits left no doubt about what she wanted either.
She closed the dress, and walked out of the office, looking over her shoulder at me to follow, which I quickly did. She was at the end of the hall, waiting at the elevator by the time I had gotten around my desk and out of my office. I took my place next to her and waited for the car to arrive, the doors soon sliding open. We stepped in and the doors closed behind us. As soon as they had closed she turned to me, opening her dress. We hadn't pushed a button, so the elevator didn't go anywhere, just sitting with us enclosed in the stainless steel box.
It was incredibly dangerous to do this, anyone pressing a button to use the elevator could discover us at any time, but she reached one hand up to my head and pulled it down to her chest. I quickly sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, spending several seconds sucking on her tit before I pulled away and pulled her dress closed. She pouted at me but allowed me to press the open button and I stepped out of the elevator. She followed several seconds later, her dress now fixed the way it was supposed to be, both of us turned on and left unfulfilled. It just wasn't the place to take care of that.
She followed me down the hall toward a door I stopped to unlock. I held the door open and then stepped into the small store room behind her.
"This is a bit safer!" I said as I closed the now locked door behind us. Without a word I stepped toward her and reached for the tie that held the red dress closed, pulling gently on it as the material slid against itself, the knot undoing itself as I tugged. I released the tie and allowed the dress to fall open, her body exposed to me once again. I reached to her shoulders and pulled her toward me, drawing her face to mine and her lips to mine. We stood and kissed for several long minutes, our lips sucking each other's, our tongues teasing and playing with each other's and her hands working my shirt and pants open so that the bare parts of her body were pressing against my bare skin. I had long since slipped her dress off and tossed it onto a stack of boxes and my hands were now exploring her bare ass and stroking her back.
Her hands found my hard cock and pressed it down, making sure that it slid between her legs, her wet lips nestling across the top of it. As we kissed she stroked her hips back and forth, rubbing her clit along the top of my shaft, driving herself slowly wild.
"Oh yes!" she mumbled into my mouth as I slid my hand from her butt down to grab her thigh and lift it, bringing her leg upward. It only took me a moment to slide my hard shaft back far enough to let my head engage in her now open pussy and press it slowly into her.
"Ohhhhhhhh god yes!" she moaned through her kiss as I pushed myself up into her and then pulled slowly back out.
"That's it baby! Fuck me!" She begged as I started sliding in and out of her, gaining speed as we climbed the slopes toward climax. My cock slid into her with a gentle squish and the base of my cock drove into her hard clit with each stroke.
"Damn you feel so tight!" I groaned as her pussy caressed my hard cock with each stroke my mushroom head growing fatter by the second. Stroke after stroke pushed us closer to a climax as we tried to keep our moans and groans quiet.
"OH FUCK!" I groaned as my body jerked, spurting a hot gush of cum into her pussy. Her body almost immediately clamped around my spasming cock, almost as if she were waiting to feel the hotness of my cum splash on her insides. Together we stood, holding each other and enjoying the aftermath of our mutual climax.
"God you're good." She panted. "I could fuck you a dozen times a day every day!"
"Well, I'm glad you enjoy my efforts."
"Oh believe me, I do. And I have just the thing in mind to let you know just how much I enjoy everything you do." She said as she pushed herself back off my cock and picked up her dress. She pulled it on and gave me a gentle kiss. "Until tomorrow. I expect you for lunch."
"Yes ma'am." I said as she stepped out of the door and disappeared.
I showed up as requested and it turned out, they had the idea of serving lunch to me... on themselves. In itself it wasn't a bad thing, actually it was kind of fun. It did cause a bit of a problem though. The lunch part was pretty well over and I was laying on the floor of one of the back bedrooms with Mandy on my face and Tina bouncing herself up and down my dick when I heard a female voice. Not a young one, belonging to one of the girls, but one that was a bit older.
"Oh hi Miss Jessip." I heard Tina say breathlessly, not even interrupting her bouncing.
"What the hell is going on here?" I heard the lady ask.
"Oh fuck!" Mandy said, freezing in place.
"I certainly get that impression!" the lady said. "Why don't you girls climb off your friend there and explain this."
I felt Tina stop humping my dick and climb off of me while Mandy crawled off my face, allowing me to see who was there. What I saw from my exposed position laying on the floor was a mid thirties woman, wearing a dark skirt and cream colored blouse. She had medium short dark hair and a pretty curvy figure. She also wore the look of a serious scowl on her face. I sat up and looked around for my clothes.
"I was going to ask what you were up to, but I can see that you're old enough to know better. What the hell are you doing here with these girls?"
"It's our fault." Mandy started.
"I doubt that!" Miss Jessip said sharply.
"No. It really is!" Mandy said again.
"I guess you better explain this then."
Mandy started in on an explanation of what had happened, and after several questions, ended up telling about the club. During the conversation Miss Jessip came into the room and closed the door, sitting on one of the beds. She listened to the explanation, asking questions to draw the whole story out. By that time I had managed to get myself up on the bed from the floor and was doing my best to make my nakedness inconspicuous, since my pants were on the other side of the girls. After some time, she dismissed the girls and closed the door behind them.
"Well, from the sound of it, you got drawn into something a bit bigger than you might have imagined."
"Actually, I had no idea what was going on at first."
"But you agreed to do this, even after you were fully aware?"
"Actually, yes. I thought about it real hard, and decided that as long as they were all over legal age, and chose to join the 'club' voluntarily, that it was probably a lot safer for them to be chasing after me than after some guy that might not stop of they said stop."
"That's very commendable, but you know this could get you fired."
"I thought about that, and while it may not be the smartest idea, none of the girls are in any way under my control or grading. Nothing is being traded for favors or otherwise. As long as it all stays quiet there is little harm going on, and if anything it's probably good for them."
"I'm not sure I know how free sex is good for them."
"The reality is that there is lots of free sex happening. This just lets them control when and how much, and to know that it's safe."
"So you let them choose when and where?"
"As long as it's not someplace public." I said, thinking about Tina and the library. "We try to keep it off campus."
"How many girls have you had sex with?"
"Um. I think the whole club, or most of it anyway. About seventeen or so girls."
"My god! Tell me you're not serious?" She asked incredulously.
"I never forced any of them or asked any of them. They came to me and asked it of me." I said defensively.
"So do you have any limits to who you'll screw?"
"Actually, with the club chasing me, I don't have time or energy to have it with anyone else."
"And how long has this been going on?"
"Oh, about three months or so I guess." I said quietly, wondering just how long it would be before she tried to have me jailed.
"And they kept this secret this long?"
"Julie told me the club has been in existence for years. There are girls in it from all three sororities."
"And you have sex with all of them?"
"If they ask me to."
"What if I asked you to?"
"Well, according to the club rules, I would have to refuse because your not part of the club. But since you are the house advisor, and since you now know about the club, I suppose that would make you the advisor for the club."
"Well, you were pretty busy with the girls. Do older women hold interest for you?"
"If they look as good as you do. Yes." I said honestly, not really sure she was suggesting what it seemed she was suggesting.
"You think I'm good looking?"
"Well, the outfit seems to be hiding your best looks, but from what I can see so far I think you're probably pretty damn good looking undressed."
"And would you have a problem if I was married?"
"I'll be honest. That's between you and your husband."
"That's an honest response." She said. After a long several minutes of silence, her mind clearly pondering all the options, she stood up. "I appear to a bit overdressed for this party. Would you care to do something about that?" she asked expectantly.
At this point I pretty much figured that I was in deep to start with, all I could do now was go along and see how things ended. And she was pretty good looking, and I was well turned on by the girls and hadn't had any release yet. "If you would care for me to, it would be my pleasure." I said standing up, still naked.
I stepped over to her and began to unbutton her blouse. As I worked I leaned my head down and began to softly and seductively kiss her neck. I worked all the buttons loose and then began to slowly pull the material back off her shoulders, kissing the newly bared skin on her right shoulder as I did. She let it fall off her arms and then put her arms around me as I kissed back up her shoulder to her neck. I reached my arms around her, sliding them down her back to find the zipper on the back of her skirt. I undid that as well while I kissed up her jaw line and found her mouth. Her eyes were closed but when my lips touched hers, she began to eagerly kiss back. I let her skirt slip from her hips, landing in a pile on the floor around her high heels.
I began to run my hands around her bare back, soon finding the clasp for her lacy bra, and flicking it open. I let the strap fall apart, but continued to gently run my hands around on her now completely bare back. After some time I stopped kissing her lips and worked my way down her jaw and neck again, working toward her shoulder that I was slipping the bra strap off. I kissed down the top of her breast to where the material from her bra still covered her and then slowly slid it down, kissing each inch of her creamy breast as it was exposed, until her nipple was within reach of my lips.
I kissed small circles around it, tasting her quickly puckering areola with the tip of my tongue as I knelt down in front of her. I pulled away the last of the material covering a pair of fantastic breasts allowing it to slide down her arms as I opened my mouth wide to get as much of her tit into my mouth as I could. They were not small, easily a C cup with lots of dark areola and a large turgid nipple. I used my tongue to trap her nipple against the roof of my mouth as I sucked it in, and rubbed her nipple with my tongue.
She groaned and wrapped her hands around the back of my head, pulling me tighter to her tit as I continued to stimulate it. She finally release her arms to get the bra straps off and discard it, while I took the break in contact to switch tits, sucking her left tit into my mouth as I had done to her right one. I worked her nipple for some time, while my hands explored her butt and pussy through the material still covering them. She was wearing pantyhose, and I set to work pulling them down as gently as I could while I continued to suck her tits, switching from one to the other every few seconds until she clamped me tightly to her left breast.
She lifted her feet in turn so I could pull her high heeled shoes and the hose off, and then reaching up to her arms and gently releasing her grip on my head. I began kissing across to the center of her chest when she released my head enough, and then kissed my way down her belly to the top of her panties. She was breathing hard as I began to slowly pull her panties down, exposing a dark patch of hair as I worked. I kissed my way down as I continued pulling her panties down farther and farther. Her pussy lips were soon visible, but I worked my way over to one thigh and kissed my way down it some distance before I pulled her panties down to her ankles. She lifted first one foot, and then the other. As she did I made sure her feet set back down farther apart and moved her hands to rest on my short hair. I transferred my kissing to the other leg and kissed and licked my way up her other thigh, slowly getting closer to her pussy.
I finally reached her already pouting lips and let my tongue gently rub over them, tasting her leaking juices. I pushed her back gently, until she sat on the bed and then used my hands to push her back farther until she was reclined back. I lifted her legs and began to lick my way up and down her pussy lips before sinking gently between them. She groaned loudly as I sunk my tongue deep into her, then slid it up her slit and across her clit. I repeated this motion many times, getting more and more response from her each time. She was clearly getting seriously ready to be fucked, her body screaming for the release that I was holding just out of reach. I focused on her clit and spent more time on it, flicking and sucking it greedily. She grabbed my head and pulled me tighter to her as she became vocal.
"Oh fuck!.. Oh God Yes!" she cried out loudly as I worked her clit. "Oh god. Make me cum Make me explode!" she screamed. I continued to work until she started to tremble, indicating that her orgasm was going into over drive. "Quick! Put your dick in me! Fuck me hard now!!" She cried out loudly. I pulled my head from her pussy and put my thumb on her clit and began to massage it while I moved my dick into position.
"OH PLEASE!" she screamed. "DON'T TEASE ME! FUCK ME NOW!"
I kept my thumb hard at work while I pushed my dick slowly into her spasming tunnel. She began to buck wildly on the bed as I pushed my hard dick deeper, hitting the end of her tunnel and then starting to pull back out of her. I continued to work her clit with my thumb while I stroked in and out of her hot pussy. It was hard to coordinate but I managed to do short quick strokes while she withered on the bed, the head of my cock banging into the end of her tunnel time after time while my thumb continued to stroke back and forth across her hard clit.



"OH FUCK!" She screamed breathlessly. "OH MY GOD! I want to feel you cum inside me! Fill me with your fuck juice. Fill my pussy with your hot cream!" she screamed as her whole body shook and jerked with her orgasm.
How could I refuse? I began to pump into her faster, her hips humping back at me even harder. I reached up with my free hand and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it and working the nipple as I came closer to climax, and then finally over the top. She felt the first spurts of cum explode inside her and wrapped her feet around me and pulled me deep into her.
"OH YES! FILL ME UP! PUMP YOUR CUM INTO MY HOT PUSSY!" she screamed out. I could feel her pussy squeezing and releasing me as I pumped shot after shot of my hot cum into her.
Finally she put her hand on mine, to stop me from working her clit. It was by far the longest orgasm I had ever been part of. She lay on the bed panting for breath, sweat running down her face and chest. As she caught her breath she said. "Holy fuck. No wonder they want to fuck you. I have never felt anything like that before!"
"Glad I could please you." I said, still twitching inside her.
"Please me? Fuck if my husband could do that I'd never get out of bed in the morning. Jesus." She said. Then she let out a long groan. "Oh god! Did the girls hear that?"
The door opened and about seven girls came in, in various states of dress.
"I would say they did." I answered. "You were kind of loud."
"I have no idea what came over me. I have never even said anything like that before, let alone shout it. Did I really say all those things I thought I said."
One of the girls piped up. "Lets just say that we know you have a hot pussy and you wanted it filled with, what was it? Oh yes. Fuck juice." She said with a grin.
"Oh god. What have I done?" she said covering her face with her hands.
I wasn't sure she quite realized yet how she looked. She was naked and had me trapped inside her with the girls standing there looking at her. I wasn't going to say anything though.
"Seems to me that you just joined the club." Julie said from the hall.
"Oh my god. The club! What am I going to do about the club?"
"As far as I can see, you're going to enjoy it." I said quietly
"I can't condone something like that!"
"Well, you can either be part of it or pretend it doesn't exist." One of the girls said. "Because either way we are going to get fucked."
Miss Jessip released her legs from around me and pulled herself up on the bed, looking around at the girls. She pushed herself off the bed past me and dressed in most of her clothes without another word and headed out of the room. I still had no idea what would come next.
The next day I got a call from Mrs Jessip. She asked me to come to her office. I found where it was and walked over to the third floor of the math building. Her office was in the corner and I knocked on the frame of the open door. "Close the door." She said when I stepped into her office.
"Good morning Mrs Jessip." I said.
"You might as well call me Julia." She said. "Considering what happened yesterday."
"Ok... Julia." I said "So what now?"
"I don't know. Part of me wants to scream at them all to stop, and part of me wants to go over there and join in." She said as she stood up and walked over to look out the window. "I just don't know what to do."
I looked her over from the chair I was sitting in. Now that she was not behind the desk I could see that she was wearing a short skirt, much shorter and less professional than the day before. She also had on a silk blouse that was semi-sheer. When she turned back to ward me I could see her silhouetted in the light for a second. I could swear I saw her nipples sticking out. She came over and sat on the edge of the desk in front of me.
"What should I do?" She asked me.
"Well, that depends." I said leaning forward. I put both hands on the top of her thighs. "You have to think about what makes sense." I continued as I slowly ran my hands down her skirt toward the hem. "I mean, you're a hot, sexy, beautiful woman." I now had my hands on her hose covered legs below the hem of the skirt. "If you want to feel more like yesterday" I said as I began to slide my hands up her legs, making sure that my hands went under her skirt, not over, "then you have to decide if exposing the club..." My hands were now nearly to her hips under her skirt, the material pulled part way up her legs, "is the best thing to do. I mean, there will be a lot of finger pointing when it comes out." I said as I began to rub my thumb up and down her panty covered pussy as she spread her legs as far as the skirt would allow. "You could just take advantage of the situation and enjoy it." I said as I pressed my thumb harder against the cloth, making it push between her.
"Are you trying to influence me by offering me sex?" she asked
"Well, you could interpret it that way I suppose."
She hiked her skirt up farther and spread her legs wider, allowing me to pull the material of her panty over and start rubbing my thumb up and down her now exposed pussy lips.
"What would my husband think?" she asked huskily as I started rubbing her now hardening clit.
"That depends on what you tell him. If you're just doing things with the girls, there isn't much suspicion. On the other hand you can tell him." I said as she slid farther to the corner of the desk, letting her skirt slide up the back side of her legs farther so she could spread her legs even further apart, letting me insert a finger into her pussy. "And if you did that there would be a scandal and you would certainly not get any more sex like you got yesterday."
I heard her groan as I rotated my hand and began to rub her clit with my thumb, my finger still buried in her, stroking along the top of her tunnel, searching for her g spot. I stood up and with my free hand began to unbutton her blouse while I continued rubbing her clit with my thumb.
"We really shouldn't be doing this." She said quietly as I pulled her blouse apart, revealing a very light bra that was barely restraining her rigid nipples. I was pleased to see it had a front clasp, which I undid. The material of the bra sprung apart, revealing both her luscious tits. I leaned down and began to suck on them like I had the previous day. She threw her head back and moaned as I sucked her nipple into my mouth and ran my tongue around it.
I pulled my head from her tits. "You better find a way to be quieter than you were yesterday, or we'll get caught." I whispered before going back to work on her tits.
"oh god yes." She whispered back. As she pulled my hand from her pussy. She stood up and pulled her skirt up, and her panties down. I enjoyed the short view I had of her thigh high stockings and bare pussy as she pushed her panties down her legs. She hiked her skirt back up and sat her bare ass on the edge of the desk. Then she leaned over, her hands going to work on my pants, undoing the front of them and pulling me out of the chair so my pants would fall down. She pulled my dick from my underwear and pushed them down as well, stopping when she had them down to my knees. Then she leaned back and lifted her legs high in the air, pulling my dick toward her waiting pussy. "Ok. You fuck me and I'll try to be quiet." She said as she aligned my head into her wet lips.
I pushed into her slowly, making her whimper and groan as she expanded around me. I had both hands free as wrapped her hands around my neck to support herself. I put them to work on her tits. When I reached bottom with my dick I began to slowly slide in and out of her. She wrapped her legs around my back, spreading her knees wide to give me full access. I moved one hand to her clit and went to work on it with my thumb, driving it in small circles that brought a long slow moan from her. I could see her staring at me, biting her lip as she came closer and closer to the orgasm being driven by my pistoning cock and busy thumb. Suddenly she closed her eyes and let it wash over her. Her body quaked and shook, her pussy spasming around my dick as I continued to stroke into her.
"Please cum inside me." She whispered breathlessly
I picked up my pace, but tried not to hit too hard at the end so we didn't make too much noise. I moved both hands to her tits and began to massage and squeeze them, enjoying the feel of their heft and size in my hands as I pounded into her wet pussy. I could feel my balls tighten up, the load of cum she was asking for making its way to the engorged head of my cock.
I groaned deeply and pushed as deep into her as I could as my dick started spurting deep in her. Her body quaked even harder as she felt my cum flowing into her already hot wet pussy. Slowly we both recovered from our climaxes and she pulled herself up to me, kissing me sensuously on the lips. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close to me, keeping myself buried in her as I kissed back.
We continued to kiss this way for several minutes before my dick softened enough to slip out. We broke the kiss and I stepped back, helping her to stand up. She bent down and picked up her panties and pulled them on, stemming the flow of cum from her sopping pussy and then straightened her skirt. While I pulled up my pants and fixed them I watched her pull her bra together and begin to button her blouse. Finally she was working on trying to tuck her blouse back into her skirt. I stepped over to her and reached around behind her. I unzipped the back of her skirt and let it fall to her knees, holding it with one hand so it didn't go all the way to the floor. Then I slowly pulled it back up, tucking her blouse gently in as I stroked her soft round ass. I soon had her skirt back to her waist and I zipped it up while she kissed me again.
"I guess this means that I can't tell anymore." She whispered.
"I guess not."
"Hell, even a quickie with you is more than I am used to getting." She said.
"I'm sorry." I said as I pulled her close and kissed her again,
After we broke the kiss she said, "Damn, you're good. It's no wonder the girls can't wait to be with you. Ok. We'll see how it goes." She said stepping back and sitting in her chair, trying to look professional before I opened the office door.
"Bye" I said, opening the door and heading out.
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Chapter 6
Canoeing
It had been several days since the interlude in Julia's office but now I was back at their chapter house. Three of the girls were sitting on the sofa with me, playing strip poker, when Julie came down the basement stairs dressed in a short skirt and halter type top.
When Julia saw me sitting there she came over and stated, "Hey Mike, we're going canoeing this weekend as a chapter. The girls would really like you to come."
"I haven't been canoeing in a while. Sounds like it could be a lot of fun." I replied.
"Cool. All you have to do is bring yourself. We leave at 8 so be here early." She said. "Oh...and by the way, this will be the whole chapter, so be careful who you screw! Most of the girls aren't part of the club." she finished with a laugh.
"OH, really?" I said reaching out and grabbing her hand.
"You mean club veterans like you?" I said as I pulled her down on my half naked lap, slipping a hand under her top. I found her bare tit and played with her nipple for a few seconds.
"But only if you want to come." She said teasingly, grabbing my swollen dick through my underwear.
"Careful there Julia, you might spoil the fun of this game." I said mockingly.
"Really? Girls, what do you think? Do you want to strip for him...or would you rather just get naked and fuck him?" She said while looking at me, a huge smile on her face.
"Mike seems to be a bit horny." She added
In answer all three girls put down their cards and, in short order, were all completely naked; not that there was a lot left to take off. Julia got up off me as I was pushed back onto the sofa by Sue, who planted herself on my face while the other two got busy sucking my dick.
I heard Julia laugh as she walked up the stairs to leave me to the girls. It wasn't long before I felt a pussy engulf my dick and start to ride up and down. I did my best to concentrate on the pussy in front of me, lest I come too soon.
It took a few minutes but I managed to make Sue cum in a rather loud display. After that I moved to the floor, put Amanda under me, and started pounding my cock deep into her. Tracy moved over me and I started licking her pussy as she arched her back to give my tongue full access. I watched Amanda reach up and start pushing a finger in and out Tracy's pussy until her own orgasm reached the point of no return and she started shuddering on the ground under me.
I was getting close to my own orgasm and I hoped that Tracy was as well. I pulled out of Amanda and pulled Tracy over toward me. She pulled back from me and soon was spread over a bean bag with her ass in the air. I pushed my already slick dick into her and started humping away. I groaned and my cum blasted into her as soon as I felt her orgasm start; her body shaking and her pussy twitching around my spurting dick.
We all fucked and licked in various positions for another 30 minutes before I was drained dry. I cleaned up and kissed everyone goodbye and then headed home to get some needed rest.
The next morning I arrived around seven thirty. The front door was open so I walked in, knocking on the frame as I did. There were a lot of girls milling around the house, most dressed in tiny bikinis, but a few were wearing one piece suits of varying description. One or two were still running around naked or half so, but I was apparently enough of a common occurrence that the ones that weren't in the club just walked past un-phased.
I found Julia in the kitchen with another lady. She was mid thirties and wearing a backless one piece suit that was cut deeply down the front between her moderate sized tits that looked firm and round in the suit. I was pretty sure that I had seen her some place before but couldn't put my finger on where.
"Oh, Hi Mike. I want you to meet the other house advisor. This is Mandy Crump."
"I held my and out to shake hers."
"A hand-shake...Is that all I get?" She said with a smile as she took my hand.
I looked quizzically at Julia.
"Oh don't worry. JJ filled me in...completely." She said.
"Oh?" I asked.
"Oh yes," Julia said, "Mandy and I have been friends for years. There was no way that I couldn't share this with her."
"And from what I hear." Mandy said as she stepped forward until her tits were rubbing against my chest.
"You have a lot to share." She finished, using her hand to place mine on her chest while she used her other hand to start stoking my dick through my swim suit. She leaned closer and kissed my lips, a quick wet kiss at first, but soon growing in intensity as I felt her tongue reach out and lick between my lips, enticing me to open my mouth. Her free hand went around my neck and pulled my head to her as she began to kiss me more sensuously. I couldn't really help myself; I was soon becoming hard as a rock and rubbing her tit through her suit. I felt her hand loosen on my dick and then go to work on the string of my suit. She soon had it loose and pushed the front of my suit down, freeing my now rock hard dick.
I heard JJ scold. "Damn Mandy, can't you wait? It's almost time to go."
She broke the kiss and pulled away fractionally, still not letting go of my dick.
"You weren't joking, JJ - I could fuck this right now." She said huskily.
"Well, there isn't time right now." JJ said. We need to get the girls ready to go.
"Ok," She said, disappointment clear in her voice, "if you insist." She let go of my neck and stepped back, still holding my dick. She squatted down and quickly took me into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head. After just a second or so she pulled her mouth off of me and stood back up. "Just something to keep you thinking about me." She said. At this point, being horny as hell, I reached up and took both bathing suit straps on her shoulders and pulled them off and down, exposing her tits. Her chest was shaped and sized like two halves of a coconut, with large hard nipples on the peaks. They were fairly well tanned with no hints of tan lines either.
I leaned down and quickly sucked one of her tits into my mouth, working my tongue on the nipple and squeezing it against the roof of my mouth as I sucked. I felt her hand wrap around my neck and pull me tighter.
As I nipped and toyed with her tit, I heard her coo and say. "Ohhhh fuck, that feels so good. You were right, he can sure can suck a nipple!" After several seconds I pulled my head from her chest.
"Just something to keep you thinking about me." I said as I bent over to pull my swim suit back up.
"Oh don't worry. I won't forget." She said.
I tied my suit back up, even though it really didn't hid my still raging hard dick. It was going to be obvious to anyone that looked that I had a huge hard-on.
"This could be a bit embarrassing." I said looking down adjusting myself to try to make it a bit less obvious.
JJ laughed then said, "Just a little, maybe, since not all the girls know you that well...yet."
"I think I really need to take care of that." Mandy said stepping back against me and rubbing my throbbing cock with an expert touch, her bare tits still exposed.
JJ interrupted, "Sorry, no time - it's time to load up."
"Oh, phoo!" Mandy muffled as she stepped back, pulling her suit back in place. After Mandy and JJ left the kitchen, I stood there for a couple minutes trying to will my dick to go down. I could hear them calling the girls names and getting things organized outside. I was finally starting to relax some when a young lady I recognized, but wasn't part of the club, came into the kitchen.
"JJ sent me to find you." She stated, smiling.
"Ok. I'm coming." I said, stepping from the counter I was leaning against.
Maybe it was my imagination, but I could have sworn I heard her say "not yet I hope" under her breath as she turned to leave. I stepped behind her, my still semi-hard cock showing through my suit, and followed my guide outside to a line of cars parked in front of the house.
She led me to a Ford Explorer. "We're in this one." She said as she climbed in the back seat. Her tiny blue bikini bottom stretched tight across her ass and I could see faint pussy hairs peeking around the bottom of her suit and the shape of her pussy pressed against the thin material as she bent over to climb in the back seat. I watched her disappear into the SUV and tried to will my cock to not start rising again Kim came up behind me and dragged her nails down my back sending a jolt of excitement to my crotch. My body gave in against my will and my cock quickly grew again.
"It looks like we're in the back." Kim said to me, gently pushing me toward the door. I bent over and climbed in with Kim following close behind. I was quickly sandwiched between to bikini clad girls in the back seat that was really only big enough for two adults.
I started looking for seat belts and tried to feel on the seat for the two halves of my belt. Nether girl seemed interested in helping me. In fact, it seemed that they were happily sitting on the seat belts, making me fish around and under their asses for it.
"Ohhh. Getting fresh?" the girl in blue whispered teasingly.
"Who me?" I asked innocently.
"If I was getting fresh I would do this!" I said as I pulled my hand from under her bottom and slid it back down, this time inside the tiny bottoms of her bikini. My hand pressed against her bare skin. as I wiggled my hand under her as far as I could - working my fingers father under her until they were touching her pussy. She giggled and wiggled as my fingers found a wet spot before I pulled my hand back out.
"That would be getting fresh." I said teasingly.
Then I said, "This is looking for a seat belt.", as I slid my hand under her again. This time I squeezed her butt cheek so she would lift a little bit and then pulled the belt from under her. Now all I needed was the buckle. I turned as far as I could the other direction. "Excuse me Kim, have you seen a seat belt anywhere?" "Why no I haven't." she said with mock seriousness. "I suppose you will have to feel around for it."
I slid my hand under her butt, finding the buckle, but just for fun continued reaching under until my fingers found her crotch. She was giggling from my wiggling fingers as Mandy got in the front passenger seat and closed the door.
"Busy back there already?" she asked, turning around in her seat to look at us.
"Not me, I'm just trying to find my seat belt." I said as innocently as I could muster.
"AH! Here it is." I laughed, pulling the buckle from under her butt. I buckled the belt around my waist. "Ready to go!"
"I can see that." Mandy said looking at my crotch. I had hardened even more playing with the two girl butts, and the head of my dick was poking out the leg of my slightly pulled up swim suit.
"Your one eyed snake is peaking at me." She finished with a very girlish giggle.
"OOPS!" I said, turning red. I pulled the leg of my suit back over my exposed dick as the driver climbed in.
Mandy reached back between the front seats and slid her hand up my leg and wrapped her fingers around my dick, then said. "Well, make sure you keep it someplace safe."
After a short squeeze, she withdrew her hand and finished, "We wouldn't want it to get hurt."
I heard the girl in the driver's seat laugh as the truck started. I looked in the mirror and saw that is was Sue sitting behind the wheel.
"This is Kathy." Kim said introducing me to the blue bikini clad girl.
"She is a fan of yours. Seems you were careless about a shower door one day?" she said with a smile. Then Kim leaned close and whispered, "And, she turned 21 yesterday."
"OH!" I said. "And I suppose I'm her birthday present?" I whispered back.
"Sort of..." Kim responded with a smirk and a shrug.
"Well, I'll try not to disappoint her." I whispered.
"I don't think that's possible." Kim replied flatly patting me on the knee.
I sat back to relax as the caravan of cars made their way out of town and onto the two lane highway headed toward the river. Mandy pulled down her visor and adjusted the vanity mirror so she could see in the back, adjusting it low enough so she could see my crotch between the two front bucket seats.
Now, Kathy had her hand in my lap and was playing with the hem of my swim suit. I took this to mean she was interested in something, but was too bashful to really start anything.
Seeing that I was the experienced one, I reached down and found the string on the side of her suit and slowly pulled it. I untied the right side of her suit and let the string pull the material away from her soft skin. I put my hand on her hip and gently began to slide it down her thigh, pushing the material away from her body even more as I went.
Once I had my hand nearly to her knee, I slowly stroked my fingers back up the inside of her thigh, letting then slide side to side as I worked closer to her still covered pussy. I let my fingers reach the junction of her legs and then traced the material across her mound and around to her other hip. I reached as far as I could and found the tie on the other side with my finger tips. I pulled it slowly and then began tracing the same path down that hip, dragging the material along with my hand by the string still tangled in my fingers.
By the time my hand was half way down her left leg, the bikini bottom was laying in a pile between her legs, her curly brown hair fully on display. I let the string slip from my fingers as traced down to her knee and then started my way back up, teasing the inside of her leg and thigh with my fingers until I touched her curls. She briefly clamped her legs together, capturing my hand when my fingers touched her wet lips, and then she spread them apart, letting me reach down further and stroke my fingers up and down her downy soft pussy lips.
I looked up and her head was back and her eyes closed enjoying the sensations I was causing. I gently worked my fingers between her lips, drawing moisture from her insides up and across her clit as it became more and more exposed. I continued this for some time before I felt her hand move to my lap and start squeezing my dick through my trunks. Kim took it upon herself to help Kathy out, untying my trunks and working them over my hips as I lifted off the seat slightly.
Kim pushed my trunks down my legs and pulled them off my feet as Kathy began massaging my dick with more vigor. I continued working on her clit as she leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder. Her hair smelled nice and I savored the moment and the sensual sensations as we gently stroked each other.
After a couple minutes of this soft-sided snuggling, she whispered in my ear. "I want you to fuck me."
"Now?" I asked.
"God yes...Please..." She whispered more intently.
"Ok. Climb on my lap." I said.
It took a little help from Kim, but Kathy was soon leaning between the front bucket seats, with her bare bottom resting on my lap. Kim had her lift up and she aimed my dick at Kathy's wet pussy. Slowly she sank down on me, taking my big dick in inch by inch.
It was agonizingly slow, but I let her go at her own pace, letting her body stretch around me and expand to take as much of me in as she could. She had her legs spread around mine so I reached around her and began to massage her clit again as I slowly worked more of my dick into her tight tunnel. The massage seemed to help and she moved back on me a little more quickly, using tiny little wiggles to help work me into her.
I heard her groan as she settled fully on my dick, my fat head pressing against her cervix. I reached up with my free hand and untied the light blue string in the middle of her back, and then reached around and began to gently play with her right tit. She moaned as I stroked her nipple and her clit in time with each other. We continued this for nearly ten minutes, neither of us moving much, but me just stroking her clit and nipple.
Then, quite suddenly, she started to grind and bounce on my dick ever so slightly. After a few moments, she shrieked and practically collapsed between the seats; her body quaking and quivering. I gently pulled her back up and slid her over toward her seat, rolling my hips so I would stay inside her. Slowly she seemed to come back to focus, and realize where she was and what was happening.
"Oh my God...that felt so incredible." She said quietly as she lay back against the door.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Did you... I mean did you, you know..."
"Cum inside you?" I said, finishing her sentence.
"Uh huh." She said weakly.
"No." I said, stroking her body and gently playing with her bare tits.
"Ok." She said. "Do you want to?"
"The question is do you want me to?" I countered.
"Part of me says yes, but part of me says no." she said.
"But I'm glad you were inside me when I came. That was so fucking incredible the way it felt....sooooo much better than one of those plastic things."
"Well, if you're not sure I won't force you." I said.
Kim piped up, "Come on Kathy! He hasn't even really started to fuck you. So far, all you did was sit on him and let him finger you to climax."
I held my hand up, looked at Kim and stated, "OH NO! If she said no that's no. Don't encourage her to do things she isn't ready for."
Then I leaned over and kissed Kathy gently on the lips.
"It's fine if you're not ready for that." I whispered. "You still feel very good to me, and if and when you want more, you know where to find me."
Then I rolled my hips and pulled my still hard dick from her sopping pussy. Kathy sat back-up straight and started putting her bikini back on.
Mandy leaned around the seat. "So what are you going to do with THAT?"
"I dunno. Got any ideas?"
"Fuck yeah!" Mandy said.
In a flurry of activity, she had her suit all the way off and was climbing between the seats completely naked. With some work, she turned around and faced the front seat and leaned down between the seats. She aligned her ass over my lap and Kim aimed my dick at her pussy. She quickly settled down on it with a groan.
"OHHHH FUCK YES!" she said as she bottomed out. "God you feel so big inside me." "You think that's big, just wait until he's about ready to cum. Last time he came in me I thought I was sitting on a geyser." Sue said from the front seat.
Using the backs of the front seats for leverage, Mandy began to stroke up and down my dick, bouncing her ass up and down off my thighs - driving me wild with the sensation of her hot cunt riding me.
I reached up and grabbed both her fantastic tits and started kneading them and working on her nipples between my fingers. Within a minute or so she was making a ton of noise, complete with obscenities; her orgasm quickly nearing its peak. I was getting close to going over the edge myself with the feeling of her pussy riding up and down my shaft, each stroke rubbing my cock in the most incredible way.
"Ohh that feels so good....I'm gonna cum!" I groaned through my gritted teeth.
"Oh fuck, FUCK...YES...GIVE IT TO ME!" She screamed.
Mandy continued to pound on me even harder as her body began to literally vibrate. I groaned deeply and started spouting my juice deep into her pussy. She pushed herself down on me as far as she could when she felt the first shot, and then just sat there trembling as I twisted and squeezed her nipples, my dick still pumping its cum into her pussy.
After we relaxed for a short time I started to gently tease her tits again. Their softness and heft felt good in my hands, but in reality, this was a very uncomfortable position for both of us. She disengaged from my still semi-hard dick and climbed back into the front seat, her pussy leaking a trail of cum over the SUV's console.
Slowly, Mandy pulled her suit back on and then she said, "Jesus! That was even better than JJ said it would be. I can't wait to find out how it feels when there is enough room to move."



"I'm glad you approve." I responded, leaning my head back, trying to catch my breath.
Kim leaned over and snuggled into my shoulder and chest. Then she began to gently stroke my wet but shrinking dick. I wrapped my arm around her and she moved my other hand to her chest, encouraging me to stroke take advantage of her hardened nipples. I slipped a hand under her suit top and played with the naked nipple.
"You're pretty horny aren't you?" I asked redundantly.
"God yes!" she whispered.
"Sue! How much further?" I asked
"About fifteen minutes or so.", our chauffeur answered.
"That's enough time for me." Kim said, moving away from me and putting her back to the door.
She lifted her butt off the seat and pulled her panties down to her knees and then pushed them off. She spread her legs as far apart as she could and pulled my hand in between them. Taking the cue, I began to stroke her pussy with my thumb. She pushed her top up, exposing her large tits and rock hard nipples. She made moaning noises as she began to rub them and then inched her ass down until she was nearly sitting on me. I gladly slipped a couple fingers deep inside of her.
I found Kim's g-spot and it didn't take long before she cried out in pleasure. She tugged her nipples and began to violently hump my hand as I wiggled my fingers against the nerve bundle. A moment later her body tightened. Then she began to squirt her girl cum onto both Kathy and myself before falling limp.
"Damn, that was fast!" Sue said from the drivers seat.
"Doesn't take long if you know the right buttons....and if the she's already wound up." I said smiling.
"You 'MUST' teach me how to hit that spot." Kim said firmly as she tried to put herself back together.
I reached to the floor and found my swim suit and put it on my feet. I pulled it up and worked it over my hips and then tied it up.
"Oh Sue, I'm so sorry...I just realized that you're the only one that didn't get a ride." I said apologetically.
"Oh don't worry. This trip isn't over yet." She said looking at me in the rearview mirror with a grin.
A few minutes later Sue pulled into the canoe rental place and we all piled out of the mid-sized SUV.
"Next time we need a bigger car." I said stretching out my long limbs as JJ came walked over and stuck her head into the truck.
"Damn, you guys must have been busy, the car smells like a friggin' sex parlor."
"Umm...Sorry?" I said a bit sheepishly.
"Hmmph! I bet you are." JJ scoffed over her shoulder as she walked off with Mandy to talk over the doings in the car. Sue came around the front of the truck and slipped her arm into mine. "I think you owe me." She whispered. "OK. But it might have to wait a little bit." I replied quietly.
"Like hell!" she blurted, pulling me along toward one of the many outdoor bathrooms around the campground. She unceremoniously pulled me inside the ladies side and drug me into one of the small shower stalls. She pushed the door closed behind us and pressed herself against me, kissing me franticly. Her tongue darted into my mouth as she pushed my hand to her pussy and jerked on the front of my suit to get her hand to my hard dick. "You said you could make it happen in a minute. Here's your chance." She said breathlessly when she broke the kiss, her free hand trying to get my suit down the rest of the way.
I grabbed the waist band of her suit bottom and yanked it down over her hips, pushing it as far down as I could reach. She wiggled her legs until it fell to her ankles and stepped out of it. She lifted one leg high, planting her foot on the frame of the door to hold it up. I slipped a finger up into her already wet pussy. It didn't take long to curl my finger to the right place and find that little rough patch on the top of her tunnel. Within a few seconds she was humping against my hand and moaning into my mouth as she pushed her tongue as deep into my mouth as she could. She was moaning and crying into my mouth as she came around my finger, her pussy clamping on me as she orgasmed. I slowed down and finally stopped, sliding my sopping finger from her pussy. "Fuck, she was right. That was unreal. " Sue stated, trying to catch her breath.
"I'm glad you approve but we better get back before someone misses us." I said as I helped her put her leg down.
"I suppose so." She said as she bent over to pull her swim suit back up. We walked out together and quickly rejoined the group.
It took another half hour of milling around before the bus was ready to go and the gear was all lined up to load. JJ and I were last in line. I was admiring her ass in her modest yellow bikini. The soft curves were hidden partly by a silky yellow and red, translucent, scarf that was wrapped around her waist. JJ boarded the bus, stepping up the stairs in front of me, bringing her ass into even better view. I followed her up the stairs and down the aisle to the back. We ended up sitting nearly in the back of the bus with me getting the window seat. The bus started and we were soon bouncing down the dirt road that would take us to the canoe launching point several miles up-stream.
JJ had her hand on my dick, over my suit, teasing it and making it grow. After a couple minutes of teasing, she had my dick nice and hard. Leaning over to me she whispered, "I just had a really naughty idea."
"What's that?" I asked, knowing where her mind had already wandered to.
With a wicked grin she reached her other hand into my lap and untied my suit strings. It took a little work but she soon had my dick out and was working the suit down as far as it would let her with me sitting. Satisfied she had it far enough, she lifted herself off the bouncing seat and quickly pulled her bottoms down to her knees. She sat back down on my lap with my cock sticking up between her legs.
Reaching between her legs she pressed my cock against her soaking pussy lips and waited for the next bounce to lift her bottom up. I wasn't surprised that she was wet but I didn't realize how wet she really was until I felt her juices dribbling down my shaft. When the bus bounced again, her weight settled down onto me and my cock drove easily up into her hot, wet pussy in one swift motion.
Once she was settled on me, the bouncing of the bus kept up an irregular pumping of my dick in and out of her pussy. I reached one hand around her waist and started to play with her clit as she bounced on my shaft. She started to climax as we hit a particularly large bump; nearly bouncing her off my dick before slapping her ass back down on my lap. She groaned in pleasure to her own orgasm as I started spurting my thick load of cum into her hot, slick pussy.
We sat with my spent dick slowly softening inside her as we bounced the rest of the way to the launch point. I doubt any of the girls missed the fact that she was sitting on my lap, but I wasn't sure if they all realize we were fucking. The bus pulled to a stop and JJ pulled her bottoms up as far as she could discreetly, and then slipped them the rest of the way up as she stood up to get off the bus. I pulled mine up as I stood, and tucked the ties in without tying them.
Once off of the bus we started to get the canoes to the water and set the girls up with paddles and life jackets. I still didn't know who was partnering with whom, or for that matter, which girl I was going to be with. As it turned out, I was getting paired up with a young lady named Jennifer. She was one of the club girls I was pretty sure I had met, but I knew that she wasn't on the boat trip.
Jennifer was nicely proportioned and she was wearing a rainbow colored string bikini that accentuated all the curves of her body; while making the parts it did cover even sexier, if that was even possible.
We all got settled into our canoes and made it down the river almost two miles before the mischievous behavior started. Everything was going well, and we were splashing and having a good time, everyone was pretty much behaving when for some reason one girl, Samantha I think, dared Kim to go topless. I had to admit that I was enjoying the challenging banter of the two girls and before I knew it my canoe was back in the midst of the whole group as everyone had stopped paddling to watch the spectacle.
Kim, never one to shirk from a challenge of any kind, simply replied that she would love to go topless, as long as Samantha joined her. Accusations of chicken and the like were traded and before long the two girls were quickly pulling their tops off. With the two now topless, Kim and Samantha wasted no time in escalating the situation to where one girl after another was drawn into their little dare. Before long an array of round young tits were on full display; complete with hardened nipples due to the cold water being splashed around. Fortunately it was a weekday, and still early in the season, so we had the river pretty much to ourselves. Each of the canoes took their turn to come by and drop their tops into my canoe. Even Jennifer joined in the fun by swiveling around in her seat and pulling her bikini top off; showing me her very nice, C cup breasts. Even Mandy got in the act as well by pulling the top of her one piece down. She wiggled her tits for me while our canoes were close and she knew she could give me a good view.
Mandy's behavior had immediate results in other ways as well. The girls decided that all of the "house mom's" should join the fun as well. JJ was hesitant, but finally relented after Mandy said something that apparently convinced her to pull the canoe next to mine. JJ flashed me a big smile and pulled her suit top off and tossed it into my lap.
Jennifer turned around in her seat and faced me. Then she started convincing the rest of the girls that since they were all topless that I should be equivalently disrobed. I made the point that if I took my suit off, I was showing everything and they were only showing part of theirs. I figured that would end the whole idea but there was a flurry of chatter between the girls, only parts of which I could hear. But, what little I could hear didn't sound like I was going to win this argument.
The end result was a bunch of giggling girls wiggling around in their seats as they slipped off the rest of their suits. After holding them in the air like trophies each of the canoes came along side mine with the naked girls tossing their bottoms into my canoe, adding them to the pile of tops I had already collected.
The pile of swim suits and the collection of now naked girls clearly indicated that I was out voted. Just to clinch the vote, Mandy pulled her canoe over and slipped her suit off as well. When she caught up, she tossed it onto my canoe, leaving only JJ, Jennifer and myself with anything on. Turning around in her seat, JJ grinned and pulled the strings on her bottom and pulled it off. She spread her legs to give me a good view of her glistening pussy before tossing the suit onto the pile.
Jennifer was the last girl to finish. Still turned around in her seat facing me, she slipped her bottoms off and then set her feet on the sides of the canoe. She pushed her knees apart so I could see everything she had to offer. It was pretty obvious what she was hinting at and my cock jumped inside my suit at the thought of plunging my cock deep into her.
"I think it's your turn now!" She said as she ran a finger up and down her wet pussy lips while her other hand squeezed at one of her nipples.
With a sigh of resignation, I carefully pulled my suit off and held it in the air for them all to see. My cock was raging hard and sticking up like a flag pole. Lots of cheering and shouting ensued before we turned our energies toward moving the naked armada back down the river again. As we headed into the next rapids with the girls still cheering and carrying on, all of us butt naked, the three of us adults silently hoped that we didn't come around the corner to a shoreline full of horny boys. My hard-on shrank as I worried as much about getting caught as I worried about everyone navigating the rapids safely.
Around the next bend, we didn't find a bunch of horny boys; just a short stretch of beach with slow moving water lapping at the sand. When they saw the little beach, the almost two dozen naked girls decided it was time to stop and swim. Everyone pulled up to the shore, climbed out of their canoe and stretched. The view of all the naked asses and titties bouncing around made my semi stiff hard-on jump back to life.
There was a lot of laughing and splashing in the cold water, presenting me with over forty rock hard nipples to watch. This situation had very pronounced effect on me and as I stood in water up to my thighs, my dick stuck out parallel to the water bouncing up and down with my heartbeat. My erect condition was not unnoticed by the girls and I was quickly surrounded by several of them who proceeded to pull me out into the deeper water.
They started playing a game of tag that quickly became a game of 'Tease Me', where they would swim up to me and try to rub their pussies on my dick. A wide variety of positions were explored, from full frontal contact with French kisses to bending over with butt-wiggling contact. A half a dozen of them even tried to get my cock inside their pussy, which sort of bothered me because I knew that at least two were not part of the club and I wasn't exactly sure how old everyone actually was. I was led to believe that they were all over 18, but I wasn't positive, so caution was the name of the game.
The game continued until a group of canoes with a mix of guys and a couple girls came down river and around the bend. All the girls in our group ducked under water and covered themselves but it was obvious that the guys had seen some of girls before they were able to conceal their nude state. The boys were cat-calling and chanting "Titties-Titties" but only a couple of our girls popped up to flash them. After the boys moved down-stream the girls came back to the beach, and at my urging, reluctantly got dressed again.
We shoved off and headed down stream again and slowly cruised along the river; all the while the boisterous girls splashed each other and played canoe-tag. After a half hour we came upon a nice sand bar, so we all stopped for lunch and another swim.
It only took a few minutes to get lunch set out and the girls cycled through to make their sandwiches from the cold-cuts and cheese that Mandy and JJ had brought. Several of the girls chose to wait their turn by coming by where I was lounging and tease me with a variety of sexually explicit suggestions. Jennifer was there too but she remained quiet and coy until the other girls began to leave to go make their sandwiches. Having already sat for a long time in the front of my canoe, staring at my hard cock, it was obvious that Jenifer was a patient girl. She remained seated on the end of a canoe for another minute before she finally started to make her way over to me and asked, "Mister Mike, would you like to go explore around the other side of the bar with me?"
The sand and gravel bar we had stopped on was one of the larger ones and split the river with water flowing around both sides. Its size allowed fast growing soft wood trees to sprout up ten or fifteen feet in the air as well as support a wide variety of brush and wildflowers. I rather doubted that the flora of the mini-island was what she had planned to explore so I answered cautiously.
"I'm not sure that's really a good idea. I'd hate to get accused of inappropriate behavior or something."
"Oh I would never do that to you!" She said, obviously horrified at the thought of putting either of us in an uncomfortable situation.
Then she finished with, "I just was hoping that you would take a walk with me. I don't really want to go exploring alone...you know, snakes and stuff."
With a sigh I stood up, signaling my agreement, and let her lead me off through the brush toward the other side of the sand-bar. We wound through the brush on a little trail that had been made by years of intrepid explorers out to discover what lay beyond the trees.
Stepping out of the tree-line we found ourselves on a sandy little crescent beach made by an eddy of water flowing around a fallen tree that jutted off the main shore. The water flow was slow and easy compared to the main river which whipped along at a pretty good clip. The mat of storm toppled trees to both sides of us attested to the inability of anyone to navigate this fifteen foot wide channel of water.
"Nice." I said as I waded out into the water, which was surprisingly warm.
The sand was soft and there was a deep hole scoured out on the back side of the large log laying all the way across the flow like a small dam.
"Ohhh this is nice." She said as she waded out past me and sunk down to her chin.
The water was easily thirty degrees warmer than the main river because of the sun beating on the sandy bottom and shore. I settled down into the water and lay back on the sand, enjoying the warm relaxing flow that gently swirled around me. I closed my eyes and allowed the sun to bake me as I relaxed; oblivious to what Jennifer was doing just a few feet away. A few minutes later, I was drawn back to reality by the shadow that blotted the sun from beating on my face and chest. Jennifer's feet were straddling my waist. "Can I ask a favor?" She asked barely loud enough to be heard of the soft gurgle of the water. "What kind of a favor?" I answered, still cautious and now noticing she was completely naked.
"Well," she started, sinking down to her knees, her wet pussy hovering inches above my stomach.
"I know that the girls think you're really something special in bed, and well... I wondered if..." She paused and then looked me straight in the eye, "Would you eat my pussy?"
"Well, I don't know. I'm not even sure how old you are." "I'm twenty, and next year I'll be able to join the club." She answered.
"You know about the club?" I asked, a bit startled.
"Oh, Yes, we all do...and I've seen you having sex with a bunch of the girls. So, will you?"
"Not to be insensitive, but why eat you? I mean, I kind of expected you to ask me to screw you, but why do you only want me to just eat your pussy?" I asked.
"Well...yeah, a fuck sounds good but I've seen you make some of the girls cum every time you eat their pussy." She said, sinking back a bit so she was sitting on my stomach my hard cock pressing thru my trunks against her bare ass.
"Yes, I have done that, I enjoy that very much. But, why now, why here?" I asked, moving my hands to her legs and idly running them up and down her thighs.
"Well I want..." she began nervously.
"I mean...can you... uh, will you?" She stumbled, clearly a little embarrassed.
"Slow down, Jennifer. Obviously there's something you haven't told me. What is it, are you a virgin?" I asked in a very calm and disarming voice.
I recognized the courage it took for her to even ask me over here alone, never mind the request for oral; so I knew I had to put her at ease. I let my fingers run up and down her thighs very gently. I only pushed my fingers hard enough to make very small dimples in her skin.
"Oh no! I'm not a virgin!" She said strongly, "Well, not exactly anyway."
"What does not exactly mean?" I asked, even more confused.
She leaned down toward me her tits hanging below her and nearly touching my chest, her cheeks blushing red. "I've had lots of sex with both girls and boys, I just never had a boy make me cum." She whispered, her cheeks blushing red.
"Ahhh, now I understand. So you think you can't cum, if it's a guy, is that it?" I asked with a soft smile.
Sliding my hands up over her ass and up her back, I gently pulled her toward me until my lips caressed the tip of one of her nipples. Her breasts weren't large, but each one, the size of a medium sized orange, were topped with round protruding nipples in the middle of oblong pink areola. I reached my tongue out and gently ran it around and around her left nipple, finally wrapping my lips around her hardened nipple and sucked it gently into my mouth. I opened my mouth wider, suctioning in as much of her breast as I could and flicked her nipple with the tip of my tongue. Releasing her left nipple I kissed my way across her chest to her right breast and ran my tongue around and around her hardening nipple, allowing it to grow even harder with my attention before drawing it into my mouth with a large amount of her medium sized breast.



"Ohhhh....that feels nice." She cooed as my hands caressed her back and ass while my tongue teased her nipple.
I let one hand slide under her ass and my fingers explore between her legs until I had a finger gently stroking up and down her exposed wet slit. It didn't take long for my fingers to find her hard clit and tease it while I switched my mouth back to the other nipple.
"Why don't you scoot up here a bit more." I coaxed after letting her wet tit slip from my mouth.
"Where?" She panted as I pulled her ass toward my face.
She lifted herself and walked her knees through the shallow water until her pussy was inches from my face, allowing me to reach out with my tongue and taste her seeping juices.
"Oooooooooooo...mmmmm" she moaned as I pressed my tongue between her lips and slid it up and across her hard clit.
I smiled at the reaction and made the trip again, pushing my tongue deep between her soft wet lips, driving it as far into her tunnel as I could before drawing the juices it collected up the length of her slit and over her clit. With the tip of my tongue, I flicked rapidly back and forth across her hard clit, making her whole body squirm and shake as she cried out loudly.
"OH FUCK YES!" She blurted, almost screaming.
"Oh god yes...Oh yes...Oh my god, YES... I'm going to cum! Oh fuck you're going to make me CUM!!!" She was almost yelling at this point as her orgasm crested.
Then her whole body trembled and shook as I attacked her clit, alternately flicking and sucking it with my mouth and tongue. I let my fingers stroke between her butt cheeks and across her little rose bud. When her whole body suddenly stiffened, she let out one long cry of pleasure as her orgasm washed over her and her juices washed over my chin and face like water being poured from a glass. I continued to attack her clit until she reached down and pushed my face from her pussy, indicating that her sensitive nub was no longer capable of taking the stimulation.
"Like that? Is that what you wanted?" I asked, looking up at her as she started scooting back down my body, her pussy dripping juices onto my chest and stomach.
"Oh my god - YES...Yes, it was, but now I want your cock in me!" She said huskily as she reached behind her began pushing the front of my swim suit down.
Her hands soon had my suit down enough to get my rock hard shaft with her hand. I let her aim my engorged head between her sopping wet lips and then slowly push herself down onto my shaft. Her ass wiggled and she made tiny little thrusts to coax more of me into her tight opening.
"Oh good-god." I groaned when she hit bottom, rubbing her ass against my legs and grinding her clit into the base of my shaft. Her pussy was so tight I couldn't believe it.
She shifted part of her weight to her hands, which were now resting on my chest and began to slowly pull back off my cock. Stopping with only my head still buried in her pussy, she began pushing back down again, arching her back and rocking her hips to force her tight tunnel over the fatness of my head. "Oh my god!" She panted as she worked her way up and down my shaft a second time. "God this feels incredible."
"Oh my God, oh, OH GOOD GOD... that feels incredible." She blurted as she worked her way up and down my shaft a second and third time.
"Yeah, it does feel pretty damn good!" I said through clenched teeth, the incredible tightness of her pussy and the sight of her tits hanging inches from my face making me feel as if I was going to cum any second.
Having worked me fully inside herself again she began bouncing herself against the base of my shaft, short little strokes that rammed her clit into me and my head into the end of her tunnel with each stroke.
"Oh god - oh god - oh god." She muttered over and over as she rode me.
Her strokes got longer each time until she was stroking the whole length of my shaft. I reached up and grasped her bouncing tits, squeezing them and rolling her nipples between my fingers while she pounded herself up and down my shaft, pushing me closer to climax.
"I'm going to cum!" I grunted, trying to hold off.
"Do it, Mike! Cum inside me!" She panted, her eyes closed and her hair flying around her head as she shook it. "Ohhhhhh shit!" I grunted as my first shot of hot cum lanced up into her.
She felt the surge of juices expand inside her and drove her pussy hard onto my cock, grinding her clit into my cock. I felt my body jerk and spurt a second shot of hot cum into her as her pussy began to clench and squeeze me as her whole body began to tremble in her own orgasm. I held her tits like a handle, squeezing them in time with the jerks my body was making as I emptied myself into her tight pussy.
"Oh god!" She groaned as she collapsed on top of me. "What's the matter?" I asked "You made me cum twice. How did you do that?" She whispered.
"I didn't do much. You did all the hard work." I said with a chuckle.
"You did enough of the work." Sue said from the tree-line.
I craned my neck and saw Sue squatted down and leaning against a tree next to the path just behind us. Her bikini top was pushed up over her big tits and her suit bottom was around her ankles. Her knees were spread wide and several fingers from one hand stuffed into her pussy. I could see her juices glistening on her palm and pussy lips as tiny droplets of her cum dripped into the wet spot below her where her cum had wet the sand. "JJ sent me to come get you. It's time to get going." She said as she stood and pulled her bottoms up. She blew me a kiss as she pulled down the cups of her top, covering her hard nipples and round firm tits, before turning and disappearing into the scrubby trees.
Everyone seemed to be loaded and ready to go when Jennifer and I walked out of the trees, leaving us as the last two to get our canoe back into the water. The girls clearly knew what had gone on across the sand bar and were doing a lot of whispering and looking our way. By the time I had the canoe in the water and held it for Jennifer to climb in, she was blushing brightly.
"Thank you!" She said quietly as she stepped into the canoe, her hand resting on mine as I held the canoe. "You're welcome... and thank you too." I whispered back.
The next few miles were filled with lots of play and splashing by all the girls. It seemed that the three adults were suddenly targets, each of us getting splashed with the cold river water.
The hot sun was doing a good job of not only warming us, but turning the skin on my thighs pink. I could see that JJ was also starting to burn a little so I suggested we stop and get some sun-block on. Mine was buried in a pack with the food coolers so we pulled over for a short break. The girls climbed out of their canoes and dug for their own tanning oil or sun-block. The shoreline was suddenly filled with girls spreading oil or cream all over their bodies, some of them making sure to put it EVERYWHERE; giving me little shows and flashes in the process.
It didn't seem to matter to any of them whether they were part of the "club" or not, my familiarity and frequent visits to the house seemed to make me fair game for all of the girls. Thankfully as far as I knew, all of them were over eighteen but I was still concerned so I walked over to JJ and asked to confirm.
JJ nodded and said, "Of course, everyone is! I don't want to get into trouble either."
Then she offered to "help" me put some lotion on my back, as long as I promised to do the same for her, which I readily agreed to. She squeezed a large blob of cream onto her hand and then stepped behind me, working the cream into my back with her soft hands. "You like that?" She asked as she ran her hands lower on my back, her fingers swiping just into the waistband of my swim suit. "Yes I do -- you have a very nice touch." I said quietly over my shoulder. "Oh, good." She replied as her hands traveled around my sides with her fingers still inside the waistband of my suit. I felt one hand stop at my stomach, while the other pulled the string on my suit. It only took her a moment to slip a hand down into my suit and find my already hard cock. "Looks like the little show the girls have been giving you has not been a waste of time."
"Not if the intent was to make me hard." I answered honestly.
"Oh, I'm more than certain it was." She stated. Then continued, "And it seems that you made one girl VERY happy, so we all wanted to make sure that you were recognized for it."
"I don't understand. What did I do that was so special?" I asked a bit confused.
"Well, technically it's a secret, but I suppose you have a right to know." She conceded and then began to explain.
"A few years ago she had a boyfriend that took her to some party got her drunk and slipped her a Micky. That bastard... he let all his friends' gang bang her while she was barely conscious. Apparently she was still virgin at the time. I guess they are all in jail getting theirs just desserts now. Anyway, since she came here, the girls have been fixing her up with some decent guys, but the few times she has consented to sex with one them, she had been too stressed to climax."
"I see, that would explain her comments." I replied
"She can cum with girl on girl play or with toys, but not with a boy. So, she was starting to think there was something wrong with her." JJ said as her hand slowly stroked my cock inside my suit. "I see. Makes more sense now I suppose." I answered as I watched most of the girls head for the chilly river water. The swimming went from the usual splashing and playing in the thigh deep water, to a game of "flip the top" as JJ called it. Apparently the goal is to swim up behind a friend and pull their top up over their tits or bottoms down, without yours getting pulled.
It was a fun game to watch and I was soon settled in the sand with my back to a canoe, Mandy and JJ on either side of me. Mandy's hand soon had found its way into my suit and was idly stroking me back to full hardness, as if the show of tits and pussy in front of me wasn't going to do that.
"Why don't you come with me." JJ said, standing up and holding her hand out for me.
"Why?"
"You really don't know? Because I want sit on your hard dick. I just thought maybe doing it over there would be a bit more discrete than right here." She said nodding toward the canoe.
We strolled toward the canoe and then she whispered, "Seeing your hard cock all day has made me really fucking horny!"
"Oh? I'm surprised you didn't just pull my suit down and sit on me right there then." I said with a shake of my head as I walked next to her.
I followed her to the other side of the canoe and sat down so my lower body was blocked from the girls' view. JJ reached down and tugged my suit down to my ankles before turning herself around and sitting down on my lap with my dick sticking up between her legs. She wiggled her suit bottom off her hips while she was sitting on me, and pushed them down her legs, kicking them off to leave her naked below her sexy tits. Sitting on m y lap, in the reverse cowgirl position she reached between her legs, and pressed my hard dick against her wet pussy lips. She leaned back forcing my engorged head into her opening. Once inside, she sat back up, wiggling her bottom until she had worked my cock deep into her pussy.
We sat there watching the girls play. I was leaning back on my elbows but could still see over the canoe and she was on her knees, facing away with every inch of me stuffed inside her honey pot. Every once in a while JJ wiggled and rotated her ass on me making my dick move around inside her.
She seemed to enjoy the feeling but didn't seem to be in a hurry to reach an orgasm. We sat there slowly grinding for nearly a half hour before the girls decided we needed to move on. JJ moaned in disappointment, reluctant to let me slip out of her pussy. I assumed this was partly because she didn't want all the girls to see her with my dick buried in her but most likely it was because she hadn't cum yet. She reached down and slipped her suit bottom over her feet and worked it up her legs as far as she could with me still buried inside her. Finally she rolled off and slipped her suit bottom the rest of the way on just as the last couple girls walked out of the river to dry off.
"I would have liked to finish that." She cooed as she stood up.
"Yeah?" I asked with a grin and a wink.
"Oh, hell yeah." She growled in her sexiest voice.
I stood up, my suit still around my ankles and stepped out of it reaching out for her and pulling her to me. I pushed her suit bottom back down her legs and quickly untied her top, releasing her tits. I scooped her up in my arms and dropped to my knees, laying her down on the sandy beach. It only took me a moment to position myself over the top of her and aim my dick at her sopping wet pussy and start pumping. I leaned forward and bent my head down so I could suck on her now exposed tits.
The girls stood and watched as I pounded into JJ, my body slapping loudly against her ass, her knees lifted almost to my shoulders, letting my cock drive to its full length inside her. Each stroke banged the base of my shaft into her clit, making her squeak and moan in delight. It didn't take long before the two of us came together, me groaning loudly as my body jerked and trembled, and her crying out softly that she was cumming.
We only lay there a few moments before it became obvious to us that we had an audience as the girls began clapping and whooping it up at the show. I pulled out, stood and helped JJ get up, our combined cum dripping from both of us.
"My God - that felt good." She said, blushing, as she pulled her suit on and fixed her top, the girls clapping and giggling at the show. By the time she was put together I had my suit back and the girls were breaking up to get ready to go down stream.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I stated happily.
"Oh I did." She sighed just before she kissed me, her checks still pink with blush and arousal.
It seemed that the girls really enjoyed seeing JJ getting a good screwing as they all teased her by patting her ass or groping her in some way. After the accolades concluded, the conversation turned to more mundane things like who was going to ride with who the rest of the way down the river. We paddeled for some time before we decided to take one last break only a mile or so from the take out point. The unseasonably hot spring day had taken its toll on us all with the temperatures soaring well into the nineties so it wasn't long before many of the girls were once again swimming or wading. I decided to go off into the bushes to take a leak and finding a small trail, I headed into the woods a short distance. Just as I passed a big tree, I found one of the girls squatted down, half naked, taking a pee. I couldn't quite place either her face or name and excused myself, turning to go back the way I had come.
"You don't have to go." She said loudly, stopping me before I could walk off.
"Actually I do." I said with a chuckle.
"So go here with me." She said as she finished. I had waited for my hardon to go down enough that I could pee and wasn't at all sure that condition would last with the view she was giving me.
"Come on. "You're turn." she said as she stood up.
'What the hell' I thought as I pushed my suit down.
I started to go, still concerned I would get a hard-on and interrupt the relief my bladder needed.
As she stood, she stepped the rest of the way out of her bottoms, which were now around her ankles. She pulled her top off too and in a flash, she was standing there naked. I was still partly soft so I closed my eyes and concentrated on peeing. I was just getting a good stream going when I felt a hand slide around me and cover mine. I could feel her warm tits press against my back as she wrapped her other arm around me and cupped my balls. I had never had a girl hold me while peed and my stream nearly stopped when I felt her hands begin to squeeze and massage me but I was able to concentrate and somehow avoided get hard.
After I finished, she gave my semi-stiff cock a little shake. Then she began to kiss my back and played with my dick and balls, making me grow harder by the second. After my dick had swelled and was pointing north, she let go of both my balls and cock, but kept her arm wrapped around me as she stepped around me. Grabbing my cock again, she started stroking it while she lifted one leg and half wrapped it around my waist. Using her heel to hook my ass and pull me toward her, she aimed my dick at her pussy as she pulled me even closer to her now spread pussy. She rotated her hips slightly to help me get me aligned then she rubbed my head between her damp pussy lips. Feeling my head slip into the entrance of her tunnel, she pulled herself over me, sinking my dick deep into her pussy.
She groaned softly as I slid deeper into her, her hands left my cock and were now wrapped around my neck. I wrapped my arms around her torso and started pumping my hips, driving my dick in and out of her incredibly tight pussy. She held onto me around the back of my neck while I held her ass and hips, driving my dick harder with each stroke. I lost myself, and all track of time, as the incredible feeling of her tight pussy put me into that zone, that wonderful fuck-trance you get when everything is gelling. Then her pussy got even tighter and I could feel her climax beginning deep inside her. Soon she was moaning and her tunnel's muscles gripped and squeezed me as her orgasm crested, rippling up and down the length of her pussy.
With a cry of orgasmic pleasure echoing in the woods, her pussy clamped on my dick so hard it almost wouldn't move inside her. The intense pressure triggered me to climax, spurting my own cum deep into her pussy. My hot gushes caused her to buck her pelvis against me harder with each surge of cum that pulsed into her. After what felt like a never-ending climax we both stood still and tried to catch our breath. Finally she pulled herself off my dick, releasing a flood of our juices down her thigh.
"Fuck that was good." She breathed as she started looking around for her bikini.
"Yes, it was!" I agreed while I found and stepped back into my own trunks.
After she had her bottoms on and was starting to put her top on, I stepped over and leaned my head down to her cute apple sized tits. I sucked one nipple in, enjoying the salty taste of her sweat as I kissed and licked from one hard nipple to the other. She pulled my head tighter as I sucked in her other nipple, letting out a quiet moan.
"Are you trying to start things again?" She whispered
"No. I just wanted to see if you tasted as good as you felt." I said as I switched tits again.
"Too bad. I'd like to go around again." She groaned at me as I worked her nipple against the roof of my mouth with my tongue.
"Turned on again?"
"Again? Try, Still!" she moaned.
I pushed her bottoms down her hips with one hand and then let my hand slide between her legs. She wiggled her legs to get her bottom to slide down around her ankles, and stepped out of it again, spreading her legs to give me better access. I found her clit with my finger and started running circles on it while I sucked her tits working from one to the other and then back again. It only took a few moments before she started humping my finger again. She pulled my head hard against her chest and squeaked as she started to orgasm again. I was amazed that she started coming again so quickly, but I kept my pace on her clit while she humped franticly against it, trying to get more pressure. I kept her orgasm going for as long as I could, stopping only when she pushed my hand away from her over sensitive clit.
"Holy shit!" she breathed as I held her so she wouldn't fall down. "How the fuck did you do that?"



"I didn't do much." I said.
"Well, whatever not much you did it was the right amount." She said breathlessly.
"Thank you." I said, letting go of her so she could step into her suit again.
"I better go." She said after she got put together again.
"Ok." I said. I watched her walk down the path, and to my surprise, turn onto a path that would take her down the shore farther.
I guess the reason I didn't recognize her was that she wasn't part of our group. I made my way back to the canoes, shaking my head in disbelief.
"Having fun back there?" JJ asked while she sat near one of the canoes.
"Oh, you know... just checking out the wild life." I said with a smile
"I bet." She said with a smirk.
I sat down but didn't have much time left before the girls were ready to go again. They piled into the canoes and we headed down stream, JJ in the front of mine this time. It only took about another fifteen minutes and we were at the end of the trip. We pulled the canoes out at the takeout spot and walked back up the hill to where we were all parked. JJ took my hand and led me to where the cars were parked.
I thought I was going to be spared another sex-fest, like on the ride out, but I should have known better. I wasn't surprised when JJ led me to a minivan and Mandy climbed into the back seat. Then JJ climbed in after tossing her keys to Ashley, one of the seniors, and made her way to the farthest back seat. JJ flipped a lever and flopped the seat into a bed. She laid down on it and motioned for me to join her, so I climbed in as the door closed behind me.
Ashley got in the driver's seat and started the van, turning on the air conditioning to cool the sweltering heat inside the van. We were just about to leave when Kim ran over and jumped in the passenger side. The minivan was one of those nice ones with darkened windows for privacy and JJ took advantage of it as soon as we were on the road. She and Mandy, stripped off their suits, and settled their completely naked, and sweaty bodies on either side of me. Mandy quickly went to work on my suit and after it was off, she tossed it all the way to the front seat to Kim.
"You won't need that for a while." She said giggling.
"Now come here and have some fun!" JJ said, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me toward her.
My dick was hard, but it was tired, so I decided to switch things up. Disengaging her hands from around my neck, I turned around and put my head between JJ's spread legs as Mandy moved to the middle seat of the van. I went to work licking and sucking on her pussy, tasting her tangy wetness and making her groan and whither around as I licked and flicked her clit. I have no idea how many miles had passed by, but my tongue was getting tired by the time she started to climax. Her body shook and she squeaked and moaned as I continued to assault her clit. Finally she could take it no longer and she rolled me over, pulling my head from her pussy. She moved around and lifted herself over me pressing her wet pussy lips against my hard dick.
"Quick!" she hissed. "Fuck me! Now! Please!" She begged as rubbed her pussy against my dick.
I put an arm around her and rolled us over, putting her under me. I reached down and aimed my dick at her spread pussy and rammed it in, causing her to cry out.
"OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as I hit bottom.
I started pumping my dick in and out of her as fast as I could, my balls slapping her ass, quickly bringing her to climax again. She bucked and withered under me for nearly a minute before she wrapped her legs around my ass and pulled me tight to her so I couldn't pump any longer.
"Jesus! That was soooo fucking wonderful." She said quietly. "I didn't believe the girls until you did it to me. You are absolutely the best fuck I have ever had." She said as she caressed my chest.
"You can eat pussy like an expert, you have a way of sucking tits that's out of this world, and when you fuck... hell, when you fuck it hits all the right places! When they made you it was a one of a kind mold. It's no wonder the girls all want to be fucking you. You're going to spoil them though."
"Meaning what?" I asked
"They're going to expect their husbands to do it like that and they'll be disappointed. Husbands don't do it like that, which is why you are currently inside me I suppose."
"I'm sorry." I said trying to pull out of her.
"Where the hell are you going?"
"I thought you might want me out."
"Fuck no! If he could fuck like you then I'd have him in here fucking my brains out. He can't and he isn't, so you just leave that big dick where it is for now."
"If you insist." I said, leaning my head down and sucking in one of her nipples.
"Oh fuck! Don't get me started again. I don't think my pussy can take it right now."
"I can solve that." Mandy said quietly. I felt her hand on my ass as she lay back down on the bed next to us. "If you still need someone to fuck I'm ready and waiting." She whispered in my ear. Then she leaned down and started sucking on JJ's other tit. JJ unwrapped her legs from around me and I slipped my hard dick from her pussy, rolling over onto bed. Mandy moved over and laid on top of JJ, their tits pressing into each other as she looked over at me.
"Why don't you fuck me from behind!" She invited as she spread her legs wide. I rolled over onto my knees and moved between both of their legs, Mandy sticking her ass up at me while she lowered her face to JJ's. I aimed my dick at her pussy, just inches above JJ's and slid deep into her sopping wet pussy as JJ and Mandy started kissing each other wetly. It was just too much of a turn on, and I started stroking in and out of Mandy with abandon, my hips slapping her ass with each stroke. My pounding made it too hard for them to keep kissing, so JJ pulled Mandy up farther, and began sucking on her tits as they hung in front of her face.
"Ohhhhh damn! " I said watching her look at me around Mandy's body one of her tits cupped and drawn to her mouth.
She pulled her mouth from Mandy's tit. "Wanna join me?" She asked with a grin.
"Very much." I answered as I pulled from Mandy's pussy so we could rearrange.
I lay down on the bottom, and Mandy climbed on me. JJ helped line my stick up with Mandy's pussy and I shoved back onto Mandy's hot tunnel. JJ lay down next to me, her head on my shoulder and one of Mandy's big tits hanging in front of her face. She drew one into her mouth and used her free hand to guide the other to my lips.
The two of us were sucking and licking our respective nipples driving her wild while Mandy was humping on my dick, moaning and crying out with the sensation of both nipples and her pussy at the same time. She was well into her second orgasm when the sensations finally pushed me over the top and I poured my cum into her spasming pussy.
The three of us lay in a heap the rest of the way back to the sorority house. I know that I fell asleep for at least part of that trip and it was a bit of a scramble to get dressed when we arrived back, but we made it ok. The only real giveaway was the smell of sex in the van and the little fact that JJ's top was on inside out. But everyone agreed, it had been a hell of a canoe trip.
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As a child one of my most favorite places in the world was my grandparents cottage. It was a rustic little place on the shore of a reservoir, set back in a large pine woods in Wisconsin. At night the wildlife fluttered around the cabin lights and by day the wildlife ran or flew from tree to tree in an unending ballet of wild motion. I cant begin to count the number of hours I spent sitting with my grandmother soaking a worm off the dock for bullheads and perch. It was a love of fishing that I just was never able to fully satisfy.
My cousins and we were there frequently in the summer, and while I didn't always get along well with my one brothers and sister, Julie, the closest in age of my four first cousins, and I got along well and when I wasn't fishing I was hanging out with her. We didn't see each other nearly as much in the colder months, since my dad's job seemed to move us farther and farther from them every few years. But summer was our chance to catch up and talk about all kinds of stupid stuff. I just enjoyed spending time with her... even if she was a "girl".
Over the years that closeness seemed to fade as we moved farther away and our families got together less frequently. From once every couple weeks it turned to once every couple months. Fall turned to winter and we would get to sled together or play some pool in their basement. Seemed like we did the traveling, but I didn't mind. I still enjoyed catching up with her when we got together.
The years didn't seem to change the cottage much though. It was still the same little cottage, the only amenities being running cold water and electricity. We had a flush toilet, but if you wanted hot water you had to make it on the stove. That meant that cleaning up at night wasn't a bath or shower, but a sponge bath out of the sink. I got very adept at washing my whole body in little more than a liter of water. The lake began to change though. Much of the timber that was flooded when they created the reservoir was being cut off by the feet thick ice in the winter and new fishing holes opened up, if you knew where the original channel was to get to them.
Time finally came when I finished high school and moved out on my own, starting work as an electricians apprentice. It was ok work and it gave me plenty of weekends off to drive the four hours up to the cottage for a weekend of relaxation with my grandparents. My grandfather taught me the routes to get to the good fishing and I loved going out in the old aluminum mirrocraft, the thirty five horse mercury engine making the light weight boat fly across the top of the waves with only me in it. I can't even begin to count the number of hours I spent slow trolling the mudflats for walleye and northern pike.
As the first winter came in Indiana, I continued to work as an electrician, doing industrial projects with other electricians of the company. I had a knack for it and quickly learned the methods and codes required. I was often assigned to some of the most complicated wiring projects because I could visualize in my mind how each of the components worked. However when work was slow I was often relegated to those kinds of tasks the more senior electricians didn't want, like changing lights in a parking lot in a snowstorm. Yeah, that was when I decided there had to be a better way to make a living and maybe, just maybe the idea of going to college wasn't such a bad idea.
Needless to say it wasn't too long before I was enrolled in a program at Purdue, which would unfortunately take me two more hours away from my favorite place in the world. But that was the cost of improving my options in life.
As my last summer came before school started I spent as much time as I could at the lake, knowing that I was not going to get many more chanced once it started. The amount of time I spent up there also meant I connected with Julie quite a few times as well, spending a lot of time talking about both of our upcoming school years. Even though she was a year behind me, because of my year out working we would end up as freshman at the same time. I could tell she was torn, her current boyfriend was going to go elsewhere, and as much as she cared for him, he seemed to think that his departure to an out of state school was the end of their relationship.
For myself... well I was between women, having recently broken off the engagement with the woman I had been going with for nearly a year. That in itself is another story, but the reality was, I was single and that was fine with me.
My last week at the cottage was going to be alone, my grandparents unable to be there because of their own jobs. I took the whole week off of work and went up to just relax one last time before moving down to West Lafayette. It was a great week with many hours of quiet fishing being spent. In the morning I would sit on the peer and watch the sun rise, the ripples of the lake making the morning sun dance on the trees. It was probably the most peaceful I could remember in a long time. It was Thursday, and I knew I had only one more day and I was determined to make the most of them. After a nice breakfast of eggs and sausage I put the boat in the water and headed out with a lunch packed, headed for farthest of my fishing spots, not expecting to be back till early afternoon.
It took nearly an hour of motoring to wind my way through the old channel, the trees sticking out of the water only feet from me at times, before I made my way around the last bend to where the upper dam was. As I had anticipated, it was flowing water to hold the reservoir I was on at level while the power company dumped water through the turbines in the lower dam to make power. I rigged my rods and spent the next few hours trolling back and forth across the humps and shoals in the channel and pool created by the water dumped from that upper reservoir. The trip had been worth it and I caught quite a few nice fish.
Of course the disadvantage was the distance I had to go. Now, with lunch well past, it was time to head back to the cottage. My arm was pretty tired of pushing and pulling the tiller when I finally made the last turn around the island and headed across the open water toward the cottage. As I approached the dock I throttled down, surprised to see someone laying out in the sun on the dock.
"Jules! What are you doing up here?" I asked as I eased the boat in next to the dock and shut down the engine.
"Decided to come up for one last trip before I had to start school." She said as she got up and grabbed one of the ropes from me to tie the boat to the dock.
Over the years I had watched her fill out and had to admit that there was a fair amount of sexual attraction on my end, being stopped only by the fact that she was my cousin and it was deemed....well...wrong for cousins to have sex. This was the first time I had ever seen her in a suit like this though. It was an incredibly skimpy white bikini, the bottoms barely big enough to cover her mound and definitely not large enough to cover much of her well tanned butt. As she bent over her easily C cup tits strained against the small triangles of cloth that made up the top, held in place only by several small strings. From my vantage point down in the boat the view was....spectacular!"
"Glad you came up. Wasn't expecting you though." I said as I looked up at her standing on the dock above me, a few whisps of blond hair peaking around the extremely tiny covering over her crotch. I could see there was a dark spot on the white material that had to be wetness from her pussy. The thinness of the suit allowed the outline her meaty outer pussy lips to stand out before the white material narrowed and disappeared between her legs.
The reaction in my shorts was immediate and distinct, with my hardon filling my shorts by the time I gathered my lunch cooler and other odds and ends. She held a hand out for me and I took it as I climbed onto the dock, standing nearly a half foot taller than she was. I looked down at her as she reached around me to give me a hug, noticing that her nipples were hard points jutting out of the front of the tiny white triangles of suit as she moved in against me for the hug.
"Glad we could connect one last time." She said as she pulled her body tightly to mine, her hips pressing against mine and my hardon pressing against her soft body.
"Me too." I said, trying not to let my cock override my brain as I felt her hard nipples press against my chest.
It seemed like forever before she finally released me, and keeping one arm hooked around my waist, walked next to me, her hip riding against mine as we walked back up to the cottage.
"So what are your plans for this afternoon?" she asked as we walked up the path through the trees to the cottage.
"Well, I was thinking about a swim." I told her as we approached the cottage. "It was getting a bit warm out there. Then I have to clean some fish."
"Oh, you got a few?" She asked.
"Yeah. I got three keepers." I answered as I pulled the screen door open and let her walk inside in front of me. It was almost gloomy inside after all the bright sunshine outside and I did my best to not fall on anything as I walked through the kitchen area.
"Sounds like a fish fry tonight then!" she answered cheerfully as she headed to one of the bedrooms.
I headed to mine and pulled the bamboo slat curtain closed behind me before digging for my swim suit. I started stripping off my clothes as I called to her. "SO you're not swimming with me?"
"Oh yeah, I am." She called back from her room.
"Oh. Just wondered. You already had a suit on and all. I thought you were changing out of it." I said as I pulled my underwear off and stood completely naked, my cock still rock hard.
"Oh, I couldn't swim in that one. It would show way too much if it got wet. It's just meant for tanning." She called back.
"Not too much for me." I mumbled as I stepped into my own trunks, my cock bobbing with each beat of my heart as I thought about how she looked in that white suit and how it might look wet.
"I heard that." She said with a giggle punctuated by the snapping of elastic.
"Ooops." I said quietly as I pulled my trunks up and tied the string around my waist.
"Are you trying to tell me that you want to see my body?" She called, her voice filled with tease.
"Any guy would want to." I answered back, feeling a bit self conscious as I heard the curtain to her bedroom, the one next to mine, slide back.
"Well, thank you for the compliment." She said as she slid the curtain to my bedroom back, not asking if I was dressed or not. "I think your body is pretty good looking too." Her eyes fixed on the huge boner I had in my trunks. She had changed out of the white bikini into a more modest two piece suit, this one more like a pair of low cut shorts and a halter top, the two large triangles covering her round tits tying around her neck and across her back. "Now are you ready to go?"
"Yeah." I answered, stepping into a pair of flip-flops and picking up my swim towel. She stepped back and let me out of the room before falling in behind me as we headed toward the door. Once outside she stepped next to me and wrapped her arm around me again, encouraging me to do the same, now that my hands were more free. I felt her hand rest on the waistband of my swim suit as she pulled herself tighter to me, reaching for my hand that was around her waist to pull it tighter. She held my hand against her body, slowly sliding it down as we walked, until it rested on her hip, practically pushing the material of the short shorts down as we made our way down the boat ramp to the lake.
"Come on. Last one in is a rotten egg!" she called, as she ran down the dock and launched herself off the edge into the deep water.
I was a bit more hesitant, not being a particularly strong swimmer and being a bit more leery of the deep water. The shoreline had a nice gentle slope to it for the first thirty feet or so before hitting the edge of the old river channel, dropping off to thirty feet deep in only a few feet horizontally. The channel curved around the small bay the cottage sat on, hooking back out and around the point only a little ways down. The dock stood on the edge of that underwater chasm, allowing the boats to float in the deep water without having to be placed in it itself. Just down the shore a few dozen yards was a nice sandy point that was much more fun to hang out on in my opinion.
Reluctantly I walked to the end of the dock and dove in, surfacing to follow her as she slowly stroked along the shore toward the sandy point. "This is nice. I was getting pretty hot." She called across the water as I did a slow breast stroke to follow her.
"Yeah, I was toasting. If you weren't on the dock when I got back I might have just jumped in then."
"Clothes and all?" she called.
"Oh probably not." I called back.
"Oh...Skinny dipping then! Naughty!"
"Maybe. But now you'll never know." I answered.
"Awww too bad." She said as she slowed and put her feet down, finding the soft bottom in about four feet of water. She stood up, her tits just above the water level, and waited for me to catch up.
"If you were so keen on skinny dipping, why didn't you just wear that white suit then?" I teased. "From what you said, it would be about the same."
"There you go again, trying to see my body. Someone might think you have a thing for your cousin." She said as she dropped back down into the water and floated as I approached.
"You know, you keep saying that, someone is going to think you want your cousin to be checking out your body." I answered as I stood up, wiping the water from my face.
"Ohhhhhh so now I'm the bad one?" She called as she rolled over and dove under the surface of the dark water. The visibility in the lake was never good, usually only a foot at best, and on some days much less than that. I could follow her by where the swirls of water kicked up, but wasn't able to see her per se. I lost track of her and turned around, expecting to find her pop up behind me. I felt her hands close around my legs and then she popped up behind me, in the same direction as he had started. "Gotcha!" she cried as she whipped the water from her face. "You're it!"
She dove back behind herself and kicked away as I tried to run through the water after her, my steps in seeming slow motion. "Slow poke!" she cried as she gave a few kicks and then floated just out of my reach. With a sudden lunge and dive I grabbed an ankle before she could escape and pulled her back to me, wrapping an arm around her and lifting her out of the water before tossing her, giggling and screeching several yards away.
"You're it!" I called, keeping the game of water tag we had played so many years ago, going.
"Ohhhh I'll get you for that!" She cried in mock anger as she tried to run in the water, knowing that the "rules" prevented her from swimming after her quarry. I tried to run toward shallower water when my long legs would give me an advantage, never being one to try to out swim her. She was after all, on the swim team in high school and could easily beat me in that contest.
I made it to shallower water and ran down the shoreline a short distance before turning to see how far behind me she was. That was a mistake because just as I turned back toward her, she launched herself at me, wrapping an arm around my waist and dragging me down into the knee deep water. I plopped into the water on my backside and soon found her standing at my feet, lifting one of them into the air to tip me backwards before she turned and took off, taking huge splashing jumps to put distance between us while I was still trying to right myself.
"You want me to toss you again?" I asked as I was getting my feet under me.
"Gotta catch me first!" she called with a laugh, easily ten yards down the shore by that time.
She tried to continue running, but the water got a bit deeper and her legs just couldn't clear as much, bringing her to a slow plod. My longer legs were now to my advantage and I quickly made up time on her as she turned toward deeper water where she could try to swim. I cut the corner off on her and dove for her, getting a handful of suit bottom as I flopped into the water.
"EEEEEE" she squealed as I went under, quickly trying to get my feet back under me. I popped up out of the water in time to see her pulling her bottoms back up, getting a quick glimpse of her blond curls before they were covered by the green material again. "So that's the way you want to play?" she said with a laugh. "Boy are you in trouble now!"
I took her at her word and tried to take off for the shore once again, only getting a few short yards before I felt more than heard her splashing behind me. I felt her hands close around the legs of my trunks and try to pull them down, the snugness of the drawstring keeping them from sliding more than a couple inches down my hips.
"No fair!" she cried as she pulled harder as she was drug along through the water. With her arms wrapped around my leg I had little chance of getting away, but I continued to struggle toward the shore as her hand reached around my waist, pulling herself up my body. Before long she managed to topple us backwards, both of us falling back into the thigh deep water. I twisted and turned to try and break her grip around me, both of us laughing like crazy as I tried to escape. I could feel her hand trying to find the drawstring to even up the odds as I tried to push her off my body. Finally I had done it, broken her grip and was free.
I stood up in the water and started to run, getting only a foot or two away before I felt her pulling on my red trunks again, only this time they didn't stay on my hips and quickly slid down my thighs to my knees, tripping me and making me flop face first into the water.
By the time I had recovered my suit was around my ankles and she was running the opposite direction, looking behind her and laughing hysterically. I stood up, my hard cock sticking out like a flag pole and pulled my suit up before taking off after her. This meant war!
She dove into the water and disappeared from site. I knew she would come up, but from where. I looked around for long seconds before spotting a swirl to my left. I turned and took off toward it, hoping to catch her as she came up for air, only she didn't come up. I waited, expecting her any second, only to be surprised as she came up behind me.
"Gotcha!" she cried, grabbing my suit and jerking on it again.
I whirled around, this time not bothering to fix my suit immediately, knowing that if I did she would get away again. I dove toward her, feeling my suit slide down my legs but trying to ignore it as I reached for her body. I wrapped an arm around her waist, planning on pulling her from the water, but instead, she pushed my arms down, trying to slip away.
She broke my grip and I grabbed for anything I could as she slithered out of my arm, getting a hand full of material. I felt her kick and squirm under water as she tried to get away, finally leaving me with a handful of cloth and nothing else.
I popped to the surface, realizing that I had her bottoms in my hand but not her. I held them high in the air as I stood in the waist deep water, waiting for her to come back for them.
"I win." I called as she came to the surface.
"AHHH You!" she cried as if angry, and launched herself back at me, giving me a quick glimpse of her creamy white ass as he dove under water. I waited for her to come up and try and get her bottoms, only to have her pop up behind me. She jumped in the air, wrapping an arm around my neck and trying to climb my body to reach her bottoms, which were well out of reach. Unable to get them, she tried to topple us over, finally knocking both of us into the water. I felt her slide down my body before rolling us over, ending up with her on top of me. I pushed off the surface and tried to get my legs under myself as she wrapped her legs around me. I felt her pull my arm and tried to extend it as her strong legs clamped around my body.



I shook the water from my face as she got hold of her panties and pulled, I felt a bare tit pressed against my face as she tried to get me to release them, her nipple pressed against my mouth. The sudden realization gave her the advantage and she pulled the material from my hand, sliding down my body and holding them out away from me so I couldn't grab her back. I felt her stop sliding when her pussy and ass came to rest against my rock hard and now totally exposed cock, her back arched and both tits showing from under her top, which had been pushed up in the struggle around her neck.
We both paused for a long second, realizing that we were for all practical purposes naked in front of each other. She looked into my eyes for my reaction as she slowly released her legs from around me sliding down my cock before she was standing again. She looked around and found my trunks floating a few feet away and took my hand, pulling me toward them. She scooped them out of the water and walked us to where the water was knee deep, handing them back to me.
"That was supposed to cool us down, but for some reason I'm really sweating." She said as she stepped back and bent over to put her bottoms back on. I tried to check out as much of her as I could while I pulled my own back on, noting that she was doing the same. I stood for several seconds, my hard cock pointing out at her, bouncing rhythmically with my heartbeat, while she slowly slid hers up her legs until she wiggled them over her butt. She took her time, letting me enjoy the view of her curly blond bush and her obviously aroused pussy, her full meaty lips fat and engorged. I waited, my hands holding my suit just below my cock while she adjusted her top, tucking each round firm tit into her top, her eyes never leaving my cock. Even after she had covered them, her hard erect nipples stuck out almost half a inch through her suit top, the image of her large pink areola burned into my brain. Only after she was completely covered did I pull my suit up, ending the first time we had seen each other naked in our nineteen years of knowing each other.
"I think I better clean those fish." I said, not sure that if we went back to swimming I could keep myself from trying to strip her again.
"Sounds like a good idea. It's almost dinner time anyway. I can get things started if you want to cook some for dinner."
"Sounds like a plan." I answered as we waded side by side down the shoreline to the dock. I stepped into the boat and picked up the fish bucket and lugged it up the hill, stopping twice to pull my slipping swim suit back up while she watched, a crooked smile on her face the whole time.
"Flasher." She said with a giggle as I stopped near the cleaning table, having to pull my suit up a third time since it had worked down my butt until it was held up only by my hard cock pressed against the fish bucket.
"I see, and you're not?" I asked a she walked toward the cottage door.
"Nope, not me." She called as she stopped on the cement stoop in front of the door. She reached up behind her neck and untied the top of her suit, letting the material fall, exposing her breasts as she reached behind her to undo the tie around her back. I watched as she took it completely off, her tits wiggling slightly as she turned to hang it on the clothes line right by the back door. Still facing away from me, she bent over, pushing her bottoms off, and sliding them down her legs, her cute tanned ass sticking out at me, the white triangle of her untanned skin acting as a billboard pointing toward her pussy lips which were sticking out at me from between her legs. She stood up and hung her bottoms over the line before stepping into the cottage, leaving me standing with my hardon tenting out my wet swim trunks.
"Damn." I muttered to myself as I turned to start cleaning fish. I had cleaned a lot of fish and it didn't take me too long to work them down to boneless filets and to bury the remains to keep the skunks from dragging them around.
"Don't wear your wet suit in here." Julie called from in front of the little gas stove in the kitchen, a towel wrapped around her body from her armpits to her knees.
"And how am I suppose to not do that with my hands full of fish?" I asked as I stood in the doorway with several pounds of fish filets cradled in my hands.
"Here, I'll help you." She said, stepping over to the door. Before I could protest, as if I would have, she pushed my swim suit down, exposing my cock which was quickly growing back to attention. I lifted each foot in turn to step out of it before she stood back up and stepped through the door to hang it on the line. "There." She said simply as he stepped back into the kitchen. "Now you won't drip all over the floor."
"Yeah, but I'm kind of naked." I objected as I walked to the sink and dropped the fish into the sink.
"You didn't seem bothered by that a little while ago. In fact it seemed like you wanted to be sure that I got to look at you the whole time I was putting my suit back on." She said with a grin as she moved back to the stove, pouring oil into the frypan on the front burner.
"Yeah, but we were both naked then." I complained.
"Fine!" she said with a huff, walking off and coming back a few moments later with a towel. She handed me the towel to wrap around myself before turning back to dropping the sliced potatoes into the hot oil.
I only half paid attention to what I was doing, washing the fish, as I watched her work realizing it was the first time I had ever seen her cooking before. I had lots of experience myself, having lived on my own for a while, but I had no idea she was as adept in the kitchen as she was demonstrating. I watched her work, the towel wrapped tight over the tops of her tits, the thin material of the beach towel allowing me to see them wiggle slightly as she moved. I idly wondered if she had put any underwear on under the towel and decided that she probably hadn't, making my cock grow even harder, tenting out the towel around my waist obscenely.
"Ready for the fish in a minute." She said, her eyes darting down to my hard cock but not saying anything about it. I dropped the fish into the bowl of breading that she held out, her hands quickly dredging them through the mix and dropping the filets into the hot oil. I stepped aside, but not too far, as she reached over to turn on the sink and rinse her hands of the batter, thinking that I had a perfect opportunity to feel her up with her hands occupied. She moved back before I could screw up the nerve to act on my thoughts, which were to slide my hands up under that towel and feel up her tits.
"Smells good." I finally said, feeling like I needed to do more than just stand there and think about screwing my own cousin.
"You could put some plates on the table. It'll be done in a couple minutes." She said sweetly, looking over her shoulder at me with a smile.
"Can do." I answered as I went to work setting out two places around one corner of the kitchen table. I got out some milk and filled our glasses while she scooped the now cooked fish from the hot pan.
"Looks good." I said as I sat down, watching her towel swish around as she moved, only now realizing that each time she did it separated slightly displaying a long thin strip of her body, including her curly blond pubic hair. How dumb could I have been not to look for that earlier? I thought to myself as she sat down, the towel spreading as she sat so that her lap had to be bare as she scooted the chair in. My cock jumped at the thought that she was sitting almost naked next to me and I couldn't help but reach under the table and pull my own towel up to expose my cock, just in case she decided to reach over and feel me up.
I saw her suppress a tiny smile as I pulled my hands out of my lap and back to the table, wondering if she figured out what I had just done. The two of us were clearly pushing every limit of being naughty and teasing each other, without crossing that invisible line.
By the time we finished eating our most excellent feast, the water on the stove was steaming and ready for dish washing. I watched her push away from the table and stand up, her towel taking a moment to slide down and cover herself. While she stood in front of her chair waiting, I pushed away, my exposed cock mostly hard and exposed until I stood and the towel fell down over it.
Almost as if satisfied what I had done what she intended, she turned and went to work getting the dishpan filled with hot water and things ready. I stepped quickly into the other room and adjusted my towel so that the gap in the towel was much closer to my cock so that if I wasn't careful I might stick out the slit. I came back and stepped next to her to help by drying the dishes and put them up, noticing a funny little smile on her face that she was clearly trying to suppress. She seemed happy and I wasn't about to ruin that mood.
"Well, that's it." I said as I put the last dish in the cabinet and she dumped the water down the drain. "I need to pull the boat in, want to help?" I said as I walked to the bedroom.
"Sure." She called as I dug out my car keys and gave my now overly excited cock a few strokes.
I walked out with my towel tented out even farther, my cock straining to be touched. She looked down at me and smiled, apparently happy she was having such an effect on me. I also noticed that the towel around her tits seemed to be pulled slightly lower on her chest than before. She followed me out to the boat landing where the car was still parked with the trailer attached. I climbed in and started the car up, my mostly hard cock sticking out of the gap in the towel as I twisted around in the seat to see where I was backing the trailer. It only took a minute for me to line the trailer up with the landing and ease it back in until the wheels were deep enough in the water.
I set the brake and climbed out, walking around to the trailer as Julie pushed the now untied boat around the corner of the dock. I gingerly climbed down the trailer to hook the boat up, my cock swinging freely out the open front slit of the towel as I leaned over to hook the rope onto the front eye. I looked up to see her watching and smiling before I made my way back to the front of the trailer and started winding the handle of the winch.
I cranked and cranked, my whole body twisting and shaking as I wound the handle, my towel suddenly sliding down my legs and pooling on the ground around my feet. There was nothing I could do, needing to keep winding to get the boat onto the trailer, so I stood there in nothing but my flip-flops while I wound the boat the rest of the way on the trailer. With the boat finally snugged to the stop, I was able to reach down and pull the towel back up, fixing it around my waist while Julie watched.
I climbed in the car and pulled the boat up, parking it on the hill and setting the brake before shutting down the engine and climbing out again.
"Well, that was interesting. Now I'm hot again though. Wanna swim some more?" Julie asked from where she was walking up the grassy landing behind me.
"Sure. Want me to go get our suits?" I asked as I turned to her.
"No. Actually we've kind of been playing hide and seek with our bodies since earlier. I think we should just put it out in the open, what do you think?" she asked as she reached between her breasts and pulled the towel, pulling it all the way off and tossing it over the back of the boat. She stood there naked, her full tits rising and falling with her deep, apparently nervous, breaths, her tanned body on full display for me. I stood staring as she took the last few steps toward me and tugged my towel, pulling it off and tossing it onto the back of the boat with hers.
"Now isn't that better?" she asked quietly.
'Uh...Yeah." I answered as she took my hand and led me down to the lake. We left our flip-flops on the bank and slowly waded out into the water until we were chest deep.
"The water seems warmer now, doesn't it?" she asked.
"Yeah, the air is getting cooler. Forecast is for a low of almost sixty."
"Wow. Might need to build a fire at that rate." She called as she pushed off and swam a few strokes out into deeper water. "You coming?"
"You know I'm not that comfortable in deep water." I answered back.
"Yeah, come on then, let's go down to the beach then." She said motioning to the sandy point.
"Ok." I answered, pushing off and swimming, but trying to stay closer to the shallower water. She beat me there by quite a bit and was floating on her back, her bare tits making little islands when I caught up. I stood on the bottom and walked toward her.
"You know. This is kind of fun." She said.
"What is?" I asked, wondering if she meant the same thing I was thinking.
"Skinny-dipping silly! I've never done it before. All the years we've been here I've never been in the lake naked before. It's kind of a turn on, isn't it?"
"Yeah, it is that." I answered thinking that I was wanting to fuck her, first cousin or not.
"Too bad we can't go all the way. I've often wondered what it would be like to do that with you." She said, stopping me in my tracks. "Have you ever thought about going all the way with me?"
"Oh, every so often." I answered.
"Kind of a shame we're cousins." She said as she stood up in the water, her tits just barely above the surface. She held her hands out to me and pulled me toward her. "Have you ever wanted to kiss me?" she asked in a hoarse whisper.
"oh yeah." I breathed.
She lifted my hands to her breasts and placed one hand on each one, letting me cup her large soft tits before pulling her hands from mine. "Don't get too many ideas now." She whispered as she put her arms around my neck and pulled my face down to hers.
Her lips were incredibly soft and wet as she pressed them gently to mine. Her tongue gently touched and teased my lips until I opened, and our tongues slipped into each other's mouths, playing a little duel of desire. We stood and kissed for long minutes before I felt her draw one hand from around my neck and move it down to where one of my hands was gently massaging her large soft breast. She pulled my hand down from her breast and pushed it down until she could slide it between her legs. She broke the kiss for a few moments, whispering to me that she wanted me to finger her until she came.
I felt her hand leave mine and wrap around my cock, gently stroking it under the water while my fingers explored her soft wet pussy. She lifted one leg and rested her foot on my knee to allow my fingers better access. Slowly I stroked up and down her slit, running my finger over her hard clit and then back down again until I could just curl the tip into her hot tunnel. Time and again my finger stroked her, her moans vibrating my mouth as she continued to stroke my cock, our embrace continuing unabated as our hands worked each other closer to climactic bliss.
Her tit felt soft in my hand as I squeezed and kneeded it, her hard nipple pressed into the palm of my hand. I desperately wanted to suck her nipple, yet at the same time actually holding her breast and stroking her pussy were more than I had ever expected. My finger continued to stroke up and down her slit, sliding across her clit and then pressing deep into her wet tunnel, working it in as far as I could each time. She slowly pulled us tighter together and broke our long kiss, her exposed tit pressing into my chest as she gripped my neck tightly with her arm.
"Oh shit I'm going to climax." She moaned, her stroking becoming irregular and stronger as the coming orgasm began to build deep within her. "Ohhh...Ohhh...Ohhh!" she squeaked as her whole body suddenly shuddered, her hips jerking in time with her tiny squeeks. She held onto my cock like a handle, balancing herself as the orgasm ran its wave of pleasure through her entire body. I continued to stroke her, driving my finger up into her hot pussy until she reached down and stopped my hand, pulling it back up to her other tit.
"Come here." She whispered, pulling my cock to coax me to follow her as she backed up slowly into shallower water. She stopped when the water only to my thighs and then sank down in it, either squatting or kneeling under the water to bring her tits just above the surface. "I want to see you squirt." She said quietly. "I've never seen a guy do it before."
"Ok." I agreed, knowing that I was extremely close when she came and that it wouldn't take much. She began stroking my cock with both hands, running them the length of my shaft and rolling one hand over my engorged head. "Oh lord. I'm not going to last long that way." I moaned loudly.
"Good." She said, looking up at me with a large smile on her face.
She continued to stroke me, rubbing my wet cock for several more long strokes before I warned her that I was about to erupt.
"On my tits. Squirt it on my tits." She said in an almost begging tone as my legs began to shake.
"Ok." I grunted as the first stream of hot cum lanced out of my overly stimulated cock, shooting clear over her shoulder and landing in the water several feet behind her.
"Goodness!" she giggled as she aimed my cock lower, the next powerful jet splashing on her wet tit. Time and again my body jerked, spurting more white cum onto her tits until it finally eased to a slow drool. Releasing my cock from she stood up, my cum dripping off her chin and neck where it had splashed, and running down her tits to drip into the lake. "That was a lot." She giggled as she rubbed the thick cum around her nipples playfully before dipping herself down into the lake to wash them off. Before standing up she cupped water in her hands and gently rinsed the cum from my cock.
"I think we better go inside before the mosquitoes start getting us." I said, swatting at one that was flying around my head. "I'd hate for that beautiful body to get all bitten up."
"You really think my body is beautiful?" she asked as we waded along the shore to the landing.
"Very much so. I've wanted to see it for years. I'm glad I finally got to." I admitted to her.
"I didn't know." She said quietly as we pulled the towels from the boat and wrapped them around us. We ran up to the cottage and ducked inside trying to shut the quickly growing cloud of bugs outside.
"You know." She said as we stood just inside the doorway, drying ourselves off. "I'd like an ice cream."
"We can go down into town for one or walk down to the campground." I answered.
"I think town." She said as she walked off toward her bedroom, closing the bamboo curtain behind her. I saw the light flick on and could see her shadow moving across in the room, her sexy tits silhouetted on the bamboo making my cock grow again. "So what are you going to wear?" She called to me from the room.
"Haven't decided." I answered as I watched her shadow slip a dress over her head. "How about you?"
"Oh just a little dress." She said with a giggle.
I finally walked to my room and flicked on the light, leaving the door partly open hoping she would come back in again. I found a pair of briefs and shorts and set them on the bed as I sat down to pull on a pair of socks. She flicked off the light of her room and then stepped into mine, reaching for my white briefs. "You don't need these, do you?" she asked, wrinkling her nose.
"Not if you don't want me to." I answered honestly, the thought of going without in shorts with her making my cock surge back to full mast.
"No, I really don't." She said, tossing them toward my suitcase. She stood and leaned against the wall, watching me dress, her eyes traveling up and down my body. "We can take my car if you want." She said as I snapped my shorts closed, finally covering my cock.
"Sure." I agreed, knowing mine was still hooked to the trailer on the landing. She got her purse and handed me the keys before heading for the door. I turned off the light inside and followed her out into the darkness, the nearly full moon already high in the sky, its bluish light filtering through the pine trees to splash in pools on the granite gravel driveway.



I slipped into the driver seat of her sixty-eight nova and started it up. It was a decent car, for its age with a big bench seat in the front. She slid over on the seat until her hip was resting against mine, her arm going around my back. I shifted into reverse and backed out the drive before putting it into first and easing the clutch out to head us toward town. It had been a while since I had driven a three on the tree, but I hadn't lost the touch and we were soon headed down the highway toward town, only twelve or so miles away.
"This is kind of fun, isn't it?" She asked quietly as the sounds of the night filtered into the open windows with the wind. "I never brought a boyfriend up here." She stated, apparently thinking something important for me to know.
"I see." I answered, not knowing what else to say. We rode in silence the rest of the way into town, pulling into the little ice cream place next to the grocery store. "So what would you like?" I asked her as I got out of the car, her slipping across the seat and getting out the driver side with me.
"Chocolate cone please!" she said with a grin as she wrapped her arm in mine, pulling it tightly to her body. I got two chocolate cones and we sat on a bench and ate them, her body pressed tightly against mine.
"That was good. I need to run into the store next door. Do you mind waiting here?" she asked quietly.
"I can come if you want." I offered.
"No. Girl stuff if you know what I mean." She whispered back.
"Ok." I said with a shrug, letting her get up and practically skip off toward the grocery store. It only took a few minutes before she was back and ready to go. I opened the driver door and she slid in, stopping half way across again. I was kind of enjoying the closeness we were sharing, but in the back of my mind I knew that there were limits and as much as my hard cock wanted more, it wasn't reasonable to expect it.
I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the dark highway, headed back toward the cottage. I felt her hand find mine in the dark and slowly pull it over to rest on her bare leg, my fingers gently stroking her soft inner thigh as I drove. I let go of her leg to make a shift and moved my hand back, feeling her place hers over mine and pull it deeper between her legs. I expected to find the material of her dress and was surprised to find only bare thigh in the dark. I slid my hand up farther and soon my little finger was stroking back and forth across her wet pussy lips.
I tried to work it between her legs, but the position just didn't quite allow it. I felt her hand find mine and expected her to pull it away, having gone too far, but to my surprise, she slid down in the seat, lifting one leg and hooking it over mine and the other lifting to prop her foot on the dashboard. My little finger now slipped easily between her spread lips, feeling her hot wet juices.
I was also surprised to feel her other hand in my lap, undoing my shorts and freeing my hard cock. Her hand wrapped around it and slowly stroked up and down its length as my finger rubbed back and forth across her hard clit.
"Ohhhhhhh." She moaned over the sound of the wind, her hips slowly rocking in the dark, constantly changing the angle that my finger was rubbing against. "God that feels good." She moaned as she stroked my cock harder, her own orgasm apparently building. In the moonlight filtering through the windows I could see her almost naked body, the top of her dress pulled down to expose her tits, her free hand busy squeezing and pulling her nipples as my little finger stroked back and forth across her wet clit. "OHHHHHH!" she suddenly cried, her whole body going rigid, her legs trembling and shaking.
It was nearly a mile or more down the road before her body relaxed, and she covered my hand with hers to stop my motions, but not to pull it away from her. "Good lord you can make me climax so easy." She cooed as we rode, her hand gently stroking my hard cock again.
"Yeah, well you have had me on the verge of the same thing for a long time." I said breathlessly, my cock feeling like it was almost ready to explode.
"Oh?" she asked almost innocently. "I've never done this." She said as she pulled my hand from her lap and slid across the seat. She laid down on the seat and I felt her hot mouth close around the head of my cock.
"Oh shit." I groaned, taking my foot off the accelerator to slow down as her tongue licked around my head, her hand sliding up and down my shaft. I slipped the car into neutral and let it roll to a stop on the shoulder as she bounced her head up and down, her tongue stroking the head of my cock while her hand followed up and down the shaft.
"Oh shit. I'm going to cum." I groaned in warning. To my surprise she sucked harder, working her hand faster up and down my shaft. With a huge groan I bucked my hips up involuntarily, my cock spurting a gush of thick cum deep into her mouth. She opened her mouth and gagged, my cum leaking out of her mouth and onto my cock and her hand as shot after shot of cum spurted up into her mouth. I felt her close around my head again, trying to contain the flood. After, I don't know how long, she sat up, releasing my shriveling cock.
"That was interesting. Kind of gross, but interesting." She said as she sat back in the seat.
"Yeah, I'll say it was interesting." I agreed as I put the car in gear and pulled back onto the highway. I could see her sitting with her dress still pulled below her tits, not saying a word as we wound our way down the highway toward the cottage. She finally slid over next to me again as I made the turn onto the long gravel lake road, the tires crunching across the crushed granite.
"Are you upset?" I asked quietly, now that the wind noise was gone.
"No, just thinking." She answered quietly.
"Wanna share?"
"Not yet." She said, giving my arm a squeeze of reassurance.
I pulled into the driveway and down to the cottage, shutting off the lights and killing the engine. We rolled the windows up and she fixed her dress before we climbed out of the car and walked the short distance to the cottage.
"I need a bath." She said as we walked in. She stopped at the stove and lit a match, lighting a burner. In a few moments she had a kettle on to boil and took my hand, walking me into the main room of the cottage and guiding me to the sofa. "I'll be back." She said quietly, letting go of my hand and walking off toward her bedroom. She left the door open, but turned the light on, occasionally stepping into view as she rummaged in her suitcase. She then went through the kitchen to the bathroom, closing the door for a few minutes.
I watched as she bustled around the kitchen and ran some water, finally walking out to where I was sitting with the swim towels, a bath towel and wash cloth and a plastic dish tub of water.
She laid one towel in the tile floor and then stood on it, slowly pulling her dress off over her head. She stood in front of me in the dim light completely naked, her body looking incredibly sexy. She wet the washcloth and rubbed soap on it, getting a little lather before holding it out to me. "Want to do the honors?" She asked with a small smile on her face.
"Of course!" I answered, not wanting to turn down a chance to touch her body more. I started rubbing the soft wash cloth around her chest and tits as she undid my shorts, letting them fall to the floor.
"You're way over dressed." She said, tugging on my shirt.
"Yeah, I guess so." I said, quickly pulling off my shirt and then bending down to pull my shoes and socks off. When I was as naked as she was I wet the cloth again and lathered it up, slowly rubbing the cloth around her body. She turned around for me, letting me wash her back and her sexy little ass. She took the cloth from me and then backed up against me, letting me wrap my arms around her as she squeezed some water from the washcloth over her shoulders, letting it run down her body.
My hands roamed her body, one cupping and gently massaging each breast as my other hand worked slowly down to the juncture of her legs, pressing between them and sipping into her again wet pussy.
"I think we need to wash you too. You kind of tasted like lake." She whispered after squeezing water on her several times to let my hands rinse the soap off her body. She turned in my arms after soaping the rag again and began washing my chest, slowly working her way down my body until she was washing my once again hard cock. "You sure do stay hard a lot." She whispered with a little giggle.
"Yeah, you're kind of keeping me turned on." I answered truthfully.
"Really turned on?" she asked quizzically.
"Oh yeah."
"Would you do something for me then?" she asked as she rinsed the rag and turned to start washing the soap suds from me.
"Sure, anything."
She dropped the rag in the basin and picked the towel off the wood stove where she had set it, slowly drying me off. Silently she stood, waiting for me to dry her, which I gladly did. Without a word she stepped to the recliner that sat by the sofa, pulling me by the hand as she did. She let go of my hand and put the towel on the seat and then sat down on the edge of the chair, leaning back and hanging one leg over each arm. "I want to know what it's like to get licked. My boy friend though oral sex was gross."
I smiled at her and knelt down. Little did she know that I loved what I was about to do.
I gently kissed her left thigh, slowly working closer to her pussy, kissing my way inch by inch closer, each kiss a tiny lick with the tip of my tongue followed by a soft wet kiss. I worked all the way to her meaty lips and then suddenly pulled away, moving my kisses to her other thigh way down by her knee. Again I kissed slowly, kiss after kiss toward her pussy, her hips rocking involuntarily as I grew ever closer.
"God you are such a tease! I love it!" she moaned as I blew hot air across her sopping wet pussy. I spread her lips with my thumbs and the slowly licked up her wet slit, tasting her tangy sweetness, the tip of my tongue pressing between her lips, searching for that hard nub. "Ohhhhhh damn." She moaned as I started another long slow stroke up her slit, pressing deeper into her. I found her hard clit with the tip of my tongue and closed my lips around it, giving it a gentle squeeze before letting it slip from between them.
"You like?" I asked as I moved my hands, freeing one while I licked up her slit again.
"Oh yes!" she moaned as I flicked my tongue across her hard clit. I pressed my middle finger slowly into her hot tunnel as I licked another trip between her soft lips, pausing to pay extra attention to her hard clit. My finger slid easily into her sopping wet tunnel, her velvety softness caressing it as I reached deep, curling it up so I could stroke the top of her tunnel. "OH GOD!" she squealed as my finger found that little soft spot, sending little jolts of electricity through her whole body.
I concentrated on her clit, alternately flicking my tongue across it and licking it with my tongue wide and flat, all the while my finger stroked that little spot on the top of her tunnel.
"Oh god I'm going to climax!" she squealed as her whole body convulsed, her pussy gushing juices out around my finger and running down my hand and arm. Her body bucked and jerked on the chair as I continued to attack both her clit and her tunnel, slowing only when she begged me to, pushing my head away from her over stimulated clit.
"Guess you like that." I said with a grin.
"Oh yes. Go get my purse, please." She panted.
With a shrug I walked to the kitchen and got her purse off the table, bringing it back to her where she still sat with her legs draped over the arms of the chair and her pussy spread wide. She dug in her purse a moment and then pulled out a small blue foil pack that was obviously a Trojan condom. "Come here." She said, ripping the packet open and pulling out the rolled latex condom. I stepped between her legs and she reached out stroking my rock hard cock a few times.
"Ever had one of these put on you?" She asked as I leaned forward, holding onto the back of the chair.
"No, always done it myself." I answered as she placed the cool latex on the head of my cock and began slowly rolling it down my fat shaft.
"You're pretty fat. Just go in me easy, ok?" she whispered as she pushed the last few rolls down to the base of my cock and then pushed my head down, rubbing it up and down her wet slit.
"Oh god." I moaned as I slowly pushed into her sopping wet pussy, trying to give her time to expand around me.
"Oh so big and fat. Damn, I don't think I can take all of you." She said as she panted with excitement. Slowly I let more and more of me sink into her as the chair rocked back farther tipping her pussy more and more upward toward me. Finally I felt my balls press against her ass, my cock fully inside her pussy, some place I never thought it would be. "Oh god you're so big." She moaned as I started slowly stroking my length in and out of her, the chair rocking helpfully as my pace quickened.
"Oh shit. I'm going to cum!" I grunted through clenched teeth, her tight tunnel providing more stimulation than my excited system could handle.
"That's it. Cum for me." She moaned, her feet moving around and hooking on my ass, helping pull me deep into her with each stroke.
"Oh god." I grunted, knowing I was close to doing just that.
"That's it. Cum for me!" she coaxed again, my body suddenly jerking and spewing shot after shot of hot cum into the condom. "God I wish I was feeling that fill me up." She moaned as she rocked her hips, grinding her clit against me and causing her own climax to trigger yet again.
I pulled from her as my cock began to shrivel, not wanting to let my load leak into her if the condom came off too soon. I pulled it off and dropped it on the towel before leaning back down nestling my cock between her lips, my head sticking up toward her face obscenely.
"Never thought I would be having sex with you." I whispered.
"Unhappy?" she asked, looking up at me, her eyes searching for an answer.
"Not at all. Just was always attracted to you, just never thought we would do this." I answered honestly.
"Yeah, me neither. Not until we were playing in the water today. Seems like the more we played the more I wanted."
"Yeah, I know that feeling." I agreed.
"It's getting late. Do you want to sleep with me?" She whispered, almost as if she was afraid I would say no.
"I was going to ask you the same thing." I said as I pushed myself up off the chair, pulling her along with me. We turned off lights as we went, finally making our way into my bedroom, only the moonlight filtering in through the window for illumination. I crawled into the bed and held the blanket back for her, letting her climb in before pulling the covers over us. She snuggled against me, one leg laying across one of mine, her soft tits pressed against my side and chest. I felt her hand gently cup my softened cock, giving it a gentle squeeze as she lifted her face to mine and kissed me on the cheek.
"Thank you." She whispered before snuggling down against me again.
The morning sun was reflecting off the lake, little beams of light dancing on the ceiling from the gentle ripples as they came through the large front windows and the open bedroom door. Part of me had a hard time grasping that I was spooned against Julie, her bare body pressed tightly to mine, my hand cupping one of her soft breasts. The thoughts of the previous day and evenings fun had my cock quickly growing, its hardness pressing between her legs.
"Hmmmmmm" she murmured, still half asleep. She lifted her leg to let my cock slip between them and then let it down again, idly stroking my head as she pressed my shaft up against her pussy.
Her stroking of my head soon had my hips rocking gently in time with her fingers, my hard cock stroking back and forth across her wet lips, slowly working deeper between them. I squeezed and massaged the tit I had cupped in my hand, letting her hard nipple protrude between my fingers so I could squeeze it.
"Ohhhhhh." I moaned quietly as my hips pressed back and forth sliding my mushroom head across her hardened clit.
"Mmmmmm yesssss!" she whispered as she pushed my head deeper into her slit, allowing it to engage into her tunnel and then slide slowly and deeply into her.
I continued to push my hips against her, driving my cock now in and out of her pussy, the exquisite sensations of her bare tunnel against my cock driving me crazy. I felt her fingers touch my cock every so often as she busily stroked her clit with her free hand. Her moans of pleasure growing by the moment.
"Oh shit. I'm going to cum." I groaned, trying to hold back. I pulled back as far as I could before plunging forward again, driving my cock out between her legs just before I erupted. She cupped my spurting head in her hand, containing much of volume of cum that my pulsing cock was spewing out as my body jerked and twitched.
"Hmmmmmm that must have felt good." She whispered as she slowly pulled away, sliding out of bed to find something to do with her handful of cum.
"Yeah it did." I panted as I lay back, the coverers tossed back and exposing all of me to her view. She wiped her hand with one of my t-shirts and then climbed back on the bed, swinging one leg over to straddle my hips. I looked at her sexy body above me and slid my hands to her back, pulling her down until I could gently suck one of her hard nipples into my mouth.
"Mmmmm I like that." She cooed as I swirled my tongue around her nipple and then sucked it into my mouth, suctioning it deeply before letting it slide from my lips and moving to the other one.
"So do I!" I said between mouthfuls of her soft round breasts. I let one hand slide down her body and between her legs, gently stroking her pussy and exposed clit. She lifted herself and spread her legs wider to give me better access, my fingers slowly stroking up and down her slit and across her clit. We lay like this for some time, my mouth going from nipple to nipple as my fingers teased and played with her pussy. I felt her reach behind herself and find my cock, gently stroking it and coaxing it to start hardening again.
"Ohhh that's it. Get hard for me. I want you inside me more." She said in a husky voice, rubbing the head of my cock back and forth around her wet pussy lips, competing with my fingers for access to her deep tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh." I moaned around her tit as she held my partly hard cock to her opening and pushed back against it, working it fully into herself.
"Yeah. That's it. Ohhhhhh so good." She moaned as she began to slowly rock on my cock, its hardness growing inside her by the second and her clit sliding along my finger. "Just like that. I love what you're doing just like that." She mumbled as she rocked, her breathing growing more ragged by the breath. "I'm going to climax around you. Do you want to feel me climax? I wish I could feel you fill me with your hot juice. MMMMmmmmm so nice!" she whispered as she rode me, my cock feeling her pussy gently clench around my hard shaft, little spasms of pressure running up and down its entire length. "Can you feel me?" she whispered urgently.
"Uh huh!" I grunted as I sucked her tit and felt her pussy clenching and squeezing my cock. Part of me wanted to let go and cum inside her, but a much bigger part was scared of getting her pregnant, something that would devastate everyone. No, I had to hold back and not cum again, at least not inside her.
"Uh huh...So good. I can feel you getting fatter. I can feel your hard cock growing inside me. I want to feel you fill my pussy." She mumbled, all the time riding my cock harder and faster.
"Oh shit oh shit oh shit!" I panted, trying to not cum inside her hot pussy. She bounced on me harder, her ass slapping against my thighs as the whole bed bounced and squeaked loudly.



"Yes! She screamed. "Fill me up. I want to feel you cum in me!"
"AHHHHGGGGG" I hollered, my cock suddenly driving deep into her and spewing shot after shot of hot cum into her clenching pussy.
"YES!" she screamed as her own climax finally peaked, collapsing on top of me, her chest heaving and her hard nipples driving into my chest as my cock twitched deep inside her. "God that was perfect." She whispered when she had caught enough of her breath to talk again.
"Aren't you worried about getting pregnant?" I asked worriedly.
"No. Wrong time of month." She panted. "Pretty sure anyway."
"We can hope." I answered, not fully convinced.
She lifted her head even with mine and looked down into my eyes. "We have all day, and now we don't have to worry. You can fill me as many times as you want and it won't make any difference. I want to feel you screw me in the lake and on the dock and anyplace else you want to take me. If your cock gets hard you have my permission to take me anyplace, anytime." She said with a giggle.
"You're sure?"
"Hell, how many times can a twenty year old guy get hard?" She asked with a laugh.
"You'd be surprised." I answered.
"Good, surprise me! You and I both know that after today, this won't ever happen again. Let's make the most of it. I want to feel you inside me as much as I can."
"You walk around half dressed like yesterday, you can bet I'll be hard a lot."
"Ok, that settles it. I'll wear as little as I can all day." she said with a laugh. "Want some breakfast? I'll cook you some eggs if you promise to take me while I'm cooking."
"As if I'd turn an offer like that down." I answered her with a laugh.
"Good!" she said as she climbed off my cock, a flood of cum leaking from her as she climbed off the bed. "Hmmm look at all that cum!" She said with a chuckle, using my t-shirt to wipe her leg.
True to her word, by the time I got out of the bathroom she was standing naked at the stove frying some link sausage and getting ready to put eggs in a pan. I walked up behind her and gently kissed her neck before sliding my hands around her to gently cup both of her soft tits.
"Mmmmmm I like this." She said quietly as she stood and turned the sausage. "This is yours, do you have some sausage for me?" she asked teasingly.
"Gotta give it a minute to recover." I whispered quietly.
"I see." She replied as she reached behind her with her free hand and found my cock, gently massaging it. Even a horny twenty year old takes a few minutes to recover, but to my surprise my cock immediately started to respond, quickly growing hard enough that she could slip it between her legs and massage it by wiggling her legs back and forth. I felt it grow fatter and harder between her legs, the hotness of her pussy pressing against the top of it. I stroked it in and out of the tight confines her legs were creating before pulling it back and crouching down slightly to change the angle.
"Here you go." I whispered as she pushed her butt back out at me, helping me to slide up into her.
"Mmmmmmm just what I needed." She cooed as I worked it in and out of her an inch or so a few times.
I stood behind her, playing with her tits and occasionally wiggling my cock around inside her while she finished cooking the sausage and eggs, only pulling off my cock when she had to get plates to put our breakfast on. With two plates of food on the table, she guided me to a chair, sitting me down and then aiming my cock at her pussy while she settled down onto it, her legs hanging over one side of me so she was sitting on my lap.
"You know." She said between bites. "If this is what being married to you would be like, I could get used to it pretty fast."
"You don't think we'd get tired of this?"
"I can't ever see getting tired of how this makes me feel. Just having you inside me makes me feel all warm and tingly inside."
"I'm not exactly complaining either." I said as we went back to eating.
"so are we going fishing today?" she asked as she pulled off my cock to clear the table.
"We can."
"Good. I think we should." She said with a bright smile.
"Gonna have to get dressed though. It's probably a bit chilly on the water right now."
"Yeah, that's true. We'll just have to see if we can make it interesting though. Pick something that I can get into easily, ok?"
"Yeah, I will." I said as I stepped into the bedroom and dug in my suitcase. I finally decided on a t-shirt, pair of athletic shorts, baggy gray sweat pants and a hooded sweatshirt. Julie came out of her room wearing a purple sweat suit zipped all the way to her neck, leaving me to wonder what she had on under it, if anything.
I put the boat in the water while she packed some drinks and sandwiches, just in case we stayed out longer. I had more than enough gear and rods to cover both of us, and after checking gas tanks I was ready to head out.
"Where are we headed to?" she asked as she came down the dock and stepped lightly into the boat.
"I was thinking the power lines." I replied, knowing that getting there not easy and kept all the non-locals away. It also afforded quite a number of quiet little bays for us to slip into if we wanted to do something besides fish, which I was pretty sure the idea was.
"Good. You know, I've never had sex in a boat before." She said with a huge grin.
"Well, we'll see if we can fix that today." I said, my cock already hard and poking up my shorts and sweat pants. I untied the boat and started the engine, taking off up the lake with Julie sitting in the middle seat facing me in the back of the boat. A tiller steer engine of this size takes constant attention, but that attention was definitely torn as she unzipped her sweat shirt and pulled her pink tank top up, hooking it over her tits so that I had to be able to see them as I drove the boat.
I slowed down to go under the train bridge and she leaned back, letting anyone driving by see her naked chest, and also allowing the cool morning wind to chill her nipples, making them pucker and harden enticingly.
"You are really bad." I said with a laugh as I slowed down after nearly fifteen more minutes of winding around through the flooded timber.
"Not really." She said with a grin. "Wait till it gets warmer, then you'll see bad."
I shook my head and went to work getting the small gas trolling motor started and rigging lines. With everything ready I handed her a rod and then cast my own out, one hand holding the rod and the other holding the tiller of the trolling motor.
"You are completely at my mercy now, aren't you?" she asked teasingly as she moved from the middle seat to sit next to me on the rear seat.
"Well, it would seem that way." I agreed.
"Good." She said as she slipped her hand into the top of my sweat pants, feeling around for my hard cock. "You have way to many clothes on for me to get to your cock. Don't you want me to get to it?"
"Sure I do." I answered.
"Good." She said using her one free hand to try and work both my sweat pants and shorts down my thighs. With my ass naked and my cock sticking up she stroked her hand up and down my shaft, making sure I was nice and hard.
She stood up and pushed her sweat pants down her legs, followed by the skimpiest pair of underwear I had ever seen in person. She stepped back and sat down on my cock again, making sure that I was fully inside her wet tunnel by wiggling around on me for a few moments. "Now this is fishing." She giggled.
"Yeah, it is!" I agreed.
We continued to fish this way, my cock slowly softening inside her until she would wiggle around to make it hard again, for nearly two hours, the sun climbing high in the sky and beating down on us relentlessly.
"It's getting flat hot out here." She said suddenly.
"Yeah, it is." I agreed, even though I had been sweating ever since she sat on my cock.
She put her rod down and stripped off her bottoms that were pushed down to her ankles, pulling them over her little canvas tennis shoes. Next went her sweat shirt and finally her tank top, leaving her sitting on me almost naked. "Much better." She said, stroking her body and letting the sun warm her all over. "But you're way too over dressed. Why don't we head over to that little cove and I'll fix that!"
"Sure!" I agreed readily, letting go of the tiller long enough to wind in my line an set the rod down. With one hand free I wrapped it around her, cupping one tit and playing with it while we slowly made our way to the cove. I eased the boat up to the bank and shut down the engine.
She leaned over and untied my shoes, pulling then off as well as my socks, followed by my shorts and sweat pants. With my bottom half naked she swiveled on my hard cock and pulled my sweat shirt off, followed by my t-shirt, leaving me completely naked.
"You see that tree over there?" she asked, pointing to a birch tree a few feet up the shore, standing in a little grassy patch.
"Yeah." I answered as she turned on my lap and leaned back, wrapping her arms around my neck. She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me softly and gently sucking my lower lip into her mouth before pulling away from me.
"I'm going to walk over there and lean over against that tree. Then I'm going to close my eyes." She whispered.
"Got it." I whispered back as she released her arms from my neck and stood up, her pussy pulling off my hard cock with a quiet slurp. She climbed out the bow of the boat onto the shore and walked away while I followed, taking time to tie the boat to a small bush.
When I turned around she was at the tree, holding the trunk about four feet off the ground and bent over so her back was even with the ground. Her tits hung down below her and wiggled enticingly as she breathed and her ass was stuck out with her legs spread wide. "OH my. I'm all naked in the woods and someone might come along and ravage me. Oh my what shall I do?"
With a grin I stepped behind her, aiming my cock at her spread pussy lips.
"OHHHHH My goodness!" she squealed playfully as I rubbed my already wet head against her pussy lips. "Oh my goodness." She moaned as I pressed it all the way in, my head pressing against the end of her tunnel.
"ohhhhh" I groaned as my overly teased cock worked in and out of her soft tight tunnel. I pounded into her, my hips slapping her ass loudly with each plunge into her pussy, hear cries of pleasure dying in the trees as she screamed unintelligibly. Her tits swung wildly as I held her hips and slammed into her ass time and again, my climax quickly reaching the point of no return. "Here it comes!" I grunted as my body jerked, spurting cum deep into her pussy. Time and again my body twitched and jerked, each time emptying more of my cum into her tight pussy until finally was standing, my cock shrinking inside of her, panting for breath.
"Well that definitely was fun!" She said as she pulled off my cock and stood up, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling my face down to kiss hers.
"That it was." I panted between kisses as I tried to catch my breath. We stood and kissed our tongues teasing each other for long minutes before we broke the embrace and returned to the boat. We sat down in the bottom of the boat, using cushions to insulate us from the cold aluminum and our sweat shirts behind our backs. The sun warmed us in the still cool air as we cuddled, forgetting all about fishing.
"So what now?" Julie asked quietly.
"About what?" I asked confused.
"What do we do now...I mean after today?"
"I don't know. We're going to be a long way away from each other. I don't expect to be back up here until Christmas at the soonest." I answered quietly.
"So this really is a one time thing?" She whispered.
"I think it has to be. Even if we wanted it to be more, it never can be. Hell, we're not even supposed to be doing this much."
"No, you're right. We're not. I guess it was just all the play yesterday, and well, we've always had a thing about each other. I remember when we came to your house that summer. I wore the tightest sexiest shorts and pants I had the whole time. I often wondered if you really noticed."
"Oh I noticed, and jacked off in the bathroom at least half a dozen times every day." I said with a laugh, remembering hot tight her white pants were on her.
"Hmmm Didn't know that." She said with a giggle. "I suppose I shouldn't tell you that I saw your hard cock in your shorts when we were playing that game after dark. One time when I was hiding I played with myself and made myself cum thinking that you were hiding with me and touching me."
"Ohhhh" I groaned. "I would have so done that."
"I can tell." She giggled.
We lay for almost an hour before we got warm enough to climb out of the boat and into the lake, wading carefully over the rocky bottom to get wet and cool off, but not before making sure we had sex one more time with her leaning against the boat. We climbed out of the water when I heard the first rumble of thunder. The weather had called for only a small chance of rain, but that small chance seemed to be moving in. We quickly dressed and I used the trolling motor to work our way back to the channel where I could fire up the main engine.
The black clouds had built from the lee side of the shore we were parked on, and by the time we got moving it was clear that we were going to end up wet. I hadn't brought a rain suit either, which was very unlike me. Must have been distracted.
I rolled onto the throttle and pushed the boat to its top speed, nearly thirty five miles an hour, weaving between the trees down the old channel in an attempt to beat the rain. It was futile attempt, and the rain caught up to us long before we even got to the railroad bridge.
The cold rain felt like ice pellets on my face and hands as I tried to keep the boat moving over the quickly roughening water. The waves grew with the wind, the boat splashing spray up adding to the deluge that was pelting us. Julie moved to the bow and huddled down, using it to block as much of the cold rain as she could while I made the best time I could across the suddenly white capped lake. It was nearly thirty minutes of miserable travel before the dock appeared in site. I eased up to the dock and quickly tied the boat up, reaching to help Julie climb out. We ran up the hill to the cottage, not stopping until we were inside, water streaming from our saturated clothes.
It only took a few moments for us to shed our wet stuff into a pile and grab towels to dry with, both of us shivering uncontrollably. Julie went to start some hot water for chocolate and I went to the woodstove and started building a fire. We both finished about the same time, the two of us settling naked together, wrapped in a blanket in front of the woodstove, each of us with a cup of chocolate.
"That was cccccold." Julie shivered.
"Yeah it was." I agreed, pulling her closer hoping that we could warm each other. We sat in silence and sipped the hot coco while we watched the fire grow to the point I could close the woodstove door and let it start building heat. When I came back to the blanket Julie set the mugs on the floor and lay down on the sofa, opening the blanket for me to lay with her. I crawled in facing her and held her tight, gently stroking her back and side as the shivers slowly stopped.
It was mid afternoon when we woke up, the cottage pleasantly warm from the woodstove but the rain still blowing wickedly outside. "There goes our afternoon swim." She said sullenly.
"Yeah. Grandma and Grandpa will be up here by seven."
"Uh huh. Wish we had another night to sleep together."
"Me too." I agreed.
I finally gave in to the need to get my rain suit and pull the boat out of the water. I slipped it on with nothing under, just for Julie, and then headed back out into the storm. It took nearly an hour to get the boat pulled out, all my gear packed and stowed in the car and be back onto the cottage. By then I was cold again, even though the rain suit had kept nearly all the rain out.
Julie cuddled me up in front of the fire again to warm up, each of us holding the other, lost in our own thoughts.
"Gotta go home tomorrow morning early." I said quietly.
"I know."
"I wish I had more time here with you."
"Me too. But I have to go tomorrow too. School calls."
"Yeah. Starts Monday." I agreed.
"Uh huh."
"You could come visit me. I have a place of my own to live. No dorm or anything."
"Yeah, that would be nice." She whispered.
We fell into silence again, my hand idly stroking her soft breast and hard nipple as I thought about how I felt about her. I wondered to myself if it was love or lust, deciding it was probably the later. No point in it being the first, since even if it were there wasn't ever any way we could do anything about it. First cousins aren't allowed to marry...and for that matter aren't supposed to have sex.
"You know its almost dinner time. I don't think we ever got lunch." I said quietly.
"Yeah. I'm kind of hungry."
"We have hamburger patties we can cook." I told her.
"Yeah. Guess we have to dress though?"
"Yeah, probably." I answered reluctantly.
She climbed out of the blanket and walked to her bedroom, leaving me on the sofa. "Stay there a minute. I want to show you something." She called from the bedroom. She came back a few moments later wearing a tiny black panty that was all lace with little red flowers on it. The panties were extremely small and see though, as was the lacy bra that let her breasts show right through. In some ways the black lace that was practically hiding her body, but not quiet, made her look even sexier than she was naked.
"I was going to wear this for you and let you take it off of me." She said as she walked over to stand in front of me.
"It's beautiful." I said, my cock already starting to grow. "Come here." I said as I held a hand out. I pulled her gently down over, me her knees resting on the sofa on either side of my hips. I reached behind her and unclipped the little bra, gently pulling the material down her round soft breasts, kissing each inch as it came into view. I slowly kissed my way around her breasts, stroking them with my fingers, tracing long slow curves around each side and across the bottom as I worked my kisses closer and closer to her nipples, kissing first one breast and then the other.
I squeezed her breasts into cones with my hands and then sucked first one nipple and then the other into my mouth, sucking them deep into my mouth while my tongue flicked across her nipple, slowly letting it slip from between my lips and teeth. Each suction brought a renewed moan from her lips as she leaned forward, using my shoulders as balance.
She began to rock her hips against mine, rubbing her pussy against my cock through the thin black material of her panties. I lost track of how long we sat that way before she reached a hand down to pull the panties aside, her wet pussy now rubbing directly on my hard cock. I felt her rocking slow and the motion of her hips extend, her hot wet pussy rubbing longer across my fully engorged shaft until my head was disappearing between her lips.
I felt her lift her body slightly and her hand move from my shoulder again, the pressure of her fingers pushing my cock up against her pussy, finally sliding into her wet pussy. "Ohhhhhh yes." She moaned as she pushed herself down my cock, slowly sinking over me.
Our bliss was suddenly interrupted by the sound of car doors outside the cottage and voices. "SHIT!" she squeaked, literally jumping off my cock and running toward the bedroom. I followed close behind ducking into my own bedroom and pulling the curtain closed just before the cottage door opened.
"Hello there!" my grandmothers cheery voice called as I slipped underwear and shorts on over my aching cock.



"Hi grandma!" I called as I came out of the bedroom.
"Hi there! Have you had a good week?"
"Great!" I answered with a faked yawn. "Just taking a short nap."
"I see Julie made it up too?" she asked as my grandpa brought in a few bags of things.
"Yeah, she showed up yesterday. We've had a good time catching up." I answered as Julie came out of the other bedroom in a pair of baggy shorts and a long t-shirt.
"Hi grandma!" she said walking over to give her a big hug.
Needless to say, that was the end of our sexual afternoon. We spent the evening playing cards and talking, each of us excusing ourselves to go to bed knowing we had to leave the next morning.
I lay awake, thinking about her and listening to the snoring of my grandfather, that was at least as loud as an idling race car, wishing that we could have slept together one more night. I have no idea how late it was when I heard the softest of sounds, the curtain of my room sliding ever so quietly back. It didn't take a genius to know who was slipping onto my bedroom. I felt the bed move in the dark and then the soft hot skin of Julie pressing against my body.
Her hand slid down my bare chest, finding my underwear and pushing them down. I helped her slide them down my legs until I was naked and then felt her roll on top of me under the covers. Her lips pressed against my cheek and then slowly kissed toward my ear, a whispered "shhhhh" before kissing slowly back to my lips. By the time her kisses had reached my lips my hands were again on her breasts, slowly squeezing and massaging them as my cock grew between us, her pussy feeling its hardness and slowly sliding along it to encourage it.
She lifted herself slightly and I felt her fingers under my head, pushing me upwards as she pushed back, my head spreading her already wet lips and sliding slowly inside. I stifled a moan as she engulfed me, my engorged head pressing deeper and deeper into her until it was nestled into the end of her velvety tunnel. Ever so slowly she rocked her body, making sure to keep her motions slow and gentle enough to keep the bed from squeaking. Up and down my shaft she rode, long slow strokes, almost agonizingly slow as I squeezed her tits and nipples in time with her strokes. I could tell from her breathing against my face that her own climax was growing within her and she was struggling to control her motions.
The feel of her soft wet pussy slowly sliding up and down my shaft was exquisite, but what finally pushed me over the edge was her soft lips pressing to mine, her breath flowing into my mouth and her tongue teasing mine at the same time as her climax washed over her, her pussy convulsing around my fat cock.
I stifled a moan and arched my back as my cock exploded into her, pumping shot after shot of hot cum up into her pussy. She lowered herself down to me and I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her to me and her tits into my chest as she continued to kiss me, almost frantically as her whole body trembled with her own orgasm.
Slowly we both relaxed, our bodies enjoying the sensations of each other and our kisses moving from frantic to gentle and loving. Finally my softening cock slipped from her pussy and she rolled to the side, leaving her pussy pressed against my thigh and her legs intertwined with mine. She lay her head on my chest and sighed quietly as the two of us drifted off to sleep wrapped around each other.
The next morning I awoke spooned against her, my hand cupping one of her tits and her fingers gently stroking the back of my hand. I could feel my morning hardon pressed between her legs, nestled between her lips. I knew there was no chance of sex now, but the feelings of being snuggled to her this way were just what I needed for our final morning.
We heard my grandpa still snoring, and the bathroom door close, meaning my grandma was awake. With a quick kiss she slipped out of my bed and disappeared into her own room before anyone could know we had been together.
It was only a few hours later that I hugged my grandma and Julie, the two of us getting into our own cars to head back to different homes and different lives. With a wave I drove out the drive, looking to see if she turned the same way I did. I stopped down the road a ways and pulled over, waiting for her to catch up. I got out and walked to toward her car as she too got out. She ran the few steps remaining, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me deeply.
"I don't know what the future holds, but I know I will always hold this week special." She whispered.
"Me too." I said, trying to hold back the tears that were streaming down her face. "You know...I do love you."
"I know." She said before giving me a final kiss, breaking away and turning back to her own car.
It was a long drive home, my mind filled with Julie and what we had shared. The next day it was off to college and several hours farther from her. We exchanged a few letters in the coming weeks, but it was clear that the paths our lives were on merged for only the shortest of times, and now they were diverging. Within months we each had new significant others and what was, what we had shared, was to be relegated to the secret parts of our minds, to be shared never again and with no one.
Over the years we did keep in touch, meeting up at holidays as our separate familes grew. With the passing of my grandparents, the property at the cottage was split, my aunt getting one half and my mom getting the other. My parents turned it into their retirement home and my aunt built a getaway place. Not small like the original cottage, but still a seasonal vacation place.
Over the years we crossed paths there, Julie and her family vacationing next door to my parents place. We always hugged and I often wondered if she remembered what we had shared or if it was long gone. She had kids, got divorced, remarried and had her own career. I was married with four great kids who were now grown and the last was just moved out.
With my wife out of the country for several months, I decided to head north for a short summer vacation, getting to my folks place just after the fourth of July. I was almost surprised to see some activity over at my Aunts place after I had been there a couple days. I was more surprised to come in from fishing one afternoon to see Julie laying out on their dock sunning herself. After tying up the boat I walked over to see her, stopping to enjoy the site of her laying there in a tiny yellow bikini. Even at fifty she was good looking. Her breasts were much larger than they had been thirty years ago, but having kids will do that. She was a bit heavier too, but not horribly so, in fact, her curves were quite attractive and accentuated by the tiny yellow string bikini.
"Hey Julie!" I said after staring at her for several minutes.
She looked up at me almost startled and then got to her feet, walking over to me and giving me a huge hug. "Hey stranger." She said before breaking the hug but leaving one arm wrapped around my waist.
"So you and the family up here for a few days?" I asked conversationally.
"No. Just me." She said, her face falling from the smile it had held only a few moments ago.
"Problems?"
"Divorce was final yesterday. That's why I came up. I wanted to get away from everything for a few days." She said, almost looking down. "How about you?"
"Alone. Wife is out of country again and my baby is home working. She leaves for college in a few weeks but had to work. No, it's just me and the fish." I said with a sigh.
"I understand." She said with a nod. "Maybe we can catch up a bit?" She asked hopefully.
"I don't see why not." I replied with a shrug.
"Good. Maybe after dinner we can get together and chat a bit."
"I'd like that." I answered. "I'm going out fishing again a bit later if you want to ride along."
"Sure that might be fun. I haven't been fishing for a long time." She said with a smile.
"Ok. I better go get some lunch. Enjoy your tanning." I said, giving her a squeeze.
"Thank. I will." She said with a smile returning to her face, her arm slipping from around me. I stood and watched while she went back to the towel on the dock and laid down, her feet facing me and her legs spread almost as wide as the dock. From this distance I could almost swear I saw a dark spot on the crotch of her yellow bikini, but then it was probably my over active imagination. I turned and walked to my parents place for lunch.
It was a few hours later that I walked over and found Julie sitting on a porch swing gently gliding back and forth, reading a romance novel and listening to music quietly playing in the background.
"Hey Jules. Wanna go fishing?" I asked, using the pet name for her I had so many years ago.
"Jules! I haven't been called that in forever." She said with a laugh. "Yeah, Let me go get changed. Back in a jiffy."
"Ok. I'll get things and meet you at the boat." I said as I turned and stepped off the deck.
I was sitting in my boat, a nice deep V hull runabout with an open bow, that I had modified with a small gas trolling motor on the stern and an electric trolling motor on the bow, the combination letting me fish for almost anything while still keeping a nice family boat. The kids always loved the open bow so they could sit and let the wind blow as we went down the lake at forty plus, pushed by the one-forty I/O. It had served me well over the years and I still loved fishing from it.
I was already warm, even though I was wearing only a pair of water shoes and workout shorts. I had even forgone my t-shirt as I sat and worked at rigging another rod up for Julie to use.
"Still have the old boat." She said with a grin as she walked down the dock toward my boat. "How long now?"
"Almost twenty years." I said as I held a hand out to help her down into the cockpit.
"Doesn't look it. Looks a lot newer." She said as he sat down on the seat wearing a ball cap with her long blond hair pulled out the back in a pony tail and a long gray t-shirt that reached all the way to her thighs.
"Thanks. I try to keep it up." I answered.
"So I can see." She said, looking at me instead of the boat.
I blushed a bit before responding. "Yeah, well, wearing that yellow bikini certainly didn't make you look anywhere near as old as we both know we are."
"Thank you!" she said with a smile as I untied the boat from the dock and dropped into the driver's seat. "So where are we going, up above?"
"I was going to go across and try the back bay, but if you want to go up above I'm game." I said.
Over the years the lake had changed as had we all. The ice had pulled or cut off most of the trees that used to make up the woods that were flooded when the reservoir filled. If you knew where you were going you could still make it back up to the old fishing spots, but for some reason they weren't as productive as they had been years before. I fired the engine up and idled out away from the dock before cranking on the throttle and pushing the big V hull up on plane.
"You mind if I sit in the bow?" Julie asked over the wind noise from the passenger seat.
"Help yourself!" I called back. She got up and stepped through the open windshield and settled in the very bow, leaning back and letting the wind blow down the oversized neck hole of her shirt, billowing it out and letting the tail flap in the wind.
I had to pay attention to my driving, but from this angle it was impossible not to notice that she had on a pair of very small tight spandex shorts and absolutely no bra. I was able to see right up her shirt to her bare tits, which were bouncing and wiggling with each bounce of the bow. By the time I had to back off to go under the railroad bridge my shorts were filled with a huge hardon and I took a quick grab to try to adjust myself to a more comfortable position.
I cranked the throttle open again and we headed down the channel, making the long sweeping turns between the stump filled mudflats that were hills before the reservoir was flooded. Some of the flats got down as shallow as two feet, while others were twenty feet deep, but just as hazardous with their water logged trees still sticking up, but cut off by the ice just a few feet below the water level. An unsuspecting boater getting out of the channel was usually in for huge repair bills.
I rolled off the main channel into the cut that worked back and forth toward the upper dam, the old channel partly silted in and most of the marker trees long gone. My GPS and depth finder were all that kept me out of the hidden underwater trees.
About half way up the slot I shut down the engine and got ready to fish, moving to the stern and putting down the little gas kicker.
"Here you go!" I said over the noise of the engine, handing her a rod with a bait already attached.
I kicked the engine in gear and started working my way deeper into the cut, dragging the baits over the undulating bottom and across the mudflats.
"It is certainly hot out here." Julie said after an hour or so of fishing and catching up on what had been going on in each of our lives since the last time we saw each other.
"Yeah. The sun is almost brutal today." I agreed.
"I think your starting to burn. Do you need some sunscreen?" she asked sweetly.
"Yeah I probably should." I said, moving to shut down the engine.
"Oh don't do that. You keep fishing. I'll take care of the sunscreen." She said as she reeled in her bait. Setting the rod down she dug into her bag and came out with a big tube of bullfrog. She squeezed a large dollop onto her hand and then rubbed them together. She stared at my ankle and slowly worked her hands up my leg, rubbing the lotion into my skin as she worked it farther up my thigh. I began to wonder if she was going to go clear up to my crotch as her fingers pushed the leg of my exercise shorts up several inches.
I was almost disappointed when she pulled her hands back and started with a new dollop of cream on my other leg, again working her way slowly up my leg until her fingers were stroking up under the leg of my shorts. A few more inches and she would be rubbing her finger tips across my bare balls, having not put my underwear back on after jumping into the lake on my morning trip. My cock was rock hard and twitching in my shorts, and there was no way she could possibly miss seeing it as she worked on my legs.
She pulled her hands back again, getting a fresh squirt of cream and staring to work on my chest, standing between my spread legs as I sat with one arm held out each way, one on the engine tiller and the other holding my rod. Her hands swirled around my chest and stomach, slowly spreading the cream around my sides as she leaned closer and closer to me to reach. She reached for more cream and then asked me to lean farther forward.
I could smell that she had on a subtle flowery perfume as I leaned forward so she could reach my back. She leaned over my shoulder as practically sat on my thigh, using one hand to reach around me and spread cream on my back while she held my other shoulder for balance. Part of me wished she didn't have the shirt on so I could see what I had to call a pair of fantastic tits, from what I had seen under the shirt and in the bikini.
She reached farther and I felt her soft tits press against my shoulder as she worked the cream all the way down the small of my back, her fingers dipping under the waistband of my shorts. Her slick hands slid around my sides, still inside the waist of my shorts, spreading the cream around as she worked my shorts down an inch or two. Part of me wondered if she was going to just keep going, sliding her hand down my front to my rock hard cock, but she stopped and stood back, declaring me "done".
I watched her step back and sit down on the seat, moving her attention to her own legs, slowly stroking the lotion into her skin as she lifted first one leg and then the other, her crotch pointed straight at me and her tight spandex shorts pulled tight, showing the curve of her pussy through the material.
"Can you do my back?" She asked sweetly as she got up. I tucked my rod under my leg and held one hand out for her to squirt some cream into. She stepped between my legs and turned around, facing away from me skimming her shirt up and off, leaving her wearing nothing but the smallest of spandex shorts.
I tried to pay attention to where I was driving the boat as I slowly rubbed the cream up and down her completely bare back, hoping she would also turn around and ask me to do the front of her. I worked my hand down her back to the top of her shorts and was about to stop there when she reached back and pulled them down almost to the middle of her ass. "Get there too." She said. "I don't want to get burned if my shorts move around when I do."
"Sure." I answered as I continued to spread the white cream down across her tanned ass cheeks, turning my hand over and letting my fingers slide under the material until I was cupping most of her ass in my hand.
"Thank you." She said suddenly, stepping away, but still facing away. She got more cream and rubbed it on her chest, shoulders and arms, all the time facing away from me so I couldn't see her chest. I watched her as she bent over to dig in her bag, getting a few quick glimpses of her tits and obviously hard nipples, before she stood up. She tied strings around her neck and back before turning around to face me again, this time in a lime green bikini top that was so tiny I wondered how it even covered her nipples.
Each triangle was only a few inches on a side and most of her easily double D tits were exposed, the material covering her areola and nipples and not much more. I doubted that if she moved quickly that it would contain her massive tits.
"Much better." She said as she sat down in the seat facing me and cast her rod out again.
"Yeah, I agree." I agreed with a grin.
"What's that mean?" She asked innocently.
"Nothing." I answered quietly.
"Oh come now. I heard you. Now what did you mean?"
"It means I find your current attire much more pleasant to look at than before." I said with a chuckle.
"I take it that was a compliment?" she asked with a crooked smile.
"Oh yeah!"
"Good." She said as she leaned back and propped her feet up on the engine cover.
We were silent a long time as I worked the boat up and down the slot, dragging out baits across the flats. I felt an occasional hit, but nothing large enough to hook and keep until I went over a small creek bed that ran across one five foot deep mud flat.
"Fish on!" I said as I killed the engine and stood up to fight the fish. Julie got up and dug out the landing net, stepping next to me and leaning over the side excitedly to see what I had on the line.
"There it is." She said as she leaned over with the net, dipping it into the water and holding the mesh bag like a pro. I worked the fish toward the boat and she reached out to scoop under the fish lifting the wiggling struggling fish into the air before stepping back to lower it into the boat.
It was a nice northern pike, but unfortunately not quite long enough to keep, being short by an inch. Only after I had it unhooked, being extremely careful of its mouth full of nasty teeth and returned to the water did I let my attention focus on Julie as she stood between the seats, leaning one arm on each side of the open windshield, watching with excitement and interest.
"Too bad, that was a nice size fish." She said, drawing my attention up to her. I looked up and immediately wondered if she realized that her efforts to net the fish had allowed most of one nipple to be exposed, the lime green only covering a small portion of her large pink areola. I could see that she wore an even tinyer suit at times, with a white triangle of skin just barely bigger than her areola framing it.



I cleaned up from dealing with the fish, tossing my artificial bait over the side and out of the way before stowing the landing net. I stood up and looked around to see where the wind had pushed us, realizing that we had been blown almost into the little bay that the creek bed originated from. I sat back down on the stern to fire the engine, looking back to see that she had adjusted her top back over her exposed nipple. Part of me wondered if she left it exposed on purpose.
I dropped the boat into gear to back it off the mudflat that I knew I had to be sitting on, since the boat wasn't moving any longer, only to churn up mud.
"Aww crap." I muttered as I tried to find a position for the engine that it would back the boat off the bottom. I knew that he creek channel was only a few feet away, but with the soft bottom holding the boat in place it didn't seem like there was any way I was getting off of it. I dug out a paddle and pushed on the bottom, sinking it two feet deep into the silty mud.
"I think we're stuck!" I said with a laugh. "that sucks."
"Yeah." She said stepping over to me. "Let me push and you can try to back us out."
I handed her the paddle and let her push on the bottom while I revved the small engine, trying to get enough thrust to pull us off, but the boat seemed stuck.
"So now what?" Julie asked, standing there looking at me.
"Now I get wet." I answered. The water under the keel was only about two feet deep, but with the softness of the bottom there was no doubt I would sink to my knees, leaving me waist deep, and while I usually had a swim suit in the boat for just such emergencies, it was hanging on the back of the bench on the dock drying right now.
Julie sat back on the back of one of the seats and looked at me with a grin. "I'm going to enjoy this."
"What's that?" I asked as I looked up at her.
"Well, you're either going to get into the water in those, which after their wet will be interesting to see, or you're going to have to strip down, which might be even more interesting to see." She laughed. "That's what you get for staring at my tits instead of watching where the boat was going."
"Yeah, well, seems to me that top was designed to get guys to stare." I said as I leaned down and pulled my water shoes off, knowing that if they went into the mud I'd never get them back.
"Never said it wasn't. but you could have told me I was showing." She said with a smirk.
"I was trying to figure out how without embarrassing you." I answered.
"Embarrassing me? Come on. We both know we've seen each other naked, and then some." She said with a big smile. "Just not recently."
"Yeah, that's true. At least I don't have a hardon." I said as I skimmed my shorts down and stepped out of them, leaving me completely naked as I stepped toward the corner of the stern with the swim platform.
"Too bad." She said as she watched me step over the back and lower myself into the cool water. As expected I sunk almost knee deep into the murky water, my quickly hardening cock thankfully hidden under the water as I struggled my way around to the shore side of the boat. I found a good spot and then rocked and lifted the bow as high as I could to turn it ever so slowly toward where the channel was. I felt it give a little more as the deepest part of the hull broke away from the mud and floated again. I aimed the boat toward the little channel and into the wind, trying to work my feet out of the mud at the same time. I flopped my bare ass onto the swim platform, quickly rinsing my legs under the water before climbing up into the boat.
The wind was quickly turning the boat back toward the flat so I had to rush to the engine and fire it up, getting the boat under power before it pushed us back again. That left me sitting completely naked on the stern until I could get the boat a safe distance. Somehow the thought of her looking at me naked again after all these years had my already half hard cock growing even more.
"Bet you're enjoying this!" I said as I worked the boat slowly down the only three foot wide channel to deeper water. The dept finder said it was up to five feet deep now, and more than safe for me to stop and dress, but the way she was sitting and staring at my quickly hardening cock, well, I just drove on a bit farther and let her look.
"I am...ahem." She said having to stop and clear her throat. "Yes I am."
I smiled at her and finally kicked the engine into neutral so I could dress. I looked down at my legs as I got ready to get into my shorts and realized that they were still caked with mud. Tossing my shorts on the seat I stepped over the stern onto the small swim platform and sat down, rubbing the mud from my legs before climbing back in again, my rock hard cock swinging from side to side as I did.
I pulled my shorts, adjusting my hardon to a more comfortable position before moving back to sit on the stern and kick the engine back in gear. "Ready?" I asked.
"For what?" She croaked, suddenly looking from my crotch to my face.
"To fish." I said as I picked up my rod and cast it out.
"Uh...Yeah." She said, collecting her own rod again and casting out.
We trolled in silence, me half paying attention to the depth finder, the engine and my rod, and the other half to Julie, watching the little beads of sweat trickle down between her breasts, collecting together in the tanned valley and then running down her flat stomach to disappear when they reached the waistband of her shorts, which were VERY far below her waist.
She stood up to pull in her line and cast it again, having picked up a weed or stick on it, allowing me to really focus on how trim and firm her body was. For a fifty year old woman, she was pretty damn hot looking. Her spandex shorts rode low on her hips, so low in fact that they barely covered the top of her pubic mound. She had surprisingly few stretch marks after two kids, and her tits...well let's just say that they were fantastic. Each large soft globe wiggled as she cast the line out, the tiny bikini top doing nothing to contain their mass.
We continued to troll for another hour, chatting now about all kinds of things, but particularly staying away from our sex lives. I wondered if she still thought about what we did all those years ago, and finally decided that it wasn't something to dwell on or bring up. I was, after all, married. Even if she was currently divorced. And of course there was that whole first cousin thing to worry about.
"You know, I think it's time to head in for dinner." I said as reeled in my bait. "What do you say?"
She looked up at the sinking sun and nodded agreement. "Yeah, good idea I think." She reeled in her line and tucked the rod down next to the seat as I drove the boat at the fastest speed the small engine would go, aiming it for the main channel. I slowed down and shut off the engine when I saw the depth drop to over twenty feet, knowing I was now back in the main channel.
It took me a few moments to switch to the main engine and get it fired, dropping into the driver seat behind the wheel.
"You ready?" I asked as she sat in the seat next to me.
"Yep!" she replied as I hit the throttle.
I wound around the narrow channel watching my dept finder closely to make sure I didn't overshoot any of the sharp turns, finally breaking out of the protection of the long arm into the main lake and the gently rollers the wind was causing as it blew down the length of the lake. The boat bounced heavily from wave to wave as I went across the wind, careful to stay in the channel. Julie watched our progress out the windshield, occasionally looking over at me and smiling, not at all bothering to fix her top, which had allowed her bouncing tits to fall from before we had bounded over the first half dozen waves.
I watched my driving as well as her bouncing and swinging tits, my cock rock hard in my shorts as I watched her sexy tits left on display for me. With each bounce of the boat the tiny triangles of material were pushed farther around the string that went around her back until it was hiding none of her breast, allowing me to see every inch of her huge DD tits. She smiled at me as if to say 'Enjoy the view".
I thought back to all those years before and realized I was incredibly horny for her. Letting go of the throttle I moved a hand to my athletic shorts and started wiggling my butt, working them down to expose my cock. Seeing what I was doing, Julie slid off the seat into the aisle and grabbed my shorts, pulling on them as I wiggled my ass in my seat until she had then all the way down past my knees. She looked up at me and gave my cock a quick squeeze before sliding back into her own seat.
She gave up watching where I was driving and sat watching my cock bounce around, a huge smile on her face. We bounced along, each of us enjoying the view the other provided, even as we slowed to go under the bridge, our nakedness obvious to anyone along the shore who cared to look. I finally eased the throttle back before we rounded the last point.
"I love the view, thank you. I guess we should cover up before we head in though." I said as we idled in the channel.
"I suppose so." She said with a frown. She crawled into the aisle and found her bag behind my seat, pulling her oversized t-shirt out. She crawled back the two feet to kneel in the asile next to me. She reached out and pulled on my shorts, slowly working them up my hips as I lifted myself off the seat. I heard her sigh as she pulled them up over my cock, reaching inside and giving it a quick stroke and squeeze before she pulled her hands away. "Your turn." She said with a tiny smile.
I took the shirt from her, set it in my lap and leaned toward her, untying the tiny green string from around her neck. I moved my hands down her back and undid the string around her back, letting my hands slide around her sides as she lifted her arms, my hands drawing the string from under her large breasts. I turned in my seat and pushed the tiny top into the bag before taking the shirt from my lap, shaking it out and holding it up for her to put her arms in. I pushed it up her arms and then carefully over her head, careful not to knock her hat from her head in the process. I pulled the shirt down to the top of her breasts and then let go, reaching instead for her big tits, cupping each one and giving each nipple a gentle stroking with my thumbs. After several seconds I reached up and tugged the shirt down over her beautiful breasts.
"Thank you kind sir!" she said, reaching over and giving me a kiss on the cheek.
"You're welcome." I said as I returned the kiss before she could slide back into her seat.
With a sigh I opened the throttle and we made the last turn and ran down the lake to the dock, tying up as the sun was starting to hit the tops of the trees. I gave her a quick hug on the dock and we headed our separate ways.
"Hey! You coming over later to chat?" She called as I walked toward the cottage.
"Yeah, sure. I can come over after dinner." I called back.
"OK see you then!" she called as she turned and bounced up the stairs onto the deck.
I headed into the house for dinner with the image of her bouncing tits still fresh in my mind. I quickly changed into a polo shirt and walking shorts before joining my parents for dinner, which was already on the table.
It was almost seven when I headed over to see Julie, telling my folks on the way out I was headed over to catch up a bit with her. I knocked on the door and waited for her to answer. I heard her walking down the hall, her heels clopping on the hardwood floor. The door opened to reveal her standing in a short pale purple wrap around dress and four inch black heels, her hair neatly brushed and curling down her back. I could tell she had a slight amount of makeup, but not too heavy. She could have easily gone clubbing some place and not been the least bit out of place.
"Hey, come on in." She said, stepping toward me and wrapping both arms around me, giving me a huge hug. I could smell the perfume on her as I wrapped my arms around her to hug her back. After several long seconds she stepped back and took my hand, pulling me into the house and closing the door behind us. She led me down the short hall into the great room, drawing me toward the sofa that looked out the huge bay window over the lake. A sliver of moon was starting to rise, glistening off the dying waves as the days heat slowly faded, and the wind with it.
"Been a long time since we had time to chat alone." She said quietly, sitting on the sofa next to me, her arm wrapped around my shoulder and her body twisted slightly toward me until her knees touched mine.
"You look great. I'm sorry to hear about the divorce." I told her.
"Well, he was good to start with, but turned into a drunken jerk over the years. I guess being married wasn't his cup of tea."
"Yeah, I'm still sorry. Has to be hard though." I told her.
"You know, it was, but it got a lot easier when I saw you. I think you were exactly what I needed today." She said with a giggle, leaning her head over against mine.
"OH? Well, I'm glad I could help, even if I don't know how I did."
"Well, for a start, you reminded me that just because I'm not as young as I once was, I'm still pretty good looking." She told me in a quiet sultry tone. "Thank you for reminding me of that."
"You're welcome." I answered simply.
"I remember coming up here one weekend a long time ago, just before I went to college. Seems to me you were pretty taken with my body then too."
"Yeah, maybe a tad. You were doing a pretty good job of teasing me then too."
"Teasing? Look who's talking! Getting naked in front of me with that big hardon? Hell. Part of me wanted to throw you down and fuck you right there!" She said with a laugh.
"So why didn't you?"
"I had other ideas forming. Been thinking ever since you saw me down in that yellow bikini. I just wanted to make sure you still wanted some of what I am. I'm not nineteen any more."
"Nope. But you're still an incredibly beautiful woman." I told her, sliding my hand across to rest on her thigh and gently stroke the inside of her leg.
"It was really hard to leave you that day, but as I was driving home I knew that there were things that just would prevent it, no matter what we felt for each other. I know the feelings I had for you that were really good friendship shifted to a much more loving place. I often wondered if it was the same for you or if it was just twenty year old hormones."
"No, it was a lot more than hormones. I wondered over the years if you even thought about what we did that week or if I was the only one."
"Trust me." She whispered. "I haven't ever forgotten that first time or how it felt any of the times we did it."
"I'm glad." I whispered back, moving my arm to pull her in for a long hug. We sat with our arms around each other for what felt like an hour before she slowly moved, her arms never leaving me but her legs slowly rolling over until she was sitting astraddle my lap.
"I always liked sitting on you like this. Wanna know why?" she asked quietly.
"Why is that?"
"Because I loved the way you played with my breasts. It was more than just something to play with, you took the time to tease them and make them part of the whole love making. Too many guys are just too rough, but you seemed to know just how to tease them to make me soooo horny." She told me as she pushed herself away so she was looking down at me.
"Well, I know that I enjoyed what I did to them. I was just trying to make it all feel good for you."
"You did a wonderful job." She whispered. "I know I shouldn't ask, but do you want to play with them again? It felt so good having you touch them in the boat."
"Play with your tits? We shouldn't, but yeah, I'd like to."
"Well, help yourself." She whispered.
I reached for the tie around her waist and pulled the end, slowly undoing the bow. With the end of the bow came the side of the dress, slowly unwrapping around her body until I started to see her tanned skin come into view. Her breasts were encased in a lacy bra with a small clasp between the cups, a tiny white panty around her waist and beige stockings with a small white garter belt. I let her dress fall apart, pushing the material aside so her whole front was exposed to me and then hooked my arms on her shoulders to slowly pull her forward until I could gently kiss the tops of her round soft breasts.
I slowly kissed from side to side, placing tender wet kisses across the top of both breasts before I let my fingers open the clasp. The cups pulled away and her huge breasts fell out at me, my hands reaching to cup them as she leaned back slightly. I gently kissed around each breast, lifting it and gently massaging the one I wasn't concentrating my kisses on at that moment. I slowly worked my kisses closer and closer to her hard nipple and large puckered areola.
"See, this is what I mean." She breathed heavily as I sucked one nipple deep into my mouth. I let the nipple slowly pull between my teeth, gently tugging it as it pulled away, finally snapping back into place before I moved to the other one. Time and again I sucked one nipple and then the other, licking around it and playing with them as I enjoyed her large breasts.
I felt her hands slide down my chest and pull my shirt from my pants, pulling it up and finally making me release her breasts so she could pull my shirt up over my head. "It's not fair you don't know what that feels like." She whispered as she pushed herself off my lap, kneeling on the floor between my legs.
She leaned closer to me, her bare tits pressing against my thighs as she slowly kissed my chest, slowly licking and kissing toward one of my nipples as I had hers. Her hands were busy with my pants, undoing the belt and snap before finally pulling the zipper down with one hand as she squeezed my chest to make one nipple stand out for her to suck.
Her left hand slipped into my shorts, slowly rubbing my rock hard cock through my underwear, quickly realizing that the small bikini underwear I had on no longer contained all of my cock, a significant part sticking out the top.
"Sexy underwear." She cooed as she kissed her way down to my exposed cockhead and gently licked it. She pulled it slightly away from my body, wrapping her lips around it and tasting the pre-cum that had started to ooze from the tip. "Yummy too. Did you know that yours was the first cum I ever tasted?" she asked as she let go of my cock and started to pull my shorts down.
"No." I answered as I lifted myself up so she could pull them down, sliding them all the way to my ankles and tossing them aside with my flip-flops. She moved back in, gently kissing my stomach and working her kisses back down to the top of my skimpy underwear, slowly pulling them down as she kissed along the top edge.
"Much better." She cooed as she pulled them down my legs and off my feet, leaving me completely naked in front of her.
She shrugged her dress and bra off her shoulders, leaving her in only her tiny white panty as she stood up. She undid the white garter and stepped out of her high heels while I drank in the view of her nearly naked body, the small bit of white material barely covering her pussy and her blond curls. One at a time she lifted her stocking covered feet, setting them in my lap on my hard cock as she rolled the stockings down her legs, finally slipping the sheer material off and playing with my cock with it for a few seconds before tossing it away. With nothing left but the panties, she slowly pushed the strings down over her hips, letting them slide down her legs until she stepped out of them, leaving her completely naked.
"I have an idea. You stay right there, ok?" she asked, leaning back down and kissing me softly on my lips while giving my raging hardon a few quick strokes.



I sat for what felt like five minutes before she came back carrying a small plastic basin of water, a towel and several other items. She set them all on the floor a few feet from me, spreading one towel out on the hardwood.
"Do you remember the last sponge bath we took together?" she asked quietly as she stood in front of me in nothing but the panties.
"Definitely." I answered.
"Back then I didn't have much hair around my pussy. I do now though. Why don't you take my panties off and see."
I leaned forward and gently tugged down on the strings, working them slowly over her round hips, slowly uncovering her blond bush. It was neatly trimmed into a triangle, extending down and around her full meaty lips. I let go of them and they slid the rest of the way down her legs so she could step out of them, kicking them aside so she was as naked as I was.
"Have you ever watched a woman shave?" She asked me as she stepped back toward the towel and basin.
"Just legs." I answered, watching as she squatted down over the basin, her knees spread wide so I could see all of her pussy. She leaned back on one hand pushing her pussy out at me while she picked up a can of shaving cream. She squirted a little mountain of foam on her curls and then put the can down.
"Feel free to come spread it around." She said huskily.
I moved off the sofa and sat on the floor between her legs, reaching out to gently rub the soft cream all over her mound and down between her legs.
"Mmmmmmm always loved the feel of your hands on my pussy." She moaned as I stroked my fingers up and down her protruding flowery lips. "But I better do this before I forget what I'm doing and let you make me cum."
I rinsed my hand in the plastic basin as she picked up her razor and began to slowly draw it across her mound, taking away stroke after stroke of hair, each time rinsing it in the basin. I watched, my hand involuntarily stroking my cock, as she worked the razor farther and farther between her legs, spreading them wide and arching her back so she could see. Unable to just watch any more, I took the razor from her hand, gently pulling the skin around her soft lips tight and drawing the razor across it gently.
"You always have had a gentle touch." She cooed as I slowly worked the last of the hair off her lips, rinsing the razor and then gently rubbing warm water all over her now smooth pussy.
I used the small towel she had brought to gently wipe her pussy dry and then leaned forward, cupping her round ass with my hands and drawing her pussy toward my face.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes!" she moaned loudly as I spread her lips with my tongue and pressed it deeply into her. I pulled some of her tangy sweet juice along her slit to her clit and gently flicked the tip of my tongue across it, making her whole body jerk at the sudden jolt of electricity it caused to race through her body. Time and again I licked the length of her pussy, flicking her clit several times with each stroke. I lapped up her growing juices, tasting her arousal as her body twitched and jerked under my constant attention, her moans growing louder by the moment. Finally her whole body spasmed, little squeaks coming from her lips as her orgasm finally took over her whole body. I felt her cum gush from her hot slit, dribbling down my chin as she trebled and jerked.
"Oh god oh god oh god." She mumbled as she tried to hold herself up, finally lowering herself down until her ass was almost sitting in the little basin of water. She looked down at me, her eyes smoldering with desire. "Prepare to get fucked mister." She almost growled, pushing herself up so she was balanced on the balls of her feet.
She gently pushed against my chest, pushing me back until my back rested against the sofa at an angle. She crawled over my body wrapped her hand around my rock hard cock. I stifled a soft moan as she rubbed my engorged head around her freshly shaved pussy, spreading her juices all over the head. I felt the pressure build on my head as she slowly lowered her weight down, suddenly slipping into her tunnel as my mushroom head slipped past her opening.
"OH god yes!" she cried loudly as she sunk onto my cock. She put her hands on the sofa behind my head and settled her knees on the floor, leaning her chest toward me.
I grabbed two handfuls of her big tits as she started to ride up and down my shaft, her pace quickening by the second as she bounced on my lap, her soft hot tunnel stroking the whole length of my cock.
"Yes yes yes." She squeaked as her climax renewed its climb within her, egged on by the sensations of my cock, which was growing fatter and longer by the second, my own climax approaching.
"Oh fuck. Here it cums!" I grunted through clenched teeth, trying to hold back as long as I could.
"AHHHHHH YES!" she screamed as she felt the first shot of cum gush up into her, the hot flow pushing her orgasm to the peak. She slammed herself down on me at the same time as my body jerked up into her, driving my cock all the way to the end of her tunnel as my hands squeezed her big tits.
Time after time my body jerked, emptying cum into her pussy until I felt drained, her spasming pussy trying to milk the final drops from me. I gently kissed each nipple that I held inches from my mouth, licking and sucking then tenderly as she panted to catch her breath.
"God that was good. That's what I wanted to do that last time when we got interrupted." She said between heaving breaths.
"Yeah, I was ready for you to ride me then too. You always felt so good around my cock."
"Uh huh. And god, how many times did you fill me up? We were lucky I didn't get pregnant with all that cum in me."
"I thought it was the wrong time of month."
"I lied. I just didn't want to have you wear a condom again. I wanted to feel all your cum inside me." She said with a laugh. "Stupid, but we got away with it."
"Yeah, but what's past is past." I said as she slowly pushed herself upright, drawing her tits away from my face.
"I was kind of disappointed when you got married. I was afraid we'd never do this again." She said quietly while she looked at me, her eyes staring deep into mine, searching, but for what I didn't know.
"Well, we had teased each other pretty good that first day. All the play in the lake and all."
"Yeah, that was fun. Back then the lake wasn't as busy and you could get away with skinny-dipping. I'm not sure we could today."
"That's a shame, it would be fun. You're still damn sexy." I said as she slowly stroked her fingers up and down my chest.
"We could go do it now." She said, almost as a question.
"The bugs would eat us alive." I said in protest.
"Not if we got in the water fast. Come on!" she said, pulling herself off my cock and standing up, our combined cum dripping from her pussy.
"Ok." I said a bit nervously as I took her hand and let her pull me up. She found my flip-flops and set them out for me and then stepped into her own that were by the door leading to the deck. She opened the door and drew me out into the warm night, closing the door behind us. We walked quickly across the small lawn to the stairs going down to their dock and bounced down them so fast that she was practically running across the dock when we hit the bottom.
"Come on!" she said excitedly as she slipped off her flip-flops and climbed down the ladder into the three foot deep water. I slipped mine off and followed her, taking her hand again when I reached the bottom. Only the moonlight illuminated us as we waded deeper into the water, the sandy bottom of the point slowly falling away below us. We didn't stop until she was neck deep in the water.
Turning to face me she wrapped her arms around my neck and then with a little jump wrapped her legs around my waist. With her neck now even with mine I waded slightly deeper, holding her easily in the water.
"Remember that game we played, where we ended up trying to steal each other's swim suit?" She asked in an almost whisper.
"Yeah, seems to me you got really upset with me for that." I answered with a half laugh at the thought.
"I was for about two seconds. Then when I realized you were looking at my bare pussy, I got so turned on. If I hadn't pulled them up already I probably would have left them hanging down longer so you could see more." She said with a giggle.
"Yeah, well then you pulled mine and things got really out of hand." I said, remembering the little water fight and how we both ended up bottomless with her pussy pressed against my cock.
"I didn't mean for you to get my suit bottoms all the way off, but once you did, I had to try and get them back. I'm not sure I was ready for how good it felt to have your dick pressing on my bare pussy. I mean I wasn't a virgin, but your dick was so much bigger than what my boyfriend was. Hell, its bigger than either of my husband's too."
"Well, you certainly had me turned on. I couldn't wait to get you all the way naked."
"yeah, that didn't take long did it?' she laughed. "And now here we are, naked again." She said quietly, rocking her hips against my cock which was getting hard fast at the memory our water games that week. "Feels like you like it too."
"Yeah, I do. One time I saw you breast feeding and got just a tiny glimpse of your tit and I got hard. For some reason your body always turned me on. I had fantasies of having sex with you again all kinds of places. Like that time we went to the fireworks at fourth of july?"
"Oh yeah. We were what, twenty five or so?" she asked as she reached between us for my cock and wiggled around until she had it poking against her pussy.
"Yeah. You were leaning back against my legs. I wanted you to just slide back and sit on my cock, I was soooo hard."
"We were married and if I remember right your wife was right next to us."
"Yeah, she was, but I still was paying more attention to that thought than the fireworks."
"Ahhh. I see." She said as she wiggled her hips, working my cock into her a little ways. "Do you remember that family reunion a few years back?"
"The big one, where everyone was here?"
"Yeah, that one." She said in a half moan as she slowly pumped her hips up and down, using her legs around my waist as leverage. Her tits lifted and dropped in the water making little waves around us. "That was just after my first divorse. Remember coming to the dock and sitting down and talking to me?"
"Yeah, it was hot, but if I remember you had on that towel wrapped around you after you got out of the water."
"Uh huh. Remember my swim suit?" She asked as she tipped her head back and looked at the stars.
"Yeah, it was a one piece. I thought it was kind of unusual that it didn't have straps."
"It didn't. I bought it special hoping to flash you. I could pull the top right down and show you my tits. I had it pulled down too. If Chris hadn't come down when she did I probably would have opened my towel for you to see."
"Ohhhh that's a nice thought." I said as I started to buck my hips up into her in time with her bounces.
"I got my husband to make love to me in the lake once, but he didn't think it was all that much fun." She moaned as I let go of her smooth ass and slid my hands between us, cupping both of her huge tits.
"His loss." I grunted as our pace quickened under the water, the waves we created growing larger with our motions.
"You know, before your parents built the place up, there was just that shower in the pump house?"
"Uh huh. Had to go all the way around the cottage to take a shower."
"when I took mine I always left the door unlocked, hoping you would open it. I can't tell you how many times I made myself cum in that shower thinking about you walking in and fucking me in it."
"God that would have felt good, but it was so small. I don't know we could have done much in it."
"You could have taken me from behind." She grunted as she bounced on my cock.
"Would have loved that." I answered as I felt my own climax slowly start to build.
She stopped bouncing on me, looking me in the eye and then pushed away from me, sliding off my cock. "Come on." She called as she started swimming toward the dock. I followed, not knowing what she had in mind. She climbed the ladder and slipped into her flip flops, waiting for me to climb up behind her. She took my hand and pulled me along, dragging me up the stairs and across the lawn. Instead of climbing the steps to the deck she pulled me around to the woods side of the cottage and stopped on a small stone patio next to another set of stairs.
She turned the knobs on the side of the deck and a spray of water shot out from a shower head mounted up on the deck rail. "My dad put this in a few years ago to wash the sand off before we went inside. I've never done it naked, or been fucked doing it. Want to?" she asked, turning toward the deck and holding onto it as he stepped her feet apart and her ass out at me. The water cascaded down on the two of us as I stepped between her legs and pressed my rock hard cock to her pussy, slowly feeding it into her.
"Ohhhhh god yes." She moaned as I reached for her tits and grabbed a handful of each one. I started stroking into her, my hips slapping wetly against her ass as I pounded my cock deep into her tunnel. Each impact of my hips shook her body, wiggling her tits in my hands as I squeezed and pulled her nipples and soft tits.
"UH god." I grunted as my climb to orgasm was renewed, my cock sliding in and out of her hot tunnel. The water cascaded down on us, soaking us and keeping the bugs at bay while we fucked like animals in the moonlight.
"I'm going to cum!" she squeaked loudly as I pounded into her pussy. I could feel her hot tunnel clench around my cock as the beginnings of her orgasm hit her, squeezing and milking my cock as her body trembled and jerked, my continued pounding into her keeping her climax peaked as my own reached its limit.
With a huge grunt I jammed my cock deep into her and unleashed surge after surge of hot cum into her pussy, panting heavily as my body jerked and twitched under the cascade of water.
"Oh god." Julie panted as she released the edge of the deck and pulled off my still hard cock. She turned around to face me, pushing my cock down and closing her legs around it as she pressed her body against mine, the water splashing off her head as she pulled her face to mine to kiss me.
As my cock shriveled she released me and quickly rinsed her pussy and my cock off before shutting off the water. Taking my hand she pulled me up the stairs and into the house, kicking off her flip flops before dashing down the hall and coming back a few moments later with two bath towels.
"That was fun." She giggled as she used one towel to dry my body off.
"It was." I agreed as I started drying her, rubbing all over her body and gently lifting each tit to dry under it.
"We gotta get you dried off before you go back." She said, rubbing my short hair vigerously.
"Yeah. It's getting late." I agreed, realizing that it was nearly ten now. "Time flies when you're having fun."
"It does." She giggled as she dropped the towel and took mine away, tossing it aside. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down as much as herself up to gently kiss me, her soft tits pressing into my chest. "Will you take me fishing tomorrow?" She asked quietly.
"Wish I could. I have to head home tomorrow." I said with a heavy sigh.
"Oh, I hoped you had another day yet."
"Nope. Gotta load the boat in the morning and be gone by nine." I said as she pulled my face to hers again, her wet lips pressing to mine. We stood and kissed for a long time before breaking the embrace, only then did I realize that her cheeks were covered in tears.
"Come on. Let's get you dressed." She whispered, pulling away from me. She picked my clothes off the floor and helped me dress, her fingers stroking my body at every opportunity. On my side I did the same, gently caressing her arms, breasts, neck and face as we moved. Finally dressed she walked me to the door, still naked. "I wonder how long before we do this again?" She whispered.
"I don't know. But you're welcome to come down and visit. Wife will be gone for almost another four months." I whispered back.
"I'd like that." She whispered back as she lifted herself to kiss me on the cheek. I stepped out the door and watched her close it quietly behind me, tears rolling down her cheeks again.
Morning came and I set about loading things and getting ready to go. I kind of expected Julie to come out and say goodbye, but to my surprise I never saw her. With things loaded I said my goodbyes and climbed in, only then noticing the small note on my dashboard. It said only "Bridge" but I knew exactly what it meant.
With a wave goodbye I drove out and headed down the road toward the highway, and the old railroad bridge. I made the turn onto the highway, crossed the bridge and turned into the small parking area that the fishermen used to get down to the water. There was only one other car in the lot. I got out and walked the short distance to the rip-rap under the bridge and saw Julie standing waiting for me. She had on a tight red dress and short heels, her big tits tightly encased and the thin snug material outlining not only her hard nipples but the large round areola.
"You look sexy!" I said as I walked down to the big flat rock she was standing on.
"I didn't want to say goodbye in front of everyone else." She practically whispered.
"I understand." I said as I took her into my arms and hugged her tightly to me. "What's with the sexy dress?" I whispered in her ear.
"reach up under it and take my panties off." She whispered, pushing me away and trying to smile.
I dropped to my knees in front of her and slid my hands up under her dress, sliding them up her things until I found my fingers on a pair of lacy panties. I slowly slid them down her legs, finally pulling a pair of red lace panties off over her shoes. I inhaled her scent on them, making my cock jump in my pants.
"Those are for you. I'm not wearing any more until I come down and get those back from you." She said quietly as I stood back up. "So every night when you go to bed, think about me and you will know that my pussy is bare and waiting for your hard cock to be in it again."
"Thank you!" I said as I took her in my arms, kissing her softly. Our embrace started off gentle, surged to an urgent sensual kiss, turning us both on before easing back to a gentle loving kiss.
"Bye for now." She whispered as we broke the minutes long kiss.
"Bye for now." I echoed as I headed to the car with her following me. I got in and hung the red panties on the mirror, getting a smile from her before I pulled away, both of us sad at the parting. I wondered how long it would be before she came to visit.
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My parents place on the lake is one of my favorite refuges. When life gets complicated I can always count on hours trolling from my boat, or sitting on the dock soaking minnows, to help melt the frustrations and issues away. And this particular day was little different. With my wife out of the country and work getting the best of me, the nearly week long vacation I had embarked on was just what I needed.
I had gotten to the lake three days earlier and was finally starting to feel like a real human again, despite the supposed hot temperatures they were having in Wisconsin this year. For me however, the hot here felt like a cool breeze after Missouri's hundred plus degree temperatures. I had been enjoying the leisurely days fishing and relaxing, the nearly perfect weather just adding to the enjoyment.
So here I was, enjoying the almost imperceptible breeze, wearing nothing but my swim trunks as I sat on the dock watching my oversized bobbers being pulled around the cove my parents place was situated on, by the six plus inch long minnows. I had to chuckle to myself at the thought that up here I was using bait almost as big as what some people down home would keep for fish. My thoughts were interrupted by motion at the house two doors down.
I'd seen her before, coming out to lay on the dock or ride the wave runner docked next to it. I guessed she was in her late thirties or so, the bright yellow bikini accentuating her ample chest and round hips. Her blond hair was generally tied back in a pony tail like a teenager and it was enjoyable to watch her sit on the dock only a hundred or so feet away, spreading an oily lotion all over her body, presumably to even out her tan, which to me looked pretty damn good already.
I watched as she pushed the wave runner out from the dock, hopping nimbly onto it with her heavy life vest hanging loosely on her shoulders. The small craft floated away from the dock slowly while she fiddled with the buckles, closing the vest around her large tits, her hands actually scooping inside the vest to lift them slightly before snugging it down. I idly thought that it might be fun to put that life jacket on for her, taking the opportunity to reach in there and cup those large breasts.
Yeah, lets face it, I'm a tit man all the way. Don't get me wrong, I think her slim legs and tight ass are pretty fricking hot, but those tits...Mmmmm what a delight they would be to see and play with.
I continued to watch as she finished strapping her vest on and then reaching down to hit the starter. All of a sudden it dawned on me, my lines are well out and there is no way she isn't going to go over them the direction she's headed.
I stood up and shouted to her. "Hey, Be careful, my lines are across there!"
I saw her look around, searching and finally finding my two bobbers floating out toward the channel. She nodded, her blond pony tail bouncing slightly before giving me a wave and turning the wave runner to go out around my lines instead of across them. I smiled and waved when she had cleared them, getting a wave back before she hit the throttle. The nearly hundred horsepower engine wound up, kicking a roostertail of water that shot out behind her a good fifty feet before the craft rocketed up onto the surface of the water and tore off down the lake.
I sat down and waited for the water to settle back down, wondering if the fish really minded that kind of thing. I decided they probably ignored it since the water was so dark and cloudy that they couldn't see more than a few feet.
I stepped down into my boat and settled into the open bow of my runabout, putting my feet up and propping myself just high enough see my bobbers over the side of the boat. It's not a huge boat, only seventeen feet, but its set up perfectly for everything I needed to do. I could pull skiers and tubes for my now grown kids, use the electric bow mount motor to sneak into quiet coves for bass or use the five horse gas trolling motor to drag crank baits back and forth across the ridges and flats of lakes like this. Of course, when I wanted to I could just sit back and let the 140 I/O push me around the lake for an enjoyable cruise or sit back and relax, letting the wave action rock me almost to sleep.
I heard the wave runner cruise by at least twice before I really noticed that it didn't sound quite right. Those things only have two cylinders on most of them and this one was starting to sound like one of them was only hitting part of the time. I wondered if she realized that she even had a problem, finally shaking my head and deciding that she was like any other clueless woman.
Yeah, that's what she had to be, clueless. Even at this distance I could hear how sick it sounded, the miss so pronounced that I wondered how the engine was even running. Imagine, my surprise when the engine suddenly went quiet, the lack of engine noise from the craft almost startling.
I sighed and sat up, pushing my wide brim "outback" hat up so I could look and see where she had died at. Sure enough, there she was, floating out by the island. I got up and stepped into the cocpit of my boat and dug out my binoculars, looking across the lake to see if she was alright. Yeah, I know, I have an over develop sense of duty to help those who are unlucky or stupid to keep themselves out of trouble. In this case, she should have brought it in two trips before to get it checked out.
Sure enough, there she was, her life jacket off and hanging on the handlebars, trying to lay down on the seat and paddle the boat with her hands. As small as the waverunner was, it was awful wide to try and do that kind of thing. I watched for several minutes, her strokes pushing her forward and the wind that was blowing a bit more out of the shelter of the cove, pushing her farther away. There was no doubt it was a losing battle. With a sigh I reeled in my two lines, tucking the rods on the dock with the minnows just hanging in the water to keep them alive. I untied my boat and pushed away from the dock before dropping into the driver's seat and firing the big I/O up.
I kicked it in gear and slowly throttled up, getting the big fiberglass hull up on plane and then backing off to a comfortable cruising speed for the short trip. No point in getting in a hurry, she wasn't going anywhere fast. I throttled down as I approached her, cutting the engine and letting my boat coast the last few dozen feet toward where she was.
"Hey there. Everything ok?" I asked.
"What the hell do you think?" she asked as she lay on the seat, her cute bikini covered ass sticking in the air and her huge tits spread apart and smashed by the seat.
"Looks like you're trying to get home the hard way." I said jokingly, receiving a sharp look back.
She continued to try and paddle as if I wasn't there, reaching first to one side and then the other, her body sliding back and forth across the seat to reach the water with each stroke. It took me several moments to realize that the motion had worked one of her huge tits from the surprisingly small triangle of material that the string bikini top was made from, letting it hang naked next to the seat. Each stroke rolled her body slightly exposing her huge areola and large nipple to me. I stared, or more to the point, tried to not look like I was staring for several seconds before deciding I had enough fun at her expense.
"Would you like a tow?" I asked across the water as I floated father away.
"That would be nice." She answered, not stopping her paddling.
I dug a rope out quickly and secured it to the tow eye on the stern that usually held tubes or ski ropes. Starting the engine I did a tight circle and eased my big boat up next to her, cutting the engine and letting me drift up the last few feet.
"Here." I said reaching out to her. She took my hand and pulled herself and the wave runner against my boat, letting me hold the handlebar to steady it while she gingerly climbed off and over the side of my boat.
"Thank you." She said as rolled my body to follow her movements, her exposed breast now hanging completely in my view. Her breast was easily a D cup or larger, with her areola covering nearly a quarter of her tanned breast. A large white triangle of untanned skin outlined her pink circle as well as the easily three quarter inch wide nipple.
I looked at her for some seconds before turning to reach for her life jacket, turning to hand it to her after pulling it from the handlebar.
She stepped toward me and reached for the life jacket, only as her arm brushed against her bare nipple did she realize that she was showing a lot more skin than she planned. With a little squeak she covered her breast with the newly acquired life jacket, her chest and neck crimson with blush.
I tried to ignore my cock, which had for some strange reason gotten hard as a rock, as I turned back to her little boat, more than a little bit distracted. I grabbed the end of the rope that I had left floating between our two boats, reaching out farther for the bow of her boat. I let go of the handlebars and bent farther, using the hood of the little boat for support, which unfortunately caused the little boat to float away from me. Leaning well over the side, my head lower than my butt, trying to reach the just below the water line on the little boat, seemed like a good idea. It also made it difficult to realize that I was quickly reaching the point of no longer being able to get myself back into my boat. The harder I pushed on the hood of her little boat to try and push myself up, the farther the little boat pushed away.
"OH SHIT!" I shouted, flailing with the hand holding the rope to try and grab the side of my boat before I fell head first into the water. As I lost the battle with gravity and headed toward the lake water, I felt a hand grab hold of the leg of my swim suit and pull. I'm sure that her idea was to help me, possibly give me the additional leverage needed to keep me from tumbling over the side, but it was just too little too late. I grabbed a quick breath and ducked my head to keep from hitting it on the waverunner, tumbling into the lake.
I came up, sputtering and shaking water from my face as I started treading water, looking around and gathering my thoughts. Yep, I was in the water and in one piece. Yep I still had the rope to tie off the wave runner. Yep I wasn't hurt and I wasn't going to drown because I got a lung full of water. But something wasn't right. I could sense it, but I just couldn't put my finger on it until I looked up to see the lady from the wave runner standing in the boat with a shocked look on her face and a pair of dark blue shorts in her hand.
Yeah you guessed it. That new swim suit with the long floppy legs my wife just had to get me, with the little string on the outside that kept getting untied, the one I really really didn't prefer for several reasons, was now hanging in her hand instead of being around my waist.
I looked around and realized that the wave runner was sliding away quickly and if I was going to catch it I was going to have to do so quickly. I was in the water de-pantsed already, so a few more seconds weren't going to make any difference. I took a few quick strokes toward it and snagged the bow eye with a finger, dragging myself toward it and it toward me. It only took a few moments to slip the rope through and make a quick knot.
With the wave runner secure I pushed away and made a few quick strokes back to my own boat, glad I had shut down the engine as I swam around the stern toward the swim ladder.
"I'm really sorry." The lady said, standing in the back of the boat looking down at me with my swim suit still in her hand.
"Well, this is a bit awkward." I said with a laugh as I clung to the ladder on the stern of my boat.
"I'm really sorry." She said again, a helpless look on her face.
"Toss it here." I called, holding my hand out. It was the simplest solution I could think of. She stepped right to the stern and tossed the material over the back to my outstretched hand. It only took a second to realize just exactly why she was so sorry. Swim suits apparently aren't made as strong as they used to be, or at least this one wasn't. The leg she had apparently been holding was ripped half way off the suit. "Well, now I know why you're so sorry." I said, tossing the useless suit back into the boat. "How about you turn around for me while I get in."
"Ok." She said, turning around and taking a step toward the bow. "I really didn't mean for that to happen." She continued as I climbed the ladder and stepped over the stern into the boat.
"Yeah, some rescuer I am." I said with a laugh, looking around for something to cover up with. I found a small towel I used to wipe my hands and wrapped it around my waist, the ends not quiet meeting. I held it in place as best I could as I told her it was ok to turn around.
"Oh!" She exclaimed, looking down at the towel around my waist, looking more like a little mini-skirt than anything else.
"Well, it's better than nothing." I said as I stepped next to her to drop into the drivers seat.
"I don't know about that." I heard her murmur as she stood next to me, holding onto the windshield.
I had to let go of the ends of the little towel to free my hands to start the engine, leaving it laying on my lap as I reached for the throttle and key. Thankfully the engine fired easily and I dropped it into gear, letting the idle speed slowly take the slack out of the rope. I twisted around in my seat to look behind us, waiting for the rope to snug up. I turned my head back to look in front of us and ended up staring straight at her yellow bikini covered crotch. The view was, well, revealing. The string bottoms were pulled tight, the strings tracing a line around her hips from the wide triangle of material in front to the little bows that held the strings tight on each hip. Her meaty pussy lips puffed the yellow material out as it curved down between her legs, a small cleft forming in the material where her lips met, slightly growing in depth as it disappeared with the rest of the material between her lightly tanned thighs.
The shape of her pussy was not all that the yellow material exposed. My quickly growing cock was accelerated by the damp spot that had formed low on the crotch and the musky sweet aroma of aroused pussy. I aimed the boat in the general direction of the cove and left it at idle. I looked up to see if I had been caught, my eyes traveling up from her skimpy bottom, up across her firm tummy, its round belly button adorned with a small silver ring with large round ends, a tiny blue crystal hanging from it. My eyes continued working up her stomach, noting a small scar, only a few fractions of an inch long, running along one of her ribs before coming to the gentle curve and swell of her breasts.
Each of her breasts swelled out from her chest, the bottom of each soft globe exposed, smooth and curved gently around and up before disappearing into the yellow triangles of material. The swell of her full breasts continued up into the material, curving up and out until the material displayed a small mountain on the front of each triangle. Like a tiny mountain on a larger rolling hill, the bump seemed to grow as I watched, my eyes finally traveling up farther, following the tiny string leading to her neck up the remaining curve. My eyes were distracted by a small drop of perspiration rolling down her breast slowly curving around her round globe to disappear into the tiny cave created where the two sexy breasts met, pressing together.
My eyes flicked back to her neck, continuing the trip up to her full lips, currently being nibbled between bright white teeth, as if contemplating a weighty subject. My eyes continued up past her perky little nose, to her turquoise blue eyes, looking down at me, not at my face, but lower, staring intently. I let my eyes flick back to my own body, looking down to where she was staring so intently.
The small towel that I had wrapped around me was askew, my survey of her body having caused my cock to grow significantly, pushing the towel away and sticking up rudely toward her, a tiny drop of pre-cum perched on the very tip as my whole cock bounced in time with my pounding heart.
I looked back to her eyes, her face now turning crimson at being caught staring at my swelling shaft. Her gaze locked briefly with mine before flashing back to my bouncing cock, one of her hands dropping from the windshield to slowly stroke down the string from her neck to the triangle of cloth covering her left breast. Her finger softly traced down the skin of her breast, following the path of the yellow triangle before leaving her breast and continuing down, farther and farther as it flattened against her stomach and eventually pressing against the yellow covering over her pussy. My eyes followed her hand through the trip and locked on her motion as her middle finger pressed the material deeper between her lips before sliding slowly up the material until it was once again resting on her stomach, her palm covering the little jewel in her belly button.
I was unable to tear my eyes away as her flattened hand pushed down her body again, this time letting her fingers wiggle under the yellow material and slide down, her fingers pushing the material out while they slowly stroked down, sliding deeper and deeper between her lips. She slowly stroked her hand part way back out of the tiny yellow covering before pressing them down again, this time a little farther between her legs, pressing her finger deeper between her lips.
I finally broke my attention from her fingers to check where the boat was headed and was surprised to see that we were still less than half way to her dock. I let my eyes flick up to hers, finding them still locked on my exposed cock. I glanced down to my own lap in time to see that little drip of pre-cum slide down the side of my fat mushroom shaped head and drip to my thigh, leaving a long slender thread strung between them.
"Hmmmm." She moaned almost silently as she watched my bobbing cock, her hand deep between her legs, slowly stroking up and down along her pussy.
I reached out and killed the engine, letting the boat fall into a slow drift. I reached out with both hands for the tiny strings that held the suit bottom on, tugging gently at the free ends of the bows. The strings slowly pulled the tiny bows out, the free ends falling away as I continued to pull, the yellow material pulling away from where her hand covered her mound and her finger pressed between her wet lips. The material pulled from between her legs, falling to the deck as I let go of the strings, leaving her naked below her chest.
I reached back toward her, gently wrapping my fingers around her wrist, slowly pulling on it. At first she resisted, but then let me move her hand, drawing her finger from between her wet lips and exposing her blond curls, trimmed in a neat triangle, and her full lips, her delicate inner lips protruding and glistening with the juices of her arousal.
I let go of her wrist and reached back to her mound, gently stroking one finger down through her curls to her lips, letting the very tip bump over her shrouded clit before sinking into the wetness between her lips. I looked up at her face at the sound of her sucking in her breath, her eyes closed and her teeth gently biting her lower lip.
I let my finger slide down between her legs, pressing up between her wet lips so that it stroked along the pubic bone until the tip found the opening to her soft tunnel. She instinctively stepped her feet apart, giving me more room as I curled my finger and gently pressed it up into her, first one knuckle and then two. I stroked my finger in and out slowly, like a small dick pushing into her, immediately wishing that it was my dick doing so. With a sigh I drew my finger out, feeling that I wanted to do so much more, yet reluctant to push the boundaries with this unknown woman too far. I stroked my finger up her wet slit, spreading her lips and exposing the tip of her clit as I stroked across it, finally pulling my hand away.



"Oh don't stop." She whispered huskily after a few moments.
"You want me to keep going?" I asked, not sure that I should or that she really wanted me to. I mean this isn't the kind of thing that happens to a regular guy, let alone me.
"Yes, please." She said louder. "Keep going."
"Ok." I said as she stepped her feet wider her hands holding the edge of the windshield again. I could see she expected me to reach between her legs again, but I wanted more, I wanted to see and feel all of her. I gently reached both hands to her waist, pushing her back so I could stand up, my cock sticking out at her, the towel forgotten in the seat. I moved her back through the open windshield, one step, then two, until the backs of her legs met the cushion of the open bow area. I pressed her back until she had no choice but to drop onto the curved, wrap around bench seat. With a grin I knelt in front of her, her eyes watching every move I made, her expression changing from nervousness to anticipation as I lifted and spread her legs, putting one on each side of the aisle I knelt in, resting them on the padded bench.
I leaned forward, lowering my face to her stomach, gently kissing the soft skin around her hanging jewel before slowly kissing my way up her stomach, inch by inch toward the yellow covering on her chest. I slipped one hand behind her back, tracing the string wrapped around her until I found the bow, gently pulling the free end until it came loose. With the string no longer holding the triangles of material tight, her large breasts pushed out from under the bottom of their yellow restraints, revealing more of their curvy softness and a portion of her large pink areola. I drew my hand back around from her back and placed it flat on her stomach, bringing my other hand to meet it.
Slowly I stroked them up her stomach, letting my fingers curve around and follow the round softness of her breasts, my thumbs stroking up and over the front, dragging the no longer secured top with them as they stroked across her puckered areola until they rested against her hard nipples. I lifted them slightly, letting then climb the two small peaks before moving farther up, exposing her hard nipples, each the size of a marble, to my view and the light breeze. I heard her moan slightly and arch her back as my hands stroked farther up, carrying the material of her top all the way to her neck.
I enjoyed the view of her sexy body, now completely naked except for where the top hung over one shoulder, still secured to her neck with the string. I let my hands slowly travel back down toward her ponderous breasts, each easily the size of a small melon half. My hands curved around them, my thumbs closing around the underside and my fingers wrapping around the sides and top, squeezing and lifting them into two large cones, her nipples and areola standing proudly on top.
I watched her face and eyes as I slowly lowered my face to her right breast, extending my tongue and slowly licking around the pink puckered skin, teasing the sides of her already hard nipple before closing my lips around the aroused protrusion. She closed her eyes and let her head lower back until it rested on the hull, her back arched to press her breasts up toward me. I sucked her nipple and whole areola into my mouth, suctioning it deeply while my tongue stroked around and around it, finally flicking back and forth across the hard nipple.
With a slurp I let it slip from my mouth, quickly leaning over to the other, and sucking that one in as well. There was no doubt of her arousal pressed her pussy against my stomach, her hips rocking gently as I lingered over first one and then the other breast, stretching out the enjoyment for both of us.
My own desire for more soon overwhelmed me and I released her breasts and slowly kissed my way to the deep valley between her soft globes, each kiss a soft lick with the tip of my tongue followed by a wet soft kiss. Inch by inch I traveled, leaving her luscious tits behind and working down her hard belly, her hands trying to grab into my short hair and force me lower, faster.
"Oh god don't tease! Lick me!" she begged loudly as my kissed worked slowly over her mound, detouring around her wiry little curls and seeking her spread wet lips.
With a smile I surveyed her wet pussy, her meaty outer lips full and engorged, her delicate inner lips protruding, almost begging for attention, as was her clit, now unshrouded and extended, waiting for its own attention. I reached out with the tip of my tongue and gently touched it, letting my tongue flick across it, her whole body jerking at the sudden jolts of pleasure flowing through her body.
"Oh god yes." She moaned as I lowered my face, pressing my tongue between her soft lips, teasing it into the entrance of her tunnel. Slowly, teasingly, I drew my tongue up the length of her slit, spreading her lips and stroking her soft pussy until my tongue bounced up and across her hard exposed clit. I circled my tongue around and around her hard nub, teasing it and enticing it before sliding down to the bottom of her slit again. I felt her lift and spread her legs wider as I pushed my tongue between her lips again, sliding it up along her slit to her hard clit again.
I stroked my middle finger up and down her lips, lubing with her tangy sweet juices while my tongue teased and flicked across her hard clit. Slowly I started pressing my finger into her tunnel, sliding it in and out in short little strokes to spread her juices up and down its length as I worked it deeper and deeper into her velvety soft tunnel.
"Oh good god." She squeaked as I curled my finger up to find the top of her tunnel, rubbing the tip of my finger around, searching for that perfect spot. "UH SHIT!" she squeaked, her whole body jerking in response to my finger finding just that perfect location. I continued to suck and lick her clit, sucking it into my mouth and squeezing it with my lips.
Her whole body shook and her hips jerked up and down wildly as my finger and mouth drove her crazy, stroking inside her and sucking her hard clit. "OHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly, as she grabbed the railing around the bow tighter, lifting her ass from the seat to drive it toward my mouth.
I felt her body stiffen, a long low groan, almost a growl, started deep within her, expanding a the tremble that started deep inside her pussy slowly expanded with it until her whole body was trembling and shaking like a leaf in the wind. I felt her hands start to push instead of pull, forcing my face from her over stimulated clit.
"Oh god." She panted, lowering her legs and slowly pulling herself up to a sitting position on the padded seat. She reached for my face and pulled it to hers gently pressing her lips to mine, tasting her own juices as her tongue teased my lips open and slipped into my mouth. Her tongue played a game of cat and mouse with mine, touching and teasing it to follow hers into her mouth where she closed her lips around it and sucked it. We kissed for long minutes, her mouth almost frantically sucking and kissing mine. I felt her hands leave my face, stroking down my shoulders and chest until they caressed back and forth across my stomach.
Her hands searched lower, gently teasing through my own pubic hair until I felt her fingers close around my hard cock, first one hand and then the other, gripping and stroking it as she continued to suck and lick my lips. She broke the kiss long enough to whisper for me to stand, her hands tugging at my cock to coax me upward.
I got my feet under myself, finally standing, holding onto the windshield for balance as the boat rocked gently in the waves. I looked down at her blond head, her pony tail swinging as she wiggled herself closer to me, leaning her face toward my cock and then, almost suddenly, engulfing it with her hot mouth.
"Ohhhhhh." I groaned as she slipped my cock deeper into her mouth, pushing and feeding me into her until I though she could take no more. I felt pressure around my head and then suddenly, slip into her throat. She continued to feed me into her mouth until her nose touched my body, only then sliding back, her hand taking over where her mouth had been, wrapping around my shaft and stroking it. She soon had both hands around my saliva coated shaft, stroking long and slow as she kept just my head in her mouth, her tongue swirling around it enticingly.
"Oh yeah. Nice." I moaned to her as she worked my shaft, sucking and licking the head while she stroked my long fat shaft with her hands.
She looked up at me, her eyes smiling even as her mouth was wrapped around my fat shaft. She slowly pulled her mouth from my cock, letting the wind find it and cool it as my head slipped completely out.
"That good?" She asked sweetly.
"Oh yeah." I answered as she continued to slowly stroke the full length of my shaft, her fingers curling over the head and letting it disappear into her closed hand.
"Good." She said as she leaned back, pulling me toward her, tugging at my cock with both hands until she was once again leaning back against the bow cushions. "Fuck me." She said quietly, her voice barely above a whisper. She lifted and spread her legs, putting her feet on the cushions as wide as she could, her pussy spreading wide and exposing her soft inner lips.
I looked down at her body as she pulled her top over her head, tossing it on the seat to leave her completely naked. She spread her arms, grabbing the bow rail and watched me as my eyes traveled up and down her body, taking in the delicious view in front of me. I slowly knelt down in front of her, kneeling in the narrow foot well created by the wrap around bench, the bench which now held her naked body, her ass perched on the edge and her pussy spread and waiting for my hard cock.
I used my fingers to push my hard cock down, aiming it at her wet lips, letting my head spread her lips as it nestled into her. I let my head slowly slide up her slit as I pressed forward, the underside of my cock slowly stroking across her clit. I slowly stroked back again, pushing down and letting my head spread her lips again as I pushed it lower, finally letting it settle into the entrance to her tunnel. I slowly pushed forward, letting my hard cock push into her, one inch, then another, stopping as my shaft grabbed her lips and pulled then gently. I pulled back out, drawing my head from her and letting it slide up, as I pushed forward, again letting the bottom of my shaft stroke up along her lips and across her clit until my balls pressed to her lips.
"Oh don't tease me so. Please fuck me!" She begged softly as I stroked back again, pushing my cock down so my head spread her lips. I felt my head nestle into her tunnel once again and pushed forward, sliding my cock into her several inches. "Oh yes." She moaned as I pulled back, holding only my head inside her before sliding forward again. I stroked into her a little deeper, and a little deeper again, each stroke burying more of me into her until I felt her hot wet lips again against my balls and my whole shaft engulfed by her hot tight tunnel.
Slowly I stroked my full length in and out of her, slowly caressing her soft tight tunnel with the mushroom head of my fat hard cock.
"Oh my god. So good." She moaned as I pumped in and out of her pussy, reaching for her big tits and closing my hands over them. I squeezed her tits, letting her hard nipples stick between my fingers as my strokes grew stronger and faster. "Yes, Yes!" she cried louder as her hands moved to cover mine, helping me squeeze her massive breasts, my fingers squeezing her nipples as I worked her soft mounds.
"Oh god." I groaned as my climax built, my cock growing fatter and my balls pulling up and preparing for what it knew was to come. My hips slapped loudly into her soft ass with each stroke, making her whole body shake from the impact.
"YES! Fuck meeeee!" She cried loudly and breathlessly as my cock drove into her time after time.
"UH god I'm going to cum!" I groaned as my body jerked and rammed into her harder. I pulled back again and my body spasmed, jamming my cock into her and pumping a surge of hot cum into her.
"YESSSSS!" She practically screamed across the water at the feeling of my cum surging into her. My body jerked time and again, pushing more cum into her as my cock swelled and surged with each spasm. She reached out and wrapped her arms around my neck pulling me down to her, pulling my face to her tits and shaking, her whole body consumed by shudders and tiny little jerks.
Slowly, ever so slowly her body quieted, and mine withered within her, softening and shrinking as I panted for breath with her.
"Oh god. I can't remember ever cuming like that." She panted as she released me, letting me lift my head to look at her. "I don't know what you did, but god that was incredible."
"I didn't do all that much." I said quietly, looking at her searching blue eyes.
"I hardly believe that." She said with a laugh.
I slowly pushed myself up and looked around, realizing that the wind had pushed us into the shallows behind the island, water much to shallow to run the big engine.
"I think I need to get us out of here." I said quietly, getting up, my now flaccid cock pulling from her and unleashing a flood of cum to leak and drip from her gaping pussy.
"If you have to." She said with a smile. "Personally, I'd just as soon stay here and get you hard again."
"Well, I think it would be better if we get back." I said as I dropped into the driver's seat and pressed the button to lift the outdrive. With the outdrive no longer holding us back, the wind pushed the boat deeper into the shallows as I got the small trolling motor down and started.
I sat naked on the stern pad, turning my big boat into the wind and trying not to snare the tow line attached to her small wave runner. I eased the big hull through the narrow gaps between stumps and rocks, having to work much harder to get out from where the wind had so easily put us.
"You know, I've been watching you." She said as she climbed onto the large padded top of the engine housing, sitting with her legs next to mine and her bare tits swinging tantalizingly.
"You have?"
"Oh yes. I've watched you every day, sitting out there, watching your bobbers, teasing me." She said as she scooted closer, her finger stroking up and down my thigh, each stroke getting closer and closer to my cock.
"Teasing you?" I asked.
"Oh yes. Sitting there watching me laying out in the sun, your cock hard inside your suit. I saw you slip your hand into your suit ever so often and give it a stroke when I rolled over or put tanning oil on."
"I think it's more of you teasing me, than me teasing you." I said as her hand found my cock. I turned the boat around the point of the island and shut down the trolling motor, slipping from her grasp to quickly move to the driver's seat to lower the outdrive and start the big I/O.
She moved over toward me and knelt down in the aisle, her knees spread as wide as it would allow. She leaned toward me, pressing her tits against my arm and kissing me gently on the cheek as I dropped the engine in gear to start heading us toward the dock once again.
"Seems to me we have a little problem." She said just loud enough for me to hear over the engine.
"What's that?"
"Well, I'm naked and you have nothing to wear!" She told me with a little giggle.
"Oh that is a problem." I agreed, realizing that she was completely correct. I had nothing to wear.
She moved away and collected her bikini, taking her time putting it on and covering her body. Each string was tied slowly and each triangle of material carefully adjusted to maximize my view before it was covered. We were more than half way to the dock before she was covered, her little show having long since gotten my cock hard again.
"You know, that's the first time I've had sex in almost five years. Thank you for being so gentle."
"You're welcome." I answered. "Now do you have any ideas about what I might put on?"
"Oh yes. Once we get to the dock I'll get you a beach towel. That way you can wrap up before you go up. I doubt you want to flash your parents."
"No. In fact, it's going to be tough to explain where I've been for the last, what hour plus?"
"Yeah, but it was worth it, wasn't it?" She cooed as she flicked my earlobe with her tongue.
"Yeah it was." I answered as I steered for her dock.
"I have one more day before I have to head back south. Any plans for tomorrow?" she whispered.
"I have a feeling I do now." I answered with a smile.
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I always enjoy summer, especially those hot lazy days that make hanging out at a lake a pleasant place to be. The stinky hot weather usually pushes the tenters out because it's just so hot and muggy at night. While the RV crowd doesn't mind the muggy nights at all, thanks to their air conditioning.
As usual, the middle of a stinky hot week meant that I had the more rustic, tenting end of the state park practically to myself. I had a nice small wooded site only a hundred or so feet from the water's edge, where I could anchor my boat. My six man Eureka tent was nestled between the trees so the canopy gave it shade almost all day long. The hot nights were made much more bearable by leaving my windows all the way open and pushing air gently across my naked body with an inverter powered fan. My queen size six inch thick air mattress wasn't as good as a regular bed, but was more than comfortable enough. I had the area pretty much to myself, so I didn't worry about someone seeing me sleeping naked, opting for comfort over privacy. If I got too hot I could go down to the water for a quick midnight dip and then go back to bed.
I had spent most of the week getting up with the dawn to go fish, and then lazing around the middle of the day, reading until I was hot, and then going to the water and floating in the eighty plus degree water until I was comfortable again. After dinner I would go fishing again, not coming in until dark or after. It was going to be a shame to have to go home in a little over a day.
The only down side to this was that I was a long ways from the only bathroom facilities in the place, but that wasn't too much of a hindrance. I had done enough backpacking and rugged camping that I really didn't need much anyway. Other than the occasional trip for a constitutional, being a guy, I could water a tree easily enough and as far as showers, well...a bar of soap and the lake were all I really needed. Heck, I had made extended hiking trips where I had a lot less than this.
Thursday was pretty much my regular routine; having finished dinner; I went out fishing, coming back a bit past dark. I stripped off my shorts and shirt until I had nothing on but my water shoes, and waded around the boat to make sure the anchors were set well enough to protect it from getting washed up on the rocks in the event of a sudden thunderstorm. That done, and my sweaty body sufficiently cooled off, I grabbed my clothes and headed up to camp, letting the evaporating water cool me off even further.
Being naked outdoors was always a turn-on for me. I've been told by a number of women that I'm pretty hot looking, even though I'm pushing fifty, especially when my eight-incher gets hard, like it was now. It had been a while without any sex, and I couldn't help but give it a few strokes as I walked through the dark toward my camp. I had a hunch that I was going to have to relieve it a bit before I hit the sack tonight.
I tossed my clothes on the table and went about lighting the lantern and getting myself something to drink. I grabbed a bar of soap and towel and headed back down to the water to wash up for the night. It was plenty late enough to hit the sack, especially since I was going to be up by five thirty.
I waded into the warm lake water and dipped down to get wet and then moved back to the knee deep water to soap up. I lathered my body, working the bar around until I was coated in a white slippery film. I closed my eyes and allowed my hand to stroke my hard dick while I thought about how my last girl friend looked with her suit bottoms floating around her knees and her ass pushed out at me, begging me to fill her pussy with my hard dick. She used to love it when I fucked her outside doggy style, my dick pumping in and out of her hot pussy while I squeezed her tits. In my mind's eye I untied her bikini top and tossed it aside, moving my hands to her small tits and squeezing them in time with my strokes until I groaned and shot my load deep into her pussy.
I opened my eyes and saw shot after shot of hot cum squirt out several feet from where was standing; landing in the water and floating like small strings, slowly dissipating in the small waves my legs made in the water. I continued to stroke my soapy cock until it stopped twitching, and then waded back out into deeper water. I sunk down into the water and rinsed the partially dried soap from my body while I enjoyed the after effects of my climax. I climbed out of the water and dried off in the moonlight before taking the short walk back to my camp. I hung the towel on the clothes line to dry and drank the last of my Mike's Hard Lemonade before killing the lantern.
Unzipping my tent I stepped in and zipped it closed again before turning on the electric lantern hanging from the roof loop. It only took me a few minutes to get things organized for morning. I settled down and opened my book, enjoying the feeling of the air from the small battery powered fan blowing gently across my body as I read the science fiction thriller. My dick was quickly hard again as my mind followed the action of the main character being seduced by one of the female crew. I almost couldn't help but stroke it a few times, as the book described her stripping off her uniform, revealing her big tits before turning the lights in his quarters down. Too bad they didn't describe what happened when the lights went out. Oh well, gotta have something to dream about. I got up to kill the light, my hard dick wagging around as I did. I settled back on the bed and drifted off to sleep thinking about what would happen after the lights went down.
Morning came with the insistent beeping of my watch. I crawled out of bed and turned the fan off before picking up a pair of workout shorts and a t-shirt. I stepped outside the tent and stretched before zipping the door shut and walking over to the bushes to take a morning leak.
I was almost done relieving myself when I realized with a bit of a start that there was a tent in the space next to mine. I had no idea when it had gotten there, or whose it was, and here I was standing butt naked in the growing morning light. Worse, I had no idea what they might have seen the night before, since I hadn't been wearing a stitch of clothes when I came back into camp either time after dark.
I shook my head at my own obliviousness as I pulled my shorts and shirt on. So much for any privacy! I'd be lucky if I didn't get turned into the camp host and tossed out for running around naked the night before. "With all the open spots in the place, why the hell did they have to camp right next to me?" I groused to myself as I walked down to the lake to head out to fish.
It was a few hours later when I got back, hot and sweaty from the beating sun. I really wanted to just strip down and jump in, but recalling that I now had neighbors, I figured I better put on my swim suit first. I headed to camp, wearing nothing but water shoes and shorts, my t-shirt thrown over my shoulder. I was getting kind of hungry too, but decided on a quick dip before I cooked. I didn't see any activity in the other camp, so I didn't bother to close the windows as I stepped into the tent and stripped off my shorts, pulling my suit on and stepping back out to go get wet.
The water felt nice, but my stomach got the better of me after only a short time, driving me from the water back to camp for some food. I had the bacon sizzling in the pan and was mixing some scrambled eggs when the voice behind me scared the crap out of me.
"Hello?" A sweet female voice said from behind me.
"SHIT!" I swore; dropping the pan of eggs I was mixing when I was startled.
"OH! I'm sorry!" The voice apologized as I scrambled to pick up the pan. I looked up and saw a middle aged woman standing near the end of the picnic table wearing a striped bikini top that was clearly overflowing with boob, and a pair of snug denim shorts that hugged her slim hips like a glove. Her long legs were as browned as her arms, which was a stark contrast to the creamy white of the breast that was spilling from the obviously too small string bikini top.
"Um. No problem. Just startled me, that's all." I said as I mopped up the spilled eggs and stood back up. I felt almost guilty; ogling her body as my eyes made their way up from her long muscular legs to her tanned oval face, framed in long sun bleached blond hair. Her deep blue eyes were staring not at my face, but below my waist, where my growing hard on was framed in detail by the clinging wet swimsuit.
"I'm sorry. My name is Tammy," she said as she looked up to my face and stepped forward, holding her hand out toward me.
"Hi. Mike." I said, setting down the pan I was holding in one hand and wiping the eggs from it on my wet swim suit. I held my now wet hand out to her and looked at it flipping it back and forth as if somehow that would dry it. "Sorry." I said with a crooked grin. "That wasn't too smart, was it?"
"No, but that's ok." She said with a giggle, taking my wet hand anyway and giving it a firm yet feminine handshake. "So it looks like we're going to be neighbors."
"Seems that way. You here for the weekend?"
"Yeah, me and my mom." She said, turning to motion to another woman stepping through the knee high brush between the sites. If she hadn't said something I would have guessed sister, similar hair and facial features, not to mention her obvious chest size. The rest of her was a bit larger as well, not being quite as thin in the waist as her daughter, but still quite good looking. Probably the most surprising thing was the lack of coverage of her swim suit, peeking out from a white mesh beach wrap. For what had to be a nearly fifty year old woman she looked unbelievably hot in the almost non-existent suit. The tiny red string bikini she was wearing was nowhere near large enough to cover her full breasts, each easily the size of a half melon. The hardness of her nipples was as obvious through the thin triangles of material covering them as her meaty pussy lips were through the thin material of the tiny red bottoms. If my dick was obvious before, now it was almost painfully so, practically sticking out as it tented the leg of my soaking wet swim suit. "Mom, this is Mike... Mike; my mom, Amanda."
"Hello Mike!" Amanda said, stepping through the last of the brush and moving to take my hand, which I didn't even remember holding out. "Looks like you're getting some breakfast cooked?"
"Yeah, well, I was until I dropped half of it on the ground." I said with a shrug as I looked at the half empty pan in my hand. "Oh shit!" I swore, setting the pan down and almost running to the stove where my bacon was turning into greasy charcoal. "Damn." I swore under my breath.
"Sorry, I think that was my fault." Tammy said with a giggle. "I distracted him in the middle of cooking."
"Well, I can see why you might be a bit distracting in that top." Amanda chided her daughter with a laugh as I pulled the pan of burned bacon off the stove. "Tell you what young man, why don't you come over to our camp. I'm sure we can make amends for ruining your breakfast."
It had been a long time since anyone called me young man, especially at my age, and even more so, by a woman that looked...well...smoking hot! I turned the stove off and set the pan of burned bacon back down with a frown. "Come on." Tammy said, stepping over to the stove. I'll help you clean this up latter. It's the least I can do after wrecking your breakfast."
"Well... If you're sure I'm not putting you out."
"Come on young man, It'll be a pleasure to cook for a man again!" Amanda said as she stepped over and hooked her arm around mine. She led me over to their camp site with Tammy in tow, leading me toward the picnic table. "Just have a seat and we'll see what we can rustle up!"
"Thanks!" I said as I sat down. The ladies went about digging things from the cook box while I watched them. I took a moment to look around their camp and saw that from where I was sitting I could see into their open tent. I saw two air mattresses and sleeping bags, both tossed open, as well as an array of women's clothing piled near them. I also realized that I could look clear through the open back window of their tent into mine. There was little doubt in my mind that if they were awake last night they would have had plenty to look at!
"So how do you like your eggs?" Tammy asked, snapping me back to reality.
"Um. Over easy would be great!"
"Good. We can handle that." She answered with a smile as her mother turned some sausage links that were starting to sizzle in the pan. It wasn't long before they had a plate of three eggs and several sausage links set in front of me. "So what would you care to drink?"
"Milk if you have it." I answered as I cut into the perfectly fried sausage.
"Somehow I thought you were a milk man." Tammy said as she turned and dug into the cooler again, this time showing me her round denim covered ass. I suddenly found myself wishing that the shorts were invisible! "Ah here we go." She said, standing up again and returning with a half gallon of milk. She moved to a box and pulled out a glass and poured some for me before bending over once again to put the milk away. By the time she sat down across from me my dick was straining at my swim suit again.
"So...Mike. Tell us about yourself. What are you doing out here?" Amanda asked as she walked around to sit next to me.
"Well, not much to tell. Needed to burn some vacation time and I love fishing. This is pretty much my favorite place for that kind of thing. How about you two? Kind of unusual to see two gorgeous women in this kind of place alone."
"Oh flattery will get you simply everywhere." Amanda said, slipping her arm into mine and giving it a squeeze. "But to answer your question; my daughter and I are having some time together. We live pretty far apart and decided that if we just got away from it all we could catch up a lot more. Now, how about the woman in your life? How come she let you come out here all alone?"
"Well, that's actually pretty easy. Right now there isn't a woman in my life. I'm kind of between relationships, if you know what I mean."
"Yes, I think we know what you mean. We're both...between relationships ourselves."
"I find that hard to believe. I'd think men were just flocking to be around you."
"Oh, they are... but after while you just get tired of being chased."
"Well, I can't say I have had much of that. Most women find out I'm almost fifty and run the other way."
"Oh, you simply can't be that old. I would have put you at thirty eight to forty tops." Tammy said.
"No. I'm afraid not. Add ten and you'd be right."
"Well, I for one would simply not believe you were that old." Amanda said with another squeeze of my arm.
"Just like I find it hard to believe you're mother and daughter, and not sisters."
"Ohhh, now that is a compliment. No, I'm quite afraid that I'm every bit as old as you are, but exactly how old... well; let's just leave that as a mystery, shall we?"
"Whatever you say. Thank you for the breakfast. It and the company have been simply fantastic."
"You're quite welcome." Amanda said, releasing my arm as I got up to leave.
"Let me come help you clean up." Tammy said, getting up from the table to follow me through the bushes between our camp sites. "I feel kind of responsible, if you know what I mean."
"Honestly, you don't have to." I said as I stepped into my kitchen area and stared filling a pot to heat some water.
"Oh, but I do! Please. Just sit down and let me do this?"
"Ok. If you really want to." I said as I lit the burner of the stove and then moved away to sit down on the bench of the table. "So, tell me about yourself. What do you do for a living?"
"I work on a highway crew. I guess you noticed the unusual tan, huh?"
"Well, it was a bit unusual. Not bad, just unusual."
"Well, I could really stand some color. I'm planning on trying to get a bit of tan on my chest while I'm here." She said with a smile as she sat down to wait for the water to heat.
We ended up chatting for almost half an hour while we waited for the water to heat and she cleaned up the dishes that were dirty. When we were done she asked me if I wanted to go down and swim, which I agreed to. I followed her over to her camp; where she bent down to go into her tent, leaving the flap open.
From where I was standing she had to know I could see in, but the shape of the tent prevented us from seeing each other's faces. I stood almost in shock as she wiggled her hips and allowed her tight shorts to slide down her legs, pushing her pair of tiny underwear down after them. As she turned to face away from me and pick up her small string suit bottom, she bent over, her bare ass and pussy pushing out towards me. I had a perfect view of her pussy from behind as she stepped her legs apart and pulled the tiny triangle of cloth between her legs. She tied the strings of the thong type bottom, leaving her entire ass naked. She ducked and stepped back out, giving me a view of her pussy through the thin material as she stood upright again.
"Well, what do you think? It's a bit small, but then I bought it for sunning, not really swimming. It'll be ok, don't you think?"
"I think it'll be just fine!" I answered her, barely able to tear my eyes from her body.
"Looks like someone got a bit turned on waiting for me." She said stepping up close to me and reaching out with a finger to trace my now rock hard cock through my swim suit. "Too bad it's all covered up. I liked how it looked a lot better last night." She whispered.
"What?"
"Uh huh. I happened to see you head down to the water last night, all naked and everything I never expected to see what you showed me though. I guess I can tell you that you had me pretty turned on last night."
"How turned on?" I challenged.
"Turned on enough to show you my pussy a minute ago. Are you interested in doing anything about it?" She countered.
"What did you have in mind?"
"Well, it's a bit hot in the tent right now, and we can't very well screw here in the open. How about messing around a bit in the water? Sound like fun?" She asked.
"Actually it does." I said, letting my finger reach out and trace a circle around one of her hard nipples pushing at the striped material.
"You know. I should probably put some sun block on before I swim. Would you care to help me?" She asked sweetly as she stepped back toward the table and picked up a large white tube of cream. She held the tube out for me and stepped close. "Better put some of that anyplace you think might get some sun." She said huskily.
"I can imagine a lot of places." I practically whispered as I squeezed some of the cream onto my hand. Being a guy, I started with her chest, where else? I worked the white cream into her skin as I rubbed around her chest, working my hand down into each tiny cup of her top until I had cupped each breast fully and massaged plenty of cream into them. She sighed softly as my hands worked under her top, finally reaching behind her neck and pulling the small string so that each triangle of material fell from her breast, leaving her essentially naked above the waist.
"I like that." She cooed as my hands worked both of her breasts, my fingers squeezing her nipples. I felt her reach for my waist and back herself toward the table, pulling me toward her. She sat on the edge and pulled the strings of her bottoms, allowing the material to fall away from her completely shaved pussy. "Now, how about you?" She asked as she untied the string of my suit and pushed it down, freeing my rock hard dick. She stroked my dick several times before she aimed it at her wet pussy and pulled me toward her. She worked the head of my dick around her wet hole, smearing her juices and my pre cum around her lips, finally reaching around me with her feet and pulling me toward her.



My hard dick sunk slowly into her velvety tunnel, her wetness lubricating each inch as I slid slowly into her.
"Ohhhhh very nice." She moaned as the base of my cock pressed into her hard clit. "Fuck me. Please fuck me! I wanted this so bad last night!" She cooed, spreading her legs wide to allow me to stroke in and out of her.
I started slowly, working my full length in and out of her with deliberate slowness. My own passions and desires soon overwhelmed me and I was sliding into her with abandon, each impact of my hips on her ass making her big tits wiggle and move enticingly under my slippery hands.
"OH GOD! I'M CUMMMMMMMING!" She cried softly as her body started to shake and tremble. Her pussy clenched around my dick, making her already snug tunnel even tighter.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted as I pounded into her a few last strokes. My body jerked, driving my dick fully into her as it started spurting shot after shot of cum into her. I grunted and spasmed with each shot of hot juice, quickly filling her with my cream until it leaked around my dick and dripped down and off her ass.
"God that felt good." She sighed as she reached for my neck and pulled herself up until her big tits were pressing against my bare sweaty chest. She held my still twitching dick inside her by wrapping her legs around mine, and gently touched her lips to mine. Her kiss was soft and sweet, her lips wet as she gently worked them against mine. I felt her tongue slip between my lips, gently probing and exploring my mouth. I allowed my hands to roam around her bare back, gently massaging what I could of her firm ass.
"You know, you have a really sexy body." I whispered when she broke the kiss.
"You think so? My last boyfriend thought I had way too much muscle."
"I bet you have a lot of stamina."
"Well, maybe. I suppose you'd like to find out?"
"Well, maybe." I mimicked with a chuckle.
"Hmmmm. Maybe you will, but not now. Right now I really need that swim!"
"I think we both do." I replied.
"Good." She said, unlocking her legs from around mine. She pushed me away, allowing my dick to pull from her, releasing the flood of cum that was trapped in her tunnel. She bent over, pulling on a pair of flip flops and then ran off down the trail, her bare ass wiggling as she ran; her swim suit bottom in her hand and her top only tied around her middle.
It took me a few seconds to get my suit up so I could follow, and by the time I got to the water, she was already in it up to her neck.
"So you gonna be a spoil sport, or come out here without that bulky suit?" She called.
What the hell, I thought. I pulled my suit down my legs and tossed it on the shore to an appreciative whistle from her mother, who was lying on a lounge chair in about a foot of water.
We played naked in the water, allowing the waves to provide the only real coverage for us, until the water was uncomfortably cool. Even nearly eighty degree water gets cool after awhile. I watched her tits wiggle around as she dried off with a towel she borrowed from her mother, and then handed to me. It was kind of disappointing to see her put her suit back on, but we both knew that we had pushed our luck and we didn't need to get tossed out of the park.
I climbed the hill and crawled into my tent for a nap, turning on my fan to keep a pleasant breeze blowing across me.
I woke to wonderful feelings of a mouth working on my hard dick. My swim suit had been pulled off and Tammy was gently sucking and licking my stick.
"I wondered how long it would take you to wake up. You sure do sleep soundly."
"Only when I'm tired." I answered as she let go of my dick and crawled across my body until she was kneeling over my waist. I watched while she untied the strings of her suit and tossed it aside, leaving her completely naked.
"Now, what do you suppose we should do to kill some time?" She asked coyly.
"I know what to do." I answered, reaching for her ass and coaxing her to move up my body until her pussy was hovering inches above my face. I gently reached out with my tongue and pressed it between her tender lips, tasting her tangy moisture while I explored. I pressed my tongue as deep into her tunnel as I could before sliding it along her wet slit and across her quickly hardening clit.
"Ohhhh, you do know what to do." She cooed as I reached up and began playing with her tits while licking her wet pussy. "You keep that up and you'll have me leaking cum all over you."
I mumbled a response into her pussy, making her moan gently. "Ohhh yes. Right there." She moaned as she started to gently grind her pussy into my face. I sucked her clit between my lips and squeezed it while I flicked it rapidly with the tip of my tongue.
"OH FUCK YES!" She cried loudly as her whole body shook and trembled, her pussy grinding into my face so hard I could barely breathe, let alone keep a hold of her rock hard clit. I moved my hands to her thighs and lifted her enough so I wouldn't smother while her climax leaked juices across my face. "OH God!" She panted. "That was reallllly good. Now I better return the favor, don't you think?" She asked as she walked her knees back down my body until she was straddling my hips. She lifted herself on one knee, aimed my dick at her sopping wet pussy and sunk herself down over it, driving me deep inside her. With a look of pure lust in her eyes, she leaned down until her tits were gently touching my chest and kissed my pussy juice covered face, working her way from my cheeks to my lips.
She slid her body slowly up mine, dragging her big tits along my chest and her velvety smooth tunnel up my shaft, making her lips meet mine at the end of her stroke. Her tongue slipped between my lips as she slid back down my shaft. Moaning gently into my mouth as she ground her clit into the base of my shaft.
"Ok. Now it's my turn to make you cum!" She growled at me softly as she lifted her face from mine, holding her body up over mine so her nipples just tickled my chest. She slowly stroked her body up and down my shaft, her swinging tits brushing my chest with each stroke. I lost track of how long she rode me, speeding her strokes up to bring me closer and then slowing down to keep me from going over the edge. Her face told me how much fun she was having, holding me just off the edge, my eventual climax building more and more powerful.
"OH fuck!" I groaned as she sped up once again.
"You wanna cum this time?" She cooed
"Oh yeah!" I groaned, humping my hips up to meet her strokes.
"Ok stud. Give it to me! Fill me with your fuck juice!" She encouraged as she stroked harder, driving her clit into the base of my dick at the end of her strokes. "OH yes. Oh God yes! I'm going to cum too! Oh yes. Cum for me!"
"AHHHHHH!" I cried as my body jerked hard, driving my dick so hard into her pussy that it bounced her knees off the air mattress. My dick pumped shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy, my body jerking and bucking uncontrollably up into her as she held herself on her hands and knees, her body shaking and trembling in orgasm.
"OH fuck!" She moaned as she collapsed on top of me, my dick still twitching inside her sopping wet tunnel.
"God that was good." I whispered, stroking her back and ass with my hands as we tried to catch our breaths.
"Oh yes. I'll say." She panted.
We lay for some time before my stomach started to growl, alerting me to the fact that it was well past lunch time. "Damn. How long were we at it?"
"Oh. I don't know. I came to wake you up a bit past eleven."
"Well, it's almost two now." I said as I looked at my watch.
"Hmmmmm, told you I'd show you how much stamina I had!" She said with a giggle.
"Well, you did that." I confirmed.
"I suppose you want me to let you up so you can eat?" She asked.
"As much as I'm really enjoying holding you; yeah, I could stand something to eat."
"Ok. I probably should go eat something too." She said, moving her face to mine and giving me a gentle kiss on the lips. "Hope we get to play more later."
"Me too." I said, kissing her back before she stood up, our juices leaking down her legs.
"Hmmmm. Looks like you really did give me a load." She said with a grin, pulling her swim suit bottoms on to stem the flow.
"I guess."
"See you later, lover!" She said, bending over to undo the tent door with only her bottoms on, her top held in her hand. She turned and blew me a kiss before disappearing with her arm across her breasts instead of her top.
"Wow." I muttered to myself as I pulled on a pair of shorts and climbed out of the tent.
The afternoon was actually pretty normal, but that was mostly because the beach was just down the shore from where I had my boat and there were too many people to do anything too bad. Tammy seemed to have plenty of fun getting her hands into my suit as well as encouraging mine to her body. She took any opportunity to flash her tits at me if she didn't think anyone else could see. Her mother, rather than being upset, seemed to just laugh and enjoy her daughter's antics. Eventually it was time for me to get ready to go fish, so I excused myself and headed up to dry off and put some shorts on. It was late enough for dinner, but with the late lunch I decided to just have a sandwich instead of making anything elaborate.
By seven I was motoring away, Tammy and Amanda waving to me as I opened the throttle up.
It was a good evening fishing, and I had several nice fish to my credit, all of them going back into the lake for another day. It was well past dark when I called it a night and started back toward camp. In the daylight it was only a fifteen minute trip, but in full darkness with the moon not yet up, that trip took considerably longer. It was past ten when I finally tied the boat up for the night, stripping off my shorts and moving around the boat in the warm water and cooling night air. By the time I made my way up to the camp site, Tammy's tent was dark. I guessed that they had already turned in as I crawled into my tent.
I flicked the light on to get things sorted out and organized and then flicked it off again before laying down and getting comfortable. I wondered briefly if either of them was awake to see me standing naked in the tent like the night before. The thoughts were lost as I drifted off to sleep.
"Oh yes!" I moaned as the cheerleader bounced up and down my shaft, her softball sized tits bouncing up and down enticingly as she pulled her sweater vest type top up to expose them. "Oh yeah!' I moaned again as I reached up and squeezed both tits with my hands while she pulled her skirt up and stroked her shaved pussy while still bouncing up and down my dick. The grass of the field felt cool on my ass as she rode up and down my shaft drawing me closer and closer to climax. I started to roll her over to pound into her hot sexy little pussy....
"Stay right there baby!" I heard her coo in the dark as she rode up and down my shaft, her hot pussy caressing my head with each stroke of her wetness. Her hands were planted on my chest for support, and my hands were resting on her knees, stuck high in the air and spread wide apart in the dark. "Oh yes. Almost." She cooed as she rode me harder, her ass slapping against my thighs.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as my body trembled, shooting cum deep into the pussy impaled on my dick.
"Oh yes!" She cried softly, pushing down hard as her whole body shook and quaked, her pussy squeezing and massaging my dick as if to milk every drop of cum from its softening length.
I lay in the dark with her sitting on my dick, both of us panting to catch our breaths. After some time she leaned down and gave me a quick peck on the lips, then got up and disappeared out of the tent. It was going to be a real shame to have to go home tomorrow. Tammy was turning out to be a real dynamo in bed.
Morning came and I got up and headed out to fish for the last time this trip. I was in the boat and getting ready to push off when Tammy came down the hill.
"Hey stranger. Would you like some company?"
"Why not?" I said, stepping to the bow and holding my hand out to her. She climbed over the railing and I had her sit in the passenger seat behind the windshield. No point in freezing her on the way out, especially since she was wearing a t-shirt and pair of gray sweat suit type shorts.
We zipped across the almost glassy water, bursting through little pockets of light fog in billowing little swirls, enjoying the almost perfect morning.
"That was some surprise visit last night." I said over the wind.
"Oh? I didn't come over last night!"
"You didn't?"
"Uh uh. Why did you think it was me?"
"I guess I just assumed. You sure it wasn't you?"
"Positive. I guess you got a secret admirer."
"I guess so." I said throttling back as I approached my fishing area.
I had the trolling motor fired up and my lures in the water by the time the sun had started to peek over the tree tops. As cool as it was this morning, it was going to get hot fast. The light fog coming off the water had burned off before the sun had cleared the trees and the cloudless sky was allowing every ray of the morning sun to warm things up.
I fished until almost eight, while Tammy sat in the open bow, reclined in the padded seating area her feet propped up on each side of the walk-through windshield. Her position, laying back and reading her book, left me to sit and idly think about what she would look like if those shorts weren't on.
"It's getting a bit warm out here. Do you mind if I lose some of these hot clothes?" She asked with a grin.
"I don't mind. You look pretty damn hot in that bikini anyway!"
"Oh...Who said anything about a bikini?" She asked as she pulled her shirt off and tossed it into the seat of the boat, leaving her reclining with her naked from the waist up. She hooked her thumbs into the shorts and skimmed them quickly down her legs, letting them fall to the floor of the boat as she put her feet back up on the windshield, her spread legs giving me a fantastic view of her bare pussy.
"WOW!" I said as I stared at her wet pussy lips, tiny beads of moisture clearly visible glistening in the morning sun.
"You just keep right on fishing!" She said with a coy grin. "I don't want to interrupt you."
"Yeah....right." I said as I turned the boat and headed for a small cove along the shore, reeling in my lines as I went.
I shut down the motor and allowed the boat to coast into the quiet cut as I climbed off where I was perched to run the engine, pushing my shorts down and stepping out of them as I did. It only took me a moment to crouch down between her legs and blow across her wet lips, bringing a giggle to her lips as she tried to pretend she was still reading the book.
"Oh shit." She moaned as my tongue pressed between her lips and stroked up her slit to her hard exposed clit. "You keep that up and you're going to have me squirming and cumming all over your face!"
"Good!" I responded as I bent down for another stroke. Time and again I licked the length of her tender lips, my tongue providing just the right amount of pressure to her slit as I slid up toward her clit. With each stroke my tongue bounced over her hard nub, making her body twitch and her hands try to tangle into my too short hair. Stroke after stoke I tasted her wetness and teased her body with my tongue, until, as promised; she was squirming and humping her hips to meet my licks.
"OHHHHHHH" she moaned loudly as I started concentrating on her clit, flicking my tongue across it, and giving it even more attention. She pulled my head closer and squeezed my head between her legs as her whole body began to tremble. I smiled to myself as she tried to hump her hips up to meet my face even though she had it trapped snuggly. I felt her whole body go stiff and her woman cum gush over my chin, practically squirting down my chest; leaving me drenched as she slumped in the seat, her knees splaying wide as she panted for breath.
"Damn!" I muttered when I could breathe again.
"Holy shit! You did say you were going to make me cum!" She panted. Now I think it's my turn to repay that favor!" She said as she reached for me and pulled me toward her. She slouched down as far in the seat as she could and coaxed me to climb onto it, one knee on either side of her, and balancing myself by holding onto the rail around the bow. She pulled on my bare ass, coaxing my cock closer to her mouth.
"Ohhhh, nice!" I groaned as I felt her mouth close around my raging hard on, her tongue swirling around the head. Her lip were quickly bobbing up and down my shaft from where she lay under me, my balls brushing against her tits as she worked the length of my shaft. Each stroke brought a new tingle of excitement from my balls and radiating through my whole body; my pent up orgasm pushing against the gates, awaiting release.
Her slurping and sucking sounds blended with the sounds of the waves lapping around the boat, created by the bouncing induced by her motions.
"God. I think I'm going to cum!" I warned her as my balls tightened up in preparation for that final moment. If anything her actions increased even more as she squeezed my ass, her fingers teasing down between my crack.
"OH SHIT!" I groaned as my whole body stiffened and jerked, with the first shot of hot cum lancing into her throat in a hot gush. My body jerked time and again, my cum overflowing her mouth and causing her to pull her mouth off my pulsing shaft. Several white sticky strings of cum lay across her face and hair as she laughed and milked the last drops of cum from my still twitching cock.
"You did cum in buckets, didn't you?" She laughed.
"It seems so." I said as I pushed myself back off of her so I could stand up. "I'm afraid I messed you up a bit."
"Just some. Nothing a little water won't fix." She replied.
"Well, we have a whole lake." I said as I looked around, grateful that there were no other boats around at the moment.
"Then let's get wet. I'm a bit hot anyway!" She said with a giggle. "Don't think I've ever had sex in a boat and skinny-dipped in the same day. Or at all for that matter."
"Well, we might as well solve that then." I said, leading her toward the stern and the boarding ladder. I climbed over and dropped down into the five foot deep water we were floating in. I waited for Tammy to climb over the stern and lower herself down the ladder into the water. Her motions caused her to push her ass out at me, and lower herself down the ladder, her pussy on full display for me.
I laughed as she slipped into the water and turned to face me.
"What are you laughing about?" She asked me as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself closer to me.
"Just the view." I said with a grin as I scooped some water in my hand and washed the cum from her face.
"You liked that did you?" She giggled, "Then you'll love this!" She let go of my neck and floated back, her body rising in the water as she tipped her head back to rinse her hair. She floated on the surface for several seconds, her tits looking like two round islands with the little waves caused by her body lapping around them. All too soon she let her feet drop and stood up, her tits no longer on display.
"There, all cleaned up."
"Uh huh." She said a she glided up and wrapped her arms around me again. She pulled her face to mine and gave me a long, slow, wet kiss that literally took my breath away.
"Wow!" I whispered breathlessly after she broke the kiss.
"Oh you liked that did you?" She asked as she let her hand slide down my chest until it wrapped around my already hardening dick. "Ohhhh, you did like that!" She exclaimed.
"Yeah, I did." I answered her as she stroked my dick slowly with one hand and pulled herself back against me for another kiss with her other.



My body responded to her strokes and her kiss by hardening in her hand until she was able to raise her leg under water and rub my head around her pussy. She pressed me into her pussy and began bobbing up and down in the water with one leg wrapped around me, working me deeper and deeper into her tunnel with each bounce.
"Ohhhhhhh God, yes." She breathed heavily as I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel. "Oh, fuck yes!"
She continued to bounce up and down in the water on one leg, her other holding her body tight to me and both her arms around my neck. Her tits bounced up and down in the water with her actions, coming just out of the water before disappearing again in a small splash. I held her hips and balanced us as she continued the bobbing up and down my shaft her body obviously working itself toward climax.
I felt her pussy clamp around my cock as her body trembled, her climax hitting her almost suddenly. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh" she moaned long and deep as her trembling body made small ripples in the water around us. "God that felt good." She purred as her body relaxed around me.
"Glad you enjoyed it." I said as I held her tight to me, her tits pressing into my chest. "But I think we better think about getting back in the boat and dressed."
"Why is that?" She asked. Puzzled at my suggestion.
"Because we are about to have company." I said, pointing toward a boat that was working slowly down the shoreline toward us.
"It does look that way." She said with a frown. "I guess the fun has to end sometime."
"Unfortunately." I agreed as I guided her toward the boat and helped her up the ladder, getting another great pussy shot as she climbed. Once in the boat we both dressed and I fired the main engine, calling it a day for fishing.
Back at camp it took me almost an hour to get the boat loaded and my campsite broken down. The entire time the two ladies helped with what they could each taking every opportunity to either flash me or brush against me in an attempt to get me to stay another day.
"I'm sorry. I have to go. I have to work tomorrow." I said as I hugged each of them, chuckling to myself as Amanda groped me during our hug. I kissed each goodbye, and traded addresses with them; hoping we would someday get together again to enjoy a hot, lazy summer day.
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I love swimming and the water in many forms, but it has been years since I have gone to a water park. To be honest I was a bit hesitant when some friends invited, no, cajoled me into going along with them on a trip to the water park with them and their nineteen year old daughter. This was the kind of thing that my wife and I used to do together with our kids, but since they have grown and with her out of the country, well, it just wasn't high on my list of things to do. Maybe Mark and Joan knew that and decided they wanted to try to get me out of the house for some fun. Whatever the reason, I was still hesitant to go, but when Joan showed up at my door wearing a skimpy little bikini under an almost see through wrap, all that hesitation evaporated. I hadn't gotten my suit on yet, planning on begging off at the last minute, so I had to scurry to the bedroom to change while Joan waited in the living room. I quickly stripped and then stood at the dresser digging for my suit. I had just started to pull it on when I was distracted by what I thought was movement in the hall. "Surely she wasn't spying on me while I was dressing!" I thought to myself as I grabbed a t-shirt and pulled it on. I mean Joan was one of my wife's good friends and had been a regular fixture in our house. We had even slept in the same tent many times on various camping trips. I hadn't bothered to close the door simply because I saw no need. I shook my head at the silliness of the thought.
"All set!" I said, as I walked out, finding her in the living room with a cat ate the canary smirk on her face, busily adjusting the bottom of her suit and then smoothing the wrap around her waist.
"Great! You know...we really need to talk about a new swim suit. That baggy old thing really isn't very sexy." She said as she walked over and slipped her arm in mine and headed us for the door.
I was still trying to wrap my brain around her comment and behavior as she opened the left side mini-van door for me before walking around to the passenger side to get into the front.
While, most of my hesitation was gone, I probably would have reconsidered the whole thing if I had realized that in addition to Joan and Mark, their daughter Jenna had invited several of her girl friends along on the trip. I hadn't counted on riding in the back of the mini-van with three college co-eds wearing bikinis that were almost non-existent. At least Jenna was in the far back so I didn't have to worry about ogling my friends daughter, but the young lady sitting next to me, half turned in her seat to look at her friends in the back.....damn. That tiny red bikini she wore was little more than a few scraps of cloth and string. The top was filled to overflowing and my mind quickly wondered how she kept from bouncing out each time the van went over a bump.
The drive to the water park was almost torture, with the four girls going on about their usual girl talk and their tits wiggling and bouncing like crazy as they giggled and laughed. It was all I could do to keep my dick from raising a tent in my swim suit as I tried not to stare at the bouncing breasts next to me, almost popping out of her bright red top every time she got animated. On more than one occasion she bounced more than enough to expose her nipple, and had to tuck it back in. I was pretty sure that Joan knew it too, given the sexy looks she kept shooting my way when she looked back from the front seat. I was just glad that I was sitting behind Mark so he couldn't see me staring at Joan's tits every time she turned. I mean they were almost falling out of that top to start with and when the seat belt pulled on it, and several times all or part of one nipple was easily in view. By the time we got to the water park it was all I could do to keep from reaching out and grabbing for her tits. Damn I was horny!
They paid my way into the park, Joan insisting it was their treat, as if the show she had been giving me the last half hour wasn't enough of a treat. The girls dashed off into the park, leaving the three of us to wander around on our own. I happily followed along to a few water slides, making sure that Joan went up the stairs before me, putting her tits or butt at eye level. At 50 I'm still in pretty good shape, although not as good as I once was, and have been told by a number of women that I look considerably younger. I don't look anywhere near young enough to be alluring to the herd of young ladies that were walking around with almost nothing on. But it was still fun to check them out, especially the ones with a more developed chest and less than adequate coverage, if you know what I mean.
Eventually the three of us made our way over to the lazy river for a few laps of drifting around the almost quarter mile long twisting stream, sitting in a nice float tube and enjoying the shade and sprinklers that dotted the gently flowing stream. Mark was getting hungry and the two of them decided to go find some food while I did another lap around the stream, enjoying the views and to be honest, allowing my almost perpetual hard on to subside a little.
I supposed it was time to climb out and find something more energetic to do before I fell asleep, I was so relaxed. As I came around to where the stairs in and out of the river were, I could see the line of people trying to get into the water, and I had to admit it was funny to watch. You grab a tube, hold it behind you and kind of fall into it, letting the almost waist deep water float you away. Getting out was a bit harder. You kind of had to fall out of the tube near the stairs and drag the tube out with you. I lined myself up with the stairs, planning on slipping gracefully out of the tube and onto the stairs.
Plans are good things, as long as you expect them to be messed up once in a while. In this case I didn't do myself any favors by allowing my attention to be diverted to the extremely cute ass that was sticking out only a dozen feet or so from me. I mean it's not every day you see a white bikini clad ass bent over and pointing almost straight at you, her pussy shape showing through her crotch of her suit enticingly. I mean she wasn't young, maybe mid thirties or so, but from my angle, very well built and clad in that tiny white bikini bottom...how could I not be distracted?
As it turned out, my foot missed the stair almost exactly the same time as the tube behind me with some fairly rowdy kid slammed into mine. Instead of levering myself up and onto the stairs gracefully, my hands slipped off the tube and I splashed back down into the middle of the tube just as it was pushed down stream, and into the tube the cute white bikini was about to drop into. I saw her tube start to scoot away just as her weight started to pass that point of no return. Instinctively I reached for her tube, and realized that I was going to miss grabbing it. As the old saying goes, it all unfolded in agonizingly slow motion. Realizing that I couldn't reach her tube, I reached for the next closest thing, the falling woman. I stretched my arm as far as I could hoping to arrest her fall, not out of any gentlemanly spirit or anything like that, just because my attention was still focused on that sweet ass and as it fell I realized that it was going to splash into the water, and somehow that didn't seem right.
Your mind can do a lot of funny things at times like that, but to be honest, mine went totally blank aside from intending to catch that cute ass. With single-minded purpose I reached for that ass and managed to hook one hand around it and pull. The action had two effects, one was to propel my tube down the lazy river at a faster pace, and the other was to shift her falling weight toward me. I watched in total fascination as the white clad ass fell toward my tube, while my hands were still reaching to catch the woman. Her cute ass hit the tube and bounced into the air while her bouncing weight pushed the tube down into the water. The buoyancy of the tube made it rebound much faster than the force of gravity acted on her creamy body, and she was falling back down again as the tube hit the top of its rebound. Feeling like I was myself suddenly flying into the air, my confused mind grabbed for the first solid appearing thing it could see, which was of course, the cute ass I had been admiring only a few moments ago. Both hands wrapped around her hips and pulled, bringing our two bodies together in a wet slap, my swim suit hitting her hips wetly. Our combined momentum canceled, and we hung in the air motionless for fractions of an hour, or was it second, before the two of us, my hands still pulling us together, landed in my tube again with a wet bounce. Our bodies slid against each other again as I tried to hold on to the only solid appearing thing in range, as we bounced up again, a bit lower this time.
By the time the tube stopped bouncing in the water, with the two of us sitting in it, her ass in my lap, we were well on our way away from the stairs and accelerating into the main current of the lazy river, which at that moment didn't seem any too lazy.
"I'm sorry, are you ok?" I asked her as the two of us gained our composure a bit, my hands still holding her onto my lap as the tube swung in slow circles, the stairs growing farther away by the second.
"I think so. Thank you for catching me." She said as she wiped the water that had splashed into her face.
"That was some surprise. I didn't expect a passenger." I joked as I continued to hold her, only now realizing that while one hand was resting on her firm ass, in the bouncing and sliding, my other hand had slid up her body as was cupping one of her soft breasts, her top pushed out of the way in the process.
"Um... I hadn't expected to be a passenger." She replied as she looked around for her tube, which was nowhere to be seen at the moment. "I think you can let go now." She said as she began to realize that I was holding onto her fairly snuggly.
"Uh... Sure, but you might want to...um...I mean...you may need to ....you know, cover yourself when I move my hand?"
She looked down at herself and let out a startled squeak and quickly tried to push my hand away and fix her suit at the same time, which gave me a very brief but unobstructed look at her B cup breast, her nipple long since hardened against the palm of my hand. "I hope you enjoyed your grope!" She snapped almost sarcastically as she tied the strings of her white bikini top back in place.
"I really am sorry. I had no intention." I said, realizing that she was glaring at me. "Hell, I suppose I could have just let you land in the water!" I said slightly irritated all of a sudden. I mean it wasn't like I planned this all just to grope her, although the softness of her breast and the hardness of her nipple had been pretty damn sexy in my hand.
"I'm sorry." She said, her voice softening a bit. "I suppose I should be thanking you instead of blaming you. I mean it wasn't exactly your fault. You were just trying to be nice." She finished.
"Well, maybe partly my fault." I said with a crooked grin. "If I hadn't been so busy staring at your sexy butt sticking out it might not have happened."
She laughed and shook her head, her long brown hair shaking and her dark green eyes twinkling. "Well, at least you're honest!"
I laughed back as we floated farther and farther down the winding river. "Well, unless you want to swim the rest of the way, you're welcome to share my tube the rest of the way around."
"Well, thank you kind sir." She said with a giggle as she wiggled her but on my hard on, which had recovered significantly in the last few moments. "I think I might enjoy the seat I have for right now. So if you don't mind, I'll take you up on your offer." She said as she reached for my hand and pulled it into her lap from her leg, where it had come to rest after she pushed it off her tit. "Now I'm beginning to wonder if I was a bit hasty at throwing your hand from where it was. I have to admit that it did feel pretty nice there."
"It felt pretty nice for me too." I answered as she looked around to see who else might see as she pulled my hand up and pressed it against her tit again, this time on the outside of the material.
"Hmmm yeah, felt a lot nicer under the top though." She giggled as she pulled her cup up, momentarily exposing her tit to the trees in front of us before clamping my hand to her breast and then pulling the cup down over both her breast and my hand. "Oh yes, much nicer, how about for you?" She asked as she crossed her arms to try to make my hand position a bit more discrete while the tube slowly turned back so her front was visible to lots more people.
"I have to say, very nice." I answered as I gently squeezed her breast, a wide smile on my face. "Very nice indeed."
"Uh huh." She said as she closed her eyes for a moment, obviously lost to the sensations and some far away thought. "I hope you don't think I let just any stranger have his hand under my top." She whispered almost so quietly I could barely hear her. I wondered for a moment if she was talking to someone in that far away thought. "But I'll make an exception in this case." She said louder as she wiggled around on my lap and then leaned, ending up curled up on my lap and tube with her head on my shoulder, one hand on her ass and the other trapped between her arms pressed against her bare breast.
We floated the rest of the way around the river and right past the stairs. "I think we missed the stairs." I whispered, breaking the quiet trance she seemed to be in.
"That's ok." She whispered back. "We have plenty of time." I felt her hand work its way down into my lap until she had the leg of my suit pulled up and her hand wrapped around my hard cock, just out of sight of everyone around us. Almost as an afterthought, she lifted her head enough to look at me. "We do have time don't we? I mean I didn't mean to assume...."
"Relax. It's fine. I'm in no hurry." I answered as I moved my hand from her firm ass to her shoulder and pulled her down again.
"Good." She whispered as she settled back down. "Have you ever made love to a total stranger?"
"No, I can't say I have. Have you?"
"No." She whispered back as she continued to play gently with my hard cock.
"Have you wanted to?"
She was silent for a long time before she whispered. "Twice. Once before and once now."
"Well, you are a good looking woman. I'd love to have the chance to feel your pussy around my shaft." I said, getting a squeeze on my dick in response. "But where would we do it here?"
"I know just the place." She whispered with a giggle. "I caught a couple of kids making out there one time."
"Well, we're just bigger kids." I answered as I squeezed her breast in response to the squeeze she gave me on my hard cock.
As the stairs came into view again she removed her hand from my suit and I eased my hand from under her top, giving her time to fix herself without being obvious. It took a little coordination, to get off the tube, and in the process both of us ended up standing in the waist deep water, so that when we got out my hard cock was pretty obvious.
"Well, if nothing else, everyone is going to know just how sexy your cock looks!" She said as she led me across the park toward a more out of the way corner of the park. There was a picket fenced area that held a huge number of blown up tubes, obviously overflow for those really busy days. She stepped into the fenced area and led me around back of the several feet high pile of tubes. She pulled out a double tube and then turned around to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling her mouth to mine.
We stood for long minutes, our arms around each other, our tongues darting in and out of each other's mouths in a complexly choreographed dance of passion and desire. I felt her hands leave my neck and run down my body, soon pushing my suit down over my hips until I felt it slide wetly to the pavement, pooling around my ankles with a wet "squish". Her hand wrapped around my hard shaft and stroked it slowly while she continued to kiss me. With a nervous intake of breath she pulled from our embrace and dropped to her knees, my hard cock now at her face level.
Slowly, tentatively, she moved her face closer to my cock and then gently wrapped her lips around my engorged head. I felt her tongue slowly slide back and forth across the underside as she pressed more of me into her mouth before pulling back. With just my head still in her mouth, she pressed forward again, a little faster, taking me as deep into her mouth as she thought she had room for. Time and gain she stroked her hand and her mouth on and off my saliva coated shaft, driving me slowly up the mountain toward climax.
"You want me to cum in your mouth?" I asked her quietly, knowing I was getting closer to the point of no return.
"Oh God no...I want you to fuck me with it!" She said as she pulled from my shaft and looked up at me. "Do you want to fuck me?"
In response I knelt down in front of her and reached for the strings of her suit top. I gently pulled the strings and pulled her top off, exposing her naked tits, each a perfectly formed soft mound tipped with a rock hard nipple as big around as my pinky, centered in a pink, oval areola. With the two of us still squatted down, I let my hands slide down her sides to her hips and pulled both strings together, undoing the white suit bottom. I continued to pull the strings until the suit came off in my hand, sliding between her legs until her brown curls were fully exposed. I dropped the suit bottom, and last bit of clothes she had been wearing, aside. I moved one hand to her cute tits and let my fingers trace back and forth across them teasing first one nipple and then the other while my other hand slowly stroked her wet pussy lips. At first I allowed my fingers to just tease her extended soft lips, only after several long slow strokes, allowing it to dip between them and draw some of her juices along her slit to her hard exposed clit. For what seemed like an hour, I teased her clit and pussy while gently squeezing and pulling her nipples, her eyes closed and her breathing becoming more and more ragged as I gently teased her closer to an orgasm.
Finally I pulled my hands from her and eased her back until she was lying on the double tube, her butt on the part that joins the two tubes together and her back on the far end. That left the near side of the tube for me to kneel on. I lowered myself toward her as she stuck her legs out wide, her hands reaching for my cock as I found a balance on the tube. She guided my rock hard shaft toward her wet pussy, working the head briefly around her wet lips before pulling me down toward her with her heels on my ass.
"OH yes!" She hissed in pleasure as I sunk slowly into her hot tunnel. "Sooo good!"
"Uh huh." I grunted in agreement as I felt my head hit the end of her tunnel. I pulled slowly back, feeling every ridge and ripple of her pussy with the mushroom head of my cock, enjoying each inch that I drew back before pushing just as slowly back in again. When I felt her tunnel end I pulled back again, this time quicker, and returned even quicker.
"Oh yes." She whispered as she pulled my head down toward her.
It took a little coordination to not bounce us both off the tube, but I was soon stroking into her with abandon, our bodies slapping together wetly, my mouth wrapped around one of her hard nipples. We bounced and moaned on the tube for several long minutes before she squeakily announced that she was cumming, as if she needed to tell me what the trembling and shaking of her whole body meant.
I felt her tunnel ripple with contractions, squeezing and coaxing my own climax, which was only moments away. "I'm going to cum!" I grunted, letting go of her nipple and looking down at her face.



"Yes! Give it to me...all of it!" She mumbled, still in the midst of her own orgasm, her head thrown back and her mouth hanging open as she gasped for air.
My whole body jerked, driving my cock into her so hard her ass slid off the tube and started to slide down into the hole. She must have felt the movement and arched her back, pushing her pelvis up and driving herself back onto my pulsing shaft. Each jerk of my body and my dick pumped more hot cum into her already trembling pussy. As our mutual orgasms subsided she relaxed and slid down into the tube, my cock sliding wetly from her pussy, releasing a small torrent of our juices to drip onto the pavement below us.
"Oh God, that was good." She panted as I lowered myself down to rest more on her body, her tits now in easy reach of my mouth. "And so is that." She groaned as I sucked one nipple deep into my mouth and teased the tip with my tongue. "Damn!"
With a grin l let go of one nipple and moved to the other, sucking it into my mouth before she pushed me gently off of her. "I'm afraid I'm a little too sensitive for more of that at the moment." She said with a giggle.
"Ok." I said with a little resignation. I climbed off of her sexy body and held a hand out to pull her up. It was almost a disappointment to see her dress and cover her sexy tits and pussy back up, but I understood that we had pushed things pretty hard as far as discovery, and the better part of valor was to limit the risk of being caught.
"Thank you!" She said as she wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a hot wet kiss. "I had no idea the water park could be this much fun, but I think I better go."
"I understand." I whispered as she gave me a final hug.
"Bye!" She said quietly as she slipped from my arms and disappeared around the tubes toward the gate.
By the time I had put my suit back on, which had managed to come the rest of the way off at some point, and get out of the gate, she was gone; lost into the sea of skimpy suits.
I wandered around a while, no place in particular to go, until Joan saw me and ran up, hooking her arm in mine. "There you are!" She said cheerfully. "Have you been having a good time?"
"Not bad." I said as I thought about the lady in white.
"From what I hear, it was better than not bad." She whispered in my ear.
"Huh!?" I asked looking at her startled.
"Uh huh. According to Annette, you disappeared into the tube storage area with a lady in a white bikini. So just how much fun did you have?"
Still a bit stunned I looked at Joan in shock. I wasn't sure what shocked me more, that her daughters friend had seen me or that Joan knew about it.
"You should see the look on your face." She said with a giggle. "You look like the cat that got caught eating the canary!"
"Well, I guess I feel a bit that way." I replied as she squeezed herself against my arm.
"Oh really? Then I guess you did get the goods?"
"I don't kiss and tell!" I responded, trying to deflect the conversation.
"Really?" She asked, dragging me to the edge of the side walk and pulling me into a one arm hug, her large tits smashed to my chest and her fee hand snaking up under the leg of my suit and squeezing my soft dick. She pulled her hand out and lifted it to the space between our faces. "Hmmm pussy. Still want to tell me you didn't sneak off for a quick fuck when no one was looking?"
"Ok, I snuck off and had some quick sex." I admitted a bit guiltily.
"And you didn't give me a chance at the goods?" She asked with a look of real disappointment on her face.
"Huh? I mean... I didn't think....Mark.... I'm confused!" I finally resigned.
"I can tell." She said with a laugh. "Come on stud." She turned me by the arm and hooked hers in mine, leading me toward the back of the park and that storage area that I had come from not that long ago. "So I guess you didn't notice me in the car trying to discreetly flash you?"
"Uh, hell yes I noticed."
"And you didn't think that you should do something about it?"
"I didn't know it was on purpose."
"I see, so you think I just let my nipple show for any guy that comes along?" She asked with a laugh in her voice.
"Yes, I mean no...hell I don't know what I mean. I just didn't want to get in trouble with Mark."
"Oh Mark. He's down at the wave pool checking out the bouncing boobies. I think it's safe to say we won't be bothered by him for quite a while!"
"And you're ok with cheating on him?" I asked her as we approached the blue privacy fence that housed all the extra tubes.
"Oh don't worry; this is a new game we're playing. Turns out he's been cheating on me for years, so now I get to choose whoever I want to play with, and he can't say a word. Yes, he knows exactly what I was flashing you in the car and why. And you, Mike, are my first choice. I've wanted to get into your pants, or more appropriately, get you into mine for years." She said as she looked around and then pulled the gate slightly open, stepping inside and pulling me along. "So why don't you show me all the things you did to your other lady friend!" She said as she pulled me by the hand around behind the tube stacks. Once we were safely out of sight, she turned to face me and untied the top of her suit and let it fall to the ground; her hands moving to her suit bottom. She pushed the tiny bottom down her hips and let it slide to the pavement. She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling her naked body against mine; her nipples pressing hard into my chest as her lips softly teased mine. It took a few short minutes of her lips on mine, with her soft tongue licking at my lips and slipping into my mouth to break down the mental barriers to fucking a friend's wife. Before long my hands stroked her back and worked their way down to the soft curve of her ass, cupping it and squeezing her cheeks.
"Now let's see what we have in here, shall we?" She whispered as she let one hand stroke down my chest and grab the growing bulge in my suit.
"Oh shit." I groaned as she pulled the string and then slipped her hand inside the suit, wrapping it around my quickly fattening cock.
"I've waited a long time for this!" She said huskily as she let go of my neck and pulled her hand from my suit. She lowered herself down to a kneeling position in front of me and slowly pulled down my suit, dragging it lower and lower, until my rigid shaft popped out at her. "Ohhhhh yes." She said as she let my suit drop to the ground around my ankles and grasped my shaft with both hands. Her hot mouth closed around the head and her wet tongue swirled around the bottom side, as she took as much of me into her mouth as she could. I groaned again as I watched her head pump up and down my shaft with her hands; driving my cock, and desire, wild.
"I hope you really want this!" I said as I tangled my hands in her hair and helped pump her mouth onto my cock.
I had secretly lusted after Joan for years, but never even dreamed that what was happening now ever would. I pulled her face from my cock and looked down at her lustfully, taking in her equally lusty stare as she stood up. I gently pushed her back until she fell into the pile of tubes, half disappearing into them. It took me mere seconds to organize a tube to kneel on, protecting my knees from the rough pavement. Resting my hands on her spread thighs, I lowered my face between her legs and inhaled her aroused scent. I reached out and gently spread her pussy lips with the tip of my tongue, dipping deep into her pussy and then dragging her already copious moisture up her slit to her clit. I heard Joan suck in her breath as my tongue flicked her clit, followed by a low moan as I once again dipped deep into her.
"Oh God yes! Mark never did that to me!" She whispered as my tongue repeated its trip time and again, each time spending longer and longer on her hard clit. "Yessssssss" she hissed as her body twitched with each flick of my tongue across her sensitive nub. "More....Oh please, more!" She begged as I switched to running my tongue around her clit instead of over it.
"Tell me what you want!" I whispered as I ran my tongue around and round her clit, one of my fingers slowly sliding into her sopping pussy.
"Ohhhh. Make me cummmmm, please!" She begged as she tried to pull my face to her pussy with my short hair.
With a quick smile, I attacked her clit with the tip of my tongue, flicking it quickly over and over as I curled first one finger and then two, up into her pussy to find that tender bundle of nerves. There was no doubt that I found it as her hips suddenly bucked up into my face, a low moaning growl coming from deep within her. I sucked her clit between my lips and squeezed it gently, flicking my tongue across it as my fingers stroked the top of her tunnel.
"OH GOD!" She squeaked as her orgasm hit her, her whole body trembling and jerking in time with my flicking tongue. I continued assaulting her pussy with both my mouth and fingers for several minutes, only quitting when it was obvious her incredibly long climax had finally abated. "Jesus, where did you learn to do something like that!?" She panted as she tried to pull me up her body, her movements causing tubes to cascade down the pile and cover us. We giggled to each other as the tubes continued to cascad down, burying us under them.
"Well, at least no one can see us now." She whispered as she reached between our bodies and grabbed my rigid cock. Inside the pile of tubes, she managed to roll me onto my back with her on top, her tits smashed into my face and her pussy lips teasing my mushroom head. She slowly wiggled her hips, working my cock into her sopping pussy inch by inch, total bliss enveloping my raging hard on.
"Oh God!" I moaned as she rocked her hips, working my shaft in and out of her pussy a few inches, each time grinding her shaved mound against my body, adding to the incredible sensations. I let my hands slide down her body to her round hips and begin bucking my hips up to meet hers, our bodies each enjoying the incredible sensations.
We were starting to really get into it when we heard voices and being completely naked and without our suits even in reach, we silently agreed to lay quiet and try to not get thrown out of the park. Through the gaps in the tubes we could see two figures moving, coming closer as their female voices carried through the rubber toward us. Joan gasped as recognition flooded her. The female voices were that of her daughter, Jenna, and her friend in the tiny red bikini. We both thought we were caught, and I was trying to figure out what story I was going to tell at my divorce hearing, when the situation took a turn I never would have expected. Instead of digging us out of the pile and chastising us, I could clearly see Jenna and her friend step together and kiss each other deeply. I felt Joan stiffen on top of me and I tightened my grip on her hips, pulling her back down.
"Shhhh. They don't know we are here. You don't want to get caught do you?" I whispered very quietly into her ear.
She shook her head 'no' very slowly, and then lowered herself back down onto me. We watched through the gaps in the tubes as the girls hands began stroking each other gently; the tiny bikini's they were wearing falling to the ground at each others will, soon leaving them both completely naked. I felt Joan stiffen on me as their kisses began moving over each other's bodies, from mouths to shoulders to chests to breasts. Each of them gently stroking the others bodies, their hands soon finding their way between each other's legs.
My hard on had begun to wilt a bit at the thought of being caught, but the site of their sexy young bodies touching each other soon had me growing again. Joan looked down at me almost angrily at the feeling of my cock hardening in her, but her stare soon softened to a lustful smolder and she was soon gently squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. The sounds of gentle moans drew our attention back to the sensuous scene before us. Joan's hips rocked slightly, the image of Jenna's friend now kneeling in front of her, tongue buried in her pussy as Jenna stood with her legs as far apart as she could. Jenna's voice moaned in pleasure as her friend's attentions pushed her closer toward climax. Soon Joan's body betrayed the level of her own arousal with the scene before us.
I felt it before I heard it, Joan's body trembling and her orgasm beginning to build as her daughter also stiffened and trembled at the same time. The sight and sound of her young firm tits, fully on display, looking every bit a smaller version of her still sexy mother, climaxing on the tongue of her nude friend was almost more than my mind could take. I tried to will my body to remain still as my cock pulsed with my heartbeat, buried deep in Joan's spasming pussy. Jenna seemed to climax forever, before finally relaxing and sliding down to her knees where she and her friend embraced.
I wondered if the show was over as her friend pulled away. But instead of dressing she pulled a tube from the pile, nearly exposing us, and lay down on it; spreading her legs and laying her head back. Jenna wasted no time crawling between her legs, her ass facing us and her wet pussy glistening. I started to moan as my hips pushed ever so slightly up into Joan, her sopping pussy more than lubricating my engorged shaft.
I lay looking at Jenna's pussy, my hips working ever so slightly as my own climax built in concert with Jenna's friends. Her moans covered the sounds I was trying not to make as my climax began approaching.
Joan kissed my neck and nibbled my ear as my hips gently pushed only an inch or two of my shaft in and out of her. Jenna moved her legs, changing her position to better get at her friends pussy, but in doing so now exposed her young perky tits in an incredible view between her legs, her sopping wet pussy only a few feet from my face.
I tried to hold still as my hips involuntarily jerked up into Joan, my cum lancing out into her pussy in a hot surge. Joan closed her eyes and trembled, as my spurting cum forced yet another climax from her still stimulated body. She closed her mouth over mine to stifle the moan that was trying to escape her lips. The sounds of Jenna's friend moaning and panting loudly as Jenna pushed her climax to its peak, drove my own climax to new heights, my hips jerking and driving my cock deep into Joan and unloading shot after shot of hot seed into her.
Finally my orgasm eased, and Joan's along with mine; both of us panting and sweating under the pile of tubes. We watched as Jenna and her friend kissed and caressed each other's bodies for several minutes before dressing each other amid giggles and kisses. The two had one final embrace and then disappeared from sight. We waited until we were sure the girls had gone and then dug ourselves out of the pile of tubes, Joan giggling like a little girl the whole time.
"God, did you see that?" Joan asked as we dug under the edge of the tubes to try to find our suits.
"How could I not. I thought you were going to launch when you saw your daughter undressing her friend."
"I was...but then I thought back to when I was that young. I experimented a bit too. I'm going to have to have a talk with her, but it'll be ok... Ah, I found a bottom!" She said triumphantly as she pulled her little suit bottom from the pile and held it up for me to see. "What I want to know is, how the hell you made me cum three times?"
"I didn't do anything special, it was all you."
"Yeah right, and maybe a huge cock stuffed inside me." She giggled as she pulled my suit out. "I may just have to keep this so I can watch you a bit longer." She said with a wink.
"Then I might not give this back." I said pulling her top out of the pile by a string.
"Hmmmmm. Guess we can't stay here all day can we?" She asked quietly.
"Well, I'm enjoying watching your naked body. Not sure I want to stop."
"Well stud." She said quietly as she stepped up to me, and wrapped her arms around me, pulling our naked bodies close. "You can see it any time you want. All you have to do is ask and I'm yours to play with." She whispered.
"Be careful what you offer, I may take you up on it." I whispered back, squeezing her ass.
"I mean it." She said pulling her face back so she could look in my eyes. "I'm your toy as long as you make me cum like that again."
"Ok." I said with a shrug, not sure just exactly how serious she was. She pulled away and took her suit top from me and handed me my suit. I watched her sexy body as she tucked the important parts back into the tiny suit.
"All set, stud?"
"I think so." I said tying my suit.
"Good, let's go." She said walking to the gate. She cracked it open, looking to see if there was anyone around, and then pushed it open enough for us to slip out. She hooked her arm in mine and led me back down the path toward the main part of the park. "Thank you." She whispered.
"Thank you!" I responded with a smile.
The remainder of the day was a bit more normal, with the exception that Joan was almost glued to me the whole time, even when her husband was around. She decided to go down the two person water slides with me, rather than him, and made sure that along the way I got a hand full of breast or pussy as we went down the slide. I was afraid I had created a monster.
Finally as the afternoon had grown late and it was time to head home, we made our way out of the park to the mini-van and all piled in. Jenna's friend in red was sitting next to me again. As we were all buckling up, she turned in her seat again to talk to Jenna and her blond friend, who regaling Jenna with her exploits of her clandestine meeting with her boyfriend. As she sat turned in her seat, her hand snuck in the leg of my suit and was soon squeezing my hardening cock. I was sitting still, trying to grapple with the situation of this young ladies hand wrapped around my now hard cock when the minivan made a turn. As the van turned, she allowed herself to lean over toward me and quickly whisper "I saw you in the tubes with Jenna's mom." I looked at her in complete shock as she straightened up, the van coming out of the corner, the chatter behind us never noticing or slowing down.
It would only take one word from her and everything could blow up. But the continued gentle manipulation of her hand on my shaft seemed to indicate no malice, just the opposite; it tended to indicate desire on her part.
Joan turned in her seat to look back at me, the smile on her face quickly disappearing as she noticed the hand up my suit leg. She looked at my face, an amused expression slowly creeping over her face as her eyes clicked back to the hand inside my suit. With a wink she turned back around to face the front, a smile coming to her face as she did.
For the rest of the too long trip home Joan only glanced back occasionally, most probably to see if the hand up my suit had remained there, which it had, even though I had removed it several times. I was more than glad when we finally pulled up in front of my house and I was able to extract myself from the extremely uncomfortable situation. Joan climbed out and followed me to the front door of my house.
"Well, Suzie seemed to be having fun." Joan said with a smile as she followed me in the front door.
"Is that her name? Yeah, she seemed to be having a great time." I answered a bit sarcastically.
"Oh come now Mike, you can't tell me you weren't enjoying the attention. Joan said as she stepped up close to me and reached her hand down to stroke my still hard dick through my suit.
"It was quite uncomfortable." I answered honestly.
"Ohhhh? As uncomfortable as fucking me under all those tubes?" She asked seductively as she untied the string of my suit and pushed it down over my hips. Her hand wrapped around my cock and stroked it slowly up and down as she leaned forward to kiss me. Her hot lips pressed to mine and her tongue teased my lips open and slipped inside for a quick tease. "I hope you find time to fuck me again soon." She whispered huskily as she broke the kiss, squeezing my dick one last time before letting go and turning to head out the front door.



I stood there with my suit around my ankles and watched Joan practically skip across the lawn to the mini-van, giving me a quick wave as she climbed in and closed the door.
I had to admit that when I woke up the next morning I was tempted to believe it was all some weird sex dream. Finding the swim suit still hanging over the side of the tub pretty much settled in my mind that I really hadn't dreamt it. I dressed in some shorts and a t-shirt and after a quick breakfast headed out to the back deck to get back to work on my current project, expanding the deck around my newly installed hot tub. I hoped my wife would be happy with the addition when she got back.
It was hot in the sun and as usual I was sweating heavily, my shirt and shorts practically soaked in the oppressive humidity and building heat. I pulled my shirt off and used the hose to douse myself for a few moments to cool off a bit before getting back to screwing down the decking in the section I was working on
"Hi Mister C. Jenna's mom asked me to stop by. She thinks she left her wrap here yesterday." A young female voice said from behind me, startling me and almost sending me jumping out of my skin.
"Damn....You startled the hell out of me!" I said as I rolled over to sit on the deck and try to force my heart back down into my chest where it belonged. Suzi was standing on the deck only about ten feet from me, where she had come around the side of the house. I looked up at her, and had to work again to put my heart back in place. She was wearing a pair of tiny white canvas sneakers, an absolutely miniscule mini-skirt, a halter top, and from the view I had from where I was sitting, absolutely nothing else. Her shaved mound was peaking out at me below her tiny skirt and the sun was illuminating her top in such a way that I could easily see the contrast of her dark areola against her creamy white skin through the white halter top.
"Wow! COOL! Check out the sweet hot tub! Did you do all this work?" She said as she stepped over closer to it and me, her movement giving me a glimpse of her pussy lips as she stepped.
"Actually I did." I said somewhat proudly. It was no small feat to get the four person hot tub installed and working, not to mention the redwood decking that made it look like it was all part of the deck.
"Can I try it?" She asked enthusiastically, already kicking off her shoes and reaching up behind her neck to untie the halter top.
"I'm not sure that's a good idea." I said, immediately concerned about the thought of having a naked nineteen year old in my hot tub in the middle of the day. Hell, any time of day. And the way she was going, naked was definitely her intent.
"I'm sure it will be fine!" She said as she dropped the top of her halter, and went to work on the tie around her back, her big tits standing proudly as her nipples hardened under my gaze. Her white halter got tossed aside as her hands went to her skirt, wiggling her hips and working the tiny black material down her body. She half turned and kicked the tube of stretchy material aside, leaving her standing completely naked in front of me. "Ohhh. Nice and warm"! She said as she stepped down into the tub, her spreading legs allowing me an incredible look at her lips, each one glistening with moisture before they even touched the tub water. "Ohhhh, you really need to come in and join me!" She said as she stepped across the tub in the waist deep water for the controls, near where I sat. She stood with her tits only a few feet from my face, playing with the controls and adjusting them, taking far longer than was really necessary.
"Oh this is so nice!" She said as she stepped back and finally sunk into the tub, the bubbles thankfully covering the view that had caused my cock to grow to its fullest proportions.
"Glad you like it." I said trying to will myself to get back to work on the deck. I struggled to maintain my focus on my work, my drill driving another screw down into the deck, while Suzi leaned over the side of the tub to watch me, her big tits laying on the edge on full display. Screw after screw went into the board to finish it, and after that I laid another board, sweating heavily from the growing heat of the morning and the internal heat of having her so close and so naked. She occasionally reached a finger out and stroked it up and down my arm when I came into range, driving that heat even higher.
"This is really a nice secluded place you have here. All it needs is a pool to cool off after being in here."
"Can't do a pool out here. Too many trees!" I answered her as I laid down yet another board, thankful that she could not see the hard on that was so obvious in my work shorts.
"So when you get hot, how do you cool off?" She asked, stretching farther out of the tub to stroke her finger up my sweaty arm.
"Well...If you turn around you will see that I have that covered." I told her, pointing to the single flood type shower head hanging over a slightly depressed section of the deck near the house.
"Ohhhh, cool!" She said, climbing out of the tub and practically skipping over to the shower, the tub water cascading off her incredibly enticing ass. She stepped under the head and turned on the handles, getting a quick blast of cold water that made her squeal before the hot water worked its way down the pipes. She turned around to face me, the cool water cascading over her head and down her perfectly tanned body; the chill making her nipples pucker and grow before my eyes.
"Damn!" I whispered as I watched her.
"Come on! I know you're hot! Come cool off with me!" She called, holding her hands out to cup some of the cool water and tossing it at me playfully.
Watching her naked body and her big tits wiggling finally had the effect she obviously desired. I stood up from where I was working, my body now thinking with the other head as I walked toward her. She reached a hand out and drew me into the shower, still wearing my shorts and work boots. She lifted her face toward mine, inviting me to kiss her, which I did, softly. Our lips met and pressed gently together as my hands reached for her bare body, the fire of her passion evident as soon as we touched. Her tongue snaked into my mouth, teasing mine while her hands went to work eagerly at my belt.
It only took her a few moments to get my shorts undone and push them down, the saturated material pooling around the tops of my boots while her hands pushed down my underwear to reveal my rock hard cock.
"Ohhhh God." I murmured against her lips as her hands encircled my shaft and began to slowly stroke it.
She broke the kiss, pulling her face just clear of the cascading water to whisper to me. "Fuck me, please! I have wanted you to fuck me since I saw you under those tubes with Jenna's mom! I could see you under there, fucking her while Jenna was eating me out. I came imagining your hard cock deep in my pussy!"
Without a word I took her hands in mine. I lifted her hands high above her head and held them there with one hand while sliding my other hand down her arms. I allowed my hand to continue down her side as I stepped behind her, my hand sliding down to her thigh. I pulled her body tight to mine, her ass pressing against my hard shaft, while my fingers slipped between her legs and slowly stroked up her thigh. She ground her ass against my shaft and moaned as my fingers slipped between her lips and up her slit.
"Oh God!" She moaned as my finger bumped gently across her hard clit.
I pushed her hands, still held high in the air, toward the shower pipe; bending her over under the cascade of water. I pulled my hand from between her lips to quickly turn off the water before returning to rest briefly on her round hip. I slid my hand around her hip and across her firm ass until I could grasp my hard cock and begin rubbing the engorged head up and down her wet slit, covering it with her juices. I slowly fed my dick into her incredibly tight pussy, pressing into her an inch or so, and then pulling back.
"OH FUCK!" She cried as she pushed back against my short strokes, driving me deeper into her with each thrust until my engorged head was pressed tightly against the end of her tunnel. "Oh my God yes!" She hissed as I started stroking in and out of her with long strokes, pulling out slowly and then quickly driving deep into her. Time and again I drove myself into her, my hands squeezing her hips into handles and slamming my hips into her round firm ass. Each stoke brought a new squeak of pleasure from her as my cock rammed deep into her.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted loudly as I felt my balls tightening in preparation to release the cum that her teasing had primed.
"Oh God I'm cuuummmiiiinnnngggg!" She squealed as her whole body tensed and trembled under my onslaught. Her pussy clenched around my pistoning cock, pushing my orgasm over that last hump toward release. My body jerked hard, slamming my cock to its full limit into her as the first gush of hot juice surged into her. "AHHH YES!" She screamed as she felt my cock unload time and again into her; my body jerking and twitching uncontrollably with each new gush of hot juice. Finally, after what felt like an hour, my cock began to return control of my body to my intelligent half, leaving me with my softening cock still buried deep in her young pussy and my arms wrapped around her; one hand stroking her shaved mound and the other cupping one of her tender breasts, idly playing with a hard nipple.
"God that was incredible." She whispered, her head turned to gently kiss my check as she pressed her back to my chest. "I can see why Misses M wanted you to do her."
"Well that was a one time thing...just like this is." I said realizing how much trouble I could easily be in.
"Oh I doubt that. If you made her cum anywhere as good as this you can be sure she will want more. Just like I do!"
"Ohhhhhh." I groaned to myself as my softening cock slipped from her, unleashing a flood of our combined juices. I had a feeling I was in a lot more trouble than I could possibly imagine, and at the moment I was imagining a lot of trouble with these two after me.
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Life has been far from easy for the last few months. When my company cut back due to the economy and I was let go, I figured I'd find another job quickly. Good tech types are in high demand and my computer skills are VERY good. What I didn't count on was how many other really good techs were in the job market. So unemployment drug on from weeks to months. Eventually I reached the point that any job was worth investigating or I'd be out on the street pretty soon.
So with the mindset that I would take any job that offered a decent salary, I headed into an interview in a small fashion company of all places. I wasn't really sure what they wanted with a computer network expert, but hey, the dollars looked pretty good.
I found the address, a small brick building in an out of the way rural area. I entered through the single glass door with "Amanda's Creations" emblazoned in bright colors on the glass.
"Hi, Chris Marking here for a job interview?" I said to the extremely good looking blond receptionist sitting behind an oak desk just inside the door.
She looked up at me, almost startled or confused.
"Um. One moment." She said as she picked up the phone and pressed a button. "Miss Jennings. Mr. Marking is here for the interview... Yes maam... Yes maam." She said before hanging the phone up. "Miss Jennings will be out momentarily. Please, make yourself comfortable." She said pointing toward a plush love seat sitting against the office wall.
"Thank you." I said politely as I moved to sit on the love seat while she went back to work on the computer in front of her. I waited for several minutes before a tall slim woman stepped through an office door and walked toward me, her long muscular legs clopping across the tile floor in four inch tall high heels. Her long legs disappeared into a thigh length black dress that hugged all her curves, which were to say the least, ample.
"Hello, Chris Marking?" She asked as she stopped a few feet from me and held her hand out.
"Yes maam." I said, standing up and taking her delicate hand and getting a surprisingly firm handshake from her.
"I'm Amanda Jennings. I'll admit, I was expecting a woman." She said as she released my hand. "This is a predominantly female office. Not a lot of men that really want to work in this field."
"Well, when I looked up information on your company I didn't find much. I presume that the sketchiness of your web site is why you are looking to hire someone with my experience? I'm not exactly sure why that would require a woman." I said hesitantly.
She stood and looked me up and down for what felt like minutes before a she smiled for the first time. "Ok Mister Marking, come with me." She said as she turned and walked around the desk. "We make specialty fashions here. That includes everything from high end swimwear to wedding dresses, everything made custom to order, frequently one of a kind. Our customers come from high end, and sometimes celebrity, ranks. What we would like to do is to assemble a better web presence, order tracking, virtual wardrobe, that kind of thing."
"Ok. I don't see anything particularly difficult with any of that." I answered honestly, having already built similar systems with my previous company, although for machine tool products instead of clothing.
"The job isn't only being able to deal with the technical aspects. We're a small company and most of our management employees wear more than one hat. Your position would also be involved in customer service, helping our online customers with any issues. Do you think you can handle that kind of thing Chris?" She asked as we walked down a long wide hallway through the middle of an office area.
"I don't see why not." I answered.
"We'll see." She said with a suppressed smile as she pressed the swinging door at the end of the hall open to lead me through.
I followed her into a large floor area that was broken down into a large number of spacious cubicles that were about five or six feet high in a large bay type industrial building. I could see over the top of the cubicles that they were set in the center, with an aisle surrounding it and a number of more permanent rooms built around the outside of the surrounding aisle. The area above the rooms, and below the better than fifteen foot high ceiling, was enclosed with a railing and appeared to be used for a storage area. As we made our way down the main aisle of the cubicles, I did my best to keep my eyes from popping clean out of my head. A good many of the cubicles contained a people working at sewing machines or cutting materials at a large tables, usually one per cubicle. A couple of the cubicles however, also had a naked or partially naked woman standing on small round stage in the center, being fitted with items of clothing that were apparently being made.
"As you can see, we use real models instead of hard inflexible dress forms for working on our fashions. It allows us to make sure that the product moves the way we expect. Most of the girls we use are fairly easy going and won't be bothered by the presence of a man working in the office. The question is... can you concentrate on your work with this going on around you? How would your wife feel about you working around half naked women?"
"Well, as far as my wife, I'm divorced many years ago. As far as concentrating, most of these women are significantly younger than I am, so while it may be a distraction, I don't see a problem."
"I'm not supposed to ask, but would you feel uncomfortable telling me your age?" She asked, curiosity etched across her face as she stopped in front of a door at the end of the aisle of cubicles and punched in a code to the electronic lock.
"No, I don't mind. I'm fifty-one." I answered truthfully.
"Really? I wouldn't have figured you were that old. It certainly won't influence my hiring decision one way or the other though." She said as she opened the door and stepped in, flicking the light on. "This is our server room." She said, waving at the racks of computer equipment.
I quickly surveyed the monitors on the racks, recognizing the windows server screens and the all too familiar Apache web server screens. What I wasn't quite ready for was the large monitor that was flicking through image after image, apparently live feeds from a significant number of security cameras.
"As you can see we have a very complete coverage of the building, inside and out. Even my office is included, as is this room. I have a duplicate of this monitor in my office with the ability to manually flip to each camera. We archive the video feed for at least a month. Of course security of these feeds are paramount!" She said emphatically.
"I can understand why."
"So what do you think?" She asked.
"Well, I can see your last tech had you fairly updated on server software, but I can tell that you're going to need some new software and some serious firewall hardware to accomplish what you want safely. I'm guessing, just off the top that you're looking at something over seventy thousand to set up what you have suggested. That just includes the hardware and software, not development time. I'm guessing that we're looking at six months or so to get online safely, excluding the virtual wardrobe, unless you throw some kind of twist at me on the order tracking software." I answered, looking over the hardware available and trying to put a quick mental budget together.
"Well, that wasn't what I was asking exactly, but I think I got my answer just the same. I wondered if you could concentrate on your work and not be overly distracted by the environment, based on the surprising accuracy of your quick estimate, it's clear that you both know your business and can concentrate despite the environment."
"Thank you." I replied as she turned and walked out of the server room, waiting for me to come out before closing the door and ensuring it was locked. I followed her back along the row of cubicles.
"Jeanie!" Amanda said as she turned into one of the cubicles where a lady in her mid-thirties was fitting a dress onto a mostly naked twenty something. "I'd like you to meet Chris Marking. We are considering him for the tech position."
"Ah, I see." She said as she paused, holding a ruffled blue dress around the waist of the young woman on the little round stage in the middle of the cubicle. The model stood with her bare tits exposed as if this were an everyday occurrence, seeming to not be bothered in the least. Letting the blue dress slide down the model's legs and pool around her ankles, she quietly told the model she could go, letting her step down and walk away, wearing nothing but a tiny thong and a pair of white high heels.
"Jeanie has been our customer service person since we let our last tech go." Amanda said to me. "What percent of your day do you deal with customer issues?" Amanda asked.
"Oh, it depends. We had a lot for the Lasiter wedding. That woman called almost every day with something she wanted changed. Other than that, less than an hour a day maybe."
"What kind of things do you have to answer?" I asked.
"Everything from how soon something is going to be done, to some idea they have they want to change on an order. Often you will need to go find the person who is doing that piece and check with them or get them in the loop to discuss the ideas. The running around to get an answer takes longer than dealing with the phone calls." She said with a grin. "I didn't know you were considering any men for the position?" She said to Amanda.
"I wasn't, but I'm warming to the possibility. He seems technically competent. I just wonder if he can deal with the ladies." Amanda said, looking down at my pants to see the hardon that had appeared with the close proximity of young breasts that had been on display.
"Well, I have to admit it might be interesting to have a young strong man around the shop to handle some of the heavy lifting." Jeanie said with a smile.
"It might." Amanda said as she turned and walked away, clearly expecting me to follow.
"Good to meet you." I said quickly, offering my hand to her for a quick shake before running to catch up to Amanda.
"So, how soon could you start?" Amanda asked as we walked through the swinging door into the office area.
"Well, tomorrow I suppose?" I asked as I followed her to the front desk.
"Well, I was looking for a woman for the position, but we'll give it a try. If it doesn't work out, it doesn't work out." She said with finality, extending a hand to me. I took her slender hand and shook it gently before letting her have it back. "Be here at eight sharp. We'll take care of the paperwork in the morning." She said.
"Thank you. See you in the morning." I said before turning and heading out the door.
"Do you suppose that's a good idea?" The receptionist asked Amanda after I walked out the door. "Especially with the show coming up?"
"I think it's going to be interesting." Amanda said as she watched me walk across the parking lot.
"Not to mention, for an older guy, he has a really cute butt!" The receptionist said to Amanda as she watched as well.
"Come see me in a few minutes, I need to talk to you about an idea I have." Amanda said with a grin as she turned and headed back to her office.
******
The next morning I was at the front door of Amanda's Creations at eight sharp.
"Good morning Mister Marking." The receptions said when I walked in.
"Please, Chris!" I said, extending my hand to her.
She rose and took my hand. "Celia." She said with a warm smile. "I have some papers for you to do, tax forms and such." She said handing me a folder of papers. "Your office will be the third one on the left." She continued as she started walking from her desk down the wide hallway, looking behind for me to follow. She opened the door to a moderate sized office that contained a normal sized desk and two computer work desks, each with a large computer workstation fitted with multiple monitors.
"Wow, nice!" I said with a low whistle as I looked at my new office and the high end computer equipment.
Celia smiled as she turned back toward me. "For a minute I thought you were referring to me." She said with a little giggle. "But I guess your new computers are better looking than I am."
"Oh, I'm sorry. I wasn't trying to indicate that you weren't good looking, you are." I said somewhat startled at her response.
"It's ok." She laughed, resting a hand on my arm. " I was just teasing you a bit. You'll find that we do a fair amount of that around here."
"Well, I'll try to remember that." I answered, taking a second to check out just how short her little blue dress was as she turned to leave the office. She looked back and gave me a wink, clearly catching me looking at her cute round butt in the extremely short skirt. "Not bad tits either." I said to myself as I sat down at the desk to work my way through the paperwork.
It only took about an hour to work through all the forms, much of it required by the federal government to assure that I'm not an illegal alien, that they get their tax money and that they can take me off the unemployment rolls. All in all, a pretty boring, though necessary task.
"Here you go." I said to Celia as I walked up to the side of her desk, holding out the folder of completed forms for her.
"Oh great! That was quick!" She said taking the folder from me. She flipped through the forms quickly and then slid her chair back from the desk and swiveling it toward me. Bending over to put the folder in the bottom desk drawer and draw another out, the top of her short dress, a low cut loose fitting top that seemed to be made up of overlapping loose folds of cloth, fell away from her body. In the position she was in I could see down her front and see a good portion of her large breasts. Her well tanned breasts were easily a C cup, looked firm, and apparently not in need of a bra. As she moved I got an occasional glimpse of one of her large puffy nipples, easily the size of a half dollar. I could have sworn she stayed bent over a lot longer than was actually required, and she made no attempt to turn in any way block what she had to know she was showing off.
Finally she sat back upright, drawing the new file from her drawer, giving me a large smile as she did. "These are the passwords you will need to get started." She said quietly. "Let me know if there is anything at all that you need. Amanda gave me strict instructions that I get you settled in this morning since she is out of town."
"Well, you've been very accommodating. Thank you for everything so far." I replied, feeling like the hardon had to be pretty obvious to her through my Dockers.
"My pleasure." She said with a smile, looking below my belt rather than my face.
I excused myself and headed back to the office to get logged in and see what I had to work with. I sat down at my desk and wondered what Celia's story was as I opened the folder and scanned down the list of servers and admin passwords. One thing that was going to have to change was the password administration. Not only were the passwords not secure, but the password selection was far from strong.
I rolled my way around to one of the computer workstations and logged in. I was deep into remotely connecting to the series of servers to set up my logins when I heard Celia's voice behind me.
"So, finding everything to your liking?" She asked quietly.
"I think so." I said turning to look over my shoulder at her, freezing at the view I had. She was half standing and half sitting on the edge of my desk, one leg hanging over the edge and the other rod straight against the ground. Her tiny black high heel swung slowly in front of my desk drawers, drawing my attention to her long slender leg. My gaze was drawn to her knee and then higher, the short dress hiked high on her thigh and drawn tight between her legs. In the bright office lights I could easily see up her skirt, her tiny white panty a stark contrast to the rest of her tanned skin and the black skirt.
"I thought I would just check in with you." She said with a smile, making no attempt to move or to close her legs.
"Oh, I'm finding things just fine." I answered, trying to get my attention out from between her legs. As I broke my gaze from her tiny white panties, I turned back to my computer monitor. "But thank you for checking on me."
"My pleasure!" She said with a smile in her voice. I could hear rustling behind me and then the gentle clop of her heels on the hallway tile.
I set back to work starting to build a map of the server architecture and piecing together how the last tech had configured things. I was appalled to find that all of the security cameras and the NAS drives to save the data streams were hung on the same network as everything else, making them vulnerable to hack from the outside. Knowing the administrator password scheme that she had used, I was quickly able to guess the admin password that was used on all the cameras and had access to the entire net.
I flipped through the cameras, getting a feel for what they covered, outside areas, inside common areas, and the office spaces, including mine and Amanda's. Mine clearly showed the office door and a portion of the office, but not where I was sitting working on the computer. As I flipped across the camera pointing to the entrance door I noticed that it also covered Celia's desk area down in the lower corner of the image. My attention was also drawn to the unusual position she was in, pushed back from the desk, one foot up on each lower desk drawer, her hand sliding in and out from between her legs. It didn't take more than a few moments for me to realize exactly what that motion was. I grabbed a still of the feed and zoomed down to confirm that there was indeed a long slender purple object protruding from her pussy.
"Damn!" I thought as I flipped back to the live feed to watch both her hands busy between her legs, one plunging the purple dildo in and out of her pussy and the other frigging her exposed clit. I wondered if she realized that the security camera was catching her little show, or if it were the fact that she might be discovered that turned her on so.
The show didn't last much longer, her body bucking and shaking for several seconds before she put her legs down, smoothed her dress out and slid back to go to work on the computer as if nothing had happened. By that time my cock was as hard as the dildo she had been using, and it was difficult to get my mind focused back on the work at hand.
****
I had been working hard at mapping the software on the various servers, my architectural schematic of the system slowly growing. I was so engrossed that I hadn't even heard Celia come into the office.
"Ahem." She said quietly, drawing my attention to her.
I turned in my chair to face her, once again perched on the edge of my desk.
"Celia. What can I do for you?" I asked politely.
"Well, for one, its lunch time. Did you plan on working through lunch?" She asked, one hand stroking her leg from her knee to the hem of her dress, which seemed to be hiked up a little higher than last time. My eyes were drawn to her fingers, tracing a line up the top of her thigh and then down between her legs slightly, before stroking back down to her knee. I also couldn't help but notice that the white of her panties was replaced with....nothing! Sure enough, the view I had now was of her meaty pussy lips, just the tips of her feathery inner lips exposed and glistening with wetness.
"Um, I was checking out security cameras earlier. Did you realize that the camera that covers the front door also covers your desk?" I asked, trying not to look up her dress.
"Really? No, I don't think I knew that." She said with a grin that told me she knew very well that it did. "I guess it must have caught me taking my break then?"



My cock was quickly getting rock hard in my Dockers as my mind played back the image of her hands working the dildo in and out of the pussy I now easily saw. "Um....yeah, it did." I said hesitantly.
"Well, Maybe I should find another spot to take care of that little itch." She said as she moved her hands to her skirt and hiked it up a little farther, letting her legs spread a bit wider. "Don't suppose you'd want to take care of it for me?" She asked, her dark brown eyes smoldering and a crooked little smile saying "go ahead...say yes."
I wasn't exactly sure that getting involved the first day on a new job was a good idea, so I declined with a sigh.
"Well, in that case, let me walk you to the lunch room." She said, getting up from the desk and smoothing her dress.
"I usually just eat a sandwich at my desk."
"Nonsense. Come with me." She said, stepping over to take my hand and practically pull me out of my chair. "Besides, it's time you met all your coworkers." She led me out of my office, barely giving me time to grab my lunch bag. I allowed her to lead me out of the office and down through the door at the end of the hall. She turned right as soon as we moved into the work area, skirting the cubicles in what amounted to a long narrow hallway. The hallway turned left after the depth of the cubicles and extended the length of the row of cubicles, each the size of a good sized bedroom. Several doors were along the right wall, opening into the rooms built against the outside wall I had noticed the previous day.
"These are mostly storage rooms, fabrics, goodies, finished things. There's another set along the other far wall. The break room is the last one down this wall." Celia said, practically dragging me along with her past three doors, slowing at the fourth. "Here we are!" She said brightly, opening the door and holding it for me.
When I think of a break room, I think of a Spartan room with tile floors, rows of lunch room type tables and a wall full of vending machines. Amanda's idea of a break room was very very much different. The room was carpeted in a pastel purple color, except for the gray slate floor in a fully outfitted kitchen area. The room was furnished with a variety of love seats, recliners and a few large hardwood tables, similar to what you might see in a formal dining room of a plush home. There was no doubt that this room was decorated by a woman.
"Ladies, this is Chris, our new IT expert. This is Jeanie Chambers, Suzanne Reeves, Maria Summers, and Elaine Jacobs." She said motioning to four ladies sitting around one of the tables.
Jeanie I had met the previous day, a tall slim woman with small breasts and slightly graying hair. If I had to guess I would have said she was only about a hundred and fifty pounds for her almost six foot frame, and probably in her early fifties.
Suzanne was a short plump woman, easily two hundred pounds, with a round face and cheery smile. She looked me up and down as if inspecting me, a twinkle in her eye that had mischief written all over it.
Maria Summers was the epitome of a Barbie, tall and slim with huge tits and long blond hair. I guessed she was in her early thirties at most.
Elaine, the last at the table, pushed herself away and got up to meet me. She was short and slight, maybe a hundred twenty pounds soaking wet and all of five three, if that. She stepped lightly around the table and came over, extending her hand to me, which I took. Her slender body had small breasts with suddenly very hard nipples as she shook my hand and looked me up and down. "We don't get too many men back here... In fact, I think you're the first that wasn't a delivery man or the like." She said with a slight Irish lilt to her voice that matched her short auburn hair and freckled fair skin.
"Well, I suppose you will see a lot more of me around here." I said simply as her eyes made their way back up to my face.
"I certainly hope so." She said with a crooked little grin, using my hand to pull me toward the table. "Don't let Celia monopolize you either. Here, come have a seat with us."
I looked around at the other ladies, in a wide range of ages and builds sitting in the sofas and chairs around the room in various states of dress or rather, undress.
"These other ladies are mostly models. They come and go as we have need of them. We have an agency that takes care of it for us, all we do is give them the dimensions and when we need them." Elaine said motioning to the ladies I had been looking at.
"Where do you find so many women eager to do this kind of thing?" I asked.
"Well, some are strippers or adult entertainers, some are college students earning extra money and others...well housewives mostly. I think all of us have acted as dress models at one time or another. It's all about dimensions." Celia said with a shrug. "We will need them a few days here and there and they get paid fifty dollars for half a day."
"Well, I guess it's one way to make a few extra dollars." I said nodding to the ladies who were paying any attention to me at all, which included both young and middle age alike. To say it was an unusual lunch would be an understatement. It was downright difficult to pay attention to my sandwich with a topless twenty something slowly stroking her nipples while she watched me from across the room. I was left in a constant state of arousal, with a foot from either Maria or Suzanne periodically slipping into my lap to rub my hard cock.
"Well, ladies, I think I better get back to work." I said as I got up from the table, trying to minimize the amount of my hardon that was showing through my pants.
"Well, I'm sure we'll all be happy to see more of you around." Elaine said with a grin.
"Um. Yeah." I said as I turned to head away, hearing her giggle a little as I made my way out of the break room. It was only a few minutes before I flopped into my chair and ran a hand through my short cropped hair, wondering just exactly what I had gotten myself into in this place. After a few minutes of relaxing, I turned to my computer and went back to work loosing track of time as I dove back into the planning. My concentration was suddenly broken by the ringing of my office phone. "Chris Marking." I said into the hand piece as I picked it up.
"Yes, mister Marking. Amanda Trapping here. I wanted to check on the status of my dress. Can you tell me how far along it is?"
"Well, hang on a minute and I will see what I can find out." I answered as I flipped through the applications I had cataloged earlier, opening the project status app. As I had suspected, it listed out all the projects that were being worked on. Unfortunately the information was little more than a large file with only rudimentary search capabilities. I dug through the information the best I could until I located her name, a description of the dress and the fact that it was Elaine that was handling the project. "I found your information, but I don't see anything on the status. Can you give me a number and I can call you back when I find out?"
"I can." She said before rattling off a phone number.
"Thank you Miss Trapping. I will get back to you as soon as I can." I responded before hanging up the phone.
I got up and headed out to the work area with a printout of the information I had. I walked into Elaine's cubicle to find her working around some delicate curves on her sewing machine. "Elaine, can you help me out?"
"Sure stud! How can I do you?" She asked with a huge grin.
"Um...Miss Trapping has a dress being made, and I wondered if you could give me an update?" I asked trying to ignore the not so subtle innuendo.
"Ahh, yeah, let's go have a look, shall we?" She said getting up and walking past me, letting her hand drag across the front of my Dockers as she did.
With a little shake of my head, I followed her out of the cubicle and around to the long hallway that had the break room on it. She stopped at a door part way down the hall and opened it, the lights turning on automatically as she stepped inside. I followed her into a large room the walls covered with everything from wedding dresses to skimpy lingerie hanging on almost every conceivable inch.
"Let's see....12864" She repeated over and over as she walked the length of the rack looking at small white tags. "Ah here we are!" She said, pulling a plastic covered dress bag from the rack.
"Is that it?"
"Oh yes!" She said pulling the plastic off. "Kind of sexy, isn't it?" She asked me, holding the dress up against her slight body. The dress appeared to be almost a sash that ran diagonally across her body, but attached at the bottom to an incredibly short skirt. The material was semi-translucent and waved and flowed with each move she made. "Would you like to see what it looks like on someone?" She asked.
"Oh, that's not necessary." I said, gulping.
"Oh don't be silly. I'm close enough in size to our Miss Trapping that it should look ok." She said stepping over to one of many long flat upholstered benches running down the center of the room. Before I could say anything else, she laid the dress down and began pulling her tank top up and off over her head, leaving a set of freckled B cup breasts bouncing in full view. She bent over as I stared, stripping off her shorts as she kicked off her slip-on shoes. "You know, this just wouldn't look the same in these frumpy old panties." She said as she hooked her thumbs into the waist band of a pair of delicate lacy panties and slipped them down over her hips, revealing a neatly trimmed auburn bush.
"Damn." I breathed as she stepped out of her panties and bent over completely naked, pulling the dress from the hanger. She lifted the material over her head and let it slide down her body, settling the angled sash over her breasts so that her right breast was completely covered by the angled material, but it only lay over top of her left breast by the slightest of friction. It was obvious that if she shrugged her shoulders that it would slide off, exposing her nearly bare breast completely.
"So what do you think of my handy work?" She asked, turning a slow pirouette, which let me see that the material of the short skirt didn't completely cover her creamy ass, or even reach down far enough to cover her meaty outer pussy lips, that showed from between her creamy cheeks. She continued her turn until she was facing me, the shimmery material covering her body, but not quite preventing me from seeing it.
She walked over to me as I stood dumbfounded, slowly walking a circle around me, dragging one hand across my chest and then letting it slide down my back to my ass as she moved. Slowly she stepped around me and let her hand drag across my hip and come to rest on the substantial bulge in my Dockers. "I wonder what's in here?" She asked with a giggle, turning to face me.
"Um, not a good idea." I said, as she undid my belt and pants, letting them slide down to my ankles.
"Oh, I'm sure it's not." She said as she stepped against me, pressing her tits against my chest, slipping her hands into my underwear and pushing them down enough to free my hard cock. She wrapped both hands around it and slowly stroked up and down a few times. "I guess this means that I did a good job on the dress." She whispered huskily. "Would you like to fuck me in it?"
"Really not a good idea." I half panted, trying to keep my hands off of her practically naked body.
"You're sure?" She asked again, stroking up and down my shaft a few more times.
"I'm sure." I answered.
"Ok." She said disappointment clear in her voice as she backed away. She gently pulled the dress off and bent over to step into her panties, her pussy pushing out invitingly toward me.
"Oh god." I mumbled as I bent down to pull my pants back up, giving myself an even better view of her obviously wet pussy in the process.
"You like?" She asked, wiggling her ass a little bit for me before I stood back up with my pants. "Any time you want to fill me with that fat cock, just let me know." She said as she straightened up, turning to face me still completely naked.
"I will." I said, wishing I could just stuff her full right then and there.
I turned and headed out of the room, stuffing my rock hard dick into my pants before I lost all control and turned back to fuck her silly. I wasn't about to let this job go down the shitter because I felt like fucking someone on company time in the building. Especially not on my first day!
I made my way back to my office, closed the door and sat down to try to get my composure back before making the call back.
"Miss Trapping, good news. Your dress is finished." I told the female voice over the phone. "Since I'm new here, I don't know the process yet, but I'm sure that we can ship that."
"Oh, no problem. I'll stop and pick it up next week while I'm in town. How does it look?"
"I have to say it's one of the sexiest outfits I've ever seen, but definitely not for wear in public."
"Oh good. That'll be perfect for the party!" She said enthusiastically.
"Yes maam." I agreed, not knowing at all what party she was thinking about.
"Thank you Mister Markling. I look forward to seeing you next week." She said before hanging up.
I turned back to my work, on the computer, deciding right then that a new inventory and job tracking program was going to be at the top of the priority list.
I put the finishing touches on my basic plan of action for the IT resources of her company before calling it quits at nearly six pm. I headed out to leave finding Celia gone, replaced by a young lady who introduced herself as Jennifer. I recognized her as one of the young ladies from the break room, and said goodnight to her before leaving Amanda's Creations after my first day at work.
*********
I hoped my second day at work would be a bit easier than my first as I headed up to the front door.
"Good Morning Chris!" Celia said cheerily as I stepped into the cool reception area from the already hot morning.
"Morning Celia." I said with a nod, heading past her desk toward my office. I was almost surprised to see her in a snug fitting skirt and button down blouse after her outfit the day before.
I had barely settled into my chair and started thinking about how to structure the new database front end when my phone rang. "Chris Marking." I announced.
"Chris, Amanda. Come to my office please." She said in a very businesslike tone.
"Be right there." I said, wondering if yesterday's encounter already had me fired. I pushed away from the desk with a sigh and headed out and down the hall to Amanda's office.
I knocked once on the partly open door and then stepped inside. Amanda's office was impressive, larger than most people's living rooms and appointed with a large oak desk and several soft chairs and a sofa arranged in a sitting area.
"Come and join me." Amanda said as she got up from behind the desk and headed toward the sofa. She sat down on one end and pulled her bare legs up under her, smoothing her short gray skirt as she let her shoes drop to the floor.
Unsure of what to do, I sat down on the other end nervously.
"Relax. You're sitting like a bad school boy in the principal's office." She said with a laugh.
"I guess that's kind of how I feel." I answered, my voice betraying my nervousness.
She untucked her legs and scooted herself along the sofa until she was sitting on the middle section, tucking her legs up under her again, knees pressing against my thigh. "So you're nervous. I take it that it's not because of your overwhelmed by the technical problems of the job?"
"No, not exactly." I responded.
"I suppose you feel like you're going to be in trouble for something that happened yesterday?"
"You could say that." I replied, waiting for those fatal words.
"You did have a bit of an eventful day didn't you?" She laughed. "Let's see, Celia tried, unsuccessfully, to seduce you. You were teased unmercifully in the break room... and then Elaine, well, Elaine gave you a bit of a fashion show. Yes... I would call that quite a first day."
"I'm really sorry." I said quietly, still expecting to be fired over the incident in the dress room.
"For what? Trying to be a gentleman and not jump every woman that was trying to get into your pants, literally? No, you're fine. I asked Celia to tease you a bit and see if you would bite and gave the ladies free reign to play. I wanted to know if you were serious about the job or only interested because of the... environment?"
"I'm serious about the job." I replied emphatically.
"I believe you. No I think you'll do just fine. We aren't used to having men around and...well to be honest; I've never really bought into a lot of the problems of a mixed office environment. Around here sexual harassment hasn't been an issue, and I don't expect it to change. We're all big girls...and well... now boys and girls. If someone tries to do something you're not comfortable with, tell them to stop. If they don't, come see me. On the other side of that coin, I don't really care who you date or have sex with, as long as it doesn't affect the work. Sneaking off to a fitting room for a quickie isn't going to get you fired. As long as you don't force yourself on anyone I think we'll all get along fine."
"Well, I don't expect to do that." I answered, wondering what she was driving at.
"Good. I expect the problem will be the other way around. We tend to have a pretty lax dress code around here. It comes with the territory. Feel free to join or avoid as you see fit. As long as you don't do anything to discredit our company or our clients I think you'll fit in fine." She said, her hand lying on my thigh.
"Thank you." I said, looking down at her hand.
"Making you nervous?" She asked, sliding her hand off. "All you have to do is say no. Understand?"
"No, it wasn't that. I just wasn't expecting....well the boss...you know."
"What to touch you?" She asked with a chuckle.
"Sort of, yeah." I replied sheepishly.
"Chris if I want to play I'll ask. If you want to say no, that's your choice. I thought I made it clear; the only thing that will be a problem is not doing your job. You're not going to get fired for...recreational activities."
"Thanks." I replied.
"Ok. I think we're done for now." She said uncurling her legs and standing up.
"Yes maam." I answered, getting up from her sofa and headed for the door.
"One more thing. The cameras in this building? My office is one of the few that can be turned off."
"Yes maam." I answered as I reached the door. I wondered what she was suggesting as I walked back to my office. I sat down in my chair and out of curiosity, opened the camera live feed panel and clicked to her office. The camera, as it always had been, was turned on. I watched as she paced the office for several seconds and then turned, as if to face the camera, and undid the belt around her gray skirt. She reached behind it and after several seconds let it slide to the floor. Her fingers quickly worked down the front of her cream colored blouse, undoing each of the tiny buttons before shrugging it off and letting it slump to the floor with her skirt. Her hands slid up her back and the lacy bra she was wearing dropped away, revealing her creamy B cup breasts, each topped with a pink puckered areola, topped with a small hard nipple. With a little grin on her face, she looked up at the camera and then hooked her fingers in the panties she wore, sliding the tiny bikini panties down her legs until she could step out of them.
She turned slowly, letting me see her whole body, her tight little ass, her shaved pussy, her firm round breasts. It was obvious that this was intended for someone to see, that someone being me. Why else would she have referred to the camera? I nearly missed her blow a little kiss toward the camera before walking to her desk. She opened a drawer and pulled out a long slender gold colored vibrator and turned it on, gently teasing it over her nipples and then down to her bare mound.



I watched in fascination as she slowly stroked it between her legs and then lifted one foot onto her desk. Her fingers teased the vibrator between her lips and then pushed it up into herself, making the whole length disappear from my vantage point. She lowered her leg, turned and bent over to show me that the vibrator was buried deep in her pussy, her legs together making it stick out even more. After several long seconds she stood back up, blew me a kiss and then leaned across the desk, the camera going dark seconds later.
Yes the show was obviously for me, and just as obviously it was an invitation. I wasn't sure I was quite ready to take that invitation yet, but I knew inside that someday I would.
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"Stupid, stupid, stupid. That's what I am....Just plain stupid." I said to myself as I stood naked, waist deep in the cold water holding the green bar of soap. "Um. You wouldn't mind turning around, would you?" I asked the woman standing on the rock idly playing with the hem of one leg of her nylon running shorts.
"Actually I would mind very much!" She answered with a crooked grin partially hidden by the tip of one finger that was teasing her lower lip. The light breeze gently teased her auburn hair, a stark contrast to the white tank top that it fluttered around, the myriad of dark reddish brown poke-a-dots on her pale skin standing out even more against the white shirt as she stood there expectantly.
Why was I standing in cold water, naked, wishing that the woman obviously waiting for me to come out, would turn around? Well, part of me was wondering how events had conspired to put me here as well, the other part....well it just thought I was stupid.
It all started years and years ago when my own girls were girl scouts and there weren't any leaders trained in the advanced levels for their troops to be able to do things like backpacking and canoeing and such. Having served for years as a Boy Scout leader these kinds of activities were second nature to me. With some trepidation I agreed to become a registered Girl Scout leader and for years provided support to not only my own troop, but a number of other troops in the area that wanted to go camp, canoe and backpack. It was almost a relief when my oldest daughter finished and I could step back and not take these kinds trips. Oh don't get me wrong, they were basically enjoyable, but well past forty, my body didn't love sleeping on the ground quite so much. I also didn't particularly enjoy having to fend off the advances of some of the leaders when we were out in the middle of nowhere. Yeah, it was great for my ego, and yeah, I did allow a few to succeed, but the stress at the possibility of getting caught was not fun at all, especially if my wife was along on the trip.
But like I said, I had gotten out of that business....that was until my wife talked me into going back in to help the troop my youngest was now in. I agreed reluctantly, expecting a camping trip or maybe a short canoe trip. It wasn't until after I had agreed to go that the girls informed me they wanted to go to northern tier, a scout camp in northern Minnesota where scouts could canoe out into the Canadian boundary waters, a remote and primitive wilderness area where no motor vehicles or boats were allowed. This was not a trip for the unprepared!
After long descriptions of the desolation and isolation, stories of encounters with bears and other wild life to discourage the girls, they seemed to want to go even more, so I started them on a program of conditioning and training. Once other troops in the area heard we were going we were bombarded with requests to join in the trip. On limitation that the council put on the trip was that all the girls had to be eighteen or over, which eliminated more than half of our troop, including my daughter, much to their displeasure. We were also limited to not more than fourteen persons on the boundary waters park permit. So the girls got to vote on what troop to accept along with us and we settled on eight girls and four leaders. The decision made, we scheduled two short overnight canoe trips and two backpack trips for training. One weakness I do have in my training is that I am not a certified lifeguard, a requirement that the Girl Scout council demands for all water trips.
In order to make these trips possible, the troops located a lifeguard that was willing to make the trip. A tall slender woman named Annette Summers. She had shoulder length reddish hair that was frequently in a ponytail, pale white skin that was covered with little reddish speckles everyplace I had seen, and a smile that was as constant as the twinkle in her green eyes. The "new" girls as well as the two leaders from the other troop became a constant fixture at our planning and training meetings, many of these including mock portages where the girls had to don heavy packs and carry a canoe a half mile before switching and letting another team carry it back. All in all we were going to end up with thirteen of us broken down into five canoes. Since I had been there a number of times, the camp was not going to require us to have a guide, meaning that I would end up being the only guy in our group. A minor problem with accommodations in two man tents, solved by the fact I would be able to sleep in the same tent as my wife.
For six months prior to our trip I spent periodic weekends teaching the girls how to canoe on lakes, very different than the river canoeing we did around here, how to deal with a swamped or dumped canoe in the middle of a lake, how to portage and how to get in and out of a canoe in rugged conditions. It would seem to be an easy task, but the rocks along the edges of the lakes there are razor sharp and if you get in with the canoe sitting on or over one of these rocks you could easily drive a hole right through the bottom of the thin aluminum canoes used up there. Unlike the heavy canoes used in Missouri on the rivers and designed to withstand constant ramming and bouncing over the rocks in the rapids, the canoes used up north are light and thin to allow them to be easily carried on the many portages we would be making from lake to lake.
As warmer weather came we made a couple overnight canoe trips at Lake of the Ozarks, the girls having to paddle ten miles a day to and from our campground. After the first trip it was clear that some of them needed a bit more conditioning, which they did, and our second trip was done much quicker and more organized. All in all I thought we were ready to go.
Food packed, gear checked and ready to be loaded into the two suburbans we would use for the nearly nine hundred mile trip. That's when the first problem started. Of all things, my wife came down with a stomach bug the day before we were to leave, leaving her weak and spending most of her time leaning over a bucket. Fortunately by evening she had gotten to the point where she could hold down liquids, but that was a far cry from being able to take on the kind of trip we were about to go on. After a lot of discussion with the girls, she encouraged them to not cancel the trip, but instead to pick another adult to go along in her place. As much as she hated to miss this long awaited trip, she knew that she would not be ready to go and the permit for the trip was very specific on dates. A co-leader, Julie, stepped up and volunteered to go; solving one problem and bringing an old problem back up again.
Sleeping arrangement were now out of whack again. Being the only guy in the group presented a bit of a problem. The solution was to put me into my own one man backpack tent, leaving the ladies and girls to pair up in the six remaining tents, each large enough to hold two or three girls or two adults. With all the fixes in place, I took Julie to the store to help her purchase the items she would need to take.
Julie was moderately built; not thin, but also not at all fat. She had a great looking ass that looked even better in the thin nylon shorts and wind pants that we picked. Everything, even underwear, had to be synthetic since we would frequently end up wet and cotton just doesn't dry that well. We had to search for almost half an hour before we found a bra to fit her D cup chest that was all synthetic. I had to actually try not to get a hardon as she stepped out of the dressing room to model the sports bra, her nipples poking it out like headlights.
With all her gear selected and paid for, we headed home to pack it into the gear bags in place of my wife's clothes.
At five the next morning I kissed my wife goodbye, promising that we would find a way to make the trip again, and two suburbans packed with women and gear headed out for the long drive.
We arrived at Ely base camp a bit before nine pm. Fortunately we were able to get checked in, even though we were past the regular check in time, and they put us up in two little dome huts that had bunks around the outside wall, ten bunks to a hut. The leaders decided that we would split the girls into two groups for the night with leaders in both huts. That meant I was going to share with Julie, Annette and six girls.
After a number of quiet comments by Annette as I was changing into sleep clothes, I climbed into my sleeping bag and was more than ready for a good night's sleep after the long drive.
Morning came and I vacated the cabin and went for a shower while the girls got changed before getting my turn in the little hut while the girls were gone to breakfast. I had just finished stripping off my shorts to put on some fresh underwear, which I had somehow dropped on the way to the shower when the little door opened and Annette slipped in.
"Sorry, forgot something." She said, walking across the little domed cabin, never taking her eyes off of my naked body as I tried to quickly pull my underwear on. "Nice bod. Wondered what it looked like under that swim suit." She said as she continued to look at me as she dug into her pack.
I had on only an extremely skimpy men's bikini underwear, the only thing I could get in all synthetic, my cock bulging the thin material out. I pulled my shorts off the bed and held them in front of my practically exposed cock while she grinned at me with a mischievous smile, her green eyes dancing with laughter.
"If I didn't know better I'd say you timed that pretty well." I answered, waiting for her to leave.
"Who says you know better?" She replied, pulling a t-shirt out of her bag and tossing it on the top bunk near mine. She pulled off her t-shirt, baring her top and her surprisingly large breasts. Her creamy white breasts were full and round, easily large enough to take two hands to cup, each one with a large pink nipple, standing hard and erect in the middle of a nearly two inch across puckered pink areola. Her skin was creamy white and her reddish freckles extended down her neck and across both round breasts, which bounced ever so slightly as she walked across the little cabin toward the bunk she tossed the shirt on.
"Um... Not a good idea." I stammered, unable to tear my eyes off her tits as they got closer. I could feel my cock quickly growing in the thin underwear and quickly wondered if they would hold me if I got much harder.
"Oh? Well, we're going to be working closely together the next week, no point in being too bashful, is there?" She asked as she reached past me for her shirt, her nipples grazing my bare chest as she did. She stood nearly up against me, as she lifted her arms high over her head, letting the shirt slide down her arms and over her head. With a little tug she pulled the shirt down and slowly covered her tits, her nipples still inches from my chest. "You don't want to share, do you?" She coaxed, tugging on the shorts I held in front of myself with one of her fingers.
"Ummm Not really." I answered her as she moved her finger over to my hip and slowly slid the tip of it down my leg before sliding it under my shorts, the tip of her finger sliding across my significantly hardened cock.
"Ohhhh. That does feel like a nice one. You sure you don't want to let me see it?" She coaxed, rolling her hand over to lay it on my cock and give it a little squeeze.
"Not really a good idea." I answered.
"I see. Well....I'm sure somewhere in the next week I'll get a chance to see it." She said with a smirk, giving it a gentle squeeze as she leaned closer to me. She gently flicked my earlobe with her tongue and then whispered. "I'd really like to feel it inside me too. I bet with a cock like that you're really something to ride."
Just as suddenly as she got there she turned and walked out, leaving me sweating and with a monster hardon. "Damn." I muttered as I got myself dressed and finally headed out to breakfast, my cock still half hard in my shorts.
The day went by quickly, filled with route planning, equipment checkout and briefings. When we were done the sun was just starting to slide behind the trees, mosquitos large enough to put landing lights on, coming out to look for their dinner. Being the last night we could go without bug repellant on every exposed portion of skin, the girls decided to all gather into one of the huts, a simple battery lantern hung from the ceiling to light the mostly circular confines. One of the girls dug out a deck of cards and a game of some kind while I settled back on my bunk to read a little.
"Hey Mister C, wanna come play too?" One of the girls called.
"Not sure what you're even playing." I answered.
"It's a good game. I promise!" Candice, the defacto girl leader of the troop called to me.
"Ok. If you insist." I said as I closed my book and walked over the girls and ladies making a space for me to sit down.
I wasn't sure I ever quite got the rules down, in fact they seemed to change frequently. The general idea of the game get rid of your cards by asking someone else if they have something. If they do you get as many as they have. If you can make a set of some sort you get to put it down, if not you have to draw a card from their hand. Overall it seemed fun, except that I lost all 3 games, and I swear that the rules kept changing. When we finally called it quits for the night we broke up and made a last dash for the restrooms up the path, dodging the skeeters all the way. It only took me a few minutes to get back and was the first one back. I quickly stripped out of my day clothes, tossing them on the bunk as I quickly started pulling on my shorts before the girls got back. I almost made it before Julie ducked back in, her eyes locking onto my thin navy blue underwear as I pulled my shorts up.
"Now that was an interesting view." She said with a giggle as she crossed to her bunk near mine. "Wasn't expecting a floor show before bed."
"Good thing it wasn't one of the girls." I said with a shake of my head. "I thought I was going to be done by the time you guys got back."
"Well, I'm glad I ran on ahead." She said with a grin as she bent over to dig out the t-shirt she was planning on using to sleep in. "You know, I can't send you out into the night while we all change. How about you just close your eyes?" She said, standing there holding the bottom of her shirt.
"Ok." I answered with a shrug as I sat on the bunk and then rolled onto it, my feet facing her direction and my mind wondering what she was playing at. I couldn't think of a single thing I had done that would encourage her or make her think that I was in some way after her body.
Before I could roll over to face the wall, she pulled her shirt up and off, exposing her big boobs in the thin sports bra. I lay there stunned as she quickly grabbed the bottom elastic of the bra and pulled it up, hooking it over her surprisingly large breasts. With them no longer pressed flat by the bra, the sagged out into round full breasts, each one topped with an oblong dark pink areola and a hard nipple nearly as large around as my thumb. "After all you did to help me pick it I thought you might want to see what it was holding." She said with a giggle, pulling it back down and trying to tuck her big boobs back into it as the first of the girls clomped up the steps leading to the little cabin. I quickly rolled over to face the wall and lay there wondering what the heck was going on.
The last thing I needed was for word of this kind of thing to get home. I mean with the girls around ANY kind of fooling around was dangerous. Not that I was a saint or anything. I had my dalliances over the years, but I was trying hard to put that behind me. But between Annette and Julie's displays it was going to be a long and difficult week.
As the girls came in I could hear them all chatting and giggling as they changed into their sleep stuff and climbed into their sleeping bags. I could finally relax when the small lantern went out, plunging the interior of the cabin into darkness.
It couldn't be morning yet, and the dream I was having was... well... really good. In my dream Julie was busy slowly riding up and down my shaft, driving me toward climax at an incredible rate. My dream was so realistic I could almost feel her pussy around my shaft as I slowly woke up. But waking up did not shake the dream. If anything it made it even more real. I could feel my hips slowly lifting up to the sensations of hot wetness sliding down my shaft. Only after several long slow strokes did I realize that I wasn't dreaming any longer and in the dim light I could see a shadowy shape of a head hovering over my stomach. The surprise made me jump and I almost called out, but after sitting up quickly and whacking my head on the bottom of the bunk above me, I lay back down and stifled a groan that was pain from my head mixed with the incredible sensations of whoever was sucking my cock.
Out of fear of being discovered as much as not wanting it to stop, I lay back and let whoever it was continue. I suspected it was either Julie or Annette, but really couldn't be sure which in the dim light. Both had similar hair styles. I reached out and ran a hand along the back of the person, feeling a T-shirt. As my hand stroked it didn't feel any bra straps, so I rolled my hand over and reached under, feeling the softness of a full breast in my hand. I gently squeezed it, receiving an acknowledging squeeze of the hand around my cock that was working in concert with the hot wet mouth.
"Mmmmmm" I groaned very softly as the mouth went back to work, her tongue swirling around my head and expertly teasing that sensitive spot under it. I wanted to say things and make noise, but all I could do was to lay back and let her have her way for fear of waking the girls.
Finally I could hold back no longer. I allowed my hips to rise as my cock swelled and unloaded the first full shot of hot cum into her mouth. Like an expert, she swallowed the thick cream down without stopping her motions, my cock quickly depositing half a dozen more strong shots into her mouth before subsiding to soft gentle twitches. And then she was gone. By the time I opened my eyes, no one was to be seen and I had no idea which of the two women had just done such a wonderful job.
I put my now shriveled cock back unto my shorts and lay back to try and go back to sleep, wondering why and if it was Annette or Julie.
Morning came with the sound of a woodpecker beating its head against a tree not far from our little cabin. I slipped out of bed, grabbed the clothes I would wear for the first day on the water and slipped quietly out of the cabin. The warm water of the shower felt good, and was the last I would feel for a week. As much as I loved going into the wilderness, the one thing I really missed was a warm shower. I had gotten pretty good at doing a shower using two one liter squeeze bottles, but doubted that I would have the opportunity here. It's different to get to do that with all guys, but with a bunch of girls running around, I wasn't sure I wanted to go off and stand naked in the woods for a shower. No, it would probably be cold dips in the lake water for the next week.
Showered, dried and dressed, I headed back to the little dome cabin, stepping inside to find the girls in all states of dress and undress. Candice was standing naked from the waist up, looking at me as if it were perfectly natural to flash her naked chest at a man. I excused myself and ducked back out before I made a fool of myself.
"You can go in now." Candice said as she stepped out of the cabin several minutes later. "I don't think you saw anything you weren't supposed to."



"That's good." I said as I got up off the stair I was sitting on and headed into the cabin behind her, ducking down to get through the extremely low door. The girls were all dressed and the huge gray packs that would hold our gear for the trip were half packed in the middle of the one room cabin. It only took me a few minutes to gather the last of my stuff, one extra pair of zip-off pants, one under armor shirt, five pairs of very skimpy synthetic underwear, three pairs of synthetic boot socks, one hooded sweat shirt and one pair of synthetic running shorts. Not much to wear for a whole week, but it would be more than enough. Getting the girls to trim down to such a light load... that was the difficult part. I stuffed my sleeping bag and thermarest mattress into the pack with my clothes bag and then laid my bright yellow tent bag on top of the pack that would hold two of the other tents. With my gear packed I stuffed the remaining items I had into the duffel waiting on the floor and headed to the parking lot to toss it into the suburban on the way to the office.
It took nearly half an hour to sign the final paperwork and have them pull the canoes and gear for our trip. By that time all the girls and leaders were packed and waiting down by the water with the six big gray packs and the smaller but heavier food and cook packs.
"All set?" I asked as I walked down the last of the gravel path toward them. I was met with twelve resounding yeses.
We carefully loaded the packs into the canoes, each of the five canoes holding either two people and two packs or three people and a pack, with the exception of my canoe which somehow got the extra pack. My one deviation from the no-extra rule I had imposed was two fishing rods and a small container of lures to catch some fresh fish while we were out. That would be a treat for the girls and also allow us to stretch our food supply some if we managed to catch enough.
We pushed off for our five day adventure and spent the next several hours making the long paddle up Moose, Newfound and Sucker lakes before stopping for lunch on a small island that straddled the US and Canadian border. We planned on making our first camp just after a couple short portages on Birch Lake, just a few more miles ahead.
We had a leisurely lunch, after which we headed back out toward our first portage.
We pulled into the landing area at the portage site, and stepped out into the cold water. Each girl was assigned a pack or canoe to carry. With a little disorganization we finally got everyone loaded with a pack or canoe and then set out on the several hundred yard portage around the small water fall. This first portage was really going to be the test of what the girls could handle, and I was proud to find that they each carried their load the whole way without complaint or problem. We dropped, gently, the canoes into the water, unloaded the packs into them and then set out once again toward the campsite we had selected, hoping no one had already claimed it for the night.
Camp sites were typically first come first served, and a small group would usually share a larger site with another group, but with the size of our group I doubted that we would be so fortunate and hoped to get off the water early enough to have our pick of sites. Fortunately there was no one camping in the site we had chosen when we pulled in.
It took a while to make camp, the girls learning how to set gear and tents, how to set the rain fly and most of all, where the rather unique bathroom facilities were. The bathroom here consisted of a two foot diameter tube sticking out of the ground with a toilet seat mounted on the top. No walls, no plumbing, no roof and oh yes... bring your own toilet paper. We quickly decided that a red rag we had in the cook box would serve as our "occupied" sign to prevent any accidental walk-ins to either them or myself.
With the tents and rain fly up and ready for the quickly changing weather, it was time for me to get my one man tent out and set up. That was where the problems started. No matter how much I looked, my tent did not appear to be in the pack it was supposed to be, or for that matter, any other pack.
"Has anyone seen my tent?" I asked the girls milling around the camp. "The yellow nylon bag about this big around and so long." I said, holding up my hands to describe the size.
"Yellow and black?" Vanessa, one of the girls from the troop piped up.
"Yeah." I answered, glad that she had seen it.
"Ummm." She said looking down at the ground. "I think it's in the car. I saw it lying on the floor and took it to the car with my suitcase." She said quietly.
"Oh. I see... Well stuff happens. It's not your fault." I told her as I sat down on the ground to try and work out what my next step was.
"You can have my spot. I'll share with Suzie and Mandy." Vanessa said with a pleading look, hopeful that I wasn't angry with her."
"Thanks for the offer, but I don't think that will work. I'll just sleep under the rain fly." I answered, realizing that there was no way I was going to even think about sleeping in a tent with the girls.
"But the bugs will eat you alive!" One of the girls responded.
"Well, that's what bug repellent is for." I said with a wry grin. "I'll be fine. Now, let's get to dinner. Who has water detail?"
"I do!" Suzie called, walking over.
"Ok well, let's go get some water and purify it." I said as I got up.
The next two hours went by quickly, reminding the girls how to purify water and showing them how to put the food pack up in a tree to avoid bears. With that all done we could sit and relax a bit before bed. It was amazing how bright it still was at nine at night.
"Mike." I heard Diane, one of the leaders from the other troop say from behind me. I turned around to find all four ladies standing expectantly behind me.
"What's up? I asked curiously.
"We, all the girls and the four of us, decided that it wasn't fair for you to have to sleep outside. And since you can't share a tent with the girls they all decided that we, the leaders, should make room for you in one of our two tents. The girls decided to triple up in one tent to make some room for one of us and you get the spot in the leader's tent." Samantha said quietly.
"I see. First off, it sets a bad example for the girls, and second, I'm not sure my wife would approve." I replied honestly.
"The girls understand that this isn't a normal thing and we promise that whoever you end up with will behave. It's really the only fair solution." Diane answered.
I looked at them and then back to the girls who were all sitting around the fire trying hard to look but not look like they were. "Ok. So who do I end up with?" I asked with a sigh.
"The girls thought that the best way was for us to draw straws." Julie said, holding out her hand with three short sticks and one longer one. "You hold, we draw."
"Ok." I said, taking the sticks from them and arranging them in my hand so that they were all sticking out the same amount. Each of them stepped up and pulled a stick from my hand and then as a group held them up, Samantha's being the longest.
"Ok. I'll get my stuff and move into the girl's tent." Diane said with a shrug, trying to hide the disappointment I could hear in her voice.
"You don't have to." I said. "I really will sleep under the rain fly."
"I know. It'll be fine!" She said, forcing a smile to her face as she walked away.
"I'll go help." Samantha said, turning and running up the hill to catch Diane.
"I think she was hoping to get to share a tent with you. I know we both hoped we'd win the draw." Annette said.
"This isn't going to be some orgy!" I whispered sharply. "I'm agreeing to share a tent, not a sleeping bag."
"We'll see." Julie said as she got up from where she was kneeling on the ground in front of me. "It's a long week."
"If the girls even get a sniff of sexual activity it'd get back to my wife and I'd be dead meat. Don't count on anything happening...Period!" I said before she walked away.
With Diane's gear moved into a tent with Pamela and Ellie I went about spreading my air mattress and sleeping bag in the tent with Samantha's gear. The Eureka tents we were using were relatively spacious for two adults so I didn't have to worry about sleeping right on top of her. I tossed my bag of clothes into the tent and then zipped it closed to keep out the bugs as darkness finally started to close in around us. With the sleeping arrangements finally taken care of, I joined the girls around the campfire and listened to them chitchat about their first day. After about an hour I excused myself and headed to my tent to hit the sack, my brain and body tired from the day's travels.
I changed into my shorts and then flopped down on top of my sleeping bag, pulling my clothes bag under my head for a pillow. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep within minutes.
Being the light sleeper that I am, I wasn't surprised when the sound of the zipper and the rustle of another person in the tent woke me. I lay there quietly with my eyes closed trying to give Samantha as much privacy as I could for her to get herself ready for bed. It was surprising how loud the sound of her pants zipper was in the darkness and how hard it was to actually keep my eyes closed and not peek. I could hear her moving around in the tent and wiggling to get her clothes either off or on, my mind conjuring up all kinds of sexy images and making my cock quickly harden.
The suddenness of the impact and complete shock of the pain in my stomach caused me to not only open my eyes but practically jump into the air as I reacted to the completely unexpected punch in the stomach. As my body reacted, my arms, which were lying at my sides, clamped up to my stomach and chest, trapping her as it tried to deal with the sudden rush of pain. I'm sure she didn't mean it, in fact I am totally convinced it was just a silly accident, but with my eyes closed I simply had no warning as her elbow drove into my stomach when she lost her balance.
"Oh lord! I'm sorry!" Samantha said as she half lay across me, her bare breasts pressed tightly to my chest as I squeezed her against me in reaction. Even in the dim light inside the tent, brightened somewhat by the campfire light playing across the large green side, I could tell she was almost completely naked as she lay with her top half across me, her chest pressed to mine and her head resting in the crook of my arm, her legs sticking out and tangled in her sleeping bag.
"Um. Yeah. It's ok." I said a little breathlessly as my body tried to recover and my mind slowly focused back to the current situation.
"You ok?" She asked in a soft, caring whisper.
"Yeah." I answered, loosening my grip on her slightly so she could try to get an arm under her to hold herself up.
"You don't have to let go if you don't want." She whispered, sliding her left arm around my neck and her right down and around my back instead of using it to hold herself up. I felt her roll her weight and press against me to force me to lie back down, which I did, while she rolled her hips, leaving her laying half on top of me, her tits pressing into my bare chest and her face inches from mine.
"Sorry." I whispered as I let my grip loosen on her.
"What do you have to be sorry for? I'm the one that fell on you." She whispered with a little giggle. "I'm sorry I fell on you... well mostly sorry. This is actually kind of nice."
"Um. Yeah, but probably not a good idea." I agreed, my mind drawn to the softness of her body against me. She was maybe forty years old with jet black hair that matched her oriental look and heritage. She had a nice round butt and breasts that were larger than your typical Asian woman. I was still busy thinking about the fact that she was half laying on me, completely naked by the feel of her bare ass in my hand, when she lowered her face to mine and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. Her kiss grew longer by the second, and more sensual as well, her breath mixing with mine and her tongue gently teasing into my mouth. My body was quickly responding to the tingles her kiss was generating with me, my cock growing harder and fatter with each passing moment.
"Mmmmmm" I moaned quietly into her mouth as her hand slipped inside my shorts and found my hard cock, wrapping around it and beginning to slowly stroke it. I lost track of how long we lay there, her lips pressed to mine, her hand down my shorts and my hands idly stroking up and down any inch of her bare skin they could reach, when she rolled her weight off of me, her lips still pressed to mine. She slowly lifted herself to her knees and swung one leg over mine, straddling my hips, her nipples gently grazing my chest as she reached between her legs and pushed my shorts down enough to expose my cock. Her mouth stifled another of my moans as I felt her grasp my cock and rub the head up and down between her sopping wet pussy lips. Ever so slowly she pushed herself back, forcing more pressure against the head of my cock until it suddenly slipped into her soft wet tunnel.
"Ohhhhhhhh." She moaned so softly as she broke the kiss for the first time, lifting her upper body, her hands on my chest for support as she slowly sank down on my cock, her pussy enveloping it inch by inch as she just sat there on it. I could feel her walls squeeze and loosen around my shaft, her body stroking and caressing it as it sank deeper into her.
"Oh god." I breathed quietly as the head of my cock pressed into the end of her tunnel, my whole body screaming at me to just fuck her with abandon. With effort I quelled my instincts and allowed her to set her pace, slowly sliding her trembling wet pussy up off my shaft, only my head remaining inside her, before starting back down in a long slow smooth motion.
"Yesssssss." She hissed breathlessly as she stroked up and down my shaft slowly, her riding making my cock grow fatter and longer the longer she rode me. I moved my hands from where they rested on her round ass, up her sides and finally cupping both of her soft mounds, letting my fingers tease and squeeze her rock hard nipples in time with her strokes.
Her pussy seemed to quiver more, clenching and unclenching around my shaft in fast little spasms, almost as if she were having one long drawn out orgasm. Sweat ran down her chest and dripped from her chin as she continued to ride me in the now stifling tent, the close confines heating up quickly from our bodies.
"Oh god cum for me." She whispered as she made yet another trip up and down my shaft. "I don't know how much longer I can take this."
I looked at her tits and my hands squeezing them, one of my favorite sights, and allowed the sensations of her pussy to have their way. I felt my cock expand, the mushroom head growing even fatter inside her as she stroked up and down again and again, her motions smooth and totally silent except for a very slight squish at the end of each stroke. My body finally had all it could take and with a sudden jerk my hips drove my cock up into her, slapping against her bare ass as my dick squirted a long hot jet of my cum into her. Again and again my body jerked, emptying my pent up cum into her until it was finally spent, my cock softening inside her.
She gently lowered herself down onto me, stretching her legs out around mine and softly kissing my cheek. "Thank you. I can't remember ever cuming for so long or so hard." She whispered dreamily in my ear. "I just want to lay here now and feel you inside me."
"Ok." I whispered back, wrapping my arms around her body and holding her in place on my chest as I drifted off to sleep again.
Sometime during the night I woke and found that Samantha had rolled off of me, one arm and one leg still draped across my body as she lay with her head on my shoulder, her body gently moving in time with her gentle breathing. I gently disengaged her from around me and eased out of the tent, pulling my shorts back in place as I stood up. I grabbed my shoes and stepped into them as I zipped the tent closed. I wasted no time in trotting toward the toilet, trying to avoid getting eaten alive by the mosquitoes that attacked almost immediately. I quickly peed and ran back to the tent, unzipping and practically diving in to zip it closed behind me and keep the little blood suckers out.
"You're back." She whispered sleepily, holding her arms out toward me. I lay back down and she snuggled back against me, reaching for her sleeping bag and pulling it over the two of us as a blanket before falling back asleep, her naked body pressed against mine.
Morning came with the sun rising early over the trees and the birds waking from their nightly slumber with a cacophony of calls, tweets and squawks. Samantha was still sprawled across me so I gently slipped from under her and then carefully crawled across her. Kneeling on her air mattress, or as much of it as I could, I stripped off my shorts and reached for my bag. She rolled onto her back, exposing most of her body as she reached for my softened cock.
"Hi." She whispered as she gently played with me, starting me hardening.
"Not good." I whispered back as I dug into my small bag for a clean pair of underwear.
"It's ok." She whispered as she pushed the sleeping bag the rest of the way off, letting me see the neatly shaved tuft of black hair on her mound, her face lifting and gently engulfing my partially hardened cock. I froze in place, basically on my hands and knees across her, while she slowly sucked and licked my now quickly hardening cock. She spent several minutes working her mouth up and down my shaft, teasing my balls with her fingers.
"Uh." I grunted as she pushed her face toward me, driving my cock down her throat, which was a fit even tighter than her pussy had been the night before. "Keep that up and you're going to get a load." I warned.
Her only response was to suck me even harder, working a hand and her mouth up and down my long shaft. I could feel my orgasm inching closer, my balls pulling tight and the tingle in the base of my cock indicating its imminent release.
"Uhhhhhh." I grunted quietly as the first stream of cum lanced out into her mouth. She choked a single cough and then repositioned her face on my shaft to take the next shots without choking, sucking and swallowing each shot of my juice until she had milked me dry. Finally she pulled away and let go of me, a contented smile on her face.
"Thank you." She mouthed silently as she looked up at me.
I was still breathing hard as I pulled my pants and shirt on, my cock now covered in the small underwear I had brought. I stepped out and zipped the tent closed, cutting off my view of her naked body, her legs spread wide and her fingers teasing her pussy as she looked at me between her upraised knees. I gingerly stepped over the rocky ground to the fire ring and sat down to put on my socks and boots. Finally dressed I set about building a fire to cook breakfast on when the girls finally woke.
"Hey there. Sleep good?" Julie asked as she stepped over the log I was sitting on and sat down next to me.
"Yeah, slept like a rock." I replied, looking into the fire and hoping she didn't notice the lie.
"Something was like a rock." She whispered.
I turned and stared at her, suddenly worried that the girls had heard what was going on.
"Don't worry. I don't think the girls heard. I heard a moan while I was headed to the bathroom and the girls were all still around the fire. " She whispered back. "Sounded like someone was enjoying the night though."
I just sat and stared at her until she broke down laughing as if I had told a funny joke. "You should see your face." She whispered when she stopped laughing. "Don't worry, your secret is safe with me."



"I hope." I said simply as I turned back to the fire.
The girls slowly straggled out of their tents, along with the other leaders and Samantha, looking surprisingly not like she had a wild night of sex. After breakfast we all cleaned up, packed our gear and then headed out for the relatively short trip, to the Isle of pines a mere five miles and four portages away. We arrived at the site in time for a late lunch, which we all gratefully ate before setting up camp.
Setup of camp was much smoother this time, and the larger flat area meant the tents could be spread out a bit farther, reducing the impact on the campsite. It also meant that I had time to go out and do a little fishing, which I undertook with Liz, one of girls from our troop. We slowly fished around the shoreline of the island, catching three nice sized northern pike, which would become a good part of dinner.
One thing I had noticed while I was out fishing was a nice secluded rock shelf that was nearly at lake level that would provide an excellent place to get wet, or in this case, take a quick bath. While I would much rather have a warm shower, after the activities the night before had left me feeling a bit grungy. To that end, late in the afternoon I grabbed what I needed and slipped quietly out of camp, hiking the quarter mile across the island to the south facing, and still sunny rock ledge.
It only took me a few moments to strip down naked and gingerly walk out into the chilly water. I hadn't planned on lingering, so I quickly got wet, soaped up and then dunked back down in the water, rubbing the soap suds from my body. I turned around and stopped dead in my tracks, Annette standing on the rock ledge where my clothes were laying.
"Stupid, stupid, stupid. That's what I am....Just plain stupid." I said to myself as I stood there, waist deep in the cold. "Um. You wouldn't mind turning around, would you?" I asked the Annette, standing on the rock idly playing with the hem of one leg of her bright blue nylon running shorts.
"Actually I would mind very much!" She answered with a crooked grin partially hidden by the tip of one finger that was teasing her lower lip. The light breeze gently teased her auburn hair, a stark contrast to the white tank top that it fluttered around, the myriad of dark reddish brown poke-a-dots on her pale skin standing out even more against the white shirt as she stood there expectantly. "I was kind of thinking that I might join you."
"That's probably not a really good idea." I said, helpless to stop her from pulling her own shirt off and exposing her bare chest. With a very naughty look on her face, she slipped her fingers into her shorts and pushed them down, skimming them off her legs and leaving her completely naked. She stepped gingerly into the water in front of me, her shaved mound screaming "look at me" as she exaggerated each step to spread her slender legs and show more of herself to me.
"After last night, I wouldn't think you'd mind a naked woman with you." She said teasingly as she continued to slowly wade deeper into the water toward me.
"What do you mean?" I asked trying to sound innocent.
"Oh come now. We're adults. I know all too well the sounds of an orgasm. I'm quite sure you don't expect me to believe that she gave that to herself with you in the tent all asleep and everything." She said as she stepped within a few feet of me.
"No, I don't suppose you would believe that." I answered as she stepped within inches of me. She slowly dipped herself down into the water up to her neck and then stood back up, the cold lake water cascading off her body and the chill making her already hard nipples stand even harder.
"So why don't you just wash me off. I feel like a very dirty girl at the moment." She said in a soft sultry voice. She reached for my hand, still holding the bar of soap, and pulled it to her chest, slowly moving it around to soap herself with my hand. She reached for my other hand and pulled it down and pushed it gently between her legs, pushing my fingers up against her lips. "Ohhhhh yeah. You can do that too." She half moaned as she started to rock her hips against my hand.
"Horny, huh?" I asked, my inhibitions draining away as my fingers teased between her lips and my other hand ran back and forth across her chest with the soap.
"Uh huh. Very!" She said as she closed her eyes, letting go of my hand to move hers to my neck to hold on.
"Back up." I said softly, slowly stepping toward her and making her take first one and then more steps backwards. I pushed her backwards until she was only thigh deep in the water and then tossed the soap toward the rock outcropping several feet behind her. I reached down and gently scooped water up and rinsed the soap from her body, rubbing my hands all around her firm round tits.
I lowered my head down and gently sucked her right nipple into my mouth, letting my tongue swirl around and around the hard protrusion as I suctioned it deeper into my mouth.
"OH god yesssss." She hissed quietly as my hand slid down her body and between her legs again, this time pushing between her lips until my tip was able to penetrate into her tight tunnel. We stood there for long minutes while I worked from breast to breast, sucking and nibbling on her tits while my finger teased her pussy, sliding up and down the length of her lips to find her clit with each stroke.
"OH god! Fuck me! Please fuck me!" She moaned as she pulled my head tightly to her chest, her hips rocking in time with the strokes of my fingers.
"Ok. Turn around." I told her as I pulled my face from her chest. She stepped back and turned around, bending over to hold onto a rock and step her legs apart. I took a second to enjoy the view of her bright pink lips, spread and glistening with moisture, her ass pushed out at me and waiting for me to fill her. I stepped up behind her and pressed my mushroom head between her lips, sliding it up and down to gently gather her moisture on it and then engage it into her tunnel.
I pushed slowly until I felt my head slip into her tight tunnel and then started to make short little strokes, each one working a little more of me into her incredibly tight pussy. She felt as tight as a teenager around my cock, her tunnel having to expand and stretch to accept my fat shaft. Each stroke inched a little more of me into her, and elicited a little gasp or squeak of pleasure from her lips. Stroke after stroke I worked more of myself into her until finally I could feel the end of her velvety tunnel pressing against my head. I changed my strokes to long slow strokes that pulled my whole shaft from her until I could drive it quickly back into her, each stroke making her whole body shake as my hips slapped loudly against her firm ass.
I was beyond caring where I was or who might hear or see, my cock driving my actions more than my brain. Those actions soon had Annette moaning loudly as I drove her toward the pinnacle of her climax, her whole body trembling and shaking for at least a full minute as my cock pounded into her.
"Oh god oh god oh god." She squeaked with each stroke, her whole body twitching and her tunnel spasming around my shaft as it pushed me closer to my own climax.
"I'm going to cum!" I grunted as I slapped into her yet again.
"YES! DO IT! Fill me with your cum! OHHHH GOD YES!" she cried loudly as my body jerked hard, driving my shaft to the hilt inside her and spurting a hot surge of cum into her. Time and again my body spasmed, adding more to the load of cum that was already leaking from her tight pussy, around my cock and dripping into the lake in long white strings.
"OH damn." I gasped as I stood in the cold water trying to catch my breath.
"I'll say." Annette echoed as she panted for breath, slowly pulling off my cock and turning around to face me. She squatted down above the cold water and gently splashed the cold water on her pussy, washing first herself, and then my glistening cock. "Damn... I'd been wanting that for months now."
"Hope it was worth the wait." I answered as I stepped past her and up onto the rock.
"Oh yeah. More than worth the wait." She answered as she climbed up out of the water with me. Unlike a normal shower or bath, the first thing we did was to quickly dry and then cover each other with bug repellant cream before dressing. As interesting as it was to share putting the cream on this way, the enjoyment was tempered as I started to think about the possibility of being discovered, even in this relatively secluded space. I mean if Annette could find me, what stopped the girls from doing so?
Fortunately by the time the two of us wandered back to camp from different directions, things appeared to be normal. I breathed a quick sigh of relief before settling down next to the fire ring, my back to a log for a quick rest before I had to clean and cook the fish.
The rest of the afternoon and dinner time passed without incident, and I was even able to find a comfortable position near the fire for a short catnap. For some reason I was flat tired! Eventually darkness fell and we all sat around the fire chatting and talking about what the next day held. Eventually Annette, Julie, Samantha and Diane called it a night, leaving me to "keep an eye" on the girls till they called it a night.
With me leaning back against the log and watching the fire, the girls dug out their deck of cards and started playing some game that quickly started sounding like a truth or dare game. They would draw cards and the high card would get to form a question. They would all draw again and the low card would have to answer it. In general the questions were pretty mundane, what boy do you like at school, have you ever kissed a boy, that kind of thing. I got a bit concerned when Suzie, Julies daughter, asked the question "have you ever been naked in front of a boy?" Pamela, having drawn the low card didn't want to answer. The girls quickly put their heads together and decided that you could take a "penance act" instead, but you wouldn't know what that was until after you refused to answer.
"Hold it girls. Need I remind you that there are specific rules about hazing? Those rules include that no-one, absolutely no one is to be forced or coerced into doing things against their will."
"Don't worry Mister C. This is all for fun. We won't do anything that would get anyone hurt." Vanessa answered.
"Ok, but I'll be watching just to be sure!" I replied, wishing a couple of the ladies had stayed up with me.
"No problem!" Vanessa answered. The girls put their heads together again and announced that her consolation act would be to go strip to her underwear and run twice around camp.
"Is that all? Hell some of my track stuff shows more than that!" She said as she quickly stood up and stripped off her shirt, kicked off her sneakers and skimmed her nylon wind pants off, leaving her in a small sports type bra and a pair of bikini panties before pulling her shoes back on again. She easily jogged the two loops around the camp, making the last loop short and hurdling over me before stopping by the fire and quickly pulling her pants and shirt on again. "Ok..since I had to do the penance I think I should get to ask the next question!" Pamela said as she sat back down. The girls quickly decided that was fair and would add a different angle to the game, letting you "buy" the next question by doing the penance.
"Have you ever let a boy play with your breasts... And if so, who?" Pamela asked with a grin, holding out the deck of cards. Each girl drew one, Mandy being the low card with a five.
"I'm not saying that!" Mandy said quickly.
"So you're not going to answer?" Pamela asked her.
"Uh uh!" Mandy said emphatically.
"You know you're going to have to do penance then." Candice said.
"Ok. but, I'm not answering that!" Mandy said firmly.
The girls put their heads together and after a lot of whispering Pamela turned to her and said. "Go over to Mister C, and take your shirt off and let him play with your tits for a whole minute."
"Wait a minute!" I said in horror. God the last thing I needed was to get tangled up playing with the girls! Good lord what were they thinking????"
"Awwwww Come on Mister C, I know you know what to do with them." Suzie said. "We won't tell anyone, we promise!"
"Yeah, like I'd risk doing this? Seriously girls?" I asked them.
Candice got up and walked over. She knelt down next to me and leaned close. I expected her to plead for me to do it like the other girls seemed to be doing, but instead she whispered something that caught me completely off guard. "You wouldn't want the whole camp to know that you were standing in the lake fucking Miss Summers would you?" She asked.
I sat there looking in shock at her as she grinned knowing that she had indeed struck a nerve.
"I mean, you looked so hot out there, fucking her and then rubbing that cream all over her body. It would be a shame for that to get out, now wouldn't it?" She whispered.
"You wouldn't!"
"Uh huh. I will...unless of course you'd rather people to know that I sucked your cock in the bunkhouse before we left. I bet that would go over good too."
"You!?"
"Uh huh." She answered with a grin. "And I know how well you can squeeze a pair of tits too."
It was clear she wasn't going to give me much time to think a way out of this. She had me over a barrel and she knew it. I had always known she was the devious one of the troop, but I had never expected anything like this. Without waiting for my answer she motioned for Mandy to come over. She straddled my legs and then sat down on them, her pussy only inches below where my cock was laying inside the light weight wind pants I had changed into after dinner.
Candice turned toward Mandy and quickly pulled her t-shirt off and then quickly undid her bra and pulled it off, Mandy never resisting in any way to being half undressed this close to me.
"Time doesn't start till you grab them." Candice whispered as the girls jockeyed around for a better place to see.
"This is a horrible idea." I protested quietly.
"Not as horrible as what I suggested, is it?" Candice asked.
I shook my head as I reached for the young B cup breasts in front of me, each one topped with a large puffy nipple that seemed to be growing fatter as I watched. I cupped both breasts and gently squeezed and massaged them, running my thumb back and forth across her still exposed nipples, each time I made them cone out toward me. I felt her hands move from her legs to my stomach, her fingers carefully searching for my nylon covered cock, which by now was starting to grow to significant proportions. Long before Candice called time, she had her hand sliding along the full length of my hard cock, her green eyes closed and her blond hair swinging to and fro behind her as she gently rocked, lost in the sensations. I half expected her to just slide forward any second to press her pussy against my shaft.
"Ok. Time's up." Candice said. I quickly pulled my hands away and allowed Mandy to slip her shirt back on before she climbed off of me.
"My question now." She said breathlessly as she sat down by the fire. "Have you....Have you ever been completely naked with a guy? And who?" She asked. The girls each drew cards and Ellie ended up with a seven which was lowest.
"Ok." Ellie said. "I've been naked with a guy once, but I'm not even going to tell you who!"
"Ohhhh come on Ellie! You gotta say who!" Vanessa coaxed.
"Uh Uh. No way I'm telling you guys. Next thing I know you'll be shouting all over the school I was naked with him!"
"AHHHHH I bet it was Jason, wasn't it?" Liz asked.
"Nope! Nothing you can do will make me tell!" She said defiantly.
"Ohhhh A challenge!" Kate said with a grin. "Ok. you can tell....or, you can go over by Mister C, strip completely and sit on his naked lap till we say to get off."
"NO WAY!" She shot back. I'm not doing that!"
"Then tell us who he was!" Kate pressed.
"Tell you what....Kate, You go sit on his lap naked until you climax and then I'll tell." She said, certain that would put an end to the question.
"What?" Kate shot back, surprised at the tables being turned on her.
"You heard me." Ellie said defiantly.
"Do it Kate!" Candice coaxed.
"I'm not going to go have sex with Mister C." Kate snapped back.
"You don't have to. All you have to do is sit on his lap while you finger yourself." Candice replied.
"It it's such a great idea, why don't you do it?" Kate shot back.
"I might." She said with a grin. "But Ellie challenged you."
"I'm not going to." Kate said with finality.
"Good. Then I don't have to tell either." Ellie replied with a grin, knowing she had won.
"Come on Kate. You know you're mom was doing him last night!" Suzie said suddenly.
"How do you know that?" Kate said, her face filled with shock.
"I heard them when I was going to the bathroom. You could hear her moaning. Oh it was muffled by something, but she was moaning alright." Suzie said with a giggle.
"Damn!" Vanessa said quietly. "Is that what I heard?"
"How bout it Kate? Wanna sit on his lap and see how big it gets?" Pamela asked
There seemed to be several moments of indecision which afforded me a chance to end this. "First off, what you think you heard, you didn't hear. And second there is no way I'm going to sit here and let you take my pants down in the name of your little game. I think its way past time to get to bed."
"Oh you were. At least that's what I heard Kate's mom tell Miss Summers. She said that you had a fat cock that filled her really full." Candice said with a devilish little grin. "And as far as letting us...." She said as three of the girls got up and walked over. "Ladies." She said with a little tilt of her head. As one the two closest girls each grabbed an arm while Candice quickly stepped over my legs and grabbed the waist of my sweat pants and jerked them down. In my effort to try and get up to pull away from the two girls that were now behind the log, holding my arms down with their bodies, Candice managed to get my sweat pants all the way down to my ankles until they were bunched at the top of my boots, my hard cock now sticking up in the air fully exposed for all the girls to see.
"God that is one big cock." Suzie said from where she was laying on my right arm.
"I'll say." Kate said as she stepped over, looking at my cock bouncing up and down slightly with my heartbeat. "He looks pretty turned on."
"Yeah." Ellie said as she stared at my hardon.
I was surprised at how quickly Kate stripped off her clothes, leaving her standing naked in the firelight, her b cup tits looking even larger on her slender little body. She stepped across my body and sat down on my lap. Her pussy pressing against the bottom of my shaft as it nestled between her legs.
"Geeze it's hard." Kate said as she slid her pussy up and down the length of my cock, her wet lips splitting around it as she slid forward until her lips closed over the head of my dick. She leaned forward and pressed her tits into cones, pressing first one and then the other against my lips before pushing herself back down the length of my shaft. "Saw that in a porn flick on the internet." She said as she used her hands on my hips as a lever to slide forward again.
She pushed her chest to my face brushed her nipple back and forth across my lips while she wiggled her hips, rubbing her clit against the tender spot at the base of my head.
"Ohhhhhh." I groaned softly as she slid down once again.
"It's so big. Can you fit it in?" Liz whispered as Kate's tits pressed to my lips again. This time my other head started to think more than my intelligent one, and I reached out and sucked one of her hard little nipples into my mouth.



"Oh god." Kate said as she sat there, her tit in my mouth and her hips wiggling her pussy on my shaft. "That feels so nice."
"God Kate. Look how big it is. Are you going to try and put it in?" Vanessa asked.
"Maybe." Kate answered breathlessly as she pushed herself up my shaft again, sliding it until my whole head was enveloped by her wet soft lips. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue as she arched her back down, trying to push herself down enough to engage my cock.
"Don't do that Kate. You're first time should be with some nice guy your own age." I said after releasing her tit.
"Who says it's my first time? Besides, my vibrator spends a lot of time in there." She moaned as my head engaged into her tunnel opening. She slowly started pushing back, trying to force her pussy around my hard cock. "God he's so big. I don't know if I can get it in!"
"UP. Lift up." Candice said, coaxing Kate to lift off of me. Candice knelt down next to me and grabbed my cock, her hand barely able to get around my full shaft. She held it straight up and guided Kate back down on it, letting her settle her whole weight down on the end of my shaft.
"Ohhhhhhh." I groaned as she slowly slid down my shaft, her tight pussy squeezing it tighter than any that had been around it before.
"Oh god...oh god!" Kate squealed as her whole body trembled. "I'm cuming!!!" True to her word her whole body shook and jerked as her pussy gushed juices around my shaft, which had now sunk into her as far as it would go. Panting she pulled herself up and off my cock, unsteadily moving over to sit on the log I was leaned against.
"I'm not wasting that!" Candice said, pulling her pink sweat pants and panties off one leg and then stepping across me. I had a perfect view of her tiny blond bush, trimmed in an arrow toward her meaty outer lips, her pink inner lips barely showing and dripping moisture that I could see even in the fire light. She lowered herself down onto my shaft, her pussy expanding until she had me fully inside her. Up and down she rode, slowly stroking her pussy the full length while her hands played with her tits through the zipper sweat shirt. I reached for her zipper and pulled it half way down, pushing the sweat shirt off her shoulders and grabbing at the t-shirt she wore under it. Her unbridled tits were quickly sticking out the gap between her sweat shirt and her t-shirt, bouncing up and down in time with her strokes, which seemed to be getting harder with each passing moment. "Ohhhh yessss!" She breathed as I cupped both tits and squeezed and pulled on them, turning my attention more and more to the rock hard nipples on the end of her full firm C cup breasts.
"You trying to make me cum Mister C?" She breathed.
"Uh huh." I answered as I pulled and twisted her nipples, her breathing growing more ragged by the moment.
I looked over and saw Suzie sitting with her pants off and her legs in the air, her fingers sliding noisily in and out of her pussy in time with Candice's strokes up and down my shaft.
"OH yeah. Oh yeah.. Oh yeah..." Candice squeaked as she rode my shaft harder, her round ass slapping into my thighs and her blond pony tail swinging all over. OHHHHH GOD!" she squealed loudly as she slammed herself down on my cock, her body jerking and trembling for what seemed like five minutes, during which I heard at least two more girls climax, one of them being Suzie, who's climax was so strong that her pussy spewed girl cum nearly half way from where we were to where she was laying back panting. Eventually Candice rolled off of my glistening cock, leaning against the log next to me.
"I think that's it for the game tonight." I said breathlessly as I looked around and saw more exposed skin than I had expected. Liz had her face buried between Pamela's legs, apparently licking her pussy to climax from the sound of her moaning. "Ain't no way we're doing this anymore tonight." I said I got up and pulled my pants up, just holding them around my thighs as I made my way up the hill to the tents. I knelt down and unzipped my tent , ducking quickly in before the bugs could join us.
"So... was that my daughter?" Julie asked, as she lay completely naked, her legs splayed wide and her fingers slowly stroking her pussy.
"Not on me, no." I answered, worried what reaction she was going to have and also surprised to see her. "Isn't this where Samantha is supposed to be?"
"After last night we decided to trade around. No telling when we might get this chance again. Now... I'm horney as hell, and you're cock is hard as a rock. How about you give me the whole thing?"
"You want it?" I asked as I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside. I reached back and pulled off my unlaced boots and then pushed my pants off, leaving me naked. "Guess there isn't any point in trying to be quiet, is there?"
"Nope. We had a pretty good idea what was going to happen. These are our daughters you know."
"Yeah, So I learned." I said as I crawled over the top of her, leaning my head down to suck one of her big nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around it as I eased the head of my cock toward her waiting pussy. She lifted and spread her legs until her feat touched the sides of the tent, her actions spreading her pussy while her arms circled around my back and neck. My cock was hard enough I didn't even need to touch it to find her wet tunnel and line up with it. I grinned to myself as I pressed my head into her and then swiftly rammed my full length into her.
"OHHHH!" She cried in surprise as she wrapped her legs around my ass and pulled her hips up against me. "OH god yes!"
I started plunging in and out of her, driving my overly stimulated cock into her time and again as I grew fatter and longer with each passing moment.
"I'm going to cum." I warned, giving her time to tell me to stop if she needed me to.
"DO it!" she hissed as she lifted her ass off the air mattress with each of my strokes.
"UHHHHHH FUCK!" I groaned as my cock swelled inside her.
"AHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" She squealed loudly as the first shot of hot cum forced from my cock into her pussy. Time after time my cock surged more juice into her as my body jerked and trembled with each one.
"OH god." I panted as I collapsed on top of her, the two of us sweating and panting in the close confines of the tent.
"Well, if they had any doubts, that will end them." Julie said breathlessly. "Trust me. We all talked about it and what happens up here stays up here. Ok?"
"Do I have a choice?" I asked as I rolled off her and onto my back.
"Not really." She said as she rolled on her side and snuggled up against me. "But just the same, feel free to fuck me any time any place till we get home."
"If you say so." I answered sleepily, my suddenly tired body drifting off to sleep.
I woke up alone in the tent in the morning. I could smell the cured bacon sizzling in the pan and was instantly hungry. I was surprised when looked around that the only thing in the tent for me to wear was a pair of my skimpy underwear and my boots. Beyond that, I was going to have to go without. I pulled the tight red men's micro bikini underwear on, the small amount of material barely able to hold my softened cock, let alone if I got a hardon.
"Anyone seen my clothes?" I asked as I climbed out of the tent, the question answered before I even got it fully asked. Every one of the girls and leaders were walking around camp wearing nothing but their panties, and some of those were pretty damn skimpy. The sight of Julies big tits swinging around as she worked on breakfast had me quickly growing, the tiny synthetic underwear not really up to the task of containing any sized hardon, definitely not containing mine as my cock was soon poking out the top, fully exposed to all the girls who were enjoying the show.
"Am I to take it that this is a new dress code?" I asked as I sat down on the log by the fire, my now hard cock sticking up out of my underwear.
"Oh I wouldn't call it that." Diane Taylor, the only leader I hadn't screwed yet said. "It was my idea. I thought that if we were a bit less covered that it might be easier for you to....um...You know."
"Fuck or get fucked?" I asked her.
"Something like that." She said as she came over and sat next to me, her hand quickly snaking into my lap to close around my cock.
"Seems to me that you're underwear are a bit less revealing than most of the others here." I suggested, looking down at the full panties she had on.
"Well, I hadn't expected it to be a fashion show." She admitted.
"Well, maybe we should do something about that." I said, her hand and the view around me getting me sooooo fucking horny. "Stand up."
"Why?" She asked as she stood up.
"Well, if this is your idea, then I don't suppose you're really going to mind if I just sit you on my lap before breakfast, will you?"
"In front of everyone?" She asked in surprise as my hands turned her to face me.
"Why not? Seems to me that was your idea, just not that it be you." I said as I pulled her panties down. I coaxed her legs up one at a time until I had her completely naked. "These really aren't very flattering. You have a sexy little body, no point in hiding it!" I said as I tossed the granny panties into the fire.
"Hey wait!" She said as she turned to watch them disintegrate in the flames. I reached for her hips and then pulled her back, pulling her down on my lap until my cock stuck up from between her legs, the top side pressed against her pussy. I pulled her back and gently slid one hand up to hoe of her small titties and the other down between her tights until I was able to stroke my finger between her lips.
"Ohhhhh Now?" She squeaked as my finger found her clit and made her hips move forward involuntarily.
"Can't think of a better time, can you? I don't want you to feel left out!" I said as one hand tweaked and pulled her hard nipple and the other stroked in and out of her lips, dragging along her hard clit.
"Oh god that feels good." She moaned softly as my finger kept working up and down her slit as far as I could reach, her wetness continually growing as I worked. I coaxed her to stand back up, allowing me to slide my underwear down my legs, and then pulled her back down, aiming my cock at her now wet pussy. I rubbed my head back and forth on her lips, wetting it with her juices before letting her slowly settle down on it.
"OH my god...oh my god..oh my god." She half cried half moaned as she took more and more of me into her tight tunnel. "I didn't believe Annette when she said how big you were. Oh my god you really are!"
"Good. Now ride it as slow or as fast as you want." I coaxed her as I felt my head reach the end of her tunnel. She reached her hands down to my knees and leaned forward, slowly sliding up the length of my shaft. I reached my hand around her right leg and slipped it between her lips, teasing her clit as she started to slide down my shaft again.
"Ohhhhhhhh" she moaned loudly as she slid down my shaft. "SO good."
"Glad you approve." I said as her pace slowly picked up and Pamela walked over to stand in front of her mother. She slipped off her tiny panties, exposing her completely shaved pussy and then crouched down in front of us, spreading her knees and slowly teasing her fingers in and out of her pussy. She stared at my cock slowly sliding in and out of her mother while she teased herself, her fingers sliding in and out in time with her mother's strokes up and down my shaft.
"What are you doing Pam?" Diane asked, stopping her stroking after opening her eyes to see her daughter in front of us.
"Keep going mother. I'm just watching." She answered.
Diane started stroking again, watching her daughter play with her pussy while she went up and down my shaft.
"Have you ever fucked anyone?" Diane asked her daughter.
"Not yet. Just toys." She replied breathlessly.
Diane paused for a moment as if thinking about something and then pulled off my cock with a loud slurp. "Come here." She said, reaching her hand out for her daughter. I was surprised when she turned her around and then pushed her back over my legs, reaching down to aim my cock at her own daughter's pussy. "If I'm any judge of cocks, you may never feel a better one than this one." She told her daughter as he pushed her down onto my shaft.
Pam's pussy was even tighter than her mother's and I seriously wondered if I would be able to hold back and not cum even before she got all the way down my shaft. Up and down she bounced, each stroke taking a little more of me into herself until she had my cock pressed against the end of her tunnel.
"Oh damn!" I grunted as she started riding up and down my shaft. "I don't know how long I can do this."
"Just tell me when you can't anymore." Diane said as she squatted between my legs, one of her hands teasing my balls and the other teasing her own pussy.
Pam bounced up and down my shaft with more energy each passing minute, her tight pussy driving me crazy and making my cock grow even fatter.
"OH GOD I'm going to cum!" She squealed loudly.
"OH shit. Me too!" I groaned, trying to lift Pam off my cock. I could feel her pussy clamp around my shaft as I pulled her up, dropping her back on my lap, my cock now sticking out between her legs. I felt a hand close around my shaft and start stroking it, the hand flying up and down the length of my cock, her fingers rubbing against the pussy still resting against the top.
"OHHHHHH!" Pan cried suddenly, her whole body jerking and shaking as huge gush of juice arced into the air, landing all over her mother.
"Fuck." I grunted as my cock erupted in her hand, squiring my load of juiced out to mix with Pam's as it landed all over her mother. Time and again my cock surged more out until it was dripping down her hand onto the rocky ground below us.
"And that ladies is called squirting." Diane said as she got up, her daughters and my own cum dripping off of her naked body as she dissolved into uncontrollable laughter. "You own me one now buster." She said when she could talk again.
"I'm sure you will find plenty of opportunities to collect." I answered as I eased Pam off my lap to sit on the log.
There was a pot of dish water steaming away on the fire, the girls all sitting around watching, breakfast sitting untouched near the fire. "Sit here. Back in a minute." I said as I walked away, coming back a minute later with one of the water buckets half full of lake water. I dumped some of the dish water into the bucket to warm it and then grabbed the bar of hand soap sitting by the wash station and the bucket of water. "Come on." I said as I walked her toward the trees. I stopped us in full view of the whole camp and then gently poured some water from the bucket on her body. I lathered my hand and then gently washed her body, taking lots of time to rub and caress her tits, and then finally slide my hand between her legs, teasing her pussy and stroking her clit.
"Are you trying to make me cum?" She asked quietly.
"Uh huh. Is it working?" I answered.
"Uh huh." She said as I pulled my hand from between her legs. I carefully lifted the water bucket and dumped some down her body, rinsing the soap off and then had her knee down. I carefully rinsed the cum from her short blond hair, while she reached for my cock and played with it, washing it off as she did. With her body rinsed clean I knelt down in front of her and lowered my face to her chest, gently sucking on one of her small breasts, nibbling the nipple and teasing it with my tongue while I slid my finger between her splayed pussy lips.
"Ohhhhh that is nice, but I still want to fuck you later." She moaned as I teased her clit.
"You will. But I gotta give it a rest first." I answered between nibbles.
"Ohhhhhhh yeah. Right there. Keep doing that." She said as her hands pulled my head to her chest and tried to pull herself against me. "Oh yeah. God yes. Uhhh gonna cum if you keep that up. Oh yeah. OH OH OH YES!" She cried loudly as her whole body shook and spasmed. I grinned around the tit I was sucking, pleased to hear her cry of pleasure.
"How about some breakfast before it's all gone." I asked as she let go of me leaned back.
"Sounds like a good idea." She said as I helped her to stand up. We returned to the camp to cheering and clapping by the girls, although I wasn't quite sure what for.
The rest of the morning went quietly as we gathered up our gear and packed it all, the girls finally pulling on shorts and shirts just before we loaded the canoes. Speed wasn't a big issue, since this was a very short day as far as water went. We were headed to Ensign lake to camp on a tiny island there, only a few short miles by water and two HUGE portages that wound up hill all the way. While neither portage was more than half a mile as the crow flies, the hills and twisting paths made them much longer and feel a LOT longer.
As we canoed short width of Knife lake toward the first portage as the sun started to push the temperatures even higher than the already seasonably warm morning had been. Usually this time of year you can expect the overnight temps to drop into the sixties with highs in the mid seventies. Today it felt like it never got below the mid seventies and was well on its way toward the ninety mark. The first three quarters of a mile went by quickly and we were soon pulling gear for the first portage. I stepped out of the canoe and waited for the girls to load their packs, helping Annette with the cook pack before hoisting the canoe over my head to follow them up the winding trail. At first it wasn't too bad, but as the trees thickened the hills began taking their toll. By the time the tired girls finished the almost half mile portage we were all soaked with sweat, revealing that all the girls and leaders had in fact forgone their bra's as they had said they were.
We had a nice two mile run down the length of Vera Lake, which gave me a chance to talk to Julie as we paddled along in the rear of the group.
"Hey Julie, can I ask you something?" I said as I dipped the paddle rhythmically into the clear water.
"Sure anything you want."
"I'm a bit worried. I mean, I'm supposed to be protecting the girls, not contributing to...well whatever we want to call this."
"You worried about the girls?"
"Yeah. If word of this ever got back I'd be in deep shit."
"The girls are all eighteen. It's all legal."
"Maybe legal, but certainly not ethical." I replied honestly. "Not to mention what would happen if Nancy found out."
"I see." She answered, leaving it hang there.
"So?"
"So what?" She responded.
"How do we kill this before it gets more out of hand than it is already?"
"I don't think you can."
"So what, I'm just supposed to have sex with every girl or something."
"Or something." She said over her shoulder. "Don't forget the leaders. We want our share too."
"Good lord." I said shaking my head. "So what, you're just going to stand there and watch while your daughter climbs on me?" I asked.
"It's pretty much up to her. I think she's been with other boys before, but she hasn't been all that forthcoming about that part. I made sure she was on the pill a long time ago, but it's still up to her if she wants to have sex."
"You didn't answer. You going to just sit there and watch?"
"Oh I don't know. I might just come over and feed you one of my tits. I know you really enjoy them."
"What if someone slips and lets the cat out of the bag? I asked seriously.
"No problem. All of us leaders are prepared to swear on a stack of bibles that you were a perfect gentleman and you did not, under any conditions, have any sexual or inappropriate contact with the girls."
"In other words, you're going to lie?"



"Uh huh. If it means getting fucked by you again, you're damn right!"
"What's the deal with having sex with me? I mean hell; there isn't anything special about me!"
"You're kidding, right?"
"Kidding about what?"
"Mike you are at least an inch longer than most men I've seen, and I've seen more than a few as a nurse, and you are DEFINTILY bigger around than most. Hell, I can barely get my hand around you and make my fingers touch. That's fat. And I can't explain why, but your cock seems to just hit all the right places at once. OHHHHHH so good! God, I'm getting wet just thinking about it!" She said as she paused paddling for a minute to rub a hand up and down the crotch of her shorts.
"So I'm stuck?"
"You can say no and stop this, but the girls won't be too happy. I think your best bet is to just jump in and go with it. Enjoy it. Besides, most guys today want to just stuff it in and bang away until they come. You're different. I can feel that you care about how it is for me and making sure that what I get pleasured too. You're gentle and caring in how you make love. No, I think all the girls should experience sex with a man like you, if nothing else just to teach them that there is more to sex than just wham-bam thank you maam. You're not unique but you are definitely rare...in a good way."
I shook my head in wonder as we edged closer to the portage point to make the last trek across to Ensign Lake, not at all sure how to respond to her sermon.
This last portage for the day aw longer, but easier than the last, being much flatter and in some places downhill. On completing this trek we at a quick lunch and then loaded up for the last three miles across the water toward our campsite for the night. I guess under other circumstances I might have been more surprised, but with this group the outlandish was becoming normal. We had just barely cleared the tip of the point a mile paddle from the portage, blocking any view from that direction, and allowing us to see all the way down the length of Lake Ensign when the first girl got it into her head to ditch her shirt. Before long all eight girls were bare chested, along with three of the four leaders. Leaving just Samantha too bashful to bare her bust for the last two miles.
The girls seemed to be having a good time splashing at each other and making sure I had good views of their perky breasts at any opportunity. If I thought things would be better once we hit the camp site I was dead wrong. Almost as soon as we hit the shade of the trees at the camp site, thankfully empty, the girls were all stripped down to only their hiking boots, quickly rubbing on more bug repellant on all their exposed parts.
"Come on Mister C. Lose the shorts! You don't want to be a stick in the mud!" Mandy called as she worked on setting up her tent wearing nothing but her hiking boots and socks, her tits bouncing around enticingly with each move she made.
"Thanks, but I'm just fine." I answered, preferring to leave my hardon covered for the moment.
"Yeah, come on Mike! Don't want me to have to come do it for you, do you?" Julie said as she worked across the tent from me, her huge tits swinging around as she bent and turned.
"No. I'm fine. Honest." I answered.
"Oh really? Is there some reason that you don't want to be naked? Turned on a bit by all these naked bodies?" She teased as I glared at her. "Ohhhhh I see. That is it isn't it?" She asked as she walked around the tent toward me. I stood up from where I was pounding in a stake and she circled an arm around me, pressing her big tits into my bare back and sliding a hand down to undo my shorts. It only took her a moment to unzip and snap them, letting them slide down my legs and my rock hard cock stand straight out. "Ahhhh much better." She cooed as she played with my cock from behind, stroking it slowly and teasing my balls with her other hand.
"You really don't have to do that." I said quietly.
"Don't have to, want to." She said with a giggle before finally releasing me and walking back around to the side of the tent where she was putting together the aluminum poles. She squatted down with her knees spread wide, inviting me to look at her obviously wet pussy while we hooked the poles to the corners of the tent. The view she was affording me was doing nothing to let my hardon go down, and the situation got even worse when Ellie came by to watch us, her tent already erected.
"Gee that sure is big, isn't it?" She asked Julie as we pulled the rain fly over the top of the tent.
"Yes it is that." She answered Ellie. "You want to try it, don't you?"
"Yeah, but not in front of everyone." She whispered. "I mean what if it doesn't fit?"
"Oh sweetie. I'm sure it will be fine, but if you don't want to try, don't force it." Julie coached.
"I'd really like to try though." She said, looking at my cock.
"Well, maybe we can do something later." Julie said softly. "Why don't you go get some water purifying?"
"Ok." Ellie said brightly as she headed off toward the camp box to get the water buckets. I looked at Julie with a pained face. "What, you don't want her to feel left out, do you?"
"I guess not." I said as I unzipped the tent and crawled in after tossing my sleeping bag and air mattress into the tent.
It only took a few minutes to unroll and get the bed ready for the night before flopping down on it and stretching my back out.
"You ok?" Julie asked.
"Yeah. Just going to close my eyes a few minutes, ok?" I said as I flopped an arm over my face.
"Ok." She said as she zipped the tent closed.
After lugging the canoe over those two portages my back was complaining and I was tired. I guess my age was starting to show. I reached up and unzipped the window at the end of the tent to get some air flow and then closed my eyes for a nap.
I woke to a gentle kiss on the lips. One that I was not expecting in the least. I opened my eyes to see Liz, one of the girls who didn't have a mother on the trip, leaning over me with a smile on her face. "Mister C, I have a favor to ask." She whispered.
"Ok." I asked, expecting her to ask me to screw her, since she was in my tent naked.
"I've always wondered what it felt like to have someone lick you down there. But none of the guys I know would because they say its gross, and I don't want to have a girl do it. I mean that would be weird, right?"
"Not weird at all. A lot of girls experiment that way. But if it feels weird for you then it's not for you." I told her quietly.
"So, do you think it's gross to lick down there?" She asked hesitantly.
"Not at all. I actually find it quite a turn on to do." I answered her.
"So... Can you...I mean would you..." She said, stopping in mid sentence, her embracement clear on her face.
"Yes." I answered quietly. What the hell, I figured. I've done everything else, why not help her find out something useful. I slid down the sleeping bag a bit, pulling my knees up to make room, and then held a hand out to her. It took a moment to coax her to climb across my chest and get her knees situated above my shoulders in the low confined tent. Once I had her in position I looked up at her, her deep brown eyes staring down at me in anticipation.
I reached out and gently licked up the length of her meaty outer lips, letting my tongue tease the soft inner lips hiding within and barely peaking out at me. Curling both arms around her thighs I stretched her gently, letting her soft lips protrude and allowing my tongue to delve deeply between them, collecting her already significant moisture and dragging it across her hooded clit.
"Ohhhhh that's nice." She whispered as I licked again between her lips.
I smiled back up at her as I pressed my tongue deeper into her, bouncing it into her tunnel as far as I could and then slowly dragging along the bone until the tip of my tongue flicked across her slightly protruding clit.
"Oh my god." She moaned softly as my next lick paused at her clit and flicked rapidly across it several times, making her whole body tremble and shake for several seconds. I dove down into her pussy again, pushing my tongue into her like a little dick before sliding along her slit to her clit, once again working it with the tip of my tongue before closing my lips around it and sucking it gently.
"Ohhhhhhh God." She moaned as I repeated it again and again, each time working her clit more and more, licking and swirling my tongue around it. One of her hands moved to my head to try and pull it toward her pussy while the other started squeezing and pulling on one of her nipples.
"OH god. So good." She moaned as I continued to work her slit and clit, driving her trembling body crazy. She was nearly suffocating me she was pulling my face to her so hard and I was forced to pull her hand away so I could breath. "I'm sorry." She panted as I held her hand to keep her from grabbing at me again, my tongue never stopping its assault at her clit. I focused on the hard nub, flicking it back and forth in rapid fire succession, making her whole body quake and shake as her orgasm built to ever higher levels.
"OHhhh god I want you inside me!" She moaned loudly. "Please!" She practically begged.
I gently lifted her up so I could slide up the air mattress again and then helped her settle herself over my hips. I held my rigid shaft up and rubbed the head along her wet slit as she slowly leaned back against it, allowing my mushroom head to settle into the opening of her soft tunnel. "You're in control." I whispered as I moved my hands up to both her breasts, cupping them and rubbing my thumbs across her nipples.
"Ohhhhhh" She moaned softly as she let more of her weight down, slowly expanding her opening to accept me. Ever so slowly I could feel her entrance expand, sliding slowly down toward the widest part of my head, her moisture leaking down my shaft as she did. "OH god so big." She whispered as my head finally slipped inside her, her knees holding herself up while her body adjusted to the intrusion.
"Uh. Damn." I grunted as I tried to keep my hips from pushing up into what had to be the tightest pussy it had ever pierced. I could feel her slowly sinking down my length, her body slowly taking me in, expanding and stretching around my shaft, until finally my head nestled against the end of her tunnel. She started to lift herself, moaning loudly as she slid her soft wet tunnel up my shaft until only my head remained inside her. She lowered herself again, faster this time, feeling my shaft slide quickly up inside her, the sensations overwhelming her body and making it tremble.
"Is it always like this?" She panted as she stroked up and down my shaft again. "I mean this big?"
"No. It gets a bit fatter before I cum." I answered in a soft groan.
"I want to feel that."
"Not likely. We don't want you pregnant." I grunted.
"It's ok. My mom started me on the pill to regulate my cycle years ago." She moaned as she picked up speed, bouncing her tiny ass against my legs and driving my cock up into her time and again. "Oh please! I'm going to cum again any second. I want you to cum too!"
"OH shit. I'm not far from it." I panted as her already incredibly tight pussy clamped around my cock. Her whole body shook and trembled, her coordination failing her, causing her to flop almost flat on top of me. I started to hump my hips up in the air, driving my rod in and out of her spasming pussy, her whole body jerking and shaking as her orgasm flew through her body. "Here... it... comes." I grunted between strokes as my own orgasm started to take hold.
My whole body jerked, driving deep into her and unloading a gush of hot juice into her.
"YES!" She screamed as she felt my cum surge into her pussy. Time and again my body jerked, pumping more into her and driving her already intense orgasm to new heights.
My body finally collapsed back on the air mattress and sleeping bag, Ellie little more than dead weight on top of me as I lay there panting for breath.
"Holly shit." She finally gasped. "That was incredible."
"Glad you...liked it." I gasped as my cock began shrinking inside her, my chest heaving to catch my breath.
She slowly rolled off of me; flopping on her back and watching the wind shake the tent slightly as we both recovered from our mutual climax.
"Thank you." She said as she rolled over on me and kissed me softly on the lips, tasting her own juices. "That was an experience I'll never forget."
"Nor shall I." I replied as she climbed to her knees and turned toward the tent door, her bare pussy sticking out at me and leaking our cum down her legs. She shot me a quick smile as she zipped the tent back up and then disappeared, still completely naked.
"Well, that certainly sounded fun." Julie said as she crouched outside the tent screen, wearing only her panties and a smile on her face.
"Yeah. She came in while I was sleeping I guess."
"Yeah. I guess so." She chuckled. "Dinner is ready by the way."
"Oh, ok." I said as I started reaching for my pants.
"Don't bother. Even if you put them on, the girls are going to get them back off you before you even get to the fire. I think they want to play a bit more tonight."
"Good lord." I said as I pulled on my underwear and slid my feet into my boots.
"Good cock at least." She whispered with a grin as she got up and wandered toward the fire ring.
Dinner was quite tasty, some kind of noodle and tuna mixture. I was surprised how hungry I was and polished off two plates of the mixture, all the while listening to the chatter of the almost naked girls sitting around the fire. From their discussion they had considerable interest in what Ellie had to say about her experience and that it was no secret she had gone to my tent. In fact, it seems that she was encouraged to do so, although having her "cherry popped" as they put it was not exactly what she had planned on.
After dinner and dishes, the girls headed off for a while exploring the island a bit more, leaving me alone with the ladies.
"I guess you were a hit with Ellie." Samantha said, lowering herself to the ground to sit with her back against the log next to me, her bare tits glistening a pale orange with perspiration as the sun finally it the top of the trees.
"Yeah. Went to take a nap and ended up waking up to a young lady who wanted to find out what it felt like to be eaten out."
"Yeah. I wouldn't mind finding out if you're as good as she claims." Samantha teased as Diane sat down on my other side.
"I don't know if I'm that good." I replied, hoping to drop the subject.
"Oh I expect you are." Diane said with a laugh. "I hope I get a chance to find out before we get home though."
"The way things are going I'm going to end up screwing every one of them."
"Yeah. I suspect sooner than you think. Especially since we head back tomorrow." Samantha added. "I heard them planning something, so don't be surprised if they come up with something outrageous."
"That would be about right for Candice. She seems to be the ring leader in that respect."
"Well, don't count my Suzie out on that. She isn't a virgin for a reason. She tried to seduce her step dad right after we were married. I guess she thought if it was good for me it must be good for her." Julie chimed in as she sat down by the fire, poking it with a stick.
"That had to be hard." I said.
"Oh it was. He didn't let it get too far, but he was kind of shocked when she climbed into the shower with him."
"I'm surprised she hasn't been after me harder then."
"Oh she is. Just waiting for the right time." Julie said with a shake of her head.
We all sat quietly for several minutes before Samantha stood up, skimmed her panties off and tossed them aside. "How about it Mike? Would you do a young lady a favor and give her aching pussy a few licks with that talented tongue?"
"Here? Now?" I asked in surprise.
"Sure. I'm not going to stand on ceremony." She said as she stepped across me, her spread legs exposing her already wet pussy, her inner lips protruding from her meaty outer lips as if begging to be licked. She ran the fingers of one hand down her body and curled them between her legs, while the other hand slid up to cup one of her large breasts, squeezing it and teasing the nipple. "How about it. I'm damn horny for you right now."
"I've never been able to turn down a wet pussy." I said as I watched her stroke herself.
"Good." She said as she stepped closer, leaning her knees against the log and lowering her pussy toward my face.
True to my word, I do enjoy a good wet pussy and reached out to grab her round ass and pull her closer to me. I slowly licked up between her lips, letting the flat of my tongue drag up and across her hard clit as she arched her back to angle her pussy more toward me.
"Oh yeah. God that's nice." She cooed as I licked up her slit time and again, each time making sure to concentrate on her clit, exposed as he held her lips apart with two fingers. With a quick grin I drove my tongue deeper into her and then drug the tip along her bone before flicking the tip across her clit, eliciting a quick intake of breath through her clenched teeth. "God damn that sends a tingle." She squeaked as I started another trip. This time when I came to her clit I focused on it, flicking it time and again with the tip of my tongue, making her hard little nub bounce back and forth with each flick, her whole body standing rigidly over me while she moaned and pulled on first one nipple and then another. I continued to concentrate on her clit with my tongue while I slipped one hand farther around her thigh until I could tease first one and then two fingers up into her sopping wet pussy.
I worked my fingers deeper, feeling for the top f her tunnel and finally finding the rough little spot that usually indicated that sensitive bundle of nerves. I swept my finger tip back and forth across it while my tongue flicked her clit over and over.
"OH GOD!" She squealed loudly as my fingers pumped into her pussy and my tongue assaulted her hard clit. "YOU'RE GOING TO MAKE ME CUM!"
I just smiled to myself and continued my assault as her legs began to tremble, her breathing becoming ragged and sporadic.
"AHHHHHH FUCK!" She screamed as her whole body jerked, her pussy squirting a huge gush of juice out, most of it splashing against my chin and chest as she climaxed, over me. Her body jerked several times, each time associated with another gush of juice until my chest was coated and it was running down and soaking into my underwear.
"Enough!" She finally cried, pulling her pussy from my face and collapsing on top of me, her sopping pussy leaking more of her juices onto my hard cock encased in the skimpy underwear.
"Now that's what I call a climax." Annette said from where she was sitting across the fire from us, completely naked, her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy wetly.
"Yeah, it was." Samantha panted. "God my whole pussy is still quivering!"
"Guess you liked it then?" I asked her, idly playing with her huge tits and teasing her still hard nipples.
"Liked it? God you lick pussy every bit as good as a women. Damn!" She answered with a laugh, reaching out to wipe some of her cum off my face and chest. "God look what I did! I don't think I've ever squirted like that before, not even with you Diane."
"Uh...No." Diane answered, clearly embarrassed at the comment.
"Oh, so you two..." I started.
"Forget I said that." Samantha replied quickly.
"UH huh. Ok." I said as Samantha got up off of me and moved to sit on the log.
"So if the mom's are all done, we have a request." Vanessa said as the girls stepped into the light of the fire. Each of them were totally naked, the firelight flickering on their bare skin and making them look even more enticing. "Since this is the last night, and we all know that once we're back this won't happen again, we want to try something Mister C."



"And what's that? I asked hesitantly.
"Well, some of us haven't had a chance to...you know... And we thought that maybe you would let learn about something." She continued, her thin, petite body stepping a bit closer so that her curly brown pussy hairs were more evident in the fire light.
"And what is that?"
"Well, we all know that Candice sucked you off in the cabin, and some of us haven't ever done anything like that. We wondered if you'd show us how?" She asked tentatively.
"You're kidding, right?" I asked in surprise.
"No. I think it's a great idea." Julie answered. "Come on girls. I'll show you how it's done." She said as she got up and stepped over to me. "Come on Mike, You can lie down on the log and we'll have lots of room to see."
"So now I'm a guinea pig?" I asked as I allowed her to pull me up by the hand.
"Just a good instructional tool with a great tool" she answered with a grin, pushing my soaked underwear down and exposing my rock hard cock.
I lay down where she indicated, on the top of the huge log that we had been using as a back rest near the fire as the girls all gathered around.
"Now girls. First thing to remember is that it's not all just your mouth. You have to use your hand too. Like this." Julie said as she reached out and wrapped her hand around my shaft and then leaned her mouth over my cock. She began sliding her mouth up and down my shaft, her hand following her mouth, sliding and twisting as she went. Up and down she went for nearly a minute before letting my cock pop from her mouth. "You can also use your tongue to tease the bottom of his cock right here." She said, stroking a finger across the sensitive spot under my head and making my cock twitch. "So who's first?"
"Me." Mandy said, as she moved over and tentatively took my cock in her hand.
"Now don't be bashful." Julie coaxed as I felt her warm mouth close around the head of my cock. She slowly stroked up and down my shaft as much as her mouth could take, gently sliding and twisting her hand the way Julie had shown her.
"Very good." Julie said as Mandy pulled her face off my cock.
"He's not going to cum in my mouth, is he?" Vanessa asked as her petite hand wrapped round my dick.
"Not yet." I answered for Julie.
"No not yet. If you're worried, hold one hand on his sack. Before he cums his balls will get real tight and scrunch up." Julie said as she helped adjust Vanessa's hands. I finally felt her mouth close over the head of my cock and tentatively stroke up and down my shaft, her hand working like Julie had shown.
"A little more suction." Julie coaxed her.
"Hmmph?" I heard her ask, her mouth full of my cock.
"Yes, that's better. See how his hips want to lift up when you pull back? That means it feels really good for him." Julie instructed. "Ok who's next?"
"Me" Liz answered as I felt my cock change hands. Her mouth closed over my head and I felt her suctioning, swirling her tongue around my head and sliding up and down with her hand, her actions more aggressive than Vanessa had been.
"Very good." Julie coached as Liz pulled her mouth off my cock.
"God I'm horny now. I wish I could have it inside me." I heard her ask.
"Maybe later." Julie answered as another hand wrapped around me. I could feel a new wet mouth close around me, my head pushing al the way back into her mouth until she as almost ready to gag before pulling back.
"OH damn." I groaned as she pushed down on me, trying to get me down her throat without success.
"That was a great attempt Pam. He's probably too big for you to deep throat, but it was a good attempt." Julie said.
"Ok Mister C. Get ready to be sucked!" I heard Kate say as hands again changed on my cock.
Her hot mouth closed around my shaft and then bounced up and down, her tongue swirling around my shaft at the end of each stroke, swiping across that sensitive spot. With one hand she followed her mouth, stroking and twisting it as she not played with my balls, teasing them with her fingers and occasionally sliding one down the little grove toward my anus.
"OH shit." I groaned as I lifted my hips, toward her mouth as she suctioned me.
"Ok good Kate." Julie said as my cock was freed again. "Ellie, you're next."
"Ok." She said tentatively as she wrapped her hand around me and then put her hot mouth around my cock. I felt her hand slide up and down my shaft as she tentatively sucked and licked my head not moving her face much, but trying to tease my head with her tongue.
"More up and down." Julie coaxed. "That's it." She said as Ellie stroked up and down my shaft a bit more. "Good that's real good. Who wants to go again?"
"I want to ride him" Suzie said boldly. "I mean after listening to Ellie say how good it was..."
"Ok. Come on over here then." Julie said as Ellie pulled off my cock. I looked up and saw Suzie's tits swing in front of my face as she climbed across the log to straddle both it and me. She put her hands on the log on either side of my head and leaned forward, her tits brushing my face while someone, probably Julie, rubbed my cock between her pussy lips. "There you go...push back slowly now." Julie coaxed as I reached my hands up to capture Suzie's big tits. I aimed one nipple at my mouth and sucked it in, swirling my tongue around her hard nipple, teasing her puckered areola as she pushed herself back, rocking her body and working my hard cock into her inch by inch.
"Oh my god." She moaned. "So good."
"Yeah, it is isn't it?" I heard Julie say as Suzie finally hit the end of her tunnel with my head. Slowly she slid up and down my shaft while I played with and sucked her nipples, my hands squeezing big tits. It was a good thing I had as much sex as I had recently or I would have already been shooting into her tight pussy. As it was she was driving me up the slow very quickly. Apparently she was doing the same to herself, because with a sudden cry her whole body trembled and her pussy clamped around my cock for nearly a minute before she collapsed on top of me.
"Guess that was good." Julie said as she helped Suzie off my lap.
"I don't know how much more of that I can take." I said quietly to Julie.
"OH? Going to unload again soon?"
"Yeah." I said with a wry face.
"Oh ok. Vanessa, Mandy and Liz. Come over here. "Julie said. The three gathered around before she continued. "I think we don't have a lot left here before he's done for the night, but you three are the only ones that haven't had him in you, right?"
"Uh huh." The three answered.
"Ok. Tell you what. How about you three lean over the log and let him stroke you from behind. That way when he cums he can pull free from whichever of you he's in. I know you two aren't on the pill yet, what about you Mandy?"
"Not yet."
"Ok. What do you say Mike? Game?"
"Hell, right now I'm so horny I feel ready to explode."
"Good." She said helping me up. The three girls stripped their panties off and then leaned over the log, using it to support their arms, their butts sticking out at me and their legs spread a couple feet apart. I can't think of a more enticing sight than three wet pussies waiting side by side.
I lined up behind Liz and rubbed my already lubricated cock between her lips before pushing slowly into her. Her pussy wasn't as tight as I would have expected, but she seemed to really enjoy it, screaming obscenities out to the woods while I stroked in and out of her.
"OH FUCK YES! THAT'S IT...FUCK ME! OH YEAH! FUCK MY SWEET LITTLE PUSSY!" She cried so loud that it almost echoed across the lake.
"Sweetie, you don't have to shout. Just enjoy it." Julie coaxed, quieting her somewhat.
"But that's what my brother always said he wanted to hear when he was fucking someone." She responded.
"You can if it feels good, but there isn't any reason to be that loud. Just tell him how you feel, not the whole world." Julie coached.
"OK. I'll try." She said as I started to stroke again, working in and out of her pussy. "Oh yeah... Hmmmmm that feels good. Does it feel good around your cock? Do you like fucking my pussy? " She asked as I stroked in and out of her. "Oh shit. Oh shit. OH SHIT. OH SHIT!" She cried as her whole body suddenly jerked and shuddered, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave.
"You ok?" I asked as I pulled from her pussy with a loud slurp.
"I think so. I haven't ever cum on a cock before. I usually have to get myself off when my boyfriend and I screw." She said breathlessly, turning to sit on the log.
"Well, girls it's you two now." I said to Mandy and Vanessa as they turned to lean back over the log again. I aimed my glistening cock at Mandy and slowly fed it into her, giving her little short strokes until I was all the way into her, her tiny frame taking the whole length of my cock. I stroked half a dozen strokes and then pulled out, moving to Vanessa.
"Ok Mandy. The one to make him cum wins." Vanessa said.
"You're on!" Mandy answered as I worked myself in and out of Vanessa, each stroke a little deeper. "Ten strokes." Mandy said, as she started counting down to ten. Soon all the girls were gathered around, watching and counting down as I pounded ten strokes into each of them in turn. I lost track of how many times I switched, the counting starting to become a bit annoying.
I looked across the fire and saw Annette sitting on a cut log, her knees spread wide and Diane kneeling between them, licking Annette's pussy, her own pussy pointed at me with her fingers stuffed into it.
"Oh damn." I muttered as I watched, switching back and forth time and again, my climax hanging just out of reach. With a grin Annette pushed Diane away so I could see her pussy, her fingers quickly replacing Diane's face. She lifted her knees as high as she could, leaning back on one hand and using the other to plunge in and out of her pussy. She pulled them out and started rubbing them quickly across her pussy, stimulating her exposed clit until her whole body jerked, a gush of cum squirting up and out of her like a small fire hose.
"Fuck." I grunted as the visual display pushed me over the edge, my cock surging and pumping the first shot into Vanessa. I jerked my spurting cock out and rammed it back into Mandy, driving it to the hilt with my next spurt of cum. I stood behind the two panting while Annette sat across the fire, teasing her pussy, her legs still spread wide, while we both caught our breaths.
"Ok girls. I think that's it for tonight." I said as I pulled out of Mandy, turning to sit down.
"Come on girls." I heard Candice say as they broke up. I slid down to the ground and lay there resting against the log, watching the moon rise over the water, thankful that the light breeze that was rippling the water was also pushing the mosquitoes into more secluded surroundings.
I had nearly fallen asleep sitting there when Kate walked around and stood in front of me. "Come on Mister C. You need a washing."
"That I do." I agreed, taking her hand and expecting to walk down to the water. To my surprise she walked me around by the fire the girls quickly gathering around, a number of them using cups to pour warm water over me. Once wet, Suzie and Mandy moved in to soap me up, rubbing me all over with their hands covered in liquid soap, taking every opportunity to rub their tits on me while their hands played all over my body.
Finally they announced they were done, and the rest of the girls poured water of the three of us until we had all been rinsed clean. Vanessa slipped into the circle and used a small camp towel to dry me ever where, making sure that no place was missed. Finally clean and dry each of the girls stepped up for a kiss before Candice led me off to my tent, crawling in with me for a few moments to ensure I was settled, give me a final kiss and then slip back out.
Within minutes I was sound asleep.
I vaguely remember moving to make room for my tent partner, but it wasn't until the sun came up and my mind finally woke up that I realized that I had Annette and Diane snuggled up, one on each side of me.
"Hey sleepy head." Diane whispered.
"Hey." I answered groggily.
"You know we go back today?"
"Yeah." I nodded.
"Don't suppose I could talk you into letting me ride this one more time, could I?" She asked, playing with my morning hardon.
"Well, I suppose we might as well. Last meal and all that." I answered
"Good." She said as she gently rolled on top of me, pushing her leg between Annette and myself. It only took her a few moments to rub my head between her lips, settle it into her tunnel and then slide down onto my shaft. She didn't have big tits by any stretch of the imagination, maybe a full B if that, but her areola were huge and her nipples were standing erect and ready to be teased as she started slowly riding up and down my shaft.
"Oh.... Now that is a sexy sight." Annette whispered as she woke up next to us.
"I take it you like it both hot and cold?" I asked her.
"If you mean do I like women, yeah. But I still LOVE a good fuck." She said with a giggle.
"I see." I said as Annette sat up, moving her face to Diane's tits and sucking one in while sliding a hand down to where Diane's pussy was bouncing against me. I watched in fascination as Diane's face changed from "this feels good" to "oh god I'm going to cum", Annette's finger teasing her clit while she rode my cock.
"OH damn. You know my weakness." Diane gasped as her arms and legs started to tremble.
"Of course sweetie. I should by now." Annette answered as she moved from one tit to another.
"OH shit...here it comes!" Diane moaned loudly, her whole body losing coordination and her pussy pulsing around my cock.
It was kind of fun to sit back, or in this case, lay back, and watch Annette drive Diane over the top. The surprise came when Diane rolled off my cock and Annette quickly replaced her, driving herself down on me with a long slow groan.
"God you feel good inside me." Annette said as she began to slowly rock herself, rolling her hips with each stroke to change the angle that I was inside her, putting more pressure first on the top and then the bottom of my cock.
"OH that feels good." I moaned as Diane rolled over and licked a circle around one of my nipples. She continued to tease first one nipple and then the other, taking a page from my book and stimulating them with her tongue while Annette rode slowly up and down my cock.
"This is your thank you fuck." Annette moaned. "You did such a good job with the girls that we thought you should be able to just lay back and enjoy one without having to do any work."
"Well, you're doing well at that." I grunted, feeling Annette's hand slide up my thigh behind her.
I could feel her fingers teasing my balls and then press against my anus. "Let's see if this lights your fire!" She moaned, sliding her body forward slightly, my cock trapped inside her and her finger pressing slightly inside my ass.
"OH shit!" I squeaked in surprise as my hips lifted Annette off the ground and drove my cock up into her.
"That's more like it!" She said as she teased the tip of her finger in and out of me, her hips never stopping their rocking motion and Diane's mouth sucking and licking my nipples.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted as my cock suddenly started to spurt deep inside her, filling her with shot after shot of cum as she teased her finger in and out of me. It felt like little electric shocks were flying up my legs and cock, my spurting shaft sending her over the top with me.
"AHHHHH" She cried loudly as her whole body was wracked with tremors and shudders, her pussy clamping and spasming around my shaft.
"Holly shit." I panted when she had removed her finger and sat facing me, looking down with a big grin on her face.
"Someday I may have to teach you how to fuck me in the ass." She said with a grin.
"Some day?"
"Yeah, you don't think this will be the last time we do a canoe trip do you? I mean even around the state I'll be more than happy to come do your lifeguarding." She said with a grin.
"We leaders talked about it and we're going to recommend to council that you start a leaders high adventure training. I think there are a lot of leaders that would jump at the chance to get the kind of training you can offer." Diane said as she lay on her side, her head on my chest.
"The kind of training I can offer?" I asked.
"Well yeah. The personal interest you take in your students is really what makes the difference." She said with a grin.
"OH lord what have I gotten myself into?" I asked the tent ceiling.
"Me for one." Annette said. "Now the girls made us promise to have you up and dressed for breakfast. From now on it's back to business. What we did this week...well the girls all know that no one can ever find out. So it's our secret. If one of the girls would happen to spill the beans you have four leaders that will make sure that whatever it was never happened. Ok?"
"Ok." I answered as she rolled off me. No sooner had Annette unzipped the tent and crawled out naked than Mandy and Ellie crawled in.
"We won the lottery. We get to help you dress for the last time." Ellie said with a huge smile.
"Allrightie then!" I said. "Where should we start?"
"Just let us take care of it." She said as another girl handed in my clothes and boots. The two naked girls quickly dressed me and then ducked out of the tent. I crawled out and stood up, finding every one of the ladies and girls completely naked. One by one they came up and gave me a kiss before running off to their tents to dress themselves. It looked like the trip really was about over. A quick six hour canoe trip with one small portage and we would be back at the camp.
The next day had a long drive, leaving me plenty of time to think about what they had said. Leader training.... I hoped they didn't plan on getting this kind of sex every trip! I don't think my body could handle it. I know my relationship with my wife wouldn't. For now all I could do was be glad the trip was about done as the tires rolled down the interstate toward home. Oh yeah, did I forget to mention that they were already talking about a trip back up here for next year? And isn't a cell phone a wonderful thing? The girls were already talking up the trip and at least three other troops thought it would be great to come up for their own trip. I quietly wondered what I had started...
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Christmas is probably the best holiday of the year. You get to reconnect with old friends, spend time with family and even strangers are nice to you. Yeah I love Christmas.
Part of the season is also the parties. Seems like every group your part of wants to have a party. Get together, have some laughs, eat lots of junk food. All in all a great time...till the morning after when you feel so guilty about the number of calories you consumed you have to do an extra thirty minutes on the treadmill. Tonight's party looked to be one of those.
Over the years I have spent a lot of hours as a Girl Scout leader. Yes it is a bit unusual to have a guy as a leader, but I had to be fair to all my kids so if I was a leader for my son, I had to do the same for my daughters. As a result I was, and still am, a registered girl scout fully trained to teach outdoor skills from the basic through the advanced. While my daughters are now all out of scouts and gone to college, my wife convinced me to continue to share my skills with the troops I had worked with for so many years. As a result when the troop decided to have a Christmas party I was of course invited.
As has been tradition, in addition to the current scouts and leaders, girls that had previously been in the troop and still maintained contact were invited. This included my daughter and a number of other girls that were home from college on break. What was not a surprise was that I was, once again, the only male at the party.
I may be a tad over fifty now, but the girls still treat me as if I'm in my thirties, which helps keep me young. Of course along with that comes a certain amount of teasing from the older, graduated, girls and the female leaders, frequently even if my wife is in the room. This particular party was no exception. Along with the good food there was also a gift exchange. As with many that are done there is a dollar limit and the gifts can be either serious or gag. Each person draws a number for the order they get to go in and they can either steal a gift from someone else, or get an unopened gift from under the tree.
I was fortunate to draw a high number, meaning that I got to go later, allowing me to steal a sweet little LED flashlight from one of the girls and avoid having to open a potentially embarrassing gift more suited to one of the girls or female leaders. What I didn't know was that I was being set up.
There were only a few packaged left under the tree and only a few people left to pick. It was looking like I was going to get to keep my flashlight until the last girl went. Instead of picking the last package under the tree she stole my flashlight, which meant that I was left with the sole remaining package under the tree, a small box wrapped in bright red paper.
I unwrapped the box, totally unaware of what was to come. I opened the box and pulled out the first of two items, a nice bottle of flowery smelling massage lotion. There were a few comments from the leaders about being available to try it out on as I dug into the box to pull out the second item, a pair of very lacy micro bikini panties. As with the gifts that others got that were wearable, almost immediately the shouts to "model it" started. By the time I had it put back in the box and my ears feeling a bit red almost every girl in the room was chanting for me to "put em on", with the exception of Becky, one of the leaders college age daughters that was back for break. Becky just sat there with a little grin on her face as if it were exactly what she expected. After it became obvious that I wasn't about to do anything of the sort, the cat calls subsided and we shifted to the eating portion of the night.
The gift was far from forgotten, with little comments and quiet whispers from the leaders about changing my mind and trying them on in a more "private" setting. My wife took it all in stride, having seen me teased before on campouts. When the evening ended the gift went home with me, over my objections, and ended up on the coffee table in front of the sofa.
Morning came as it usually does. My wife got up and did her workout and headed out for work, my daughter, home for Christmas break had spent the night out with friends and I didn't expect her to get out of bed and come home until at least noon, leaving me alone at home. After sitting back and reading for an hour or so I finally decided to go do a workout and get rid of some of the calories from the night before.
After an hour on the elliptical machine I threw a blanket onto the sofa and flopped down, wearing nothing but my shorts and shoes, my shirt long since soaked with sweat and discarded. I turned on the ceiling fans to cool me and kicked the recliner portion of the sofa out to lean back and read some more on the adventure novel I had started, eventually cooling off and dozing off.
"Hello?" I heard a female voice call from the hallway. Everyone that knows us knows that the house is pretty much open to my kid's friends, with them coming and going at all hours. That had slowed down a lot after my last one went to college out of town, but it wasn't a surprise to have one of her friends walk in with her home on break.
"In here." I called as Becky clomped across the hardwood entry way with her high heels and into the family room.
"Is Jane here?" She asked, looking for my daughter.
"No she spent the night out with friends. I don't expect her home for a few hours yet." I replied as I surveyed the twenty-one year old. She had on black high heels, black stockings and a form fitting short sleeved turtleneck sweater dress that was molded to her curvatious figure. As she had grown older she had maintained her slim figure, except for her protruding chest, which she inherited from her mother. I hadn't seen any of her bras, but if I were to guess she was easily a thirty four D by now, significantly larger than when I had seen her last year.
"So I see you still have your present from last night." She said as she stepped over and picked up the box I had left on the table in front of me.
"Yeah. It wasn't quiet the gift I was hoping to bring home." I answered, folding the corner of my page down and closing my book.
"Oh I thought it was a nice present." She said as she pulled the bottle of lotion out and then tugged the purple lace panty from the bottom of the box. She set the lotion and box down and held the panties in front of her, slowly unfolding them until she held them open. The panties were little more than a two inch wide strip of lace that would go around a girls hips and a tiny triangle shaped piece of material that extended down and under, thinning at the lowest point to almost a single string before looping back up again toward the back of the waistband. In many ways it was almost a thong, but not quite.
"Yeah. Nice for you, not so much me." I answered.
"You mean you wouldn't like to wear em?" She asked with a giggle.
"Uh... Not my style." I replied.
"Ohhhh That's not true. I think they would look quite nice on you." She said as she stepped forward and held them out as if imagining how they would look on me.
"First off they don't cover anywhere near enough for a guy." I retorted.
"Ohhh Now I know a lot of guys that would die to have these."
"Yeah, as long as it was a girl modeling them, not him."
"True. But you know, girls like to see their men in sexy things too."
"I'm quite sure you wouldn't find those sexy on me." I answered.
"But they would on me?"
"Without a doubt." I said quickly, wishing I had filtered that response out after I said it.
"Oh really?" She asked as if in shock. "You're not telling me you're into younger women are you?"
"I didn't say that." I replied defensively.
"So you don't think I'm sexy then?"
"I didn't say that either."
"So I am sexy?"
"Yes... I mean...Yes to younger guys."
"So I'm not sexy?"
"Yes you are."
"But only to younger guys?"
"Yes."
"So you don't find me sexy then?
"N0, I mean... Awww Hell." I said in frustration
"So which is it, do you think I'm sexy or not?"
"Of course you are." I answered. "But you're way younger than I am."
"So if I was older I'd be sexy to you, and because I'm only twenty two I'm not?" She asked her hands on her hips in obvious irritation.
"Of course I find you sexy. You're an incredibly gorgeous young woman. I have no doubt that you would look fabulous in those panties." I said as I tried to figure out how to undig myself from the hole I had dug.
"I see...So you do think I'm sexy, but only if I'm wearing sexy lingerie?" She asked with a wicked grin.
"No. I didn't say that."
"Oh, so I'd be sexy not wearing anything?"
"Wait. I never said that."
"So I'm not sexy?"
"You're twisting my words." I replied defensively.
"No I'm not. You said I'd look fabulous in these panties. Are you taking that back now?"
"No. Of course you would."
"Good then I should wear them for you... or do you want to wear them?"
"I'm not wearing those." I answered quickly.
"Ok...then I will." She said as she moved her hands to the hem of her sweater dress.
"Wait!" I said in shock as she started pulling it up her thighs.
"Oh you want to wear them instead?" She asked with wicked little grin. "I'd love to see that!"
"NO!" I shot back.
"Ok then I will!" She said as she continued pulling the dress up her thighs, the bottom hem sliding up closer and closer to the juncture of her legs, the tops of her black stockings coming into view.
"Stop!" I almost shouted.
"Why? Are you going to put them on?"
"NO!"
"Ok." She said simply as she started pulling again and revealing the creamy white skin of her thighs above her stockings and the tiny black triangle of material that covered her pussy. I stared, my jaw gaping as she continued to slide the material up until it was bunched around her thin waist, her soft creamy hips and thighs fully exposed and standing in stark contrast to the tiny black panties she had on.
"You sure you don't want to wear them?" She asked again as she slid her hands down to hook in the thin band of the micro-bikini panties she had on.
"Yes.... I mean No!" I answered in confusion, my brain still trying to process the image in front of me let alone what she was asking.
"Oh so you do want to wear them?" She asked, stepping closer until she was standing with her knees nearly touching my feet. "I can help with that." She said as she leaned toward me, grabbing the legs of my shorts and tugging on them.
"Wait!" I said, grabbing the waistband of my shorts. "I didn't say I was going to wear them."
"Oh...sorry. My mistake." She said, the grin still plastered on her face. "But I think you would look pretty damn good in them. Especially with that hardon sticking out of them."
"What!?" I responded in shock.
"Yeah. I can see you're hard. I mean let's face it, if you weren't I'd be kind of insulted. I mean if I'm sexy and all..."
"Let's not start that again."
"Ok. As long as you'll admit that I'm sexy and should put on these panties for you."
"Of course you're sexy, but I didn't say you should put them on."
"So you want to? Or you just want me out of these?" She asked as she tugged and snapped the elastic waistband of her own panties.
"I'm not putting those on."
"Oh so you really just want me out of these. Men... I thought you wanted me to model these for you." She said, holding out the lacy panties on her finger.
"I don't."
"You don't what, want me to wear these or take these off?"
"Either."
"So you're going to wear them after all?" She said, leaning down again and quickly jerking the legs of my shorts so they slid part way down my hips.
"I didn't say that."
"Ok. Then I will." She said as she quickly hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and slid then down past the tops of her thigh high stockings, letting go of them at mid thigh. I sat with my eyes glued to her pussy, a small clump of tightly curled brown hair low on her mound, her pussy lips visible as she wiggled her legs alternately to let her panties work down her legs. She lifted first one leg and then the other, her actions spreading her legs slightly and giving me an even better look at her lips. I sat there with my voice frozen as she slowly stepped into the lacy panties and slid them up her legs. She pulled them up and let the elastic snap to her hips before making a slow turn, showing off her almost completely bare ass to me.
"Damn." I muttered as she turned back around, my cock now so hard I thought it was going to bust right out of my shorts.
"So what do you think?" She asked quietly as she slowly began to climb onto the sofa from in front of me, her legs straddling mine as she slowly walked them closer to my hips.
"Un real." I answered, my eyes staring at the purple lace covering her pussy.
"They feel very silky too. Wanna feel." She asked as she gently pulled my hands from the waistband of my shorts, placing one on her bare thigh and the other against the silky lace material. She slowly stroked my fingers up and down the material covering her mound before turning my hand over and gently pushing it between her legs, my fingers feeling the heat of her wet pussy. "Mmmmmmmm that feels nice. Just keep doing that." She practically whispered as she let go of both of my hands.
I continued to slowly stroke my fingers back and forth across her pussy, the material becoming quickly saturated from my touch. I barely noticed her hands slide down to my hips, hooking her fingers into the waist of my shorts and underwear.
"I bet that would feel good against your big hard cock." She said huskily as she pulled on my shorts, working them down in front enough to free my rigid shaft, but not get them all the way down because I was sitting on them.
"This is not a good idea." I said, pulling my hand from between her legs and reaching for my shorts.
"I know. You have to lift up for me to get them off. Otherwise they're in the way."
"That isn't what I meant."
"You can take them off or I can. Your choice, but one way or the other they're coming off."
"Why?" I asked as I tried to pull them back up while her hands moved to close around my now exposed dick.
"Because I want to feel this sliding back and forth across my hot wet pussy. I know you want it. I know you think I'm hot and sexy. Just relax and let me play. We're both adults, it's legal and I've wanted it for so long."
"So long?"
"Uh huh. I wanted to do it before but couldn't."
"Before when?" I groaned as she slowly stroked her hands up and down the length of my shaft, slowly twisting them as she did so.
"Remember the campout when we did the canoe training for the second trip up to the boundary waters and we threw you in the water?"
"The one we did after we did your birthday party? Yeah, I remember."
"Yeah, big number eighteen...You had to go off into the bushes to change?"
"Yeah...I remember." I said hesitantly.
"We all peaked and saw you naked while you were changing. You must have been turned on because you were sticking out pretty far. That night we were all talking about how big your cock was. Mandy even started masturbating in the tent while we were talking about it. After we went to sleep I did too. I had two fingers sliding in and out of my pussy, laying there picturing you kneeling over the top of me sliding your big fat cock in and out of me until I came. Ever since then I've wanted to feel you for real. Now's my chance...and it's a whole lot bigger than I remember it out there."
"You girls all peaked at me?"
"Uh huh. We all snuck around the path until we could see through a gap in the bushes. Julie went to the car for something and didn't catch us so we got to watch the whole time you were drying off and changing into your shorts."
"I never knew."
"Well, now you do." She said as she let go of my cock and moved her hands to the dress bunched around her waist. She pulled the stretchy material up, peeling it up her body until she pulled it over her head. She tugged her arms out of it and tossed it on the sofa next to us, leaving her dressed in only the panties, stockings, heels and a very lacy revealing bra.
She lowered her hands to my hips and grabbed my shorts again, tugging on the waist. "If you want to see my tits you're going to have to help. It's not like you're hiding anything, I mean I already have your dick in my hands."
"There is that." I said, giving in and hoping this didn't come back to bite me later. The fact was, I really did want to see her tits and she did have my cock out. I lifted my hips and she slid my shorts and underwear down as far as she could with where she was sitting on my legs.
As soon as she had then down she scooted forward, sliding her lace covered pussy along my shaft as she pinned it between our bodies. "Would you like to take my bra off?" She cooed as she put her hands on the back of the sofa on either side of my chair and lifted herself so her big tits were sticking almost in my face.
"With pleasure." I answered as I slid my hands up her bare sides, my fingers just barely skimming her skin. I traced the line of the bra strap around her back and then deftly flicked the four hooks holding it around her, letting the material snap apart and around her sides. She gave her shoulders a little wiggle and the tiny shoulder straps fell off, allowing the bra to slide down her arms and lay across my face. One at a time she moved her arms to pull them out of the loops and then settled back with her large tits inches from my face.
"Nice." I whispered as I cupped each large firm breast, reaching my tongue out to tease first one and then the other large oblong areola before sucking her large hard nipple into my mouth.
"Ohhhhhh yes." She moaned as I swirled my tongue around and around her nipple, periodically sucking each one into my mouth and then nibbling the tip with my teeth. "I've had quite a few boys play with my tits but no one ever made them feel like this!" She moaned softly into my ear as she leaned her head down to kiss the side of my face.
I felt her shift her weight, her tits blocking my vision of what she was doing, and my hands more than busy cupping both luscious tits. I felt her lean down a bit more, making me have to stretch slightly to keep her nipple in my mouth, but was rewarded with the feeling of her slender fingers teasing the head of my cock.
"Ohhhhhhh" I moaned softly around her tit as I felt the wetness of her pussy envelope the tip of my cock and nestle into her small tunnel opening. She pushed herself back slowly, gasping with each breath as her tunnel slowly stretched to allow my head to slip inside. Finally I felt the pressure change as my mushroom head popped inside, now feeling her tight tunnel squeeze and tease me.
"Oh my god." She gasped as she sat there, not moving, my fat shaft barely inside her. "God you are so big." She moaned as she began to make tiny little bounces, only a half an inch or so at first, but then slowly growing longer as more and more of me slipped inside her as it was lubricated by her juices.
"Uhhh God!" I gasped as I felt the end of her tunnel press against the tip of my cock, putting pressure in all the right places.
"You can say that again." She moaned as she started sliding slowly up and down my shaft. "I feel like I'm going to cum any second and I've never climaxed just from having a cock inside me before."
"That's good then isn't it?" I half moaned as my cock swelled and my balls started to tighten, my explosion inching closer much faster than I would have expected.
"OHHHH GOD here it comes!" She screamed as her whole body shook and quaked, her pussy convulsing around my fat dick. She tried to keep bouncing up and down, pulling her sexy tits away from my face as she leaned more upright. I watched her body flush pink as her orgasm ran through her body, teasing every part of her inside and out for what seemed like five minutes. Finally she settled on my still rock hard cock, panting for breath.



"What's your favorite position?" She asked quietly.
"You mean besides the one we're in?"
"Yeah, besides this one. I know you haven't cum yet." She said, leaning toward me and pressing her hard nipples into my chest and leaning her face down to kiss mine. "I want to feel you cum inside me. Will you do that?"
"Yeah. Just keep going if you want." I said, squeezing her tits slightly.
"Oh I have a better idea." She said as she pulled off my raging cock and climbed off the chair. She slipped the panties off and turned around, backing up toward me. She pushed the foot support down so I was sitting on the sofa more like a chair than a recliner and eased back over me, pushing my knees together and reaching between her legs. She grabbed my cock and rubbed it around her pussy before sitting down on my lap, facing away from me.
I reached around her and held her tits, teasing her nipples as she put her hands on my knees and began to bounce up and down my shaft.
"Ohhhh damn!" I groaned as her tight tunnel began to massage my cock back toward where it had been...inches from exploding inside her.
"That's it. Cum for me. I want to feel your hot juices filling me up. I've wanted this for so long...Come for me baby!" She urged in a soft sultry voice.
"Not long." I grunted as my hips lifted to meet her strokes, her ass slapping down on my thighs rhythmically.
"That's it. I can feel you getting fatter. I'm waiting. Fill me with your hot cum!" She said louder.
"OH SHIT!" I moaned seconds before my body spasmed and sent the first shot of hot cum up into her pussy.
"YES YES!" She screamed, wiggling her ass around on my lap, her pussy convulsing around my spurting shaft. Time and again my body jerked, sending another spurt of cum into her until she fell back against me, both of us gasping for breath.
"God that was good." I said quietly as I let my fingers stroke up and down her body, occasionally circling her hard nipples.
"That was better than good. God... I want more though." She said, turning her face to mine and twisting her body around so she could kiss me.
"That might have to wait a bit." I answered between kisses as my softening cock slipped from her.
"That's ok. I'm sure I can get it up again if that's what you want."
"I wouldn't complain at all." I answered her.
With a huge smile she lifted herself off my cock and turned around, kneeling on the floor in front of me. She gently pressed my knees apart and slipped between them, lowering her face to my softened and cum covered cock while she looked up at me to watch my reactions. She opened her mouth and slowly enveloped my whole cock, sucking it into her mouth and letting her tongue swirl it around inside her. She slowly pulled back, letting my softened shaft stretch before it finally slipped from her mouth.
With a grin she leaned back in again, this time using one hand to gently scrape her nails down the top of my thigh and then back up the inside, stopping only when her hand had cupped both balls. She closed her mouth around my shaft again and sucked on me, sliding her mouth back again. Time and again she leaned in and then sucked my softened cock into her mouth before pulling back. It wasn't many minutes before her strokes had to be longer, my cock slowly hardening as she sucked.
"I know you came in me, but would you like to lick my cunt? I've dreamed of having your mouth on my clit so many times."
"Sure." I answered, pushing her back and standing up. I kicked my shorts the rest of the way off and turned her around pushing her back against the sofa. Making her sit down, I reached down and pulled the handle to let the foot support up. Using the foot support to hold her ass up as she lay back on the sofa section, I knelt down and spread her legs.
Her pussy looked simply wonderful. She had full meaty outer lips that were fat and engorged with desire, and soft feathery inner lips that were barely peaking out at me. I smiled to myself as I reached around her thighs and between her legs to spread her pussy apart with my fingers, exposing more of her soft lips.
I reached out with my tongue, gently teasing her wet lips apart and sliding up the length of them until I could feel her hard clit right at the top.
"OHHHHH My god!" She moaned loudly as I started the next pass, driving my tongue into her farther, tasting both of our cum mixed together. I let my tongue find her hard clit and flick across it, her whole body jerking like it had been shocked. "OHHH GOD!" She squealed, her hands grabbing for my head and trying to pull me harder against her pussy.
Time and again I stroked my tongue up her slit, each time spending longer and longer teasing her clit before going back for another stroke, her body withering and wiggling each time.
"OH god you are teasing me so bad! God I want to cum!!!!" She pleaded as I again pulled away.
"You do?"
"God yes!"
"Ok." I answered simply as I pushed a finger into her tight pussy and curled it upward.
"What...are...you...doing?" She squealed, her hands grabbing for the sofa and clenching two fists full of the material.
I continued to work my finger back and forth across her tunnel roof, my tongue flicking her exposed clit time and again, her legs now splayed so far apart I no longer needed to hold her lips apart.
"OH SHIT OH SHIT OH SHIT!" She screamed as her whole body convulsed a gush of wet cum squirting out at me and splattering on my neck and chest until it ran down my front and dripped from my rock hard cock onto the hardwood floor. I continued to attack her clit and pussy as she jerked and trembled, her cum shooting out at me several more times before it subsided.
"You still want that fuck?" I asked her as I got to my feet, my chest glistening with her juices and little drips dropping from my balls and cock.
"Oh fuck yes!" She said breathlessly.
"Good, stand up." I commanded.
She climbed from the sofa and I turned her around, bending her over at the waist so she could lean on the sofa cushions. I stepped behind her, rubbing my hard head between her sopping lips as she stepped her feet apart to give me access. I pushed easily into her tight tunnel, my cock lubricated with her juices and her pussy still sopping wet. Holding her hips I began to pump in and out of her, slapping my hips against her ass as I drove my cock in and out like a machine.
I lost track of how long we fucked that way before she reached behind her and pushed me back and my cock out of her pussy. She turned around to face me, pulling my body against hers and reaching her face up to mine. She softly kissed me, teasing my lips apart with her tongue so she could slip it into mine. We stood kissing that way, our hands roaming each other's bodies for long minutes before she slowly pulled away. She jerked the blanket from the sofa onto the floor, quickly spreading it before she turned back and took my hands, pulling me away from the sofa to the middle of the floor. She pulled me down with her onto the blanket, lying back and drawing me down onto her.
"I've dreamed of you fucking me this way since that first night. I want you to make love to me this way so I can see your face when you cum."
"Ok." I answered as I lowered myself between her legs, her hand finding my cock and aiming it at her pussy. I slipped easily back inside her, driving slowly into her until I banged the base of my cock against her hard clit.
"Uhh!" She squeaked with each stroke as my cock jammed into her with long slow strokes. She wrapped her legs around me and kicked her shoes off. She pulled against my ass with her heels and coaxed me to plunge into her faster and harder. I started slapping into her hard, our bodies banging together and her large tits wiggling around as her fingers stroked up and down my chest.
"That's it. I can feel you growing. I know it's coming now. Fill me up again. Give it all to me. Fill my hot little pussy with your fuck juice. Can you picture me laying there in the tent, completely naked; my legs spread apart, your cock plunging into me? Can you picture how hot and wet I was watching you change in the woods? Oh you can...I can feel it. You like the idea I was spying on you? Can you picture me taking my clothes off in the woods too, squatting down and rubbing my pussy as I waited for you to come over and take me? Ohhhh god yes. I can feel your fat cock swelling. You like the idea of fucking my hot little pussy in the woods don't you? All naked, the sun warming us and the wind blowing across our skin...."
"God yes." I gasped as I came ever closer to unloading again.
"Can you picture me slowly taking off my swim suit, sliding the straps down my arms so my tits just show a little bit and then slowly pushing it down, wiggling my hips to work it over them? Maybe I should turn around so you can watch me from behind as I bend over and push it down my legs, stepping out of it and then staying bent over so you can drive that fat cock into my tight little pussy?"
"OHHHHH!" I groaned as my body jerked, sending a shot of hot cum into her tight pussy. "GOD!" I grunted again as surge after surge of cum spurted into her, filling her until it was leaking around my cock and dribbling down her cute ass.
"Yesssss, that's it." She cooed as she pulled me down on top of her, her lips seeking mine for a long soft tender kiss. "Thank you." She whispered with her nose gently brushing mine.
"My pleasure."
"So tell me, before this, had you ever fantasized about taking me like this?" She asked in a whisper.
"Once or twice. Especially on that last trip we made up to the north. If Nancy hadn't been there I might have tried to see you naked. I have a thing for big tits you know and you teased me so badly in that swim suit of yours." I answered with a chuckle.
"So I've found. Well, you can see mine any time you want. All you have to do is promise to play with them like you did before." She said with a giggle.
"We better get up. Never know when my daughter is coming home."
"Too bad. I was enjoying this." She said, giving my butt another pull against her with her heels.
I chuckled as she released me and then climbed off her, holding a hand out to pull her up. She stood in front of me, her big tits brushing my chest. "You're a bit sweaty. Don't you think you should take a shower?" She asked.
"I do need one, but I doubt it would be a good idea to share one." I answered.
"Ohhh don't be a spoil sport." She said, stepping back and bending down to slide her stockings off, finally making her completely naked. She gathered her clothes up, along with mine and took me by the hand and led me back to the bedroom, closing the door behind us. "Now. Let's get you the rest of the way naked." She said as she bent down to undo my running shoes. It only took her a few moments to get me completely naked. She walked toward the master bathroom door, looking over her shoulder and wiggling her ass invitingly. Clearly this was a bad idea, but that idea was pushed out of my mind when she turned around to face me, standing in the door and lifted one leg up to rest it on the door frame and spread her pussy for me, grinning in invitation.
"Ok." I said with a sigh, walking toward her. "But we have to be quiet."
"I can be as quiet as a mouse!" She whispered as she wrapped her arms around my neck and wrapped her raised leg around my body to pull herself against me.
With a chuckle I slid my hands down to her round tight ass and lifted her easily off the ground, her other leg wrapping around me as she giggled. I carried her the rest of the way to the bathroom and then leaned into the shower, with her still wrapped around me, to start the water. I adjusted the temperature and then stepped into the tub, Becky still wrapped around me. She finally released me and stood in the shower with me, her body pressed to mine and her arms clinging to my neck. She stood on her tip toes to kiss me again as she slowly turned us around and around, alternating who was under the warm spray, my hands cupping her firm butt and my cock trapped between us.
After long minutes of her tongue darting into my mouth and her hands roaming my, I could feel my cock start to harden and press against her soft stomach.
"Feels like someone is ready for another go around." She whispered huskily, her lips brushing against mine.
"I have to admit that you're kisses are starting to get my motor running again." I whispered back.
"Well then maybe we should put it someplace where it can get even harder." She said as she turned us so I was under the water. She let go of me and turned herself around, bending over and leaning against the far wall of the shower, her feet spread as far apart as the tub walls would allow.
It only took one look at her arching her back and pushing her pussy out at me to encourage me to stuff it into her again. I crouched myself down slightly and rubbed my head between her lips before nestling it into the entrance of her tunnel. I held her ass tightly as I slowly pushed into her, her own moan drowning out the soft groan I let out at the soft tightness of her pussy enveloping me. I worked in short little strokes, edging the last couple inches into her before I started stroking long quick strokes that smacked my hips against her ass. I looked pulled the curtain part way back, allowing us to watch each other in the huge bathroom mirror over the double sink.
Each stroke slapped into her, making her whole body shake and her tits wiggle and sway tantalizingly. I could see one of her hands teasing a nipple as I pounded into her. At first she watched me slapping against her, but the longer I stroked in and out of her tight pussy the closer she was pushed toward her own climax. I watched as she closed her eyes, her face screwing up and her mouth hanging open as she gasped for air, one of her hands squeezing and pulling the whole front of one of her tits.
"Oh shit...I'm....cum...ing!" She squeaked as her whole body trembled and shook in front of me.
I continued to slap into her until she finally reached behind her and pushed my hips back, disengaging me from her pussy.
"God I just can't take any more." She said with a nervous laugh. "Just too sensitive now."
"That's ok." I answered as she leaned against me to give me another of her long wet kisses.
"I know how to get you to cum though." She whispered before dropping to her knees. She pushed her chest toward my cock and quickly squeezed her tits together around it, making a soft cave of her creamy breasts to slide into. Letting go of her tits for a second with one hand, she squirted some liquid soap all over both her big breasts and then leaned back again, pressing them around me.
You didn't have to tell me what to do...I started pumping my hips, driving my cock up and down in between her tits, my head exposing and disappearing from the soft confines and my balls sliding against her soft stomach. I watched as my head pushed out and retreated again, each time it came out, her tongue snaking out to try and give it a little lick. I lost track of how long I had been stroking into her before I felt my ball tighten. "Gonna cum!" I grunted as my cock swelled even fatter.
"That's it. Give it to me baby!" She cooed over the sound of the water as my cock sprayed a huge shot of cum up into the air. The large white strand of cum flew nearly as high as my face before dropping back to land in her hair, the next shot following close behind. Several strands of cum lanced from my engorged head and spattered on her face, hair and tits before my cock was left oozing the remnants of my climax down its length and onto her tits. She pulled back slightly and used my head like a crayon, drawing my leaking cum around and around each nipple while her other hand slipped between her legs. I watched as she tipped her head back, her mouth dropping open for long seconds before her body jerked again, her fingers teasing her clit to one final orgasm. She let go of my cock and sat on her knees for nearly a minute before allowing me to pull her up and turn her under the water.
"I think I'm fucked out." She said quietly as I rinsed my cum from her hair and face.
"Good, because I think I am too." I answered with a chuckle. I turned the water off and then reached for a towel to dry us, first wiping every inch of her body, stopping to kiss her soft breasts one last time. I helped her over the edge of the tub and then quickly dried myself off. I led her into the bedroom and dressed myself as I watched her slowly pull her stockings on, then stand up and put her high heels on. She put her bra on, letting me watch her every move before finally slipping the tiny pink lace panties on.
"I think these will be our fuck panties. Any time I flash them at you you'll know I want you to fuck me, and I intend on wearing them a LOT!" She said with a giggle. "How's that sound to you?"
"Pretty good to me. I'll look forward to seeing you flash them." I answered as I helped her slip the dress over her head and slide it down her body.
We finished dressing and headed to the family room. We sat on the sofa watching tv for only a few minutes before my daughter came into the house, ending our little tryst.
Before she left, nearly an hour later, she walked through, stopping to give me a goodbye hug. I got up and met her part way across the room and she wrapped her arms around my neck pulling me close. "Thank you." She whispered before saying "Bye Mister C. Hope you had a good Christmas."
"I did. Thanks!" I answered as she pulled away and followed my daughter out the door.
It is one gift exchange I won't ever forget, and just maybe I'll have a chance to try some of this massage cream on her sexy little body.
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Family reunions can be fun. I mean what's not to like about a family reunion? You get to see people that you may not see otherwise for years at a time, and you get to reconnect with family from all over the country. That is of course, unless you are not really part of the family. No, I haven't been excommunicated from my family; quite the contrary, I am part of a kind of second family. My kids are extremely close to another family's kids, and their mom is my wife's best friend. They are at our house almost as much as their own, and I regularly run errands and do favors for their mom. The standing joke is that their mom is my second wife, without certain benefits, unfortunately. Our two families are so close that we are considered part of their extended family, and as such we are invited to their family reunion every year.
It is fun, the gold standard for family reunions. They do a two day reunion every year around Independence Day that usually includes a float trip, bar-b-que, and fireworks display. I have gotten to know much of the extended family and made friends with quite a few. I have watched many of the kids grow up over the years and some of the young ladies blossom into very good looking young women.
One of the young ladies that seemed to enjoy hanging close to me over the years was, Beth, who this year showed up at the swimming hole wearing a very tiny bikini! I couldn't help but notice that she had dropped at least 30 pounds off her 28 year old body, and definitely couldn't help but notice that what passed for her bikini top barely contained her 38 D chest. I was just glad I was standing in waist deep water so my wife couldn't see the suddenly growing bulge in my trunks.
I've known Beth since she was maybe ten or so? I watched her go through her high school dating years, get married, her marriage turn rocky and finally end in divorce a couple years back. Now a single mom, she has her hands full, and I am pleased that she has managed to keep a positive outlook on life through all the trouble. Last year though she seemed quite down in the dumps and for reasons I never quite understood, she latched on to me like she had in her younger years and spent much of the two days as close to me as she could manage. We sat for hours before the fireworks display and she talked freely about all her troubles, including losing her recently acquired boyfriend. She seemed happy to just get it all off her ample chest, and I guess I was safe, being close enough to be family but not quite family.
But this year she seemed to be in much higher spirits, and skimpier clothing as she tossed her wrap and towel onto a lawn chair and stepped into the warm lake water.
"Well, Hello Mike!" She said cheerfully as she waded deeper into the lake toward me.
"Beth! Good to see you! I didn't know you had gotten here."
"Just rolled in a little bit ago. Had to get the kids all settled into the bunkhouse and then change. As hot as it is out today I thought a swim was a good place to start!" She said as she dipped herself under the water and then back up again, water cascading off her body and suit as she leaned her head back and squeezed the water out of her long brown hair. The material slowly absorbed the water running down her large chest and what started out as an opaque white bikini was growing somewhat less opaque by the moment. Her face broke into a small smile as she watched where my eyes were glued; knowing full well what affect the water was having on the material. Within a minute the suit had absorbed enough to allow me to see the darkness of her areola and the hardness of her nipples hiding behind the tiny triangles of fabric. Not that the top came anywhere close to covering the bulk of her creamy breasts to start with. "I take it you like my new suit?" She asked almost coyly.
"Uh I guess you could say that. It certainly does look good on you, what there is of it, that is." I said a bit nervously, glad that we were standing out of earshot of anyone else at the moment.
She looked over her shoulder to confirm that no one could really see anything but her back, and then looked straight at my eyes. Her hands slid up her stomach to the round bottoms of her breasts, and cupped them gently. "I'm glad you like it. I got it new just for you." She practically whispered as she gently stroked the curves under the white material. "I know you want to see more though, don't you?" She asked a little quiver of nervousness in her voice.
"Well, I have to say that I'm already seeing a whole lot more than I would have ever thought." I answered, watching her fingers slowly stroke back and forth along the bottoms of her creamy white breasts.
"So you like what you see?" She asked again, the tremble in her voice now showing in her fingers as they slowly moved up the curve of her breasts until they were teasing the bottom edge of the white material.
"Very much!" Was all I could say as I watched her fingers work slowly back and forth as well as upward, slowly pushing the white material up her breasts, exposing more and more of them by the second. My dick was also responding to her actions, growing harder by the second inside my suit, and more than likely quite visible to her just below the water's surface.
"Then you should really enjoy this." She whispered a bit more boldly as her fingers pushed the material up and over her nipples, not stopping until the triangles of material were well up her breasts, each of them now fully exposed to my stare. They were easily D cup, with only a little bit of sag, each one topped with a slightly oval shaped areola and a round hard nipple as big around at the tip of my finger, but slightly shorter. I watched as she gently stroked each nipple with her fingers first once, and then a second time, before taking hold of the material of her top and pulling it down as she let herself sink into the water. She moved a step closer to me under the water as she fixed her top, only her head above the surface of the lake. Her hands reached for my legs as they let go of her now straightened top, and slid up my thighs until she reached the legs of my swim trunks. My heart pounded, and I stood frozen as her hands snuck up the legs of my suit, worming into the mesh pouch to enclose my hard cock in her hands.
"Oh damn!" I breathed quietly as she stroked my cock inside my suit. "But we really need to stop this before someone sees." I told her nervously.
"If you insist!" She answered with a smile as she withdrew her hands from the legs of my suit. "I'm sure we will get to see each other a bit more later!" she said with a wink. She stood back up, turned and bent over to swim toward shore. She pushed her butt out as she bent at the waist and pressed her round rear against my raging hard on, making me wish I could just grab her hips and pull her down my shaft.
"Oh God." I breathed as she pushed away and swam toward shore. She climbed out of the water and covered herself with the wrap she had brought down. "Good thing too, with all the kids around." I thought to myself as I sunk into the water and pushed myself toward the swim platform anchored in deeper water. I hauled myself up the ladder and flopped onto platform, water streaming off my body into a growing puddle. My mind was filled with thoughts running in as many directions as the tendrils of water I was laying in as I fell asleep in the warm sunshine.
I could feel her wetness as my fingers softly and gently stroked between her wet lips. I could almost feel her touch and lips pressing against mine as I stroked her closer to climax, the scent of her arousal strong in my nostrils. My cock throbbed and jumped as it desired to replace my fingers with itself, filling her sexy pussy with its fullness. I could hear her quiet moans as my fingers teased her lips and clit closer to climax. I could feel the gentle rock of the platform below me as my mind began to slowly process more than just its dream world. The quiet moan in my ears and the smell of arousal were no fantasy. Neither was the soft wetness my fingers were buried in. I could feel her weight lying on my arm as the sun warmed my body, her weight changing on my arm as her hips gently bucked in minuscule movements. I looked over to see Beth laying on the platform, face down, her head laying on her arms, pointed toward me, her eyes closed and her tongue gently licking her lips.
I looked down to see my arm disappearing under her, my hand apparently in the front of her tiny white bikini and my fingers curled up between her lips.
"Oh yes!" she whispered softly as her body stiffened and shuddered, her juices flooding over my fingers as her climax washed over her trim body. I wasn't exactly sure how she had managed to get my fingers in her pants without me waking up or it being seen, but she had. I guess I couldn't blame her, but now I was damn horny for her and really wanted to just roll her over and fuck her silly. Not that that could happen out here. Not with everyone watching.
"Thank you. And I know exactly what you are thinking. I wish I could just climb on top of you and ride you until you explode deep inside me." She whispered as she lifted herself up in her elbows so her tits were just barely touching the decking.
I gently pulled my wet fingers from her pussy and bikini bottoms, resisting the temptation to sniff her juices. She looked at me longingly, and then stood up, pulling on her panties as she stepped across me on her way toward the ladder. Her bottoms were pulled enough to the side to provide me a look right up at her spread wet lips, which I am sure was her intention.
I groaned quietly to myself as she knelt down by the ladder, bending over to splash some water on herself. Her actions pushed her bare pussy out at me spreading her even farther. I so wanted to just roll over and drive into her. If her intent was to tease me into wanting her, she had long since succeeded.
"Hope you enjoyed the view!" She said quietly as she turned around and lowered herself down the ladder and into the water. "Maybe later you can have a bit more of it."
"I hope!" I whispered back as her head disappeared below the deck level. I lost sight of her as she swam around the platform, but was able to watch her almost naked body swim all the way to shore, where she walked out, picked up a towel and wrapped it around her body, covering her exposing swim suit. It took several long minutes for me to compose myself enough to get into the water and head for shore myself. Dinner would be soon and I thought maybe it was a good time to go change into regular clothes, and hopefully keep my now almost perpetual hard on hidden a bit better.
Dinner was your typical bar-b-que fare, hamburgers, hot dogs, bratwurst, etc. After dinner games continued with some volleyball, washer toss and the like. Of course the perpetual conversations continued as the evening grew closer to night. One of the highlights each year was the fireworks. All the families chipped in and the boys bought a bunch of fireworks to set off. This year was a bit more than seven hundred dollars in fireworks, not counting all the buy-one-get-one-free stuff. As usual it was shaping up to be a long and impressive display.
As darkness descended on the group, the boys set up the fireworks on the far side of the lake and multitude of family gathered on the near side. I sat in my usual spot, down near the lake with my wife and her best friend. It wasn't long before Beth tapped my shoulder and then walked away, obviously wanting me to follow her into the darkness.
I waited a few moments and then made some excuse about deciding to make a trip to the bathroom real quick. It didn't take me long to find where Beth had headed off to, up behind the main group, shielded from almost everyone by some low bushes.
"About time. I'm still waiting for you to fuck me!" She whispered as she pulled her very short skirt up and showed me her shaved mound. She turned around and bent over, resting her hands on her knees, pushing her ass out at me in open invitation.
Probably wasn't the best idea or place, but I was too turned on to even think about turning this one down. I took one more nervous look around and then back to her bare ass. She looked back at me invitingly while I undid my shorts and let them fall around my ankles, leaving my raging hard on half sticking out of my skimpy bikini underwear. I pushed the front of my briefs down, freeing my hard cock and shuffled myself the few inches it took to be able to rub the head of my cock up and down her wet slit. I took my time, enjoying the silky feel of her wet lips caressing my mushroom head before letting it engage into her hot tunnel. I allowed some of my weight to press against her, slowly pushing my head into her hot wetness. I sunk only a couple inches into her before the dryness of my shaft had grabbed her lips and slowed my progress. I pulled myself out slowly, leaving only my head in her tight confines before pressing in again. Each slow stroke drove me deeper and deeper into her until my head was pressing against the end of her tight tunnel and my hips were pressed to her bare ass.
"Oh God!" She moaned quietly, her voice mostly drowned out by the booms of the fireworks. Her tight pussy gripped my shaft as I plunged in and out of her wet tunnel, the tightness caressing my head and teasing the sensitive spot under my head as she rocked her hips in time with my strokes. My hands squeezed her ass as I used it for a handle, pulling her back into me as my strokes became more and more powerful.
"Oh shit!" I groaned louder than I would have preferred as I felt her body convulsing, her already tight tunnel spasming around my cock. The sensations pushed me over the brink and my cock began spurting shot after shot of hot cum into her waiting pussy. Each shot drove my cock hard into her as my body jerked uncontrollably. I saw fireworks mixed with stars in my vision as my body surrendered to the incredible sensations it was feeling. I lost track of time while my body slowly regained control, and awareness of my surroundings. I found myself, standing, panting and sweating, my cock still stuffed into Beth's hot pussy, my chest pressed to her back and my arms around her, gently caressing and playing with her hard nipples while she held her shirt up above her now exposed breasts.
"I think it might be good to straighten ourselves." I whispered as I gave her nipples one final tweak and then stepped back to pull my slowly shrinking dick from her pussy.
"I suppose." She said as she dropped her shirt and smoothed her skirt, turning to kneel down in front of me and grab my shorts. She pulled them part way up my legs and reached with her hand to grasp my cock, quickly leaning forward and sucking it into her mouth. She licked and sucked it for several minutes, releasing it after it had been adequately cleaned, and then went back to pulling my shorts up. I fastened them as she stood up, looking up into my face, hers illuminated by the fireworks bursting overhead. "Thank you!" She whispered, before lifting herself up to plant a quick kiss on my lips. With that she turned and walked away, slipping into the darkness and leaving me standing alone, wondering what I had just done.
Fortunately my wife didn't quiz me too much on where I was during the fireworks. In fact, she hadn't seemed to miss me at all, since someone else had "borrowed" my chair. I thanked my good fortune, and walked off with her to call it a night. The next morning was going to be the family float trip.
Once the lights went out and we were finally settled into one of the many beds of the bunkhouse, my wife very uncharacteristically, snuggled up.
"You know. For some reason I am really turned on, how about you?" She whispered to me while she slipped her leg over mine and brushed her nose gently against my cheek. Her bare tits pressed against my arm and I could feel her hard nipple pressing into my bicep.
"Some." I replied as quietly, moving my arm around her shoulders and pulling her tightly to me so those tits I loved so much could press against my bare side and chest.
"I would think you were very horny. Especially after Beth wore that tiny little bikini today. "
"Oh Yeah...I almost forgot about that."
"Yeah right. You're such a horrible liar." She whispered with a giggle. "I saw her go out to the swim platform and step right across you... twice. Not only that, that suit was practically see though on top. You're not really going to tell me you didn't see her tits showing though."
"Well, there was that." I whispered back as she rubbed her leg up and down mine.
"What would you do if I stepped over you wearing one of those tiny bikinis?" She asked quietly.
"Oh gee. Probably pull you down onto me and eat that sexy pussy."
"And did you want to do that to her?"
"I don't know. I didn't really think about it."
"God you are such a liar. Your hard on right now tells me that you most certainly did think about it!"
"Well, maybe a little."
"Maybe a little huh? I bet it was a lot more than a little." She said quietly as she moved her leg. She rustled under the covers a moment and then rolled slowly over my body until she was kneeling across me, her naked tits hanging in my face. "I think you were a bad boy. What should we do with a bad boy? Hmmmm. Maybe as punishment you should lick my pussy till you make me come!"
"Oh you do, do you?" I whispered as I reached my hands up to her D size tits and cupped each one, squeezing them into cones that made her large nipples point out at me. I slowly licked each nipple in turn, teasing my tongue around and around before finally sucking each nipple into my mouth and sucking as much of it into my mouth as I could.
"Mmmmmmm that's a nice start." She whispered as she arched her back and lowered her tits toward my face a bit more.
"You like that?" I asked as went back to sucking from one nipple to the other.
"Oh I do. But I really want that that magic tongue on my clit."
"Mmmmph" Was all I could say around the nipple I was sucking on.
"Oh...You need me to move? I can fix that!" She said in a low almost growl that I hadn't heard from her in years. She pulled her tits out of my reach and grabbed the sill of the window over the bed. She walked her knees up next to my body, dragging her already sopping wet pussy lips along my stomach and chest as she worked closer to my face. I reached for her round rear and pulled her close to me, letting her knees work up the pillows until her wet lips were hovering inches from my mouth.
I reached my tongue out and gently teased the edges of her lips, just letting the tip of my tongue spread them slightly. I lifted my head a little and let my tongue press a bit farther into her, slowly dragging it up her slit until it bounced gently across her hard clit.
"Oh shit!" She breathed as her body shuddered in my hands.
I grinned to myself and pressed my tongue back into her again, deeper this time, so my tongue pressing into the entrance to her velvety tunnel. Slowly I drew her wetness up the length of her pussy, finding her hard clit and letting my tongue flick back and forth across it. I grinned again as I heard her moan softly and her butt twitch and shudder in my hands as my tongue teased her clit time and again. Within minutes of starting my attentions, she was trying to rock her hips to grind herself harder into my face, her body craving the release that my tongue was bringing closer by the minute.
My wife and I have been together a long time, and to be honest, I couldn't remember her being this turned on or active in many years. I sucked her clit between my lips and squeezed it gently while I attacked it with my tongue, my pinky finger teasing her little rosebud.
"OH GOD!" she gasped suddenly, followed by a long loud groan as her body shook and twitched, her juices flooding over my face with much more volume and force than I could ever remember. She pressed her pussy hard to my face, grinding her lips against my chin as her body rocked and shook above me. After what seemed like an eternity, she pulled back enough that I could breathe again.



I let go of her clit and gasped for breath beneath her as she panted for breath herself.
"Damn!" She said quietly as she began moving her knees down my body again, slowly working her pussy down my body. "Where did that come from?"
"You tell me!" I answered, still trying to catch my breath.
"I wish I knew!" She said as she lowered herself from the window sill and lowered her tits down to my chest. I felt her hand slip around behind her and grasp my rock hard cock, pulling it the rest of the way from the underwear that wasn't really containing it any longer. She rubbed its leaking head slowly and tantalizingly up and down her slit, my balls still trapped inside my bikini underwear. Without another word, she pressed herself back down more, driving my cock slowly into her still sensitive pussy. "Oh lord... Geez!" She breathed heavily.
"Oh Yes!" I groaned as I began bucking my hips up and down, driving my cock in and out of her wet pussy. "Ride me! God yes like that!" I encouraged as she began to rock her hips up and down in time with my thrusts. The bed squeaked quietly as we rocked in time, my impending climax slowly approaching.
"That's it honey. Cum in me! I want to feel you cum!"
I wasn't at all used to hearing her say even this much, and it had the effect she apparently wanted. With a long groan, my body bucked up, driving my dick into her until I lifted her off the bed, my cum spurting deep into her. Time and again my hips lifted her and my cock filled her, until I lay panting, my slowly shrinking cock slipping from her and releasing our flood of juices. "Damn!" I panted.
"I'll say!" She answered equally breathless as she rolled off of my body and lay next to me, a leg over mine and her head resting on my chest. We fell asleep that way, both of us more satisfied that I could remember in years.
The next morning we over slept, and had to scramble to get dressed and ready to go on the float trip. Overslept was a relative term, since it was only seven in the morning, and the two of us had been up a tad later than we usually were. As she climbed out of bed completely naked I was disappointed that we didn't have time for a replay of the previous night. I was even more disappointed as I watched her tits swinging around while she bent over to pull her swim suit up her legs. She looked over at me and it only took me a second to see what had attracted her attention, since I was having some difficulty tucking my already hard dick into my suit as I pulled it up.
"Well, we know what you have on your mind this morning!" She said with an almost girlish giggle.
"Yeah. More of last night!" I said as I stepped around the bed to where she was standing and wrapped my arms around her, cupping her as yet uncovered breasts in my hands.
"Yeah...I know you. You're just thinking of Beth's tits showing through that bikini yesterday!"
"That's not fair!" I said as I kissed her neck, and stroked her nipples.
She pulled my hands away and went about pulling her swim suit up over her breasts. "I suppose if last night is what I get for letting you look at her tits...I might just have to let you look a little bit more."
"Yeah... Like you're going to do that!" I said with a chuckle. "Besides... I like these right here!" I said cupping her now swim suit covered tits with my hands again.
"I know you like 'em. As long as they're the only ones you touch you bad boy!" She teased, putting her hands over mine and pulling them tight to her tits.
I wasn't at all sure that I had seen her act this way before at all. In fact, last time she caught me even looking at another woman's tits that were accidently exposed, she got quite pissed off at me. I was at a loss to understand exactly what was going on with her.
"We better go before we get left behind!" she said, reaching her hand down between us and squeezing my hard cock through my swim suit. "And make sure this stays good and hard for me later!"
"I'll see what I can do!"
"Oh. With all the bikini's going on this float trip, I'm sure your dirty little mind will find some way to stay entertained."
"I'm sure it will." I said with a chuckle as she pulled away and walked to the bedroom door. Once outside the bedroom the bunkhouse seemed to be a bedlam of activity. With so many people getting ready to go, eating breakfast, changing into swim suits, standing in line for the bathroom...which was exactly where I was headed.
It took almost ten minutes to finally get my turn at the bathroom, and I began to wonder if it wouldn't have just been easier to go pee on a tree outside. Finally I got my turn, and headed into the bathroom, throwing the latch on the door leading to the main room. As I pulled down my suit and sat down on the toilet I idly wondered who was lucky enough to get the bedroom that had its own door to the bathroom. I finished up my business, and was in the process of pulling my swim suit back up when that academic question got surprisingly answered. Without warning, the bathroom door to the adjacent bedroom flew open and a young woman, in her late twenties, ran into the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her.
"Ohhh! God I'm Sorry!" She said in a squeaky voice. "But if I don't get to go now I'm going to pee myself, and she said that it would be ok!" The words flying from her nonstop as she dropped the towel, revealing her completely naked body only feet from me. She was somewhat shorter than I was, thin with nice curves. Her B cup tits were completely without tan lines, and her pink areola and large puffy nipples begged to be sucked. My eyes traveled down to her shaved mound as she sat down on the toilet, her legs spread enough to reveal her lips and the stream that began flowing from her. She stared at my hardening cock, now only a couple feet from her face, my suit paused around my thighs. "Ohhhh Thank you!" She sighed, the sound of her pee back dropping her comment. I stood in shock, staring at her completely naked body, wondering how I managed to end up in this somewhat awkward situation.
"Uh yeah." I mumbled, thinking that I should finish pulling my swim suit up, but not quite able to get my hands to move, or my eyes to tear away from her sexy little body.
"Oh...Honest I'm sorry!" She said looking at my hardening cock as my hands finally found managed to move again, trying to tuck my now mostly hard cock into my suit as I pulled it up.
I tried to remember her name, but was at a loss for what it was and just who's daughter it was. Just when I thought I couldn't get more uncomfortable, her hand reached out and wrapped around my cock, now well outlined in my suit, and gave it a squeeze.
"Nice cock. Maybe I can repay the favor at some point." She said with a seductively low voice before releasing it and standing up, still naked. She turned and flushed the toilet, bending at the waist to get her towel off the floor, and pushing her bare pussy out at me at the same time. Her ass pressed against my front, nestling my hard cock between her cheeks, while she continued to bend to pick up the towel. With a small wiggle up and down, she rubbed her wet pussy against my suit front before pulling away and turning, wrapping herself in the towel at the same time. "Yeah...Definitely need to pay you back for the favor!" She said as she walked out the door, closing it softly behind her.
I stood there for half a heartbeat, trying to gather my thoughts before the bathroom door to the main room knocked, and some lady asked if I was done yet. I gathered myself up and walked to the door, hoping my hard on wouldn't be quite so noticeable. I opened the door and the lady that was next in line, stared at me for a second, and then dropped her eyes to my suit and the hard shaft not quite hidden in it.
"Thank you!" She said with a half grin, stepping by me and letting her hand brush across the front of my suit as she did.
"You're welcome." I said under my breath as I headed for the kitchen, still needing to find some food. I did my best to try to keep my...problem, out of sight while I filled a plate with scrambled eggs, some sausage and toast. After filling a glass with milk, I made my way to the table and sat down.
"Well stud...did you enjoy the little gift I sent you?" Beth said as she slid into the seat next to me, wearing some kind of a wrap that went from her armpits to her thighs.
"You sent? I wondered who told her it would be ok to sneak around the line that way." I said as I shoveled some more eggs into my mouth and willed my finally reduced cock to stay that way.
"Yeah. I thought Tina would be a nice wake-up for you. Did you enjoy the view? I told her that you wouldn't mind as long as she was naked. You didn't mind... did you?" She asked with a crooked grin.
"Uh, no. I didn't mind." I answered her quietly as her hand slipped into my lap under the table and gave my cock a squeeze.
"I didn't think so." She said as she turned slightly toward me in her chair and leaned close to me. "I better go get dressed. Can't walk around naked all day, can I?"
"Well I suppose you could try. I mean that suit you had on yesterday was pretty close to it." I said quietly with a chuckle.
"Oh sweetie...You aint seen nothing yet. I saved the best for you for today." She whispered as she got up, her hand stroking my bare chest a she moved away.
I was still trying to get myself composed after the instant images of her taking off that swim suit from the day before, when my wife sat down across from me. "You better eat up. Looks like most everyone is starting to head to the cars."
"Yep. Just a minute." I said as I went back to scarfing down the end of my breakfast. "Is everything we need in the car or do I still need to fill the cooler?"
"Looks like there's plenty loaded already. If you don't mind, I'm going to ride out with Linda. I want to finish talking about the map stuff we started talking about last night."
"Oh...Ok. No Problem." I said as I finished up the last bite of eggs.
"Great!" She said getting up and walking around the table to give me a quick kiss before heading toward the front door.
I took my plate to the sink and downed the last of my milk. After a last trip to the bedroom to grab our bag of swim stuff, I headed to my car, a fairly new Chevy Traverse, while everyone started dividing up between cars. I was going to have plenty of room from the look of it, since no one else was migrating toward my car. I climbed in and started up, expecting to drive out to the canoe place alone.
"Mind if I join you?" Beth asked as she opened the passenger door. "I don't have a ride yet."
"Sure. Hop in." I answered as she tossed a fat bag of stuff into floorboard. She slid into the passenger seat, wearing the wrap she had on at the breakfast table. "So, did you manage to get yourself dressed to go?" I asked her as we pulled out toward the end of the line of cars heading out.
"Well, I did run a little short of time." She said coyly.
"Really? Just how short?"
"Ohhh This short!" She answered, her fingers pulling on the tie that held the wrap around her body. Within moments she was sitting with the wrap open and not a stitch of clothes on. "I was just so horny that I didn't have time to get dressed. I was way too busy playing with my pussy, thinking about how your hot dick feels inside me." She said as she lifted one leg and placed it on the dash in front of her, pushing her other knee as far apart as it would go. Her hand fiddled around on the side of the seat until it reclined back, leaving her in an almost laying position with her pussy spread wide. "God I want your cock in me again!" She said in a low voice, the fingers of one hand teasing her pussy while the other hand began pulling on her nipples.
"Lord." I said to myself as her fingers pushed into her pussy with a loud squishing sound.
"You know...I want you to fuck me again so bad!" She groaned loudly as her fingers slipped in and out of her pussy. She lifted her other foot to the dash and began humping her hips up and down in the seat as I drove down the two lane highway. "Oh God!" She moaned as her hand pulled her nipples, stretching first one and then the other, her fingers furiously stroking in and out of her pussy in time with her hips. "Oh yes! Fuck me harder!" She cried as her fingers assaulted her pussy. The inside of car smelled of sex and pussy as her body trembled and bucked in orgasm. "YES!" She cried loudly as her hand pulled from her tit and reached for my lap, grabbing my hard dick and pulling it roughly through my suit.
Her body had barely finished shaking and she was rolling onto her knees in the passenger seat, her head aimed for my lap while she struggled to push my suit low enough to get my cock out. "God I want you to fuck me so bad!" She panted as she finally got me out and began stroking me, the precum already leaking from watching her. She wrapped her lips around my head and her tongue worked around and around it, seeking the sensitive spot under it and teasing it even harder, it that were possible. Her hand and mouth slid up and down my shaft, coating it with her saliva and alternately driving my head down her throat or teasing it with her tongue. It was all I could do to maintain control on the windy two lane highway as she worked me closer and closer to climax.
"I don't know if this is a good idea!" I grunted, trying to hump my hips up toward her mouth, but held in place by my seat belt.
"Afraid you're going to wreck?" She asked from my lap.
"Maybe!" I grunted knowing that her actions had me almost to the peak.
"Well...don't!" She said, going back to work on my cock.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted, trying to keep the car centered in my lane while my dick exploded in her mouth, pumping shot after shot of hot cum deep into her throat. She gagged for a second and then went to work swallowing every drop that I produced. I'm sure whoever was following us wondered why all of a sudden I had trouble with the curves, and I was actually happy to hit a straight stretch.
"Hmmmm that tasted good!" Beth said as she licked the last of my cum and then rolled herself back into the passenger seat.
"Thank you. That was....unexpected!" I said as I tried to get my breath back.
"I hope it was more than just unexpected. I hope it was enjoyable."
"Oh believe me, it was!" I said as I looked over at her naked body. "I hope I have a chance to do that again, only buried inside your pussy again!"
"We'll just have to see, wont we?" She said coyly.
"Well, unless you want everyone to see, you better get your suit on. We're only five or so minutes from Akers."
"Oh well in that case!" She said, sitting forward and digging a small amount of black material from her bag. She put the bottoms on, which were little more than two triangles of material and a few strings. It left large amounts of her creamy skin showing. The top was barely more, a strip of material around her body that had no straps or ties to hold it in place, and was barely wide enough to contain her nicely shaped tits. "You know the nice thing about this top?" She asked, putting her seat back up.
"No, what's that?"
"I can do this!" She said, rolling the material of the top down so that her tits were completely exposed to me. "And I can do it any time I want and you will just have to watch."
"Yeah, like that's a hardship!" I said with a smirk.
She laughed and put herself back together in only seconds. That top did have some advantages, I thought to myself as we pulled into the floater parking lot.
I fixed my swim suit as I prepared to get out of the car, not really wanting to get caught with my suit half way off. Beth blew me a kiss and then climbed out, walking away with her butt swinging sexily. "Damn" I muttered to myself as I climbed out and followed her general direction.
"Hey there!" I heard a voice behind me say. I turned while I walked and saw the young lady from this morning's bathroom exchange behind me. She was wearing a dark blue bikini top and a pair of denim cutoff shorts, a pair of sun glasses holding her long brown hair back and a pair of black water shoes. "I don't think we got introduced this morning. I'm Amy!" She said holding a hand out.
"Hi Amy. Mike!" I answered, taking her hand while I was still walking backwards. "Nice to have a name to go with the...uh... face and all."
She laughed gently. "Yeah you did look a bit surprised. Beth said you wouldn't mind. I'm glad you didn't because I was about to pee myself."
"Uh... no... didn't mind."
"I could tell." She said as she got closer while I turned so we were walking the same way. "I can tell you, I'm not usually much of an exhibitionist, but I didn't mind too much myself. Especially after watching that pole of yours get hard. I wouldn't mind too much getting to spend some time with that buried in me."
"Uh. Ok." I said in shock as we turned and headed down the path through the woods to the river edge.
"Does that surprise you?" She asked bluntly.
"A bit. I mean you don't know me from Adam."
"Oh trust me. Beth has more than filled me in. A few of us had a nice long girl talk last night, and you were the topic of conversation more than once."
"Oh... Not good." I muttered.
"Oh don't worry. We'll all keep it under our hats. Not about to spoil a chance for that, especially after how Beth described how she spent the fireworks. Without a doubt the best she ever had, and after seeing it grow this morning, yeah....I believe her."
I was actually glad we emerged from the winding little path out by the river, if nothing else, to put an end to the very uncomfortable conversation. Without another word to Amy, we went our separate ways, and I headed toward where my wife was standing on the shore talking with a number of ladies, some of whom I knew and some whom I recognized but couldn't put names too.
"Hey. Good of you to join us!" My wife said, giving me a hug. "I was beginning to think you got lost or something!"
"Naw...Just at the end of the caravan." I answered simply, returning the hug. "You ready to go canoeing?"
"I am!" She said with a grin. "But not with you. I volunteered you to take one of the girls. This will be Amy's first canoe trip with us and Linda thought maybe we should put her with someone experienced."
"Amy? Do I know her?" I asked, feigning confusion.
"I don't think so. She's the young lady over in the blue jean shorts. She's Sue's daughter, just moved back from California."
"Well, I can if you want, but I'd still rather canoe with you!"
"Oh you're sweet!" My wife said, wrapping an arm around me and giving me a big hug. "I know you hoped to get a chance to screw me on the river today, but trust me. I'll make it up to you tonight." She whispered. "Now don't worry...I'm going to go with Linda and we have a ton of school stuff to keep talking."
"Ok. If that's what you want." I said with obvious disappointment in my voice. I really had planned on getting my wife alone on one of the sand bars for a quickie. I always loved having sex with her outside and this was one of the few places she actually would agree to, and one that I really enjoyed. She gave me a parting kiss and then smacked my butt gently, pushing me off toward where Amy was standing.
"Well, looks like I got volunteered to go with you!" I said to Amy as I stepped closer behind her.
"Really? Wow. They said they were putting me with an expert, I had no idea it was going to be you." She said with a huge grin. "Who would have figured on that one?"
"Not me." I said quietly as I dug through the paddles and pulled out a few that looked to be the right size. I held them out, letting the paddle end hit the ground and the handle end stick in the air in front of Amy. "This looks about the right size."
"Oh thank you!" She said with a smile a she stepped over to the canoe. I spent the next few minutes, giving her instructions on how to maneuver the canoe, how to stay stable, what NOT to do and when to not do it. While we were doing this, most of the almost thirty some canoes in our group took off, leaving us as the last to pull away. It only took me about ten minutes to catch the end of the group and fall in with them.



"Damn that was fast!" Amy said from the front of my canoe. "Now I know why they put you with me. If I was steering we would be bouncing from shore to shore."
"Yeah, I've done this a few times." I said non-committal as I slid us up next to another canoe.
"Hey look at you girl!" I heard a very familiar voice say from the canoe we were just pulling up next to. Sure enough, it was Beth in the back, and another young lady in the front that looked to be a bit younger than she was. "How did you get so lucky as to have Mike in your canoe?"
"He got volunteered!" She called back.
"You are soooo lucky!" Beth called. "We're just having a hard time staying straight down the river. That's why we're falling behind."
"Well, I'm sure Mike won't mind hanging back with you." Amy said from her seat in the front. "Will you?" She asked, turning in her seat to see me. The shift in weight was not only unexpected, but unwise. As soon as she had done it she realized that it was one of those "don't do" things I had told her about. I did my best, countering her weight shift with my own and using my paddle to cause the canoe to start to roll back upright. I might have actually saved it, if she hadn't tried to correct her own mistake. As she tried to lean to correct what her body told her was an imbalance, her butt slid even farther toward the far side of the canoe, pushing the center of gravity beyond what I could correct for. As soon as the water started cascading over the gunwale, we were done.
The canoe rolled quickly, dumping both of us into the cold river water. Amy bobbed back to the surface, sputtering and coughing. I saw the almost instant panic in her eyes as she realized she could not touch the bottom. As with any panicked swimmer, she grabbed for the closest thing she could, in this case, Beth's canoe, which was only a few feet away.
Confident that she could manage the few short feet to Beth's canoe I got busy grabbing the canoe, paddles, boat cushions and any other floating items I could manage to reach while getting my footing under me. Fortunately the water was only chest deep where I was standing and the current was fairly slow. After grabbing my canoe and as much as I could, I started to check on Amy again.
Amy, not being able to touch bottom, hung on their canoe for several seconds before, in her panic, Amy did what was natural. She determined it was better to be out of the fifty some degree water than in, and began trying to climb into their canoe. Neither Beth nor her partner had any clue how to prevent what was happening. Beth's sharp cry drew my attention and I looked just in time to see Beth flop into the water, her arms spread wide in her own impression of a sitting swan dive.
I shoved my canoe toward the shore, making sure it was not going to escape, and then tossed the paddle, cushions and dry bag I had collected into the flooded canoe. I dove in and took a few quick strokes to grab the other paddle, and then head toward Beth and start gathering her canoe's load. On the way I wrapped an arm around Amy, who was now without anything to hold onto, and flailing in panic. She tried to practically climb up my body as I walked through the chest deep water to collect as much as I could before it floated downstream.
"Easy... I have you." I said quietly, trying to settle her down as she put a death grip on me. "Beth, try and grab your canoe!" I shouted as I headed for shore with my load.
I carried Amy to shore, or more accurately, walked to shore with her wrapped around me. I stepped up onto the overgrown shore, and found a small grassy spot just back from the shore a few yards to set her down in. I had been too concerned about collecting all our gear before it floated too far downstream to notice that Amy was topless, her bare tits pressing into my chest as she held on for dear life. Now out of the water, her hard nipples sliding down my chest awakened me to that fact.
"Well Jan, look at this!" Beth said as she stepped into the clearing behind me and dropped the items they had collected. "Leave them alone for a few seconds and he's already undressing her.
"I'm not doing anything!" I protested.
"Yeah... we know." Beth said with a grin. "Come on Jan, let's get dried off." She said as she dug into her dry bag and came out with a towel. She stripped off her t-shirt, revealing her skimpy suit. It only took her a few moments to pull the top off, with the bottoms following close behind. Standing completely naked in front of me, she wrung the cold water from her wet swim suit and t-shirt before starting to wring the water from her hair.
Jan, her canoe partner, followed Beth's lead and began stripping her t-shirt and shorts off, leaving her in one of the skimpiest swim suits I had ever seen, at least on a body that spectacular. Her hips were round and nicely shaped, just broad enough to set off her long slender legs and slim waist. The only thing covering any part of her private areas was a small triangle of cloth barely wide enough to cover her lips, and none of her shaved mound. The strings holding it in place pretty much guaranteed that from behind her ass would be completely naked. Part of me wondered how she managed to support the easily DD tits with the two miniscule triangles of cloth covering her large puffy nipples, easily seen through the wet pink material. The suit was definitely not designed for swimming and she might as well have been completely naked for as much as it showed. She stood squeezing water from her shorts and shirt while my body reacted to bodies on display around me.
Amy had yet to really let go of me, her tits still pressing against me as she stood next to me. I felt her hand wrap around my hardening cock through my suit, drawing my attention back to her. I looked down, seeing her standing, looking up at me with her dark eyes smoldering with desire.
"God what a cock!" She whispered as she continued to look up at me, her arm slowly releasing me so she could move around in front of me. Her eyes finally dropped from my face to look down at the bulk she had her hand wrapped around, her other hand moving to the string that held my suit up. It only took her a few moments to loosen it and start working my suit over my hips. I felt it slide to the ground as she lowered herself down, her mouth almost immediately wrapping around my hard cock.
"Oh God!" I groaned as I looked up at Beth and Jan, staring at me while Amy's hot mouth began stroking up and down my shaft along with her hand.
Beth stood watching, her hand idly squeezing one tit and nipple while Jan just stood staring, her legs together and gently stepping her weight from one foot to another to rub her pussy with her thighs. Beth followed my eyes to where I was watching Jan, her nipples growing noticeably in the tiny suit. I saw Beth move out of the corner of my eye, moving more into my vision as she moved around behind Jan. As I watched, she untied the strings of Jan's top, and pulled it away. Exposing her breasts completely to me. Her hands wrapped around each huge tit from behind, squeezing and teasing her nipples harder and larger while I watched. One hand traveled down, undoing a tiny bow on one side of Jan's bottom, letting it fall. Jan's head fell back against Beth's shoulder as her fingers slid between her legs, clearly sliding up into her wet slit.
"Ohhhhhhh" Jan moaned, stepping her legs farther apart to give her better access, and also giving me a better view.
"Would you like to see it better?" Beth asked me quietly across the few feet that separated us.
"Oh yes!" I whispered, not sure it was even loud enough for her to hear.
"Amy, lay him down. Why don't you ride that a while for him!" She said quietly but forcefully.
"Yes, Mistress!" Amy said obediently as she pulled her hot mouth off my shaft.
I might have fallen over completely on my own, had Amy not reached for my hands and coaxed me to lie on the ground. She quickly stepped out of her suit bottom and stood straddling me, looking at my face for a reaction as she slowly squatted down, reaching for my cock and aiming it at her obviously wet pussy.
"Ohhhh, thank you, Mistress!" Amy moaned as she settled down, my large cock spreading her as she enveloped me with her hot wetness.
"Come, slave. Why don't you squat over his face so he can enjoy your fruits?" Beth said to Jan. I had heard about women that were dominant and subservient, but would never have figured Beth to have what amounted to a harem of slaves. I watched Beth lead Jan around to my head and then turn her, holding her hands as she squatted down over my face, lowering her pussy until her wet lips were nearly touching mine. "Now eat me!" She commanded Jan, as I began gently licking her pussy.
"Yes, Mistress!" Jan moaned as my tongue dipped between Beth's wet lips and discovered her hard clit. From my position lying on the grass, I could look up and see Jan's incredible tits wiggling back and forth, framing Beth's pussy, and her tongue eagerly licking up her slit.
"Ohhh God!" I grunted into Jan's pussy as Amy rode my shaft with abandon, her little squeaks and cries of her impending orgasm filling the glade.
"Oh please, Mistress! May I cum?" She begged in a high squeaky voice.
"When he does!" Beth commanded sternly between gasps of her own building orgasm.
"Yes, Mistress!" Amy panted, her hips changing to more of a rocking motion as she rode me, driving my cock to the brink. The sensations and view above me were more than I could take, and with a long groan into Jan's pussy, my cock unleashed itself into Amy's hot tunnel. My hips bucked up, lifting her off the ground as I spewed shot after shot of hot cum into her, all the while groaning in pleasure and tasting Jan's girl cum as she orgasmed on my face.
"That's my girls!" Beth panted as her own body trembled and shook where she was standing. "Give him all you can!"
"Yes, Mistress!" Amy panted, as she pulled off my expended cock and moved to begin licking and sucking any last drops from me.
I lost track of how long I lay there, looking up at Beth's pussy, her juices trickling down her legs, my hands roaming Jan's tits and Amy's mouth licking and cleaning my softening cock.
"I think we should get back on the river, don't you girls?" Beth said quietly, both girls pulling their faces from their duties and responding with a quiet 'yes, Mistress'.
Beth squatted down near my head as the girls pulled from me and smiled. "Bet you didn't expect that, did you?"
"Not in a hundred years."
"Well, my husband couldn't appreciate my desires to have both men and women, so he chose another path. I hope you didn't find this to be...uncomfortable?"
"No, just a bit odd." I answered honestly as she stood up and stepped around, holding a hand out for me. She helped pull me up to a standing position and wrapped her arms around me, pulling herself against my chest and her lips to mine. Her soft lips were hot against my own, her tongue tasting Jan's cum as it snuck into my mouth and teased mine. We kissed for several long seconds before she pulled her face from mine, and whispered, "Next time I get to ride!"
"With pleasure." I whispered back. "I'd really love a chance to play with those tits Jan has too."
"Ohhhhhh really?" She questioned, raising one eyebrow and moving a hand to one of her tits to heft it for me. "Is there something wrong with these?"
"Nope!" I said, leaning down and sucking the nipple of the offered breast, letting my lips nibble it gently before swirling my tongue around it.
"Ohhhh God that feels good!" She moaned softly as my hand found the other breast and gently pulled and twisted her nipple.
I let her tit slip from my mouth and stood back up with a smile. "I think we do need to go though."
"Yeah, we better." She said, turning to find her swim suit and pull it back on.
"Um, Mistress, I have a problem. I can't find my suit top. I think it got lost in the river." Amy said with her head tipped down and her hands clasped in front of her bikini clad crotch.
"Hmmm, I should make you go without one for being so careless. For now, wear my t-shirt." Beth snapped at her as she pulled her own suit bottoms on.
I shook my head in amazement as I pulled my own suit on and then set about gathering up the remains of our gear. It took me a few minutes to get all the water out of the two canoes and everything situated. It seemed we had lost one paddle along with Amy's top, but we would hopefully find it down the river. With only three paddles I was limited, and decided to use one paddle to lash the two canoes together and use the remaining two to move and steer. I dug a length of rope from my dry bag, and quickly made a raft from the two canoes, loading all the remaining gear into them. "All set!" I said as the girls waited on the shore.
Beth moved to her spot in the rear of the right canoe, and Amy took the front of mine again. As soon as Jan had settled into the bow, wearing her shorts but not her t-shirt, we set out. I had Jan work her paddle from the front of the right hand canoe, and used mine to steer from the stern of the left one.
"Well, this seems to be working quite well, and I get a free ride!" Beth said with a smile, sitting only a foot or so from me.
"Yeah, but I get to do all the work!" I joked.
"Well, we just need to give you some payment then!" She said with a grin. "Amy. Turn around carefully in your seat and take your bottoms off. As long as no one else can see, I want you to show him as much of you as you can!"
"Yes, Mistress!" She said quietly. Moving slowly she turned in her seat to face me, and then undid the bottom of her suit, pulling it off and dropping it into the bottom of the canoe. She leaned back on the bow and lifted her legs to let her feet sit on each gunwale, her knees pushed far apart and her pussy spread wide. "Like this, mistress?" She asked a she lay, pulling her t-shirt up to her neck so she was as close to naked as possible.
"Very nice." Beth told her.
"Thank you, Mistress. Would you mind if I play with myself for him?" She asked huskily.
"Yes, you may."
"Thank you, Mistress!" She replied as one of her hands slide down her body and began stroking her pussy, cream from my recent load, dripping from her as she teased herself with her slim fingers.
"Damn!" I muttered under my breath as I pushed us along as fast as I could under the circumstances. We made our way down the next to riffles without incident, Amy playing with herself the whole time, apparently close to another climax as well.
"There is our paddle!" Jan called as we slid down the river toward the next turn in its banks. Sure enough, there was a red and yellow paddle gently floating along the shoreline. I aimed us close to it and Amy was able to reach over and grab it as we slid by. As I steered us back toward the middle of the river Amy pressed the rounded handle of the paddle to her pussy and began rubbing it up and down her slit, pressing it harder and harder against her as if she were going to push it right into her. I doubted that she could get the whole handle inside her tight tunnel, but didn't have a chance to find out, as her whole body jerked and trembled as she gushed cum over the handle and her hand as her orgasm washed over her.
I was so busy watching her climax, that I missed the rock in front of us that was more than large enough to hang us up. The two tied canoes spun in a circle as the rock held to the bow of the right canoe, finally releasing after forcing us to turn backwards. I chuckled to myself at the thought of what we must look like, Jan sitting almost naked in the front of one canoe, Amy lounging and climaxing in the front of the other, and Beth sitting in the stern near me, her top pulled down to expose her tits and her hand buried between her legs as she watched Amy. All this, going down the river backwards!
"Now that we have the paddle, we should probably try to catch up. It will be lunch time by the time we do!" I said, estimating that we were now a good mile behind the group, even assuming that the group was going as slowly as it usually did.
Amy seemed almost disappointed to have to put her bottoms back on, and turn around before I straightened us out and separated the canoes. With everyone back paddling I figured it would be a good half hour before we caught up, if we paddled pretty hard. Beth finished fixing her suit and off we went, with me giving Beth and Jan advice as we went.
I checked my watch, and sure enough, thirty five minutes had elapsed before we arrived at the big sandbar by the cave, the point everyone had agreed would be the lunch break.
"Well, I see you finally made it!" My wife said with come sarcasm.
"Yeah....we had an unintended swimming party. Seems some young ladies just don't follow directions!" I said with irritation clear in my voice. Last thing I needed was to have my wife wondering why I was happy to have been dumped.
"Well, I figured you could manage one rookie!"
"Oh Yeah, but it wasn't one rookie! It was three!" I said with a chuckle. "But no one seems worse for the wear, so I guess it won't matter. How was your ride with Linda?"
"Well, I much prefer having you drive. I didn't realize how hard you always worked back there!" She said with a laugh.
"Ahhhh, just make you appreciate me all the more next time!" I said as I reached out and drew her in for a hug.
"Yeah, maybe!" She joked as she hugged me back. "Better get some food. They were pretty much waiting for you to show up before they started heading down river again."
"Ok. Thanks lover!" I said, walking with my arm around her, toward the coolers sitting in the sand a short ways away.
I made a sandwich and grabbed a cold soda, quickly scarfing the ham and cheese down. I hadn't realized how hungry I was. I made a second sandwich just before they loaded the coolers up and started heading out. "Bye sweetie! See you downstream. Try to keep them upright, and oh yeah...put some sun block on. You're starting to turn a bit red!" My wife said with a quick peck.
"Ok. Have fun. We'll be along as soon as we finish eating and putting on some sun block!" I called to her back as she walked down the sandbar toward her canoe.
My wife had barely gotten the canoe into the water when Beth walked up and sat in the sand next to me. "So, sun block huh? I bet I know a way to make that more fun." She said in a voice just above a whispered. "Come with me!"
She got up and walked towards the little woods in the center of the sand bar, disappearing into a small trail between the bushes. I shrugged and followed her, disappearing into the foliage, following the twisting path until it came out of the other side of the woods. Before me was a small sandy beach adjacent to a small rivulet of the main river, making the sandbar into an effective island. Standing on the sand were all three ladies, each completely naked.
"Ladies!" Beth said to her two 'slaves'.
"Yes, Mistress!" They both intoned quietly as they moved toward me. It only took them a few moments to undo my suit and pull it down my legs. They didn't stop until they had it completely removed and me standing as naked as they were. The girls stepped back picked up tubes of sun block before stepping back.
"I think you will definitely enjoy this! Girls, I expect that you won't miss anyplace?"
"No, Mistress!" Jan said with a smile, standing in front of me while Amy moved behind me. She took the bottle of lotion and squirted a copious amount onto her huge tits, and then stepped forward, pressing her tits against my body and slowly sliding around, using her massive boobs to spread the lotion around my chest. Her lips met mine and she kissed me hotly each time her face neared mine, her tongue trying to dart into my mouth as she was turned on more and more by her own actions. She worked her way down while a pair of smaller tits worked my back. My cock had grown rock hard and Jan seemed delighted to wrap her tits around my member and slide up and down to coat it. The girls continued rubbing their tits over as much of my body as they could, before switching to their hands. I felt Amy stroking up and down my legs, her hands occasionally meeting Jan's as they worked up my legs and between them.



Beth stepped toward me and kissed me, taking over for the kisses that Jan had been making. I stood getting more and more turned on as the girls worked on me, my cock aching to explode someplace.
"Mistress. He is very turned on. May I please allow him to cum in my hot sexy pussy? Please, Mistress?" Jan pleaded from where she knelt in front of me, her hands gently teasing and stroking my cock.
"What do you say Mike? Wanna unload that in her?"
"Hmmm, that sounds just perfect." I groaned as either Jan or Amy stroked a finger down my ass crack.
"Jan! Come in front of him and bend over. I want to watch him fuck you from behind while Amy puts lotion on me!"
"Yes, Mistress!" They both said in unison as Beth backed away from me. Jan stood up and after giving me one more hot kiss, she whispered in my ear. "God please fuck me. Let me feel your hot cum fill my pussy. It's been so long since the Mistress has let me have a cock inside me!"
"Why so long?" I whispered back, watching Amy begin to massage lotion all over Beth's body.
"She caught me playing with a dildo one day and I hadn't asked permission." She replied as she broke away. She turned and bent over, resting her hands on her knees and stepping her feet apart to give me good access. I stepped the few inches to where I could rub the head of my cock up and down her slit. Not that it needed any more lubrication, but just because I wanted to feel her wet lips on my head before I sunk into her. She was incredibly tight and moaning loudly before I was half way into her. "God yes!" She repeated over and over as I stroked my cock in and out of her, working a little deeper each time. Before too many strokes I was plunging my full length into her hot pussy, my hips slapping into her sexy round ass with each stroke.
"Please, Mistress! May I cum please?" She begged breathlessly, her body clearly about to give way regardless of her wishes.
"Not yet!" Beth snapped, appearing to be perturbed, but the smile immediately appearing belying that. It was clearly a game, one which both seemed to enjoy.
I reached down past her hips and found her huge tits swinging wildly in time with my strokes. She lifted her upper body to allow me better access, as I gripped her tits and ran my fingers back and forth across the tips of her large puffed up nipples.
"OH FUCK!" She cried loudly as her whole body shook in orgasm. My additional stimulation had proven to be too much, as did the stimulation from pussy clenching around me.
With a grunt I closed my eyes, my hips bucking into her and my cock squirting deep into her pussy. Just when I thought I was done, I felt an electric shock run through my body as a finger first stroked and then pushed into my ass. My body jerked again as several more strong surges of cum lanced into Jan's pussy. I opened my eyes and sagged slightly as my body released from its hormone induced state. I looked for Beth, and found her standing next to me, Amy sitting between her legs, licking her clit and pushing a finger in and out of her pussy. Beth's hand was still resting between my legs, her finger deep inside me.
"God what a fuck!" I groaned.
"Yeah, well, you do a pretty good job of that yourself." She panted as Amy worked her closer to climax. "How do you feel about sucking these tits a few minutes?"
I pulled my softening cock from Jan, who sagged to her knees and turned to face Beth. Leaning down I sucked first one and then the other nipple into my mouth, letting my tongue tease around and around her nipple before nibbling and pulling it with my teeth.
"Oh God yes...harder!" She moaned, clearly moments from her own explosion.
I bit harder on one nipple and pulled the other until it lifted her whole tit.
"Oooooooooooooo FUCK!" She screamed as her body jerked and shook in climax, her juices flooding over Amy's face as if someone has just used a squirt bottle on her. Her hands wrapped around my head and pulled my face up to hers, bringing our lips together in another long wet embrace.
"We better go now." She panted when she broke the kiss. "Thank you for that, it was just what I needed!"
"You're welcome. And thank you for the nice application of sun block. I think your girls still need some though."
"Well, feel free to join in!" She said with an almost girlish giggle. "Girls! Please help each other get all lotioned!"
"Yes, Mistress!" Amy responded a broad smile on her face as she climbed from the ground in front of Beth.
Jan picked up a tube and stepped over to Amy, squirting some in Amy's hands and then her own. The two stood face to face, inches from each other, rubbing the lotion all around. I felt Beth push me toward the pair and I quickly ended sandwiched between them again, my hands rubbing all over first Jan, and then Amy.
"Please make me cum!" Amy whispered as I rubbed some lotion between her legs.
"Like this?" I asked, slipping a finger deep into her sopping pussy.
"Oh yes. Please!" She begged almost silently as I teased her pussy and clit. My fingers rolled up and down her slit, pushing into her and then drawing back out to slide the length across her clit. I could tell from her breathing that she was near climax.
"Amy. Did you ask?" I heard Beth say from where she was walking slowly around us.
"No, Mistress. Please let me cum! I am so turned on from eating your delicious pussy. I just have to cum! PLEASE!" She begged.
"If you had asked I might have said yes. You should know not to try to sneak one in. No. If you cum now I will have to punish you!"
"I don't think I can hold back!" She panted, her whole body shaking and trebling, only seconds from going over the edge.
"AMY!" Beth said sternly.
"Yes, Mistress!" She half panted, half moaned.
"Are you willing to pay the price for satisfaction now?" Beth asked her, stepping closer and reaching out to help my hand stroke Amy's pussy.
"Please, Mistress!" Amy begged as Beth now stopped my hand.
"Very well. I shall require something from you later in return for this....favor!" She said, moving my hand again. She released my hand and leaned toward my neck, kissing it gently. "Give her a good one!" She whispered.
I wasn't sure what to make of the exchange, still being quite new to this kind of relationship. But it was easy for me to lean down and suck a nipple into my mouth and roll it against the roof of my mouth while my fingers dove back in and out of her pussy. I squeezed her ass with my free hand and felt a hand on my own cock as I pushed Amy over the top, her whole body trembling and shaking until she nearly collapsed, unable to hold her own weight up any longer.
I let her slide to the ground and sit, panting and sweating, while she regained her composure.
"Well, you got your climax. Now it is time to leave!" Beth said sternly, Jan and Beth already dressed in their suits. "Help Mike dress and then put on a t-shirt. I think we will start by letting your pussy air out a bit."
"Yes, Mistress!" Amy said quietly as she reached for my suit and held it out for me to step into. We were dressed, but it was clear that the shirt Amy had on would barely cover her pussy and ass, and not at all when sitting down. I wondered if Beth would relent when we caught up with the rest of the group. I was pretty sure that it would be noticed, at least by the teen aged boys.
I followed Beth through the woods and back to the beach. We quickly packed the rest of our gear and climbed into the canoes; Amy's bare pussy poking out at me as she bent over to step into the canoe. I suddenly understood exactly what Beth was up to. It was more to tease me than punish Amy.
I was surprised at how well we managed to go down stream, catching the back of the pack just as they were leaving the next swimming hole. I climbed out and made a quick jump into the water to cool off before climbing back in again.
We made our way toward the pull out point with the rest of the group, Amy being careful to keep her shirt in place and try to look like she was still wearing something under it. Beth frequently came close to smile at me and blow kisses.
It was another whole hour of floating before we finally pulled into the landing, Amy's climb out giving me the flash I expected. She made her way to the bus, holding her shirt down as far as she could, hoping no one noticed.
It was almost a relief to be back with my wife again, as we sat on the bus for the several mile long ride back to the parking area.
"Riding home with me?" I asked her as I pulled her against me.
"Why? Miss me?"
"You might say that!" I said kissing the side of her head as she leaned back against me.
"Well, if you really missed me..." she said, letting her hand slip into my lap and squeeze my soft cock.
"You expected me not to?"
"Well, you did spend most of the day with three good looking younger women."
"Uh yeah... And just who volunteered me for that?" I asked, rolling my eyes as if put out at having to baby sit.
"Don't worry. I'll make it up to you!" she whispered, squeezing me again before pulling her hand back.
"You better!" I said jokingly, pulling her to me and hugging her hard.
Everyone got out of the bus at the parking area, and headed for the cars and the trip home. Beth chose to ride in the car with my wife and me, sitting in the passenger seat behind my wife. I did the best I could to not look in the back too much, as she frequently pulled her top or panties in a position to expose herself to me. She clearly wanted me to stay horny.
Other than the frequent exposure, the trip back to the lodge was uneventful, and our arrival was well timed to start getting the fish fry set up. I spent the next couple hours cooking fish and hush puppies in outdoor propane fryers. After dinner I found a relaxing chair facing the lake and dropped into it to relax.
"So. Have a good trip?" A lady whose name I couldn't remember asked as she settled into the chair next to me. She was about my age, and I knew her face, but couldn't quite place her name. As she leaned back in the lounger I couldn't help notice that she did have a very nice set of breasts and her sun skirt was quite short. I wondered idly if it had a pair of shorts under it, and assumed it did, spoiling my thoughts of a peek.
"It was an interesting canoe trip." I answered.
"It seemed like you got stuck with the beginners. Every time you just caught up we were getting ready to leave again." She said as she leaned back in the chair.
"Well, at any rate, Jan very much appreciated your attention. She said she was sure she wouldn't have made it without you." Startled, I looked over at her, understanding immediately who she was. This was Jan's mother! "She can be a bit of a handful sometimes. Your wife told me that you almost never dump a canoe, I'm sorry that you ended up unintentionally wet today!"
"These things happen."
"Yes, they do. But just the same. I wish I could pay you back for all the attention you gave my daughter today." She said as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I was completely unsure if she was speaking innocently or if she knew what had gone on and was trying to make it sound innocent.
"Not necessary. I didn't mind. I have always enjoyed sharing my outdoors expertise with anyone who wanted it." I answered, keeping my voice just as innocent.
"Well, thank you just the same. If I see an opportunity to repay you, I most certainly shall!" She said, turning her head and giving me a smile. Now I really wondered how much she knew.
I heard my name called and excused myself, heading to the bunkhouse to find out what my wife needed.
"Would you be a dear and run down to the swimming hole with me and make sure all the floats are put up?" She asked sweetly.
"Sure." I answered with a shrug, standing back to let her take the lead down the stairs. I followed her down the wooded path to the swimming hole, where we collected up all the inflatable floats and put them into the fence that kept them from being blown around in a wind.
"You know...you kind of did get cheated." She said as she dropped the last float into the fence. I know how much you really enjoy getting to have sex outside."
"Yeah, I was kind of bummed out that we didn't have a chance." I said, looking at the ground.
"Well... What are you waiting for then?" She asked, reaching for the tie of the robe she was wearing and pulling it. As the robe swung open I saw she wasn't wearing a thing. The moon glistened off her bare body as she dropped the robe and stood stark naked in front of me.
"Damn!" I muttered under my breath as she stepped toward me. I took her in my arms and gently kissed her, letting my hands roam her body while she undid my belt and the front of my shorts. She let my pants fall to my ankles and then pushed my underwear down, exposing my quickly hardening cock. She stroked it for a few moments before pulling and pushing my t-shirt up and over my head, leaving me almost as naked as she was.
"You better hurry stud. No telling how long we will be alone!" She said breathlessly as my kisses worked down her neck toward her chest. I broke away from her and pulled an inflatable raft from the fencing and set it on the ground, pulling my wife toward it. She lay down and spread her legs, letting me kneel down and gently kiss and lick her already wet pussy. "God I have wanted this all day!" She panted quietly, her hands groping in my short hair.
"What got you so turned on?" I asked her quietly between licks.
"I saw that suit top one of those girls had on, the one with the huge tits? I knew how hard that had to make you and couldn't stop thinking about you being on the river hard as a rock all day. Made me so horny for you!"
"Well...we can fix that!" I said as I crawled up between her legs, letting my hard dick press into her soft lips. "How's this?" I whispered as I slowly sunk into her, her legs sticking high and wide to give me complete access.
"Oh God yes." She whispered as I hit the end of her tunnel and started stroking in and out of her.
"Uh huh!" I grunted as I plunged in and out, making sure that each time my body pressed against her clit just the way she liked it. "Ohhhh so good!"
"Uh huh!" She grunted as her hips rocked to meet mine. "Cum with me. I'm almost there already!" She panted.
"Uh Huh!" I grunted, wanting her to feel my cock spurting inside her, but knowing that I was pretty well drained from the day's activities. Something drew my attention, and I looked up. Standing by a tree only a few yards away was Jan's mother. I watched her slowly, almost teasingly; pull her top up and off. Her eyes stayed locked with mine as her hands drifted down her now naked top, stopping to cup and fondle her own breasts, before continuing on down to the tiny skirt. Her hands pushed the material down slowly, her hips undulating back and forth seductively as she did her strip tease in the moonlight. She stepped out of the skirt and short combination, leaving her completely naked, the nearly full moon illuminating her body. She squatted down and spread her knees wide, letting the moonlight show me her completely shaved mound and pussy. My strokes got longer and harder as her fingers slowly spread her lips and then first with one and then another, plunged into her pussy. Her stroking fingers matched the pace of my strokes as her eyes stared at mine, her desire smoldering and obvious even at this distance. My cock swelled inside my wife as the three of us drew closer to climax. "Oh God." I grunted as Jan's mother squeezed one of her tits with her free hand and pushing the nipple out toward me. I was glad my wife couldn't tip her head back far enough on the inflatable pillow to see the show I was getting.
I felt my wife go stiff, her whole body shaking and trembling as her climax started to wash over her. It was only a few more strokes before both Jan's mother and I climaxed together, my cock spurting shot after shot of hot cum into my wife's pussy, but in my mind, Jan's mothers as well. I closed my eyes and sagged down on top of my wife, both of us panting and sweating as we struggled to catch our breath.
"Ohhh that was a strong one. You must have been saving that one up for me." She cooed.
"My pleasure!" I responded before lowering my mouth to her face and kissing her softly. After our embrace, I looked up to where Jan's mom had been and saw nothing but the tree. She had apparently slipped away as quietly as she came, or my mind had imagined the whole thing. I pulled from my wife and helped her to the lake, where we washed off as best we could and then redressed. I put the float back in the fencing and walked her back to the bunkhouse, where we headed for a well-needed rest.
The next morning it was time to head home, even though home wasn't all that far away. We still had grocery shopping and the like to do before things started for the next week. We had breakfast in the quickly filling main dining area, most of the relatives gathering their things to head to their own homes. Jan's mom caught my eye as she walked behind my wife, who was sitting across the table from me. She blew me an almost imperceptible kiss as she carried her plate to a spot just a few seats down. No, my mind had not imagined the whole thing at all.
After a significant number of handshakes and hugs, my wife and I headed out. I was fairly quiet on the ride home, letting all that had happen sink in. And I was left wondering what next year's reunion would bring.
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It had been over a year since the twists of fate and one tired truck driver had taken my wife from me. It had been a very difficult year after having been with her for so long. My friends had tried unsuccessfully to fix me up any number of times with a wide variety of ladies. I just wasn't interested. Even my kids had started to get into the act, apparently tired of me moping around and my less than stellar housekeeping. They insisted that mom would have never wanted me to stay alone and it was time to start dating again. At fifty years old the idea of "playing the field" just didn't seem all that exciting. I mean, yeah, I was still in good shape; still working out every day, just for the routine if nothing else. And I was considered to be good looking by the women who knew I was single again. But somehow the idea of dating again was daunting to say the least.
I still loved my fishing and camping. That was the one joy I could count on. Give me a lake and a pole and I could finally lose myself from that ever nagging emptiness that followed every step I made every day. I loved pitting my mind against the fish's instincts; trying to coax an unseen advisory into biting an artificial object that I was trying to make look real. To me that was relaxation. But work was also crazy busy and in a lot of ways I was starting to let work take over all my free time. If nothing else it was a good excuse to avoid the blind dates my friends tried to fix me up with.
When my friend Joe and his wife Angie suggested I spend several days at their cabin in Colorado I argued that I really didn't have the time. Finally after weeks of nagging by Angie I gave in and agreed to go relax at their cabin. They insisted they had everything set and I could enjoy the solitude and fishing with nothing to worry about. No phones, no computers, just Mother Nature and me. I had to admit that Angie made it sound awfully inviting. She had more than once insisted that it was so secluded she often went whole days without getting dressed, just enjoying the sun as she lay out sunning naked on the dock while Joe fished. I had to admit that the thought of her naked may have played into my being talked into going.
The day finally arrived when Joe would fly me up to the small airport near the cabin and a friend he knew up there would drive me to the cabin. All I had to do was take my pole, a change of clothes (if I even wanted one this time of year Angie teased) and enjoy myself for a while. Angie loaded my gear onto the plane and gave me a huge hug before heading off with a big grin on her face.
The flight up was a bit rough, the small twin engine plane bouncing continually in the turbulent summer air and I was more than happy to get back on the ground. Once his friend Rodney stared driving me to the cabin, up the twisting logging road, I was wishing I was back in the plane again; its ride far smoother than the kidney jolting jeep ride that I was attempting to survive. I honestly didn't know how Joe and Angie could stand to make the trip as often as they did, as rough as the road was. It was a relief to finally pull into the driveway of the log cabin, "cabin" being a bit of an understatement.
"There you go, Mark. Generator is around the north side." Rodney said as he shut down the engine.
"Looks pretty, how much land up here does he own?" I asked as I got gingerly out of the jeep CJ.
"All of it." He laughed. "The whole mountain top is theirs. They inherited it from her dad who was a logger way back when. They still log it. From what I understand the logging income pays for the taxes and expenses."
"If they own all of it, how far to the closest neighbor?"
"Oh, only about three or four miles down the mountain. The Carlisle's place is the closest. There's a radio in the cabin if you need something, but they had me stock it up for you so everything you need should be here. The lake has bass, brown trout, and a variety of pan fish." He said as he unloaded my pack of fishing gear.
"I don't suppose he has a boat up here?"
"Yeah, he has a small boat on shore near the pier. It has a small electric motor on a solar charger."
"Seems like he thought about everything." I said as I picked up my pack and rods.
"Almost." He said as he got into his jeep. "I don't know why he didn't just have you drive their hummer up here."
"No idea. Maybe it's so I was a captive. Force me to relax or something?" I said with a chuckle.
"Maybe!" He said as he cranked the engine. "See you around!"
I watched him bounce off down the road and realized I really was, for all practical purposes, a captive here. There was no doubt that Joe and Angie had planned this very well to force me to relax a bit. Part of me wondered what other surprises they had in store for me besides Angie's little trick of spiriting away my duffel bag so all I had was the clothing I wore.
I trudged up the winding grassy path toward the cabin. It was a single story of large brown log construction, easily twenty feet wide and eighty or more long. It had a large porch that ran the length of the building with an overhanging roof to protect it from the weather, and a number of lounge chairs set on it. I stepped up the front stairs and turned to look out over one of the most scenic views I could ever remember. Before me lay a long valley weaving between various sized mountains with miles and miles of fir trees making a green carpet extending down the valley and up the sides of the neighboring mountains; thinning to a green speckle as they approached each gray rock peak. The view would have been spectacular at any time, but with the sun sinking down toward the distant peaks, the few clouds that were hanging over the peaks were changing from fluffy white to burnt orange. I stood mesmerized at the beauty of the scene before me, the sun slowly being impaled by one of the distant peaks, the triangle bite taken out of the orange disk growing by the moment as if it were sinking into the mountain itself.
"Now I know why they keep coming back up here." I said to myself as I turned toward the front door, the only remains of the sun an orange tint to the sky. I stepped through the unlocked door and reached for the light switch, realizing belatedly that there wasn't any electricity to run things. Retreating back out into the quickly growing night I made my way around to the side of the building and found the generator set. I opened the control panel and a small lamp in the panel flicked on, glowing yellow and lighting the panel enough for me to see the starting instructions. The propane powered generator had simple enough controls, a run/stop switch, a start button and a main circuit breaker. I flicked the run switch on and pressed the starter button. The engine turned over quickly, the battery obviously having more than enough charge to spin it in this warm weather. Within seconds the engine had coughed to life and settled to a steady hum that was surprisingly quiet.
With power on, the cabin glowed gently and pools of light splashed on the ground from nearly all the windows. I closed the compartment door, quieting the system even further, before heading back into the cabin. I explored my temporary home, finding two bedrooms, a spacious sitting room, a large kitchen that seemed to have all the needed accoutrements, including a gas powered refrigerator that seemed to be stocked with anything I might need. My last discovery was more surprising, a hot tub sitting on a back deck that was apparently heated by gas, since it was already warm. The deck dropped off to a wooden walkway that was lined with solar powered lights and wound across the back yard toward a similarly lit dock extending out onto a glass smooth lake.
I walked the length of the boardwalk and out onto the dock, enjoying the sounds of the night, the stress of the trip flowing out and dissipating with the last bits of daylight.
I was finally driven back to the cabin by the arrival of the aircraft sized mosquitoes, closing the sliding screen door on the back deck to shut the flying pests out. I settled into a lounge chair by the hot tub and listened to the sounds of Mother Nature, barely disturbed by the gentle hum of the generator.
It was hours later when I awoke, having fallen asleep in my chair, the trip having apparently gotten the best of me. I found the bedroom, stripped off my clothes and dropped onto the bed before the sound of the generator reminded me it was still running. I slipped on my hiking boots and headed out to shut it down, not bothering to dress remembering Angie's insistence that she didn't have to worry about clothes up here due to the lack of neighbors. The thought of her running around naked immediately brought my underutilized member to attention. With the lights now off and a few battery powered nightlights providing some illumination, I made my way back onto the cabin and to bed.
*******
The morning had already made its appearance before I awoke, the sounds of the birds in the trees making a pleasant backdrop instead of the usual alarm clock. I pulled on a pair of shorts I had brought and found a pair of flip-flops near the closet. The morning air was cool, probably only in the high sixties, but the forecast was for a blistering hot day, even up on the mountain. I walked to the end of the dock and quickly decided that breakfast could wait as I surveyed the lake.
The lake looked to be nearly half a mile long with a winding and rounded shoreline. Much of the shoreline was covered with fallen trees and low growth hanging over or in the water. This looked like it would make wonderful cover for fish. The remaining shoreline seemed to be either grassy or in a few cases, sandy, mostly clear of underbrush, leaving it open as it extended up into the fir woods. The water was smooth as a mirror, the rays of the morning sun bouncing off toward me making me hold my hand over my eyes like a shade. I simply couldn't imagine a more idyllic setting to try to let go of so much that was bottled up within me.
With my mind full of turmoil, I headed to the cabin to get my gear and lose myself in some relaxing fishing. I had my rods and tackle and was pushing the small plastic boat off shore, getting ready to do battle with the mountain lakes inhabitants.
As the morning wore on I found enjoyment at that abundance of fish I had caught, keeping a couple for dinner and tossing the rest back. The heat had slowly crept in with the morning sun and I was soon feeling the impact of the thinner air and lack of clouds as the rays cleared the trees and started beating down on both the lake and myself. I decided it was time to take care of breakfast and headed the small boat back to shore. Leaving my gear in the boat I beached it and set about cleaning my catch.
True to her word, Angie had stocked the fridge with anything I would need, and several things I doubted I would. What, for instance, would I do with a bottle of cold Champaign? I just wasn't that much of drinker, and she knew that. Just the same, she had stocked enough food in the large refrigerator to feed several people for a week. Choosing some nice thick cut bacon and eggs, I made myself a nice breakfast, including toast. I was surprised that I didn't have to turn on the generator and finally realized that the cabin had to be using solar power during the day, which was confirmed with a quick look at the south facing roof. That also explained the quiet bubbling going on in the hot tub as I walked past.
With breakfast done and the dishes cleaned up, I headed back out to the dock to sit and enjoy the day. I spent a long time looking at the water and looking into myself, wondering if everyone was right and it was time to start looking for companionship once again. My kids were right of course; my wife would not have wanted me to become a hermit. She had always been one to encourage me to try things and enjoy life to the fullest. I just never expected to end up outliving her. After sitting for a long time I realized that the heat of the day had started to bake me, giving my skin a pink tinge and make the lake look very inviting for a swim. I hadn't brought a suit with me and with a bit of trepidation, stood up and looked around before stripping down and slipping gingerly into the lake.
I found it, as Angie had said, fun and somewhat liberating to be completely naked out here with no worries about anyone to see you. I had skinny-dipped with my wife a few times, but being in the water with her naked had always turned quickly sexual. This time however sex was not on the docket and I found it surprisingly liberating to just enjoy the water naked.
After swimming for a short time I pulled myself out of the lake and lay back on the chair to let the sun dry my now cooled skin. Once dry I headed to the cabin to find some sun block.
Returning to my chair I sat down and began to cover myself in the creamy lotion, the light breeze that had kicked up cooled my skin even further as I applied the lotion. The feeling of the sun and lotion on my skin mixed with the memories of rubbing my wife's body with sun block, first teasing my hands into her top and eventually working her entire swim suit off. Closing my eyes I pictured her in my boat as I slowly worked her suit down her body, exposing more and more of her creamy skin to my touch; my hands in the here and now were stroking my rock hard cock with the lotion. I could almost feel her hot pussy around my cock as I stroked it and thought of how I had pressed her back against the engine housing, leaning her back onto the padded cover and pulling her suit down her legs. Dropping it to the floor I could remember teasing her hot wet lips with my engorged head and slowly pressing it into her. I stroked in and out of her hot pussy, my hands traveling up her body to rub and squeeze her cream covered tits, the sound of her pleasured moans filling the small secluded bay we were anchored in.
My hand continued to stroke my hard cock as my mind pictured her body tensing and jerking as her orgasm washed over her, her squeaks and groans pushing me over the edge. My body jerked and my engorged cock spurted cum, in my mind into her hot pussy, each jerk of my body launching another lance of hot cum into her. Panting I finally pulled my cum covered cock from her and helped her up, pulling her to me and holding her close while we kissed softly and wetly.
I looked around a bit guiltily as I stood up, cum sliding down my chest and dripping off my cheek. I stepped over to the water and stepped in, squatting down to splash water up and wash my white juice off my body. Finally rinsed, I climbed back onto the deck and walked over to the chair, swiping cum off the back where it had missed my head and landed on the back of the lounge chair. I was a bit surprised at how much, and how forcefully, I had cum.
Dropping back onto the chair I got the lotion out and re-covered the places I had washed to ensure I was not going to burn any further, and allowed the sun to warm my body as I laid my head back to ponder why that particular image had come to mind. It had been a long time since I had even felt the desire to do anything sexual, let alone sit in the outdoors and jack off. Even more surprising was that the more I thought about it, the more I realized I was still turned on and enjoying the sensations of the sun and wind on my naked body, much as I had years ago on the few occasions that I had coaxed my wife to get naked with me. But here I was alone, my mind wandering to the thoughts of her naked body once again.
Lunch time snuck up on me as I lay there, my stomach growling in complaint as I was drawn from the nap I had slipped into. Fortunately the shadows had moved across me and prevented me from frying my white skin to a crisp. I got up and headed for the cabin, thoughts of food replacing the thoughts of sex that had my hard cock swinging like a flag pole as I walked. It only took a few minutes to find the makings for a large sandwich and to my surprise, cold diet soda's that were my favorite kind. Angie had done her work thoroughly, but as my mind flashed to her, it also flashed to the time I had seen her in a very skimpy yellow bikini, one of her tits accidently slipping out of the too small cup and giving me a brief flash of nipple while she helped me load my car for the trip to the lake. I could remember watching her the rest of that day, wondering if the several quick glimpses of her nipples and one "accidental" view of her pussy were, in retrospect, really accidental. At the time, being married, it was a nice show, but I would never have thought of doing anything. Now however, if she showed up that way I suddenly realized that I would actively try to see more of her and if given the chance sink my again hard cock into her hot pussy.
On a whim I headed to the master bedroom and opened a few drawers, quickly finding her underwear drawer. I had no idea what I was actually doing, searching through Angie's personals, but I seemed to be thinking more with my hard on than with my brain as I pulled one sexy panty from the drawer after another. Some of the tiny panties seemed almost too small to go onto her curvy figure, and some of the lacy bras clearly couldn't contain her huge tits completely. There was no doubt that some of these were strictly for play, which led me to the next obvious thing to find, the video collection.
One drawer near the big screen TV mounted on the wall opposite the bed was filled with movies of various types, including a significant amount of porn. Their tastes seemed to vary widely from outdoor action to threesomes and a certain amount of school girl and nurse type games. My little adventure through her drawers had really opened my eyes to what Angie was capable of. The last drawer I opened really surprised me though. The lower drawer on one bedside stand had a surprising assortment of vibrators, dildos, silk ropes and even handcuffs. I pulled a few out and looked them over before carefully putting them all back. My cock was throbbing by the time I was done and it only took me a few moments to decide to turn on a video.
I dug through the drawer looking for something good to jack off to; I found a couple unmarked ones in the bottom. Popping one into the DVD player I turned on the LCD and sat on the end of the bed to see what it had. You could have knocked me over with a feather when the image of Angie, completely naked and tied to the bed, flashed up on the screen.
The camera angle indicated that it had been sitting on the drawer unit under the TV looking at the bed, Angie's bare pussy fully on display between her spread legs, each leg tied to a corner of the bed. A female giggle that didn't belong to Angie preceded another slim, naked woman who must have turned on the camera before crawling onto the bed over Angie. I watched her large tits sway back and forth as she crawled onto the bed and then up over Angie's body, giving me a quick view of both their tits and pussies at the same time. She settled her body down, leaving her ass in the air, her big tits pressed against Angie's stomach. The view I had in front of me was incredible, two wet pussies on display in front of me as she knelt over Angie, obviously sucking on her huge tits. I scooted up on the bed, leaning against the headboard, my hard cock now sitting about where the other woman's mouth had to be.
Angie was quickly writhing and squirming under the attentions of the other woman's mouth, her hand soon moving between Angie's legs and stroking her finger up between her wet lips. I stroked my cock as I watched her finger slip inside Angie's pussy, plunging deep inside her and pulling back out, glistening with her juices. I heard Angie cry out the name "Lisa" as the other woman plunged her finger in again, pushing it deeper and from the movement of her hand, wiggling it deep inside her.



With a grin the woman turned around, her big tits swinging around as she turned to face the camera. She looked between her legs, which were now straddling Angie's body, and backed herself up until her shaved pussy was hovering over Angie's mouth. With a giggle the black hair of the other woman, Lisa, blocked out the view of Angie's pussy as she lowered her head between her legs and began digging her tongue into Angie's pussy. I heard her cry of passion muffled as the woman lowered her ass down, pushing her pussy into Angie's face. The face lifted and smiled at the camera, glistening with juices as she reached for something beside Angie, and came back with a long purple vibrator. With a grin she rubbed the tip of the purple device up and down Angie's slit and then pushed the humming device deep into her as she lowered her lips to Angie's pussy and began stroking her clit with her tongue.
I stroked my cock in time with the purple vibrators plunging in and out of Angie's pussy, the look on the woman's face indicating that she was clearly near orgasm of herself as she pulled her lips from Angie's pussy. Her hips wiggled and humped her pussy against Angie's face as she continued to plunge the vibrator into Angie. Both women's hips rocked and wiggled as their climaxes grew closer, my own inching forward with theirs, my whole body in tune with what was happening before me. I watched the face of the woman on top screw up as her whole body tensed and she cried out in pleasure. Her whole body jerked and shook as she came; Angie's hips humped up to cause the vibrator to continue to plunge in and out while the woman on top held it still, her own orgasm making her beyond coordinated movement.
I watched Angie's pussy begin to quiver as her orgasm approached, finally squirting a stream of clear liquid toward the camera. My own cock spurted, shooting a stream of white hot cum into the air and splashing down onto my hand and stomach, each pump of my cum almost in time with the juices Angie was squirting out onto the bed and over the woman's hand.
I lay panting for several minutes, watching the woman untangle herself from Angie and undo her bonds as my cock softened in my hand. I began to wonder what I had been thinking, jacking off watching a good friend in a lesbian encounter. I hadn't ever seen her naked before, let alone watched her in a sexual encounter. Seeing her with this other woman had my mind completely blown away and I doubted I would ever see her the same way again. Part of me wondered if I would see a whole lot more if she knew what I had just watched. I pulled out the disk and put it back in the drawer before heading back out to the lake to cool off.
I laid around the lake until dinner time and then fried my morning catch and cooked a couple cobs of corn on the grill. It felt a bit funny grilling and eating naked, but then Angie's exhibition had pushed buttons I didn't even know I had. After dinner I pulled on my clothes and headed off onto lake for a restful evening of fishing.
*******
The clouds rolled in fast just as it was getting dark, and even though I had hustled down the lake as fast as the little motor would move me, the cold rain drops began slapping the water around me long before I made it back to the dock. I pulled the small boat onto the shore and ran down the dock for the cabin, the cold drops coming down in sheets quickly soaking me and chilling me to the bone.
I stood in the screened in back deck shivering as I looked at the rain and started peeling my soaked clothes off. I tried to remember where the towel was that I had left on the porch, and now naked, started searching for it. The only light I had to work with was glow from the solar lights along the deck walk. I fumbled around until I found it and started to dry myself off when the idea hit me, why not jump into the hot tub to warm up. So I slipped thankfully into the warm water and took a nice long soak.
"Time to hit the sack." I said to myself after I had soaked a while to warm up. I climbed out and quickly dried myself off. I padded naked down the hall, using the small solar charged nightlights that were scattered about a few of the rooms to guide me. I felt my way into the master bedroom and over to the bed. I made my way around to the side and pulled the covers back and climbed onto the huge bed. As I pulled the covers over myself and rolled over, my hand touched something; a body.
"What the fuck?" I cried, jumping out of bed and fumbling for the flashlight I had found on the night table earlier in the day.
"Who the hell are you?" A female voice shouted as I turned on the light and began shining it around until I found her face.
What the light showed was a naked woman, slightly shorter than I was, with a pair of large tits, a hawkish nose and black curly hair. Only after the light shined across her body did she grab at the blanket to try to cover herself.
"I could ask the same thing. Who the hell are you and what are you doing here?" I shouted at her, my heart still pounding in my chest.
"Angie told me I could stay here a couple days this week. Now who the hell are you and what are you doing at Angie's place?" She shouted back at me, clearly as shook as I was.
"Angie and Joe set me up here for the week. How the hell did you get here?"
"I hiked in a couple hours ago. I could ask you the same thing; there wasn't a truck in the drive."
"That's because Joe flew me up and had me dropped off." I said, using the flashlight to shine up and down her a bit and get more of a view of her.
"Well...why don't you turn a light on or something?" She snapped angrily.
"I have to go start the generator." I said as I stomped off down the hall. I made my way outside and back into the cold rain to go start the generator, the lights in the house coming to life with the generator. Running back across the yard I grabbed the towel from the back deck and was drying off when she walked out onto the now lit deck, wrapped in a blanket. "Damn." I muttered as I wrapped the towel around myself.
"Now, just what the hell is going on here? I know that Angie and Joe said I would have the place to myself all week. How did you end up in the middle of this?"
"I was looking for a backpack getaway and Angie offered up the cabin as a stopover, but she said I could use it any nights this week; that I would have it to myself, they wouldn't be back up till the weekend. She told me I would be fucking all alone up here."
"Uh you're not single by chance, are you?" I asked curiously, a nagging feeling creeping in as she talked.
"Actually, I'm divorced... several years ago." She said quietly, "Why?"
I walked over and dropped into one of the chairs on the deck and shook my head with a wry look on my face. "Angie! Should have known."
"What about Angie?"
"I think this was a setup. She's been bugging me to go out with someone for months and I keep putting her off. The latest is someone named Tina." I said with a shake of my head.
"Uh... Let me guess. You're Mark?" She asked, dropping into the other chair.
"Uh huh. And I bet you're Tina?" I asked looking over at her.
"Uh huh."
"Well, good to meet you Tina. I guess Angie managed to get us on that blind date anyway. Never knew she was that kind of a schemer."
"Well, what do we do now?" She asked. "My ride won't pick me up at the trail head for four more days; I was supposed to lay over here for two."
"Me either. Joe isn't going to be back to pick me up until he and Angie come up at the end of the week. I should have known something was up when it had to be this week." I said shaking my head.
"So we're stuck?"
"Looks that way. There's plenty to eat and everything is set, I guess we just both have to share the place for the next couple days."
"Well, I guess I can share. But right now, I need some sleep. I've been hiking for two days and I'm beat."
"Ok. Let's go get another bed set up." I said standing up. She followed me into the cabin and down the hall to the guest room. The two of us searched the cabinets in both bedrooms and the hall linen closet and came to the conclusion that the only blanket in the cabin was currently wrapped around her.
"Well, that's a fine how-do-you-do." She said. "Angie really planned this well, didn't she?"
"Wha'd'ya you mean?"
"Don't you get it? This is her little way of getting us to share the same bed."
"Well...um...that could be a problem."
"Why is that?"
"I don't exactly have pj's." I said turning a bit red in embarrassment.
"Um....actually I don't either. I have a dirty t-shirt I can wear, but because I back packed in, I didn't bring much. She talked me into going light because I could go naked and not have to worry about being seen by anyone."
I laughed loudly before telling her that Angie had told me the same thing, going so far as pulling the spare set of clothes out of my bag before I left the airport.
"Tell you what, let's see what we can find in their drawers to put on and go from there. I'm sure they left something we can use."
"Sounds fair." She said as we headed for the dressers. We rummaged around a bit looking for suitable clothes. There were a number of sweatshirts and such, but in the summer heat those simply wouldn't do. Most of what was in Joe's drawers were just not going to fit, Joe being several sizes larger than I was.
"I don't know what to pick. Almost everything here is just sexy lingerie or too damn hot to wear to bed." She said with a bit of frustration in her voice.
"I know. I'm not sure anything here is going to fit me, and the one pair of clothes I do have are lying on the deck soaked. Let me have a look, maybe I can find something for you."
"Now why would I do that? You'd probably pick something that's completely revealing." She said as she stood at the dresser.
"Tell you what." I said as I gently moved her aside and started rummaging through the lace and silk. "After I pick for you, you can pick for me. Fair?"
"Well, you can pick and I can always refuse." She said with a note of defiance in her voice.
I dug through the outfits, looking at the wide array of see through and sexy outfits. I momentarily thought about the school girl top, but discarded it in favor of a bright red silk top and matching panty. The top was very low cut and had tiny shoulder strings to hold it up that would arch over her shoulders and then disappear into a criss-cross pattern down the back, leaving the front of her covered and the entire back bare. The outfit had a pair of red thong panties folded into them that seemed to also be made of silk. "Here you go." I said holding it up.
"You want me to wear that?" She asked with a laugh.
"Sure, it'll cover all your important parts. That's what you wanted wasn't it?"
"I suppose it was." She said moving to the dresser with Joe's stuff in it. She dug around a few moments and then pulled out a pair of extremely thin underwear that looked a lot like women's underwear. "Then this is what you should wear."
"That? You're kidding right? What is it? A men's thong?"
"Uh huh. If you want me to wear a thong it's only fair, isn't it?"
"I suppose it is." I said, taking it from her and walking to the bathroom. It only took me a few moments to pull the tiny thing on, the miniscule amount of material barely containing my cock and balls. I tied a knot in the string that held it up to get it closer to my size and stepped back out into the bedroom while she was bent over, pulling the thong panty up her legs. I watched her bare ass stick out at me as well as her pussy, which glistened with wetness in the bedroom light. Almost immediately I could feel my cock start to harden at the sight.
She straightened up and turned around to face me, the red silk covering her body, but if anything, accentuating her full round breasts, each one clearly topped with a large hard nipple. I figured her to be late thirties or maybe forty, well toned and muscular, maybe a hundred forty or fifty pounds. Even then a good part of that had to be in her chest, which looked to be at least a double D, swinging and wiggling enticingly as she turned to let me see the results. Her still bare ass was round and firm and I could see the tone of her muscles in her whole body. There was a faint white X across her back and similar white lines across her hips and ass where the straps from a fairly small bikini covered her while she tanned. Her green eyes sparkled and a happy smile came to her lips as she looked back at me, seeing the results of her impromptu fashion show.
"I was going to ask if you liked it, but I can see that you do." She said, nodding toward my hardening cock, which was threatening to burst from the almost non-existent amount of material trying to contain it.
"Yeah. I do." I said with a crooked grin, feeling a bit embarrassed at being caught ogling her body and my obvious state of arousal. "I better go out and kill the generator."
"Um, you do know there is a generator control in the kitchen, right?" She asked.
"Uh No. Seems that Joe forgot to tell me that part."
"I'll get it." She said, turning and walking from the room, her swaying naked ass, visible in the gap between the material of the top, making my cock all the harder. I tossed the blanket onto the bed and climbed in, pulling it up to my waist to hide my erection, which had sprung from its confines and was exposed for anyone to see. I realized I didn't really have to worry about being seen when the room plunged into darkness after the generator quit. "I'm back." I heard her say just before the bed bounced slightly as her weight settled on it.
I lay awake for some time, listening to her breath and thinking about the parts of her body that I had seen, my hard on staying full on until I finally drifted off to sleep.
*****
The sun topped the trees and its rays tweaked between the curtains into the master bedroom, drawing me from my sleep. It took my sleepy brain several seconds to realize that the weight I felt on my chest was not from the covers, but from a tussled mop of curly black hair. My arm was wrapped around the woman whose head was on my chest, her bare back and ass cupped in my hand. I could feel her hand around my hard cock, which had somehow come completely free of the underwear I could feel around my thighs. I felt her breast pressing against my side as she stirred.
She lifted her head and looked down at my cock sticking out both ends of her hand and her leg draped over mine, her pussy pressed against my thigh. I could see that the top she was wearing had pushed aside after the strings on her back had worked loose, one of her big tits hanging out.
"Good morning." I said quietly, apparently snapping her to reality.
She jerked her hand from my hard cock and tried to pull the top back over her tits. "Damn, I'm sorry. I mean..."
"Sorry about what?" I asked quietly.
"Well, I don't know you, I mean... I didn't mean to... I mean I shouldn't have."
"It's ok. I have to admit that I find you attractive and well... please don't cover yourself up." I said as she tried to pull more blanket over herself.
"I feel a bit conspicuous." She said shyly.
"Yeah, I have a hunch that Angie expected us to end up exactly like this. So tell me, what's your story?"
She lay her head down on my chest again and we spent the next few minutes talking through how we had each ended up alone and single. While we talked I could feel her relax a bit more against me, snuggling tighter to me as she did.
"You know, Angie went to a lot of trouble to try to hook us up." She said quietly after we were both done with our stories.
"She did seem to do that." I agreed as I felt her fingers stroke up and down my stomach.
"It would be a shame for her to think she wasted all that effort." Tina said as her fingers found my partially hard cock.
"She did go to a lot of trouble." I said stroking her lower back where it curves out to the round of her ass, my fingers tracing little lines down as far on her cheeks as I could reach.
"Uh huh." She said as she wrapped her hand around my cock.
I reached my other hand over her and gently pulled the strings that tied the back of her outfit together. Slowly the material separated and I stroked up and down her back, pushing the material aside until her whole back was bare. With my other hand I could feel the string that held her bottom in place and felt around for the tiny clip that I had seen the night before. I worked the clip with my fingers until I felt the elastic pop away, leaving her ass and back now completely bare.
She looked up at me and rolled over the top of me, pushing herself up, the red silk material falling away from her body, revealing her huge tanned tits. She drew her knees up under her until she was straddling me, her wet pussy pressed against my engorged cock. She put both hands on my chest and pushed her body up, allowing me to view her tits, she used her arms to push the two large globes together and out toward me. She smiled down at me, allowing me time to enjoy the view, her smile inviting me to feel her offering. My hands slipped up both of her arms until I cupped each breast, my palms supporting them as she moved her arms apart to free them to my touch. I gently squeezed and massaged them, feeling her hard nipples grow harder in my palms. I eased my grip and allowed my fingers to trace circles around them, teasing not only her nipples, but also the sides and under them, drawing a gentle sigh from her. She leaned back a bit farther, drawing her breasts from my touch and allowing my fingers to stroke lower, slowly tracing tiny dimples across her stomach down to her completely shaved mound.
"God you're beautiful." I said quietly, taking in the view of her whole sexy body.
"Do you really think so? Or are you just saying that because you think I'm going to fuck you?" She asked as she sat on my hard cock, my purple head sticking out from under her as she began to slowly rock her hips, sliding her wet lips along its length.
"Ohhh that feels good. But I meant what I said." I whispered as she leaned forward slightly to let my fingers stroke back up her body to her rock hard nipples.
"When was the last time you had sex?" she asked quietly as she continued to rock on me.
"Over a year." I said as I drew circles around each large tit with my fingers, slowly spiraling toward her rock hard nipples.
"Then this should feel really good." She said as she reached one hand to my cock and pressed it up to her while she lifted herself on her knees. I felt and watched my head disappear between her glistening wet lips, sliding up along her slit until it engaged in the entrance to her tunnel. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck." She groaned as she slowly sank down on me, my cock being enveloped by her hot pussy inch by inch. "Oh God yes." She practically purred as I disappeared into her until I could feel my head nestled against the end of her tunnel.
"Ohhhhhhh." Was all I could say as she lifted herself up my cock, leaving only my head inside her hot tunnel before she again lowered herself down my shaft.
"Uh huh." She agreed as she repeated the trip again, coming down harder this time, plunging my cock up into her. I squeezed and played with her tits and nipples as she closed her eyes and rode my shaft, driving herself up and down it rhythmically, and driving both of us toward our inevitable climaxes.
"Oh God you're going to make me cum!" I groaned as each stroke slammed my head into the end of her tunnel, increasing the incredible feelings of her tight pussy stroking my mushroom head and hard shaft.
"Yesssss. Do it. Cum in me! I want to feel you explode inside me." She coaxed as she continued to ride me, her fingers gently pulling and squeezing my nipples.
"Oh God. I'm going to!" I said between gritted teeth, my body arching to push up into her with each stroke she made down onto me. "OH FUCK!" I shouted as my body jerked, gushing the first powerful stream of hot cum up into her.



"YES!" She screamed as her own orgasm took over her body, both of us jerking and twitching in time to my spurts of cum into her body. I lost track of the seconds or minutes or hours that my body was lost in the bliss of her, coming back to reality as she slowly lowered herself down onto my chest, her big tits pressed between us. She lowered her lips to mind and gently kissed me, which I returned. The kiss grew in wetness and passion as the seconds passed into minutes, each of us teasing the other's lips and tongue with our own.
"Damn. What just happened?" She panted when she finally broke the embrace.
"I'm not sure, but I don't want it to stop."
"No?"
"No." I said quietly as I coaxed her to slide up my body, disengaging my softened cock from her pussy and bringing her big tits in reach of my lips. I gently kissed each breast, working softly and slowly around them and from one to the other. Each kiss was a soft lick of the tip of my tongue before my soft lips kissed the wet spot I had just created. Around and around I kissed, working ever closer to her hard nipples, finally tasting her puckered areola and then sucking each hard nipple into my mouth. I drew them deep into my mouth, rolling the hard nipple against the roof of my mouth with my tongue before releasing it to go to the other.
"Oh God." She breathed as I worked her soft breasts.
"You like?" I asked between kisses.
"Oh yes." She replied with a sigh.
"Good!" I said as I suddenly rolled her over putting myself on top of her, looking down at her with a grin. Watching her eyes, I lowered my head to her chest again and then began kissing my way down her breasts to her belly, working back and forth with my shower of licks and kisses.
"Ohhhhhhhh" she moaned quietly as she tried to grab fruitlessly into my short hair with her fingers. I kissed my way slowly down to her shaved mound, feeling the stubble on my cheek as I worked to her thighs. Kissing each inch of her as I moved, I slowly worked down her left thigh, kissing the soft inside until I reached her knee, and then switched to her right one. Slowly I worked closer to her sopping pussy, kissing my way up her thigh and finally around her wet lips.
"Oh fuck yes!" She moaned as I blew my hot breath across her lips and then gently spread them with my tongue. I dipped into her juices and then licked up her slit, pressing as deeply into her as I could before allowing my tongue to bounce across her hard clit. "Ohhhhh my God yes!" She moaned again.
With a grin to myself I continued to work her pussy with my tongue, inching her up the slope toward another climax, but not pushing her too fast. Her hips lifted from the bed to try to encourage me to go faster and in response I pressed a finger deep into her tunnel, curling it up and stroking the top of her velvety path. I concentrated on her clit now, wrapping one arm around her thigh to let my fingers spread her lips so I could flick directly across her clit with my tongue while I stroked circles on the top of her tunnel, searching for that magic spot.
"OH FUCK!!! OH JESUS!" She screamed as my finger found just the right spot, her hips bucking uncontrollably with each stroke of my finger, her trip toward climax suddenly jumping right to the summit. I sucked her clit into my mouth and squeezed it with my lips, flicking my tongue across the very tip of it, and setting off her orgasm. I felt her juices squirt out onto my chest and the bed as her hips bucked and jerked under my attentions. Her whole body was wracked with spasms for long seconds until she finally pushed my face from her pussy, the sensations more than she could handle any longer.
"Good God." She panted as she laid on the bed, her huge tits heaving up and down as she fought to catch her breath. "What did you do?"
"Not much." I said with a grin as I crawled up her body and knelt over her, my again hard cock resting on her stomach.
"I wouldn't call it not much. Damn!"
"You're welcome." I said with a grin.
"I bet you'd like to put that hard cock someplace." She said, gripping my ass and pulling me closer to her. "My pussy may not be up to being fucked again right now, but I bet I can give you a good place to put it."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh." She said as she let go of my ass, my legs now straddling her chest and my hard cock lying in the valley between her big tits. She squeezed them together and gently stroked them up and down my cock, coaxing me to stroke with her. I could feel my balls sliding up and down her sweaty stomach as my cock appeared and disappeared between her tits. Each time my head came into view above her breasts, she allowed it to slip into her wet mouth, her saliva and sweat keeping me lubricated as I stroked in and out of the soft confines.
"Oh God." I groaned as I slid in and out. My fingers playing with her hard nipples while I fucked her tits. I could feel my cum slowly building as her tits and mouth inched me toward the climax I knew was coming. "You ready for some more?" I panted as I worked my hips, sliding my balls and cock on her body.
"Yep." She said between thrusts into her mouth, her tongue teasing the underside of my cock with each stroke.
"Oh shit." I said as I picked up my pace, my explosion only seconds away. "Here it comes!" I groaned as my body jerked, squirting a string of hot white cum out from between her tits, the string arching into the air and landing in her hair and on her face. She giggled as my body jerked time and again, sending more of my cream to collect on her face and neck, finally reducing to a drool that dripped into the valley of her tits. She coaxed me forward and gently reached out to suck the head of my cock into her mouth, sucking the last of the cum from my shrinking shaft before allowing me to pull away and roll over.
"I think I need a shower now." She said with a laugh. "Or more to the point, one to wash off your shower."
"Well, there's one in the bathroom, or there's one outside on the deck. I'll go kick on the generator."
"Which one do you want to use?" She asked as I crawled off the bed.
"Actually, it might be fun to play in the one outside." I replied as I headed toward the kitchen to start the gen set.
"Sounds ok to me." She said as she stepped into the kitchen behind me, a couple towels and a bottle of some kind of soap in her hand.
"You really look like something." I said with a laugh, cum dripping down her face and landing on her tits.
"That bad huh?"
"Nope...That good!" I said, taking her hand and leading her outside. It only took the shower a moment to get hot, an instant water heater mounted just on the back side of the shower stand. I pulled her under the stream of warm water and gently rinsed the cum from her face and hair, taking the opportunity to kiss her softly while she had her head back.
"Why did you do that?" She asked quietly.
"I don't know....I just felt like it." I answered honestly.
We spent the next few minutes washing each other off, letting our hands roam over every inch of each other's bodies. With each of us more than clean, we shut off the water, using the towels to wipe the water from each other. Mostly dried off, she followed me into the kitchen where I set about making some bacon and fried eggs, neither of us bothering with clothes.
"So what did you have planned for today?" She asked as she finished the last of the eggs from her plate.
"Well, I would normally go fishing a while."
"I see. I don't mind fishing, but that hot tub looks pretty inviting after two days on the trail."
"Well, I don't need to go." I answered.
"Nonsense. You go fishing. I'll still be here when you get back."
"You're sure you don't want to come along?"
"Not just now. You go."
"Ok." I said as I moved to stack the dishes in the sink.
"You cooked, let me do the dishes." She said as she got up from the table and stepped behind me. Her arm wrapped around me and gently stroked my belly, her fingers teasing the top of my cock.
"You keep that up, we won't ever get to fish or relax." I said quietly as I felt her tits press into my back.
"Well, in that case, why don't you go fish and after lunch we can share some desert."
"I like that idea." I said as her hands slid from my body. I turned and watched her walk down the hall toward the bedroom, her hips swinging tantalizingly. I shook my head and then headed to the back deck. My clothes were still in a pile on the deck, soaking wet, so I took them out and hung them in the sun before heading for the lake.
********
I had been fishing for quite some time, occasionally putting sun block on certain exposed parts to prevent getting a burn, and watching Tina on the dock, sunning naked. I fished my way back toward the dock, slowly working myself close enough to get a good look at her naked body again. She looked up and saw me, smiling and spreading her legs wide for me to see her pussy and what I would call, inviting me in.
"I wondered how long you were going to stay out?" she called from the dock as she sat up on the lounge chair.
"Well, if I had known you were all hot and bothered I might have come in sooner.
"Oh, so you missed the sight of me fingering myself to orgasm while I watched your naked body fishing?"
"I guess I did."
"Well, in that case, why don't I show you a little bit of what it looked like?" She said as she lay back down, her spread legs giving me an incredible view of her pussy as I floated a few feet from the end of the dock. One hand gently squeezed and massaged her tit while the other slipped between her legs, one finger dipping into her pussy and spreading her obviously wet lips. "It was something like this." She moaned quietly as she stroked her finger in and out of her hot pussy.
I tied the little boat to the end of the dock and climbed up onto the boards, my now rock hard cock swinging back and forth.
"Any chance you know of something a bit bigger than my finger to slide in here? This just isn't fat enough." She said a bit breathlessly.
Without a word I stepped across the end of the chair and pulled her hand away from her pussy, placing it on her other tit. I hooked my hands under both of her knees and lifted her legs up until I could slide under them, sitting on the end of the chair with my hard cock lying against her wet lips.
"Mmmmmm I feel something hard. I wonder what it's going to do." She cooed
I rocked my hips, sliding my hard cock up and down her pussy lips several times, allowing my head to tease her lips and clit.
"Ohhhh such a tease." She moaned as I pressed my cock against her harder, making sure that it rode up and down across her clit, the mushroom head bumping across it with each stroke.
"You like that?" I asked as I let the tip of my head press between her lips and into the entrance to her tunnel before slipping back up to slide across her clit.
"Oh God what a tease...Please push it inside!" She begged.
"You want this?" I asked as I pressed it deeper into her on the next stroke, letting my head push into her an inch or two before pulling it back out to slide up her pussy.
"Ohhhhh Yes. Again...Deeper! Please!!!" She begged, her eyes closed and her hands pulling on her hard nipples.
The next stroke I pushed it deeper, allowing it to slide into her as far as I could go in this position.
"Ohhhhhh Fuck yes!" She moaned as I started to rock so it stroked in and out an inch or two.
"Come up here." I said, reaching for her hands and pulling her up toward me. She put her arms around my neck and I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her onto my lap so that she sat on me with her legs past my waist, her feet touching the deck and her tits resting at my face level. I gently kissed around each breast, working closer to her nipples as she began slowly riding up and down my shaft. With each stroke she rolled her hips, pushing the head of my cock alternately against the front and back of her tunnel as she slid up and down.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned, as she worked up and down my shaft, my mouth now working each of her hard nipples, sucking them into my mouth and nibbling them gently. I pulled my mouth off each nipple, allowing my teeth to stretch the nipple and then slide between my teeth before moving to the other. "Oh God you feel so good." She moaned as her whole body trembled.
I slid my hand down her back to her ass, squeezing it and letting my fingers slowly work between her cheeks. She gave a squeak as my finger teased across her tiny rosebud, her whole body jerking and spasming as my penetrating fingertip set off a massive orgasm. I felt her pussy clamp and spasm around my hard shaft, trying to suck it deeper into her. I held her tight while her orgasm faded and she finally relaxed against me. "Guess you had desert first." I said with a quiet laugh.
"No shit!" She panted, her whole body flushed pink.
"Well, how about I make some lunch for us now?"
"Sounds good." She answered as I lowered her back down to the chair. I pulled my still hard cock from her pussy and headed to the cabin.
"I knew I smelled something good!" Tina said a few minutes later when she came into the kitchen, the grilled ham and cheese sandwiches nearly done.
"Hope you like hot sandwiches."
"Oh, I have a hunch I'm going to love what you're cooking if you cook anything like you fuck." She said as she stepped behind me, her tits pressing into my back and her hand searching for my cock.
"Well, here they are." I said as I pulled the pan from the heat and slid a sandwich onto each plate that already contained some coleslaw and potato chips. I carried the two plates to the table with her in tow behind me.
"Wow. You are a good cook." She said as she bit into the sandwich in front of her.
"Thank you." I answered as I dug into my own lunch.
"Well, with this little surprise, maybe later I'll have to give you one."
"Hmmmm a surprise huh? I wonder what that will be."
"If I told you it wouldn't be a surprise, would it?"
"No I suppose not." I answered, wondering what she had in mind.
"I think after lunch I'd like to take a walk, what do you think?
"If that's what you want to do." I said with a shrug. "You have some place in mind?"
"Well, Angie said that if I took the trail up behind the lake that it would lead to a really spectacular view. I thought maybe we'd go look together. Besides, I've never been hiking naked before."
"I can't say I have either, but I suppose if you're willing, so am I."
"Good, she said, digging back into her lunch."
*******
We had hiked for almost an hour, her trim ass leading the way up the hill toward the expected overlook. Tina had packed a small backpack cooler with a few things, most of which I was not allowed to see. We continued to make our way up the hill, the trail narrow and bordered with pine trees and low undergrowth. At some points the trees were tall and their needle canopy seemed to stymie growth below them, leaving only a carpet of dead needles and maze of trunks to wind between. It was almost a surprise when we rounded a bend in the trail and a grassy knoll opened up before us. The far side of the knoll had a huge flat rock jutting of the ground.
"Holy crap." I muttered as I followed her to the rock and stood looking at the landscape below us. We had made our way nearly to the peak of the mountain and below us spread a valley that was breathtaking. The blue green carpet of tree tops spread out from the cliff face below us, winding like a river between several lower mountains, making them look like islands sticking out of the flowing river. The sun beat down on the rock, heating it under the cloudless sky.
Tina pulled two small towels from the pack and laid them side by side on the rock. "Have a seat. I'll be right back." She said as she disappeared back down the trail. True to her word, she was back in less than five minutes. You could have knocked me over with a feather at the sight of her, her tits encased in a tiny button down top that only extended slightly below her tits, and an incredibly short plaid skirt. Her hikers had been replaced with a pair of black high heels that made her look like an incredibly sexy school girl.
"Damn." I muttered as I watched her stroll closer to me, her hands teasing the skirt enough to let me see that she had on a very tiny thong panty.
"I saw you pause on this outfit last night. I wondered if you would make me wear this instead of the red outfit you picked."
"I'll admit that when I saw it I pictured you in it, but damn...this is so much better than my imagination was."
"Well..." she said as she stepped closer to me. "Why don't you lay back and relax a bit after your walk." I lay back on the towels and she stepped across me, letting me look up under her skirt. She slid her hand down her front, pulling her skirt up to allow her other hand to slide between her legs and tease her pussy through the sheer material. She swayed back and forth, her hand teasing her pussy and her hips rocking seductively as my cock hardened from the sight.
"That's what I wanted to see." She cooed as she sank down over me, her knees straddling my head and her face toward my now throbbing cock. "Feel free to undo, or do, whatever your little heart desires!" She said as she grasped my cock and stroked it a few times. With her pussy inches from my face I didn't have to think long about what I wanted to do as the hot wetness of her mouth wrapped around my cock head.
I pulled her hips down to draw her pussy toward me. I licked up her silk covered pussy, tasting her sweat and her juices of arousal. Time after time I licked up the material, tasting her and teasing her at the same time. Finally I pulled the strings of the panties down over her ass, coaxing her to lift herself and step out of them. Her mouth went back to work on my cock as I worked her pussy, dipping my tongue between her lips and finding her hard clit and playing with it. My hands slid up and down her thighs, sweeping up and over her round ass as I worked her pussy.
Her talented mouth was hard at work on my cock, driving up and down my rigid shaft, her tongue swirling around the head and teasing the sensitive spot under my head with each stroke. Occasionally I would feel my head meet the resistance of her throat and then slip deeper, encased in her throat.
As she drove me higher up the hill of pleasure, I reached for her top and began to work the buttons loose, her big tits finally falling free of the material and rubbing against my stomach as she worked up and down my shaft.
"I take it you're ready and want to cum?" She asked quietly.
"Oh yeah." I groaned.
She pulled her face from my cock and stood up. She slipped the skirt over her hips and let it slide down her legs, stepping out of it, leaving her naked except for the unbuttoned white crop blouse hanging on her shoulders and framing her big tits. She lowered herself down over my hips until she was sitting on top of my cock, trapping it between our bodies. She wiggled herself around until my cock had split her wet pussy lips and began sliding herself up and down its length. Each trip stroked my shaft from mushroom head to balls, her wet pussy lubricating it and her hard clit running nearly the entire length.
"Oh God that feels good." I moaned as she slid her hips back and forth, stroking my cock with her pussy and playing with the slick head with her fingers. She pulled my cock tighter to her pussy, pressing it tightly between her lips and rubbing her clit against the bottom.
"That's it! Cum for me baby." She cooed as I reached for her big tits, squeezing and massaging them in time with her strokes.
"Oh shit. I will soon." I moaned as she pushed me higher.
"That's what I want. I want to see your hot cum pumping from your hard fat cock. Cum for me...let me see that hot juice."



"Oh shit." I moaned as my hips bucked up, lifting her off the ground as my cock spurted the first rope of cum, lancing out and landing on my chest, nearly hitting me in the face. She slid her pussy up the length of my cock, the next shot of cum barely making its way from between her lips. She slid a bit farther forward, leaning toward me at the same time, letting my next shot of cum lance up into her puss as she pushed herself backward, driving me into her pussy. She leaned back and spread her knees wide, showing me her pussy with my cock disappearing into her, her fingers now frantically rubbing her clit while my cock unloaded yet another shot of hot cum into her.
"Oh fuck yes!" She cried as her body trembled, her fingers pushing her over the top and triggering her climax. She slowly sank down as her climax faded, her tits pressing against my cum streaked chest. Together we allowed the aftermath of our climax to pass as we enjoyed the cool breeze and sunshine.
"I suppose we need to head back. It'll be dinner time by the time we get there." She said quietly.
"Yeah, I suppose so." I agreed reluctantly, helping her get up, her sexy tits swinging around tantalizingly.
"You know. In some ways it's going to be a shame to leave tomorrow." She said as she took the tiny top off and stuffed it into the pack with the rest of the gear she had brought up.
"In some ways?"
"Yeah, I mean, I'd love to stay and screw with you a whole lot more, but to be honest, my pussy just can't take much more." She said with a little blush.
"Well, maybe we can get together again after your pussy recovers some." I said.
"I think I'd like that." I answered as she reached for my hand. We walked down the path hand in hand, reaching the cabin nearly an hour later, much quicker than the hike up the hill had gone. We shucked our boots and took a quick swim to cool off and then headed into the cabin to cook some dinner.
********
The next morning saw Tina hitting the trail again, this time dressed again and her full pack shouldered. I gave her a hug and kiss goodbye and watched her head down the winding mountain trail that led to the valley I had looked over the first night. It would take her two more days to get to the point that her ride expected her to be. I thought briefly about going with her, but wasn't at all set up for that kind if a trip, so reluctantly I watched her disappear into the woods.
I spent the rest of the day fishing and thinking about the time I had spent with Tina. I wanted to be angry with Angie, but I just couldn't seem to be angry after the way Tina made me feel. I was surprised at how easily she had me turned on and how many times I had screwed in just two days. I guess maybe I owed Angie a quiet thank you at some point.
Flopping into bed after killing the generator, I dropped into a deep sleep; a mixture of Tina and Angie working their way into my dreams.
Morning dawned bright and sunny, although I had learned that up here a change in weather can come incredibly quickly. The breeze blowing up the mountain from the valley below was almost hot, which was a surprise to me this early in the morning. Within minutes of going out and getting my gear together I was sweating and was soon splashing cool lake water on my chest and back to cool off. By ten in the morning the sun streaming through the thin air was slowly roasting me and my shorts were soaked from the water I was splashing on myself. I was surprised at how hot it had gotten so quickly. This was more like what I expected the middle of the day to be like, not the middle of the morning. I decided to give up on the fishing for a while and headed back to the dock.
With the boat tied off I climbed out, stripped off my shorts and dove into the water, allowing the cool lake water to soak away some of the heat. I stayed in the lake for nearly half an hour before climbing out refreshed. I padded down the dock and boardwalk, hanging my shorts over the railing in the sun to dry. I padded naked into the kitchen and pulled up short. Something was not the way I had left it; in fact, several something's were not as I had left them. The dishes I had left on the counter to wash later, were washed and in the drainer, and there was a bag on the counter I hadn't left there. Part of me wondered if Angie and Joe had come up early, I wasn't expecting them for nearly two days yet.
I didn't have long to wait to find out what it was about as a blond hair young lady walked into the kitchen from down the hall. She was maybe five foot five, slim, except for her chest, which looked like it was easily a DD. She had smiling blue eyes that had a definite oriental slant and shape that went along with her somewhat sexy lips, which were also smiling. Her extremely tight t-shirt, which barely extended below her free swinging tits, and incredibly short shorts, had my cock quickly growing. I was glad that I had the kitchen island between us so she couldn't see I was naked and hard, both of which could be a bit embarrassing.
"Hi, my name is Suzy." She said as she extended her hand and stepped toward the island.
"Hi... Mark." I said, taking her hand and shaking it. "Um, what are you doing here?" I asked quizzically.
"Oh, Angie said she was going to be up this weekend and I just thought I would come up for a day or so to visit with her. That's not a problem is it?" She asked honestly.
"Well, to be honest I wasn't expecting any company." I said trying to think of how to deal with the fact I was butt naked.
"Ahhhh well, um. If you don't mind me staying, I'd really rather not drive the twelve hours back." She said, biting her lip expectantly, clearly hoping I would say it was as ok to stay.
With a sigh I told her it was ok for her to stay, at which she practically ran around the island to give me a hug, stopping in mid stride and looking up and down at my naked body and hard cock.
"Oops. I guess you really weren't expecting company." She said, leaning against the tall counter and taking her time checking out my body.
"Yeah, well. It was a bit hot out." I said sheepishly.
"Well, it is that. I was shocked at how hot it was when I got out of my jeep." She said, staring at my still hard cock, her attention to it making it start to deflate a bit. "Hot enough for a swim. Feel like going back for another dip?"
I shrugged a bit and answered her. "I suppose I could, if you don't mind me this way I mean. Angie kind of spirited away my duffel before Joe flew me up here."
"Ohhhhhh... So you don't have a swim suit?" She asked nodding and smiling.
"I don't have a whole lot of things." I answered quietly.
She giggled and shook her head. "Angie really fixed you up then didn't she? I bet all she left you was the clothes you wore up here?"
"Yeah, how did you know?"
"She did that to me the first time I came up too. It was her sly way to try to fix me up with some guy. He was nice enough, but we just didn't click. I suppose having all of us running around naked the whole weekend didn't help any. All he wanted to do was grab my tits and try to fuck me."
"Yeah, I can see how that might be awkward to meet someone for the first time being naked." I said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, I can see how you would get that." She said taking a step forward. She put one finger in the middle of my chest and pushed me backward out of the kitchen and into the family room area, pushing me back until I fell into a chair near the big stone fireplace. She stepped back a few feet and then let her hands slide up her body until they came to the bottom hem of her short t-shirt. Sliding both hands up under her top, her hands cupped her big tits under the material. She turned around, pushing the top up with her wrists and then pulling it over her head, tossing it aside as she looked over her shoulder at me.
She crossed her arms across her chest and turned back to me, her tits hidden by her arms. Slowly she pulled her arms back, sliding them across each other until her tits were cupped in her hands, her nipples nestled into the palms of her hands. "Hope you like 'em big." She said with a grin as she slid her hands down her body, uncovering her impressive tits, each one topped with an oblong pink areola and large hard pink nipple. Her hands traveled down her body, stopping at her shorts and working around to the front. She undid the button and zipper of them and then started to work them over her hip as they undulated back and forth. She worked them lower and lower until the spread front was nearly to her pussy, her shaved mound now on display for me.
Turning in a slow spiral that included pushing her ass out at me, she pushed the shorts over her ass, working them slowly down as she worked her legs, hips and ass back and forth. I watched her push the shorts down farther as she bent over, her meaty pussy lips pushing out at me and her flowery inner lips just peeking out from between them. She let go of her shorts and let them slide down to her ankles, stepping out of them before she squatted down. Swiveling around on the balls of her bare feet, she turned to face me, allowing her knees to spread wide as she did, her pussy pulling apart to show me more of her soft pink lips.
"Well, what do you think?" She asked, slowly stroking her body from her wet pussy all the way up her stomach to her huge tits with her red painted nails.
"Damn. I'm stunned. I mean your great looking and all, but...do you take your clothes off for every man you meet?" I asked, not sure what to do and feeling a bit backed into a corner.
"Oh definitely not. But seeing as you're a friend of Angie, and you're here, that pretty much means that your fair game, and let's face it, being alone in the wilderness is a lot more fun with a hot sexy partner than alone." She said as she rolled onto her knees and crawled the short distance to the chair. She licked her lips in anticipation and moved her blond head over my hard cock. "Hmmmmmm, I love it when a man gets hard for me."
"OH shit." I half moaned as she wrapped her lips around my head and began to slowly swirl her tongue around its mushroom shape. "Oh God. That's so good, but I'm probably old enough to be your father." I groaned as I watched her slide her lips up and down my shaft, her hot mouth wetly stroking my shaft. I felt the head of my cock press against the back of her mouth and then suddenly slip into her throat. Her head pressed down until she somehow had her nose pressed into my curly hairs before pulling back off my shaft, looking up at me when my cock popped from her mouth.
"Really? My father? How old do you think I am?" She asked, sliding up between my legs until my cock was nestled between her tits.
"Thirty or so." I answered honestly.
She laughed loudly and shook her head slowly. "Boy can you flatter a girl." She said as she slid her firm smooth stomach over my cock and began to climb up into the chair on top of me. She drug her tits along my chest, her hard nipples teasing against mine as she worked her legs over mine, her wet pussy pressing against my hard shaft. "Tell me, if you would have a daughter that is thirty something, how old are you?"
"Be fifty two this year." I answered as she rocked her hips, rubbing her hot pussy against my shaft.
"Really? I never would have thought that. Forty maybe, but this isn't a fifty year old cock." She said, working her lips up and down my shaft until the head started disappearing between her wet lips.
"Mmmmmm Thank you. But right now you're driving my fifty year old cock crazy." I moaned.
She leaned her face down to mine, pressing her wet lips against mine. She sucked my lips and teased her tongue into my mouth, finding my tongue and playing come get me. We spent long minutes in the embrace, her kisses growing more passionate by the moment. "How about I let you feel how tight this forty five year old pussy really is." She panted after breaking the long wet kiss.
"Oh... I think I'd like that a lot." I moaned as I felt her fingers slide between us, finding my head and pressing it to her pussy as she rocked her hips again. I felt the head of my cock nestle into the opening of her tunnel and the pressure build around the crown of my mushroom.
"OH GOD!" She cried loudly a she pressed back against me, finally working my fat shaft into her a couple inches. She started to lift herself on her knees; lifting her weight off of me and sliding what she had gotten into her pussy back out again.
"Ohhhhh damn." I moaned as she dropped her weight back down, driving another inch of me into her incredibly tight pussy.
"I'll have you know I don't fuck every strange man I meet." She moaned as she lifted herself and dropped down again, working a little more of me into her.
"Just men with fat dicks?" I asked.
"No. Just this one! Now stop talking and fuck me!" She moaned as she bounced down hard again, this time driving me all the way into her until my head was pressed against the end of her tight tunnel. She bounced up and down on my shaft, my hips bucking up reflexively to match her strokes. "Oh God... so good!" She cried as I grabbed her bouncing tits and squeezed them. Her nipples sticking between my fingers so I could squeeze them as well.
"God you're so fucking tight!" I groaned as she bounced on me, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room.
"Shit...I'm going to cum! SHIT SHIT SHIT!!!" She screamed as her whole body trembled and shook. She tried to continue bouncing, but her coordination gave out and she just held herself up over me on her knees while I pistoned my cock in and out of her spasming pussy.
"OH fuck...I'm going to cum!" I said through grit teeth, trying to hold back.
"Do it. Cum in me!"She screamed between panting moans as her orgasm continued to wash over her for long minutes.
"You sure?" I asked, my body crying to let go and unload my hot cum into her.
"Yes yes yes! Do it! Fill me with your fuck juice!" She screamed, her hands pulling mine harder against her tits and helping me squeeze them even harder.
"Shit!" I cried as I let go and my body jerked, slapping up into her and lifting her completely off the chair.
"FUCK YES!" She screamed when she felt the first surge of hot cum flow up into her. Her climax sprang to new heights, if that were possible, her body wracked with spasm after spasm in time with the surges of hot cum lancing up into her pussy.
She collapsed on top of me, panting and sweating as I struggled for breath myself, both of us exhausted from both the effort and the effects of the incredible orgasms. I slipped my hands around her back and cupped her full firm ass, moving my hands around and playing with her body while we rested.
"I think I need to cool off. God I'm covered in sweat." She said after nearly fifteen minutes of resting on me.
"Yeah, I think I do to." I agreed as she pushed herself up, using my chest as support. She climbed off my lap, stepping onto the hardwood floor, turning loose a flood of our combined cum as my softened cock slipped from her.
"Come on." She said, holding a hand out for me.
"Sure, where to?" I asked, taking her hand and letting her pull me up.
"The lake of course... silly." She said, leading me by the hand through the back porch and down the walkway to the lake. "Last one in is a rotten egg!" She cried, as she let go of my hand and started running the last few yards toward the dock. I tried to catch up, but didn't stand a chance with her head start and was just getting onto the dock as she was diving gracefully off the end into the lake. I did my best to follow, but my form was nothing like hers and my splash was still settling as I came up to the surface several yards from the end of the dock.
"About time!" She called as she treaded water a few yards from where I surfaced.
"There you are." I said swinging around to face her.
"Ohhhh this water is heavenly!" She said as she floated up onto her back, her big tits breaking water and making two extremely sexy islands.
"Well, the view is certainly heavenly." I told her as I treaded water closer to her to enjoy the view a bit more. "So you started to tell me something earlier, but got sidetracked."
"Oh yeah. One hell of a side track." She said as she allowed herself to sink back down. She took a few strokes to make her way over to the narrow sandy strip of shore next to the dock. I followed as she turned and stood in the water, her tits hanging just above the small waves making their way toward shore.
"So..." I coaxed.
"So... This isn't the first time I've seen you. I mean I met you a few years ago over at Angie's. New Year's party."
I thought back trying to place her and finally recalled seeing her. "Ohhhhh yeah. I think I remember. It was 2000 wasn't it?"
"Yep the end of the world party."
"I seem to remember you not being alone though."
"Nope, wasn't. Had a husband who had eyes for Angie. You on the other hand only seemed to have eyes for your wife, even though I was trying to catch yours. Remember sneaking off for that quickie about eleven?"
I dredged back into my memory and recalled that I had snuck off to a quiet corner of the basement game room and my wife and I had a quickie in the curtained off laundry area. Since my wife had uncharacteristically worn a skirt and also had a few amaretto sours, she gave in and allowed me to have a quick play with both of us dressed. "Yeah, I remember."
"Well, you weren't alone as you thought. I saw you sneak off and I followed. I've wanted to fuck you since I saw your cock sliding into her pussy as she was bent over that washing machine. God I wanted it to be my pussy. My dick head husband seemed to want to fuck anything with legs and tits except me. But he's ancient history. When Angie told me she was trying to get you up here to fix you up with Tina I made a few of my own plans. I hope you're not upset with me."
"No, I'm not upset. But that was over ten years ago. I don't know what to say."
She held her hand out for me and pulled me to her. Wrapping her arm around my neck she pressed her wet lips to mine and her bare chest against mine. I felt her tongue slip into my mouth and tease my tongue into a game of duck and dive. We stood kissing for several long minutes before she broke the kiss and pressed her forehead to mine, her nose nearly touching mine. "Just say that I have a chance. For now, that's enough."
"Well, I'll be honest. Until this week I hadn't even thought about dating, but between you and Tina...well, I guess maybe living in the bubble I created for myself isn't quite the way I want to spend the rest of my life."
"That's close enough for me." She whispered, planting her lips to mine again and slipping a hand between us to gently massage my flaccid cock.
"I'm not sure I have another in me at the moment. After the last few days...well, it's a bit tired."
"No worries. We have plenty of time before Angie shows up." She said with a grin, her forehead pressed to mine again. She wrapped one leg around me and let her weight pull us backward until we flopped into the water. We came up with her legs wrapped around my waist and her arms pulling us through the water toward the shore. I soon felt my knees scrape on the bottom as we stopped moving, her bottom now resting on the sandy lake bed. "Much better." She whispered as she rocked her hips, gently rubbing her pussy against my deflated cock while her arms held both our faces out of the water.
"You're insistent, aren't you?" I asked her with a chuckle.
"After getting a taste, I want the whole meal." She answered.
"Well, I'm sure you'll get the whole thing later, including desert. But right now I would really like some lunch and maybe a nap."
"Well, in that case, how about I make you some lunch?" She asked as she released her legs from around me. She pushed herself away and up, standing in front of me, her completely shaved pussy on display, water streaming down her sides and curving over her sweet body.



"There is no way you are over forty." I said as I pulled my legs under me to stand up.
"Well, you sure know how to compliment a woman." She said with a giggle as she held a hand out for me. "But yes, I really am."
***************
True to her word she had made lunch for me of a delicious grilled turkey sandwich. She drug one of the lounge chairs under the trees and I laid down on it with her climbing on after me, her body half draped across me and her blond head resting on my shoulder and one of her huge tits on my chest. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the touch of her fingers gently stroking all over my body.
"Mmmmmm that feels so nice."
"Well, just relax and go to sleep." She whispered as she stroked her fingers up and across my face.
I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep.
***************
I woke to the feelings of a wet softness sliding up and down my cock, Suzy gently kissing and licking my once again hard cock. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked down at her blue eyes smiling up at me while she slowly licked and sucked my engorged head.
"Now that is a very nice way to wake up." I whispered to her, my hand gently stroking her blond hair.
"Hmmmm I'm glad you like it." She replied quietly. "You slept so long I was beginning to wonder if you were ever going to wake up."
"Oh that definitely woke me up. But you know what I want now? I'm hungry."
"Oh really? I have something you can eat." She answered seductively as she pushed herself up and began crawling up the chair toward me.
"Oh? Something soft and juicy?"
"Very juicy!"She said with a grin, swinging a leg across me so she was straddling me as she crawled toward my head. As she worked her way closer to my head the chair suddenly tipped, the head end ending up leaning on the ground and my feet in the air. She flopped over, catching herself on her hands, her big tits pressed to my face as she trapped me between herself and the chair. She laughed loudly as she crawled off of me, allowing the chair to flop back to its intended position.
"Well, that was a ride." I laughed as she picked herself up off the ground.
"It was that." She said as she brushed the grass off her knees and hands. "Not quite what I intended though."
"No, not quite. How about we try that again." I said as I slid down the chair until my feet were hanging off the end and I was lying on the long seat portion of the lounge. She stepped over and crawled onto the chair, her knees straddling me, her pussy hovering over my chest. She slowly worked her knees up the chair until her wet aroused pussy was inches from my face.
"My goodness, that looks tasty!" I said before pulling her ass and hips toward me. She let her knees spread slightly farther apart and lower her pussy right onto my tongue, her tangy sweet wetness pressing against my lips. I slowly pressed my tongue between her lips and tasted her nectar, pushing my tongue into her as far as I could, as if it were a small cock. Ever so slowly I pulled it along her slit, spreading her lips and pushing the tip along the boney base until my tongue found her hardened clit. I let my tongue lay flat and drag across her sensitive nub, drawing a sudden intake of breath as she squeaked in surprise.
"Oh God!"She cried softly as my tongue repeated the trip, dipping deeply into her wetness and teasing her lips along their length. I paid special attention to her hard clit, running my tongue around and around it before flicking it with the tip of my tongue.
I spent a long time enjoying both her soft sweetness as well as the effects my ministrations were having on her. The longer I worked the more she bucked her hips and tried to grab my short hair to pull me to her. I reached up and started squeezing and teasing her nipples and breasts as I continued to drive my tongue into her, each lick drawing more of her seemingly endless juice along her lips and across her hard clit.
"Oh God. You're driving me crazy!" She panted as I held her just on the edge of her climax, not quite letting her go over the top. "Please. Oh God I don't know how long I can do this!" She squealed as I flicked her clit rapid fire for several seconds before running my tongue around and around it.
"You want to cum?" I asked, my voice muffled by her wet pussy.
"God yes!"She squealed as my tongue pressed into her tunnel again.
With a smile I licked up her pussy one last time and then sucked her clit between my lips, squeezing and rolling it before letting it slip between my lips to be attacked by my tongue.
"OH GOD!" She screamed as I flicked her clit and pinched and pulled her nipples. "OHHHHHH YESSSSSSS!" She screamed as her whole body was wracked with the spasms of her climax. She leaned over me, her pussy pressing against my face and her tits swinging around as her whole body shook and jerked above me. I reached down and lifted her hips a few inches so I could breath, her juices flooding over my face like water poured from a glass.
Slowly I coaxed her back until she was straddling my chest, her hands resting on the back of the lounge and holding her over me. Her tits swung around tantalizingly as she gasped for breath.
I was about to ask her if she enjoyed herself when I felt a hand around my hard cock. It took a few seconds for me to realize that both her hands were in sight, the seconds it took for the hand to be replaced with the wet tightness that had to be a pussy.
"Ohhhhh" I groaned, both in pleasure and surprise as the pussy slowly enveloped me. "Ohhh who's there?" I asked as the pussy on my cock started to slowly ride up and down me.
"Who's who?" Suzi asked, looking down at me.
"I think he means me." I heard Angie's voice say from behind Suzy.
"Ah!" Suzy squeaked in surprise. "Where did you come from?" She asked twisting around to see behind her, at the same time allowing me to see past her to Angie, who was straddling the end of the chair, her skirt held up in one hand and her bra obviously pushed up over her tits under her tank top.
"Sorry guys, after watching you do Suzy I just couldn't wait any more." She said a bit sheepishly, settling down on my cock and wiggling her ass around a bit to move me inside her.
"I didn't expect you till tomorrow." Suzy said, climbing gingerly off of the chair so that only Angie and I remained on it.
"Yeah, Joe and I were coming tomorrow, but he had to go Washington State for business, so I had him drop me off here on the way. He'll pick us up in a day or two." She explained.
"That doesn't exactly explain you sitting on my cock." I said, not quite sure what to think, except that at the moment her movements were keeping me very hard inside her tight pussy.
"Yeah...well...um. I came in and saw you two out here going at it and as hard as I tried not to watch, her moaning and cries just kept drawing me back. Before I knew it I had my breasts out and my panties off. Hell I just couldn't help myself once I saw how big your cock was when it's fully erect."
"Yeah, but damn Angie. What about Joe?"
"Oh he won't mind." She said taking a small bounce on my cock. "It's not the first time I've had another man's cock in me. We've played around from time to time. But I've been trying to get yours in me for years... I just couldn't pass up this chance." She said as she started sliding up and down my shaft again.
"So you set this up, so what, you'd have a chance to see me naked and fuck me?" I asked suddenly unsure of her motives for the whole week.
"Not exactly. I really did want you to meet Tina. That was the setup. I guess when the chance to sneak up here and catch you naked came up I had to take it. I didn't expect to find Suzy here with you though. That was kind of a surprise."
"Yeah. I came on the spur of the moment. I didn't know I was going to find Mark here. But since I did... well you know me. I can't help but play with a naked cock."
"Especially one like this?" Angie asked, rocking her hips as she took another slide up and down my shaft.
"Ohhhh God what a wonderful cock." Tina said, smiling down at me. "And attached to a very considerate lover too. Your girlfriend is a very lucky woman." She said honestly.
The silence was almost deafening as Angie sat silently watching my face for reaction. She slowly leaned forward and slid her hands up my chest until she could stroke one of my cheeks with her finger tips. "He lost his wife a while ago. Setting him up with Tina was kind of my way of trying to get him back in the game. He's much too good of a man to be alone."
"I'm sorry." Suzy said, "I didn't know."
"It's ok." I said quietly. "I guess I didn't tell you and, well...the way we've been playing you had no way to know."
"Come on." Angie said, standing up off my significantly deflated cock. "How about I fix you some dinner."
"That sounds good." I answered, letting the ladies pull me up.
"Guess I don't need these anymore." Angie said as she pulled her top off, revealing her massive tits. She dropped her top on the deck and walked toward the house she slipping the skirt off, and stepping out of it, leaving it lay on the deck as she continued into the house, dressed only in a pair of white heels.
"I guess we should follow?" I asked Suzy.
"It would seem to be the thing to do." She said with a grin, reaching for my hand. I took her hand and followed her inside, where Angie pointed us toward the large sofa in the great room, where we sat down, giving us a view of Angie working around the kitchen in nothing but her heels. The view we had was, to say the least, incredible. At any and every opportunity she would bend or twist to maximize the view we had. She moved to pull some items from the dish washer, her legs spread wide and her wet pussy on full display as she bent deeply at the waist. She seemed to be enjoying both giving us the show and also watching the show that Suzy was giving her.
Suzy was sitting next to me on the sofa, one leg hanging over one of mine, her knees splayed wide and her pussy spread apart. One of her hands was gently stroking her pussy, and the other was squeezing and massaging her tits. I looked over and watched her lick her lips seductively. There was no doubt that the show Angie was giving us was turning Suzy on again.
"I guess this is getting you all hot." I whispered to her.
"God yes." She whispered back. "She looks so wet and fuckable doesn't she?"
"Yeah. She does. "I guess she's wanted my cock in her for a long time."
"Uh huh. I know she's talked about you a few times in bed."
"In bed?" I said startled.
"Uh huh. More than once we've played when we were here alone. She always gets so horny when she's up here."
"I guess I never thought about you and her getting it on." I said as she slipped a hand into my lap and squeezed my cock.
"Oh, we'll play with each other if we have to, but we both prefer a good hard cock. Right now I think you should go over there and fuck her silly."
"You sure?"
"I insist!" She said with a giggle.
I took a deep breath and then climbed off the sofa, walking over to where Angie was cutting some vegetables on the counter. I took the knife from her hand and set it on the counter. I pulled her over to the island and turned her around to face away from me. I pushed her back to bend her over the island, her tits pressing against the cool countertop and her ass sticking out at me.
"Oh yes. I have wanted you to do this to me for so long!" She said quietly.
"You mean like this?" I said as I rubbed my engorged head up and down between her wet lips, spreading her wetness around my head. I found the entrance to her tunnel and leaned toward her, letting the pressure build on my mushroom head. I felt my head pop into her tunnel, and then slowly sink into her, feeding my hard shaft into her inch by inch.
"OHHHHH God yes." She moaned as my cock hit the end of her tunnel, nestling into the little pocket created by her cervix. "Fuck me. Please fuck me!" She moaned loudly.
I grabbed her hips like handles and began sliding in and out of her pussy, pounding my cock into her and slapping her ass with my hips with each stroke.
"Ohhhh fuck yes! That's it! FUCK me!" She screamed as I rammed my shaft into her time after time. Her whole body shook with the impact of my hips, bouncing her body so hard that her tits were nearly bouncing off the countertop.
Suzy got up from the sofa and climbed onto the counter, spreading her legs wide so her knees hung off both sides of the island and then slid herself forward until her pussy was inches from Angie's face. She reached out and grabbed a fist full of Angie's hair, pulling her face down to her snatch, muffling her cries with her wet pussy. "That's it. Eat my fucking pussy. You know you want it. Stick that tongue in me!" Suzy cried as she pulled Angie to her pussy.
"Fuck!" I grunted as I watched Angie aggressively lick and suck Suzy's pussy while I pounded into her pussy, bouncing her face into Suzy and her huge tits off the counter.
"OHHHHH SHIT!" I hollered as I felt my cum start to boil up and explode inside Angie's spasming pussy. My whole body was wracked by spasms that jerked my hips, ramming my cock deep into her with each new surge of hot cum. My spurting cock pushed Angie deep into her own climax, her screams of pleasure muffled by the pussy pressed to her face.
I stood panting as my cock began to shrink, Angie frantically licking and sucking Suzy's gushing pussy as she climaxed with us. I watched Suzy sit with her head thrown back, her screams echoing in the cabin as her climax wracked her body with tremors and shudders, her pussy gushing spurt after spurt of her cum all over Angie's face, who was doing her best to lap up the juices as well as continue to stimulate her exposed clit. Finally she lay back on the counter, her chest and big tits heaving as they glistened with sweat.
Angie pulled her face from the pussy in front of her and stepped back, my softened cock slipping from her and unleashing a flood of our combined cum that leaked down her legs and dripped from her engorged lips.
"Ok, we definitely need to clean up now." She said as she took my hand and led me out toward the deck. It only took her a moment to turn on the water and adjust the temperature to a comfortable level. She quickly began soaping my body, barely getting me lathered up as Suzy caught up with us. She moved under the water with us and started soaping Angie's body while reaching around me so she could rub her tits around my slick back.
"You really know how to make a girl happy." Angie said with a giggle as Suzy squeezed her tits.
"Hell, all I did was what you have been trying to get me to do for a long time." I answered as her hands moved around my body, playing with Suzy's tits while she played with my flagging cock at the same time.
"Oh sweetie. It was so worth the wait. I just hope you don't mind making the rest of the night enjoyable. Joe will be by tomorrow with the duffel you accidently left behind." She said with a wink.
"Does Joe know what you're up to?"
"Of course. What do you think he's doing tonight? He flew up to play in person with someone he has been playing online with. It's all in fun. Keeps our relationship interesting. Yeah, he knew I was coming up here to try and seduce you. I just didn't expect you to have such an easy time of it, not to mention getting to play with Suzy again at the same time. Do you think you can keep us both entertained for one night?"
"I know he can." Suzy said as she slid around to wrap an arm around the two of us. "And I'm sure if he gets a little tired we can find a way to keep him interested, if I take the events of the last half hour as any indication."
"He did seem to enjoy seeing two of us. I'd really like to see if we can teach him a few new positions. Judging by how well he did on your pussy, I suspect the three of us are in for a very interesting night."
"I agree. But I think dinner is burning, so we better get that taken care of so he has the energy he's going to need." Suzy said with a squeeze, pressing one of her tits and one of Angie's tits against my chest while the two of them pressed their other tits together. It was by far the most interesting hug I had the pleasure of enjoying, and I suspected the rest of the night was going to be just as pleasurable.
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Donna, Amanda and I have been good friends since we were kids in grade school. We grew next door to each other, Donna on one side and Amanda on the other, and played together after school through our whole grade school years. I caught a lot of flak from some of my other friends, teasing that I was going to get girl cooties if I hung around them, but that didn't stop me. We had fun together and the difference in gender at that age really didn't bother me that much, both of them were pretty tomboyish and we had plenty of fun climbing trees and building snow forts and the like.
As we grew up and moved from grade school to junior high and eventually high school, we stayed close friends. When one of the girls would go through a breakup I was there to assure them that the guy was just a jerk. And usually they were. Both of them were very good looking young women, a lot of guys would just plain call them hot. The problem was that both of them had one condition that they demanded being met before they would get undressed with a guy....they had to be sure that he really loved them for them, and not just pretending to so they could get into their pants. In general the guys that were trying to date them only made it about six months before things fell apart and Donna or Amanda realized that they were not in love but just another "trophy" for the guys.
I had trouble myself finding a nice girl to stay with. I had my shares of girl friends, and my share of sexual relationships, but in the end it seemed like my friendship with Amanda and Donna seemed to cause some friction that ended up in my girl friends call it quits after some months together. Not until late in my high school years did I finally understand that the girls were "protecting" me from the girls that they called "jock predators". Not only was I intelligent, but being a free safety on the foot ball team and also running track put me into the sights of a lot of girls they considered to be in that category. Don't get me wrong, they weren't trying to hurt me, just the opposite, they were trying to keep me from being hurt.
So we enjoyed a close friendship, often hanging out in the summer months at Donna's house, because she had a pool, and Mrs. T had given me an open invitation to come by and use it any time I wanted. That in itself turned out interesting on more than one occasion when I walked in on her tanning in the yard in some of the skimpiest bikini's I'd ever seen. On at least one occasion I was sure she was covering herself up when she heard me come in, which of course soon had me sprouting a huge boner.
In the winter months we would hanging out at Amanda's house because it had a huge finished basement that her parents let us pretty much have to ourselves. We watched TV and movies, worked on homework together, played games and just simply enjoyed each other's company.
Eventually I tried dating each of them, but that felt awkward because I felt like when I was out with one I was somehow cheating on the other. They seemed ok with it, but our friendship won out over romance and our dates generally ended up being a group date with the three of us.
Our freshman year in college turned out to be the toughest for the three of us, friendship wise. Even though we went to the same college, just a few hours away from home, the requirement that we stay in the dorm the first year turned out to be difficult. The three of us had never lived anywhere but next door to each other in our entire lives and I was frequently getting chased out of their dorm room late at night.
When our sophomore year came we decided to rent a small three bedroom house just off campus. It was a stretch budget wise, but for the three of us it made perfect sense. A lot of my buddies thought it was a great setup, having access to two incredible hotties anytime I wanted, but I had to dash their dreams and let them know that while we roomed together, we weren't sharing beds. I didn't tell them that over the years the three of us had played around and seen each other naked more than once. We had just never quite allowed it to get to full on sex, all of us afraid how it might affect our friendship.
We jokingly made a pact that if none of us found our true love by the time we got out of college that we would consummate our friendship with a gigantic three way and then live together until we got old and gray. I think all three of us knew that it was just that, a joke, and that life held partners for each of us if we were patient and found them. To that end we all dated other people and searched for that perfect loving mate.
At the moment the girls were doing better than I was in that respect. They both had regular boyfriends, which they had made sure I met and approved of. At the moment I was between girlfriends, the latest one having decided that if I wasn't interested in moving out from Donna and Amanda and into a place with her that I somehow wasn't serious about her. She had certainly enjoyed the sexual relationship we shared, but couldn't seem to get beyond the fact that I was rooming with my two best friends that were girls. In her words, I could choose her or my BFF's. It was an ultimatum that pushed all the wrong buttons for me. If my future wife couldn't accept Donna and Amanda being in my life then she didn't really understand me either. That left me alone, again, on Friday night.
Donna's mom, Mrs T, showed up late Friday for a surprise visit. We sat up and talked for quite a while before she retired to Donna's room, since it appeared that Donna was either going to be very late or not at all. After she went to bed I hit the shower and then retired to my own room for a quick jack off.
Even in her mid forties Mrs T is an incredibly good looking woman, and after two hours of her sitting across from me in a short skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned far enough to see the edges of her lacy pink bra I was horny as hell. She had dark green eyes that seemed to twinkle when she smiled, much like her daughters eyes and, like her daughter, a large pair of breasts. I had seen Donna's a few times, and even had a chance to play with them, but her mother's tits were even bigger. The gaping shirt brought back memories of all those tiny little bikini's she wore in the back yard, and the times that I swore she had to have the top pulled up or aside to tan all of her breast until I walked in.
The thought of her laying there half naked on the lawn chair was the last thing in my mind as I came all over the towel I had just used to dry myself off, barely missing the Playboy summer special pictorial magazine that I enjoyed so much. Feeling a bit sated I dropped the Playboy on the floor next to the bed, tossed the towel toward the hamper and then turned the light out. The house was nearly silent except for the sound of tiny gasps and moans coming from Donna's room, which shared a wall with mine.
"Damn." I mumbled to myself, my cock quickly growing again as I listened to her and my mind tried to paint a picture of Mrs T laying naked on Donna's bed, her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy, her big tits completely bare and her free hand squeezing and pulling at her nipples. I could hear her moans grow louder as she obviously worked herself toward climax, my hand working my own cock in time with the sounds I heard coming through the wall.
"Yes. That's it. Right there! Oh yes. Perfect!" I could hear her say into the dark, wondering what she was picturing, fantasizing that it was me driving between her legs as I stroked my hand up and down my engorged shaft. "Oh God yes. That's it...Fuck me! Fuck me hard!. Almost there! Oh....OH...OH! God yes Jack!" I heard her cry, muffled by the wall, but clear enough to register in my mind.
My eyes flew open and my cock spewed cum onto my sheets at the sound of my name coming from her lips during her climax. I lay there, my body jerking and twitching as my mind tried to grapple with the reality that it was my cock she was fantasizing of, something that was completely unexpected.
Her moans faded away as she apparently drifted off to sleep, leaving me awake wondering if she were completely naked like I was, my mind making up all kinds of fantasies of her completely naked by the pool, slipping into my room in the night and riding me until I came. It was hours before my exhausted mind finally let me fade off to sleep.
I heard the water in the shower start and rolled over, the sun already beaming in through the tiny slits in the blind on the window. Sleep was unwilling to be pushed aside, so I let it overtake me once again, and faded off to the dream that had been teasing my mind. The sound of the running water began to fade away as my dream took over....until everything became shocked awake from the blood curdling scream from the bathroom. It sounded as if someone were about to be killed.
I leapt out of bed, threw my door open and took the few short steps to the bathroom door, next to my bedroom. I pushed the door open and looked for the source of the next scream, Mrs T, standing in the shower, the curtain pulled back over her, covering her diagonally so one of her big tits was fully displayed, water cascading over it as she pushed herself into the corner.
She saw me and pointed to the other corner of the tub, her eyes clearly filled with fear. I looked to where she pointed and took a step back myself. Standing on the edge of the tub was the biggest hairiest spider I had ever seen alive. This thing was monster, easily three inches across its legs, perched on the edge of the tub with two of its legs held out menacingly toward Mrs T.
I ran back to the bedroom and grabbed the first magazine I saw, and dashed back. I smacked the spider as hard as I could. The spider bounced into the air and landed in the tub, its legs flailing in all directions as the cascade of hot water hit it.
Mrs T screamed again and literally jumped from the tub, ripping down the shower curtain and running into me, knocking us both to the ground. She quickly rolled off of me and ran out of the bathroom, her bare ass bounding down the short hall until I heard Donna's bedroom door slam shut. I cautiously stepped toward the tub and shut off the water, the spider no longer moving but still looking plenty nasty. I gently prodded it with the magazine and was pleased that there wasn't any response. I pulled the plastic bag out of the trash can and carefully scooped the huge spider into the bag with the magazine. I set the magazine on the edge of the tub and was irritated to see that it was my favorite Playboy photo edition. I really needed to be more careful.
I tied the bag shut and then took the bag downstairs, tossing it out the backdoor with a little shudder. By the time I got back upstairs Donna's door was open and the bathroom door was closed again. I headed to my room and sat down on the bed, resting my head in my hand and trying to let the adrenalin high fade away. The image of Mrs T's bare tit jumped into mind, bringing back all the sounds from the night before. Within moments my cock was getting hard as a rock and I was starting to think about relieving it.
"I think this is yours." I heard Mrs T say from the bedroom door, holding out the magazine. It only took a second to notice what she had in her hand before I focused on her towel wrapped body.
"Uh Yeah." I answered, reaching for the magazine. She stood several feet away so I had to get up to get it, my hard cock standing out obviously as I took the magazine and sat back down.
"I have to thank you for rescuing me. I'm sorry about your magazine. I'm afraid the water hasn't done it much good." She said still standing about six or seven feet away. Even at this distance I could smell the fresh flowery scent of her soap and maybe even a touch of perfume, which surprised me.
"It's ok." I said nervously.
"You know. I think it's only fair that I reward your heroism in some way, especially since it cost you one of your good magazines. I know how important those can be to single young men."
"Uh. It's ok Missus T. Honest." I answered.
"Oh please. Molly. Missus T sounds much too formal for two people who are naked in the same room." She said with a crooked little grin.
"But you're not naked." I answered immediately, my mind not fully comprehending the meaning of her words.
"Oh. But I am." She said quietly as her towel slid down her body leaving her completely nude in front of me. Her tits were huge, each easily the size of half a small melon, the front of each covered with round pink areola. I doubted that if I tried to cover one of them with a coffee cup that it would fully contain the expanse of pink flesh. Centered in the middle of each pink circle was a hard perky nipple about the size of my finger in diameter and about the same length as it was wide.
I sat in total shock, letting my eyes trace down her slim firm stomach and waist to her round hips and then to the neatly trimmed patch of brown curls on her mound.
"So. Do you like what you see?" She asked huskily.
"Uh...God yes Missus T."
"Molly." She said sternly. "You know, you used to come over to swim and sometimes I had been tanning more than my suit would show. I often wondered if you were peeking at me before you came over. You always had such a nice hard cock in your trunks."
"No, I never did." I said defensively.
"Not to worry. I believe you. Kind of a shame you didn't though. Just think of all the wet dreams you would have had back then from seeing these all naked and exposed." She said as she hefted each full round creamy orb. She took first one step and then another and another until she was standing only a foot or so from me, her pussy lips now visible between her legs, her flowery exposed lips glistening with moisture.
"Um...Molly..." I started to say.
"Shhhhhhh." She said softly, touching my lips with her finger while she lowered herself to her knees, her big tits touching my knees. She reached one hand to my chest and slowly pushed me back until I flopped back on the bed, my rock hard cock sticking up in the air like a flagpole. "Ohhhh That is one nice sized cock, so big and long and fat. I bet the young ladies really enjoy this." She said as she wrapped her hands around it and slowly stroked up and down its entire length.
"Ohhhh God." I whispered as her hands rolled over my engorged head and rubbed the pre-cum dripping from the tip around and around the mushroom shaped head.
"Tell me, has Donna ever had this inside her pussy?" She whispered questioningly.
"Uh. Missus T." I said, trying to get up, but being pushed back down by one hand.
"I thought I told you. Molly! It's ok. You can tell me." she said as she leaned toward me, lowering her head toward my lap.
"Molly, I don't think...." I started to say.
"It's ok. You can tell me. I won't be upset." She cooed before blowing her hot breath across my head. She gently blew for what felt like an eternity before I felt her breath cease moments before the hot wetness of her mouth enveloped my cock head.
"Ohhhh." I groaned softly as she slowly slid her mouth down my shaft until the head was pressed against the back of her throat. She slowly pulled up my shaft and off, her hand sliding slowly up and down to spread her saliva on my cock, her lips now blowing and cooling where her hot mouth had been moments ago.
"No." I groaned.
"I see. Has she ever done this?" She asked, enveloping my head again with her hot mouth and gently swirling her tongue around the bottom side of my head.
"Ohhhh Not like that." I groaned softly.
I could almost feel her smile around my cock as she started stroking her mouth up and down my shaft, one hand following her mouth and the other sliding from my chest to my thigh, her nails gently scratching ever so slightly along until she had her hand between my thighs, teasing first one and then the other with her long nails.
"Oh God. That will make me cum so fast!" I groaned.
In response she stroked and sucked even harder, working her hand and mouth in concert up and down my shaft, her hand between my legs teasing my balls as she sucked.
"Oh shit!" I grunted, grabbing a handful of blanket in an attempt to control the tingling jolts of electricity that were lancing up and down my shaft. "You gotta stop or I'm gonna cum!"
She swirled her tongue around the end of my head and then pushed down on me again, this time driving me to the back of her throat, stopping briefly and then suddenly popping even deeper.
"AWWW SHIT!" I cried as my cock swelled in her mouth as she pulled back a little. I felt the first jerk of my body force my cum to gush out, filling her hot soft mouth with a huge wet load. Time and again my body jerked, her mouth consuming every drop I produced, her hand and lips never ceasing to stroke my long hard shaft.
"OH God." I panted as she released my cock from her mouth.
"Did you enjoy that?" She asked huskily.
"Oh yeah." Was all I could say.
"Have you fantasized about doing that before?"
"Not like that." I answered honestly, still trying to catch my breath.
"Oh? Tell me. Have you fantasized about playing with my tits?"
"Uh huh."
"Have you fantasized about sticking that hard fat cock into me?"
"Uh huh." I answered, somewhat embarrassed at admitting that I had often thought about her naked and like any horny teen, thought about fucking her nearly naked body.
"Good. Maybe we can make a few of those come true." She said in a husky whisper, lowering her face back down to my softening cock. She gently kissed my cock and then slowly, tantalizingly, almost agonizingly slowly kissed her way up my stomach and chest, her hard nipples dragging along my thighs and stomach until her lips were gently kissing my neck. I felt her climb onto the bed, one leg on each side of me until she rested on her knees, her wet pussy rubbing against my softened cock. "I've wanted to do this for a long time." She whispered. "Ever since I saw you get hard the first time at our pool. I could tell it was a nice big cock and I'd never had a big cock before."
"Oh." I answered, not at all sure what to do or say.
"You can touch me. It's ok you know." She whispered as she gently kissed to my ear and flicked my earlobe with her hot tongue. "You can touch or do anything you want with me." She whispered into my ear.
I hesitantly reached up to her sides and gently touched them, running my fingers back and forth across her sides from the sides of her huge breasts to the curve of her hips as her kisses slowly worked up my neck again and drew closer to my mouth.
Her lips touched mine and I could feel her hot breath as her lips gently kissed each of my lips before the tip of her tongue reached out and gently licked at my lips, coaxing me to spread them. As I parted my lips her tongue teased them more, disappearing only while she placed soft wet kisses on my lips. I let my hands begin to wander down the sides of her breasts, my fingertips gently brushing around her areola, searching for her hard nipples.
"That's it. They like to be played with." She breathed into my mouth before she pressed her tongue deep into my mouth. I could taste a saltiness on her lips as her tongue danced with mine, my hands becoming more and more bold as the intensity of my arousal continued to grow.
I cupped both breasts and gently squeezed them, her hard nipples pressing against my palms. I could feel them harden more and press into my palms as her kisses slowly grew in urgency.
"Mmmmm that's nice. But the nipples love to be gently played with. You can twist and roll them if you want." She coaxed softly.
"Like this?" I asked as I shifted my hands so my fingers could reach her nipples.
"Ohhhh yes. Like that." She cooed, her hips beginning to gently rock. I could feel my cock growing harder and her wet pussy rubbing up and down along the top of my shaft, my mushroom head being lubricated by her spread lips at the end of each of her strokes. "Have you ever sucked on tits?" She asked huskily.



"Uh huh." I answered between her kisses.
"Do you want to suck mine?"
"If you want me to."
"I'd like that very much." She answered quietly, slowly inching her body up mine, her wet pussy pressing against the base of my cock and grinding into my pubic hair as she lifted her chest to dangle her tits in front of my face.
I guided one of her breasts to my face and eagerly sucked her right nipple into my mouth, sucking it deep and flicking my tongue across the hard bump.
"Ohhhh shit yes." She moaned as I swirled my tongue around and around it. "Nibble it too. I love to feel it nibbled on." She moaned.
I used my teeth gently to nibble the tip of it and then pushed her tit up, slowly dragging the hard nipple between my teeth. I sucked each nipple in turn, feeling them grow harder and her huge areola swell until it was obviously bumped out from the rest of her huge creamy breast.
"Ohhhh fuck yes!" She moaned loudly. I could feel her hand find my cock as she reached behind her ass, pulling it against her ass and pressing it between her round cheeks. Her rocking hips changed motion slightly, using her knees to hold herself up she began to slide her wet pussy up and down the length of my cock, the entire time she softly cooed encouragement to me. "Ohhhh yes...that feels so nice. Do you like how my hot wet pussy feels rubbing against your cock? Hmmmm I know I do. Your cock is so hard and fat. I want to just push it up inside me. Ohhhh God yes. Bite them like that. I love how that feels. Oh God you have me so horny. Do you want to feel my pussy around your fat hard shaft? Oh God I know I do. I want to feel your fat head slide all the way up into me."
I could feel her press me tighter to her pussy as she talked, her wet lips spreading around my head as she rubbed her pussy up until it was enveloped by her wetness. It was almost sudden when I felt the pressure change, my head engaged into her tunnel opening and then, instead of sliding along her pussy again, driving up deep into her. My reaction was immediate and involuntary. As my cock head was enveloped by her tight wet tunnel I lifted my hips, suddenly driving me fully into her, drawing a startled and pleased cry from her.
"OH FUCK YES!" She screamed as she pushed herself up, sitting upright on my lap, my cock fully enveloped by her hot pussy. "Oh God you want to fuck, let's fuck!" She said, looking down at me, her green eyes smoldering with passion and desire. She used her hands on my chest to steady herself and then began riding up and down my shaft, her firm round ass slapping against my thighs with each stroke she took. Her pussy slid up and down my shaft, her motions driving it fully up into her until my head beat against her cervix with each stroke.
"Ohhhh God what a cock!" She practically growled at me. "Give me all you have. Cum inside my hot pussy! I want to feel that cum fill me up until it's dripping out of my hot cunt!"
"Oh shit." I grunted, reaching up to grab at her bouncing tits. I tried to cup her tits and gave up, the huge creamy globes bouncing wildly as she rode up and down my cock, using the bounce of the bed to launch herself back up at the end of each stroke. I grabbed her nipples and tried to hold them, her big tits frequently pulling them from my grasp.
"FUCK YES! That's it! Pull and squeeze them. OH FUCK I'm going to CUM!" she screamed as she tried to continue bouncing, her motions becoming erratic as her legs shook and trembled.
I could feel her sliding pussy start to contract and squeeze me, the muscles rippling along her tunnel and trying to draw me deeper inside her. It was simply more than my stimulated cock could take, and with a jerk my body drove my cock up into her, lifting off the bed as my cock swelled and spurted a gush of hot juice deep into her pussy.
"AHHHHHH FUCK!" She screamed when she felt the surge of cum fill her pussy.
"Uh...Uh." I grunted with each new jerk of my body, cum flowing in shot after shot into her until I felt drained, my body twitching and my cock starting to soften inside her still trembling pussy.
"Ohhhh Fuck." She cooed softly as she leaned down, squeezing her tits between us and leaning her lips down to kiss mine. "Jack, you have one hell of a cock." She whispered. "I wish I'd done this a long long time ago."
"I kind of wish you had too. I've never been fucked like that before."
"Well, maybe you will again, who knows?" She whispered with a tiny giggle.
"MOM! IS THAT YOU! What the fuck? I could hear you screaming all the way in the street! What the fuck are you doing?" I heard Donna shout at her mother.
"Oh...Hi sweetie! I just came for a visit, but you weren't home." Molly said to her daughter as she slowly pushed herself up off of me, rolling over to sit on the bed, my cum covered cock laying on my body with a trickle of cum leaking over my hip to the bed.
"What, so you decided to fuck Jack to kill time? God Mother!" Donna said as she stormed off to her room, slamming the door.
"I think I better go have a talk with my daughter." Molly said as she pushed herself up off the bed.
"Yeah. I think we screwed up." I said quietly, shaking my head.
"Nonsense. She's just upset. I'll talk to her. It'll be fine, I promise." Molly said as she headed out of the room.
I got off the bed and headed to the bathroom, intending to take a shower. Unfortunately the shower curtain was still hanging by only a few hooks, with most of them strewn around the floor. I picked up the ones that weren't broken and stood on the edge of the tub trying to put the curtain back up enough to use the shower.
"Well, that's an interesting sight." Amanda said from the bathroom door.
"Oh, Hi." I said, feeling slightly self conscious.
"Sounds like you and Missus T were having a good time." She said, her tone even and emotionless, almost as if she weren't sure what to say or how to say it.
"Uh yeah. It was kind of a surprise for me too." I answered, climbing off the edge of the tub and picking up a towel to cover myself.
"Kind of late to do that, isn't it?"
"What?"
"Cover yourself silly. It's not like I didn't have plenty of time to watch you while you were working on the curtain."
"Uh yeah." I answered, feeling my cheeks turn red.
"So...Wanna tell me what happened?" She said, walking in and sitting down on the toilet for a chair.
"Well, she was taking a shower, and I was still in bed. I heard this scream and came in and there was this fucking huge spider. Biggest damn thing I'd ever seen. I ran and grabbed a magazine to smash it and it bounced into the bathtub. She jumped out and ran down the hall, so I had to fix the curtain." I said.
"I see. Well, that explains the curtain, but not how you ended up having sex with Missus T."
"Well....I guess she came in to return my magazine and...well...hell I guess she got carried away." I said with a nervous shrug.
"I doubt that she got carried away. Women don't just go into a man's room naked and get 'carried away'." Amanda said.
"Well, I was naked." I said almost defensively.
"Of course you were. We know you sleep naked more times than not." She said with a laugh in her voice. "Don't you think we notice when you walk to the bathroom with just a towel on?"
"Well, I guess. I never really thought about it." I answered her.
"Donna's just pissed because she just caught her mom doing what she's been wanting to do for months." Amanda said quietly, getting up from the toilet and walking over. "But she's not the only one. " She added, tugging at the towel until she convinced me to let her pull it away. "Did you know that when you're jacking off to the magazines and video's you have that we can hear you in Donna's room?"
"I didn't until last night." I said quietly as her hand closed around my half hard cock.
"Oh? What happened last night?"
"I heard Molly...I mean...Missus T, playing with herself."
"Really? Just what did you hear?" She asked, stepping so close that her t-shirt covered tits pressed against my chest.
"I heard her climax and shout my name when she came."
"I see." She whispered. "Donna told her that she could hear you jacking off in your room, so she had to know you'd hear her too. I think she planned on finding a way to do just exactly what she did, and the spider was just a good excuse."
"Why would she do that?"
"Because she hasn't been getting any at home now that she's separated. And she caught Donna and I talking one day about trying to find a way to get you naked with both of us at once."
"Why?" I asked, clearly confused.
"Silly man. Because you'd never have sex with just one of us. We've been down that road. No, if we were going to get you to have sex with us it was going to have to be together." She said, just above a whisper, her face slowly moving toward mine. I felt her soft lips press against mine, her breath hot in my mouth as she seductively kissed me. "You do want to have sex with us, don't you?" She asked breathlessly.
"Hell, I've wanted to do that for a long time...but I didn't want to screw up our friendship."
"Well. Then why don't we see what happens." She said, reaching out for my hand and pulling it toward her body. She slid my hand under her shirt and then turned it so my fingers pointed down. She slowly pushed my hand down until my fingers tucked into the top of her pants, and then let go of them. I felt her hand moving between us and the pressure holding my fingers against her body suddenly eased. I heard her belt buckle hit the tile floor as her shorts slid down her body and landed around her feet.
I knew what she wanted, and I slowly slid my hand down over her completely shaved mound until I could curl my fingers between her legs and feel her surprisingly wet pussy.
"See how wet I am? That's just from watching you put that shower curtain up naked." She whispered huskily.
"I see." I whispered back, sliding my hand farther between her legs as she stepped out of her shorts and stood with her legs farther apart. I gently slipped a finger between her puffy outer lips, finding her feathery inner lips slick with her own juices. I only had to rub a few moments to work my finger between her inner lips and find her hard clit.
"Ohhhh shit." She moaned, covering my hand with hers and pulling it to her body while she humped her hips, grinding her clit into my palm.
"Take my shirt off." She whispered.
I pulled my hand from her pussy and slid it up her side with my other hand on her other side. I skimmed her t-shirt up and off her body while she lifted her arms and then tossed the shirt aside. It took me a moment to reach around and free the bra she was wearing, undoing the two clasps in the back and then pulling it down and off her arms. I dropped the bra to the ground and then pushed the straps of her panties over her round hips, working the tiny bit of material over her firm smooth ass.
"Yeah. That's it. God yes." She practically moaned as she lifted first one leg and then the other to step out of the tiny thong panties.
She stood there completely naked, her tits pressing against my chest and my cock in her hand. She stepped back slightly and then pulled me toward the counter, one arm around my neck and the other playing with my cock. I felt her wiggle her ass up onto the counter and then lift her legs, hooking them around my hips and resting her feet in the small of my back.
"Ohhhh Fuck me." She whispered, pulling my cock toward her waiting and now spread pussy, rubbing the head up and down her wet slit.
"You sure?" I asked as she used her heels to pull me toward her, engaging my cock into her tunnel opening.
"Uh huh." She moaned as she forced me to slide slowly into her incredibly tight tunnel. "Ohhhh God yes." She whispered as she wrapped her other arm around me and pulled me tightly to her, my cock slowly sliding into her as she pulled against me. Her hands pulled at my back urgently as my cock expanded her pussy to accept more of me, finally hitting the end of her tunnel with my head.
"God you're tight." I mumbled against her neck.
"Mmmmm, and you're fucking big!" she moaned breathlessly.
"You sure you want to do this here?"
"Yes and no. I don't want to stop, but Donna and I promised we'd do this together." She moaned, her legs wrapped around me so I couldn't move.
"So what do you want to do?"
"I want you to fuck the shit out of me, but we need to stop for now." She said, finally releasing her death grip on my neck. "Come on. Let's go see Donna." She said gently pushing me back and forcing me to draw my cock out of her pussy. She slipped off the counter and pulled me by the hand out of the bathroom and down the hall. She stopped in front Donna's bedroom door and knocked quietly. She waited several seconds before pushing the door open and peeking inside. "Donna?"
"Yes?" I heard her respond before Amanda pushed the door open and pulled me along by the hand inside.
"I'll leave you three alone." Molly said, getting up off the bed and walking out, looking down at my cock as she walked past.
"You said if it happened, it should be together, well I think it's time it happened." Amanda said as she pulled me toward the queen size bed and sat down on the edge.
Donna looked at my face and then down to my semi-hard cock, pausing to wipe a tear from her face. She nodded softly, and then stood up with a sniff, quickly peeling her t-shirt off and tossing it onto the bed. I stared at her huge tits held in the half cup bra, not nearly as large as her mother's but much larger than Amanda's, as she undid her jeans and pushed them down. She bent over and pulled them off her feet and tossed them aside as she stood back up, wearing nothing now but panties and her bra.
"Why don't I do that." I said, stepping over to her, still feeling bad that she had walked in on her mother and I.
"You don't have to." She said, her eyes still red and full of tears.
"I know. But I want to." I said as I took her hands to stop her from undoing her bra herself. I reached around behind her and undid the clasp of the bra, but left it hanging on her shoulders and holding her breasts up as I put my hands on her hips and gently turned her, backing her up until the backs of her legs were against the bed. She sat down in front of me, putting her face at cock level. "Scoot back." I coaxed as I stood in front of her. She slid herself back on the bed and I followed her, crawling onto the bed along with her until she stopped nearly half way across the queen size mattress.
"Now lean back." I whispered, reaching out and gently pushing her backwards until she lay back on the bed. I crawled up alongside her, gently reaching down with my face and kissing the soft creamy skin on the top of her right breast. I slowly kissed across her chest, gently kissing and licking her soft skin until I had to start back. I moved down slightly and kissed my way across her breasts, working my way right along the edge of her bra cups, one soft kiss following another. During the period when we dated we had played with each other a little, kissing and touching, so her breasts weren't new to me, but I felt like what she really needed was soft and gentle, not rough and fast like her mother and I had done.
I gently kissed back across, pulling the cups of her bra down slightly so I could expose more of her. She sighed quietly as my kisses softly and slowly traveled across part of her exposed areola before continuing across the deep valley between her large breasts and up the other side.
"Ohhhh God." She whispered as I continued back again, this time pausing at each nipple and gently swirling my tongue them.
I finally pulled the bra the rest of the way off of her, looking over to see Amanda sitting patently next to Donna, her fingers stroking Donna's arm. I leaned back down and began kissing around each large breast again, licking and kissing all around each one, working closer and closer to her nipples. I felt her suck her breath in as I engulfed the whole front of her breast, suctioning as much as I could into my mouth while swirling my tongue around the hard nipple.
"Ohhhh lord." She whispered as she pulled my head against her chest. I felt the bed move, but couldn't see what caused it as Donna pulled me tighter to her soft round breast.
I felt a hand gently slide along my ass and then between my legs as I started kissing my way across to her other breast. I looked down and saw Amanda laying with her head on Donna's thigh, her hand reaching across to slowly stroke my hard cock.
I grinned at her and began slowly kissing my way down Donna's stomach, kissing back and forth as I worked slowly down her body, making her shiver in anticipation as my kisses reached the elastic of her tiny white panties. Amanda lifted her head up as I slowly pushed the panties down off Donna's butt and then her legs. Amanda took them from me when I reached her knees and pulled them the rest of the way off, leaving Donna completely naked.
"You know. I never saw you completely naked before." I whispered before starting to kiss her thigh.
"I know." She answered breathlessly. "Not because I didn't want you to though. I did everything the last few months but walk into your room naked."
"You could have." I told her as my kisses neared her curly bush. She tensed and lifted her ass off the bed as my kisses reached her soft exposed pussy lips, her flowery inner lips full and protruding, just waiting to be kissed and touched. I reached out with my tongue and slowly licked between them, tasting her tangy juices.
"Ohhhh God, fuck me. Please fuck me!" Donna begged quietly, her hands grabbing fistfuls of blanket and squeezing to keep from grabbing at my head.
I looked up at Amanda, who just nodded with a grin. I crawled around on the bed while Donna spread her legs wide, allowing me to kneel between them. Staying on my knees I inched up, lifting her ass off the bed until it sat on my thighs, my cock resting against her wet pussy.
"How's this?" I asked rocking my hips a little while I pushed my hard cock against her lips, the underside of my cock teasing her hard clit.
"Oh what a tease!" She moaned as she moved her feet so she could lift her ass off my legs, trying to rub her pussy along my cock even more. She lifted and dropped herself slowly, stroking my cock with her wet lips. I waited for several long strokes to be completed and then pushed my cock forward while she came down, allowing her to drive herself over the head of my cock. "OHHHH SHIT!" she squeaked as my fat head slid into her, expanding her and rubbing the whole length of the top of her tunnel.
"You like that?"
"OH God yes." She moaned.
I grinned to Amanda, who was laying on the bed next to Donna, her fingers slowly teasing circles around Donna's big tits. I leaned forward, slowly pushing my legs out until I was laying on top of her, our legs intertwined as they pointed toward the side of the bed.
"Ohhhh God yes, God yes, God yes." She moaned over and over as I started sliding in and out of her pussy, driving my fat head in until it hit the end of her tunnel, each stroke sliding my shaft along her hard exposed clit.
"Oh my God...I don't know how long....I...can...last!!" she squealed as the orgasm that was waiting suddenly erupted, surprising all of us with how quickly it surfaced. Her body jerked and shook as I continued to pump in and out of her pussy, each stroke seeming to drive her orgasm even higher. "AHHHHHH SHIT!" she screamed as her whole body convulsed, her orgasm taking over and jerking her body spasmodically. I drove into her time and again until she finally put her hands out and pushed on my stomach to stop me, her body no longer able to take the stimulus.
"Oh God." She panted. "I've been fucked before but never cum that hard."
"Glad you enjoyed it." I said quietly.



"Now it's my turn." Amanda said, crawling over Donna so her much smaller tits hung in Donna's face and her pussy pushed out at me as she arched her back down until her stomach almost touched Donna's.
"With pleasure." I said quietly as I pulled my hard cock out of Donna's sopping pussy and rubbed the head around Amanda's wet lips. I finally engaged it into her tunnel opening and then slowly pushed into her again, driving my cock slowly into her until she couldn't take any more of my length.
"Ohhhh fuck yes!" she gasped as I started stroking in and out of her, my hips slapping against her ass and making her whole body shake.
"God I don't know how long I can do without cuming." I grunted.
"Go as long as you can and then let me have it!" Amanda panted.
"Uh huh." I grunted back as I pounded into her, my cock swelling by the second as it got ready to unload into her hot pussy. I looked around Amanda's body and saw Donna aggressively sucking on her left breast, pulling and stretching her nipple before letting it slide between her teeth and snap back away from her mouth.
"OH SHIT, I'm cummmmiiiinnnngggg!" Amanda squealed loudly as her body trembled and shook.
"OH shit!" I grunted as her pussy convulsed around me, her muscles rippling and trying to milk me and pull me deeper into her. My body jerked, jabbing my cock into her so hard that it knocked both of us down on top of Donna. My body jerked and spurted shot after shot into Amanda's pussy as I lay on top of her, sweating and panting.
I was still breathing heavily as Amanda reached behind her and pulled on my ass, trying to keep me inside her as she rolled us off of Donna.
"God that was intense." Amanda whispered as we lay on our sides next to Donna.
"Yeah it was that." Donna said, her breathing much more normal than either of ours.
"Why did we wait so long to do this?" Amanda asked with a laugh.
"Because we were afraid it would ruin our friendship." I answered.
"Like that's going to happen. Damn, you can fuck me any time you want Jack." Donna said, rolling over onto her knees and climbing across me so she was laying behind me. She spooned up against me, pressing her tits into my back and reaching around both of us to hold Amanda's hand.
"I'm sorry about your mom." I said to Donna quietly.
"Yeah. Me too. She didn't mean it to happen, but hell, she hasn't had any sex in a couple years. I guess seeing you naked just started the juices flowing. I suppose after what we just did I can't blame her. It does feel awful good."
"I thought you've been having sex with your boyfriend." I asked quietly.
"I have, but it isn't the same. We just do it because...well... I don't know why."
"That makes a lot of sense." Amanda said.
"You should talk. How many times have you let Jason climb the mountain with you?" Donna chided back.
"Ohhhh a few. He's really good pussy licker, but when it comes to cock he just bangs away till he's done and then quits." She said with a shake of her head. "He never seems to have gotten the idea that sometimes I want more than just a pussy full of cum."
"Yeah. I know what you mean. What about you Jack? Why did you break up with your latest one....Tiffany wasn't it?"
"Yeah. Lasted a whole month and a half." I answered.
"She had a good body, why not rock her world?" Amanda asked.
"I did a few times, but it just didn't click." I answered.
"So did I click?" Donna asked.
"Hell Donna, you two have clicked since we were in the fourth grade!" I said with a chuckle. "My problem is I can't marry both of you, and I can't choose!"
"That does seem to be a problem." Donna said. "We don't really want you to choose either."
"So you have a problem then." Mrs T said from the doorway.
"Mom! This was private!" Donna said, a hint of anger in her voice.
"Sweetie, none of what you just did was private. I've been watching for the last twenty minutes. Now I understand why you three are so tight. You're all three in love."
"I didn't say that." I argued.
"Hell Jack, you're the worst of the bunch. You love both of them and would do just about anything to keep from hurting them, including chasing off girlfriends that you think might get in the way of that love."
"I don't chase them away!" I argued.
"Jack, be serious. Remember what happened in high school? What was her name? Sammy? I saw the way she looked at you when you two were playing in the pool. When I went in the house she tried everything to get you to try and feel her up or take her suit off. You were totally oblivious. She ended up in the bathroom in tears because she thought you didn't like how she looked."
"I didn't know that."
"That's because you were more interested in looking at Donna sunning herself on the lounger. I have no doubt that if I wasn't home you would have quite willingly taken her suit off and felt her up, or more."
"MOM!" Donna said in shock.
"What's the matter sweetie? You mean you didn't know you were teasing him? Hell it was obvious to me what you were thinking of. If you're going to wear a suit that's so skimpy then you need to wear one that doesn't show a wet spot between your legs, or you need to keep it wet."
"MOM!"
"And you Amanda. How many times did your suit slip in the pool? You were just begging for him to take you. No. You three are quite completely linked in ways you don't even realize. No. I think you three are destined to share each other for the next few years. Might as well just accept it and go on." Molly said as she stood up, still completely naked. "I'm just sorry that I'm not part of the group. I'd love to get some more of that wonderful cock of yours."
"MOM!"
"Missus T!" Amanda shot.
"It's ok kids. Your secret is safe with me." She said as she headed for the bedroom door. "Maybe I should take Jack's room tonight. I have a hunch this one is going to be full." She said as she turned the corner and headed for the bathroom.
"She's right you know. This bedroom is going to be full tonight." Amanda said quietly.
"Yeah. I think so too." Donna said, leaning against me again and kissing my neck. "So how fast do you think you can get that cock hard again? I really want to ride on it like my mom was."
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As it had been each year before, the trip to Tod Lake was long; routing through no less than three airports in the course of the day, the final stretch of which was made in a large, cold single engine bush plane. In many ways making the trip up in the dead of winter for ice fishing was exciting, and I had been making the trip every other year for almost twenty years now. I knew the lake well, both from ice fishing it and from boat fishing in the summer, and each year my catch had increased until I was considered a trophy hunter at the lodge I stayed at. I guess that's why Jack, the owner of the lodge, made me the offer that had me so nervous.
My trip had been planned for months, tickets bought, gear list made, and then the call came; not two weeks before I was supposed to fly up. Jack had to make a trip down to Winnipeg for some medical tests and was going to have to cancel my reservations. I had to admit I was bummed. I was really looking forward to getting away from all the stress at work. Then almost on a whim he asked me, sort of off hand, if I would be interested in guiding for the week. With some trepidation I agreed, as long as the group size was small enough. Since it would just be one small group and I wouldn't have to worry about cooking or anything, just fishing, I agreed.
Now that the plane was setting down on the ice I wasn't sure that it really was a good idea. I mean, I don't need a guide myself any more, but taking strangers out to my hot spots just seemed wrong. And what if we didn't catch any? I mean for me to not catch is fine, but other paying customers? The plane taxied close to shore and the pilot shut the engine down.
"Here we are." He said as he unbelted himself.
"You staying?" I asked curiously. Usually they just dropped the passengers off and then took off again.
"Yeah. I'm taking Jack back down with me." He answered as he climbed out of the plane to unload my gear.
I was hit with a frigid blast of arctic air when I opened the door and dropped gingerly to the snow covered ice. I took two packs and the pilot grabbed my third as we trudged up the path to the smaller of two log buildings. In the summer Jack uses the big lodge, outfitted with almost twenty rooms that each sleep 4 to 6. But in the dead of winter it's much too hard to heat, so he uses a much smaller lodge with only six bunk rooms, a single great room that acts as living and dining space, a large kitchen and his master suite area.
"Mike!" Jack called from the porch as we climbed the steps of the log lodge.
"Hey Jack. How's it going?" I said as I took his outstretched hand.
"Well, that's yet to be determined." He answered as he took one of my packs and led us into the warm lodge. There was a fire crackling away in the great stone fireplace, and a number of people sitting around on the rustic sofas and chairs in a semi-circle around the fire chatting.
"Folks, this is Mike Anderson." Jack said as he walked toward the group. "He's going to be your guide for the week."
"Hi." I said sheepishly as the group got up.
"This is Dave and Marlene Southern." Jack said, introducing a tall thin man and his equally tall, blond wife. She had on a bulky turtleneck sweater that hid and accentuated her curves at the same time. Her pastel blue eyes sparkled with playfulness as she shook my hand and smiled.
"Mark Johnson." Jack said as a short stout man stepped forward and shook my hand with a powerful grip.
"And Patricia and Randal Enke." Jack added as a fairly overweight man stepped up to shake my hand after which his wife, a short redhead that looked a bit round in her baggy sweat pants and jersey stepped right up to give me a huge hug, her face smiling brightly.
"And we can't forget Suzanne Delano." Jack said as a tall fortyish woman entered from the kitchen doorway, carrying a platter of sandwiches. I couldn't tell much of her figure from the baggy outfit she had on, a long sweatshirt that extended down to her mid-thigh. What I could tell was she had long blond hair, nearly touching her ass, and from the amount her jersey stuck out, a significantly sized chest. Beyond that, she had a relatively thin face and piercing green eyes. "We brought her on this year as a cook, and a good one she is too!"
"Ahhh I see our newest addition is here! And a good looker too!" She said with a huge grin. "I may have to see if he looks as good out of all those heavy clothes as he does all bundled up!"
"I wouldn't worry too much about Suzanne, she teases a lot but she's harmless." Jack said with a laugh. "Now that the introductions are done, come on and I'll get you lined out. I have to fly out of here before it gets dark."
Jack led me through the lodge to the rear section where all the equipment was stored. We spent the next two hours going over where to fish, the equipment he had and answering any questions I had. We headed back into his suite and he told me to go ahead and use his bathroom if I wanted instead of the communal shower and bathroom facilities that the rest of the guests shared. It wouldn't bother me at all to not have to fight for one of the few curtained off shower stalls for a hot shower after being on the ice all day.
"Well, good luck. I'll see you on Thursday!" Jack said as he headed out the door with the pilot, leaving me standing there feeling a bit overwhelmed.
"So when did you all get in?" I asked as I dropped into an open seat facing the crackling fire.
"Pretty much all of us flew in earlier today." Patricia said in a soft sweet voice.
"Is everyone fishing tomorrow?" I asked the group.
"I'm not unless it warms up a little. I'm not sure I'm up to sitting on the ice for hours when it's below zero." Patricia answered.
"How about you Marlene?" I asked, expecting much the same answer.
"Oh I'm in! I've been listening to my husband telling stories about all his trips up here. This is my turn to live some of those good times." Marlene answered with a huge grin on her face.
"Ok. Well, tomorrow we'll head out a bit after sun up and see what we can get." I told them. "Till then, relax and enjoy the evening."
After dinner we all sat around and chatted, getting to know each other. Suzanne sat on the edges, not saying much but seeming to listen and just take it all in. I finally called it a night, tired from my trip and headed for bed. I had the first room on the first floor, closest to Jack's suite. The room, like all the others consisted of a bunk area with one full size bed with a single bunk above it, and two single bunks on the opposing wall. The rooms were separated from the main great room with a hanging bamboo curtain that blocked the light but allowed some of the heat from the main room to get in through and under the curtain. I grabbed my flannel pj's and headed through Jack's suite to his private bathroom.
I stripped down and stepped into the shower, amazed at the size of the bathroom. The large bath included both a two person triangular whirlpool tub and the shower I was currently using, which was a tiled alcove with multiple shower heads, nearly four feet wide and eight feet long, with a large glass panel covering half of it to keep the water from splashing out into the rest of the bathroom. The door less shower was every bit as opulent as that of a five star hotel. I started the water, adjusted the temperature and stepped under the rain head to feel the hot water cascade over my body. I closed my eyes and just let the hot water flow over me, warming my stiff muscles.
"Well! He really does look as good without all the heavy clothes." I heard a female voice say from outside the shower.
"What!?" I shouted startled, covering myself with my hands as I looked through the glass to see Suzanne standing in a white fluffy robe. "What are you doing here?"
"Oh, part of the deal is that I get to use the tub any time I want...and I really felt like a bath tonight." She said as she teasingly walked over toward the tub and sat on the tiled edge of the island it was set into, letting one long bare leg stick out of her robe as she reached for the faucet. She sat there, her legs crossed, letting one leg swing back and forth as her fingers played in the water flowing from the tap, her eyes never leaving me inside the glass shower. When the water had finally reached over a foot deep in the tub she leaned further over to pour some liquid from a pink bottle sitting on the far edge. The tub quickly filled the rest of the way with a thick layer of foamy bubbles.
She stood up and slowly tugged the belt on the robe and let it fall apart, the gap swaying back and forth across her obviously bare skin as she sauntered closer to the glass separating us, glimpses of her bare legs and much more teasing in the gap. She leaned her hands against the glass and slowly pressed them upward, letting them slide toward the ceiling; the gap in her robe spreading and exposing a widening strip of skin from her neck to...well, her neatly trimmed blond pussy. She arched her back slightly and pressed her still covered breasts against the glass teasingly. Sliding her hands back down the glass she pushed away and turned; walking back to the tub, the robe sliding down her arms and pooling in a fuzzy pile on the floor behind her. She stood there for several seconds, her whole bare back and round full ass exposed to me, causing my cock to almost instantly start to grow. She bent to test the water, her pussy lips pressing out between her legs as she looked over her shoulder at me. She slowly straightened up and then turned on her toes until her whole front was exposed. She daintily sat down on the edge of the tub and started to rotate her legs up and over the side, one at a time, lifting each high in the air, completely exposing her bare pussy as she did so. She finally pushed from the tile edge and stood in the suds watching me.
Her body was not at all what I expected. She had what I had to describe as an hour glass figure, thin waist, round full hips and ass and seriously large set of breasts, each topped with a large oblong pink areola and hard nipple nearly as large around as my finger. I watched her smile, reach behind her neck and gather her large mane of blond hair and tug it around over her shoulder, cascading down between her breasts until it reached almost to her belly button as she stood naked into the tub. She slowly sunk down into the still filling water, first to her knees and then sitting down, disappearing under the suds as she lifted her hair clear and let her hair flow over the side of the tub as she leaned back. She lay there, staring at me, waiting expectantly, a leg periodically appearing from the foam to be teased with her slender fingers before disappearing again into the foam.
"You can't stay in there all night you know. But if you would rather come over here and join me I'll be sure you stay warm." She said teasingly, loud enough for me to hear over the water.
She was right, there was no way I could stay in the shower, and there was no way for me to get to the towel, but then I wasn't sure I was quite ready to expose myself to her either.
"Shy?" She asked as she lifted herself up until she was sitting up in the tub her tits on display for a few moments before leaning back and hiding them again. She leaned forward, looking at my cock, no longer fully covered by my hands and climbed up until she was sitting on the edge of the tub, the suds slowly sliding down her body and dripping off her full round tits, each one easily the size of a good sized melon. She swung one leg over the side of the tub to the floor and sat there, her legs apart and her body facing me. I stood in shock as she lifted her hands and slowly teased her nipples harder, her fingers stroking across then gently time after time, occasionally tracing circles around then before going back to stroking across them again. Her actions had a significant effect on my cock as well, causing it to continue to grow, no longer even bothering to cover it with my hands as I stared at her body. She smiled at the sight, apparently it had the effect she had intended. She stood up and slowly used her hands to squeegee the foam from her body, her hands sliding one at a time between her legs to stroke her pussy before continuing down her thighs.
She slowly stepped out of the tub and hesitantly, almost nervously, walked toward the shower, the remaining bubbles dripping from her and leaving foamy puddles on the floor. She stepped into the shower stall and stopped inches in front of me, her chest rising and falling quickly with her breathing, her hands reaching for mine.
"Now this is what I wanted to see." She whispered as she gently coaxed my hands away from where they rested, partially in front of my hard dick; lifting them up until she could place each of my palms on her big tits. My rock hard cock was now sticking straight out at her, bouncing in time with my pounding heart. She slowly stepped toward me, pushing me back until she was under the water, the rain cascading off her body and rinsing the remaining suds from her. She reached for my hands and pressed them against her breasts harder as she leaned toward me, her soft lips searching and finding mine. She kissed me softly and wetly, her lips trembling slightly, before whispering to me. "Do you mind if I borrow your shower?"
With that she pulled her hands from mine, moving them to my chest and then letting them slide down my chest and stomach, her fingers teasing closer and closer to my hard cock until they circled around it. She slowly stroked it several times, letting one of her hands slide down the full length of my shaft before cupping my balls and teasing down between my legs.
"Ohhhh God." I murmured as she slowly pushed my cock downward, stepping closer and slowly letting it slide between her legs. I could feel the hotness of her pussy rubbing along the top of it, my head teasing between her lips slightly, her slippery wetness lubricating me as she began to slowly rock her hips.
"No, I'm not God, but I bet I can make you feel as if you've gone to heaven." She whispered, her lips nearly touching mine again, her breathing ragged and halting as her own body responded to the sensations she was causing. "Would you like that? For me to make you feel like you're in heaven?"
"I doubt Jack would appreciate this." I whispered back, feeling very unsure of myself and my surroundings.
"Why would it bother Jack?" She asked in a breathless whisper as she moved one hand around her back to reach between her legs from behind her, her slender fingers pressing me up into her farther.
"I doubt he'd like me messing with his woman."
"Oh, don't worry. He and I don't....You know... I just cook for him. But you.....I wouldn't mind at all feeling this huge, hard cock filling me completely up."
"Ohhhhhh" I groaned again as she slid her pussy along the length of my shaft until she could press my head up between her lips.
"Am I to take that to mean you want to fuck me?" She practically moaned.
I squeezed her big tits, her hard nipples pressed into my palms.
"That, I will take as a yes." She said as she slowly slid a knee up along my leg until she could hook her foot on the small ledge that ran around the shower to hold soap bottles and such. With her legs now spread wider she pushed my head up against her and arched her back, nestling my cock into the opening of her tunnel and then suddenly popping inside her hot wet pussy.
"OH DAMN!" I groaned loudly as my hips involuntarily humped up toward her, driving my cock deep into her sopping wet pussy.
"OH SHIT!" She squealed as my cock drove into her, the sudden stimulation more than she had apparently expected. "Do it! Fuck me!" She begged as she stood there, her hands against the wall and glass to hold herself up while keeping one foot up on the ledge to give me access.
Using her tits almost as handles, I started sliding my cock in and out of her pussy, driving my excited mushroom in and out quicker and quicker, each stroke driving in until my head smacked against the end of her tunnel and her hard exposed clit was pushed into the base of my cock.
"OH God yes, oh God yes, oh yes, oh yes!" She cried with each stroke, my cock driving the both of us up the slope toward climax. "I'm cu...m...m...ing!" She cried as her whole body shook and trembled on the outside, her pussy convulsing around my hard cock, driving me the last few notches toward my own climax. I squeezed her tits hard as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and unleashing the first shot of my hot cum up inside her. Shot after shot of pent up cum surged into her until it was leaking around my cock and dripping on the floor of the shower. Finally emptied, my cock began to shrink inside her as the two of us stood there panting.
"Damn." I panted.
After a few more seconds she lowered her leg, pressing her chest to mine as she stood in front of me, my softening cock trapped partly inside her and partly between her clamped together legs. I could see her cheeks start to turn red as she blushed, the water cascading down her head and back, soaking her long hair. She leaned forward, pressing her lips against mine, and softly kissed me, her eyes closed and her body pressing against mine. Without another word, she pulled away, practically ran out of the shower, grabbing a towel to wrap around her body and darted for the second door of the bathroom, disappearing from sight.
"Damn." I said again as I looked out the shower toward where she had disappeared, wondering just where that other door led. I quickly washed off and turned the water off, drying myself and pulling on my flannel Pajamas before picking up her robe and following out the door, which led to a small hallway. There were a number of doors leading off the hallway, and I wasn't about to go opening them all. I turned back to the bathroom and closed the door, hanging the robe on a hook by the door before heading out the other door and out the suite toward my own room.
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This is about as perfect as it gets. Early morning sun rising in the east, a light mist rising from the water, the soft splash of my lure as I cast it along the brush lining the shore. Fishing just doesn't get much better. I love fishing in the morning like this; watching and listening to nature. A blue heron wading the shore, a lone turkey gobbling on the hillside. I wondered if the stupid turkey realized that mating season was already over, but the wondering was short lived as the water exploded a few yards from the boat where my buzz bait was chopping its way through the water as I retrieved it.
Yeah, it didn't get much better than this. I let the too small fish go back into the lake with a splash and ticked on the remote for the trolling motor, its electric driven prop cutting into the water and dragging along my big V hull with only the slightest whisper of the ripples gurgling past the hull.
I really loved these nice warm mornings, just me against the fish. What are they eating, where, how deep, what color? My tackle boxes were stuffed with what my wife considers an excess of lures in an attempt to have just the right lure at the right time. This morning it felt like I had the hot combination as yet another bass pounded my bait. There was always the instant rush of adrenalin when you first feel the fish jerking wildly on the end of the line when he realizes that his breakfast was firmly stuck in his mouth and dragging him through the water. He fought under the water, and then in a desperate attempt to throw the offending meal out of his mouth he flipped in the air; standing on his tale and shaking his whole body vigorously.
Sometimes it worked, and sometimes it didn't. This time it did and the fish went to hide and think about how unpalatable that particular meal was. I went back to selecting the next spot to throw my lure to see if I could entice another fish to bite.
Yeah, it was almost a perfect morning...almost. What was disturbing the morning was the knock-down drag-out argument between what sounded like a young couple on another boat. Funny thing about a lake in the early morning; sound carries a long way. The other boat could be a few dozen yards through the mist, around the next point or all the way across on the other shore. Not that it really mattered all that much, the fish didn't really care about the argument and it did provide a certain amount of entertainment. Well, entertainment might not be the right word. The longer the argument went, the more obvious it became that the couple was in serious trouble.
"What the fuck do you mean by that?" The female voice shouted.
"Just what it sounded like!" The male voice shot back angrily.
"How the hell could you say such a thing?"
"It's easy. You're not enough. Not now and never have been!" He shouted.
"Is that why you're fucking some God damn bimbo?" She screamed. "Why the hell did you even marry me if you don't think I'm enough woman for you?"
"Let's face it, you're too damn skinny, your tits are too small, and fucking you is like fucking a blowup doll!" He answered angrily.
"A fucking blow up doll?! You think having sex with me is like a God damn blowup doll? How can you be so fucking mean?" She screamed.
"Hey...You're the problem here, not me. I can't help it you just lay there take it."
"Oh? And I suppose your God damn bimbo just screams her little lungs out and bounces her body all over for you?"
"Yeah, as a matter of fact, she does!" He shouted back.
"Well, I hope you really enjoy fucking the little cunt because it's all you're getting! I'm done. Get your shit out of the house! I don't want to ever see you again!"
"So what, you're going to walk home?" He shouted back with a laugh in his voice. "Have fun with that!"
"Yeah, I'll fucking walk home if I have to! And by the time I get home you and your shit better fucking be gone!" She screamed just before a large splash could be heard.
"Fine! Just try to walk your ass home!" He shouted over the sound of a cranking outboard.
The outboard lit up and within seconds you could hear a bass boat screaming across the lake.
"Well, that certainly sounded bad." I muttered, thinking back to some of the fights that my wife and I had over the years. I pitched my lure at the shore again just as the waves from the bass boat gently began rocking my boat and then washed against the rocky shore. I guess they were pretty close, which was not a good thing for the woman if she did what it sounded like. The piece of shore I was fishing looked like a long peninsula, but with the water over five feet above the normal level it was essentially an island.
I shook my head and cast out my lure again, looking at the rising sun and thinking about how long it would be before it started getting stinky hot. The depth finder said the water was sixty-five degrees, which explained why the fish were along the rocky shore. The heat from the sun beating on the rocks the day before warmed the water along the shore slightly higher, attracting the tiny minnows, which attracted the small fish which attracted, well, what I was interested in catching.
The sun had climbed much higher in the sky by the time I rounded the last point on the peninsula and started working the south shoreline. What I expected to see was more rocky shoreline, what I didn't expect to see was a slender twenty something year old woman, sitting on the shoreline, her feet sitting on the shore just in front of her butt and her knees up in the air, her head and arms resting on her knees. Her long blond hair was plastered to her head and her pink wind suit looked equally plastered, and still quite wet.
She looked up as I approached her eyes red from crying. I sighed and hooked my bait on my rod; stowing it in the rod holder. Yeah, I was one of those kinds of guys, unable to pass by a damsel in distress. I eased the boat away from the shore a bit farther and then swung the bow around, building up a little speed before pulling the trolling motor up so it wouldn't be broken off by the rocks. It only took a few moments to coast to shore, that whole time I was perched in the open bow of the runabout; waiting for the crucial second when I would jump out, land on shore, and still have time to turn around and keep the fiberglass hull from being bashed in by the sharp rocks.
It's a maneuver I've done on this lake dozens of times, and this time was no different. I made my leap, landed on the uneven rocks, swiveled around and caught the bow rail to stop the momentum of the boat before it hit the shore. I took the bow line that I held as I jumped and tied it to a tree to hold the boat from floating away when I pushed it out a foot or two from shore. In the still water I wasn't worried about it floating back.
"You look like you need some help." I said to the woman quietly.
"Not really." She practically whispered.
"You sure? Gonna be pretty hard to walk home from here." I said as I stepped over to her and crouched down a few feet away.
"You heard?"
"Everyone on the lake heard." I answered with a shrug.
"Great. Just what I needed. I suppose everyone knows that I suck at sex now." She said, putting her head back on her knees.
"Oh you can't take his word for that. It just sounded like he was angry."
"No, I was angry. He was just spiteful." She whispered. "I was angry."
"Well, for what it's worth, it sounded like you had good reason." I said. "Sure you don't want a ride someplace dry?"
"No, I'll walk in a bit." She said putting her head back down again.
"Actually, you probably won't. With the water up this high you won't get any place without taking a swim." I told her quietly.
"Awww shit. I can't do anything right!" She said despondently.
"Come on. I'll take you to the landing and then you can call someone to come get you." I coaxed, holding a hand out for her.
"That could be tough." She said reaching into her pocket and pulling out her cell phone. "I had this in my pocket when I jumped in."
"Ohhh that could make it harder. I have a cell in my car you can call on." Told her as I stood up, still holding my hand out.
She looked at my hand for a long time and then finally reached out and took it, allowing me to help pull her up. She let go when she was standing, so I turned to lead the way to where the boat was tied a few feet away. I untied the rope, gave it a gentle tug to pull in and used the bow rail to hold the hull just off the rocky shore. She looked at the boat hesitantly and then finally stepped toward it, reaching for the rail. She easily levered her tall thin frame up and over the rail to the open bow, sitting down on one of the padded seats. I pushed the boat away from the shore, and hopped nimbly over the railing, but in the process stepped on the young lady's foot. I tried to not put all my weight on it and fell into a seat across from her.
"Sorry about that." I said as I got up and stepped through the open windshield into the main cockpit of the boat. I dropped into the driver seat to lower the outdrive for the big I/O needed to get the big heavy boat up on plane or drive it through the heavy swells of the great lakes or costal waterways. "We'll have you back at the landing in about ten minutes." I said as I got ready to start the engine.
"I appreciate you're picking me up. But if you don't mind, I'm not sure I'm quite ready to go back." She said quietly.
"Ohhh. Well, OK. Where would you like to go?"
"If you don't mind, I'd just like to sit here for a few more minutes." She almost whispered. "Why don't you go ahead and keep fishing. I don't want to ruin your day having to baby sit me."
"No. It's ok. We can just sit if you want."
"Actually, I'd prefer if you did fish. Otherwise you're just going to sit and look at me and I don't feel like being looked at."
"If you insist. I'll have to come put down the trolling motor again." I said, getting up.
She shifted in the seat enough to let me get to the motor and tip it down. Fortunately it is a wireless remote so I can fish from anywhere in the boat. I pulled my rod out of the holder and turned the boat parallel to the shore and threw my lure out. I half paid attention to my fishing and half watched my passenger sitting in the bow for almost a full fifteen minutes before she said anything.
"Can I ask you a personal question?" She asked timidly.
"Sure." I answered with a shrug, not sure what she could want to know about me.
"Are you married?"
"Yeah, actually I am."
"How long?"
"Almost thirty years."
"Have you ever cheated on her?"
"Not intentionally." I answered.
"Not intentionally? How can you unintentionally cheat?" She asked curiously.
"Long story, but I was on some medications and a young lady that had the hots for me took advantage." I answered.
"Did your wife know?"
"No. I never told her. Figured she really didn't need to." I answered.
"So have you had sex with a lot of women or only a few?"
"Me? Oh, I was pretty active in high school and college."
"Ahh. How do you stack up sex with your wife compared to other women?"
"You really want me to answer that?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah, I guess that is a bit personal."
"A bit." I answered, turning back to my fishing,
"So is she? The best I mean?" She pushed.
I took a deep breath and sighed long. "There's a difference between sex and the kind of sex a married couple shares after many years. I love my wife and even though we often don't agree on stuff and argue, we both care deeply for and about each other."
"So that means no?"
"It means that it's not the best physically, but as far as making love, there isn't any better."
"I see. So just because it's not the best, you're not looking for better?"
"Let me ask you a question." I said, trying to divert that particular question. "How many men have you had sex with?"
"Me? Just one. I waited until I got married." She answered quietly.
"You're husband did before that though, huh?"
"Yeah, quite a bit."
"I see." I answered.
She sat quietly for several minutes again while I fished, the sun pushing a bit higher in the sky while I worked around the back of the cove, searching for the shadows the sun was casting on the water.
"Does your wife have big boobs?" My passenger asked suddenly.
"Huh?"
"You're wife, does she have big breasts?" She asked again.
"Uh, yeah."
"So men like big tits instead of small ones?"
"Not necessarily. I happen to like them big, but I don't have anything against small ones either. A lot of guys like smaller ones too."
"Mine aren't very big." She said unzipping the front of her wind suit to reveal an equally pink tank top that was still soaking wet and clinging to her like a second skin. The outline of what I would estimate as small B or large A cup breasts was obvious in the wet material, along with the shape of both hard nipples. "I didn't even wear a bra today as a surprise for that fucking bastard."
"Ah." I answered non-commitally.
"What do you think? Are they too small?"
"Nope. I think they're just right for you."
She peeled the jacket off and carefully folded the wet material and set it on the seat next to her. She swiveled in the seat to face me and then set what I had to call a defiant look on her face. "So you like how they look? You don't want to see more of them?"
Well, if I ever heard a loaded question that was it. If I said of course I wanted to see more, I was opening a door or proving to her that men are men...if I said no I was nullifying my previous statement that they were the right size for her. "Of course I'd like to see more, but that wouldn't be appropriate for either of us." I finally answered.
"What do you do for a living? Politician?" She asked.
"No...Engineer." I answered.
"Engineer. Good at evaluating and comparing aren't they?"
"Pretty much."
"Well. Then evaluate these. Tell me what you think of them." She said as she reached down to her waist and pulled her tank top up, peeling the wet material up her body and tugging it over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up.
I had to admit, they did look nice. Each one, though not more than a small handful, was round and firm with a bright pink areola a bit larger than a quarter in diameter. Perfectly centered in each pink bull's-eye was a dime sized nipple that seemed to be hardening as I stared. She clearly didn't tan naked, because she had a large triangle shaped patch of creamy white skin covering a good portion of each breast that was a stark contrast to the dark tan of the rest of her body. Yeah, if I had to picture a perfect pair of small breasts, these fit the bill! Despite my desire to try and stay "professional" I could feel my cock hardening in my boxers, straining against my shorts.
"Well, I was going to ask you if you thought they were sexy, but I can see by your stare, and...well...other things that they are." She said after at least a full minute of letting me stare at her. "So do you think I'm good looking too, or just a sex object?"
Oh jeez. Another loaded question. What is it with this woman? I was beginning to think that the reason her husband was leaving was because she kept backing him into a corner and he couldn't deal with it! "Well, even you would have to admit that with your hair looking straggly from being wet and all does detract some, but yeah, I'd have to say you're a good looking woman." I answered after a few more long seconds of thought.
"Humph. My husband didn't seem to think so."
"He was clearly an idiot." I said with a shrug. I had fished my way to the back of the cove, well out of view of the main portion of the lake, and was hesitant about working my way down the other shore and out of cove with her sitting in the bow topless. I set my rod down and stepped back and sat down on the large padded engine cover that housed the big six cylinder engine. "You know, I can take you back to the landing any time you want, but if you want to just sit and talk, that's fine too. I don't think we want to go back out on the lake with you dressed like that though."
She nodded a little. "It's getting hot in the sun. Can we find some shade?" She asked after a few seconds.
"Sure." I answered looking around. The back of the cove had what was usually a little creek running into it. With the water up this high the channel would probably be plenty deep for the boat, so I picked up the rod and used the remote clipped to it to maneuver the boat the last hundred or so feet into the mouth of the stream and under a few overhanging trees.
"Thanks!" She said as she stood up. She bent over and skimmed the wind pants down her legs, working them over her sneakers and then standing up again to fold them. She wore a pair of tiny pink shorts that clung to her like a second skin. Her legs were almost stick thin, below her knees, but her thighs were surprisingly muscular and well toned. "You know. It seems kind of silly now, but I wore these as a surprise for John. He always said he wished I'd dress a bit more seductively. Funny that when I do he decides to tell me he's been fucking some bimbo where he works for the last six months."
"How long have you been married?"
"Not even two years yet. I don't know why he bothered to marry me."
"Hard to know what goes on in a guys mind sometimes."
"You said you've been married thirty years? Does she understand you?"
"Not all the time. Just like I don't understand her all the time. But most of the time we can finish each other's sentences. If we decide to go out to eat we can usually guess where the other wants to eat and what they'll order. That kind of familiarity comes with time, but it doesn't always mean you understand each other all the time." I said as I crossed my arms and looked up into the trees.
"So you don't look at other women?"
"I didn't say that. I'm still a man, even at my age, and a sexy body, dressed or undressed will attract my attention." I answered with a chuckle.
"So... you know what sexy is. Am I sexy?"
"I'd have to say you qualify."
"So why would my husband feel the need to go find another woman?"
"That I can't answer." I said honestly, shaking my head.
She stood up from where she was sitting and stepped between the split windshield into the main part of the cockpit and stood about six feet away, her hands resting on her hips and the waistband of the spandex micro shorts. To my surprise she hooked her thumbs in the waist and peeled the material quickly down her hips and then bent over, pushing it to her ankles. She wiggled the material over her little white sneakers and then stood back up, tossing the shorts onto the driver's seat next to her.
"What are you doing?" I practically shouted in shock.
"It's funny. I planned on doing this for John today. Thought maybe getting naked for him out here might excite him. I've never been naked for another man before. It IS kind of exciting actually." She said, standing there with her hands behind her back and a shy look on her face, half looking at me and half looking at the deck.
"Geez." I said staring at the neatly trimmed soft downy curls on her mound and her full meaty pussy lips exposed between her legs. It had the almost immediate effect of making my partially hard dick jump to full throttle.
"Well, I guess it's exciting to you too." She said, shifting her gaze to my waistline. I looked down and saw that my cock was bulging my shorts out significantly.
"Uh, sorry." I mumbled.
"Don't be sorry. I'm glad you think I'm good enough looking to get excited." She said, moving her hands in front of her pussy shyly and intertwining her fingers while suppressing a little smile.
"Yeah. Well...yeah you're good looking." I finally got out.
She stepped two steps closer, leaving her standing only two scant feet in front of me. "You know. I've only seen John's cock in person before. I've never seen any other men in person. Would you...I mean...Can I...well...would you let me see yours?"



"You want to what?" I squeaked in surprise.
"I mean I know it's a lot to ask, but would you mind?" She coaxed in a very soft little voice.
Shit....here I was sitting with a naked twenty something standing within arm's reach of me and she wanted me to show her my cock. Talk about being between a rock and a hard place. I was at a loss to know what to do or think. I looked around and the light wind that had picked up was pushing us deeper into the narrow stream, which meant that we were less likely to be seen if someone else came into the cove, but it also meant we would eventually blow into shallow enough water that I might have to get out of the boat to push us back out.
I had a feeling that either way I was going to regret my choice, but how bad could it be to let her see my cock? I mean she's far from the first, but for her, maybe the experience will help her decide what direction she needs to take for her life. I had a feeling that being with the idiot that she currently calls her husband was not going to be the direction of her future. "Yeah. I guess so." I finally answered to her expectant look.
A smile spread across her lips as I slid off the padded cover I was sitting on to stand up and began to undo my belt.
"Let me....Please?" She practically begged, reaching her hands out for mine.
"If you want." I shrugged, taking my hands away from my belt and letting her fingers fumble briefly with my belt buckle. Once she had it undone she sunk to her knees, bringing her face to my waist level while she undid the button of my shorts and then pulled the zipper down. My shorts slid over my hips and dropped to the deck because of the weight of the stuff on my belt, leaving me standing in my t-shirt and boxers.
Her slim fingers hooked into the waistband of my boxers, one hand on either hip, and began to slowly pull them down. I saw her lick her lips in anticipation as more and more of me was exposed, first my graying pubic hair, then the base of my cock and then inch after inch of my hard shaft. It was almost painful to be bent over the way it was as the elastic waistband held my hard cock down, but I let her continue to pull at her own pace until my head finally popped free, allowing my hardon to flip up and stand at attention, pointing toward the sky.
"Wow. It's huge!" She whispered as she continued to pull my boxers down to where my shorts were bunched up around my ankles. She let go and lifted her hands, one cupping under my balls and the other wrapping around my shaft; her long slender fingers not quite able to reach her thumb as it wrapped around from the other direction. "This is much, much bigger than John's cock." She said quietly, examining every one of my nine inches as if to memorize every detail. Her hand began to slowly and gently stroke up and down the length of my shaft, the sensations making it grow a little bit fatter and longer.
"Ohhhhh." I groaned softly, trying to push the thoughts that were flooding my mind away.
"Does that feel good?" She asked softly, continuing her slow stroking.
"Uh huh." I answered breathlessly, closing my eyes and hoping that she would decide soon enough that she had seen enough and stop driving me slowly toward the point of no return. Her strokes continued unabated, extremely slowly and ever so gently, almost teasingly. Part of me doubted that I would cum and the other part hoped I wouldn't. Finally her hand stopped and I breathed a sigh, both of relief and disappointment. But boy what she had been doing felt good.
I opened my eyes and looked down just in time to see her close her mouth around my cockhead, enveloping it in hot soft wetness. Her tongue tentatively rubbed back and forth across the underside, right across that really sensitive spot, bringing a surprised gasp from my lips. Her mouth slid farther down my shaft, pushing my head deeper into her mouth as her hand slid up to meet her lips. The two moved as one, sliding up and down my shaft teasing my cock and driving me crazy. I could feel my balls tightening; a signal that I knew indicated the imminent release of a load of cum.
"God! You're going to make me cum!" I grunted, trying to hold back what she seemed intent on making happen.
The only response I got was a little squeeze of her hand to tell me she heard me. Beyond that she continued to slowly stroke up and down my shaft, pushing her face down until the head of my cock nestled into the opening of her throat before sliding back up again until my head was just about to slip from her lips. Her tongue stroked back and forth along the underside of my head each time she pulled up, intentionally searching for that spot that brought that first surprised gasp.
"Oh God. You want to make me cum?" I panted, trying to hold back as one hand massaged my balls and the other stroked up and down with her lips. Again, all she did was squeeze my cock with her hand for a moment before she went back to stroking her hot wet mouth up and down my shaft.
"Oh shit." I grunted, my hands reaching for her head, trying to refrain from grabbing at it to jam my cock deeper as the urgency of climax began to wash over me. As hard as I tried I couldn't stop the sudden spasmodic jerk that ran through my body as the first huge gush of hot juice spewed from my cock into her wet mouth. My eyes were closed so I didn't see it, but my ears heard the sound of her choke on the sudden surge; and I felt her face suddenly pull from my cock. My body, beyond stopping the climax that had already overtaken it, spewed out shot after shot of cum.
When I looked down I saw her looking up at me, giggling; her face, hair and chest covered with globs and strings of my cum. Some clinging to her hair and others sliding down her bronzed skin.
"I didn't expect that!" I said, holding a hand out to help her to her feet.
"I did. Its one thing John was very adamant about. He wanted to be sucked off, and make a mess, frequently."
"Well...Just the same, I didn't expect that." I said again as she stood up. I let go of her hand and found a lean cloth in the side compartment and leaned over the side to wet it. I shuffled back the two steps to where she still stood and began to wipe my cum from her face and body.
"Why are you doing that?" She asked, trying to take the rag from my hand.
"I put it there, I'll wipe it off." I answered, gently taking her hand away from the rag.
"Why?" She asked with an odd look on her face.
"Like I said, I put it there I should be the one to clean it off. Besides, I want to."
"You're a funny man." She said with a smile.
"Why's that?" I asked as I gently wiped the rag down and around each of her breasts, making sure to swipe it gently across each nipple more than once.
"If I didn't know better I would say you were trying to tease my body." She whispered.
"And if I was?" I asked as I continued softly stroking the cloth down her body long after all the cum had been wiped off.
"I'd say it was turning me on, but why would you do that?" She said with a little shiver running up her body.
"Seems fair, doesn't it?" I said as I put both hands on her hips and pulled her closer to me so I could turn us around in the narrow aisle. To make the turn between the seats she ended up pressing herself against me, my flagging cock pressing to her mound and her hard nipples pressing against my chest. Once we had swapped places I backed her up until her butt pressed against the padded cover I had been sitting on a short time before. I tossed the rag onto the pad and then lifted her up and sat her on the edge of the pad.
"Can I ask what you're doing?" She asked quietly.
"Sure you can ask." I chuckled, as I slid my hand slowly down her hips to her thighs.
"Ok...What are you doing?" She asked as I hooked my hands under her knees and gently lifted both legs up, causing her to lean back until she rested on her elbows.
"That's easy. I'm returning the favor." I told her as I knelt down and gently lifted and spread her legs, giving me my first unobstructed view of her swollen engorged lips. I leaned my face toward her and gently licked along her outer lips, tasting the wetness that had leaked from between them.
"Why?" She asked as she drew in a long ragged breath.
"Because I want to." I answered, licking up her lips again, but this time pushing her legs apart a bit farther so that my tongue ran along her soft feathery inner lips.
"Oh God. Why?" She squeaked as I licked a third time. This time pressing deeper, drawing some of her wetness up to her partially exposed clit, bouncing my tongue across it.
"Why what?" I asked as I let go of her knees and moved my hands to her inner thighs where I could use my thumbs to spread her lips apart.
"Why are you doing this? Oh God!" She finished with a squeak as I flicked my tongue across her now fully exposed clit. I concentrated on stroking long and slow up between her lips making sure to concentrate the end of each stroke on her clit, circling around it with the tip of my tongue before flicking across it several quick licks.
"Ohhhhhhhhh God damn! You're driving me craaaaazzzzyyyyyy!" She squealed into the trees as I continued to assault her quivering pussy. "Ohhhhhhh...Ohhhhhhh...God. I'm going to CUM!" She squealed as her whole body started shaking and trembling.
I lost track of how long she lay there climaxing; her body wracked with spasms as she grabbed at my head, trying to pull me tighter to her bucking pussy. Finally I was forced to pull her thighs apart and pull my head back so I could breath, leaving her laying on the pad quivering and gasping for breath. "My god...How did...you do...that?" She asked between gasps, her fingers between her legs stroking her sopping wet pussy.
"Just wanted you to feel good." I answered as I moved to one of the rear facing seats that I had been leaning against and dropped into it to catch my breath. I leaned toward her and gabbed the rag I had tossed onto the seat and used it to wipe her juices off my face as she sat up shakily. She slid off the padded engine housing and dropped to her knees, her hands still shaking as she reached out and pulled one of my shoes off. She pulled the other shoe off and tossed it aside before she tugged my shorts and boxers off my feet. With a smile she grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled up on it until I had to lift my arms for it to go further.
"Please?" She whispered.
I lifted my arms and let her tug my shirt over my head so I was completely naked. She took my hands in hers and tugged to get me up from my seat. I let her help me stand up, my hard cock bouncing with my pounding heartbeat as we stood in the aisle between the seats. She let go of my hands and placed both palms on my chest, slowly pushing me back so I had to step backward. She pushed me back the length of the aisle, between the split windshield and into the open bow until I couldn't back up any farther. Her hands pushed me backwards until I dropped to the seat, my hands reaching for the bow rail for balance.
Without a word she reached past me to grab the rail herself and climbed onto the seat, kneeling astride me. She moved one hand between us and I felt it close around my rock hard cock. Ever so slowly and gently she rubbed it back and forth across her sopping wet pussy, wetting it with her juices and working it between her lips until my big mushroom head nestled into the entrance to her tunnel. She let go of my cock and reached back to the rail, lowering her chest to hover inches from my face.
I heard her moan quietly as she rocked her hips slightly, letting more weight settle on my cock. Her weight built as she lifted one knee completely off the pad. "Yessssss!" She hissed as my cock suddenly slipped beyond the resistance of her entrance and was encased in her tight hot tunnel. She used her knees as a pivot and her grip on the rail to slowly pull herself up and down my shaft, letting her weight push her all the way down until her tight little ass was resting on my thighs, and then lifting herself, drawing her hard nipples within inches of my face as she pulled herself up my shaft.
I reached my hands for her body and caressed her ass as she slid up and down my shaft, slowly working them from her firm ass up to her back, applying pressure to draw her chest closer to me. I lifted my head and engulfed one of her breasts in my mouth, suctioning it into my mouth and flicking her hard nipple with my tongue.
"Ohhhh God yes." She moaned, holding herself still while I worked her breast in my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around her nipple, teasing her puckered areola and then flicking her nipple quickly. "You're supposed to be letting me treat you." She gasped as I let go of her right breast and turned to suck the other into my mouth.
I smiled as best I could as I drew her left breast into my mouth, treating that nipple to the same stimulation I had given the right. She started moving again; riding up and down while she rocked her hips, moving as much of me in and out of her as she could without breaking my grip on her tit. Up and down she moved on my shaft, slowly driving me up the slope toward climax, my cock growing ever larger within her.
"I want you to cum." She breathed heavily. "Cum for me."
"Soon." I grunted back, letting her breast pop from my mouth briefly, knowing that I was going to be unable to keep from climaxing very soon.
"Ohhhh. God, yes. Please." She squeaked, her whole body trembling gently as she continued to slide up and down my cock. Her hips rocked slowly in time with her strokes, teasing the whole length of my cock, driving me to the very brink of release.
"Uhhh here it comes!" I grunted, letting her tit slip from my mouth.
"Yessssss. Do it!" She hissed as she pulled up as far as she could go and then dropped suddenly down my shaft. Again she lifted, holding only my head inside herself and then dropped down, slapping my thighs with her firm ass and driving my head into the end of her tunnel. Again and again she repeated the motions, each time her own body seemed to quiver more than the last time, her pussy clenching and quivering around me.
It was finally more than I could take and my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock as far into her as it could go, lifting her knees off the pad as a huge gush of hot cum lanced deep into her pussy.
"YES!!!" She screamed, her own body suddenly jerking uncontrollably. The two of us climaxed together, each of us jerking and spasming as my cum emptied into her, her pussy seeming to clench around me at the feeling of each new jet pushed inside her.
Panting and sweating, she collapsed against me, her hard nipples pressing into my chest and rubbing up and down along mine as we both gasped for breath.
"Thank you." She whispered after several long minutes of laying on me making small moaning sounds amid her deep pants for breath.
"For what?"
"For treating me like it mattered how good it was for me. This has been the best, most fulfilling sex I've ever had." She said quietly, looking down into my eyes.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it. I know I certainly did." I answered softly.
She lowered her face to mine and softly, gently kissed my lips. After nearly a minute of the hot, wet, seductive kiss, she pulled her mouth from mine and hovered fractions of an inch from it so that I felt her breath as she whispered to me. "I think you truly mean that... That you're glad I enjoyed it. I don't think anyone has ever cared enough about me to worry about how it felt for me."
"Anyone who makes love with you should care enough to be sure you do enjoy it. If he doesn't, he doesn't deserve what you have to offer." I whispered back.
"Thank you." She whispered, dropping her face so her cheek was next to mine, pressing wetly as she wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me tightly. Finally after long seconds of the hug, her tits pressing into my chest, she released me and slowly climbed off, a gush of cum flooding from her pussy and running down her legs.
I watched her as she stepped back to the rear and picked up her shorts, gingerly stepping into them and pulling them up her slender legs. She looked over her shoulder at me and wiggled her ass with a grin before pulling the pink micro-shorts up and over her cute butt.
"Too bad. I was enjoying the look of your naked body." I said as I sat and watched her.
"I kind of got that idea. But not much point in staying naked, is there?" She asked as she got her shirt and started pulling it on.
"You don't HAVE to be in a hurry." I said with a shrug.
She turned and looked at me curiously. "Why? I mean you're done, right?"
I chuckled and answered her. "Done? Sweetie, just because I came doesn't mean the show has to be over. Not unless you're ready for it to be. Why don't you come back and sit down for a while and relax."
She pulled her arm back out of her shirt and stepped back to the bow where I was still sitting. She climbed onto the seat next to me and leaned into me, hooking one leg over mine.
"Now. Just relax." I said as I wrapped one arm around her pulled her body against mine. I reached across my body to hers and gently traced long slow circles around the breast and nipple I could reach, and then trailed it down her front to the waist of her shorts.
"Are you trying to get me all turned on again?" She whispered questioningly.
"Only if you want. Otherwise it's just being playful." I answered.
"Why?" She asked, "Didn't you get enough?"
I laughed. "It's not that I did or didn't get enough. It's about quality. Don't you like to snuggle and play a little after?"
"Never been asked one way or the other." She answered with a shrug.
"Geez. He really was an asshole." I said with the shake of my head. "Look. Sex is supposed to be shared. Not one sided. If you don't get what you desire from it, why would I expect you to want more?"
"You mean it really matters to you if I'm satisfied?" She asked with surprise.
"Yeah. If I'm going to do it I'm going to do it right."
She sat and looked at me for a long time before she finally spoke again. "Either you're an odd man, or my husband was, I don't know which. Why would it matter to you if it was good for me or not? Hell, I don't even know your name! We'll probably never see each other again after this, so why does it matter to you how it felt for me?"
"That's easy." I answered with a chuckle. "I ENJOY making it good for my partner. The better I do, the better she does. Look at what we did. Did you lay there like a blow up doll?"
"No."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Because it felt so good I wanted more...and to be honest, I wanted to make you climax as hard as you made me."
"And that's why it matters. I made it good for you and you returned it. Now it's just a matter of enjoying the moment and seeing if either of us wants a little more or if we're satisfied."
"I've never been asked if I'm satisfied or not." She answered with a giggle as my finger slid over the top of her shorts and between her legs, rubbing the wet spot left by the cum leaking from her.
"Well, it's up to you." I whispered, stroking her pussy through the material.
"Well, if you really insist, I kind of like what you're doing." She said as she reached her free hand down to her shorts and tried to push them down. She tightened her abdomen and used my legs as a pivot, lifting her ass off the seat and working her shorts down to her thighs. I moved my hand to help her pull then down and slid them down her legs and let her wiggle her feet out of them. With a grin I sniffed them playfully and then tossed them onto the deck.
She left her right leg hooked over mine and put her left foot on the windshield, spreading her legs wide apart. I reached between them and slowly stroked a finger up her lips, letting my finger spread them and run up the length of pussy, pressing against her pubic bone.



"Ohhhhh that does feel nice!" She cooed. "You sure you don't mind doing this?"
"Trust me, I don't mind at all." I whispered as I pushed my finger into her tunnel an inch or two and then pulled it out and slid it along her pubic bone again. She reached her free hand into my lap and played with my flaccid cock while I slowly stroked up and down between her lips; dipping my finger deeper and deeper into her, my finger tip searching for the top wall of her tunnel.
"Oh shit!" She squeaked as my finger finally found its mark, teasing across that rough little spot full of nerves. I left my finger inside her, and slowly rubbed it back and forth across the spot, the sensations making her rock her hips in time with my strokes. "Ohhhhhhh God what are you doing?" She moaned as she pulled her face against mine, using her free hand.
"Just playing." I whispered as I concentrated on the spot deep within her, my finger working faster and faster as her legs trembled and her hips tried to buck up and down. She was lifting herself completely off the seat as she tried to push her pussy toward my hand, one of her hands in my lap squeezing my hardening cock and the other across my chest, pulling her body tightly to mine. She buried her face into my neck and moaned loudly again, her ass sliding onto my leg so she was lying nearly flat, her shoulders supported by the hull of the boat.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God." She mumbled as the trembling of her legs seemed to spread through her whole body. "I'm...going....to....cum!" She squeaked breathlessly just before her whole body jerked. To my surprise a fountain of juices arced from her pussy to splatter on the windshield and hull of the boat. Her whole body was rigid and shaking as the fountain continued for several long seconds, before dying and restarting again. I continued to rub and stimulate the spot deep inside her as she lay across me, shaking and trembling. Her squeak of warning turned into a long low cry that escalated for long seconds before she finally collapsed like a rag doll, seemingly dazed.
"You ok?" I whispered.
"Uh huh." She panted back, her arm still draped across me loosely, her face pushed into my neck.
"Ok." I said as I drew my finger from her pussy and laid my hand on her mound, gently stroking her wet lips with the tips of my fingers.
"Ok. I don't know what you did, but that's twice that I've climaxed harder than ever before, and after the first one, that's saying something." She finally said breathlessly. "God I could get used to that!"
"Glad you enjoyed it." I said with a chuckle.
"Oh I certainly did." She responded.
"Good." Was all I said as I held her, still spread across my lap. We lay there for what felt like half an hour before she finally moved, sliding her ass off my leg and then climbing shakily off of me.
"I don't think I can take any more just now." She said as she picked up her shorts and slowly pulled them on, giving me a nice view of her ass and engorged pussy lips as she bent over to slip each leg in.
"Ok. I can accept that." I said as I got up. I waited for her to pull her shorts up and then stepped past her, headed to the stern of the boat.
"Where are you going?"
"Well, between the wind and our rocking the boat, we're pretty well beached back here. I'm going to get in the water and see if I can get us afloat again."
"How can you tell?" She asked me as I stepped over the stern and onto the swim platform.
"Long experience." I said as I stepped down into the thigh deep water. The channel here was only waist deep and maybe five or six feet wide, so it was easy to wade across and onto the submerged shoreline that the bow was resting on. I found a good place to put my feet and then, holding the trolling motor up so it wouldn't dig in, pushed and rocked the heavy fiberglass hull until it finally started to budge, slowly rocking and sliding back into the channel. I lowered the trolling motor back down into the water and then made my way to the stern again. Getting the outdrive out of the mud was a bit harder, but after a few bounces and grunts, I managed to free it and get the whole boat floating.
She was still sitting topless when I climbed back into the boat. I found the remote for the trolling motor and began to slowly inch the boat out of the narrow creek channel toward the mouth of the woods. The wind had picked up considerably and as we drew out of the trees the boat was pushed around considerably by the waves and wind.
"Going to be rough going back in." I said as I set motor to pull out toward deeper water and then started looking for my shorts.
"Do we have to? Go right in, I mean." She asked.
"Not if you don't want to." I said as I stepped into my shorts and pulled them up, grateful that there weren't any other boats close by to notice that we were still mostly naked.
"I'm kind of hot and sweaty. Do you suppose there's a place we can swim?" She asked.
"Well. Yeah. There's a place I've anchored to swim a few times."
"Is it public? I didn't bring a swim suit." She said with a smile. "You don't mind, do you?"
"I don't mind. I don't have one either." I said with a smile back. With the boat finally in deep enough water I put the outdrive down and started the big I/O, letting it rumble quietly at idle while I pulled up the trolling motor. To my surprise she sat down in the passenger seat, her shirt still in her hand, rather than on her body. She flashed me a grin as I opened the throttle and brought the big boat up on plane.
It didn't take more than fifteen minutes or so of pounding through the growing waves to reach the secluded cove I was thinking about. It had a very rocky shore, so I dropped anchor several yards away from the rocks and shut the engine off.
"This is nice and quiet, isn't it?"
"Yeah, other than the occasional fisherman, there aren't too many people that come back here." I told her as she stood up and pushed her shorts down again. She lifted each foot one at a time, resting them on the seat next to me, the motion giving me another nice view of her pussy.
"You coming?" She asked as she stepped to the stern and over, onto the small square swim platform.
"Yep." I answered, pulling my shorts back off again as she dived into the water and swam several stokes from the boat.
"Ohhh, the water is nice!" She called as I climbed naked over the stern to join her.
"Yep. Not too bad now that it got a bit warmer out." I answered as I lowered myself down and floated away from the boat.
"This is kind of fun. Never skinny dipped before." She giggled, doing a little breast stroke toward where I treaded water.
"Well, see, lots of new experiences for you today then."
"Uh huh." She said as she floated near me, her little breasts breaking the surface for a moment. "So, do you get horny looking at my body?"
"Of course."
"Are you horny now?" She asked, squinting in the sun to look at me.
"Of course." I answered back.
"Do you want to fuck some more?" She asked bluntly.
"I don't know that after two big shots I can cum again, but I wouldn't mind screwing you some more."
"Good. I want you to." She said as she started swimming for the shore. "Come on!" She called over her shoulder.
I had no idea what she was planning, but I set out after her, breast stroking along behind her the few yards to the steep rocky shore. I caught up to her as she was trying to find a way to walk on the rocks barefooted. "That's going to hurt." I said, reaching a hand out for her and tugging her back, making her fall into the water near me with a squeal.
"So what do you have in mind?" She asked as I searched around for a good foothold that would allow me to stand chest deep in the water.
"Come here and find out." I coaxed as I located two appropriately smooth rocks under the water and stood on them.
She swam over to me and I pulled her toward me, guiding her legs around my waist as I looped an arm under her back. I felt her heels dig into my ass and pull herself against me, trapping my hard cock between us.
"I think you're thinking naughty thoughts." She said with a giggle.
"Are there a better kind?" I asked, reaching down between us and coaxing some space between us. I was finally able to push my cock down and let my head press between her lips. She dug her heels in again and pulled herself toward me, driving my cock into her a couple inches. The water was doing its best to wash off the lubrication of her pussy, but it was a losing battle as she pushed and pulled herself off my cock until it was sliding its full length into her hot wet tunnel.
"Hmmmm, I like this, too." She said as she reached for my neck to balance herself while I used my hands on her hips to help drive her on and off my long hard shaft. I humped my hips to and fro under the water, driving myself in and out of her as she gasped and moaned in pleasure. "Ohhhh God I can't believe I'm going to cum again." She moaned loudly as she threw her head back, her long wet hair hanging partly in her face and partly down her back into the water.
"Uh huh." I grunted as my own body seemed to be driving toward another cum. My opportunities to have this much sex in one session had been pretty limited the last twenty or so years, so at a bit over fifty I was surprised that my body not only was excited again, but inching toward another climax. I could feel her hot pussy envelope me as I drove into her, and then the chill of the lake water replace her hotness as I pulled out again. The constant change in sensation along my shaft, as well as the tight caress of her tunnel on my mushroom head was almost more than I could take. "Shit. I'm going to cum" I grunted through gritted teeth, trying to hold back as long as I could.
"Good. Do it! I want your hot fuck juice inside me! Cum in my fucking hot pussy!" She practically growled. "Come on stud. Fuck me with that big hot cock and fill me with your cum!"
"Ahhhhhh!" I shouted as my body suddenly spasmed, jamming my cock deep inside her, releasing a huge gush of hot juice in her pussy.
"YES!" She screamed as she began to try and wildly ride up and down my spurting cock. Her feet pulled and tugged on my ass while her hands grabbed at my neck and shoulders, trying to drive herself on and off of me. "AHHHH FUCK YES!" She screamed at the top of her lungs, her whole body jerking and shaking around me.
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her chest to mine, her legs clamping tightly around me as she trembled. I held her like that for long minutes while her pussy clenched and contracted around my slowly softening cock.
She finally pulled her head from my shoulder and placed a hand on either side of my face. She looked at me for a long time and then slowly leaned her face close; pressing her lips to mine and gently sucking and kissing me, her embrace full of passion and emotion as we stood there in the water.
"Thank you. I think I'm finally done." She whispered after she broke the kiss. "I know you're married and we shouldn't be doing this, but thank you. I wish I could tell your wife how wonderful you are and how lucky she is to have you, but then she probably wouldn't understand. I think you do though. I needed this. I needed to be taught what it means to really be cared about, and not just used. Thank you."
"You're welcome, and no, she wouldn't understand." I answered.
"Too bad. It would be nice to be able to see you again, but I know that would be a bad idea. I think for now you better take me home."
"Ok." I answered as she released her legs from around me and pushed off, quickly swimming to the boat. I had almost caught up by the time she was climbing onto the platform, pausing with her body bent almost double with her ass sticking out over the water, and me.
"One more nice look." She said, looking down at me before pulling herself up.
"Thanks." I answered as I grabbed the ladder and followed her up. She pulled her shirt and shorts on before slipping her shoes on, the water from her body soaking into the pink material.
"Can I ride up here?" She asked, dropping onto one of the bow cushions so she was facing me while I pulled my shorts and t-shirt on.
"Sure. It's going to be rough though, so hang on." I answered as I stepped to the stern to pull the anchor up. It only took a few more moments and we were headed out to the main part of the lake.
Our cove had been sheltered by the point and little wind made it down to where we were at, but once we were out on the open lake the wind churned whitecaps made the ride rough indeed. Even with the waves only a foot or a bit more in height, driving head on into them was like riding a bucking bull. The deep V, designed for long deep rollers of the great lakes, lifted high in the air on the waves and then dove down into the trough that followed, the V splitting the next wave and throwing up a shower of spray that the wind whipped back toward us. I hunkered behind the windshield so I could keep dry and also still see where I was going, while she sat in the front screaming and laughing like it was a carnival ride. By the time we got to the relative isolation of the bay were the landing was she looked as wet as if she had been out in the rain, but her face wore a huge smile. Her shirt and shorts were soaked, and clinging to her, leaving little to the imagination, but she either didn't notice or didn't care.
"You want to come up and use the phone to call someone?" I asked.
"Yeah, Thanks!" She answered with a smile. I tied the boat up and then held a hand out to help her onto the dock. She walked next to me, her clothes leaving little rivers of water running down her body as we walked.
"DENA!" I heard from behind us.
She turned around and froze in her tracks. "My asshole husband." She growled quietly.
"You still need a ride, I'll take you." I offered quietly while her husband walked across the gravel lot.
"No. You better go for now. I'll be ok." She said, reaching out and squeezing my arm. Then, without warning she turned to face me and launched herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and squeezing me tightly. "Thank you!" She whispered before releasing me and sliding to the ground again.
"You're welcome." I whispered back.
"You better go now." She said, turning and walking away toward her husband.
"What the fuck was that about?" He shouted angrily.
"Just saying thank you to a real gentleman." She said as she walked past him toward a pickup sitting on the far side of the lot with a bass boat sitting on a trailer behind it.
"'Thank you? For what?" He shot at her angrily.
"For showing me exactly how a gentleman treats a woman, and for opening my eyes at to what kind of an asshole you really are." I heard her say as I walked toward my boat.
I thought it a good idea to get the hell out of dodge before she told him just exactly how I treated her, so I walked onto the dock and untied the boat.
"HE did WHAT?" I heard him shout as I started the engine to back away from the dock. As I motored out of the bay toward the main part of the lake and the turbulent waves, I looked over my shoulder to see her waving from the parking lot and her husband standing at the pier shouting something at me that I couldn't hear.
I opened the throttle and bounced my way down the lake toward one of my favorite fishing holes, the events of the morning on my mind. I wondered just what they would do, and decided that he was toast if he didn't change. Part of me doubted he would even get the chance to try.
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"It is stifling in here, isn't it?" I said to Miranda, my realtor, as she led me up the stairs to the second floor of the old farmhouse.
"Well. They said the furnace works fine; I guess they weren't kidding." She said as she led me up the creaking stairs. As she climbed in front of me, I couldn't help but notice how short her dress was under the winter coat.
I had been looking for an old house to refurbish as my photo studio and this place was starting to look like the ticket. There were several outbuildings to work with as well as the nearly hundred year old house. Given that it was well below freezing outside with several inches of snow it was a surprise to find it so warm in the vacant house. In fact it was so hot I had shed my winter coat on the first floor and was giving serious thought to tossing my pullover as we climbed the final steps.
"This is the master bedroom." She said leading me to a room that spanned nearly half the width of the house. Someone some time had obviously combined two rooms together to make the master bedroom. Large was more than accurate for the huge room. I followed her toward the next bedroom, her high heels clomping loudly on the hardwood floor.
"As you can see, it has two more smaller bedrooms, perfect for an office as well as a guest room." She said as she opened the door to a small room, its single small window overlooking the hundred acre field and woods behind the house.
"Yeah it is about perfect. Especially with all the space on the first floor." I answered as I backed out and started to look around the rest of the upstairs. I found the bathroom, which was definitely going to need some work, and another door that seemed stuck.
"Where does this go?" I asked as I tugged on the door again.
"I think it's a closet." She answered. "I haven't been able to get it open yet." She said as she slipped her winter coat off and hung it over her arm.
"Hmm." I grunted, pushing down on the door and giving it a yank. With a sudden "shtunk" the door swung open revealing a long narrow stairway going up.
"I'll be. I had no idea. It must go up to the attic." Miranda said, peering up the staircase with me. She slipped past me and started climbing the steep narrow stair, inadvertently giving me a really nice view up her short skirt as she climbed. I followed her up the stairs, which turned twice half way up before coming to another door. She turned the knob and pushed against the door.
"It won't open." She said from the top of the stairs in front of me.
"Want me to try?" I asked helpfully.
"Sure." She replied, leaning back against the wall to let me try and slip by. The stairway was extremely narrow, just barely wider than my shoulders. I turned sideways and tried to slip by her, her tits brushing against my chest and my thighs banging into hers as we jockeyed between each other. "Sorry." She said shyly.
"No problem. I wasn't about to complain." I answered with a chuckle as I turned the knob and pushed my shoulder against the door. Twice I banged against it before it suddenly sprung open, revealing a large attic space. I stepped into the room and walked around, the rough floor planking squeaking as I moved.
"Wow. It's roasting up here!" Miranda said, fanning her already sweating face as she followed me around the mostly open attic space, a tall A frame type space, that was open from end to end of the house except for the unusually shaped "room" that surrounded the steps and the brick chimney running up through it near the stairwell.
The room was open and empty except for a couple of trunks sitting in various places, a porch swing with an old quilt folded and draped over it, hanging from some hooks screwed into the rafters, and a few odds and ends boxes stacked against the far wall. I made my way to the only window in the attic, a small foot square frame that didn't look like it had been opened in its entire life. "Well. This is certainly interesting. Might even be nice hiding place if someone were after you." I said with a chuckle.
"Yeah. But I think when we get out I better call the listing realtor. There is definitely something wrong with the heat. It's hotter than a pistol up here."
"Yeah. I'm all for getting some place cooler." I told her.
"Me too." She said as she turned and headed around the small stick up walls that enclosed the staircase. She reached for the doorknob and pulled, pulling the ancient glass knob right off the steel shaft. "Shoot." She said as she automatically went to push it on again, pushing the steel shaft right through the other side of the lock mechanism and out of the door.
Klunk klunk klunk klunk... We heard as the other half of the doorknob bounced down the stairs.
"Shit!" She swore as she bent over to see if there was some way to open the door. She stuffed the knob into the hole and turned, without any result. We tried to pry the door back open, but couldn't find any way to grasp it. We spent the next five minutes trying to get the door open before we both gave up, sweat dripping from our faces. It had to be at least ninety degrees up in the attic and I had already had enough heat. I peeled my turtle neck sweater off and dropped it onto the floor while I went back to work on the door in my t-shirt.
"God I'm roasting." Miranda said, waving her hands at her face, her short black knit sweater dress getting obviously darker in a number of spots as it collected her perspiration.
"I don't think there's any way to get this open from this side." I said finally, as I looked over at Miranda, who had taken to walking around the attic aimlessly.
"I can't get any cell signal." She said, waving her phone around.
Must be the metal siding and roof." I said as I pulled my iphone out and checked it as well. The "no signal" message up in the corner was far from encouraging. "I can't either."
"Damn. Well, Debbie will come looking for me when we don't come back to the office, but that could be a while." Miranda said as she stood there defeated.
"How long?"
"Ohhhh A couple hours I suppose." She said with a huge sigh. "I don't know if I can stand a couple hours in this heat though." She said, walking to the window and banging on the frame to see if it would open. Much to my surprise she managed to squeeze it open a few inches before it jammed in place, allowing a trickle of the cool air to come in.
I walked over to the porch swing and sat down on it, stripping my t-shirt off and using it as a rag to wipe my face.
"Lucky." She said as she sat down, trying to fan herself.
"Here." I said, handing her the shirt. She used it to wipe her sweating face before handing it back to me.
"Thanks." She said as she sat looking around the dim attic. "Good place to hide huh?" She asked with a chuckle. "If we weren't going to roast to death in the middle of winter I'd think I was ironic."
"Yeah. Well what do you expect from a Friday the thirteenth?" I asked her.
"You're kidding. Today?" She asked in shock.
"All day."
"Figures." She said picking up the shirt and wiping her face again.
I'd known Miranda for quite a few years. While she was married to some investment banker and didn't need the money, she worked because she enjoyed getting out and interacting with people. I wouldn't call us close friends, but we crossed each other's paths more frequently than I would have expected, both of us working out at the same gym and even occasionally running into each other in the store. Guess that's all part of a smaller town environment. Hell one time we even shared a sauna at the gym. There was only one small private sauna booth left as we both walked out of our respective dressing rooms, nothing but towels wrapped around ourselves. But she quickly suggested that maybe we should share it, since we were both covered with towels anyway and she would have someone to chat with.
She made me close my eyes as she adjusted the towel so she could sit on the end of it and leave the rest covering her body. Once she was settled I sat down on the bench across from her and we sat for nearly an hour chatting. During the exchange she got a bit animated and her carefully placed towel slipped off one of her sexy looking breasts, leaving it exposed until it finally slipped off the second one. By that time my own towel had tented up by the hardon that had grown from watching her bare breast, a fact that she had not failed to notice herself. She made no attempt to cover her breast for several minutes before finally nonchalantly pulling the towel up as if nothing at all was wrong.
At the moment I was wishing I was back there...it might have been cooler.
"So Scott, what do you think of the place?" She asked, trying to get our minds off the heat.
"Well, it's about perfect." I told her. "There's plenty of living space on the first floor, as well as room for my main studio. There are lots of great outdoor spots for outdoor shoots. And then there's this. It'll be perfect for a private studio."
"Private studio? Why do you need a private studio?" Miranda asked me.
"Well, it all started a while back. I had a client ask me if I could do a glamor shoot with her wearing lingerie so she could send it to her husband for Valentine's Day. I agreed and did the shoot at the house because I couldn't very well do it at my studio downtown. Well, she told a friend and she told a friend and hell, now I'm doing half a dozen a month."
"You mean, taking pictures of women in lingerie?"
"Yeah." I said with a nod.
"Well, I'm not surprised. As good looking as you are." She said with a grin.
"What do you mean?"
"You're what, thirty? Heck, we've been working out at the same gym for over two years. I can tell you that when you're not looking the moms working out are checking you out big time."
"You're kidding! I'm nothing special to look at."
"Yeah. Right. Hell, remember that time we shared the sauna. That was a lot more than nothing poking up that towel. I kept hoping it would slide right off." She said with a laugh. "Uh Scott. Can I ask a favor?" She asked, her voice sounding a bit nervous.
"Sure anything you want." I replied.
"Would you be offended if I....well....um...took off my dress?" She finally got out. "I can't stand the heat in here anymore."
"Sure." I answered, doing my best not to stare as she got up from the swing and stood only a few feet away, wiggling herself to get the black dress up her sticky body. She got it about half way off over her head when she got stuck, her body wiggling and bouncing as she tried to get the material off over her sweaty body.
"Here." I said, getting up to help her. I grabbed the material under her arms and started to pull it up her arms while she tried to pull the turtle neck over her head. Finally the tight material came free and she pulled it off, sliding her arms out of it and leaving her standing in her four inch heels, black thigh high stockings, black satin panties that looked more like a string bikini than underwear, and a black lace bra that let the pink of her nipples and areola show through the tiny gaps in the lace.
"Much better." She said as she sat back down on "her" end of the swing.
I sat down next to her and tried in vain not to get a hardon as I looked out of the corner of my eye at her stocking covered legs and creamy white thighs and hips.
"Aren't you getting hot?" She asked as she rocked the swing ever so slightly.
"Actually, I'm roasting." I answered her.
"Well, you could get more comfortable." She said looking kind of sideways at me.
"Well, there isn't a hell of a lot more I can take off, besides my pants." I answered her.
"Yeah, I suppose that's true." She said, lifting one leg up and gently sliding one of her thigh high stockings down her leg, working it down ever so slowly. She pushed it down to her ankle and then slipped it and her shoe off her foot. She set her leg back on the floor and lifted her other leg up, hooking her fingers into the top of her stocking and slowly sliding it toward her knee. She pushed it slowly over her knee as she lifted her foot into the air, sticking her leg up toward the ceiling. She pushed the stocking toward her foot, pulling her knee toward her when she ran out of reach. She pushed the stocking to her foot and slipped the high heel off, letting it drop loudly to the floor, followed by the flutter of the stocking. "Much better. I think I already feel cooler." She said with a sly grin. "How about you?"
"If anything.... hotter." I answered.
"Well, you know what to do about that, don't you?" She asked sweetly.
"Miranda... can I be brutally honest here?"
"Sure." She said with a shrug.
"You're married, and I make it a habit to never mess with married women. Besides, as hard as you got me with that last little show there wouldn't be anything to hide."
"I see. And there isn't anything I can do to convince you otherwise?" She asked as she got up from the swing. She stepped in front of me and reached behind her back. I stared as she moved her hands to her shoulders and slipped the straps of her lacy bra off her shoulders. I watched transfixed as the cups of the bra dropped away, leaving her round full breasts bare and exposed. Her nipples were rock hard and poking straight out at me from the middle of her two oblong areola. They were the same tits I had seen in the sauna that day, but this time it was obvious that they were being offered.
"Wow." I said quietly as she moved her hands to her hips. She hooked her thumbs in the little strings of her black panties and wiggled her hips, inching them over her hips a little at a time until they slid down her firm toned legs. I stared at her completely shaved pussy as she stepped out of her panties, leaving her completely naked in front of me.
Before I could really respond she turned around and straddled my legs, backing herself up until the backs of her legs were bumping the swing. She slowly bent over, keeping her legs straight, her feet set about two or three feet apart, until she could rest her hands on the rough wood floor. I had watched her stretch at the gym for years and every time she stretched this way I wanted to just walk over and push her spandex pants down and play with her ass and outlined pussy. Now, here they were, bare and in front of me.
"You like?" She asked, looking around at me and wiggling her hips a little so that her pussy wiggled where it stuck out between her legs at me.
"Hell yes." I answered.
"You can touch it you know." She said as she looked back toward the floor and moved her hands to the low top hikers I was wearing and started untying them.
I reached out and gave her bare cheeks a gentle squeeze as my right thumb slowly stroked down to her pussy and slowly pressed between her already wet lips, stroking down the length of her pussy until my thumb found her hard clit.
"Ohhhhhh. I like that!" She cooed as she pulled first one shoe and then the other off, tossing them aside. She stayed bent over to allow me to stroke my fingers up and down her wet pussy several times before pulling away. "That's nice and all, but I really want to see what is always hidden in your shorts. I bet you didn't think I noticed how hard you get when you watch me stretch, did you?"
"No I didn't." I answered her as she straightened up and stepped away. She turned around and stepped toward me again, reaching for my belt.
"Bet you didn't know that I always tried to face you when I did that just to get you hard. I've wanted to do this since that day in the sauna." She said as she pulled the belt loose and unsnapped my pants.
I tried to hold the swing still and lift myself off the swing seat so she could pull my pants down. I watched her eyes grow wide as she slowly worked them over my hips; my cock, no longer able to be contained by the men's bikini briefs I wore, mostly exposed now.
"Damn." She whispered as she pulled my pants down my legs and let them crumple in a heap as she pushed them off my feet. She stepped back forward, straddling my legs and reaching for the exposed portion of my cock. She wrapped her hand around it and gently stroked up its length, her fingers not quite able to touch as she wrapped one hand around it. "I'm definitly not disappointed." She said quietly as she let go and quickly moved her hands to my underwear. I lifted myself off the swing again as she backed up, pulling the briefs down and off my feet.
"Happy now?" I asked her as she stepped back forward, bending at the waist and leaning her face down toward my fully exposed shaft, its nearly nine inches bouncing in time with my pounding heart.
"I will be soon." She cooed as she wrapped both hands around it and aimed it at her face. She slowly enveloped my head with her soft warm mouth, her tongue running circles around the head and teasing it as she tried to take as much of me into her mouth as she could . Up and down my shaft she stroked, her hands following her mouth, each of them twisting back and forth as her saliva lubricated me. I closed my eyes and groaned in appreciation as she worked me slowly up the hill of climax, my cock swelling even fatter.
It had been a while since I had the opportunity to enjoy the pleasures that only a woman can inflict on a cock, and I was enjoying the hell out of this, maybe too much. "Shit I'm going to cum!" I groaned as she worked her mouth up and down my shaft even harder, trying to coax me to cum into her mouth.
"AHHHHHHH!" I gasped as my body jerked, a huge gush of hot cum spurting up into her mouth. She gagged slightly and then went back to coaxing my cum from me, each shot she took in accompanied by an involuntary jerk of my hips that threatened to drive my cock deep into her throat. After what felt like an hour she let go of my softening cock and straightened up. "Damn that was good." I gasped, sweat running down my chest as it heaved to catch my breath.
"I'm glad you think so. Are you interested in returning the favor?" She asked, gently stroking her shaved pussy with her fingers.
"With pleasure." I replied, reaching out my hands for her. I coaxed her to climb onto the swing with me, her legs straddling mine and her sexy breasts aiming right at my face.
I started slow, gently kissing around the sides, top and bottom of her breasts, each the size of half a small coconut, standing firm and round even without any support. I briefly wondered if they were real and then decided that they were as I started squeezing and massaging them as my kisses worked closer and closer to her nipples.
"God you do love to tease, don't you?" She gasped as I finally closed my lips around one of her nipples, my tongue teasing circles around it while I suctioned as much of her into my mouth as I could.
I grinned to myself as I let my left hand release her breast and slide down the front of her until I could roll it over and slide it between her legs. She gave out a quick squeak as I slid my middle finger between her lips and then curled it up into her pussy, pressing my palm against her clit while I pressed deeper into her tight tunnel.
"Oh god...Yesssss!" She hissed as my finger found just the right spot inside her, making her suddenly hump her hips toward me. "Ohhhhhhhhh Yes. Right there." She cooed as I rubbed my palm across her clit each time I pushed my finger into her. I sat there for some time, working her pussy with my fingers and her tits with my mouth, driving her up the slope toward climax.
"Ohhhhh No no no." She gasped, pushing herself away from me. "Come on get up for me." She panted, pulling on my hands to get me off the swing. As soon as I was up she pulled the quilt off the swing and threw it on the ground. "Come on. Lay down." She insisted, sweat dripping off her face and running down her body. I lay down and she quickly stepped across me and lowered herself to her knees. "I've been fantasizing about this for months! Every time I see you at the gym I want to get you into one of those sauna booths again and ride on your cock. Now I'm going to do it for real!"



She leaned forward, her tits hovering inches from my face as she reached behind her for my partially hard cock. I felt her grasp it and rub the head back and forth across her clit, before working it inside her, her efforts making it harden even more.
"Ohhhhhh yes. God yes!" She moaned as she wiggled her ass around on my thighs, my cock growing ever harder inside her pussy. She started to rock forward, slowly at first, but then picked up the pace, driving herself on and off my cock with increasing urgency as her climax began to work back upward.
"OH damn you're tight!" I grunted as my expanding cock was held tightly in her velvety soft tunnel.
"It's..all...that...working...out!" She gasped between bounces down onto my shaft. "God you're big." She squeaked as her body began to tremble and shake.
"Ohhhh damn!" I grunted, feeling her tight pussy clamp around me as she began to climax. She threw her head back and let out a long deep groan as her body shook on top of me, tiny drops of sweat dripping from her hanging tits onto my chest.
I waited until she started to relax a little, sure her climax was over the peak, and then I rolled us over. Putting a hand on the floor on either side of her chest I started to pump my cock in and out of her still spasming pussy.
"OH FUCK!" she screamed as I drove deep into her, stroke after stroke slapping out bodies wetly together. Each time I slapped my body against hers, driving my pelvis into her shaved mound and the base of my cock into her engorged clit she gave out a tiny gasp or cry. I continued to pound into her, making the floor squeak rhythmically as I pushed myself toward another climax.
"Ohhhh god I'm going to cum again." I groaned, my body dripping with sweat in the stifling heat.
"YES! DO IT!" she screamed, her feet hooking on my ass and trying to pull me deeper into her with each new thrust.
"AHHHHHH!" I shouted as my body jerked spasmodically, plunging my cock into her until it hit the end of her tunnel, my cum squirting into her and filling her around me. Time and again my body jerked and added to the copious flow that had already been pumped into her tight pussy.
Finally I collapsed down on top of her, both of us panting for breath as I tried to hold myself up on my elbows. Her heaving chest rubbed her hard nipples against mine as we both struggled for breath. I finally found the energy to roll off of her, our combined cum leaking from her gaping pussy like a slow motion flood.
"God damn! That was the best fuck I've had in years!" She gasped as she lay next to me on her back.
"Glad it was all you'd hoped it would be."
"Oh...so much more than that!" She said, looking over at me. "I've been wanting this ever since that day in the sauna."
"Seems to me like that was a turning point for you. All we did was share a sauna." I said.
"Oh lord. I was so turned on at the thought of you looking at my tits that I almost came right there. I would have done anything you wanted right then, including fucking you. All you had to do was ask. When you called me and wanted me to show you some properties, hell, the last week all I could think of was finding a way to fuck you in one of the houses we looked at. How was I supposed to know we were going to be trapped up here."
"Yeah. Well. I have to admit that coming up the stairs behind you really had me turned on, and when you started peeling clothes...well. I wanted to see how far you would go."
"Well, I guess this is about how far." She answered with a laugh.
"Yep. Now all we have to do is wait for rescue." I said, as we lay in the fading light, both of us bathed in sweat but feeling well sated.
"I'm not convinced that rescue is what you two really want!" I heard another female voice say. "It wasn't all that hard to find you two with all the moaning and squeaking going on up here."
"God, Debbie!" Miranda squealed, quickly grabbing the corner of the quilt and trying to cover her body with it. "Thank god you're here!"
"You sure about that? You don't want me to come back a little while later?" She said with a certain amount of irritation in her voice.
I got up from the quilt and moved to find my underwear and cover up, hiding myself the best I could while Miranda, the quilt half wrapped around her, started gathering up her clothes.
"I came looking for you because I got worried. I've been trying to get hold of you for over an hour!" Debbie said hotly. "And now I find out you were busy playing?"
"We were NOT playing!" Miranda snapped. "We've been trapped up here forever!"
"Yeah, you looked like you were trying real hard to get out." Debbie answered.
I finished pulling my pants and shoes on and headed toward the door. When I walked around the corner of the little "room" that enclosed the stairs and saw the door closed again I stood there staring.
"Uh... Tell me you didn't close the door behind you?" I said quietly.
"Of course I didn't!" Debbie snapped back. "Why would I do that?"
"Well....." I said, pointing to the closed door.
"So open it!" Debbie said hotly, walking around the corner to look at the door and the fact there was no knob in the inside.
"What did you do with the knob?" Miranda asked, walking over in only her panties and bra.
"Well, I put it in the other side of the door so I could open it of course!" Debbie said, looking at the latch and trying to grab hold of the little square steel shaft sticking out. "All we have to do is turn this." She said as she tried to twist it. Her fingers slipped off the shaft and we heard the all too familiar klunk klunk klunk klunk as the knob fell from the door and rolled down the stairs again.
"OH shit. That wasn't supposed to happen." Debbie said sheepishly.
"Yeah, we know." I said as I stepped back and looked around. I didn't quite mind being stranded with Miranda, knowing that Debbie would eventually show up. But with her stranded up here too getting out was going to be another matter. I walked to the boxes in the corner and sorted through the various boxes of junk until I found a wood chisel and an old splitting wedge. Putting the point of the chisel against the top hinge I whacked it, using the wedge as a hammer. In a few short minutes I had driven all three hinge pins out of the hinges.
I stuffed the chisel into the gap at the edge of the door and drove it in a ways with the wedge and then pushed it sideways, prying the door out of the frame. "There!" I said as I pulled the door the rest of the way from the frame and set it aside.
"Thank god!" Miranda said, heading down the stairs with her clothes in her hands.
It was still hot on the first floor, but nowhere near as hot as in the attic. Miranda and I dressed while we watched Debbie drive off.
"She seemed a bit ticked off." I said as I pulled my sweater back on.
"Yeah, she'll get over it." Miranda said. "At least she will if she likes her job."
"Ahhh I see." I said as I followed her out into the cold dusk. I walked around her car and got in for the drive back to the office.
"So what do you think of it?" Miranda asked, getting back into business mode.
"What are they asking?"
"$385K."
"How long has it been on the market?"
"Almost a year."
"Ok. Offer them $375 cash if they can close in two weeks. $360 if they want to wait longer." I answered.
"I'm not sure you can get financing done that quick." Miranda answered.
"Don't have to. I'll pay cash." I answered.
"You have that kind of money?" She asked incredulously, staring at me as she drove.
"Yeah. Money isn't the problem, finding the right place was." I answered with a shrug. "I made some money on a photo exposé and invested it, so money isn't a problem for me."
"Can I ask how much of not a problem it is?" She asked curiously. "I mean you go to the gym and drive a pretty normal car. I wouldn't have pegged you for a rich guy at all."
"Oh, I'm not rich. It's only around six or seven. So I can't waste it." I answered with a shrug.
"Six or seven what, million?" she squeaked.
"Yeah." I answered with a shrug, feeling a little uncomfortable and blushing. "So I'm going to need a contractor to do some remodeling. Got any ideas?"
"Maybe. How big a job?" She asked, getting back to business again.
"Just interior stuff. New wiring and stuff too."
"I think I know just the contractor for you. Sonny's interiors. Sonny is a great gal, as long as you aren't a male chauvinist and think that all contractors should be men."
"Like that's a problem for me?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Ok. I'll get with her and see what her work load looks like." Miranda said with a grin as she turned into the parking lot of her agency.
"Sounds good!" I said as I opened the door and climbed out.
"Hey Scott!" Miranda shouted before I closed the door.
"Yeah?" I asked, sticking my head back down into the low slung car.
"Just so you know. Any time you want a personal workout, let me know. I'd be happy to help you with a little cardio." She said with a wink.
"I'll remember that!" I said as I smiled back, shaking my head as I closed the door. I wondered briefly what I had gotten myself into. Only time would tell.
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I was just finishing up the final touches on a photo CD for a wedding I had recently shot when I heard the jingle of the bell hanging on the front door. I got up and walked through the curtain to the main area of my downtown studio, the morning sun shining through the plate glass windows backlighting the customer standing just inside the door. The bright contrast between her shadowed face and the sunshine behind her prevented me from seeing much detail, but the outline was that of a woman, only slightly shorter than I was, with very sensual curves, even though her attire was clearly not intended to accentuate it. As I drew closer I could see the roughness of the jeans she wore and the bright orange of the t-shirt - a stark contrast to the light golden mane of blond hair cascading over one shoulder.
Closer still, I could now make out the black imprinting on the orange shirt that clearly, and appropriately, indicated "Sunny's Interiors".
"Hello. I'm looking for Scott?" She asked tentatively.
"You found him!" I replied, extending my hand.
"Hi. Miranda sent me over to see you. Said you might be interested in having some interior renovations done?" She asked.
"Yes. I do." I answered as she looked around at the studio.
"I don't usually do commercial spaces, but I'll be happy to look at what you're interested in." She answered.
"Oh. I'm sorry. I guess Miranda didn't tell you. I just closed on a farm house out in the country, and I want to renovate it for both living space and my professional studio." I told her.
"Ahhhh. No she didn't tell me that, just that this was a job I didn't want to pass up." Sunny responded.
"Well, I guess we should go out and look at the place then." I said, as I headed back into the office for my coat. I came back a moment later and followed her out into the chilly morning air. "Do you want to just ride with me or drive yourself?" I asked, looking at the big one ton pickup with her company name stenciled on the door.
"Well, you can drive if you want. I'll save the gas." She replied with a smile.
"Ok. This way." I said leading the way down the street to where my SUV was parked. I unlocked the door and climbed in while she walked around to the passenger side.
*******
It was only a short drive out of town, but long enough to learn that she has been in business for several years and specialized in high end interior work. I outlined the project in words for her to give her some idea of the scope before we got there.
"Nice setting!" She said as we drove down the nearly quarter mile long gravel driveway.
"Thanks. I think it will be nice." I answered as I pulled up in front of the two story farm house. While the outside looked really nice, with a new steel roof and all new steel siding, the interior needed quite a bit of work. I led her into the first floor and described to her what I was looking for, a formal photo studio in the main room, with the rest partitioned off into a den and eat-in kitchen. I led her up to the second floor and showed her the master bedroom and the totally inadequate bathroom. Finally I took her up to the attic to show her the layout, the door still off its hinges and the quilt Miranda and I had used, still spread on the floor. It took a few minutes to describe what I wanted to do with the area, including replacing the tiny window with French door and an outside balcony. Since I wanted a balcony off the master bedroom on the second floor as well, she indicated that she didn't see any problems with the addition.
"There is one more thing. I work with a LOT of electrical and computer equipment and the sixty amp fuse box in the basement is not going to cut it." I said as we walked back down the stairs.
"Well, let's go take a look." She said as she followed me down. I led her down to the main floor and then down the rickety steps to the basement. "These steps need to go too." She said as the stairs wiggled under our combined weight. She pulled a small flashlight from her pocket and used it to examine the structure of the floor above as well as the wiring leading to the electrical box.
"Well?"
"You're not going to like this. The whole house is wired with old cloth and tar insulated wire. As soon as I touch it it's going to fall apart. The only way we can upgrade the wiring is to replace it all, and that means tearing every bit of plaster on the first floor down so we can get to the wires for the second floor."
"Well, if that's what you have to do." I answered.
"It's expensive." She said, looking back at me.
"How expensive?"
"Ohhh I'd estimate thirty to forty. Maybe a tad less because we are already going to be doing a bunch of remodeling on the first floor."
"Ok." I said with a shrug. "I figured we'd have to rewire the whole house, so having it confirmed isn't a surprise. I want a full two hundred amp service with extra outlets in both studios for the lighting."
"We can do that." She said flicking off the tiny light.
"When can you have some numbers for me?" I asked as I led her back up the stairs.
"Well. If you don't mind I'd like to get my designer involved. How about I have her come by and see you and let her work up some floor plans and then I'll get you an estimate."
"Works for me." I said. "Guess we're done here for now."
"For now." She said, taking one last look around before following me toward the door. I drove us into town in silence while she made notes on the clipboard she carried.
"Thanks for the ride. I'll have Amy come see you this afternoon if she's free." Sunny said with a smile as she got out of my SUV.
"Sounds like a plan." I answered as she walked around the car, holding her hand out.
"Going to be a pleasure to work with you." She said with a huge smile, giving me a surprisingly firm handshake at the same time.
I watched her drive off before heading off to look at some camera gear a friend had acquired in an estate sale.
******
"Hey Jack!" I called as I walked into my buddy's garage.
"Scott. Glad you could come by." He said as he tossed the sanding block onto the workbench near where the newly built cabinet stood.
"It's looking good!" I said inspecting the expert craftsmanship Jack had put into the unit. Jack and I had designed the new cabinet specifically to hold my camera gear and keep it organized. Jack enjoyed working and taking on something special for a friend was exactly the kind of thing he loved to do.
"Thanks. It's coming along pretty good. It'll probably be done for you in a few more days."
"Couldn't ask for more." I answered in appreciation.
"Come on in and have a beer. I'll show you what I came up with." He said as he headed for the kitchen door.
"Hey Scott! How's it going?" Felicia, Jack's wife, said from in front of the kitchen sink when I stepped in the door.
"Hey Liesh." I said, stepping over and giving her the hug she customarily requested.
"You staying for dinner tonight? I got a pot roast in the oven." She said, pressing her curvatious body against mine and giving me a friendly peck on the cheek. She had always been a bit of a "huggy" person, but for some reason she seemed to enjoy hugging me even more than most friends. I often wondered if it was because it made me uncomfortable or because she knew that pressing her tits against me always gave me a hard on.
"I'd love to, but I still have to get back to the shop and pack. I have a shoot in Columbia tomorrow."
"Awwww. I suppose that means fast food for you again? You really need to eat better." She said as she stepped back away from me as Jack walked back into the kitchen with a large cardboard box.
"Here you go. This stuff was buried in the bottom of a box of sandpaper and stuff. No idea how it got all mixed in with that stuff, but I don't really have any use for it."
"Yeah. He wouldn't know which end to point with." Felicia joked, giving her husband's arm a squeeze. "He can carve a picture better than he can take one."
"Well this is some really good gear here. Cannon EOS digital? Damn...this is high dollar stuff. Even the lenses are all still in the original boxes." I said as I dug through the box of gear. I pulled the camera out and flicked it on, surprised to see that the battery still had some charge in it. "Say cheese!" I called to Felicia as I focused on her and flicked the shutter. "Looks like it works." I said, showing him the preview of his wife on the small LCD on the back of the camera. "You sure you don't want to keep this stuff?"
"Naw. Liesh has it right. I don't know spit about taking pictures. Besides, I paid ten bucks for the whole box."
"Well, it was a hell of a deal. There's several grand worth of stuff here."
"Well if you can use it, how about a case of beer and a promise to come over for dinner soon."
"You drive a hard bargain." I laughed. "Ok. A case of beer and how about dinner this weekend?"
"Sure. Come on by Sunday. You and Jack can catch the game and maybe I'll invite a friend over that you should meet." Felicia said.
"You're not going to set me up again, are you?" I asked with a sigh.
"Ohhhh I wouldn't do that, would I?" She asked with a crooked little grin that told me that was exactly what she had in mind.
"Ok, ok. Sunday It is. I better get back to the shop though." I said picking up the box.
"Ok. See you Sunday!" Felicia said, holding the door open for me and giving me a quick peck on the cheek as I walked by.
I walked out of the garage shaking my head. It's a good thing that Jack is such a good friend or I might have to let his wife try and have her way with me.
******
It was late in the afternoon before I finished loading my camera gear and checking out the new camera and lenses I got from Jack. The new EOS was such a sweet camera I figured I might take it along on tomorrow's shoot and was just tucking it into the top of the bag when a woman entered the studio. She was somewhat shorter than I was, and very slight in build. Her unbuttoned coat revealed a short flowery dress that seemed to match her short cropped blond hair and almost gray-blue eyes. Her cheeks were blush red from the chilly wind, and her smile was instantaneously infectious.
"Hello. My name is Amy Stod. I'm with Sunny's interiors." She said as she strode across the open room to where I had my gear spread out on the table.
"Well...Hello! I'm Scott." I answered, trying not to stare at her, but finding her quite beautiful.
"I know. Sunny's description was quite accurate." She said, the smile never leaving her face. "Sunny said you had some work for her, and she wanted me to see if I could help out."
"Sure. If you don't mind waiting just a few minutes I can lock up and take you out." I answered, shifting my gaze back to my table full of camera equipment. I quickly loaded it all into the bags on the table and then went back to the office for my coat. I came back to see her wandering around the studio looking at some of the artwork I had framed.
"Did you take all these?" She asked as she looked.
"Yeah." I answered.
"I see weddings, portraits, combat photo's, landscapes - quite an eclectic collection. It's kind of hard to narrow down your personality from your photographs. Is there anything you won't shoot?" She asked, finally turning to look at me.
"No. Pretty much if it can be photographed and someone wants me to, I'll do it." I answered as I picked up my two bags of gear and headed for the front door. I held the door open for her and then locked it behind us. "Do you want to drive or ride with me?"
"I'll drive. That way you don't have to come back." She said with a smile. "I'll just follow you."
"Sounds good." I said as I headed for my Chevy Traverse, Amy stopping at a little compact sports car. I put my gear into the back and then climbed in and pulled away from the curb. She pulled out behind me and followed me out of town to the winding gravel drive to the farm house.
"This is absolutely beautiful!" She said as she got out of the car and looked out over the miles and miles of trees in the valley that the farm overlooked.
"Yeah, it's quite a view!" I agreed, pausing to look out at what she was seeing. "I'm guessing it will be a lot prettier when the leaves come out too." I added.
"I bet." She said as she reached back into the car for a sketch pad and a small bag. I waited for her to close the car door and then follow me to the house.
"So what do you have in mind?" She asked, stopping to peel her coat off and hang it on a hook screwed to the wall by the front door.
I explained my ideas the main studio while she looked around and made sketches. She pulled a small laser measure out of her pocket and took a few quick measurements, scribbling them down on her sketch as we went. After she was satisfied with the first floor I led her up to the second, where we repeated the process. We spent a long time discussing the bedroom and bathroom before she nodded with a grin on her face that seemed to indicate she had made up her mind on how to approach them.
"Is that it?" She asked, wandering around the last room that was to be a guest room.
"Not quite. I have one more space to do." I said, heading to the stairs leading up.
"Well, this is narrow." She said as she followed me up the stairs. We stepped into the space, the removed door still leaning against the wall. "So what is this going to be?"
"Well...I guess you could call it a more private studio. Sunny is going to put a French door and balcony in over there." I said, pointing to the tiny window. "And I want to kind of square up the roofline about half way up. Little walls between the floor and the sloped roof. Know what I mean?"
"Yeah. Not a problem." She said, sketching madly on her pad. "But you didn't answer why you need a second studio."
"Oh. Well...um...some of my customers want a bit more exposure than they would be comfortable with in the main studio." I answered.
"Ohhhh. You mean like nude photos?" She said with a crooked little grin.
"No no. I've had a growing clientele that want glamour shots, but they want them a bit more provocative than what we used to do. It's no longer about prom style dresses and big hair, its more sexy little dresses and teases and lingerie." I answered her.
"Ahhh. Yes I can see why a woman might not want to do a lingerie shoot in the main studio where anyone can walk in." She replied as she got out her laser tool and started measuring. We spent a few more minutes up in the attic, which she renamed "the loft", before heading back down to the main floor. "So Scott. When I'm doing a redecorate I like to really capture the customer. I like to know what makes them tick and how they like to work or play. If you have time, I'd love to see how you work when you do a shoot."
"Well, it's not really set up for it, but if you want we can take a few pictures. There's enough light in here that we might be able to make some interesting ones." I answered her. "Let me go grab a camera." I said as I headed for the door. I came back a few moments later with one camera bag full of gear to find Amy sitting in a high backed wooden chair that had been in the other room. I dug the new EOS out of the bag and put on the appropriate lens and mounted a flash.
"Now you do realize that these are not going to be to my usual standard. I don't have lighting set or anything in here." I said to her as the flash charged up.
"That's fine. Just do what feels right. I'm more interested in watching how you work than how good the shots turn out."
"OK. Why don't we move over here?" I asked, stepping toward where the late afternoon sun was slanting in through the window. I positioned her with the sun shining down onto her, back lighting her and giving her almost an angelic look as the sun lit her short blond hair. I took several shots at slightly different angles before moving her on the chair to turn her sideways, then stand with one knee on it, and finally one foot on it, her red high heel drawing a stark contrast to the blond wood of the seat.
"Looks really good!" I said as I photographed her standing there, her short skirt draped over her propped up leg. I crouched down and took a shot more upward toward her. "Look toward me....down more...a little more. That's it." I said as I took the shot. "Now smile more. Have fun. Be playful!" I coaxed as her face broke into a happy smile from the more serious look she had been giving me.
"Be playful huh?" She asked with a giggle, leaning forward and moving her hands to the hem of her dress, inching it along her leg ever so slightly. I continued to take shot after shot, coaxing her to lean or twist slightly, her hands pulling the hem of the skirt up and up until her hand was nearly at her hip, the top of the nude stocking fully exposed against the creamy white of her thigh.
"Very sexy." I said as I moved more around to her back, intentionally now working the camera where it would be looking at the bright red panties that I could see peeking from under the dress.
"Who's going to see these?" She asked quietly.
"Well, I have to transfer them off the camera, so I will obviously, but beyond that, I can put them on an SD card and give them to you. That's what I usually do with the women that want lingerie pictures done. Then it's up to them what they show to whom."
"I see. Well...in that case, why don't we get a little more daring with them."
"You sure? I mean I haven't done anything that can't be shown in public." I said pausing.
"I'm sure." She said with a little grin on her lips. "It feels kind of naughty and fun at the same time."
"Well, if you're sure, swap legs." I said.
She stepped off the chair and put her other foot up on it, her thigh horizontal. I stepped forward and turned her body slightly, gently coaxing her to lean forward and then adjusting the front of her dress so that the cute valley between her breasts showed tantalizingly while her fingers were holding her dress hem.
"Perfect." I said, taking two or three shots. "Now go ahead and pull your skirt again. It's up to you how far or how much." I say, dropping to one knee and shooting several pictures. "Look down at me. Give me a bedroom look. Let your face and eyes say come get me." I coaxed as I continued to snap away. She soon had her dress pulled back far enough to expose little peeks of her red panties, which I shot, having her turn her body slightly one way and then the other to get slightly different looks.
"Good. I think there are a lot of good one's here." I said standing up.
"That's it? I mean, these women that you do lingerie shots, how much do they take off?"
"As much as they want. It's all in their hands. I just coach them how to turn or move to give the best angles at what they are trying to show."
"Well, let's keep going then. This is kind of fun." She said, putting her foot back on the chair.
"Ok. If that's what you want. Why don't you sit on the chair. No... face me. That's it. Now knees apart, wider....that's good. Now undo the top button if you want...that's it...now pull it a bit apart. Good good...now the next. Yeah. Lean more toward me. Good. Excellent. Another button? Yeah. Perfect." I said as I took more pictures of her leaning toward me, the top edges of her red lacy bra showing, the lace lifting and pressing her C cup breasts into two full round creamy curves with a nice deep v between them. I continued to take pictures as she reached to her front and undid two more buttons, allowing the dress to pull apart more.
"That's it. Now slide your dress off your shoulders a little." I coax.
"Like this?" She asked, pushing the material to the tops of her shoulders.
"No....here." I said, sliding the dress over her shoulders and part way down her arms, her fingers holding the front closed in front of her breasts. "Perfect." I said as I took several more shots.



She slowly allowed the dress to spread in front, more and more of her creamy breasts showing through the red lace coming into view as the dress slid further and further down her arms. I continued to shoot as she let it spread completely and fall to her waist, her hard nipples and the pink of her puckered areola showing through the lace.
"Very sexy." I told her as I continued to shoot several more shots.
"What next?" She asked as I pause.
"Tell you what. Why don't you hold your dress around your waist and stand up. Now turn...show me your back. That's it." I said as I start clicking away again. "Now let it slide down more...more...That's good." I said as a tiny string across the top of her round ass came into view. I took several more shots as she let it fall farther and farther, her creamy bare ass now completely visible and naked except for the tiny string around her waist and disappearing between the creamy globes.
"Wow." I said as she let the dress slowly slide down, stepping one foot out of it and onto the chair, leaning herself forward so more of her bare ass and her red satin covered pussy showed.
"Damn!" I breathed as she leaned even farther, pushing her ass out at me, a dark spot growing on the red satin as she stood there, allowing me to photograph her curves from many angles.
"Ok...turn around and sit again...One hand on your knee, the other on your chin with your elbow on your knee. Lean toward, me....that's right. Now spread your legs." I coaxed, gently pressing her stocking covered legs apart.
"Like this?" She asked huskily as she splayed them apart, exposing her only partially covered mound, the tiny red thong panty leaving a good part of her blond curls exposed.
"Yeah. Like that." I answered, my cock getting harder in my pants as I took shot after shot, framing her fully and then working in slowly, getting just her creamy breasts and panties into the shot and finally working down to just her panty covered pussy, the dark stain of her wetness obvious in the viewfinder.
As I clicked away, she moved one hand, reaching behind her back and deftly flicking the clasps that held her bra tightly to her body.
"Damn." I muttered to myself as she moved her hands to hold the cups to her breasts, wiggling her arms to let the straps slide down to her elbows and then one at a time, slid her arms out of the narrow loops. I could see her hard nipples poking the lace out between her fingers as her hands remained the only thing holding the bra cups in place. I continued to snap away as she stood up, crossing her legs to close off the view of her pussy. Slinging one arm across her breasts she eased the cups from between her breast and arm until she could hold it out with her fingers.
"Hold it there." I told her, as the lacy bra dangled from her fingers. I took several shots, focusing on the bra with her fuzzy in the background and then slowly transferring the focus to her mostly bare body. "Ok." I said when I was ready for her to drop it. I got several rapid shots of it falling to the ground with her in the background, before focusing back on her bare arm covering her breasts.
"So what do you think?" She asked as she stood, still not naked but very temptingly so.
"I think you are an extremely sexy woman who knows exactly how to tease a man."
"Ohhhh I like that. So do you want me to go farther? Want to see my bare tits? That bulge in your pants sure says you do."
"Um....Personally, yes." I answered, blushing a bit at the thought of how much my hard on had to be showing through the khakis I was wearing.
"Well... In that case." She said as she slowly slipped her arm down her body, exposing her completely bare breasts, her silver dollar sized areola puckered and scrunched with arousal around her dime sized rock hard nipples. She let me take several shots before slowly sliding her hands up her sides to cup both breasts, tenderly caressing and teasing them with her fingers. "Does that turn you on?" She asked in a low sultry voice. "Do you want to see more of me? Would you like to see me completely naked?" She teased in that sexy voice, before leaning forward to blow a kiss at the camera.
I continued to snap away as she straightened up and then slid her hands down her sides, over her hips and down her legs until she was bent over at the waist, her fingers nearly touching her high heels. She slowly lifted back up, tilting her head to look at the camera as her body slowly straightened, pausing when her back was level to the ground, her tits in profile. She uncrossed her legs, stepping apart and sliding her hands to her hips allowing me to shoot a profile of her breasts framing the tiny red triangle of underwear.
"You like this view?" She asked me quietly.
"I'd be lying if I said I didn't."
"Ooooo. It's nice to know I have an appreciative audience." She said as she straightened up.
"Have you had many, audiences I mean?"
"Actually, you're the first." She said as she stepped in front of the chair and sat down in it. "But I can see why women want to model like this. It's an incredible turn on. Part of me wants to just keep going and show everything off to you and the other part is nervous and shy and says only bad girls do this kind of thing. Right now I like feeling like a bad girl."
"Well, I won't force you to go any farther than you want, but then again, I'm hoping you keep going." I said as she leaned back and crossed her legs.
"Well....maybe I should then, huh?" She asked, as she lifted one foot up and undid the tiny strap holding the red high heel on. She slipped it off and hooked it on the end of her foot, letting me take a picture of her holding it out before flicking it off her foot toward me. She repeated the process with her other foot, leaving her in nothing but the stockings and the tiny red thong.
I was so turned on that I was having trouble remembering to frame and shoot the pictures as she slowly slid her hand up one leg, held high in the air. She traced her fingers back down her leg until it reached her creamy thigh and then slid back up her leg again, hooking the end of the stocking and pushing it along her leg, the tan material bunching up against her fingers as she slowly pushed the stocking up toward her ankle. She leaned forward enough to push it all the way off her ankle and then slowly lowered her leg as she stretched the stocking out again.
She pulled the silky material toward her chest, stretched between her two hands and allowed it to pull tight across her breasts, pulling it back and forth across her hard nipples. She closed her eyes for a moment and moaned softly at the stimulation she was producing for herself. After several long seconds she stretched one hand out toward me and snapped the stocking off her hand, shooting it like a rubber band toward me with a grin. I watched her lift her other leg and reach for her ankle, tracing her fingers down her leg as she had done with the other one, finally hooking the stocking and slowly pushing it up until it was free of her foot. Once again she stretched it across her breasts, teasing her nipples as she pulled it back and forth across them.
"Ohhhhh that feels so good. You can't imagine how turned on I am right now."
"I can tell." I answered quietly, her arousal obvious in her voice and motions.
She looked back at me and then slowly stood up. "Did you know that no guy has seen me completely naked except for my father when I was a baby and my doctor?" She asked, leaning toward me and pursing her lips as if to kiss my camera.
"Really? Not even a boyfriend?"
"Uh uh. Not even a boyfriend. Do you want to be the first?"
"I'd very much like to be." I answered, snapping away as she stood straight, crossing her legs and turning around to face away from me. She slid her hands up her legs and hooked her thumbs in the tiny string of the thong and then slowly pulled it down, spreading her legs slightly as she did. I snapped away with the camera while the string rolled down over her creamy smooth ass and then slipped down below the curve of her cute ass. I watched the red string and the obviously wet material peel away from her pussy, exposing a pair of soft feathery lips that were glistening with her juices.
"Damn." I whispered as she slowly slid them down her legs and then stepped out of them, her legs spreading as she did, giving me an incredible view from where I was on my knees behind her.
She slowly turned around and allowed me to take pictures of her completely naked, turning this way and that for several minutes.
She stepped toward me and reached for the camera. "You know. I think you should experience what it feels like on the other side of the lens." She said as she gently pulled the camera from my grasp.
"I don't do that side of the camera." I protested quietly.
She stepped up and put her arms around my neck and pressed her chest to mine, my restrained cock pressing against her belly. She lifted herself on her toes to reach my lips and then pressed them against mine, kissing me wetly. "Trust me....I'll make it well worth your while." She whispered before sucking my lower lip into her mouth and tugging it gently.
"You know....I've never tried to do anything like this before." I said to her.
"Trust me....Just keep looking at my body and trying to make me hornier and it will be great. That's what I did, just tried to do things I thought might turn you on."
"You were very successful." I answered.
"Good. Now it's your turn." She said, releasing her hold on me and stepping back. She slowly stepped around me, putting me between herself and the chair. "Any time! I want to see you tease me with that big cock I felt." She said huskily.
I nervously stepped back and pulled my polo shirt slowly out of my pants and worked it up my body, tugging it over my head and tossing it playfully toward her. I could tell the light was starting to go and the pictures would soon be junk, but she had me seriously turned on so I played along. I undid my day hikers and stepped out of them before sitting in the chair. I tugged first one and then the other of my socks off, tossing them over my shoulder as they came off.
I stood up and undid the belt on my pants and then slowly pulled down the zipper, trying to stretch it out for her. I undid the button and then slowly spread them apart, giving her a view of my blue underwear before turning slowly away from her. I bent over and let my pants slide down my legs and stepped out of them. My rock hard cock was sticking up out of my underwear and I tucked it in as best I could before turning back to let her see the huge bulge.
"Fuck." She whispered, taking picture after picture of me as I teasingly tugged on the waist of my briefs. I finally started to pull them down, allowing it to drag my cock downward, more and more of it becoming exposed until my mushroom head suddenly slipped from where it was caught and my whole cock popped up, sticking toward her at an angle.
"Oh god what a cock." She mumbled from behind the camera as I pushed my underwear down and then stepped out of it, leaving me as naked as she was.
She slowly set the camera aside and stood up.
"You know. I read all these stories about women getting eaten out or sucking on big cocks before having sex with them, but what I want more than anything right now is to have that inside me. Would you mind if I just sat down on it right now?"
"I wouldn't mind at all." I answered as I backed up to the chair and sat down. She inched herself over me, straddling my lap as I aimed my cock up at her pussy. She lowered herself slightly and I rubbed my cock between her lips several times to spread her juices around on it before she started to settle herself down. I felt my head engage into her tunnel opening and then felt more and more weight settle onto me until I suddenly popped inside and she dropped two inches or so.
"OHHHHH MY GOD THAT FEELS GOOD!" She cried loudly, starting to bounce up and down slightly, working more and more of me into her with each bounce. Before long she was running her tight pussy up and down the length of my shaft, driving both of us crazy. I could hear both of our moans echoing off the bare walls of the house as she bounced, her ass slapping against my thighs with each stroke.
"OH fuck I'm going to cum!" She squeaked.
"Uh Me too!" I grunted, trying to hold back as long as I could.
"OH FUCK YES!!!!" She screamed as her whole body convulsed and shook. I felt her pussy clamp around me as I tried to bounce her up and down with my hands a few more times.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" She screamed with each bounce, my engorged cock nearly bursting inside her.
"AHHHHHHHGGGGG!" I gasped as my body convulsed, surging a huge shot of hot cum up into her pussy. Time and again my body jerked, adding more cream to the copious amount with which I had already filled her.
"Oh damn." She moaned as she sagged against me, her tits in front of my mouth. I couldn't resist cupping both of them and gently kissing each nipple softly before sucking them into my mouth one at a time. "Ohhhhhh damn. You keep that up and I may cum again." She panted.
"Good." I answered as I moved from one nipple to the other making her squirm on my still semi-hard cock. I moved one hand from her firm round ass, around between her legs, to let my fingers stroke across the top of her slit and her exposed clit.
"Oh shit!" She squeaked when my fingers found their mark. I licked circles around her nipples with my tongue as I sucked the whole front of her tit into my mouth, my fingers stroking continuously back and forth across her hard nub. Her hips wiggled and bounced as my attentions drove her recently receding climax back up again. I could feel my somewhat softened cock responding again as her pussy continued to massage and squeeze it with her continuous movements. "Oh god!" She moaned. "Are you trying to make me climax again?"
"Uh huh." I answered, letting go of the nipple I was working with my mouth for only a moment.
"Well...It's gonna work!" She squealed as her whole body went rigid for a moment. A shudder started in her legs and began to travel up the length of her body until she was shaking like a leaf in a strong breeze, her pussy clenching and releasing around my cock as she climaxed.
I continued my attentions until I felt her body start to relax, and then slowly eased my licking and sucking of her nipples to soft gentle kisses slowly traveling over her entire chest. My fingers ceased their stroking of her clit and I used both hands to gently stroke my fingertips up and down her thighs, ass and back, gently caressing what I could reach of her sexy little body.
"Goodness." She panted. "I didn't know that someone could make me climax that hard or that quickly."
"Glad you enjoyed it." I whispered as I continued my kisses.
She moved her hands to my face and tipped it upward, lowering her face to mine and gently, slowly, almost lovingly, pressed her soft wet lips to mine. "Thank you very much. I did enjoy it. I hope you did too." She whispered, her lips practically brushing mine.
"Every second." I whispered back.
"You're still hard. I can feel it." She whispered, wiggling around slightly. "Would you like to cum again?"
"Of course, but I'm not going to push if you don't want it." I answered.
"That's sweet. Most men just take what they want and leave us wanting more. Why is it that you're so different?" She asked in a husky whisper. "And why the hell hasn't some woman snapped you up and made you her own?"
"I don't know. I guess the right woman just hasn't found me yet."
"Hmmmm. Well, if everything you do is as sweet and hot as this was, we'll just have to see if I'm the right woman."
"That sounds like you're asking to date me."
"I guess I sort of am." She answered with a giggle. "Now what should we do about this big hot cock stuffed inside me?"
"We can do whatever you want."
"You know...I feel completely naughty right now. I have just the thing." She said as she slowly lifted herself off of me, a flood of our cum oozing down her thigh as she stepped back and reached for my hands. She pulled me up and led me to the big bay window in the front room that overlooked the long valley before us, the setting sun still shining on the eastern slopes and the western slopes in its stark shadows. "It's way too chilly to want to screw outside, but how about this?" She asked as she bent over in front of the window, pushing her ass and pussy out at me.
"I think that it looks even more beautiful with your naked body in the picture." I answered as I stepped behind her. I aimed my cock at her pussy and slowly pushed into her, holding her firm ass as a handle.
"OOOOOOooooooo god that feels nice." She cooed as I sunk into her until my head hit the end of her soft tunnel. "Now fuck me until you cum."
"Yes maam." I answered with a smile, starting to slide my cock in and out of her.
"Uh god yes." She squeaked as I started plunging in and out of her. "Uh yeah... uh...yeah... oh god... uh yeah." She softly squeaked as I slapped my hips against her bare ass, each stroke making her whole body shake. I could see her tits wiggling in the reflection in the window, pushing me closer and closer to climax.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as I felt my orgasm approach the point of no return.
"That's it. Cum for me! Fill me up. Oh god you're so big. Shit! You're going to make me cum again too!" She squealed, her legs starting to tremble again as I pounded a few more strokes into her, my cock expanding even more as it got ready to unload in her.
"AHHHHH!" I Cried as my body jerked, ramming my cock into her so hard she almost fell over. My cock swelled inside her and shot a gush of hot cum deep inside her already spasming pussy. Time and again my body jerked and spasmed, emptying more of my cream into her until finally there was no more to add and I started to soften inside her.
"God that was good. I can't believe you made me climax again." She panted, trying to stand upright enough to reach behind her head with her hands for mine. My shrinking cock slipped from her, unleashing a gush of cum that dripped on the floor and ran down her legs as she turned to face me. She wrapped her arms around me and held me tight, pressing her bare tits into my chest as I wrapped my arms around her back and held her.
"You must think I've never had sex the way I'm acting." She said after standing with me for long minutes.
"Well, I wondered." I answered honestly.
"I have. The only guy that I felt like I wanted to take me that way was a boyfriend I had a couple years ago. He was a really nice guy, but when it came to sex it was always half dressed in the back seat of a car. It wasn't the most enjoyable sex and he wasn't nearly as large as you are."
"I see. Would you be offended if I asked how old you are?"
"Sweetie, after what you just made me feel you can ask anything you want any time you want...for that matter you can ask for this anytime you want too. I'm twenty four."
"Ahhh. Ok." I answered.
"I'm not too young am I?" she asked, pulling her head away to look up into my face.
"Well, not too young no. But I am ten years older than you are."
"Does it matter?" She asked, her voice suddenly tinged with concern.
"Not to me." I answered, pulling her snugly to me again.
"Good." She whispered into my chest as we stood watching the last of the sun's rays disappearing, leaving us in near darkness.
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The previous day was incredibly busy with an out of town photo job. I barely had time to dump my gear at the studio before heading home to flop into bed, so I didn't feel too bad not getting to the shop before nine. Part of me wondered if hiring someone to man the shop while I was out on shoots was really such a good idea. Money wasn't the problem; it was more that I was kind of independent. If Felicia hadn't badgered me into this weeks ago, I probably wouldn't have even interviewed Tina. She seemed to be knowledgeable enough about photography and certainly had a head for numbers. As an executive assistant and book keeper, she seemed to be a good choice. Whether I could learn to not be so independent was really the question.
"Good morning!" Tina said as she walked in for her first day.
"Good morning." I replied as I unloaded my camera gear onto the counter to organize and put away.
"So... What would you like me to do?" She asked.
"Well. Come on in the back. I'll get you started. I have a pile of book keeping I haven't quite gotten to." I answered, leading her into the back. I settled her at the desktop computer I used for office work and spent the next half hour getting her going. I finally returned to the gear I was sorting and cleaning. Once I got it all put away, I moved to my big computer with the pair of twenty four inch screens to start working on the photos from the previous day. I was working my way through cataloging when the bell on the front door jingled.
"I'll get that." Tina said, getting up and quickly sweeping out of the office area.
I was just focusing back at where I left off when Tina came back in. "I have two good looking young women from Sunny's interiors to see you."
"Oh Yeah. Thank you!" I said as I got up. "That's the company that's remodeling the farmhouse."
"Oh?" Tina asked as I walked past and out into the studio.
"Sunny, Amy!" I said as I held out my hand to both of them. Sunny took my hand and shook it but Amy stepped right up to me and wrapped her one free arm around my neck and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
"Well, I think we have some really good stuff for you." Amy said as she stepped back, Sunny giving her an odd look which she ignored.
"Oh? Well, let's have a look." I said, stretching my hand out to guide them toward a small conference type table off to one side of the studio.
Sunny, wearing jeans and one of her signature shirts, sat down and started laying out sheets of paper with computer generated graphics on them. "Amy did a great job of design here." She said. "I think she really captured the use of the space great."
"Yes, she did!" I answered, flashing Amy a smile as I looked through the images that would end up being my new home. "Looks good. Now for the other shoe...How much?"
"Well, I have a couple options." Sunny said "But all of them are a bit expensive."
"Well, let's have a look." I said as Sunny started laying out sheets of paper filled with columns of numbers. We spent the next half hour deciding which options I wanted and didn't want and finally settled on a quote of sixty-seven thousand dollars.
"I need a third up front to get started as soon as you sign the contract." Sunny said, laying down some papers.
I quickly read over the contract and then scrawled my name across the bottom and slid it back toward her. "Wait one." I said getting up and heading back into the office. I pulled the checkbook out of the desk and returned to the table. "Here's twenty two." I said as I wrote out the check and ripped it off. "I also want Amy to stay involved. If she has good ideas that can improve things, let me know. I'm not afraid of a little extra money if it makes things better or nicer. I don't want gold plated faucets or toilets, but I also don't want to have to do another remodel in the next few years."
"Trust me. I'll make sure you love it." Amy said with a huge grin.
"Great!" I said, standing up when the ladies did.
"Um Scott. Do you have those pictures?" Amy asked quietly.
"OH yeah. I was so busy yesterday I didn't even get them unloaded. If you want you can come in the back and I'll transfer them to an SD card for you."
"Great." Amy said, following me.
"What pictures?" Sunny asked, following the two of us.
"Scott took some pictures of me the other day to give me an idea how a photo shoot works...just so I could understand how he uses the space." She said, blushing slightly.
"Oh? That sounds interesting." Sunny said as she followed us into the back. I pulled the camera from the shelf and popped the Flash card out. I stuffed the card into the slot on the computer and the program, already open, recognized it and started loading the pictures off of it and putting them up on the dual displays in a three rows.
"Amy!" Sunny said as she looked at the monitor, the series of pictures clearly showing her undressing one step at a time.
"What's wrong, sis? I'm a big girl." Amy responded shyly while I loaded an SD card and started transferring them. I minimized the screen and allowed the transfer to continue unwatched until it finally signaled done. I pulled the SD card out and handed it to Amy. "There you go." I said nervously.
"Thanks! I appreciate it." Amy said, stepping close and leaning up on her toes to give me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"Sis?" I whispered as Sunny turned to head out the door in front of us.
"Uh huh. Didn't you know?" Amy whispered back.
"No. I didn't." I answered as Sunny opened the front door.
"Don't worry about her. She'll calm down and everything will be fine. She just likes to protect me."
"If you say so." I said as I held the door.
"Thanks. See you later, ok?" Amy said, stopping to look back at me.
"Count on it." I answered her before she turned to follow Sunny.
"Those were some pictures." Tina said with a little grin, "Do you take that kind often?"
"Oh once in a while. Seems like it's a growing thing for women to get that kind of picture for their husbands." I answered as I pulled the screen back up. "OH SHIT!" I swore quietly, realizing that I just transferred the pictures Amy had taken of me to her drive as well as those I did of her.
"Those are pretty sexy too!" Tina said from behind me as she looked over my shoulder.
I quickly closed the window and sat there blushing, not sure how to respond. Tina finally turned and walked back to the other computer desk chuckling softly.
I sighed and then deleted the pictures from the card and cleared it to use again.
Tina worked for some time before she finally spoke again. "So where do you take those kind of pictures? Surely not here."
"No. It wouldn't work well here. Right now I do them at my house, but the farmhouse will have a more private studio in the loft in addition to the main one downstairs." I answered her as I worked on the images from the day before.
"So what are you going to do with this place?"
"Probably move everything out to the farm. Damn...I never even thought about the fact that I was doing that when I hired you. You're not going to be uncomfortable working out there are you? I mean it's going to be combination office and home."
"I think I'll do just fine out there." She answered with a smile. "I might even have to let you take my picture some time."
"That isn't usual... I mean, usually I just take pictures of my clients. I don't usually let my clients take my pictures, or my clothes off." I said quickly.
"No worries. We're all adults, right? Besides, I think you look quite handsome with or without clothes." She said with a soft girlish giggle.
I looked over at her and saw that the business skirt she had on was hiked up slightly on her thighs and one hand disappeared between her legs as she pecked away on the computer keyboard with her free hand. She was maybe forty or so, very curvy with a full bust. Her short black hair was in tight curls framing her face and her brown eyes laughed every time she spoke. I could only imagine what her hand was doing under her skirt, which made my cock grow at the thought. I idly wondered if her breasts looked as good naked as they did in that snug white blouse, which I just noticed was unbuttoned part way down, the top edge of her white lace bra showing through the gap every time she reached for another invoice.
I shook my head to push the ideas out of my mind. Last thing I needed was to get physically involved with someone I hired on the first day. Good way to get charged with sexual harassment. Well, at least it was Friday.
******
After spending Saturday doing some needed maintenance on my SUV, it was going to be enjoyable to relax with Jack and Felicia. I brought along my laptop and the new camera that I got from Jack, to give Felicia some long promised lessons on photography. She had a good camera, but really wanted to know more about how to take portrait type pictures to adjust for lighting and such.
"Hey Jack. Here's your case!" I said as I walked into the house when he opened the door, handing him a case of bud light.
"Thanks man. I appreciate it. Cold too. Want one?" He asked as he closed the door behind me.
"Sure, why not?" I answered as I followed him into the kitchen.
"Hi Scott!" Felicia said, putting down the potato she was peeling to come over and give me one of her hugs. I was kind of surprised to see her wearing a pair of tight fitting exercise clothes which accentuated her curves and very round tush.
"Hey. What's for dinner?" I asked as she stepped back away from me, leaving me feeling quite warm.
"Roast chicken, potatoes and carrots. Sound yummy? "
"Yep, It sure does." I answered as Jack handed me a cold bottle of beer.
"Good. You two go sit and enjoy the game. I need to get this on to cook." She said, turning me around and pushing me out of the kitchen.
"Come on. When Liesha speaks you better listen. You know you won't win anyway." Jack said, leading the way to the living room couch.
*******
It was nearly half time when Felicia came out and plopped down next to me, her chest still heaving and sweat dripping down her face from her workout. "How's the game?"
"Not bad. Giants up by three." I answered.
"Figures. Jack picked the Giants today. I took the Bay of course." She answered, wiping her face with a towel.
"Oh? What was the bet this time?"
"You know Jack." She said with a laugh. "It has to do with the bedroom of course."
"And if they lose?"
"He washes dishes all week!" She said with a grin. "And you know that the Giants are going to choke at the end of the game."
"Not likely." I chuckled.
"You don't want to make a side bet, do you?" She asked quietly.
"Oh? Just what do you have in mind?" I asked, looking at her face to try and see what was going on in her mind. It wasn't very often she wanted to make bets with me...but then I guess maybe it's because I don't usually accept them.
"Giants win and I'll stand in front of the tv and strip. They lose, you flash me...well, you know."
You could have knocked me over with a feather. I've known them for years and she has always been a tease, but this is by far the most obvious she has ever been. "Why?" I asked as Jack got up and headed toward the kitchen for another beer.
"Because I feel like it."
"Don't you think Jack will mind?" I asked seriously.
"Hah. I told him I should bet you and he dared me to!" She answered with a laugh. "But not to worry, he said you'd never take the bet."
"I may regret this, but I'll take your bet just to teach you a lesson."
"And what lesson would that be?"
"Never bet anything you don't want to lose." I answered.
"That assumes I wouldn't want to pay up." She whispered as Jack came back into the room with three beers.
I looked back at her again, unsure of exactly what she was playing at as she untied her running shoes and kicked them off.
By the end of the third quarter it was obvious that the Giants were going to win it going away. As the whistle blew to end the quarter Felicia got up and walked in front of the tv.
"Well guys. I need a shower and it's obvious I bet on the wrong team today." She said as she reached to her waist. She pulled her shirt up in one smooth motion, peeling the spandex top up her body and over her full round breasts. I'd seen her a number of times in bikini's and thought she had some pretty nice breasts, easily a b or c cup, but this was the first time that I had ever seen them completely bare. Each round breast had a little sag, but not a lot, and the front of each breast had a large round pink areola with a fat hard nipple centered in it, pointing slightly upward as the bounce from pulling her shirt off settled.
I was still staring open mouthed at her bare chest as she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her spandex pants. She pushed them down, peeling the material down her legs until she could step out of them, her tits hanging tantalizingly as she bent at the waist. She stepped on the pants and lifted first one leg and then the other to help pull them over her stockinged feet. She looked back at me with a crooked little smile and skimmed her tiny bikini panties down her legs, pulling them off her legs and tossing them into my lap. Naked except for her socks, she turned around and bent over, pulling first one and then the other sock off, pushing her soft exposed lips out at us.
I took a deep breath as she turned around to face us, tossing her socks onto the couch between us, allowing us to look at her entire naked body, including the trimmed brown bush on her mound that formed a wide triangle pointing toward her pussy. She slowly ran her hands up and down her body, cupping both breasts and squeezing them briefly before letting her hands travel back down again, one stopping on her hip the other diving between her legs and stroking her obviously wet pussy.
"Well, I better go get that shower." She said as she turned, giving me a wink before heading toward the hallway, her hips swinging sexily as she walked.
"Damn." I muttered.
"Didn't think she'd do it." Jack said, as stunned as I was.
"I guess she did. I suppose you better go...um..."
"Yeah. I guess I better." He said, getting up. "I'll be back."
*******
Dinner was surprisingly not over done by the time Jack and Felicia came out of the bedroom, Felicia wearing a very revealing short robe. She made sure that I knew she was naked under it, rubbing her bare thigh against me as I sat at the table. I felt her bare foot slide into my lap during dinner, pushing around on my cock that was straining in my pants with the view she kept giving me as we ate. I didn't know if she planned on showing that much tit each time she leaned forward, or if it was accidental, but either way, each time she leaned forward, the robe spread just far enough to let me see her nipple, while partially blocking the view for her husband, siting at the end of the table.
"I think I better go." I said after dinner. "I have a lot going on tomorrow."
"Really? I was hoping you would stay after dinner a while." Felicia said.
"I'm not sure that's a good idea. I think you and Jack need a bit more privacy." I told her quietly.
"Oh phoo. You're going to be a spoil sport. I thought maybe you'd want to stay for the Sunday night game and make another bet."
"That would be a bad idea." I said. "Jack. Been fun. I'll talk to you tomorrow or so."
"Right." He said as Felicia took my hand and led me toward the front door.
"Don't forget my bag." I said, pointing to the camera and computer bag I brought with me.
"OH! You were going to show me some photo stuff. We can still do that!"
"No. I think we'll put that off." I said as I picked up the bag with my free hand.
She led me to the front door and wrapped one arm around my neck, pulling my face to hers and giving me a wet kiss on the lips. She had hold of my hand yet and slipped it inside the slit of the robe, pressing it against her bare and very wet pussy. "Don't be a stranger." She said as she finally let go of me.
"I won't." I answered as I headed out the front door, shaking my head. I wondered what the hell had gotten into her. All the years we've been friends I'd have never figured her to do what she had tonight.
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This was my third new city in the last ten years. It seemed like every time I got comfortable in a city I got transferred to a new location to try and sort out the issues at the office in the new location. It was a challenging job to lean the ins and outs of the office and the people there, and learn a new city and culture at the same time. Having just spent a two and half year stint in Philly sorting out a Bank of America processing center, getting sent to the middle of nowhere, otherwise known as rural Missouri, I was faced with a whole new set of challenges.
The first think I learned a long time ago was to find the closest grocery store followed by the closest big box home improvement center, in this case a Lowes store. I used the GPS mounted on the handlebars of my V-Star classic to get me there to pick up a few packages of command strip hangers. I loved riding, especially on warm summer days. Although today seemed to be just a bit warmer than I preferred, the temp pushing ninety five degrees. With the heat I left my full face helmet strapped to the small pack and used my silver skull cap helmet on the way over. I'd have taken the full face off and left it home if it hadn't been for the growing clouds and the forecast for scattered thunder storms. Riding a motorcycle in the pouring rain with an open face helmet was just plain painful!
I was just stuffing the bag of hangers into the saddle bags when the lady walking down the parking lot aisle behind me walked around to the driver's door of the car parked next to my bike.
"Nice ride!" She said politely as she stood next to her car with the back door open, depositing her bags onto the seat.
I turned to look over at her, and realized that it was the same lady that I had been admiring in the store as she bent to pick up something she had dropped at the register adjacent to mine. The light weight cream colored jumper she was wearing was pretty short, and pulled up even shorter as she bent over. "Hi. Thanks!" I answered, taking another quick survey of the curves encased in the lightweight dress.
"So what size is it? Seven-fifty?" She asked, stepping away from the car and closing the door.
"Six-fifty." I answered as walked around my mother of pearl and green cruiser.
"Pretty nice bike. Sits nice and low, I bet it cuts the turns pretty nice." She said.
"Yeah. A lot more comfortable ride than one of those racing bikes. Those things tear up my back." I said as I stood holding my helmet and watching her eye my bike.
"Been a long time since I had a chance to ride on one. My husband used to have one but we got rid of it when the kids came." She told me as she continued to walk around my bike, playing with the end of one of the strings that held the stretchy top of her dress up so it wouldn't slide down over her fairly large breasts.
"Sorry to hear that." I answered. "Too bad you're wearing a dress; I might have given you a quick ride." I said jokingly as I eyed the short dress, the sunshine showing through the thin material and giving me a tiny glimpse of her profile under it. I wished I could see more of her breasts, but the frilly ruffle attached to the stretchy top covered her breasts and prevented a closer inspection.
"Really?" She asked in surprise, looking up at me.
"Sure. Not all that sure where to ride around here, but yeah, I'd take you for a quick spin." I answered with a shrug.
"Don't know where to ride? Why not?"
"Just moved in yesterday. If it weren't for my GPS I wouldn't even be able to find my way back to my rental house." I said with a chuckle. "More than likely I'd head down a road here and end up in the next state!"
"Oh, I doubt that. Seems like you have things pretty well under control." She said as she walked up next to me and stood looking down at my bike. I wondered what she was thinking as we stood there silently for almost two minutes before she spoke again. "You know. You should go out five bridges road. That would be a sweet road for a bike ride."
"Five bridges? Where's that?"
"Up north of town a little ways. It's called five bridges because it crosses the creek five times. The real name is Blacket road." She said looking over at me.
"Blacket road huh? I might have to check it out." I said.
"I see two helmets, you got someone you ride with?" She asked.
"Me? No. I just don't like riding in the rain without a face shield. No, I don't have anyone riding with me."
"Really?" She said looking over at me in surprise. "That's too bad."
"Well, I really should get back to the house and start unpacking boxes." I said as I started putting on my helmet.
"Unpacking? That doesn't sound nearly as much fun as taking a ride down a curvy highway. You should go check out Blacket road first."
"Yeah. Well. Maybe if you were being my tour guide." I answered jokingly as I buckled the strap on my helmet.
"You mean you'd go if I were showing you?" She asked, her eyebrows raised as she looked a little sideways at me.
"Sure, why not. You sitting on the back in that short little dress? I'd be crazy not to." I laughed. "But we both know it's only a sweet idea."
"Well, it is a sweet idea. Just think. The wind blowing up my dress as we rode down the highway? Yeah. I bet you would like that!"
"Yeah. You never know, a stranger like me? I might end up playing with that naked leg." I joked.
"Ohhh? Are you a leg man?"
"Actually I'm a bit of a breast man, but I pretty much enjoy naked legs, butts or breasts. Pretty much naked anything." I answered with a laugh.
"Really? You'd take advantage of such a situation?" She asked almost shyly.
"Well, you have to admit, any woman getting on a motorcycle wearing an outfit like that has to expect a man to explore a little." I said, pointing to the short dress.
"Well, not every woman that wears a short dress is easy you know."
"I'm quite sure you're anything but easy." I answered her.
"You know, I was actually thinking about showing you that road, but now....I'm not at all sure I can trust you to keep your hands to yourself."
"Who ever said you could in the first place?" I asked with a laugh, knowing full well that this was going nowhere, but having fun with it none the less.
"Well, a woman likes to know if she can expect to be molested, teased or just enticed and then left unfulfilled. I'm not at all sure which to expect from you."
"Well, a guy hates to be too predictable. I guess you'd just have to wait and find out." I said as I swung my leg over my bike.
"Well maybe I will." She answered, reaching for the helmet on the back of my bike.
"Will what?"
"Will have to find out." She said with a laugh. "You were inviting me, weren't you?"
"I guess I was." I answered, standing up and leaning forward to allow her to step across the bike behind me.
She reached down and flicked the back foot pegs down and stood astride the bike behind me. "So, you going to take the bike off the stand so I can sit down?"
"I guess so." I answered, twisting myself back toward the handlebars and grabbing the grips. I hoisted the bike off its side stand and balanced it upright, feeling it settle between my legs as she sat down on the tiny rear seat. I sat down on the seat and looked down under my right arm at her bare knee, splayed outward several inches from my hip, her foot tucked back under her and her high heel shoe hooked on the rear peg.
"Well, you point and I'll drive." I said as I settled back slightly and hit the starter button.
"Sounds good to me!" She shouted through the full face helmet, her hands closing around my waist. "Take a right at the exit."
"You got it." I answered, kicking the bike in gear and easing the clutch out. I drove across the parking lot and turned right at the stop light onto a little two lane highway. Half a mile later I was passing the city limits and driving out into the countryside. I could feel her legs pressing against my hips, and her hands squeezing my waist as the wind whipped around us, the windshield of the bike blocking the bulk of the air, leaving only the swirling vortices to ruffle and blow our clothing. I could only imagine what it looked like, how far the wind had pushed her skirt up, probably exposing her bare leg all the way to her thigh. I wondered if anyone looking could see her panties as we rode along.
I had to admit I was getting quite a hardon as I drove, picturing in my mind how her flapping dress must look. The image was jerked from my mind as I felt her large round tits press into my back, her helmeted head leaning close to mine to shout that I was to turn at the next road.
I slowed down and made the next left turn, leaving the wide two lane highway for a much narrower two lane road asphalt road that had only tall weeds for its shoulder before even they disappeared into low brush and tall oaks who's branches reached out for sunlight, leaning over the road to create a broken umbrella of green leaves. Even in the first half mile I could see why the road was considered fun to drive, the gray black asphalt twisting and turning with barely a straight section between the curves. I leaned the bike steeply as I wove back and forth on turns that varied from long sweeping curves to tight little s's. I had to hold my concentration on my driving at the speeds I was going even though she was doing her best to pull that attention away.
We were only a couple miles down the road when we crossed the first bridge, an old iron bridge spanning a freely flowing creek about thirty feet or so wide. Over the years the water had cut the channel deep into the rocks and ground so that the surface of the water was nearly as far below the bridge as the creek was wide. After we crossed the creek on one of the longest straight stretches we had so far found, I felt her lean forward again, her tits pressing into my back and her hands sliding around so her arms wrapped around my abdomen.
"Having fun?" She shouted through the helmet.
"Oh yeah!" I answered back as I leaned us into the next twisting curve.
I couldn't hear her answer, but rather felt it as her right hand slid down from where it was wrapped around me to rest on the bulge in my shorts. She squeezed and massaged it inside my shorts for several sweeping turns before I felt her hand start tugging at the belt buckle. It didn't take too many more curves before she had my belt open and the front of my shorts open, digging into them and my underwear to work my hard cock out.
"Holly shit!" I muttered to myself as she wrapped her hand around my fat cock and began to slowly stroke it while I drove along the twisting road. By the time we crossed the second bridge over the creek she had both hands sliding and twisting up and down my shaft as I drove, her right hand occasionally sliding all the way up over my mushroom head to collect the precum that was oozing out to lubricate her hands.
"Slow down up here!" I heard her shout as I slowed down for a particularly tight turn. Doing as she told me I eased off the throttle a little more until I was down well under twenty miles an hour, shifting down two gears as I did. "Take that little dirt road on the left!"
"Ok." I answered as I slowed even farther and turned across the pavement and onto what I could only loosely call a road. It was closer to two dirt tire tracks cut through the thick oak forest with high weeds growing up both around and between the tracks.
I eased down the goat path of a road for almost half a mile before the road abruptly ended in a wide round dirt patch at the end of a grassy little meadow. The creek gurgled along through the middle of the grassy clearing. A fairly large spring bubbled up near the edge of the creek and added its churning flow of water to the creek after cascading down and around a myriad of large rocks and boulders.
The view of the creek was only partially on my mind at that moment though, her still stroking hands grabbing much more of my attention as I reached down and turned the key off, dropping us into the relative silence of the birds and gurgling water.
"And you were worried about being molested by me?" I asked with a slight groan, reaching up to undo the strap of my helmet.
"Well, it's been so long since I had a ride on a bike, I just couldn't help myself." She said in a helmet muffled reply. Her hands disappeared from my cock as she reached up and worked the strap of the helmet loose and then pulled it off, letting her long brown hair free again. "You can touch back you know." She said as she dropped the helmet on the ground and then reached back around for my cock.
I hung my helmet on my mirror and then reached both hands down for what I could reach, which was her bare legs next to my hips. I allowed my fingers to stroke her legs from her calves up around her bent knees to her thighs, reaching up as high behind me as I could. Her dress was indeed blown up her legs and as I twisted myself around to look I could see her skimpy white panties pressed against the seat as her thighs pressed against my ass.
"If I ask you not to move, will you do it?" She asked softly.
"Sure."
"Good. Don't move." She said as she let go of my cock and eased herself off the bike. She stepped around in front of the bike and turned around to face the creek. She slowly pulled the hem of her short dress up to her waist, exposing her panty covered butt. Hooking her fingers in the sides of her panties she slowly slid then down over her butt, keeping her legs straight and slowly bending over while she pushed them down her legs. As the panties uncovered her ass, the dress slipped down to cover it again, teasing me with the thought of her bare ass and pussy. She continued to bend over and push the panties down until she had them at her ankles and stepped out of them. Staying bent over, she slowly ran her hands up her legs again, catching the dress with her fingers and slowly pulling it up until she had it pulled up to her waist, exposing her entirely bare ass and pussy to me, her meaty outer lips pushing out at me enticingly.
I wanted to just jump off my bike and run over there, but I had said I wouldn't move, and I didn't as she slid her hands around her hips, leaving the dress hooked up over her ass so I could see as she slid her hands between her legs and teased one finger along and then inside her obviously wet pussy. She gently stepped her legs farther apart, stopping when they were a bit more than shoulder width, both hands now slowly stroking and playing with her own pussy.
"Damn." I mumbled as I sat astride my bike, watching her slide a finger into her hot tunnel.
"You like that?" She asked, looking around at me with a grin.
"Oh yeah!"
"Then you're really going to love this!" She said as she stood back up and turned toward me. She stepped over toward the bike and gently pulled my left hand from the handlebar. Using my hand to help herself balance and reaching for my right shoulder, she stepped onto the left foot peg and lifted herself up, carefully swinging her leg over the fuel tank. She carefully sat down on the tank facing me and then kicked off the high heel on her left foot, wrapping her leg around and pushing against the little backrest. She let go of my hand and put her right hand on my left shoulder while shaking her high heel off her other leg. She grinned as she wrapped her leg around to rest it with the other behind me.
"Now then. I want this." She cooed softly as she slid both hands down to my exposed cock wrapping around it again and slowly stroking it. After several seconds she let go my cock and reached for my hands, tugging on my right arm to loosen my grip from the handlebar. "Why don't you play with these?" She asked as she pulled my hands to her breasts, placing them over the dress covered soft orbs. "Much better." She practically purred as I started massaging her tits through the dress while her hands went back to my cock. She stroked my cock with one hand while she slowly slid her dress up the front of her body, easing the hem up until it was above her mound, her wet pussy fully on display for me.
"That's a very nice looking pussy." I said as I looked down at the mostly shaved mound and glistening pussy lips.
"Thank you." She whispered. "You'll have to tell me how it feels." She finished as she aimed my cock down toward her pussy and let her ass slowly slide down the sloped gas tank.
"OH shit!" I groaned as my mushroom head nestled between her wet lips. She let more weight press against me until I felt my head slip into her tunnel, my fat head expanding her tunnel and her soft walls caressing my cock as she allowed herself to slowly slide down farther.
"Oh god yes." She moaned as she used her feet against the little backrest of the back seat to push herself up the tank again, sliding herself part way off my cock and then sliding back down again. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. Start it up. Start the engine and rev it for me!"
I reached my hands back to the handle bars, and pulled the clutch and hit the starter button. With the engine started I let out the clutch, the transmission still in neutral, and reached my left hand back to her chest. I tugged on the strings holding the right side of her dress up, untying the bow and then sliding the material down until I could hook it under her round breast.
"Sexy breast." I told her as I started squeezing and massaging her bare tit, gripping her nipple and squeezing and twisting it.
"Yeah. Oh yeah." She moaned, her feet pushing her up and down my tank, and with the motion, up and down my hard cock. She let go of my shoulders, and reached up to untie the other shoulder string and then pulled the dress down until it was bunched around her waist from both below and above. "Gun it. I want to feel it vibrate my ass!"
I goosed the engine, revving it up several times as she continued sliding up and down my shaft, her velvety wet tunnel caressing the full length of my cock.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" She squealed in delight, throwing her head back and letting her long brown hair cascade down over the tank and speedometer. "I'm going to cum! God yes you're going to make me cum!" She cried over the sound of the engine. I could see her whole body trembling as she continued to push herself up and down my shaft. "OHHHHHH FUCK ME!" She squealed into the trees.
"OHHHH SHIT!" I grunted as her pussy clenched around my cock, her ass banging into my thighs as she bounced herself up and down my shaft.
She let herself slide all the way down my cock and lay there for a few moments before twisting herself around to reach the handle bars. She hit the kill switch and then slowly lifted off my cock to stand up on the foot pegs. She balanced herself carefully while she pulled the dress up and off, leaving her completely naked in front of me. She held onto my shoulders for balance and climbed off the bike walking over to where she dropped her panties, and picked them up. She picked up the shoe from the left side of the bike and then walked around to the right side, collecting her other shoe. She bent over and slipped her heels back on and then stuffed her dress and panties into the saddle bag where she had stuffed her purse before we started our ride. She picked up my helmet and handed it to me and then put her own helmet on.
"I've always wanted to try this!" She said through the helmet as she walked around to the left side again. She climbed onto the bike, facing me again, and hooked her heels on the back pegs, lifting herself and using one hand to guide my cock, her other hand holding onto the back of my neck to lift herself. She settled herself down on my cock and wiggled around until she was settled all the way down on me. "Let's ride." She said simply.
"Where?"
"I don't care. I just want to ride with you inside me." She said, wrapping her other arm around her head and leaning back enough for me to see over her. I dropped the bike in gear and gently turned around in the grass before slowly bouncing along the dirt track that got us here. "Ohhhhh yeah. " I heard her say as we approached the road. I turned left and headed back out onto the road, continuing down the turning road, although much slower than before.



"YEAH!" She squealed in delight as we rode along with her completely naked, her round soft tits bouncing and wiggling with each bump. My cock was staying rock hard inside her at the sight of her tits and the feeling of her pussy bouncing up and down it an inch or so with each bump.
"Shit! This is going to make me cum!" I grunted as I tried to concentrate on driving, but the sensations on my cock pushing all the right buttons.
"Wait. Not yet. Go back. Go back to where we were!" She pleaded.
I nodded as I slowed down and turned back around. It was almost torture to try and hold back as I made my way back to the turnoff and down the dirt track to the grassy spot. I shut down the bike and she climbed off and stood expectantly next to it. "Well? Come on!" She prompted.
I wasn't sure what she wanted, but I climbed off after her. She took my hand and led me around to the back of the bike while I used one hand to hold my shorts up. She stopped and turned to face me, reaching out and pushing my shorts down. I could see her eyes scrunch up as she smiled inside the helmet before she turned around. She bent over using the back bar to hold onto, sticking her ass out at me.
I knew exactly what she wanted and quickly stepped up and shoved my cock into her, driving it to the hilt. Grabbing her hips I started plunging my cock into her with abandon, my hips slapping her bare ass over and over as I fucked her sopping wet pussy.
"YES! YES! YES!" She screamed inside her helmet as I pumped into her, my own climax inching back closer to the inevitable explosion.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" I shouted a few moments later as my cock swelled the final bit and began to unload inside her. My body jerked and twitched as shot after shot of pent up cum emptied into her pussy, triggering her own climax again. Her legs trembled and her whole body twitched as I stood panting, my cock slowly softening inside her as it gave up the last of its load.
"Oh sweet Jesus." She panted as she undid the helmet strap and pulled it off. "God that was good. You know. I always wanted to do that. Ride naked on a guy's cock that is. My husband wouldn't ever do that. Thanks!"
"My pleasure, believe me." I answered her.
She dug into the saddle bags and pulled out her dress and panties. "We should probably get back." She said as she stepped into her panties, carefully wiggling the leg holes around her heels. She pulled her panties up and then dug out her dress, pulling it on over her head and settling it over her naked tits. She tied her strings over her shoulders and stood looking at me, waiting for me to pull my pants, which were still around my ankles, back up.
With the sexual interlude coming to an end, I bent and pulled my pants up, getting them all back together and my belt buckled. With a sigh I stepped around and climbed onto my bike. She grabbed the helmet off the back rest and then climbed on behind me, pulling her helmet on once she was settled on the seat behind me. I shook my head in disappointment as I started the bike up and turned it back around again. I wanted to play a bit more since it had been months since my last female companionship.
We wound our way back along the winding road to the main highway and then turned and drove the short distance back to the Lowes. I eased the bike into the spot next to her car and shut down my bike.
"Thanks for the ride! It was a lot of fun." She said as she climbed off the bike and then settled the helmet back on the back rest.
"Hey I don't even know what your name is." I said as she pulled her purse from my saddle bag and dug her keys out.
"Amanda." She said simply.
"Well Amanda. I've had fun. Do you suppose I could call you again sometime? May be for another ride?"
"Maybe." She said as she dug into her purse. "Call me at work, not at home though." She said, handing me a business card. "By the way, what's your name?"
"David." I answered as I looked down at the business card.
"Well David. Thanks for the ride, both of them. Call me some time!" She said before closing the car door behind her.
I smiled to myself as she drove away. She was going to have one hell of a surprise come Monday, I thought to myself as I looked down at the card again. "Amanda Deming, Area Manager, Bank of America." Mrs. Deming and I were going to be working very closely together for the next few months while we sorted out some system problems in the five branches she managed. It'll be nice that we had already established a good working relationship.
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In a little over three days working Tina had miraculously gotten my extremely disorganized and backlogged paperwork completely cleared up. With little else to do when we were not shooting in the studio, I set her to learning how to work the software packages I used to edit photos, and supplied her with a number of photography books to start learning the basics. I was extremely pleased to see her jump in and quickly pick up the basics. While she frequently downplayed her level of intelligence, I was learning that she was extremely smart and a quick learner. To that end I fixed her up with an older Nikon digital body and a couple lenses for her to start working with.
It wasn't a big surprise to see her experimenting with different effects in the software on a few pictures she had shot with the Nikon. While she had a long way to go before I turned her loose with my forty thousand dollar Hasselblad H4D, it was obvious she had a knack for photography.
Since our next appointment, a couple coming in for an engagement photo, was running late, I spent the free time talking about how to light for a portrait and how the slave flash units worked and were utilized. She paid careful attention to every detail, seeming to absorb the information like a sponge. When our appointment finally arrived I let her watch how I worked with the couple, setting and adjusting their pose, framing them in the finder and coaxing each detail into the frame that I wanted, right down to how they smiled or looked at each other.
Following the shoot we downloaded the images and cleaned them up, getting rid of any inadvertent redeye caused by the flashes and brushing out the one zit that had apparently appeared on the bride-to-be's chin that morning.
With no other appointments until afternoon I decided to go out and see how the house was coming. I was surprised to see a number of trucks parked in the driveway and a huge dumpster in front of the house.
"Hey Sunny!" I called as I got out of the car and saw her walk out of the front door carrying a huge chunk of plaster.
"Scott! How's it going today?" She called back, stopping to take her hardhat off for a second to wipe her brow with her sleeve.
"I was going to ask you the same thing." I said as I walked up the steps by the dumpster, watching another young woman, covered in dust and dirt, walk out and toss a chunk of wall into the dumpster.
"It's actually going pretty well. Come on in and take a look." She said brightly, turning to lead me into the house.
I was instantly surprised at the transformation that had taken place. The entire living room space had been completely stripped down to the wooden structure.
"It's got all hundred year old oak studs. These things are hard as nails and in good shape, so we can leave them all, but they're going to be fun to drill for wiring." Sunny said as another woman, about forty or so, stepped past with an armload of wooden strips, headed toward the dumpster.
"Well, that's good. Looks like you've been busy!"
"We have. We're pulling all the walls on the first floor." She said as she led me toward the rear of the old house and into a room that was partially demolished, about six women in work gear and hard hats pulling down plaster and lath, pulling nails from studs and ripping out ancient insulation.
"I didn't know you had an all woman crew." I said in surprise.
"Oh, I don't. I have a few guys, but for the most part it's women." She answered, stepping aside to let another load of trash head for the dumpster.
"I was thinking. Do you mind if I come out and take some pictures during the transformation?"
"No I don't mind. It's your property. Just don't expect to take a lot of shots like you did of my little sister." She said with a stern look.
"About that. First I didn't know she was your sister, and second...well...It really was her idea." I said defensively.
"Wanting you to take pictures, yeah I can see that, but her idea to get naked like that? That's defiantly not something she would think of. At least I didn't think so."
"Her idea...Honest." I said, holding my hands up. "I don't want to cause issues between you or with me. If I had known I would have put the kibosh on it long before it got to where it did."
"Oh? Just how far did it go?" She asked, turning angrily toward me.
"You better ask her. I'm not getting in the middle of this."
"You already ARE in the middle of this." She said hotly, the whole crew stopping to stare at us.
"I didn't do anything she didn't ask me to. If you don't believe me, ask her." I said sharply. "I'm not in the habit of telling other people what I do with others, and that includes sisters!" I shot at her before turning on my heel and storming out of the house.
I slammed the car door and threw gravel as I spun my Traverse around, accelerating angrily down the drive. How the hell was I supposed to know that she was Sunny's sister, and when did it become my business to police someone else's actions? Hell, it was her idea...The pictures and the sex!
********
I was finally cooled down by the time I got back to the shop. I walked in to find Tina sitting on a stool in the studio area, her Nikon mounted to a tripod, taking pictures of herself.
"HI. Just trying some of the things you said about light." She said, getting off the stool to go wind her camera.
"I see." I said as I headed through to the back. I pulled the new Digital Canon off the shelf, twisted on a lens and then dug around for the wireless remote. Once I had it snapped on I carried it out and handed it to her. "Here. Try this. You won't need to use the self timer." I told her as she took the camera from me.
"Thanks! This is super!" She said as she unmounted the Nikon and started transferring the quick release base to the Canon. I smiled as I headed back to the rear of the shop, leaving her as excited as a kid at Christmas.
I spent the next hour making calls and figuring out quotes for some commercial jobs. My stomach finally told me it was lunch time. I wondered if Tina had eaten yet and got out of my chair, stretching toward the ceiling before walking through the curtain and into the studio. I froze in my tracks when I saw Tina standing in front of the chair, tossing her skirt off to the side, her blouse unbuttoned and swinging free, her extremely tiny panties hidden from my view only by the pantyhose she wore.
"What are you doing?" I asked incredulously.
"What? Just taking some pictures." She answered with a grin. "Wanna watch?"
"What... watch you get undressed?"
"Well, not all the way!" She said as she sat back down and picked the remote back up. She leaned back on the stool and let the blouse spread apart, exposing her lacy half cup bra that barely covered her breasts up over the top of her nipples, little half-moons of her large dark areola showing above the top of the pink lace as it squeezed and lifted her breasts into two creamy orbs with a full dark crevice between them that invited being stared at.
"It's a bit public for these kind of pictures." I said after the camera flashed again and I shook my head back into reality.
"Oh phoo. My bikini shows a lot more than this!" She said as she shrugged off the blouse and lifted one leg into the air before hitting the remote again.
"Tina. This isn't the place for this." I objected.
She put her leg down and looked around. "Where else can I do it?" She complained.
"I don't know, but not here." I said. "Now would you please put your clothes back on before someone comes in?"
"Awww. If you insist." She said, climbing off the stool and slipping her blouse back onto her shoulders. She walked over and picked up her skirt and then continued toward me until she was standing barely a foot in front of me. Dropping her skirt at her feet she reached up to her bra and hooked a finger in each cup. "Wanna see more?" She asked teasingly, tugging at the cups and sliding her fingers back and forth between her obviously hard nipples and the lacy material . She was being quite successful at making each hard nipple peek out and then disappearing again as she teased both of us. "Or don't you like how I look?"
"I think you look very nice. Now please, get dressed."
"ohhhh Ok sweetie, if you insist. But I really don't feel like wearing this anymore right now." She said as she shrugged her blouse off again, letting it slide down her arms until it dropped to the floor at her feet. She reached behind her back and I saw the cups spring loose and hang, barely covering her breasts, supported only by the two small loops over her shoulders. She slowly pulled each shoulder strap off, holding the cups in place with her arms until the straps were hanging loosely at her elbows. With a little grin she straightened her arms down by her sides, letting the cups fall away, her bra sliding down her arms until it fell free to the floor. Her breasts were a nice size, easily a full C cup, and while they needed some support to hold the shape they had been sporting moments before, they were still extremely sexy looking breasts.
"Tina!" I said, shocked.
"Oh come on. I know you've been checking out my tits ever since I interviewed. Go ahead. You can play with them if you want." She said. Lifting her hands up over her head and stepping closer to me. I backed up two steps until I was stopped by the corner of the counter while she stepped one more step toward me, gently pressing her breasts against my chest. "How 'bout it? Wanna play with them?" She asked seductively, dropping her hands down to my shoulders and slowly sliding them down my arms. I felt her hands find my hands and pull them gently toward her chest as she leaned her face toward mine, sucking my lower lip into her mouth and moaning softly. "God I'm so horny. I wish you'd just take me right here and fuck my brains out!"
"Tina! What about your husband?" I objected as she rubbed her nose across mine, preparing to give me another kiss.
"It's ok." She whispered. "He won't be home until tomorrow. We have plenty of time."
I gently pushed my hands against where she was holding them, using her soft tits as a handle to back her away from me. "I don't think this is right." I said quietly as she let go of my hands.
"Your mouth says no, but your cock says hell yes." She whispered, grabbing my hard on through my pants with one hand and trying to undo my belt with the other.
"Stop! Tina! Stop. This isn't the place or the time for this." I said, grabbing her hands and pulling them from me. "I'm going to get some lunch. I'll... I'll be back in a bit." I said breathlessly, taking a step sideways to clear her.
I finally made it out of the shop and walked quickly down the street to the small pizza place around the corner. "What the hell got into her?" I muttered to myself as I sat and waited for the waitress to come take my order. I had to admit that she had me horribly turned on, and when the waitress came over I couldn't help but stare at how well she filled out her shirt while I ordered.
My pizza finally came, the cute waitress giving me a pleasant smile as she set down my food. By the time I had eaten I felt almost back to normal. I hoped that Tina would be back to normal by the time I got back as well...or at least hoping that how she was behaving wasn't normal, or it was going to be tough to work with her. I hadn't seen any indication of this kind of thing when I interviewed her or in the last several days she had been working with me. I really had no idea what came over her.
"Tina?" I called when I walked into the shop. She was nowhere to be seen so I assumed she was in the back. I stepped through the curtain and found her, sitting in her desk chair, one foot up on the desk, her blouse on, but spread wide around her bare tits and her skirt pulled up to her waist, nothing on below that but her heels.
"Ohhh god. I'm sorry!" She mumbled, pulling her wet fingers out of her pussy and putting her leg down. "I'm just so horny. I'm sorry." She said again as she closed her blouse and buttoned it with shaking hands.
I sat down at my computer station and tried to work on photos from a recent wedding, the scent of sex in the office driving me to distraction.
"Scott." She said quietly. "I want to apologize. I really don't know what came over me."
"It's ok." I answered without looking.
"You're not going to fire me, are you? I really do need this job."
"No. I'm not going to fire you." I answered. "Why don't you get the studio set up. We have that couple coming in shortly for portraits."
"Yes sir." She said meekly, getting up from the chair and walking out of the office.
I sat and worked a little longer, expecting her to come back in. When she didn't I stepped to the curtain and looked out, shocked to see her sitting with her skirt pulled up, taking pictures of her fingers stuffed into her pussy.
"Tina! Damn! It's public out here! You can't do that kind of thing in the main studio!" I said angrily as I walked out. I turned off the camera and pulled it off the tripod. "Now wash your hands and try to look professional." I said sending her toward the office with a push.
"Yes. Sorry. I really don't know...." She started to say as she walked toward the office.
"Not now. We'll talk about this later." I said in irritation. I followed her into the back and put the camera on the shelf and got my hasselblad out, fitting it with the lens I needed and a remote. I was adjusting the lights and tripod when Tina came back out, her dress and blouse fixed and her hair brushed back into place.
"I'm really sorry. I just took one more picture, and then ...well...another and another. I don't know what came over me." She said, leaning herself as close to me as she could.
"It's ok. Let's just concentrate on this shoot." I said quietly as the couple came in the door of the shop, a large garment bag carried over his arm.
"Hi. Scott?" The guy said, holding out a hand.
"Yes. You must be Roger and this lovely woman must be your wife Angie?" I said with a smile.
"Yes. Thank you." She said, blushing a bit.
"So tell me what you're looking for in a portrait."
"We need a formal portrait. Suit and gown. That kind of thing." He answered.
"Sure thing. There are dressing rooms in the back for you to change in." I said. My assistant Tina will show you where."
"Thanks!" He said, leading his wife along by the hand as he followed Tina.
I busied myself with the lights, just killing time, until the two returned, him in a dark suit and the wife in a long strapless purple gown. I got them situated in front of a mountain background scene and took several pictures, adjusting their poses, sitting, standing with each other, that kind of thing. Tina watched closely how I worked with the couple through the whole process. I changed to a mottled gray-blue background and shot several more. Finally I pulled the green screen down, allowing me to put anything I want on their background. After shooting a number of shots I allowed Tina to take a few, just to see how she applied what she had been learning. With the shoot done I loaded the images onto the system in the studio for them to view proofs.
I had the two seated at the table and started showing them the images we shot to ensure that I had captured what they intended.
"Scott. This would be a really good shot for that new brochure you were talking about. Do you mind if I take a couple shots for that?"
"No. That's fine." I said absently as I made a few adjustments to one image the couple liked. "Just make sure that you get a release signed." I called as she disappeared into the back.
"So. Here is what we have so far. This one with you two standing looks about the best." I said, turning the screen to show both of them, the flash from Tina's camera washing the screen out for a second.
"Yeah. That looks pretty good. But we still kind of look like roommates, not husband and wife." Angie said with a frown. "Can we make it look a bit more intimate?"
"We can if you want."
"Yeah. I do."
"Ok. Let's go back over and try a few more." I said, pulling the card from the computer to put back in the camera. Tina shot a few more as I reset the stage and got the two of them sitting on an antique loveseat, their bodies pressed together gently.
"Ok. now. Look at each other. More like you're lovers." I said with a chuckle. "Yeah. That's better. " I said as I clicked the shutter. "Now hold hands more." I said, walking to the couple and sliding their clasped hands into her lap a bit father. "Are you ok Angie? You look a bit flushed."
"I'm fine. Just a bit warm suddenly. Must be the lights." She said. "Let's just keep going."
"Ok." I said with a shrug. Tilt your head a bit to the left. No a tad more. Look into his eyes more. Yeah...there you go." I said as I took the picture.
"Now. Why don't you sit on his lap." I said, stepping around the camera again to take her hand. I helped her up and then had Roger turn slightly before setting her back on his lap. "Now look down into his eyes." I said. "Roger. You need to hold her hand. No upright. Yeah, now interlace your fingers. Yeah... Just like that. Angie... Look like you're about to kiss him...Uh huh. Oh yeah. Perfect." I said as I clicked off several quick shots as she leaned ever closer to him.
I was almost surprised when she pressed her lips to his, softly kissing him with a very sensual wet kiss.
"Honey?" Roger breathed when she finally broke the kiss nearly a minute later.
"Sorry...Just got carried away I guess." She said. "It is a bit warm in here, isn't it?" She added, fanning herself slightly with her hands.
"I'm not surprised, after that kiss." Tina whispered from behind me. "That even made me hot."
"So let's go look at these." I said, trying to shift the direction of the conversation. I pulled the card from the camera and walked back to the computer. Instead of sitting on the other chair, Angie sat down on her husband's lap, clasping one of his hands into her lap.
"So here is what we have now." I said, flicking up the images one at a time that we had just taken. She wanted intimate, and there was no doubt that these were definitely that. In one shot you could see her lips part slightly, her eyes sparkling as their faces were inches from each other.
"That's perfect." She whispered.
I looked over and saw her pulling her husband's hand up the front of her dress, clearly aiming it for her partially exposed chest.
"I wish I had brought something a bit more revealing though. Wouldn't it be sexy for me to sit on your lap in just my underwear and be unbuttoning your shirt?" She said to her husband.
"Angie?" He asked in surprise.
"I'd like to see that picture. I bet you would too." She whispered to her husband. "I bet you'd like to see a lot more than that too. Wouldn't it be hot to have pictures of us making love?"
"Um. I think we're done here. If you want to go change I'll print a few proofs of the good ones here." I said loudly, pulling their attention back to the fact that they were not alone.
"Um Yeah." Angie said, getting of her husband's lap.
I shook my head as the two got up and started back to the changing room in the back of the office.
"Um. Does he take pictures of women dressed in ...well...less than dresses?" I heard her ask Tina.
"Sometimes." Tina answered quietly before Angie walked away.
"Good lord." I muttered as I framed the images and sent them to the dye sublimation printer in the back. I was beginning to wonder if the whole world had gone sex crazy today.
I waited for them to come back out of the changing room and for the printer to finish. The computer popped up the message that the images were printed and I walked to the office to get them while Tina folded and put away drapes and shut off the flood lights in the studio area.



"OH YES! GOD YES! That's it!" I heard a female voice moan as I stepped through the curtain. I froze in my tracks at the view in front of me. Angie was kneeling on the chair, turned to face out, the curtain of the changing room wide open, Angie's bare tits hanging over the back. Her bare tits swung wildly as she held onto the chair, her husband standing behind her, his pants around his ankles, slapping his hips against her apparently bare ass as he fucked her. "That's it sweetie! Fuck me hard! God yes! Give it all to me!" She said, staring straight at me.
I stood there, staring at her, and her swinging tits as he stood behind her, head tipped back and his eyes closed while he pounded into her pussy from behind. Part of me wanted to leave, part of me wanted to stop them and part of me, for reasons I couldn't quite comprehend at the moment, wanted to stand and watch as my cock slowly grew harder in my pants.
"OH fuck yes! I'm going to cum! That's it! OHHHHH GOD YES!" She cried loudly, closing her eyes and grabbing at one of her tits while her whole body trembled and shook on the chair.
She opened her eyes and stared straight at me, mouthing the words "I want to fuck you." While her husband groaned loudly, apparently emptying his cum into her hot pussy.
I shook my head and backed out of the curtain, not at all sure what to do next.
"Are they about dressed?" Tina asked from across the room where she sat on the love seat, flipping through a photography catalog.
"Uh. Soon." I answered her as I dropped back into the seat at the desk. I flipped through the images that I had taken. There was a definite difference in her demeanor between the first and second shoot, but I was at a loss to explain any of it. For all I knew she was a split personality and the "other" her had come out.
Having waited what I hoped was long enough, I got up again and headed into the back room to get their prints. The curtain was still open and her husband, already dressed, was facing away from me. Angie was slipping the dress she had worn in back on, but obviously without any underwear of any kind. She stared straight at me as she zipped it up the side and then gently hefted each of her breasts to settle them into the top of the dress. She smiled a tiny little grin as her husband finished putting the dress and suit into the garment bag.
"I have your proofs when you're ready." I said as I pulled the pages from the printer and carried them to the paper cutter.
"I'll meet you out front." Her husband said as he picked up the bag and walked through the curtain, leaving his wife to put her shoes on.
She stepped into the heels and then lifted one foot at a time onto the chair, making sure her dress bunched around her hips and exposed her completely bare and obviously sopping wet pussy to me.
"You know. I'd really be interested in having you take a few more...private...pictures of me some time." She said as she stepped over to me and wrapped one arm around me and placed her free hand on my again hardening cock.
"That might not be a good idea." I choked as she squeezed my cock.
"Ohhh I think it would be a wonderful idea. Just think of how I would look as I took off everything I was wearing. Teasing you. Playing with you, until you couldn't wait any more and ravaged my naked body."
"I think your husband might object to that." I answered her.
"I doubt it. As long as he gets it like he just did I doubt he'll complain. He always wanted me to be a little more...bold."
"Well, that was bold." I answered as she unzipped my pants and slipped her hand inside my pants.
"Hmmmmm you have a nice big cock too. I bet it would feel good inside me."
"Well, I think we'll not do that just now." I said, tugging her hand out of my pants.
"Ok. But soon." She said with a giggle, turning to walk out while I zipped my pants and picked the pictures up again.
I followed her out a few moments later with the proofs and sat down with them at the table. She scooted over until her thigh was pressing against mine as we looked at the selected proofs and filled out the order for how many prints of each were needed. I handed the sheet to Tina, who took it, and Roger, over the counter to run his credit card.
"You sure you don't want me to just fuck you right here?" She whispered, reaching into my lap and playing with my hard cock through my pants.
"I'm quite sure." I answered hoarsely.
"Too bad." She whispered as she got up and walked to where her coat was. She slipped it on facing me, making sure to squeeze her tits together with her arms in the process before buttoning it back up.
I watched the two leave arm in arm out the front door, thinking that there were a lot of odd people in the world. Tina locked the door after them and then walked briskly across the room toward me.
"Come with me." She said as she grabbed my hand and pulled me out of my chair and practically dragged me into the office area. She pulled me toward her desk chair, a rolling chair with no arms, and turned me around, pushing me back into it. "I don't care. I just can't wait any longer." She said as she stepped across me so she was straddling my lap facing me. She sat down on my lap, her fingers frantically unbuttoning her blouse. "After watching those two fucking you have to be as horny as I am. God I need to be fucked so bad." She said as she shrugged the blouse off, letting it slide down her arms.
She reached for my head and gently pulled me toward her, as she leaned toward me, aiming one of her tits toward my face. "Please tell me you like to suck on tits." She breathed heavily.
As turned on as I was from the last hour I just didn't care anymore. I reached up and cupped one breast in each hand and aimed her right nipple at my mouth, sucking as much as I could of her breast into my mouth as I swirled my tongue around and around her hard nipple.
"Ohhhhhhhhh thank god yesssss." She hissed as she let go of my head and pushed her hands down between us. I could feel her undoing my pants and trying to get her hands into them.
"Here." I said, letting go of her tit for a minute as I reached down and lifted myself off the chair a few inches. She stood over me and pushed my pants down over my ass and then between her legs until she had them nearly to my knees, my rock hard cock sticking straight up at her.
"Ohhhhh God that looks good. Don't move. Just stay like that." She said as she stepped back off me. She unzipped the back of her skirt and let it fall down her legs, stepping out of it and leaving her in nothing but her heels. She quickly stepped back toward me, her tight brown curls pressing against the head of my cock as she moved closer. She looked down between us and reached for my cock, rubbing the head between her lips as she lifted herself on tip toes.
"Ohhhhh god." I groaned as she slowly lowered herself down, her hot pussy enveloping me inch by inch until she was sitting on my lap again.
"Oooooooo. Shit yes!" she squeaked as my head hit the end of her tunnel. She reached for my shoulders to steady herself while I reached back to her tits again, squeezing and playing with them while she started to lift herself up and down slowly on my shaft. "Ohhhh god what a cock. I've been wanting this all afternoon. Soooo big and soooo hard."
"Uhhhh damn." Was all I could say as she picked up her pace, her ass slapping down against my lap loudly with each stroke.
"oh god...oh yes..oh god...damn. I'm gonna...cum already.." She panted as she bounced, the feeling of her hot pussy and the view of her bouncing tits in front of my face driving my body quickly toward climax.
"You're gonna make me cum!" I grunted, trying to hold back.
"Good! I want it!" Was all she said as her body dissolved into sporadic bounces, her legs trembling uncontrollably.
I let go of her tits and reached for her ass, lifting her slightly off my lap so I could pump my cock up into her. I started banging wildly up into her, our bodies slapping together and her tits bouncing wildly.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" She screamed over and over as I drove up into her, the impact almost lifting her off her heels slightly.
"AHHHHHGGGG!" I shouted as my body jerked and spasmed, my engorged cock squirting the first shot of hot cum into her pussy. Time and again my body jerked, unloading more and more of my juice into her as she sat on me, her whole body twitching and shaking while her chest heaved for breath.
"Ohmygodohmygodohmygod." She panted quietly as the shakes subsided to be replaced with only an occasional twitch or shudder.
"Geez." I gasped, my mind finally starting to come back to reality and the fact that I had just fucked my new employee.
She looked down at me and reached for my face, tipping my head back and lowering her face to mine. She kissed me softly and gently, her lips hot and wet against mine. "Soooo good." She whispered, her lips gently brushing mine while she talked. "Thank you so much. I really really wanted and needed that."
"I'm a bit worried." I whispered back.
"About what?"
"You're married...And you work for me." I whispered as her lips brushed across mine again.
"You don't tell I won't." She answered.
"I'm not in the habit of having sex with other men's wives." I whispered, my hands slowly roaming up and down her back and bare ass.
"Maybe you should. You're really really good at it."
"I don't think that was the point."
"I know. But like I said, you don't tell I won't. Just let me have some of it once in a while and we'll be just fine. Besides you didn't sexually harass me. If anything, I seduced you."
"This could be complicated."
"I don't mind complicated if you don't mind a little sex play and teasing. I do love to tease my men." She whispered.
"How many men do you have?"
"Just two. You and my husband, and he doesn't think I'm all that sexy anymore. You on the other hand get a hard on every time you see my body, so I can guarantee, I'm going to give you plenty of chances to see it." She whispered, breaking into a smile.
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After leaving the shop I headed over to Jack's house, hoping to ask Felicia what she thought I should do about what was turning into a potentially complicated situation with Tina.
"Hey Liesh!" I said as she opened the front door. "Damn!" I said involuntarily.
"You like?" She asked, doing a quick twirl in the translucent sea foam green robe that barely extended below her ass. It was obvious to me that she was completely naked under the robe and my cock almost immediately began responding to the view.
"Uh Yeah! It's...Hell. It's real sexy. But won't Jack get upset with you wearing that in front of me?"
"Oh what a spoil sport." She said as she closed the door behind me. "Jack won't be home for a couple hours yet. He called and said he had to work some overtime. So what's so important you needed to talk to me sweetie?" She asked, hooking her arm in mine and steering me toward the sofa.
"Well." I said dropping onto the sofa. "I gotta figure out what to do about Tina." I told her as she sat down on the end of the sofa, twisting herself around so that she was laying propped against the padded arm, her bare legs sticking across me, her knees hooked over my lap.
"In what way?" She asked as I rested my hands on her legs.
"Well. I hired her. She seemed to be a really nice, solid woman. No real issues the first few days she worked for me. Super fast with the paperwork, got things caught up real nice, so I started letting her read some books and gave her my old Nikon to play with in the down times. Then all of a sudden today I find her sitting in the studio taking pictures of herself half naked. I try to put a stop to it and she starts coming on to me like a freight train. We had clients due, so I sent her in the back to get cleaned up, and when I went back she was sitting nearly naked fingering herself. I mean damn." I told her, my fingers idly stroking her calf.
"So what happened then?" She asked quietly
"Well, our clients came, a nice couple. We started doing portraits, and the wife wants some more intimate ones, which we do. I send them in the back to change and then find them screwing in the changing room. I mean they were banging away when I went back to the printer, and she seemed actually pleased for me to watch her getting screwed."
"That must have been hot."
"Oh hell yes. Well, after they left, Tina locked the door and drug me into the back and...well...yeah, when she sat on my lap I gave in and screwed her. Hell, it seems like half the women I deal with lately have wanted to undress in front of me. What the hell is it about me?"
"It's not just you, sweetie. Yesterday I came home from work and felt like a hot shower. I got out when the doorbell rang. I just wrapped the towel around myself and went to answer it. It was the UPS guy needing me to sign for a package." She said quietly. "I just couldn't help myself. I let go of the towel when he handed me the pad and let it fall off, leaving me standing there completely naked in front of him. I'd never done anything like that before but it felt sooooo hot and sexy. After he left I barely had to touch myself and I was climaxing like crazy. And today? Well, today I went to work in that short little black skirt and didn't wear any panties. None at all. I came home so horny you can't believe it. In fact." She said as she reached for the remote and flicked the TV on. "I was about to try and relieve some of that pressure. How would you like to help me?"
I looked at the TV and realized that she had a porn video of two women going at it hot and heavy playing. When I looked back the almost translucent robe was pulled apart and her entire body was exposed. She lifted one leg off my lap, sticking it high in the air and then swinging it over my head and resting it on the back of the sofa so her pussy was spread and completely exposed, her lips glistening wet with her moisture.
"I really don't know what it is, but the last few days I have felt sooo sexy and hot. I want you to make me cum. I want to feel your hands on my body and your tongue on my pussy. I've always had this little fantasy of you making me cum. How about you do it for me today?" She asked, scooting down farther on the sofa.
"I'm not sure Jack would be so happy about that." I said as I stared at her spread pussy.
"Oh... It's not like I'm fucking you. I just want you to touch and lick me. It'll be our little secret." She said huskily. "Please? I really can't wait any more. I just have to cum soon."
"I don't think this is a good idea." I answered, shaking my head.
"Ohhhhhh Please?" She begged, one hand sliding down her stomach to her pussy, her finger sliding easily into her wet tunnel. "Maybe just touch my body while I do it then?" She moaned as her finger started sliding in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhh god I wish this was your cock. I've always wanted to see your cock." She breathed heavily. "How about letting me see it. I know it's hard. I can feel it." She said, sliding her leg up until her foot could rub on my rock hard shaft in my pants.
"You want to see my cock?" I asked surprised.
"Yes. Just let me look at it. Come on sweetie. We've been friends a long time. You're seeing me naked. How about letting me see too?"
"Ohhhhh come on. Please? It'll be our secret. I promise!" She cooed.
Hell, I must not have been thinking straight any more, watching her work her finger in and out of her pussy, but her plea got to me, and I unzipped my pants and pulled my hard cock out for her to see.
"Pull 'em down farther. Let me see all of it." She coaxed, using her foot to try and push my pants down my legs.
I lifted myself off the sofa slightly and pushed my pants and underwear down over my ass until I had them to my mid thigh, my cock sticking straight in the air, bouncing slightly with each of my pounding heartbeats.
"Oh god... What a fantastic looking cock!" She moaned, stuffing a second finger into her pussy. "Touch my titties please. Play with my hard nipples."
"Ok." I whispered, leaning over toward her and reaching to gently stroke one of her soft tits.
"Ohhh yes. Mmmmmm. Kiss it. I want to feel your lips on it." She coaxed. I lifted her leg off the back of the sofa and back onto my lap as she moved her other leg off the sofa to keep her legs spread for her hand. I leaned over toward her, laying myself in the gap between her body and the back of the sofa, reaching my body up and finally having to slide toward her a bit farther to get my mouth to reach her breast.
"Ohhhhh God yes." She gasped as I gently sucked her right nipple into my mouth, flicking my tongue around it. I could feel the back of her hand bumping against my cock where it lay resting against the inside of her thigh, cradled in the junction of where her leg met her body.
"Hmmmm God I can feel your cock." She whispered in a half moan, her fingers sliding wetly along the length of my cock. I felt her hand close around it and stroke it several times before sliding it over to rest between her lips, the side of my shaft pressed against her hard clit.
"Ohhhhhh yes. I like that." She cooed as she rocked her hips, sliding her clit along my cock. "So hard. So big." She moaned as she worked harder and harder against it, her hand pulling me tightly to her pussy.
I licked circles around her nipple as I sucked the end of her tit and her whole areola into my mouth. I started to grasp her nipple with my teeth and tug it gently, letting it slip from between them.
"OH FUCK!" She moaned loudly, pressing my cock to her pussy as she used my hip for leverage to lift herself off the sofa, stroking farther and farther along my rigid cock.
I felt her palm cup over my engorged head as she pushed me against her, her lips sliding all the way up my shaft until they started lapping around my head. The sensations had me slowly bucking my hips in time with her motions, the two of us rubbing our most sensitive spots against each other.
I wasn't sure if it was because I slid down a little or if she lifted a little farther, but I felt my head engage into her pussy more fully and then as she came down and I pushed up, drive fully and deeply into her hot wet tunnel.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" She cried loudly as my engorged head drove up into her. She continued to hump her hips, as I did in time with hers, the two of us now openly fucking and driving ourselves closer and closer to climax.
"Yes yes! Oh god yes. OHHHHH I've wanted this for so long. Fuck me baby. Give me the whole thing!" She moaned loudly as I continued to suck on her tit, nibbling her nipple while I reached down to her pussy and pushed her hand away, my fingers stroking her wet clit. "OHHHHHH SHIT!" she screamed as her whole body tensed, her pussy convulsing around me as I continued to stroke up into her. I humped my hips harder and harder into her, my cock nearly ready to explode.
"Oh god." I grunted as I tried to drive into her one last time before I came, my cock accidently sliding out of her and sliding along her pussy until it stuck in the air between her legs. My body convulsed and my cock spewed the first shot of hot cum up in the air, dropping back down as a long creamy string that landed on her chest between her tits, just barely missing my head. I rolled away slightly, releasing her tit as shot after shot surged from my cock, covering her chest, stomach and curly pubic hairs with my cum.
"Well, goodness. That was more than a girl could expect." She giggled as she used one finger to draw little circles through my cum.
"I'm sorry. Guess we got a bit carried away." I apologized, feeling a bit guilty.
"Nothing to apologize for sweetie. It's exactly what I wanted and hoped for. The only thing I might have changed was the very end, but we can fix that next time." She cooed, gently stroking my short hair with her free hand. She finally got up after several minutes, letting the robe slide off her arms so she was completely naked. "Now don't go away or cover that sexy cock up." She said as she walked down the hall. She came back a minute later with a washcloth and towel, kneeling in front of me and gently washing me with the warm rag.
Her hand felt wonderful, gently stroking and drying me, taking her time to make sure she got everyplace, and then lowering her face to my lap, engulfing me with her hot mouth.
"Ohhhhhhhh Geez." I groaned as she coaxed me back to hardness with her swirling tongue and gentle sucking. "What if Jack comes home?" I asked with concern.
"He can wait his turn." She answered huskily before going back to sucking on my shaft. She slowly worked my pants down my legs until they were bunched around my ankles, her mouth never stopping its up and down trips along my again hard shaft.
"I think we better stop." I said breathlessly.
"Why is that? Getting all turned on again?" She asked with a grin.
"More than a little." I admitted, looking at her smiling face.
"Good." She answered as she climbed onto the sofa straddling me on her knees. "Because I'm not done with you yet."
"Once wasn't enough?" I asked.
"OH sweetie. A dozen times might be enough. Did I ever tell you that before Jack and I got married that I used to fantasize about getting married to you and having you fuck me in my wedding dress?"
"No." I answered, thinking back to all the times the three of us hung out in high school and during summer breaks from college. I had dated her pretty heavily in high school and I had wondered if the two of us would have stayed a couple if we had ended up going to the same college. As much as I was attracted to her, it was clear Jack had more opportunity going to the same college she did.
"Uh huh. I used to cum alone in bed at night, dreaming that my fingers were your cock. Remember the senior prom?"
"Yeah. How could I forget?" I answered, images of her in that strapless formal gown flooding back. I really wanted to get her alone enough to pull it down to see those tits, or more, but couldn't seem to get her free of her girlfriends. But now those same tits were hanging in front of my face naked.
"Did you know I didn't wear any panties at all that night. I didn't want you to have anything in your way if you decided to try and play with me. God I wanted you to play with me too. But Ginny just wasn't going to let me do that. She was determined that we should wait until we got married." Felicia said as she aimed my cock at her pussy and slowly sank down on it again, leaning her body toward mind until her gentle kisses brushed against my cheek.
"Scott...We never did get married, but I'm glad I'm finally getting to fuck you!" She moaned softly in my ear.
"OH lord. I always wanted to feel you like this." I groaned as she started slowly lifting herself up and down my shaft.
She gently tipped my head up until she could lean her face to mine, softly kissing my lips and breathing heavily into my mouth as her pace gradually quickened.
"Ohhhhhh god you feel so good." She moaned, her lips brushing mine. "I can't believe I'm doing this. You feel so incredible inside me. I feel like I'm going to explode with your so big and fat cock in me."
"You feel pretty incredible too." I answered breathlessly. "Too bad we didn't get the chance to do this in a wedding dress."
"Ohhhhhh god. Just the thought of that sends tingles up and down from my pussy to my tits."
"You sure it's not just my hands?" I asked as I gave both her hard nipples a squeeze.
"UH! God no. but you can keep doing that too. Damn. I think I'm... gonna...CUM!" She squealed suddenly, her whole body jerking and shaking as she flopped down hard on my cock. I continued to squeeze and tweak her nipples while she kissed me, her urgent kisses and panting breath driving me crazy.
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard!" She begged when she finally broke the minutes long kiss. "Fuck me like you would have that night of the prom!"
"Ok." I answered, gently pushing her up and off of me. I stood up and shuffled around to the back of the sofa, pulling her along with me. She smiled when she realized what I had in mind. She bent over the sofa and spread her legs as she pushed her pussy out at me.
"Take me! Fuck me like you would have if you could have gotten me alone in that stairwell!" She practically begged.
I stepped up behind her and pressed my cock into her sopping pussy, drawing a long slow groan from both of us. "OH god yes." I groaned as I started plunging my cock its full length in and out of her hot velvety tunnel.
"That's it baby! Fuck me hard! Give me all of that wonderful cock!" Felicia cried as I slapped my hips against her ass, her whole body shaking with each impact. I looked up from her ass and could see that she was watching our reflection in the mirrored glass doors of the entertainment center. I could see her smiling as she watched me now watching her tits swinging wildly. "You like the way they look don't you? Tell me you love seeing my big tits swinging like this!"
"Fuck yes!" I grunted as I watched her tits in the mirror, my cock swelling inside her, getting ready to climax. I looked over at the TV briefly and saw two young ladies lying on a sofa, a long double headed dildo sliding back and forth between them.
"Oh fuck. You're going to make me cum again! Do you want me to cum again with you? Do you want to feel my climax squeeze your cock and feel my juices around your shaft?"
"AWWWW SHIT!" I cried as my body jerked, driving my cock the full length of her tunnel and smashing my head against her cervix. I could feel the squirt of cum push out and fill around me inside her.
"oh Oh OH!" She screamed, her cries echoing off the walls as her body jerked and twitched in yet another climax. "OH SHIT OH SHIT!" She screamed, reaching for a pillow and muffling her own cries as she lay over the back of the sofa, her legs sticking out and her head lying on the sofa cushions, her whole body shuddering and twitching.
"Oh god. Sweet lord." She panted, slowly pushing herself up so her feet could touch the ground again. "God, I had no idea I could come so many times or so hard." She said, as she reached for the towel she laid on the sofa. She grabbed it and then twisted herself around, gently pushing me back and using the towel to cover her sopping pussy. "God I feel like I have a flood in me." She said with a girlish giggle. "I don't know who put more in there, you or me."
"Well, after today, I don't know that I had all that much more to go." I answered as I shuffled around the sofa again.
"Damn." She giggled, pulling the towel away and looking at the huge wet spot on it.
"Well. It was good." I said, pulling my pants up to my thighs.
"Wait!" She said, running around the end of the sofa like a giddy little girl. "Don't put that away yet."
"What you want more?" I asked in surprise.
"No, silly. I want to clean you off again." She said as she reached for the wet cloth lying on the sofa. She knelt down and gently washed and dried me one more time before giving me several gentle kisses as she pulled my pants up and finally covered my limp cock. "I hope it gets to visit again soon." She said quietly, reaching for her robe before standing up. "Be right back." She added before disappearing down the hall.
She came back a few minutes later wearing a normal robe, flashing it open for me to see she was still naked under it.
"So you never did answer my question." I said as I sat back down next to her while she stopped the DVD and turned off the TV. "What do I do about Tina?"
"Well, I really don't know what might have changed. Hell, I don't know what's come over me. This is the most normal I've felt in almost a week. I mean I've been walking around thinking about flashing good looking guys all over town. I haven't, thank god, but I've sure thought about it. Hell, you making me cum so many times seems to have taken that out of me for now at least."
"So I'm just supposed to ignore it? I mean she's a really good worker and she's been trying hard to learn more. It's just that I can't have her doing that kind of thing in the studio."
"But it's ok for her to do it elsewhere? I didn't ever hear you say that you didn't like the fact that she seduced you, only that she did it in public."
"Well, she is married and I don't want any trouble." I replied. "But she is sexy."
"Well. Just like us. You're both adults. It's up to her what she tells her husband. But if she instigated it, why fight it. Hell, especially the way you fuck. God I don't understand why none of your girlfriends haven't taken you off the market. You're cock feels absolutely incredible inside me."
"What about Jack?"
"Oh sweetie...Jack doesn't hold a candle to what you do!" She answered.
"That wasn't what I meant." I said, blushing a little.
"You mean what am I going to tell him? Nothing. Not a thing. This is between us and it will stay with us. Ok?"
"Ok." I answered a bit guiltily. "I just feel like I'm betraying him a bit."
"Wanna know a secret? You remember Ginny? Well, two years ago I found out they had been secretly meeting every couple months for a little tryst. I guess if he can fuck my best friend and keep it secret from me he doesn't have much room to complain if I do. Alright?"
"I suppose. I guess I better go before he gets home."
"You don't have to. I mean there's still time for one more go around if you want." She said, stroking my face with her fingers.
"No. I don't want to push my luck." I answered as I got up.
"Ok." She said, standing up and wrapping her arms around my neck. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me gently. "You know. I think we would have made a great couple if we had stayed together."
"I think so too." I whispered back. She let go and followed me to the door, giving me one more kiss before I headed out.
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I know opposites attract, but unfortunately they don't always have a tendency to play nice together. That was pretty much the story with my wife and me. We love each other but over our twenty years of marital unbliss we argued, fought and nit-picked our way to a divorce. Not that we don't love each other, but we realized that we just couldn't live together; and with our only daughter away at college with no plans to return "home", we decided it was time to go our separate ways.
We're still very good friends, which is probably what makes our divorce unusual. I care a lot about her, and I want her to be happy, and I know that no matter how hard I tried I could never quite change myself into what she needed or wanted.
It was actually the day before our twentieth anniversary that I got the final papers in the mail. That turned out to be a tough year. Six months later the company I worked for as an engineer was bought out by an international organization and the engineering department was hacked from thirty development and manufacturing engineers to two....yep two. And no, I wasn't one of them. After eight months of looking I gave up and took a job as a high security courier. My new job was about as far from engineering as you could get. I drove around the country picking up and delivering extremely valuable and extremely "hot" packages. That's what I was doing as I headed down I-44, carrying a very expensive and delicate piece of equipment in my practically armored truck. It didn't look like an armored truck. In fact, it looked very ordinary, which was exactly the intent.
And the day was an ordinary one as well...sunny, not too hot, mid afternoon. The kind of day that makes you sleepy as you drive. But then, when you are driving for a living you're supposed to not get sleepy and distracted. You're supposed to be aware of your surroundings at all times, which was exactly why I was running at only sixty two in a seventy, intentionally not getting close to the truck ahead of me. The way he was floating from line to line in his lane I had no intention of getting between him and the concrete barrier separating the steep downhill side of the interstate from the equally steep uphill side.
I followed that truck at my reduced speed waiting for a straighter more open stretch of road to pass it. Unfortunately the limo behind me wasn't as cautious and decided to try and zip past the both of us. I don't know if the driver was stupid, inexperienced, tired or just plain had a death wish, but trying to pass a flatbed semi loaded with sixty thousand pounds of stainless steel, slowly floating across the lane divider was definitely one of the above. I saw it happen even before the two vehicles touched, and I was on my brakes slowing down even before the right front fender of the limo bounced off the left front wheel of the semi. The limo, being significantly lighter, bounced away, pounding its left front fender into the concrete barrier. A really good driver could have caught it and held it along the barrier, but the barrier did exactly what it was designed to do. It tossed the front of the car about a foot into the air and then bounced it back onto the lane rather than letting it cross over into oncoming traffic.
Had it just been the limo it might have just made a nasty mess of its fender and then careened over to the shoulder and down into the long grass embankment. Unfortunately there was that pesky truck. When the limo hit the tire, it caused the front wheels to be pushed into a tight left turn. After bouncing back off the barrier there wasn't anywhere for the limo to go except into the truck again, making the problem even worse. The tractor of the truck was pushed at a harder angle, digging the front bumper into the concrete, turning it completely sideways. The limo, completely out of control, slid on an angle under the trailer, loaded with six huge foot diameter stainless steel ingots that were probably ten feet or longer.
I watched in horror as the tires of the trailer blew, rocking it back toward the limo, the round steel ingots breaking tie downs not rated to hold that kind of load through that kind of maneuver and rolling off the trailer onto the limo, practically crushing it flat. By the time the two vehicles stopped moving they were pressed into one nasty mass of bent and tangled steel.
Two more cars, paying much less attention to the road than I was, smashed into the mess and one more creamed into the back of my truck, almost pushing me into the carnage. This went from bad to worse as the fuel from the leaking diesel tanks on the semi started to burn as it flowed down the steep slope ahead of us.
I bailed out of my truck and ran to one vehicle after another, checking to see how many, and how badly, people were injured. My long training as a volunteer fire fighter and first responder kicked in, driving me methodically to assess and sort; and determine who needed immediate help and who could wait. Thanks to the modern safety device called the airbag, all of the vehicles except the limo appeared miraculously to be only minor injuries and a few possible broken bones. Nothing particularly life threatening.
I had no illusions that the limo would fare as well. A quick look told me that the area where the driver's seat used to be was uninhabitable. I tried peer into the crushed space and saw enough to tell me that the driver didn't make it. Now all that was left was to find out if any passengers made it. I climbed onto the trunk and peered into the back window and was surprised to see that there was a surprising amount of space still survivable, but I didn't see anyone in it. I was about to give up and decide that there weren't any passengers when I saw something move, something definitely not mechanical. There was someone in there and they were alive, at least it seemed that way. I slid off the trunk and tried to reach in through the windows, but the roof was crushed down too far. I was actually kind of surprised the rear window hadn't completely blown out. I looked around for something to take care of the window, and quickly found one of the broken chain binders.
One quick swing and the rear window was reduced to a shower of tiny glass fragments. With the glass gone I could see that the space was incredibly small, the only real space being the gap between the seats that ran along each side of the long limo. I saw the movement again, toward the front of the crushed space. I slid in head first and wiggled along as far as I could. The roof of the vehicle was smashed down almost to the seats, but not quite. There, on the left hand seat was a leg, a long slender female leg.
"Hang in there. I'm trying to get to you." I grunted as wiggled through the tiny space which opened up as I moved forward of the crushed spot. It was fairly dark so I dug out the mini-mag light I always carried on my belt, and shined it around. There was a slender woman laying on the seat, covered in blood, her right arm disappearing into a tangle of metal and interior parts. "Almost there." I said to her.
"Help me!" I heard her whisper.
"Easy. I'm coming." I answered softly, forcing myself to keep my voice calm and businesslike, a tone I had practiced at hundreds of emergency scenes over the years. I wiggled into the space closer to her, whispering reassuringly. "Ok. I'm going to touch you to check for injuries, ok?"
"Ok." She answered in a high pitched whine.
I let my hand slide up her legs, checking each one gently before letting my hand begin working up her torso. I felt the wetness of blood along her rib cage and shined the light up to see what I could. She wore a long dress, bunched up around her waist, exposing a pair of very tiny, delicate white lace panties. I tried not to stare at her practically exposed pussy before moving the light farther up, and finding a large red spot below her right breast.
"I still can't move my arm." She complained quietly.
"Does it hurt?" I asked over the sound of the approaching sirens.
"Yes. It hurts, but only if I try and move it." She answered.
"Okay, for now don't try to move it. I'm going to have to cut your dress so I can get to where you're bleeding." I said quietly, as I dug with my free hand for my Leatherman.
"Ok." She whimpered.
I worked my knife through the satiny material bunched around her waist before carefully cutting up the front of her dress, finally working the blade up between her breasts. I spread the material apart, surprised at first that she didn't have a bra on, and then trying hard not to stare at her perfectly formed breasts. Each round firm breast was the size of half a coconut perched on her trim muscular body. I shook my head and wiggled closer to try and examine her wound. I could see what appeared to be a broken rib sliced through her creamy skin.
"Well, this doesn't look too bad." I lied as I tried to cut a part of her dress to use as a compress. I gently pressed the cloth over the spot trying to seal it off and stem the blood and prevent any further air being sucked in.
"Hey Buddy. You need to get out now." I heard someone holler into the car.
"Can't do that." I responded loudly.
"It's about to go up." He shouted.
"Don't leave me...Please!?" The woman pleaded in a whimper.
"Don't worry. I'm staying with you." I whispered reassuringly before I turned to shout back to whoever was outside. "If I were you I'd find a way to get the fire out, because I'm staying here with this young lady."
"This is EMS!" A different voice shouted into the car. "What's the situation?"
"Female passenger, approximately thirty years old, conscious and alert. Has her right arm trapped in the debris farther forward of where we are. She has a broken rib protruding. Not much work room here but I recommend getting a line started and then hustling with the extrication." I called back.
"Got it. Are you trained?"
"First responder, but it's been a while." I answered.
"OK. Better slide out and let one of us in then." He called back.
"No. Don't leave." She pleaded, grabbing my arm with her free hand and squeezing.
"Don't worry. I won't." I answered. I turned to the gap and shouted back out. "Looks like I'm staying. Better send in the bag."
"Ok. You should know that the fire is not yet controlled. Fire is still on the way and we've exhausted our extinguishers. Bag is coming in." He shouted back.
"I have to get that bag. I'll only be gone a second." I whispered, trying to pull away.
"No, don't!" She pleaded.
"I promise. I'll be back in just a moment. I need that medical bag." I said softly.
"Ok... Just a minute though." She wined softly, fear saturating her soft voice.
I let go of her and wiggled back out to get to the medical bag and saw the EMT leaning in through the back window.
"Dude. You better get out of there. I don't know how long before this truck goes up, but it's not long." He said quietly.
"I hear ya." Muttered, taking the big medical bag from him and turning back to go under the low roof into the void again.
"Hey young lady, what's your name?" I asked as I wiggled back in.
"Amanda." She answered softly.
"Well, Amanda. It sounds like things are a bit ticklish out there. We should probably see if we can get you out of here."
"Ok. But my arm is still stuck."
"I understand. I'm going to see what we can do." I said as I wiggled up as far as I could. I slid my hand along her arm until I found the problem. Her arm was definitely broken and intertwined in some of the structure from the vehicle. I could only assume that shock was keeping the pain from being unbearable. This was not going to be easy to get out, and I could already smell smoke curling into the compartment. "Amanda?"
"Uh huh?"
"I need you to listen. We need to get you out of here and I'm not going without you. But to do it it's going to hurt a lot." I told her.
"Is my arm broken?"
"Yes." I answered with a nod.
"I thought so. What happens if we wait?"
"Well. I think we only have a few more minutes."
"Ok." She answered.
"What's the status on Fire?" I shouted out to the EMS guy.
"Seven or eight minutes." He answered.
"How long?" I asked, knowing he would understand.
"Not that long." He answered just loud enough for me to hear.
"Got it."
"It's bad, isn't it?" Amanda asked softly.
"It is."
"You're not going to leave me are you?"
"Nope. We're going to get you out." I answered firmly. "Now. I'm going to try and lift this with my shoulder. When I do I need you to pull with your arm. It's going to hurt like hell, but you have to do it, ok?"
"Ok." She answered, a little tremble sounding in her voice.
I rolled over and put my shoulder on the roof section and pushed with my arms as hard as I could. I might have moved it a half an inch at most, and I doubted it was enough. "Pull!" I grunted, putting everything I had into lifting.
I heard her scream in pain as she pulled and hoped she got her arm out before I had to release the roof. I twisted so I could see and was relieved to see that she had it out and was cradling it across her body.
"Time to go." I whispered, helping her roll off the seat on top of me. "Now just hang on." I whispered as she looped her good arm around my neck. I slowly worked the two of us under the crushed roof and out into the more open space by the rear window. Several hands reached in through the window and quickly pulled her up and out of the car. By the time I got myself out she was already on her way to the ambulance.
"Well, that doesn't look good." I said as I turned to see the whole hood area of the car on fire and slowly working its way to where we had just been.
"You hurt?" One of the EMT's asked, checking me over.
"I don't think so. It's not my blood." I said wiping my hands on my pants.
I spent the next three hours sitting on the interstate until they were able to get the highway open and the police reports done before they would allow me on my way in a somewhat damaged but drivable truck. Unfortunately the accident damaged the equipment I was transporting, which made my bosses and the insurance company pretty upset, but at least I didn't lose this job.
Four days later I got a phone call requesting me to show up at the hospital in St Louis. I showed up and found a smiling and charming woman waiting for me, looking not one bit like a woman who had so recently been drug from a destroyed car on my chest. She had bandages in multiple places, a cast on her arm, but she had lightly applied makeup and the most colorful hospital gown I had ever seen. She thanked me for saving her life asked me to sit with her and chat. We ended talking for over an hour before leaving, about me, how I came to be there, almost as if she had a desire to know as much about me in the short time we were to have. I didn't know when I crawled into the car that she was worth millions, or that she was thirty five, only a few years younger than I was, and I didn't know that she was single, or that the dress I so quickly cut away cost more than I was used to making in a month. I did however know all these things by the time I left. I wasn't sure why she needed me to know these things, but it seemed as if it were important for her to tell me these things.
Two days later her personal secretary, who had flown in from Detroit to help her boss, showed up at my apartment with a thin manila envelope. It contained a single sheet of paper offering me several times more money than I had ever made, or been offered, to be her personal driver. Her secretary, Trish, explained that she wanted me to move to Detroit, travel with her where she needed to go and act as a driver.
I hadn't ever thought about being someone's schoffuer. I was at heart an engineer, although an unemployed one. Trish had to do a masterful job of selling me on the position, but she finally did. That was seven months, twelve countries and countless cities ago. She has kept me close to her side almost seven days a week for the whole time, providing so much more than just driving. For reasons I haven't understood and she has never told me, I have become driver, friend, confidant and protector. Even Trish, her personal secretary isn't privy to some of the thoughts and secrets she has shared with me.
Trish's standing orders are that when Amanda travels I am to be booked in first class next to her and into adjoining hotel rooms. We sit together in the nicest of restaurants, and if the dinner is a business dinner I am always seated at a table close to hers. She seems to derive great comfort in being able to look over and know that I am there.
But seven months had become a long time, and the job much more strenuous than I had imagined. I had complained to Trish one time about missing time to go out on my boat, which sat in storage in a warehouse Detroit, and just fish and relax. In short, I missed having my mini weekend vacations. A week later Amanda announced she needed a break and asked if would drive her up to a small cabin on an upper Michigan lake. The request was a politeness we shared, for she knew that I would drive her anyplace she requested. It was, after all, my job.
But something was different about this trip. Instead of sitting in the back of her Mercedes working through the never ending pile of papers required to keep her company running, Amanda sat in the front seat, enjoying the scenery as we wound along the tree lined two lane highway, not a paper or briefcase in site.
"So, Michael." Amanda said without turning from where she was looking out the window.
"Yes ma'am?" I replied politely.
"How long have we been working together now?" She asked, turning to look at me, twisting in the seat to put her shoulder against the door and lift one leg slightly to rest her knee on the center console.
"About seven months." I answered.
"Seven months two weeks and one day to be exact, and I still haven't gotten you to stop calling me ma'am. I'm not ma'am, I'm Amanda." She said as she toyed with the hem of her short silky dress.
"Yes ma'am." I answered.
"Ok. I order you to stop calling me ma'am. Please!?" She almost pleaded.
I looked over at her face and saw that her red lipstick painted lips were pursed in a fine line that I had learned was her signal of frustration, but her eyes were glistening as if ready to cry.
"Ok. Amanda it is." I answered softly.
"Thank you." She said quietly. "Michael, I want you to be completely honest with me about something."
"I always am, your orders, remember?" I answered, holding in a chuckle. She always started this way when she wanted to broach an uncomfortable topic.
"What do you think of David?" She asked abruptly after several long seconds staring at me. David was the gentleman, a term I use loosely, that had been dating her for the last month.
"I don't think that's my place." I answered with an almost imperceptible shake of my head.
"On the contrary, I need a man's perspective and you have spent some time around him. I want to know what you think."
"Honestly?"
"Brutally honestly. I can tell just by your body language that you don't approve."
"I don't. I think he's a stuffed shirt that more interested in bedding his secretary and marrying you to get at your money." I said stiffly. "Sorry."
"Don't be sorry. I asked." She said, turning slightly to look away from me. "I trust your opinion more than any other."
"Ma'am. Er, Amanda. I honestly don't know what I could have possibly done to earn that kind of trust. When you hired me you knew almost nothing about me."
"On the contrary. I guess I need to confess, I knew a lot more about you than you did of me. I had my investigators go over you with a fine tooth comb. What I learned is that you are a caring, dedicated, intelligent man that was doing his best to make do in rough conditions. And before you ask, yes I knew about the divorce and had personally talked to your wife."



"You did? She's never said anything." I said in surprise.
"Good. After we talked, not before mind you, I donated twenty thousand dollars into your daughter's college fund to pay her last year, on the stipulation that she never tell you of our conversation." Amanda said quietly.
"You did what?" I squeaked in surprise.
"I hope that doesn't upset you." She said, turning to face me again.
I looked over at her and saw that she was genuinely concerned about how I would react. "Well, a bit surprised I guess."
"I knew you were in money trouble and I also knew your daughter was going to be maxed out on loans and would probably drop out. Her major is business, isn't it?"
"I think you know it is."
"I do. I hope what I say next wont upset you either. I've arranged for her to be offered a job at my company. I have directed my HR director to ensure she gets hired and that if she stays for a year that we will send her for her MBA. From all accounts she is an incredibly bright young woman."
"She is that, but why? Why do all this and why tell me, especially now?" I asked in confusion.
"Because I want you to know that no matter what happens between us, these plans are set and won't be influenced by anything you do or say. I trust you to be honest because you stayed with me, even when it looked like we might die. You stayed by my side when I needed someone more than ever in my life. I trust you with my life, and I need to know that you trust me as well." She said her voice barely above a whisper.
"You've never given me reason to doubt anything you have said or done." I answered with a dismissive shrug.
"So you think David isn't right for me?" She said, changing the subject back to her previous question.
"No. You deserve a lot better than that."
"Like what?"
"Someone who will love you and care for you, regardless of your money. Someone you can trust and share your dreams and secrets with. Someone who will treat you with respect and love and tenderness."
"You sound like you're describing the perfect man." She said with a chuckle. "Do you know such a man?"
"I'm afraid I don't. But that's what I think you deserve." I answered. "You asked, I said."
"I did ask. Thank you." She said, turning back to look out the windshield.
I looked over at her, wondering what was going through her mind. She was an extremely beautiful woman, the blue silky dress clinging to her slim shape, the deep cut V dipping deep below those two gorgeous breasts, her legs cased in either pantyhose or stockings, almost sparkling as the late morning sun flickered through the trees and splashed on them. Her short hem of the dress, quite a bit shorter than she usually wore, come to think of it, was slid up high on her thighs, resting in lightly rolled pleats that kept the hem tantalizingly high. Actually I did know what she had on, and it was stockings, now that I realized I could see the lacy top edge of one peaking from below the hem. Her long dark hair, usually put up in some kind of bun or knot at the back of her head was cascading down over her shoulders, shiny and smooth as she idly played with a few strands with her long slender fingers, her nails painted a soft pale blue that almost matched her dress. Yes she was indeed a very beautiful woman.
We sat in silence for the next twenty miles, each of us lost in our own thoughts. Mine about how I ended up here and the new revelations she had shared about my daughter. Her...well I don't know what exactly she was thinking, but the constant shifting of her legs and occasional stroke of her hand to smooth the top of her dress seemed to be on something much more physical.
"Looks like we're here." I said quietly as I turned onto the gravel road that the directions I had been given indicated. She turned and gave me a smile as we slowly drove down the narrow gravel track before breaking out into a large clearing containing a large cabin overlooking a large lake.
"It's called Milakokia. Beautiful isn't it?" She asked as she climbed out of the car and stood, letting the wind flutter the dress as she shaded her eyes from the sun.
"Yes it is." I answered as I got out and looked out at the almost three mile long lake. "Holy..." I muttered when I recognized my boat floating moored to the dock. "How did?" I stammered as I walked toward the dock, Amanda following behind me.
"You like?"
"Yeah. How did you get it up here?" I asked, turning to see her smiling broadly at me.
"Trish said you missed fishing and boating. I thought maybe it was time we took a little vacation and you taught me to fish." She said brightly.
"Well, yeah, if you want to learn." I answered.
"Let's go for a ride. Show me this boat you love to be on." She said, stepping past me and heading down to the dock. I followed her, still in shock, down to the dock, the deck boards banging gently with each step.
"Here, let me." I said, stepping down into the boat before her and holding a hand out to help her down.
"Thank you kind sir." She said with a laugh in her voice.
"I hope it starts. I haven't had it out in almost a year."
"If it doesn't I'm going to fire the marina mechanic. It was supposed to be all tuned up and ready to go."
I set the throttle and hit the key, bringing the 140 horse power I/O to life. "It sounds great." I answered as she stepped to the passenger side seat and settled into it.
My boat is a pretty standard sixteen and a half foot deep V hull capable of going on either small lakes or large lakes like Michigan. The open front bow has padded seats all the way around it, which can be covered in rough water or bad weather with a snap down cover to prevent water from washing or blowing into the passenger cockpit under the hinged windshield. The passenger seats are a back to back bucket style seat that can be pulled out into a long bench suitable for more people to sit on or if you just want to lie down. Behind the passenger seats sits the two padded stern seats and the large motor cover that houses the marine version of a 4 cylinder GM engine. The passenger compartment can be completely enclosed in a canvas roof and clear plastic side windows, making it rain tight for rough weather. I had modified it heavily to add state of the art GPS and depth finder electronics, a bow mounted electric trolling motor that has a wireless remote and a small gasoline outboard mounted to the stern for slow trolling.
All in all, I loved my boat and had it set up perfectly for the types of fishing I enjoyed. Of course I also enjoy just getting it up on plane at forty miles an hour and bouncing over the waves and wakes of other boats.
I untied the ropes from the dock and pushed away, kicking the engine into reverse and backing slowly away from the shore. "Can you swim?" I asked.
"Uh huh!" She shouted back with a smile.
"Just wanted to make sure. Otherwise I'd give you a life jacket. Wouldn't want you to drown if something happened."
"Always protecting me. I love that about you!" She called back over the sound of the engine as I started opening the throttle. Within seconds the bow rose high in the air as the prop bit into the lake water, forcing the two thousand pound fiberglass hull up and out of the water. As the bow came down the speed picked up until we were cruising along at a comfortable thirty miles an hour. The wind was blowing through the gap below the center portion of the walk through windshield, swirling in the passenger compartment as we bounded over the waves, the bow occasionally rising over a particularly large wave, only to crash down again into the trough. I glanced over at her and saw her grinning hugely, her hands holding the top of the windshield to keep herself in her seat, the bottom of the blue dress having blown all the way up until it was bunched around her waist, the tops of her beige stockings completely exposed, along with an incredibly tiny blue panty that clearly didn't cover much.
Sometimes remaining professional is harder than others. When I was in that car with her essentially naked, the situation allowed me to quickly push the sight of her body into a business like mode, but the images still remain. At this particular moment those images were flooding back as I split my attention between driving the boat and peeking at Amanda.
I made a long turn as we approached the end of the lake, running with the waves this time, which changed the bouncing from a hard choppy bounce to a long slow loping bounce that was much easier to tolerate.
"This is fun!" Amanda cried over the wind, letting go of one hand and holding it in the air as if on a roller coaster. The boat launched off a particularly large wave, tossing her at least six inches off the seat before she landed on it again, screaming in delight. She shifted her legs to help steady herself, sticking one out into the aisle between the seats. After the next big wave I looked over and was treated to a view of her spread legs, the tiny blue panty riding low on her obviously shaved mound, her hips and what I could see of her ass, now exposed, creamy white. My eyes traveled up where the swirling wind was periodically exposing different parts of her sexy breasts, which were bouncing and jiggling enticingly inside the dress.
As unprofessional as it was, I couldn't help but get a hardon from the view I was getting, and she didn't seem to be at all concerned or even notice that she was exposing parts of herself to me. I guess that's just a side effect of how safe she felt with me.
I throttled the boat down as we grew closer to the shore and dock, easing the boat in carefully so the waves running the length of the lake didn't push me past the dock and into the shore. I left the engine idle while I darted out of my seat to the stern and flipped the mooring line over the cleat, arresting the boats forward motion and swinging it snugly against the dock.
"That was a blast! I hope we get to do that again!" Amanda said, getting up from the seat and smoothing her dress reflexively. I doubted she even realized how much I had seen on our trip up the lake.
"I hope so, too." I agreed as I climbed out and held a hand out for her. After helping Amanda to the dock I moved to the front of the boat and tied it off as well.
"So, let's unload the luggage." Amanda said, leading the way up the pier and across the grass to the car. I opened the trunk and pulled out my suitcase and hers. Carrying both of them to the cabin as she led the way. Cabin was almost a misnomer; it was a log house as much as a cabin. Walking in we were treated to a comfortable living room area with a large screen TV, fireplace and a fully outfitted kitchen. I followed her down the hallway toward the two bedrooms and the single bathroom. "You want to put mine in there?" She asked, pointing toward the smaller of the two bedrooms.
"You sure?" I asked, surprised that she would give me the larger room.
"Uh huh. This is your vacation, I want you to relax and be number one on the list for a change." Amanda said with a grin.
"If you say so." I answered, still a bit bewildered. I stepped into the room and set her suitcase on the bed and then retreated, taking my bag to my room.
"I'm going to change and get out of this dress." She called as she closed the door. "Why don't you get out of those clothes too? This is vacation. Put on something comfortable!"
"Yes ma'am!" I called back.
"And don't call me ma'am, or I won't cook you lunch!" She shouted through the two closed doors.
I unzipped my bag and dug out a t-shirt and shorts, quickly shucking my kaki's and sport shirt. By the time I was dressed and had my day hikers on, my preferred footwear, Amanda was already out of her room and working in the kitchen.
"I didn't know you could cook." I said honestly as I stepped into the kitchen.
"Of course I can. I love to, but I rarely get a chance to. I can't think of the last time I actually got to cook a dinner for a man either." She said with a grin as she dug things out of the refrigerator. "There's a gas grill on the deck. Would you be a dear and fire it up for me?" She asked me sweetly.
"Sure." I said, turning and heading out, looking over my shoulder at Amanda bustling around the kitchen in a swim wrap kind of robe. As directed, I headed to the deck and lit the grill before dropping into a lounge chair where I could overlook the lake and the continuous procession of waves pushed by the wind.
"Ahhh, thank you!" She said sweetly as she stepped out, letting the screen door close behind her. She quickly placed several large sausage links on the grill and then disappeared back into the cabin.
"I know what those are." I said to myself as the smoke started to waft out of the grill, the grease from the bratwurst dripping onto the burner covers and sizzling into smoke.
"And a little birdie told me that they are your favorite." Amanda said as she came back out with a tray of items and set it on the table near the grill.
"They are, actually."
"Good. I'd hate to think that Trish missed by that much." She said with a giggle.
"Have you had Trish spying on me?" I asked her.
"Well. I wouldn't call it spying. I just asked her to find out a few things for me. It seems you'll tell a good looking woman anything if she flirts with you a little first!" Amanda said with a playful grin on her face.
"Well. Heck, any guy will respond to flirting." I answered back feeling a little defensive for some reason.
"Oh I see. So if I just give you a little peak of my thigh you'll do my bidding? Let's see if that works?" She said, lifting one leg and setting it on the arm of the lounge chair so that her wrap split down either side of her thigh.
"Wow. Nice leg." I said teasingly.
"You think so?" Amanda asked.
"Uh huh."
"I think it needs a shave though. It looks stubbly." She said reaching down and sliding a hand up her shin.
"Not to me." I said honestly.
"Sure they do. Here, feel." She said reaching for my hand and pulling it over to her leg and placing my palm against her shin. She slowly pulled my hand up her leg to her knee, sliding it over her knee and then pulling it up her thigh until my fingers touched the edges of her beach wrap. "See?"
"Uh...." I said with a little choke. "Uh. It feels pretty smooth to me."
"Really?" She asked, slowly pushing my hand down her leg again, stopping only when it reached her ankle. "I think it has a lot of stubble."
"Not in my book." I answered as she started pulling my hand back up her leg.
"Maybe they just need a little lotion." She said as she drew my hand along her thigh, not stopping until my fingers rested against the hot warmth of her pussy. "Would you like to put some on my legs for me?" She asked a huskily. "After lunch I mean." She added quickly.
"I could if you want me to." I said as she let my hand slid off her leg and put it down so she could step over to the grill.
She lifted the lid of the grill and quickly turned the sausages, closing the lid and walking away quickly. "Be right back." She called over her shoulder. I was still trying to get my breathing back to normal and my heart to slow down when she walked back in with a large purple tube in her hand. "No point waiting till after lunch. The food won't be done for a few more minutes." She said as she stepped next to me and turned to face me. She held the tube out to me and then lifted her right leg and set her foot on the arm of the chair. "You don't have to if you don't want." She said, just louder than a whisper.
"No...I don't mind." I croaked nervously as I reached for the tube. My heart was in my throat as I squeezed some lotion out onto my palm and then set the tube down. I gently wrapped one hand around her ankle, smushing the cream out of my palm onto her leg and began to slowly slide my hand up her leg. Inch by inch I eased it up to her knee and then slowly slid it back down, adding my other hand so both hands gently encased her slick leg. Up and down I moved my hands, working the lotion into her skin while I screwed up the courage to work higher. I leaned toward her and she leaned a bit more toward me as I slid my lotion slicked hands to her thigh and slowly stroked up toward her body, one hand sliding along her firm outer leg and the other up her incredibly soft and smooth inner thigh.
"Mmmmmm You have a nice touch." She whispered as my hands roamed up and down, the tips of my fingers occasionally brushing against the white and brightly colored flowered material of what I assumed was her bikini bottom.
We were both lost in the sensations of the moment, my middle finger slowly stroking up and down the material covering her pussy as I pretended to rub the lotion into her leg. We might still be there if the grill hadn't started to flare and burn our lunch.
"Oh shoot!" Amanda said quickly, pulling her leg from my grasp and turning to deal with the food.
"Sorry." I said nervously as she turned the sausages.
"For what?" She asked over her shoulder.
"Well. I think my lotion applying got a bit personal." I said with a tinge of embarrassment.
"Not to worry. I was enjoying it." She said as she pulled the food off the grill and set it on a plate. "Now how about some lunch?" She asked turning and handing me a plate.
"Looks good." I answered, taking the plate from her. She had bratwurst on a bun, liberally doused with sauerkraut, potato salad and beans.
"Good picnic lunch." She said, setting her own plate down on the chair next to mine. "Forgot the drinks. Be right back." She said a she practically ran to the kitchen. She came back a moment later with two beers, open and foaming from their chilled necks.
"Thank you!" I answered, taking one from her and setting it on the arm of the chair.
"You're welcome kind sir!" She said with an overdone flourish.
"This is quite good. Thank you." I said after eating several bites of the food.
"I'm glad." She said simply, smiling at me as she started to eat her own, only a bit more daintily than I was. "So Michael. Tell me. I haven't seen you with a girlfriend since you started working with me. Trish was beginning to think maybe you don't like girls, until she flirted with you that is."
"Oh I like girls just fine. No, no girlfriend. Haven't really had time." I said before taking another bite. "No that's not really true. I guess I just haven't been interested in the dating thing."
"Oh. Still got a thing for your wife?" She asked, her voice seeming to drop a little.
"No. Nancy and I...well we still love each other, but we both know that it's not worth the constant fight. No. It's not because of her." I answered quietly.
"So is it someone else?" She prompted again.
"Um....No, not really." I finally answered.
We continued to eat in silence until we had both finished and she cleared the dishes. "You know. I feel like getting wet!" Amanda said as she walked back out.
"Not in that lake." I said with a chuckle. "It's probably about sixty degrees."
"Oh? Who said anything about the lake?" She asked, reaching for my hand. "Come on."
"Come on, where?" I asked as she practically drug me out the screened porch and into the yard.
"Over here." She answered, pulling me toward a small cluster of pine trees a little ways from the cabin. To my surprise, nestled in the middle of the trees was a medium sized hot tub. She quickly flipped the cover back and turned on the pump, sending the water in the tub into a swirling chaotic mass of swirls and bubbles. "This will be plenty warm." She said as she climbed onto the little deck on one side of the tub and turned to face me.
She waited until I was watching her and then slowly undid the wrap that was around her, allowing it to slide down her arms and land in a pool on the deck. "I know you've already seen these once, so I didn't think you'd mind me not having a top on." She said as I stood there and stared at her. Her breasts were more than a good handful from this perspective, each one with a half dollar sized areola and protruding pink nipple. I stood mesmerized as she slowly turned and stepped down into the water, my stare finally broken only when they submerged under the water.



"Wow." I muttered as I stood there in shock.
"You going to join me?" She finally asked softly.
"Um. I didn't bring a swim suit." I answered dumbly.
"That's ok. You've seen me in my underwear and I've never even seen your bare chest. Why don't you just join me in your underwear? I won't tell on you, promise!"
"Uh. You sure?" I asked, at the moment very afraid that I could somehow be messing things up.
"I'm positive. Unless of course you wanted to take off more than that." She quipped teasingly.
I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it up on the deck before moving my hands to my belt. She turned around in the water to face me and stood up, the water to her waist and her bare tits dripping with the water they were just below. I felt a little embarrassed undoing my shorts, knowing that my hardon was going to be showing any second. Finally closed my eyes and took a breath, letting my shorts drop to my ankles. My boxers tented out obscenely as the pressure holding my cock in check was released.
"Ohhhh, now that looks pretty nice." She whispered from where she stood.
Realizing a little belatedly that I hadn't taken my boots off, I bent over and quickly pulled my boots, socks and finally shorts, off and tossed them aside. Naked except for my boxers I climbed the short stairs leading up to the deck and looked down into the water where Amanda was standing.
"Coming in or just going to stand there?" She asked, holding a hand out.
How could I refuse? I stepped down into the water and took her hand. She pulled me slowly toward her, sliding her free hand around my back and slowly pulling me toward her. I felt her soft breasts and hard nipples press into my chest as she tilted her head up toward mine. It came naturally, our lips touched and I felt her melt against me, her whole body pressing against mine, her lips tenderly expoloring my own. I felt her tongue tease my lips inviting them to open and finally slip inside as I wrapped both arms around her, her own arms encircling me, pulling against me, trying to draw the two of us even closer.
"Mmmmmmm." She moaned into my mouth as my hands roamed her back, sliding all the way down to her firm round butt. I couldn't help but squeeze her firm cheeks and kneed them gently as our tongues danced.
"Damn, you can kiss." Amanda whispered breathlessly after several long minutes of embrace.
"You're not half bad yourself." I whispered back. "If you weren't my boss I'd kiss a lot more than your lips."
"So pretend I'm not. Today no more boss and employee. Today we're just man and woman." She whispered. "Do to me what I know you've been thinking all day."
"How do you know what I've been thinking?"
"Because I've been thinking the same thing. Michael....I want you. I want you to take me and make love to me."
In answer I leaned my head down and kissed her deeply again, my hands finding the ties of her string bikini and tugging gently on them. Within moments I had the material pulled away, leaving her completely naked. Her own hands were busy pushing my wet boxers down to free my raging hardon. I felt her hand close around my shaft and gently stroke up and down its length.
"Damn you're big." She murmured as we broke the long kiss.
"And you're damn sexy!"
"So what are you going to do about it?" She whispered.
"How about this?" I asked, sinking down in the water until my face was even with her chest. I pulled her toward me and gently kissed her right nipple. With a grin I moved to the other and briefly kissed it as well before starting my way around her nipple with tiny wet kisses. Slowly I lingered over each kiss, feeling her tender silky skin with my lips and then giving the spot a soft gentle lick with the tip of my tongue.
"Ohhhhh, God that feels nice." She cooed as I continued my kisses slowly working across her chest toward her right breast, and then slowly around it, kissing slowly closer to her nipple. I opened my mouth wide and sucked the whole front of her breast into my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around her nipple for long seconds before flicking my tongue quickly across it. "OHHHHHHH God yesssss." She hissed softly, "So nice."
"I agree." I murmured as I released her breast and started kissing back to the other side. I let my hands begin to roam back and forth across her lower back and firm ass, stroking with my fingers and squeezing her firm round cheeks. I slowly kissed back across to her left breast, circling it with my kisses, taking my time in reaching her nipple, timing it so that my mouth reached her nipple the same time that my fingers, slowly stroking lower under her ass, reached the wetness of her pussy lips.
I turned her around and used my hands under her firm cheeks to lift her and set the edge of her tush on the wooden decking. I let her lean back slightly as I slid my hands down under her thighs and lifted her legs, spreading her knees as I did so. She released my neck and reached behind her for support, allowing me to start slowly kissing my way down between her breasts to her taught stomach.
"Ohhhh God you know how to turn a girl on. I feel like I'm soaking wet." She moaned as my kisses slowly worked down to her completely shaved mound and pussy.
"Well, let's see just how wet it is." I said with a grin, looking up at her smiling face.
"What are you going to do?" She asked, her face showing a small amount of concern.
"You mean no one has ever done this?"
"Not to me...Not if you're going to do what I think you are." She whispered.
"Well. Then you're in for a treat." I whispered back, looking down at her soft inner lips protruding from between her full meaty outer lips, dark and engorged with excitement and anticipation. I gently kissed my way down the last few inches to her waiting pussy and then kissed ever so slowly around her pussy. My first lick was long and slow, just the tip of my tongue spreading the very edges of her lips apart. I again licked softly, pressing deeper between her lips, tasting her tangy juices and drawing them up and across her partially exposed clit.
"Ohhhh my God that feels so good." She moaned as my third lick dug deeper between her lips. I pressed each lick slightly harder until the tip of my tongue was sliding along her pubic bone, spreading her lips wide and teasing across her clit. Each new stroke across her clit drew a soft moan and made her body twitch and jump in excitement.
I shifted my focus to her clit; circling it with my tongue and occasionally flicking the tip across it, while I slowly pushed my middle finger into her incredibly tight tunnel. I curled my finger up, searching for the top of her tunnel.
"Oh shit!" She cried as my finger stroked across that perfect spot. I smiled to myself as I began to stroke my finger back and forth across the same spot, my tongue licking and flicking her hard little clit. "Ohhhhh God, oh my God, oh my God." She cried as her legs trembled.
I grinned a little to myself at the effect I was having and continued to stroke her tunnel with the tip of my curled finger, my tongue assaulting her clit at the same time.
"Oh fuck. I'm going to cummmmmm!" She squealed loudly, her whole body shaking and trembling under my attentions. "AHHHHHHH SHIT!" She screamed loudly, her whole body suddenly convulsing. I could feel her pussy clutch and contract around my finger, gripping me tightly and trying to pull me in deeper. "No more...no more." She panted, pushing my head away from her over sensitive clit.
I smiled and pulled my finger from her sopping wet pussy and stood up, smiling at her, her juices covering my cheeks and chin. She reached for me and tried to pull me up onto the deck with her, so I reached around her slim waist and drew her off the deck and let her slide down my body, her legs splitting around my hard cock so that as her feet touched the bottom of the hot tub my cock nestled between them, pressed against her wet pussy.
"Oh God." She murmured as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face toward hers. She kissed me aggressively, her lips sucking mine and her tongue forcing its way into my mouth, the taste of her own juices still on my tongue. We stood there kissing for long minutes, her aggressiveness slowly easing until she had dissolved into what could only be considered a loving and sensual embrace. "I don't think I've ever cum that hard before." She whispered as she pulled her lips from mine and rested her forehead and nose against mine. I could feel her hard nipples rubbing up and down my chest as she still worked to catch her breath after the intense orgasm and long embrace.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I whispered back.
"Michael. Um. I want to try to please you the same way, but to be honest, I've never done it. I want to try, but I'm a little afraid that I won't do it right."
"There's no right or wrong." I whispered.
"You won't think less of me if I don't do a good job?" She whispered.
Her statement was a total surprise. Why would I think less of her for anything? For that matter, why was it even important that she try this? Ohhh yeah...she hasn't ever done this before? I would have thought with the number of guys she had dated in the last seven months that she would have done it lots of times. I just shook my head gently and whispered, "No, I won't think any less of you."
She slid her hands down to my chest and slowly pushed me backward, making me step back until I couldn't and then continued to push until I sat back on the edge of the tub, my cock sticking up like a flagpole.
She sunk down into the swirling water, sliding between my legs as she gently pushed them apart. The look on her face was one I had never seen on her before, it was pure nervousness. She looked at my big cock and then up at my face as she slid both hands round my shaft, her long slim fingers not quite able to close all the way around it. With a last nervous look at my face, she turned her attention to my engorged cock.
I watched as she timidly lowered her face to my cock, opening her mouth and slowly closing her lips around my head. I could feel her tongue tentatively rub under my head as she slowly started stroking her head up and down.
"That's it. Let your hand follow your mouth." I coaxed.
She quickly followed my direction, sliding her hand gently up and down my cock just fractions of an inch from her wet lips.
"Very nice. You can do other things too. Twist your hand, tease with your tongue. Do what you think might be stimulating." I said quietly, stroking her hair softly with one hand.
Her hand started to twist as she stroked up and down and I could feel her tongue sliding around and under my head as she bobbed up and down my shaft. For someone who didn't know what they were doing, she was getting the hang of it very quickly, which I reinforced with a long slow groan of appreciation.
I reached down with my only free hand and found one of her soft breasts, squeezing her nipple between my fingers as the sensations of her ministrations shot like little fireworks through my whole body. It felt like my cock was growing even larger in her mouth as my body inched its way toward climax. I really didn't want to surprise her or ruin her first time doing this, so I reached for her chin and gently drew her mouth up and off my cock so I could see her face. "God that's good, but if you keep doing that you're going to make me cum."
"That's the idea, isn't it?" She asked with a nervous smile.
"Yeah, but I don't know if you're ready for what that means."
"You didn't stop until I came, did you?"
"No." I answered.
"Then neither will I." She said determinedly, tilting her head back down and enveloping my cock again.
She sucked with more vigor, sliding up and down and using both hands to twist and slide along my cock with her mouth, her tongue sliding and swirling around my head and across that sensitive spot under it.
"Ohhhh yes." I moaned softly. "You're doing great."
"Mmmmmm" She answered, vibrating my cock with her attempt at an answer.
She continued to stroke and suck as my orgasm built, only moments from the inevitable release. "I'm going to cum!" I grunted through grit teeth, holding back as long as I could. I felt like I exploded inside her hot mouth, my body bucking and my cock surging a huge gush of juice into her mouth. She pulled her face away; gagging on the stream of cum that suddenly erupted in her mouth and down her throat. My cock continued to spurt two more streams before she managed to get her mouth over it again, doing her best to capture the subsequent gushes.
I sat panting on the edge of the tub as she pulled her mouth from my shrinking cock and stood up. "So, how did I do?" She asked tentatively.
I pushed myself up and stood in the water in front of her, sliding my arms around her body and pulling it to me. I pressed my lips to hers, returning the kiss she shared with me after she came, tasting my own salty cum on her lips and tongue as we stood and embraced. I stepped back slightly and around to her side, scooping under her and picking her light frame up in my arms.
She pulled her face from mine and giggle girlishly as I sat down, placing her on my lap and pulling her body to mine so she could rest her head on my shoulder. I started to gently stroke her body under the water, running my fingers up her legs and stomach to her fantastic tits, teasing her nipples under the water.
"Am I to assume that meant I did well?" She whispered questioningly.
"You did great." I answered her quietly, continuing to stroke my fingers up and down her body.
"Hmmmmm I like your touch. Does this mean you like my body?" She whispered before turning her head just enough to gently kiss my neck. "Because I can tell you that my body certainly likes you."
"I've liked your body since I cut your dress off that day." I admitted honestly.
"But you never said or did anything?"
"Wouldn't have been appropriate." I whispered. "I'm still not sure it is."
"No. Remember? Today we're forgetting all about boss and employee. Today it's just you and me, man and woman...very horny woman I might add."
"Really? Still horny?" I asked.
"Michael. I don't plan on stopping until I've felt you inside me...All the way inside me!" She said as she slid her hand down my stomach and felt my already hardening cock. "Ohhhh damn. Getting hard so fast?"
"How could I not with you on my lap?" I answered with a chuckle.
She pushed off my lap and turned to hold a hand out for me. "Come with me." She said simply.
I took her hand and followed her out of the tub and down the steps from the little deck, and then across the yard, still butt naked. She giggled as we trotted across the sandy soil, heading for the back door of the cabin. She led me down the hall to the main bedroom and then pushed me toward the bed. "Lay on the bed I'll be right back." She said with a smile before letting go of my hand and running out of the room.
I crawled onto the large soft bed and tucked the pillows under my head to prop me up, and waited. I didn't have to wait long before she came back. I lay there staring at her totally shocked. She wore a little white outfit that consisted of a tiny skirt that didn't quite come low enough to cover her pussy, and a semi-see through top that was two wide bands of lace extending from the center of the waistband of the skirt, just below her belly button, extending up and over both breasts before looping around her neck. A tie around her back and another between the two bands just below her breasts held the lace in place.
"Wow." I whispered as is stared at her.
"I take it you approve?" She asked, making a slow turn so I could see the whole effect.
"Yes. I definitely approve." I answered. "But where did you get that?"
"Shhhhh" She said as she climbed on the bed and slowly crawled over my body, pressing her wet pussy, partly hidden by the tiny skirt, against my cock. She slid forward, sliding her lips along my cock, spreading her lips around it as she made her way toward my head. She grinned as she pushed back again, sliding her wet lips along the length of my shaft, making any loss of hardness quickly disappear.
"Ohhhhh. Damn." I moaned as I watched her sexy body. I couldn't resist and I reached up and untied the little tie in front, allowing the material to spread as she moved. I gently brushed my fingers across her nipples as she slid up and down the length of my cock teasing me hard by the second.
"Michael?" She whispered.
"Yes?" I answered as she stopped moving, her wet lips pressed around my engorged head.
"I want you to know this is my choice." She whispered, sliding forward a little more and leaning her chest down toward me. She closed her eyes and pushed back, my cock engaging into her wet pussy and finding the entrance to her tunnel.
I felt the pressure build against my head as she slowly tried to push back. I felt like she was about to change her mind when the pressure changed and my fat mushroom head pushed just inside her body.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh god." She breathed as she slowly pushed back, inching my cock deeper and deeper into her until I could feel my head pressing against the end of her tunnel. Her eyes still closed, she began to draw herself back toward my head, sliding slowly off my fat cock, stopping just before I popped out.
I wasn't sure just exactly what her last statement was all about, but I could tell that this was in some way special for her, and I wanted to make it as special as I could. I reached up and pushed the material apart so that both breasts were fully exposed and cupped each one, letting her nipples stick out between my fingers. I gently squeezed her breasts, letting her nipples be squeezed by my fingers at the same time, timing my squeezes to her long slow strokes.
The minutes seemed to pass slowly as her pace picked up, moving from a long slow stroke to a much quicker choppy stroke where she rocked her hips as the end of each stroke to drive her clit into the base of my cock. Her eyes were open and staring into mine, the desire smoldering in them along with the look of pure determination. Again and again she slid along my cock, slowly pushing me along the path toward climax, but not yet, not this soon.
"I don't know how long I can keep from climaxing." She breathed. "But God, I don't ever want to stop!"
"That's ok. Just let it go when it's ready." I whispered back.
"Uh huh." She answered, allowing her strokes to pick up speed again. She pushed herself up, using her hands on my chest as support and her knees as a lever to bounce herself up and down my shaft. The bed squeaked loudly as her impacts bounced up and down on the springs, her moans almost as loud as the squeaking metal.
"Ohhhhh God yes!" She squealed. "OH FUCK YES!"
"That's it baby, let it happen!" I coaxed. "Just feel my cock inside you. Feel how full it makes you. Just let it wash over you."
"OHHH....OHHHHH....SHIT HERE IT COMES!" She squealed as the trembling started in her legs. She bounced once, twice, three more times before her legs refused to lift her again, her whole body shaking and trembling.
I let go of her tits and reached behind her back, pulling her down onto me until her chest was pressed against mine. I slid my hands down to her ass and gently lifted her a little, lifting my legs some and pulling my feet part way toward my butt. I started humping my hips up off the bed, driving my cock in and out of her trembling pussy like a piston, drawing more cries and moans from her as my own climax neared its peak.
"OH SHIT!" I gasped as my body jerked, driving my cock so deeply into her that I lifted her knees from the bed. My cock gushed into her, squirting the first hot jet of cum deep in her pussy. Again and again my body jerked, adding to the load of juices filling her until my body subsided to an occasional twitch, my cock deflating inside her.



"Ohhh God that was wonderful." She whispered in my ear before she began kissing my neck and cheek.
"It was that." I agreed breathlessly.
"Did I do well? I mean did you like all that you saw and I did?" She asked quietly. I could hear a touch of nervousness in her voice, something that was rarely there, but I had learned to recognize since that night in the limo.
"I couldn't have asked for anything sexier or more loving than what you have done today." I whispered to her, allowing my hands to slowly stroke along her back.
"Michael. I have something I want to tell you, but I'm not sure how." She whispered.
"The best way is to just say it. You made me promise to always tell you exactly what I thought and to never sugar coat or soften it because I think it would hurt. So it's time to do the same." I answered. To be honest I was expecting her to announce to me that she was going to have to let me go or she was going to get married or something equally difficult for her, given the closeness that had grown between us in the last months.
"You know I've been dating a lot of guys."
"Yes, I know."
"I'm doing it because I'm tired of being alone. I want someone I can share with, someone I can love with, someone I can have children with, someone who understand me and shares my dreams and feelings. I want that man to be special, and gentle, and at the same time strong. I want that man to care as much for how I feel as he does for himself. I want that man to be someone I can live the rest of my life with and to know that I can always trust him and he can always trust me. Can you understand that?"
"Yes. I can." I answered. Here it comes. She's trying nicely to let me down here, to let me know that the ride I have had is over. It had been good, and yes I had come to care very much for her. Just the thought of her marrying one of those stuffed shirts she had been dating tugged at my heart. I could always find another job, but there was no way I could ever replace what I had come to feel for Amanda. Not in a hundred thousand years.
"I told myself that no man would ever have sex with me until I found the man worthy of my love." She whispered.
"Uh huh." I answered, lying under her, gently stroking her back, waiting for the next words that would be so hard to hear.
"Michael, do you understand what I just said?" She whispered softly.
"Yeah. You won't let any man have sex with you until you find someone who is worthy of your love. I get it." I answered, feeling almost a little irritated that she was dragging this out so long.
"Michael... You are the first, and only, man that I have ever had sex with." She whispered in my ear, planting a soft wet kiss on my earlobe after she spoke. She lay there silently, gently kissing my face and neck as she let me digest her statement.
"I'm confused." I finally said. "If you're going to marry some guy, why have sex with me? Why not save it for him?"
"Michael, are you really that dense today? I did save it for him, if he'll have me." She said, lifting herself up on her elbows so her face was hovering over mine.
"Wait. Are you telling me you want to marry me???" I asked in shock. "But why?"
"Because of all the men I have met no man except you has truly cared about me. You're not interested in my money. Everything you have told me has always been from your heart, and I could tell that everything you did today was equally from your heart. I have fallen very much in love with you, and I hope you have fallen in love with me as well. I can't think of a better way to share that than to be married and share everything forever."
"This could get complicated. I mean I work for you!" I said, still trying to wrap my mind around what she was saying.
She dissolved in laugher on my chest for long seconds before she finally quieted and kissed me softly on the lips. "Only you would worry about something like that when I am asking you to be my partner in business and life. I'm offering you half of my company, all sixty million dollars worth, and all of my heart, forever and ever. Michael, I know it's a man's place, but if I left it to you, you would never ask, so I will. Michael, will you marry me?"
"Amanda...There is no doubt that everything I did today came from my heart, and it's something I have been secretly wishing to do for months. Yes, I love you, and yes, I will be your partner in life. I could care less about the business. I couldn't care if you were penniless and homeless. I love you and I would love to offer all of me to you, forever and ever."
"Michael, you know just exactly what to say to a woman. Now how long before that wonderful cock of yours gets hard again so you can fuck my brains out for the rest of the day?" She asked with a laugh.
The end??
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Working as a field service technician has its advantages and its disadvantages. It gives you a wide variety of work locations, some better than others. It allows you to see the insides of all kinds of airports. You get to spend lots of weeks and weekends away from home. You get to endure the pleasures of a divorce. Yeah, life as a traveling technician is really great. Well, maybe not so much. After a long week working at installing and debugging a control system, I had a long weekend to kill in San Antonio. I'd rather be home where I could go fishing or work on one of my many projects around the house. Instead, I was cooling my heels until I could get back to the plant on Monday.
Having dug through the local attraction listings and getting a few suggestions from the secretaries at the plant, I decided to go take in Sea World and get a look at the famous Shamu. I got to the park around ten on Sunday morning and after nearly an hour of standing in line to get tickets and get through security, I finally got into the park. It didn't take long to track down the show times for the killer whale and make my way through the winding park roads to his tank for the show.
It was quite interesting and entertaining to watch the big whales fly through the air and do tricks, and it was the most interesting shower I'd ever gotten when the huge fluke flung water into the crowd, saturating those of us "lucky" enough to be sitting in just the right place.
After dripping my way out of the stadium, I made my way to a few other rides and shows, finally breaking for lunch at one of the many eateries within the park. The temperature was soaring into the high nineties, so for me, the thing to do was to head to the water park and chill out for the afternoon.
On the advice of one of the secretaries at the plant where I had been working, I brought a small bag with my swim trunks, some sun block and a pair of water shoes. Twenty dollars and ten minutes later I was changed and was stuffing my still soggy clothing into a locker, ready to explore some cooler activities.
A quick dip in the huge wave pool's bathwater warm water was fun, but getting out of the water did more to cool my hot body than the water itself did. Feeling a bit better, I wandered around a little, soon finding my way to a large pool full of stingrays that continually circled the artificial rock harbor. I wasn't really up for paying an extra twenty five bucks to stand in the water and feed the creatures, but leaning over the wall and touching them was fun. The adjacent water slide, a five story high twisting tube of orange, red and green, emptied into a tunnel under the ray pool, providing what was described by some people around me as a spectacular view.
The line was long to say the least, winding up the staircase and moving at a slow pace of only a half dozen or so people a minute. I made a quick guess that it was going to take about forty five minutes to get to the business end of the ride, and muttered something about that fact to no one in particular.
"Yeah. Makes me wonder if it's worth the wait." A lady near me answered my unaimed question.
"I hear ya. I'm debating if I want to stand here this long." I said as I turned to survey the woman. I figured her to be a tad younger than I was, maybe in her early forties or so, a slight bit shorter than my six foot frame with sandy blond hair in a long pony tail and gray-blue eyes that seemed to twinkle as she smiled. The thigh length charcoal gray t-shirt she wore covered what appeared to be a medium build, not thin but certainly not fat either, though just what shape it had was a bit hard to discern from her chest down, the t-shirt hanging fairly loosely after it pushed out over what seemed like a moderately good sized pair of breasts.
"I have the same concern. It looks like a pretty long wait." She said, snapping me from my survey.
"They say it's a great view from down under though." I said, taking a few more steps up the curved path that led toward the first of the stairs.
"Maybe the line will go faster than we think?" She asked hopefully.
"I'd guess there's a limit to how fast it can go. Looks like one tube every thirty seconds or so. Hopefully they pack them full before they send em."
"I don't think they do," she replied. "My sister said it's up to whoever you go with as to how many are in the tube, as long as it isn't over eight hundred pounds."
"Good thing I don't weigh that much then, because it looks like I'll be going alone."
"Yeah, me too." She said as we stepped forward another couple feet.
"Well, you're certainly not over the weight limit." I joked, looking down at her body again.
She shifted to stick a leg out a bit and tugged the sides of the shirt back to pull it snug across the front of her body. "I certainly hope not. I'd hate to think all that dieting I do goes to waste!"
"I'd have to say it didn't." I answered, getting a better look at the shape of her body. There was definitely no excess fat on her, and it was clear that her breasts were a bit larger than I had guessed, maybe a thirty eight C cup or so. "In fact, I'd have to say it did a lot more than go to waste."
"Oh. Thank you!" She said with a little blush and a shy smile, letting go of the shirt so it hung loosely again. "You're definitely not going to be over the weight limit either."
"No. But it's getting a lot harder to keep the weight off. That two hundred pound mark keeps trying to sneak up on me."
"Well, doesn't look it to me." She answered with a bright smile.
"I appreciate that!" I answered feeling a bit warm inside at her comments.
The conversation turned to the weather and then to jobs. We chatted for almost half an hour as we slowly worked our way up the switchback staircase, making our way out from the shadows onto a sunny section.
"You know. It's getting pretty warm out here!" The woman, whose name I had learned was Terri, said, fanning herself with her hands.
"I'm not surprised. Standing in the sun on a nearly hundred degree day with a dark shirt on? That's just asking to be hot." I said reaching out and gripping a fold of the shirt and tugging on it lightly to emphasize my point.
"Yeah, well...I don't have my regular suit on under it, so the shirt is to hide my body, which my sister's suit exposes way too much of!" She replied emphatically.
"Oh? That brings all kinds of things to mind. Just what kind of suit do you have on under there besides your birthday suit?" I asked with a wicked grin.
"Ohhhh You dirty minded man!" She answered with an almost girlish giggle. "If you really have to know, this was a spur of the moment trip to come with them, and I didn't have a suit with me, so she loaned me one of her bikini's and it's a little bit small for me."
"Hmmmmm I can make a few guesses where it might be small at, and all of them are pleasant thoughts." I answered.
"You do have a dirty mind!" She exclaimed, reaching out and giving my shoulder a gentle slap.
"What can I say?" I asked with a shrug. "Guilty as charged."
"Men! You're all the same! Just trying to get a girl out of her clothes!" She said with an obviously forced scowl that quickly turned back into a smile. "I guess that's why we love to have you around. Makes us feel good."
"Well, why not let me make you feel better then. Take off the shirt so you can cool off and I can ogle the too small suit!"
"Like that's going to happen!" She said shaking her head while the guy in line behind her tried to suppress a grin at our exchange.
"Why not? You're not bashful are you?" I asked
"Maybe a little." She answered quietly. "I usually wear a one piece and this one shows a lot more skin than I'm used to."
"Well, that might be a good thing." I answered with a crooked grin on my face.
"For you maybe. I'm not so sure about me though."
"Awwww come on. I'm standing here in nothing but my swim trunks and I'm not embarrassed." I told her.
"Yeah. Guys are used to running around without shirts on. Women aren't. If they could guys would probably run around in nothing just to show off!"
I turned and looked over the railing at the mob of people running around the water park. "Well...Gee....Let's see. Seems to me there are an awful lot of bikini's running around without shirts covering them." I said before turning back to her. "How about you join 'em? I'll promise not to laugh or make any embarrassing comments."
"Are you trying to sweet talk me out of my shirt?"
"Me? When have you ever known me to try something like that?"
"Well, I haven't, but then I've only known you for twenty minutes."
"See? Perfect record!" I exclaimed, the guy in line behind her stifling a laugh.
"Men. They'd do or say anything to get a woman out of her clothes!" She said, rolling her eyes and sighing. "I suppose you're not going to quit until I take it off, are you?"
"Well, I would if you told me to, but I'd much prefer that I win this one."
"Why is that?"
"Because I have a hunch that the view will be much more enjoyable than leaning over the railing and looking out there!" I said, jerking my thumb over my shoulder toward the railing.
"Fine! Only because I'm hot though!" She said as she reached down to the bottom of her long t-shirt. She quickly pulled it up, skimming it right up and over her head, her blondish ponytail catching for a moment in the neck hole before flopping down into the middle of her back again.
To say the view was good would be like calling the Eiffel tower a little erector set project. The bikini was a combination type consisting of a tiny boy shorts style bottom and a string top that was indeed too small. The triangles of white material with little blue and green flowers covered about half of each of her breasts, a significant amount of what was obviously much more than a C cup trying to squeeze out around the triangles. The strings were snugly tied around her, squeezing her breasts together to create a deep crevasse of soft creamy skin that looked incredibly inviting. Her waist was not skinny, but also I couldn't call her fat, her waist and tummy almost as even around as her hips, which supported the very snug very tiny shorts style bottom.
"Wow." I whispered as I tried to stick my eyes back into their sockets. "Nothing to be ashamed of there!"
"Well. Still a bit revealing." She said, holding the now wadded up shirt in front of her chest.
"Yeah, it is that. Very beautifully so." I said, reaching for a corner of the shirt and tugging on it.
She rolled her eyes and told me to go catch up to the line, which had moved up several steps while I had been enticing her to take off her shirt. I turned and bounded up the few steps leading to the next platform, and turned to wait for Terri to climb up and meet me. With me now standing at the same level as she was, instead of one step higher, I had to concentrate on not staring at her fantastic tits and at the same time to try and keep my cock from getting any more noticeable than it already was.
Another fifteen minutes passed, during which she seemed to grow a bit more comfortable with not wearing the shirt and spent less time holding it in front of her and more time chatting with me. She explained that she had just finalized her divorce and her sister had badgered her to come with them in the hopes of finding a "hot young stud". During that time the two of us slowly climbed step by step up to the final platform.
"It's almost our turn." She said as we watched the group of three ahead of us climb into a large round tube with a flexible bottom. The tube had hand straps around the circumference of both the top and the flexible bottom, giving the riders plenty of places to hold on to. We watched the light turn green and the attendant pushed the tube from where it was floating to the entrance of the tunnel, where it disappeared moments later.
The ride had two stations feeding the tube and while our side of the platform loaded the other side was already loaded and waiting.
"Ready?" The attendant asked, looking at the two of us and assuming we were together.
I held Terri's hand while she climbed down into the tube and stepped back while she settled herself into the bottom. "Aren't you coming?" she called up to me.
I shrugged and stepped toward the tube. "Sure!" I stepped carefully down into the five foot diameter tube across from Terri and sat down. Terri and I quickly tried several leg arrangements and finally ended up with one of each of our legs over one of the others leg. The tangle looked a bit odd, but was fairly comfortable as we leaned back against the tube walls to wait. Terri slipped her hand down through the neck of the t-shirt and grabbed back hold of the handle so that the t-shirt wouldn't get away during the ride while I looked down briefly at her spread legs and shorts covered pussy, a few curls of blond sticking out of the extremely short legs.
"Here we go!" The attendant said as he grabbed the tube handles and tugged the tube from where it was floating and moved it to the beginning of the huge orange tunnel. The initial drop was actually fairly gentle, but even so, the tube picked up speed quickly, the two of us sliding up the side of the first tight turn as we picked up more speed and whipped down the orange tunnel. We broke out of the twisting tunnel into an open top section, picking up still more speed before zipping into another covered section. With my back to the direction we were traveling I had no idea that the deluge that hit us was even coming. Water gushing from pipes above us drenched us as if we had just run under Niagra Falls.
I shook my head and let go of the handle with one hand to wipe my face as we took another fast twisting S curve, and then just a suddenly we flew out into a slowly moving stream, the tube throwing up a huge shower of water over us as it suddenly slowed.
"That was fun!" Terri laughed as we floated along the slow moving water, the clear tunnel roof part of the bottom of the stingray tank above us. I have to admit that I was only partly paying attention to the rays swimming around above us, my eyes almost glued to Terri's right breast, which had been completely uncovered by the deluge of water we had gone under.
"Terri, I don't want to spoil my view, but I think you should fix your top."
"Oh shit!" She squealed, looking down and trying to cover her creamy breast with one hand while trying to pull the displaced triangle of material back over her oblong areola and bright pink nipple.
"Here." I said leaning forward. As much as I wanted to just continue to watch her flash me as she tried to fix her suit, we were almost to the end, and I was pretty sure she wouldn't want to be flashing whoever was at the end of the tube. Surprisingly she moved her hand and let her tit flop out over the tiny string again allowing me to reach out and cup her breast pressing my whole palm against it. I could feel her hard nipple press into my palm as I lifted and flattened her breast, pulling the material over my hand as it covered and flattened her breast. I slipped my hand out from between the suit top and her soft breast, allowing my fingers to stroke across her nipple as I did.
"There." I said as I leaned back almost at the same time as the tube bumped against the exit stairs.
Without a word Terri climbed out of the tube with the help of the attendant and walked up the stairs as if she were going to just walk away. With a heavy sigh I climbed out while he held the tube and followed where she had just disappeared up the stairs. I was surprised to see her standing on the sidewalk at the top of the stairs waiting for me.
"Come on." She said, walking away from the exit of the ride. "You know. I was kind of upset at what you did when you helped me, but then I thought about it, I guess if I had my hand down your pants, I would have given it a little squeeze too." She said as she walked along next to me.
"I really didn't figure you wanted to flash everyone." I told her as I followed along.
"I appreciate that." She said as we walked along the winding path.
"Where are we going?"
"I think the wave pool." She said simply, continuing to walk along the paved walk way. I followed her along to the wave pool, where she dropped her shirt on the a sandy spot at the edge and then waded into the long sloped pool stopping only when the water was about four or so feet deep, lapping around her sexy looking tits. She turned around expectantly and waited for me to catch up the few feet I had fallen behind as we waded in.
"I better hold onto these for now." She said as she reached for my hands. "Don't want them wandering around, now do we?"
"I guess not." I answered in a bit if confusion. I looked up at the big clock ticking down until the next wave cycle started and stood in the water with her holding both my hands.
She dunked herself down into the water to her neck, using my hands to pull me down with her. Once under the water she gave me a wicked little grin and let go of my left hand. I almost immediately felt her fingers brush against my stomach as she fished inside the waistband of my swim trunks to find and pull out the string that held the waist tight. "Now that should help." She said as she tugged on the strings until they were untied. She tugged on the suit waist until it was floating loosely around my waist then looked down into the water to find my hand again and close it in her own.
"Just what are you up to?" I asked looking around at the crowded pool.
"Well, just evening up the score. I mean you did feel me up, didn't you?" She answered as the people in the pool started shouting the countdown to the next wave cycle.
"Well, given the current state of things, maybe not as much as I should have!" I almost shouted over the crowd noise.
"Well, feel free to remedy that." She answered, as the first wave rolled past us, lifting us both in the water and pushing us a few feet back toward the shallow end. "Now why don't you see if you can keep us from floating too shallow here, ok?" She said as let go of my hands on the next wave and allowed herself to float right up against me, her legs spread outside of mine. Her hands quickly pushed the front of my suit down while she wrapped her legs around mine to keep her from floating away.
"Damn!" I said in surprise as her hands grabbed around my cock, my own hands busy trying to keep us upright.
"Damn is right. You're huge!" She said with a laugh just before the next big wave pushed us back, grinding her swim suit covered pussy against my exposed hard cock as she let go to try and balance herself.
If she thought I was going to stand there and not touch back...well I'm sure she didn't think that at all. I squatted down between waves to make sure we were both under water up to our necks and reached out to squeeze and play with her tits. I unintentionally pushed the material off one breast as a large wave lifted and pushed us, using my hand to cover her bare tit as the trough dropped the water level to nearly waist deep for a moment.
Several more waves washed over us before the wave machine stopped generating and the pool settled to its calm state. "That was fun!" Terri said with a laugh as she fixed her top while holding herself under water. "I think I need some more sun block though. Wanna come with?"
"Sure thing." I answered.
"You better tie your suit then." She giggled, reaching out and tugging it again. Even though she had pulled it back up it was still quite loose around my hips and would probably fall right down if I climbed out of the water. I quickly tied the string and then followed her out of the water. She led the way around from the wave pool toward the lazy river type ride and then turned and headed into a large sandy area that contained a wide array of lounge chairs and a few curtained cabanas. She flashed her wrist band and drew me along past the attendant and across the sand lot to one of the yellow and brown tents.



"This is nice." I said as I stepped into what was basically a four sided curtained room with a ventilated canvas roof, a light and a ceiling fan.
"Should be for two hundred bucks." She said looking over her shoulder. "I wouldn't have sprung for it, but my sister wanted a place for the kids to get out of the sun." She turned around with a large blue tube of sunblock and held it out to me. "Wanna do my back? I didn't put any on because of my shirt, but if I'm not going to be wearing it I better have some sunblock."
"Sounds like a smart idea." I said, reaching for a towel sitting on the large picnic table in the middle of the cabana. I quickly dried her back and then squirted some lotion on my hand and began rubbing it back and forth across her shoulders while she held her long blond ponytail out of the way.
"You have a nice gentle touch." She said quietly, dropping her head forward and sighing softly. "Been an awfully long time since I had a man touching me.
"Thanks." I answered as I worked farther down to her back, my fingers sliding under the little string that held the top in place. "How long is an awfully long time?"
"Here, let me get that." She said, reaching one hand behind her and quickly pulling the little bow that held the string tight. "Almost two years." She finished as she pulled the strings around to her front.
With the string suddenly gone I was able to slide my hand up and down her whole back, spreading the cool cream gently over every inch of skin I could reach. I put more cream on my hands and then slid them both around her sides and down over her hips until my hands hit the waistband of her bottoms.
"That's nice." She cooed softly. "You can push the waist down a bit so you can get some around there too."
"Like this?" I asked softly, my fingers hooking into the tiny shorts type bottom and pushing it down until almost half of her round butt was exposed.
"Uh huh." She answered as I ran my hands over the newly exposed skin and then slid my hands around her hips, pushing the material down over her hips as well. I slid my hands back over her butt, pushing the material down even lower until the elastic made it slide down under the curve of her round cheeks, exposing almost her entire ass. I squeezed her ass as I stroked it with my lotion slicked hands, my fingers pressing into her soft skin and making dimples as I drug my hands up the curve of her cheeks.
"Oh damn. That's good back there." She moaned softly, turning her body so she was facing me, her top hanging down between her two large round breasts and her suit bottoms rolled down so that her blond mound was exposed over the top of the roll of material. "Wanna do this side too?"
"Like you have to ask?" I answered eagerly, reaching for the sunblock and drizzling some back and forth across her big tits. Her tits, now fully exposed, were creamy white except for the faint curve of tan around her neck. Her twin oblong nipples were pink and puckered, almost twice as high as they were wide. Her pink nipples were rock hard and sticking out as far as they were wide, the tips easily sticking past my fingers as I cupped both tits with my fingers spread around each nipple.
"Ohhhhh you do have nice hands." She said softly, watching my hands slowly stroke and massage her soft breasts, cupping and squeezing them as I spread the lotion. I trapped her nipples between my fingers, teasing the hard protrusions as I squeezed and pulled them playfully. "Mmmmm hope you don't mind me playing too." She said huskily, her hands reaching for my trunks.
"You don't think anyone will come in, do you?" I asked as she pushed my suit down and let it slide down my legs to the ground.
"They might." She answered breathlessly as she wrapped both hands around my cock, her fingers not quite able to close around my girth. With both hands wrapped around my shaft my head and a couple inches of my length protruded as her hands stroked down the length of my shaft. "God what a cock. It's got to be the biggest one I've ever put my hands around."
"So is this safe?" I asked her as I slid one hand down her stomach and curled my fingers inside her bottoms to stroke her soft pussy.
"Probably not." She moaned, pulling my cock harder as my fingers slipped between her pussy lips and stroked slowly along her clit. Using my cock as a handle, she pulled me around until her ass was against the table and then used one hand to work her bottoms down her thighs until she could step out of them. "I want this inside me." She whispered as she lifted herself up on the table and leaned back, pulling my cock toward her now exposed and spread pussy.
"Ohhhhh damn." I groaned as she guided my head between her hot wet lips and used her heels to pull my ass toward her, forcing my fat cock inside her velvety tunnel.
"OH god yessssss!" She hissed as my shaft slowly pushed into her, spreading her lips and her surprisingly wet tunnel. "Fuck me. Make me come with this hot cock!" She moaned loudly.
"Uh huh." I grunted, reaching my hands back up to her big tits and squeezing them in time with my strokes in and out of her velvety wet tunnel. "Geez. I won't last long doing this. It's been a while since my cock was inside a pussy!" I groaned through gritted teeth, the feeling of my climax already building with me.
"It's ok. I won't either." She squeaked as she tried to hump her hips in time with my strokes. "Ohhhhhhhh shit!"
"Uh. God. Gonna Cum!" I grunted, trying to hold back the inevitable.
"Yes! Do it!" She squeaked, her whole body trembling and shaking. "OOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHH!" she cried softly. Her body suddenly jerked spasmodically around me, her pussy clenching and squeezing my cock as her orgasm washed over her. "God damn!" She panted as I stood there, my own body jerking and twitching as my cock emptied what felt like a gallon of cum into her pussy.
"Geez." I mumbled as I stood there catching my breath, looking down at her creamy soft skin and big breasts. Her nipples still stood fully erect almost begging for me to continue playing with them. I slid my hands back up to her breasts and gently stroked the tips of my fingers around each creamy soft orb, letting my fingers bounce over her nipples one at a time. "You know. You have one hell of a sexy body."
"You're just saying that because you got to fuck me." She answered with a soft giggle.
"Naw. I'd still call you sexy even if I wasn't fucking you." I told her honestly. "But since we did I want to say it was really really good!"
"Well, thank you. Your cock felt pretty damn good too! I'd love to leave it in me longer, but I think we better get dressed. Not sure how long before my sisters kids come back and it would be a real shock to find us like this."
"Yeah. That would be a shock, wouldn't it?" I said, pulling my softening cock from her and shuffling back a little. She sat up on the edge of the table, a stream of white cum suddenly leaking from her pussy and dripping into the sand below while she worked to put her top back in place. I pulled my suit back up and tied the strings, while I watched her adjust the little triangles of cloth over her tits.
"It's a shame you have to cover up. You really do look pretty damn hot."
"Well, I'm glad you think so because I'm kind of hoping for a repeat later."
"I don't think that will be a problem." I answered her while she slid off the table and stepped into the bottoms of her suit. She wiggled the tiny shorts over her hips and gave me one last little playful flash of pussy, by bending over in front of me before pulling them all the way up.
"Just a little something to think about for later." She said after she stood back up straight. With a last wiggle she pulled her bottoms up and then stepped over to me, wrapping her arms around my neck. She pulled her body against mine and stepped up on her tip toes to press her lips to mine, giving me a long slow wet kiss, which I returned eagerly. I let my hands slide around her and cup her ass through the suit, lifting her slightly, as I squeezed her cheeks. Our tongues darted into each other's mouths and played hide and seek with each other as we stood embraced.
"Damn. You can kiss too." She panted when we finally broke the long embrace. "I can feel my pussy sending little tingles all over my body."
"Yeah, so can you. That kiss was enough to make me hard again."
"Really? So soon? I know exactly what to do with that!" She said, reaching down to my trunks again and digging into the front for the string. She quickly untied the string and pushed my trunks down, wrapping her hands around my cock as soon as it was free. "Oh hell yea I know exactly what to do with this!"
"What's that?" I asked, sliding my hands up from her ass to the string around her neck.
"Ride it stud, ride it!" She giggled as I pulled the string around her neck letting the two triangles covering her tits fall away and expose her sexy tits again.
She let go of my cock and took hold of my hand. "Shit! Pull up your suit and come with me." She whispered, grabbing a towel from the table and wrapping it around herself.
I was still pulling my suit up when she disappeared out the gap in the back of the curtained cabana. I quickly hustled around and followed her out the back and looked both ways, finding her head sticking out the gap of a cabana two away from where I was standing. I walked over and slipped inside with her. "What was that all about?"
"I heard my sister's voice. They were coming back. The people that had this cabana had to leave early. We should be safe here." She said breathlessly, dropping the towel. She slid her hands down to her hips and pushed the bottoms off, followed by the last string holding the top in place. With her standing completely naked she turned to look at me. "So what are you waiting for?"
"Nothing I guess." I answered, letting go of my trunks and allowing them to slide down to my ankles. I stepped out of my suit and took the hand that Terri was holding out for me. She pulled me over to the table and then pushed me back until I had to sit on it.
"Go ahead. Climb up." She whispered, urging me to slide back on the table, which I did. She climbed onto the table on her hands and knees, straddling my legs, her big tits hanging down toward me.
"Now this I like." I said quietly, cupping both tits in my hands as she crawled farther up my body. "Just a little more this way though."
"Why is that?" She asked, crawling just a few inches farther up my body.
"This is why." I answered, squeezing both tits into cones, her hard nipples poking out toward me. I lifted my head and sucked her right nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around the hard protrusion while sucking it deep into my mouth.
"Ohhhhh yeah. I can deal with that." She cooed as she lowered her hips down to rest on mine, her wet pussy rubbing against my hard cock.
"So can I." I groaned after allowing her soft tit to slide from my mouth with a loud slurp.
"You like that do you?" She asked, wiggling her hips to work her pussy a bit harder on my cock.
"Oh yeah." I answered, giving her left nipple a playful lick.
"Then you're going to love this!" She said quietly, lifting her hips and reaching between her legs for my cock. She rubbed my head up and down her wet pussy a few times and then slid slowly back, pushing herself down over my fat cock. "OH shit oh shit oh shit!" She moaned as she rocked her hips, working herself farther and farther down my shaft.
"Mhph." I agreed, her left tit sucked deep in my mouth.
"Uh...God yes." She moaned as she started riding up and down my length, each stroke bumping her clit into the base of my cock and then sliding up my shaft until only my head remained inside her. The feeling of her soft wet tunnel caressing my cock was incredibly overwhelming, inching me slowly up the slope toward climax.
Terri pushed herself upright, pulling her tit from my mouth and using her hands on my chest to push herself higher until she was sitting upright on her knees. She began bouncing up and down on my hips, driving my cock forcefully inside her with each stroke, her huge tits bouncing and swinging wildly as her pace increased, each stroke sliding her soft tunnel up the length of my shaft and then slamming down and driving my head into the end of her tunnel.
"OH FUCK!" She squealed as she rode me, her ass slapping loudly on my thighs with each stroke. "Ohhhh shit this feels so good!"
"Yeah, it does." I moaned. "Just keep riding me like that. Ohhhhh God. You feel so fucking good!" I groaned loudly.
"ohmygod" She whimpered as she continued to slap her ass against my thighs.
"TERRI!" A female voice exclaimed a few feet from my head, "What are you doing?"
"Oh shit!" Terri cried in surprise, her hands flying to her tits and trying to cover her nakedness with her arms. "Diane, what are you doing here?"
"Hell Terri! I should ask you the same thing." The woman said.
"I'm having sex, what does it look like?" Terri said a bit defiantly, moving her hands back to my chest and then starting to slowly ride up and down my shaft a few inches. "You wanted me to come find a hot guy...well I did."
"But here? Damn."
Terri closed her eyes and kept riding my cock. "Yeah. Here... and right fucking now!" She said, bouncing a bit harder. "Not only does he have a fucking fantastic cock, but his kiss is hot enough to make you wet and he sucks tits like a pro. So unless you want to get naked and play too, I'm going to finish here."
"Geez Terri, when did you start talking like a slut?" The woman said.
"Right now I feel like one and it feels pretty fucking fantastic, sis. So either take your clothes off or leave me be!"
I felt Terri start bouncing harder, her tits once again bouncing wildly as she moaned loudly with each stroke. "Yesss. That's it. Right there. That's going to do it. Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Fuck my pussy with that fat cock! God yes. Soooo good." Terri moaned, her legs trembling slightly as she used them to bounce herself up and down my shaft. She reached for my hands and pulled them from where they were trying to corral her bouncing boobs and interlaced her fingers with mine. She used my hands to help balance her as she bounced harder, her cries growing more pronounced with each passing second.
"Fuck yes! Oh yeah! There...Right there! Um fuck. God I'm going to cum!" She cried much more loudly than I was comfortable with. "Shit shit shit!" She squealed as she slammed herself down on my cock and her whole body shaking and trembling as she sat moaning loudly. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing my cock as she sat there squeezing my hands.
"Damn." Terri finally gasped as her body began to settle, the trembling that had her wracked her whole body reducing down to little spasms and twitches. "I don't think I've ever come that hard." She said, opening her eyes to look down at me. "Fuck Dena!" She said looking over at the corner of the cabana.
I craned my head around and saw a woman standing there, her bikini bottoms around one ankle, one huge tit hanging out of the bikini top and both hands busy, one between her legs, frantically frigging her completely bald pussy and the other squeezing and pulling the rock hard nipple.
"Shit Dena! That bad?" Terri asked her sister.
"Uhhh. Fucking A." Dena replied.
"Here. Why don't you look at it too then." Terri said, letting go of my hands and lifting herself up off my cock, which slapped loudly against my stomach when it slid clear of her pussy. She leaned back on my thighs, her pussy pressing against the base of my cock and balls. She wrapped both hands around my shaft and held it almost vertical, her hands not quite able to close around my fat shaft and a good third of my length sticking out the end of her hands. "Just look at this big fat cock. Just think how it would feel sliding in and out of you. Can you feel it, pushing into you, stretching you?" Terri cooed as she slowly stroked her hands up and down my shaft, her hands twisting back and forth as she stroked.
"Oh god." Dena moaned, taking a short little step closer to where we lay on the table.
"Mmmmm so big and fat. Can you just imagine how it would feel squirting it's hot wet cum deep inside you?"
"Oh shit sis." Dena moaned, stepping closer again, the bikini bottom falling off her other foot so that all she had on was the partially askew halter style top.
"You know you want it. You want to feel it fill you, stretch your tight little pussy!" Terri said quietly as Dena took yet another step, bringing her half naked body within a few feet of me.
"Oh shit. You know I like to hear it dirty." Dena squeaked.
"I should I heard you banging your boyfriends enough times when we were younger. You always loved to hear them talk to you."
"Uhhhh Fuck yes. Keep talking!"
"That's it. Are you ready to cum? Do you want to see him squirt his cum all over your big tits? Spray them with his cum so it's all dripping down your big fat tits?"
"Fuck yes. Make him squirt on my tits!" She said, quickly pulling her hands to behind her neck. In a few moments she had the neck strap off and was working to pull the rest of her top off. She tossed it aside and then stepped over the bench right to side of the table, standing with her thighs pressing against the table.
"Come on stud. Squirt all over those big tits!" Terri said with a grin. "I've always wanted to do this."
I rolled myself on the table slightly reaching across my chest to close my hand around one of Dena's big tits, squeezing and massaging the huge tit, easily half again as big as Terri's.
"Oh shit." Dena moaned as I played with her tit. "Ohhhh god I want that in me. I want to ride that fat cock."
"Oh no. You just stand there and watch it squirt all over you. This is one you won't get to fuck."
I wiggled myself as close to the edge of the table as I could with Terri sitting on my thighs, but it was enough for me to wrap a hand around Dena's ass, sliding my fingers between her legs to tease her pussy.
"OH SHIT OH SHIT!" She squealed as her body twitched and shook.
"That's it sis. Let it happen."
"AHHHH shit!" Dena squealed as her juices surged over my fingers and running down her legs.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted as my body jerked, a huge gush of cum launching from my over stimulated cock, the white cream splashing on Dena's right tit. Shot after shot of my cum launched out onto her tits and chest until it was sliding and dripping down and off her big breasts.
"That's it." Terri cooed, slowly stroking my cock as it oozed the remaining pent up cum out over her hands. "I don't know who came harder, you or my sister."
"Close tie I think." I answered breathlessly.
"Yeah. Those fingers did the trick." Dena added, my hand still wrapped around her thigh and teasing her sopping wet pussy.
"Yeah, well we better get something back on. We made enough noise to attract plenty of attention." Terri said, letting go of my cock and climbing off my body and the table.
"Uh huh." Dena answered, sliding both hands around her big tits, massaging the cum into the huge soft orbs.
Terri tossed my suit onto my leg as she picked up her own suit and started to untangle it. "Come on stud. Better get your fingers out of her pussy or she'll be climbing all over you."
"And that's a bad thing?"
"Yeah. My sister is married, and I'm not going to contribute to her cheating."
"Yeah. Good point." Dena said. "Wouldn't want to get caught on a naked man that wasn't my husband."
"Yeah, a guy pretty much hates that." I said as I swung to a sitting position on the table.
"You seem to speak from experience." Dena said, stepping from between the table and bench and then stepping to where I sat, reaching out and sliding her hands up my thighs and grabbing at my softened cock.



"Sis. You don't have time for that." Terri said from behind her as Dena looked down at my cock in her hands.
"Yeah yeah." Dena answered, finally stepping back and letting go of my cock. She stepped to where her suit lay on the ground, spread her legs a foot or so apart and then bent over at the waist to pick it up, sticking her glistening pussy out at me. She held the position much longer than necessary before finally moving her feet together and stepping into the tiny green bikini bottom. She slid the bottom up her legs and finally stood straight, turning to face me as she wiggled the bottom up over her bald mound. With a grin she slowly put her halter type top back on, tucking the massive tits into it slowly.
"Come on sis. I think we should leave him to get dressed alone." Terri said, pulling her sister out the back of the cabana, leaving me sitting alone and naked on the table. By the time I got my suit on and followed them out, both of them were nowhere to be seen.
I wandered around the park for almost an hour, not finding either of them, before giving up and going to my locker. I pulled out my clothes and headed back to the cabana. I talked my way in long enough to drop one of my business cards in the cabana for Terri, hoping she'd get it, and then headed out of the park and back to my hotel, disappointed I couldn't seem to catch up to them again, but feeling pretty satisfied with what I had gotten.
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It had been almost two weeks since Amanda had gone against her initial desires and given me the job anyway. Being the only man in this...environment, was presenting its own challenges. As hard as I tried to maintain my professionalism I felt like a few of the ladies were getting a bit frustrated with me. Celia, the receptionist seemed to be taking great pains to tease me, almost as if she was seeing just how far she could push me before I just gave up and ripped her clothes off; not that she was wearing all that much some times.
And then there was Jeanie. At nearly six feet tall her slim body was quite attractive; while she had small breasts, only a large A or small B cup, she seemed to absolutely glow when she flashed them to me in what I'm sure she wanted to be viewed as "accidental" situations. I have no doubt that given the opportunity she would revel in having me undress her completely.
Maria was a bit more my type though. She was tall, slim and had a pair of double D tits that she enjoyed teasing me with. Not that she ever showed them all the way, but she carefully chose her attire so that her ample, well tanned cleavage was constantly on display. If she wasn't married I might have tried to lure her into one of the store rooms to enjoy that body.
Overall, the technical challenges of my job were enjoyable, but the sexual frustration I felt at the end of each day was driving me crazy. There wasn't a day I didn't have to go home and jack off, at least once, at the thought of the ladies here.
"Chris." I said into the recently ringing phone.
"Chris, this is Elaine. Could you come down to the dress room and give me a hand?"
"Sure. Be there in a moment." I answered, dropping the phone into the cradle before heading out of my office. Elaine was an interesting study in contradiction. She had the auburn hair, yes in both places I had learned, the light skin and freckles and small breast. She even had a little bit of an Irish lilt to her voice. What she lacked was the firery temperament of the Irish, instead being a bit shy and at times standoffish.
It only took me a minute or so to walk onto the production floor and down the aisle to the large dress storage room, where all the in process and finished products were stored. I opened the door and stepped into the room expecting to find Elaine needing help with something heavy or up high, which was not unusual given her slight stature. What I didn't expect was to find her with a woman that was very close in height to her, wearing the little black dress Elaine had tried to seduce me in that first day.
"Chris, I'd like you to meet Vanessa. Vanessa, this is Chris, our IT guru and all around sexy guy."
"Well, hello there Chris." Vanessa said in a voice that struck me as vaguely familiar. She stepped forward, her well tanned breasts wiggling enticingly inside the shimmery material of her dress. As she held her hand out for me to shake, her right nipple peaked out the top of the angled sash running across her body.
"Hi." I answered stupidly, taking her hand for a moment while I tried to digest the sights in front of me.
As she dropped her hand the nipple dipped back into the dress, hiding it once again; though the damage was already done, I could feel my cock swelling in my pants. I tried not to stare, but the shimmery material didn't quite hide her little blond heart shaped tuft of hair that pointed straight toward her pussy.
"So what do you think? Is it hot or a bit too slutty?" Vanessa asked, making a slow turn all the way around, and then continuing so she was facing away from me. She bent part way at the waist and pushed her butt out at me, the material sliding half way up her ass so her pussy was exposed as her meaty outer lips pushed out just below her tight round cheeks.
"Well, I wouldn't wear it in public." I croaked, trying to find my voice and trying to keep my suddenly hardening cock from simply jumping out of my pants at her.
"Well, it certainly isn't for that! It's for a very special birthday party!" Vanessa responded, standing back up and turning to face me.
"All I can say is, it'll be good to be the birthday boy!" I answered as I stared at her semi nude form.
"Oh. It's not for him, it's for me!" She answered with a giggle, stepping forward and wrapping an arm around my neck. She stepped up on her tip toes and leaned her cheek against mine while her other hand slid down my front and closed around my cock, bulging out the front of my dockers. "I'm turning twenty one and it's my coming out party! Kind of feels like you want to come out yourself." She whispered as she unzipped my pants.
"I see." I answered in a half choke as her hand worked my belt loose and then went after the button holding my pants together.
"You want to come to my party? There will be lots of sexy women there." She whispered, letting my pants slide down my legs to pool on the floor around my ankles.
"Dressed like you?" I asked, moving my hands to her hips, not sure if I should hold her or push her away.
"Uh huh." She answered, pushing the front of my boxers down, exposing my hard cock to her soft hand and gentle touch. "I sure would like to fuck this right now. But I have to wait two more days." She said with almost a pout in her voice.
"Uh. Ok. Why two more days?" I asked curiously, trying not to think about her soft hand stroking my cock.
"Because my parents made me a deal when I was twelve. I'd get a birthday present of ten million dollars when I turned twenty one if I was still a virgin. I can tell you, it's been a really hard nine years, but I'm still a virgin. Of course that doesn't mean I can't play!" She whispered, letting go of my cock and sliding her hand down my arm to find my hand. She pulled my hand off her hip and drew it down across the skirt of dress and between her legs pressing my fingers against her wet pussy. "You know what I've learned in nine years?" She asked quietly.
"No, what's that?"
"That there are a lot of ways to make a girl climax besides with a cock inside her pussy. I may be a virgin but I love to cum. Would you like to make me cum?" She asked as she slid her hand back to my cock.
I looked over her shoulder at Elaine who stood there with her hands clasped in front of herself and a crooked little grin on her face. I gave her my best "what the hell do I do now?" look, which she apparently understood, mouthing "make her cum!" in response.
I was really at a loss here, not sure what to do, and at the same time being driven nuts by the soft hand that was stroking me. Almost without conscious thought I started to let my fingers stroke the soft pussy lips they were resting against, slowly spreading her moisture and working between them to find her already hard clit.
"Hmmmmmm that's nice." She cooed, pressing her little tits against my chest. "You know what my favorite way to cum is?"
"No, what's that?" I asked a bit breathlessly.
"With a tongue licking me. I think women lick the best, but some guys are pretty damn good too. Would you like to lick my pussy?" She asked sweetly. Without waiting for me to really answer, she let go of my neck and stepped back, pulling me by the cock to one of the long padded benches that were in the middle of the room. I shuffled my way along until I was standing next to one of the benches, she then turned me around and pushed me backward. I looked over at Elaine for help, but she just stood there grinning at me. "Come on now, don't be bashful. I'm sure you'll do just fine. Trying this dress on has just made me so horny! I guess it's the thought of all those guys that will be staring at me, wanting to fuck me and wondering who I'll pick for my first fuck."
"Yeah, I guess that would be a turn on." I answered nervously as she pushed me back so I was lying on the bench. She quickly stepped over the bench, straddling it and me, facing my feet.
I looked up and saw the tips of her soft flowery inner lips protruding from between her rounded meaty outer lips, her little heart of blond curls pointing toward her wet softness. Her round smooth ass was framed in the shimmery black material as she carefully lifted first one knee and then the other onto the bench, balancing herself over me with her pussy hovering inches from my face.
"Ohhhhh." I groaned involuntarily as a hot wetness enveloped my cock. I reached up and pulled her hips gently down, lowering her soft pussy to my face while her tongue swirled around and around my fat head.
"Damn. This cock is huge." She muttered as I reached my tongue out for its first taste of her juices. I pressed my tongue between her lips, her little rosebud puckering inches from my nose as I slid my tongue along between her lips, searching for her hard clit. "OHHH! SHIT!" She squealed as my tongue bounced across her hard nub.
I licked up and down her wet pussy, stroking my tongue the full length of her lips, flicking her hard clit with each stroke. Her moans grew in intensity as I continued licking up and down her slit, pressing my tongue deep into her on one end of the stroke and running around and around her clit on the other, sending tingles through her whole body that soon had her legs trebling.
At the same time my cock was enjoying her youthful mouth, her tongue swirling around my head before each plunge down my shaft, my fat head hitting the back of her throat before she pulled back again.
"God I want this cock in me so bad right now!" Amanda moaned. "Elaine. Come over here...please!" She almost begged.
I couldn't hear what they were whispering about so I continued to work on Vanessa's pussy, stroking it with my tongue and lapping up her juices as they oozed from her excited body. I decided it was time to ratchet things up a step and try to get her to climax, before I did in her mouth. I slid one hand from her hip to her round firm ass and began to gently stroke across her puckered pink rosebud.
"UHHHH" I grunted into Vanessa's pussy as I felt a hot wetness envelope my cock. That was no mouth, but then I wasn't going to complain either. I continued to stroke and lick her body while the pussy enveloping my rock hard cock rode up and down me, barely leaving my mushroom head inside before sliding down again.
"OH SHIT! I'm GONNA CUM!" Vanessa squealed as I teased the tip of my finger into her ass my tongue attacking her clit relentlessly now.
"Mphff" was my only response as I continued licking and sucking her clit, my lips pursing around it and squeezing it tightly.
I felt her whole body start to tremble and shake above me as her juices leaked over my face and ran down my neck. Her squeals of pleasure filled the room along with the panting moans of the woman riding my cock. Up and down she bounced, driving my cock crazy. It had been weeks since I had any sex, well, other than my own hand that is, and I felt like my cock was about to explode inside the incredibly soft hot pussy that enveloped it.
Vanessa lifted herself off my face and sat back, on the bench, my head between her legs, her body leaning over me so her tits were dangling in my face. I looked toward my waist, expecting to see Elaine bouncing on my cock, but was surprised to see Celia sliding up and down my cock, her C cup breasts that I had admired so much, bouncing wildly while her hands pulled and tugged at her own hair.
"Awww shit!" I groaned as my cock swelled inside her, the sight of her tits swinging and bouncing more than I was prepared for. "Here it comes!" I moaned as Vanessa sat on my hands and preventing me from reaching out for those bouncing tits while she used her hard little nipples to tease my cheeks.
"Yeah! Do it! Almost there!" Celia squealed breathlessly, little trickles of sweat running down her chest and sides as she continued to ride me wildly.
"UHHH!" I grunted, my whole body jerking spasmodically as my cock gushed a huge squirt of cum into her pussy. Time and again my body spasmed, sending jet after jet into her, her own cries and clenching pussy adding to the height of my climax. It seemed like hours before my body wanted to give me control back, my cock slowly wilting inside Celia as she sat astride me and the bench, a look of utter contentment on her face.
"Well, that was more than I expected today." Vanessa said with a grin, sliding back a bit more to release my hands before leaning down to give me a soft wet kiss. "Thank you for making me cum. I really do think you should come to my party. I think you might well be the one that I choose first."
"I appreciate the offer, but I doubt I have anything appropriate to wear." I answered breathlessly.
"Oh all the guys are wearing the same thing. Mesh bikini briefs. And the girls all get to wear anything they want, but it has to show either pussy or tit at all times. I think you'd love it. I'll get a special little brief for you if you come, just to help make the other guys jealous and the girls pant for your big cock."
"What guy wouldn't want to come to a party like that?" I asked as she climbed off the bench and gently stripped off the dress. "But I doubt I can afford the plane ticket to wherever it is you live."
"Oh don't worry. I'll send you one." She said with a wink as she held the dress out to Elaine. "You know. It's a good thing that your friend here came in to sit on you. I'm not sure how much longer I could have kept from climbing on. You have the biggest cock I've even touched in person." Vanessa said as she stepped into a pair of tiny thong panties.
"Yeah. Good thing." I echoed, looking at the devious little smile pasted on Celia's face, feeling utterly had at that point.
I lay there and watched Vanessa pull on a little yellow print sun dress that was surprisingly normal, other than its extreme shortness, compared to the new dress. With Elaine in tow, the two headed out the door, Vanessa blowing me a little kiss before closing the door behind them.
"So why do I get the feeling this wasn't an accident?" I asked Celia.
"Because it wasn't. I knew Vanessa was here and what the dress was for. It didn't take much of a suggestion while she was waiting for Elaine to get her to want to try it out on a guy...well all I had to do was wait for the inevitable."
"So you just waited for her to be ready to fuck and then helped her out by taking me off the instant market?"
"Something like that. Hell, I've been trying to get you to seduce me for two weeks. Haven't you noticed my lack of panties and bra?"
"Yeah, I have. I wondered how you were getting out of the house that way without your husband seeing."
"That's easy. I've been changing out of them in the car so that I was all ready when I got here."
"Ahh."
"Well, I did ask you if you'd ever thought of having sex with a married woman, and you said no. So I had to do something."
"Well, you seem to have gotten your way. We're not going to have a problem with your husband, are we?" I asked in concern.
"Oh certainly not. I've had a few friends from work over at the house and he seems to enjoy trying to get them to fuck him. It's only fair that I get some too."
"Oh Lord." I muttered.
"Don't worry." She said, leaning down so her tits pressed against my chest. "We'll just keep that we did this our little secret."
"Yeah, like that's going to happen." I answered knowing full well that by now half the women in the plant had to know that Celia had gotten me.
The afternoon was thankfully quiet. It appeared that Celia had gotten away with her little play and surprisingly word hadn't gotten out about it. A small kernel of me wondered what would happen if it did, but the larger part was deathly afraid of getting into the middle of a huge issue. Don't get me wrong, the idea of lots of women and lots of sex was...well, "hell yeah"! But after being out of work for so long, I didn't want to screw up this job. Amanda had given me a nice increase in pay after everything had worked out so well the first week that I was actually making more now than I had at my last job. She seemed to be genuinely concerned for me and my well being, as she was for all her employees. I was quickly learning that she was a terrific boss to work for and I really had no desire, sex or not, to screw that up.
Her words still echoed in my head. She has nothing against workplace relationships as long as they don't get in the way of the work, and I had a LOT of work to try and get done. Ten hour days were going to be my norm until I could get this order system worked out and everything firewalled. The camera servers were my biggest fear. Even now they were at risk until my new router got here and I could isolate them better from the main systems.
I looked up at the clock and realized that the reason I was so hungry was that it was well past dinner time. I decided to go hit a fast food place and then come back for a while and start writing the use case statements for the order system. That was a task that required quiet thinking time, and I wasn't going to get that during the day, especially not with Celia scheming to jump my bones every time I turned around.
I logged out of my workstation and headed out of my office running into Amanda heading toward the front door. She looked incredible, wearing a white dress, if you could call it that, which went from below her armpits to mid thigh. The front and back were solid pieces of some kind of white iridescent stretchy material that clung to her body like a glove. The front and back wrapped around her body except for about four inches of bare skin on each side, broken only by a half dozen narrow delicately braided straps of the same kind of material that the front and back were made of. It was obvious to me that the only thing under her dress was a tiny white panty, indicated by a tiny string looping up and over her hip and a hint of its outline through the slightly thinner back half material.
"Chris! What are you still doing here this late?" Amanda asked, pausing for me to catch up.
"Just heading out for some dinner actually. You look pretty spectacular tonight, headed out for a date?" I asked her trying not to stare.
"Well, I was. But it seems my date stood me up, again." She said as we walked past Jennifer, the night receptionist, with a polite nod and wave. I had to admit that as security goes, she was the hottest guard I had ever seen. The dress she wore did a poor job of hiding her firm muscular body or her probably double D chest. Officially she was the night receptionist, but the majority of her job was security, a job she was well suited for, being a former Marine MP.
I pushed the door open and held it for Amanda, smelling the soft flowery perfume wafting from her body. I followed her out, allowing the door to close behind us, enjoying the view of her walk toward her convertible BMW as I walked to my much more modest crossover SUV.
"Hey Chris!" She called as she stood with one hand on the windshield of her car and her butt resting on the top edge of the door.
"Yeah boss?" I asked across the top of my SUV.
"You interested in dinner? I still have reservations at Antonio's. My treat!" She asked.
"You sure? I'm not exactly dressed for a fancy restaurant." I answered.
"Yeah, I am. It'll give me a chance to get to know you a bit better."
"I guess. I was just going to grab some fast food someplace."
"I think I can do better than that. Come on." She said with a smile, turning to open the door.
"Ok Boss." I answered her as I walked around my car and heading toward hers.
"But you gotta promise to stop calling me boss!" She called from inside the open passenger compartment of her convertible while she watched me walk around the front to the passenger side. I opened the door and dropped down into the low slung car.
"So Chris. I see that Celia finally succeeded." She said as she backed the car out of her reserved parking spot. "I'm surprised."



"Sorry, I had no clue until it was too late."
"What are you apologizing for? What I was surprised about is that you didn't give in before this. I think if I was in your position that day she walked into your office with nothing on but that sheer robe I'd have just let her have what she obviously wanted." She said with a grin.
"Lord. Do you know everything that happens like that?"
"Not everything. Celia and I have known each other for a long time and she still likes to....share her exploits. And lately you've pretty much been her single ambition. Ever since she saw how big the bulge in your pants was that first day she's wanted to get into them."
"Well, she finally did."
"Does it bother you? That she did it I mean?"
"Maybe a little. I've been trying to stay professional, but some of the ladies have made it awfully difficult."
"Well, you're to be commended. I've pretty much always thought that a guy would kill to be in a situation like this. All these women and all these opportunities."
"Well, Maybe I'm not normal. Don't get me wrong, I love seeing them. I'm just afraid of messing up this job. I can't afford to be unemployed again."
"So the biggest problem is worrying about your job?"
"Pretty much." I replied honestly.
"I think at this point if I tried to fire you I'd have a small riot on my hands. No, your job is safe unless you do something really bad, and having relations with the ladies certainly doesn't classify as that." She said with a little grin as she made a right turn and accelerated the convertible down onto the eight lane wide interstate highway. While I enjoyed riding my motorcycle, practically sitting on the road at eighty miles an hour in Amanda's convertible was a different and almost frightening experience. She seemed to be quite at home zipping the nimble sports car car in and out of the evening traffic, cutting in and out of spots that I wouldn't even slip into on my bike. After several miles of her darting from lane to lane she zipped up an exit ramp, her tires making an audible squawk a she braked hard and turned onto a very much slower city street.
"You do enjoy driving fast, don't you?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Oh that isn't fast. I took it a bit easy this evening since I wasn't in a hurry."
"If that's 'easy' I'd hate to see you in a hurry."
"Oh. There are times when fast is good... and times when slow is better." She said, flashing me a smile. "If you know what I mean."
"I think I do." After considering the way she was looking at me for a few seconds.
"Now Celia, she likes everything quick and hard. That's always been her style. She hates to go to dinner with me because I like to take my time. She likes to get dinner over and then go on to something else. Even her workouts are that way. She won't be in the workout room for more than half an hour and will have done more things than I do in an hour."
"That explains a lot." I answered her having seen Celia in workout clothes on occasion, and then changed back fairly quickly. Of course having a fully stocked workout center in the building is a great perk; it was one I hadn't availed myself of yet simply because there was only a single shower area with three spray heads. They just hadn't considered a mixed sex environment when it was built and I just wasn't quite comfortable enough yet to shower with the ladies.
"I've learned that look already. Your mind is deep in thought of something. Wanna tell me what?" Amanda asked, looking over at me as we sat at a stop light.
"Nothing in particular." I answered evasively.
"And you expect me to believe that?"
"It would be nice."
"Oh. Now this is supposed to be a learning get together. We share what we think and that way we can learn more about each other. Holding back certainly doesn't help that. If you're worried about shocking me, don't be. I've seen and heard a lot in my line of work. I doubt that you can shock me even if you tried. Now. What is it you don't want to tell me?" She asked again as the light turned green.
"Your comments on Celia just made me think of the workout room." I answered, trying to let it go with that.
"It's a great room isn't it? So tell me... what is it that you were thinking about it?"
"Oh. Just thinking about the facilities." I answered as she slowed at the next light.
"Chris. If you're going to make me pull things from you with a rope I'm going to get frustrated and that would just spoil my dinner. So please, tell me the whole thought."
"Fine." I said with a sigh. "I was thinking that the workout room is really nice, but I haven't used it yet because it's only got a common shower area and I haven't exactly felt comfortable enough to go running around naked in front of them."
"I see. So you're the bashful type?" She asked with a smile.
"Not usually. But I am a bit outnumbered and a few of the ladies, like Celia, seem to have painted a target on my back, or more accurately, my crotch."
"Well, I have heard a few rumblings that you haven't been responding to the flirts thrown your way. One or two of the ladies seem to think you're either gay or already spoken for. I'm inclined to believe both are wrong. You're just deep down a gentleman." She said as she accelerated down the road again.
"Maybe. All the attention is a bit much at times."
"Remember when you started, I asked if the environment would be a problem? Is it?"
"Not that I can't deal with." I answered quickly, not wanting her to decide hiring me was a mistake.
"Ok. That's good to hear." She said as she slowed the car and turned into the parking lot of a small brick building. "Well, here we are!" She added as she wheeled into a parking spot and turned the ignition off.
I climbed out of the low slung car and walked around to where Amanda was opening the door after dropping her keys into the small clutch she carried. I held my hand out for her and tried not to stare at her crotch as the extremely short tight material slid up her thighs as she swiveled, exposing a tiny triangle of white covering her mound and pussy. The material drew tight across her pussy, caving in slightly along the vertical gap of her lips as she slid her butt across the seat, pulling on my hand to help lift herself up out of the car. She stood straight and quickly ran her hands down the material of her dress, smoothing it back down and once again covering the white panties and her mostly bare ass.
"Thank you!" She answered politely as she turned to walk around the back of the car and head toward the front door of the building, her hips and ass swaying tantalizingly as she walked in the four inch heels.
I sighed deeply as I closed the car door and then followed along, quickly catching up to her. I felt her slide a hand around my arm, hooking my arm with hers as we strolled slowly along the sidewalk leading to the front door.
"This is nice. I'm not used to gentlemen escorting me places." She said quietly. "I could certainly get used to this."
"If the guys you're dating don't, then you're dating the wrong guys." I said with a little shrug.
"Hmmmm that's an interesting statement." She said with a grin as I reached for the door and pulled it open, holding it while she stepped through in front of me. She obviously knew the maître-d, who greeted her by first name and quickly led us on a winding path through the small candle lit tables to one situated back near a corner. "Thank you James." She said politely as he held the chair out for her to sit in. I waited until she was seated and then pulled my own chair and sat down across the small round table from her.
"I guess you come here a lot?"
"Enough." She said with a smile, picking up the leather bound menu that was set before her by a young lady.
"May I get you something to drink?" She asked politely.
"Chris, do you drink wine?" Amanda asked.
"I do on occasion." I replied.
"Good. How about a bottle of Montepulciano d'Abruzzo?" Amanda asked the young lady, who quickly retreated.
"So. What would you like to eat?" Amanda asked, throwing my mind immediately to the image of her white panty covered crotch. The thoughts running through my head must have been telegraphed to my face as she added, "for dinner I mean," her lips turned up in an impish little grin.
"I...Um...I wasn't..." I said before closing my mouth sitting, my cheeks red with embarrassment as she laughed softly.
"It's alright. I find it quite flattering when a handsome gentleman thinks wicked thoughts about my body." She said softly.
As I sat there trying to look at the menu, I couldn't help but notice that two very prominent bumps seemed to be growing on the front of her dress as she sat looking at the menu, her lips turned up in a wicked little smile.
"Here we go." The waitress said, stepping back to the table with two crystal wine glasses and a bottle of wine wrapped in a towel. She set the glasses down, and then held the label of the bottle out to Amanda to look at. After getting Amanda's nod of ascent she pulled out a corkscrew and expertly extracted the cork from the bottle. "So, what can I get you to eat this evening?" She asked sweetly after pouring both our glasses of wine.
"I think I'll have the Parmesan Eggplant and the house salad." Amanda told her, closing the menu.
"Excellent choice. What kind of dressing would you like?"
"Just some oil and balsamic." Amanda replied.
"Very good. And for you sir?" She asked.
"I'll have the Toasted Ravioli." I said putting my menu down.
"Very well. Would you like that with meat or cheese?"
"Meat!" I answered with a surprised squeak at the feeling of a foot sliding between my thighs and pressing against my cock. "Sorry. Meat please." I answered, after gathering my composure for a few micro seconds.
"Yes sir. What kind of salad?"
"House salad will be fine." I answered, trying to ignore the foot gently rubbing back and forth between my legs.
"And for dressing?"
"Ranch please." I said trying not to let on what was happening under the table.
"Very well. I'll be back in a few moments with some fresh bread and your salads!" She said brightly, giving Amanda a little sideways glance as she leaned over to pick up my menu.
"Amanda!" I whispered, my cheeks burning red with embarrassment as I reached under the tablecloth and found her bare foot in my lap and tried, unsuccessfully, to gently move it.
"Now why do you want to move my foot?" She asked softly. "Don't you enjoy a little attention? I noticed that you were enjoying looking at me, I just thought I might see how nice you thought the view was."
"Here we go!" The waitress said as she stepped to the table with our two salads balanced on one arm and a plate of fresh bread on the other. She set them down on the table before us before asking. "Anything else I can get the two of you?"
I let my eyes flick up to her face briefly and noticed her trying to hide a smile by biting her lip.
"No. For the moment I think I'm good." Amanda answered with a wide smile.
"Very well. Enjoy!" The waitress said.
"I am." Amanda replied as the waitress turned to leave.
I tried to concentrate on my salad while Amanda ate hers, looking completely innocent yet almost continually rubbing her foot back and forth against my rock hard cock. I finally gave up fighting her and let her have her way with her foot while we finished our salads.
"I'll be right back. I need to use the powder room." Amanda said, pulling her foot from my lap before getting up. I watched her smooth her dress and then pick up her clutch and head to the ladies room.
"Ohhh." I said with a sigh after she had gone. This was not at all what I expected from her when she suggested we get to know each other better.
"Here we are." The waitress said, arriving with our plates of food. "Is your wife going to be right back? I can hold it in the kitchen to keep it hot if you prefer."
"Oh. She's not my wife, but I think she'll be right back. I think it's safe to leave it." I answered.
"Oh! Well, I'll be happy to leave it then." She said setting the plates down and giving me a bright smile. "Enjoy!"
"Thank you." I replied as she turned to walk away.
I waited a few more minutes before Amanda returned and sat back down across from me. "Oh. Good. Our food is here." She said with a huge smile.
We had eaten several bites before she spoke again. "So Chris, what's your favorite part so far?"
I almost choked. "Huh?"
"What's your favorite part of the job so far?" She asked.
"Oh. Um. My favorite part is designing some of the interface programs that will be part of the order tracking system." I answered her.
"Really? I would have thought it was keeping track of the security cameras." She said with a wink. "You do review that periodically, don't you?"
"Um." I stammered. "Well, actually, I hadn't been. I kind of felt like it would be like spying on the ladies."
"Oh not at all. You need to check that the cameras are all working properly and that they are recording. I certainly don't expect you to watch for them doing things wrong or anything. We do have security for that. No, just periodically check that they are all working and the recordings are ok. If you happen to see something....risqué, well that's just a perk of the job I guess."
"Does that include the one in your office?"
"Especially my office. I would hate to have someone get into my office and then find out the cameras weren't working properly."
"You do know that they point at your private bathroom and shower in addition to your desk?"
"Yes, I believe they do." She said with a little grin. "I'm not bashful, are you?"
"A bit more than you are I guess." I answered after another bite of food.
"Just how bashful?" She asked, leaning down and coming back up with her napkin. A few moments later I felt her foot once again in my lap. "Why don't you see what I have for you down there?"
I reached a hand down to find her foot, a string wrapped between her toes. I pulled the string up where I could see it and found a pair of very skimpy white string bikini panties. I looked up at her and the little grin on her face and then back down to the obviously wet spot on the crotch of the material.
"So you're wearing...?"
"Nothing!" She whispered with a grin.
"Aren't you worried about leaving a wet spot on your dress?"
"Oh, not at all. I have it hiked up so my bare bottom is on the chair." She answered with a wink.
I choked again at her words, wondering how much anyone else could see if they looked over at her. Not much, I decided, due to the dim atmosphere.
We ate in silence for several minutes, the little waitress coming over to check on our progress just as we were finishing out main course.
"Anything else I can get for you? Maybe some desert?" She asked pleasantly.
"Mmmmmm I am hungry for desert, but I don't think what I want is on your menu." Amanda answered, with a little smirk.
The waitress looked down at Amanda and over at me and smiled back. "Let me get you the check." She finally said, obviously trying to hide her smile as she scurried off.
It only took a few minutes for Amanda to pay for our food and then indicate she was ready to leave. I got up and walked around the table to pull the chair out for her, allowing her to stand up. Just as she had indicated, the bottom of her dress was pulled up almost half way up her round butt, which also caused the front to creep up and expose her pussy.
She picked up the partial bottle of wine and her clutch and stood there. "My hands are full, would you be a dear and fix my skirt?"
"What?" I squeaked.
"Just pull it down. I'm sure you won't mind and I promise I won't accuse you of trying to feel me up no matter where your hands might accidently slip to."
"Good lord." I said, looking around to see who might be watching as I slid my hand down over her butt to smooth the dress down over her round bottom.
"Mmmmm . Nice hands." She whispered as I stroked the dress down a second time, trying to stretch the material down enough to at least cover her pussy. "That should do it." She said as she started to walk away, the dress just barely below the curve of her butt. I had no doubt that if any of the men sitting at the tables we wound through looked, they would be able to see her bare pussy under the front of the white dress.
I followed her out of the restaurant and down the sidewalk to her car; standing behind her between her car and the one parked next to her while she bent over the side to put the wine bottle on the floor behind the driver's seat. As she bent the dress pulled up even farther until it slipped up over her ass. Her entire ass was exposed and her meaty outer pussy lips pushed out between her legs, the slit up between them glistening with her wetness.
"Like anything you see?" She asked, looking over her shoulder at me.
"I'd be lying if I said I didn't like what I see." I answered, my cock straining to get out of my pants.
She pushed herself up and turned to face me, her hands reaching down for the front of my pants. She quickly undid the zipper and the snap of my pants, leaving my belt buckled. She expertly spread the front of my pants as far as she could and fished my cock out, pushing the waistband of my boxers down until she had my whole cock and balls exposed. "Mmmmmmm. Now this is a nice cock. Celia said it was fat and long, she wasn't exaggerating."
"You want to stand here in the parking lot and do this?"
"Honey, with a cock like this I'd stand here and do just about anything. Don't you want to stuff it inside my wet pussy?" She asked quietly.
"Hell yes." I grunted as she slowly stroked both hands up and down my shaft.
"Good. Come over here." She said softly, stepping between me and the side of her car. She hiked her butt up on the rear fender and then lifted her bare feet, placing them on the car next to hers. With her legs spread and propped up she drew me closer to her, aiming my engorged head at her wet pussy. "Come on. Slide it in darling. I want to feel how big it is inside me."
"Right here? In the parking lot?" I asked incredulously.
"Uh huh. I don't want to wait. Besides, being a bit daring is a huge turn on." She cooed, rubbing my head up and down between her lips, spreading her slick wet juices over my head. "You can say no if you want, but would you fuck me please!"
I was inclined to say no, having never even thought of having sex in public. Earlier in the day in front of two other women was already far more public than I was used to; but in a parking lot where anyone might see us and we were probably already on some kind of security camera? Not to mention that we could get arrested for public indecency. No, this was just a bad idea, and I was about to say so when my other head made up its own mind as her clit stroked across the sensitive spot underneath, then nestled into the opening of her tunnel. Reflexively my hips bucked toward her, driving my cock suddenly inside of her, sinking in several inches before the dry part of my shaft grabbed at her lips and stopped my motion,
"Ohhhhhh Fuck yes! I knew you would feel huge inside me." She moaned loudly as I pulled back slightly, and then stroked in again, working another of my nine inches into her. She reached out for one of my hands with one of hers, the other pressed to the trunk of the car to hold herself up, and pulled my hand to her large chest. "Don't forget about these, they love to be played with too." She said huskily.
The silky softness of her wet pussy caressing my mushroom head, as I slowly stroked in and out of her, was quickly driving any inhibitions from me. I stared at her tits as I hooked a finger into the top of her dress, right into the gap between her round breasts and slowly tugged the material down, freeing her almost perfect breasts to my view. They were much more than I could cover with my hand, even though I quickly moved one hand to each soft round orb to cup them; and they were tanned light brown, like the rest of her body, without a tan line or blemish. Her nipples were bright pink, each one centered in the middle of an areola the size of half a dollar, puckered and as bright pink as her rock hard nipples.



My hips continued to piston my cock in and out of her soft pussy, encouraged by her soft moans and sighs of pleasure while my hands cupped and squeezed her big tits, her nipples sticking between my fingers so I could squeeze and pull them periodically.
"Ohhhh fuck you know how to pleasure a woman." She moaned loudly, lifting her legs even higher in the air, her dress bunched around her waist so she was sitting on the car almost nude.
"Well, you feel pretty fucking spectacular too." I grunted as I continued to drive into her, my motions growing more urgent as I felt my own orgasm starting to build. "You did a lot of teasing in there; I hope you're ready for what that causes."
"I've been ready since I saw Celia riding you in the dress room! I just had no idea that tonight would be the night I got to try it for myself!" She answered; her voice up at least two octaves as she gasped for breath between words. "God damn you feel good. I'm going to come any second!"
"Hadn't planned on fucking my boss." I grunted as I pounded my hips rhythmically into her soft ass, each impact making an audible slap that bounced her tits under my hands and smashed my head into the end of her velvety soft tunnel.
"I hope you're enjoying it as much as I am!" She squealed as her whole body trembled and shuddered, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath.
"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned, her clenching pussy muscles rippling along the length of my cock, trying to pull me into her deeper as if it wanted to devour my whole shaft. My strokes became slightly more erratic as my orgasm inched toward the point of no return, the sensations of her pussy trying to draw me in and tightening around my shaft were almost more than I could resist.
"Shit. I'm gonna cum!" I told her through gritted teeth.
"God yes. DO IT!" She cried loudly.
My body bucked, slamming my cock into her so hard and deep that I scooted her ass a few inches on the trunk of the car; my cock spewing the first surge of hot cum deep into her pussy. I momentarily lost control of my body, its spasmodic jerks driving my shaft into her time and again; her own body responding with its own jerks and spasms as her orgasm was pushed to new heights by the feeling of my juices surging into her. Time and again my body drove into her, adding to the copious amount of cum I had already deposited until finally those spasms fell to an occasional twitch, leaving me standing there embedded in her and gasping for breath as her chest heaved under my hands in her own search for air.
"Oh fuck, did I cum." She panted as she lowered herself down until she was lying on the car, my hands no longer able to reach her tits, sliding down to her stomach as she lay there. I felt her legs wrap around my waist and capture me against her as I started to pull away. "Not just yet." She whispered.
"Ok. Well, we might want to find someplace more private next time; we're starting to draw a crowd." I told her as a young couple stood behind the car next to us and stared at the spectacle we had become.
"OHHHH SHIT!" She squealed, pushing me back and forcing my softening cock from her pussy. She hurriedly pulled her dress up over her tits as she tried to stick her feet back into her high heels. "Get in!" She squealed urgently as she pushed me back so she could open the car door.
I was only half way around the car, my cock hanging out and wagging as I did so, when I heard the car starting. I opened the door and dropped into the seat, the car backing up as soon as I had the door closed.
I watched the faces of the couple staring at us; the guy's face in a huge smile and his hand on a large bulge in his pants and on his female companions face a look of shock, but her hard nipples poking out the lightweight summer dress she wore telling a different story. As Amanda sped out of the parking lot I wondered if that couple would later do what we had just done.
We fortunately hit all green lights and were driving down onto the interstate only minutes after leaving the restaurant. "You know. I wondered which one of us would do the asking. I always knew that we would end up having sex; you were just too damn sexy for me to not want. I just didn't expect it to be in a parking lot." She said over the wind, reaching for my hand and pulling it over to her still naked lap. Did you know that I've been undressing and playing in my office hoping you'd see me on the camera and come proposition me?"
"I saw you strip that first day, but I haven't been watching your office. I figured you deserved some privacy.
"Silly man! There was something about you that first day. The way you carried yourself, your confidence, the size of the bulge in your pants. Hell I knew you'd feel fantastic inside me, I just hoped you'd be as good a fuck as your cock looked like it would."
"And?"
"Oh yeah. I'm very glad that my date canceled. This was SO much better!" She said as she reached into my lap and found my still exposed cock. Her hand slowly stroked my softened tool, inching it back toward hardness. "You know. Just because we already fucked doesn't mean the night has to be over. Would you mind joining me for a shower and a little more play?" She asked with a wide smile on her face.
"Why not? After all, you are the boss."
"Not tonight sweetie, not tonight!" She answered with a grin.
It only took a few minutes to run down the interstate and make the few turns off the highway to get back to the office. She finally let go of my once again hard cock long enough to put the car in park.
"I guess I better put this away." I said, pulling my own hand from her lap, where I had been playing teasingly with her pussy as she drove.
"No. Don't do that." She said with a smile.
"What, you want me to walk in with my cock hanging out?" I asked in surprise.
"Sure, why not? It's a sexy cock." Amanda said, leaning over toward me and giving me a little kiss on the cheek.
"Fine. I will if you will." I answered.
"Ahhhh, you like to play games, do you? All right." She said with a crooked grin. She reached down and wiggled the bottom of her dress the rest of the way out from under her butt and then leaned forward while she pulled the dress up her body, sliding it over her head, leaving her completely nude in the front seat. "Your turn."
"Geez." I muttered as I stared pulling off my polo shirt. "How did I get myself into this?"
"You wanted to play games sweetie." She answered with a little grin. "Now do you need help getting out of all those clothes?"
"No, I think I can do it myself." I answered as I tossed the shirt onto the floor of the car. I bent over and untied my shoes, pushing them off my feet and then tugging off my socks. With a roll of my eyes I undid my belt, the only thing still holding my pants on, and then pushed my pants down, pressing my back against the back rest to lift myself off the bucket seat and work my pants down over my ass. I pushed them down and wiggled my feet until I was as naked as Amanda.
"Mmmmmmm, nice looking body!" Amanda said quietly a she opened her car door. "Now, how about joining me for a shower?"
I sighed deeply, not sure if I was really up to walking into the building naked.
"Come on. This was your idea after all."
"I wouldn't quite say that." I retorted.
"I would. Come on!" She coaxed.
"Fine." I said, getting out of the car and closing the door behind me.
"Oh that will simply never do!" Amanda said as she came around the car.
"What?"
"That!" She said pointing at my flagging cock. She stepped over and then squatted down in front of me, wrapping a hand around my cock and leaning her face toward me.
"Oh damn." I groaned as she wrapped her mouth around my head and fed as much of my semi-hard cock into her mouth as she could. I felt her tongue teasing me a she sucked on my cock, making it slowly grow and fatten in her mouth. I stood there in the parking lot, completely naked, Amanda squatting in front of me sucking my cock, and I was getting a hard on. Who would have guessed?
"That's much better." She cooed after pulling her mouth from my now hard cock, only a comparatively small portion still fitting into her mouth. She stood up and took my hand, leading me toward the door. As she opened the door I realized that the one thing I hadn't counted on was that I would be walking right past Jennifer on the way in.
"Good evening, Amanda." Jennifer greeted as we walked in, reacting as if Amanda coming in naked was an every day event. Her eyes betrayed her however when she looked at my cock wagging back and forth with each step I took, her gaze never leaving my shifting shaft. She swiveled her chair to stare at us as we walked by the reception desk, following us until we disappeared into Amanda's office.
Amanda led me across her office and around her desk, drawing me along by the hand right through her private bathroom and into the glass tile cubicle that was her shower. "I Hope you don't mind smelling like my soap." She said quietly as she hit the digital control to turn on the water. The shower cascaded down on us from multiple heads above us, raining down almost instantly warm water. She stepped toward me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling my neck down toward her as she tilted her face up. The water cascaded over the both of us, running down our faces and hair as she softly pressed her lips against mine.
Her soft lips teased and sucked on mine in one of the most sensuous kisses I had ever experienced. Her tongue teased into my mouth and gently played hide and seek with mine while her hands slowly stroked around my body; my own hands sliding down her back and cupping her firm round ass. We stood under the cascade of warm water for long minutes before she broke the kiss and stepped back.
"Wow." I muttered as she turned her back to reach for the soap and a large squishy sponge. I stepped up against her back and wrapped my arms around her, gently cupping and squeezing both her soft boobs.
"Mmmmmmm, you can keep doing that." She cooed, wiggling her ass slightly against my hard cock.
"So can you." I whispered into her ear, closing my fingers around her nipples and gently tugging and twisting them.
She squeezed some soap on the sponge and slowly began rubbing my arms with it. "You wanna wash me?" She asked, softly, holding the sponge out for me.
"My pleasure." I answered, taking the sponge in one hand but keeping her pulled tight to me. I slowly soaped her chest and stomach, slowly working my way down until she lifted a leg up so I could slide the slippery sponge between her legs and across her pussy. Once I had finished there she put her leg down and spun in my arms so I could wash her back and cute ass.
"Your turn." I said, holding the sponge out to her as I let go of her and stepped back.
"Oh good." She said, slowly washing my chest and working the sponge lower and lower until she was sliding it around my cock and between my legs. She stepped closer to me and reached around me with her sponge hand while her free hand reached between us and pushed my cock downward. She stepped her hips closer to me and closed her legs around my cock. "Mmmmmm much better." She cooed as she wiggled herself on my shaft, her hands reaching around me to soap my back and butt.
"You like that, huh?" I asked as I bucked my hips a little, sliding my cock along her lips.
"Uh huh." She moaned softly. "Very much. You're already making me tingle all over. I can't believe how turned on I am."
"Well, let's go do something about that then." I said, reaching around behind me and taking the sponge from her. I let the sponge fall to the floor. Cupping her ass with my hands I lifted her up, her legs coming around me with her arms to hold herself against me as I turned us slowly around under the water. With both of us rinsed, I carried her out of the shower, her legs and arms still clutching me tightly, and carried her all the way to the leather sofa, leaving a trail of wet prints and water drops.
With a grin I gently leaned forward, using an arm against the back of the sofa for support. I continued to lower her until her butt touched the sofa and she unlatched her arms and legs from me. I leaned my head down and gently kissed her soft lips, sucking them and playing with them in the best imitation I could of what she had done earlier.
After several long minutes of kissing this way, I moved my lips along her cheek and jaw, kissing to her neck and gently flicking her earlobe with my tongue. I blew into her ear softly, making her giggle like a little girl and scrunch her body up defensively. She relaxed slowly as I kissed down her neck to her chest, slowly working my way to her large round breasts. With kiss after kiss I worked from one soft breast and hard nipple to the other, kissing and licking each nipple before sucking it into my mouth. Each time I drew her nipple in I swirled my tongue around and around it, teasing her puckered areola and flicking her hard nub with the tip of my tongue.
I lost track of how long I worked her breasts and nipples, her hands gently stroking my short wet hair. Slowly I started kissing my way down her body again; trailing kisses down into the valley between her fabulously sexy breasts and then down her firm smooth stomach. I continued to kiss down her smooth shaved mound, pushing her legs apart as I slowly kissed her thighs, planting one soft kiss on one thigh and then switching to the other.
"Oh God, stop teasing." Amanda moaned as I kissed closer and closer to her lips without touching them with my lips.
"You want more?" I asked teasingly before pursing my lips and blowing gently across her wet pussy.
"OH God, yes. Please!" She begged.
Ever so gently I drew my tongue along her fat outer lips, just teasing the tip ever so slightly into the gap between them. I licked up her pussy again, gently pressing my tongue slightly harder into her, tasting her sweet juices.
I used my thumbs to gently spread her fat lips apart, exposing her soft flowery inner lips, and her engorged protruding clit. I pressed my tongue deeply between her lips and drew it up along them pressing it against her pubic bone and finally bouncing across her clit.
"OHHHH!" She squealed in pleasure and surprise when she felt my tongue flick across her clit. I smiled to myself and repeated the trip, slowly stroking up until I could bounce my tongue across her clit. This time I focused on her clit even more, running my tongue around and around it for several seconds, making her squirm and moan before sucking the hard nub into my mouth and squeezing it with my lips.
"Oh shit!" She cried, trying to grab at my short hair to pull me back to her as I pulled my head down to stroke her again.
With a grin I moved one hand from her lips and rolled it so my middle finger slipped between her fat lips and the tip pressed deep into her tunnel opening. I gently licked up between her lips as I pushed my finger into her like a small cock, slowly sliding it along but curling it upward to follow the inside curve of her pubic bone. By the time my tongue had reached her clit and was slowly swirling around it, my finger had penetrated as far as it could, the tip of my finger drawing similar circles on the upper wall of her velvety wet tunnel.
"AHHHHH GOD DAMN!" She squealed as my attentions sent little sparks racing through her whole body causing it to jump and convulse suddenly. I kept the pressure of my attention to both her clit and her sweet tunnel going for long minutes, the irregular jerks coalescing into a rapid rocking of her hips making it difficult to maintain my contact with her clit. Her fingers tried in vain to grab my short hair and pull me tighter to her pussy as she tried to grind her sopping lips into my face.
"OH SHIT!" She screamed over and over again as I relentlessly sucked her clit and flicked it with my tongue, my finger dancing around and around the top of her tunnel. I lost track of how long I had been licking her pussy, but my tongue was getting tired and I knew that I couldn't keep up the attentions much longer. I sucked her clit into my mouth as far as I could, pressing it tightly between my lips and then rubbing them back and forth, pinching and rolling her excited clit between them.
"OH FUCK!" She screamed suddenly at the change in attentions. Her whole body suddenly went rigid and I could feel a wet gush of her juices jet out of her and down my chin and neck as her climax overpowered her whole body. She gasped for air as her body jerked and twitched in the grasp of her extremely powerful orgasm.
It was nearly a full minute before her body began to relax. I relaxed my attentions to her pussy with her, releasing her clit and ever so gently stroking it with the flat of my tongue several times before pulling my face and finger from her pussy.
"Oh my God." She panted, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "That was fucking fantastic!"
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"That is an understatement!" She said as she struggled to sit up. I reached out and held her hand, which she used to pull herself up from the reclining position she had been in, her ass hanging off the edge of the overstuffed leather sofa. "When you play you really play, don't you?"
"I've always believed that if you're going to do something it's worth doing it well." I answered with a chuckle, using my hand to wipe her juices from my face.
"Well, you sure as hell did that. Let's see if I can return the favor." She said, pushing me back on my heels until I had to sit down and then lay back on the soft office carpeting. She slid to her knees next to me and reached out for my rock hard cock, wrapping both hands around it as far as they could go. "Goodness this is big when you get excited, isn't it?" She asked softly, her hands twisting slowly around my fat shaft, her fingers and thumb not quite meeting around my girth and nearly two inches still sticking up out of her clenched hands.
"I don't think I can get all of this in at once, but let's see what I can do." She said with a grin, her eyes looking up at me for a reaction as she lowered her mouth down around my head.
"Ohhhh." I groaned as my engorged head was engulfed by her hot, wet mouth. She swiped her tongue back and forth across the underside of my head as she held me in her mouth, her head slowly lifting and dropping only a few inches, her hands following her lips as they gently stroked up and down while continuing the twisting motion.
"Oh that's good." I moaned in appreciation at her efforts. She made a little noise that I assumed was an answer, but did more to vibrate my cock than anything else. Her tongue went still as she pushed her face slowly down, more and more of my cock disappearing into her mouth as my mushroom head pressed against the back of her throat and then slid deeper down it. She could only hold me there a moment before pulling her head back up, gasping for breath.
"Damn that's big." She said before lowering her head down my shaft again. I groaned softly as she repeated her attentions, her head bobbing in time with her hand strokes and her tongue swirling around and under my head. I closed my eyes and allowed the sensations to flow over me as she worked my cock; my whole shaft slickened by her saliva.
"I get the feeling you're a tit man." She said quietly, after pulling her face from my cock.
"Uh huh." I answered in a soft groan as she stroked her hands up the length of my cock and cupped one over my head.
"Ok. Then I bet you'll love this." She said as she released my cock. She slowly crawled across me and then up my body until her tits hung in front of my face like to huge sexy udders. I reached up and grabbed both soft mounds of flesh and guided one to my lips to lick and suck her hard protruding nipple. "Oh yeah. I thought so." She half moaned at the feeling of her tit being sucked deeply into my mouth.



I could feel her hand close around my cock and then the hot wetness as she rubbed it up and down her pussy, pressing it between her fat lips. She worked me into the opening and then slowly pressed herself back, pushing her tunnel over my bulbous head and then down the length of my shaft.
"Mmmmm I'm not sure who is going to enjoy this more, you or me." She moaned as she began to slowly stroke up and down my shaft, her knees lifting her body up as she rocked herself so her chest was always within reach of my hands and lips. I could feel her velvety soft tunnel, sopping with her own juices, caressing my rock hard shaft with each long slow stroke. Up and down she went for....I don't know how long. I sucked and played with both nipples in turn, enjoying the sensations of her pussy while teasing and playing with her incredibly sexy tits.
I realized almost suddenly and surprisingly that my already well used cock was on its way to another climax. "I'm going to cum again." I groaned around her left tit, feeling the unstoppable urge growing between my legs.
"Yessss." She hissed softly, her strokes continuing as she rocked back and forth on my cock.
"OHHHHHH FUCK! HERE IT COMES!" I practically shouted as my body involuntarily stiffened, my back arching to push up into her before suddenly jerking spasmodically, releasing a huge gush of hot cum into her pussy. Time and again my body bucked under her, my hands squeezing her tits and my cock pushing more cum into her already full pussy. It was only as my own orgasm began to ease that I realized she was in the midst of another climax herself, her whole body rigid and trembling above me.
"Oh sweet Mary." She mumbled as she lowered herself down on top of me, her soft tits pressing into my heaving chest as we both gasped for breath. I felt her weight press down on me as she let herself go, her body sinking against mine and trying to mold to my own curves. It was long minutes before my softening cock slipped from her pussy, releasing a flood of cum that leaked out and drooled down my cock onto the carpeting.
"Sleep with me." She whispered softly into my ear, her voice not a command, but more of a hopeful plea.
"Ok." I answered back.
She slowly pushed herself up and off of me, moving around the office and turning off lights before bringing a blanket from the drawer of a hutch behind her desk back to the sofa. She laid the blanket out on the leather sofa and then held a hand out for me. I climbed from the floor and let her pull me to the sofa, sitting me down and then laying back so I was on my side, my back against the back of the sofa. She slipped onto the sofa gracefully, her front facing mine, her soft tits pressed to my chest as she intentionally tangled her legs in mine. The overstuffed sofa was just long enough for me to lie on, using the one arm as a pillow and the width seemed just deep enough for the two of us to keep from falling off. She pulled the blanket down from the back and over the two of us before reaching over her head to click the last light off on the little end table by the sofa.
I felt her softly press her lips to mine in a tender kiss, her hot breath mingling with mine for long seconds before she whispered. "Thank you."
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Daylight comes late up this far north, and it actually felt good to lie in bed a bit longer than usual. I finally got up and pulled on my long underwear and dressed in jeans and a long sleeved pullover. I pulled on my heavy wool socks and then padded out into the great room to add some more logs to the coals that were hidden under the layer of ash. Before long the fire was crackling merrily away and the smell of cooking sausage was wafting in from the kitchen. I headed down the length of the room toward the kitchen, rapping my knuckles on the door frame of the two rooms that housed the guests as I went, and then turning into the last door that led to the kitchen. I found Suzanne busy cooking; wearing the same baggy sweat shirt from the day before, but her pants were tight fitting yoga pants that I was sure accentuated her ass, if it hadn't been covered by the sweat shirt.
"Good morning!" She said brightly when she realized I was there. "Sausage and scrambled eggs will be ready in a couple minutes. Feel free to pour a cup of coffee if you want." She said as she turned back to her cooking as if the previous evening hadn't happened.
"Thanks. Smells good!" I replied as I drew a hot cup of coffee from the urn and scooped some sugar in it.
"All that in your coffee?" She asked teasingly as I poured some milk in it.
"Yeah. I like mine sweet and white." I joked back as I headed out to the dining room.
It was only a few more minutes until she brought out dishes of fried sausage, scrambled eggs with cheese in them, hash brown and slices of toast. The group of sleepy fishermen and women that had clustered around the fire as they came out of their bunk rooms quickly made their way to the table to partake of the feast that Suzanne had laid out.
"Well, time to gear up." I said when it looked like everyone was done eating. "Get your heavy clothes on and meet me in the gear shed, right down the hallway at the end of the great room."
We all got up and headed to our rooms to gather our heavy clothes. I put a pair of toasty-toes foot warmers on my socks before pulling my heavily insulated pack boots on. Then I stepped into my heavy bib overalls and slipped on my jacket, stuffing gloves, balaclava and stocking hat into my pockets before heading out to the shed. I flicked on the lights and started loading gear, the last being the live bait we would use. By the time I was done Dave, Marlene, Mark and Randal were gathered around the three snow mobiles that I had lined up by the garage door.
"So the bad part is that it's about a six mile ride to where we're going to fish, and at only seven degrees it's a chilly ride. The good part is that Jack splurged and got heated helmets. So each of you put on your balaclava if you have one, and pick a helmet. Once you're fitted, you can get a seat on one of the snow mobiles. I'll drive the one with the big sled; the others of you can take the other two." I said as they were fitting helmets.
"You don't mind if I ride with you, do you?" Marlene asked.
"I don't mind, but don't you think your husband would want you to ride with him?" I responded.
"You're kidding right?" She asked with a smile. "I mean he might just drive us straight through the ice into the lake!"
"Now Marlene, that's not nice. You know I haven't done that in years." Dave retorted. "But if you really want to ride with him, just say so. I don't care one way or the other."
"There, see?" She said, standing there expectantly.
"Fine with me." I said with a shrug as I pulled on my helmet. I sat down and plugged my helmet into the panel on the snow machine and then hit the starter button. The engine roared to life and then settled to a comfortable idle.
"So everyone hear me ok?" I asked into the small microphone in the helmet, my voice transmitted to all the other helmets through a short range radio link. I quickly heard four more answers that they were ready. I hit the remote mounted on my snow mobile and the door motored up quietly. I gunned the engine and zipped out into the cold bright snow, stopping to make sure the other two cleared the door before hitting the button again to close it. Marlene grabbed me tightly around my waist as I hit the throttle and accelerated my machine down the path to the lake. Once on the ice I let it run up to forty miles an hour, checking behind me occasionally to make sure that the other two sleds were keeping up.
As advertised the ride was cold, but the front of the snow mobile and its windshield helped keep the chill down some. It was only about fifteen minutes of riding before I slowed my machine and eased into a wide cove, shutting down my sled.
I pulled my helmet off and put my stocking cap on before climbing off the rig. "So here's the deal. I'm going to drill a series of holes and we want to rig each one with a tip-up. Have all of you used one before?" I asked.
All their heads nodded they had, so I continued my instructions. "Back hook the minnows and set them about a foot off the bottom. Once they're all set we can set up the shanties and settle in."
I got affirmative replies before I headed to my equipment sled and pulled the power ice auger out. It started on the second pull and I let it idle for a moment before I gunned it a few times to make sure it was going to work. I walked over to where I thought the first hole should be and ran the auger down, spraying chips of ice around myself as the sharp blade on the end of the screw like device cut into the hard ice. I ran the auger deeper and deeper until it finally broke into the water nearly eighteen inches down, the resulting hole quickly filling with water and turning the ice chips into slush. I pulled the auger out and walked about twenty feet before repeating the process. In no time I had fifteen holes drilled in a variety of depths running across the small point that I knew had to be jutting out into the bay. I went back and stowed the auger and then helped them set the remainder of the tip-ups, small frames that had a spool of line that sat under the water to keep it from freezing, and a shaft sticking up above the water that when turned, would release a red flag to pop up and indicate that the line was being pulled out. As soon as they were all set we erected the two portable shanties, oversized sleds with seats and a tent like top, to shelter us from the cold and wind. Each shanty was outfitted with a heater and would seat three people.
"You don't mind if I sit with you, do you?" Marlene asked as she watched Dave, Mark and Randal climb into the other shelter and zip it closed.
"Not at all." I said as I held the door open. I followed her in and zipped it closed, leaving the large clear windows the only way to see the flags for the tip ups. It didn't take long for the first flag to pop up and everyone bailed out of the warmth to see the first fish pulled in. After that it became a relative routine for a flag to be popped up every few minutes. Each fisherman, including Marlene was assigned three tip-ups and some seemed to do better than others. It didn't take long before we were putting more fish back than keeping, looking for the larger Walleye now that we knew we had a spot that would produce a significant number.
The action kept up straight through lunch, each of us having sandwiches and either coffee or cocoa that Suzanne had packed for us.
"I so have to pee now." Marlene said quietly as we sat in the shanty. "Where can I go?"
"Well... The woods are right over there." I said pointing to the shoreline only a hundred feet or so from us.
"Out there? I'll freeze my ass off!" She said in shock.
"I don't have a lot of options here." I said. "I usually just step behind the shanty and take a leak."
"Yeah, but I have to take a lot more off to do that than you do." She said defensively.
"Ok. Let me see what I can find." I said as I zipped my coat back up and unzipped the front of the shanty. I trudged to the sled and dug around, finding a coffee can with a bunch of tools stuffed into it. I dumped them out and walked back to the shanty, stepping in and handing the can to Marlene. "One porta-potty." I said as I sat down.
"This?"
"It's the best I have," I replied. "I'll go outside so you can do what you need to. But if you miss you get to clean the bottom of the shanty." I said with a chuckle before I stepped out and zipped the door closed behind me. I could hear the whole shanty rustling and shaking for nearly a minute before it got quiet inside.
"Ok Mike." I heard her say. I turned and unzipped the front and stuck my head in, expecting her to be dressed again, but instead found her standing over the can wearing nothing below her waist but a pair of wool socks.
"Oh damn!" I said backing out. "Sorry. I thought you were done."
"I am. I thought you might want to take the can." She said, handing the can out through the door.
"Sure." I replied, taking the can and dumping it a few feet away, her pee quickly freezing into yellow slush as it mixed with the snow on the ice. I walked back and set the can down. "Ok to come back in?"
"Yeah. Come ahead." She replied. I ducked in and was surprised to see sitting with only her panties on, pulling her long underwear up her legs.
"Maybe I should go back out." I said as I started back out.
"No don't. I can't make you stand in the cold because I don't want to be cold. No...Have a seat; I'll be dressed in a minute. Besides, my bikini shows more than this and I wear it in public." She said with a soft laugh at my discomfort.
I did my best not to stare at her ass as she stood up and bent over to pull her long johns up, the tiny underwear she had on pulling partly into her pussy and exposing part of her meaty outer lips as she stood straight legged, working the rest of the legs of her long johns up her legs. It seemed like forever before she finally stood up as far as she could and pulled it up over her ass. I was glad that I had on heavy clothes so she couldn't see the hard onthat her little display had created.
"Almost done," she said as she pulled her jeans on and then finally stepped into the one piece snow suit she had been wearing. "Ohhhhh warm again!"
"Yeah that could be a bit chilly," I agreed, not knowing what else to say.
We all continued to fish and I finally called it quits about three o'clock, the sun already starting to slide behind the trees. It took us nearly half an hour to collect all our gear and get it into the sleds; the shanties stowed and hooked up to the snow mobiles. "We're going to have to go a bit slower back." I told them. "It's dark and while I know the lake, I'm not used to the dark. So just follow me and we'll get there fine." I told them before walking to my sled. I fired up the portable GPS unit I had in my coat and fired up the snow machine to let the engine warm up while the GPS got its fix.
"My hands are cold!" Marlene said over the sound of the engine, not using the microphone that would transmit her voice to everyone. "Can I stick them under your coat?"
"Why not yours?" I said absentmindedly as I futzed with the screen of the GPS to get it located where I wanted.
"One piece, remember?" She said as she slid her hands up under my coat nearly to her elbow. I shook my head to myself as I hit the throttle and started out, keeping the speed down to about twenty-five miles an hour. The six miles as the crow flies was going to be closer to twelve by the time we wound around the islands and points. We were only about five minutes into the almost half hour trip when I felt the zipper of my bib coveralls being pulled down underneath my coat.
Marlene quickly snaked her cold hands into my coveralls seeking the warmth of my body for her cold hands. Fortunately the wind chill was a bit lower and the temp a bit higher because we were going slower, and the front of the machine blocked a lot of the wind, otherwise I would have frozen my privates off as far down as she was pushing the zipper.
"Hey now." I called to her, not using the radio, as she tugged the zipper down almost to my crotch.
"What? Just trying to warm my hands." She said with a laugh.
"Yeah right!" I retorted as her hands tugged at my belt and then unsnapped my pants, pushing the zipper down as we drove across the ice. Even as cold as her hands were I couldn't help but get a hardon from her teasing my cock through my long johns and underwear, and as it grew she under more layers, finally getting down to my bare skin. I felt her cold hands wrap around my hard shaft and give it a playful squeeze.
"Now there's a hand warmer," she said over the sound of the engine as we drove along.
"Just don't let your husband catch you doing that."
"Don't worry, he won't care," she replied with a laugh. "But I sure will. Damn that's a big one!"
"Oh crap." I muttered as she slowly stroked her hand up and down as much as my clothing would allow, her hand rolling over the head of my cock and driving me crazy. "You know, this isn't any fair. I can't touch back!" I shouted back at her.
"I know. I can tease you all I want. I'm sure you'll find a way to return the favor later."
"Maybe!" I replied as I rolled the machine around another long turn, her hand thankfully easing up before she made me blow my wad into my own pants. For the next twenty minutes she kept her hands busy, stroking and holding, just keeping me on the verge of shooting. If there was an award for teasing she would be winning it hands down. Thankfully she pulled her hands out and zipped my bibs back up, even if she did leave my pants open, as we drove up the snow bank and headed up to the lodge.
I hit the control and raised the door so we could drive right in, shutting down my machine and pulling my gloves and helmet off.
"Ok. That's it for today! I'll clean up the catch and get gear ready for tomorrow unless anyone wants to help?" I said hopefully as I climbed off the machine.
"I can stay and keep you company. Not sure I can be much help cleaning fish though." Marlene said with a smile as she sat on the back of the snowmobile.
"I think I want a beer and to put my feet up." Dave said, walking stiffly. "That was some drive."
"I'll clean if you want. I don't mind." Randal said as he got up and pulled his coat off in the warm garage space.
"Sounds good to me." I answered, pulling the tub of fish out of the sled and taking it over to the cleaning table against the far wall. I let him start cleaning fish while I checked the gear on the sleds and turned the three snowmobiles around. Marlene took her one piece suit off and was walking around in just her sweater and jeans, both of which fit her quite snuggly.
With the gear set for the next day I helped Randal finish cleaning the last two fish before taking the filets in for Suzanne to rinse and cook.
"Looks like you had a good day, huh?" Suzanne asked as I walked into her kitchen in my pack boots and bibs.
"Not bad." I answered as she took the fish from me.
"Now get your wet boots and pants off and out of my kitchen before I make you mop the whole floor." She said with a cross look.
I looked down and saw that ice was still melting from the cuffs of my pants and boots, leaving little puddles on the floor.
"Yeah, I better just..." I started to say as I turned to walk back the way I came.
"Stop right there. Don't you dare track that all over my floors again. Just take them off right there!"
I turned and looked at her pleadingly.
"Right now buster. I don't want to have to clean up after you too. Damn, you're as bad as Jack." She demanded.
I looked back at her and sighed, bending over to untie my boots and kick them off. I turned away and started taking off my insulated bib overalls, hoping to not let her see that my pants were still open and had now worked their way down inside my bib coveralls almost halfway down my ass.
"Well....that's interesting." She said as she walked past me and could see me trying to hitch my pants and snap them before I dropped my bibs down. "Been having fun have we?"
"It's not what you think." I said defensively.
"OH? And just what do I think?" She asked with a crooked little grin.
"That I was...you know..."
"No, I don't. Explain it to me." She said, leaning back against the counter and smiling at my discomfort.
"Damn." I swore under my breath as I finally let my overalls drop so I could get my hands on my pants and get them back in place. I buttoned and snapped them, not bothering with the belt as I picked up my boots and stalked off toward my room, her laugh following me out of the kitchen.
The dinner, fried fish and fresh fried potatoes, was excellent. Following dinner and after dishes were done everyone, including Suzanne, sat around a table in front of the fire and played cards. I had long since changed out of my cold weather clothes and was sitting around in a pair of sweat pants and t-shirt, the fire crackling behind me making me hot. I so wanted to peal my sweat pants off, but then that would have been a bit embarrassing.
The card game finally broke up when Mark and Dave decided to hit the sack, the few beers they had consumed making them sleepy after the long day outside. I sat back to read a book I had brought while the girls gathered on the sofa to chat and Randal headed off to the shower.
There was no doubt that I was being talked about. The frequent glances and whispers that were just quiet enough that I couldn't hear were a dead giveaway that I was the topic. Women want to say men are crude, but when you get a bunch of women together it seems like their minds head straight to the gutter just as fast as a guys. I had absolutely no doubt that was where their minds were at the moment. I could see that Patricia was hot, little beads of sweat popping out on her forehead that was only partly due to the proximity of the fire and the weight of the sweat shirt and pants she was wearing.
You could have pushed me over with a feather though when Patricia stood up, biting her lip nervously and reached down to grab the bottom of the thigh long sweat shirt. She quickly whipped the sweatshirt up, skimming it over her head and her reddish curls before tossing it back on the sofa. She sat back down facing me, her exposed chest, which was...well....massive, drawing every bit of my attention. She clearly carried a bit more weight than average, but was far from fat. She had on a sports bra that squashed her massive tits as flat as it could but even then each one was big enough that two hands would never be able to encompass one.
Looking at those huge tits, her nipples poking the front of the bra out into little bumps had my cock instantly growing inside my sweatpants. I normally wear pretty skimpy underwear, just because the women seem to think it's sexy. The down side is that when I get a hardon there is little hope that it will stay contained, and this was no exception. Within a minute or two of pretending to read while really looking over my book at her tits had my cock peaking out the top of my briefs and starting to push a bulge in my sweat pants.
"Damn." I muttered as Suzanne stood up next, whisking her sweater off, exposing her creamy round tits and lacy little bra, that didn't seem up to the task of holding them in.
I let my book drop to my chest, no longer even trying to ignore what was going on right across the little table from me as Marlene stood up and pulled her turtleneck off. My jaw dropped as she exposed her naked tits, each topped with a large puffy nipple nearly two inches across.
"You know...you owe me a look." Marlene said as she stepped around the table and over to where I was laying back overstuffed recliner. She bent over straddling the foot rest of the chair, her bare tits swinging toward me as she reached for my sweat pants. "After this afternoon and all."



"Uh." I answered dumbly as she grabbed the top of my sweat pants and pulled down, tugging at the waist until I lifted my ass off the chair. She pulled them and my underwear down to my knees in one motion; my hard cock popping out and sticking up until it almost touched her bare tits.
"Ohhhh that is nice." She cooed as she leaned her face down and gave my cock one long slow suck before she walked back to the sofa She sat down next to Patricia, her bare tits still wiggling for several seconds after she sat down while her lips maintained an ate the canary grin.
"Oh what the hell." Patricia said nervously as she stood up. She grabbed the bottom of her bra and pulled it up and over her tits and then slipped it over her head, her massive tits swinging as she walked toward me. She leaned over, her tits brushing against my legs as she gave my cock first one quick and then a second much longer slower suck.
All I could do was stare as the set of two bare tits became three. Suzanne tossed her bra aside and stood up. She stepped slowly around the table until she was standing in front of me, bending over and looking at my cock nervously while she licked her lips. I groaned quietly when she engulfed my head with her soft lips and slowly pushed down on me, her tongue teasing back and forth across the bottom of my shaft as she slowly pulled her head up and then let my cock slip from her soft wet mouth.
Without a word she walked back and sat on the sofa across the table from me, a Cheshire cat grin on her face. I closed my book and set it on the end table and started to get up. "No, just stay where you are. Enjoy the little show." Suzanne said, the little grin never leaving her face. I leaned back into the recliner again and let the foot support spring back up from where I had it closed half way down.
For several minutes the three women sat across from me, Suzanne and Marlene idly stroking their fingers slowly around their upper bodies, their eyes never leaving my slowly bobbing cock. Patricia on the other hand sat somewhat nervously between them, her chest heaving slightly as she tried to control her breathing.
"I can't believe I'm doing this." Patricia said to no one in particular as she stood up. I watched, unsure of what was coming next, but hoping that it was going to be a bit more undressing. I wasn't disappointed. Her hands nervously moved to her hips and she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her pants. Wiggling her hips slightly she worked the material, along with whatever panties she had on, over her hips and down to her knees, her completely shaved mound and pussy on display for me. She let go and let them slide to her ankles and then turned around to face away from me. Bending straight legged as she could so her ass and pussy stuck out at me, she worked her pants off over her socks and then turned around to face me again, completely naked. With a nervous sigh and rolling her eyes toward the ceiling she sat down on the sofa again, put her feet up on the edge of the table and let her knees spread apart, giving me a perfect view of her glistening inner pussy lips as they protruded from her meaty outer lips; her arousal obvious even at this distance.
"Good job." Marlene said quietly to Patricia as she got up and repeated the performance; her tightly curled blond locks trimmed in a little triangle that pointed down toward her pussy. She sat down and spread her legs while she looked expectantly at Suzanne.
Suzanne got up from the sofa and slowly worked her pants down over her round hips, letting them slide from her fingers to pool around her ankles. I couldn't see her feet for the table, but it was simple enough to tell that she was stepping from one foot to the other, working her pants off her feet by stepping on them. Finally free, she stepped over toward the chair and climbed onto the recliner. She slowly pressed her wet pussy against my hard cock and lowered her chest until her hanging tits were brushing my chest. "I hope you enjoy what's coming. I really wanted it to be me tonight." She whispered before pushing herself off of me and walking away naked, leaving her clothes where they lay on the floor and sofa.
Marlene got up next and stepped around the table, leaning far over me and teasing one of her tits against my lips. I quickly sucked her nipple into my mouth as she pulled one of my hands to her body and guided it between her legs, my fingers stroking along and then between the lips of her sopping wet pussy. She sighed deeply and backed her body away far enough to lower her lips to mine, kissing me softly. "You could have had this pussy." She whispered huskily before pushing away and walking off behind me where I couldn't see.
I really had no idea what was going on, but I pretty much expected Patricia to come over and similarly tease me. I waited for what seemed like five minutes, watching her softly and slowly tease her fingers up and down her body and across her obviously wet pussy. "So, do you like what you see?" She finally asked from where she sat on the sofa.
"I do. It's very pleasant." I replied, my hand having moved to my exposed hard cock, slowly stroking it in time with her fingers stroking herself.
"Suzanne says your cock is simply unbelievable. I can see why she thinks so." She said as she slowly lowered first one leg and then the other.
"Oh?" I asked as she slowly got up and stepped deliberately around the table.
"Uh huh. It does look awful big... but not too big." She said as she spread her legs wide enough to straddle the foot rest of the chair and my legs, her voice wavering slightly as if nervous.
"Glad you think so," I answered, not sure what to say as she leaned forward, her huge tits hanging down like udders, and her rock hard nipples scraping along my thighs as she slowly and carefully started to climb on the chair, straddling me as she did. I felt her nipples drag along my thighs and hips before she pulled them along, swaying slightly to cause them to rub back and forth across my stomach and chest. She kept climbing until she had her massive chest hanging over my face, the back of the chair now pressed back until I was nearly laying flat.
"Suzanne says you're a tit man. What do you think of mine?" She whispered as she let them swing in front of me.
I reached up to corral the two huge sexy orbs, cupping as much as I could of each one in each hand, my finger and thumb gently pulling and playing with the hard nipples. "I think they are very sexy." I answered as I guided one toward my mouth.
"Oh God." She whispered as I sucked one nipple into my mouth and then swirled my tongue around and around the hard nub. "They aren't too big?" She asked as I moved to the other breast, flicking my tongue across her nipple.
"Nope." I answered simply before sucking the front of her tit into my mouth and flicking my tongue across her now suctioned nipple.
"Ohhhhhh. God, that's nice. My husband thinks they're too big and they make me look heavy. He wants me to get reduction surgery. Do you think they make me look heavy?"
I let her tit slip from my mouth before answering. "Nope. I think they are perfect!"
"Hmmmm, I'm glad." She sighed as I sucked the other tit into my mouth. I felt her move as she transferred her weight to one hand, the other moving down between her legs. I felt her fingers find my cock and then lift it slightly as she backed up, teasing my head with her wet lips for a few seconds before nestling my head into the opening of her tunnel.
I sighed around her tit and then sucked it deep into my mouth as she pushed herself back, slowly forcing herself onto my cock, which seemed to be sliding into a pussy as tight as any teenager.
"Ohhhhh damn!" I groaned, letting her nipple slip from my mouth as the exquisite feeling washed over me. She continued to push herself down my shaft, inching me inside her as she gently rocked her hips, her soft velvety tunnel slowly expanding to take more of me in.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my god" she whispered over and over, her eyes closed, lost in the sensations radiating from her pussy. She didn't stop pushing until her clit was pressed firmly into the base of my cock and my head was pressing against the end of her tight tunnel.
Ever so slowly she leaned forward again, arching her back and sliding her pussy along my engorged shaft. Little beads of perspiration popped out on her face and the valley between her gorgeous tits as the heat from the fire in the fire place, and the heat from within, overtook her.
She reached the point where only my head was still inside her and arched her back up, dropping her weight to drive my cock quickly up inside her, her massive tits bouncing in front of me as she hit the end of my shaft and bounced us both in the chair. Without a pause she lifted herself on her knees and dropped again, and again, driving my cock up into her time and again.
I could feel the tingling radiate out from my cock through my whole body as she drove me wild with the sensations of her tight velvety tunnel, her pussy clenching and spasming as she worked up and down my shaft. It was obvious to me that her orgasm had long since overtaken her yet she continued to ride up and down my shaft, her orgasmic peak lasting long minutes as her convulsing and bobbing pussy drove me higher and higher.
"I'm...Gonna...Cum!" I grunted between the strokes I was making upward to match her thrusts down toward me.
"Yessssss." She hissed as she continued to bounce.
"Uhhhhh God. Any second." I grunted as my body arched, my balls tightening against me, ready to unleash their load. "UH!" I grunted as my body convulsed, jamming my cock up into her and unleashing the first forceful shot of hot cum into her.
"AHHHHH!" She gasped as her own body convulsed, her arms collapsing and her weight falling on top of me. Her tits pressed flat between us as she gasped for breath, my body jerking and twitching as my cock emptied shot after shot into her. It was long minutes before my own body had stopped its spasmodic jerks and my cock softened inside her. Her breathing had returned to normal and she moved her face from where it was pressed against my neck to my face, making little kisses along the way.
"Thank you." She whispered as she started to finally climb off of me.
"You're welcome." I answered, finally able to get a deep breath again. She climbed from the chair, my cum leaking down her leg as she unsteadily walked over to the sofa and picked up her clothes. She walked back to me, her legs still slightly rubbery, and leaned down to kiss me again. "Good night lover. And thank you, again." With that she walked away, leaving me in the dark room, only the flickering firelight to light my way back to my room.
I unsteadily climbed from the chair, picked up the clothes that were strewn around, and walked to my room, one hand holding the ladies clothes that were left behind and the other holding my own pants up around my thighs. I let my pants slide off and climbed into bed half naked, falling asleep soon after my head hit the pillow.
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"Hey stud, wake up," Suzanne said as she gently shook me. "Time to rise and shine!"
"Ohhhh what time is it?" I groaned as I rolled over to look at her.
"Past eight. Your charges are waiting to go fishing." She answered with a smile. "Must have been a good night!"
"Uh...Yeah." I answered as she got up from the edge of the bed. "I've wanted to ask you what that was all about."
"Simple. Girls talk, and you were the topic of conversation after our little tryst in the shower. Seems Marlene was feeling her oats, too. We decided to draw straws so to speak. Pam won." She said with a disappointed sigh.
"I didn't know I was a contest." I said with a slight tone of irritation as I kicked the covers off, forgetting that I was only partly dressed.
"Oh, definitely not a contest. If you want all three of us at once you can have that. We just thought you would prefer one on one." She said as she stood staring at my morning hardon. "In fact I can arrange for one of us to take care of you right now." She added as she stepped back over to the bed and sat down, reaching out to caress my hard cock.
"I thought I was late." I said with a sigh as she ran her hand gently up and down the length of my shaft while my hand began to unconsciously rub back and forth across her shirt covered tit.
"You are. Guess we'll have to save this for later." She answered, pulling her hand from my cock and getting up to walk away. "Breakfast in five." She added as she disappeared out the door, leaving the curtain half open.
I climbed out of bed and pulled the curtain shut before digging out clothes and starting to dress. It took me a few more than five minutes to get dressed and everyone else was eating by the time I finally made it to the great room, stopping by the always on computer sitting on the desk near the dinning area. There were a few jokes about me sleeping in, the more suggestive ones coming from Marlene. I doubted that any of the men had a clue what had gone on, if they did they clearly didn't care if their wives got naked in front of another man or not.
"Temps are a bit warmer today, so who do we have going this morning?" I asked the group as I opened the local weather report on the computer.
"How warm is warmer?" Patricia asked from across the table.
"Well, we're going to have a heat wave. It's almost twenty five right now and the weather report shows we should get almost to forty." I answered as I turned from where I was looking at the computer screen back to the dinner table.
"Oh that is warm. I'm in then. How about you, Marlene?" Pat asked.
"Sounds good. If I could brave single digits this will feel warm." She answered.
"You sure you want to go again, Marlene?" Dave asked, almost as if he were irritated that she had gone the previous day.
"Sure why not?" Marlene retorted. "You can't have all the fun you know!"
"Well Mike, I hope you can handle two of them." Randal said, shaking his head, as if having women along ice fishing were somehow a bad idea.
"It's just fishing," I answered him, drawing smiles from both Patricia and Marlene.
We finished breakfast and I went to get dressed in my heavy clothes. With the warmer weather I stripped off my long johns before pulling on my heavy bib overalls. The insulation in them was enough that I was almost wishing I had brought a lighter pair. It was too cold for just pants and long johns, but almost too warm for my extra heavy outerwear, which was designed to keep me warm in temperatures down to thirty below zero. Lower if I was active. With just my heavy bibs on and my coat under my arm I headed out to the equipment room to get the bait ready, glad that I had prepped everything the night before.
"So this is where it all starts?" Patricia asked from behind me.
"Yep," I answered, looking to see if she was alone. "And Patricia...thank you for last night." I finished with a whisper.
"Thank you, too," she whispered back. "And it's Pat to my friends, and of course my lovers."
"Ok Pat," I said with a grin as I closed the bait bucket and turned to carry it to the sled. As I strapped it down the rest of the group gathered in the garage, the ladies seeming to be as eager to go as the guys.
"I've got a different place in mind for today. We can head out there and see if we can raise a few larger ones and maybe a few Northern Pike as well," I said. "Go ahead and get helmets and we'll head out."
Everyone got a helmet and slipped it on while I pulled my coat on. I was the last one dressed, stepping onto the snowmobile in front of Patricia, Marlene choosing to ride with her husband on this trip. We all hit the starters and headed out into the bright morning sunshine.
We had barely started the ride out when I felt Pam slide her hands up under my coat, apparently having compared notes with Marlene from the day before. We were less than a mile down the lake before her hand had my zipper down and my pants undone and her hand wrapped around my hardening cock. "You better be careful not to start anything you can't finish," I said over the sound of the engine.
"Trust me; I can finish anything I start after last night. I wasn't sure I could go through with it, and probably wouldn't have if you hadn't started sucking on my nipples. They are sooooo sensitive and once you started that you had me." She answered, squeezing and stroking my cock to accentuate her statement.
"Aren't you afraid that Randal will find out?"
"As if he would care. He hasn't had sex with me in over a year, so I doubt he will care a whole lot," she answered.
"I see."
"One more thing you should know," she said over the wind as we started a long turn around a point jutting out into the lake.
"What's that," I asked?
"If you seek hard enough you will find a surprise. That's all I'm going to say," she said with a laugh.
I wondered what she meant, but didn't have to wonder long, because we were quickly approaching where we were going to fish. I slowed the snowmobile and stopped in the middle of a semicircular bay with the tops of bull rushes sticking up through the ice. This particular bay had been a good producer of Northern's and Muskies in warmer weather and I was counting on them coming back up into the shallows to feed during the middle of the day even under the ice. I started out drilling holes in the ice while the guys started placing tip-ups in them.
I was placing the holes pretty far apart, trying to cover most of the bay, and before I could get all the holes drilled we had the first fish on the line. I walked all the way back to the second hole, where the flag had gone up and watched Mark bring in a small Northern, which we threw back. I walked the whole way back to the farthest hole and just got the ice auger started when another flag went up. I let Dave handle it while I drilled the last two holes and walked back to the equipment sled.
"This is a super spot!" Dave said as he pulled a nice thirty plus inch Northern out of the ice.
"Yeah. But we're spread pretty far. How about if we split and take one shanty down toward the other end?" I asked, not really wanting to walk the whole way again.
"Fine by me. You want to take the girls down that way?" Dave asked.
"If that's what you want to do. I thought maybe you wanted to fish with your wife." I said as I headed back to the sled to get some minnows in a second bucket for them.
"Not really. I mean it's ok if she wants to tag along but when it comes to real fishing..." He retorted.
"Ladies, it sounds like the gauntlet has been thrown down. What do you say, should we prove them wrong?" I said, shaking my head as walked back with the bucket.
"Sure! I think if we out fish them they should have to clean up after dinner while we lounge around in front of the fire!" Patricia said, giving her husband a dirty look while he stood there shrugging his shoulders with a "what can I do" look on his face.
"You're on. Highest poundage of fish wins! And if we win, we don't have to put up with you coming out onto the ice again." Dave said snottily.
"You're on!" Marlene said angrily, turning and stalking off toward the snowmobile that had the second shanty hooked on the back of it. She climbed on and fired the engine, driving it most of the way down the line of holes before stopping.
"Ok. I'll take the other sled down too. You can keep this shanty and bait." I told him as I tugged Patricia's arm to get her to come with me.
"Stupid jerks," she swore under her breath as she climbed on the back of my snowmobile.
"Yep," I replied as I fired the engine. I drove to near the shanty and shut down. Climbing off, I got a bin of tip-ups out and started setting the baits. I hadn't really gotten too far, only to the fourth of our twelve holes when the flag for the first one went up. "Come on ladies. I'll show you how." I said as I walked across the snowy ice toward the red flag. I took off my gloves and knelt down, pulling the tip-up out of the water and holding it up.
"See the spool here? The line plays off there. Now the fish will grab the bait, but not swallow it. They like to swim off a ways and then turn the bait around. They can't swallow it unless it's head first. So see how it's taking line kind of slow? It'll stop soon." I said as we watched the spool intermittently turn in small increments.
"Now Pat, when the line stops, take it gently between your fingers and put just a little tension on it. If he tugs back gently, let him take more line between your fingers. If he tugs hard, then give the line a good jerk.
She tentatively reached out and pulled on the line from the spool feeling the fish gently tugging on the end.
"It stopped," she said nervously.
"He's just turning the bait. If it goes slack start pulling the line in, just hand over hand until its snug again."
"Does he swim fast?" She asked.
"Not in this cold water. It's just barely above freezing and he'll move really slowly." I said as she started to pull the line in. Suddenly the line went stiff and I could see her hand being tugged by the line. "Now...Give it a jerk and start pulling him in!"
She jerked the line and then started pulling on it, pulling foot after foot of line in with her hands until it was obvious that the fish was right under the hole.
"Now pull him up into the hole!" I coaxed as I pulled my neoprene glove back on. I certainly didn't want to get too close yet. Muskie and Northern Pike have VICIOUS teeth! I waited as she gently coaxed him, very unwillingly, toward the hole. Once he had his head into the hole he had no choice. A soon as I saw his long snout come up toward the surface I reached out with my gloved hand and grabbed his head, squeezing his gill plates for a handhold as I pulled him up and tossed him onto the ice, where he flopped around for several seconds before settling back down.
"Now that's a nice Northern!" I said looking at the nearly three foot long fish. I got out my pliers and dug the hook out of his mouth and then handed the bare hook to Pat. "You caught it, you bait it!" I said with a smile.
"You mean put a minnow on it?" She asked, her eyebrows curling up and her face looking like I had asked her to intentionally step into a pile of dog doo.
"Yep!" I answered as I got up off my knees. "Come on...Bring the tip-up!" I said as I walked toward the sled. I showed her where the minnows were and watched her net one from the bucket. After coaching her on how to hook it she carried it back to the hole and dropped it down into the water, reeling the slack line up and setting it like I was instructing her. "There you go. Your first fish!" I said with a grin.
"I did! It was!" She said, getting excited now that it was all done.
"Ok. Let's get the last of the tip-ups down." I said as I got up and walked to the sled to get another one out and rigged. Between the three of us we had the remaining holes set and ready to go in no time. We were just setting up the shanty when another flag went up. "Well, who's getting this one?" I asked.
"Oh me!" Marlene said as she dashed off across the ice toward the raised red flag. I smiled and followed along as Pat worked on the collapsible shanty. By the time I got to Marlene she had the hook set and was pulling in the fish, which turned out to be a medium sized Walleye.
"That's two," I said as we walked back to get new bait.
"Yeah. We are so going to beat them!" She said with a huge grin.
"It's a long day yet. We'll just have to wait and see." I cautioned, not wanting them to get too excited. Pat had the shanty up and was inside it by the time Marlene and I got back from setting her new bait. I was already sweating so I pulled my coat off and lay it across the back of the snow mobile, leaving me with only my sweatshirt and still unzipped bib overalls on.
I unzipped the door of the shanty and ducked inside, finding Pat sitting on the bench waiting for us.
"Another keeper?" She asked hopefully.
"Yep. Two down, a lot to go." I answered.
Marlene stepped inside and zipped it closed, sitting on the other side of me from Pat.
"I have cold hands now!" She said, blowing on them. "Aren't we going to set up the heater?"
"No point. As warm as it is the sun will get it nice and toasty in here really fast." I replied as I looked up and down the line of flags through the clear plastic windows.
"So how am I supposed to get my hand warm?"
"I guess tuck it into your snow suit," I answered seriously.
"Really? I'm supposed to stick my cold hand inside my snow suit? Do you have any idea what I have on under here?" She asked incredulously.
"Not off hand," I replied.
"We haven't told him yet," Pat whispered across me.
"Oh...yeah. Silly me." She said. She quickly unzipped her snow suit all the way down to her waist, and then stood up as much as the shanty roof would allow, shaking her shoulders and arms to work the one piece snow suit off her shoulders. She pushed it down her body and legs, leaving me staring at her half naked body. She lifted her shirt up, exposing her bare skin from her neck to her knees.
"Damn!" I said in surprise.
"I told you we had a surprise for you," she said with a giggle as she reached out for the zipper of my coveralls. She unzipped me the rest of the way and pushed the straps down my arms so she could spread the material, exposing my already undone pants and my growing hardon sticking out the top of my underwear. "Now that's more like it!" She said as she pushed the front of my underwear down, hooking it below my balls before she turned around and sat down on my lap, my cock sticking up between her legs as if she had a dick. She wrapped her hands around my shaft, the cold shrinking me some before her stroking coaxed me back to full hardness again.
"Flags up!" Pat said, looking out the window.
"You go. I think Mike is occupied warming my hands for a few more minutes," Marlene said.
"And a bit more if I know you," she said with a wicked grin. "Save some for me!" She added, unzipping the door and grabbing my neoprene gloves.
"I will." Marlene answered as Pat slipped out, zipping the door closed behind her.
"Now let's see....I guess I need to warm you back up, how's this?" She asked as she lifted herself up and pushed my cock back, her already wet pussy teasing my head. She wiggled me around and then slowly sat back down, my hard shaft slowly enveloped by her hot, soft tunnel.
"Oh geez." I groaned as her weight pushed down against the head of my cock.
"OH yeah. Now do you suppose you can make me cum by just playing with my clit? I'm not sure the guys would appreciate us rocking the shanty like a couple teenagers!" She said as she leaned back against me and spread her legs wide to give me access to her crotch.
"No they probably wouldn't," I agreed as I reached a hand around her and let it slide down between her legs and across her wet pussy, feeling her lips spread around where my cock was impaling her.
"Hey, you two. I need some help out here!" Pat said, looking shanty through one of the plastic windows.
"Coming." I answered, as Marlene lifted herself off my lap. I stuffed my cock into my bibs and zipped them enough that I wasn't hanging out before unzipping the front of the shanty. I stepped out and saw two more flags up and a fish laying by the flag that Pat had gone to service.
As much as I wanted to get back into the shanty with Pat and Marlene, especially as little as they had on under their heavy clothes, it just wasn't to be. We seemed to have flags up almost as fast as we could get things back into the water. We would just get back into the shanty and another flag would pop. The good side was that we had a nice collection of good sized fish, some of the largest coming from the last hole on the string that was right at the end of the weed bed. Besides a number of thirty inch and larger Northern's we had one forty six inch Muskie that had to weigh at least eighteen or twenty pounds. By lunch time we had caught our legal limit for the three of us on Pike and had a number of good Walleye and a pair of big Muskies.
"So since we're limited out on Northerns, and that's mostly what we're catching we should probably stop fishing." I said as I walked up to the shanty with Dave, Mark and Randal standing around outside.
"You're shitting me!" Dave said incredulously.
"No. The girls limited out. How are you doing?" I asked.
"We got a few, but nowhere close to our limit." Randal answered a bit dejectedly. "I can't believe they out fished us!"
"Tell you what, if you want to keep fishing I can leave you and come back later, but I think the girls are done." I answered.
"You're serious?" Dave asked in surprise.
"Yep. We have maybe fifty or fifty five pounds of fish not counting that lunker Muskie that weights a good eighteen, how about you?"
"You're shitting me!" Dave said his face a mask of shock.
"No man. We got maybe eighteen or so pounds. Only five fish." Randal said discouraged.
"Well, if you want I can leave stuff and come back later. But I think the ladies win hands down."
"Yeah, we'll stay," Dave said angrily.
"Ok. I'll come back around three. I'll take one shanty and one snowmobile with me."
"Ok," Dave said grumpily.
I shook my head as I headed back down to where the girls were waiting. "Fold it up!" I called as I walked.
I organized the gear in the big sled and unhooked it, hooking the shanty in its place on the back of my snowmobile. "One of you is going to have to ride in the shanty sled." I said as I pinned it to the hitch point.
"Oh, I'll do it." Marlene said, stepping over and half laying in the sled. "It should be a comfortable ride."
"Pretty much. Here, put my coat under your butt so it's not too hard. It's warm enough I won't need it."
"Good idea." She said as she tucked it under her butt for a cushion and then settled back. I shook my head and then started tossing the almost frozen fish into the bottom of the sled with her.
"You didn't say I had to ride with the fish!" She said with her nose crinkled up.
"'Fraid so. And you get to help clean 'em." I added as I tossed the last and biggest one in, the tail sticking up between her legs until it almost touched her stomach. I laughed at the face she made and then jumped onto the snowmobile, Pat climbing on behind me.
I started off down the lake, taking it slow because we had Marlene in the sled and I didn't want to accidently dump her. As we wound around the narrow stretch Pat tapped me on the shoulder.
"Hey Mike."
"Yeah?" I asked letting the sled coast to a stop.
"I wondered. Would it be ok if....well....would you mind...." She stammered.
"What," I asked.
"Is it too cold to have sex outside?" She finally spit out.
"Well, it's probably almost forty. If you keep moving and there isn't any wind, I guess you could for a little while. Why? Do you want to?"



"Well, I've always wanted to and I could never get Randal to do anything. Since I'm practically naked already...."
"You wondered if I'd fulfill your fantasy?"
"Yeah something like that." She replied a little coyly.
"I suppose, if Marlene doesn't mind the stop." I answered, already horny as hell from Marlene's teasing earlier. I gunned the engine and wheeled us around and into a narrow cove, parking us in the sun back where there was little chance for the light breeze to get to us.
Pat climbed off the sled and walked back to where Marlene lay in the sled, taking her helmet off as she went. She squatted down and talked quietly with Marlene for a minute and then stood back up with a huge grin.
Pat quickly pulled the zippers of her once piece snow suit up her legs until they ended nearly at her waist. Unzipping the front she shrugged it off, stepping easily out of it. She tossed it onto the seat of the snowmobile and then stripped off the t-shirt she had on, exposing her massive breasts and already hard nipples. Naked except for her furry boots, she sat down on the snow suit and spread her legs wide, exposing her completely shaved pussy. "Ok, I'm ready for that big cock!" She said with a grin, the cool air making her skin turn goose bumped and her areola pucker around her hard erect nipples.
I unzipped the front of my bibs and pulled the two leg zippers up, stepping out of them and letting them lay on the ground next to the machine in front of Pat. I pulled my sweatshirt off over my head and tossed it across the handle bars as I looked down at Pat's wet lips.
With a grin, I leaned down and gently kissed the inside of her leg as Marlene climbed out of the sled and stood watching us. I quickly kissed my way up her leg really wanting to taste her pussy.
"What are you doing?" Pat asked, trying to clamp her legs closed as I kissed up the inside of her thigh.
"Getting ready to taste your pussy," I answered honestly.
"Nooooo! You can't! That's gross!" She said, clearly believing it wasn't nice to do.
"Who say's its gross?" I asked her as I pushed her knees back apart.
"Well, my husband for one," she replied.
"Marlene. Is it gross?" I called to Marlene, who was now sitting on the back of the seat only inches from us.
"Oh hon. Trust me, you're gonna love this." Marlene told Pat, as she watched me move my head closer to Pat's wet lips.
I slowly leaned my head toward her meaty pussy lips, her engorged inner lips pushing out at me as I spread her legs far apart. Her mound was shaved completely bare, and looked as if it had been shaved that morning, with no hint of stubble. I reached out with my tongue and gently teased it along the edges of her lips, bringing a stifled intake of breath from her.
"Ohhhhhhh." She moaned softly as I pressed my tongue between her lips and slid it up the length of her sweet pussy, tasting her tangy sweet moisture as I aimed for her hard clit. "Shit!" She squeaked as I flicked my tongue across her hard and already exposed clit. Time and time again I licked deep between her lips as she grabbed hold of part of her snow suit with one hand and the handlebars with the other. Her moans grew louder with each lick until her body was bucking her hips up to meet my licks.
I was hardly done with her though, I hooked one arm around her thigh and spread her lips apart with my fingers and then slowly pushed two fingers of my other hand into her sopping wet tunnel. Curling them up into her I let them stroke across the top of her velvety smoothntss as I shifted my weight onto my knees.
"OHHH GOD!" She cried as I found that tiny tangle of nerves on her tunnel top, concentrating on it and running my fingers in circles around it while I sucked and licked her hard exposed clit. "SHIT SHIT SHIT!" She screamed loudly as I attacked her clit with the tip of my tongue, flicking it back and forth as fast as I could while I attacked the inside of her pussy with my fingers. Her whole body was shaking and trembling as her climax built, the full furry of its release only moments away. I saw motion and looked up in time to see Marlene, her own snowsuit hanging mostly off, the legs bunched up around her boots, reach down and grab both Pat's nipples squeezing and twisting them as she pulled and stretched them, Pat's own hands still busy holding herself up as she lay half on and half off the snowmobile seat.
"OH GOD!" Pat screamed at the top of her lungs as her whole body convulsed, her pussy spasming around my fingers. I continued to attack her clit and g-spot as she writhed on the seat, her legs trembling and jerking uncontrollably. Her cries and moans echoing off the ice and frozen shoreline. Finally she began to slow her movements, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath. "Oh God, oh God." She panted over and over as I withdrew my fingers and face from her pussy.
She struggled to push herself upright until she was finally sitting and then reached out and grabbed me, pulling my juice covered face to hers; her lips pressing hotly against mine and her big tits pressed against my chest. Even through the t-shirt I still had on I could feel the cool of her skin and the hardness of her nipples.
"Fuck me! God I want your cock in me right now! Let me ride you...please let me ride you!" She begged, her wet kisses working against my lips and her tongue urgently trying to press into my mouth.
"Ok," I managed to get out. She quickly climbed up off the seat to make room for me. I barely got sitting down and she was pulling my boots off, tossing them over her shoulder before going to work on my pants, tossing everything aside until I had nothing on but my wool socks and t-shirt. She climbed across the seat of the snow mobile with me laying, now nearly naked, on it, my head nearly at the end of the seat and my feet spread around the engine compartment. She straddled me and aimed my cock at her pussy, rubbing my head on her lips for only a moment before finding the right spot and then dropping her sopping pussy down my shaft.
"OHHHH DAMN!" I grunted as she slammed down on me, putting her hands on my chest and pushing my shirt up as far as she could while she settled her feet on the running boards. She began to bounce up and down my rock hard cock, shaking the whole machine each time she slammed down. Her big tits seemed to have a life of their own, bouncing and swaying with each new impact.
"Oh God, I can't just watch anymore," Marlene moaned, stepping across the hitch hooked to the sled and then bending her bare ass over my face. "Please. Make me cum!" She moaned as she backed over enough that I could get to her pussy with my tongue. I reached up and licked the length of her lips, tasting her wetness as Pat bounced wildly on my cock, driving me up the slope toward climax.
I found Marlene's clit and started flicking it with the tip of my tongue as I reached up and pushed her t-shirt up to expose her tits. She pulled it the rest of the way off as I grabbed her puffy nipples between my fingers and palms and squeezed and massaged them.
"Oh shit, oh shit!" Marlene moaned loudly as I worked her clit, her pussy leaking copious amounts of her hot juice over my chin and neck.
"Ohhhhhh" I groaned against Marlene's pussy as Pat started rocking her hips in time with her bounces, her own moans growing louder by the second. "I'm going to cum." I tried to say, my voice muffled by Marlene's pussy, only moments before my cock exploded inside Pat.
"YES!" Pat screamed when she felt my cum lance up into her trembling pussy. She slammed down on me as her whole body convulsed again, her pussy clamping and spasming around my spurting cock.
"Uhhhh Yes. Almost." Marlene panted as I continued to work her clit and squeeze her engorged puffy nipples. I thought I heard something over her moans, but her legs muffled anything outside of the three of us as her thighs pressed against my ears.
"Yes! Ohhhh...Ohhhh...OHHHHH" Marlene cried as her whole body started to tremble. "UHHHHHHH FUCK!" She screamed loudly as her juices gushed from her pussy as if a faucet had just been turned on.
Marlene pulled from my face and slowly leaned against the sled, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath.
"Damn," I panted finally getting some fresh air.
"Uh huh," Pat agreed, still sitting on my shriveling cock.
We lay there until the sweat started to chill us and then dressed again, each of us pulling on all the clothes we had brought. Finally dressed I started the snowmobile and the three of us headed back toward the lodge. I was kind of surprised to see the bush plane sitting on the ice by the lodge as we rode up. I pulled us straight around to the back of the lodge and into the garage before shutting things down.
"I think we better go get cleaned up," The girls said as I started unloading and carrying fish over to the cleaning table.
"Ok. I'll be in for lunch in a few minutes." I called after them as they disappeared down the hall. I finished unloading the fish and then washed the cum off my face before shedding my bib's and heading for the lodge and some lunch. I walked out into the great room to a surprise.
"Mike, I want you to meet my sister, Janise." Suzanne said as I approached the table, seeing a new face that was almost the spitting image of Suzanne. Her sister was a bit younger, maybe mid or late thirties, slender face, bright green eyes, and an incredibly mischievous smile. She stood up and stepped around the table to greet me, holding her hand out for me to take. I shook it dumbly as I stared at her body, encased in a sweater dress that hung off one shoulder. The brown dress clung to her body like a glove, accentuating her round full hips, slender waist and full chest. Her long slender legs were encased in tan tights and she had on brown animal skin boots with furry tops.
"Glad to meet you." I replied, looking between the two and trying to wrap my head around similar the two looked. "Sorry. Just caught me off guard. I didn't even know Suzanne had a sister." I finally said, letting go of her hand.
"Oh, well, here I am!" She answered brightly. "I guess You're Mike! Suzanne has told me so much about you that I feel like I already know you." She said as she stepped closer and gave me a hug, her big tits pressing into my chest. Unsure what else to do I put my arms around her and held her lightly until she broke the hug.
"So. Ready for some lunch?" Suzanne asked.
"Yeah. I'm starved." I answered.
"Well, sit down; I'll bring you some food in a minute. You can get to know Janise while I'm in the kitchen." She said over her shoulder.
I dropped into a chair as the pilot of the plane, Roger, came back into the room from the bathroom and sat down near me.
"So tell me. Where are the rest of the guys?" Janise asked.
"Well, we had a little contest. The girls out fished them this morning and limited out, so I brought them back. I have to go back after awhile and pick them up." I answered.
"The girls did? That's great!" She replied brightly. "Is it far to where they're at?"
"Oh not far. About fifteen minutes out." I answered.
"Oh that's good. It would seem to be pretty chilly riding one of those machines in the cold."
"It's not bad if you bundle up," I answered.
"I bet you couldn't stay out there naked very long though, huh?" She asked with a devilish little grin.
"I don't know. Can't say I've ever tried." I answered in shock, trying my best to keep a straight face. "Why?"
"Well when we were coming in I swear I saw some naked people on the ice," she said, her dark green eyes twinkling as she stared into mine.
"Really? Why would anyone want to be naked out in the cold like that?" I asked as innocently as I could muster.
"Well, it looked to me like someone was riding a lot more than a snowmobile!" She said with a girlish giggle.
"Oh? Really?" I said as Suzanne walked in with a steaming plate of food.
"Here you go, Mike," she said as she set down a hot roast beef and gravy sandwich on the table in front of me. The open face sandwich had huge chunks of roast beef and was smothered in brown gravy and sautéed onions.
"Thanks!" I answered as I took the glass of water and fork from her. "This looks great!"
"So you two are getting to know each other?" She asked as she sat down next to me.
"Yeah, just talking about fishing," I said as Pat and Marlene walked in from Marlene's bedroom door, the two of them changed into jeans and sweat shirts.
"Oh? I've never known my sister to be interested in fishing." Suzanne said, curiosity clearly showing on her face.
"Well, actually I was asking how long someone could stay on the ice naked," Janise asked.
"Why would you want to know that?"
"Well, I could swear that as we flew in I could see three naked or almost naked people having a really good time, if you know what I mean." Janise answered with a little grin, staring at me again.
"That would be unusual this time of year." Suzanne replied as I looked past Janise to see Pat blushing heavily before turning and walking quickly back to her room. I glanced back over and saw Suzanne watching Pat disappear into her room with that quizzical look on her face slowly changing into a soft knowing smile. "Well, we do have some adventurous people around the area. Hard to say who it might have been." Suzanne finally said, her leg pressing against mine under the table.
"Well, if they were doing what I thought they were doing, the guy must have been having a great time with two women on him at once." Janise said, watching my face for any reaction. I just kept eating and did my best to not react at all.
"Well." I said, taking my last bite. "I need to go clean some fish. Thanks for a great lunch Suzanne, I appreciate it!"
"You're welcome!" She said with a smile as I got up. "Let me know if you need any dessert."
I shook my head and headed back out into the garage to clean the fish from the morning.
"Hey Mike. How's it going?" Roger called as he walked back into the garage where I had been cleaning fish for the last hour.
"Hey. How goes? Surprised you're still around." I answered as I started filleting another nice sized Northern.
"Yeah I got a pickup about fifty miles north of here a little later so I figured I'd just hang out here after dropping my passenger off. Looks like you did good today."
"Yeah. The ladies made a good haul. Look at that nice Muskie over there. I think I'll leave that one for them to mount."
"Yeah. That is a nice fish. Looked to me like they got a lot more than fish today though." He said with a chuckle.
"Wha'd ya mean?" I asked as I kept working.
"Well, when she said she saw a couple people naked down on the ice I circled back around for another pass, thinking maybe there was someone in trouble or something, but when I came around again it was pretty clear that trouble was not what was going on."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Looked to me like the guy had one on his face and one on his dick. The one on his dick had some pretty big tits too."
"You can tell all that from way up there?"
"Not all that high. I come in just over the tops of the trees out there to make my landing." He said seriously.
"Well. Wonder who they were?" I asked, trying not to react.
"Uh. Mike. Just so you know. Jack has the hood of all his equipment painted red with that round orange reflective sticker so it's easy to see from the air in an emergency. Next time you might want to throw a coat or something over the hood. Just saying, you know."
"Damn," I swore under my breath.
"Don't worry about it. But I do have to say, she does have a big set of tits, whichever one was riding on you. I don't know how you do it. Two women that you just met like that? Must be nice."
"I didn't do much. In fact, I don't think I did anything. It was their idea. Both of them went out with almost nothing on under their snow suits. Hell it was Patricia's idea to stop on the way back."
"Still. They're both pretty good looking for their age. I'd really like to get that Suzanne naked some place though. Damn she's got a rack. I got a glimpse a few months ago and her tits are to die for."
"Uh huh," I answered non-committal.
"No... You're telling me you seduced her too?" He asked, surprise written all over his face.
"Uh uh. She just wanted to share the shower, that's all."
"Hell, I've been trying to get into her pants for a long time. I've known her for almost six years and you're the first guy that she had done more than tease the shit out of. I mean she'll flash a guy she thinks is cute, but I've never known her to get physical. Hell, I was beginning to think she was lez, you know?"
"Well, you can mark that one off your list," I answered as I started cleaning the last fish.
"Damn. Jack said you were the best Pike fishermen he's ever had come up here, but I had no idea you could hook the ladies as easily as the Pike."
"Hell Roger. I come up here to fish Northern Pike, that's all. I wouldn't even be guiding if Jack hadn't had to go and I already had my tickets and everything. As far as the ladies..." I said stopping to look at him, "Hell they're kind of like teen age girls. You make one climax good and she has to tell the others how great it was and all of a sudden they all want a piece. I don't really do anything but give them the best I can."
"Well, you've done something right." He said, giving me a slap on the shoulder. "I better get pre-flighted. Good luck keeping up with them."
"Thanks. I'll try. And thanks for the heads up on the paint job."
"No problem buddy. We guys gotta stick together." He said with a wave as he headed back across the garage.
I finished cleaning the fish and then gassed up the snowmobile to head back out. I pulled on my cold weather gear, donned my helmet and then pushed the sled back out into the snow. In minutes I was racing across the lake at nearly fifty miles an hour, twisting and turning my way back to where I had left Randal, Mark and Dave fishing.
By the time I got back there was only about an hour of light left, and they had enough of fishing. While they had caught a few more, they had nothing like the haul the ladies had landed in the morning. After almost half an hour of picking up gear and packing the sleds the four of us headed back to the lodge.
It took me almost two hours to clean up the gear, clean and package the fish and get things ready for the next morning, finally heading into the main part of the lodge a bit past six. I was tired, to say the least. I could see that everyone was eating dinner and I felt like I needed a shower before I could even think about sitting down to eat. I stripped off my clothes, wrapped a towel around my waist and headed for the shower.
I shaved off my two day growth of beard before climbing into the shower. The hot water felt really good as I stood under it, letting the massage head mounted lower on the wall pound the water against my back. I lost track of how long I had been in the shower and was startled when I heard Suzanne quietly ask how I was doing.
"A bit tired. I'm not used to the amount of work it takes to guide." I answered her as she leaned against the frame of the shower door.
"A bit stiff?" She asked with a grin.
"My back is." I answered, missing her connotation.
"Well, turn that water off and come out here. I'll rub your shoulders a few minutes if you want."
"Thanks," I answered turning and shutting off the water. By the time I turned back she had my towel held out. I reached for it but she refused to completely let go, using it as a guide to pull me out of the bathroom and into the master suite. She tugged me over toward the leather sofa, picking up a bottle of lotion off a shelf on the way, and then sat down on the sofa.
"Come here," she said, holding her hands out to me. She turned me around and sat me on the sofa between her legs, gently stroking her hands up and down my back. Finally she pumped some lotion out and began rubbing it across my shoulders, her thumbs and fingers working and kneading my sore shoulder muscles.



"So I guess you had a good day on the ice?" She asked softly.
"Uh huh," I answered as I let her magical fingers stroke the tension out of my shoulders.
"Good fishing huh?"
"Uh huh."
"The ladies were pretty good were they?"
"Uh huh," I answered before I really thought about what she said.
"I didn't mean..."
"Yes you did. But it's ok." She cooed softly, her hands continuing to slowly work my shoulders. "First time I've known anyone to get caught having sex out on the ice, not that Jack hadn't had his way with some of the ladies over the years."
"Oh." I said with a sigh. "That feels nice."
"Just so you know, I didn't put them up to it," she said, stopping her hands for a second.
"I didn't think you had," I answered.
"Are you...serious with anyone?" She asked quietly, her fingers going back to rubbing my sore muscles.
"Not right now. Work hasn't left much time for socializing." I replied quietly.
"Kind of surprised you're not married, given how good you are in bed."
"Yeah, well, let's just chalk that one up to being too good in bed," I said with a small shake of my head.
"Get in trouble by being in someone else's bed?" She asked.
"Not exactly, but close enough."
"Oh? I'd like to hear, if you don't mind." She coaxed, her fingers now rubbing up and down my back nearly to my butt.
"Oh I guess I wasn't smart. I let my ex-wife's best friend's daughter seduce me. I guess she had a crush on me for a long time and she was engaged and wanted to act out on the fantasy before the wedding. So a few weeks before the wedding she did. My wife walked in while she was bouncing up and down on me in the living room. Kind of made a mess of things."
"That does sound a bit rough. But I would have thought that she would have forgiven you for one transgression."
"She might have, if it had been the first. It wasn't. I'm just too good for my own good I guess." I answered with a soft chuckle.
"Well, you are good," she whispered. "Do you suppose you'll ever settle back down again? With one woman I mean."
"I don't know. I'd like to if I can find the right woman."
"What kind of woman would that be?"
"Soft, tender, caring, sexy, wanting to experiment and play, keep things fresh. You know. Someone who can be your best friend and sexy lover at the same time."
"I suppose you want some swinger, huh?"
"Nope. Most swingers are just drunk over the hill people struggling to be kids again. No, surprisingly I haven't chased anything I've gotten this week. It all just kind of happens." I answered her quietly.
"Well, if you find that kind of a woman, will you tell her?"
"Maybe. She'd be a lot like you though. You're tender and caring, certainly a lot of fun. I'm surprised you're not married."
"Oh. I was once. He ran off with a much younger woman."
"Sorry to hear that," I answered honestly.
"I'm not. He ended up with two more kids and then she ran off with a younger man. Served him right." She said with a laugh.
"You going to settle down again?"
"Don't know. Not a lot of choices out here." She answered quietly, her fingers slowly stroking down my back and her nails slowly dragging up my sides before her fingers pressed to my back and slid down again. "He'd have to be damn good in bed, that's for sure. Sweet, caring, more interested in making his partner feel good than himself." She added.
"Yeah, not a lot of guys around like that," I replied.
"Not too many. One or two though. Most guys like that don't even realize that they do that. It's what makes them so popular with the ladies."
"Well, hope you find one and hang onto him then," I answered as I stretched my back. "Thank you for the back rub. It does feel a lot better."
"Glad I could help," she answered as I got up. I turned and held a hand for her and helped pull her off the sofa. She stepped toward me and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her sweatshirt covered tits against my chest and leaning her face to mine. Her lips softly brushed against mine, her breath mixing with mine as she kissed me ever so gently.
"I hope you find what you want. You're an awfully good woman." I whispered.
"Maybe I have," she whispered before abruptly pulling away and looking down at her feet. "I think I better go now." She said as she turned and headed out quickly.
I wrapped the towel around my waist and headed to my room, changing into a pair of Flannel bed pants and a thermal long sleeve undershirt before stepping into my lambskin slippers. I headed out to the great room to see what else was going on and do a little relaxing.
"Come on over and eat." Suzanne said, setting a steaming hot plate of food at the table for me.
"Thanks, I almost forgot about dinner." I said as I gave her a quick look up and down, her tits wiggling around under what looked like a nightshirt of some kind and a satiny robe. "Looks like you changed."
"Yeah. You dripped all over me." She said with a smile as she set down the plate on the table for me. "Let me know if you want anything else."
"I will, thanks!" I answered before digging into the plate of fried chicken and mashed potatoes. I looked around the room while I ate, the guys all sitting in one corner glued to some basketball game on the big screen and the ladies all sitting around the coffee table at the other end, playing some kind of card game boisterously. I took my time and savored her cooking, which was quite honestly, extremely good. She had gone over to sit with Marlene, Patricia and her sister, but kept looking back at me almost expectantly. Janise was still dressed in the same sweater dress I saw her in when I first met her, but Patricia had changed into some kind of yoga outfit and Marlene had switched to jeans and a baggy sweatshirt. I had barely finished my chicken before Suzanne scurried over to take my plate and ask if I wanted anything else. She hovered until I finally said not yet, and only then walked back to sit down at their card game.
"Hey Mike...Wanna come over here and play? The guys are all too busy watching some game to play with us." Marlene called across the room.
"I don't want to horn in on your game. You guys look like you're having a good time as it is."
"It'd be a lot more fun if you came over. Come on. It'll be fun." Pat called.
"Oh, why not," I answered as I walked over while they shifted around. Marlene and Pam ended up sitting on the sofa while the rest of us were in chairs around the small table.
"So what kind of games do you play?" Janise asked as she shuffled the cards.
"Jan! Shame on you!" Suzanne said sharply.
"What? It was an innocent question!" She defended, still shuffling. "So what will it be, poker? Crazy eights? Go fish?"
"I don't play too many cards," I answered.
"Ok. How about blackjack. You can be the dealer." Janise said.
"If you want," I replied, "but you might have to put up with a few mistakes. I haven't played in years."
"No problem we'll take care of you," she said with a wink, handing me the cards.
She gave me a quick refresher and then I dealt the first hand. We were playing pretty simple rules according to her, simple straight twenty-one, with ties going to the dealer. We played for almost half an hour when Janise leaned back in her chair and claimed that it was boring to play unless you had something to play for.
"Like what?" Pat asked.
"Oh I don't know. We could get the guys over here and play some strip poker." She said with a laugh.
"Good luck with that!" Marlene retorted.
"Hey guys. Wanna come play some cards?" Janise called to the guys.
"Not really." Dave answered.
"Not even some strip poker?"
"No. You guys have fun." He called back almost as if what she said didn't even register.
"Hey Dave. We're gonna play some strip cards and I'm gonna get naked in front of a strange man!" Marlene called.
"That's nice hon. You have fun." Dave called without even looking.
"Like I said, good luck," Marlene said with a shake of her head and a wry look on her face.
"Well, we'll just play without them," Janise said with a shrug. "How about strip 21. If you bust or the dealer beats you, you lose a piece of clothing."
"Sounds fun," Pat said, "But it looks like it's a strip show for Mike. When does he lose?"
"If he goes over he loses something. Doesn't look like he's got all that much to lose anyway, so that should be interesting." Janise said with a grin.
"Ok. Sounds fun. You in Mike?" Marlene asked hopefully.
"Oh... what the hell. I'd kind of like to see what Janise has on under that dress." I said as I shuffled the cards.
I dealt each of them one card face down and then one for me before starting to deal face up cards. Marlene had an 8 showing and quickly flipped her hole card to show she had 18. Patricia got a 9 and called for another card, getting an 8 and flipping her hole card to show she had 20. Suzanne had a Queen of hearts showing and flipped her 7 up. Janise had a 5 showing and flipped her hole card, showing a King and ending with 15. Now it was up to me. I had a six buried and didn't want to risk going over, so I stayed with my king for a total of sixteen, making Janise the only looser.
"Well, it was your idea," Suzanne said as Janise tossed her fuzzy boots aside.
"That it was," she answered her big sister as I dealt the next round. Marlene had a seven showing and I hit her with a five. She stayed and flipped a two.
"Why not hit again?" Pat asked her.
"If I go over I lose. This way Mike has to at least work for it." She said with a wink.
Pat had a nine showing and asked for another card. I laid down an eight and she quickly slapped down the five that was face down. "Damn! I'm over." She swore.
"You still have a chance. If Mike goes over your safe." Janise said.
"I'm staying," Susanne said, flipping a queen over to go with the four that was showing.
Now it was Janise's turn. She smiled and turned over a nine, leaving her with nineteen.
"Oh boy," I said, looking at my hole card. I flipped it over and quickly added my five and three together. I pulled another card from the deck and lay it down. King of clubs. Eighteen. "I'll hold on that." I said with a smile.
Marlene and Patricia both stripped off their wool socks and Suzanne tossed her fuzzy slippers onto the pile by my chair. This was starting to get much more interesting.
The next round went quickly with Marlene at sixteen, Pat at nineteen, Susanne at eighteen and Janise at twenty. This was going to be a hard one. I had a queen and a two. As long as I didn't pull a face card I was good to go. As it turned out I didn't pull a face card, but I still did as bad, pulling a ten of spades and going over. I tossed my slippers on the pile.
The next hand proved to be very interesting, with Marlene and Suzanne both going over, Pat staying at thirteen and Janise ending at seventeen. I had a King and three and got lucky with a six from the deck. At nineteen I ended up with all four of them losing.
Marlene stood up and stripped off her yoga pants, giving me a quick flash of tiny yellow panties as she did. Patricia stood up and wiggled her tight jeans over her hips and then tossed them into my lap with a wink before sitting back down.
Suzanne got up and walked over to me, and stood in front of me. She slowly pulled the belt of the satin robe and let it fall down her arms, revealing a very sheer nightgown that I could easily see through. She leaned down and kissed my cheek before stepping back to her place and sitting down. "Your turn sis." She said quietly.
"So be it." Jan said as she got up. She stepped over to me and slowly hiked the bottom of her dress up, inching it up teasingly until it was nearly to her waist. She hooked her fingers in the waist of the tan tights she wore and slowly pulled them down, letting the dress come back down with them so that there really wasn't anything to see, but was a great tease. She lifted first one leg, sliding the material down her leg and then the other, pressing her foot into my lap and teasing it against my cock as she slid the bunched up tights down her long slender leg, leaving it laying in my lap as she returned to her seat.
I took a deep breath and shuffled the cards again. After dealing the two cards to each of them we started again, Marlene taking one more to end up with an eight, six and three. Pat had a nine showing and stood with her hidden ten putting her in very good position. Suzanne had a five showing and spent a long time thinking.
"Come on sis. Call or draw!" Janise teased.
"Oh...I'll stand." She said turning over an ace.
"I would have drawn to that one. But you never were daring." Janise chided.
"Well, what do you have then?" Suzanne shot back.
"Just seventeen. He's going to have to get risky to beat all of us on this one."
I flipped over my eight on top of the five already showing and looked at the two cards I had. With thirteen I wasn't going to win, but it was also a risk taking another card. Anything bigger than an eight and I was toast. But then there were a lot of cards smaller than that in the deck. I took a breath and flipped the next card. I couldn't believe it....the King of hearts!
"Looks like you're losing something!" Janise teased. "Top or bottom....Why not be brave and let's have the bottoms."
"Not likely!" I answered as I pulled off the thermal undershirt and added it to the pile.
"Getting close to letting us have a look at that cock!" Janise said with a wicked little grin. "How about it girls? Another hand to see if we can get a peek?"
"Why not?" Pat answered, giving Marlene a wink. What Janise and Suzanne didn't know was that both of them had not only seen me naked, but had enjoyed multiple orgasms at my hands, so to speak.
I dealt the next round and saw Janise grin widely at the showing Jack. I could only guess that she had a large card hidden. "Well Marlene...your call."
"I'll stand on these," Marlene answered, flipping over a five. "I can't afford to lose much more."
Pat took one card, getting a six to add to her five. She flipped an eight over and did a little victory dance in her seat.
Suzanne also took one card, giving her a two and a Jack. "This is not a good place to stand but I know if I take another I'm going bust." She said as she flipped over a three onto the stack.
"I'm good where I am," Janise said with a grin, flipping over a seven. I doubted I would get lucky enough to beat Pat's nineteen, but I was pretty sure I could beat the two fifteens.
I flipped over my seven on top of the two already showing. I drew one card and flipped over the nine of spades. "Goctha!" I said triumphantly to Janise.
"Guess I go first," Marlene said with a wry face. "Hey honey! I'm going to have to take my shirt off and bare my tits to a strange man now!" She called back behind her toward the guys watching the basketball game.
"That's nice honey!" Dave replied automatically. I doubted that it even registered what she had said. Mark and Randal both heard and their heads immediately swiveled to stare in our direction.
"Ok then," she said as she stood up. Keeping her back to the guys she slipped the workout shirt off, leaving her in nothing but her tiny bikini type panties. She tossed the shirt on the pile by my chair and then sat back down, giving her tits a little wiggle for me as she did.
All eyes turned to Suzanne, who stood up and reached under her practically see through nightie and slipped a pair of lacy panties off, tossing them onto my lap and sitting back down. "Your turn Jan." She said with a grin.
"Ok. Not much to see thought." She said, standing up. She stepped over to where I was and turned around, pushing her butt out at me. She reached under her skirt and slipped a pair of tiny thong panties down to her knees and then turned back to face me, wiggling her legs to get them to slide down to her feet. She stepped out of them with one leg and then lifted them with her foot, setting them and her foot into my lap and rubbing my very obviously big cock through the bed pants I had on.
With a smile I shuffled and dealt again, looking over at the guys to see Randal and Mark trying to see without looking like they were looking. I chuckled to myself as I started dealing the cards. With the first pass dealt face down, I started laying cards face up; A queen to Marlene, a six to Pat, a ten to Suzanne, an eight to Janise and a nine to myself.
"I'll stay with these thank god," Marlene said, flipping over a king to go with her queen.
"Ohhhh that looks good." Pat said. "I'll have to take one though."
"And a King to Patricia," I said as I dealt the card.
"Yes!" She said quietly, flipping her hole card, a four to show twenty.
Suzanne flipped a seven to go with her ten. "I'll stand on these thank you very much!"
"No guts," Janise said with a grin. "I'll take one!"
I dealt Janise a 9 of clubs, making Suzanne smile broadly. "See If I had taken one I would be over!"
"Uh huh," Janise said quietly, flipping over a five, totaling 22.
"Uh oh. Little sis is gonna be naked now!" Marlene teased.
"So is big sis," I answered, flipping over a Jack to go with my nine.
"Oh shit," Suzanne said staring at my cards.
"Well, sis....you had enough?"
"Nope. I pay off my bets!" Suzanne said, getting up and stepping over to me. She straddled the arm chair I was sitting in, working herself over it until her legs were on the arms and her ass was on my lap facing me. "Would you care to?" She asked quietly.
"With pleasure," I answered, sliding my hands down to her bare thighs and slowly sliding them up her soft silky body, letting my hands drag up her bare sides, her see through nightgown hooked on my wrists. I let my hands slide all the way up as she held her hands in the air for me to work it over her head, taking a second to get her long hair through the hole. I finally tossed it aside and then slowly drew my fingers down her front, running them over her big tits and then down her stomach, making her suck in her breath quickly as my fingers found her spread pussy and gently teased a finger across it a few times.
"Mmmmm... Thank you. I'll have to let you finish that later though." She whispered in my ear as she leaned toward me to work herself off the chair. "Ok sis. Your turn."
"How about double or nothing?" Janise asked, looking at me.
"Just like my sis. All tease and no do. No wonder you have a reputation as a cock tease!" Suzanne chided her sister. "Now stand up there and pay your debt."
"Maybe, maybe not. How about it stud? Double or nothing?"
"What's in it for me? I mean I already won and I'm going to get to see you naked." I answered her.
"Ohhh I'm sure we can think of something...Deal the cards and let's see."
"Oh that wouldn't be a good idea," Suzanne said. "She has a habit of not following through on her promises. If it was me, I'd just make her climb up on the table and strip it off right now."
"Sis! Whose side are you on?" Janise shot at Suzanne.
"His!" Suzanne answered with a grin.
"I know. If she wants to do double or nothing, I have the perfect bet." Pat said from where she was sitting. "If Mike wins again you strip and he gets to shave your pussy, and if you win, Mike will strip for you and you can watch him stroke his cock. I know we'd all like to see that."
"Hmmm ...Sounds like a good idea." Janise answered. "I would like to see that cock."
"And why should I believe that you'll go through with that? I mean I already won and you don't want to pay up." I asked.
"If she doesn't, Marlene and I will hold her down while you do the honors." Pat said with a grin. I could see both Randal and Mark's heads snap back toward us at that comment. Mark got up from the sofa and walked around, inching toward our circle.
"Sorry stud," Janise said when she saw him. "You had your chance earlier. If you want in now you'll have to strip and show us all your cock. Otherwise go back to your game!"



"Whatever," Mark said as he turned to walk back toward the sofa. He sat down but his eyes never left our group.
"Ok. Just the two of us?" I finally asked.
"Yep," Janise said. "Deal 'em out!"
I dealt two cards face down and then laid a 2 of hearts on top of hers and a 3 of spades on mine.
"Hit me." She said as she looked at her hole card. I lay down a King of clubs and she quickly turned over her hole card, slapping down a 7 of diamonds. "Ha! Nineteen. Beat that!"
I flipped over my hole card, a queen of diamonds, giving me thirteen. I had no choice, I had to draw and hope for less than an eight. I nervously drew the top card from the deck and flipped it over. Seven of hearts. "Twenty!" I said as I leaned back relieved.
"Shit," Janise swore silently.
"Well sis. I think you should stand right up on the table and do a nice strip tease for him." Suzanne said, giving me a little wink. "I mean after all this whole game was your idea."
"I can't do that!" Janise retorted.
"Can't or won't?" Marlene asked her with a scowl on her face.
With a shake of her head Janise finally got up and climbed onto the low table. She closed her eyes and started to sway to some beat in her head while Patricia got up and walked off, wearing only the long sweat shirt, her cute ass and shaved pussy peaking out with each step.
Janise stood on the table and slowly swayed, reaching for the bottom of the dress and slowly working it up, her smooth hips. Inch by inch she exposed more and more of herself until the tiny curls of her mound became visible. As she turned her legs finally spread enough for me to see her soft pussy lips full and glistening in the firelight.
She worked the dress ever higher, letting it slide down some and then back up as she teased it closer and closer to her big tits. Finally I could see the round creamy skin of her breasts peaking out. I waited only a moment longer, my cock aching for release already, before standing up and sliding my fingers up her legs. Her eyes flashed open and she stared at me as I teased my fingers back and forth across her stomach and slowly teased them up to her tits. I pushed the material of her dress up farther, clearing it over her big tits and rock hard nipples. She pulled it the rest of the way off and stood there, swaying gently as my fingers teased circles around and around her nipples.
"Damn," she moaned softly before I backed away and sat down. I could see all three men standing by the sofa now, staring at Janise's naked form on the top of the table.
"If you want to look you better get naked!" Janise said sharply. "It's not a free show after all!"
"Awww. No point in being a spoil sport." Marlene said as she walked completely naked over to her husband. "I'm surprised anything drug you away from that ball game. Do you like seeing me strut around naked?"
"Have to admit, it's different." He said, watching Janise more than he was her.
"So you don't mine me showing off my body to strange men?" She asked, trying to get his attention back to her and off Janise's naked tits.
"If that's what you want to do." He answered with a shrug.
I could tell she was angry now. She had been trying hard to seduce him into doing something, but he seemed more intent on looking at Suzanne and Janise, now that she was down off the table and sitting on the sofa.
"Fine!" Marlene said angrily. "See how you like this!" She turned on her heel and walked over to the table. She sat on the edge in front of me and leaned back until she was lying across it, her legs sticking up in the air. "Mike. How would you like to make me cum?" She said to me. "You can eat me or finger me or fuck me. Just make me cum!"
"This what you want?" I asked her quietly.
She looked back at her husband. "Not if he wants to come do the honors!" She said, expectantly. I looked up and saw him start to move and then turn and walk back to the sofa, sitting down and turning away from us.
Marlene rolled off the table and ran to her room in tears.
"What happened?" Pat asked as she walked back with a tub of water and a small cloth bag of items.
"Marlene tried to shame her husband into coming and doing something with her and instead he went back to his game." Suzanne said quietly.
"Ohhhhhh. That's not good." Pat replied quietly. "Here. I'll go take care of her, why don't you let Mike get started on Janise."
"I'm not letting him shave me!" Janise said sharply.
Patricia looked at her and snapped. "Your sister was right. You are a cock teasing little bitch." She set down the tub and then stormed off toward Marlene's room.
Suzanne shook her head and picked up her robe, slipping it on and then heading off toward Marlene's room too.
"Hey. That's not fair!" Janise said.
"You know. You have a damn nice body. Too bad you're personality isn't as sweet." I said as I got up and walked away, leaving her sitting on the sofa naked and alone. I headed to the kitchen and got some soda and a bag of chips and was sitting at the counter munching on them when Janise walked in, her dress on once again.
"Did you really mean that? What you said?" She asked, her voice sounding clearly hurt.
"Yeah. I did. Your sister is a caring, gentle, honest person. She believes in keeping her word. The game was your idea. You wanted me to play because either you expected me to lose or you wanted your sister to lose and feel humiliated. Problem was, she did lose, and she made the best of it. You on the other hand lost and then tried to duck it. No...If you want people, not just men, but anyone to like you, you have to not make promises you never plan on keeping."
She nodded quietly. "You like my sister, don't you?"
"Yeah. I do actually."
"Have you been fucking her?"
"First off, that's between her and me. Second, you don't need to be crude. You're not going to shock me. I've heard it all." I said to her, taking another swig from my soda bottle as she turned and walked quietly away.
I ate the rest of my snack and then decided to go see if Marlene was ok. I could see Janise rearranging furniture over by the fireplace as I made my way to Marlene's room. I knocked and then stepped through the bamboo curtain. She was sitting on the bed with Pat on one side and Suzanne on the other, her eyes red from crying.
"You ok?" I asked quietly when she looked up at me.
"Yeah. Thanks for coming to check. I appreciate it." She answered a little hoarsely.
"It's the least I could do," I replied quietly.
"Wish my husband was that considerate," she said sadly.
"Yeah, well some guys just don't know how good they have it until it's gone." I told her quietly.
She got up and stepped over to me, still completely naked. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight, giving me a kiss on the cheek before whispering into my ear. "Thank you for everything. We won't get a chance again, but I want you to know you were the best sex I've ever had." With that she pulled her head back from my cheek and turned her face to give me a soft kiss on the lips. She patted my chest with her hand before turning away and stepping over to the dresser. I watched for a second as she started pulling clothes from the dresser and putting them into the suitcase. Pat got up and hooked an arm into mine and led me out of the room.
"She's going to go home tomorrow. She decided that it was the last straw." She said quietly as she led me over to where the sofa and chairs had been arranged to look at the fireplace. Janise was sitting quietly in the middle of the sofa and looked up when we walked over.
"Mike. Can I ask a favor?" She said as I sat down.
"I guess that depends on what it is."
"Will you shave me?" She asked bluntly.
"Why?"
"Like you said, I hoped my sister would lose and be embarrassed. I guess we've always had a competition because she's better looking than I am. But like you said... I made the bet and I need to pay up."
"I'll be damned," Suzanne said from behind me.
"Hey sis," Janise responded quietly.
"What's come over you?" Suzanne asked.
"A little honest feedback I guess," she said as she stood up. "Hey guys! Wanna come over here a second?" She called to Mark, Dave and Randal, all three once again engrossed in their game on TV. Mark and Randal got up and walked over, letting Janise steer them to the couch.
"So. I made a bet and lost, so now it's time to pay up." She said to the group of us sitting on the sofa. She reached down and skimmed her dress up and off her body, leaving her completely naked. "Mike gets to shave me. I hope he's good though because I've never been shaved before." She said as she stood there, looking at me expectantly.
"You sure about this?" I asked.
"Yep," she said as she stepped back until she was right near the huge rock hearth. She sat down on the edge and then leaned back onto her elbows and lifted her feet to hook on the edge of the stone, letting her knees splay as far apart as she could. I could see her cheeks blush red as she sat there completely exposed.
"Ever shaved someone before?" Pat asked quietly.
"Nope. Shaved some beard off though."
"Just stretch the skin to make it taught so you don't nick it." She said, giving me a little push toward the waiting Janise.
I stepped over and knelt down, finding a tub of water and a towel with a razor, small scissors and shaving cream set out on it.
"Do a good job," she whispered to me as I picked up the scissors and leaned toward her pussy. Unlike her sister, who had full meaty lips, Janise's pussy had full flowery lips that were unencumbered and exposed. I could see little beads of moisture accumulating on them and looked up at her face. Her chest was rising and falling quickly as I laid my hand on her mound, her nipples standing erect and hard in the middle of the three inch across puckered pink areola. I looked back to my work and carefully snipped away at the hairs, teasing them upright with my fingers and then trimming them off, always careful to not get too close to her skin.
It took me at least ten minutes before I had all the curls cut away and laying in a pile under her on the hardwood floor. Next I picked up the shaving cream and shook the can before squiring some on her mound and around her pussy.
"Ehhh!" She squealed as the cold foam landed on her hot skin. "That's cooold!"
"Sorry," I said as I started rubbing the cream around, covering her mound and pussy with the slippery white foam. I started on her mound, working carefully downward until I started getting close to her lips. I worked carefully, pulling and moving her skin to make sure it was always taught when I used the razor, my fingers frequently teasing inside her pussy as my thumb pulled on her lips.
"Ohhhhhh," she moaned softly as I worked around the top edge of her pussy, my finger brushing against her hard clit. She started moving her hips gently each time I touched her, clearly getting more and more turned on by the second. Finally done I used the luke warm water to gently rinse her off and then toweled her freshly shaved pussy dry.
"All done!" I announced.
"Not quite." Pat said as she leaned forward on the sofa. "A freshly shaved pussy has to be played with. You have no idea how turned on this makes a woman."
"Is that right?" I asked Janise.
"Ohhhh God yes. I want to cum so bad right now!" She half moaned.
"You want me to do that here? In front of everyone?" I asked her again.
"I don't care. As long as you make me climax I don't care who's watching. Besides, they've already seen more than almost any other man alive."
I looked over at Suzanne who was grinning from ear to ear. "Ok." I said as I leaned my face down and gave her soft pussy lips a long slow lick, making sure my tongue flicked across her exposed clit.
"Ohhhhhh," she moaned as her whole body shuddered.
I pressed my tongue between her lips again and softly drew it up, her juices starting to dilute the remaining soapy taste of the shaving cream.
Again and again I licked up between her lips, pressing my tongue into her as far as I could before dragging it the length of her slit, finishing each lick by flicking my tongue several times across her hard exposed clit.
I felt a hand grab at my cock through my flannel bed pants and paused to look back. I saw Suzanne on her hands and knees next to me, grinning. I smiled back before returning to my attentions to Janise's wet pussy. I slid my attention up to her hard clit, sucking it between my lips before sliding my middle finger up into her wet tunnel.
"Oh God." I heard her moan as I slowly pushed my finger into her, curling it up and searching for that perfect spot. I was hard at work stroking around her tunnel when I felt her jump, knowing that I had the perfect spot. I started stroking back and forth with my finger as I licked and sucked her clit, flicking it with the tip of my tongue and then sucking it between my lips to squeeze. I felt my bed pants being pulled over my butt and wet mouth close around my cock as I knelt down, unable to look back and see because of Janise's hands trying to drag me tighter to her pussy.
"OHHHH FUCK!" I heard her cry as her orgasm came closer. "FUCK ME, FUCK ME, OH GOD FUCK ME, PLEASE!" Janise cried as I drove her whole body crazy. I could feel her legs trembling and shaking around my head as she begged me to stuff my cock into her, her hands trying to pull me up her body.
The mouth disappeared from my cock and I felt a hand pressing against my ass, trying to push me closer to Janise. I pried my head from between Janise's legs and looked back to see Suzanne coaxing me forward.
"You heard her. Fuck her!" She said with a grin as she knelt behind me completely naked her thighs pushing against my bare ass.
"You want me to?" I asked as Janise grabbed at my arms and tried to pull me up her body.
"She sure the hell does!" Suzanne said with a wicked grin. "Give it to her!"
After Suzanne sucking on me and my attentions to Janise's pussy my cock was about as hard and fat as it could be. With a shrug I let Janise pull me up her body; walking my knees toward her while Suzanne knelt on the legs of my bed pants, making me slide my legs out to get closer. I felt her follow behind, one arm around me playing with my cock to keep it hard.
I didn't even have to aim. Suzanne took care of that for me, settling my head against her tunnel and then using her thighs to push me forward, driving me slowly into her sister.
"OH HOLY SHIT!" Janise screamed as my fat cock expanded her. "Oh God, oh God. I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum!!" She cried as her whole body started to tremble like her legs had. I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel and then the pressure from behind release so I could start sliding in and out of her wet pussy.
"OH fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" She cried breathlessly as her whole body shook and trembled. I could feel her cum leaking around my cock as she jerked and shook beneath me. It was long minutes before her body started to relax and her chest, glistening with sweat, heaved for air.
I slowed my strokes and then finally just held myself inside her, letting her climax slowly fade, her fingers teasing across her now bare pussy and then up to my stomach.
"Oh God. I've never climaxed that hard before in my life." She panted.
"Glad you enjoyed it," I said, pulling my still hard cock from her wet tunnel. I finally looked around and saw Pat sitting on her husband's lap, his cock buried deep inside her now naked body, her panties lying on the floor at her feet. The other surprise was seeing Marlene, leaning across the back of the sofa, her hands stroking Mark's cock, one of her big puffy nipples sucked into his mouth and her husband standing behind her, pounding his cock in and out of her.
Marlene looked at me and reached a hand out to me, motioning me to come to her. I looked over at Suzanne, who gave me a non-committal shrug. I stood up and walked over, her hand reaching for my cock. She guided me to her mouth and engulfed me, swirling her tongue around and around my head as her body was pushed on and off my shaft by her husband's strokes, each one banging into her ass loudly.
"Oh shit." I groaned as her mouth and one hand worked up and down my shaft. "You keep that up and you're going to make me cum!"
Her only answer was to suck me harder. Suzanne slipped up next to me guiding one of my hands to her pussy. She stepped one foot up on the sofa and pushed my hand harder between her legs as she wrapped her free arm around my neck and started to kiss my neck and cheek. I turned my head toward her and she kissed my mouth wetly, her tongue diving into my mouth for long seconds before she pulled away and whispered that she wanted me to make her cum that hard.
"You want me to?"
"God yes. Fuck me until I cum." She pleaded.
I pulled back, slipping my cock from Marlene's face. I drew her over to one end of the huge sofa and sat her back on the arm of it, lifting her legs in the air, one ankle in each hand. She leaned back, holding herself up with her hands behind her as I poked my cock at her wet pussy. It only took me two tries to get my head engaged in the right spot and start to slide it into her.
"OHHHHH yes, yessss." She hissed as I slid slowly into her. "Now fuck me like you fucked her. Make me cum around your big cock!"
"Don't know how long I'll last," I grunted as I started plunging into her.
"We'll worry about it later if you don't make it," she panted as she closed her legs around my neck, making her pussy even tighter.
I plunged in and out of her, looking around the room, trying to hold off what I knew was going to be a huge explosion. I could see Janise lying sideways on the hearth, her fingers trailing up and down her body, teasing them across her shaved pussy and letting out little moans. Pat was still bouncing up and down Randal's cock and Marlene appeared to be about to climax, her hands covered with Mark's cum.
"OH sweetie. I'm going to cum...I want you to cum with me. Please cum with me!" Suzanne begged as I slid in and out of her pussy, my cock making squishing sounds.
"Ok. Not too long then." I panted; sweat dripping off my forehead onto her legs as she rocked her hips with each of my strokes.
"That's it baby. Cum for me. Feel your hot cock sliding in and out of me, fucking my sexy pussy. Do you like fucking me? Do you like feeling my hot pussy around your cock?" She coaxed, her breathing growing more raged by the second. "Ohhhhhh God I'm starting to cum!" She gasped.
"UH....Yeah." I groaned as her pussy spasmed around my cock. "So close."
Janise got up and walked over to me, sliding her hands around my ass and back as she slowly pressed her tits against my back, her hard nipples pressing into me as she lifted herself on her tip toes and whispered in my ear.
"That's it. Fill my sisters hot wet pussy with your cum. Squirt it all into her and all over her. I bet you'd love to squirt all over her big tits, or maybe my big tits! Hmmmm all that hot cum squirting all over." She cooed into my ear as she let one hand slide down the crack of my ass, her hand helping push me into her sister with each stroke. I could feel her finger sliding between my legs and teasing the base of my balls.
"Now fill her with your cum. Just picture you squirting all over my tits, right out there on the snow mobile, all naked, and my hands stroking you so you cum all over my big bare tits."
I felt her finger press against my asshole and suddenly slip part way in. It was like sending an electric shock through my body; my cock swelled and spurted a huge gush of cum into Suzannae, my body jerking uncontrollably to drive into her to the hilt.
"AHHHHHHH FUCK!" Suzanne's cried surprisingly loudly as my cock unleashed as second shot of hot cum. Time and again my body jerked and pumped more into her, Janise's finger pumping into my ass in time with my jerks and squirts.



Slowly my body subsided, as did her attentions to my ass. I looked down at Suzanna, who had given up trying to hold her weight and was now lying with her head down on the cushions, her hands squeezing and kneading her big tits.
As I stood gasping, Patricia came on her husband's dick, her whole body shaking as he sat, jerking, and presumably filling her as well.
Marlene appeared to have long since climaxed herself, her husband standing still behind her.
"Thank you for the best sex I've ever had. Hope some time I can return the favor. And if you decide you really want to fuck on the ice again...just let me know. I have a sudden urge to try new things." Janise whispered before walking away, still butt naked.
I pulled my softened cock from Suzanne and helped her up off the sofa. Once I had her standing I scooped her up into my arms.
"Where are you taking me?" She asked as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
"To bed with me, if that's ok with you."
"I think that's perfect with me," she said as I carried her toward my bedroom.
I pushed the curtain back and carried her to the bed, laying her gently on it before climbing in with her, tossing the covers over the top of the two of us.
"I don't know that I'm up for more sex." She whispered. "Not for a little bit anyway. You had me so horny today that I had to sneak off twice to get off with my vibrator. Now I'm wishing I had waited."
"It's ok. Sex isn't what I'm looking for right now." I whispered back as I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her gently.
She pushed me gently away so she could look into my eyes in the dim light. "What are you looking for...exactly?" She whispered.
"Well. If your game I'd like to just sleep with you and see how it feels to wake up with you next to me."
"I don't think anyone has ever made such a lovely proposal to me before. I'd love to wake up next to you in the morning." She whispered to me before burying her face into my neck and cuddling down next to me. I covered us up and held her close until both of us had fallen fast asleep.
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*
I've always enjoyed the Christmas holiday, and this year was no different. It wasn't just getting presents, because to be honest I gave far more than I would ever receive. That was what Christmas was all about - giving, not getting, so when one of the secretaries at work stuck her head in the door and asked for some Christmas help, how could I refuse?
"Michael..." Donna called lyrically as she stuck her head in my door. "Michael, I need some help."
"Sure. What can I do for you?"
"My husband got sent out of town, and we're supposed to go be Mister and Missus Clause at one of the shelters."
"Uh huh. And?"
"And I was just kind of wondering, if you'd be a really good sport and fill in for him?" She asked hopefully.
"Where at?" I asked, hoping for a bit more detail.
"Columbus house," she said.
"Oh, I know that one. It's one of the abuse shelters. I don't have a suit or anything though."
"Don't worry, I have a suit and everything," she said with a grin.
"So it comes down to you having a suit and needing someone to fit into it?" I asked half jokingly.
"Something like that, besides, I know you're a good sport. So how about it? Wanna help me make some kids happy?"
"Sure. What time do we have to be there?"
"Six-thirty. I'll even buy you some McDonalds on the way there."
"Ok. How about five-thirty out front. I'll drive if you want."
"Sounds great. Thanks Michael!" She said pulling her head out of my doorway and heading down the hall.
Donna was one of those wonderful women that always had a smile on her face, even when the office was falling apart around her. At half my age she'd never be a beauty queen. She was only about five foot five or so, and, well let's just say she's big bodied. Not fat, just on the thick side. I've occasionally wondered just how much of her weight was fat and how much was just being big boned. She also had a very large pair of...well...you know. They had to be at least something in the multiple D category, not that I was an expert in sizing breasts other than 'damn they were big'.
The rest of the day zipped by, and I met her at the door heading to the parking lot at five-thirty. We walked to her car and got out two huge duffle bags, carrying them the few rows to where I was parked. A quick trip to McDonalds drive through, and we were on our way across town. We would have been more than early enough if it hadn't been for some idiot in front of us who decided that he just had to force his way through the intersection after the light turned red, leading to a messy little accident. That little incident meant that we were not early but actually fifteen minutes late getting to the shelter.
"Sorry we're late," Donna apologized as the lady in charge of the festivities led us around the hallways to a doorway.
"Not a problem. We're stalling the kids, so the quicker you get ready the better for us. I'll come get you in...say...fifteen minutes?"
"Sure thing. We'll be ready!" Donna answered, opening the door to our changing room. "Oh, nice." She muttered as she led the way into what seemed little more than a large walk in closet.
"Um. We're both supposed to change in here?" I asked a bit surprised.
"Uh, I guess so. I suppose they were expecting my husband and me so sharing a room wouldn't have been a problem."
"Yeah, I guess. I'll wait outside while you change then."
"No, not if we have to go on in fifteen. Come on, we're both adults. It's not like we have to get completely naked or anything," she said, setting down her duffle bag and unzipping it.
I closed the door behind us and set my bag down, unzipping it and pulling a few items out to see what I had to work with.
"You're kind of thin like my hubby. There's a padding set down in the bottom you want to put on first," Donna said as she turned her back to me and pulled her knee length sweater dress up and over her head, leaving her in an industrial sized bra, based on the strap across her back, and a pair of large white panties.
I stood staring, holding onto the padding thing while she bent over to start pulling on her tights. As she bent her white panty covered ass pushed out at me, stretching the material tight across her firm butt and also across her pussy, snugging against her rounded lips and creating a small cleft where it tried to pull in between them. I couldn't help but start getting a hard on, which was a bad bad thing. Not that I was overly afraid of Donna seeing that I had a hard on, but because of what I had on under my Dockers.
My wife has always enjoyed seeing my almost nine inch cock, and because of that she has insisted that I wear Jockey men's bikini briefs. These very snug and skimpy underwear are her favorite choice because they utterly fail to contain my long fat cock when I get a hard on, something she encourages any time she sees me in nothing but my underwear or less. I doubted that Donna was expecting to be flashed, but if things kept going the way they were, that was exactly what was going to happen.
"Come on, you better hurry. I need to help you get that strapped on," she almost hissed as she looked over her shoulder at me.
"Uh yeah," I answered, turning my back to her and undoing my pants. I kicked off my shoes and pulled my pants off, tucking my cock into my underwear as far as it would go, which at the moment was mostly hidden, thankfully.
"I can't find my bra. Would you check your bag please?" Donna asked from behind me.
"Your bra?" I asked, turning to see her completely naked from the waist up, one arm across her chest, a hand cupping one breast so that its nipple and areola were covered by her hand and her other arm covering her other breast. Even then there was a LOT of breast visible and, well, I have a thing for breasts. Needless to say, as I bent over to dig in the bag for her bra the stretching of my underwear and the additional growth of the view she had afforded me made my cock pop out of the waistband. With no free hand to cover myself, one holding the padding and the other her white satin and fur bra, more than half of my cock was exposed to her view.
"Sorry," I said sheepishly, holding the bra out to her.
She stood staring at me for several long seconds before reaching for the white satin bra. "Not a problem. We're both adults here." She said reaching absent mindedly for the bra with her right hand, exposing her massive breasts. Each one hung teardrop shaped - large fat, nearly a quarter of the front of each one covered with a dark pink areola and a nipple that was nearly as big around as my pointer finger and which seemed to be growing taller with each passing second. She took the bra without taking her eyes off my protruding cock and then finally seemed to realize what she had done. "Oh sorry," she said suddenly, trying to cover her breasts with the white material and put her arms in the straps at the same time.
"Um Michael?"
"Yeah?"
"Um, do you always wear underwear like that?"
"Uh, yeah."
"And do you always stick out like that?"
"Only when I get turned on." I answered with an embarrassed shrug. "Um do you want to help me with this?" I asked holding up the padding.
"Um sure. Let me get this buckled." She said as she reached behind her back to clasp the bra and finally got it in place. She fastened the fat strap and then reached into each side of the bra, cupping her breasts and pulling them up to settle in the bra, resulting in a nicely squeezed cleavage. "Turn around," she said, taking the padding from me.
I felt her step up close to me, her tits pressing into my back as she reached around with the padding and tried to grab at the straps. I felt her reach around and grab at the swinging strap in front of me, her hand missing and briefly grabbing my exposed cock instead. "Oh damn! I'm sorry," she said as she finally got hold of the errant strap and then pulled it around my waist.
"Uh huh. Heard that before," I said trying to joke the issue away.
"I suppose you get lots of women grabbing that fat monster," she answered, trying to do the same.
"Uh huh. Just before they sit down on it!"
"Men. Always thinking their cocks are the world's gift to women."
"Uh huh. Women. Always trying to get into a guy's pants and then pretending they aren't."
"Maybe they have a good reason," she said with a laugh as she stepped back after fastening the last buckle on my "fat" and picked up her fuzzy red dress. "Better get some clothes on. She'll be back in a couple minutes, and I don't think you want more women checking that out."
"Not exactly," I mumbled as I bent over to get my pants and pull them on.
It only took a few more minutes to get all dressed and my beard in place, with us just finishing the last touches as the door opened to get us.
"Here's your bag," the woman said quietly. "There's a present for each one of them, and the names are on the packages. You can come in as soon as they finish singing Jingle Bells, ok?"
"All set," I answered confidently.
She threw me a smile and led us down the hall toward the main room, the kids busy singing Rudolf.
"Looks like we got a present for almost half the world," I whispered to Donna.
"Yeah, almost. If we're short one for her, I know what you can give her," Donna joked quietly.
"Uh huh. And I suppose you want a sleigh ride with Santa too?"
"Yeah, right! You forget I'm Missus Clause, I can get that sleigh ride any time I want."
"Uh uh. This sleigh only runs on Christmas day," I kidded back as I heard the Jingle bells start.
"You are so full of it!"
"Not for long. It's damn hot in here. I'm going to be sweating it out."
"Yeah, I hear that. I'm dripping under this dress."
"I didn't need to know that."
"Why? Too personal?"
"Uh uh. Sweaty women turn me on. Last thing I need is some kid sitting on Santa's lap and feeling a candy cane in his pocket."
"God, you're hilarious," she said as I took a breath and started for the door with the big bag over my shoulder.
It took almost an hour for me to work my way through all the kids, giving them a chance to tell Santa what they wanted and to give each their package. We worked generally from the smaller to older kids, based on the order we pulled things from the bag. The last to go were the older kids, including a few teen agers who, all but one young lady, weren't about to sit on Santa's lap. As much fun as it was, I was glad when it was over and I could get out of the sweltering outfit.
"Good lord I'm hot." I mumbled as we walked to the changing room.
"I can get you a towel or two if you'd like," our guide said as she led us back to the closet.
"That would be nice, thank you," I answered with a smile.
"Be right back," she said as she turned and headed quickly away, leaving Donna and myself standing at the door to the closet.
"Come on. I'm getting out of this," I said, walking in and leaving the door open for Donna to follow.
"Uh huh. I'm dripping wet!" She said as she came in and closed the door behind us.
I wasted no time in pulling the whiskers and hat off and dropping them into the big duffel bag. I peeled the heavy coat off followed by the pants while Donna began tugging off her red dress. I had just gotten my boots and pants off and was standing in just my underwear and padding when our guide returned with the towels. "Here you go," she said as she stepped into the closet, holding the towels out and staring at me."
"Thank you! I need this!" I said taking the towel from her and wiping my face.
"Um. Uh huh," she said, backing away and then ducking out the door, closing it behind her.
"Wonder what was with her, hasn't she ever seen Santa padding before?"
"That kind maybe but probably not the other," Donna said with a grin as she started undoing the white bra.
"What kind?"
Donna dropped the bra off, leaving her in nothing but her tights and panties. "The kind that's bulging out of your soaked underwear, which by the way isn't hiding much."
"Huh? I can't see with this thing on," I answered her honestly.
"Here let me help you then." Donna said, stepping behind me. She started undoing the straps around the back and then went for the waist belt, reaching around me to get to it. I felt her sweaty breasts pressing against my back, sliding around slightly as she tried to undo the belt. "I can't get this. Turn around," she said quietly.
I turned around to face her as she sunk down to her knees. Her face was practically at crotch level as she worked on the stubborn buckle. I looked down and saw sweat trickle down between her huge breasts as she concentrated on getting the belt off. I couldn't help it, and the more I tried to prevent it the faster it seemed to happen. Looking down at those sweaty breasts after having them pressed into my back had my already mostly hard cock filling the rest of the way until it suddenly slipped out the waist band, releasing about half of it to her view.
"THERE!" She said finally, pulling the last buckle loose and allowing the padding to drop away from my body. I looked down and saw exactly what the young lady had seen, my white bikini briefs were practically see through they were so soaked with my sweat. Donna stood up and surprisingly turned around as if she were intentionally ignoring my now exposed cock.
I suppose it was for the best. Seeing each other dressed, or undressed, like this was bound to make things at work a bit difficult, or at least that was what I was thinking as she bent over, pushing her tights down, the soggy material rolling down her legs and taking her panties with it.
"You know, I really hate when that happens," Donna said as she stayed bent over to work the tights down her legs, completely nude from the knees up. Her bare ass stuck out at me and her now bare pussy pushed out between her legs at me.
"Oh God," I mumbled as I stared at her working the tights the rest of the way off. She finally pulled them off her feet and stood up, turning to face me, letting me see her completely shaved pussy.
"You like what you see?" She asked as she worked to unroll the panties from the tights.
"Hell yes." I answered honestly. "I had no idea you were so good looking."
"So what are you standing there for? We're not going to have all day in here."
"What?"
"You're horny as hell, I'm horny as hell, I owe you for helping me out here, what better way than a little mutual enjoyment?" She asked with a grin. "Now just for the record, I LOVE getting it from behind."
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. Give that monster to me!" She said as she turned her back to me and bent over. She reached out to hold onto the wall in front of her, spreading her legs to fully expose her pussy.
"OH damn!" I breathed.
"Come on. We only have time for a quickie, so don't dawdle," she said, looking over her shoulder at me.
"You're serious?"
She gave me an exasperated look. "You wanna fuck me or not?"
"Uh sure," I answered, stepping over behind her. I pushed my underwear down to my thighs and then rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit before pushing into her obviously wet pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck. I've been thinking about this since we got dressed. Geez you have a big cock."
"You have a pretty damn tight pussy too," I grunted as I started stroking in and out of her, my cock being caressed and held snugly by her tight tunnel.
"Yeah, my husband isn't half the size you are, so it doesn't get stretched too much. Damn, I always wondered what a big cock would feel like."
"How does it feel?"
"Fucking incredible," she answered as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations of my body banging into her ass.
I looked down around her as best I could and saw her ponderous tits swinging like pendulums, swaying in time with my strokes.
"God. I think I'm going to cum!" she moaned quietly after only a few minutes of my cock sliding in and out of her.
"Fuck. Go for it." I groaned.
"Shit!" she squeaked as her body began to tremble. "Sooooo fucking good!"
"Uh yeah." I grunted as I felt my own orgasm starting to grow.
"SHIT!" she squeaked again as her whole body shook and jerked, her pussy clenching me so tightly I could barely push into her. As suddenly as her orgasm seemed to hit, she pulled off my cock, spinning around and dropping to her knees. "Cum on my tits. Please, cum on my tits!" She begged as she wrapped both hands around my cock and started stroking it feverishly.
"Oh shit. Almost!" I groaned as she worked me closer and closer to climax.
"You guys ready to go?" Our guide asked as she opened the door almost at the exact same time as my cock started spewing out all over Donna's tits. My body jerked and spasmed as it spewed shot after shot of white cum all over Donna's face and chest, our guide standing at the door staring at us. "Sorry!" She squeaked quietly, backing back out and closing the door behind her.
"I'm going to have some explaining to do to Suzan," Donna said with a laugh, my cum dripping off her face onto her massive tits. She stood up and wiped what she could off her face, rubbing it into her tits like it was lotion. "I love the feel of cum on my tits. Thanks for doing that!"
"Uh yeah. Thanks for the fuck too. This isn't going to cause a problem at work is it?"
"I don't know, are you going to give me a hard time if I ask you to fuck me again?"
"You want me to fuck you again?"
"With that cock? Are you kidding? Let's just call this our Christmas present to each other. A little holiday fuck now and then to keep the Christmas cheer going."
"Good lord." I groaned as I stepped back and pulled my underwear up over my shrinking cock.
"I wouldn't be surprised if Suzan wants a piece of that too." Donna said with a laugh. "I might have to bribe her with it to keep this quiet."
"You wouldn't!" I said in shock.
"In a heartbeat!" Donna said as she stepped into her panties and pulled them up. "Now get dressed before she comes back again or I might have to offer you up right here."
I shook my head and stepped into my pants. I wondered how doing a good deed ended up making my life soooo much more complicated.
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"Hi David. What's for lunch?" Tina asked as she stepped into my office with a brown lunch bag in her hand, giving the door a little push so the closer swung it shut as she stepped over to the extra chair that sat next to my desk.
"Same as always. Ham and Cheese. How about you?" I answered as she leaned back in the chair and propped her bare legs on the corner of my desk.
"Tuna salad!" she answered with a smile as she pulled her sandwich out of the sack and began unwrapping it. "So, have you decided to go with me to the party?"
"Tina, we've been over this. You're twenty years younger than I am. Hell, I have a daughter almost as old as you are. Why would you want me to take you to the company Christmas party? Why not go with someone more your age?"
"Ya know? I think it's my choice who I want to be with, and if there's a bit of an age difference what's the big deal?" She argued, setting the sandwich down as she swung her legs off the desk and leaned toward me, crossing her arms and leaning them on the desk where her legs had been moments before. "Now... It's just a party. We go. We have some fun. Maybe we even have a little fun afterwards. Now what could be so bad about that?"
"Tina..." I started.
"David stop!" She said sharply as she got up from the chair. She walked silently, and almost angrily, to my office door, but instead of leaving she pushed the lock button on the handle. She turned and faced me, leaning her butt against the door. After several long seconds of staring at me she pushed away and walked slowly over to my desk and around it. She pushed the back of my chair to swivel it around to face her. Hiking her already short skirt up almost to her waist, she stepped one leg over the arm of my chair, reaching for the back of my chair for support and then slid onto my lap, her other leg sliding over the other arm.
I stared at the tiny white panties she had on, stretched tight across her pussy, a dark stain of wetness in the middle of the crotch. "David, I sat for long hours being a shoulder for you to cry on when you needed it for the last two and a half years. Losing your wife that way would tear any guy up. I've done everything I know how to do to get you back into the game, get you to start living again! David, I care a lot about you and it's time you start enjoying life again. How long has it been since you had sex? What two and a half years? It's time for you to climb back on the horse or let someone else climb on for a ride!"
"So what, you want to jump my bones because you think it'll make me feel better?" I asked feeling a bit irritated. "She's only been gone less than three years."
"Come on David. You and I both know you weren't an angel when she was alive, I don't know why you seem to think that now she's gone that you have to somehow be faithful to her."
"What do you mean I wasn't an angel?" I asked.
Tina leaned forward slightly, pulling her hands down to my chest and pressing both of them to me as she leaned forward until her nose was inches from mine. "You know Elena Fuentes, don't you? The hot looking Latino lady down in HR?"
"Yeah, I think so," I answered.
"Oh I know so. She comes in here once a week and gets you to sign off on the time sheets. You know, the form that she just e-mails out to all the rest of the supervisors? I've seen her come by, stopping to unbutton two extra buttons on her blouse so you can see more of those huge double D's when she leans over."
"I..I don't..." I stammered defensively.
"Oh honey, don't worry. Elena and I are friends, have been since she started here a little over a year ago. It's ok if you look, actually I take it as a good sign. Anyway...Elena knew a nice young lady over at Eco, a young lady that I think you knew? A Miss Bently?"
I groaned quietly.
"Oh you DO remember Miss Bently! According to Elena, Miss Bently says that the second floor supply room will never be the same now that you don't work there anymore. Now what do you suppose she meant by that?"
"Okay, okay. Yes there's the possibility that I might have met Miss Bently once or twice." I said evasively.
"Uh huh. Once or twice...a week. And from the way I hear it riding your cock was like shooting her to the moon. Now you didn't have a problem with her being fifteen years younger than you, so why is it a problem if I'm younger than you are? Come on David. In the last two and a half years I've gotten so very close to you. Let me get the rest of the way." She reached for one of my hands, now resting on her bare thighs and slowly pulled it down between her legs and pressed my fingers against the wet spot on her panties. She rubbed them gently up and down the warm wet spot and then lifted my fingers to my nose. "Can you smell how much you turn me on? I'm wet like that every day after lunch. I go back to my desk with my pussy tingling, wishing that I had tossed my sandwich aside and climbed onto your lap just like this. Climbed onto your lap without any panties on, unzipping your pants and pulling your hard fat cock out and rubbing it against my hot wet pussy. Yeah, that does turn you on doesn't it? I can feel your cock pressing against my ass, growing big and hard. Would you like to see my pussy? Would you like for me to unzip your pants and rub your big head against my wet pussy?"
"OH geez!" I groaned as she rubbed a finger up and down her wet crotch and then hooked her finger in the fabric and pulled it aside exposing her shaved meaty pussy lips, her feathery inner lips peeking out at me.
"Yeah, you do, don't you. Want me to fuck you right here? Fuck your fat cock right here in your desk chair?"
"That wouldn't be a good idea." I answered, reaching my hands to her sides and trying to lift her off my lap.
"Not so fast mister." She said reaching for my wrists and pulling them around until my hands were pressed to her bra and blouse covered tits. "Either you agree to go to the party as my date or I'll just start undressing right here. I want you. I want your cock in my pussy and your mouth on my tits. I want to feel your strong thrusts pushing in and out of my tingling pussy. David. I've fallen in love with you and I want to feel you inside me, making love to me. Shoot me to the moon with your cock! Please David!"
I shook my head in amazement. I'd known her for almost four years. When my wife had her heart attack Tina was the first one to reach out to support me, make sure I had what I needed and most importantly, a shoulder that got cried on too many times. The whole time I've known her I've never seen her even remotely this way. A bit flirty, yes, a little forward, yes, but this was... sexual, and sensual at the same time. Did the twenty years between us really matter? Yeah I'm almost fifty, but is that any reason to stop living? All my friends have repeatedly told me that my wife would have wanted me to move on. Maybe it was time. Maybe she was the one to try to move on with. "Ok. I'll go." I suddenly blurted out.
"That's my hot stud. You sure you don't want me to fuck you anyway? I will you know. I'm so fucking hot and wet right now I bet I'd climax if you just touch me. Touch me down there. Make me cum lover!"
"Doing that in here might not be a good idea."
"It's ok. I locked the door." she said as she leaned forward, rubbing her cheek against mine and whispering to me. "You don't have to fuck me right now. Just make me cum. Let your fingers tease me," she whispered, her hands busy between us, working the buttons of her blouse.
"You really want me to do that here?" I asked as she pulled one of my hands down to her partially exposed pussy, gently touching her wet lips.
"Yes. Make me cum!" she begged in a whisper.
I felt the hot wetness of her pussy against my fingers and couldn't resist gently stroking up between her lips, my finger almost immediately feeling the hardness of her clit.
"OHHHH!" She squeaked as she sucked in a quick breath. "That's it, rub my hot pussy. I can feel your finger right where I want your cock. Oh god that feels good." She panted as she pulled her blouse apart and shrugged it off her shoulders revealing the soft lacy bra that cupped her creamy white breasts, her nipples barely hidden inside the upper edges.
I continued to rub my finger up and down her pussy, teasing between her lips as she pulled her arms from the sleeves of the blouse, reaching behind her back even before the material of her blouse had settled on my lap. The elastic snapped around her body, loosening the cups covering and supporting her breasts. She quickly shrugged the tiny straps off her shoulders, allowing the lacy material to slide down and away, exposing her orange sized breasts. Each one hung teardrop shaped, her areola about two fingers wide with a rock hard nipple sticking out from the center begging to be sucked.
"Suck my little titties, please!" she begged, cupping them with both hands and lifting them toward my face.
How could I resist. I slid my free hand up her body and cupped her right breast, pressing it into a cone and aiming the nipple for my mouth as she leaned slightly closer to allow it to reach. I gently licked several circles around her areola, teasing the sides of her nipples before closing my mouth around much of the front and suctioning her soft creamy skin and rock hard nipple into my mouth.
"Ohhhh fuck yes fuck yes fuck yes." she murmured over and over as my fingers teased her pussy and my tongue swirled around and flicked over her hard nipple.
I could feel her hands working between us again, this time on my clothes, tugging and pulling at my belt and then finally undoing the button on my Dockers. I could feel her hands feverishly pushing at my pants and the top of my boxers, trying to get her hands down in to my now hard cock.
"Fuck it!" she swore quietly, quickly pushing herself back from my face, pulling her tit from my face with a soft slurp. She slid off the chair and my lap, her hands moving to the back of her skirt for only moments before the dark blue material was sliding down her legs to pool on the floor around her feet. She skimmed the tiny white panties down over her hips and down her legs quickly untangling them and her skirt from her sandaled feet. I couldn't help but stare at her as she stood wearing nothing but sandals all parts of her trim body as fully exposed to me as her completely shaved mound and creamy soft tits.
I didn't have long to stare though, before she was moving again, this time working on my pants. She was almost aggressive as she pulled and tugged, finally getting me to lift my butt enough for her to get my pants pulled down to my knees, my now rock hard cock sticking straight up in the air.
"YES!" she said as she stepped forward again, climbing back to the position she had on the chair, my hard cock pressing against her wet pussy this time. Her hands tugged and pulled on my polo shirt, working it up until she could finally pull it off over my head and toss it aside. "I've fantasized about this for sooooo long." she cooed as she reached between us with one hand, grasping my cock while the other balanced herself with the back of my chair. She levered herself up with her legs, lifting her ass off my legs until she was able to press my cock between her legs, my engorged mushroom head splitting her soft wet pussy lips.
Her manner and demeanor changed almost instantly, her aggressiveness melting away to be replaced with a hot smoldering sensuality as she began to gently, slowly, lovingly, rub my head back and forth between her lips. "Mmmmmmm yes. Perfet," she whispered as she engaged my head into the entrance to her tunnel and gently began lowering her weight back down, the pressure building up on my head until it suddenly pushed past the entrance and was enveloped by her hot wetness. "Ohhhhhhhhh God yes." she whispered as she slid down as far as my dry shaft would allow before lifting herself a little ways and working down some more. "I've wanted this for so long. I've wanted you for so long. I hope this is feeling as good for you as it is for me," she whispered.
"God yes." I half grunted as she worked down a little farther, her bare ass touching my thighs.
"Good. Now Just let me do this. Lean back and enjoy this first time. There'll be plenty of time for you to have your way with me any way you want, but let me do this one, ok?" she whispered, leaning forward so her tits were brushing my face as she began rocking herself, the arms of the chair allowing her rocking motion to translate into a slow up and down on my shaft.
"Shit. I'm not going to last long with you doing that." I grunted, already feeling the tingling in my balls that I hadn't known in more than two years.
"Don't worry. Let it come. Just enjoy it and me. Enjoy having that first climax."
"I'd usually make sure you came first though." I grunted through clenched teeth as she rode up and down my shaft, her soft velvety tunnel caressing my shaft and head as she pulled almost all the way off before sliding slowly down again.
"There'll be time for that. Just relax and let it happen." she cooed, her motions never ceasing as she rocked up and down my shaft, her tits rising and falling in front of my face.
I reached up and cupped both breasts, squeezing them slightly and running my thumbs back and forth across her turgid nipples, eliciting a quiet squeak of pleasure from her lips. "Gonna cum." I grunted, knowing I couldn't hold off the inevitable any longer, even though I very much wanted to continue enjoying the feelings she was creating inside me.
"That's it. Let it happen. I can feel you getting even bigger inside me. God I don't think I can stretch any more, you're so big," she moaned as she moved a hand down to her own pussy and began to rub circles around her rigid clit with her middle finger. "Oh shit. Give me just one more second and I'll cum with you. Just...one....more...second!" she squeaked as the two of us jerked almost simultaneously.
My body bucked time and again, pumping what felt like a gallon of cum up into her pussy as she frantically frigged her finger across her clit, her whole body convulsing and shuddering as she climaxed with me. I lost track of how long we sat like that, my cock embedded inside her, her pussy periodically convulsing around my shaft as she leaned against me, her sweaty chest heaving gently and rubbing her tits on my face as she breathed.
"Please tell me that you'll come to my house tonight and fuck me some more," she finally panted.
"I suppose if I don't say yes, you're not going to stop now, are you?"
"Uh uh," she agreed quietly.
"Okay. I will. You know, I don't think I know where you live though. You've always come to my place when I needed you."
"Don't worry, I'll tell you where it is," she said as she pushed herself upright. "Now we have to deal with this. You do realize that between us we made a considerable amount of cum that's all trapped inside me. When I get up its going to make one hell of a mess."
"I don't suppose there's a lot we can do about that, is there." I answered.
"Not unless you want me to sit here for half an hour or so, which I would be more than happy to do incidentally. I can already feel your cock getting hard again inside me. I don't think it's done."
"It may not be, but I think lunch time is and I'd hate to have someone come see me and find us like this."
"That could be a bit embarrassing. How did you deal with that with Miss Bently?"
"We mastered the art of the quickie, teasing each other for hours before hand so that when we got together it didn't take long for both of us to climax. We also had a stash of paper towels," I added with a chuckle. "She got really good at wardrobe too. Finding interesting ways to be able to flash me at a moment's notice and have sex without having to completely strip."
"Hmmm I might have to learn to try that. If I flash you a bunch does that mean you'll find someplace here to fuck me too?"
"Never know, but we really don't have the need. We can get together after work and do it all we want. No one to hide from now, I guess."
"Nope," she said with a smile, reaching her face down and kissing the tip of my nose. "I hope you don't think was too forward, expressing not only my sexual desire for you but how I feel for you. I know you don't love me back, and that's okay. But as long as you know I do that's enough for now."
"I can't say I do or don't. I've never really thought about it. I've always thought of you as a friend. I guess I never thought about having a relationship with you. I guess I don't know how I feel about that right now."
"Well, don't worry about that. We'll deal with that later. For now, let's have a nice casual sexual relationship and see what happens after that." She said as she pushed herself back. "Ready?"
"No, but let's do it anyway," I answered as she slid herself back, sliding off my once again hard shaft, a small torrent of cum drooling from her pussy onto the chair.
"Good thing it's leather." She giggled as she sat on my legs and leaned back trying to reach her panties on the floor behind her. I held one hand as she leaned back, lieing almost flat and giving me an incredible view of her pussy before she sat back up, her panties in her hand.
"Nice view, thanks!" I chuckled as she used the panties to stem the flow of cum while she climbed off my lap.
"Glad you approve." She said looking around for something else to clean up with, finding only the two napkins from our lunch. She cleaned the chair as best she could before depositing them into the trash and then looked at my still glistening cock. "I know exactly how to take care of that!" She said, kneeling down in front of me. She reached out and grabbed my cock, her face following close behind. I groaned reflexively as the warmth of her mouth closed around my head and her tongue began to stroke and tease me.
"Geez. Watch how much you do that or you're gonna make me cum again," I grunted.
"I wouldn't mind watching you cum again," she said, pulling her mouth off my cock for a moment before going back to work sucking it with even more fervor.
I looked down and saw her looking up at me as she bobbed her head on and off my cock, one hand running up and down my shaft with her mouth, the other between her legs, no longer holding her panties, but plunging a finger in and out of her own pussy. "Oh damn." I grunted as an image I had actually fantasized about was played out in real life before me. I did my best to hold my hips still as she bobbed and worked my cock, clearly enjoying herself. "Oh damn Tina, you do that awful good. It's been an awfully long time since anyone has done this to me."
"Since our Miss Bently?" Tina asked with a grin, taking a very short break in her ministrations.
"Uh, yeah, since Donna." I groaned in agreement as Tina engulfed my cock again.
If anything she increased her attentions even more, pressing my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth until she was almost gagging herself, and then still only getting half of me into her mouth.
"Shit!" I grunted as I felt my balls tingling and pulling up for another release. "I'm...gonna...cum!" I practically squeaked, trying to hold back the flood to give her a chanch to pull off my cock if she wanted to. She did pull back slightly, but continued to hold my cock in her mouth while she stroked it with her hand, coaxing me the last few millimeters toward the edge of release. "FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my hips jerked toward her, my cock surging a gush of cum into her mouth. I stood there, hanging onto the edge of my desk for balance with one hand and resting the other on the top of her head as my body convulsed, shooting shot after shot of pent up cum into her mouth until I finally subsided to an occasional twitch.



"Now that seemed like it felt good," Tina said quietly, standing up and stepping against me so her bare body pressed against mine, her rigid nipples pressing into my chest. She leaned her face to mine and began kissing me gently teasing my lips with her tongue until I opened my mouth, allowing her to slide her tongue into my mouth and share the salty taste of my own cum. "You know," she whispered after playing with my tongue for several minutes. "I've always believed that a guy doesn't really care about you unless he's willing to share the taste of his own cum after sex. That's the difference between a user and a lover. I'm glad you're a lover," she whispered.
"Well then I hope you will equally appreciate the taste of your own pussy after I lick you to climax tonight."
"I'm looking forward to it!" she answered with a grin before releasing my neck and stepping back. "Now I suppose I need to get dressed."
"For now." I answered as I pulled my own pants back up.
I sat back down and watched her slowly dress, her actions clearly geared to ensure that i saw everything I wanted to. With all her clothes back on except her panties she stood in front of me and looked down at me. "What should I do about these?"
"Nothing." I said reaching out to take them from her. "Donna almost never wore panties at work. She took them off in the car before she came in to work so that she could tease me more easily. It was always a turn on when we were sitting in a meeting knowing she was naked under her skirt."
"Hmmm I might have to try that. Especially if it gets me more of this kind of treatment."
"Never know." I said as she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips.
With a final smile she picked up her uneaten lunch off my desk and walked to the door, swinging her hips seductively as she did. "I'll send you a map to my house this afternoon. How about, oh, say sevenish?"
"Okay, sevenish it is. I hope I don't regret this."
"Trust me, you won't," she said as she unlocked and opened the door. "Talk to you later lover."
It was a good thing that she had sent me a map to her house. Even with the map I almost missed the turn onto the winding path that she called a driveway. Out in the country was one thing. I lived out in the country. The house that Tina rented, on the other hand, was an earth home built into the side of a huge hillside almost a mile back from the main county road. The driveway twisted and turned down into a small valley, around a small lake and then part way up the side of the hill until it ended in at a flat spot that was literally cut out to the side of the hill. The face of the house appeared to be poking right out of the hillside as if the house existed and the hill, still towering another couple hundred feet above, had tried to eat the house.
With green leaves on the trees it was probably a gorgeous view down over the valley, but in the dark and with all the leaves gone the only thing I could really see was a rather spooky view looking over the gray and barren branches reaching up for me from below.
I had barely gotten out of my car before the front door opened, a long pool of warm orangeish white light spilling out onto the wide flat where I had parked. I could see the outline of someone standing in the doorway, the backlight showing through whatever she was wearing to reveal her profile in black in a halo of shimmering variations of orange and gray. She stood with her feet set apart and one hand on either side of the doorframe slightly higher than her head.
"Hello David!" she called, confirming that it was at least Tina. "I see you found me."
"I did. I'm glad you sent a map, or I might not have."
"Well, don't stand out there and be a stranger, come on in." She said as I approached her. The closer I got the more detail I could make out. She was wearing a very shear red robe that went from her neck nearly to her ankles, the light behind her showing through to reveal yet another layer of sheer material running from just above her breasts to just below her ass. Under that she wore a red satin looking bra that lifted and squeezed her breasts together sexily and a tiny red satin thong panty that barely covered anything at all.
"Wow, you look spectacular!" I said as I stepped closer.
"Thank you. You look pretty spectacular to me too. I wondered if I'd ever see you walking up to my door, now that you have I can't even begin to describe how nervous I am."
"Nervous how?" I asked as I stepped up to her, her arms coming down to circle around my neck and pull herself up against me.
"Would you be offended if I told you that I've had many fantasies about you and me, here, doing all kinds of things?"
"No, why would that offend me?"
"Would you believe that I have climaxed to those fantasies so very many times?"
"I can believe that. I've thought more than a few times about what it would be like to get you naked, although I never in a million years would have expected the first time to be in my office."
"Actually it didn't surprise me at all. Some days I left your office wondering why I didn't just throw my clothes off and beg you to fuck me." she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "How about you come the rest of the way inside though. I'm about to freeze to death in just this little thing."
"Yeah, I guess it is a bit chilly." I answered, letting my arms slip from around her as she stepped back, sliding her hands down my arms until she could clasp both my hands in hers and tug me into her home.
"Wow, big place!" I said with a whistle as I looked around the size of the living room and entry hall.
"You haven't seen the half of it. This place is huge. The guy who built it built it into a cave," Tina said, tugging me along with one hand now, leading me into the middle of the living room with its deep soft carpet and abundance of sofa's and love seats arrayed around a large central coffee table. "Let me take your coat." She said, reaching for the zipper of my jacket and tugging it down while I looked more closely at her outfit. The sheer robe and equally sheer gown beneath served to make her body all the more alluring, being able to see but not in defined detail. Through the shimmery red material I could make out the red satin bra and panties, the bra poked out by her two hard chilled nipples.
"That's some outfit," I told her as she pulled my coat off and tossed it on one of the sofas.
"I hoped you'd like it," she answered with a smile. "Just wait till you get to take a few more layers off. I'm hoping you enjoy the rest of it equally well."
"I am sure I will," I answered as she took my hand and pulled me along toward a long hallway.
"So this is the kitchen and dining room," she said as we passed two more large rooms, "and the bathroom and there are five bedrooms."
"Wow, big."
"Uh huh. But we're going to the play room," she said with a grin.
"The play room?" I asked as she led me down the hall to a door at the end.
"Uh huh. That's what I call it," she said as she opened the door to a cavernous room that was more than large enough to host a small wedding reception. The rows of recessed lighting brought the entire area to a comfortably soft glow. The room had what could only be described as a dance type floor in the center, easily twenty feet square, surrounded by an extremely soft carpet. The long walls on the left and right were lined with a variety of sofas, love seats, and chairs, many facing the center of the room while some seemed to be grouped to face each other in varying numbers. The near end had an elaborate bar in one corner and I could tell that the far end had two large Jacuzzis, one in each corner. The entire far wall was made up of floor to ceiling mirror panels making the already huge room look even larger.
"Damn." I muttered, realizing I was already starting to sweat in the warmth.
"Yeah, the guy that owns the place gets to use it for parties. It's part of our rental agreement. We keep it clean and available for his parties. We don't have to clean up after them or anything, that's done by a service that cleans everything thoroughly, but we get to use it as much as we want otherwise." She said as she turned and started unbuttoning my shirt. "Now how about we get you out of these bulky clothes so we can have some fun!"
"Just out of curiosity, who is we? You don't have a boy friend I don't know about, do you?" I asked as everything she said started to sink in.
"Oh no. Just me and another lady, we rent it together." She said as she tugged my belt open and started working on the button of my pants.
"Wait. You and another woman? You two live together?" I asked, grabbing her hands as my pants fell to the floor around my ankles.
"Uh huh. Is that a problem?"
"Well, I mean..."
"OH! No no. We share the house for financial reasons. Right now she's out on a date with her boy friend. We're not...you know."
"Oh, ok. Just had me worried for a minute." I said, letting go of her hands which went immediately back to work undressing me.
"Not that I wouldn't mind playing a little. She does have a pretty spectacular body." Tina grinned as she sunk to her knees, pulling my underwear down to my ankles as she did. "Mmmmmm look at that!" She cooed before closing her mouth around my already hard cock which was now sticking out at her invitingly.
"Oh damn." I muttered as she swirled her tongue around and around the head, teasing it over the sensitive spot on the bottom of my head. "I get the feeling you've done that before."
"MM Hmmm" she answered without pulling my cock from her mouth. "Once or twice," she said between slurps.
"Oh shit. I can tell." I grunted as she bounced her head on my shaft, taking in as much of me as she could before practically gagging on me.
She pulled her face from my cock and grinned up at me before looking down to work my shoes, socks and then pants off, leaving me completely naked. "Now," she said as she stood up," seems to me you were talking about wanting to taste my pussy. I'm all yours lover."
"Actually, I would like to do that," I said taking her hand and leading her toward one of the sofas. "You know, you have way too many clothes on for my taste."
"That's because I thought you might like to unwrap your present a little bit."
"I can handle that." I answered as I reached for the tiny bow that held the sheer robe closed up near her neck. I gave it a gentle tug and then pushed the almost non-existent material off her shoulders and down her arms until it fluttered to the floor. The little nightie, if you called it that, was as sheer as the robe. Unlike the red robe that had covered it, it was a gold color, which made it shimmer in the lights even more than it had covered by the red sheer robe. It had three tiny gold bows holding it closed as it wrapped around her from just across the tops of her breasts down to her cute little ass. I pulled gently on the ties one by one while she stood still, not moving a muscle while I enjoyed both the view and the fun of unwrapping her. "This is a fun outfit," I whispered as I tugged the last and top tie, allowing the gold to flutter down around her body to the floor, leaving her in the red satin bra and thong panty.
I stepped closer to reach around her, my finger tracing the strap of the bra while my rock hard cock pressed against her bare stomach. Her fingers found my cock and teased it gently while my fingers fumbled with the fastener of the bra, finally getting it loose after much more time than I would have preferred. I pulled the sides of the bra around her while she wiggled the straps off her shoulders. I let the bra drop to the ground and then leaned down, gently kissing her neck. One kiss at a time I worked my way down across her upper chest and then slowly back and forth across it, kissing the tips of both breasts as I cupped and gently squeezed them.
I felt her shiver slightly in the hot room as my kisses worked closer and closer to her rock hard nipples, finally licking a slow wet circle around her right areola. I teased the sides of her nipple, bringing a soft moan from her lips as I suctioned her whole areola and nipple into my mouth, flicking it with the tip of my tongue.
"Ohhhhh so nice," she moaned softly, her hands stroking my short hair. "You're making my pussy tingle already, and you haven't even touched me below the waist."
"Good," I answered after letting her tit slip from my mouth and before starting to kiss my way across her chest to her other sexy little tit. I zeroed in on my target, sucking her left nipple into my mouth and treating it with the tip of my tongue. I let go of her breasts with my hands, keeping her tit suctioned into my mouth. Quickly sliding my hands down to her practically bare ass as I knelt down, I pulled her to me until her legs and stomach were pressed tightly to me. Walking my knees carefully back, I pushed her backwards until her legs hit the sofa behind her and she could go no farther. As she fell back I let her tit slip from my mouth, the loud slurp mixing with the surprised cry as she reached for the sofa to break her surprise fall.
With a grin to myself I slid my hands down and around her butt, pulling on the panties and skimming them down over her butt and away from her pussy before her sweet soft ass could land on the sofa cushion. Using her own momentum against her, I levered her legs up by lifting her thighs, sticking her legs straight in the air while sliding my hands down their bare length, pushing the tiny panty along at the same time. With her feet high in the air and her laying reclined back on the wide sofa cushion, I pulled the panties from her feet and then gently pushed her feet apart, spreading her legs in a wide V that exposed her now bare pussy.
"That was a cute move," she said, the surprised look still on her face.
"Glad you liked it. Hope you enjoy this one even more," I said as I lowered my face between her spread legs and quickly pushed my tongue against her wet lips and licked the length of her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, I do!" She cooed as I drew back and pressed my tongue harder against her flowery inner lips, pressing them apart and pushing in until my tongue could teas the entrance to her tunnel. Very slowly I drew my tongue along her pussy, tasting her juices as I pressed it closer to her clit. I heard her suck her breath in quickly as I flicked the tip of my tongue across her clit, making her whole body jump slightly. Again and again I repeated the trip, her squeaks and moans growing louder by the minute as I worked her pussy and enjoyed the juices she was so copiously producing. Her taste went from a strong tangy taste to a soft enjoyably sweet taste as her orgasm inched closer.
I slipped one finger slowly into her hot pussy, feeling her walls grip and caress my finger as I worked it in and out, slowly curling it more and more until the tip was rubbing across the top of her tunnel, my tongue still working around and across her clit the whole time.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" she screamed, her hands gripping the sofa cushion into bunches and her whole body trembling as her climax inched closer.
I slipped a second finger into her and covered as much of her pussy as I could with my mouth, my fingers plunging in and out and my tongue flicking back and forth across her exposed engorged clit.
"OH SHIT OH SHIT! HERE IT COME!!" She screamed as her whole body was wracked with spasms and shrudders. I felt her pussy contract around my fingers and tasted the flow of her juices as her pussy convulsed in time with the rest of her body, pushing squirt after squirt of her girl cum out at me, some into my mouth and some splashing off my chin and chest. I continued my assault on her clit until her climax started to fade and then finally drew my fingers from her still twitching pussy. Ever so slowly I kissed my way up her body to her breasts, kissing each one as I slid my own body along hers, her juices lubricating me. I let my hand guide my cock into her as my face reached hers, her hands wrapping to my face and pulling it toward hers.
Her kisses were hot and aggressive as she sucked my lower lip and then my tongue. I arched my back slightly and pushed my cock deep into her sopping wet pussy, drawing a cry of delight from her that was muffled by my own mouth. Her legs hooked around my waist and she pulled with her heels, forcing her deeper into me. I began stroking my cock in and out of her, the sensations causing her to release her headlock on me and arch her back, reaching back down to the sofa cushion and grabbing two handfuls of the material. I levered myself more upright and began pounding my engorged cock into her, driving each thrust in until I could feel my head smashing against her cervix.
"OH FUCK!" She screamed as I drove into her, each impact of my thighs slapping into her ass making her whole body shake and her tits wiggle enticingly before me. "GOD YOU"RE GOING TO MAKE ME CUM AGAIN!" She screamed as my own cock began to grow that last little bit before my own climax.
I could feel my orgasm inch closer and closer, finally thowing my whole body into spasms as it jerked and pumped what felt like a gallon of cum into her pussy. The surge of hot juices seemed to trigger a second orgasm and I could feel her pussy convulsing around my cock as her whole body shook and jerked in little spasms. I closed my eyes and lay down on her chest, gently kissing her neck as the climax I had experience faded slowly away, only the twitching of my slowly shrinking cock and the copious amount of cum deposited remaining as a testament to its strength.
"Sweet lord," she panted. "Shooting to the moon doesn't even describe it."
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh trust me, I did that!" she said with a giggle. "God, if you did that to me every day I'd be trying to fuck you in the stock room too!"
"If you say so." I chuckled.
"I do say so. Damn that was good!"
We lay like that for several minutes before she gently pushed me off, my cock slipping out and allowing our combined juices to leak from her pussy. "Yeah, you did fill me again. God I love that!" She said as she sat up. With a grin she got to her feet and led me the length of the room to one of the hot tubs, turning it on before she stepped into the now swirling, bubbling water.
"Well, coming in?" Tina asked as she turned around in the middle of the tub and waited for me.
"I suppose so," I answered, gingerly stepping into the hot water.
Tina stepped closer to me and then wrapped her arms around my neck pulling herself against me and lifting her face to mine. She softly pressed her lips to mine and teased my lips with her tongue. "Mmmmmm you taste good. You taste like my pussy."
"You like that?"
"It means that I just got eaten out till I came. That I like," she answered with a giggle, pulling on my neck to pull me down into the water with her.
We sat in the water for almost half an hour before the heat was too much for me and I had to get out. Tina led me back across the play room, through the doorway and down the hall. She opened a door to a bedroom that was almost as large as my living room, a huge king sized bed on one wall and numerous dressers and wardrobes arrayed around the room. Across from the bed was a gigantic flat screen tv and above the bed the ceiling was covered with mirrors.
"Well this is some room!" I said as I took it all in.
"And for tonight, your room too. If I can convince you to stay, that is."
"We'll see. I'm not sure. I mean... I haven't slept with another woman for almost thirty years."
"Maybe it's time you did," she said, backing up to the bed and tossing the covers aside. She slid backwards onto the bed and continued to slide back until she was backed up against the pillows, which leaned against the huge padded headboard. She leaned back and spread her legs wide, exposing her pussy and spreading her arms across the pillows so that I had a full view of her whole body. "So, wanna come up here with me or just stand there looking. Not that I mind you looking. It kind of turns me on knowing you're examining me, checking out my hot sexy little body. I know you think it's sexy. Wanna know how?"



"Ok, how do you know I think you look sexy?"
"Besides your admitting it just now? Cuz you're getting a hardon again. You're thinking of how hot my pussy looks and you're thinking of how it's going to feel when you crawl up here and push it back into me again. How you want to slide it in and out of my hot little pussy, how you want to feel me climax around your big fat cock."
"If your goal is to get me turned on, it's working."
"Good. Come up here and fuck me with that big hard cock!"
I walked to the edge of the bed and crawled up onto it, leaning my face down to kiss the inside of her calf. Slowly I kissed my way up her legs, each kiss an inch or so higher than the last, followed by a tiny little lick with the tip of my tongue. Inch by inch I worked up her leg, past her knee and along her soft creamy thigh. She struggled to sit still, gasping and sighing as I teased her body. I was almost to her pussy when I detoured past it, drawing a cry of complaint from her.
"Patience, patience." I whispered just loud enough for her to hear before I went back to kissing her body, working my way up over her shaved mound on my way to her heaving chest.
"God what a fucking tease! My pussy is about ready to explode and you haven't touched it or my tits yet!"
"Uh huh." I answered as I gently placed my first kiss between her creamy tits. I kissed my way slowly to her right nipple, kissing and licking my way up her heaving chest.
"OH God! Fuck me! Stop teasing and fuck meeeee!" She begged, ending with a long squeal as I sucked her nipple into my mouth and bit gently on it. "SHIT SHIT! God you're gonna make me cummmmm!" She squealed loudly as her whole body bucked under me. I grinned to myself and released her tit, quickly lifting myself up over her and sliding my hips forward, my hard cock pressing into and then sliding into her convulsing pussy. "OHHHH FUCK!" She screamed as my shaft pushed deep into her. I started pumping in and out of her, banging my hips into her thighs causing a loud slap as I shook the bed and her body with each impact.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as I pounded into her, watching with pleasure as her tits bounced wildly with each stroke.
"Oh God! Oh fuck!" Tina squealed as I continued to fuck her hot pussy, each stroke squishing loudly before being punctuated by the loud slap of our bodies.
I was sweating heavily by the time I felt that familiar feeling growing inside, my orgasm inching its way up toward release. "Damn. Almost there!" I grunted loudly.
"YES YES! Come for me!" Tina squealed, letting go of the pillows she had been holding and grabbing for my body.
"Oh shit, here it comes!" I grunted as my cock started pulsing. My body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock deep into her as the first surge of cum pushed into her pussy. Again and again my body jerked, adding to the cum filling her pussy until I finally collapsed on top of her, my chest heaving with hers, our sweaty bodies sliding against each other.
"God that was good. You fuck like no one else I've ever been with."
"Maybe it's the fact that I haven't had sex in years."
"I have a hunch that you fucked like that in the store room too."
"Well, I'm not gonna even go there," I said as I rolled off of her and lay on my back trying to catch my breath.
"Well, I'll just have to reach my own conclusion then," Tina whispered as she rolled onto her side, snuggling up to me with her head on my chest and one leg crossing over mine. "And my conclusion is that Miss Bently kept coming back because it felt oh so good."
"If you say so," I answered evasively, closing my eyes and just enjoying feeling her snuggled against me. It had been so very long since I felt that.
I don't know how long I had been asleep, but I knew very well what had woken me up. The sensation of a mouth sucking my cock was unmistakable. I decided to close my eyes and just let her have her way, which she seemed more than interested in doing. I stifled a groan as her mouth and hand slid up and down my shaft, her tongue swirling around my head at one end of her stroke and my head pressing into her throat at the other end.
Tina had done a wonderful job getting my cock rock hard and ready to ride, so it wasn't a surprise when she let go of it with her mouth and I could feel her shifting her weight to straddle me.
"Oh fuck yes!" I heard a soft female voice with just a hint of a Mexican accent mutter as a hot wet pussy slid down my shaft.
My eyes flew open...that was not the voice I was expecting...In fact, the voice I heard was a complete and total surprise! "Elena!" I practically shouted, my hands flying from where they had been on the bed to her bare thighs, trying to lift her off of me.
"NOOOOO don't!" She pleaded, leaning forward and putting her hands on my chest to make it harder for me to get her up.
"Elena, what are you doing here?" I asked still in shock.
"Fucking you! I saw you two lying naked on the bed and just couldn't resist. I've been trying to get you to do something with me, anything with me for months! How could I resist this?"
"But this is Tina's house! What are you doing here?"
"It's my house too!"
"It is. Elena is my house mate." Tina said quietly from where she had rolled over, propping her head on her hand.
"You could have told me that!" I practically snapped.
"What, and have you back out of our date? Hell no! Besides what difference does it make who my roommate is. You were here to fuck me."
"Yeah, well it seems like it's a bit of an issue now!" I answered her.
"Doesn't have to be. I mean I don't mind if Elena has some fun too. With as little sex as you've had in the last few years I'm sure you're up to it and to be honest, my pussy is a bit sore right now from what we did earlier."
"So you just lean back and let me make you feel good." Elena said, her face mostly hidden in shadows caused by the light spilling into the room from the hall door.
"I don't know about this. I mean hell, I just got comfortable with the idea of Tina. I don't know how to deal with multiple women."
"Seems like you're dealing with just fine." Tina said as she got up from the bed and walked across the room. She turned on the bedroom light and adjusted the dimmer down until it was a soft glow, allowing me to see that Elena was wearing a short skirt, hiked up around her waist, black thigh high stockings and a gray turtleneck blouse. Tina walked back across to the bed and climbed onto the bed, straddling my legs behind Elena. "You'll probably like this a lot more." She said as she slid her hands down and around Elena's waist, pulling the blouse out of the waist of the skirt and tugging it up and over Elena's huge tits.
"Damn." I muttered as the huge double D or larger tits, supported in large lacy cups of her bra, popped and bounced into view.
"Oh yeah. You do like tits don't you?" Elena asked as she put her hands back down after letting Tina pull her turtleneck up and off. "Donna said you always loved it when she flashed her tits at you, and hers are so much smaller than mine!"
"Yeah, you do have pretty big ones." I answered her as Tina undid the bra from the back and started to slide it off around Elena's body. "Oh shit yes." I muttered as her huge tits were fully exposed, each massive mound of flesh hanging tear drop shaped from her chest out toward me. Her skin was darker than Tina's almost a light coffee color, but equally good looking. Her huge tits each had a large dark brown areola covering a significant part of the front of her breast with a large hard nipple almost as big around as my finger, sticking out almost as far as it was wide.
"You like these?" Tina asked from behind Elena, hefting each one in her hands and letting her thumbs rub across the nipples to make them stand out even harder.
"Ohhh yes he does. I could feel his hard cock jump inside my pussy." Elena cooed.
Elena began to slowly lift herself up and down my cock, riding me slowly and sensuously. Her eyes closed for long minutes as the sensations of her riding me and Tina teasing her nipples flowed over her. I could feel her pussy getting even wetter as her breathing grew more ragged and broken.
"I wanted to rip your clothes off so many times." Elena mumbled as she rode me. "I wanted you to reach out and touch my tits, to play with them and squeeze them." She continued as she rode up and down my shaft, inching me toward an inevitable climax. "So many times I opened my shirt more, hoping you wouldn't be able to resist touching them!" She reached her hands out for mine and pulled them from where they sat on her thighs and up to her massive tits, Tina moving her hands down under more to cup them while mine lay over the front of her tits, her nipples pressed into my palms.
"Yessssssss!" Elena hissed as my hands squeezed her tits and nipples. "Sooooo fucking good!"
"UH shit. You're gonna make me cum!" I grunted as she continued to bounce up and down my cock.
"Uh. Not yet. Wait...Just a little more!" She begged, one of her hands sliding down to her own pussy and frantically frigging her clit. "I want to come with youuuuuu!" She squealed as her body started to tremble. "Ooooooooo fuck!"
"OH God!" I gasped as her pussy convulsed around my cock, her pussy seeming to try to draw me into her farther. The rippling of her vaginal walls teased and pulled on my cock, sending me over the top. My body jerked spasmodically, forcing my cock into her as far as I could go and sending a jet of hot cum up into her pussy.
"YYYEEEESSSSS!" She screamed, her whole body seeming to explode with jerks and shudders as her climax overtook her, her pussy spewing juices over my thighs and stomach as her body jerked and spasmed for nearly a full minute.
"Well, now that you two have completely soaked my bed, I guess we're going to spend the rest of the night in Elena's bed." Tina said as she crawled off the bed and padded naked across the room to grab a towel that was lieing on a chair. "Here, you two can clean up a little bit first so we don't all three wake up sticky in the morning."
Elena took the towel and wiped where she could before lifting herself off of me and wiping her drooling pussy. "Now I'm kind of glad we didn't do this at work. I'd hated to have to run around covered in our cum like this."
"Yeah, he does fill you up, doesn't he?" Tina asked with a giggle as she sat down on the edge of the bed.
I watched Elena climb off of me and the bed and then stand next to it, stripping off her skirt and stockings.
"I take it your date didn't go well?" Tina asked her.
"No, he was being a jerk so I came home." Elena asked as she looked around the floor and bed, picking up her clothes. "Come on David, let's go to my room."
"Really maybe I should go home. We do have to work tomorrow." I answered as I let them pull me up and to the edge of the bed.
"Don't be silly. We can all sleep together." Tina said.
"I promise. I won't try to attack you any more tonight. That was enough to satisfy me for now. Please...stay and sleep with us!" Elena practically begged.
"Okay," I said with a sigh. "But we really do have to get some sleep."
"We promise," Elena said with a grin, pulling me along out of the room to the hall. She pulled me into a similarly furnished room, dropping her clothes on the floor soon after we got into the door, and then pulled me along until the three of us were on the bed, each of the ladies on opposite sides from me, my arms around them and their heads on my chest and legs tangled with mine.
To my surprise the ladies did as they promised, letting me sleep until six thirty in the morning, and then treating me to a very fun shower that included one quickie each so that the three of us wouldn't be late for work, although I don't know exactly why we bothered. It seemed like half the office staff took the day off to get ready for the annual Christmas party that was to take place that night.
"Are you all ready for the party?" Tina asked, sticking her head in the door of my office.
"I guess. I'm just hoping everyone doesn't look at us and see that we're fucking each other."
"Why? Worried about your reputation?" She asked with a grin.
"Something like that."
"Trust me. Getting the reputation of a fun fuck would be a big improvement over sullen depressed guy."
"I don't have that reputation!" I objected.
"Actually you do. Only half a dozen of the girls even think you have a personality and half of those don't much care for what they see. Getting out and having some fun would be a good thing. Let them all see you with me on your arm. That will at least change a few minds. Oh that reminds me. Elena's date is being a piss ant, as she puts it. She doesn't want to take him to the party and doesn't want to go stag. Would you mind horribly if she came along with us? You could chaperone both of us."
"Oy. I agree to take one woman to a party and all of a sudden I have two? What in the world would make me want to do that?"
"Well. I'll tell you a secret. She never wears panties under her dress."
"So?"
"So wait till you see her outfit!" Tina said with a wide grin and a wink. "Pick us up at six, ok? Thanks sweetie!" she said, darting away before I could object further.
"What the hell have I gotten myself into?" I muttered to myself.
Four-thirty came and I hadn't seen either Elena or Tina in hours, which was a bit of a surprise. I walked by Tina's dark office on the way out and wondered when she had taken off, probably to get ready for the party. I headed home and dug through my closet to find something appropriate to wear. After a bit of flipping past one shirt I hadn't worn in years after another, I decided on a cream colored silk turtleneck, dark brown cargo pocket slacks and my dark brown suede sport coat. It had been a long time since I had gone to any kind of formal party, so I felt kind of out of place as I headed out of town to pick the girls up.
I drove up the long winding drive and stopped in front of their most unusual house. I walked to the door and knocked, the door opening almost as soon as I had knocked. "Wow!" I said, staring as Tina made a slow turn for me in the foyer. She had on a long red dress of some kind of shimmery material that seemed to cling to all her curves, from just below her arm pits to her ankles. She seemed to have red stockings and red high heel shoes on. As she turned I could see that there was a slit up one side of the dress that ran nearly to her waist, giving me a view all the way up her leg, past the lacy top of her stocking and up her creamy hip, broken only by a very tiny string that had to be part of her underwear.
"Glad you approve! You're the first one I've worn this dress for."
"Well, all I can say is wow. You look fantastic!"
"I certainly hope you think the same of my outfit!" Elena said as she walked down the hallway carrying her high heels in one hand and a small handbag in the other. She had on a very short white dress that fit like a glove, up and over her hips and up to her huge chest. The material bulged out over her enormous breasts and then stopped, held up by two tiny little strings that ran up and around her neck. She made a quick turn for me showing that the dress was equally snug over her rounded stick-out butt and half way up her back to where it ended. It was obvious to me that if that tiny little string failed her tits would be well out and exposed before she could even think to catch the top of the dress. I looked down at the skirt and white stockings, the lacy tops of the stockings visible under the hem of the short skirt. I suddenly remembered what Tina had told me and stared as she bent over to put her heels on, the back of the skirt riding up her butt until her pussy was peeking out between her legs at me.
"Oh shit." I mumbled.
"Told you!" Tina whispered with a giggle.
"So you like my leetle dress?" She asked, slipping into a very Spanish accent that she worked hard to keep suppressed at work.
"I have to say I do."
"Thees ees good." Elena answered.
"She's already been hitting the wine. Her accent always slips, along with her dress, when she gets drunk." Tina whispered over her shoulder as she followed Elena out the door toward my car.
"I am not drunk!" Elena protested.
"Not yet," Tina said, rolling her eyes as she looked back at me.
Yeah, I was really wondering what the hell I got myself into as I opened the front door for Tina to slide into the passenger side bucket seat and the back door for Elena to get into the back seat of my crossover.
"If Tina gets the front on the way, does that mean I get the front on the way back?" Elena asked from the back seat.
"I suppose that's fine with me." I answered as Tina shook her head no. I shrugged my best version of "what?" and she just sat and continued to shake her head slowly, as if I had made some horrible mistake that would haunt me forever.
The drive to the party was actually pretty nice. The girls chit-chatted with me all the way, talking about things that I would characterize as guy things instead of girl things, which I am sure was part of their plan to make me relaxed. I parked in the large parking lot outside the country clubs main building and walked around the car to open the door for both of the ladies.
"You know, I could get used to this!" Tina said as she swung her legs out of the car and took my offered hand to pull herself out and up to stand. I opened the back door for Elena and offered her my hand the same way. She pulled a bit harder and almost launched herself against me smashing her big tits into my chest.
"Now I know you're not that drunk." I whispered as she reached down and grabbed at my cock through my pants.
"Not that drunk, but damn horny. You know what?" She whispered.
"What?"
"I'm not wearing any panties. I never wear any panties when I wear a dress. Did you ever notice how often I wear a skirt to work?" she asked with a little wink.
"I did notice your little show at the house, and yes I have noticed."
"Good," was all she said in response as she stepped clear of the car door.
With the ladies each taking one arm, I led them to the front door of the country club and the doorman opened the door allowing us and another two couples ahead of us in. To my surprise Mister Hanson, the company president, and his wife were there to greet each couple as they entered. I had missed the first one of these when I joined the company, being on a trip for the company at the time. By the time the next one came around my wife was gone and coming to an event like this was the last thing on my mind.
I waited our turn in line with Tina and Elena on each arm.
Tina stepped in line ahead of me and reached out to hug Mister Hanson, who embraced her back warmly. She smiled as she released the embrace and moved on to hug his wife while he stuck his hand out to shake mine.
"So you must be David Carlson. I've seen your work - good stuff. We're all sorry for your loss, but glad to see that you're getting back on your feet."
"Uh, thank you sir," I said in confusion as he released my hand and then reached out to embrace Elena, who was following close behind.
"David!" His wife said warmly, reaching toward me and wrapping her arms around me, pulling me snugly against her. She had on a long gown that fit her trim figure snugly from her breasts to her ankles. I reflexively hugged back, my hands finding her back bare anyplace I touched. "We're truly sorry for your loss. I'm glad that Tina has been able to help you start moving on."
"Yes ma'am, thank you," I answered awkwardly.
His wife laughed as she released me from the embrace. "Please, Debbie to my friends. Even though the company keeps growing we want to keep it as much a family as we can. I hope you enjoy the party, the holidays can be the hardest after losing a loved one."



"Thank you, ma'am, uh I mean Debbie," I finished as she gave me a stern look, still holding my hands so that I couldn't leave just yet.
"Much better. Save a dance for me later, I'd love to get to talk to you some more."
"I'll do that. Thank you." I answered as I stepped away to join Tina, who was waiting a few steps away.
"Well, Debbie seemed to like you." Tina said as she slid her arm into mine, holding me where I was until Elena had finished her hugs.
"She does hug, doesn't she?" I asked Tina, remembering how tightly she pressed her body against me during her "welcome" hug. "I don't understand how they both knew my name? I never met either of them."
"Debbie has a thing for faces and names. Almost a photographic memory, I guess. She makes it a point to meet all the new employees and find out about them."
"Shall we?" Elena said as she looped her arm into mine and steered me toward the entrance to the main ballroom. There were no lack of heads turning to see everyone who entered, but in our case we seemed to draw more than a little attention, some of the guys staring at the two lovelies I had on my arms and wondering how I ended up with them and a few women that were wondering the same thing for different reasons.
We made our way to a table with some free seats and settled in until it was time for the buffet to begin. The three of us made small talk with the other couples at our table as well as a few acquaintances that circulated around the tables. The dinner was good and after dinner the DJ began playing a variety of dance tunes, some fast some slow, all of which one or the other of my dates seemed to monopolize, except for the three that Debbie cut in for. During those three dances she seemed her mission seemed to be to see just how much she could learn about me, while giving me little chance to learn about her.
What I did learn was that she was indeed braless, proven during one of the ballroom waltzes where she insisted I dip her at the end of the dance. That particular move, taking her low as she arched her back, pulled one of her modest sized breasts up and out of the top of the dress far enough flash me her nipple. Other than that move, I was dumbfounded as to how the top of the dress stayed in place, lacking any back above the round of the top of her ass and having no neck tie or strap. The front of her dress curved up over a little more than half of her breast and then dipped down deeply between them before arching up to cover the other. It was, by any standards, a very sexy dress.
As the crowd thinned out, Elena seemed intent on teaching me how to salsa dance, which seemed to be much more a bump and grind than anything else. I was starting to feel a bit frisky with Elena, our hands running all over each other's bodies in the now dim light of the ballroom when Debbie decided to cut in one more time.
"Please, don't stop, just do to me what you were doing to her." Debbie said as she stared to gyrate and grind her back against me.
"I feel a bit uncomfortable doing that to my boss's wife," I answered, letting my hands rest on her hips as she ground her ass into my crotch.
"Trust me. He won't mind at all," she said as she reached for my hands and pulled them up her front until she could press them against her chest. "That's better isn't it?" She asked as she pulled them up slightly farther and then pushed then down, sliding them inside the top of her dress. "A dress like this has some advantages, doesn't it?"
"It does seem to," I agreed as she let go of my hands, leaving them inside her dress, cupping her tits as one of her own hands slipped between the two of our grinding bodies to grab at my semi-hard cock.
"Too bad men don't wear dresses. Would make it so much easier to play, wouldn't it?"
"Uh, yeah, I guess." I stammered as she squeezed my cock. "Um, do you treat all your male employees this way?"
"Oh heavens no. I save it for men that warrant it." she answered with a grin.
"You're sure your husband doesn't mind this kind of thing?"
She turned slowly as the song ended, my wrists pushing the top of her dress down for a moment, exposing her bare breasts before she reached up to pull it back up. "David, trust me. There won't be any repercussions. Thank you for the exquisite dance, I hope we get to enjoy more in the future."
"Thank you, I hope so too." I said as she turned and sashayed away, swinging her hips exaggeratedly as she made her way across the room to her husband. The two left together immediately after that, arm in arm.
We stayed at the party almost another half hour, Elena and Tina insisting that we dance until the DJ quit for the night. Only then did they allow me to lead them out to the car. The chilliness of the night, now about forty degrees, had both of their chests puckering up and their nipples poking out their tops rigidly, a sight I was enjoying very much. With all the dancing and sexual play that had occurred in the last couple hours I was more than ready to get both of them back home and fuck one or both.
My plans to bed the girls seemed to go up in smoke when I pulled into the driveway of their house and saw four cars parked in front of the house. "Well, maybe we should go to my house instead," I said quietly.
"It's ok. Just the landlord having a little holiday party. Not a big problem." Tina answered. "I know what you have in mind and I don't think that will be a problem."
"You're sure? I don't want to crash a party uninvited," I said, shaking my head with a frown on my face.
"We have a standing invite to all their parties," she said, leaning across the center console to gently kiss me on the cheek. "But there is one thing. You have to promise me that you won't ever mention anything else about tonight to anyone. Can you promise that?"
"You make it sound like a super secret society meeting or something like that," I whispered as she kissed closer to my lips and then gently sucked my lower lip.
"Something like that. You do wanna fuck us again, don't you? The bedroom's right there. All we have to do is walk a little ways. That's a lot better than driving all the way across town, isn't it?" She said, pulling my hand from the steering wheel to her dress covered boob.
"Yeah, I do."
Tina opened the door and climbed out. "good, cuz I'm soooo fucking horny!"
"Fine," I said as I turned the ignition off and climbed out to follow. I followed Tina toward the door, Elena quickly catching up to me and snuggling against me against the chill as we walked. Tina opened the door and we followed inside, Elena pushing it closed behind us.
"Tina! I'm surprised! I would have thought you had taken David back to his house!" Debbie said as she walked over from where she had been sitting on a sofa in the livingroom.
"Hi Deb. No, I thought that the way you were enjoying dancing with him that maybe we should invite him to the private party," Tina said, walking across the room and hugging her tightly.
"Do you think he's ready for this? I mean this is the first time he's been out since...you know."
"Yeah, I think he is. Sometimes it's better to dive into the deep end than try to wade in from the shallow end." Tina said, looking over her shoulder. "Besides, I kind of fell in love and figure if it's going to work he might as well find out all about me."
Debbie walked slowly over to where I was standing in shock. She stepped slowly around me, sliding a hand around me as she slowly made a circle around me until she was facing me. "Can you keep a secret David?"
"I think so."
"This is a pretty exclusive group. We don't invite just anyone. If you're going to stay you have to understand that we don't advertise anything that happens here to anyone. In today's world just being drunk in the wrong place can cause an entire company to falter. We wouldn't want anything like that to happen to our company, would we?"
"As long as it's not dangerous or illegal, yeah I can go along with that."
"Trust me. No one here will do anything dangerous or illegal. In fact, I'm pretty sure that everyone here is doing everything quite consensually, aren't they ladies?"
"Most definitely," Tina added from behind me.
"Very well. Ladies, tonight we're going to play a new little game. Why don't you have David take your panties off and add them to the bowl." Debbie said as the doorbell rang. "I'll get that if you want to let David do the honors."
Tina pulled me off to the side and hiked her dress up to her waist to expose the tiny red panties she was wearing. "Might as well take them off for me, it's more fun than doing it myself."
"In front of them?" I asked, pointing to the newly arrived middle forties looking Asian couple.
"Just adds a bit of spice." Tina answered me with a wink.
"Whatever you want," I said squatting down in front of her and reaching for her panties. I half expected her to let her dress down as I pulled her panties down to cover herself as I pulled her tiny red thong down, but she held it up fully exposing herself as she stepped out of the tiny strings that made up most of the undies. Only after I had them all the way off and was standing back up in front of her did she drop her dress down.
"You can put those in here." Debbie said, holding a large glass bowl out to me. "These are the Chan's, Suma," Debbie said motioning to a strikingly curvy Asian woman wearing a floor length white gown that looked like it cost more than I made in a month, "and Huan," she continued, introducing her husband, a slightly shorter and slightly more rotund Asian man. "This is David. He's new to our little group, this is his first party."
"Well, always interested in someone new joining the group," Suma said, stepping over and slowly walking around me as if inspecting some prize she had just won. "Very nice."
"We're going to play a new game tonight," Debbie said. "Before we go in would you like to add your panties to the bowl?"
"I have a better idea. Huan, would you mind if, David is it?" She asked looking at me and getting a nod. "If David did the honors?"
"Of course not. Don't be too long!" Her husband said before walking away with a little smile on his face.
"Ladies? Shall we go join the party?" Debbie coaxed, slipping an arm around Tina's waist. "Don't take too long Suma, we have plenty of fun games planned." She said as they followed Huan down the hall toward the play room, leaving Suma and myself alone.
"So, would you like to help me off with my panties?" Suma asked sweetly.
"I'm not exactly sure. I mean, I've played with married women before, but not with their husband in the next room."
"I see. Then is this going to be difficult when we're all in the same room?"
I stared at her for long seconds before I realized just exactly what kind of party this was. "You mean this is a..."
"Swingers sex party? But of course! What kind of party did you think it was?"
"Actually, until about ten minutes ago I didn't even know there was a party. I came back with Tina and Elena because I planned on fucking them both silly again."
"Ah, I see. So now you will get to fuck a few more women silly as you put it. How does that sound?"
"Well, before two nights ago I hadn't had sex in two and a half years. I'd always wanted to try something like this, but my wife was way too prudish to even think about it."
"Then this is your time to try. How about starting with something easy. How about taking off my panties?" she said, beginning to tug the dress up her legs, bunching the thin white material in her hands as she worked the dress higher, revealing first, white high heels and then white stockings. "Why don't you kneel down. It'll be a lot easier to see what you're doing down there."
"You might be right," I said, sinking down to my knees in front of her as she continued to pull the dress up, exposing a white lace garter holding the stockings up and then a lacy white thong tied around the outside of the garter. "Very nice," I said quietly as I reached to her legs and slowly stroked my hands up the stockings to her practically bare ass, giving both round firm cheeks a squeeze.
"I think we're both going to enjoy this," she said quietly as I slipped my hands around to her hips and tugged the two little bows holding the panties on. I pulled the material way to reveal a tiny neatly trimmed tuft of black hair shaped like a little arrow, pointing right down to her pussy. She stepped her legs apart nearly two feet, the action spreading her meaty outer pussy lips slightly and exposing a set of delicate pink inner lips.
"Very nice view."
"You can look closer if you want," she coaxed.
I leaned closer, and she moved one hand to the back of my head, pulling me gently until I could easily tease her lips with my tongue.
"Ohhhhh yes, that's absolutely perfect!" she purred as I licked up between her lips, flicking my tongue over her exposed clit. "OOOOOHHHHH! Damn you don't mess around, do you?"
"He said don't be long," I answered sliding a finger up between her legs and teased her lips with my finger. "Do you want me to make you come or just tease you a bit?"
"Ohhhhh sweetie, you're already teasing the shit out of me. As much as I want to cum, it's against the rules. No climaxing for a full day before a party."
"Too bad." I said as I pushed a finger into her surprisingly tight pussy. She gasped as I slid it in and out of her, teasing her clit with the tip of my tongue until I saw her legs start to tremble. "I think I better quit there."
"Ohhhhhh fuck!" she moaned. "You are going to be so much fun. I hope I get to fuck you before the night is over."
"Why wouldn't you?" I asked as I stood back up and she dropped her dress in place.
"Sweetie, this is a holiday party. Debbie always has lots of interesting games to play. They usually pick just who gets to be with whom. It makes it a lot more fun because you just never know who you're going to play with."
"I see," I answered as she slipped her arm in mine and started guiding me toward the hallway and the door to the play room.
There were a number of people there that I didn't know at all. In addition to Tina, Elena and of course Debbie and her husband, there looked like four other couples mingling around the room, the men all dressed in suits or sport jackets and the ladies in a variety of gowns. Their ages seemed to range from mid-thirties to well into the forties. I had to say that none of them were bad looking. A few were more shapely than others, if you know what I mean, but all of them were quite good looking.
Debbie walked up and gave Suma a wink as she reached out with a large glass fishbowl. "Wanna drop those into the bowl?" She asked me quietly. "So did you enjoy his efforts?" she asked Suma without taking her eyes off of me.
"I have to say that if it wasn't for the rules he would have made me climax right there. He is QUITE talented!"
"That's good to hear. I'm looking forward to enjoying him at some point tonight." Debbie said before turning her back to me and calling out into the room. "All right everyone. It's time to start the festivities!" She waited a few moments for people to start making their way over. "So before we start tonight, I want you all to meet David. David is a friend of Tina and Elena and I have it on good authority that while he is single, which kind of breaks our rules, he is, and I quote here, fucking spectacular. So when you get a chance welcome him to our little play group and we'll get started. For tonight's ice breaker game I came up with something a little different. You ladies all gave up your panties when you got here so each gentleman will draw a pair of panties, not his wife's of course. The goal is to ask each lady three yes or no questions in order to try and figure out who's panties you're holding. Now guys, you can't just ask if they're yours, that wouldn't be any fun at all, so be inventive. Oh I almost forgot...Ladies you're not allowed to talk. You have to give your answer in physical form that the gentlemen are guaranteed to interpret. Obviously a slap across the face is a pretty stern no and well...I'm sure you can find something appropriate to say yes. One more rule. Men, once you pull the panties from the bowl you're not allowed to touch anything but the panties until the game is over. The chime will go off every two minutes to rotate partners. Any questions?"
"Just one!" A tall slim woman standing to the back of the group asked.
"Yes Amanda?"
"If they guess right do they stop asking?"
"That's a good question. I suppose if I were a guy I'd probably find a way to ask as many of you questions that I was sure were yes as I could." Debbie answered to a round of chuckles from the group. "Ok men, come get your panties!"
The guys didn't exactly crowd around, but they certainly did gather closely, each of them reaching in to grab a pair, with an occasional pair being tossed back in, presumably because they were the ones belonging to their wife.
"And that leaves the last pair for you." Debbie said, holding out the almost empty bowl. It had a small pink lace thong left in the bottom, which I reached in and took out. The ladies all gathered in the middle of the room and made a circle facing out, each of them a few feet from the other. I walked over and Suma motioned for me to come over to where she was standing.
"Might as well start with me," she said almost meekly.
"Ok Ladies. Time to start!" Debbie called from the far side of the room as she started a timer.
"Well, since I know these aren't yours, since I took yours off, I guess I can just ask you three questions. Let's see. Did you enjoy me taking your panties off?" I asked.
With a grin she knelt down in front of me and quickly unbuckled my pants, letting them slide to the floor before pulling my underwear down to my knees. She smiled up at me and quickly engulfed my cock with her wet mouth, sucking it loudly for several seconds before standing back up.
"I'll take that as a yes." I gasped. "Um Let's see. Do you like to have sex?"
Suma gave me a little wink and stepped over to me while she hiked her skirt up to her waist. Lifting one leg she pushed my rock hard cock down between her legs and closed them snugly around it while pushing her thighs against mine. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers, giving me a long wet kiss, her hips rocking slightly so that her wet pussy was rubbing across the top of my shaft.
"Uh yeah. I'll take that as a yes. Are you as turned on as I am right now?"
She moved one hand from around my neck and reached down to her ass, pushing it under her skirt sliding her fingers between her legs until I could feel her fingers press against my head. She rocked her hips while she pushed my cock against her, working her pussy down over the head of my cock so I could feel her velvety wetness rubbing all over my head.
"Oh yeah, that's a yes," I moaned softly just as the beeper went off on the timer.
"It's a yes for me too," Suma whispered before pulling away and leaving me with my pants around my ankles.
"Gentlemen, make your way to the lady at your left and we'll get going again!"
Suma leaned back in to give me a quick kiss before I shuffled to my left lining up with Elena.
"Hey Elena. How you doing?" I asked idly. "Since you weren't wearing any panties earlier, I'm going to assume these aren't yours. They smell like pussy. So three questions. Do your panties match your dress?"
Elena grinned and reached out for my already exposed cock and gave it a few long slow strokes.
"Hmmmm I'll take that as a sort of matches. Let's see. Oh I know. Are your panties a color besides pink?"
With another grin she sunk down to her knees and gave my head a few quick licks. As I looked around at the rest of the room there seemed to be a variety of physical answers being displayed, most of them oral or by hand, but it was pretty clear that Tina was doing her best to try and fuck the guy standing in front of her as he held her little red panties.



"Ok last question. Can you think of a way to fuck a guy standing up without him using his hands?" I asked her with a wicked little grin.
In response she hiked her dress up and backed her ass up toward me, reaching behind her to aim her pussy at my cock. I groaned as she pushed herself back until her ass pressed against my bare thighs. "Oh damn," I muttered as the timer went off again.
Elena pulled off my cock and turned back around, facing me as she smoothed her little white dress down again.
"Thanks sweetie!" I whispered as I leaned out and gave her a little kiss on the cheek before moving to the next woman in the group.
"Do you suppose we'd get in trouble if you told me your name?" I asked the lady I was standing in front of. She was quite a bit shorter than I was, her head only coming up to my shoulders. Her body was quite petite, and the dark blue dress she wore swooped down off one shoulder and under her right arm, crossing across the top of her breasts, which looked to be in the large B cup size. I doubted she had a bra on with the way her nipples were poking the material out.
"Julie," she answered quietly, suppressing a smile.
"Hi Julie. Now let's see. Three questions. Do you like the color pink?"
She crossed her arms and stood looing expectantly at me, shaking her head with a tad of a scowl on her face. Her shoulder length brown hair swished from side to side as she shook her head.
"Well then these obviously aren't your panties, so that leaves me free to get inventive. Do you like to have guys play with your pussy?"
Her scowl turned up at the corners of her mouth until she was grinning broadly. She took a step toward me and hiked up the mid thigh length dress to her waist, exposing her short cropped brown curls she swung a leg around me and leaned back, using my butt as a lever with her leg and reached between us. She grasped my cock and slowly rubbed it up and down her pussy, wetting the head with her juices before she leaned herself back even farther and pushing her hips toward mine, sliding herself over my shaft.
"Oh damn. I'd say you have to have been a gymnast at some point," I grunted.
She looked back at me with a giggle and began to undulate her hips, rubbing her pussy along my balls and the base of my cock while my head worked an inch or so along her tight tunnel.
"Yeah, that's a yes," I grunted as she enjoyed herself on me for nearly a minute before the timer went off again. "Thank you!" I said as she straightened up and leaned forward to give me a wet kiss.
I moved left and stood in front of another woman I didn't know. "HI," I said looking up and down her body. She had to be in her thirties, wearing a purple and black dress. The bottom of the dress came down to mid-thigh and the top was purple with black ruffled lace all over it from the waist to the top of her breasts, where the dress ended. She was reasonably slim with very curvy hips and a chest that filled the top out well. Even in the strapless dress I could tell that she had a pushup bra that lifted and squeezed her tits together to make a deep gap between them. "Can I ask your name first?"
"Just call me kitten," she answered with a sly grin.
I held the pink panties out and figured she was actually a pretty good candidate for the owner of these.
"Well Kitten. Does your bra match your panties?" I asked quietly.
She dropped to her knees and quickly engulfed my cock with her hot mouth, running it on and off my shaft, followed close behind by one of her hands while the other teased and cupped my balls.
"Oh damn. That's a yes," I grunted. "If a hot guy asked you to pull the top of your dress down to show him your tits, would you?"
She pulled her face from my cock and looked up at me, her smile widening while she licked her lips. As I watched she reached for the top of her dress and gently pulled the top away and down, hooking it under her pink lacy bra, a significant amount of creamy white tit showing out of the top. She pushed my wet cock down toward her tits and rubbed the head along the top of her deep cleavage.
"Uh yeah. Would you like to do that without your bra on?"
She quickly reached behind her and undid the strap in the back, letting the cups fall away and released a pair of nicely shaped creamy white tits that were closer to a full C cup. She squeezed them around my cock and bounced herself up and down, tit fucking my cock until the timer went off. She released my cock and then stood up, picking up her bra and hanging it around my neck.
"Thanks," I said as she pulled the top of the dress back up before I moved left again.
"Hi Tina!" I said as she stepped forward to wrap her arms around my neck and give me a long soft kiss. "I guess you're having fun, huh?"
In response she pulled the dress up to her waist and pushed my rock hard cock down until it was nestled between her legs. She let go of the dress and wrapped her arms around my neck, humping herself along my hard shaft while she kissed me hotly. We spent the entire two minutes making out this way, breaking the embrace only when the timer went off.
My next lady was a new one. She was my height, fairly slender and curvy, wearing a long gray dress that came down over both shoulders in a deep V that came nearly to her belly button. The floor length dress shimmered slightly in the light making her look quite elegant with her up-do hair and delicate gold ring bracelets.
"Hi. Do you suppose they'd mind if you told me your name?"
To my surprise she looked at me with a long sultry stare and then pulled the shoulders of the dress of her shoulders, letting the top slide down and bunch around her waist. Her medium sized bare breasts wiggled enticingly as she knelt down in front of me and gently grasped my cock quickly teasing one of her rock hard pink nipples with my head.
"I'll take that as a yes. You do enjoy teasing a guy, don't you?"
She smiled up at me and then started rubbing my cock back and forth across her chest while she started to stand up, stopping only when her dress got in the way of rubbing her bare skin. She let go of my cock long enough to hike her dress up and then went back to rubbing me back and forth across her shaved mound.
"I bet you'd love to just slide me into you once or twice to really tease me, wouldn't you?"
She opened her mouth in an expression of surprise, her eyes wide as she lifted one leg up as high as she could and aiming my cock for her now exposed pussy. I felt the wetness of her as she worked my head between her sopping wet pussy lips, slipping just the head into her pussy and holding it there for a few moments before the timer went off again.
"That was definitely a yes," I muttered as she tilted her head down and looked upwards at me while she fixed her dress, making her eyes look like they were smoldering embers of desire.
"That was Felicia." Debbie said as I stepped over to her.
"Hi. Again. Well, since these are obviously not yours, would you like to just have fun for a few minutes?"
She opened her mouth as if to exclaim yes, and then turned around, hiking her dress up and hooking it over her round ass. She backed into me, reaching between her legs for my cock and rubbed it on her pussy before slowly pushing back against me. She let out a quiet gasp as I slowly sunk into her tight wet tunnel, stopping only when her ass was pressed to my bare thighs. She slowly rocked herself back and forth sliding herself on and off my cock until the timer went off. She pulled off and gave me a quick kiss before going to set the timer again.
"Well, hello," I said as I made my way to the final woman in the circle. "Can I get your name?" Iasked her. She was dark skinned, probably a mixture of African American along with something else, but not chocolate brown, more like a light milky coffee tone. Her body was trim with large breasts that were by far her most prominent feature. The top half of her dress looked more like a large amount of loose material looped around her neck, the folds and scoop of it exposing her chest nearly to her waist, the sides of her huge dark breasts exposed by the long gap. The black floor length skirt portion snuggled against her thin waist and then extended down with a long slit that went almost to pussy height up just left of the center front, allowing most of her leg and thigh to be exposed.
"Tiffany," she answered quietly.
"Hi Tiffany. I guess these aren't yours, so...Tell me are your nipples sensitive?"
With a little grin she spread the material of her top and hooked it around both breasts, the massive brown orbs topped with two huge areola almost as big as my palms. Her nipples stuck out nearly half an inch and seemed to be hardening even more as she knelt down in front of me. She pressed my cock between her huge tits and began to gently fuck up and down my shaft, dripping some of her saliva into the gap.
"Oh damn." I groaned quietly as she continued the treatment of my cock for the whole time.
"Ok gentlemen. You can put yourselves back tighter now," Debbie called after the timer went off again.
Tiffany let go of her tits and reached out to pull my underwear and pants back up for me, giving my cock a quick lick before hiding it in my underwear.
Debbie went around and gave each woman a wrapped mint. "So gentlemen and ladies. Scoring tonight will be with mints. There are jars on the bar that have your names on it. At the end of the night the most mints in a jar wins. Now men, if you would please go find the owner of your panties. Ladies if they got it right, put the mint in their jar please."
I walked over to Kitten and stood in front of her. "These are yours aren't they?"
"Oh yeah," she said with a grin. She walked quickly to the bar and then came back, wrapping her arms around my neck and rubbing her chest against mine.
"The next game is really simple. It's strip your partner. First one done gets five mints, second four mints and so on. But of course just stripping isn't any fun. The rules are that you can't touch your own clothes, only your partners, and to make it a bit more fun, you each have to have one hand on your partners sensitive spot, well in the case of ladies, either works. First couple naked and well...coupled, wins. Since we have one extra lady tonight, I'll sit out this one. Ready GO!"
I reached out and slipped a hand down the top of her dress and cupped Kitten's left tit as I tried to reach around behind her and unzip the back of the dress. Not a hard process, but more difficult with a hand full of tit. Kitten got a hand down my pants as soon as she got my belt loose and went to work getting my pants worked down my body. She knelt down, pulling her almost too low for me to hold her breast. I gave up working on her clothes while she frantically pulled at my shoes and socks, tossing them aside as soon as they were free, and then working my pants off my feet. She shoved my sport coat off and let it slide down my arms to the ground as she hung onto my cock.
For my part I held onto her breast as well as I could, squeezing it several times in the process of her getting my shirt pulled off except for my one arm. I pushed the front of her dress down to her waist and then switched hands, letting her tug the sleeve off my arm. My shirt went flying behind her as she worked on my t-shirt and struggled to get it over my head. I switched arms one more time while she pulled my t-shirt off, leaving me naked.
She stood up, holding my cock, turning as far as she could to allow me to see the zipper on her dress, which helped me get it pulled down enough to wiggle the material over her hips. She stepped out of the dress, and held a leg out for me, to pull down her stocking. I tossed the first one behind me and then skimmed the other down. With both of us now nude she pushed me down to the floor and knelt over me, aiming my cock at her pussy and quickly dropping onto it.
"Done!" she shouted, tossing both hands in the air about the same time as Huan shouted he was done, standing behind a bent over Tina. Few more "done's" were shouted over the next few seconds. Kitten looked down at me and began to gently ride up and down my cock as we waited for the rest to get finished.
"That is a nice cock by the way." Kitten said quietly.
"A very nice looking body for you too."
"Thanks!" She smiled brightly.
"Ok ladies. Not too much. They need a good hard one for the next game."
"Awwww," Kitten said quietly, pulling herself off my cock and helping me back up.
"We call this next game decorating the tree. Ladies, using only your mouth, keep your man hard and hang these cute little ornaments on them, and guys, I guarantee that the pipe cleaner hangers are large enough to go around every one of your trunks. The most ornaments hanging in five minutes wins. Your partner for this game will be your date. Don't want either of you to feel left out. Need I tell you ladies that if you misjudge and he cums there isn't much hope for you to win, so tease to the max but not too much! David, since you have two dates, you get to pick which one will be your partner for this game."
"How am I supposed to do that?" I asked Debbie.
"That's up to you. Ladies, time to get your men ready!"
I looked at Tina and Elena and held a hand out to Tina, who bounced with joy, her tits bouncing wildly as she did.
I let her lead me to a chair with a large bucket of ornaments on it, each a two inch satin ball with an oversized hook made from a white pipe cleaner.
"Ok ladies....ready...set...go!" Debbie called.
Tina quickly dipped her head into the bucket and pulled out an ornament with her teeth. She moved on her knees, her arms behind her, over to me and hung it on my cock. She looked up at me and gave my cock a few seconds of gentle sucking to keep its hardiness and then went back for another ornament.
Tina tortured me with her sucking and hanging until she had seven hanging on my cock. I doubted there was room for another, and Tina must have thought the same thing, stopping her getting ornaments and concentrating instead of teasing the little bit of cock she could get to without disturbing the ornaments. Her tongue teased and licked the head of my cock as I stood there and waited for the time to expire.
The beeper finally went off and Debbie got up from where she had been hanging ornaments on her husband.
Tina and I did well, getting third place for our seven, while Kitten's husband, who had a very long but very thin cock, managed to get nine on it to win.
"Well that was fun. Ok now we get a little more physical. This is a team game. The team that wins each gets 3 apiece. David, the cost of having two dates is going to hit you again. You're going to have to do double duty. The game is for you ladies to mount your man, facing him of course, and ride him while he carries you all the way down to the end. He needs to put your ass in the powdered sugar and plant your ass print on the wall, and then carry you back. The most butt prints on the wall at the end of five minutes wins."
"Wow." I said as Tina and Elena slid up to me and snuggled their naked bodies against me.
Debbie brought out four milk crates and set them on the floor, creating both a start finish line and a step stool for the ladies to mount their steeds. We had Kitten and her husband on our team as well as Felecia and her husband. We arranged for me to start with Tina and then do Elena after Kitten so I didn't have to carry both of them back to back.
"You know it was pointed out to me that we need to mix partners up for this, so ladies, you get to pick who on your team you ride. Biggest boobs picks first!"
Well, Elena won that part hands down on our team, and of course picked me to ride. Felecia seemed to be next biggest and chose me as well, leaving Tina to pick Kitten's husband and Kitten to ride Felicia's husband. With the new order set we got lined up and ready, Elena standing on the milk crates, squatted down with my cock just teasing her lips.
"Ok riders! Mount your steeds!" Debbie yelled from the other line. "GO!" She called as she started the timer.
Elena pushed herself down on me while I circled my hands under her ass. She practically leapt onto me, wrapping her legs around me as I started half running down the length of the room, her body bouncing up and down my shaft with each step I took. I reached the end and dropped her butt into the tray, picking her back up by wrapping my arms around her back and then walking to the wall to plant her ass against the black paper that was taped to the wall. I ran back to the line as Kitten and Felecia's husband got ready to go. They took off as soon as Elena tagged them.
"Ok stud, you're next again." Felicia said as she stepped onto the crates. She squatted down and I stepped under her, lining my cock up with her pussy as Kitten's ass was dropped into the powder. "Ohhhh shit yes shit yes." Felicia squeaked as she worked her pussy up and down my shaft, lubricating her lips with juices drawn from her own depths.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as she worked herself down my shaft farther, Kitten and her ride running back toward us.
"GO!" Kitten squealed as they crossed the line and tagged Felicia on the arm.
I lifted Felicia's butt and started running as she wrapped her legs around me, the bouncing driving my cock even deeper into her tight hole.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" Felicia moaned with each step I ran. I dropped her ass on the pan of powder sugar and then lifted her again, plastering her ass against the paper before turning and running back, her body bouncing up and down, her tits slapping me in the face and her pussy stroking my cock.
I was panting hard by the time I let Felicia slide down and off my cock, her arms still wrapped around my neck as her feet touched the ground.
I watched as Tina made the trip down, her ass pressing a nearly heart shaped spot on the paper before starting back.
"Come on David. We're up again." Elena said, standing on the crates and rubbing her pussy. I walked over and she squatted down on my cock barely getting settled down on me when Tina tagged her arm. "Go David, go!"
I picked her up and ran down the room again, carrying Elena, her body bouncing and her big tits rubbing up and down both sides of my face making it hard to see. I found the table and dropped her ass in the powder and then carried her to the wall. I had just plastered her tush against the wall when the timer started beeping.
"Thank god." I muttered as I let Elena down off my cock, panting and sweating heavily.
"You ok there David?" Debbie asked, walking over from where she had just been set down.
"Yeah, I'll be ok." I answered breathlessly. "Never thought sex could be so much work."
Debbie laughed and gave me a hug. "The next one will be easier," she said before giving me a kiss on the cheek. She walked away and determined that it was a tie with both teams having five butt prints. "OK, the next game will be ladies choice for partners, so if you ladies want to draw a card from the deck on the table, high card picks first. After we're all picked I'll explain the next game!"
The men all stood around, waiting to be selected. I wasn't surprised when I was picked rather quickly by Suma, who I was sure was hoping to have another full penetration game like the last one.
"Ladies, lay on the floor with your legs spread. Guys...get down between their legs so your cock is resting on their pussy. Now the idea is for you ladies to make your guy cum. The first one to cum wins and gets the 5 peppermints, but the twist here is that you get bonus points for target shooting. One mint for each areola, an additional mint if his cum hits your nipple, and an extra three for a face shot. Ladies you can do anything you want, as long as some part of his dick stays in contact with your pussy and your butt stays on the floor. Guys, you're not allowed to touch or do until you cum, it's all up to her. After she makes you cum, then it's your turn. An additional five mints for the first one to make your woman cum using your fingers only. You have to stay kneeling between her legs!"



"This should be quite fun! Enjoy it to the fullest, but make sure you give me a little warning so I can aim it!" Suma said with a giggle as she lay back on the deep pile carpet.
"Ok ladies! GO!" Debbie called from where she sat at the end of the line, the only one without a partner for this game. "And for a bonus, the winning couple gets to have at it with me while everyone else takes a break!"
"Oh that should be fun too!" Suma cooed as she pushed my cock down and rocked her hips so my head slipped into her sopping wet pussy. "God I'm horny!"
"Yeah, me too," I grunted as she began rocking her hips, the action causing my cock to slide in and out of her pussy an inch or so. I felt her move her feet around inside my legs so her toes were teasing my butt cheeks as she rocked herself.
"Ohhhhh fuck you feel good! God I gotta make you cum first though! SHIT I'm close already!"
"Won't have to wait long!" I grunted as my hips tried to plunge into her in time with her strokes. "Better do your aiming!" I said pulling out and shoving my cock against her pussy so it stuck up along her body. Her hands grabbed at my cock and began stroking furiously, pulling and twisting with each stroke. "OH SHIT! Here it comes!" I grunted just before my body convulsed, sending a jet of cum spewing up into the air and landing in a long sticky line across her upper chest and face. Time and again my body jerked, sending more cum lancing out at her until I was reduced to a gentle drool. "Damn." I panted, surprised at the amount that I had sprayed Suma.
"Ok stud. You're turn. Let's see how good you are with your fingers!"
"Pretty good I think." I answered as I slid a hand down between us and curled a finger into her pussy. The position was a bit awkward, but I managed to get my finger up into her far enough to get to the top of her tunnel and tease it while using my other hand to rub her clit in circles, my actions making her whole body tremble within a few moments.
"Oh shit oh shit oh shit!" she squeeked over and over as I attacked her clit and pussy with both hands. "Not as good as your cock was, but fuck fuck fuck! It's pretty damnnnnn gooooooddddd!" she squealed as her body jerked and shook uncontrollably. I continued to attack her pussy until her body stopped shaking and she reached down to stop my busy fingers. "Okay, good for now." She whispered, pulling my hands up from her pussy and clutching them in hers as she squeezed my body with her thighs.
"Well, let's see. Face, both breasts, good aiming Suma!" Debbie said, as she bent over Suma and looked at the remains of my cum sprayed around her body. "By the way, you two won this one, so any time you want I reallllly need to cum!"
"So why wait?" Suma said, pulling Debbie's hand to pull her around and across her body. With Debbie facing me Suma pulled her hips down until she was squatting over her face, her tongue eagerly reaching for Debbie's pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh yessssss!" Debbie hissed as Suma began licking and teasing her pussy. With a grin I reached out and cupped one of her breasts and leaned down, balancing myself on my other hand while I sucked her tit into my mouth, sucking and nibbling on her already engorged nipple. "Oooooooo!" Debbie moaned loudly as some of the group gathered around to watch. I continued to suck one tit and then the other, licking and flicking her nipples while Suma sucked her pussy loudly. "OH GOD YESSSSSSSS!" Debbie squealed loudly as her whole body dissolved into shudders and twitches, her pussy gushing wetness over Suma as if she had poured a cup of water over her chest.
"Damn you two make a good team," Debbie panted as she moved off Suma and sat down on the carpet next to us to catch her breath. "Man, I needed that!"
"My pleasure!" Suma said, sitting up. "Now David, come here!"
I leaned toward her and she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down on top of her as she lay back, her lips pressing urgently against mine as she started grinding her hips into my already hardening cock. "Fuck me! God I need it again!"
"Um, you sure?" I asked, looking at the audience we were attracting.
"Right now. I can feel you getting hard." She said urgently.
"I'm not used to..." I stared to say.
"Fuck this." She said, rolling me off of her and herself on top of me in one motion. She grabbed at my cock and quickly lined it up with her pussy and plunged suddenly down on me, letting out a long squeal of pleasure. Up and down she bounced, her tits, nearly as large as Debbie's, bounced like crazy on her chest as she pounded her ass into my thighs, driving me incredibly deep into her pussy. "Oh shit oh shit!" She squealed. "I'm gonna cummmmmm!"
I watched as her whole body jerked and spasmed, her face scrunched up tightly as the spasms wracked her. After several long seconds she slumped down on me, her heaving chest rubbing her tits against my chest as she worked to catch her breath. As she lay on top of me I saw Tiffany walk over and kneel down behind her and I felt my cock being coaxed out of Suma's pussy. Feeling me no longer inside her, Suma rolled over onto her side, and watched while Tiffany squatted over me where Suma had been just a few moments ago.
"I hope you don't mind. You're the only hard cock in the room at the moment and watching this has me more than ready to fuck some more."
"No. I don't mind at all," I said, reaching up to cup her massive brown tits. I felt her settle on my cock and then slowly start riding up and down my shaft, her hips rocking with each stroke to continually change the angle of our coupling. I grinned in delight as she picked up speed, my hands trying to contain her tits which seemed to want to bounce right out of them.
"Uh...yes...sooooo...good!" Tiffany grunted as she bounced up and down my shaft. I looked around and saw a few other people making their way to the sofas for some extracurricular activities as well, but my focus was quickly brought back to Tiffany and the sensations that were screaming up and down my whole body.
I was actually surprised when Julie walked over and squatted her petite little body over my face, her fingers spreading her round fat outer pussy lips so I could lick between them. "Will you lick my pussy? No one else seems to want to right now." She said sweetly. Without really giving me a chance to answer she lowered herself the last few inches to press her wet pussy against my lips.
I do enjoy licking pussy, and hers was no exception. With my hands full of tits, my cock being ridden by Tiffany and Julie grinding her pussy into my face I was pretty much in heaven. So much so in fact that when my climax peaked it was a surprise to not only Tiffany, who was almost ready to climax herself, but to me as well. My body bucked and jerked as I filled Tiffany's pussy with cum, my hands squeezing and gripping her tits and sending her over the edge with her own climax.
I did my best to keep licking Julie's pussy, but had to give up and turn my face to get some air before I could finish getting her over the top.
"Come here." I said as she started to crawl off of me in disappointment. I slid two fingers quickly into her pussy and began plunging them up into her as I pulled her ass with my other hand, drawing her clit down to where I could attack it with my tongue. She held her lips apart as I flicked and sucked her clit, my fingers plunging wetly in and out of her pussy until she stiffened and shuddered, a long low growl coming from deep within her as her orgasm washed over her.
"Much better," she said as she moved to crawl off of me after several second. "I needed that."
I looked down at Tiffany, still sitting astride my shrinking cock.
"Thanks stud. Hope you didn't mind the handoff, but I've been eyeing that big boy since we got naked."
"I don't mind." I said, looking around from my spot in the floor until I saw Tina's legs in the air over the back of one of the sofa's with Suma's husband banging away in her with his little prick and Elena bent over a chair with Kitten's tall thin husband pounding in and out of her so hard her big tits were swinging and flying in all directions under her.
"Looks like our little break really turned into a big break," Debbie said almost unhappily. "I had so many more games to play."
"And what says we can't play them? Give me a few minutes and I'll play some more." I said with a grin. "I'm kind of having fun."
"Just kinda? Looks like a lot more than kinda."
"Yeah, more than kinda," I answered her with a grin. "So what's the next game you have planned?"
"Well, the next game was going to be jigglers. You have to hold jello jigglers with your chests and do a relay race."
"Doesn't sound like it takes a hard cock so why stop? Just give everyone a few more minutes and let's play some jigglers."
"You know, I'm gonna like you." Debbie said, rolling over to her knees to lean across my body. She lowered her face toward mine and gave me a long slow wet kiss, spending long seconds sucking my lower lip and tongue. "I'm gonna like you a lot," she whispered.
We lay there kissing for almost ten minutes, Tiffany still straddling me with my once again hardening cock still inside her.
"You know, this is nice," Tiffany said quietly, wiggling her hips slightly to increase the sensations for both of us. "Not often I get a twofer."
"That makes two of us." I moaned softly as Debbie pulled her mouth from mine to take a breath. "Damn, you can kiss woman."
"I can do a lot more than that," she whispered. "Just let me get you alone some time and I'll blow your mind in ways you never dreamed possible."
"I believe you," I whispered back as she leaned down to kiss me again. We continued the embrace, Tiffany gently riding up and down my shaft, her hips rocking gently with each stroke to change the angle and sensations flowing through each of us.
"I think it's time to play that game. If she keeps doing what she's doing to you, you're going to be playing fountain inside her again."
"Uh huh," I answered breathlessly.
"God you're cute," Debbie said quietly as she pushed herself up and off of me. "Ok everyone, should we play another game?"
That brought all the couples that were arrayed around the room back toward where we were as Debbie and Tiffany helped me up off the floor.
"So our next game I call Jello Jigglers. In this game you and your partner, pressing your chests together, drop one of the Jello Jigglers between her breasts. Keeping your chests squeezed together so it doesn't slide down between them, make your way to the other end of the room and let it slide down between you and into the can. Just like Reindeer ride, we'll do this in teams of couples. First team with six jigglers in the bucket wins and gets two mints each. Oh did I forget to mention, no hands. You have to have your hands behind your partners back, or butt or whatever you want to grab back there. Ladies, pick a partner. Once again David, since you brought two women, well, you get to play with two. Such a hardship isn't it ladies?"
Julie and Kitten teamed up to choose me, and we ended up with Felicia and Debbie on our team. Debbie handed out little cups with jello Jigglers in them and then lined up with us. "Ok teams, GO!" She called.
Julie wrapped her arms around me and squeezed her chest against mine while I dumped the jiggler down between her B cup breasts. She giggled as the cold Jello slipped down the gap between them, pulling her body tighter to mine to trap it between us. We started crab walking our way across the room, my cock pressed tightly between us, her body rubbing up and down my cock as we tried to coordinate our strides.
We made it to the bucket and let it slide down between us into the bucket. Tiffany and her date were running back to start again, the jiggler having slipped down between her massive breasts and fallen to the floor.
I waited with Kitten while Debbie and her partner wiggled their way down the length of the room. Kitten grabbed my cock and pressed it down, sliding it between her legs as she shuffled her hips closer to mine. "Might as well put this someplace useful, don't you think?"
"I'm not going to complain," I answered as she pressed her rock hard nipples against my chest and smashed her breasts flat against me. Julie dumped a Jiggler between us and we waited for Debbie to get back.
"GO!" Julie shouted with a laugh as Kitten and I tried to crab walk our way down the length of the room, my cock sliding in and out between her legs and her tits smashed tightly to my chest. Half way down we nearly lost the jiggler as it slid down the gap between her breasts, forcing us to press our stomachs together to catch it. That slowed us down considerably, but we continued on, with our stomachs and hips pressed tightly. I pulled her ass toward me harder, trapping the sliding jello nearly at our waists, her legs now behind mine while I nearly carried her the last few steps. I released her over the bucket and the jiggler slid the last of the way down between us, sliding down to the base of my cock and then around it to plop into the bucket. The two of us ran back tagging
Felicia and her partner were next, but were having a hard time containing the jiggler. Felicia's firm round breasts, easily a large C cup, would flatten against his chest, but leave a huge gap between them they were so firm. After dropping two jigglers within the first few feet they finally settled on her partner leaning back and keeping the jiggler against his chest, which meant that he was nearly carrying her, her toes just barely touching the floor as they made their way across the floor.
While we waited, Julie, who was considerably shorter than I was, stepped against me, trying to push my cock down the way Kitten had.
"I don't know if that's going to work," I told her as she closed her legs around my downward pointed cock.
"On the contrary, it's rubbing very nicely against my clit, thank you very much."
"Ah. I guess that would work then, wouldn't it?"
"For me," she answered with a giggle as she wrapped her arms around me and pulled her chest against me, smashing her large tits flat. Kitten plopped the jiggler in and we were ready to go, Julie's hips rocking very gently as we waited. "Mmmmmm they can take all the time they want," she cooed softly. I looked down at her with raised eyebrows as she looked back up at me with a crooked little grin. "Well, can you blame a girl?"
"I guess not," I answered as Felicia and her partner came running back.
Julie and I wiggled our way down the floor, little gasps and sighs coming from her lips as we moved, the sensations on her clit clearly affecting her. The farther we went the more her hips pulled away from mine before pushing back with the next step. I wondered if she was going to climax before we made it all the way to the bucket, but fortunately, or unfortunately, depending on who's point of view, we made it there before that occurred.
"Oh fuck. Just a few more steps." She groused as we dropped the jiggler down.
We tagged Debbie as we crossed the line and headed to the back of the line. Julie pulled me back around to face her and quickly stepped her leg over my cock and began humping her hips vigorously, rubbing her clit on the top of my shaft. "Just a little more," she gasped as she banged her hips against me, her tits bouncing slightly making her nipples rub against my chest. "Shit, almost," she squeaked as her legs began to tremble. "Oooooooooooo yesssssssssssssssssssss!" she hissed as her whole body twitched and jerked. I could feel her pussy leaking over my cock and little trickles of her cum running down my legs where her thighs pressed against me. "Now that's more like it." She moaned softly as Debbie and her partner were declaring victory at the other end of the room.
"Well, looks like Julie won a little extra too," Kitten said as she pressed her tits into my back. "I hope I get a little more of that."
"You have to ask Debbie. I'm not in charge."
"Oh trust me, I will!" she said, slipping her hand around me and grabbing my cock as Julie pulled away. She gave my cock a few quick strokes before giving me a quick kiss on the cheek and walking to see Debbie.
"Ladies, the next game should be quite enjoyable for you and interesting for the guys. I call this the candy cane run. Guys, you lay on your back holding a peppermint stick in your mouth. Ladies, you have to squat down on his face and work that peppermint stick, into your pussy, and before you ask, no neither of you can use your hands in any way! Then run down to the other end and squat down over the pan. Without using your hands, deposit your peppermint into the pan. First couple with four in the pan wins. Guys, pick a number from this bowl, and ladies from this one. Matching numbers are partners!"
After the draw I was partnered with Tiffany, but a little side deal ended up with me paired with Kitten, who seemed very pleased with herself.
I lay down along the line with the other guys and faced up as Kitten squatted down over my face.
"This is going to be fun." She cooed as her pussy hovered over my face. Debbie, who was sitting this one out because of the odd number of woman, called go, and I stuck one of the inch diameter and four inch long peppermint sticks in my mouth. Kitten squatted down farther pressing her pussy down toward my lips, and wiggling her hips to work the candy cane into her. She didn't quit until her lips were pressed to mine, only then did she stand up, the peppermint stick sticking down out of her pussy. She stood up and squeezed her legs together, walking quickly with her legs together she made her way to the far end of the room and then squatted down over the tray, grunting briefly to force the candy cane out of her pussy.
She quickly ran back and squatted again her now peppermint smelling pussy hovering inches from me as she started working the next stick in. I had to admit that the view was spectacular as she bent to see herself, her tits hanging down and her pussy rubbing the end of the peppermint stick inches from my lips. It was almost a disappointment when she had to stand up and run to the other end.
The third stick was a bit more difficult for her than the second and the fourth, well, while we managed to get the fourth in, she just couldn't push it out when she got to the other end, but we didn't seem to be the only couple with that problem. In fact, many teams were having the same problem on their third stick.
Kitten squatted over my face and I pulled the stick from her pussy with my teeth and then took it from my mouth. She dropped to her knees, one on either side of my head and pushed her pussy to my face allowing me to slide my tongue between her peppermint tasting lips. Clearly the peppermint sticks has absorbed juices and covered her pussy with a layer of sticky sugary remains that was now holding onto the next stick that slid into her. The only obvious solution was to reduce the amount of sugar coating, and the only way to do that was to lick it out.
A small part of my mind wondered if this was intentional as I drove my tongue into her pussy and licked up and down her slit, my tongue bouncing over her clit and driving deeply as I could into her pussy. I was very successful at getting much of her pussy wet, but I just couldn't get deep enough into her tunnel.
"She said we couldn't use hands. She didn't say we couldn't use your cock," Kitten moaned as she pulled herself from my face. She scooted back and carefully squatted down, pressing her pussy against my cock, which was rock hard but laying flat against my stomach. "Come on. Arch your back a little," she coaxed as she worked to wiggle my cock up into the entrance to her tunnel.
I did as she asked and felt my head slide between her wet lips and engage into her tunnel entrance.



"Ohhhh yessss." She hissed quietly as she began gently stroking on and off my cock in tiny little strokes, working my head deeper into her and drawing moisture from inside herself to both lubricate my shaft and to wash away some of the sticky peppermint. A number of other teams, seeing what Kitten was doing, began trying the same thing and within minutes most of the room had ladies bouncing wildly on their male partners.
In addition to the fantastic sensations of Kitten's pussy caressing my cock, there was the added sensation of the peppermint warming both of us as the substance was spread deeply into her and around me. "OH fuck I'm going to cum!" she squeaked as she continued to bounce on me, her tits bouncing like crazy as her ass slapped against my thighs. "SHIT!" She cried as her whole body shuddered over me, her pussy gushing wetly around my cock. Even before her climax had appeared to subside, she crawled breathlessly off my rigid cock and over my face, waiting for me to push the next peppermint into her.
She stood up and pressed her thighs together to hold the stick in and then waddled down the length of the floor, spreading her legs and allowing the fourth stick to drop into the pan.
"And we have a winner!" Debbie called, as she walked over to Kitten. She took her hand and walked her back to where I was and held a hand out to help me up, my cock, sticking out lewdly and glistening with Kitten's juices. "You should enjoy the next game with that cock." Debbie whispered as the rest of the room began to deposit the remaining stick into the pans to end the game.
"Gentlemen, while I arrange some chairs, you might want your partners to keep you nice and hard for the next game," Debbie called as she began to pull folding chairs out into the middle of the room and arrange them in an outward facing circle. "Time for a little fun for the guys. Gentlemen take a seat on one of the chairs if you would. You've heard of musical chairs? Well this is sort of like that. We'll start the music and the lady in front of you will sit on your lap in any way she wants. You aren't allowed to touch in anyway. As long as the music plays the lady in front of you will ride you. When the music stops all the ladies will move one place to the right and start again. You ladies, however can touch him any way you want with any part of your body as long as you keep part of his cock inside you. Last guy to cum wins. Ladies, for you, first of you to make a guy cum wins 5 mints, and oh yeah, if you climax in the process you get a bonus mint. But if you fake it...you lose all your mints. We'll start with the partners from last game and go from there."
I walked over and found a chair and sat down. Kitten quickly stepped in front of me with her back to me and settled herself on my cock, wiggling her ass on my lap to move my cock in her pussy. "This shouldn't be too hard," she said to me with a giggle.
I heard the music start, a very appropriate stripper song, and Kitten began to ride up and down my shaft, bobbing her ass in front of me so that it was rubbing against my stomach. Debbie let the music play for two minutes and then stopped it.
"Awwww," Kitten said as she lifted off of me and stepped over to the guy next to me, Felicia's husband.
Suma stepped in front of me and quickly straddled me, reaching down and aiming my cock at her pussy as she sat down on my lap. I felt myself slowly sink into her as she gave me a hot sultry look. She didn't even wait for the music to start as she began riding slowly up and down my cock, her body rocking with each stroke so that as she slid up her rock hard nipples drug along my chest and on the way down her back was arched so that my cock stroked her insides differently. She held onto the back of the chair and leaned her face to mine, sucking my lower lip into her mouth and gently sucking it in time with her movements. Her mouth released my lip and then pressed over mine, pushing her tongue into my mouth and teasing my tongue. She was definitely using every trick she knew, with great effect. I doubt I would have been able to hold off much longer if the music hadn't quit.
"I almost had you," she whispered before pulling off my shaft. "I could feel your cock getting so big and fat."
"Another couple minutes and you would have," I whispered back.
Elena was my next rider. "Ohhhh damn you're big. I bet I get you to cum inside me," she whispered as she wiggled herself down my already lubricated shaft. "We haven't hardly gotten to play all night."
"Yeah it has worked out that way, hasn't it?" I answered.
"That's ok. I have a feeling that I'm going to be able to have you any time I want. Just think about me coming into your office and hiking my skirt up with my pussy all naked and just setting it on your desk so you can lean forward and lick me," she whispered in my ear as she began riding up and down my shaft. "You like my tits too. Maybe I should stop wearing a bra to work so you can just slide your hands into my shirt any time you want and play with my hard nipples and soft titties," she cooed as she squeezed her tits into cones and rubbed her hard nipples against my chest in time with her strokes up and down my shaft. "Does that sound good? Having you just walk up to my desk and step around behind me and slide your hands into my shirt to play with my tits. Mmmmm such a sexy thought. No underwear of any kind so you can play with me any time or place you want. Would you like that? Would you enjoy having me come into your office and pull my shirt up or my skirt up so you can see my naked body? Do you like being naughty like that? I know how you were at Eco. You loved to have her come to your office and tease you or you give her tits a little tweak when you thought no one could see, then you two would sneak off to the supply room and you would fuck each other."
"Oh geez," I groaned, feeling my cock swelling inside her.
"Oh yeah. Just like that. Can you imagine your cock sliding in and out of my pussy in that stock room? I can. I can think of all kinds of places around work that we can fuck. Places no one can easily see us. Maybe we could try that unused cubical at the end of the hall. No door so anyone that walks all the way down there would see me bent over the desk with your cock sliding in and out of me."
The music stopped, but I wasn't sure if that was fortunate or unfortunate, because I was incredibly close to climaxing thinking about her suggestions.
"Darn. I almost had you. But that's ok, because I plan on doing allllll those things for real," she whispered.
"Oh god," I muttered as she pulled off my cock with a loud slurp.
Julie stepped in front of me and quickly climbed onto my cock. "I'm not afraid to take over where Elena left off. I heard her telling you about how she was going to stop wearing underwear at work so you could play with her body any time you wanted. That turned you on didn't it? Would you like to know what I wear to work? I wear dresses, nice sexy knee length dresses. I have some that are nice wrap around dresses that don't let me wear a bra at all either. I'd be completely naked under it and the only thing keeping you from seeing me is one little tie around the waist. Just pull that belt loose and the whole dress would open up. I could step into your office where you work and open my dress and be completely naked for you. Would you like that? Would you like me to straddle you in your desk chair just like this and ride your big fat cock until you explode? Mmmmmm yeah. Your big cock sliding wetly in and out of me while I sit on you completely naked!"
"AHHHH SHIT!" I grunted as my body jerked, sending a huge gush of hot cum up into her pussy. My body spasmed time after time until her pussy was overflowing with my juices, leaking around my cock and dripping down onto the chair.
"Well, not first, but third isn't too bad." She whispered, leaning toward me so her chest rested on mine and her lips brushed mine. "You do like being naughty, don't you. I'm going to have to remember that. Now that I know where you work and that you love to be naughty I might have a stop by at lunch time and see you. I love being naughty too. I love to fuck where someone might catch us. A public restroom, in the park, a movie theater, one time I even fucked in one of those photo booths at the mall. Mmmmmm that one was really sexy. How would you like to go shopping with me some time. I can stand behind the rack of clothes and show you my body and play with myself right there. Does that sound like fun?"
"It definitely sounds interesting," I whispered back.
"Mmmmm good. A new play partner. My husband hates to do that. He's always afraid he'll get caught and it will look bad for his company. But if you take me...well...that could be even sexier. You wanna go do some Christmas shopping with me next week?"
"As long as I don't get arrested...sure, why not?"
"Ohhhh good," she cooed as she pressed her lips to mine and gave me a long hot kiss while the last couple of couples rode to the music.
It took a few more rounds before the last of the guys gave in and climaxed to their partners. Only then did Debbie announce the winners and the next game. "Ok this is the last game for the night. Ladies, since you just made the man your still sitting on cum for you, it's his turn to do the same." She said as she walked around passing out little bitty vibrators that weren't much bigger than my finger. "Gentlemen. You can use this on her any way you want. The goal is to make her climax. First one to make his lady climax wins. Ladies, lay on the floor please and let's get ready!"
Julie climbed off my cock and lay down on the floor, my cum oozing out of her pussy and leaking down onto the floor. I turned on the tiny vibrator and started rubbing it around her pussy, slowly working it closer and closer to her clit. I gently sucked her nipple into my mouth and tweaked the tip with my teeth before releasing it.
"Just think of you standing in Macy's, back in the ladies lingerie department, looking at all those sexy little bra and pantie sets," I whispered as I gently rubbed the tiny vibrator around and around her clit. "With me standing behind you, slowly sliding your panties down your legs from under your skirt. Just pulling them off right there in the store where anyone might come around the rack and see you. I pull them all the way down your legs and make you step out of them so you're naked under your little sweater dress. I slide my hands back up, teasing your thighs as I slowly draw my hands up your body, letting the hem of your dress catch on my wrists and drag up with them. Ever so slowly I'm exposing more and more of you as I work my hands higher, your pussy now bare to anyone that might see."
"Yes yessssss," - she whispered back to me, her hips rocking gently as my fingers continued to tease the little vibrator around her clit.
"I just keep sliding it up until your bra is exposed, one of those little sexy bra's that doesn't have a strap over the shoulder and leaves most of your sexy tits exposed. Anyone can see how naked you are if they come around, your hard nipples poking over the top of the bra. But that isn't enough. You can feel my fingers flicking the fasteners in the back. One, two, three, and finally the fourth, letting the bra snap around your body and flip to the ground. So you're completely naked below where I'm holding your dress. With one hand I hold your dress up so you're completely exposed to anyone who walks by and with the other I start teasing your pussy, sliding a finger between your legs and feeling how wet you are. A man comes around the rack and stops, staring at your bare body as I continue to slowly finger your pussy, drawing my finger back and forth across your hard clit."
"Oh god yes," she moaned loudly.
"You spread your legs farther so he can see all of you, your rock hard nipples and your completely bare pussy. He can see my finger sliding between your soft wet lips as you begin to climax in front of him, your whole body exposed to a total stranger as your cum leaks down your legs and drips to the floor."
"OH FUCK!" She screamed as her whole body jerked and shuddered for nearly a minute, my fingers keeping the tiny vibrator going on her clit until her body had finally started to settle. "Oh god did you push my buttons!" She panted, pulling my face to hers and kissing me wetly. "Tell me that you would really do that! That you'd really finger me in public that way!"
"We'll see. Don't know if I'm brave enough to, but it's a nice idea."
"Oh God. You have to!" she moaned before kissing me urgently. "You have to."
I sat on the floor with Julie sitting against me, while we watched the last of the ladies climax, finally ending the last of the games.
"Ok it's time to count the winners!" Debbie said heading to the table. She and her husband counted out the number of mints in each jar as she tallied them on a sheet of paper. "And the winners are.... drum roll please... For the ladies, Kitten!" Debbie said walking over and handing her a wrapped package. "And for the men, John!" She called, indicating Felicia's husband. She handed him a package and the two opened them, Kitten getting a very fancy looking vibrator and John getting a card with a coupon for a private strip and lap dance with one of the local celebrity strippers. "As is our tradition for our holiday party we will pair up for the rest of the night with the winner of the opposite sex, so John and Kitten, you have the rest of the night to...well...do whatever you want. Breakfast is at eight o-clock. In second for the guys is our newcomer David! Now, since he came with two dates, I talked it over with the ladies and he should leave with two dates. So the second place lady belongs to him, and since I had to sit out a number of games that reduced my score, he will also get me. And the second place lady is ... drum roll again please...Julie!"
Julie gave her husband a quick kiss on the cheek and practically ran over to me, wrapping her arms around one of mine and squeezing it tightly as Debbie announced the third place team, Elena and Debbie's husband. She continued down the list until we were all paired up. The couples dispersed, some of them heading to the hot tubs and some heading to the bedrooms. Debbie came over and looped her arm around my other arm and then asked sweetly. "So, David, how have you liked your first party with us?"
"I have to say it's very different."
"But does that mean you enjoyed it?"
"Let's just say I'm still getting used to the idea," I answered as they steered me toward the door of the play room.
"Is that a good thing?" Julie asked.
"I think so."
"So tell me, all those things you whispered to me to make me cum, would you do them?" Julie asked.
"What kind of things?" Debbie asked as she steered us toward one of the bedroom doors.
"Oh, practically stripping me naked in the middle of the lingerie section of Macy's and fingering me in front of some guy."
"OH really?" Debbie asked. "Have you and I found a new playmate?"
"Maybe. I think tomorrow we should take him shopping and find out," Julie answered as we stepped into a bedroom with a single huge king sized bed.
"Excellent idea," Debbie said as she crawled onto the bed. "For now though, how about letting me have one more ride on that cock before we all snuggle down for a little rest."
"Do I have a choice?"
"Not exactly," the girls said in unison.
I looked at the two naked women now waiting on the bed for me. If you had told me three days ago that I would be doing this I would have told you to get your head examined. Now I was honestly considering going shopping with these two hot women with the intent of playing sexually with them in public. Christmas parties will certainly never be the same after this one.
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I really can't explain why, but after a good night's sleep, I felt a lot better. I made a quick stop on the way to work to check the progress at the house, and after spending a few minutes with Sunny, I headed in to the office. Tina was already there by the time I arrived, sitting at her desk working away on financial reports.
"Morning Tina." I said brightly, determined not to let the previous day's antics affect things too much.
"Morning Mister Jacobs." she answered back formally.
"Mister Jacobs? You haven't called me that since the first interview. "Turn around and talk to me." I said, sitting in my chair after hanging my coat on the rack by my desk.
Tina turned around, looking long and hard at me before saying anything. "I'm sorry, Scott. I'm really not sure what got into me yesterday. I just started taking pictures and the more I took the more I wanted to show off. Eventually all I could think of was having sex with you," she said quietly. "I really need this job. Please don't fire me."
"I'm not going to fire you," I said with a sigh. "You're not the first woman to do that to me in the last week. Let's just let it go and like you said yesterday. I won't tell if you don't."
"Thank you!" she said with relief in her voice and huge smile coming to her face. "I was really worried."
"Well don't be. Now. I usually try to take most of Friday off when I have to shoot a wedding over the weekend. The day starts early tomorrow, and I might not get done until well after midnight, depending on the reception," I told her. "Can you hold down the fort today?"
"Sure I can. I was going to ask. Do you mind if I tag along to see what you do on one of these? I mean you don't have to pay me overtime or anything, but I'd like the chance to learn more."
"Training my own competition, huh?" I asked with a laugh. "Yeah. Meet me here around eleven tomorrow," I said as I got up. "And now that we have that straightened out I have some chores to do around the house."
"Ok. Enjoy the day off," she said brightly as I got up to leave.
*************
I pulled up in front of the shop just before eleven the next morning. I could see the shop lights already turned on. When I walked in I found Tina waiting, wearing a trim gray knee length skirt, white silk blouse and matching gray jacket. She had three bags of camera gear sitting on the counter, packed and ready to go, along with two good tripods.
"Morning," she said brightly, her face a huge smile.
"Morning. Looks like you packed everything. What do you have in there?" I asked, looking in the camera bags.
"I have both of your Hasselblads, all the portrait lenses, your power flash system, seven fresh memory cards, your ipad, and my Nikon."
"Excellent. We still need that Sony point and shoot, and why don't you take that new Canon instead of the Nikon. It has a better flash. Once all the requires stuff is shot at the reception you can shoot some candid stuff there. Sound good?"
"Sounds great!" she said. "Why the point and shoot?"
"Ahhh. My secret weapon. I give that to the bridesmaids and let them shoot candid shots while they're dressing, that way the bride gets a bunch of really nice shots and doesn't have to worry about having a guy running around while they're half dressed. Some brides are a bit more bashful and don't like me in there. But others don't care. I had one actually want me to hang around and shoot her while she was showering and everything."
"That sounds different."
"Yeah. Pretty much it's up to the bride. I shoot what she wants." I answered her while we zipped closed the bags and got ready to head out.
It was a two hour drive to the lakeside resort where the reception was to be held, and Tina and I used it to just get to know a bit more about each other. It had turned out to be an interesting conversation, though we both danced around the tryst of earlier in the week.
I pulled into the resort and stopped near the office. Tina followed me in when we went to register. "Scott Jackobs. I have a reservation."
"Yes, Mister Jackobs," the pretty young lady behind the counter said as she clicked away on the computer. "Here you are. I show a reservation for you with a standard double queen room in the east tower."
"Excellent. I also will need another room for my assistant." I told her.
I saw her face furrow and not even look down at the computer. "I'm sorry sir. We're already overbooked. We have a conference starting today and every room we have is booked. In fact, because you were a single reservation they upgraded you to a king suite."
"Oh. I see," I said turning to look at Tina.
"No problem. I'm sure we can get by with a single room," Tina said, smiling. "It was a last minute change, and beggars can't be choosers."
"Well, if you want, we can bring up a roll away bed,." the young lady added hopefully.
"That won't be necessary. I'm sure we'll be fine," I told her as I pulled out my credit card.
"Very well. Here are your room keys. Your room has already been paid for by the wedding party as part of the package." She said as she handed over a small envelope with the two plastic keys.
"Thank you," I said, taking them.
"Your room is on the first floor, around the east wing. If you go in the far door here..." she said pointing to the map she was holding out. "Your room opens onto the pool deck. Enjoy your stay with us!"
"Thank you." I said, taking the map and heading for the door with Tina close behind.
"I figured that given what we've already done, sharing a bed shouldn't be too much of a problem," Tina said as she climbed into the car.
"Guess not." I answered as I dropped the car in gear to head around the far end of the building. It only took us a few minutes to locate the entrance and park the car. We carried the camera gear as well as our two small suitcases across the indoor pool deck to the door that matched the number on the keycard envelope. I flicked the card in the lock and then pushed the door open before reaching for the light switch. I was almost shocked with the size of the room. Not only did we have a suite, it was quite obvious that it was one of the nicer ones, complete with a hot tub in a glassed in deck area off the bedroom area.
"This is pretty swank!" Tina said, bouncing gently on the bed. "I bet a couple could have a pretty good time in here,." she added with a wink.
"Yep. Too bad we have work to do." I said as I set down the bags on the bed and quickly started sorting through what I needed to take. With my gear ready, I called the bride to find out what room they were in and headed that way with Tina close behind.
I knocked on the door to room 340 and a quite voluptuous woman with long auburn hair answered the door wearing jeans and a T-shirt. If I had to guess I suspected that she was one of the bridesmaids, probably around thirty or maybe a slight bit older. "Hi. Scott Jackobs," I said,holding out my hand.
"Good afternoon. I'm Amanda Dawson, the mother of the bride." She said taking my hand.
I stood for a second, feeling like my mouth was hanging open, before I collected my thoughts. There was just no way in my mind that I would have put her old enough to be the mother of the bride. I'd met the bride and groom already and knew they were both in their low twenties, which would make the woman in front of me at least forties.
"You know, I think that's the nicest compliment a woman can receive." She said with a laugh.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..."
"Scott...Can I call you Scott? Scott, when a woman my age makes a good looking young man stand speechless, there isn't a better compliment in the world. So, why don't you come in and meet the rest of the party?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered, still getting things in my head settled.
"Not ma'am. Please. Call me Amanda."
"Ok, Amanda," I answered. "This is my assistant Tina. She's new to the business and will be helping and learning at the same time." I said. "Now, I'll do as many formal pictures of the bride and bridesmaids getting ready as I can, but when you ladies feel uncomfortable with me here, let me know and I'll step out and leave you with a point and shoot to continue with whatever pictures you want. Once everyone is dressed I'll shoot a few more in here with you all dressed. Sound good?"
"Sounds fine to me. You seem to have done this a few times." Amanda said.
"Quite a few, yes." I answered as I got out my Hasselblad and fitted a wide angle lens. Tina watched and generally hung close, watching what I shot and how as the ladies did makeup and played various pranks on each other. After a while I let Tina get out the Cannon and shoot some herself, watching what she was doing and making sure that she was getting what I wanted before I headed off to the groomsman's room to take some shots with them.
When I got back to the bridesmaids room I was almost surprised they let me in, since they were all in various states of undress, including the bride, who was completely naked.
"Hey look! We have a man in the room!" the bride said with a laugh. "Maybe I should have one last trip down orgasm lane before I tie the knot!" There was considerable cheering and encouragement, but in the end she backed off and settled for just teasing me with her body a little bit.
"You know. Just because she shouldn't, doesn't mean I can't," Amanda said quietly from behind me, her hands slipping around my body and slowly stroking up and down my chest, each stroke reaching farther and farther down toward my growing hardon.
"What about Mister Dawson?" I asked, feeling her breasts pressing against my back.
"Oh there isn't a Mister Dawson any longer. At least not in any way that would give him rights to any parts of my body any longer." She kissed the back of my neck.
"Well. As tempting as that sounds, right now I'm supposed to be working," I answered quietly.
"Well, you won't be working all night, will you?" she asked huskily.
"Um. No, not all night."
"Good. In that case we'll just save this for later." She cooed as her hand wormed its way down my pants and grabbed my cock. "Mmmmm yeah. This will definitely be fun later. I haven't had a good cock in me in months."
"Mom. Stop seducing the photographer," the bride said with a giggle. "Unless you're planning on sharing at least."
"No. I think I'll keep this one for myself." Amanda answered, with a laugh, as she pulled her hand from my pants. She stepped around me and walked toward the connecting room, letting me see that she was now, completely naked, the robe she had been wearing laying on the floor behind me.
"Well, you certainly seem to have taken her fancy," Tina whispered.
"Yeah. It seems that way," I answered as I got back to work photographing the bride dressing, pulling on white silk stockings, then a tiny thong panty that was white satin with a little saying embroidered on it. Finally her bridesmaids, most of them still clad in only panties, helped her into a white bustier that covered her breasts and rock hard nipples and buttoned up the back with about a hundred little buttons. Finally they helped her step into her dress, working it up her body until they could button it up the back as well.
With the bride dressed, the four bridesmaids donned their green satin gowns, those with bigger chests wearing strapless bra's before sliding the dresses up. Amanda stepped back into the room wearing a stunning floor length green satin gown that made her stunning green eyes all the brighter, and her curves...well. The skirt extended from the floor up to just below her breast, with a slit up the front that went to about mid thigh. Her huge breasts were contained in a green sequin covered...not sure what to call it, strapless bra... that tied in the middle of her back. The space between the tie and the curve of her round tush was bare as well, leaving a significant amount of skin bare and leaving me with a desire to pull the bow that held the top in place.
"What do you think?" Amanda asked me directly.
"I have to admit, you are quite stunning!" I told her.
"Good. Would you be so kind as to help me with my necklace then?" she asked, walking toward me, the dress swaying sensually as she swung her hips. She held out a necklace of diamonds that, when I put it around her neck, lay on her chest in a V shape, the tip almost disappearing between her two huge round breasts. She leaned closer to me and held her hair aside so I could reach around her neck and fasten the tiny clasp that held the necklace. As I worked on the clasp I could feel one of her hands gently teasing my still hard cock through my pants. I was definitely glad that my dockers were loose enough that it wouldn't show horribly as I took pictures downstairs.
Fortunately for me the ceremony was growing close, and I was able to beat a hasty retreat to get ready to take the pictures downstairs. Tina teased me as the elevator went all the way down.
Fortunately the only unexpected occurrence during the ceremony was Amanda walking her daughter down the aisle. I don't know who got more looks, but both women looked incredibly beautiful and sensual in their gowns. Thankfully I was so busy taking pictures for the next several hours that I didn't have much time to consider the pass Amanda made at me earlier.
With all the formal pictures done and the reception in full swing, I got to finally get something to eat. I sat down with a plate of food with Tina and soon had Amanda slip into the chair next to mine, leaning her body sideways and her head on her hand to stare at me.
"You know. You never did tell me when you were coming to my room tonight." She whispered, sliding her hand into my lap and playing with my cock, causing it to quickly grow. "I mean I'm sure you won't need your assistant all night, but if you really want to include her...well, I'm game as long as I get first dibs on this cock."
I choked on my food and had to take a drink to recover. "I'm sorry," I answered when I could talk again. "I don't think that thought ever crossed my mind."
"Well...Maybe it should. I'm sure you're more than enough for both of us, and, well, she's a good looking woman. I wouldn't mind undoing that blouse and seeing if those breasts feel as good as they look." Amanda said just loud enough for Tina to hear.
I looked at Tina's surprised face, clearly not expecting that.
"Well. I still have a lot of work to do. We have all the dances and such to do yet, and after that it'll be pretty late." I said, trying to find a way out that wouldn't hurt her feelings.
She reached for my hand and slowly pulled it down under the table guiding it along her thigh and up into the slit in her dress, not stopping until my fingers were pressed against her damp panties. "Well. Just think about it. I know I'm all wet thinking about it." She whispered in my ear, blowing gently in it and then nibbling on my earlobe. "Just think about putting that fat hard cock into my hot wet pussy. Mmmmmmm I'm all squishy inside just thinking about having you slide that cock in and out of me."
"I can tell," I said as I slowly pulled my hand back.
"Just think about it." She whispered again before getting up and walking away, her hips swaying.
"Wow," I said to Tina as I watched her go.
"Yeah, you can say that again," she agreed.
"I better get back to work. Looks like it's time for the toasts." I said.
"What do you want me to do?" Tina asked.
"Well. For now, relax. It gets real hard to get some of these pics without getting in the way of the guests' view, so if you don't mind, I'll work these alone for now. After we do all the required ones, why don't you just filter around and take some candid shots of the reception for the filler shots."
"Sounds ok to me. My feet are a bit tired anyway." She said with a smile. "I never knew how much effort it took. You're kind of like the energizer bunny. You just keep going and going and going," She laughed.
"Yeah, it does take some getting used to. Relax a while, and I'll be back," I said as I got up. I spent the next almost two hours shooting the cake cutting, toasts, customary dances and the like. By the time they had finished with all the planned stuff it was already past ten.
"Ok Tina. Feel free to take anything you want,." I said as I dropped into my seat, the DJ putting on a fast paced song.
"Alright!" She said eagerly, picking up the EOS and heading out into the quickly thinning crowd.
"Well stud. You look like you could use a break." I heard Amanda say as she slipped lightly into the seat next to mine.
"I am getting a bit tired."
"Well, hope you're not too tired to dance with me at least once." She said, running her finger up and down my arm.
"There isn't anyone here you want to dance with?"
"You mean besides you? No. Most of them are my daughter's friends. They're a bit too young for me. The one young man I tried to dance with seemed to be so fascinated with my tits that I don't think he ever looked at my face."
"Well, they are a bit...prominent." I joked.
"Ohhhh - not that bad. Only a forty double E. Would you like to see them?" She asked with a wink. "Or maybe slip off my room and play with them? I have really sensitive nipples and if you play with them just right you can make me climax just like that."
"I have to admit it's a very tempting offer, but I really should stay here in case Tina needs me."
"Well, in that case, how about dancing with me?" she asked, pulling on my hand and standing up as the DJ started the next song, a slow tune that just dripped soft and sensual.
"You're not going to let me say no, are you?"
"Uh uh," she said, continuing to pull me.
"Ok. Let me put this up though." I said, picking up my camera bag. I carried it toward the DJ and set it behind his table, getting a nod from him that he recognized I had tucked it there. With a sigh I walked onto the floor with Amanda and let her wrap her arms around my neck. I held her hips while we swayed to the music, my eye catching Tina moving through the couples moving about the floor, snapping away.
I had to admit that Amanda has some really fantastic tits, and between them pressing to my chest and her hips constantly banging into mine as she tried to rub herself against my hardening cock I was getting seriously turned on, so much so that I didn't object at all when she started undoing my tie. She pulled it off and hung it around her own neck before she undid several buttons of my shirt.
To my surprise the next several songs that the DJ played ran to the softer side, with none of the jump and bounce at most "younger" receptions. That did change though - some kind of a line dance number which I was never very good at. I did my best, Amanda trying to show me the moves, holding her dress half way up her legs to allow them to move without restricting her motions.
As the lateness of the evening grew and the crowd thinned further I found myself dancing constantly with Amanda and giving serious thought to slipping off to her room with her. Most of our dances had turned into vertical seduction sessions with each of us letting our bodies grind into all the right places and our hands wander around. For most of the last number we had danced with her ass grinding against my cock and one of my hands cupping her breasts while the other was up under the open front slit of the dress, caressing her pussy through the tiny satin panties she had on.
I didn't feel particularly self-conscious for some reason, but then it was pretty obvious we weren't the only ones. As I looked around the remainder of the guests it was obvious that they were mostly paired up doing the same thing. Those who weren't dancing were sitting at tables "playing" in various ways, some more obvious than others. One table off in the corner had one of the bridesmaids laying on it, her dress pulled up around her waist and another young lady sitting in a chair with her head buried between the bridesmaids legs.



As the current bump and grind song ended I was preparing to ask Amanda if she wanted to sneak off to her room, but paused when I saw the bride headed up to the DJ's stand and pick up the mic he used earlier in the evening to announce dances.
"Ok folks. This is my wedding reception, right?" The bride said over the PA. She was met with a surprising amount of cheering and clapping from the guests left before she continued. "Well, I'm trying to dance with my husband and it's uncomfortable and difficult in this dress. So I'm starting a new tradition in wedding receptions! The next dance will be known as the underwear dance. Yep that's right! The underwear dance. Ladies, Gentlemen, wedding party! Let's lose the dresses and tuxes! From now on, if you're gonna dance, it's gonna be in your underwear!" She shouted. She turned to the DJ and spoke softly to him for several seconds before he put on something that reminded me of a strip club number.
I stood there stunned as she turned around and let her husband unbutton the back of her dress and then stepped out of it. She kicked her heels off and then turned to her new husband and helped him shuck his tux until he was down to his skivvies and socks, her standing in her white bustier, stockings and tiny thong panty before the song had ended. I was so busy watching her that I barely even realized that most of the wedding party that still remained on the dance floor, and their significant others, were following suit. The bridesmaids that weren't wearing bras under their dresses were bare chested, except for one who had slipped on her boyfriends t-shirt.
"Well Scott? You gonna do the honors?" Amanda asked, expectantly.
"Huh?"
"You going to take my dress off for me? You've been practically drooling stripping me each dance all night anyway, why not finish the job? You know that I'm not wearing anything but panties and stockings under here anyway." She said as she slowly started unbuttoning the front of my shirt farther.
"Well, I was about to ask you if you wanted to go off to your room and let me do that."
"So why not here? I'm not bashful, are you?" she asked with a devilish little smile.
"Well, to be honest, as turned on as I am, I doubt that my briefs are coving a whole lot right now." I whispered to her as I leaned my head closer to her.
"Mmmmm Now that sounds positively tantalizing. You take mine off and I'll take yours off and then we'll talk about who's room we are going to."
Just then that sounded about right. I reached both hands behind her and tugged on the bow that held the top of her dress in place. It only took a moment for me to free the two ends of the material and allow the band that made the top of the dress drop free from her spectacular tits. "Wow," I breathed as I reached for her hips and slowly inched the dress down over them, letting go when it appeared free so that it could slide the rest of the way down on its own.
Melon sized was the first thing that came to mind when I looked at her now naked breasts. Each huge globe would easily take both hands to enclose, and maybe even then not get all of it covered. Her nipples were nearly as round as my pinky and stuck out about as far. Her aereola however were...well...huge. I reached up and grasped her breasts, allowing her nipples to stick between my fingers, two on either side. A portion of her dark brown aereola was still easily visible on either side of my fingers. "Damn." I said to myself as I squeezed her tit and nipples together.
"Mmmmmm That feels wonderful! I told you my nipples were sensitive." She moaned softly as she pushed my shirt off my shoulders.
She tipped her head back and shook it, the motion gathering her long auburn hair so it hung down her back. I felt her fingers pull my belt loose and go to work on the zipper, sliding it down, while the other hand held my pants up. She leaned toward, sliding her face toward mine and gently whispering in my ear. "Don't go away. I'll be back up in a minute."
I felt her turn her head and kiss my face, her kisses quickly working down my neck to my chest. I could no longer hold her tits as she lowered herself down, kissing her way down my chest and stomach as she slid my pants down my legs.
"Ohhhh," I groaned as her kisses finally reached my cock, which was mostly exposed above my black bikini briefs.
"Mmmmm Now that's a cock," she murmured. Her lips began kissing the length of my cock, her hands untying my shoes and pulling them off. She looked down and tugged my pants off my legs before turning her attention back to my exposed cock.
I looked around self-consciously as her hand pulled the front of my underwear down the rest of the way and her lips engulfed my mushroom head. I was kind of surprised to see that most of the rest of the wedding party was in various stages of undress, the maid of honor even tossing her bra off while her boyfriend, on his knees in front of her, kissed and licked her pussy. I'd been to a lot of weddings, and seen a lot of unusual things at receptions, but this.....hell this was the craziest thing I had ever seen, let alone participated in. A female cry of "fuck yes!" drew my attention. One of the bridesmaids was sitting on the edge of the DJ's table, the short blond hair of another young woman's head between her uplifted legs, the DJ standing close by, his cock in his hand, as he watched.
"Ohhh damn," I groaned. My attention was brought back to Amanda as she stroked the length of my cock with her hand and hot wet lips.
She grinned up at me as she pulled her face from my cock and stood up, stepping against me and pressing her firm tits into my chest. "Now how about we dance?" she asked as she lifted one leg to push my rock hard cock down so it pressed between her pussy lips, her panties around her thighs helping to push it up into her wet lips.
"I think we should just find our way to my room," I whispered.
"Why not mine?"
"Mine's closer; only across the square," I answered.
"Mmmmmm. Sounds wonderful," she cooed.
"Let me grab my camera gear and my pants." I said, pulling away, my cock glistening with her juices.
By the time I had my pants picked up and my bag of camera gear, she was standing in nothing but her stockings, one hand sliding between her wet lips while she waited.
"Come on," I said, taking her hand and leading her toward the door of the hall. I opened it and peeked outside, finding the square, with the pool in the middle, deserted. I wasn't completely surprised, since it was nearly one in the morning. We padded across the square, my cock bouncing from side to side as we walked and her tits bouncing tantalizingly. I set my bag down at the door to my room and dug in my pants pocket for the key. I swiped the plastic card through the lock and pushed the door open.
"You have a hot tub!" Amanda cried with a girlish giggle as soon as she stepped into the room.
"Yeah."
"Oh come on!" She said, taking the bag of camera gear from my hand and dropping it next to the bed. She grabbed both hands and pulled me toward the small glassed in area that housed the hot tub. She pulled me through the door and stepped backwards into the hot tub, pulling me along. I stepped carefully down into the tub as she searched for and found the controls. Almost immediately the hot water began to swirl and bubble around us. With her eyes smoldering with desire, she stepped back toward me and pushed my underwear down. I felt her slip my socks off and toss all three pieces of soaked cloth aside. "Now come down here," she said huskily, pulling me down into the water with her until I was practically laying on top of her under the water. I felt her hand search for my cock and then aim it for her pussy as she lifted and wrapped her legs around my bare ass.
"Yes yes....that's it. Oh god, yes," she cooed as she pulled me down farther, driving my cock into her pussy. I felt myself sink into her and began slowly pumping in and out of her sopping pussy, the bubbles tickling my balls and probably her pussy too. She reached her hands to my face and held it while she kissed me urgently and wetly, her mouth attacking mine, kissing, sucking and licking my lips and tongue. "OH god fuck me harder!" she begged between kisses.
"Uh huh," I grunted back as I started pumping into her as fast as the water would allow me. It wasn't long before we had water splashing and slopping over the edge of the tub from the waves we were making.
"Oh shit! I'm going to cum!!" Amanda squealed as her whole body shook, her legs trembling and spasming around my waist as I pumped my cock into her.
"OH god yes," I grunted as I plunged into her, knowing that I was getting very close myself.
"Oh shit...oh shit!" she squeaked again as her body jerked uncontrollably with her climax.
"AHHHHH!" I cried as I drove into her one last time, my cock swelling and emptying shot after shot of cum into her as my own body twitched and jerked with each new flood of juices emptied into her.
Slowly we both relaxed and she released her grip on both my neck and waist, allowing me to roll over and sit next to her in the water. She floated herself up and positioned herself on my lap, her arms around my neck and her tits just at water level so the bubbles tickled her nipples.
"Oh god that was good. I hope you have more of that in you yet tonight." She whispered. "Once was definitely NOT enough."
"Well, this is an interesting scene. I wondered where you two had gotten off too," Tina said from the door of the hot tub room.
"Ohhhh Did I miss something?" Amanda asked. "You and your assistant...I should have guessed." She teased.
"It's not like that. It was just the last room, so we decided to share it," I answered a bit more defensively than I intended.
"I see. Well, if you're sharing the room, why don't you share the tub too? I don't mind if you don't," Amanda said to Tina.
"I don't mind either," Tina answered as she backed up into the main room and started stripping her clothes off, allowing us to watch as each item was tossed aside. Finally naked she stepped into the tub and sunk down into the water. "Mmmmm this is delightfully hot," she murmured.
"So, have you and Scott fucked yet?" Amanda asked directly.
"Once," Tina answered.
"Ohhhhh. You, of course, want to do it again."
"Oh yes!" Tina answered her emphatically.
"Well, come on over here. How about we share him for a while?"
"With pleasure," Tina said as she floated over toward us.
"You know. His cock isn't quite ready to go again. Maybe you should see if he likes to lick pussy. Do you Scott honey? Do you enjoy the taste of wet pussy?" Amanda asked huskily.
"Actually, I very much enjoy the taste of pussy," I answered.
"Well. Have at it then!" Amanda said, sliding off my lap while Tina climbed up on the edge of the tub. I pushed off the side and floated over to where her bare ass was sitting on the edge and gently kissed my way up one of her thighs.
"Ohhhhhh. God I'm horney!" Tina moaned as I licked slowly up her wet slit , tasting more chlorine than anything. Again and again I licked, slowly replacing the wetness of the hot tub with the wetness of her pussy and its tangy sweet taste. I felt her pull my head to her pussy as I licked up her slit time after time, each stroke of my tongue teasing her exposed clit. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned loudly. I felt a hand on my back and looked up to see Amanda leaning over Tina, who was now leaning back on both hands, Amanda energetically sucking one of her nipples. "Oh god. He licks soooo fucking good,." Tina moaned loudly.
"He fucks good too," Amanda said.
"Oh god yes. He fucks really really good. I love feeling his hot cock filling me up."
"Oh yeah. That does feel good," Amanda agreed in a whisper.
I pulled my face from her pussy and climbed up until my again hard cock was sticking out at Tina's pussy. I leaned toward her, pressing my head between her lips and then, accompanied by a long slow groan from her, pushed deep into her.
"That's it. Fuck me!" Tina gasped. "I want it. Fuck me hard!"
I started pumping into her with abandon, my hard cock sliding into her with a squishing sound, punctuated at the end of each stroke by my hips slapping against her thighs and ass.
"That's it! Fuck her hard,." Amanda whispered into my ear, licking at my earlobe and reaching for my ass, squeezing it in time with my strokes. "Pump that hard cock into her and make her cum. Make her scream with pleasure!"
"OH shit. OH SHIT!" Tina cried as I pounded her, her climax growing by the moment. "Oh...oh...oh...SHIT...GOD!" She squeaked as she climaxed around my cock, her pussy convulsing and squeezing my shaft while she sat, her whole body stiff and trembling gently.
"Mmmmm Look at that. See how your fat hard cock made her cum? I want you to make me cum like that again. Fuck me until I cum again!" Amanda moaned into my ear.
"Ok." I answered, pulling my cock from Tina and turning to face Amanda.
She stood in front of me, the water just below my balls and her pussy, lifting one stocking covered leg to rest it on the edge of the tub. I stepped toward her, rubbing my head between her lips and then easing up into her as she grabbed around my neck for balance.
"Oh fuck you're so big. God damn what a cock!" she gasped as I slid in and out of her pussy. "God...oh god." She moaned as I drove up into her, her tits rubbing against my chest and her clit banging into the base of my cock with each stroke. "God what a cock. I can't believe how full I am. Ohhhhhhh Fuck yes. That's it baby. Fuck me. Make me cum! Ohhhhhh god. Oh shit! Here it comes again....oh damn oh damn oh damn!" She squealed as her orgasm hit her, her legs trembling so hard she could barely stand. I gently lifted her off the bottom of the tub by grabbing under her firm ass, her legs wrapping around me as I stepped over to the edge of the tub. I set her down and disengaged her arms from around my neck.
I let her lean back on her hands and then leaned my head down to her tits, sucking one of her nipples into my mouth.
"OH god!" She squealed as I sucked it, flicking it with my tongue inside my mouth. She lifted her legs up and rested her heels on my hips while I started sliding in and out of her pussy again, driving my cock its full length in and out of her spasming pussy, my sudden attentions to her nipple renewing her orgasm. "Jesus fucking A!" she moaned as I slid in and out, my mouth attacking her nipple. I felt a hand on my ass and let go long enough to look at Tina, who was now kneeling in the water next to me.
Her hand slipped inside my thigh and teased my balls as she moved her face toward Amanda's tits. I watched her mouth close around one nipple while her fingers teased my balls and along the crack of my ass as I stroked in and out of Amanda.
"OH god. Yes. Oh shit!" Amanda moaned loudly as I continued to pump into her. "God come up here... Please!"She begged, reaching for my arms and trying to get me out of the water.
I pulled out of her pussy and climbed up on the deck as she got to her knees. "Come lay down." She coaxed.
"Not here. On the bed." Tina said, as she climbed out of the water.
The two women pulled me to the king sized bed and lay me across the end of it with my head almost hanging off one side. Amanda climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees and quickly straddled me. I felt her pussy close around my cock as she sunk down on it, my view blocked by Tina, who was standing next to the bed one leg on either side of my head as she faced Amanda.
"God eat me again!" Tina begged, lowering her pussy to my lips.
I reached my tongue out and licked up her slit, flicking across her clit and bringing a soft moan from her lips.
"Ohhhhhh god yes." she moaned as I stroked yet again along her slit. All the while Amanda slowly rode up and down my cock.
"Ohhhh god this is good." I heard Amanda groan. "So big...so full."
"Uh huh." Tina groaned. I slid my hands up Tina's body to her tits, and pulled and teased her nipples while I ate her pussy. Each lick seemed to draw more and more juice from her, soon coating my whole face and dripping down my chin and running around my neck. "OH god. I'm going to cum again." she moaned. "Oh....God here it comes," she moaned even more. My hands felt tremors start to run through her body. Her pussy gushed over my face, soaking me and making it hard to breath for several seconds. I was amazed at how much gushed from her, leaving a puddle on the floor that was NOT from the hot tub water.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes. God he is going to make me cum again." Amanda called to Tina when her body stopped shaking.
"Yeah. Ride him," Tina said, stepping away from my head and climbing on to the bd. I watched as she lowered her head to Amanda's left tit and began to suck and lick the nipple, one hand cupping and squeezing her tit.
"Ohhhhh yeah. God do that...more...oh fuck!" Amanda squealed as her body started to shake and tremble. "God that did IT!" She squealed as her whole body jerked and spasmed, her pussy clamping around my cock.
I waited for her to come down from her orgasm, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "I can't...believe...you haven't....cum again!" Amanda panted.
"Yeah. He stays hard forever, doesn't he?" Tina asked with a grin. "Tell you what. Let's let him pick his finish."
"How?" Amanda asked.
"Here... Climb off. Good now...you get up Scott," Tina instructed. It only took a few moments for Tina to lay on the bed, her ass at the end and coax Amanda to straddle her, their tits pushed together and their pussies now inches apart. I stepped around and aimed my cock at Tina's pussy on the bottom, taking a few long strokes before pulling out and stuffing it back into Amanda.
"Ohhhh god damn." I mumbled as started pounding into her, driving my cock hard into her pussy for several minutes before abruptly pulling out and stuffing it back into Tina. "Oh god yes." I groaned as I felt my cock push all the way to the end of her tunnel.
"That's it baby. Fuck us! Fill us with your hot cum!" Amanda said, her words muffled somewhat. I looked around at them and saw Tina and Amanda kissing hotly, their hands rubbing each other tits where they could, their nipples pressed together.
"Oh fuck." I groaned as I started plunging into Tina with abandon, my hips slapping her ass and my stomach slapping into Amanda's ass and pussy. I could hear them both moaning as the motion massaged their tits together, the sensations driving Amanda back toward climax and my cock driving Tina crazy.
"Oh shit!" I cried, feeling my orgasm almost upon me.
"AHHHHHHH!" Amanda screamed suddenly, her pussy gushing juices out and splattering all over me.
"FUCK!" I hollered, my cock surging and pumping a huge shot of hot cum Into Tina's pussy. Again and again I jerked, adding more to what was already filling her. After what seemed like an hour, my softening cock slipped from her, unleashing a flood of cum that dripped onto the end of the bed.
"Damn." I muttered as Amanda crawled off of Tina and collapsed onto the bed. I climbed up as well, totally exhausted, curling up against Amanda and feeling Tina crawl up and snuggle against my back. In no time the three of us were all asleep.
**********
I woke up still snuggled between the two women. My arm was wrapped around Amanda, cupping one of her tits, and Tina had her hand between us, my semi-hard cock in her hand. My head felt fuzzy, like I had a hangover, but I know I hadn't had anything to drink. I lay there, trying to replay in my mind the events of the previous night, much of it a blur. Parts that I did remember caused me to wonder if I really did some of the things my mind was telling me I had done, like undress Amanda in the middle of the dance floor. Part of me said that all had to be made up.



"Morning lover." Tina whispered sleepily.
"Hi." I whispered back.
"Mmmmmmm I wouldn't mind waking up this way every day." She said, snuggling tighter to me and giving my cock a squeeze.
"Me either." Amanda said with a yawn. "Anyone know what time it is?"
"Clock says just past eight." Tina answered.
"Man what did I drink?" Amanda asked.
"I don't know, but I think everyone must have had some." I answered. "That was crazy last night."
"Ohhhh Crazy yes, bad no. Unless you consider undressing in public bad." Amanda whispered.
"Did we really do that?" I asked.
Amanda laughed. "Leave it to my daughter to start something like that."
"Well, you weren't really being too bashful even before the reception."
"Why should I be. I used to be a model. I'm used to strange men seeing me naked or nearly so," she said with a chuckle. "But the look on your face in a room full of naked or half naked girls was priceless. You looked like you didn't know if you should run or pull out your hardon. I would have voted for the pull out your hardon, but that's just me."
"Geez. My head feels fuzzy. How many times did we...you know?" I said to no one in particular.
"Ohhhhh I lost count how many times you made me cum. And Tina...good lord. Between the two of us I don't know how you did it so much."
"Me either." I groaned.
"I need a shower." Tina said, releasing my cock to roll over. "Oh god. My pussy feels raw. I can't remember the last time it had so much attention."
"Mmmmm Mine feels abso-fucking-lutely wonderful. I haven't had a really good fuck in a couple years, so even though it's a bit sore, I'm loving it," Amanda said as she scooted over to face me. "So how about it. Do I get a good morning fuck?"
"Hell, I feel worn out. You sure you still want more? I mean I'm a perfect stranger."
"Sweetie...You'll never be a perfect stranger again. Not after last night," Amanda cooed, swinging one leg over mine and reaching between us to play with my cock.
"Well, I'm going to take a shower," Tina said, retreating toward the bathroom, the redness of her face clear in the light filtering in through the curtain.
"I think we embarrassed her," Amanda whispered.
"Yeah. Me too," I answered.
"You're embarrassed?"
"I haven't ever been naked in front of two women before, let alone have sex with and in front of another woman."
"Ohhhh Well, maybe we just need to expand your horizons. You did a fine job of taking care of both of us," she said as she rubbed my head against her pussy lips.
"Expand my horizons or your pussy?" I asked as she slowly rolled herself over me, making sure that my cock slipped inside her pussy as she adjusted her legs on the outside of mine.
"Ohhhh You can expand my pussy any time you want." She moaned softly, gathering her legs up under her so she could support her weight on her knees. She began to slowly rock back and forth, dipping her tits toward my face and back again as she stroked herself up and down my shaft. "Ohhhhh god yes. You have no idea how full you make me feel."
"I see," I answered, reaching up and cupping her tits and guiding each nipple alternately toward my lips as she rocked.
"You keep doing that and I'm going to explode before you even get a chance to have fun." She moaned. "Ohhhhh god I love the way you lick my nipples too. I can feel tingles running from my pussy to my tits and back again. Ohhhhhh damn."
"Uh.. Well. You're doing pretty good job." I groaned as she bounced harder on my shaft.
"Oh shit!" she squealed as her climax suddenly hit her. I watched her face scrunch up as her body trembled, little tremors running up and down her whole body as she sat on my cock, her pussy clenching and unclenching around my shaft. "Ohhhhhh god that felt good," she finally panted, pushing herself up to sit upright on my cock. "Wanna finish this in the shower?"
"Well, we definitely need one," I answered as she slowly lifted herself off my cock and sat down on my thighs.
"God I don't know if my pussy can handle more, to be honest. I just hate to let this hard cock go to waste." She said as she slowly eased back down my legs, lowering her chest toward my hardon and teasing my head with one of her nipples. "You wanna finish this off between my tits?" She asked quietly, lowering herself even lower and using her arms to squeeze her tits around my cock. "Just slide it up and down between my tits until you shoot your hot juicy cum all over?"
"Mmmmmm," I answered, trying to lift my hips.
"Let me roll over and give you the top then," she said, pushing herself up again. She climbed off of me and lay on the bed next to me, pulling my hand to roll me on top of her. "Now. Why don't you have fun with these. You spent enough time yesterday looking at them."
"My pleasure." I said as I eased myself up her body on my hands and knees, her hands stroking my cock and coaxing it toward her big tits.
"That's it. Right there. Mmmmmm that does look yummy," she said as my head started to appear and disappear between her breasts, her tongue trying to lick the head each time it showed itself. "That's it. Stoke it. Ohhhh yeah. God what a cock you have. So big and hard! God you felt so good inside me. I want to watch it squirt its hot load all over my chest." She cooed as I pumped in and out of the soft cave she had created with her tits.
"OH shit. Soon." I groaned as I stroked, my balls sliding along her firm stomach with each stroke.
"That's it baby! Cum for me. Squirt that hot juice all over my big round tits. That's what you want isn't it? To cum all over my creamy white tits and hard pink nipples? Hmmmmm your head feels so sexy sliding between my tits, teasing them. Ohhhhhh god it feels good. I'm almost tempted to let you drive that into me one more time. Ohhhhh god yes," she moaned as she coaxed me closer. "OH!" She squealed suddenly. "Tina! Is that you?"
"Uh huh." I heard Tina say from behind me with a giggle.
I heard a soft humming sound and saw Amanda tilt her head back as she arched her back. "Oh god. Wasn't expecting that!" she gasped as Tina giggled, my cock still stroking between her tits. "God yes. Oh. Scott! Cum on my tits. I want to feel you cum on my tits. Ohhhh shit. I don't know how much of this I can take!"
Her whole body started to tremble and shake under me as whatever Tina was doing sent her into another massive orgasm.
"AHHHHHH God yes!" Amanda squealed as she climaxed, her body jerking and shaking beneath me. She continued to hold her tits together as I stroked, my hard cock getting much closer to climax by the second.
"Your turn." I heard Tina say as the humming turned into a sudden sensation of vibration against my balls.
"Shit." I grunted as she worked the soft vibrator from my balls closer to my ass, letting the tip tease just into the opening. The sudden change in sensations threw me into an instant climax, my body jerking and cock sending a shot of cum lancing out to land in a long string across Amanda's face and red hair. Again and again I jerked as Tina teased me with the vibrator, my cock dumping shot after shot on Amanda's tits and face until finally there was nothing left to give.
"That a bit better you two horn dogs?" Tina asked with a chuckle.
"Ohhhhh god." I groaned as I rolled off Amanda, suddenly feeling drained in more ways than one.
Tina climbed onto the bed and lay down next to me, leaning over to give me a soft kiss. "That was a 'thank you' for bringing me along," she whispered.
"You're welcome." I panted as I lay there trying to catch my breath.
After a while Amanda got up and used the shower, coming out with a towel wrapped around herself. "You know. I don't have a thing to wear, literally!" She said with a chuckle. "I've woken up in a lot of men's beds over the years, but this is a first."
"So what are you going to do?" I asked.
"Well, if you don't mind me borrowing a towel for a while, I'll just go to the desk and get another room key. Don't leave before I get to say goodbye, ok?" she asked as she padded toward the door.
"I won't," I promised as I watched her open the door and disappear out of it.
"Your turn for a shower," Tina coaxed.
"Yeah," I groaned. "Damn, I feel hung over," I said.
"You shouldn't drink so much then."
"I didn't drink anything, that's what I can't figure." I said as I walked toward the bathroom. "You don't suppose someone drugged my soda, do you?"
"Not unless they did mine too," she called from the main room as I turned on the water.
By the time I got out of the hot shower Tina was dressed in a short gray skirt and a cream colored blouse with a red scarf knotted around her neck. "You know. I really didn't plan for this to happen," she said as I pulled clothes from my bag. "But I'm not unhappy it did. I don't know why exactly I'm so sexually attracted to you, but I am. Much more so than when you hired me."
"Yeah. I understand. I have to admit that I have a huge desire to walk over and undress you again. If nothing else, just to look at your body once more. I can't quite explain it."
"Well, maybe I should just not wear these then." She said, hiking her skirt up and pulling off a pair of small bikini panties.
"As far as I'm concerned you don't ever have to wear any around me." I said as I got ready to pull my own underwear on.
"Well. Fair is fair then." She said, stepping over to me and gently pulling on my underwear until I let go of them. She tucked them back into my suitcase and said, "You don't need to ever wear those around me either. I kind of like the idea that I can just slide my hand into your pants and feel that fantastic cock."
"Well. If that's how you feel," I answered, stepping into my slacks and pulling them up. "I wonder if it's a good idea for you to keep working for me."
"You think I shouldn't?" She asked, her brow suddenly furrowed with concern.
"No, I said I wondered if it was a good idea, you being married and all. No, I don't intend on firing you. Just have to make sure we don't cause other problems."
"Don't worry. He's getting more than he ever has before. I don't think he's going to complain, and neither am I."
"Even if I'm...you know. Having sex with other women?"
"I wouldn't have it any other way." She said, stepping up in front of me so her breasts pressed against my still bare chest. She pulled one of my hands between her legs and pressed it to her wet pussy. "You can fuck as many as you want, one at a time or all at once. Just so long as you save a little for me," she whispered. She leaned her face toward mine and kissed me wetly, a long lingering kiss that was interrupted by a knock on the door.
"Amanda!" Tina said brightly as she opened the door.
"Wanted to bring back your towel," she said as she stepped in the door, wearing a knee length flame red dress. She dropped it on the end of the bed and walked straight toward me while I pulled my polo shirt over my head. "And you," she said as she wrapped her arms around my neck. "I want to thank you for an incredible night. I think I'll come along when my daughter comes to look at her prints." She whispered, rubbing her nose against mine. "That will be ok, wont it?"
"Definitely," I answered, feeling the urge to start undressing her right there, but not quite sure why.
"Good. Till then. Take care," she whispered, giving me a soft sensual kiss. She sighed a long deep sigh before releasing her arms from around my neck and walking toward the door. "Bye for now," she said with a little wave.
Tina and I finished packing and hauled our stuff to the car. The two hour drive home was done mostly in silence, Tina sitting with her blouse undone and her tits hanging out above her lacy bra, and her skirt pulled up to show off her pussy.
"You know. I feel like we should just go some place and screw the rest of the day away, but that wouldn't be fair," Tina said before she got out of my car, currently parked a few spots down from hers in front of the shop. "I think I'll go home and see if my husband is up to a few rounds of sex. I could do with half a dozen more orgasms this afternoon."
"I'm sure he'll appreciate that," I answered as she climbed out, flipping the back of her skirt up to give me one more look at her ass and bare pussy before she headed for her car and home.
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The morning after returning from the wedding reception I still felt hung over, and surprisingly horny given the amount of sex I'd had Saturday night and Sunday morning. To a large extent, much of it felt more like a dream world than reality, but at the same time even thinking about either Tina or Amanda's bodies had my cock growing. I was pretty sure that if I went into the shop feeling like this, I was going to end up fucking Tina's brains out, and that was something that I thought I might need to avoid, at least for a day or two.
She sounded quite disappointed when I called in and told her that I wasn't going to be in. I could easily work on the shots taken at the wedding from home, and I knew there wasn't anything on the schedule for today.
After a quick and chilly trip to the car in just my PJ pants, I hauled my gear into the house and pulled the camera cards from the bags, including the one Tina had shot at the reception with the Cannon. I plugged that one into the reader first, interested to see what she had captured.
Much of the beginning of the card was pretty normal stuff, people dancing, the DJ working his station, random pictures of the reception room, including an interesting one of the dated disco ball over the dance floor. As the shots progressed I noticed a distinct change in the dancers. While most of the crowd had gone by that time, I was still surprised at how blatant many of the couples were in their...dancing. Several women had their partners hands up their shirts or dresses, and in exchange seemed to have hands down pants. It wasn't until a series of shots of the bride taking off her dress that things really started to get hot. Before long there were any number of couples half dressed, and a few completely undressed, on the dance floor. It was pretty obvious that a few were outright fucking on the dance floor as they danced.
Between the images of the sexy women being undressed and the memory of Amanda, my cock was standing erect to the point of demanding attention. I was just about to put on a porn video and stroke myself to relief when the doorbell rang.
"Damn." I muttered to myself as I got up and headed to the front door. I opened the door to find Donna, my next door neighbor, standing on the stoop with her coat pulled tight around herself.
"Hi Scott," she said cheerfully.
"Hey Donna. What's up?"
"Well, would you believe I locked myself out again?"
"How did you do that?" I asked, rolling my eyes. This was at least the third time in the last month that she had done that, and she had yet to hide a key outside someplace.
"I just ran out to the mailbox to drop a bill in for the mailman to pick up. When I came back the door had closed behind me," she said with a pained look. "I'm really sorry, but could you help me out again?"
The last time she had locked herself out I learned that I could jimmy her bedroom window open and get in that way, saving her from having to get a lock smith to open the door for her. "Yeah, sure. Come on in," I said, holding the door open for her.
"Thanks! It's freezing out there," she said, as she stepped in.
"Yeah. Well, you got a coat on at least," I said, following her into the living room after closing the door.
"Not much more than that," she said with a shake of her head.
"Oh? Running around half dressed?" I asked with a wicked smile.
"I guess that depends on what half you're talking about," she said jokingly. Over the years we had teased each other a bit, verbally, and on a few occasions I had caught her sunning herself topless in her back yard. There were few places for anyone to see into her yard past the tops of the pines that lined the outside of the security fence, but somehow she managed to find just the right spot that allowed me to see her from my bedroom window. I had often wondered, since she came back to the same spot over and over again, if she were picking that particular sunny spot deliberately. She had small breasts with nice little puffy nipples that seemed to become engorged every time she put more tanning lotion on. If she hadn't been married I might have been tempted to do more than just enjoy the view she afforded me.
"Well, let's see, there's a top half and a bottom half. What other halves are there?"
"Well.... I got slippers on...and a hat. Is that half?" she asked with a giggle.
"Donna. If you're naked under that coat I'm going to refuse to get you into your house until you take it off and show me," I joked.
"Ohhh Scott. You wouldn't do that! You're way too nice for that kind of blackmail," she answered with a smile.
"I see. So you are naked under it?"
"For me to know and you to find out," she said, sticking her cute little nose in the air mockingly.
"Hmmmmmm. Well then, I guess you can just hang around here until your husband comes home," I joked, dropping onto the sofa and putting my feet on the coffee table while I looked over at her.
She turned around to face me and froze. It took me several seconds to follow her gaze to see what she was staring at, realizing that it was my hard cock which, having slipped out of the fly of my pajama pants, was sticking in the air completely naked. "Damn," she whispered as she stared at it.
"Oh. Sorry," I said quickly, trying to tuck it back into my pants.
"Don't be sorry on my account," she said, taking a small step toward me before stopping again. For a moment I thought she was going to step right over and grab hold of it, but then thought better of the idea. "Looks like something has you...um... you know."
"Horny as hell?" I finished for her. It was really against all better judgment. In fact, it was poor judgment altogether. I'm not completely sure why I was even thinking about it let alone doing it. Instead of tucking it into my pants, I lifted my ass slightly off the sofa and pushed the PJ pants down my ass, sliding them down my thighs. The action slid the material along my now bent over hard on until it slipped free of the opening in the front, flipping up and slapping loudly against my bare stomach, leaving me naked from about my knees up and my exposed cock poking into the air, bouncing slightly with each beat of my heart.
"Wow," she mouthed, her cheeks turning bright pink as she blushed, but her eyes never leaving my hard cock.
"Well. Now I'm half naked too. So wanna open your coat and show me?" I coaxed.
"Um. I'm not really naked under here." She answered quietly. "I was just teasing."
"Oh. Oops." I said, moving to pull my pants back up and feeling a bit like an idiot.
"Oh No...don't. I mean, you don't have to..." She said quickly as I started sliding them up. "I mean it's your house. You can wear or not wear whatever you want."
It was clear she wanted me to leave my pants down, but at the same time a bit embarrassed that I had so easily pulled them down. "So... does it look like you expected?"
"Like I expected?"
"Uh huh. All those times you laid out topless with your fingers playing with your pussy through your bottoms." I said, feeling a bit bolder again.
"You saw?"
"Wasn't I supposed to?" I asked.
"Maybe," she whispered, her eyes darting between my face and my hard on.
"You did want me to see, didn't you?"
"Maybe," she whispered back again.
With a chuckle, I stood up, my pajama pants sliding down my legs. I stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor and took the two steps to stand in front of her. I reached out and gently coaxed her knee length winter coat apart and pushed it off her arms, revealing that she was indeed not naked under it. She looked up at me anxiously as she wiggled her arms enough to let it slide off, leaving her in slippers, a tiny knit hat, a very tiny pair of pink shorts and a pink tube top. "No, I guess you aren't naked," I said quietly.
"Uh uh."
"But you did show me your breasts from your back yard on purpose, didn't you?"
"Uh huh," she answered with a little sigh. "At least I hoped you'd see."
"How come?"
"I guess I was laying out there fantasizing about you coming over and making love to me and it had me so turned on that the next time I did the same thing...and the time after and...well it just got to be such a turn-on thinking that you might be standing there watching. I can't tell you how many times I climaxed out there thinking about you watching me."
"Really?" I asked, reaching out toward her pink tube top. I hooked a finger in the front of the material, finding it a bit soggy as I gently tugged it out and down, slowly exposing her small perky breasts. She didn't lift a finger to stop me as I drew it down farther and farther, stopping only when it was around her waist, her body naked from there up.
"Uh huh," she finally answered breathlessly.
"Have you ever thought about taking the bottoms off too?" I whispered.
"Uh huh," she said, closing her eyes and waiting for me to do whatever I was doing next. I knelt down in front of her and pulled the wet elastic from around her waist, slowly peeling the soggy shorts down over her hips.
"Someone must have been working out."
"Uh huh," she practically moaned as I worked the material farther and farther down, revealing a tiny white thong panty. The material of her shorts finally slipped down her thighs and she lifted first one and then the other of her feet to step out of them. She stood statue straight, as I reached for the tube top and pulled it down as well, sliding it down until that too she stepped out of.
"Mmmmmm. Such a sexy little body. Did you like feeling your fingers inside yourself? What did you fantasize it was, my fingers or my cock?"
"Both," she breathed softly, her whole body quivering as I slowly tugged the strings down over her hips allowing the tiny thong panty to roll down in front and expose all of her completely shaved mound. I tugged gently to coax the strings down her thighs and then pulled it to the ground. She lifted one foot and then the other, exposing her soft feathery pussy lips to me in the process.
I stood back up in front of her, her eyes finally opening and looking up into mine.
With a grin I reached for her hips and turned her around, pushing her backwards until she was pressed back against the arm of the sofa. I continued to push until she had no choice but to lean back against it, her hips levering up to stick in the air as her head went lower to lay on the cushions. She stared at me, her heart pounding in her chest and her breathing ragged as I gently spread her legs wide, leaving her bare exposed pussy pointing up in the air at me.
"Did you ever think I'd be looking at you like this?" I asked her in a whisper.
"Not in real life," she whispered back.
"I see," I said as I knelt down between her legs turning my head to softly kiss one firm creamy white thigh.
"Ohhhhhh god," she moaned as I began kissing my way closer to her pussy, kissing each inch of thigh as I worked ever closer to her soft lips. I could smell her arousal as I licked and kissed up her soft thigh. "UHHHH!" she moaned again as I blew across her wet lips before reaching my tongue out for her and gently licking up the length of her pussy, my tongue gently spreading the tips of her lips and letting me taste her aroused juices.
"Hmmmm good," I cooed before pressing my tongue between her lips deeper, feeling it press into the entrance to her tunnel before I drew it along her slit, splitting her lips wide until my tongue finally bounced across her hard clit.
"Oh jeez," she gasped as my tongue flicked across her clit several times.
"You like that?" I whispered before repeating the trip, her juices tangy and sharp on my tongue.
"Uh huh. God yes," she moaned. "I dreamed of you making love to me, but I had no idea that this could feel so good."
"No one ever licked you like this?" I asked before pressing my tongue deep into her, using it like a little cock to fuck her tunnel entrance.
"Not like this," she moaned.
"I see," I answered, standing up between her legs and bending over to gently lick her clit. I slipped one finger deep into her tunnel, eliciting a soft moan as my finger penetrated her. I curled it up inside her, feeling for her tunnel roof and gently stroking along it until I felt her jump. With a grin to myself I began flicking my tongue across her clit, stimulating it directly while my finger rubbed over and over across that point I had just found.
"oh god oh god oh god" she moaned over and over as I worked her soft pussy.
I lost track of how long I had rubbed and licked her pussy, her whole body writhing and wiggling under my constant barrage of attention.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK I'M GOING TO CUM!" she cried loudly as her legs, sticking high in the air of each side of me, began to tremble. "OHHHHHHH SHIT!" she gasped as her whole body jerked and trembled, her juices leaking from her pussy and leaking down my hand and her ass, slowly making a huge wet spot on the arm of the sofa. I continued my assault of her clit, slowly easing back and slowing down as her body eased its shaking and then finally stopped.
"That looked like it felt good," I said as I wiped her juices on my arm.
"Oh god yes. You're awful good at that," she said as she held her hands out for me to pull her up.
I grabbed her hands and pulled her up until she was sitting on the arm of the sofa, my cock pressed between us as she wrapped her legs around mine and pulled me against her.
"Now. What do you suppose we should do about this?" she asked, reaching between us and stroking my rock hard cock.
"I know what I'd like to do with it," I answered her.
"Let me guess," she said with a giggle, trying to push it down enough to get it to her pussy. "You're gonna have to squat down a little or something."
I bent my knees and felt her rub the head on her lips before pulling herself closer to the edge, only the back of her ass still on the arm. I felt my head engage into her entrance and then reflexively pushed, driving my cock quickly into her tunnel, nearly two inches still sticking out of her with my head against the end of her tunnel.
"ohhhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as she reached for my neck and held on, arching her back and leaning back as far as her arms would allow. "Oh god. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I started sliding in and out of her pussy. I'd lived next to her for almost four years and had thought of doing this on more than one occasion. It was almost hard to believe that I was doing it now.
"God yes. That's it! Fuck me baby! Fuck me hard. Drive that fat hard cock into my little pussy! Ohhhh god that feels good. Damn what a fucking cock! Mmmmmmm it fills me so good. Going in and out. Oh god yes. Hmmm I can feel it all the way through my body. That hot cock fucking me. God I think you're going to make me cum again. Do you want me to cum on your fat cock? Do you? Oh god yes. Fill me with your beautiful fuck juice! God yes I'm going to cum. Ohhh oh oh OH OH!" she cried, in a constant stream of crying and moaning, her little tits bouncing wildly with each new stroke.
I could feel my cock swelling as I got ready to unload into her. "Ohhhh god here it comes!" I grunted to her as my balls started to tingle.
"That's it baby!" she gasped. "Give it to me!
"Uh huh," I grunted again as my body jerked and spewed a hot gush of my cum into her pussy.
"YES YES YES YES!" she screamed loudly, her own body going into spasms as my cock spurted another gush into her.
Time and again my body jerked and spasmed, each one adding to the load I had already deposited into her pussy. Finally my cock withered in her as I stood panting and sweating, her legs pulling me against her pussy.
"Damn can you fuck," she panted, her chest heaving heavily as she sat on the arm of the sofa, her arms and legs encircling me to hold herself up.
"Well, you did have a little part in it too," I panted back.
"You know...I may have to get locked out a lot more often," she said with a giggle, hugging herself tightly to me and squeezing her tits and still hard nipples against me.
"Yeah, about that. I guess we better go get you into your house," I said as my softening cock slipped from her sopping pussy, unleashing a flood of cum that dripped off the arm of the sofa onto the floor.
"I'm not in a hurry." she answered, still holding me tight.
"Well, in that case," I said, reaching down to grab under her ass. I lifted her off the sofa arm and carried her petite form, still wrapped around me, toward the bathroom.
"Where are you taking me?" she squealed as she held onto me.
"To the shower. I think we both need one, don't we?"
"Ohhhhh now I like that idea. Yeah I could use a shower."
I made it to the bathroom, just barely, before I had to set her down. After running the water we both stepped into the shower and spent the next half hour carefully washing every inch of each other, and of course teasing each other any way we could think of before the water finally turned cold.
"So, now I have to get you into the house?" I asked as we toweled off.
"Yes. If you don't mind," she said, slipping her arms around me again, her short wet hair still dripping water down her back.
"Sure, just let me get dressed."
"Why would you do that?" she asked with a giggle. "I won't if you don't!"
"Well I do have to crawl through a window," I said with a wry look on my face.
"There is that. It'd be a shame to hurt this little...or big, guy," she said, reaching between us and giving my partly hard cock a squeeze.
"Yeah, not high on my list," I agreed.
She finally released me and I dressed in a pair of sweat pants, pulled on a pair of day hikers and then pulled out a t-shirt. Donna stood there completely naked, waiting until I was done before walking ahead of me back to the living room where she pulled on her coat, hat and slippers, picking her sweaty workout clothes and panties up off the floor. "All set," she said brightly.
"Ok, let's do it!" I said as I pulled a coat on and led the way out the back door and onto my deck. After the hot shower the outdoor chill was quite unpleasant, but not nearly as unpleasant as trying to wiggle my way through a window that was nearly as high as my shoulders. I flopped unceremoniously onto the bed and then rolled off onto the floor. I picked myself up and looked around briefly before pushing the window closed. One thing that caught my eye was a small telescope sitting in the corner. As I headed toward the door I realized that her bedroom curtain on the other window, the one facing my house, was held part way open with a metal binder clip, creating a gap in the curtain nearly as wide as the diameter of the telescope. "Ohhhhh I see," I said to myself, realizing that from her window she could see my bedroom window or my back yard.
I walked to the back door and unlocked it, letting her in.
"Thanks! It's chilly out there!" she said as she stepped in and dropped her clothes on the floor.
"Yeah. A bit, I see you got a new telescope. Been watching the stars?" I asked her.
"Ohhhh....oops," she said, her cheeks turning crimson with blush. "Just a little something to keep me busy while Robert's gone."
"I guess so," I said with a chuckle. Well, if you'd let me know when you're looking maybe you'd get a bit more of a show."
"Ohhh I'd be too embarrassed to do that," she said shyly.
"As opposed to laying in the yard half naked pretending that it's me instead of your own fingers?"
"Ohhhh...well, maybe," she said with a short sigh. "Thanks for letting me in."
"You're welcome. Come on over any time you need," I said as I headed for the door.
I walked back to my house shaking my head. I had no idea that my sexy little neighbor had been trying to check me out all this time. Maybe I was going to have to spice it up with her a little bit down the road. "Oh well. That's something to dwell on another time," I thought to myself as I ducked into my house and out of the cold.
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It was almost evening before I decided to head over to the new house and see how the construction was coming. I knew that Sunny had been hard at it trying to get it done as quickly as she could. She said the new walls were pretty well framed up, but now all the electrical and plumbing had to be done, a large job that would take several days.
I grabbed my Cannon to take some shots of the work, just for memory sake, and drove over to the house. I was actually surprised to see Sunny's van still sitting in the drive as I pulled up. Grabbing my camera I headed into the house and closed the door behind me.
Inside the house it was quite warm, so I dumped my coat near the front door and then started walking around taking pictures of the spaces, separated by the sideways ladder type structures of walls without any coverings. In some ways it felt like I was looking at the skeleton of the house. I heard banging above me, and after a few more shots, climbed the stairs to the second floor. It didn't take long to find Sunny crouched down on her hands and knees, her ass stuck in the air as she worked on some piece of pipe in the corner of the enlarged bathroom. I could see a tiny red triangle of cloth and three strings, two zipping around her round ass and one disappearing into the sexiest little plumbers crack I had ever seen. I carefully aimed the camera and snapped a picture, the sound making Sunny jump in surprise.
"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you. Just taking a few pics of your handy work," I said as I aimed the camera at the bare studs that would be the walls and took another picture.
"It's ok," she said as she rolled over to sit on her butt in the middle of the floor. "I was just fighting with that damn pipe and didn't hear you come up."
"No problem. Don't let me disturb you though," I told her.
"Fair 'nuf," she said as she rolled back onto her knees, sticking her ass in the air again. "Been trying to get this damn thing down the wall space for half an hour, it just wants to be obstinate." She said as she went back to tugging and twisting the pipe.
"Looks like it's not behaving," I answered, looking at her ass again, and the tiny bit of red thong panty that showed above the belt that looped through the worn blue jeans.
"Not much," she grunted as I aimed and snapped another shot of her sexy looking ass. "I'm gonna have to cut some shit if I don't get it pretty soon. Sometimes getting things lined up is hard, but then it'll just slip in," she said as I took yet another close-up of her butt.
"I'm sure you'll get it," I told her as I took one final picture of her.
She stopped what she was doing and turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. "And if you don't stop taking pictures of my ass, you're going to get it too!" She said a bit sharply.
"Hey no problem. I'm just taking pictures of the walls!" I lied, aiming the camera at the far wall and taking another shot.
"Why don't I believe that?" she asked as she turned back to the pipe.
I turned and walked away, hearing her say "YEAH!" as I got to the top of the stairs, presumably because she finally got it where she needed. I headed down the stairs and started taking pictures of the gutted kitchen and the start of the electrical work near the new breaker box. I had asked why they didn't put the box in the basement, but apparently there wasn't a good place to put it that was dry and had access up where they needed it. It would save me a lot of money to put it in the kitchen instead. But Sunny assured me that I wouldn't even know it was there when they were done.
"Hey Scott?" I heard Sunny call from the second floor.
"Yes?" I called up the stairs.
"Would you bring me that box of pipe stuff sitting on the floor by the front door?" she called back.
"Yeah, sure," I answered, walking to the front door and grabbing the box of stuff that I had laid my coat on. I dropped my coat on the floor and headed up the stairs with the box of fittings. "Here you go," I said as I carried it to the bathroom.
"Thanks!" she said, taking the box from me as she rolled back to sit on the floor. She set the box on the floor and then grabbed at the hem of her t-shirt, sliding her hand into it and then pulling it up to wipe across her forehead.
There was absolutely no way I could have been prepared for the view her motion afforded me. Her chest was almost completely uncovered, both of her round firm and braless tits were fully exposed, each one easily the size of a half a large coconut, her areola each elongated, nearly twice as tall as they were wide, and centered with a hard erect pink nipple nearly as large around as my pinky. As she wiped her face her tits gave only the slightest amount of wiggle, each full creamy orb firm and holding its form without any support.
"So. What do you think?" she asked, looking up at me and smiling.
"Fantastic!" I answered, my mind answering what I thought about her tits before I realized she meant the work downstairs. "A very professional job from what I can tell!"
"Good!" she said as she dug a part out of the box and then rolled back to her hands and knees to work on the pipe again, trying to fit the new fitting into the end of the pipe.
My cock, already getting hard from the quick flash of tits she had given me, was getting even harder with the sight in front of me. There was no doubt in my mind that the pants were now sagging very much farther down her ass than they had been before. Nearly a full third or more of her creamy white butt was displayed above the top of her jeans. It was all I could do not to grab hold and try to pull them down farther.
"There's a bottle of glue in there. Can you hand it to me?" she asked, wiggling on her knees a bit more, causing her pants to pull down a few fractions of an inch farther.
"Uh sure," I said, stepping over next to her and digging in the box until I found a metal can with a screw on lid. "This?"
"Yeah." She answered, looking over her shoulder . Any chance you can put some on this pipe. I really don't want to let go again."
"Yeah, sure," I answered, stepping across her body so I was straddling her, leaning over to reach down where her hands were inside the floor.
"Put some right on the outside of this," she said holding the PVC elbow out for me.
"Sure." I answered unscrewing the lid and dipping the round pom-pom shaped brush in the clear liquid.
"Right around that far part....yeah right there," she said as she shifted a little below me while I reached out with the dripping pom-pom. I rubbed the brush around and around the outside of the elbow and then dipped the brush back into the can. "Now you have to do the inside of the other part, but you gotta hurry before it dries."
"Ok." I answered, dipping the brush and quickly reaching down toward where she was holding the other piece in the floor. "I can't reach," I said as I stretched.
"Get lower," she said. "I can't move it."
"I'm stretching as far as I can," I answered.
"Well, you need to get it all the way down into the fitting!" she snapped.
"The only way I can reach is to practically lie on top of you!" I answered in frustration.
"Then do it! We're running out of time here."
"Fine," I said as I crouched lower, easing my weight on top of her. I could feel my hard on pressing against the small of her back as I reached farther, finally getting the brush into the fitting and swirling it around.
"That's it!" she said as I pulled the brush out. She carefully pushed the fitting into the end of the one I had just put glue in, twisting it until it was just right and then letting go of it. "So, is that a pocket full of tools or are you just enjoying yourself?" she asked as I continued to lie on top of her while I put the lid back on the can and screwed it closed.
"Huh? Sorry," I said as I pushed myself up and climbed off of her back. I looked down as I did, checking out her ass, startled to see even more of it showing, the top of her pants having worked down while we wiggled to get the pipe together until more than half of her ass was showing. "Damn," I breathed as I stepped back.
"Damn belt keeps coming undone!" she muttered as she stood up, her pants sliding down even farther as she grabbed the sides and got ready to pull them up. I got a brief look at her whole, practically bare, ass as she wiggled to pull them up, turning to face me as she buckled them low on her hips. "But then I suppose you were enjoying the view anyway, weren't you?" she asked me as she pushed the metal gripper around the web type material of the belt.
"I wasn't..." I started to say in my own defense.
"Ohhh don't lie. I know you were checking out my ass. Although I'm not surprised. A lot of guys are ass guys, although I would have pegged you for a tit man myself," she said, grabbing hold of her t-shirt hem and quickly skimming it up and over her head, tossing the shirt onto the floor next to her.
I stared at her now exposed bare tits, each one perched on her firm, muscular chest. The creamy orbs were round and firm, each nipple poking straight at me in the center of their oblong areola.
"Ohhh....well now see, I thought you were a tit man," she said with a girlish giggle. "Given how you're staring at these little beauties, I guess you like what you see," she added, sliding her hands up to cup both her sexy tits, giving the nipples a little tweak between her fingers. "I bet you'd like to get your hands on these, wouldn't you?" she said as she stepped closer to me, her hands gently massaging her breasts the whole time.
"Well, they are pretty good looking," I said, looking down at them.
"They're not bad, but I always felt like they were a bit small. Now my butt...That's my best attribute, I think," she said as she turned around and wiggled her ass at me. "I know you were checking it out, so what do you think?"
"Well, from what I saw it looked pretty good," I admitted, looking down at her jeans covered ass as she rubbed it back and forth across my hard cock inside my pants.
"Bet that feels pretty good too. When you were on top of me it felt like you were getting pretty turned on. Were you? Turned on I mean?" she asked, rubbing her ass slowly back and forth across me.
"Uh....yeah. I was."
"Mmmmmm that's good to know," she said seductively. "Feels like you're getting even more turned on, you're so hard right now."
"A bit." I agreed, moving my hands onto her hips.
"I bet you'd love to get my pants down again, wouldn't you? I saw you taking pictures of my ass. Bet that's the sexiest plumbers crack you've ever seen, isn't it?" she asked as she continued to rub back and forth across me.
"Yeah, it is," I groaned softly.
"Hmmm well, how about a little more?" she asked, bending a bit more at the waist and letting her pants slide down part way. With about half her ass showing she continued to rub back and forth, her cheeks now bumping over my rock hard shaft in my pants. Time and again she rubbed back and forth, each time letting her pants slip a little farther down until the only thing she had on above her thighs was the tiny red thong panty.
"Ooooooh god!" I groaned as she bounced her now bare ass across my pants, my hands on her bare hips, my fingers gripping the only thing she had on that high, the tiny strings that held the thong panty on.
"Come on stud! Why don't you just pull that hard cock out and let me feel it between my cheeks! You're not bashful, are you?" she teased.
"Hell no!" I responded, broken from my hormone induced trance. I pulled the camera from around my neck and let the strap slide through my fingers as I lowered it to the floor. It only took me a second to unbuckle my belt and undo the button. The zipper was a bit more trouble since she kept rubbing her ass back and forth across me. I finally just stepped back slightly and jerked it down, shoving my pants and underwear down to my knees in one motion, leaving my hard cock sticking up at an angle. I grabbed her hips and stepped back toward her, letting my cock nestle between her creamy soft cheeks.
"Ahhh much nicer!" she moaned as she wiggled on it, bending over farther and reaching between her legs to tease my balls. "So? Are you just going to play with my ass?"
"Oh trust me I can do a lot more than that!" I answered her, grabbing hold of the tiny strings that made up the tiny thong panty, pulling it as far down her legs as I could reach. . "Try this!" I said, pushing my hips back and grabbing my rock hard cock. I pushed my cock down and rubbed it up and down between her fat meaty outer pussy lips, drawing her surprisingly copious juices from between them, lubricating my engorged mushroom head. With my head glistening with her wetness, I engaged it into the entrance of her tunnel and then let go to grab hold of her hips. In one smooth motion I shoved my hips forward, driving my cock deep into her pussy and drawing a cry of surprise mixed with pleasure from Suuny's lips.
"That more like it?" I asked as I started driving my cock in and out of her pussy, holding on to her smooth firm hips for leverage. Each stroke drove deep into her, her soft velvety tunnel caressing each inch of my sliding cock until my engorged head pressed against the end of her tunnel.
"OH FUCK!" Sunny cried, standing bent over with her hands on her knees, her legs spread only as far as the pants around her knees would allow. "Wait a minute," she panted after several minutes of me slapping my hips into her bare ass. She pushed me back and stood up, turning around to face me. Her breasts and chest glistened with beads of perspiration as she reached for the hem of my shirt and pulled it upward. "If we're going to do this, it's not going to be a quick bang me and run! Get these clothes off and fuck me right!" she snapped in a commanding tone.
"Yes maam." I answered in surprise, lifting my arms to let her push my shirt up and off.
She tossed my shirt aside and then crouched down, undoing my boots and forcing me to lift my leg to pull off my boot and pants leg. I barely had that foot back on the ground and she was pulling the other one up, jerking off the boot and leaving me in nothing but my socks. She quickly untied her own work boots and half stood while she stepped out of them, pulling her pants off each leg and then standing straight up, straddling the pile of pants and boots between her legs.
"Now. Come here!" she commanded, reaching out with her arms as she stepped closer to me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my head down towards her, pressing her soft lips urgently against mine. She kissed me hotly, her tongue trying to tease its way into my mouth impatiently. I finally recovered from my surprise at her forcefulness and wrapped my arms around her waist.
I kissed her back, my own levels of desire slowly inching back up to what they had been before she took me off guard. I slid my hands down to her ass and cupped each full cheek, squeezing and kneading them. Feeling my hands under her ass she half jumped, half lifted herself with her arms still circling my neck, her legs wrapping around my waist, levering herself up until I could feel my cock slip from where it was trapped between us. With surprising strength she held most of her weight up with one arm and her legs around me, reaching behind and under her to push my cock toward her pussy with her finger tips.
"Yeah....that's it," she moaned softly as she slowly lowered herself down on my cock. "I kind of like this," she cooed as she tried to ride herself up and down my rock hard shaft.
I awkwardly walked the short distance to the closest corner, pushing her ass into the corner as I tried to lift her enough so I could pump my cock up and down into her hot wet pussy. She unwrapped her legs from around me one at a time, finding places in the raw stud walls to support her feet. With her weight now supported by the walls and not my body, I was free to hump my hips, driving my cock in and out of her pussy as she held my face to hers, her moans now coming into my mouth after she closed her lips to mine again.
I could feel every inch of her pussy squeezing and caressing me as I pumped in and out, her pussy grabbing and squeezing me as if it were a hand stroking me in time with my own strokes.
"Oh shit oh shit....I'm going to cum!" she gasped, breaking the kiss and tilting her head back in a long slow groan of pleasure as her whole body was wracked by spasms and jerks. I kept pumping up into her for what seemed like an hour before her body relaxed. I could feel my body getting close to its own climax, my strokes growing faster and shorter by the second.
"NO! Not yet stud!" she gasped, pushing me away until my cock pulled from her, slapping up against my stomach and standing there twitching and jumping on its own as my body screamed for release. She slowly climbed out of the corner and pushed me back with a hand on my chest until we were in the middle of the next room. "On the floor on your back there stud!" She commanded me.
I really didn't know what she had in mind, but I was dying to get my cock back into her pussy and unload what was waiting for her. I lay down on the floor facing up, but was surprised when she stepped over me and knelt down facing my feet rather than my head, her knees pinning my arms to the ground.
"Now stud. Lick my hot little twat. See if you can make me cum again and maybe I'll give you the happy ending you're looking for!"
It wasn't like I would have said no, but she never really gave me the chance to tell her that I enjoy licking a good pussy almost as much as fucking one...as long as the fucking comes sooner or later.
She quickly bent her legs to lower her dripping wet pussy down toward my face, her feathery inner lips now engorged and protruding from between her meaty outer lips. I reached out with my tongue and pressed it between her lips and licked the length of her pussy, tasting her sweet nectar while she engulfed my cock with her hot wet mouth.
"Ohhhhh damn," I groaned softly between licks while her head bobbed up and down my shaft. I knew I wasn't going to last long the way she was going and I dove into her pussy, well at least as much as I could do without hands, licking between her lips time after time and spending long seconds flicking my tongue across her exposed hard clit.
I felt her mouth slide down my cock as I tried to lift my hips to drive it deeper, my cock plunging past the back of mouth and into the tight confines of her throat. She gagged slightly but then pressed deeper until I could feel her lips touch my balls. "OH SHIT!" I grunted into her pussy as I felt my balls start to release the gallons of cum that were pent up and waiting for release. Much to my shock she pulled her face from my cock and squeezed hard, almost painfully hard, around the base of my cock just as the first squirt of cum started its trip. The result was that instead of a hard gush of hot cum leaping into the air, all that came out was a small trickle that rolled down the length of my shaft before sliding over her fingers, my cock suddenly starting to soften from the sudden surge of pain.
I lost track of how long we lay there, her head bobbing up and down my shaft until I was once again rock hard, and my tongue making the trip spectacular up her slit over and over again. I made sure that my tongue teased her clit in some way with each trip and also, frequently as I could, pressed it as deep into her tunnel as I could. I would have preferred to have the use of my hands to drive a finger into her, but she continued to pin them to the floor even though I had tried to extricate them.
"Are you really ready to cum now?" She asked, pulling her face from my cock and looking around her arm at me.



"Fuck yes!" I shot back, more than ready to unload again.
"Good!" she said as she quickly spun around, finally releasing my arms and kneeling on all fours over me so her tits were hovering in front of my face. I felt her grab my cock as she looked back toward her own ass and then felt the heat of her sopping pussy envelope my head. Ever so slowly she backed down my shaft, driving more and more of my fat cock into her pussy, her eyes closed and a tiny moan escaping from her lips. She continued to push back against me until I was fully engulfed by her wet soft tunnel, her hips rolling slightly to grind her clit against the base of my cock before she started sliding up it again, agonizingly slowly.
"Now just lay there and be a good boy, and I'll give you a wonderful orgasm." She practically whispered.
Laying there and being good was far from what I had in mind. I would have preferred right then to reach for her hips and jam my cock deep into her as I exploded, but I did my best to not hump up into her pussy as she eased up and down my shaft over and over again, each trip her hips rolling and grinding herself against me. It wasn't long before I reached up to those incredibly sexy tits and cupped each one in a hand, letting her hard nipples protrude between my fingers. With each stroke she made I squeezed her breasts, making sure my fingers squeezed her nipples, and then as she hit the end of her stroke and rolled her hips, I pulled on her nipples, stretching and elongating them before letting them slide from between my fingers to snap back into place.
Over and over we repeated this dance, my cock on the verge of blowing its load, but her motions seeming to be timed to just keep me from going over the edge. Her own eyes stayed closed, her mind focused on the sensations that seemed to be rippling through her whole body. She was covered with a sheen of sweat, some of it combining to run down her sides and legs, a bit even trickling around her sexy tits to be trapped between my hands and her creamy soft skin.
"Ohhhh yes. Soooo good and oh so close!" she cooed as she rocked herself, driving both of us wild. "You wanna cum in my hot little pussy? Fill me with your hot thick fuck juice? Come on stud. Give me that cum. Let your cock explode inside me!" she said in a husky breathless voice as she started riding me faster, her strokes up and down my shaft suddenly becoming harder as she slammed herself down on me, her bare ass slapping against my thighs.
"OH FUCK I'M CUUUUMMMMMIIINNNNGGGGG!!!!" She screamed suddenly as her pussy convulsed around me, squeezing me and rippling up and down the length of my shaft as she continued to slam down on my cock, banging my engorged mushroom head into the end of her tunnel and her clit into the base of my cock. "OHHHHH GODDDD DO IT! CUM FOR ME!"
I groaned and arched my back, driving my cock up to meet her strokes as I my cock began to swell even larger, I could feel my cum boiling up ready to fill her. "Oh shit. Here it comes!" I groaned loudly.
"OHHH FUCK YESSSSSS!!!!" She screamed as the first gush of my cum shot up into her. She jammed herself down onto me, her whole body trembling and shaking as my cock surged shot after shot up into her, my body jerking and convulsing with each new pulse of cum.
"Ohhhhhh Yesssssss!" She hissed softly after what felt like an hour of our mutual climax. She reached for my hands and pulled them from her tits, entwining her fingers into mine and slowly pushing my hands up and over my head. She pressed our hands against the floor and slowly lowered herself down until she was laying flat on top of me, her tits pressing to my chest and her soft lips gently teasing against mine. "Now that was more like it," she whispered. "I kind of hate to get dressed and go home. Maybe we'll just stay here and fuck all night!"
"Well, it's not the most comfortable place I've ever screwed," I answered her.
"Well then, where will it be, your place or mine?" she asked me as I lay pinned below her.
"Yours or mine?" I asked in confusion.
"Uh huh. You don't think that one little go around was going to be enough. I told you that if you were going to fuck me I expected to be well fucked. So, do we continue this at your place or mine?"
"Well, yours I guess," I answered with a shrug.
"Good,." she said letting go of my hands and standing up, a gush of cum leaking from her and dripping across the floor as she walked over to her pants. She pulled her boots from the legs and slipped them onto her stocking feet. "No point in putting any of this back on. We'll just be taking it off when we get home anyway. Besides, I'd kind of like to see just how hard you get riding around in my van completely naked!"
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It was mid morning before Sonny dropped me off at the house, driving off to go pick up plumbing parts at the building supply store after I had gotten out. It was a pretty chilly trot from where she dropped me off to the house, especially since I was making it wearing nothing but my boots on my bare feet and a long trench coat she loaned me so I wasn't completely naked.
The night before sunny had been adamant that neither of us needed any clothes, so all of mine remained in a pile upstairs with hers. This morning she seemed a bit embarrassed by that decision and gave me a coat to wear until I could retrieve my clothes. It wasn't until we pulled in the long driveway and saw the two panel vans parked in the drive that she thought about the fact that the house might not be empty. In fact it appeared to be far from empty.
I made my way up the stairs as quietly as I could, hearing a number of female voices in the kitchen area. My first thought, given the location, was that it was the crew of electricians.
Getting to the top of the stairs unseen emboldened me and I quickly shucked my boots and coat and started to grab my clothes to pull them on. In retrospect it was probably not a good idea to stand in the middle of a room that had only open stud walls to try and dress. I was still standing and untangling my underwear when I heard the voice behind me. "Hey Marion! I found the owner of those pants!"
I spun around in surprise and saw a tall medium built black woman standing on the stairs, leaning against an open wall of studs, watching me. She wasn't thin by any stretch of the imagination, and the relatively dirty t-shirt she wore was quite amply filled out.
"Oh yeah?" another voice called from down the stairs. "You find a pack rat or something up there Joyce?"
"Not unless they come in a six foot version with a pretty hot looking body!" The lady at the top of the stairs called back. It was only seconds before two more sets of feet came running up the stairs, leaving me time to do little besides grab the coat off the floor and use it to cover my privates before two heads popped up the stair well. The first was a tall thin red haired woman wearing a pair of carpenters coveralls with a short cut-off red t-shirt under it, leaving a fair amount of skin exposed around her sides. The woman that followed was a slightly huskier blond woman whose blond hair was up in a pony tail sticking out the back of a ball cap, and a long florescent orange t-shirt that seemed to be covering a pair of holie jeans after draping off a fairly large and significantly protruding chest.
"Damn Joyce. You did, didn't you?" the blond said as she stared at me.
"No shit Jeanie. You think I'd lie about a naked man?" the black lady said with a smile.
The thin redhead climbed the last two stairs and then slowly walked toward me, surveying me up and down as she made her way around. "Pretty hunky too. Now I know what Sunny was doing here last night. Damn! So tell me hot stuff. What are you doing up here naked? Just looking for a hot fuck or something?"
"Uhhh Well, actually I own this place," I answered, a bit irritated at the comments I was getting.
"Oh shit!" Joyce said, turning on her heel and quickly disappearing down the stairs with Jeanie following close behind.
"Um. I'm sorry. I'm Marion," the redhead said, holding her hand out a little nervously. "We didn't mean anything by it, just weren't expecting to see a naked guy up here, if you know what I mean."
I shook her hand with my free hand, and had to laugh at myself. Here I was standing naked, with nothing but a shirt covering my cock and I could feel myself getting a hard on from just shaking her hand. What was wrong with me? I asked myself as I let go of her hand. She stepped back and instead of leaving like the other two ladies had, she leaned against the frame of the doorway.
"Uh can I have a little privacy?" I asked hopefully.
"Actually, no. I've known Sunny for most of my life, and to be blunt, there haven't been even half a dozen guys that she's let into her pants. I'd kind of like to see what was so special about you that she felt the need to swing back to a real cock. I mean are you hung like a horse or what?"
"Um. Nothing special that I know of," I answered, wrinkling my forehead while I tried to think of some reasonably dignified way out of this.
"Really?" she asked in surprise, pushing off the frame and slowly walking toward me. She bent over and pulled Sunny's t-shirt from the night before off the floor, followed by the tiny panties she had been wearing. "I've never known her to mess with anyone on a job site, but to get naked and leave her clothes here? No...Nothing special just isn't going to cut it." She dropped the shirt and panties, then reached out for the coat that I was holding in front of me, grabbed the sleeve, and gently began tugging it, trying to encourage me to let go of it, which I was not about to do. "Come on. How about a look see?"
"I don't think so," I answered, still holding onto the coat over my half hard cock.
"Well then. Maybe we need to try this another way," she said as she started to step around me. She held onto the coat until she was behind me, her arm now wrapped around me. I could feel the cold buckle of her tool belt pressing against my ass as she slid her other arm round me, her hand flat against my bare stomach. I held my breath as she slid her hand down, sneaking it between the coat and my body until her fingers teased across my cock. "Mmmmmm now we're getting some place," she whispered into my ear as she leaned herself tighter against my back.
"I don't think this is a good idea. I mean it's not like we're alone," I protested lamely as her fingers wrapped around my quickly hardening shaft.
"That's ok. They can join me if they want," she whispered as she began stroking me slowly under the coat. We stood that way for several long minutes before I inexplicably released the coat and allowed her to pull it away, her hand now more easily sliding the length of my hard shaft. "Ohhh that is a nice cock. Much better now that I can feel the whole thing. Nice and fat and long," she whispered as she started sliding around me again. She stepped carefully around me until she was standing in front of me, both hands on my cock. "Now that it's all nice and hard what shall we do with it? Hmmmm?"
While I answered "I guess that's up to you" as she stood in front of me, part of my brain asked me what the fuck I was doing. Those thoughts seemed to be quickly pushed away as she played gently with my cock.
"Well, I'm pretty sure that there are other ways for me to stroke this that would be much more enjoyable, aren't there?" she asked, removing one hand from my cock, but holding on with the other as if it would disappear if she let go. Her free hand undid the buckle of her tool belt, which thumped loudly onto the floor. It had no sooner hit the floor and she was undoing the two shoulder straps of the coverall type jeans, allowing them to slide down off her thin hips, exposing a pair of small blue bikini panties. She stuck a thumb in the waistband of the panties and eagerly wiggled her ass as she worked them down to her thighs, exposing a curly mat of reddish brown hair.
"Now let's see if this feels a bit more interesting," she said a bit breathlessly as she stepped her hips closer to mine, pushing my cock down toward her pussy. I was surprised how wet her pussy was as she pushed her hips forward, banging her thighs into mine as she slid her wet lips along the top of my rock hard shaft. "Ohhhh yes so much better," she half moaned as she held onto my hips and began to slowly stroke herself back and forth along my shaft, rubbing her clit along the length of me.
I grabbed hold of her t-shirt and pulled up, making her lift her arms briefly while I pulled the shirt off of her, leaving her completely nude from the knees up. The freckles spotted on her face and neck continued down her creamy white chest and flowed over her two small breasts, each one cone shaped with a rigid nipple centered in the midst of a bright pink puckered areola. I tossed the shirt aside and reached for her tits, easily cupping both small soft mounds in my hands, squeezing them between my palm and fingers and pulling on her nipples.
"Oh fuck. You're pretty damn good with those hands," she moaned softly.
"Oh? Well, just wait then," I answered, stepping back and pulling my cock from between her legs. I turned her around and bend her at the waist, aligning my cock with her exposed pussy lips. I pushed forward gently, pressing my head between her lips while I worked it up and down slightly to engage it into her tunnel opening. I felt my mushroom head engage into her and then gripped her hips, using them as handles to pull her back toward me. Ever so slowly her tunnel expanded, slowly enveloping me as I pulled her onto my shaft. I had gotten about half way into her before my only partially lubricated cock grabbed at her lips. Using short little strokes I quickly worked my cock in and out of her pussy, getting more and more of her juices coating my cock and spread on her lips, allowing me to work deeper and deeper into her until my hips pressed against her bare ass.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly, reaching out to hold onto the closest two by four to keep from falling over. With my cock fully buried inside her, I reached around her, cupping one tit with a hand and sliding my other between her legs. She stood back up part way, using the two by four as leverage to start bouncing her ass against me, working my cock in and out of her wet tunnel a few short inches with each stroke.
I let my fingers dive between her lips and seek out her hard clit, her lips letting out a soft squeak the first time I stroked across it. "So you want me to make you cum?" I asked her softly, gently stroking my finger across her clit while she bounced herself on and off my cock, her strokes growing more urgent with each passing second.
"Oh god yes," she moaned to me, "Please."
"If that's what you want," I answered her, working my finger up and down across her clit in time with the strokes she was making on my cock, my other hand squeezing and pulling at her tiny tit.
"Ohhhh...Oh yeah....Oh shit," she started whimpering as I started stroking in time with her, driving my cock its full length into her with each combined stroke and my hips smacking against her bare ass.
"Marion, you still up here?" Joyce, the black woman called, as she climbed the stairs. "Oh shit you are!" she said as she stood at the top of the stairs, staring at Marion's front as I continued to stroke into her, banging her hard enough to make her whole body shake with each stroke.
"Fuck yes! Fuck yes! Ohhhhhh God yes. OH shit yes," Marion mumbled over and over as I continued fucking her, my finger never stopping between her legs and my other hand continuing to squeeze and kneed her small tit.
"Jesus Marion!" Joyce said, clearly not sure if she should continue up the stairs or retreat back down. She took one step down, paused and came up two steps, her eyes never wavering from the sight in front of her. It only took a few moments before one of her own hands was moving up and unconsciously squeezing one of her large breasts through the layers of cloth that obviously contained them.
"UH fuck yes. Ohhh God yes. Fuck me. Fuck yes keep fucking me! Almost there....Ohhhhhhh fuck so close!" Marion squeaked as I stroked in and out of her, determined to hold her right at the edge of her climax as long as I could. I slowed my finger between her legs, drawing a cry of complaint from her. "Nooooooooo Make me cum! Oh god make me cum please!"
"You want me to?" I asked from behind her, my hips slapping into her ass with each stroke.
"Oh god yes! Fuck I'm so close! God what a fucking tease you are!" she moaned.
Movement over by the stairs caught my attention, and I looked over to see Joyce pulling her shirt and sports bra up over her large chest. Her hands cupped both her big tits, her skin the color of lightly stained wood, but her areola deep brown and puckered around two hard protruding nipples. I watched her play with her big tits which hung well down her chest in the shape of two large teardrops, the areola covering almost all of the front of each one, her nipples pointed slightly upward when her hands weren't lifting and cupping them. She quickly undid the belt holding her ponderous tool belt on and set it on the floor by the top of the stairs and leaned back against the open stud wall as she undid the front of her pants enough to snake a hand inside.
"Ohhhhh god you fucking tease! Make me cum! Oh please make me cum!" Marion begged as I watched Joyce, my cock still plunging in and out of the skinny redhead.
"Oh shit," I groaned as I watched Joyce's pants slip down as she stared at us, one hand lifting her tit to her own lips, and her other hand plunging between her legs. I could see her dark black curls on her mound each time she pushed her hand deeper between her legs her fingers obviously dipping deep into her tunnel. Distracted by Joyce's motions I stroked Marion faster, matching my own strokes once again sliding my finger up and down the length of her slit, dragging it over her clit in time with my plunges into her.
"OHHHHHH FUCK YES!" Marion squealed as her climax washed over her, her whole body trembling and shaking as I continued to pound into her. "UH FUCK! GOD YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSS!" she squealed, her voice cracking and breaking into a long cry of pleasure before practically collapsing in front of me. I lowered her to her hands and knees, my cock sliding from her sopping pussy with a loud slurp.
"Oh shit!" Joyce mumbled, her fingers working in and out of her pussy inside her pants, which were hanging more and more off her body the longer she stood there.
I walked the several feet over toward her, my rock hard cock wagging back and forth, Marion's juices dripping from my balls. I stepped down onto the step next to her and gently pushed her back against the edge of the stairs so she had to sit on the floor, on the edge of the hole that opened in the floor for the stairs. I leaned her back a little and untied her shoes, tossing them over my shoulder before jerking her pants the rest of the way down and off her legs. She rested back on her elbows, her whole body now nude except for her short little socks and her shirt and bra pushed up over the top of her huge tits. I stepped half a step up and between her legs, aiming my cock at her nearly black pussy lips as she raised her legs high in the air. It was an unusual sight for me to see my pinkish cock disappearing into her dark pussy, but any thought of that quickly evaporated when I started sliding in and out of her pussy, each impact of my hips against her large round ass making her tits roll and jiggle on her chest.
"OH sweet Jesus yes!" she gasped as I pounded into her, my cock seeming to grow fatter by the second as I got closer to climax. One thing I love is the sight of a big pair of tits wiggling around or swinging wildly, and Joyce had a pair of very large tits that were doing just exactly what I love to see.
"Oh shit. I'm going to cum," I grunted as felt my cum starting to make the trip up my shaft.
"Ohhhh Give it to me! Give me your cock!" Joyce begged, reaching down for my cock and trying to pull it out of her pussy. As I pulled back she pulled up and my thrust forward slid the bottom side of my cock along her exposed clit, making her jump as if she had been jolted with a bolt of electricity. "Again...Do that again!" She pleaded, pressing my cock down against her pussy.
I pulled back and then pushed forward again, smashing my tightened balls against her wet pussy, my cock sliding along her clit once again. I pulled back one more time before my body jerked convulsively, shoving my cock along her clit again, the first huge stream of cum lancing out the tip of my head and splashing on her tits and belly. For what seemed like an hour my body jerked and twitched, spurting shot after shot of hot white cream all over her, her own fingers finishing the job my cock had been doing so recently.
"AHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" ,he screamed as her whole body trembled and shook under the attack of her own fingers.
"Damn!" I panted, leaning against her, my arms holding her around her legs, which stuck up in the air obscenely. She rested one leg on either side of my head while she slowly rubbed the pools of cum into her heaving chest like lotion.
"God that felt good." Joyce said breathlessly. "Now I know why Marion was up here so long."
"Yeah. It did get carried away a bit didn't it?" Marion said from across the room where she was dressing herself. "What happened to Jeanie?"
"She is going to be so pissed. She had to run to Lowes and get a few more switch boxes." Joyce said, sliding her legs off my shoulders and trying to sit up.
"Well, maybe you can convince him to hang around a bit longer and fuck her brains out. I mean damn...It was well worth it to me!" Marion said with a laugh.
"So what, I'm just supposed to hang around and get passed around?" I asked as I climbed the stairs and walked over to my clothes. "This has gotten way out of hand."
"I'm sorry. Honest. I didn't mean for any of this to happen. I just kind of really got turned on when I saw you and well...... Hell it was good!" Marion said, stepping over to me. She took my hands, pulling the underwear from them and then leaned closer to me, giving me a soft kiss on the lips. "I really am sorry," she whispered after breaking the seconds long kiss. "I can get a little aggressive some times, but I almost never really let a guy fuck me."
"Fuck Marion. You're the biggest cock tease there is! I've seen you leave guys practically on their knees begging you to finish them off and you not doing any more than letting them see your little cunny," Joyce said as she dressed by the stairs.
"I guess I was the lucky one then," I whispered back.
"Both of us I think. Now, let me help you, ok?" She said, squatting down and holding out my underwear. I stepped into them and she leaned toward me, giving my softened cock a kiss before covering it. Before I was fully dressed, Joyce came over, her shirt pulled back in place and her pants back on.
"You know...that wasn't something I usually do, but if you get lonely and need a little pussy action, just give me a call. I'm sure we can find someplace quiet to play."
"I'll remember that," I said.
"Not without my number," she said with a wink, reaching for my hand. She used a fine point marker to write a phone number on my palm. With that done, and her tool belt in her hand, she disappeared down the stairs once again.
"Well. This isn't exactly what I expected to do at work today," Marian said as she buckled the straps of the coveralls.
"Yeah. Me either."
"So. I'm not going to be in trouble with Sunny, am I?" she asked, looking questioningly at me.
"To be honest. I'm kind of embarrassed this happened. I don't exactly know what got into me, today or last night. So as far as I'm concerned...no I'm not telling her."
"Good," she said softly. "Now if you want to do more, there's at least one cock in this town I will fuck."
"I take it you don't do a lot?"
"Actually, there was a time I played pretty hard. But a guy screwed me over pretty badly and since then I guess I spend my time teasing them and leaving them hanging, just like he did to me. Not a very nice thing to do though is it?"
"Not for the guy, no."
"Well. Maybe someday I'll find a guy that's worth more than that. For now, me and my ladies will just keep each other happy." She grinned before she spun on her foot and headed across the room carrying her tool belt.



I shook my head and followed her down the stairs and headed out to my car, driving off before either Sunny or the other electrician came back.
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My wife and I met Jack and Diane at square dancing lessons. I'm not exactly sure what started the friendship between my wife Nancy and Diane, but I was pretty sure that the initial attraction for me was watching Diane's rather large breasts bounce enticingly in the thin western style button down she wore that first night. Let's face it, I may be getting a few years on my fifty plus year old body, but I do still enjoy looking. In this case the ten or more year younger dishwater blond, tall and thin, with breasts nearly as large as my wife's was bound to attract my attention.
One of the rules of the instructor was to frequently change partners. So every break, and there were a number of them in the two and a half hour evening, you picked a different partner, generally with the guys choosing. It was no surprise that I managed to dance with Diane at least once that night, but what was a bit of a surprise was to see my wife partnered with her husband twice that night.
After thirty plus years of marriage we were both pretty comfortable with our relationship. She knew men looked, it was inherent in the breed, and that was ok, as long as I didn't touch, didn't make it overly obvious and I absolutely never, ever, ever made any verbal comparison of her to someone I had seen. So as long as I stayed inside her rules I was free to enjoy what I could see. I wasn't completely oblivious to the fact that she too liked to look, and other than the occasional passing comment about some hot actor in a movie, she followed her own rules as well. I expected that the passing attraction at the square dance lessons would stay just that, a passing attraction. And so it was, for the second, third and fourth weeks lessons. Each week I managed to find a way to dance with Diane and each week my wife somehow ended up with Jack as a partner. It wasn't like they were the only ones we danced with or anything. Out of six to eight squares we generally had a different partner each time. Some of my partners were much younger, some much older and some even flirtier. One thirty something even surprised me by grabbing my ass when she thought no one else could see.
What was a surprise was that on the way home from the fourth nights lesson my wife told me that Jack and Diane, like us, were big NASCAR fans and she invited them over for bar-b-que and to watch Daytona on that Sunday. You could have knocked me over with a feather. I had learned a bit about Diane during our "encounters" at the lessons, but somehow I hadn't gotten around to that one.
That first Sunday ended up being the start of a long string of get togethers. Not every Sunday of course, but frequently over the next months, we swapped which of us hosted the Sunday race and enjoyed our time together enough to extend it into the evening, usually playing some type of card or board game. I was surprised at how quickly the friendship between the four of us grew. While like most guys, Jack and I talked on the weekends, our wives managed to find time to chat on the phone frequently during the week. While Jack and Diane were a bit younger than we were, the four of us got along very well.
One of our more regular evening games was playing spades, a partner's type card game. Some nights we would play couple against couple, and other times guys against gals. Usually when we played the latter the gals won. I suppose that was because I had a tendency to bet more trump than I could actually carry, and we would get "set", or not win as many tricks as we had bet we could. That always came with a rather nasty points penalty, which tended to make me play my next hand a bit too conservative. The end result was that the gals usually won. If we played couples we were much better matched because my wife could read my tendencies a bit better and compensate for my aggressive betting. It was all only for points after all, there was no money or anything else exchanged....well usually.
One night, playing gals against guys Diane suggested that the losers of the night had to wash the dishes, adding a little "real loss" to the game. Even I had to admit that it made the game a bit more challenging, and close. Despite my best efforts Jack and I lost and ended up washing the dishes while the ladies sat on the sofa and chatted, tossing occasional jibes our way while they watched us work.
With dance lessons over, our Sunday gatherings continued, and we expanded our occasional get together into other areas. I invited Jack to go fishing with me a few times and my wife invited both of them to go to the lake for a Saturday afternoon of boating and swimming. If I thought Diane looked good in shorts and a T-shirt, she was absolutely stunning in the barely there bikini she wore that day. Enough so that it was a struggle not to have a hardon showing through my swim trunks all day. That night my wife and I had some of the most energetic sex we'd had in a long time.
"So what brought this on?" she asked breathlessly after the two of us climaxed for a second time. "As if I didn't know."
"What's that?" I asked her as I rolled off of her and lay back on the bed panting, drawing her toward me so she could snuggle against my side, her leg sliding over mine and her head moving to lay on my still heaving chest.
"I saw you staring at Diane today. You weren't exactly being subtle about it."
"Sorry. Wasn't trying to be obvious. I guess she just filled out that suit a bit more than I was used to seeing."
"Yeah, Jack seemed to think the same thing about me. If I didn't know better I'd say he wanted to get me into a suit like that."
"You would have looked good in one." I answered.
"I'm too old and fat for a bikini." She answered me.
"Not even."
"Well, don't get your hopes up. Too many eyes could see way too much if I wore something like that."
"Well, these eyes wouldn't complain. I still like the way you look."
"Uh huh." She said with a soft sigh. "That's what you always say. I still don't believe you."
That seemed to be the end of the conversation, both of us drifting off to sleep shortly after.
Sunday came and it was our turn to host for the race. Jack and Diane showed up just after noon and a few minutes before the green flag. We relaxed and enjoyed the race and then enjoyed some bar-b-que ribs for dinner.
"So you boys up for dishes again tonight? I don't feel like doing them after eating all that food!" Diane said as we sat down around the now cleared kitchen table to play spades.
"Ya know. Last time we got stuck with the dishes, but if we would have won you really didn't lose anything because you would have had to do the dishes anyway. Somehow I don't think that's quite fair." Jack said as he settled into his chair with a fresh beer.
"Well, you didn't complain before. Why complain now?" Diane chided back. "It's not like you're going to win with Nancy and me as partners."
"You never know, we might win. We came close two weeks ago." Jack chided back.
"Close don't count except in horseshoes and hand grenades!" Diane shot back with a grin.
"Well, I still think we need a bet that costs you something more than what you'd be doing anyway." Jack said to his wife as I sat down with a glass of soda, chuckling at the two.
"Fine. Tell me lover...Just what do you think a fair wager would be? A special dinner? Maybe a massage?"
"Oh, I think it should be something Mike can enjoy too. I mean after all if we lose we both get stuck with the dishes." Jack said.
"Fine. Tell me what should it be Mike?"
"Hey, don't get me in this," I said, holding my hands up defensively. "This is between you and Jack."
"Smart move honey," Diane said before she turned back to her husband. "Well, lover? What's it going to be?"
"Naked." Jack said with a grin.
"Naked what?" Diane asked, her face clearly indicating her confusion.
"Do the dishes naked!"
"No way lover. That' ain't happening" Diane said somewhat crossly.
"Why not? That bikini you were wearing on the boat was damn near the same thing as being naked. Your whole ass was exposed for Mike to ogle at."
"Lover, bare buns and bare boobs are two totally different things. I don't mind showing my cheeks, but I thought the rest was reserved for you."
"You're the one that got the skimpiest bikini you could find for yesterday. I just figured you wanted to show off to him. How about you Mike? You wanna see my wife wash the dishes butt naked?"
"Oh....don't get me involved in this!" I answered shaking my head, glancing at my wife and seeing her shaking her head the same way.
"You really want me showing everything off to some strange man?"
"He's not a strange man. Besides, what are friends for?" Jack said with a laugh. "But if you're scared.... I'm sure I can think of something tamer."
"Tamer? You think I need something tamer? That I'm afraid to take your little bet?" She snapped. "You're on. But if you lose you two have to do the dishes in the buff. Now the ball's in your court sweetie. Got the brass one's to take an even bet?"
"Michael... Don't you dare!" My wife hissed quietly, kicking my leg under the table.
"Yeah, you better count me out of this one," I said to Jack, shaking my head slowly. A much as I thought it would be pretty exciting to see Diane completely nude, it was pretty clear that my wife didn't want me getting tangled up in this little feud.
"What no balls? You know we could very well win," Jack said, looking evenly back at me.
"We could. But we could also lose. I'm not sure that you really win either way."
"You don't want to see my wife doing the dishes naked?"
"I didn't say that!"
"Then it's just that you're afraid to be equally disrobed?"
I chuckled. "In a public place maybe, but not in my own house. No in this case I'm just not sure it's appropriate."
"You know Michael," Diane said, putting stress on my full name, which usually only my wife used when she was upset at me. "I would have thought you would have jumped at the chance, as slim as it is, to see me naked."
"Oh trust me, I would, but I'm not at all sure my wife would either appreciate me being exposed to you, or worse yet, her being exposed to your husband."
"Really? Nancy is that true? You wouldn't appreciate watching the boys doing the dishes in the buff?"
"Oh. It might be ok to see Jack, but I haven't shared my husband's best traits with anyone else. I don't know that I want to start now." My wife said somewhat nervously. "Not to mention, we could lose."
"Ha. Us lose? When was the last time we lost against them?"
"Oh, it's been a while, but we have, and last time we played against them if they hadn't set that last hand they would have beat us. I'm not sure I want to risk that."
"Come on Nancy, you're the one that said you wished you could see my husband without his shorts on a few weeks ago," Diane prodded.
"You said that!?" I asked my wife in surprise, watching her cheeks turn crimson with embarrassment.
"Well, maybe I did say that," she practically whispered.
"Well then it's settled... Losing team washes the dishes in the buff!" Jack said triumphantly.
"NO!" my wife practically squealed. "I could never be naked in front of a strange man!"
"Tell you what. I'll go buff, you wear something skimpy. How's that? IF we lose, and that's a huge if, Jack gets to pick something from your dresser for you to wear. How's that sound?" Diane said to my still blushing wife.
"I hope I don't regret this." Nancy answered quietly as Diane turned her attention to me. "But it has to cover both my top and bottom! No half outfits or anything!"
"How about that? Sound fair? That way she isn't naked in the unlikely event that we lose," Diane said, looking directly at me for my approval. "But I really am looking forward to seeing you butt naked, especially after the huge bulge you had in your swim suit at the lake!"
I thought about it for a minute, looking to my wife for some sign of approval. I wasn't sure we could win, but if we did I was pretty comfortable now that the most she would be showing was a little skin. Her dresser didn't have anything more revealing than maybe some skimpy panties and a lacy bra. All the really sexy stuff I'd bought her over the years was tucked away in the overflow dresser in the closet. So the real question came down to, was it worth the risk losing and having to be naked in front of Diane against the chance to see her naked? My cock, already hardening at just the thought of seeing those big firm tits naked pretty much made up my mind for me. "Ok. I'm in."
The game, which usually went about an hour and a half was still being hard fought well past two hours, but with both of us nearly tied the next hand or two could end the game in either teams favor.
Jack and I pushed it just a little too hard trying to break over that thousand point winning threshold, going set and dropping down another forty points. I groaned loudly as the ladies added up the score and found themselves within five points of winning. It looked like we were definitely going to lose, barring a miracle.
Diane dealt the next hand with a distinctly triumphant look. I looked at my hand and knew that we had little chance of making up the score we needed. I had maybe four tricks I could count on out of the thirteen. My wife bid three, a very conservative bid. I was actually shocked when Jack pulled our bid up to 7 tricks, which would theoretically get us enough points to get over the thousand points. When the bid came back around to Diane she jacked their bid up to eight, an extremely confident look on her crooked smile.
Around the table we went, laying our cards the ladies taking some and Jack and myself taking some. One of us was not going to make their bid. When Jack picked up our sixth trick we both knew that the girls were going to go set. The only question was were we? All we had to do was take one more trick of the last three. The ladies took the next and the one after that. We all tossed our cards out for the last trick, which my ten of hearts took, much to my surprise.
I could almost hear Diane groan as she scribbled the numbers on the score pad, subtracting the 80 from their 995 score and adding 70 to our 932.
"I can't believe that they won!" Diane said, her face a harsh frown as she slowly shook her head. "All we had to do was win that last hand and we had 'em. How did we lose that?"
"You over bid my dear! Looks like you're the one that's going to be washing the dishes in the buff, not us!" Jack chided her. "One of these days you're going to learn not to gamble with what you're not willing to lose!"
"Damn." My wife swore under her breath, a very surprising comment coming from her. She just didn't swear. I began to wonder if winning was actually my smartest decision.
"Well... I guess we better go get ready Nancy. Seems we're going to be the main entertainment." Diane said quietly.
"No. You're going to be the main attraction. I'm most definitely NOT going naked!" my wife practically snapped.
"Don't worry. My husband can only pick from whatever you have in your dresser. Jack. Please pick something reasonable?" She said, turning to her husband as she finished.
"Not to worry. I promise to not fondle your panties too much!" Jack said with a grin as he got up from the table. We all got up and followed him down the hall to the master bedroom where he already had the light on and was opening the top drawer of my wife's dresser. He dug through the panties for a minute, selecting a pair of fairly skimpy red ones before closing the drawer and moving to the second one containing her bras. He dug around in the drawer for a minute and then with a very wide grin pulled out a wad of material that seemed to be a bunch of white feathery material. "Now this is perfect!" Jack said with a grin, dropping the red panties on the dresser and shaking out the wad of cloth. What he had found tucked in the back of the drawer was a completely sheer white panty and bra set with white feathery fluff around the waist of the panties and bordering the cups of the bra.
"Oh lord no!" My wife breathed quietly while shaking her head. "I'm not wearing that....No way!"
"You did say anything in the dresser!" Jack answered with a grin.
"No way. That was not part of the deal!" I objected. "Panties and bra. That's it!"
"Well, these are panties and a bra." Jack said holding them up. "They're just a little more revealing than we expected."
"Jack, you can't do this. I know you want to see her naked...but if she doesn't want to we're not going to make her!" Diane said to her husband as she walked over and took the sheer outfit from him. "Now you two get out. Go sit in the living room and we'll be out in a bit." She finished, pushing us both toward the bedroom door.
"Too bad she won't wear that outfit." Jack said as we walked down the hall, the bedroom door closing behind us.
"I never would have agreed if I'd have known that was in there. I figured a panty and bra. I've been trying to get her into a bikini for a long time. She did once, just for me, but she wouldn't take off the t-shirt she put on over it."
"Too bad. I think she's pretty damn good looking, and her boobs, I mean, damn." Jack said as he pulled one of the recliners around to face the kitchen and then dropped into it.
"Her tits aren't any bigger than your wife's," I said as I pulled the other recliner around.
"Maybe not bigger, but from what I've seen so far they're big and round and soft, just the way I love 'em."
"Well, don't get too eager to see them let alone touch 'em. That just isn't my wife. I'm surprised that Diane is doing this."
"I'm not, but last night she fucked my brains out. She was so horny from you seeing her in that suit. I think she's been wanting to find a way to flash you more. I can't explain it."
"I can't either." I said as the bedroom door down the hall opened.
"Ready or not, here we come!" Diane called.
Sure enough, here she came, without a single stitch of clothing on, walking with one foot almost crossing the other with each step, her hips swaying side to side and her big round breasts bouncing ever so slightly with each step. Each breast would easily fill both hands and each one had a large round bright pink areola that covered nearly a third of the front of each breast. Her nipples, each centered perfectly in the middle of each areola were easily as big around as my finger and stuck out as far as they were round. She walked right down the middle of the kitchen and stopped even with the sink. She stepped her feet apart, putting both hands on her hips to frame her completely shaved pussy. Her lips were full and round with just a hint of pink flowery lips protruding between her full outer lips. She stood that way for several seconds and then turned and stepped to the sink, giving me a fantastic profile view of her full breasts jutting out and her full round ass protruding behind.
Only then did I realize that my wife was following behind her, wearing of all things, the white panties and bra. The outfit left VERY little to the imagination and I heard Jack whistle quietly at the view of her round hips and big bouncy breasts. I could see her red cheeks, the crimson spreading down her neck to her chest. I was even more surprised to see her big round nipples standing hard and erect, poking the sheer bra material out into two huge bumps. She stepped to the counter next to Diane and began drying the dishes Diane was washing. Unlike Diane, who stood at the sink washing, Nancy had to scoot back and forth across the kitchen putting things away as she dried. Her big tits, bounced and jiggled as she moved, the neck string of the sheer bra pulling and tugging under the weight of her breasts until the tie behind her neck let loose and her big tits flopped out completely bare.



"Oh god!" Jack muttered as my wife's tits popped into view, and I gasped, unsure just exactly how I felt about his obvious reaction and rock hard cock bulging his shorts out. Not that I didn't have a hardon myself, but in my case I wasn't sure if it was for my wife or Diane. The view of my wife almost completely naked in the kitchen, a rarity to start with, definitely had me horny. Then there was Diane, standing at the sink completely nude, her legs slowly working back and forth as she washed. It took me several minutes before I realized she was using her thighs to rub her pussy as she got more and more turned on by the situation.
"Ok Done!" Diane said as she turned from the kitchen and walked into the living room where Jack and I were seated and climbed into the chair with Jack, curling up on his lap. "I hope you two enjoyed the show!"
"Definitely!" Jack said as I got up from the chair and followed my retreating wife down the hall.
Nancy closed the bedroom door behind her and I opened it and followed her into the room, finding her standing and leaning with both hands on the edge of my dresser.
"You ok?" I asked as I stepped up behind her and slid my arms around her waist, pulling her against me.
"I guess," she whispered, her voice quavering slightly. "Feels like you got turned on pretty well. Did you enjoy watching Diane naked?"
"Actually I was getting really turned on watching you." I whispered in her ear as I let my hands slide up and down her body. I cupped one of her breasts through the sheer bra that she had fixed back in place after it fell down, and let my other hand slide down between her legs. My fingers slipped between her legs and found her see through panties soaking wet. "Damn sweetie. You're pussy is dripping wet."
"I know," she whispered, her hands trembling slightly as my hands caressed her breast, my thumb rubbing back and forth across her nipple, and my other hand sliding under the edge of her panty and finding her dripping wet lips.
"God you're wet." I whispered before kissing her neck.
"Fuck me." She whispered urgently.
"Right now?"
"Uh huh." She moaned as my finger slid between her lips and dragged across her clit. She moved one hand from the dresser top to my hip, worming between us to undo the front of my shorts.
I let her work my shorts loose and slide them down while I kept stroking her pussy, my fingers working back and forth between her lips and my palm rubbing her dark curls. Her hand pushed my underwear down in front, freeing my rock hard shaft before moving to her own panties and working them down. She wiggled her hips as she worked the panties over them, my cock settling between her cheeks.
"Ohhh damn I'm horny!" I groaned as her hand closed around my cock and tried to push it down toward her pussy as she bent over farther. I let go of her big soft tit and stepped back enough to let her get my cock down between her legs.
"So am I...God I want your cock inside me right now!" She half moaned as she rubbed my head up and down between her sopping wet pussy lips. I felt my cockhead find the entrance to her tunnel and instinctively pushed forward, pushing my engorged head into her tunnel and the silky smooth wetness within. "Oh god yesssss!" she hissed as I began sliding my cock in and out, each stroke working it deeper and deeper until I was stroking my cock all the way into her, my hips slapping against her bare ass.
"Jesus yes!" I groaned as I pounded into her each impact making her whole body shake. I slid a hand up to the tie around her neck and undid the bow there, letting the halter type top swing free, allowing her big tits to swing like pendulums with each stroke into her. I looked over and saw us in profile in her full length dressing mirror, her tits swinging crazily and sexily, driving my impending climax to within moments of release.
"OHHHHH FUCK I'm CUMMING!" Nancy suddenly squealed, her vocal outburst so unexpected and out of character for her that it triggered my own climax.
My whole body jerked, slamming my cock deep into her as I unloaded a huge shot of hot cum deep into her pussy. My body jerked time and again, pumping more of my pent up cum into her until my cock finally began to soften. I bent over and wrapped both arms around her waist, crossing them under her and allowing my hands to cup and support her big soft tits.
"Damn that was hot. I can't remember the last time we fucked like that." I panted.
"I can. It was back when we were first living together." Nancy answered just as breathlessly. "What happened?"
"Wha'd you mean?"
"When Diane told me that going out there in this would get me turned on, I didn't believe her. I just thought I would be way too embarrassed to get turned on, but the longer I was out there the wetter I could feel my pussy get, and when my top popped and my tits were exposed I swear I thought I was going to cum right there."
"Well, I was sure enjoying the show. I wasn't so sure that I wanted Jack looking at your tits, but he didn't seem to mind me looking at Diane one bit."
"He didn't. Diane told me that when they were younger they'd flash people sometimes, but never anyone they knew, and then they'd go home and fuck like wild people. This was the first time she showed off for someone she knew."
"Well, it sure seemed to get her turned on." I said as my wife straightened up after my cock slid out of her and turned in my arms. She lifted her lips to mine and kissed me long and slow, one of the more passionate kissed we'd had in a long time. "I better put a robe on and go see if our guests are still here."
"Yeah." I answered as she stepped back. I watched her step out of the panties and then pull the top the rest of the way off before going to the closet and getting a robe out. She wrapped herself in the plush robe while I pulled my shorts and underwear up. I followed her to the door and we walked quietly down the hall.
Even from the hall we could tell they were still here. Diane's soft cries of pleasure were easy to make out over Jack's deeper grunts. We slowed and crept to where we could peak around the refrigerator and into the living room, finding Jack laid back on the recliner with Diane bouncing wildly up and down on his lap. She sat facing away from Jack and toward us, her hands on his knees as she bent at the waist, pumping her ass up and down. I stared at her bald pussy, framed by her creamy thighs and her wildly swinging tits, his cock disappearing in and out of her pussy with an audible squishing sound.
"Damn look at that!" I whispered to Nancy as we watched our friends fucking in our own living room. I couldn't really help myself, just watching her bouncing on his shaft had me quickly hardening again. I let my hands gently gather Nancy's robe up toward her waist until I could get my hands on her bare ass, stroking it slowly.
"Michael!" Nancy hissed quietly, trying to push my hands away from her bare ass.
"What?" I whispered back, sliding one hand down under her ass where my fingers could tease between her legs and stroke her sopping wet pussy. With my other hand I reached around and slipped it into the front of her robe, searching for her round breast and cupping it gently.
"Would you stop?"
"No." I whispered back. "You can't tell me that isn't making you horny."
"Sure, but I'm not going to have sex with you right here!"
"Why not?" I asked as I let my hand slide down from her breast and pull the tie on her robe, freeing the two sides which she grabbed and pulled back together.
"Stop it now."
"I'd rather not." I whispered, pulling her back and turning her around so her back was against the side of the refrigerator and the two of us were out of sight of Jack and Diane. I slid both hands into her robe and used my wrists to push the sides apart as I slid them down to her hips, lowering my face toward hers at the same time. I pressed my lips softly against hers, tasting her wet lips and her hot breath.
"Mmmmmmm" she moaned softly as one of my hands moved back to her left breast and my other slid the rest of the way down to her mound, slipping a finger between her legs and against her clit as I pushed it between her wet pussy lips.
"You like?" I asked briefly as we broke the kiss to take a breath.
"Uh huh." She sighed as my finger between her legs stroked softly in and out between them, rubbing across her clit tantalizingly.
It was several more minutes of attention to her pussy and her lips before I felt her hands tugging at the snap of my shorts. She quickly had my shorts open and pushed the front of my underwear down, cupping my balls with one hand and wrapping the other around my rock hard shaft.
"God, you are turned on, aren't you?" She whispered as she spread her legs farther apart, letting my hand dive deeper between them.
I pushed my finger deep up into her tunnel, wiggling it slightly while squeezing her breast, my thumb rubbing back and forth across her nipple. She responded, eagerly stroking my rock hard cock. "Ohhhh god yes." I whispered as I leaned back into her and brushed my lips against hers. "You turn me on so much."
"Are you sure it's me?" She breathed heavily as my fingers worked her body.
"Oh yeah!" I answered, moving both hands down and around to her ass. I cupped both cheeks and then suddenly lifted her off her feet, her legs swinging out on either side of my hips. I turned and shuffled the few steps to the kitchen table where we had been playing cards such a short time ago.
"What are you doing?" She squealed as I set her ass on the table and moved back slightly. I pushed my cock down and let my head engage into her pussy and then pushed my hard shaft deep into her, letting her wonderfully silky and wet pussy envelope my entire length, her moan punctuating her own statement.
She put one hand on my chest and tried to push me away but I held onto her hips and began sliding my cock in and out of her wet tunnel, bringing a satisfying groan from deep within me. I plunged my cock in and out of her pussy, letting my head slam into the end of her tunnel with each stoke, just the way she liked it. Her whole body shook as she leaned back on her elbows, lifting her legs up and out slightly to give me better room. "God I don't believe I'm doing this!" she moaned as my hips slapped against her ass, making her tits bounce and wiggle before me.
"Uh huh." I grunted as I continued stroking into her. I let go of her ass with one hand and lay it on her mound, my thumb finding her hard exposed clit and rubbing back and forth in time with my strokes.
"Oh shit! You're going to make me cum!" she squealed breathlessly.
"That's the idea!" I grunted in response.
"It's working!" she squealed again as her body trembled, her pussy clenching around my shaft. Her response increased the pressure around my head as my pumping in and out of her continued to massage both of us delightfully. Her climax had barely peaked when my own orgasm boiled to the surface, spewing shot after shot of cum into her as my body jerked and twitched uncontrollably. I finally stood there panting after what seemed like an hour of my body climaxing and filling my wife's pussy.
"Good lord." My wife groaned as she lay back on the table and pulled the robe around her, covering her tits and pussy. "I can't believe we did that."
"Well. At least we don't have to worry about who washes dishes naked again." I said with a chuckle, looking over at where Diane was sitting on Jack's lap, looking toward me and waiting for me to pull back. With a little grin I pulled my still semi-hard cock from Nancy, unleashing a flood of our combined cum that leaked from her pussy and dripped on the floor. I saw Diane's eyebrows rise when she saw how large I was. I stepped out of my shorts and turned to walk down the hall to the linen closet. I pulled a couple towels out and carried them back to the kitchen, setting one on my wife's lap so she could wipe herself off and then walked over to hand one to Diane. She took the towel from me and stared at my shrinking cock as she unfolded the towel and then reached down to cover her own pussy as she stood up off of Jack, using the towel to catch what he had deposited inside her.
"Well. I guess we all won this time. Don't you think Nancy?" Diane called to my wife, who was now sitting up on the edge of the table.
She turned and frowned at Diane, shaking her head slightly. "I wasn't planning on being naked, or screwing in front of anyone else. So I'm not sure if it's a win or not."
"Trust me, it is." I said as I walked back to her and reached out to hug her. "I mean you did enjoy it, didn't you?"
"Well...Maybe a little."
"If that was a little I can't wait to see you have a really big orgasm!" Diane said as she walked over to us. She reached out and gave my wife's shoulder a gentle squeeze. "I think we better go home. We might even make it before Jack has to jump my bones again." She said with a giggle.
"Come on honey!" Jack called "Race you to the car!"
"Naked?" Diane asked over her shoulder.
"Hell yes! No point in putting on clothes I'm just going to take back off of you."
"See you guys later." Diane said, reaching out and pulling me to her for a hug. While the hug was not unusual, feeling her rock hard nipples press into my chest and her hand sneak between us to grab my cock was. Not that I was complaining. It felt pretty damn good. I'd started out hoping to see her naked and ended the day watching her naked, being fucked and getting felt up as she pressed her naked body against mine. My mind briefly wondered if the day could get any better. "Someday I'm going to fuck you silly!" she whispered in my ear before breaking the embrace and turning to follow her husband to the front door. My last thought was "good thing we live in the country!" as she disappeared out the front door butt naked.
*************
For the next several weeks sex between my wife and myself was...well...pretty fucking hot and pretty fucking frequent. Due to a number of time conflicts our routine card game had been put on hold, which after the last one was probably a good idea. I suspected that Diane would find a way to push the envelope even farther. From Jack's comments I suspected she wanted to get my cock inside her, and while I wasn't about to object, my wife most certainly would. To that end I tried to put the idea out of my mind, although it did seem to sneak back in while I was pumping my wife in the same recliner that Diane had used to fuck Jack.
The next evening was slated to be our next get together with Jack and Diane, an evening race and maybe cards, with the latter yet to be determined.
It had been a hot day, so I wasn't overly surprised to see Diane wearing a rather scant outfit, in this case a yellow tube dress, that looked like little more than a tube of spandex running from her armpits down to mid thigh. I wondered briefly if she was wearing anything under it, but didn't have long to wait to find out. My wife had barely turned to walk back toward the kitchen after greeting them when Diane reached out and quickly pulled my hand to her crotch, sliding it up under the hem of the dress to her obviously bare pussy. She grinned at my stunned look and then released my hand, walking past with a wink, to follow my wife to the kitchen.
"How's it going Mike?" Jack asked as he walked in the door with a large paper sack. "Diane wanted me to bring this stuff for Nancy. No idea what it is though." He said as I closed the front door behind him.
"Looks like a bunch of clothes," I said as I looked in the top of the bag.
"Yeah. Some dresses and stuff I guess. She was digging in the closet earlier today and thought maybe Nancy would like some of this."
"Well, good luck with that. She's not much on dresses. She's always been a bit more of a pants person. Comes with teaching I guess." I said as I followed him toward the kitchen. Diane took the bag from Jack as we entered the kitchen.
"Why don't you boys go get the race coverage on. We have some girl talk to do."
"Yes ma'am," Jack answered with a shrug. The two of us retreated to the living room and settled in to watch the pre-race show, me on the dual recliner sofa, my normal seat, Jack in the oversized recliner on the other side of the end table. We watched the commentators running through the race lineup as the ladies retreated to the master bedroom. I knew better than to even think about invading "girl time".
I hollered down the hall to the girls that it was almost time for the race to start, the pre-race activities concluded and cars making the first of their several parade laps. It was only a few moments later that the bedroom door opened and I heard them coming down the hall, Diane's high heels clopping noisily on the hardwood. I instinctively looked over as she rounded the corner in the kitchen, coming around the refrigerator. She looked extremely hot in that yellow dress and matching shoes, but what really got my attention was the flash of red following behind her. As Diane stepped around the end of the table to continue toward the living room, I could see past her, seeing my wife following behind. I shook my head and looked again, seeing her in a short red halter top dress, the skirt barely coming down to mid-thigh.
"Holy shit," I muttered as I stared at the two of them coming into the room. "Damn sweetie! You look spectacular!"
"Well, thank you," She answered sweetly as she continued over to the sofa and set down next to me, wiggling a little as she tried to hike the hem of the skirt a bit lower. Her motions told me she wasn't completely comfortable in the dress but was wearing it none the less. I've seen her with this much leg showing before, usually in workout shorts, but this dress was very much more revealing than I would have expected her to wear, at least around someone besides me.
As I looked over at her, not really paying attention to the start of the race, I could see her cheeks flush a little and the halter top bulging out two bumps where I knew her nipples would be. "So what do I owe the pleasure for?" I whispered.
"Diane thought you might enjoy it. I can see you do." She said, letting her hand slide up my leg to the bulge in my shorts and giving it a quick little squeeze. She quickly pulled her hand back to her own lap as Diane dropped into the seat on the far side of her and reclined it back, the foot rest lifting her legs up so they stuck straight out. She kicked her heels of and let them drop noisily to the floor.
I put an arm around my wife's shoulders and pulled her toward me, forcing her to lean over against me. She propped both feet up on Diane's foot rest and settled in against me to watch the race. As the race progressed I couldn't help but let my hands wander up and down her bare side, my finger teasing the round side of her breast, eventually teasing inside the edge of the top of the dress.
She tried to suppress a little grin as she pulled my other hand, wrapped around her shoulders, over her chest, pressing it against her breast. The more I teased the side of her right breast the more she subtly squirmed against me. I let my hand sneak in under the halter top and gently stroked my finger ever so slowly back and forth across her puckered areola, letting just the tip of my finger tease the side of her hard nipple.
"You know, you have your hands inside all that I have on," she whispered to me. "So that means you have way more clothes on than I do. Why don't you do something about that?"
I raised my eyebrows and looked down at her crooked little grin, realizing that she just told me she didn't have any underwear on. That itself would have been enough to surprise me, but to basically tell me to go take mine off? I was wondering just exactly what they talked about during "girl time".



"Why don't you put those nice under armor work out shorts on. Those are nice on a hot day." She whispered, pulling my hand out of her top and unwinding it from around the back of her neck.
"You sure?" I whispered back. "I mean they're pretty thin."
"Yeah, I know." She answered with a wink.
I got up and headed back to the bedroom. I was surprised at the array of dresses that were spread out on the bed, some tube type dresses like Diane was currently wearing, a few halter types and a variety of what I would call sun dresses. All of them were much shorter skirt lengths than my wife would usually wear. I wanted to read a lot into the selections laying out, but with a sigh, concluded that this was Diane's way of "helping" my wife to loosen up a little. I pulled a pair of my under armor workout shorts out of the overflow dresser and stripped my regular cargo pocket shorts and underwear off. I stepped into the thin workout shorts and pulled them up, my semi-hard bulging the front of the shorts out significantly. I tried to will my cock to soften, feeling a bit self-conscious at how much was showing, but the harder I tried to make it go down the harder it seemed to want to get.
"This isn't going to work." I muttered to myself, shaking my head as I looked down at the bulge. I turned off the light and headed down the hall toward the living room, my partially hard cock swinging and bulging out the front of the light weight shorts.
"Damn! That's one hell of a view!" Diane said, punctuated with a wolf whistle, as I walked into the room.
I could feel my cheeks getting red as I continued to the sofa, standing in front of it, since my wife had moved over to where I had been reclining. My wife looked me up and down as I stood there, giving me an approving grin as she settled on looking at my bulging shorts.
"Do I get my seat back?"
"I'm not sure." She answered. "What do you think Diane? Should I give him his seat back?"
"Oh, I don't think so. You're all comfortable there, might as well stay there. He can sit between us," Diane answered, patting the middle seat of the sofa.
I sat down and tried to find a comfortable position, finally ending up leaning over to the side my wife was sitting on with my feet propped up on the foot rest on Diane's side.
"Comfortable sweetie?" My wife asked very quietly.
"Could be better, but it'll do." I answered, feeling one of her fingers stroke up and down my bare arm.
The race went green again and the cars running at nearly two hundred miles an hour provided a good distraction to Diane, who had moved her legs across mine, her VERY short skirt having hiked itself up until her completely shaved pussy was visible under the hem. She pretended to be watching the race, but I suspected she knew exactly how much she was showing off, and exactly how much of what I could see was blocked from my wife's view. And the view she was discreetly giving me was VERY nice. But no matter how much distraction the race provided, it was hard to ignore her hand occasionally dipping between her legs, one finger sliding up between her lips, drawing the obvious wetness up across her lips.
Her actions had my attention, and my cock rock hard inside my shorts, a fact that my wife had not missed. I felt my wife's finger, that had been stroking my arm, move to my bare side, stroking up and down before teasing the waistband of my shorts. Each time she stroked down my side she let her finger hook into the waistband and tug just a little, slowly, one tug at a time, working the waistband looser and looser. Finally she shifted her shoulder closer to me, sliding her hand down inside my shorts, searching down my thigh and then wrapping her hand around my erect shaft.
"That's awful nice," my wife whispered.
"Uh huh." I groaned softly as she ever so slowly stroked her fingers up and down the length of my cock, teasing from my balls all the way up to the sensitive spot under my head. Up and down her fingers moved, teasing me over and over again.
"I know you're loving this, but I have to go potty," my wife whispered as she drew her hand back out of my shorts. "Don't go too far." She pushed herself up and slid out of the recliner portion of the sofa and walked away, headed down the hall toward the master bathroom .
Diane took one quick look over at her husband, who was sound asleep in the recliner, and then rolled over toward and over me, quickly lifting herself onto her knees straddling my hips, facing me. "Now how about this?" She whispered, pulling her skirt up with one hand and pushing the front of my shorts down to uncover my raging hardon. She slipped a hand under the head of my cock and pulled it up against her wet pussy lips, forcing it easily between them. She continued to push with her fingers as she lifted herself up, my head splitting her lips and rubbing along her pubic bone as she continued to push it further upright.
"There!" she hissed softly as my head slipped into the entrance to her tunnel. She let her weight down slowly, sinking me into her tunnel one slow inch at a time. She let go of my cock as I disappeared into her, and reached for my hands. With a smile she pulled both hands up to her firm round breasts and placed them one on each, her nipples pressing through the dress top into my palm. She let go of my hands and pulled gently on the material of her dress, forcing it to slip between my hands and her tits until my hands were resting on her bare breasts.
Up and down she began to move, slowly riding me up until only my head remained inside her, and then slowly back down, my head caressing each inch of her soft tunnel until my head pressed hard against the end of her tunnel, each stroke drawing a soft low moan from her lips.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she continued to ride me slowly, periodically leaning forward to look down the hall in the direction of my bedroom.
As quickly as she rolled onto me, she rolled back off, pulling off my cock as she did so. She pulled my shorts up as she settled back into her seat and then tugged the top of her dress back up over her tits.
"Didn't miss me too much, did you?" my wife asked as she walked back into the room.
"Nope." I answered.
"My turn," Diane said, swinging her legs off the foot rest and pushing herself up. She walked quickly past my wife and then headed down the hall.
My wife gave her a parting glance, looked over at Jack asleep in the chair, and then with a little grin, stepped over to me. She crawled onto the sofa, straddling me and pulled her skirt up to show me her bare pussy. "Got something to fill this with?" She said quietly.
"Oh yeah! I most definitely do!" I answered pushing the front of my shorts down and lifting my cock vertical. I rubbed my head between her lips and then felt her settle down onto me. My already wet cock slid easily into her sopping wet pussy, quickly sliding fully in until her bare cheeks rested on my thighs.
"Mmmmmmm I've been thinking about this for over an hour! God I needed this." She moaned quietly.
I reached up around her neck and pulled on the tie that held her top in place, letting the material flop down, exposing her soft full breasts and obviously rock hard nipples. I cupped one in each hand, letting her nipples stick out between my fingers so I could squeeze them gently as I massaged her breasts.
"Oh yes. Oh god you are soooo going to make me cum doing that!" She moaned.
I saw motion out of the corner of my eye and looked past my wife to see Diane leaning against the kitchen entry. She had her top pulled down again so her tits were fully exposed, one hand massaging her left breast and her other hand madly pumping her fingers in and out of her pussy.
"Come on. Come with me. I'm almost there!" My wife moaned as she bounced on my cock, no longer bothering to be quiet. "Do it. Come with me!"
"Uh huh. Almost," I groaned as I felt her legs start to tremble. I could see Diane's body shaking and trembling as she frigged her clit frantically. Between my wife's attentions to my body and the view of Diane going over the top, I just couldn't hold back any longer. My body jerked convulsively, ramming my cock as deep into my wife as it could go, unleashing a gush of hot cum inside her. Time and again my body jerked, pumping shot after shot of cum from my over stimulated cock and balls. "Oh fuck." I panted as my body finally eased from the hard jerks to sporadic twitches, my cock beginning to soften inside her.
My wife leaned forward as I let my hands slide around to her bare back and then down to her waist. I pushed the waistband of her dress down farther in back until I could run my hands up and down her bare skin from her neck to her round firm butt.
"Mmmmmmmmm that's pretty nice too." She murmured as she buried her face into my neck, her big soft tits squeezed between us, her nipples rubbing up and down my chest as hers heaved to catch her breath.
I watched Diane slowly stroke her body for several more minutes before she fixed her dress and turned to walk away. She came back a few moments later with the hand towel from the kitchen, walking right up to where my wife still sat straddling me.
"Here sweetie, you're going to need this," Diane said, holding out the towel. My wife gave her a puzzled look and Diane pushed the towel to her own crotch briefly as a silent signal for what she intended the towel to be used for.
My wife took the towel from her and pushed herself back from me. Sliding the towel down to her crotch she cupped it over her pussy to catch the flood of our combined cum as she rolled off of me.
"Mind if I clean this up?" Diane asked my wife sweetly as she reached for my glistening, mostly flaccid cock.
"If you want," my wife answered a bit absent mindedly as she hiked her skirt up and used the towel to wipe her pussy as she spread her knees wide. "Damn you filled me!"
I watched stunned as Diane bent over and aimed my cock at her mouth. She engulfed my cock in her hot mouth swirling her tongue around me as she did.
"DIANE!" My wife squeaked in surprise.
"What" Diane asked as she pulled my cock from her mouth for a moment before returning it to the hot confines of her mouth.
"You said clean!" My wife said, surprise still clear in her voice.
"Uh huh. Almost all clean!" Diane said as she pushed my cock upward and licked around the base and my balls.
"But Diane!"
"It's ok Sweetie, I don't think Mike minded." Diane said as she straightened up and turned to sit back on the sofa next to me.
"But Diane! That was gross stuff. I mean it was semen and stuff from me too."
"Not so gross. I think it tasted pretty good. Besides, I wasn't going to pass up a chance to get that cock in my mouth. I'd still be doing it if I thought you'd let me."
"Don't you give Mike oral sex?" Jack chimed in from his seat, apparently awakened during exchange.
"Well...No," Nancy answered.
"Why not?" Diane asked her.
"Well....Because it's gross." Nancy said defensively.
"But you want him to give you some?" Diane said.
"Well, he likes to and it feels good."
"You don't think it would feel good for him?" Jack called. "How about it Mike, did it feel good when Diane was sucking your cock?"
"Well, yeah," I answered. "Of course it did."
"But I don't LIKE to do it!" Nancy protested.
"I think you're just afraid of it," Jack said. "Tell you what, we're each rooting for different drivers and of course we all KNOW who those are. How about if whichever couples driver finishes higher wins. Losing couple has to give the wining couple oral sex until they climax?"
"Now that sounds like a fun idea!" Diane chimed in. "I think I'll win either way because I love being licked and I love giving head!"
"I'm not so sure. I don't know if I could even give my husband a blow job, let alone Jack." My wife said, shaking her head. "And you'd really want to lick Diane until she came?" She asked me pointedly.
"I've wondered a time or two how she might taste compared to you. I guess I wouldn't mind finding out. Not sure if we'd want to make it a common occurrence. I mean you're still my wife and the one I have the hots for." I told her, reaching out and taking her hand. "Besides, Junior is in third place with the race almost half done. You might enjoy having Jack licking you just so you can see how wonderfully I do at it."
"I'm not sure about this," my wife answered.
"Come on Nancy. What have you got to lose? Knowing Jack he'll probably cum before you get two minutes into it." Diane said with a grin.
"Hey, that's not fair!" Jack objected loudly.
Diane just sat and grinned, staring expectantly at my wife.
"Oh fine. But I better not regret this!" my wife practically hissed at me.
"You won't sweetie," Diane answered for me, settling back on the sofa, leaving my shorts pulled part way down so that I was exposed. "But if you want to practice on your husband in the next hundred laps or so, feel free." She added with a crooked smile.
"Hey, that's not fair!" Jack called. "What about me?"
"What about you? You're the one that fell asleep." His wife chided as she reached into my lap and gave my cock a gentle stroke with one finger.
Part of me definitely wanted to win to have Diane give me one of the blow jobs that Jack had bragged about over the years, but on the other side of that coin I had wanted for some time to lick her bald pussy. Either way I was going to end up a winner. My wife on the other hand would probably enjoy Jack's attentions if she won, but if she lost I wasn't so sure how well it was going to go over. Fortunately Junior was running well and he stood an excellent chance of finishing ahead of Martin or Keslowski. Gordon was unfortunately deep in the pack and it was going to take a lot of good luck to get back to the top ten.
The race progressed and Jeff was working his way back up when a multi car wreck took out a significant amount of the field, including Martin and Keslowski and severely damaging Gordon's car. It was starting to look like Junior was going to end up on top. Despite their valiant efforts, Junior ended up the highest placing driver in our group with an eight place finish.
"Well, looks like we win." I said to Nancy.
"So it seems. The question is, now what?"
"Now. you get to see if I'm everything my wife thinks I am," Jack said quietly. "Do you prefer sitting on my face, or sitting on the sofa?"
"I'm not sure I prefer either," my wife said to me. "I mean I've never had anyone but you have any kind of sex with me, well at least not since we got married."
"Well, here's your chance if you want it. You can always refuse. You choose. You say no, we walk away. So far all we've really done is play around in front of friends." I said to her.
"Well, I wouldn't exactly call it playing around. You fucked me like crazy on our kitchen table while watching them have sex. I would call that a lot more than playing around."
"You know. You don't have to Nancy. I mean I know we talked about this earlier, but if you don't think this is what you want to do, no one is going to think less of you." Diane said from the other side of me. "Hell, it's been a blast just teasing the shit out of Mike. If you'd rather not take it any farther I understand. I'll be disappointed, but I'll understand."
"Why disappointed. It's not like Mike was going to be having sex with you.
"Sweetie, I've been wanting to get my hands and mouth on his cock since that first night at square dancing when I bumped into the hardon he was getting from checking out my chest. I'd still love to get to ride him, but for now, yeah, I want to see him squirt his cum all over me."
"Really? Is that why you wanted me to wear this today?" Nancy asked, her voice betraying a certain amount of irritation.
Diane slid off the sofa and stepped around to Nancy and dropped to her knees in front of her, leaning forward and resting her arms on Nancy's knees. "Nanc. We've become really good friends. Not because I have the hots for your husband, but because we get along well and can share all kinds of stuff. There aren't too many secrets we don't share, but to be honest, I didn't tell you because I was afraid you'd think I was just using you to get to him. I wasn't. I mean getting to taste and play with him is fulfillment of a fantasy, but our friendship is so much more than a fantasy. Our friendship goes far beyond that. If you say no, that your husband is your husband and you can't and won't share at any level, then I'll drop it and never bring it up again. But if you want to play with some of those fantasies you've told me about, some of the things you might someday want to try, then let's do this and see how it feels tomorrow. Then we'll know if these fantasies should remain dreams or things to try."
"Hell Diane, we were just talking fantasies. I didn't think we were really going to do those things. Hell, just showing off this much is a bit much. I'm not sure I can let Jack see my pussy up close, let alone lick me!"
"So it's something you want to try but are just afraid to?" Diane asked.
"Just between you and me? I'm scared as hell."
"I know just what to do!" Diane said as she pushed herself up. She practically ran down the hall to the bedroom and then returned just as fast, a long red ribbon in her hand. "Ok girl, sit forward." She said as she came back in front of Nancy.
"What's this?"
"I'm going to blind fold you so you don't feel self conscious." Diane said as she held the ribbon out toward my wife's face. "So the idea is, with the blindfold on Mike will get you started and then somewhere in there he'll let Jack take over. That way if Jack's as good as Mike you'll never know they switched."
"I don't know about this," Nancy said, allowing Diane to put the ribbon around her head, covering her eyes.
"Now just lean back and let the magic happen." Diane said, pushing my now blindfolded wife back so she was reclined back on the sofa. She pushed the skirt up so my wife was naked below the waist and then stepped back. "All yours Mike."
I knelt down between my wife's legs and began gently kissing my way up her thigh, starting at her knee and slowly kissing up toward her pussy. I heard her softly gasp as I blew my hot breath across her obviously wet lips. I reached out with the tip of my tongue, pressed it against her lips, pressing hard enough to spread them slightly, but not enough to press between her softy flowery inner lips. I slowly drew my tongue up along her slit, teasing her inner lips with the tip of my tongue and her fat engorged outer lips with the sides of my tongue. I continued to stroke slowly up her slit until I finally bounced over her hooded clit.
I went back down and started again, pressing slightly harder, pushing my tongue between her lips deeper, tasting her arousal as I drew her copious moisture toward her clit. She moaned briefly as I drew my tongue slowly across her clit.
Nancy settled on the seat beside my wife and reached up to undo the top of Nancy's dress and ease it gently down while I was licking up her lips. I looked up and saw Nancy's bare tits on display so that she was almost completely naked except for the thin band of dress bunched up around her waist.
I continued to slowly lick her pussy, her feet up with her heels hooked on the edge of the sofa cushion, her knees splayed wide. She was much more exposed to Jack and Diane than I'd ever seen her in front of anyone except maybe a doctor.
I decided it was time to let Jack have his shot...well, at least that was the idea. But when it came to pulling away from my own wife's pussy it was actually kind of hard to pull away knowing someone else was going to be touching her. I think Diane knew what was going through my mind and she slid off the sofa and knelt down behind me. I felt her hand slide around my waist and dive down into my shorts, wrapping around my hard cock and giving it a few slow strokes.



"You know. If you want to have me you have to give her a chance too." Diane whispered in my ear. "Do you want to take my dress off and make me completely naked? You can just lay down on the floor and I'll crawl over you, my tits hanging down toward you and crawl down until I can wrap my mouth around your hard cock and lower my sopping wet pussy down to your face. Do you want that?"
I eased back from between my wife's legs and quietly stepped back, making room for Jack to ease in.
"Don't stop now baby!" My wife moaned, noticing the brief pause in my attentions.
With Jack settling between my wife's legs Diane stepped back with me a few feet and then tugged my shorts down, letting them slide down until they were bunched around my ankles, being the only thing I still had on at that point. Diane skimmed her yellow dress down over her tits and pushed the stretchy material down over her hips until she could step out of it, completely naked. With a grin she held out a hand to me and then pulled me a few feet and then down to the carpeted floor. I lay down on my back and true to her word, Diane slowly crawled over me, letting her nipples drag down my chest until her lips reached my rock hard cock. She enveloped it in her hot mouth and then spread her knees on the carpet, slowly lowering her pussy down to my face.
Her arousal was obvious in both the look of her engorged lips and the heavy scent of her juices. I stifled a moan as she slowly pushed my cock deeper into her mouth, my head pressing against the back of her throat, and then surprisingly, sliding even deeper. In return I reached my tongue out and gave her obviously wet lips a slow lick, sliding up between her shaved full lips, drawing a deep moan from her that vibrated my cock in her throat.
I teased my tongue deeper and deeper between her lips, searching for her clit while stroking up and down her lips. Her juices were tangy with only a slight hint of sweetness, a sharp contrast to my wife's juices that were pleasantly sweet when she was heavily aroused.
Diane pulled her mouth from my cock and panted for breath while stroking my saliva coated cock with one hand. She caught her breath for several seconds before eagerly engulfing my cock again, sucking and bobbing her head on and off my cock repeatedly.
I attacked her pussy with equal gusto. I had wanted to see her pussy up close and had fantasized about doing exactly this more than once, and now that I had the chance I wasn't wasting any time digging into her pussy and teasing it in every way I knew how. I pressed one finger into her tunnel, feeling it press snugly around my digit as I slowly stroked it in and out of her like a small cock, my tongue focusing on her clit, at least as much as I could with her beginning to hump her hips up and down in time with my finger.
"Oh fuck yes," Diane moaned softly after pulling her wet mouth off my cock again. "God you're driving me crazy!"
"Want me to make you cum?" I asked over the sound of my wife's rather loud moaning.
"Fuck yes!" Diane shot back, engulfing my cock again.
I slid my other hand under her, searching for her breasts and cupping one in my hand. I let my fingers clamp around her turgid nipple and twist and pull on it while flicking my tongue rapidly across her exposed clit. Her hips began to wiggle and hump up and down, breaking my contact with her clit frequently, but not able to dislodge my finger, which was stroking the top of her tunnel as I worked it in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
"Uhhhhh Oh shit!" She suddenly squealed, her whole body trembling and shaking as her pussy clenched around my finger and gushed a surprising amount of her juices out over my face. She flopped down on top of me, her whole body trembling as her orgasm flowed through her whole body. After several long seconds she lifted one leg and rolled off of me, allowing me to see my wife again, sitting on the couch with her legs wrapped around Jack's head, her body thrashing around in a way that told me she had been teased to the limit but hadn't quite gotten to climax, a frustration for her if it went on too long.
I was about to go over to my wife and help her out when Diane rolled up onto her knees, and quickly swung over my hips. Holding her finger to her lips to tell me to be quiet, she quickly aimed my cock at her pussy and pushed down on my shaft, my cock expanding her tunnel as she slowly sank down on me. I felt her clit press into the base of my cock nearly at the same time that my head nestled into the end of her tunnel. She leaned toward me and began to slowly stroke up off my cock, sliding her sweaty tits along my chest as she arched her back, teasing my cock with her pussy in a most enticing way.
She stopped when she got to the end of my cock, holding only my head inside her before arching her back up the other direction and slowly pushing down my shaft again. I could feel her pussy quivering as she drew it up and down along my cock, her tits dragging along my chest, increasing the pleasure and stimulation she was providing.
"I'm going to cum!" I whispered to her at the end of her stroke. She grinned down at me and nodded, her way of telling me to let go.
It took only two more of these incredibly long slow strokes, before my body tensed, staying rock still for several seconds before convulsing, driving my cock into her pussy and unleashing a huge surge of pent up cum. Time and again my body jerked and twitched, filling her pussy with cum before she pulled from me, my cock still leaking as it slapped against my stomach.
I looked up and saw my wife, still bucking on the sofa, her hands tugging at the knot of the blindfold, presumably the action that caused Diane to pull from me. I quickly rolled over and crawled to and onto the sofa, reaching for my wife's hands and taking them from the blindfold.
"Just relax. Think of me fucking you." I whispered as I cupped both her breasts. I leaned down and gave her a long slow kiss, letting my tongue slide into her mouth while I began to gently tease her nipples, pulling and twisting them like little knobs. I felt and heard her moan into my mouth as her body trembled briefly and then suddenly jerked, a long slow cry coming from her, muffled by my mouth over hers. She pushed me away so she could breath, her chest heaving heavily under my hands as I gently massaged her soft breasts.
"Damn that took a long time," she panted as her hands once again went to her blindfold.
Jack sat back on the floor, breathing heavily as well, not from exertion but from being smothered by my wife's squeezing legs, a feeling I knew all too well.
"Come here honey!" Diane said, pushing her husband back onto the floor and climbing across him. She pulled his rigid cock upright and sank herself down onto his cock, which I was surprised looked quite a bit thinner and shorter than mine. She began bouncing up and down his shaft, her ass slapping loudly on his thighs with each stroke, her tits bouncing wildly while my wife and I watched.
She bounced wildly on his cock, his hips beginning to bounce back at her in time with her strokes. It was only a very few short minutes before he groaned loudly, his body twitching as he climaxed, his cum filling his wife's already used pussy. Diane slowed her strokes and then settled to sit on him, his hands slowly roaming around her stomach and chest.
"Well, I think we all got a good climax from that round," Diane said with a grin. "Was it worth it?" She asked, looking at my wife.
"It was a lot different than Mike. He knows exactly where I like to be touched and how. But I guess that comes with thirty plus years of practice."
"Yeah, that does help. But Jack needs a lot of guiding. You might have noticed that he get stuck at one place and keeps doing the same thing over and over until it's almost frustrating."
"Yeah, Mike doesn't do that too much." My wife agreed.
"From what little I've experienced, not at all. Damn you're a lucky woman. He really knows how to read reactions and change what he's doing to push the sensations even higher."
"I thought you were sucking his cock?" My wife said with a somewhat cross look on her face.
"We kind of did a sixty-nine. I think he wanted to eat me as much as I wanted to suck him. I didn't think you'd mind too much."
"Well, it wasn't what I expected you two to do, but I guess it's ok. I mean he did come over here and help me finish off." My wife said, leaning over to give me another kiss. "I guess I know why his kiss tasted a bit funny now."
"I suppose a little." I said after I kissed her back.
"I hope you guys don't mind, but I think Jack and I are going to take off," Diane said with a grin. "I kind of want to get him home, by then he's going to be recharged and I'm going to need a serious fucking!"
I stood up and held a hand out to her, helping her up from Jack's lap. She gave me a coy little wink and then picked up her little yellow dress from the floor. She bent over at the waist and stepped into the dress, pulling it up her smooth body as she straightened, continuing to pull it up over her round breasts ever so slowly. By the time she had covered herself Jack was up and stepped into his shorts.
I led them to the front door and said good night, Jack reminding me that next week was at their house before I closed the door.
I walked back into the living room and held a hand out to my wife. "How about a shower?"
"Sounds like a good idea," she answered, taking my hand and letting me pull her up from the sofa.
I led her to the bathroom and started the water, letting it get nice and warm like she enjoyed it. With a smile I pulled her into the shower drawing her under the hot water with me. I wrapped my arms around her nude body and pulled her against me, feeling her hard nipples and soft breasts pressed against me. I lowered my face to hers and gently kissed her as I turned us in the shower, moving her under the tingly spray. I broke the soft kiss and reached on the corner shelf for body wash. I drizzled the body soap over her chest and shoulders, letting the water wash it down between us while I put the bottle back. I gently began rubbing my hands around her body, washing the sweat and scent of sex off her body while she did the same to mine. We didn't miss a spot, making sure that every place was cleaned and rinsed before I turned the water off.
I didn't bother with the towels, just drawing her out of the bathroom and onto the bed, laying her across the assorted dresses. I crawled on top of her and lay gently on her, letting my hard cock press between her legs. She spread them wide for me, letting them loop around my waist before hooking her heels on my bare butt. I felt my head spread her lips, pressing slowly into her. When I was only an inch or two into her I pulled back, almost slipping out before pressing forward again, pushing in again. This time I pushed a little farther, only an inch or so, before pulling back again. Time and again I repeated the process, each stroke driving in a little farther until I was stroking my full hard length deep into her, my head nestling into the end of her soft hot tunnel and her clit pressing against the base of my cock.
Slowly I stroked in and out of her, my cock sliding between her wet pussy lips, her soft moans making it to my ears as my lips gently kissed down her neck as I arched my back to make my way to one of her large soft breasts. It was a contortion I had perfected from many years of enjoyable sex with my wife, angling my body and arching my back so that I could engulf one of her nipples with my lips. I eagerly sucked her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the nipple as I sucked it, my strokes in and out of her never ceasing.
"Ohhhhhh god yessssss!" she hissed softly as I nibbled her nipple gently, adding just a little more stimulation to the combination. "You do know exactly how I love it."
I mumbled some reply with her tit still pleasantly sucked into my mouth, her pussy caressing my cock and inching my impending climax closer with each new stroke.
"Ohhhhh, I'm going to cum," She whispered, as if I really needed the announcement. I could feel her pussy beginning to spasm around my cock as I continued to stroke in and out, the spasms adding to the sensations and making my cock grow just a little bit fatter as my climax inched ever closer. The quiver of her legs told me exactly how close she was, and I released my grip on her nipple, rolling myself fully on top of her and increasing the strength of my strokes. I quickened my pace, driving my cock more forcefully into her, each impact bouncing her body gently, her big soft tits wiggling and bouncing enticingly below me as her climax began to wash over her. A long slow groan escaped her lips as her orgasm hit full strength within her, her arms and legs quivering and her pussy clenching tightly around my shaft.
"Oh god yes," I groaned at the feeling of her tightening pussy, the increased sensation pushing me right to the brink. My body jerked and rammed my shaft deep into her as it unleashed a huge gush of hot cum into her pussy. Time and again my body jerked and unloaded more into her, surprising even me at the volume that was still available to fill her after two previous loads that day.
I lowered myself on top of her, letting her support most of my weight, my heaving chest rubbing wetly against her soft breasts and still hard nipples. I turned my head and nuzzled her neck, gently kissing it and her ear lobe. "I love you," I whispered.
"And I love you," She whispered back as we lay there.
I kissed my way up her neck and jaw toward her lips and then the two of us embraced lovingly for long minutes before we broke the long wet kiss and I rolled off of her. She rolled onto her side and snuggled against me, resting her head on my chest and one leg over mine, her fingers idly toying with my now soft cock. I looped my arm around her back and gently stroked her hip and round soft bottom with the tips of my fingers, both of us enjoying the after effects of our mutual orgasms.
"So was she good?" My wife finally whispered after several silent minutes.
"Well, she did suck pretty good." I answered honestly.
"I mean when she rode on you." My wife whispered. "She'd been making hints for months that she wanted to ride you until you came, I presume she managed to find a way today."
"Yeah, she did. I didn't know you knew and I didn't exactly know how to tell you."
"Lover, I could hear the moan you make just before you cum in me. I may have been blindfolded but I guessed what brought it out."
"Are you mad at me?"
"At you? Oh hell no. She's been working toward it for weeks. All the little games and challenges? Yeah her goal was to get us all naked so she'd have a chance to sneak a ride on you when she thought I wasn't looking. She flat asked me weeks ago if she could fuck you and I said no."
"So you're mad at her?"
"Well, it's kind of hard to be. I mean I have done a lot of bragging about how good you are and Jack....well after today I believe what she says. He's ok, but he ain't you!" She said with a chuckle. "Besides, it's been kind of fun. I mean I don't have any desire to have Jack screwing me, but you have to admit that our sex has been...well...more energetic the last few weeks."
"Yeah, it has been. So are you going to tell her you know?"
"I don't think so. I want to see how long it takes her to fess up. Besides, we have the race at their house next week, I'm kind of interested to see how she ratchets this up."
"You are enjoying this aren't you?"
"Uh huh. I'm still not sure how much I like the idea of your dick inside her, but as long as you keep coming back and making love to me like you just did I suppose I don't have to worry about her stealing you away."
"You don't have to worry about it either way. She can't replace the thirty plus years of life we spent together." I whispered, pulling her tightly against me.
"Mmmmm that's nice to know. Now go turn the light out."
"Yes maam." I said, untangling myself from her to go turn the bedroom light out. "Don't you want to get under the covers?"
"Not yet. I think I want to feel your lips against my pussy one more time before we go to sleep." She said, spreading her legs wide for me and teasing her pussy with her fingers.
I grinned back at her and then flicked the light out for the night.
*********
I had to admit that throughout the week my mind kept wondering just what Diane would do this next weekend and how she would manage to make the situation even more provocative. There was no doubt in my mind that she intended at some point to make the sexual situation so obvious that all four of us would somehow be exposed or involved in it with me ending up inside her. The only questions in my mind were how, and would she actually tell my wife she had already snuck a quickie with me?
Sunday's race was a daytime race and the summer heat was forecast to be in the mid nineties by race time. Nancy and I drove over to Diane's house, which was not exactly in the city but definitely not as "in the country" as our place. With our house nestled back into a six acre wooded lot abutted to a thousand plus acre wooded valley, we had an abundance of privacy. Jack and Diane's place was a few acres with a couple trees, but it also had a HUGE backyard with an eight foot high privacy fence around it and a simply massive in ground pool. While there were a few neighbors houses that had the possibility of looking into the back yard, just as their two story house could look out over other yards, the number of eyes that could see in was quite small.
One nice thing about heading to Jack and Diane's during the summer months was the standing invitation to use the pool. In fact we played in the pool over there so frequently that both my wife and I kept a swim suit over there. What was different this trip was that when we got there Jack was out on the patio relaxing in front of a new sixty inch flat screen TV installed under the awning sticking out from the back of the house.
"Hey guys, come on have a seat! I got tired of missing the race if I took a dip so we got a new big screen out here. Now we can swim and keep track of the race too."
"Hey cool!" I answered, checking out the big screen.
"Green flag in about twenty minutes!" Diane called as she came out the house with a tray of ice and drinks wearing a VERY revealing bikini. "If you want to put your suits on before it starts, I set them out in the guest room."
"Sure, thanks!" I said, taking my wife's hand and leading her back into the house. Nancy followed me through the family room and down the hall to the guest room we usually changed in. To my surprise the suits laying on the bed were most definitely NOT our regular suits.
"What are these?" My wife asked, picking up a bright yellow....well...bikini would be a very loose term. It looked like little more than a few tiny triangles attached by strings. "I'm not wearing this!"
"I think it looks pretty hot! Why don't you put it on and we'll see how it looks!" I said with a laugh, knowing full well that she wasn't about to put that scant outfit on. Hell, it wasn't much more than being naked!
"Well, it looks like you don't have much more." My wife said with a giggle, reaching down to the bed and picking up a tiny red...well...I wasn't sure what it was. I wear men's bikini briefs because my wife thinks they look sexy, but what she was holding up made my regular bikini briefs look like modest coverage.
"She's really not serious is she?"
"Why not. I think it looks pretty hot! Why don't you put it on and we'll see how it looks!" She parroted back to me with a crooked grin.



"Hell, that won't even cover my ass."
"About as much as this butt floss will cover mine." She said waving the yellow bikini in front of me.
"Fine. Not sure what she has in mind, but I bet it's going to be interesting." I said taking the red suit from my wife. I set it on the bed and started stripping my clothes off, tossing them in a pile on the bed. "Well, you going to join me?"
"Do I have to?"
"If I am you do." I said as I pulled off my underwear and tossed it on the pile, leaving me naked.
"Ok, you put yours on and then I'll put mine on. I want to see just how that thing keeps you covered when I start flashing my tits at you."
"That's gonna be interesting isn't it?" I answered as I pulled the tiny red bikini bottom on. The back tried to tuck between my cheeks and I had to work to tuck even my soft cock into the front, which ended up looking more like an overgrown pocket than a swim suit.
Dressed in my swim suit, if we'll call it that, I stood back to watch my wife start stripping. I wasn't surprised to see her starring at my crotch while she took her clothes off, if anything, doing so as teasingly as she knew how, which was actually pretty good considering she'd never done any strip tease for me. She began fitting the top on over her big breasts, tying the strings and then trying to pull the triangles to cover as much as she could, which turned out, even with my help, of not even being her whole areola. She shook her head dubiously as she put the tiny bottom between her legs. It kept falling down so I cupped her pussy, with the yellow material between my hand and her lips, while she tied the strings. I knelt down and adjusted the bottoms to cover as much of her as it could, her curly bush poking out all the way around the tiny piece of fabric.
"Well. Guess we're both going to be exposed." My wife chided as I stood up. I looked down and my hard cock was sticking mostly out of the brief bottom.
"So it seems. Suppose we should make this go down before we go out there?" I asked her with a grin.
"Oh, that is tempting." Nancy answered with an equal grin, stepping over until her tits were touching my chest, her hand snaking down to grab my cock and stroke it a few times, making it grow even more. "But I think if I have to feel this exposed you might as well get to as well." She finished with a little giggle, tugging my cock like a handle and leading me toward the bedroom door. She let go to open the door and then walked down the hall, wiggling her ass with each step.
I shook my head and followed her, feeling my cock wiggling back and forth as it stuck straight out toward her bare ass. Feeling exposed was quite the understatement when I stepped into the kitchen to find Diane bustling around in a bikini just as brief as the one Nancy wore. She stopped dead in her tracks, a pitcher in one hand and a wooden spoon in the other, her eyes riveted on my exposed cock.
"Why don't you give Diane a hand honey. I'm going to go get wet. I'm suddenly very warm."
"Um Sure." I answered as my wife turned, her grin just flashing for a moment before she walked away and out the French door leading to the patio. I watched Jack stare at her as she walked across the patio toward the pool and then down the steps into the waist deep water. She dipped herself down into the water and then settled back on the steps to lounge in the water.
"Well, I hoped that suit would be a bit revealing, but that's even better than I expected." Diane said, stepping around the counter. She stepped over to me and looked down at my exposed cock. "God, what a cock. You know. I'm going to get on that cock again today if I can."
"Really? And if I just bend you over the counter and just fuck you right here?"
"Oh sweetie. Be my guest!" Diane said, stepping over the counter and pressing her hips against it, bending over slightly.
"And if I did?" I asked, stepping up behind her intentionally pressing my cock head against her cloth covered pussy lips.
"Oh Michael. You wouldn't take advantage of a defenseless woman, would you?"
"Well, that all depends." I said reaching my hand down around her thigh and tugging the panty to the side to expose her pussy. With my other hand I grabbed my cock and slowly rubbed it up and down her fat lips, teasing the tip between them as I pressed against her a bit harder. "Does that defenseless woman intend on taking me out in the open or trying to sneak it in when the other woman isn't looking?"
"Oh definitely when she isn't looking, but out in the open works f...i...n...e!" She squeaked as I pushed my cock into her pussy an inch or two. "Oh god what a cock!" she moaned, pushing back against me to work my cock deeper into her. She wiggled her ass to work me in deeper. I let her get me most of the way in before reaching up around her and taking the pitcher from her.
"Here let me get that." I said, pulling my cock out of her pussy and walking toward the patio door with the pitcher.
"Fuck." I heard Diane swear behind me as I walked away.
I set the pitcher on the table and then continued straight toward the pool, walking down into the water and settling onto the steps next to my wife.
"So did you?" My wife whispered.
"Uh huh. Just one stroke. That ought to drive her crazy. That was what you wanted me to do, wasn't it?"
"Oh yeah. You read my mind. I just wanted her to know that I knew what she did. That should probably do it. Now the question is did Jack know?"
"I'm guessing she got the point." I answered with a smile.
"Oh sweetie. If I know you she got a lot more than the point."
"Hey guys. Green flag time!" Jack called from the overhang.
"Shall we lover?"
"Oh definitely. By the way, that suit? It's practically transparent when it's wet." I said as I stood up and tucked my finally softened cock back into the tiny suit.
"Why does that not surprise me?" Nancy said with a wry look.
I helped her up and then walked hand in hand from the pool. Jacks eyes about popped out of his head as Nancy's tits bounced and swung with each step.
"So anyone up for a little fun during the race?" Diane asked from the lounge chair she was settled into .
"Well, that all depends." Nancy asked.
"Short tracks are notorious for drivers getting laps down. So if you're driver goes one or more laps down you have to go naked." Diane said. "If they make the lap up you can put your swim suit back on again."
"That doesn't sound too bad, since this suit makes me look practically naked anyway." Nancy replied.
"And one more little fun thing I thought we'd try. As long as your driver is in the pits you can touch any exposed skin of the closest person of the opposite sex in any way you want, and they can't touch back or object. That should provide some interesting fifteen second interludes."
"Well, that certainly sounds interesting." I answered.
"Fuck yeah." Jack answered. "I can see this having some interesting possibilities."
By the thirtieth lap a flat tire put Gordon not one but two laps down by the time he limped it into the pits under the yellow.
"Time to lose it stud!" Diane called from her chair.
"It would seem so," I said standing up and skimming the suit off. I sat back down naked, my cock slowly hardening as Diane stared at me. As the cars started coming into the pits Junior slid into his stall and my wife leaned over and began to kiss me. Diane on the other hand, was already out of her chair by the time Martin slid to a stop in his bit box, giving her an entire fifteen seconds to engulf my cock.
For his part Jack was ready as well, reaching his hand up and feeling up every square inch of my wife's tits that he could, which was a lot given the tiny suit.
The race returned green and I stayed naked, Gordon not making up either of his laps. Junior also soon went a lap down. My wife stood up, and pulled the already scant suit off, sitting back down naked.
When the next round of stops came it was no surprise that Jack made a beeline to my wife, one hand down between her legs and his mouth around one of her nipples. I would probably have been upset if the look on my wife's face wasn't such a sour look. My wife absolutely HATES it when I get too fast and don't lead up slowly. She loves to be teased and seduced, something that Jack didn't have time for. Or at least he didn't think he did.
When Jeff came into his pits, a lap later because he was not on the lead lap, I leaned over and gently licked one of my wife's nipples.
"Tease her," she whispered to me before I pulled away.
I looked up at her and nodded that I understood.
The laps worked down, as well as the sun. By the time the race was over the sun was far down in the sky. Diane seemed to be disappointed that for a change her driver stayed on the lead lap, leaving her the only one still dressed.
"Well, anyone want to play cards?" Diane asked as she stood up, pulling the strings of her suit. "Somehow I got the short end of that game. I was expecting to end up naked."
"Well, for what it's worth, that suit was almost as good as being naked." I told her.
"You think so?" She asked, walking the few steps to me and climbing on the lounge chair with me, laying with her body against mine and her tits pressed against my arm and chest.
"I have to go to the bathroom." My wife said as she pushed herself up from her chair. "I'll be right back."
"Jack. Why don't you go get the cards?" Diane said without looking over at him.
"Sure, be right back." He said, getting up off his chair and heading into the house behind my wife.
"That'll keep them busy for a while." Diane said with a grin. She reached down to my partly hard cock and stroked it gently. "So what should we do while we wait for them to come back?"
"I know what you want."
"Uh huh. After that tease you gave me in the kitchen? I want all of it sliding in and out of me."
"Well, what are you waiting for?"
"Nothing." She said as she pushed herself up, swinging her leg over me and straddling my hips with her knees. I reached for her tits and cupped both of them, hefting the heavy orbs as she guided my cock to her pussy. I felt her hot pussy engulf me as she lowered herself down, her pussy surprisingly wet. "I've been waiting all night for this." She cooed as she began bouncing up and down on my lap, my cock disappearing in and out of her with an audible squishing sound.
"Oh damn, that feels nice." I groaned as she rode me, her tits bouncing in my hands, her nipples rubbing against my palms. I rolled my hands to squeeze her breasts, making the nipples push out toward me as I leaned my face forward to close my lips around one of her nipples.
"YESSSSS!" she squealed as I nibbled on her nipple. Her pussy clenching around me, in response to the additional stimulation.
I lost track of how long we had been there, her riding me with her soft wet pussy stroking my cock and teasing it from where she nearly pulled off of it, and in some cases did, to where my head beat at tattoo at the end of her tunnel where it impacted into her with each urgent downward stroke she made. I saw motion in the house out of the corner of my eye and released her nipple to look. I saw my wife bent over the counter where I had bent Diane earlier, Jack standing behind her nude form pounding his cock into her pussy with abandon. Her big soft tits swung with each impact of his hips against her ass, the creamy orbs banging against the edge of the counter as her body moved.
She turned her head to look toward us, the look on her face not at all depicting enjoyment, but more like....acceptance. My wife always did enjoy being screwed from behind, but only after she had been properly teased and seduced. Just walking up behind her and stuffing a cock into her was not the way to get her excited or enticed. I doubted that Jack had done what was needed to get her excited and as a result his efforts were bound to be fruitless to her.
Diane moaned loudly as her body shivered, drawing my attention back to her. "That's it baby. You're cock feels so good inside me!"
"Damn." I muttered as she leaned a bit farther forward, arching her back with each stroke so that her nipples nearly touched my chest and then arched back as she dropped down, allowing her tits to bounce as her ass slapped loudly on my hips. I knew that if she kept going the way she was that she was going to get the whole load that was primed from all her teasing for the last few hours. Part of me felt a little guilty for enjoying this so much when my wife wasn't. "Diane, we need to stop." I finally said, putting my hands on her hips and holding her down on me.
"What? What's wrong sweetie?" She asked, a concerned look on her face.
I nodded toward the kitchen door, through which I could see my wife still standing there being pounded by Jack. "This might be working for you and me, but it's definitely not working for my wife."
Diane looked over and I saw her frown. "I'm sorry Mike. Do we need to stop?"
"Don't get me wrong I love what we're doing, but I feel a bit guilty if you know what I mean."
"Jack just isn't the lover you are sweetie." She said, pushing herself up off my cock and standing next to my chair. "He also doesn't have half the cock you've got." She said, leaning down and giving me a kiss. She straightened back up and headed into the kitchen, closing the door behind her, leaving me alone on the patio. I could see her in the kitchen, talking to Jack and my now disengaged wife. I sighed at the thought that the little games Diane had been playing were probably over, and got up and headed to the pool. I eased down into the water and pushed away from the stairs rolling onto my back as I floated, my still hard cock sticking up like a periscope. I opened my eyes and looked back toward the house, the orange of the slowly sinking sun lighting the back of their house.
I noticed motion out of the corner of my eye and looked toward it to see a tall thin black woman standing on the balcony of the neighboring house. She wore a silky looking thin robe over a very curvaceous body, her fingers teasing circles around the bumps that were obviously hard nipples. My already hard cock jumped and my mind followed with a quick thought that it would be cool to see her drop that robe. I shook the thought from my head realizing that it was a remnant of not quite finishing with Diane.
"Whatcha thinking honey?" My wife asked as she walked toward me. I watched her nude body step down into the water, my cock twitching as her curly bush disappeared under the water.
"I'm thinking that you're not having much fun with Jack."
"You wanted me to?" She asked as she dropped her body in the water and pushed off, floating over to me and then touching bottom in front of me.
"Well, yes and no. I'm not sure I love the idea of Jack porking you, but the idea was to have fun. I mean let's face it, Diane has been angling for weeks to get to ride me out in the open, but as good as it was going for us, you and Jack weren't quite getting it done." I said as she stepped against me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled herself snug, smashing her tits into my chest and stood there with her face inches from mine.
"Well, Jack was. He was having a great time banging away." My wife said with a frown.
"But you weren't." I answered as she wiggled her hips, grinding her mound against my hard cock under the water.
"Not even." She answered before giving me a kiss on the nose. "But you know how to make me have a good time."
"Yeah, I do." I answered, cupping her cheeks in my hands and pulling her hips tighter to me. "You feel like you want a little more of a good time?"
"Well, I don't think either one of us got to have a happy ending. You wanna see if you can solve that?"
"With pleasure," I answered, lifting her up until she wrapped her legs around my waist, her big tits pressing on either side of my face. I walked us through the water until I could set her on the edge of the pool and eased her down. She let go of my neck and I eased her back until she was laying on the pavement and then untangled her legs from around me, spreading and lifting them until I had them sticking in the air in a wide V.
"You sure you want to do that?" She asked quietly as I knelt down in the water, gently kissing her right thigh. I slowly worked my kisses down her thigh toward her mound, stopping before I reached her pussy and pulling back to her other leg, placing a kiss on the inside of her knee.
"Now see how he teases her?" I heard Diane say from where she and Jack and settled in a chair.
I shook my head slightly between kisses and continued to slowly work my way toward her pussy, her hips starting to lift and wiggle with each kiss. I worked closer to her pussy and gently blew across it with my hot breath, bringing a quick intake of breath at the sudden change in sensations. I reached out with my tongue and ever so slowly traced it up her inner lips, just barely touching them.
"Ohhhhh god yes," my wife moaned softly as I drew my tongue up her lips a second time, pressing slightly harder and letting it dive slightly deeper as it spread them a little bit. My third stroke with my tongue brought her hips off the deck, her legs now resting on my shoulders and her heels digging into my back by the time I flicked the tip of my tongue across her now exposed clit.
I moved one hand up around her thigh to her right breast, gently squeezing it and the now rock hard nipple perched poking up into the air, drawing another soft moan from her lips.
I grinned to myself and pressed my tongue deeper into her, this time pushing deep enough to press against her pubic bone as I stroked up toward her clit. I paused when my tongue found her hard nub and began to slowly circle it as I pushed a finger slowly into her hot tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh sweet Jesus," She gasped as my finger penetrated her tunnel sinking deeper and deeper into her. "Fuck me sweetie, fuck me now!"
I pulled my face from between her legs and reached for her arms. I pulled her upright, letting her spread her legs around me until she could wrap her arms around my neck. I pulled her off the pool edge and moved us to the steps, walking up them to the top step and then sinking down onto my knees on the top step. I eased her down as slowly as I could onto the deck and then leaned her back, moving myself over her as I did. It only took me a few gentle pokes to get my cock engaged into her pussy, my hands busy holding myself up over her.
"OHHHHHH YESSSSSS!" she cried softly as my cock slowly pushed into her. I looked up as I pulled back, seeing Diane on all fours on the end of the chair, Jack standing behind her with his cock already buried inside her.
I started stroking into her, pushing each stroke a little deeper until my head pressed against the end of her tunnel. My wife wrapped her legs around my waist and started lifting her hips off the ground to meet my strokes as I began sliding in and out of her rhythmically.
"God look at that." I heard Diane say. "See how gently and loving he's doing it? See Jack, it's not about you getting yours it's about giving her what she wants so she can give you what you want."
I chuckled to myself as Jack practically growled in the background. I focused down on Nancy and tried to keep my strokes long and even, my hips banging against her round ass with each stroke so her big full tits rolled and moved between us from each impact. I leaned my head down and captured one of her nipples with my lips, pulling gently to stretch it while the motion of her breast tugged on it in different directions.



"Ohhhhhhh yessssss that's it. Perfect baby!" My wife moaned loudly as I continued to plunge in and out of her, the gentle tremble of her legs as she let her hips down telling me that her orgasm was beginning to build. I continued stroking in and out rhythmically, releasing her nipple while I shifted my weight. I looked up and saw Diane hanging on to the end of the lounge chair, her tits swinging wildly as Jack pounded her from behind, her eyes fixed on the two of us.
My wife let out a single long cry of pleasure, the sound echoing across the pool and deck as her body suddenly convulsed, her tunnel squeezing and spasming around my plunging shaft. I knew this point all too well. What she needed now was to be fucked hard. She loved feeling me bang harder on her ass and bang my head against the end of her tunnel.
I started to stroke into her with abandon, slapping my hips against her ass so hard her whole body shook and moved, my own body held up above her so I could watch her sexy gorgeous tits bouncing and rolling under me.
"OH fuck!" I grunted as I came close, her pussy still twitching around me. I pulled my head back as I felt my cum starting to boil up in preparation for its impending release. I opened my eyes and realized that we were the focus of more attention than just Jack and Diane. The black woman was still standing on the balcony, her curly black hair framing her dark face which was still lit by the sinking sun. Her robe no longer on her body so that every inch of her dark skin was exposed. Her big tits had huge dark areola topping each one, her nipples fat and erect as one hand moved from tit to tit pulling and squeezing her nipples. Her other hand was busy plunging in and out of her pussy, one foot perched on the railing around the balcony to keep her legs apart.
"Cum for me baby! Do it. I can feel you almost there! Fill me with your hot cum!" My wife practically shouted. "GOD I can't believe I'm coming again!" she said as her shout turned to a squeal.
"AW FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my stimulated cock unloaded, my whole body jerking as I unloaded gush after gush of cum into her, filling her pussy until it was squeezing out around my cock.
"YES YES YES!" Screamed Diane as she came just after me.
I heard another soft cry that didn't belong and figured it was the extra audience on the balcony.
"Damn that was good." My wife moaned as she looped her arms around my neck and pulled me down on top of her. "Kiss me lover."
I pressed my lips against hers and gently kissed her, her lips tasting her own juices as her tongue teased into my mouth. I lay there on top of her for long minutes, kissing her lips before moving to her jaw, neck and eventually her earlobe, teasing it with my lips and tongue until she giggled and squirmed under me. "Stop. You know that makes me squirm."
"Uh huh." I whispered in her ear. "Feel better?"
"Oh yes, much better!" she cooed. "Thank you lover."
"My pleasure," I whispered.
"Tell me. Does she feel different around you?" My wife whispered.
"Yes, she does."
"Better?" My wife questioned quietly.
"Not in a million years." I answered with a kiss to her neck. "You always have been and always will be the best there is to me."
"Is that right? You want to keep playing with her though don't you?"
"I'm not saying that I wouldn't want to. I mean it was fun, mostly different. I like the way she tries to tease me, like it's not supposed to happen and then sneaks it in."
"That is kind of fun isn't it? Just Jack really isn't that good once it comes time to finish."
"I'm sorry. It was fun while it lasted though."
"Well, we can still play, just so long as you don't mind if I don't have Jack finish me off." She said quietly. "I still like the play. It's fun. And if you happen to have a little fun even if I'm not around, well as long as you do me as well as you always do I'm not going to throw water on it."
"We'll see," I said. "This started out together, maybe it should stay that way."
"Maybe, but we'll see. I suspect it's going to be hard to keep Diane's clothes on around you," my wife said with a laugh. "Just promise me one thing."
"What's that?"
"You'll always come home to me after, ok?"
"Promise." I whispered back with a soft kiss on her neck.
"Then let's see if we can keep this incredible sex we've been sharing going. I bet if I told her it was ok she'd find all kinds of ways to tease you even if I wasn't around."
"You sure you want to open that door?" I asked in surprise.
"I think it would be hard to put that genie back in the bottle, so we might as well get as much as we can from it. Besides, it's kind of fun to fuck like we're teens again." She said with a giggle. "I wonder what else we can find to do like we were teens?"
"Only one way to find out." I answered her, surprised at her outlook on the whole thing. In my mind I could think of all kinds of ways that Diane could try and tease me or get me naked, and then there was her neighbor. I briefly wondered if Diane knew that she watched over the fence. Either way it was going to be an interesting rest of the summer.

The End..... (For now)
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"Didn't I see you sitting outside the changing rooms in Pennies?" A woman standing in front of one of those three way mirrors asked.
"Huh?" I responded, startled from my half stupor of staring at the woman admiring herself in the mirror.
"I asked if that was you sitting in front of the dressing rooms down in J. C. Penny's." She asked again. "You aren't some kind of pervert just trying to peek into the dressing rooms, are you?"
"Huh? NO!" I answered a bit indignantly. "I'm helping my daughter shop for some work outfits."
"Really? All this time?"
"Fraid so." I answered. "Never did understand why it took hours to shop for a few outfits."
"Well, it all has to look just right." She answered. "I'm sure your wife is having a nice time helping your daughter."
"No, afraid it's just the two of us."
"Really? Well, I'm sure when you get home your wife will appreciate your efforts." She said stepping back into the mirror and admiring herself again.
"Well, she doesn't know I'm here doing this. No this is just me trying to help my daughter get some new clothes for her first real job."
"Oh, that IS sweet of you. Has she just graduated?"
"From college, yeah." I answered.
"Well, you are a good father." She said stepping out of the mirror. "No, this just isn't going to do." She added, shaking her head and heading back into the dressing room.
I waited only a few more minutes before my daughter came out. "Sorry dad, these just aren't going to work. Nothing seems to fit right."
"Ok. Well, let's go try Macy's then." I said with a sigh.
The two of us headed out of Penny's and down the mall to the Macy's store. I followed her around the racks as she looked at all variety of business suits and skirt suits. After collecting a variety of outfits I again followed her to one of the banks of dressing rooms and found a seat.
I yawned and leaned back in the chair, settling in for a long wait again.
"Well, hello again," the lady I had seen in Penny's said as she walked up to the dressing room.
"Oh, hello." I said shaking the cobwebs from my mind.
"Waiting again?"
"I'm afraid so. Although this should be shorter, she only found four outfits this time." I answered.
"I see. Well, try not to be too bored," she said as she headed into the dressing rooms.
My daughter came out to admire how one outfit looked and then disappeared back into the dressing room, passing the lady from Penny's on the way. She stepped in front of the multi-way mirror and turned too and fro to view herself.
I guessed she was nearly the same age as I was. She wasn't bad looking, in fact, in the form fitting red dress she had on at the moment she looked pretty damn hot. The dress fit her round hips and butt like a second skin before it flowed up her body to encase a nice pair of full breasts, the dress dipping down deeply in the front to expose a nice amount of creamy white cleavage.
"Well, what do you think?" she asked conversationally as she turned to and fro in front of the mirror.
"It looks quite becoming," I answered.
"Huh? Oh. I was really talking to myself, but thank you. You think it really looks nice? Be honest now."
"Actually I think it looks very nice on you." I replied looking her up and down as she turned to and fro in front of me instead of the mirror.
"Doesn't make me look fat?"
"Most certainly not," I answered, shaking my head slowly.
"You're sure?" She asked again, turning so her butt faced me and rubbing her hands up and down the red material over her hips and butt.
"Trust me. It looks very nice," I said firmly.
"Hmmmm. I'm not so sure," she said as she walked past me again, headed back to the dressing room.
I waited for a few more minutes and my daughter came out again in a skirt suit which I thought looked quite good on her. Thankfully she agreed before returning to try on another outfit.
"Well, since you are being such a gentleman, would you care to give me your opinion on this one?" The lady asked again as she came back out in front of the mirror.
The dress was much different than the first. It fit her hips and butt snuggly before spreading into a short flowing skirt. The satiny green material reached up the front of her, encasing her round full breasts before heading up behind her neck. She turned for me, her back essentially bare due to the halter style top, with the exception of the bands and straps of her bra.
"Well, I think it's a wonderful dress," I answered.
"It looks that bad?"
"I didn't say it was bad."
"But it's not good."
"I think it's probably not supposed to have that kind of a bra," I said quietly, almost embarrassed.
"What? Oh." She said quietly, walking back toward the dressing room. "Don't go away then."
She disappeared and came back only a minute or so later. "See if this is better."
She stepped in front of me and turned all the way around slowly for me. The bra was most certainly gone, and her breasts were supported by the material of halter, two prominent bumps showing where I would have expected her nipples to be inside the top of the dress. The two wide strips of material that made up the bulk of the top left some of the sides of her breasts exposed in addition to a very deep V of creamy white skin that didn't stop until it was nearly to the bottom of her breasts. To me it looked even better than the red dress.
"Screaming sexy if she had a thong on.," I muttered to myself as she turned around again in front of me, the skirt flying slightly up and out as she made a quick turn around.
"What was that?" She asked as she came to a stop from her quick turn.
"Huh, nothing. Just said it looked real good."
"That wasn't what it sounded like you said," she said as she stared at me, "And the blush tells me what you said was a bit more racy that that. Sure you don't want to share?"
"No. I think it's probably better if I don't," I mumbled in embarrassment.
"Come on. Tell me! You wouldn't want me to buy this and then find out it looked silly."
"It definitely doesn't look silly," I answered.
"Ok, it doesn't look silly. But I'd still like to know what you said."
I sighed deeply. "If you insist. I said you'd look killer if you had on a thong under that."
She blushed brightly and held the skirt down against her thighs. "Goodness." She said in almost a giggle. "I don't think anyone has made a comment like that for a very long time. Even if you didn't mean it, it's nice to think someone said it."
"Oh I meant it," I answered with a shrug. "I think it looks pretty damn sexy. Be a sweet dress to take you out to a club in."
"Really? You think so?"
"Oh yeah. Any guy would be thrilled to go out with you dressed like that."
"Hmmmm really? Maybe I need to look for a few more sexy dresses, since I have such a receptive audience."
"Well, feel free," I said with a smile and a shrug.
"Maybe I will," she said turning toward around in the mirror again. She reached down for the hem of the dress, and looking at herself in the mirror, slowly pulled the dress up higher, exposing more and more of her creamy white thighs. I wondered just how far she would go and was surprised when she continued to pull upwards until the crotch of her white panties were showing. Suddenly blushing red, she pulled the dress back down and smoothed, stepping away from the mirror and heading back into the dressing room without making any eye contact with me.
I was still sitting and wondering thinking about how she looked in that dress when my daughter came back out in a conservative business pants suit. She looked good in it, and it became the second outfit of the day to make it to the keep pile, thank goodness. She returned to the changing room to try the third outfit she had taken in while I once again waited.
"So, what do you think of this?" The woman asked as she walked back out in a navy blue skirt and a cream colored blouse.
"Very nice," I answered.
"Just nice?"
"Well, if you're looking for a nice outfit to wear to work, it looks just fine."
"But not exactly sexy, is it?"
"Not really." I answered, shaking my head and frowning slightly.
"Well, I appreciate your candid opinion," she said as she stepped in front of the mirror. "I see what you mean though."
"Ok daddy, ready to go?" My daughter asked as she came out of the dressing room area.
"Sure, all done?" I asked hopefully.
"Just here. I think I want to see what Deb has. They always have lots of nice dresses, and then well, we're right across from Victoria's secret!" she said.
"You're not going to make me go in there too, are you?"
"Oh not if you don't want to," she said over her shoulder as she started to walk away. I turned and followed her out with a shrug, looking over my shoulder at the lady I had been talking to. I was surprised to see her watching me walk away, a little smirk on her face that I had no idea what to think of.
I followed my daughter to the checkout and paid for her selections and then out into the mall. She wove her way expertly though the corridors of the mall to end up precisely where she wanted to be, in front of the Deb shop. I followed her into the store and made my way to the one place you could count on finding seats, near the dressing rooms. This store had a row of dressing rooms across the back of the store, each with a louvered door that opened onto the main portion of the sales floor. The only thing that really separated the dressing room area from any other part were the racks of clothes line up twenty or so feet away from them.
I settled into a seat for what I expected to be another long wait. I was actually kind of sleepy and starting to half doze off when I felt a hand gently touch my shoulder. I startled and looked up to see the smiling face of the lady I had been talking to in the last store, standing next to me. She had a dress over her arm and a tiny little plastic hanger with an extremely skimpy pair of pink thong type underwear.
With a wink she stepped toward the dressing rooms and chose one all the way on the end, one where the door swung open so that it opened toward me. She carefully hung her items in the dressing room and then pulled the door closed, pausing for a moment to ensure that I was in fact looking her direction.
With the door closed I couldn't see anything except for the small gap at the bottom. I watched as the tan slacks she had been wearing pooled onto the floor around her ankles, which she then stepped out of. She slipped off her high heels and stood in her bare feet for several moments before her cream colored blouse landed on the slacks, the satiny material making a smooth looking little pile that was quickly disturbed by a lacy bra plopping unceremoniously on top. My mind was already headed in the wrong direction, trying to imagine what she was looking like mostly...correction, completely naked...as her white panties slipped down her legs. She stepped out of the panties and used her toes to add them to the pile in the corner of her dressing room.
My already hard dick was straining at my pants and I gave a quick look around before adjusting myself to make the bulge look a bit less conspicuous.
My attention was quickly diverted while my daughter came out of a different dressing cubicle, looked at the dress she had on in a mirror and then disappeared back into the dressing room. I looked back over toward the dressing room the lady had stepped into and saw it was standing open a crack, almost as if she were waiting for me to focus back toward her.
The door opened and the lady stepped out, the very short snug red dress clinging to her like a second skin. The spandex matched her shape and movements as she stepped in front of the mirror. She turned to and fro, giving both of us ample opportunity to enjoy what it was doing to her body and how it hugged her. She looked around nervously and seeing no one but me in the dressing room area, let her hands roam over her body, cupping first both breasts, giving each a little squeeze before sliding down her stomach to her thighs. She turned to face me, and looking directly at me, slipped the hem of the dress upward, not stopping until the absolutely tiny thong was fully on display. Even the small amount of material covering part of her mound and her pussy didn't expose a single hair, making me immediately wonder if she were completely shaved.
The few seconds she held the skin tight dress up above her pussy seemed like an hour in some ways. My mind burned an image of the tiny pink thong against her creamy white thighs, the tiny pink strings arching up and disappearing under the red spandex as they headed toward her hips. The tiny triangle of material was only a couple inches wide on the top, nearly half way down over her rounded smooth mound. The material was quite thin and appeared sparkly as it narrowed and dove down between her legs, the material pulling snuggly against her rounded outer lips, a small cleft dipping between them tantalizingly.
It took longer for my attention to return from the display to her face than the display was itself, but even then it took my mind several seconds to adjust. The skirt back down in place, she was stepping back into the dressing cubicle, her head looking around to see who else might see before holding a hand out and crooking her finger to invite me to follow. I really didn't know what to do, and in my indecision, I sat stone still, staring at her as she left the door part way open for me to see into.
Her hands went to the back of her neck, untying the small red string that held up the top of the backless spandex dress. As they came down the held the strings and peeled the spandex down her chest, exposing her bare breasts as the red material rolled down her front. She let go of the strings when the dress had cleared her breasts, both full and round with bright pink puckered areola and hard protruding nipples. I stared at her bare tits, as her hands moved to her hips and slowly worked the material down over them, her hips swaying slightly from side to side as she inched the red material downward. I saw the creamy whiteness of her firm stomach and then her hips, the tiny pink strings of the thong coming into view as the red material continued to move downward.
"Damn!" I muttered as she pushed the material down to where it finally slid down her legs to pool around her bare feet.
Standing in nothing but the pink thong she reached for the doorknob of the dressing room and held it, motioning again for me to come.
This time I couldn't help myself. I was way too turned on by her exhibition and the lack of any sex for almost a year, that I stood and walked quickly the dozen or so steps to her dressing room door.
She reached out, took my hand and quickly pulled me into the tiny cubicle, closing the door behind us. She held her finger to her lips, motioning me to be silent as she turned me and pushed me to the back of the cubicle. My feet hit the built in bench along the back wall and I sat quickly down, my balance broken by her continued push.
With me sitting down she stepped back, squatted down and picked up her clothes, hanging the red dress on a hook after standing back up and then stepping toward me again. She squatted down, her knees spread on either side of my legs, providing an even better view of what the pink thong was hiding. She used the slacks and blouse to cover my shoes, making my feet essentially unseen by anyone who might peek under the door, and then stood back up.
I stared at her in silence as she hooked her fingers in the thong panty and slowly pulled it down, exposing her bare and yes, completely shaved pussy to me in only moments. She lifted one leg and then the other until she was standing completely nude in front of me. She reached out and held the panties for me to sniff, the scent of her arousal strong before she lowered them and dropped them on the bench next to me.
She stood for a few moments and allowed me to view her completely naked body, from her firm round breasts, down her smooth belly and over her round hips. My attention was mostly drawn to her full round lips the edges of flowery delicate inner lips peeking out from between the smooth shaved skin. She saw where my eyes were riveted and stepped one foot up on the bench next to me. She slipped one hand down over her mound, continuing to slide it down as she curled her fingers between her legs, her middle finger teasing between her pussy lips. One...two...three times she slowly stroked her finger between her lips, dipping it deep between them and then drawing it slowly out across her clit. After her three slow strokes she drew her finger up over her mound again, leaving a glistening trail of her own juices and her pussy spread wide, her inner lips now protruding fully and shining with her aroused juices.
Moving her foot back to the floor, she stepped to me, her hands reaching for my belt. She quickly undid my belt as well as the snap and zipper of my jeans. She put a hand under my chin and tipped my head up to look at her, pressing a finger to her lips to remind me to be silent as she squatted down in front of me again. Her legs pushed wide spreading her pussy while her hands moved to my hips, pushing and coaxing my pants down. I lifted myself slightly on the bench seat, allowing her to work my jeans and underwear down to my knees, exposing my rock hard cock.
"Nice," she whispered quietly as she wrapped her hands around it and gave it several long slow strokes. With a smile she stood up again and bent over, aiming her mouth for my now exposed cock.
"Ohhhhh." I breathed quietly as she engulfed my head with her mouth, her tongue swirling around my mushroom head several times before pushing her face lower, taking more and more of me into her hot mouth. Up and down her head went, her lips sliding along my cock and her tongue teasing my shaft and head as she did. I was far to long and fat for her to get all of me into her mouth, so she followed along with her hand, stroking it up and down in time with her mouth, her hand twisting as well.
I reached out and cupped both of her tits, hanging down and wiggling enticingly from her motions. I grasped each one, letting her nipples stick out between my fingers so I could squeeze them at the same time I squeezed the firm round globes with my palms and fingers.
I lost track of how long she had been sucking my cock in the small cubicle, but I hadn't lost track of what the sensations were doing to me. I knew that if she kept up what she was doing was going to bring me to a huge climax very soon. She apparently read the motion of my hips trying to push up in time with her strokes for what it was and pulled her lips from my shaft. Standing in front of me again, she held her finger to my lips to keep me quiet as she stepped forward, moving to kneel on the wooden bench, one leg on either side of my hips.
She moved her finger from my lips and reached for one of my hands, drawing it down between her legs and placing it on her dripping pussy. Once I had started stroking her soft pussy lips she leaned her upper body toward my face, rubbing one of her rock hard nipples back and forth across my lips, her hands pressing on the wall behind me to hold herself at just the right angle.
I heard her moan softly as I pressed my middle finger up into her tunnel, her tight velvetiness pressing around my finger as I stroked it deeply in and out of her. Her juices seemed to increase with each passing moment, her hips gently rocking in time with my strokes. Her hips rocked more and more urgently as my finger stroked in and out of her, my palm sliding across her mound and exposed clit. I sucked first one nipple and then the other, switching frequently and enjoying the feeling of her hard nipple under my tongue.
"Oh fuck me now!" She whispered urgently, reaching down to pull my hand from between her legs. She grabbed my cock with her hand and aimed it at her pussy, rubbing my head between her wet lips several times before settling her weight on it. I felt her slowly engulf me, her soft hot tunnel slowly gripping around my shaft and head, caressing each inch that she took into herself almost as snuggly as the red dress had encased her trim body.



Up and down she rode, slowly at first, but then with more urgency, her hips rocking so that each stroke was a slightly different sensation on my cock as she bounced up and down, her firm ass slapping against my thighs in a barely audible sound. She bit her lower lip slightly to silence a moan that tried to escape as she rode both of us up toward the pinnacle of climax.
Her climax seemed to hit her before mine, but only by moments. Her legs and body trembled as she tried to continue riding me, her motion becoming jerky and inconsistent, although I really couldn't care at that point. Her contracting pussy squeezing and rippling around my fat hard shaft had long since pulled my own trigger. My body jerked involuntarily, trying to pierce her convulsing pussy even deeper as the first gush of hot juices lanced up into her. The sensations of my cum filling her hot tunnel seemed to just intensify what appeared to be an already intense orgasm. Time and again my body jerked, pumping more and more cum into her until finally both of us sagged against the back wall panting for breath.
After sitting there for several minutes she pushed herself away and climbed up off of me, a gush of our combined juices leaking from her pussy and flowing down her leg in a trickle. She reached for her purse and pulled out a package of wet wipes, quickly cleaning her leg and pussy before tuning her attention to my cock. She carefully cleaned it with the wipes before depositing them back into her purse.
Without a word she reached for my hands and pulled me up to a standing position. Still totally nude, she pressed herself to me, her arms wrapping around my neck and her lips pressing urgently to mine. Her tongue battled its way into my mouth as my own arms wrapped around her, pulling her against me tighter, trapping my softened cock between us and her hard nipples against my chest. We stood and embraced until my cock started to climb again, hardening between us.
Feeling my hardening cock she pushed herself away from me and reached down between us, grasping and stroking it even harder.
"Wish I had time to do that again." She whispered before reluctantly letting go of my cock and squatting down in front of me again. She pulled my pants and underwear back up, carefully fastening everything and ensuring that I looked respectable again. Only then did she begin to dress, her white panties and bra first and then her slacks and finally her blouse. With her fully dressed again she leaned against me, kissed me deeply and then whispered "thank you," into my ear.
With that she turned, cracked the door to see that the coast was clear and then slipped out.
By the time I stepped out she was disappearing between the racks, walking briskly away from where I stood. I sat back down and thought about my encounter, getting very turned on again at the thought of the tryst that had just occurred.
"There you are!" My daughter said as she came back a Victoria's secret bag in her hand.
"Had to go find a bathroom. Get everything you need?"
"Yep. Just have to pay for these two," my daughter said, holding out two dresses that she had picked from this shop.
With her purchases paid for I took her to her new apartment and dropped her off before heading home myself.
I was sitting in my recliner, deeply engrossed in a book when my wife walked in.
"Hi honey! How was your day?"
"Pretty good. Yours?"
"Really good. I got this sexy new dress," she said, holding up a red backless spandex dress. "And look at these sexy little panties." She said holding up a pink satiny thong. "I have it on good authority that this outfit is really really sexy. Would you like me to try it on for you?
"I'd love it." I said as she stepped over to the sofa and started pulling her blouse off. "How about we go out dancing tonight? You can wear it and we can have a little fun."
"With or without the panties?" She asked, looking over her shoulder at me as she unsnapped the bra, leaving her in just her white panties, the crotch dark with moisture.
"Without of course!" I said standing up from my recliner. "In fact, let's just forget the dress for right now." I said as I undid my pants, exposing my already hard cock.
"Hmmmm...Lipstick? I wonder where that came from?" She asked slyly, as she slipped the panties down her legs.
"I think you know all too well." I answered her as I turned her around and coaxed her to bend over, her firm round ass pushing out at me. I rubbed my fat head against her shaved wet pussy lips and slowly slid into her.
"OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she moaned loudly. "You know how hard it is to get fucked with this and not make any noise?"
"Better let it out now then because you probably don't want to be doing it while we're dancing later tonight." I answered with a grin, starting to push my cock in and out of her pussy.
--- The end ---
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Techie 3: Morning After a date with the boss
I couldn't believe how well I had slept curled up with Amanda. At some point in the night she had rolled over to snuggle her back against me, one of my arms curled under her head for a pillow and the other wrapped around her body, my hand cupping her left breast. Her soft body pressing against mine and her tender round breast moving gently with her breathing as she slept soon had my body responding and my cock hardening.
I could feel my shaft lengthening and growing down the backs of her legs, trying to poke between them with each passing minute. It had been a very long time since I had the pleasure of waking up with a woman in my arms but my body didn't seem to have forgotten what that means. Almost involuntarily my hips pushed against her smooth round ass, trying to work my cock between her legs, almost as if my body had its own designs on where to work my engorged head.
"Mmmmmmmm." She moaned softly, lifting one leg slightly and sliding her hand between her thighs. I could feel her palm cup my head and slide it gently up against her pussy, pulling it against her wet lips while her hips rocked ever so slightly.
"Oh damn." I groaned as her pussy and hand worked on my head. I could feel the wetness of her pussy as she pulled my head harder against her, allowing it to slip between her lips. My own hips slid back dragging my head back between her lips, squeezed tight by her soft thighs. With a quiet sigh of pleasure I pushed forward, shoving my head along the length of her pussy and across her hard little clit.
"Ohhhhhhhhh Yessssssss." She whispered as I drew back again, dragging my shaft along her clit while her hand cupped the bottom of my head and helped press the two harder together.
Again and again I slowly fucked my cock in the soft confines she had created, each stroke pressing my head into her palm as she pulled me up tight against her clit. Her own hips gently rolled and rocked in time with my strokes, helping to stroke her clit along the top of my shaft and over my engorged head.
"Ohhhhhhh. Almost." She moaned softly as her finger stroked across her clit when my cock drew back.
"Here, let me." I whispered, sliding my hand down to push hers away from where her pussy and my cock were pressed together. I pulled my hips back and pressed my fingers between her legs, pushing my head deep between her lips. I pushed back toward her, my head engaging into the opening of her tunnel and then slipping inside her velvety cave of pleasure. I felt my head slide slowly into her, a low groan coming from her lips as I sunk deeper.
"Oh my god yesssssss." She whispered as my finger began to circle her hard clit, my hips gently rocking my cock in and out of her tunnel a few inches. I continued to push in and out of her while my finger kept constant pressure on her hard clit, her legs trembling and her breathing becoming more ragged by the second. "Ohhhhhh...Here it comes!" She moaned loudly just before her whole body stiffened, a slight tremor running through her. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing me as little twitches and jerks began to shake her. My finger continued to stroke her clit as the twitches became large whole body spasms, each one accompanied by another gush of her hot juices. Her body suddenly became still in my arms, her muscles rigid as she let out a long slow grown. As quickly as she stiffened, she relaxed in my arms, a long slow sigh coming from her.
"Feel good?" I whispered into her ear.
"Oh yeah. God, I haven't had a wakeup call like that in years." She whispered back, one hand gently stroking my thigh and the other clutching my left hand.
"Glad you enjoyed it." I whispered back.
"Feels like you still have a little bit to go. How about letting me give you a good finish?" She asked, reaching for my hand and pulling it from between her legs. She rolled herself off the sofa, pulling herself off my still rigid cock. She turned to face me, her soft full tits bouncing tantalizingly, her nipples still puffed out and as rigid as my cock. I took the hands she held out and allowed her to pull me into a sitting position, pushing me back so I was reclining with my legs over the edge. She turned herself around and backed up over my legs, bending at the waist to reach between her legs for my cock. She aimed my cock at her pussy and then lowered herself down over my shaft, driving herself fully down on me until my head pushed against the end of her tunnel.
Using my knees for her hands, she began to rock her hips up and down, driving herself up and down my shaft.
"OH shit!" I grunted, letting my hands ride up and down on her ass. "You feel sooooo fucking fantastic!"
"Glad you like it!" She panted as she pistoned her ass up and down in front of me.
I looked across the room at the mirrors over the long counter top and saw our reflection, Amanda's body bouncing up and down and her tits swinging around wildly as she pumped herself up and down my cock. What I didn't expect to see in the mirror was Celia standing just inside the office door, her panties around her knees, her skirt around her ankles. One hand was working feverishly between her legs and the other was up under her blouse busily squeezing and pulling on one of her nipples.
"I think we have company." I grunted to Amanda.
"Who?" Amanda asked, looking around suddenly and seeing Celia. To my complete shock, Amanda settled fully down on my shaft and then leaned back, her chest pressing against my chest, which exposed her fully nude body, including where my hard cock entered her sopping wet pussy, to the reflected view of Celia. Reaching for my hands down on her hips, Amanda pulled both of my hands up her body until they pressed against her soft breasts, cupping and supporting them. She leaned her head back onto my shoulder and turned her face until she could gently kiss my cheek. "Chris, would you like to watch Celia play with herself?" She whispered softly in my ear.
"Huh?" I asked in shock, my voice a little louder than I had intended.
"Watch her play with her pussy and soft tits, her fingers pushing into her pussy while you fuck me with your hard fat cock?" She asked brushing her lips sexily against my cheek and using her hands to make my hands squeeze her tits.
"Hell. Sure." I answered, watching Celia in the mirror as she stepped out of the skirt and then wiggled the panties the rest of the way down her legs.
"Good." Amanda whispered huskily. "Celia and I have played with each other before, her soft tongue licking my hot wet pussy. Does the thought of her kneeling naked in front of my desk chair, licking my pussy make you hot? The thought of her face covered with my cum as I lean back in my chair with my feet up on the desk, completely naked! I can feel it does. I can feel your hips pushing up into me trying to push deeper into me as your cock gets even fatter. She loves to lick my pussy you know."
"Ohhhh." I groaned softly at the mental image that jumped to my mind. "You two really do that?"
I felt one of Amanda's hands leave mine and saw her motion to Celia. "Oh yessss." Amanda hissed seductively in my ear. "I love to have her eat me, but I've never had a man fuck me while we watch her pleasure herself. Do you want to see her cum?"
I watched in the mirror as Celia tried to kick off her panties, clumsily stepping out of them before walking toward us. She unbuttoned her blouse as she walked ever so slowly toward us, lifted it up and over her head and then reached behind her, undoing her bra and letting it fall to the ground in front of us so she was naked except for her heels. In some ways this was the first time I really had a chance to take in her whole body. Her tits, which I had seen before, stood proudly, drooping just slightly, which caused her rock hard nipples and puffed out areola to point slightly upward as they wiggled with any slight motion she made. Her body wasn't thin, but certainly not fat either. Her hips and waist looked about the same size around, and as she stood there her thighs made a slight gap that allowed her protruding pussy lips to be visible. The look on her face was much different than the one I had seen in the dress room. She looked positively apprehensive, as if she were ready to back away, but not moving a muscle to do so.
"Celia, show Chris how you can make yourself cum. We want to see you cum hard for us baby." Amanda said in a surprisingly stern voice.
Without a word Celia spread her feet apart and focused her eyes on where my cock disappeared into Amanda. One of her hands slipped between her legs to continue the stimulation that she had been giving when she stood just inside the door. The other hand reached up and pulled on one of her rock hard nipples.
"Fuck meeeeee." Amanda breathed softly in my ear, lifting her feet up and hooking her bare heels on the sofa. She began to lift and lower her ass in time with the strokes I was trying to make into her, but hers were much more effective than my own with her weight resting on my chest.
"Come closer!" Amanda demanded of Celia, who complied by stepping closer until her legs were actually straddling mine.
"Ohhhhhh shit." Celia moaned loudly, watching Amanda and I fucking right in front of her, her finger flying frantically across her clit as she pulled first one nipple and then the other. "I'mmmm cummmmiiiinnnggg!" She squealed loudly as her legs trembled and she sprayed her wet juices over Amanda and me.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as the sight of her cumming pushed me over the top. My body bucked, lifting Amanda and driving my cock fully into her wet pussy as it unloaded the first surge of hot cum into her. Time and again my body bucked, filling Amanda's pussy until it began to ooze out around my now softening shaft.
"Mmmmmm that felt so good." Amanda whispered in my ear. "Would you like to see Celia lick your hot cum from my pussy? Do you think that would turn you on again and make that fantastic cock hard again?"
Without waiting for me to reply she tipped her head up and looked at Celia. "Lick me. I want you to lick all his cum from my pussy and make me cum." She said in a voice that was surprisingly demanding. Personally, I wouldn't be too happy if I was Celia, but to my surprise she knelt down and eagerly began to lick around my shaft as I softened, concentrating on Amanda's clit.
"Play with my tits please." She whispered to me softly, almost invitingly. "I want you to pinch and play with my nipples."
I began to squeeze and play with her nipples, pulling and stretching them as I twisted them like little knobs, my attentions and Celia's attentions bringing long soft moans from Amanda. I could feel my cock slip from her pussy, unleashing a flood of my cum which Celia licked and sucked from Amanda's gaping pussy.
"Ohhhhh yessssss. Almost there! Talk dirty to me Chris. Please talk dirty to meeeee!" She moaned.
Talk dirty to her? Hell what was I supposed to say??? "Can you feel her licking your pussy? Her tongue lapping up my cum from your hot cunt?" I whispered to her, trying to figure out what to say.
"Ohhhh yessss. More. Please more."
"My hot cum is dripping from your cunt as she licks and plays with your pussy, trying to make you cum too. Here we are in your office, completely naked. What if someone walked in? They'd see her kneeling nude, licking your pussy after fucking me, her tits hanging down and swinging around and her sopping wet pussy spread wide open."
"OH god yessssss." She moaned working kisses up my cheek to my ear where she sucked my earlobe into her mouth.
"Would you like to have me fuck you right at your desk? Celia sitting with her legs spread on the desk and your face buried in her pussy while you bounced your ass up and down my cock? The office door open so anyone coming in could see what you were doing? Pleasuring the two of us at once?"
"OHHHHHH SHIT!" she suddenly squealed, her body tensing and trembling as her orgasm washed over her, squeezing more of my cum out for Celia to lap up. "God you do have a dirty mind." Amanda finally panted after long seconds, reaching between her legs to push Celia's face away from her now over stimulated pussy.
"I never really thought about it. Just trying to do what you seemed to need." I answered as I looked back to where Celia squatted, her face covered with Celia's juices.
"Celia, go start the shower." Amanda commanded.
"Yes maam." Celia answered weakly, getting up and heading off to the private bathroom.
"You're kind of tough on her." I said quietly as Amanda lowered her feet to the floor and pushed herself off of me.
"Celia? Oh no. That's what she wants. She can go any time she wishes, but she stayed because she wanted to. I don't demand sex from her, but at the same time she prefers to be submissive to me."
"I guess I've never seen that up close."
Amanda held her hands out and pulled me up to stand with her, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling her body against mine. "If you commanded her, I suspect she would do anything you say. She has been waiting for you to invite her to have sex, but you haven't, so she finally arranged it so that she could show you just how good she could feel on your cock. She's a good worker, and a pretty damn good lover too. If you let her, she will go out of her way to please you. Try it, you might actually like it!" She said with a giggle, her lips inches from mine. She pressed her soft lips to mine and kissed me long and deeply before breaking the kiss and stepping back. "Come. Let's go get cleaned up. We can't spend all day in here fucking, even if that is what I want to do." Half an hour later we were showered, Celia had retrieved my clothes from the front of Amanda's car and the three of us were once again presentable. "Chris." Amanda called as I followed Celia toward the office door.
"Yeah?"
"You know. You were a hell of a lot better date than the guy that stood me up ever has been. You might want to ask me out again some time."
"Um. Ok. I'd like that. I'm not sure I can afford to wine and dine you like you're used to, but I'll see what I can work out." I answered.
Amanda just smiled brightly as I turned and headed out the door.
"She's ready to see you now Misses Franklin." Celia was saying to a tall slender woman waiting in front of the office area. Celia led the woman, who seemed to be glaring at me, to Amanda's office and then closed the door behind her before returning to the desk.
"Celia." I whispered, stepping over to her desk.
"Yes?" She asked, looking up at me as she sat down.
"Was she here the whole time?"
"Oh no. She had a nine o-clock. She got here when I went to get your clothes."
"I see." I said, turning to head to my own office. She had clearly seen Celia carry my clothes into the office and then me walk out in them, and put two and two together. I had no idea who she was, but I hoped it wasn't a problem for Amanda.
I had been all of fifteen minutes working at my desk when Elaine walked into my office with a little clipboard in her hand. "Hi Chris!" She greeted me in her sexy little voice.
"Hi Elaine, what's up?" I asked her as she stepped around my desk and set her petite little butt against the edge.
"Um I hope you're not upset with me about the whole thing with Celia." She said quietly.
"No. Not at all. Although I thought it was you riding me." I said with a grin.
"Maybe one of these days it will be. You never know!" She answered with a wink. "I'm glad you're not upset though. Um. The girls asked me to come see if you wanted to be in the football pool. We haven't ever had a guy play so they're kind of anxious to see how it works out."
"Does everyone play?" I asked, leaning back in my chair and looking up at her.
"Pretty much."
"Well. Sure. I'll play then." I said, holding my hand out for the clipboard. I looked at the sheet, expecting to see a grid of all the matchups for the coming week, but instead only saw a list of the teams.
"We play a little different here. You pick one team for the whole season. If your team wins, you win. If it doesn't...well..."
"I see. Ok. I'll pick Kansas City. They're my favorite team anyway." I said signing my name next to the Chiefs. "Do I put in a few bucks every week or what?"
"Oh. No. There isn't any money." She said taking the clipboard back.
"So what do you win?"
"Well, the idea is to not lose. If your team loses by one touchdown, you have to go topless all morning. If they lose by more than two touchdowns, you go naked all morning. And if they are really wiped out, you have to go naked all day." She said, blushing a little. "I'm kind of looking forward to when the Chiefs lose now, since I picked them too."
"That doesn't seem quite fair." I said in shock.
"Oh it's ok. The girls all decided that since you don't have anything really to show by going topless you could just wear one of these instead." She said, holding out a pair of microbriefs. "Jeanie said if they don't fit that she'd be happy to alter them for you." She added with a giggle.
"Ahhh. I see." I said holding the almost non-existent bit of cloth up.
"So will we." She said as she turned and darted for the office door, pausing to look back at me. "And any time you really want that ride, just give me a call, I'm all yours."
I shook my head as I tossed the briefs into my desk drawer, hoping the Chiefs had a stellar year.
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Ch. 04: The first football loss
It had been a very quiet two days following my "date" with Amanda and the subsequent extracurricular activities. I had two days of relative peace and quiet in my office getting some serious coding done on the order tracking system. Even Celia, who seemed to always be out to try and entice me into sex had left me relatively alone. I already knew that I wasn't going to be nearly as lucky today. Yes it had only been a pre-season game, but I doubted that anyone would care about that. Kansas City losing to the Bucks 25 to zip? This was NOT the way to start the season, nor was it the way to start my first week in the pool. About the only consolation was that I was going to get to see Elaine naked.
I wondered how long it was going to take for them to make me "pay" for my teams loss, and I didn't have long to wait. Elaine and Suzanne walked into my office not long after I had gotten there.
"Come on Chris. Time for us to pay up." Elaine said as she stepped around my desk and pulled my chair back.
"Oh? I have to go somewhere special for this?" I asked with a wry face.
"Oh. I might have forgotten to tell you. If your team loses by more than 21 points you have to do a strip tease on the break room table." Elaine said as she pulled on my arm to drag me out of my chair.
"Wait a second. I have to do a what?"
"A strip tease. But it's ok, you won't be alone. Four of us lost big time this week." She said cheerfully.
"Oh well as long as I don't have to do it alone!" I said sarcastically as she and Suzanne looped their arms in mine and walked me out of the office and toward the break room. When we got there the room had been arranged so that the huge oak table was the center of the room with 6 chairs arrayed around it, each occupied. Amanda sat fully dressed next to Celia. Jeanie and Maria also sat, waiting expectantly, fully dressed, but Coryn, a twenty something black girl I had only met in passing sat with her huge butt and gigantic breasts completely naked in one of the chairs, watching me brought in with a grin on her face almost as large as her breasts.
One face I didn't recognize was an extremely petite blond sitting topless in one of the chairs, her mid fortyish body sporting a pair of perky B cup breasts with large puffy nipples.
Amanda got up and walked over to meet us. "Chris. I don't think you've met Pat yet," she said, holding a hand out toward the petite young woman. "Pat's been on vacation for the last three weeks and just got back from her cruise. She does all our purchasing." Amanda said. "And she picked a really good day to come back to. This will be the first time we've had a man do the touchdown dance for us." She said with a grin before she leaned close to me. "Just relax and have fun." She whispered before turning and walking to her chair. "Ok ladies...and stud. The table is yours!"
Elaine and Suzanne walked me to a chair that acted as the step stool and stood behind me until I took my shoes off and climbed onto the table. They followed me up onto the table, a classic stripper song starting as soon as we got on the table.
Suzanne and Elaine wasted no time in starting to twist and turn their bodies, tugging at their clothing and tossing it out off the table to the ladies sitting around us. I on the other hand wasn't quite sure what to do and began to clumsily undress and make my best imitation of dancing, which was failing miserably.
I looked at Elaine, who was skimming her little pink panties down her legs as she wiggled her ass at the cheering ladies behind us, her creamy white skin and cute little auburn bush now fully on display. Suzanne was going a bit slower, her somewhat heavier form moving smoothly as her breasts, surprisingly large now that they weren't contained in the industrial strength bra she had just tossed way, wiggled and swayed.
"Here. Let me help you." Elaine said, moving herself in front of me, her hips wiggling and swinging unceasingly as she started undoing my belt.
I tossed my shirt to Amanda and Celia and did my best to wiggle seductively as Elaine gyrated her way down to her knees, pulling my pants down along with her. She helped me pull my feet out and then gave my pants a shove, letting them slide off the table while she wiggled and twisted her way back upright, pressing her bare ass against my boxer covered cock.
"That's it. Just have fun!" Elaine called over the music, turning to face me and rub her little titties all over my chest. I looked over and saw Suzanne sliding a pair of lacy panties down her legs as she squatted down, keeping her knees together as she did so. I watched her leave them around her ankles and then stand back up, still holding her legs together.
"You ready stud?" She asked, turning to face me as she stepped out of her panties and let her legs spread, revealing her freshly shaved pussy. She danced her way right up against me, her hands sliding around my body and her big tits wrapping around my side as she ground her pussy against my hip.
Elaine giggled girlishly as she continued to dance, her hands high above her head and her body rubbing all over mine, making my cock harden inside my boxers. "This is what they're all waiting for!" she called over the loud music. With a wink at Suzanne she sank down in front of me, dragging her hands down my chest and hooking my boxers with her fingers. I felt my cheeks blush with embarrassment as Elaine exposed my hard cock, letting it bounce out of my boxers, slapping her in the face accidently as it did.
"Damn!" I heard Suzanne say as she squatted down next to Elaine, her hand quickly reaching out to grab my hard on. Before I had any chance to object, she engulfed my engorged head with her mouth , pushing her face toward me and consuming as much of my length as she could.
The cheering and wolf whistles seemed to escalate dramatically as Susanne began bobbing her head on and off my cock as I stood there on the table looking down at Elaine for help. But instead of helping she got up and started encouraging the ladies to chant "Fuck her! Fuck her!"
I looked down at Amanda, who was whistling and cheering as loud as the rest, taking a break from it long enough to wink at me and mouth "Do it!"
To say I was embarrassed would be an understatement. Hell, I'd never been naked in front of more than two women at once before, let alone "on stage" and to have my cock sucked in this condition was truly embarrassing. How any of them thought I would actually fuck on stage was....well...almost insulting.
"Come on Chris. Do it!" Elaine said as she slid up and pressed her body against mine.
"You really want me to?" I asked.
"Definitely!" She answered.
"Ok. You first then!" I said over the music. She looked at me and then down at Suzanne and my fat cock sliding in and out of Suzanne's mouth.
"Ok. But you have to do both of us then!" She shouted back before squatting down next to Suzanne and whispering something in her ear. Suzanne looked up at me with a gigantic smile and let go of my cock, turning around on her hands and knees, dipping her shoulders down to stick her ass up at me.
Elaine was next to her in moments, her ass sticking in the air and wiggling around as the chanting increased.
I knelt down behind Elaine and rubbed my saliva covered head between her lips, sliding it up and down before engaging it into the entrance to her tunnel and pushing hard to drive my cock into her a couple inches.
The room went almost silent, except for the music, as I started pumping my hips, driving my cock in and out of her pussy, working it into her until I could feel my cock banging against the end of her tight tunnel.
I looked over at Suzanne, who was looking over her shoulder at me almost pleadingly. I pulled out of Elaine and moved over behind Suzanne, rubbing my pussy juice covered cock up and down her fat engorged lips. I pushed forward, sliding easily into her pussy and driving my cock into her until my hips pressed against her round ass.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" She squealed in pleasure as I started pumping in and out of her fat pussy, each stroke banging into her with my hips, making her whole body shake and her huge tits swing around madly below her. "GOD DAMN!" She cried as I held her hips and pounded into her, my hands squeezing her big round ass. "YES FUCK MEEEE!" She squealed like a little girl at a birthday party, apparently enjoying my attentions much more than I would have expected. I looked over at Amanda and Celia, Celia's dress pulled up to her waist and her fingers plunging rapidly in and out of her pussy.
I looked around and was shocked to see Coryn's legs hooked over the arms of the chair, spreading her legs and pussy wide open, one hand diving in and out of her pussy and the other pulling and tugging on her big tits. I could see her staring at me, almost as if she were putting herself in Suzanne's place.
Pat, sitting next to her, had her panties down around her knees, her skirt covering her hand, which was obviously busy in her on pussy.
"Don't forget me!" Elaine called from where she was still on all fours next to Suzanne.
"I won't!" I answered, plunging my hips against Suzanne's round ass over and over again.
I could tell that Suzanne was getting close to her climax, her breathing becoming more ragged by the second and little shudders running up and down her whole body. I wasn't at all surprised when she screamed "I'M COMING!" at the top of her lungs.
I continued to plow into her until she pulled away slightly, her over stimulated clit no longer able to take the constant attention that it was getting. With a grin I pulled out of her and shifted back to Elaine.
"You wanted me to do it. Now it's your turn." I said to her.
"Fuck yes. Give it to me! Stuff it into my hot cunt!" She said aggressively. "I want to feel your whole cock pounding into my little cunny."
"You asked for it." I answered, rubbing my slickened head between her lips to find the entrance to her tunnel. I engaged my head into her and then rammed myself deep into her, my head smashing against the end of her tunnel and sliding her on her knees a few inches across the table.
"FUCK YES!" She squealed loudly. "FUCK ME HARD!" She cried, her face nearly touching the table. Again and again I rammed into her, pulling back until my cock was barely inside her and then plunging deep into her again. Her whole body shook and trembled at my onslaught, her breathing erratic as she gasped for breath. "GOD I'm GOING TO CUM!" She squealed as her pussy clamped around my cock, making it nearly impossible to pull from her.
I was surprised when she pulled hard, drawing herself off my cock and then quickly rolling over to sit on her ass. She slid forward until her ass was against my legs and then reached out for my cock, using one hand to stroke it while she wrapped her lips around it, sucking vigorously.
"Come on. Cum for me. I want to see you squirt all over me!" She said, after pulling her mouth from me.
"Damn." I groaned, feeling a set of hands rubbing around my ass and back, one hand sneaking around to my chest and playing with my nipples. I felt a pair of soft tits press into my back as the hand on my ass disappeared, to be replaced by a pair of soft thighs.
"Give it to her. You made me cum so hard, now it's your turn. Squirt your cum all over her. That's what she loves. She loves to be covered in cum!" Suzanne's quiet voice coaxed from behind me.
I looked down at the ladies around the table, all of them playing with their own bodies in some way, including Amanda, who had her blouse unbuttoned, and her tits exposed, to her fingers while Celia stroked her pussy under the little skirt she wore.
"DAMN!" I grunted as one of Elaine's hands slipped below my balls and tried to push into my asshole. My cock erupted, shooting a huge gush of cum up into the air, landing on Elaine's face and chest. Time and gain my body bucked, adding more and more to the strings of cum that were dripping and sliding down her body while she squealed in delight with each new spurt. After what seemed like an hour, she closed her mouth around my cock, coaxing the last drools of cum into her mouth before letting go and laying back to rub my cum into her body like lotion.
"Now that's what I call an opening football week!" She said loudly with a giggle.
"I'll second that." Amanda said, standing up and pulling her blouse closed over her bare tits. "This was by far the best show we've ever had. Chris, I know I speak for all of us. We applaud you for being such a good sport after your team lost so badly. Ladies?" Amanda said, looking around before stepping over to the table and holding a hand out for me. She helped me down from the table and then gave me a hug, pressing her chest into mine and her hips against mine.
"Thank you. That was a huge turn on. If you want more later you know where to find me." She whispered before letting go of me and stepping away. One by one they came by, giving me hugs or kisses, each of them dressed in less and less until finally Coryn was the last one left.
"That was pretty damn hot." She said as she stood less than two feet from me. "You know, if you have a few minutes I could use a hand with something."
I had no doubt what she wanted help with, or at least I would be surprised if I didn't know. "Sure, what do you need a hand with?"
She looked around and then took my hand. "Come on." She said urgently, pulling me out of the lounge and down the hall. She opened the door to the bolt room, where all the fabric is stored, and pulled me inside.
"So. You need a hand with something?" I asked her as she stood in the middle of the room looking at me expectantly.
"Yeah... Well, sort of." She said nervously.
"Ok. So, what's up?"
"Well. Can we just sit down and talk for a minute?" She asked, looking around for something to sit on. She walked over to a large cardboard box and sat down on it, looking back at me like she wanted me to come sit with her.
I was getting a bit confused, but figured she would decide what she wanted if I just took my time and waited. I walked over to the box and sat down next to her. I no sooner sat on the box and it collapsed under us.
"Eeeeee." Coryn squealed as she rolled over on top of me, her feet sticking up in the air with mine, her naked body pressed against mine.
I held onto her, laughing loudly as she tried to struggle to get up out of the box, only to get herself part way up and fall back on me again.
"You know, if you stop struggling I can get you out." I said after she made three attempts, each time ending up on top of me even more than the previous time.
"Ok." She said, breathing heavily, and surprisingly, almost in tears.
"Just relax and let me move you." I said as I reached my arms under her. I gently rolled her over as she lay on top of me and swiveled her legs around so that she lay across me, her ass resting on my lap. Her feet still stuck up in the air, held there by the side of the box, but now she was cross ways to me. With where she was now sitting, her gigantic left breast was now pressing almost against my face. I couldn't help but give her huge nipple a soft kiss before lifting her up and levering her to a sitting position, one hand on her round ass to push her up onto her feet.
She stood on her feet and turned to help pull me out of the box, her massive tits hanging down in front of my face tantalizingly.
"You know, you have some fantastic tits." I said as she pulled me up out of the box.
"Thanks." She said, letting go of my hands as I caught my balance and stood on my own. She turned away from me and walked over to arrange several bolts of cloth to make a seat. She sat down and then patted the bolt next to her. "Come on. Sit." She said quietly.
"So. What's up? Clearly this isn't about sex, so what is it?" I said.
"Well. All the girls think that I'm a lesbian. I mean I'm not, but they seem to think I am, and well, I guess I thought that if I got you to come spend some time with me that maybe the girls would stop teasing me about being a lesbian." She said, looking down at her hands sitting in her lap.
"I see. So why do you think they think that?"
"I guess because I don't go out with many guys."
"Why not? You're very good looking. You have a fantastic body. From what I've seen you have a pretty fun personality. I mean heck, you're butt naked at work because your football team lost."
"Yeah, well so are you." She said with a giggle. "But you just had sex with two women in front of everyone. I could never do that."
"I didn't know I could, and to be honest, I doubt I could again. It was pretty much just getting carried away in the moment." I said with a shrug. "Actually I don't find it unattractive that you couldn't perform sexually in front of a group."
"I don't perform sexually in any setting. I'm just too nervous to have sex with a most men."
"And that's a problem? You aren't a virgin I take it."
"No. I've had some sex, just not very much. I guess I'm not too experienced." She said quietly, looking down at her hands again instead of me.
"I see. Well, I don't have any problem helping you change their perspective, but I think you have a flaw in your plan."
"What's that?" She asked, looking over at me.
"You have to go out there and spend the next several hours completely naked. After having sex you'd be sweaty, you'd smell like sex and they'd expect you to be leaking. So I'm not sure how you're going to carry this off." I said it quietly, instantly feeling bad as the tears started welling up in her eyes. "I'm sorry." I said, reaching out and putting an arm around her. I pulled her over against me and circled my other arm around her shoulders and held her as the tears started dripping down her face and into my lap. Her body shook as she cried quietly against me.
"It's ok." I whispered quietly. "Everyone is different and you don't have to have a lot of sex to be a woman. You're a good looking woman, I'm sure you must've had a bunch of boyfriends."
"Not too many." She answered with a sniff.
"I'm truly surprised." I told her. There had to be something I was missing. What was it she wasn't telling me? "Coryn, so do you have girl friends too?"
"A few."
"I see. So tell me, which do you like better?" I asked quietly.
"I don't know that I like one better than the other, but I think the women I've been with are a lot more sensual and gentle." She said.
"So you prefer the way women have sex compared to how guys have sex?"
"I guess." She whispered. "That makes me a lesbian, doesn't it?"
"No. It doesn't." I answered her. "It just means that you haven't found the right guy for you yet."
"You think that he's out there?" She asked, looking up at me with her red rimmed eyes.
"Yeah, I'm sure of it." I said. "Come on. Let's go deal with having to run around naked for three more hours." I told her, giving her shoulder a pat and letting go of her so I could stand up.
She stood up and wiped her eyes with the back of her hands before calling to me. "Hey Chris!"
"Yeah?" I asked, turning around to her again.
"Thank you." She said quietly, wrapping her arms around me and pulling herself up to my face level to press her lips against mine. I wrapped my arms around her and held her to me while I returned the kiss, which seemed to be growing more erotic by the moment. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and teased at mine. Her hands began to roam around my back, sliding down to my arms, pushing them down until my hands were resting on her round ass.
I squeezed her ass with both hands, drawing a soft moan into my mouth. She sucked my lower lip into her mouth and tugged softly, her hands grabbing at my ass. "Chris." She whispered, letting go of my lower lip. "Fuck me, please!?" She practically begged.



"You sure?" I whispered back.
"Uh huh." Was all she said before pushing her lips back against mine, practically devouring my lips.
"Slow down." I whispered, as I pulled my head back from her face. "Don't rush it, just enjoy it."
"Ok." She whispered as I slid my hands up to her arms, gently pushing her back. I looked around the room and saw a pile of boxes in the corner and started backing that direction, pulling her along with me by her arms. I turned her around and then gently pushed her back until she had to sit on the boxes. She leaned back until she was on her elbows and then spread her legs wide, expecting me to just step between her legs and stuff it in. She was in for a surprise.
I stepped between her legs, my hard cock pressing against her already wet pussy lips and leaned down over her, gently kissing her lips, her eyes registering confusion. I slowly began kissing down her cheek, working my way slowly to her neck, each kiss a tiny soft wet connection of my lips against her smooth chocolate colored skin. My breath seemed to raise little goose bumps on her body as I slowly kissed my way down to her huge tits. I had no idea how big they really were, but for now what I knew was that they were easily larger than any I had ever had my hands on.
I began kissing slowly around one breast, working closer and closer to her areola, each nearly as large as my palm, with a nipple centered in it that was as large around as my pinky sticking out twice as far.
"Oh god." Coryn moaned as my lips finally closed around her nipple and sucked it deeply into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around and around her hard nipple, teasing the sides and her puckering areola. After long seconds, I clamped my lips around her nipple and pulled it, stretching her big tit up from her body several inches before letting it go to snap back down, drawing a deep intake of breath from her followed by a soft moan. I could feel her hands trying to grip my short hair, and her hips trying gently rock her wet lips against my hard cock.
I kissed down the deep V between her huge tits and up the other massive mound of soft chocolate colored skin. I kissed a long slow trail around her breast finally reaching her nipple and sucking it into my mouth.
I felt one of her hands slip between us, grasping my cock and pushing it down toward her pussy. I felt her wet pussy lips close around my mushroom head as she rubbed it up and down her pussy, searching for just the right spot. I felt her heels grip my ass and pull me toward her as my head settled into the entrance to her tunnel, and then pull me into her.
I continued to suck her hard nipple while my hips began to push my cock in and out of her wet pussy.
"Ohhhh my god yes." She moaned loudly as I started sliding deeply into her, my mouth working one big nipple while my hands squeezed and mushed around on the huge mammaries. Her hips responded to my strokes, rocking up and down in time with my long slow drives into her. "Yesssss. Fuck me!" She moaned again.
Her feet remained hooked on my ass, pulling me harder into her with each stroke, my hips smacking into her big round ass, making her whole body shake and her huge tits jiggle in my hands.
I pulled my face from her right breast and moved back to her left one, sucking her nipple into my mouth and gently nibbling it. "OHHHHH FUCK!" She squealed as I pulled on her nipple and allowed it to slide between my teeth.
Her hot wet pussy seemed to be alive with sensations as she rocked her hips, each stroke seeming to rub me a different way inside her. I knew I was getting close, but worked hard to try and hold back until she came. I let go of one of her tits and slipped a hand between us, finding her clit with my finger and rubbing it back and forth while I continued to stroke in and out of her.
"OH shit oh shit oh shit!" she squealed as my finger rubbed her clit feverishly, my cock pistoning in and out of her, barely restraining from unloading into her.
"OHHHH FUCK I can't hold back any more." I groaned, letting go of her tit with my teeth.
"Do it. I'm right there!" She practically growled.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted, my body bucking and slamming my cock deep into her where it swelled and pumped a shot of cum into her pussy. My body bucked time and again, pumping what I had left into her before I sagged against her, our chests pressing together and her sweaty tits sliding around against my chest.
"Oh god that felt good." She panted. "God that felt good."
"Yeah, it did." I said between gasps for breath.
"So tell me. Compared to Elaine and Suzanne, how was I?" She asked breathlessly.
"I'd never compare you. That wouldn't be fair. Every woman is different, not better or worse, just different." I said when I could breathe a little again.
"So you're not disappointed?"
"Why would I be disappointed?"
"I don't know. I just figured I wasn't all that good."
"I think you were very good. Made me cum didn't you?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"You came too, right?"
"Uh huh."
"So that's all that mattered." I said, leaning down to give her a little kiss.
"Okay." She said quietly. "I guess we need to go back to work before we get in trouble."
"Probably." I answered, pushing myself up and backing up to pull my softening cock from her.
"Chris?" She asked, as I pulled her hands to help her back up.
"Yeah?"
"Would you want to do it again with me some time?"
"I think you should find someone your own age, but yeah, I would."
"Good." She whispered, stepping against me to give me one more hug and quick kiss.
I followed her out of the bolt room and then headed to the bathroom to clean up a little. I was still washing things off when Pat walked in, her perky breasts bouncing as she walked past, giving me a good looking over as she did.
"Had some fun did you?"
"Just helping out a friend." I answered as I used some paper towels to dry my cock.
"Hmmm. Remind me to have friends like you." She said with a chuckle.
"Any time you want...well any time after today." I answered before turning and walking out before I got into something I couldn't complete.
"I'll take you up on that!" I heard her call before the door closed behind me.
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One day, just one quiet day was what I needed to really get this program started. There had been way too many interruptions in general, not counting the total lack of productivity the day before due to the football games. I was glad that Kansas City could only lose once a week. Don't get me wrong. I've had more sex in the last two weeks than in the last ten years, and it's been fantastic! But in some ways it was almost too much. I have as many fantasies as any red blooded man, and in the last few days I've had a lot of them satisfied, but I was brought up to focus on one woman at a time, not two or three or....well....seven or eight! I have the distinct feeling that every one of these ladies has designs to try me on for size.
I guess I shouldn't complain. After all, I could have my old job where the chance of even meeting someone sexy was pretty thin, let alone actually having one throw herself at me. No, I think I shouldn't complain after all.
"Christopher!" Celia called sweetly as she cracked the door open.
"Yeah?" I answered, turning from my computer screen to see her.
"Amanda's out this morning and she said you should take care of Misses Lankford when she came in."
"Misses Lankford. Why do I know that name?" I asked quietly while I searched my brain. I finally looked up at Celia shaking my head in confusion.
"You know... Misty Moons? She's here to pick up her new dresses," she answered with a wink.
"Oh lord." I said quietly. What red blooded man didn't know that name? The cover of playboy, one of the hottest names in live cabaret, (read that strip clubs), and let's not forget the number of porn movies she's been in. Hell her tits were advertised as all natural quadruple D's and her butt was almost as large. "Why me? How about you take her back to Jeanie?"
"Sorry. Misty is a friend of Amanda's and she left me a note for you to take care of her. It is part of your job you know." She said with a crooked little grin.
"Ok." I said reluctantly, getting up from my desk to follow her out. I did my best to prepare myself to meet a veritable sex legend. Even without makeup and slutty dresses it was obvious to me who Misty Lankford was. I stepped past Celia and held my hand out to greet her.
"Welcome Misses Lankford." I said as I gave her as discrete an up-down look as I could. She wore tight jeans, canvas tennis shoes and a floppy cut up t-shirt with no sleeves and a deep V cut neckline that covered a much tighter tank type t-shirt, the combination somewhat masking her huge chest.
"You must be Christopher. I've heard a lot about you from Amanda!" She answered, stepping toward me and giving me a hug, pressing her massive tits into my chest. "Please, call me Misty." She said as she released me and stepped back. "Amanda told me she had my new dresses all done and because she couldn't be here that you would love to help me out."
"Well, personally I think Jeanie or Suzanne would be a much better choice, but I'd be happy to take you in the back."
"Oh you're not going to be a spoil sport are you Christopher?" She asked.
"I won't if you insist." I answered, holding a hand out toward the hallway leading to the back and my office. "And please, Chris will do fine. If you'll come back to my office, I'll pull the orders, and we'll go find your dresses."
She stepped toward me as I turned and I walked next to her, holding my arm out again to show her into my office. "It'll just take a minute to pull up your orders." I said as I stepped around my desk and sat down at my computer. I was busy punching her name into the search line to get her orders and print them as she stepped around the desk to stand behind me.
"So Amanda says you're pretty spectacular at what you do."
"Thanks. I do love working with computers." I answered.
"Uh huh. So. How do you like working for Amanda?"
"So far it's been a real challenge."
"I bet it's a challenge to be the only guy in a business full of women?"
"It's turned out to be a bit of a huge challenge actually. I guess I never really thought about how women act when guys aren't around."
"How's that?"
"Well, for instance their version of a football pool kind of caught me off guard." I said as I turned to take the papers out of the laser printer.
"Oh? Are they still playing naked losers?" She asked with a chuckle.
"Actually it would seem they are."
"Ah. They talked you into it playing, did they?" She asked as I swiveled my chair around to face her. "I hope your team didn't lose too badly this week."
"You say that like you've been talked into a few things you weren't sure you wanted to do after you were in it."
"Well, to be honest, I was a stripper for quite a while before some guy talked me into stripping for the camera one time. The part he forgot to tell me was that the pole I would be dancing on was attached to a guy. After that it seemed like things just snowballed until I was a sex star." She said, stepping back and sitting down in the black leather chair in the back corner of my office.
"Sounds like you aren't happy with your choice."
"Don't get me wrong. It's been great, and the money, well the money can be pretty damn good. But sometimes I wonder what life would have been like if I had settled down with my boyfriend from high school instead of running off to become an exotic dancer."
"Well, if you believe 'em, they say that there are an infinite number of possible parallel universes and time lines. Each time we reach a decision that could go two ways, a new time line is spawned, one where we decide one way and another where we decide the other. And this happens for everyone every day. Personally I think that may be partly true, but instead of being unlimited combinations, there are certain events that we're bound to reach, no matter what our previous choices. Given that, I would guess that even if you had married him you'd still be the hot star that you are." I told her.
"You really think so? That I was destined to become a porn star?"
"Well, it's what ended up being the main focus in your life right now, so yeah, I think probably it would be.
"Hmmm." She said thoughtfully. "I guess that does make sense."
"So shall we go see your dresses?"
"Yes, on one condition. You stay with me while I try them on." She said firmly.
"You're the customer." I answered hesitantly, standing up and holding a hand out to her. She took my hand and I led her out of my office and through the doors onto the shop floor. It surprised me that she continued to hold my hand snuggly as I lead her down to the finished dress room. I opened the door with my free hand, the lights coming on automatically as I stepped in and led Misty into the large room. "It'll take me a minute to find your stuff." I told her as gently extracted my hand from hers and started walking along the rack that ran all the way around the room, checking the little tags on the hangers to match them to my sheets. This definitely needed to change!
"Here we are." I said as I finally located her dresses and pulled them from the rack. I carried them to a free standing rack in the middle of the room that had two long, padded, burgundy leather benches on either side of it. "I'll let you try them on. The mirror is right there." I said, pointing to the little stage with mirrors surrounding it that was at the end of the pair of benches. "And if you prefer a little more privacy there is a dressing room in the corner over there."
"You're not going to leave, are you?" She asked, reaching out and grabbing at my sleeve to keep me from walking away. "You really don't need to, it's not like I'm bashful or anything."
"I just thought..." I said a little defensively.
"Oh come now. You're not going to pass up the chance to see these beauties in person, are you?" She asked sweetly, letting go of my sleeve and moving her hands to the bottom of the oversized t-shirt she wore. She gave me a wink and then skimmed the shirt up over her head, dropping it on the bench she stood next to. "You know. I can't just buy dresses off the rack. With these babies everything has to be custom made, even my bras." She said as she pulled the skin tight tank top type shirt up and off, exposing a huge purple lace bra that supported and encased her massive tits.
"So have you ever watched any of my movies?" She asked as she reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra, shaking the straps off her shoulders and letting it slide down to expose her huge tits, each one topped with a large round pink areola and erect nipple nearly as large around as my thumb.
"Um. Yeah a few." I answered as I stared at her tits.
"Just a few? I bet you wished you could reach through the screen and grab them, didn't you?"
"Maybe a time or two."
"I'm sure it was much more than a time or two. Come on. You can touch them. They don't bite." She said, taking a step closer to me and reaching for my hands. She pulled my hands up and placed each one on a breast, my palm covering her nipples and areolas before she began to slowly rub them around the front of her tits.
"You sure you want me to do this?" I asked, still staring at her tits in my hands.
"Very sure." She said, taking another partial step closer to me so that her huge tits were only a few inches from my chest.
"I guess you get groped a lot." I said, unable to stop myself from giving her big tits a gentle squeeze as I continued rubbing them after she pulled her hands off.
"Yeah, I do. But it's always either a horny ass director trying to get a freebee or another actor who's just doing what they need to for the camera. It's been a long time since anyone asked me if it was ok to touch them."
"Hazard of the trade I suppose." I said, sliding my hands down under each massive breast so I could heft them. I guessed that each one had to weigh at least fifteen pounds as I gently hefted them. "Kind of like me and computers. Everyone wants free computer work done. I guess for you they expect free sex."
"Yeah. Seems that way." She said as she moved her hands down to her pants. She undid the snap of her jeans and wiggled her ass while she pushed them down, forcing the almost skin tight material over her huge round ass cheeks. "Are you enjoying holding them?"
"Um Sorry." I said, pulling my hands back as if I had just grabbed something hot.
"No, I didn't want you to stop." She said, reaching out for my hands and pulling them back against her bare breasts. "I just wanted to know if you were enjoying it."
"Yeah, I kind of am." I answered her with a bit of an embarrassed grin.
"You know. I kind of do too." She said as she took hold of my wrists and slowly pulled me back with her until she could sit down on the padded bench. "Would you mind helping me with my jeans?" She asked sweetly.
"Sure." I said, reaching down as she lifted one leg for me, leaning herself back against her hands as she did so.
I pulled off her surprisingly low heels, maybe two inches long, and then tugged her pants the rest of the way down her leg and off her foot. I was a bit surprised to see her wearing beige thigh high stockings under the pants. She lifted the other leg and allowed me to pull that leg off as well, leaving her in nothing but her stockings and an extremely skimpy purple panty.
"So which do you think I should try on first?" She asked as she stood back up, her huge tits swinging and wiggling as she moved. She pulled the five hangers off the rack and held the dresses in front of her one at a time until she decided to try on a short red stretchy one. "How about this one?" She asked, hanging the others on the rack.
"Uh. Sure." I answered as she pulled the material off the hanger and gingerly stepped into the long slim tube of material. I had my doubts if it would actually go over her large round posterior, but as she pulled it up it stretched and slipped over her. She put her arms through the two shoulder loops and then wiggled her monster tits into the material. "Would you zip me?" She asked nicely as she turned her back to me.
"Sure." I answered as I stepped back over to her and gently grabbed the small zipper that was nearly half way down her butt, and zipped the back of the knee length dress up to the base of her neck.
"Well, what do you think?" She asked, turning to face me as she bounced her breasts up in the dress to settle them. The stretchy material seemed to cling to her body like a second skin, curving in and around both breasts before hugging her stomach and flaring out over her wide hips. The red material seemed to almost shimmer in the light and the skirt portion swished in soft gentle movements below her thighs as she spun for me.
"I think you look like a million bucks!" I answered honestly.
"Thank you! That is sweet of you." She said as she walked the length of the bench to step on the stage and look at herself in the mirrors. "It does accentuate my assets, doesn't it?" She said with a giggle, looking at how it clung to her big butt and huge tits. "Tell me, if you saw me walking toward you in this, would it make you horny?"
"Yeah it would." I answered as she turned again in the mirror.
"Good!" She said brightly as she stepped down and sauntered over to me, her feet practically crossing over each other as she made her hips swing seductively on the way. "You know. Most guys that are going to get to see me in this will just have to imagine taking it off me. You get to actually do it!" She said, turning her back to me and waiting expectantly.
"Uh huh." I gulped as I unzipped her dress and stepped back.
"You're not leaving it like that, are you?" She asked, looking over her shoulder with a pout on her lips.
"Um No." I answered, stepping back over and slipping my hands between her shoulders and the red straps of the dress. I gently pushed the material over her shoulders and down her arms, peeling the form fitting material down her body, exposing her breasts again as I pushed lower. I ran out of reach and had to pull my hands back up to her waist to start again, sliding my hands down the bare skin of her hips as I rolled the dress over her round ass and then slid it down her legs. I squatted down to help her step out of the dress, my face nearly pressing against her bare ass as she bent over to balance herself on the bench in front of us.
"I wish I always had you there to undress me. You have a very gentle touch that is a huge turn on. Women must love getting undressed by you!" She said as she straightened up and looked down at me gathering up the dress.
"Oh. I don't usually get to undress many women." I answered honestly, standing back up and moving past her to the rack to hang the dress back on its hanger.
"Too bad. You'd be a big hit. I know, I've been undressed by more men than I can count. It's not often I get tingly at a man taking off my dress."
"Sorry. I wasn't trying to..." I started to say before she interrupted me.
"You really can't take a compliment can you?"
"Um. Not too used to it, no." I answered.
"Hmmmmm. Amanda is going to have to do something about that!" She said emphatically as she reached for the biggest dress on the rack, a large strapless green satin dress. "Let's do this one next."
"Ok." I answered taking the dress she held out and pulling it gently off the hanger.
"This is for my friend's wedding. I'm the matron of honor." She said as she took the dress from me and sat down on the edge of the bench. She carefully slid the dress up both legs as far as she could before gathering the huge puffy skirt up so she could stand up again. She reached out with her free hand, which I took to help her stand back up. Once standing, she carefully wiggled her body, while tugging the dress upward, working the material up until the top cupped and encased her huge tits. She turned around again, exposing her nearly bare back to me. "Could you please?"
"Sure." I answered, pulling the zipper up as far as it would go.
"Perfect fit!" She said with a grin. "It's almost like you were standing behind me holding them up!"
"It does look like it fits well." I said, feeling a little red in my cheeks at the thought of standing behind her with her massive tits in my hands. I watched her ass swing in the flowing dress, her feet barely visible. She hiked the dress up to step onto the platform and then spun herself with a girlish giggle, making the bottom of the dress flare out as she spun.
"So what do you think?"
"I think you better not get too active at the reception." I answered, looking at how low cut the front of the dress was and how much her huge creamy breasts was showing.
"You think?" She asked, stepping down off the platform. She walked over and put her hands in the air and started gyrating in an incredibly sexy dance. She swung her hips and reached out to put her hands on my shoulders. "Come on. Dance with me." She said with a smile, rocking her hips and swishing her dress seductively.
"I'm not much of a dancer I'm afraid." I answered as I stood there with her swaying back and forth in front of me.
"Ohhhhh Come on. Just move with me. It's not hard." She encouraged. "Just put your hands on my hips and move with me."
I did as she said and put my hands on her hips, gripping her waist just above where the skirt of the dress attached to the bodice.
"Good. Now sway your hips with me." She said with a smile.
I did my best but was still moving rather stiffly.
"Ohhh You can do better than that!" She said. "Here! Let's try this!" She said spinning around between my arms and grabbing my hands. She held my hands on her waist and then backed up until her big round butt was pressed against me. She let go of my hands and reached back, grabbing at my hips and pulling me tightly to her ass. "Now move with me." She encouraged as she began swaying her hips again.
"Not sure this is working so well." I told her, afraid she was going to realize just how hard I'd gotten in the last few minutes.
"Sure it is. You're moving a lot better. Aren't you having fun?"
"Oh yeah, I'm having a great time." I answered her.
"I can tell." She said with a giggle. "I haven't ever had a man try so hard to hide the fact he has a hard on. Most guys want to flaunt it hoping I'll just jump their bones."
"Well, you are Amanda's friend. I wouldn't want to take advantage."
"You are sooooo cute!" She said with a laugh, stopping her dancing and stepping away. "Would you unzip me please?"
"Sure." I said, pulling the little tab down her back.
She wiggled out of the dress, bending over in front of me, her round ass pushing out at me along with her panty covered pussy. As she stepped out of the dress, her legs spread and I could easily see the dark spot soaked into the purple material.
"Now. How about the next dress?" She asked, reaching for the empty dress hanger. She carefully put that one back on the rack and then pulled a small red dress off the hanger. She held her hands up and wiggled it down over her head, pulling it down like a t-shirt until it covered her like a stretchy tube from the top of her tits to just about the middle of her thighs. The material clung to her and molded to her curves making her figure look very much like an hour glass, her big bust, her much smaller waist and then her large round hips and ass.
"Wow." I said without thinking.
"I'll take that as a good comment. I guess it looks good?"
"Yeah. If you're looking for a dress that drips sex....yeah it's perfect."
"You think?"
"Yeah. Only thing is you can't wear anything under it. Your panties are showing right through."
"They are? We can't have that!" she said, reaching up under the bottom of the dress and quickly pulling the panties down and off. "That better?" She asked as she raised her arms and wiggled her ass around, doing a slow turn as she gyrated her body sexily.



"Uh Yeah." I answered, shaking my head and staring at her. "You could be on stage doing a pole dance." I said.
"Really?" She asked, dancing her way over to me and dropping her hands down to reach out and grab my cock through my pants. "Oh Yeah. I guess so. You are soooooo fat and hard."
"Uh A bit." I said, reaching for her hands and trying to pull them away.
"Ohhhhh You don't want me to play with that big fat hard cock?" She asked with a pout. "You know I don't think I've ever had a man tell me no. You are telling me no, aren't you?"
"Well...Damn. I just don't want to...You know."
She grabbed my cock again and stepped even closer, her dress clad tits barely brushing against my chest as she slowly unzipped my pants. "You don't want to....you know? Are you blushing? Amanda says you have an amazing cock. From her that's pretty high praise. How about letting me see it and....you know." She said in a deep sultry voice, wrinkling her nose and grinning each time she sad 'you know'.
"Geez." I groaned, looking at the ceiling as she slowly slid down my body and squatted in front of me. I looked down as she undid my pants the rest of the way, her knees splayed wide, pushing up the dress and exposing her shaved pussy.
"That is a sweet looking cock." She whispered as she pulled my boxers down to my knees, my cock sticking out at her and bobbing with my pounding heart. She wrapped one hand around it and then slowly enveloped it with her mouth, her tongue swirling around and around it as she slowly pushed it deeper and deeper, finally pushing my engorged head into her throat, and then continuing to push until her nose touched my brown curls.
"Ohhhhh shit." I groaned as she pulled back and started sliding her lips and hand up and down my shaft. I closed my eyes and got lost in the tingling sensations that she was sending up and down my whole body.
"I know just what you need." She said, pulling her mouth from my cock and standing up. She pushed her dress down over her tits and wiggled it down until it slipped to the floor and she could step out of it. She squatted back down in front of me and untied my shoes, making me lift each foot to pull off my shoes and pants, leaving me in just my socks and shirt. As she stood back up she ran her hands up the outside of my legs, over my hips and up my sides, catching my polo shirt with her wrists and pushing it up my body. "Arms up lover." She whispered, pushing my shirt higher until she could slide it up my arms and over my head. "Now, come with me." She said, sliding her hands back down my now lowered arms to catch my hands in hers. She pulled me back to the long leather bench and sat down, quickly swiveling herself around to lie on the bench like a bed. "Come on. You can straddle me, I don't bite." She said with a grin.
I gave a little shrug and climbed onto the bench, letting her guide me to where she wanted with her hands on my waist. When she finally had me settled over her chest, my cock laying in the deep crevasse between her huge tits, she let go of me and squeezed her tits together, wrapping them around my rock hard shaft.
"I'm sure you know what to do with this." She said with a grin.
"I think I do." I answered, reaching out for both nipples and gently pinching them between my fingers and thumb while I started to slowly stroke myself in and out of the soft cavern of flesh. She arched her back so that my balls rubbed back and forth across her stomach with each stroke and each time my head protruded from her tits she could engulf it with her hot mouth.
"Damn." I groaned loudly. "Not in a million years would I have thought I'd ever have a chance to titty fuck a porn star, let alone you."
"Glad....You're...Enjoying...It." She said between strokes of my cock stuffing into her mouth.
"Oh yeah." I answered breathlessly as I continued to stroke in and out of the soft cavern, feeling her pressed around me and staring down at her sexy tits as I tugged and pulled at her nipples.
"So I gotta ask. Do women enjoy this as much as guys do?" I asked with a groan of pleasure.
"It's fun...But not...as good...as getting...it in...the pussy...or ass!" She answered, working to keep her mouth wrapping around my head with each stroke. "But...what...you're doing...with my...nipples...is getting...me so...fucking...turned on!"
"I can tell you, I'm more than a little turned on myself."
She reached up to my hips, letting go of her tits to push me away slightly.
"How about something a little more serious. My absolute favorite position is riding a guy with my big tits swinging in his face. Are you up for that?"
"Right now I'm up for anything you want." I groaned, my hard cock sticking up between her tits, a little trickle of pre-cum drooling out the tip.
"Good." She said pushing me back. I swung off of her while she sat up and then I sat down, quickly lying back on the bench. She crawled up my body on her hands and knees, her nipples dragging along my body as she intentionally rocked herself side to side to swing her massive mammaries. When they came within reach I quickly grabbed as much as I could get of them and aimed them at my mouth, sucking one of her rock hard nipples into my mouth while using my thumb and forefinger to twist and squeeze the other nipple.
"Oh shit yes." She moaned as I swirled my tongue around and around her nipple, teasing it and her huge areola. "You do know how to treat a tit, don't you?"
"From you that's high praise." I said as I switched to the other tit.
"You'd be surprised. The goal of a sex film is to look like you're doing a good job without actually making your partner climax. You on the other hand are doing a really good job of trying to make me climax!" She moaned softly. "How about letting me return the favor?" I felt her hand slide down my body until she had my cock in her hand, pushing it up and rubbing the tip up and down her wet pussy. "Right there." She cooed softly as she pushed back, slowly sinking my cock into her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh." I moaned around her tit, vibrating her nipple as the sensations of her hot pussy caressing my cock. She slowly rocked herself to and fro, riding her pussy up and down the length of my cock without pulling her tits from my grasp and busy mouth.
"You know. Most times when I'm doing a movie I fake climaxing so many times. It's going to be nice to climax with a guy for real for a change." She moaned softly as she continued stroking herself along my shaft, her strokes getting a bit harder as she bounced her round ass off my thighs, making her tits wiggle in my hands. "Mmmmm. Amanda was right. You do know how to make a girl feel good!"
"Uh. Didn't know she talked about it." I said as I paused to switch sides again.
"Oh fuck." She moaned as I sucked her nipple deep into my mouth and gave it a little tweak with my teeth. "Yeah. After spending the night with her she couldn't wait to tell me how good the sex was. She said it was the best she'd had in a long time." She answered breathlessly, followed by a long slow moan. "Now I know why."
The intensity of my own arousal was growing incredibly quickly as well, and without thinking about it I pulled my feet up, pushing my knees in the air so I could help stroke in time with her, smacking my hips harder into her ass and driving my cock into her until her clit smashed against the base of my shaft.
"Ohhhhhhh shit. Cum for me honey. Fill me with your fuck juice! Ohhhhh god yes. Gonna cum!" She squealed loudly. "UH FUCK!" she cried suddenly, her body jerking and twitching convulsively over me. I kept stroking quickly, slamming my cock up into her while her climax tried to squeeze and milk my cock. Her tits wiggled and shook in my hands as I slapped into her ass, our bodies making a loud smack with each stroke.
"UHHHHH!" I groaned, letting her tit slip from my mouth as my body went rigid and then jerked, pushing my cock and the first gush of cum up into her.
"YES YES!" she squealed in pleasure. "FUCK YES!"
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body continued to buck several more times, finally dissolving into erratic twitches as she sat her weight back down on my thighs and I straightened my legs, panting for breath.
"You know. I think that's the first time in a long long time I didn't fake one. I almost forgot how much fun it can be to really fuck a guy." She said with a huge smile as she looked down on me. "And to think I still have two more dresses to try on. I wonder if you can get a hard on again watching me try 'em on."
"I don't know. But we can sure find out." I answered her, still trying to catch my breath.
"I like that. I'll be sure to tell Amanda that you're willing to go out of your way to fulfill all her customer's needs!" She said with a giggle.
"Yeah, well some methods are a bit more pleasant than others. I have a serious question though. Do you sometimes get tired of all the sex?"
She sat on me and looked thoughtful for several minutes. "Here is what I would tell you. Have sex when you want to and when it is fun. Don't have it because it's expected or even demanded, and it should never get old. It's only when you have to put out when you don't want to that it gets old." She said quietly. "I guess that's why my husband and I don't fuck any more. He's directed all my movies but he also samples all the talent now, so there isn't much of a spark there anymore between us."
"I'm sorry." I said honestly. "I kind of forgot that it was misses not miss."
"Oh you don't have be sorry. As far as good sex, this is the best I've had in years. Yeah there are bigger cocks, longer, fatter, whatever. You may not be the top two percent in size, but you're definitely well up in the top half. But more importantly, you enjoy what you're doing and trying to make me feel, hell, any woman that you fuck I suppose. It's refreshing and most women would go gaga to have a man treat their body like you do. It's easy to see you're not just a wham bam fuck and I'm done guy. You spent more energy on pleasing my body than you did your own. THAT's what makes you one fucking great lover."
"Um...Okay." I answered, my cheeks a bit flushed at the rather long winded compliment.
"Look at you blushing. You really are a sweetie. If I wasn't married I might even be tempted to ask you out and see what you could do with a whole night to play."
"Get very worn out trying to satisfy you I imagine." I answered quietly. "So do you have two more dresses to try on?"
"I do! And the last one you're really going to enjoy!" She said pushing herself up off my chest and climbing up from the bench. "Look at me, cum leaking down my leg. Wonder how long it's been since that happened?"
"Don't you get a lot in you?" I asked as I sat up and swiveled around to sit on the bench.
"Not much. My husband prefers that they shoot all over so the viewer can see it. It's been years since a guy really put a load in me." she said, using her panties as a rag to wipe the trickle of cum from her leg and stocking. "I might just have to go use Amanda's shower at this rate."
"I'm sure Amanda wouldn't mind." I answered.
"She might if I do what I want and invite you in with me."
"She might." I agreed with a chuckle. "So. Dresses?"
"Oh yeah." She said with a grin, lifting a foot and setting it on the bench next to me. "Wanna take these off first?"
"Sure." I said with a shrug, reaching up to the thigh in front of me and slowly rolling the stocking down her leg, my fingers stroking her leg over and over as I worked the stocking down to her foot and then off.
"Mmmmmm such nice hands." She cooed as she switched legs and planted her left foot in between my legs, her toes ticking my balls as I began to stroke her stocking down her leg. "I can tell you're enjoying that."
"I am actually." I answered, stroking my hand up the back of her calf after pulling the stocking from her foot.
"So am I." She said softly, leaning in a bit farther to allow me to stroke my fingers up the back of her thigh and then back down the inside, my fingers gently dimpling her creamy soft skin. "Ohhhhhh. Damn!" she said with a shudder. "You keep that up and I'm not going to even try on those other dresses. I'll just attack you right here!"
"Well, we better get them tried on then." I said as I pulled my hands away.
I sat and watched as she tried on a very modest dress, or at least modest for what I would expect her to wear. The black satin material hugged her curves from where it looped over her shoulders, down the deep V between her large soft breasts and then down over her ass almost to her knee. She made several turns between the mirrors to examine the lay of the dress, hefting her breasts to see how it would look when she actually had a bra on. Satisfied, she had me unzip her and slipped out of the black dress, replacing it on the hanger and then the rack.
"Now, this one I'm going to make you turn your back for. I'd like it to be a bit of a surprise!" She said cheerfully.
"If you insist." I said, getting up and stepping to the end of the bench and sitting down facing away from her.
"Oh good." She said as the hangers clinked. I could hear the rustling of cloth for several minutes before I heard the clip-clop of her heels as she walked toward the mirrored stage. "Oh this is perfect." I heard her say. "You can look now!"
I got up and turned to look down the length of the bench and was shocked at the sight. She stood on the stage, the six mirrors reflecting all different angles of her and the ankle length powder blue gown she wore that covered her from the ruffled neckline all the way to a delicate looking lace hem that brushed her ankles as she stood in her black high heels. She slowly turned for me, the material appearing to be multiple layers of some kind of sheer mesh that seemed to align for brief moments, exposing the briefest glimpses of her profile, but not enough to make out any detail. The effect was extremely stunning. The gown appeared to be secured down the front from her neck to her waist with delicate little white bows that stood out in stark contrast from the powder blue.
She stepped down off the stage, her leg, from her thigh down to her high heel, exposed between the gaping front of the gown, that sexy exposed leg encased in a powder blue thigh high stocking that seemed to perfectly match the gown. Only a small bit of creamy thigh showed between the stockings ruffled top before disappearing under the gown. The view of her leg was ever so short as she stepped down off the stage with her other leg, letting the gown close back around her again.
Her face broke into a huge toothy smile as she slowly walked toward me, each leg sticking out of the gown briefly as she stepped one foot across the other, swinging her hips and making the dress swish and sway, periodically exposing the sexy profile of her legs.
"Damn." I muttered as she grew closer step by sexy step.
"You like?" She said as she stepped right up to me and slipped her hands round my neck. She leaned her face toward mine and gently pressed her lips to mine sucking my lower lip and using her soft lips to tug it gently. "Now how about pulling all those little ties?" She whispered.
"Oh these?" I asked, reaching up and tugging on one of the little white bows.
"Uh huh. But you can't use your hands." She whispered with a wink.
"I see." I answered, squatting down so my face was even with her waist, and reached out to tug the little bow with my teeth, pulling until the little strings had separated and were free of each other. The slit up the front of the sexy gown separated a little more as I let go of the sting I had and moved up to the next higher satiny bow. I again tugged on the bow and gently pulled, pulling the gap apart a bit more and exposing sexy powder blue lace encasing her body. I continued to work my way up her body, pulling the bows that held the gown snugly across her huge tits, to reveal that they too were encased in lace, her nipples and areola peaking through the tiny gaps of the delicate lace pattern.
"Hmmmmmm. I like this." She murmured as I worked my way up to the last bow holding the gown together, tied snuggly around her neck. I felt her hand grasp my already hard cock as I kissed her neck under her chin before using my lips to gather the last satin string and tug it. "Mmmmm yesssss." She hissed softly as I let my hands slide up her arms to her shoulders and gently push the gown off. She let go of my cock and wiggled her arms slightly allowing the sleeves to slide the rest of the way off her arms and hands. With her hands free, she reached back for my cock with both hands and gently stroked it.
"Now what?" I asked quietly, reaching my face to hers and gently kissing her cheek.
"This is a very special outfit. Now you have to find the secret to getting the part out that you want out." She whispered.
"And what if I want more than one part out?"
"In that case, you can take off as much as you want." She breathed heavily as I kissed her neck softly. "You can take me any way you want, as much as you want." She whispered as I kissed down her neck a bit lower, working my way around to the tops of her huge tits, their creamy white skin exposed above the top of the strapless bra type top encasing them. "God damn you know how to turn a woman on."
"Glad you approve." I whispered back between soft kisses. I slowly worked my kisses back and forth across her chest while my hands gently stroked up and down her body, searching for clasps or zippers on the back, neither of which I was finding. I slid my hands around her sides, running my hands up and down her body, causing her to wiggle a little and giggle.
"That tickles." She whispered breathlessly. "But I like it."
I smiled to myself and then continued kissing while my hands explored up the front of her outfit. I finally had to pull my face away from her huge chest to look at her outfit and really examine it. "Ahhhhh I see it." I said with a smile. Reaching up to the tiny bow at the junction of the two cups holding her big tits in. I untied the bow and then let my fingers slide down to her waist where there was a single loop of satin ribbon. I gently tugged the ribbon and like a tiny snake wiggling back and forth, the ribbon unthreaded itself from the series of tiny satin loops up the front, crisscrossing like shoe laces. As I pulled the ribbon the ends disappeared from loop after loop, allowing the blue lace to separate inch by inch, exposing more and more of her cleavage until the last of the ribbon pulled from the loops near her belly button and the lace separated and fell from her body.
Her huge tits drooped down, hanging over another wrap of blue lace that tucked right up under both breasts and extended down to her flared out hips. "Now this is going to take a bit more examination." I said with a grin, looking at the lace panties that seemed to disappear up under the lace around her waist.
"Here, let me help you get a better look." She said huskily, turning to face the bench and bending over, her legs straight and separated slightly. Her lace covered pussy pushed out from between her legs, her lips peaking at me from between the gaps in the lace. I had expected to find a snap crotch, but was surprised to not find that at all. The only thing I could find were two small bows, one on each hip, that I had thought were decorative. I reached for each bow and gently tugged, untying the bow and like the front of her bra, pulled the satin ribbon from a series of loops that let her lace panties separate much like a string bikini bottom.
"Much better." She said, wiggling her ass slowly side to side. "Now what would a man with a hard dick do if he saw me standing like this?"
"He's probably do this." I said, stepping up behind her and pressing my engorged mushroom head against her wet lips.



"OHHHHHH FUCK YEAH!" She moaned loudly as I pushed into her, feeding my cock into her pussy inch by inch.
"Geez." I groaned as my hips pressed against her ass.
"I have an idea." She said, standing up and pulling off my cock. "I know you love to see my tits. I bet you'll love this!"
"What's that?" I asked as she took my hand and pulled me the length of the bench until she was at the little stage. She reached down under the bench and picked up a little padded foot stool. She stepped into the stage with the stool and bent over, leaning her weight on the stool, her tits hanging down below like huge utters, her reflection showing at all angles. I stepped onto the stage as she looked back at me expectantly and saw the two of us from half a dozen angles, including her huge sexy tits swinging slightly as she wiggled her ass to entice me to push back in her.
"Now fuck me. Fuck me hard lover. I want to feel you slapping against my ass and driving that fantastic cock deep into me."
"You do, do you?" I asked as I pressed my cock to her lips and started pushing it into her.
"Yeah. Fuck me. Fuck me until I cum all over that fantastic cock. Fuck me until you explode inside me!" She practically begged. "I know I've been fucked in every hole and every position imaginable, but I want you to fuck me like no one else does. I want you to fuck me like you WANT to fuck me!"
"Right now I do want to fuck you. I want to feel you climax around my cock and watch your sexy tits swinging as I bang into your hot ass." I grunted as I started sliding in and out of her hot pussy, my hips slapping her ass and making those huge tits swing wildly below her. The mirrors gave me so many angles, letting me see her tits like I've never had a chance to see any before. Each slap of my hips into her ass made little shock waves expand down her tits as they swung like pendulums in time with my strokes.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned. "Even if you didn't mean it you knew exactly what I needed to hear." She moaned as she held onto the foot stool to keep her head from smacking into the mirror.
"I did mean it." I panted as I pounded into her.
"OH fuck yes! Fuck me! Give it all to me! God I want you to make me cum with your cock! I want to feel your cock pump all its juices into me when you cum in my pussy!" She moaned loudly as I ploughed into her time after time.
"That's gonna happen soon." I told her breathlessly.
"Good. Don't wait for me. If you're ready just cum. Give me all your fuck juice!"
"Soon." I grunted, changing my strokes so that I was squatting a little with each stroke out, making my head slide along the top and bottom of her tunnel alternately.
"Oh shit that feels good. That's gonna make me cum if you keep doing that!"
"That's the idea." I grunted, the increased sensations also having the same effect on me. "But I don't know how long I can do it."
"Oh god. You won't have to do it much longer!" She squeaked, her legs and arms starting to tremble. "I'mmmmmmm Cooooommmmmiiiiinnnnnggggg!" She squealed at least two octaves higher than her normal voice. "SHIT SHIT SHIT!" She screamed at the top of her lungs as her whole body dissolved into tremors.
Her squeezing pussy pushed my own climax over the top and my body suddenly jerked, smacking my hips into her ass and my cock deep into her pussy as it gushed a huge shot of cum into her. Time and again my body jerked, filling her with every last drop of cum my body seemed to have left.
When my body stopped jerking and spasming, she stood herself up, arching her back and trying to keep my cock inside herself while she reached back to pull my head toward hers.
"Thank you." She whispered ever so quietly.
I reached around her and cupped both huge tits, gently playing with her nipples with my thumbs as we stood there, both of us panting for breath.
"You're welcome." I answered almost as quietly.
"You know. I think this is the most caring sensual sex I've had in a very long time. I'm glad you were here to share."
"I am too. I really enjoyed it. I never would have thought I'd ever meet you, let alone undress and screw you." I said as my cock slipped from her pussy. Feeling me come free she slowly turned in my arms and wrapped her arms around me pulling her chest tight to mine.
"Well. All you have to ever do is call, and I'll come and let you undress me. In fact, I'll have Amanda make me a few outfits just so you can take them off of me."
"I'll be happy to undress you anytime you want." I said with a chuckle. "But right now we've been trying your dresses on for almost an hour. I'm surprised the girls aren't peeking into the room to see what I'm up to."
"They wouldn't dare!" She said with a grin.
"Yeah, they would. Especially after the football thing."
"Oh do tell. Just what did you do?" She asked with a grin.
"I kind of ended up having sex in front of them."
"Oh you exhibitionist! Who did you do?"
"Elaine."
"Elaine? The little irish girl? Damn! You must have really filled her with that cock of yours!"
"A bit." I chuckled. "I guess I felt a bit like you do when you're on screen."
"Well. I'm sure she enjoyed everything you gave her." She said, sliding her arms off of me and turning around. "Would you undo me?"
"Sure I answered, reaching for the line of little hooks that held the remainder of her outfit on her body. With the last of the hooks undone I pulled the lace off of her leaving her in nothing but her blue stockings and her high heels. She took my hand and led me down off the platform and across the floor to where her original clothes were laying on the bench. She sat down and held one leg out to me.
"Would you be so kind?" She asked.
"I think you just like me touching you." I joked as I rolled her blue stocking down her leg.
"And what's wrong with that?" She asked with a grin.
"Not a thing." I answered as I rolled the second stocking off her leg.
Naked again we both began to sort out our clothes, which we had left strewn around. Part of me was going to be disappointed to see her cover up her sexy body.
"You know. I really hate to get dressed without taking a shower. I mean I'm a bit sweaty and smell like sex. Do we have a shower I can use?"
"Well, we have a shower in the workout room." I answered.
"Ohhh that's perfect. We can catch a quick shower!" She said, tossing the clothes she was holding back onto the bench. "Where is it?"
"Well, it's down the hall a little ways." I told her.
"Ok. Let's go!"
"Naked?"
"You are so silly. Did you forget that they've already seen you naked?"
"Yeah, I guess they have." I answered with a shake of my head. They may have seen me naked, but that moment of indiscretion has long past and I wasn't sure I was really ready to go running around naked. It didn't look like I was going to have a choice though, at least not if Misty had anything to say about it.
She led me by the hand to the door, and then out into the hallway. "Down here?" She asked, leading me along the surprisingly deserted hallway. Even going past the work cubicles I didn't see anyone, which was both a relief and surprise.
She led me in through the open door of the workout room and then past the exercise equipment to the shower room, a small tiled room with three individually controlled shower heads, one on each wall. Misty let go of my hand and walked around turning on all three showers, continuing to walk around and adjust the water until it was pleasantly warm under each shower. "Come on!' She called, grabbing both my hands and dragging me around the room, under one after another of the shower heads, the water soaking her blond pony tailed hair.
"You're crazy!" I called as she drug me around faster and faster, giggling and squealing like a little school girl.
"It's fun!" She squealed a she spun me around under one of the shower head and wrapped her arms around my neck. "Come on. Don't be a stick in the mud!"
"Ok." I answered, reaching out to a shelf that was mounted to the wall near the shower head we were under, grabbing a bottle of body wash that was on it. I didn't know which of the ladies it belonged to, but I suspected I was going to be buying her some more before I was done. "You don't want to stink huh. Try this!" I said as I stepped us out of the water and squeezed a stream of soap out of the bottle onto us.
"OHHHH!" She squealed, wiggling her body around and rubbing her hips and tits against my body, both of us now slickened with soap. She laughed loudly as she wiggled and smashed her slick tits all over my body, squatting down and using her big tits to wrap around my mostly soft cock, washing it with her tits.
"You are crazy!" I said as she wiggled her way up my body and then turned herself around, rubbing her big ass against my cock. She rocked back and forth, bending over and rubbing her pussy around my soft cock to wash herself.
"Not in my book. I'm having a real ball!" She giggled as she rubbed against my cock and balls again.
"You keep that up you're going to get me hard again!"
"Ohhhh? Is that a threat or a promise?"
"I don't know if I have another go around in me." I said honestly.
"Tell you what sweetie. If you get a hard on we'll just take it as far as it will go. No expectations, ok?"
"Are you really going to give me a choice?"
"Actually, yes. If you say no, I'll stop right now."
"But be disappointed, right?"
"Uh huh." She said, straightening up and turning around again to rub her tits around my chest, each one supported by her hands so her nipples rubbed against mine.
"Fine. You play with it all you want." I said, giving in.
"Oh goodie!" She squealed, squatting down again to tease my cock with her big tits. She rubbed her soap slickened tits all over my front, working her nipples up and down my shaft and then sliding them up my thighs as she continued standing back up. "You know. I haven't had this much fun in a shower since I was a senior on the high school softball team!"
"Oh? You don't mean to tell me you played with the other girls in the shower, now did you?"
"Me? Oh no. Not back then. Some boy tried to hide in our locker room and spy on us. When we found him we drug him into the showers with us, since we were all naked already anyway, and we stripped him and were teasing him with our titties. I was the brave one and was rubbing my tits all over him like this when he came all over the two of us. He was soooo embarrassed."
"Sounds like you had more fun than he did." I chuckled as she let go of her tits and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling her body against mine again and her face up to mine.
"Oh I did. But you know what's even more fun?"
"What's that."
"Laying with a man on top of me, his big hard cock inside me and his lips kissing mine. What do you say? Are you up for that?"
Why not? I've done about everything else today."
"Oh honey. There is so much yet I can teach you, but I'd rather not scare you away. I want you around when I come for my next order of dresses." She said softly as she squatted down, sitting on the tile floor and laying back, dragging me down on top of her somewhat clumsily. She unlooped one arm from around my neck and slipped it between us, finding my cock and deftly aiming it at her pussy. "All you have to do is push." She whispered.
I rocked my hips down, driving my cock slowly into her as she moaned in appreciation.
"Mmmmmm. I've fucked bigger cocks and longer cocks and much smaller ones than yours, so why is it that yours feels soooo damn good compared to all the others?"
"I have no idea." I answered before she pulled my face down to hers again and sucked my lower lip with hers.
I really couldn't help myself, even though my cock felt worn out I couldn't help myself but to rock my hips and slide in and out of her sopping wet pussy, her soft body under mine feeling so incredible.
"Mmmmmm just perfect." She whispered as she rocked her hips in time with mine, our combined motion sliding my cock almost completely in and out of her. "I could do this alllll day long."
"I'm not sure I could."
"Getting a little tired?" She asked, a little concern on her face.
"Let's just say that I've had more sex in the last few days than in the last few years."
"Ohhhhh I'm sorry. I'm taking advantage of you." She said softly, rolling the two of us over so that I was lying on the tile with her next to me. "Don't go away!" She whispered.
I watched her get up and go get the bottle of soap we had used earlier and then come back, kneeling down over my legs, facing me. With a grin she squirted soap all over my chest and cock and then began to slowly rub her hands up and down my chest, working them around and teasing my nipples with her fingers. As she worked she extended the path of her hands, up to my neck, her tits brushing my cock as she bent over, and then slowly sliding back down along my sides to my hips. She rolled her hands up around my hips, wrapped around my cock and then stroked it long and slow before sliding all the way down to the base of my shaft and sliding up my body again.
"Damn that feels good." I answered as she continued her sensual massage.
"You like huh? Just how much do you like it?"
"A lot." I groaned.
"Mmmmmmmm... I like a lot." She said with a grin, her hands starting another long sensuous trip.
"You keep that up and you're going to have another case like that boy that got more than he expected."
"That's alright. I'd love to see you cum again. Kind of my way of saying thank you for all your attention."
"Ohhhh. I'd have to say you keep doing that you're going to get what you're looking for." I groaned as her hand twisted up and down my shaft.
"Do you like looking at my big tits?" she asked, wiggling them at me while she continued to slowly stroke and twist her hands up and down my shaft.
"Yeah. They are pretty fucking spectacular!" I answered.
"So big and soft and sexy? Hanging here just barely above your hot fat cock?" She said as she lifted herself up on her knees a bit higher and leaned over so her nipples were almost brushing my cock.
"Oh shit." I groaned.
"Go ahead. Play with them. I like having you touch 'em." She encouraged.
I moved my hands from where they rested on her legs and cupped each big tit, letting her hard nipples press into my palms.
"I bet you'd like to play with these all the time, wouldn't you?" She cooed as she continued to stroke my body.
"Mind if I come in?" I heard an unfamiliar female voice ask from the doorway to the shower room.
"Oh shit." I grunted, my hands flying from Misty's tits to try and cover my rock hard cock.
Misty swiveled around to see a young black woman standing nude, leaning against the tile doorway, Her tits almost the same size, yet very different from Misty, her body similar in shape if not a few inches shorter. "Well, hello. And you are?"
"I'm Donna. Celia called me and said you were here and I just had to meet you. I'm the model they use for your dresses." She said padding across the wet floor and holding her hand out toward Misty.
"Um. Well. Hello then." Misty said, reaching out with a soapy hand to shake the one Donna was holding out. "You certainly do have a similar bust size to mine."
"Uh huh. I'm a stripper at one of the clubs and...well...I just had to meet you. I've heard so much about you and seen all your movies." She said, standing awkwardly with her hands clasped in front of her shaved mound.
"I see... Oh. Christopher, don't let this ruin that wonderful hard on you had." Misty said, looking back down at me and stroking my suddenly softening cock.
"Well, it is kind of embarrassing." I said over the background noise of the shower heads still running and splashing on the floor around us.
"Well. I know how to fix that." Misty said. "Donna, would you like to join us? I'm sure Christopher would love to feel a second set of huge boobs."
"Well. To be honest, I've been watching for a few minutes and I am kind of turned on."
"Well, we know what to do for that." She said reaching out for a hand. "Christopher, would you like to play with her pussy while I finish you off?" Misty said, pulling Donna over to us.
Without waiting for any kind of answer Donna quickly stepped across my head and squatted down, facing Misty and dropping her pussy within inches of my face. Misty tugged my hands away from my cock and lifted them up to Donna's big tits where they hung between us.
Donna reached down between her legs and pulled her pussy lips apart as she dropped her ass down a little farther, bringing her pussy right to my lips.
A little turned on was a bit of an understatement. Her pussy was practically dripping with her juices and looked like her fingers had been quite busy. Okay so this was a bit of an unusual situation. Here a strange woman was squatting over my head, facing a famous porn star who was stroking my cock and trying to make me cum. Hell, this was almost a porn movie in its own right. All we needed were a few cameras to record the event. But I had to admit, those huge tits in my hands were feeling pretty damn good, not to mention the slow twisting strokes that Misty was applying to my cock. I reached my tongue out and gently stroked it along the spread pussy in front of me, tasting her tangy juices as I drew my tongue from the entrance to her tunnel, along her pubic bone and flicking it across her clit and then closing my lips around it to suck it into my mouth, drawing a sudden squeak of surprise.
"Oh shit! Didn't expect that." Donna cried suddenly.
I couldn't see Misty's face, but I could tell from her voice that she was smiling as she said, "Yeah, he has been just full of surprises."
"Ohhhhhh god that feels good." Donna moaned loudly as I licked up and down her pussy, pushing my tongue into her as far as I could before sliding up and flicking several times across her clit. Over and over I stroked her while Misty stroked my cock back to its full proportions, and then continued to twist and stroke me.
"Do you fuck a lot of your clients?" Misty asked Donna.
"No. One or two special ones, but not a lot." Donna moaned back.
"So you have a boyfriend?"
"Uh huh."
"Does he have a big black cock?"
"No, he's from Japan. It's kind of a small cock." She answered.
"I see. That's why you're staring at Christopher's cock so hard. You're not used to such a fat one, are you?"
"No." She answered breathlessly.
"Wanna ride on it?" Misty asked seductively.
Good lord. What was Misty doing? It was bad enough she was inviting this young woman to join us, now she was offering up my cock? I was about to object when Misty said. "Christopher. Trust me, you're going to enjoy this. Come on Donna." Misty said, taking her hands from my cock and standing up. She pulled Donna off my face, had her turn around and then settled her down over my cock aligning my head with her tunnel.
"Oh shit." I groaned as she sat slowly down on me, my head expanding her tunnel as her weight pushed her sopping pussy down over my shaft.
"Oh god oh god oh god." Donna moaned she wiggled her bulbous butt to work herself farther down.
"If you want to follow in my shoes you're going to have to learn how to take a big cock." She said as she stood over my head, holding onto Donnas hands. When Donna was sitting fully down on me, her ass resting on my thighs, Misty turned around and bent over at the waist, shuffling her feet back until her ass and pussy were sticking in Donna's face. "Now...Lick my pussy while you ride him. You try to make the two of us cum."
"But I don't..."
"Uh uh. You want into the business you might as well get used to it now. A director won't take no for an answer, so if you can't do this you're not ready for the industry."
"Ok." She said a bit meekly, reaching up to hold Misty's ass and lean her face toward it.



"Don't forget to ride his cock!" Misty said as she looked down at me. "So Christopher. How do you like this view?"
I had to admit, this was some view. I had Donna riding up and down my shaft, her tits bouncing and swaying as she did, and I had Misty leaning over me with her tits hanging down toward me, swaying and swinging like pendulums as Donna's face bounced into her ass. Misty gave me a sexy little grin and reached for my hands, pulling them up to her tits. "If this doesn't make you cum again then I'll have to give up."
"I don't think you'll have to give up." I grunted, knowing full well from the sensations that my overused cock was going to perform one more time.
"Good. Just look at these sexy tits. Watch them. Feel that tight pussy sliding up and down your shaft, trying to milk you. Does she feel good? Can you see her licking my wet pussy and sucking your cum from my hot twat? Ohhhh I see that look on your face. You didn't think about that did you? Yeah, she's licking your cum from me, her tongue digging into my pussy and tasting your salty cum oozing out of me?
"Ohhhhh shit." I groaned loudly, my cock swelling inside her.
"That's it. I can see that look on your face. You're going to cum. Let it happen. Just look at these fantastic tits swinging around and feel her hot tight pussy stroking up and down your shaft. Just think of how her tongue is licking your cum from my pussy as it oozes out to trickle down across my clit and drip down from my pussy. Mmmmmm. She has such a soft tongue, stroking up and down my sopping wet cum filled pussy, flicking my clit and making even more cum for her to lick. Do you want to see me come on her face? Do you want me to squirt all over her face and chest?"
"Awwwww fuck!" I grunted as my body jerked, spewing a shot of cum up into Donna. I heard her cry in surprise as she pulled her face from Misty's pussy.
"Uh uh. Finish me!" Misty cried, one of her hands flashing to her pussy and frantically stroking her clit. I watched her face screw up as my own body bucked, sending several more shots of cum into Donna's pussy. "YES YES!" Misty screamed as her body shuddered and then bucked, her pussy spewing a gush of juices out onto Donna's face and chest. Like a little geyser, Misty's pussy erupted again, spraying Donna with even more of her juices, Donna's whole chest dripping with cum as she bounced wildly on my cock, her tits flying crazily as she leaned back, her hands on my legs, her pussy gliding up and down my shaft at breakneck speed.
Misty turned around and knelt down next to me, reaching a hand out for Donna's pussy and stroking her clit back and forth as fast as she could make her fingers move.
"OH SHIT OH SHIT!" Donna screamed at the top of her lungs as her body suddenly dissolved into jerks and tremors as her orgasm hit her hard. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, trying to squeeze my cock and force any juices left in it into her pussy. "OHHHHHHHHH FUCK!" she screamed as Misty continued to stroke her clit, slowing her motions a little and then finally stopping all together. The three of us sat and lie there, panting for breath for several long seconds.
"Well. I thought you weren't going to be able to cum again." Misty said with a grin as she looked down at me. "Seems you had more in you than you knew."
"Would seem so." I answered between gasps for air.
"Come on you two. We need a shower and I don't want to miss my plane."
Misty stood up and held her hands out to Donna, who she then helped up off of me. Donna walked unsteadily over to the shower and stood under it, leaning against the wall, her chest still heaving as she watched Misty pull me up and wrap her arms around me.
"Thank you." She whispered before giving me a long sensual wet kiss. She broke the kiss and looped an arm around my waist to guide me to the shower Donna was under. "Okay time to get clean. Any hands anywhere." She said, squeezing the remainder of the bottle of soap around the three of us.
We spent the next few minutes rubbing the soap into and off our bodies, my hands stroking up and around tits, backs, asses and pussies, even taking a few moments to slip a finger into both of their pussies at the same time.
"Seems like you're having fun with this!" Misty said as she reached for the water. "But I do have to go," she said looking out of the doorway at the clock on the far wall of the workout room. "My plane leaves in less than two and a half hours."
"Yeah, we don't want you to miss that." I answered, reaching out to shut off the water. Misty pulled away and walked around, turning the other two spray heads off before coming back to take my hand.
"Donna, it's been a pleasure. I hope we get to meet again." She said as she leaned forward and gave her a big hug.
"Thanks Misty. I'm glad I did get to meet you." Donna said as Misty broke the hug and tugged my hand.
"Come on Christopher, we need to dress." Misty said as she pulled me along. She picked up two towels, handing me one and then carrying the other herself as she led me naked out of the workout room and back down to the dress room. "You know. This has been really nice. I want to thank you." She said as she dried off. "The only problem is that I'm going to have to have Amanda make me a new outfit."
"Yeah I was going to ask about that blue one. Was that for a movie or something?" I asked as I picked up my boxers and pulled them on.
"No, actually that was for my anniversary, but I think I enjoyed sharing it with you a lot more. But I might use it for a movie. If I do you'll know whose cock I'm thinking of!" She said with a grin as she stepped into her jeans and started pulling them up, wiggling her ass at me.
"Geez. I didn't mean to mess up an anniversary present."
"Oh it's alright. He probably wouldn't have paid any attention anyway." She said as she clipped the bra around her body and started twisting it around. "Last look!" She said with a grin holding the cups of her bra below her tits until I turned and looked.
"Sweet." I said simply as I watched her cover them up for the last time. "Never thought I'd see those in person."
"Well, with any luck, you will again." She said, still smiling at me. She gave me a little wink and added, "Next time I'll give you some advanced warning so that you can save up some energy for me."
"Yeah, I might need to do that." I answered her.
We finally finished dressing and collected her dresses, slipping them into a plastic garment bag with the company logo on them. "Unfortunately, I think I'm ready to go." She said with a little pout.
"Well, we don't want you to miss your plane." I told her as I took her by the hand and led her back toward the front offices.
"If I did I bet you'd put me up for the night!" She said with a grin.
"Yeah, but I'd be way too worn out to do you much good tonight."
"Ohhhh I bet I could find a way to entice you to go around one more time. She said, bumping her hip against mine as we walked past my office and toward the front door. She stopped in front of Celia's desk, turned to me and gave me a long wet kiss. "Mmmmm . Yummy! Don't be a stranger Christopher." She said quietly.
"I'll try not to be." I answered equally quietly as she stepped away. I watched her go out the front door and then turned to head back to my office.
"Should I call you yummy or Christopher?" Celia asked quietly as I walked away. I turned my head and glared at her as I made the corner and headed to my office door. I stepped into my office and plopped tiredly into my chair.
"Geez what a day." I said quietly to myself as I pulled my chair into my desk and wiggled my mouse to see if I could remember where I left off. To my surprise the security camera in the workout room was displayed full screen on my monitor, the camera panned over to look into the shower room where the young lady who had joined us in the shower, still there, squatting under the water of one of the showers, her fingers diving in and out of her pussy.
"Celia!" I practically shouted.
"Yes Christopher?" She called from her desk.
"Come in here please." I shouted back.
I waited several seconds before I heard her high heels clip clopping on the tile floor outside my office door. She stepped part way in and leaned against the doorframe, crossing her arms just under her breasts in the beige blouse. "Yes Yummy Christopher?"
"Just Chris." I said, somewhat annoyed by both her comment and tone.
"I think you should use Christopher. It's much sexier than Chris anyway." She said with an impish grin. "Unless you just prefer Yummy."
"I didn't call you in to debate my name. Why is it my monitor is focused on the shower room in the gym?"
"Oh. I don't know. Maybe you left it there?"
"No. I didn't leave it there. I left it on a program I was working on. Who do you suppose was in my office playing with the cameras?"
"You think I did it?"
"Yeah, I think you were spying on Misty and me." I answered. "And for that matter, how did that young lady find out Misty was here and that we were in the shower?"
"Ohhh maybe she just showed up?"
"Um....no."
"Why do you think I called her?" She said defensively.
"So someone did call her? Just who would have done that?"
"Well. Maybe Pat did?"
"Now how would Pat even know Misty was here, let alone.....Celia? Who was in here watching with you?"
"Ummmm....No one?"
"Celia!" I said angrily.
"Well. You can't blame us can you? I mean we all know you like tits and well...she was going to have to get naked to try on the dresses. We just didn't expect anywhere near the show we got."
"We all? You mean everyone!?" I squeaked. "And just who invited them in here to do that?"
"Well....Maybe I did." She answered meekly.
"Maybe you did? Is there no privacy around here?"
"Well. Come on. You're the first guy we've had work here and well... you're pretty sexy for an older guy. Besides...It was really fucking hot to watch you!"
"You know, if you were my kid I'd turn you over my knee and wail the tar out of you!" I said angrily.
"You wouldn't dare!" She said defiantly. "Amanda wouldn't ever let you!"
"Amanda's not here!" I said getting up from my seat and stepping around my desk.
"Now hold on Chris. Let's not do anything rash here!" She said, holding her hands up defensively and backing herself into the hallway.
"Oh, now it's Chris again? What happened to Christopher?" I asked as I stepped out into the hallway after her.
"No. You wouldn't!" She said backing away until her back was pressed against the far wall of the hallway.
"Oh, Yeah I would. And I'm going to enjoy the hell out of it!" I said as I walked slowly toward her. "How in the hell you thought that inviting all the ladies here to watch what I thought was private...well, I just don't understand. How would you feel being put on display? How would you feel finding out that what you thought was private sex was being televised to people you were going to have to work with? Just how much did you ladies watch?"
"All of it." She whispered so quietly I could barely hear her.
"All of it? ALL OF IT?" I asked angrily. "Did you sell popcorn too or maybe have a little finger fucking session while you watched?"
"Well, maybe a little." She said, pressing back a little tighter to the wall.
"You sat in my office, watching me on the cameras, fingering yourself? I hope you all had a good orgasm!" I snapped, angry that not only had my office been used to watch, but it had been used as a little sex parlor. "I should take every last one of you over my knee!"
"DON'T! Don't. It was my fault. I thought it would be fun, kind of like watching you and Amanda. But I guess it got out of hand."
"Ok. I'll accept that it's your fault. So what do I do with you, huh? How do I make you understand how violated I feel right now?"
"I don't know Chris." She whispered.
"Well. I sure as hell know how to start!" I said, reaching out and grabbing her wrist. I pulled her toward the front door and her desk, pushing her roughly in front of the large glass window and door that her desk sat looking at. "Strip!" I said sharply.
"Strip? Here?" She asked, looking at the window and few people walking down the street only fifty or so feet across the parking lot from the front windows.
"Here, now!" I demanded.
"Ok." She whispered, slowly moving her hands to her blouse.
"Ok? Just ok? What happened to your fascination with my name?"
"Ok Chris." She said meekly as she unbuttoned her blouse.
"Christopher! From now on I think you should call me Christopher since you like it so much!" I snapped.
"Yes Christopher." She said meekly.
"Come on. Let's get with it. You didn't have any trouble getting naked in front of all the ladies, so what's the hold up?"
"Nothing." She said, as she quickly added her lacy bra to where the shirt had dropped on the desk. She reached behind her and unzipped her skirt and let it slide down her legs, stepping out of it and bending over to pick it up. She put the skirt on the desk and then slid the tiny white panties down her legs, stepping out of them. As she dropped them on the pile of clothes it was obvious that the crotch was sopping wet.
"NO. Leave those...and the shoes." I said as she started to slide the thigh high stockings down her legs. I waited while she pulled the stocking back up in place and then reached over for the pile of clothes. "You won't need these the rest of the day." I said as I pushed them off the desk into the small rectangular trash can. "Now bend over the desk."
"What?"
"Bend over the desk, unless you'd prefer to do this in the parking lot bent over the hood of a car." I said with a completely serious look on my face.
She looked at me for several moments and then took the final step toward the desk and bent over it, resting her elbows on it to support her weight.
I stepped over behind her and pushed my hip into her bare ass, pushing her thighs against the edge of the desk top. "All the way down. I want your tits on the top."
"Yes Christopher." She answered meekly, reaching out her arms and lowering her breasts to the cold table top.
"Now. Why would you want to watch me having sex with someone else? That's twice you've done that." I asked as I reared my hand back. As soon as I finished my statement I brought my hand down sharply against her bare cheek, a loud smack resounding through the foyer and hallway.
"OUCH!" She cried sharply, her hands flying back to cover her bare ass.
"Hands in front of you! Now Ouch was not the answer I was looking for. Why would you want to watch me have sex with someone?" I asked before landing another hard slap on her other cheek, raising an identical red handprint.
"It makes me cum." She cried loudly.
"Really? And that means you just have to invite the other ladies to watch too? Does it get them off too?" I asked before landing another loud smack on her ass.
"Ohhhhhh. No! I like to play with women too!" She cried, her eyes growing red from the punishment her behind was taking. "But only sometimes!"
"So tell me, what else do you get off to that you haven't told me?" I asked before landing a fourth hard slap to her ass.
"Ahhhhh. I like to be watched too!"
"Damn. You are a little kink aren't you? I think I have just the deal for you." I said with a devious little grin, a rather naughty idea coming to mind. "You can either go outside and walk all the way around the plant as naked as you are now, not stopping until at least fifty people have seen you, or you can do whatever I say for the next week. My spanking stops when you give me an answer." I said as I raised my hand. I brought my hand down again, smacking her ass a bit lower and raising another red handprint almost on the back of her thigh.
I didn't give her much time before repeating the swat on her other lower buttock.
"OH SHIT!" She screamed loudly, tears running down her cheeks now.
"Well?" I asked before landing yet another swat to her ass.
"I'll do it! Anything you ask me to!" she cried before I could land yet another swat.
"Well. Let's see how well you behave." I said with a grin.
"Amanda is going to be so pissed at you!" She said pushing herself up from the desk to stand, gently rubbing her hands on her sore ass.
"I rather doubt that. In fact, I suspect she will have as much fun with this as I think I'm going to. I'm not normally into slavery and the like, but in your case I'll make an exception, just to teach you that not everyone likes being on display."
She stood silent for several seconds. "Yes Christopher." She said meekly.
"Now if I remember correctly you have a little toy in the desk? Let's have it."
"Yes." She whispered, stepping around the desk to open the lower drawer and pull out a small pink dildo shaped vibrator.
"Ahhh Perfect." I said as I took it from her. I turned the little device on and then looked at her. "Bend over the desk again." I said softly.
She slowly moved to the desk and bent over, her red ass sticking out again. I stepped behind her while she waited for me to smack her ass again. Instead I rubbed the little dildo up and down her sopping wet pussy, gently pushing it inside her. She moaned softly as the vibrating tool pushed deeper into her.
"Now. I want you to leave this in the rest of the day, and no, you can't put any clothes on. You can sit at your desk and work just the way you are, if you can sit that is. I want you to turn this on every hour till five after. If I find out you didn't, then tomorrow we'll do it all over again."
She looked over her shoulder at me, waiting patiently to let her move.
"Go fix your makeup now. I hate seeing tear marks on your face."
She pushed herself up from the desk and quickly stepped around behind her, one hand between her legs holding the vibrator inside. She pulled her purse out of the bottom drawer and practically ran down the hall toward the bathroom.
With a smile I walked back to my office and sat down, flicking the camera system to the bathroom. I always wondered why Amanda had a camera in there, now I had a hunch I understood. I watched Celia sit gingerly on the toilet and spread her legs, her hand furiously pumping the vibrator in and out of her pussy. I leaned back and watched for the very few minutes it took for her to climax, her whole body shaking and trembling as she gasped for breath.
Yeah, this was going to be an interesting week.
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Jason, who we all called Jase for short, had been my best friend for as long as I could remember. We hung out together, had classes in grade school and high school together and now, as freshmen in college, went to the same university in our home town. Jase was so much more than a friend, he was practically a brother. Even his mother considered me like a second son. When my own parents moved farther from town, in order to still be able to stay in the same high school I lived with Jase's family for my senior year.
It wasn't like I was much of an imposition. I helped with what chores and such I could. I never fought with Aimee, Jase's older sister. Money wasn't an issue for them, so I wasn't a burden in that way either. Yeah, I would have to say I considered them as much family as my birth family. Now as a freshman I had that same room back again that I spend so much of my senior year living in, the basement guest room next to the gym.
Yeah, I did say gym. Workout room didn't even begin to cover it. They had weight machines, stationary bikes, ellipticals, a tread mill, and the latest addition, a small sauna booth. They even had a tanning bed and Mister K had installed a free standing shower stall in one corner so that if we were really sweaty and stinky we didn't even have to go upstairs to shower. Just pull the curtain closed around it and clean up right there, which is something I did frequently. It was very convenient since the downstairs bathroom, where my room was, was only a sink and toilet.
Jase had taken off to go to class and then to work, but I had the rest of the day off. My usual afternoon included at least an hour of working out in the gym to prevent putting on the freshman twenty. Since I had played football and track in high school I was used to eating a pretty high calorie diet. Now that I wasn't playing sports, the last thing I needed to do was let all that muscle turn to flab. I was nearing the end of my workout and decided to let my muscles loosen up in that nice new sauna.
I grabbed a towel stripped off my workout clothes, not even bothering to close the curtain around the shower since I was alone in the house, and wrapped the towel around my waist before stepping into the little wooden cubicle.
It was a small sauna, really only meant for two people, but if you wanted to squeeze you could sit two on each of the benches that faced each other, but the leg room would be a bit uncomfortable. I turned the heat up and settled sideways on one bench, leaning against the back wall and putting my feet up on the front wall near the door.
I kind of lost track of time, just letting the heat soak into me, beginning to think about how good a cool shower would feel in a few more minutes when I was startled by the sauna door opening.
"Oh Scottie! I didn't realize you were here!" Misses K said as she stopped half in and half out of the little booth, a big fuzzy towel wrapped around her body as she stood staring at me.
"Oh! Sorry! I can get out!" I responded back quickly, pulling my feet down from the wall and swiveling around the right way on the seat.
"Oh, you don't have to go. I just wasn't expecting anyone to be here." She said with what I would almost classify as a giggle. She stepped the rest of the way into the booth and closed the door behind her, settling down on the bench across from me. Misses K had always been a pretty good looking woman, a fact that I really noticed a lot more as I got into my late teens. She kept her slim figure, slim that is except for her rather large chest, slim by working out for at least half an hour a day, sometimes more. It wasn't unusual for me to be heading to bed with her still in the gym wearing some tight fitting spandex outfit, pounding miles on the treadmill or the bike. I was embarrassed to admit that on more than one occasion the final images of her working out fed into my late night fantasies or dreams.
"I really should go anyway." I said as I stared at her wondering if she really was naked under the towel. I'd seen her in swim suits and spandex, but had never been so close to her this close to being naked, and my body was suddenly reminding me just exactly where a twenty year old's brain goes.
"Oh I won't hear of it. You just sit there and relax." She said, swiveling around on her own bench seat and putting her knees up and her feet on the bench with her toes practically touching the back wall. The towel, only having come down to her mid-thigh when she stepped in, pulled a lot shorter now. I tried not to stare as my mind screamed at me, a portion of her bare butt now exposed against the wooden bench. "Go ahead, get comfortable again." She coaxed, leaning her head back against the front wall and closing her eyes.
"You know, if you don't sit back and relax I'm going to have to force you to." Misses K said.
"Yes ma'am." I answered, slowly swiveling back around the way I was before, lifting my feet up and putting them on the wooden bench, my back leaning against the back wall.
Now I wouldn't be a twenty year old if my mind didn't make me aware of every possible opportunity of naked woman. I just wasn't expecting it to draw that attention toward Misses K. I mean she was kind of like a mom to me. But from this angle the towel couldn't possibly be covering the space between her legs, and if she was naked...well that meant....Yeah, it did mean that, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't help but look.
"Did she see me?" I wondered as she sat there, her head back against the wall and her eyes closed, asking me some question about how classes were going.
"Fine," I answered, looking again and seeing that yes, her pussy lips were poking out slightly between her closed thighs. God I couldn't believe it! I was seeing her pussy for real! I shouldn't be looking, but I couldn't help it! Hell, now there was something else I couldn't help. My cock was swelling under my towel, quickly hardening and pushing up between my legs. I tried to adjust my towel, but all I could do was push it down and try and trap it between my legs.
"I was hoping the heat would loosen my back up. It's so stiff from driving all day." Misses K said quietly, her eyes still closed.
"Is that why you're home so early?"
"Yeah. I had to leave early this morning to run to the city for a meeting and decided to just come straight home instead of going back to the office."
"Ah." I answered, trying not to stare at her pussy. "You need someone to rub your back for you."
"Are you offering?" She asked opening her eyes to look over toward me.
"Um. Sure, if you want." I answered just before my brain started screaming at me asking if I really just said that.
"It would be nice. Jack isn't going to be home till late tonight." She answered, putting her legs down and swiveling around to put her feet on the floor. I was still putting my feet down on the floor, carefully keeping my legs pressed together to keep my cock from sprouting up through the towel when she stood up and turned her back to me.
My heart practically jumped through my chest when she bent over, stepping her feet apart slightly, sat down on my legs about half way up my thighs, one of her hands sweeping her towel, and accidently mine as well, so she wasn't sitting on it. Her ass felt slick against my bare thighs as she wiggled around slightly, pulling her towel around so she could hold it over the front of her body but at the same time let it spread down her bare back so I had access.
Nervously I reached out and pressed my thumbs against the small of her back just above the round of her firm ass and ran them about half way up her back, the perspiration caused by the sauna acting as a lubricant as my thumbs made a pair of dimples on either side of her spine.
"Ohhhhh, that feels nice," she cooed, leaning slightly more forward to give me even better access, and in the process letting the towel she was wearing hang forward as well, exposing the sides of both her big round breasts.
I could feel my cock, still trapped between my legs, trying to grow even fatter as my heart pounded so hard in my chest that I wondered if she could hear it. Again and again I stroked my thumbs up her back, bringing pleasant little moans from her.
She shifted her weight slightly and to my horror my cock slipped from between my sweaty thighs, popping upright until it hit something else to keep it from moving. It didn't take my teenage cock or mind more than a few microseconds to realize just exactly where my cock was pressing. I stifled a moan at the thought of my shaft resting against her hot pussy lips and felt her stiffen in front of me.
I tried my best to pretend I wasn't pressed where I was and continued to stroke her back, running my palms up and down her back. My strokes seemed to lengthen as she sat there, my palms moving from her round ass to her shoulders, where I gently cupped my hands over her shoulders to rub my fingers into the base of her neck before stroking back down again, my hands rotating so my fingers ran down her sides.
Part of my mind screamed that this was Misses K I was touching, but another much stronger portion was reveling in the feelings of her body under my hands and the wetness of her pussy against the top of my shaft. Was it my imagination or was she actually moving her hips when my hands stroked down her body? It had to be my imagination, didn't it?
"That feels very nice. Your hands are gentle and strong at the same time." She said quietly, letting her head loll down to allow her to pull her long brown pony tail away from where it was laying on her one shoulder, somewhat impeding my rubbing her neck. She reached up and captured her pony tail with one hand, winding it around and around itself while her other hand played with the black elastic that was holding its base. With her hand no longer holding it, the towel covering her front slipped down to lay across her lap, leaving her completely naked on my lap except for where the towel lay across her legs. I could see the sides of her big breasts wigging as she worked her pony tail into a bun, the sight driving my cock to thicken even more.
"I guess I there isn't much point in this right now." She said softly as she lowered her hands from her head and pulled the towel from her lap, tossing it onto the bench across from us.
I continued to rub my hands up and down her back, my fingers now curling around her sides far enough to stroke the sides of her breasts and then continuing down her body until I had my hands on her thighs, my fingers curling slightly down to the insides of her legs. With each stroke she coiled her back, rolling her hips at the same time and making her wet pussy slide a few fractions of an inch along the top of my rigid shaft.
"Mmmmmmm." She cooed as a whole new sensation overcame me. I felt her fingers gently stroke the underside of my cock, gently pulling me tighter to her pussy as her hips rolled slightly farther, rubbing along my shaft until I could feel her wet lips brush the crown of my engorged head.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body suddenly jerked, sending a gush of hot cum out into her hand.
"That's it. Just let it out," she cooed as she continued to rub my cock with her hand, pulling me against her pussy and caressing the sensitive spot under my head with her fingers. Time and again my body jerked, sending more and more cum out into hand until finally it was reduced down to a soft drool.
She reached across for her towel, wiping the hand full of cum onto it before straightening back up.
She stood back up and turned to face me, her whole nude body exposed to me. With a small grin she leaned over, her tits hanging down toward my face tantalizingly and pulled my towel apart the rest of the way, leaving me sitting on it but otherwise naked.
Without another word she sat down across from me, lifting her feet and placing a foot on the edge of my bench, one on either side of me. She stared at my cock, still dripping cum on the floor as she leaned back, one hand rising to one of her big tits, and the other sliding down to her thigh.
Her pussy lips were full and fat, little portions of her soft inner lips pushing out between her full round outer lips and the dark brown curls that were neatly trimmed tight to her lips and low on her mound so they wouldn't show our of the sides of the bikini bottoms I had seen her in so often. Her breasts were simply huge, big enough for me to easily fill both hands with one single breast, and her nipples were hard and pointed, sticking out of two round pink areola the size of silver dollars. The most surprising thing was the total lack of any tan lines. Surprising because that meant that she had been using the tanning bed sitting out in the gym nude, with me just on the other side of the wall.
That thought alone made my cock twitch and start to grow. But her next motion ensured that it would quickly grow full size again.
I stared as she gently stroked one finger up and down her slit, dipping it between her fat lips and dragging it up along her pussy until it slipped up out of the top, sliding across her clit as she did so. Her other hand gently pulled and twisted first one nipple and then the other. I stared at her as her finger disappeared into her pussy time and time again, her tongue teasing out of her mouth and licking her deep red lips as if cleaning the last of an ice cream cone from them.
"Yessssssss." She hissed as she stroked herself with her finger, my own hand moving to my cock and slowly stroking it in time with her motions. "Cum for me again. I want to see you cum," she said in a husky voice, her finger pushing deeper into her pussy and disappearing all the way into her before pulling out and stroking up her slit again.
"Oh God," I groaned as I stroked myself, watching her like a real life porn flick.
"That's it. Come for me baby!" she cooed as I stroked in front of her, my eyes flicking from her tits to her lips to her pussy, the entire vision driving me quickly toward another quick climax. "Are you close?"
"Uh huh," I groaned, knowing I was only moments from releasing another huge load.
She stopped her motions and quickly sunk to the floor, reaching for my cock and replacing my hand with both of hers. She slid them up and down my shaft as she knelt in front of me, her hands twisting in opposite directions as she pushed me the last inch toward climax.
"OHSHIT!" I groaned as my body jerked spasmodically, shooting a surge of hot white cum out where it landed on one of her big tits. The sight of my cum on her tit sent the next even harder, splashing against her chin and neck. Again I squirted, and again and again, until my cock simply had nothing left to give, all of it sprayed on her chest, neck, and even some on her face.
She stood up, releasing my cock and leaning over me as she stepped one leg on either side of mine. Her cum covered tits hung down in front of my face as she reached for my hand and pulled it toward her pussy. I rolled it over and she pulled my palm against her pussy, her fingers coaxing one of mine between her lips.
"Yesssss...Right there," she cooed as she rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against my hand and driving my finger up into her tunnel. "OHHHHHH YES!" she squeaked as her body trembled, my hand getting wet from her juices as she came on my finger and palm. My cum dripped from her fat round tits as she leaned over me, the round globes swaying sexily in front of my face, periodically bouncing against my cheek.
"Ohhhhhhh my god," she finally breathed, releasing my hand after what seemed like ten minutes of her body climaxing, but was probably only a minute or so. "I think we shouldn't tell anyone what happened here." She whispered quietly.
"I certainly won't tell," I choked out.
"This wasn't a very adult thing for me to do. I just got a little carried away I think," she said, leaning down a little farther to give one of my cum covered cheeks a kiss. "But thank you for a very pleasant backrub."
"You're welcome," I answered after several attempts to talk as she straightened up and stepped back. She carefully wrapped the towel around her body and then with parting smile, slipped out of the sauna.
By the time I had gotten my towel around my body and out of the door of the sauna, she was nowhere to be seen, presumably headed upstairs to her own shower.
I walked over to the shower and pulled the curtain around it and proceeded to wash myself, cleaning off our cum and my sweat. I lathered my cock up and stroked myself to another strong climax, my mind filled with the sights of her nude body. Only then did I finally rinse off and turn off the shower.
I was surprised how "normal" Misses K was at dinner. She acted like nothing had happened that was in the least out of the ordinary. I did my best to look the same way, not wanting Jase or Mister K to see how nervous I was inside. To my surprise, the events of the day never came up, not that night, not in passing conversation with Misses K the next day, or the next or...well you get the idea. Other than the images burned into my mind that became fodder for many late night jack-off sessions, everything seemed as if it had never happened. The intelligent part of me was glad, but the horny twenty year old side was really wanting to see her naked again, even if it was only for a mutual masturbation session.
Almost two weeks had gone by, some of those days included shared workout time with Misses K and other days our schedules didn't line up that way. I still enjoyed watching her on the treadmill, and to my thinking it seemed as if her outfits were maybe just a tad less conservative, the spandex pulled a bit higher and the sports bras letting her big boobs bounce a bit more. But then it was probably just my over active imagination. One day however, was anything but my imagination.
I was lying on the weight bench, pumping barbells up and down in my third set of reps when Misses K walked in. She had on a low cut white spandex tank top and a pair of nylon running shorts. What immediately attracted my attention was how prominent her nipples were showing through the top and how much of her soft looking breasts were showing through the neckline. It was only after she walked past that I realized that she didn't have her usual spandex shorts on under the loose fitting nylon running shorts.
"Good afternoon Scottie." She said pleasantly as she walked by on her way to the treadmill. "Having a good workout?"
"Yeah, not too bad," I answered, staring at her from where I was lying. The treadmill faced one side wall of the gym, the one with the mirror. I had been told she liked having the mirror because it made the room look larger and she could watch her form as she ran. I liked it because it allowed me to see not only her firm ass when she ran, but her bouncing boobs. As she started to run, those big boobs did bounce, very much more than I had seen before.
She picked up the pace on the treadmill, her big tits bouncing under the shirt up and down, side to side with each step she ran. I couldn't believe the view I saw in the mirror, her big tits sliding up and down under the tight shirt, more and more of her breast showing until finally one popped clean out of the top. She never slowed down, but kept running, the weight of the one exposed breast pulling the top down even farther until both breasts were completely exposed, bouncing and swinging with each footfall on the treadmill.
For my part I lie there unmoving, except for my quickly hardening cock tenting up my workout shorts, staring at her body. It wasn't a long workout, maybe ten minutes, and in that whole time I don't think I moved a single muscle, so when she slowed and stepped off the treadmill, her tits still hanging out, I was still lying on my back on the bench.



She slowly walked over to where I was lying on, her eyes locked on the tent in my shorts as she approached.
"I didn't mean to interrupt your workout. Here, let me spot you," she said as she stepped over to me. She stepped around to the head of the weight bench and leaned over the bar of the weights, her tits hanging down over the bar as she shuffled her feet closer to the weight rack, her legs now spread over my head. "Ready any time you are," she said with a smile.
"Uh. Ok," I replied dumbly, reaching up for the weight bar. She stood straighter, lifting her tits off the bar until I had wrapped my hands around it, and then leaned back over, allowing her breasts to press against my curled fingers.
"Ok. Lift," she said, helping me lift the bar off the rack and lower it onto my chest, leaning farther over me as she did.
Up and down I went with the bar, each time my hands pushing against her hard nipples and soft tits. Ten times I pushed the bar before she helped me set it into the rack. She straightened up, stepping over my head slightly more as she rested her hands on the bar.
"Oh damn," I muttered as I realized that her pussy was completely exposed up the leg of her shorts, her lips glistening in what light filtered through the thin nylon material.
"Good set." she said brightly. "Why don't you spot me a few sets?"
"Um. Sure," I answered, reluctantly pulling myself out from between her legs. I stood up and removed all but about twenty pounds on each side, which was plenty for a light workout given the weight of the steel bar. "All set," I said as she stood close by, her tits hanging out and her hands resting on her hips.
"Good deal," she said, stepping around to the bench. She lie down on the bench and wiggled her butt around a few times trying to get settled. "These shorts suck for this. You don't mind if I take them off, do you?" she asked sweetly, reaching for her waistband even before I could answer. She lifted her feet onto the end of the bench and lifted her butt off the seat, sliding the nylon shorts down her legs and over her knees, finally setting her feet back down and kicking the shorts off her feet. "Much better," she said, her body now nude from the waist down.
I stared at her exposed pussy and brown curls as I stepped mechanically over her head to spot her bar. I stood with my hands on the bar waiting for her to reach up to it, but instead she reached up for my shorts and pulled them slowly down. She tugged evenly, working the athletic shorts down, pulling my cock downward at the same time. The waist band of my shorts finally pulled off my cock, allowing it to spring upward and slap me loudly on the stomach before standing at an angle, my heartbeat making it bounce ever so slightly.
She worked my shorts over the end of the bench and down my legs so that I was now standing naked from my ankles up over her. Only then did she reach for the bar and lift it from the rack. Up and down she lifted, pressing the bar with my hands against her bare tits before pushing it back up again, my cock getting even harder, if that were possible.
After ten reps with the bar, she pushed it up and hooked it on the rack, her hands coming down to my cock and closing around it.
"I much prefer this kind of workout," she said with a girlish giggle as she began stroking my cock with both hands, pulling it downward as she did until she could lick it with the tip of her tongue. I lost track of how long she played with my cock before she suddenly released it and pulled herself from below me. "How about some sit-ups?" she asked as she skimmed the shirt off, leaving her nude except for her tiny socks and shoes.
"Um sure," I answered.
"On the ball though," She added, walking toward the large exercise ball in the corner, her tight little ass wiggling enticingly as she did. She rolled the ball out into the middle of the room, settled it on a rubber ring to keep it from rolling and then stood by it expectantly. "You first big guy," she said with a smile.
"Well, ok," I said with a shrug, wondering what she had in mind but being so turned on that I didn't really care as long she played with my cock some more. I stepped over and sat down on the ball, Misses K kneeling in front of me and pressing down on my feet with her hands. I clasped my hands behind my head and began doing sit ups, my cock pointing into the air as I did. It seemed like each time I came up her face was closer and closer to my cock until suddenly I felt her hot wet mouth close around my head. "Oh damn," I groaned, stopping in the sitting position. She let go of my feet and reached for my shaft, wrapping one hand around it and cupping my balls with the other. She slid her hand and mouth up and down my shaft, driving my cock head all the way to the back of her throat and then, surprisingly, deeper.
"OH GOD!" I groaned loudly as my head pushed into the back of her throat, staying there for several seconds before she pulled her face from my cock to catch her breath.
"You like that?" she asked breathlessly.
"Oh yeah," I groaned. "That's incredible."
"Good," she responded, with a grin before closing her mouth around my head again. Up and down she stroked, my head sliding in and out of her throat as her hand stroked and twisted up and down, my shaft after her mouth. Up and down she went, over and over; the sensations driving me ever closer to my imminent climax.
"OH fuck! I'm gonna come!" I groaned, trying to hold back the flood that I could feel surging up inside me. I expected her to pull her face off and just jack me off like my last girlfriend had, not wanting to end up with a bunch of cum in her mouth. Misses K on the other hand seemed to suck even harder, swirling her tongue back and forth around my head at the end of each stroke before pushing her face back down, driving my cock into her throat. "AAAAHHHHGGGG!" I cried as the first surge of cum gushed up out of my cock, jetting into her mouth.
Misses K gagged a little, but kept her mouth over my cock to catch the next squirt of hot cum, closing her lips around it again and sucking by the time the third gush of juice lanced up into her mouth. Up and down she continued, stroking and sucking my cock until there was nothing left to draw from me.
"Now that's the way to quench a thirst after a workout." she said with a laugh, pushing herself up to stand in front of me, wiping a trickle of cum off her lips and licking her finger clean. "Your turn now," she said, holding a hand out to me.
"Um...okay." I answered, not quite sure what she meant. She quickly turned and sat on the ball, leaning back to rest her hands on the floor, leaving her in a lying position, her legs splayed wide apart.
"You have licked a pussy before, haven't you?" She asked huskily.
"Uh, yeah, a little," I answered.
"Well, let's see how well you do. Extra points if you can make me climax."
"Um. Okay," I answered nervously. I had licked my girlfriend's pussy a few times. It was nothing that she seemed to really love me doing, but I had done it. I hadn't had enough other serious girlfriends to get that far with them, so my experience was pretty slim.
I knelt down and gently licked my tongue up her lips, letting it lay flat against her protruding inner lips. I could taste the tanginess of her juices as I swiped my tongue up along her slit again.
"Press your tongue between my lips. Pretend it's a finger, and you want to spread my lips apart and stroke its entire length," she cooed, twisting herself slightly so that she could lift one hand off the ground. She reached for my head and pulled my face tighter to her pussy. "That's better, drive that tongue right into my cunt," she moaned as I slid my tongue deep between her lips, stroking it slowly up along her lips to the top of her pussy. "OH god yes...right there...lick that right like that!" she gasped as my tongue bounced across her clit.
I focused on her clit, flicking my tongue back and forth across it and then circling around it alternately.
"Ohhhhh god yes!" she gasped again, leaning her hand back so she could balance herself. She rocked her ass on the ball, driving her hips up and down, grinding her pussy against my chin as I tried to stay focused on her clit, flicking my tongue across her clit as quickly as I could. "OHHHH SHIT HERE I COME!" she squealed loudly as her whole body began to tremble and convulse. "OH FUCK....OH FUCK!" she gasped over and over as I continued to attack her clit with my tongue, her whole body wracked with spasms. Finally after what seemed like an hour, she pushed my head away from her crotch. "Enough...enough," she said breathlessly as I rolled back on my heels and sat down on the floor, my face wet with her juices.
She slowly rolled down off the ball to sit on the floor in front of me, her legs spread wide on either side of me. She reached out to me and pulled me toward her until she fell back, the ball skittering across the room as she pulled me on top of her. She aimed her face at mine and sucked my lower lip into her mouth, tugging it slightly as I rolled over the rest of the way to lie on top of her, my chest smashed against her soft tits.
"You made me come so hard," she whispered after letting go of my tongue. "You did a very nice job. If you do that to your girlfriend she'll think you're wonderful."
"I don't have a girlfriend right now." I answered back quietly.
"Awwww, that is a shame. They have no idea what they're missing." She said as she wrapped her arms around my neck and rubbed her nose against mine.
I could feel my again hard cock pressing against her pussy and arched my back a little, pushing my head against her wet pussy, trying to inch it into her.
"Uh uh uh. We can't do that," she whispered, sliding her hands down to my hips to still them. "No matter how much I might want to as well."
"Oh." I said feeling quite let down. I was still very turned on and I hadn't been inside a woman in months. My mind hadn't completely dealt with the fact I was actually lying on top of my best friend's mother, what it had dealt with was the feeling of her wet pussy pressing against my head. But even being told no didn't seem to faze my raging hormones. I arched again, pressing my cock against her pussy and forcing my head between her lips and into her tunnel an inch or two.
"Ohmygod," she gasped, arching her own hips up to drive me farther into her. "We really can't do this." she moaned as she rolled us over, putting me on the bottom. She wiggled her hips, driving my fat cock all the way into her until her clit was pressed into the base of my cock. "No we can't," she said after several seconds. She abruptly pulled off my cock and practically ran from the workout room naked. I lay there for several minutes and then got up, picking up my clothes and hers. I walked to the shower, stripped off my shoes and socks and then took a long slow shower, jacking myself off one more time to the memory of how her pussy felt around my cock.
It was at least an hour after I had showered and dressed that I heard a gentle knock on the door of my room. "May I come in?" Misses K asked quietly, sticking her head through the partially open door.
"Sure," I said, quickly clearing several books off my bed to make room for her to sit down.
"Scott, I wanted to just come by and make sure you were ok," she said softly, settling on the corner of the bed, dressed now in a conservative skirt and tank top, brushing an errant lock of long brown hair back behind her ear.
"Um. Yeah. I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to...." I started to say.
"Shhhhh. It's okay. That wasn't your fault. That was mine. I should have remembered back to teen age hormones. You have nothing to be sorry for. You did a wonderful job pleasuring me. I hope that I made it equally enjoyable for you," she said, interrupting me.
"You did. It was great. No one has ever sucked me like that," I replied, sitting up on the bed straighter, partly to hide the sudden hardening of my cock.
"Well, I think we should probably not repeat that any time soon. I mean it's not that you weren't good, but it's probably not the best thing for us to be doing. Does that make sense?"
"Yeah, it does," I answered a bit sullenly. Now that I had a taste of what she could be like, I wasn't sure I really wanted to stop, but if she wanted to I didn't see that I had much choice.
"Okay. Thank you, both for the wonderful climax and for understanding." She said quietly, getting up from my bed and leaning over toward me. She kissed me gently on the cheek and then turned my face with her fingers to plant an equally gentle kiss on my lips. "You will always have a special place in my heart. You are a sweet kind young man and whoever you end up marrying is going to be treated to many wonderful nights of sexual bliss," she whispered, her lips inches from mine.
"Thank you," I whispered back before she let go of my face. She smiled slightly, almost as if she wished things were different, and then turned and walked quietly out of my room.
Weeks had passed and there was no indication from her that anything like what had happened in the past would transpire again. A few times we worked out at the same time, and I imagined that she was wearing more provocative outfits, but then it was only my very active imagination. Our workouts were generally very straight forward, with both of us working out in the same room, and occasionally checking each other out to some extent, but any "shared" workout activity just wasn't happening.
Today I was skipping the workout completely. It had been a rough Friday at school and what I really wanted wasn't a workout. In fact, what I wanted right then was to go march upstairs to Misses K's room, strip her naked and have sex with her. I suppose I might not have felt that way if my one professor didn't always wear such tight outfits. She was older, maybe as old as Misses K, but not quite as sexy, even though she tried to dress much more like a coed than her age. Three times a week I watched her, but what I really saw was Misses K's bare tits bouncing as she ran on the treadmill or her wet pussy spread wide open for me to lick. And every day I came home from that class, my last of the day, stripped down and jacked off. But even that was getting frustrating. Part of me wanted to feel more of what I had felt, not my own hand. Part of me wanted to see her straddling me, riding up and down my cock with her fantastic tits bouncing in my face. No, today I wasn't going there. I simply had to get that whole fantasy out of my mind, so I stripped down, wrapped a towel around my waist and headed up to the kitchen to get a bottle of water before spending some time in the sauna.
As far as I knew I was alone in the house, so when I heard noises down the hall I had to investigate. The master bedroom door was open a few inches, looking like maybe it had been shut but not latched and the cat pushed it open. I stepped quietly to the door and froze in my tracks at the sound of Misses K's voice in the room.
"Oh God yes Scottie. Fuck me like that! Fuck my hot little cunt!"
I peeked into the door and stared. Misses K was completely nude, lying on the bed, one hand pulling and squeezing first one tit and then the other while her other hand pumped a long purple cock in and out of her pussy. Each stroke make a gentle squishing sound just barely audible between her moans and cries and the quiet buzzing of its vibration. I stood there, staring, my cock getting harder by the second until it stuck out the gap in my towel.
"Ohhhhh fuck me baby! Fuck my hot wet pussy! Make mama come around your big fat cock! Fill me with all that hot fuck juice!" she moaned loudly. "Oh fuck Scottie, fuck meeeeeee!"she squealed suddenly as her body suddenly stiffened, her legs trembling and her hands holding the vibrating purple cock deep inside her.
I stepped back quietly, realizing that I was standing there stroking my cock. I retreated back down the stairs and made my way to the sauna, my head reeling from what I saw and heard. It was my name she was calling, begging me to fuck her, my cock she was fantasizing that was inside her. I thought she didn't want to have sex with me, but it seems she was doing exactly what I was doing, fantasizing about having sex with each other.
I settled into the sauna, dropping my towel on the bench next me and sat back against the wall, my mind filled with the images and sounds of that purple dildo plunging in and out of her pussy. I could have gone right in and pulled it away and pushed my own cock in there, but no...I was quite simply, too afraid of what would happen. Clearly she wants to have sex with me, but at the same time, she doesn't. The intelligent thing would be to forget about doing it with her, but damn, it's hard to put those images out of my mind! Maybe working out would help.
I climbed out of the sauna and headed to my room, pulling on a pair of workout shorts and then heading back into the gym. I worked out with weights for half an hour or so and then moved to the rowing machine for a few miles of work there. With my body more fatigued and my mind somewhat dulled, I headed back to the sauna. I didn't even bother with getting a towel, I just stripped off my shorts and dropped them on the bench as I plunked down hard. Maybe part of me wanted her to come find me naked, I don't know. My mind was quite confused as I sat there slowly stroking my cock, thinking how it felt for that one sweet instant when I was inside her pussy.
"You are in here," Misses K said after opening the door. She stepped inside the hot booth wearing a big fuzzy robe. She sat down on the bench across from me, the bottom of the robe spreading apart, allowing me to see all the way up her thighs. "I thought I heard someone in the hallway. It was you, wasn't it?"
"Yeah, it was," I said, resting my hand on the bench next to me, not even bothering to cover my raging hard on.
"I'm sorry you saw that." She said quietly. "It must seem like an awful tease."
"I know you weren't doing it for me to see, but knowing you were doing it, thinking about me, well, yeah, it was sort of a tease."
"Like I said, I'm sorry. This has gone so much farther than it ever should have," she said quietly, sweat beginning to pop out on her brow and on the v of creamy breast that the robe didn't cover.
"You should take that off, you'll roast in here."
"I'm thinking that's not a real good idea," she answered quietly.
"Why? Because you're naked? I've seen you naked already, remember?"
"I guess you have at that," she said, shrugging the robe off her shoulders and undoing the belt around the waist. In moments she was sitting with the robe apart, her body completely exposed to me again.
"So what now?" I asked after a long uncomfortable silence.
"I'm not sure. I just know that this is forbidden fruit. I guess that's part of what makes it so tantalizing, so desirable," she said quietly before standing up and moving over to my bench, squeezing between myself and the wall, our hips glued together.
"Yeah, it is desirable," I answered her. "Especially after that last time."
"Yes, that did feel pretty good, but still, it shouldn't have happened," she said as I moved a hand to her leg and began stroking her thigh with my fingers, her arm around my shoulders so I was pressing my arm against her tits.
"I'd do that again in a hot second," I said softly.
"Which part?"
"All of it," I answered.
We sat there for a long time, the heat making us sweat, my fingers stroking closer and closer to her pussy as I teased them on her thigh.
"Come on. Let's go cool off in the shower," she said, getting up and taking my hand. I let her lead me out of the hot cubicle to the shower stall, where she reached in and turned the water on with one hand, her other hand holding mine. "There," she said, turning and backing into the small shower stall, pulling me along with her. She drew me back into the stall and under the water before reaching around me to close the glass door. "That better?" she asked as the tepid water flowed over both of us.



"Yeah," I said, wrapping my arms around her waist and letting my cock press against her mound and stomach. "How about for you?"
"Oh, it feels very nice," she cooed, her arms around my neck and her hips moving ever so slightly so that my trapped cock was rubbing against her.
"Yeah, it does," I agreed, sliding one hand down between us to find my cock. I pulled my hips back and then pushed my cock down, allowing it to slide between her legs as I pushed our hips back together again.
"Ohhhhhh. Are you being naughty?" she asked with a little giggle.
"Seems like it," I answered as she began to rock her hips, grinding her clit against the top of my shaft.
"Good thing there isn't enough room to actually have sex in here."
"Who says there isn't?" I asked.
"Honey, cozy doesn't even begin to describe this. It's a shower built for one with two of us squeezed in."
"Maybe," I told her quietly. "Turn around."
She looked at me curiously and then did as I said, pulling her hips back off my cock and swiveling around, the glass sides banging slightly as she bumped into them. As she was turning, I squatted down slightly, pushing my cock down again and letting it press against her pussy as I stood back up, her ass pressed against my thighs and my head protruding from between her legs like a short little cock of her own. "Now you were saying?" I teased as I began to rock my hips, stroking my cock in and out between her legs, her clit dragging across my cock with each stroke.
"Oh damn," she muttered breathlessly as I worked my shaft between her legs. "That feels very nice."
"Sounds like it's a lot more than just nice," I said, sliding my cock back farther, pulling it back until I could feel only my head between her lips. I pushed forward again, bending my knees slightly and thrusting as much upward as forward. My lubricated cock slipped easily into her already wet pussy. My level of desire for her and the sensations of her pussy against my cock overrode any other thought, enticing me to quickly thrust up into her until my hips were pressed tightly against her smooth firm ass.
"OH GOD!" she gasped as my cock penetrated deep into her. Almost immediately I started sliding in and out of her driving my cock in and out of her sopping wet tunnel and pushing her bodily against the glass wall. "Oh fuck yes! Oh my god yesssss!" she cried loudly, my hips pumping my cock in and out of her as far as the tight confines allowed. I reached my hand around her body and slipped a finger down to her clit and began rubbing up and down as my thrusts pushed her big tits against the glass wall. "OHHHHH FUCK YES!" She screamed as my pumping cock and stroking finger drove her crazy. At that point I didn't care who might see or hear, all I cared about was the incredible set of sensations flowing through my body as her pussy caressed my cock with each stroke. I ignored everything except those incredible sensations and the effect it was having on her as well. I pumped my shaft up into her time and again, my thighs slapping wetly against her ass with each forward stroke and my ass banging against the shower wall with each withdrawal. Her hips rocked in response, helping drive her pussy down onto my shaft with each stroke, making her big tits, already squeezed against the glass wall, rub up and down, stimulating her nipples as well as her pussy.
"OHHHHH FUCK YES!" I groaned as her body was trembling in my arms and pussy convulsing around my shaft.
"OH FUCK I'M COMING!!! OHHHHHH FUCK YESSSSS!" she squealed loudly as her body trembled and jerked, her pulsating pussy pushing me over the edge as well.
My body bucked hard, practically lifting her feet off the shower stall floor as my cock erupted inside her, pumping the cum she begged for in her fantasy into her for real. "OHHHH FUCK!" I grunted breathlessly as my body jerked again and again, pushing more cum into her pussy before finally easing.
The two of us stood there, my cock softening inside her, the water cascading over the two of us until I softened enough to slip from her. A gush of our combined juiced flowed from her pussy and ran down her legs, mixing with the water from the shower before disappearing down the drain.
"Oh shit that was good," she moaned softly, turning in the tight confines to face me again, her arms moving around my neck. She pushed me back against the back wall and pressed her lips against mine, her tongue driving into my mouth, teasing my tongue with hers. Her arms slid down from my neck to my hands, slowly pulling them upward until she had them up over my head, her mouth still kissing and sucking mine. Ever so slowly she began kissing her way down my body, carefully working down until she was sitting on the floor in the tight confines, her legs curled under her and her face even with my shriveled cock.
She opened her mouth and sucked my cock into her mouth, pushing as much of my softened shaft and head into her mouth as she could. With one hand she began to tease and play with my balls while her tongue rubbed and massaged my cock.
"Oh shit," I grunted as her finger stroked up between my legs along the crease between them until it teased over my ass hole causing me to jump at the sudden change in sensations. It didn't take my young cock long to start recovering between her ministrations with her mouth and the teasing of her finger. I reached out and turned the water off, now that it was growing cold, Misses K's mouth sliding along the length of my now hardening cock.
"Out," she said abruptly, pushing the door open from where she sat and pulling her face from my crotch.
I stepped out of the shower and she stood up, quickly stepping out of the shower. She led me by the hand to the weight bench and then knelt down on it, facing the barbell and resting her arms on it. She moved her knees to the bench and then wiggled her ass at me. "Okay, step across the bench and feed that cock into my pussy!"
"Hell yes." I answered, quickly stepping across the bench and aiming my partly hard cock at her pussy as she arched her back and pushed it out at me. I rubbed my head up and down her sopping wet pussy and then used my hand to hold me straight as I pushed into her.
"Mmmmmmm that's it sweetie! Now fuck me hard. I love getting fucked doggy style!"
I started stroking in and out of her, careful not to pull all the way out, the sensations of stroking in and out of her helping to make my cock swell back to full hardness. I turned and looked at the mirror and could see us in profile, my cock sliding in and out of her, and her tits swinging wildly as my hips slapped into her firm ass.
"Oh yeah Scottie. That's it. Fuck my hot little cunt!" she moaned loudly. "Do you like hearing me talk dirty? Do you like how my fucking cunt feels around your big fat cock? Oh god I love how it feels sliding in and out of me. Do you like fucking me this way, watching your hot cock slide in and out of me and my big sexy tits swinging for you?"
"Oh yeah,." I grunted in response.
"Yes, I can tell. You love fucking my pussy, driving your fat rod in and out of me, making my pussy cream for you. Mmmmm....Feels so good. Maybe I should squirt all over you. Do you want me to squirt my cum all over your cock and balls?"
"Don't know what that is," I grunted back.
"Oh sweetie! Let me show you!" she said, pulling forward off of my cock. She climbed off the bench and adjusted the tilting back up at an angle. "Sit down now." She said softly as she stepped across the bench. She sat down and wrapped her legs around my waist, and leaned herself back against the padded back of the bench. With her heels she coaxed me forward until she could grasp my slick cock and aim it at her pussy, helping guide me into her soft hot tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh," I groaned as I slid back deep into her.
"Yeah, there you go." She cooed as she began to stroke her clit with her finger. She rocked her hips, making her pussy slide back and forth about an inch on my cock while she used one hand to spread her fat pussy lips apart and the other to quickly stroke back and forth across her now exposed clit. "Mmmmmm your cock feels so good inside me. Play with my titties, just go ahead and grab them and play with them," she encouraged.
I reached out and cupped both of her big round tits, squeezing them and rubbing my thumbs back and forth across her hard nipples.
"Ohhhh yeah. God I love having my tits played with. You can squeeze my nipples and pull them too. Ohhhh fuck yes. I've wanted this for so long! I wanted to feel your fat cock inside me, filling me up and fucking my hot little cunny. "OHHHHHH god I'm going to come in a minute!" she gasped as she continued to rock her hips, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy about two inches, her fingers flying back and forth across her clit. "You want to see me squirt my girl cum all over you like you squirted on me? I bet you do! I bet you wanna see my fuck juice all over your cock!" She moaned loudly. "Oh god yes. It's time. Pull your cock out quick! Pull it out!" she squealed, clearly holding her climax back.
I pulled my hips back slightly allowing my cock to slide out of her pussy, its rock hard shape springing up and slapping wetly against my stomach.
"Oh fuck look at that cock! Oh god yes! Here it comes sweetie! This is all for YOUUUUU!" she ended in a long scream, her body shaking all over as her pussy began to gush juices out, almost like she was peeing. The clear cum squirted all over my stomach, cock, and the bench between us as her body tensed time and again. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed each time her body tensed, her head thrown back and her long wet hair in disarray.
"MOTHER! WHAT THE FUCK?" We both heard from the doorway of the workout room. Both Misses K and I instantly looked to the doorway and saw Amy, her daughter, Jase's three year older sister, standing in the door way, a look of pure shock on her face. She stood there staring for several long seconds, taking in the whole scene before turning and running down the short hall and up the stairs to the main level of the house.
"Oh fuck," Misses K swore softly. "This isn't your fault Scottie, It's mine. I'll take care of this," she said, leaning toward me. She gave me a soft kiss on my lips and then slid off the bench and walked quickly out the door.
I had been so wrapped up in the intensity of the sexual encounter that I had stopped thinking about what might happen if we had been found out. Yes, I had initiated the sex. Yes, as much as she wanted to say it wasn't, it was in large part my fault. I sat for a long time thinking about the consequences, what this might do to my friendship with Jase and what it might mean long term. Finally I got up, walked over to the shower and turned on the hot water. I stepped into the shower and stood under the hot water, letting it cascade over my head and shoulders, running down my body, rinsing Misses K's juices off of me.
Despite the consequences my body was still turned on with the thoughts of how she felt around me, the memory of how her tits felt in my hands and the sight of her body spewing her cum all over me. It only took a few short moments of stroking my still hard cock before I emptied the pent up cum all over the shower wall. With physical release accomplished I turned the water off, dried off and headed back to my room to sit, naked on my bed and worry about what was going to happen next. I fell asleep, my mind in turmoil.
"Scottie...Wake up Scottie," I heard Amy say, her hand shaking my shoulder. "Mom said to wake you up for supper," she said as I stirred and yawned.
"Yeah, Ok. Be right up," I said as she started for the door.
"Put some clothes on first. You might be fucking my mother, but you don't have to run around flashing your cock," she said before disappearing out the door.
I looked down and yeah, I was naked. More surprisingly I had a huge hard on which she couldn't help but have seen. I briefly wondered how long she had been standing there looking at me naked. I shook my head, pushing the thought from my mind as ridiculous. Her reaction when she walked in on us told the whole story.
I pulled on a pair of workout shorts and a t-shirt before padding up the carpeted stairs and walked into the kitchen. Misses K was wearing a pair of walking shorts and a tank top, busy scurrying around the kitchen putting dinner on the table. I sat down in my usual spot, Amy sitting down next to me at the table.
"Sorry," I said quietly.
"For what?"
"You walking in on us like that."
"So you're not sorry about fucking my mother, just getting caught?" she hissed quietly.
"I didn't mean it like that," I answered.
"So what, you're sorry you fucked my mother? What's the matter it wasn't good enough for you?"
"Oh I didn't mean it that way. She was a great fuck. I just meant that...Oh hell, forget it," I said quietly as Misses K brought the last dish over and sat down.
"Looks it's just the three of us for dinner tonight." Misses K said as she began dishing some of the tuna casserole onto her plate. "Jase is still at school and unsurprisingly Mister K is headed out of town yet again."
"Well, that's a surprise...Not!" Amy said acidly. "Men!"
"Not all men are bad," Misses K said crossly. "Just because you're angry with them doesn't make them all automatically evil."
"Right. Just Dad, Frank, and now Scott!"
"Honey, that's not fair. Just because Frank broke up with you and your dad isn't always home doesn't make them all bad."
"Yeah, and my brother's best friend was just fucking my mother."
I wisely chose to keep my mouth shut at that point, shoveling more food into my mouth.
"Now sweetie, that's not exactly fair. I explained to you that it was just an impulsive conclusion to a situation that had been brewing for weeks, and that it wasn't Scott's idea to start with, it was mine. So don't blame him for having such a fuckable cock."
"That's just it. Why isn't it the man's fault. I didn't make Frank go fuck that other chick. That was his choice. He didn't have to cheat on me just like you didn't have to cheat on dad."
"Sweetie, your father has been cheating on me for many many years. What should surprise you is that this is the first time I've ever been unfaithful, given that he's never home and when he's not home he's usually playing around. He hasn't had eyes for me for a long time. Does that make him bad? What he did was wrong, but I chose to stay. He's not the only one to blame. I could have left him a long time ago, but I chose not to, so this is as much my own making as his."
"But mom. Scott? I mean hell, we grew up together! How many times have you said he's like a son to you and now you're fucking him?"
"Be nice sweetie. He's sitting right next to you you know."
"Yeah I know," she said turning to glare at me.
"Honey, what Scott and I did is between two consenting adults. He has a great body, and yes he has a great cock, and yes I haven't had one inside me in a very long time, so don't knock it. The day may come when you take advantage of a great cock just because it feels good and you haven't had one for a long time. If that day ever comes for you I hope you remember what led up to it."
"Jase isn't going to be very happy."
"Jase doesn't need to know sweetie. It wouldn't help anything, and I'll ask you to not tell him please. If he needs to know, either Scott or I will tell him."
"Yeah, right," Amy said crossly. "Besides, what's so great about his cock? It's just another guy cock, right?"
"If you think that you have a lot to learn. Not all cocks are the same. Some are larger, some smaller, some fit you just oh so perfect. You seemed to think Frank's was ok, based on how much noise you made in your room last time he was here."
"You heard that?" Amy asked in a high pitch voice, clearly shocked.
"Sweetie, who didn't hear? I could hear you screaming in ecstasy all the way out the front door."
"Oh god." Amy said, holding her face in her hands as her cheeks and ears turned bright red.
"You should be happy it was just me and not the boys coming home. I doubt Jase would have stood idly by and watched Frank pounding his sister on the tv room sofa."
"MOM!"
"What? You're going to have sex in a public place, you can't be shocked if someone sees you. After all, that's what you walked in on right? How is that any different than me walking in on you bent over the arm of the sofa and Frank pounding into you from behind?"
I sat there quietly, my cock suddenly springing to life inside my shorts at the thought of her bent over naked with her orange sized tits bouncing and swinging as she got fucked from behind. I tried to push the thought from my mind, but failed miserably.
"But MOM! That was private and besides Scott is right here!"
"Yes he is. And you might remember that you're not so lily white either. I know Frank fucked you on my bed, I found the cum stains on my sheets. Let's see...where else? Maybe the workout room? You really need to learn to catch the cum dripping from your pussy if you don't want people to know what you've been doing." Misses K said to her daughter, a little accusing sharpness in her voice, softened only by the slight smile she was trying to suppress at the look of pure shock on her daughters face.
"MOM!"
"So don't pretend to be such a priss. If it's ok for you to do, why isn't it ok for me to?"
"But it's Scott!" Amy shot back.
"Yes, and he has an absolutely fantastic cock and he is learning very quickly to be a fantastic lover. Someday some girl is going to thank me for what he's learning right now!"
"OH god MOTHER!" Amy shot back, glaring at her mother. Finally she pushed her chair back and practically ran from the room, her dinner half finished.
"Don't worry, she'll be ok. It was just a shock for her. I don't think she realized I knew as much about her and Frank as I did."
"I guess doing it around the house runs in the family," I said a bit sheepishly.
"Oh definitely. She was conceived on that kitchen counter over there with the house only half built. God that was a night." She said looking at the ceiling. "We tried to christen every room in the house that night, almost succeeded too. Well, that's in the past too. For now, don't worry about her, I'll have another chat with her and I'm sure it will be ok."
"If you say so," I answered quietly before getting up and retreating to my own room.
Jase came in later in the evening and we hung out, both of us working on homework while we watched some old movie on the TV up in the TV room upstairs. With a sixty inch flat screen and huge sound system, it was our usual hangout for sports events or special movies, but it also made a good place to relax with the multiple recliners and the sofa. It was nearly bed time when Amy walked into the TV room. If there was going to be an issue, I expected that it would happen now.
To my surprise, she quietly picked up the remote and plopped down on the sofa, which was between the two recliners Jase and I were occupying. She flipped through the guide for a while before putting on some kind of chick flick.
"You know, I never understood how girls could watch this stuff," Jase chided her. "I mean come on. You date a guy and then try to make him break up with you in some number of days? What a waste. If you want him gone, just tell him so."
"What would you know about it?" Amy shot back.
"I'm just saying." Jase replied, holding his hands up defensively.
"Men are just pigs," she said shaking her head. "I suppose you'd prefer to watch porn!"
"At least it's more believable. I mean come on, some hot chick screwing around with the pool boy? I can totally believe that happens. But some girl falling in love and then chasing away the guy because of her friends? No way."
"That's not the plot of the movie." Amy said scowling.



"Seems like it to me."
I just shook my head. These discussions and needling sessions had been going on for as long as I could remember. It was almost as if the two of them liked to get each other ticked off just to see their reaction. Don't let that fool you into thinking they didn't care. They would both fight tooth and nail to protect their sibling. When Amy's boyfriend cheated on her and they broke up it was all she could do to keep Jase from hunting him down and doing something to make him "pay for hurting his sister."
"Here. Maybe we should watch this then!" Amy shot back at Jase, flipping back to the guide and scrolling down to some soft porn movie that was playing on the satellite.
"Yeah, that's a lot better." Jase said with a grin, looking at the picture of two busty young ladies sucking hungrily on the cock of a guy lying on a lounge chair by a pool.
"There's not plot here, just sex sex sex."
"And your point is?"
"Fine, why don't you just whip it out and jack off to it if you think it's all that good." She said hotly.
"For the same reason you don't strip down and play with yourself watching those chick flicks," Jase answered, a grin still on his face as he paid more attention to the TV than his sister.
"Really? You'd just whip it out if I wasn't here?" Amy asked him with a scowl on her face.
"Why, are you saying the only reason you don't finger yourself to a chick flick is that you're not alone? Hell don't let that stop you," he said with a laugh. "I'm sure Scott wouldn't mind seeing that either, would you Scott?"
"Hey don't get me involved in this," I responded. "This sounds like brother and sister fight to me."
"Come on, Scott. Whip it out here and jack it off. I'm sure no one will mind," Amy shot back.
"I don't think so," I answered, hoping she would let it drop there.
"Awwwww come on. Maybe mom will come up and suck it for you."
"Damn Amy. That wasn't fair. If you wanna be pissed at men, be pissed at em, but don't take it out on Scott," Jase said in my defense.
"Why not? Guys don't care about emotions and all that right? I mean sex is sex right? Maybe I should just go have sex with him right now. You wouldn't care. It's just sex, right?" she said to Jase, getting up from the sofa and staring straight at him.
"Hey if you want to get naked in front of Scott go ahead. I doubt you will, but have at it, I don't care." Jase chided back.
Amy stood looking at her brother with her mouth hanging open in shock. That was clearly not the response she expected.
"Hey Scott. Nothing personal, but if she wants to have sex, that's up to you. In fact," he said looking back at his sister, "I dare you right now to get naked and climb in his lap. In fact, I'll even give you twenty bucks if you'll ride his cock!" Jase said with a laugh.
"JASON! HOW COULD YOU!" Amy shouted at him. "Don't you care if I screw your best friend?"
"Hey, who am I to stop him. I've seen you getting out of the shower before, you're not bad looking. If you want to have sex with him, go for it."
I watched her mouth open and close several times, trying to work out what exactly to say to his response. After nearly a half minute of utter silence she stormed from the room, tossing the channel changer onto the sofa as she walked past.
"Wonder what got into her. I haven't seen her this worked up about sex since, well that guy in high school tried to do her on that date. You remember, the baseball player?"
"Oh yeah. I remember. He thought he was going to get into her pants and instead he got a kick in the nuts," I answered.
"Yeah, that's the guy," he said, looking back down at his book. "You wanna leave this on or go back to something mindless?"
"I don't care one way or the other," I answered, going back to calculating the next formula I had to do for my homework.
As hard as I tried to concentrate on the homework, the video where one of the gals was now on her hands and knees, getting pounded from behind, had my cock tenting my shorts up under the book, my mind filled with how Misses K's tits looked when they were swinging. I might have even gotten up and changed the channel if I could have done so without my very obvious hard on being so prominent. As it was I could hide it under my books and he wouldn't know, well, not until his sister came into the room again.
The short denim skirt she had been wearing were both gone, and had been replaced with a towel wrapped around her body, the material crossed over and tucked together above her tits. "Ok Scott. Put the books aside. You wanna fuck? Now's your chance!" she said, standing between me and the TV, her hands on her hips and her feet set slightly apart.
"Huh?" Both Jase and I responded at the same time.
"You heard me. Come on. Move the books. Or don't you want to fuck? Maybe there's someone else in the house you'd prefer to be fucking?"
"Wait a sec...." I started to say.
"Uh uh. Now or never. Move the books and get those shorts off." She said as she reached up and pulled the towel off, revealing her completely shaved and nude body. She stood in front of me expectantly for long seconds before she stepped forward, grabbing at my books and tossing them on the ground next to me, exposing the huge hard on I had inside my shorts. "Well, at least it's a big one!" She said, reaching for my shorts and trying to tug them down. "You gonna help or what?"
"Hell..." I started to say.
"That's what I thought. Just a chicken shit." She said angrily, walking over to where the towel lay and picking it up. She started to wrap it around her body.
"I'm not a chicken shit. I just never expected you to come barging in here naked expecting me to just whip it out," I said defensively.
"Fine, well here I am. You want to fuck or not?" She asked, standing with the towel wrapped around herself again.
"Okay, fine! Here you go." I answered, lifting myself on the recliner enough to push my athletic shorts down to my knees, exposing my hard on, sticking straight up. "You wanna fuck it, be my guest."
"Holy shit." She breathed as she watched my hard on wiggle slowly with my heartbeat.
"Damn Scott. Hung like a horse. No wonder the girls in high school liked you so much." Jase said from where he was sitting across the room. "Ok sis. Twenty says you can't get it in."
The reference to money for sex seemed to shake her from the stupor she had slipped into. She looked at her brother and then back at me. "You serious?" she asked no one in particular.
"One hundred percent. You get that into you, I'll give you twenty bucks," Jase said.
"I don't know if I can," Amy said. She had always been a pretty petite young woman, and her comment made me wonder if she were equally petite in other areas.
"Now look who's scared. This was your idea, remember?" Jase chided her.
"Oh hell!" She swore quietly. "I don't want to hear anything from anybody! Is that clear?" she said as she moved toward me.
I sat there and watched as she climbed onto the chair over me, balancing herself effortlessly on the soft cushion with one foot on either side of my hips. Her childhood gymnastics training seemed to be serving her well as she squatted down over my cock, reaching down between her legs to rub my engorged head between her lips. I was surprised at just how wet she was as she started spreading her juices around my head with her soft protruding inner lips.
I was kind of surprised how different her pussy looked than her mothers. I had always just assumed that they would look much the same, but where Misses K had only a small amount of her inner lips protruding from her fat outer lips, her daughter had much more protruding, and her outer lips were much flatter and less prominent. This was also the first time I really paid any attention to her tits, each the size of a large orange, looking very firm and round now that they were only inches from my face. Her areola were each slightly oblong in shape with large round nipples protruding from the center of the dark pink ovals, each nipple only sticking out about half of its diameter.
"Ohhhhh damn you're big," she hissed softly as she started to sit down on my head, the pressure mounting on my head as she let more and more of her weight rest on me. "Ohhhhhh SHIT!" she squeaked as my fat cockhead finally worked in past the entrance to her tunnel, spreading her tunnel wide as she held herself up over me.
She began to bounce herself very slowly, up and down, only an inch or so at a time as she slowly worked me deeper and deeper into her pussy, her breathing deep and ragged with little gasps and squeaks emanating from her lips as she slowly bounced more and more of me into her.
"Ohmygod," she breathed as she finally settled her firm round ass on my thighs. "I can't believe I got that whole thing inside me."
"I can't either sis. I guess I owe you a twenty," Jase said as he sat and watched his sister start to stroke up and down my shaft, slowly at first but then with more speed as I brought my hands up to her round tits and began squeezing and teasing them. "Ok sis. You made your point," Jase said from his chair.
"If you think I'm stopping now, you're nuts." she gasped as she continued to ride up and down my cock. "Fuck he's big. I wish Frank had been this big."
"If he was, he'd just have been a bigger prick," Jase said loudly.
"Yeah, he would, wouldn't he?" Amy laughed back. She looked down at me with a very odd look on her face, as if suddenly she understood something secret that she was going to hide and keep to herself. But up and down she continued, stroking my cock and slowly driving both of us up the slope toward orgasm.
"Well, you can stop any time sis." Jase said again.
"What's the matter, not getting your turn?" Amy called back, not bothering to look away from my eyes. "I guess if you want I can come do you next."
"Not hardly!" Jase shot back as he climbed out of the chair.
"That'll teach him." Amy said as she continued to ride me, Jase stalking from the room in a huff.
"Teach him for what?"
"For daring me. He should know by now I can't turn down a dare."
"What if he did know that?" I asked her.
"In that case, he should have expected this. Ohhhh damn you feel good. Now I know why Mom did what she did."
"I'm glad." Misses K said from the doorway.
"Oh Shit! Misses K!" I said, letting go of Amy's tits and trying to stop her motion by grabbing her hips.
"Don't stop Scott, unless you want Amy to slug you. Just keep going. Here, do this honey!" she said, stepping forward and pushing Amy's back to lean her toward me, aiming one of her firm tits toward my mouth. "He knows exactly what to do with that."
I did too. I sucked it quickly into my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around her nipple before sucking to draw it long and closing my teeth around it gently.
"OHHHHH SHIT!" Amy squealed as I tugged her nipple, sliding my teeth across it before letting it slip from my mouth and moving to the other one.
"OHHHHH DAMN!" she squealed as I drew the second nipple between my teeth, my now free hands roaming her body, one on her backside and the other worming down between her legs to stroke her clit. "Oh God...OH GOD!" she squealed as her orgasm started to wash over her, her legs trembling and shaking as she tried to keep moving. Finally she had to just stop and sit on me, her body quivering as she gasped for breath.
"Damn that was good." She said after a long pause.
"You're not going to stop now, are you?"
"Well, yeah, why not?" Amy asked.
"Well, for one thing Scott hasn't finished yet, and for another, if you stop now you're missing the best part."
"What part is that?"
"The after!" Misses K said emphatically. "Climb off...Come on."
"Okay," Amy said as she let her mother help her off my lap.
"You too Scottie. Come on, up."
"Yes maam." I replied politely.
She led us over to the sofa and bent her daughter over the back of the sofa, facing the porn movie that was still playing. "Now fuck her from behind, nice long hard strokes." Misses K coaxed, pushing my bare ass to force my cock back into her daughter's pussy.
"Ohhhhhh my god." Amy moaned as I started pushing deep into her, each stroke slapping her ass slightly and driving my head against the end of her tunnel. "Sweet Jesus I think it's going to make me cum again."
"Not again, just more." Misses K said, standing beside me and stroking my ass between strokes into Amy's pussy. Misses K lifted her shirt, reached behind her to unclasp her bra and then freed her big tits, lifting one and pressing the nipple to my mouth. "Suck it baby." She whispered as I continued to stroke in and out of Amy's pussy.
"Oh god. Gonna cum." I grunted around her nipple as my balls tightened, quickly moving toward inevitable release.
Misses K didn't pay any attention, she was busy unsnapping her walking shorts. She let them slide down her legs and then pulled my hand to her pussy, shoving it down the front of her panties and driving my fingers between her legs. "Make me cum baby." She begged in a whisper, pulling my hand hard against her pussy as she started humping her hips against my hand.
"OHHHHHH FUCKING A!" Amy squealed again as her body trembled. I could feel her pussy contracting around my cock as it tried to milk cum from my cock. It was all I could take, my hand in Misses K's pussy, my mouth on one of her fantastic tits and my cock plunging into Amy's pussy. Pretty much the most perfect thing I could think of at that moment.
"AWWWWWG!" I groaned loudly as my body convulsed, pumping a huge shot of cum into Amy's pussy. I closed my eyes and just tried to stay standing as my body convulsed, ramming my cock into Amy with each new gush of cum.
"That's it. Just ride it." Misses K whispered, stroking my hair with one hand and her own daughters back with the other, one tit still latched into my mouth. I finally released her tit, gasping for air as my cock shriveled inside Amy. "Come on sweetie, Time to thank him for that." She said, coaxing Amy to stand up and turn around. "Give him nice sensual soft kisses so that he wants to come back and make you feel that again next time."
"Uh huh," Amy said in a soft far off voice, her body obviously still surging with the euphoric chemicals her body pumped into her blood stream during her orgasm. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my body against hers, her ass resting on the sofa back and her legs reaching out and wrapping around me. She pulled my face to hers and gave me soft wet kisses, her mouth gently making love to mine between gasps of air.
Without a word Misses K pulled her shorts up, snapping them, and then pulled her shirt down before disappearing from the room. I had little doubt where she was going to end up in the next few minutes.
"Ok, so that was pretty fantastic," Amy finally whispered after about five minutes of kissing me, our bodies starting to finally come back to earth and our breathing returning to normal enough to talk. "I guess I know why mom was doing you."
"So you're not mad at me anymore?"
"Not as long as you let me have this every once in a while," she said, sliding a hand down between us and stroking my softened cum covered cock.
"Well, at the moment it feels pretty used up."
"That's ok. There's always later." she said letting go of me. "Sleep good!" she whispered as she let go of my neck, rolling over the sofa back on her back, her legs pushing up into the air, spread in a wide V. With her shaved pussy fully exposed to me, she held that position for several seconds, looking up at me with a smile before winking and rolling the rest of the way over to end up on her feet in front of the sofa.
"I bet you can do some interesting things," I said more to myself than her.
"Why don't you find out some time. I'll be home all weekend," she said, picking up her towel and walking off without bothering to put it on, her hips and ass swinging sexily with each step.
"Good lord. What had I gotten myself into? I mean it started out as a fantasy with Misses K and now Amy? I still wondered what Jase would think if he found out I was fucking his mom, not just his sister.
I looked around for my shorts and pulled them on before looking around to collect my books and head back down to my room.
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As winters hold on the area eased and an early spring brought forth its warmer days and bountiful blooms and leaves, I transitioned from my inside workouts to an evening bike ride. I much preferred a good hard thirty minute ride down the winding paved trail, with its parallel stream and shrubbery to look at, to riding my stationary bike in the workout room.
Calling it a paved trail is a bit of a misnomer. While the city calls it a walking and biking path, it's really a five foot wide concrete sidewalk that winds for miles alongside and across a winding stream bed. The "green space" is an important magnet for those who don't love the concrete jungle and it's a wonderful place to stroll, jog, or in my case, ride. I can drive to a parking area, unload my bike, and then ride any number of lengths of the trail as my desire and strength return.
It was a long and painful winter, spent trying to recover from a torn-up shoulder. The doc explicitly forbade exercise that would in any way strain my arm or shoulder, so riding the stationary bike was my only exercise. Even then, over exertion would cause me to breathe heavily which proved to be painful. It was almost six months before all the muscles and tendons had healed and I was once again allowed to exercise. In that time my fifty year old body had started turning into just that, an out of shape old man.
It was now June and I was finally pulling my weight back down toward the one-eighty mark and my body started to actually feel in shape. My workout consisted of a dozen pushups, thirty or so sit ups and then thirty minutes on my bike or elliptical. I much preferred riding a nice seven mile loop for my thirty minute workout, enjoying the green scenery as well as some of the younger female scenery.
That's how I saw her; riding her ten speed in a set of spandex shorts and a sports bra, both soaked with sweat in the near ninety degree heat. I guessed that she was late thirties to early forties, but her body was lean and trim. She looked like she exercised quite regularly. As she eased her bike past me on a gentle curve I could see the sweat running down her face from under her riding helmet; trickling down her neck from under her blond hair, which swung back and forth in a pony tail that was doubled up to keep it off her back.
She was hot, and no I don't mean just sweaty hot. I watched her butt and legs pumping like crazy for almost a half a mile as we climbed the long, steep grade along one stretch of trail, and then caught her looking back to see if I was still there as we coasted down the other side of the hill where the trail met up with the winding creek bottom again.
For the next two weeks it seemed like we hit the same stretch of trail at the same time, one of the two of us passing the other or on some occasions, flip flopping as we rode at almost the same average speed. I couldn't help but notice her wedding ring, as I was sure she had to have seen mine. It didn't seem to matter though, since we hadn't even talked, just kind of eyed each other as we rode.
When I woke up that morning I had no idea that today was going to be different, and different it was. I hit the trail at my usual spot and started riding, expecting to see "bike girl", as I had started calling her. But I didn't see her. Usually by now she had come down this way, turned around at the five mile marker and was heading back. I guessed I had missed her, just a bit of bad timing. I was tempted to stop and wait a bit, something I admit I had done a few times if I was running a few minutes early. I made it a point to be at the four mile marker at exactly seven forty five, which had worked pretty well so far. Today....not so good.
With the thought she wasn't coming today I took off; riding down my loop and working up a sweat. I passed the three mile mark and wound my way toward the two when I saw her. Not on her bike, but walking it.
"Hey. You ok?" I asked as I braked and drew to a stop next to her.
"Oh, hi. Yeah. Just a damn flat." She said disgustedly.
I swung off my bike and started walking along with her. "Pain in the butt. That's the only good thing about a stationary bike, no flats."
"Yeah, but there isn't much scenery either." She added.
"Nope. Or beautiful women to ogle over." I said with a grin.
I looked over and saw her blushing slightly as she walked. "I wouldn't call what I look like this way very beautiful."
"Oh...You know what they say. Beauty is in the eye of the beholder."
She blushed a bit more at that comment. "Not particularly good smelling either. Just sweat and dirt." She said, crinkling up her nose.
"Yeah, I probably reek." I told her.
"Oh I wasn't talking about you. I was talking about me. I can't smell too good right about now."
"Ahhh. Well, some guys are turned on by sweaty women."
"They are?"
"Uh huh." I said with a grin.
"And let me guess. You're one of those?"
"Could be." I said with a shrug.
"Why in God's name would you be turned on by sweaty woman? I mean we're slimy and sticky and smell bad."
"Yeah. That's one way to look at it." I answered with a chuckle.
"You mean there's another way?"
"Oh yeah. Where you see disgusting sweat I see a little bead of sweat collecting and slowly running down between your full round breasts, trickling down between them and then running down your stomach. A wet drip to be used to draw circles on your firm stomach before blowing across it to chill it and make you shiver." I said, looking sideways to see what kind of a reaction I got.
She walked along, staring at me in silence, her jaw hanging partly open in surprise.
"Well... Hosed that one." I thought to myself.
"You know. I don't think I've ever heard sweating described as a sexual act, but you certainly made it sound like one." She said with a little frown on her face.
"Sorry." I said quietly, hoping that she didn't decide that I was trying to verbally molest her.
"Oh, it's ok. Just caught a bit off guard. It was kind of interesting to hear." She said after a few more moments of quiet. "I guess I'm a little surprised that a guy would find a sweaty body sexy."
"Oh very sexy! I love to play with sweaty breasts. I'd hook my fingers under the front of your bra and pull it up until it was hooked over the tops of both breasts. I'd start kissing slowly around your breasts, planting soft wet kisses around and around your soft breasts, following each kiss with a little lick and then a soft gentle breath to cool it. I'd taste your salty sweat as I work my kisses closer and closer to your hard nipples before finally running my tongue around and around each one before sucking them into my mouth and flicking my tongue back and forth across 'em." I said quietly, not wanting anyone else walking or running by to hear what I just said.
She walked along silently, staring straight ahead, not saying a word for almost a quarter of a mile. "Damn. You sound as good as a romance novel." She finally answered quietly. "I bet you could get almost any woman turned on with that silver tongue."
"Glad you liked it. Can I include you in that any woman category?" I asked with a little sigh of relief.
"Maybe. You know you haven't even seen my breasts, so how do you know you'd want to suck my nipples? I got the distinct impression you were talking about sucking MY nipples. You were, weren't you?"
"Well." I said hesitantly. Yeah, I was."
"Sounds like you've been playing the fantasy game." She said without looking at me.
I guess I've tried to visualize what you'd look like out of those sports bra's you wear."
"Oh really?" She asked, looking over at me curiously.
"Maybe a little." I said with a shrug.
She looked me and down while we walked, her eyes finally settling on my shorts before looking back forward and grinning. "Looks like a whole lot more than little to me."
I looked down and saw my shorts tented out by my hard cock and blushed a little at the obviousness of my hard on.
"So tell me. What else do you like about sweaty women besides their sweaty tits?" She asked, looking at me out of the corner of her eye and clearly trying to suppress a smile.
"Gee. Let's see. I love how slippery your skin would be. I'd stand in front of you, your tits pressing against my chest, and slide my hands down your sides, letting my fingers gently tease until they reached the top of your shorts. I'd slide my thumbs into the waistband and start pushing down, slowly peeling the spandex down and exposing more and more of your sexy skin. I wouldn't stop pushing until I had them peeled down to your knees, which would leave you completely naked from above your sexy tits all the way down to your thighs. I'd start caressing you, sliding my fingers up your thighs to your stomach and back down again, tracing four gentle lines with each hand, and just pressing hard enough to make little dimples at my fingertips. I'd keep stroking up and down, each time moving slightly farther between your thighs until my fingertips rubbed right along your soft pussy, sliding on your sweaty skin and teasing the edges of your sexy lips."
"Mmmmmmm that does sound kind of sexy. You do seem to like to tease a woman's body." She said, looking straight along the path again and not at me.
"Oh yeah, and I haven't even gotten to sliding my fingers between your soft lips and letting it bounce over your hard exposed clit." I said softly, not wanting the runner passing us to overhear my comment.
"Uhhhh, I think you better stop there." She said with a surprised little choke.
"You don't like the idea?" I asked quietly.
She looked over at me and lifted her left hand, wiggling her fingers to make sure I saw the ring on her hand.
"Uh huh. I saw. Doesn't mean I can't flirt." I answered, feeling a little deflated at her sudden change in reaction.
"If that's flirting I'd hate to see you being seductive." She said, still not looking at me, but looking at the paved trail ahead.
"Oh. I'm sure I can make it more than worth your while." I said with a grin.
"At ease. " She said sternly. I closed my mouth and walked beside her, the two of us walking our bikes in silence the last quarter mile of this section to where it intersected a road. "I think this is where we split. I go this way. I only live a few blocks up here." She said motioning up the intersecting road.
"I could walk you all the way." I told her.
"No, that definitely isn't a good idea. But I do have one question. How is it you know I don't have any underwear on?"
I grinned and waited a few seconds before answering. "Actually, I suspected it because I've followed you enough and never saw any lines under the spandex. You just confirmed it for me though."
"Uhhhh." She said shaking her head and rolling her eyes. "Walked right into that one didn't I?"
"Uh huh." I answered as she started to walk away up the street. "Hey. You know I never got your name!" I called after her.
"Emily!" She called over her shoulder. "Yours?"
"Mike!" I called after her.
She gave a little wave over her shoulder as she walked away, obviously terminating the discussion.
I watched her walk up to the next corner and turn without looking back. I hopped on and rode back to my truck to head home, my cock rock hard the whole time thinking about out flirty discussion.
The next day was a huge disappointment. Not because of Emily, but because a small pop-up thunder storm decided to wash out our usual time. I stood in the living room staring out at the rain, frustration welling up inside me. Of course I couldn't let it show. I had to look as if everything were perfectly normal. I retired to the workout room and tried to vent my frustrations on the elliptical.
Fortunately the rain delay lasted only one day and the next evening found me sitting on my bike at the usual place, pretending to drink while I waited for Emily to come by. I waited, and waited, and waited. The longer I waited the more I wondered if I had stepped across the line with her and she was avoiding me. I had my water bottle stowed and was almost ready to take off when she came whipping around the corner and riding at full tilt past me.
"Catch me if you can!" Emily shouted over her shoulder.
"What the hell?" I asked myself as I got up on my pedals and started accelerating after her.
She managed to stay a little ahead of me, her legs pumping hard up the slopes and not slowing down as she went down the gentle hills, clearly trying to stay ahead of me. By the time we hit the turnaround point I was sweating like crazy and my chest was heaving. Yeah, I was definitely out of shape.
"Well?" She asked as she got off her bike, her own chest heaving from the effort.
"Well what?" I asked breathlessly.
"I'm disappointed. I would have thought you were more observant." She said as she leaned on her bike. "Stop me when you figure it out." She continued, turning and swinging her leg over her bike. She gave me a quick smile a she accelerated away.
"Damn." I panted, turning my bike around and quickly climbing on. Fortunately she wasn't riding as fast this time, but fast enough I had to work to catch up, which I finally did.
"Well, hello." She said with a smile as I pulled up alongside her.
"Hey there. I hate to ask, but could you slow down just a tad?" I asked breathlessly.
"Slow down? I thought you liked your women sweaty!" She asked teasingly.
"Yeah. But it's hard to enjoy one when you're in the midst of a heart attack." I answered back.
"All you have to do is tell me what changed and I'll be happy to stop." She said with a laugh.
"Oh that's easy. You changed workout clothes. You've got shorter shorts and I'm pleased to say, you're not wearing a sports bra for a change."
"You did notice!" She answered with a smile.
"You expected me not to?" I panted, my eyes practically glued to the sweat soaked top. Her hard nipples were clearly defined by the clingy material, shaped much like a halter top. Other than a wide band around her back and a strap around her neck, her back was bare and the deep cut V in the front dove down between her large round breasts until the two wide triangles met at her ribcage. This was the first time I had ever actually seen how large her breasts were, and I was quite pleased to see that they were more than a good handful. I was simply unable to tear my eyes from the trickles of sweat that were running down over her breasts to soak into the top and also running down between her sexy round globes.
"So I take it you like what you see?" She asked after giving me several seconds to enjoy the view.
"Very much. Nice shorts too." I said as I leaned over my bike to support me while I tried to catch my breath. "I like your legs. Very sexy!"
"Yea? Didn't know you were a leg man." She said, twisting herself as she stood straddling her bike, flashing me her tight round ass in what I would call "boy shorts", the waistband running low across her hips and the end of each spandex leg running only six or so inches down her thighs instead of the longer than knee length workout pants she usually wore.
"Oh yeah. Legs, butt, breasts and of course pussies." I whispered with a grin. "Thanks for showing more. You have no idea how much it's appreciated."
"Oh I think I can get a little idea." She said with a wink.
I looked down at my shorts and saw that they were tented out significantly and gave her a crooked grin and little shrug. "What can I say? I like what I see. Can't wait to see more."
"More? What is it with you men? A girl gives you a little shot of cleavage and next thing you want is for her to pop her top for you? Geez!" She said, putting a foot on her pedal and sliding up on her seat to take off.
"Sorry. Didn't mean to insult you or anything. Just wanted to make it clear that I was enjoying what you were showing and wanted you to know it was appreciated." I said quickly.
"Oh. I see. So it's all about looks is it? Flash a little leg, a little tit and you flush your brains? What happened to the sexy silver tongued devil from the other day?" She said as she pushed on the pedal and launched away from me.
"Damn. Fucked that up." I said to myself as I rolled my own pedal back to start and launched after her, accelerating quickly to catch up. I had managed to catch up in a hundred yards or so and pulled alongside her. "I'm sorry. I wasn't trying to be stupid or anything." I shouted.
She looked over at me for several seconds without saying anything before her frown broke into a small smile. "Forgiven." She said simply.
"Good. My turn to lead!" I said as I pulled out in front of her, looking back to see if she would follow. She flashed me a smile of acknowledgement as I looked back at her.
I knew this path before it was a popular walking and biking path. The creek bottom here is where it is because the intermittent floods of water had scoured it down to bedrock in many places, leaving a long flat bottomed bed that was as narrow as five or six feet and as wide as thirty. All along the stream grew a variety of trees and bushes, which this time of year shielded most of the creek from the walking path. In some places the creek bottom had scoured down through a hillside so that the walking path had to leave the creek to meander its own route while the paved path went over or around a small hill. It was in these places that small dirt tracks broke off from the walking trail and led down to the secluded creek.
I knew a number of these places from having done some geocaching in the area, and had one in particular in mind at the moment. A path that led to a sharp little S curve in the stream that I had discovered, creating a very secluded little spot.
I looked behind me to see if she was going to follow as I departed the paved trail and rode down the narrow dirt path that headed toward the stream bed. She hesitated a moment and then followed me down the rough trail.
"Where are you taking me?" She called.
"You'll see." I called back as I wound around the hillside following one of several branches off the dirt track, this one leading to the spot I had in mind. I slowed down and got off, waiting for her to catch up.
"So what are we doing here?" She asked, as she stopped and swung off her bike.
"Just want to show you something." I answered, walking my bike into a small gap in the trees and pushing through a few bushes. The dirt path dipped down a small cut in the otherwise steep sided creek bed and opened out onto a large flat expanse of limestone bedrock, a small winding rivulet of the stream running across it. Down in the bottom we were secluded from sight from the walking path by the heavy green growth along the top of the five foot high sides. Along the creek bottom we were in the middle of the S curve, with made our little section relatively blocked from the rest of the creek bed.
"Wow. This is a nice little hidey hole! Should I be concerned about being alone here with you?" She asked, titling her head questioningly.
"Oh. That depends I suppose. If you don't want to hear me tell you how wonderfully sexy you look in that workout outfit, or how soft and round your breasts look in that top, then maybe you should be concerned." I said as I set the kickstand of my bike and then turned to step over to her. I took her bike from her and set the kickstand and then reached my right hand for her left, hooking one of her fingers with one of mine and drawing her slowly out into the middle of the creek bed.
"So. Would you like to hear how absolutely spectacular that outfit makes you look?" I said quietly, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Yes." She said hesitantly, a slight waver in her soft voice.
"I love the way the sweat soaked material clings to your soft round breasts, how your hard nipples poke the material out to make two sensual peaks." I said as I reached out with my left hand, our two fingers still hooked together with my right. I reached up to where the loop of material appeared from around her neck and gently began to stroke my finger down the saturated material, slowly drawing it down toward her breast.



"This top really accentuates your chest much better than a sports bra. It lifts your soft sexy breasts together, revealing how beautiful and sensual they really are. I wish I could just reach out and touch you, slowly caressing one finger down to your beautiful nipple and stroking it slowly, running the tip of my finger around and around that sensitive nub." I whispered as my finger traced the path I was describing.
"You d...do?" She whispered breathlessly, her voice failing for a second.
"Uh huh. I wish that I could then trace my finger slowly up from your hot sexy nipple to the edge of your top and actually feel your skin. Tracing a soft gentle line up to your neck and then slowly down again, sliding it on your sexy sweaty skin as I stroke it down between your soft breasts; feeling where they press together and capture all that sexy perspiration." I whispered as I let my finger slide from the nape of her throat down her chest until it disappeared between her soft breasts, feeling them press against my finger from both sides.
"That would be nice to feel." She whispered her breathing seeming to be growing harder with each breath.
"If that would feel nice, I wonder how you would enjoy it if I gently cupped both of your soft breasts with my hands." I whispered, releasing her finger from mine and reaching up to her chest. With both hands in front of her I gently laid each palm on the front of her soft breasts, slowly sliding them down to cup under them with my fingers pointing up toward her neck. "I bet you would enjoy if I cupped each soft sexy breasts in my hands, gently rubbing around them and letting my fingers bounce across your hard nipples as I stroke back and forth. They are such soft sexy breasts, I bet it would feel even better if I were to squeeze your nipples between my outstretched fingers while I softly squeezed and massaged your breasts between my palm and fingers."
"Yes. I think that would feel incredibly good." She said almost in a moan. "I bet you have very gentle hands."
"I do. I wonder if you would object if I then slid my hands down to your waist and then slid them up again, letting my fingers and thumb catch in the bottom band of your top and push it up to expose your hot sexy sweaty tits?" I asked as my fingers did as I described, pushing the soggy material up her chest until it was perched above her now bare tits, the band around her back squeezing down on the tops of her teardrop shaped breasts, making them extend out farther toward me.
"I don't know if I would object or not." She whispered as I stared at her now exposed tits. "I suppose it would depend on if you would object to my pushing the front of your shorts down to see just how big that bulge in your shorts is."
"I doubt I would object." I answered as I looked at the two teardrops of sexy breast, each with a bright pink areola and rock hard pink nipple jutting out at me. She had two clearly delineated tan lines, one of lighter colored skin inside of where her usual sports bra rode, and a second triangular shaped patch of bright white skin where the bikini she obviously wore at the beach covered.
"I suppose that you would want to push my shorts down if I was to gently cup both of your soft bare breasts, lifting them with my hands and sliding my thumbs back and forth across your hard nipples teasing and stimulating them." I whispered as I did just that, cupping each of her soft breasts in my hands and sliding my thumbs across her nipples, using her perspiration to lubricate them.
I felt her hands close around my cock, still trapped inside my workout shorts, squeezing and playing with it. I took another half step closer to her, making it easier for her to reach and then whispered. "This part is a bit harder to describe...with my mouth full." I leaned my head down and lifted her left breast with my hand, drawing it toward my mouth. I gently blew across her sweaty skin, chilling it slightly and making the areola pucker slightly before I closed my lips around it, sucking it deep into my mouth and swirling my tongue around and around her hard nipple.
"Ohhhhh damn." She moaned, her hands finally pushing the front of my shorts down and pulling my rock hard cock out. She wrapped both hands around it, her fingers not quite able to fully close around its fatness as she stroked both hands up and down its length.
"Mmmmmmm" I groaned around her breast in response to her strong hands stroking along my cock. I shifted my left hand to support her breast, freeing my right hand to slide down her wet belly, right to the top of her skin tight shorts. Leaving my hand flat on her body I slowly pushed down over the material, allowing my fingers to slip between her legs and gently stroke her hot pussy, her shorts soaked with more than just sweat.
"No....NO!" She said suddenly. "I can't!" She said as she pulled away, reaching up and pulling her top down under her tits again. Without another word she stepped to her bike and kicked up the stand, standing for a long second. "It's not that I don't like what you were doing. In fact, it's that I liked it too much. I wanted you to strip me naked and fuck me right here. I just can't. Not now." She said quickly before turning and pushing her bike up the path between the trees and out into the open grassy strip. I lost sight of her long before she got to the pavement and accelerated away, her legs pumping like crazy as she rode away as fast as she could make the bike go.
"Fuck!" I swore quietly, my cock still rock hard and sticking out, my shorts around my thighs. A long streamer of pre-cum drooled out the end and dripped toward the rocks. Reluctantly I tucked my cock back into my shorts and followed the path she had taken, making the trip much more slowly than she had. I tried to not be too disappointed and let the rest of my time riding soften the dismal mood I had drifted into.
I didn't see Emily the next day, and then the weekend came, which I hadn't ever seen her on anyway. I guessed that our schedules were different and we just didn't connect. I hoped that Monday would be different and I would see her again. I was surprised at how much I was anticipating a chance to see her again and I wondered if my forwardness had somehow driven her away.
Monday came and I waited at my usual spot, and waited, and waited. I finally gave up, a full fifteen minutes after she usually came by, and pushed off riding slowly and disappointedly along the trail. I guess I pushed the envelope a bit too much and scared her away. I got to the end of the trail and turned around, heading back the way I came. A half mile down the return trip I stopped, seeing Emily riding toward me, wearing the same workout clothes she had on Thursday.
"Hi." I said as she slowed and stopped in front of me.
"Hi." She said quietly. "I guess I'm a little late."
"Yeah. No problem though. Wanna keep riding?"
"Uh. Yeah." She said, turning her bike around and then getting back on. We rode in silence, either next to each other, or when passing oncoming traffic, with her ahead of me. Her pace was pretty much her usual workout pace, not pushing harder and not taking it easy either. It was almost an "all business" pace. I was honestly surprised when she veered off the paved path and onto the small dirt track that led back down to the creek where we had been several days before.
She stopped and got off her bike, looking around quickly before pushing her bike through the underbrush and down to the creek bottom.
"I'm surprised. I thought maybe last time had scared you away." I said as I got off my bike and set the kickstand.
"Well. Yeah, a little. I tried to stay away, but to be totally honest, no one has played with my tits that way before and it really turned me on. Maybe a little too much." She said clearly nervous, her hands held in front of her gently twisting her wedding ring on her hand.
"I get it. You're afraid things will go too far."
"Uh huh." She said with a nervous nod.
"So what do I need to do to make you feel more comfortable?" I whispered as I stepped in front of her, reaching out to her arms and slowly stroking a finger up and down each arm.
"How about I promise not to do anything you don't want me to." I asked quietly, allowing my stroking to move to the slick material of her top, sliding up and down and bouncing softly over her quickly hardening nipple.
"Once you start, I'm not sure I'm strong enough to say how much is enough." She said softly, closing her eyes and tilting her head back. "Just the feel of your fingers on my nipples is making me wet."
"Then this will really make you wet." I whispered as I slipped my fingers under the band and pulled the material out and up, allowing her breasts to swing freely as I pulled the top up as far as I could. I gently let go of the elastic band and slid my hands down to cup both her soft breasts. I leaned down and gently kissed her left breast, gently pressing my lips to her skin and then licking slightly with the tip of my tongue before moving to a new place on her soft skin.
"That's what I mean." She panted raggedly as my kisses worked ever closer to her nipple. "I want you to suck my whole tit into your mouth. God I love what your kisses are doing to my whole body!"
I continued to kiss my way toward her nipple and then closed my mouth around it, sucking it deeply into my mouth.
"Ohhhh you do that so well." She moaned as I swirled my tongue around and around her nipple, using my hand to squeeze it into a cone and allow me to get more of her soft breast suctioned into my mouth. I let it slip from my lips with a soft slurp and then gently kissed my way across her chest, just below the band of her top, to her right breast; kissing my way around her whole breast as I worked toward her nipple.
"Ohhh damn." She panted as she pulled my head tighter to her chest, her nipple now deep in my mouth. I let go of both breasts and lowered myself to one knee, keeping her tits at face level so I could continue to kiss from one to the other, working slightly quicker now as I transitioned from one to the other. Reaching each nipple I gently kissed and licked the hard nub before sucking it into my mouth and swirling my tongue around and around it.
With her tight ass in my hands I squeezed in time with my attentions to her nipples, gripping her nipple with my teeth and stretching it slightly while I squeezed her ass cheeks. Again and again I moved from nipple to nipple, teasing her as she moaned louder. I felt her arms move from my head and I tilted my face up so I could see her, and watch as she pulled her top off, tossing it across the handlebars of her bike, her white helmet falling to the rocks as she did.
"Ohhhh. You could do this all day."She cooed as I sucked her left tit into my mouth again. My rock hard cock wanted a lot more right then though, so I gently curled my fingers around the waistband of her shorts where they passed low over her ass, just barely high enough to cover the top of her crack as she rode. I started to ease her shorts down as I sucked and nibbled her nipple, drawing a small moan from her lips. She didn't object as I slid her tight shorts down over her ass and eventually over her thighs. I let go of them at her knees and they fell to her ankles, freeing my hands to return to her now bare ass.
"Hmmmm. God we shouldn't be doing this." She moaned as I sucked her right nipple into my mouth again.
I squeezed and kneaded her bare ass, letting my hands roam and slide from the small of her back all the way to her knees, and then back again. Each time sliding one hand further and further between her legs from behind, until my fingers were finally brushing against her wet pussy lips. I let my fingertip gently press between her lips at the end of her wet pussy while she arched her back, pushing it out toward my touch.
"Ohhhh God yesssss." She hissed as my left pointer finger slid into her tunnel a fraction of an inch and my right hand slid around her thigh to stroke her wet lips from in front. "I'm so fucking horny right now. God I want you inside me. I want to feel your cock in me."
"Mmmmmm." I said around her nipple, the fingers of my right hand digging deeper into her pussy and stroking along its length, until they bounced across her hard clit. Again and again I stroked while never stopping my attentions to her tits and nipples, working her closer and closer to a climax I wasn't ready to let her have yet.
She opened her eyes and stared at me as I got up, her nipples glistening with my saliva and my fingers glistening with her juices. I quickly pushed my shorts down until they slid to my ankles, my hard cock sticking straight out at her. She looked down at my cock and reached out, wrapping both hands around it and stroking it gently.
"We're going to do this, aren't we?" She whispered.
"Unless you say no." I answered, taking her hands from my cock and turning her around and placing them on her bike, her shorts still around her ankles.
"I probably should say no, but I won't. I want it so bad. I want you to fuck me."
"That's what I wanted to hear." I said as I stepped behind her and pushed my cock down between her legs. I pushed my hips in and out, sliding the top of my shaft along her lips and back and forth across her exposed clit while she quickly stepped out of her shorts leaving her nude except for her socks and shoes.
She stepped her feet apart and pushed her ass back at me, encouraging me to do what I had been wanting to do for a long time. I pulled back and then rubbed my cock up and down her wet slit before letting it engage into her tunnel opening. I held her hips and pushed, increasing the pressure on my mushroom head until it suddenly slipped inside, her pushing back and my pushing forward sliding me into her until my thighs were against her bare ass.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as I started stroking in and out of her pussy.
"Talk to me. Like before." She panted, hanging on to her bike for balance as she bent further forward.
"Ok. I'd get my cock all wet and then slide it into you, teasing your tunnel with my mushroom head as I pushed deeper into you. In and out I'd slide, letting my cock stimulate every inch of your stretched tunnel while my hands slowly slid up your sides to your sexy tits. With one hand on each, I'd cup your breasts and tease your nipples as they stuck between my fingers, the wiggling of your tits and body stretching your nipples as I pounded harder into you.
"Yes....So good. Ohhh I love the way you like to play with my tits. I love feeling you inside me and tugging my nipples at the same time. Fuck yes. God just keep fucking me."
"I'd pull and pinch your nipples with one hand while sliding the other down your stomach, sliding it between your legs and reaching with my fingers for your hard, exposed clit; letting our motions slide it back and forth across my fingers, teasing you even more as I keep forcing my long fat cock deep into your hot pussy."
"Oh fuck yes. I'm gonna cum any second." She panted as I stroked her clit with one finger, my other hand busy squeezing and pulling on one of her nipples. "OHHHHH FUCK YES!" She squealed her legs and arms trembling.
I could feel her pussy convulsing and clenching me as her climax washed over her, her muscles trying to draw me in deeper as I continued to pound into her; my own climax only moments away.
"Fuck. I'm going to cum too." I grunted loudly.
"NO! WAIT!" She practically screamed, trying to push me back with one hand.
I stumbled back a little my shorts still wrapped around my ankles. The movement pulled my engorged cock out of her pussy as she turned to face me, dropping to her knees.
"Now cum for me now!" She pleaded, wrapping both hands around my cock and stroking it feverishly, aiming it at her chest.
"AHHHHG!" I groaned as my body jerked, spurting a huge shot of cum out to splash across her tits. Again and again my body spasmed and jerked, spewing shot after shot of cum onto her tits and chest until I was drained, my cum leaking from my cock and globs of white slowly turning clear as they ran down and dripped from her tits.
"Ohhhhh You came hard." She cooed, looking up at me and running her hands slowly up and down my cum covered shaft.
"What was that about?" I asked breathlessly.
"My husband wants a kid so I'm not on the pill or anything." She answered. "Could be difficult if my baby looked like you instead of my husband."
"That much difference?"
"Oh yeah. He's oriental." She answered with a chuckle. "But God what a cock you have compared to his. Yours is like two of his, or more."
"I see." I answered, not really seeing.
She let go of my cock and stood up, reaching for my hands. She pulled them to her chest and placed one on each tit. "Now. Rub it in. As long as you're rubbing we'll kiss and you can rub. But if you stop, I'll have to go." She whispered, leaning her face toward mine.
She pressed her lips to mine while I started gently stroking my hands around her tits, rubbing my cum into her body and as that ran out, just stroking around anyplace I could reach. Her lips sucked mine and her tongue flicked into my mouth while my fingers stroked her wet pussy and squeezed either her ass or one of her sexy breasts. I felt one of her hands leave my neck and slide down between us, grabbing around my flaccid cock and trying to stroke it gently.
"Too bad you aren't hard. I really wanted to cum again before we had to leave." She whispered.
"You keep that up and I will be." I whispered back.
"Hmmmmm Okay. Let's see if we can get it up again then." She said with a grin. "You know I'm standing in a creek bottom, in public completely naked, and hornier than I can remember. How is it you have this magical touch?"
"I don't have a magic touch. You just have a sensual mind." I answered, feeling my cock start to swell at her description of where we were.
"Mmmmm so you like fucking outside? I wonder what you'd do if I were naked on my bike? Would you chase me and fuck me?"
"I think that's a sure bet." I answered her.
"Ohhhh I think we can work with this." She said, lifting one leg and hooking it around my waist. With her other hands she rubbed my head against her tunnel and then forced my partially hard cock up into her tunnel. "Ahhhhh there we go. I can feel it growing inside me, getting harder and fatter." She cooed as she started rocking her hips, wiggling it around inside her and stroking her pussy along it only an inch or so.
"Ohhhhh that feels nice." I groaned.
"My turn to treat you. You'll never know just how hard you made me cum with all the teasing. I wonder how I'm going to tease you now, now that you saw and tasted everything."
"Oh I haven't tasted everything. There's this hot wet pussy I haven't licked yet."
"Gonna have to wait till next time." She said softly. "Because your cock is hitting all the right places right now and I'm going to cum all over your hot fat cock. Do you want to feel my juices dripping down your cock and balls?" She asked.
"Hell yes."
"Then wrap your hands on my ass and don't let me fall over." She said; sliding a hand down to her pussy. I watched as she began to stroke her clit rapidly, her hips still rocking as she stood on one foot. Her fingers attacked her clit furiously, her head thrown back and soft moans of pleasure coming one after another.
"Have...you ever....seen a woman....squirt?" She asked breathlessly in a tone at least a full octave higher than I had ever heard her speak before.
"No."
"Well. Get ready then!" She squeaked, her fingers flying furiously across her clit. "Get....ready....Ohhhh Ohhhh...OHHH...FUCK!" She squealed, her whole body jerking and shaking as she spewed a stream of clear liquid from her pussy, spraying it over my stomach and around my rock hard cock.



"Oh God yes, God yes. Now! Cum for me now!" She begged, riding me as hard as she could on one leg.
"Almost." I grunted, incredibly turned on by what she had just done.
"Yes. Fuck yes. Do it! Do it!" She cried.
"Shit. I'm going to cum." I grunted, trying to pull back and out of her.
"Fuck no. I want to feel you in me. Cum baby! Fill me up!!!"
"AHHH!" I cried as my body convulsed, squirting up into her. My cock surged and my body jerked several more times, each time adding to the load I had just put into her.
"Ohhhhh Yes. That's what I wanted." She said breathlessly.
"I thought you didn't want me to cum in you."
"It was worth it. Now just watch." She said as she pushed off my cock and then squatted on the rock. She leaned back on one hand and pushed her hips out at me spreading her knees wide while she slid one hand down over her pussy. "Come watch. I want you to see. I've never done this in front of a guy, but I want you to see." She said as her fingers started stroking her clit again.
"Here let me." I said, moving to my knees and leaning my face down to her pussy while I pushed her hand away. I started licking and sucking her clit, trying to stimulate it as best I could while her hips rocked and bucked.
"OHHHH FUCK YES! That's it. Suck my little pussy! Lick my clit and make me squeeze all your hot cum out!"
"Uhhhh huh." I answered, my tongue and mouth busy sucking and licking her sexy little pussy. I used one hand to spread her lips apart and then flicked my tongue across her clit as quickly as I could.
"Yeah. That's it. God that's going to do it. Mmmmmm I should have had you doing this for years. God it's so much better than doing myself." She moaned, her legs trembling against my shoulders. "Fuck fuck! Yes....Ohhhhhhh Yesssss!" She squealed as her whole body shook. I could feel her pussy spraying girl cum all over my chest and chin. I pulled back and watched as she squired a stream into the air, spraying all over me. I watched in fascination as her stream surged and then stopped, leaving her pussy obviously convulsing. She lowered her hips until her ass nearly touched the rock and then smiled at me.
As I watched, my cum drooled out of her pussy, dripping in long strings onto the rocks as she held herself up, her bare chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.
"So what are you going to do now?" I asked.
"About this? I'm going to go home, take nice hot shower and then put on my slinkiest, sexiest, little negligee and then go take my husband's pants off, stroke his cock hard and then ride him until he fills my pussy with cum."
"You think that'll work?"
"I've been trying to get pregnant for two years. One of the two of us can't. I guess we'll find out which one, wont we?" She said with a smirk. "I told you; once I got started I'd never be able to say when enough was enough."
"You did that." I answered.
"Come on. Help me get dressed. I'm sure you'll want to suck these sexy little tits one more time before you cover 'em up."
"Yeah, I pretty much figure I would." I agreed as I reached for my shorts and pulled them up, surprised at how wet they were. I helped her dress, taking time to suck each tit before pulling her top down over them.
"Going to be back tomorrow?" I asked.
"Are you hoping we do this every day now?"
"No. That'd spoil it. Just wondered if this was going to ruin our rides." I answered.
"Tell you what. You worked hard to seduce me, and you succeeded. You spoiled me with your fat cock, so now you can have me any day you want. But just to keep things interesting I'll see if I can find a few ways to entice you. I don't want you to get bored." She said, leaning over and giving me a quick kiss. "Now you better go home and shower before your wife smells pussy all over you."
"Yeah. I better." I answered as she kicked up the stand on her bike and pushed it up the trail and through the trees. I followed a few moments later, feeling quite sated, but also quite intrigued. I wondered to myself just exactly what she had in mind and how I was going to change things up to continue seducing her every so often.
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I had always enjoyed doing this, especially when I had a setup as sweet as this. I'd done a lot of haunted houses over the years, but this one had to be one of the best for Count Dracula to pick his victims.
Picture a long narrow hallway with a small trail of tracer type Christmas lights at the far end, leading you into a tunnel. As you walk down the gloomy corridor your attention is drawn to the tunnel ahead and the array of severed heads and hands hanging down in front of your face as you weave back and forth between them, trying not to touch the bloody disgusting things.
With all your attention focused forward, you don't even notice the dark form slip from its hiding place behind you and slowly walk up behind you, his cape spread, ready to engulf you and drag you away to become his next meal. You don't even realize the level of danger you're in until you feel his breath on your neck and his low growling words. "AHHHHH Fresh blood!" You turn, see the hallowed grayish face inches from yours, his fangs red with blood and his cape spread, ready to capture you and drag you away.
Yeah, and the best part is that the ones who hang back at the rear of the group are the most scared, letting the "braver" ones take the lead. Little do they know that they are by far my favorite prey!
This year it was at a middle school as a fund raiser for the fifth and sixth grade classes. My wife was busy someplace else in the haunted house, making sure that her school kids were doing their appointed tasks and that everything was going the way it should. My hiding place was secluded, a dark pause to catch your breath between the tunnel to the graveyard ahead of the dark maze that dumped into my corridor.
I pick my victims with care, usually going for the parents or the older kids. Many of the little kids were just too scared by the time they got to me that I didn't want to give them a heart attack. But the parents....ohhh yes, those soft exposed mothers necks. Sometimes the high school kids would come through and I'd go after one of the younger necks, looking for my fresh blood meal in the form of a truly young blood....
But then it's all make believe anyway. Although the way they screamed in that truly high pitched shriek and ran was always so fun to watch. And those were just the boyfriends! Yeah, I loved it when I scared the crap out of the big strong guys that were supposedly protecting their girlfriends. One guy earlier in the evening got so scared he dumped his girl to fend for herself, and crashed through the crowd ahead of him, practically diving into the tunnel. And then there was more than one young lady who had the piss scared out of her....literally. It has been a truly spectacular scare when they wet their pants! More than one young lady, and perhaps a mother or two had to change their panties after their little encounter with the Count.
But I still enjoy going after the mothers the most. They had that protective instinct, getting between me and their children, the face of pure terror glued on, yet not breaking to make that run. No they were the best because I could advance on them with them looking at me, lifting my cape and engulfing them into my dark realm, nearly reaching their neck with my fangs before letting them slide away from me, pushing their children toward the tunnel. They came to be scared, so why not do it right, ya know?
I'd been at it for almost three hours, a bit less than an hour to go as I slipped quietly back into my little cubby hole, a curtained off corner with walls on two sides, a folded lunch table for a third wall and a black curtain to hide me from my victims as they entered my corridor.
At about five feet deep and about three feet wide I had plenty of room to wait between groups. Someone had even provided me with a folding chair if I got tired. My fifty year old legs did tend to get tired, so the chair was nice, but I didn't get to use it often. I usually just stepped behind the curtain and watched through the tiny slit up the middle of the curtain to see what the next group looked like.
But something didn't feel right, something was out of place. I couldn't put my finger on it in the dark. Maybe it was my own imagination, I thought to myself as I peered out at the first people coming through the maze exit.
At first it was the cold hands that startled me, making me jump as they slid around my chest and waist, pulling me backwards into the darkness. My heart leapt to my throat and I was about to scream in surprise more than fear before the soft female voice whispered in my ear.
"So you like to scare women, count?" The quiet voice whispered. "Just how brave are you?"
"The count is fearless!" I said in my best Transylvanian accent, totally unsure who it was that was trying to put the scare on the count. Probably one of my victims that managed to sneak back in somehow.
"Really? Then let's see what the count does when he's the one having his life sucked from him." The voice whispered softly, followed by a set of soft lips pressing to the base of my neck.
I'll admit I was surprised. My wife wasn't usually into surprises, and I was sure she was busy elsewhere...or was she? The person behind me was the right height. The husky whisper sort of sounded like her, not that I'd heard her trying to be scary in a long time. The proportions of the body pressing against my back seemed about right for my wife. And besides, who else would sneak into my hidey-hole and start kissing the base of my neck.
"I've been watching you." She whispered. "You like to go for those young mother's necks. You like to sneak up on them and get ohhh so close to them." She whispered as her hands slid down to my belt and start undoing it. "I can tell you want to be a naughty boy, but you're holding back." She whispered as my pants slid down to my ankles.
Ok this wasn't my wife! My wife might kick my butt if she thought I was having too much fun with other women, but not this. Who the hell was she? And more to the point, what was I going to do now that I had let her get my pants down.
"You are a naughty naughty Count. But let's see how you do with a victim that is as hungry for you as you seem to be for young sweet female necks?" She whispered as she pushed my briefs down, exposing my semi-hard cock. I felt her sweep my cape aside behind me press her body against me again, the heat of her bare skin pressing against my now bare ass, her bare thighs pressing against the back of mine. Her hands moved to my cock and began to slowly stroke it, working it slowly with both hands, stroking its full length and twisting back and forth as she worked its length, over my head and back down again to the base of my nine inch shaft.
"Who are you?" I asked quietly in confusion.
"The temptress that holds your reputation in her hands." She whispered. "Just think what would happen if we were somehow discovered, me completely naked, you with your pants down and your hard cock exposed? Think of the questions, the scandal. Think of how hard it would be to get anyone to believe that you were innocent," she whispered.
"That would be difficult." I whispered back, trying to figure out just who this was as one hand left my cock and began undoing the buttons of my white shirt, starting at the bottom. One by one she teased the buttons apart, her other hand never stopping its slow travels up and down my cock. Her fingers opened the last two buttons and spread my shirt across my shoulders, her hand leaving my cock long enough for her to slide my shirt down my arms and pull it off, leaving me naked from my knees up, to my cape, still tied around my neck.
I felt her pull me back, her body separating from mine until the cold metal of the folding chair pressed against my legs. I had no choice but to sit, which I did. Almost immediately I felt more than saw the woman behind me step around me. I felt the softness of her bare skin press against my bare legs as she straddled my lap, and then her hand again close around my hardon, although this time in a much different way. I felt her palm against the top of my cock and her fingers grip as far around me as they could her hand stroking slowly up and down its length. Her motions changed, moving it to and away from my stomach, her hand slid far down , and then a hot wetness brushing against my bulbous head.
I stiffened slightly before she leaned her face down to touch mine and whisper into my ear. "Don't worry, I promise this won't hurt."
I felt her sweep my head back and forth between a pair of very soft delicate pussy lips, her hot juices slowly lubricating me, her lips feeling hot compared to the cool of the air where they weren't touching. The sweeping grew shorter and shorter as the tip of my head found the entrance to her tunnel and she gently worked it in to engage, the soft yet hard skin of my head pressing against her tight tunnel opening. I felt her settle more of her weight on me, pressing down on my cock forcing it downward and at the same time feeling the entrance to her tunnel grow slightly wider, her hot wetness engulfing more of my head fraction of an inch by fraction of an inch. It happened almost suddenly, the pressure changed, the wetness enveloped more of me and I could feel the tight confines of her tunnel clench around me just below my head as she held me within her, not moving at all. I heard her suck a gulp of air in and then slowly release it, her breath, blowing through pursed lips blowing across my face. She began to move again, up and down, just a little bit, just enough to move me slightly deeper into her unbelievably tight tunnel.
I could feel the heat of her body flowing into me as she spread her wetness down my shaft, inch by inch, bounce by bounce, until my entire cock seemed to be engulfed in her fiery wet body. I could feel her bare ass was resting on my thighs, wiggling gently, the pressure around my cock changing slightly with each new move she made.
"Mmmmmmmm that's my count!" She moaned softly in my ear after nearly a full minutes sitting on me. She began sliding up and down my shaft. "Do you like feeling my hot wet cunt around your shaft. The feel of my young pussy sliding up and down your hard fat cock? Mmmmmmm. This temptress is enjoying what the count has to offer, but I don't stop until your very life force is drawn from you. I won't stop riding you until I feel your hot juices welling up inside me, filling me and flowing into me," she whispered breathlessly as I slid my hands up from where I rested them on her knees to her firm hips.
The chair made a soft gentle rhythmic squeak as she lifted and lowered herself on and off of me. I could feel every little ripple and squeeze of her tunnel around my fat shaft, the softness of her lips following the tight caress of her deep insides.
I let my hands travel over her body, exploring what I couldn't see. Her skin was smooth and soft, yet her body was firm in my hands. I stroked slowly up from her round ass, teasing my fingers across her round globes as I let my fingers dimple her skin, moving in slow circles from the cleft between her cheeks to her hips. I let my fingers stroke over her hips to her thighs, stroking up and down her firm thighs, her skin soft and her muscles underneath rippling with each stroke she made up my shaft. I felt for her curls, but found her mound completely bare and smooth, only the slightest hint of stubble under my fingertips as I stroked across it, reaching lower and lower until my fingertips found her hard and exposed clit.
"Ohhh yes, that is a naughty Count!" She squeaked softly as I stroked my finger back and forth across her exposed nub. I let one hand remain on her mound, following it up and down with her strokes while I let my left hand travel up across her firm stomach, my fingers dimpling her soft skin slightly as I made my way upward.
"That's it. Explore my body, find all its most secret places. Use whatever you choose. I'm yours for this moment, feel me, taste me, explore any part of me you wish." She whispered as my fingers found her firm round breasts. "Mmmmmmm yesssssss!"
I stroked my fingers across one and then the other of her breasts, each full round orb of soft flesh easily an overfull C cup or maybe even a D cup. Her nipples seemed to be indistinct; two full round mounds on top of her already full breasts, each one a full two fingers wide. Her puffy nipples were exotic compared to my wife's breasts, and I couldn't resist leaning forward to draw one into my mouth.
"Yesssssss," She hissed softly, pulling her head back from mine and arching her back to provide me more of her full breasts.
I sucked her nipple for some time, tasting the slight saltiness of her perspiration and feeling the tiny bumps on her engorged areola and nipples with the tip of my tongue. I circled first one and then the other nipple, teasing it with my tongue while I sucked it as deep into my mouth as I could. I let it slip from my lips with a slurp and then kissed my way to the other side, finding that breast and nipple as I had the first, with my tongue.
I heard her moan softly in my ear and her body trembling slightly as she continued to bounce, the soft squishing sounds of her pussy being impaled over and over by my rock hard cock. I felt that tingle deep inside that said I was only moments away, the feeling building deep inside me. She must have felt my cock grow a little fatter, or some subtle change in my position, drawing a new comment from her.
"That's it. Give it to me. Flow your life force into me! Fill me with your hot juices from deep within, pushing every bit into my own depths!"
"Oh shit." I groaned the load she begged for welled up inside me, suddenly causing my body jerk, driving my hard cock up into her, lifting her with me.
"Oh lord yes." She moaned as the first surge of cum surged up into her pussy.
"OHHHHH LORD YESSSS!" she practically growled as she forced herself down on my spurting cock, her hips screwing her tightness down my shaft as far as she could, her tunnel rippling and clenching me as her legs and arms trembled. Time and again my body surged more into her, filling her with my juices as she so aptly put it.
We sat for what seemed like an hour, both of us panting for breath while my cock slowly faded within her.
"That's my count. Now that I know I can draw forth your life force I'll return. You'll never know when or where, but I will return. I'll draw forth your juices and take your strength from you. I'll ride your hard rigid appendage until you finally flow yourself into me, bringing both of us to the pinnacle of pleasure." She whispered in my ear as she lifted herself from me.
"Who are you?" I asked again as she moved around behind me. I could hear rustling and then felt her face near mine.
"I am the temptress of the darkness. I have watched you. You like to play in the darkness, but now you play in my realm. You are mine...I have placed my mark on you and shall come again, in the darkness, that is all you need to know." She whispered huskily.
I shook my head and turned to see if I could see anything of who she was in the near total darkness in my little hidey hole. To my surprise I couldn't see anything, or anyone, not even the slightest of shadows.
"Are you still there?" I asked, greeted only by silence in return. I got up and quickly pulled my pants back up and dug in my pocket for the tiny red light that I kept there. I shined it around and saw I was indeed alone. But how? And who?
I was beginning to believe that I was imagining things, but what I felt was definitely not my imagination. The two walls were solid brick and the table with a black cloth hung over it made the third wall. I didn't see a way out. I took off my cape and looked around the floor for my shirt. I picked it up and realized there was something under it. I picked it up as well and studied it in the dim red light. It was a small thong panty. Very small and petite. It said simply "fuck No I hadn't been alone.
It took me a few moments to realize that the black drape over the table left a gap, large enough for me to squeeze through. I slipped through and found myself on the stage behind the curtain, the blackness not quite as total as my small cubby hole. The stage door on the far side was ajar and it was clear someone could have entered there and snuck into my lair. But who?
It was perplexing, and I still hadn't solved it when the lights came on, ending the nights work. I walked around, trying to gauge who might be my temptress, but having little success. There were at least six women that fit the general size and shape, but then there were also dozens of mothers that had come through. I wondered if I'd ever know who my temptress had been. My only clue was a pair of tiny thong panties.
The end... or is it?
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It had been several weeks now since Mrs. K and I had been caught by her daughter, Amy, and the unusual turn of events that unfolded following. Amy had taken to coming home from college on the weekends, if nothing else, to seduce me into having some really good sex with her.
Mrs. K, for her part, was enjoying unfettered access to my attentions during the week, occasionally slipping into my room late at night to slip onto my cock, or on two occasions, bringing me into her own bedroom to ride me on her own bed. To my knowledge while Jase knew I was banging his sister on the weekends, I didn't think he realized that his own mother was taking the same liberties.
Things had quickly slipped into a surprisingly comfortable round of sexual pleasures from the two women, a situation I wasn't eager to change. Mrs. K could be quite kinky and had an interesting array of toys that she enjoyed adding to our "play time", and her daughter, with her incredibly tight pussy, was enjoying learning from me things that her mother was teaching me during the week, although I doubted she had taken the time to try and figure out just exactly where I had learned these enjoyable tricks. She seemed to be unbothered by the fact her mother knew she was having sex with me and I wasn't at all sure that she realized I was having sex with her mother as well, although on more than one occasion Mrs. K had "joined" us on the periphery.
Needless to say I didn't have to go looking for sex, it would come find me if I hung around the house any length of time. Mrs. K seemed to have no problems finding times when Jase was gone, and would be for some time, yet I was home. She seemed to enjoy christening each room of the house together , with her usually choosing the location and often the starting position. It was just the other day that she walked into the TV room, wearing some very sexy lingerie and began doing a strip tease, getting me all turned on before stripping me and leading me to the garage. To my surprise she climbed into some kind of a web sling arrangement that held her up at the perfect height for me to stand between her legs, supported by the web straps and pound into her pussy. A sex swing, I think she called it. I wondered what other little surprises she had in store for me.
It was Wednesday afternoon, and I was settled in the kitchen at the table with books strewn across the table, studying for an exam when Mrs. K came in through the back door, Mrs. Jepsen, from down the street, following close behind.
"Whew! It's awful hot out there for the end of September!" Mrs. K said a she stepped into the air conditioned kitchen with shopping bags looped over one arm and her purse over the other. Mrs. Jepson followed close behind with her own bags, pushing the door closed behind them with her high heel shoe.
Mrs. Jepson, a friend of Mrs. K who lived down the block a few houses, was probably in her mid-thirties or so, and didn't quite have the figure that Mrs. K had, but her slightly oriental features and complexion, coupled with the always visually appealing outfits had often led to discussions of how Jase and I would love to see more of her. On a few occasions I had seen her and Mrs. K sunning in the back yard, both of them in rather revealing bikinis, but even those kept some things hidden. Today's outfit was no exception. Her white floral print dress was very light weight, allowing the faint outline of a darker colored bra show through as well as the tiny dark strings arching over her hips. It was pretty clear by the way the material lay over her otherwise bare ass that under the mid-thigh length dress she wore a little thong panty, making my cock twitch, remembering how she looked last time she was laying out with Mrs. K in a very skimpy yellow bikini.
The two ladies plopped their bags on the table, partly covering my papers and notebooks. "How goes the studying Scottie?" Mrs. Jepson asked sweetly.
"Pretty good Missus Jepson," I answered, turning another page in the book and trying not to stare at the trickle of sweat that was rolling down from her neck, down the vee between her breasts to disappear behind the low cut neck of the summer weigh dress.
"How many times have I had to remind you to call me Tina?" she replied with a smile.
"Yes ma'am," I answered.
"Yes Tina!?" she said with mock sternness.
"Yes Tina," I answered with a shake of my head.
"Oh gosh, all this shopping in these heels!" Tina said, lifting a foot and pulling off one of her four inch spike heels. "It kills my back!" she said to Mrs. K as she pulled the second shoe off and dropped it on the kitchen floor.
"I understand. Sometimes my lower back ends up killing me as much as my feet," Mrs. K answered with a laugh. "Maybe later you can talk Scottie into giving you a back rub. His fingers feel fabulous running up and down the small of my back," she said with a smile.
"I bet they do," Tina answered with a grin.
"So I guess you two had a good shopping spree?" I asked, trying to change the subject from me to...well, anything else.
"We did!" Mrs. K answered me, reaching into one of her shopping bags and pulling out a dress. "What do you think?" she asked me, holding the short dress up against her body.
"Well, that will... um...Yeah. That'll look really good on you," I finally stammered out as I thought about how she would look in the slinky, extremely short dress.
"Goodness. Look at him blush!" Tina said with a girlish giggle. "And that's just a dress. What if you held up something like...." she said digging into a bag and then pulling out a very sheer nightie that I doubted would even go low enough to cover her pussy. "This?"
"Um. Yeah, that would look pretty good," I answered, blushing even more.
"Maybe I should try it on for him?" Tina asked Mrs. K.
"Oh don't tease. That's not nice," Mrs. K answered as she dug in the bag again. "Let's see. I got some new workout clothes too," she said holding up a spandex tank top and shorts.
"Hmmmmm How about this?" Tina asked, holding up a very sexy bra, and pressing it to her modest sized chest. "Think this would look good on me?"
"I...um. Yeah, sure," I answered, half wishing she would put it on, since it looked like it would only cover the lower half of her breast s, leaving her nipples exposed.
"You are so adorable!" Tina said with a grin. "Tell you what; I'll stop teasing you with what's in my bags if you promise to give me one of those backrubs that Linda has alluded to," she said to me, reaching into a bag and pulling a box up to the very top, but not out of it. "How about it Scottie, or should I show you what else I purchased today?" she teased, lifting the box up high enough for me to realize that what it contained was a large pink vibrator, making me blush even more.
"Sure, I can use a study break," I finally answered after swallowing several times, the image of Mrs. K stuffing one of her similarly shaped vibrators in and out of herself while I licked her clit jumping into my mind, making my already hardening cock spring even harder in my workout shorts.
"I'll go get some lotion. I wouldn't complain about a little back rub either," Mrs. K said, rolling her eyes as she turned and walked across the kitchen, her short dress swinging side to side with each step.
"Tell you what, how about we go in the living room? The carpet there is really soft and should be pretty comfortable to lay on."
"Uh sure," I answered as I got up from the table, following her from the kitchen, into the dining room and toward the living room. As we walked across the room she reached up and pulled the little bows on the thin ties over her shoulders, holding the dress up. She wiggled as she stepped through the archway to the living room, allowing the dress to slide down her body and her legs, stepping out of the thin material as she walked.
"Can't get a back rub if you can't get to my back, now can I?" she asked sweetly, looking over her shoulder at me, her body looking completely nude except for the purple strings of a thong panty arching over her hips and down the cleft between her cheeks, and the band of a bra across the middle of her back. She stepped over to the coffee table and pushed it out of the way before standing with her back to me where it had been moments before. "Going to have trouble rubbing my back with this strap across it, would you mind?" she asked me over her shoulder, her fingers fiddling with the clasps of the bra.
"Um. Sure," I answered stupidly as I stepped forward and reached out to undo the clasps. She held the bra in place across the front of herself as the elastic snapped around her body.
She turned to face me, the little purple thong panty riding very low on her obviously shaved mound and disappearing down between her legs, her arm across her breasts, holding the bra in place. "I don't think I need this right now," she said, pulling her arm away, and with it her bra, leaving her completely nude except for the tiny triangle of fabric between her legs. Her breasts were firm and round, each just a little larger than I could cover with my hand, and on each one, a perfectly circular areola and fat puffy nipple, the size of a half dollar. Unlike Mrs. K's nipples, which were round and protruded out, her nipples seemed to flow right down into her areola, the whole fat nipple pushing outward almost half an inch like a hill on top of a hill. "You don't mind do you? I mean my bikini shows almost all of me anyway."
"Uh...No, I don't mind," I answered as I stared at her.
"Do you like what you see? I've seen you looking down at me before from that second floor window. I've often wondered what you'd do if I just pulled my top off out there in the yard. I've also often wondered what your hands would feel like on my body," she said as she stepped toward me, not stopping until her stomach was pressed against the bulge in my shorts and her puffy nipples were pressed against my bare chest. "Wanna touch me?" she whispered quietly, reaching for my hands and winding her fingers through mine. She stepped back, slowly pulling me to the space she cleared on the floor, easing herself down and pulling me by the hands until she was laying back on the soft carpet, with me straddling her body. She continued to pull my hands until they rested on her firm round tits, only then did she untwine her fingers from mine.
With my hands resting on her tits, and almost unconsciously starting to massage them, she moved her hands down to my workout shorts, carefully pulling the front of them down to expose my rock hard cock. "My goodness," she whispered as she wrapped her hands around my cock, my shorts hooked under my balls.
"I had to get a new bottle of lotion out," Mrs. K shouted, as she came down the stairs, prompting Tina to quickly roll onto her stomach, exposing her almost completely bare back and ass to me. Just as quickly I pulled my shorts back up over my hard cock, covering myself just before Mrs. K came back into the room. "Oh, I see you're already comfortable. Here you go, Scottie," She said, holding out the blue pump bottle of lotion for me to take.
"Thanks, Missus K," I answered as I took the bottle from her. I squirted some lotion onto Tina's back and then began to rub it into her back using my fingers, pushing deep into the small of her back.
"That is definitely in the way," Tina said from where she was lying, reaching back and pulling the strings for her thong down over her ass, working the strings down until they were in the middle of her thighs. "Be a dear and pull those the rest of the way off, won't you Scottie?" she asked sweetly.
"Uh, sure," I answered, staring down at her now completely nude ass. With my hands covered in lotion, I hooked a finger in each side of the strings, and moved myself back, pulling the strings down until I pulled the panties off her legs. She spread her legs a couple feet apart, exposing her pussy to me as I crawled back up between her legs to kneel with my knees touching the inside of her thighs. I couldn't help but stare at the fat outer lips and tender inner lips protruding as I stroked my hands all the way down her back and over her ass, each stroke getting closer and closer to her pussy.
"You know. If you want to, why don't you just rub her pussy?" Mrs. K whispered from behind me, her hand circling around my bare upper torso to stroke my chest as she squatted down behind me. "I promise she won't mind, and neither will I," she whispered in my ear she ran her hands down my body, hooking her fingers into my workout shorts and pushing them slowly downward, exposing more and more of my cock with each second. She continued to push my shorts down until they were around my knees, and then coaxed me to lift first one knee and then the other enough off the carpet for her to get my shorts all the way off of me.
"There. Naked is so much better for this, isn't it?" She asked in my ear as she reached back and stroked my cock. "Does she look as sexy as I do? I know you boys have been watching us sunning in the yard. Have you ever thought about coming down and fucking us? Just tugging our little bikinis off and fucking us? You pushing your cock into me while Jase fucks Tina? Or have you thought about pushing your hard fat cock right into her tight little pussy? What if I told you she lay there one day on her stomach, fingering her pussy, thinking about you fucking her while you watched us from the window?"
"Ohhhh," I groaned softly.
"Would that turn you on? Knowing she was lying there with her finger in her pussy, pretending it was your cock? Would you like to feed your hard fat cock into her tight little pussy?"
"Uh huh," I groaned as she crouched behind me, stroking my cock very slowly, my hands kneading Tina's round ass as my thumbs worked closer and closer to her pussy, her hips rising and falling encouragingly as my thumbs stroked closer and closer.
"Fuck her. Push your hard cock into her. You know she wants it. Just pull her hips up toward you and let me help you feed your big hard cock into her," Mrs. K coaxed, whispering in my ear.
I slid my slick hands around to her hips and she almost immediately lifted herself up, pushing her ass back toward me as she rocked back on her knees, her head still practically on the carpet.
Mrs. K aimed my cock at Tina's pussy, letting her push herself back against my mushroom head while Mrs. K braced me from behind, the two of them working together to coax my fat head into her sopping wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," Tina squeaked into the carpet as she began to rock herself on her knees, each rock pulling almost all the way off my cock and then pushing back against me again, slowly working more of my shaft into her unbelievably tight pussy over my shaft. "Oh god! So big!" she moaned as my head finally pressed against the end of her tunnel with still more than an inch to go for my full length.
"Oh shit," I grunted as Tina began to stroke herself on and off my cock, each stroke caressing my cock more tightly than even Amy's petite form had.
"Oh yes oh yes," Tina panted as she rocked harder, each trip back pushing me back against Mrs. K, my own hips stroking forward to meet hers and drive my cock into her again.
"Oh shit I'm going to cum!" I groaned, trying to hold back the inevitable.
"Would you like to squirt all over her body?" Mrs. K whispered in my ear.
"Sure," I answered, not really caring at that point if I came in her or on her, either way it was going to happen soon.
Mrs. K gave Tina a slap on the ass and she immediately pulled off of me and rolled over, worming her way back toward me on her back so that her pussy was below my cock, which Mrs. K was still stroking. Tina reached up and replaced Mrs. K's hands with her own and then began stroking me.
"Come for me sweetie. Come all over my hot little body!" Tina begged, pulling on my cock and wrapping her legs around mine to pull herself closer to me. "Squirt your cum all over my body. Give me a white cum bath!"
"Just think about us lying out in the yard. Wouldn't you like to come down from upstairs and walk out in the yard and strip us naked and squirt your cum all over us? Would you like to see her laying there in the sun just waiting for you to squirt your cum all over her?"
"Oh shit," I grunted, my hips pushing abruptly forward as my cock erupted with a huge gush of cum. The white streamer arched out several feet, landing on Tina below me, the bulk of it on her face, followed by a long thin strand that landed across her nude body. Again and again my body jerked, pumping more cum out on her until there were nearly a dozen large globs and streamers of cum pooling on her body, my cock drooling the last of my load out across her shaved mound.
"Mmmmmm that's my sweet boy. Look at all that wonderful cum on her," Mrs. K said from behind me as Tina began rubbing the cum around her body and massaging it into her firm little tits. "Just look at that. Doesn't she look all sexy with your cum all over her body? Mmmmmm such a hot sexy body all glistening with your cum. Have you ever seen a woman lick another woman's pussy? Would you like to see her lick my pussy?" she whispered in my ear.
"Ohhhhhh," I groaned at the thought. I hadn't ever seen that in person, maybe on some porn videos but never in person.
She helped me up and sat me on the sofa. "Now you stay right here. Tina and I are going to be right back with a few new things we bought today," she said as she turned and walked over to where Tina was lying. She helped Tina up and the two of them headed up the stairs.
Several minutes passed and I was starting to get a little self-conscious sitting on the sofa naked, but I trusted that if I waited, Mrs. K would make the wait worthwhile. She had been VERY good at that so far. After several minutes more I heard them coming down and waited to see just exactly what they had bought at the store.
Mrs. K came down the stairs first, and I was flat stunned. She wore black six inch stiletto heels, black mesh thigh high stockings, a black satin looking thong panty and a black ...well, I think it's called a bustier, wrapped around her body and supporting her bare exposed tits. Tina was following behind her, wearing equally high red heels, red stockings, supported by a red garter belt around her hips, a red satin band around her neck and a long red sheer sleeveless outfit that hung down to the tops of her stockings.
"Well, what do you think?" Mrs. K asked, stopping in front of me after they came down the stairs, turning once for me to display her new outfit before setting a small bag down on the coffee table.
"Uhhh. HOT!" was all I could say.
"Now where were we? Oh yes. Tina, I want you to take my panties off now."
"Yes ma'am," Tina answered meekly, dropping to her hands and knees in front of Mrs. K. She crawled the remaining two feet to Mrs. K and then using her mouth, slowly pulled the black satin panties down off Mrs. K's mound and down her legs. I was surprised to see that Mrs. K had shaved off the remaining tuft of her pubic hair, leaving her completely smooth.
Tina continued to work the panties down her legs until Mrs. K could work her feet out of the holes. With Tina still on her knees in front of her, Mrs. K sat down on the edge of the coffee table and leaned back, lifting her legs in the air and exposing her completely bare pussy and mound to us. "Lick me!" Mrs. K demanded of Tina.
Tina moved forward, reaching up to hold both of Mrs. K's legs up by holding her high heels. She leaned her head down and slowly licked up Mrs. K's pussy lips, drawing a quiet sigh from Mrs. K.
"Scottie, why don't you come over here?" she said as Tina drew another long slow lick up her pussy lips.
"Yeah?" I asked, stepping over and looking down at her pussy while Tina began driving her tongue down between her lips.



"Do you like how that looks? Does it turn you on?"
"Yeah, it does." I agreed, my eyes glued to her pussy.
"Remember how to use this?" she asked, reaching into the bag and pulling out a long slim vibrator.
"Uh huh."
"Then why don't you kneel down and tease her pussy with it. You can still watch her lick me all you want, and if you feel like you want to fuck her some more, you can do that any time you want. She's your toy to play with. Have fun!"
I wasn't exactly sure how to start out. I mean I'd played a bit with one under Mrs. K's direction, teasing it in and out of her pussy and teasing her clit with it while I recovered a few times, but this was different. I moved behind her and rubbed the vibrating shaft up and down her wet lips a few times, drawing a moan from Tina's lips, buried in Mrs. K's pussy. She wiggled her ass at me, inviting me to continue my attentions.
Mrs. K threw her head back and moaned loudly as I pushed the vibrator into Tina's pussy, who in turn moaned into Mrs. K again. "Yeah. She loves that. Just slide it in and out of her for a while, let it do its work inside her and then pull it out and tease her clit with it."
I did as she instructed, sliding the vibrating tube in and out of her pussy, which grew wetter by the second until she was leaking her juices out of her pussy to the point that they were practically dripping. I pulled the vibrating stick out of her pussy and rubbed it back and forth across her clit, drawing a cry of pleasure that was muffled by Mrs. K pulling Tina's head against her pussy.
"OH god yes. She's going to make me cum. Do you want to see her make me cum?" Mrs. K moaned. "Oh fuck yes. Oh god I'm going to cum Scottie. I'm going to squirt my cum all over her face. Do you want to see me squirt all over her? OH fuck. That's it bitch. Frig my clit. I know you want to suck my cunt juice. Make me cum! Make me squirt all over your face! OHHHHHH SHIT YES!" Mrs. K screamed loudly, her whole body trembling as she climaxed, her juices spraying out of her pussy like an intermittent stream of urine, splattering all over Tina's face, which hovered inches from her pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes. Oh god yes." Mrs. K panted as she pushed Tina away. "Do you want her to fuck you now? She's yours; you can fuck her any way you want. You can fuck her face, or her pussy or even her tight little ass. How would you like to fuck her Scottie?"
I really didn't know what to say, so I just stayed kneeling there in shock. I'd never heard Mrs. K talk anything like this and it was definitely a different side of her.
"Let me up Tina. But don't move yet."
Tina did as she was commanded, letting go of Mrs. K's foot and letting her get up from the table. She stepped around to me and pulled me by the hand, taking the vibrator from me. "Come with me honey. I know just what to do. Tina...Come!"
"Yes ma'am," Tina said meekly as she followed us through the house and out into the yard.
Mrs. K led me to one of the lounge chairs in the middle of the yard, the same ones she used so often to sun in and had me lie down on it. "I know you've watched us sun ourselves on these chairs. I think it's time that Tina paid for those nice little climaxes she had knowing you were watching," she said to me. "Tina, I want you to ride his cock until he comes. Don't stop unless he says to, is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am," Tina answered quietly, stepping over to me and the chair. She straddled the chair, hovering over me and then aimed my rock hard cock at her pussy, slowly easing herself down on it until I could feel my had pressed against the end of her tight tunnel. She lifted first one foot and then the other onto the chair and held onto the arms for balance as she began to ride up and down my shaft, each stroke caressing me tightly as my mushroom head teased the inside of her soft walls.
"That's it. Ride his hard prick. Does it feel good inside you?" Mrs. K asked Tina quietly, her big tits rubbing against the sheer red material of Tina's outfit.
"Yes ma'am," Tina whispered back breathlessly as I reached up and cupped both her tits through the thin material.
"Do you like feeling his fat cock inside you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Then why aren't you telling him how it feels?" Mrs. K practically snapped.
"Sorry ma'am!" Tina answered urgently. "Oh god Scottie, your cock feels so good inside me. Oh....It's so big and fat. Please let me just keep riding my pussy on your hot fat cock!"
"Much better," Mrs. K said. "You keep riding him and I'll be right back!"
"Yes ma'am" Tina answered breathlessly, still riding up and down my shaft without stopping.
"Ohhhhh god Scottie. I've wanted to feel your cock in me for so long. Sometimes I have to play with my pussy when I know you're watching. Do you play with yourself when you watch us? Would you like to see me completely naked, laying down here, playing with my pussy? Oh god your cock is going to make me cum so hard!" Tina practically moaned to me.
I could see trickles of sweat running down her body under the sheer red outfit, the drips sliding around her firm round tits and then down her body to drip off her butt onto my thighs.
"Still riding? Good girl." Mrs. K said as she walked back up to us, the little bullet vibrator in her hand. With a grin she reached down to Tina's crotch, holding the vibrating tube against top of my cock, causing it to press both against the base of my cock and against Tina's clit as she bounced up and down my shaft.
"OH SHIT SHIT SHIT!" Tina screamed as her whole body suddenly shuddered at the sudden increase in sensations. Her already tight pussy seemed to clamp and spasm around my shaft as she tried desperately to continue riding up and down my cock. I watched as her whole body quaked, her motions erratic and disjointed as she gasped for breath. "OHHHHHHH FFFFUUUUCCCCCKKKKK!" she hollered as she collapsed on top of me, driving my cock deep into her pussy.
Mrs. K pulled the vibrator from Tina's pussy and then sternly said to her, "I didn't tell you to stop riding him, did i?"
"No ma'am," Tina breathed raggedly, putting her hands back on the arms and lifting herself up again so she could use her legs to once again pump herself up and down on my cock.
"That's a girl," Mrs. K said softly to Tina, reaching down to her pussy again and teasing her clit and my cock with the vibrator.
"Oh god oh god!" Tina squealed as she continued bouncing up and down on me, the combination of the vibrator and her again spasming pussy driving me crazy. I couldn't help but pump my hips up at her with each stroke she made down on me, my hands squeezing her firm tits through the red material.
"OH shit! I'm going to cum!" I groaned loudly.
Surprisingly, Mrs. K slipped the vibrator from Tina's pussy and moved it quickly around her, pressing it between my legs so the tip of the vibrating device was suddenly pushed against the tight sphincter of my anus.
"ARG!" I grunted in surprise as my hips lifted off the seat at the sudden change in sensations. My cock unloaded deep into Tina, causing her to squeal again as my pulsing cock sent her back into another climax. Her whole body jerked and trembled in time with mine as I pumped shot after shot of hot cum into her until I lay back on the seat feeling quiet wasted.
"May I stop now?" Tina asked weakly.
"You may," Mrs. K answered, reaching down and skimming the sheer red material up and off her body. "Just lie down on him and rest."
"Yes ma'am," Tina answered, panting heavily, her chest heaving as she lay down on top of me. Her tits pressed into me and I could feel her firm tits rubbing against my body as she struggled for breath.
Mrs. K walked back to the house, leaving the two of us alone in the yard. "Just for the record, any time you want to put that fantastic cock in me again, just let me know. Even if it's right back here in the yard again."
"Um. Ok. Can I ask a question?"
"Sure," she answered still breathless.
"Do you two do this all the time?"
"What the submissive stuff? Oh hell no. We play around with all kinds of different ideas. We just thought this might really turn you on. Did it?"
"Well, it was different, but to be honest, just watching you undress in front of me was more of a turn on."
"I'll remember that." She said, giving me a gentle kiss on the cheek. "Linda was right, you are a great fuck," she said, wiggling her ass so that my partly hard cock rocked around inside her. "Not to mention you're at least twice as big as my husband."
"Oh. I didn't mean to..."
"Shush. You're not causing a problem. Linda and I both have the same problem, not nearly enough time with our husbands home to take care of our...needs. If he doesn't want me to find a substitute to meet those needs, maybe he needs to stay home a bit more."
"Uh..Oh," I answered, somewhat unsure if I should still have my dick inside someone else's wife.
"Well, you two all done? Jase will be home soon and I don't think you want him finding you two laying out here naked like this."
"Or you dressed in that," Tina added with a laugh as she pushed herself up on me. She slowly climbed off, unleashing a flood of our cum that dripped down from her pussy and trickled down her legs, soaking her red stockings. "Goodness. I can't remember the last time I had so much cum in me that it leaked out like that!"
"He does fill you up, doesn't he?" Mrs. K answered, reaching a hand for me and holding it while I got up from the chair. "Why don't you two get showered? I'll clean up upstairs."
"Oh, shower with Scottie? Hell yes!" Tina answered quickly. "Come on stud. If I can get you hard again, can I play a bit more?"
"I suppose." I answered, letting her pull me toward the house. Tina led me down the stairs to the workout room and quickly had the shower in the corner running.
"When Linda told me that you fucked her in here, I got so horny I had to take my panties off and finger myself when she was telling me," Tina said quietly as she stripped off her garter and stockings and the red satin neck piece. Once completely naked she quickly wrapped her arms around me and pulled her body against mine. She reached her lips to mine by standing on her toes and gently sucked my lower lip into her mouth before letting it slip slowly from it. "I can't believe she let you fuck her down here, right in the open like that. God my pussy is tingling just thinking about it."
"Does she tell everyone what we've done?"
"Oh definitely not. We're just like...well....really good friends."
"You mean like really good friends or REALLY good friends?"
"You mean do we have lesbian sex? Would it make you harder faster if I told you we did?" Tina answered with a giggle. "Well we do. If our husbands don't provide enough we get together and play. Well at least until the last few weeks. Now I know why she hasn't needed to come play with me, she's been riding cock fantastic!"
"Well, we should get showered," I said, feeling a bit uneasy. Clearly she wasn't a lesbian, and just as clearly she liked cock, but I didn't quite know how to deal with the revelation that Mrs. K and Tina were frequent lovers.
"I can see confusion in your eyes," Tina said quietly, backing us into the shower stall and under the rain of water. "We usually just play with toys, slide dildo's and vibrators into each other, but on occasion we will orally play with each other. Let's face it, there isn't any substitute for a mouth on a tit, now is there?"
"I guess not," I answered as she slipped a hand down between us and began to massage my cock.
"Did you know that I've been watching you for almost two years? More than once I wanted to let my top fall off and lay there half naked for you to see, but Linda always said it would be inappropriate. That you were too young. I think secretly she wanted to do the same thing but was afraid that Jase might see too. I also know that I'm not the only one who had the hots for you," She said as she coaxed my cock harder. "One time I walked into her bedroom after we had been laying out and she was in the bathroom, and she had this long pink dildo she was sliding in and out of her pussy. You could hear her moaning your name as she stroked herself to climax, squirting her own cum all over the dildo and the bathroom floor. Can you picture that, her sitting on the edge of the sink, sliding a big fat pink dildo in and out of her pussy? Oh you can, can't you? I can feel how hard it got you to think about her doing that. Does it turn you on to see women play with themselves? Or do you like to see them half naked?"
"Both," I answered breathlessly as my level of arousal was pushed quickly upward by her comments and her hand.
"Hmmmmm young men always get hard again so fast. Do you want to push your cock back into me again? Do you want to feel me sliding up and down your hard shaft?" she whispered as she pushed my cock down to get it between her legs. "Ohhhhhh, you're so tall. I don't know if I can do this."
"Oh fuck," I grunted, turned on again by all her talk of being out in the yard fingering herself thinking about it being me. I reached under her ass and lifted her up, getting a little squeal of surprise as I raised her up until her puffy nipples were pressing against my cheek. I slowly lowered her down, reaching under her ass to aim my cock at her pussy. She couldn't weight more than a hundred an a few pounds at most, so bouncing her up and down on my cock was an easy task. Up and down I bounced her, letting her tits rub against my chest in the close confines, her mouth trying to mate to mine as I bounced her.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" she squealed softly as my fat cock impaled her time and again. "OHHHHH FUCK HERE IT COMES AGAIN!" she squealed as her body tensed, her legs clamping around my waist and her pussy clamping around my cock. I held her for long seconds before lifting her off my still hard shaft and setting her on the shower floor. She quickly turned the shower off and pulled me out of the stall, practically dragging me over to the weight bench. She pushed me back to sit on it and then knelt down between my legs quickly wrapping her lips around my hard cock.
"OH damn," I groaned as both her hands wrapped around my shaft and began sliding up and down, twisting as they went, her mouth around my head and her head bobbing up and down to stroke the last couple inches of my cock
"You like?" she asked, taking her mouth from my cock and taking a breath before returning to her efforts.
"Oh yeah," I grunted as she worked my cock.
Up and down her hands went, her mouth slurping and her tongue teasing my cock. I could feel my cock getting fatter and getting ready to explode yet again, a surprising third time for the day, and warned her.
"Oh good," she said quickly getting up and turning around. She backed herself up, reaching between her legs to find my cock and sat back on it, forcing it once again into her pussy. "Come on sweetie! Cum inside me again! Fill my hot little cunt with your juice!" She cooed, her hands holding my knees as she bounced her ass up and down, stroking my cock toward another climax.
"OH FUCK!" I groaned as my body jerked spewing cum up into her pussy. By the time I finished filling her with my third shot of the day I felt exhausted, and lay back gasping for air as she sat on me wiggling her ass, her fingers quickly flying back and forth across her own clit once again.
"Oh damn I'm almost there....Just another secoooonnnndddd!" she squeaked, her own fingers finishing what my cock had started. I was amazed that she could come so many times so quickly, having thought that women, like men, were somewhat limited in how soon and how many climaxes they could experience in a given time. Apparently my understanding was wrong.
"OH shit!" I grunted, practically lifting Tina off my lap at the sound of Jase coming in the house upstairs. If he followed his routine, he would head to his room upstairs first, but Tina didn't have a damn stitch of clothing down here to put on. "Come on," I said in a hushed tone, dragging her out of the workout room and down the hall to my room.
It only took a couple minutes before I heard his feet clomping down the stairs. By the sounds, I could tell he had headed to the workout room, which I expected. I quickly pulled on a pair of shorts and then handed a t-shirt to Tina, waiting for her to pull it on quickly. With the workout room just down the hall, I whispered that I'd go in to the workout room and get his attention away from the door so she could sneak past and head up the stairs.
The plan would have worked perfectly, well, it probably would have. I just overlooked one thing, a pair of red stockings, a red garter belt and a satin neck collar lying on the floor by the shower.
"Damn Scott! You taking to cross dressing?" he asked as I stepped into the room and found him standing by the shower holding up the stockings. "You been holding out on me?"
"Uh not me," I said as Tina made her move, walking as quickly and silently past the door as she could without realizing that Jase was still looking toward the door.
"Missus Jepson?" Jase called , seeing her scoot past the door.
"Hi Jase!" Tina said brightly, leaning her head in around the corner of the doorway.
"What are you doing here?"
"Oh, your mom and I decided to work out a bit earlier," she said evasively.
"Work out? Really?" Jase asked in disbelief, still holding the red stockings.
"Oh, you found my stockings! I wondered where I left them!" she said, scurrying in in her bare feet, my t-shirt fitting her like a short dress. She took the items from Jase's hands and then turned and headed back out. "See you boys later!" she called over her shoulder as she turned the corner and ran up the stairs.
"Wasn't that your t-shirt?" Jase asked me.
"Uh, yeah I think it was," I answered as I walked over to the weight bench and started loading weights on the bar.
Jase stood looking at me for long seconds in dead silence, "I don't even want to know," he said as he headed for the treadmill.
Jase isn't stupid by any means. I have no doubt that he figured out that Tina and I were...well...you know. But he seemed to be as cool about that as he was with her sister and me. If I had any doubt that he knew, it was erased a couple days later when Mrs. K and Tina were again out catching a few late afternoon sunbeams in the back yard while Jase and I were reclining on the little deck in the shade of the house, each of us working on homework. Unlike previous times though, Tina did what she had suggested that first day, she undid her top, making a production of letting it drop to the ground, leaving her laying in just the very tiny bottom.
"Damn. She does have a sweet set of tits, doesn't she?" Jase said quietly.
"Yeah, she does that," I answered.
"So, how is she, for a fuck I mean?"
"Well, she's a petite woman," I said evasively.
"Pretty tight huh?"
"Yeah, pretty."
"So what, she just came down and stripped off her clothes and jumped your bones?" Jase asked bluntly.
"More or less." I answered, not sure if he was mad at me or not.
"What about Amy? Don't you think that's kind of cheating on her?"
"I suppose it would be if Amy and I were hooked up formally. She's just interested in an occasional fling."
"She told you that?"
"Yeah, she did," I answered with a shrug.
"So what's with Missus Jepson?"
"Nothing. One time thing as far as I'm concerned," I answered.
"So you wouldn't mind if I just walked over there and asked her to fuck me?"
"You're welcome to it, if she says yes that is," I answered him. "Go for it if you want."
"Maybe I will," he said with a shrug.
After a long pause he was still sitting there, so I looked back over at him, "you gonna go try?"
"Maybe," he answered. "I suppose I should wait until my mom isn't there though."



"Why, afraid she might not like it?"
"Probably won't," he answered.
"Maybe I'll just go see if your mom wants to take her top off too!" I joked.
"Damn Scott. Really? You wanna check out my mom's tits?"
"Sure why not?"
"Kuz she's my mom dude!"
"And Missus J is your neighbor. You're not creeped out by looking at her tits."
"Well of course not, she's foxy. Besides, you've already seen her naked, and then some."
"Well then, why don't you go see if she wants to work out with you? You never know."
"You're crazy," Jase answered.
"Tell you what. I'll go over and ask her to take off her bottoms. Sound good? Then you can ask her if she wants to ride your pony."
"I'll bet you twenty bucks you don't have the balls to go ask her to strip for us."
"Really? Twenty bucks? Hell, that's the easiest money I'll ever make."
"She's gotta do it though!" Jase called as I got up and walked over to the ladies lying on the chairs.
"Hi Missus K. Hi Missus J," I said as I walked up.
"Hi Scottie. Enjoying the view?"
"We both are, but we'd like to see a bit more," I answered.
"So you're saying you want me to take the rest off too?" Tina asked with a grin. "And if I do?"
"Well I win twenty bucks, but Jase gets an eye full."
"Hmmmm Tell you what," she said, pushing herself up and climbing off the chair. "Why don't you take it off for me?"
"Sure," I said with a grin, my shorts already tenting out. I reached down to her hips and pulled the little bows there, tugging the material off so she was standing completely naked. She wrapped her arms around my neck and stood on her tip toes, pressing her lips to mine. I felt one arm leave my neck and slip between us, finding my shorts and slipping inside.
"Mmmmmm big cock time?" she asked.
"fraid not," I answered quietly.
"Too bad," she said. "I could use a good fuck this afternoon."
"Well, Jase might be up for it."
"Hmmmmm I might have to take you up on that," she said with a grin. "But for now, why don't we give him a nice little show," she said releasing me. She picked up the bikini top and gave it to me before she turned around and crawled onto the lounge chair and wiggled her ass at me, pushing her pussy out at me at the same time.
I reached out and gave her pussy a gentle little stroke, making her wiggle her ass back at me before I gave it a quick swat. "Thanks lover!" she called as I walked back toward Jase.
"I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it," Jase said as I plopped back down into my chair, tossing her bikini into his lap.
"She said she'd come over and get it from you when she went home in a little while," I told him as he looked over at her lying completely nude in the chair.
"Damn," he said quietly as I went back to my book.
It was half an hour or so later that Tina got up from her lounge chair and sauntered, still nude, over to us. "So, Jase, you have my bikini?"
"Uh yeah, I do!" he said looking up at her from where he sat. He picked the pieces up and held them out to her.
"Uh uh. Why don't you put it back on me?" she said with a grin. Without waiting for an answer she stepped around the lounge chair he was sitting in and lifted one foot, stretching it across the chair and setting it on the arm of the chair so that her shaved pussy was exposed and right at face level.
Jase had often been able to talk a good line, but as he sat there I could see his cheeks burning red with embarrassment.
"Oh come now, a big strong hansom man like you is embarrassed to put a bikini back on little ole me?" she asked with an improvised southern bell drawl.
"No. Not embarrassed at all." he said, suddenly putting the book aside and trying to sort out the strings on the little yellow bikini. He held out the top first.
"Well, that won't fit down there, but I can bring my breasts a bit closer if you want," Tina said, sliding her foot down off the arm as she slid onto the chair, quickly ending up wither legs splayed wide apart, each one supported by an arm of the chair, and her now widely spread pussy resting on his shorts covered hardon. She leaned her chest toward him and stuck it out, bringing her tits within inches of his face. "Make sure you get it on good. However you leave it is how I'm going home!"
"Um sure," he answered, reaching out tentatively to try and put the string around her back and tie it there. As he reached around he had to lean forward more, bringing his face even closer to her bare puffy nipples.
"Do you like my tits? I saw you staring at them. I hope they look as good up close as they do far away," she said, her arms crossed over her head to give him as much exposure to her naked body as she could. "You know, your mom told me I wasn't allowed to seduce you into having sex with me, but she didn't say I couldn't tease you a little," she said as she wiggled her hips slightly grinding her pussy against his hardon. "I wouldn't mind having that pressing against me without those shorts, though," she added.
"Uh yeah," Jase stammered, still trying to tie the string around her back.
She lowered one arm down to his lap and squeezed the part of his cock that wasn't trapped under her pussy through the athletic shorts he was wearing. "That does feel nice. You wouldn't mind if I just kind of ease it out of these shorts, would you?" she asked as she dropped her other arm and began trying to work his shorts down his hips enough to expose his hard cock.
"Got that one," Jase finally said as he moved his hands to around her neck to try and tie the other tie, the triangles of cloth half covering her tits.
"You better make sure those are all covered. You wouldn't want me walking home exposed, would you?" She said sweetly as she lifted herself slightly using the arms of the chair with her legs and one arm pushing down on the padded seat between his legs. The other hand worked the front of his shorts down far enough to hook the material under his balls and set her pussy down on his now exposed cock.
"Oh damn," he groaned quietly as he tried to adjust her bikini top to cover her breasts while holding the strings behind her neck with his other hand. "I don't know how you girls do this."
"Oh the top? It takes practice. I can let you practice all you want if you want me to," she said sweetly, rocking her hips to grind her pussy against his bare shaft.
"Uh sure," he said again, bringing his other hand up to tie the string now that he had the triangles of cloth in place. It took him at least a full minute with shaking hands to tie the string and bring his hands down.
"Awwww. I guess you have to put the bottoms on me now. Give me a second and I'll move for you."
"No hurry," Jase groaned slightly.
Tina flashed me a devious little smile as she rocked her hips rubbing her pussy up his cock until his head disappeared between her lips. After a few rocks on his shaft she lifted herself up and moved to her knees, one on each side of his hips, her pussy staring him in the face. "You know, your mother said you were a grown man and able to look at a naked woman if you wanted to, but she didn't want me to take advantage of you, so I can't do what I'd like to right now, which is to reach down to that hard cock and just sit right down on it. Too bad Linda is sitting right over there or I might be tempted to try it anyway. But since she is, I'll just let you put my bikini back on me....but maybe another time I'll let you take them back off."
"Oh damn," Jase muttered as he stared at her pussy. His hands were actually shaking slightly as he reached out and tried to fit the tiny piece of cloth over her wet pussy. It took several tries of his hand sliding between her legs before he managed to tie the first string around her thigh. He slid his hand between her legs again to try and situate the material, his hand captured by hers and pulled tightly to her wet pussy.
"Mmmmmmm you know, women like to have their pussies played with too," she cooed softly before letting go of his hand with a giggle. "Scottie knows how to play with a pussy, don't you Scottie?"
"Uh huh," I answered quietly, starting to feel a bit bad at how embarrassed Jase seemed to be. I know he's not a virgin, but I was beginning to wonder just how many of his "stories" were hot air.
"Mmmmm thank you kind sir!" Tina said sweetly when Jase had finally finished tying the strings. She stepped off of the chair and stood next to it, leaning down to give him a kiss on the cheek. "Maybe we can work out some time soon," she cooed softly before standing up. "See you Linda!" she called loudly before giving me a wink and heading off into the house.
"Damn," Jase said breathlessly. "That woman is one hot mama!"
"Yeah, she is that!" I agreed. "Good thing your mom was here or she would have been on you like white on rice."
"And she wasn't already?"
"Uh uh. Just trust me when I say she's a lot more woman than either of us are used to handling!"
"Yeah, that's for sure," Jase said, shaking his head and looking back to see if Mrs. Jepson was gone. "You know, I bet she's pretty wild in bed."
"She's pretty wild out of bed, that's for damn sure," I answered him with a chuckle, turning back to my book. I wondered if Mrs. K would be paying me a visit later tonight. I know I was horny as hell now.
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I love my wife. Truly I do. I guess you have to in order to stick by each other for more than thirty years. That doesn't mean that it's been a rose garden, in fact that is a very apt description. It looks beautiful and it is enjoyable, but if you wade into it you will see that there are many small thorns hidden beneath the flowers. Actually, some of those thorns are not as small as they would seem.
In most of our life we fit each other well, the one big thorn has always been the difference in sex lives. When we were young we were like rabbits, after our first born she slowed down, after the second more, and by the time three and four had come down the road.... Well I was still always horny and she was....well less so. I love her, I think she is still beautiful, even for a fifty year old woman. I get a hard-on when she gets in the shower, I get a hard-on when she gets naked at night to get ready for bed, I get a hard-on when I see her in a swim suit, I get a hard-on when.....well you get the idea. But she didn't have the same drive as I did, and that got even worse when she had to have surgery to remove those parts that were responsible for creating the hormones that drive that.
The doctor said with the right hormone therapy, blah blah blah. I wanted her to explore that, she didn't. Needless to say, our sex lives had dwindled to once every month or two....not a good situation. It had to come to a head sooner or later, and well, it finally did. It wasn't a pretty fight. My wife is half Italian and has that temper, I'm half German and very hard headed. Together we have some spectacular shouting matches, which is exactly why we don't live in the city. This fight was no different. Things were shouted that shouldn't have been even said, implications made, that sort of thing. In the end nothing was solved and both of us ended up hurting.
She complained that I spent too much time thinking about sex and trying to entice her to have some, and I complained that I was getting tired of being shunned every time I tried to entice her. In the end I stormed out, declaring that when she finally decided she wanted to have sex she could come ask, that I was done asking. I suppose I also left the implication that if she didn't come ask soon I might have to start looking for other places to get that release. Needless to say our relationship has been a bit chilly for the last few months. Don't get me wrong, we still hug and kiss and say I love you, but bedtime is like there is an invisible wall between us in bed.
Over a fishing rod, Joe and I had commiserated more than once on the state of our sex lives. My wife Nancy and his wife Lisa are best friends, which is how we got to know each other. Over the years we have become good friends and spent many a day off at some lake fishing. Just knowing I wasn't the only one struggling with this in my marriage, even though they had been at it ten years less than we had, allowed me to vent my frustrations in a place that I knew wouldn't come back to bite me later, and the same for Joe.
As the weekend approached Joe and I planned on heading to the lake for a two day fishing tournament. Our bags were ready, the boat was ready, everything was in place to take off Friday night for the lake. I came home from work and was surprised to see my duffel bag not sitting where I had left it, in fact, what was sitting there was a large suitcase.
"Hon? What's up?" I asked my wife as she walked down the hall dressed in a dress and heels, something she rarely wears unless we're headed out for something extremely special. "Going somewhere?"
"Actually WE are," she answered as she walked to the big rolling suit case.
"Oh? Well, um, okay. I can change plans and re-pack." I answered in confusion. Had I forgotten something? Special date, trip? I couldn't think of anything.
"No need. I took care of everything."
"Oh, well I better let Joe know." I said, reaching for my cell phone as she walked past.
"No need Lisa's already told him." She said as she headed out the door to our SUV.
"Oh?" I asked, even more confused.
"Uh huh. They're going with us." She said parking the big suitcase at the back of the car. "You going to put this in or do I have to do that too?"
"Uh, sure." I said, stepping up to the suitcase as the back of the car motored open. I lifted the suitcase into the back, closed the liftgate and walked around to get into the driver's seat, but my wife was already in it. With a shrug I walked around the other side and got in the passenger seat. My wife could be every bit as stubborn as I could be, and she would tell me what was going on when she was ready, and nothing I could say would prompt her to tell me sooner. I sat in the car as we drove across town, finally pulling into Joe and Lisa's drive about fifteen minutes later. To my surprise Lisa stepped out of the house wearing a plain gray skirt and white button down blouse, Joe following behind looking as confused as I felt.
I got out and put the suitcase Joe was pulling into the back and went back to get in the front passenger seat, finding Lisa already sitting in it. With a silent "Damned if I know!" gesture to Joe I climbed in the back passenger seat, leaving him to walk around and get into the driver's side.
It was a long mostly quiet three hour drive before my wife pulled our SUV into the drive through port of a large hotel in KC. We made one quick stop for dinner on the way, and other than ordering, both the girls had refused to say much of anything. I still had no idea what was going on. I unloaded the luggage while my wife went in and checked us into the hotel with a reservation I presumed she had already made. It was a pretty busy place, with a large number of couples going in and out, many of the women, ranging significantly in age from mid-twenties to sixties in quite revealing and sexy outfits.
"Let's go." My wife said, tossing the keys to the valet to park the car. I followed her in, pulling our suitcase with Joe following behind me with their suitcase. We rode up the elevator in silence and followed the ladies down the hall to a door. My wife slid the access card into the lock and pushed the door open. I expected Lisa to head to another door, but to my surprise, she followed my wife into the room.
I looked at Joe and shrugged, following them into the room. It was a large suite with two large king sized beds, a sofa, a couple over stuffed lounge chairs, a table with four chairs around it. I glanced into the bathroom, which was almost as large as some hotel rooms I'd been in. It had a large Jacuzzi tub in one corner, a huge glassed in shower stall, of course a toilet and a long counter with two sinks built in.
"Okay boys. Sit!" My wife said sharply, pointing to the sofa.
When my wife had a mad on you didn't argue, it simply didn't do any good, and while she didn't seem mad, she was clearly holding something inside. Joe and I sat on the sofa as directed, Lisa standing next to my wife six or seven feet away from us.
"Michael, " my wife started, using my full name, something she didn't do unless she were pissed at me. "You've been badgering me about sex for years, complaining that I wasn't giving you enough, wanting me to be more playful, more suggestive, more experimenting, and so on. I've had enough. Joe hasn't been much better. Well, Lisa and I have deiced that we're going to show you just exactly what you wanted all this time. You want us to be slutty little bitches, well we can be slutty little bitches. You want us to show more skin? A flash of pussy or tit? Well honey, you're going to get it. Of course it doesn't come without a price. You want us to show off, then you're also going to have to put up with other guys ogling those parts, not just you. And if one decides to touch us...well we may just let them. And this is the place to do it. This weekend is swingers weekend here. I'm sure I won't have any trouble finding some hot sexy guy to ogle me or feel me up.
"Wait!" I started to object.
"Shush!" She snapped. "These are the rules. Rule 1, you can touch whoever you want and we can have whoever we want do whatever we want them to to us. Rule 2, everything will be done with both of us in the same room. That means that if I let some guy play with my pussy, you're going to be watching. Rule 3, you will follow all of our directions to the letter. One complaint, one backtalk, one bitch about how we're acting or what we're doing and we pack up and go home, no matter what time or where we are. Is that clear?"
I looked at Joe who looked as stunned as I did.
"No arguments, good. You stay sitting right there until I tell you you can move." My wife said, spinning on her heels and walking toward the bathroom, Lisa following close behind.
"Holy crap! What got into Nancy?" Joe asked quietly.
"What got into either of them. I didn't see Lisa objecting to anything either. Whatever they have planned, they've cooked up together." I said as I heard water start running in the bathroom.
My wife and Lisa came back out a few moments later and walked back to where they had started. Nancy looked over at her best friend, the two exchanging a look that said, determination? Then they looked back at us and without a word started undressing. Lisa unzipped the back of my wife's dress and then turned back to face us unbuttoning her blouse as my wife let the dress slide down her body, leaving her in heels, a pair of bikini panties and the big heavy bra she wore to keep her double D tits corralled. You could have knocked me over with a feather when she reached behind her back, undid the clasp of the bra and then shrugged it off, letting her big tits swing out fully exposed in front of both of us. Lisa had just shrugged off the blouse as my wife skimmed her panties down unceremoniously, exposing her full curly brown bush, which Joe was staring at openly.
As far as I knew, other than a doctor, Joe was the first guy besides myself to see her naked since we got married over thirty years ago. It felt kind of funny to have Joe staring at her like this. That thought was somewhat muted though as Lisa dropped the skirt around her ankles and stepped out of it, leaving her in a thong panty and tight lace bra, pressing her C cup breasts together. I'd seen her in bikini's before, so this wasn't a particularly significant increase in what I could see, at least not until she flicked the catch on her bra and shrugged it off, letting it slide down her arms to land on the floor. Her tits were surprisingly firm looking, sticking much more out than drooping down, with large round areola and nipples that seemed to be growing harder by the second. She pushed the panties down, stepping out of them and then stepping out of her heels to leave her completely nude in front of us.
With a little smirk on her face, my wife and Lisa turned and walked toward the bathroom, their naked butts wiggling intentionally. "you boys can get naked and join us any time you want." My wife said just before they disappeared into the bathroom.
"Damn!" Joe whispered.
"Yeah. You know, your wife looks pretty hot. I thought you were complaining her tits weren't big enough." I said as I stood up and started peeling off my shirt.
"Nothing like your wife's. God she has big tits!" He said as he stood up and started unbuttoning his shirt. "She looks pretty damn hot."
"Yeah, it's all that working out she does. She's got a little extra weight, but not too much."
"Just the right amount from what I could see." He said as he pushed his pants and briefs down in one shot.
"Uh huh. Lisa has a pretty petite body for the size of her boobs. Nice shape. No wonder you're always horny for her."
"Not bad, but I just wish she'd show it off for me a bit more."
"Looks like she may show it off to a lot more than you."
"Yeah, your wife too. Hell, I've never even seen her in less than a one piece swim suit." Joe said as he pulled off his socks. "Ready?"
"Yeah, might as well see what else they have cooked up for us." I said as I stood up, slightly embarrassed by the hard-on I had poking out lewdly. We walked in to find both our wives in the swirling jacuzi tub, a thick film of bubbles across the top of the water.
"About time you two got here." My wife chastised.
"Sorry, we got undressed as fast as we could." I answered as I slipped into the water, thankfully hiding my rock hard cock which Lisa was staring at unabashedly. I slid into the water next to my wife and Joe settled next to his.
"You know Lisa, my husband has been after me for years to go shaved. What do you think?"
"Yeah, mine too. Not sure what the draw there is. Suppose there's anything too it? I know one of the ladies at work is always shaved and says it feels really sexy, especially when her husband is shaving her." Lisa answered.
"Do you suppose we should try it?" My wife asked.
"Sure, why not. Our husbands could shave us." Lisa answered brightly.
"Ok. I think I'll go first if you don't mind." My wife said, standing in the swirling water and letting the foamy bubbles slide down her body. I started to get up too, but she reached out a hand for Joe. "So Joe, how do you feel about shaving my pussy?"
"Uh, sure!" Joe answered noncommittally, looking at me standing next to my wife being ignored.
"Good, come on then. We can do it right over here." She said, stepping out of the tub and over to the big counter. She turned and sat her butt on the edge of the counter and lifted her legs up, hooking her heels on the edge of the counter top, leaning back against the big mirror on the wall behind the sinks. With her knees up and her legs spread her pussy was fully exposed, her pink inner lips protruding as they usually do, her curly brown pubic hair covered in slowly disappearing bubbles, exposing more and more of her to us with each passing minute.
I shrugged to Joe and sat back down in the water.
"Well, come on. Don't tell me you've never wanted to see my pussy. I know you've been lusting after my tits."
"I haven't...." Joe started to protest.
"Uh uh. I know better. Lisa told me all about how she caught you jacking off one time mumbling about how sexy my tits were and that you were going to cream all over em. If you do a really good job maybe I'll let you." My wife said.
"Go on." I mouthed to Joe. He finally got out of the water and stepped over to my wife. I slid over into where he had been, next to Lisa, to watch my wife being shaved.
My wife kept up a constant battery of sexy little comments to him as he slowly and methodically worked the curls off my wife, frequently rinsing the razor in the sink next to them. "That feels nice. You have a nice gentle touch. Ohhhh I like it when you touch there..." and so on. I suspected the whole idea was to make me feel jealous. Joe, for his part did a very careful job shaving her, but seemed quite nervous about touching her.
"Very nice!" My wife said, rubbing her now bald pussy with a towel and playing with her pussy lips. "Very nice indeed. I do think you need a reward. Would you like to cum on my big titties? You can, I'll let you squirt all over 'em."
"Uh, not right now I don't think." He answered.
"Awww down be shy. You know you want to." My wife said, sliding off the counter. "What do you think honey? Should I jack him off all over my tits?"
"Whatever you want sweetie. This is your game, remember?"
"You're right it is!" She said as she squatted down in front of Joe, both hands reaching out for his cock. She began to slowly stroke his shaft, both hands working up and down the length of his cock, her hands twisting back and forth as the moved. "You like that?" She cooed as she worked. "You wanna squirt your hot cum all over my body? Watch your cum dripping down off my big fat titties? MMMMM why don't you play with them while I stroke your hard cock? Just reach down and squeeze them. I like having my nipples squeezed, but not too hard." She said softly, stroking his cock while his hands reached down and cupped both of her tits.
I had to admit I was very turned on, and when I felt a hand slide into my lap under the water, I returned the favor, slipping a hand between Lisa's legs. We sat watching our spouses, our own hands busy under the swirling bubbles, her hand sliding up and down my shaft while I slowly stroked a finger up between her fat outer lips, teasing across her clit and then pushing back down again. She spread her legs as wide as the tub would allow, and suppressed a soft moan as my finger invaded deeper into her, pushing into her tunnel.
"There you go. You're going to cum aren't you?" My wife asked my groaning best friend.
"Uh huh," Joe grunted.
"That's it. Don't close your eyes now.... Just watch your hard cock shoot your cum all over my slutty titties. Cream 'em real good. I want to see your cum dripping and sliding all the way down until it drips off my big hard nipples!"
"Oh shit!" Joe grunted, a huge gush of thick white cum lancing out from his cock and splattering on her right tit. Again and again his cock spurted, pumping more and more of his jizz onto her chest until his cock began to soften in her hands.
"Ohhhh yeah. Did you see that honey? He squirted all over my tits. Does that turn you on? Did you like seeing another man squirt on these tits? Tits that only you've seen in how many years?" She said as she stood up. She stepped into the tub and sank down into the water, gently washing off the cum from her breasts.
"Your turn." Lisa said huskily, standing up and climbing out of the tub. She sat herself where my wife had been, pulling her feet up and spreading her knees wide.
"Nice looking pussy! I always wondered what it looked like under those little bikini's you wore when we went boating." I said, admiring her full rounded outer lips, with just the slightest hint of her soft pink inner lips protruding. With the suds now dissipated from her body, I had a chance to admire all her traits, including her firm round breasts and rock hard nipples. I grinned at her as I sprayed some shaving cream on her mound and then set the can aside. With one hand I gently massaged her pussy, rubbing the foaming cream around her pussy and mound while I reached my other up to her chest, gently squeezing one of her firm breasts. I let her nipple stick out between my fingers as my other hand continued to massage her pussy. "I suppose I should shave you now."
"Ohhhh uh huh." She moaned softly as squeezed her nipple before pulling my hand back.
I worked carefully, slowly removing her blond curls from her mound, the fingers of my other hand continually stroking her pussy and teasing it in to stroke her clit. As I worked farther down her pussy I had to kneel down, allowing me to slide one finger deep into her pussy and stroke the top of her tunnel while allowing my thumb to rub circles around her clit when I wasn't using it to move or pull her lips to allow me to get every bit of her hair. Finished, I gently rinsed her off, leaving my finger inside her pussy.
"Want me to get you off?" I whispered as I stood up between her legs.
"Uh huh." Lisa moaned. "Please."
I leaned my head down to her soft breast and sucked the whole front of her tit into my mouth, running my tongue around and around her hard nipple, my thumb rubbing circles around her clit in time with my tongue.
"Oh shit. I'm going to cum!" She squeaked softly. "God I want your cock in me. Put your cock in me! Oh Nancy, let him put it in me."
"Hey, it's your shave and he's your barber. That's up to you!" My wife said from the tub behind us.
I pulled my finger from her pussy and pressed my rock hard cock to her lips, pressing my head into her only an inch or two before I returned my thumb to her clit. No longer able to reach my face to her chest, I moved my free hand to one tit and began massaging it as I slowly stroked my cock into her in tiny short little strokes, working my fat shaft deeper and deeper into her.



"Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Oh god. Oh shit oh shit oh shit! I'm going to cum!" She cried suddenly, her whole body tensing and her pussy convulsing around my shaft. "Uhhhh Uhhhh fuck!" She squealed as I continued to stroke her clit. I stroked my cock in and out, sliding wetly into her pussy and then withdrawing until only my head was inside her. I could feel that I was going to come any second, and apparently she sensed it as well. She pushed me back, causing me to come completely out of her. As I stroked forward she captured my cock in her hands and guided me up so that my shaft was on her freshly shaved mound, her hands stroking wildly up and down as my hips continued to stroke, driving my cock along her smooth skin and into her hands.
"Ohhhh shit. Here it comes!" I grunted as my body convulsed, driving my cock as far as it would go and pressing my balls against her wet pussy. My cock surged a gush of hot white cum that lanced up and landed in a long string across her left breasts from her belly button to her shoulder. Time and again my body jerked, depositing more of my cum onto her. I could hear my wife's soft moans as well, her low long groan of orgasm escaping her lips as I stood between Lisa's legs, my chest heaving to catch my breath. I watched her, sitting in the water with Joe next to her, one of her big tits in his mouth and apparently a hand under the water in her pussy.
"Thank you." Lisa whispered before pushing me away. She slid off the counter and stepped gingerly to the tub and slipped back into the water. I followed behind, my now soft dick trailing a streamer of cum as I stepped over the edge of the tub.
"Well, now we're all shaved. I think we should go shopping tomorrow. We need a new dress for the party tomorrow night." My wife said to no one in particular. "You'll take me shopping won't you sweetie?"
"Sure, why not?" I answered, wondering just what she had in mind.
We lounged in the tub for another fifteen or so minutes and then we all got out of the tub, and dried off and headed off to bed, my wife and I in one bed and Joe and his wife in the other. The lights hadn't been of too long before you could hear the sounds of sex in Joe and Lisa's bed.
"Wanna screw?" I whispered to my wife.
"Not tonight. You'll get plenty tomorrow I'm sure." She said as she rolled over naked in the bed, putting her back toward me.
With a groan of frustration I rolled over as well and did my best to fall asleep, my mind filled with the sensations and images of screwing Lisa on the counter.



        Lessons Ch. 02

        Wives take the guys on a surprising shopping trip.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/lessons-ch-02-6

Title: Lessons Ch. 02

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Wives take the guys on a surprising shopping trip.

Tags: 

Series: Lessons


The sun was already shining in the tenth floor window when I woke up, my wife snuggled against me, still naked. "About time you woke up." She said softly.
"Been up long?" I whispered.
"Long enough." She said, rubbing her hand along my morning woody.
"I see. Wanna do something with it?" I asked, very interested in some morning sex, as usual.
"Maybe." She said quietly before raising her voice to call over to Lisa in the other bed. "You guys awake?"
"Yeah, just laying here pretending to sleep while I stroke my man's hard cock." Lisa answered. "Is it time to get up already?"
"Fraid so. You want to shower first, or let us have it?"
"Oh I have a better idea. First ones to cum get the shower first." Lisa said, pushing the blanket off of them and rolling herself up to straddle Joe's hips. His cock was already hard and she wasted no time in guiding it to her pussy and feeding it into her as she settled herself down on it.
"Oh yeah." Joe groaned. "Wish I could wake up like this every day!"
"Come on lover, you're not going to let them get the shower first, are you?" My wife said as she pushed the covers back. I hadn't ever had sex in front of anyone before yesterday, and to be honest, the thought of having it in the same room as Joe and Lisa was kind of exciting. I didn't have long to think about it though, as my wife was rolling over to settle her wet pussy against my cock. She slid herself forward until my rock hard, and gently pulsating, cock was no longer trapped between our bodies. As she pushed back she arched her back and pushed against my mushroom head, forcing it to engage into her tunnel and then slowly sink it into her to its hilt.
"Ohhhh," I groaned softly as she began to rock herself on her knees, slowly stroking herself up and down my shaft. "That feels good."
"Uh huh." My wife grunted as she slowly picked up speed, her pussy plunging on and off my rock hard shaft.
I looked over and saw Lisa bouncing wildly on Joe, her small firm tits bouncing surprisingly much as her bare ass slapped loudly against his hips, her moans punctuating her actions periodically. Joe was busy watching as well, but not his wife, rather my wife's big tits as they swung back and forth with each new stroke onto my cock, her hanging udders brushing along my chest, her hard nipples stimulated further by the way they were dragging across my chest and bouncing over my nipples.
"Come on sweetie. Come for me!" My wife coaxed as she bounced harder.
I moved my hands from where they were riding on her hips, sliding one down between us and the other up to cup one of her wildly swinging tits. I clamped my fingers on her hard nipple and allowed her swinging breast to pull it to and fro beneath her, drawing a quick gasp of surprise from her. My other hand slid down, palm up, between us, and found her clit, letting her own strokes ride her clit up and down my finger, stroking her hard nub with each of her own strokes. "Oh damn." She muttered as her legs trembled slightly.
"FUCK YES!" Lisa screamed from the other bed, drawing my attention as her whole body, now upright on her husband's lap, shuddered in time with the strong jerks practically lifting her off the bed.
"We win." Lisa panted, her chest heaving and little trickles of sweat rolling down her body and over her perky little tits.
"Rrrrrrrrrr" my wife growled suddenly, her body going rigid on me and her pussy contracting around me in little grabbing spasms, her orgasm washing over her body.
I was so close too....I held her hips and bounced my ass on the bed, bouncing her as well so she continued to ride up and down my cock. "Almost." I groaned as I tried to pound my cock onto my wife.
"Not going to work." My wife grunted, suddenly pulling herself off of me. She turned herself around to face the foot of the bed and pushed her ass in the air, with her head nearly laying on the bed. I knew this position well from many years with her. I crawled onto my knees between her legs and fed my cock back into her wet tunnel, grabbing onto her hips and sliding in and out so my thighs slapped her bare ass loudly.
Lisa walked over and stood in front of me, teasing me by tugging her nipples and squeezing her firm round tits with one hand, her other hand sliding down to her shaved mound, her fingers diving between her legs and drawing out again, showing me her glistening slickened fingers. "Sorry you guys didn't win." She chided with a grin.
"Uhhh Yeah." I grunted as the tingle in my balls overtook everything else and my cock spurted into my wife's pussy. "Damn." I panted as she turned and walked away, my body still jerking and pumping cum into my wife's hot tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh damn." I panted, rolling back onto the bed and uncorking the flood contained in my wife.
"I'm surprised. I would have figured we'd win that one." My wife said, crawling around to lay her head on my chest.
"Me too. Now we have to wait for the shower, huh?"
"Well, we're supposed to, but I suppose we could join them. As long as you don't mind Joe fondling my tits some more. You know he will."
"Then I'll just have to fondle Lisa," I said as I rolled off the bed.
The shower stall was more than large enough for the four of us, but even then it took nearly half an hour before we were all sufficiently clean and fondled to get out, the ladies refusing to allow any further sex. We all dried off and then Joe and I were instructed to get dressed in slacks and shirts the ladies pulled from the big roll around suit cases. Sitting on the sofa with the girls still nude, we watched them start to dress. Each of them began putting on stockings, sliding their hands over and over up their legs, working the sexy material up until the ruffled tops were nearly touching their wet pussy lips.
"You know. I just can't wear these," My wife said, holding up the plain white bikini panties. "What do you think Lisa?"
"Yeah, I feel the same way. These just aren't sexy enough." She agreed, holding up a pair of her own underwear, which I found to be quite sexy little panties. Together they tossed the panties into our laps and the two picked up their skirts, stepping into them and sliding them up. They left no doubt that they were intending to go pantieless and they wanted us to know it.
They put on their bra's and shirts, the two of them already looking pretty damn sexy to me.
We followed them down to have a late breakfast at the restaurant in the hotel. It was hard to really concentrate on the conversation, partly because I knew my wife was sitting without panties and partly because every few minutes the two of them would hike their skirts up a little higher. After while I had no doubt that anyone who wanted to, and happened to look over at our table, would be looking at our wives bare pussies! Of course that didn't actually seem to be that unusual this morning. From where I was sitting I could see no less than ten couples who's female member was dressed scantily, sexily, or sluttily. No less than three of these were very clearly making eyes at me and two of those were going out of their way to flash their pussies at me.
"No extracurricular activities," My wife said quietly, realizing that I was being teased by the temptresses.
I continued to look admiringly at the two ladies who were trying to attract my attention until one of them got up, set her napkin aside and walked brazenly right up to me. She squatted down, spreading her knees so that I could see her entire pussy up close, reached a hand out for one of mine and pulled it to her breast, squeezing it against her chest and her obviously unbridled breasts. Once she had my hand on her thin material covered chest, she reached to my crotch and rubbed my already hard cock.
"Maybe later we can find a little time to play?" The petite little redhead said quietly, with a wink.
"Maybe." I answered as she got up and walked back toward their table, her hands sliding the little skirt she wore up over her ass so that I had a clear view of her creamy white cheeks the whole way across the room.
"I think it's time to go shopping," My wife said after the somewhat younger woman sat back down at her table, and flashed me yet another smile.
"Um, sure." I said, getting up to follow my wife out of the restaurant. We waited for the valet to retrieve our SUV and then all climbed in, my wife once again driving. We eventually pulled into the parking lot of a large mall and Joe and I followed our wives inside. My wife seemed to know exactly where she was headed, leading us to a dress shop deep in the mall. They found seats for us that faced the bank of changing rooms across a wall in the back of the store and then proceeded to browse the racks for several items each that they went to try on.
One at a time our wives stepped out of the changing rooms with a variety of dresses ranging from the sexy to tantalizing to downright slutty. In the end, partly based on our reactions, my wife chose a short sleeved shoulderless sweater dress that fit loosely over her body from the snug neckline, well much lower than neck line, down to the snug fitting bottom hem that reached almost to her mid thigh. I couldn't help but groan after she modeled that particular dress for me, stepping into the changing room and bending over to take her heels back off, her pussy completely exposed by the short dress as she did so.
Her second choice was a very short blue halter dress that was quite flowing, including the nearly waist deep cut down the front of the dress that allowed most of her bare breasts to be exposed if she moved too quickly. The skirt portion only came to mid thigh, but any quick movement allowed the material to billow up, exposing a lot more than I would ever expect her to allow.
Lisa selected a strapless dress with the top made of spandex that hugged her chest, and half way down her firm tummy, where it met with a flowing multi layer skirt made of semi sheer material. As she moved, if the light was just right, you could practically see all the way through, while at other times it was quite opaque. She most certainly wouldn't want to wear it in the bright sunlight!
Her second selection was a tight red spandex dress that was also strapless. Actually it looked more like a long tube of spandex with a few pleats in it than a dress. I had little doubt that if someone wanted they could easily bunch the whole thing around her waist, leaving her breasts and pussy completely exposed, but maybe that was her idea all along.
Since there was practically no one in the shop besides us and one other younger couple, it didn't take long to check out our items. My wife asked the clerk if she minded if she changed into one of her new dresses and we all walked back to the changing rooms again, finding the young man standing against a rack waiting for his girlfriend or wife to try on some outfits. My wife stepped into one of the changing rooms and leaving the door wide open, began to undress. I stared as she stood nude except for the stockings and heels, in full view of the young man, Joe and myself, slowly pulling on the halter dress. By the time she was dressed my cock was again rock hard. With a grin Lisa upped the ante by standing right next to us, undressing and changing into the spandex dress without even bothering to use the changing room. I thought the guy was going to just pull out his hardon and start whacking off right there when she bent over at the waist to put her now discarded clothes into one of her bags, the short skirt material pulling half way up her ass so her pussy was completely exposed to him.
"Now we need some new under clothes." My wife announced, giving the young man a wink before walking away from the changing area. It was clear that whether she was enjoying it or not, she was intent on playing up the slut factor to the max.
With a shrug to Joe, I followed behind as my wife led our little group out of the store and down the mall to a lingerie shop. She spent the next few minutes looking at a wide variety of panties and bra's finally picking several panties and a rather interesting bra. She stepped into a changing room and came back a few moments later, her halter top down around her waist and her breasts encased in the bra. The lower half was a very open lace material and the top was a see through silky feeling mesh. As she modeled the bra in front of a mirror, it was obvious that her nipples and areola were clearly exposed to anyone walking by the store. She finally chose to buy the bra, slipped it off and replaced the top of her dress without bothering to go into the dressing room at all. I began to wonder if she was getting off on the almost constant exposures.
"Oh look at those!" My wife says, stopping at a shoe store window and looking at a pair of stiletto heels. "I've always wanted a pair of "fuck me" shoes like that!"
"They are sexy." Lisa chimed in. "That sales boy isn't bad either!" She said, looking through the front window to the twenty something year old shoe salesman leaning on the counter.
"You're right. You boys wait here." My wife said as she walked into the shoe store, Lisa following behind.
"You don't suppose..." I said quietly to Joe as we watched our wives settle into chairs facing away from the front of the store, the shoe boy quickly stepping over in front of them. My wife clearly was describing the shoes in the window. We couldn't hear her words from where we were, but we could certainly see her lift her stocking covered foot up and rest it against his crotch. He clearly stammered, his eyes running down her leg to the edge of her skirt that had to now be exposing her pussy to him. He moved her foot and scurried away, coming back with a stool and a measuring device.
As we watched she put her foot on the device he was resting on the sloped front of the stool, her knee cocked high. He was clearly staring at her pussy as he fumbled with the sliding parts of the foot measuring thing, my wife making no effort at all to divert his gaze or cover her pussy. He finally got up and scurried away, coming back a few moments later with a box. He sat back down again, and pulled out one of the shoes, sliding it onto her foot and then slowly, nervously, sliding his hand up her leg. We watched his fingers stroke up her hose covered leg to her knee, turn the corner and start sliding down her thigh toward her stocking top and bare pussy.
We didn't need subtitles to tell by my wife's actions that his fingers had indeed found her pussy and was playing with it. She leaned back, pushing her ass toward the edge of the chair for him and then spread the top of her dress to expose both of her huge bare tits for him. He sat for several minutes, stroking my wife's pussy with one hand and fondling her tits with the other until I saw her leg tremble slightly, clearly having an orgasm at the stranger's hands.
She finally stood up, with both shoes now on, walking to and fro until she finally decided to purchase them. Once he was behind the counter, hidden from the waist down, she stepped around behind the counter and wrapped an arm around his waist, her hand apparently working to undo his pants.
The look on his face told us all we needed to know. My wife was standing in plain view of us, Lisa on this side of the counter, her on the other, stroking the shoe boy's cock behind the counter.
"SHIT!" we heard him suddenly grunt, audible even through the glass as he was clearly climaxing, his cum probably spraying everything behind the counter.
My wife walked around the counter, got out her credit card and paid for her purchase, the shoe boy still breathing heavily as he ran up the transaction.
"Well, that was fun." My wife said as she came out of the store. "Always wondered if the stories of women doing that were true. Seems they were."
I knew better than to say a word as I followed her down the mall toward the exit we had come in by. I expected to go back to the hotel but my wife had other ideas as she pulled into another store. We got out of the car and she led us into a swimwear shop.
"Hello. I need to get a couple men's swim suits!" My wife told the thirty something oriental looking woman behind the counter.
"Of course. Right this way!" She said stepping out and heading down the aisle. "Would you like something traditional, like trunks, or more like a speedo for lap swimming?"
"Oh definitely not trunks." Lisa said from behind my wife.
"Well, we have a wide selection of speedo style suits right here." She said, stepping to a rack near the back of the shop. "What size do we need?"
"I'm really not sure, they're for our husbands." My wife said, motioning to us standing behind them.
"I see. Well, we can measure them if you'd like."
"That would be best. Although that might not be too accurate with their slacks on. "Do you have a place where they can take them off to let you get a better measurement?"
The young lady looked at my wife, Lisa and then back to the two of us, a small grin finally crossing her lips. I'm sure my wife didn't think I'd catch the almost imperceptible nod my wife returned. "Of course, there are changing rooms back here." She said leading us to a group of four curtained booths.
"Why don't you boys strip down to your briefs so this sweet young lady can measure you properly." My wife said with a grin.
I stepped into the booth and started taking off my shirt, only to be joined by my wife a few moments later. "I just thought I'd check and see if you needed any help." My wife said, pulling the top of her dress apart and exposing both of her big tits. She knew damn well that looking at her tits would have me hard in no time, and as I got undressed, it was obvious that was exactly what had happened. My cock was rock hard and barely contained in the skimpy bikini briefs she had me wearing. I honestly didn't know how my eight and a half inches wasn't sticking out the top yet.
"That should do." My wife said, closing the front of her dress and turning to push the drape wide open. "NO point being bashful, once you put one of these suits on you're going to be showing at least this much."
"Goodness." The little oriental woman breathed a she knelt down in front of me. She wrapped her tape measure around my waist and measured, her fingers brushing accidently against my cock inside the briefs.
"Oh damn." I muttered as the head of my cock suddenly slipped out of the waistband and stuck several inches out the top, fully exposed to her.
"Hmmmm this could be hard to contain." The young lady said, getting up and walking toward a rack. She came back a few moments later with a bright blue swim suit that actually looked smaller than my underwear was. "Here you go sir," She said with a smile.
"Thanks." I answered taking the tiny blue suit from her. I started to reach up and close the curtain, but my wife stopped it mid slide.
"It's ok honey. She won't mind, besides, she's already seen most of it anyway."
"Uh. You sure?" I asked my wife hesitantly.
"Uh huh. No complaints, remember?"
"Okay," I said with a nervous sigh, hooking my thumbs into the underwear and pushing them down. I was standing there, completely naked, when the little bell on the front door tinkled merrily.
"I'll be right back." The sales girl said, scurrying away to meet her new customers while I stepped into the tight swim suit material.
"Man you're gonna look funny in those." Joe kidded from where he was standing in just his underwear.
"Not as funny as you." Lisa said as she handed him a mens thong bathing suit to put on. "Why don't you try this? You don't have as big a cock to cover, so this should work."
"That's what you get," I joked as I tried to stuff my hardon into the top of the tiny suit. "I don't think this is gonna work."
"Too bad. I think it looks pretty nice." A young lady in her twenties at most, said, standing at a rack and flipping through bikini tops and looking over the top of the rack to stare at me.



"Oh damn." I muttered, covering my cock with my hand in embarrassment.
"It does doesn't it?" my wife asked the young lady. "Would you like to help pick a suitable suit? I'd like something sexy, but clearly he has a size problem."
"That size isn't a problem." The young lady said with a giggle. "I wish my boyfriend had that kind of size."
"Really, my wife said, walking over to the rack. "Want a closer look?"
"If it won't get me into trouble." She answered my wife quietly.
"Trust me, he won't mind a bit." My wife answered "Were you looking at one of these?"
"Yeah, I think they look really sexy."
"They are small aren't they?"
"Uh huh."
"You don't suppose one of these would fit me, would it?"
"How big are you?"
"Thirty eight double D," My wife said casually.
"Hmmmmmm that's a lot to cover. Maybe this." She said, holding out a tiny yellow bikini top."
"Goodness it is tiny isn't it? I won't fall out of it will I?" My wife asked, holding up the two tiny triangles and its attached strings.
"If you get too vigorous, yeah. It's intended for tanning, not volleyball." The young lady said with a giggle.
"Well. Maybe we should see how it looks, shall we?" My wife said, reaching behind her neck and pulling the knot of the dress loose, letting the top fall down and expose her huge tits. "Here honey, help me with this, wont you?" My wife said, turning and walking toward me. I had no choice, I let the half of my cock that didn't fit into the suit show as I helped my wife tie the tiny triangles over her breasts, the yellow material barely covering her areola.
"Wow." The young lady whispered as she stepped around the rack to stare at my cock, which had once again grown to full proportions.
I blushed a little and covered it with my hands again until my wife looked sternly at me. I rolled my eyes in exasperation and then moved my hands to my hips, letting everyone have a good look at my dick.
"So what do you think?" My wife asked, turning for me and wiggling her tits, trying to jostle them from the tiny triangles. "Ohhh yeah, this is perfect." She said as one of her breasts popped out and was fully exposed, allowing the other to quickly follow.
"It's a shame that won't all fit." The young lady said, still staring at my cock.
"What? Oh yeah. It is isn't it" I bet it would look pretty damn good all bulged out with that wouldn't it?"
"Yeah, I wish I could get my boyfriend to wear something like that for me, well on occasions anyway."
"Well, feel free to try and tuck it in if you want." My wife said with a grin, stepping over to the young lady and reaching out for her hand. She drew her slowly toward me, using just her fingers to coax her closer and then lowering both their hands to rest on my stomach inches from where I was sticking out of the suit.
"It is awful big. I don't know if it would fit." She said, sliding her fingers down and gently touching the head of my cock making it jump. She moved more in front of me, seeming to be emboldened slightly after touching me the first time. She hooked one finger into the waistband of the tight suit and pulled it out and down, exposing the rest of my cock. Her hand closed around the shaft and gently stroked it a few times before nervously looking at my face and then pulling her hand back away. "No, I don't think it will fit." She said with assurance. "We'll have to find a different one I think."
"Well, feel free to select one while I try on the rest of this suit." My wife said with an impish grin, turning her back on us and walking over to the rack. "Feel free to take it off to compare sizes if you want." My wife said over her shoulder, intentionally not looking at what the young lady was doing.
"Wow." She said again as she reached out and closed her hand around my shaft again. "It sure is big."
"Yes, he certainly fills a gal up." My wife said as she looked through the skimpy suit bottoms.
The young lady slowly knelt down, one hand pulling the suit down and the other gently stroking my already rigid shaft.
"This one I think," My wife said, turning to see the young lady with her face even with my hardon and my swim suit down around my ankles. "What do you think honey?"
"Oh damn." I groaned at the sight of the tiny yellow thong bikini bottom.
"Sweetie, why don't you let her get you a different suit while I try this one on?" My wife said as she moved to the cubicle next to mine and slid the curtain open.
"Ohhhh goodness. Sorry Lisa!" My wife squeaked in surprise at finding Lisa, her dress bunched around her waist, lifting herself slowly on and off her husbands lap.
"Sorry Nanc, just couldn't wait any longer." Lisa said breathlessly.
"No problem hon, just keep going." My wife said closing the curtain. She turned to face me and then said. "Well why not?" and pushed the dress she had on down over her hips, letting it slide to the floor.
"Oh my." I heard the little sales girl say, her hand over her mouth at the sight of my wife practically naked on her sales floor, while I stood there completely nude, my hardon bouncing with my heartbeat. The young lady came back a few moments later with a slightly larger version of the same suit and knelt down in front of me.
"Ohhh that looks much better." The young lady said as she slid the suit up my legs and covered my rigid pole. I looked at my wife, who was pulling on the tiny bottoms, and stifled a groan at the combination of the sight of my wife in the incredibly revealing suit and the young lady's hand, which was now stroking my hard cock through the soft slippery material of the suit.
My wife grinned at me and squatted down behind the young lady and whispered something into her ear.
"Sure, if you want." The young lady answered before my wife went back to whispering again.
"Um I don't know... That's kind of...I don't know, creepy, isn't it?" She answered to my wife. "Well, yeah....That's true....Any one I want? Ok, it's a deal." She finally answered with a grin as she stood up.
"What's that about?" I asked my wife.
"I told her I'd buy her any swim suit in the shop if she'd get naked in the changing room with you and make you cum in your new swim suit." My wife said with a devious look.
"Oh geez." I groaned softly.
"You do want to see naked women, don't you?" My wife asked with a grin. "Well, go sit down and enjoy the show."
I turned and walked into the changing room and sat down, waiting for the young lady to come back. She walked briskly into the changing room, closed the curtain behind her and turned to face me. "So your wife says if I get naked and make you cum that she'll buy me any suit in the store, and she said I don't have to fuck you. I can do it any way I want. You ok with that?"
"Sure." I answered, not sure what to expect.
"Cool. I've been wanting this little suit for a long time." She said as she hung a hanger with a tiny bikini on it. It just looked like any other bikini, but I doubted the price tag was at all common. She quickly stripped her tank top off, unfastened and dropped her bra, revealing a pair of cute perky b cup breasts with oblong areola and hard pink nipples. She wiggled her hips and pushed her short and panties down in one stroke stepping out of them and her shoes in one motion. She was a very petite young woman, maybe in her mid twenties, with a tiny patch of blond hair on her mound and an very sexy body.
She reached out and tugged my swim suit down in front, hooking it under my balls and then wrapped both hands around my shaft. "I can't believe I'm doing this." She said quietly as she started to stroke my cock with both hands, working them up and down my length. I reached out and covered both breasts with my hands, gently squeezing and kneading the firm little orbs.
"Mmmmmm that's nice." She said as she stepped closer, straddling my legs as I sat on the chair and settling her bare ass on my thighs.
"Yeah, what you're doing is pretty nice too." I answered as I moved one hand down to her crotch and slipped it between her now splayed legs. I found her pussy and gently stroked her fat meaty outer lips, pressing a finger between them.
"Ohhhhhh damn. I thought the idea was for me to make you come?" She moaned as I stroked a finger across her hard clit.
"Might as well have some fun too." I said with a grin.
"Oh you're doing that alright....Damn you know how to hit the right spots."
"You know what they say about older men."
"I never believed it until now....oh damn." She moaned, rocking her hips as I stroked her pussy and she stroked my cock. Her rocking motion kept moving her closer and closer to my cock, until my fingers didn't have room to stay between us any longer. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and reached for her bare ass, pulling her forward so her pussy was grinding against the bottom of my cock. "Ohhhh god." She moaned again, pulling my cock more vertical and grinding against it. "Oh fuck I'm so turned on. I wanna mount you but your wife said I had to make you cum in your suit."
"Well, I'm wearing my suit, so if I come it's in my suit, isn't it?"
"Uh huh." She answered as she lifted herself up higher, aiming my cock at her wet lips. She quickly dropped her weight on me, suddenly driving my fat cock deep into her pussy, drawing a quick intake of breath and then a long sigh from her lips. "Ohhhh yes. Much better. God your cock is so big." She said as she started bouncing on me.
"You're pretty damn tight too." I grunted, trying not to come as fast as my body was suddenly screaming for me to do.
"Oh shit yes. So, you going to come soon?"
"As soon as you do."
"Ohhhhh that won't be hard." She squeaked. "I've been holding one back since you entered me!"
We both let go, her motions and tight pussy pushing me over the top and sending me over the cliff of climax. My body jerked and pushed a gush of hot juice up into her pussy while her own body trembled and shook on my lap. Over and over I filled her pussy, my body finally releasing the cum that had been pent up and awaiting release since breakfast.
"Ohhhhhh damn." I muttered as I sat there recovering.
"You can say that again. Fuck that felt good." A little trickle of sweat running down between her tits.
"So, you wanna show me what I just bought you?"
"Sure!" she said brightly, reaching over to the hook and pulling the hanger down. She took the top off the hanger and carefully arranged the pastel green cloth over her sexy little breasts and reached around to fasten the clip in the back. The suit top wrapped around her but had no string to hold the top up..
"I bet your boyfriend is gonna love this." I said, tugging on the material over one breast and easily pulling it down to expose her breast. I leaned forward and sucked most of her tit into my mouth and swirled my tongue around her nipple.
"Ohhhh not as much as I'm gonna love teaching him that," she cooed, wiggling her hips so that my partially hard cock moved around inside her.
"Too bad we don't have more time." I said with a smile. "I'd teach you a few more things."
"I bet you would mister." She said as she pushed herself up, releasing a flood of cum that quickly soaked into my suit front. Once she was off my lap I pushed the suit down and stood naked next to her. She wrapped her arms around me, pressed her tits to my chest and stood on her tip toes to kiss me. "Thank's for the suit mister!" she said, before stepping back, picking up her shorts and panties and running out of the changing room, the curtain flapping back and forth behind her.
By the time I was dressed and out, the young lady was long gone and my wife was paying the oriental looking cashier for a rather large stack of purchases, including my now cum stained suit.
"So honey, I have a question, well actually a couple questions." I asked from the passenger seat as we drove back toward the hotel.
"Ok, shoot."
"The guy in the shoe store?" I asked simply.
"Well, I was having so much fun teasing him and watching him stare at my pussy, all of a sudden I heard myself say he could touch it. I didn't really expect him to but then he not only touched it, but he ran his fingers between my lips and over my clit and I damn near came right then. Hell once I showed him my tits he couldn't keep his fingers out of my pussy. Well, I had to return the favor. I wasn't going to go in the back with him.
"I see, so the young lady in the swim suit place? I got the impression that the clerk already knew we were coming."
"She did. I told her that I was brining my husband and a few friends, and that if she let me embarrass you in front of her by exposing your cock that she was guaranteed a rather large sale. The young lady was just a chance thing. I figured it might be interesting, I didn't expect her to enjoy it quite as much as she did."
"Oh, she enjoyed it." I said with a chuckle.
"Good." My wife said as she turned off the road into a TGI Fridays. "I'm hungry."
"Yeah it is lunch time." I agreed as she parked.
I had to admit she looked pretty damn hot, maybe a little slutty, but damn hot as we walked into the place. The young lady led us to a booth and the ladies slid in first with Joe and I sliding in next to our wives. The waiter came and introduced himself, took our drink orders and left us with menus to peruse. He had barely walked away when my wife pulled my hand to her lap, dragging her skirt up her thighs and pressing my fingers to her sopping wet pussy. Leaving my hand between her legs she worked the bottom of the dress up to her waist so that anyone standing by the table would easily see her bare lap.
"Make me cum when he comes back." My wife whispered, pulling my hand tighter to her crotch.
"You that turned on?" I asked.
"Fuck yes." She muttered as I started stroking my finger back and forth across her lips. She spread her legs as wide as she could under the table and let my fingers work between her lips and tease back and forth across her clit.
"Ohhhh yeah. Just like that." My wife whispered, her fingers digging into my arm as I worked her closer to climax. "Lisa. Stall him when he comes back."
"Huh? Oh, okay." Lisa answered as the young man came back.
My fingers teased back and forth across her clit and I could tell by the waiter's eyes that he could definitely see her bare lap and her exposed pussy as my pinky rubbed back and forth between her wet lips.
"Uh." My wife grunted almost silently, as he leaned over the table as far as he could, reaching for a coaster and looking almost straight down toward her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh yessssss." She whispered as her legs began to tremble. "Uhhhhhhhh" She breathed heavily, looking up into his face to see that he was indeed watching as her body twitched, her climax quickly taking hold of her. Her hands slid up her top and shakily pulled the material out so he could see down the front of her dress, and her bare tits with their rock hard nipples.
He stayed frozen in place for at least ten second while she climaxed and only pulled back when her orgasm started to subside.
"Damn he had a huge hardon." Lisa whispered to my wife after the waiter had gone. "That was kinky hot. Was it fun?"
"Uh huh." My wife answered, still trying to catch her breath.
The waiter was extremely attentive the rest of lunch, looking down into my wife's and Lisa's lap, who had also pulled her dress hem up so he could see plenty. "God I can't believe you did that." Lisa said when we were all back in the car. "I thought that waiter was going to cum in his pants when you started climaxing, then you showed him your tits? If he didn't go to the bathroom and jack off I'd be surprised."
"I know. I was soooo damn horny and I felt so randy! God that was a turn on." My wife said as she buckled the seat belt over her dress.
There was considerable amount of chatter headed back to the hotel, which was when I found out there was a pool party in the afternoon, and the reason for the new swimwear. "You know Lisa, I never did see what you got for a suit."
"Oh honey, you're going to LOVE it!" My wife said. "If I'd have known how damn horny I get showing off I might have bought it myself."
"Just the same, the one you have will more than do the job." Lisa said from the back seat. "You can see it when we change. I want my husband to have a nice hard cock when we go to the pool."
I kind of felt like for Lisa it was still more about embarrassing Joe, but the game seemed to have changed for Nancy. She was starting to really get into showing off. Hell, I hadn't seen her climax twice in the same day in many years, let alone how many times already today?
We arrived back at the hotel, and my wife intentionally slid off the seat so that her dress hiked up her thighs, giving the valet a quick shot of her shaved pussy, making him bend down slightly to take her hand and help her out, prolonging the exposure. By the time the elevator doors closed on us she had set the bags down and was undoing her dress, planning on riding the elevator up in just her heels and stockings.
"God this is making me wet." She said as she stepped from her dress. The elevator slowed, stopping at the fifth floor, the doors sliding open. A middle age couple stepped into the elevator, the man staring at my wife's nude body and the wife giving her the evil eye. For her part my wife tried to look like everything was completely normal as the car slowed at the eight floor. The couple got out and left us alone in the car for the last two floors. "OH fuck." My wife breathed, stroking her pussy with one hand.
The elevator slowed and stopped and we collected our bags and walked out, heading down the hall toward our room. The hallway seemed deserted, and just down the hall from our room was a vending machine area with an ice machine and soda machine.
"Come with me." I said, tugging her along with me past our room to the vending area. Lisa and Joe followed, curious about what I had in mind. I reached the ice machine and pushed the button, allowing a number of cubes fall onto the grill under the discharge. "I think you need to cool your pussy off a bit." I said as I grabbed a handful of cubes and pulled my wife over to me. I lifted one of her legs, pushing her back against the soda machine for balance as I rubbed a cube back and forth across her sopping wet pussy. Slowly I fed the cube into her and used my finger to push it into her tunnel, bringing a moan from her lips. I used another cube to slowly stroke back and forth across her hard clit, little squeaks and gasps slipping from her as I teased her exposed nub with the frozen cube.
"Oh shit oh shit!" My wife moaned loudly as I slid the cube down between her lips and stuffed it into her pussy, the water from the other melting cube running down her leg along with her own juices.
"More?" I asked, stroking her pussy with another cube.
"Yesss. Please." She muttered, her hips rocking in time with my strokes, trying to get me to rub her clit again.
With a grin I slid the cube to her clit and started rubbing it in circles on it, the cold and the sensations making her whole body writhe in pleasure, her moans growing louder by the second.
"Ohhhh fuck I'm going to come!" She squealed loudly just before her whole body jerked, little spasms running up and down her whole body, making her stomach contract and her chest to heave. For nearly half a minute she was beyond controlling her own actions, and when she finally did have control it was to reach down and undo my pants, pushing them down to expose my own cock, my underwear still stuffed in the bag from the swim suit place. "OH fuck me honey! Right here, right now! I want your hard cock stuffed in me!"
I stepped up to her and pressed my cock to her pussy, pinning her between the machine and myself, using my hips to work my cock between her lips and find the entrance to her tunnel.



"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" My wife moaned loudly as I started sliding into her. In and out of her I stroked, our motions rocking the soda machine loudly. "Oh god come in me! Fuck me like a little slut until you fill me with your cum!" My wife demanded in a moan.
Like I wasn't already going to do that? Between the antics at the TGI Friday and fingering her pussy, I was more than ready to fill her up. And doing so didn't take all that long.
"OHHHHH FUCK I'm COMING AGAIN!" she squealed uncharacteristically as her body tensed around me, her pussy clenching around my cock and pushing my orgasm right to the trigger point.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" Joe grunted behind me, drawing my attention. I looked over my shoulder and saw Lisa, her red spandex dress around one ankle, bent over holding herself up against the wall while Joe slid his cock in and out of his wife. Her firm round tits bounced and wiggled as his strokes increased in pace and his hips slapped softly against her firm ass.
"Oh shit." I grunted at the sight, my cum pushing up out of my cock into my wife as my body jerked spasmodically. Time and again I emptied myself into her, finally slipping from her as I stood gasping for breath, wondering how many people had seen all or some of our encounter.
My wife and I walked unsteadily to the room, my wife holding our bags and me holding my pants around my thighs. We opened the door and propped it open for Joe and Lisa as soon as they were done, which wasn't going to be too long from the sound of it.
Nancy stripped off her stockings and shoes, and then stripped me before pulling me to the bed. She pushed me back on it and crawled on top of me, rubbing her well used pussy against my now flaccid cock.
"You know, we don't have to keep going. We can stop now and just play like this."
"What and waste all the planning you did? We haven't even been to the pool party, not to mention I want to see you wear that sweater dress tonight."
"You're sure? I mean if I go I'm not going to stop a good looking guy from feeling me up, or maybe even more."
"Well, I'm not going to stop a good looking hottie from feeling me up either. What the hell, you let a total stranger finger fuck you."
"Tell me the truth, did that little thing in the store really fuck you or just give you one hell of a hand job?"
"Well, it started out as a hand job and before long she was begging to ride my cock."
"So you did fuck her? Was it good?"
"It was very different, even more different than fucking Lisa. It felt different, kind of exciting. And yeah, it was a huge turn on having you exposing me in the store like that."
"I didn't ask that."
"No , but you were going to."
"You're right, I was." My wife giggled as Lisa and Joe came into the room and closed the door.
"I don't know about you, but I need a nap." Lisa announced, flopping on the bed in only her stockings.
"Good idea. My pussy could use a rest anyway." My wife answered, rolling partially off of me but leaving her head and one leg resting on my body.
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I woke up alone on the bed, the sound of the shower running in the bathroom. I got up and walked to the bathroom, noting that Lisa and Joe were still sound asleep. I slipped quietly into the bathroom and saw my wife, one hand slowly stroking her own pussy and the other holding the shower wand to spray the water against her pussy. I slipped into the open stall shower, sliding my hands around my her soapy body.
"Eeee" She squealed, started at my touch. "Oh, it's you!"
"Uh huh." I answered, kissing her neck.
"Figured I might as well clean up a little." She whispered as I took the soap from her hand and began to gently rub it around her body, cupping each breast and softly washing it.
"Uh huh." I answered as I stroked my hands up and down her body, finally reaching her pussy and stroking her soft skin, noting a slight amount of stubble. "I think you need a new shave job."
"I was thinking the same thing." She said, rubbing her ass against my quickly hardening cock. "Know anyone who wants the job?"
"I dunno, Joe might be willing again." I said jokingly, getting a gentle slap on one arm from my wife. "Yeah, I'd love to shave you."
"You know, I kind of like how it feels." She said, sliding her hand down with mine and stroking her own pussy at the same time as my fingers were stroking her. "Let me get you washed and then you can shave me and we'll go take a swim. I bet there's a lot of hot women just waiting to play with this monster." She teased, reaching between us to stroke her hand up and down my now hard shaft.
I let her turn in my arms and she took the soap back, gently washing my whole body, and stroking my cock for several minutes before pulling me back under the water. She turned off the water and walked over, still dripping, to the counter and climbed on it, lifting her legs in the air and spreading them for me. "Any time lover." She said with a grin.
I knelt between her legs and let her rest her feet on my shoulders while I gently soaped and razored her mound and pussy, giving it a long slow lick up between her lips before I declared her done. "How come when you did Lisa you stuck fingers in her and with me all you did was give me a lick?"
"Oh you want more?" I asked, slipping a finger deep into her pussy and tipping my head down to lick her exposed clit.
"Uh huh. That's exactly what I want." She cooed as I stroked my finger in and out of her pussy, my tongue teasing her clit. "Ohhh sweetie. I want to come but I also want you to stop." She panted after several minutes of attention.
"Why is that?"
"I want you to make me cum down in the pool." She answered.
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. I want you to take me into the water and put your cock in me from behind and then finger me until I come around your hard cock."
"Okay." I said with a shrug.
"Don't cum in me though. I wouldn't want to ruin how that hard cock looks in that tiny little suit."
"Well, someone else may decide to finish the job then." I said as I helped her off the counter.
"I know. Actually I've never seen you come from anything other than under you or on top of you. I'd kind of like to see it from a different side, if you know what I mean."
"Sure. If that's what you want." I said, not quite sure what had gotten into her, but not about to complain for the moment. We quickly finished drying off, and put on our suits. My wife walked out of the room wearing nothing but the absolutely tiny yellow bikini, the thong bottom completely exposing her round full ass. I followed her giggling butt to the elevator and then stepped in with her, feeling a bit conspicuous with my mostly hard cock showing through the thin suit.
When we reached the pool I didn't need to worry about being conspicuous. Most of the people around the pool deck, and even in the water, were wearing things that were skimpy at best. One rather good looking young lady had on what amounted to two strips of cloth running from her pussy up over her shoulders, the inch or so wide material not even covering the width of her areola.
"Come on." my wife said, leading me right to the stairs and down into the water. She waded down until the water was up to her waist and then pulled me to the wall, the sun shining down on us warmly as she turned my back to the wall. Her hands quickly pushed my suit bottom down to my thighs, her hand closing around my mostly hard cock and slowly stroking it under the water. She pressed her body to mine, squeezing her tits against my chest and lifting herself to match my height, her mouth reaching for mine as she pressed her hot lips to mine.
She'd never been a particularly aggressive kisser. More of a pecker than a smoocher, but the kiss she was giving me was anything but a peck. I felt her lips wetly press to mine and her tongue force its way into my mouth, flicking around mine as my hands stroked up and down her sides, sliding from the strings of the tiny bikini top to the string of her thong bottom.
"Fuck me now." She whispered urgently as she broke the kiss. She turned herself around and backed her bare ass up against my cock and began slowly stroking her ass up and down against it.
I lowered myself down in the water until my cock slipped between her legs and let her reach down to my bare shaft and guide it to her pussy, now uncovered as she pulled the cloth of her thong aside.
"Ohhhhhh yesssss." My wife hissed quietly as she slowly worked her hips to inch me inside her. She continued to wiggle her hips and ass until her cheeks were against my hips and my cock was completely inside her. As much as I wanted to stroke in and out of her, I followed her desire and allowed her to wiggle herself as much or as little as she wanted while I reached around and stroked her clit with one finger.
"Ohhhh fuck yes." She moaned softly as I let one hand slide the triangle of material off one tit so I could squeeze and play with it. "Ohhhhh yeah. God, lover, you're going to make me come sooooo soon."
"That's what you want isn't it? For me to make you cum right in front of everyone here?"
"Uh huh." She moaned as I pulled the material off her other breast so that the guys sitting around staring at us knowingly could enjoy the full view.
"Ohhh Mmmmmmm, damn." She squeaked as I pulled and twisted one nipple, humping my hips slightly to stroke in and out of her only a few of my eight and a half inches. "ohhhhhhh god, here it comes!" she squealed softly, her whole body trembling and suddenly jerking spasmodically several times. I heard a long low growl slip from her lips as her legs continued to tremble and shake under the water.
"Ohhhhh fuck." She breathed heavily as her trembling subsided. She made no attempt to move my hand from her now bare breast, or to cover her other exposed one, choosing instead to just lean back and enjoy the feeling of my hard cock inside her. "I think someone is watching us." She whispered after a few minutes.
"I think a lot of someone's are watching."
"I see someone in particular." She whispered. "Your little friend from this morning at breakfast." I looked around and didn't see her at first, until my wife pointed me toward the far corner of the pool. There, hanging on the wall with the water lapping around her neck was the little redhead from the restaurant.
I was still looking over at her as she pushed off the wall and swam toward us, doing a simple breast stroke to keep her head above water. I was kind of surprised that she would come over right now, knowing we were just having sex. It was only when she slowed down and my wife motioned to her that I realized my wife invited her.
"Hi. I'm Joan." The little redhead said as she stopped swimming and put her feet on the pool bottom and stood up, the water cascading down her body and off the red fishnet bikini she was wearing. Her well formed C cup breasts were contained in, but not hidden by, the red fishnet material, her wide fat nipples puffed out prominently. I noticed that her cute freckles seemed to run all the way down her body from her nose on down until they disappeared below the water line just above her waist.
"Hello Joan. This is my husband Mike. I saw this morning that you two seemed to hit it off a bit. I want to go lay in the sun a while, would you mind keeping him company?"
"Sure, I'd be happy to!" Joan answered with a grin.
"Thank you!" My wife said sweetly as she pulled off my hard cock and turned around to face me. She rested her bare tits against my chest and kissed me hotly before leaning her face to mine and whispering in my ear. "Have fun sweetie. I'll be watching." With that she pushed away and waded to the stairs and out of the pool fixing her top back into place as she walked away.
"So, Mike, did you have a good morning?"
"Uh, yeah." I answered trying to get my head back to where I was and not watching my mostly naked wife winding her way through the people milling around the pool deck.
Joan stepped closer and brazenly reached out for my cock and closed her hand around my hard shaft. "Looks like your wife left you half done. Too bad."
"Yeah, not quite sure what she was thinking."
"Maybe she was thinking that you'd want to play with someone else a little bit." She answered brightly.
"Maybe. Nice suit by the way." I said, noting that her bright pink areola and fat puffy nipples showed nicely through the suit.
"Thanks! And you've only seen half of it. Would you like to see the other half?"
"Sure." I said as she stepped closer to me. She wormed her way between me and the wall, using my cock to turn me around to face the wall and making sure to rub her tits against my chest.
"Give me a boost?" She asked, holding her hands on the edge of the pool as if to lift herself up. I stepped in and slid my hands around her waist and lifted her up, depositing her ass on the edge of the pool.
Her suit bottom matched the suit top, red fishnet. It also did little to hide her bright pink inner lips that were protruding from her fat outer ones. It also showed her auburn curls, neatly trimmed into a cute little heart. Her freckles that I had admired adorning her creamy white skin continued right on down practically to her pussy.
"Like what you see?" She asked sweetly.
"I do, a lot." I answered, enjoying the view before me as I surveyed her from her pussy, as she spread her legs apart, all the way up to her perky breasts.
"How would you like to go someplace and play? I'd like to feel your tongue on my pussy before I ride that fat monster cock of yours."
"I'd love too, but my wife and I made a deal that we'd stay where we could see each other."
"Well," She said, shifting her weight to free one hand and reach down to her hip." It's frowned on to have open sex in any of the public areas, but given the state of dress of most of the ladies around here," she continued as she tugged first one little bow on her suit strings, " I doubt that anyone would be too offended at the sight of a naked woman getting her pussy eaten out." She finished as she reached across and tugged the other bow open, pushing her mesh bikini material down between her legs to fully expose her pussy. "So help yourself."
I stood at the edge of the pool, her pussy staring at me wetly, and leaned over to lower my head between her legs. "Ohhhhhhh yes. I wanted you to do this this morning!" She cooed as I licked my tongue up her wet lips, tasting more of the chlorine of the pool than her juices. She swung her legs over my shoulders and rested her feet on my back, trapping my face between her thighs. I licked a second time, pushing my tongue between her lips and tasting her tangy wetness as I worked it up the length of her slit, seeking her clit.
"Uh! Yeah." She grunted as I flicked my tongue across her hard nub at the end of my stroke. I reached my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips, allowing me to dig my tongue deeper into her. I licked slowly up her slit over and over again, my tongue working from the entrance to her tunnel, up her slit to her hard clit where I flicked it over and over again with the tip of my tongue. "Ohh god damn you're good with that thing! How good are you with that cock?" She moaned loudly.
"You wanna see?" I asked, pulling my face from her pussy.
"Uh huh."
"Well, then why don't we just lose a little more of this suit," I said, leaning down and kissing her stomach as I slid a hand from around her thigh to her back, tugging the knot holding the mesh triangles in place. I pulled the knot around her neck next and then tugged the material away, leaving her completely nude in front of me. I kissed my way up her body as I used my hands to scoot her ass closer to the edge of the pool, sucking one of her puffy nipples into my mouth as soon as it came into range.
"Mmmmmmmm, that feels nice too," she cooed as I sucked and teased her fat nipple in my mouth. "But I want that cock!"
"Ask and you shall receive!" I said brightly, after allowing her tit to slip from my mouth with a loud slurp. I lifted her off the edge of the pool, allowing her to wrap her legs around my back and her arms around my neck as I held her in place with both hands holding her firm round ass up. I slowly let her slide down my body, her ass and pussy disappearing into the water only inches before my engorged mushroom head was pressing against her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhh lord." She moaned into my ear, her arms hugging my neck tightly and her body shuddering slightly as my fat head pushed into her tunnel. I could feel the cool of the pool being replaced by her hot tunnel as she wiggled her hips, working me inch by inch deeper into her hot cunt. "Ohhhhhhh, fuck yes." She moaned as my head nestled against the end of her tunnel, pressing against her cervix deep inside her.
I used the wall and my hands to hold her in place as I started to slowly stroke my fat shaft in and out of her, little whimpers of pleasure escaping her lips near my ear as my sliding head teased her slowly up the slope of climax. My wife had done a wonderful job of getting me turned on, and the tight pussy wrapped around my shaft was quickly going to finish what she had started.
"I'm going to come soon." I whispered as I continued the long slow strokes my body making subtle little waves that rolled across the pool. There couldn't be any doubt though as to what we were doing, and given the moans that were escaping Joan's lips I had attracted the attention of several ladies.
"Uh huh." She grunted as I looked around the pool deck, trying to distract my mind from the sensations that were threatening to trigger the imminent explosion inside her.
I thought I was doing pretty good, until Lisa walked in with Joe. She had on a very light weight pink bikini that was practically see though. As I watched she walked to the stairs and stepped down into the water to her thighs, dunked herself down in the water and then stood up again. As the water soaked into the material what little the material had been hiding seemed to appear, the material becoming so completely translucent that I could easily make out all of her most private parts. Her action drew several whistles of appreciation.
I looked over to where my wife was sitting in the sun to see if she was watching, and found her occupied by a younger man, who was busy sucking one of her now bare tits as she lay in only the thong bottom of her suit. She saw me looking and smiled back before giving me a wink and blowing me a little kiss.
"You know, you might just start a trend here." A voice said from the deck above me. I looked up and practically into the crotch of a mid-thirtyish woman with chocolate colored skin and a lace thong bikini that left NOTHING to the imagination, although if she thought that the tiny triangles of lacy material would actually hold those huge black tits in place she was imagining things.
"How's that?" I grunted, trying to keep my slow strokes going into Joan as the young woman squatted down in front of me, her knees splayed wide so that her mesh covered pussy was practically fully on display for me.
"I saw how you were eating her out. Would you care to try that on me when you get done with her?" She asked, pulling the strings on the bikini bottom and tugging it off. "Just think about how my hot wet pussy will taste when you stick your tongue deep into me." She said huskily, slowly pushing two fingers into her pussy. "How about right now? Joanie won't mind if I hijack her stud muffin, will she?" the woman asked, with a smile and a twinkle in her eye.
"Oh fuck Darelene!" Joan panted. "Let him finish...fucking...me...first!"
"Oh now what fun would that be?" She asked as she stroked her fingers in and out of her pussy in front of me, inching herself closer to the edge of the pool until I could smell her arousal.
"OH fuck." I grunted as the smell and sight of her fingering her pussy, along with the sensations of Joan's pussy around my cock sent me over the top. My body jerked and shoved my cock deep into Joan, lifting her higher in the water and nearly smacking her head into the pussy of the black girl.
"FUCK YES!" Joan growled quietly as my cock surged cum deep into her, my body jerking over and over as I put more of my cum into her.
"Sorry, I came too soon." I panted as I regained control of my body.
"Too soon?" Joan asked curiously. "Why too soon?"
"I didn't give you a chance to climax."
"The hell you didn't. I've been in the middle of one long climax since you stuffed that fat fuck pole into me!" She said with a giggle, slowly unwrapping her legs from me and letting me set her down into the water, my softening cock slipping out of her. "If you hadn't come pretty soon I was going to have to ask you to stop. I don't think I could have taken it much longer."
"Yeah, that's Joanie. Never was a screamer...just rode you for hours and hours coming and coming and coming." Darlene said from the deck as she sat down on the edge of the pool one leg on either side of the two of us.
"I wouldn't have known. That was one long orgasm then."
"Oh it wasn't all one...just lots and lots of them stacked back to back. One would just start going away and then another would suddenly hit me. Only a really fat head can do that to me."
"And a good tongue job to start with." Darlene added with a laugh.
"Well, I think I need a break." I said, twisting to take a look at my wife, who was, much to my surprise, laying on her side with the young guy that had been sucking her tits sliding his cock in and out of her pussy as he lay on the lounge chair behind her.
"I see you keep looking over there. Is that your wife?" Darlene asked.
"Yeah." I said a bit distracted, my mind grappling with the look on her face as the younger guy's cock slid in and out of her pussy from behind.
"Looks like she's having fun." Darlene said.
"Yeah." I replied.
"Let me guess. First time?"
"Yeah." I answered, turning away from the sight of my wife. I wasn't exactly sure how to feel about it, but part of me wasn't happy.
"It's not for everyone. But if you get into it...well it can be a lot of fun. My husband had a bit of trouble with it at first, but once we decided that what happens at one of these stays here, it got a lot easier. Now I get to sample all kinds of cocks and he gets to taste and fuck all kinds of women, but when we go home...it's just us. This is like going on vacation but when vacation is over home is still there."



"I suppose so." I said, still distracted as I turned to look back at my wife again, laying in the sun with another guy fucking her. I didn't so much mind the guy in the shoe store fingering her, but this seemed different. I wonder if this was how she felt watching me screwing Joan.
"Ok stud. You're going to let this eat you up if you don't get your mind back on the fun parts." Darleen said. "Hey Joanie, why don't we take him over that way," she said pointing to the far side of the pool mostly out of sight of where my wife was, "and see if we can get his cock hard again?"
"I'm game!" Joan said, with a grin, reaching under the water to grab my flaccid cock. "Come on Mike, let's see what we can do with this. I bet Darlene would love to give it a little ride."
"From the look on your face when you were, I'd more than love to girl!" Darlene said, picking up her bottoms and Joan's red mesh suit and slipping into the pool water next to us.
I pulled my suit bottoms up far enough that I could walk and let Joan lead me by the cock out of the pool, past my wife, who was moaning quietly and didn't even see me come by, and around to the far side of the pool where a few people had rearranged the potted plants around half a dozen chaise longues.
"Now you just lay back and let us do the work here stud." Darlene said, pushing me down on one of the chairs. She tugged off her top, leaving her nude while Joan worked the speedo down my legs, tossing it aside with a wet plop.
Darlene swung a leg over the chair I was lying in and crawled onto the soft pad, slowly backing herself up toward my head until my flaccid cock was in her face and her wet pussy was inches from my face.
"Oh yessss." Darlene said as she lowered her pussy the last few inches to my face and felt my tongue reach out and slide along her wet lips. "Might be his first time here, but it's definitely not the first time he's licked a pussy!"
"Oh not even. He's damn good at it!" Joan said with a grin, as she sat on the edge of the lounge chair, gently stroking my leg.
"I can tell." Darlene gasped as I found her hard clit and sucked it into my mouth, squeezing it between my lips. "Oh damn. It's not often that my pussy is being licked.....oh shit.....so good that I can't.....oh damn, even suck his cock!" She finished with a squeak.
"Let me help then." Joan said, sliding off the chair to her knees and leaning her face in next to Darlene's, my softened cock suddenly engulfed by her hot mouth.
"Oh lord." Darlene moaned as I dug my tongue deep into her pussy, stroking up her slit until it finally popped out just fractions of an inch from her puckered little ass.
I'd seen it done a lot of times in porn films, but I'd never tried it myself. I let my tongue reach the end of her slit, push deep into her tight tunnel and then slide out from between her lips and across her puckered hole as her mouth replaced Joan's around my hardening cock.
"OHHHHHH Fuck!" Darlene moaned loudly, muffled my cock in her mouth as she gave a surprised jerk. "Damn, warn a girl!" she called back at me over her shoulder with a girlish giggle.
"You don't like surprises?" I asked her between licks.
"Oh yeah. I like when they feel like that!" She teased back as Joan stepped around to my head and straddled the chair, her wet pussy hovering over my face as she leaned her thighs against Darlene's bare ass.
"Here's a little choice for you. Lick a pussy, any pussy!" She quipped with a laugh.
"You trying to steal away my tongue?" Darlene asked over her shoulder. "We'll see about that!"
I felt the sensations around my cock change, her hot wet mouth replaced by a soft wrap around feeling. Darlene moved herself slightly rocking her pussy toward and away from my face as the soft confines enclosing my cock started stroking my finally hard shaft.
"Ohhhhhhh nice." I groaned softly as I watched the two pussies over my face rock back and forth, Joan keeping her hips pressed to Darlene's soft ass. "God that feels good." I groaned again as the sensations coaxed me to stroke back in time with her motions, her pussy soon sliding all the way back until her clit was pressing against my chin before she moved forward again. "Ohhhhh." was all I could say to the feeling of my cock sliding in and out between her huge tits.
I lost track of how long we had been like that, Joan standing over me, Darleen on top of me, their pussies moving into and out of range of my tongue and my cock sliding in and out between her tits. Each stroke back allowed me to lick one or the other of their pussies, both of them wet and clearly aroused by the three way stimulation.
"You ready to put this big fat hard cock into mama's hot tight little cunt?" Darlene asked over her shoulder.
"Oh yeah." I groaned in response.
Without further prompting Darlene pulled off of me, gently pushing Joan back away as she turned around and lay down next to me on the lounge. "Roll over here and feed that wonderful cock into my hot little hole." Darlene coaxed, lifting one leg in the air to let me have access to her pussy from behind. I rolled onto my side, wrapping one arm around her and cupping one of her huge tits with my hand while her hands grasped my shaft between her legs and guided it to her pussy.
"I like doing it this way for a loooonnnngggg slow ride." She cooed, as she rubbed my head between her lips and then pushed it into her tunnel. She spent several long seconds wiggling herself down my shaft, her surprisingly tight pussy gripping me as more and more of me penetrated her. With a contented sigh she dropped her leg, trapping me inside her as we lay spooned together on the chair.
"Now just fuck me and enjoy yourself. No rush, no fuss." She said quietly.
"Uh huh." I answered, my hips already starting to stroke in and out of her incredibly tight pussy. "Oh damn." I groaned as I stroked in and out of her, my hips bumping against her bare ass over and over again. I was just starting to wonder what happened to Joan when she stepped back into view, squatting down in front of Darlene. I couldn't exactly see, but I could tell from her movements that she had pulled Darlene's hand from my hip to her pussy, letting Darlene finger her while I stroked my cock in and out of Darlene's hot cunt.
"Oh girl you are so bad." Darlene cooed to Joan. "This sexy man fucking me from behind and you wanting me to finger your sweet little pussy? Mmmm Mmmmm Mmmmm. Naughty girl!"
"Nope. Naughty would be making you lick my little pussy while he fucks you with that big cock!"
"Oh that would be sooooo naughty. What do you think stud muffin? Wanna see her push that sweet white pussy in my face while you make me come on your big hard cock?"
"Oh damn." was all I could respond. What guy wouldn't want to watch one hot woman licking another's pussy, especially if her tits were in his hand and his cock was buried in her?
Joan got up and half leaned over the chair, facing our feet, and swung her leg over us, drawing her hips down and putting her pussy in Darlene's face.
"That's it girl. Mmmmmm yummy!" Darlene said as she licked her pink tongue up between Joan's pussy lips.
"Looks like this isn't your first taste of pussy either." I said quietly.
"Oh no. She LOVES to be licked and to lick!" Joan moaned softly. "And she's really good at it too. Not that you're not good, but she's had lots of...ohhhhhhh shit, practice."
"Careful telling on me or I might have to make it so you can't talk!" Darlene said.
"And how are you going to do that with your pussy full of cock?" Joan teased back.
"Like this!" Darlene said, sliding a finger onto Joan's exposed clit and rubbing it back and forth.
"That won't keep me quiet."
"Of course not, but this will." Darlene said, sticking her tongue as deep into Joan as she could and then frantically rubbing her finger back and forth across her exposed clit.
"OHHHHHHH SHIT!" Joan squealed as Darlene frigged her clit with her finger, her tongue driving in and out of her pussy and the entrance to her tunnel. "OH GOD! No faaaiiiirrrrr!"
"That's it baby. Cum all over me. Squirt your cum allll over my big fat tits and face."
"Oh damn." I grunted, watching Joan's pussy being attached inches from my own face, my hips pushing harder into Darlene until the rhythmic slapping was obviously audible to anyone close to us, not that Joan's verbalizations weren't obvious enough.
"SHIT I'm GOING TO CUM!" Joan squealed as her whole body trembled and suddenly jerked, spewing a huge gush of wetness out over Darlene's face and chest, much of it splattering to the ground but some hitting me as well.
When Joan's second gush of juices hit Darlene my own climax decided it was time to make its appearance. With a sudden jerk my body spasmed, slamming my cock hard into Darlene's pussy, jamming my head hard against her cervix as it gushed a shot of hot cum out into her, filling the space between my shaft and her pussy walls.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Darlene suddenly cried in surprise at the sensations of my cum lancing up into her. FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!" She cried over and over again as her own body jerked in time with my pulsing cock. Our surprising three way orgasm was short lived, but intense, the three of us dissolving into laughter as Joan moved from over our faces and dropped heavily onto the seat at our feet.
"Well, that was unexpected." Darlene said with a grin, half rolling over beside me so she could see my face. "Didn't think you were going to come that fast.
"Neither did I, but then I wasn't expecting to see something like that."
"Yeah, Joan always has been a good squirter."
"Is that what that was?" First time I ever saw that in person."
"Then this has been a day of firsts for you, hasn't it?"
"Pretty much." I said feeling suddenly exhausted.
"Well, I need to go rinse off and cool down. Wanna come?"
"Thanks, but if you don't mind, I'm just going to lay here a few minutes." I said, as Darlene extracted herself from me, a gush of our combined cum leaking down her legs as she stood up.
I rolled over on my back and closed my eyes for a few minutes. I was tempted to go look for my wife, but suddenly wasn't sure I wanted to see some other guy banging her like I had just done to Darlene.
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I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew I was being shaken awake by a woman I didn't know.
"Hey there stud. Come on, wake up!"
"Huh? What?" I asked as my fuzzy mind tried to bring itself back to reality.
"Come on. Where's your suit?" She coaxed.
"Oh. Hell, it was right here." I said, sitting up and realizing that somewhere along the line I had misplaced, so to speak, my suit. I stood up and looked under the chair, and around it, as the bulk of the people around the deck were re-donning whatever was askew.
"Ok, well, here." She said, unwrapping a lacy waist wrap from around her own waist and quickly wrapping it around mine. "Come on. No point in getting arrested." She said, taking me by the hand and practically dragging me across the pool deck and through the door. She stopped at the elevator bank and pressed the button. I could tell she was trying to will the elevator to get here more quickly, and then, finally it opened. She hustled me inside and let out a sigh as the doors closed.
"What floor?" She asked, pushing the button for the top floor to get the elevator moving.
"Um, ten. What's going on?"
"Oh some prude called the cops, claiming indecent exposure." She said shaking her head, a wry frown on her face. I took a few moments to take in my protector. She was fairly tall, not thin but not overly heavy either, a nicely shaped chest hidden by a tube top type bikini and a round full butt. I guessed she was about early forties at most, dishwater blonde hair and blue eyes that seemed to sparkle with a smile even while she was frowning.
"Now why would someone do that?"
"Oh, some people just can't deal with life. Just because you don't want to run around half naked doesn't mean that someone else might not enjoy it."
"I agree." I answered. "I appreciate your getting me up. I'd hate to have to bail myself out of jail."
"You'd have a hard time doing that, too." She said with a giggle. Reaching down and tugging the hem of the lacey wrap up, exposing my bare suddenly hardening cock. "No place to put any money."
"Oh shit. No place for a room key either." I said suddenly realizing I had a huge problem.
"Ohhhh that could be a problem."
"Let's hope my wife is back at the room." I said, rolling my eyes and trying to push the hem of the wrap down against her resistance.
"Don't be in a hurry, I'm enjoying the view, besides, it IS my wrap, isn't it?"
"Yes," I sighed. "Next I suppose you just want to play with it a little bit too, huh?"
"Well, not the best invitation I've ever heard, but...well...an invitation is an invitation." She said, reaching out for my cock and closing her hand around it. She started gently stroking the mostly soft cock, causing it to rise almost faster than the elevator. By the time we got to the top floor and then back down to the tenth the wrap was woefully unable to cover my erection. "Seems we have a new problem now." She said with a wink as the doors opened.
"So it seems." I said, trying to cover my cock with the lace material as I walked down the hall to my room.
No amount of knocking seemed to raise anyone in the room, which could mean anything, but what it did mean was my wife was either still downstairs, which was not an option for me, or someplace else that I had no idea about. "Probably in some horny guy's room." I growled quietly.
"Well honey, unless you have a better idea, you're going to be in a room with some horny broad. Come on, you can stay in my room till she gets back." She said, turning to walk toward the elevator. "Unless of course you want to wander around the halls in my wrap, which by the way doesn't hide a damn thing!" She called over her shoulder.
I walked briskly down the hall to follow her toward the elevators. "By the way, my name is Anya." She said with a smile.
"Hi Anya. I'm Mike."
"Well Mike, if you don't mind me saying so, you could stand a shower. You smell like stale pussy, which as good looking as you are, isn't a particular turn on."
I sniffed myself and realized she was quite right.
"You can use my shower." She said as the door opened and she stepped out. She slipped a keycard from inside the bikini top and walked down the hall. She paused long enough to slide the card into the door and then pushed it open, holding it for me.
"You here alone?" I asked, as I peeled the wrap off and handed it back to her, the door closing behind us.
"Well, not at the moment." She said as she reached behind her back and unhooked the tube type top that was wrapped round her rather large chest, freeing a pair of surprisingly sexy looking D cup breasts. "Hope you don't mind me sharing the shower with you." She said as she pushed her bikini bottoms down, letting them slide down her legs as I admired her neatly trimmed triangle bush.
"Nice." I said, raising my eyebrows in appreciation.
"Thank you kind sir." Anya said as she stepped past me and into the large bathroom. It was far smaller than the one in our room, but the shower was similarly shaped, if not as large, and had a nice bench type seat along the back side. She stepped into the shower and turned the water on, quickly adjusting the temperature to a comfortable level before turning and inviting me in.
At this point I needed the shower, and she wasn't a bad looking woman. In fact, in some ways, she was kind of sexy. Nicely sized breasts, nice full butt, full meaty pussy, a little round about the middle, but not unsightly, just a little bit of age spread, something I have been fighting for more years than she has. And what the hell, it wasn't as if I had someplace better to be.
"You know, for a minute I didn't think you were going to join me." Anya said quietly as she moved farther under the cascading water to make room for me.
"For a minute I wasn't sure myself." I answered honestly.
"I understand. I'm not exactly beautiful." She said with a shrug. "Not bad looking, but not beautiful, at least not like a lot of the skinny minnies that get brought to these things."
"Yeah, I'm not all that good looking either I suppose. More like a dirty old man than a stud."
"Oh. I wouldn't say that." She said with a grin. "We can fix the dirty, maybe not the old, and from what I can see..." She said reaching a soapy hand out to my hard cock, "you are a LOT of man."
"I appreciate the compliment, even if it's not true."
"Oh from what I saw earlier today it's plenty true. Those two hotties you were banging definitely got all they were looking for!" She laughed. "That's probably what started the complaints. Someone wanted some of what they were getting and didn't get it."
"I don't know about that. But I try to give the best I can."
"So you been coming to one of these for a long time?"
"No, this is my first. My wife's idea actually, I was supposed to be fishing in a tournament this weekend. This was my wife's idea to get back at me for wanting too much sex from her, or something like that."
"Well, I for one am glad she brought you. Not often I get to have a good looking guy in my shower."
"So you don't come often?"
"Actually, I'm not here for the...well, whatever it is. I'm just in town for business and thought I'd take a dip. Didn't know I was going to get a floor show and a sexy guy at the same time."
"Well, might as well enjoy it then." I answered with a chuckle.
"Oh trust me, I'm gonna enjoy every moment." She said as she stepped closer, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling her big bare tits against my chest. "Feel free to play with anything you can reach. In fact, play with everything you can reach if you want too."
"Really? So tell me, when was the last time you had a sexy man in your shower?"
"Oh, now a man shouldn't ask a woman such things." She whispered as she moved her face toward mine. "Just kiss me and fuck me." She pressed her soft wet lips to mine, her tongue teasing at my lips until I opened them and let her slip it inside.
I could feel my cock growing even harder as her hot sensual kiss sent tingles down my spine. I knew this feeling well, and my body knew exactly what to do without my conscious thought. My hands had already left her hips where they had been resting, one sliding up to cup one of her tits and the other sliding down, pressing between her legs. We stood for several long minutes under the water, before she broke the embrace, turning to shut off the water. I looped my hands around her body, pulling her back against me, my hands cupping both her big round breasts.
"Mmmmmm." She moaned softly, putting a hand against the shower wall to balance herself as I bent her at the waist.
"Is this what you want?" I asked as I slipped one hand down between her legs, cupping her mound and pushing my fingers between her legs at the same time as I was crouching down. I could feel my cock slip between her legs, my head bumping into my fingers. I used my fingers to press my fat head up between her lips, gently pushing my hips to force my engorged head up into her.
"ohhhhhh yesssssss it is." She moaned as my cock pushed into her a few inches.
I started pushing in and out of her in small little strokes, working more and more of me into her until my head was banging against the end of her tunnel. I lengthened my strokes, moving my hand back to her breasts, letting both hands squeeze them in time with my long slow strokes.
"Anya! You ready?" A voice called from the main room.
"Ohhhhh." Anya moaned as I stroked in and out of her pussy, my hips slapping loudly against her bare wet ass. She didn't seem concerned, so I just kept stroking, knowing that her climax was working closer and closer.
"ANYA!" A surprised woman's voice called from behind us. "What are you doing?"
"Ohhhhh Fucking!" Anya moaned. "Ohhhhh yeah... Soooo fucking good."
I turned and looked to see three women standing in the doorway, the tall blonde holding her hand over her mouth as she watched us fucking in the shower.
"Oh god. Gonna cum soooo soon!" Anya moaned loudly, her head hanging down and her hips pushing back against me in time with my strokes.
"Oh honey, you don't want her to stop, trust me!" a petite little brunette said as she pushed past the blonde into the bathroom. She very boldly walked up to the shower wearing a blue minidress and four inch heels. With a grin she stepped into the shower with us, not even taking her shoes off and began running her hands around my body, one rubbing up and down my back and the other rubbing around my bare ass. "That's it, fuck her! Make her come on your cock!" she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Just keep fucking her hot little pussy. Does it feel good, sliding in and out of her, driving in and out of her hot wet sexy pussy?" She said a bit louder.
"OH god. Is that you Mandy? Ohhhh fuck he feeeeels so goooood!" Anya moaned loudly.
"Yeah it's me." Mandy said from behind me. "Is he good?"
"Oh yeah. He's good with his cock!" Anya answered breathlessly. "He's got me almost ready to come!"
"Make her come stud! Fuck her pussy until she comes around you! Mmmmmm that's it. Just keep humping her pussy1" She said as she stepped back. I couldn't see what she was doing, but she came back moments later her almost nude body pressing against mine as I stroked in and out of Anya. She slipped around me wearing nothing but a pair of thigh high stockings, pressing her bare tits against my arm. "Here, play with this too." She said huskily as she pulled one of my hands from Anya's tit and down to her bald pussy. "Finger my cunt stud!"
"Really Mandy!" the blonde said from behind us.
"Don't knock it till you try it! I dare you to get naked and come play!" Mandy shot back.
"I'm not getting naked in front of a stranger!"
"Someday you're gonna to have to loosen up or life is just gonna pass you by!" Mandy said, gasping suddenly as my finger found her clit and slid across it. "OH fuck! Didn't expect that!"
"Told...you...he...was...goooooooood!" Anya squeaked loudly. "Ohhhhhh fuck fuck fuck...here it comes!"
Her whole body bucked, jamming herself back into me as her pussy contracted around me. I could feel her wetness leaking around my cock and dripping down my balls as tremors moved up and down her body, her arms and legs shaking and her pussy contracting and convulsing around my cock. After several seconds she pulled off my cock and sank to the shower floor, turning around to rest her back against the wall. "Oh god that felt good."
"I can believe it did." Mandy said, sliding around in front of me and grasping my cock. "Sweet huge fat cock." She said as she sunk down in front of me, her knees splayed wide. She leaned her small round tits out toward my cock and smeared the Anya's cum around her nipples, looking up at me seductively, licking her red lipsticked lips. She lowered herself a little more and aimed my hard cock at her lips, closing them around my head and slowly sliding her face toward me, pushing more and more of me into her mouth until I could feel my mushroom head pushing against her throat.
"Oh god," I groaned as she pushed deeper, feeling a tight constriction around my head as I pushed into her throat, her nose touching my curls. She pulled her head back and gasped slightly.
"God that's a hard one to take in." She said, sliding her hands along the hard shaft. She took a few breaths and then plunged her mouth over my cock again, bobbing it on and off much of the length of my shaft, her hands twisting and sliding with her mouth.
"Is she really doing that?" I heard the blonde ask from behind us.
"Oh yeah, she is." I heard another female voice say. "Pretty damn good too. Look at his face! God I wouldn't mind riding on that cock. Look how big it is!"
"Jennifer! You're married!" The blonde said.
"So? Mandy, why don't you bring him out where we have more room."
"With pleasure." Mandy said, pulling her mouth off my cock. "How about it stud, think you can handle two of us at once?"
"Why not?" I answered with a shrug, my cock answering more for me than my brain.
She got up and led me to the bedroom and pushed me back onto one of the queen sized beds. Before I could really do anything else, she was on the bed, swinging herself over me and backing her pussy up to my face.
I could just make out, past her, another woman, slightly heavier, maybe in her early thirties, sliding her dress down and off, and then rolling a pair of pantyhose down her legs. I could tell she had big tits, but other than that Mandy's pussy, which was now pushing down toward my face, blocked out the rest of what was happening.
I reached up and grabbed Mandy's hips and pulled her down to my face, stuffing my tongue between her wet pussy lips. Her fat meaty outer lips spread easily and allowed me to work between her partially protruding inner lips as I searched for her shrouded clit.
"OHHHH FUCK!" she squealed as my tongue found the hard little nub and started flicking back and forth across it.
I felt her hot mouth return to my cock as I licked and flicked her pussy lips and her clit, making her hips rock and wiggle almost uncontrollably. I felt the bed shake and move and then Mandy's wet mouth pull off my cock. Moments later I felt a tight wetness press against my head and then suddenly envelope me as I slid into a soft wet pussy.
"Ohhhhh god yes. Jesus fucking H that feels good!" the voice that had been identified as Jennifer groaned loudly. I felt her sink down my cock until her ass was resting on my thighs.
"Mmmmmmm" I groaned into Mandy's pussy as the woman on my cock began riding up and down, making the whole bed bounce with her short choppy strokes.
"Uhhh...Ohhh....Fuck....Uh..." She grunted with every stroke, driving my cock deep into her and slamming her round ass against my thighs with a loud slap slap slap.
I wasn't exactly worried about coming at this point, in fact I doubted that I really had anything left to give after all the times I'd cum in the last two days. But the sensations felt good none the less and drove me to work even harder on Mandy's pussy. I could taste the change in her juices, moving from tangy to sweeter as her wetness grew and her muffled moans increased. It took my sex muddled brain several moments to realize why her moans were muffled; only fully realizing it when I heard the sound of a loud slurp before Mandy grunted out an audible cry of pleasure. "Fuck yes.....Gonna....come!" She grunted loudly as I flicked and licked her clit.
"Ohhhh yeah...oh shit.... Oh GOD.... HERE IT COMES!" she squealed as her body tensed over me, her legs trembling and her hips pushing her pussy down hard against my face.
No longer able to get to her clit, I drove my tongue deep into her as her juices leaked over my face. I finally had to push her up and off so I could breathe again, after which she crawled off me and lay down with her head at my feet, her chest heaving to catch her breath.
At that point I wasn't paying any attention to her, I was busy watching the absolutely huge tits of the woman bouncing wildly on my cock, each huge globe flying first up and then sideways as her ass slapped rhythmically on my thighs.
"OH damn." I grunted as I felt my balls start to tighten up, in an impending climax that I was hardly expecting. I curled my toes and tried to hold back, my hips pushing up toward her as I arched my back a bit more, trying to stave off the inevitable. My hands reached up and found her bouncing boobs and clasped on their front, squeezing the soft fleshy mounds and rock hard nipples between my fingers. "OH SHIT!" I grunted as my body bucked under her, driving my cock hard up into her as she came down on me.
"FUCK MEEEE!" She screamed as the impact of my head against her cervix must have triggered her own climax. "AHHHHHH!" She screamed as her body convulsed, my cock spurting hot cum up into her pussy with each new jerk. Three, four, five times I felt my body pump cum unto her pussy before the twitches and jerks became less organized and sporadic.
The woman on my cock sat there, shaking and trembling for what seemed like five minutes, my hands kneading her breasts as she sat on me, panting and moaning. "ohhhh damn. Oh.......shit yes." She moaned over and over, her eyes closed and her long brown hair disheveled, lying half down her back and half over her face and down her front nearly to my hands. "Oh god that was a good fuck. I wish my husband would fuck like that." She moaned softly as she slowly leaned herself down toward me. I moved my hands and her soft tits pressed to my chest as she lowered her face to mine. "Thank you sweetie. That was a fantastic climax. Haven't had one that hard in...well, years."
"My pleasure." I answered as my cock slipped from her pussy.
"So Anya, where did you hook this keeper?" She said over her shoulder.
"Down by the pool. Seems he was naked and in need. So I brought him home. Can I keep him?"
"I rather think not, but it is a nice idea. I wonder if Frank would approve of keeping him?"
"Frank isn't going to know." Anya answered. "But we do get to keep him until his wife gets back to their room." She said with a grin. "That should be long enough to get Donna a good climax too."
"I'm not getting fucked by some stranger." The blonde said, sitting in a chair in the corner, still dressed in a snug black dress that came down to her thighs. She was thin and tall with a small chest, but what she did have the snug dress showed off nicely.
"Oh sweetie. You don't know what you're missing." Mandy said from where she was lying next to me.
"Yeah I do. Lots of headache and heartache!" She retorted.
"You always were a stick in the mud. What are you afraid of? Robert finding out? Who's going to tell him, and for that matter, would he even give a shit?" Anya asked from where she sat nude in the other chair not far away. "When was the last time he actually had sex with you?"



"That's not the point."
"Sure it is!" Jennifer said from on top of me. "We have to hear your bitching, the least you can do is get a good fucking when it's right in front of you."
"Jennifer!" The blonde snapped. "That's not fair!"
"Sure it is. Come on. When are you going to get another chance like this?" Jennifer said, pushing herself up and off of me, releasing my softened cock from her pussy. She slid down the bed until she was kneeling between my legs and then bent over to bring her big hanging tits down toward my cock. "I'll get him all nice and hard and you can fuck him." She said as she started slowly dragging her tits and hard nipples across my cum covered cock.
"Jennifer, I'm not having sex with him!"
"God look at that thing start to get hard already." Jennifer cooed as her hard nipples teased me. "He must have a thing for titties."
"I do." I answered as I looked down and watched her big tits stroking my shaft, which was now slowly starting to lengthen.
"Come on, you might as well get naked, the rest of us are." Mandy said, rolling off the bed and walking to the chair. She reached for the blonde's hands and pulled her up out of the chair and walked her to the bed.
"I'm not having sex!" She said sternly as Mandy unzipped the back of the dress and slipped it down, leaving her nude from the waist up. Mandy squatted down behind her and pulled her pantyhose and underwear down.
"Hell Donna, you're staring at his cock. Don't tell me you don't want it." Mandy said as she coaxed the blonde to lift her feet one at a time, leaving her standing completely naked. She had small tits. Maybe a small B cup at most, and a curly little bush on her mound. Other than that she was rail thin. I doubted she could weigh more than a hundred pounds, soaking wet.
"Come on. Touch it!" Mandy coaxed, standing up next to Donna and pulling her hand toward my cock. Mandy didn't let up on the pressure until Donna not only touched my hardening shaft, but wrapped her hand around it. "Come on, up on the bed."
"No, we shouldn't." Donna objected weakly as Mandy coaxed her to sit astride my legs, her pussy inches from where her hand slowly stroked my hardening cock. "God it's so big!"
"Yeah, and just think how big it'll feel inside you." Mandy said as she slipped onto the bed behind Donna.
"No, no, it's way too big. Besides, I can't." She said quietly, her eyes never leaving my growing member in her delicate little hand.
"Just look at how it's growing in your hand. Won't that feel so wonderful inside you? Sliding in and out of your soft little pussy?" Mandy coaxed, her hands slipping around Donna's sides and cupping her little breasts.
"Mmmmmmm don't do that." Donna said quietly as Mandy gently pulled and twisted her nipples. "You know what that does to me."
"Uh huh. I do." Mandy cooed in her ear, flashing me a quick smile and a wink. "Just slide forward a little and he can reach your pussy with his fingers. You wouldn't mind if he stroked your pussy, would you?"
"I suppose not." She said, scooting herself forward with Mandy's help behind her.
I took her cue and slipped one hand between my balls and her pussy, gently teasing a finger between her lips and stroking it slowly up and down the length of her softness, feeling her hard clit drag across my finger at the end of each stroke. Her hips soon started following my fingers strokes, sliding forward and rocking back to enhance the stroke of my fingers. Farther and farther she seemed to inch until there wasn't any room for my hand and I pulled it away, letting her stroke her wet lips against my balls and my cock.
"Ohhhhh that feels nice." Donna moaned softly as she began sliding her pussy along my now hard shaft, her hand only covering my head, using it to pull my shaft up snugly to her wet lips. Her stroking hips worked farther and farther forward, my cock splitting her soft wet lips as she stroked her hips along its length.
"Mmmmmm god it's so hard and fat." She moaned softly, alternately looking down at it and then closing her eyes and enjoying the sensations of her clit riding along it.
I felt my head disappear between her lips, her fingers now just under the head to pull it up. Each stroke seemed to slide more and more of her over my head until I could feel my head nestling up into her opening. Without warning she leaned forward, Mandy's hands sliding down from her breasts to her hips.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!" Donna groaned as she pushed back, the pressure on my head mounting as she tried to force her tight pussy over me. "Ohhhhh god it's too big!" She gasped as my head suddenly popped through the entrance to her tunnel, sinking into her only an inch or two. She sat for some second panting and then pushed back some more, gently easing more of me into her inch by inch. "Oh god it's big." She moaned when she paused, only about half of my length inside her.
"You can do it. Just take it slow." Mandy coaxed "Just keep going."
"It's too big, I can't." Donna gasped.
"Then just ride him there. Don't worry about the rest yet."
"Uh huh." Donna answered, moving her hands to my chest for support. She began to gently rock herself, sliding me in and out of her only an inch or so at a time. Up she would slide, her incredibly tight pussy pulling on my cock, almost as if it didn't want to let go, only to resist as she pushed back again, forcing herself over me. Little by little her strokes worked more and more of me into her until my head was bumping the end of her tunnel with each stroke. Her moans grew in intensity as she continued to slowly rock on and off my cock.
"Oh god damn." Donna moaned loudly.
"Feels good huh?" Mandy asked from behind her.
"Oh yeah."
I felt Mandy slide a hand down between my legs, her fingers stroking the base of my balls and down my crack until they teased over my puckered anus.
"Wanna feel him explode in you?"
"Uh huh." Donna mumbled in assent. "I wanna feel him cum inside me."
I looked at Mandy, looking at me over Donna's shoulder, a little grin on her face. "Anya, get me your little toy."
"Ohhhhh nice idea." Anya said as she got out of the chair. She dug in her suitcase and came back with a little silver bullet vibrator.
With my cock deep into Donna already, there wasn't any room for that to be added, so I guessed they were going to use it to tease her clit. The sensations of Donna riding up and down my already well used cock was sending warmth flowing through me, but another climax, I doubted.
"You ready?" Mandy asked Donna as she climbed back on the bed behind her.
"Uh huh."
I felt Mandy's hand and then the tip of the vibrating tool press against my anus.
"Hey!" I said in surprise, my hips lifting off the bed at the sudden intrusion.
"Just relax stud. I guarantee you're going to love this!" Mandy said as Donna began riding slightly harder, her ass now bouncing on my legs. I reached up and cupped her tits, letting my fingers and thumbs squeeze and twist her nipples.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted as the cold vibrator suddenly pushed harder against me, slowly opening me and pushing into me at least an inch, but what felt like a mile. The vibrating seemed to flow through my body and I could feel my balls tighten and tingle at the sudden change in sensations.
"Ride him hard now!" Mandy coaxed Donna, who began bouncing up and down with abandon, her light little body bouncing on and off my cock, her tight pussy massaging me and teasing each inch of me.
"OH SHIT OH SHIT...OHHHHHH FFFFUUUUUUUCK!" Donna started to scream, her pussy contracting suddenly around my cock, making the confines even tighter.
Mandy started sliding the vibrator in and out of me, coaxing my own climax ever closer.
"UHHHHHH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, pushing a small amount of hot cum up and into Donna's pussy.
"YES YES YES OH FUCK YESSSS!" She screamed loudly, her body bouncing with abandon, her ass slapping my legs loudly with each stroke and her pussy making loud squishing noises as she plunged herself down onto me time after time.
By the time my body had emptied half a dozen squirts of cum up into her I was wasted. All I could do was lay there as Donna dropped heavily onto my chest her chest heaving against mine as she worked to catch her own breath.
"Damn." I mumbled as the vibrator was removed.
"Now that was a climax." Mandy said with a giggle. "Let's go clean up while these two rest."
The three of the other ladies disappeared into the bathroom while Donna and I lay trying to regain our strength. I could feel my cock soften and slip from her, yet she made no move to remove herself from me.
I wasn't sure how long they were in the bathroom, at least a half an hour I was sure. From the sounds coming from the bathroom, these girls were enjoying a little play time in the shower. That was okay by me. That last one kind of wasted me. I closed my eyes and enjoyed just relaxing, even if it was with a strange woman on my chest.
"Hey come on stud. We need to go eat some dinner." Mandy said shaking my shoulder.
"Huh?"
"You fell asleep."
"What time is it?"
"Almost six." She said as I sat up and looked around. All four of them were cleaned, pressed and dressed, clearly waiting for me to get up.
"Oh sorry."
"Come on." Anya said, holding a large towel out for me. "We'll walk you down to your room and see if you can get in."
"Uh, sure." I said, wrapping the towel around my waist as the ushered me to the door. I felt a little conspicuous walking down the hall in just a towel with four very well dressed and gorgeous women. We rode down the elevator in silence, with Mandy sliding her hand under the towel playing with me on the short rid.
"Hope we can meet up again." She whispered as the doors opened.
I walked down the hall to my room and knocked, hoping Joe would answer.
"There you are!" My wife said, standing in the doorway in her sweater dress. "Where have you been?"
"Well, there was a little trouble at the pool and Anya was nice enough to spirit me away. I've been just hanging out up there because no one was here when I came by.
"Well, we are now." My wife said, looking more at the four ladies than at me.
"Ok, well bye Mike." Anya said sweetly as she stepped up and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. "Glad I could rescue you!"
"Uh huh. Thanks again." I answered as she stepped away.
Donna stepped up and gave quick kiss on the cheek before ducking shyly away. Jennifer pressed her body against mine and gave me a slow wet kiss before breaking away and giving me a wink.
Mandy, well, Mandy was Mandy. She wrapped both arms around my neck, pressed her whole body against mine and ground her hips into my crotch until the towel fell from around my waist, her lips pressing against mine and her tongue driving into my mouth. "Thanks for a great fuck!" She whispered before letting her body slide from my now naked one. Then she turned to my wife. "Don't let this one get away sweetie. He'd the best fuck I've ever had!"
"Um...Yeah, okay." My wife said as Mandy walked away, waving at me before the four of them disappeared around the corner toward the elevator.
"Sooooooo, Had a good time with them huh?" My wife asked, her arms crossed in front of her.
"yeah sorta." I answered, blushing a little at her stern look. I wondered if play time had just come to an abrupt end. Oh well, it was fun while it lasted.
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My wife stood outside the shower, her arms crossed, clearly irritated.
"I thought we said nothing on the side." She snapped
"Yep. Would you have rather had me in jail?"
"Not exactly."
"So where were you when the cops came?" I asked her pointedly, pausing my washing to stare through the glass at her. She stood there remaining silent. "That's what I thought. If you had been you'd have known I was in trouble and made some attempt to wake me up from where I was napping... The last thing I remember is seeing you lying on a chair with a guy fucking you from behind."
"Well, you were busy with two women at once."
"So? You're the one who started this remember? If you wanna quit and go home, just say the word, I'm ready any time you are." I said, going back to washing.
"Why?"
I turned the water off and stepped out of the shower, reaching for a towel. "You having fun?"
"Well, sorta." She answered.
"So, how many?"
"How many what?"
"You know what I mean. How many different guys?"
"Counting you?"
"Of course not counting me."
"Ohhh, a few."
"How many few?"
"Three." She said quietly.
"Three. I'm surprised. I thought the idea was to get as many guys to fuck you as possible to make me upset or jealous or something."
"Not exactly."
"Then what exactly?"
"Well, okay, it started that way, but well...it's different now."
"Okay, explain."
"Well, I am having fun, but not in the way you think. I'm having fun flashing and teasing and getting touched. It's not the sex that's all that much fun. To be blunt as hell, your cock is better, and you fuck better. I don't have to tell you what to do, you know what I like and how to make it feel good. It isn't as much fun when I have to tell a guy who's more interested in just getting his own wickies off, what to do to get me off too."
"Ah, so what you're saying is that I'm better in bed than the other three guys you banged today?"
"Yeah, I guess so." She said quietly as I hung the towel up and headed out into the main room where Joe and Lisa were sitting on the sofa half necking half waiting for me. "How about you? Are you having fun fucking...how may so far?"
"All together or at once?" I asked, knowing it was going to irritate her.
"All together would be just fine."
"I don't know, I lost count." I answered as I started pulling on my slacks, intentionally leaving my underwear lying on the bed.
"So many you lost count? Damn Mike!" Joe said from the sofa.
"Well, I did." I said with a shrug. "Well, not exactly. Counting Lisa I think it was six, maybe seven. Oh yeah, there was also the young lady in the shop."
"Damn, I'm surprised you could get it up so many times. You haven't been cheating and using any little blue pills, have you?" My wife asked. "I figured you'd fuck a couple and your cock'd be tired."
"No, no little blue pills." I said as I pulled on the silk t-shirt she had packed for me.
"So you're planning on fucking more yet?"
"You planning on flashing more guys yet?" I asked bluntly.
"I don't know." She said evasively.
I stepped over to her and took hold of the hem of her skirt and pulled it all the way to her neck, showing off her completely nude body between her neck and the tops of her thigh high stockings. "Yeah right."
"Well, ok. I'm having fun flashing guys. Is that a crime?"
"Nope. Just want to make sure you understand, if you can flash guys, have guys touching you, playing with guys or even have a guy fuck you, then I can do the same thing with the ladies."
"Okay, fine. But, this time, absolutely no leaving with someone. If you wanna fuck her do it in the same room as I am!"
"Fair enough. Same rules for you though." I said as I pulled on my shoes. "All set. And yeah, I'm starved."
"Good! I'm ready to go eat!" Lisa said popping off the seat of the sofa and walking across the room, fixing the hem of her sheer dress.
"Hey Lisa. What is it about that dress? There's something different about it." I said, causing her to stop at the door.
"Simple." She said, giving the flowery flowing hem a flip, letting me see she was pantiless. Then with a grin she tugged the top of the dress down, exposing her bare tits. "Easy access. Maybe if you wanna dance with me a time or two you can try it out." She said as she turned on her heel and opened the door.
"You asked." My wife said as she followed Lisa out the door.
"Seven? Damn I thought I was doing good at three." Joe said, shaking his head and chuckling as he walked past.
"Yeah, well, it is what it is." I said, as I followed them out of the room.
The ride down to the lobby wasn't long, although we stopped a few times to add more riders, a couple of them pretty sexy looking women wearing equally sexy outfits. Short skirts and tight shirts were always a turn on, but I was getting a new appreciation for spandex. Finally at the lobby I followed my wife to the hotel's restaurant for dinner.
I took my time, while we were waiting for our food to come, to survey the wide array of ladies and their attire. One good looking woman, close to my own age, noticed me and blew me a kiss before obviously moving her hands down under the table. As I watched she slowly spread her legs apart and pulled her dress slowly up until it was obvious that she was showing me her completely bald pussy. I felt my dick twitch as she slid the dress part way down, leaving it up to the tops of her stockings so that every time she moved a little I could catch a quick glimpse. They finished eating before we did and on the way out she stopped by the table, leaned over, and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
"If you come to the dance, find me and fuck me!" she whispered.
"What was that all about?" my wife asked as she walked away.
"Just asking me if I was going to be at the dance." I answered, going back to my food.
"Uh huh." She said clearly not accepting my explanation.
"Okay, if you have to know. She said if I was going to the dance to find her and fuck her. She's been flashing me her bare pussy for at least fifteen minutes."
"So are you going to?" My wife asked pointedly.
"I dunno. If I stumble across her I might."
"I'm sure she'll be sure you do." My wife said. "I'm clearly missing an opportunity here."
"How so?"
"That guy over there, the one that looks like he's thirty or so?"
"Yeah?" I asked turning around in my chair to see him.
"He's been staring at me for a long time."
"Uh huh." I said, clearly not telling her to go flash him. "You think he's interested?"
"Yeah, I do." My wife said a bit sharply. "Don't you think I can attract a nice looking guy?"
"Hey, I didn't say that." I said as I turned around to look at him again. As I watched the woman he was sitting at the table with got up and headed for the bathrooms. "Now's your chance."
"My chance?"
"You wanna play? Go walk over there, take his hand and stick it under your dress on your pussy."
"I can't do that?"
"Why not? That guy in the shoe store seemed happy enough to touch you."
"But if he's not part of the swingers club," she hissed.
"Trust me, there ain't a guy alive that's going to complain to the cops that some strange sexy woman just forced him to touch her pussy."
"I don't know if I can." My wife said quietly.
"Ohhh too late. Here comes wife." I said as the young lady walked back to the table. She sat down and I saw his gaze slide back over to our table.
"Pull up your skirt." I said to my wife. "Hurry up!"
My wife reached into her lap and tugged the hem of the skirt quickly up, flashing him her pussy. I saw the reaction in his eyes, even though he kept his expression mostly passive. With a grin I pointed to the restroom. He made no obvious sign he saw, but several seconds later he got up and headed to the bathrooms.
"Come on." I said to my wife, getting up.
"Where?"
"Just come on." I said, waiting by her chair. She finally stood and I walked with her to the hallway leading to the bathrooms. Instead of letting her go into the ladies room I tugged her along with me right into the men's room.
"Hey. How's it going?" I asked the guy standing at the sink.
"Pretty good." He said looking past me at my wife.
"Yeah I know. She's been trying to figure out how to flash you, so well...here." I said, turning to my wife. I tugged the hem of her skirt up and continued pulling until her pussy and tits were completely exposed.
"Damn." He said with a gulp.
"Well, anyway. If you come to the party tonight, you can probably find her. She'll be out on the dance floor someplace trying to get some guy to feel her up. You're welcome to join us." I said as I let her dress fall. It only slid part way down and was still stuck up over her tits when the bathroom door opened and another guy walked in.
He took one look at my wife, gave a little whistle and walked to the urinals. "You don't have to leave on my account." He said as he unzipped his pants.
"You like looking?"
"I do when it looks sexy, and that does." He answered as he peed.
"Well, take a closer look then." My wife said, walking over to where he was finishing peeing, flashing me a sideways "watch this" look on her way. To my surprise she reached down and grabbed his hardening cock, giving it a few strokes.
"Mmmmm that's nice. Wanna give me a blow job instead of a hand job?" he asked bluntly.
"Never while I'm eating dinner." My wife answered, pulling him by the cock toward the counter with the sinks. She hiked herself up on the edge of the counter, leaned back and pulled her dress back up over her tits so she was naked from her tits to her stockings. She spread her legs and held her knees up. "But I'll give you a quick shot."
The guy gave me a quick look and then stepped between her legs stuffing his cock inside her pussy with a quick shove.
"Only rule is you can't come inside me. I don't want your cum leaking out of me all night."
"Where do you want it?" He grunted as he started plunging his cock in and out of my wife's pussy.
"How about my tits?"
"Oh yeah." He grunted.
My wife pushed her dress up and tossed it to me. "Here hold this honey!" she said with a smile.
"Ok I'm getting ready." The guy grunted after only a few more moments of stroking into her pussy, his hips slapping her ass making her tits wiggle and joggle with each smack.
He pulled out and my wife slid off the counter, squatting down with her legs splayed wide apart, stroking her own pussy as he stroked his cock, quickly bringing himself off and squirting his cum across her tits in several long white streams.
She got up and walked to the paper towel dispenser, pulled one out and wiped the cum off her tits while the guy zipped up.
"Thanks!" he said over his shoulder as he opened the door and walked out.
"Well, that was kind of fun." My wife said as she took the dress back. "What happened to my other admirer?"
"He headed out when the guy started fucking you." I said as we both washed our hands. I led her back out to the table and we finished eating, Lisa giving us both looks and Joe just chuckling.
"Party doesn't start for an hour. They have a nice walking path, wanna take a walk?" I asked my wife.
"If she doesn't, I do." Lisa said.
"If you don't mind, I'm gonna go check the scores. I'll meet you all back down here in an hour." Joe said walking away.
"You're not going to walk with us honey?" Lisa called.
"Nope. You know how I feel about long walks." He said over his shoulder.
"Yeah, I know." She said sullenly. "Well, you'll just have to take care of both of us Mike."
"Yes ma'am." I answered, letting each of them loop an arm through mine.
The walking path was quite nice and the warm evening was equally pleasant as we wound along the concrete path down to the river front and along it. There were a variety of benches back in little alcoves along the river wall, some of them with trees in the middle and others with just the bench in a little circular sitting area.
"Michael, can I ask a personal question?" Lisa asked quietly as we meandered along the walkway.
"Sure."
"Last night, when you were shaving me and you started to lick my pussy, did you like doing that?"
"Of course, why?"
"Well, it felt kind of funny, but I was enjoying it a lot."
"Sweetie, doesn't Joe do that for you?" My wife asked quietly, slipping out of my arm and stepping around to Lisa.
"Oh. Well...actually, no."
"Oh honey, why not? Mike does that for me...well whenever we have sex."
"Joe doesn't like the way it tastes. I guess it must taste pretty bad."
"Not really. I kind of like it myself." I answered.
"Come on over here." My wife said, practically dragging the two of us to the next little seating area. "Lay down hon, on your back."
"Sure, why?" I asked as I sat down on the free standing concrete bench.
"Easy, I want you to make her cum with your tongue."
"HUH?" Lisa asked suddenly. "Out here, in the open? I'm not so sure I like showing off like you do. I mean it's kinda fun to flash a boob or something, but having sex in public?"
"Oh don't worry. You're wearing a dress, no one is going to see your pussy besides Mike, and he's already seen it, right?" My wife said as she guided Lisa over to me and lifted her skirt, pushing her back until she was straddling my face.
"Down a bit lower." I coaxed from under her skirt, her pussy still hovering six or more inches above my face.
"Okay," She said, spreading her feet a bit farther apart so that she could keep them straight.
I reached up and pulled her hips down a bit farther, reaching my tongue out and gently stroking it along her soft wet lips.
"ohhhhhhhh," she said, shivering slightly.
I spread her lips with my tongue and pressed deep between her soft inner lips, sliding my tongue along her slit and flicking across her hard clit, drawing another shiver from her.
"Oh god, I love it when you flick across it like that." She moaned.
"Then I'll do it again." I chuckled before pressing my tongue between her lips again. I pushed deep into her pussy, driving my tongue into her tunnel entrance and then sliding it along her slit until I found her clit. I concentrated on it, flicking my tongue across it over and over again. With a little grin to myself I closed my lips around it and sucked it slightly, pulling it into my mouth and rubbing my tongue back and forth across it.
"Ohhhhhh god! That's incredible." She moaned loudly.
I continued to suck and flick her clit, reaching my hands up around her thighs to the top of her dress and pulled it down, sliding my hands back up to play with her now bare tits.
I felt a hand undo my pants and pull out my rock hard cock, wrapping around it and sliding slowly up and down the shaft as I continued to attack Lisa's pussy. I closed my fingers on her nipples and tugged and twisted them as I worked her clit with my tongue, her trembling legs giving away her approaching orgasm.
I felt a hot wetness slide over my cock, the pussy slowly sinking down my shaft until I was completely encased in her heat. I wondered what had gotten into my wife, but I wasn't going to complain as she began to slide up and down, slowly working my cock as I continued to work Lisa's clit.
"Ohhhhh shit oh shit oh shit.....I'm going to come!" Lisa squealed suddenly. "Ohhhhhh shit! Here it comes!"
I felt her shaking increase so I pinched her nipples harder, tugging them out from her tits, stretching her soft breasts.
"OHHHH FUCK YES!" Lisa squealed again as her body suddenly spasmed, gushing juices out over my face. I felt her whole body trembling and jerking above me. She suddenly pulled off of me and knelt down by my head panting. "Oh fuck that felt good." She said, but I hardly heard her.
I was staring at my wife, completely nude, riding up and down my cock.
"That's it lover. Just let me ride you a minute more. Watching you make her feel good....." She panted " made me realize why I enjoy you so much."
"But hell, sweetie, we hardly ever have sex anymore." I groaned as she rode up and down my cock.
"I know. My fault mostly. I just need to get turned on and it wasn't happening. I think I found out how now though. God I can't believe how turned on I am right now, riding your cock, knowing that anyone walking by can see my tits bounce or your cock sliding in and out of me! I can't remember the last time I was this damn horny!"
"I'm not going to argue." I groaned as she continued to ride.
"Me either, because I'mmmmm going to commmmmmmeeee!" she gasped with a shudder. "FUCK FUCK!" she groaned as her body trembled on me, her pussy contracting around my cock as she sat on me, unable to slide up and down any longer. She sat and gasped for air for nearly a minute before she slid off my lap and picked up her dress. She put it back on and then helped me get up and fixed my pants back together, leaving my cock rock hard.
"I'm not going to make you come. I want you to save it for the party."
"You want me to fuck other women tonight?"
"Uh huh. I want to have a good time. Might as well enjoy every bit you can tonight, we have to go home tomorrow."
"Okay, if you insist." I answered, as the two looped their arms in mine and started walking us back to the hotel.
We arrived back at the hotel, met Joe and then made our way to the party. As we walked in and showed our invitations we were given three numbered chips, my wife and I getting thirty seven and Joe and Lisa thirty eight. "These are for the blind overnight." The young lady said as she handed us our chips.
"I'm sorry. I don't understand." I said.
"Oh, first time? If you'd rather have a blind overnight partner, all you have to do is put your blue number chip in the jar at the bar. This time it's ladies night, so at the end of the night the ladies will each pick a blue chip. You keep the white one so you remember your number. The men go spend the rest of the night in the room with the lady who drew his number. Overnight ends at eight in the morning."
"I see. And if we don't want to do that?"
"Oh you're free to choose your own partner or to keep your own. Some couples may choose to go together and just do an overnight swap. Purely up to you."
"Ok, thank you." I answered.
"Oh, one more thing." She said from behind us making us pause and turn back. "While some brief nudity is allowed, and to some extent encouraged, extended periods of nudity and blatant sex is frowned upon. However, whatever you do subtly, making out, kissing and even a bit of feeling up your partner is highly encouraged." She said with a grin and a little wink aimed toward me.
"Looks like that little hottie was hot for your form." My wife whispered, giving my arm a squeeze as we moved around the partitions blocking those outside the room from looking in, and moved off into the main room. There was a dancefloor with a few couples already dancing.
The array of ladies outfits was quite interesting. They all had one of several themes evident, obviously accessible, sexy or slutty, some covering more than one. I walked my wife to the bar, got us a couple drinks and then found a table to sit down and survey the area. The room was large, with the dance floor in the middle, and the bar and DJ stand at one end. Lighting was quite low, with a variety of rotating lights sweeping the floor slowly, periodically briefly spotlighting dancing couples. Around the outside of the floor were a number of round tables, at one of which we were sitting, and then around them, an array of large potted plants, and such, breaking up the area between the tables and the wall. Many of the large potted plants and six foot high Caribbean travel posters made effective places where one could get out of the limelight for a little necking, kissing or more. I idly wondered if I was going to be one of the users of these little nooks and crannies.



"Hello." I heard from behind me.
I turned to see the young man and his wife from the restaurant. She had changed from the rather conservative dress she wore to dinner into a very short mini-skirt, mesh stockings, spandex tube top and high stiletto heels. Her hair was in a ponytail, which made her look even younger than the late twenties I had pegged her for at dinner.
"Mind if I ask your wife for a dance?" The young man asked, clearly nervous.
"Sure, hon, would you like to dance with the young gentleman?"
"I wouldn't mind at all." My wife answered, getting up and letting him take her hand.
As he led her to the dance floor I turned to the young lady. "Would you care to dance?"
"Uh, sure." She answered at least as nervous as her husband or boyfriend had been. I got up with a quiet chuckle and walked her to the dance floor where a medium speed bump and grind song was playing.
"So, is this your first time at a function like this?" I asked her, just loud enough for her to hear me over the music as I wrapped one arm around her thin waist and pulled her close to me.
"Uh huh. You?"
"Uh huh. So, I saw you at dinner."
"Yeah. My husband said your wife caught his eye, he thought maybe you two would be a good ice breaker."
"Well, consider the ice broken." I said with a smile.
"Yeah, it is, isn't it?" she answered with a bit brighter smile.
We continued to dance until the song ended and then I let her slip from my grasp and stand a couple feet from me while the next song started up. It was a bit slower and quieter song and she stepped closer to me this time, pressing her full firm breasts against my chest. "You know?" She said quietly, "I was kind of afraid that you'd start groping me as soon as we got out here."
"Disappointed?"
"No, surprised. I figured that's what all guys did, grope and fuck."
"Well, I can grope you if you think it will make you feel better." I answered her with a soft chuckle.
"You can if you want. I know you're interested."
"How do you know that?"
"Because I'm rubbing against a huge bulge in your pants." She said with a girlish giggle.
"So can I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
"Was your goal to look younger than you really are?"
"I kind of thought that was what guys wanted."
"Not all guys." I answered as I slid a hand up her back to her hair. I found the bow of the hair tie that was holding her long brown hair up high on her head and pulled it, sliding it out of her hair and letting her hair fall loose down until it was half way down her back. "There, better." I said as she shook her head to settle her hair.
"You like it better this way?"
"It looks more natural. Less little girlish."
"You don't like little girlish?"
"Sweetie, I have daughters older than you."
"Does that mean you're not interested in me?"
I chuckled softly and pointed to where her husband and my wife were dancing. "Look over there. Isn't that your husband's hand under my wife's dress?"
"Uh huh."
"So men are men. I'm not going to say no if you want to experience an older man. Is that what you're asking? To experience sex with an older man?"
"Well, I guess kinda. That was Tom's idea anyway. He said that he thought we should see what other people are like. Our sex life hasn't been the greatest."
"I see." I answered quietly, sliding my hands down her back to her butt. I gently squeezed her tight round ass, pulling her harder against me. "Is this more like what you expected?"
"A little."
"Well, there are two ways to do things, you can grope, or you can seduce. I personally prefer the second." I said quietly, sliding one hand up from her butt, leaving the other resting on her round curves while I moved the first up between us, gently cupping her spandex covered breast with my hand. "No bra, huh?"
"No, Tom thought it might be easier access without one."
"It is that." I whispered, holding her tit in my hand and stroking my thumb back and forth across her nipple. The song ended and we continued to stand against each other until the next song started. Fortunately it was another nice slow song and I was able to continue to stroke her quickly hardening nipple.
"That feels nice." She cooed softly. "I like your touch."
"Thank you." I answered as she moved one hand from my back to her own side. She teased the material of the spandex down off her breast so my hand was pressing on her bare skin.
"That better?"
"Much." I answered quietly as the song continued.
"Mmmmmmm you are getting me so turned on." She said, sliding a hand between us and feeling my hard cock through my pants. "Is this really as big as it feels?"
"You're welcome to find out." I could almost feel her grin as she unzipped my pants and slipped a hand inside.
"No underwear either. I guess we're twins."
"Seems so." I said as her hand closed around my shaft and played with me inside my pants. "If you keep that up I'm going to have to find someplace to fuck you."
"That's the idea, isn't it? You succeeded in getting me really wet." She said as the song ended.
"So it is." I said, taking her by the hand and walking her to the table we had been at. I grabbed a chair and carried it around behind one of the planters, setting it down. I pulled my cock out of my pants, letting my long fat pole stick out at her as I sat down. "Come here." I coaxed, pulling her hips toward me so she had to straddle me. I felt the hotness of her wet pussy press against my cock under her mini skirt, her left tit still hanging out. I reached for her top and pulled it slowly down to her waist, exposing her C cup breasts and hard perky nipples. I leaned her back a little, wrapping an arm around her back to hold her against my hard shaft as I lowered my face to her chest, sucking the whole front of one tit into my mouth.
"Oh damn." She whispered as I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple.
I sucked and teased one tit and then changed to the other, repeating the sensations of my tongue pressing against her areola and nipple at the same time. The longer I spent working on her breasts the more her hips seemed to move, grinding her wet pussy against my cock. I left it up to her to signal when she was ready and knew she was when she tried to lift herself up to get my head between her soaking wet lips.
"I hope this fits." She said quietly, standing herself up over my lap and reaching down for my cock. She wrapped her hand around it and then rubbed my head around her lips, teasing it between them and then slowly pressing herself down on my mushroom head. "Ohhhhhh god." She moaned softly as she tried to push more of me into her, only my head and an inch or two of me sticking inside her tight confines.
"Just sit there and relax." I coached, sliding a hand between us and putting my hand on her bare mound. I slipped my thumb down to the top of her pussy and gently massaged the protruding hooded clit, working it in circles with my thumb while she sat mostly still on me.
The longer I worked her clit the more she felt inclined to move, her hips rocking slowly and her legs lifting and lowering herself on and off my shaft. It wasn't long before she had all of me inside her excited pussy, her soft moans and gasps becoming more and more punctuated with each passing moment.
"Oh god....you know....exactly....what to.....do....... to me!" She gasped brokenly as she rode up and down, my thumb still stroking her clit and my other hand now up on one exposed breast, squeezing and twisting the nipple. "Oh fuck I'm going to come!" she squeaked as her body trembled and tensed over me. A long slow groan escaped her lips as her pussy contracted around me, her vaginal muscles rippling and trying to draw me deeper into her tight tunnel.
"Ohhhh god that felt good. I wish you could teach my husband to do that."
"He'll learn as long as he pays attention to your body. That's all it is really, just reading your body and trying to maximize the pleasure for you."
"But what about you? You haven't come yet."
"No, I'll have my turn, and now you have your choice. See I pleasured you, now you can choose your method of pleasuring me."
"What if I just decide not to and go away?"
"That's your choice too. But it doesn't happen too often."
"And with his cock, it shouldn't happen at all." I heard a familiar female voice say from behind me, causing the young lady on my lap to quickly pull her spandex top up to cover her tits. "Oh don't worry sweetie, you don't have to be bashful around me." Joan, the redhead from the pool said as she stepped around the planter and leaned against the side of my chair.
Joan was wearing a tight fitting red dress that looked more like a long wide strip of material wrapped around her body. Her nice sized tits were covered by a strip of material running across her chest which seemed to wrap around her back and stop on her right side at a large silver clasp. The skirt was equally tight fitting, looking like a wider strip that wrapped around her the other direction, also wrapping up her body and meeting the upper piece at the clasp, leaving two wide sections of her creamy white body exposed below her sexy breasts and above the form fitting skirt. It looked to me like I could easily slide the skirt up and the top down off her breasts and have access to all her best spots within moments.
"Go ahead stud. I know exactly what you're thinking."
"Really? What's that?"
"You're thinking you want to pull my top down and suck my nipples like you just did to this young lady. You can if you want." She said sliding her hands up to her top and starting to slowly roll the material down over her tits. "If I were you I'd just ride him until he comes. You could suck him, but trust me, that cock is trip fantastic!"
"I'm not sure I can like this." She said shyly.
"Joan."
"Oh shush. This is lady talk. One of us is going to get to ride that cock, the only question is which one?"
"I can't" the young lady said, quickly standing up off my lap and almost running away.
"Joan, that wasn't nice."
"No, but I hated to see that cock go to waste, she said as she pulled the little dress up to her waist, revealing a pair of tiny red panties. She quickly skimmed them down and stepped out of them, playfully laying them across my shoulder as she swung her leg over my lap, reaching down and guiding my cock toward her pussy. "Ohhhhh yeah. Perfect." She moaned as she wiggled her hips to work herself down over my shaft.
"I guessed you'd try to find me." I said as she began to slide herself up and down my shaft.
"You guessed right." She said as she pushed her hands down past her crotch to undo my belt and pants. "Push these down a bit, okay sweetie? I like how you feel against me, not your pants."
"Okay." I answered, working my pants down to my thighs so she was resting her bare ass on my legs.
"Ohhhhh much better." She cooed as she started sliding up and down again, slowly, her hands moving to my shoulders as she leaned her chest toward me. "I saw how nicely you sucked that cute girl's nipples. Wanna try that on mine a while?"
"Sure." I answered, looping my arms around her back and pulling her shoulders down closer to me, and her tits to my mouth. "Right there." I said, sliding my hands around her to her chest and cupping both tits, squeezing them into fat cones, her hard nipples pointing to my mouth. I closed my lips around the front of her left breast and sucked deeply, drawing as much of her soft flesh into my mouth as I could, swirling my tongue around the sides of the hard nipple, drawing a soft moan from her lips.
I released her tit with a loud slurp and then moved to the other, sucking it in like the first and teasing her nipple as she continued to ride up and down my fat shaft, her hips rocking with each stroke so that as she slid down there was more pressure on the underside of my head and less on her upward stroke. The effect was quickly pushing me up the slope toward climax.
"You trying to make me come?" I groaned as I released her tit from my mouth.
"No more than you're trying to make me come! I want you to fill my hot little pussy. You're my first fuck tonight and I want it to be your cum deep inside me when I do it with anyone else."
"Is that why the panties?" I asked.
"Uh huh." She moaned. "Gotta catch you before you get away."
I let go of one of her tits and slid my hand down to our laps, pressing my finger against her wet lips, causing her clit to slide up and down my finger as she rode me. "Oh shit. No fair." She gasped at the first stroke down on my finger.
"Gotta make you climax before I do." I grunted, trying to hold back the sensations building deep inside me.
"Not if I can help it." She grunted, bouncing a bit harder on my finger. "Come on sexy. Fill my hot little cunt with your cream!" She said quietly, screwing her face up and wrinkling her nose as she tried to contain her own approaching orgasm. "Ohhhhh yeah. I can feel your cock getting fatter. I can feel all that hot cum boiling up inside you, just trying to squirt into my hot little cunt! Ohhhh yeah. Here it comes...I can feel it. Ohhhhhh OHHHHH...YESSSSSSS!" She hissed loudly as my body jerked under her, my hard cock pumping a surge of my hot cum up into her pussy.
I felt her body tense, her legs and arms trembling as she sat on me. She let her breath out in a long slow moan of pleasure that seemed to last forever as my body jerked several more times, jamming my cock all the way into her before the next surge of hot cum pumped up into her.
"Ohhhhhhhh god yes." She moaned as she leaned herself forward, pressing her bare tits into my face. I opened my mouth and sucked one of her tits into my mouth and gently closed my teeth on her nipple, nipping it slightly and making her jump in surprise. Before she could pull her tit from my mouth I flicked my tongue across the hard nub and teased it. "You are so naughty!" She breathed as her body began to relax from the sudden second peak of her orgasm. "So wonderfully naughty. Your wife must absolutely love what you do to her."
"Sometimes, just not often enough." I said as I gently kissed each of her soft tits.
"Too bad, If you were mine I'd never be able to get enough of this cock."
"I appreciate the compliment." I answered as she pushed herself back.
"Hand me those panties now sweetie." She said, holding her hand out for the panties that had slipped off my shoulder to the floor. I reached down and handed them to her. She carefully slipped one foot into the panties and then quickly lifted herself up off of me, sticking her other foot in and sliding them up to capture the cum leaking from her. "Oh these are gonna be sooooo wet all night."
She pulled her skirt down and then knelt down in front of me and leaned over my lap quickly closing her mouth around my softening cock. "It's just polite to clean up a good cock after a cum like that." She said, taking a quick break from her oral ministrations to my cock. "Besides, it's a fun one to make hard."
"I can't believe there's anything left to get hard." I said as I enjoyed her mouth.
"Well stud, I don't know how many times you did it today, but it looks like there's at least one more in there yet." She said with a smile releasing my half hard cock. "Time to stand." She coaxed, letting me stand up in front of her. She pulled my pants up, buttoned them and closed the belt, leaving my cock sticking out my fly. "I should just leave it like that." She said with a grin, standing up and pulling her top back over her tits. "But then I'd just ruin the fun for someone else to get it out."
"I suppose." I answered as she coaxed my shaft back onto my pants and carefully zipped them up.
She stepped to me, pressed her body against mine and gave me a long wet kiss. "If you decide you need a bed partner tonight, I'm available." She whispered.
"What about your husband?"
"He's already found a friend for tonight. Me, I'm on the hunt. I wouldn't even mind if I team up with your wife. Maybe I can teach her a thing or two."
"Maybe you could. I'll keep it in mind."
"You do that." She whispered before giving me another kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth and teasing mine before she pulled away. "Hope to see you later stud!"
"Bye Joan." I said, as she walked away.
I found our table, and the drinks I had left there, quickly downing what was left of mine before heading to the bar for another. This time I just got a soft drink, already feeling the alcohol from the last one swirling around my head.
I looked around for my wife and found her dancing on the floor with a guy, the fast song allowing her to shimmy and shake her big tits in the dress, the hem of which had somehow worked up to the bottom of her ass, exposing her pussy to anyone who cared to look, which seemed to be several guys besides the one she was dancing with. I had no idea what happened to the young guy she started with.
"You seem to be popular tonight." A tall thin oriental woman said, stepping up to the table and sitting down in a chair close to me, her long slender legs crossing sexily.
"That's some dress." I said, admiring the outfit she had on.
"You like it?" She asked, standing up and turning a full circle for me. The dress was a soft pink material that ran from the top of her breasts down to mid-thigh in a slightly hourglass shape, leaving her sides bare from neck to toes. The back of the dress was a similarly shaped, thought it started much lower, at mid back. The sides of the dress were little more than two sections of pink lace, one up near her breasts, the other from low on her hip to the hem of the dress. There was no doubt from the outfit that she couldn't be wearing either panties, bra or stockings.
"Yeah I do." I answered.
"Cool." She said, swinging her long black hair over one shoulder so it hung down nearly to one of the nipples protruding through the material. "Care to dance? Or would you just like to go find a quiet corner and play a little?"
"Um. Kind of forward isn't it?"
"A bit, but then I'm not known for my subtlety. I've been watching you since you walked in. So far you've spent more time making two women climax than you have dancing. I figure if you're that popular I might as well see if I can play a little. Of course if you prefer to play while we dance..." she said, letting the obvious invitation taper off to a seductive look.
"It might not hurt to dance. A little recovery time would be nice." I said as I got up.
"Oh sweetie, you don't need any recovery time." She said, stepping over to me and wrapping one arm around my neck and the other down to my pants where she squeezed my quickly hardening cock. "Ohhhh not at all. But if you wanna dance, how about right here?" She said as she started moving with the music, rubbing her full breasts against my chest as her hand stroked my cock through my pants.
I moved my hands to her hips, feeling her bare skin moving under my hands as she swayed.
"Feel free to explore all you want." She cooed, continuing to rub her body against mine.
With a little inward shrug I let my hands slide up her sides, without difficulty slipping inside the exposed sides of the dress until I could cup both her soft full breasts inside the dress. Her nipples were indeed rock hard, and her tits were just a little bit more than my large hands could cup, each firm and round, definitely not needing a bra for support. She seemed to enjoy the sensations of my hands on her warm tits as she unzipped my pants and slipped a hand inside.
"Mmmmmmm, such a nice fat dick." She cooed as she wrapped her delicate little hand around as much of me as she could. She wormed my cock out of my pants, holding it between us and wrapping both hands around it to stroke its length. "Oh yeah. No need for a rest. This cock is already up to the challenge."



"You wanna just throw down here, or what?" I asked jokingly.
"Mmmmm a challenge huh? I'm up for dirty dancing, how about you?" She said in a low seductive voice as she pushed my cock downward, letting go of it as she stepped even closer, her hands moving to her dress and hiking the skirt portion up several inches. I could feel my hard cock pressing against her hot wet pussy as she began swaying to the music, my cock trapped between her legs and pussy. "Oh yeah. Been a while since I played this game. Who comes first? You, or me? I'm willing to bet I can make you cum before I do." She said as she rocked her legs as she swayed to the music, stroking my cock with her thighs while her pussy rubbed back and forth an inch or so along the top.
"So that's the game? To see who comes first?" I asked squeezing her nipples harder while I twisted them like little knobs inside the dress.
"Oooooooh yeah. Now that's how to play the game. That sends a tingle all the way to my pussy! Nice move sweetie. Got any more tricks like that?"
"I bet I can think of a few." I said as I pulled my hands from her dress and slid them up her arms. I hooked my thumbs in the tiny straps going over her shoulders and slid them down her arms, pulling farther down until the front of her dress started to slide down with it. I didn't stop until the top of the dress was barely hanging on, hooked only by her rock hard nipples. I slipped my hands around to her back and then down, cupping her firm round tush under the edge of the skirt. "Try this one." I said, lifting her up slightly, causing her to stand on her tiptoes in the high heels and sliding my body down along hers.
My motion pulled the front of her dress down clear of her firm round breasts, allowing me to suck one of her tits into my mouth, my teeth closing on her nipple and tugging it upward as I started to slide upward.
"OHHHHHH yeah, that's a nice trick." She moaned as my cock pressed up into her pussy and started forcing its way into her tunnel. "Ohhhhhhh don't stop, please don't stop." She moaned as my shaft slid inch by inch into her, finally stopping when my thighs were tightly pressed against hers.
"Now let's see how you like my dancing!" I grinned, sliding one hand from her bare ass, exposed under her hiked up skirt, around to her front, cupping and squeezing one of her tits. I rocked my hips side to side, sliding my cock in and out of her as she arched her back to keep herself pushed down on to my shaft.
"Ohhhh yeah, now this is a dance." She moaned as the song we were playing to ended.
With the music gone she rocked her hips slightly, keeping me moving inside her tunnel, little gasps and groans slipping from her. The next tune started, a quicker, almost rock, tune. I let go of her tit and moved both hands to her hips, holding them as I pushed and pulled on her, driving my cock in and out of her pussy the few inches I was able to get it into her.
"You wanna really dance?" She asked, suddenly pulling off my shaft. She spun on her heels and bent over, reaching between her legs for my lubricated cock and aimed it at her pussy as she pushed back against me. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes." She moaned as I drove deep into her. She held onto the chair in front of her as I plunged my cock in and out of her, drawing little squeaks and quiet little gasps of pleasure from her as I banged my thighs into hers, only the layers of material from our clothes muting the slap of our bodies.
"Oh shit oh mother fucking shit!" She moaned. "You might just win this one stud!"
"Yeah?"
"UH huh!" she squeaked as her legs began to tremble, her body making little jerking motions. "Ohhhh fuck me fuck me fuck me!" she groaned as my cock continued to plunge in and out of her pussy.
I wasn't surprised I hadn't come, not after all the sex I'd had the last day, but I had to admit I came damn close fucking her like that. Finally, with her orgasm done, I pulled from her and let her stand up and helped her fix her dress.
"You know. That's the best dance fuck I've had in quite a while. Too many guys these days want to just bang away and forget how much fun it can be to play dirty. If you wanna slip away later and go fuck in the elevator or something, just give me a wink, I think you're a fun fucker."
"Sure thing." I answered as she undid my pants enough to tuck my still hard cock back in my pants.
"You sure you don't want me to finish this job?" She asked, giving it a playful squeeze before pulling her hand out of my pants.
"Maybe later. Think up something really interesting and maybe you can entice me to give you another ride." I said as she leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
"Oh trust me, that's an offer I can definitely get into!" She said with a huge smile. "I'll be back."
I plopped down into my chair heavily after she had walked off, still trying to get my heart rate and breathing down to where it belongs. My wife strode purposefully toward me, grabbed the back of the chair I was sitting in, and with a big grin, swung one leg over me, mounting me like a horse. She settled down on my lap, facing me, her hands moving to clasp behind my neck.
"Well, you certainly drew some attention with that....ummm..dance?" She said, still grinning.
"Why was that?"
"Well, everyone was watching to start with, but when you just spun her around and started fucking her...well, that got a lot more attention. I guess she's some local celebrity or something and she picks what she thinks will be a really good one and then teases the shit out of them. Sometimes she lets them have her, other times she decides they didn't do enough to entice her and she leaves 'em hanging. Not too often does she just out and out fuck like that."
"Well, I hadn't planned on being a spectacle." I said. "Changing the subject, what happened to that guy we flashed off in the restaurant?"
"OH him! I was having a great time teasing the shit out of him. I had his cock out and stuck between my legs, just sliding it between my thighs and rubbing my pussy along it as we danced, and when I pulled the front of my dress down to give him access, he lost it. He shot his load all over, half of it running down the back of my legs and the rest on the dance floor. He was so embarrassed he ran off without even putting his cock back in his pants." My wife said with a giggle.
I reached my hands up and tugged the front of her dress down, exposing her bare breasts. Wrapping my hands around as much of them as I could I squeezed and played with them for a moment. "Who would ever be turned on by these?" I asked with a chuckle before lifting one high enough to suck her nipple into my mouth.
"Ohhhhh naughty boy!" My wife giggled as I sucked and teased her nipple.
"You love it and you know it. Sitting here getting your tits played with in public."
"Yeah, I do." She admitted, giggling again as I sucked her other nipple into my mouth.
"Hi." I heard a female voice say from behind me.
"Hi." My wife replied while I pulled my mouth from her tit.
"I'm Suzanne and this my husband Eric. You're husband and wife, aren't you?"
"Yeah." My wife answered cautiously.
"Well, we were wondering if you wanted to take a turn in the box with us?"
"In the box?" My wife asked quizzically. "What's that?"
"It's a little ice breaker game for couples. You pair up with each others spouses and go into two adjacent booths. There's a spinner in the back that tells you what to do to who. There are holes in the wall between the cubicles and each couple has to hold one of their spouses hands while they do whatever the spinner came up with. It's timed and then after that if no one else is waiting you can go again, or you can do other things. It kind of gives you a chance to decide if you want to keep playing with that couple or not."
"I don't know." My wife said cautiously. "What kind of things?"
"Ohhhh oral on each other, mutual masturbation, outright sex, that kind of thing."
"Sounds interesting. Wanna try one time?" I asked my wife.
She looked at me and then shrugged. "Sure why not."
MY wife climbed off my lap and we followed Suzanne and Eric to the booth. They were in their mid forties by my guess, Eric in slacks and a button down shirt, and Suzanne in a rather interesting dress. The dress was what you would expect for shape in any minidress, slim, snug, covering her body from neck to thigh....except of course for a V shaped section of translucent mesh material running from her neck to the hemline on each side. The V allowed the sides of her breasts to be exposed as well as make it very clear that there was nothing under the dress but her.
They led us to a little structure in one corner of the room, and held the doors open for us. Each room was approximately four foot square, and as they had said, the partition between them contained a number of four inch diameter holes that hands could be stuck through. My wife entered with Eric and I held the door to our side open for Suzanne.
"Oh cool." I said as Suzanne spun a spinner mounted to the back wall. It had a wide variety of things depicted, from cocks and breasts, to pairs of hands, to hands and various body parts and mouths and various body parts. Our spinner landed on the pair of hands.
"Ohhhhhh nice." Suzanne said quietly. "We're not supposed to tell the other side what we got. That means hands anywhere. The idea is to use your one available hand to tease anyplace on the other person. The idea isn't to get them to climax, it's supposed to encourage the couples to continue outside of here with their play."
"Ready?" Eric asked from the other side, sticking a hand through the wall. My wife's hand appeared moments later, the two hands at very different heights and the two obviously facing each other.
I reached out and took my wife's hand while Suzanne took her husbands and then a little beeper sounded.
"Have fun!" Suzanne whispered as she immediately went for my belt and pants. With the dress she was wearing it only took me a moment to pull the material up, exposing a pair of nice D cup breasts, her hard nipples centered in two dark pink areola, the hard nubs pointing slightly upward as her breasts sagged slightly. Her mound was covered with a neatly trimmed matt of dark brown curls shaped in a triangle, pointing down to her pussy. She stepped her feet apart for me and allowed my fingers to slide down between her legs feeling her inner lips protruding from her taught firm outer lips. With a little grin to myself I leaned down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth while I began to slowly stroke her pussy with my finger.
I wondered what my wife and Eric had drawn, but figured it out pretty quickly by the height and motions of my wife's hand. The grunts and groans of Eric made it clear he was enjoying fucking my wife's tits in the next cubicle.
I did my best to tease Suzanne, sliding a finger between her lips and rubbing her clit, but to be honest, I just didn't get the feeling she was all that into what we had drawn. "Not enjoying it?" I whispered.
"Well, to be honest, I was hoping for something else." She whispered back as the electronic beeper went off ending out time in the little booth.
I pulled my pants back up and Suzanne pulled her dress down before we left the cubicle.
"Say Mike, do you mind if I dance with your wife a time or two?"
I looked at Nancy and she gave a little shrug. "If you want to." I said. "Suzanne and I are just going to sit this one out I think."
"Ok, don't have too much fun." Eric said as he led my wife off toward the dance floor.
"Okay, so what is it you really wanted?" I asked as I turned to look at her.
She gave me a little grin and took my hand, pulling me along through the tables, about half the length of the room, before she drew me behind a partition. She turned to face me and quickly stripped her dress off, dropping it on the floor next to her, leaving her completely nude. She stepped to me and began to pull my shirt out of my pants and push it up my body.
"What I really want to do is get you completely naked and dance with you. That little dance you did with Nina was soooo fucking hot!"
"Ah, I see." I answered as I held my hands up, letting her push my shirt up and off. "And you're not worried about being naked here?"
"I rather suspect there are more naked couples all over than you realize. No one is going to care." She said as she undid my pants and then quickly sunk to the floor to pull my shoes and pants off, leaving me in just my stocks. "Here, I'll show you." She said, stepping out from behind the partition and the plant we were secreted behind, pulling me by the hand right out into the open. She turned to face me, reached for my hard cock, and pushing it down, stepped against me, trapping my cock between her legs. She put her arms around my neck, pulled her big soft tits against my chest and her hot lips against mine.
As she kissed me wetly, she began swaying to the music, working her thighs slightly to both rock her body and to stroke my cock that was between her legs. As the song progressed, her kiss became more and more amorous, her lips sucking mine, her tongue darting into my mouth and her hot breath becoming heavier and deeper as her arousal built.
"Ohhhh fuck I'm loving this." She moaned, her lips only a fraction of an inch from mine. "Do you want to fuck me? Do I have you turned on so much you want to stick your big hard cock into me and fuck me while we dance?"
"Hell yes." I whispered back, more than a little turned on.
With a grin she stepped back from me, allowing my pussy juice covered cock to stick out in full view. She spun in my arms and pulled my hands to her tits, pressing them against her soft mounds as she backed up against me. Lifting herself on her tiptoes she let go of one of my hands and slipped hers between us, grabbing my cock and pushing it down until she could nestle the head between her lips. She arched her back and bent over slightly, pushing back against me and forcing her pussy over my rigid shaft. As she slid back she straightened up, pressing her ass and back against me.
She began swaying again, our combined motion teasing my cock in and out and sideways in her pussy, while my hands kneaded and squeezed her soft tits. Her deep ragged breathing told me just how turned on she was, and the feelings deep inside told me just exactly how much her soft wet pussy was exciting my cock.
I let go of one breast and slid a hand down to her pussy, finding her exposed hard little clit with my finger. I began rubbing it in little circles, eliciting little gasps and moans from her as we continued to dance fuck in full view of anyone who wanted to watch, not that I cared at all at that moment.
"I'm going to come." I groaned into her ear as she wiggled herself against me, moving my cock around inside her.
"Good." She moaned. "Fill my pussy. Make me come on your hard cock!"
"Oh shit." I grunted after only another minute or so, my body jerking and spewing into her pussy. The hot surge of juices triggering the orgasm that was apparently holding ever so close.
"YESSSSSS!" she hissed loudly as her body trembled in my hands, her pussy contracting around my hard dick as my cock jerked and twitched trying to pump what little cum I seemed to have left into her.
She continued to rock, her chest heaving raggedly and her body shaking for at least two minutes before she finally began to relax. She moved one hand to the one I had between her legs and pressed it to mine, coaxing me to stop what I was doing there. We continued to rock with each other through the end of that song, what was it the third one since we started? Only after it ended did she pull off my cock and lead me back around the partition. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply, her lips sucking mine and her tongue sliding into my mouth again.
"That felt incredible. Fucking right out in the open like that? I've always wanted to try that. God it was such a turn on. I came soooooo hard around you. I may have to try that again some time."
"You never did that before? I thought you said you did it all the time and no one would notice."
"Oh, I'm sure they noticed, but no, I lied, I've never tried it before. It was you and Nina that made me wonder what it would feel like. I figured if you did it with her, maybe you'd do it with me too. I'm glad you did. It felt incredible. I was getting so turned on knowing that everyone could see you fondling my tits, knowing your big cock was inside me but not able to see it? Ohhh god! I'm getting turned on again just thinking about it." She said, grinding her tits and hips against me. "Maybe we should go right out on the dance floor nude!"
"I think they would frown on that." I said quietly as the music for a much faster tune blared out, picking up tempo as it progressed.
"Come on." She said, stepping back and wiggling her body to the music, her tits swinging back and forth as she moved closer and then farther from me, her hands holding mine.
"I don't think...." I started to say again as she pulled me from behind the screen, shaking her body and pulling me along as she backed her way toward the dance floor. A few people whistled and cheered as she worked us all the way to the edge of the dance floor before letting go of my hands, her body twisting and shaking to the rock tune.
For my part I felt embarrassed and barely moved as she wiggled her body closer to me, grinding her pussy against my leg as she took my hands again and tried to encourage me to move with her.
"Come on Mike. Dance with me!" She said with a crooked grin. "You're going to get a reputation that you can't dance!"
I moved a bit with her as the song progressed and was surprised when Nina danced her way over to the two of us, wiggling and shimmying as she inserted herself into our dance to make us a threesome. She reached out for one of my hands and one of Suzanne's drawing us both close to her and putting one of each of our hands on the hem of her dress. "Take it off!" she shouted over the loud music.
I looked at Suzanne, who looked back at me stunned. The two of us together pulled the dress up her body. She lifted her arms over her head and rocked and wiggled herself down until her legs were splayed wide and her ass was nearly to the floor. With her dress off she wiggled her way back up again, her tits shaking and bouncing as she worked closer to the two of us, her body finally rubbing against the two of us.
"Oh yeah. Now this is more like it!" She laughed loudly as everyone stood around and watched the three of us "dance".
The song finally faded and was replaced with a much slower, more sensual, song. I tried to slip back toward the wall, but Nina grabbed my hand and pulled me back toward her. "Don't go! We were just starting to really have some fun!"
"I thought we weren't supposed to have obvious nudity in the open!" I answered back.
Nina rolled her eyes. "Who's going to tell me I can't. Tell you what, you make me come again, this time right here on the dance floor, and I'll give you and your wife a thousand dollars." She said as she started swaying, holding her hands over her head as she slowly undulated her hips, her face sporting a sultry "come fuck me" look.
"This isn't my wife." I answered her as she ground her body against mine.
"OH really? That's even more interesting. Where is she?" She asked, dropping her arms and wrapping one around me.
"Over there." I said, pointing to where my wife was standing with a tall gentleman behind her, his hands down the front of her dress.
"Come here." Nina called, crooking her finger in my wife's direction. "Come on."
My wife looked at me curiously as she removed the hands down her dress and stepped over to us.
"You're his wife?" Nina asked as she stood with her bare hip against mine.



"Yeah." My wife answered as Nina started to rock her hips sensually again, letting go of me and swaying her way over in front of my wife.
"Wanna join us?" Nina asked quietly, reaching down to my wife's dress hem and pulling slowly up, exposing her stocking tops and then her bare pussy. "Oh nice." Nina cooed as she continued to pull the dress up. "Very nice!" She said as she pulled my wife's dress up and off, dropping it on the floor next to hers.
She wrapped an arm around my wife's waist and then rocked her body against her, mushing and teasing her hard nipples against my wife's big soft tits.
"Come on, dance with us." Nina coaxed. "I'll give your husband a thousand dollars if he makes me climax right here in front of everyone. I'll do the same for you if you come too."
My wife looked at her incredulously. Me make her climax in front of everyone? I had a hunch that she would have let me do that for free! "You're on!" My wife answered suddenly.
Nina smiled back at her and then took her hands, dancing the two of them back the few feet to me, Nina lifting one of their joined arms to loop it over my head.
"You heard her, make her come!" My wife said with a grin. "I'll just keep myself busy till it's my turn." She said letting go of Nina's hands and reaching down for my cock.
"I'll make it worth your while if you can get his cock hard again so I can ride him." Nina said as I slid my hands up and down her body. "Ok stud! Make it a good one! I don't want any little aw shucks climax. I want a big hard one that shakes me to my core!"
I looked at her trying to really get my head around what was happening.
"Come on stud! You said come up with something interesting, how wicked is this? You still game?" Nina asked with a laugh.
I took a breath, stepped to her and bent over quickly, sucking one of her nipples into my mouth as I slid a hand down between her legs, cupping her pussy with my fingers.
"That's it. Go for it!" Nina giggled as I started to stroke her pussy, working my fingers in between her lips. She spread her legs a little farther for me, giving up on any attempt at dancing as I pushed a finger deep into her pussy. "Ohhhh yeah, that's more like it." She moaned as I pushed my finger in as far as I could, curling it to the top of her tunnel and rubbing around looking for just the right spot. "Ohhhhh fuck yeah." She groaned as the music ended. Another song started but no one was paying attention, all eyes seemed to be on us.
I was bent over, sucking one tit and then the other, while my wife reached around me and stroked and played with my cock. I heard a squeal and looked up, finding Suzanne standing next to us, one of Nina's hands squeezing one of her big tits as she moved back in toward her, their lips closing against each other sexily. If my wife was having any trouble getting my cock hard, she wasn't any longer. I could feel my cock swell and harden as I watched the two kiss wetly.
I felt my wife pressing her body against mine from behind, her tits pressing against my back. "Fuck her. Make her cum and then fuck me until I come. Make me cum right in front of everyone!" She whispered, pushing me forward with her hips.
With an assenting grin, I pulled my fingers from Nina's pussy and stepped back in front of her. I lifted one of her legs and stepped against her as she tried to balance herself, supporting herself with one hand on Suzanne. This just wasn't going to work.
I looked at Suzanne's husband, "Get me one of those tables."
"Hell yes." He said with a grin. It only took a few moments before one of the round tables had been pulled out to the dance floor, the crowd gathering back around it to watch. I pushed Nina back until her ass pressed on the table edge and then reached down for her legs, tipping her back and making her break her embrace with Suzanne.
I stepped between her legs as I lifted them, pressing my cock against her completely exposed pussy. She looked at me over her tits and between her legs, hungrily waiting for what was coming next.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes!" She squealed loudly as I pressed my head down between her lips and pushed it slowly into her. "Ohhhh god yes. Fuck me, Fuck me hard!"
I started pounding my cock into her, driving my shaft its full length into her and banging against the end of her soft hot tunnel with each stroke. Her tits, somewhat flattened as she lay on her back, wiggled and moved in wild little circles as my hips slapped against her bare ass, her legs sticking up in the air on either side of my head. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and spread her legs farther apart, intending on reaching down and finding her clit with one hand. I never got the chance.
I nearly stopped fucking Nina when Suzanne climbed on the table, still as nude as when we had been dancing, and crawled over Nina, pushing her pussy down at Nina's face and lowering her own face down between Nina's legs.
"OH FUCK!" Nina cried as Suzanne licked her exposed clit. "FUCK ME FUCK ME HARD!" Nina cried loudly.
I plunged in and out of her pussy, slamming into her as her legs started to shudder. I could feel her pussy contracting and spasming around me as she moaned loudly into Suzanne's pussy. Her hips tried to lift toward me with each stroke, Suzanne having trouble keeping her mouth on Nina's clit with all her bucking and wiggling. Nina finally pulled her face from Suzanne's pussy, cried loudly that she was coming and then went rigid for long seconds before she started moaning again.
I felt her pussy relax, knowing that she was done, but also knowing I owed my wife a similar climax.
"Your turn." I said as pulled from Nina and turned to my wife. I drew her around in front of me and lifted her onto the table. She leaned back on her elbows, clearly nervous, but also not objecting.
I pushed my pussy cum lubricated cock easily into my wife, driving myself in until my hips pressed against her ass. "OH fuck I don't believe I'm doing this." She moaned quietly, moving her hands to her face and covering her eyes.
"You wanted to show off. Can't show off much more than this." I grunted as I started slamming into her pussy, the whole table shaking with each impact.
The table started to move back at me, drawing my attention to the other side of the round table, seeing a woman looking lustily at me, her tits hanging down and swinging as a guy stood behind her pounding himself into her from behind.
"We have company." I grunted to my wife, who craned her head to look around her, her face inches from the woman bent over the other side of the table.
"Oh damn." My wife said, as the woman continued to look at me, her tongue snaking out to lick her lips, her blue dress pushed up around her shoulders so that she appeared naked from her tits to her thighs. "I think we started something."
"Uh huh." I grunted. "But you better think less about that and more about this or I'm going to get there before you do."
"Play with my clit." My wife grunted, looking back at me. "You know what I like. Make me come!"
She was right, after thirty years I did know what she liked...or at least I thought I did. Lately there had been a lot of 'new' in that category, but what made her climax probably hadn't changed all that much. I slid my hand around her thigh and began stroking my thumb across her hard exposed clit, her hands moving to her tits to squeeze them. The lady across the table reached out and grabbed one of my wife's tits and began to squeeze and knead it, pulling and twisting her nipple.
"Ohhh damn." I grunted as the lady across the table started to climax, the look on her face telegraphing the surge of pleasure running through her body as she pushed herself up, allowing me a nice view of her big swinging tits.
"Shit, I'm going to come!" I groaned, closing my eyes and trying to prevent the inevitable.
"DO it. I'm right there! DO IT DOOOO IT OHHHHH FUCK YEESSSSS!" My wife screamed suddenly, her pussy spasming around my cock and sending me over the top. MY body jerked, driving my cock into her as far as the edge of the table would allow. It didn't really know that there wasn't anything left to pump, but it still tried, my cock jerking and twitching inside my wife as if it was unloading into her.
I stood panting, looking over at Nina and Suzanne, still locked in their sixty nine, Suzanne clearly climaxing on Nina's face as she moaned and ground her pussy against Nina.
I pulled from my wife after a few minutes, helping her off the table, both of us wasted. I helped her find her dress and then we went to find my clothes and get dressed.
"I think I'm done for the night." I said quietly as I tightened my belt.
"I know I am. I don't think my pussy can take another fucking." My wife agreed.
We were half way to the door when Suzanne ran up, still naked and threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me hungry, her face smelling like fresh pussy. "Stop, don't leave yet." She said as she broke the kiss.
"Why not?"
"Nina asked me to stop you. So I am." She said. "Do I have to undress you again to get you to stay?" She asked with a laugh.
"No you don't. Besides, I think you used me up tonight." I answered as my wife stepped to my side.
"There you are. I didn't want you to leave until I could talk to you, but Suzanne here was keeping me busy. I want you two to stop by tomorrow morning. I'm in room six oh one. I owe you some money at the very least."
"No, you don't, honestly." I answered.
"Yeah I do. I've been coming here for years, playing with the guys here, but I haven't had as much fun as this before. Most guys would either be afraid to be seen with me in public or want to be seen with me so much that they fall all over themselves. You were refreshingly fun." She said as she stepped over to my wife. She slipped her arm around my wife's shoulders and pulled her tightly against her. "And your wife, woman, you better not let go of this hunk God can he fuck!"
"Well, thanks! I don't plan on losing him, but well, he's had a lot to compare me against tonight."
"I wouldn't worry. You should have seen the look on his face when he was fucking you on that table. There was no doubt in anyone's mind that he was seriously emotionally attached to his partner. He read your body like a book. I bet he didn't even realize that he kept changing his stroke until your body responded. No, he was into you girl, not just any old fuck."
"No, I didn't know that." My wife said, looking at me.
"Anyway, I'd like you two to spend the night with me. Would you?"
"I don't know, I think the bed sounds pretty good right now." I answered, not sure if my cock would take any more tonight.
"OH, nooo I know. No, I wanted you to just come spend the night with me. I thought the four of us could take a nice soak in the hot tub and then curl up in bed. I'd kind of like to wake up with your husband in my bed." She said to my wife.
"I don't know."
"Oh what the hell." My wife said quietly. "I wouldn't mind a soak in a hot tub."
"Okay, let me go get my dress." She said as she walked off. "I'll get yours too Suzanne!"
"So who is that exactly that she has trouble with men like that?" My wife asked Suzanne.
"Does London Keys ring a bell?"
"Not really." I answered with a shrug. "Why?"
Suzanne laughed out loud. "It's her stage name. She's a really big porn star."
"Oh lord." My wife mumbled. "You mean we've just been playing with a porn star? Oh geeze."
"It's that you didn't know." Nina said as she walked up, still naked, carrying two dresses and two pair of high heels. "If you don't want to now, I understand, but I wish you would. It's really hard to have a relationship with normal people when they find out who I am."
"We said we would, I won't go back on that." I said seriously.
"I'm glad." She said sliding up next to me. "Let's head to my room then." She continued, turning me and walking toward the door.
"Don't you want to put that on first?" My wife asked.
Nina gave her a crooked little smile. "Actually, I think I'll go just like this. That way if Mike wants to play in the elevator on the way up he has full access!"
"If she is, so am I!" Suzanne piped in as she followed behind us still wearing absolutely nothing. "You going to join us Nancy?"
"I think I'll wait till we're in the elevator." She answered. " As much as I like it, I think they're going to be watching and I'm not sure I want to push it that far."
"Fair enough." Nina answered, as she led us out of the ballroom and down the hall. She led us to the elevator bank, pushed the button for up and then stepped over to my wife. With a grin she reached out and pulled the top of my wife's dress down, not stopping until she was standing in just her stockings and heels. "There much better." Nina said. "For your age you still have a pretty damn good looking body. You should show it off a lot more. I hope mine ages as well as yours has."
"Uh, thank you." My wife said in surprise.
"Sure." Nina said as the doors opened. She walked in and turned to look at us. "You coming?"
"I guess so." I said as I stepped into the elevator, the door shutting on me and three good looking naked women that I was going to spend the night with.
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Parties are usually fun, Christmas parties even more so. I've never been a particularly big party person but holiday parties fall into a completely different category. They represent a chance to get back together with people you may not see a lot, or get to know more about people that may be just acquaintances. Divorce left me wifeless several years ago, and despite friends from work trying hard to break down my resistance to dating again I didn't have anything even close to a girlfriend. For some reason Jill, a very exuberant and sweet young lady at work, thought this party, which she worked hard to convince me to come to, was going to be the perfect ice breaker to get me back into dating. As reluctant as I was to come with her I had to say, I actually was enjoying the interactions with quite a number of women, both my age and younger. What she neglected to tell me, probably on purpose, was that the games at this party were a little more "adult" than any other gatherings I had been to.
After quite a bit of alcohol and convincing by Jill and three other good looking young women to stay when what she called "the real games" started, I found myself sitting in a circle around a low table with the four of them as we spun a dial, drew cards and so far, told embarrassing stories. The spinner pointed toward me and Jill drew a card for me, quickly reading it off. "Tell about how you lost your virginity!" she said loudly. "This ought to be good!"
"It was at a Christmas party when I was a senior in high school," I said before going quiet.
"That's it? From you! Come on Michael, I've heard you tell stories at work and THAT is not a story. Come on, give us the whole thing!"
"It's a long story, and I'm sure not everyone wants to hear," I answered defensively.
"The hell we don't!" Janet said from next to me. "Jill showed me a story you wrote one time, and if you tell like you write, we're all going to be creaming our panties by the time you're done!"
"Oh crap," I muttered.
"Come on. Spill it. If not, we'll draw the penalty card, and we both know that the next penalty card is to do a strip tease!" Jill coaxed.
"Oh fine. If you're going to black mail me into it. It all started waaaaay back in high school....
I wasn't the biggest or fastest or strongest... I was the proverbial 120 pound weakling. Worse I was what kids would call a 'nerd'. I was smart but when it came to physical activities I just wasn't the best. Consequently the jocks made a lot of fun of me, even worse, this was back in the day, back when PE was required and you had mandatory showers after PE before you could dress for class. All through high school I fought a nickname that seemed to define me...."boner". I got that nickname from one of the guys on the high school football team because, well to be frank, I always seemed to have a hard on. My mind was always undressing the sexy looking girls and, as a girl I knew much later once said, I'd get hard when the wind blew. All through high school it was the same thing. By the time coed gym class was over and we had to go to the showers I always had a boner, and because of that the guys made a lot of fun of me. Worse, I seemed to be somewhat larger than the rest of the guys in my class and that made it all the worse.
I figure most of those guys clued their girl friends in on it, because they'd walk by in the lunch room or hall and say something like "hey, there's boner" and their girlfriends would giggle. I pretty much hated life at that point. Today it would be bullying, back then it was pretty much ignored unless it became physical.
By my senior year in high school my reputation was pretty much school wide, at least with the "in" crowd. My eighteenth birthday came early in December and the guys decided to give me a great birthday present. Well, at least they thought it was great.
We had swimming in senior year. Back then everyone wore the same suits, the guys a very light weight nylon suit that seemed to cling to you like glue, and for the girls a black one piece suit that was equally thin and in the chill after getting out of the water they showed every bump and nipple. Needless to say by the time we had to hit the showers at the end of class I was, as usual, hard. There were guys and girls locker rooms. They consisted of a large locker area with long benches facing into an open central area, a bathroom stall area, and a large open shower area with spigots all around the outside walls. You entered into the shower from the locker side, and exited out through a back and forth wall, not even a door, out onto the pool deck.
Well getting back to my 'birthday present'. The guys thought it would be great fun to grab me from the shower, still naked, and haul me out of the guy's shower room and shove me into the girl's showers. Needless to say there were a lot of naked girls in the shower, and if I was hard before it all started, no matter how embarrassed I was, it wasn't getting any smaller. Worse, when I tried to get out, they just tossed me back in. There was considerable screaming from all parties involved, and by the time a female teacher made it into shower room to break up the ruckus, and catch me still standing in the corner of the shower naked, trying unsuccessfully to cover my big dick, I had seen a considerable amount of pussy and tit. My first in broad daylight actually. It was almost worth the embarrassment of so many girls seeing me naked.
Well, at least I didn't get suspended, but my nickname as boner had just gone through the roof. It seemed like all the girls heard the story of what happened in the locker room. I got some unusual looks from some girls, some disgusted looks from others and a lot of turned up noses.
I was looking forward to Christmas vacation, hoping things would settle down a little over the break. But that didn't seem to be what was going to happen. About a week before break was to start one of the "popular" girls, one that just happened to be the girlfriend of one of the jocks that tossed me into the girls locker room, and one of the girls that was in the shower at the time, caught me in the hall and gave me an invitation to her party the following Friday. I tried to say no, realizing very quickly that this was probably a setup and another way for Frank to humiliate me in front of the popular kids, but Amy made a sincere and passionate plea that this wasn't that at all, and that she wanted to make it up to me for what Frank had done. I was extremely hesitant to believe her, in spite of the amount of cleavage that she was intentionally showing me, but the soft stroke of her fingertips up and down my bare arm sent chills through my body and completely toasted what was left of any remaining functional brain cells. I agreed to come.
The other shoe that immediately fell was that there was going to be a gift exchange, since we were all going to be adults at the party, yeah, we were all eighteen...adults...or so we thought, the guys were supposed to bring a piece of women's lingerie and the girls were all bringing men's underwear. I expressed my ineptitude at women's under clothes and she scribbled "32B brassiere" on the back of the invitation. "Take this to the store, ask the clerk to show you them and pick the sexiest one you can find." she said with a smile and a pair of doe eyes that would melt a guy. So, as embarrassing as it was, I showed the clerk at the department store across town the note, and she showed me to several racks containing a wide variety of items. I wasn't sure what sexy was, and when she finally got out of me that I was trying to pick something "sexy" she suggested a nice lace half bra. She said my girlfriend would love it. I didn't bother to tell her I didn't have a girlfriend.
Surprisingly enough a bunch of girls that usually gave me the cold shoulder seemed to make it a point to stop and say hello, or swipe a hand across my arm or even, on one occasion, stop in the lunch room and sit to eat with me. In return I tried not to say anything overly stupid and tried to ignore the glares I was getting from their boyfriends, all part of the "in" crowd of which I wasn't really a part of. If Amy's intent was to make me feel more comfortable with going to the party, well, it was working. I had no illusions I wasn't part of that "in" crowd, but at least I didn't feel quite as much of a lowly geek.
Friday night came and I appeared on Amy's front porch at the appointed time...exactly seven o'clock on the dot, wearing a pair of engineer boots, bell bottom jeans and a rather colorful satin button down shirt. All things considered, I thought I looked pretty good. Even my hair, a natural afro back then instead of the rather short cut I wear now, wasn't overly wet from the mid December snow that was falling.
Amy answered the door in a red silk button down blouse, a floor length denim skirt and bright smile. "Michael!" she said as brightly as her smile, "Come on in. I'm so happy you could come!"
"You're really sure you want me here?" I asked quietly before stepping in the door.
"Would you stop! I told you, I wanted to make it up to you for what Frank did. Yes, I really do want you here, and so do the other girls. So come on in and have fun for a change!" she said, reaching out and grabbing my arm, practically dragging me into the house.
The usual culprits in the endless series of taunts and jokes all seemed to be there, along with their girlfriends. I was surprised to see quite a few mini-skirts, the shortness of the hems almost instantly starting mister hard on. But I tried to ignore it as one of the girls, Suzan I think her name was, came over, hooked me by the arm and walked me over to the snack table. "Here, let me take that for you." she said, reaching for the small wrapped package I was carrying. "I'll go put it on the gift table if you'd get me a glass of punch please."
"Um, sure." I answered as she unlooped her arm from mine and walked away with my package, stopping at a small table in the corner and writing my name on the wrapping with a marker. She came straight back with a large smile and accepted the punch from me. There was music playing in the background and after drinking almost half the glass of punch she rolled her eyes and set her glass down. "If you're not going to ask me to dance, then I guess I'll have to ask you!"
"Um. Sure, I guess. I really don't dance too well." I answered quietly.
"Really? You don't dance? I'm surprised." She said as she took my hand and led me to the open part of the floor where a few other couples were dancing. I glanced over at her boyfriend, who was staring daggers at me as Suzan turned around, pressed her mini-skirt against the front of my jeans and leaned back into me. "Now just follow my motions." She said as she pulled my hands to her hips and then moved her hands back to my hips, and began pushing one way and then the other until my hips were swaying back and forth with hers. "See, you do very well." She said, moving her hands from my hips to my hands, where she started pulling them up and down rubbing my palms over her skirt and lower sides, pushing down far enough until my hands were pressing on her bare skin, hiking her skirt up slightly as she pulled my hands up again.
Up and down our hands went, and our hips rocking back and forth, for the rest of the song. Another song was put on the record player and she pulled away and turned around to face me. She took my hands again and then as the music started she grinned and started pushing and pulling my hands. "Now just like last time, swing your hips and now rock a little. Hands up and down and back and forth like this!" she coaxed, moving my hands up and down while pushing and pulling to cause my body to twist. "See, now you're getting it. Pretty much all we do is this, either faster or slower." she said as she let go of my hands and danced in front of me. "Sometimes we'll slide inside and dance closer like this!" She said, turning again and sliding inside me, her hands moving to my hips and pulling me snuggly against her firm ass so that my hard on was grinding against her ass.
"You can touch too." She whispered, pulling one hand around to her stomach and then letting go of it. "I don't mind."
I held my hand on her stomach while she ground her ass against my hard on for the rest of the song. Once the song was over she turned, gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then whispered. "Thank you. I better get back to Jason before he has a heart attack." With that she stepped out of my arms and headed back to where her boyfriend was standing, looking very upset. He made some comment to her and to my surprise, she slugged him hard in the arm and then stalked away angrily.
I wandered back to the table to get a few crackers and some sliced cheese and barely had time to eat them before another young lady, the one who sat with me at lunch, Mary something, walked up. "Looks like you were getting some pretty good instruction on dancing. Willing to try it with someone else?"
Mary was also wearing a mini-skirt, a short red one, with a white cotton button down shirt that her rather ample chest was pushing out far enough to make a few buttons strain to keep the shirt closed.
"I suppose." I answered as she took my hand and pulled me back out to the dance area. The song was fairly fast and the two of us danced, face to face, twisting and wiggling across from each other. I slipped once and almost fell into her, her hands reaching out to help steady me as I got my feet back under myself. She laughed at the slip, but it seemed to be honest fun, and not aimed at me. By the time the song was over I was feeling a bit warm and I could see a little trickle of sweat slip down the front of her chest and disappear down between her breasts and behind the white shirt.
Someone put on Nights in White satin and Mary immediately spun around, pushing back in between my arms until her short red skirt was pushing against my hard on. "I love this song." She cooed as she pulled my hands from her hips up her body until they were cupping her breasts. "You might as well feel 'em, you got to see 'em already." she giggled as she pressed my palms to her soft mounds.
"Were you one of the girls in the shower?" I asked, wishing I hadn't as soon as it came out.
"Where else would you have seen my breasts? Have you been peeking into my windows at night?"
"Oh...No...I mean..." I stammered stupidly.
"Oh, it's okay, I was just kidding." She said with a giggle. "Yes I was one of the girls in the shower that day. You got to see more than most of the girls boyfriends had that day."
"Yeah, it was pretty embarrassing." I answered, my hands, with a mind of their own, gently massaging her breasts as we danced to the very slow song.
"For all of us. But it was a nice view from my end just the same." She said as the song ended. She stepped out from between my arms and turned to face me during the lull in the music. "Darn it's hot in here." She said, undoing two more buttons on her shirt, a deep V of creamy white skin visible between the edges of the white shirt. She stroked her fingers down the cleft to wipe away a trickle of sweat and then wiped her hand on her skirt.
"Yeah, it is getting warm. I'm beginning to wish I hadn't worn a long sleeved shirt." I answered as another slow tune started playing from the stereo.
"I was thinking the same thing." she said as she slipped into my arms and stood facing me, her arms moving up to my neck to rest there. "If I could get away with it I think I'd just take my shirt off. It'd be a lot cooler."
"You're not going to hear me complain. From what I remember everything under it looks pretty good!" I answered with a smile, feeling momentarily brave.
"Oh stop." She said, giving my shoulder a gently slap and rolling her eyes. "What is it about guys and breasts? Is that all you think about?"
"Honest answer?"
"Well of course."
"Well of course," I answered her back with a grin. "How could I not think about them after seeing 'em?"
"You are so bad!" she said, rolling her eyes, but at least you have a sense of humor about it all. Had to be pretty embarrassing, what happened and all."
"Pretty much. I guess the whole school got a good laugh over what happened."
"Not the ones that were in the shower with you." she said quietly.
"Yeah, had to be pretty traumatic for you guys too." I answered. "What I don't understand is why some of you didn't run. I mean about half of you did, but some of you just kind of backed into the wall and stood there."
"Well, it's not every day that we get to see a hard dick either you know. I noticed that you were doing plenty of staring."
"Not staring, admiring, when I wasn't too embarrassed to think that is."
"Did you just think that up or was it planned."
"Actually, it just kind of came out." I said sheepishly, thinking she was upset by the comment.
"It's okay. It was pretty good actually. Better than what I came up with." She joked. "You know my boyfriend was one of the ones spreading the story around the school. How do you feel about a little payback?"
"I don't know. I'd rather not get pounded later for doing something stupid."
"Trust me, you'll enjoy this one." She said as she moved her arms and turned in mine to grind her ass against my hard cock again. She reached for my hands and pushed them down her body to her legs, sliding them down until my palms were on her bare skin. Ever so slowly she pulled them up her legs, her creamy soft thighs sliding across my palms and fingers. She continued to slide my hands up until I felt the material of her skirt, her hands pressing mine against her skin so that the skirt moved up with our hands. She was still rocking slowly, moving both of us with her firm ass, as she inched my hands up under her dress and then toward her middle, sliding my fingers over the satin material of her panties before slowly pushing them down and between her thighs until she had them down as far as I could reach from behind her.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly as she tipped her head back against my shoulder and turned her head to kiss my cheek softly. "Just keep going." She whispered as she let go of my hands after starting them traveling back up her thighs again. I kept them pressed between her thighs until my fingers found her panties and then traced right up the middle of the satin material my fingers pressing against her pussy lips.
"You are a quick learner!" she sighed as my fingers pushed down again, sliding deeper between her thighs as I slid my hands down. I slid up again, keeping them as deep between her moving thighs as I could, finding her pussy again and stroking my fingers up along her wet panty crotch.
"Okay Geek. Enough with my girl!" I heard from behind me as the song drew to a close.
"Mark, back off. I'll dance with whomever I want and let him touch me wherever I feel like. You don't own me, so buzz off!" Mary said hotly as she spun around to stare down her football player boyfriend.
"This isn't over geek!" Mark snapped as he stood his ground.
"Yes, it is! If I find out you so much as laid a finger on him there will be so much crap spread around school about you that you won't be able to show your face for the rest of the year! You guys started this by tossing him in our shower, so now you get to live with the consequences!" Mary shot back at him.
Despite the black cloud showing on his face he backed away several steps before turning and walking back to the wall. He seemed to huddle with several other of the guys against the wall while the next song started, his head never turning from where I stood with Mary.
"Sometimes he can be such a jerk!" She said angrily. "I'm sorry that happened. We were having a good time and he had to go spoil it!"



"Well, someone had to. I was having way too good of a time for it not to get spoiled." I answered honestly.
"You were?" She asked as she tuned to face me again. "That's nice. I know I was enjoying it. You seem to know just how hard to touch...not too hard and not too soft."
"Thanks. I haven't had much practice, well any practice, so I guess it's just luck."
"Maybe you have hidden talents you don't even know about." She said as she turned and backed into me again, the new song, another rather slow one, finally filtering through our discussion. "You know, you can keep doing what you were doing." She said, reaching one hand between her ass and my crotch, grabbing my cock through my jeans. "You know. Compared to Mark, you're a lot bigger in some ways."
"Oh?" I asked as I slid my hands down her legs again and let my fingers tease up her thighs to her satin panties again. Feeling a bit braver I wormed one finger into the leg hole of the panties and gently stroked her wet pussy with one finger while allowing my other hand to slide up her body to her chest. I cupped one of her breasts through the shirt while she wiggled her hips, grinding her wet pussy against my finger.
"MMMmmmmm, you definitely know where to touch." she moaned softly, her chest rising and falling much more deeply as the two of us swayed back and forth, my finger working slightly between her wet lips. That was the first time I'd touched a girl's private parts, and to be honest, I wasn't sure exactly what I was supposed to do, so I just did what seemed to feel right. I slowly stroked the tip of my finger up and down between her wet pussy lips, until suddenly she pulled my hand from her pussy and held it tightly to her stomach. Her other hand disappeared from between us where she had been playing with my cock through my pants as her body trembled slightly in my arms. "Oh yeah, you know where to touch." She said breathlessly after several moments.
"Sorry, did I do something wrong?" I asked, honestly concerned.
"Oh sweetheart, you did everything more perfect than you know." She whispered. "But I need to go use the powder room now."
"Sure." I answered as she slipped from between my arms and walked toward the stairs, taking them two at a time while she used her hands to fan her flushed face.
Not sure what to do, I wandered back to the snack table and got a cup of punch and downed it in one quick draw.
"Hi Michael." I heard from behind me. I turned to see, behind me, a slightly shorter girl wearing a one piece pants suit that was split all the way down the front from her neck to her waist, held together only by one small black string tie at about breast level. She had a rather large set of breasts that pushed the fuzzy black material out considerably.
"Um Hi." I said stupidly, unable to think of her name.
"I'm Shelly." She said holding a hand out to me.
"Hi." I said taking her hand.
"No, you don't know me. I can see it in your face. I don't usually run in these circles, but then I guess you don't either."
"Not usually," I agreed, letting go of her hand after shaking it gently a few times. "Can I get you something?"
"What you gave her." She said with a grin, poking a thumb over her shoulder in the general direction that Mary disappeared.
"I don't understand." I said in confusion.
She stood and looked at me for several long seconds, her blond hair falling down over her shoulders a start contrast to her dark blue eyes and black outfit. "You don't, do you?"
"Um. No I guess I don't. Sorry."
"Well, I see." She said with a laugh. "How about we go dance? Seems you're destined to dance with all of us here tonight, or at least that was the idea. After what you did to Mary she may try and monopolize you."
"I'm confused, what did I do?" I asked as she slipped in front of me and began swaying to 'Hello again', her hips working toward mine as she reached up to loop her arms round my neck.
She looked up into my eyes and stared a long time, tilting her head this way and that before asking very quietly. "You really are a virgin, aren't you?"
I could feel myself blushing as I looked away, embarrassed.
"Honey, there are times when I wished I still was, but that ship sailed a long time ago. Nothing to be embarrassed about. The fact that you did what you did without realizing what you were doing says volumes for your natural talent."
"I still don't understand." I whispered as she leaned closer to me, her big tits pressing against my chest so snuggly that I could feel her hard nipples pressing into me through both layers of material.
"Sweetie, you gave her an orgasm," she whispered.
"Ohhh....I did?" I asked, my ears turning red in embarrassment. I certainly hadn't been trying, for that matter I really didn't know what I was doing, I was just feeling her up.
"Uh huh. And from the look of it, a pretty nice one, considering it was in public. Hell, some of the guys I've been with couldn't do that good if I gave them instructions." She said with a soft chuckle.
As we danced she ground her hips into mine, pressing my hard on into her belly and her tits into my chest, through the rest of the song. The next song was a lot faster, and she stood a few feet from me, shimming and shaking her whole body, her big tits shaking in the outfit so hard that a few times I swore I could see a nipple peak out of the slit up the front of her outfit. As the song went longer and longer, I couldn't help but notice that the little tie holding her front together was working loose. Did I say something and risk having her upset that I was looking at her chest, or wait for nature to take its course, or hope that it didn't. Eventually my indecision made my decision for me. Just before the end of the song the little tie gave its all, the tiny bow untying and the front of the outfit quickly spreading apart as her swinging boobs pushed the material apart and then poked themselves out the newly found gap.
"OHHHH!" She squeaked as her left breast pounced out of its confinement into the open, its right side counterpart close behind. She continued dancing, coving her bare boobs with her hands, laughing hysterically at the look on my face, my halfway outstretched hands frozen in place trying to decide if I should help or...well....what I should do, all the while trying to continue to dance with her.
"Ohhhhh god, that look is priceless!" She laughed as the end of the song wound down, leaving her standing there still covering the front of her breasts with her hands. She let go of one breast to tuck the other in, leaving it in full view while she worked the black material over her left breast. "You know, I really shouldn't laugh, you looked so strained, trying to figure out if you should be grabbing them or not. Well, for the record, if you had I wouldn't have minded." She said with a giggle. "In fact, why don't you help me?" she said, reaching for my hand and pulling it toward her bare breast. "Just tuck it in for me while I tie this." She said with a giggle, pulling the material of her top around my hand, trapping it inside the top with her breast. Once she had the tie partly tied, I slipped my hand out of her top, feeling even more embarrassed than I had when they fell out. "You are so adorable. I hope we get to play a bit more later." she said before giving me a peck on the cheek and walking away.
"Don't let her scare you." a quiet female voice said from behind me as I wiped sweat from my forehead with my hand and then wiped it on my jeans.
"Huh? What?"
"Shelly, don't let her scare you. She can be a bit forward." The young lady said, running her hand around my waist as she stepped around me. "I'm sorry I'm late. You look like you need a drink though, come on."
"Yeah, maybe something stronger than punch." I said, shaking my head. "Are all Amy's parties like this?"
"Oh definitely not. Her parents would probably kill her if they found out we were having an adult party." She said as she ladled some punch into a cup and handed it to me.
I took a big gulp of the punch and let out a long sigh.
"You better take it easy on that stuff if you want to last all night." She said warningly.
"Huh? Why is that?"
"The guys were planning on spiking the bowl with Vodka. A few more like that and you'll be passed out on the floor."
"OH geez. Just what I need to make myself look like an even bigger dork." I said shaking my head.
"Oh you don't really look like a dork. Besides, I think what the boys did to you the other day made them look like much bigger dorks than you."
"Oh."
"Wait, that didn't come out right. I wasn't trying to say you were a dork, I was trying to say they were dorks....but somehow I didn't get that out right." She said, blushing a little.
"Um...would you like to dance?" I asked her.
"I thought you'd never ask." She sighed in relief. " I was totally messing this up."
I took her hand and led her back to the dance floor. "By the way, I'm actually supposed to be your date tonight." She said as we started moving to a moderately fast song.
"I see. Can I tell you a secret?" I said over the music.
"Sure," she answered with a smile, moving a little closer.
"I've seen you around school a few times, but I really don't know your name."
"Ohhhh, goodness, I'm sorry. I'm Tina, we have Chemistry class together."
"Oh, yeah, I have seen you sitting back behind me." I said as the music faded away. "So can I ask, not that I'm complaining, but why are you my date?"
"Well, this was kind of my idea to invite you. Roger WAS my boyfriend, before he crossed the line and threw you in the locker room. Yes, the whole school seems to know about it. But I convinced Amy that we should invite you to come to kind of make up for what our boyfriends did to you."
"Oh, that kind of explains it." I said quietly as the song faded. I felt like I wasn't really wanted here, that this was a charity invite after all.
Another song, "make it with you" or something like that, started playing, another nice slow song. She stepped up to me, put her arms around my neck and whispered. "Just dance for a minute."
I moved my hands to her hips, feeling the linen material of her mini-dress and the hot pants she had on under it as she encouraged me to sway with her by rubbing her body against mine.
"What's wrong. I saw your face change." She asked quietly.
"I guess I don't really belong here." I answered honestly.
"Ohhhhh. No no, it's not that. You do belong here. Are you a bit nerdy? Kind of, but I've seen you work in chemistry lab and you're sharp, lots smarter than these bozo jocks. You're here because I want you to be, not because I feel sorry for you. I'm here as your date, for real. A little later we're going to play a game, one the Jocks are going to find a bit embarrassing. I think you'll enjoy it, but for now, just trust that you're here because I really want you to be, okay?" she said softly. Then she moved her arms down from my neck, sliding her hands down my arms to my hands. She held them against her body as she turned in my arms and then pulled them snugly around her, her butt rubbing back and forth against my somewhat shrunken dick.
"You smell nice." I whispered, smelling the delicate perfume she was wearing.
"And you feel nice." She cooed back, pulling one of my hands up to her breast. "I heard that the girls took good care of you while I was gone and that you gave one of them quite a surprise."
"I guess so. I didn't mean to." I answered quietly.
"Oh, you are a sweet man." She said, leaning her head back against my shoulder and reaching one hand to my cheek to stroke it. "A lot of guys would be taking advantage of a girl dancing like this, and you're apologizing for giving a girl an orgasm? I wish all guys were that considerate."
"I'm just me. Nothing special." I answered.
"That's just it. You are considerate, and you don't even have to try to be nice. You're just naturally nice. But right now I need a little less nice and a little more of that guy that gave Mary a climax." She whispered, using her hand that was still resting on mine to push it down to her thigh. "I had to have shorts on to get out of my house, but if you prefer I don't have to have them on any more."
"You sure?" I asked as I slid a hand up under the hem of the white mini-dress feeling the extremely short hot pants.
"uh huh. Very sure." She whispered back.
I let my hand slide up and find the snap of the shorts and then pulled the zipper down. The snug pants weren't about to go anyplace so I slipped my other hand up under her dress and hooked my thumbs into her shorts and started to push them down while she wiggled her butt. I pushed down as far as I could and then she moved her head from my shoulders and pushed her own pants the rest of the way down until she could step out of them.
"Mmmmmmmm that was a surprise. I didn't expect you to take my panties off too, but since you did...." she said, putting her head back on my shoulder and turning her head to give me a little kiss on the cheek.
I did what? I thought to myself. I slipped my hand over to her mound and felt the now exposed curls residing there. I slowly slipped my fingers down between her legs, feeling her wet fat outer lips, pressing a finger softly between them to delve into the wet softness inside.
"Ohhhhhh yes. Nice gentle touch." She said, moving her feet slightly apart but still swaying to the music. I wasn't even sure when the music stopped and the next song started, the two of us lost in the pleasures we were sharing. My finger slid up and down her wet slit, dipping slightly into her tunnel and then drawing up her pussy to her clit, where I stroked back and forth across the little nub, getting a sigh of contentment each time. "Michael, you're going to make me climax." She whispered urgently, pushing my hand away. "Come with me!"
She pulled from between my arms and tugged me by the hand she had pulled from her crotch. She led me across the room and down the hall, turning into a dark room, closing the door behind us. She pulled me toward a desk, barely visible in the gloom and switched on the desk lamp. She turned to face me and quickly pulled up her dress, sliding it over her head so she was standing in just her bra and knee high boots. She reached around behind her back and undid her bra, shaking it off her shoulders and letting it drop to the floor with her dress.
"You didn't get to see me naked in the shower, but I kind of wish you had, so now you can." She said as she stepped up to me again. She reached for my pants and quickly undid my belt and the front of my pants, pushing them down to my knees so only my white briefs were covering my leaking hard on. "I've wanted to do this since I heard the girls talking about how hot your dick looked in that shower." She said, as she slipped my briefs down, exposing my shaft. "Michael, I want to do something with you. I want you to stroke me like you were while I stroke you."
"Sure, if that's what you want." I said, staring at her nude body, hardly able to believe she was asking me to touch her. One of the neighbor girls and I had done some feeling up in the dark outside one time but this was the first time I was invited to touch an almost completely naked woman. I reached for one breast and began squeezing it gently massaging it and rubbing my thumb across her nipple while my other hand moved back to her pussy, sliding back down between her lips while she stood in front of me.
She wrapped both hands around my dick and started stroking it slowly, letting her hands slide up around the head and drawing the precum leaking from me down my shaft.
"Oh damn. You do that very much, and it's gonna make me squirt." I groaned more loudly than I intended to.
"That's fine. It's called a climax, or to come. I want you to come, and yes, you will squirt." she said breathlessly. "Just keep stroking me like you are and maybe we will climax together."
"Oh damn. I don't think I can stop it...." I grunted, my cock suddenly spurting a huge gush of white cream that arched through the short distance between us, hitting her body in the valley between her breasts. Time and again I jerked, spouting another shot of juice that landed on her body as she stood in front of me, her hips only far enough away from me to allow me to have my hand between her legs.
"Ohhhhh yesssss. Here I come too." She moaned softly, her hands still stroking my softening dick. I watched her whole body shudder in the light. "Push your finger all the way into me." She practically pleaded.
I slid my finger all the way down and pushed into her tunnel farther, not stopping at the first knuckle of my finger like I had, but pushing it as deep into her tight little tunnel as I could.
"OHHHHH YESSSSS!" She hissed loudly, her body making little jerking movements. I could feel her tunnel contracting around my finger, squeezing it and practically trying to pull it further into her. The sensations were incredible, as we stood there, holding each other's most private parts, our heads resting with our foreheads touching, her tall heel boots bringing her to the same height as I was.
"Is that the first time you've ever done anything like this?" she asked breathlessly.
"One time the girl next door and I did some touching outside in the dark. I didn't quite understand at the time, but she was playing with me in my pants and I came in them. But yeah, this is the first time mostly naked."
"You know what? I hope that you and I get to do this a lot more. I like how gentle you are." She whispered back.
"I kind of made a mess." I said looking at the cum running down her body.
"Yeah, you kind of did." She giggled. "I didn't know a guy could come that much."
"I didn't either." I answered as we started using Kleenex from the box on the desk to wipe her body down. It took several minutes, by which time my dick was rock hard again.
"We should get back out. They're probably ready to start playing games." She said, picking up her dress. "Do you want me to leave this off?" she asked, holding up the little white bra she had taken off.
"If I have a choice, heck yes." I answered enthusiastically.
"You know, this will be the first time I've ever been naked under a dress like this. You can almost see my nipples through it."
"Yeah, looks kinda hot." I told her.
"Well, so does that." She said pointing to my hard cock now covered by my jeans again. She stepped up to me and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. "You can kiss back you know." she whispered.
It was an awkward kiss, but I quickly got the hang of it and before long we had our tongues teasing into each other's mouths, my hands under her skirt, pulling her bare ass to grind her mound against my hard cock.
"Damn you learn fast." she panted, after breaking the kiss. "But I think I better take you back out there before we get too turned on again because I want to go to bed with you before we play games" she pushed back and walked out of the room, leaving her bra lying on the desk.
"There you two are!" Amy said. It's time to play some games, and I didn't want to start until you came back out.
"We're here." Tina said, her cheeks turning slightly pink in embarrassment.
"Was it good?" Amy whispered to Tina.
"We didn't do that, but what we did do...oh yeah. Man he has gentle hands." Tina whispered back.
"Rad." Amy said with a grin before turning and calling to the room. "Okay ladies and gentlemen. It's game time! Get your date and let's have some fun."
We played a few games, each one seeming to get more and more sexual. The first was carrying billiard balls squeezed between your bodies the length of the room. This got very interesting trying to choose how and where to trap the balls. Tina and I did well, putting them on her breasts and squeezing my chest to hers, but we didn't move fast enough to win. Just the same, it was fun.



The next was a crab race. The guys were the crabs, walking on their hands and feet with their butts toward the ground. The girls had to ride them by sitting on their lap, such as it was. We got completely blown out in this one, just due to lack of physical strength on my part. But it was still fun having her bare pussy riding on my jeans covered hard on. I actually got to see her curls pressed against my jeans as we tried to make our way across the floor.
The next was ring toss, sort of. The girls had to hold a stick between their legs and the guys had to toss rings at the sticks, trying to get as many on her stick as we could. It kind of made me think of playing ring toss with a dick instead of a stick, but then I guess that was the idea.
The next game got real interesting. The guys had to lie down and the girls crawled over them on all fours, their heads down by our crotch and the girls' crotch by our faces. The idea of the game was that the guys had to tie a string around the girls thigh without using his hands, while the girls tried to tie strings around the guys thighs the same way. Since Tina didn't have any panties on, I had her bare pussy in front of my face the whole time, frequently brushing against my face. I could smell her and between the sight, scent and her rubbing her tits against my cock, I almost came again.
"Okay, now we're going to do the gift exchange. Ladies and gentlemen, go collect your gifts." Which I did easily.
"Now here's how it works. Ladies, draw a name from the hat!" Amy said, walking down the line, all six of the girls drawing a name from the hat with Amy drawing last.
You have to dress your partner in only what you have in your package and nothing else. You have two songs to do it in. Then the next song you have to dance with your partner in just your new outfit. After that you can dance with your date again, however, you have to wear the new outfit for the rest of the night and nothing else. Sound like fun?"
The guys were immediately excited. I presumed they got similar instructions on what to get and that meant they were going to be dressing their partner in some sexy piece of lingerie. There were going to be a lot of naked girls in a short time.
"Okay girls, go pick your partner." Amy said as she walked to the record player. She put on a Partridge Family album and walked straight over to me, Tina having gone off to find one of the other guys.
"Well, if you followed directions, you should have a nice sexy bra for me to wear." Amy said quietly. "Feel free to start undressing any time. I'll do you after you do me."
"Okay," I answered, a bit nervously, reaching out for her blouse and starting to undo the buttons.
"It's only fair you know."
"What is?" I asked.
"You getting to see my body naked, I got to see yours."
"You were in the shower?"
"No, I was already out, but I looked back in from the locker room. I have to admit, you have quite a bit to show off."
"I don't know. I kind of get made fun of because it always seems to be hard."
"And big. They're just jealous. Some day you'll realize just what you can do with that, and when you do...damn some girls are going to be happy." She said as I pulled the shirt off of her arms. "You probably need to go a bit faster, or we'll never get naked."
"Uh, yeah." I answered, quickly moving to the zipper of her skirt. The skirt and high heel boots went next, leaving her in a pair of little white panties and a white bra. Since I was already on my knees I reached up and pulled her panties down, letting her step from them before standing up again. She stepped against me and let me reach around to undo her bra, and then stepped back, letting me see her whole nude body, including her slightly oblong areola, rock hard nipples and little blond curls on her mound. She opened the package I had brought and held out the little half bra.
"Rad. This is perfect!" she said, quickly slipping the little bra on, her nipples sticking right over the top of the bra so that she was as good as naked. "My turn."
She knelt down and pulled my boots and socks off, tossing them aside before going to work on my pants. She tugged my jeans down and then pulled my briefs down, exposing my hard dick before standing back up. She undid the buttons of my shirt and pulled it off, leaving me standing as nude as I was that day in the shower. She unwrapped the package she had set by her feet before I started undressing her and pulled out a pair of superman boxers. They were black with a superman symbol on the front and a large fly that seemed to easily gap open. She helped me step into them, my hard dick slapping her in the face accidently as I lifted one foot, bringing a giggle from her. "There, all done," she said as she stood up.
I looked around the room and the girls were all wearing only bras and the guys...well all the guys were wearing a little pink ribbon tied around the base of their dicks so that it circled around their balls. "I don't understand." I said quietly.
"Just a little payback. It was Tina's idea, she can be very devious when she wants to be, but she really has a soft spot too. Trust me. You'll enjoy this next part VERY MUCH!" she said as she stepped forward and worked my hard on out through the front of the superman boxers.
"Ok ladies, and um...gentlemen? The next game I call rate the dick. You gentlemen have to stand with your hands behind your back. You are not allowed to touch or say anything. Each of the ladies will come by and 'shop test' your dick in any way they see fit. After all the ladies have sampled the wares in whatever way they choose, they will each get 5 poker chips. They will drop chips into cups with your names on them, voting on who has the best dick. Since we want this to be anonymous, you won't be able to see who votes for whom because you'll be turned around. Oh yes, if you make any noise or make any movements that the shopper finds, um, unwanted, she can put a red chip in your cup. If she does that you lose two blue chips at the end. All ready?" Amy walked over and put a record of slow music on and walked back over to me.
"You don't have a problem with any of them touching you do you?" Amy whispered as she pressed her tits against my chest and reached for my cock.
"Uh, no. I guess not." I stammered slightly.
"One more question. Are you really a virgin?"
I blushed and nodded slightly.
"Not after this," she whispered before stepping away. I watched as she bent over and then reached between her legs, aiming my engorged head at her pussy and slowly rubbing it up and down between her wet lips. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly as she pushed back, slowly sinking her pussy over my head and about two inches of my shaft. Putting her hands on her knees she began to slowly rock, driving herself on and off of me, sending incredible sensations through my whole body.
"Oh damn." I groaned quietly as she rode my shaft ever so slowly, pushing herself on and off of me.
"DAMN AMY!" Erik called from down the line of guys where Suzan was kneeling in front of him stroking his cock with both hands.
"SHUT UP ERIK!" Amy shouted back. "That's one red chip for you!"
Erik said something else I couldn't hear, but apparently Suzan didn't appreciate it and stood up and slapped his face hard enough to leave an outline of a hand on his cheek.
"Okay girls. Time to switch." Amy called, pulling off my shaft and walking down to the end of the line of guys. Emily moved down to me from where she had been kneeling in front of Mark.
"Hi Michael. You don't mind if I try you on for size too, do you?"
"Uh, no." I groaned as she stood with her breasts pressed against me, the little blue bra she was wearing rubbing against me and the feathered fringe tickling my own nipples.
She grinned and lifted one leg high, wrapping it around my back and hooking her heel on my hands behind my back. "Did you know I'm a dancer?" she cooed as she reached down between us and rubbed my dick against her pussy while she stood on the tip toes of her one foot.
"Nnnnnoooooo." I groaned softly as she pushed herself down on me, her incredibly tight tunnel expanding to form itself around me. "Oh lord."
"You can say that again." She breathed softly as she began bouncing herself slightly on that one foot. "Oh lord you're big." She moaned. She bounced up and down my shaft for nearly a full minute before she suddenly stiffened, her body shuddering and a low groan escaping her lips. "ohmygod," she sighed. "I can't believe I just did that."
"What's that?"
"Came on your dick so fast. Ronald hasn't ever made me climax with just his dick."
"Oh, I'm sorry." I said, not quite sure what to say.
"Oh don't be sorry." She said as she pulled off my dick. She reached around behind her back and flicked the clasp of the bra and let it fall down her arms, exposing her perky breasts, each the size of a large orange. Her freckles, extended down from her neck across her chest all the way to her hard pink nipples. "Have you ever sucked on a woman's nipple?"
"No, is it something you like?"
"It's something ALL women like." She said, coaxing my head down as she lifted and aimed her breast toward my mouth. "Just suck the front in with your mouth and then tease my nipple with your tongue." She cooed as I followed her guidance. "Ohhhh yeah. Just like that. Mmmmmm that will get me so turned on again so fast!"
"Time to change again!" Amy called from down the line.
"Thank you!" Emily whispered before pulling away and walking quickly away, her breasts, now exposed, bouncing with each step.
"Well, you made an impression on her." Tina said as she stepped in front of me with a big smile. She reached behind her and undid the little bra she had on, tossing it aside so she was completely nude, her small breasts standing proudly and her nipples poking out rock hard. "It seems that you are destined to have several pussies on your cock tonight. Are you game for a little more?"
"Yours? Heck yes." I answered enthusiastically. After our little play time in the office, I was ready for anything she wanted to try with me.
She pulled herself close to me and pressed her cheek to mine, and her chest to mine while she lifted herself on her tip toes. "Ok big boy. By the way...This is my first time with anything but fingers!" she whispered before pulling away.
She turned around like Amy had done and backed up against me, rubbing my head up and down her wet lips while pushing back. She wasn't as smooth at getting me inside her like Amy was, but when she finally did, it felt amazing. She pushed herself back against me in tiny little strokes until her ass was banging against my hips, and then continued to bounce against me, stroking only an inch or so at a time.
"Oh damn. Stop or I'm going to come again." I groaned to her.
"Uh uh." Tina grunted back, not slowing her motions at all.
"I mean it." I warned, curling my toes and squeezing my ass to try and hold back what I knew was coming.
"UH UH!" she answered.
"OHHHHH DAMN!" I groaned, as my body jerked, pumping a huge gush of cum into her pussy. I half heard her cry out something as she held herself still, her body trembling and jerking in time with mine, while she made little mewing noises.
I heard at least one other deep groan down the line and a giggle as someone else came.
"Oh damn." I breathed as she pulled herself unsteadily off of me. "Oh damn."
"You can say that again." She panted, standing up and turning to face me. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her lips to mine, starting a long slow wet kiss that lasted until Amy called time again. "Thank you." She whispered before pulling away.
"Well now, that didn't leave me much to work with." Shelly said as she stepped over to me. "I hope you don't mind a little oral action."
"Huh?" I asked as she knelt down in front of me. I looked down as she wrapped a hand around my softening cock and then aimed it at her mouth. "Oh lord." I moaned as she sucked much of my softened shaft into her mouth and began to suck and tease it. "You really like that?" I asked after she let out a soft moan of pleasure.
"Oh yeah," she answered, grinning at me. "Very much." After her answer she was back to work, sucking and playing with my dick, which was growing surprisingly quickly. She had me almost back as hard as I had started with Amy when time got called again. "Awww. I was hoping to get this inside my pussy too. Well, maybe later." She said with a grin. She leaned toward me, lifting herself on her toes and planted a wet kiss on my lips before walking down the line.
"Well Michael. It seems like this is the place to leave my bra." Mary said as she pulled it off, dropping the little red see through piece on the floor. "Mark is going to really hate me for this. Sit down."
"Huh?"
"Sit, on the floor." She said, pushing down on my shoulder. As soon as I was sitting down, she pushed me back and then stepped over me, straddling me with her feet. "Here goes." She said, squatting down. "I saw this in a magazine Mark had hidden in his room. He's always wanted me to try it with him." She said as she aimed my hard dick at her pussy. "OHHHHHH Goodness yes." She whispered as she slid down my shaft, stopping only when my thighs were holding her ass up. She began to slowly bounce up and down on me, her strokes getting longer and more vigorous as she built confidence. "Does that feel good for you? It definitely does for me!"
"Uh huh." I grunted as I watched her apple sized tits bouncing up and down tantalizingly.
"Give me your hand." She said urgently, reaching for one of my hands and dragging it down to her pussy. She pressed my fingers against her pussy and continued to ride up and down my shaft, my fingers rubbing the outside of her and my dick the inside. "Oh yes. Oh yes. Oh yes....OH YES OHHHHHH YESSSS!" she screamed as her body slammed down on me and she sat there, shuddering and jerking uncontrollably for several long seconds. "Ohhhhhhh yeah." She groaned in a long slow sigh after some time.
"I think it's time to move again." Amy called from down the line.
"Ohhh god that was good." Mary moaned as she leaned down and gave me a hot wet kiss. She pushed herself up and walked away, unsteadily the remnants of her orgasm still coursing through her body.
"Ladies, this is your last one, so feel free!" Amy called as she knelt down in front of the guy next to me.
Suzan stepped over me and sat down on my lap, trapping my dick between her exposed pussy and my stomach. She had on a little white lace bra which she quickly pulled off, tossing aside. "Jason was the one who's idea it was to toss you into the showers, so here's a present from me to you that he had been begging me to do for months!" She said as she slid forward, sliding her pussy all the way off my shaft and then leaning her chest down to my face. I felt her hand reach behind herself and lift my cock until it was pressing between her lips. She pushed herself back, building pressure across my head until I suddenly felt it ease and change to pressure around my head. "Ohhhhhhhhh my." Suzan breathed softly as she continued to push her petite little body back, taking me in only a fraction of an inch at a time. "So so big." She moaned. "I only let Mark put it into me a little one time and it didn't feel anything like this." She moaned, her little boobs hanging inches from my face.
I lifted my head and sucked her nipple into my mouth and used my tongue to flick back and forth across the hard nipple.
"Oh damn, oh damn." She moaned as she began to wiggle her hips around on me, practically screwing herself down my shaft until my head was nestled in at the end of her shaft, several inches yet to go. "That's all I can take in." She moaned as she started to rock on her knees, sliding herself on and off my shaft, her incredibly tight pussy caressing and teasing my cock. "Michael. Oh damn Michael, you're going to make me climax. Oh shit. Oh....OH....OH SHIT!" she squealed, her body convulsing both outwardly and inwardly. Her pussy clamped and squeezed my cock as she twitched and jerked on top of me. "Ohhhhh damn. Oh damn." She began to moan with each stroke on and off of me. "Ohhhhh god this is...Oh shit. Ohhhhhhh" she moaned louder as my cock swelled inside her, threatening to come again. "Are you going to...?" she got half way out when my dick erupted inside her, squirting a gush of hot cum up and out into her pussy.
"YES!" She screamed, as her body suddenly dissolved into another orgasm, her whole body twitching for several long seconds before she collapsed on top of me. She lay still for several seconds before she slowly moved and pushed herself up again, looking down at me from where she sat. "What happened?"
"I think you passed out." I answered still trying to recover myself from the last climax.
I looked down the line and saw all of the other guys with limp dicks. Shelly was covered with cum all over her chest and face, but the rest of the guys seemed to have gotten little more than a hand job.
"Okay ladies. Time to vote. Gentlemen, please turn around."
I climbed to my feet and turned to face the opposite wall, as were the rest of the guys. I could hear plastic ships falling into plastic cups, and wondered how many chips I would collect. Quite a few I suspected, but then the girls would probably vote for their own group anyway.
"All right, let's turn around." Amy called.
"First bucket...Erik. Awwww...only two chips Erik. Jason. Damn Jason, none?" Amy asked, turning the cup over. "Well then. Mark, one two three, four chips. Josh. One chip. Ronald, One, Two, Three chips. Michael...Damn." She said as she poured the chips from the cup onto the table. "I don't think we even need to count. He clearly is the winner here."
"Rigged!" Mark said angrily.
Mary walked over to him, still completely nude and wrapped a hand around his softened dick. "Honey, if you ever want to stick this inside me again, you better learn something real fast. Just because you're a big football star doesn't mean you know squat about how to please a woman. Sometimes having a little humility, a little shyness and letting a woman have her way, the way she wants, means a lot more to her than how big your ego is. Michael has a very nice dick and this goes for all of you, if we find out you've tried to retaliate for what's happened tonight, you'll never get another pussy on your dick before graduation. Is that clear? Michael is off limits to you boys. You've had your last fun at his expense. The next time it will be at your own."
"Well, now. If you boys want to take a few minutes to recharge, we have a few more games we can play. The rest are with your own dates though, so feel free to indulge yourselves. However, the pink bows stay till the end of the night." Amy said, flashing me a little smile and giving me a wink.
"Well, I guess that means I can...do this?" Tina said, as she stepped up behind me and stroked my softened shaft. "If I can get it hard, can I sit on it again?'
"Heck yes." I answered, lifting an arm to let her walk around me. She took my hand and pulled me to an overstuffed chair and had me sit down. She crawled in on top of me and then with her pussy pressed against my balls, began to gently play with my dick slowly coaxing it from its rest.
"Ok men, it's been long enough." Amy said as she climbed off her boyfriend's lap after several minutes of making out. "Guys on the floor on your backs."
I moved with Tina, letting her guide me to the floor on my back.
"Ladies, assume your positions." Amy said with a giggle, stepping over Erik and settling down on his chest with her pussy inches from his face. "Gentlemen. No hands allowed. First one to make his woman climax wins." Amy called.
"Hey that's not fair." One of the guys called. "He already squirted inside her."



"Well, if you don't want to, that's your choice." a female voice said. For my part I chose to just dig in and have fun. I hadn't ever licked a pussy, and with it sitting this close to me I was willing to try anything.
"That's it, just slip your tongue between my lips." Tina cooed, coaxing me and instructing me on what to do to make her feel good. "Yeah, dig in there...now slide it all the way up. That little bump, that's my clit. Oh yeah, lick it like that. Ohhhh you learn fast."
I continued to lick and stroke her pussy with my tongue, driving it deep into her and then sliding it up along her wet lips until I could flick her clit a few times.
"Oh yes, that's it. Oh lord you're getting good at that." Tina moaned loudly. "You're going to make me climax any second now."
I could hear another female voice cry out, and was pretty sure it was Amy, but my attention was primarily focused on Tina and pushing her over the edge by concentrating on her clit.
"Yes...here it comes sweetie. Ohhhhh yes." She moaned loudly as her body shook and shuddered, her juices leaking from her pussy around my face and dribbling down my neck. She slowly pushed herself off my chest and down my body until she could press herself around my hard cock. "I have a very serious question." She said softly, pausing her statement to kiss my girl cum covered lips. "Would you like to be my boyfriend? For real boyfriend?"
"And you're not doing this because of what happened in the showers?"
"Sweety, anyone that can make me climax three times in one night doesn't need any help. If I'd known what I know now I'd have made sure I was in those showers just to have a chance to ride your cock." She whispered as she wiggled her ass. "Personally I'm done playing games, and I think most of the girls are too. How about we just screw until you come again?"
"Sounds good to me." I said as she started rocking her hips, sliding herself on and off my shaft ever so slowly. It only took another five or ten minutes to make me climax again inside her. I'd long since lost track of how many times I'd come that night, but I knew one thing, when the party was over the girls had a new respect for me, and I never had another problem with the jocks the rest of the year."
I looked around at the four girls sitting on the couch listening to my recounting of my lost virginity. Jill had long since taken her shorts and panties off and had two fingers stuffed inside her pussy, Angela had a hand under her dress, Lucy was only half dressed, a hand squeezing her big tits and her other hand stuffed in her panties, and Patty was sitting back, slowly stroking her exposed pussy with one finger and running the other around her nipples, her dress in a heap on the floor.
"God that was so fucking hot. I think I came three times while you were telling it. But it wasn't really true, was it?" Patty asked.
"Actually it's all true. After I got out of college Tina and I hooked up again and ended up getting married." I answered her.
"Well, what happened? Jill said you were divorced."
"Yeah, call it stupidity. Amy and Shelly caught up with me one day. They were...um...domestic partners? Well anyway, they wanted to have a child of their own, so after several months of their advances, I agreed to spend a weekend with them. The idea was to get Amy pregnant. Things got kind of out of hand and I ended up getting them both knocked up. Tina found out when the state tried to come after me for child support. That was the end of our almost twenty years together."
"Ohhhhh that would kind of put the damper on things. But I'd think being her past friends that she might get over it." Jill said.
"Yeah, well, that was the nail in the coffin. I wasn't exactly the most monogamous husband." I said quietly.
Lucy stood up, pushed her dress and panties down, leaving her completely naked except for her thigh high stockings. She stepped around the table and crawled into my lap, working my pants loose and pulling out my raging hard on. "Personally I don't care. You're single, you're hot, and from the sound of it you're one hell of a lover." She said as she aimed my cock at her pussy. She settled down on me and moaned softly.
"Sweetie, I think you're back in the dating game." Jill said with a laugh as Lucy began bouncing up and down my shaft. "Just save some for me, okay?"
"You got it." I grunted as Lucy bounced on me, her big tits flopping up and down in front of me, begging me to capture and suck them.
The End
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"Oh yeah. Suck it. Suck my cock!" I shouted as three women shared my cock, one wet mouth after another sliding up and down my shaft. "Oh damn that's good." I groaned as one of them pushed her face all the way down, driving my fat hard cock deep into her mouth. "Ohhhh damn." I groaned, the images of the three women slowly dissolving to be replaced by more vivid sensations.
"That's it. Lick all the way around his head." I heard Nina whisper, followed by the sensations of a warm wet pressure sliding slowly around my engorged head, drawing another soft groan from my lips.
"I think he's awake." Nina said as I tried to sit up and look to see what was happening, my vision, fuzzy at first sharpening to see Nina on one side of me, her head near my hard cock, and my wife on the other, equally naked, my cock in her hand and her tongue sliding around my head. Nina turned her head to look at me, reached out the arm that wasn't supporting her and pushed on my chest. "Just lean back and enjoy, Mike." She said with a smile.
"Uh, sure. Not that I'm complaining, but what's up?" I asked as my wife closed her lips around my head and slid her lips up and down my shaft a few inches.
"Just a little lesson." Suzanne said from where she was sitting on her knees behind Nina, watching what my wife was doing.
"A lesson?"
"Uh huh. Nina is going to teach me how to take a cock deeper. But right now she's giving your wife a little coaching."
"You really like this?" My wife asked, pulling her mouth from my cock.
"Hell, yes. It feels great."
"Tastes like shit." My wife said with a wry face. "You really enjoy doing this?" She asked, looking at Nina.
"Let's face it, not all sex is for what we get out of it, sometimes it's for what your partner gets out of it. Does your husband lick your pussy?"
"Well yeah!" My wife answered.
"Do you think he likes the way it tastes?"
"I dunno. I guess."
"Mike, how does she taste?"
"When, at the beginning, middle or end?" I asked with a chuckle.
"All three." Nina said with a grin.
"Kind of tangy at the beginning. Kind of unpleasant actually. But once I start getting her really turned on it gets much wetter and milder, eventually about when she is going to climax it starts getting sweet, more like a watered down honey taste. Kind of pleasant actually. When she comes, well, it's just a lot of wet. Not much taste at all. Real watery."
"But you like to lick her, right? Even though you don't love the way it tastes at first?"
"Hell yeah. I mean I love the way it makes her wiggle and move. I love making her come and if that's on my tongue, that's fine with me too."
"See what I mean. It's not always about how it feels, or in this case tastes, to us. Sucking a guy gets me really turned on, not because the taste makes me turned on, but because knowing what it's doing to him gets me turned on."
"So it really tastes that way?" My wife asked, looking up at me.
"Yeah." I said with a shrug.
"Here, taste me." Nina said, suddenly sitting up, swinging her leg over my wife as she swiveled around to put her pussy facing my wife, and then scooting herself closer.
"I'm not doing that!" My wife said with her nose crinkled up.
"Why not? Your husband does it to you. In my opinion, women do a better job than men do."
"Yea, but that's...weird, isn't it? I mean I wouldn't expect my husband suck another guy."
"I'm not asking you to suddenly become a lesbian or even a bisexual. I just want you to understand what he tastes so you can understand why a woman might like to suck a cock."
"I don't think I can do that." My wife said again, still lying next to my legs with my cock in her hand.
"Oh come on. It's not like anyone else is ever going to find out, right?" Suzanne said. "If she won't, I will. I've kind of wondered what it tastes like actually. I mean I've tasted it on my finger, but I don't know that it's the same."
"It's not. It's a lot different getting it directly." Nina said as Suzanne crawled around to my wife's side of my body, leaning over my legs as she leaned her face down to Nina's pussy.
I watched as Nina spread her lips with her fingers and held them apart for Suzanne. "Wow, that is kind of strong." Suzanne said after she licked between Nina's lips a few times. "You should try this Nancy."
My wife sighed heavily, the kind of sigh that comes with her deciding to do something she expected to be unpleasant. It was actually a surprise to see her roll across my legs and push her upper body over so she could reach Nina's pussy. I saw her tongue slide out and lick tentatively along Nina's lips before she pressed her tongue a little deeper and tasting again. "Wow. You really like to lick me when I taste like that?" My wife asked, turning her head to me.
"Well, I don't know how she tastes, but the few pussies I have tasted have always been pretty much the same."
"Here, taste me then." Nina said as my wife pushed back away from her. Nina climbed to her knees, crawled up the bed to my head and then swung her leg across me, lowering her pussy to my face.
I reached my tongue out and teased softly across her lips before pressing deeper into her, tasting her sharp tangy juices. I continued my lick up her slit, finding her hooded clit with the tip of my tongue and flicking across it a few times.
"Mmmmmm." Nina moaned softly. "He goes right for the meat, doesn't he?"
"What do you mean?" My wife asked as she idly stroked my hard cock.
"Oh, nothing. So Mike, do we taste alike?"
"Slightly different. But not remarkably so. You both taste similar. I like it a lot better after I get her turned on though." I said before dipping my tongue into her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm that's nice. Are you trying to get me all worked up?"
"Of course." I answered as I returned to stroking her pussy with my tongue, teasing her lips lightly and then digging my tongue between them again. I wrapped an arm around her thigh so I could reach her pussy with my fingers and then spread her lips, exposing her hard clit. I stroked my tongue up her lips and circled around and around her clit for several seconds before sliding back down between them again.
"He must be enjoying it. Look at his head!" Suzanne said, reaching out and touching my engorged head, which had grown considerably fatter as I became more and more turned on.
"Go ahead and keep sucking it." Nina said from where she was straddling my face. "See how close you can get him to climaxing without letting him come."
I felt a mouth close around my cock and the lips slide up and down along with my wife's hand. Up and down she went, her tongue moving back and forth across the bottom of my shaft and head as he bobbed her head slowly up and down.
"Okay, okay. You got me turned on now." Nina breathed heavily. "You better stop before you make me climax!"
"You taste a lot different now." I said to her as she climbed off of me.
"I bet."
"Let me see." Suzanne said, crawling over to Nina and pushing her legs apart. She put her face right into Nina's pussy and licked up her slit several times before pulling her face away. "That isn't half bad now. Come on Nancy, try it."
"Oh, okay." My wife said, pulling off my cock and crawling across me. She tentatively licked Nina's pussy, sliding her tongue up between her lips. "You're right. It's a lot different now." She said before licking it slowly several more times. "I guess I can see why he doesn't mind doing it."
"Doesn't mind? I like doing it. Not because of the taste, but because of what it does to you." I answered.
"Come on, enough pussy for the moment. This was supposed to be a cock sucking lesson. Suzanne, why don't you take over and try deep throating him. What you need to do is hold him vertical and then push your face down on him. The hard part is to control the gag reflex. Think about yawning. Open your throat as wide as you can, as if you're yawning, and flatten your tongue down in the back of your throat. That makes it as big an entry as possible and helps reduce the gag reflex.
"Okay." Suzanne said as my wife made room for her. I watched as the three of them crowded around my cock, Suzanne closing her hand around and then pushing her hot wet mouth down over it. She tried to follow Nina's directions, but gagged and pulled quickly off of me. "Way too big." She gasped as she shook her head.
"No, not at all." Nina said, leaning over and pushing her head down over my cock, not stopping until her nose touched my body. She bounced her head a few times, drawing a groan from my lips and then pulled her head up again. "See, it can be done. He's big, well, not as big as some of the porn stars I've done, but he's definitely bigger than average."
"Okay, let me try again." Suzanne said. This time she got a little more of me into her mouth before she jerked back, trying to suppress a gag.
"Think about yawning." Nina said as Suzanne tried again, this time getting even more of me into her throat before she had to pull back.
"You going to try it Nancy?" Suzanne asked as she caught her breath.
"I don't know. I'm still not sold on sucking it let alone trying to stuff it down my throat."
"Nancy, do you like to get fucked? For your husband to make you climax?" Nina asked.
"Well, of course I do."
"And you like when he licks your pussy and makes you cum that way?"
"Yeah, sure."
"So what do you do back?"
"What do you mean?"
"What do you do to return the efforts he makes to give you a climax?"
"Well, we have sex after."
"Uh huh. What exactly do you do?"
"Well, I let him screw me until he comes."
"You let him?" Nina asked with a snort. "He works to give you a climax and you LET him? Doesn't that sound a little one sided? He's a great lover, and a great fuck. Even with all the porn stuff I've done, which most of it's faked by the way, what he did last night was some of the best real live sex I've had in a long time. That's because he WANTED it to feel good. He wanted to do what made me feel good. He wanted to make me climax. When he was fucking you on the table, it was obvious that he WANTED to make you come. If he's going to do all that, why wouldn't you try and reward that effort?"
"I don't know. I guess I never really thought about it that way."
"Can I ask a question? Why are you here?"
"What do you mean?"
"Why are you here, at the gathering? I mean you're obviously not a swinger, although it seemed last night like you were starting to enjoy what was happening."
"Actually, well, this is going to sound mean, but it started out to punish Mike. I got tired of his always demanding more sex, and me doing more sexual things. I was going to be as slutty as I could so that he'd get a taste of what it would be like if I really did all the things he seemed to think I should do."
"You're right, it does sound mean. How many times a day did you have sex?"
"Oh, once or twice a month." My wife admitted.
"And you were upset because he wanted more? Nancy, you're lucky he stuck by you and didn't go find it someplace else. He's an incredible lover, he has a fantastic cock, and he clearly loves you. Why wouldn't you want to do it more?"
"I just wasn't getting turned on." My wife said quietly. "Not that he didn't try, but the hormones aren't there anymore."
"You were definitely turned on last night. What had you turned on so much?"
"I don't know exactly. I've been turned on like crazy all weekend. I guess it's all the flashing and showing off. It was really getting me turned on to get guys all horny and hard."
"But getting your husband hard doesn't turn you on?"
"Hell, he's always hard!" My wife shot back with a frown. "He gets hard when the wind blows!"
"And who does he want to do it with when he gets hard? You, or the little neighbor girl down the street?"
"Well, me I guess."
"And you're punishing him for that? God I wish I had a man that wanted me that much."
"You have sex with lots of guys all the time."
"Yeah, I do, and you know what, it means nothing. What I really want is a man who will have sex with me with passion, someone who WANTS me to feel good, someone who WANTS to make me climax good and hard. Someone who WANTS to see me naked, not because I'm a sex symbol, but because it emotionally turns him on to see me naked. I want someone who ENJOYS having sex with me because it's ME, not because I'm a sex object. I haven't found a man like that yet. They're few and far between, and trust me I've looked! But you, you have one. You have a man that's turned on by what he sees with you, sees when you get naked, feels when he touches and hugs and kisses you. God girl you are sooo missing out on what a special thing you have." Nina said, with a sad shake of her head.
My wife sat in silence on the bed as Nina slid off the bed and walked to the hot tub. Suzanne followed a few moments later. I could hear them talking in whispers as my wife sat on the edge of the bed looking down at me. "Am I really that bad?"
"Don't ask me, ask yourself." I answered as I lay there watching her.
She sat in silence for several minutes, apparently asking herself just exactly that question. She finally looked over at me again and crawled over my body, straddling my hips and leaning herself down so her nose was touching mine and her big tits were resting on my chest. "Maybe I was that bad. I'm sorry." She whispered.
"You don't have to be sorry. I've loved you all these years, not because of sex, but because of what I feel inside for you."
"Maybe I can make it up to you? Give you more of what you want?"
"I don't want you to do it if you're doing it because you feel guilty. I want it from you because it's what you want to do, because it makes you feel good to do it, to share it with me." I whispered back.
"I understand." She said, moving her face and giving me a kiss on the end of my nose. "Don't go away." She said as she climbed off of me.
She walked over to the tub and leaned over the side, talking quietly to Nina and to Suzanne. I couldn't hear what she was saying, but the conversation was getting a little animated. Finally nods were shared all the way around and my wife stood back up, Nina and Suzanne climbing out of the tub and drying with towels still lying on the edge of the tub from the previous night.
My wife crawled back on the bed and grabbed my again soft cock and began to stroke it gently, lowering her mouth over it and sucking my head into her mouth.
"That's it. Start there." Nina said as she climbed on the bed and sat down on her bent legs to watch. "Just keep sucking and playing. It'll get hard fast."
"It is." My wife answered, her face still hovering over my cock.
"Good. When it gets nice and straight, remember what I said about yawning."
"Okay." My wife said, letting my cock slip from her mouth for a moment with a loud slurp. My wife stoked her hand up and down my growing shaft as her lips followed, her tongue teasing my head with each stroke. "Here goes nothing." She whispered as she pushed her face down my shaft. I felt my head hit the back of her mouth, the pressure around my head changing as she tilted her head slightly and pushed farther. Her whole body arched as she tried to suppress a sudden urge to gag, but continued to push farther down, not stopping until her hand had no place to hold and her nose was touching my curly pubic hair. I groaned softly as she quickly pulled her face off, gasping for breath as her hand stroked up and down my shaft.
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" Nina coaxed.
"Not really."
"So what does it make you feel, knowing it felt so good he groaned. It's kind of like applause for a job well done." Nina said softly.
"Kind of turns me on a little." My wife answered before she started her mouth sliding down my shaft again. She pushed down, more smoothly this time, driving my cock all the way down her throat until she couldn't take any more again.
"Getting turned on?" Nina asked as my wife pulled her face from my cock.
"Yeah, I am actually."
"So give him your pussy, let him play too."
My wife wiggled herself around, swinging her leg over my head and setting her knees over my shoulders so her pussy was hovering over my face. I felt her mouth close around my cock again as I pulled her hips down, bringing her pussy within reach of my tongue.
I licked slowly between her lips, teasing along them until I was nearly at the bottom of her slit, and then pushed my tongue as deep into her as I could teasing it into the entrance to her tunnel. I groaned again, this time into her wet pussy, as my cock slipped yet again into her throat.
I found her clit and sucked it, closing my lips around it and squeezing slightly. "Oh shit!" My wife squealed.
"He changed things on you, didn't he?" Nina asked.
"Yeah, I wasn't expecting that."
Nina looked up at me and winked. "That's because he knows that variety is what keeps a good sexual encounter growing. Adding sensations, changing sensations. Those are what make an orgasm grow."
"Two can play at that game." My wife said, pulling her pussy from my face and turning around. She put her big tits on either side of my cock and then tried to squeeze them together.
"It's hard to do that way unless he helps." Nina said. "Mike, help her hold 'em."
I reached down and cupped the sides of my wife's bit soft tits, squeezing them together around my cock. I used my legs on the bed, sticking down between my wife's legs, to help lift my hips in time with the rocking action my wife was making, sliding her soft tits along my rock hard cock as it nestled in the tight confines between her tits.
I let my pinky fingers stroke her nipples as the two of us stroked my cock between her tits. "Oh yeah. That's nice." I said softly to her.
"That really feel good?" My wife asked back.
"Uh huh. It does."
"Not all women get much from it. Personally, it's more for the guys, and I love the look on their face as they stroke between my tits. It always turns me on to know how much a guy gets turned on. But some women really get off on it." Nina said with a grin.
"It's okay, but to be honest, right now my pussy wants something in it." My wife said gruffly. "Watching his cock sliding in and out makes me think of how big he feels inside me."
"Then just slide up and slide him in. You don't have to wait for an invitation. I haven't known a guy yet to complain about a hot pussy on his cock." Nina answered with a laugh. "But if you want to, tease him some more. I can tell he likes tits, drag your tits on his chest or rub your nipples in his face. I bet he'll love it."
"I guarantee he'll love it." I answered back as my wife pulled her chest up from my cock and started slowly crawling up my body. She let her tits drag across my stomach and then my chest, wiggling a little so they would swing, just her nipples grazing my skin.
"That's kind of a turn on." My wife whispered as she worked her way up my body, finally lifting her chest high enough to tease one nipple across my lips.
I opened my mouth and quickly sucked the front of her nipple into my mouth, giving her nipple a flick with my tongue, drawing a sharp intake of breath from her in surprise. "Mmmmmm that felt nice." She said after several seconds of my sucking and licking her breast and hard nipple.
"Then tell him. Men like to hear what feels good as much as we like to hear what feels good."
"That feels good sweetie." My wife said quietly.
"No no." Nina said softly. "Ohhhh that's it baby, that feels sooo good. Mmmmm I love the feel of your tongue on my hard nipple, teasing me and stroking me. Ohhhhh yeah. So nice."
"You make it sound easy." My wife said with a chuckle, "And it's not even your tit that's being sucked."
"I wish it was. Looks like he's enjoying it as much as you are."
"Maybe later." I said as I pulled my wife's tit from my mouth to switch sides.



"I'll hold you to that. God I'm getting so horny watching you." Nina said enviously.
"Me too." Suzanne said, sitting on the edge of the bed watching, her hand sliding between her legs and stroking her pussy.
My wife must have been getting turned on as well, because she slid herself backward, pressing her wet pussy lips against my stomach as she slid herself back. I felt my cock press against her body as she rocked her hips to try and align my rigid cock with her pussy. I saw her shift her weight to reach behind her and then felt a hand that didn't belong to my wife, grab my shaft and rub it up and down her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhh yes." My wife breathed as she slowly pushed herself back on me, her pussy enveloping me in hot wetness.
I reached for her hips, expecting her to rise up and let me stroke up into her, but she straightened herself upright, straddling my hips with my cock buried deep inside her. She moved her hands to mine, pulled them from her hips to rest on her thighs. "You just stay there. This time I'm going to do it for both of us."
"Okay." I answered as she let go of my hands and moved hers to my chest, using it as a balance point as she started to slide herself up and down my shaft slowly.
"Don't forget to talk to him. Guys love to hear how good it feels inside you, how much you're enjoying the feelings." Nina coaxed.
"Uh huh. Okay." My wife breathed. "Mmmmmm you feel so good inside me, I love how full you make me feel." She said quietly, her pussy stoking the full length of my shaft, her motion leaving only my head inside her before she dropped back down again.
I watched her as her speed increased, her tits bouncing sexily on her chest. I couldn't not reach out and hold the magnificent mounds I had played with so many times in our thirty years together, but never like this. I don't think she'd done this since we were a very young couple and that was long before having four kids grew her breasts from their C size to their current magnificent double D.
"That's it honey! Ride me." I grunted as I cupped her breasts and used my finger and thumb of each hand to squeeze and pull her hard nipples.
"You like that don't you? Watching my big tits bounce in front of you?" My wife asked breathlessly. "God you feel good inside me. So big. I think it's going to make me come. Do you want to watch me come on your hard dick?"
"Uh huh." I grunted back, knowing I was close as well, her bouncing on my shaft pushing me ever closer as her hot wet pussy caressed each inch of me.
"Come for me baby. Come in my pussy!" My wife moaned loudly. "Ohhhhh god I'm going to come!"
"AHHHG" I grunted as my body jerked under her, pushing my shaft up into her to the hilt and pumping a gush of hot cum into her.
"YES!" She squealed suddenly, my spurting cock setting off her own orgasm. Her body trembled as she let out a long low moan of pleasure while my cock surged shot after shot of cum into her, finally leaving my drained member twitching inside her still spasming tunnel.
"Ohhhhhhh damn." My wife groaned as she lowered herself down on my chest, her soft tits pressing into me as I let my hand slide around her back, gently stroking it from her round ass to her neck.
She leaned down close to me and kissed me softly. "Is that what you wanted?" She whispered.
"It isn't so much that I wanted this specific thing. It's that I want to be able to share this with you more often. Tell me what I need to do to help get you turned on. If you fuck me like this every time I get you horny we'll be fine for years to come."
"I'll work on it." She whispered back.
"That's all I ask."
"Actually you ask a lot more, but maybe it's time I start saying yes to more things. I have to admit that I came like a freight train last night when you were fucking me on that table."
"You did seem to be having a pretty good time. What is it about showing off that had you so turned on?"
"I don't know, maybe the naughtiness? Because it's forbidden? I don't really know. All I know is that when I flashed that boy in the shoe store I got so horny so fast. Then I let him finger me, hell I couldn't stop myself from showing him my tits too. I wanted to pull his pants down and fuck him right there, but I was so scared of who might see. Once I came it took the edge off, but I still wanted to play, which is why I jerked him off. That got me all turned on again too. By the time we were at the swim store I was sopping wet again."
"Yeah, you had fun showing me off too."
"I did. When that young lady came in and saw you sticking out, I couldn't help myself. I just wanted to find a way to coax her over to touch you. Getting her to go into the changing room and get naked...hell I wanted to climb right in and watch."
"You know, she did end up riding me."
"Yeah, I know. I wasn't sure how I'd feel about it, but when she came out she ran over to me, still naked and thanked me, I kind of felt proud. My attempt to embarrass you showed me just how good you really still looked."
I heard a feminine squeal and realized that I had been paying so much attention to my wife that I had completely forgotten about Nina and Suzanne. I looked to the hot tub, where the squeal came from and saw Suzanne sitting on the edge of the tub, one leg on the ground and the other in the air, Nina on all fours in front of her with her head between Suzanne's legs. I felt my cock twitch inside my wife as I watched Nina licking and sucking Suzanne, who was clearly enjoying it.
"That turns you on, doesn't it?" My wife whispered questioningly.
"I'd be lying if I said it didn't." I answered as we lay there watching.
"She seems to really like that, doesn't she?" My wife asked.
"Which one?"
My wife laughed quietly. "I was thinking about Nina, but yeah, both of them."
"Yeah, I'd say."
My wife wiggled on my lap, moving my slowly hardening cock around inside her. "You're enjoying it too, aren't you?"
"Told you I was."
I promised Nina that I'd let you suck her tits. Would you like to do that?"
"Heck yeah. She's a hell of a sexy woman, but then she is a porn star."
"What would you give to see that porn star lick my pussy?" My wife asked quietly.
"I don't know, what kind of a price do you want?"
"Actually, it was a rhetorical question. Ask me to do it."
"You want me to just ask you to let her lick your pussy?"
"Uh huh. Ask me. See what happens."
"Okay. Honey, I'd love to watch Nina lick your pussy. Would you do that? Let her lick your pussy so I could watch?"
"Let me think. You want me to sit right here, by your head, with Nina's tit in your mouth and your cock in her pussy, and watch her lick my pussy? Is that what you're asking?" She asked me quietly with a grin.
"Yeah, I'd love to see that."
"Wait right here." MY wife said, pulling off my semi-hard cock and rolling off the bed. She walked over to Nina, bent over so that both their pussies were sticking out at me, and whispered something to Nina. Nina pulled her face from Suzanne's pussy, said something quietly to Suzanne, who nodded in apparent agreement. My wife stood back up, walked over to the bed and without a word, piled several pillows up before climbing up and sitting down on the stack of pillows, her legs straddling my head and her back against the headboard of the bed. I tilted my head back and had a perfect view of her pussy, my creamy cum leaking out of her onto the edge of the pillow.
"So, your wife says you want to watch me lick her pussy. It's going to cost you though."
"Oh?" I asked Nina as she crawled up on the bed.
"Uh huh. You owe both Suzanne and me a good orgasm. Not a fakey bakey porn movie climax, a real live 'fuck me till I come' climax." She said as she crawled from the foot of the bed up my body, stopping with her mouth hovering over my cock. "You up for that?"
"I'm sure I can arrange that."
"Good." She said as she leaned down and licked my hardening cock. "gotta get this all nice and hard first."
"Ohhhh that'll do it." I groaned as she pushed my whole cock into her mouth and reached between my legs to press her finger against my anus.
"Yeah, that did it." She said with a grin as she started crawling up my body again. She paused with her head even with mine, staring down at me. "Kiss me, a real kiss."
"Like this?" I asked, reaching up to her neck and pulling her face down to mine. I pressed my lips to hers, gently tasting her lips as my tongue gently swept across her lips to coax her mouth open. She eagerly opened her mouth, letting my tongue slip inside. Our tongues battled between our mouths for several seconds before she withdrew and closed her mouth, sucking on my lower lip before she let go. She leaned her face until her cheek was pressing against mine, and whispered to me.
"Thank you. It felt like you meant that kiss. Did you know that right now, if I lick your wife I'm going to lick your cum from her pussy?"
"Uhhhh damn." I groaned as I looked upward and saw my wife's pussy leaking a little dribble of cum.
"I want to taste you. I want to lick your hot cum right from her pussy. Does it turn you on thinking about me doing that? Tasting you right from her hot little pussy? Mmmmm it's going to be so yummy." She cooed. I felt her hand reach between her legs and find my cock, sliding herself forward until my head slipped between her legs and her lips. "Mmmmmmm nice and hard. Just the way I love it." She cooed as she pushed back, pressing herself down my shaft. "The rest is up to you stud." She said as she moved her face from mine. She wiggled her shoulders, causing her big round tits to wiggle in front of me as she moved toward my wife's pussy. It took the two of us wiggling and jockeying a bit n the bed but after a few moments I was slid far enough up that Nina could reach my wife's pussy while I used my legs to lift my hips and stroke my cock into her.
"OH damn." I groaned as I watched Nina slowly slide her tongue up my wife's pussy licking my leaking cum from her as she slowly stroked her tongue up and across her exposed clit.
"Ohhhh." My wife gasped as Nina's tongue flicked across her clit.
"You don't expect me to lick you and not try to make you come, do you?" Nina asked with a giggle as she moved for another long slow lick.
"I didn't think about that." My wife moaned as Nina licked again, stopping at her clit and licking little circles around it. "Ohhhh damn."
I watched Nina slide one hand up my wife's thigh while she continued to lick her clit, gently pressing one of her fingers slowly into her pussy. "Don't forget about my tits stud. You're supposed to be sucking them too."
"Oh yeah." I mumbled as I watched her start to slide her finger in and out of my wife, my hips lifting from the bed in time with her strokes into my wife. My hands had long since found her hips, and I held them as I slowly stroked in and out of her pussy, driving the full length of my shaft into her time and time again, as her finger pushed into my wife over and over. With my cock sliding in and out I slid my hands up to Nina's chest, wrapping my hands around both tits as much as I could and aimed one of her rock hard nipples toward my mouth drawing it inside and flicking my tongue across the hard nipple tip.
"Ohhhhh god, you are going to aren't you?" My wife squeaked after several minutes of Nina's work.
"I am. And then I'm going to lay on this bed and let your husband fuck me until I come." Nina said huskily before she went back to licking my wife.
"Ohhh fuck. I'm...gonna...come!" My wife gasped breathlessly as Nina's finger began pounding in and out of her, Nina's mouth glued to my wife's clit. "OH SHIT!" MY wife cried as she came again, her body jerking and shaking under Nina's relentless attack.
"There you go. One huge fantasy solved!" Nina said, sliding down from my wife's pussy and breaking my hold on her tits. She wrapped her arms around my neck and then rolled the two of us over, making sure I was settled on top of her and my dick still implanted into her. "Okay Michael. It's time for you to pay for your fantasy. You have to make me come. Think you're up to the task?"
"Do her sweetie." My wife said breathlessly, sliding down off the pillows and reclined on the stack of pillows, her head resting on the headboard and her chest still heaving to catch her breath.
"Sure." I answered, sliding my cock out of her pussy all the way.
"Hey wait!" Nina said as I started climbing off the bed. "Where are you going?"
"No place at all." I said as I stood at the end of the bed and reached back, looping one arm around her thigh and pulling her down the bed towards me. I dragged her right to the edge of the bed and then pulled her legs in the air, and aiming my cock back at her pussy, my arms trapping her legs with one on each side of my head. "You ready?" I asked her.
"I'm more than ready." She said, looking at me lustily.
I gave her a grin and then rubbed my cock up and down her lips, finding her tunnel entrance and then jamming my cock deep into her in one swift stroke.
"Ohhhhh!" She gasped before grinning back at me. "Oh yeah. Give it to me good baby! Fuck me hard with that big stick!"
I started pumping into her pussy, slapping my thighs hard against her bare ass as I punched in and out of her pussy with my hard cock. I moved my arms from capturing her legs against me to just holding them up so she couldn't spread them, and reached for her big tits, which where bouncing and rolling madly with my pounding strokes.
"Ohhhhh fuck yesssss!" She hissed in pleasure as I pulled both her hard nipples out from her tits, holding them so that the motion of her tits pulled on them first one direction and then another. "OH fuck how did you know I like them pulled?"
"Just a hunch." I answered as I kept stroking into her, her breathing becoming more ragged with each passing moment.
"Shit shit shit! You're making me come too fast! I wanted it to last longer!!!!" She squealed as her orgasm suddenly hit her, her pussy contracting around my sliding shaft as I continued to work in and out of her through her orgasm. "Fuck Cum in me! I want you to cum in my pussy for real! Come on. You can do it. Fill my hot little cunt with your cream. Just think about how it looked while I was licking your cum from your wife's hot little pussy! All that white gooey salty cum sliding out of her pussy into my mouth! Yummmm! Fill me with more of that hot cum! Remember fucking me last night, naked on that table with everyone watching? Fuck me hard like that. Fill me with your cummmm oh shit. Here it comes. I can feel you swelling inside me....ohhhh fuck yes!" She squealed as my body bucked, pumping a hot shot of cum into her like she had asked.
Again and again my body bucked, pumping what little was left in me until my balls were drained and my cock began to soften inside her.
"Ohhhh yeah. That's what I wanted." She said, reaching for my chest with one hand and stroking it. "Nancy you better never lose this guy. If you do I'll take him in a hot second. Damn he can fuck!"
"As good as one of your porn boys?" My wife asked.
"Better. What he does is for real. He wants me to cum. The porn stuff is just doing the same thing over and over. No comparison."
"Maybe I should go into porn. I hear it's good money." I said with a chuckle.
"Don't even laugh. You got the tool and you got the skills, but Mike, you don't have the emotions. You get too invested in your partners, the business would eat you alive. No, you're better off staying just the way you are. Give your wife all the porn fantasies she wants, and if you have some left over, and if she doesn't mind, I might borrow a little of you myself from time to time."
"I don't know, maybe that can be arranged." My wife answered softly. "I'm not sure I'm ever going to be able to keep up with how much he wants."
"You're going to try though?" Nina asked.
"Yeah, I'm gonna try."
"Good." Nina said, sliding her legs down and looping them around my back and holding me inside her with her heels. "I'm not sure I want to let you out yet stud."
"Well, I better check on Lisa and Joe. They're probably wondering what happened to us last night." My wife said, as she rolled over to reach the phone. It only took a few moments for her to dial our room and Lisa apparently picked up quickly.
"Hi, it's me. Yeah. We met a couple friends and spent the night. No we haven't, have you? Uh uh. Well, if you wanna wait a little bit we can meet you. Hold on." My wife said, putting the phone on the bed. "Wanna come to breakfast with us?" She asked Suzanne and Nina.
"I should find my husband." Suzanne said. "But thanks for the invite just the same."
"Yeah, I don't have a husband to find, but you really don't want me tagging along for breakfast. I'll just get some room service." Nina said, shaking her head slowly.
"Uh uh. Not acceptable. You're coming to breakfast. I insist." My wife said.
"You might as well give in now. She never backs down when she sets her mind to something." I told Nina.
"Okay, if you insist."
"Great." My wife said, picking the phone back up. Lisa, give us half an hour to shower and dress and we'll meet you in the restaurant. If you get there before us get a table for five. "Of course we're still naked! Huh? Mike's cock is still sitting inside Nina, so yeah, we're going to shower before we come down and eat. Okay, see you then." My wife said, before hanging up the phone. "Okay, breakfast in half an hour." My wife announced as she climbed off the bed. "Who's joining me for a shower?"
"Wait a second. Doesn't Mike owe me a climax? Suzanne asked.
"Hell, I don't think I can even get it up again." I said with a crooked grin. "If I could I'd be happy to do you again."
"Well, who says it has to be your cock?" Suzanne said with a grin as she stepped over. "Be inventive. I bet you can think of SOMETHING to do!"
"Oh ye of little faith. There isn't a man alive that I can't get hard!" Nina said with a laugh. Men are visual. Give them something they want to see and it'll get hard."
"So what, we should dance nude?" Suzanne asked. "We did that last night."
"No, I have a much better idea. Michael, why don't you go wait in the bathroom. Get the shower all nice and warm and we'll be in shortly." Nina said with a crooked little grin.
"Whatever you say." I answered, pulling my softened cock out of Nina as she spread her legs to release me. I padded to the bathroom and started the shower.
I'd been in the warm water, relaxing for at least ten minutes when the three of them came into the bathroom, each wearing extremely sexy panties and bras.
"You see, men don't like just naked, they like to play partly dressed and get to do the undressing." Nina said as she walked into the shower, allowing the water to cascade over her scantily clad body, the water saturating the already thin material coving her. "Come on girls. If I can't get him hard again I'll buy breakfast."
My wife and Suzanne stepped into the large open stall shower and took turns stepping around me and under the water, rubbing their bodies intentionally against me as they did. Nina picked up a bottle of body gel and squeezed a liberal amount over each of their tits and then set the bottle back down, the three of them converging on me to rub their tits on me.
"Now, you can take off only Suzanne's bra and panties, when you feel like it. We get to play with you, but you can only touch Suzanne until you make her climax. How's that sound?" Nina asked me quietly.
"Like fun." I said as I reached out and wrapped one arm around Suzanne, drawing her close to me. I used one hand to gently wash over and around her lacy bra, finally unclipping it behind her back and sliding it off so my hands could get to her now bare tits.
I felt a hand gently squeezing and playing with my cock as Suzanne lifted herself up on her toes and pressed her lips to mine. She gave me a hot sensuous kiss while my hands roamed her panty covered butt and bare tits.



"See, I told you I could get him hard." Nina cooed from behind me as she stroked my hardening cock.
"Then you better put it to good use." Suzanne said huskily, "Because I'm all turned on again."
"I can do that." I said, sliding my hands down to her hips and pushing the saturated panties down her thighs. I pulled her gently in front of me, turning her to face away from me. Nina figured quickly what I was up to, and guided my cock between Suzanne's legs as I squatted down slightly. Reaching my hand around her, I pressed my fingertips against my cock head and forced it up between her soapy lips.
"ohhhhhhh yeah." She sighed as my head engaged into the entrance of her tunnel and slowly pushed into her. "Such a nice cock."
"Yeah, now just think, we're not here, but in a little changing room at the mall, just the two of us." I said quietly my fingers, no longer needed to guide my cock, stroking between her lips and over her clit.
"Uh huh." She said, pressing both hands against the glass of the shower and bending at the waist so I could start stroking into her.
"Just you and me, almost naked, just your panties down around your thighs, my hard cock sliding in and out, right there in that little changing room."
"oh yeah." She whispered.
"I reach out, and slide the curtain back a few inches, making a gap that anyone walking by can see in. They can see you bent over, your tits hanging completely exposed, wiggling and swaying as I fuck you from behind."
"Uh huh... Ohhhhh yeah."
"Should I pull it farther, draw more attention?"
"Uh huh." She moaned softly.
"There I go. It's a full six inches now. That guy in the chair can see you. He can see every bit of your naked body. See how he's staring at your tits, your hard nipples pushing out as your tits swing and bounce?"
"Oh god yes. Fuck me, make me come."
"Do you wanna let him see you climax? Watch your body when you come?"
"Uh huh." She sighed, her legs trembling slightly.
"The curtain is open more now. He can see you from your head to your toes, my cock sliding in and out of your pussy. You're going to be completely exposed when you come, but not yet."
I gently turned her, careful not to pull out of her, leaving her facing the open end of the shower stall, one hand on the glass side and the other on the tile wall. Nina and my wife, in front of us, were watching.
"Now he can see all of you, you're looking right at him as I fuck you."
"Oh shit yes." She groaned.
"You're going to come and he's going to see you, watch you, see your face and your pussy as you come. Ohhhhh here he comes, he's getting up and walking over, pushing the curtain aside, reaching out to your swinging tits to grab them."
"OHHHH SHIT!" Suzanne cried as her body jerked, her pussy clenching around my cock as her climax ran up and down her body.
"Oh god, how did you know that would make me come?" She breathed heavily.
"After last night? Gee, how could I ever know?" I asked with a chuckle, pulling my cock from her pussy.
She turned around, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me hotly while Nina stepped behind her and started soaping her body again.
"We better finish here or we'll be late for breakfast." Nina said with a laugh.
We did finish, got out and dried off. "You really can't wear that again." Nina said as my wife was putting on her dress. "Let me get you something."
"What's wrong with it?"
"You wore it last night silly, you don't want anyone thinking you just got out of bed and put the same clothes on, do you?"
"Well, I did." My wife said.
"I know, but here." She said holding out a pastel blue mini dress that looked more like a shirt than a dress. "You'll want these too." She added, handing my wife a bra, well sort of bra, and a pair of see through black panties to match the bra.
I watched the two getting dressed, panties, stockings, bra. The bra I found very interesting, it was kind of half a bra that supported and squeezed my wife's tits together, but left the whole top half, all the way down below the nipple, bare and exposed. The effect of watching the two of them in those bras was keeping my hardon quite firm.
Finally dressed, my wife looked stunning in the very short wrap around dress, her nipples poking the material out on each side. Nina wore a pair of stretch pants and a spaghetti strap tank top that clung to her big round tits like a second skin. Yeah, she definitely looked like a million bucks.
We each, including my wife, kissed Suzanne goodbye before she left and then the three of us made our way to the elevators.
"Hi, Lisa, this is Nina. Nina, our friends Joe and Lisa." My wife said as we walked up to the table.
"Well, hello." Joe said politely, his eyes flashing between Nina and myself as he stood to shake her hand.
"Hello," Nina replied politely, shaking his hand before sliding into the booth first. "Come on Mike, you can sit next to me." She said sweetly, patting the material of the bench next to her. I shrugged and slid into the booth next to her with my wife following.
"So, you three spent the night together?" Lisa asked, raising her eyebrows.
"No, Suzanne had to leave to go find her husband before breakfast." Nina said nonchalantly.
"Suzanne?"
"Yeah, the young lady Mike was dancing with last night." Nina said as I gently knocked my knee into hers. She turned to look at me, a devilish little grin on her face. "You know, the one he danced with naked in the middle of the dance floor before he fucked me and Nancy on that table!"
"I think we left way too soon." Joe said, staring at me.
"So what did you two do last night?" My wife asked.
"Oh hell, we went off with another couple and played a bit before going back to our rooms and bed. You actually slept with three women at once last night?" Joe asked incredulously.
"Not just slept, but kept well pleasured last night and again this morning." Nina said, kneeing me back. "He's one hell of a lover."
"You know, you look familiar, do I know you from some place?" Joe asked Nina.
"You know I get that a lot. I don't think so though." Nina answered, straight faced.
"How about we eat?" I said feeling a bit embarrassed as Nina reached over under the table and grabbed my cock through my slacks.
"Good idea. I'm starved. Maybe some breakfast sausage?" Nina said with a giggle.
"Good lord." I said quietly, shaking my head.
"I know, I'm sooooo naughty!" Nina answered back, leaning against my arm and squeezing it. "But I'll behave if you ask me too."
"Please?" I asked, my eyes practically begging her to do so.
"Okay. Your wish is my command." She whispered. "Just command me."
"You know, you look amazingly familiar. Are you sure I don't know you?" Joe asked again.
"I don't think we've ever met." Nina answered.
"Oh, Joe. Give it a rest. She said she didn't know you." Lisa said, rolling her eyes. "You have to forgive him. He always thinks he sees movie stars even when there aren't any around."
"It's okay." Nina answered back with a wink.
"So sweetie, what'll it be for breakfast?" My wife asked as the waitress showed up.
"How about a nice ham and cheese omelet."
"That does sound good. "Two omelets, ham and cheese. Sausage on the side, white toast and a tall glass of milk for my husband. He does love his milk." My wife told the rather busty waitress, suppressing a grin.
After Nina ordered the waitress disappeared, leaving us to talk amongst ourselves.
"So, Nina, Did he really sleep with three of you last night?" Lisa asked quietly.
"Yes, he did. I lost track of how many orgasms he gave us, but I remember at least three each. You should try him sometime. He can really get the juices flowing."
"Yeah, I know. I found that out Friday night."
"So you've had that pleasure? Nice. I think he certainly learned a few things this weekend."
"Well, he definitely taught me a few things this weekend." Lisa whispered. "God can he make me come."
"Yeah, I know. He does me pretty well too." Nina said as a woman in a short red dress walked up to the table.
"Hey sweetie. Just wanted you to know, next time you come, give me a call. I'd love to let you dance with me." She said, sliding a napkin across the table toward me. She looked down at my wife and grinned. "Saw you on the table last night honey. Was it as good as it looked?"
"It was." My wife answered simply.
The woman in red smiled knowingly and turned to walk away.
By the time we left I had no less than six napkins with names and phone numbers. A surprise to me, but apparently not to Nina. We finished breakfast and went back to our room to pack.
"I know. Now I know." Joe said as he walked into hotel room. "You look just like London Keys!"
"Good thing too." Nina answered. "It'd be kind of difficult if I didn't look like me."
"Who's London Keys?" Lisa asked quizzically, stopping halfway across the room and looking back at us.
"That's my stage name." Nina answered.
"Really? You're London Keys? Damn! Mike did you know you spent the night with a real live porn star?" Joe asked incredulously.
"Yeah, I knew."
"A porn star?" Lisa asked. "What did you do all night with a porn star?"
"Well, that's kind of a silly question, but this morning she gave me some cock sucking lessons. She taught me how to deep throat Mike." My wife answered her as she went to start packing our suitcase."
"She taught you how? I mean you really did it? I thought you didn't like to do oral sex." Lisa asked bluntly.
"Well, let's just say that it's something I decided to learn to do." Nancy said.
"Was it hard?"
"It's not hard at all. Want me to teach you?" Nina asked Lisa.
"Teach me to do that? Really? I thought it was just something you could or couldn't do."
"Oh honey, of course I can teach you. Just get your husband hard."
"You're gonna teach my wife how to deep throat? Seriously? Hell yeah!" Joe said practically running the few steps to the bed, undoing his pants and shoving them down to expose his cock.
"Here you go, take a look at these. I bet it'll get you hard in a hurry." Nina said, skimming the little tank top off and reaching behind herself to undo her bra.
"Holy shit!" Joe groaned as he stared at Nina's bare tits.
"You like 'em?" Nina asked, walking over to the bed and crawling onto it. She crawled up to where Joe was propped against the headboard and pressed her big tits into his face, rubbing her nipples across his lips, but pulling back each time he tried to suck one. "Uh uh uh. No touching or sucking." Nina cooed.
"Ohhhh damn." Joe groaned, reaching his hand from where it was laying on the bed and sliding it up to her pussy, rubbing it through her stretch pants. "Wanna lose these too?"
"I might, depends what you wanna do. I mean this is a cock sucking lesson, not a fuck session."
"Hell I just wanna be able to say I was naked in the same room with London Keys!"
"Well, if that's all you want." She said, pushing away from him. She stood up on the bed, pushed her stretch pants and panties down her legs, stepping out of them and then stepping across his body so that her pussy was hovering inches from his face. "Don't start anything you can't finish stud. If you start licking me you better get me all the way off."
"Joe, you better leave that pussy alone!" Lisa said. "Now how do I do this?"
Nina stepped down and knelt on the bed, her head hovering over his cock. "Just like this." Nina opened her mouth and pushed her face down his cock, slowly working it down until she was pushing her nose against his pubic hair. She held her head there for several seconds before pulling up off of him. "Your turn." Nina said as she pulled her face away.
It took a good ten minutes of coaxing and coaching before Lisa managed to go all the way down on her husband. While Nina watched and coached, she wiggled her butt back and forth in front of me, looking over her shoulder periodically to make sure I was watching.
"Michael....You looking?" She called over her shoulder.
"Yeah, I'm looking."
"You gonna come do something with this?" She called sweetly.
I looked over at my wife. "Well?" She asked. "You're not going to tell her no, are you?"
"Hon, really?"
"Yeah really. You don't want to?"
"My poor cock is worn completely out. I doubt I could even get it back up again."
"Ohhh sweetie. I know that isn't true! Besides, you don't want to disappoint Nina!"
"Honey I don't want to disappoint anyone, but I don't think my poor pecker can handle any more right now."
"Ok sweetie, we'll call it quits for this trip."
"This trip?" I asked.
"Oh didn't I tell you? Nina comes back once a month or so, just to hang out and relax. She invited us up if we can make it. She promised to take me to her favorite lingerie store."
"Oh, shopping, fun." I said, rolling my eyes.
"Oh sweetie, trust me, it'll be well worth your while." My wife whispered. "I bet you can just imagine what would happen with the two of us almost completely naked, trying on all kinds of panties and bras and sexy little things. Even if it doesn't turn you on I know it definitely will me."
"Fine. I'll come back with you if we can make it." I answered, looking over at Nina who was looking back at me. She gave me a wink and blew me a little kiss before turning back to what Lisa was doing just in time to see Joe unload into her mouth. She pushed herself off the bed, and dressed.
"I better let you get ready to go home." Nina said as Nancy and I stood up. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. "See you in a month or so?" She asked hopefully.
"Yeah." I answered quietly before she let go of me with a big smile.
"See you in a month too." Nina said to my wife hugging her. "Remember all the things we talked about. Take care of him and do what makes you feel good."
"I will." Nancy answered, returning the hug and smile. "See you soon."
"Bye all!" Nina said to Lisa and Joe, as she walked across the room. I watched her walk out, her butt swinging and a smile flashing on her face as she looked back. It was going to be hard to go back home. I hoped all the things that had happened would have a positive impact on our home life.
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"Good morning Roger!" Elena said brightly as she walked into my office, setting the Fedex package on the corner of my desk and leaning on it with her hands, her arms intentionally squeezing her large breasts together to force even more of the soft cleavage up for my benefit.
I hadn't known Elena all that long, maybe three years at most, since she started working at the company as a secretary. At twenty seven she will be literally half my age when I have a birthday in two days. She is a very sweet, upbeat, and playful young woman. At five foot seven she is a bit shorter than I am, but I rarely notice since she generally wears three or four inch high heels, which accentuate her muscular legs. I rarely see her in anything other than a skirt or dress, which seem to tastefully compliment her petite, but extremely curvaceous, body.
Elena had raven black shoulder length hair, an extremely pretty face that always seemed to have a smile on it, and gray-green eyes that just melted me when she gave me one of those bedroom looks. Her obvious central American heritage gave her skin the appearance of being tanned bronze, even in the middle of winter. During the summer she would darken even more as she tanned, yet nothing I had ever seen suggested a single tan line, making my imagination run a bit wilder than it probably should have.
I was extremely careful when she started, afraid that a good looking young woman might take even a compliment as an unwanted advance from an older man. Last thing I needed for either my work reputation or my marriage was to be accused of sexual harassment. That worry turned out to be short lived, when after I gave her a sincere compliment on a dress she was wearing, she returned the compliment by expressing appreciation for the bulge in my slacks that her attire had caused. After that, while our public comments were ALWAYS squeaky clean, when we were alone the comments were much more explicit. While we had never had any physical extension of our comments, we both knew that what we exchanged was intended to be a fun little playfulness between two adults. Neither of us had any desire to mess up our marriages, so the playfulness stayed very contained and private.
Elena was always quick to bring down a large pile of mail if my box got full, or one of the frequent overnight deliveries that came for me. I suspected that for the last two years she had been giving me special treatment, or at least I hoped so. While I wasn't much of a betting man, not taking part in the ritual football pool in the office, Elena and I did have a continuing side bet running. If her team won, she would stop and collect a single square of Dove dark chocolate from me, her favorite, and if they lost she had to come deliver a mini-snickers bar to me. Over the last few weeks her team had done exceptionally well and was making a run for a playoff spot, making our little side bet a bit more fun.
"So, we whipped 'em again. Just cleaned the floor with 'em!" She said as she leaned against the edge of the desk, grinning like a cat that just finished off the prize canary.
"Yeah, they had a pretty good game." I answered, somewhat disappointed. My own team had done a lousy job that weekend. I reached into my desk and pulled out one of her little squares of chocolate and reached out to hand it to her.
"Uh uh. Not this time." She said, slowly wagging her head back and forth. "How may touchdown passes did we throw?"
"Four I think."
"Uh huh. And how many touchdown passes did we beat them by?"
"Three I think."
"Uh huh. Remember all that smack talk weeks ago when you said our receivers couldn't catch a cold in a snow storm? Well sweetie, now it's time to eat those words. Remember what you said?"
"Not exactly." I answered truthfully. That had been some weeks back and I remember making some comments about their receivers dropping everything thrown to them, but not much else about it.
"Well, let me refresh your memory." She said as she pushed herself upright and stepped around the side of my desk walking the few steps it took to reach my side of the desk and then stood there, leaning her thigh against the corner. "You said if those receivers could ever manage to hold on to enough catches to get three passing touchdowns in one game you'd happily feed me my chocolate no hands."
I groaned softly, remembering making that statement. "Just how do you propose I do that?" I asked with a sigh.
"Well, the way I see it, you have two choices, you can balance it on your hard cock and let me take it off there, or you can hold it in your teeth and feed it to me. I'd prefer the first method of course. I've been wanting to see just how big that bulge really is out in the open." She said in a soft sultry voice.
"Now that is tempting." I answered, playing into our little game. "Maybe I should just let you pull it out and get it all nice and hard first."
"Ohhh yeah. That sounds fun. I bet I can find a way to get you hard without even touching you though. Maybe I'll just tease these babies out and let you see them for a few seconds." She said, sliding her hands up to her breasts and giving them a gentle heft upward. "I bet that would do it."
"I bet it would too." I answered. "But maybe we should leave them covered just the same. Wouldn't want to accidently get any chocolate on 'em."
"Spoil sport." She said with a grin. "You know, next weekend we play you guys. We are going to so whip your butts."
"Not likely. I think that you're going to revert to the team that played earlier this season and choke.
"Not likely. I think we've got your number. Last game before playoffs? We win and we're in. Lots of drive to get it done. Oh yeah, we're definitely going to kick your asses."
"I really doubt it."
"Oh? Wanna up the ante then?"
"What did you have in mind?"
"We win, in addition to my candy, you kiss my cute little tush....right here." She said turning herself and poking a finger on her skirt covered ass. "My cute bare ass. Just your lips on my hot little ass. What do you say?"
"And if we win?"
"Well then sweetie, you'll have the pleasure of feeling my hot lips on your bare ass." She said with a grin. "How about it? Loser not only gets their ass kicked but has to kiss the ass of the winner?"
"Okay, you're on." I agreed, doubting that either of us would actually go through with it.
"Now. About my chocolate?"
"Alright." I said, standing up and unwrapping the square of chocolate. "But you better close the door."
"With pleasure," She answered, walking to the door, her feet crossing each other as she walked to exaggerate the swing of her hips and the swish of the mid thigh length skirt. The door clicked closed and she turned around and walked back. "So?"
I took a breath, closed the chocolate between my teeth and leaned toward her. Her arms reached out and snaked around my neck, pulling my head downward slightly as she tilted her head up toward mine. She pulled her whole body against mine, pressing her tits to my chest as she pressed her lips to mine, her teeth closing on the other half of the chocolate square. I released the chocolate and her tongue swept it into her mouth, holding it there as she continued to press her lips against mine, her hips pressing against my quickly growing hardon in my pants.
"Now that's the way to get chocolate." She breathed as she broke the kiss, starting to chew the candy square. "Maybe we should try it this way more often?"
"If we did I'd probably be pulling your dress down and fucking you on the desk before we knew what was happening.
"Maybe, maybe not." She said quietly, sliding one hand down from my neck, down my arm and down to my hip. She slipped her hand between us and squeezed my growing hardon through my pants. "Feel free to touch. I know you want to."
"Not sure I should."
"Well, if you don't it'll be you're loss. I'm not standing here all day." She said as she stroked her hand flat up and down my practically rock hard shaft, angled down uncomfortably in my boxers. "You know, if you want' I'll adjust that for you."
"Probably not a good idea." I said a bit breathlessly, my right hand sliding up to cup her big round tit through her dress. "If you did I'd probably be pulling your tits out of this dress and sucking on 'em."
"Hmmmm you're right. This really isn't the dress for that kind of job, now is it? Maybe later then?" She said, stepping back with a huge grin. "I guess I better go then and let you adjust yourself, unless of course you'll let me watch?"
"Only if you're going to flash me your pussy." I answered, staring at her, her hands clasped in front of herself, her whole body twisting slowly from side to side.
"I might."
"Well, you first then."
"Hmmmm how bad do I want to see it? Bad enough for me to pull my panties down? Hmmmmm. Well....maybe I do. We've been teasing each other a long time, and you've gotten me all hot and bothered more than once. Maybe it is time to give you a little peek for a birthday present" She said as she reached for the hem of her skirt. She slowly slid it up her thighs, exposing the tops of her lace stockings. She continued to pull her skirt up until the hem was at her waist, a pair of lacy bikini panties covering her mound and pussy. She held the dress up with one hand and slid the other down to the front of her panties and slowly pushed them down, exposing her completely shaved mound and the upper reaches of her pussy, her soft looking inner lips protruding from her fat outer lips. "Your turn." She said, holding it for me to see.
I quickly undid my belt and pants, holding them up so they didn't completely fall down my legs, and then pushed the front of my boxers down, continuing to push until my rock hard cock snapped up and out, sticking lewdly toward her, bouncing with my pounding heartbeat.
"Nice." She cooed as she slowly covered her pussy back up and let the skirt fall back in place.
Taking her cue I pulled my boxers back into place and then did my pants up.
"Thanks for the peek. I enjoyed it." She said with a smile, reaching for the doorknob and opening my office door again. She pushed it wide open and then walked away without another word, leaving my cock rock hard in my pants and wanting badly to just turn her around and fuck her over my desk. It took nearly an hour before my mind finally allowed me to concentrate on anything resembling work.
I had expected to see her back later in the day, but I didn't see her at all the rest of that day or even the next. My two trips to the main office to make some copies found her desk empty. I shrugged to myself and wondered if I had somehow scared her, if somehow the little show and tell was more than she was really ready for.
Wednesday came like any other. Fifty five. I didn't feel fifty five. In fact, I barely felt thirty five. Maybe that was due to the daily workouts and the rather decent diet my wife helped me stay on. I had to admit I was starting to get pretty "salt and pepper" looking in my hair, but there wasn't much I really could do about it. I wasn't about to start dying my hair.
I had been hard at work for almost two hours when I heard her voice. I looked up to see her slowly closing the door behind herself. "Happy birthday Roger." She said with a huge smile as she stepped over from the now closed door to a spot by my desk where my bank of computer monitors didn't block my view of her. She had on a short pink sweater dress, short sleeved, and rather form fitting, looking extremely sexy.
"Thanks." I answered, leaning back in my chair.
"I was trying to think of what to give you for your birthday that you could really enjoy. I hope you like my choice." She said in a sultry voice. "Just sit and enjoy. No touching."
Before I could answer, she reached behind her neck, pushed down a zipper at the back of the dress and then reached down. She quickly skimmed the dress up and over her head, leaving her standing in her heels, thigh high stockings, a very, very, tiny pair of panties and with a lacy bra encasing her big round tits. Without uttering a word she reached down and skimmed the panties off, lifting one foot after the other to take them all the way off, tossing them into my lap once her feet were clear of them. As I stared at her completely shaved and bare pussy, she reached behind her back, released the clasp of her bra and shrugged it off, exposing her big round tits to me for the first time.
Each tit, easily a double D or maybe even bigger, had a large dark areola covering at least a third of the front of her breast, each with a large hard nipple centered in the exact middle of the round circle of darker bumpy skin. She tossed the bra onto my lap and then turned slowly for me, allowing me to examine her whole naked body before she squatted down to pick her dress off the floor. She quickly pulled the dress on again and then zipped it behind her neck.
"Oh look at that. I forgot to put my panties and bra back on! Well, I guess I'll just have to come back and do it later!" She said with a devilish little grin. "You won't mind hanging on to them for me, would you?"
"Um, hell no." I practically whispered.
"Thanks sweetie. Enjoy your birthday. I'll be back later with the rest of your present!"
"Damn." I breathed she unlocked the door and pushed it open. I had no idea what the rest of my present was, but so far I was in heaven. I opened my desk drawer and stuffed the panties and bra into the drawer before anyone came by and noticed what I had.
Concentration all day was practically impossible. Every time I turned around it seemed like I was thinking about how sexy she looked standing there, almost completely naked in front of me. There were definitely no tan lines on her body and she was...well, fucking gorgeous! As the day went on I wondered when she would be back, and what the rest of my present she alluded to, would be. My imagination ran wild before I finally reined it in. There was no way she was going to walk into my office and fuck me. It was a show and tell, no more. Once I accepted that the day got a bit easier, looking forward to the return where she would presumably, take her dress off again and let me watch her dress again.
As the day wore on I started to wonder if she really was coming back. When five o-clock finally came I disappointedly closed and locked my office door. As was my daily routine I pulled my duffel bag out from under my desk and began undressing to change into my running clothes. Part of my fitness routine was a quick run on the public school track a few blocks away. While the track was nice, there was no place to change, so rather than driving home, changing, driving back and running, I just changed in my office and did my running before heading home.
I pulled off my shirt and stuffed it into the bag and then sat in my chair and took off my shoes, digging my running shoes out before stuffing my regular shoes into the bag. I stood up and pushed down my pants, pulling them off and digging my keys out of the pocket before rolling them and stuffing them into the duffel. I sat for a moment in nothing but my boxers and socks and opened the desk drawer, pulling out the panties and bra. I leaned back and held the panties to my nose, smelling her scent, my cock quickly getting hard as I thought about her naked body. Without really thinking, I stood up and pushed my boxers down, sitting down and stroking my now bare cock as I sniffed her panties again. "Damn." I groaned softly as I closed my eyes and thought about how she looked.
My personal voyage into ecstasy was suddenly and rudely broken by the sound of the lock on my door clicking. "Oh shit." I squeaked as I tried to pull my boxers up and hide myself behind my monitors as the door opened. I stopped for a half second when I saw it was Elena, and then continued to try and cover myself.
"I didn't know you had a key." I said hastily as she clicked the lock on the door and then stepped over around my desk again.
"Uh huh. I've had one for a long time. My key opens almost all the offices." She said with a smile. "But I doubt that's really what you're thinking about. You're worried about me catching you practically naked in your office." She continued as she stepped around the desk, reaching out to my hands, just pulling my boxers up over my hardon. She gently closed her hands on mine and used them to pull my boxers back down, freeing my cock. "You do want the rest of your present, don't you?"
"Yeah." I answered dumbly as she continued to pull my boxers down even after my hands had stopped. "But we shouldn't be doing this."
"You're right, we shouldn't have sex, but then that's not what we're doing, is it? Just sit down and relax." She cooed as she pulled my boxers down and then finally off my feet. She pulled my socks down and off, leaving me completely nude. "Much better." She said as she stood up.
She took one step back and the once again, undid her dress back and pulled it off, leaving her as naked as she was earlier in the morning. "As much as I want to just step over to you and sit on that big fat hard cock, I know we would both regret it, but I thought you might still be able to enjoy a little fun. She reached into the pocket of her dress and pulled out a small item that looked about the size of a chapstick tube before dropping her dress to the floor. "Feel free to touch yourself any way you want." She whispered as she pressed a small button on the little device. She lifted one foot off the floor, kicked off the high heel and then set her foot on the edge of my desk, spreading her pussy wide with her free hand, her scent powerful only inches from my face.
"Wow." I breathed quietly as I stared at her obviously wet pussy, her moisture glistening on her lips as she reached the little vibrator to her now exposed clit.
"I've been waiting all day for this. I know you change in here every day, and sometimes I walk by and want to just walk in on you and see you standing naked, stroking your cock as you watch me make myself come for you. I've fantasized about doing this for so long." She moaned as she looked down at my hand stroking my cock while her tiny vibrator slowly circled her clit. "That's it. Stroke it for me. Would you like to cum all over my tits? Would it turn you on to see your cum squirting all over my big round tits, running down and dripping off of my big round sexy tits?"
"Oh shit yes." I groaned.
"Then tell me when you're about to come." She groaned softly, her eyes clearly following my hand stroking along my cock. "Does it feel good? Are you thinking about what it would feel like to push into my pussy? What it would feel like to have my pussy wrapped around your hard cock?"
"Yeah." I grunted, staring alternately at her pussy and her tits.
"You wanna touch my pussy? Feel how wet I am?"
"Uh huh."
"Go ahead. Press your fingers between my lips and feel me." She moaned softly.
I reached out one hand gently sliding two fingers between her wet lips and slowly stroking back and forth between them, running them from where the little vibrator was pressing against her clit to the entrance to her tunnel. I paused as my fingers felt the depression of the opening leading deep within and then slowly pushed one finger up into her, feeling her velvety soft tunnel clamp around my finger as I pressed it deeper.
"Oh fuck ooh fuck oh fuck." She squeaked in a high pitch voice as her body shuddered, little tremors running from her legs to her arms as her body clamped around my finger.
I stroked my finger in and out of her for almost a full minute before she reached down and gently drew my hand from her pussy, pulling the vibrator from between her legs and moving her foot back to the floor. She kicked off the other shoe and then squatted down in front of me, coaxing my legs apart as she sank to her knees.



"Ohhhhhh damn." I groaned as she leaned forward, wrapping both hands around my cock and aiming it at her chest as she began stroking them along it.
"That's it baby. Come on me. Squirt your juice all over my tits." She cooed as she stroked me, inching me toward the inevitable.
"OH shit, I'm gonna cum." I groaned, trying to hold back as long as I could.
"That's it. Do it....OH YEAH!" she coaxed just as my cock exploded on her. Shot after shot of hot white cream launched from my cock and landed on her tits and neck, my body jerking spasmodically with each new burst of hot cream.
"Ohhhhhhhh god." I groaned as my body stopped bucking and I sat, occasionally twitching, as she continued to caress and massage my slowly shrinking cock. She leaned her head down and engulfed my cock, licking and sucking it for a moment before releasing it to lay on my stomach as she stood up.
She reached her hands up to her cream covered tits and gently massaged my cum into her chest, rubbing her hands all around her fantastic tits until they had absorbed my load. "Happy birthday sweetie!" She cooed as she leaned over toward me. She gently pressed her lips to mine, giving me a long sensuous kiss, her tongue teasing mine several times during the minutes long embrace.
She finally pushed herself up, separating us, as she stepped back a couple feet. She reached for the panties sitting on my desk and slipped them on, followed by her bra and then her dress. I sat, still naked, until she was completely dressed and then allowed her to squat down and help me pull on my boxers and running shorts. I pulled my shirt on and as I sat to pull my socks and running shoes on she turned and walked to the door.
"You know. I really really wanted to sit on that cock. But just the same, I hope you enjoyed your birthday present!"
"Yeah, I did." I answered her with a grin.
"Don't expect an instant replay, okay? I mean we both know our flirting and teasing is just for fun, right?"
"I understand. Neither of us wants to mess things up at home."
"Right. Well, anyway. I enjoyed it as much as I hope you did."
"Yeah, I did. Lots."
"Good." She said with a soft smile. "Happy birthday again." She unlocked the door, and slipped out, letting it close quietly behind her.
"Damn." I said to myself as I packed the rest of my stuff in the small duffel. I picked up my coat and keys and headed out the door. I drove the short distance to the track and got out for my run.
It was well past dark by the time I finished my two miles and had cooled off. The December air was chilly and I knew that later in the week I would be back to sweat suits as the temperature was expected to fall from highs in the fifties to highs well below freezing. The run also allowed me to clear my head and get back to thinking about life outside of work, namely my wife. I could argue that what Elena and I did wasn't really sex, I'm sure my wife would disagree. I was an expert at keeping secrets, all part of the job, so I wasn't worried about spilling the beans to my wife, but just the same, I felt a bit guilty. I decided that if she brought it up tomorrow Elena and I would have to talk about the level of flirting we were doing.
The next morning was surprisingly normal. Elena came in about ten with a package of documents that had been couriered over and leaned against my desk as usual, her arms pressing her sexy cleavage up in her black silk tank top for me.
"So did you have a happy birthday?" She asked with a little wink.
"I did. It was very surprising."
"Good. I had fun thinking that present up too."
"You did a wonderful job. Um. I was just...."
"Wondering where we were going with this?" She finished for me. "Not to worry. We're just playing a little. I don't plan on making last night a regular habit." She whispered before she pushed herself off my desk. She blew me a kiss and then turned and headed out of my office.
The rest of the week was horribly busy and I only saw Elena a few times in passing, each time in public and each time she acted the consummate, if not sexy, professional. It wasn't until Sunday afternoon when my team got hammered by hers that I started to think about Monday. I was quite sure that she would be by early to collect.
"Roger, guess who?" Elena said as she stepped into my office about eight thirty, pushing the door closed quietly and clicking the door lock. "I didn't want to wait too long to collect. I've never really had my ass kissed before."
"Well, I guess this will be a first then, because I'm not used to kissing asses." I said as she stepped around the desk so I could see everything she had on. Black high heels, black knee high leggings and black dress that looked like an oversized sweatshirt coming down to her mid-thigh. The outfit hung loosely enough on her body that it didn't cling to her but still showed all her curves, the oversized neck hole hung off one bare shoulder, and threatened to slide off the other as well. "Damn that's some outfit."
"Glad you like it. I wore it special for you. Wanna know why?"
"Of course."
"This." She said, grabbing hold of the hem. She pulled the hem of the dress up, continuing to pull until she had pulled it over her head, leaving her in nothing but a tiny black thong panty, the leggings and heels. She turned around, facing away from me and slowly pushed the thong panty down her legs. "I'd hate to have even these tiny strings get in the way of anyplace you want to kiss." She said as she stepped out of the thong panty and tossed it on my desk. She stepped over to me, turned around and bent over, stepping her feet apart to expose her whole bare ass and pussy toward me. "Here you go stud, have fun."
"I thought I was just kissing your ass?" I asked with a grin.
"I never said you had to stop with my ass or how long you had to kiss it." She said, looking between her hanging tits and her legs at me.
"I see. Well, how about we start here." I answered, leaning down and kissing her creamy brown skin of her left butt cheek. I slid my hand between her legs and gently cupped her soft pussy, rubbing it gently as I kissed my way across her cheek to the crack of her ass and then moved to her right cheek. It didn't take me long to kiss my way down to her pussy and gently lick her wet lips while my thumb massaged the juncture of her lips where her hooded clit tried to play hide and seek unsuccessfully.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes." She moaned softly as I pressed my tongue between her lips, tasting her aroused juices. She bent her knees and moved her legs farther apart to give me even better access as I eagerly licked up and down her wet slit, my thumb teasing her clit in small circles at the same time. "Oh god, are you trying to make me come?"
"Uh huh." I grunted into her pussy as I tried to stick my tongue all the way into her tunnel.
"Oh god, you're going to do it!" She squeaked, her legs starting to tremble. Ohhhhhhh shit!" I heard her gasp as her whole body suddenly jerked, in front of me, her juices dribbling down my chin and her legs as she gasped and moaned, trying to keep herself quiet.
She suddenly pulled from my grasp, turning around to face me, her chest and face flushed as she gasped for air. She knelt down quickly in front of me, reaching for my pants and undoing the belt. I wasn't about to stop her as she worked my cock out of my boxers and closed her mouth around it.
Up and down her head bobbed, her hand sliding and twisting its way up and down my nine inch shaft, her mouth taking as much of me in as it could with each stroke. She paused her stroking and pressed her face farther down on me, my cock slipping into her tight wet throat, making me groan in pleasure.
"Oh damn. Now you're trying to make me come!" I grunted as she bounced her head up and down my shaft again.
"Uh huh." She grunted in response, taking a quick breath and then diving down my cock again.
"Oh crap sweetie. Here it comes." I groaned as she sucked even more urgently. My body jerked as the first spurt of hot juice lanced up into her mouth, her tongue teasing the underside of my head to coax even more out of me. I felt my body jerk over and over again as my orgasm emptied a seeming continuous stream into her waiting mouth, only finally realizing that it was much less once the pinnacle of my orgasm had passed.
"Mmmmmm love the taste of your cum." She cooed quietly as she licked the last drools of cum from my softening cock before tucking it gently into my boxers. She closed my pants and fastened everything back the way it belonged before standing up.
"Damn you look sexy!" I said, admiring her nude form.
"I bet you say that to all the naked secretaries in your office."
"Actually I do." I answered her with a grin. "But, since you're the only one .....!"
"Hmmmmm maybe I'll have to start being naked in here more often. Pop a tittie out when I drop off your packages, or flash my little pussy at you on the way out the door!"
"Any time you want." I said as she picked up her dress and slipped it on.
"I'll be back for these later." She said, tossing me the thong panties. "Right now I better get back to the front office. By the way, next week starts the playoffs. Better start thinking of what you wanna bet!"
"Good lord." I groaned to myself as she headed out of the office. Three times during the day she came back to the office, each time leaving the office door standing wide open and coming around the side of the desk to pull my hand up under her dress to her pussy, which seemed to be sopping wet each time. Each visit was very short and each visit served to make my cock rock hard again. By the end of the day I was incredibly horny, and was thankful that I would be able to run some of that off before I got home.
I had every reason to expect Elena to show up as I was changing into my running clothes again, but I didn't have to wait that long. At ten minutes to five she walked into my office, closed the door, unceremoniously pulled her dress off, kicked her high heels off and walked around my desk with nothing but her leggings on.
"I just can't wait any longer." She said as she started pulling on my shirt. "Help me get these off!"
"Okay," I answered, helping her pull my shirt off. "What's the rush?"
"I just can't take it any longer." She said as she jerked at my belt and then the snap of my pants.
"For what?"
"For you to fuck me of course!" She said as she tried to pull my pants down while I was still sitting in my chair. "Are you going to help me or not?"
I stood up and let her pull my pants down and then sat back down as she knelt down and worked them off my legs, my shoes and socks tossed aside so she could finally get me completely naked. She stood up and turned to face my desk, picking up my keyboard and moving it aside she spun around again and sat on the edge of the desk, her feet moving to the arms of my desk chair so that her pussy was spread wide open in front of me. "Well? Are you going to stick that big cock in me or not?"
"This what you really want? I mean we weren't going to go there, right?"
"Roger, right now I don't care. I've been horny as hell for you all day. I haven't been able to think of anything but having your cock sliding in and out of me. If you don't want to....."
"Elena, I didn't say I didn't want to. I just wanted to make sure that this wasn't going to be something we'd regret later."
She pushed herself off the edge of the desk and straddled the arms of the chair, her thighs resting on the arms and her bare ass hovering inches above my lap. She reached down between her legs, found my hard cock and aimed it upward, rubbing it along her pussy lips. She rolled her hips down, lowering her pussy down onto the head of my cock.
"Oh shit." I groaned as the pressure on my head increased. Suddenly I felt the pressure change as I slipped inside her tunnel, her soft velvety walls caressing me as she slid slowly further onto my shaft.
"Oh my god, yes." She moaned as she wiggled her hips, working more of my fat shaft up into her. "My god it's big.
"Oh fuck you're tight." I groaned as she began to rock herself, levering herself up and down on the arms of the chair by grabbing the back of the chair and pulling herself up and then letting herself slide back down again. Up and down she went, sliding her pussy along my fat cock, her tight tunnel stroking and caressing each inch of my cock and bulbous head, inching my already excited cock closer to the inevitable conclusion.
"OH fuck yes fuck yes." She moaned, over and over again as she rocked herself up and down on me.
I slid my hands up to her tits, cupping each one and squeezing the large firm orbs, my thumbs rubbing back and forth across her hard nipples. I leaned my head closer to her chest, opening my mouth wide and sucking one of her huge areola and nipples into my mouth, suctioning it hard as I swirled my tongue around her rigid nipple.
"OHHHHHH FUCK!" She squealed loudly at the sudden change in sensations. Her whole body went rigid and her legs shook and trembled as her pussy clamped around my cock with her orgasm. She gasped for breath for nearly a minute before the tremors in her legs subsided and her spasming pussy relaxed around my shaft. "Oh good god." She panted as she lowered herself down to sit on my thighs, her chest slipping from my mouth.
Ready for more yet, I hooked my hands under her ass and stood up, her hands moving from the chair back to my neck to balance herself. I set her ass on the edge of the desk and she spread her legs wide, allowing me to start sliding my cock in and out of her pussy. Within moments I was pounding into her, my hips slapping loudly against her firm round ass as my head smashed into the end of her tunnel with each stroke.
"OH fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" She gasped over and over as my plunging shaft renewed her orgasm, her legs jerking and trembling uncontrollably.
"OHHHHHHHH SHIT!" I groaned loudly as I felt the first surge of cum push up into her, my body spasming to jam my cock as deep into her as it could possibly go.
She clamped her arms around my neck, squeezing me against her and smashing her hard nipples and firm round tits into my bare chest as my body continued to spasm and pump more cum into her hot pussy, her tunnel spasming and clamping around me as the two of us held each other in orgasmic bliss.
"Holy shit." She finally breathed into my ear as we panted for breath, the two of us smashed together almost as one. "My god did you ever make me climax!"
"Yeah, you did a pretty good job yourself." I panted.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes. I think I'm going to have to come by before you go running a lot more often." She said with a little giggle.
"That could be complicated."
"It could. I don't want to take you from your wife, I just want to enjoy a bit more of your fantastic cock."
"Not too much I hope."
"I bet you have plenty to offer. Now, about that playoff bet?" She asked with a giggle, her legs wrapping tightly around me to hold me inside her as I started to soften. "Just what should we bet?"
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It was inky black, blacker than even the time my flashlight died deep in that cave. There was no light, absolutely none. I couldn't tell if my eyes were open or closed, but then I couldn't seem to feel my eyelids, or my hands or feet or legs or...well, anything. I seemed to be just floating there. Surprisingly the fact that I couldn't feel anything didn't bother me. I wasn't panicked. Too late for that.
I remembered clearly climbing on to my motorcycle a few minutes ago, or was it hours? Days? Did time even matter in eternity? I was dead, right? I mean this was dead, wasn't it? I remember so clearly that blue Nissan pulling out in front of me, my efforts to lay my bike down so that I wouldn't hit it broad side, only to have her lay on the brakes when she realized what she had done. I remember clearly the young twenty something blond girl turn her head and see me, her blue eyes big as saucers, the phone slipping from her hand as she realized what she had done. I remember sliding on the pavement, the bumps and ridges banging my body through the leathers. I remember hitting my whole left side into the side of the car at the same time my bike hit, the two of is crumpling the door panels in.
Yeah, no doubt about it, I was dead. This wasn't what I expected though. This was...well...boring. I expected heaven, or hell, but well, maybe the Catholics got it right and there really was a purgatory? If so this must be it. I just floated there, wondering what was next.
I saw it as a pinprick of light in the total inky distance. Just a tiny little speck of light. What was it they always said in the movies, go to the light? I would if I knew how. I couldn't feel my body so I guess moving was out of the question. How was I supposed to move to the light? Think my way there?
Oh yeah, I guess that was pretty dumb. All I had was my thoughts. I concentrated on the light and it seemed to move closer. Well I think closer, or bigger or something. There really isn't any sense of time or distance when you're dead. This isn't what I expected, but at least unlike the atheists I believed there was some form of life after death. I thought the light closer and closer, or was it bigger and bigger? Either way I could "feel" it getting closer. Was that a sound? Music? No...not music, a sound. Constant, repetitive, soft, but getting slightly louder. Can you really hear when you're dead?
Yeah it was a sound. Quiet, soothing, repetitive, almost familiar. A beep, that's what it was. A beeping. Soft, repetitive, soothing. BEEP...BEEP...BEEP. Yeah I liked that. I listened to it as the light grew, a white mist or fog. I couldn't see through it, or even into it. It just seemed to envelope me. like being inside a cloud. This was nice. I liked it. I could hear the beeping, constant, steady, soft, soothing. What was that other noise? Oh....it sounds like a voice. An angel? Maybe I was going to heaven. It was sweet, soft, soothing. I could make out her words, "Take it easy, I'm here. No rush." She said softly. No rush for what? To get to heaven? To go someplace besides heaven? It was getting jumbled now. It seemed like I could feel parts of my body, my legs, my arms. I couldn't move anything, but I could tell they were there. I felt a soft breeze blow across my face, ruffling my eyelashes, moving a few of my hairs. A soft touch on my arm, gentle, soothing, fingers sliding along my arm, then....then.... what? Wait!
My mind was flooded with images, sensations, things I didn't understand.
I was suddenly in a large room, dark all around, faceless bodies sitting facing a round, slowly turning stage with a single fat silver pole sticking up through the center, like a carousel without any horses on it. I sat with the faceless bodies waiting, soft music playing it the background. The music ramped up, a sensuous tune making me think of....what, a strip club? Heaven was a strip club? Then she came out. Tall, slender, long brown hair flowing around her as a breeze blew it around her face, dark green eyes, sultry red lips. She wore medical scrubs, dark purple medical scrubs. I tried to shake my head and clear the images, but gave up, realizing I had no control of my head, or anything else.
She stepped to the center of the stage her high heels easily five inches tall, making her slim form look even taller. She began to gyrate around the pole, swinging and twirling, hooking her leg around it and bending back to look at us as she rotated with the stage. She stepped from the pole to the edge of the round platform and pulled the baggy scrub shirt up, throwing it to the crowd, her now bared torso clad only with a purple lacy bra containing a pair of large, easily double or triple D tits, sexy, full, round, each with a hard nipple poking the lace of the bra out at us as she went back to the pole and twirled and swung around it.
The crowd cheered and whistled in appreciation as she leaned away from the pole and wiggled her purple pants covered butt at us. A few dollar bills flew through the air toward the stage as she began to gyrate her hips, one hand holding the silver pole, the other stroking down into her pants between her legs, the bulge in the baggy material leaving no doubt about where her hand was. She let go of the pole and reached both hands to her hips, slowly working the material over her hips and practically bare ass as she and the stage rotated, giving each of us a spectacular view of her sliding the pants over her butt and down her legs. She bent straight legged, working the pants over her heels, leaving her in nothing but the purple high heels, a purple lace thong that left her entire ass bare and exposed, hardly covering her pussy as she pushed her ass out at us.
Around and around she swung on the pole, giving all of us a view of her body in multiple angles. She finally left the pole, moving to the very edge of the stage and knelt down, her legs splayed wide, exposing her purple lace pussy to us, her completely shaved mound exposed above the tiny thong and her fat pussy lips trying to show through the lace material. She reached behind herself and unclasped the bra, one arm across her chest to hold it in place while she worked the straps off her arms, one at a time. Finally she pulled it away, her arm still in place, covering her now obviously bare tits. She held that position for one full revolution of the stage, giving each spectator a view of what she was hiding, teasing, tantalizing them.
She looked down from the stage into my eyes as she slid her arm from her breasts, moving both hands to cup and press them together, one finger of each hand teasing her nipples, stroking the hard nubs in the middle of each silver dollar sized pink areola. Her nipples seemed to grow harder with each passing moment as she teased them, the stage slowly turning around and around, giving all the patrons the view they were cheering for.
She pushed herself up and went back to the pole. Making love to it, sliding her body up and down the silver shaft, her legs on either side of it so her pussy rubbed the slick chrome steel, her tits split by it, one on each side as if making love to a monstrously long fat cock.
She pushed away from the pole, leaning over until her hands nearly touched the ground at the base of the pole, her legs slowly moving farther apart, exposing more and more of the barely covered pussy.
I wanted to jump on the stage and rip the thong off and stuff my face between those legs, to lick that pussy and then stuff my cock into it, but I couldn't move. I just sat there, cheering and whistling with the rest of the audience as she slowly straightened her legs, bringing them together, small step by small step, until they were together. She reached up, staying bent over, and began to slide the strings of the thong down over her ass. She pulled it down slowly, letting each member of the audience watch her slowly uncover her pussy, her fat outer lips pushing out at us between her legs and a good portion of her soft flowery inner lips protruding as well. She slid the thong down her legs and stepped out of it and then slowly hooked one leg around the pole and spiraled in a circle, one leg on the pole and the other stuck far out, exposing her whole pussy for all to see.
She let go of the pole and crawled to the edge of the stage, her tits hanging down and swinging tantalizingly as she moved, her totally nude body exposed to all. Those on the other side of the stage saw her pussy sticking at them and those on this side her fantastic tits swinging and swaying as she slowly made her way across the stage to the edge. The turning stage platform provided us each with a view from all angles, my cock rock hard in my pants as I sat and watched.
She reached the edge of the stage and rolled herself to her butt, sitting down on the stage and then laying back, her legs high in the air. She slowly spread her legs apart, making them stick in the air in a wide V as she reached down and slowly stroked her exposes pussy, pushing a single finger into herself as we watched. She stroked the finger in and out several times, her finger glistening with her juices when she removed it.
She bent her legs, dropping them together and rolling once again to her knees, climbing to her feet and walking to the pole. She leaned against it and pushed her ass out at us, her feet a couple feet apart so we could all see her wet ready pussy.
I expected the show to be over, but a member of the crowd climbed on stage. He was young, nearly the same age as she was, wearing a straw cowboy hat, blue denim jeans, pointed boots and a white striped button down shirt. I expected the bouncers to come carry him away, but instead he stood there, one hand on each of her round ass cheeks, playing with and squeezing her ass. His hand went between her legs and slowly stroked his fingers across her wet pussy, drawing a shudder from her entire body. She pulled from his touch and turned, putting her back to the bar as she reached for his hands and pulled him toward her.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, one hand tossing away the cowboy hat to reveal a mop of moderately short, unruly blond hair. She pressed her lips to his, kissing him hungrily for long minutes as the crowd chanted "fuck her...fuck her"
She moved her hands from his neck and began undoing his shirt, one button at a time until his shirt was undone. She pushed it off his shoulders, working it down his arms so his bare muscular chest pressed against her full soft tits, their embrace never faltering.
Her hand moved to his jeans, undoing the front and working the tight material over his firm ass, exposing an already hard cock, long and fat. Her hands circled it and stroked it between them as we watched, her mouth devouring his, her heaving chest rubbing her nipples up and down his chest.
His hands moved from the pole, where they had been holding behind her, to her shoulders, slowly pushing her down, breaking the kiss as he worked his boots off, kicking them to the side as she sunk down in front of him, her hands still around his manhood. We cheered and whistled as she closed her mouth around his fat cockhead, sucking and licking it as she slid her mouth on and off if it, one hand following it as she worked his pants down and off of him with her other hand.
Now as nude as she was, she stood, turning her body from him, pressing her back against his chest, pushing her ass against his hard cock as she backed him away from the pole. She kept pushing until she was holding the pole at arm's length, her upper body horizontal with the rotating stage, her tits hanging down and swaying slightly as she wiggled her ass against his hard prick.
He stepped back slightly reaching for his own cock as he aimed it at her pussy. He pushed in quickly, driving his long fat cock into her pussy, a cry of pleasure escaping her lips as her wet tunnel engulfed him.
He started stroking into her, long and deep, his hips pounding against her bare ass, the impact making a loud smack, her tits flying to and fro under her as she held the pole to balance herself against his powerful strokes. Over and over he stroked into her, her cries of pleasure rising louder and louder as she begged him to fuck her pussy harder, to fuck her hot cunt, and any number of other verbal invitations to pound her hot pussy.
Her climax came to her hard, her whole body shaking and trembling as she let out one long scream of pleasure, mingling with the cheers of the crowd as we watched her. She continued to stay bent over, moaning and gasping as the cowboy continued to pound into her, his own orgasm working toward its pinnacle, based on the look on his face and the stiffness of his actions.
Without warning she pulled herself off his cock and whirled around, squatting down with her knees splayed wide, exposing her pussy as she grabbed his pussy juice slicked cock with both hands and stroked it feverishly, coaxing his impending orgasm toward its ultimate conclusion.
His cock erupted before her, her hands aiming the shot after shot of hot cum out onto her face and tits, strings of the sticky jizz laying across both tits and her face, before his copious flow subsided. She reached her face to his cock and sucked the head into her mouth, sucking the last dregs from him. She released his cock and he stepped back , seeming to disappear as she crawled to the edge of the stage, kneeling on the edge with her legs splayed wide, her dripping pussy on full display as she rubbed the cum on her tits into them like lotion and then used her fingers to collect the remains on her face and lick them clean.
She leaned to the very edge of the stage and looked to the crowd, looking, searching for something, or someone. Finally hear eyes settled on me, her dark green eyes boring into mine, a fire deep within her, making her eyes sparkle, but not from the bright lights, but from the burning fire within them. She stared at me as the stage turned, getting up and standing so she could watch me as the stage turned. As the stage came around again she sat back down, lifting and spreading her legs, almost in invitation.
"Do I look sexy now?" She seemed to ask, her whisper easily reaching me over the noise of the crowd.
"Fuck yes!" I shouted back, my own voice seeming to be drowned by the crowd as the lights on the stage and in the room lowered and finally faded to black, the image of the sexy nude woman disappearing from view.
Wow, that was intense! I've seen some strip club shows, but that was....well, different. I could practically feel her desire as she was stripping, how turned on it was making her, how badly she wanted to be looked at, but in particular, being looked at by someone in particular. Not sure who that was, but she seemed to think it was me, but I've never seen her before. I suppose if this is heaven it could be anyone. Damn, I'm going to like being in heaven!
The darkness seemed to be lightening again. I was still wondering about the nurse on the stage, who she might have been, how I had felt what she was feeling, how I could feel her ecstasy as she climaxed, practically making me climax with her as I sat watching. It seemed as if I could remember each curve and detail of her body, down to the tiny mole on the inside of her left breast that just peaked above the V neck of the purple scrubs, how the wetness of her own pussy felt on her fingers, how, as her fingers stroked across her own clit I could feel little shudders of electricity flow through my own body. I chuckled to myself at the self made joke of getting to know my feminine side.
I felt the darkness lighten around me, the beeping slowly coming back, soft and soothing, repeating over and over BEEP... BEEP.... BEEP. Little noises also starting to filter in again. I could almost feel a soft murmuring, not quite a voice, but too irregular to be just noise. No, irregular isn't right.... It seemed to repeat itself over and over again. It became clearer, soft, soothing, sweet, sensual....I've heard that voice, haven't I? Wasn't that the voice of that stripper nurse? How could that be? Wasn't this heaven? If not, where was I?
"Scott. Can you hear me?" The voice asked again as the darkness brightened more. I could feel my arms, my legs, nothing moved but I suddenly knew that they were there, they were attached to me. I could feel the heaviness of the blanket on my body, and an added heaviness on my left leg, holding it still, still. I felt a softness on my arm, sliding, moving, stroking. Soft fingers, slowly stroking my arm.
I smiled to myself. It was my wife, she used to do that, in the dark of the night when she wanted to be snuggled....or more. But then that wasn't possible, unless it really was heaven. She's been gone for four years, taken from me by an auto accident only a week after getting back from the middle east. Surviving IED's and fanatical lunatics to be killed by a fucking drunk driver. I shook my head at the injustice, and then realized that I actually could shake my head, or at least it felt like it.
"That's it Scott. Come on, you can do it. Nice and slow....That's it. Come on now. You can do it."
I opened my eyes, and saw...well sort of saw, shapes. Everything was too bright. I wanted to go back to the darkness, but her soft voice coaxed me forward. I tried to open my eyes again, seeing a little more, squinting against the brightness of the room.
"That's it. Hey there, welcome back to the living." She whispered quietly.
"What." I croaked, my voice sounding rough and raspy. "Where?"
"You've had an accident. You're in the hospital. Just take it easy, things will come back." She said soothingly.
I turned my head toward her voice, and struggled to focus. I'd seen that face, that brown flowing hair, those deep green eyes the shape of those soft lips. I'd seen her before, but how? Where? Slowly it dawned on me, I HAD seen her! She was the stripper, she was the nurse on the rotating platform! But how?
"Just take it a bit at a time. You've been out a long time, it's going to take a while to get your body to work again." She said softly, soothingly.
"Out? How long?"
"A little more than ten weeks." She said, reaching her hand up to my hair and brushing a lock out of my face.
"Ten weeks? How?" I struggled to ask, knowing that she had to be right, I haven't had hair long enough to get in my face since I was a teenager.
"The doctor will be here in a minute. She'll explain more. For now just concentrate on me, connect with your body again, try to move your arms and legs, just a little."
"Seems like I can move everything except my left leg. It's held down by something."
"That's the cast. It comes off in another week. Your leg was broken pretty badly."
"Motor cycle accident?" I asked trying to order my thoughts again.
"That's what I heard." She said, gently stroking my hair.
"Well, hello there. I see you're back with us again!" Another female voice said with a distinctive Indian accent. I turned as she walked up, her face had the dark skin tone and shape of an East Indian. "I'm Doctor Shakari. You gave us quite a time. The ER folks started giving you blood based on your dog tag." She said, my hand immediately moving to my chest to feel for my wife's old dog tag that I always wore. "It's in with your personal items. It took us a little while to realize that the dog tag wasn't yours, but by then your body was already reacting to the blood. We thought we were going to lose you, and almost did a few times before we got you stabilized. You've been in a coma for ten weeks."
"Ten weeks?"
"Yes, ten weeks. Most of your injuries are heeling nicely. Now, I want you to reach up and grasp my fingers and squeeze them." She said with a smile. "I want to check and see if everything is working the way it should."
"Okay," I croaked, reaching my hands unsteadily up to where she held her hands over my chest, reaching out to grasp her fingers.



I was standing in a bathroom, looking in a mirror, seeing myself, but not myself. It wasn't my face, it was the face of the Doctor, her eyes, my eyes, critically looking at herself in the mirror, turning one way and then the other, her perky breasts poking the sheer black material out, yet not hiding at all the dark skin and even darker areola and nipples. I looked down, seeing my, her, curly dark bush as her hand slid down over the top of the sheer material until it slid down past the lower hem, just barely longer than her pussy. She slid her hand back up and teased her pussy lips for a moment, feeling the wetness of her arousal as she smiled to herself nervously.
She turned and walked out of the bathroom, obviously in a house, and down the hall. She paused slightly before walking into the living room, a young man, definitely European rather than Indian, sitting on the sofa, watching a porn video, his hand idly stroking his hard young cock. He was easily half her age, and I could feel a nervous flutter in her stomach as she watched him.
After several long minutes she walked out and stood between him and the TV, her hand reaching for the remote on the table in front of him. She turned off the TV and stood there, allowing him to look at her up and down for nearly a full nervous minute before she stepped around the table. She climbed onto the sofa facing him, one knee on either side of his legs and scooted herself closer to him, bringing her sheer material covered tits to within a few inches of his face.
His hands slowly slid up her body under the material, gently touching and stroking her thighs and stomach as his hands reached higher and higher, his fingers finally reaching her breasts. She reached up and untied the single tie around her neck and pulled the sheer material away, dropping it to the floor so she was completely nude in front of him.
She reached for the sofa back behind him and then, using it for support, leaned her chest toward his face, softly whispering for him to suck her breasts.
He cupped each perky breast in his hands, squeezing them into little cones as he aimed first one and then the other at his mouth, licking and sucking her nipples eagerly, almost hungrily. She sighed and moaned softly as she moved one hand from the sofa back and down between them, reaching for his hard cock. She closed her hand around it and gently stroked it a few times before pushing it back away from his stomach, back until it was sticking straight up at her waiting pussy.
She slowly lowered herself down, feeling her lips touch his hot head and then spread apart around it as she rubbed it back and forth along her wet lips.
"Ohhhhh yes." She moaned softly as she lowered herself down more onto his cock, the pressure of his head trying to expand her tunnel entrance causing a pleasurable discomfort for a few moments before sliding inside, his fat head caressing and teasing her tunnel walls as she lowered herself farther and farther down.
"OH god." He grunted as she began to slowly stroke up and down, her pussy taking in more and more of him with each stroke as her pussy juices lubricated his shaft. She was soon rising and falling, her bare ass bouncing on his naked thighs, his fat cock caressing every inch of her insides, the pressure as it expanded her driving the tingling of her pussy until she felt it flowing through her body, making her arms and legs quiver ever so slightly.
Up and down she continued, her clit riding along his young cock until it ground into the base of his shaft and his dark brown curls, sending more little jolts of electricity from her pussy to her rock hard nipples.
"OH Johnathan, fuck me, fuck my hot little pussy. Make me come around your hard dick!" She begged as he began arching up in time with her strokes, the added impact making her tits bounce in his hands. Her moans and cries for him to fill her with his cum increased by the second until she suddenly stiffened, her whole body shuddering as she let out a long slow groan that seemed to last forever. As her body softened she went back to bouncing on his cock, her sopping wet pussy plunging down onto him with a loud swish each time she came down, his rigid cock filling her and squeezing her juices out around his shaft.
"OHHHH FUCK YES!" He grunted suddenly, arching his back and driving his cock deep into her as his cum gushed up into her time and again, her orgasm pushed to a second peak as the feeling of his hot juices flowing into her stroked her animal desire for him.
"OH!" Doctor Shakari squeaked as I squeezed her fingers, my body flinching as the mental image of her orgasm made my own muscles contract. "Um, well, that was certainly strong enough." She said, almost breathlessly. "I think we can safely say that both sides are equally strong." She said as she slowly pulled her hands back from me, a somewhat confused look in her eyes belying the strength of her comment. "Mellisa, I'll right back." She said to the nurse, before quickly walking away.
"I wonder what that was all about?" the nurse, Melissa, asked no one in particular as she watched the doctor stride quickly across the long term care unit.
Melissa refocused her attention on me and moved around me, gently fluffing my pillow, tucking my blanket in and then untucking it again, almost as if she was afraid to not be doing SOMETHING with her hands.
"So what else is wrong, besides my leg?" I asked quietly
"Oh, nothing I don't think. They were concerned about a spinal injury for a while, but it looks like things are working fine."
I looked at her curiously, as she blushed slightly.
"Everything seems to be working, if you know what I mean." She whispered, reaching a hand out under the blanket and gently moving my surprisingly hard cock from where it was sticking straight up, caught in my blankets and gown, to lay flat against my stomach, her hand giving it a surprisingly little stroke before pulling back out from under the blankets. "There, that should be more comfortable."
It struck me as almost funny that she would be embarrassed about a guy having a hardon, I mean she was a nurse after all. She'd probably seen lots of hard cocks. She must have seen my expression and blushing again she leaned over to whispered to me. "I don't know what it is, but for some reason I feel like...well, getting undressed for you, and seeing your cock hard like that has my pussy sopping wet. I'm sorry, it's very unprofessional. If you want another nurse, just say so, and I'll go."
"Uh, no. That's fine." I answered, unsure why she would even admit that to me. "I don't mind you being my nurse."
"I'm glad. I've been here working with you, moving your arms and leg almost every day for the last six weeks, I'd kind of hate to not be part of your recovery now."
"Sure, that's fine." I said as the doctor came back.
"Alright." She said, pulling the curtain closed around my bed, shutting us out from the rest of the ward. "Let's see how everything is healing up." The doctor said as she pulled a pair of latex gloves on. She slowly rolled the blanket back and then tilted the powered back of the bed up so I was sitting upright. She stepped closer to me and reached across, pressing her stethoscope to my chest to listen to my heart while Melissa stood on the other side of my bed. "Lean forward." She said, Melissa moving her hands to help lean me up. "Take some deep breaths for me." the doctor asked politely.
"Well, that all sounds good." She said a she took the stethoscope off and hung it back around her neck. "Let's see how everything else is healing up. Mellissa, you want to give me a hand?" She asked as she started untying the ties on the back of the gown.
Once the ties were lose she eased the gown down my arms and then had me lean back, inspecting the almost completely faded remains of the injuries on my left arm, checking and gently prodding a number of sensitive points. She slowly worked her way down from my shoulder, down my side to my hip, slowly moving the gown piled on my lap down farther and farther until my whole, semi-hard cock was exposed. She slowly prodded down my hip to the top of the cast on my leg and then gently stroked her fingers back up my hip and across until her fingers were stroking around my lower stomach and under where my cock was lying on me.
"We were concerned that there might be some spinal damage, but I think it was mostly just bruising. The first few weeks you were here we saw indications of some paralysis below the waist. I think maybe we should check and be sure everything is working right." She said, cupping my balls with one hand and wrapping her hand around my shaft with the other. "Feels like everything is in order." She said quietly as she slowly stroked my cock with one hand while massaging my balls with the other. "I'd kind of like to see it go to completion, just to be sure." She said softly. "Melissa, can you get some K-Y?"
"Certainly doctor." Melissa said in a very businesslike tone as she turned to scurry out of the curtained area.
"Does that feel good?" the doctor asked quietly, her voice barely above a whisper as she stared at my growing cock in her hand.
"Uh huh." I groaned.
Up and down she went on his young cock, her knees digging into the sofa cushions for leverage, her high heels hanging off the edge of the bed as she lifted and lowered herself over the lap of the young man sitting between her legs.
"Oh shit that feels so good." He murmured as he cupped both tits, his fingers squeezing her nipples.
"Go ahead and suck em. Suck them deep into your mouth. Let me feel your lips around my hard nipples." The doctor cooed to the young man beneath her.
Melissa came back a few moments later with a tube of KY lubricant and gently squirted some on her hand. The doctor pulled her hand back and allowed Melissa to gently rub the lotion around my hard cock, her hand sliding up and down my shaft slowly. Doctor Shakari joined Melissa for a few moments and then pulled her hands back away. She unbuttoned her lab coat and then the front of her blouse. "Men are so visual, maybe it'll help to have something to look at." She said so softly that I could barely hear her. I watched, my cock growing harder by the second in Melisa's hand as Doctor Shakari pulled her blouse from her skirt and spread it, undoing the front clasp of the little bra that covered her perky breasts, exposing them and the dark areola and nipples to me.
"Wow." I whispered, remembering how they looked in the image that flashed in my mind only, moments ago? Her tits were exactly as I had pictured them. I suddenly realized that as Melissa leaned toward me I could see a small mole on the side of her left breast, a mole that was in exactly the same spot as in my dream. "Can I see yours too?" I whispered.
"Uh huh." She answered, blushing slightly as she pulled her hands from my cock. She used a towel she had brought with the tube of lube to wipe her hands and then she skimmed the top of her scrubs off, exposing a heavy duty sports bra. Without further prompting she pulled the big heavy bra off, freeing her huge soft breasts.
I couldn't really resist, I had the doctor, her shirt open and her tits exposed on one side of the bed and Melissa topless on the other. I reached a hand to either side of the bed, using one hand to gently massage one breast of each of them, my head turning side to side to look at the sexy chests as the two of them shared the duty of stroking my cock.
Melissa squatted near the edge of the stage, no longer rotating, her pussy spread wide apart before me. She leaned her body back to give me the best possible view, inviting me in a whisper to stand up. I stood up, surprisingly naked as I stood among the patrons of the strip club. She scooted back on the stage slightly, holding one hand out for me in invitation. I crawled up onto the stage, continuing to crawl over her on my hands and knees as she lay down flat.
"Fuck me." She said in a demanding whisper, her hand already reaching between my legs for my cock. She pulled me toward her until my head split her lips, the hot wetness of her pussy radiating out from where my cock touched her, flowing over my body as I pushed steadily, forcing my shaft into her inch by inch.
"That's it. Come for me now." She cooed as her hips rocked, stroking my cock as I held myself still above her, her soft pussy caressing my cock.
"Oh damn." I groaned softly. "I think I'm going to come."
"That's it Scott. Come for us. Just let it happen. Would you like to squirt it on my tits? Melissa cooed. "Would you like to see your cum shooting all over my big tits?'
"Uh huh." Grunted, trying to hold back my climax.
She quickly unlocked the rail on the side of the bed and then leaned across until her big soft tits were bouncing off their hands as the two of them stroked me, my cock pointing in the air.
"Shit." I grunted, unable to hold back any longer. My body convulsed and a huge gush of cum shot into the air, hitting Melisa in the face. The second shot bounced off her chin and dripped onto her big tits, followed by a third, fourth, fifth.... Well I lost track of how many times I squirted thick white juice at her, finally leaving her whole chest covered with my jizz, and more dripping from her face as she continued to lean over me grinning.
She crawled to us on the stage, Doctor Shakari completely nude, her bare tits swinging beneath her as she crawled to where I straddled Melissa, my cock now laying on her stomach, her tits covered with my cum. She moved slowly, deliberately, taking her time. She reached us and leaned her head down, her pink tongue reaching out and slowly licking my cum from Melissa's tits and nipples, pausing at each nipple to gently suck it before moving on to lick the remaining drops from her tits.
Doctor Shakari leaned across with her other hand and drew her finger across Melisa's tits, taking a finger full of the cum I just spouted out and lifted it to her mouth, tasting my cum. "Mmmmm that part seems to be working well." She cooed before letting go of my cock and reaching for the towel. She wiped her hands and then closed her bra and shirt back up, finally buttoning her coat. "I think he should do that at least one more time, just to make sure all his plumbing is working again. Can I leave that to you Melissa?"
"I think so Doctor." She replied with a smile.
"I'll be back to check on you later Scott." The doctor said sweetly before turning and walking out of the curtained partition, the latex gloves coming off her hands with a loud snap.
"Well, now how do you think we should get this back up and running." Melissa said, pulling the railing backup into the latched position and walking around to the other side of the bed. She picked up the towel and cleaned the cum from her face and tits before bending over to untie the sneakers she was wearing. "I'll do this if you promise not to be loud." She whispered, a she reached to her waist and pushed her scrubs bottoms down. She had on a pair of white bikini panties, which she quickly skimmed down and set on the end of the bed with her pants. Completely naked now except for a pair of small white sports socks, she undid the railing of the bed and then gingerly climbed on. She carefully swung her leg across my body balancing her weight on her knee on one side of me and one foot on the other side of me, on the far side of my fiberglass cast. She reached down with one hand and gently rubbed her wet pussy lips, teasing them apart for me to see.
"Have you ever been a stripper?" I asked her quietly as she played with her pussy in front of me.
"Oh lord no. I could never take my clothes off for a strange man." She whispered back as she reached down with one hand to my cock, her other hand still stroking her pussy.
"Really? But you could for me?" I whispered.
She blushed so hard that I could see the crimson bleeding down from her face to her chest. "I guess I've always had a fantasy of doing that."
"Let me guess, taking off your nurse scrubs for a room full of men and then having some hunky hot cowboy come up on stage and fuck you?"
She froze in place, staring at me for a long time without moving. Her hands slowly began stroking again as her face softened. "How did you know that? I've never told anybody that!"
"Just a lucky guess?"
"No one could be that lucky."
"I don't know. I'm still alive, that's pretty damn lucky I guess."
"It is at that." She said with a grin. "Not to mention having a sexy nurse naked over you in bed."
"Yeah, that is pretty lucky."
"I can see you're already starting to get hard. You must like what you see."
"Yeah, it's a hell of a view. Too bad I can't reach though."
"Oh? You want to touch something?"
"Uh huh. Those nice sexy tits."
"They aren't that sexy."
"Oh yeah they are." I said as she leaned forward for me to reach. I cupped the front of each breast with my hand, letting her hard nipples stick out between my fingers so that when I squeezed her tits it squeezed her nipples too.
"Ohhhhh that's nice." She whispered as I kneaded her tits, my fingers massaging her nipples at the same time. "I bet I can do something equally pleasant to you."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh." She said as she used one hand on the back of my bed to balance while she rocked herself up to get her other foot under herself. Now on both feet, squatting over me, she leaned herself forward until both knees were leaning against the inclined back of the bed. She lifted herself up, her hand around my cock drawing me upward until I pointed straight at her pussy before she sat back down. "I don't want you to think that I have sex with all my patients." She whispered as she lowered her pussy down over my shaft, her hot wet tunnel engulfing me as she settled down. "Now the doctor wants to make sure you can come again. Think this'll do it?"
"Oh yeah." I groaned as she started rocking herself up and down, using the back of the bed with one hand and the side rail of the bed with her other to balance herself as she slid herself up and down my shaft.
"Ohhhhh that feels nice." She cooed. "So very nice. Do you think I look good enough to be a stripper?"
"I think you'd make a very sexy stripper. Swinging around that pole, leaning back and making your big tits wiggle. Oh yeah. I'd be trying to tuck dollars into your garter.
"Oh? Why not my panties?"
"Because I'd be wanting to watch you take them off and show us all your wet sexy pussy."
"Yeah, what would you like to see me do to it?"
"Stick your fingers way into it and stroke yourself. I'd want to see your fingers make you pussy gush all over."
"Mmmmmm you want to see me climax?"
"No, I want to see your hot pussy squiring your cum all over."
"I don't think I can squirt."
"You can if you want to." I told her, sliding my right hand from her tit down to her crotch, cupping her curl covered mound and then using a finger to rub back and forth across her hard clit.
"Ohhhh oh shit. Oh damn. You're gonna make me come."
"I know."
"OHHHHHH SHIT!" she squeaked, trying to bite of the sound.
I felt her pussy tremble around me, her tunnel spasming and clenching as she climaxed. She sat frozen on my cock for nearly a minute before she leaned forward, her hand reaching for the bed control. She tilted the top of the bed back almost flat, her mouth reaching for mine as she let go of the control. She started rocking her ass up and down, pumping her pussy on and off my shaft as she kissed me hungrily, her tongue pushing into my mouth and swirling around my tongue teasingly.
"Mmmmmmmmm Mmmmm Mmmm" she moaned into my mouth as my cock grew fatter and harder inside her, inching closer and closer to its explosion.
"UHHHHHHHHHHFUCK!" I groaned into her mouth as my body jerked, my cock unleashing a torrent of cum up into her pussy. She continued to plunge her pussy up and down my shaft, almost frantically as my cock spurted shot after shot into her. Suddenly she pulled her face from mine, leaned back until she was actually tipped back, one hand flying to her pussy as she pulled off my cock. She frantically frigged her little clit back and forth, driving her body to the absolute peak of pleasure before her body jerked, her pussy spewing a stream of cum that arched up through the air and landed on my chest. Stream after stream of girl cum sprayed on my body until I was wet all over, even my still leaking cock.



She pushed herself up, and then lay over on me, her bare tits pressing against my chest and rubbing the cum around both of our chests while she once again kissed me deeply and sensuously.
"Ohhhhh now that was sex." She moaned softly. "That was really fucking good sex."
"Uh huh." I agreed as we lay there.
After several minutes she pushed herself off the bed and slowly dressed, almost reluctantly. "I better clean you up." She said with a grin. "Be right back."
I waited for a few minute and then she returned with some warm rags and a towel. "I just heard, they're going to move you down to a regular room." She said with a disappointed pout. "I'm going to miss you. You've been part of my days for weeks."
"I think I'm going to miss you too. Can I make a suggestion?"
"Sure."
"Why don't you find an amateur night at a strip club and give it a try. I bet you'll like it."
"On one condition."
"What's that?"
"That you come with me."
"I'd be happy to." I answered as she wiped my body down.
I reached up and played with her tits through her bra and top while she washed me and then reluctantly dressed me in a clean gown, since my other was full of pussy cum.
"I'll be back. Gotta go check my other patients." She said with a quick kiss before slipping out of the curtained partition.
I lay my head back and thought about what just happened. How could I have known what I did? How could I have seen her before I saw her? IT was all confusing, and to be honest, I was tired. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep again.
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Yep, this was really the way to spend your eighteenth birthday, sitting on your own bed, a pile of penthouse magazines spread around, stroking yourself. Yeah, this was really the best.....NOT!
I should be out with my girlfriend getting some birthday sex! Yeah, that's what I should be doing...that is IF I had a girlfriend and IF she was the type of girl to put out. Let's face it, for us geeks, these are few and far between. Hell. The last girl that was my "girlfriend" - the farthest I managed to get was one time in the back of the car with my hand down her panties and her stroking me off. Not exactly what these magazines arrayed around me on the bed have described as good sex.
Hell. It was my senior year in high school, and I was still a virgin for Christ's sake. You'd have thought that someone, anyone would have wanted to have sex with me.
I wasn't bad looking, maybe a little thin. I tried running track, but I preferred spending time tinkering with electronics and computers. THAT was what I was really good at. Maybe it would land me a lot of money after college, but right now, tonight, what I really really wanted was to have one of the buxom, sexy women on the pages of these magazines come to life and ride me until I popped.
I was so intent on the image of a rather large breasted woman on the page of my magazine, staring at her hard protruding nipples as she bent toward me from the page of the magazine, almost as if she were going to reach out and touch me, my hand slowly stroking my rock hard cock that I didn't even notice my twin sister slip into the room.
"Jack?" She practically whispered, standing half way to my bed from the door to the bathroom that connected our two bedrooms.
"FUCK JILL!" I squeaked loudly quickly trying to cover my cock with my hand and the magazine, as she stood staring where my hand had just recently been stroking my cock.
Yeah, you heard right. Twin sister, and yeah, my parents had one hell of a sense of humor. We were twins, but in so many ways opposites. Obviously I was a guy and she was a girl. Not only a girl, but a damn hot one. She definitely got my mother's looks and body. Large round breasts that I had gotten a few glimpses of over the years, shapely hips and legs, large doe eyes, and shoulder length brown hair. Oh yeah, she was also the popular one. You know the kind, cheerleader in school, boys fawning all over. I was quite sure she wasn't a virgin, although she hadn't ever admitted it to me in so many words. Hell, for twins we didn't even share the same birthday. I was born at eleven fifty and she was born a full hour later, the next day. Yeah, as twins we were pretty much opposites, but we were also pretty close, at least for brother and sister.
We had bedrooms on the second floor of our house that shared a common bathroom. It had caused a number of sibling rows over the years, with each of us accidently walking in on the other. I'd seen her bare tits a few times, and her bare ass more than once, while she had walked in on me a few times, fortunately NOT while I had a hard on or was stroking myself off in the shower. You know teen age boys...we were always horny. Well, now she was standing in my room in a pale yellow nightshirt that came down to the middle of her thighs, staring at the magazine that had my rock hard cock hidden under it.
"DAMN Jill! You could have knocked!" I said much more quietly, not really wanting my parents to hear us and come see me with all my magazines out.
"I did!" She hissed back.
"So what do you want?" I asked irritably, wishing she'd leave.
"Well, I was going to ask a favor," she said, finally moving again, but still toward me and the bed. "But I think you need one more than I do."
"What does that mean?" I snapped, as she sat on the edge of the bed, her hip only a few inches from mine, and the magazine covering my still hard cock.
"It means..." she whispered, reaching out for the magazine over my cock and gently tugging on it, "...that I'm willing to give you one more birthday present."
I slid my other hand to help cover my hard on, my eight and a half inch long shaft still partly uncovered even with both hands trying to hide it. "What? I'm supposed to have sex with my sister?"
"Not exactly," she whispered. "I know how hard it's been for you to keep a girl friend." She said, worming her hand under mine until she was able to grasp my hard cock in her soft hand. "I just thought maybe you'd want someone else to do this on your birthday."
"Who? You?" I squeaked in surprise as she reached for my wrist and gently pulled one hand away from my cock.
"Sure, why not? I mean we've seen most of each other's bodies before, right?"
"Sort of. I mean, I've seen your boobs, but that's it. I've never seen your pussy or anything." I practically whispered.
"Have you ever seen one, up close I mean?"
"Yeah, of course!"
"Really? Who?" She asked, looking at me sternly. She could always tell when I was lying to her.
"Okay, so I haven't."
"So do you want to? See one I mean?"
"What, Yours?" I asked incredulously.
"Maybe. Maybe someone else's too."
"Seriously? You're going to fix me up with a date?"
"Not exactly," she said quietly, her hand starting to slowly stroke my cock, that seemed to have softened a little and was quickly regaining its full proportions at the thought of a real pussy. "You know I'm having some friends over tomorrow," she said quietly.
"Yeah," I answered after several seconds of silence.
"You know Mary Todd, right? I guess that's a silly question. Every time she's over here you're staring at her chest as if you stare long enough you'll be able to see through her shirt. Anyway, her dad doesn't let her date boys and she turned eighteen three weeks ago, and well... she's never seen a hard dick before. I just thought that maybe I could convince you to let her see yours," my sister finally blurted out.
I was shocked, to say the least. I stared at her like she had three heads. She really wanted me to flash one of her friends my cock? Like I didn't already have enough of a reputation at school and in the locker room.
"She'd be naked too," Jill added.
"Seriously?" I asked. "You want me to do what? Play show and tell?" I wasn't about to tell her that I'd do that in a heartbeat if it meant seeing Mary naked. I didn't want her to think I was perverted or anything, but naked? DAMN!
"Not exactly. A few of us have this idea that if we play some sexy games and get her naked, we can dare her to come in naked and play with your cock. I mean I know it's a lot to ask, but, well, you do have a pretty big cock," she whispered.
Her comment brought my attention back to the fact that my cock was again fully hard, and fully on display, with her hand wrapping around it as far as it could, slowly stroking it.
"I don't know, I guess I can do that," I agreed after a few seconds of silence.
"Good. Now I don't want you to act like you've never seen a pussy before," she said, taking her hand from my cock as she stood up. For a moment I thought that was the end of the conversation, but instead she reached up under her nightshirt and pulled down her little white panties, stepping out of them. She stared at my eyes and watched my reaction as she grabbed the hem of her nightshirt and skimmed it up and off her body, leaving her standing there as naked as I was.
"Damn." I muttered as I started at her perfectly formed breasts, each the size of a large orange, and each topped with a half dollar sized areola and rock hard nipple. I let my eyes run down her body, examining her thin waist, round flowing hips and the modestly sized, neatly trimmed tuft of hair at the juncture of her legs. I stared for a long time before looking up to her face again, seeing her chewing her lower lip slightly as she looked at me.
"Well?" She asked expectantly.
"Damn sis. I know why the guys are always trying to get you naked!"
"I take it you like the view?"
"Uh, yeah," I answered with a wry smile. "Like I wouldn't?"
"If you ever, EVER tell anyone about this, I'll kick you so hard between your legs that you won't be able to walk straight for a week!" She hissed sternly.
"Honest sis. Not a word! Just stand there and let me look a bit more!" I said, moving one hand back to my cock. I mean yeah, she's my sister, but damn! This is TONS better than a magazine, I thought to myself as I started to slowly stroke my cock.
Without a word she reached for my hand and pulled it gently away from my cock. She held my hand out in space and then, still holding it, crawled up onto the bed, setting one knee on one side of my waist and swinging her leg across so that she straddled my waist on her knees. "Do you know how to make a woman come with your fingers?" She asked quietly as I stared at her pussy, now only two feet or so from my face, her legs spread slightly so she could straddle my body.
"Sort of," I answered honestly. I'd made Debbie come that one time, but I wasn't really sure exactly how.
"Well, if Mary lets you touch her, you better know more than sort of." She said huskily as she pulled my hand down toward her pussy. She gently turned my hand palm up and pressed it between her legs, my palm pressing to her round fat outer lips. "Now, press your middle finger up between my lips. Not too hard, just enough to push my lips apart. That's it," she cooed as I felt her hot wetness envelope my middle finger. "Now slowly pull it along this way," she coaxed, pulling my wrist along so that my finger dragged along her wet slit. "Keep it pressed deep. Now feel for my clit. Do you know what it feels like?"
"Not exactly," I admitted, a bit breathlessly.
"Here. I'll help you." She said, sliding her hand down from my wrist to rest on my hand, her fingers guiding my fingers until I felt a hard little nub press against my finger. She sucked a breath of air in quickly and held it as she pulled my fingers along, dragging my middle finger across her clit. "Just like that." She panted after a few seconds. "Now you try it!"
I pushed my hand back along her pussy, pressing my finger deep between her lips until the tip tried to push up into her tunnel and then pulled slowly back again, dragging my finger across her clit again.
"Ohhhh yeah. That's good. Keep doing that, but a little faster," she coaxed as I started another stroke. "Let your finger push up into me. It's okay to do that." She moaned softly.
"Like this?" I asked curling my finger up and pushing it into her tunnel. I could feel her soft vaginal walls clench around my finger as I pushed it up inside her.
"Oh yeah. Now pull it out as you slide your finger along my pussy. Ohhhhh fuck yeah, just like that. Now push back. Just let your finger curl up into me as you do!" she moaned softly.
I began stroking my finger in and out of her pussy, feeling her becoming wetter with each passing minute. She leaned toward me so she was on all fours, her tits hanging in front of my face as my hand slid along her pussy, my finger diving in as far as I could push it.
"Women like to have their nipples played with. You can either suck on them or tease them with your fingers." She coaxed, letting out a deep moan as I leaned my head up and closed my lips around one hard nipple. "Tease it with your tongue!" She groaned softly.
I could feel her leg, where my hand was resting on her thigh start to quiver as I continued stroking into her with my other hand, one tit sucked deep into my mouth was my tongue flicked across and swirled around her rigid nipple.
"Oh fuck I'm gonna come," she moaned softly, her whole body getting stiff as her legs and arms trembled. I could feel the wetness of her pussy suddenly increase until it was literally dripping off my hand onto my stomach, a long low deep moan slipping from her lips as her tunnel contracted around my finger and tried to grip it and keep it from slipping out again. "Ohhhhh shit. Oh shit oh shit." She mumbled as her hips involuntarily tried to hump my palm, grinding her clit against it. Her whole body shook and jerked for what seemed like five minutes before it stilled, the tremors slowly fading away. She pushed herself up, pulling her tit from my mouth as she knelt erect over me, her finger tips slowly stroking my chest and stomach as she stared down at me, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.
"Did I do okay?"
"Oh fuck yes. God if you did that to all your girlfriends you'd never be without a date." She panted. "Now it's your turn." She scooted herself back down my body on her knees, reaching between her legs for my cock. As she slowly bent over, dropping her chest toward mine, I thought she might be putting me into her pussy, but instead she held me against her sopping wet pussy and sat down, her lips spread by my fat shaft and my cock trapped against my stomach by her pussy.
She began to slowly rock her hips, stroking her wet pussy back and forth along my shaft, the incredible sensations of her hot wet pussy sending tingles racing up and down my body. I watched as my head disappeared between her lips, the hot wetness of her engulfing me completely for a few moments before she slid back again, exposing my head and part of my shaft.
My hands, as if having a mind of their own, reached up her body and cupped both her round soft tits, squeezing them in time with the strokes of her hips.
I was in heaven, her soft wet pussy stroking my cock in ways I'd never felt before, her soft tits in my hands and her hard nipples pressing into my palms. I'd often thought about going into the bathroom and joining her in the shower, just to see her completely naked, but this...this was far more than any of my fantasies.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come again doing this." She moaned softly, bringing me back to the reality of her sitting on me. Her hands balanced her, resting on my chest as she rocked faster and faster along the length of my shaft, her clit grinding into the bottom side of my cock and bouncing over the little sensitive spot under my head.
"Oh shit. Sis. I'm going to squirt." I moaned at the realization that this fantasy was going to send me into orbit.
"You're going to come!" She moaned in correction. "So am I! Oh lord so am I."
Unable to hold back any longer my body jerked, trying to drive my hips up off the bed toward her. A huge gush of cum pushed out of my cock, squirting almost all the way to my neck before her sliding pussy engulfed my head. I heard her gasp as her own orgasm began to overtake her, her body sliding forward, moving a bit father than before along my shaft as my own hips dropped back to the bed.
My body jerked again, driving my hips upward, driving my shaft along her pussy and poking my head out toward my own face again.
"Oh fuck!" She squeaked as my cock spurted again, sending another stream of my own cum across my chest. Time and again we both jerked, her pussy gushing her juices over my cock to pool on my stomach and my cock making a huge mess on my chest and stomach.
"Jeez." I moaned as my body began to come down from its chemical high, my cock deep in her pussy, twitching and leaking more cum into her as her own pussy walls clenched and spasmed around me.
"Ohhhhh I didn't expect for that to happen." She panted.
"Damn that felt good."
"Yeah, it did. God you have a really nice cock."
"I get teased about it in gym class. Too big." I answered breathlessly.
"Oh, not even. Trust me. This is a fantastic cock. But if you ever tell anyone this happened...anyone at all. I swear to god I'll sneak in here at night and cut it off. You hear me?" She said, sternly, her chest still heaving to catch her breath.
"I hear ya sis."
"Good. Happy birthday Jack." She said softly, leaning down and pressing her lips to mine. She gave me a soft sensuous kiss that had my cock growing between us again before she broke the embrace. "I better go before we do this again."
"You could stay." I said, pushing my hips up into her and moving my quickly hardening cock against her pussy.
"Uh uh. One time event buster. Maybe you'll get lucky tomorrow night." She said as she pulled off my cock and climbed off the bed. She picked up her panties and night shirt and walked toward the bathroom door, looking over her shoulder and blowing me a quick kiss before closing the door behind her.
I lay there and grabbed my cock, quickly stroking myself off to another hard orgasm, leaving another huge amount of cum sprayed over my chest and stomach before I was done. God what had we just done? My sister? Well, it was damn good feeling even if it was my sister.
Sleep did not come easy that night, and I was glad the next day was Saturday. It meant no school, but it also meant that I'd have a chance to talk to Jill.
I snuck into her room quietly, finding her still in her bed. It wasn't until I sat on the edge of her bed that I realized I hadn't even bothered to put anything on and was still naked. I got up from the bed and started to walk quietly toward the still open bathroom door.
"Where you going Jack?" She asked sleepily.
"Um. I figured I better put something on." I mumbled, feeling a bit self-conscious suddenly.
"Why? Afraid of me seeing you naked?"
"Sort of." I whispered back.
She threw the covers back revealing her own still naked body. "Still afraid?"
"I guess not."
"Good. Come back and sit." She said quietly, patting a spot on the bed next to her. I walked over and sat down, her hand immediately sliding into my lap and closing around my cock, which, apparently having a mind of its own, was partly hard.
"So, I take it you came in hoping to see me naked again. Well, here I am. What now?"
"I don't know exactly. Last night was...well...weird and also fantastic. Part of me wants more, part...well isn't it supposed to be forbidden for brothers and sisters to....you know. Like we did last night?"
"It is." She agreed quietly. "I'm not entirely sure that we should have any repeats of last night. We definitely don't want word getting around that we....um....you know, last night."
"Yeah, I get enough ribbing already." I admitted.
"Then I guess you should go back on your side." She whispered, reaching her other hand up to my neck and pulling me down. She pressed her lips against mine, kissing me long and slow before finally breaking the soft kiss. "Just so you know. I won't scream if you climb into the shower with me some time."
"Me either." I whispered back.
"So tonight, after mom and dad go to bed, we'll play our little game. I'll try to get Mary naked and try to get her to come play with you. You might want to take a late shower and then go to bed naked, just in case."
"Sounds good." I answered equally quietly.
She smiled and sat up in the bed, sliding one leg on each side of where I sat on the edge. She scooted herself toward me, her legs spreading farther and farther apart as she pulled herself closer to me. She reached out for one of my hands and drew it down between her legs. "Do you want to practice again?" She whispered.
I gently stroked her pussy, working my fingers slowly between her lips, stroking up the length of her pussy and bouncing my finger over her hard clit.
"Ohhhhh yeah. You are such a fast learner."
"Very." I whispered, slowly sliding off the bed and turning so that I was kneeling between her legs. I used my other hand to slowly push her back until she was lying on the bed. She slowly lifted and spread her legs farther, allowing me to see every bit of her pussy as I knelt between her legs.
"Some girls really like having their pussy licked." She whispered.
"Isn't that kind of gross?"
"Not any more than a girl sucking a guy's cock."
"Yeah, I see a lot of that in my magazines. Do women really do that?"
"I have, once or twice."
"Was it good?"
"Eh. The guy seemed to like it."



"So has anyone ever done it to you?"
"Lick me?"
"yeah."
"Nope. Always wondered what it was like though."
"Well, maybe it's worth a try." I said as I sunk down lower on my knees, bringing my face closer to her pussy. I wrapped one arm around each of her thighs, using my fingers to gently play with her fat outer lips and the frilly looking inner lips that were protruding slightly. I pulled her lips apart and looked at the deep pink cleft it made. Tentatively I reached my tongue out and stroked it along her pussy, tasting her juices. Her pussy was tangy, almost tart.
"Mmmmmm that feels awful nice." She whispered as I stroked my tongue a bit deeper between her lips. I continued to stroke her, teasing deeper and exploring more and more of her. I soon found I could press the tip of my tongue into the entrance to her tunnel, which brought a soft groan from her. I also spent time exploring her clit, learning that if I pulled the point where her lips met, that I could expose her clit. It seemed that each time I flicked her clit with my tongue she arched her back, trying to push her pussy up to my face.
I began to concentrate on her clit at the end of each stroke and soon had her withering and squirming on the bed, her fists full of her blanket her whole body shuddering. Her juices flowed more easily and were much less tangy now, almost sweet.
"Stop, stop." She finally gasped, reaching down and pushing my face away with one hand.
"Wasn't I doing it right?" I asked, feeling almost defeated that I had done it wrong.
"Oh Jack, Jack. You did it soooooo right. God I was coming and coming and coming so hard that I just couldn't stand any more." She said as she sat up and pulled my arms.
She continued to pull me until she was lying back again, my body being pulled along hers. I felt her hand slip between us and grasp my cock. Her hand began to slowly stroke my rigid cock, my head brushing against her pussy and her hot wet lips. "Want me to suck you off?" She whispered quietly.
Before I could answer, there was a knock on the door and our mom's voice calling. "Jill, you up?"
With a horrified look on both our faces, we quickly separated and I darted back into the bathroom, silently closing the door before she called out in answer.
Fortunately sis and I were able to keep everything looking normal most of the day, although when we were alone I did take the opportunity to reach my hands around her and cup her tits through her shirt and bra, giving them a playful little squeeze. The first time I half expected her to turn around and slap me, but was pleasantly surprised when she lifted her hands to mine and gave them and her own breasts a squeeze at the same time.
We were both worried about mom and dad finding out what we had done, and the way we were playing, so whenever there was the slightest chance of them seeing us we maintained our normal, or at least the way we perceived normal, behavior.
During the afternoon dad had me help him blow up the two air mattresses in sis's room, after which mom tossed in some blankets and pillows. Being the nerd that I am, and being the horny guy that I am, I just had to slip into her room and plant a little wireless camera. I hid it on her dresser between a couple stuffed animals, pointing it so I could see the bed and both air mattresses, hoping to get a good look at all of their titties while they were changing. I was pretty sure that if sis found it that she wouldn't say anything, but if one of the other girls found it then it would be curtains for me.
After dinner the girls started to show up, Mary was there of course, wearing a modest black skirt and button down shirt, her tits making a few buttons strain slightly.
Stephanie Morris showed up a bit later wearing a red mini-dress that was a stark contrast with her creamy white, somewhat freckled skin and helped make her auburn hair seem even darker red. The dress hugged her curves, including her chest, which looked like a pair of softballs stuffed inside the top of the dress, the two creamy white orbs pressing together visibly in the deep V of the front of the dress.
Tina Stobin and Aimee Snodgrass shared a ride and arrived together, Aimee wearing a pair of seriously tight jeans and an equally tight tank top that accentuated her orange sized breasts, two little bumps where I imagined her nipples were, poking out slightly farther. I wasn't at all sure she was even wearing a bra.
Tina was the exception to the group so far, with very small breasts that barely pushed out the front of the little blue dress she was wearing.
The last to arrive was Suzie Kowawitz. She had on a cute little red skirt and a white button down blouse that slightly showed the shape and outline of the bra she had on under it, capturing what looked like a pair of apple sized tits. She also had on very high heels, what my friends called "fuck me" heels.
With the girls all there, I was relegated to the living room to watch TV while the girls all partied down in the downstairs family room. All I could do was watch TV or retire to my own room. Given what I know sis was planning, I finally gave up watching, retiring to my room to read and await a later hour.
I didn't have to wait all night, well before mom and dad went to bed the girls retired to sis's room. As soon as I heard their giggle and chatter on the other side of the bathroom door I turned on the computer and connected to the camera in sis's room.
The image I saw before me was...well, staggeringly incredible. All of the girls were in various states of undress, changing from their party clothes into their pajamas. As I watched them getting naked I couldn't help but undo my pants and sit and stroke my cock as I stared. As sexy as the girls looked in their PJ's, none of them wearing bras so their tits wiggled and bounced in the thin material of their nightwear, it was disappointing to no longer be able to see their naked bodies.
The girls sat in a circle on the two air mattresses, and began playing some kind of card game. At first I thought it was going to be boring, but it seemed that the loser of each hand had to tell some secret. At first they were pretty bland, but before long they seemed to move to juicier secrets. I learned that Aimee had made out with another girl once when she was drunk at a party, that Stephany lost her virginity almost a year before behind the bleachers at a football game, Trina peaked into the boys locker room one time and probably the juiciest secret, that Suzie used a dildo to get off almost every day.
Overall the game was interesting to listen to, but what I was waiting for was for sis to try and get Mary naked. It was only a few minutes after mom checked in with the girls on the way to bed that the "real" fun started as my sister called it. I watched and listened while she described the game to the girls.
"So, it's called I dare you. You make a dare, whatever you want, and then roll the dice. Whoever's number comes up has to do the dare. If they can't for some reason, then the dare falls back on the person that made it. Like if you dare to take off your shoes, and the person who comes up isn't wearing any, then you have to take yours off. Since there's only six of us we'll just use one die. I'll be one, Mary Two, Three, four, five and six." She said, continuing around the circle of girls sitting with her.
"Rules are simple. Any dare is fair game except something that would cause bodily harm or get someone arrested. I'll start first just so everyone gets the idea." My sister continued. "I dare you to French kiss the girl on your right..." She said before tossing the little red die on the bed between them all. It landed on four. "...Trina! You have to French kiss Stephanie."
"Oooooooooo." The other girls called as they waited for Trina to lean over and kiss Stephanie. I could only see the back of Stephanie's head, but Trina leaned over and the two embraced for several seconds before pulling away from each other, everyone breaking down in giggles.
"Ok Trina. Now it's your turn to dare and roll." My sister said when the giggling died down.
"Okay. I dare you to...hmmmm...I dare you to take your shirt off and make your nipples hard!" she said as she reached for the dice.
"Just remember Trina, the dare could come back to you if you roll your own number. Oh yeah, one more thing. Once a piece of clothing is taken off, it has to stay off until the end of the game." Jill explained before Trina rolled, the die coming to rest on five.
"Ohhhhhh Aimee!" Stephanie cried, pointing to her and giggling. "Gotta lose the top sweetie!"
"Yeah, stand up and do it so we can all see it!" Jill called.
Aimee rolled her eyes and stood up. She skimmed the thin terry nightshirt she had on up and over her head, tossing it onto the bed, leaving her standing there in just a tiny little white thong. Her tits were easily the size of a couple good size oranges with large pink areola and nipples that looked to be about as large around as my pinkie finger. She stood there, closed her eyes and began to massage and tease her tits, squeezing them between her palms and fingers. After a minute or so of this treatment she began to run her fingers lightly over her nipples teasing them with extremely light brushes of her finger tips until they stood hard and prominent on each firm round breast.
She probably would have continued to stand and tease her nipples if Trina hadn't slid a hand discreetly up her thigh and started to stroke her pussy through her thin panty.
"Whew." Aimee said, wiping her dishwater blond hair out of her face and sitting back down. "Okay. I dare you to stand up, take off all your clothes and play with your pussy!" She rolled the die. "Come on four!" The die stopped on two.
"Oh shit. Mary!" Suzie said, covering her mouth.
"Well, never let it be said I wasn't a good sport. Here goes nothing!" Mary said as she climbed to her feet. She had on a pair of light flannel PJ bottoms and long sleeved tops, which she quickly pulled off and tossed aside. She bent over and skimmed her little white panties off her butt, lifting one leg after the other until she could toss them aside, leaving her completely naked. Her tits were indeed large, almost the size of a couple melon halves. Her areola were large, covering a good part of the front of each breast with a large round nipple perfectly centered in the middle of each areola.
I hadn't even paid any attention to her pussy until she slid her hand down between her legs, which she spread apart. Her finger slid down through her sparse blond curls and disappeared between her legs. Unfortunately her hand blocked my view of most of what she was doing between her legs, but her free hand had traveled up to her chest and was pinching and twisting one of her nipples like a little knob.
"Ohhhhhh shit." Mary mumbled after more than a minute, pulling her finger from her pussy, glistening with her moisture. "So my dare now? I dare you to make the girl on your right naked and to lick her pussy for a full minute!"
"Shit, seriously?" Aimee asked. "You Mary?"
"It's always the quiet ones." Tina said shaking her head.
Mary rolled the die and then stared at the two that was showing.
"Whoa. Didn't see that coming!" Suzie said quietly.
"Well, that sucks." Mary said quietly.
"You got that." Jill agreed, realizing she was the one to Mary's right.
"Well, let's get on with it." Mary said, standing up again. She waited for Jill to stand up and then pulled off the nightgown Jill was wearing and then knelt down in front of her. She slipped the tiny bikini panties down her legs and then tossed them aside. "Somebody keep time." Mary said as she leaned her face between Jill's legs.
I couldn't see what exactly she was doing, but I guessed from the way her head was moving that she was aggressively licking my sister's clit. It was the same look I had seen on Jill's face when I was licking her pussy, her eyes closed, her mouth hanging part way open.
"Okay, time!" One of the girls called.
Mary pulled away, wiping her face with the back of her hand while Jill sunk down to sit again, her chest heaving with arousal.
"So I go again. Let's see. I know that Trina brought a toy or two, I dare you to strip and play with yourself with that toy until you come."
"Damn Mary! You really wanna dare that?" Aimee asked in a little squeak.
"Yep, why not?"
"Paybacks is hell sweetie!" Suzie chimed in.
"We'll see." Mary said, rolling the die, the small cube landing with the six pointing toward the ceiling.
"Aww crap!" Suzie said quietly. "You're not serious, are you?"
"That's the game, unless of course you wanna drop out." Mary said with a grin.
"No," Suzie said with a sigh. "But I guarantee the next girl is gonna regret it, and I hope it's you Mary!" Suzie stood up and pulled off the nightgown she had on and then slipped the little pink panties down her legs, stepping out of them. She stepped back to the edge of the bed and sat down while Trina went over to her little suitcase and came back with what looked like a fat pink cock. Suzie lay back on the bed, her apple sized tits sticking in the air as she hooked her feet on the edge of the bed and spread her legs wide. Her little brown triangle of hair pointed straight at her fat outer pussy lips, her inner lips protruding slightly as she spread her legs farther.
Taking the pink dildo with both hands she rubbed it up and down her slit a few times, lubricating the tip and then working it deeper between her lips. "Oh shit." She moaned as she tried to force the dildo deeper into herself, working it in little strokes while she twisted it back and forth. While I watched, her pussy pointing almost straight at the camera, she worked the plastic cock fully into her pussy and then began stroking it in and out in long even strokes.
"Oh god." She mumbled as she lay with one hand working first one nipple and then the other as she plunged the artificial cock in and out faster and faster. "Oh that's it Frank. Fuck me! Fuck my hot little pussy!" She moaned loudly as she started humping her hips up in time with her strokes in with the dildo. "Oh....Oh god... Ohhhhhhhhh shit!" She squeaked as her whole body dissolved into shudders and trembles. She lay there for long seconds, her chest heaving, her body slowly pushing the dildo out until it fell from her sopping wet pussy.
"Okay. I dare you to strip naked, go into Jill's brother's room and come back with his underwear....not just any pair, whatever pair he's wearing right now. Someone roll the dice for me." Suzie panted from where she was lying on the bed, her legs still spread wide.
"God, Suzie, you're not really gonna..." One of the girls started to complain.
"Yep. No whining. You got to watch me fuck myself, so now someone gets to go see a real cock, and part of me hopes it's me."
"Okay, here goes." Jill said, rolling the die. The cube bounced several times before Jill announced "three."
"Three?" I squeaked. Shit that meant that in a few moments that sexy little redhead was going to come in here and try and get me to take off my underwear! Oh shit! I quickly hit the computer sleep button and ran to the bed, pulling my pants pack into place over my hard on. I grabbed a magazine and pretended to read it while I waited for what I hoped, and also sort of feared was going to happen.
The knock on the bathroom door was ever so soft. I almost didn't hear it. The second knock was a bit louder, to which I answered simply "yeah?"
The door opened slowly, a redhead peeking around the door to see where I was. Nervously she stepped around the door, completely naked. Her trimmed triangle of auburn hair looked so much better now than it did when I got a glimpse of it as they were changing, but what my eyes really locked onto were the full round tits, each topped with a half dollar sized areola with a large flat nipple centered in it. The whole nipple and areola seemed to be pushed out, almost like a little mountain on top of another mountain.
"Um, Jack?" She practically whispered.
"Uh. Yeah?"
"So. Um. We're playing this dare game, and I got dared to come get your underwear." She said meekly.
"Naked?" I practically squeaked, staring at her nude body, her hands clasped in front of her crotch somewhat shyly.
"So....I'm just supposed to give you a pair?" I asked as she stood half way across the room.
"Not just any pair, the pair you're wearing."
"HUH?." I said not sure what to do. "So. I'm supposed to just get naked in front of you?"
"Well, I'm already naked." She said with an almost exasperated look. "So are you going to let me have your underwear or are you just going to sit there and stare at me?"
"Um. Yeah." I said getting up off the side of the bed. I started undoing my pants and then stopped. "You want em, I guess you're supposed to come take em off of me?"
"I suppose so." She said, nervously stepping forward again.
I stood still as she stepped forward, kneeling down in front of me and taking over undoing my pants. She worked my pants down my legs and then off my feet before her hands returned to tug down my boxers, revealing what was making the huge bulge. My cock nearly slapped her in the face when it sprung out of the waist band of my boxers.
"Damn." She mumbled, as she pushed my boxers as far as my knees her hands seeming to be frozen there as she stared at my hard on.
I was going to say something, but wasn't sure what the hell to say, except "Ohhhhhh damn." As she reached up and wrapped a hand around my cock.
"God it's big." She whispered.
"Yeah, I know. I get kidded about it all the time." I said with a wry face.
"Seriously? They make fun of you for this?"
"Yeah. Too big and seems like it's always hard." I admitted quietly.
"A girls dream! A big cock that's always hard and ready? I wish I was so lucky." She said quietly, looking up at me and leaning her face toward my cock. Her mouth engulfed my head and I felt her tongue swirl around my head as the heat from her mouth seemed to radiate throughout my entire body.
"So you about done in here?" I heard one of the girls call from the bathroom.
"Oh damn." Stephanie said, pulling her mouth off my cock and quickly pulling my boxers the rest of the way down. "Almost!" she called back to Suzie who was peaking around the bathroom door.
I lifted my feet and watched Stephanie quickly scamper across the room and into the bathroom, closing the door quickly behind her.
I plopped back on my bed and lay down, mostly in shock from what had just happened. I barely had time to catch my breath when there was a quiet knock on the door and it opened without waiting. One at a time all six girls walked into my room, all of them completely nude. There was more tit and pussy on display than I'd ever seen at once, except in a magazine maybe.
Aimee led the procession, walking toward me, her gate confident, but the look on her face anything but. "So, you know we're playing this game. I just got dared to suck your cock. Are you game?" She asked, her voice trailing off to near silence as she got close enough to really see my cock. "Holy shit. You weren't kidding Steph!" She said as she continued to step toward my bed, a lot slower though now.
"Yeah, for real, isn't it?" Stephanie said from behind Aimee as Aimee stepped right to the side of my bed. She reached one hand out toward my cock, almost as if she were afraid it was going to bite, and then slowly wrapped her fingers around it, my girth large enough her fingers and thumb were a long way from touching when she closed her hand.
"God it's got to be twice as big as Jimmie's cock." Aimee said to no one in particular as she slowly crawled onto the bed, straddling my legs with hers, one arm holding herself up so her face hovered only a few inches from my cockhead where she held it vertical with her other hand. I looked her body up and down, from her round tits, the size of a good size orange, down to her pussy, which I was surprised to see was shaved completely smooth.



"Oh god." I groaned, closing my eyes for a moment as her hot mouth engulfed my head. I felt her hand and her lips begin to slide up and down my cock, her mouth sliding down several inches until I felt my head press against her throat before sliding back up again, her tongue rubbing back and forth across the bottom side of my cock as she withdrew until only my head was contained in her mouth.
I opened my eyes and saw all the girls, all naked, standing next to the bed watching as Aimee drove me crazy with the hot wet sensations of her mouth. I was just beginning to wonder how I was going to let her know when I was going to come, when one of the girls called time and Aimee pulled her mouth and hand from my cock.
"Okay girls. Next girl has to let Jack fuck her pussy from behind until she comes." Aimee said as she sat upright on her knees, still straddling my body. "God I hope it's me again!"
"Two!" one of the girls said from behind the others. "Mary, that's you!"
"I can't!" Mary objected loudly, and then more quietly, "I can't. I'm not on the pill or anything."
"Okay, Mary can't do the dare. That means it comes back to you Aimee. Looks like you get your wish!"
"Hot damn. I'm so fucking horny and god this cock is just...shit, fantastic!" Aimee said in an uncharacteristically husky voice.
"Jack. You don't have to do this if you don't want to." Jill said, stepping around from behind the girls.
"No, it's fine." I answered, as if I was going to actually turn down my first real fuck?
"Aimee, you have to ride until you come, even if he comes first. You sure you want to do this?" Jill asked Aimee quietly.
"Uh huh. I'm ready! You ready stud?" She asked as she reached down for my cock again and wrapped her hand around it, holding it straight upward. She walked her knees up from down by mine until they were at my waist and then she bent over, pushing her ass back toward my cock. I felt her hot pussy lips envelop my head and then pressure built against my head. She settled more and more weight on my cock, pressing it down until suddenly I felt it surge upward, pushing into her tight pussy, her tunnel tightly gripping me as she began to slowly rock herself on all fours, driving my cock in and out of her pussy in short little jabs that slowly worked me deeper into her.
"Oh my god is he big." Aimee moaned softly as she started stroking herself on and off my cock in long even strokes, cute ass bouncing lightly on my thighs at the end of each stroke. "Ohhhh god yes." She moaned.
I really wasn't all that sure what I should be doing, but her swinging tits were an inviting target and I just couldn't resist. I reached up and cupped both round tits, gently squeezing them as I tried to contain the swinging orbs.
"That's it. You can squeeze them more if you want." She breathed as she continued to stroke herself on and off my cock.
I could feel the tingle in my balls that I had long since learned meant I was close to squirting. I tried to croak out that I was about to come, but I wasn't sure that Aimee heard me. My body jerked hard, driving my cock up into her as she came down on me, my cock surging a huge gush of hot cum into her pussy.
"Shit! He's coming!" she squealed as my body jerked time after time, pumping more and more into her pussy. She leaned her face down to mine, keeping her hips pumping up and down, driving her pussy on and off my shaft. She let her nose touch mine and slid her face down until her cheek touched mine. "Can you feel my pussy fucking your hot fat cock? I want you to stay hard. I want you to feel my pussy come around your fat cock. Just concentrate on how good my pussy feels around your cock and how good my tits feel in your hands. Do you want me to come around your cock? Do you want to feel my girl come soaking your cock and leaking around you? You'll only be the second guy I've ever climaxed on. Do you like that idea? But yours is so big and is hitting all the best places inside me. Mmmmmm god your cock feels so good. I can feel it getting bigger again. Getting fatter inside me. I can feel it getting me closer to coming. Kiss me. Kiss my lips and suck on my tongue and I'll come on you!" She whispered, her breath tickling my ear before she pulled her face from next to mine and pressed her hot lips against mine. I felt her push her tongue into my mouth and as requested, sucked it lightly.
"mmmmmmmmm" she moaned into my mouth as her body began to tremble. She pulled her mouth from mine and leaned her forehead against mine, pressing herself down on my cock and grinding her pussy against me. "I'm coming." She panted. "Oh god I'm coming...Ohhhhhh shit. Here it comes!" She squeaked as her whole body suddenly shuddered for several seconds. I could feel her pussy clenching around my again hard cock as she sat, trembling, on me.
She leaned her face down next to mine again and whispered. "Would you like to lick one of those sexy pussies? Have one sit on your face and suck your cock while you lick her pussy?"
"Uh huh." I grunted back.
"It's the least I can arrange after such a fantastic fuck." She whispered before pushing herself up. "Okay girls, Next dare. I dare you to sit on his face and let him lick your pussy while you suck our juices off his cock! Someone roll the dice!"
"Two! Mary!" Jill called from behind the girls.
"Ohhhhh shit no!" Mary squeaked. "I can't do that!"
"Can't or don't want to?" Suzie asked from behind her.
"Hell no I don't want to!" Mary said, her voice easily a couple octaves above her normal tone.
"SHHHHHHH!" Jill hissed. "Not so loud! You'll wake my parents!"
"I don't care. I'm not going to do that!" Mary answered.
"Why not? We all did our dares when it was our turn. You gonna chicken out?" Trina chided. "Come on. We all know you're a virgin, but damn girl!"
"Oh fuck. Alright!" Mary said, her face a mask of displeasure.
Aimee climbed off my cock, which she had been gently rocking on to keep me hard. Once she was off, Mary moved hesitantly to the side of the bed and started to climb on. She stepped across me so she was standing on my bed, straddling my head. She bent over and put her hands on either side of my hips, her huge melon sized tits hanging down spectacularly below her. I couldn't help myself. I reached up and grasped each tit, her huge hard nipples pressing into my palms as she lowered herself to her knees, one on either side of my head.
Her pussy was framed by a sparse bush of blond curls that extended from her rounded mound down to her fat outer pussy lips. Her thinner inner pussy lips protruded significantly out from between her outer lips, little drips of moisture clinging to the edges, only a few inches from my face.
She spread her knees apart slowly, sliding them across the bed sheets and lowering her pussy down to my lips.
I reached my tongue out and teased it along her lips, tasting her tangy wetness and gently spreading just the very edges of her lips. On my second slow sweep of my tongue down the length of her lips, I found her clit, already exposed, and flicked my tongue across it.
"Oh fuck!" She squeaked as my tongue flicked across her clit a second time. I concentrated on her clit like Jill had shown me, causing her to moan loudly.
"Don't forget to suck his cock!" One of the girls coaxed with a giggle.
"Oh fuck. You've got to be kidding!" She answered, her hips rocking gently, trying to grind her clit into my face. "God it's all I can do to not scream!"
"Then muffle it with his cock!" The girl answered.
I continued stroking my tongue between her lips, playing with her clit at the end of each stroke, pausing only for a moment when I felt her mouth engulf my cock.
"Ohhhhh god." I groaned into her pussy, my hand involuntarily squeezing both her tits as she drove her mouth down my shaft, taking in even more than Aimee had. The two of us spent the next...hell who knows how long, working on each other until she finally pulled her mouth off my cock, a long low moan, almost like a growl, escaping her lips as her whole body shuddered and twitched over me. Her juices leaked from her pussy, running down over my face and leaking down my neck.
Mary shakily pushed herself off of me and rolled over onto the bed next to me, her feet sticking up the headboard and wall by my head and her head by my knees. "If my daddy would let me date boys you'd be at the top of my list. God damn that was good."
"Don't quit on us yet. You have the next dare!" One of the girls said.
"I don't care. Someone else can take my turn." Mary mumbled, her hands sliding up and down her body and teasing her nipples lightly in the aftermath of her climax.
"Okay, last dare. Since Jack has been such a good sport, whoever gets the next roll lets Jack fuck her doggy style until he comes!" Jill said from behind them. "Who wants to roll?"
"I will." Suzie said, stepping out of the circle. I couldn't see what was happening, but I expected that she was rolling the die they used to play the game. "One. Oh shit. It's one!" Suzie said from where she was behind the rest of the girls. Everyone except Mary, still lying next to me, turned to stare at Suzie and Jill.
"You don't have to. I'll do it." Suzie said quietly.
"No." Jill said firmly. "I'll do it. Guess the game was my idea after all. It'd be kind of hard for me to make you all do the things we did and then back out."
"It's okay Jill. You know none of us can ever tell anyone about this anyway, so your secret is safe with us!" Mary called from where she was lying.
Jill walked over to my computer chair, and bent over the back of the chair, reaching down to hold onto the arms of the chair. She stepped her legs apart and stood there, waiting, slowly wiggling her ass from side to side.
Mary sat up and then rolled around so her face was by mine. "You know, if I could, it'd be me standing there right now, wiggling my ass, which by the way is an invitation. I like how you feel in every way you've touched me, but I really really would like to feel you inside me. If you promise not to come inside me I'd really like to sit on you for just a second before you go pump it into Jill."
"Seriously?"
"Just for a second." She whispered.
"Can I tell you a secret first?"
"Sure."
"I've kind of had a crush on you for a long time."
"Then we'll both really enjoy this." She whispered before softly kissing me on the lips. Almost as soon as she broke the kiss she rolled over on top of me, pushing herself back down my body until her pussy was rubbing on my hard cock. She lifted herself up on her knees and reached between her legs, lifting my cock and rubbing my head between her wet lips. "I haven't ever done this before, so I hope I do it right."
"I haven't ever done it before tonight either, so if you do it wrong neither of us will know. Oh damn." I answered as she sat down and engulfed my cock with her hot wet pussy. I could feel her tunnel caressing me as she slowly pushed herself down farther and farther, finally stopping when my head was nestled into the end of her tunnel.
"Oh god that feels soooooo good!" she moaned, sliding herself up and down my shaft very slowly. "I just want to keep doing this, but we both know what would happen."
"Yeah. For sure." I answered, sliding my hands up to cup her huge tits, lifting and squeezing them playfully as she continued to ride slowly up and down my cock.
"Okay. I gotta stop. But buster, you better get some god damn rubbers before I stay overnight next time."
"Uh huh." I grunted as she lifted clear of my cock.
"Now go fuck her. You know you want to." Mary whispered as she leaned close to my face and gave my cheek a soft kiss.
I rolled off my bed and Jill, who had turned around to watch Mary and me, bent back over my chair again. I stepped up behind her and rubbed my already pussy slickened cock up and down her wet lips. I pressed forward, slowly pushing into her a few inches. I started stoking in short little jabs, working deeper into her pussy with each stroke until my hips were pressing against her firm round ass.
"Oh god that feels good." She moaned quietly as I started stroking in and out of her pussy, driving fully into her and then pulling back until I almost popped out. I heard another moan and looked over to see Suzie, on her knees, her legs spread wide apart and two fingers plunging into her pussy while the other hand moved from tit to tit, squeezing and playing with her own nipples.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come." Jill moaned, bringing my focus back to her. Her legs and arms shuddered and I could feel her pussy spasm around my cock as her orgasm took hold of her. The feeling of her tunnel rippling and squeezing me, along with the sound of two girl's moans was more than I could take.
My body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock fully into Jill and driving both her and the chair into my computer table as my cock pumped the first squirt of hot cum into her. Time and again my body jerked, adding to the load filling my sisters pussy, until my body, spent, began to soften inside her.
"Shit is that my room?" Jill squeaked as she looked at the computer screen, the area where the girls started the game showing on the monitor.
The other girls gathered around and looked too. "It is!" One of the girls agreed. "Shit he was spying on us!"
"Jack! Were you watching us?" Jill asked, still bent over, my cock still plugging the hole filled with our combined cum.
"Just a little." I admitted sheepishly.
"Well!" Trina said in a huff, walking out of the room. I could see her on the computer screen walk to the dresser and dig around until she found my little camera. Her hand closed around it and she walked back to my room carrying it. "I was going to suggest that since some of us are still pretty horny that maybe we should just bring the toys over and have a little more fun, but maybe we ought to go do that in private now?"
"Yeah, I think so too." Suzie said. "Too bad, Jack. I was going to give you a special treat later."
The girls filed out, Jill pushing me back, releasing a small flood of cum that leaked down her legs. "Don't worry, I'll smooth it over." She said as she walked away. "You coming Mary?" She said as she stopped at the bathroom door.
"If you don't mind Jill, I'd like to stay here a little longer."
Jill smiled at her. "Don't have too much fun." She said before closing the door behind her.
"You're staying? You're not upset that I was...well...spying on you guys?"
"Don't let them fool you. Most of them love to show off. Besides, if we're going to be an item we might as well spend as much time together as we can, don't you think?"
"Are we going to be an item?"
"Well, my daddy still won't let me date, but nothing says we can't hang at school and oh gee, I bet he wouldn't mind at all if I came over here and had you help me with my calculus. I'm just having an awful time with it!" she said with a little smirk. "Now come back over here and let's see if we can find a few more things that feel good besides fucking."
I crawled into bed with her and the two of us spent the next hour or so playing and touching and kissing each other all over until we both admitted we were tired. We curled up together and went to sleep, our legs tangled together, her hand on my cock and one of my hands on one of her big tits as she lay her head on my chest. I was in heaven.
The morning was just starting to brighten the window when I woke up. In the night Mary and I had apparently rolled and changed positions, the two of us spooned together with me behind her. I had an arm around her, cupping one of her tits and I could feel my cock, rock hard, sticking between her legs, her fingers gently stroking my head.
"Are you awake?" She whispered.
"Uh huh."
"I want you to fuck me, but you have to promise to pullout before you come, okay?"
"Sure." I answered eagerly.
She lifted her leg up in the air, spreading her pussy lips as she pressed my head against them. I felt the heat of her pussy on my head as she rolled herself slightly, pulling herself along my cock until I felt my head press into the entrance to her tunnel. She rolled back, pressing her bare ass against my thighs, my cock sliding easily and deeply into her pussy. She lowered her leg and then reached a hand for mine, sliding it from her tit, down her body to her pussy. "Play with me while you fuck me. I want to come around you before you come, okay?"
"Sure." I whispered back, starting to stroke my hips slowly while I worked my fingers between her lips. "How's this?"
"Perfect." She whispered back, starting to rock her hips in time with mine. Back and forth we went, driving my long shaft in and out of her only a few inches, but the sensation was incredible, as was the feeling of her pussy on my fingers. She moaned softly and whispered to me. "God you feel good in me. I wish we could do this forever. I wouldn't mind waking up this way every morning."
"Me too." I agreed breathlessly as my orgasm built with each passing moment. "I don't know how long I can hold back."
"I'm almost there. Just another few moments'" she murmured back. "Can you feel my legs? When they tremble like this it means I'm about to.....Ohhhh shit yes!" she squeaked as her body jerked, her pussy clamping around me. Her motions faltered and her timing with my strokes was broken, but I still smiled, knowing that I had brought her off to a good climax. Her erratic motions on my cock also bought me a few more seconds, allowing me to enjoy her orgasm around my cock before I had to pull out of her. I pulled my hips back and then jammed them forward again, driving my cock between her thighs so that it stuck out in front of her. I continued to rock my hips, driving my shaft in and out of the juncture of her thighs, her wet pussy lubricating us as I fucked her body the last few strokes before my cock erupted, spraying shot after shot of cum out onto the bed in front of her.
"Ohhhhhh that was a strong one, wasn't it?" She whispered, reaching her hand down and gently playing with my cockhead while it leaked cum that ran down her thigh to the bed.
"Yeah it was."
"One of these days I want to feel that inside me." She whispered.
"Yeah, me too."
We lay quietly for a long time before she said anything else. "Jack."
"Yeah."
"Can I tell you a secret?"
"Sure."
"Will you promise not to freak out or anything, even if you think it's gross?"
"I promise."
"You know, my dad won't let me date boys, so you're actually the first boy that I've ever had sex with."
"Uh huh."
"But...well...I'm not exactly a virgin." She said, falling quiet for long seconds.
"I don't understand. How can you not be a virgin if I'm the first guy you've done it with?"
"My dad lets me spend the night at friends houses - girls houses." She said again going quiet.
"So?"
"Well, girls do things... Kind of like last night."
"Yeah so?"
She rolled herself over so she could face me, her eye searching my face for something in the dim light, but I didn't know what.
"Aimee has a lot of toys, and well, her mom has a lot more of them. One time we used this thing, it's like a dildo on a harness. Aimee put it on and she fucked me like a boy, then we switched and I put it on and fucked her that way."
"So?"
"Well....I liked it. A LOT!" she whispered. "Aimee and I have been playing like that whenever we can. Does that bother you?"
I thought about it a few moments and then shrugged. "Not really. I mean I can understand that you want to have sex but your dad kind of prevents that."
"Jack. My dad is only part of it. I don't WANT to date boys. Until now I've been just fine playing just with girls. Understand?"
"Ohhhhhh." I whispered. I get it. "So while this was fun and all, I'm really not what you want, right?"



"I didn't say that and I didn't mean that!" she said urgently. "I like what we did, and how it felt. I like you Jack, A LOT! You're actually the first boy that I've done anything at all with that made me feel good. Most guys just want to maul my tits. That's a real turn off. But you...well, you touch my body like you appreciate it, like it's important to you that I like what you're doing. I like that. I want more of it. But I also don't want to stop doing other things. Do you understand?"
"Not trying to be dense, but no, I don't."
"Jack, I'm asking that if we become an item, would it bother you if we included someone else?"
"Aimee?"
"Uh huh."
"And I'd be screwing both of you?"
"Sometimes." She said quietly. "I'm not sure how it'd work. If we get together at the same time, or what, but I'm sure we would sometimes."
"I guess I could live with that."
She smiled brightly. "And it doesn't freak you out? You know, you can't tell anyone though. It has to be our secret."
"I promise. I won't tell a soul." I whispered back before she leaned her face to mine and kissed me softly.
"We need a shower. Why don't you go start one and I'll be there as soon as I get something from Jill's room."
The two of us got out of bed and walked to the bathroom. I stopped and started the water running in the shower while Mary opened the door to Jill's room and walked into there.
Once the water was hot I climbed into the tub, turning the water up to the shower head, pulling the curtain closed behind me, except for a small gap for Mary. I didn't have to wait long. Mary pushed back the curtain and climbed into the shower with me, Aimee following behind.
Mary slipped past Aimee and sandwiched her between us, turning her to face me, her hands wrapping around Aimee's body, cupping and squeezing her round firm tits.
"So Aimee." Mary said quietly, just loud enough to be heard over the running water. "We both said that if the right guy came along that it'd be okay to have him with us, right?"
"Yeah." Aimee agreed.
"So. I think Jack is that guy. I love what he does to my body, and how it feels, and I really like him a lot."
"And you want to know if I like him too?"
"Uh huh."
"Well, he really does have a fantastic cock, and shit he made me come so hard. I'm willing to give it a try. He's not going to tell anyone though, right? You're not going to tell people that the three of us...well, do this, right?" She said, looking at me.
"I promise." I answered quietly.
"Good. Now, you want to fuck me again?" she asked bluntly.
"Like I'm going to say no?"
"Good." She said turning around in Mary's arms. "I always wanted to try this." She pushed Mary back against the far wall as she bent over at the waist, pushing her ass out at me. "Fuck me from behind Jack." She said as she lifted Mary's leg up and leaned her face down to her pussy.
Well, if this was what I was in for dating Mary, well, I might as well get used to it. I rubbed my head up and down her wet pussy, pressing toward her as I felt my head find the entrance to her tunnel.
"Oooooooooh" I groaned as I pushed a couple inches into her. I started stroking, pushing in and out only a few short inches, working my shaft deeper into her until my hips were slapping wetly against her bare ass.
Aimee rocked with each stroke I made into her, pushing her face against Mary's pussy and drawing moan after moan from her as she leaned back in the corner, one leg supported by the soap dish so her pussy was spread wide for Aimee's tongue.
"Oh god." I groaned as I felt myself inching toward climax. I could feel Aimee's pussy clenching around me as her own orgasm washed over her, her legs trembling and shaking, barely holding herself up, relying on my hands on her hips to steady her.
"OHHHHH FUCK HERE IT COMES! GOD I LOVE YOU AIMEE" Mary squealed over the sound of the shower, her whole body trembling and shaking against the wall. Both her hands were busy squeezing and pulling her nipples, each squeeze of the hard small appendages seeming to drive her climax even higher.
"Shit." I grunted as the sight in front of me and the sensations of Aimee climaxing on my cock sent me over the edge. My body bucked hard against her, slamming my thighs into her ass and driving my cock deep into her as it spurted the first gush of hot cum. Again and again my body jerked, spurting more into her until there was nothing left to give. Only then did I start to soften inside her.
Aimee stood up, reaching for Mary and pulling her to her. I watched as the two embraced, each kissing each other hungrily for long seconds before Aimee turned, breaking the kiss and turning toward me. She drew me toward her and pressed her lips to mine, her tongue trying to slide into my mouth. I let it come, her tongue swirling around mine as her hands reached back for Mary, pulling her toward us.
The three of us stood under the water for long minutes, trading kisses from one to another, the kisses, slowly easing in their urgency and hunger, to soft affectionate kisses. Eventually the kisses ended and the three of us spent the remaining few minutes of hot water washing each other, our hands playing with every available body part.
I finally turned the water off and slid the curtain open. We dried off and then headed into my bedroom, only to find Jill, Stephanie, Trina and Suzie gathered around my computer. As we walked in they stepped back, letting us see the image on the screen, a view down into the shower the three of us had so recently been playing and washing in. One of the girls had apparently set up my little camera either unnoticed during our little play time in the shower or sometime in the night. Either way we had an audience, complete with audio.
"Well, three love birds. Looks like your secret is out." Stephany said quietly, her arms folded under her breasts, making then stick out even more.
"Oh shit." Mary said quietly.
"Now, we don't plan on telling anyone, since we all know secrets about each other that none of us wants out, but one thing you should know. We plan on having our own fun with Jack, well, one at a time anyway." Trina said. "You can't keep him all to yourselves."
"Oh brother." I said, shaking my head and rubbing my short hair with my hand.
"What's the matter bro?" Jill asked, stepping up to me and sliding around behind me, her hand closing around my semi-hard cock. "You said you wanted to have sex, seems like you're going to get all you can handle for a while."
"I did say that didn't I?"
"You did." She whispered in my ear, giving my earlobe a little kiss. "And I plan on having my turn too, now that I know just how good you feel inside me and how accessible you are."
Yeah, I became real popular, and not just with these six. I had Mary and Aimee whenever we could be together, most of the time the three of us, but also individually. Mary came over once a week for help with calculus and I made sure that we had time for at least one quick go around. I didn't love using the condoms, but it let us have sex without worrying about unwanted difficulties. Aimee was a bit easier to arrange. I stopped by her house on occasion and we played. By far the most fun we had though was our three way dates. Mary's father wouldn't allow her to date, but he would allow her to go out with Aimee and her boyfriend, me. It wasn't any hardship to look like a couple with Aimee in front of Mary's dad. Aimee and I very much enjoyed the little kisses and cuddles. Mary understood that in front of her parents she had to keep an arm's length, but once out of sight she got her fair share of those kisses and cuddles. I wasn't surprised that over time I had developed a lot of feelings for both Mary and Aimee. Not that I didn't still go out on a lot of dates. In fact, Mary and Aimee insisted that I do so, just to protect our "special" relationship.
In just a few months the three of us would be moving to college, and sharing an apartment. While it had 3 bedrooms, an arrangement required by Mary's father, we had plans only to use one, the one with the big king sized bed that filled most of the room. I was looking forward to starting college even more than I had before that birthday party night.
The End!
At least for now...
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I don't know how I could be tired after being asleep for over ten weeks, but that was exactly what happened. After being moved from the long term intensive care unit to a private room I had fallen back asleep. My sense of time seemed to be totally destroyed, not that I had a particularly good one to start with.
"Well, Hello. Scott, is it?" A young, maybe twenty two or three year old nurse said as she walked in, wearing a pair of bright colored scrubs. "I hear this is your first day with us on the ward." She continued as she pushed her cart to the side of my bed and then stepped back to the door to push it closed. "My name is Amy, and I'll be giving you a bath today."
"A bath? Can't you just help me to the shower?"
"Fraid not, not with the cast on your leg. Now, nothing to be embarrassed about, we'll just get you all washed up in no time!" she said cheerfully as she rolled the covers down the bed so I was laying on the bed in just my hospital gown. "How about you roll to your right a little and we'll get this untied."
"I suppose." I sighed as I rolled myself, the effort taking more than I would have expected. I held onto the railing as she untied my gown with her gloved hands, rolling back only after she had indicated she was done. She gently pulled the gown down off my arms, leaving it on my lap and covering my cock, which was getting a bit hard looking at the cute young brunette.
She talked up a storm, the whole time, gently washing my body, working along my chest and arms first and then moving to my feet and working up my legs, finally pulling the gown completely away, revealing the hardon I had sprouted from her touch.
"Sorry." I said quietly, feeling a bit embarrassed.
"Oh not to worry. Happens all the time."
"I can imagine. Good looking young lady like you? Yeah, I imagine you've seen a lot of big ones."
"Not too many much bigger than this." She answered with a grin, her fingers wrapped part way around it, lifting it gently as she washed around it.
I felt a weird feeling suddenly flowing over me, making me start to sweat, almost as if I was going to be air sick. I closed my eyes and let my head lean back against the inclined back of the bed.
"Nearly done. Just have to do..."
I could see her sitting on a picnic table in the woods, the wind rustling through the green leaves hanging on the trees, a pair of massive weeping willow trees, one on either side of the table, creating a shield from the rest of the world with their low hanging branches, the table sitting in the green seclusion. It was the little nurse, no doubt, sitting on the table, looking around apprehensively, wearing a pair of running shoes, a light yellow tank top and a pair of satiny running shorts. She paused, almost as if she were deliberately thinking about something and then quickly reached to the top of her shorts. She tugged the material of her shirt up out of the waistband and skimmed it off over her head, revealing a pair of cute C cup breasts, her fat pink nipples and half dollar sized pink areola hardening in the breeze until they were coned out almost half an inch from the front of her creamy white breasts.
She slid off the table and pushed the shorts down, skimming them, and the tiny white thong hiding beneath them, down her legs, working them over her running shoes until they were free. She carefully folded the shorts and set the white thong panty on the table. She picked up the shirt, carefully folded it and then climbed back onto the table wearing nothing but the running shoes and a pair of tiny white socks. She picked up a bottle of Johnson's baby oil and squirted some on her hand before putting the bottle down. She pressed her hands together, spreading the oil on them before moving them to her breasts, slowly spreading the oil in circles, her hands cupping and rubbing her breasts, each slightly larger than her petite hand could contain.
She worked her hands in ever larger circles, oiling her torso before she lay back on the table. She picked up the bottle and drizzled oil from it across her stomach, her completely shaved mound and then down one thigh and up the other. She set the bottle aside and began to rub her body, her hand sliding across her soft skin, her whole body tanned a pleasant light brown except for a triangle of white covering most of each breast and her shaved mound and pussy. Her hand slid up her thighs, teasing the oil between her legs and her fingers stroking her pussy ever so slightly.
She worked her hands, one rubbing the oil on her stomach and chest, cupping and squeezing each breast before sliding down to her mound and back again, and her other hand locked now between her legs, her finger stroking softly up and down her fat outer pussy lips.
"Mmmmmmmm" She moaned softly, barely audible over the rustling leaves of the tree as her finger slipped between her wet pussy lips. She spread her legs wide, hooking her feet over the sides of the table nearly to her knees, her pussy completely exposed in the direction of one of the massive willow trees. Her finger slid up and down between her lips, teasing them and diving between them until she finally pushed her middle finger deep into her pussy, bringing yet another moan from her lips. "Oh Jeremy. Fuck me. Lick my pussy and stuff your fat cock into me." She moaned as she lay on the table, a young man suddenly materializing in the clearing at the foot of the table. He stood completely naked at the end of the table, his dick hard and pointing toward her pussy as she lay there.
"You look so hot and sexy sis, all oiled up and playing with yourself. Maybe I should just put my cock where your fingers are."
"Oh god yes Jeremy. Fuck me, please!"
He reached for her legs, lifting them from the side of the table and holding them in the air as he reached down and grasped her thighs. Her oiled body slid easily toward him on the table, her ass and pussy now hanging off the edge of the table. He reached down, grasping his hardon and rubbed it briefly between her oiled lips before jamming it quickly deep into her pussy.
"God yes Jeremy. That's it. Fuck me. Fuck me right here in the middle of the campground. Fuck my tight little pussy like you do your girl friend. Make my body come like you do to her.
"Alright sis. If that's what you want." He said as he started sliding his cock in and out of her. His fat shaft drove into her over and over again, his cock glistening in the broken sunshine as he drew back, her juices coating his thick veined cock as he pulled out almost until he fell out and then shoved it quickly back into her, drawing a new gasp with each stroke.
"That's it Jeremy. Fuck me. Fuck my hot little pussy. Make me come on your long hard cock!" She cried loudly as she lay on the table, one hand grasping the side of the table while the other moved from breast to breast, squeezing her soft tit and puffy nipples between her palm and fingers.
"OH god sis. You're so fucking tight! You feel great around my cock. So much tighter and hotter than Diane. Ohhhh fuck yes it feels good to fuck you baby sister." He groaned loudly as he plunged his cock into her over and over, each of his long strokes ending abruptly as his thighs slapped against her bare ass with a loud SMACK. "Oh fuck sis. You are so damn sexy like this!" He growled as she began to climax.
Her whole body trembled and shuddered, her hand squeezing one tit hard as her pussy convulsed around the cock plunging into it. "Oh fuck Jeremy! Here I COME!" she squealed loudly as she arched her back and allowed the orgasm to flow over her, sending little jolts of electricity bounding up and down the length of her body, little twitches and shudders giving testament to the power of the orgasm she was feeling. A gush of her cum squirted out around his cock, spraying him from the waist down. Over and over again her body convulsed around him, squirting more and more of her girl cum out, leaving his cock and balls dripping with her juices.
"God sis that was so fucking hot. Are you ready for my cum now? Do you want me to fill your hot little cunt with my cream?"
"Fuck yes. Give it to me Jeremy! Fill my hot little pussy with your cum!" she screamed up to the trees.
He continued to stroke into her, pumping his long shaft into her pussy as she felt it getting larger inside her, his bulbous head stretching her tight pussy even wider, teasing her fading orgasm back up the slope toward another climax. "Here it comes sis." He grunted loudly as his body trembled, his cock swelling a little more inside her as it began to spew its load into her. She felt it flow into her, each strong surge making her pussy expand slightly as his cum flowed around his head and surged into every possible gap.
"FUCK YES!" She screamed again as her orgasm peaked a second time, little tingles flowing from her pussy to her tits with each surge of cum. "God yes Jeremy! Fuck me fuck me fuck me!" She cried over and over as her climax seemed to go on forever, her pussy spasming around his shaft.
Finally, gasping for breath she lay there, his hands slowly sliding around her oiled body, reaching all the way to her tits as he massaged her, his cock slowly softening inside her tight little tunnel. "That was fantastic sis. Better that Diane by a long shot." He said before his image faded away, leaving her naked on the table, his cum dripping from her pussy to the grass below.
".... Oh excuse me. A little head rush there for a second." Amy said, shaking her head as if to clear something away that she hadn't expected. The whole scene played out in my mind as if it had taken, what, fifteen or more minutes, and that's how it felt to me, but her reaction seemed to barely be a break in her own sentence. My cock, which was already fairly hard seemed to have grown even fatter and longer in those few brief moments.
I very suddenly wanted her to stroke my cock. Just wrap her hand around it and stroke it in long slow strokes. I closed my eyes again, trying to push the inappropriate image of her standing next to me, her hands wrapped around my shaft, sliding up and down as she pointed it in the air. Damn I wanted that. I wanted her to pull her top up and show me those tits that she had played with in the image I had, her nipples all pushed out and puffy.
"You gotta promise not to rat on me." She whispered as she wrapped both hands around my cock, "But it looks to me like you could stand a little stimulation."
"Uh huh." I said, staring as she started stroking my cock, her hands aiming it straight into the air as she worked both hands up and down my shaft.
She paused her strokes for a moment and then, looking over her shoulder at the door, chewed on her lower lip for a moment before releasing my cock. She quickly pulled the top of her scrubs up and off, leaving her in a small white lacy bra. She pulled her rubber gloves off and reached behind her back, unsnapping the bra and shaking her shoulders to pull it off. "Maybe this will help." She whispered as she reached back to my cock and began stroking it again. "You can touch em, if you want." She whispered, moving closer to the side of the bed.
I reached a hand up from the bed and gently cupped one breast, letting my thumb slide back and forth across the fat nipple, which seemed to grow larger by the second. I stroked back and forth across the practically cone shaped nipple, which encompassed her whole areola.
"You like em?" She asked quietly. "My boy friend thinks that my nipples are funny the way they puff out."
"Yeah, I like em a lot, and no, they're not funny. They're actually pretty sexy."
"I'm glad," she said quietly as she stroked my cock its full length. "Would you like to cum on em? My boyfriend does. He likes to fuck me until he's almost ready to climax and then he pulls out and shoots his cum all over my tits and stomach."
"Actually that would be pretty sexy." I answered as her already big grin got even wider.
"Damn, this is a nice cock. I don't think I could get it all the way in me though. Way too big."
"I bet you'd be surprised." I answered as my hips started pushing up in time with the strokes of her hands.
"I can tell you're getting ready to come. Go ahead, come for me. Squirt your hot jizz all over my cute little tits. Just think about what it would be like in my pussy, all wet and tight, sliding up and down your shaft. Mmmmmm yeah. I can tell, almost there."
"Uh huh." I grunted as she rubbed her thumb back and forth on the underside of my head, right across that really sensitive spot.
"God I can't believe how wet I'm getting. I can practically feel my pussy dripping." She said, closing her eyes for a moment as she wiggled her legs, rubbing her pussy.
"Want me to rub it?" I asked quietly.
"We really shouldn't be doing this." She said as she moved her body closer to me, "But if you want to, you can."
I let go of her tit and pulled the string on her scrubs, the drawstring loosening and allowing the bright colored material to slide down over her butt and pool on the ground around her ankles. She had on a pair of white bikini panties, which I pushed down as best I could with one hand. I pushed my hand down between her thighs, her feet stepping apart as far as they could in the pants, her hands continuing to stroke my hard cock.
"Ohhhh that feels so nice." She cooed as I started stroking my finger along her lips. She turned her body to give me better access, allowing me to slide a finger between her lips. "Oh yeah. Your finger feels nice."
"Your hands feel pretty nice too." I grunted as I let my finger slide across her exposed clit, causing her to draw a quick breath.
"Ohhh damn, didn't expect that. Fuck I feel like I'm almost ready to come."
"Uh huh. Me too." I groaned back, feeling my orgasm start to push a load up my shaft. My body jerked, pumping a huge gush of cum into the air, the white goo flying at least as high as her head before gravity made it tumble back to my lap. She aimed my cock at her tits and continued to stroke me as my body convulsed multiple times, pumping shot after shot of cum onto her tits until it was dripping and running down the front of her body.
"Nice." She cooed as she released my now softening cock. "Looks like we both need a cleanup."
"Not before I finish you off." I said quietly, my finger diving deeper between her tits.
"That might not take too long if you keep that up." She moaned softly, trying to spread her legs farther apart and finally stepping her feet out of the legs of her scrubs. She lifted one leg and rested her knee on the bed, the position spreading her pussy wide for me, even if the panties, which tried to slide back up toward her pussy restricted my access somewhat. "Ohhhh much better." She moaned. I pushed my finger up into her tunnel, my palm pressing against her hard, exposed clit. "oh god. Here it comes!" she squeaked as she leaned toward me and shuddered, my hand quickly getting coated with her juices. "Ohhhhh god yes." She moaned softly as she leaned toward me, her cum covered chest inches from mine as she jerked and twitched.
"Mmmmmmm thank you." She whispered after almost a full minute of her panting, softly moaning orgasm. "I think we both need a bit more cleanup now." She said as she stepped back, fixing her panties. She bent over and worked her scrub pants back on, pulling them up as she stood there, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "I'm really sorry. That wasn't very professional, was it?"
"I think it was just fine." I answered, causing her to stop for a moment and smile at me.
She used the warm wash cloth to quickly rinse off her tits and then pulled her bra back on, followed by her top. "There! All back together."
"Looked a lot sexier without the scrubs." I said quietly as she went back to washing my cock with the warm washcloth.
"Yeah, but I can't walk around like that all day, now can I?"
"No, but you could wear sexier underwear under them."
"Sexier? Like how?"
"Prettier bra's and skimpier panties."
"Hmmm, might have to try that." She said as she finished cleaning me off. She picked a new gown off her cart and helped me into it before putting away her stuff and getting ready to leave. "I hope you didn't mind what I did. I mean it wasn't very professional, but...well... it seemed like we both really needed it for some reason. I hope you're not upset."
"Not hardly." I answered with a grin. "I appreciated the thought, and the view."
"I'm glad." She said as she reached for the door. "See you later."
"I hope so."
The rest of the morning was pretty boring, filled with nurses coming every hour or so to check my vitals and a very....tasty?... lunch. Well, it was solid food anyway, something my stomach apparently had forgotten about, since the extremely small portion of food seemed to really fill me up. The quiet time did give me plenty of time to think.
What was it about that image of her on the table? Where did it come from? It was clearly her, and her brother? Was it a memory or a fantasy or a desire or a plan? I really had no idea. It was the third time I'd had a hugely sensual and sexual image flash into my head. I had a number of nurses, both male and female come in and take vitals and such, but only the doctor, the one nurse and now this sweet thing with the bath seemed to affect me. Why? What was i missing? I was an engineer, I'm used to looking at data and evidence and figuring out the problem, so what was it here? What was the common thread?
I wasn't at all sure I could figure it out until I understood where the images came from. Were they fantasies or memories? Why was I even seeing them? It seemed like even though my mind processed them in real time, taking long minutes for the scenes to play out, the actual time was only a few seconds at most. Or at least that's how it felt. And why only some people? So far only women. Kind of sexy women thankfully. I'm not at all sure how I'd react if that happened with a male nurse.
And that's another thing. Why did that young lady do what she did? Yeah I was thinking it, but I was pretty sure I didn't say anything. Did I just look like I wanted to be jacked off? Well, I'm sure I did, but then her top. She took that off. I wouldn't have expected that. No there were just too many missing pieces. One thing was for sure, I was enjoying remembering the scenes that were left in my mind. I could clearly remember each move that the lady in purple used on that pole, and Amy, the shape of her tits and how her fingers teased the oil across her body. It was every bit as real as if I had been laying there feeling her hands rub her body. The sensations were almost as if I was watching, but also feeling what she was doing. It was seriously weird.
Somewhere in my time thinking I fell asleep, only to be woken by an orderly with a wheelchair. "Mister Rogers. Time for physical therapy ." The burly orderly said, gently shaking my shoulder.
"Huh?"
"Physical therapy time. Doctors orders."
"Um, yeah, okay." I said as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. He helped me from the bed into the wheel chair and then covered my legs with a blanket before wheeling me from the room. We took a nice ride down the elevator to a room in the basement level of the hospital, where he wheeled me through a set of double doors into a large room marked "Physical Therapy." There were a number of people working on different machines with a couple different therapists helping or directing them.
"I have Mister Rogers here for a two o-clock." The orderly said loudly to the room.
"I'll take him." A woman said, coming out of a doorway about half way down the length of the large room. She was trim and clearly muscular under the snug fitting sweat suit she had on. Her face had a pleasant smile and her blond hair, while short was curled so that it framed her face and gray/blue eyes. "I'm Bonnie. I'll be doing your therapy." She said as the orderly retreated and she held her hand out for me to shake.



I took her hand and almost immediately felt my face begin to sweat, my stomach churning as if about to hurl.
Bonnie stepped behind a young woman standing at one of the machines. Bonnie slipped her arms around the other woman's waist, her hands reaching for the zipper on the front of the other woman's white sweat suit. She slowly pulled the zipper down the front and then reached up and gently to pull the material of the seat suit jacket off her shoulders. The woman standing at the machine let go of the padded grips she had been holding and dropped her arms, letting the material slide down her arms as Bonnie tugged it off her hands.
The woman at the machine turned around once her jacket was off, her snug tank top molding tightly to her full round chest, her hard nipples poking out the spandex material. She licked her dark red lips, her green eyes lustfully looking back at Bonnie from the frame of shoulder length brown hair that cascaded over part of her face. Her hands reached out for Bonnies jacket and pulled the zipper down, one little click at a time until it was finally at the bottom, Bonnie breathing hard already, her chest rising and falling under the now spreading jacket.
Bonnie allowed the other woman to slide the jacket off, tossing it aside once it was free of Bonnie's hands. The other woman reached down to the bottom of Bonnie's shirt and tugged it slowly up, pulling the spandex up, and up, and up, until Bonnie's thirty year old C cup breasts popped from their constraints, sagging slightly so that her nipples, each one rock hard and centered in large pink areola that covered nearly a third of each breast, pointed up at an angle, aiming at the other woman's chest.
Breathlessly, Bonnie returned the favor, slowly pulling the shirt up and off the other woman, her easily double D tits bouncing heavily as they dropped from the confines of the shirt that had pulled them upward as it was pulled up her chest.
Bonnie tossed the shirt aside as the young woman knelt in front of her, her hands reaching to Bonnie's sweat pants and gently pulling them down, working them inch by inch over her full round butt before sliding them down. She quickly untied Bonnie's shoes and tugged each one off, followed by the pants, leaving Bonnie completely naked. The other woman stood up, and Bonnie reached for her waistband. With Bonnie holding her pants, the other woman reached up and grasped the bars of the machine and pulled herself up, allowing Bonnie to slide her pants down over her smooth tight ass and then down her muscular legs as she pulled her knees up toward her huge tits. Bonnie pulled the pants down, slipped off the shoes and then pants of the other woman, leaving her hanging there completely naked.
The other woman spread her legs and lifted herself, closing her legs around Bonnie's head, her face inches from the other woman's pussy.
"Ohhhhh yeah. That's it baby. Lick my pussy." The woman moaned, hanging from the bar as Bonnie obviously began licking her pussy hungrily. With a portion of her weight on Bonnie's shoulders, the other woman leaned herself back, almost horizontal as Bonnie licked and sucked her pussy, Bonnies hands holding and playing with the other woman's tight ass. The two seemed frozen in that position for long minutes until the other woman suddenly stiffened, letting out a long deep moan, her body obviously climaxing on Bonnie's tongue.
"Ohhhh yeah that was nice. Your turn now baby." The other woman said after she spread her legs and dropped to the ground in front of Bonnie. She took Bonnie by the hand and led her over to a weight machine, pushing her gently down to the bench and continuing to push her back until she was lying on the bench. She straddled the bench, and Bonnie's body, leaning her face down and gently, sensuously pressing her lips to Bonnie's cum covered face. The two shared a long sensual embrace that had my cock rock hard as I watched.
The embrace lasted...oh, I have no idea how long, each of them playing with the other's breasts, their lips and tongue sucking and playing with each others. Finally the other woman moved down Bonnie's body, kissing her way farther and farther until her face was at Bonnie's blond pussy curls. She used her fingers to spread Bonnie's pussy lips as she bent over, her ass and sopping wet pussy pushing out at me. I wanted to walk over and stuff my cock into that pussy, but I seemed to be frozen in place, not able to move or really even feel myself.
Bonnie squirmed and wiggled on the bench, gasping and moaning over and over as the other woman licked and sucked Bonnie's pussy. Up and down she went, driving her tongue and then a finger into Bonnie's pussy. She added a second finger and began plunging the two of them into Bonnies pussy while she licked and flicked her hard clit.
"Oh yeah. That's it Tracy. Oh god yes. Fuck me! Ohhhhh fuck me with your fingers. God damn yes!" Bonnie screamed as she began to climax. Her body shook and jerked as the other woman relentlessly attacked her pussy with her fingers and tongue, driving Bonnie crazy on the weight bench.
The handshake lasted only a few seconds, even though the scene my mind said I had just witnessed had to have taken at least a half an hour. Bonnie looked down at me, her eyes almost glazed over for a second before she shook her head and withdrew her hand from mine.
"So you've been in a coma for ten weeks they tell me. We need to start building muscle back, but since you still have the cast on your leg for another week, we're limited on what we can do. I'd like to get you into water therapy as soon as the cast is off, but until then we're going to have to work what we can, mostly upper body."
"Sounds good. I'm amazed at how easily I tire compared to what I used to do."
"That will get better with time. Now, we're going to take you over to one of the small rooms and do some small weight work today. They tell me you don't have any clothes to wear, something about cutting off your jeans in the ER. So, today we're stuck with the silly hospital gowns. If you can, maybe have a family member bring you some clothes?"
"Well, to be honest, I'll have to ask. My kids haven't made it yet. I talked to them on the phone earlier today and they're supposed to be coming by tonight."
"Well I hope that all goes well." She said as she stepped behind me and wheeled me across the gym like room to the door she had come out of. The back wall was all mirrors and one side wall had a wide variety of weights and balls and such racked up on it. She closed the door behind us and then pulled a bench over from the back of the room, setting it in front of the mirror. She then rolled the chair over to the low padded bench. "So can you move yourself or do you need help?"
"Well, I feel like I can, but I just don't know."
"Not a problem. I'll just steady you as you move then." She said, stepping beside the chair. She reached out and steadied me as I stood, swaying slightly as if felt a sudden wave of heat run through my body from her touch. I sat down heavily on the bench and then she rolled the chair back away. "Now just turn around this way." She said, shaking her head slightly while reaching for my leg cast. She helped me turn until I was facing the mirrored wall, my leg sticking out and resting on a sloped platform in front of me while my good right leg hung over the side with my foot on the floor. As I turned the damn hospital gown pulled around my body, exposing my inexplicably hard cock, jutting up at an angle and bouncing slightly with my heartbeat.
"Well, we'll just fix your gown here." She said, her face flushed a light pink color as she reached to help me pull my gown back in place. We struggled with the gown briefly, the material trapped where I sat on it. I finally lifted myself with one hand on the bench and the other in hers so she could pull it from under me, draping it across my hardon, which felt like it swelled even harder at the touch of her hand in mine. Part of me wanted to reach up and just tug that zipper down and look at the full round tits that I knew had to be hidden there.
With my gown now covering my rock hard cock, she stood back up and unzipped her sweat suit jacket and pulled it off, tossing it aside. Her tits, indeed full and round, pushed the spandex tank top out like two small mountains, her nipples rock hard and poking the material out. It only took a few seconds for me to realize that she didn't have a bra on at all.
She walked over to the weight rack and came back the few steps with a pair of small blue hand weights. "So, let's start with some very simple curls." She said, reaching out and handing me a weight. She knelt down next to me and positioned her body so that she was facing the mirror like I was. "Now what you want to do is just like this. Right arm first." She told me as she demonstrated the motion she wanted me to make.
I used the weight in my right hand and slowly pulled the weight up like she had. The first few reps were easy, but I quickly realized how much muscle tone I had lost, my upper arm quickly tiring and burning at the exertion. "It's hard." I said as I tried to follow her motions.
"Here, let me help." She said, reaching out and supporting my elbow. "Three more yet." She coaxed, a warm feeling spreading out through my whole body from her touch.
"yeah." I said almost breathlessly as I slowly lifted and lowered the weight three more times.
"Good. Now the other side." She said, letting go of my elbow and taking the weight from me. She stepped around to the other side and handed me the weight. "Go ahead and start." She said as she stood up and started pushing the sweat suit bottoms over her butt and down her legs. I sat and stared at the tiny workout shorts she had on, the nylon material loose around her legs yet snug over her round ass cheeks. "What? It's warm in here." She said almost defensively.
"I didn't say a word." I answered, looking back to the mirror, which gave me a fantastic view of her ass as she bent over to fold the pants and lay them on the floor behind me.
"Are you checking out my ass?" she asked, with fake sternness, as she looked back at me in the mirror after turning back after folding her sweat suit pants.
"Maybe a little," I admitted as I sat and looked at her trim body, her breasts pushing out the spandex top nicely and her rock hard nipples poking it even farther, almost invitingly. The small white shorts she had on showed a faint outline of a pair of small white panties, hidden underneath.
"Well, let's get back to work." She said as she knelt down next to me, reaching her hand out for my arm and gently coaxing me to move it like I had the other.
It seemed like the more reps I did with the weight, the hotter I got, heat radiating from her touch, down my arm and flowing across my body. My cock was rock hard under the hospital gown and the longer I sat and worked with her the more I wanted to just reach over and pull her shirt up and cup and suck those fantastic looking tits.
"Good." She said huskily after I had finished the three sets of ten reps with the small weight. "Now we can do your leg."
She took the weight and put it away, coming back with a lead weighted angle strap. She stepped in front of me and bent over, reaching for my leg and pulling it around the side of the bench so it was pointing toward her. She trapped it between her legs, bending at the waist to strap the ankle weight on it. I looked past her into the mirror and saw that her crotch was dark with wetness, her pussy almost practically visible as the material molded to her full round lips, a deep cleft between them where the seam of the shorts pulled her panties tight between the lips.
"Alright. Now, let's try a few reps with this." She coaxed as she knelt down next to my leg. I leaned back on the bench, and started working my leg up and down, grunting slightly with the effort of trying to straighten my leg with the additional weight on it.
"That's it. Up and down." She cooed as she reached for my thigh and gently ran her hand up and down along it in time with my leg lifting. "Just keep going. In and out." She said breathlessly as her hand slid back and forth along my leg, her hand starting to stroke higher up my body until her finger tips were brushing my cock. I had the mental image of her sitting on me, riding up and down my shaft as I worked my leg, visualizing her nude in the mirror, slowly riding my cock up and down until the two of us climaxed together.
She stopped my leg and removed the weight without a word, her face and neck flushed pink. She walked to the rack, put the weight up and then turned to face me. She pulled the shirt up and off, exposing her very sexy tits, her nipples rock hard and her round pink areola puckered and slightly engorged by her arousal. She skimmed her shorts and panties off, carefully stepping her feet through the holes, leaving her in just the little white workout shoes and socks.
"One more exercise." She said, as she stepped across the bench, straddling my waist, facing the mirror. She bent herself over and pushed the hospital gown up over my rock hard cock, exposing it and grasping it in her hand. She aimed it straight up and rubbed the head between her round pussy lips, spreading them apart with my head as she slowly lowered herself farther down toward my cock. I could feel my cock nestle into the opening of her tunnel and then her hand leave me.
"Oh yes." She moaned softly as she let more weight down on me, my head spreading her tunnel and sliding into her, her ass sliding down until it was pressed against my bare hips. She bent over toward the mirror, using the bench and my right knee as a support and then began to rock her hips up and down, stroking her pussy up and down my cock. "ohhh yeah. God I can't believe how fucking horny I am! How badly I want your cock. God I want you to explode inside me, cum in me and fill me with your hot fuck juice!" She cooed huskily as she stroked herself up and down on me, my orgasm building with amazing speed.
"Shit. I'm gonna." I groaned as her own pussy seemed to be contracting around me, little mewing sounds coming from her as she pistoned up and down.
"Yeah, baby. Come for me. Oh shit I'm already coming. Hurry...God come in me. I want to feel your cum pumping into my hot pussy."
"OH SHIT!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked, spewing a huge gush of cum up into her. She felt the surge of hot juice in her pussy and gave out a cry of pleasure, her whole body trembling and jerking in time with my own spasms, each one adding more hot cum to the copious load I was leaving inside her.
"Ohhhhhh damn." I moaned softly as my body started to relax, Bonnie doing the same thing as she sat on me, panting.
"Damn. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have taken advantage of you like that." She said softly.
"I'm not complaining." I answered. "Besides, I like this kind of physical therapy."
"Yeah, me too." She answered with a giggle. "Are you sure that you don't feel like I was taking advantage? I mean this is not something I usually do with any of my patients. In fact, I don't think I've ever done this with a patient."
"Well, I'm glad it was me then." I answered her as she climbed off my cock and quickly stepped into her panties, pulling them up to catch the load that was leaking from her pussy.
She walked to the corner and pulled a towel from the rack and cleaned her legs off before coming over and gently cleaning my cock. "I really don't know what came over me, I'm not usually turned on by my patients, let alone have sex with one." She said almost despondently.
I reached out and lifted her chin so she was looking at me and leaned toward her, gently pressing my lips to hers. I kissed her softly, a kiss that seemed to grow in intensity with each passing second until her lips were sucking mine and her tongue was teasing into my mouth.
"Bonnie? You done in here? Your next appointment is waiting." A woman's voice asked as the door opened.
"Oh shit!" Bonnie squeaked, covering her bare chest with the towel. "Tracy!"
"What's going on in here?" the woman asked as she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. "Bonnie?"
"Um, nothing. It was just hot in here." Bonnie answered, quickly pulling her shirt and shorts on.
"So it would seem." The newcomer answered, her face clearly disapproving.
"You want to help him into his wheelchair?" Bonnie asked as she quickly worked her sweat pants on over her shoes.
"Uh, sure." The newcomer said hesitantly, stepping over to the wheelchair and rolling it toward me. She reached a hand out for mine and clasped mine in hers strongly.
The heat radiated almost immediately from my hand over my body as an image of the woman in front of me stood in the small room we were in , completely alone, swaying to some tune in her head. She slowly took off all her clothes, her big tits swaying free as she removed the heavy bra that constrained the mountains of soft flesh. Standing and swaying she began to tease and play with her tits, lifting and squeezing them gently, her thumbs rubbing back and forth across her rock hard nipples for long minutes before allowing her hands to slide down to her pants. She swayed back and forth, working the pants down over her firm round ass and sliding them down her legs. She easily stepped out of them, having only small white socks on her feet, and tossed them aside, leaving her nude but for her socks.
There was no doubt in my mind I had seen this nude body before, but where? Oh shit yeah! It was the woman that Bonnie was making out with! What the hell was happening?
She slid her hands between her legs and then sat down on the padded floor, one hand between her legs, the other holding her up so she could see herself in the mirror. She slowly stroked her fingers up and down between her legs, teasing her pussy wetter by the second. The door opened and a young handsome man, a little older than herself, stepped into the room and closed the door. He stepped around to stand between her legs, untying the drab green scrubs. He let them fall to the floor, letting his long thin rigid cock stick out at her.
"We don't have much time. Fuck me baby." was all she said. He dropped to his knees as she let her hand slide back until she was lying below him. He rubbed his cock between her lips for a few moments and then drove himself quickly and deeply into her pussy. "That's it baby. Fuck me! Oh god John, fuck me hard!"
"You want it you little slut? You want my cum filling your dirty little cunt?"
"Yes, oh god yes! Fuck me and fill me with your cum. Fuck my dirty little cunt. Use me as your little fuck toy and spray your hot cum deep into my pussy! Ohhhh fuck I'm so close. God John, you're going to make me come!"
"Not yet baby. You know the rules. You gotta wait."
"Oh fuck I don't know if I can!" She moaned, his pistoning hips pounding his long thin cock into her, her big tits rolling around wildly on her chest as he drove into her time after time. "Ohhhhhhh fuck John. Here it comes!"
"Not yet you dirty little cunt. Don't you dare come before me!"
"Oh shit John. I can't help it. I'm trying, but your cock feels so good in me. God John, ohhhhh shit. Shit. Shit!" she cried as her whole body dissolved into shudders, a long low groan coming from her lips as he pushed his cock into her and groaned his own orgasmic bliss.
Unceremoniously he pulled his cock from her pussy, his dick dripping his cum as he crawled up her body, until his dripping cock was inches from her lips. "Clean me off you nasty little slut."
Without a word she reached her head up and engulfed his cock with her mouth, licking and sucking his cock until it was completely cleaned off. He stood up, stepped back into his scrubs and then walked to the door, looking back and then walking out, leaving the door standing wide open while she lay nude on the floor, his cum leaking from her pussy.



She got up and quickly dressed, looking around the room one more time before turning the light out and disappearing.
"Uh. Yeah." She mumbled as she again pulled on my arm, helping me swing on my good foot back into the chair. She helped me arrange my cast leg onto the chair's support sticking out the front before standing back up. She looked down at me, a curious look on her face before shaking her head slightly and stepping around behind me. "I'll wheel him out if you want to take your next appointment."
"Thanks' Tina. I really appreciate it." Bonnie answered, a bright smile on her face.
"So. Scott is it? How about we get you back to your room?"
"That'd be just fine. I never argue about a sexy nurse taking me to bed." I said jokingly.
"Uh, yeah. That wasn't exactly what I meant." She said, her voice almost nervous sounding.
"So, is something wrong?" I asked as we waited alone for the elevator.
"Um, well, just that I've never seen Bonnie do anything like that before."
"It was kind of spontaneous." I told her quietly. "I'm not complaining to anyone or anything."
"Well....That's good at least. She's a really good friend."
"You known her long?"
"We've been working together for almost two years."
"Don't be too hard on her. Besides, she really likes you."
"Oh? She said something?"
"Not exactly, but I can tell."
"Really? Clairvoyant?"
"Not exactly." I said to her, getting ready to stick my foot out there and see if what I knew was really what I knew. "Kind of like the way you like John."
"John? Did she say something about John?" Tina asked abruptly, clearly upset that I knew about this John fellow.
"No, she didn't say a word." I said. "But I did get the impression you like a guy named John. You two have a relationship going?"
"John, and me? Hell no. He's married. No, we don't have a relationship. He'd never cheat on his wife, no matter how bad....Shit." She said going quiet.
So that was it. It was her fantasy that I saw. Somehow I was seeing their fantasies in my mind. But why not everyone's, why only some. Amy had touched me all over before I finally "saw" that vision of her with what I assume was her brother, or someone playing the part. Why so then? Ohhhh wait. She had gloves on. I didn't see it until she was holding my cock! but Bonnie was just shaking my hand.
This was all very confusing. I began to wonder if I would always see the same image, or if it changed or, or, or....so many questions that my mind couldn't even wrap itself around all the way.
The elevator doors opened and Tina pushed me into the elevator and turned me around. She stepped past me to the panel and pressed the button for the fifth floor. The elevator started to move as I leaned out and gently slipped my hand into hers.
The warmth of her hand radiated down my arm and through my whole body, washing over me like a warm ocean wave on a cool day. My whole body seemed to be immersed in the warmth, floating without any sensations at all.
I saw Tina again, standing in an unmoving elevator, bent half way over, her scrub pants around her ankles as the John character stood behind her, pumping his hips to drive his long slender cock in and out of her pussy. His hands were pushed up under her top, grabbing and squeezing her tits under the scrubs as his hips slapped loudly against her firm round cheeks.
"That's it baby. Take my cock in your hot little cunt." John growled.
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck my hot pussy. God yes it feels so good going in and out of me. Fuck me hard. Make me cum around your hard cock."
"Beg me for it baby. Tell me how much you want me to make you cum and to put all my seed into you."
"Oh god yes. Please John. Please make me come on your sexy cock. Pound my dirty slutty little pussy until I come around you and then pump your hot cum into me. I want to feel you dripping out of me for hours. Feel your hot cum leaking down my legs. Oh fuck yeah. Here I come baby. Are you ready for my nasty little cunt to come around your sexy cock?"
"Shit yeah." John answered as he continued to pound into her, his hands moving under her scrub top as he squeezed and played with her tits. "OH fuck! Here it comes you dirty little slut. Here comes my hot Jizz for your pussy!"
His whole body bucked and jerked, jamming his cock into her pussy as he climaxed, his cock spurting shot after shot of cum into her. The heat from his hot cum flowed through her whole body, warming her from the inside as her own body began to climax, little tingles running from where he was squeezing her nipples to her over stimulated clit. Her body tremble and she moaned softly in pure pleasure.
"Oh fuck yes." She whispered softly as I slipped my hand from her.
I looked up and the elevator indicator said that we were at the first floor, the whole scene playing out in less time than it took the elevator to move one floor. Not only that, it was very different than what I had seen downstairs, so that means that I am somehow seeing their desire, even if it's not acted upon. But could it be more? Maybe she's having an affair and is remembering things he did, not things she was desiring. This was going to take some more thought.
She looked down at me, almost nervously, her face flushed pink and her breathing surprisingly ragged. Did she feel the same things? Did she experience the sensations that her character was feeling? Hmmmm this was getting even more interesting.
"Really hot in here, isn't it?" She said, reaching up to her brightly colored scrubs and flapping the front to try and make some air flow in and out.
"Hot flashes?"
"God I hope not!" she responded with a smile. "Not yet at least."
"Sooo, have you ever... you know.... Had sex in an elevator?"
"Huh? What kind of a question is that?" She snapped.
"Hey, easy. It was just a question. I used to be afraid of elevators. A friend told me to fantasize about having sex with one of the people in the elevator and then it wouldn't be scary anymore." I lied.
"Oh, sorry." She answered more softly. "No, I haven't."
"But you've thought about it, with the right person I mean, not me."
"Maybe with the right person." She admitted as the elevator slowed and the door opened. She wheeled me down the hall to my room and then reached out to help me get into bed.
Her touch wasn't long, only a few short seconds.
"Here let me help." She whispered, pulling the bottom of the hospital gown up, exposing my rock hard cock. She pushed the chair aside and stepped to the side of the bed, leaning over and closing her mouth around my cock. Her hand closed around the portion of my cock that didn't fit into her mouth, which was considerable, and she began sliding her lips and hand up and down my shaft.
"Ohhh yeah, that feels nice." I groaned softly.
She pulled her face from my cock after a few more seconds and looked deep into my eyes as she untied the bottoms of her scrubs. "If you liked that, wait till you feel this." She cooed, letting her bottoms drop to the floor. She stepped out of them and then skimmed her top off, leaving her body completely naked in front of me. She climbed onto the bed over me, and lowered her pussy to my cock, grinding it against my hardon and rubbing her lips along its length. She slid her body up and down the length of my shaft, her pussy rubbing my balls on the end of the stroke and her pussy completely engulfing my head with her lips at the top end of her stroke.
"That feel nice?" She asked breathlessly as she rocked her hips with each stroke, dragging her clit along my shaft, coaxing her orgasm closer by the moment.
I felt my cock slide up at the end of the stroke, my head now nestled even deeper into her. She pushed back and I felt my head spread her lips, her body expanding to surround my fat head. She moaned softly, the feeling of my head caressing her pussy sending soft little tingles up her body, her nipples hardening even more as she pushed back, feeling my head slide deeper into her until I was pressed against the end of her tunnel and her cervix. She rocked her hips some more, sliding on and off my cock, feeling my fat head caress her inner reaches, her whole body feeling warm and tingly all over as her climax grew.
She felt my hand reach down to her clit, rubbing it back and forth, sending the sensations of pleasure racing through her body as my cock expanded inside her, gushing a huge surge of hot wet cum deep into her. Her own climax peaked. She closed her eyes and saw stars as her body convulsed, little electric shocks racing from her nipples to her clit, where my fingers teased and squeezed both.
She shook her head, her hand unconsciously moving to her crotch, pressing her pussy through her scrubs. She could feel the wetness of her pussy through her panties and scrubs.
She helped me the rest of the way into bed and then covered me with the blankets, not uttering a single word.
"You okay?" I asked as she was about done.
"Yeah, fine." She murmured
"Hey, you okay?" I asked again, reaching out for her arm and stopping her from stepping away from the bed.
"Yeah. I just need to....I gotta. I mean.... Hell, feel like taking my clothes off and fucking you. It's embarrassing. My pussy is so wet, hell I feel like I came in my panties!" She hissed quietly. "I gotta go. Bye." She finally said scurrying out of the room.
Yeah, I knew what she felt, I felt like I was on the verge of climaxing too, but she hadn't even touched my cock. Damn, what was going on?
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I took a nap, sorely needed, and had a nice dinner of delicious, not, hospital food before my kids showed up. I still didn't understand what was going on with me, or how I managed to see these sex scenes in my head. I didn't understand if they were memories, fantasies, desires, what they were. It appeared, at least on the surface, that skin to skin contact seemed to initiate it, although that wasn't completely accurate, since I saw Doctor Shakari's desire to fuck that young man, even though she had latex gloves on. She was holding my cock though. But the first time, yeah that was bare skin. So maybe it was bare skin for the most part. The whole thing was quite perplexing, and I was beginning to have serious worries that maybe I was going crazy, or that maybe I really was still in a coma and this was some kind of weird kinky dream.
Either way, the thought that a hug from my kids might cause these images and emotions within me had me worried. I wondered if I would see the same thing from guys? That could be scary, or maybe even revolting.
Did I have any control on this? Could I influence the desires of these women, or was I limited to viewing? Could they be blocked out some way? No, there seemed to be some influence I was exerting on them. Clearly the last images I felt from Tina were of her fucking me. Did she want me? Was I a fantasy? Had her fantasy changed? Maybe it was really a desire and her mind was expressing a desire for me? It clearly wasn't a memory since we hadn't fucked before. I suppose it could be a desire. Maybe that was really it. Somehow I was sensing their desires, some very deep, some closer to the surface because of, what? Closeness? I'd intentionally touched Tina to see if I got the same image, and I hadn't. I got one that was based on her current place, where she was.
Much of her fantasy, if we call it that, was based around this John character. I wondered if he was real, or a made up character. Obviously Amy had a desire to have a sexual encounter with Tina. I couldn't really tell if there was a return attraction or not. John dominated her thoughts, at least until we got to my room. Maybe by her being turned on because of all the sexy thoughts she was drawn to me momentarily? Might be interesting to try and work that out a bit more. I wondered what Amy would be thinking when I did therapy tomorrow?
"Hey DAD!" My daughter called from the door, stretching her arms out toward me for a hug as she walked in. "God we're so glad you're alright! When the hospital called and said...."
She walked down the aisle between the shelves of food stuffs, past the empty checkout lanes to the front doors. Inserting a key and twisting she locked the door. She turned and walked back down the aisles, headed toward the back of the convenience store. She pushed through the swinging door marked "employees only" and headed to a breaker panel, quickly flipping off the switches one at a time until most of the store was dark. With a grin to herself she walked back out into the store, the only lights being those from the security lights near the front of the store and the lights from the line of floor to ceiling coolers keeping the soda, milk and other dairy products cold. She walked expectantly, looking down one aisle after another, looking for someone before she heard him behind her.
"Here I am."
She turned to see him. Tall, at least six foot, rugged looking, hard sculpted features, an unruly mop of almost black hair. He reached out to her, but instead of allowing her into his arms, he clasped her hands in his and drew her backward, past a number of aisles until they were invisible from the front of the store. With a grin he stepped up to her, reaching for the t-shirt she wore with the store's name emblazoned over her left breast. His hands tugged the shirt from her black slacks and pulled it up, tossing it over his shoulder. Still grinning he reached around her back, unclipping the bra and drawing it off her arms, exposing her C cup breasts, her hard nipples and her puckered pink areola. He knelt in front of her and unsnapped her pants, pulling them down over her ass and down her legs. He tugged her slip on black shoes off her feet and the pants as well, leaving her in nothing but a tiny purple thong.
"Oh yes." She moaned softly as his face moved toward her chest, his lips closing around her left nipple and sucking it deeply into his mouth. His hands found the string of the thong and worked it over her hips, pulling the material down her body until she could step out of it, leaving her completely naked, standing in the store aisle.
His hand only took moments to find her pussy, his fingers finding her wet lips between behind the dark curls of her pubic hair. He stroked between them over and over again as he kissed and sucked her nipples. He broke his embrace of her body suddenly, standing up and quickly moving to take his own clothes off. Her hands helped, their efforts to undress him urgent to them both. His clothes went flying every direction until he was as naked as she, his hard cock jutting out toward her. He stepped toward her, grabbing her under the ass and lifting her, her legs wrapping around his waist as he lifted her higher, his cock temporarily trapped between them. He lifted her higherstill, his cock finally freeing from its temporary imprisonment. She could feel his hard helmet press against her lips as he eased her downward, his fat head splitting her wet lips and pushing into her.
"Ohhh god yes. So fucking good." He groaned as he began to gently bounce her up and down in his arms, her tits bouncing in front of his face as he worked her farther and farther down his shaft.
"Oh fuck me. God yes fuck me." she moaned.
"I know just the place." He said, carrying her down the store aisle.
"Where are we going?" She squealed playfully.
"Where else?" He asked with a devilish grin.
"You wouldn't. Not there!" She squealed in protest, but made no effort to stop him.
"Damn straight. What would your husband say if he saw us fucking?" He said as he carried her to the front of the store. He set her on the black rolling belt of one of the checkouts, the two of them completely visible to anyone who might happen to drive by, the security lights illuminating them in front of the floor to ceiling windows.
"He'd fucking kill us both!" She laughed as she leaned back from him, using one hand around his neck and the other behind her to support herself as he started driving his cock in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes!" she cried loudly as he stroked deep into her.
Oh shit, I muttered to myself, shaking my head and intentionally thinking of fishing, water, the lake, my boat...anything to block the images that were suddenly flooding into my mind. It seemed to work, the image of her fucking on the conveyor at the store pushed aside for the moment.
"... you were in a coma. We were all so worried about you." She finished, giving her head a subtle shake to clear the images in her mind that the hug had obviously and untimely brought to the surface.
"Hey, sweetie. You okay?"
"Yeah, fine! It's you we've been worried about. They told us in the ER what happened, and that you were in a coma. They didn't know how long you would be in one, or if you would ever come out, so we just waited. We came to visit, but we don't think you knew."
"If I did, I don't remember." I said as her husband stepped around my daughter to shake my hand.
She stood in front of him in her wedding dress, the full flouncy skirt arrayed around her, her veil pulled back over her head. Her long blond hair was tied back and braided with small blue flowers.
"We have to hurry." She whispered as she pulled the skirt of her dress up, revealing a shaved smooth pussy. She walked to a chair in what looked like a hotel room and bent over, pushing her ass and bare pussy out at him. He stepped behind her and undid his pants, his tux pants falling around his ankles as he pushed down his boxers. He rubbed his long cock up and down her lips for a second before pushing forward, driving his long cock deep into her. His hands reached for her hips to hold her still on the chair as he started stroking into her. He pounded his cock into her pussy over and over again, driving it deep into her, his thighs slapping against her bare ass.
"That's it baby. Come in me! Fill me up with your cum!" She moaned as he stroked into her over and over again.
With a groan he drove himself deep into her and let loose, his cum flowing into her and filling her pussy until it dripped out of her onto the chair and the backs of her calves.
"Oh yeah baby. Such a good come for our last fuck." She cooed as he pulled his pants back up and stuffed his softening cock into them.
She reached to a table, pulled a pair of lacy white panties off of it and worked them over her white high heels and up her calves until she couldn't get them any farther. She stayed bent over and slipped off the chair, pulling the panties up and covering her sexy little pussy, capturing his cum inside her. She turned around to face him, leaned forward and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.
"You're still the best fuck I've ever had baby. Maybe someday we can pick it up where we left off."
"Maybe." He said as she turned and walked away in the white wedding dress.
It took me half a second to absorb what I had just seen/felt/experienced. She definitely wasn't his wife, my daughter. I didn't know who she was, if it was someone he knew and wanted to bone or someone he had. Either way, it looked like they were in for a rocky road.
"Hey dad. How you feeling?" My son said as he stepped into the room. He reached out and gasped my hand strongly, giving it a firm shake. "Nan will be up in a minute..."
"Robert! We need you to solve an argument." His wife Nan said as she stepped into the living room with her best friend Stephanie, both of them wearing tiny little bikinis.
"What's that?"
"Well, we were downstairs tanning, and we got into an argument about whose body is sexier, hers or mine."
"Yeah. My tits are so much bigger than Nan's," Steph said as she untied the strings of her bikini top and took it off, exposing her big double D tits, tanned bronze without a single tan line on them. Each one sagged down slightly turning her obviously hard pink nipples upward.
"Mine aren't that small." Nan shot back, taking her own top off and exposing her smaller, firmer C cup breasts, equally tanned. Her dark pink areola covered nearly a third of the front of her breast and her large fat nipples pushed out from the center of each, poking straight at his face as the two stood between him and the TV. "Besides my pussy is a lot sexier." Nan added, tugging the strings of her bikini bottom and pulling it off so her fat round pussy lips were exposed.
"That's not fair. You know he's going to pick you if you show all that." Steph said. "But two can play that game." She tugged the strings of her own bottom and tossed it aside, leaving her as nude as Nan was. Her pussy exposed a significantly larger amount of her soft feathery inner lips, which protruded down slightly from her full outer lips.
"Wow. How is a guy supposed to decide which of you two has a sexier body? If I say Nan, then you'll be mad Steph and say I'm just picking my wife because we're married, if I say Steph then I'm in trouble with my wife. How about I just say that you are both very beautiful and equally sexy?"
"I'm not at all sure that's going to do." The two of them said almost in unison as they bent over and pulled the coffee table away from the sofa. They each stepped around their side of the table and converged on him, Steph immediately reaching for his shirt and pulling it up out of the waistband of his pants while his wife started tugging his athletic shorts down. It only took moments for the two of them to have him completely naked. Nan quickly turned around, facing away from him, and bent over at the waist. Reaching between her legs she grabbed his cock and aimed it at her already sopping wet pussy and sank herself down on it.
Steph stepped up onto the sofa, and facing my son, stepped across him, lowering her pussy to his face. He reached for her ass and pulled her to him, quickly licking up between her pussy and across her clit. "Oh yeah. You're right, he does lick good." Steph moaned after several long slow licks. "But I still want to fuck that cock!"
"When I'm done." Nan moaned loudly, pistoning her ass up and down so her pussy stroked the full length of his shaft. "Your tongue is good, but there just isn't a substitute for a real cock stuffed in your pussy."
"Yeah, I know." Steph moaned as Rob eagerly licked up her pussy and flicked his tongue across her clit, two of his fingers buried deep into her pussy. "But if he keeps this up he's going to make me come."
"Isn't that the idea?" Nan moaned. "Oh fuck I'm gonna come... Oh shit... oh shit...OH SHIT!" she screamed as her whole body stiffened and began to tremble, her pussy contracting around his cock as her orgasm hit her hard.
After sitting on him for well over a minute she pulled herself off him and crawled across the floor to lay down on the deep pile carpet, her head pointed toward the huge three sided mirror in the corner of the room. "Steph. Come down here." Nan called.
Stephanie pulled herself from Rob's face and climbed off the sofa. She walked over to Nan and then dropped to all fours, her tits hanging down until they were practically touching Nan's rock hard nipples.
"Come on honey. Fuck her from behind. Give it to her really hard!" Nan called from where she was laying under Stephanie, her hands cupping both of Steph's tits.
Rob got off the sofa and crawled to where Nan was kneeling, wiggling her ass and pussy at him. He grabbed her hips and aimed his cock at her pussy, driving it into her tight tunnel with one swift stroke, bringing a cry of surprise and pleasure from Steph.
"That's it sweetie. Fuck her hard. She's been begging me to let her fuck you, so give it to her good!"
Rob started stroking into her pussy with abandon, his hips slapping into her bare ass with each stroke, making her tits swing and sway under her. Nan arched her back lifting her own tits up until Steph's tits were rubbing and brushing hers.
"That's it baby. Fuck her hard. Look in the mirror. Can you see her big tits swinging? Can you see what they're touching?" Nan cooed from below her friend.
Steph's big tits were swinging, rubbing and brushing Nan's nipples, one of Nan's hands pushed between her own legs as she fingered her pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck yes. God yes I'm going to come!" Steph squealed, throwing her head back and closing her eyes.
"That's it baby. Make her come hard on your fat dick!" Nan called from below.
"OH shit, I'm going to come baby!" Rob groaned, his eyes locked on the mirror and the view of both naked bodies rubbing against each other.
"Go ahead honey. Fill her hot little cunny with your cum. We'll just get you all hard again and make you squirt your hot cum all over our bodies!"
"Ahhhhgggg." Ron groaned loudly as his body jerked, driving his cock fully into Stephanie and pumping the first gush of his cum into her pussy.
"YES YESSSSS!" Stephanie screamed as her own body shuddered in orgasm, feeling his cock pumping shot after shot of hot cum into her pussy. She collapsed on top of Nan, her chest heaving and her sweaty tits rubbing around on Nan's as she fought for breath while Ron leaned forward, keeping his cock buried into her as the last little squirts of his cum were forced into her over-full pussy. His cum dripped from her pussy onto Nan's, where her hands rubbed the combined cum into her own pussy lips, her moans testifying to the orgasm her own fingers had brought about.
"She had to fuck...I mean go back to the car and get something out." He said, shaking his head. "Sorry. Don't know where that came from."
"No worries." I answered as he let go of my hand. That was....well...weird. I knew that Nan's friend Stephany came and visited regularly, but I had no idea that my son had the kind of thoughts he did. But if the images were accurate, and so far I had to assume they were, I'd be lusting after both their bodies if they wore those bikinis too!
"So how you feeling dad?" My son asked as he stepped away. "You've been out a long time!"
"Yeah, ten weeks or so I guess."
"You remember what happened?"
"Yeah, right up until I hit the side of that car. Dumb broad pulled out right in front of me, fricking yacking on her cell phone instead of paying attention to traffic." I said with a scowl.
"Well, at least you're alright." My daughter said, as she sat down on the corner of my bed and rubbed my good leg through the blanket.
We all chatted pleasantly until Nan came in about five minutes later, reaching across and wrapping her arms around my neck to give me a huge hug. "Hey dad! I'm so glad to see you're..."
Nan walked out of the workout room, where the tanning booth was located and into the basement bathroom where I was showering after helping Rob tile the basement floor. I was surprised to see her as she stepped into the bathroom, closing the door behind her and locking it with a soft click. I watched through the clear shower door as she stepped across the floor, one foot crossing the other, making her hips wiggle and her firm round breasts bounce ever so slightly.
She slid the door open and without a word, stepped into the shower stall with me, closing the door behind herself. She reached for the soap and took it from me, holding it out under the water for a moment and then slowly rubbing it around on my chest. Her hands roamed my body slowly, one hand with the soap, the other spreading the suds around as she touched everyplace on the front of me, her hands finally settling on my flaccid cock.
My hands moved to her breasts, cupping them softly and rubbing my thumbs back and forth across her nipples while she gently massaged my soft cock, its length growing slowly in her hand. As it hardened her motions changed from massaging to stroking, her soft delicate hands wrapping around it even though her fingers couldn't quite reach all the way around my fat prick. "So big." She whispered softly as she stroked both hands up and down its full length, one hand sliding over and cupping my head before sliding back down toward where it met my body. "Put it in me. I want to feel your fat cock in my pussy."
She didn't wait for a response, she just turned herself around, facing away from me, holding my cock with only one hand now as she used the other to brace herself against the wall of the shower. Slowly she pushed her ass out at me while at the same time tugging my cock to pull me toward her. She rubbed my head between her lips, the softness of her pussy caressing the sides of my head, the heat from my engorged cock flowing into her own pussy, warming her. "Move closer, please." She practically begged when she was bent almost all the way over, her ass pushed out at me almost as far toward me as she could reach without letting go of the wall.
I shuffled my feet forward slightly, her ass pulling away as I did until I was half way across the shower. When I stopped she pushed back again, slowly inching my head into her, my fat head slowly spreading the entrance to her tunnel, stretching it slowly as she pushed steadily against me. "Oh yessssss!" she cooed softly as my head slipped into her, her hot confines surrounding me, heat from her hot pussy radiating out through my body as the heat from my cock radiated through hers. She pushed steadily back, expanding her tight tunnel around my fat shaft until her ass was pressed against my hips. Slowly she began to rock herself forward, and back, sliding her pussy along my cock, her velvety walls caressing my shaft, while my mushroom head teased the nerve endings deep inside her, sending little waves of pleasure running up and down her body, from her pussy to her nipples.



She reached back for one of my hands, resting on her hip, and pulled it gently toward her, not stopping until she had my hand cupping her firm round breast, her hard nipple pressed into my palm.
"Oh yeah...perfect." She moaned softly as I started stroking into her in time with her strokes. In and out I went, feeling her tunnel caress me with each stroke, coaxing both of our orgasms ever closer to climax. "Oh yes. I can feel you stretching my little pussy, making me feel so full. God I can't wait for your cum to fill me."
"Soon." I grunted as I started pounding harder into her, each stroke making a loud wet slap as my hips slapped her sweet tight ass. Her tits wiggled and jiggled in my hands, as I squeezed and kneaded each of them, my cock repetitively stroking deep into her. I could feel her pussy start to contract around me as her orgasm inched ever closer to its pinnacle. Her body convulsed suddenly, her pussy clamping around my stroking shaft as I continued to slide in and out of her, my mushroom head caressing her velvety walls and teasing her already stimulated pussy. My shaft rubbed along her clit as she arched her back even farther, sending little jolts of pleasure through her whole body. Her sensitive nipples felt the strength of my hands squeezing them, causing her orgasm to climb even higher as she moaned loudly for me to fill her hot pussy.
"SHIT!" I grunted as my own orgasm peaked, my body spasming and jamming my cock deep into her before the first surge of my hot cum forced its way into her pussy, filling every little space around my shaft. Over and over she felt my cock spurt, each gush of hot juice accompanied by a slight swell of my head against her cervix that made her gasp in pleasure.
Finally, after what seemed like an hour, my cock finished gushing into her and began to soften inside her. She stood, bent over, feeling my cock slowly shrink in her as she gasped to catch her breath. She pulled off me and turned to face me, her arms reaching around my neck and pulling her body against mine, pressing her still rock hard nipples into my chest. She pressed her lips to mine and her tongue teased my lips apart. I felt her tongue tease into my mouth, poking and swirling around my tongue, trying to coax it into her own mouth. She sucked my tongue and then my lower lip before slowly releasing my mouth with hers, a soft moan coming from her lips.
"God that was good. I want you to fuck me again and again and again until my little pussy just can't take it anymore." She whispered. "I knew ever since I first saw your cock, that sexy little swim suit plastered against it, molded around it, that I had to have it. I wanted it deep in me, I wanted to feel it stroking in and out of my tight little pussy. I wanted to feel you cum deep in me and fill me with your hot cum. Ohhhh and it was so worth waiting for."
"... getting all hard....I mean better after such a hard accident.." She said shaking her head almost imperceptibly. "We were all so worried about you!"
"Thanks Nan, I appreciate it." I answered, realizing that my cock was indeed hard under the covers, glad that the way it was laying it wasn't overly obvious.
We all visited for nearly an hour before the nurse chased them out, concerned that I was looking a bit worn out and wanting me to rest. If she only knew why I felt worn out. God I was horny. I felt as if I'd just been lap danced by a whole herd of strippers, but not allowed to touch back. No matter how I tried I just couldn't seem to shake the image of Nan and Stephanie. Part of me wondered if I had any control over this or if I was just destined to be inundated with these sex scenes with no relief. Two possibilities, maybe I could shut them out or maybe I could control them myself. What would happen if I thought about what I wanted? Would that somehow wend its way into what they were thinking? Kind of like planting a suggestion? Could I block them out completely by thinking of something else? Both of these needed to be explored if I was going to survive this rather unusual side effect.
It was past nine when she came back for vital signs again. "Are you alright?" She asked, concerned at the blood pressure readings.
"Yeah, fine." I answered, as I watched her get ready to take my temperature with her latex glove covered hands. "afraid that I'm going to give you something?" I joked.
"These? No, it's all safety. More that I don't want to give you something that might be down the hall." She answered with a smile.
"Ahh. Any chance I can get up and go to the bathroom? I absolutely hate peeing in these little bottles."
"Well, if you're a good boy, I'll come help you in a few minutes. Since you don't have a room mate we'll just close the door to the room and that way I can help you in there."
"I'd appreciate it." I answered honestly.
True to her word she was back in less than fifteen minutes with a wheel chair. I threw the blankest back and swiveled around to stand up.
"Let me help. No weight on your cast, remember?"
"Yes maam." I answered with a smile as I waited for her to get the chair set up, sitting on the edge of the bed. My gown had pulled up enough for my cock to be visible to her as she bent over, a fact I really didn't want to change. I was awfully horny, and she was an awfully cute looking nurse. I wasn't at all against getting a little relief for my cock which was getting hard already as I looked at her big tits wiggling around inside the scrubs. As much as they were moving and how far they poked out, I suspected that the little forty or so year old nurse had a pretty big set of tits. Double D or maybe more.
"Okay, we're ready now." She said straightening up after adjusting the one leg portion of the wheel chair to support my cast. "Oh, now that isn't going to work, is it?" She asked, her hands on her hips, her gaze focused on my quickly growing dick.
"Sorry. You just look nice." I said with a sheepish shrug. "Help me up?" I asked, holding a hand out. I tried to picture her kneeling in front of me, both hands wrapped around my cock stroking me as I came all over her huge tits as she stepped toward me, one hand reaching for mine and the other to slide around me as I stood up.
"Well, thank you for the compliment. I really...."
She knelt in front of me as I sat on the edge of the bed, her body completely naked as her head bobbed up and down my shaft, one hand following along behind her soft lips while the other caressed and squeezed my balls. Up and down her head went as my cock slid in and out of her hot mouth, loud slurping noises filling the room as I came closer to climax.
"I'm gonna come!" I groaned loudly.
"That's it sweetie!" She cooed as she pulled her face from my cock and used both hands to stroke my saliva slickened cock as she madly stroked my shaft. "Come all over my sexy tits. You know you want to. Squirt it all over mama's sweet titties!"
"OH shit." I groaned as my body jerked, spewing a huge gush of cum on her tits. Over and over my body jerked, spewing more and more onto her tits until it was running down between and off of them, dripping onto the floor and her bare legs.
"Ohhhh yeah, that's it. That feels a lot better doesn't it? Mmmmmmm such a nice cock." She cooed before leaning her face forward again and sucking my softening cock into her mouth. She licked and sucked my cock until it was clean and had softened considerably. She pulled her face from my cock and stood up. "There, how's that?"
"Much better, but it wouldn't be fair if I didn't give you something in return." I said, reaching out to circle an arm around her and pull her toward me.
"I really can't have sex with you. It wouldn't be right."
"Well, how about just letting me ease your need a little." I whispered before sucking one of her hard protruding nipples into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple before flicking across it. My fingers slid between her legs as she lifted one leg, setting it on the edge of the bed next to me, splaying her pussy wide for me.
I felt the soft inner lips of her pussy pushing out between her fat outer lips, my fingers easily sliding in the slick wet juices to give it a long slow stroke. She pulled away from me for a second, stepped across my cast and then lifted her foot again so that her mound was almost pressed to my stomach, her tits again in my face as my fingers reached up to her dripping pussy.
"Ohhhhh yeah, so nice." She cooed, her hands rubbing my hair as I sucked first one nipple and then the other. I pushed my fingers deep into her pussy and pressed my thumb on her clit, rubbing it in a circle as my fingers slipped deep into her pussy, feeling the soft wet tunnel clamp around them. I continued to suck and tease her nipples while I played with her pussy, the whole time my cock growing again. I felt my hardon press against the back of my hand and pulled my fingers from her pussy. I rubbed my cockhead against her wet lips, and tried to push up into her.
"Oh we really shouldn't do this." She moaned softly as she let some of her weight down on my head. "I'll let you slip it in as long as you promise not to move. Just hold it there while you rub my clit." She said as she lowered herself down my shaft, her hot wet pussy expanding around my fat shaft. I felt her ass press against my bare lap, her hips rocking slightly as I stroked her clit with two fingers.
"Ohhhh yeah. Just keep doing that!" she moaned as she rubbed her pussy on my lap, grinding her clit against my fingers. The longer she rubbed the more her motions took on an up and down flavor until she was outright riding up and down my shaft. "Oh shit yes. Oh we shouldn't be doing this." She groaned as she stroked up and down on me. "So good. God I'm going to come any minute!"
Her whole body shuddered as the waves of pleasure swept over her body, her arms and legs trembling as she let out a long slow moan. I could feel her pussy contract around my fat cock as her juices leaked form her and ran down my cock.
"... think that... god your cock looks nice." She mumbled, her hand reaching out for it, instead of looping around my back and gently stroking it with her finger. "What am I doing? I'm sorry, that was totally inappropriate."
"No, it's fine really. I didn't mind." I answered her as she shook her head, her brown curls bobbing left and right as she cleared her mind and then reached back out to circle my back again.
"Come on, let's get you to the bathroom." She said coaxing me to stand on one leg. She guided me to the chair, holding one of my arms and the other circled around my waist. I continued to think about her taking her top off and showing me her tits and then fucking me as she settled me into the wheelchair. "There." She said releasing me, somewhat breathlessly. "I'm sorry. I may need to go get someone else to help you. I'm afraid that at the moment...."
"No, no. It's alright." I said. "We're most of the way there."
"Alright." She said hesitantly.
Well, this was proving interesting. I was clearly having an effect on her, but that effect wasn't overpowering her own personal code. I wondered, while she wheeled me to the bathroom, if trying to convince her to do something was a mistake. Maybe I was pushing for too much. Maybe I needed to think smaller. Not think about fucking her but just having her play with me.
"Alright. Let's get you onto the toilet." She said quietly, reaching out for me again and helping me stand.
She untied the back of my gown and pulled it off, tossing it onto the wheel chair as I sat on the stool, looking up at her, my hardon jutting out toward her. Without a word she pulled the drab green scrub top off and laid it gently over the back of the wheel chair, exposing a huge set of tits encased in a heavy duty bra. She reached for her shoulders and slipped the straps off and down her arms, twisting the bra around so the clasps were in front of her before undoing them.
Her huge bare tits hung down in front of me, almost at face level as she bent over to reach for my hard cock. She wrapped one hand around it and began to slowly stroke it as I reached for her tits, cupping them and feeling her hard nipples against my palms.
"Just relax and let me make you come." She cooed softly as her hand stroked up and down my shaft.
She guided me to the toilet and helped me sit down, my leg with the cast sticking out awkwardly and my cock jutting up from under my hospital gown. She moved the wheel chair to support my leg, trapping herself in the bathroom with me inadvertently.
"I really don't see how this is going to work if you continue to stare at my chest and get a hardon!" She said almost in exasperation.
"Sorry, I'm trying to make it go down, but the more I think about it the harder it gets. Maybe we should try something else."
"Like what?"
"Well if I come then it'll go down, right?"
"That would be quite....um...inappropriate for me to do that."
"Oh, I know. I wouldn't ask you to do something you didn't want to. I'm pretty sure I can manage that myself." I said, reaching for my own cock and wrapping my hand around it.
I started stroking it slowly, staring at the big boobs in her top, thinking about how they looked to me in the images she shared with me. I had little doubt that was exactly how they looked.
"Are you just going to stare at my tits while you do that?" She asked, clearly annoyed.
"Can't help it. They look pretty damn sexy."
She rolled her eyes and then suddenly turned her back on me and reached for the bottom of her scrub top. She lifted it up, pulling it all the way over her head. She then tugged the shoulder straps of her bra off her shoulders and twisted the bra around her middle until she could unhook the clasp, dropping it on the wheel chair. When she turned around to face me again her big soft tits were fully exposed, her nipples pointing upward, already hard, as the sat in the middle of two large pink puckered areola. "Now you can't tell anyone that I'm letting you look, got it?" She hissed sternly, putting her hands on her hips and sticking her chest out at me.
"Not a word." I said back quietly, my hand still stroking my cock.
"You keep that up you're going to get cum all over your gown, and I'm the one that's going to have to clean it up." She said as she stepped closer. She bent over, reaching behind me to untie the strings of the gown behind me, her tits brushing my face as she worked. I lifted one hand and cupped one of her breasts, lifting it and quickly sucking one of her nipples into my mouth.
"Oh damn. Don't do that." She whispered sternly without making any move to pull away or stop me. She carefully tugged the gown off my body, leaving me completely naked, without pulling her big tit from my mouth. "Mmmmmm that feels good, but we still shouldn't be doing this. I mean it's highly unprofessional."
"Mmm Hmmm," I agreed while I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple and flicked across it.
"Ohhhh god you're making me so damn horny. Why am I so horny?" She asked as I let go of my own cock and reached for the string of her bottoms. I pulled the small bow it was tied in and then tugged the waist drawstring loose, allowing her scrubs to slide over her round ass and down to the floor. I couldn't see her panties around the big tits in my face, but I didn't have any trouble finding them with my hand. She jumped slightly but continued to stand where I could touch her, as I stroked my fingers across her sopping panties. I stoked my fingers between her legs for several strokes before reaching up to her waist and pulling one side of the panties down.
"Oh no. Don't. We shouldn't be doing this at all." She moaned as I worked my hand around the other hip and pulled the panties down there as well. It only took me a moment to work the panties down her legs, and return my fingers to her wet pussy, this time my fingers touching her hot wet lips. "Ohhhhh damn. Oh damn." She moaned as I stroked my finger between her legs, working it between her wet lips and allowing the side of my finger to stroke across her hard clit with each stroke between her lips. "Ohhhhhh shit. We really need to stop this. Oh god." She moaned, little flashes of images jumping into my mind as she got more and more turned on.
I could see her leaning against the wall, with my cock driving in and out of her, and then suddenly jumping to her straddling me on the toilet while she rode up and down my cock, to an image of her crouched over me on the bed riding up and down my cock. She seemed conflicted, not only about if she should but how. Her mind was definitely interested.
I continued to stroke my fingers between her lips, dragging the side of my fingers across her clit with each stroke.
"Oh god I shouldn't do this." She whispered, more to herself than anyone else as she pulled her tit from my mouth and stood upright again. She worked her feet, working her shoes off and then pulling her feet out of the bottoms of her scrubs and the panties still around her ankles.
She turned around to face away from me, stepped one leg across my outstretched cast leg and then bent over, looking between her legs as she reached for my hard cock. "Don't you ever tell anyone I'm doing this." She breathed quietly as she rubbed my engorged head between her lips. "Ohhhhhh my god." She sighed as she slowly lowered her wet pussy down my hard fat shaft. She held onto the wheel chair with one hand, reached across to the far wall of the bathroom with the other, holding the handicap grab bar and shifted her feet so that she could support herself.
She began slowly at first, rising and falling on my cock in long slow strokes, my head caressing the full length of her soft wet tunnel, her upward stroke threatening to let my cock slip loose before she slowly slid down again, not stopping until her bare ass pressed against my thighs. Up and down she traveled, my hand reaching up to cup and play with her tits, cupping and squeezing them. I teased a finger back and forth across each of her hard nipples, drawing a soft moan from her lips.
"Ohhhh god you feel so good inside me." she whispered, barely loud enough for me to hear. "Sooooo so good."
"You feel pretty damn good yourself." I answered.
"Mmmmm that's nice. But don't wait too long. I'm so turned on right now that I don't know how long I can hold off my own climax."
"You don't have to."
"I want to." She gasped quietly. "I want to try at least. Ohhhhh damn I don't know if I can."
"That's okay, let it come." I whispered, feeling her pussy making erratic little convulsive grasps of my cock. "Just come for me. Come on my hot fat cock."
"OH shit!" She squeaked suddenly, her ass slapping down hard on my thighs to drive my cock deep into her as her whole body shuddered. I could feel her pussy convulsing around my shaft as her body jerked and twitched. She was breathing heavily when she started stroking up and down my cock again, her legs still trembling slightly as she stroked, short quick strokes, each new plunge down my shaft driving my hard head into the end of her tunnel, generating an almost constant moan of pleasure.
I felt my cock swell and that familiar feeling begin to well up inside of me, my body starting to arch and stiffen as my cock tried to drive ever deeper into her. "UHHHHG!" I grunted suddenly, my body jerking and driving my cock into her. My hands squeezed her tits hard as the first gush of cum pushed up into her. Time and again my body jerked, my hands involuntarily squeezed her big soft tits and my cock unleashed another surge of hot juice up into her.
"Ohhhhhhhh yes oh yes oh yes. God that's it baby, fill mama's pussy with your cum. Ohhhhhh god yes." She said in a high pitched moan, her words more a mumble to herself than really directed at me, as my mind was flooded with images of her.



She sat on the bed, complete nude, on all fours, a young man lying under her, his hands tied to the headboard with a silky ribbon, his feet tied straight to the foot board with an equally silky red ribbon. She lifted and lowered her ass, using her knees on the bed on either side of the young man for leverage. Her hands rested on the bed near his armpits, and her big tits swung ponderously below her. A small oval mirror fixed in the headboard allowed her to see her own body, her big tits swinging, and down farther, her tits framing the view, the young man's cock sticking up into her. Up and down she went, her pussy stroking the long thin shaft of the young man, who moaned and squirmed under her in ecstasy.
"That's it baby. Come for me. Fill Mama's pussy with your hot boy cum. Ohhhh yeah...That's it baby. I know you want to. You've wanted to for a long time. Mama knows. I've wanted it too. Wanted to feel your hard young cock in my pussy, my so empty and lonely pussy. Ohhhhh god yes come for me. Fill me with your hot fuck juice."
The young man under her, groaned loudly before gasping as his body bucked, plunging his cock up into her hard. She felt his cum push out of his cock, hot and wet, invading her tunnel and filling the little space that her spasming tunnel allowed between its walls and his hard shaft. She could feel each swell of his cock as his cum flowed up and out into her, drawing a moan of pleasure from her own lips.
"That's it baby...Give it all to me. Fill mama's pussy full of your hot cum!"
"Oh god yes." The young man moaned as she continued to ride slowly up and down his cock, their combined come squeezing out around him with each stroke, a loud squishing sound accompanying each stroke. "Oh fuck mom. Oh god yes. You have it all."
"Oh there's so much more to be had. I bet I can get you hard again and we can share this again today, and for as many days as you want."
"Oh god." The young man moaned again in pleasure as she let her weight down on him, her hard nipples and big soft tits pressing into his chest as she reached for the red ribbon and started untying it.
"Not yet. Leave it. Make me hard and take me again." He practically pleaded with her."
"Oh god. Oh yes." She moaned as my cock pumped another gush of hot cum up into her, my orgasm seeming to push even higher as my dick pumped another gush of cum out into her already overfull pussy. "That's it baby. Fill mama's pussy full of your juice. Ohhhhhhh god yes. Oh so good." She moaned softly as my final few squirts of cum seemed to lessen in intensity and my cock finally began to shrink inside her.
The two of us sat for a long time on the toilet until my cock finally was pushed out of her still twitching pussy, releasing a gush of our combined com leaking from her pussy to dribble down my cock and leak into the toilet.
"I really shouldn't have done that." She said quietly. "I shouldn't have taken advantage of you just because I was horny."
"Then why did you do it? Not that you took advantage, but why did you fuck me?"
"I don't know. I just felt an overwhelming need to feel you inside me. I wanted your cock more than almost any other cock in my life. I wanted to feel you inside me, feel your hard dick filling me up and then coming deep inside me. I wanted to feel you fill mama's cunt full of your cum!" She mumbled quietly. "Oh lord. What did I just say?"
"Don't worry. You're secret is safe with me." I whispered, my hands, still cupping her big tits, gently stroking my fingers across her nipples again. "I bet there are a lot of mom's that have the hots for their sons. Especially divorced moms that don't get much sexual fulfillment."
"That doesn't make it right."
"Sex can be looked at as an expression of love. You love your son, so why not want to feel that love the same way that he was conceived." I whispered back.
"Still wrong, and so is this. I'm supposed to be helping you, and here I'm taking advantage of you." She said as she got up and carefully stepped across my leg.
"Trust me, you didn't do anything that I wasn't more than willing to participate in." I said as she started dressing. "Besides, you did get my cock to go down so I can go pee."
"Yeah, I guess I did." She said with an almost girlish giggle. "At least something good came from this."
"Trust me, what happened here, it's our secret. No one will ever know."
"Thank you." She said with a smile working her bra back on her body. She cupped her tits with the heavy material and then pulled her scrub top back on. "You done?"
"Yeah, for now." I answered, reaching a hand up for her.
She helped me up into the wheelchair, and pushed me, still naked back to my bed, where she helped me back into bed. Only then did she help me put my gown back on. "You know. You have a pretty sexy body for a middle aged man."
"Middle aged? Hell sweetie, I bet I'm at least ten years older than you."
"Well if that's the case, then you really have a sexy body." She said with a giggle. "Soooooo just for the record. I'm forty two."
"Ahhh, well, fifty six." I said with a grin. "And you're welcome to come play with this old man's cock any time you want."
"I may just do that." She said, moving closer to me and leaning over the bed railing. She pressed her soft wet lips to mine and gave me a long slow kiss.
The tub was warm as she stepped down into it, the water swirling and bubbling, a thick coating of white foam floating on it. She turned and held her hands out to me, helping me into the swirling water before lowering me down into the water with her. The lights seemed to dim themselves, leaving us bathed in the light of candles lining the edge of the tub, the flickering light shining off our faces as she pulled mine to hers. Beneath the water I could feel her other hand seek me out, aiming my cock at her pussy as I rolled between her legs and mostly on top of her in the large tub. I felt my cock slide into her, the thickness of my shaft spreading her, making her pussy feel filled and contented as her tongue teased mine. We lay that way for hours, our mouths teasing each others, my hands gently playing with her big soft tits and rock hard nipples as she rocked her hips occasionally to stroke my cock inside her, keeping me hard, but not so hard that I would come.
She pulled away from my face, her face flushed as she breathed heavily, her big chest rising and falling deeply. "Wow. That was some kiss." She muttered. "It almost felt like you were deep inside my pussy again."
"Yeah it kinda did, didn't it?"
"Yeah, kinda. I better go now. I'll be back later to check on you." She said softly before turning and heading toward the door. I watched her leave and then lay back and closed my eyes.
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The slender brunette was walking naked along the trail, her creamy skin only slightly tanned, her breasts, a modest C cup, bounced tantalizingly with each step she made. She could feel how they moved and bounced and delighted in the way the breeze blew across her body. The early spring breeze raised goose bumps on her arms for a few moments until the sun once again warmed her bare flesh.
She could feel the wetness of her pussy as she walked, her protruding soft inner lips caressed by the very tops of her thighs as she intentionally walked foot across foot so that they would be teased by her very steps. She meandered slowly along the trail by the babbling stream, its gurgling and shushing around rocks and branches making a pleasant sound as she looked for the perfect spot.
There, ahead. She could feel her heartbeat pick up slightly as she saw what she was looking for, a bar of soft sand raised in the middle of the stream. She smiled to herself in anticipation a she walked to the narrowest point and then waded through the icy cold knee deep water. She wasn't worried about the cold, she knew that in a few moments she would be lying back on the soft, sun warmed sand, soaking in its heat.
She stepped up onto the sand, slipped off her now wet hiking shoes and walked across the nearly ten foot long sandbar. She closed her eyes and let the breeze blow across her skin, her arousal already as high as the birds soaring far above her. Opening her eyes again she chose the perfect spot, hard, but not hard, and not soft, so she wouldn't sink into it. She lay down on that perfect spot, feeling the roughness of the sand against her soft skin while the sun warmed her from the outside in.
She hadn't brought much with her, just one small thing, that thing which she was now looking forward to using. She reached between her legs and gently pressed the head of the large dick shaped dildo to her already wet lips and held it there while she pressed the button on the end. The humming of the device was a sharp contrast to the sound of the water rushing around the little island of bliss, but then she didn't care, it would be muted by her pussy all too soon. She pressed the fat head against her lips harder, working it up and down with both her delicate hands, until it had spread her lips. She spread her legs wider, pressing the long plastic shaft harder against her pussy until it started to spread her tunnel entrance, the pressure slowly expanding her to accept the fat plastic shaft. She continued to press the shaft into herself, the pink vibrating plastic disappearing inch by inch into her. Her chest rose and fell more quickly as the vibrations caused her pussy to tingle from the inside, the little electric sensations running up and down her body. Her nipples hardened even more in the wind and she briefly wished she had an extra hand to pull and twist her hard nipples, but both were busy trying to work the plastic dildo in a little bit farther into her tight pussy.
"Oh god yes. Soooo fucking good." She murmured to herself as the end of the plastic cock pressed against the end of her tunnel. "Too bad it's not real." She moaned as she began to slide it in and out of herself.
I waded across the stream, the cold soaking quickly into my legs, but I didn't care, my eyes were fixed on the sweet young body lying in the sand only feet away. I moved slowly, not wanting to startle her. I knelt down between her widely spread legs and reached for the hands stroking the fat plastic cock in and out of herself. I covered her hands with mine, gently drawing the cock out of her as she looked down to see me. I could see a mixture of emotions in her eyes, desire as she stared at my fat cock, anticipation, hesitation and even a slight touch of fear.
I smiled at her to try and put her mind to ease and took the dildo from her hands and dropped it in the sand next to us. I leaned forward, lowering my face to her shaved mound, gently kissing it before kissing down lower, tasting her juices as she arched her back to tilt her pussy up toward me. I spread her lips with my tongue and dug deep, tasting her nectar before sliding it up and across her hard exposed clit. Leaving her pussy I slowly kissed my way up her body, each soft sensuous kiss leaving a hot wet mark instantly cooled by the light breeze. I continued to kiss upward, her hand reaching for my sides, trying to pull me up her body faster as I meandered my kisses around the bottom of her breasts.
"Ohhh god." She gasped as I sucked the first hard nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it and then drawing it between my lips to stretch it before letting it snap back into place. I repeated the lick and suck on the other nipple, her hands again trying to urge me higher. I knew what she wanted, I knew exactly how she wanted it.
I felt my hard head press against her lips. I didn't need to guide it, it seemed to know exactly where to go as I pushed myself forward, my hard cock slowly expanding the pussy that had so recently contained the plastic cock. I could feel her heat and she could feel mine as I pressed deeper into her, not stopping until her cervix pressed against the tip of my cock. I stroked out slowly, drawing my full length from her until only my head remained embedded in her and then quickly plunged it deep into her, eliciting quick gasp, followed by a long moan of pleasure.
"Oh yes. Again..." She moaned as I pulled back, her clit dragging along the top of my shaft. Again I paused just a moment before plunging hard and fast into her hot tight pussy, her clit smashing into the base of my cock at the end of my stroke. "ohhhh fuck yes. Fuck me. Fuck me please."
With a smile to myself I began stroking in and out of her rhythmically, each stroke timed with her own movements, her hips rolling and rocking to maximize the thrust that she knew was coming. We lay on the sand, me over her, my cock plunging into her over and over again for...well who knows how long.
"I'm going to come." She whispered breathlessly. "Come with me. Come in me!"
I continued to plunge into her without a word, driving my fat cock into her pussy until it couldn't accept any more. Each stroke made her little tits roll and shake, the image pushing my own impending climax a little higher.
"OH GOD YES! I'M COOOOOOMMMMMIIIIINNNNGGGG!" She squealed loudly into the air, drowning out the sound of the wind and the stream, replacing it with the cry after cry of ecstasy as the two of us climaxed together. I felt my cock swell within her and the first surge of hot cum gush up into her.
My eyes flashed open, the gloom of the hospital room quickly coming into focus. I felt my cock spurt again, my cum squirting onto my stomach under my gown as I lay in the bed. I heard a sound and turned, startled, to see a young nurse, maybe twenty two or three, standing, her hand on my arm, her eyes closed, her other hand gripping the railing of my bed, the same face that I had seen moments before in my mind. Again she squeaked, her body giving a little jerk in time with my own cock shooting yet another gush of cum onto me. Her breathing was ragged and her eyes stayed closed until my orgasm, and hers, finished together.
She opened her eyes and stared at me, confusion and surprise flashing across the soft gray/blue eyes. Her hand left the railing of the bed and she reached down, pushing her hand into her scrubs, pulling it out a few moments later. She drew her fingers to her face and smelled her own aroma, confirming what she had felt, that she had climaxed and her panties were saturated with her own cum.
"Me too." I half grunted, drawing her attention to my face.
"You too what?"
I pushed the covers back and pulled up my gown, the front wet where the cum was soaking into it. My hard cock laying on my stomach, still twitching, a pool of white goo laying on me and slowly turning clear as it started to run off of me.
She bit her lip, clearly confused. "I'll get you a fresh gown." She finally said after nearly a minute of silence. She released my arm and then pushed the blood pressure machine aside before walking across and out of the room. She came back a few minutes later, a fresh white and blue hospital gown in her hand.
"Sit up." She said, very businesslike. I pulled myself up to a sitting position and she reached behind me to pull the ties. Her hand slid down my back as she moved from the top tie to the next. She untied that knot and then slid her hand down again, more slowly this time, untying the third and final tie. Almost hesitantly she pulled the gown from me and then used it to wipe my cum off my stomach and chest.
"Was it good?" I whispered, stopping her actions in mid wipe by gently grasping her wrist.
"Wasn't what good?"
I gave my head a short shake reached my other hand out to her scrubs. She stayed frozen while I pulled the little tie, undoing the bow that they were tied in. I pushed my hand into the front, the scrubs sliding down as my arm loosened the waist, leaving her in a pair of very tiny blue panties. I stroked one finger between her legs, her crotch saturated with her own cum. I pulled the finger to my nose and inhaled slowly. "Yeah, you came too."
She stood blushing for nearly a minute before she whispered to me. "I don't know what happened. I was going to take your blood pressure and then suddenly I was naked, walking along a creek, and then you were there, naked, fucking me, and...well... I don't understand."
"Is it something you've done, or dreamed of doing? Being naked out there?"
"OH NO! I've never done anything like that!" She said emphatically. A bit more meekly she whispered. "But I have fantasized about being made love to on a little sand bar by this place some friends and I camped at. I did sneak off to it and pull my bikini bottoms off and finger myself though. Lord why am I telling you this?"
"Because, somehow, we just made love together out there without even leaving here." I whispered back. "And it was damn good!"
"It was, wasn't it? But how?" She said with a shy little scrunch of her shoulders and eyes, a playful smile coming to her lips. "Kind of wish it had been for real now."
"Who knows. Maybe someday it will be." I whispered back, releasing her arm so she could finish cleaning me off.
"Sit forward, please," She said, a bit softer and kinder this time. I leaned forward, stuck my arms through the new gown she held out and then stayed forward so she could tie the strings in the back. As she tied the top tie I slipped my hand over the side of the bed, down her front and into her little panties, her scrubs still around her ankles. "What are you doing?"
"Just seeing if your pussy feels as good on my fingers as it felt in my mind." I whispered with a little smile.
"And?"
"Oh yeah. It feels VERY nice." I answered as I pressed a finger between her lips and slowly stroked it, rubbing it across her clit.
"I'll say." She whispered after a few moments. "You keep that up and you're going to get me turned on again."
"Oh? Then why would I quit?" I asked, pressing the tip of my finger up into her tunnel entrance.
"Oh stop." She giggled, wiggling her hips to pull away, but not too far.
"If you really want me to." I said, holding my finger still between her lips.
"I'm not sure I do." She whispered, sliding her hips back toward me. She looked around nervously and then reached both hands to her hips, hooking her thumbs in her panties and quickly pushing them down to her thighs before leaning back toward me to reach behind me and tie the lowest tie. "ohhhhhhhhhh I definitely don't want you to stop." She moaned softly as I stroked her pussy again. She stayed leaned over, leaning her head on my shoulder one hand holding the bed and the other sliding to my lap to play with my cock. "Damn, I wish this was hard again, I want to fuck you so bad right now." She moaned softly.
I had no doubt that she did. I could practically feel her desire flowing through me, warming me from the inside, my desire for her growing just as fast. I reached my other hand across my body and cupped one of her breasts through her scrubs and brazier.
"Oh damn. I really, really, really want to do this, but I can't! I have to go finish taking vitals." She groaned disappointedly. "Besides, you need to sleep."
"What time is it?"
"Two am." She whispered. "I'll come back if I can."
She pulled away and reluctantly pulled her panties and scrubs back in place. She stepped toward me and leaned across to give me a soft kiss before scurrying away and out the door.
The breeze ruffled the sides of the tent, the sun filtering through the green nylon making the whole tent filled with a soft green glow. The door unzipped, and I looked down, past my completely naked body lying on the air mattress, toward the door. She stepped in, turning and bending over as she zipped the door closed, her nude body pushing her firm round ass out at me and her full meaty pussy lips toward me from between her legs. Without a word she stepped toward me, sinking to her knees, one on either side of my hips. She grinned at me as she reached between her legs and grasped my fat cock in her hand, her fingers trying unsuccessfully to wrap all the way around it. She rubbed the head between her lips, the heat of her pussy flowing out into my engorged head. She moaned softly as she rubbed the tip of my head across her clit, little surges of pleasure running through both of us each time she bounced it across the hard nub.
She closed her eyes, her long dark hair falling back as she tilted her head back. I felt my cock engage into her tunnel entrance and then felt her settle back on it, the pressure around it building until it finally slipped inside her young pussy.
Her twenty two year old body was firm, a light tan covering all but a few scant places on her body. Two of those were triangles on the front of her breasts, each creamy white spot only slightly larger than the silver dollar sized areola. The bikini that left the marks barely large enough to be legal and definitely not considered decent if worn in public. The third spot was a small triangle, the top barely above the juncture of her pussy lips, running across her completely shaved mound. I followed the edges of the creamy white triangle, watching the fat outer pussy lips spread wider as it accepted my thick cock.
"Yesssssss." She hissed quietly as her body slowly accepted my shaft, her tunnel slowly expanding around me as she wiggled ever so slightly to force herself farther down the fat appendage.
Feeling her firm ass finally rest on my thighs she began to slowly bounce up and down, her tits making a little bounce at the bottom of each stroke, her ass slapping my thighs.
"Oh god yes!" she moaned loudly.
"Oh god yes!" I heard her moan as I opened my eyes. I felt her silky soft pussy sliding up and down my cock as I let my eyes focus on her, the cute little nurse from earlier in the evening, now completely nude as she bounced up and down on my cock. The light over the bed illuminated her tanned body, the sexy little tits bouncing, her rock hard nipples jutting out invitingly from the center of the creamy white untanned triangles.
I reached for her tits and cupped them in my hands, allowing her nipples to stick out between my fingers. I squeezed my fingers together as I squeezed her firm little titties, drawing a gasp from her before it turned to a long slow moan of pleasure. "Yeah, just keep doing that." She whispered as she rode up and down my on my lap.
"God I think I'm going to come." I groaned, the extremely tight pussy caressing my cock bringing me toward climax much faster than I would have expected. I felt incredibly turned on, almost as if I had been dreaming and waiting for her to mount me for hours. She rolled her head from side to side as she leaned back a bit father, her hands supported on the side rails of the bed. I watched her pussy accept my fat cock over and over as she rhythmically humped her pussy up and down my shaft.
"Do it. I'm almost there too." She whispered, still not looking.
"Ahhh shit." I grunted as my body jerked, trying to shove me deeper into her. My hands squeezed her tits hard as the first surge of cum pushed up into her.
"YES!" She squeaked as her whole body stiffened and shuddered. I could feel her pussy contracting in time with my own jerks, more and more of my cum pushing forcefully up into her. "God yes." She gasped quietly as she sat on me trembling, her orgasm pushing itself out to every corner of her being. She held that position long after my cock stopped adding to the copious load deposited inside her and began to soften. She looked down at me, her body still tilted back, her tits in my hands as I gently massaged and teased them.
"You like my body?" She whispered questioningly.
"Yes, it's a very sexy looking body. Feels pretty damn fantastic too."
"I'm glad. I wish I could stay longer, but my shift is almost over and I need to get back to the desk and finish." She whispered as she pushed herself back forward, her tits nearly to my chest before she lifted her pussy off of my cock. "ohhhh lots of good juice there." She giggled as she stepped off, our cum running down her legs and dribbling from her pussy on to me, the bed and finally the floor.
She quietly pulled her panties up to contain the flood and then used a towel to wipe her legs and finally my shriveling cock. She worked gently, almost lovingly, a warmth flowing out from her touch that was extremely soothing and comforting. "There." She said finally, tossing the towel to the end of the bed and then stepping away. I watched her dress, her bra first, followed by her scrub bottoms and then top. Finally she stepped into her shoes and smiled at me, knowing that I had watched and hopefully enjoyed the last little show she had given me.
"I'll be back tomorrow. I hope you're still here." She whispered as she leaned over and gently kissed my cheek."
The sun warmed the two of us as we lay on the blanket, neither of us wearing anything, her head resting on my chest as she snuggled against me. I could feel her where my arm wrapped around her, feel each place where her body pressed against mine, feel the heat of her pussy where it pressed against my thigh. I heard the sound of waves gently lapping up the beach, the soft swish as the water retreated down the sandy shore. The breeze was ever so slight, its intermittent whispers cooling the combined juices left on my cock and her pussy lips. "Mmmmm I love snuggling after good sex." She whispered, tilting her head up to kiss me yet again.
"I'll see you tomorrow." She whispered after breaking the short kiss. She quickly walked away, looking businesslike again by the time she had the door opened.
I pulled up the covers over my now soft cock and lay back, closing my eyes and wondering what time it was. I didn't wonder for long, quickly feeling sleepy again. I felt the warmth of her snuggling against me on the blanket as I drifted off to sleep, the contented smile never leaving my face.
"Wake up sleepy head!" A cheerful voice called, dragging me from my slumber. "Time for some breakfast!"
"Huh?" I asked groggily, rubbing my eyes to try and get them to focus again.
"It's past eight. Hope you slept well." The heavyset redheaded nurse said as she walked across the room and pulled the heavy curtains apart on the room's window. "Now we have a nice breakfast this morning. The doctor said you could eat regular meals again, so we have toast, link sausage and scrambled eggs. How does that sound?" She asked as she stepped over to the bed and reached for the controls. She slowly motored the bed up to a sitting position before reaching for the rolling table that held a tray on it. She moved the table so it overhung the bed and took the lid of the tray, exposing the breakfast she had described.



"My name is Judy and I'll be your duty nurse today. Now if you need anything, just call." She said, reaching out to pat my arm as she slid the call button and bed control box to where I could easily reach it from where it had been hanging over the bed rail.
The room smelled musty, and calling the lighting gloomy would be charitable at best. I seemed to be watching from the corner of a room while a thin young blond woman wearing brightly colored scrubs was tied to what looked like a huge wooden X. Her hands and feet had been fastened with rough leather straps so that her legs were splayed wide and her arms were outstretched over her head.
Judy sauntered in, wearing a large black bustier, black fishnet stockings and black satin panties. She strode powerfully across the room, the knee length black boots clopping loudly with each step as she walked toward the young woman on the X. "So maybe we'll see how you like taking orders Linda." Judy said as she stepped up to the woman.
"You'll never get away with this!" the woman said heatedly, Judy just smiling.
"You don't have a thing to say about it, and by the time I'm done with you you'll be begging me to keep going."
"I'll scream!" She said as Judy reached for the neck line of the scrubs she was wearing.
"Go ahead. No one can hear you down here, and those that can, well, let's just say they'd rather come watch than help." With that statement she jerked the material in her hands, ripping the scrubs down the front. The material parted, showing a delicate pink lacy bra as Judy continued to rip the cloth until she had torn it completely from her body. She untied the string of the scrub bottoms and pulled it out, hanging it around her neck as she grabbed the waist of the scrubs, and like the top, ripped them down the front. She worked each leg until she could pull the tattered remains of the scrubs off the woman's body.
Judy stepped back and surveyed the soft creamy skin of the bound woman, a pair of lacy pink panties that matched the bra the only two things still on her body. Judy stepped to a table and then came back with a long rough looking knife. She stepped toward the woman, fear clearly in her eyes, as Judy reached for her. Very carefully Judy cut the shoulder loops of the bra and then slid the knife up between the woman's full round breasts, cutting the bra in half. As Judy stepped back, her tits pushed from the now unsupported cups, her easily double D cups sagging down heavily, her large pink areola and nipples puckering and hardening in the cool damp air.
Judy reached for the panties, carefully slicing through the material over each hip and pulling the panties from her body, leaving her naked. Judy wadded up the panties and then with a particularly evil grin, stuffed them into the woman's mouth. She reached for the waist tie she had hung on her neck and used it to loop around the woman's head to hold the panties in place as a gag.
"So. You want to tell me how to enjoy my life? You want to tell me what I should and shouldn't do? It's bad enough I have to listen to your insistent demands for work, I don't want to hear your suggestions on how to lead a happy life. I don't want to play in your dainty little world. I don't want to be sweet and demure. So now you can feel what it's like to play my way."
Judy stepped away from the woman on the X, leaving her to struggle against the leather bonds for some seconds. She came back with a large black dildo, easily twice as large as my own cock and larger than the woman's wrists. I could see her eyes widen in fear? Shock? Revulsion? I wasn't sure.
"That's it. Think about what's coming. Think about how this will stretch and expand your tight little pussy. If you're a real good girl I might even let you take this one up your ass! But for now. For now let's get it nice and wet." Judy said, stepping over to the cross. She lifted her heavy booted foot and placed it on the wood next to the woman's waist. I watched as she pulled her black satin panties aside, revealing a full fat pussy, her outer lips hiding her inner lips completely. With a wicked smile she moved the dildo to her pussy and then slowly pushed the long black cock into herself, stroking it several times to work it even deeper into herself. "Mmmmmm yeah. Such a fucking good cock. Maybe you'd like to try it?"
"Mmm Mmmm" the gagged woman answered, shaking her head vigorously.
"OH come now. Don't tell me you're afraid of a little cock!" Judy said as she dropped her leg and squatted down in front of the bound lady. She pressed the big black cock to her lips and then twisting and pushing, shoved the cock into her pussy. She screamed something into the gag as Judy pushed the dildo into her, and then finally let her head back to rest against the rough wood when Judy stopped pushing and let it rest there.
"I always said you were a tight assed cunt. Now I know it." Judy said as she stood up in front of the woman again. "Let's see if you like being fucked as much as you seem to like fucking over other people."
Judy reached down for the dildo sticking from between the woman's legs and began to slide it in and out, moving slowly at first but then faster with each passing moment. The bound lady moaned into the gag and then began to rock her hips in time with Judy's strokes. I watched as Judy fucked her with the toy for long minutes, her body finally jerking and shuddering in orgasm.
"That's it baby. Feel good? Don't worry, I'm not even close to done yet." Judy said with a crooked smirk. She stepped away and came back with a chain that had two clips on it. She carefully clipped one clip around each nipple, the heavy chain drawing the nipples downward. Judy moved to the table again and came back with a small device. She hung it on the chain and turned it on, the vibrating device making the clips on the chain vibrate as well.
"Oh, you like that?" Judy asked as the woman moaned again.
Judy stepped to the table and came back with a large wand looking device with a tennis ball sized round end. She turned the device on and the round head vibrated and wiggled. Judy pressed the head of the device to the bound woman's pussy, vibrating her clit with the big dildo still pressed deep into her.
"How 'bout it Lina? Should I fuck your ass or would you rather wait for a real cock to do that? I Bet I could find that jerkoff janitor and have him come fuck you. Maybe I'll just go put on a cock of my own and bend you over."
"MMM, MMM" the woman answered, shaking her head vigorously at Judy's suggestions. It was obvious she didn't like the suggestions, or the way she was tied and being treated, but the vibrating ball pressed to her clit was clearly having an effect. She closed her eyes and let her head loll back, resting against the wood as the vibrating machine slowly pushed her toward another orgasm. I stepped from the corner I was standing in and walked quietly to the door and stepped through it. I slowly closed the door, blocking out what light made it into the hallway from the dungeon type room, pulling the door closed until the heavy metal latch clicked into place.
"You just lay there and take it....i mean just call if you need anything." She stammered, shaking her head to clear the thoughts that suddenly intruded. "I'll be back to take your tray in a few minutes." She finally said as she turned and walked away briskly.
"That was weird." I muttered to myself, thinking about the encounter. Had my walking out of the scene really cut it off? Was it as easy as imagining myself closing the door? If so maybe i wouldn't end up a basket case from this....this...anomaly. I still hoped it was just a side effect that would go away. Right now the thought of going through life experiencing everyone else's sexual fantasies wasn't particularly appealing, however it had proven to lead to some really good sex so far.
I dug into the eggs and sausage ravenously, amazed at how hungry I felt once I started to eat. I left the toast, my stomach no longer able to hold the bulk it used to, after ten weeks of not having anything in it. With as much breakfast eaten as I could manage, I laid my head back and closed my eyes.
"All done with breakfast?" Judy asked as she walked into the room.
"Huh? Oh yeah." I answered, pulled from the edge of sleep.
"Well, looks like you ate well. Sure you don't want to finish your toast?" She asked sweetly.
"No, I'm fine."
"You didn't drink your juice. Don't like apple juice?"
"Not particularly." I answered.
"Well, it'll help. You know they won't release you until you've had at least one bowel movement."
"Gross." I said almost to myself. "You don't have milk do you? I'm really used to a glass of milk for breakfast."
"I can see what I can find." She answered, taking my tray. "Back in a jiffy!" She said with a grin and a wink.
I used the remote to turn on the news, deciding it was time to launch back into the world of the living. Surprisingly the news wasn't all that different than I remembered when I left for work the previous day...oh yeah, ten weeks ago. I rubbed my head and decided I needed a shave and a haircut.
"Here you go. Milk." She said, holding the small carton out to me. I took it and drew a huge swallow from the straw.
"Thank you!" I answered with a smile. "I don't suppose there's any way to get a shave and haircut?"
"Well, haircuts are a bit more difficult. But I'm sure that when the lady comes to give you a bath she'll be happy to give you a shave too." Just let me know if you want to shave anyplace else!" she said with a crooked little grin. "I'd be happy to come help her out with that."
"Uh, yeah, I'll let you know." I told her before she scurried out of the room again.
The news ended and I was in the middle of some mindless game show when my daughter walked in.
"Hi dad!" She said cheerfully as she walked across the room and leaned over me to give me a hug. I closed my eyes and tried to force my mind to not think about sex.
She stood in the kitchen, standing at the sink wearing nothing but a frilly apron that just didn't quite cover all her private parts. Her nipples stuck out each side of the frilly top half and the extremely short apron barely came down to the middle of the brown curls on her mound, which were neatly trimmed into a wide triangle pointing down between her legs. A man walked in behind her, moving slowly in his bare feet to not make any noise. All he wore were a pair of workout shorts and running shoes. Sweat dripped down from his short hair and ran down his body as he slowly crept up behind her.
"I've got you now." He said quietly, pressing his body to her nude back half, his arms wrapping around her to capture one of her breasts in his hand while the other slithered down and pressed between her legs.
"Now that you have me what are you going to do with me?"
"Fuck the shit out of you!" He whispered, pulling his hand from between her legs and moving it between them. He pushed the front of his shorts down, exposing a long fat cock, sticking out rock hard. He pushed her over so that she bent at the waist, and rubbed his cock up and down her now exposed lips. "You want it baby?" He asked, his voice deep and strong, yet soft.
"God yes Greg. Put it in. Please."
With a smile he pressed his hips toward her, slowly sliding his fat shaft into her pussy, not stopping until his sweaty body was pressing against her bare ass. He started stroking in and out of her, banging his hips hard against her ass with each stroke so that her hanging breasts shook and swayed under her. The harder he pounded her the more violently they swung and the louder her moans were.
"Fuck yes Greg. God yes fuck me hard!" She begged as his pounding slowly worked her hands across the counter until her tits were resting on the cold surface. She could feel her legs and thighs press against the cabinets, her tits sliding around on the cold smooth counter as she tried to hold herself still for his strokes. He continued to bang into her as her breathing grew more ragged, her moans warning of her impending climax.
"AHHHHH SHIT!" She squealed loudly as her body trembled, her pussy clamping around his fat cock. She lay there, his cock pounding into her over and over as her orgasm ran through her body.
"Gonna come!" He grunted, pulling her from the counter and jerking her around. He forced her to her knees in front of him, and reached out for the apron. In two jerks he had her apron ripped off and tossed aside, leaving her completely nude. He reached a hand for her head and pulled it to his cock and began fucking her mouth, driving his cock so far in she nearly gagged each stroke. "That's it babe!" He grunted, suddenly pulling his cock from her mouth and stroking it madly. "UHHH!" he grunted as his cock spewed a huge gush of cum, the rope sailing through the short space between them and landing on her face. Again and again his body jerked, emptying shot after shot of cum on her face and tits, leaving her coated with his jizz by the time his cock started to soften.
"There you go babe. Just what you wanted."
"Uh huh." She answered as he pulled up his shorts. Without a look back he walked out the back door, leaving her kneeling completely naked, his cum still spread all over her."
"Damn." I mumbled as I tried to clear the image of my own adult daughter, kneeling nude in the kitchen.
"Ahhh. Um. It feels kind of warm in here suddenly." She said, tugging on her button down blouse to fan some air down it. Her hands moved to the buttons on the front and began undoing them, stopping only when she had it open about half way down, her pink lacy bra exposed between the spread front of the blouse.
"So how are things at home? Everything alright?"
"Oh yeah. The usual stress with jobs and such." She said evasively. "Why do you ask?"
"I don't know. Just got the impression that things weren't quite as good as you wanted them to be."
"Well, that's always the case isn't it? Doesn't seem like he has enough time for me, but I guess with him starting a new job that's to be expected."
"I suppose. But just a word of advice from an old man. Talk about it. Don't let it fester and become an issue. If it's not enough sex, then say so."
"Who said anything about sex?" She asked defensively.
I looked at her sternly, sitting on the edge of the bed, her short skirt pulled tight across her thighs, one hand absently stroking her fingers up the inside of her thigh, stroking all the way up a couple inches under her skirt. I could see the pink panties she had on peeking from between her legs, the crotch obviously wet. "Sweetie. You're practically rubbing your own pussy, and your shirt is half open and you're fantasizing about being fucked by guys that aren't your husband. What do you expect me to think?"
"I'm not....I mean, how could....What the? Dad! How could you say such a thing?" She said, clearly flustered, her legs clamping together and her hands balling into fists.
"Am I wrong?"
"Yes you're wrong!" She said loudly.
"I see. Okay. If I'm really wrong then I'll gladly apologize. Just one question."
"What's that?"
"Who's Greg?"
She flushed crimson at the name. "He's the guy two houses down."
"Runner isn't he. Tall, thin. Strong build?"
"Yeah, how did you know?"
"Just a lucky guess. Please sweetie. Talk things over with your husband. I'm sure you can find a way to work things out."
"Ohhh....Okay dad. I promise. Anyway. I need to get to work. I just wanted to stop and say hi on my way in. Talk to you later."
"Will do sweetie." I said as she stepped to the head of the bed and leaned over, giving me a soft kiss on the cheek.
She stood up next to the bed and reached behind herself. She unzipped the short skirt and let it slide down her legs. The skirt had no sooner slipped down, revealing her pink panties than she was bending over, pushing them down her legs. She stepped her high heels through the leg holes, leaving her nude below the waist. She turned to face the wall and pushed her ass out at me, wiggling it slowly side to side. "Come on daddy. Fuck me. God my pussy needs a cock so bad! Fuck me. Just stand up right here and push your cock into me. Ohhhhh god I'm so wet!" She moaned, sliding a hand down between her legs and stroking her pussy. "I know you have a big cock. I saw it as a little girl. It was so big and fat. Come fuck me with it. God I need a cock in my pussy so badly right now! " Her fingers pushed up into her pussy and started sliding in and out, a loud slurp of her juices accompanying every stroke. I stared at her, my hand sliding under the covers and finding my hard cock. I stroked it in time with her fingers, watching them slide in and out of her tunnel.
"Pull back the covers daddy. Let me see that big cock!" She groaned, looking back over her shoulder at me. I pushed the covers down and exposed my fat cock, my hand sliding up and down slowly. "God it's huge! So much bigger than I remembered. Fuck me daddy. Bring that fat cock over here and fill me with it. I want to feel you stretch my pussy with that fat cock and shove it all the way in."
I tried to end the image in my mind, pulling the covers back up over my hard cock and telling her in my mind that I couldn't do that. I saw her eyes widen as she looked down at me. As she had leaned over her hand had come to rest on my cock, either accidently or subconsciously, I didn't know, but there was no doubt that she could feel the hardness and size of it. She pulled her hand away as if it was burned, her eyes flashing down to the bulge under the covers and then finally softening as they looked down toward her own body, her shirt still hanging half way open, most of her bra and a good part of her breasts showing over the top of the lacy retainer.
"Guess I better button back up." She mumbled, moving her hands to her blouse. "Don't worry dad. Things between us will be fine." She said as she buttoned the last button. "I'll stop and see you tonight, okay?"
"Sure thing sweetie. Have a good day!" I called as she headed out of the room.
If I hadn't known it before, now I knew without a doubt that it was desires, and yet more than that. I clearly had some effect on it. Hell she just had her hand on my cock and the image of my cock was pretty damn accurate. She also clearly felt something, as much as I did. I could feel her arousal, how horny she was, how badly she suddenly wanted to be fucked. I also knew that while I wasn't what she wanted, there was that briefest of moments where she apparently did.
If I could affect things, I was going to have to experiment a bit more. So far I'd been along for the ride. What if I tried to control where it went? It all happens so fast, it wasn't as if I had time to plan or think. No these minutes long scenes were playing out in the flash of a single heartbeat. I don't know how, but I was starting to at least understand it.
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"Morning Scott. Time to go down for therapy." the big burly orderly said as he stepped into the room.
"Sure. Guess it is that time." I answered him. He reached out to help me get into the chair, but I held a hand up to stop him. "No, I wanna do it. I gotta get mobile somehow, don't I?"
"Yes sir, you do." He said with a smile as I worked my way out of the bed onto my good leg and then turned and sat in the wheelchair. "I hear you're quite the ladies man."
"Oh? How's that?" I asked as he spread a blanket over my legs.
"Heard a couple nurses talking at the station earlier. Seems like when they come in to see you they go away feeling so damn horny. One of them swore she orgasmed standing right next to your bed. What's your secret man?"
"I have no clue. It's just me!" I said with a shrug.
"Well, whatever it is, I hope you enjoy it because man, both of those ladies were damn fine looking."
"Yeah, I have had a few good looking nurses." I agreed with a nod.
"Good looking? Just good looking? Man some of them are smokin' hot!"
"Okay, okay. Some of them are damn good looking."
"Yeah, that's what I'm saying. Run with it. Flirt a little. Maybe you can even get one to give you a little company one night, ya know?"
"Yeah, I do." I agreed with a chuckle as we waited for the elevator.
The doors finally opened and revealed a relatively full car. "Wow. Full. We can sneak in though." The orderly said, turning us around and backing us into the elevator. "B1 please." He said to the woman in a white lab coat that barely extended far enough to cover her short skirt. She held a clipboard in her hands in front of her crotch, and letting go of it with one hand, leaned over and, smiling, pressed the button.
I leaned my hand over the side of the chair, resting it on the wheel for lack of anything better to do with it as the car started down. "Headed for therapy?" she asked with a smile, looking down at me.
"Yeah, I guess I start two a day now." I answered, looking up at her. She was maybe mid-thirties, slender but with a well-shaped, almost sculpted body, a pleasant smiling face and deep green eyes that seemed to look deep inside me.
"Well, it's important to have a strong positive mental attitude." She said softly as the elevator slowed at the next floor. The doors slid open and another man stepped in, pushing himself between her and the wall, forcing her closer to my chair. As the doors closed I felt her leg press accidently, or I supposed accidently, against my hand, her stockings smooth against the back of my fingers. I was almost immediately tempted to slide my hand up her thigh and stroke the soft skin pressing against me.
she dropped the clipboard to the floor and then slowly unbuttoned the white coat, letting it slide off her shoulders and pool on the floor around her. She wore a short black skirt and white satin blouse, which she started to unbutton. She slowly worked the buttons down the front, spreading the satin material apart to expose a pale yellow lace bra. She slowly, sensuously, pulled the sleeves off her arms, allowing the material to land and pool on the elevator floor around her. She seemed oblivious to the rest of the passengers as she unzipped the back of the black skirt and let it slide down her legs.
She spread her legs apart as she stepped out of the , only the bra and an absolutely tiny thong panty, covering her private parts, her legs still encased in a pair of nude colored thigh high stockings, the lace tops almost touching the pale yellow thong.
"You wanna see more? All ya have to do is ask." She whispered.
"Yeah, Take it off." I answered.
"How much?"
"All of it. Take it all off."
She grinned down at me and reached behind her back, unclipping the bra and letting it spring apart, the straps easily sliding off her shoulders. The bra slid down her arms, her full round tits jutting out from her chest, her nipples hardening before my eyes as I stared at the almost perfectly formed mounds. She stared deep into my eyes as she reached for the thong panty. She bent over, pushing the strings down over her hips, sliding the panty down as she went, bringing her face closer to mine with each inch she worked the thong down. She tilted her head and leaned toward me as she lifted one leg to slip the panty off, her lips pressing against mine in a soft wet sensuous kiss. I felt her tongue slide into my mouth, swirling around mine and then teasing my tip to coax me to follow.
As my tongue slipped into her hot wet mouth she sucked it, drawing it deeper into her mouth for a few moments before opening her lips slightly wider to break the suction. She let her face pull slightly from mine, her teeth closing on my lower lip and then slowly pulling it.
As she kissed me her hand had been busy, pushing the blanket off my lap and tugging the gown up, exposing my already hard cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, her hand sliding down its length as she moved her face in for another long soft erotic kiss.
I let my hand slide up her leg, along her soft thigh, feeling the firmness of her muscular legs and the softness of her delicate smooth skin. I felt the ruffled edge of the thigh high stockings as I pushed my hand higher, my fingers seeking her hot wet pussy. I could smell her arousal, the scent of her wetness strong in the small car.
Everyone seemed to be completely ignoring us as my fingers found her soft inner lips, protruding from her round smooth outer lips, obviously shaved clean . I pressed my finger between her lips and slowly stroked it along her pubic bone, feeling her hotness flow into my hand as her desire flowed into me from that hot sensuous kiss. My finger slid all the way to the end of her slit, her hard clit sliding along the side of my finger as I dragged it, wet with her juices, up out of her pussy, across her mound, and then up along her firm well-muscled body to her tits.
I rolled my hand over and cupped one of her breasts, the full round mound filling my hand, and then some, her hardened nipple pressed into my palm. I felt her moan softly into my mouth as I squeezed her breast gently , her hand returning the squeeze around my rock hard shaft.
She straightened up, releasing my cock and swinging her leg over me in one smooth motion. She rested her foot on the left arm of the chair and leaned toward it, bringing her bare pussy within inches of my face.
I looked up at her as I leaned my face closer to her, my hands closing on her firm ass and pulling it toward me as I inhaled her arousal. She arched her back slightly to present more of her pussy to me, and I eagerly licked up her wet lips, tasting the juices clinging to them.
"Ohhhh yessssss." She hissed softly as I spread her lips with my tongue, pressing it deep into her and then sliding it along her pubic bone until I reached her clit. Time and again I licked, her pussy growing wetter by the second as my tongue teased her slit and exposed clit. I slowly pushed my left thumb into her, pushing her lips apart and driving it ever so slowly into her tunnel.
Her body easily accepted my thumb as if it were a short cock, her tunnel walls snugly caressing it as I pushed it in and out as much as I could, my tongue still attacking her clit.
"OHHHHHH, Ohhhhhh....Fuck yes!" She gasped as I closed my lips on her clit and squeezed slightly. "God I'm going to come!" she panted.
I continued to lick and play with her pussy, sliding my right hand from her ass up her body to her left tit. I closed my fingers on her nipple, squeezing and pulling it in time with the short strokes of my thumb.
I felt her leg tremble against my hand, the clipboard slipping from her fingers and clattering to the floor as the elevator dinged that it was at the second floor.
She stood still, her chest rising and falling heavily in the white lab coat, her face flushed and her green eyes searching for...what? She didn't know. It took several long seconds before she finally bent over and picked up the clip board.
The man beside her stepped out of the elevator as she bent over and the doors closed again, the woman straightening back up, her leg returning to where it was, pressing against my hand as her trembling stilled. The car started down again and stopped at the first floor. She looked down at me briefly and then stepped out of the elevator car. The doors closed and only the orderly and I remained.
"Damn she looked good, didn't she?" He asked from behind me.
"Yeah. Almost good enough to eat."
"No shit man. I'd eat her damn pussy in a heartbeat. God she was hot. Looked like she had the hots for you too. Maybe I should have pushed you out where she got off and let you make a play."
"I doubt it would have been successful." I answered as the doors slid open on the basement floor. He pushed me out in silence and wheeled me to the physical therapy room.
"Well, Scott, I'm glad to see you're back. I think you and I are going to get real friendly over the next few days." Bonnie said with a smile as she walked up to us.
"How so?"
"Well doctor Shakari has penciled you in for two sessions a day for the next week. I guess she's planning on keeping you here until the cast comes off ."
"Well, that's good to know I guess." I answered as she took the chair from the orderly and pushed me toward the same room we had worked in before.
She pushed me in and closed the door behind us before turning back to face me. "So, need a hand getting on the bench again?" She asked sweetly.
It was time to see if I could plant thoughts or not. Something simple, something direct. That was the plan. Make her take her top off and let's see what happens. "Yeah I wouldn't mind a hand." I answered as I pushed the blanket off of my lap, exposing my surprisingly hard cock, sticking up with my gown pulled almost to my waist.
"Well, looks like someone is horny!" She said with a smile and a wink. "Or is that just your normal state?"
"Horny seems to be my normal state right now." I answered her honestly as she reached for my hand. "Show me your tits, show me your tits, show me your tits," I thought to myself as her hand came in contact with mine.
She stood in front of me, sitting on the bench, my rock hard cock jutting up into the air, bouncing slightly with my heartbeat. She stared at my cock and then reached for the bottom edge of her scrubs, hanging loosely down around her waist. She grasped the material and pulled it up and off, tossing it aside with a smile. She reached behind her and undid the clasp of the bra, shrugging it off her shoulders. She tossed it aside, leaving her bare from the waist up, her hands quickly lifting to her now exposed breasts. She cupped each one, gently kneading them and allowing her index finger to slowly stroke across each nipple, teasing them harder by the second as she stared at my cock.
I could see her face flush slightly as she helped me to the bench, swiveling me around and lifting my cast leg up onto the support. I was encouraged by the fact that she left my hard cock sticking out where she could see it as she walked to the wall and came back with two small weights.
"Alrightie Scott. Take these," She said holding the weights out. "You need to do the curls like I showed you last time. I want three sets of ten for a start."
"Alright." I answered, starting to slowly curl the weights up and down, resting after I had done both arms ten times. "How long should I wait?"
"A boring two minutes." She said as she stood in front of me.
"Wouldn't be as boring if I had something good to look at, besides myself, I mean," I said, looking up at her.
She looked toward the door, and then in a whisper said, "If you promise not to tell anyone." She quickly skimmed off the scrub top and dropped it on the floor next to her. Then she reached behind her and undid the clasp on the bra that constrained her C cup breasts. Her nipples were already puffed out and engorged by the time she had slipped the bra all the way off. "Time for the second set." She said softly, standing with her hands on her hips, her bare tits sticking out at me.
I did ten more repetitions with the weights and then rested, setting the weights on my thighs as I rested my arms.
"Very good." She said with a grin, sliding her hands up her body to cup her tits. She squeezed them gently and teased a finger across each puffy nipple, rubbing back and forth slowly. She sighed softly at the sensations and then almost whispered. "Time for ten more."
I picked the weights up and curled them ten more times while staring at her fingers slowly stroking her puffy nipples my hefts of the weights timed with the strokes of her fingers.
"Alright. Now let's do the leg." she said as she stepped toward me, reaching down for the weights. I reached my hands out and up, circling them around her back and pulling her closer, closing my lips around one engorged nipple. "Mmmmmm that's not fair." She whispered as I slid my tongue around and around on her soft nipple. My tongue gently teased across the slightly more protruding nipple before moving back to her swollen areola, feeling each delicious bump.
She slowly pulled her body away, forcing me to unleash her tit from my mouth, finally straightening up and walking away to the weight rack. "You keep that up and I'm going to make you exercise something besides your leg."
"Really? Now that might be an interesting idea, but kind of hard if you still have pants on." I said jokingly as she walked back over with an angle weight. She squatted down, fastened the weight around my ankle.
"Tell you what. Let's see if your leg can last as long as your hardon? If you can keep working your leg until I'm undressed, then I'll exercise that cock. How's that sound?"
"Sounds like a deal." I answered as she stood up and stepped back.
I started moving my leg up and down, slowly stroking my weighted foot and ankle up from the floor until it stuck straight out at her as she untied the string in her scrub pants. She pulled the waist band loose and let them slide down her legs. "Ohhhh look at that! No panties! Goodness! I guess you win!" She said with a grin, bending over to pull her shoes and the legs of the scrubs off her feet. She stepped toward me, her legs straddling my outstretched leg firs and then the one I was slowly pumping up and down. She sat slowly on my lap, my cock sticking up between us nestled against her wet pussy.
"Now, you wanted to play with my tits?" she cooed as she put her arms around my neck and leaned back, her position grinding her pussy harder against my rigid shaft.
"Uh huh." I answered, reaching both hands up to her soft round breasts. "I definitely did and do."
"Good, because I LOVE having my tits played with while I'm fucking a cock."
"Are you going to be fucking a cock?"
"Oh god I hope so." She said with a giggle.
"So what's stopping you?"
"Not a damn thing." She said quietly, slipping one hand down from my neck, her fingers gently stroking my cockhead. "I'm already sopping wet. I've been thinking about this cock since yesterday. I want it, I want to ride it and I want to feel it exploding inside me again. I know I'm not supposed to get involved with patients, and well, this is highly inappropriate, but...." She said before lifting herself up. She aimed my cock at her pussy and then slowly sat down, her wet lips spreading around my head and then my shaft as she sank slowly down on me. "... I really, really, want your cock!" She finished in a soft moan.
"Oh god." I groaned back as her pussy expanded to accept my fat shaft.
"I agree with that. Oh god you feel good inside me. Your fat cock hits all the right spots so perfectly." she whispered as she started lifting and dropping herself down my shaft, her soft velvety tunnel caressing my cock with each stroke. "Ohhhh fuck yeah. God this is good." She moaned softly. "I can feel your cock getting bigger inside me, getting ready to shoot your hot cum deep into my pussy, filling me with your hot fuck juice. Ohhhhhh god yes this is good. "
"Uh huh." I grunted back as the tingle deep in my balls started to grow, slowly expanding through my body as she continued to slide up and down on me. "I don't know how long I can last doing this." I warned her.
"That's okay baby. Just come when you're ready. I'm sooooo close that I could scream. Ohhhh yeah! Sooooo good. Sooooo good." She moaned over and over as her soft wet pussy slid up and down my cock.
I felt my cock swell slightly larger inside her, the first few twitches of my stomach muscles warning me that the inevitable was at hand. "Here it comes." I grunted as my body convulsed, driving my cock up into her as she came down on me, our combined motion driving my cock all the way up against her cervix, the end of her tunnel smashing against my head. Cum gushed from my cock, pushing its way out and into her tunnel, the hot liquid filling what little space there was between my shaft and her tunnel walls, and then forcing itself down and out of her pussy around my shaft.
"Oh god yes!" She squeaked as my second shot pushed up into her. I could feel her tunnel convulse around me, her muscles rippling and trying to draw me even deeper, if that were possible.
My body bucked a third time, her own pussy convulsing around my spurting cock as she leaned back, a long deep groan coming from her lips as her whole body began to shake and tremble. "Ohhhhhh god here it comes. Soooo fucking good!" she groaned loudly. "OHHHHH FUUUUUUUUCK!"
"Ahhhhhhhh god yes." I grunted as my body continued to convulse and add more cum to her pussy. Five, six, seven times I felt my cock surge into her before my climax started to recede, my cock softening slightly in her still convulsing pussy. She continued to sit on my lap, little shudders running up and down her body for long minutes before she finally pulled herself upright and smiled at me.
"Now that was a workout." She whispered. "and to think, we're doing two a day now."
"I hope I don't get too worn out." I answered quietly.
"Ohhhh don't worry sweetie, I'll make sure you have plenty left for me." She cooed before lifting herself up off of me. "And when the cast comes off, we can fuck so many different ways. Just think how much fun the water tank might be!"
I was beginning to think that I had unleashed a monster. It was obvious from her wedding ring that there was at least one other man in her life, and I hoped that I wasn't screwing that up.
She wiped herself with a towel and dressed again, coming back to sit on my lap again. "You know, we're done for now." She said with a pout. "I kind of hate to let you go."
"Don't you think your husband would object if you tried to bring me home?" I asked, trying to inject a little reality into the fantasy world that she had receded into.
"Oh...yeah I suppose so." She said with a real frown this time. Her brow furrowed and she looked down at her wedding ring and then at my face. "You know...I don't exactly know why I want you so much, why I'm willing to risk everything just to ride your cock again, but ....well, maybe we need to slow it down a bit. I have self control, I don't NEED to fuck you. I just want to really, really, badly." She said quietly. "Does that make me a bad person?"
"No, I don't think it makes you a bad person. But you probably don't want to spread it around that you are, or feel like, fucking me. It might get back to the wrong person and cause you a lot of problems. I'd hate to have that happen."
"Yeah, I suppose we do need to be discrete." She agreed quietly. "As long as that doesn't mean I have to stop fucking you."



"I don't think so." I answered equally quietly.
"Good." She said matter of factly as she slipped off my lap and undid the ankle weight. "Looks like your ride is here." She said, looking through the one way glass out to the main floor of the therapy area. She stepped over and helped me into my wheelchair, covered my lap and shriveled cock with the blanket and then wheeled me out.
"Alright Scott. See you back here at two o'clock sharp for another grueling torture session!" She said with a smile as she turned me over to the orderly.
"Man I wouldn't mind getting some grueling time with her," the orderly whispered as he wheeled me out the door.
"Yeah, she is a pretty good looker. Bet she's pretty damn good in bed too." I agreed, trying to make things look innocent.
"Ya know, the most interesting thing?" He asked as the elevator doors opened. "I'd always thought she really preferred girls, but she seems to be pretty taken with you."
"Really?" I asked as the doors closed on us. "I never would have figured. Besides, she's got a ring and all, must be a husband on the other end of that."
"Oh. Yeah she's got the ring, but it ain't a dick on the other end. I saw them at a Christmas party one year. Nope. Her husband has bigger tits than she does and a damn good looking body to go with em. No, guys aren't her regular fare, so I'm surprised she likes you so much. I brought one guy down a few months ago. She claimed he grabbed her tits when she was helping him into his chair. Man did that start a row. Poor guy. I kind of felt sorry for him. He ended up with old man Jekins for the rest of his therapy."
"Is that bad?"
"Yeah, he's an ex athlete. Absolutely loves his job. Been doing it for years but man he works a body hard. I'm guessing that you don't rate because of the cast." He said as the doors opened on our floor and he wheeled me out.
I moved myself to my bed and lay back, feeling exhausted. "See you later man." The orderly said as he wheeled the chair out and left.
I was lying back with my eyes closed when I realized I wasn't alone. I opened my eyes, looking for the visitor, only to realize that on the other side of the curtain was a new patient. I could just see her face looking past the end of the curtain.
"Hi." She said hoarsely. "I'm Jan."
"Scott." I said with a little wave. "I guess they just moved you in?"
"Yeah, hopefully I'll go home in a few days. They say its pneumonia again." She said with a cough.
I folded down the side rail of my bed on her side and slid out, stepping the few feet to the curtain and pushed it aside so that we could see each other. She wasn't a bad looking woman. Mid thirties I'd guess, fairly nice figure based on how much of the drab hospital gown pushed upward as she lay in the bed. I backed up and slid back into bed.
"So whatcha in for?" She asked with a smile.
"Oh, just convalescing. I had a motorcycle accident and then ended up in a coma for about ten weeks. My leg is still healing and they want to work my body a bit to build some muscle back on before they let me go."
"Ugg. Motorcycles are so much fun, but so dangerous!"
"Yeah, that can be. Most accidents are because the other guy wasn't paying attention."
"That what happened to you?"
"Yeah, some crazy broad, no offense intended, pulled out in front of me. Too busy talking on her damn cell phone to see me."
"That can happen." She said as she rolled her head back and closed her eyes. "Darn I'm tired. Must be the medicine." She said quietly.
"I could stand a nap too." I said, putting my head back and closing my eyes.
"Hello Scott." I heard as my foot was being gently shaken.
"Huh?" I asked, waking and looking at the foot of the bed to see the woman from the elevator standing at the foot of my bed, her hand gently rocking my good foot.
"Scott? I can call you Scott can't I?" She asked softly. "My name is Andria Fleck. I'm one of the staff...I'm on staff here. I wondered if we could talk for a few minutes."
"Yeah, I suppose so." I answered, a bit nervous at what she might say or do.
"You know, that was an....um...interesting moment in the elevator." She said quietly as she stepped closer and sat down on the edge of the bed, moving the big metal chart holder clip board to her lap.
"How so?" I asked innocently.
She gave me a wry smile and pushed her short rectangular reading glasses up on her head, using it to push her waist length dark brown hair back from her face. "Scott. I'm not at all sure what happened, or why, but I definitely do know the results." She said as she opened the metal chart holder and pulled out a small pale yellow thong panty. "These were quite thoroughly soaked, and I know damn well that I didn't pee myself. Somehow, in the few moments between floors, I experienced a very graphic and intense climax due to your oral ministrations. Now, I would consider that an unusual occurrence."
"How could that be possible? I mean we can't stop time and the rest of the people in the car didn't notice anything. I'd think if you were standing nude over me in the wheelchair someone would have noticed."
"Hmmmmm Interesting. I didn't say a word about being nude, or standing over you in the wheelchair. So clearly I wasn't just dreaming."
I sat and stared at her, almost afraid to say another word.
"So, tell me, do you see the same images as the women? Do you just pick a victim and then think sex to them?" She said, her face still smiling but her words very accusatory. "Should I be going to the hospital security and bringing charges of sexual assault?"
"I doubt anyone would believe you, but it doesn't matter really, I didn't ask for it and I don't really want it. It's been nothing but a headache since I woke up." I said dryly. "Personally a guy might find it fun to see a woman's sexual fantasies and desires, but after the first few, it's...well....the Midas touch in reverse. I just want it to go away."
Her eyes glittered at the realization of what I had just said. "So it is true, you do see it? What I'm thinking, what I'm feeling, all of it?"
"Yeah."
"So how detailed is it?"
"I can tell you that you have a small mole on your left outer pussy lip. As far as feeling? Hell, as far as I could tell you've had a fantasy for a long time about having sex in public, but you want to be in control." I answered quietly.
She scooted forward on the bed until her leg was touching the side rail. "So you felt my desire? You could tell what I was thinking?"
"Not exactly. You drove the situation. All I did was interpret what your mind dreamt up."
"So do you get excited too? I mean does it happen to you too?"
"Last night a little nurse came in to check my vitals while I was sleeping. When I woke up we were both orgasming together, her standing over there, me lying here squirting like a fountain. Neither of us touched anything but her hand on my arm. I have no idea how long it happens or takes. I just know that time seems to just about stand still."
"Fascinating. Is it only women, or men too?"
"Yeah, it's anyone. Seems like the only time it's not there is when I'm physically having sex."
"Can you tell me what I'm thinking?" She said as she suddenly reached out and touched my arm.
She pulled me by the hand through the door marked "stairs" and then turned me so my back was against the wall. She had an impish devious little grin on her face as she moved to press her body against mine. She wore nothing but the white lab coat, her stockings and high heels shoes. It only took her a moment to shrug off the white lab coat while she pressed her lips against mine.
As soon as the coat was off her body she was busy reaching around me, tugging the little ties that held on the hospital gown. She pulled her body back from mine momentarily, just long enough to pull the hospital gown down off of my arms and toss it over her shoulder.
I felt her hands reach between us and grab my hard cock, her hands eagerly, almost urgently, stroking it as she pressed her hard nipples into my chest. She pressed her lips to mine, sucking them for long seconds before trying to press her tongue into my mouth.
My own hands were busy, reaching around her and grabbing her ass. I squeezed and pulled it, grinding her hand on my cock between our bodies as I pulled her strongly against me.
Still holding her ass with my right hand, I moved my left up to her chest, cupping her tit and squeezing it.
"That's it. I like it a little rough." She moaned, breaking the kiss for a moment.
I slipped my fingers to her nipple and squeezed it, pinching it as I rolled it between my thumb and finger. She pushed her ass away from me, forcing my cock down between her legs before allowing me to pull her back against me again.
"Oh god you taste good!" She cooed, breaking the long embrace, her hips beginning to rock so that her wet pussy slid back and forth along the top of my cock. "Fuck me. Just bend me over and stuff your fat cock into my hot little cunt and fuck me silly!" She groaned.
I pushed her away roughly, grabbing one arm and spinning her around. I pushed her back and she bent over, grabbing hold of the stair railing, her long brown hair cascading over her back and hanging down around her head. I rubbed my fat engorged cock head up and down her wet lips, spreading them apart as I pushed against her. I felt my mushroom head nestle into her tunnel entrance and then shoved hard, plunging my cock into her pussy with one hard swift stroke.
"OHHHHH FUCK YES!" She cried loudly, her voice echoing in the stairwell as I started stroking in and out of her pussy, pulling out until all that was left inside her was my fat head and then jammed it hard into her again, my hips slapping loudly against her bare ass. Again and again I drove into her, each time slamming my body against hers. I reached down, spreading her hair and finding her firm round tits hanging down. I grabbed both nipples and squeezed them between my fingers and palms, holding them tightly so that each time I jammed my cock into her, making her tits wiggle, her swaying tits tried to tug and pull her nipples from my hands.
"OH GOD YES! FUCK ME, FUCK MY HOT CUNT!" She cried over and over. Her cries repeating for long minutes while I plunged my cock into her. "Shit. I'm going to come. God your cock is going to make me cum!"
"Shit. Me too. Fuck. Take this you slutty little cunt!" I grunted as my cock started spewing cum deep into her pussy.
"FUCK YES!" she squealed as her own orgasm hit her, her pussy convulsing around my spurting shaft.
"OH shit!" She squeaked, pulling her hand from my arm almost as if she had been shocked. She closed her eyes and let her head lol back, her long hair hanging down her back as her body trembled and shook.
My own body jerked and shuddered as my cock spewed cum onto my stomach, my body completely out of my control as I climaxed with her.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned, pushing a hand up under her skirt and stuffing a finger deep into her sopping wet pussy. "OH god I really am." She moaned as her body continued to tremble. She sat on the edge of my bed for several minutes before she opened her eyes and looked at me. "So, did you?"
"Did I what?"
"Did you orgasm?"
"Give me your hand," I said to her, holding my hand out for her. I drew it under the covers and under my gown to my shrinking cock. I pressed her palm to my cum slickened stomach before letting her hand go.
"Damn. So tell me. Describe what you saw and felt."
"Us in a stairwell. You had on just your white coat and you stripped it off and then stripped off my hospital gown. Then I bent you over and pounded into your pussy until we both came."
"Interesting. That was what I saw too, but it wasn't what I was thinking when I touched you. I was thinking about being in a hotel room and having you strip and fuck me. But once it hit me, the images in the stairwell? Well, I knew deep down that it was perfect. It was exactly what I wanted right at that moment." She said quietly. "If you don't mind, I'd like to explore this a bit more with you."
"Why? You just enjoy sex a lot?"
"No, I'm part of the neurology department. I'd really like to understand this more."
"On one condition. You don't commit me for being insane or anything like that."
"Deal!" she agreed, holding a hand out for me to shake, and then quickly pulling it back again before I could touch it. "Sorry. I'm not sure I could handle another orgasm that hard again this soon."
"It's okay. Doesn't seem to be much effect right after sex, or virtual sex."
"Alright," She said with a smile, reaching out and taking my hand.
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"Lunch time!" a heavy set black woman said, looking kind of like a huge purple grape in her dark purple scrubs. She carried in two trays, setting one on my roll around table and then stepping around the curtain to set the other on my roommate's table. She pushed the curtain back to open the room up and then scooted the table over my roommate's bed, helping her raise her bed back and get settled before returning to me.
"Here we go." She said with a cheerful smile, rolling the table in front of me and then reaching for the control to raise the back of my bed. She motored it up until it was as high as it would go and then reached out to move pillows while I scooted myself back toward the raised back. She held the pillows in place as I leaned back, momentarily trapping her hand between the bed and my back.
She was completely naked under the water, the rolling and churning water and bubbles tickling her body, especially between her legs and under her huge breasts as they floated up in the hot tub. The foam obscured her body as she leaned back in the tub, resting her head on the padded edge and looking up at the stars and the full moon. A shooting star streaked across the sky, leaving its momentary orange trail that faded slowly from her vision. She closed her eyes and silently made the wish she had so many times before. Leaving her eyes closed she let her hands roam her own body, gently teasing her nipples, pulling and squeezing them lightly while the fingers of her other hand pressed between her fat pussy lips, her legs splayed wide under the hot roiling water.
"Mmmmmmmmm yes baby. Fuck my hot little pussy." She murmured, imagining it was the big thick cock belonging to the man next door, the man she watched work out in the yard so often, his sculpted muscles rippling as he worked, his big cock bulging out the athletic shorts.
"Is this a private party?" She heard him ask from only feet in front of her.
Her eyes flashed open and he was standing, thigh deep in the roiling water, the foam collecting around his legs, almost touching his balls as he stood there, his long fat cock sticking out at her.
"Stand up, I want to see your body." He said simply.
"But I'm fat."
"Stand up and let me see."
She slowly pushed herself up, the water running down off her huge tits, and the foam sliding down her chocolate brown skin as she stepped back on the seat so she could raise even her pussy up out of the water. He stood for long seconds, surveying her, her huge sagging tits with their massive dark areola covering much of the front of each breast, her rock hard nipples, nearly as big around as one of his fingers, jutting out from her puckering areola. She slowly pulled her hand away from where it was shielding her crotch, exposing her patch of black curls and her fat lips to his view. "Like I said, fat." She whispered.
He stepped toward her, stepping down into the deeper center of the hot tub and reached out, firmly cupping both of her huge breasts. "I think they're damn sexy." He said quietly as he leaned his face down, lifting one of her big tits so he could suck her nipple into his mouth.
"Oh lord." She moaned as his tongue swirled around her nipple, teasing it and her big areola. She felt slightly light headed and sat back, sitting on the edge of the tub. He moved with her to keep her nipple in his mouth while his other hand slipped down between her legs and began to slowly massage her fat lips. She felt his fingers press between them and she opened her legs to give him more access. His fingers pushed deep between her lips, sliding up and down the length of her slit, dragging the side of his finger across her hard clit as he stroked her. She felt her orgasm coming, practically racing to overtake her whole body. Just when she was convinced she was going to climax, he stopped, pulling his hand from her pussy and his mouth from her tit.
With a grin and a twinkle in his steely blue eyes he stepped closer, pushing her shoulder so she had to lean back farther, her hands reaching behind her for the deck surrounding the tub. She balanced herself on the rough wooden boards as he reached for her ankles, spreading and lifting her legs. He stepped closer, his rigid cock pointing straight at her fat pussy lips.
"Ohhhh god." She moaned into the night as his fat head pressed against her sopping wet pussy and then between her lips. She could feel his engorged head spread her tunnel as he slowly pressed it forward, pushing more and more of his massive cock into her until his thighs pressed against her black firm ass. "Oh yeah Fuck me!" She cried as he started stroking in and out of her pussy.
His cock plunged in and out like a piston, driving its full length into her, stopping only when his thighs slapped loudly against her ass. Her tits bounced and rolled, one of his hands reaching from where it had held her leg to find one of her huge tits. He closed his fingers around her rock hard nipple, squeezing and twisting it like a dial, trying to "tune" her climax closer. If he only knew how successful that extra little bit of sensation was.
Her orgasm hit her like a wave, unable to withhold it, unwilling to deflect it, she let the wave roll across her, her whole body shaking and jerking uncontrollably. She heard herself scream "Fuck yes!" into the night air as his cock swelled inside her, pumping the first shot of his hot cum deep into her. Her pussy burned with the heat of his cum filling her as it contracted around him, trying to squeeze more of the hot juice into her waiting pussy.
Her own pussy returned the favor, gushing her juices out around his cock forcefully, her whole body seeming to contract around him to force her juices out, the flow spraying around his cock and balls until he was as wet as if he had dunked himself in the water.
Over and over again her body jerked and twitched until finally there was nothing left for her to give him and nothing left for him to deposit inside her. The two remained that way for long minutes, his cock twitching periodically, yet not shrinking significantly inside her. Finally he pulled his mostly hard prick from her pink hole, their combined juices flowing from her like a faucet as she lay back, dropping her legs to the tub, her chest heaving for air.
She looked to him, preparing to tell him how spectacular it had been, only to find him gone.
"FUCK YES!" The nurse swore loudly as she stood next to the bed, her whole body trembling and jerking for long seconds. Shakily she pulled her hand from behind me and held onto the railing of the bed as she gasped for breath. She looked around the room uncertainly, almost as if she had to regain her sense of her surroundings. Somewhat wobbly she made her way to the bathroom and closed the door behind herself. She stayed in the room for only a minute or two and then reemerged, looking substantially more settled, but at the same time, obviously unsure of what had just happened as she walked out of the room without another word, allowing the door to close quietly behind her.
"How did you do that?" Jan, the woman in the other bed asked.
"Do what?"
"Make her climax like that."
"Is that what it was?" I asked playing dumb.
"I heard what that woman said earlier. I wasn't asleep. I know that somehow you touch women and they orgasm. I want to know how. I know that's what just happened. She came, and damn hard too."
"I didn't do anything." I answered honestly.
"I don't believe that. Tell me, can you really see what they're thinking and see in their minds?"
"Our minds. I see and experience it every bit as much as they do." I answered quietly.
"Damn! Do you...You know, come too?"
"Sometimes." I whispered, looking at my lunch instead of her.
"So you just make up a thought and put it into their minds and they feel it or what?"
"Not really. It's like... I don't know... Like when they touch me whatever desire they are feeling comes out as a sexual situation. Sometimes it's me in it, and other times it's not. Sometimes it's not even a guy." I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "I guess you must think I'm a pretty sick bastard, huh?"
"Not really. I heard what you said. You really wished it was gone, that it was more of a pain than anything else. I guess it might be difficult to have to watch the sexual scenes of so many women."
"You have no idea."
She pushed her table away from the side of her bed, let down the rail and then swung her legs over the side. She wasn't a bad looking woman. Short blond hair that was fairly messy, considering a couple days in bed, not too tall, but not short either. I couldn't see much else behind the baggy hospital gown. As she stepped closer to me she reached out toward me. "I want to..."
She pulled against the restraints, though soft, none the less solid. She rolled her head from side to side, seeing the soft ropes wrapped around her wrists several times before running off and being tied off to spindles on the white headboard. Her legs were splayed wide, her ankles restrained so she couldn't close them, yet she was able to move slightly partially rolling and squirming within the limits of the soft ropes. She looked down at her nude body, her blond curls on her mound gone, her pussy shaved smooth.
"Well, she's awake." A woman's voice said quietly. The newcomer was nearly as old as Jan, maybe in her early thirties at most. She wore a black corset around her trim body, her tits supported, yet exposed, her pink nipples hard and protruding over the black leather. Her legs were encased in black mesh stockings, held up by straps down from the corset. She wore no panties at all, her completely shaved pussy bare and exposed, her inner lips protruding out between her legs as she walked in her six inch stiletto heels.
The man following her was slightly older, muscular, with sculpted abs, strong looking arms and legs and a huge cock, swinging back and forth as he walked behind the blond woman, completely naked. "She looks like she's ready to be fucked." He said in a low quiet voice.
"Soon my love. Soon." The blond said, her voice almost cooing as she stroked his face with her fingers, her face turning to Jan and smiling a devilishly evil little grin. She turned and crawled onto the bed, a long slender device in one hand. She swung one of her legs over one of Jan's, straddling her leg and pressing her pussy against Jan's thigh. "You're gonna love this." The woman said in a deep voice as she reached the long black cock shaped vibrator toward Jan's pussy.
The guy climbed onto the bed as well, walking on his knees close to Jan's head, his hand around his cock as he aimed it for her mouth. "Suck it!" he demanded, practically shoving the bulbous knob of his head into her mouth.
She closed her lips around it as he started pushing her head with one hand, driving her face closer his body and then letting her pull away, her mouth fucking his quickly growing cock. Jan could feel the fat vibrator pressing against her soft pussy, slowly spreading her lips apart. The vibrations sent little tingles up through her pelvis as the woman steadily pushed the fat black dong into Jan.
"Ohhhhhh," Jan moaned around the cock in her mouth as yet another sensation suddenly attacked her. A small vibrator was placed directly on her clit, sending what felt like jolts of electricity through her whole body. The man continued to fuck her face, partly by his hand moving her head and partly by small bouncing strokes from his hips. He shoved her head hard against his cock, jamming his fat dick so far into her that she gagged as he tried to force it down her throat.
"I don't think she can take it." Jan heard the woman say from down between her legs.
"Nope." The man agreed. "Time for a change?"
"With pleasure. My pussy is dying to be eaten!" The woman agreed in a deep soft voice that was almost soothing. The man pulled his cock from Jan's mouth as the fat dong was pulled from her pussy. The woman and man changed places, the woman moving to straddle Jan's head, facing her feet, while the man climbed off the bed. To Jan's surprise, he walked to the foot board and pulled, dragging half the bed away, leaving her legs tied to two poles, hanging in mid air, her ass barely on what remained of the bed. He stepped between her legs, his cock at just the right height to push into her pussy. He reached to one ankle, untied the soft rope and then released the other, his strong hands holding and lifting them.
He pushed her legs high in the air and spread them wide as he stepped closer, his cock head pressing against her pussy lips. "Ohhhhh fuck!" Jan groaned as the fat cock pressed into her where the fat vibrator had been before. It was bigger, fatter, than the vibrator and oh so much hotter. She felt him start to stroke in and out of her, her clit riding along the top of his shaft with each stroke, her whole body being assaulted with little jolts of pleasure from the stimulated nub.
The woman over her face moved closer, lowering her dripping wet pussy toward Jan's face. "Lick it slut!" the woman demanded as she pressed her pussy to Jan's mouth, smothering her for a moment until Jan opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, tasting the strong juices leaking from the woman. Jan slid her tongue along the woman's slit, spreading her lips and tracing her pubic bone until she reached the end of her pussy, flicking her tongue out the end and across her clit as she did so.
"Mmmmmm, I think she likes it." The woman cooed to her partner, who continued to stroke his fat cock into her. "Ready to make her come? How about it slut? Are you ready to come around my man's big hard cock? Do you think you deserve it? Maybe we should just let you wait a bit longer."
Jan tried to shake her head no, but it was trapped between the soft creamy thighs of the woman, the top edges of the stockings pressing roughly against her cheeks as the woman ground her pussy against Jan's mouth.
Jan felt the sudden stimulation of the tiny vibrator again, pressing on her clit as the man continued to plunge the fat cock in and out of her slowly, not trying to make her cum yet.
"Maybe we should make him cum inside of you? Would you like that slut? Should I make him fill your pussy with his hot cum? Or would you rather wait and lick it from my pussy? Ohhhhh you like that idea, don't you? I can tell! Having his cum in my pussy, dripping into your face? Oh yeah, that's what you want!" The woman practically growled.
The woman pulled off Jan's face and turned around, sliding her body down Jan's until their faces were even, their tits pressed together. Jan could feel the rough laces of the smooth leather corset press into her skin and the woman's hard nipples press into her soft breasts as the man pulled his cock from her pussy.
"Ohhhh yeah. Perfect!" the woman moaned as the man started plunging into her pussy, Jan feeling each stroke making the woman's body move on hers, driving her rigid nipples and the rough laces into her skin, almost painfully, almost blissfully. The man continued to pound into her until he climaxed, his sudden jerks moving the woman on top of Jan for long minutes.
Jan felt the cock press back into her again, softer, less big, but still hard enough for him to stroke into her again. The woman, now free of his cock, crawled up Jan's body, turning herself to face the man again and then pressed her cum filled pussy to Jan's mouth. "Eat it slut! Eat my man's cum from my pussy. Lick it all out if you want to come!"
Jan tasted the salty mixture of the man's and woman's cum as she licked it, taking all of it in and swallowing. She felt the woman's clit against her tongue and again licked and flicked it, periodically stroking all the way down her slit to clean up the cum still leaking from her.
"That's it slut. Make me come. Lick my little clit until I come." The woman growled. Jan focused on her clit, flicking it and swirling her tongue around it. "Ohhhh yeah. Here it comes, slut! Here comes my cum." The woman cried loudly as her body trembled, her pussy gushing juices over Jan's face.
Jan struggled to lick the copious flow from the pussy pressed to her mouth while the small vibrator was placed back on her clit. The man stroked harder and faster, driving her orgasm closer and closer to the brink. Just when she thought that she couldn't take the stimulation any longer, her body jerked, the first spasm of her climax. Her pussy contracted around the cock sliding in and out, causing his second orgasm to push a load of hot cum into her pussy. Her whole body trembled and jerked as the electric sensation from her clit spread through her body and the heat of his orgasm filling her pussy tried to quench the fires her clit was igniting.
Jan moaned into the pussy above her as her orgasm seemed to continue forever.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck." Jan muttered over and over as she held onto the rail of my bed. She pulled the hand touching me away and slid it under her gown, feeling her own pussy and shoving a finger deep into it, feeling her own tunnel clamping around it as she climaxed. Finally she pulled her hand from her pussy and released the rail, slowly and unsteadily shuffling back to her bed. "Damn." She muttered as she climbed in, giving me a brief view of her round ass and sopping wet pussy.
We each lay silent for a long minute before she finally spoke. "That wasn't what I expected. I was thinking something romantic, maybe being seduced in a tub, or something like that. Not being tied to a bed and used like a...a... slut."
"I don't make em' up. That came from within you some place." I answered, my cock rock hard under my covers.
She was silent for what seemed like hours before she finally whispered, barely loud enough for me to hear her, "God that was sexy. I'm getting turned on again just thinking about it. I've never thought of being tied and used like that, but damn, suddenly I can't think of anything else!"
I smiled to myself at the memory of her tied to the bed, her pussy shaved and ready to be fucked. I was horny beyond belief. Fortunately it was only an hour until my afternoon therapy session and I was looking forward to having Bonnie ride me again.
The ride down to the therapy room was pretty normal, the big burly orderly coming to get me again. Unfortunately Bonnie wasn't the one to meet me. A tall thin woman, in a pin striped business suit met us at the door. "My name is Florence, I'm the director of the physical therapy department. I'll be taking over from Bonnie for your therapy." She said sternly.
She was nothing like Bonnie. She was maybe fifty, had a stern, almost mean look about her. The suit was tailored and fit her like a glove, even around the rather small bumps of her chest. She stared at me with steely gray eyes that screamed control.
"Was there a problem? I was looking forward to seeing Bonnie this afternoon."
"Bonnie has been temporarily suspended for...let's say, inappropriate behavior." She said with her lips tightly pressed together disapprovingly.
"Seriously?" I asked, immediately upset not only that I wasn't going to get fucked, but also that this...witch... had suspended her for something she couldn't help.
"I never joke!" she snapped. "You can go. I'll take him from here."
"Yes ma'am," The orderly said, clearly afraid of this woman as he backed away.
Well, this just wasn't going to do, not one bit. I liked Bonnie.
I started to form an image in my mind, her pinstriped suit tossed aside, pieces hanging on different machines as she straddled my body, riding up and down on my hard cock.
"We'll be using the upper body weight machine this afternoon." She said as she wheeled me down the length of the room toward the back wall. There was a wide array of different weight machines along the wall, and she wheeled me to one with a sloped bench and two padded arms sticking down toward the bench. "Do you need help moving to the weight machine?" She asked bluntly as she pulled the blanket off my lap and hung it over a handle of the wheelchair.



"I might need a hand." I said, holding an arm out for her as I leaned forward to shift my weight to my one good foot. She reached for me with both hands, grasping my arm strongly.
She stood completely naked in the room, a blindfold around her eyes. She could hear movement, but see nothing. She waited, unsure if she should move or not. She had been told to undress and then stand in the center of the room. There was no furniture in the round room, only bare padded walls and a thickly padded floor. She heard rustling behind her, the soft footsteps of someone walking on the leather like floor material. Not one set, but two? Three? Yes, definitely three footsteps. No...there was a fourth, slowly walking around the perimeter of the room. She was concentrating on that last set of heavier steps when she felt it. A hot wetness closed around one nipple, sucking it deep. A mouth, the tongue swirling around her nipple, making her nipple hard as a rock.
"Ohhhhh." She squeaked as yet another mouth closed on her body, sucking her nipple deep into the mouth. She sighed deeply as the sensations of the two mouths teasing her nipples started making her pussy wet, her clit tingling even though it had yet to be touched.
Hands started rubbing her body, teasing, stroking softly, just finger tips teasing her skin. Goose bumps raised on her arms as the fingers teased closer and closer to her mound and leaking pussy.
"Ohhhh lord." She moaned softly, as the fingers began to stroke her thighs, slowly working higher and higher until they finally touched her wet lips. The hands coaxed her to lie down. She eased herself down until she was lying on her back and then the hands coaxed her legs apart.
"OH fuck." She moaned as a soft tongue split her pussy lips wide, stroking up between them and bouncing over her hard little clit. She was about to moan again when a wet pussy pressed to her face, tangy wetness forced against her lips. She reached her tongue out and licked between the soft lips searching for the clit at the juncture of her lips.
Florence heard a gasp of pleasure above her as she stroked the wet slit again, finding the clit and flicking it with her tongue. Over and over she licked, her own tongue moving almost in time with the tongue licking and sucking her own pussy.
She could feel her orgasm building, slowly at first, but faster with each passing lick to her slit. As suddenly as it appeared, the pussy above her pulled away, leaving her juice covered face cooling in the slight breeze she could feel.
The hands coaxed her up again, wordlessly walking her across the room. The hands were specific, making her spread her legs as they walked her forward a few more feet. Two hands on her shoulders pulled down, coaxing her to squat.
She hadn't moved far, only a few inches when she felt it, a big hard cock pressing against her already wet lips. They continued to pull her down, and in the process, down on to the long fat shaft. She felt it expand her pussy as she sank down on it, the fat head caressing each inch of her soft tunnel.
She felt her ass press against a pair of strong thighs, the head of the cock pressing against the end of her tunnel.
She began sliding up and down, the cock slipping in and out of her pussy as hands began playing with her tits. The hands and mouths were soft and feminine where the hard cock inside her was definitely all man. Up and down she rode, faster and faster as her orgasm inched closer and closer to the inevitable.
The blindfold was pulled away as she neared climax, allowing her to look down at a fifty something year old man lying on the bench of a weight machine. Her nude body was bouncing up and down, the sight of her small tits bouncing wildly in the mirrored wall turning her on even more as she watched her own pussy envelope the fat cock with each stroke.
"Oh god I'm going to cooooooooommmmmme!" she moaned loudly as her whole body started to shudder. "OHHHHHHHH FUCK!" She cried loudly as her body convulsed around the hard cock, her pussy squeezing it and rippling up its length. She sat down hard, as she felt his cock expand into her, the first gush of cum pushing up into her forcefully. "SHIT SHIT SHIT!" She screamed as more surges of my cum pumped into her pussy, her own orgasm peaking a second time before she slumped against the arms of the machine, her pussy still feeling the gentle twitches of his fading climax."
"Goodness." She whispered, her face suddenly flushed pink. She helped me to the bench and sat me down, bending down to adjust my cast to a more comfortable angle. My rock hard cock stuck up into the air from under the edge of my gown as my bare ass sat on the padded chair. She looked up from my cast, her eyes locking on my cock, freezing her in place. "I'm afraid this isn't appropriate." She said quietly, standing up. She bent over and reached for the hem of my gown and pulled it up, clearly intending to pull it down over my hard cock. I had just about decided that I had failed when she reached for my cock and wrapped her hand around it.
"It's so big!" she said quietly. "So fat and long." She whispered before pulling the gown over both my cock and hand.
"You like it?" I asked her quietly.
"yeah, I do." She answered, her hand slowly stroking my shaft under the gown.
"Why don't you take your jacket off?"
"Why?"
"I'd like to see your tits." I answered. "I mean if you want to fuck me you're going to have to get undressed sooner or later."
"I can't, that would be completely inappropriate!" she practically snapped at me.
"More so than what you're doing now?" I asked. Her eyes looked down to her hands, the bottom of my gown pulled up and held in her hand while the other slowly stroked my fat shaft. She let go of me as if my cock burned her, my gown falling down but leaving me uncovered.
"Now, what you want to do is ten repetitions at this weight." She said, moving around the machine and setting a weight level on each arm piece.
"Just push em?" I asked, putting my hands on the pads and acting as if I didn't understand how the machine worked.
"No, your whole arm and hand." She said, standing close to me. "Like this!" she said, grabbing hold of my arm again to move it on the machine.
Up and down she bounced on my cock, the mirror behind the machine allowing her to see her small tits bouncing with each stroke. "Oh shit yes!" She sighed, reaching up to the bars of the machine to steady herself as she tried to stroke farther, pulling herself almost all the way off my cock with each stroke. "God I'm going to come!" she squealed as her body began to tremble.
She jerked her hand away from my arm, looking down at her hand as if it had somehow offended her. It took her several seconds to regain her composure. "Now first ten." She said, a little quiver in her voice.
I counted ten with her as I closed and opened my arms, moving the big paddles of the machine with my hands and forearms. After ten times I put my arms down and leaned forward. I pulled my hospital gown up and over my head, tossing it onto the bench of the machine next to me so that I was sitting completely naked, my rock hard cock exposed and bouncing with my heartbeat. "Getting warm in here." I said simply as she stared at my cock.
"Yes, it is, isn't it?" She said tugging the neckline of her blouse.
"Why don't you take your jacket off. No one can really see us back here, can they?"
"Not really." She said nervously looking toward the front of the big room. She hesitantly undid the single button holding the pinstriped jacket closed and slipped it off her arms, hanging it over one of the machines next us. She turned to face me and I could see the outline of a small lacy bra thought the thin material of the satiny blouse. "Now next ten."
I counted ten with her again and then dropped my arms. "I don't think these are the same weight." I lied.
"Really?" She asked, stepping over and checking the left setting. She stepped one leg across my cast and started to step across with her other leg when I reached out my foot and touched her leg.
Up and down she bounced on my cock, the mirror behind the machine allowing her to see her small tits bouncing with each stroke. "Oh shit yes!" She sighed, reaching up to the bars of the machine to steady herself as she tried to stroke farther, pulling herself almost all the way off my cock with each stroke. She could feel my fat head sliding down her tunnel until it remained barely inside her before dropping her weight again, each stroke bringing her climax a little closer.
She paused a half second while my foot touched her leg and then finished the move to the other side, taking long seconds to check the setting before straightening up again. "No they're correct." She said, fanning herself with her hands.
"Really? You sure?"
"It says they are."
"I don't think so, why don't you try it?" I said moving as if I were going to get up.
"No no. Stay put." She said quickly, stepping across me again, this time moving herself up my body until she was straddling my waist and my hard cock. She reached out for the pads and pressed them together while I reached out with my hands for her waist.
Up and down she bounced on my cock, the mirror behind the machine allowing her to see her small tits bouncing with each stroke. She looked down and saw my cock disappearing and reappearing into her pussy, her blond tuft of curls meshing with my darker curls with each stroke. She dropped one hand to her own pussy and began to massage her clit, knowing that it would quickly bring her to climax.
"Oh god." She muttered, realizing that she was standing, straddling me, her skirt pulled up and her hand rubbing her pussy through her panties and pantyhose. She quickly pulled her hand away and smoothed her skirt down, her hands shaking visibly.
"Why don't you take that skirt off? It just keeps getting in your way when you move."
"yeah, it does." She said, blushing crimson as she reached behind herself and unzipped the skirt. "Not quite the right clothes for this job."
"Not at all." I agreed quietly as she stepped back and slid the skirt down. She hung it on a different piece of equipment, staring at it for long seconds before turning to face me. "This blouse has to go. It feels about a hundred degrees back here. I'm going to have to have maintenance check the thermostat!" She said as she unbuttoned the blouse. She shrugged it off and stepped to yet another piece of equipment, hanging the thin material on one of the handles. She turned back to me, only in her bra, panties and pantyhose, her heels still on her feet. "Ready to do ten more?"
"I might need help." I said quietly, placing my arms on the pads and pretending to try and move them.
"Here." She said, moving over me again and reaching out for the pads. She pressed her hands on mine to help me squeeze the pads together.
She could barely wait to strip her pantyhose off, pushing them down her legs along with the small panties beneath. She stepped out of the heels and then straddled the machine again. She looked down at the big cock sticking straight up at her pussy, she felt how badly she wanted it, how fully it would fill her small tight pussy. She lowered herself slowly down, reaching down to grasp the cock, my cock, and guide it toward her waiting sopping wet pussy. "OH MY GOD YES!" She cried loudly as she settled on my shaft, my fat head expanding her pussy and sending tingles running from her pussy all the way to her rock hard nipples.
She pulled her hands away from mine and stared down at me. She looked at my face, focused on my eyes, looking deep into them before looking away, down my body to my fat long cock sticking upright. Without a word she stepped back and reached behind herself. She unclipped the bra, and shrugged it off, exposing her small firm breasts, each topped with a small round areola and a hard nipple centered in it. She tossed the bra aside, leaving it to land where it may, its arc ending up with it hanging on the machine next to me.
She paid it no mind as she reached down to her waist, hooking her thumbs in the pantyhose. She pushed them down, stepping from her shoes before pulling the thin silky material from her legs. She reached out and laid the hose over my lap, the legs split by my protruding cock.
I watched her lick her lips nervously, her eyes now focused on mine, staring into mine, her desire evident in the grayish eyes that were anything but in control. Her eyes were soft and searching, looking for something as she pushed her panties down over her hips. She bent over, her eyes continuing to be locked on mine as she moved, lifting one leg and then the other. She tossed the panties over her shoulder, the tiny white bikini style panties catching on a machine behind her and hanging, swaying as she stepped toward me again.
She straddled the machine and my waist, reaching down for my cock. She wrapped her hand around it, her fingers pointing down toward me as she stroked it slowly up and down, reveling in the hardness and the size of the appendage. She lowered herself tentatively, her unease clear in her eyes as she continued to stare into mine, doing everything by feel. She rubbed my head against her sopping wet lips, working it between her firm outer lips and then between the softer inner lips they were hiding. She released my cock and reached up for the bar over her head, balancing herself as she closed her eye and lowered her weight down onto my cock.
I felt her pussy press against the cone of my head, the pressure building until it finally began to spread around me. She moaned deeply and quietly as she slowly lowered herself down, her tunnel expanding around me, almost painfully at first. I let her control how fast she settled, the sensations inside her coaxing her faster, yet the temporary discomfort slowing her. In the end it took well over a minute to lower herself down until her neatly trimmed blond bush was entangled with my dark, graying curls.
She started slowly, painfully slowly, pulling herself up and then easing herself back down. Each stroke seemed to be slightly faster, her withdrawal pulling all the way up until only my head remained inside her and then her stroke down, quicker as my head pushed up into her.
"God yes. It feels so huge." She moaned.
"Too big?"
"Nooooo, No, not too big." She gasped. "I don't want to stop."
Up and down she stroked her pace growing as a gentle tremble began in her body. Her legs shook and her arms trembled as her orgasm began to wash over her. I felt her pussy convulse around my cock as her whole body jerked. She drew in a huge gasp of air and let out a long low cry of pleasure as her body was wracked with shudders and jerks.
After all the times I had shared in her fucking me in our minds, I was struggling to hold back. I just couldn't hold any more and my body jerked, pumping a huge gush of cum up into her pussy.
"YES!" she squealed loudly as her body shuddered with each surge of cum that flowed into her.
She collapsed against me and lay, her head on my shoulder, my cock still embedded in her, her hard nipples rubbing my chest as her chest heaved for air.
"Oh god." She moaned softly.
"I want Bonnie back." I whispered.
"Uh huh." She answered softly. "I will."
We sat that way for long minutes, my cock slowly softening inside her, yet she seemed unwilling to get off, and free herself from me. Finally she lifted herself up, pulling her pussy off of me and releasing a gush of cum from her pussy. "Goodness." She cried at the sight of my cum leaking down her legs. She reached for her panties, hanging on the machine behind her, and used them to clean her legs up. Her pantyhose, still laying across my lap, were covered with my cum as well. She wadded both the panties and hose up and tossed them toward the corner. I sat and watched her dress, the bra, blouse and finally skirt, leaving her naked under the skirt. She picked up the jacket and then hung it back in place. "We're not done yet you know."
"I know. Ten more."
"That's right Ten more." She said, hiking her skirt up and stepping across me again. She settled down on my lap so that her leaking pussy was pressed to my softened cock and then reached out to grasp my hands on the pads.
She stood her hands tied to the machine above her head so she was unable to move. Her legs were spread and appeared to be tied as she looked at herself in the mirrored wall. He stepped up from behind another machine, a devious smile on his face as he stepped closer. He reached out, gripping the front of her blazer and jerking it aside, ripping the buttons off the front. He spread the material as far as he could with her arms tied, and then gathered it behind her. He let go of the blazer and reached for her blouse, sliding his fingers into the gap between two buttons and then jerked, popping the whole row of little white buttons off of the silk blouse. He paused to look at her body, his fingers teasing up and down her firm stomach, running over her bra and circling where her nipples were hidden beneath the cups. His fingers reached up to the top of the cup, sliding them gently between her soft breast and the material of the bra. With a sudden jerk he ripped the small center joint of the cups apart, the cups separating and falling away to expose her bare tits. He continued to pull, ripping the small shoulder straps from the cups and pulling what remained of her bra from under her blouse.
He stood and ran his fingers gently across her bare breasts, her nipples hardening as he teased his fingers across and around her areola and nipples. She bit her lip to keep the moan from escaping her lips as he continued to tease her tits with one hand, his other reaching around behind her for the zipper of her skirt. She felt it inch down, his fingers closing around a nipple and squeezing gently as he pulled the zipper down.
She felt the skirt fall part way down her legs, stopped only when the narrowly cut material could spread no wider. He let go of her nipple and reached down, gripping her skirt and then spinning it around her body so the zipper pointed to the front. He gripped the material and with a single jerk, split the skirt all the way down. He pulled the ruined skirt from her body and tossed it aside.
He had yet to say a word, and she remained equally silent as his fingers teased in the waistband of the pantyhose. He tugged and released so that the elastic snapped back to her firm smooth stomach. Over and over he did it, letting the elastic snap her while his other hand returned to her nipples, moving from one to the other, squeezing, twisting and teasing them.
He moved both hands down to her hose, and pulled, slowly, stretching them out toward him, expanding the waistband until she felt it could stretch no farther. Gripping the material he pulled sideways, ripping the thin material down the front to her crotch. He pulled the partly destroyed hose down over her ass to her thighs, leaving only her small white panties coving her pussy. He grasped the material of her panties and slowly ripped them, leaving them to slide partly down one leg and exposing her pussy to him.
With nothing between his hands and her bare skin, he began teasing her body, sliding one hand back to her tits while the other slipped between her legs. She felt his strong fingers press between her lips and then stroke slowly along her slit, the side of his finger rubbing her engorged clit. She was so wet, so aroused. She wanted him. She wanted him now, but she also knew that he would do what he wanted, when he wanted, and any demands or requests would only delay what she really desired.
She closed her eyes and allowed him to tease her body, her pussy getting wetter by the moment. She opened her eyes only when the sensations on her pussy stopped. She looked down to see him push the front of his shorts down, exposing his hard cock. She arched her back, angling her pussy toward him as much as she could. She felt his cock press between her lips, his fat head spreading her lips and engaging into her tunnel. She felt him push up, putting more pressure on his cockhead and spreading the entrance to her tunnel around him.



"Ohhhhhh." She sighed quietly as his fat cock pressed deeper into her, slowly forcing its way along the length of her tunnel. She felt his bulbous head caressing each inch of her insides as he began stroking in and out of her pussy, his fat head driving her crazy. She felt his cock sliding across her clit, causing little shocks to travel through her body, radiating to her tit and the nipples he was still squeezing with one hand.
She opened her eyes, and saw him standing, pumping his cock in and out of her as he held one hand over their heads, hanging on to the machine for support.
"I'm going to come." She whispered.
"Not until I tell you you can." He hissed.
She struggled to keep her orgasm in check. It kept building, growing, straining to be released. She knew she couldn't hold back forever, she just hoped she could hold it back long enough.
"Now you can." He grunted as his own orgasm hit, pumping cum deep into her as he continued to stroke in and out of her pussy. Her climax washed over her, her whole body trembling and shaking, her pussy spasming around his fat shaft.
She gasped for air as she felt him empty into her, his hand still teasing her tits, first one and then the other, over and over as her orgasm just refused to fade completely away.
She opened her eyes and looked down, her skirt hiked up to her waist and my again hard cock pressed deep inside her as she climaxed around me. Her chest heaved as she fought for breath while she sat on my lap. "My god what just happened?" She panted.
"Just a little fantasy I guess." I answered honestly.
"I think our time is up." She said, climbing from me shakily. She retrieved my gown and helped me get it on and then held the chair while I moved to it. Finally "decent" she wheeled me out of the room to the elevator. Once in the elevator she stepped next to me and pushed the button for my floor. "You know, I would really appreciate if you didn't say anything about this little...um...transgression."
"I won't, as long as you don't hold it against Bonnie."
"I think I can safely say that I won't."
"Just one question. Who is he?"
"He?" She asked sharply, spinning her head to look down at me in shock.
"Yeah, the guy you have the hots for. I don't think you're married, so who is it? A coworker?"
"I don't think that's any of your business." She snapped.
"That's fine. I hope someday he comes and takes you just the way you want, tied to that machine, fucking you but not letting you climax until he says so. Yeah, I can see how, in your position you would fantasize about someone else being in total control."
She stared down at me, her mouth working, but no sounds coming out a she struggled to find words. "How? What? I mean... Shit!" she finally got out.
"Oh just a lucky guess." I answered with a crooked smile. "This is our floor, isn't it?" I asked as the doors opened on the elevator.
She pushed me in silence to my room and then held the chair so I could get into bed from it. Only then did she leave, still silent.
"You are so bad!" Jan said when the door had closed.
"What do you mean?"
"That woman. I don't know who she was, but I could smell her pussy all the way over here and oh yeah, her shirt was still untucked from the back of her skirt. What did you do to her?"
"She suspended my physical therapist because she got a bit carried away with me. So I just let her get carried away too. I think Bonnie will have her job back alright."
"I was right, you are bad." She said with a giggle.
"Well, it wasn't my therapists fault. She had to touch me in her work and well...we both know what happens."
"Yeah, I can just imagine." Jan said with another giggle.
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The subway was far from deserted as she rode next to the younger man. She didn't consider herself to be bad looking for thirty, her tits barely needed the support of the bra, even though they were a full C cup. The air conditioning in the car was blowing across her, making her nipples harden through the extremely thin shirt she wore under the blazer. The half cup bra she was wearing was allowing her hardening nipples to poke the material of her shirt out dramatically. She looked down the car to make sure none of the other passengers at the other end could see before she slipped off the blazer.
He looked over and smiled, noticing the hard nipples protruding, but he was in for much more of a surprise than that. She slowly tugged the hem of her light tank top up her body, rolling the material up over her firm stomach, over the half cup bra and finally over the top of her breasts, letting the stranger she had set down next to see her bare tits.
She shivered slightly as the cool air blew across her breasts, making her nipples harden even more under his gaze. He stared at her tits, his hands slowly stroking his own thighs as the cock in his pants hardened obviously. She looked down the car one more time before reaching for the hem of the little black mini-skirt, pulling the back of it up over her bare ass as she lifted herself slightly in the seat. With nothing to prevent it, she inched the front of the skirt up, spreading her legs in the seat, her knee pressing against his as she slowly exposed her bare pussy to him.
She continued to pull the skirt up until it was around her waist, leaving her completely nude from the tops of her black stockings to the waistband of the tiny skirt.
She sat there, her tits and pussy completely on display to him for long minutes, minutes that felt like hours. Finally she reached over to his leg, resting her hand on his thigh and then slowly stroking it up his leg until it rested on the bulge in his pants. It seemed to be the signal he needed, his hand no longer hovering in space but now resting on the bare skin of her thigh.
She stroked his cock through his pants while his fingers inched up the inside of her thigh, slowly working closer to her already wet pussy. She just couldn't take it any longer and placed her other hand over his, drawing it up to her pussy and pressing his fingers against her.
He needed no more coaxing. His fingers quickly pressed between her wet lips, almost instantly finding her already tingling clit. His strong fingers started to massage and rub the hard little nub, driving her levels of desire up several more notches.
Her fingers were no less busy, working his belt and the front of his pants open. She wormed her hand down into his boxers and closed it around his hardening cock, tugging it and working it with one hand to try and free it. He seemed to understand her desire and lifted himself on the bench seat slightly and helped her pull his pants down enough to free him so his hard cock was sticking straight in the air.
She wrapped her hand around the mostly rigid cock and started to slowly stroke, rolling her hand over the head of his cock with each stroke, causing it to continue to harden and grow.
The next station came and she stayed sitting, hoping no one came onto the last car of the train and discovered her so exposed. Fortunately no one did. As the train started out again, she lifted herself on the seat, sliding across in front of the young man and sat on his lap, her hand capturing his cock and pulling it down so it stuck up between her legs before she sat.
"Fuck me." She whispered as she rubbed his cock and her pussy at the same time with her own hand. She felt him grip her hips and lift her, the only signal she needed. She pressed his head deep between her lips, using her own legs to lift higher until she could feel his cock slip back to the perfect spot. She settled down on him, his long slender cock sliding easily into her pussy. Trying to not be obvious, she used the back of the seat in front of her for support and began to lift herself on and off his cock, his mushroom head massaging and stroking all the little nerves inside her.
She could feel her orgasm, already so close just from screwing up the nerve to do this, begin to overtake her. His hands slid up her sides, pulling the bra down farther and exposing her whole breasts to his hands as she continued to slowly bounce on his cock. The first spasm in her pussy took her by surprise, but the rest did not. Her whole body seemed to be on fire as her climax sent little fingers of fire from where his hands were teasing her nipples to where his cock shaft slid against her clit. She only needed one more thing to make it all perfect.
She continued to bounce, rotating her hips with each stroke, trying to maximize the effect on his cock, trying to coax him to his climax. Her chest heaved under his hands as she struggled to control the desire to cry out, to scream how hard she was orgasming. She had to be quiet, she had to...ohhhh fuck here it was. She felt his first surge of hot cum lance out up into her pussy, pushing her orgasm back to its second peak. She stifled a gasp as his cock surged a second time, third time and lost track. She sat on his lap, grinding herself down on his cock as it continued to pulse and surge inside her.
She knew someone was watching, a woman in a seat farther up front, staring at her exposed bare tits, but right now she didn't care. Right now she was only interested in the fantastic orgasm that she was having.
Slowly, ever so slowly she began to come down from her sexually induced high. She pulled her shirt down over his hands and her tits, but remained sitting on his lap, panting for air. The train started to slow for the next station, much too soon. She wasn't ready, but she also knew she needed to.
As the car slowed, she reached for her skirt, pulling it down as she stood up, in one smooth motion. His hands slipped from her tits and she side stepped out of the seat, looking down at his glistening cock. She could feel his cum dripping down her legs as she grabbed her blazer and walked quickly to the train door .
I opened my eyes and saw a nurse checking my vital signs. Her hand wrapped tightly around my wrist from where she was checking my pulse, her eyes glazed over and the smell of her orgasm strong even through the light blue scrubs she was wearing. Her chest was heaving as she released my wrist and held onto the railing of the bed. Her arms were shaking and I couldn't resist the temptation to reach out and cup one of her tits through her top. She looked at me as her eyes cleared, her eyes searching. She stepped closer to the side of the bed and reached a hand under the covers, finding my rock hard cock. She started stroking it, her hand going up and down its length for nearly a minute before she seemed to realize what she was doing and stopped, slowly withdrawing her hand. "I'm sorry." She whispered, shaking her head in confusion.
"It's fine. I don't mind." I whispered back.
"I've gotta go." She said abruptly, turning and walking out of our room, pulling the door closed behind her.
"Damn." I swore silently.
"What's wrong?" Jan asked sleepily from the next bed.
"I just watched that nurse expose herself and fuck a total stranger on the subway."
"Wow. Steamy! Left you kind of horny, huh?"
"Just a bit."
"Ya know. I haven't had a good fuck in a long time. I've been kind of horny since that little episode we had. If you have sex, do you still see all that stuff?"
"Sometimes. I think it depends on how turned on the woman still is. It seems that once I start engaging in real sex it mutes it a lot. I still see some things but I really feel the emotions you're feeling." I answered.
She flipped the covers back and slipped out of bed on the far side and wheeled her IV stand around the bed with her to my bed. She turned her back and stood next to the side of my bed. "Well, you going to untie me?"
"Huh?"
She turned her head to look at me, leaving her back exposed. "Just between you and me, I'd rather not be wearing one of these shitty hospital gowns when I'm having sex with a hunky guy."
"I'm not all that hunky."
"Depends on your viewpoint, now untie me please."
I shrugged and reached over and pulled the strings of her gown, which she shrugged off and laid on the end of my bed. She had nice sized tits and her pussy, while needing a bit of a trim, had once been shaved and was covered with short fine curls. She pulled my covers off and then climbed gingerly onto the bed with me, straddling my legs. She walked her knees up my body lifting my gown up to expose my rock hard cock.
"Nice cock. How about you warm up my pussy?" She said, reaching out to grasp it.
She lay on the bed, a blindfold over her eyes, her arms and legs tied outstretched. She knew she wasn't alone and felt completely exposed as she lay nude on the soft surface. She had no idea where she was or even what she was laying on. It didn't feel like a bed, but it was soft, and thankfully warm.
She heard someone, and then a huge chill ran through her body as a soft wet mouth closed over her breast. She concentrated on the sensations the soft tongue swirling around her nipple, sending little tingles all the way to her pussy.
His hand found her pussy and gently pressed between her lips, slowly stroking back and forth, his finger rubbing across her clit with each stroke. She felt hot warmth of desire begin to grow deep within her as his finger slowly penetrated her tunnel. His finger stroked in and out, pushing deep into her, like a little cock stroking in and out of her.
"Oh fuck me. Please fuck me." She moaned softly as the desire to have his cock in her continued to grow, her pussy leaking juices around his finger as he stroked in and out of her.
"Fuck me. Please fuck me." Jan moaned a she straddled me, her hand slowly sliding up and down my cock.
I pulled my hand from her pussy, my middle finger wet with her juices. She looked down at me and reached for my hand, drawing it to her mouth. She slowly licked my finger, drawing it out of her mouth slowly before reaching down to her own pussy. She spread her lips and then pushed my cock between them, my head feeling her heat as she rubbed me back and forth.
"Yessssss!" she hissed as she engaged my cock into her tunnel entrance and sat down onto it.
I felt my cock slide inch by inch into her sopping wet pussy, stopping only when her bare ass was resting on my thighs. I reached my hands up to her breasts, cupping each one and gently squeezing and massaging them as she began to slowly ride up and down my cock.
"Ohhh god damn you feel so good in there." She moaned softly.
"You feel pretty good too." I grunted, my cock feeling like it was growing fatter with each stroke she made.
"Ohhhh shit. I'm so close to coming already. So fucking close!" She moaned. I felt her pussy start to contract around me, her tunnel walls spasming as her legs and arms started to tremble.
I felt the warmth grow inside me, starting at my cock and flowing outward. I knew it was only a matter of moments before I unloaded.
"I'm going to come!" I grunted in warning, wanting to give her a chance to get off before I filled her.
"Do it. Fill my hot cunt with your cum!" She moaned loudly.
I felt my body buck moments later, a gush of hot cum lancing up into her pussy. Time and gain my body bucked under her, filling her pussy to overflowing as the two of us climaxed together.
She slowly lowered herself down, her tits pressing into my chest through the material of my gown as she brought her lips to mine. She kissed me long and slow, her sensual kiss sucking my lower lip and my tongue as she lay enjoying the feeling of my cock inside her. I could tell she was momentarily content, her breathing soft and shallow, her kisses equally soft and sensual. As I softened she slipped off of me, lying next to me in my bed, one arm and one leg sprawled across me as I held her close, her head resting on my shoulder. Her breathing slowed and shallowed as she slowly drifted off to a contented sleep that I didn't have the heart to wake her from. I soon fell asleep with her.
"Hey you two. None of that in here now." I heard a nurse say as I slowly pulled myself from sleep. It was still dark in the room and I wondered what time it was.
"Huh?"
"You two. You can't be sleeping like this." She hissed.
"She couldn't sleep and wanted to be cuddled." I lied.
"That's all fine and good, but we need to get her back to her own bed."
"Okay. Here, help me sit up." I said, reaching a hand for her.
She reached out and grasped my hand.
She waded up out of the ocean, the waves swirling around her legs as she slowly walked up the gently sloping sandy shore. Even at nearly fifty she felt like she looked pretty good, but what really mattered was what the equally aged man laying naked on the blanket thought.
She was completely naked, the cool Atlantic waters washing around her legs, her feet sinking into the wet sand as each wave retreated down the shore. She stood, waiting as he got up from the blanket and walked toward her. "Come here lover." She called as she stood waiting.
She held her arms out to him, and wrapped them around him as he stepped between her arms, their bare bodies pressing together. She pressed her lips to his, kissing him sensuously, a kiss he eagerly returned.
She didn't care who saw, as she reached a hand between them and grasped his half hard cock. She stroked it slowly, breaking the kiss and turning her body at an angle to his to give him access to her body.
One of his hands rested on her firm round ass and the other lifted to one of her tits, gently lifting and squeezing it as she continued to stroke him. His cock quickly grew to full proportions in her hand, reveling in the feeling of his hard manhood. She wanted him, she wanted his hard cock stuffed deep into her pussy. She didn't care who watched, she wanted it now! "I want you to make love to me." She whispered.
"Now?" he asked quietly.
"Right now. Right here. Take me lover. Make me come in a huge screaming orgasm!"
He pulled away from her body, turned her to face the ocean and stepped behind her. She bent over with a smile on her face, her tits hanging down below her like two sexy udders as he rubbed his cock between her pussy lips. She felt him press into her, his fat cock sliding slowly into her already wet pussy. Inch by inch she felt him invade her tight tunnel, the sensations glorious. She never got tired of feeling him inside her, she loved the sensations of his head stroking her tunnel walls, teasing all those perfect parts.
In and out he stroked, those perfect parts now being stimulated. She leaned over farther, her hands almost touching the sand, allowing her clit to press against the bottom of his shaft. He continued to stroke, groaning that he was going to come soon, knowing that when he did his surging cum would be all that it would take for her to get over the top.
"Do it. Come in me baby! Fill my hot pussy with your cum!" She called loudly, knowing that he loved hearing her talking dirty to him. "That's it baby... I'm ready. I'm going to come with you! Fuck my hot little cunt! Fill me with your hot cream."
"Oh shit." He grunted as his body jerked, jamming his cock deep into her, his cock swelling ever so slightly as his first surge of hot cum pushed out into her tingling pussy.
"YES YES YES That's it baby! OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed out to the ocean, her voice echoing off the waves. She didn't care who saw or heard, she had what she wanted so badly. She had her husband fucking her in the ocean surf. How could anything be more perfect?
Her whole body tingled and shuddered as shot after shot of cum lanced into her, filling her pussy until it leaked around his cock. He knew what she loved, and with his orgasm fading, he used what time he had left to stroke into her, banging his hips into her ass with a loud slap as he tried to drive her orgasm a little higher.
"YESSSS!" she screamed as his pumping cock plunged into her tingling pussy over and over again, waves of ecstasy washing over her like the waves rushing around her ankles. Her whole body seemed to be on fire from the inside as her climax peaked and began to slowly fade.
She felt his cock soften and finally slip from her. She stood, turned and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down with her into the surf as they tangled their bodies together in a long erotic, loving embrace.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" She gasped breathlessly, her hands and arms trembling. Her knees started to buckle and she let go of my hand to grab at the railing on the side of my bed, bending over slightly and gasping for breath. "Ohhhh fuck." She moaned. "Oh god yes."
"You okay?" I asked her quietly, knowing full well exactly what she had just experienced.
"Yeah, I think so. I was just thinking of my husband and making love in the surf." She said, suddenly putting a hand to her mouth and blushing. "I don't have any idea why I just said that."
"It's what you were feeling. Ya know, there's a little island in Cape Hatteras that has a nude beach."
She blushed again, evident even in the dim light of just the bed light.
"I don't think that's an option any more. He just isn't well enough to travel let alone have sex in the surf."
"Well, it was a nice thought though."
"It was."
"Well, I suppose if she has to go back you'll have to help her up."
"It's okay. Just have her back in her own bed by the time they bring breakfast." The nurse whispered as she turned and walked away.
The sun was shining in the room when I awoke again. I gently shook Jan awake, who stirred quietly. "What time is it?" She whispered with a yawn.
"Not sure. But the sun is up."
"Mmmmmm I think that's the best I've slept in a long time." She said stretching. "Thank you. For last night and also for being my body pillow."
"You're welcome." I whispered back.
"Hey, did you notice?"
"What's that?" I asked as she pushed herself up so she could look at my face.
"We're not...you know. Living the fantasy life!"
"Yeah I did. I was wondering why, but maybe it's because we've been in physical contact for so long?"
"Well, whatever it is, I'm glad." She said, leaning her face to mine. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips and then with a smile pushed herself up and gingerly climbed out of bed. "I guess you get to see me completely naked in the daylight now." She said with an almost girlish giggle.
"Yeah, looks pretty damn good from where I'm at too."
"Thank you kind sir!" She said, making an exaggerated curtsy even though she was naked. She stood where I could see her as she put her gown back on, only then making her way back to her own bed.
I managed to not touch the nurse that brought us breakfast and Jan and I enjoyed some less sexual conversation over our breakfasts.
"Good morning Scott!" The tall thin woman from the previous day said as she entered. "I hope you don't mind the intrusion." She added, looking between Jan and myself.
"No, just a little breakfast table conversation. What can I do for you - Miss Fleck isn't it?"
"Oh, Andria, please. I wondered if we might have a bit of a chat this morning?" She asked sweetly.
"Sure, I suppose." I answered with a shrug.
"Good." She said brightly, stepping back out of the room and coming back a moment later pushing a wheelchair. "Do you need a hand?"
"I don't think so, just a moment to get fixed up though." I answered, trying to fix the gown that was really only half on me, before I pulled the covers off and exposed myself.
"Oh, don't worry, I'm sure it's nothing I haven't already seen." She said, stepping over and pulling the covers back, exposing me from the waist down. I realized when she reached out to help me that she had on a pair of latex gloves. She helped fix my gown and get me off the bed into the chair.



"See you later Jan." I called as Andria wheeled me out. It was a fairly long trip up and then across the building, finally wheeling me into a Wing labeled Neurology. She pushed me to an office looking door and propped it open while she wheeled me into the room, one filled with all kinds of odd looking equipment, each seeming to trail dozens of wires and leads. "This looks serious." I said quietly.
"Not too." She said as she pushed me toward the lone desk in the room and then left me there while she pulled the wheeled desk chair around to sit facing me. "Scott, can I be totally honest with you? I've never seen anything like what you can do. Yes, I'm a neurologist. I study the human brain and how if functions. In your case...well, you have a rather unique function that I've never seen before, and I'd really REALLY like to study it. I can't make you do this, but I can ask you nicely and hope you will."
"I guess that all depends on what you're planning on doing. I mean I'm not going to let you drill holes in my head or anything."
"Oh don't worry, nothing like that. All I'm going to do is put a few lead wires on you, make you wear a funny looking hat and then, well, let what you do happen. How does that sound?"
"And this will tell you what?"
"Well, for starters, I want to see what parts of your brain are firing and I also want to see what that does to the recipient's brain."
"You do realize what it does, to both of us, right?"
She nodded slightly. "I do. Not entirely unpleasant on my end, hopefully not unpleasant on yours either."
"Alright, I suppose if you want to do this."
She smiled and got up, quickly pulling my gown down to my waist and attaching a number of probes to my chest and then settling a rather unusual looking helmet onto my head that had a tail wires leading to a bank of machines. "All this does is monitor your brain wave activity. It doesn't change what you think or how your brain works in any way, but it will record the intensity of impulses so that I can map which parts of your brain are most active."
She stepped around me and took off her lab coat. "Now you're probably going to enjoy this next part. I need to put some sensors on my chest as well." She said as she unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off. She stood there in just a short brown skirt, coming to mid thigh, and a white lacy bra. "You know, I could just stay this way, but you do deserve a bit of a reward for allowing me to do this." She said as she reached behind her back and flicked the catch of the bra loose, shrugging it off. Her tits were a good full C cup, full and round, sagging just enough to turn her already hard nipples slightly upward. She smiled at me, making sure I had a good look, before she started attaching leads to her own chest, one on her side just past her breast, one between the two sexy orbs and one just on the top of one breast. She then sat down in a chair and put a helmet on her own head similar to mine.
"All set. So what I want you to do is to think about a sandy beach. Think about lying in the sun on the beach next to me, think about what I might or might not have on."
"Okay." I answered closing my eyes and picturing her on a sandy ocean beach, the two of us lying on a large towel, the sun shining down on us. I had on a regular pair of swim trunks, and she had on a skimpy little bikini that barely covered her nipples. Her long hair was beneath her as she lay back on the towel, her knees slightly in the air as she rested her feet on the towel. I could hear the waves slowly shushing in and out gently, the occasional call of a gull heard over the waves.
Her hand moved toward me and slipped in the waistband of my suit, worming its way down to grasp my cock. Her hand gently slid up and down my shaft, stroking its already hard form from my head to the base. After only a few moments she pulled her hand out and rolled over onto all fours, crawling across me so she was straddling me. With a huge grin she lowered her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine. She gently sucked my lower lip before teasing her tongue between my lips. I opened my mouth and accepted the tongue she offered, and played follow the leader around my mouth and back into hers.
As she kissed me her hands were busy, pushing and tugging my suit, trying to work it down my body. I lifted my butt off the towel and let her push the suit down as far as she could without breaking the kiss. I felt her hand wrap around my cock and slowly stroke it now that it was exposed. My own hands went to the strings of the tiny bikini she wore, tugging them and pulling the small triangles of material away from her while I worked my legs to finally kick my own suit off.
I felt her hand change on my shaft, slowly rotating so that she could hold my cock vertical, her hot pussy lips quickly enveloping my head as she rubbed it back and forth across her lips. I felt the pressure increase as she sat herself down on me, a soft moan coming from her lips a she expanded to accept my shaft.
I stood behind her, slowly pushing my cock into her, her hot tight tunnel expanding to accept my fat shaft as I inched it deeper into her. Holding her hips I began to stroke, short little jabs at first, each stroke working my fat head deeper into her, until finally I could feel my thighs press against her sexy tight ass. I lengthened my strokes, allowing my head to nearly pull from her before jamming it quickly into her again, her whole body shaking, her sexy tits swinging madly with each impact of my body against hers.
I heard her cry out in pleasure, "FUCK YES!" as I continued to stroke hard into her, driving my cock into her and both our growing orgasms slightly higher.
She stood, bent over the chair, struggling to hold herself still, her clothes dropped to the lab floor around her, only her stockings and heels still on her body as I jammed my cock in over and over.
"You like this do you slut?" I practically growled as I gripped her hips and continued to pound into her. "Tell me how much you like it. Tell me you want it!"
"Oh fuck yes. I want it so bad. Fuck me! Fuck me HARD! God you feel so good. Ohhhhhhh god yes. I'm going to come! God I'm going to come!" she screamed at the top of her lungs, her legs and arms trembling as I assaulted her pussy from behind her.
"That's it slut. You come. Come hard on my cock."
"OH fuck yes. God here it comes!" She squealed, her voice echoing off the equipment in the lab. Her whole body suddenly shuddered and I could feel her juices pouring out around my cock and dripping to the floor between us as her orgasm wracked her body with spasms.
"Now slut. Suck me off!" I growled, pulling my cock from her pussy and roughly spinning her around.
She crouched down in front of me, her legs splayed wide, her pussy dripping its juices down onto the floor as she reached out with both hands to grasp my big cock. She began to stroke it frantically, her mouth moving to cover my head as she stroked. Her head bobbed on and off my shaft, following her hands, her long brown hair swinging and flying behind her back as she tried to coax my orgasm to the surface.
"That's it slut. I'm gonna cum all over your face and tits. DO you want that slut? Do you want me to smear my cum all over your face?"
"God yes. Please. Come all over me. Cover my face with your cum!" She begged after pulling her mouth from my cock, her hands still stroking me frantically.
"Here it comes bitch!" I growled as my hips pushed toward her, the first huge gush of cum leaping from my cock and spraying across her face. Time and again my cock spurted and splashed more come on her face and glasses, the copious load sliding and rolling off her face to drip on her bare tits. She pulled one hand from my cock and stroked her pussy slowly as her tongue reached out to lick some of the cum from her lips.
"Mmmmmm good." She cooed as she pulled her other hand from my cock to rub the cum dripping on her tits into them. She leaned forward and closed her mouth around my shaft, sucking the last drops from it as I looked down at her cum splattered face.
"OH god yes. Come all over me!" I heard her cry loudly as she sat in the chair, her hand between her splayed legs, her panties pushed aside by her fingers as she slowly stroked one in and out of her.
She opened her eyes, and sat there for a moment, trying to focus. "God damn." She gasped, looking down at her own body and realizing that she had a finger in her pussy and one tit squeezed in her other hand. "I think I came."
"I know you did." I answered, staring at her mostly naked body.
"Did you?" she asked, pulling her fingers from her pussy and reaching out to pull my gown the rest of the way off, exposing my rock hard cock, sticking up and twitching with my pounding heart.
"Not yet." I answered as she got up shakily from the chair.
She moved to the panel of computer readouts next to me, standing between the panel and my chair. I reached over and slipped my hands up under her skirt, pulling her panties down her legs, not stopping until she could step out of them. I slid a hand between her legs and felt her wet pussy, pushing a finger up into her, drawing a soft moan from her.
"It only took three seconds. God all that only took three seconds." She said, practically moaning as she leaned against the counter that held the keyboards for the computer. I pulled my hand from her pussy and slid it to her hip, using both my hands to pull her toward me. She swung one leg up and over the one sticking out with the cast on it and then bent over, pushing her ass out at me. I pushed her skirt up to see her bare ass as she reached between her legs and aimed my rigid cock at her pussy.
"Oh god yes." I groaned as she settled on it, wiggling her hips to try and work her tight pussy down my shaft.
"OH fuck so big." She moaned as she worked her hips, almost unable to keep them still as she wiggled and squirmed on my lap. I felt her ass press against my bare thighs before, using the arms of the wheelchair for support, she lifted herself most of the way up my shaft. She dropped back down, slamming my cock deep into her and making her tits bounce with the impact. She lifted herself and dropped again, faster this time. Over and over she did it, using her arms to lever herself up and then gravity to drive my cock deep into her pussy.
"God I'm going to come." She squealed as she rode up and down my shaft, her pussy spasming and clenching around me as she continued to ride up and down my rigid cock.
"FUCK!" I groaned loudly as my body jerked and pumped a huge gush of cum up into her.
"YES!" She practically screamed as her own orgasm hit her like a wave, sending ripples of tremors up and down her body, her chest heaving as her body jerked and trembled. "Ohhhh god oh god." She mumbled, my cock still twitching inside her as she began to slowly come down from her self-induced high. "I can't believe I did that. I wasn't supposed to do that." She muttered.
"I won't tell if you don't." I said with a soft chuckle.
"You won't have to...The machines will. Everything that happens in this lab is videoed."
"Well, someone is going to have one hell of a porno tape then."
She leaned over, still sitting on my lap, and used the mouse to scroll through the few short minutes of data it had collected. "God look at this. Your T waves here, and here...Hell, no one has that much brain activity all the time. See here. It's as strong there, during that first...um...climax I had, as it was during yours. God that's fascinating."
"So what happened? We were on the beach and then...well, here."
"I don't know, I was thinking the beach, soft and gentle and restful. We were just lying on the beach, and then suddenly we were stripping and fucking and then we were here fucking. I must have thought about being here, but I don't really remember doing that."
"Not only that. But the whole interaction changed. We were lovers then it was...well... different."
"Yeah, it was. Have you ever screwed like that? I mean been dominant like that?"
"Not that I know of. Haven't even roll played that way that I know of."
"Wow this is...well different. Somehow you picked up on my thoughts and turned them into a sexual encounter here."
"So do you like men to be that way, dominant?"
"A little, but that was so much more."
"Did you like it?"
"Actually, I loved it. I came so hard in my mind, and then after...hell I wanted your cock in me so bad. I wanted to come around you, I wanted to feel your cock spurting inside me. I really wanted you standing behind me and fucking me like that, driving your cock into me so hard, but I knew we couldn't do that."
"Not at the moment." I agreed, letting her run with her thoughts.
"God. Thank you. This is...well,.. really spectacular. Look at this. This part. See how yours is going crazy? This is mine. See how flat and straight it is until...well, until we start fucking in the fantasy? But yours was that way the whole time. It's not now, but it was then. Why isn't it now? I mean I'm touching you."
"I've found that it's not as simple as touch. Jan and I, well, we did it last night and then she slept on me. But when we woke up, even though she was laying on me there wasn't any of this. And after sex...I can still feel your emotions. Like now. I can feel the euphoria slowly fading away with your orgasm and I can feel a different excitement building in you, almost as passionate as your love making was, but not directed toward me, or sex, but toward something else."
"You can feel all that? Can you sense what I'm thinking?"
I closed my eyes and tried to tune out everything else. I could feel her emotions. Curiosity, satisfaction, desire and something else. I couldn't quite label it. It was more refined. More...longing. There it was...that was it. Like a dark hallway. There was a huge steel grate or doorway in front of it. I could feel her walk right up to it and shake it before turning away slowly, sadly. At first I didn't understand, and I suddenly knew why.
"Yeah, I can. You still love him, even though you divorced. You still care and it's hard for you to be locked out of that."
"Yeah, I do. You're right. I wasn't even sure that's what I was thinking, but yeah, I was. My mind just went there all by itself. I was just thinking about not having anyone, and well...now you know why too. I have to test something. Can I bring in someone else?"
"You mean now?"
"Yeah, right now. While we're still feeling the effects of our orgasms." She said as she climbed off my lap and smoothed her skirt. She quickly pulled the lead wires from her chest and pulled her lab coat on, not bothering with the rest of her clothes, and started for the door. "I'll be right back." She said as she whisked out the door.
She wasn't gone long, only a few short minutes, before she came back with a young woman, probably not much more than twenty years old, wearing a similar white lab coat. "Scott, this is Cindy. Cindy, this is Scott." She said as she pulled the rolling chair around. "If you would Cindy. This is time critical. I want you to take your blouse off for me and have a seat."
Cindy looked curious, but moved quickly to pull her white lab coat off and then undo the front of the short dress she was wearing. She opened the top and pulled it down to her waist, leaving the dress bunched around her waist as she moved to sit in the chair. Her tits were...well, any description less than large would be just plain insulting. They were easily a double or triple D in size, obviously large for her rather petite frame.
"The bra too please." Andria said as she moved toward Cindy with a hand full of wires and the sticky probe adhesives. Cindy reached behind her back, her face showing confusion and uncertainty, but none the less releasing an absolutely fantastic pair of tits to my view, making my cock, hiding under the gown I had retrieved while Andria was gone, tingle.
"So you know what this is all about?" Cindy asked nervously as Andria attached the electrode between her breasts.
"Oh yeah. You married?" I asked her.
"No." she answered as Andria attached the electrode to the side of her breast.
"Boyfriend?"
"Not at the moment."
"Good." I answered as Andria retrieved the helmet and settled it on her head.
"Okay Cindy. You know how this all works. We're mapping a rather unusual brain activity in Scott. What I want you to do is to reach out and take Scott's hand."
"That's all? Just hold his hand?" Cindy asked, confusion written on her face.
"Yes. Trust me, you'll understand in a moment."
Cindy reached out to me and gently slipped her hand into mine.
I/She could feel the sweat running down the sides of her neck, trickling down around her upper chest and collecting to dribble down between her own breasts as she worked the stair climbing machine in the gym. The gym was never crowded this time of night, in fact, she was usually one of only half dozen or so hospital employees working on the machines this late. She smiled to herself when she saw the two good looking men walk in, both in their twenties, like her, both exquisitely sculpted. The two of them, sometimes three, each worked out daily, like she did. Their arms and abs showed it, their microfiber muscle shirts and light weight athletic shorts left very little to the imagination.
The taller of the two that showed up today, his sandy brown hair already looking mussed up, settled onto a weight machine directly across the aisle from where she was pumping her legs up and down rhythmically on the stair machine. She felt her pussy tingle slightly as she watched him lean over to set the machine and then settle back onto the padded seat to start pumping his legs out straight, each time lifting the stack of steel plates up and dropping them gently with a soft clank.
She had hoped they would show up today, and had prepared appropriately. She moved one hand from the handbar of the machine to the hem of her thin tank top and lifted it to wipe her face, her huge tits momentarily exposed as she did so. She tugged the hem of the shirt back in place and looked ahead again, trying not to be obvious, but also wanting to see if he had seen her. The suddenly growing bulge in his shorts confirmed what she had hoped.
She repeated the face wipe a few moments later, holding the top up even longer, exposing both her big round tits to him, each huge breast swaying side to side in time with her steps. She dropped the top and saw him staring at her and smiled back, a friendly, hopefully inviting smile. He returned the smile as he sat on the weight machine, watching her.
She slowed her steps and then stepped off the machine, stepping back and then turning toward the mirrored wall behind the stepping machine. She bent at the waist, her thin skin tight shorts pulling tight across her already wet pussy, her tits hanging down inside her shirt, straining the material. She wondered if he could see how wet she was already, if her light blue shorts were stained dark where she felt her pussy pressing against the material. She dug in her bag, pulled out a bottle of water and a towel and then stood back up. Watching him in the mirror she lifted the bottle and squeezed some of the water onto her face, the majority of it running and dripping off of her face to saturate the thin tank top she wore. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled, the material of the top clearly clinging to her chest. She could almost make out the shape of her slightly puckered areola, let alone the obvious protrusions of her rock hard nipples.
She wiped her face and then turned to walk over, and past him, choosing a weight machine directly behind him. She sat down, lifted her arms to the overhead bar and began to draw it down, pulling it time after time down toward her, each time allowing the material of the top to ride up to expose her bare stomach and stretch tightly across her tits. She smiled again to herself as she watched, out of the corner of her eye, him watching her, the bulge in his shorts getting even larger.



She stood from the machine and looked around the gym quickly. There were only a few other people, herself, the sandy haired guy and the red haired guy that was part of the usual threesome. Yes, he had noticed too, pretending not to be staring at her as he worked some free weights with his arms, his gaze in the mirror fixed on her. Now was the time.
She walked over to a machine, more of a large steel frame than a machine, and stepped into it. She lifted her arms high above her head and grasped the bar and then backed up until her back was against the pad. She lifted her legs, sticking them straight out toward the sandy haired man, then spread them as far apart as the machine would allow. She closed her legs and then dropped them down again. She dropped to the platform of the machine and reached for the hem of her top, pulling it up and wiping her face. She gathered two large handfuls of the material and wiped her face, letting go and allowing it to stay hooked above her breasts, leaving them exposed as she reached up for the overhead bar again.
She lifted herself, lifted her legs and spread them wide before closing them and dropping them again. This part of the gym was a little more secluded, but she could still see several people working at the other end of the gym, their view of her mostly blocked by the array of machines between them. The two guys she wanted to see her though, they could easily see her as they stood no longer even trying to pretend they weren't looking. She dropped to the steel plate bottom of the machine again, grabbing her shirt and pulling it all the way off. She wiped her face, neck and chest, carefully lifting and wiping around and under each of her big breasts before dropping the shirt to the floor in front of her. She hooked her thumbs in the tight thigh length short and pushed them down, working the sweat soaked material down her legs until she could step out of them, leaving her in nothing but her shoes and a pair of short socks. Now almost nude, she reached for the bar again.
"If this doesn't entice them they are hopeless," she thought to herself as she again lifted herself up, pushing her feet straight out and then spreading her legs again, her shaved pussy now fully exposed to them as she held the position for several seconds.
The sandy haired guy started walking toward her, so she held herself up and lifted her legs again, spreading them wide just as he reached the machine. He stepped to the machine, squatted down and stepped between her splayed legs. He stood up, her legs resting on his shoulders, and lifted her, her pussy inches from his face.
He wasted no time sliding her toward his face, his tongue reaching out for her pussy. She felt his hard, hot, tongue spread her wet lips and slowly slide up between them, her juices seeming to leak freely from her as he stroked inch by inch along her smooth outer labium and between her soft inner lips. She gasped as the tiny electric shock that shot through her body, from her pussy to her nipples and beyond as his tongue bounced across her excited clit.
She felt him pull back and then begin another stroke, his tongue pushing deeper, the tip rubbing all the way along her pubic bone, teasing those little nerve ends so deliciously as he made his way again toward her clit. She was ready this time, reveling in the sensation of his tongue sliding across her clit, the little jolt of electricity drawing a small moan from her lips.
She closed her eyes and enjoyed what he was doing to her, her hands balancing herself by the overhead bar while he stroked and stroked her pussy, her arousal growing with each passing moment.
She felt him backing away, lowering her down in the machine, and she opened her eyes. The red haired man was there now as well, his shirt off, his smooth chest rippling with muscles as he reached up over his friend, reaching for her and grasping her sides right by her huge breasts, strongly. Between the two of them it seemed easy for them to carry her to a free weight bench and lay her down on the cold vinyl.
They were stripped down as she was, wearing nothing but shoes, but she didn't care, all she cared about was the big fat cock that was hanging inches from her mouth. She reached out and grasped the red haired man's cock, drawing it toward her mouth as she opened to accept it. He pressed it into her mouth and then began stroking, pushing the fat shaft in and out of her his fat engorged head pressing against the back of her throat with each stroke.
She could also feel the other guy between her legs, his hard cock rubbing up and down her sopping pussy. She wished he's stop teasing and shove it in. She wanted to feel him fill her so badly. She tried to moan encouragement around the cock sliding in and out of her mouth, but it was unnecessary.
She felt his fat cock spread her lips and then the entrance to her tunnel, stretching her, almost painfully as he pressed his shaft into her. The pain changed to pleasure as he pressed deeper, her tunnel sensing each inch that his mushroom head slipped by, her whole body seeming to revel in the sensations flowing like warm water over her body.
She felt him hit the end of her tunnel, his hard cock pressing against her cervix for a few brief moments before pulling back, sliding the full length of her tunnel, nearly popping from her before he thrust it forcefully into her again. She could hear herself moaning as he drove his cock in and out of her pussy, his fat cock making her whole body shake with each stroke.
Out of the corner of her eye she saw Andria walk in, her body snugly encased in a tight yoga leotard. She felt a wet mouth engulf her left nipple, sucking it deeply as hands closed around her breast to lift and squeeze it. She felt the mouth lick around and around the turgid nipple before nibbling it slightly, adding to the sensations of the cock slamming into her pussy and the cock plunging into her mouth.
"AHHHHHHH!" she felt herself cry as her orgasm smashed into her, making her whole body buck. The cock in her mouth stuffed deeper, practically gagging and suffocating her as she tried to reach out and push it away, at the same time the cock in her pussy exploded, launching shot after shot of cum into her pussy. She felt each quirt of hot cum force its way between the fat cock and her tunnel walls until she could feel it squeezing out around her lips and dripping to the floor.
With the cock pushed back out of her mouth, Cindy was able to look around, finding Andria kneeling next to her, her mouth still working from tit to tit, teasing and sucking her huge nipples. She gasped for air as her orgasm started to fade.
The red haired guy stepped around to Andria and began to pull her leotard down off her shoulders and arms, dragging the tight material roughly down her body until she had to kick off her shoes and step out of it, leaving her completely naked.
He pulled Andria over to the head of the bench and pushed her forward, bending her until the two girls faces were in each other's crotches. Cindy looked up at Andria's pussy, spread wide as the red haired guy pushed her legs apart and rubbed his engorged head against her lips.
Andria gasped as the fat cock pushed into her, at the same time feeling the soft wet tongue of Cindy rubbing gently on her now exposed clit. She held onto the support rails of the bench, hanging on for dear life as the guy began pounding into her pussy, her whole body moving on top of Cindy as she lay below her. Andria could feel her pussy stretch and expand around him as he stroked in and out of her. Each time he pulled back her pussy cried for the cock to come back, and each time it came back it moaned in pleasure at the sensations it sent racing through her whole body.
She stared down at Cindy's shaved pussy, her legs still spread wide as the guy stood between them, his hand stroking his now soft cock, trying to coax it back to hardness to participate in the scene before him. She reached out and grabbed his cock drawing him forward and feeding his soft cock into her mouth. She heard him groan in appreciation as she licked and sucked his and Cindy's cum from his cock, which started to slowly grow in her mouth, finally starting to harden and thicken.
He pulled his cock from her mouth and pressed it down, stuffing it into Cindy's pussy again, shoving it deep into her and causing her to moan below her.
The two of them felt each stroke, the two men seeming to be in synchronicity as they stroked, the two girls moving on top of each other, their sweaty bodies allowing their tits to rub against the other.
"Oh fuck. I'm going to come!" Andria squealed loudly as the sensations overwhelmed her body, little jolts of pleasure racing through her from the cock driving into her pussy and her tits, where Cindy was busy tugging and twisting her nipples from below her.
"AHHHHHH!" She cried loudly as Cindy let loose with a stream of profanity marking the start of her own orgasm.
"OH FUCKING HELL YES! GOD DAMN FUCKING SHIT!" Cindy screamed as her whole body shook and trembled in the chair, her panties getting soaked by her own juices as she wiggled and squirmed in front of me.
"Oh fuck I'm going to come!" Andria gasped as her own body shook and jerked, one hand holding mine and the other holding onto the counter. I watched as she gasped for air and then sagged back against the counter.
Cindy's eyes cleared, no longer fogged over as they had appeared for the last few seconds. She pushed herself up, unzipped her skirt, pushed it, her panties and pantyhose down, before tugging them unceremoniously off, leaving her nude.
She stepped to my wheel chair, tossed aside the gown laying on my lap and only partly hiding my raging hardon. She climbed half onto my chair, gripping my cock and sticking it in the air as she aimed her pussy for it.
"OH FUCK YES!" She cried loudly as she slid down on my cock, her pussy expanding to contain me. "OHHHHHH FUCK!" She moaned as her ass hit my thighs. Using one leg on the floor and one leg hooked over the side of the chair, she began to ride up and down my shaft, moaning and gasping in pleasure as she bounced on me. I couldn't help but reach up and capture the two huge tits flying around sexily in front of me, drawing one up to my face to suck on while holding the other so I could play with her nipple.
"That's it! Suck em. Oh god yes. Nibble and bite em too! God I love having my tits sucked and nibbled. OH FUCK YES! DO that again!" She gasped as I closed my teeth around one nipple and pulled, stretching the soft white tit flesh out until it pulled the nipple from my teeth, scraping down the sides of the turgid nipple until it snapped back to its regular shape on the front of her boob.
One of her hands reached out for Andria and pulled it to her, pushing it down her front and jamming it against her clit. "Frig me. Oh god frig my little clit!" Cindy squealed as she plunged herself on and off my cock, her tits trying to bounce wildly in my hands.
I pushed my hips up, closing my eyes as my orgasm inched closer, which unlike the girls, hadn't had release yet. "I'm gonna come!" I grunted softly.
"Do it! Cum in my hot little cunt! Oh fuck yes cum deep inside me!" Cindy squealed loudly.
I felt her pussy contract as my cock swelled inside her and unloaded the first gush of hot cum. She slammed herself down on my lap and her body shook and twitched as she mumbled incoherently on my lap. I closed my eyes as my cock pumped up into her, emptying what I had left into her, which, unsurprisingly, seemed to be a bit less than what I had given to Andria so short a time ago.
"Ohhhhhh my god...oh my god." Cindy panted as she sat on my lap, her body still trembling periodically as her orgasm faded from her body. "God, Andria, what happened?"
"Incredible isn't it? I had the same reaction. I touched him, I lived, in only a few seconds an incredible fantasy that ended with me climaxing like crazy, and then I was still so fucking horny that I couldn't wait to get his cock in me. Mmmmmmmm god, it still makes my pussy tingle to think about it."
"Yeah. It does that."
"Now, tell me, what did you see, before you climbed on his lap I mean."
"I was in the gym, getting fucked by two guys. You were there too at the end." She said quietly.
"So had you ever fantasized about something like that?" Andria asked quietly.
"A few times."
"Just a few times?"
"Well, I went so far one time as to workout without any bra or panties, but I wasn't brave enough to flash any of the cute guys." Cindy responded, blushing slightly as she took the helmet off her head and handed it to Andria. She unstuck the leads from her chest and handed those wires over as well. "You know, I really don't want to get off." She whispered as she lifted herself carefully off my lap, letting my now soft cock slip from her.
"I don't exactly want you to either." I answered, finally letting go of her huge tits as she stood up.
Andria came with a damp towel and cleaned me off before wiping herself between her legs, and then handing it to Cindy. Cindy wiped herself down and then slowly dressed herself again.
"How long was I blacked out when that fantasy was happening?" Cindy finally asked as she pulled her lab coat back on, looking the professional again and returning to that mental state as well.
"That's the incredible thing. Based on the data traces, only a few seconds."
"God it felt like at least half an hour."
"So who controls what we see? And does he see the same thing?"
"Why don't you ask him?" Andria answered with a slight smile.
"So, Scott is it? Do you control what I see? And I guess, do you see the same thing?"
"The answer is that I seem to have a little control, but not a lot. I've learned I can influence it somewhat, but if I try to force something completely different it seems to morph back to what the woman is thinking, well for the most part anyway. I did get manage to turn one fantasy where I wanted it, but I was pretty motivated in that case.
"So you did that with Andria?" Cindy asked.
"Not really. I mean I was thinking of a beach and look where we ended up!" Andria said as she scrolled through the computer data on the screen in front of her.
"Yeah, that wasn't quite a beach, was it?" Cindy asked, looking over to Andria.
"Not hardly."
"So if you don't control it, do you see it or are you part of it?'
"I always see it. Sometimes I feel like a spectator, like with what you just experienced, I felt like I was just standing watching, but I could actually feel a lot of the sensations that you were feeling. Sometimes I'm right in the middle of it. I guess it depends on the character. One time I swear, I felt like I was a woman in a lesbian encounter."
"That's incredible. Does it happen any time a woman touches you?"
"Almost. Like right now, because we just physically had sex, there isn't much going to happen. And last night the lady in the bed next to me, well, let's just say that she spent much of the night snuggled up to me. This morning, when she still touching me, there wasn't anything happening that way then either."
"That's unreal. So what happens if someone accidently touches you?" Cindy asked.
"Ask Andria. It happened in the elevator."
"Well, to be frank, within seconds I had an orgasm right there in the elevator. That's what started all this." She said, waving at the computer. "This is so incredible. Look here. Look how these and these light up when he's touched. The brain waves are practically identical, almost in unison."
"That's incredible. I've never seen anything like that." Cindy said, stepping over to look at the screens. "Does it happen with guys too?" Cindy asked, turning to look at me.
"I'll be honest, I've been trying to avoid that." I said with a frown. "Last time wasn't exactly pleasant and I don't want to be involved in some gay guy experience again. I personally find that distasteful."
"You have a thing against gays?" Andria asked curiously.
"No, they can be what they are and that's fine, I just don't want to go down that road myself, so I'm trying to avoid it."
"But you don't have a problem with lesbians?"
"Not particularly."
"How about I a guy that I know is straight? Would you do it then?" Andria asked.
"I guess." I answered reluctantly.
"Cindy, go find Randal, would you?"
"Sure." Cindy responded before turning and walking swiftly from the small lab.
"So this Randal guy is definitely straight, right?"
"One hundred percent! Guaranteed. All I want you to do is let things happen, just like you did with me, and see what happens. When he comes in, just shake his hand, okay?"
"I suppose." I answered with a sigh.
Andria sat and stared at the computer screen, scrolling through the data it had collected, mumbling to herself from time to time. "This is just incredible. The parts of your brain that are lighting off with super activity are often considered part of the arousal mechanism. See here, the right orbitofrontal cortex and the Anterior cingulate cortex. They're going nuts. I'd love to get you into a PET scanner and map this in more detail. And look here. See this is mine. The Periaqueductal gray is pumping out electrical energy like a Christmas tree. No wonder my orgasm was so hard. It didn't even light up that much when I was having actual sex with you. God this is incredible!"
"If you say so." I answered, feeling a bit like a lab rat.
"I'm sorry. It's just that I've never seen this much activity in one person on these areas. Yeah, we need to get you into a PET scanner for sure."
"What's a PET scanner?"
"It's a big machine that we can use to measure exactly which parts of the brain are most active, not just the general area like this does, but look almost at a cross section of your brain and see what parts are active."
"Sounds uncomfortable."
"Not at all. We'd lay you on the bed, get some base line data and then have someone hold your hand and see what happens in your brain. Should be fun, especially if you select who you want to connect with so it's a pleasurable encounter rather than a surprise."
"You're assuming that I really know who's thinking what. So far I haven't."
"Well, we'll worry about that later. First I have to schedule some PET time." She said as Cindy walked back in with a tall thin guy in his early to mid-thirties. His glasses marked him as a bit of a geek, but otherwise a normal looking guy.
"Hi, I'm Randal Groves." He said, holding his hand out to me.
I reached out and took his hand to shake it.
He sat behind his desk sorting through papers when the door opened, drawing his attention. At first he didn't think anything of Cindy walking in, that was routine given the projects they were working on, but when Jennifer and Ramona followed in he shifted his attention. Ramona closed the door behind them and all three of them walked toward his desk, stopping about half way across from the door.
"I know you look at us. We thought maybe it was time for us to let you see, up close and personal. But it's not without a cost. You have to pay a price. You have to make each of us come!" Cindy said in a husky sultry voice.
"Sure!" Randal answered, staring as the three started undressing. It only took a few moments before the lab coats were lying on the floor and the three women were undoing the buttons of their blouses. He stared as Cindy exposed her huge tits encased in a lacy sexy bra that seemed less than adequate to hold her big globes. Ramona shed her shirt next, a half bra lifting and holding her big round chest, her Latin skin much darker than Cindy, her areola covering nearly a third of the front of her tits, her hard nipples nearly as big around as his finger. Jennifer was the last to shed her shirt, her round firm tits completely exposed, not needing a bra at all to hold their shape. Cindy tossed aside her bra while Ramona unclasped hers, letting it slide down her body to the ground.



The three stood for a few moments and then moved their hands to their skirts, Jennifer's sliding down first to expose a triangle of blond curls that matched her long hair. His already growing cock seemed to jump at the realization that she wore no underwear of any kind. Ramona's skirt slid down her legs, leaving her in a tiny black thong panty and thigh high black stockings. Cindy was the last to drop her skirt, holding it intentionally until his gaze focused back on her. The skirt slid down, leaving her standing in nothing but heels, her shaved smooth pussy completely exposed. Ramona briefly attracted his attention as she slipped her panty off, only the smallest of black tufts of hair showing on her mound, her lips shaved clean and appearing baby smooth.
The three of them advanced on the desk, Cindy climbing onto it, pushing his computer screen and keyboard aside as she climbed onto it, kneeling at first but then sitting and turning her bare pussy toward him, or me? Cindy lifted her legs and spreading them wide to expose her glistening bare lips to me as I looked at her from behind the desk where Randal was just standing.
Ramona and Jennifer wasted no time in quickly working on my clothes, undoing as much as they could without me standing up. Cindy reached for my hands and guided me up while the girls on each side of me quickly undressed me, exposing me as much as they were.
"Such a nice cock!" Cindy said in a soft hot voice, her hands slowly stroking my long shaft. "I want it. I want you to fuck me with this hot cock." She practically growled.
Cindy pulled my cock toward her pussy while Ramona slid the chair back, stepping behind me to press her hips to my ass and push me toward Cindy's waiting pussy.
"Ohhhhh yeah. That's it baby! Fuck me!" Cindy groaned as my cock slid slowly into her, her hot wet pussy enveloping me inch by delicious inch. Finally my hips pressed against her firm round ass, allowing me to start my first outward stroke. Slowly I pulled it back as Cindy looked at me, her eyes smoldering with desire, her ruby red lips slowly being licked by her own tongue. Leaving only my head inside her, I stopped, and then drove deep and fast into her pussy, drawing a cry of pleasure from her lips. "Fuck yes baby! Fuck my little pussy hard and fast!"
I drove into her time and again, plunging myself into her to the hilt and then pulling part way back before I drove in again. Each stroke smashed my cock into her tunnel and my thighs into her sweet bare ass, making her tits bounce and wiggle with abandon. Cindy reached out with her feet, hooking them behind me and using her legs to help pull me into her with each stroke.
Ramona, tired of being ignored, climbed onto the desk and straddled Cindy, bending at the waist and pushing her ass and pussy out toward my face. I let go of Cindy's legs and reached up for Ramona, grabbing at her thighs and pulling her back toward me as I continued to plough into Cindy's pussy over and over.
"That's it sweetie. Lick my pussy. Get it all nice and wet so that when you're done fucking her you can put that nice fat cock in my hot little cunt!" Ramona moaned as I licked up between her fat out lips and her soft protruding inner lips.
It only took a few licks before she was moaning loudly, my tongue sweeping across her clit with each stroke, and each stroke teasing her orgasm closer to climax.
"OH FUCK HERE IT COMES!" Cindy screamed suddenly, her pussy contracting around my sliding shaft, her whole body shaking and twitching for long minutes as she orgasmed on my cock. I continued to slide in and out of her pussy, driving her climax on and on until she could take it no longer and pulled away, unhooking her legs and making room for Jennifer to climb onto my desk in her place. Cindy sat panting in a chair by my desk while Jennifer slid onto my desk on her stomach, pushing herself back toward me until her legs pushed out on either side of me, her ass sticking up and her hand reaching from between her legs for my hard cock.
"That's it Randal. Push it in." She cooed as the pressure on my head, embedded in her wet pussy, encouraged me to push forward. I could feel her incredibly tight pussy slowly expanding, her moans and wiggles as sexy as the sensations her pussy was sending along my fat shaft.
She slowly put her legs over the edge of the desk and backed farther, until she was mostly standing, bend over the desk, her feet nearly to the floor while I was slowly stroking my cock in and out of her.
"God I love it from behind." Jennifer moaned as I pumped my shaft in and out of her pussy.
"Want some company?" Ramona asked, slowly pushing away from me and dropping to her hands and knees on the desk. She slowly lowered herself down, pushing her ass out at me until her pussy was resting almost on Jennifer's ass. "Now you can take your pick. A tight white pussy or an even hotter Latin pussy!" Ramona cooed, looking over her shoulder at me.
I pulled my cock from Jennifer and pressed my head to Ramona's wet lips, slipping easily inside. I pushed fully forward, my body pressing against both of their backsides as my cock buried itself deep into Ramona. I started plunging in and out of her, driving my cock over and over into her, only to stop after a couple short minutes to change which pussy I was driving into.
I heard Jennifer start to come first, her moans growing by the moment as I stroked into her. It was time to switch, but I wanted to wait for her to finish, so slid a hand between my stomach and Ramona's ass and pressed my thumb against her ass, slowly expanding her dark little asshole as I pushed my thumb into her.
In and out I went, my cock and my thumb keeping time, both of them moaning loudly. Jennifer's pussy suddenly clenched around me, juices gushing from her and spraying my legs as she climaxed hard and long.
I waited, holding my cock inside her, allowing her to wiggle and move on me as much as she could under Ramona as she came. Finally I felt her body soften, her stiff muscles easing as she panted for breath.
Pulling my cock from her I pushed it deep into Ramona again and started stroking, pushing my thumb and my cock in and out together. Her screams of pleasure echoed in the office. "FUCK ME! GOD FUCKING DAMN YES! FUCK MY PUSSY AND MY SWEET LITTLE ASS!" she screamed over and over as both or orgasms built.
"OH FUCK I'm GOING TO COME!" Ramona screamed as her body started to shake. "OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" She cried over and over as her body trembled. I could feel her pussy spasming around me, her already tight pussy even tighter as it clenched around me, inching me closer to climax.
"I want it on me! I want it all over my face and tits." Ramona moaned as she came on top of Jennifer and my desk.
Ramona unsteadily pushed herself off of me and slid off the desk, Jennifer following close behind. The three of them dropped to their knees, Cindy in the middle, reaching out and grabbing my cock. They took turns sucking my cock into their mouths while Cindy stroked me, long slow strokes that seemed to stoke my orgasm like a fire, my balls screaming for release.
"I can't hold back any more." I groaned as Ramona took my cock out of her mouth yet again.
Cindy aimed me at Ramona's face just as the first jet of hot cum lanced up into the air, splattering on Ramona's face. Over and over again my body jerked, spewing cum over the three of them, their faces, their tits, even their hair. The amount of cum surprised even me, yet the girls seemed unfazed by the amount, each of them slowly licking and wiping the cum around each other's bodies, their mouths working across nipples, and areola, sucking and kissing with abandon.
"Oh god." I gasped, releasing his hand. I didn't know how long it took, but it couldn't have been long. My cock, now protruding from under the pile of cloth that was my gown, had unloaded a huge load all over my chest and stomach, some shots having reached all the way to my shoulders.
Randal looked a bit embarrassed as he tried to hold the front of his lab coat closed.
"Fuck what was that?" He asked Andria.
"Did you orgasm?" Andria asked him quietly.
"Yeah, but what was that? I mean shit!" He said looking around confused.
"Just a little experiment." Andria said with a smile. "Do you need to clean up?"
"Just a bit." He said, shaking his head. "How did you do that?"
"I didn't." Andria said as she handed Randal a small towel. "Scott here seems to have facilitated it."
"How long was I out? I mean it had to be what, ten, fifteen minutes at the least."
"Less than a few seconds." Andria answered as Randal turned around and opened his pants to wipe away some of the cum trapped in his underwear with a small towel Andria had handed him.
"Geez. Next time warn me, okay?"
"I would have Randal, but I wanted a cold reaction."
"You got a reaction, but it was anything but cold." Randal answered.
"Thanks Randal. I appreciate it." Andria said quietly as Randal turned back around, still fastening his pants, a huge wet spot high on one leg where his cum was soaking into his pants.
"Yeah. I guess." He said, shaking his head as he walked away.
Andria walked across the room and picked up a fresh hand towel, dampened it and brought it back to Cindy who was nervously standing close to me, but not touching me. "Me?" she asked.
"Yes, you."
Cindy reached out, apparently expecting another episode, to clean me. Her hand wrapped around my cock and moved it as she began to wash away the cum that it sprayed all over. "God you really came hard." She whispered. "I don't think I've ever seen anyone shoot so far. Some of that had to have gone completely over your head."
"Well, it was a pretty intense image."
"Someone I know?"
"You and two other women." I answered, "Kneeling on the floor stroking me/him off so that he/I'd squirt all over the three of you."
"Ramona and Jennifer?"
"Latin woman and a blond?"
"Yeah, that's them. Figures. Always thought he had a bit of a crush on us."
"Not so much a crush as a desire for the three of you to fuck him together." I whispered.
"Really? Damn. I didn't think he had balls that big. Not that we'd ever to that with him, but impressive that he thinks he can handle three of us at once."
"Yeah, well, it seems he would like to."
She chuckled to herself softly as she finished cleaning me up.
"Wanna take him back up to his room please?" Andria said, looking at the data again.
"Sure." Cindy answered, standing up to unhook all the wires still attached to me. She helped me get my gown back in place and then wheeled me out and headed back to my room.
"I think your case is very interesting." She said quietly. "I wasn't expecting what I got. I have to say it was pretty intense."
"So you really have the hots for those guys?"
"I don't know that I have the hots for them as you put it, but I have noticed them and fantasized a few times about doing something like that. Yeah, one time I was going to flash em and even didn't wear a bra, but I didn't have the nerve to go through with it."
"Well, it looks like if you had you'd have wanted a lot more."
"I guess so." She said as she wheeled me into my room. She helped me up into the bed, got me all settled in and then headed back out again after a quiet goodbye.
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*
William was a tired, quiet man but not really all that old, only in his mid-fifties. He wasn't always this quiet or quite this tired, but when his wife, his one true love, died suddenly from a heart attack William retreated into his quiet world, simply marking the passing of the days until he would join her where he believed she had gone.
William's friends had tried to draw him out, encouraging him to date, but to no avail. The constant bombardment of dating site commercials on TV promised to find him a new true love and a lasting relationship, but that too seemed hollow. "How could one replace what he had found with his late wife?" He asked both his friends and the TV, never receiving anything close to a good answer.
William and his wife lived in a simple twelve hundred foot two story house in the suburbs. It was like many subdivisions built in the seventies and early eighties, cookie cutter houses lined up in neat rows, side by side, only small front yards, nicely sized back yard and of course very little side yard. The houses were so close that you could almost jump from roof to roof.
Each little house was set with an equally cookie cutter privacy fence for the back yard with tall thin trees planted between the houses to shield them from each other. William's house was the exact mirror image of those on either side. Kitchen, dining room, family room and one bathroom on the ground floor, two large and one small bedroom on the second floor with a single full bathroom. What made the houses in this development a bit unique was the second story deck, taking place of a corner of the main house. The ground floor had a nice concrete patio accessible from the kitchen and also from the dining room through large glass sliding doors. Above that was a ten foot square wooden deck that was accessible by identical sliding glass doors off the master bedroom and surprisingly, the upstairs bathroom.
This unusual arrangement turned out to be one of the things William's wife loved about the house. In the summer mornings she would step from the shower, wrap a towel around herself and step out on the patio to enjoy the sunrise coming over the distant hills. She always claimed it soothed her and got her morning off to a perfect start. When the weather was too cold to allow her to stand on the patio William would frequently find her looking to the east through the sliding glass door, soaking in the sunshine as the rays peeked over the hills. She never set an alarm clock, but uncannily she only missed the sunrise when she had to be up and gone before the sun did.
Now William got up each morning, as he always had with her, but instead of watching the sunrise he watched the hardwood planks of the deck as the orange rays angled down through the railing around it and lit the favorite spot where she loved to stand.
Yes, it was easy to see that William had lost the ability to see the brightness in the world, choosing instead only to see the brightness of the past and the gloom of the future.
*****
When Shelly moved into the house to the east of William, she didn't know what to expect. It was her first house, having moved from a twenty fourth floor apartment in New York. She had visions of what suburban life would be like, meeting neighbors and making new friends. Most importantly she was looking for a quiet safe place to raise her two small children. She liked the quiet surroundings, having a safe place for her boys to play, pretty much everything about her new home. She'd been in the house for a good six months and had met many of the neighbors around the neighborhood, but not the quiet man next door. She'd been told that he was a vibrant and active man until his wife suddenly passed. Each morning she saw him as she stepped out of the shower and looked out the sliding glass door. He stood there staring at the little deck, just standing and staring at the boards.
She wondered what he was thinking each morning, and also why he was so quiet. He didn't seem to be a bad sort, just very quiet, as if he were always contemplating something consuming. She had waved at him many times when he was leaving and even on some mornings from her own deck, but he never seemed to respond. She could see down into his back yard, what looked like flower beds mowed down as low as the surrounding grass, a pool and built in spa meticulously maintained by some service, but seemingly never used. She wished she could afford a luxury like that. Her boys would have loved to have a place to swim all summer instead of running through the sprinkler, but it was what she could afford.
Shelly stepped from the shower as usual, and looked past the dying branches of the dying tree between their houses and saw him standing there in his underwear, the sun shining brightly in through the glass doors, illuminating him as he stood and stared for long quiet minutes at a spot on the deck. At times he seemed almost as if he were in tears.
She opened the door and stepped onto the deck, the bright pink fluffy towel wrapped around her body, her double D cup breasts pushing it out far enough that it would be hard to tell that the rest of her body was slender and trim. For some reason she was drawn outside today, the morning less than chilly but not exactly warm either. Goosebumps sprung up on her arms and chest as the late October morning air caressed her shower warmed skin.
"Hi!" she called, waving her hand at him to attract his attention. He wasn't bad looking, especially in the boxers he had on. He was older, maybe mid fifties, slightly graying around his temples, but otherwise he looked strong and what she would call ruggedly handsome. She walked all the way to the railing, getting as close as she could to him, only thirty or so feet away, and waved again to get his attention.
"Good morning!" she called a bit louder.
He looked up at her, his features showing how startled he was before he disappeared from sight.
"Was he blushing?" She wondered as she waited a few moments for him to return before turning and walking back into her own house.
***************
As had become his habit of late, William showered after getting up and pulled on a pair of boxers. He stepped to the door, not really even considering if anyone could see in, and stood staring at the spot where his late wife used to stand, the sunlight beaming over the hills as the orange slice of brightness slowly climbed and grew, soon to be a full round orb headed high into the sky. The sun had almost cleared the hills, only a small sliver bitten from the orange disk by the hills when he noticed her.
She stood on her own balcony, staring not at the sun, or the scenery, but at him. She leaned against the railing of the deck, almost as if she were reaching for his deck at the same time, the pink towel wrapped around an obviously curvaceous body. Her slender legs were long and looked, well, both strong and sexy at the same time. Her arms were likewise proportioned to her body, the only thing seeming out of place on her obviously slender form was the size of her breasts. Even through the heavy towel he could tell that they were large enough that even using both hands he would have trouble fully covering one of her breasts. He felt his groin stir at the thought of his hands wrapped around her breast. His eyes had just completed another trip up and down what he could see of her body when he realized she was waving to him.
Embarrassed at both his thoughts and his near nudity, he retreated from the window, feeling his face flush red. He shook his head, wondering what had brought those thoughts, thoughts of naked breasts in his hands, to the forefront. They had quickly overtaken even the mental image he held of his wife standing in the sun, basking in its morning glow. He felt embarrassed that he had so easily allowed the image of her to be pushed away.
Quietly he dressed, heading downstairs to eat a quick breakfast before walking to the garage to drive to work. He started the car and backed out, surprised to see her again, standing on the front porch, a thin bathrobe containing her body and those large most likely luscious, breasts as she bent to pick up the morning newspaper, a large mug in her other hand. She straightened and watched him drive by, a slight smile on the corners of her lips.
********
There he was again, twice in the same morning! She was wearing only her robe as she stepped out onto the front porch to get the paper, enjoying the quiet of the morning before her two boys got up. She didn't have long to waste, but she did enjoy the few quiet minutes of each day before work. She watched as he drove by, looking quite dashing in his sport coat and tie. She wouldn't say she was attracted to him, in fact she felt he was a bit old for her, but she still couldn't help but smile as he drove by, staring at her in the thin robe.
She could feel her nipples harden as she watched him pass and wondered to herself if he had been able to see how hard they had suddenly gotten. She stepped back into the house after he had passed from view and went about her morning routine.
She climbed the stairs, looking at the front page of the paper, but not really seeing it. Her mind was on her neighbor, wondering what he was really like and why he was so quiet and shy. She'd met shy men before, but there was something different about him. It wasn't as if he were afraid of women, but that he was choosing to stand away. She could see the strength in his body. For an older guy he seemed to be in good shape, no beer gut that most middle aged men grew, in fact, his stomach looked rather firm and flat as he stood in his boxers in the window.
She set her mug of coffee on the dresser and tossed the paper on the bed. She slipped the satin dressing gown off her shoulders and tossed it to the bed as well as she stood in front of the dresser. She pulled the top drawer open reaching in for a pair of panties as she looked at herself in the mirror. She felt like the stress of being a single mother was aging her early, causing wrinkles to already appear on her twenty seven year old face. She looked down at the panties in her hand, a frilly pair of tiny red panties that she hadn't worn since well before the divorce. She wondered how they had even gotten moved to the top of the drawer, having been pushed all the way to the back with the rest of the unsensible little things she had collected over the years.
She dropped them back in the drawer and picked up a pair of plain white cotton briefs, her other hand reaching to close the drawer. She paused, looking down at the red panties. She still wasn't sure why, but she dropped the white briefs into the drawer and picked the red ones out again, quickly closing the drawer. She stepped into the tiny red frilly panties, sliding them up her body and over her tight trim butt. Without thought she pulled on the brassiere that was laying on the dresser from the day before, strapping it around herself.
She lifted each breast in turn, settling the huge mammaries into their containment, the material cupping and holding them in place as she scurried toward the open closet. She pulled a dress down from a hanger and turned to start putting it on, catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror. She paused and looked at herself, her body bare except for the tiny red panties and the heavy bra. She turned to and fro, examining her form, her free hand running up and down her body until her hand, almost with a will of its own, slipped all the way between her legs. She felt the hotness of her pussy on her fingers, realizing that the crotch of her panties were damp.
It had been a long time since she'd felt that. In fact, it had been quite some time since she'd felt the desire to be touched or to touch herself. She walked to the bed and dropped the dress onto it. She pushed the tiny red panties down over her butt to the middle of her thighs and turning, lay back on the soft mattress.
She closed her eyes as she reached between her legs and felt her fat full outer lips, with her fingertips, engorged with desire. She arched her back involuntarily as she stroked a finger along her wet lips, slowly working it back and forth. She wiggled her legs, working the panties down farther until they slid down her calves to the floor, leaving her nude except for the heavy bra.
Her fingers slid up and down her wet lips, feeling the wavy soft inner lips close around her finger as she pressed it deeper between her lips, the tip feeling her pelvic bone. She stroked one way and then the other, allowing her finger to push deep into her vagina before pulling out and stroking back up between her lips to her exposed clitoris.
"Oh god yessss." She hissed softly as she teased her own hard nub, her legs coming up so she could rest her feet on the edge of her bed. She spread her knees wide, spreading her pussy wide as her fingers worked up and down along them, each time taking plenty of time around her clit. "Ohhhhh god yes." She murmured again as she bucked her hips up off the bed in reaction to her own touch. Up and down her hips went in time with her finger, pushing deep into her hot vagina and then stroking to her hard clit again.
"God I'm going to come!" she moaned loudly, looking down at herself and then seeing herself in the full length closet door mirror, one finger pressed deep into her pussy. She moved her other hand down, stroking her clit while her other finger pumped in and out of her pussy like a little cock. "God I wish it was a cock." She groaned as she stared at herself in the mirror. She seemed unable to take her eyes from her own reflection as her orgasm thrust itself upon her, her hips bucking as spasms clenched her vagina around her finger. "God, is that what I look like climaxing?" she asked herself as her chest heaved, her body still periodically spasming. "Kind of hot." She finally said as she pulled her finger from deep within herself.
She looked at her glistening finger and smiled, thinking about the man next door and suddenly wondering how big his cock was and how it might feel pushed deep into her. She was lost in these thoughts as she sat up and pulled her panties back on, picking up the dress after she was done and taking it back to the closet. She was startled from her thoughts about the man next door realize she had put on a much sexier dress than she had taken out earlier, this one going only part way down her thighs and forming to her body snugly. She turned back and forth in front of the mirror and smiled to herself, wondering what the man next door would think of this look. Her thoughts were distracted by the sound of her boys arguing.
"Was a nice thought." She whispered to herself as she headed out of the bedroom to go find her sons.
********
It had been a long day at work, but not particularly longer than normal. William wasn't quite sure what the difference was, but the day seemed to drag on, quitting time almost as far away as the last time he had looked at the clock. When time came to call it a day he was surprised to be anxious to go home, something he hadn't particularly looked forward to since his wife passed. He collected his papers in his brief case, closed his laptop and stuffed it in after the papers. His secretary barely had time to say goodnight as he whisked quickly through her office toward the door. She looked after him curiously, wondering what had him in such a hurry today.
William wondered the same thing as he pushed his small car five over the speed limit and even a tad more, something else that was uncharacteristic for him. He could feel his stomach knotted slightly as he turned off the interstate and headed closer to home. One street at a time flashed by as he made his way home, slowing only as he drove down his own street.
He pulled into the driveway, looked around for...well he wasn't sure what, and lingered in the driveway longer than really necessary. He pulled the car in and put the door down.
William changed into a pair of shorts and a t-shirt before heading back outside to mow. He wasn't sure the grass really needed it, but he felt like mowing it again anyway. The weather was pleasantly warm, in the low eighties as he pulled the cord on the mower and began walking his familiar pattern around the front yard. It only took half an hour to mow the whole front yard and clean up the mower before heading back inside to cook some dinner.
He still didn't know what had come over him as he settled in front of the TV to watch a movie. He had been acting like some kind of kid, hoping that she'd see him working, maybe drive into the driveway. He shook his head in disgust at his own actions. She was probably only half his age, certainly not in his league. She had two small sons, that made her what, mid thirties at most. She wasn't going to be interested in an old fart like him. And then there was Mary. She'd be turning over in her grave if he even thought about taking up with something that young. Heck, she was only gone three years. He hadn't even thought of another woman in all that time and now he was fantasizing about a young woman living next door? What had come over him?
He shook his head, having barely seen the movie he watched. He turned off the lights and went up to bed. As is usual, he stripped down naked and pulled on a pair of light weight pajama bottoms. "Bed pants they now called them", he mused to himself as he walked into the bathroom to brush his teeth. He looked up in the mirror and noticed for the first time that the tree out the window was slowly dying, and with that he could see more of the house next door. More to the point, he could see that the bathroom light was on. When John and his wife lived there he hadn't ever worried about that except in the winter when no leaves were on the trees, and even then the curtain to the bathroom was always closed over that door. He doubted that they even paid any attention to the fact that it opened.
William noticed though. He noticed that not only was his curtain open and the leaves on the tree growing sparse, he noticed that the curtain on the other bathroom was open. Hell, he didn't even know her name and he was playing peeping tom? He turned away from the door and was about to head to bed when his peripheral vision caught movement. Not much, but it was enough to draw his attention.
He turned, the bathroom light still on where he stood and was startled to see the woman next door in her bathroom, undressing. Piece by piece she took off her clothing, shoes, tossed off her foot toward her own bedroom, the dress, dropped to the floor around her feet, the charcoal gray material pooling around her feet, leaving her back practically naked. He could clearly see the heavy band of elastic for her brassiere, and also a pair of tiny red strings around her hips, joining another that disappeared between the creamy white globes of her ass. She bent to pick up the dress, her round firm looking butt pushing out at him as well as a tiny bit of red between her legs where the panties covered her pussy.
He couldn't help but reach down and stroke his hardening cock through his pj bottoms as she reached behind her and flicked the clasp of her bra, allowing the two inch wide elastic strap to snap around her sides. She shook her shoulder and let the rest of the bra slide down her arms, catching it in one hand to be tossed into the bedroom with the dress.
She stepped closer to the sink and bent over, her ass pushing out at him again. He watched, his cock now rock hard and sticking through the fly of the pj's as she brushed her teeth. Bent over the sink he could easily make out the view of her butt shaking back and forth as she brushed vigorously, portions of her big breasts swinging into view as she worked. She bent lower, presumably to rinse her mouth and then stood, wearing nothing but the red panties.



At first she didn't see him, then in the mirror, reflecting her image back to him and as well his toward her. Suddenly she froze, her body stiffening visibly before her arms reached to cross in froth of her as she darted away from the sink toward her bedroom.
William felt ashamed for watching. He knew he shouldn't have, but he couldn't help himself. He shook his head and tried to tuck his hardon back into his pj bottoms before turning and walking to his own bedroom, turning the light off behind himself.
*******
It was as busy a day as any, but she was glad it was over. She looked at herself in the mirror one last time before walking into the bathroom. She did look pretty sexy in that dress, she thought to herself, as she kicked her shoes off toward the bedroom. She pondered taking a quick bath, maybe a long soak in a hot tub. She looked at the tub and shower combination standing, waiting, against the far wall, the sliding patio door butting up perpendicular to it. She had to admit it was a strange arrangement to have the entrance to the shower immediately in front of a full length glass door, not to mention having the sink directly across from the door. She pondered if the guy that designed the layout had some kind of voyeuristic tendencies as she slipped her dress off, bending down to pick it up and toss it towards the bed. "Maybe he was an exhibitionist?" she asked herself out loud as she undid her bra and shrugged it off. "I gotta get some curtains for this door." She said as she squeezed paste onto her toothbrush.
It didn't take long to brush. It was a mindless task that allowed her mind to roam into places she wouldn't otherwise have time to think about. For some reason that roaming took her back to this morning, seeing her neighbor in his boxers while he looked out. She wondered what had him so transfixed every morning that he didn't even see her standing half dressed.
"I wonder if he'd see me if I was naked?" She asked herself with a chuckle after rinsing her mouth. She looked at herself in the mirror, getting ready to pull the clips from her hair and brush it out. Something didn't look right, but she couldn't quite make out what. Then it struck her, she could see back out the door behind her and clean across to her neighbors sliding door. There, standing with his cock sticking out of his pants, his hand sliding slowly back and forth across it was her neighbor, staring straight at her naked back and backside.
"OH SHIT!" she squeaked in surprise, quickly crossing her arms in front of her chest and darting into the bedroom. She stood by her bed panting, her whole body trembling slightly. It took nearly a full minute for her to get her body back under control, the whole time the image in her mind was the size of his long fat cock being slowly stroked. His hand barely fit around the fat cock as it slid slowly back and forth along its full length. It was so much bigger than ex's had been. Suddenly she wanted to see it again.
She peaked around the corner, looking out the door of her bathroom toward her neighbor's house. The windows were dark. He had gone, probably to bed. She was surprised at how disappointed she was as she shook her head and turned her own bathroom light off.
She climbed into bed and flicked the bedside light off. She lay there awake for a long time, trying to sleep, unable push away the image of his cock. With a sigh she rolled over, turned the light on and then padded quietly to the closet. It had been a long time since the box had been opened, but she knew exactly where it was and what it contained. She opened it and the corners of her mouth turned up in a slight smile, the large fat imitation cock lying in the top of the box, beckoning her like an old friend. It had indeed been a long time.
She slipped off her panties before laying back on the bed, the pink cock glistening with the lubrication she had just spread on it. She turned the light off and then lifted her knees, spreading them wide. She had used this for satisfaction after the birth of her second son and wondered if she were still large enough inside to take it all in. She closed her eyes and gently rubbed the tip up and down between her lips, moaning softly as it rubbed across her excited clit. She used the silicon appendage to tease her clit for several long minutes, allowing more of her own juices to build up in anticipation, not that her already wet pussy really needed any additional lubrication.
She eased the tip down to the entrance to her vagina and pressed against it. She sucked in a breath as the pressure stretched her, almost painfully, but she continued to press, the bulbous head finally slipping into her, easing the pressure ever so slightly. "Oh god yes. Push it into me." She moaned as she fed the fat cock into herself, imagining it was the cock he had been stroking earlier. It had been so long since she had a man between her legs and she suddenly wanted it very much, in particular she seemed to want HIS very much!
"Hell I don't even know his name!" She moaned as she began stroking the fat cock in and out of her pussy, the large mushroom shaped head teasing the walls of her vagina as she worked it slowly in and out. Her other hand gently drew circles around her clit as her finger went around and around the sensitive nub. In her mind's eye she could feel his hands on her breasts, stroking them, cupping and squeezing them. She felt his hands close on her nipples and squeeze and twist them in just the way she enjoyed so much. Back and forth, tugging and pulling as his cock pumped quickly and deeply into her soaking wet pussy.
"OHHHH FUCK!" she cried suddenly, her whole body dissolving into shudders and jerks as her extremely powerful orgasm washed over her body. She could feel her pussy contracting around the dildo, her mind wishing to feel the surge of cum flow up into her from a real cock again. Her body trembled and shook on the bed for some time, little tremors running up and down her body as her orgasm slowly faded away. "God yesssss." She sighed as she let her mind drift away, her climax soon lost from her body and her mind lost to sleep.
She stood in the darkness, the moon illuminating her skin with a slight bluish tint, his hands around her waist from behind. She felt him slide them slowly up her body, cupping her breasts, contained only by the slick satin material of her dress now between her bare nipples and his large strong hands. She sighed softly as his hands slid over the front of her breasts, his finger tips touching the soft tender skin of them where they pressed together in an extremely deep V of visible cleavage exposed by the dress top. She felt his fingers gently grasp one edge of the dress top and pull it away, his large hand, warm and slightly rough, slip between the smooth material and her tender breast.
"Yesssss." She hissed softly as his bare hand slid further, her rock hard and extremely sensitive nipple rubbing against his bare palm. He closed his fingers around her breast and massaged it, as well as the material would allow, while his other hand slid back down her front, gliding over her stomach and continuing further. She knew by the sounds around her that they were far from alone, but she didn't want to stop his touch as his fingers pressed across her mound, the slit up the front of the dress spread enough to allow his fingers to stroke across her freshly shaved mound.
She was already excited by his touch, the strength of his body pressing against her from behind, his obvious erection pressing against her firm ass, trying to nestle between her cheeks, but the sensation of his fingers stroking her bare mound caused her mind and body to cry for more. She used her own hands to coax his lower, pressing them down between her bare thighs, feeling his fingers press against her wet bare pussy lips. She felt him stroke them slowly, working a finger between her lips, the side of his finger stroking against her clit. She pulled her hands from his and began undoing the short row of buttons that extended from the extremely deep cleavage to the equally high split in the front of the dress. One by one she undid the buttons, uncaring of the sounds around her, or who might see, but concentrating instead on allowing his hands to have free range over her entire body. She wanted to feel his hands stroking her up and down, from stomach to neck, cupping and teasing both her large breasts and her sensitive nipples.
"Ohhhh yes." She moaned softly as she pushed the dress open in the front and pulled the back around, sliding the material from between the two of their bodies until she could feel the heat of his engorged prick pressing between her now bare cheeks. She wormed a hand between them, grasping his cock and trying to stroke it. She knew where she wanted it, and stepped slightly forward to make room for her to push his fat cock downward. She felt his head press against the bottom of her ass as she tried to feed him between her legs, her body bending slowly to help aim his fat engorged head at her wet lips.
She wiggled her ass as she worked his dick between her pussy lips, engaging it into her tunnel as she pressed back against him. She felt him slide his hand from her mound up her body, cupping both her big soft round tits as she pushed back, his own hips pushing forward, increasing the pressure at her tunnel entrance.
"Ohhh god yes," she moaned as she reached out for the fence in front of her, her hands pressed to the bare rough wood as she pushed back against him harder, his hands gripping her tits like handles to pull the two of them together. Suddenly the pressure changed and he slid into her, her pussy enveloping his long fat cock, his head caressing her insides as his short strokes inched it ever deeper into her. "God, so good." she moaned loudly. His strokes lengthened, his head beating a tattoo against her cervix and her clit rubbing along the length of his shaft with each stoke. "Oh god, I think I'm going to come!" she groaned to him as she felt her orgasm start to build deep within.
It took long seconds for her to place the incessant beeping, but finally rolled over to slap the alarm clock off with a groan. "God what a dream!" She sighed to herself, her body still feeling the effects of the erotic dream. She slid a hand down over her dark brown curls, her fingers teasing between her legs, surprisingly finding the dildo still trapped deeply inside her from the previous night. She smiled to herself at the thought of both her orgasm before she fell asleep and the sensations still so fresh in her mind at the extremely realistic dream.
Almost of their own will her fingers began to tease her clit, her hips rocking gently at first as she closed her eyes and tried to bring the sensations of his cock back to the forefront. "Yes, there. Just like that." She moaned as her own finger pushed her orgasm closer, her other hand searching for the fat dildo to start pushing it in and out of her sopping wet pussy. "Oh yeah. Fuck me. Feed me that cock. Do you like how my tits feel in your hands? How I feel around your prick?" She asked the room quietly as she teased her own body closer to climax. "God yes. Take me. Take me all the way!" She squeaked louder than she intended as her orgasm hit its peak, her legs trembling and her hips jerking spasmodically on the bed.
"Ohhhhhh yeah." She sighed as she pulled the fat cock from her pussy, a gush of her own cum leaking onto the sheets as she rolled over and set the device on the table. Swinging her legs over the side of the bed she got up and walked to the bathroom, looking out the glass doors on the way. The sun wasn't up yet, but the sky had started to lighten. She lamented the fact that soon she'd be getting up for work in the dark as well as going to bed in the dark.
She turned on the water and adjusted it, taking a quick glance out the window at her neighbor's house, the lights still out in his bedroom. She stepped over the edge of the tub and into it, pulling the shower curtain closed around herself. She let her mind wander as she washed herself with the fluffy sponge, the fragrant floral scent of her body wash wafting over her in the shower. She wondered what it was that was attracting her to him. Certainly not his age, she was much younger than he was, but she wasn't sure just exactly what that difference was. He was widowed and she was divorced, at least that was a good thing. She doubted that at his age he was overly interested in raising more kids. Had he even raised any? Did he have kids? Was he good in bed? Could he treat her body the way she wanted? "Where did that come from?" she asked herself as she rinsed the shampoo and conditioner from her hair.
She turned off the water and pulled the towel into the shower with her, using the big pink fluffy towel to dry her body. Mostly dried she stepped out into the bathroom, standing with her back to the door as she finished patting her skin dry. She set the towel on the toilet seat and stepped to the sink. She picked up her brush and started brushing her hair, pulling the hair, which went well down her back, over her shoulder to work the snarls out that the shower had put in.
She glanced in the mirror and froze for a fraction of a second and then continued to stroke her hair with the brush. He was there, standing in the middle of the deck, staring, not at the deck, nor at the rising sun, but at her through the window. She was determined this time not to run away, but to stand her ground and allow him to see her, all of her this time.
********
It wasn't a shock that he was awake before the sun. He had seemed to have an internal clock after all those years of his wife watching the sun rise. He stepped to the bathroom door, looking down at the spot where she so frequently stood, a habit that had grown on him. He thought about his loving wife, their life together and how each day she had stood there and watched the sun rise, while he stood at the bedroom door and watched her watch the sun. It had always turned him on knowing that she was standing in only skimpy PJ's or a towel or robe with nothing under it where someone in the neighborhood might accidently see her. She never stood naked, but he had often wondered if she would. He chuckled to himself as he thought of what her reaction would be and raised his eyes to the distant hills and the rising disk of orange sun. The sun seemed to warm him and he pushed the door open and stepped out into it, basking in the warm rays, almost as if he were feeling them for the first time.
He was about to turn back and go in, the sun now nearly clearing the last hilltop and continuing his journey high in the sky. He froze, realizing that the bathroom light was on at the neighbor's house and she was standing, completely naked, brushing her hair in front of the mirror.
He knew he shouldn't watch, but he was also unable to turn and walk back into his own house. Instead he stood and stared, watching her brush the long hair, extending down her back almost to the sexy curve of her ass.
As he stood and watched she put down the brush and turned sideways, lifting one foot and setting it on the edge of the tub. She bent and shook some powder onto her leg and gently rubbed it in, bending farther to reach all the way to her foot, her big tits hanging down and swinging freely as she worked. She changed legs and repeated the process, working the soft looking powder into her skin. With her legs done she stood and sprinkled the powder on her chest, setting the bottle aside on the sink before her hands began to circle and tease her big tits. He really couldn't help himself as he reached down inside his pj pants and stroked his quickly growing shaft.
He didn't even realize that the snap had come undone, almost of its own will, allowing the light pants to slide down and pool around his ankles, his attention riveted on her body as she lifted each breast in turn and ran her hands around it, spreading the powder, but also clearly teasing her own body. He watched, his hand stroking the full length of his now rock hard cock, as she leaned back and sprinkled some powder on her stomach, her hands quickly working it down to her thighs and between her legs. She turned away from him again, facing the sink and bent over, her ass pushing out at him as she spread her legs apart, her hands sliding between them and spreading the powder on her thighs.
"OH fuck!" He grunted suddenly as his cock burst forth with the first strong surge of cum. The rope of thick white cream lanced out toward her spread and exposed pussy lips, splattering on the wood deck and railing several feet in front of him. Time and again he grunted, shooting more cum out onto the deck as his hips bucked, trying fruitlessly to push his cock forward toward the pussy he suddenly wanted to be deeply embedded in.
He continued to watch as she turned to face him fully nude yet, as she shook out the pink towel, finally wrapping it around herself. She stepped out onto the deck wearing nothing but the towel, and continued toward the railing and him.
"Oh shit." He gulped as he realized he was standing with his drooling cock in his hand, his pants around his ankles and no effective way to gracefully cover himself. He quickly bent and pulled his pants up, trying to stuff his still half hard cock into them as he snapped them closed again.
"Good morning." She said pleasantly.
"Um yeah. It is." He said stupidly, his face and neck still feeling the heat of his embarrassed blush.
"So..." She started.
"I'm really sorry." He said as he turned to retreat back into his own house. "I'll try not to peek at you any more."
"Hey wait!" She said urgently, stopping him before he could step all the way in and close the door. "Wait." She said more softly. "Come back and talk to me a minute."
"Okay," he said nervously, turning and walking back, noticing that her eyes were fixed on the puddle of cum where he had been standing. By now he was convinced she thought he was some kind of pervert.
"I wanted to apologize." She said quickly and softly.
"Apologize? You? For what?" He asked in confusion.
"For running away last night." She said with a little shrug. "You kind of startled me."
"Yeah, I suppose so. I'm sorry, I really didn't mean to spy on you. Last night or this morning."
"You didn't spy on me, and as far as this morning goes, I wanted you to watch. I wanted to kind of make up for last night."
"You wanted me to see you naked?"
"Yeah, anyway. We've lived next to each other for a couple months now and I don't even know your name."
"Oh, William." He answered quietly.
"Hi, I'm Shelly." She said with a large smile on her face.
"Well, good to meet you Shelly. I suppose I need to go shower for work now."
"That's' fine. If you don't mind, I'll just stand here and enjoy the view." She said as he turned to walk toward the bathroom door. He turned to look back at her, realizing that she meant watching him shower. He stepped into the bathroom and left the curtain over the door pushed back, a place it had been since his wife passed. He unsnapped his pj's and let them fall to the floor, stepping out of them before stepping the short foot to the shower. He reached in and turned the water on, feeling the temperature and adjusting it as he stood naked in full view of her.
He was about to step into the shower when he stopped himself. He turned the water back off and turned toward the window, finding her still leaning on the railing watching him. Boldly he slid the door open and stepped out onto the deck completely naked.
"You know, it's supposed to be pretty hot this weekend and the pool guys are supposed to be here next week to close the pool up for the winter. If you wanted to come over with your boys and use it one last time for the year, you'd be more than welcome." He said to her barely loud enough for her to hear him.



"Won't the water be cold?"
"I don't think so. It's solar heated, so it should be warm." William answered. "Just thought you might enjoy it." He said, turning and going back onto the bathroom.
"William," She called as he stepped through the door, stopping him. He turned to look back at her. She smiled at him again, "I think I'd like that. I have a new swim suit I bought some time ago I've never worn, maybe it's time I did."
"Sounds good." He answered with an equally large smile. He left the door standing open as he leaned back into the shower and started the water again, adjusting it to the right temperature before stepping into it.
By the time he got out she was gone, but he still smiled, not quite sure why he was so pleased that she and her boys were coming to swim, but he was pleased none the less.
As had the previous day, Friday went excruciatingly slowly for William. He was completely unable to get his neighbors sexy body from his mind, and he felt like he had an erection nearly all day. With Friday and the work week finally complete, he headed home, hoping to see her car in the driveway. He was somewhat disappointed that the driveway was empty.
William stripped from his work clothes and dug into the dresser for something appropriate. It had been a long time since he had even looked in some of these drawers, but he quickly found what he wanted, one of his sweat wicking t-shirts and a pair of light weight workout shorts. For a few moments he considered discarding his briefs, before finally sliding them off as well and pulling on the workout shorts. He hoped that he wouldn't show too much if he did indeed see her. He headed off to the back patio to grill dinner, another task which he had long since stopped doing for some reason.
********
Shelly pulled her car into the driveway and shepherded the boys into the house, smelling the distinct scent of barbeque before closing the door. The boys made a beeline for the family room and the TV while she trudged tiredly up the stairs to her bedroom. She looked out across at William's bedroom and was disappointed but not unsurprised to not see him or any indication he was there. She pushed the door open and stepped onto the deck, the light breeze quickly wafting up the mouthwatering scent of meat being grilled. She stepped to the edge of the deck and looked down into William's back yard and saw him in some workout clothes, tending to the grill.
She leaned farther, thinking he looked pretty good in the workout clothes, the shirt fitting snugly over his obviously muscular chest and the thin workout shorts clinging slightly to his large fat cock. She had the sudden urge to just walk down there and pull it out, sucking it into her mouth and see if it tasted as good as it had looked this morning. As she stared down at him she idly began unbuttoning her blouse, the material spreading apart to reveal her heavy bra as he turned and looked up at her.
"Hi." She called down to him. "Smells great."
"Yeah, it does, doesn't it?" He answered, shading his eyes to look up at her.
She thought she saw a smile come to his lips as he looked up, the breeze pushing the smoke up toward her also tugging the sides of her unbuttoned blouse apart and teasing up her legs. With a devilish little grin she called back down to him, "So what are we having for dinner?" She really didn't expect a quick answer as she shrugged her blouse off her shoulders, leaving her bare from the waist up except for her bra. She watched his reaction, and building bulge in his shorts as she unzipped the back of her short skirt and let it slide down over her firm ass and hips, sliding down her legs. She stepped out of the black material and allowed him to stare up at her, her legs still encased in the black thigh high stockings, pulled almost to the tiny black panties she had on, and her black high heels.
"You don't have to stop on my account." He called back up to her.
"Oh? You expect me to just stand here and strip naked for you?" She called back, knowing full well that was exactly what she was contemplating.
"I'm just saying I wouldn't mind if you did." He replied after several seconds.
With a grin she reached behind her back and flicked the clasp of her bra, allowing the lacy black cups to fall away from her breasts as the shoulder straps slid down her arms. She caught the bra before it could slip all the way down and tossed it toward him, the material floating down and landing on his side of the high wooden privacy fence. She stepped back slightly, feeling a little giddy and girlish as she lifted each foot in turn, pulling off her shoe and then rolling the black stockings down each leg, tossing them toward where the bra had fallen, leaving her only in her black panties.
"You know, I should get paid for a striptease like this." She called down with a giggle. She expected some kind of response, but what she got was much more than she expected.
He turned and without hesitation pushed his workout shorts down, allowing his fully hard cock to stick straight out. "How about some dinner? I've got enough meat here to cover it I think," he called back up.
"God, you definitely do." She whispered to herself,
"Bring the boys and come on over. Gate's unlocked." He called up, still standing with his cock exposed.
"One condition." She called down.
"What's that."
"You gotta put that away while the boys are around."
"Does that mean you want it out when they're not?"
In reply she reached to her hips, slipped the tiny black panties off, leaving herself completely naked on the deck, and tossed the panties toward him. Before they could hit the yard below she had turned and practically run into the bedroom. "now what to put on?" she asked herself, walking to the closet. She already knew she was going to wear a dress, and not something she always had on, panties. She wasn't sure she'd ever gone completely without. She'd worn some pretty risqué panties for her ex before, but she didn't recall having ever gone out of the house without any. She took a deep breath and pulled a little yellow sun dress off the hanger. She slipped it quickly over her head and down over her body, the stretchy bodice forming around her full bouncy breasts. That was another thing she hadn't ever gone without, a bra.
She checked herself in the mirror, the frilly portion of the bodice hanging down and covering her rigid nipples inside the strapless dress. The skirt was extremely short, coming barely to the middle of her thighs, her pussy and dark brown curls visible if she pulled it up only a couple inches. She wondered if it would show when she sat down.
With a nervous sigh she found a pair of sandals and slipped them on and then walked down the stairs, calling the boys.
*******
He still couldn't believe she stood up there and completely stripped, but then for that matter he couldn't believe he dropped his drawers like that. He knew damn well that something like that was far from his norm, and he still didn't really know why he had. At that moment it just seemed the thing to do. Even though her stripping was intended for him, he wondered how many other guys in the neighborhood might have gotten an eye full of his extremely hot sexy neighbor.
He pulled his pants back up, collected the items she had tossed down to him and then went back to the grill, putting the finishing touches to the pork tenderloins he was cooking. For some reason he had gotten three packages out this morning, not the usual one he would take out for cooking for himself. For that matter, he didn't remember even doing so. He thought he had taken one out, but when he looked there were three in the sink. At the time he had no idea what he'd do with six pork tenderloin sandwiches, but now, well he knew exactly what he was going to do with them.
Shelly looked like a bright ray of sunshine when she turned the corner of the house. The short, strapless, yellow dress seemed to cling to every curve of her petite body, petite that is except for her incredibly large breasts. The tag in the bra William had picked up from the grass said thirty four double D but on her petite frame they seemed even larger. Each step made them wiggle and jiggle tantalizingly inside the stretchy fabric of the sun dress, so much so that he felt like he was staring like an idiot and didn't really hear what she said as she crossed the patio toward him.
"This is a really nice patio." She said again with a smile, waving her hand to attract his attention.
"Um. Yeah, thanks. Sorry about staring, but you look...well, spectacularly sexy! I mean spectacular in that dress." He said blushing slightly.
"Well, either way, thank you." She said quietly as she stepped up next to him. "And thank you for the invitation. I can't remember the last time I had cookout."
"You and your boys like pork?" William asked as he turned the tenderloin slices one last time.
"Generally, yes." She answered as he started scooping the meat off the grill onto a plate.
"We can eat in or out, your choice." William said, stepping over to the glass top table sitting in the shade of the house.
"Oh, out looks fine to me." She responded brightly. "Can I help you get anything ready?"
"It's about ready, just need to bring out some plates and glasses and such." He answered as he headed to the house.
"Let me help!" Shelly responded, following him into the house. William quickly gathered the dishes needed and let her take them to the table while he got the rest of the food, potato salad from the refrigerator, some sliced tomatoes, a bag of potato chips and the buns.
When he got out to the patio the boys were sitting on either side of the table with Shelly settling into a seat across from him. "Here we go." He said brightly as he set the last of the food on the table and then sat down himself.
William had to admit that he had a hard time keeping his eyes off of her. She was quite a bit younger than he was, and certainly a very attractive young woman. He wondered what she could possibly see in him?
"Boys, why don't you go play if you're done." She said to her sons, who seemed to be busy playing with the food on their plates more than eating any longer. "Just stay out of the pool!" she called as the two pushed away from the table and ran across the yard to explore the jungle gym in the back corner of the yard. "I expect they'll stay busy for a while." She said with a grin, lifting her napkin to dab at her lips and then putting it back in her lap.
William almost missed the subtle movement of the hem of her dress, her hands inching it up ever so slightly as she set the napkin back in her lap. She crossed her ankles and let her knees spread slightly, pulling the dress tight across her thighs and exposing her pussy for him to see. She had dark brown curls covering her whole mound, from thigh to thigh and disappearing down between her legs to frame her fat outer lips. Even through the glass top of the table he could see moisture glistening on them, the edges of her inner lips peeking out at him.
To say he had a hardon now was an understatement. He felt like he had an iron rod stuffed down the leg of his shorts as he stared at her pussy.
"So did you enjoy my little strip tease earlier?" She asked, breaking his trance.
"Uh, yeah I did." He answered nervously. "You have an incredible body."
"And you, sir, have an incredible looking cock." She said licking her lips slightly. "One which I wish I could see in much more detail instead of thirty feet away."
"Oh, well, thank you. I wouldn't mind seeing you a lot closer either." He answered nervously.
"So pull it out. Let me see." She coaxed with an impish grin.
"Here?" With your boys running around the yard?"
She turned her head to look at them behind her. "They're having fun. Go ahead, show me." She coaxed as she reached up to the top of her dress and slowly pulled the front down, exposing her big tits. She grinned at him and allowed him to stare at her tits for long seconds before speaking again. "Come on William, your turn."
"Huh? Oh, I guess." He said nervously working the front of his exercise shorts down far enough to pull his cock out. He hooked the waistband of his shorts under his balls and left his cock exposed for her, the head almost touching the bottom of the glass table as it bounced with his heartbeat.
"Ohhhh yeah. That is a nice looking cock. How about we step into the kitchen for a second?"
"In the kitchen?"
"Uh huh. Gotta check out dessert." She cooed as she stood up, her dress still below her tits as she walked toward the sliding glass door. He couldn't help but follow her back to the house, his dick swinging back and forth with each step. She waited for him inside and then pulled him around to the kitchen counter, pushing him back against it as she squatted in front of him. "God what a cock." She murmured as she wrapped her hands around it, and stroked it slowly.
William moaned quietly as her hot wet mouth closed over his fat head, her tongue sliding back and forth under it, dancing across the spot he loved having teased so much. His wife had on occasion sucked on him, but not frequently and certainly not with this intensity. He stifled another moan as her mouth pushed on and off his cock, both hands wrapping around as much of it as she could get them too, following her mouth up and down the shaft.
"Oh god that feels good." He groaned as she tried to push his cock down her throat, his size more than she could quite master. "You keep that up you're gonna make me come!" he groaned loudly, feeling her hands and mouth teasing his climax quickly towards a peak. On and off she stroked, sucking his fat cock eagerly.
*******
She couldn't believe how fat it really was in her hands. Twice she'd tried to take his whole cock down her throat, only to be turned back by his huge size. She'd seen monster cocks in porn movies, and while this was no horse cock, it was much larger than she had ever tried before.
She knew from his groans that he was getting close, so she concentrated on the head, swirling her tongue around it with each new stroke down his shaft. One of these days she wanted it inside her, she wanted to feel his cock cum inside her. She knew it was wrong to want it so quickly, but she wanted it none the less.
"OH SHIT!" he grunted loudly as his cock practically exploded in her mouth. She felt it surge slightly larger in her hand as the first powerful shot of cum lanced out into her mouth, shooing practically straight down her throat. She held him in her mouth, stroking her hand on his shaft but holding his head as still as his bucking hips would allow. The sticky salty brew surged into her mouth time after time, each new load swallowed down as eagerly as the last.
She was right, it was a fantastic cock to suck, and she had no regrets. She continued to suck and lick his cock until it started to soften in her mouth, only then did he pull it from her.
She stood up and was surprised at his quickness and strength as he easily lifted her and set her on the counter, her ass barely on the edge and her legs hanging over toward the floor. As she had done, he squatted down in front of her, his shorts still around his ankles. He reached for her legs and lifted and spread them, tipping her back on the counter until her back rested against the wall and her legs pointed at the ceiling. She could feel the strength in his hands as he spread her legs wide and lowered his face between them.
"It's been a long time." He mumbled to her as he gently licked his tongue up her lips sending a tingle up through her whole body.
It had been years since anyone had done this to her and his attentions were every bit as perfect to her as his cock. Over and over he licked, working his tongue deeper and deeper between her lips, finally teasing the entrance to her vagina and then up to her clit. He seemed to know to pay special attention to her clit, his tongue alternately circling around her hard nub and flicking across it.
She moaned loudly in appreciation as one hand slid up her body to her breast and began to tease her left nipple, pinching it gently and pulling on it as his tongue dove deeply between her lips.
"Yesss that's it. I love it like that." She cooed as his tongue flicked back and forth across her exposed clit. Warmth spread across her body, her legs trembling slightly as her orgasm grew within her. She felt little tingles running up and down her legs as he licked, periodically those tingles running all the way to her stretched nipple as he tugged it. "God I'm going to come." She moaned loudly as he pressed a single finger into her, making her insides churn in anticipation of a large cock to follow. Her mind flashed to the sensations from the night before of his fat cock stuffed deep into her sliding in and out as his finger was doing now. "God I want you. I want you to fuck me." She moaned loudly. "OH shit yes. God I'm commmmmiiinnnnnng!" she cried loudly as her whole body shook, her pussy clamping around his finger and her pussy gushing her juices out. Her ass felt as wet as if she'd peed herself, but she knew it was only her own cum, leaking down her creamy white ass. She so wanted to feel his cock inside her right then.
She pushed his head back and pushed off the table, standing in front of his half naked form, her own dress hanging around her waist. She turned around and leaned on the counter, pushing him back and her ass out at him. "Fuck me. Please fuck me!" She practically begged of him.
His cock felt at least twice as large as the dildo she had played with the night before, his fat head splitting her lips and rubbing them as he lubricated his head with her juices. She held her breath as he pressed against her vaginal opening, his head trying to spread her wide enough to accept his girth.
The sensations of his fat cock slipping into her were fantastic. Little jolts, like tiny electric shocks surged from her vagina through her body, making her arms and legs quiver, her whole being filled with a feeling of euphoria as his shaft slid deeper into her. He started stroking in short choppy little strokes, each allowing his thoroughly lubricated cock to slide a little deeper and each stroke dragging the thick vein on the bottom of his cock across her so sensitive clit.
In and out he stroked, driving his cock fully into her, his head banging against her clit and sending even more jolts of electricity radiating from her body. She could both hear and feel the slapping of his thighs against her firm ass, each impact making her big tits sway beneath her as she bent. She felt his hands slide up her sides and finally capture her swaying breasts, his hands clamping around her hard nipples so that each swing caused them to pull delightfully.
"Oh shit! I'm gonna come!" He grunted loudly.
"Do it! Fill me with your hot cum!" She panted back, waiting for the feeling of his juices to surge into her. She felt his body spasm and jam his cock roughly into her as the first surge of hot juice flowed strongly into her. She could feel it try to fill her vagina, a space fully consumed by his cock, causing it to force its way around his fat dick. He pulled back slightly and jammed deep into her again, the force of his ejaculation expanding her vagina even farther, his juices pushing out around his shaft. Time and again he added to the flow that was now dripping from her pussy, around his cock, and puddling on the floor.
********
"Oh Shit I'm gonna come!" William grunted as he held her tits, the tingle radiating from his balls to his toes. He felt his whole body jerk, jamming his cock deep into her luscious pussy and forcing a huge gush of his hot cum into her. He wanted to keep stroking and started to pull back, only to have the next spasm jam him deeply into her again, his cock surging another huge squirt of cum into her. He held her tits tightly, his body jerking and squirting until he felt like he had emptied a gallon of cum into her.



They stood there panting, Shelly bent over and using the counter as support, William behind her with his cock stuffed deep into her, his cum leaking around his shaft and dripping to the floor. He pulled from her pussy, allowing her to stand and turn to face him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled herself tightly against him, pressing her soft tits into his chest and her soft lips to his.
She kissed him softly, nothing hurried, nothing demanding, but at the same time sensual and pleasing. In the back of his mind he felt almost ashamed, like he had in some way used her and more importantly that he had somehow betrayed Mary.
*******
She pressed her lips to his, wanting to feel his strength and also feel his gentleness. He was a gentle lover, there was no doubt of that. He took great pains to ensure that she fully enjoyed his attentions and even after that was careful to ensure he wasn't hurting her. His strokes seemed to moderate based on her own reactions, almost as if he had been reading her body, trying to maximize the sensations.
His kiss started tender and sweet, but changed as she kissed him, becoming almost reserved and nervous. Shelly was pretty sure she knew what it was. She could tell in the look in his eyes, a look of pain that he was clearly trying to hide from her.
"This was the first time, wasn't it?" she whispered softly as she held her body against his.
"I don't understand."
"The first time you've been with a woman since your wife passed."
"Yeah." He whispered back, clearly affected, his voice almost trembling.
"I'm sorry if it was too much too fast." She said, letting her arms slide from around his neck. She stood only a foot from him and fixed her dress, putting everything back in place before squatting down and pulling his shorts up his legs. She gently tucked his softening cock into his shorts before standing in front of him again. "Come on." She said, taking his hand and pulling him along out the still open doorway.
The boys were still playing on the jungle gym, oblivious to their short absence. Shelly drew him by the hand to a large padded lounge chair and coaxed him to gently sit in it, after which she squeezed into it with him, sitting more on him that next to him.
"You know, I never knew your wife, but if she was the kind of woman I would expect a man like you to marry, she wouldn't want you to waste away." Shelly said softly, wrapping one arm around his neck and resting her other hand on his chest.
"No I suppose you're right there. She wouldn't."
"But maybe this was too fast. I shouldn't have pushed you quite this hard. It was just...well..."
"That I was drawn to you and you were drawn to me." He finished for her.
"Exactly. But I do understand. Maybe it was too much too fast. But I have an idea. Tomorrow is Halloween right? They're having a big costume party at work. I wasn't going to go at all, but if you'd like to go on a date with me, maybe after I take the boys trick-or-treating I can drop them at my mother's for the night and we can go to the party. Would you like to do that?"
"You mean like a date?"
"Yeah, like a date. How about it? Would you go on a date with me?"
"I don't have a costume." William told her, hoping it would get him out of it.
"I'll take care of that. Then it's a date." She answered firmly with a smile. "For now I better get the boys home and ready for bed." She added. She leaned toward him and kissed him gently on the cheek.
"What was that for?" He asked.
"For being such a nice, sweet, gentle man, for some really good sex and for a wonderful dinner." She said to him before pushing up from his lap. "Come on boys! Gotta go!" She called across the yard.
"Do we have to?" They called back in unison.
"Yes you do. But we can come back tomorrow." She called in answer, the boys dropping from the jungle gym and running toward the gate. "See you tomorrow." She said to him looking down at him and wishing that he didn't feel so sad.
She walked toward the gate, following her two sons, trying to think of a way to coax him from his shell. She realized that she really liked him a lot, even though he was a lot older than she was. She could tell he was a kind and gentle man, all he really needed was a loving woman to be with. She now understood so much more about him and made up her mind right then to make it her mission to draw him back into the world of the living rather than staying lost in the life of his past.
********
William sat in the chair by the pool until darkness had long closed its curtain over the countryside. His mind was in turmoil, partly missing Mary and partly attracted to Shelly. She was so much younger than he was, but at the same time he was so very attracted to her. Admittedly there was a huge physical attraction. I mean she was flat out gorgeous! It reminded him of how he was attracted to Mary when he first met her so many years ago. All the way across the room he had seen her and almost as if by magic he KNEW that she was the one and only woman for him. Surprisingly his clumsy attempts at wooing her didn't chase her away and they did prove to be each other's soul mates.
Losing Mary was the hardest thing in his life. It left a hole inside of him that he just couldn't seem to fill or cover over. What surprised him was how much of that hole Shelly was suddenly starting to fill and to be honest, he felt guilty. He felt like he was somehow betraying Mary.
William finally climbed from the chair and stiffly headed to bed. He took a quick shower, not even wanting to look across and see if Shelly was awake or not. He turned the lights out and lay in bed trying to sleep, but failing miserably.
William rolled over and opened his eyes, surprised to see the sun shining brightly into the room. He couldn't recall the last time he slept past dawn, his routine to follow in his late wife's footsteps unexpectedly broken. He rubbed sleep from his eyes and chalked his delinquency up to the late hour that sleep finally came. He walked to the bathroom, looking across at Shelly's bathroom window. He felt somewhat disappointed to not see her at all, but then with two young boys he suspected that Saturdays were typically busy.
After a quick shower he padded down the stairs to the kitchen and made himself some breakfast. He didn't have a lot on his schedule for the day, in fact, he rarely did any longer. Sitting at the table he decided that it was time that half dead tree between his and Shelly's house went away. After eating he put on appropriate work clothes and went to work with the chain saw, cutting the branches off the irregularly shaped tree, slicing them into foot and a half long chunks to add to the pile in the back of the yard for the little fire pit his wife had him build so many years ago. She used to love sitting outside, even in the chilly fall evenings, looking at the stars and enjoying being cuddled with him on the heavy wooden bench, both of them wrapped in a large stadium blanket.
He was surprised that it was lunchtime, so intent on his task he had been. He piled the last of the loose branches on the pile in the corner of the yard close to his burn barrel and then put the chain saw and rakes away. He headed inside for a sandwich. Looking in the refrigerator he was struck that he really didn't have much to eat, clearly needing to make a trip to the store. He found enough leftover sandwich meat for one sandwich, and sat down to eat it on the remnants of the last loaf of bread in the cupboard. He had just about finished eating it when he heard a knock on the patio door window.
He looked over and saw Shelly standing at the door, a beach towel wrapped around herself and her two boys running toward the pool. She pushed the door open and called in through it. "Hey there. We decided to take you up on your invitation. The boys just couldn't wait to take a swim. They've been relegated to sprinklers all summer."
"Oh no problem" William answered, getting up from the table and walking toward the door.
"I better go chase the boys down." She said as she looked across the patio and saw her boys already at the shallow end of the pool.
"That end should be ok. We had it done really shallow for the grand kids." William said as he stepped out onto the patio, sliding the door closed behind himself.
He stood at the end of the overhanging second floor deck and watched as the boys both climbed into the water, calling for their mom to follow. She slipped the towel from around her body, revealing a light green bikini with extremely tiny bottoms, and while the top was considerably larger, he wondered how the small triangles were supposed to contain her wiggling and bouncing boobs. Not that he was complaining. In fact, he could feel his cock hardening just watching her play with her boys in the waist deep water.
"William! Come on!" Shelly called from the pool, waving for him to come and join them.
"Oh, no you have fun!" He called back.
"Oh don't be a spoil sport. If I have to I'll come get you!"
"No, really, you have fun." William called back. Shelly climbed out of the pool and waked quickly toward him, leaving a trail of water behind her as it ran down and dripped from her body.
"Come on now," she coaxed, grabbing his arm and pulling on it. "Or I'll toss you right in."
"I doubt that." He answered, resisting her pulling.
"Come on! I got ya now!" she said with a loud girlish giggle, tugging on his arm with all her strength.
William resisted being pulled as best he could, but she was steadily making little increments of progress. "I don't even have a suit on." He protested.
"So?" she cried, giggling madly as she tried to make him move faster, her big tits bouncing and swaying as she tugged and pulled on his arms. Finally the little green top couldn't contain the bounce of her breast and slipped off, exposing her creamy white soft breast as she continued to pull and tug.
"You're showing." William said quietly, causing her to squeal a little and let go of his arm. She quickly covered herself back up and then ran back to the pool, giggling all the way.
Shaking his head William walked back into the house and climbed the stairs to get his swim suit. "Hell, I can't refuse her anything, can I?" he asked himself as he peeled off his work clothes. He dug in the drawer for a swim suit, something he hadn't pulled out since Mary died. With a sigh he stepped into it and walked down and out to the pool.
An hour later he retreated under the deck, his skin already showing some pink from the sun, but having to admit that he had a lot of fun. Shelly left the boys playing in the pool and joined him in the shade, pulling around one of the wooden Adirondack chairs in the shade.
"So, I guess you had fun." She asked as she laid her towel in the chair and then turned around to sit down on it, her wet hair dribbling water down her body as she settled into the wooden seat.
"I did." William answered, looking past her to the boys in the water, neither of them older than his own three grandchildren.
"But you probably would have liked to see a little more of this?" she asked with a giggle, using the strings on the bikini top to make her big tits bounce slightly.
"Seems I always want to see more of that." He answered honestly.
"Well," She said, looking over her shoulder to see where her boys were, we can fix that." She reached under each breast and pulled the green triangles to the side, exposing her whole breasts to him. "That all you wanna see?"
"What can I say?" He asked, feeling his cock growing in the thin swim suit, the wet material plastered tightly to it.
"Bet you wanna see more of this too then." She giggled as she untied the bottoms of her suit and pulled it down between her legs so that her pussy was completely exposed. He stood and stared at her for long seconds, taking in the view of her freshly shaved pussy.
"Damn," he whispered.
"Shaved it all off just for you." She said with a grin. "Now when I'm naked, I'm really naked!"
"So it seems." He answered, staring at her pussy, her fingers slowly teasing down between her legs.
She lifted her feet higher on the chair, spreading her knees wide apart, and with them her pussy lips. "How would you like to fill this? I'm sooo damn horny for you right now. If my boys weren't right over there I'd just pull the front of your suit down and suck on that big fat cock!"
He felt his cock twitch in his suit at the thought of her lips wrapped around it.
"Come here," she whispered, patting the arm of her chair. Against his better judgment, he stepped closer, putting her head and the back of the chair between him and the boys playing in the pool. She reached up and quickly pulled the string holding his trunks up and pulled them down leaving him naked except for where the swim suit was pooled around his ankles.
"I hope the boys don't decide to come running over here."
"Me neither." She said as she leaned closer to him and plunged his cock into her mouth.
"Oh god." He groaned as she began to tease his cock with her tongue, her fingers playing with his balls while her other hand stroked back and forth on his shaft, following her hot wet mouth. He did his best to keep his hips from moving, reaching down to cup one of her big soft breasts, playing with her nipple while she stroked her mouth on and off his cock. "You do that very long I'm gonna come." He groaned softly to her after only a minute or so of her ministrations. In response she only sucked harder, driving her mouth deeper onto his cock, his head pressing each time back into the entrance to her throat. "Oh shit." He grunted as his orgasm started to peak. "I'm gonna come!" he grunted, trying to hold back the flood.
She pulled her face from his cock and wrapped both hands around it, aiming it at her chest and stroking it frantically with both hands.
"AHHHG!" he cried more loudly than he intended, the first gush of hot cum squirting out and shooting across her tits, a good portion flying all the way past to land on the patio. Again and again he jerked, spurting more and more sticky white cum onto her big tits, her face grinning up at him like she had just won a trophy.
"Wow." He panted quietly, standing there with both her hands still around his twitching cock, little streamers of cum oozing from the tip and dripping down into her lap.
"You owe me one now." She said with a giggle, letting go of his cock.
"God what a mess. I better get a towel or something." He said, looking down at the cum sprayed across her chest.
"No bother." She said, with a smile, moving both hands to her tits and rubbing it all in like lotion, spreading it around her big soft breasts and across her nipples, her fingers paying special attention to the rock hard nubs protruding from each breast.
He stared at her for long seconds before he leaned down to pull his suit up. She reached out and captured his neck, pulling him to her face, her lips pressing to his. She kissed him sensually, her lips sucking his and then her tongue trying to tease his, the embrace seeming to last forever. Well, maybe not forever, but long enough that William lost track of how long it had been. She finally released him and smiled up at him, "You owe me a kiss now too. I'll let you trade them both in for one good fuck if you want."
"Maybe later." William said, quickly pulling his suit up his legs as her boys came running over toward them.
"Uh oh." Shelly squeaked, closing her legs and trying to tuck her tits back into the top before they made it all the way there, only being somewhat successful, but more so than William had been. They gave him a curious look as he pulled his suit back into place but didn't ask anything embarrassing before asking their mom for something to drink.
"Mr William will take you in for a drink." She said with a grin, "Won't you William?"
"Sure why not. I bet I can find something they'd like." He answered, turning to lead them into the house, and leaving their mother to readjust her swim suit.
Two hours later the boys and Shelly headed home to get ready for the evenings trick or treat time.
"By the way. I have a costume for you. I'll stop by after I drop the boys at mom's and you can change." Shelly said quietly before heading toward her house.
"You going to tell me what it is?"
"Nope! It's a surprise." She called back over her shoulder.
William had a quiet dinner at home, having second thoughts about going out to this party with Shelly. To be honest, he didn't really feel all that much like partying, and he was feeling a bit guilty for what happened earlier this afternoon. He wondered just how badly his wife was rolling in her grave at his antics with a woman half his age. The afternoon had allowed them plenty of time to talk and learn about each other, but instead of putting her off, the discussion just seemed to draw her more toward him. He thought about talking to his son, but then couldn't even really think about how he might broach the subject. He was clearly in a quandary.
He was sitting in his favorite recliner reading a book when the doorbell rang. Trick-or-treat in the neighborhood was long over, and he had enjoyed seeing all the little kids in their costumes and some of the adult women in theirs. He didn't remember Halloween costumes being quite so sexy when he was taking his kids around, but then times do change, he thought to himself as he got up to let Shelly in.
He opened the door and stood staring, his jaw hanging open at her outfit. She had on knee high black high heeled boots with black mesh stockings extending up her legs from the top of the boots and disappearing under a rather unusual dress. The front of the frilly skirt portion was extremely short, not even coming to mid thigh. The frilly dress grew longer as it wrapped around her hips until it ended knee length in the back. The unusual shape of the skirt portion allowed nearly all of the front of her thighs to be visible, while from behind the dress would look knee length.
Above the skirt portion the satin like material curved inward toward her thin waist, flowing smoothly over her hips until it joined a black and gold upper portion that fit snugly to her trim form, bulging out significantly to encase her big breasts. The tops of both breasts were well exposed, almost down to her nipples, the cups of the front of the dress held in place by a pair of thin straps making an inverted V from her shoulders down to the center of the front piece and the sides of the cups. A black and gold cape hung down her back with her long dark brown hair. A black eye mask, flat brimmed round hat and black gauntlet gloves finished the costume.
"Damn!" he said quietly taking in the sexy view in front of him.
"I am a bandita! I am here to steal away your heart!" she said with an obviously fake Mexican accent.
"That outfit might just do that," he agreed as he stepped back and allowed her to step into the house. She handed over a garment bag and stood expectantly in just inside the door.
"Well, you gonna dress?" She asked expectantly.
"I suppose it's too late to say no."
"Most definitely!" she answered emphatically.
"Alright." He said with a sigh as he turned and walked up the stairs toward his bedroom, Shelly following close behind. "You gonna follow me all the way to my bedroom?"
"Of course!" she answered brightly, a huge grin on her face. "Not only do I get to see your bedroom I get to see you get all naked!"
"Women," he muttered under his breath as he reached the top of the stairs. He walked the short distance to his bedroom and into it, dropping the costume bag on the bed.
"Uh uh. Not until you're allllll naked!" she said with a grin as he went to unzip the bag.
"You mean I can't see what I'm wearing?"
"Not until you're all naked." She answered, sitting down on the edge of the bed.



"I have to wear it naked?"
"Uh huh. I am." She answered with a giggle, lifting the tiny skirt front up far enough for him to see her shaved pussy. "Now if you hurry and get undressed I might be inclined to play a little before we have to go."
"Play like in how?" He asked as he pulled his shirt up and off.
"You can do anything you want to me as long as you don't take anything I'm wearing off. Of course you have to have your costume on as well and you can't take anything off from that either." She said as she spread her legs apart slightly, letting one finger slide down between her legs. "And I've been thinking about this for hours, so you can imagine how wet I am right now."
"Good lord. What have I gotten myself into?" William asked quietly as he stripped off the rest of his clothes, leaving him standing there completely naked with a raging hardon pointing at her. "So do I get to see what I'm wearing or do you just want me to fuck you right now?"
"Well, since you're offering!" she answered with a grin. She stood up, pulled the skirt up as far as it would go, exposing the tops of her thigh high stockings and her completely bare ass and pussy. She sat back down and lifted her legs high in the air, spreading them in a wide V to give him a perfect view of her pussy. "I'll take one big fat hard cock please. You do deliver, don't you?"
William may have had concerns and doubts about being with a woman half his age, but he was still a man, and having a bare naked pussy thrust at him with an invitation to fuck wasn't something he could pass up. He stepped to her, his hard cock sticking toward her face between her legs as he reached up and caressed her thighs softly through the mesh stockings.
"Ohhhh that does feel nice. I thought you might wanna just shove it deep in me right away."
"In a minute," He answered, letting his cock rest on her exposed pussy. He continued to stroke what was left exposed of her legs above her boots while he gently stroked his cock across her exposed pussy.
"Oh god what a tease!" she moaned loudly as she reached between her own legs and pressed his cock harder against her lips and clit. "Ohhhhh yeah what a tease."
"You like being teased?" William asked her quietly.
"Uh huh. But I also like feeling your cock inside me. I so wanted to just push you down and ride you this afternoon. If my sons hadn't been there I'd have let you take me in the pool, on the table, in a chair or even hanging on the jungle gym. Sweetie I'd have let you put this fantastic cock into me anyplace....oh damn!" she moaned as he pulled back far enough to let his cock slide down her lips and press between them, his fat head pushing into her tunnel. "Oh god yes. You could have done this anyplace you wanted."
He worked his cock in and out in short little strokes, each only an inch or two long, but each one pushing slightly deeper than the last. With his whole length finally lubricated he started stroking into her, pulling out until only his head remained inside, then pushing quickly into her again.
"Ohhhh fuck fuck fuck!" she cried loudly as he drove into her over and over again. "God you fill me so much. I don't think I've ever been so completely fucked as you do to me!"
"You feel pretty fucking good around me too," he grunted as he pushed in and out of her pussy, her tight walls gripping him and caressing his shaft as he drove in until his head bumped against her cervix.
"God you're going to make me come!" she squealed loudly, her feet dropping to the edge of the bed to lift her hips in time with his thrusts. She moved both hands to her breasts, sliding the gloved hands in between the satin cups of the outfit and her own bare nipples. "God god god god it feel s so good!" she cried a bit louder. "Fill me up. Oh fuck fill me. Fuck my hot little pussy. Ram it in me. I wanna feel you drive it all the way in meeeee!" she squealed, her voice easily an octave higher than her normal tone. "AHHHHHH FUCK I'm COMING!" she screamed loudly as he slammed his cock into her over and over, his thighs slapping loudly against her bare ass as she rocked up to meet his powerful thrusts.
"Oh shit yes!" William groaned as she orgasmed around his cock, her pulsating pussy pushing his own climax to its limit. His body jerked, jamming his cock deep into her and unleashing a huge gush of cum into her. "Oh damn." He panted as his body jerked time after time, pumping more cum into her with each passing second.
"Oh baby that was perfect," she cooed as she lay there on his bed, his cock still twitching inside her. "I've wanted to feel that all afternoon."
"Glad you enjoyed it. I know I damn well did." William panted, trying to catch his breath and allow his body to recover from the adrenalin that has been surging through his veins.
"Ok stud, now get that costume on so we can go have some more fun." She said, pushing him back gently. As his fat cock pulled from her a gush of their combined juices leaked from her gaping pussy onto the bed. "Goodness I feel like the floodgates opened." She giggled as William walked to the bathroom, coming back with a wad of toilet paper.
She took the paper and covered her pussy as she got up, walking comically bow legged to the bathroom.
William chuckled to himself as he unzipped the bag. The outfit looked like a dark reddish leather wrap around skirt with a wide brown leather belt, and a cape of similarly dark red material. "What is this? A dress?"
"Not at all lover, You're a Spartan warrior." She said leaning against the bathroom doorway.
"I'm really supposed to wear this?"
"Too exposed? No more than me." She said with a giggle, walking over toward him and running her hands around his sides from behind until her body was pressed against his naked skin. "You'll wear it for me, wont you?"
"I've never worn a dress before."
"But just think how well I can tease you at the party. Just slide my hand up under and squeeze your big cock!" she cooed softly as she let one hand slide down and wrap around his deflated cock. "Not to mention that I'm as exposed as you are. Just think. You can slip your hand between my legs any time you want and play with my wet pussy. Does that excite you? Knowing that I'm gonna be completely exposed for you?"
"Actually it does." He answered honestly. "Where do you get these naughty little ideas?"
"Oh that's easy. I thought about all the things my ex wanted me to do or try and figured that if I ever met someone else that I really really liked I'd do my best to do them all for him." She answered, giving him a tight squeeze from behind. "And I really really really like you." She finished in a whisper.
"Even if I'm twice your age?"
"You know, when I first saw you I didn't even consider you a prospect. Way too old for me. But one night I had this really weird and convoluted dream about getting old all alone and decided that age really didn't matter nearly as much as attraction and love. I wouldn't say I love you, way too early for me to even think that way, but I will say, I am incredibly attracted to you. Sometimes I lay in bed and can't get you out of my mind and then have these really realistic dreams about you. Yeah, I'm definitely attracted."
"So it would seem." William answered, not quite sure how to reply. He was incredibly attracted to her too, and not just because of the great sex, but when he was with her, touching her, looking at her, a big part of that hole inside him didn't feel quite so large and intimidating. To some extent she warmed his heart in a way that only his late wife had. He couldn't explain it or understand it, and at some level it bothered him, but the effect was none the less there.
"Come on now. Let's get you dressed so we can go before all the good food is gone!" she said as she released him and stepped back.
"I still don't know about this." He said as he pulled the leather skirt out and stepped into it.
With a little help from Shelly he was soon dressed in the skirt and cape, only part of his chest bare as the cape hung over one shoulder, a large metal buckle holding it closed around his neck at his left shoulder. The sandals were another issue all together. If not for Shelly he felt like he'd be going barefooted, unable to quite get the twisting around the leg ties done right. He followed her down the stairs and out to her car, where he climbed in the passenger side.
"You know," she said as she pulled out of the driveway, "with both my hands on the steering wheel I really couldn't do anything to stop you if you decided to play with my pussy."
"Oh really?" William asked in reply as she put the car in gear and headed down the street. "What if I did something like this?" He asked as he reached up to her shoulder and undid one of the snaps that held the leather strap in one of the brass rings that held her top in place. He flicked the second snap loose, allowing that strap also to slip from the ring, leaving nothing holding the costumes black and gold cup up. The weight of her big breast pushed the cup down and he quickly peeled it down further, leaving her whole breast exposed and hanging out the front of the costume.
"Nope, can't do anything about that either." She answered with a smile. "But I will tell you this, if you tease me you better be ready to satisfy me later!"
"If you mean satisfy by allowing you to pretend I'm your sturdy steed, I'm game. I'd love to see you straddling me in that outfit bouncing up and down like you were riding across country."
"I'm more than game for that." She said in a soft whisper, "especially if you keep teasing my tits like that." She added as he gently ran his finger back and forth across her soft breast and rock hard nipple.
"So you like that, do you?"
"Very much. The only thing better is when you do that with your tongue."
"Hmmm not sure I can do that here, but we'll see when I might be able to sneak in a lick or two." He said with a grin, continuing to stroke his finger slowly across her hard nipple.
By the time they pulled into the parking area of where she worked, a large industrial looking building with a name he didn't recognize on the front, Shelly was more than ready for him to continue his attentions elsewhere, a fact that she made known more than once on the drive, and a fact which William had intentionally ignored.
William got out of the car and walked around to open the door for Shelly. She climbed out, making sure she spread her legs wide so her pussy would be visible in the parking lot lights before she stood up. Once up out of the car she wrapped her hands around his neck and pulled his face to hers, her lips sucking his, and her tongue trying to force its way aggressively into his mouth.
"God you've got me so damn horny!" she whispered. "I wouldn't mind getting fucked right here again."
"Here? In the middle of the parking lot?" He asked in surprise.
"Fuck yeah. Right here right now." She practically demanded as she pulled them to the hood and lifted herself on the fender. She wrapped her legs around his and pulled him to her so his growing hardon would press between her legs against her wet pussy. "I don't know why, something about you screams at me to throw all caution to the wind. Take me. Just take me right here and fuck my brains out!" she begged huskily, one hand slipping from around his neck to reach down and pull his costume up enough to free his cock.
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh. Fuck me baby! Please!?" She begged as she rubbed his cockhead up and down between her wet lips.
"Shelly!"
"Uh huh. That's me. Come on. Stop teasing and make me come!" She begged, the bright moonlight and the bright parking lot lights making the scene anything but private. "No one can tell who we are. We have masks on. Come on, fuck me." She continued to beg.
In answer he pushed his hips toward her, sliding his fat cock into her with a soft squishing sound from her pussy and a moan from her lips.
"Oh yeah. That's it. Kiss me and fuck me." She begged, trying to pull his face down to hers. He let her press her lips to his and then began to stroke in and out of her pussy, one hand balancing him on the car fender and the other reaching for her still exposed tit. He squeezed and kneaded her breast as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy, her moans, muffled by his own mouth, grew more insistent by the moment.
"Oh yes baby. Right there....god just like that!" she squeaked softly, breaking the kiss but still pressing her forehead to his. "God you're gonna do it. Gonna make me come just with your fantastic.....oh fuck me!" she squealed loudly as her whole body shuddered. She let go of his neck and leaned back, her arms and legs shaking as her pussy convulsed around him. He felt her vaginal muscles rippling along his cock, trying to pull his fat shaft deeper and deeper.
He continued to slowly stroke in and out of her as her orgasm passed slowly away, her shuddering slowing and her trembling legs once again still.
"God damn that was intense." She panted. "But you didn't come!"
"I will. I'm saving it for that ride you promised."
"Oh sweetie, I'll ride you any time any place. You just name it."
"Later my horny little bandita." He answered, reaching both hands up to fix her costume cup and snap the leather straps back in place. He pulled from her, his cock pulling free with a loud slurp. He pushed his skirt down to try and cover his erection and finally gave up. "I can't go in there like this."
"Hmmmm no you can't. But you can put it back inside me and finish off inside me."
"you'd be leaking all over for the next hour. No, we'll just wait a few minutes. It'll go down."
"Too bad. I kind of like the look. Definitely matches the outfit. I know guys that would kill to show off a bulge like that."
"Really? Seems kind of embarrassing to me."
"Come on." She said, sliding off the hood. "Time to go. And if you're still showing when we get in there, all the better for me." She slipped her arm into his and guided them both around the parked cars toward the doors of a large building. As soon as they were opened the sounds and scents of the party closed around them. People of all sizes, shape and of course both sexes took the opportunity to dress in everything from ridiculous outfits to very suggestive and revealing outfits. If he expected his hardon to go down after he got in here he realized he was quite mistaken, especially when a maid walked by, the thin lace bra failing to hide her nipples and the short lace skirt and tiny white apron allowing anyone who wanted to, to see that her black thong panties were as much around her thighs as they were covering her. William wondered if she knew how much she was exposing, but got his answer as she reached a staircase heading to what looked like some upstairs offices. She stepped up several stairs, stopped, and pushed the panties down the rest of the way before continuing on up the stairs.
A young man in a fireman's costume quickly picked up the panties she left on the stairs and followed her up, disappearing down the hall.
"Well, Angelina got her wish." Shelly said quietly.
"What wish was that?"
"She said if she couldn't get fucked tonight that there was no hope she'd ever feel a man's cock inside her again."
"Wouldn't seem like she'd have a hard time finding a guy to fuck her with looks like that."
"Wouldn't be, except that she has a reputation for being a lesbian. It's not true of course, but her last boyfriend started the rumor that she was and that's why they broke up. The real reason is that he has a tiny little prick and couldn't satisfy her with it." Shelly said with a giggle.
"geez."
"Oh yeah. And then there's Jenifer." She said pointing toward a woman in a Greek goddess outfit. "I'll bet you dimes for doughnuts that she's as naked under that as I am under this."
"Why would it matter?"
"Cuz she wants to get Mister Jenkins, her boss, alone and try and get him to fuck her. She's been trying all year to get him into her. I'm sure she pulled out all the stops tonight."
"So why doesn't he?"
"See that tall woman in the old fashioned dress? That's his wife."
"Ohhhh, I see." He answered as she steered him across the room. They stopped by a small potted tree along the wall and she wrapped an arm around his neck and pulled him down to kiss him.
"What was that for?"
"Just to mark you. I didn't want anyone stealing you away before I could come back."
"Back from where?"
"Well, to be honest, I gotta pee. Side effect of the sex." She whispered.
"Oh, okay. I'll wait here."
"Good boy. Don't fuck anything I wouldn't ," she said before disappearing into the crowd.
William stood against the wall, watching the wide array of costumed people go by. Some were downright scandalous in what they failed to cover, but the majority were either much more subtle or simply more conservative. As he was standing there he saw a woman in a snow white toga walk toward him. In many ways she reminded him of his late wife, similar build, full round breasts, but not too big, long blond hair. Yeah she could have easily been his wife thirty years ago, but then back then you didn't wear anything that revealing.
As she approached he knew that under the thin white costume her tits were free, each one wiggling and bouncing slightly as she approached.
"Hello William." She said quietly as she stepped up to him, wrapping one arm around his neck. Her other hand quickly moved to his cock hidden under the skirt portion of his uniform.
"You know me?" He asked, reaching for her hand to pull it away from where it had closed around his cock.
"I do. I know everything about you. But then you know almost as much about me as well."
"I do?" William asked in confusion. Yes she had a mask on that blocked the whole upper half of her face, but even if she hadn't been wearing the mask he wasn't at all sure where he could have met her. "I'm sorry, I don't."
"Tell me William, what do you see in that girl?"
"Huh?"
"Simple enough question, what do you see in her? She's very young for you. Only half your age. Isn't that a bit young?"
"I suppose it could be, but she says age doesn't matter. I would have argued that point until a few hours ago....what do you mean she's only half my age? How would you know?"
"I know a lot of things, but I still want you to tell me what happened a few hours ago. Certainly it was more than just some good sex?"
"No, actually we just sat on the patio and talked. We actually have a lot in common."
"You have much more in common than you know. Tell me William, what would your wife think about you getting involved with someone again?"
"My wife?" he asked back, his face slipping from the happy smile he as he thought about his late wife. "I'm not sure she'd approve, especially someone half my age."
"I think she'd approve of anyone that you loved, truly loved. Just because she was taken to heaven doesn't mean you should stop living life."
"I don't know that she would agree."
"Oh William, I would have thought you would have known me better than that by now." She practically whispered.
"I don't even know your name, how can I know you?"
"Mary. My name is Mary. Does that help?"
"Not really."
"Trust me, it will. But let's get back to Shelly. Do you love her?"
"I don't know. I kind of feel like I could. I know I'm strongly attracted to her."
"I know that too. I've seen how you look at her, how she looks at you. Yes, you two could make a good couple."
"Well, thank you Mary. But I don't know. My wife hasn't been gone all that long and to be honest I feel a bit like I'm somehow cheating on my wife."
"Trust me you're not. And if you like this woman, really like her, then do what you need to do to see if it's love. Age really doesn't matter after all." She said as she leaned closer and pressed her lips to his. It was a soft kiss, a loving kiss, and to William it felt every bit the same as the last few kisses his wife had given him. He suddenly missed her very much and wondered just what he was doing here anyway.



"William," she whispered. "I have always loved you, but it's time for you to go on with life. Yes, she does love you too, even though you two don't know it yet. Be good to her, be good with her. Trust that I will always want you to be happy, whatever and whoever it takes to do that. It's time to stop looking at the past, watching where I used to be. It's time to look where you want to be and to find happiness in life once more. Trust that your choices have to make you happy, not me. I'm happy where I am, and I know that someday you'll understand and be happy with where you are as well. Goodbye my love."
William stared at her for a long time before he realized that she not only looked similar to his wife when they were married, but looked exactly like her. The eye mask couldn't hide her dark green eyes and the deep emotion within.
"William?" Shelly said from behind him.
He turned his back to look at Shelly for just a moment, and when he turned back she was gone.
"Where'd she go?" William asked, looking around himself and then around the room.
"Who?"
"The woman in the toga. My....my wife." He said, suddenly choked up at the realization.
"William, there wasn't anyone here. Just you , standing there looking off into space." She said quietly. "Are you alright?"
He took several long deep breaths allowing his mind to process what had just happened. Yes, the kiss was her kiss, and the eyes, definitely her eyes. She looked every bit as beautiful as the day she walked down the aisle toward him.
"Are you okay?" Shelly asked quietly, concerned for his quick change in mood.
"Yeah. I think so." He replied softly, reaching out to pull her close to him. He held her close and then kissed her forehead. "I think I'm finally okay."
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When I got married I had no idea that my sister in law came along as a packaged deal. I don't mean that to sound mean. I care a lot for my sister-in-law Amanda. She and my wife Julia could easily be twins, even though they're two years apart in age. Amanda is over frequently. And by frequently I mean sometimes as much as every other day. She's pleasant and I have become fond of her over the last ten years. We've joked around that she's my second wife, but we all know that it's only in jest and that she's actively seeking what she calls a "reasonable facsimile to what my sister captured".
Yeah, I'm pretty handy around the house, I make a decent amount of money, I'm reasonably attentive to my wife's needs and oh yeah, my wife has apparently expounded to her sister on my virtues in the bedroom. Needless to say both Amanda and Julia share all their secrets. I kind of wish I had a sibling I was that close to. I rarely talk to my brothers and see them even less frequently.
Amanda is a sweet woman. Like my wife, she's kind, funny, good looking, even at thirty seven, and to be honest if I hadn't met Julia first there's a good chance that I would have been attracted to Amanda. But all things being equal I'm more than happy with my life with Julia and wouldn't trade her for anything, and I do mean ANYTHING!
My wife enjoys socializing and going to and throwing parties, which is generally fine with me, except for one rather nagging issue; my work schedule is far from fixed. My wife can count on her regular Monday through Friday eight to five schedule, but mine is rarely that nice. I can get sent off at a moment's notice to go fly across the country to solve a problem, or get scheduled to go to a customer site for a routine upgrade. Most times I don't know what my schedule will be more than a few days ahead. Even weekends aren't sacred. I have been sent out on Friday afternoon and not made it back until the next week.
Obviously this schedule issue has been a difficult one for my wife's planning of parties and social events. On more than one occasion I've missed parties she has planned at our own home because at the last minute my schedule changed. In general the best I could do is to "intend" to go, but I rarely commit to show up on a weeknight. So when Amanda came to convince us to go to a Halloween party in the middle of the week I wasn't particularly enthused. Don't get me wrong, I think I'd enjoy a good costume party, but planning almost three weeks ahead? I couldn't guarantee that I'd make it.
It took a whole week for Amanda and Julia to convince me to go to this particular party, not because I was averse to going, but because I doubted that if I carried out all the required planning, getting a costume and everything, something wouldn't come up and make it impossible for me to attend.
A full week before the party, Amanda, Julia and I went shopping for costumes. In my case I quickly settled on Captain America, a selection neither of the ladies seemed to appreciate for some reason. Both of them were pushing me toward much more revealing costumes.
Being women I wasn't surprised in the least when they had trouble deciding on a costume. I saw oh so many costumes being tried on, some traditional, some rather revealing and a few in Amanda's case, rather sexy. I suggested that they go as twin lady Godiva's but of course that got slapped down rather quickly with more than a scowl from my wife. Don't get me wrong, I wouldn't exactly like my wife being ogled that way, but I wouldn't at all mind getting some good long views of Amanda's body. I'd seen some flashes over the last few years, but long looks have been quite missing. Oh well...
In the end it seemed that my wife was leaning toward Cleopatra and Amanda seemed to find a scanty fairy costume pleasing, although each had two other selections they were toying with. With my costume reserved and a promise from the girls to call the next day and confirm which they wanted, there was little left to do but wait for the appointed date.
Three days before the party it happened. I knew it would. I've had too many birthdays, anniversaries and other special family events side tracked because some customer's equipment went down and the more local field service technicians couldn't resolve the issues. So instead of going to the party I'd be sitting in Pittsburg thinking about my wife dressed as Cleopatra, at the party, wishing I was there to take advantage of it. My wife let me know she was very disappointed, but she understood and I encouraged her to go anyway.
As it turned out, I got things going quicker than expected and was flying home in time to be at the party, well mostly. I was going to be late, by a long shot! My wife phoned me while I waited for my flight to board that Amanda had picked up my costume and it would be waiting for me at home. All I had to do was change and come to the party.
To be honest I was tired. When I walked into the bedroom at home well past eight, the last thing I felt like doing was going to a party. I wanted to drop into bed and take a nap, for like three days! But the suit bag on the bed had a note from my wife attached. "See you at the party. Come find me!"
Yeah, you guessed it, I was going to go to the party and skip the nap. I opened the bag and to my surprise found not a captain America costume, but roman soldier uniform!
"There was a mix-up at the costume shop. America was gone, welcome Roman Centurion! A. PS. Julia said you'd never wear it like a true Roman. They didn't use briefs back then."
I looked at the costume. It looked more like a short dress than a soldier suit. I stripped off my shirt and pants and picked up the costume. I slipped the short dress on, the bottom of the cream colored linen skirt only coming down to mid-thigh. I pulled on the plastic breast plate to my chest and buckled the leather straps in place. I shook my head at what I must have looked like as I placed the plastic leggings on my shins and strapped them in place.
Almost all the way dressed, I strapped on the short sword and then lowered the helmet down over my head. I walked to my wife's full length mirror and looked at myself. The costume really did look kind of like a roman soldier I'd seen in a lot of the movies. The helmet came down and covered more than half my face. I doubted anyone could really tell who I was. I walked back to the bed to pick up my car keys and looked down at the note again.
"PS. Julia said you'd never wear it like a true roman. They didn't use briefs back then."
No doubt it was a challenge by Amanda. The question was, would I take it? She knew I had a hard time resisting a challenge. I reached under my skirt and slid my briefs down and stepped out of them, tossing them on the bed next to the note before turning to head out of the bedroom.
It wasn't a long drive to the party, a little less than fifteen minutes to the main building of the country club, but it was still past nine when I got there. Now all I had to do was find my wife.
I walked into the party wondering just what my wife was wearing. I suspected it was the Cleopatra costume, but it could have been the female Greek warrior outfit just as easily. I didn't expect it would be too hard to find my wife, she was after all, my wife. If I couldn't recognize her, who could?
I mingled into the crowd on the first floor of the absolutely huge two story building, hoping to find her in the first floor ballroom. If not it seemed there would still be a second floor above, a deck, a patio and of course miles of golf course to look for her in. How hard could it be?
I searched my way across the first floor ballroom without finding my wife. Along the way I realized why the ladies liked these parties so much. The anonymity that the costumes allowed obviously proved to be a great enticement to flirt and play. It was almost tempting to follow the sexy lady mafia boss when she suggested a private place to explore what neither of us were wearing under our costumes, one hand slipping up under my "skirt" teasing my half hard cock. She had on a form fitting pinstripe dress that showed a significant amount of cleavage and only went down to her mid-thigh. Her fishnet stockings were clipped directly to the white frilly hem of the dress. Unfortunately playing wasn't quite on my list of things to do, even as tempting as this was.
I was beginning to understand the allure of this party for Amanda. It was a smorgasbord of potential sexual encounters, between the alcohol being consumed and the costumes, if the guys were as hot on the trail as the ladies as a few of the ladies seemed to be on the trail of guys, she had to be having a great time.
I was most of the way back across the ballroom, planning on heading up to the second floor when she stopped me. "Well, hello warrior." The tall thin woman wearing a rather intriguing sorceress costume cooed as she practically materialized in front of me. She was easily half a head taller than I was, but then that could easily have been the knee high black spike boots. She wore a full length black dress with a high spiked collar. The black material fit tightly around her waist and stomach, clinging to her body as it flowed up and around her large full breasts. The tops of her breasts and the deep exposed cleft of cleavage were creamy white and visible nearly down to her nipples.
"Hello. Elvira I presume?"
"Oh, I'd never be so presumptuous as to impersonate a legend. No, I am but a humble temptress." She said in a deep sultry voice, one foot stepping slightly forward and about a foot to one side, splitting the long black dress practically to her navel. "Do you see something you like?" She asked, the jet black curls on her exposed mound matching the jet black hair cascading down her shoulders from under the black crown that covered her face above her nose.
"You are most certainly a temptress." I answered with a gulp. "A most beautiful and alluring one at that." I added, staring at the triangular shape of a light tan line encompassing the black curls and full round lips.
"I'm glad you think so. I do try to make an impression." She cooed, stepping closer to me her arms reaching out to encircle my neck as the front of her dress closed across her exposed pussy again. "You're making quite an impression as well. The bulge you wear so proudly bears witness to a prowess equal to those of your military exploits."
"I'm not sure I've any military exploits to brag about." I answered with a tilt of my head and a smile at her rather unique approach.
"Oh but you're wrong. You see you've already conquered my heart, you've but to collect the spoils of war." She said, pressing her body against mine, her full breasts pressing to my chest, my cloth covered cock pushing against the gap of her dress as if it wished to spread it and tease the treasures within.
"Unfortunately my heart is already captured by another." I answered her as she lowered her face down in an attempt to kiss me.
"That is unfortunate. Maybe I should cast a spell upon you to that will entice you to fully embrace the power that is evident and thrust it to its full advantage, impaling me and driving us both to the pinnacle of victory."
"It is unfortunately a trip that I am unable to make with you my temptress, though the offer is indeed tempting." I said as her lips brushed mine.
"Are you sure? Just think how wonderful my soft silky confines would feel surrounding your large firm appendage, your powerful thrusts lifting up into me, making my unbridled mounds dance in unison with your deep advances. We would feel each of your strokes as you push us both along the path to that final victory, your surging seed forcing up into me and filling me as no other potion could do."
"It is indeed tempting, and my firm appendage as you call it seems to be calling for release from its confines, but I believe I should save that for the temptress that stole my heart many years ago."
"As you wish, however if you change your mind, I am but a spell away and ready to accept your advances." She whispered as she let her arms fall from me and her body slide away from mine and into the crowd as silently as she had appeared.
I was just heading to the stairs to head up when an arm wrapped around my waist. "Hey big man. You got a date or you just cruising to find a young attractive and totally drunk babe to take advantage of?"
I turned around expecting maybe Amanda or my wife, but instead was face to face and chest to chest with a young lady in a seventies style tiedye dress. The mask covered a good portion of her face, but not enough to keep me from recognizing a young woman that lives down the street. I'd seen her lots of times jogging past while I mowed the lawn or worked on other yard stuff. She always looked pretty damn good in the spandex outfits she wore, some of them awfully damn revealing, but this...well this outfit was just plain spectacular. My cock almost immediately started to get even harder than the temptress had left it as my mind started undressing her. "I'm actually looking or my wife." I answered truthfully, thinking that what I was thinking was already pretty badly out of bounds, let alone where I could feel her hands moving.
"Hmmmmm I think I saw her head this way." She said, taking me by the hand and pulling me out of the ballroom and down a long hallway.
I followed willingly until she turned and pulled me into a small room lined with coat rails and hangers. "Now, how about we just find out if you're really a true roman soldier? I hear they didn't wear anything under those uniforms." she cooed as she turned to face me, her hand reaching for the hem of my uniform skirt. She pushed the front of the uniform up and wrapped a hand around my mostly hard cock, grinning at me while reaching for one of my hands with her free one. She pulled it down to her own skirt, and then under it, pressing my fingers against her bare pussy. "I was hoping you were coming to this party." She said huskily. "A little birdie told me you had an invitation."
"Yeah, um... Mrs Jenkins, right?" I asked, wrapping one hand around her wrist and trying to pull it out from under my skirt while pulling mine back from under hers.
"Shhhhhh no names." She whispered urgently. "Besides, its miss, not missus, but you can call me Darlene. I've been watching you for a long time. Seems like the perfect chance to do a little exploring." She said, just slightly above a whisper, her hand pulling mine back down to her pussy. "Can you feel how wet I am? How turned on I am for you? " she whispered as she pressed our hands against her bare pussy and rocked her hips slightly to grind herself against them. "You know, this dress comes off awful easy and I'm completely totally naked under it. How bout it? Wanna go sneak off onto the golf course and see my hot naked body in the moonlight?"
"I think you're drunk." I whispered back, withdrawing my hand, somewhat reluctantly, from between her legs.
"Not so drunk I can't enjoy a big cock, which is exactly what I'm feeling here. How about it Roger, wanna go fuck like bunnies on the eighteenth green?"
"I think I'd better not. I promised my wife I'd find her."
"Oh phoo. We could have had so much fun." She said with a sigh, "What's she wearing?" Darlene asked with a very disappointed frown.
"I think she's wearing a Cleopatra."
"You don't know? Didn't you come together?" she asked curiously, stepping back toward me so her breasts pressed against my chest plate. "In that case, why don't you let me give this big cock a little workout? Mmmmm yeah it's big all right. Come on stud. Fuck me. I've been watching you working outside for so long. Every time I run by I feel my pussy get soaking wet, just like it is right now." She said as she lifted one leg and pushed my cock down, closing her legs around it so it was trapped between her thighs and her definitely wet pussy lips.
"This isn't a good idea." I answered, thinking I needed to move, but my body objecting to the idea in strenuous terms.
"It's a great idea." She moaned, her hand gripping my arms tightly as she began bucked her hips, driving her pussy back and forth across the top of my cock. "God yes. I wish it was inside me. Wanna put it deep into me?" She moaned softly.
"I don't think that would be a good idea at all." I answered, my own hips seeming to stroke in time with her own at the sensation of her soft thighs and wet pussy lips caressing my rock hard shaft and head.
"I've been trying to tempt you, wearing oh so little when I run past you. Do you like seeing my tits bounce? Can you tell how wet my pussy is when I run by? You know, I never wear any panties, not ever. God I so often want to stop and just show you my pussy, pull my shorts down and bend over so you can put that cock into me."
"Seriously?" I groaned, realizing that she was right, her tits were always bouncing pretty freely, she also often wore very short shorts, sometimes loose, sometimes skin tight.
"Ohhh shit. I'm gonna come!" She squeaked as her legs trembled and her body gave little jerks and spasms. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck. One of these days I'm gonna just stop by your yard, throw you down and fuck your brains out." She panted as she stood there, my cock still stuffed between her thighs, both my shaft and her thighs coated with her cum.
"Maybe some day I'll let you." I groaned, pulling my cock back until it withdrew from the hot crevice it was nestled into, my mind screaming at me to just turn her around and stuff it deep into her pussy. She stepped toward me again, hanging onto me, not at all willing to let me go yet, looking down at the tent my "skirt" was making.
"You know, if you want I know exactly what it takes to make that smaller." She said with a grin. "I can suck it or fuck it or stroke it or even let you slide it between my tits and squirt it all over me." She said with a grin, reaching both hands down to close around my cock, neither hand able to close all the way around its girth.
"Maybe some other time." I said, finally getting my brain back into control, pushing her hands away from my cock.
"Well, just let me know." She said tight lipped, as she turned and hooked an arm though mine. "Now to find your wife. I did sorta promise, didn't I?"
"Sorta, yeah." I answered as she guided me out of the room and back toward the stairs,
I let her lead me up the stairs, her arm in mine until we reached the upstairs ballroom. It was filled with people milling around in all kinds of costumes. If anything it seemed that the group on the second floor contained even more sexy and skimpy styles of outfits. I saw a cave woman that had barely anything on except for a leopard print mini-skirt and animal print bikini top, several cheerleaders and a French maid with an off the shoulder mini-dress that seemed to be bursting at the seams. For a moment I thought I saw my wife wearing a pair of black fishnet stockings, a black leather bustier and a collar with a black bowtie. The white bunny ears and pom-pom tail completed the outfit. I couldn't really make out her face behind the mask attached to the ears, but my wife wouldn't wear that kind of outfit anyway. Amanda on the other hand would have no qualms about wearing an outfit that revealing.
I took another quick look, thinking that if it was Amanda, she was definitely attractive in that outfit, an outfit that was attracting quite a bit of attention from the guys. While she seemed to be rebuffing their advances, I had no doubt that before the night was out she would select one lucky guy to sample. "Not seeing her." I finally said, turning to go back down the stairs.



"Maybe she went outside?" Darlene suggested. "We could go out there and check. Maybe take a little walk in the moonlight?"
"Look outside, yes. Walk in the moonlight? Probably not." I answered as we descended the stairs.
"A girl can hope, right?"
"I suppose hope is free."
"Mmmmm. Hope definitely isn't free. She charges two fifty an hour. Me, on the other hand, I'm free anytime you want." She said, squeezing my arm tightly for a moment and giggling girlishly.
I looked over at her, stunned by her comment as my mind placed the name "Hope" as the wife's name of a couple that lives a few doors down from us. I'd met her out taking evening walks a few times. Very good looking young black woman, as I recalled, very curvaceous figure and rather large breasts.
"Yep, that's right. Hope...Didn't know that one, did ya?" she asked with a giggle. "Those huge tits and she sells feels and fucks. Me. For you honey I'm free free free!" She said with a sigh.
I was still at a loss for words when I saw what looked like the Cleopatra outfit my wife had been looking at, across the patio. She was standing with her back to me, talking to a tall woman wearing a rather elegant looking witch's outfit. "I think I see my wife. I better head over there." I said, gently trying to disengage Darlene's arm.
"Okay, but don't forget about me!" she said, blowing me a kiss as I left her behind to make my way across the patio.
The long blond hair was a dead giveaway. I didn't need to see my wife's face to put two and two together. With a grin I walked up behind her, slipping my arms around the wrap around backless dress adorned with a variety of gold trim and jewelry. "You're mine now." I whispered in her ear unable to hear her final words to the witch across from her. I winked at the tall spell caster and smiled as I gently pulled my wife backwards against me, my hardon pressing against cleft between her butt cheeks through the thin dress. I was kind of surprised to not feel any panties restricting the movement of the thin dress between the soft globes, and already knew from the backless dress she was sans brazier.
"Kind of surprised to find you this unbridled." I whispered as I rubbed my hardon against her. "I was already pretty turned on, but finding you like this makes me wanna sneak you off to one of the holes and play a little gulf."
"Mmmmmmmm," she replied softly, a grin on her face as she turned it to give me a soft kiss on the cheek. "Why wait?" she whispered, reaching a hand around between us to find my hardon and squeeze it through the material of my skirt.
"You want me to take you here?" I whispered back incredulously.
"There." She whispered, nodding toward a small building on the corner of the patio near the gate leading to the pool. She stepped away from me, her hand releasing my cock and grasping my arm. She pulled me down the wrought iron fence to the gate. She pushed it open and pulled us through it into the closed pool area. She pulled me quickly to the small shed and around behind it, the small eight foot square structure the only thing separating us from the crowd milling about on the patio.
She turned to face me, quickly squatting down in front of me and lifting my skirt to expose me. My wife had on rare occasions sucked me, but the occasions were rare and only when she was extremely turned on. Her mouth closing around my hard cock telegraphed to both heads that the advances of the guys around here had apparently got her motor already running.
"Oh lord." I groaned softly as her hot wet mouth slid up and down my shaft, one hand following her lips and spreading the wetness up and down the length of my shaft. I felt my fat mushroom head press against the end of her throat several times, almost as if she was considering trying to take me deeper, but each time she pulled back, concentrating instead on my head and the spot under the head that was so sensitive.
It had been a long time since my wife was this aggressive, let alone in public, and I was enjoying every moment of it, but I definitely wanted more, or to be more specific, I wanted to put my cock someplace besides her mouth.
I reached down to my wife and tugged at the shoulders of her dress, trying to coax her to stand up, which she did after a few moments and a few more trips up and down my shaft. As she stood I let my hands slide down the front of her dress, which I was pleased to find spread apart rather easily. I coaxed the material wide enough to allow both her large round breasts to protrude into the moonlight, the bluish tint making her creamy white skin glow tantalizingly.
I expected some protest from her, but instead was met with a surprisingly wicked little smile as her hands moved to the gold belt around her waist. Instead of closing her dress back up, she slowly, very slowly, unfastened the belt, allowing it to drop to the ground at her feet, her hands falling to her sides at the same time.
The dress, almost as if it had a mind of its own, coaxed by the top of the dress spread around her full breasts, spread apart. I looked my wife up and down admiring her beauty in the moonlight, my gaze stopping at her pussy, which was shaved smooth. I'd known my wife to trim her blond bush, or more specifically, allowed me to trim it, but completely shaved was something she had only done once, although I understood her sister had been coaxing her to go bald again.
"Wow sweetie. You're shaved." I whispered.
She nodded silently, the corners of her red lips turning up sharply in a pleased smile as she slowly turned her back to me. Looking back at me, she swept the dress to one side, leaving her looking almost completely nude except for the dress hanging over a portion of her back and the sandals tied to her feet. She reached for the wall of the shed, placed both hands on it and slowly pushed herself back, sticking her ass out at me invitingly.
I didn't know what the hell had gotten into her, the drinks, the costumes, the full moon? And at that moment I really didn't care. I stepped up behind her and hiking the front of my own skirt, aimed my saliva coated cock at her now waiting pussy.
"Ohhhhh," I heard her moan as I pressed my fat head between her lips, rubbing it slightly along her slit to coax it into the entrance to her pussy.
"Oh yes." I groaned as I pushed my already wet shaft between her lips, feeling her tight almost velvety smooth tunnel engulf me. I pressed slowly forward, my hands sliding from her firm round ass up her body to the middle of her back. It only took me a few moments to slide them around her sides and cup both of her round breasts, grasping her nipples between my fingers the way she always enjoyed when I took her from behind like this.
I pulled back, leaving only my head in her hot pussy and plunged quickly into her, driving my cock fully into her hot wetness and drawing a sharp "Uh" from her lips. I pulled back again, her back arching slightly in time with my stroke. I pushed in quickly again, enjoying the feeling of her tunnel caressing my fat head as I plunged in until my head bumped against her cervix. "Yesssss." She hissed, as I repeated the trip again, driving not only my cock into her, but also our mutual desire several steps higher.
"Oh damn sweetie." I groaned as I started plunging into her faster, pushing and pulling my mushroom head along her silky tunnel walls. Maybe it was the night or the setting, but she felt so damn tight tonight, and so...wanting. She moved with my strokes, allowing her body's motion to compliment my own, the mutual sensations quickly driving us both toward climax. I held her breasts, their mass rocking and swinging beneath her, my fingers still clamped to her nipples enhancing the sensations that had to be flying through her body.
"UH!" She grunted loudly as her legs trembled beneath her, threatening to give way as her orgasm started to wash over her. I could feel her pussy contract around my cock, drawing me the last few fractions of an inch toward completion.
"Oh fuck honey! I'm coming!" I groaned as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her pussy and surging a huge gush of hot cum into her. Time and again my body bucked, adding to the copious load that I had already deposited inside her, her whole body shaking and trembling in orgasm.
I stood there panting for what felt like half an hour, my hands teasing her breasts, and caressing her body with my fingertips. "I guess we better get you dressed." I whispered, pulling my shrinking cock from her pussy. In the moonlight I could see a small gush of our cum slip from her and ooze out, dripping to the pavement as she still stood, her ass pushed out at me, allowing me to take a good long look before she finally stood back up. She smiled as she re-wrapped the dress around herself, squatting down to pick up the gold belt.
It only took a few moments to fasten it back in place, completing her costume again. She stepped toward me, wrapping her arms around my neck. She slowly kissed me, her lips teasing mine seductively, almost as if she wanted more.
"You took the first dare, brave enough for a second? Go to the second tee and wear nothing but your helmet." She whispered before slipping her arms from around me and stepping back. She gave me a seductive wink and then walked along the railing to the gate and back into the crowd.
I didn't know what she was up to, but I was confused. What second dare? I don't remember reading another dare. Did I miss something? I always thought I knew my wife pretty well, but I wasn't sure I'd ever seen this side of her. Had to be the alcohol, although I didn't really think she looked the least bit drunk. For that matter, if she was it was on wine, which is what she had in her hand when I saw her the first time. No, I was confused to be sure, but even though I'd just come, I was still quite horny. Hell I'll admit it. Given the chance to fuck his wife naked on the golf course what guy wouldn't do something dumb like stripping naked and sitting like a dumbass waiting where just anyone could see him.
Yeah, I was just crazy enough to head out there and at least think about it. I walked through the pool gate, along the big windows of the downstairs ballroom and off onto the paved path leading to the first tee. I wasn't exactly sure how to get to the second tee without walking the first hole, so that's what I did, right down the middle of the fairway.
The second green wasn't far from the first hole, just a stone's throw really. In the moonlight it was easy to see that there was a large raised area of grass to tee off, with a pair of benches on one side. There was a large buffer of trees dividing the green from the other portions of the course, only the paved path to the tee and the fairway being clear of trees. The end result was that even in the middle of the wide open golf course the tee area was fairly secluded. As I looked around I wondered how my wife knew that this even existed.
I walked over to one of the benches, took off my breastplate, leaving me in my leg guards, helmet, sandal and oh yes....my skirt, and sat down, not quite ready to strip completely, even out here.
"I see the spell I cast worked even better than I had imagined." I heard a soft sultry female voice say.
I jerked my head around to the direction of the sound and saw the raven haired temptress from earlier in the evening standing against a tree by the paved cart path I had walked in. "Huh? How?" I asked standing up.
"Oh quite simple really. It was no trouble to follow you out here, except of course high heels on the fairway. But then mother nature has been kind in that respect, the ground is almost as hard as this pavement." She said pushing herself off the tree and stepping toward me a few steps. "Now as I was saying, it seems my spell worked better than expected. Here you are, alone, and here I am, alone, a nice secluded place for a rendezvous." She said as her hands moved to the front of her dress and started undoing the row of buttons running from the deep V of her cleavage down to the split in the dress. She seemed to take one step for every two or three buttons undone, the split of the dress spreading wider and wider as she came closer, until finally the dress parted completely, exposing a creamy white strip of skin from her toes to her neck.
She shrugged the dress off her shoulders, letting the long sleeves slide down her arms, freeing the dress to pool on the grass behind her as she continued walking toward me, her body now nude except for the high heels and the mask covering half her face. "I don't think..." I started to say as she stepped closer, so close in fact that she had no problems reaching for my shoulders with her hands.
"Shhhhh. Don't spoil the spell." She whispered, pulling the think linen dress off my shoulders and pushing it down over my hips. It fell to the ground around my ankles as I tried to back up a step. I was blocked by the bench and my momentum, as small as it was, forced me to sit back down on the bench, naked now from my knees to my face. "Mmmmmm perfect." She cooed as she moved closer, her hands moving to my chest as she settled on her knees on the bench, one on each side of me. "Ohhhhh quite perfect." She whispered as she lowered herself down, her wet and now spread pussy lips pressing against my hard shaft.
"I don't think this is such a good idea." I said quietly as she moved a hand up to pull my face toward one of her large round tits, her hard nipple begging to be sucked. I opened my mouth and allowed her nipple and puckered areola press into my mouth, my tongue quickly finding the hard nub and swirling around it.
"Ohhhhhhh yesss. That's it. Play with my nipple. I love having my nipples sucked." She cooed as she reached down between us and found my head with her fingers, teasing it gently as her hips started to gently grind against my shaft. "Mmmmmmm so nice." She moaned softly.
I continued to suck her breast, drawing her nipple in deeply and letting it slip back out between my teeth before going back to teasing it with the tip of my tongue. Each time I let it slide between my teeth I could hear her moan softly with desire, her fingers pulling my cock harder against her pussy as she rocked until my head was disappearing between her lips with each stroke.
"Oh god yes. Take me, take me all the way!" She cried softly as she lifted herself up far enough to press my cock fully between her lips and into the entrance to her hot soft tunnel. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck yes!" she groaned quietly as she slowly lowered herself down my shaft, her velvety wetness engulfing me inch by inch. I lifted my hands and cupped both big breasts, letting her rigid nipples stick between my fingers as I hefted each soft round orb.
"Oh damn." I muttered as my head pressed against the end of her tunnel. She pushed her body back from my face, gripping the back of the bench tightly and began to bounce herself up and down my shaft.
"yes...yes...yes..." She mumbled over and over. "Feel me around you, your strength pushing into me, stretching me, filling me. Ohhh so good. God yes so good!" I heard her whisper, more to herself than anyone else. Up and down she bounced, her moans and cries, while soft, inching up in pitch with each passing minute. "I can feel you so deep inside me, pushing every little spot so perfectly. God you're going to make me cum, make me cum all over your fantastic cock. God yes...so close now. Are you ready? Can you feel my pussy coming around you?" she squeaked as her whole body trembled, her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel the wetness of her cum leaking from her around my shaft and dripping down my balls to the bench.
I continued to squeeze and play with her tits as she sat on me, panting for breath, her hips wiggling every so often to keep my hard cock moving around inside her.
"Oh god, so good, so powerful. What I wouldn't give at the moment to feel you pounding into me, your fat cock stroking deep into me and thrusting against my ass. Mmmmmmm How about it? Fuck me? Fuck me hard, right here? Right on the grass here?"
"I don't think that's in the cards." I heard from behind her. I looked past the woman sitting on me and saw my wife standing there, her arms crossed in front of her chest irritably.
The temptress turned and looked, shocked at first, her body tense on my lap. Slowly she softened, and finally lifted herself off my cock. I could only see part of her face, but the smile on her lips was unmistakable as she climbed to her feet, her eyes never leaving my wife.
"So my spell has caught more than one? Interesting." She said as she walked to where my wife stood about ten feet or so away. The temptress reached for the belt about my wife's waist and loosened it, letting it fall to the ground. My wife stood there and allowed her to not only remove the belt, but to also spread the dress apart, exposing my wife's naked body. She continued to push the dress until it fell from her shoulders, leaving my wife completely naked except for her face mask.
I couldn't hear what was said, but whispers passed between the two, the temptress turning to look back at me with an absolutely naughty grin. She took a wide cloth strip my wife had in her hand and stepped around behind me, gently reaching the material around me and tying it around my helmet, blocking my view from within. "Keep this on, do exactly what you're told and I promise you'll enjoy every moment to come." She whispered from behind me.
"Wait, how do you...." I started to protest, my hands reaching for the cloth over the front of my helmet.
"Shhhhhhh. All is well. Be patient and enjoy. Make no noise and just enjoy." She said, her hands capturing mine and pushing them down next to me. "Trust her, you'll enjoy every moment of this!" She hissed softly as her hands pulled from mine.
I thought I heard her move away, but I really couldn't be sure. I was left in silence for what seemed like several minutes, just sitting, naked, blindfolded on a bench in the middle of the golf course. I was about to pull the blindfold off and leave when I heard whispers. Two female voices, but I wasn't able to tell who or what they were saying.
I felt a pair of hands on my legs, reaching and searching as if their owner couldn't see where her hands were. The hands slid up my tights and closed around my mostly softened cock. "Ohhhhhh." I groaned softly as my cock was enveloped by a hot wet mouth, the owners tongue teasing around my head as she licked and sucked my cock.
Another pair of hands pressed against my chest, the arms circling around me from behind. I heard a whisper, a whisper that was very familiar. "Relax and enjoy this." My wife whispered in my ear.
"Enjoy this?" I asked myself silently. My wife telling me to enjoy having someone else suck my cock? I had no idea who it was though, no clue at all, and I was supposed to just sit here and take it? For that matter, why didn't my wife have an absolute conniption fit when she found me with another woman on my lap? Hell they seemed to know each other too. Oh hell.... I thought as the sensations in my cock drove the thoughts away. "Hmmmmmmmm that's nice." I whispered.
"Shhhhhh not a word." My wife whispered again in my ear.
The mouth on my cock made quick work of getting me fully hard again, as if that wasn't going to be easy anyway after the temptress's little encounter. I was actually disappointed when the mouth left my cock, a disappointment that only lasted a few moments. I felt the hands move, change positions on my cock, and then the wetness of a pussy wrap around my head. "Mmmmmmm," I groaned as she settled on my cock, an extremely wet pussy sliding easily down my shaft. I felt her bare ass press against my thighs, my hands reaching for the creamy orbs to hold them as she began to ride up and down my cock.



I heard my wife whisper in my ear again, very quietly, very softly. "Does it feel good, sliding all the way into her?"
"Uh huh." I grunted in response, the pussy wrapped around my cock sliding faster with each passing moment. She was quickly driving me toward a climax that was sure to fill her full after the tease I had gotten not so long ago. I almost couldn't help myself, pushing my cock up into her pussy with each stroke she came down with, the two of us moving in unison. I could hear her pants and moans as my cock worked her pussy toward its own orgasm, one that seemed to only be moments away as her strokes grew erratic and her pussy began to clench and spasm around me.
"AHHHHH!" I heard the woman on my lap cry as her pussy clamped around me, my cock suddenly surging a gush of hot cum into her as my body bucked up into her. Time and again I felt my cock spurt more hot wet cum into her overflowing pussy as she sat on me, grinding her pussy down on my pulsing shaft. I let my hands slide up her body, finding bare breasts, large and round, hanging down from her heaving chest, her nipples rock hard in my hands.
The two of us sat, our bodies coupled by my still pulsating cock, my hands playing gently with the tits in front of me. I alternated between squeezing them playfully to stroking my fingers all around them, her nipples never dropping from their rock hard state. The longer I stroked her breasts, the more she began wiggling on me, my cock still deep inside her. To my surprise my cock started to harden inside her, her ass wiggling and grinding on me until I was finally hard enough for her to start riding up and down my shaft.
Up and down she went, but only for a short time. I felt her stop and her hands find mine on her breasts. She covered my hands and leaned forward, coaxing me to lean with her. She continued to pull until we both rolled off the bench to the ground on our knees, her in front of me, my cock still embedded into her wet pussy.
What happened next came quite naturally. I began to slowly stroke in and out of her pussy, each stroke squishing loudly as I pumped my fat cock into her cum filled pussy. I continued to hold her tits, playing with and squeezing her nipples as her tits hung down below her. I stroked in and out, over and over again, driving my cock fully into her until my thighs beat loudly against her bare ass.
In and out I went, my fat mushroom head stroking the walls of her pussy, the soft wetness teasing every inch of my length as I went in and out, my head banging against the end of her tunnel just as my thighs slapped wetly against her bare ass. Each impact made her tits want to swing and wiggle below her, the large soft mounds held in place by my fingers clasped around her nipples, my palms holding only a little of their weight. I so wanted to see what this woman looked like, this stranger I was enjoying fucking so completely.
I could hear her moans and mewls as my stroking cock slowly worked the two of us up toward another climax, this time the process slow and steady instead of urgent. The slowness felt....right. Not too fast, not too slow, but just perfectly matched with each other. Her pussy seemed to feel just right around me as well, not to tight, not too loose, just caressing me comfortably as if it had been enjoying this pussy for many years. The combination made the experience all the more erotic. Here, fucking a strange woman, the two of us nude and blindfolded in the middle of a golf course. I had no idea if anyone other than my wife was watching. For that matter the whole party could be out here watching on bleachers and I wouldn't know it.
For some reason that thought made my cock swell a little larger, drawing another moan from my partner. Her hips rocked in time with my strokes, making each pass of my cock into her slightly different than the one before, both of us softly moaning and panting as our mutual orgasms slowly inched their way up.
I knew I was close, but didn't know how close until a new sensation entered the picture. I felt a pussy pressed to my face, the strong scent of arousal pungent in my nose as the wet lips were pressed to mine. I reached my tongue out and gently licked what was presented to me, a sopping wet pussy, full outer lips spread wide allowing soft inner lips to protrude, waiting to be teased and licked.
I suspected she was shaved, no curls being pressed to my face as a hand pulled my face tighter to the pussy in front of me. I licked up and down her slit, my strokes getting harder as I focused in on the clit, licking and flicking it as I continued to bang into the pussy below me.
My mind finally couldn't take the combination of sensations any longer and it caused my body to jerk, jamming my cock deep into the pussy before me as it surged a gush of hot cum into her. My helmet fell from my head, freeing me from the blindfold as my body jerked a second time.
In front of me was my wife's body, my face pressed to her shaved mound, her hands kneading and pulling her own tits and nipples, my cock buried into another body with long blond hair her own orgasm shaking and shuddering through her body. My wife pulled away and allowed me to see the whole scene below me, my cock pumping its load into the pussy of a woman on all fours that looked very familiar.
To the side were two costumes laying in a heap, one being my wife's Cleopatra dress, the other, a black bustier, mesh stockings and the distinctive white pom-pom bunny tail. The ears and mask were laying there as well, the blond in front of me blindfolded with a wide ribbon.
I looked up at my wife, the mask now removed so I could see her whole face and realized that it wasn't my wife, but Amanda. I looked around quickly, and realized that the two had for some reason switched costumes. But if so....I had fucked Amanda by the pool, and now I was fucking my wife...but she didn't know who she was fucking did she? Did she think I was a stranger? Did she know it was me?
I pulled my cock from her pussy and gently pushed her over so she rolled onto her back, her legs spread, our cum leaking from her onto the grass. She had a very contented smile on her face.
I leaned myself down over her and gently kissed her lips, a kiss which she returned eagerly and affectionately. "Definitely Jack." She said quietly, sliding her hands down my body to my bare ass, squeezing it with both hands. As if in answer to my unasked question she whispered, "Amanda bet me I couldn't tell if I was fucking you or a stranger. I told her no way I wouldn't know my own husbands cock."
I smiled as I finally understood. Amanda had gotten her wish, which was to get me to fuck her, and at the same time set up a perfect covering situation so that my wife would never know unless one of us chose to tell her. With her still blindfolded she didn't even know that Amanda was naked, or that I had licked her pussy.
"Did she taste good?" My wife whispered.
"Huh?"
"I know she was having you lick her. I asked if she tasted good, compared to me of course."
"Different, but how?"
"Silly man. I could taste pussy on your face. Unless you've been busy between someone else's legs, that's her pussy on your tongue." She said as she reached up and skimmed off the blindfold. She looked at me and then over to her sister, still standing naked in the moonlight. "Well, now that is interesting isn't it? Didn't know you were going to get completely naked in front of my husband, but then you've been trying for the last couple years."
"Well, you know me sis." Amanda said with a sheepish grin on her face.
"Did you trick him into fucking you too?"
"Trick me?" I asked, feigning surprise.
"You're a horrible liar honey. At the last minute she wanted to switch costumes. I can only guess that she got you to fuck her thinking it was me. You did didn't you?"
I sighed. "Yeah, and I'm embarrassed to say I was pretty slow catching on."
"So you didn't know it was me you were fucking just now? You were letting some stranger fuck you?" She asked, almost angrily.
"In his defense, I was standing behind him coaxing him as if I were you, so in a way you told him to." Amanda said as she came over and knelt down next to us. "But I have to admit, he fucks better than anyone else I've ever had. God what a cock."
"You're telling me sis?" My wife said, finally breaking back into a smile. "I suppose that means that I'm not going to be able to keep you away from it now, am I? she asked, staring straight at her sister.
"Wellllll...."
"Yeah, that's what I figured." My wife said quietly with a frown. She looked back at me and started into my eyes. "Was she good?"
"She was pretty good, but she wasn't you." I answered honestly.
"I better not find out you're lying to me!" my wife said in mock anger, poking a finger at my nose before breaking into a laugh. "Okay. You win sis. You can fuck him when you want, as long as you leave enough for me. I don't want to come out on the short end with my own husband."
"Sweet sis. Now, do you suppose we can get him hard again so I can ride him? That little quickie we had at the pool house really just wet my appetite for a really good fuck."
"He's all yours." My wife said, rolling me off of her. She got up and picked up her costume. "Just bring him back when you're done." She said with a smile before turning and walking off, still naked, holding her costume in her hands.
"So I have a question."
"Only one?" she asked as she climbed across me and settled on my legs, her hand wrapping around my cock.
"Well several, but let's start with the temptress."
"Oh, Tiffany? You like her?"
"She was...unique. But that's not what I wanted to know."
"Oh Jack, you mean you don't know by now?"
"Know what?"
She grinned down at me, released my cock and then bent over, reaching her lips for mine. She kissed me long and soft, the kiss growing more erotic with each passing moment. "Yours isn't the first tongue that's licked my pussy."
"No, I know that, but..."
"Yes Jack. She's licked my pussy...many a time. I wondered what she'd do with a cock, given the chance to do it without anyone knowing who she was."
"So you two...you know."
"Uh uh. We fuck each other. We lick and suck and grind our pussies together and use double ended dildos sliding in and out of our pussies. Sometimes we even use a strap on cock and fuck like a guy. Does that turn you on? Do you want to see us fucking ourselves, or better yet, watch us and then join in, pumping us full of your cum or squirting it all over the two of us?" She asked in a soft sultry voice.
"Oh damn." I groaned.
"Oh you would. Your cock is already getting hard at the thought. Maybe I should invite you over some time when we play, but if you want me to, you have to fuck me. Fuck me hard and long, and trust me the rewards will be abundant!" she said with smile as she rolled off of me, lifting her legs into the air and spreading her pussy wide, the bright moonlight illuminating her body for me to see completely for the first time, a body that I now knew I would be seeing, touching and tasting very much more in the future.
Who says sisters-in-law can't be nice?
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To most people who met him, Jack was a pretty ordinary guy. Nothing outstanding, nothing to cause you to remember him, just an average ordinary guy. Almost forgettable. He'd been that way for as long as he could remember, even as early as grade school. When the other boys were learning about girls Jack was left on the sidelines. When high school came and the other guys had girlfriends, Jack struggled to hold a relationship of any kind and graduated still a virgin.
Not that Jack wasn't smart, in fact he was very intelligent. He went to college and earned dual degrees in computer science and business. Again, in college he didn't command much attention from the girls. Not that he didn't have a few girlfriends, but in general he just didn't command the respect of the "good looking" girls, and the good looking girls where what he really preferred. True he had learned a lot about sex from the few girls he had managed to date, and found out he was actually pretty good at it, but his average looks kept him from scoring with those good looking girls.
As a result Jack considered himself to be something of a voyeur. He appreciated the creamy smooth skin of the mid twenty something girls, the full round breasts, the soft smooth curves of their hips and tight round rumps. Yes, Jack could really appreciate how they looked, but at thirty five he wasn't going to get one of his own. He realized that early on, but that didn't stop him from enjoying the sensations that seeing those young naked bodies brought.
To that end Jack opened a new business attached to his existing computer store. A tanning salon. When he had it built he slipped in one weekend and added a few special touches, some very sophisticated fiber optic cables, each leading to equally sophisticated cameras hidden in a specially constructed wall space between the two buildings. No one could possibly know the space existed, unless they actually measured the inside and outsides of the buildings. The access was hidden on the computer business side of the building, a shelf unit in a back room that contained shelf after shelf of computer software. No, this wouldn't be one that you stumbled across accidently.
But for Jack, he logged into his private network almost every night from home, taking great pleasure in viewing from multiple angles, the ladies visiting his tanning salon. Yep, Jack was a dyed in the wool voyeur. He spent many evenings enjoying the view of women of all ages undressing in his salon tanning booths and changing into skimpy bikinis or, as is much more the rage these days, tanning completely nude. He slowly stroked his cock to the high definition images of countless women, many young twenty-something's, oiling their bodies with tanning oil, rubbing it into their skin leaving their soft sexy curves glistening and sparkling in the florescent lights.
On some occasions he was fortunate enough to catch some sexy looking young thing, or even middle aged woman, stroking themselves off to a quick orgasm after teasing themselves putting on the tanning oil. How he wished he could just step through the screen and gently spread the oil on their bodies, taking long minutes to ensure he hadn't missed a single spot on their nubile little bodies, after which he would slide his own fat cock into them and fill their tight little pussies with his own cream. Yeah, Jack enjoyed his evening entertainment.
Business in both the computer shop and the tanning salon always picked up in the fall. It was too chilly to tan outside and it was getting close to Christmas. Those two factors generally improved his bottom line each October, and also his evening entertainment. Jack was looking forward to that entertainment when he walked into his small lonely house late one October evening. It was nearing Halloween, a date that he enjoyed as a kid, but less so now that he was an adult. It wasn't nearly as much fun alone as it was with someone.
Jack picked up the mail from the box as normal, and sorted through it as he stepped through the front door as usual, but one item caused him to stop in mid stride, standing in the hallway, the front door still open behind him, very much NOT as usual.
He turned the rather elegant envelope over in his hands several times, checking the address to ensure that yes it really was his. His name and address were embossed in gold on the front of the heavy weight linen paper envelope. This was no cheap print job or junk mail, this particular envelope was clearly intended to attract the attention of the addressee, which it had most certainly done.
Jack closed the door behind him and walked to the small table in the hallway, set down the rest of the mail and his keys, and went back to examining the envelop. Yes, it was indeed addressed to him, yet there was no return address. The envelope was cream colored in a heavy linen paper generally reserved for very expensive occasions. He'd seen wedding announcements and invitations on lower quality paper than this.
The postmark was local, two forever stamps in the upper right corner to cover the additional weight of the six by eight envelope. Carefully he turned it over and popped the gold embossed seal from the tab of the envelope and carefully peeled the flap open, not wanting to rip the unusual arrival. With hands working as gently as he might caress one of the beauties he frequently watched on his large screen monitor, he slipped the contents from the envelope.
"Jack, your presence is requested" is all the front of the folded card said.
"My presence is requested? Really?" He thought to himself. Invitations are rarely something he received, and to any kind of social gathering even less so. He gently opened the invitation and read the inside.
" Your presence is requested at the tenth annual Halloween gala
9:00 PM to midnight on October 31st.
Required dress is a costume capable of disguising your facial
features. Additional costume features may be as desired.
Special prizes will be awarded to costumes in the following
categories:
Sexiest costume
Most revealing costume
Most alluring costume
Most original costume
Prizes will be awarded for both Male and Female costumes in
the above categories.
A free bar is available, as is complementary accommodations
following the bewitching hour.
Address and directions included."
"Seriously? Me invited to a Halloween party like this?" Jack asked himself aloud. He looked at the small square of heavy weight paper he had extracted from the envelope with the invitation. It did indeed contain a simple line map, but not just a generalized map, a map that started on his exact street. Jack had never seen an invitation this personalized, but knowing computers as he did, it was certainly within the realm of possibility to use google maps to locate the address the invitation was being sent to and then map from there to the destination.
He set the card aside, carefully standing it on the small table before making his way to the kitchen to make his dinner. He was still contemplating his invitation when the microwave beeped to tell him his frozen tv dinner was ready.
All the while he ate, he was trying to decide if he should go. Clearly it wasn't a mistake, and just as clearly it seemed that this party, being held at a resort only a few miles up the valley, was going to be filled with women in revealing and sexy costumes. Jack was just unsure why he, of all people, would receive an invitation to such a party?
Two days later, the invitation still on the table, Jack decided he would attend. Where else would he find such a wide variety of legally exposed bodies? He picked up the invitation and looked for an RSVP number, and was surprised to find none. He hadn't been to too many parties, but usually they wanted to know who was coming and who wasn't. Maybe this was such an exclusive invitation that they just assumed he'd show up.
Jack settled on a barbarian costume. His chest wasn't bad looking so the costume, consisting of a wide leather collar piece and short leather skirt, seemed a perfect choice. He added a headpiece that extended down to his nose, covering his face but allowing him to see clearly. Two leather arm bands, leather sandals and a fake short sword completed the costume. He actually felt like he looked pretty good in it. A bit shorter than six feet tall but no longer as thin as he was in high school, he never really felt like he was good looking, but in this outfit he might just pass for reasonably good looking
The night of the party he dressed, discarding his white briefs before pulling on the skirt. He wouldn't really need them, and they clearly didn't fit the costume. Besides, there was always the chance he'd get lucky and coax some half naked woman into a quiet room for a quickie.
Jack drove to the indicated address, pulled through the high wrought iron gate and followed the lane around through the woods to a wide open meadow with a massively large mansion set in the middle of the idyllic scene. Jack was surprised that the huge estate existed. He'd been down this road so many times but had never realized that beyond the six foot high rock wall was such a large and grand estate. The huge rock structure, almost a castle, was illuminated by lights on the grounds shining on it, the multiple stories reaching for the nearly full moon along with spires and steeply peaked roofs.
Jack got out of his car near the front door and a young man wearing a pair of black pants and white collar, but no shirt to cover his young bare chest took his keys and whisked his car away to park it.
Looking around Jack climbed the flight of wide flagstone stairs toward the front door of the massive building, two huge ancient wooden doors stood at the top of the stairs, massive black iron hinges supporting the weight of the huge slabs of wood. As he neared the doors one swung open as silently as a gentle breeze blowing past. Inside stood a tall woman, easily a foot taller than he was, although he noticed that a good portion of that was due to the high heel shoes she wore. The rest of her outfit consisted of a long sleeved black dress, the neckline swooping so low that the tops of both full round breasts were fully on display along with a tiny sliver of bright pink areola. The front of the dress was split up the front, exposing one long slender sexy leg so high that he wondered if the split stopped before her waist.
"Welcome Jack." She said in a soft sultry voice, the dress splitting far enough apart as she stepped toward him to expose a tuft or red curls matching the red hair piled on her head in some kind of beehive style hairdo.
He barely tore his eyes from her pussy as she stepped closer, leaning in against him and pulling him to her in a tight embrace, her tits pressing against his bare chest as she stooped slightly to make their heights match more closely. "Hi." Jack answered nervously, reaching around her to return the hug, his hands feeling her bare back. As they parted the embrace his hand slid down her back to the sweep of the top of her ass before finally finding the satiny material of her flowing skirt again. The sensations and view before him quickly had his cock growing under the leather skirt, immediately making him wish he had left his briefs on after all.
"I'm so happy you could come. Please feel free to enjoy anyplace in the mansion with the exception of the basement." She said with a grin. "Enjoy the views, and one added twist this year. Some young lady here is walking around with a little red surprise inside herself. The gentleman who seduces her and retrieves it will get a special prize at the end of the party."
"A red surprise?" He asked curiously, not at all sure what she meant.
The temptress in front of him leaned down, her big round tits nearly falling out of the dress as she bent at the waist to lean down and whisper to him. "If you slide your hand up her dress you'll find it." She whispered softly, her own hand sliding down to his leather skirt and pressing against his hardening cock. "Besides you'll have to remove it to slide this in."
"Uh, oh, okay." Jack stammered, his mind suddenly clouded by the scent of her as well as the view of her bursting cleavage and the pressure of her hand against his much more quickly hardening cock.
"And don't worry if the leather no longer contains you," she whispered almost as if she were reading his mind. "Some of the ladies here will simply take that for an invitation."
"Uh...Huh." Jack grunted as she stood back up again.
"Enjoy the party!" She said almost dismissively as another couple climbed the stairs behind him.
Jack turned and walked down the short stone lined hallway to a room filled with people, and every manor of costume. They varied from the normal, super heroes and witches and devils, to the much more sexual and sensual. One young woman apparently vying for the most revealing talked past in a face mask covered with feathers. Yep that was it, the face mask, the rest of her body was completely nude.
Jack tried not to stare as she walked past and then moved to make his way toward one of the tables of food lining the walls of the great hall. A number of young women, mostly in their twenties, but a few a tad older, scurried around the tables, ensuring that the platters were full as well as refilling platters that they were carrying around the crowd. Nearly all were dressed identically. A tiny white maids hat, a black lace bra that did little to actually cover their breasts, a tiny black lace skirt that just as obviously had nothing under it since there was no back to it leaving their firm creamy asses exposed, a tiny white apron that just covered their front, barely large enough to cover their mound and pussy, thigh high black stockings and of course, black high heels. Each one of the ladies he viewed, each wearing the exact same outfit, seemed to look even more tantalizing than the last.
He was barely aware of how hard his cock had grown until he saw one particular young woman. She was dressed differently, but no less sexy and appeared to be in charge of the others. Her outfit, instead of the bra and skirt, was made up of a see through babydoll with white frills for a skirt. Her nearly waist length dark hair made her look almost exotic in the outfit which failed in any way to hide her large pink areola or the rock hard nipples protruding.
"I take it you're in charge of the ladies here?" He asked her, drawing himself up as tall as he could, still nearly three inches shorter than her heels made her.
"I am, may I help you?" She responded sweetly.
"That all depends." Jack said, the courage he felt a few moments ago seeming to suddenly escape him. "I was wondering if you could direct me to someplace quiet where I might have a private word with you." He finally got out, his voice trailing off as he completed his request.
He half expected her to refuse him outright, but instead she gave him a soft knowing smile as she walked around the table. "You think that because I'm the one in charge that I'm the keeper of the prize?" she asked as she stepped closer to Jack.
"Something like that." Jack mumbled, the rest of his resolve to seduce this woman slipping away to be replaced with the shyness that had always ruled his sex life.
"Are you afraid of me?" She asked, cocking her head slightly, the smile never leaving her face.
"Sort of." Jack admitted. "I mean you're really hot, but..."
"But you think that I'll just turn you down flat?" She concluded for him.
"Something like that."
"With so many sexy women here tonight, many wearing even less than I am, why did you choose me to target?"
"I didn't mean to..." Jack started to say defensively.
"Target? You most certainly did. I saw it in your eyes, your determination. What were you determined to do?"
"I'm not sure really." He stammered.
"Jack isn't it? Jack, you were most certainly determined, the question is to do what? Undress me? Feel me up?" she asked, pausing between each suggestion, "Fuck me? Ohhhhh yes, there it is. I see it in your eyes, you wanted to fuck me, right there, right then. You wanted to push my little skirt up, expose my pussy to everyone in the room and fuck my hot little cunt until you came deep inside me. That is what you wanted, wasn't it?" She asked, taking another step toward him. "So why did you stop? Were you afraid I would say no? Or were you afraid to ask at all?"
"Afraid to ask I guess." Jack mumbled, staring at her tits, now only a foot or so away from him.
"So take me. Walk me over to that bench and take me. You know you can, you know you want to. You want to show every woman in this room how big and powerful your cock is. You want to show them how much they're missing by not allowing you to drive it fully into them. Am I right?" She whispered.
Jack stood there barely able to take his eyes from her face. He realized that she was right, he did want that. He knew that he was capable in bed. The few girlfriends he had that he made it that far with had all been pleased by his size and how he used it. He just could never show those pretty girls exactly what they were missing. Somehow he felt this was his chance, this was his one opportunity to show the pretty girls what they were missing.
"Yesssss, that's it. I can see it in your eyes. You want to take me and you won't take no for an answer. Do it. Take me the way you've dreamt of taking so many good looking sexy young women."
Jack's mind suddenly kicked into high gear. She was right, she was exactly perfectly right. And what was more, she was a young pretty woman, exactly the kind of woman that had spurned him all his life. He didn't care if she wanted it or not, suddenly he wanted to take her, to push his cock into her until she begged for him to make her come.
Jack took her hand and pulled her to that padded bench she had suggested, the smooth brown leather beckoning for him to lay her back on it and hike her skirt up. She willingly lay back, lifting her legs to hook her high heels on the edge of the bench, her knees splaying wide to present her bare pussy to him as he pushed the almost non-existent skirt up to her stomach.
"Damn," He mumbled, staring down at her absolutely perfect pussy. Her outer lips were full and round, tanned a light brown with the rest of her body, her fat lips spread enough to let only the very edges of her feathery pink inner lips to protrude toward him. He gently ran his hands up and down her legs, his fingers teasing her thighs as his strokes brought his fingers closer and closer to her glistening lips. As his fingers finally teased across her shaved lips he wondered if she had tanned at his salon, leaving the possibility that he had indeed seen her nude form before.
She wiggled her arms out of the small spaghetti straps holding her top in place and pushed it down over her breasts, bunching the material around her waist, leaving her bare tits free to be teased by her own fingers as his gently stroked up and down her wet lips. "That's it, tease me. Make me want you, beg for you to enter me." She whispered as her own fingers stroked her rock hard nipples, periodically twisting and tugging them as his fingers spread her lips and teased between them. "Ohhhh yes, I love that." She cooed as his finger traced up between her lips, and bounced over her hard clit.



With a grin to himself he knelt down before her, his face even with her scrumptious pussy. Leaning forward he pressed his soft tongue between her equally soft lips, tasting the tanginess of her arousal as he stroked his tongue up the length of her lips to the juncture where her clit stood exposed and distended. He alternated between licking her wet pussy and concentrating on her clit, his attentions at either making her squirm and wiggle on the leather bench, her moans growing louder by the second. Again and again he tasted her juices, the tanginess fading to be replaced with a sweetness as her juices grew more abundant.
"Fuck me. Take me please!" She begged, grabbing at his headpiece with her hand, trying to draw him up her body.
Finally he stood, his cock rock hard in the leather skirt. He pulled the hem up and back, exposing himself to her and her waiting hands, which greedily encircled him. Her hands stroked his cock while they coaxed him forward, aiming his fat long prick at her waiting slit.
"Yessss yessss!" she hissed loudly as his head pressed into her opening, his fat mushroom spreading her entrance until it finally allowed the invader to enter her soft confines. "Ohhhh god yes." She moaned loudly, several people turning to watch as he slowly pushed his fat prick into her, her body expanding to accept his full length and girth.
"That's it. Fuck her good!" a voice said, practically ignored by his over stimulated brain.
He began to slide in and out of her, each stroke met with her own motion, lifting her hips with each thrust to push herself down on him more fully. Each stroke made her stretched pussy feel full and contented while his strokes back seemed to leave her pussy wanting and begging to be filled again. Over and over he stroked into her, her legs and arms trembling in climax after only a few short minutes of his shaft delving into her. Over and over he stroked, her wet pussy caressing and teasing his cock, massaging his shaft and mushroom head as it pulsated around him, her body spasming in orgasm over and over as her cries of pleasure grew louder.
He looked down at her perfect body, her big tits rolling and moving with each stroke of his cock, her pink nipples rigid and her areola puckered and engorged as her whole body was overtaken by her orgasm.
"FUCK YES! FUCK MY CUNT! FUCK MY HOT LITTLE CUNT!" She screamed as his strokes increased in pace, her orgasm seeming to last forever as his own began to build. He was surprised he'd lasted as long as he had, but now it was clear what was coming next.
Quickly his body readied the load to be expelled, his body tensing, his balls pulling tightly to his own body as he felt the familiar tingling race through his body, starting at his cock head and running down his legs and up his body. "UGH!" Jack grunted as his body jerked, jamming his cock into the beautiful woman below him, his cock surging a huge gush of hot cum into her. Again and again his body jerked, his own groans of pleasure mixed with her squeals of approval.
"YES FILL ME! FILL MY HOT CUNT WITH YOUR CUM! OH GOD YES OHHHHH GOD YESSSS!" She squealed loudly over and over as his body pumped shot after shot of hot wet cum into her. Finally his climax eased, his strokes gone, replaced by his fat cock being held deep inside her, its jerks and twitches making her gasp and moan in pleasure as she used her fingertips to rub his stomach. His cock softened within her and finally he pulled out, his still half hard cock glistening with their juices as a large dollop of his cum oozed from her gapping pussy to drip onto the hardwood floor.
Jack stood back and looked down at her, feeling a presence behind him. He turned his head to see a young woman wearing a sheer white skirt barely long enough to reach below the pussy visible through the material, and a pair of large feathery wings, the straps of which seemed to lift and cup her bare breasts. If she was an angel, she was by far the sexiest angel he'd ever seen. With a timid look she stepped past him and squatted down in front of the maid, her head quickly diving between her legs to lick her pussy, her tongue collecting all of the juices the two of them had made. Her tongue licked time and again, her attentions making the maid whither and squirm on the bench, her hands hovering near her thighs as if she were thinking about wanting to stop the additional stimulation, but not quite able to bring herself to do so.
With the maid's pussy well licked with no trace of Jack's cum leaking from her any longer, she pivoted and leaned toward jack, lifting his skirt and grasping his mostly flaccid cock. She eagerly closed her mouth around it, stuffing nearly the whole thing in her mouth. Her tongue teased under and around it, causing the blood to surge back into it and to grow larger by the second. She was soon unable to contain his length and used her hand to stroke that portion she couldn't get into her mouth, her wet lips sliding up and down the length of his shaft.
"Mmmmmm" Jack moaned as she worked his cock back to its full proportions, her delicate hand unable to fully close around his fat shaft and her soft wet mouth teasing only a third of its length.
Without warning she stood and turned to face the maid, still lying on the bench, her legs hanging over the side, the material of her outfit bunched around her waist. "Fuck me. Take me please!" the angel said urgently, her eyes begging for Jack to step behind her and fill her pussy with his fat cock.
Jack may have been relatively inexperienced, but even he knew that when a woman sticks a bare pussy out at you, bent over, that it's an invitation to fuck. He quickly stepped behind her and rubbed his saliva coated cockhead on her lips, spreading them and forcing it between them. He felt his head press into the entrance to her tunnel, the cap of his head pressing against her tunnel. He gripped her bare hips, the see through skirt having slid up on its own to expose her full nude ass as she bent over.
With her legs straight and spread slightly apart she lowered her head to rest on the Maid's bare clean-shaven mound. Her eyes closed as Jack pushed against her, trying to force his fat cock into her young pussy.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop." She begged as he eased the pressure, afraid to hurt her.
With a grunt of second effort, he bucked his hips, plunging his cock suddenly forward and into her incredibly tight confines.
"OH FUCK!" she cried at the sudden penetration into her soft pussy. She gasped and panted as her body worked to accept the fat shaft within her, the pressure easing only after a long minute of waiting. She wiggled her ass at him, moving him around inside her as she started to slide herself back toward him, pushing more and more of herself around his fat shaft until he felt his head pressing against her cervix.
In and out he stroked, slowly and short at first, but then longer and faster as she worked her ass back toward him with each stroke, driving the two of them together in unison. Her moans and cries filled the hall over the sound of the music, her body shaking and trembling before him as his fat cock stroked across all the nerve endings in her tunnel, bringing her waiting orgasm to climax much more quickly than he would have thought possible.
She finally sagged onto the maid, her bare body pressing against the nude form of the maid, her pussy sliding off Jack's cock as several men and women watching applauded the completion of her orgasm.
"Very nice work." A middle aged woman said, stepping up and wrapping an arm into his. She wore a black mesh bra, barely containing her large full breasts, the mesh leaving her areola and nipples fully visible. The tiny black skirt she wore had a satin band around her hips with similar mesh material hanging down to just below the juncture of her legs, not hiding the skimpy black satin thong panty at all. She had on a black eye mask, a hat on her head with a pair of pilots wings and a black satin neck tie around her neck.
"Thank you." Jack replied, not at all sure how to reply to such a comment. He'd never had sex in front of an audience, let alone had anyone in such an audience come tell him about how well he did.
She led him away from the two women and off into the crowd, steering him closer to the middle of the room. "I thought you might prefer to dance first." She cooed as she stopped and turned to face him. She stepped toward him, her mesh covered tits pressing against his bare chest.
"First?"
"Of course. You don't think you could fuck like that and not expect to be left alone, do you?"
"I really hadn't thought about it." he answered her as she started swaying to the music, her hips grinding against his to encourage him to move with her.
"Mmmmm that's it. You are a fast learner, aren't you?"
"I try." Jack answered quietly.
"And you do quite well. If this top is scratchy, feel free to make things more comfortable." She whispered.
"You want me to take it off of you?" He asked in surprise.
"If you want. You can take anything you want off, of you or me." She whispered.
Jack grinned to himself and moved his hands to her back, finding the clasp for the bra and easily undoing it. The elastic strap snapped back around her sides leaving the mesh bra hanging on her shoulders and trapped between them. He reached up and slid the tiny shoulder straps off her shoulders and down her arms, allowing her to pull away enough to free the material before pressing her bare tits against his chest again. His hands quickly found their way down to the skirt, held in place by a small satin tie, which was easily undone.
She danced with him now in nothing but the thong, the necktie, hat and of course high heels. He pondered for a moment how to get the thong panty off and finally reached his fingers into the delicate strings around her hips. It only took two small tugs and the thong strap was in pieces, each of the three ends attached now only at the triangle of material over her mound and pussy. He let go of the end and the satin triangle fell away.
"So stud, you going to fuck me right here or do you want to find someplace more private? Not that I'd mind anyplace." She said as her hands moved down his back to find the attachment holding the leather skirt together. Within a few moments he was as naked as she, the two of them dancing and swaying to the music, the couples around them seemingly oblivious to their nudity.
She grinned and lifted one leg high, coaxing him to hold her leg up in the crook of his elbow. He felt her hand grasp his raging hardon and guide it to her wet pussy, aiming it between her lips as she rocked her hips slightly, working him down to the entrance to her tunnel and then into her.
The music kept playing while Jack closed his eyes, the sensations of her pussy practically eating his cock driving him nearly delirious. The music played and she rocked, sliding her pussy up and down his shaft, her soft tunnel caressing it while her pussy muscles clenched and ripples along the length of his cock.
"Oh god damn." He groaned quietly as she slowly fucked him in the middle of the dance floor. Up and down she moved, one leg holding herself up, her other still held up by Jack's bent arm. His cock felt each inch of her velvety tunnel, the sensations much more exquisite than he would have expected from an older woman. He guessed she had to be at least forty, but her pussy didn't feel like it.
She also seemed to be enjoying the sensations, his fat cock and mushroom head caressing each inch of her tunnel, stroking across the nerve endings as he went in and out and his head pressing against her cervix at the end of each stroke. "I think I'm going to come." She moaned softly, never losing the pace of her constant strokes. "Come with me. I want to feel your cum squirting up into me."
Jack might have answered if he hadn't been lost in the dreamland of ecstasy caused by the sensations of her pulsating pussy on his cock. Instead all he could do is grunt as his cum started to boil up from his balls.
"Ohhhh here it comes. I can feel you growing inside me again." The pilot woman moaned softly as her own body began to spasm around his cock, the spasms suddenly increasing in intensity as his cock pumped shot after shot of cum up into her.
Jack stood there, his body jerking, his cock spurting into her, for what felt like an hour before she coaxed him to release her leg, her pussy clamping down on his cock to hold it there while it slowly shriveled.
"Thank you." She whispered as she went back to swaying to the music.
"You're welcome." Jack answered, his own arms wrapping around the woman, holding her tightly to him.
The music, which had seemed to go unbroken during their long encounter ended. The pilot woman gave him a soft wet kiss on the lips and then pulled back, his half hard cock slipping from her pussy as she stepped back. Turning away, she walked across the room and disappeared into the crowd, her outfit still strewn around the floor at his feet.
Jack walked to the wall and sat down, suddenly very tired. This was more sex in one night than he'd had in...well, since he graduated from college. He leaned his head back against the wall and closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened them a woman was standing in front of him. She looked like she was wearing some kind of genie costume made of many nearly see through lengths of cloth wrapped around her body. Through the layers of material he could just barely make out the outline of her nipples pushing the thin material out. As he sat there she began to dance a very seductive dance, swaying herself side to side before him. Her dance was littered with opportunities for her to spin before him, each rotation freeing another layer of the thin material as she undulated and swayed before him.
As her layers disappeared he saw a truly stunning young body, maybe as old as twenty two or three, her breasts unsupported yet still round and protruding without a hint of droop. His eyes traveled lower, her bare shaved mount and pussy lips becoming more and more exposed as she spun. Finally the last layer dropped away, leaving her in nothing but her mask and a pair of genie slippers. She continued to dance, getting closer by the moment until she was dancing with her knees against the bench he rested on, one leg on either side of his.
She bent and reached for his hand, drawing it up to her pussy, pressing his fingers to her hot wet lips before releasing his hand. She continued swaying and moving, her hand stroking his neck and shoulders, occasionally sliding down to his quickly hardening cock.
Jack lost track of how long he sat there, his fingers gently stroking her pussy in time with the music, her own hand stroking his cock periodically. Her wetness grew by the moment, her motions more fluid and erotic as he played with her clitoris.
"Make me cum!" She whispered urgently. "Make me come hard!"
Jack wasn't exactly sure what he should do to accomplish this simple demand, but his hesitation was read by her for what it was.
"Here. Rub like this. Press one finger up into meeee...ohhhhh yeah, like that. Push it in and out like you're fucking me." She moaned loudly, pulling her hand from his after a few seconds. She continued to sway, but her motions were much more muted now that his finger pressed up into her. "Oh god yes. A little deeper. Ohhhh fuck better. Just like that. Oh god. I'm gonna come!" she squeaked loudly as her body jerked, her pussy spewing a gush of hot wet juice at him. Her discharge surged three times as her body convulsed, the juices wetting his legs and lap, covering his cock as he continued to rub his thumb back and forth across her hard clit.
"Ohhhh god." She moaned again, pulling his hand from her pussy so she could sink down on the bench on her knees, her body straddling his, her hands guiding his rock hard appendage up to her pussy. "Here. Let me." She whispered as she wigged her hips and pushed her own pussy down his shaft, not stopping until he was fully penetrating her, her clit grinding against the base of his cock.
"So what was that? Pee?" Jack asked quietly, hoping he wasn't offending her.
"No, that was my cum. It's called squirting. Some women do it easily, others....not so." She answered simply.
"Never seen that before." Jack admitted. "At least not in person."
"Well now you have. A girl that squirts has a really good orgasm." She said with a shrug.
Jack was sitting there, enjoying the gentle undulations of the young woman on his lap when a tall muscular gentleman walked up behind her, bending down and kissing her on the cheek. "How about a dance sweetie?" He asked quietly, her hands coming up from where they rested on his stomach to capture the newcomers hands. Only then did Jack notice the diamond ring on the fourth finger of her left hand.
"Married?" He squeaked, looking at the much larger man, afraid he was about to be pounded for what he had done to his wife.
"Oh yes. Happily!" She said with a wide smile. She pulled up off his cock and stood in front of Jack, her husband slowly winding layer after layer of material around his wife before leading her away, once again fully costumed.
Jack sat there for a minute, unsure of what had just happened. The guy didn't even flinch at the fact that his cock was stuffed in his wife, but then his wife was the one who came and seduced him. Maybe accepting sex from just anyone wasn't such a good idea. This could get him into trouble!
Jack sighed as he realized that maybe he needed to be more careful. He got up and made his way to a table in the back of the room that had a variety of clothing on it, including his leather skirt. It was pretty obvious by the pile that he wasn't the only one losing things on the dance floor.
He was just about to turn and walk from the table when a pair of arms slipped around his waist, one hand sliding down to his still hard and exposed cock, the other wrapping around his chest to pull him tightly to a pair of soft breasts.
"Hello Jack." A soft young voice whispered in his ear.
"Do I know you?" Jack asked as she eased her grip to allow him to turn and face her. She wore an unusual costume that was clearly supposed to be a bee. It consisted of a strip of black and yellow stripped cloth around her hips, barely long enough to cover her pussy. This was attached to a strip running up her stomach to the sexy V between her breasts. Each breast, dropping slight and wiggling every time she moved, was covered with a small square of black and yellow stripe material that was just tall enough to cover her areola, but wide enough to wrap from the V of her cleavage around her back to the other breast. The whole thing was held up by a pair of black strings tied in place around her neck.
The effect was to leave most of her body completely naked, but with the most important parts just barely covered. Even as she breathed he could see the wiggle of her breasts teasing the bottom of one areola into view.
"You should, you see me every week." The young woman said with a grin.
"Huh?" Jack asked confused.
"Black and Yellow bikini? Tanning every Tuesday?" She said quietly, her head turning slightly to the side causing her to look at him from an angle.
"Ohhhhh! I get it. Sorry didn't connect." Jack said as he did indeed recognize the young lady, not because he remembered seeing her come in, but because she generally stripped her bikini off before climbing into the tanning bed. More than once he had come to completion while watching her oil her sweet body up. He would almost go as far as to say she was one of his favorites.
"So who would have thought that a quiet computer nerd had such a big fat useful cock." She said quietly, her hands reaching back down for my shaft. She wrapped both hands around it and then slowly stroked it too and fro. "I watched you pumping this into that angel and I wondered if you wanted to feed it into me?"



"Uh, sure, why not?" He asked somewhat stupidly.
"You do think I'm good looking, don't you? I mean you enjoy how my body looks?" She asked, hiking the skirt up to expose her tiny tuft of blond curls.
"Oh yeah. VERY good looking." Jack responded emphatically. "I've always admired your curves."
"I thought as much." She said as she started walking backwards, leading him slowly toward the corner of the room. "It's almost the bewitching hour, midnight. I want you to cum in me exactly at midnight. How about it Jack? Can you do that? Can you fill my sweet little pussy with your cum exactly at midnight?"
"Sure, I'd love to." Jack replied eagerly. He'd jacked off to this beauty more than a few times and to really get to fuck her...well how could he ever turn that down.
She found a round table in the corner of the room and pushed the few items on it off onto the floor behind it and turned back to face him. She lifted herself up and sat on the edge of the table. Jack stepped between her legs as she lifted them, hooking them on his shoulders so her pussy was spread wide for him.
He stepped closer, pressing his shaft against her wet lips, grinding his cock against her clit as he reached up and untied the string around her neck, freeing the little band of material covering her nipples. "Nice." He muttered as he stared at her firm round tits, her nipples hard and extended with excitement. He pulled his hips back and rubbed his cock head up and down her wet lips, spreading them with the mushroom shape, finally letting it settle into the entrance to her tunnel.
"Before you press in there you might want to check and be sure you're not the only thing there." She whispered as he began to press his cock against her tunnel entrance.
With a confused look he looked down at her pussy and pulled his head back from between her lips. Noticing a small string sticking from her lips he reached down and gave it a gentle pull. Slowly a red plastic egg slipped from between her lips, which he held up, the red plastic device dangling from his fingers.
"Looks like you found the prize. Now fuck me before it's too late." She said almost urgently.
Jack set the egg aside and quickly lined his cock up with her again and pressed his fat cock into her, feeling her body expand to accept him, her soft smooth walls caressing his shaft as he began to stroke little short choppy strokes, working his full length into her as inch by inch it was lubricated with her juices. In and out he went, his strokes growing longer by the moment until he was stroking his full length into the soft sweet pussy he had fantasized about so many times.
"Oh god Jack, you're going to make me come. Come with me... please!" She moaned loudly.
"Uh huh." Jack grunted as he pounded his cock into her, enjoying the sensations of her tight tunnel caressing and teasing his head and shaft. Her little tits bounced and jiggled with each impact of his thighs against her bare ass, her clit smashing into the base of his cock at the end of the stroke. In and out Jack pumped, his desire climbing with the pitch and fervor of her cries of pleasure.
"Yes Jack, fuck me. Fuck me hard! Oh god yes make me cum. Make me cum all over your fat cock Jack!" She cried over and over as her body trembled and shuddered.
"UHHHHH FUCK!" Jack grunted as his cock unleashed a flood of cum into her pussy. Time and again his cock surged and his body bucked, driving his cock into her, practically lifting her ass off the table each time. He barely heard the huge clock on the other end of the room chiming its twelve gongs he was so engrossed in the climax that was filling her pussy.
"Perfect Jack." She moaned as he stood between her legs, his cock still twitching and oozing cum into her full pussy.
He stood there for long minutes before his softening cock slipped from her pussy and their combined cum drooled from her pussy, puddling on the floor between his feet, her feet still resting on his shoulders, her chest heaving as she worked to catch her breath after her own orgasm.
"So you found the prize. Shall we see what it was?" She asked quietly, lowering her feet off his shoulders to sit upright on the table.
Jack picked up the red egg shaped plastic object and turned it in his hands several times before realizing it was two pieces. He gripped the egg shaped container and pulled and twisted until suddenly it popped apart, revealing a small gold key of very unusual shape. The key, with a heart shaped gold handle had two prongs of different lengths, each prong containing a number of small indentations.
"You know, I think I saw a door that might have had a lock like that." She said quietly, looking at the unusual key.
"Really? Where?" He said encouraging her to show him what the key might fit.
The young lady pushed off the table and led him by the hand through the kitchen and down a long narrow hallway to a large heavy door. In the center of the door was a circular gold plate with a heart shape matching the handle of the key and two small holes that looked like the prongs might fit in it. Jack held up the key to the lock, pressed the prongs into the lock and turned. To his surprise the door opened almost on its own, revealing a long dark staircase.
"This is Exciting!" the young lady said, wrapping her arms around his neck. "Quick, kiss me for luck!" she begged.
Jack turned to her and gave her a quick kiss, anxious to see where the strange staircase led to. With the young lady in tow he started down the stair, lights coming on as he approached and going out again as he passed. The long staircase seemed to keep going and going, but then Jack was having a bit of trouble focusing.
"I feel kind of weird." He said as he neared the bottom of the steps, his head starting to spin and small prickles of light flashing across his darkening vision. "I really don't feel very...." He said as he collapsed on the floor.
Feeling returned to Jack slowly. The positon he was in feeling alien and uncomfortable as his body began to respond again to his requests. Jack looked around and found himself standing in a pool of light from a single overhead fixture, the area around him inky black compared to the harsh light above him. His wrists and ankles seemed to be attached to a huge wooden X shape behind him, the cuffs restraining him naked in the same X position, his arms high and back and his legs spread nearly two feet apart. He tugged on the cuffs on his wrists, the heavy leather preventing him from pulling free, yet the soft lining inside the leather strap preventing the leather from cutting into his skin.
"Well Jack." He heard a voice say, the same voice that had greeted him at the door to the mansion. He looked around and then ahead as the lights slowly brightened a pool of light over her. He recognized the temptress from the front door, the red hair up on her head as she sat completely naked behind a clear glass desk set up several feet high on a stage.
"What am I doing here?" Jack croaked, trying to pull at his bonds.
"Jack, Jack, Jack." She said quietly "You're here because of your misdeeds."
"What misdeeds?" Jack asked, tugging again at the restraints.
"Do you not remember me? Not at all?" She asked quietly.
"No, should I."
"You should. You took video of me visiting your little salon. In fact, you took video of all of us." She said waving a hand to her right and then to her left, lights brightening to show two more stages, one on either side of her, each stage filled with naked women sitting on chairs. Most were in their twenties, but some were older, and a few even older than that.
"I don't understand." Jack answered back.
"Look carefully. Are you sure you don't recognize any of these ladies?" The temptress said, holding her hands apart to indicate the women to either side of her.
To say the least there were a lot of them. Maybe as many as a hundred or even more. All naked, all sitting and staring at him. He looked more closely and saw the bee girl sitting in the front row of seats, an older woman, maybe fifty, sitting next to her with the same facial features and hair. Jack looked more and soon realized that many of the women were on the videos he had taken of the tanning salon.
"Jack, you stand accused of using our bodies, without permission for your own personal gratification. To be blunt, we were tools to be used and tossed away after you had your fun. None of us asked for that, none of us even realized we were fodder for your fantasies. So Jack, think carefully before you answer, it may mean a great difference in your situation. How do you plead to these charges?"
Jack didn't have to think long. He knew very well that most of these women were on his tapes, but going to jail? He wasn't prepared for that and he doubted these women could actually prove anything to send him to jail. "Not guilty." Jack said defiantly, standing tall against the rough wooden X.
"Very well. Amanda, would you be so kind?" The temptress said from her seat on the stage. A slender young woman with large breasts got up from the front row and wheeled a cart with a TV from the darkened edge of the room to the middle, placing it where both Jack and the ladies could see. She turned on the TV and then walked away.
It only took a few moments for the image to fill the screen of Jack sitting in his recliner, facing the big screen monitor, his body completely naked as he slowly stroked his cock, his eyes transfixed on the screen with bee girl slowly oiling her breasts. The video continued as she worked the rest of her body, Jack finally squirting a huge gush of cum into the air with a loud grunt.
"So Jack, do you wish to still plead not guilty? I have many more such images I can display to the jury."
"Jury? This isn't a trial. There isn't anything you can prove." Jack answered defiantly.
"Oh but it is. This isn't a court of law, but it is a court of justice. Jack, every lady at the party tonight was one of your victims. What you did was...naughty to say the least. Illegal as well. You might have even gotten away with it if you hadn't recorded me. But I could feel that I was being watched. I could sense that someone was watching me even long after I had left. Jack, you should never, ever, spy on a witch." She said sternly.
"So all of you are witches?" Jack asked incredulously.
"Oh, certainly not. But a few of us are, yes. The rest, just ordinary women who would like to see some justice. All of them here have agreed to abide by whatever justice I meet out for you for your transgressions. None will go tell the police of either this place or what has become of you. You are quite fully at my mercy, the mercy of my Coven Court, so to speak."
"You can't do anything to me!"
"Think again. You are far underground. Your screams wouldn't even penetrate the walls of this old mansion let along the dozens of feet deep of dirt. There is simply no escape for you. You have two choices, accept responsibility for what you have done, and with that the punishment, or...well there really isn't another choice."
Jack looked around the room as the lights came up around him. The room was like a dungeon, but a very well decorated one. The walls were of rough stone, yet elegant furniture sat around the room, along with display cases of all sorts of weapons, some for battle defense, some clearly for punishment. Jack didn't like the look of any of them and recoiled at the thought that maybe they would be used on him. Fear crept into his body and soul. Fear of what might happen to him, fear of what had already been done.
"You're right. I did record you. Maybe all of you, I'm not sure. I'm sorry. I know it was wrong."
"Thank you Jack," the temptress said as she got up from the glass desk, striding quickly across the stage and down the stairs. "that wasn't really so hard was it?"
"No." Jack said quietly.
"Good. So the first part of your punishment is complete. You've seen your fault and you regret your choice, even if a bit belatedly."
"So you'll let me go now?"
The Temptress laughed loudly, her big round tits wiggling slightly as she did. The other ladies joined in the laughter. "Jack, you can't really think that your punishment would be that simple, would you? Oh no. We have a much more fitting punishment for you. You've been recording women for three years. Three long years of abusing us without our knowledge. All things that go around come around. For the next three years you will be our entertainment. For the next three years you will stay here and pleasure each of us at any time we want and in any way we want. In addition we have some...friends, that like to watch. You will conduct yourself as they desire. If that means having sex with their spouse, or another equally agreeable individual while they watch, so be it. You are forbidden to come yourself until they give you permission. If you violate that, well, let's just say you don't want to." She said walking over to a glass case and looking at the variety of little clamps, chains, whips and paddles. "Do you understand Jack? For the next three years you will be used and abused every bit as much as all your victims were." She said as she walked over toward me. "Any questions?"
Jack looked at the gathering of women, most out of their chairs now, moving toward him, each holding a single long feather. "Is this for real? You can't do this!"
"Oh trust me Jack, it's very much for real. And since I figured you'd need to have more proof, I'm going to teach you that sometimes what feels pleasurable in small quantities can become torture. "Girls, he's all yours." She said as she turned and walked back toward the stage, reaching the first step as the first young woman stroked her feather between his legs. "Oh jack. You are so going to learn to be cooperative." She whispered as she sat down to watch Jack's first lesson in pleasurable torture.
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The forecast wasn't good. If fact, it was bad enough that I left three hours for a two hour trip. It had been snowing for only an hour before I left the house, but the roads were already coated and the plows were having a hard time keeping up. I had hopes of outrunning the storm while I drove east, but that thought was quickly evaporating as I made my way at a leisurely fifty miles an hour in the partly snow free right lane of the interstate. Yeah, this business trip wasn't starting out to be too good. I'd been down this path before, and knew that the storm that had been through three days before was just hitting the east coast, making my flight into Boston touchy at best. No, it was time to start making alternate plans. A quick web search on my cell had the number I needed.
"Airport Holliday Inn, How may I help you?" The young lady on the other end of the line said in a pleasant voice.
"Yes I need to make reservation. Do you still have any rooms available?"
"We do have a few sir."
"Very well. My gold club number is 1358654," I said as I tried to keep my all wheel drive in the driest tracks of the snowy road.
"Yes, Mister Henson. Thank you. I do have your information here. How many will be staying with us?"
"Just one. For tonight please."
"Yes sir. Would you like a single king or double queen room?"
"I'm not particular, as long as it's non-smoking." I answered her.
"No problem. I have a couple non-smoking rooms left for tonight. Would you like me to put it on the card we have on file?"
"Yes please, and mark that late arrival please."
"Very well Mister Henson. I have you staying with us tonight, in a non-smoking double queen room. I have to say, I'm certainly glad you called when you did. With this weather we're filling fast."
"I'm not surprised."
"Me either. I'm sure we'll be sold out quickly."
"As long as you don't shuffle me if you overbook." I said with a chuckle.
"Not to worry sir. We NEVER bump a gold member. I can guarantee, no matter how late you get in, you will definitely have a room."
"Thank you. "
"Is there anything else I can do for you this afternoon?"
"Nope. That does it."
"Well, thank you Mister Henson. Safe travels!"
"Thank you." I said as the young lady clicked off the line. With a room reservation done I felt a lot better. I had serious doubts that I would get out of St Louis at all today.
It took several hours, but I finally got to the airport, parked and made my way through the mass of people at the ticket counter and security, finally settling in at the gate nearly four hours after I'd left home. I found an outlet and plugged in my Surface, wanting to make sure it was fully charged, just in case, and started to write a story that came to mind as I was driving up.
Most of my stories come to me at unusual times, and this was no exception. As I wrote the story gelled even more and I was soon tapping madly on the soft keyboard, trying to get the words down on the computer as they flowed through my brain. It wasn't until almost an hour later that I even looked up at the crowd gathered at the gate. They were starting to call boarding for my flight and with the group milling around I had no doubt it was going to be a full flight.
When they called my row grouping I made my way down the jet way and onto the plane. Keeping my Surface out of my briefcase, I stowed my case in the bin above my seat. I stooped down and scooted over to the window seat and settled in, expecting my seatmates to show up at any time. I was surprised that as the plane continued to fill, the two seats, as well as a variety of seats scattered around seemed to remain vacant. It wasn't that I minded. In fact, I took advantage of the vacancy to get back to work on my story.
Sometimes I get too engrossed in my writing for my own good. I was busy typing away when a young woman's voice broke my concentration and drew my attention back to the aisle and a pair of very curvaceous bodies standing next to the seats on my aisle. The slightly smaller of the two, wearing black tights, a short black mini-skirt and a knit tank top, well filled out to be sure, was reaching up into the bin above my seat, pulling the knit top tight across her significantly sized breasts, and the hem of her skirt up slightly, exposing her black clad legs nearly to their juncture. Her skirt was pulled so high that I could easily see the lacy tops of her stockings before she dropped her arms back down.
"Got it." She said as she lowered her arms and turned sidestepping in to drop into the seat next to me while the other woman, dressed in a pair of knee length black boots and a gray sweater dress, took her place at the end of the aisle, pushing her own oversized handbag up into the storage space.
"Well, we made it." She said with a smile before bending over in the seat to stuff a handbag under the seat in front of her. "I guess the owners of these were held up by the storm." The young lady said as much to me as anyone. "You won't mind having seat mates, will you?"
"Huh? Oh. No. No, that's fine." I said as I pulled my eyes from the second of the two women. Both had nearly identical facial features, and other than a difference in hair color, the one next to me and ever so slightly shorter and thinner having blond hair instead of brown, they were damn near twins. Well, maybe not twins, but sisters most certainly!
"Sisters?" I blurted as the second one turned and dropped into the end aisle seat, my comment drawing a suppressed smile from the one sitting next to me.
"Well, that's nice of you to say, but no. Not sisters." The one in the aisle seat replied politely.
"Oh. Geez. I'm sorry. I didn't mean..." I half mumbled in apology.
"Oh, nothing to be sorry about." She said with a smile as she wiggled around to try and dig her seat belt out from under or behind her round butt, her tits wiggling and jiggling with each move she made.
"I'm Jenna, and this is Anna, my mom." The one next to me said, holding a rather petite hand out toward me across her body.
If you've ever tried to shake hands with someone sitting next to you, you can imagine how contorted I suddenly became, trying to twist my already belted body around enough to get my right hand to hers. "Michael." I answered when I could finally shake her hand. "I'm really sorry, I didn't mean to be insulting or anything. It just kind of slipped out."
"Well, personally, I don't know whether to be offended or not. I mean were you calling my mom young or me old?" Jenna asked, still suppressing a smile, this time at my obvious discomfort.
"I wasn't trying to say you looked old." I said almost defensively. "I think maybe I better just keep my mouth shut now before I have to eat my own shoe."
My neighbor let the smile she was suppressing slip out as she shook her head. She reached down behind herself to find her own seat belt and wiggled around bumping into my arm several times with her own in the process. "I guess it's close quarters in here?" She finally said as she settled back into the seat again with both ends of the seatbelt.
"No problem." I answered. As I folded my Surface down onto its keyboard.
"So, you're a writer?" She asked as she buckled her seat belt.
"Just on the side. I'm an engineer."
"Oh? What kind of engineering?" She asked.
"Automation systems. You?"
"Vet." She said. "So, you write on the side?"
"A bit." I answered evasively.
"Books? Stories?"
"Jenna." The other woman said quietly.
"Oh mom. I'm just being conversational." She answered.
"But he might not want to be." Anna said quietly.
"Oh mother." Jenna said rolling her eyes. "Just because you're afraid to talk to strangers doesn't mean I should be."
"It's alright, really." I answered to them both. "It's really not a problem."
"So, what kind of books." Jenna prompted as she turned back toward me.
"I've got a couple science fiction books done." I answered her.
"That sounds cool. I've always wanted to write, but was always afraid of putting myself out there where people could make fun of me."
"Well, there are always those who just have to find something to complain about, but for the most part most people don't really pick you apart too much."
"So is that what you were writing now? More science fiction?"
"Not exactly." I said quietly. "Just a short story." I finished dismissively.
"Cool, what about?"
"Oh, nothing much." I said evasively.
"Oh I get it. Wanna keep it a secret so no one steals your idea?"
"Not exactly. Just not everyone appreciates all of my writings."
"Oh? Okay, now you have my full attention." She said, her smile coming back.
"Ladies and gentlemen." The aircraft PA system squawked in its pathetically tinny rendering of the pilot's voice. "I'm sorry to say that we're going to be delayed a bit. The last word we have is that we still expect to get into Boston, but a bit late. Unfortunately we have to vacate the gate so another inbound flight can deplane. So they're going to push us back and we'll taxi over to a holding area so when we finally do get clearance we can run through the de-icing station real quick and be off. Feel free to get up and stretch or use your portable electronic devices if you want. I'll try and let you know more as soon as I know."
I looked down at my watch and saw it was just past two. If we were going to get into Boston we'd have to get off the ground soon because the storm there was just supposed to get worse as the day went on. "Looks like we're not going anywhere fast." I muttered.
"Well, look on the bright side, you have more time to write, right?"
"So it would seem," I answered Jenna as she reached down to her handbag and pulled out a book. She thumbed through the book to her bookmark and began reading. I was still a bit nervous about writing more, especially at this point in the story. The two main characters in the story were just to the point of falling into a particularly hot oral sex session. I wasn't used to writing that kind of thing where people could look over my shoulder. A little reluctantly I powered up my Surface again and got it situated on my lap so I could see the screen and type. I looked over at Jenna several times, trying to see if she were trying to read my screen and then gave up, resigning to the fact that if she did and was offended it was her problem.
Tanya stepped into the nearly dark room from the bathroom, pulled the covers on her side of the queen sized bed back and let the towel fall from her body before sliding between the sheets. Andrew could feel the bed move as she climbed in, but kept his eyes closed as he had promised, not that he could really see anything in the dark anyway. He'd been working with Tanya for years, and had often wondered what she'd look like naked, and here she was, naked, or almost so, and he couldn't even see. He had to admit, what he could see through her normal work wear made him suspect she had a pretty spectacular body, but she did a pretty damn good job of keeping it hidden.
Andrew closed his eyes to try to sleep, but failed miserably, his mind going back over and over to the sight of the back of Tanya as she slipped her skirt suit off before disappearing into the bathroom wearing just panties and bra. The image of her practically naked back and mostly exposed creamy white ass had his cock in a perpetual state of hardness. Sleep was not going to come easily.
As he lay there he felt Tanya roll over in the bed and wiggle back from the edge, her butt pressing against his hip as he lay on his back. He froze, laying there not moving, afraid to move away and too nervous to even think about doing anything more overt. As he lay there he could feel the heat of her bare skin against his, drawing attention to the realization that she had taken her panties off as well, leaving her as naked as he was. He suddenly wished he hadn't been so rash and stripped completely naked. She had to know by now he was as naked as she was, the thought of which only made his cock harder.
"Andrew," Tanya asked the night quietly, "are you still awake."
"Yeah." He answer back, his voice barely above a whisper.
"Does this feel weird to you?"
"What's that?"
"Sleeping together like this."
"It's the last hotel room, it's either this or sleeping in a cold car. With this snow we're not going anywhere."
"That isn't what I mean."
"What do you mean then?" He asked almost afraid to hear the answer.
"How many times have we been on trips like this together?" She asked quietly.
"I don't know. About a dozen or so over the last two years." He answered.
He felt her butt pull away from his skin and the bed bounce and move. He wondered for a moment if she had gotten out of bed, but only for a moment. He froze in place as he felt her slide against him, her large round breasts pressing against his arm and one of her legs sliding over one of his to rest with her knee practically between his legs, her knee nearly touching his rock hard cock.
"In all that time, how come you never asked me to have a drink with you, or come hang out in your room with you, or even come down with you to take a dip in the hotel hot tub?"
"The hotel hot tub? I didn't even think you packed a swim suit." He said momentarily confused.
"I did. A little lime green bikini actually. But that's not the point, how come you never asked?"
"I guess I just figured you'd say no. Your reputation at work kind of precedes you."
"What reputation is that?"
"Well, that you're not the most friendly person." Andrew answered, wishing he hadn't as soon as he said it. He could feel her body stiffen against his as soon as the words left his mouth.
"You mean frosty bitch?" She said slightly louder, but not moving from where she lay against him. "You know why?"
"Not really."
"Harrison."
"Our boss?"
"Yeah. He hit on me one day, implying that I'd be a lot more likely to be promoted if I were putting out. I pretty much told him to go to hell and that if he wanted to fuck his way up the ladder he was welcome to it, but I had more self respect than that."
"Bet he wasn't happy."
"Even less so when I told him that if he tried to retaliate against me or prevent me from being promoted on time that I'd slap his ass with a sexual harassment suit faster than he could jack himself off. In return he started a rumor that I was a frosty bitch that preferred more masculine women."
"That doesn't seem fair."
"It's not. Not at all actually. I'm really a warm caring person who loves interacting with people in all sorts of ways."
"Well, you've never been cold toward me."
"That's because I like you. But I wanted to give you a chance to learn a bit about me first."
"First?"
"Uh huh." She said as he felt her hand slide across his hip to his hard cock, her fingers gently circling it and squeezing his long fat shaft. "Mmmmm. Andrew, are you turned on by all this?"
"Who wouldn't be?" He answered nervously.
"Yeah, who wouldn't be. I know I am."
"You are?"
"Uh huh. Would you mind if I did something?"
"Like what?"
"Something really really personal." She whispered.
"I guess."
"Good." She said before she moved her leg off of his. He felt the covers moving and the bed shaking as she moved around.
"Oh god." He groaned as he felt the hot warmth of her mouth engulf his cock under the covers. Her hot wet tongue swirled around his mushroom head before pushing down his shaft farther, her hand moving before her lips and then back again as she withdrew from his cock. Two more times she made the slow trip, pushing her face down his cock and driving his mushroom head into her throat. "Ohhhhh my god." He moaned softly as she pushed down until there was no more of him to take in. She pulled breathlessly from his cock and then flopped the covers off of them, leaving them both lying naked on the bed, illuminated only by the light leaking in around the curtains.
"Did you like that?"
"Uh huh." Andrew answered breathlessly.
"You know. I'm kind of horny too."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. If I asked really nice, would you do something to me too?"
"Sure, anything!" Andrew answered eagerly, wishing she'd put his raging hardon back in her mouth.
"Would you lick my pussy too? I really really love having it licked while I'm sucking cock."
"If that's what you want, sure!" Andrew answered her.
It only took a second for her to move around, swinging a leg over his head and lowering her pussy toward his face as she leaned down again to engulf his cock, her tits pressing against his stomach as she pressed her face down his shaft again.
He reached his hands up to her cream butt, stroking across it as he looked as her completely shaven pussy, her soft inner lips protruding from her full rounded outer lips, both her inner and outer lips glistening in the subdued light with her own moisture. He tentatively reached out with his tongue and drew a long slow stroke up her lips caressing them and tasting her tangy wetness.
She pulled her mouth off his cock and heard her moan loudly. "Ohhhh yeah. Lick me sweetie. Press your tongue between my lips and lick my hot sweet pussy!"
In response Andrew pressed his tongue between her lips, pushing deep into her and drawing it along until he could feel the entrance to her tunnel. He pressed his tongue as deep into her as he could drawing a moan from her around his rigid shaft. He worked his tongue up and down her slit, quickly finding her clit and circling the tip of his tongue around it several times before flicking across it, making her squirm in pleasure over him.
"Ohhhh god you do that well." She moaned. "You keep that up and I'm gonna be coming on your face."
"You keep sucking me like that and I'm gonna be coming in your mouth." Andrew replied.
"That is the idea!" she answered with a giggle. "Any time you're ready big boy, just let me have it!" She added before closing her lips around his head again and sucking it deeply.
"Ohhhhhh damn." He groaned as she went back to sliding her lips up and down his cock, her hand following close behind, twisting as she slid up and down. He leaned his face back toward her pussy and zeroed in on her exposed clit. Andrew circled his tongue around and around the hard little nub, making her squirm and buck her hips on his face, his hands barely able to control her as he grabbed at her firm round ass.
Tanya pulled her face from his cock and cried out loudly, "Shit shit shit. Oh shit I'm coooommmmmiiiinnnngggg!" She squealed as her whole body bucked and shook over him. "Oh god damn Andrew!"
Andrew did his best to keep attacking her clit as she ground herself against his face, her pussy gushing juices down over his chin until it was running down his neck and onto the bed below them. She suddenly pulled away from him, quickly turning around on the bed and pressing her other lips to his in a hot sensuous kiss. With her lips still pressed to his he felt her reach down between them, finding his cock and wrapping her hand around it. He felt a new wetness press around his head as she rubbed his cockhead between her sopping wet lips.
"Ohhhh god." Andrew moaned into her mouth as he felt his cock engulfed by her wet pussy, her tight tunnel gripping and squeezing him as she pushed herself down over him.
"Mmmmmmmm" she moaned back as his cock pressed against the end of her tunnel, his head pushing against her cervix. Slowly she began to lift and drop her hips, sliding herself up and down his cock. She broke the kiss they had been sharing and lifted her chest from his, her big tits hanging down between them, her nipples grazing across his chest with each stroke she made. The sensations her velvety tunnel imparted into his cock pushed him quickly closer to the point of no return, but he was way too far gone to even think to warn her.



Suddenly his body bucked under her, driving his cock up into her so hard he lifted her momentarily off the bed. She squealed in delight at the feeling of his cock gushing a huge stream of cum up into her, filling her tight pussy even fuller. Over and over his body jerked, adding to the load inside her, her own orgasm pushed back to life at the sensations of him filling her. Her legs and arms trembled and threatened to give out on her as she held herself over him, their combined orgasm washing them both with perspiration and euphoria.
"Oh my god that's hot." Jenna whispered as I typed the end of the sentence.
"Huh?" I said suddenly realizing she was reading what I was writing instead of reading her book.
She leaned closer, keeping her voice to a barely audible whisper. "I said that was soooo fucking hot. God my pussy is tingling. I had no idea you were that kind of writer."
"Just in my spare time." I said uncomfortably, folding down the Surface to its keyboard.
"Yeah, but obviously very good at it. I could almost feel his tongue licking my pussy. Damn all of a sudden I'm so god damn horny! Maybe we should join the mile high club?"
"Seriously? You do realize we're not off the ground yet, right?"
"Yeah, but a girl can wish, can't she?"
"Oh lord." I answered, shaking my head slowly.
"Ladies and gentlemen, I'm sorry to say this, but our flight has been officially cancelled. I'd let you deplane now, but they tell me it'll be almost an hour before they can get us back to a jetway to deplane. Sorry folks, sounds like the storm hitting Boston is getting a lot worse than predicted." The captain said over the PA.
"Oh damn!" Jenna swore quietly while I looked down at my watch.
"Geez. It'll be nearly five by the time we get off." I muttered.
"Well, I'm going to get a hotel room. I have no intention of spending the whole night in the airport!"
"Yeah, good luck with that." I said as she pulled out her cell phone.
"Why's that?" She asked as she started searching hotel sites like most of the other passengers.
"With this weather, everything's gonna be booked up tight."
"How do you know that?"
"Because the Holiday Inn was almost sold out when I made a reservation hours ago." I answered with a shrug. I opened my tablet back up and went back to typing on my story while Jenna started making calls to get a hotel room.
As their bodies began to still, Tanya lowered herself back down, gently pressing her lips to his, her tongue teasing his lips until he opened his mouth. Her hot breath flooded his mouth as her tongue darted into his mouth, teasing his tongue. His tongue followed hers back into her mouth before retreating again as she sucked on it. She let it slip from her mouth and pulled her lips apart from his.
"Mmmmmm god you feel good, both in me and against me." She whispered.
"I'll second that, well, for the second part anyway." Andrew answered her, his hands sliding slowly around her ass and back.
"I've been wanting to do this for a long time, you know."
"With me? Why?"
"Well, let's see. You're kinda cute, you have a nice butt, a good sense of humor, smart, oh yeah, a GREAT cock!" she said with a giggle.
"How do you know about my cock?"
"Well, it was just a guess, based on the bulge you got when I showed you some cleavage. You do like my cleavage don't you?" She asked, lifting herself up and arching her back in to push her tits toward his face.
"They are pretty spectacular tits." Andrew answered, sliding his hands up her sides and cupping both large boobs, rubbing his thumbs back and forth across her nipples.
"Mmmm and they like being played with too." She cooed softly, sliding her body up his a little farther, his softening cock slipping from her pussy as she lifted her breasts into range of his mouth. "And they like being sucked on even more."
"Ahhh. That's good." Andrew mumbled to her as he reached his lips for her right breast, closing around her entire areola and nipple before sucking to draw it into his mouth.
"Ohhhhhhhhh yessssssss." She hissed softly as his tongue circled her nipple and flicked across it while still suctioned deep into his mouth. "That's it baby. Suck that sensitive nipple. You keep doing that and I'm gonna have to fuck your brains out some more."
"Sounds like a deal to me." Andrew answered with a chuckle as he was switching from one breast to the other. "I wish I knew you wanted me this much a long time ago."
"Hell, if I knew you sucked and licked like this I probably would have tried to get you naked a long time ago myself." She moaned as he drew her nipple into his mouth again.
"Awwww shit." Jenna swore softly. "Sorry mom. No dice. Looks like anything with a shuttle is booked solid. I guess we're sleeping on airport bench seats tonight."
"Well, I guess it could be worse." Her mother answered with a sigh.
"So why did you book a room if you were going out of town?" Jenna asked, turning toward me as the engines on the airplane spooled up to a higher pitch and the aircraft started to move slightly.
"I saw the snow, knew it was snowing in Boston and did the math. One plus one equals no flight." I answered her as I looked out the window. "I'm willing to bet they don't give our luggage back either."
"Oh damn. That'll be fun." She said with a frown as the plane started to bounce its way around a taxiway.
Ten minutes or so later we pulled in to a jetway and they allowed us to deplane. I waited as the crowded line down the aisle started to thin, Jenna and her mom still sitting as well.
"Well, at least we get to eat some dinner. I'm starved." I said as Jenna and her mom climbed from their seats and reached up to get their stuff out of the bin. I couldn't help but notice how high Jenna's short skirt pulled as she reached for her bag. Bringing her comment about her pussy being wet back to the front of my mind.
"What?" She asked, looking down at me after pulling her bag from the overhead.
"Nothing. Just trying to decide where to eat." I lied.
"Well, if you know a good place, I'm all in. I'm starved and I have no idea where anything is in this airport."
"So I never did ask, where are you from?"
"A little place called Pecos, New Mexico."
"Never heard of it."
"It's a bit west of Vegas. Everyone knows where that is!" she said as she made room for me to get out of the row of seats and stand up in the aisle.
"Yep, heard of that one." I said as I dug my briefcase out of the overhead and stuffed my tablet into it.
"So, dinner?"
"Well, you can eat here if you want. But I'm going to eat at the hotel. The prices here in the airport are a total rip-off." I said as I followed her down the aisle.
"I don't know if we should leave the airport. I mean, it's not like we have any place to sleep or anything."
"Oh hell. I know I'm going to end up regretting this, but if you wanna come hang out at the hotel it might be more comfortable than here." I said as I followed her down the jetway.
"Seriously?" She asked, turning half way around to see me as she walked.
"Sure, why not." I said with a shrug.
"Hey mom. Did you hear that?"
"What's that sweetie?" Anna asked from ahead of us.
"Michael just invited us to share his hotel room."
"Really? That's awful sweet of him." She answered.
"Wait a second." I said almost at the same time. "I didn't..."
"I'd say so. Sure will be a lot nicer than sleeping on the benches in here." Jenna answered her mother, ignoring my protest.
"Well the least we can do is pay for part of the room." Her mother said as we crossed out of the jetway into the concourse.
"But I didn't..." I started to protest again.
"Really! I Insist!" Anna said, turning to smile at me. "It's truly the least we can do. I really wasn't looking forward to sleeping in the concourse."
I opened my mouth to protest again and then closed it, realizing that I had lost the argument. Somehow I had invited them to stay the night. Good thing I did book a double queen room!
"So how about you let us buy you dinner then?" Anna asked sweetly. "You pick the restaurant."
"I think he was planning on eating at the hotel. Which sounds fine with me."
"Sure. The Jet Set will do just fine." I said with a sigh. At least I'd have pleasant dinner company.
We made our way out of the concourse and down to the shuttle bus stops. It was nearly half an hour before the holiday inn shuttle made the trip back, a round trip that usually only took about ten minutes. Once we reached the hotel we went straight to the restaurant to eat.
During dinner I learned a bit more about them, as well as getting a bit more feeling for their personalities. Jenna was clearly a more outgoing bubbly person than her mother. Anna was more reserved, but clearly fun loving based on some of her...exploits, over the years. Both were divorced and worked together in their own vet clinic. They were travelling to visit family in the Boston area. True to her word, Anna also picked up the check for my dinner.
"Checking in please. Reservation for Henson." I said to the young woman behind the counter.
"Yes Mister Henson. Welcome." She said as she pulled the reservation and printed the appropriate papers for me. "If you could sign here please, and initial here." She said sliding the paper over the counter. "You want to keep it billed to the same card we have on file?"
"Yes please." I said as I scanned down the sheet. "Um, this says a single king suite. I thought I had double queens."
"Oh, I'm sorry sir. We were running short on double bed rooms and because you were a single we upgraded you to the king suite, no extra charge." She said with a smile. "That will be okay, wont it?"
I turned to look at Jenna and Anna, waiting patiently behind me and wondered if it would actually be okay or not. "I guess I don't have much choice, do I?"
"Well, to be honest, no. We're totally booked. I can look and see if there's a cancelation, but I really doubt it." The young woman answered with a pained look on her face.
"It'll be fine." I said with a nod, not wanting to make her feel bad for doing what she thought was a favor.
"You're sure?" she asked again with concern.
"Yeah, It'll be fine." I nodded.
"Room four-seventeen." She said handing over a package with a single keycard.
"Thanks." I said as I turned and headed to the elevator, Jenna and Anna following close behind. "I don't know that this is going to work so well." I said as we got off the elevator and walked the short distance to my room.
"Why is that?" Jenna asked as I pushed the keycard in the door lock.
"Because they upgraded me to a king suite." I said as I pushed the door open and flipped on the light switch. "So if you want to change your mind, I completely understand." I added as I walked in with the two ladies following behind me.
"Ohhhhh this isn't good. No, no, no." Anna said quietly looking at the suite, which contained a nice desk, sitting chair loveseat and single king sized bed.
"Oh Geez mom. What else are we going to do, go back and sleep in the airport? I'd rather sleep on the floor here than trying to sleep in an airport concourse." Jenna said as she walked deeper into the room looking around. "Besides we have TV here and our own bathroom. That's gotta be worth something."
"I'm still not sure I like this." Anna said quietly.
"For what it's worth, it wasn't my idea. They upgraded me because I was a single. They didn't have one for us to change back to, so as far as I'm concerned, you're welcome to hang out here, sleep on the floor or love seat, whatever suits you. If you'd rather not, that's fine too. I'm not going to push you to do anything one way or the other." I said as I headed to the bathroom.
I could hear them talking quietly to each other before I closed the door. When I came out they were standing in the middle of the room waiting for me.
"We do want to thank you for letting us stay. I know it might be a bit uncomfortable, especially sharing the bed, but it's still a whole lot better than the alternatives." Jenna said.
"And just so you know, we both know you didn't plan this. I'm just not used to sharing a bed with a strange man." Anna said with a little laugh. "For that matter I'm not used to sharing the bed with any man."
"Well, I'm sure we can make it all work out then." I said with a curt nod. "I'm not quite ready to hit the sack, but if you want to, feel free."
"Actually, I think a shower." Jenna said as I walked past toward the love seat and the tv.
Anna came over and sat down next to me on the love seat as I flipped through the channels.
"I know it doesn't seem like it, but I am appreciative." She said quietly.
I looked over at her and smiled. "Just between you and me, I wasn't planning on spending the night with two gorgeous women either. I'm not in the habit of sleeping with strange women any more than you are with strange men."
"Well, thank you for the compliment." She said with a smile. "So Jenna was telling me you're a writer, in your spare time anyway."
"Yeah, somewhat." I answered.
"Does it make you nervous to talk about...well...that kind of writing?"
"Yeah, a bit. I've been told by my readers that I'm pretty good at it, but yeah, I still do find it a bit embarrassing to talk about."
"Would you mind if I read something you wrote?"
"You really want to?"
"Well, out of curiosity at least. I mean I read romance novels, how much more explicit could it be?"
"A bit." I answered.
"Really?" she asked, clearly curious.
I got up and walked to the desk where I dropped my briefcase and pulled out my tablet. By the time I got back to the sofa, the system was up and running and I was scrolling through some of my rough drafts looking for a good example. "Perfect." I said as I pulled up the file and handed the tablet to Anna.
I found a movie and tried to pay attention to it as Anna started reading the story I'd opened for her. It didn't take too long before I noticed the fingers of her free hand gently stroking her bare thigh below the hem of her sweater dress, her index finger teasing up just ever so slightly up under the hem. As she read further I saw her cheeks and neck flush light pink and her breathing become slightly deeper as she let the story wrap around and draw her in.
The story I had given her to read was about a man and younger woman finding love after he was widowed and she was divorced. It was probably one of the most emotional stories I'd written recently, and she was clearly feeling that emotion as well as the hot sex scenes.
"Oh lord." She whispered, one hand suddenly pulling from her leg to her chest, her hand grasping her breast, squeezing her nipple, through the dress, between her palm and fingers. It wasn't hard to figure out that she was reading about - him sucking and playing with her tits while he fingered her toward climax. "ohhhhhh." She breathed softly as her hand slid down her body, finally resting on the dress where she could press it slightly between her legs and put pressure on her mound. Her hips seemed to be moving ever so slightly as she read on, probably reading the part where he laid her on the kitchen table and entered her, slowly stroking his big cock in and out of her sopping pussy, his mouth still working from tit to tit. Suddenly she put the tablet down, her face flushed and her breathing raged. "Okay, that's most certainly more explicit than my romance novels."
"Uh huh." I said. "Did you enjoy it?"
"The story? Yes... well mostly."
"Just mostly?"
She blushed brightly. "More than maybe I should have." She whispered.
"Really? I'd always wondered if women really got that turned on by my stories. I mean I've had some write back that they came reading my stuff, but I just figured they had a little help. I didn't know they could come without, you know." I said as I looked at her.
She blushed again and looked away, holding the tablet back out to me.
"So what are you two up too?" Jenna asked as she walked around the love seat and dropped into the lounge chair wearing only a towel, or at least I thought that's all she was wearing.
"Oh. Your mom was just reading one of my stories." I answered her.
"Oh really? You mom? I didn't know you got into that kind of thing."
"I just really wanted to compare what he writes to my romance novels. I wasn't prepared for just how engrossing and, well, sexual, it was." She said quietly. "God it was hot."
"Well Michael, it sounds like you did a good job on that story. Mind if I read it?" Jenna asked as her mother got up from the chair and headed toward the bathroom.
"If you want," I said, flipping the tablet back on and handing it to her. I leaned back and went back to watching the movie, watching Jenna out of the corner of my eye as she started reading the story. The farther she got into the story the less she paid attention to her posture, her legs slowly moving open and one hand periodically reaching to the front of her towel and squeezing one breast through the fluffy material.
"Ohhhhh damn." She said softly, wiggling in her seat slightly, the motion pushing the towel apart slightly so that I could see her creamy thighs nearly to her pussy. I lost complete track of the movie and was staring at her as she spread her legs and reached between them, her fingers finding her own pussy and stroking it slowly. I could see the towel spread slightly farther, her finger pressing between her now exposed pussy lips.
"Jenna!" her mother said quietly as she came back into the room, wrapped in a white towel identical to Jenna's.
In response Jenna looked up at her mother and then back to me, seeing me staring at her, her finger buried in her own pussy, my cock bulging my pants obviously. "Sorry." She said abruptly, blushing as she pulled her hand away from her pussy and pulling the towel back closed over herself. "I guess i got a bit more involved in the story that I expected."
"He is good, isn't he?" Anna said.
"Most definitely. A few more paragraphs and I probably would have been creaming myself just like the lady in the story was."
"Like I said. It was a very erotic story." Anna agreed. "If you two don't mind, I think it's time for me to take a shower." She said as she turned and headed for the bathroom again.
"My normal routine is a shower in the morning." I said as I flipped off the TV and got up. "I suppose if we're going to have to be back at the airport at seven we better hit the sack."
"I suppose so. If you don't mind, I'd like to finish that story before I turn in." Jenna said, looking back down to my tablet.
I got up and headed toward the bed. I turned out the lights, except for the one over where Jenna was sitting and quickly stripped down to my briefs, slipping quickly under the covers before Jenna could realize I was undressing. I lay in bed on my back trying to fall asleep, but completely unable to, between the moans I could hear over the running water in the shower and the higher pitched moans coming from the sitting area where Jenna was reading the rest of my story.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" I heard Jenna squeak, drawing my attention. I opened my eyes and looked over to where she had been sitting and reading, her head thrown back, the towel no longer closed around her front. She had one hand squeezing a breast and the other between her legs. I barely heard the water in the bathroom shut off I was so intent on Jenna's naked body as she sat in the dim light, pumping one finger slowly in and out of her pussy as she lay reclined in the chair. Slowly she roused herself and pulled the towel back across herself before looking toward me, my eyes already closed pretending to sleep.
I heard feet on the carpet and then the bed moved, the king sized bed sinking on my left as Jenna climbed under the covers. My already rock hard cock seemed to grow even harder at the mental image of her naked body sliding across the bed toward me.



The covers wiggled and the bed shook as the Jenna scooted closer, ending up with her soft breasts pressing against my arm and the heat from her body seeping into mine everyplace she touched me.
"Michael, there's no way we can do this without accidently touching each other at least some." Jenna whispered, rightly believing I wasn't sleeping yet.
"Okay." I whispered back.
As she moved slightly closer I could feel the whole weight of her left breast resting on my arm and her right pressing against the side of it. Her left nipple, still hard from her recent activities brushed against my side with each breath she took. We lay like that for some seconds before she bent her leg and drew it up over mine, her thigh quickly resting on mine and her leg nuzzling my balls through my briefs.
"Oh damn." I breathed as her hand pressed against my stomach and then slid down, her fingers pressing against the elastic waistband of my briefs.
"It's not exactly fair." Jenna whispered.
"What's that?"
"I'm all naked but you're not."
"I...We..." I stammered quietly.
"You didn't think I was wearing clothes under the covers, did you?"
"I guess I hadn't thought about it, but I suppose not." I answered her quietly.
"It's okay, I'm sure I can solve it." She said as her fingers slipped under the waistband of my briefs and wormed in deeper to find my raging hardon. Her hand closed around it, bringing a slight moan from my lips, the image of her leaning back in the chair, her knees splayed apart and her naked body being teased by her own hands almost overwhelming. "Someone's awful hard." She whispered. "It must be hard to go to sleep like that."
"It is." I mumbled.
"I bet." She said, letting go of my cock to pull her hand from my briefs. If I thought she was done I had another thing coming. Her fingers hooked the elastic of my briefs and pulled the front down, her hand sliding from side to side to work the elastic down my hips until the material trapped between my ass and the bed prevented them from moving any farther. "You know, this works a lot better with cooperation."
"Uh huh." I grunted, using my back and feet to lift myself ever so slightly off the bed, the position far from comfortable or effective. It was, however, sufficient to allow her to wiggle the material of my briefs down over my ass and, moving her leg out of the way, push them down to my knees.
"Ohhh much better." She cooed softly as her leg returned and her hand wrapped around my hardon again. "That is better, isn't it?"
"Oh yeah." I said breathlessly as she stroked my cock with her hand.
"Mmmmm that story made me so fucking horny. Did you know I was playing with myself over there?"
"Uh huh." I admitted quietly.
"Mmmmm good. Did you know I came too? Could you hear me climax?"
"Uh huh." I groaned as she continued to stroke her hand up and down my shaft.
"Did you look?" She whispered in my ear, her breath hot on the side of my face. "You did, didn't you? You watched me play with my titties and put my finger in my hot wet cunt. Did you wanna put your cock in there? Did you wanna fill my hot little pussy with your big fat cock and fuck me?"
"ohhhhh." I groaned softly at the mental images flashing through my mind, aided by her dirty talk and stroking hand. I felt her weight shift, her body slowly rolling across mine, ending with one knee resting on either side of my thighs, her big round tits pressing to my chest. I could feel her grind her hips down against me, trapping my cock between my body and her wet pussy. She slid along my shaft, dragging her tits along my chest, her hard nipples bouncing across mine as her wet lips caressed up and down my shaft. I could feel her wetness envelope my head at the end of each long slow stroke she made, her chest lowering slightly as she pushed back, forcing her clit against the bottom of my shaft.
"You like that?" She whispered, sliding up along my shaft again.
"Uh huh." I groaned at the sensations flowing through my body.
"I bet you're gonna come soon, aren't you?"
"Oh yeah. Soon and big." I grunted.
"Well, I bet this makes you come even sooner." She said as she rocked her body down lower, pressing her tits tightly against my chest as she pushed back. I could feel my head nestled between her lips and push into her. Her hot wetness enveloped me inch by inch as she continued to push herself down my shaft.
"Ohhhh god." I groaned as she lifted herself higher, pushing herself up, from my chest until she was sitting astride my middle, my cock fully impaling her. She pushed the covers off her back and began to lift and lower herself on me, small moans and groans escaping her lips as her pace slowly increased. In the dim light filtering in around the curtains I could see her tits bouncing and swinging as she worked us both closer to climax. I reached up and captured her bouncing boobs, squeezing them in my hands and rubbing my thumbs across her nipples. "Shit. I'm gonna come." I groaned softly, curling my toes to hold back as long as I could.
"Yesssss. Do it. Come for me!" She moaned loudly. "Ohhhh god yessss!"
"Oh fuck." I groaned just before my body jerked, jamming my cock up into her and fountaining a gush of hot cum up into her pussy.
"YES!" she cried loudly, as my body jerked again, pumping another shot up into her trembling and clenching pussy. I could feel her body trembling in my hands as I continued to spasm and add to the copious load I had deposited into her.
She lay down on me, her head resting gently on my shoulder as I lay below her, my cock still twitching as it softened. Her body no longer shook but her chest was still heaving as the remnants of her orgasm washed away and she worked to catch her breath.
The bathroom door opened and the light flicked off. I looked over and saw her mother in the dim light walk from the bathroom completely nude and climb into the bed. She lay on her side, facing us, and pulled the covers up to her chest, her breasts still exposed as she tossed the covers over Jenna and myself. She lay her head on the pillow and closed her eyes, her breathing soft and regular long before Jenna rolled off of me and snuggled tightly to me.
My cell phone alarm pulled me from a deep sleep with its incessant pinging sound. I reached for the table and quickly turned it off before dropping the phone back on the table. I took a deep breath as my mind realized that there was a soft warm body pressed against me. I rolled away and climbed gently from the bed as my mind recalled all the events of the previous evening.
Padding though the dark I made my way to the bathroom and closed the door before turning the light on, the brightness temporarily blinding me. I turned on the water, adjusted the temperature and then switched it to the shower head before stepping under the spray of warm water. I stood, eyes closed, leaning against the wall, letting the hot water cascade over me, wondering just how much trouble I would be in if my wife ever got wind of this. It was a good thing she was out of town as well, but still no excuse of what I had done last night.
"Mind if I join you?" I heard Anna ask quietly, startling me. I looked over to see her face peeking around the side of the shower curtain, looking at me hopefully.
I opened my mouth to respond, wanting to say no, but failing to get any words out before she pushed the curtain back and stepped in with me. Her tits were slightly larger than her daughter's, each drooping somewhat with age, making her large pink nipples turn up slightly as they protruded from the center of two large round pink areola. She had what I could describe as a curvaceous body, like her daughter, full round butt and hips, modestly thin waist and sexy chest. Her legs were stout but not fat and most of her body looked well toned. "Lots of Yoga!" she said almost bashfully.
"Ah." I answered, as I looked her up and down again, my eyes settling on the light brown curls her hands were half hiding.
"Um, I don't know if it's too forward... but I was wondering. Would you like to...I mean would you mind if... Oh hell!" she said with a frown.
"You wanna shower with me?" I asked.
"Yeah, sorta."
I sighed. "What the hell, why not?" I said, her face instantly brightening. I held my hands out to her, which she took, allowing me to draw her toward me, the two of us turning around each other to manoeuvre her under the water. I let go of her hands and reached for the soap, rubbing it between my hands to build a lather and then reached out to her big breasts, cupping each one and rubbing my lathered hands around each one.
"Mmmmm that feels nice. Been a long time since a man, any man, had his hands there."
"So you're divorced then?" I asked as her own hands reached out and found my hard cock.
"Uh huh. You?"
"No, in fact, I'm rather sure my wife would be quite upset if she saw me right now."
"Not to mention last night?"
"Yeah, not to mention last night." I agreed.
"I'm kind of surprised. If she reads what you write she has to spend a lot of time turned on."
"Yeah, well, she doesn't."
"Spend time turned on? I don't see how?" she said as my hands worked lower, spurred on partly by her soft stroking of my cock.
"She doesn't read them. Doesn't know I write them either." I admitted after a few seconds.
"Too bad for her. You're really good at it."
"I like to think so."
"Oh trust me. You are. That story last night. It was sexy, it was romantic, it was...well...god it was hot. And in the end that sweet caring man was able to share what he had with that nice woman next door. It was a perfect ending."
"Glad you think so."
"I was kind of wondering."
"What about?"
"I know it wouldn't be a perfect ending, but it would sure be a nice way to start the day."
"You wanna have sex in the shower?"
"Uh huh." She said softly. "I watched you two last night and I spent half the night dreaming about your dick sliding in and out of me."
"Yeah, I had some pretty hot dreams about having sex with a mom and daughter too."
"Oh? Like what?"
"Oh nothing special."
"Come on. Tell me." She coaxed as my fingers slipped between her legs and began stroking her soft wet pussy lips.
"Just two of you on top of me."
"At the same time? How does that work?"
"One of you on my cock and the other on my face."
"Ohhhhh I see. Do you like doing that? Tasting a woman down there I mean."
"Actually, yeah, I do."
"Do you wanna taste me? My ex tried a few times but really wasn't into it all that much. I mean, that's not gross or something to ask that, is it?"
"No, it's not gross." I said as I pulled my hand from between her legs and reached for her hands. "Come here." I said, turning her around in the shower and gently pushing her back until her back was against the far wall. I knelt down and coaxed her to lift her leg until I could hook her foot on the soap dish, effectively spreading her legs wide. I looked up at her nervous face as I leaned in and gave her pussy a long wet lick, letting my tongue spread her protruding lips slightly. At the end of the lick I went back for a second, pressing my tongue deeper into her, spreading her lips farther apart and tasting more of her tangy juices.
"Ohhhh god that feels nice." She cooed softly as I stroked again and again, pushing my tongue into her until the tip of my tongue found her tunnel entrance on the start of the lick and her hard clit on the other.
"Glad you're enjoying it." I said as I pulled my face from between her legs and reached up with one finger and stroked her pussy. "Now try this." I said as I pushed my finger into her, driving it slowly up into her tunnel as I moved my face back to concentrate on her clit.
"Oh my god." She moaned loudly as I pushed my finger in and out of her wet pussy, my tongue circling and flicking her clit. "Ohhhhh my god that feels good." She moaned again.
"Mother?" I heard Jenna ask as the curtain was pulled back, exposing the two of us. "Ohhhhh. Sorry." She said as she stood there and stared at us.
"Oh sweetie. Oh god it feels so good." Anna moaned. "I didn't know it could feel so good!"
"Oh yeah. A good man can drive you crazy."
"Oh he's doing that. I want to feel his dick in me so badly right now."
"So why not?" Jenna asked.
"Oh it wouldn't be right."
"Less right than this?" Jenna asked, reaching for the water and turning it off. "Come on Michael. Let's get more comfortable."
"Oh Jenna, no!" Anna said as I pulled my finger from her pussy and stood up.
"Come on mother. We still have some time before we have to leave for the airport." Jenna said, reaching for her mother's hand and pulling her from the shower gently. She led her to the bed, with me following close behind, and bent her over the edge of the bed. "Okay Michael. Do it!"
"You sure?" I asked, not wanting to be accused of doing anything against her will.
"Yes." Jenna said as she crawled onto the bed.
"Okay." I answered, rubbing my head up and down between her wet pussy lips before pressing it between them. I pushed in a few inches and then stopped, pulling back and pushing back in again, a little deeper the second time. I did this several times, working my cock into her farther as the lubrication spread up my shaft. I held her hips like a handle as I plunged my cock in and out of her pussy, my thighs slapping her ass loudly with each stroke into her velvety soft pussy.
"ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod" she moaned over and over as I drove in and out of her, my head teasing her walls and banging into the end of her tunnel with each stroke. It wasn't long before her moans changed to gasps and her pussy walls practically vibrated around me as her legs and body trembled, her body dissolving into one long sustained orgasm. "Oh shit Jennnnnnaaaaaa!" Anna cried as she looked up at her daughter. "Ohhhhhh fuck yesssss!"
Jenna smiled at her mom and then looked up at me. "I hope you're saving some of that for me."
"I think I got a little left yet." I answered as Anna reached behind herself and pushed me back, her over stimulated pussy no longer able to handle my fat shaft.
"Good. Get it up here." She said, as she slid back on the bed to make room for me.
"Why not." I answered as I stepped around Anna, who sagged to the floor next to the bed. I crawled up and moved my face in front of Jenna, pressing my lips to hers. She reached up with her hands to hold my face and sucked my lip into her mouth, sucking it and then opening her mouth and flicking her tongue across my lips. I opened my mouth and she quickly pressed her tongue into it, teasing my tongue sensuously.
"You know, you kinda taste like pussy." She whispered.
"Uh huh. Your mom's." I answered with a grin. "I have to admit. I've never done a mom and a daughter. This is kinda fun."
"Oh yeah? Well, why don't you let me have some fun then." She said, pushing on my shoulder and rolling me over on the bed. She quickly rolled herself over and climbed across me, straddling my hips, her wet pussy pressing against my cock. "Ohhhh yeah, this is much better," she cooed as she reached her hands down to my shoulders and began to slide herself back and forth across my cock, my cock splitting her wet lips as they stroked along my shaft. "Ohhhh you are so hard. I can't believe I'm about to fuck a man that just fucked my own mother."
"I can't believe that I'm doing a mother and daughter." I answered.
"Not at the same time." I heard Anna say. "Didn't you say you were fantasizing about one of us on your face and the other on your dick? Well, I can make that come true...if you want."
"Oh I'm more than sure he wants." Jenna said with a giggle. "Just let me get this inside first." She said as she reached down and pulled my cock up against her with her fingers and pressed me deep between her lips. She continued to push me up until she could push pack and drive herself over my cock, my shaft penetrating deep into her. "Ohhhh god yes." She moaned as she began to slowly ride up and down my cock.
I barely had time to really start enjoying what Jenna was doing before Anna crawled up on the bed and carefully swung her leg over my head, my face looking up at her pussy only inches above me. "Now what will you do with this?" Anna asked softly.
In response I reached up to her and circled my arms around her thighs and pulled her lower, bringing her pussy lips to my lips. I sucked her clit and squeezed it gently with my lips, causing her to squeal in surprise.
"Ohhhh shit!" Anna squealed as I let go of her clit and pushed my tongue into the entrance to her tunnel. I licked along her wet lips and flicked across her clit, the sensations of Jenna riding me driving me up the slope toward climax.
I pulled my legs up as far as I could and started stroking up into Jenna as she bounced herself up and down my shaft. "OH SHIT YES!" I groaned into Anna's pussy as I continued to lick and flick her clit, her own hips trying to grind against my face. Up and down Jenna bounced on me, my strokes meeting hers, our bodies slapping together loudly and her moans growing to cries of pleasure with each passing moment.
"Oh fuck yes!" Jenna squealed as I felt her pussy start to spasm around my stoking cock. She continued to bounce up and down on me, crying over and over "oh my god, oh fuck yes" as her orgasm washed over her.
"Ohhhhhh fuck." I groaned into Anna again as Jenna's orgasm squeezed and massaged my cock. I felt my own climax approaching, the familiar tingle building deep in my groin and spreading quickly. I could tell that I was moments from unloading into Jenna when Anna cried out herself.
"GOD I'm COOOOMMMMMMMING!" Anna squealed over me, her pussy leaking copious amounts of her juices over my face, running down my neck as her legs and body trembled and shook.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming my cock deep up into Jenna and unleashing a huge gush of cum. Over and over my body jerked, pumping more cum into Jenna's pulsating pussy while Anna shook and trembled over me, her juices making it almost hard to breath as she ground her pussy against my mouth. I moved Anna off my face so I could breath, releasing her thighs as she rolled over and lay back next to me. She reached for one of my hands and pulled it up to her big soft tit, pressing it to her silky smooth skin and rock hard nipple.
"Oh my god Michael. That was...well, let's just say I've never done anything like that before."
"Neither have I," I admitted to both of them, Jenna still sitting astride my hips, her hands stroking up and down and around my chest as she gently wiggled her hips around, working my softening cock around inside her still trembling pussy. "You know, we better get cleaned up or we might miss the flight.
"Yeah. You think the shower is big enough for all three of us?"
"What, you wanna make a Michael sandwich?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Uh huh." Anna said. "A very tasty sandwich."
"Come on," Jenna said softly, climbing off my cock. "I'm not all that sure my pussy can take another round anyway."
"I know mine can't" Anna said with a giggle. "I haven't been this well fucked, in well, I don't know how long."
"I think I'm pretty done myself." I agreed as Anna crawled over me, her tits hanging down in my face as she moved toward the edge of the bed. She reached out for my hand when she was standing and helped me up, not that I needed the help. As I slid off the bed she stepped against me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling my body against hers.
"You know, I'm not used to making love to a strange man, but I'm glad I made the exception. Now I'm just disappointed that we don't have time to do some more snuggling."
"Yeah, I have to admit, you feel pretty good against me." I answered her.
"Come on you two." Jenna called from the bathroom. "Water's nice and hot."



"Come on." I said, giving her a squeeze.
"In a sec." She whispered, lifting herself on her toes to make her lips reach mine. She pressed her lips softly to mine, giving me a long slow sensuous kiss. "Thank you. Both for gallantly offering to share your room and also for sharing yourself with us."
"Well, thank you for sharing. It wasn't what I expected, but it was most definitely pleasant." I answered her.
She smiled at me and released me, taking me by the hand and leading me to the bathroom and into the shower.
It only took about ten minutes to wash each other, our hands rubbing all over each other, leaving me surprisingly hard again by the time we were done. We dressed in the clothes we wore the previous day, ate a quick breakfast at the hotel restaurant before taking the shuttle to the airport. It was another three hours before we were all sitting on plane next to each other again.
"You know, with the storm we completely forgot to call the Hyatt in Boston to make sure they held our rooms." Jenna said quietly. "I'd hate to think we'd be without rooms again."
"The Hyatt? Seriously?" I asked as the plane bumped and started moving backwards.
"Yeah, why?"
I chuckled. "What do you suppose the chances are that we'd be in the same hotel again?"
"I'd say one in about a couple dozen. There can't be that many hotels in Boston." Anna said with a smile. "Maybe we can get adjoining rooms?"
"Maybe." I answered, looking out the window at snow and wondering just how much trouble I'd eventually be in.
The end...for now.
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Eddie trudged through the snow with his shovel resting on his shoulder. The afternoon was already well along, and Eddie had his pocket stuffed full of bills. He didn't really mind the snow, especially not on week days. He'd never enjoyed high school as much as his parents had always said he should, and was glad it was almost over. College might be better, he had always told himself. The clicks had always labeled him as a misfit, and to Eddie that was what the felt like. "You make one mistake as a freshman and it haunts you for your whole high school career," Eddie thought to himself as he slogged through the calf deep snow past Trina McPherson's house. He'd stop and ask to shovel their drive but he really didn't want to re-live the embarrassment any more than he had to.
Four doors up was another potential customer. Suzan Askland. She was new at school, kind of cute even. More importantly, the driveway and sidewalk were covered with two days accumulation of snow. Yeah, Eddie didn't mind the snow, it meant a chance to put some more gas money into his pocket. He turned up the driveway, his heavy boots kicking a path through the foot deep snow still laying in the driveway.
He walked up the front step and rang the bell, waiting patiently. The door opened an he found himself staring at Suzan, surprisingly wearing a pair of tiny gray shorts and a tank top. Her trim figure looked damn sexy in the outfit, her orange sized breasts pushing out the front of the tank top and two bumps protruding even farther, attesting to the lack of bra. The chill of the outdoor air swirling through the now open door seemed to make her nipples stand out in the thin shirt even farther as he watched. He almost missed her ask a second time what he wanted.
Suzan heard the bell and headed quickly down the stairs to answer the door. She wondered who in the world would be ringing their bell on a day like this. School had been out for two days and mom was still at work. She hardly expected any visitors. She was pretty new to this kind of weather. They never had snow like this in Florida, so she just assumed that when it did snow like this everything shut down. She was surprised to find that life went on, although school didn't. She had been told it was the busses that were the problem, but even kids living close to the school got out. She opened the door and recognized a boy she had seen from the neighborhood standing and holding a shovel on his shoulder.
"Yes?" She asked quietly as he stood there practically transfixed. "Yes, can I help you?"
"Oh yeah, sorry, lost in thought. I wondered if you wanted me to shovel your drive?"
"I don't know. Mom's not home. How much do you want to do it?"
"This much snow? I'd say forty."
"I've never had anyone shovel snow for us. Is that a lot?" She asked quietly.
"Lots less than a regular service would charge." He answered with a grin, "But then my overhead is a lot lower."
"Well, mom isn't home right now. She'll be home soon. I guess you can go ahead and do it." She said with a little shrug.
"Okay. I'll get started!" He said enthusiastically as he turned and walked off the covered porch. He dipped his shovel into the deep snow on the sidewalk and started tossing shovelful after shovelful into the front yard, quickly clearing the sidewalk as far as the driveway. She closed the door and headed back upstairs to her room.
"So who was that?" the other young lady asked from where she was curled up on the bed reading a Cosmo magazine.
"Boy from the next block over. Wanted to shovel our driveway. Is that kind of thing normal around here?" Suzan answered her as she plopped back on the edge of the bed. "Kind of cute. I've seen him around school but can't remember his name."
"Yeah some of the boys will do it for extra money." Trina said as she slid off the bed and walked to the window, pushing the curtain open to look down at the driveway. She stood and watched a few minutes before letting the curtain close.
"You know him?"
"Yeah. That's Eddie Westwood." Trina said with a very slight sigh.
"He's kind of cute."
"Yeah, if he wasn't such a loser he'd be a lot cuter." Trina said as she dropped back on the bed and picked up her magazine.
"Oh." Suzan answered knowingly. After thinking about it a few moments she asked, "What makes him a loser?"
"When he was a freshman he was brand new to the school. Some guys convinced him that I really had the hots for him and talked him into texting me a picture of his cock. Only thing was the number they gave him to text to wasn't mine and they spread the picture all over school."
"How does that make HIM the loser?" Suzan asked curiously. "Sounds to me like the guys that thought that up were the losers."
"Probably right, but they were the popular guys. Mostly jocks. I think Eddie kind of got a bum rap. Not to mention he did have a pretty good looking cock." She said with a crooked little smile.
"Oh, well, new kids always have a rough time. I'm just glad I've been accepted here as much as I have or I could be a female Eddie."
"You'd never be a female Eddie. You're not gullible enough to do something stupid like that."
"Dunno. If I really had a crush on someone I might send a picture of my boobs."
"Really? You think he really had a crush on me?"
"Either that or he's really a perv. But he seems like a nice guy at school, so I don't think it's that."
"Guess I never thought about it like that." Trina said with a shrug, getting off the bed and walking to the window again. "You think he really had a crush on me?"
"Seems like it to me." Suzan answered with a giggle. "I can't believe you didn't put that one together yourself."
Eddie shoved for well over an hour before he had the driveway cleared. Finally done he walked back to the front door and leaned the shovel against the front of the house. He rang the bell and waited expectantly, wondering if Suzan was going to come to the door in that outfit again.
"Hi Eddie. Mom's not home yet, wanna come in and wait?" Suzan asked, after opening the door.
"Sure, is she supposed to be home soon?" Eddie asked, partly hoping that it wasn't too soon as he looked at Suzan's thin shirt and slightly protruding nipples.
"Any time now. Come on in." She said, holding the door open for him. Eddie stepped inside and Suzan closed the door behind him as he pulled his jacket off. "Here, I'll take that." She said taking his coat as he was pulling his heavy pack boots off. She walked to a chair in the dining room and hung it over the back. "Come on. We can watch some TV while we wait if you want."
"Sure!" Eddie agreed readily as he followed Suzan down the front hall toward the rear of the house.
"Aren't your legs cold out there?" She asked, looking back at his jeans, wet up to the knees.
"Naw. Long underwear." He answered with a shrug as he followed her around the corner and into what he assumed was a family room. "Oh damn." He said under his breath when he saw Trina sitting on the sofa watching the TV.
"So, you can sit here." Suzan said, walking around the end of the sofa and sitting down on the other end, patting the cushion between her and Trina.
"I don't have to stay. I can always stop back later." He said hesitantly standing by the sofa.
"Nonsense! Come on. You worked hard out there. Take a load off and relax a few minutes." Suzan insisted, patting the sofa again. "Don't you wanna take that long sleeved shirt off? You have to be roasting in here."
"It is a bit warm in here." He agreed, still standing like a stone statue.
"You're not naked under it, are you?" Suzan asked with a giggle, thinking back to what Trina had said about his text.
"Huh? Um. No, I have a t-shirt on." Eddie answered in surprise.
"So take your heavy shirt off and sit a while." Trina said politely.
"I guess." Eddie answered, only now realizing that Trina was wearing a pair of rather snug sweat pants and a t-shirt, her much larger breasts poking the front of the shirt out significantly, her nipples showing almost as much as Suzan's were. He unbuttoned his flannel shirt and hung it over the back of the sofa and then stepped over between the two and settled down onto the sofa between the two girls.
"So was it hard to shovel all that snow?" Suzan asked after they had been watching the show on TV for a few minutes.
"Not too bad. I'm pretty used to it." Eddie answered.
"I'm from Florida. We don't get snow down there. This is all pretty weird for me." Suzan said. "Aren't you uncomfortable in those jeans? I mean they're wet all the way to your knees."
"Kinda, but again, I'm used to it. Not much I can do about it anyway. It's not like I'm gonna take my pants off." Eddie said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, I guess that would be kind of silly. I mean after what happened and all." Suzan said quietly.
"I think maybe I should leave." Eddie said with a frown, standing up, not really interested in having his nose rubbed in the dirt again.
"No! Stay. Please!" Suzan said, reaching out and grabbing for his hand and tugging it to keep him from walking away.
"Why? You're just going to make fun of me." Eddie said sarcastically.
"That wasn't my intent. Please. I'm sorry." Suzan said. "Come on, help me out here!" She said to Trina.
"Come on Eddie. Sit back down. We're not trying to make fun of you." Trina said looking up at him. "Suzan knows what happened. She doesn't think you're a loser. In fact, she was the one that said the dolts that tricked you were really the losers."
"Look, it's just us. No phones, no cameras, just the three of us. I just thought you'd be more comfortable out of your wet pants. If not, then that's okay too. Just sit back down and relax, okay?"
Eddie thought about it a few moments and then nodded silently, turning and sitting back down between the two girls.
"So Eddie. You got college lined up yet?" Trina asked as she lifted her feet up onto the sofa and twisted herself a little to face him.
"Yeah, I'm going to stay here and go to U." Eddie answered her.
"Yeah? Me too. I'm going to study chemistry. You?"
"Engineering." Eddie answered.
"How about you Suzan? Where you going?" Trina asked.
"I was thinking about going back to Florida State. I want to study architecture." She answered. "You sure you don't want to lose the pants Eddie? I mean they're dripping on the floor."
Eddie looked down at the puddles being created by the snow caked on the bottoms of the legs as it melted. "Yeah. Maybe I should go." Eddie said with a frown. "This was fun and all, but I don't want to make a mess in your house."
"No. Stay. Please." Trina said, reaching out and gently gripping his arm. "I want you to."
"Actually you've pretty much ignored me since the picture episode. Why now?" Eddie asked with a frown, expecting it to be some kind of trick to make fun of him again.
"I didn't realize at the time you had a crush on me. It was Suzan's idea that was why you took the picture. Everyone labeled you as a pervert, but you were really just looking to impress me, weren't you?" Trina asked him.
Eddie looked down at his lap and blushed, thinking back to that day when he took the picture and texted it, believing Frank that it would get her attention like nothing else. "Pretty much." He finally answered.
"So, do you still have a crush on me?" Trina asked.
That was a question Eddie didn't expect. He looked up at her in surprise, his cheeks still pink.
"It's okay. Actually I'm kind of flattered. You really risked a lot to try and show me and got the short end of the stick." Trina said quietly. "I'm really sorry it turned out that way."
"Yeah, well, live and learn." Eddie said quietly.
"You know, you're right!" Trina said suddenly. Eddie stared as Trina suddenly stood up and reached for the waistband of her sweatpants, hooked her thumbs in them and pushed then quickly down, the material clinging snugly to her thighs and rolling inside out as she bent over and pushed the band down. She stayed bent over while she worked the tight pants over her feet, dropping the pants on the floor and standing up again. Her T-shirt barely covered the small pair of colorful bikini panties she had on, at least for the moment. Eddie continued to stare, open mouthed, as she grabbed the hem of the shirt and pulled it up and off in one smooth motion, her tits bouncing and wiggling as she plopped back down on the sofa. Her breasts were round and full, sagging somewhat from their own weight, each one easily the size of a coconut. Her areola were large and round, covering a good portion of the front of each breast with a large rock hard nipple protruding from the exact center of each one.
"Damn!" Eddie breathed as he stared at her bare chest.
"You know, that's the same thing I said when I saw that picture of your cock." Trina said with a giggle. "So you gonna take your pants off now?"
Eddie looked Trina up and down, her entire body exposed except for her pussy, which was still covered by the panties. Trina looked at Eddie expectantly, her knee bent and leg cocked exposing the colorful material was pull snuggly across her pussy. He couldn't help but notice that the crotch of her panties were considerably darker than the rest of them, bringing a small grin to his lips. "Yeah. I'm good with it." He finally answered, pushing himself up. He quickly undid his jeans and worked them down, pulling the wet pants legs off his legs and tossing the partially wet pants aside. "Better?" he asked.
Trina looked up at his face, then down to the brown long johns and the huge bulge they contained. "Still look a bit overdressed to me." She finally said, looking up at him, chewing her lower lips lightly.
Eddie looked down at his long johns, blushing as he realized how far his underwear was tented out.
"Come on. Long johns too, okay?" Trina coaxed.
"That might be a bit much." Andrew answered quietly.
"Why? Unless...OH! Duh. Yeah, silly me. Kinda show a lot, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah, pretty much." Eddie said, sitting back down.
"I guess I can see that." Trina answered him. "I mean taking a picture is easy. In person it's a lot harder, right? But you wouldn't be nearly as bashful with a completely naked girl, would you? Or would that make it harder?"
Eddie blushed heavily, his cheeks and ears turning red. "I've never been with a completely naked girl." He said with a whisper.
Trina looked at him with surprise on her face. "Never? I mean you're good looking, for a guy. Hasn't a girl ever wanted to...you know... Mess around with you or anything?"
"Not really." Eddie whispered.
Trina took a deep breath and then stood up, stepping in front of Eddie. She looked at Suzan sternly. "You better not ever say a word about this to ANYONE!"
"Hey, my lips are sealed!" Suzan said, holding up both hands in front of her in surrender.
"Okay Eddie. Give me your hands." Trina coaxed, holding her hands out toward Eddie. He cautiously reached out and let her take his hands and pull them toward her, letting them rest on her hips and the low riding elastic band of the top of her panties. "Just push em down now." She whispered.
Eddie was practically frozen in place. His hands were on the hips of the nearly naked girl he still fantasized about and she was actually asking him to finish undressing her. He hooked his fingers into the elastic band and began to slowly pull down, afraid that she wasn't really serious and that she was going to tell him to stop. The elastic slipped down over her round ass, blond curls matching her long blond hair, peaked out over the material as he continued to slowly pull it down. Her round mound was fully exposed and he continued to pull down, exposing her full round pussy lips as he tugged the elastic band down her thighs. He stared at her pussy as he pushed the panties down farther, letting them slip to her ankles while he was bent toward her.
Trina reached out and rested her hands on his shoulders, his face only a foot from her now exposed pussy, closer than any other guy had been to it before. She stepped her feet out of the panties, leaving her completely naked. She looked down at him, his attention riveted to the space between her legs. She took another deep breath, preparing to do something else she'd never done before. She lifted one foot off the floor and set it on the sofa on one side of him, her now raised leg completely exposing her pussy to him. She was practically holding her breath as she waited for his reaction.
Eddie reached his hand up between her legs and gently stroked his fingertips across her full round pussy lips, feeling the wetness on them and the heat radiating from them, feeling an actual pussy for the first time. He gently stroked several times across them and then pressed his middle finger slightly harder, pressing it between her lips, which easily spread to accept his finger. He drew his hand back slowly, dragging his fingers across her lips and the one down between it, drawing it slowly across the very end of her pussy and the hard little bump he felt there.
"Ohhhh." Trina gasped softly as his finger dragged across her clit.
"I'm sorry!" Eddie said quickly, jerking his hand back. "I didn't mean to hurt you."
Trina reached out for his hand and pulled it back to her body, pressing it back between her legs. "It didn't hurt. It felt nice. More so than I expected, that's all."
"So you like this?" Eddie asked, going back to stroking her pussy as he had, one finger pressed between her lips and dragging it across that hard bump.
"Oh yes. Very much." She whispered as the tingles raced through her body with each stroke of his fingers. "Just keep doing that. Oh god. I'm going to come." She moaned softly after several minutes of his attentions, her legs beginning to tremble slightly.
"Seriously?" Eddie asked, surprised at how quickly she had become excited. "I thought it took girls a lot longer to do that."
"Usually when I play with myself it does. But your finger feels so good." She said breathlessly. "OH god Suzan, I'm going to come!" she squeaked as her whole body shuddered, her legs barely able to hold herself up. Finally she reached between her legs and gently drew his hand away. "Not too much." She said with a big grin, her face flushed bright pink. "Now it's your turn. Stand up." She said, pulling on his hand and stepping her foot off the sofa.
"If you're sure." Eddie said, nervously as he pushed himself up with one hand while she pulled with the other. Once he was standing Trina knelt down in front of him, her hands shaking slightly as she reached for the waistband of the insulated long underwear bottoms he was wearing. She tucked her fingers into the elastic and then paused, looking up at his face before starting to pull the underwear slowly down.
The underwear seemed to roll inside out as she pulled it down, the huge bulge his cock was making in the front seeming to pull down with it until it suddenly popped out, nearly hitting her in the face. "Oh!" she squeaked in surprise as his hardon pointed toward her face, his big mushroom head leaking a glistening drop of precum. Trina quickly pulled the underwear the rest of the way down to his ankles.
"You're gonna have to sit down for me to do this." She said, trying to get the underwear down over his heavy wool socks.
"Oh yeah." He said, leaning back and sitting down, his hardon sticking straight up in his lap.
Trina quickly pulled his socks off, tossing them over her shoulder, and then pulled the long johns down the rest of the way and off his feet, tossing them over her shoulder with a giggle as well. Her face turned serious again as she crawled between his legs, pushing his knees apart to make room for herself.
"Okay Here goes." Trina said as much to herself as anyone else as she reached her hand out for his cock. "Wow. It's kinda hot." She told Suzan as she wrapped her hand around it, her fingers not quite able to close all the way around the fat shaft. She reached with a second hand and wrapped that one around below the first, his mushroom head still sticking up exposed over her hands. "It really is huge," She whispered, her hands slowly sliding up and down his shaft.



"You should suck on it." Suzan coaxed, drawing both Eddies and Trina's attention back to her.
"I think you should get naked too. Not really fair for you to be checking all this out without you having to show too." Trina told her friend.
"Me? This was your idea, remember?" Suzan protested.
"You want me to suck him? Get naked and show me how." Trina said sharply.
Suzan looked at Eddie's face, his cock, Trina and then abruptly stood up. She stripped off her top, exposing her breasts, much smaller than Trina's but still extremely sexy looking to Eddie. He barely had time to take in the view of her tits before she was pushing her panties and shorts down in one motion, standing completely naked as she kicked her clothes off her feet.
"Okay. I haven't ever done it, but I've heard about it." Suzan said as she sat back down on the sofa next to Eddie. She leaned herself over, replacing Trina's hands with her own and leaning her face down toward his cock.
"Oh god." Eddie gasped as she closed her hot mouth around his mushroom head and began licking her tongue around it.
"So does it taste bad?" Trina asked.
Maureen Askland was surprised to see the driveway cleared. Someone had shoveled and she doubted it was her daughter. She hit the remote for the garage door and pulled in out of the still falling snow. She closed the overhead door behind her and climbed out of the car, smoothing down her skirt before leaning back in to grab her purse. It had been a long day she was glad dinner was already in the crock pot. She walked into the house and was surprised how quiet it was, considering that Suzan had a friend stay overnight. She heard the TV in the family room as she slipped her heels off and dropped them next to the door. She walked down the hall in her pantyhose covered feet and froze near the doorway. It had gotten dark outside and in the reflection in the patio door she could see her daughter, her friend Trina and a young man sitting on the couch. Her daughter seemed to be coaching her friend in how to suck the young man's cock.
She was about to interrupt the three, and then thought better of it as the young man let out a long groan.
"Yeah, it feels good," he said as her daughter shifted her position to bring one of her breasts up to his face.
She watched through the doorway as her daughter closed her eyes as he drew the front of her breast into his mouth. "Oh yeah. It does feel nice when you do that." She cooed quietly. "That was a good idea."
Maureen's attention moved back to the reflection of the three in the door, Suzan's friends head bobbing up and down on the young man's shaft, his hips trying uselessly to push up with each stroke. Her experience told her that he was getting extremely close to giving the young lady a surprise. She wondered if she was ready for the gift she was about to receive.
She watched the young lady bob her head up and down, her gaze focused more on his man sized cock, her own hand unconsciously pressing her skirt between her legs as she thought about how it would feel sliding in and out of her pussy. It had been a long time since she'd seen a nice big cock, let alone felt one inside herself. She hiked her skirt up, and pushed her pantyhose down to her thighs along with her little panties. She pressed her fingers between her legs and stroked her pussy as she watched the young lady bounce her head on his cock, his hips pushing up urgently.
"OH GOD!" he suddenly cried loudly, his hips thrusting up at the young lady with his cock in her mouth, her daughter's tit slipping from his mouth.
"Oh shit." The young lady gagged, trying to cover his spurting cock with her hand as if that could somehow contain the surging spurts of cum while she gagged from the first unexpected squirt.
Maureen eased back and padded to the door, her panties and hose still around her thighs, wondering what to do next. Her pussy was tingling and soaking wet at the thought of that cock pumping in and out of her.
She picked up her shoes, stepped back into the garage and stood there contemplating her next move.
"Suzan! I'm home!" They heard from the garage door, the sound of high heels banging against the floor.
"Shit! My mom!" Suzan squeaked, quickly scrambling off the sofa for her clothes. "Quick. Get dressed!" she hissed, pulling her own tank top on. Trina scrambled as well, forgoing her panties and pulling on her sweat pants. Eddie grabbed his jeans and pulled them over his legs and up over his still hard cock, trying frantically to snap them as they heard the sound of the high heels clopping down the hallway toward them.
"Suzan? You down here?" She called again.
"Yeah! Just watching TV mom!" She called as she pulled her shorts on, kicking her panties under the sofa.
"So, looks like someone shoveled for us!" She said as she turned into the room as the three of them were still falling onto the sofa.
"Yeah mom. I told Eddie he could shovel. He only wanted forty dollars."
"That sounds pretty reasonable for the amount of snow." She said as she walked around the sofa in front of them, Eddie still shirtless and with bare feet. "What's this?" She asked leaning down and pulling his long underwear out from under the sofa and holding it up. "Looks to me like you two have been entertaining Eddie while you were waiting for me to come home."
"MOM!? How can you say such a thing?" Suzan protested.
Mrs Askland stood with her hands on her hips, looking at the three. "Wanna try that again? You young lady have your shirt on inside out and your friend has her sweat pants on inside out. I'd be willing to bet that if I looked I'd find two pairs of girls panties under the sofa. Wanna try again?"
"Okay. Yeah we were messing around." Suzan answered reluctantly.
"So this is what I've taught you? Give your body to a strange boy?" Maureen scolded. "That is what this is, isn't it? Or is there something else you want to tell me?"
"This is Eddie. He's had a crush on Trina for several years and...well...I guess we got a bit carried away."
"So he has a crush on Trina, and somehow you ended up naked with your breast in his mouth?" She asked sternly. "Yes, I know." She said holding up her hand as her daughter tried to interrupt. Haven't I always told you that if you need or want to know something to come talk to me?"
"Yes mom, but..."
"No buts. You three have no idea what you're doing, do you? Have any of you been with someone of the opposite sex? No I thought as much." She said after studying their embarrassed looks for several seconds.
"Mrs Askland. Honest, we weren't doing anything wrong." Eddie said defensively.
She stepped toward Eddie and smiled sweetly as she knelt down in front of him. "Eddie, that's your name? Have you ever had a woman suck your cock before today?" She asked softly, reaching out to the crotch of his pants and grabbing his partly hard cock through his pants. With a grin, and without taking her eyes from his she addressed her daughter. "Sweetie. Why don't you reach over here and undo his pants."
"Seriously mom?" Suzie asked incredulously.
"Very seriously sweetie. If you're going to do something, learn to do it well. Now, I want you to reach over and undo his pants."
Eddie looked back and forth between Suzie and her mother, and the looks being exchanged between the two, somewhat uncomfortably. Finally Suzie reached over and replaced her mother's hand on his pants and began to undo them.
"Very good, now pull it out," Her mother said after she had the button undone and the zipper pulled down.
"Really mom?" Suzie asked.
"Fine." Her mother said testily. "Stand up Eddie."
"Huh?" Eddie asked in surprise.
"Stand up!" she repeated a bit more sharply, pushing herself back on her knees.
Eddie, hesitantly, stood up holding his pants up with one hand so they wouldn't fall down.
"Tell me Eddie. Is this really the first time you've been with a woman?" She asked as she reached out and took his hand from his pants, letting them fall down to his knees.
"Y...yes maam," Eddie stammered as she pushed his pants down to his ankles.
"Well, I'm sure you were enjoying what they were doing but if you want a woman to come back again you have to please her as much as she pleases you. Lift your foot." She coaxed.
She pulled his pants down off his foot and then coaxed him to lift his other, leaving him completely naked. She pushed herself up off the floor and stood in front of him. "At least you have three women here to practice on. Maybe the girls will get a little more interested as the lesson progresses, especially since it will probably be they who benefit long term from this." She said as she reached out for his hands. "Now the first thing to understand is that women don't get turned on like men do. Men are highly visual, they're easily aroused by what they see. Women on the other hand are more aroused by sensations. Not that seeing doesn't arouse them, but let's face it, a picture of a cock is just a picture. Seeing a cock and thinking about how it would feel inside them...that's arousing. The best way to push that little spark into a fire is with touches. You should know how to undress a woman. Have you ever undressed a woman before?"
"No maam." Eddie answered in a whisper.
"If you're going to undress me we should probably be a bit less formal. Call me Maureen."
"Yes maam, I mean Maureen." Eddie stammered nervously.
"Now start unbuttoning my blouse." She said in a somewhat demanding tone.
Eddie nervously reached out to her blouse and began to unbutton the first button his fingers found.
"Okay Eddie. Stop there." She said closing her hands around his. "Would you start eating a steak by cutting a little piece out of the middle? Or would you start at an end?"
"At an end I guess." He answered her.
"Then start at an end with a blouse too. Doesn't matter which, top or bottom, but start at one end." She said more soothingly, moving his hands to the top button.
He nervously began to unbutton the first button with his slightly shaking hands.
"Remember what I said about sensations? How might you provide some sensations that would attract me?"
"Um, I don't know." Eddie finally answered after several seconds.
"Kiss me silly. You don't need to watch your hands do you? Step close to me and kiss me while you undo the buttons. Give my mind something sexy to think about while you're slowly exposing my body. That's the part you want, my body exposed so you can see it. I want something different. I want to FEEL you." She said quietly, reaching her arms out to his neck and gently pulling him closer to her. They were almost the same height in her high heels and she quickly pressed her soft full lips to his.
Eddie felt her tongue teasing his lips, trying to press between them and opened his mouth. Her tongue snaked into his mouth and teased the tip of his tongue, swirling around his and teasing it to come play. Eddie almost forgot about the buttons as his mind clouded and his cock hardened from the erotic kiss he was receiving.
"Don't forget to work on the buttons." She whispered as she let their lips separate for a few moments, both of them catching their breath. "Good. Much better." She whispered as his hands began to slowly move from button to button, the silk of her blouse spreading apart slightly with each newly freed button. "Now you're as far as you can go." She said when his fingers reached where the blouse disappeared into the waistband of the skirt. "Women spend a lot of time picking and caring for their clothes. It's a real turn off if a guy doesn't appreciate them. Don't yank the blouse out of the skirt, shift your focus for a moment. Let your hands slide around her waist, caress her hips and then her ass. You're doing two things, feeling for a zipper and enticing her to want your hands against her bare skin. Go ahead, you can do it."
Eddie slipped his hands around her waist, running them down over her full round butt, squeezing her cheeks through the skirt.
"Gently, gently. Don't grope, tease!" She coaxed.
Eddie slid his hands around more, letting his fingers press against the material only hard enough for her to feel his fingers through the material.
"Very good. Now the zipper, just undo it and whatever little clasp holds the waist together. No, don't look. Use your fingers. We don't mind if it takes a few moments longer if we think you're more interested in us than getting us out of our clothes. Kiss me again." She said somewhat breathlessly as Eddie pulled the zipper of her skirt down and fumbled with the clasp holding the waist closed.
"Mmmmm." Much better that time." She cooed as he broke the kiss, his fingers having finally mastered the little clasp. "Now just let the skirt fall down. Don't force it, just coax it so that gravity will do the work. Not bad. Next time just lay your hand flat on my body and let your fingertips coax it down until it just slides down on its own. Now rub my butt again. Just like before, tease it, stroke it. Make me want your hands on my bare skin. Ohhhhh that's it. That's better, much better." She cooed softly as he rubbed his hands around her butt, the silk blouse between his hands and her pantyhose covered rump.
As he rubbed he worked his hands under the tail of the blouse, his fingers feeling the smoothness of the hose and the edges of her panties.
"Now let's finish the blouse. You definitely have me wanting to feel your hands on my bare skin. " she coaxed softly her pussy getting even wetter with anticipation as Eddie stroked her butt, his fingers sliding all the way down under the round curve of her ass and practically teasing between her legs slightly.
"Yes maam." He whispered.
"Maureen." She corrected softly as his fingers undid the last three buttons of the blouse. "Now gently slide your hands up my front, inside the shirt. Oh yeah, just like that. Fingers up, all the way to my shoulders. Now slide the shirt off and let your hands run down my arms as you chase the sleeves down my arms. Ohhhhh yeah. You do learn fast. That's a very good touch." She cooed softly as the blouse slipped over her wrists and fell to the floor behind her. "Now my bra. Many men have trouble with this so just take your time." She said, stepping closer to him to press her bra covered chest to his bare chest. "It's little hooks in a metal loop." She whispered as Eddie worked to undo the clasp. "There you go." She added approvingly as she felt the elastic strap around her torso loosen. "Now step back just a little and slide your hands up my back. Ohhhhhh yeah, that's nice. Just tease the straps off my shoulders and let it slide down my arms. No, don't pull, just let them hang there a moment. What you do next will make all the difference to some women." She whispered softly to him.
"How so?" He asked curiously.
"Many women are very self conscious about their breasts. Kind of like how nervous you were exposing your cock to me. Some women want to be teased into exposing themselves and then they want to know that what is exposed is appreciated. So start at my neck and kiss your way down my chest, kissing slowly back and forth, let the cups fall away when they're ready." She coaxed.
Eddie leaned his head down to her neck and began kissing softly, working down her neck to her shoulder, squatting down slightly so he could continue to work lower, kissing back and forth across the tops of her large round breasts. The cups of the lacy bra rolled down somewhat but were held in place by the weight of the large mounds holding the lower elastic band against her body.
"Gently roll the cups down to expose the front of my breasts and cup them with your hands. Ohhhhh nice. So gentle. Your hands feel hot against my bare skin. Mmmmmmmm lift them a little and the bra will fall away and you'll have all of them exposed. Now just keep kissing until you come to the nipples. Ohhhhhh yeah." She cooed as Eddie kissed down and around each large breast, their weight surprisingly heavy in his hands, their large size flowing over even his big hands.
"Now swirl your tongue around each nipple and then suck them into your mouth. For now be gentle, very gentle and tender. Oh god yes, like that. You are getting my pussy so wet." She cooed moving her hands to his head and gently stroking his hair. "Now, keep playing with my tits with your mouth and slide your hands down to my waist. Pantyhose are tight, so just slide your hands into them for a moment. Oh yeah, rub your hands around a little and then push them down. That's it. Ohhhhh god yes." She moaned as he sucked her other nipple into his mouth while pushing the pantyhose down her legs.
Eddie let her nipple slip from his mouth and squatted down even farther, rolling the silky material of her hose down her legs, rolling them down to her feet. She lifted one foot after another, slipping them out of the heels and letting him pull the hose off her feet before stepping down to the bare floor. Without prompting by Maureen he slid his hands up both legs and hooked his fingers in her panties, slowly pulling them down her legs. With her now completely naked, he started to pull back.
"Just because I'm naked, don't quit. Just kiss lower. I know you want to see what I look like nude, but if you just kiss your way down you'll get a wonderful close up view." She said to him quietly, steering his head with her hands as she continued to slowly stroke his hair. "Ohhhhh yeah." She whispered as his kisses worked across her stomach and down to her shaved mound. Eddie kissed lower, finally planting light kisses on the top edges of her pussy, her panties now down to her ankles.
"Very good. Very good indeed. Let your hand slide between my legs. Stroke me, tease me. Let your fingers find my lips and just gently stroke between them for a few minutes before doing anything else." She cooed as she felt his hand slide up between her legs. She so wanted to just go bend over the sofa and let him push that cock into her, but she also knew that it wasn't time for that yet. "Ohhhh I'd love for you to keep doing that, but I think Trina and my daughter would appreciate being undressed now."
"Okay." Eddie said as he stood up, looking up and down Mrs Askland's nude body. She looked very much like Suzan had nude, but with bigger tits and her pussy looked a bit different. She had lots more folds of skin sticking down from her pussy than Suzan did. He turned and held a hand out to Trina, really wanting to undress her first.
"I'm not sure..." Trina said hesitantly.
"Oh come now Trina. You were already naked in front of him once. You really aren't that bashful, now are you?"
"No, I guess not." She answered, taking Eddie's hand and letting him pull her up from the sofa.
Eddie really did have a crush on Trina, and at the moment his mind was focused as much on getting his now raging hardon into her pussy as anything else. He took a breath and stepped up to her, his cock pushing against her stomach as he wrapped his arms around her body and leaned against her to kiss her.
Trina felt his lips press to hers and his tongue stroke across her lips. She parted her lips slightly and allowed him to sweep his tongue between them and across the tip of her tongue. She felt his hips press against hers and wormed both hands between their bodies, closing around his rock hard cock. She slowly stroked it with both hands, moving them up and down only an inch or two as he kissed her, little tingles starting to radiate out from her pussy as she began to think about how it might feel to have what was in her hands inside her pussy. It wasn't that she was a complete virgin, at least not in all respects. She'd made out with a lot of guys and stroked a few of them off and let them put their fingers inside her, but she'd never felt a cock inside her, and at that moment there was one she wanted more than any other.



She felt his hands begin to roam around her back, sliding up and down until they slipped under her shirt. She felt his bare hands on her back, teasing under the shirt as they worked higher, his wrists dragging the shirt up higher until she could feel her hands and his bare cock head against the bare skin of her stomach. She let him pull the shirt material up between them feeling her rock hard nipples press against his bare chest. She let go of his cock and raised her hands, breaking the kiss long enough for him to pull the shirt up and off her body. She lowered her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his again, her tongue pushing into his mouth as his hands returned to her bare back.
Slowly Eddie stroked his hands in circles around her back, his fingers sliding down lower with each circle until they were sliding across the top of the waist of her sweat pants. Slowly he allowed his fingers to force the material down lower, each trip pushing it lower as he slid his fingers between the elastic band and her bare skin. He felt the curve of her lower back and the beginning of her round rump against his palms as he worked the material lower and lower, finally pushing it low enough to cup her round firm ass cheeks.
He left the material where it was, rolled in a bunch around her thighs, most of her body exposed to his hands, and slid them up her sides to cup her round breasts. He pushed each round soft breast up with the palm of his hand, his finger teasing her nipples as he gently pulled himself away from her. Reluctantly she released his neck and allowed him to kiss his way down her body, feeling his hot breath and his soft hot mouth kissing ever closer to her nipples.
"Ohhhhhh yessssss." She hissed softly as he closed his lips around her left nipple and sucked it deeply into his mouth. She could feel little tingles running up and down her body as his hands left her breasts and began rubbing down her sides to her ass again. She could feel him pushing the material down her legs, freeing more of her bare skin to his hands as he stroked up and down her leg, always pushing the bunched up material lower when he stroked his hands down. She lifted each foot in turn and then stood nude in front of him, feeling his mouth on her breasts, working from one to the other while his fingers slid up her thighs and then between her legs. "Ohhhh god I wanna fuck you." She whispered as his fingers pressed between her sopping wet pussy lips and stroked across her hard excited clit.
"Very good work Eddie." Mrs Askland said from behind him. "Now why don't both of you strip down my daughter."
"Huh?" Suzie asked in surprise. "Both of them?"
"Of course. If you're going to have sex with more than one partner it's only polite to include them all. A woman's lips on your breasts will feel every bit as good, and some say even better than a man's." she told her daughter.
"But isn't that kind of weird?" Trina asked, her eyes wide as she looked over at her friend.
"I believe the word you're looking for is kinky, but if you think about it it's not any more weird or kinky than taking his cock in your mouth. That is what both of you did, isn't it?"
"Yeah." Suzie answered quietly as she got up from the sofa.
"Eddie, Trina. Feel free." Mrs Askland said, walking over to a chair and dragging it out of the corner and settling into it.
Eddie stepped over and wrapped his arms around Suzie and pulled her gently to him. He leaned his face to hers and gently kissed her lips before pulling away slightly. "You okay with this?" He whispered. "I mean I'd have sex with Trina in a hot second, but, well, you're pretty damn hot too."
"Well, it is kinda weird having my mom in here, but if she hadn't come home I was thinking it might be kind of fun to fuck you too." She whispered back. "I mean you do have a pretty big cock, and well...Hell I'll admit it, other than my toy I keep hidden upstairs, I'm kinda a virgin."
"Seriously?" Eddie asked in surprise. "You?"
"Uh huh." She admitted, "Trina is too. I mean we both do things with ourselves, but well, yeah, I guess we all are then." She answered with a giggle.
"So you wanna do this then?" Trina asked.
Suzie turned her head and looked at Trina and giggled. "Hell if I can't get fucked the first time with my best friend, when would I?"
"So, we done talking?" Mrs Askland asked.
"Yeah, we are mom." Suzan said, quickly pulling her tank top up and off, worming her arms between Eddies to get the material free. Eddie stepped back and she pushed her shorts down, allowing her to kick them off her legs. "So which one of us is going to get fucked first?" She asked, looking at Trina and Eddie.
"So, we're ready to jump right to fucking? No more foreplay?" Mrs Askland asked from where she was sitting. "Well, first things first. Trina, are you on any kind of birth control?"
"No," She said meekly.
"Okay, well in that case we have to make sure Eddie doesn't unload inside you. At least not today. If you want I'll take you down to planned parenthood sometime this next week and we can get you on the pill. Eddie, unless you want to become a father, I suggest you pay attention here. Under NO circumstances can you cum inside Trina. If you feel like you're even coming close, pull yourself out. Both Suzie and I are on birth control so you'll have ample opportunity to have the full ride."
"You?" Eddie asked in surprise.
"Mother!" Suzie exclaimed in surprise.
"Of course. I'm a woman. A very turned on woman too. I wouldn't mind at all feeling you plunging in and out of my pussy. Besides, I know a few tricks that I wouldn't mind teaching my daughter. Now Trina. Why don't you lay down on the floor. Yes, right there." She said coaxing Trina to lay in the middle of the floor. "The missionary position is the most basic and the oldest sex position. Many women like it best because they can see the face of the man screwing them, and in many loving relationships that's an important factor. There are lots of other positions we can learn and play with, but in this case, why don't you two start there." She said, getting up from the chair and stepping over to kneel next to Trina. "Eddie, come on down her and kneel between her legs."
Eddie stepped between her legs and knelt down, Maureen reaching out to grasp his cock and stroke it slowly a few times.
"Mmmmmm god such a nice looking cock. Now lean over her like you're going to do a pushup. That's it." Maureen said, aiming his cock at Trina's waiting pussy. She rubbed his cock up and down between Trina's wet pussy lips several times before coaxing him with her other hand to push toward her farther. "There you go." She cooed as he slipped into Trina's tight little pussy. "Now you don't want to hurt her, so go easy at first. Short little strokes to lubricate your cock so it doesn't grab her lips and pinch and also to let her expand around you."
"Oh god." Trina moaned from below him as he started to bounce in little short strokes, pumping his cock deeper and deeper into her until he was stroking the full length of his shaft in and out of her.
"Good, very good." Maureen cooed, "be careful not to pull too far back or you might slip out. That's very frustrating for both of you. Now Suzie, you're not to be left out. Come on down here."
Suzie knelt down next to her mom on the floor and brushed her long blond hair back behind her ear. "This position does allow for a little extra play between partners. Since we want to be sure she climaxes long before Eddie, why don't you reach in between them and play with her clit."
"Mom!? Really?" Suzie protested.
"Yes dear. Get on all fours and reach in between them and rub her clit."
Suzie sighed deeply and then rolled herself on all fours, reaching tentatively between Trina and Eddie, her fingers finding her clit. His strokes brought him down to nearly, but not quite, touch her fingers as she began to massage Trina's clit in small circles. "OH god!" Suzie squealed suddenly, her whole body jerking in surprise at her own mothers touch.
"Just relax. Rub her clit and I'll rub yours. I want your pussy to stay excited when Trina comes because I'm going to ask you to take her place."
"Oh god. If you say so," Suzie moaned loudly as her mother stroked her fingers back and forth between her pussy lips, rubbing her finger across her hard clit with each stroke.
"Now watch Trina. Can you see how her hips are lifting in time with his? She's getting closer to climax. Lean your face down and nibble one of her nipples. Not too hard, but nibble it with your teeth."
"Me?" Suzie asked breathlessly.
"Uh huh." Her mother coaxed.
Suzie looked back at Trina, laying with her eyes closed, her hips rising to meet Eddie's strokes. She leaned her face down and sucked the front of Trina's tit into her mouth, closing her teeth on the rigid nipple and then pulling back, allowing it to slip from between her teeth. The response was almost immediate.
"OH GOD I'M COMEING!" Trina screamed at the ceiling as her whole body suddenly started to shake and tremble. "OHHHH GOD OH GO OH GOD!" she cried over and over as her hips pushed up toward Eddie, practically stopping his strokes. She lay on the floor for nearly half a minute, jerking and shuddering before she reached for Suzie's hand and pushed it away.
"Very good. Now Eddie, pull out." Maureen commanded. "Suzie, crawl right over Trina with your ass pointed at Eddie." She said as Eddie pulled his glistening cock from Trina's pussy.
Suzie moved her leg across Trina, settling on her knees astride her body, her feet near Trina's knees. Mrs Askland moved Trina's legs over her daughter's so that Suzie's pussy was nearly over the top of Trina's.
"Okay Eddie. This is often called a doggie position, well mostly because that's how dogs do it. Lots of women really enjoy this position because it allows even deeper penetration. If the man has a short cock this helps get it deeper. You don't have to worry about that, but it will allow you to push as far into her as you can. So go ahead. Put yourself into her pussy."
Eddie looked at Mrs Askland and then at Suzie's ass. When the day started he had no prospects of having sex any time soon, and now he had already been inside the girl of his dreams and now he was getting ready to put it into one of the more popular girls. He wasn't about to pass this up. He scooted forward on his knees and rubbed his head between her lips until he found the little entrance to her pussy, and then conscious of Mrs Askland's comments about how fast, pushed slowly inside her pussy. He could feel the tightness of her pussy gripping him as he pressed slowly forward, her tunnel seeming to expand just enough to accept his fat girth. "Ohhhh damn." He groaned softly as he involuntarily pulled back a little and then pushed forward again, driving himself a little deeper into her incredibly tight pussy.
"Now Eddie, you have to make sure she climaxes before you. I know you're already close, your young cock's just not used to this kind of stimulation, but you have to make sure she's pleased first or you may not get a second chance. Understand?"
"Uh huh." Eddie grunted in response as he started plunging his cock in and out of Suzan's young pussy, his thighs slapping loudly against her bare ass.
"Trina, you can help him out. Use your fingers on her clit and feel free to suck her nipples. Your goal is to help your boyfriend by getting her to climax as hard as possible." Mrs Askland coaxed.
Trina looked at her and then back to Suzie's hanging tits. She lifted her head and closed her mouth around one of Suzie's nipples and sucked on it as she reached down and found her clit, quickly rubbing it in circles the way that Suzie had done to her.
"Oh god yes. Oh god ohhhhhh fuck me!" Suzie cried softly as Eddie pounded into her over and over again, his fat cock stroking in and out of her, his fat head caressing each inch of her excited tunnel as it plunged deep into her. She could feel his fat head banging against her cervix over and over, sending little tingles racing through her whole body.
"That's it. Enjoy the sensations. Feel his fat cock stroking in and out, his cock expanding as he gets closer to his own climax. Can you feel it? Listen to his sounds too. How close he's coming. His grunts and groans changing tone. Are you ready? Do you want to feel him unload inside you?" Mrs Askland whispered to her daughter.
"Oh yesss. I wanna feel him come in me!" she moaned loudly.
"Any second now you will." She said, looking at Eddie and knowing that his young body had about all the stimulation it could handle without coming.
"AHHHHH FUCK!" Eddie suddenly shouted, his body jerking so hard that he knocked Suzie off balance, pushing her down onto Trina as he fell forward his cock spurting his cum deep into her pussy.
"FUCK!" Suzie squeaked as her own body suddenly began jerking and trembling, her breath coming in gasps as her orgasm washed over her in wave after waved timed to the strong surges of hot cum pumping into her pussy from Eddie's surging cock. "Ohhhhh god god god." She mumbled as she lay on top of Tina, her tits smashed into Trina's face and her body continuing to jerk and tremble for long seconds.
"I'm sorry." Eddie breathed heavily as he picked himself up off Suzie and Trina.
"Don't apologize for having a good orgasm. It was a powerful one, but in the future you should be prepared and careful not to hurt your partner. There may be places that it's not advisable to lose your balance that way."
"Um, okay," Eddie answered as he knelt there, his cock oozing more cum which dripped in long stringy strands to the floor, his twitching cock glistening with Suzie's cum.
"Now, come with me." Mrs Askland said, standing up and holding a hand out to him. He climbed to his feet and she led him back to the sofa, sitting him on the center cushion and then kneeling in front of him. She pushed his knees apart and then leaned her face down between his knees, her big tits hanging down between his legs as she closed her mouth around his cock. "Yum." She cooed between licks as she sucked and licked his cock while the girls watched from where they both sat on the floor.
"Mom!?" Suzie finally said, "What are you doing?"
"Well sucking his cock of course." She answered before closing her lips around his cock again.
"But mom!"
"Sweetie. I haven't had a cock in my pussy in over four years. I think Eddie can handle pleasing one more woman tonight. I mean if he's going to learn to give you two multiple orgasms we're going to have to teach him so much more." She said before returning to his cock. "Now look at this girls. This is the wonderful thing about a young man's cock compared to an older man. See how quickly he gets hard again? It's only been a few minutes and he's already hard enough for me to climb onto him."
"MOM!" Suzie said sharply. "Really? You're going to fuck our boyfriend?"
"Watch and learn sweetie." Mrs Askland said as she lifted herself up and climbed onto the sofa with her knees straddling Eddies hips. "This is called cowgirl. Lots of men love this position because it's so versatile." She said as she reached down between them and aimed his cock toward her pussy. "OHHHHHH MY GOD!" She moaned loudly as she settled on his cock, her sopping wet pussy engulfing his long fat shaft. "Geez is his cock incredible. You girls are so fucking lucky" She gasped as she started to slowly lift and drop herself on his cock. "Men love this position because they can see your tits bounce, and they can play with them," She added as Eddie reached up to her tits and tried to cup and hold them as she bounced. "It's also versatile. One of you might want to try letting him lick your pussy while the other rides like this. That way you can all three enjoy pleasure at the same time."
"Uh god." Eddie grunted as Maureen changed her motion, rocking her hips while she slid up and down, changing the pressure on his cock with every stroke.
"I'm going to come Eddie. Feel my pussy when I do. Concentrate on how it feels around your cock. You want to know how it feels so you can tell if she's really climaxing or faking it. Oh god. Here it comes!" Maureen cried loudly, leaning back and using her hands on his knees to hold herself up her body trembled and shook. In the middle of her orgasm she reached between her own legs and began to frantically stroke her own clit, Eddie staring at her as her body trembled and shook, her fingers practically flying across her clit. "OHHHH FUCK!" she suddenly screamed loudly, a huge gush of juice shooting out around Eddie's cock, splashing from his thighs and pubic mound up onto his stomach and chest. Three times her body jerked and spewed more of her cum onto Eddie where it dripped and trickled down his body and on to the sofa.
"That girls, is what is known as squirting." Maureen panted. "No before you ask Eddie, it's not pee. It's woman cum. Lots of women do that, some don't, but it's nothing to be afraid of. It just means that it was a very intense orgasm."
"Oh." Eddie said.
"Go ahead, taste it. It won't hurt you." She said, as she sat stride him, dipping her finger in her own juices and holding it out for him. "Go ahead. It's fine, I promise."
Eddie looked at it as if it was going to bite.
"Eddie, I just sucked your cock, tasting not only your cum, but also my own daughters juices on your cock. You sure you want to turn your nose up at this?"
"Probably not." Eddie finally admitted.
"Okay, then." She said lifting herself up off his cock and leaning her pussy toward his face. "Go ahead and lick me."
Eddie looked at her hesitantly and then reached for her ass and pulled her toward his face, reaching his tongue out and stroking it up between her lips. "ohhhh god yes. You can do that all you want sweetie. Ohhhhhhh god." She moaned as he licked slowly over and over between her lips. "If one of you girls want to make him come again before we eat dinner, be my guest. Otherwise I may do it myself."
"Me." Trina said quickly, getting up and stepping in front of him.
"Good girl. Now turn around and face away from him. Now back up, your legs outside his. That's it. Now lean over and feel between your legs for his cock. That's it. Now feel his head and rub it between your lips. There you go. Now just sit down on it. Ohhhhh...went right in didn't it? I could feel by how deep he pressed his tongue up into me. It always goes in easier the second time."
"Ohhhhh god he still feels so big in me though." Trina groaned as she settled her ass against his legs.
"Yes dear. It will. It feels exquisitely large, doesn't it?"
"Uh huh." She moaned softly as she started to bounce up and down on his shaft, her hands on his knees for leverage as she rocked herself up and down his shaft. "God Eddie. We could have been doing this for the last four years?"
"MMmmphf." Eddie agreed into Maureen's wet pussy. His whole high school time had been spent shying away from girls and now, when it was almost over, he was finally getting to have the one person he had dreamt of so many times, not once, but over and over again.
"Ohhhh damn Eddie, You are good with that tongue. After dinner we're going to have to let you practice on the girls, but right now you have me getting damn close to another climax. You're not going to come again yet, are you?"
Eddie nodded his head between licks up her pussy, his tongue diving deep between her lips with each lick, sliding his tongue along her wet slit and then flicking several times across her protruding clitoris. Each stroke seemed to bring more juices from deep within her, the taste slightly sweet and honey like, though nearly as thin as water. He couldn't help but buck his hips up into Trina as she pumped herself up and down his shaft, her moans growing by the moment as her wonderfully tight pussy caressed his cock and inched him closer to yet another orgasm.



"Gonna come!" Eddie grunted, pulling his face from Maureen's pussy long enough to warn Trina.
"Good boy. Trina, He's given you warning. You can either climb off and I'll ride him to completion or you can finish him yourself.
"I don't want to get off." She moaned. "So close to coming again."
Maureen pulled away from his face and stepped across him, climbing off the sofa to stand in front of Trina. "Come on dear. There'll be more later. This isn't the time to make this kind of a mistake."
"Ohhhhh god." She moaned, pulling off Eddie's cock and standing up.
"Suzie, honey. Go up to mama's room, and in the drawer of my night stand you'll find a little colored bag. Go bring that down real quick would you?"
"Sure mom." Suzie said from where she was sitting in the chair her mother had been in before, two fingers stuffed in her own pussy.
With Trina now off his cock Eddie couldn't quite keep from reaching for his own cock and stroking it.
"Stand up Eddie." Maureen said, holding a hand out. "Trina, kneel here in front of him. That's it." She said as Trina knelt to her knees in front of Eddie. "Some times of the month it's nice to have sex without having intercourse. Boob guys will always enjoy this." She added stepping behind Trina and reaching around to squeeze her tits together, cupping and lifting each of them. "Eddie, just press your cock between her tits and start stroking. Trina, tip your head down and each time he strokes up, let the head of his cock slip into your mouth. Your saliva will lubricate his cock.
Eddie looked down at Trina and pressed his cock between her soft tits and started stroking. Within moments he was stroking with abandon, his hands replacing Maureen's hands, squeezing and playing with her tits while he held them together around his cock."Oh god, Gonna come!" He grunted as Suzie came back in with the little bag.
"Trina, when he comes try to take his head in your mouth. I know you gagged before, but just turn your head so that he doesn't shoot down your throat."
"Ohhhhhh GOD!" Eddie grunted, his body jerking and pushing his cock up between her tits and into her mouth. His body jerked over and over, pumping more cum into her mouth as he stood, his legs trembling slightly.
"That's it. Now swallow it down. It's okay. It's an acquired taste." Maureen said with a chuckle as Trina made a face and swallowed.
"Eddie, this is a lesson every man should learn. Kneel down and kiss her. A good long sexy French kiss."
"Really?" Eddie asked making a face.
"Yep. If she's going to be willing to lick your cock , taste her own pussy on you and swallow your cum, the least you can do is to be willing to kiss her for it."
Eddie dropped down slowly to his knees and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling Trina's soft tits to his chest, his softening cock pressing against her mound. Tentatively he pressed his lips to hers, which she eagerly returned, her lips opening and her tongue pressing into his mouth. At first he was hesitant, but he quickly got used to the slightly salty taste and kissed her back, their kiss growing more passionate by the second.
"God." Trina finally breathed, breaking their embrace.
"Okay Eddie. You still have to please your woman, even though you're done for the moment. Trina, sit on the sofa, right on the edge. That's it. Now lean back. Suzie, bring me the bag. These are vibrators. They're basically toys for women to use when they don't have a man to fill them or for couples to use to enhance their play. At the moment we only have one cock and it's in demand, so we'll let him learn how to help himself with one of these." She said pulling a long purple shaft looking device from the bag. It had a coned end on it and a knob on the other end.
"I think I can guess what I do with this!" Eddie said with enthusiasm, aiming it at Trina's pussy.
"You have the right idea. Just do it right. Spread her lips with your fingers, that's right. Now stick it in your mouth. Yes I'm serious. Stick it into your mouth. If she wasn't wet you'll have to use some artificial lubricant, but in this case a little saliva will do fine. Taste good? It should. It had my cum on it the other day." She said with a grin. "Now gently rub the tip up and down her pussy and then gently press it in. Thaaaaat's it." She cooed. Now hold her lips apart and lick her clit. Yes there, the hard little nub you have exposed. That's it! Get right in there and lick on it while you slide the vibrator in and out."
"Oh god." Trina mumbled. "Feels a lot different than his cock. I'd rather have his cock going in and out of me."
"I know dear, but this is the best option for the moment. Just remember who's doing it and why. He wants you to come. He wants to see your body climax." Maureen said softly. "Just imagine his cock sliding in and out of you again."
"Ohhhhhh yeah. Yeah. On my clit. Oh god yes. There. I like that." Trina cooed as Eddie slowly pressed the vibrator in and out of her pussy, the small device humming away while he circled his tongue around her hard clit. "Ohhhh god yes. MMMMMMM yeah." She moaned louder, pushing her hips up toward his face. "Yeah. God fuck me Eddie! Fuck me with your big cock! Oh god! Ohhhhhhhh yeahhhh YEAHHHH OH SHIT!" She cried as her body dissolved into shudders and shakes, her whole body trembling uncontrollably for several long seconds.
"Very nice." Maureen said, pulling Eddie's hand and the vibrator from Trina's leaking pussy. "Now, I don't know about you three, but I'm starved and dinner has been ready for over an hour. If you think you three can share a quick shower without getting lost in another round of sex play you can use the one in my bathroom, I'll finish getting dinner on the table. Eddie, I think I'm going to need the driveway shoveled in the morning again. Since school is already canceled for tomorrow, how about you just stay the night?"
"Seriously?" Eddie asked in surprise, looking toward Suzie and Trina to see their reactions.
"Very seriously. Do you need to call your parents or anything? We have a guest room you're welcome to use, although I doubt the girls will allow you to actually sleep in it since it's a king sized bed." Maureen said with a smile. "I may just call in sick to work tomorrow myself." She added as she stood up.
By the way, I have a rule about eating naked here. You girls can look in the bottom left drawer of my dresser and pick something to wear. I have something already in mind for Eddie." She called as the three got up and started for the hallway.
"What's in the bottom drawer?" Trina asked as they bounded up the stairs.
Suzie just grinned as she walked down the hall to her mother's room, turned on the light and pulled the dresser drawer open. Inside the drawer was a wide array of sheer outfits, most of which Trina could quickly see would hide almost nothing, but then she suspected that was the idea. "Come on. Shower's this way." She said as she got up and walked across the room, pushing open the door to the master bathroom with its huge whirlpool tub and walk in shower. Maybe we'll get dirty little Eddie in the tub with us later." She added with a grin, looking back at Eddie. "How about it Eddie? Wanna spend the night? I'll let you wash our naked bodies all you want and promise that I'll ride you until you come before bedtime tonight."
"And after that?"
"How about you curl up behind me, your hard cock inside me and snuggle me up. I'd love to feel how that feels with your arm around me, cupping my breast as we go to sleep. I've always thought that was the perfect position for lovers to go to sleep in." Trina said barely louder than a whisper.
Eddie looked at her and asked quietly. "So yesterday I was strange and to be left alone, but tonight I'm a lover? What happens when school starts again? What am I then?"
"How about being my boyfriend?" Trina asked quietly.
"How about being OUR boyfriend? Not too many guys can boast that they have two of the hottest chicks in school sharing him!" Suzie said with a grin as she pulled the two of them into the shower. "Of course no one needs to know that we do this, it'll be our secret, but just between you and me, I don't want it to stop."
"Me either." Trina said quietly, "Which might sound strange, but I'm good with it. What about you Eddie?"
"I'm okay with it. The only question I have, is what do we do about your mom?" Eddie asked questioningly.
"Fuck her!" Suzie said emphatically.
"Huh?"
"I mean it. Fuck her. Not all the time, but once in a while. It'll make her a lot happier around here to get a little cock and I have a hunch that she'll teach you all kinds of good things that you can use on and with us!" Suzie said with a grin. "Now we better get showered or we'll be going hungry if I know my mom." With that she turned and turned on the water, the sound of the spray raining down on the three of them drowning out any further conversation that Mrs Askland could hear from outside the bathroom door.
She walked to the dresser, pulled out a little yellow slip of material and headed down the stairs with a smile, knowing that life around her house had just become much more interesting for all of them.
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Let's face it. Every college professor knows that the fastest way to get escorted off campus for good is to have sexual relations with one of your students, undergraduate or graduate. That isn't saying that a professor can't have sex with a student, just not one that he has in his class, or who works for him. This is one of the biggest no no's that every faculty member who values his or her job has to keep in the forefront of their mind. As a faculty member at a Midwestern university well known for its partying, it's not all that unusual to have a student make requests to "improve" their grade by means other than diligent intellectual effort. As a general rule they always get the same answer, unless they plan on sleeping with every boss they'll ever have, they might as well get used to being evaluated on their intellectual performance rather than their bedroom performance. This rarely sits well with the student desperate to pass after not putting in the needed effort, but it does keep one out of trouble.
Not all students that come by for special assistance are doing so because they are struggling in class or even need any kind of additional help with their grades or assignments. Sometimes, for reasons I have never quite understood, some young ladies are just attracted to older men, or to particular older men. These students are always the most difficult to deal with because they are easily hurt, and hurt students often do things to hurt those they perceive as having wronged them. More than one faculty member has been accused of things that never happened, by a student who wanted things to happen that didn't.
It was obvious to me after only a few weeks in my class that Sara was one of these students. Extremely bright, excellent work ethic, always on time for class and always on time with her assignments. Those are traits I like to see in all students, but where I grow concerned is when the office visits start becoming extremely frequent. Requests for help in homework problems that she clearly understands, stopping by to drop off "innocent" little gifts, like a piece of chocolate or a funny cartoon found in the paper, all these add up to a young lady clearly infatuated with a professor who is more than twice her age.
I've always tried hard to learn something about as many of my hundred plus students as I could, but reality often rears its ugly head. I learn maybe twenty of my class, those that sit in the front and are extremely attentive, and those who sit in the very back and think they are trying to slide by without being noticed. Sara definitely fit the first of those two groups. She sat in the front of the class, always attentive, never doing anything provocative or overt. It was almost like she was concerned about keeping her feelings for me from everyone else.
By mid semester she was stopping by twice most days, sometimes just to wave hello in my door and other times to stop and sit for a "chat" for a few minutes. I had tried to gently push her away, letting her know that I appreciated her studiousness in class, but that she should probably find other things to occupy her time than frequently visiting my office. Her response was that it was "not out of the way" and she just enjoyed poking her head in to see me. All in all she tried to make it seem very innocent, but I could tell by the slightly more revealing dress she wore almost every lecture that it was growing quickly out of control. Her clothing had gone from conservative, to revealing to downright slutty at times. I was going to have to do something, and soon!
Dr Hanna, as her students called her, because they frequently stumbled on the Chinese pronunciation of her last name, was a relatively new addition to our department. This was only her third year, which didn't make her an ideal choice to take this kind of a problem to, but I knew that she also had Sara in her class. She was also one of the faculty advisors for the Zeta Tau Alpha sorority, of which I was reasonably sure Sara was a member. Between the two sets of interactions with Sara I thought she might already have some rapport with the young lady.
"Hanna!" I said pleasantly as I stepped into her office. She looked up at me with her large dark brown eyes, which always seemed to accentuate softness of her facial features.
"Gregory? What can I do for you today?" She asked pleasantly, pushing back from her desk and leaning back in her office chair as I stepped around her desk to settle in a chair she kept for students to use.
"I have a bit of a problem with which I'm hoping you might be able to help." I said quietly, trying not to stare at the short hemline of her gray skirt that had ridden up her thighs. My mind suddenly wondered if I were still standing in front of her desk, instead of sitting beside it, if the very short skirt had ridden up far enough to expose her underwear. For that matter I suddenly wondered just exactly what kind she wore, being single and half my age and all. My mind wondered if she wore some form of small thong panty or something more... demure. I pushed away the thoughts and finally responded to the reply she had long since formed.
"Um, you have Sara Deshel in your class, don't you?" I asked, dragging my eyes from her creamy thighs up her body toward her face, pausing briefly on the cleavage displayed by the several open buttons on her gray silk blouse. It had always interested me just how large her breasts were, compared to most women of oriental descent, easily a full D cup or more. Damn what had she just said?
"I'm sorry," I said, finally dragging my eyes up to her face.
"I said, yes I do, is there a problem?"
"Well, in a way. I know you've only been teaching a few semesters, but you do seem to do a lot with the Zeta sorority, so I thought you might be able to help with the young lady."
"Oh? You want me to set you up on a date?" She asked, the corners of her lips turned up in a smile, the corners of her eyes crinkling slightly around their upturned outer points.
"Huh?" I asked stunned. "No, no. Just the opposite." I added as she laughed quietly.
"I know. It's fine. Yes, Sara is one of mine. In fact, she's been in my office on a number of occasions oozing what I can only characterize as a rather intense desire to get into your pants."
"Say WHAT?"
"Oh not in so many words. But it's clear when she talks about you, which is surprisingly frequently, that she has much more than a passing interest in how you look, how you sound, how you move. Should I go on?"
"Not really!!" I said emphatically. To say the turn the conversation had made was uncomfortable would be an understatement.
"Oh, that's a shame. I thought maybe you'd enjoy hearing that she thinks you have a really cute butt, she likes the little bit of gray in your hair and oh yes, she fantasizes about just exactly how big that bulge in your pants would be if she could get it out." Hanna said with a devious little grin.
"Oh lord." I groaned, thinking that this couldn't really get too much worse.
"I have to admit, I wouldn't mind seeing either." Hanna added with a sigh.
"See what?" I practically snapped.
"What's making that." She said, nodding almost imperceptibly toward my lap where her eyes were currently glued.
"What?"
"The bulge in your pants. It is pretty large, isn't it?" Hanna asked with a smirk on her face. "To be honest, Sara hasn't made any secret of her desire to get to see you around the sorority. I know of at least half a dozen girls that have scoped you out. Personally I think I'd be flattered that I could still have that kind of impact on young ladies at your age."
"Seriously? I'm fifty one! What the hell would a twenty something see in me?"
"I'm a twenty something." She answered with the smirk still pasted on her face. "I hear older men are more experienced and can really treat you to some fantastic sex. I've always wondered if it were true. Might be interesting to find out."
"Good lord Hanna! You're not helping!" I practically squeaked, feeling the heat in my face from my obvious embarrassment.
"Oh goodness, you should see yourself. I can't think of the last time I was with a man that embarrassed that still had his pants on!" Hanna said laughing.
"So you're just pulling my leg then? She really isn't going around talking about my butt and crotch?" I said feeling some relief.
"Oh she most definitely is. I just think it's funny that you are so embarrassed by it. You're a good looking man. Good shape, no pot belly, well mannered, obviously sensitive. No, I can see why a younger woman might want to sample your wares, especially when you're turned on. You do have a pretty prodigious bulge in your slacks. I don't suppose you'd want to just whip it out and let me see, would you?"
I sat for several seconds taking in her comments, more stunned than anything else. I didn't know whether to believe her or if she was just joking rather crudely. "I don't suppose you'd like to just pull your skirt up and your panties down and let me see you, would you?"
She looked at me for several long seconds. "Maybe." She finally answered, the little grin coming back to her face. "At least I might if I were wearing any." She said as she swiveled her chair around to face me, her knees pointing almost directly toward me and slightly apart.
"Oh lord." I said in frustration, getting up and walking from her office before the conversation could deteriorate any further and before I could let myself look up under the hem of her skirt, a view I suddenly realized she intended me to have. Now instead of having a single student apparently panting after me, I had one of my colleagues teasing me along those same lines.
I walked into my own office and plopped down hard in my chair and rolled back under the desk to start working at my computer again. It took at least half an hour for me to get my mind off her legs and back to the tasks at hand.
"Gregory," Hanna said quietly as she walked into my office, drawing my attention up from the computer screen to where she stood.
"Oh, Hanna," I said, sitting back in my chair slightly. "I'm sorry about before. I just thought..." I was saying when she interrupted me.
"Gregory... Greg." She said as she stepped around the side of my desk and sat on the corner, one leg resting on the desk pointed generally toward me, the other stiff and straight, propped against the floor to keep her from sliding off the small corner she had chosen. Her hands moved to her knee and rested there as she looked down at me. "I'm sorry I embarrassed you. I wouldn't have thought you were the embarrassable type."
"Just caught me off guard, that's all. I thought maybe you could help me with Sara."
"I'm quite sure I can, at least to some extent." She said, her fingers gently stroking her own knee. "You know, I wasn't just teasing earlier."
"Teasing? Which part? That you wanted me to whip it out for you or that you weren't wearing any underwear?" I asked with a frown.
"Fascinating that you should focus on those two particular statements. But since you've chosen them, let's go ahead and stick with em. How about the second first? Would you be interested to find out just exactly what kind of underwear I DO have on? Or was it an idle curiosity?"
"Huh? I don't recall asking anything about your underwear," I answered a bit confused.
"Oh you didn't ask, at least not in words. But I could see where your eyes were when you came into my office. They lingered a very very long time on my legs and on the hem of my skirt. In fact they stared there even longer than at my boobs."
"I wasn't staring at your boobs!" I protested.
She lifted one hand from her knee and reached up to the middle of her blouse, toying with the top buttoned button on the gray material, one several buttons down from the neckline, right between her breasts. "Really? I could have sworn you were staring at my breasts." She said in a slightly deeper tone, her fingers teasing the button out of its hole before sliding down to the next button down and teasing that one out of its hole as well. "I'm surprised. I'd pegged you as a tit man." She continued as she flicked that second button out of its hole and moved down to a third. "I personally think my breasts look pretty darn good." She flicked the third button open and slid down to the fourth, the last one above the waistband of her skirt and began teasing it as well. She grinned a little as she flicked that last button out of its hole, and moved her other hand up to the gaping blouse.
"Hanna, I don't think..." I said, stopping in mid-sentence as she spread the front of her blouse apart exposing her bare skin from her navel all the way to her neck, her large breasts encased in a sheer tan bra that allowed me to see practically all of her, including her round puckered areola and her rigid nipples. She slid her hands up to her bra and squeezed her breasts together, letting her thumbs tease back and forth across her nipples.
"I see that you really are a breast man." She said with a giggle. "At least it seems so by looking at that."
"Huh? What?" I finally said, shaking my head slightly to get my brain back from where it was after staring at her practically bare tits.
She nodded and looked toward my lap as she pulled the blouse closed over her breasts. I looked down and could see that my pants were bulging seriously as my cock tried unsuccessfully to grow further but was trapped, partially bent inside my briefs.
"Oh damn!" I grunted, quickly covering the bulge with my hands.
She slid forward on the desk, the hem of her skirt hiking up her thighs farther as she moved closer to me. I couldn't help but stare as the skirt slipped up as high on her thighs as it could, exposing a triangle of creamy skin at the juncture of her legs. With that slightly crooked grin she seemed to sport so very often she spread her legs apart further as she bent over, leaning toward me and reaching a hand out for mine. "Why don't you let me help you with that?" She cooed softly as she pushed my hands away and reached for my belt, my eyes staring at her completely shaved pussy now visible barely more than a foot in front of me. I'm still not sure why, probably just stunned shock I suppose, but I didn't lift a finger to stop her as she undid my belt, the button of my pants and then slid the zipper down.
"Ohhhhh now this is nice." She practically whispered as she pulled the elastic waistband of my briefs away from my skin and reached down in, grasping her petite hand around my cock and gently drew it up and out until at least two thirds of it stuck out the top of my briefs. "Oh yes. Very nice! I can see why the girls are interested." She said in a husky voice as she gently stroked my still growing member.
"I think we should..." I started to say, thinking that this was a rather dangerous position to be in, closed office door or not.
"Yes I agree. I think we should definitely fuck." She said stepping closer and standing a bit more upright. She pushed the waistband of my briefs down as far as she could as she lifted her right leg over the left arm of my office chair. She let her weight rest partially on the arm as she pointed my cock at her pussy, partially covered again by her very short skirt. I could feel, more than see, her rub my engorged head between her lips, drawing moisture from her own pussy to lubricate my head, her incredibly soft wet lips teasing the tip of my head enticingly. She worked me deeper between her fat round shaved lips until I could feel my head bouncing across the entrance to her tunnel, my head trying to press up into her of its own volition. She reached the hand that had been holding my cock for the back of my chair and slid her body closer to me, resting both legs on the arms of my chair, my cock head still nestled into the entrance to her depths. As she lowered her weight down onto me I could feel my head press up into her, her tight tunnel resisting its advance until my mushroom head suddenly slipped up into her. "Oh my god, yes." We moaned softly in unison as she let even more of her weight down, pressing herself farther down my shaft.
She let me slide up into her until my unlubricated shaft grabbed at her lips. Stopping and staring down at my eyes she started to slowly lift and lower herself on my lap, working me deeper into her tight tunnel with each new stroke. "Ohhhh god damn." She moaned when my engorged head pressed against her cervix, unable to take any more of my length inside. "So fucking big inside me."
At that point I was beyond caring who walked in or why. I reached up and spread her blouse, tugging the delicate cups of her sheer bra down to free both her large soft breasts. I wrapped my hands around as much of them as I could and aimed one of her rigid nipples at my mouth as her arched her back in to push them closer to my face. Sucking it quickly into my mouth I swirled my tongue around the rigid nipple as she rode slowly up and down my shaft, her legs using the arms of my chair as levers and her hands holding the back of the chair behind my head for balance.
"Ohhh my god. I can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe I'm really fucking you in your office." She moaned softly as she continued to stroke up and down my shaft, my head banging into her cervix with each stroke. Her soft tunnel caressed my cock and sent warm tingles flowing though my body as her pace sped up with each passing minute. I knew I wasn't going to last long, I hadn't had any sex in quite a few months and the teasing she had done in her office had already primed the pump so to speak.
Unable to hold back much longer, I grunted a warning to her, "I'm gonna come!" immediately going back to sucking and nibbling her left nipple.
"Uh huh. Me too." She panted, as my cockhead slammed into her cervix over and over again.
"UHHHHHHH!" I groaned as my body suddenly convulsed, jamming my cock hard up into her and pushing a hot gush of cum out into her pussy!
"OH SHIT!" she squeaked loudly as her own body began to tremble, her strokes suddenly erratic and uncoordinated, her pussy clamping and spasming around my surging cock. "Ohhhhh god I'm coooooominnnng!" she breathed softly as she let her body rest on me, my cock spurting shot after shot of cum up into her pulsating pussy.
I released her tit from my mouth, continuing to hold them both as I leaned back to catch my breath. She slowly leaned toward me, her forehead lowering until it rested on mine. "Oh my god I don't believe I just did that." She whispered.
"I can't believe we just did that either. Damn." I agreed.
"I suppose I should get off, huh?"
"Well, the door isn't locked. Hell anyone could walk in and see you sitting on my lap like this."
"Not to mention my tits hanging out." She said with a giggle, reaching to tuck her breasts back into the sheer bra as I let go of them. "Damn. I suppose you'd get a really big head if I told you I've occasionally fantasized about doing this, wouldn't you?"
"No, but it would beg the question of why? I mean I haven't done anything that I can think of that would have encouraged it, have I?" I asked thinking back over my interactions with her over the last three years.
"You mean besides staring at my legs and my boobs when you come into my office? Not a thing."
I blushed a bit before responding, "I didn't know it was that obvious."
"It is, but then the bulge in your pants after you do is pretty obvious too. Now I need to find something to stem the flow here." She said, twisting around on my lap and looking around on my desk and side table. I keep a roll of paper towels on my desk for napkins when I eat so I reached for the roll and ripped several off and handed them to her. "Ohhh lord that's a lot of cum!" she giggled as she lifted off of me and slipped the folded paper towels between us to catch the flood that was uncorked when she stood up. She hiked her skirt to her waist, bending slightly to look down at herself as she held the paper towels to her pussy to catch the flow, and in the process gave me a fantastic view of her completely shaved pussy and mound.



"Okay, while that's interesting, it doesn't explain why you'd fantasize about having sex with me! In my office no less!" I said, as I stood up in front of her to pull my underwear and pants back into position.
"Well, that's easy." She said as she dropped her skirt down and tossed the paper towel toward the trashcan. Her fingers moved to her blouse and started to button up one at a time. "Last look?" she asked as she held the blouse apart for me to see her tits again before going back to buttoning.
"That's easy?" I prompted.
She looked at me almost as if she would much rather eat worms than explain herself. "You're not going to let me out of this, are you?"
"Nope. Now give!"
"A blow job? I'd love to!" she said with a giggle.
"Come on Hanna. What is it you know that I obviously don't?"
She drew in a deep breath and let it out in a sigh as she looked around, found the chair I kept in my office for students and pulled it over to my desk and sat down in it while I sat myself back down. She leaned back, looked at the ceiling and ran her fingers through her modestly long jet black hair. "Okay, I'll tell you but you gotta not give the girls a hard time. I promised not to tell."
"Promised not to tell what?" I asked, almost irritated at her evasiveness as she tilted her head back down to look at me, her hands moving to her lap and nervously toying with the hem of her short skirt.
"Well at first I thought it was just that you look similar and I wasn't sure if I should believe it or not, but now, well, any doubt has been erased."
"Doubt? About what?" I prompted when she paused and seemed unwilling to continue.
"If it was really you in that video." She said quietly. "I probably really shouldn't have watched it, but the girls insisted and well... It was kind of a turn on."
"What video?" I asked, leaning forward in my chair toward her, anxious to hear just exactly what video I apparently was staring in at the sorority.
"It's not like it's on the internet or anything. It's just something one of the girls recorded a couple years ago. Lord knows why. I mean that's the kind of thing you expect from a guy, but not one of the girls."
"What video!?" I asked again more sternly.
"It's just a little cell phone video. But it definitely does look like you. I have no idea who the woman is, but she is an awfully good looking woman."
"Hanna!"
"Okay fine!" she finally said. "It's a video of a guy on a beach along a river undressing and having sex with a really hot busty blond!"
"Holy shit!" I groaned, leaning back in my chair and covering my face. I knew exactly what it had to be a video of. A young woman I took floating while my wife and I were separated. It was hot, we were both horny and we found a quiet little spot on the river and had some pretty good sex, for like about an hour straight. Not that I really wanted to screw that long, but well, I could and she wanted it. Neither of us expected to be seen let alone have someone video us.
"So you know about it?"
"The video? No way. The woman? Oh yeah. I know her, and where and when it was." I answered quietly. "and the girls have this and pass this around?"
"Well, as far as I know it's only in our sorority. I guess one of the girls filmed it thinking it was funny that the guy looked a lot like her professor, then they decided it was you and have been keeping the video alive. The young lady that filmed it isn't here any longer, but it was said that you gave the woman at least half a dozen good orgasms over almost an hour of sex, both intercourse and oral. Is that true? Did you really?"
"I think the half a dozen are an over estimate, but four for sure." I answered as my mind grappled with the sudden turn of events. "and this is why you wanted to have sex with me?"
"Are you asking if I fantasized about being taken by you and fucked so completely that I came multiple times? Yeah, I did. I think every woman fantasizes about that to some extent."
"And the girls are watching this video at the house? My god, how long is it?"
"Oh the whole thing? About twenty minutes. I guess her phone memory was full after that."
"Oh lord." I groaned.
"I have to admit, you do seem to enjoy it, and it was pretty obvious that she loved several of the positions you used. I was surprised to see you stay hard that long."
"It wasn't the first sex I'd had that day, so I could. Why am I explaining this to you? I should be demanding that the video be turned over to me and all the copies erased!"
"I rather doubt that will happen. I mean you could never get all the copies!"
"So who else knows about this video? Half the world?"
"Oh NO! It's strictly with the girls and they have an agreement, no one outside the sorority gets to see or have it. I'm not exactly sure why or how, but to most of them it's like some kind of trophy."
"Seriously? And I suppose that Sara's seen this video?"
"Well, yeah. I've talked to her about it, but she seems to play it quite often, as do several girls."
"Oh god." I groaned.
"But not to worry! As long as they keep it under wraps what can it hurt?"
"That's easy for you to say. It's not you on a video being used for personal amusement."
"Well, no it's not, but then it could be fun to make one, especially with you." She said with a giggle before standing up. "So if you want my advice, you're just going to have to deal with it, it's not about to go away."
"Yeah, great." I said, shaking my head as Hanna got up and headed toward the door.
"See you later hot stuff!" she said, lifting her skirt to show me one creamy cheek before opening the door and walking out, leaving me wondering a lot of things, including how much help she'll be in getting Sara to back off.
The rest of the day was quiet, as was the following day, without a visit from Sara. I wondered if Hanna had indeed talked with Sara and convinced her to back off. I knew that only time would tell, since I wasn't sure I wanted to go down and talk to Hanna again. Not that I didn't enjoy what she had done, I most certainly had, but I did have a professional reputation to be concerned with.
Friday came and in the afternoon I headed to lecture, wondering if I would see Sara there and if so what her demeanor would be. I didn't have long to wait. As soon as I walked in I could see there was a difference. She wore a rather conservative dress that came down nearly to her knees. Her brown boots extended up her legs almost to her knees as well, leaving only a small amount of skin showing between them, and of course a modest amount of cleavage where the dress material seemed to cross over each other on her chest. All in all she looked rather attractive and much less slutty than she had for the last few weeks.
After class Sara drifted away with the other students and didn't follow me to my office as she almost always had. I was pleasantly surprised and thankful that Hanna had talked to her and apparently gotten her to see reason. I headed back to my office and went back to work feeling more relaxed than I had in some time.
I worked to well after dinner hour, wanting to finish the proposal I was working on, that was of course due Monday, so I could have most of the weekend free. Fall was definitely in the air and I had plans to take care of lots of pre-winter yard work, despite the forecast cool temperatures. As a result of my efforts it was well past dark and the hallways were mostly deserted by the time I was putting the finishing touches on the proposal, which was interrupted by the ringing of my office phone.
"Robert," I said into the earpiece barely taking my attention from the paper on the monitor in front of me.
"Professor G. I have a question on the homework and wondered if you had time to help me?" Sara said through the phone.
"Oh, Hi Sara. Sure, what's the problem?" I answered her.
"Well, I really need to show you. I'm not sure I can explain it. Are you still in your office?" She asked.
"Honestly, it's way past time for me to be gone. I'm still here but plan on leaving in only a few more minutes." I answered, trying to avoid even the appearance of inviting her to my office at this hour.
"No problem. It won't take long." She said just before the phone clicked off.
Won't take long was an understatement. She walked into my office less than a minute later, making me wonder if she had been sitting someplace where she could see the light in my second floor office window. She walked in wearing the same wrap around dress and boots she had worn to class, letting her back pack slide off her shoulder to the floor as she reached out with the other hand and pushed the office door closed behind her.
She let go of the backpack and straightened, stepping toward my desk as the office door latch clicked closed loudly. Without a word she stepped around the side of my desk, standing barely a foot from my chair and reached for the belt around her waist. Her eyes stared at mine as she fed the tail of the belt through the cloth covered buckle and let it slide around on its own until it hung by a single loop near her left hip. It only dangled there for a moment before its weight pulled a portion of the dress down and around her body, unwrapping the cloth from her. The remaining half of the dress, still wrapped around from her left shoulder around to her right hip slipped down and off the front of her body, the right side of the dress no longer holding the material snugly to her skin. With a quick shrug of her shoulders the material of the dress slipped off her shoulders and down her arms, pooling on the floor around her feet.
I sat and stared, my mouth gaping open as she stood completely nude in front of me with the sole exception of her knee length boots. One foot at a time she lifted her feet to the arm of my chair placing her booted foot on it while she pulled the zippers down. As each foot was placed on my chair arm, the position of her leg allowed me to see her completely shaved pussy, her creamy smooth, full round outer lips, met together with only the slightest of separation and a hint of soft inner lips peaking at me. She pulled her feet from the now unzipped boots and stood as naked as the day she was born, inches from my chair.
If I thought she was done with her exhibition I was mistaken. Reaching out she leaned over me, placing her left hand on the back of my chair and pushing it to swivel around to face her. Her right hand joined her left, one on either side of my head as she leaned her body closer to mine, her arched back thrusting her full C cup breasts and rock hard nipples toward my face.
"I know you want me." She whispered as she leaned in closer to tease one of her nipples across my lips. "Take me. Put your big fat hard cock into my pussy and make me come like that woman on the river did. I saw how you made her feel, her whole body shaking and jerking on the gravel. I want to feel your cock inside me, filling me, stretching me, fucking me like you did her."
"Sara..."
"Shhhh you don't have to talk. It's just you and me. No one is ever going to know." She whispered, moving her left hand down to my pants to stroke my quickly growing cock through the material. "You know you want me. We both know you want to feel my young tight pussy wrapped around your long, fat, cock. I just want to make that happen, to feel you push deep inside me. You don't have to do anything. I'll do all the work." She said as she slid her hand from my cock to my belt, quickly working it loose.
"Sara, this can get me in horrible trouble." I replied, reaching for her hand and clasping it in mine to stop her from opening my pants further.
"No one will ever know. It's just between you and me. No one is forcing me and I'm not expecting you to change my grade or pay me or anything. I just want to feel you fill me up with your fantastic looking cock." She answered back, her hand pulling from between mine and going back to pulling my zipper down. "If you don't want to fuck me, I can just suck your cock for you. I know you're all turned on now, with me standing here naked and all." She added as she pulled back and knelt down in front of me, her hands tugging on my pants and briefs.
"Sara, I can get fired for this!" I whispered more harshly than I intended.
She paused her motions, my rock hard cock sticking up lewdly out of the gap in my pants, its head engorged purple, her eyes locked on it as small tears started to form in the corners of her eyes.
"Come here." I said, suddenly feeling sorry for her and reaching a hand down to grasp under her arm. She stood up before me and climbed onto the chair, hooking her legs over the arms and resting her thighs on them to get herself as close to me as she could. I reached an arm around her and pulled her to me, her firm round breasts smashing to my face as she leaned into me.
"I just wanted to feel you inside me. I don't want to get you in trouble." She whispered, her voice shuddering slightly.
"I know, but it's just not a safe thing to do." I whispered, her soft tits rubbing on my face as she breathed and her hips rocking slightly, rubbing her wet pussy lips against my rigid shaft. We sat there for long seconds, her breasts teasing my cheek and her pussy teasing my cock, slowly dissolving whatever bit of resolve that I still had within me. As her hips rocked more I loosened my grip around her waist and allowed her even more movement, her soft round lips soon teasing the underside of my head. "Oh lord." I breathed softly as she rocked herself, sliding her dripping lips along my shaft and spreading her slick lubrication across my full length. "No." I protested softly as her hand wormed between us, her fingers finding my cock and lifting it as she levered herself up slightly on the arms of my chair with her thighs.
"Yesssssss," she hissed softly as she pressed my head between her lips with her fingers and pressed herself down on the cone shaped head of my cock. I heard her grunt slightly as she forced herself down on my cock, the engorged head suddenly pushing its way through her opening and into her velvety soft vaginal tunnel. I could feel her hot wetness envelop me as she allowed herself to slowly sink down on me, her body expanding slowly to accommodate my girth and length. I heard little gasps and moans slip from her lips as she settled lower, finally coming to rest with her bare ass once again on my thighs, this time with my cock embedded fully inside her.
"We really shouldn't be doing this." I protested halfheartedly as she levered herself up slightly and then let herself down again, drawing her up and down my shaft several inches.
"I know." She moaned in my ear, her breath hot against the side of my face as she rocked herself up and down slowly, teasing my cock in and out of her pussy several inches. Up and down she slid, her hard nipples pulling toward and away from my chin, encouraging me to reach out and suck one in as she slid up and down my cock. "Ohhhhhhh god yessssss." She moaned softly as I swirled my tongue around her turgid nipple clamping it with my teeth as her upward stroke tried to pull it away.
I lost track of how long she had been riding me, her velvety soft pussy stroking up and down, her round full lips caressing me all the way down to the base of my shaft each time my head pressed against her cervix. Her motion had sped up slightly, and I could tell she was struggling to hold back, her body clearly urging her to move more quickly as her clit sent tingles through her whole body. Up and down she went, her tight pussy coaxing me closer and closer to my inevitable orgasm.
"You gotta stop. I can't hold back much longer." I said softly, afraid that I was going to spring a fountain into her at any moment.
"Uh huh. Do it. I want it. I wanna feel your cum shooting up into me. I wanna feel your cock coming deep in my pussy!"
"I don't want to get you pregnant or anything." I groaned, struggling to hold back the flood.
"You won't. I'm on the pill." She gasped as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock up into her and pushing a gush of hot cum up into her. "YES!" she squealed as she suddenly started bouncing wildly on me, driving her pussy up and down my spasming shaft, her strokes pushing my climax to an even higher level.
I hadn't quite finished filling her when her own orgasm flooded over her, her body jerking and twitching as her legs trembled under my hands, her pussy clenching and spasming around my still rock hard cock. "OHHHHHHH YESSSSSSS!" she cried softly in my ear as her body continued to twitch and shake on and around me. "Ohhhh my god yesssss. I wanted this so much. God it feels so good!" She whimpered in my ear as she leaned her face lower, her lips kissing the side of my face softly.
I reached my arms back around her waist from her thighs, where they had been resting as she rode me, and hugged her tightly, holding her down on me and tightly against my body at the same time. "I hope it's what you wanted." I whispered.
"All and more." She whispered back. "But I don't want to be done. I want you again and again and again."
"You might be able to get me again, but I'm not a young stud any longer."
"I've seen what you're capable of. I know you can last a long long time after the first time. You've had your first time, now I want you to fuck me until I come over and over. I want to feel you make me climax like she did, like you made her come next to the river."
"We've done it once, that was bad enough, you really want more?"
"Uh huh. I want it all. I want it over and over again. I want you more tonight for sure, but after tonight you can have me any time you want. Just text me or call me and I'll come and strip for you and you can have me any way you want. If you want I'll ride you, or suck you or you can fuck my mouth or my tits or my pussy or even my ass. I just want you to take me over and over any way you want to."
"That's a pretty tall order. What if I can't satisfy all your needs? I'm not a young man any longer." I said trying to coax her away from this idea that I was in some way her sexual idol.
"It doesn't matter. I've been with boys, I'm ready for a mature lover, like you. I want to experience sex in all the ways that you know. You can have me anyplace you want too. Here, at home, in the car, heck, I'll even go to a store and let you undress me and fuck me in a changing room if you want to. I want to have fun and experience so much more."
"Sara, you're making me out to be some kind of sexual god. I'm not."
"Compared to the boys I've been with you are. I saw that in the video. Now that I've experienced you inside me, I know for sure that you are. I can feel you getting hard inside me again. I can feel your big fat cock growing again. What was it? Thinking about fucking my hot little pussy in all kinds of places? Do you like that idea? The thought of me wearing nothing under a coat or dress so you can just reach out any time you want and fondle me? Just pull my skirt up and play with my pussy? Do you want to make me come right out in public or would you rather sneak me into the men's room and let me ride you in the stall, making your big fat cock pump its whole load into me and then have it leak down my legs as we walk around the mall? Maybe you want to see me take all my clothes off in the store, try on a bra or panties right in the aisle? That does turn you on doesn't it? I can feel you growing bigger. Do you like looking at young hot bodies? Maybe I should ride you while you look at some of my sorority sisters." She cooed, wiggling her hips to work my cock around inside her.
"God you have a really naughty mind!" I answered without admitting that her suggestions were in fact quite interesting.
"Oh if you like naughty, I can be even naughtier. I won't wear anything under my clothes in class the whole rest of the semester. When I'm wearing a dress I'll spread my legs so you can see my pussy while you're teaching, or maybe slip out a boob so you can see it. Would you like that?"



"That would be bad. I really can't afford to be seen in front of class with a hardon!" I said with a slight scowl, while my body responded to the instant mental images of the last few dresses she wore to class.
"You say that but I can feel your cock getting hard inside me again. I know you want to see my sexy little body, especially in class. How would you like me to sit all the way in the back. Then I can stand up and pull my dress open and let you see my entire naked body standing there, just waiting to be fucked."
"Oh god." I groaned as she began to gently rise up and down on my shaft, her sopping wet pussy stroking my growing hardon.
"That's it. Think about my sexy body in your classroom. See me standing there, naked. Maybe I'll just walk right down the stairs and straight over to you and pull your cock out and show all those other sexy young women just exactly what they're missing!"
"Oh you are bad!" I groaned as she continued to slowly ride up and down on me.
"Uh huh. Are you bad too? You like bad, but can you be bad?" She cooed.
I leaned my chair upright from where it had leaned back against my side table and reached my hands under her bare ass. It didn't take much to lift her slight body with me, leaving her impaled on my cock. Standing up next to my desk I used one hand to push my keyboard out of the way and set her ass on the edge of the desk. Holding her legs up in the crook of my arms she reached back to balance herself with her arms as I started sliding in and out of her pussy, driving my cock quickly in and out, my thighs slapping her bare ass at the end of each stroke. "You are naughty. Maybe I should take you to the conference room and lay you out on the table completely naked and fuck your brains out there."
"Oh yeah. DO it. Just take me down there right now, still naked, and fuck me on the table, fuck me hard where anyone walking by can see us!"
"I bet you'd love it if I took you in one of the library reading rooms, just pulled up your dress and set you on the desks in there and started fucking you right there!"
"Uh uh. Out in the stacks, right at the end of an aisle against the wall. I could take my clothes off and be completely naked and if someone came by they'd see me completely!" She moaned as I pistoned my cock in and out of her. "God damn! I'm going to come again!" she squeaked loudly. "OH fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" She mumbled over and over, her legs trembling as they hung over my arms and her pussy spasming around my hard cock. "Yeah, fuck me hard. Fuck my tight little pussy hard!"
"You want it hard?" I asked, unlooping my arms from under her legs, letting her feet fall to the floor. I pulled out of her and grabbed her hips, pushing her toward my chair and bending her over. With her ass pushed out at me it only took a moment to get my cock aligned with her wet lips and jam it back in, my hips smacking against her ass. In and out I plunged, driving my cock hard into her with each stroke, her little titties swinging and bouncing with each impact.
"Oh god oh god!" she cried softly over and over as I continued to drive into her, my cock swelling as I felt another climax building.
"You want my cum again?"
"Yes! Yes! Give it to me! Fill my hot cunt with your fuck juice!" She moaned. "Give it all to me! Fill me until its leaking down my legs!"
"Uh huh." I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock hard into her as the first gush pushed into her, making her gasp in pleasure. Time and again my cock fountained more into her until she was quite literally overflowing. I stood there trying to catch my breath, my cum leaking around my quickly softening cock to ooze down her legs and thighs.
"Ohhhh god yes." She moaned as we stood there, only moving after my softening cock slipped from her pussy. She quickly stood up and moved me back to my chair, pushing me back into it. She dropped to her knees in front of me and reached for my cock, closing her lips around my mostly softened cock.
"Oh god." I groaned as her tongue licked around my cock, cleaning our combined juices off my cock and balls.
"There, good as new." She said with a grin as she released me and stood up. I could see my cum still leaking down her legs and a wet spot on the carpet below where she had been squatting. She moved, picked up her dress and carefully wrapped it around herself, pushing the end of the belt through the buckle to secure it. With another grin she picked up her boots and turned to face away from me, bending at the waist and flipping the hem of the dress up over her ass so her bare ass and glistening pussy were exposed while she stepped into and zipped her boots. "You know," She said when she stood up and turned to face me again. "When Miss Hanna said she fucked you in here, I didn't believe it, but now? Well, now I know exactly where to come to get the best cock in the whole world!" She said with a huge smile. "And by the way, I was serious. I'm not wearing any underclothes in class again, at least not your class!"
"Really you shouldn't do that."
"Why, afraid of getting a hardon and letting the girls know how big and fat you are?"
"This isn't a nudist colony! I can't be caught with a hardon in class!" I protested.
"Don't worry, I'll be discrete." She answered as she bent and picked up her pack. "See you later alligator!" she said as she opened my door, slipping out and letting it close behind her.
I finally stood up and pulled my pants up and fixed myself so I didn't look like I'd just fucked, but my office definitely smelled of it!"
It had been a rough night. It was difficult to fall asleep and when I did it seemed like my mind was overly focused on Sara and images of her undressing in all sorts of places, stores, in the car, around campus. Her naughtiness had clearly hit a cord within me. Not that I was prepared to act on it, for I knew damn well that acting on an impulse like that is what caused my wife to divorce me almost ten years before. No, I wasn't about to let my imagination get the better of me again. I didn't need to end up as jobless as I was wifeless.
When the doorbell rang at nearly nine in the morning I was still lying in bed not feeling particularly rested. I wasn't really sleeping, but I was more just kind of dozing off and trying NOT to get up. The doorbell rang again, more insistently this time. I wiped the sleep from my eyes as I climbed from the bed, and made my way down the stairs from the second floor, wondering who the hell was at my door at this time on a Saturday morning? It wasn't as if I got all that many visitors, especially not as far out in the country as I lived.
I unlocked the door and stood mostly behind it, hiding my practically naked body from whoever it was as I looked around the side and out into the chilly November morning.
"Hanna? What are you doing here?" I asked, looking at her standing on the door step in a purple spandex exercise outfit, her arms crossed across her chest as she bounced and wiggled slightly in the cold November morning.
"Freezing! I've been ringing the bell for at least ten minutes!" she answered. "Are you going to let me in or leave me out here to freeze?"
"Yeah, come on in." I said, opening the door further. "No coat or anything?" I asked as she stepped through the door wearing nothing but running shoes, some knee length spandex pants and a spandex athletic tank top that formed itself to her full round breasts attractively.
"Well, I was just working out." She said as I closed the door behind her. "What's your excuse?" She asked, her eyes traveling up and down taking in me standing in just a pair of flannel bed pants.
"So what's up? I hardly expected to see you here, well...ever. I didn't know you even knew where I lived."
"I didn't, until the other day. I took the time to google map you. I'm kind of glad now that I did."
"Why is that?"
"Well, I was working out this morning, there were only four of us at the gym this morning, myself and three of the girls from the house. I overheard them talking about you, in VERY graphic terms."
"Huh?"
"Oh yeah. It would seem that you made quite an impression on Sara and she shared some of what she sees as your druthers with a few of the girls at the house. It seems to have spread like wildfire around the house that you enjoy being flashed, including in public places."
"Oh god."
"That's a good way to put it. I talked to the three of them and told them in no uncertain terms that talk like that, especially in public, could cause all sorts of problems, not only for you, but for girls in the house as well. I told them the last thing you needed was to have your reputation tarnished by what was little more than idle gossip."
"Good lord." I breathed, shaking my head slowly.
"For now I think I've put a cork in it, but at some point we're going to have to address it with some of the girls, and we're going to have to definitely put the brakes on Sara." Hanna said turning to walk down the short hall toward what was obviously a larger sitting room. "Come on. We need to talk." She said as she stepped into the family room, the large south facing picture window allowing a full view of the back yard with its hot tub and pool as the morning sun streamed in, bathing the whole room in its bright morning cheer. She walked to the sofa facing the big sixty inch tv and dropped down, enjoying the feeling of the sun shining on her. "Come on. Sit down." She coaxed, patting the sofa next to her.
"So what are we going to do about Sara?" I asked as is sat down next to her.
"Well, it might have been easier if you hadn't already fucked her silly in your office. She has a rather romantic infatuation with you, you know."
"No, I don't. How do you?"
"Besides Engineering, I have a degree in clinical psychology. That and the fact that according to the other girls she watches that video of you on the river a couple times a day, doing, well I'm sure you can guess. She clearly sees herself as the woman in that video, getting all of your attentions, and she's expressing her infatuation the only way she sees that you will reciprocate...sexually."
"So what do we do?"
"Well, I'm going to have to know what I have to work with first. First off, are you seeing anyone, seriously I mean?"
"What difference does that make?" I asked a little defensively.
"Well, it'll be a lot easier to deal with Sara if she's not in competition with someone else."
"Oh, I guess that makes sense. No, not right now. Actually, I haven't been seeing anyone romantically for a long time."
"So, divorced. Why?"
"Seriously?"
"Yes. I want the whole story. Not just the parts you want me to hear. I need to understand. A woman doesn't just walk out of a marriage after more than twenty years unless she perceives some seriously egregious hurt."
"Yeah it was that."
"Okay, so spill. And the whole story so I have it in context."
"Fine. Sara's right. I do enjoy being flashed in public. I like it quite a bit. So much so that I tried on multiple occasions to get my wife to do it for me. She eventually acquiesced and did some, as long as it wasn't too public. Over time I got her to use the pool and hot tub without any swim suit too, which took longer, but eventually that became our norm. One time her best friend stopped by while we were swimming and I convinced her to join us. Turned out that my wife was a lot less agreeable to it than she let on at the time." I said shaking my head slowly as I remembered the aftermath of that incident.
"Anyway, seeing her friend naked really got me going, and over the next few months I couldn't quite get the thought of her out of my mind. As spring came again I started to encourage my wife to arrange for a three way with her and her friend and me for my birthday. She of course flatly refused anytime it came up, but I would periodically hint how great a birthday present it would be. Well, when I came home one day a couple weeks before my birthday and her friend was sitting, mostly drunk, out in the hot tub naked, I just naturally assumed that my wife had been saying no so I wouldn't catch on that she was actually arranging it."
"But she wasn't." Hanna said quietly.
"Nope. She wasn't, but I didn't get it. By the time my wife got home from work I had Debbie standing in the tub, bent over, screaming her lungs out about how hard she was coming as I slammed my cock in and out of her pussy. My wife took one look, walked back in the house, packed a bag and walked out."
"Wow. That would have been rough for her. So do you guys talk?"
"Oh yeah. All the time. But every time I suggest maybe we try to get back together she just asks me if I'm still screwing around. If I say no she calls me a liar and hangs up. If I say yes she says 'figures' and hangs up."
"I see. But otherwise you get along well?"
"Oh yeah. We see each other at some of our kids events and such, holidays and that kind of thing."
"But she's not coming back. I think you should probably give up on that dream. If it's been ten years she won't come back." Hanna said with a frown. "So, tell me about other partners. Obviously there have been a few."
"A few. I've tried trying to find a new partner, but for some reason it's never quite worked out. I get together with someone, we have great sex, but for some reason after a few months I start looking for someone else again."
"Still trying to resolve in your own mind the situation that caused your divorce. You need someone to be romantically, lovingly involved with you to see you having sex with some other person and to accept that it's okay and still love you, despite that transgression." Hanna said.
"Huh? How do you figure?"
"Degree in clinical psychology, remember?" Hanna said, reaching out and tapping her finger against my forehead.
"So what do we do about Sara?"
"Not sure yet. I need to think on this one a while." She said as she got up from the sofa and wandered to the picture window, standing there looking outside. "That hot tub hot?"
"Huh? Yeah, always. I keep it going all winter." I answered with a shrug. "Helps when my back hurts. Just have to push the cover back and climb in."
"Nice!" she said turning to face me. She reached for the bottom of her spandex shirt and quickly pulled it up and off, freeing her tits from the built in bra in the shirt, letting each full round breast swing free. They were easily larger than a good hand full, probably a C cup if I were to guess, each one sagging down slightly which tilted her nipples slightly upward. I didn't have a lot of time to really enjoy my first look at them completely bare, before she bent over to untie her running shoes. Her tits wiggled and swung below her as she untied and pulled off her shoes. Kicking them aside she pulled off the little footie socks she had on and then stood back up.
Her eyes locked with mine as her hands moved to her hips, hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her spandex knee length pants. She wiggled her hips from side to side as she worked the purple material down over them and her round butt, her eyes never breaking from mine. She bent over again, pushing the pants down her legs until she could step out of them and then stood up, completely naked. "Well, you going to just sit there or are you going to join me?" She asked as she stood with the sun framing her creamy smooth body, her hands on her hips.
"Join you?" I asked my brain more focused on drinking in her beauty than thinking.
"In the hot tub?" She coaxed.
"Huh? Oh yeah." I finally said, shaking my head to clear it, but not immediately getting up from the sofa.
"Soooo?" She coaxed again. "Or do you want me to come over and undress you? Not that there's much to undress you out of."
"Huh? Oh yeah." I finally said, standing up. It only took a moment to push my flannel pajama pants down and step out of them, leaving me standing as naked as she was, my hardon sticking straight out at her.
"Not bad at all. I always thought you'd be pretty good looking naked and in person, nice to know that I was right. Even better than the video." She said as she took a few steps toward me, her hand reaching for mine. She tugged my hand and I followed her to the back door and out onto the patio into the chilli morning. "WOW! This is a bit brisk!" She squeaked as she tugged me quicker toward the hot tub. She let go of my hand and pushed on the cover, pushing it quickly off the tub.
"Just wait till you want to get out." I said as she stepped over the edge into the hot water.
"Why's that?" She asked as she sunk down into the steaming water.
"Getting out is always harder. Trust me." I said as I flicked the control for the pump, starting the water swirling around before stepping into the tub myself.
"This is kind of nice. All the trees back here, no close neighbors, I bet you could do all kinds of things naked out here and no-one would even notice."
"It was one of the selling points when we looked at the place, at least as far as I was concerned. I convinced my wife that tanning in the yard naked was more healthy than a tanning bed and loved the way she looked without tan lines. Of course that was when we were a lot younger. Swimming naked was a bit harder to convince her of for some reason. Here, I'd usually just let her get in with her bikini on and then take it off of her."
"What then?" Hanna asked quietly, moving toward me through the water until she was practically laying on top of me only her head above the water and her creamy white butt peaking periodically up from the swirling bubbles.
"What then what?"
"What would you do then?"
"Obviously I'd make love to her."
"Don't tell me, show me." She whispered before sliding her body forward again, her soft breasts pressing to my chest and her soft lips pressing to mine.
I felt her hot breath in my mouth as I opened mine to allow her probing tongue to slip into my mouth. Her tongue teased mine, and we were soon playing a game of follow the leader as our tongues darted between our mouths, my hands reaching for her soft round ass and pulling it down, trapping my hardon against her body.
"Ohhhh god am I horny!" She whispered as she broke the kiss breathlessly. "I want to feel you inside me." She continued as her hand snuck between us and found my hardon. "I want to feel your big fat cock deep inside me, filling me all the way up. I want you to take me the way you took Debbie. Pound your cock into me and make me come in a screaming orgasm!"
She didn't have to ask me twice, at least not at that moment. I was every bit as horny as she said she was. I pulled her ass toward me, sliding her body up mine until her shoulders and tits pulled clear of the water. I moved my head to one side and trapped her left nipple with my mouth, sucking it deeply and flicking my tongue across it. I heard her moan softly as I nibbled lightly on the nipple. One of my hands pulling her down against me and the other rubbing my engorged cock up and down between her full round pussy lips.
"Ohhhh my god, yes." She moaned loudly as I arched my back and forced my engorged head to spread her lips and pierce into her velvety soft tunnel. I started bucking my hips up and down in short choppy strokes, driving my cock up into her, each stroke working slightly deeper until I felt my head beating against her cervix. "Ohhhhhh fuck meeeee!" she moaned as she started humping her hips back against my strokes.
I switched nipples, nibbling and pulling at her right breast as I continued to stroke in and out of her, her breathing becoming more ragged by the second. In and out I plunged, our bodies still mostly covered by the swirling waters as I pumped myself up into her over and over.
"Oh fuck I'm going to come!" she squealed. "Oh god yes!" I felt her body start to tremble, in my arms, her humping against me becoming less coordinated as she let out a long cry of pleasure. "I'M COMMMMMINNNNG!" she screamed into the woods as her orgasm washed over her as completely as the water of the hot tub had. Over and over I plunged into her, driving myself closer to my own orgasm as she shook and twitched above me.



"Here it comes." I grunted as the tingling in my balls signaled that I was moments from eruption. One...two...three...four strokes..."OH GOD, YES!" I groaned as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her pussy and gushing a huge shot of my hot cum into her pussy. Time and again my body jerked and added to the copious flow that I had deposited inside her, her own climax seeming to renew with the flow being pumped inside her.
"Oh my god yessssss!" she sighed as she sunk down into the water again, her chest against mine, my cock deeply embedded within her yet. She moved her face to mine and softly kissed me, her lips sucking on mine sensuously for long minutes. "You know. I could get used to this." She whispered as she broke the kiss.
"What's that?"
"This. You know. Hot guy, great sex, cuddling. Let's face it. You know how to treat a woman. I wouldn't at all mind a lot more of this."
"I don't get it. Hell I'm almost twice your age! Why would you want to screw around with someone like me when you could be with a guy your own age?"
I'm not half your age. In fact, I'll bet I'm older than you think I am. Tell me. How old do you think I am?"
"Twenty five, maybe twenty six?"
"I'll let you in on a secret if you promise not to tell." She whispered.
"Okay." I whispered back.
"I turned thirty two last week." She whispered with a grin. "Now I know you're not sixty four. You have to be what, maybe forty five? And I'm stretching it with that guess because you keep saying how old you are."
"Forty five!?" I exclaimed in surprise.
"What too old? Forty two?"
"Way off and going the wrong way. Hell I have two grown kids!"
"No way you can be over forty five."
"Hanna, I'm fifty two."
"Seriously? God damn! I always heard older guys were a good fuck, but, well...damn!"
"Like I said. Don't you wanna look for someone your own age to be fucking?"
"Are you telling me you don't like having sex with me?"
"I didn't say that."
"Are you saying you didn't enjoy me teasing and fucking you in your office?"
"I definitely didn't say that!"
"Are you saying you'd complain if I pulled you into a dressing room in a mall and rode you until you came? Or walked down the sidewalk in the park with my skirt pulled up flashing you my pussy?"
"You're just teasing me now."
"Nope. I'm not teasing you one bit. Personally I think it's kind of exciting that you want to play like that. A little danger, a little risk, just makes the final act all the tastier. No, I kind of like the idea of seeing what else I can think up to tease you."
"That's really what you want? To spend time teasing me?"
"Honey, I wouldn't mind one bit moving in with you and playing every day. I promise, I'd find ways to make sure it never got old or stale."
I looked at her practically in shock. "Hanna. I just got done telling you that I keep asking my wife if she wants to come back. You really wanna move in with me after hearing that?"
"Oh yeah. I know what you said. You still love her. I understand that. I also understand that she wasn't meeting your desires, a key portion of a healthy relationship. Do you love me? Right now I doubt it. I suspect that my emotional state is much more infatuation than it is love at the moment, but that's to be expected after getting the greatest sex in my life. No, it might not work and it might not last more than a few months, but it'd still be a hell of a lot of fun to try." She said wiggling herself on my lap, making my softened cock slip from her pussy. "How about it Greg? Wanna have a hot sexy roommate for a while?" She asked softly, grinding her shaved mound against my body.
"That has to be the sexiest proposition I've ever had. But you don't mind if we solve the Sara problem first, do you?"
"Oh trust me. I think I know how to handle the Sara problem. That's just a bump in the road so to speak. Now, let's get back to me moving in. I don't need a lot, at least not at first. A little closet space, a dresser drawer or two. What do you say? Wanna show me to the bedroom we're gonna share?"
"You are insistent aren't you?"
"We've been playing this little game since I came to the department three years ago. You come to my office to talk, and ogle me like you're mentally undressing me. I come into your office and, by the way, unbutton one or two more buttons on my blouse on the way, and do my best to flash you a lot of leg or breast, just to see the bulge in your pants grow. Around others we're quite professional, but don't think I don't see what's going on when we're alone. You're attracted to me. I'm clearly attracted to you. We've broken the ice, sex wise. So what's stopping you? Don't you want to wake up with this sexy body every morning?"
"What if I'm already seeing someone?"
"I asked. You said you weren't."
"What if I just want to play around, not be tied down to one person?"
"Well, if I'm not giving you everything you need, feel free to. Just promise that you'll let me know what you're getting from them so I can choose to either adjust or move out."
"What if I like being a bachelor?"
"You don't. You're always looking. Trying to find someone that can fill that spot that's been empty since she left. You've done a good job at fucking around. Even I have to admit that the little tryst on the river bank was one hell of a sexy scene. The question is, where is she now?"
"Just wasn't quite what I was looking for."
"Really? In what way?"
"Too possessive. Didn't even like it if I looked at something else in a bikini."
"Not surprised. She struck me as a bit insecure, the way she kept reaching out and touching your face, making sure it was focused on her even though you were banging away in her pussy. Probably what kept you from noticing that you were being watched by a young lady, who, by the way, took her own suit off and fingered herself to orgasm watching you."
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh. Had to be one hell of a scene. You two banging away at the water's edge, a sexy young woman with no panties squatting on the sand dune in the bushes fingering herself while she used her cell phone to record you. Yeah, I rather figure I'd have been coming too."
"Oh damn." I groaned softly.
"Oh don't sound like you're all that much embarrassed. I feel your cock growing again. It's sticking up between my legs, remember? You like the idea that you were showing off and it made a young woman so hot she had to finger her own pussy."
"You're going to make my life complicated, aren't you?"
"Oh honey, you have no idea!" Hanna said as she pushed herself up from me. "Now let's go in the house and you can show me my new bedroom."
"I didn't say yes."
"You also didn't say no." She said wiggling herself against my cock. "but if you want to make a game of it. Tell you what. Let's go find the bedroom. Give me an hour. If you can keep from coming again in that hour, I won't move in. But if I can make you come without touching you with my hands...then I get a new roommate. Sound fair?"
"You sound awful sure of yourself."
"I am." She said with a grin. "Come on."
"It's gonna be cold!" I warned her as she pushed herself up from the water.
"Then we'll just have to go fast!" she said as she climbed from the tub and scampered quickly toward the back door, a trail of wet footprints and water droplets leading to her retreating naked body.
By the time I got the tub cover back on and made my way into the house I was quite chilly. Hanna was already sitting on the sofa, talking on her phone when I walked in the back door. "So this way to the bedroom" I said, holding a hand out to lead her back to the front of the house to the stairs.
"Oh this is a good place to start." She said stepping in front of me when we came to the stairs. "You just stay behind me." She said with a grin as she looked at her phone for a moment. It didn't take long for her to find what she was looking for and a soft, rather seductive tune began playing. I didn't pay much attention to the words, the sight in front of me of Hanna swaying back and forth two steps up from the bottom more than captured my attention. As the song progressed she swayed and rocked, turning herself, bending over and spreading her legs, twisting back and sitting on a step and lifting her legs high in the air. She gyrated her way up the stairs, ensuring that her moves exposed every inch of her body to me in multiple ways, including pushing her fingers deep into her own pussy for me to watch. Half way up the stairs she turned and, with her legs spread as wide as the stair treads, pushed her ass back at me, bending until her face was nearly touching the stairs, her wet and now spread pussy lips rubbing up and down my shaft.
"Want me to ride you? Wanna feel your cock slide all the way into my hot wet pussy? I bet you do, don't you?" She asked as she changed her angle slightly pushing her fat lips against my engorged head and pressing it down over me. I felt her pussy slowly engulf my cock, her tiny little wiggles working me deeper and deeper into her. I was all of three quarters of the way into her and couldn't resist any longer. I pushed my hips forward, driving my cock fully into her hot wet pussy. "Trying to make my job easy?" she asked, looking back past herself. "You can. Just go ahead and stroke in and out. You know you want to. Just pump that big shaft in and out of my hot wet pussy!"
"No. Not yet." I answered as I pulled out of her pussy with a loud slurp.
"I was hoping you'd say that." She said as she continued gyrating her way up the stairs. It had to have taken at least ten minutes to reach the top of the stairs, ten very pleasant minutes that had my cock aching to push into her again. "Down here?" she asked, looking toward the open master bedroom door.
"Uh huh." I answered, watching her walk slowly towards my bedroom.
"Well come on. All you need to do is come lay on your bed. Leave the rest up to me!"
"If you say so." I answered, following her into my bedroom. I crawled onto my bed and propped my back up against the headboard. She climbed on the bed in front of me and began swaying and gyrating again to the next song that came on, this one a bit faster, but no less sexy. She squatted over me and ran her pussy up and down the length of my cock, clearly teasing me and wetting it with her pussy before sliding back and leaning down to squeeze her tits around it.
"Do you like this? You've looked at my tits in my office so many times, did you ever think you'd see em wrapped around your big fat cock? I bet you wished you could see em naked in my office, didn't you?" She cooed softly as she slowly stroked my cock with her breasts. "Wanna know a secret, sometimes I don't wear a bra at all, or panties either. Sometimes I come to work in just my dress and stockings thinking that today might be the day that I flash you and show you my bare nipples or my shaved pussy. That excites you doesn't it? Thinking now of how many times you've been in my office and I might have been naked under my dress."
"Oh yeah." I groaned softly, wondering exactly that.
"I usually do that on days I don't have class, but sometimes I've walked into lecture, my pussy completely bare and practically dripping a trail on the floor, after having you stop by my office." She cooed.
"Hello?" I heard a female voice call from downstairs.
"Up here Alysa!" Hanna called, letting go of my cock with her tits and grinning at me. "Stay just exactly the way you are. Trust me, you're gonna enjoy this." She said as she climbed off the bed and practically ran out of the bedroom. I could hear her talking to someone and then heard her come back, the second female voice following close behind as they talked. "Gregory, this is Alysa." Hanna said, stepping aside to allow a petite young African American woman to step into the room. "Alysa is a good friend of mine, and I thought that this was the perfect opportunity for her to live out a little fantasy she once told me about. Of course at the time she was quite drunk, but fantasies are fantasies!" Hanna said, reaching out to take Alysa's hand, who was standing and staring at me.
Alysa was definitely African American decent, but her skin was a rather light brown, almost the color of coffee with a substantial amount of cream in it. I'd seen college girls tanned a darker brown than Alysa was. Her facial features and her tight curly hair were dead giveaways to her ancestry. I couldn't tell a whole lot more behind the rather bulky knee length coat she was wearing, only that she had on a pair of tall, nearly knee length, black, high heel boots.
Hanna led Alysa to the foot of the bed and then stepped away, leaving her standing nervously looking between Hanna and my still partially hard dick. Hanna used her phone again to search for and start a particular song. I'd describe the music as a fairly slow, seductive love song, something by Leann Rimes I think, but I paid little attention to the words being sung as Alysa closed her eyes and began swaying to the tune. Her hands slowly began unzipping the knee length coat, pulling the zipper down slowly as Hanna crawled onto the bed next to me, curling up against me with her breasts pressed against my arm.
"Just look at that. I bet you wonder what she's wearing under that, don't you?" Hanna whispered, her lips practically brushing my ear.
I didn't have long to wait. Alysa turned herself to face away from me and let the coat drop to the floor around her, revealing an incredibly short black mini-skirt and an otherwise bare back. Her hips swayed side to side as she rocked the music, her hands stroking around her body for long seconds before she turned to face me. Her breasts were, well, large was an understatement. Given her petite body size her tits looked enormous. In reality they were probably a thirty two double or triple D, their large round bulk hidden only by the smallest of black bikini tops. The black triangles hiding the nipples of her breasts were barely large enough to do the job and each time she swayed the tiny string holding them in place threatened to part. I stared as her hand slowly, seductively stroked up and down her own body, teasing across her nipples and then down to her skirt, sliding under and teasing what treasures lay hidden beneath.
My cock had grown back rock hard and lay pointing toward my own face, bouncing slightly with my pounding heart as her hands reached up her own body again and behind her neck. She slowly tugged the string holding the top in place and let the triangles fall, her fingers following the material down until she could close her fingers on her hard protruding nipples. The song continued to seduce us with its soft rolling tune and the singer's soft tones, Alysa's fingers going to the snap and zipper of the incredibly short skirt. She swung her hips in time to the music as she pushed the skirt down, inching it over her hips and ass before letting it slide down her legs of its own free will. She stood, swaying, a tiny black thong panty the only thing left between us.
"Look at that. Do you want to see her pussy? Ask her. Ask her to take it all off!"
"Yeah. Take it off. Take it all off for me." I said barely above a whisper. I wondered if she even heard me, lost in her own mind, her eyes closed as she worked the panty strings over her butt, slowly pulling the tiny slip of black down to expose her pussy. Inch by inch she pulled the strings, her round full lips and flowery delicate inner lips protruding came into my view. She turned and bent over, pushing the thong down her legs and working it over her boots before, remaining bent, she spread her legs wide apart. Her hands traced up her thighs, her fingers wrapped around her legs from the insides as her hands slid farther and farther up toward her pussy.
I watched in lust as she stroked her lips, spreading them with her fingers and drawing her moisture out. Her fingers glistened as she turned to face me, lifting her finger to her own lips and sucking her own juices from them. Staring at my hard cock she crawled onto the edge of the bed, and crawled up, dragging her tits up my legs, her hard nipples tracing a path toward my hardon. She stopped with her tits near my cock and then swung them side to side, letting her nipples tease back and forth across my raging dick.
"Oh god." I groaned as she teased me with her hard nipples.
"She's not done yet." Hanna whispered as Alysa moved again, sliding up my body farther until her huge tits were in my face. "Take them. Suck em. She loves to have them nibbled." Hanna hissed softly in my ear as Alysa reached between her legs and grasped my cock. She aimed it up toward her pussy and rubbed my engorged head between her wet lips.
"Ohhhhh damn." I groaned as she slowly lowered herself over my cock, my shaft pushing up into her as her tunnel expanded to accept me. She started bouncing, slowly at first, but then faster as more of my cock became lubricated with her juices. Up and down she went, her ass slapping loudly on my thighs, her cries of pleasure echoing off the walls.
"OH God! Oh fuck. So big, God I'm gonna come. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh yeah. Oh fuck. Oh god. Gonna come." She cried over and over with each bounce on my shaft.
"How about it stud? Gonna fill her with your hot cum? Gonna pump that load deep inside her bouncing hot wet pussy? I know you love tits, do you like how they feel in your hands?"
"Oh god." I groaned as my body bucked up to meet her strokes, my cum boiling up inside me. There was no holding this back any longer. "AHHHG!" I shouted as my cum burst up into her, triggering her own orgasm.
"SHIT YES!" she screamed as her whole body dissolved into shudders and trembles. I could feel her pussy convulsing around me as she gasped for breath, her shaking arms and legs making it impossible for her to do little more than sit on my spurting shaft.
"That's it baby. Just like I promised. You came and I didn't even have to use my hands."
"Wasn't quite what I expected."
"I know. I wanted you to know that with me, sometimes you might not get what you expect, but I'll always make sure it's interesting and enjoyable. It was, wasn't it?"
"Both interesting and enjoyable." I agreed somewhat out of breath.
"So do I move in?"
"That was the deal."
"What do you think Alysa? Think I should move in with him?"
"You're a fool if you don't." Alysa answered softly as she rolled off of me and lay back on the bed on the opposite side from Hanna. "God that was good."
"So, explanations?" I asked, still a little confused.
"Sure. Alysa had this fantasy of doing a strip tease for a guy and then fucking him. I just facilitated her little fantasy."
"Yeah, okay, that makes sense. But how would you know about this fantasy anyway?"
"That's the good part." Hanna said with a giggle. "Meet Doctor Alysa Beckshell, Associate Chair of the Philosophy department and co advisor of the Zeta Tau Alpha sorority. Alysa, meet Greg Standive, distinguished teaching professor of Electrical Engineering, and my new roommate."
"When you told me last year that you had your sights set on the perfect man, quite frankly I didn't believe you. But you got 'im!" Alysa said, still trying to catch her breath.
"Wait a second. You've been, what? Trying to arrange this for a year?" I asked a bit stunned.
"A bit more than that actually. I was already attracted to you for some time before I saw the video, after that, well it was a slam dunk. All I had to do was find out if you were as attracted to me as I was to you. Jury's still out on that one, but letting me move in, that's a good first step."
"So Hanna, have you solved your problem with Sara and the girls yet?" Alysa asked, propping herself up on her elbow to look across me to where Hanna was sitting.
"Not yet, but I have an idea or two." She said with a grin. "As long as Greg doesn't mind a little sex that is."



It turned out that Hanna took up a little more than a couple dresser drawers and a closet. She took one and a half closets and all of what used to be my wife's dresser, and then some. Fortunately I was able to get my yard work done while she and Alysa took care of moving her in, exploring the house, doing some grocery shopping so she could cook what she called a "decent meal". Alysa did the whole day wearing nothing but her coat when she went outside, otherwise she spent the day in nothing but her boots, which was apparently another fantasy she had expressed. I began to wonder just how many fantasies Hanna knew about what I learned was her best friend.
After a rather good dinner I was instructed to go get washed up and dressed. They had some shopping to do and they expected me to look respectable when we went out. I had no idea what that exactly meant, but I suspected that I'd find out. Without another word I headed up to get cleaned up and wash off the sweat and dirt from working outside most of the day. I became even more suspicious when Alysa joined me in the shower and teased the crap out of me, but refused to screw or to make me come, although she did gladly accept my fingers between her legs until she climaxed.
While I dressed, I was treated to Hanna and Alysa also dressing, each wearing rather short tight dresses with nothing, and I do mean NOTHING, under them. Hanna chose a red tube top type dress that she demonstrated allowed her to quickly and easily flash her tits at me, and with a single hand could also display her obviously wet pussy.
Alysa chose a black halter top dress that was almost too small. I suppose if I thought about it I shouldn't have been surprised, since it was actually Hanna's dress and Alysa was slightly larger upstairs. Not that it really mattered, because she, like Hanna, demonstrated just how flashable the dress was, the skirt easily hiked up to expose her all the way to her waist and the top easily spread to allow both breasts to protrude completely naked. It also had the additional side effect that her big tits swung and bounced with every move under the dress, a view sufficiently tantalizing to make a ninety year old get a hardon.
For myself, Hanna and Alysa picked a nice silk polo shirt and a pair of black dockers. As with them, they forbade me from wearing my customary briefs, which I objected over, mostly on the basis that with Alysa's tits bouncing around that way I was going to be obviously hard a lot of the time. Hanna just laughed, pulled her own top down and teased her nipples in front of me for a few seconds before replying that she expected equal opportunity flashing. I was expecting that this was going to be an interesting shopping trip.
The trip to the mall is actually quite long since I live out in the country, nearly thirty five minutes, during which Hanna and Alysa chatted about all kinds of girl stuff while I paid attention to traffic. We got out and headed in, with Hanna intentionally ignoring my requests on what stores we were headed to. I was less than surprised when she led us to a large department store, soon finding myself winding around between racks of clothes as the girls looked at a variety of dresses. True to her word, both Alysa and Hanna took every opportunity to flash me their pussies or tits, sometimes leaving themselves exposed for fairly long periods. I wondered if they realized just how good they were probably looking on the stores security cameras. The result of the flashing was apparently intended to keep me hard and turned on for some yet to be revealed encounter.
I was a bit more uncomfortable while they tried on a variety of lingerie, leaving me hanging around outside the dressing rooms with the racks of lingerie around me. Each of them finally selecting a couple items, which they purchased before we left the store. I followed along, the obvious bulge in my slacks drawing the attention of a number of women as we made our way through the halls of the mall to finally end up at yet another lingerie store. This particular store seemed to carry, in addition to a variety of things to wear, a rather large assortment of adult toys. After perusing the toy section for a while Hanna selected a new vibrator, which she left me holding while she looked at a variety of lingerie items. Finally picking a couple items to try on she led me to the back of the store, and once again left me standing while she disappeared down a row of curtained booths.
"Greg. Would you come back here please?" I heard Hanna call from the line of curtained booths. "I'm in the third one on the left!"
"Sure," I answered as I headed back down the row. I reached the third booth and pulled the curtain back, expecting to see Hanna wearing one of the rather sexy outfits she had taken to try on. That was not what I saw in front of me. "Uh Excuse me!" I said in surprise to a young lady who was standing in front of the mirror examining how she looked in nothing but a black leather corset. She turned quickly to look at me, one hand flashing up to cross across her rather sexy looking breasts and the other over her shaved pussy. We stared at each other in shock for several seconds, with her recovering first.
"So, you gonna come in or just stand there and stare?" She asked softly.
"Huh? Oh god sorry. I thought my girlfriend was in here." I said as I started to back away.
"Uh uh. I think you need to come in here." She said reaching out with her left hand to hold the curtain open and the other to grab at my belt, hooking her fingers in and tugging me toward her. "I think it's only fair for me to see something too, right?"
"Huh?" I asked stupidly, my brain not quite registering right as I looked at her again bare breasts and pussy.
"You're looking. I want a look too. I suppose if you wanna stand out there and drop em, you can, or you can come in here." She said in a soft sultry voice, her hand tugging on my belt.
"Go ahead. I'll wait." I heard Hanna whisper from behind me as she pushed on my shoulders, coaxing me into the strange woman's dressing room.
"But." I protested half heartedly.
"Smart move." The young woman, probably not much more than twenty two or so, said as she let the curtain fall behind me, moving both hands toward my pants. It didn't take long for her to undo my belt and work the button and zipper open. She let my pants fall down my legs, my mostly hard cock springing out to stick lewdly at her. "Mmmmm now this is a nice surprise!" She cooed as she dropped to her knees in front of me and grasped my cock with both hands.
"Oh damn." I breathed quietly as she wrapped her lips around my half hard cock and began slowly pushing her mouth on and off of it, her tongue teasing its underside as she stroked. Time seemed to stand still as I hardened and her bobbing head worked faster and deeper, occasionally pushing my mushroom head deep into her throat.
As I looked at her in the mirror I could see her tits bouncing with each stroke of her mouth, the corset lifting her breasts so they jutted out toward me, her nipples rock hard with excitement. As I watched she reached down between her own legs with one hand, spreading her knees farther apart to allow her own fingers to push into her waiting pussy. For long minutes I stood there watching her suck my cock and finger herself before she abruptly pulled her mouth from my saliva slickened cock and stood up.
"Fuck me." She whispered urgently. "I want it sooooo bad!"
"Seriously?" I asked her as she turned around, reached out for the mirror in front of her and then bent at the waist, pushing her ass and wet pussy out at me.
"Completely serious!" She responded, reaching between her legs to find my cock. "Come on. Put it in. No point in being bashful now."
"I'm not being bashful." I protested as she rubbed my head between her lips and pulled on me, coaxing me to press into her. I might have been somewhat reluctant intellectually, but my body knew exactly what to do with the sensations of a soft pussy pressed to my head. My hips drove forward, sliding my lubricated cock easily into her pussy, forcing it into her until my head pressed against her cervix, unable to push any further.
"Oh my god!" she whispered softly, her voice uneven and breathless as her body assimilated the sensations of my cock.
I held her hips and started stroking slowly in and out of her, sliding my engorged shaft into and out of her pussy, my mushroom head teasing the length of her tunnel with each stroke, bringing soft gasps and pants from her lips as she tried to remain quiet.
"Ohhhhh so good!" she squeaked quietly. "So damn good. Just keep going. Keep pushing in and out of my hot little pussy!" she encouraged quietly.
"Uh huh." I grunted, my thighs softly slapping her ass with each stroke. I could feel my cock swell to its fattest, the eroticism of the situation and the tight wet pussy enveloping me quickly pushing me toward what I expected to be a very wet climax. In and out I pumped, my cock plunging in with wet squishing noises with each stroke. I reached my hands from her hips, where I had been holding her, and slid them up her body, finding her hanging tits and grasped her nipples, squeezing and twisting them in time with my strokes.
"OH SHIT!" she squealed more loudly than I felt comfortable with. She began arching her back with my strokes, causing her clit to press along the bottom of my shaft with each inward thrust, her whole body seeming to shudder each time I pushed into her.
Over and over I pushed into her, her body trembling and shaking in front of and around me as my own orgasm inched closer. "Gonna come." I grunted softly in warning. Her only response was to push herself back harder on my cock. I felt the familiar tingle spread and then suddenly my body jerked, slamming hard into her and nearly smashing her face against the mirror. I could see our profile, her whole body consumed in tremors and shudders as my body bucked over and over, pumping shot after shot of hot cum into her tight pussy.
I stood there for a long time, or at least it felt like it to me, panting, my cock twitching inside her as she held herself bent, her chest heaving as hard as mine. Finally she pulled off my cock and turned to face me. It only took her a few moments to undo the corset she had on, dropping it to the ground so she was completely nude. she picked her clothes from the hook on the side of the booth, pulling on a little tank top, without a bra and a tiny mini skirt, that barely covered her obviously bare pussy. She picked her panties off the hook, used them to wipe her wet pussy and the cum leaking from it, before stepping next to me and pressing it into my hand.
"Just a little souvenir," she whispered before lifting herself on her tip toes to press her hot lips to mine in a wet sensuous kiss. She broke the kiss, picked up her shoes and the corset she had been trying on, pushed the curtain aside and stepped out, leaving me standing there with my pants around my ankles, exposed to anyone who might have been walking down the changing room aisle, which just happened to be one of the sales girls.
"You're going to have to leave. We don't allow that kind of thing in here," She said with a scowl, staring at my slowly shrinking cock, cum still dripping from it. "No matter how good it might look."
"Sorry." I said, feeling my face turn red as I bent to pull my pants back up. She stood and watched while I tucked myself back in my pants, closed and zipped them and then scurried out, hearing her let out a little giggle as I walked quickly out of the dressing room area.
I headed right past Hanna and out into the main hallway of the mall, not stopping until I was some distance from the store, Hanna and Alysa following close behind. "That was embarrassing." I said as they caught up with me.
"You were the one who wanted to have sex in a dressing room." Hanna said with a crooked grin. "You just didn't say who with."
"I was thinking you!" I said with a scowl, "not a total stranger."
"Oh she's not a TOTAL stranger! To be quite frank, you may not know her, but she knows you quite well."
"How so?"
"You had her in class two semesters ago, just not quite this way." Hanna said with a smile. "Although as you can see, she wouldn't have complained one bit if you had."
"I still don't get it. You move in, presumably because you want what I have to offer, then you set up a rendezvous with another young woman?"
"Is it so hard to believe?"
"Hell it was hard to believe you wanted me to do Alysa!" I said louder than I really meant to. Lowering my voice to not be quite so conspicuous I added, "Hell Hanna. I just don't understand!"
"I told you about a couple young ladies from the house having a bit of discussion?"
"Yeah." I answered
"But she didn't tell you how she put the kibosh on their sharing." Alysa said with a grin.
"I agreed to set them up with one full shot each." Hanna said with a shrug. "I mean there weren't too many options."
"You mean they blackmailed you?"
"Let's call it enlightened negotiating. They promised not to tell anyone about your little tryst with Sara in your office if I promised to find a way for each of them to get in on the fun."
"Oh lord." I groaned.
"Don't worry, it's not like it's the whole house!" Hanna laughed.
"Just exactly how many?"
"Well, four that I know of right now." Hanna said, looping an arm in mine and turning me to walk down the mall corridor.
"Is there anything else I should know?" I asked quietly.
"Mmmmm maybe a thing or two, but I don't see why they can't be surprises."
"I hate surprises." I muttered.
"Honey, with me, you better get used to them." She said as she swung the little bag that was on her finger in front of me. "I LOVE surprises! Giving as well as getting."
"I still hate surprises."
"I think you'll like this one." Hanna said. "Just have to wait until tonight. It's a little something for our first official night together... oh yeah, that's right. It'll be our first night together, period, wont it?" She added with a giggle.
The drive home was as interesting as the rest of the day had been. Since it was dark by the time we left the mall, both Alysa and Hanna stripped completely in the car, Alysa also trying to get me as naked as she could while I drove. Their stated intent was to get me as horny as they could for my first night with Hanna. I had to say that they were doing a rather good job as I drove down the highway, my pants around my knees and a completely nude Alysa playing with my cock and occasionally leaning down to suck on it while Hanna sat in the back, her legs spread wide and my mirror adjusted so that I could see her naked body any time I looked up to my rear view mirror.
After a bit more than half an hour of their teasing I was just about ready to pull the car over and fuck one or both of them, my cock leaking precum which Alysa took great joy in spreading up and down my shaft as her hand slid slowly along it. We finally arrived home, pulled the car into the garage and piled out, both ladies still completely naked with no apparent intent on dressing.
I shuffled into the house holding my pants around my thighs so I could walk, my cock swinging back and forth with each step. Alysa took me by the arm and guided me to the family room while Hanna disappeared up the stairs toward the bedrooms. "Now you stay right here." Alysa said as she pulled my pants the rest of the way down. "Hanna has something special planned and I'd hate for you to miss out."
"Okay, I get that. Can I ask though, where to you fit in on this?"
"Oh sweetie! Are you worried? Trust me, I'm just along to make things fun for Hanna. Tonight you don't have to worry about having sex with anyone but her. Me, I'll just fade away later. Another time I might like to stay and play, but tonight it's just you and her. And I'll tell you a secret as long as you promise not to let on that I told you. She's been dreaming about this night for a long time!"
"I hope I'm up to her expectations."
"Don't worry, you've already met and exceeded them!" Alysa said with a giggle. "From what I hear that little fun in the hot tub was mind blowing."
"Really? I didn't do all that much."
Alysa slid onto my lap, one knee on either side of me, my cock trapped between my own body and her wet pussy lips. She slowly ground her pussy against my shaft and leaned close to whisper into my ear. "It doesn't matter how much you think you did, all that matters is how much she enjoyed what you did do."
"I see." I groaned softly.
"Uh huh. See, you're just sitting there, but to me...well this is just about as perfect as it gets." She cooed as she lifted herself and reached down between us, lifting my cock with her fingertips until my head pressed between her wet lips. She arched her back slightly and gently lowered herself down again, enveloping my cock. "Ohhhhh so good. Fuck you really fill a woman!" She moaned softly as she settled her ass on my thighs.
"I thought I was just fucking Hanna." I half groaned.
"You are. I'm just supposed to keep you hard and ready until she's ready for you." She said softly, rocking her hips slightly.
"So answer this. I'm not that big. Not like I'm hung like a horse like those guys in the porn videos. I'm nothing special that I can tell. Why am I suddenly so desirable?"
"Oh honey." Alysa said quietly. "Those big cocks in the porn movies, they're no fun at all. Too damn big or too damn long. You on the other hand, a nice nine or so inches long, just fat enough to stretch me. Yeah, that's perfect. And yes, eight or nine is bigger than average, and to me just the perfect size. A six just doesn't get the job done well enough and a footer is just too damn painful."
"So the old saying of 'it isn't size it's how you use it' isn't really true then is it?"
"Oh honey. Size matters, but it's not the only thing. How you use it matters just as much, but no matter how good you are its hard to make up for a tiny prick when a woman wants to feel filled up." She said, sliding up and down my shaft slowly a couple times. "If Hanna wasn't such a good friend I'd just ride this to oblivion right now. GOD it feels good."
"Just how good friends are you?"
"If you're asking if we fuck each other, the answer is yes. We've played on more than a few occasions, mostly when there isn't a good cock to be had."
"Ohhhhhhh." I groaned as my mind painted an image of the two of them in a sixty nine position eating each other out.
"Okay Alysa!" We heard Hanna call from the top of the stairs.
"Sounds like my playtime is up." Alysa said disappointedly as she lifted herself off my cock. "Go have fun!" She said after standing up and reaching a hand out to pull me up off the sofa. She pushed me toward the stairs and only after I started walking up did she retreat toward the front door, picking up her coat on the way, the only thing she apparently intended to wear on her way home.
I climbed the stairs, hearing a soft rustling coming from the bedroom for a few moments and then silence. I walked toward the bedroom, the door ajar and the room beyond mostly dark. I pushed the door open and took in the sight before me. Arrayed around the room were dozens of small glass candles, their flickering light dancing across the walls and ceiling, the soft yellow glow also flickering on Hanna, who was kneeling in the middle of the bed.
At first glance she looked like she had a red bikini on with an assortment of red ribbons tied around her body, most of her body exposed except the very front of her breasts, including her nipples, and a small triangle covering her pussy. As I moved closer it was obvious that the ribbons, stretching from a two inch wide red collar and winding down around her body creating a framework of large diamond shapes, were all the same material and all interconnected at various crossings. The inch wide ribbons of material also combined to hold the triangle between her legs in place as well as the two triangles covering her nipples.



"I thought that for our first night you might want to have a present to unwrap." She said huskily, holding a hand out to me. "What do you think?"
"I think you're stunning!" I answered honestly, stepping toward the bed and her outstretched hand. She took my hand and coaxed me onto the bed, kneeling in front of her with my cockhead brushing her body as she leaned toward me, her arms wrapping around my neck and her mouth moving toward mine. I felt her hot lips press to mine and I wrapped my arms around her, finding the ties behind her that held the outfit tightly to her body.
I felt her tongue press into my mouth, her hot breath following along as she sighed into my mouth. I let my hands stroke and roam her back and bare ass, sliding over, but ignoring, the ties for now, just taking my time and enjoying the feeling of her against me. I'm not sure how long we had been on our knees this way, the embrace loving and tender. She wanted me to be still turned on, and I was. I finally started tugging gently on the ties, undoing them one at a time until I could feel the material over her breasts start to slide down. I coaxed it lower, feeling her hard bare nipples press to my chest as she again sighed softly into my mouth, clearly approving my actions.
My hands pushed further, moving the crisscross of straps and triangles of cloth down over her hips, pushing the thong style bottom down over her ass and away from her pussy, allowing my fingers to slip between her legs and find her wet lips.
She broke the minutes long kiss and pulled her body tightly against mine. "God, I just can't wait any longer. I don't know who teased who more, me teasing you or me teasing myself." She moaned softly as she gently pressed me backward. She finally pushed far enough I had no choice but to fall back onto the mattress, her body following along until we ended up with her lying on top of me. She gathered herself up, lifting herself off of my chest, but holding herself over me with her hands and knees, her hands finding mine and pulling them one at a time up by my own head. With a grin she gently rocked her body, dragging her rock hard nipples back and forth across my chest as her hips lowered and ground her wet pussy against my cock.
"You wanna fuck me?" She asked in gentle whisper. "You wanna put that big cock deep inside me and make me come all over it?"
"Uh huh." I answered with a smile.
"Well, I'm not gonna let you." She said with a stern look that lasted only a few moments before dissolving into an equally intense smile. "But I am gonna fuck you. I'm gonna slide my pussy all the way up your cock, just like this." She said as her pussy slid along my shaft, her wet lips closing over my engorged head as she pressed my cock to my body with her pussy. "And then I'm gonna slide my hot pussy right over your big, fat, hard cock." She groaned softly as she arched her back down and pressed back against my cock, my head sliding up to the entrance to her pussy and then inside it. "Ohhhhh god yes. I'm going to ride you until you can't stand it and then I'm gonna keep riding you until you fill me with your hot wet cum!"
"Mmmmmmm, I like that idea." I answered quietly as she pushed her body back, forcing more of my cock up into her pussy. She pushed back until I could feel her clit press into the base of my cock, the direction of her travel only then changing. She pulled slowly off my cock, feeling for my head to come ever so near the entrance to her pussy before she pressed quickly back again, stopping only when her clit was jammed down into the base of my cock.
On and off she slid, her pussy caressing me slowly as my fat mushroom head in turn caressed the walls of her velvety tunnel. I lay there, enjoying each stroke as she worked herself faster, her breathing and actions telling me that she was very truly enjoying her efforts.
"God I think I'm going to come." She whispered. "I want you to come with me."
"Close." I answered, knowing that it wouldn't take much more to send me spiraling over the edge.
"Oh baby. Come for me. Come WITH me! I want to feel your cock spurting your hot cum up into me, filling me with your seed! Ohhhh god yes you feel so perfect!" She moaned loudly.
She still had my hands trapped by my head, but her tits were swinging sexily before my face with each stroke. I tilted my head down and grabbed at her nipple with my lips, unable to capture it but letting her know what I was doing.
"Oh lover, you don't have to do that. I'm so close I feel like my pussy is on fire! You do that and I'm gonna come all over your hard fat cock."
"Isn't that the idea?"
"Almost. The idea is to come together!"
"Almost then." I whispered back, knowing I was getting extremely close. "A few more good strokes!"
"That's it baby. Come for meeeee!" she cried softly as her whole body twitched, her arms and legs shaking as she tried to continue sliding on and off my cock. Her body bounced hard on me as she pushed her climaxing body up my shaft and then let her weight jam me deep into her again.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body suddenly jerked, a huge gush of hot cum flowing up and into her from my straining cock.
"YESSSS! YESSSS!" she screamed loudly when she felt my cum push into her, her whole body seeming to jerk and tremble on my spurting cock. "Yes yes yes yes yes," She murmured over and over again as she lay herself down on me, her chest heaving and rubbing her sweaty tits around on my chest as she pressed her cheek to mine. "Oh lord yessssss!"
She let go of my hands and I moved them to circle her waist, pulling her more snugly against me as the two of us intermittently spasmed in response to our body's mutual climaxes. I could feel her breathing past my ear as she lay on me, her only movements the occasional spasm or shudder running through her body. "Did you like it?" She eventually whispered.
"Uh huh."
"Did you like my surprise?"
"I did. You're a gorgeous woman!" I answered quietly. "How could I not enjoy a view like that?"
"You like seeing me half naked?"
"Of course." I answered.
"So you'd like to see more of that kind of thing?"
"Hell yeah."
"Mmmmmmmm good." She sighed contentedly. "I was afraid that you didn't like that kind of surprise."
"That kind of surprise I'll never complain about." I whispered back.
"Mmmmmm good." She sighed again. "Can I just go to sleep like this? I don't want what I feel to stop."
"If that's what you want." I answered softly.
She never responded, but I knew that she had fallen asleep some time later, my softened cock having long since slipped from her and her regular soft breathing lulling me toward sleep as well.
The end...for now.
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I walked into the little boutique a little before closing time. It wasn't all that unlike the boutiques I'd visited once a year for the last twenty five years. Without fail each year I'd stopped in a little shop like this to pick a little something for my wife, a sexy little something that was as much a present for me as it was for her. She really enjoyed seeing what I'd picked for her to wear and I always enjoyed seeing how she would turn a sexy piece of lingerie into a very hot night.
Over the years I'd gotten older and surprisingly a little less comfortable in the stores around the younger women that frequented these places. It seemed like I'd see the twenty somethings picking slutty or sexy lingerie and immediately picture it on their bodies, leaving me with a hardon and the inevitable comment about being a horny old fart or pervert. Well, maybe they didn't ever say it, but their looks and giggles always left me with that impression. As a result I tended to limit my time in lingerie boutiques.
Tonight it looked like I was lucky. The only ones in the store besides me was the sales girl, looking to be around thirty or so, and a middle age blond woman who was perusing the racks. The sales girl approached as I started browsing one of the racks that contained flimsy little teddies. I really wasn't sure what I wanted to get her this year. Super sexy, a bit more demure, or even flat out slutty. I never knew until I found that perfect little item.
"Can I help you find something?" The sales woman asked.
"Actually, I'm not sure what. I'm looking for an anniversary present for my wife."
"Oh, well, what kind of lingerie does she like?"
"Well, all kinds, actually. We've been doing this for quite a few years and it's getting to be a challenge to find something original."
"Oh, that's sweet! Kind of like a tradition? How many years?"
"Twenty five this year." I answered her.
"Hmmmm Let's see if we can find something really special then." She said, walking away, motioning me with her finger over her shoulder to follow her. I wound around the racks toward the rear of the small store, following the rather voluptuous young woman, the short body dress she had on barely covering her ass. By the time we got to the back of the store I had a serious hardon bulging out my pants. "I think we should be looking at these. What size is your wife?"
"Well, actually, I'm not sure. The last year she's been working hard to lose weight and has done a great job. She used to be a size 14, but she's quite a bit thinner than that now."
"Okay, how about bust size?"
"That I know. She's a thirty eight double D. I checked one of her bra's"
"Well, that's certainly one way to do it. So... Let's narrow down her waist size a little. Is she as thin as I am?" She asked, turning around for me to look at.
"Not quite that thin. A bit more like...Well, that blond woman over there. She looks like pretty much my wife's size." I said in a whisper, trying not to draw attention to the fact I was looking at the blond woman down the aisle.
She sales woman turned and looked. "Oh sure. I'd say she's about a ten. That's quite a drop. I bet she's really proud of slimming down that much. Let's see if we can find something that really accentuates those kinds of curves." She said as she smiled back at me, walking around the rack to the other side. She pulled a couple items off the rack and stepped around to my side again, hung a little black lace item on the end of the rack and held up a very sexy little red number that was a combination of lace and strings. "What do you think of this?"
"That does look like it would really show her curves." I answered as she held it against her body and used her free hand to smooth the translucent lace around her body. The red lace ran from her neck down not quite to the hem of the dress she had on that was already so short I could see little peaks of her pink lace panties.
She took the little lace outfit away and turned it around to show me the back. "And she'd be completely naked from behind except for these little satin straps." She said with a smile. "Can you just picture her in this?"
"Actually, I'm having a hard time not picturing you in it at the moment." I mumbled as she looked down at the lace outfit again, holding it against her body. With another smile she set that outfit aside and reached for the black one.
"This is a sexy little outfit that can be worn with or without panties." She said holding up an outfit that looked like an intertwined spiral of sheer lace and black silk strips about four or five inches wide. As she held it against her body it was obvious that it would cover only up slightly above her breasts and wind around her body, leaving one breast covered and the other exposed through the sheer portion, and then wind around to end just below the juncture of her legs. "What do you think, is this something your wife would enjoy wearing?"
"It certainly would be a teasing outfit." I agreed, as she ran her hands up and down the soft fabric, and her own body at the same time.
"And it's all silk. Sensuously soft and smooth. One of my favorites." She said with a grin. "I'm half tempted to put it on for you just to feel it against my skin."
"Don't let me stop you." I said, unable to not think about how it would look on her at that moment.
"Oh, I really can't. I have an agreement with my boyfriend. He knows how much I love sexy lingerie. I can wear all I want but I'm only allowed to model for him."
"Understandable." I said with a nod.
"Not that I haven't thought about showing a little something off once in a while." She said with a grin, her eyes traveling down to the rather large bulge in my slacks.
"I on the other hand have no such limitation," the blond woman said from where she had moved unobtrusively just across the rack from us. "I'm quite sure that you could entice me to model one or even both of those for you. Just to see if you think it would look good on your wife of course."
"Entice you?"
"Well, I'd want a little something in return. But if you're willing, I'm quite sure I wont mind." She answered with a broad smile, stepping around the rack and picking up the red lace outfit and holding it against her curations body. "Am I anything like your wife, shape wise?"
"Quite a bit actually." I answered looking up and down the snug fitting sun dress she had on, the colorful yellow dress held in place over her shoulders by two small strings and snugly around her waist by a wide yellow belt. The top portion of the dress was frilly and hung down over her breasts, which I was pretty sure were unrestrained in the thin dress.
"Well then it should be an easy choice. I'll model both of these for you if you do me two very small favors in return."
"I guess that depends on what they are." I answered.
"Well, I'm trying to find just the perfect outfit to wear for my husband. You have to let me model that for you as well and give me your honest opinion if you think he'll like it."
"That sounds easy enough." I answered. "And the second?"
She grinned what I could almost call devilishly. "You have to model something for me as well."
My mouth opened and closed silently several times as my mind tried to process that statement, finally blurting out. "I would but this is all women's lingerie!"
"Well, we actually do have a small selection of men's items." The sales clerk quickly offered. "Some really hot mesh briefs and thongs and such."
"I... I'm..." I stammered.
"Come now, you don't expect a girl to show you her wares without a little something in return now do you? Come on. Let's see what they have?" The blond woman said, the smile growing wider as she reached for my hand and pulled me along after the sales girl toward the back corner by the dressing rooms.
"We have these. But personally I think this would be perfect." The sales girl said, picking a tiny hanger off the rod on the wall hand holding it out for us to see. It was little more than a bag with a few strings, barely large enough to hold me if I wasn't hard, which might actually be the case at the rate I was deflating.
"Ohhhhh yessss. Perfect indeed!" the blond woman said. "Tell you what. You take this, go change and I'll go put on this red one." The blond said, taking my hand and pulling me toward the short aisle that ran between four curtained dressing rooms facing each other with a large multi segmented mirror at the end of the aisle. "Unless of course you want to share a dressing room?"
"I'm not sure that's a good idea." I answered nervously.
"Well, since we're going to be seeing so much of each other, no point in closing the curtains then, is there?" She said, as I started to pull the curtain closed and she put her hand up to hold it back.
"Um, I suppose not." I answered quietly, letting go of the curtain and allowing her to push it back the rest of the way.
"Besides, I think the sales girl is as interested as I am at seeing you in that!"
"Uh huh." I said nervously as she stepped back into the dressing room across from me and leaving the curtain open. She reached to her waist and pulled the belt off and then up to undo the ties over her shoulders, allowing the dress to slide down her body, leaving her in a pair of heels, thigh high nude stockings and a pair of tiny yellow panties. Her full round breasts sagged some but it just seemed to accentuate how her rock hard nipples pointed slightly upward toward me from the center of two large pink puckered areola.
"So, you going to undress too? Or just stare at my tits?" She prompted quietly. "Or maybe the sales girl needs to come help you?"
"No. I'm pretty sure I can do this myself." I answered nervously pulling my polo shirt off, the sales girl standing near a rack of lace lingerie where she had a full view of me in the dressing room. I took a deep breath and pulled my pants down, sitting on the bench to pull off my shoes and then slide my pants off my legs, leaving me in socks and my boxers. "Here goes." I said to myself as I pushed my boxers down, my half hard cock poking out for both of them to see.
The blond smiled and pushed her yellow panties down, exposing a small bush of curly brown hair trimmed into a nice triangle, her pussy completely exposed to me as she lifted one leg and then the other to take the panties off. She had full outer lips with a significant amount of wavy inner lips protruding. She stepped her legs apart and gently rubbed her obviously wet lips, teasing them away from her body where they had been pressed by the panties, leaving them glistening with her own juices. I stood there, my cock growing harder by the second as she slowly stepped into the red outfit and began adjusting and tying the red ties.
"You going to stay that way?" She asked sweetly as she looked over at me still standing naked.
"Oh yeah." I answered, reaching for the red thong. I stepped into it and pulled it up my legs, stuffing my cock and balls into the small bag which fortunately stretched a fair amount to cover my hardon.
"Very nice." The sales girl cooed from where she was standing, her hand between her legs rubbing her pink panties.
The blond woman, now dressed in the red lace, stepped out into the aisle and reached for my hand. Pulling me out of the room and down the aisle toward the mirror. "What do you think? Is this the look you're going for on your wife?" she asked sweetly as she rubbed her almost completely bare back against my body, making sure to wiggle her ass crack against my hard pole.
"I have to admit, she would look stunning in it." I answered.
"And just think, with no panties all she'd have to do is bend over like this and you'd have complete access." She said leaning over and pressing a hand against the mirror and pushing her ass out at me, exposing her pussy to me. "What do you think of that view?"
"Oh god." I groaned, my hands moving of their own accord to her creamy ass cheeks, gently rubbing them before sliding a hand down between her legs to stroke my fingers up her pussy lips, feeling her hot wetness.
"Mmmmmm you keep doing that and we may have to do more than just look." She moaned softly as my fingers traced up her pussy a second time. "You still want me to try the other one on?"
"I don't know." I answered honestly. "I think this one looks pretty spectacular."
"Pull the tie around the back of my neck." She coaxed as she reached back with her free hand to find my hardon in the stretched material of the thong I had on.
I reached up and pulled the statin ribbon tied in a bow at the back of her neck, and the front of the red lace fell away, allowing her full tits to hang down below her, completely visible in multiple views in the mirror. She pulled the thong aside and grasped my hard cock and guided me to her hot wet pussy, teasing my head up and down her wet slit before pushing back against me and driving herself over me.
"Oh god." I groaned as I slid deep into her.
"Fuck me. Fuck me good baby!" She moaned as my head pressed against the end of her tunnel.
"Uh huh." I groaned, starting to stroke in and out of her wet tunnel, her silky hot smoothness teasing my head with each stroke in and out of her. I watched in the mirror as her tits swung too and fro below her as I pounded into her, my thighs slapping loudly against her bare ass. I slid my hands up her sides and down to her tits, cupping both of them and grabbing her nipples, drawing a moan from her lips as I squeezed and twisted them. In and out I slid, knowing that I was going to climax soon if I kept going, and not really caring at that moment. Out of the corner of my eye I saw movement, drawing my attention to the mirror and the sight of the sales girl pulling her dress up over her head, her underwear already down around her knees.
One of her hands moved to her own breasts, squeezing and pulling her nipples as her other hand moved back to her crotch, her fingers diving into her own pussy and pushing in and out in time with my strokes.
"OH SHIT! I'M COMING!" the blond squealed loudly as her pussy began contracting and spasming around my plunging cock. In and out I pushed, the tingle in my balls quickly spreading as her pussy tightened around my shaft.
"Oh fuck." I groaned as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock into her and unleashing a huge surge of hot cum into her. Over and over again my body bucked, spurting more cum into her pussy as I watched the sales girl behind us throw her head back and climax, a stream of juices squirting onto the store carpet and running down her legs.
"Ohhhhhh my god." The blond woman panted as she held herself up with both hands against the mirror. "I may have to think about buying one of these for my husband."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I had something else in mind though." She panted.
"Still wanna show me?"
"If it gets me more of this? Hell yeah!" she said with a chuckle.
I pulled from her pussy, a huge gush of our cum leaking from her pussy as she walked bow legged toward the dressing room she changed in. I pushed the thong down and stepped out of it, leaving me naked except for my socks. I walked back to my dressing room and sat down on the bench, working to catch my breath. To my surprise the sales girl stepped into the changing room and knelt down in front of me quickly engulfing my cock with her hot mouth, sucking the cum from the coupling with the blond from my cock. I looked up and saw the blond lift her eyebrows and I responded with a little shrug.
The blond woman stripped everything off, standing completely naked in front of me before pulling on a bra that held her big tits up and out, the whole front of each sexy breast exposed, and a pair of lace panties. She walked over to where I sat, the sales girl still licking and sucking my cock, which was once again starting to grow. She leaned against the wall and leaned her chest toward my face. "Wanna suck these?"
"Fuck yeah." I agreed eagerly, reaching up and cupping both soft tits and drawing one toward my mouth. I closed my lips around her exposed areola and flicked my tongue across her hard nipples, drawing a soft moan from her lips.
"That's it. I like that." She cooed as I worked first one nipple and then the other, my hand moving down between her legs, finding the panties to be crotch less, allowing me to tease her wet pussy. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah baby. Finger me." She moaned as I slid my fingers along her slit, pushing a finger into her tunnel at one end of my stroke and teasing the side of my finger across her engorged clit at the other end. "You keep doing that and I'm going to have to sit on that cock again."
"Go for it." I urged, wanting to feel her pussy wrapped around my cock again.
She reached down and gently pushed the sales girl back and then turned to face away from me, reaching down between her legs as she backed over me. She aimed my cock at her pussy and eased down onto me, the panties spreading apart to allow me to slide easily into her hot wetness. "Ohhhhh fuck yeah!" she moaned softly as she began to bounce up and down my shaft. "Fucking good!"
"Uh huh." I groaned as the sales girl moved closer and lifted one of her breasts to my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked the front of her firm round tit into my mouth, teasing her nipple and circling her areola with the tip of my tongue. She moaned softly and pulled one of my hands toward her crotch, encouraging me to slide my fingers into her pussy.
"OH god this feels good." The blond moaned as she bounced her ass up and down, her pussy plunging over and over on and off my cock. "I think I'm going to come again!"
"Do it. Let it happen." I grunted, pulling my face from the tit in front of me for a moment. "I don't think I'm far behind."
"Good. Come for me! I want to feel you coming in me again!" she moaned as I continued to finger the pussy of the sales girl and suck on one of her tits.
"Me too." The sales girl squeaked as her legs started to tremble. "Gonna so fucking come any second!"
The blond looked back over her shoulder at me and smiled before closing her eyes and losing herself in her own climax. I felt her pussy clench around my cock and I tried to help her continue stroke on me with one hand as my own climax built closer and closer.
"Come for me baby! Come in my hot little cunt!" the blond moaned as her pussy spasmed around me, her ass still pumping up and down my shaft.
"AHHHHHH!" I practically shouted as my cock erupted in her pussy. Over and over my body bucked, the blond now just sitting on me, feeling my cock fill her pussy with my juices, the sales girl still shaking and trembling with my finger deep in her tight little pussy.
The three of us sat and stood there for long minutes recovering from the mutual orgasms. Finally the sales girl pulled from me and walked away, slightly wobbly, weaving between the racks toward the front door. She paused at the door and then returned, still naked. "Figured I better lock up." She said with a grin. "Kinda forgot to do that before."
"So, you think this is sexy enough for my husband?" the blond woman asked, pulling off my cock and standing up to face me.
I trickle of cum ran down her leg as I looked her up and down. "Tell you what. I'll buy that outfit for you, on one condition."
"Oh? What's that?" She asked looking down at me.
"You wear that home for him just like that. You can put your heels back on, but you need to walk in for him dressed just like that."
"Hmmmm that could be dangerous. Never know who might see me like this?"
"Seems to me you like to play dangerous."
She grinned at me, leaned down and gave me a long wet kiss. "You're on!" She walked to her dressing room, picked up her dress and cum stained stockings, tossed the stockings to me and then walked away in nothing but the crotchelss panties, shelf bra carrying her dress and purse.



"Damn!" the sales girl said as the woman disappeared out the front door.
"Looks like I owe you for what she wore and for the red outfit." I answered looking around for my pants.
"You know. If you stay a bit longer and fuck me, you can have all of it for free!" she said as she stepped across my legs and sat down with her pussy against my softening cock.
"I might be tempted if I didn't need to get home for my anniversary." I whispered, reaching up her body and cupping both tits, rubbing my thumbs across her nipples. "But I have a hunch I may come back and shop here again."
"Any time you want." She said as she sucked her breath in as I nibbled one of her nipples. "Any damn time you want."
I pulled my face from her and coaxed her to stand up. I pulled on my shirt and pants, stepped into my shoes and picked up the little red outfit from the other dressing room. The sales girl checked me out, still completely naked.
"You sure I can't convince you to stay and fuck me?"
"Not tonight." I whispered, giving her a soft kiss on the cheek. "Maybe next time though."
I walked out and climbed into my car for the half hour drive home.
I put the garage door up and pulled in. I climbed from the car, somewhat disheveled and closed the door behind me. Opening the kitchen door I stepped in and called for my wife. "Lover! I'm home!"
"In here!" I heard her call from the living room.
I stepped from the kitchen to the living room and saw my wife. Her short brown curly hair framed her sexy face, a broad smile on her face. "So did you bring me something?"
"Uh huh." I said, stepping toward her, holding the bag from the lingerie store out to her.
"Ohhh more lingerie! How sweet. That means I got two this year!"
"Uh huh." I answered, reaching down to cup both her breasts, sticking out above the shelf bra she still had on.
"The sales girl was a nice surprise for you, wasn't it? Next time maybe I should let you fuck her. She did proposition you didn't she?"
"Oh yeah." I agreed with a chuckle. "I told her maybe next time, but truth be told, this is the pussy I wanna be buried in." I said as I reached down and slid my fingers between the gap in the crotchless panties. "By the way, the blond wig was a nice touch."
"Thank you. I thought so too. Right now I really need you to fuck me again. Driving home half naked has me really turned on again!"
"I'll have to remember that." I whispered as I lowered my head toward hers for a soft loving kiss.
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I've known Mandy Eckerson for almost a year and a half. We met at a new employee orientation and while both of us were already in what we thought were serious relationships, but we couldn't help but strike up a workplace friendship, especially since we were both new in the same department, me a mechanical engineer, her an electrical engineer. Unfortunately neither of our relationships managed to withstand the post college separations, leaving us both single for the better part of the last year.
Mandy and I had talked briefly about dating, but both of us agreed that adding a romantic component to our friendship might spoil what we already had, not to mention the difficulties of working together if it went south. Consequently the two of us went out together, did things together, talked nearly every day, and while we were boy and girl and friends, we were most definitely NOT boyfriend and girlfriend.
New-years was not all that unlike other times we had gone out to movies or parties or even out fishing and camping, we went to a new-year party as friends, and endured the typical kidding and ribbing from our friends about NOT being together. The party was fun and both Mandy and I had way too much to drink and took a cab back to her house.
"Come on Eric." Mandy said in slightly slurred speech as we walked thought the front door at nearly one in the morning. "you can sleep on the sofa and we'll get your car back tomorrow morning." She said with a yawn, plopping down on the sofa.
"Good party, huh?" I asked her as I dropped onto the other end of the sofa.
"Yeah, sweet." She said with a frown.
"You didn't have fun?"
"Yeah, I guess." She answered a bit sullenly.
"So give. What's wrong?"
"I guess I hadn't planned on spending newyears alone again." She answered.
"You weren't. You were with me." I chuckled.
"You know what I mean!" She said, frowning at me.
"Yeah, you and me both." I agreed.
"Who the hell would have thought that a year and a half out of college I'd still be living at home with no prospects of a romantic relationship." She said practically pouting.
"You're living with your mom so you can pay your student loans off faster, remember? Besides, I didn't think you minded living at home."
"For the most part I don't mind, but I get a little frustrated. She has more sex than I do!"
"Well, she is single and you have to admit, she's pretty fucking hot." I said, shaking my head.
"You really think she's hot?"
"For a forty something, hell yeah. I'd be surprised if most of the guys that went out with her did it to get into her pants."
"Guys are horrible. Always thinking about sex!"
"Yeah, right. Just who brought the subject up anyway?"
"I did I guess. But hell, it's been six months at least since I've had any." She said with a scowl. "I kinda hoped I'd have a boyfriend to ring in the newyear with."
"You mean have a newyear fuck?"
"Hell yeah. You can't tell me you didn't hope for the same, can you?"
"Yeah, I guess I did. If it wasn't for internet porn I'd never get any sex." I joked.
"God! Internet porn? You can't be serious!" she said with a scowl. "You really watch that stuff?"
"Yeah, fraid so." I said a bit sheepishly.
"Boy, some pair we are, huh?" She said.
"Yep." I agreed, slouching down on the sofa a bit farther and closing my eyes.
She was silent a long time, long enough for me to think maybe she fell asleep before saying anything. "You asleep?" she asked quietly.
"Nope." I answered without opening my eyes.
"Eric. You wanna do it?"
"Do what?"
"Have sex. You and me I mean." She said so quietly that I almost didn't hear it.
I opened my eyes and looked at her, trying to hide my surprise. "You wanna have sex? As in boyfriend and girlfriend?"
"No. Nothing like that. I just thought, hell, you haven't had any, I haven had anything. Maybe we can just have sex between friends, just this once."
"Sure, why not." I agreed, closing my eyes again since I didn't think she was really serious. "We can just take everything off and fuck right here. I've always wanted to fuck you on the sofa, especially when you're wearing those little pink shorts and a tank top."
"You like how I look in those?"
"Hell yeah. Why wouldn't I?" I asked, not really thinking about what I was saying because of the alcohol still in my system. "Your ass sticks out really nice in them and if you move just right I can see up the leg and see what kind of underwear you have on."
"God Eric! That's terrible. You really look at my underwear?"
"Yeah. Why wouldn't I? You got a sexy body!"
"You think I'm sexy?"
"Oh hell, let's see. Thirty eight C tits, twenty eight inch waist. Yeah, nice shape, good looking legs, pretty face. Yeah, you're every bit as hot as your mom is. I'd get you naked in a hot second!"
"You know how big my tits are?"
"How could I not. It's on the tag of your bra." I chuckled.
"So, you really wanna see me naked?"
"Hell yeah. That bikini you had on at the lake this year. Oh god. I had a hard time not having a hardon." I said with a laugh. "But let's face it. We're not going to really get naked in front of each other."
"I wouldn't mind." She said quietly.
"You wouldn't mind what?"
"Seeing you naked."
"Oh?" I asked opening my eyes and looking at her.
"Yeah. I kinda peeked at you when we were on that camping trip in august. You were changing into your swim suit in the tent and I could see though the window."
"So you saw me naked?"
"Yeah. Wish you'd have had a hardon though. What I got to see was pretty fucking good looking. Made my pussy wet at least." She said with a giggle. "REALLY wet actually. I had to finger myself when it was my turn to change."
"Seriously? You got off thinking about me?"
"Uh huh. So how about it? Wanna show me what that hardon looks like?"
"What hardon?" I asked.
"The one bulging the front of your pants out. It's been getting harder ever since you started talking about how big my tits are."
"Oh geez." I groaned.
"So? How about it?" She asked, standing up. She reached behind her and pulled the zipper of her little blue cocktail dress down, shrugging the material off her shoulders and letting it slide down her body. She had on pantyhose, little blue bikini panties and a lacy blue bra that matched her panties. I stared as she reached back behind herself and then shrugged off the bra, leaving her bare thirty eight C cup tits completely exposed. Her breasts sagged slightly, but not too much, and each had a large puckered pink areola with a rock hard nipple jutting out of the center.
I'd have just sat and stared longer, but she kept moving, hooking her fingers into the waistband of her pantyhose. She pulled them down, her bikini panties trying to slide down with them, uncovering her tiny little trimmed brown bush, shaped like a little triangle pointing down between her legs. She bent over to push her hose down, her tits hanging down and swinging back and forth as she moved from foot to foot, pulling off her pantyhose and panties, standing back up straight and completely naked. "You're turn." She said, holding a hand out for me.
"Damn." I muttered as I let her pull me up. She reached for my belt and undid it and the front of my pants, pushing them down until they could slide down the rest of the way on their own. With a grin she pushed my boxers down, my hardon popping out and sticking out at her lewdly.
"FUCK!" she exclaimed as she stared at my nine inch hardon. "That's a serious cock!" She added as she dropped to her knees in front of me and grasped my shaft with both hands. I stared down at her as she moved closer to my cock and then engulfed my engorged mushroom shaped head with her sexy red lips.
"Oh god." I groaned softly as she gently bobbed her head on and off my shaft several inches, plunging my head to the back of her throat and then pulling off until I was almost ready to slip from her lips.
She pulled her mouth from my cock and gently licked up the bottom of my shaft from my balls to the sensitive spot under my head, her eyes looking up at me lustfully the whole lick. "Am I to assume you like that?"
"Good assumption." I breathed as she engulfed my head with her soft hot lips again. "Ohhh damn!" I moaned as she again slipped her mouth on and off my shaft, making my cock twitch with my suddenly pounding heart.
As quickly as she started sucking my cock she stopped, pulling her mouth off of me and standing back up in front of me. She reached for my shirt and pulled it up, letting me lift my arms so she could pull it all the way off. She pushed my chest, forcing me to sit back on the sofa and then climbed on my lap, one leg on either side of mine, her tits pushed out toward my face. "So now's your chance to see em up close." She cooed softly.
I slid my hands up her body, letting my fingers dimple her skin as I traced up her body to her sexy tits, gently cupping them both and squeezing them into cones so that her nipples pushed out toward my face. I leaned forward and engulfed one nipple with my lips, sucking it greedily into my mouth while squeezing and kneeding her other soft breast.
"Oh fuck yes. Been so long since anyone has sucked my tits." She moaned softly, her hands reaching for my head and gently teasing through my short hair with her fingers. "You have no idea how hot and wet my pussy is right now."
She was right. I didn't, but I also knew what to do about it. I let go of her tit with my left hand and slipped it down between our bodies, rolling it over palm up and slipping my fingers between her legs. My middle finger slipped easily between her full round outer lips and the modest amount of inner lip naturally protruding from between them. "God you are wet." I mumbled around her tit as I took a breath and then sucked the nipple into my mouth again.
"And fucking horny too. I bet you know what to do about that too." She moaned as I stroked my finger gently between her lips from the entrance to her tunnel, to the end of her slit and her hard nub of a clit and back again.
She was right, I did know what to do about that. I pulled my finger from between her lips and reached for my cock, quickly lifting it straight up at her pussy. She was holding herself up on her knees, but when she felt my head brush her lips, she lowered herself slightly, letting me rub my engorged head between her lips several times before settling it into her tunnel entrance. She lowered herself down on me, her incredibly tight pussy trying to expand to allow my fat head to penetrate, but resisting as she added more and more of her weight to press against it. "OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as my head suddenly pushed past the entrance to her sexy tunnel and pushed several inches into her. "Jesus fucking Christ!" she moaned as she began to bounce on me, each trip up and down my rock hard shaft driving me deeper into her until her clit was grinding into the base of my cock with each stroke. "Jesus you're so fucking big!"
"If you say so." I mumbled, moving to the other tit as she began to bounce harder, sliding her velvety pussy up and down my shaft, sending little tingles racing through my body.
"Oh yeah. I do." She moaned as she bounced harder. "Fuck I'm going to come already. Ohhhhhhh fuck fuck fuck. Your cock is going to make me come!" she squealed loudly as she slammed herself down on my shaft, her whole body suddenly shuddering and shaking as her pussy convulsed and spasmed around my cock. "Ohhhhhhh god god god!" she moaned, leaning against me and panting for breath.
"I didn't know girls came that fast." I said quietly as she began to wiggle around on my lap again, her chest pulled far enough way that I couldn't suck her nipples, but could play with both her fantastic tits.
"Not too damn often." She mumbled. "God why haven't we fucked before this?"
"Cuz we didn't want to ruin our friendship." I answered, my hips trying to push my cock up into her, my own desire to climax off the charts.
"Eric. You know I'm not on the pill right now, right?" She said quietly.
"Oh fuck. Well, at least you got a good come." I groaned, seeing my chances to finish what we started going out the window.
"I did. And so should you. It's not the best time of the month to get pregnant, but it could happen. But I still want you to come. As much as I want it in me, I'm not quite drunk enough to ignore that." She said as she climbed off of me, her pussy pulling off me with a loud slurp. She moved to the other end of the sofa and lay down, hooking one leg over the back of the sofa and letting the other hang over the edge, leaving her pussy spread wide. "Fuck me. But before you come, pull out. You can fuck my tits or squirt all over me, whatever you want, as long as you don't come in me." She said, looking at me seriously. "I know damn well that tomorrow I'm going to buy a stash of condoms though." She added with a giggle.
I stood up and pulled off my shoes and pants before repositioning myself on the sofa on my knees. I held myself over her as she reached for my cock and guided me back to her waiting hole. "Ohhhhh yeah. Fuck me baby." She moaned as I pushed into her again, sliding all the way into her as she pulled her legs farther back to allow me to push into her until my body pressed against her bare ass. I started stroking in and out of her pussy, slamming myself deep into her with each stroke, making her tits bounce and wiggle on her chest as she rocked her hips in time with my strokes. "Oh god yes yes. Fuck you feel good." She cried softly. "Fuck me hard baby! Fuck my hot little cunt!"
"Oh god. I'm not going to last long doing this!" I grunted as I pounded into her.
"Then don't! Come for me!" she coaxed as I stroked in and out, my engorged head teasing her tunnel walls and her soft wet tunnel clenching around and gripping me, trying to hold me inside her as I inched closer to climax.
"Oh god! Almost." I grunted, pulling my dick from her pussy and pushing forward, driving it along her wet slit until I was sticking up between her legs. She reached for my cock and began to stroke it frantically, her hands pushing my inevitable orgasm to its peak. My body bucked and shot a huge gush of cum out, sailing in an arc to land on her tits in a long white rope. Again and again my body jerked, sending even more cum onto her, leaving ropes and puddles of cum on her chest and stomach. My cock began to soften as she gently played with it, milking the last of the cum from it before letting go and reaching for me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and body and pulled me down, pressing our naked bodies together.
"God you came a lot." She whispered as she pulled my face down to hers. I felt her hot lips press to mine and eagerly returned her sensuous kiss, sharing the taste of each other for long seconds. "I hope we don't kill our friendship." She whispered as the kiss was broken.
"Could make it difficult." I whispered back.
"Doesn't have to. Friends with benefits maybe?" She asked quietly.
"I'm willing to try it." I agreed, my cock already getting hard again . "Want some more benefits?"
"Yeah," she grinned. "How about you fuck me from behind."
"Sure. Kinda wanted to do that at the lake anyway. Just pull those bikini panties down and take you right there on the shore of the lake." I said with a chuckle as she released me.
"I wouldn't have appreciated it then. But after today, I'm not sure I'd object." She grinned as I climbed off the sofa. She slid off herself and then stood up, stepping around to the side of the sofa and bent over, resting her elbows on the arm of the sofa, her ass pointed out toward me as I stepped around behind her.
My cock wasn't rock hard, but it was plenty hard enough to push into her again. I grasped my shaft and pressed my head to her full round pussy lips and pressed, my still not quite fully rigid cock slipping into her velvety soft tunnel. I held her hips and started to pump my hips, driving my cock in and out of her pussy, my shaft quickly growing harder as I slapped my thighs against her bare ass. In and out I stroked, her moans of pleasure loudly filling the room as I stood behind her, stroking into her over and over again. She lifted one leg and rested her knee on the back of the sofa, spreading her legs wide apart, allowing me to drive even deeper into her.
"OH FUCK Eric! God damn you feel so good fucking my pussy! God I love how your cock feels in meeeee!" she cried loudly as I reached up her body and captured her swinging tits, gripping her nipples and squeezing gently as her swinging mamaries tried to tug and pull her nipples from my grip. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck fuck fuck!" she cried as my stroking cock pushed her orgasm closer to its climax. In and out I continued to drive, her cries and comments adding to the incredible stimulation of her spasming pussy.
"Fuck. I'm going to come again!" I grunted loudly, feeling my balls tingle and tighten.
She unceremoniously pulled herself off my cock, pushing my hands from her tits and dropped to her knees in front of me. She grabbed my cock with one hand, her other hand quickly pushing two fingers into her own pussy. She closed her lips around my head and frantically stroked my shaft with her hand, trying to tease me to come in her mouth.
"OH FUCK!" I cried as my body suddenly bucked in a massive spasm, a huge gush of cum lancing from my cock. Mandy gagged on the sudden surge, pulling her mouth from my cock to try and regain her breathing, my second and third shots of cum spewing onto her face. She continued to stroke my cock while I shot three more strong surges of cum onto her chest, adding to where the last load had gone and dried.
"God you come a lot." She breathed before closing her mouth around my head again, sucking the now subsiding cum from my softening cock. I stood there, my body twitching periodically as she licked and sucked my cock until it had emptied all it was going to, and then pulled from it. She stood up in front of me, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me to her cum covered chest, her mouth pressing to mine. I tasted my own cum on her lips and tongue as she aggressively kissed me, her tongue darting into my mouth to tease my tongue.
"Well, looks like you two had more fun that I did." We heard from behind me, drawing our attention to Mrs Eckerson standing by the front door in her black long sleeved cocktail dress.
"Oh shit!" Mandy cried, quickly turning away and practically running down the hall toward her bedroom. For my part all I could do was try to cover my flagging cock as she walked slowly toward me, one foot crossing the other and making her hips sway as she stepped closer. Her dress clung tightly to her curves, which were considerable, and her tits wiggled and bounced slightly with each step, clearly unrestrained under the skin tight black material. I swore I could see her nipples hardening in the thin black material as she stepped right up to me, standing only inches from me.
"No need to hide it. I think it looks pretty damn good." She said, reaching her hand down to mine and pulling my hands away so she could see me. "Looks like my daughter already used you up. Too bad. I could have used a good fuck tonight!" she said somewhat drunkenly. She reached to her shoulder with one hand, pulling on the material to while she tossed her handbag on the small coffee table. I stared as she peeled the apparently backless dress down one arm, slowly exposing one of her large round tits. I stared at her full round tit, at least half again as big as Mandy's, while she reached her other hand up and pulled the other shoulder, slowly easing the material down her arm until she could pull it out, leaving her naked from the waist up. Hooking both hands in the material of the dress where it was bunched around her waist, she wiggled her hips slowly from side to side, pushing the material down an inch or so with each wiggle of her hips. Inch by inch she pushed the skin tight black material over her hips and ass, exposing more and more of her stomach and lower. The dress finally slipped down her legs, leaving me staring at her completely naked body with exception of an incredibly small thong panty that didn't even extend high enough to cover her completely shaved mound.



"God." I whispered as she stepped from the dress, leaving her black high heels on, her hands moving now to the tiny black thong. She licked her lips like a hungry animal as she pushed the thong panty down over her hips, the tiny strings rolling slightly as she pushed, the almost non-existent panty falling down her legs.
"Mmmmmm you like what you see?" she cooed softly as she reached for my surprisingly hardening cock. "That's what I like about young men. They're like energizer bunnies. They keep going and going and going." She tugged gently on my cock, stroking her hand along my shaft to coax me even harder as she reached for one of my hands with hers. She tugged my hand, her's still stroking my cock as I followed her around to the back sofa. She lifted herself off the carpet with one hand and pulled gently on my cock as she spread her legs wide before me. She reached around me with her legs, hooking her heels on my ass and pulling me toward her as she guided my cock to her completely shaved pussy.
I watched her rub my head up and down her sopping wet slit and then let go of me as she pulled with her heels, easing me toward her, my cock slipping easily into her hot wet pussy. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her chest, placing one hand on each of her huge tits, her rock hard nipples pressing to my palms.
"Ohhhhhhhhh yes. I didn't think I was going to get fucked tonight." She moaned softly as my hips started to slide in and out, almost of their own will. "That's it. Fuck my pussy!"
I squeezed and massaged her tits with my hands as I pumped my hips back and forth, her high heels pressed against my ass to help pull me fully into her, her hands clasped behind my neck to support her as she sat on the back of the sofa. In and out I stroked, feeling her pussy clench around me as she closed her eyes and focused her attentions on my cock.
"That's it. God damn what a cock. Fuck me. Fuck my hot pussy until you come. I want to feel you squirt your cum deep inside me!" she moaned. "Ohhhhh god yes. Such a cock. It feels like you're driving it all the way into my stomach it's so long and fat!" she breathed softly, her body giving little jerks and twitches each time I slammed the base of my cock into her exposed clit. In and out I stroked, driving her orgasm higher and, much to my surprise, my own orgasm closer to a third shot. "Oh yeah. That's it. Just keep fucking me like that! Soooooooo god damn fucking good! Just keep pounding my hot little cunt with that big fat cock!" she moaned louder. "I think I'm going to come."
"SHIT!" she cried suddenly, her whole body jerking and shaking as her pussy clamped around my hard shaft.
"UH GOD!" I grunted as her rippling pussy muscles tried to pull me deeper into her, stroking me, practically milking my cock. I stared at her tits in my hands as my body bucked, pumping a shot of cum up into her spasming pussy, drawing a cry of pleasure from her.
"That's it. Fill my hot cunt with your fuck juice!" She cried loudly, throwing her head back and arching her back to push herself down harder on my cock, her heels pulling me tighter to her ass and pussy.
"Oh damn." I panted as my cock started to soften inside her, my brain starting to realize that I'd just fucked the shit out Mandy's mom.
"You can say that again. Ohhhhhhh damn yes!" she moaned softly as she tilted her head back up and looked at me lustfully. "Oh yeah. That was damn good!" s he said softly. "I hope you fucked my daughter at least half as good as you just fucked me!" she said with a grin, still holding me deep inside her.
She slowly released me as my cock softened and then let me slip from her, a gush of our cum leaking from her pussy as she slipped off the sofa back. She mumbled something I couldn't quite make out as she walked unsteadily toward her bedroom, leaving me along in the living room.
I stepped around and dropped onto the sofa, practically in shock. My mind swirled as I thought about Mandy and what she must have been thinking at that moment. I closed my eyes and that was pretty much the last thing I remembered.
I woke up in the morning, the sun starting to shine in the sliding door in the kitchen. I rubbed my eyes and pushed the blanket down my chest as I groaned. "God what a dream" I mumbled as I pushed the blanket the rest of the way off of me. "Ohhhhhh shit." I swore under my breath. "What the fuck did I do?" I looked at my watch and saw it was only a bit past seven and hoped no one else was up yet. I didn't particularly have anywhere to be, but I wasn't sure staying here was the best choice. I looked around for my clothes and was surprised to find that my clothes were all missing from the floor, but so were Mandy's and if my mind remembered correctly, Mrs Eckerson's dress.
I shook off the fuzzy headed feeling of way too much to drink the night before and headed down the hall, still naked, for the bathroom. I'd spent the night before on a few occasions, so I was more than familiar with where to find towels and such. I really needed a shower and as long as I didn't mind smelling like girly body soap, I figured I might as well get cleaned up. Being naked is one thing, but walking around smelling of sex is quite another.
I took care of business, flushed and climbed into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over me while I let my mind try to sort out the night before. I was most definitely drunk, and based on how I smelled, I was pretty sure that I had in fact had sex with Mandy. What left me confused was the memory of having sex with her mom too. That just didn't add up, and I was about to conclude it was an alcohol induced fantasy when the bathroom door opened. A very sexy and naked young woman stepped into the bathroom, walked straight toward the shower stall, slid the glass door open and stepped in.
"Morning Eric," Mandy said, stepping toward me and wrapping her arms around my neck.
"Morning Mandy." I answered, my arms circling her waist as she stepped her body against mine.
"So, I guess we need to fuck...I mean talk." She said, blushing.
"Freudian slip?" I chuckled.
"Maybe. I woke up horney as hell, smelling like I'd been well fucked with dried cum all over my chest. How do you suppose that happened?"
"Yeah, well, we were both pretty drunk." I answered, feeling my cock hardening and pressing against her trimmed bush and between her legs.
"Not so drunk I don't remember having sex with you. Seems to me we talked about friends with benefits. Still good with that?"
"Uh, yeah. Sure." I answered as she stepped her legs apart slightly to allow my hardening shaft room to slip between them.
"Good because I could really use some benefits just now." She said, lifting herself on her tip toes to bring her lips to mine. "Fuck me!" she whispered before pressing her hot wet lips to mine, her hot breath breathing into my mouth as her tongue teased mine.
The shower wasn't the most romantic place to have sex, but then I don't think romance was on the menu. Sexual satisfaction seemed to be paramount. I reached down to lift her by her ass, picking her petite form up, her legs wrapping around my body. She squeezed her legs and used them against my hips to help me lift herself up as I shifted one hand to my cock to guide me to her wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhh yeah. Right there." She whispered as she eased her grip with her legs and let some of her weight down on my engorged head. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes!" she moaned as my cock pushed into her, penetrating deep into her. Between her legs wrapped around my hips and my hands lifting her ass, we stood in the cascading water and slowly screwed, her body sliding up and down my shaft, her tunnel teasing every inch of my shaft. She lifted until she nearly came off my cock and let it slip from her, after which she dropped quickly down, griding her clit into the base of my cock. "God yes. Feels every bit as good as last night." She mumbled as I helped bounce her up and down my shaft.
"God you feel good." I groaned, feeling her pussy stroke my cock, her tight tunnel gripping me and resisting each push and pull of my shaft inside her. Up and down she bounced, her breathing becoming more ragged as she grew closer and closer to climax, my own sneaking closer as well.
"Fuck. Gonna come!" she moaned quietly, bouncing slightly faster. "gonna come...oh god. Yes...YES!" she said, her voice growing from a gentle moan almost to a scream of pleasure with the final yes. She gripped my waist hard, making it impossible for me to lift her as her pussy contracted and spasmed around me. Her tits were practically in my face, as she squeezed me to her, her hips rocking slightly to grind her clit into the base of my cock. Her legs trembled as they squeezed me, her panting rubbing the tops of her sexy tits into my face.
"Fuck. I'm gonna come." I grunted, trying to hold back as I had the night before, at her request."
"Ohhhhh fuck fuck fuck!" she groaned as she shuddered on my engorged cock.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body, unable to hold back any longer, jerked, spewing cum up into her clenching pussy.
"OHHHHHHHH FUCK!" she screamed, not in anger or fear, but in pure raw pleasure as my surging cock pumped shot after shot of cum into her.
"Sorry," I whispered as I held her trembling body against mine, her legs still wrapped tightly around me, her arms pulling my face tightly to her chest.
"Don't worry. It'll be okay." She moaned, making no move to let me remove my still twitching cock from her pussy.
"I hope." I whispered.
"It will. Trust me." She whispered back. "Just enjoy the sensations. I know I am."
I held her and moved her under the hot water and let it cascade down our bodies for several more seconds before she released her legs and slid down my body, my softening dick slipping from her body as she did. She pushed the shower door open, stepped to the sink and opened the vanity below it, drawing out a small bottle. She stepped back onto the shower, took the top off the bottle and squatted down, stuffing the end of the bottle into her spread pussy and emptying its contents into herself. She looked up at me and grinned as the liquid came back out, carrying with it most of the cum I had deposited. "That should take care of most of those little buggers." She said as she stood up.
"Yeah, I suppose." I said hopefully, not sure how much that really prevented pregnancy.
"Now. We have a problem, you and I." she said, stepping back to me and wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling my head down so she could look into my eyes.
"We do?"
"Oh yeah. We seriously do." She said quietly. "My mother."
"Ohhhhh shit." I groaned quietly. "I'm sorry. I mean I didn't... wasn't...hadn't...oh shit." I mumbled.
"Don't worry. She told me about last night. I'm not particularly upset, just surprised."
"Yeah. I didn't mean to..." I started to apologize.
"Not you silly. Her. You were just doing what guys do. I can't blame you for that. Besides, we're just friends, right? Not like you can't fuck anyone you want." She said with a little shake of her head.
"Yeah, but...you're not weirded out or upset that I had sex with you and your mom?" I asked a little confused.
"Oh, not last night, no. We were all a bit drunk, apparently including my mother. No, last night was completely understandable, and if she doesn't mind having you after I have, well...what can I say? Even my mom needs a good fuck once in a while."
"Okay. so we're good then. And this...you and me... staying friends and maybe occasionally..." I said.
"Oh yeah. We're good. But don't expect occasionally. I suddenly have a rather hearty appetite for your cock. As long as you're good with it, I plan on getting it into me as much as you're willing to put it there."
"I can live with that." I answered with a grin.
"Good. Now... the second half of our problem."
"What second half? I thought we just worked out that we were good."
"Oh we are. But, well, my mom and I have been living alone, without my dad, for...well years. Personally he was a cheap shit cheater, or at least that's what my mom calls him, when she's trying to be polite. No, if I know my mom half as good as I think I do, you can expect more...um...attempts to seduce you. To get into your pants, so to speak."
"Oh god." I groaned.
"Tell me. Honest. Do you think my mother is sexy looking?" she asked, her face clearly serious as she stared into my eyes.
"Yeah. She's damn good looking for her age."
"Did you think she was sexy last night, when you were fucking her?"
"Yeah." I said with a shrug. "Where's this going?"
"Well. I just want to let you know, that if you wanna fuck her once in a while, that's fine with me too. I mean it'll make my life a lot easier if she gets some every once in a while and I don't have to worry about who she's getting it from, do I?"
"Wait a minute. You're telling me, you wanna fuck me...a lot, no emotional strings attached. AND you want me to let your mom seduce me and fuck her too?"
"Yeah. That's pretty much what I'm saying." She said with a grin. "Now don't tell me you're going to turn down a benefits package like that!"
I looked at her to make sure she was serious and then shook my head. "No, I'm not going to turn that down. Maybe she can teach me a few tricks to use on you. I've only had a couple girlfriends and I wouldn't call any of them particularly experienced." I chuckled.
"Good. I'm glad you agree." She said letting go of my neck. "Stay here." She said as she stepped out of the shower. She grabbed the towel from the rack and wrapped it around herself before stepping to the door and opening it. She walked out and closed it behind herself. A few moments it opened and to my surprise, she didn't come back in, but Mrs Eckerson stepped in, still as naked as the night before.
"Good morning Eric." She said sweetly as she stepped into the shower. "I take it my daughter has talked to you and we're good, you and I?"
"I guess so Mrs E."
"Might as well call me Vanessa. Since we're fucking each other now." She said with a grin. "Now do you wanna fuck me in the shower or would you like someplace else?"
"I dunno. Where did you have in mind?"
"Well, I'm game for damn near anywhere. The bedroom, the living room, the kitchen counter, the back seat of a car, a movie theater, a store dressing room, when it warms up, outside... Wherever your little heart desires. You just let me know what turns you on and I'll try to accommodate it." She said as she stepped closer and reached for my cock with both hands. "Now, let's see if we can get mister happy here all hard again." She whispered, squeezing her tits together with her arms as she teased my cock, her chest pushing against mine and rubbing her nipples on my chest as she leaned her lips to mine. "God this is going to be so fun." She whispered into my mouth with her lips practically touching mine.
To be continued???
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I have always loved parties, even though I never seem to get invited to too many. I also love holidays, and one of my favorites has become Halloween. When I was a bit younger and raising a family it was always fun to dress up and take the kids out trick-or-treating. We usually made interesting costumes for them and tried to be innovative in ours as well. One year my wife and I went as a pair of dice, which was a lot of fun.
But now my kids are grown and out of the house, leaving my wife and I to tend to the door and pass out candy to all those kids. (sigh) This year however, almost two weeks before the haunting day, I collected the mail and found an invitation addressed to my wife and myself for a party. The interesting thing was that there was no return address, and the location of the party was a public venue, so we had no clue who had invited us. The handwritten card and envelope seemed to hold no cues, no matter how hard I examined them.
We discussed for a long time if we wanted to attend or not, since we didn't know who was going to be there, or who had invited us, we finally decided that we shouldn't. A week before the party we received another identically hand written envelope. The card inside had a black cat on the cover and the following typed inside...
"Yes it's safe. No you're not supposed to know who invited you. Yes it will be fun. Yes, you should wear a costume. No, you should not be late, and as the original said... RSVP by placing a paper pumpkin with a black cat drawn on it on your front door. Look forward to seeing if we can guess who each other are! A trusted friend."
Well...now if that didn't address almost every question we had. It was almost as if the sender had been listening to our conversation. More discussion, more questions and finally..."why the hell not?"
With the party only a week away we had to decide on costumes. I could think of many things to go as, as could my wife, but I wanted to be different. I briefly thought about going as a hooker...but my wife put the kibosh on that one, saying no one wanted to see my fifty year old body sticking out of a short top and skirt. After much haggling, my wife decided to go as an army soldier, easy for her, since she was one... And I would go as a firefighter. The original invitation was very explicit that the costume must include a mask that prevented disclosure of your identity. In my case that meant that I could use a fireproof "nomex" hood to cover much of my face and a regular eye mask to finish it off. My wife would use a combination of camouflaged pain and a dark colored combat eyewear to completely obliterate her features. All in all I thought it was going to be a good combination.
The days ticked by, and the temperature ticked upward. We were soon in the middle of an unseasonably warm spell, not good for my costume, since I was planning on using an old pair of turnouts from when I really was a firefighter. On an 80 degree day that was going to be darn uncomfortable and sweaty, like wearing a winter coat on a hot summer day. My wife made the perfectly reasonable suggestion, that since I was going to be wearing all that, just wear a pair of shorts and t-shirt under and no one would ever know.
I joked briefly about going naked under my costume, but the response I got was anything but happy, so a pair of shorts and T-shirt it was.
The party started after dark, and after all the kids trick-or-treating was done, at the local country club. We stood outside the car and donned our masks and headed toward the party. I was surprised at the size of the crowd. There must have been nearly a hundred people there, eating and dancing to some rather spooky sounding music. It didn't take the hostess long to find us, a tall thin woman in an Elvira outfit, which she REALLY filled out.
"Welcome! I hope you both enjoy your time here. There are only a few rules. First... This is a Sadie Hawkins dance, and gentlemen may not ask to dance and may not refuse any woman as long as they are not already dancing with someone. Second, this one is you can dance with whomever you want until eleven. After that... well it's part of one of the games. We'll give you more information later on that. The last rule is the biggie. You can't tell anyone who you are nor directly ask them who they are. You can guess, you can ask questions to figure it out, but you can't outright ask. Any questions?"
"Just one." I said. "Who's paying for this shindig?"
"Ohhhh. Well, the food is provided by several local businesses, their names are provided on the tables and the hall is being paid for by the party shop. The bar is a cash bar though."
"Ahhh I see." I answered.
"Well, have fun. I see I have a few more new comers to introduce myself to. Have fun!" Elvira said as she scooted away to grab the next group of people that just came in.
"Well, I'd ask you to dance, but it seems I can't." I said to my wife as a slower dance started.
"No but I can ask you. Shall we?" She said, taking my hand and pulling me toward the dance floor.
It was surprisingly hard to dance in the boots I was wearing, and I had to be careful to not step on her toes. We like to dance slow, the faster numbers really aren't our thing, so when the next faster number started we retreated to see what the food looked like. There was a lot of finger food from a variety of local places, Mexican, bar-b-que, chicken wings, you name it. We each collected a few things to munch on and found a table to sit down at and watch the variety of costumes. I saw one or two that I thought I might recognize, but for the most part everyone had done a good job of masking their identity.
"So how would you like to dance?" I heard from behind me. I turned to see what looked like an oversized Tinkerbelle, complete with wings, standing behind me. I started to decline, but was quickly cut off. "Uh uh. Not allowed to say no!" She said as she took my hand.
"But my wife." I said in protest.
"Your wife can dance with anyone she wants. But if she wants to dance with you, she will have to wait until the next dance, this one is mine!" she said with a crooked smile under her pee green mask.
I looked back to my wife who chuckled at the sight of the somewhat oversized and overweight Tinkerbelle and told me to go have fun, but not before I gave her money for an amoretto sour. I quickly dug my wallet out and handed her some cash before Tink dragged me bodily out onto the dance floor.
The dance was a fast one, which I wasn't particularly good at.
"You don't do this kind of dancing too well, do you?" Tink asked as I tried to follow her moves.
"Not really." I answered over the DJ's loud music.
"Just follow me then." She said, slowing her motions down and taking my hands. It didn't take me long to get the hang of what she was doing, and I felt like I was just about getting it when the song ended.
"Thanks for the dance." I said as I started to retreat.
"You're welcome. But don't run off. I'm going to take this next one too." Tink said with a grin. The music started, a bit more of a salsa type beat, To which Tink was soon moving and rubbing her back and ass against my front. It was a good thing that I had on heavy fire fighters gear or the huge hardon I was getting would have been obvious. For her part Tink made sure to pull my hands around her far enough that she could put them where she wanted, and that was just under her breasts where my fingers were rubbing against her obviously unbridled tits.
"Now that was nice." Tink said as the number wore down to an end.
"I think I better take my husband back," my wife said, tapping Tink on the shoulder.
"Enjoy! I just got him all warmed up for you!" Tink said as she retreated with a huge smile.
"Well, she seemed quite friendly," my wife said, as the next song started a little slower than the last but still faster than a "slow" dance.
"Yeah. She did seem to want to do the bump and grind." I said as she and I faced each other, doing a fast trot type step.
"Uh huh... Like this!" She said, turning inside my arms and pushing herself against me.
"Yeah kind of." I agreed, hoping she didn't feel my hardon either.
My wife and I danced the rest of the number, after which I called a break. I needed something to drink. We headed to the bar and I got a cold Pepsi, since I had to drive home later. We went back to our table and dropped into the chairs to enjoy our drinks. She still had a bit of her sour left, which she quickly polished off.
"You know. He's got an interesting costume, kind of hot too." She said, pointing at a guy in a tight fitting superhero costume.
"Uh huh." I said noncommittally. "Or maybe that swashbuckler over there? Hmm There's a Robin Hood. You always did enjoy men in tights. Oh better yet, there's a batman!"
"He's kinda cute. I could ask him to dance." She said teasingly.
"You could, but you won't. Not because I'd stop you but because you're just too much of a wall flower." I teased back.
"OH really?!" she exclaimed, cocking her head and looking at me like I had just sprouted a third head. I leaned back and laughed, knowing that she could darn well do anything she wanted to do, or that she put her mind to. To my surprise she got up and headed toward Batman and was soon dancing with him, trying to imitate the way Tink had been dancing with me.
"You look lonely!" A tall willowy blonde said, her hair falling over one eye and half her face, long red gloves that extended most of the way up her arms and a bright red long strapless dress that seemed almost glued to her curvy body and large tits. "I think that means you should dance with me."
"OH right." I said as I got up to follow her to the dance floor. I took her hand and tried to follow her lead as she twisted and turned back and forth, her long dress flinging out and revealing her long slender legs through the cuts up each side of the garment that extended all the way up to her hips. She was a good dancer and easily put me to shame the entire dance. The next was a slow number and almost without missing a hitch she slipped between my arms, pressed her chest against me and gently ground her hips against mine as we swayed to "Nights in White Satin".
"So I'm trying to figure out who you are, character wise I mean." I said quietly.
"Think rabbits." She whispered back.
I thought for several moments before it finally dawned on me that she was Roger Rabbits hot wife. "I see. Is Roger around?"
"Oh he's around some place being a rabbit." She said with a giggle.
"Ahhh." I answered. "Nice costume."
"Thank you. I tried to make it authentic, right down to the...well I'm gonna let you guess." She replied with a little giggle.
"I'm lost." I said honestly.
"Guess what Roger's wife wore under it." She whispered before giving me a quick tug on my earlobe with her teeth.
"I'm guessing nothing." I responded verbally, my cock, already partly hard, responding to the thought of nothing under the tight red dress.
"If you don't believe me, you can find out." She whispered.
"Are you suggesting I feel you up?"
"Are you telling me your hard cock doesn't want to?" She whispered, reaching for one of my hands and pushing it down from her waist to her hip, my palm pressing against a sliver of bare skin on her thigh.
"Not smart." I whispered back.
"Chicken?"
"Only of getting caught by my wife." I said honestly.
"I can see her, trust me, she won't notice. She's keeping busy fending off the caped crusader."
"I see." I said quietly as I let my fingers slip into the gap in the dress and slowly slid down and around her thigh. I slid my fingers up between her legs, teasing the inside of her right thigh until my fingers found her completely shaved and very wet pussy lips.
"Hmmmmm I thought firemen were supposed to put fires out, not start them." She half moaned as my finger stroked between her lips and across her already hard clit.
"Yeah, sometimes." I answered, as I felt her hand slide down inside my fire pants and grab my hard cock through my shorts.
"Damn what a cock." She whispered as she pulled her hand away to work both my shorts and underwear down far enough to expose my cock to her hand inside my pants. "I wish I could get that inside me. Damn!" she moaned as she stroked me slowly in time with my finger rubbing her pussy.
Unfortunately the song ended and the two of us quickly withdrew our hands from each other before we were discovered. "I hope we get to meet back up again later." She said huskily as my wife walked our direction.
"Hey lover." I asked as she came up. "Have a good dance?"
"Batman had busy hands." She said almost disgustedly.
"Well, you were the one who said he was hot." I kidded as we walked back to the bar to get another cold one. "What would you like?"
"I think another sour." She said with a devilish grin. "You know how I am when I've had a couple."
"Oh yeah." I said, thinking about the last time she had a couple at a wedding reception and the fun we had in the hotel later. It wasn't every day that I could get her to do something as outrageous as screw in a stairwell, even if we were mostly dressed.
We danced for a while longer, sometimes with each other, sometimes with others. Several women, some older, some younger seemed to be vying for my time. In particular, Tinkerbelle, Mrs. Rabbit, a good looking and scantily dressed Greek goddess, and a tall thin hooker.
"Ladies and gentlemen! It's time to start our first game! " Elvira called from the chair she was standing on, a microphone in her hand. "My helpers, Mister and Mrs Dracula, are circulating through the group. Each of you needs to take a card, guys from old drack himself and ladies from his wife. On the card you will find a number. I'll give you some music to find your partner with the same number and then we'll begin.
"Darn. I was kind of thinking that we would stayed paired up," she said seriously. "Especially after the way that lady in the red dress seems to be taken with putting your hands all kinds of places."
"If you feel that strongly about it, we can see if we can switch with whoever your partner is." I told her as the room started filling with names being shouted out.
"Naw. I guess it'll be ok." She said. "Go find your partner and meet back here?"
"Works for me." I said with a shrug. I moved away from her and waded into the crowd, asking any woman standing alone if she had "the same number as I did" on her card. I was pleased to see that Tinkerbell from earlier already had a partner, as did Mrs. Rabbit. As couples paired up it was clear the choices were dwindling. I soon found myself paired with a petite woman with a fair sized chest wearing a Greek goddess outfit that I had danced with a couple times. Her outfit consisted of a plain white, and thin, strip of material running from her waist just right of her belly button, up and over her breast, around her neck and back down the other side, the six or so inch wide strip of material laying over both breasts, but leaving the sides open so that the sides of her breasts peaked out as she moved. The material connected to a short white, and equally thin, skirt that came do mid thigh. The outfit left her entire back, shoulders, arms , most of her legs and a fairly wide strip up her front from her waist to her neck, completely bare. She had on a white feathery mask that covered from her nose to her forehead. As I said, I'd already danced with her a couple times and I could tell that she was just a tad on the tipsy side, and if I thought Mrs. Rabbit had wanted my hands in certain places, this woman had been much less subtle about it, several times pushing my hands inside the thin white material to cup her bare tits beneath.
"So what should I call you?" I asked her as I held out my card to match it with hers.
"Aphrodite of course. And you?" She said in a quite sexy voice, giving her long hair a flip.
"Hmmm Mike the fireman." I answered, taking her hand and leading her back through the crowd toward where my wife and I were going to meet.
"Your wife?" Aphrodite asked quietly as we approached my wife and her new partner.
"Uh huh." I answered as I inspected her partner, a tall man wearing a one piece leotard that was supposed to be part of Fantastic Four. Unfortunately his beer belly was anything but superheroish.
"Hey hon. See you found your partner." I said as we walked up.
"Yeah. I did." She said as she stood almost dwarfed by the tall man.
"You want to trade?" I asked her point blank.
She looked over at my partner and made a wry face. "Figures you'd draw a floozy" she whispered to me.
"Yeah, don't know what the game is, but if involves walking..." I said with a grin, looking down at Aphrodite's spike heels, "I'd just as soon be paired with you though."
"yeah. I know."
"Ok everyone." Elvira's voice boomed over the PA. "By now everyone should have a partner... not their spouse. Ladies...Trust me, if you have a competitive husband you probably don't want to be with him!" Which brought a round of laughs from a number of women. "So the name of the game here is kind of like an obstacle course. Out on the tee boxes are a number of challenges. Each team will need to complete the challenge to get a punch on a card like this." She said as she held up a blue card about four inches wide and twice as long. "Once you collect the punches from the places listed on your card, you come back. First team back with all their punches wins. Of course there are penalties if you get caught cheating, and if you look on the back under the map there are some bonus points you can earn. Those were my husband's idea." She said shaking her head. "As usual each team will be tied together at the wrist with a piece of nice soft breakable lace. Gentlemen...If you break it, you're disqualified, so you better not man handle your partner!"
My wife looked at my partner swaying slowly where she stood and chuckled. " Look's like you'll be safe enough. Have fun sweetie!"
"Thanks!" I said shaking my head.
"One more word of warning. The monsters are on the course. If you get caught and they take away your card...well you're out. You can of course bribe them to go away." Elvira said with a chuckle. "So line up, we'll tie you up and let you go!"
Everyone in the room started lining up in pairs, Lady Dracula tying a red lacy ribbon around each couples hands so that about a foot of the red lace ribbon ran between their wrists, and Drac giving them their punch card as they headed out the door toward the golf course. When it was finally our turn I held my left hand out with Aphrodite's right in mine. Lady Dracula did her job, tying the ribbon and stapling the ends to make sure it couldn't be untied without being discovered. Aphrodite was handed a card with the time written on it and sent out into the moonlit night.
"Well." Aphrodite said with a grin. "It says here we have to go to the fifth, eleventh, twelfth and sixteenth holes. I wonder what kind of obstacles they have for us there?"
"No idea." I said as we walked along the paved path. "So are you married?" I asked conversationally.
"Oh yes! He came dressed as Donald Trump." She replied.
"I think I saw him. Kind of a short stocky guy?"
"Yep! That's him! Probably busy trying to get into the pants of his partner by now. I think she was dressed as a fairy or something like that." She said with a drunken giggle.
"You don't approve?"
"Of him trying to make with any woman he sees? That is the point now isn't it? But I mean if he had a pecker worth looking at it would be different, but hell, most women wouldn't give him the time of day if they knew what they were getting in the bargain."
"I see." I answered, not knowing what to say to her obviously drunken rant.
"I mean hell, I'm a good looking woman. You'd think he would want to fuck me, but hell no...he'd rather chase some other skirt. At least tonight I can get a good fucking!"



"I'm not at all sure I understand this party." I said honesty. "Come on, let's head this way. It's a lot shorter than following the path all the way to five."
"Ok." she said simply, letting me steer her off the path toward and across the wide fairway.
"You know, I bet you have a bigger cock than he does." She said quietly. "How about giving me a peek before we get to the first game?"
"Huh? You want me to just whip it out?" I asked a bit surprised.
"Well, you could, but then that wouldn't be as much fun. How about I just tease it out a bit."
My mouth opened and closed quietly several times, not quite sure what to say
"Come on, you're not bashful, are you? How big are you? Or are you going to make me show off some of my own first? I'm sure your wife won't mind letting me have a peek."
"Oh, it's big enough." I finally answered, not wanting to get into a comparison with her husband.
"Oh come now. How about a little peek?" she persisted, reaching across with her other hand to try and undo the big clasp that held the front of my heavy turnout pants closed.
"Aphrodite, I don't think that's a good idea. I mean after all, isn't that kind of a high school thing, show me yours and I'll show you mine?" I said, reaching to try and pull her hand away from my pants.
"Ohhh of course. That would be more fair, wouldn't it?" She said, taking her hand away from my pants and reaching to the top of her own costume. I stopped in my tracks and stared as she pulled the strips of white material apart, exposing both her large C cup breasts, her nipples rock hard in the middle of the two plus inch diameter pink areola. Each round breast was firm, jutting out sexily from her chest, sagging slightly but not overly so. The nearly full moon lit her bare chest in a slightly bluish hue, but in no way diminished how sexy the two creamy orbs looked. "Now...Your turn!" she said with a smirk.
"You really expect me to just whip it out and show you my cock?" I asked incredulously.
"Well, you are staring at my tits. You're not ashamed of it, are you? I mean from what I heard it's one hell of a nice sized cock!"
"From what you heard? From who?" I asked in shock.
"Oh. Just a little birdie in a red dress." She answered with a conspiratorial little giggle.
"I don't get it. What is it with the women at this party?"
"Sweetie, that's what it's all about. A fun sexy time!" She said looking at me with a bit of surprise on her face.
"Seriously?"
"Sure, look at the bonus points on the card!" she said, holding the card out to me.
I took the card and looked at the list under the map on the back.
-French kiss your partner for at least a full minute in front of any station helper. (1 point)
-French kiss the station helper for at least one minute (1 point)
-Kiss your partner's most private part(s) in front of any station helper (3 points)
-Using only your hands, determine the state of arousal of your partner to any station helper's satisfaction (5 points)
-Expose all your intimate body parts to any station helper and at least one other person of the opposite sex (3 points)
-Allow one person of the opposite sex ( NOT your partner )to expose all your intimate body parts to any station helper (5 points)
-Strip naked in front of any station helper (5 points)
-Convince any two persons of the opposite sex to allow you to expose all their private parts at the same time in front of any station helper (10 points)
-Pleasure yourself to the satisfaction of any station helper (5 points, Naked, additional 5 points, climax, additional 5 points)
-Make you partner climax in front of any station helper (20 points, 5 additional points for the female member making the male member cum on a third parties exposed breasts)
-Locate one of the hidden objects and bring it back inserted in the female partners pussy (10 points)
-Exchange costumes (20 points)
-Wear each other's underwear at the end of the challenge (10 points)
-Carry your female partner between any two stages (5 points, 10 additional points bonus if it's done cock in pussy)
-Borrow a vibrator at any station and leave it inserted for the duration of that station (10 points)
-Strip naked for the duration of any single station (15 points)
-Leave your most private parts exposed while going between any two stations (5 points)
-All four members of two teams simultaneously engage in sex with the partner of the other team in front of one of the helpers (30 points)
-Show the helper at EACH station the male partners cock in one of the female partners openings. (10 points, 5 additional bonus points if all 3 openings are filled)
"God these are just..."
"Dirty? Yeah, I know. But I wouldn't mind that last one." She said with a sigh as she stepped the two steps between us and reached for the front of my pants. I stood there and watched, not stopping her as she undid the front of my fire pants and spread them apart, her hands reaching in to grab the front of my athletic shorts. She quickly pushed them, and my men's bikini underwear my wife likes me to wear, down as far as she could in my pants. "Ohhhh yeah. Definitely the last one, or maybe a few more." She cooed as she wrapped both hands around my quickly hardening cock and stroked it gently, drawing it out into the moonlight through the front of my pants.
"Okay, you saw. Can we go now?" I asked breathlessly as she stood there stroking me, her actions getting me seriously turned on. Not that I wasn't already turned on after dancing with, and feeling up, several women.
"Almost." Aphrodite said with a grin, dropping to her knees in front of me and quickly engulfing a good portion of my cock in her mouth. "Mmmmmm" she moaned softly around my now hard shaft as she held it in one hand and plunged her mouth on and off of it. "Much better." She said with a grin, releasing it from her grasp so it glistened in the moonlight with her saliva.
"Okay. Now we can go?" I hissed quietly.
"Yep. As long as you leave it out like that. Otherwise I'm gonna have to stop and pull it out again."
"Fine." I said with a frown as she took my hand and pulled me along again down the fairway toward the 5th hole Tee box. We cut through the trees between the fourth and fifth fairways and emerged not far from the fifth sign pointing to the start of the fifth hole. There were quite a few other couples making their way down the fairway from the path, so we quickly covered ourselves back up before continuing on to what looked like a huge stack of straw bales.
"Welcome." A young woman dressed as Dorothy from the wizard of OZ said to a small group of us that had gathered in front of what I figured was a hay stack maze. "A few couples have already completed this task, which is really quite simple. This is a maze, but of course if it were just a simple maze that wouldn't be all that scary. This maze is low enough you have to crawl, and of course it's covered so it's quite dark, making you have to find your way by feel. Some of the dead end's have small amounts of light for those of you who might want to pause to work on some of those bonus points goodies on the back of your cards, or well, whatever you might want to feel up or out. Enjoy!" she said, stepping out of the way to allow us to head into the maze.
We were about the fourth couple in line to enter, following directly behind a woman in a VERY skimpy version of a female police officer, tied to a guy wearing what I assumed was a Zorro outfit.
"You know, we should think about a few of these." Aphrodite said quietly, waving the card out in the moonlight as we waited our turn.
"You're kidding, right?" I asked her as I looked at the line she was pointing at that read "Wear each other's underwear at the end of the challenge"
"Nope. I'm dead serious. I think it might be fun to do that, and while we're changing if your big fat cock just happened to find its way inside me, well I wouldn't exactly complain!"
"BAD idea." I said quietly.
"It's a lot easier than some of these." She said pointing to a few other items on the list. I looked down the list, surprised at what was offered as bonus points.
"I don't even know how the hell I got invited to this party!" I said with a scowl.
"Why? This not your thing? Didn't seem like it when you were out there on the dance floor with your hands on my tits." She said with a giggle.
"It's not that, it's, well, hell if my wife found out I did any of these things she'd be pissed as hell. I'd be surprised if she hasn't already called it quits!"
"Well, I for one think we ought to do at least some of these." She said as we ducked down to enter the maze next to each other.
"Oh? Like what?" I asked as I crawled along next to her, bumping my body into hers to maintain contact with her.
"How about the underwear one for a start? If that's too much I'd be happy to let you expose me, as long as you let me do the same to you."
"We'll see." I said quietly as we crawled along, feeling our way along the hay stacked hay bales on either side of us, trying to keep our hands clasped together so we don't break the ribbon.
"Looks like a dead end." She whispered as we crawled out into an open area in the bales, lit by a small light in one corner that was throwing enough light to just dimly light the small space.
"Okay, back down the way we came." I said, starting to turn us.
"You sure you don't want to stop and swap underwear?"
"Yeah, pretty sure." I answered as I coaxed her back into the tunnel.
We wound around several more tunnels before emerging into yet another closed room, this one occupied by a couple that appeared to have chosen to do the underwear swap. The woman, dressed in what I remembered was a black full body leotard, was kneeling over her partner in the small space naked. She had somehow managed to get the whole leotard off except for the single arm that was attached to her partner. Her tits swung around below her as she helped him to work the tiny black satin panty she had been wearing onto his legs, his hardon exposed as he lay on his back, his pants on the ground at his feet. It was pretty obvious that in its current state there was going to be a lot showing after he got them on, but then from the look on her face now hovering over his hardon, I figured that was the idea.
"Sorry." I mumbled as I tried to back out.
"No problem. There's room if you want to." The nude woman said with a giggle. "I wouldn't mind a hand. This is harder than I thought!"
"What, my cock or getting your clothes on and off?" the guy asked with a chuckle.
"Both?" she giggled.
"Yeah, for sure!" The guy chuckled. "How she's gonna get me tucked into these is yet to be seen!"
"Doesn't say you have to be all the way tucked in." she answered with a giggle. "But if you want to I'm sure I can arrange to add a few more points to my card, as long as you don't mind an audience."
"If that's what you want, maybe we can arrange one of those nice high pointers?" he asked suggestively. "Let's see, two couples was worth how many points?"
"Sorry." I said, turning to head down the tunnel again.
"Awww." The cat said with an audible pout. "I think that would have been fun! What's the point in a swingers party if you don't want to share?" She called.
"Swingers party?" I asked Aphrodite as I crawled along. "Is that what this is?"
"More or less," she answered with a giggle. "Not all that hard core, but a fun time for some partner swapping."
"How the hell did I get invited to this?"
"Well, someone must have put you on the list." She said. "No wonder you're so reluctant. Hell, most of the people here are EXPECTING to get fucked more than once tonight! I'm quite sure that cat lady back there was hoping you'd join in the fun with the expectation of getting fucked by two cocks at once."
"Well, that explains a lot." I mumbled.
"Yeah, so the question is, what's your wife doing right now? I'm willing to bet she's getting hit on pretty hard, if not fucked already."
"I doubt that." I said quietly. "Swinging isn't exactly her thing. I feel sorry for the guy she's tied to if he thinks he's going to get into her pants tonight."
"I feel sorry for me!" Aphrodite mumbled.
I stopped and looked in the direction of her voice, not seeing her for the darkness. "Feel sorry for you? Because you're not getting screwed?"
"Pretty much. I've been throwing myself at you since we left the clubhouse and it isn't getting any better." She said, pulling my hand to get me moving again. "Might as well be hooked to a car bumper for all the sex I'm getting tonight." She said quietly, frustration and maybe even a bit of anger slipping into her voice.
We turned and headed down another tunnel, seeing light at the end. I expected it was the end, but turned out to be just another dead end room.
"Fine. Take em off." I said quietly.
"What?"
"Your underwear. Take em off." I said.
"Really?"
"Yeah, but you gotta figure out how to get me undressed enough to get them on with this on our arm." I said, lifting our hands so that the red ribbon connecting us was visible.
"You are gonna look so fucking hot in these!" she said as she rolled onto her back and reached under her dress to pull off a tiny pair of white thong panties. With her underwear off she worked to get my coat off as far as we could, leaving it on one arm, and then doing the same with my pants, held onto my one arm by the suspenders. With my pants off she quickly skimmed my shorts and the pair of men's bikini briefs I had on, off, leaving me naked from the waist down. "Ohhhh yeah." Aphrodite cooed as she worked the thong panties up my legs, pulling them as far as my balls and then leaving them there as she bent her face down to engulf my engorged head into her mouth. "Um." She slurped as she plunged her mouth up and down my shaft.
"Looks like we're just in time." I heard a female voice say, looking past Aphrodite to see the cat lady crawling into the small room. "You know, if we do this outside we can get a whole fuck load of points!"
"Yeah, we could." Aphrodite said, with a grin. "If you can get that off again."
"Not a problem. We had a little accident getting it back on and somehow I have a hole where the crotch used to be." She said with a giggle.
"Smart move."
"Want some help?"
"Getting him dressed? Sure. Not the best costume for access." Aphrodite said with a giggle before reaching her hand up to grab my cock.
"Yours is though." The guy said, sliding a hand up Aphrodite's thigh and stroking between her legs under the short little costume skirt.
"Oh hell yeah!" She cooed as her hand stroked my cock and pushed her ass back out at the guy's hand. "But if we're gonna wait, let's wait and not start something I'm not going to want you to finish right now."
"Fine with me." He said as he stayed behind Aphrodite while she and the cat lady each used one hand to try and work my pants back on.
"Shame to cover this up." Cat lady said, leaning her head down and wrapping her lips around my cock. She bobbed her head up and down half a dozen times before pulling her mouth off with a loud slurp.
"So don't." Aphrodite said. "As long as his pants are on, who cares? As far as I'm concerned he can leave it hanging out all night!"
"I might care!" I answered as I sat up in the low confines to pull my coat back on my other arm.
"Come on, don't tell me you don't wanna have these two hot things service you a bit." The guy said with a laugh. "If they'd suggested that I leave it hanging out I'd be jumping at the opportunity!"
"I never said you couldn't, but you already kinda made that hard back in the last room!" the cat lady said with a wry look. "Take it from me," She said looking at me. "If a sexy woman wants to fuck, make sure she has a good time too!"
"Always." I answered as she backed up. "Shall we?"
"As soon as I get these on. Unless you want me to wait until we're out. You have lots of pockets."
"I don't care. If you wanna go commando in a dress, go for it." I said, as she stuffed my shorts and underwear in one of the oversized pockets in my turnout pants.
"Okay, Let's go!" Aphrodite said with a grin.
It only took us another ten or fifteen minutes to work our way out of the maze, with the cat woman crawling close enough behind me to try and reach under and grab my exposed cock every time we stopped. We ducked out nearly where we went in, Aphrodite leading us to Dorothy to get our ticket punched.
"And can I see the panty swap?" she asked politely.
"Go for it!" Aphrodite said to her.
With a grin Dorothy stepped over to me and pulled the front of my pants apart, to look for Aphrodite's panties despite the fact that my cock was hanging out already. She slid her hand down into my pants and cupped my balls through the tiny thong panty before sliding her hand up my shaft and giving it a few strokes for good measure, as she put it.
"I think we better go. It took us a long time to go through there." I said, not really sure I was ready to strip down in public and have sex with a stranger in front of everyone.
"Well, I guess it's off to eleven then. Quite a walk according to the map. If we get tired maybe we can just stop and have a little fun along the way?"
"We'll see." I said as we walked off into the dark, leaving cat woman and her friend there getting their punches.
We walked for a good ten minutes, crossing paths with a number of other groups going across or down the path we were on. Some were naked, or partially so, some were, like me, exposing body parts, but all seemed to be having a good time. "Hey, I know that soldier!" I said as an army officer appeared out of the darkness with the tall guy in red spandex.
"Hey honey!" my wife called as she walked up. "What the fuck?"
"huh?" I asked, taken aback."
"Lover. I know you have a big sexy cock, but don't you think it's a bit presumptive to have it hanging out like that?"
"Oh shit." I mumbled, quickly tucking it in. "Sorry."
"Sorry you were walking around hanging it out or sorry I caught you?"
"Both I guess." I mumbled before asking louder. "Where you headed to?"
"Eleven." The guy said quietly.
"Us too." I answered, "come on, it's up this way." I added, trying to keep my previously exposed cock from becoming the topic again.
"So what did you have?" My wife asked.
"So far, just a hay bale maze you had to crawl through. You?"
"Well it was a pipe tunnel thing. But the pipe was so small that the only way we could fit through was with human torch here crawling in with his head practically in my crotch." My wife said.
"That was probably the point." Aphrodite said with a giggle.
"What do you mean?" My wife asked curiously in the dark.
"What she means is that the games are apparently designed to intentionally be suggestive or outright sexual in nature."
"Why do you say that?" My wife asked.
"Look at the card. Have you seen the bonus points list?" I asked.
"Um. No." My wife said quietly, taking the card I pulled from my pocket to hand her. "Holy shit! These are just downright rude... Oh fuck. Do people actually do this stuff?" She said as she got to the bottom of the list.
"Oh yeah. And have fun doing it too!" Aphrodite giggle.
"Why do you have a punch mark by the swap underwear one?" My wife asked, stopping in the middle of the path to look at me in the moonlight.
"Well, I figured it was a pretty tame one to try."
"So you just got undressed in front of everyone and swapped underwear with...who?"
"Me!" Aphrodite giggle. "And it wasn't in front of everyone. We did it in the maze where it was nice and cozy!"
"So my husband is wearing your underwear and you're wearing his?"
"Well, your half right." She giggled, lifting her skirt to expose her bare pussy.




"Oh god. I'm starting to get the picture here. No wonder the couple in the tunnel next to us sounded like she was having an orgasm. She probably was with his face in her crotch!"
"Well, that is sorta the idea." The human torch said quietly. "You didn't get that?"
"I must have missed that memo!" my wife said a bit crossly. "So what else don't I know?"
"Well, it's supposed to be adult fun. You play a little and have a good time. My wife and I enjoy the hell out of it."
"Don't you get upset that she was playing with other guys or her get upset that you had your hands and other parts on other women?" MY wife asked.
"Actually, no. This party is the best because no one knows anyone else. If you come across someone you played with in public you'd never know it. No, we have fun, go home, take a shower and go to bed and what was done at the party stays here. We don't talk about it. But it does have great side effects. Since we started playing at these parties our sex lives and our relationship have never been better. Things were getting pretty bad at home when we came to the first one of these a few years ago."
"So, what happens if some guy tries to do more than his partner wants?" My wife asked, clearly disturbed at the thought.
"This!" He said raising his arm to show the red ribbon. "This is the safety valve. Any time, if things go to far, you snap the ribbon. Once the ribbon is broken, you're done. You go back to the clubhouse and you don't worry. If a guy tries to do things after the ribbon is broken he's likely to get taken down by any number of guys. It's the universal consent sign for the party.
"That makes sense." I said quietly. "Come on. Let's keep waking though. There are supposed to be monsters out here."
"Yeah, there usually are. They attack you and don't let you have your card back until they make you climax, one way or another." The guy said.
"How the hell did we get invited to this?" My wife asked quietly.
"I've been asking the same thing." I answered her as we drew closer to the eleventh hole tee box.
"Are you having fun though?" I asked her quietly.
"I'd be having more fun if I had another amaretto sour. This is all a bit much to handle."
"Then this will be really interesting." The guy said with chuckle.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, I did this one at last years. No way to do it without getting really intimate."
"I don't like the sound of that." My wife said as we stepped onto the grass, looking at a table of what looked like a variety of dildo's and a long bench, like a locker room bench, with a series of dildos sticking up from it.
"Welcome!" A witch said with a smile. "We call this broomsticks. The challenge is to determine just how big your partners broomstick is and how much of a broomstick you can take. So for guys, your partner can get you as big as possible, any way she chooses, and then measures you. Incidentally there is a prize at the end for longest. Guys, you get to use this interesting assortment of toys to determine just how much she can take. Of course if she prefers to do it herself, she can straddle the board." She said, motioning to the bench. "Though I should warn you, some of them move." She said, reaching for a switch on the table, which caused several of the dick shaped dildos to wiggle or pump up and down.
"Sweet!" A woman behind me said, another couple having stepped up behind us while we were listening. "Come on Roger!" She said, pulling a guy in a sorta rabbit costume around to the table. She was wearing a pair of shorts type coveralls which she quickly undid the suspenders on and let drop. Within moments she was bare from the waist down with her shirt pulled up over her B cup tits. "You can suck my tits while I test these out, then we'll see how you measure up!" she said as she stepped across the board and quickly aimed the first, rather short dildo at her pussy.
"I'm not doing that!" My wife said sharply.
"Oh you don't have to." The witch said. "Just bend over and let your partner try different ones on you until he finds the one that goes all the way in but the next doesn't."
"Seriously? You want me to pull down my pants and let him stuff dildos in me?" My wife said, looking at me.
I started to open my mouth to say something when Aphrodite stepped between us. "Look sweetie. I don't know how you're gonna have any fun at all tonight if you're gonna be prudish all night. There probably isn't a guy here that hasn't seen more than one pussy. No one is asking you to bend over and get fucked, just play with some toys and enjoy it!"\
"Are you for real?" My wife asked her.
"Definitely. Come on. We'll do it together." Aphrodite said, pulling me by the hand as she stepped over to the table. Using one hand she lifted her skirt before bending over, one arm stuck out so we didn't break the ribbon and the other holding herself on the table. "Come on fireman. Put some hose in me and let's see what happens!"
"You really want me to do this?" My wife asked me again.
"I'm not going to say yes and I'm not going to say no. I think you need to decide yourself. But I think it's a good idea, what he said. Whatever happens here tonight stays here."
"So in other words, you plan on fucking someone else tonight?" My wife said with a frown. "Okay torch. Let's do this!" she said as she undid her pants and then pushed them to her knees with one hand. She pulled him by the wrist over to the table and bent over next to Aphrodite and exposed her bare ass and pussy.
"Here you go gentlemen!" the witch said over the moans of the woman working her way down the bench of dildos, handing each of us a box of assorted cock shaped dildos. "Enjoy!"
"Oh I bet I will." Aphrodite said with a grin.
I set the box on her back and pulled out what looked like the smallest of the group and gently rubbed the tip up and down her sopping wet pussy, slowly pressing it between her lips until I felt the entrance to her tunnel.
"Oh finally." She moaned softly as I pressed it into her as far as it would go. "But you can do a lot bigger than that."
"If you say so." I answered as I pulled it out, looking over at my wife's bare ass as the human torch worked a modest sized cock into her.
"Oh shit." My wife mumbled as he stroked it slowly in and out of her a few times, teasing her pussy.
"That's it. Enjoy it!" Aphrodite said to her as the torch pulled it out and dropped it into the box to pull out a larger one.
I did the same, picking one about half way up the size range. I pressed it to Aphrodite's lips and then worked it slowly into her, stroking it in and out slowly to lubricate it and push more of it into her. "Ohhhh yeah. That's it baby. Fuck me with that thing!" She moaned loudly by as I stroked it fully in and out of her pussy, her hips trying to push back at me in time with my strokes.
"Oh fuck." My wife moaned as the torch worked a larger dildo into her, one that was nearly as big as I was.
"Go bigger." Aphrodite coaxed as I pulled the dildo from her. "I can take a big one!"
I dug one out of the box that i was sure was quite a bit bigger than I was, began to press it into her pussy, bringing gasps from her as I tried to work the long fat dong into her. "Ohhhhh god." She moaned as I got about half of its length into her and started to stroke it slowly. "God what I wouldn't give to have your cock in here right now!"
"You really wanna fuck my husband?" My wife moaned as the torch worked the dildo in and out of her.
"OH god yes. His cock looks so fucking good. You are such a lucky bitch to get fucked by that all the time."
"Well, you want him hard, that's one way to do it. Fuck her with it sweetie."
"I am," I said as I stroked the dildo in and out of her.
"No, your cock. You wanna fuck other women, go for it. Only limit, don't finish inside anyone. I don't want any bastard children running around."
"And you?"
"Me, maybe not." She answered, a short groan coming from the torch.
"Don't worry partner. I'll make sure you get something before the nights over, just don't know how far I'm willing to take that yet."
"Right now I'd settle for a good blow job. My balls feel like they're about to explode!" He said with a chuckle. "Besides, I don't think you can take the next bigger one."
My wife looked back at him as he pulled the dildo from her pussy and then pushed herself off the table. The two of them pulled the spandex suit down his body until it was to his knees, leaving him naked from there to the mask on his face. My wife squatted down in front of him, grabbing his exposed cock with her ribbon tied hand, her pussy still bare as she knelt on the ground with her legs spread. I looked on as she stroked his cock, aiming it at her face. "Don't you dare come in my mouth!" she said just before she engulfed his engorged head with her lips.
"Ohhhh shit." He groaned quietly as she bobbed her face on and off his cock.
"You wanna put that in my pussy?" Aphrodite prompted, reaching for my hand and giving it a little tug to draw my attention back to her and off my wife.
"Um." I said looking back at my wife sucking another guys cock for the first time.
"Tell you what. Why don't I measure you up the same way, okay?" Aphrodite said, pushing herself up off the table and turning around to face me. She squatted in front of me and engulfed my cock with her hot mouth, sliding her lips and one hand along my shaft the same way that my wife was working the torch's cock.
"That's about it." I heard him grunt. "Much more and there won't be anything left to measure."
My wife pulled her mouth off his cock and twisted to get the plastic twelve inch ruler out of the box and set it against his dick. "Just a tad over eight." She announced.
"Good. Now how about we go for that five bonus points? Make me come baby!" The torch groaned as my wife slowly stroked one hand along his rock hard shaft.
"On one condition. Don't you dare come in my mouth or I swear I'll kick you in the balls!"
"Not exactly sweet talk, but I understand," He groaned as my wife closed her lips around it again. Her hand stroked up and down his shaft as her lips stroked the first few inches of his rigid shaft. On and off she plunged her face until he groaned his warning. She pulled her face off his cock and pushed it to the side, aiming it past her as the first huge squirt of cum lanced out of his cock. Over and over he grunted, shooting shot after shot of cum until all that was left was a drool leaking from his tip and dripping across her thigh and to the ground between her still spread legs.
"God that felt good." He said breathlessly as the witch came over and punched holes in their card, a grin on her face.
"I think you're hard enough." Aphrodite said, pulling her face from my cock and reaching for the ruler in our box. Nine and a quarter! DAMN!" she said from where she was squatting in front of me.
"Oh yeah." I groaned as Aphrodite engulfed my cock again, bobbing her head rapidly on and off my shaft, my head slipping into her throat with each stroke. "God I'm gonna come." I groaned as I felt my balls tighten and my head slip into her throat again.
I expected her to pull her mouth off my cock like my wife does on the rare occasion that she actually does suck me, but instead she held her mouth around my head, pulling slightly back so I wasn't driving into her throat and stroking her hand more vigorously to push me over the top.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted as my body jerked, trying to jam my cock into her mouth farther, her hand on my shaft preventing it as a huge surge of pent up cum erupted into her mouth. Time after time my body jerked, pumping more into her mouth as I stood there, panting, my wife staring at me from where she was still on her knees, her pants bunched around her ankles.
"How can you do that?" My wife finally asked Aphrodite as she gently stroked and sucked on my cock, my load clearly long swallowed.
"Easy. I love giving head!" She answered with a grin, looking up at me lustfully. "But god now I'm so fucking horny. I want to come soooo damn badly!"
"Well. Turnabout is fair game. My husband is good at oral." My wife said. "As much as I hate to do this, might as well make her come now, or she'll be badgering you to fuck her the rest of the night, and I have no illusions that you'll give in." My wife said before standing up. "But if you don't mind, I think I won't stay to watch."
"I wouldn't either." The torch said quietly, letting my wife finish fixing her pants first so they could work on getting his one piece spandex suit pulled back up his body. "We have the eighth next."
"Come on stud. Show me what you can do with that tongue!" Aphrodite coaxed as she stood up and took my hand, pulling me the few steps back to the table, where she sat down and then lay back, spreading her knees wide and lifting her legs to give me complete access to her pussy.
I looked over at my wife as she turned to face away from me, the two of them heading off into the moonlit night and their next task, wherever that might be.
"Oh yeah." Aphrodite moaned as I bent down and licked up her sopping wet lips. "Yeah baby. Give it to me. Oh god." She moaned loudly as several more couples walked up near us. "Lick my hot twat!"
I slid my tongue up between her lips over and over, flicking across her clit with each stroke, making her body jump and jerk with little electric tingles radiating through her body. She rocked and bucked her hips against my face as I slurped up between the lips of her leaking pussy, breaking my attention to what I was doing when I felt a hand slide into my pants and grab my softened cock.
"Just keep licking honey!" I heard a soft female voice whisper to me as her hand started to stroke my shaft inside my pants, coaxing it to start swelling once again.
"OH fuck! SOOOO close!" Aphrodite moaned, trying to pull her hand, tied to mine, up to her own tits. I pushed my arm up along her body to give her access as I stayed kneeling between her legs, licking her sopping wet pussy, driving my tongue into her as far as I could with each lick before sliding up and flicking across her clit several times. I could feel my cock being stroked and quickly growing in the hands of...well, I wasn't sure exactly who, not with Aphrodite's legs clamped around my head.
"Fuck her now." That female voice coaxed softly, her hand slipping back and forth along my mostly hard cock.
Yeah, I was definitely turned on enough to fuck her no matter who was watching. I reached for her hand and pulled it from her tit, trying not to break the lace ribbon, and pulled her hand down to her thigh where I let go so I could spread her legs back apart. I pulled my head from her pussy with a long moaned "noooooo" as she looked down at me.
I stood up, my face and her pussy glistening in the moonlight with her juices as I stepped up and rubbed my engorged head against her lips. I pressed easily into her and began stroking in and out with abandon, quickly driving her crazy, her hips humping back at me in time with my strokes as she moaned and gasped in pleasure in front of me.
"That's it sweetie. Fuck her! And when you're done, fuck me too!"
I looked over at her in surprise and saw Tinkerbelle standing next to me, her partner standing behind her rubbing one exposed tit while her free hand stroked between her legs.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Aphrodite screamed as her orgasm finally washed over her, her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft as her whole body arched rigid on the table.
"Well, that was definitely worth the twenty bonus points." The witch said with a grin, her own skirt pulled up, her fingers stuffed in her pussy as she watched along with half a dozen couples that had made their way to the station.
"Oh shit." I mumbled in embarrassment, quickly pulling my cock from her pussy and trying to tuck it back into my pants with one hand.
"Awwwww don't be shy! I have to stand here all night and watch and all I get to do is ride the board. How about giving me a little of that sexy cock? You do I'll punch you some extra points!" the tall thin witch said with a grin.
"I don't think..."
"Oh trust me, she won't mind, will you sweetie?" She asked Aphrodite as she stepped over between me and the table, putting herself between Aphrodite's legs. She let go of her skirt and looked past me while she dug into my pants with both hands, finding my cock and pulling it back out. "Just go ahead and use the dildo's in the boxes to measure your partner and then ladies, get your man all turned on and measure him. Prize at the end for the longest cock." She said to the group. "If you need help, let me know, but right now I'm going to be a bit busy for a few minutes!" she said looking back at me and smiling while both hands stroked my fat cock. "Now how about it? Willing to give me a little bit?"
"What the hell." I mumbled as her hands coaxed me to ignore the momentary embarrassment of having my cock out again. With a smile she turned around, pulled the skirt of her costume up to expose her whole bare ass and pussy and gently aimed my cock at her wet slit, using it as a handle to pull me toward her. With my hand still tied to Aphrodite, I had to lean part way over the witch while she leaned over Aphrodite.
"Oh god." I mumbled as I watched her lean her face down and suck on one of Aphrodite's bare exposed tits. I pushed my hips forward and drove my fat cock quickly into her, drawing a gasp of surprise followed by a long slow moan of pleasure.
"Oh yeah. Fuck me!" she moaned, before going back to sucking the tits in front of her, my cock now plunging in and out of her pussy. She rocked her hips and arched her back in time with my strokes, letting my nine inches drive all the way into her until I bumped the end of her tunnel with each stroke. I only had one free hand, but that didn't stop me from unzipping the back of her dress and pulling it down her body. She quickly worked her arms out of the sleeves and I pulled my cock out long enough to push her black dress down over her ass and down her legs.
I stuffed my cock back into her pussy and started stroking with abandon, her whole now bare body shaking with each impact of my thighs against her firm around ass. I wondered briefly how far you could hear the rhythmic slap slap of my thighs in the night as I reached my free hand up to capture one of her swinging tits. "Shit, I think I'm gonna come!" I grunted in surprise as I felt my cock swelling fatter and that familiar tingle racing through my body.
"Harder. Fuck me harder!" The witch moaned, pulling her mouth from Aphrodite's tit long enough to coax me to plunge harder into her.
"YES!" the witch screamed into the night, less than a dozen strokes later, her pussy clamping and spasming around my cock as I continued to stroke into her, slapping loudly against her bare ass.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, pumping a gush of hot cum into her spasming pussy. "Ohhhhhhh god." I groaned as I stood there, my cock spasming inside her pussy each time my body involuntarily convulsed.
"Oh sweetie, you can say that again." The witch moaned softly, pushing herself up off of Aphrodite and wiggling her ass to move my quickly shrinking cock around inside her. "God he's got a nice one." She cooed softly to Aphrodite who answered with a knowing grin. I think you get points for stripping me and fucking me and hell, anything else I can think to give you for it."
"If you say so." I said, pulling out of her and stepping aside to let her move from between Aphrodite's legs.
"Oh trust me, I do." She answered with a grin, stooping to pick up her dress. She quickly stepped into it while Aphrodite slipped off the table and straightened her own costume. "I hope you saved some of that for later. I might have to find you after the game and see if I can coax another of those from you." She said as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled her face close to mine and seductively kissed me long and wet before pulling away and looking to Aphrodite. "Girl you are so lucky tonight. Where are you going next?"



"Um, twelve I think." She said, digging in my pocket for the card. "Yeah, twelve."
"Ohhh nice. Enjoy that one." She said as she took the card and found her punch, putting half a dozen holes in it to mark off several bonus point selections.
"I have a hunch we will." She said as she took me by the hand and pulled me off into the night.
"Sorry. Didn't mean to get carried away." I said as we made our way down the grassy fairway.
"Don't have to apologize to me. I got fucked and enjoyed it. You got to fuck her and enjoy it. What's to apologize for?"
"I kinda thought the idea was I was supposed to be your partner for the night."
"Oh sweetie. If I had a nickel for every guy that fucked someone they weren't tied to at this party I wouldn't have to work anymore!" she said with a laugh as we walked toward the paved path winding around through the golf course.
"So I'm just supposed to screw anyone who wants it?"
"Not if you don't want to, but it sure didn't look like you didn't want to!" Aphrodite giggled. "In fact, it looked like you were more than eager to give her a ride on your stick!"
"Who's that?" A female voice asked from behind us as we walked down the paved path, causing both of us to turn and look behind us.
"Trish!" A tall willowy woman wearing an outfit that reminded me of princess Leia in her slave outfit in one of the Star Wars movies, said as she stepped closer to us and gave Aphrodite a hug. "God that looks good on you!"
"Hey Karen. Not that you look exactly bad in that outfit either." Aphrodite said with a grin.
"So who was giving a ride to who on his stick?" she asked, looking me up and down while her partner, a Zorro looking guy with a bit of a bulge around the middle, stood next to her looking a little uncomfortable.
"Oh, the witch at the last station. Mike the fireman here gave her a bit of a boning out after he finished me off. Had to admit, it was nice having a naked woman laying over me while she got hammered. Haven't had that since we got together the last time."
"Oh god, don't remind me. I couldn't walk straight for days after that one!" Princess Leia, or Karen, or whatever said with a grin. "Can't wait to do it again either."
"So where did you just come from?"
"We came from the Eight hole. God that was a fun one. I had to lay on my back on a wheelbarrow thing and get pushed around while I picked up things that hung down on hooks from above us. Of course that wouldn't have been near as much fun if Zorro here didn't have to keep his cock in me the whole time!"
"Is that required?" I asked, suddenly remembering that was where my wife was headed.
"Well, only if you want full points, but I think everyone I saw was doing it. Even that soldier girl, though she was trying to pretend she didn't want to and it didn't feel good. Her moans belied that!"
"That soldier girl?" I asked.
"Yeah, saw her on the dance floor. She was trying to convince the guy she was dancing with that she really didn't want his hands were he was putting them, but it had to be for show because she really didn't fight all that hard once he had his hand down her panties."
"Ah." I said with a frown.
"That's his wife." Trish said quietly to Karen.
"Oh, sorry. Well, anyway, we're headed to twelve. You?"
"Same." Trish answered as we turned and started walking down the path side by side.
"So, just to be clear, my wife was getting wheeled around on her back with the human torch's cock in her?"
"Yeah. But it was so cute. She threatened to kick him in the balls if he came inside her. We all thought it was pretty funny, especially since she climaxed at least twice before they got to the end!"
I shook my head at the thought of my wife laying half naked on a wheel barrow climaxing on some other guys cock. "I feel sorry for him." I mumbled.
"Oh I wouldn't. He talked her into jacking him off all over another woman's tits. She seemed to be really getting into that part at least." Zorro said with a chuckle.
"So where else have you been?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"Well, we did three, which was a tunnel we had to crawl through. Zorro here had some really good chances to lick my pussy! Mmmmm that felt good." Karen said quietly.
"Don't forget four. You have to move over and under ropes that are stretched at all kinds of angles. If you touch a rope you have to take off a piece of clothing. If you run out of things you can take off you have to do sixty seconds in the penalty box, which requires that you perform some kind of sex act on someone of the opposite sex as long as you're in the box. God that was fun!"
"Yeah, I remember. I swear, you kept touching ropes just to get me naked!" Karen said with a shake of her head before looking over at Trish. "But then when we ran out of clothes, you think he'd fuck me in the penalty box? Hell no! He wanted to have Roger Rabbit's wife sit on his face leaving me with a stubby little cock on Friar Tuck!"
"Sorry honey, but hell, how could I turn down Jessica Rabbit?"
"I'm just teasing you. I don't really care if you lick half the rabbits in the county." Karen said with a chuckle, "Just so long as I get at least a couple more climaxes yet tonight!"
"Oh, I'm quite sure that'll happen." He answered back with a chuckle. "With a body like yours I'm sure someone will be happy to put something into one of your waiting holes!"
"Oh, cute." Karen said, rolling her eyes as before turning and walking backwards next to Zorro to look at Trish. "Just between you and me, finding something a bit bigger to fill my pussy is high on the list. So far I've only had Friar Tuck, and Zorro here, neither of which quite got the job done. "God, I'm horny!"
"Well, maybe you'll have a chance at something bigger." Trish said as we walked up to the twelfth hole Tee box, and what looked like a rope net hung over a tall wall. The wall looked to be about eight feet tall and maybe two feet thick with several couples climbing up and down the rope net as we stopped to watch.
"I'm not sure I get this one. It doesn't look all that sexy." Trish said as we looked on.
"Oh that's because no-one is at the top yet. Just wait." a woman wearing what looked like a Christmas Elf said as she walked up. " I call this one the orgasmic climb. The goal on this is to climb to the top and then back down the opposite side. The fun is that on the way up the man has to coax the woman toward orgasm, in one way or another, and on the way down the woman gets to return the favor. Many couples choose to have the woman go up and down with her back to the ropes, which of course leaves all sorts of wonderful opportunities to play, lick, kiss, suck, fuck, well, you get the idea. Kinda like a sex swing on steroids!" She said with a grin.
"Well Zorro? Shall we?" Karen asked her partner. "I think I'm definitely in the mood for a good tongue lashing."
"Any time you are." He said, leading her by the hand toward the net.
"Well, Mike the fireman, you up to a little more tongue lashing or would you prefer to plunge your hose into my favorite orifice and fill me with your fire putter outer stuff?"
"You're choice, as long as I get to play with your tits along the way."
"Ask and you shall receive!" she said with a grin, reaching to her front and pulling the material covering her big breasts aside, exposing both of them. "I think I'm going to do one better. How about I leave this whole thing down here. But you gotta leave your pants here too."
I thought about it for a few short seconds and then grinned. "deal!"
She pulled the top of her dress up from behind her neck, bending her head down as far as she could so it wouldn't pull off her mask, and then pushed the combined skirt and top down her legs leaving her in nothing but her shoes and mask. "Your turn!" she said brightly.
"Uh yeah." I answered a bit nervously as several more couples arrived. I kicked off my boots, and then undid the clasp on my left suspender before pulling my right arm out of my coat. I let my pants slide down my legs after shrugging off the right suspender and stuck my arm back in my coat, leaving me in nothing below my waist but my socks and a tiny white satin thong panty.
"Ohhhhh NICE!" the Elf said, stepping back over to us, having just given the new arrivals the run down on the game.
"Yeah, we swapped panties before." Trish said with a giggle. "Personally I think they look pretty damn striking on him, especially with his hard-on sticking out like that." She added, as she reached over and gave my protruding cock a couple quick strokes. "Well sexy, time to hit the ropes!" she said cheerfully, taking me by the hand and leading me over to the rope mesh. I looked up and saw Karen, Princess Leia or whatever I was supposed to call her, half way up the rope mesh with Zorro's face between her spread legs, her hips bucking on the ropes and making the whole thing move and bounce like a spiders web in a wind.
"Come on. I love feeling you inside me!" Trish cooed as she backed up to the rope mesh and leaned back, moving her feet to the ropes and putting them a few feet apart. I leaned in over her, letting her find my cock with her free hand and aiming it for her pussy as I stepped onto the first cross rope, lifting myself closer to her. I felt her find her pussy lips with my cock and then pushed gently up, lifting some of her weight from the ropes before she expanded enough to let my engorged cock slip into her velvety soft tunnel. "Ohhhhh fuck yeah!" she moaned softly as she started rocking her hips to encourage me to stroke into her.
The ropes somewhat limited what I could do, and we did have to move from time to time if we wanted to ever get over the wall, so I struck up a slow methodical stroke that slowly plunged my full length into her, over and over, her moans making it clear that she was enjoying every plunge of my cock.
"You know we're getting close to the top." I mumbled as I looked down at her bouncing tits, each soft round mound of flesh rolling and bouncing in time with my strokes.
"Yeah, me too." She gasped. "You wanna make me come first or you wanna come along with me?"
"Not quite there yet." I grunted as we moved up another rung on the rope net, making sure we moved in unison so we wouldn't come uncoupled.
"God you have me there already!" she squealed as I started stroking into her again, bouncing us on the net as I picked up my pace to push her over the top. "OH FUCK!" she squealed as her whole body tensed and her pussy spasmed around my hard cock. In and out I continued to plunge, driving her orgasm even higher as I tried to push mine to its pinnacle as well. "Oh fuck baby! Come for me! Fill me up baby!" she moaned loudly, her one free hand pulling my head down to her chest.
I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, and held it gently with my teeth, while I continued to pound into her, making her gasp even more as the weight of her bouncing tit tried to pull it free of my mouth.
"OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried into the night as her whole body shook and trembled, my stroking cock keeping her orgasm pushed right to the pinnacle of pleasure. "OHHHHHHHH GOD!" she cried again as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock into her and spewing a gush of cum into her hot wet tunnel. "FUCK YES!"
"Uhhhhgh." I grunted, holding onto the net, so the two of us didn't fall, while my body spasmed and jerked over her, filling her pussy with shot after shot of cum. I felt spent for a moment and lay down on top of her, her legs lifting to wrap around me and her one free arm pulling my head down tightly to her chest.
"Ohhhhh god yes yes yes." She moaned softly as my cock, still buried in her, felt her pussy periodically spasm, causing my cock to briefly pulse again, little or nothing left to pump, but trying just the same. "Ohhh god. Now that was an orgasm!" she moaned softly to me. "One mother fucking huge orgasm!"
"Glad you enjoyed.
"Ohhhh I definitely did that!" She cooed softly.
"Come on. I don't know about you, but I'd just as soon get down than have my bare ass sticking out like this."
"What are you complaining about? I'm completely naked, remember?"
"That was your choice, wasn't it?"
"It was." She said with a grin. "It made me come even harder knowing that I was out here completely naked, all these people staring at your cock plunging in and out of me? Oh yeah. Just think. One of them might be my neighbor, or the guy at the grocery store, or my mechanic, or even, hell, my doctor? Oh yeah, the possibilities are endless. I might be walking through the store right next to someone who was staring at me getting fucked and never know it."
"And that turns you on?"
"Even more than just getting fucked in public. Knowing that no one will know who it was but I'll know it was me."
"And that assumes you don't try and guess or, like Karen, already know."
"Oh Karen. Yeah. She knows. But then I'd expect her to. We made our costumes together. She lives just down the street and when my husband is away on business we find time to...um...pleasure each other." She said with a giggle. "Though I'm thinking I might want to try and figure out just who you are so that when he's gone you can come and fuck both of us. Would you like that? To come to my house and fuck both of us at once?"
"I doubt my wife would approve." I mumbled while admitting to myself that it could be fun to try.
"Too bad, because you have a fantastic cock and you know how to use it VERY fucking well." She said, punctuating her statement with a sigh.
"Come on sex bunny. Let's get over the top."
"We just did, didn't we?" she asked with a giggle. "And by the way. I think I know for sure now your first name is Mike. I heard your wife mumble it while she was being fucked with that dildo at the last game."
"Okay, so you know my name is Mike."
"And I know you used to be a fireman. Know how I can tell? You know exactly what to do with all this gear, and of course your hose."
"Cute, but that still doesn't give you more than a first name."
"And a fire department, written on the inside label of your coat, right next to your last name."
"Oh geez." I breathed.
"Don't worry, your secret is safe with me." She whispered as she unwrapped her legs from around me. "Come on."
"Sure." I said as I followed her up the last two rungs to the top and then helped her climb over and down the other side, her bare back against the ropes and her sopping wet pussy pushing against my deflated cock every chance she could. Finally we stepped from the ropes and walked to where we left our clothes and dressed.
"So, one more. Sixteen. I wonder what waits for us there?"
"I don't know, but it's a long walk from here. Fortunately it's getting us closer to the club house. I'm getting thirsty!"
"Yeah, me too." She said as we walked off into the dark, her friend having long since made their way toward whatever their next station was. "We're having fun, but there's no way we'll win. We're way to slow."
"Yeah, someone has to come a lot and slow us down." I chuckled as we cut across a wide fairway to cut some time off the walk.
"Can you hear that? Someone's getting fucked pretty good." Trish whispered as we approached a clump of trees.
"Sounds like more than one someone." I whispered back. "Maybe we should go around."
"Maybe we should peek and see who it is!" She whispered back with a giggle. "Hell it sounds like quite a few someone's"
We crept toward the trees and eased into them, trying to get a look without being obvious.
"Holy shit!" I blurted in surprise, as I looked out into a clearing within the trees. There were several benches in a semi-circle, each with at least one couple and a some with two couples, fucking in various positions while in the middle of the half circle was, of all people, my wife, completely naked except for her sports bra, which was pulled up above her big tits, and her long sleeved army shirt, still hanging from one arm. Her pants and boots were in a pile and she was sitting on what looked like a small half barrel about a foot or so in diameter, the human torch standing in front of her as she stroked and sucked his cock, his hands groping her exposed tits.
"SHHHHH!" Trish hissed as she tugged my hand. "Come on!"
"What the hell?"
"It's a monster den!" she whispered as if that explained it all.
"NO. I think you won't be going anywhere, at least not yet." I heard a loud voice say from the woods a few yards from us.
"Oh shit." Trish mumbled.
"You still haven't explained." I said quietly to her, as a guy in what looked like a variation of a werewolf came out of the shadows.
"It's a monster den. You get captured and you have to go to the den until you both come, one way or another."
"Ahhhh. Ohhhhh." I said finally remembering what we had been told at the beginning.
"Come on guys. Just take it easy. He's a first timer." Trish said quietly.
"Oh really? That's funny, that's the same thing he said about her!" The werewolf said, jerking his thumb over his shoulder back toward the clearing. "That's why we gave her the choice of what we planned or a chance to get more cocks in her pussy. She turned down being tied over a bench until five guys had fucked her in favor of riding the beast until she made him cum all over her tits."
"THAT does not surprise me." I said with a slight shake of my head. "But still, seeing my wife sitting there naked like that sucking a cock is a bit of a surprise."
"Oh, she's not just sitting there. Trust me. She's riding the beast!" He answered.
"The beast?"
"Think vibrator on steroids. It's a dick that vibrates, wiggles and strokes, all at the same time. And from the sound of the moans she's been making, she's enjoying the hell out of it." He laughed. "Now what should we do with you. Let's see. Lots of pussy! I think maybe when she gets done we'll put your partner on the beast naked until she convinces five women to ride your cock and face. How about that?"
"Oh, that's wicked!" Trish said with a frown. "I've had to ride that thing before. I don't know if I can take it that long."
"Well, I suppose if you'd rather, we could make his wife lick your pussy while he sucks the flame thrower or whatever his name is." the other werewolf that came out of the shadows said.
"THAT isn't going to happen!" I protested. "Not now, not ever!"
"Then it's the beast!" the first one said, as we heard grunts coming from the clearing. "Good timing. Sounds like the flame thrower guy just unloaded."
We followed the two werewolves to the clearing and saw my wife, shakily climbing off the barrel shaped thing, a pinkish cock sticking up from it, still vibrating and pumping up and down a couple inches. She stood up, cum dripping off her big tits as she stood next to the beast trying to stretch her legs. "A bit over ten minutes. That's pretty damn good!" the second werewolf said, as he reached for Trish's arm and pulled us over toward my wife.
"What are you doing here?" My wife asked breathlessly, clearly not happy to see me, as she quickly started pulling the sports bra down over her cum covered tits.
"Got caught too." I answered.
"What are you staring at?" she snapped uncomfortably as she tried to get her arm back into her shirt.
"Just enjoying the view. Never seen you do anything like that. You looked pretty sexy riding that thing."
"Seriously? That turned you on, seeing me being exposed like that while all these guys fucked women while watching me?"
"I'm not saying that part was sexy, but seeing you naked on there, yeah it was."
"Come on you two. Clothes off!" one of the werewolf's barked at us.
"Looks like my turn." I said quietly as I started pulling off my coat as far as I could, my pants still held up by only one suspender. I shrugged the one suspender off and let my pants slide down, revealing only the tiny white thong panty still hanging around my thighs but covering nothing.



"Nice panties." My wife said with a frown.
"Yeah, not that they do much." I said, looking over at Trish who was pushing the dress down her body, leaving her naked except for her shoes.
"Here, let me help you." she said, helping me push my t-shirt up and over my head and off one arm, the arm tied together still holding my coat and shirt on that arm. I stepped out of my pants and boots at the same time, and let Trish pull me back slightly so she could straddle the half round wooden box, the cock sticking up still moving up and down and humming quietly.
"So? What's the deal?" My wife asked as she stepped into her pants and tried to pull them up with one hand.
"She has to ride the beast until she can convince five women to ride my face or my cock." I said quietly.
"Okay. I definitely don't want to watch that!" My wife said a little crossly.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, why would I wanna see you fucking a bunch of other women? I mean you can't really enjoy that kind of thing, right?"
"You mean like you weren't enjoying sitting on this thing and sucking his cock? Looked to me like you were enjoying the hell out of the whole thing. Sounded like it too. Could hear your moans all the way to the tree line."
"Yeah, well..." My wife said a bit lamely.
"Yeah, well. I'm not going to ask how many times you've been fucked or by who, but just for the record, I know some of these stations you have been to. A little birdie told me you enjoyed the wheelbarrow ride just fine."
"I didn't." She protested.
"Oh hon. Can it." I said quietly. The person that I heard talking about you didn't know you were my wife, so I pretty much figure her comments were honest, and she said you climaxed at least once. If you're having fun, just say so. It's not like you're going to hurt my feelings." I said as she stood and stared at me, her pants half way up her legs, her pussy still exposed.
"Okay, I'm having a little fun. I just don't want a whole bunch of cocks stuffed in me. One a night is enough."
"Now was that so hard to admit?" I asked, feeling Trish tug on my hand.
"Hey as much as I'm all for a couple getting things sorted out, I'm sitting on this thing!" she said breathlessly.
"Huh? Oh yeah." I said.
"Come on. I need five women to sit on his face or cock, your choice!" she called out to the half dozen couples leaning over the benches or getting dressed again after having finished their penance to the werewolves.
"I will!" A woman in an Indian costume said, from across the clearing. "Come on Pirate man!" she said pulling him along by the hand around the bench she had apparently recently been bent over.
"I'm not going to watch this." My wife said quietly.
"Oh honey!" the Indian said as she stepped closer. "You're going to miss the fun? Why don't you ride his face while I take his cock!"
"You expect me to let him lick my pussy after having to ride that thing?" My wife asked incredulously.
"Trust me, It'd be worth it!" she said as she stepped across my midsection and hiked up the soft looking leather skirt to expose a completely bare shaved pussy. She wasted no time squatting down over my cock and reaching for my hardon, lifting it and rubbing my head on her already wet lips before sinking quickly down on it. "Ohhhh my god yessss!" she hissed softly as she began bouncing up and down my shaft.
"Didn't you just get fucked?" My wife asked in surprise.
"UH huh. Sorry Pirate man, but you just didn't get it done like this." She mumbled as she bounced up and down on me, her bare ass slapping against my thighs.
"Oh god." My wife said, rolling her eyes. "I'm headed to twelve." She said with a huff.
"Oh she'll have fun there." I chuckled as my wife and the human torch headed out of the clearing.
"Oh yeah." Trish said breathlessly. "Come on ladies. Any takers for a good tongue? I know he's good at it!" She called to the other women in the clearing. "Shit no takers." She moaned as the box she sat on hummed and pumped its artificial cock up and down in her. "God damn I'm going to come any second."
"Not a surprise." The woman on my cock mumbled. "Got stuck on that one year for half an hour. Couldn't walk straight for an hour."
"Oh lord." Trish mumbled as her body began to shake.
"Amanda! Come over here!" The Indian called to someone I couldn't see. "Help us out here."
"Oh yeah. Tell you what. I'll let him warm me up if I can have that when you're done!" I heard a woman say as she stepped into view, wearing a long red dress with slits up both sides nearly to her waist. "I wanted to get into his pants on the dance floor and couldn't, not going to pass up the chance again." Jessica Rabbit said as she hiked her skirt up and stepped across my head. "Tell you what Johnathan, if you're a really good boy I bet our little friend on the box wouldn't mind sucking your cock a little while!" She said as she squatted down over me, her full bare lips inches from my face. "Okay Fireman Mike. Let's see if you can start a fire as good as you put them out!"
I reached up with my one free hand and pulled her a little lower, drawing her teenage looking pussy closer to my face. I licked slowly along her lips, pressing my tongue slightly between her fat rounded outer lips and teasing the flowery soft inner lips with the tip of my tongue.
"Mmmmmm that feels nice already!" she moaned softly, as I stroked my tongue across her lips a second time, pressing deeper and tasting her tangy juices. She pushed her free hand between her legs and used her fingers to spread her lips apart for me, exposing her hard little clit to my flicking tongue, drawing a gasp from her lips. "OH god that's so sensitive already." She groaned as I stroked the tip of my tongue around it in small circles.
The woman on my cock continued to bounce as I licked Jessica Rabbit, her pussy caressing my cock with each stroke, and my fat head expanding her tunnel with each stroke down my shaft. I couldn't see her any longer, but I could hear her moans growing in intensity with each passing minute. I doubted she was going to last much longer, and I was right. I had just pushed my tongue as deep into Jessica's pussy as far as I could when the Indian on my cock spasmed, her pussy squeezing my cock as her whole body shuddered. "OH god yes yes yes yes yes!" she moaned loudly as she pressed her ass against my thighs and ground her pussy against my cock and balls. "Ohhhhh fucking A yessss!"
"I think it's going to be my turn in a second." Jessica said as she lifted herself off my face. It took a few moments for the two couples to rearrange themselves, the Indian getting up and walking away with her partner while Johnathan, wearing a caveman outfit, and Jessica Rabbit rearranged so that she could sit on my cock.
"Holy fuck yesssss!" Jessica groaned as she pressed her incredibly tight pussy down around my shaft. "I knew this was going to be tight, but fuck!"
"Oh god." I grunted as her pussy engulfed my shaft, squeezing tightly as she worked her way down the full length of my shaft. "Jesus you're tight."
"Just like a teenager!" she moaned as she started slowly stroking up and down my shaft. "Oh god yes. Fuck yes." She mumbled over and over as she drove my engorged head deep into herself, the end of her tunnel banging against the tip of my head with each stroke.
"Shit, you keep doing that and I'm going to come in you." I groaned as she pistoned her ass up and down in front of me, her tight tunnel quickly teasing me closer to climax. I could feel her velvety soft tunnel caress every inch of me as she bounced slowly, her own moans and gasps growing closer together with each passing second.
"You're not supposed to." She moaned. "I think you still have a few more to take, right?"
"I guess." I grunted, trying to hold back the feeling that was building between my legs and spreading through my whole body.
"Oh shit you feel so big in me. I'm gonna come any second lover. Any moment now!"
"Oh shit." Grunted, trying hard to hold back the climax that she was quickly drawing from me. "AHHHHHH FUCK!" I cried into the night, my whole body jerking as a huge gush of cum lanced up into her pussy.
"FUCK!" she screamed into the night as her whole body trembled and twitched on me. I could hear her gasping as her pussy clenched and spasmed around my spurting shaft, my own body jerking with each new surge of cum pushing into her. "Ohhhh fuck yes. Fuck yes." She mumbled over and over as she sat on me, her pussy continuing to clench and spasm around my now softening shaft. "Jesus that was a good fuck." She finally breathed, her body sagging slightly as she sat on me.
"Oh yeah." I breathed heavily, feeling like my cock was done for a while after that massive orgasm.
"Okay stud." I heard Trish say quietly, pushing the caveman in front of her back from her face, his cock clearly shrinking after his own climax, which I apparently didn't even hear as I was coming inside his partner.
"Okay. All four of you are good to go." One of the werewolf's said. Four coming at once is hard to time but you'll get the points for it."
"Who cares about points." I breathed as Jessica pulled off of me, letting my softening cock flop onto my body and lay there oozing more cum slowly from its shrinking form.
Trish pulled off the machine and helped me up, the two of us standing, well, me almost naked, and her completely naked.
"The only thing I regret is I didn't get to see your tits." I told Jessica Rabbit. "After playing with them on the dance floor I was kinda hoping to see them. They felt damn nice."
"Well, we're done with all our stations. We were on the way back to the club. So I'll make a deal with you. You stay naked as you are until we get back and I'll go as naked as she is."
I hesitated a moment before Trish poked me. "Well? Daring enough to go all the way back naked to see two women walk completely naked next to you?"
"What the fuck, why not." I said, reaching for my pants and boots. I pulled my pants off the boots and stepped into them, throwing the pants over my shoulder. I straightened up to see Jessica undoing the strap over her shoulder and then pulling the tight fitting dress down her body. She stepped out of it exposing her entire body, including her full D cup breasts and rock hard nipples to us in the moonlight.
"We're suppose to do one more station, but I don't think I can take another one." I said to Trish as we started walking back.
"Who cares. We had fun. That's what it's all about." She said, slipping her hand in mine and swinging it slowly as we walked at a leisurely pace down the paved path toward the club house. It took us nearly fifteen minutes to get back, by which time my cock was once again swinging back and forth, nearly rigid, from the view of both women's nude forms and bouncing tits teasing me.
"Sorry, gotta be dressed in the club house." One of the female vampires at the door said.
"Okay." I answered, reaching for my pants.
"Uh uh." Trish said with a grin, reaching to snap the red ribbon. "Don't need this anymore, or these." She said taking my pants. She reached into the pocket and pulled out my bikini underwear and held them up. "Is this considered dressed?" she asked the vampire.
"As long as his balls and most of his cock are covered, fine by me."
"Good." She said holding the underwear out to me and letting the rest fall to the ground while she put her own dress on. I walked in to the club house wearing only my face mask, boots and underwear, everything else being carried. I felt a bit conspicuous until I realized that I was far from the only one with less than their whole costume on. We made our way quickly to the bar and I ordered a beer, downing most of it in one swig.
"God I was thirsty." I said as I gasped for breath for a second after the long chug.
"Yeah, me too." Jessica said. "Isn't that your wife?" She asked, pointing to my wife, sitting at a table, with nothing but her panties and bra on.
"Yeah. I better go see how she is. She looks a bit out of it."
"Yeah." Trish and Jessica said following me to the table. I pulled a chair out and sat down.
"Hey sweetie. How are you doing?"
"Wasted." She said quietly.
"Wasted?"
"Yeah. We came back and I've had three drinks so far. "I'm not feeling much of anything at the moment."
"Sooooo. You had three drinks because?" I prompted.
"I've had three guys dicks in my mouth and four in my pussy. How the hell am I supposed to feel?"
"Um. I don't know. What are you feeling?" I asked quietly.
"Completely and totally fucked, but also guilty. I mean it's supposed to be for you, not every jack and ape with a dick."
Jessica scooted a chair over to her and sat down, leaning her face closer to my wife's. "I don't know your name, and I'm not really supposed to, but let me help here, okay?"
"Help? How?"
"Well, my job, my real job, is that I'm a relationship councilor. So I know a lot about this kind of thing. You came tonight intending to have fun, did you?"
"Well, in a way yes."
"If you didn't feel guilty would you say you had a lot of fun, or just a little fun?"
"Well, if I didn't feel guilty it was a lot of fun, but I do feel guilty."
"Guilty about what?" She asked quietly.
"Well, aren't I supposed to save myself for my husband? I mean isn't that what we're supposed to do? Hell I know he fucked other people tonight too, but I'm the one that feels guilty now."
"Did you feel guilty then, while you were doing it?"
"Not really. It felt damn good. Not the same as when we have sex," My wife said, turning her head to look at me. "I mean sex with you is a lot different, because I know you love me and you're showing me you love me. But yeah, laying on that wheelbarrow thing with a cock in me stimulated the shit out of me."
"Did you come?" Jessica asked quietly, drawing my wife's attention back to her.
"Yeah. I did."
"Did you come more times than that?"
"Yeah. I did. God I came so hard sitting on that damn box in the middle of the clearing, all those couples watching me suck his cock. I think I came at least twice before I finally got him to climax and spray all over my tits."
"So it felt good. Did you feel guilty then?"
"No. I was too damn excited. I didn't know for a while if I was embarrassed or turned on, sitting there naked like that. But when I came it was SO damn hard!"
"Well, let me tell you a secret. Most of the women here come to these so they can play. They want to feel another man's cock in their pussy, or mouth or even up their ass. Sometimes they get to do things that their real life partner won't, or can't, do, but they love their partner and they come in agreeing that this is a value to both of them. I don't know of any couples here that have the kind of issues I frequently have to help monogamous couples with. This is a place to let your hair down, try things you might not otherwise try, and maybe, most importantly, realize that there is a huge difference between making love and sex. Your husband makes love with you. But the human body is designed to desire sex. It's built to search for the strongest candidate to father your children. Both men and women are that way. Men aren't built to be monogamous. So a lot of guys cheat. Women are better at it, but biology still makes them look and think about different guys and how they would be in bed. That's all natural." Jessica said softly.
"The advantage here, is that you come, you express that biological side, both of you." She said, looking up to me as well. "And when it's over, your need, your drive to look outside is sated for a time and for most couples here, that makes their loving bonds even stronger. My husband will have sex with as many partners tonight as he can, but when the party is over, he's as faithful to me as any man can be. And I love him for that faithfulness. I know that this kind of thing will ALWAYS stay at the party. No outside meetings, no married guy dating sites online. Nothing like that. If he really really has to get more than I'm giving him, we'll do something about it together. Bottom line is...never go outside of the relationship alone. Never get mixed up between lust and love. You feel both, but love is ALWAYS reserved for your husband. That make sense?"
"Sorta." My wife said quietly. "How long have you been doing these?"
"Quite a few years." She admitted. "Trish here has been doing them longer. Stay here. I'll be right back."
I watched her get up and walk quickly across the club to a table in the corner, coming back with a small clutch sized purse. She reached into the small bag and pulled out a card. "Look. If you need to talk after this, just call my office. I'd be more than happy to have you come in, or even come out to your house. I do sex therapy, so home visits aren't all that unusual." She said quietly.
"So, I'm not all screwed up because I enjoyed this?" My wife whispered, looking more at me than anyone else.
"No, you're not all screwed up. This kind of thing isn't for everyone, but I assumed that since you were here you'd already talked it over and wanted to try something like this. Didn't you?"
"Actually, no." I answered her. "We didn't even realize what kind of party this was until well into it. Neither of us had any idea about just how sex filled the games were going to be or we probably wouldn't have come."
"Well, I'm pretty sure you're good with it." Jessica said with a grin. "At least you seemed to be enjoying it every time I saw you. The question is, is your life mate, your wife, your love, good with it?" She asked, looking back at my wife.
"It was fun. I mean I didn't think it was going to be, and the first time my partner out there wanted to put his cock in me I was pretty hesitant. The only reason I finally allowed it was that it was the only way to play the game, and I can be a bit competitive. But once we were doing it, damn it felt good."
"What felt good about it?" Jessica asked.
"Because it felt so damn naughty. I mean I was laying back with nothing on below my waist, and anyone could see my pussy, and then he pushed his cock into me...oh god it felt good. I wished it was my husband's though. I really wanted it to be his. The whole time I was laying there I was pretending it was Mike's cock."
"So have you ever had sex with your husband in any kind of public setting?"
"Not really. We did it in the back of a car once." My wife admitted.
"So, really, this is all new territory for you. You know what I suggest? I suggest you take your husband outside, find a nice public place and have sex. Suck his cock. Get him nice and hard and then ride him until you both come. Then see what you feel. IS that as exciting as what you did out there? Does it make you feel all hot and tingly, or was it having sex with someone else that was the real trigger."
"Really? You think I should do that?" My wife asked in surprise.
"Unless you wanna just throw down on this table." Jessica answered with a giggle. "Personally I wouldn't mind. I think he has a pretty damn sexy body for an older guy, and just between you and me, he has one hell of a great cock! Big, but not too big, long but not too long and oh god it hits all the right places!"
"So you fucked him tonight?"
"I did." She said quietly. "But considering you fucked my husband half a dozen times or so."
"Your husband? I thought he was the rabbit?"
"Nope. The human torch is my husband, so go have fun. See me after and we'll talk more." Jessica said as she stood back up. "Come on Trish, let's give them a little space."
"Well, what do you think?" My wife asked me quietly.
"About what, having sex or where to have it?"
"Where of course. I think she's right. I think we need to have sex, just you and me."
"Well, I have just the place then." I answered, standing up. I took her hand and led her, still in nothing but her bra and panties, out the door into the night. As the sidewalk turned to head toward the golf course itself, there was a large fountain with benches around it. I walked her to the first bench, where anyone walking back from the course, and of course the games, would see us. I turned to face her, gently pulling the sports bra up her body. She lifted her arms and let her big thirty eight D tits swing free in the night air. I knelt down in front of her and slipped her underwear down, pulling her untied boots off as well as her socks so she was completely naked.



I stood up and she reached for my briefs, and pulled them down as she squatted down in front of me, making me lift my feet from my boots as she pulled my underwear off, leaving me as naked as she was. She hesitantly grabbed my half hard cock and aimed it at her open mouth as she leaned toward me. "Oh god yes." I groaned softly as her tongue swirled around it. "That feels so good."
"As good as those other women that sucked you tonight?"
"Better." I groaned as she put her mouth back around my cock.
"Liar, but thank you." My wife whispered after pulling off my cock again. "Tastes a bit funny. Is that what pussy tastes like?"
"Like what?"
"Kind of tart I guess."
"Yeah, pretty much.
"And you like that taste?"
"When it's yours? Hell yeah." I answered as she engulfed my quickly hardening cock. Her head bobbed on and off my shaft, her hand following her lips as she teased me harder and harder, less and less of me able to be contained in her mouth.
"You like that?"
"You sucking me? Always." I said as she let go and stood up.
"I'm really turned on right now." She whispered as several couples walked by less than ten feet away, clearly watching us.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Fuck me. I want you to bend me over and fuck me from behind. I want to feel your full length sliding into me." She cooed as she stood, her tits brushing my chest as she gently stroked my arms.
"With pleasure." I said, leaning down slightly and kissing her softly on the lips. We stood embracing like that, out finger tips gently rubbing up and down each other's arms as we kissed for long seconds before she broke the kiss and turned away from me. She bent over and rested her hands on one of the benches so that we were aimed the same way as the sidewalk, giving those walking down the path a profile of both of our naked bodies. I stepped behind her and gently rubbed my saliva slickened cock up and down her lips before pressing slowly into her, driving my cock deeply into her surprisingly wet pussy.
"Oh fuck." She moaned as I held her hips and started to stoke in and out of her. I could feel her whole pussy practically quivering as she stood there, her head hanging down, her big tits swinging in time with my strokes, our bodies light not only by the nearly full moon, but also backlit by the light of the fountain. In and out I plunged, slapping my thighs to her ass with each stroke, driving my fat cock deep into her and then pulling back quickly to start the trip again. Over and over I plunged into her, her moans and gasps growing with each passing moment, her pussy seeming to spasm and quiver around my shaft as if she were already climaxing.
"God yes...oh fuck yes!" she mumbled over and over as I drove my own climax closer. "Tell me when. Tell me when you're going to come. I want you to squirt it all over my tits. Just like he did. I want to see your cock pumping on my tits!" my wife moaned loudly.
"Soon." I mumbled. "Damn soon."
"Good. God damn I can't believe I'm still coming...So long..." She moaned.
"Gonna come!" I grunted, pulling my cock from her sopping wet pussy.
She quickly turned around, sitting on the edge of the bench and wrapping both hands around my cock. She stroked me furiously, her hands lubricated with her own pussy juice as she pushed my impending climax even closer. "UH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, trying to drive my cock toward her, a huge gush of cum squirting out so powerfully that it splattered off her face and ended up on both arms and her tits. She aimed my cock lower, continuing to pump me, each new surge of cum squirting on her tits until she had over half a dozen long strings of cum laying on her tits, starting to turn more liquid and run and slide down her big round tits.
"God that looked so fucking hot." She mumbled, still stroking me and milking the last of my cum from my now shrinking cock.
"So?" Jessica said as she stepped around the fountain. "Was it as intense as out there?"
"More." My wife said quietly as Jessica squatted down next to us and reached for my cock. She leaned her head in and quickly sucked my cock into her mouth and spent several seconds licking and sucking the remaining cum from my cock. Then with a grin she released it and turned to look at my wife. Maintaining eye contact with her, she squatted down farther, leaning her face toward my wife's tits and began to carefully, methodically, lick my cum off my wife's tits, her tongue working first across the tops of her tits, collecting what she could there, and then working lower until she was sweeping her tongue across and around her rock hard nipples. "Oh god." My wife sighed softly as Jessica closed her lips around one of her nipples and sucked deeply.
"Play with her tits honey." My wife moaned softly. "I think she wants you to play with her tits."
I shrugged to myself and squatted down behind her. It only took my fingers a few moments to find the clasp for the strap that held her dress up and unfasten it. I pushed the stretchy red material down to her waist, exposing her firm round tits and slid my hands around her sides, cupping each orb with my hands and teasing my fingers back and forth across her rock hard nipples.
"Oh god." My wife moaned softly, tilting her head back and gasping. I looked around Jessica and saw her finger deep in my wife's pussy, teasing her clit as she slowly stroked in and out, her mouth moving from nipple to nipple.
I had to admit, I was getting pretty turned on by the thought and sight of my wife being pleasured by another woman, and slipped one of my hands down Jessica's body from her tits to the slit on her thigh. I worked my hand under the material and let my fingers find her full round pussy lips, gently stroking up between them and across her clit.
"God. I'm going to come again." MY wife moaned softly. "Shit I can't believe she's going to make me come again."
"Just have to know where to touch and how." Jessica said softly, moving from one tit to the other. "But your husband pretty well knows how to do that."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Just push your finger in now. As far as you can." Jessica said with a little gasp as my finger began to penetrate her tight tunnel. "Oh yeah." She cooed softly before going back to sucking my wife's tits. We stayed there for some minutes before Jessica stood up and looked down at my wife. "Take my dress off." She said softly, but clearly commandingly. My wife reached out and slipped the red material down over Jessica's ass, pushing it down until she could step from it. "Tell me. No one knows your husband as well as you do. Can you make him hard again?"
"I can always make him get hard again." My wife said with a small smile. "You want him hard again?"
"I do." Jessica answered.
"You want to fuck him again?"
"I do, but it has to be with your permission."
"I guess that's fine with me." My wife said, starting to stand up.
"No. Stay. I don't think you understand. WE'RE going to fuck him together."
"As in both of us at once?"
"Yes. You were clearly turned on by the public exhibition of your love making. It was tender and at the same time powerful. I want to use this opportunity to explore your comfort zone a bit farther. You responded well to my touch, but I would have expected you to object to another woman touching you sexually."
"It was kind of awkward at first. But as you sucked my tits and stroked my clit I got more and more turned on, and surprisingly, more comfortable with letting it happen."
"I could tell. So let's see what happens if we push that just a bit farther. How do we, together, make him hard again?"
"He loves to have me lick his cock and then tease my nipples with it." My wife said.
"Perfect." Jessica said quietly, squatting down in front of me and holding a hand out for my wife. She gently coaxed her off the bench to squat in front of me as well and then reached out to capture my cock. I watched Jessica's mouth close around my shaft and suck me in for a moment before pulling her mouth off and holding it for my wife to suck. My wife looked up at me a bit nervously as she opened her mouth and then closed it around my head. My cock was far from hard, but the view of both their faces in front of my cock, and their bare tits below was going to quickly have an effect. They took turns sucking me until I started to harden a bit and then Jessica rubbed my mushroom head back and forth across her tits and nipples before guiding me toward my wife's tits, where she did the same thing, teasing her nipples with the tip of my head.
"He does get hard fast, doesn't he?" Jessica cooed.
"He does that." My wife agreed.
"I want you to climb up on the bench, and put your head this way. On your back." Jessica directed as my wife first sat and then lay on the bench. "Good. Now let's see what this does for you." She said as she stepped across my wife's head, squatting slightly to bring her pussy down until it was nearly touching my wife's face. "Have you ever licked another woman before?" Jessica asked quietly before lowering her head down between my wife's legs.
"Oh god. No." My wife gasped as Jessica licked her pussy.
"You don't have to if you don't want. For now, just draw your husband forward and guide him into me." Jessica coaxed. I stepped forward and my wife reached up with her hand and gently guided my hard cock to her fat round lips. I held her hips and pressed forward, slowly pushing my saliva coated cock into Jessica's pussy. "Ohhhhhhhh. Yes. Perfect." She moaned softly. "Now. Use your hands. Just touch and stroke whatever feels good. Don't do anything you don't want to. But I do want you to watch if nothing else. I want you to tell me how you feel as you watch him."
"Okay. Nervous right now." My wife said as started to slowly stroke in and out of Jessica. "God is that how he looks fucking me?" She asked after a few strokes. "Oh god. Ohhhhhh fuck." She moaned softly as Jessica started licking her pussy again. I stroked in and out of Jessica, feeling her pussy snuggly caress me as I pushed and pulled in and out of her soft sweet pussy. I felt my wife's hands reach to my ass and gently stroke it as I stroked into the pussy inches from her face. To my surprise her hands left my ass and began stroking her hands in circles around her full round ass before gently pulling down on the creamy cheeks.
"OH damn." I groaned as I looked down and saw my wife, her tongue licking Jessica's clit while my cock stroked in and out of her pussy.
"You like that?" My wife asked softly.
"God it's sexy as hell."
"Pull out of me and let your wife suck your cock." Jessica said from between my wife's legs.
"Seriously?"
"Yes." She said almost sternly.
I pulled back and let my wife grasp my cock and pull it down toward her mouth. I eased forward and felt her close her lips around my head and swirl her tongue around and around my head. I almost couldn't help myself, starting to push my engorged cock in and out of her mouth.
"Put it back in." My wife said, pushing me back by using my cock as a handle. "Make her come now."
"You sure?" I asked
"Yeah. I'm sure." She answered as she guided me back to Jessica's pussy. I pushed into her quickly and started plunging in faster, Jessica quickly starting to moan and gasp in response, muffled by my wife's pussy. Her own groans and moans grew in intensity as Jessica worked harder, plunging at least one, maybe two fingers into my wife's pussy while she licked and sucked her clit.
"FUCK! I'm going to come!" My wife called to us. "Oh god. OH GOD...OH GOD DAMN!" my wife squealed as Jessica did something between her legs that pushed her hard over the top of another climax. I continued to pump into her as my wife bucked and convulsed below her, her own pussy starting to twitch and quiver around my shaft.
"My turn." Jessica moaned as my wife lay gasping for breath below her. "God, I'm going to come." She moaned as her legs started to tremble. I saw her back arch slightly and her ass push back at me as her whole body suddenly shuddered and shook in front of me. I felt her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft, drawing me within a hairs breadth of coming myself.
"Come for me baby. Come hard for me!" My wife coaxed.
"Tease his balls." Jessica said breathlessly, her body still trembling.
I felt my wife cup my balls and roll them as I continued stroking in and out of Jessica's pussy. "He's close. I can tell. Now pull out and put it in your wife's mouth."
"You want me to have him come in my mouth?" My wife asked in surprise.
"I know, you've never done that." Jessica said as I pulled out of her pussy. "But you need to try. You need to show that you accept that part of him as willingly as he accepts your cum when he licks your pussy, and sweetie, you cum a lot when you climax."
"Okay." My wife said, taking my cock in both hands and stroking it quickly back and forth as she closed her lips around it.
"When he comes, just aim it to the side so he doesn't shoot right down your throat and gag you. Just take it all in."
Jessica slowly untangled herself from over my wife and turned around, climbing back on top of her again, her big tits pressed to my wife's. She leaned her face toward my crotch and sucked one of my balls into her mouth while my wife continued to stroke my shaft.
"OHHHH SHIT!" I grunted as my cock suddenly erupted in my wife's mouth. Over and over my cock surged while I did my best not to force my cock deeper into her mouth.
"That a girl. Now swallow it down. Don't hold it, just swallow it and then suck his cock until it get soft." Jessica coaxed.
"I can't." My wife said pulling my cock from her mouth. "I need to breath."
"That's okay." Jessica said, reaching one hand for my cock and pulling it toward her own mouth, her lips closing around my head and sucking the remaining cum from me. She released my cock from her mouth and looked up at me, her tits still pressed to my wife's. "So what did you think?"
"Incredibly sexy."
"Was it a turn on, even though it wasn't your wife's pussy you were fucking?"
"Yeah, it was."
"How about you. What did you think?"
"It was interesting to see what it looked like and what he looked like doing that."
"Good. Did it bother you to see him going in and out of me?"
"Surprisingly, no."
"Why not?"
"I guess because I was part of it too. It was a joint thing."
"Good. Good girl." Jessica said as she pushed herself up off my wife and then helped her roll up to a sitting position. She bent to pick up her dress and stepped into it. "You know, I usually get a hundred dollars an hour for a session like this." She said with a grin. "We'll just call this one on the house."
"Jessica, well, Adrian, whatever your name is." My wife said. "Do you do this with all your clients?"
"OH lord no. Only my special ones. Usually I'm just standing to the side watching, wishing I was getting fucked. I actually build time into my schedule every day to use a vibrator to get off or I'd go crazy."
"Well, thank you, I think. I may not feel the same way tomorrow, but right now, I feel okay."
"That's the idea. Now, here's my task for you, both of you. Get your clothes, stay naked and go home. Stay naked all the way home, that's doctor's orders. When you get home, take a shower, snuggle in bed together and, in the morning, talk. If you need me, call me. I'll come over." She said with a smile as she fastened her dress.
"By the way, did you ever figure out who invited you?"
"No, we didn't." my wife answered.
"Well, the one thing you do know. Someone you know, and knows you well, already does this and thought you'd enjoy it too. So if you ever figure out who it is, you have a pair of built in playmates, if you want to try something more private, though it seems to me you get off on anonymous public displays."
"It seems that way." I agreed, stepping behind my wife and reaching down to cup both her big tits.
"You can't still be horny." My wife chided me softly.
"Can and am. Just need some time to recharge." I answered.
"Tell you what, If you get hard by the time we get home, you can fuck me on the hood in the garage. How's that sound?"
"Sounds fantastic." I answered her, Jessica grinning at us.
"You two will be fine. But call me anyway. If you need to talk, or just because you wanna try more things." Jessica said before bending over and giving my wife a kiss and then leaning over my wife to kiss me. She lingered on my lips and gasped gently into my mouth. As she broke the kiss and pulled back I looked down and saw her nipple pulling gently from my wife's mouth.
"Just thought I'd try that as long as I was feeling bold." My wife said.
"Please. Call me!" Jessica said with a huge grin. "I think you two'll be a lot of fun to play with."
I watched her walk back into the club and then headed in myself, still naked to get the rest of our clothes. Most everyone had gone, but that wasn't a surprise, it was almost two in the morning. I gathered up our stuff and then walked out to gather my wife, who was waiting with our underclothes. We walked to the car, still naked, passing two couples busily fucking on the hoods of two of the few cars still in the lot. We drove home discussing who might possibly have invited us and finally gave up with no more of an idea than we did earlier in the evening. We did decide however, that after we woke up the next morning we were definitely calling Jessica to see about exploring more of those hidden limits which we suddenly learned weren't as limiting as we had always thought.
With the car parked in the garage there was only one thing left to do before shower and bed. A task my wife willingly submitted to, on the hood of my car with her legs spread high and wide for me!
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I'm known by all my friends as a giver. Yeah, I'd give the shirt off my back for a friend, maybe even a stranger. I'm a soft touch. Rescue animals, damsels in distress, you know the type. So when my buddy Jeremy called on Friday night and said he was in a pinch and needed an extra driver for his fledgling limo business, he knew that I wouldn't say no, even if it did mean having to cut my planned day of fishing short.
So instead of working my crankbaits along a brushy shoreline, waiting for that tug followed by exploding water as a largemouth takes my bait, I was already sitting in the driver's seat of a moderately long limo headed out to pick up my fair at two thirty in the afternoon. Not what I had planned on, but Jeremy needed a hand, how could I say no?
I picked up my fair at a little condo in the middle of town. He was a younger guy, thirty something, wearing typical cowboy garb, though I doubted that he'd ever seen a horse other than in a picture. He gave me the address of where we were headed without so much as a 'good afternoon'. I punched up the address in the GPS while he made himself comfortable in the back. Like I said, it wasn't a big limo by many standards. It would hold six or eight comfortably, but was still small enough to make the turns and curves. It also wasn't what I had typically driven when Jeremy called, one of the plush Lincolns. Nope, this customer wanted the custom hummer limo. I suppose he thought it would make him look cooler or some such thing.
It was almost a forty minute drive to the front gate of what looked like a sprawling ranch. I drove down the driveway that was longer than the road I lived on, and pulled up in front of what had to be easily a ten thousand square foot two story home. I stopped, dutifully got out and walked around to open the door for my passenger, sweltering in my wool three piece suit while I waited by the car door as he bounded up the steps and knocked. He didn't have to wait long before a young woman answered, stepping out into the afternoon sun in a very short powder blue western style dress with white frilly accents on the pockets and neckline. The button down dress was open about three buttons and revealed a pleasant amount of cleavage, and her blond curls framed her very pretty face and held up a cream colored Stetson. I held the door as they came down, her pointy toe boots, opposite her dress, cream colored with powder blue highlights, clomped loudly on the wooden deck and stairs.
"Good afternoon!" She greeted me cheerfully as she ducked to step up into the air conditioned hummer from the sweltering summer heat.
"Afternoon maam," I answered politely.
"You don't have to be nice. He's just the driver." The guy said as he ducked into the limo, ignoring me.
"Sure you do. You should be nice to everyone." She answered him.
'You tell him.' I thought to myself as I closed the door and walked around. I climbed in and he handed me the address of where they were going, a very fancy restaurant in the big city, nearly two hours away. I hoped Jeremy was charging him by the mile for this ride!
I drove down the interstate, keeping to the speed limit and listening to the country western tunes coming from the stereo in the back as the two talked. It didn't take long to figure out that this was their first date and that they had met on the internet. Somehow I got the feeling this wasn't going to end well when I saw him lean toward her to kiss her before we'd gone thirty miles down the road, a move she did NOT appreciate.
She fended him off several times, including his hands on her bare leg, trying to slide it up under the already short skirt. I was half tempted to ask her if she wanted me to turn around, but I didn't. I just did my best not to watch too closely, but also to make sure that I saw enough in my rearview mirror in case he decided to push things too far, if you know what I mean.
He didn't by the time we reached the restaurant, and I opened the door for them, getting a smile from her and ignored by him. No surprises there. They went in to eat and I took the limo for a short drive to find myself a McDonalds for some dinner of my own. Jeremy didn't give me much of an allowance for food, so a good meal was out of the question.
By the time they finished dinner at seven I was parked and waiting for them outside the restaurant. Again, I received a pleasant smile from the maybe thirty two year old woman, and ignored by the guy, except to be given the address on a slip of paper for our next destination.
The club was trendy. Obviously a country western theme. I opened the door and let them out, leaving him my cell number so that he could call when he was ready to be picked up. It'd already been a long day, getting up at four for fishing, and not expecting tonight to be home before two. I found a quiet place to park not far from the club and crawled into the back for a nap.
I didn't feel like I'd gotten much sleep when I was startled out of it by my phone. "Hello?" I asked groggily.
"Yes. Driver. I'd like to be picked up now please." The young lady said.
"Be there in about two minutes." I said, wiping the sleep from my eyes and hanging up the phone. Hell, it wasn't even ten yet. I didn't think this date was going to work well. I had left the hummer running to keep the AC going, so all I had to do was crawl into the driver's seat, after I put my suit coat back on of course, and drive the few blocks to the club. She was standing on the walk in front of the club, waiting patiently for me to arrive. I didn't even have a chance to get out and open the door and she was climbing in.
"Take me home please." She said sweetly from the back seat.
"Um. Yes maam. What about, um, what's his name?"
"He won't be joining us for the ride. He got himself another ride."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. He'll be spending the night as a guest of the local police." She said with a scowl.
"Yes maam. Home it is then." I said as I pulled away from the club and started down the streets headed toward the interstate. It was late, I was tired and I didn't want to drive another two hours in my suit coat. I pulled over at the base of the onramp, pulled off my coat, and then climbed back in. "Hope you don't mind maam. Getting a bit uncomfortable wearing it this long."
"Oh, no. That's fine. Might as well be comfortable." She said as she sat back in the back looking quite sad in the dim light of the rear.
"Yes maam."
"Don't call me maam. My name's Cynthia." She said quietly.
"Yes maam. I mean Cynthia." I answered her. "Sorry about your date."
"I'm not. He was turning into a jerk. Why is it so hard to find nice guys? I mean it seems like all I get are the jerks? Why are guys such jerks?" She asked.
"I don't know maam. Seems to be pretty common today."
"You don't seem like a jerk. In fact, you seem like a really nice polite gentleman. I bet your wife appreciates that."
"I'm afraid that my ex-wife would count me in with the jerks maam." I answered with a frown.
"Oh? Divorced? Why? If you don't mind my asking."
"Well, honestly I guess I fall in the jerk category. I let my better judgement fly out the window one time and that was the end of that, as they say."
"You're better judgment?" She asked curiously.
"Yes maam. To be frank, I met a young woman in a bar on a business trip and, well, I'm sure you can guess what happened."
"Ahhh. Yeah, guys are jerks." She said with a frown, turning quiet. It must have been ten whole minutes before she said another word, and when she did, it surprised me. "Why?"
"Maam?"
"Why did you do it?"
"Do what?" I asked trying to get my mind back to the conversation.
"Cheat on your wife."
"Well, it was a moment of weakness. Too much alcohol and not enough sex. She was a business acquaintance and it just went too far too fast." I answered.
"That's all guys think about. Sex."
"Well, maybe. But two years is a long time just the same." I answered her.
"Two years? Without sex?"
"Yes maam." I answered her, as she moved from the back seat to the side seat so she could slide farther up toward the partition separating the cab from the passenger cabin.
"Why so long?"
"Medical on her side. She had a hysterectomy and then just simply didn't have the desire. Oh at first she tried, but what had been once a week before, became once every couple months and then she just stopped trying."
"That doesn't sound fair. And she divorced you for that?"
"Yes maam. Said I broke her trust and she'd never be able to live with a man she couldn't trust."
"Wow. And I thought I was mean to my ex." She said quietly.
"Divorced too?"
"Yep. He was a cheating lying bastard. Unlike you, he wasn't being denied at home. In fact, the day I caught him cheating he'd fucked me that morning and I found him in bed with another woman that same night."
"That is rough." I answered.
"So, how long? Have you been divorced I mean."
"Almost two years now."
"And you haven't found another woman?"
"Haven't really felt like looking."
"Still in love huh?"
"Yes maam. Not so much as I used to be, but when I go out on a date I still feel guilty."
"God, where have all the men like you gone? That guy would have jumped into my jeans almost as soon as we got in here if I'd have let him."
"Yes maam. He wasn't being very considerate."
"You were watching?"
"Sorry maam. I wouldn't, but I saw him make a move on you and, well, I wanted to make sure he didn't take advantage of you, physically I mean."
"Awwww. That was sweet. Thank you. I suppose that's what gentlemen do though, isn't it?"
"I try maam."
"And would you please stop calling me maam. My name is Cynthia, but why don't you call me Cindy. What's yours?"
"Adam maam, I mean Cindy."
"You do have trouble with that, don't you?"
"Yeah. My mama brought me up to show respect for women." I answered her.
"So, Adam. What's your idea of a good date? I'm sure you've seen plenty of dates end up in the dumpster like this one has."
"A few." I answered her. "A good date? Well, I think dinner is always a good place to start. Depends on what they like. A nice Italian place if that's what they like, otherwise a good bar-b-que house or steak house. After that, either a movie or even one of those Broadway shows they bring into the city. After that, a walk in the park under the stars to get to know each other better. If things go really well, if she's an outdoor girl I might take her to this little place I know for a moonlight swim and some kissing under the stars." I said with a smile.
"Now that would be a nice date. Moonlight swim though. I'm taking it that doesn't include any swim suits."
"Noooo maam. No swim suits." I said blushing a little as my mind jumped to wondering what she'd look like without a swimsuit, or anything else, on.
"You are a naughty, and incredibly romantic man. What about after the kissing under the stars?"
"I guess that all depends on how good of a kisser she thinks I am." I said with a chuckle.
"And, are you? A good kisser I mean?"
"Don't really know. Only really kissed two women that way in the last thirty years or so."
"But I thought you said you felt guilty after taking women on a date?"
"Yes maam. But I didn't kiss 'em that way, if you know what I mean."
"You are something, you know that? God if all the men I met were like you I'd have a hard time picking. Your wife was crazy to let you go."
"Well, kissin and sex weren't the two highest things on her to do list after our first girl came. Things like that just seemed to fade away for her after that."
"That's a shame. I bet she didn't really even know how much of a romantic you are."
"No maam. She didn't." I said in a whisper.
"Well, it's her loss." She said loudly after a long silent pause.
"Yes maam." I answered, closing the conversation. We drove for nearly twenty minutes without talking, both of us apparently lost in thought.
"How long do we have the limo for?" She asked abruptly.
"Well, till six I guess. Jeremy is paying me a flat rate for the night."
"Good." She said with a smile, not saying anything more the rest of the drive. I pulled up in front of her house and stopped. I walked around and opened the door, reaching in for her hand to help her out. "Wait here. I'll be back in a moment." She said with a smile.
"You don't have to tip me maam. It was a pleasure to drive you."
"Oh trust me. You're gonna want this tip. Just wait. Please?"
"Yes maam." I answered closing the door behind her and standing in the hot summer night in my dress shirt, tie and suit vest, starting to sweat even before she made it up her steps. She was gone for only two or three minutes and then came back out, still wearing the dress, and cowboy hat, carrying a small cloth bag.
"Okay. Since we're still on my nickel, or more the point Roger the jerks nickel, I have another stop I'd like to make."
"Yes maam." I said, opening the door again and helping her in. I closed the door behind her and walked around to the front and climbed in. "Where to?"
"Just drive. I'll point." She said as she sat down as close to the partition as she could get, her arms leaning on the partition between us.
I drove out of the drive and turned left at her direction. We drove about a mile and turned left again on a little dirt country road. The road twisted and turned around the base of some bluffs and ended at a metal gate. "You can open the gate. It's not locked." She said as she waited in the back. I pushed the gate open and drove off the gravel onto the two dirt ruts that served as a road. We twisted and turned along a little valley, a short rocky bluff growing taller in the nearly full moon as we drove deeper into the fields on the little dirt path. "Right up there. Turn so your headlights point toward the rocks." She said as I drove down a little hillside. I pulled to a stop and parked, my headlights illuminating a wide stream, this side lapping gently against the shore and the far side against the nearly vertical rock bluff. "Come on." She said with a smile, sliding down the seat toward the door.
She was out of the hummer before I could get around to open the door for her. She walked around in front of the limo and set the cloth bag down, turning to me and pulling her cowboy hat off. She tossed the hat onto the hood of the limo and stood in the headlights, waiting for me. "So. I've had dinner, and been to the club. Now how about that moonlight swim?"
"Excuse me?" I asked in surprise.
"You said a perfect date would include a moonlight swim. There's the swimming hole, there's the moon, what are you waiting for? An invitation? Well, here it is. Turn off the lights and take me swimming. No suits allowed." She said, standing with her hands behind her, her body twisting side to side slightly, waiting expectantly.
"I'm not sure..." I started to say.
"What? You wanna say you shouldn't do this because what? I hired you? I didn't. Jerkoff did. You're too old for me? I don't seem to care, so why should you? We don't know each other? I think we will by the time we get done with the swimming and the kissing under the stars. So what's left to say? Go turn off the lights and we'll see if a moonlight swim is as romantic as it sounds."
"Yes maam." I said nervously as I walked to the driver's door, opened it and killed the engine and lights. It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the darkness, the moon bright enough to actually throw slight shadows as I stepped back around the truck.
"Much better." She said as she stepped toward me. "You must be hot in that." She said, reaching out to undo the buttons of my vest, popping them open one at a time, starting at the top and working down to the forth button. She smiled as she slid her hands in between the now open material and slid her hands up my dress shirt, pushing the vest apart and then off my shoulders. With the vest sliding down my arms she moved her hands to my tie, and began to gently untie it. She wordlessly slid the silk knot down and then pulled it apart, sliding the silk band from around my neck, tossing it toward the hood of the truck, but obviously not caring if it made it there or not. She began to slowly unbutton my shirt, working down my chest slowly, teasing the buttons apart and exposing more and more of my bare chest as she did.
I sucked in my breath nervously as she reached the belt of my pants, several buttons still tucked down into my slacks. She looked up at me with a reassuring smile and undid the belt of my pants. It only took her fingers a few moments to undo the claps and zipper, letting go of the material so it could slide down and pool around my ankles. Her fingers went back too undoing the buttons of my shirt.
"You keep in shape." She whispered as she let the last button go and my shirt spread apart.
"As best I can. But it gets harder as you get older." I said as her hands moved to my wrist and undid the cuff buttons on my left cuff. I pulled my right wrist forward so she could get those as well, and then let my arms hang down again as she slid her hands up my bare chest, spreading the shirt and pushing it gently off my shoulders, leaving me naked from the knees up except for my boxers, which had a significant bulge pushing out the front.
She stepped closer to me, reaching her arms up to my neck and lifting herself on her toes slightly, bringing her lips closer to mine. "I hope you're a good kisser now that I've gone this far." She whispered, her lips almost brushing mine as she waited for me to complete the coupling.
"So why did you go this far?" I whispered back.
"So neither of us would back out." She whispered as she slipped a hand behind my head and pressed with her fingers, coaxing me to tilt down the last few fractions of an inch and press my lips to hers. I slid my hands around her back, and gently pulled her to me, each of us gently kissing and teasing the others lips with ours and with our tongues. I felt her tongue sneak into my mouth and tease mine, and I returned the favor, drawing a muffled moan of pleasure from her. "Oh yeah. You're a good kisser." She whispered as we broke the kiss, her arms sliding from around my neck. I'm going to finish undressing you and then it's your turn." She said softly, leaning her face to my neck and gently, softly, wetly, kissing my neck with her hot lips. She kissed slowly down my neck to my chest and then worked slowly down me, her lips teasing my skin as her finger stroked my back, hooking into the waistband of boxers in the middle of my back and sliding them slowly down over my ass as she kissed lower and lower. I felt the material tighten across my hard cock and pull it downward before dragging along its length and finally letting it pop out, fully exposed.
I wasn't sure what to expect, but it definitely wasn't what she did. She continued to squat down, kissing lower and lower until my hard head brushed her cheek. She turned her head slightly and engulfed my cock with her hot mouth, swirling her tongue around and around my engorged head, drawing a moan of pleasure from me.
She continued to lick and suck the first few inches of my long fat cock as she reached down to undo my shoes by feel, coaxing my legs up one at a time to pull off my shoes, socks and pants. In a few short minutes, I was completely naked in the moonlight. She released my cock and slowly kissed her way back up my body, finally wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me softly on the lips again. "You're turn." She whispered, her lips brushing mine after several long minutes of her exquisitely erotic kiss.
I'd been gently rubbing my hands around her back as we kissed, so I decided to follow her lead and released her from my arms. I gently kissed from her lips to her jaw, teasing my lips softly down her jaw line to her neck as I stroked my fingers up and over her shoulders, teasing my fingertips down the bare skin exposed by the separated top of her dress. I found the first button with my fingers as I kissed to the little hollow at the base of her neck, making my next kiss lower yet. I felt her suck in her breath as I blew down between her round breasts, my hot breath penetrating deeply between them as I undid another button. I kissed her chest again, working slowly down her front as my fingers teased the buttons of the dress apart, exposing more of her creamy chest. My kisses reached the edge of her lacy powder blue bra, and I kissed side to side across what exposed skin there was as I worked my hands lower, undoing button after button until the whole dress parted up the middle. I slid my hands between the open sides of the dress, pressing my palms against her hips and slowly dragging my palms up her body, cupping her bra covered breasts gently and then sliding my hands further up, pushing the material of the dress toward and then off her shoulders. She let the dress slide down her arms and fall to the ground, leaving her in just her bra, panties and boots.



I slid my fingers down her back, deftly unclasping the bra strap and then teasing the straps over her shoulders as my kisses slowly teased back and forth across her upper chest and the round tops of both breasts. The lace material slipped from her full breasts, surprising me slightly with how firm and full they stood in the moonlight without support.
"You're beautiful!" I whispered softly before kneeling down in front of her and cupping both breasts in my hands, gently teasing my thumbs across her nipples while I gently and lovingly kissed my way across each breast and finally toward her right puckered areola and nipple.
"Oh god." She moaned softly as I closed my lips around the end of her breast and sucked on it, allowing my tongue to swirl around and flick across her rigid nipple. I let go with a gently slurp and kissed gently to the other, sucking it as well and teasing her nipple with my tongue. I felt her hands on my head, gently teasing through my short graying hair, soft moans and sighs coming from her as I licked her left nipple and teased her right with my thumb.
I released her breasts, sliding my hands to her sides and then down her hips, starting my kisses working back down her body and her firm flat stomach. I felt the material of her panties against my palms, and teased my fingers into the lace of her underwear, sliding them down slowly as I kissed my way lower. I felt her firm slightly rounded, clean shaven mound under my lips and could smell her arousal as I eased her panties down her legs, stopping at the top of her boots. With a grin to myself, I left them there, teasing my fingers up her legs, drawing little dimples all the way up her thighs before sliding my fingers around to her firm round sexy little ass. I kissed my way across to her hip and around to her ass, gently kissing it as I shifted my position.
She gave a startled little yelp of surprise as I scooped her up in my arms, one arm sliding under her knees and the other catching across the middle of her back as I stood up, ending up with her cradled in my arms. I carefully stepped to the hood of the hummer and gently set her ass on the edge of the still warm hood, grinning at her as I stepped in front of her, sliding my fingers down her legs to her boots. I pulled on her left boot, letting her wiggle her foot to release it and then tossed it over my shoulder, grinning up at her the whole time. I moved to her other boot and then tossed it over my shoulder as well, standing in front of her with only her lace panties still on her around her calves and the little slips of socks on her feet. I pulled her socks off, one at a time, slipping them quickly off each foot and then tossing them over my shoulder as I had the boots. I reached for her lace panties last, sliding them slowly off, teasing her legs with my fingers and taking what I hoped she thought was an inordinate amount of time making her completely naked.
If she thought I was done she had another thing coming. I lifted her panties to my nose and smelled her scent before stepping between her legs, pushing them apart as I stepped closer. I slid my hands up her legs and under her thighs, gently lifting and spreading her legs at the same time, making her lean back on the hood and exposing her pussy to me in the moonlight.
The soft inner lips protruding from her full round outer lips glistened with moisture in the bluish glow of the moon, spreading slightly as she spread her legs farther apart for me, practically inviting me in. I kissed softly on each thigh, switching from one to the other as I moved closer to her pussy, a soft moan escaping her lips before mine even found hers.
"Oh fuck." She moaned softly as I pressed my tongue into the slight opening her inner lips had shown me, teasing it deeper and tasting her arousal as I worked slowly up between them. "OHHHHH FUCK!" she said louder as my tongue found her clit and flicked across it quickly and then teased across it several times. I moved down and pressed my tongue into her again, teasing up her slit slowly, finding her clit again and teasing my tongue around and around it several times. I pulled my face away from her pussy and stood up between her legs, looking at her.
"God. Your not going to stop there, are you?" she practically begged.
"I thought you wanted a moonlight swim?"
"I do...but god damn. I wanna get fucked so badly right now." She practically begged.
"I couldn't agree more." I answered her with a grin. I reached for her and pulled her off the hood towards me, her legs wrapping around my chest as I slipped her against me. I slowly eased her down my body, her sopping wet pussy pressing to my body as I eased her lower and lower, my face pressing to her tits as I held her under her ass, teasing her nipples with my tongue for a moment before letting her slide lower. I'd always wanted to do this, but my wife wouldn't ever consent, so it wasn't the smoothest I could have been, but I don't think she minded as I used one hand to aim my fat cock at her pussy and eased her down onto it, a long low moan coming from both of us as her pussy engulfed my engorged shaft. "Damn you're so tight." I groaned quietly as she used her legs around me to try and ride up and down my shaft.
"You're so fucking big." She mumbled as I helped her bounce on me, lifting and dropping her with my hands under her firm ass. Her tis rubbed up and down my face as she gasped and moaned, her body sliding up and down my excited shaft.
"Cindy. I' m gonna come if we keep doing this." I groaned, trying to hold back the explosion I could feel building in my under used cock.
"That's the idea." She moaned.
"No. I mean now!" I grunted, trying to hold back what I knew I wasn't going to be able to for more than a few seconds.
"So? Let it happen. I know you haven't had much. We have all night and I'm more than sure you're going to show me all kinds of ways to make me come if you have sex like you undressed me!"
"Oh shit." I grunted as my body spasmed, sending a huge gush of cum up into her pussy. I held her tightly, squeezing her tits to my face and her young body to mine as I stood there, jerking and spasming in the moonlight.
"Ohhhhhhh god that must have felt good." She said softly as I eased my tight grip on her.
"Oh yeah. Sorry. I didn't expect that to happen that fast." I panted.
"How long has it been?"
"OH god. I can't even remember. Two and a half years maybe?"
"Good lord." She said as she eased her grip on my body with her legs. "No wonder you came so hard. Set me down. We'll go swim and let that recharge a bit."
"Yes maam." I said with a smile letting her slid down, my quickly softening cock pulling from her, releasing a huge gush of cum to leak down her legs.
She led me by the hand through the grass to the water, and gingerly waded into the sandy bottom of the creek. I was surprised how deep the water got, Cindy stopping and turning to face me when the water was about up to her waist. She held her arms out and wrapped them around my neck as I stepped closer to her. I cupped one of her breasts in my hand and slipped my other down below the water, slipping between her legs and pressing against her pussy lips. "Ohhhhhhh yeah. I like that." She cooed softly as I stroked my finger in a circle around her hard clit. "I like that a lot!"
"Good. Because I certainly liked what I got." I said softly, continuing to tease her already sensitive clit. I stroked it slowly in a circle, teasing my finger around it under the warm stream water, her arms pulling tighter to my neck and her body more tightly to mine. She lifted one leg and hooked it around my leg, spreading hers in the process to allow me even more access to tease her.
"Ohhhhh Adam. I think you're going to make me come!" She moaned loudly just before her body jerked. I felt her shudder against me, my finger continuing to tease her clit, her hips pushing toward me and her moans muffled as she pressed her face against my neck. She reached down and pushed my hand from between her legs and unlooped her leg from mine. I felt her pull herself tightly to me as she moved her face in front of mine and urgently kissed my lips, practically devouring me with her urgency. "Fuck me. Take me on shore and fuck me!" she whispered urgently. "I want to feel your hard cock in me."
"Sure." I answered, picking her up as I had before, her legs wrapping around me and trapping my already half hard cock between us. As I walked up out of the water she rocked herself, her ass cradled in my palms to hold her up, grinding her pussy against my cock, making it quickly grow harder.
"Blanket in the bag." She mumbled as I carried her up the shore. I set her down gently on the grass and bent over to dig out one of the two blankets I found there, quickly spreading it on the soft grass. "God I wanna fuck you so bad right now!" She said as she took my arm and pulled me onto the blanket. She lay down without ever taking her eyes off mine, drawing me down onto her as she spread her legs wide. I felt her hand grasp my cock and draw me down to her, rubbing my head between her lips and reaching up with her heels to pull me down toward her. I felt my cock slip into her and then slide deeply into her sopping wet pussy as she moaned loudly in pleasure. "Ohhhhh god yes."
I started stroking into her, my cock more than hard enough, but growing even harder and longer with each stroke. She lifted her hips with each of my strokes into her, meeting my thrust and jamming herself hard into my body. Each stroke made her whole body shudder and her tits bounce and roll on her chest, as she wrapped both hands behind my neck and tried to pull me down toward her. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly. "That it baby! Fuck me hard! God fuck me hard!"
"Shit." I grunted softly as she pumped herself up toward me in time with my strokes down into her, our wet bodies slamming together with a wet slap with each stroke.
"OH GOD I'M COOOOOMMMMIIINNNGGG!" she squealed as she continued to jam herself on my cock, her arms and legs trembling as her orgasm washed over her. "OHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed loudly into the night air as her body went rigid, tremmors and shudders racing up and down her body as she gasped for air, my cock continuing to plunge into her over and over again.
"Shit. Gonna come again." I grunted as I plunged into her, warmth and tingles racing from my groin through my body as I felt the point of no return quickly flow over me. I could feel my cock swell larger in her, drawing another scream of pleasure just before my body bucked, jamming my cock deep into her and pumping another huge gush of cum into her sweet pussy. I lost track of how long my body jerked and pumped into her, her arms and legs pulling me tightly down against her as we lay on the blanket under the stars.
She turned her face to mine and kissed me again, this time softly and sweetly, pausing to allow both of us to take breaths before kissing me more. "Thank you." She whispered, her nose gently teasing mine as she talked. "That was sooooo perfect."
"I'm glad you liked it, but I felt like you did most of the work."
"Oh you are so wrong. You did everything perfect. Just exactly what I wanted and just exactly the way I wanted it. You are such a fantastic lover. I didn't hardly have to tell you anything. You just knew exactly what my body wanted."
I chuckled. "I think you're giving me more credit than I deserve."
"Oh not one bit. God I've been with a lot of guys, but never, ever, in my whole life have I ever been with a man to give me an orgasm that lasted so long and was so powerful."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh I did. And I plan on enjoying it a lot more tonight, if you're willing."
"I don't think I'm saying no."
"I wanna sleep here, with you. Under the stars. I wanna listen to the crickets and feel your cock in me again. I wanna see the moon set in your arms and watch the stars twirl through the night sky with your hands on my body, your soft loving touch driving me crazy. I want you, now, tonight. And I know you're going to think I'm crazy, but I think I want you forever." She whispered.
"Forever's a long time." I whispered back.
"You know what? I think it's just a tiny speck of time, and I want to spend every second of it I can with you."
"I'm flattered." I whispered.
"I know. You don't love me yet. I hope you do soon, because I know that I do. I know that you are absolutely the man I've waited for my whole life. Do you think that I could be that woman? The woman that fills that hole she left? I know you're the man to fill mine. God you are so the man to fill me up in so many ways. I want to feel your gentleness every morning, and your loving every night. Oh don't tell me no. If you can't say yes right now, just kiss me and don't say anything." She whispered, laying her head back to wait for my reply.
I leaned my head down, moving to kiss her and then gently slid my head down next to hers, pressing my cheek to hers and whispering in her ear. "Remind me in the morning to thank Jeremy for me getting to meet the hottest, sexiest, most incredible woman in the world." I felt her arms wrap tightly around my neck and pull me to her.
"How fast can that dick get hard again? I wanna sit on you and ride you until the sun comes up!" She whispered with a giggle.
"I'm sure it'll be hard soon enough." I whispered back with a smile, feeling younger and better than I had in years. "I just hope the guy that owns this field won't mind us using it all night."
"Don't worry. She won't." She whispered back before letting out a soft sigh. "She won't mind if we come here every day and make love, or anywhere else for that matter. I've always wondered what it would be like to make love in the hayloft of the barn, or out in a boat, or in the backseat after a movie in a parking lot. I have a feeling that you won't mind helping me find out either."
"Without a doubt." I whispered, thinking that I didn't want morning to ever come and spoil this moment. "Without a doubt at all."
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Winter in Wisconsin. For me there isn't anything quite like it. Snow, ice, bitter cold winds. Man I miss home. Oh did I mention this IS home? I miss Wisconsin so much that I look forward to Christmas, not so much for the season as it's one of two times each year that I head to the great north woods for some fun and relaxation. I make it a point to turn off my cell phone kick back and relax with some fishing and absolutely no work.
Fishing? In the middle of winter you ask? Yep. Fishing. Not from a boat, but through the feet thick ice on the reservoir that my parent's home is on. It used to be a small rustic cottage. Three tiny bedrooms, a sitting room and a kitchen with a single bathroom and cold running water. I still fondly remember when my grandfather put in the very first gas hot water heater and a little shower stall in the pump house. HOT WATER! Man that was living! So many good memories!
Of course it wouldn't be the same without family. In particular, it wouldn't have ever been the same without my cousin Julie. The two of us had always been close, able to talk about anything. For reasons I may never understand, that friendship turned physical, not just one time when we were young, but again only a few short months ago. When I left her the last time it was with the hope that she would come down and collect on a very special loan, her red lace panties. But like many desires, it wasn't to be. I kept expecting her to show up. I had all sorts of ideas about how we could spend a few days. But days turned to weeks turned to months and she didn't come, didn't call, only returned a few cryptic text messages, and then our time ran out. My wife returned from her overseas trip and any hope I had of extending our all too brief physical relationship was gone.
Yeah, I know. I was cheating on my wife with my first cousin. Not particularly a good thing to do. I suppose we just let our past feelings cloud our judgement. I hadn't expected it to happen. Didn't exactly plan on it happening. It just did. And it would remain one of my most closely and fondly held secrets. On the drive up north I wondered how we would react, Julie and I, when we saw each other again. Part of me really wanted to see her again, and part of me...well...didn't.
But it was Christmas and family time, hence the trip to the great white north! We pulled into my folk's place, now a beautiful two thousand square foot home built around that old rustic cabin. If you knew where to look you could still make out where the outline used to be. What was once the only bathroom is now the laundry room, and instead of a door, as kind of a memorial to the old cabin, one single bamboo sliding curtain separates the laundry from the hallway. As I walked past it carrying in our luggage, my mind suddenly wondered if it was the same curtain I watched Julie's shadow on as she undressed so many years ago.
With several loads of suitcases and duffels of winter clothing hauled in, we closed the doors to keep the cold out and enjoyed the warmth of family after the nine plus hour drive.
Morning broke and instead of the sun's tantalizing reflection dancing on the ceiling from the lake, a steady bright glow filled the room as the sun bounced off the snow covered ice. I pushed back the curtain and looked out. Little wisps of icy crystals whipped and swirled as the nearly zero degree wind rearranged the tiny snowflakes spread across the ice. Yeah, it was a long drive to come see some real winter. Missouri just didn't cut it when it came to winter. Oh, don't get me wrong, we do see snow from time to time, and even the rare white Christmas, but it's just not the same. No, this was real winter!
I dressed and headed down to the kitchen from where I could smell coffee and bacon, gave my mom a hug and sat down at the table to look out over the frozen landscape while she cooked breakfast. My wife soon joined us, already bundled up in heavy pants and a sweatshirt. For some reason she just never really could embrace the cold snowy weather, but she never wanted me to miss out, and came with me on every trip, except the very few when she was sent out of the country by our less than thoughtful government. No, while this was home for me, it was just someplace she put up with.
After breakfast I made a quick trip to the local gas station for some bait, an assortment of fresh lively minnows, all of which were destined for the cold icy depths of the lake, though they didn't know it yet. Winter had been good and cold, and it was reported that the lake had anywhere from a foot and a half to two feet of ice on it, depending where you were, and thankfully, the fish had been biting.
Now for the uninformed, it is possible to fish through the ice, and no, we do not saw long slots in the ice to cast lures like we would in the summer. We find the spots that we expect the fish to move across, drill holes and drop lines down the holes and wait patiently, very very patiently for the fish to swim by and notice our bait. No, it isn't nearly as productive as summer fishing where you can cover so much more territory, but the fish also act differently. The cold water slows their metabolism and they move lethargically slowly. The trick is to be good at figuring out where the bigger fish will be and put your bait there. In many ways it's a tougher way to fish than in the summer, but I love doing it both ways.
Bundled up I drove out onto the ice with my ATV, drilled my allotted three holes, set my lines and then retreated to my portable shanty and the little propane heater, settling into the relative comfort of the near freezing temperatures in the shanty compared to the almost zero degree temperatures outside, not to mention the twenty plus degree wind chill.
From where I sat in what was little more than a tent with a hard plastic bottom, I could see my three tip-ups, each with their line leading down through the ice into the cold depths, and also the second house on the old property, the one that now belonged to my cousin Julie. When my grandparents passed, the land at the lake was split, my parents getting the old cottage and half the property, my aunt getting the other half where she built their vacation getaway. Why my dad and my aunt never got along was a mystery to me. I always found my aunt to be kind and welcoming. As she aged and couldn't afford the taxes and expenses, Julie bought the place, but according to my mom, rarely had time to get up any longer. She said it was just luck that we connected this last summer. Of course she had no idea of just how much we connected, and never would.
"No one will." I muttered to myself as I looked at the front deck of her place and the little shower head plumbed on one side. I couldn't help but remember making love to her, standing under that little shower, stroking my hard cock into her over and over until we both came in the moonlight. "Just another memory." I whispered a little sadly. Don't get me wrong, I love my wife very much, and what Julie and I share is...well, different. Maybe it's the forbidden nature of what we feel, or the fact that we've enjoyed each other so few times in our lifetimes. I don't see what I feel for Julie as a threat to what I have with my wife, but it is none the less real. Julie has a VERY special place in my heart, but it doesn't crowd out what I feel for my wife. No, I have every intention of getting old with the woman I love, the one that puts up with the winter cold to humor me. Yeah, she's a great woman. Not that it's always been a rose garden. Well, maybe it has been. Just like any rose garden it has its share of thorns, but in general the beauty of the blooms more than make up for it.
I hadn't caught anything by lunch time, so I pulled in my lines and drove the ATV off the lake and up to the cottage, yeah I know, it isn't a cottage any more, even though I call it one, for some lunch.
"Any luck?" My wife askes with a smile as I walk in, still bundled in four layers of heavy clothing.
"Nope. All quiet right now." I answered as I started peeling off my heavy coat, vest, insulated coverall, heavy boots, scarf... well you get the idea. I headed to the bedroom and peeled off my heavy pants and thermal long underwear before pulling on a pair of jeans and heading down to have a sandwich.
The afternoon was a repeat of the morning, with the exception of a couple small fish. Hours of sitting and waiting for the little flags to pop up, indicating that there was a fish on the line, broken up by frequent trips walking from hole to hole to scoop out the ice that inevitably builds up as the water in the hole tries to freeze back.
The evenings in the winter are different. Family is the order of business on the holiday. Sitting around catching up with my parents or my nephews and their families as they come to visit. We'd often play cards or other games to pass the time, and have fun, while the cold winter winds whipped across the snowy landscape, unheard and unfelt inside the house. Tonight was one of those nights. Visiting with my nephew and his wife, playing some silly card game and generally having a fun time.
The next morning was as the one before. Breakfast, heavy clothes, fishing, lunch. Still no keepers. But that never deterred me. I'd just move my holes a bit more after lunch and see if I could find where those darn fish are hiding. Which was exactly what I did. I moved all three holes almost fifty feet, spreading my set of lines up the gentle slope of the sandy point that Julie and I had played on so many years ago. In fact, my shanty was sitting almost exactly where I had de-pantsed her that summer before college. The same spot where her bare tits smooshed against my face as her bikini top moved as she tried to climb up me to get to her bikini bottoms. The exact same spot where when she slid back down my body she ended up with my rock hard cock pressing for the first time against her soft pussy lips. It was surprising how intense and fresh the images in my mind of those two days still were. So much so that my now fifty plus year old body still reacted.
I shook my head, zipped my coat up again and headed out onto the ice to clear the slush from the holes. It was a short trip. Only about ten minutes. But by the time I was done the minus twenty eight degree wind chill had done its job and I was ready to be back in the heated shanty. I walked up and unzipped the shanty, stopping in mid step as I ducked down and started into the little tent like shanty.
"Well, don't leave the door open, you'll freeze us both!" Julie said from where she sat on the little bench seat, still bundled up from the relatively short walk through the snow and ice.
"Jules!" I exclaimed in surprise as I stepped the rest of the way into the shanty and then turned to zip the door closed. I sat down on the little bench seat next to her and unwrapped my face and head, pulling off my gloves and dropping them on the floor in front of me. "God, it's good to see you. What are you doing here?" I asked, making a small move to lean toward her, intending to kiss her.
"I brought you some hot coco," she said, her hands with a thermos quickly pushing between us, as much to block my advance as anything else.
I pulled back and stared at the thermos for several long seconds before responding. "Thanks. That's nice of you. I guess you just came up?"
"Uh huh." she said quietly, unscrewing the cap of the thermos to pour the steaming brown liquid into a foam cup. "About an hour ago. I saw your stuff out here and figured you were fishing."
"Uh huh. As usual." I answered, turning on the bench seat to face toward the large plastic window looking over the ice. "Thanks for the coco."
"My pleasure." she said softly as she poured her own cup. We sat in silence for several long minutes. Before either of us said anything, each of us sipping our coco and wondering who would speak first. "I'm sorry," she whispered, barely loud enough to be heard over the wind rattling the sides of the shanty.
"Me too." I answered barely louder than her. "You didn't come."
"No." she said softly. "I wanted to. Lord knows I started to several times. Even had a bag packed and sitting in the living room."
"So why didn't you?"
"The more I thought about it the less fair it was going to be for you. Getting another taste of US, but knowing that it couldn't be for real. Knowing that after only a few short days that you'd have to go back to life as it was, feeling what you did for me... what I do for you. No, it wasn't fair to either of us. I thought it'd be kinder to just let what happened slip past. A wonderful memory, but not a reality we could ever live."
"I see." I answered, knowing she was right but still feeling the ache in my heart that we had lost at least that fleeting chance to share those feelings again. "So how long you up for?"
"Just today. I have to go back tomorrow," she said quietly. "When I heard you were up I had to come. To at least explain."
"You could have called." I said with a shrug.
"No, I couldn't. At least not then. I knew that you'd convince me to come anyway. I knew that if you asked, I wouldn't be able to say no. I wanted it too much to say no," she said quietly, her hand reaching out to my leg and resting on it.
"But you came now?" I asked, feeling somewhat confused.
"Yeah. It's safer this way. With your wife back. Yeah, lots safer. I mean look at us. We're so bundled up that there's no way we can do anything," she said quietly.
"No, I suppose not." I answered after a few seconds. "Feels like an eternity ago that we played in the water almost where we're sitting. Do you remember?"
"Oh yeah. Like it was yesterday. You pulled my suit bottoms off on accident and then I pulled yours off on purpose. I swear I can still feel your dick pressed between my legs," she said with a soft sigh. "God, you felt so good. Every time I touched you I felt like my pussy was on fire wanting you to touch me. When we finally did have sex it was...incredible. I tried so hard to act grown up and in control, but to be honest, every time I thought about having sex with you I got a zillion butterflies in my stomach. I almost didn't have the nerve to go buy those condoms that night."
"But you did."
"Yeah, and only used one. Once I felt you come inside me, even in that condom I knew I wanted to feel you skin to skin."
"Yeah, it was dangerous, but worth it."
"Oh yeah. Way more dangerous than you know. But worth it? Oh yeah! You set a damn high bar for other guys to meet," she said, moving her hand from my leg and wrapping an arm around my shoulders as she leaned over against me. "I wish we could go back to that time again!" She whispered.
"To undo it?"
"No. To make it last forever!" She said softly. "I so wanted that to last forever."
"Yeah. Me too." I agreed, turning my head and kissing her forehead.
We sat for almost half an hour longer, leaning against each other, not saying a word before she let go and straightened up. "I better go in. I'm getting a cold butt," she said with a soft girlish chuckle. She capped the coco thermos and stood up, pulling on her gloves.
"I'll get the door for you." I said, reaching for the zipper and undoing it all the way up and around the doorway, letting the wind flap the now loose nylon as she got ready to go out into the wind.
"Michael..." she said, stopping mid-sentence. She leaned toward me and kissed me softly, her lips pressing gently and lovingly against mine for several long seconds. More than long enough for my heart to start pounding in my chest and my hands to find her hips to pull her tightly to me. "Thank you for understanding," she whispered as she broke the kiss, stepping back from me and then quickly ducking out of the shanty and practically running across the ice toward her cabin.
"Yeah." I breathed as I pulled my own gloves and hat on and started the long walk to clean out the ice holes, part of me hoping the frigid wind would carry away the feelings and thoughts I had at that moment. By the time I had reached the last hole and was walking back toward the shanty I saw her blue import backing out of the driveway onto the main road. I got several glimpses of her car through the naked trees as it went down the road before disappearing around the corner.
Summer fishing is really my favorite. While fishing through the ice is enjoyable, fishing these more northern waters gives me a chance to chase the fish of my youth, instead of the more common small and large mouth bass near my, now, home base in Missouri. Summer is one of two times each year I try to get up and see my parents, the first Christmas, and the second, Fourth of July. They're getting older now and you never know when you say goodbye if it'll be the last time, so I try to come up now as frequently as I can. My wife doesn't enjoy the trip quite as much as I do. Oh hell, I'll just say it. She gets bored because I spend all my time fishing during the day and she's just never quite been that much of a fisherwoman.
This year her military annual training just happened to fall across the fourth so I made the trip up alone. So far it had been an enjoyable week, with only a few days left before the fourth and then home. I really hated the idea of traveling on the Sunday after the fourth, but I wasn't going to have a lot of choice. I'd just have to deal with the insane traffic that could easily push a nine and a half hour drive to eleven or twelve. But that's a worry for later. Today is just...fish and enjoy.
I had been enjoying it too. I'd caught quite a few nice fish each of the four days I'd gone out, only skipping the one day it rained like cats and dogs. Today was cloudy, but hot, the temperatures soaring almost to eighty with the cloud filtered sun barely making it to my bare back and shoulders as I trolled my crankbait back and forth across the mudflats. I was surprised as how shallow the channel had become, the water from the upper dam having cut a new channel through what had been a long narrow island, making a new path that no longer flowed the huge quantities down the old river channel. Silt settled in the old channel, dropping its deepest spots from thirty or more feet do a relatively tame fifteen or so. I wondered how many years before the mud flats that used to be land, would be the same level as the channel. Hopefully not in my lifetime I mused.
It was getting close to lunch time so I made one last pass, packed up my lines and ran the boat on the small gas trolling motor out to deeper water, the changing channel leaving it no longer safe to motor at high speed as I had so many years ago. I got out to where the new channel from the upper reservoir met the old channel and fired up the big motor for the fifteen minute ride back to the cottage.
I pulled in, tied the boat to the dock and pulled my t-shirt on before stepping out of the boat for the short walk up the landing and across the lawn. I was at least half way back to the cottage before I even noticed the blue car parked at Julie's. I froze in my tracks, my brain suddenly trying to make up its mind if I should continue on my path to my parents, or divert and see Julie. After half a dozen heartbeats I continued on, knowing that she had made her position all too well known at Christmas. She could have stayed and we could have talked longer, but she left, and I hadn't heard from her since.
I ate lunch with my mom and dad, chatting about what was on the news and how the fishing was. I didn't really feel like talking, but then if I didn't that would have been strange, so I did. After lunch I retreated to a book I had brought, planning on going back out fishing in the late afternoon, knowing that mid-day in July was not an overly productive time to fish. After an hour or so I took my book and walked down to the dock, checking to see that the blue car was still there as I made my way to the dock. I dropped into the bow of my boat and sat with my feet propped up on the passenger windshield, feeling the breeze and the rocking of the boat as I read my book.



"Hey stranger." I heard Julie say from behind me, drawing my attention. "Feel like company, or is this private quiet time?"
I twisted around to look up at her, denim shorts and a t-shirt, standing on the dock only a foot or so from me. "No, come on in." I said, putting my legs down to give her room to step from the dock to the boat. I held a hand up to help her down in, holding it until she had stepped all the way into the open bow, turned and sat on the wrap around bench seat across from me.
"So how are things?" She asked in a friendly tone.
"Not too bad. Busy at work, but that's why you take vacations, isn't it?"
"Yeah, it sorta is," she said with a shrug. "Good book?"
"Not bad. About some guy that got stranded on Mars." I said, flipping the book so she could see the cover.
"Ah. Mars. Yeah sometimes I feel like I've been stranded there."
"Oh? Why's that?" I asked curiously.
"Oh nothing in particular. Just life hasn't always been the most straight forward path for me," she said with a shrug. "Boat still looks as good as it did last time you took me out in it," she said as she rubbed one hand across the upholstery. "Getting old, but not bad looking."
"I could say the same thing about you." I said with a little grin. "I see a few wisps of gray."
"Yeah, but not like yours. You get any more gray up there you're going to have to change your hair color on your driver's license." She joked with a wide grin.
"Yeah, and that's not the only place getting gray!" I said back. "But I can't get away with shaving it off like you girls can."
"Oh I don't do that much anymore. No one to do it for," she said, her smile leaving her face for a moment. "Not that I couldn't though."
"Well, it's one way to get rid of the gray." I chuckled. "I don't think that'd work for me though."
"Why not? I hear a lot of men shave it all off, down there and elsewhere. Body sculpting I think they call it."
"Yeah, I had to have some shaved off for some surgery one time. Itched like hell when it grew back in. No thank you. I'll leave shaving those parts to the ladies."
"Oh really? So you're saying that you'll let a woman shave it?" She asked with a wide grin and twinkling eyes.
"I don't think that's exactly what I said." I answered her, looking at the laugh in her eyes, something that was missing only a few short months ago.
"Too bad. I might have volunteered," she said with a grin.
"You are naughty today, aren't you?"
"Oh a little. Wasn't it just last summer you were checking me out in a little yellow bikini?"
"Yeah. I was. Damn hot looking woman wearing it too. Wonder where she went?"
"She's still around. Just doesn't wear that kind of thing much anymore," she said, the smile leaving her face.
"I wonder if she still has it. The yellow bikini I mean."
"Oh, I'm pretty sure she does."
"Well, supposed to be sunny tomorrow, maybe she'll wear it again!"
"Maybe." She answered, the smile coming back to her lips.
"You left in a pretty big hurry at Christmas." I said after a rather uncomfortable silence.
"Yeah. Sorry. I didn't trust myself not to...you know."
"Yeah, I think I do." I answered with a nod.
"So, is Evelyn up too?" She asked, looking up toward my folk's house, looking for my wife.
"No. No, she had military training. I'm up alone."
"Oh. I see. That kinda complicates things," she said quietly.
"How so?"
"Being alone. We could...you know. And then end up the same place we were last year. I'd love to spend some time with you, but I don't want to hurt like I did at the end of last summer," she said quietly.
I looked at her silently for nearly a full minute. "I understand. I'll give you space." I answered very quietly.
"Thanks," she said quietly, looking like she had more to say, but not sure she should. "I better go." She finally said, standing up and climbing silently from the boat. "See you later." She added as she walked away on the dock.
"Don't know what I expected, especially after Christmas." I mumbled to myself before going back to reading my book. A few hours later I headed up to the house for an early dinner, after which I headed out to fish again, only going to one of my closer fishing spots instead of all the way up the slot. I fished until almost dark and then came in, not having had much luck.
"Julie is up this weekend." My mom said as we finished dinner. "You might want to go over and catch up. I don't think you've seen her since last year."
"No, I don't think so either." I answered vaguely. "I might drop in and see how things are going."
"I heard she got a new job. Some kind of promotion that was going to move her closer up here. She's been up a lot more since then." My mom said as she got up and started clearing dishes off the table. "I've seen her son around more often too."
"Oh? That's good I guess."
"Yeah, he brings Chris, his son, along when he comes too, but I never see his wife around, so I'm guessing he's divorced too now."
"A lot of that going around." I answered her.
"Unfortunately." My mom said with a frown. "Way too much."
"Yeah." I agreed, looking out the kitchen window toward Julie's place.
"Well, if you go over, you want to give this to her? It got dropped off in our mailbox by accident," she said, taking an envelope off the refrigerator and handing it to me.
"Sure, I'll take it over." I said, getting up from the table. It was still more than warm enough to go in just my shorts and t-shirt, as long as I walked quickly to avoid the damn mosquitos! I knocked on her door, hoping that I didn't have to stand in dark too long.
She opened the door, barefoot and wearing a short light green bathrobe that only came down to about the middle of her thighs, her big full tits pushing the front out and spreading the material above the tied belt apart enough to show a significant V of tanned smooth skin. "Michael!" She said with a smile. "Wasn't expecting you," she said as I stepped in and she closed the door behind me.
"My mom sent this over. Said it came in her box accidently."
"Ah, tax statement. Needed, but not necessarily wanted," she said with a chuckle. "I was just sitting and playing some solitaire," she said as she walked down into the sunken living room and the coffee table with cards laid out. She quickly started pushing the cards together as I stepped down next to her, her hands quickly trying to push the cards in a stack.
"You didn't have to stop on my account." I said as I looked down.
"No, it's fine. Really," she said abruptly.
"You're blushing!" I said as I noticed the slight hint of red on her cheeks and neck. I looked down at the cards and chuckled. "Now this I wouldn't have expected from you."
"I don't know where all the cards in this place went, but these were the only ones I could find," she said, still blushing as I took one of the cards from the table and picked it up, a naked woman in the middle of a sex act in the center of the card instead of the array of shapes usually there.
I laughed quietly as I reached for the deck in her hands and gently pulled them from her grip and fanned them out, looking at the variety of poses. "Kama sutra cards? Now that is original." I said as she sat down, still blushing. "I could think of a lot of things to do with these, and solitaire isn't one of them." I said as I pushed the cards together and held them out for her.
"I bet you could. You always did have a good imagination," she said, putting the cards on the table, face down so the naked women weren't looking up at us, and then patting the sofa next to her.
"Nice robe." I said after I sat down.
"Nice shorts," she said looking at my lap. I looked down, surprised to see a significant bulge in the front of my athletic shorts. "You always were one for a quick reaction. Glad to see that hasn't changed."
"No. Damn prostate makes it hard to keep, but getting one doesn't seem to be a problem." I said with a frown. "Not that you want to hear my medical problems."
"Yeah, like I'm not going through menopause or anything like that," she said with the shake of her head. "So, I was surprised. I didn't think you were going to come over."
"I can tell." I said, nodding at her robe. "Looks like you were ready for bed."
"Yeah, pretty much. Just a bit early."
"Did I tell you, you look good?"
"I look like an old woman!" She said with a frown.
"Not to me."
"You need new glasses!" She answered with a shake of her head.
"No, I see just fine. You know. I still have a pair of red lace underwear that belong to you."
"Hopefully not still hanging on your rearview mirror."
"No. Tucked away in an envelope in a safe place. I've often wondered if you were keeping your promise."
"I did for a while," she said quietly with a frown. "Got hard to after a while. It was a constant reminder every time I sat down."
"Yeah, I guess I can understand that."
"I'm surprised you still have them. They must be raunchy by now."
I chuckled. "Nope. They look every bit as sexy as the day you gave them to me."
"What if Evelyn finds them?"
"Not to worry. I have them someplace she'd never look. No, they're quite safe." I said with another chuckle. "So... What now?"
"Oh I don't know. I hadn't expected any company. Not exactly dressed for it or anything."
"I think you're dressed just fine." I said with a smile.
"You would. Your preferred dress for me is nothing."
"Not true. I very much enjoy undressing you."
"Well, you wouldn't have much to work with tonight," she said, smiling back. "Not that I'm giving you permission or anything." She added quickly.
"To undress you? I wouldn't mind."
"I wouldn't either. But it's not a good idea. Just you're being here like this is kinda hard."
"Yeah. I know."
"Might be easier if you didn't have such an obvious hardon," she said with a frown.
"I can go if you want." I offered reluctantly.
"NO... No, that isn't necessary. Just, move it so it's not quite so obvious," she said staring down at my crotch. I looked down and saw my engorged head poking slightly from the leg hole of the short athletic shorts.
"Oh, sorry." I mumbled, reaching into my shorts to move my hardon to a different way so I didn't stick out the leg hole.
"No underwear?"
"Not today. I got wet earlier and stripped em off in the boat and never put any back on." I answered as I looked back at her again.
"Guess we're both commando then."
"Yeah. We could be commando together."
"You are so bad. What, we're supposed to play show and tell like a couple of kids?"
"We could. I know I wouldn't mind seeing your body again. Though I doubt I could actually keep from touching it if I did."
"Yeah, and that's the problem. I wanna take this robe off and let you do all the things to me you did last time. I want to feel you kiss and touch me. I want to feel your cock sliding into me and I want to feel my own climax coming around you. I WANT all those things. But I also know that they're not right and we shouldn't. So I'm not going to even start."
"Yeah. You're right. I better go. I'm just making this harder for both of us."
"Okay." she said standing up from the sofa. I sighed and got up, walking to the door. She stepped up the stairs behind me, following me to the door. She reached past me and opened the door and held it while I stepped outside. I was almost to the stairs down to the grass when I heard her call my name. I turned to see what she wanted, and watched as she let the robe fall from her shoulders, exposing her entire naked body for several seconds before she closed the door between us, leaving me standing in the dark.
I sighed again and walked back to my parents' house and headed to the bathroom and a cold shower.
I woke up well after dawn, the sun shining in the window and dancing on the celling as it reflected off the water. I couldn't help but think back to that morning sleeping with Julie, the sun dancing on the ceiling the same way as the two of us lay curled against each other. I sighed, shook my head to try and clear the all too clear image from my mind and climbed out of bed to dress. I ate a light breakfast and headed down to the landing, intending on getting an early start on fishing. I was planning on heading all the way up near the dam to soak some minnows, since it was the fourth and I didn't expect to get any more fishing in. I wasn't looking forward to heading back home tomorrow morning.
I hauled my minnow bucket down to the dock and was just getting things situated, the big 4 cylinder I/O idling to warm up as I arranged the last of my gear.
"Hey. Got room for a passenger?" I heard behind me, turning to see Julie standing on the dock in a knee length blue beach cover-up thingie, a book in one hand and a bag and a cooler in the other.
"Sure, you know me. I always like company." I answered with a smile.
"Don't read more into this than there is," she said quietly as she took my offered hand and stepped down into the boat.
"I'd like to read a lot into it." I answered as she sat in the passenger seat.
"Don't. I just wanted to spend some time with you before you have to go back," she said quietly. "Nothing else."
"Okay." I said with a half sigh as I turned to untie the lines holding the boat to the dock. I pushed us away and then dropped into the driver's seat behind the windshield and kicked the motor into gear. It only took about fifteen minutes to reach the edge of the slot, but unlike when I was younger, it wasn't safe to drive into the old channel that hard. Too many trees had been moved around by the ice to trust an eight thousand dollar engine to. No, I shut the big engine down and started the little five horse trolling motor and spent the next twenty five minutes tracing the old channel before I reached the quiet winding cut that the old channel used to take just a short distance from the upper dam. I shut the engine down and dropped two anchors, putting us under the shade of an overhanging poplar tree.
"This part seems to still be a lot like it was when we were kids. I can remember you bringing me all the way up here."
"Yeah. It's so hard to get to that almost no one comes up this far. That's why I like to sit and soak minnows here. There are some really big fish patrolling this channel." I said as I started setting out rods and lines. In only a few minutes I had three different lines out, each baited with a lively minnow, some small, one quite large. I dropped into the wrap around seat in the bow to watch my bobbers.
"Was it this quiet when we first came out here?"
"Oh yeah." I answered. "It was idyllic back then."
"Still is. Feels almost like we're in a whole 'nother world."
"Yeah. I know. Remember how cold that rain was that day?"
"Oh lord. That was cold. I was frozen by the time we got in."
"Yeah, but we had fun getting warm, didn't we?"
"Yeah. Seems to me that we ended up naked together."
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure we did." I agreed with a smile. "And in your car. I can remember you giving me a blow job in the front seat."
"Yeah, right after you fingered me to climax. God we were crazy kids, weren't we?"
"Yeah. Not a care in the world, well mostly. God you looked so sexy to me back then."
"And now?"
"Incredibly sexy!" I answered emphatically. "Just fucking incredibly sexy!"
"Well, thank you. I probably shouldn't have flashed you like that last night, but seeing your cock sticking out like that, well, I couldn't help myself," she said with a girlish little giggle.
"All that just because you saw a little bit of my cock? What would you do if you saw the whole thing?"
"You dirty old man!" she teased.
"Yeah, I'll accept that." I said as I stood up. I undid the front of my shorts and pushed my shorts and boxers down, exposing my already half hard cock only feet from her face. "How's that look?"
"Every bit as good as it did thirty years ago," she whispered, her hand reaching up toward my cock and stopping inches away. "We really shouldn't be doing this."
I stepped out of my shorts and then pulled off my shirt, tossing it on the seat before stepping through the open windshield into the cockpit. I reached a hand down to her, which she took and gently coaxed her to stand up. I reached for the tie around her waist, holding the blue beach wrap in place and gently tugged the bow, pulling the wrap apart and then pushing it off her shoulders. Under the wrap she had on that same yellow bikini from the previous year, the triangles of material having the same hard time covering her nipples as it had back then. I reached around her body, untying the lower and then upper ties, the material trapped between us as I pressed my chest to hers. I moved my hands down to her hips, and gently tugged each bow, letting the strings come untied and allowing the tiny yellow triangle fall to the ground between her legs. I stepped back, sliding my hands up her sides, gently cupping both her huge tits as the top landed on the floor by the bikini bottom. "Now that's a lot better." I whispered as she tilted her head up.
She lifted herself on her toes, broaching the several inch height difference between us, to press her hot soft lips against mine. I felt her hands slip between us and clasp around my hard cock as she gently kissed my lips seductively, licking and sucking my lower lip and then trying to tease her tongue into my mouth. "God I love you," she whispered as she let her lips hover fractions of an inch from mine.
"Yeah, me too. I guess I always have." I whispered back.
"As much as I tried to not do this, I can't help myself. I want to feel you inside me again. I want to feel your strong strokes driving your fantastic cock into me and I want to feel you make me come," she said breathlessly.
I reached my hands down to her ass and gently cupped both full round cheeks. She didn't weigh nearly as much back then, but I wasn't about to complain as I picked her up, her legs quickly wrapping around me as I carried her the few feet to the padded engine housing and set her on it, her ass at the very edge. She quickly released me from her legs, spreading them and lifting them out of my way as she leaned back on the cover, using her elbows to support herself.
"All yours," she whispered, her spread pussy lips glistening in the morning sun with their wetness.
"You shaved." I said as I pushed my cock down toward her pussy, rubbing my head up and down her wet slit.
"Uh huh. Fresh this morning. Just for you," she moaned as I teased her clit with my cock. "Oh god Michael. Don't tease me. Not now. Just fuck me please!"
"Yeah, I know." I agreed quietly, pushing my cock into her sopping wet pussy. I felt my head resist and press on her tunnel opening for a few brief moments and then slip inside her, easily plunging deep into her wet soft insides. I leaned forward, lowering my head toward her fantastic tits and gently sucked one nipple into my mouth as I began stroking my cock in and out of her, her hips almost immediately trying to rock and lift to match my strokes.
"Oh god yessssss!" she hissed as I teased my tongue round and around her nipple, my mushroom head caressing the full length of her tunnel, threatening to slip all the way out with each stroke. "Harder baby. Fuck me harder!" She begged quietly.
I started plunging my cock into her faster, my hips slapping her bare ass as she pulled her legs farther back to let me stroke deeper into her. In and out I went, our bodies caressing each other and driving us each toward climax. "Oh fuck yes! God damn you feel so good in me!" She squeaked loudly as I pounded into her. "God I'm gonna come. Ohhhhhhhh fuck I'm gonna come." She cried a little louder as I felt her pussy start to spasm around my plunging shaft. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" She cried loudly as her body spasmed, her tunnel gripping me and her legs shaking uncontrollably as she gasped for breath. It was what I was holding back for. I gave a last few energetic plunges into her pussy and allowed my own climax to wash over me, my hips jerking toward her, jamming my cock deep into her with each surge of pent up cum.



"Ohhhh damn." I groaned as I lifted my face from her tit.
She let her back lay fully on the pad and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling my face to hers and my body fully onto hers. She kissed me eagerly, almost urgently, as if I was going to disappear before she could get all her kisses in.
"God Michael. I want you so much. I want you forever," she whispered in my ear as she broke the kiss and pulled me tightly to her. I could feel the tears running down her face and around our cheeks where they pressed together, her legs pulling me tightly to her and holding me as she panted for breath. "I know. I can't have you. We can't have each other. But I've wanted you for so long. I think I've wanted you ever since our family came down to visit you on that trip and we played outside in the dark. Do you remember?"
"Yeah, I do. We were young. What early teens?"
"Yeah, young and crazy, but every time you touched me I felt my stomach get butterflies and while I didn't know it then, every time you touched me I got so aroused. I almost let you touch my breasts out in the dark. If we'd have played a little longer I think I would have found a way to let you do it. God, I wanted you to touch me, almost as much as right now!"
"Yeah. I was pretty taken with those tight white pants too. I was trying to figure out a way to get you to take em off so I could see your body, or at least pull them down. But that wasn't happening. I was too scared to even try anything. It wasn't until we were up here right before college that I got the nerve up to do anything. It's funny how life goes. Two people so in love and yet so unable to share it." I whispered.
"Not funny. Sad," she whispered, letting go of my neck with one arm so she could use her hand to wipe her tears away.
"Let go a second." I whispered.
"I don't want to. I don't want to let your touch go," she whispered, pulling me tighter to me.
"Trust me." I said quietly.
"Okay." She answered tearfully, releasing me from the grip of her legs and arm. I pushed myself up, my softened cock slipping from her pussy. It only took me a few minutes to dig out the parts. A specially shaped board and four screw in legs. I pushed the long narrow platform into place in the bow, filling the gap that was intended as a foot hole for people sitting on the wrap around seat in the bow. I stuffed a boat cushion on the platform I had designed to allow me to install a swivel seat in the bow for fishing, and turned back to Julie, sitting on the engine cover. I took her hands and drew her along with me to the bow and the fully padded platform where we could now both lay down and snuggle comfortably.
We lay for almost an hour, gently stroking each other, our fingers lovingly teasing each other's bodies, feeling the sun sneaking through the trees, the breeze blowing across us, before she rolled herself over on top of me, my cock trapped between our bodies, the heat of her wet pussy wrapped around part of my rock hard shaft. She looked down at me, her eyes a combination of lust and love, as she lifted her chest from mine and settled on her knees over my hips. Very slowly she began to rock her hips, slowly dragging her wet pussy back and forth across my engorged shaft, teasing me as well as herself. Each stroke dragged her clit along the bottom of my shaft, making her already wet pussy even wetter as her arousal grew.
I reached up and captured her tits, lifting them and teasing my fingers back and forth across her rock hard nipples as her motions grew more urgent. Each slide forward let her lips close around my engorged head, teasing me closer to climax as her clit bounced over the underside of my head and the most sensitive spot on my cock. I saw her close her eyes and sigh briefly as she moved one hand from my chest to the head of my cock, gently lifting it with two fingers as she slid forward. I felt her pussy slide nearly all the way off my cock before she leaned forward, her fingers pushing me up against her pussy until my head lifted, clear of her weight. She pushed back, my head slipping between her sopping wet lips and entered her velvety soft tunnel, driving herself slowly down my shaft. She continued pushing back until I was fully enveloped by her soft wet pussy and then she pushed herself back up.
"I love you," she whispered as she began to use her legs to lift herself up my shaft, lowering herself back down quickly to bounce slightly on my thighs with her bare ass. Up and down she slid, her pussy wrapped around my cock and inching me closer to climax with each new stroke. I held her tits, the weight bouncing in my hands each time her ass slapped down on my thighs, the boat bobbing gently in time with her tender loving strokes.
"I'm going to come." I grunted, trying to hold back as long as I could.
"Good. I want you too," she said, looking down at me. "I want to remember what your face looks like when you're coming inside the woman you love."
I looked up at her and let myself go, her strokes only continuing another minute before I felt the surge of cum start its trip. My body bucked under her as I grunted loudly, a huge gush of cum lancing up into her. I felt her settle on me, barely able to stroke herself up and down my shaft as her legs suddenly trembled and shook, a soft moan slipping from her lips as she stared down at me. "I'm coming too," she whispered as she watched me, my body bucking several more times under her, my surging cum filling her until it was leaking around my shaft. I felt her pussy clench and shudder around me, as she too climaxed, although more softly than the last.
Finally she leaned forward, working to keep my cock trapped in her pussy, as she lay her chest against mine, her hard nipples poking into my chest. She reached her lips toward mine, softly and gently kissing me, her breath mingling with mine as we brushed lips and tongues gently with each other.
"That was incredible." I whispered, my lips practically brushing hers as I did.
"I'm glad. I loved doing it for you."
"I wish we never had to leave." I said quietly.
"Yeah, I know. But we have to, don't we?"
"Soon." I answered.
"Give me as long as we can, okay?"
"Okay." I answered with a smile.
As long as we could was almost another hour, during which time I took her again from behind as we lay on the platform, my cock sliding in and out of her as my fingers teased her clit to a massive orgasm, at least as strong as the one she had given me. Finally with a sigh, we disengaged and dressed each other, Julie putting on the wrap but not the bikini so that I could look at her body all the way home.
It was the hardest hour I'd ever spent, knowing that when we reached the shore we'd have to be back to normal. Cousins, not lovers.
"You know. I heard there's some fireworks tonight you can see from the water." I said as she climbed from the boat. "Wanna go?"
"With you? Did you really need to ask?"
"Not really." I answered her. "I'll come get you about dark."
"Looking forward to it." She answered as she walked away, my cum still leaking down her legs from earlier.
I finished tying off the boat and headed up for a late lunch. I spent part of the afternoon packing gear in the boat and putting all the lines and hooks away so we wouldn't get hurt in the dark, and the rest reading my book, well, pretending to read at least as I thought about the morning.
After dinner I changed into long pants, expecting to be attacked by bugs. Not that I wanted long pants, but I also didn't know if there was going to be any chance for more sex with Julie. About dark I pulled on a long sleeved coat and headed over to her place. She came to the door in an ankle length form fitting dress, holding a light windbreaker. Her hair had been done and her face shown the recent application of a light coat of makeup. She smiled at me approvingly as I surveyed her body in the tight fitting dress.
"You look...beautiful!" I whispered as we walked the short way down to the dock and my boat.
"You should see what I have on under it," she whispered back. "It's a surprise. I'm hoping you can find a way to get me naked enough to enjoy it."
"I'll make it a point." I answered as we walked on the wooden deck of the dock.
"Just so you know. There's a zipper all the way down the back," she said with a giggle.
It was only twilight, and the fireworks weren't scheduled to start for another hour, but I didn't want to motor all the way there in the dark. Coming home in the dark would be hard enough. I let my GPS draw a track that I would follow home as I motored down the lake on plane, running at a reasonable twenty five miles an hour.
We drew close to where the fireworks were going to be and saw a variety of boats already anchoring, each twinkling with little lights, some with generators running to power full strings of Christmas style lights. I found a quiet spot away from too many of the boats and set the anchors so we could lay in the bow and see toward where the fireworks would be. We lay silently, staring at the sky and the emerging stars, my hand teasing her dress up her legs while hers was deftly working the front of my pants open to slip her hand in on my hard cock.
On many of the boats were small parties, but on mine, as darkness closed in around us, our party was something completely different. I gently slipped the zipper down and she shrugged the material off her shoulders, letting me tease the dress down her body until she was laying without it on in the starlight. I doubted anyone too far away could see her, but I could see all too well. Her body was encased in a sexy sheer white lace negligee, her shaved mound peaking from under it and her rock hard nipples trying to poke through the lace as her big tits strained at the little ties down the front.
"Fuck me from behind again," she whispered, rolling over on her side to expose her bare ass to me. I pushed my pants down to my knees and rolled over to spoon her, reaching for my cock and rubbing my mushroom head gently between her lips. "Ohhhhh yesssssss." She sighed as I pushed myself into her, her pussy slowly accepting me as I pressed myself into her. I felt her lips gently pinch on my unlubricated cock and began to stroke in and out in short little strokes, lubricating both my shaft and her lips with her juices. I was soon fully into her, my head pressed against her cervix and my thighs against her bare ass.
She pulled my hand around to her font, guiding my fingers to the ties down the front of her sexy outfit. One by one I untied then, taking several slow strokes before stopping to untie another string. "Oh god!" She moaned as I stroked into her again, one tie left. "This is such a fucking tease."
"For both of us." I whispered as I pulled the bow on the last string. I slid my hand up her bare stomach and cupped one of her big tits, letting my finger and thumb gently squeeze and tease her nipple as I started stroking into her again. In and out I went, slow and methodical, matching my strokes to the gentle rocking of the boat, wondering briefly if anyone noticed the unusual set of waves.
I heard her moan softly as my fat mushroom head teased her tunnel, stroking from the entrance until I was pressing against her cervix deep inside her. She reached behind her with one hand, resting it on my ass and trying to pull me in harder with each stroke, both of us trying to be as quiet as we could.
The first boom startled us, as did the shower of sparks in the sky as the first mortar exploded high above us. The light flooded down over us, making us easy to see in the bow of my boat. I hoped everyone else was watching the lights in the sky instead of the couple making love under the lights as I continued to slide in and out of her.
"Oh fuck yes!" She moaned as her legs started to shudder, my cock teasing her to the beginning of her climax. "God, I'm going to come!"
"That's it lover. Come for me." I grunted, feeling her pussy clenching and spasming around me, pushing me quickly toward my own completion. I stroked faster, driving in and out as fast as I could as she lifted one leg high in the air to let me plunge into her faster.
"GOD YES!" She almost screamed as another burst detonated above us, her whole body jerking and twitching as my body bucked into her, squirting cum deep into her spasming pussy. Time and again my body jerked, spewing more cum into her as the fireworks continued over us, the varying colors of light illuminating us as we lay there in mutual climax.
She rolled herself over, working her legs over mine so that I stayed inside her as she lay on her back, my hand now free to roam her whole sexy body under the lights.
I softened and slipped out of her long before the last splash of light winked out, the two of us laying in the bow practically naked. With darkness closed back around us she leaned toward me and kissed me softly, taking long slow minutes to embrace me, knowing that this would be our last moments together where we could share this way. Reluctantly we separated and I got up, pulling my pants the rest of the way off before pulling the anchors in. Most of the other boats had moved off, so we had a relatively easy, though long, trip back, our speed limited to less than fifteen miles an hour because of the darkness. I could see fairly well in the moonlight, but really couldn't spend as much time looking at Julie laying naked for me in the bow as I would have liked. I pulled back to the dock, both of us still practically naked, and quickly dressed before walking her up to her house.
"I have to leave first thing." I said quietly as we stood on the deck swatting away the mosquitos that were quickly finding us.
"Yeah," she said. "See you in the morning then," she added sadly, opening the door. I turned and walked to the steps, stopping when I heard my name. "Michael. Thank you. For tonight and everything."
"You're welcome." I said with a sigh before walking down the stairs and back to my parents place.
I was the only one still up when I walked in so I made my way quietly to my bedroom and stripped, slipping under the sheet and lying awake for a long time before sleep finally overtook me.
I stared at the ceiling and watched the reflection of the rising sun dance on the ceiling, my mind lost to the past and the present times with Julie. I wondered how my life ended up so screwed up, but found no comforting answers. I finally got up, showered and dressed. My mom had breakfast ready when I came into the kitchen, so I quickly ate the eggs and bacon she had made before going out to load the boat. I was disappointed to see Julie's car gone as I backed my car down the ramp to load the boat on the trailer.
It only took about fifteen minutes for me to get the boat loaded, secured and the cover tied down tightly for the trip home. Another ten saw my bags and car packed and hugging my mom goodbye. I took one last look over at Julie's place as I drove out of the driveway, her car still gone. No goodbye to be shared with her.
After the long winding lake road, I turned onto the main highway next to the old railroad bridge, still a fixture after all my years of coming up. It started with one car wide attachment to the rail bridge so many years ago, but now the rail bridge stood on its own, the auto and truck traffic on a new two lane concrete bridge. On the far side was the parking area used by fishermen wanting to fish under the bridges where the old river, and now the lake, narrowed to only a few dozens of feet, a perfect choke point to catch fish moving up and down the channel. In the parking lot was a lone blue car. I turned in.
"I thought you'd never get here." Julie said as she slipped from where she had been sitting on the fender of her car. "I hoped you'd remember this place."
"How could I forget?" I asked as I stepped out of my car and walked to her, the two of us practically falling into each other's arms.
"Michael. I can't do this anymore. As much as I love you and I love how it feels to be with you, leaving this way over and over tares me up. I think we need to stop seeing each other this way," she whispered.
"I understand." I answered, pulling her body tightly against mine.
"I love you. I always have and I always will," she whispered as she lifted her face to mine. We kissed long and tender, neither caring at that moment who was watching, nor what they thought. We shared what we both knew would be our last kiss, reluctantly breaking it and stepping back from each other. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she walked to her car, got in and drove away without looking back.
To say the drive home was long would be an understatement. Because of the traffic I had nearly twelve hours to grapple with the reality that what we had was over.
My wife came home, and life returned to normal, my relationship with Julie pushed into the back corner of my mind and heart. Only when I went back up north and saw her place next to my folks place did all those feelings flood back. Christmas came and went, and another summer, during neither of which did she appear. I guessed it was just too much for her to deal with. My mom kept me informed as to what was new with Julie, but other than that, she had ignored any attempt at my texting or calling.
"Hi Mom. What's up?" I asked as my mom called on early December evening.
"You're father's in the hospital. He's had a massive stroke. They don't know if he'll make it." She cried into the phone.
"Oh damn! Okay, I'll be there in... give me about ten hours. I should see you first thing in the morning. Which hospital?"
"The same one he had his surgery in."
"Got it. Be there soon. Hang in there mom!" I said as I clicked off. I walked down the hall and into the bedroom where my wife was putting away clothes. "Gotta go north. Dad's had a stroke."
"Bad?" She asked as I started throwing clothes into a duffel bag.
"Yeah. Bad." I said, tears welling up in my eyes. One look from her and she knew how bad it really was.
"I'm coming!" She said, pulling clothes out of her dresser and grabbing another duffel.
In ten minutes we were on the road, my mood falling to an even lower point as what had been a light snow seemed to be getting heavier. My wife looked at the radar map and shook her head as I drove as fast as I could thought the falling snow. "Gonna be worse after we turn and go up thirty nine," she said quietly.
"Yeah." I answered, not really wanting to talk at that moment.
I really hadn't said too much all the way to our first gas stop, where my wife took over driving at about two in the morning. The roads continued to deteriorate and were down to one clear and one snow covered lane with the snow still falling. I lay back my seat and closed my eyes as she pulled out onto the interstate for the second half of our journey.
"Can you hear me?" A male voice asked, a bright light flashing in my eyes. "Sir? Can you hear me?"
"Uh huh." I grunted, trying to get up but for some reason unable to move.
"Do you know where you are?" The voice asked again.
"Um... No." I grunted trying to move my legs, but the feeling they were buried in mud slowly being replaced by shooting pains racing from my ankles all the way up my legs. "Ohhhhh god it hurts." I groaned loudly before everything slowly went black.
I looked at the white ceiling, my eyes slowly trying to focus, but having little luck. I squinted and looked around, trying to figure out where I was, confusion setting in. I turned my head the other way and saw a familiar face, Julie. "What's going on?" I croaked out.
She practically jumped out of the chair she was sitting in. "Hey there. You're back with us!" She said softly, stepping to the bed and gently stroking my head.
"Where am I?"
"In a hospital in Madison. You've been unconscious for almost a week," she whispered softly.



"What happened?" I asked, watching her face turn sad.
"Your kids should be back any time, they went down to get some lunch." She answered evasively.
"Where's Evelyn?" I asked.
"Michael... There was an accident. A truck came across the median. She didn't make it," she said softly, leaning across the side rail of the bed to hold me as the reality set in.
As it turned out, I missed my dad's funeral, and was in a wheel chair with two broken legs for my wife's. As much as my kids helped, the next few weeks were horrible. I spent all my time sitting and staring out the window, unable to truly deal with the pain I had inside me. I had everyone concerned, not the least of which was my kids. One of them was there constantly, trying to attend to my needs, even though I rarely asked for anything. I had no desire to try to do anything, and just sat, staring out the window or watching old movies on tv. My world as I knew it had just been turned upside down. You never truly know how much you love a person until they're not there anymore. There are so many important little things that you take for granted, a little kiss on the cheek, a hug, a smile, sharing a meal... all these little things you do on a daily basis, you don't realize how important they are until they're gone.
No, I'm not the first one to lose a spouse. But like most that do, I was devastated. Compounding matters were my two broken legs. I couldn't even lose myself in routine tasks because of them. I couldn't work, I couldn't hardly do anything for myself. I even had to be helped on and off the toilet of all things. It wasn't long before I had turned into a sullen angry man, and closed out everyone. My kids took turns at first, staying with me to help. It quickly became clear that wasn't going to work and they hired me a live-in assistant. Kind of a cross between a helper and a nurse. She was a nice woman, and I got used to her seeing me naked, well except for the two casts on my legs.
Twelve weeks after the accident the doctors took the casts off. Not that I could walk. That would take weeks of therapy, not something that made me particularly happy. As much as I insisted, my live in nurse refused to let me take a shower, instead helping me into the tub to take a bath. I hate baths.
"Michael. You can't balance well enough to take a shower!" Amanda, my live in nurse, argued.
"I don't care. I hate baths. Baths are for babies." I argued back. "It's been two damn weeks. When are you going to let me take a fucking shower?" I asked angrily.
"You can take a fucking shower when you fucking learn to stand on your own two fucking feet!" She snapped angrily. "You want to play fucking games with me and be angry, I can play them too! So just fucking get used to it!"
I was stunned. I suppose I shouldn't have been, but I was. As angry and difficult I'd been the last two months, I'd never heard or seen her be angry. "Sorry." I said quietly.
"You should be. You're not an invalid. You're going to have to learn to use your legs again and that takes time. Your muscles are weak, but you can still use them. Just give it time," she said in her normally sweet voice.
"Fine," I answered. "But can I PLEASE take a shower? I hate baths!" I practically pleaded as she wheeled me into the bathroom.
"Alright. I'll help you take a shower. Since you're asking nicely for a change," she said with a smile. "Especially since it's the first thing you've asked for nicely since I've gotten here."
"Have I been that much of an ass?" I asked quietly.
"Frankly, you've been pretty much of an asshole!" she said before turning and smiling at me. "But I can also understand why. Now I'll help you stand up and you can undress yourself if you think you're strong enough to stand in the shower."
"Yeah. I can." I said, pushing myself up out of the chair, with her help, and standing unsteadily. She balanced me as I pulled my t-shirt off and then pushed my shorts and briefs down. She held me with one arm around my waist while I wrapped an arm around her shoulders as I stepped out of my shorts, then helped me sit back down in the chair.
"Now. You sit tight. I'll be right back," she said with her usual cheerful smile. She walked out of the bathroom and disappeared down the hall, coming back a couple short minutes later carrying two towels and, much to my surprise, completely naked. "What? You didn't expect me to let you stand in the shower alone, now did you?" She said as I stared at her petite little body. I'd never seen her in anything but the variety of hospital type scrubs, which really didn't flatter the curves she had. Her chest wasn't large, maybe a small C cup, with oblong areola and round pink nipples in the center of each quickly puckering areola. Her body was firm and muscular, which didn't surprise me, and her waist was thin, flaring smoothly out into shapely hips and a firm looking tush. She had a neatly trimmed blond bush that matched the color of her short cropped hair. She ignored my starting as she bent over in the tub to adjust the water, her full round pussy lips sticking out at me between her legs, the slightest amount of her delicate inner lips peeking out at me teasingly. "Well, haven't seen that before," she said as she straightened up and stood in front of me, looking down at my lap.
I looked down and saw my cock, rock hard for the first time since the accident, jutting up lewdly from my lap at her. "Oh...sorry." I mumbled sheepishly, feeling my cheeks warm slightly.
"Oh don't be. It's kind of a compliment. Besides, it means that for a change you were thinking of something good instead of just looking at the negative," she answered with a smile. "Now, let's be careful we don't poke an eye out with that thing," she said as she bent over and reached for my sides, sliding her hands up my sides to my armpits to help me stand up. I pushed off the chair to my feet, and stood for a second, swaying as I caught my balance, my hard cock pressing against her stomach as she stepped closer to me. She wrapped her arms around me for a moment to help me balance, pressing her bare body to mine in the process. "Now, we're going to step into the shower one foot at a time. You step then I'll step, okay?"
"Uh huh." I answered, reaching for the wall of the tub/shower. I stepped one foot over the side of the tub and the two of us moved more into the shower than out, her foot quickly lifting over the side to help me balance.
"Other foot now," she said, as she stood waiting for me to move my other foot over the side of the tub. I stepped carefully, not wanting to upset my balance too much. With her arms still tightly wrapped around me, pulling me tightly to her body, her rock hard nipples pressing against my chest and my cock trapped between us, she stepped her other foot into the tub and gently turned us so that I was under the water cascading from the shower head. "Okay. Now I have to let loose of you for a minute. Are you ready?"
"Uh huh." I answered, using one hand on soap dish in the shower wall for balance as she loosened her arms and stepped back from me. She turned herself and pulled the shower curtain closed and then turned to face me again, the bottle of old spice liquid soap in her hand. She reached past me for one of the fluffy shower things and squeezed soap on it, turning her back to me as she put the soap back down. I wasn't about to move or I'd lose my balance, but I wasn't going to complain when, bent over the way she was, her ass accidently pressed against my jutting hardon. My engorged head slid momentarily along her full pussy lips and between her legs before she stood back up.
"Are you being naughty?" she asked with a smile as she turned to face me again.
"Nope. Clearly accidental." I said, blushing again as she rubbed the ruffilly shower sponge to raise a lather.
"Too bad," she said with a grin as she began to rub the sponge around my chest, soaping my body. "If you were it would have meant you were feeling stronger."
"I didn't know sex was part of a home health nurse's duties." I said honestly.
"Oh, it's not. But then getting into a shower naked with your patient isn't usually part of the job either. But since I've seen you naked bunches of times, I didn't think you'd mind me being naked."
"Oh, trust me, I don't mind." I admitted as her hands worked the lather down to my hard cock and began to gently wash it, making it twitch as her hand stroked the length of the shaft.
"You know. I wouldn't mind helping, if you want some relief for that," she said softly.
"Are you suggesting sex?"
"No silly! I'm suggesting that I could stroke you with my hands to give you some relief for that," she said with a wry look. "Men. Always thinking of sex."
"Kinda hard not to when you're standing in a shower naked with an extremely sexy looking woman." I said.
She handed me the soapy sponge and grinned. "Extremely sexy looking huh? Now that is a compliment. Why don't you put one of those hands to good use?" She said as she wrapped both hands around my cock and started stroking my soapy shaft. I reached up to her chest and gently soaped the front of her body, using the sponge to tease around each firm round breast and rock hard nipple. I heard her moan softly as she stroked my cock and tossed the sponge to the shower floor, putting my bare hand on her firm tit and gently massaging it, my thumb stroking back and forth across it. "You have gentle hands." She cooed softly as she stroked me, one hand sliding slowly up and down my shaft, the other rolling around and over my engorged head.
"I think I'm going to come." I grunted as I teased her nipple.
"Hard?"
"Oh yeah." I grunted as she moved her hands so both of them were stroking my cock, aimed up between us.
"OHHH!" She exclaimed in surprise as a gush of cum lanced from the tip of my head, up between us, landing on her firm round tit. Again and again I grunted, trying to hold my balance as my cock spouted more and more cum onto her tits and stomach, finally reduced to a drool as she slowed her strokes. "My, that was strong, wasn't it?"
"I guess." I chuckled as I watched my cum sliding and dripping off her tits. "I think you need a rinse."
"I will once you're out and sitting again," she said.
"No. I don't think so." I said, reaching both hands around her and pulling her to me, her cum covered tits pressed to my chest. I pulled her back as I stepped gingerly backward, letting the water cascade over her and run down between us as I let go of her and slipped both hands between us to stroke her stomach and tits, cleaning off the cum.
"Well, thank you," she said with a smile.
"I'm not done yet." I answered, sliding one hand down to her blond bush and gently stroking one finger between her legs along her wet lips. "I can help you with that, if you want." I said almost teasingly.
"Oh? Since when does a patient play with the nurse's pussy?
"When the nurse lays in bed at night and fingers herself to climax." I said quietly. "You moan louder than you realize." I said as she blushed brightly.
"I didn't know you could hear."
"I could." I answered simply, pressing my finger up between her lips and stroking it gently across her hard clit. "You know, you could move your legs apart some and make this easier."
"Uh uh," she said, her eyes closing as my strokes teased her clit and my other hand pinched and pulled her nipple. "Oh god," she whispered after a couple minutes of my strokes, my finger sliding along her pubic bone and across her rock hard clit. I felt her legs start to tremble and her breathing grow more ragged with each passing moment until she suddenly jerked hard, her whole body convulsing momentarily and her legs pressing together to try and trap my finger between them. "Oh god," she whispered again, her eyes opening and looking at me almost curiously. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." I answered. "But I think I better sit down again."
"Oh yeah. Definitely!" She said, quickly reaching past me to turn off the water. She pushed the shower curtain back and then stepped tightly to me again, her arms wrapping around me. "Now. Out the same way as in," she said quietly.
"Sure." I chuckled.
"What's so funny?" She asked after we stepped out onto the bathroom rug.
"In and out. You tell me." I said with another chuckle as she stepped back to dry me.
"Let's get you sitting down again," she said, quickly putting a towel on the wheelchair and then standing back up to me. She pulled me tightly to her, her still hard nipples pressing against my chest as she turned me, leaning over to help balance me as I sat back into the chair. I moved my hands from the arms of the chair up to both her perky little tits, and squeezed them gently as she used the second towel to dry me off.
"You keep that up and you're going to get all hot and bothered again," she whispered to me.
"Too late." I answered quietly as her hands rubbed the towel down to my lap and my again hardening cock.
"Goodness. I should say," she whispered, her hands gently toweling my growing hardon.
"You know, a cock does a much better job than a finger." I whispered to her, my thumbs stroking back and forth across her nipples.
"I bet it does." She answered. "I'm surprised though. Why the sudden change? I think this is the first time you've been really nice to me."
"I'm sorry. I guess I was feeling sorry for myself."
"I can understand that," she said, moving her drying down to my legs as she squatted in front of me. "You've had a lot of loss all at one time."
"Too much." I said sadly, thinking of my wife and all the things I missed.
"Sorry. Didn't mean to spoil your good mood," she said quietly as she knelt in front of me, looking up at me. "Part of our job is your mental health as well as your physical health. For a while there you were more...normal, than I've seen you since I started here. I'd like to think that I can get you back to that and be there much more. Especially since I know now just how gentle and sweet you can be."
"I guess I've been pretty self-absorbed." I answered her.
"A bit." She admitted. "Can I ask you something personal?"
"Yeah, I suppose." I answered with a shrug.
"Who's Julie?"
"Julie? Why do you ask?"
"You've been having some really bad dreams and I've been coming in and just stroking your hair and chest to calm you. Sometimes as you calm down you call out her name. Is she someone important in your life?"
"She was once, really important. Not so much now though." I said quietly.
"I doubt that's true. If you're calling her name she's still important to you." Amanda said sweetly. "Now, let's get some fresh clothes for you. We have to get your therapy done yet."
"Sure." I answered her as she stood up and pushed me out into the bedroom. She wheeled me toward the dresser and then locked the wheels of the chair again.
"So, shall we stand up again?"
"I suppose." I said, pushing myself up out of the chair as she reached to help steady me. I looked down at her as she opened the drawer and pulled out a pair of my boxer briefs.
"Let's start with these," she said, turning toward me and looking up at me, finding me staring down into her eyes.
I reached for the underwear and took them from her hand, tossing them onto the bed before reaching out to her. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her breasts to me as I slowly turned us so my back was to the bed. I reached my hands down to her firm ass and lifted her, falling back onto the bed as I did so, her legs and arms trying to catch us.
"What are you doing?" She asked with a frown as she held herself over me on her hands and knees, my hands still on her firm ass.
"Returning the favor." I said softly, pulling her down toward my hardening cock and pressing it against her still wet pussy lips.
She drew in a breath and held herself in place, not moving to help but also not moving away. She closed her eyes and allowed me to stroke my hardening cock along her wet lips with my hips, my hands squeezing and pulling her cute little ass down farther.
"We shouldn't do this," she whispered softly.
"Do you want me to stop?" I asked her in an equally soft whisper.
"No." She answered.
"Good. I don't either." I said, sliding one hand down from her ass to my cock, lifting it and rubbing my fat head against her wet pussy lips. I spread her lips with my head and teased the tip into the opening of her tunnel. I moved both hands to her hips and half pushed, half encouraged her to push back against me, her pussy expanding around my mushroom head until finally it slipped into her.
"Oh god," she moaned softly. "Sooooo big!"
"So tight." I grunted softly, as she started to rock on her knees, slowly stroking her incredibly tight pussy on and off my shaft. As she rocked more and more of my cock became lubricated with her juices and she was soon stroking nearly all of me into her, my head banging gently with each stroke against her cervix and the end of her sexy tunnel.
"God you feel good," she moaned as she rocked, my hands sliding up from her firm ass to her tits, cupping each one and gently squeezing and kneading them as she pushed both of us closer to climax.
"Gonna come again." I grunted all too soon, really wanting to last a lot longer.
"That's good. Just let it go!" she cooed. "It's been a long time for you, so that's to be expected."
"I'd prefer you came too." I grunted, sliding one hand down between us and finding her clit with one finger.
"Don't worry about me. You just enjoy what you're feeling." She gasped as my finger stroked across her exposed clit. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" she squealed in surprise. "Ohhhhhhhhh my god yes!"
"I take it you like this?" I groaned as my own climax inched even closer, my body barely able to contain the load waiting for release.
"Ohhhhh god yes. Ohhhhhh fuck fuck," she moaned just before my body jerked, a huge gush of cum lancing up into her pussy. "FUCK!" She cried loudly as her whole body suddenly dissolved into little shudders and trembles, her pussy jammed hard on my jerking and spurting cock. She held herself above me, looking down at me and panting as her body slowly stilled. "God, that was good," she whispered.
"For me too." I answered.
"Is this a new form of physical therapy?" She asked with a giggle. "Cuz if it is, I'm all for it."
"I guess it could be." I answered with a smile. "It's definitely emotional therapy."
"So it would seem," she said as she started to move off of me.
"Don't." I said, reaching up to her back and pulling her down toward me. "I'd really enjoy it if you'd cuddle with me for a while."
"Alright." She answered, lowering herself to lay on top of me, her firm tits trapped between us. I reached for her head and gently pulled her face down to mine, starting a soft kiss that she quickly took over, sensuously kissing me for long minutes before pulling her mouth away breathlessly, her hot breath mixing with mine as she held her lips only millimeters from mine. "Fuck, you turn me on!" She whispered.
We spent most of the rest of the day in bed together, getting up only to eat, Amanda agreeing to remain naked the rest of the day. Much to my surprise, I managed to get it up three more times before "bed time", each time both of us getting off together. When the lights went out for the night, instead of hearing her in her bed fingering herself, she was snuggled against me comfortably, sexually sated for what, she said, was the first time in a couple years.
That day changed our dynamic completely. While I still had rough days, emotionally, she found ways to draw me back out of them, usually using her body in various ways to tease me and take my mind from what was dragging me down. She'd taken to not wearing a bra under her scrubs and her panties, which started out as relatively conservative, quickly changed to sexy little lace panties or thong panties. She was always ready to flash me anything I asked for, usually with her sexy little giggle that told me she was having fun. Our nights were spent together, with our lovemaking changing over time as I became stronger so that I was taking the more active role. Not that she didn't still enjoy riding on me, which she did frequently, but she also enjoyed being in front of or under me while I stroked powerfully into her. When she thought I was strong enough she took me shopping with her.



"What are we shopping for?" I asked as she drove us across town.
"You'll see," she said with a suppressed grin.
I stayed quiet, but curious as we pulled into a small shopping center, and then in front of a little boutique. I pulled my coat on against the misty April weather and followed her from the car into the store. She began wandering around the racks, looking at what was on display, every item I'd seen since I came in some kind of lacy, sexy, satiny, form fitting or flat erotic outfit ranging from what I assumed were dresses to skimpy alluring lingerie.
"May I help you?" a middle aged woman asked, as she walked up, her blue sleeveless dress forming snugly to an obviously curvaceous body, the skin tight dress revealing not a single panty or bra strap outline, making me instantly wonder if she had anything on under the dress.
"Not yet. I'd like to browse a little," she said with a smile. "I want to get something really special for my boyfriend."
The woman looked from Amanda, clearly WAY younger than I was, back to me, trying to decide if I was boyfriend or something else completely. "I see. Well, do you want something on the more daring side? Or more traditional?"
"Oh definitely daring!" Amanda answered with a smile. "Michael LOVES it when I push the boundaries." She answered, looking over to me, confirming for the sales clerk that I was indeed the boyfriend.
"Well, let me suggest these over here then," she said, leading the way toward the rear of the store. She stopped at a rack of little panties of various styles, all of them some form of crotchless panty, some little more than a few strips of lace, others full bikini panties that were missing portions of the back and crotch. Amanda picked two pairs before moving on to the next rack the sales woman said she might like. This rack contained a number of little outfits that were cupless bras, completely sheer, mesh or some combination of the three.
She chose several outfits from this rack, including one that professed to be a lace bra and panty set, but looked more like an assortment of wide lace ribbons attached to satin ribbons. The picture attached to the package showed the lace strips covering the model's crotch and breasts, all tied in place with the lace straps tied in bows. Yeah, that would definitely be fun to unwrap!
The third rack contained hanger after hanger of sexy teddys and what the sales girl called a baby doll, ranging from lace to mesh to sheer, some with and some without garters built in, all making me horny as hell as the two of them held the outfits up against their bodies.
"I have to try this one on!" Amanda said, holding up a completely sheer black baby doll that looked to me kind of like a sheer, extremely short dress. The sales girl agreed and led us to the far corner of the store where there were several dressing rooms with curtained doors. Amanda disappeared into one and emerged a couple short minutes later wearing the sexy outfit with a pair of black lace crotchless panties. "How would you like to wake up with me wearing this in the morning?" She asked seductively.
"I doubt you'd make it to morning wearing that." I said with a chuckle.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I'd be too busy trying to have sex with you for it to stay on too long." I answered still grinning at the sight of her standing in the back of the store practically nude.
"Oh really? Well, the whole point of the panties is so you can have sex without taking them off," she said as she stepped toward me, putting one arm around my neck to pull my lips down to kiss her while her other hand wormed its way into the sweatpants I was still wearing after physical therapy, wrapping around my hard cock.
"Careful you don't start something you can't finish." I whispered as she broke the kiss, my hands teasing up and down her mostly bare back.
"Who says I am. And who says I'd want you to stop!" She whispered back, sliding her hands to my jacket and pushing it off. "You are way too dressed for what I have in mind!" She said huskily, reaching my t-shirt and pulling it up my body. "Come on. Arms up sexy!"
"Sure." I answered, shaking my head at her sudden boldness. She pulled my t-shirt off and tossed it over the bar of the closest rack and then moved her hands down, pushing both of them down into my sweat pants to grab my hard cock.
"You keep playing with that and I might have to fuck you right here." I muttered as she moved one hand to push my sweat pants down in front and hook them under my balls so she was able to use both hands to gently stroke my hard cock.
"Maybe I want you to. How about it? Wanna fuck my hot body right here?" She whispered. "All you have to do is turn me around and bend me over, lover. You can shove right into me I'm already so wet!"
I looked around for the sales woman and saw her back at the checkout near the front of the store and grinned. "That what you want?"
"You love it when I push the boundaries. How's this for pushing?" She breathed, moving one hand from my cock to push the back of my sweats down until they slid down to my ankles, leaving me naked from the ankles up. With a grin she turned us around so she was on the front of the store side of me and turned herself around to face and bent over, reaching her hands out for two racks, pushing her ass out at me.
I couldn't believe she was doing this, standing, facing the big glass windows in an outfit that was just short of nude, asking me to fuck her. If anyone walked in the door of the store they would have a perfect view of her body, bent over, facing them as I stood behind her. I didn't consider it too long before I rubbed my cock up and down her wet lips, pressing into her between the lacy halves of the crotchless panties.
She moaned softly as I pushed deep into her and started stroking, trying not to be obvious, but at the same time trying to stroke fully in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes," she moaned quietly as I plunged in and out of her sopping wet pussy, my own arousal growing quickly, but apparently not as quickly as Amanda. I'd had plenty of opportunity to learn her motions, and the way she was rocking her hips and trying to push back at me with each stroke, I knew that she was incredibly close to climax already. "Fuck fuck fuck!" She moaned loudly, drawing the attention of the sales woman, who frowned slightly and started walking back toward us.
"The sales woman is coming." I said, stopping my strokes and standing with my cock inside her.
"I don't care. Keep going. I'm almost fucking there!" She moaned, letting go of one rack and reaching for my hip to try and force me to stroke into her again.
I started stroking again, hoping to get her off before the sales woman, making her way back to us, made it far enough to see me fucking her. I stroked in and out of her quickly, feeling her pussy make the first few clenches it always did right before she climaxed. "YES!" She blurted loudly, quickly covering her mouth as her body jerked and shuddered.
"Young lady, you can't do that in here," she said sternly as she walked over to us. "And you sir, should certainly know better!"
Amanda pulled off of my cock, turning around to look at the sales woman's clearly upset face. "Can I talk to you?" She asked the sales woman sweetly, stepping past me and hooking her arm in the arm of the sales woman and coaxing her to walk away from me and my still hanging out cock. I watched them move a few racks down while I pulled my pants back up, covering my hardon as the two talked. I have no idea what was said as they conversed in very hushed tones, but the sales woman looked back at me several times before turning and walking back toward me.
"My name is Elaine, and I think I have just what you're looking for," she said, hooking her arm in mine and turning me to walk down between the racks. "It can be so hard to pick just the perfect thing with so many sexy and sensual goodies. Believe me, I've tried," she said with a laugh. "Given the situation I suppose I can overlook that little indiscretion," she said with a smile.
"The situation?" I asked.
"Oh you don't have to be coy with me. I'm more than happy to try to help," she said, patting my hand. "Now. I think this is exactly what we need," she said pulling a hanger from the rack and holding out a purple corset that had little straps for stockings hanging down. She pulled me back along the racks the way we came until she came to a shelf, handed me the hanger with the corset on it, and then reached onto the shelf and pulled a package off before pulling me back along to the dressing rooms. I expected her to hand the items to Amanda, but instead she led me right into one of the changing rooms, the largest of the three, and pushed the curtain closed behind us.
"Now, just relax and watch," she said with a smile, letting go of my arm and reaching for the hem of the dress. She tugged the hem up, slowly rolling the material up her body, the dress turning itself inside out as she lifted it, each inch exposing more and more bare skin, until she pulled it up over her head, leaving her standing in nothing but a pair of high heels, her easily C cup tits hanging free and her completely shaved pussy on display, a significant amount of her flowery inner lips protruding down between her legs. She stepped closer to me and pushed me back so I had to sit on the bench along the back of the small cubicle. With a grin she stepped out of her shoes, dropping her height by at least four inches.
Still smiling at me, she lifted one foot, resting it on my hard cock inside my sweat pants, as she unfolded what turned out to be purple stockings. She stood in front of me, her foot gently teasing my cock as she rolled one of the stockings into a doughnut, and then lifted her foot off my crotch and pulled the material over her foot. She pressed her foot into my crotch and leaned down to grab my hands. She lifted them to her ankle and used her hands to stroke mine up her legs, unrolling the stocking inch by inch up her leg until my hands were stroking the very top of the stocking and her thigh, my fingers only inches from her pussy. She handed me the other stocking, moving the other foot to my crotch as she coaxed me to roll the stocking as she had the first one. When I had it sufficiently rolled, she lifted her foot and let me put the stocking on it, setting her foot back on my cock while I slowly unrolled the stocking up her other leg.
I was about to pull my hands away, the stocking rolled all the way to the top of her thigh, when her hands captured mine. "Don't be in a rush," she cooed softly, pulling my hand toward her pussy and gently teasing my fingers across her dripping wet lips. "Now the bustier," she said, moving her foot and turning around to face away from me. "Just reach around me with it." She coaxed quietly, standing with her bare back and ass toward me. She lifted her arms, waiting for me to stand up and put the bustier around her body.
What the hell? I thought as I unclipped the material from the hanger and stood up behind her. I reached around her with the material in one hand, stretching the other around to grasp it and gently lay it across her stomach. As I pulled the material around her, she lowered her arms, slipping her hands between us and finding my hardon through my sweat pants.
"It is big, isn't it?" she cooed softly as she let go of my cock while I worked on the zipper up the back of her bustier, and moved her hands to my sweat pants, pushing them down as far as she could reach, exposing my cock. She moved her hands back to my cock, teasing it with her finger tips as I finally zipped the purple material up. "Now, you need to fasten the stockings," she said with a grin, turning to face me, her tits now supported by the bustier. "The easiest way is to kneel down so you can see."
"Uh yeah. I guess." I answered a little nervously, unsure exactly what Amanda had told this woman. I knelt down in front of her and reached for the clip on one of the ribbons hanging down, trying to gently clip it to her silk stockings without ripping anything. It took me almost a full minute to figure out how the clip worked, after which she turned and showed me her ass to do the back one. She bent over, her feet about a foot apart, her pussy pushing out at me between her legs as she waited for me to clip the back of the stocking to the ribbon hanging down.
"You like what you see?" She asked as I worked on the clip.
"What's not to like?" I answered.
"Good. That's good. When you get done with that one, go ahead and clip the other while you're back there."
"Sure." I answered with a shrug, finishing one clip and then moving to the other.
"You don't have to be afraid to touch. Touch anything you want," she coaxed, clearly wanting me to play with her pussy.
I clipped the second stocking and then let my finger gently tease across her lips. For several seconds before she turned to face me, lifting her foot and resting it on the bench behind me so that her pussy was inches from my face. I reached up and clipped the stocking into the ribbon and looked up at her.
"Are you all turned on really good?" She asked softly, her hands moving to her tits. "She said you got really turned on with lingerie. I hope this helps."
"Oh yeah." I answered. "Definitely a turn on."
"Good, good! I want you as excited as possible, it'll help you try to climax," she said, sounding and looking quite nervous as she bent over and pulled my sweat pants back up.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Your girlfriend explained it all to me. You know, I've owned this shop for twelve years and I've never done anything even remotely like this," she said as she pushed the dressing room curtain back, looked around quickly and then sort of tiptoed out, pulling me by the hand, as if she were sneaking down to peek at Santa or something. She led me across the store to a large rack that ran parallel to the front of the store, the rack of dresses the only thing between her half naked body and big plate glass windows. "I think this'll do perfect!" She said, squatting down on the floor in front of me. She reached for my sweats and pulled them down to my knees, freeing my rock hard cock. I watched her lick her lips briefly as she reached for my cock with both hands, wrapped them around it and then leaned her face toward me.
"Oh damn." I groaned as she closed her hot mouth around my engorged head and started to slowly bob her face on and off my shaft, her hands sliding on my shaft in time with her mouth. I looked around for Amanda, and saw her standing against the wall, watching the two of us, a finger pushed into her pussy through the panties.
After only two or three minutes sucking my rock hard cock, Elaine stood up, looked around nervously and then turned to face the store windows, grabbing the rack in front of her with both hands and bent over, pushing her ass out at me like Mandy had. "Go ahead. I'm ready," she said quietly, wiggling her ass at me.
"You want me to screw you?" I asked, still a bit confused.
"That's usually how it goes, right? I mean if you wanna come this way."
"Yeah, sure." I answered, stepping up closer to her. I rubbed my head up and down her wet pussy lips and then pushed into her, my saliva lubricated cock sliding easily into her already very wet tunnel. I held her hips and started stroking in and out of her, driving my cock into her over and over as the occasional person walked past the front of the store. I wondered if they didn't see or just didn't notice a couple fucking only a dozen feet from them, but it really didn't matter because I had no plans on stopping.
In and out I stroked, my mushroom head teasing the length of her tunnel as I stroked back until my head almost popped out before jamming quickly back in to bang against the end of her. Rhythmically I stroked for one, two then three minutes, her moans growing louder by the moment as her climax inched closer, as well as mine.
"I'm gonna come." I grunted when I really couldn't hold back any longer.
"Do it! That's it! DO IT!" She cried loudly as her legs started to tremble and her pussy started spasming around my rigid shaft. "OH GOD I'm COOOOOOMMMMMMIIIIINNNNGGGG!" She cried as my body jerked the first time, jamming my cock into her and almost tipping over the rack she was holding onto. My body bucked half a dozen times, each time squirting a powerful jet of cum deep into her pussy.
"Oh damn." I panted as I stood there, my cock twitching gently inside her, her pussy still occasionally clenching around my now softening shaft.
"Ohhhh that felt like it was hard." She panted as well.
"Oh yeah." I answered between breaths.
She pushed herself upright, pulling off my cock and turned to face me. "I guess now that we fucked it'd be alright to kiss you, wouldn't it?" She asked quietly, reaching one hand up to my neck and tentatively pulling her face toward mine. "I mean she wouldn't mind too much would she?"
"She?"
"You're girlfriend."
"Given what we just did, I think she would find a kiss a minor issue." I answered her.
"Good," she said, pulling my face closer and pressing her full red lips against mine. We stood there, in full view of anyone who might walk by or walk into the store, kissing sensuously for several minutes before she pulled away. "Why don't you fix your pants while I go get dressed?" she whispered.
"Um. Sure." I answered.
She smiled at me and started back toward the back of the store. "And tell your girlfriend that if she promises to wear that outfit all the way home like that, that she can have it for free. Maybe even stop on the way home in a parking lot for some more fun?"
"Uh, maybe!" I answered as I watched her naked ass walk back toward the dressing rooms, my cum leaking down her legs as she walked.
I pulled my pants up and walked to where Amanda was standing, one hand still gently massaging one of her breasts as she stood there panting. "God that was a turn on, watching you fucking her like that." She breathed.
"Maybe you can explain what that was all about?"
"Well... I sorta told a story to try to keep her from calling the cops. I didn't expect her to do that though," she said, barely above a whisper.
"A story? Just what kind of a story?"
"I told her that your wife died some months ago and you hadn't been able to come since then. But that you had always been turned on by the risk of getting caught having sex in a public place, so we were doing it to try to get you to come again. How was I to know she'd feel sorry for you and try to help?" Amanda said, trying hard to suppress her giggling little laugh.
"Well, just for that, why don't you just wear that home? ONLY that!" I said firmly.
"It's awful chilly out there, but I might just do that. As long as you promise to fuck me again before we get home. I bet I can find a parking lot that will do!"
"I bet you can." I said, shaking my head.
It took us only a few more minutes to collect our clothes and walk out of the store. I felt pretty conspicuous walking next to Amanda, practically nude and attracting quite a few stares. We did stop on the way home and found that it was extremely difficult to have sex in a small car, but we managed. That particular outfit led to quite a few intense love making sessions over the next couple weeks.
Unfortunately, as I grew stronger it signaled that our time together this way was also coming to an end. She was going to have to make a decision in a very few days, to stay or to. I asked her to stay, but left it ultimately to her. She was half my age and had a whole career ahead of her while I was close to retirement. I really did NOT want her to go. I wasn't sure if she loved me, but I knew that I had grown very fond of her and I would have to say what I felt was definitely bordering on love. When we made love, even the most energetic session always turned sweet and gentle and soft at the end as we shared an emotional connection. I thought that might be enough. It might convince her to stay with me.



We spent our last day together naked, making love as many times as we could. She promised to come visit as often as she could, but we both knew that as a live-in she really didn't have many opportunities. I accepted that once again I had fallen in love with a person I wasn't able to be with. We kissed goodbye lovingly at her car before she drove off and mostly out of my life. We talked and called each other frequently that first few days, and then, as I suspected, the calls grew less frequent and text messages frequently went unanswered as the demands of whoever her new patient was overtook her life.
Again I was alone. I was back working, so I had something to keep me busy, but I was alone. About a million times I picked up my phone to call Julie, and then put it down again. If she wanted contact, she'd call or text. I hadn't seen her since the hospital. I'd asked the nurse giving me a sponge bath, how long she'd been there, and was told that Julie showed up the second day I was in the hospital and spent the bulk of every day and night sitting in that chair next to my bed until I woke up, disappearing the day after I awoke. I remembered little about my stay in that hospital, but I do remember our goodbye. A short hug, a kiss on the cheek and a "Take care of yourself". Then she was gone.
Spring sprung and the world was turning green again. The spring flowers coming up in the flower beds my wife planted were bright and cheerful but, in many ways for me, provided the opposite stimulus. They served to remind me of what I had lost, as so much did around the house. I was seriously considering moving to a new house, just to try and get away from the daily reminders of her.
I called Elaine, from the lingerie shop and we went out a few times, but there really wasn't a connection there. Oh the sex was good, including once in a movie theater. She seemed to think that the only way for me to climax was to do it practically in public, which was interesting, but I would have been just as content in my bedroom for now. My wife and I had a very active sex life, as did my short relationship with Amanda, but dating again just wasn't going over well. In retrospect I wasn't sure I'd really loved Amanda, or that she had loved me. But for both of us it was a mutually satisfying physical and emotional relationship. It served to help me heal, and for that I will always thank Amanda. But reality being what it was, she wouldn't have ever been happy being with me long term. I'd continue to age and soon be unable to provide that kind of sexual relationship, so it was just as well that she moved on. At least that's what I told myself half a dozen times a day when I thought about her.
Now I don't want you to think that just because my wife was gone that life was easy to go on with. She was my partner in life for so many years that every time I turned around I felt like I'd see her. Maybe that's why it was so hard to bring a date home for anything, including sex. I had a few times with people I'd met on one of the many dating sites, but for some reason, I always felt guilty afterwards. No, dates and sex were definitely better elsewhere. In fact, I was starting to seriously think that maybe living elsewhere would be a good thing for me to do. Sell the house and move. I don't know where to, but somewhere. Money wasn't a problem. The insurance paid off all the bills. All I had was the usual monthly stuff like electric and cable TV, and a few lingering bills for my long medical treatment.
I had to admit that after so long away from work, that I just didn't enjoy it the way I had before. After thirty years with the company I was eligible to retire. I could probably even afford it if I was carful with my expenses. It was definitely something to think about. Maybe I could find a place on a lake somewhere and spend my twilight years fishing and relaxing.
I pulled into the driveway and parked. It was easy to see the lake through the trees, even though it was the middle of the summer. The pine trees that had been so small when I was a child were now approaching a hundred feet tall, or so it felt, with trunks better than a foot across. I could see a few boats running up and down the lake as I stood next to the car, the boat hooked on behind, pointed at the lake almost as if it were eager to get back into the familiar waters. I would have liked to stand and look longer, but I had to get the car turned around in the tight confines and get out of the way of the truck that should be following behind any minute.
I climbed back in and after several attempts managed to get the boat and car turned around and parked with the boat trailer on the little road that ran past the garage, heading down to the landing. It was tempting to just go ahead and back all the way down and drop the boat in the water, but there was too much to do right now. That would have to wait.
I walked to the door of the house and unlocked the knob and deadbolt and stepped into the empty house. I walked around slowly, even my soft steps echoing off the bare walls. I walked to the curtain separating the laundry area from the hallway, the long bamboo slats tied together with strings woven around and between the slats leaving slight gaps between the half inch wide bamboo strips. The strings were starting to decay, but then after more than fifty years what would you expect. It still brought back so many memories. I had no intention of replacing it.
I heard the truck and walked back out, watching the huge orange moving van try in vain to get turned around and fit between the huge pine trees to back down the narrow drive. I'd warned them that it would be difficult, if not impossible, but they assured me that their drivers were the best and could get into anyplace. Well, this wasn't just anyplace, and no, he wasn't going to get into here unless I cut down half a dozen fifty plus year old pines. After much arguing and shouting between the driver and his assistant, they parked on the road and resigned themselves to hauling my belongings down the driveway by hand.
I guess you have to be careful what you wish for. I wanted a place on the lake. I just didn't know it was going to end up being THIS lake! My mom didn't want to stay here any longer, which I understood. Too many memories she said. Boy did I understand that! After much discussion with my brother and sister it was decided. I'd buy the place and keep it in the family.
My mom moved out only a few short weeks ago, now settled in a nice apartment in town less than fifteen miles away. It was a retirement kinda place, so she was already meeting many new people and making friends. I was glad to see her happy there.
I looked across at Julie's place, not having talked to her since the accident. I'd texted several times and called, only to have my calls unanswered. After several attempts I stopped trying, giving her the space I suspected she wanted. I hoped that my moving in wasn't going to cause problems. I still loved her, but I was also man enough to accept her unspoken request to not pursue the issue further.
It took the rest of the day to move my stuff into the house and another day unpacking enough for me to feel like I could survive. I had a bed, a kitchen, a living room, and lots and lots of boxes stacked everywhere. I needed a break, badly! And I couldn't think of a better way to take one than to put the boat in the water and take a little ride. I changed into my swim suit, launched the boat and climbed in. For a change I wasn't in a hurry. Not like when I head out fishing, wanting to get there and get started. It was middle of the day in the middle of the summer. Not really prime fishing time anyway. No, this was a leisurely cruise to just enjoy the day, watch the tubers and water skiers fly past and...well...relax!
It wasn't too long and I was making the long slow curve around the southern point that then opened up toward the lower dam. I couldn't help but remember Julie and I laying in the bow of this same boat, anchored right about here, watching fireworks whilst naked, after having our own fireworks. Yeah, it was a pleasant thought, and one that I realized, was vivid enough to cause a significant bulge in my suit. I wondered briefly how dating up here was going to be, if there were even any good looking available women in this neck of the woods.
I rolled the boat into a long slow turn, soon headed back the way I came, running across that same spot again. With a grin to myself, I untied my swim suit waistband and wiggled my suit down as I sat in the driver seat, feeling more than a little bit naughty driving the boat naked, bringing back memories of doing so with Julie. It made me want her hand in my lap, like it had been more than once in the past, but I resigned myself to that not happening again. I eased the boat up to the dock, not really caring if a passing boat saw me naked as I walked around the dock to tie up, and then headed up to the house, knowing that there wasn't anyone there to care if I was naked or not.
It was a long week. I was so used to having things to think about at work, even on vacation, that at the moment I was at a loss what to do. I always had things planned, or in the works, to deal with when I got back. Now retired, well, I wasn't sure what to do with myself. I looked around the property and started identifying tasks to do. The boat garage needed a new roof, the dock could stand some updating and repair, there were several trees that looked like they were on their last legs. Yeah, there was going to be plenty to do, I decided. That roof would be a good place to start!
Okay. I'll admit it right up front. I'm an idiot. Now that we got that out in the open... Just how big of an idiot do you have to be to shingle a roof on a July day? Apparently as big as I am. It was only ten in the morning and I had the back of the roof completely stripped down, along with me, down to only a pair of cargo pocket work shorts and my tool belt. I was ready to start laying paper and shingles, but the sun had cleared the tall pines and was beating mercilessly on me. No, it wasn't like a hundred degree Missouri day, but at eighty, it was DAMN hot in the sun. I climbed down off the roof, threw my tool belt on the picnic table and headed into the house to change into my swim suit.
"Now this is MUCH better!" I said out loud to myself as I lay back in the shallow water on the sandy point in front of Julie's place, letting the cool water soak away the heat I'd absorbed standing on the roof. "I gotta remember. I'm retired. I'm not supposed to work so hard."
As I lay there I couldn't help but think about how sexy Julie had been, laying in that yellow bikini on the deck, her skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat from the sun, the sound of the waves lapping the shore below her. Oh yeah, that was one hell of a view. In my mind I couldn't help but untie that yellow top and pull it off, exposing her big breasts and hard nipples. I looked around and thought for second about who might be able to see me, decided no one, and untied the string of my suit, pushing it down my legs to my knees before laying back again to float in the water. I grabbed my cock and started to slowly stroke myself under the water as my mind reached for the strings of the bikini bottom, and untied them, slipping the tiny bit of yellow off her pussy and letting it lay between her legs. I lowered myself down over her and gently kissed each hard nipple, working my kisses from breast to breast, sucking and kissing every inch of them before she reached between us for my cock with one hand, the other hand pulling on my ass with her fingers to pull me down toward her. In my mind I could feel my cock slipping into her, sliding into her hot wet tunnel, a moan escaping my lips as I imagined my cock sliding in and out of her incredibly sexy pussy, my engorged head teasing her closer to climax with each stroke.
I could hear her moan in my ear as I pumped myself in and out of her, driving my cock deep into her hot wet tunnel as I grew closer and closer to coming. I arched my back as I felt the tingle of climax start to spread through my body, my hips pushing up and lifting my cock out of the shallow water as my hand stroked up and over my head over and over again, my mind imagining her soft wet pussy. "FUCK!" I grunted loudly as the first shot of cum lanced up into the air, splattering on my own face. The second powerful shot hit my chest and the remaining half dozen landed on my chest and stomach before I pulled my hand from my own cock and used some lake water to wipe my face off. "God I needed that." I muttered as I rolled over in the water to rinse myself off.
"Too bad it was wasted on the lake." I heard a female voice say from the water.
"Huh!?" I exclaimed in surprise, looking around and seeing a woman floating on a large foam pad not thirty feet from me.
"I said too bad it was wasted on the lake. Looked like you were enjoying yourself so I didn't want to interrupt," she said as she floated on the blue foam pad, filling out a rather conservative one piece bathing suit with a really significantly sized chest and other ample curves.
"Sorry. I didn't know anyone else was around." I apologized, wondering how I was going to get my suit pulled back up again without exposing myself again to her, which became more of an issue as she started paddling herself closer to me.
"You don't have to apologize. I certainly wasn't complaining. I'm not sure I'd be brave enough to lay there naked and jack off, but damn, it was good looking."
"I really didn't know anyone else was around." I said a bit shyly.
"I can tell. It's a week day. I wouldn't have expected to find too many people around the lake either, not like a weekend," she said as she paddled closer.
"Yeah. I was just cooling off a bit." I mumbled as she stopped paddling, floating only a half dozen feet from me as I lay face down in the water, propping myself up on my elbows.
"I haven't seen you around before, have I?" She asked, lifting her sunglasses to look at me with a pair of deep green eyes.
"No. Just moved in actually." I answered.
"Ohhhhh! You must be Michael! I heard that one of her kids was going to move in. I'm Lily. I live just over there," she said pointing behind her toward the house on the other side of Julie's place. "I guess we're going to be neighbors."
"Um. Hi." I said sheepishly. "Not the best way to meet your neighbors I guess." I said uncomfortably.
"Oh I don't know. I kinda enjoyed the view," she said with a soft laugh. "Of course, I don't think you're getting up any time soon, are you?"
"Well, not without figuring out how to get my suit pulled back up." I said with a frown.
"Oh? You mean that suit?" She asked pointing toward my dock. I looked over and saw my suit, which must have come off when I was jacking off, floating on the small waves toward the dock twenty or so feet away.
"OH damn!" I mumbled.
"That's okay. I'll get it. I was about ready to get wet again anyway," she said as she slid off the foam mat to stand in the barely knee deep water. She waded deeper and then swam over to my suit, grabbed it and swam back as gracefully as you can with one hand full of swim suit. "You know, this is a pretty interesting situation. I seem to have your swim suit and you have...well your birthday suit. I wonder if I should exploit this situation. I mean I wouldn't mind seeing you like that again, up close and all."
"You wouldn't really do that, would you?" I asked in shock.
She smiled and walked over by me and sat down in the water only a couple feet from me. "That all depends. Just exactly who were you undressing from what?" She asked softly, smiling sweetly at me but holding my swim suit on the other side of her so I couldn't easily get it.
I stayed silent, partly trying to figure out how to answer her without implicating Julie. "Just a friend wearing a bikini." I finally answered.
"Ahhh. That explains it. I heard you say you loved her big tits as you were stroking yourself. I guess you like big breasts?" She asked pretty bluntly.
"If you have to know. Yes. Now can I have my suit back?"
"I don't know. I suppose I could let you have it, if you stand up for me."
"You really wanna see me that bad?"
"Honey, I haven't seen naked cock in person in months. Of COURSE I wanna see it again! But that doesn't mean you have to put your suit on and leave," she said, reaching over and holding my suit out where I could reach it. I took the suit from her and then sighed. I hadn't had any sex in several weeks, and had no prospects. What the hell could it hurt to let her see me again? I rolled onto my back and lay there in the foot deep water, my cock completely exposed to her as she sat in the sand next to me. "Mmmmm nice. May I?" She asked as she reached for me and gently grasped my soft cock in her hand before I could even answer. She teased it gently as I lay there, surprised at just how forward she was being. "Nice. Very nice," she whispered as she stroked my hardening cock.
"So, do you plan on doing something with it? Or just teasing me hard again?"
"I haven't decided." She answered with a grin. "What if I did? Wanna do something with it that is?"
"I don't know. I don't hardly know you or anything."
"What's to know? We're neighbors, we're both currently unattached, we're both here and clearly both horny!" she said as her hand continued to stroke my shaft.
"Well, I suppose that covers the most immediate issues." I said, getting quite turned on again by her actions. "But if you plan on doing anything about it I think you should be as dressed as I am."
"That, sweetie, is in your hands. Feel free," she said with a smile, taking my swim suit from my hand and tossing it toward shore where it landed with a wet slap against the riprap.
"Well, okay, I will." I said, rolling on my side to reach up to her and gently slid the shoulder loops of her suit off her shoulders. "Just how big are these?" I asked as I gently tugged the suit down, peeling it down her very large breasts until both flopped out completely exposed, her big round areola puckered and her nipples rock hard.
"Thirty eight G!" She whispered as I leaned my face toward the closest tit and closed my lips around her rock hard nipple. I sucked it into my mouth along with a significant portion of her areola, teasing my tongue around and around the hard nub, drawing a gasp of pleasure from her. "Ohhhh my yesssss!" she sighed softly, her hand stroking my cock more gently and slowly as I let go of her nipple and began kissing my way across her chest to her other breast. She lay back in the water, holding herself up on one elbow while her other hand continued to stroke my cock. I spent several long slow minutes teasing first one and then the other, circling her nipples with my tongue and pulling them gently with my lips.
After some time I let my hand start pulling her suit down again, allowing her to lift herself to help me get it off her body. When I had it pushed to her thighs and almost her whole body exposed, she pulled her legs up and quickly stripped the suit down the rest of the way, tossing it toward shore next to mine. She put her legs down and spread them for me, allowing my hand under the water to tease her full fat lips, slipping easily into her heavily lubricated pussy.
"You are turned on." I whispered as I pulled my face from her breasts.
"Uh huh," she breathed raggedly as I stroked my finger up and down her pussy, dragging it across her clit. "So turned on." Came out as almost a moan.
I rolled over on top of her in the shallow water, sliding my cock between her legs as I held myself over her. She kept her hand on my cock and gently pulled me by it, guiding me toward her pussy until I felt my head press against her fat full pussy. She spread her legs wide and withdrew her hand, laying back in the water even father so she could use both hands on her knees, pulling her pussy even farther apart.



I pressed forward and slipped easily into her, concerned about the lake washing away her lubrication, but apparently without merit. I held myself over her and started stroking in and out of her, her hips rocking in time with my strokes, my thighs making little splashes each time I slapped against her in the shallow water. We were making larger waves than mother nature as I started pounding harder into her, driving my cock fully into her with each stroke, her moans and cries of pleasure growing with each passing minute.
"I'm going to come," she moaned loudly. "OH god I'm going to come."
"Uh huh. Me too." I grunted, knowing I was only moments from the same ending.
"DO IT! She cried surprisingly loudly. "FUCK MEEEEEE!" She cried as her whole body suddenly jerked and spasmed. "OHHHHHH FUCK YESSSS!"
"UHG" I grunted as I felt her pussy clench hard around my shaft, resisting my attempts to keep stroking, the sudden change in pressure sending me over the top. My body, like hers, spasmed hard, jamming my cock deep into her and unloading a gush of cum. "FUCK!" I grunted, feeling her pussy contract again around me as my spurting cock jerked in her again, adding more to the cum I was already leaving. A full half dozen times more I pumped into her, practically collapsing on top of her in the water as I panted for breath, my buried cock still twitching and presumably leaking more cum into her still spasming pussy.
"Jesus!" She breathed heavily, letting go of her legs to slide them down, trapping my softening cock inside her as I lay on top of her. "Now that was a fuck!" She panted.
"Glad you approved." I answered as I felt my softening cock slip from her. I started to roll off of her but her arms trapped me.
"Don't be in a hurry. I'm kinda enjoying this!" She said with a smile.
"Okay." I answered, letting my body lay back on her, her huge tits smooshed against my chest.
"You are one hell of a tease. I loved how gentle you were with my nipples. If you'd have kept doing that much longer I might have come just from that."
"Good to know."
"Oh? Why? Planning on having another go some time?" She asked with raised eyebrows.
"I didn't mean...I mean. I don't want to assume... Oh fuck" I muttered as she started giggling.
"Honey, if you didn't want to come back I'd have been offended, or at least disappointed. But we are neighbors. I suppose we should be somewhat cautious."
"We're laying in the lake completely naked, boats going by and who knows looking from wherever and you want to suddenly be cautious?"
"Well, let's face it. All they can see is your ass as long as we're this way," she said with a giggle.
I rolled my eyes and rolled off of her into the water. "Unreal!" I finally said.
"I've been told I have a horrible sense of humor."
"It would seem." I answered.
"So. Just so I know. If I find you out here again, naked or not, is that an invitation to come over and play?"
"You want to?"
"Oh, I'd say I do. Who knows, maybe I'll find some way to return the sweet view you gave me earlier," she said as she pushed herself up. She walked over, picked up her suit and collected her blue float that had washed up on shore a few feet way. She blew me a kiss and then walked down the shoreline, completely naked, her full round ass swinging sexily the blue float blocking any view of her nakedness from the lake side. I waited until she was out of sight before I collected my suit and hiked up the hill to the house, realizing I was quite hungry.
Lunch, a nap. Ahhhh yes. Unfortunately by late afternoon it was time to climb back onto the roof. I pulled my work boots and shorts back on, deciding to be daring and leave my underwear off. I mean who's going to see anyway? I put my tool belt back on and headed back to the roof to start laying paper. I worked right though dinner, making good progress and not really wanting to stop, not to mention I didn't have anything for dinner planned. I finally climbed down at almost eight, when the damn mosquitos came out in force as the sun dropped to the horizon. I suppose I could have put some deet on and stayed out another half, hour, but to be honest I was getting tired, my back hurt from bending over and hell... I was retired!
I headed into the house for a quick shower, a fresh change of clothes and thoughts of food. It was a half hour drive to get fast food, or I could go down to the local tavern and get something there, or there was a nice little sit down joint about ten minutes away. I was still making up my mind when I heard the knock on the door.
"Hi. I thought I'd bring a little house warming present!" Lily said, holding a plate of cookies out for me as she stood in front of the door.
"Oh. Yeah. Thanks!" I answered, taking the plate of chocolate chip cookies from her. "You wanna come in?"
"I'd love to!" She said, slipping her hands behind her back and giving a little grin and shrug that seemed almost bashful. I let her step past me, checking out how sexy she looked in the snug green dress, the green almost the same color as her incredibly sexy eyes. It was a light weight dress, maybe cotton or something similar, sleeveless with little green buttons running up the front from the hem to where the V neck dove down between her two breasts. I had little doubt that she had forgone the bra the way her nipples showed through the thin material, not to mention the way they bounced and wiggled with each step of her high heels.
"So, I see you were working on the roof?" She asked sweetly.
"Uh yeah. It was getting pretty bad. I probably should have done it several years ago." I said a little stupidly.
"So, what are you doing tonight? Too dark to roof now, isn't it?"
"Well, actually, I didn't feel like cooking so I was going to go down to that little greasy spoon down the highway for something to eat."
"Oh. Okay. I guess I could let you go," she said turning for the door hesitantly.
"Uh, would you like to go along?" I asked suddenly.
"I already had dinner, but... Yeah, if you want some company I'd be happy to come along," she answered, looking up and at me brightly, a wide smile coming to her slightly lipsticked lips.
"Okay then." I said, picking up my car keys and stepping to the door. I held the door open for her to go out and then pulled it closed and locked it behind myself before leading her to my Chevy Traverse. I unlocked the passenger door with the remote and then opened it for her, holding it as she sat down in the leather bucket seat, her dress sliding up even higher than the middle of her thigh where it was when she was standing. She seemed to pause a few moments before swinging one leg up and in, her legs splaying apart for a few moments, her completely shaved bare pussy glistening at me before she swung the other leg in. I closed the door behind her and walked around to the driver's side and slipped into the seat.
"So, you having a good day?" She asked sweetly, her knees pressed together, but the dress hem up almost to her crotch.
"It's been different." I admitted as I started my car up. I pulled out onto the road and started down the twisting river front road that followed the shoreline to the main highway. As I drove I couldn't help but look over at her in the passenger seat, illuminated by the bright LCD screen in the middle of the dash. As I drove she teased her fingers up and down the neckline of her dress, sliding from her neck down to the top button, popping it open after several trips up and down. She continued to slide the fingers of her right hand up and down the material, teasing them down to the next button and then back up again. Up and down her fingers went, again, popping the next button open after several trips. Each button exposed a little more of her breasts, my cock getting harder in my shorts with each open button. I turned onto the highway with four buttons open on her dress, her fingers still teasing up and down the dress.
"You enjoying the view?" She asked seductively as she flicked another button open, this time her fingers pulling the top of the dress apart, letting her right breast slip completely out of the dress. "Oops!" She said with a giggle. "Guess I slipped out."
"So it seems." I answered.
She reached down to the next button and teased it open as well, pushing the material apart and letting her left breast join the first. "Oh dear," she giggled. "Seems like both of them want out."
"I'm not about to complain." I answered honestly trying to watch her tease her own breasts and drive at the same time.
"Just don't get in an accident. It'd be hard to explain why my boobs are hanging out."
"Yeah, it would." I agreed. "But I'm still not complaining. Just wondering. How did you know I was such a tit man?"
"Oh sweetie. That's easy. All I had to do was look at your eyes as you peeled my swim suit down off of them. You looked like a kid getting a new bike at Christmas!" She said with a laugh.
"Well, yeah, I suppose I did stare a little." I chuckled a little sheepishly as I slowed down to turn into the parking lot of the little greasy spoon. "I suppose you should put those away for now though."
"Do you really want me too?" She asked, pulling the top of the dress as far apart as the still buttoned portion would allow, twisting toward me in her seat and wiggling her shoulders to make her monster tits shake and wiggle in front of me.
"Hell no! But I think it would be the prudent thing to do." I said as I pulled into a parking space and turned the engine off.
"If you insist," she said with a soft sigh, pretending to be disappointed. At least I thought she was pretending. She tucked her breasts back into the dress and buttoned it back in place. I got out, walked around and opened her door. "Thank you kind sir!" she said with a grin, swinging her legs out and then sliding off the seat so her dress pulled all the way to her waist before sliding back down as she stood up.
"Nice." I said with a grin. "I hope you don't mind me checking that out more later."
"If you didn't, I'd be disappointed," she said as I closed the car door behind her. She hooked her arm in mine as I walked to the front door, allowing her to step in as I held it open. "Not used to having a gentleman for a date," she said quietly with a smile as we stepped into the dimly lit little diner. There was a typical bar and a long row of booths down one wall.
"Sit anywhere you want!" The waitress called from behind the counter as she went back to pouring a cup of coffee for one of the few patrons that were in the little joint.
"Come on." Lily said, taking my hand and drawing me along as she walked down the length of the aisle to the very last booth. She slipped into the bench facing toward the door and pulled me along with her, drawing me into the same bench as she was.
We weren't sitting very long before the waitress walked down the aisle to us and set silverware on the table in front of us and set down two menus. "So, can I get you something to drink?" She asked, pulling her pad out of her little apron.
"Uh. Yah. How about a coke." I said.
"Just water with lemon please." Lily answered.
"Be right back," she said, turning and walking away.
"I wonder what's good here." I said as I picked up the menu and started looking at it.
"Actually, they make a mean philly cheese steak and their mushroom burger isn't half bad either."
"Well, philly cheese steak it is then." I said as the waitress came back with our drinks. She took my order and Lily just ordered a plate of fries for a snack.
When the waitress was gone Lily whispered to me, "Wanna be naughty?"
"Naughty how?"
"Put your hand in my lap," she whispered with a grin.
I slid my hand over to her lap and felt bare skin on her leg, and slid my hand up her thigh until my fingers pressed against her bare pussy lips. I glanced down into her lap and saw that her dress was unbuttoned all the way to her waist and spread apart so she was completely exposed under the table. She spread her legs apart so that I had better access and then moved her hand to my lap, her fingers deftly working on my belt. I felt extremely nervous as her fingers undid the snap on my cargo shorts and then unzipped them. "Really?" I asked as she wormed her hand into my boxer briefs and wrapped around my fat cock.
"Oh yeah. I wonder if I can get you off without the waitress noticing," she whispered with a giggle.
"I highly doubt it, and even if you did, it'd make one hell of a mess."
"True, but it might still be fun to try," she said with a pout, "Unless you don't want to play."
I sighed softly, her hand pulling mine tighter to her wet pussy. "If you want to play, fine. But let's keep the really big stuff for later, okay?"
"Okay." She answered, her left hand moving from where it trapped mine against her. "I wonder how many of these I can open before anyone sees?" She whispered, teasing another button open.
"Oh I don't know. Why not just take it all the way off and show everyone?" I said a little frustrated.
"Ohhhh don't get sore. The whole idea is to tease and play. I don't necessarily want anyone to see but you, but I want to tease the shit out of you. You have to admit, it's turning you on."
"Why do I have to admit that?"
"Cuz my hand is wet from the pre-cum that's drooling from your really excited dick. Your words may be saying no, but your cock says go for it!"
"I really gotta stop thinking with my cock." I muttered more to myself than anyone else. By the time the waitress brought our food, Lily had better than half her dress undone and was leaning toward the table to hide the fact that her tits were partially exposed. As soon as she set down the plates and walked away, Lily leaned back again and used one hand to tease her own nipples up under the dress.
I was pretty hungry, and gobbled down the sandwich surprisingly fast. I had barely finished when Lily whispered to me. "I wanna get fucked again."
"I got that idea." I answered back.
"No. I mean it. I really want to get fucked right now! I'm so damn turned on that my pussy is leaking all over the seat."
"So what, you want me to just bend you over the table and fuck you here? No. I don't think that's a good idea."
"So, let's go to the car and do it then."
"Well, at least button your dress up." I said as I picked up the check from the table. I was about to get up when I remembered my pants were still undone, and quickly closed them up when I thought no one was looking. "Come on horn dog!" I said as I slid out of the bench and walked to the bar to pay the tab. Lily stood next to me, her hand playing with my butt as I paid the bill, removing it only when she thought someone was looking our way, which was only two people besides the waitress and the cook in the back.
She followed me out and I opened the car door for her once again. By the time I got around the car and climbed in, she had her dress completely unbuttoned. She reached across the center console and started undoing my pants.
"Here?"
"OH god yes. Here. Now." She breathed, pulling the front of my pants open and then trying to push them down. "Haven't you ever fucked in a car?"
"Not since I was a kid. You know it would be a lot more comfortable in bed."
"Wouldn't be the same. We can fuck in bed anytime. If you really wanna live you gotta fuck when the mood strikes, and believe me, I'm in the mood!"
"I get that idea." I answered, relenting and helping her push my pants down to my knees, leaving my rock hard cock completely exposed. She leaned down over the console and engulfed my cock with her hot mouth, sucking and slurping it as she reached down between the door and the side of the seat to find the power seat switch. She sucked and licked my engorged head as she motored my chair back and tilted it back considerably.
"Far enough," she said, pulling her mouth off my cock. She gingerly climbed across the console onto my lap, facing me, her huge tits pushed out at my face as she reached between us to grasp my cock. I felt her rub my head across her lips before dropping quickly down my shaft. "OHHHH Fuck yes!" She moaned loudly as my cock disappeared up into her, her velvety soft tunnel seeming to gobble my fat shaft up as she pushed herself down it.
She reached for my hands and pulled them to her tits as she began bouncing up and down on me, the car rocking gently and obviously, her ass bumping the steering wheel each time she dropped her sexy body down my stiff rod. "Oh god oh god oh god." She mumbled over and over as she rode up and down, my hands holding her big tits as they tried to bounce, my fingers and thumbs gently squeezing and twisting her rock hard nipples.
I could feel her pussy clench around me as her climax started, her breathing ragged but her bouncing on my cock not slowing, but going even faster. "OH FUCK! Come with me sweetie. Come in my hot pussy!" She moaned loudly.
"Uh huh." Was all I could say as I felt my own orgasm building quickly, partly from the teasing and partly from watching her sexy tits bounce in my hands as we fucked right in front of the greasy spoon.
Up and down she went, coaxing me with her body and with her words to come with her, her climax seeming to go on forever.
"Shit!" I grunted as my body convulsed, lifting her and pumping a huge gush of cum up into her. Her ass hit the horn button in the middle of the steering wheel not once, but twice as she continued to bounce on my spurting cock.
"Ohhh fuck yessss!" She said in a surprisingly soft voice as she stopped her strokes and sat on me, my cock still twitching and jumping inside her spasming tunnel. "OH my god I can't believe I came so long."
"Me either." I answered as she lowered herself down on top of me, her tits pushing into my face.
"Oh my god Michael. I can't believe your wife let you get away!" She gasped as she lowered her face toward mine to kiss me.
I tensed up and she froze in place, feeling my body go stiff as a board. "What? What did I say?" She asked, looking down at me from inches away.
"My wife didn't let me get away. She was killed on the way up here when my dad had the stroke." I said, my voice a horse whisper.
"Ohhhhh my god. I'm so sorry! I didn't know. Oh lord. Please forgive me. I didn't know." She practically begged.
"I know." I answered, moving my hands to her shoulders to coax her off of me. She gently climbed back over the console and sat in the passenger seat with her dress still wide open. I motored my seat back up where it needed to be for me to drive and started the car, not even bothering to pull my shorts up.
I backed out of the spot and drove home, both of us silent until I pulled into her driveway. "I'm so sorry. I had no idea," she said practically in tears. "Here I was trying to make you feel playful and naughty and everything and then I go and ruin it by saying something so stupid and insensitive!" She said before sniffing and wiping tears that were running down her cheeks.
"It's okay. You didn't know." I said quietly.
"But...I should have. I didn't mean to bring up what has to hurt so much. I'm so sorry."
"Stop. It's not the first time I've had to deal with someone asking about her. It'll be okay. It'll just take me a little while and, well it kinda ruined the mood, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah. I do. I'm so sorry. Will I see you tomorrow?" She asked softly, wiping her face again but sounding like her crying was stopping.
"Yeah. Just look up at the roof." I said. "And thanks for the really unusual date."
"You're welcome," she said with another sniffle as she opened the door. She quickly leaned over and kissed my cheek before quickly getting out of the car. She stood in the driveway, her dress still spread wide open so I could see her naked body in the headlights as I backed out of her driveway.



I pulled into my own drive, went into the house and sat down in the recliner in the living room, not even bothering to turn on the lights.
It was almost one thirty and I was still tossing and turning. I'd changed into a pair of light athletic shorts about eleven, my usual bed attire, and went to bed, but I couldn't seem to sleep. It was like a stick, poking me. Every time I started to get comfortable enough to fall asleep, something would force me back awake again. It was frustrating. I lay there, trying to sleep, and failing. What was worse, I felt like I knew what the problem was, but couldn't solve it. Like a sliver in your finger that you can't see. You know it's there, you can feel it every time you rub your other fingers over it, but you can't see it to get it out. The more you try not to touch it and irritate it, the more you seem to do just that. It's frustrating because you know all you want to do is get rid of it, pull it out, but you just can't seem to. Well, I knew where this splinter was and I knew how to get rid of it, I was just being stubborn and not doing what it took to make this particular poking splinter go away. Finally at two thirty I'd had enough. I reluctantly climbed out of bed, pulled on a pair of sneakers and a windbreaker, grabbed my keys and headed out into the darkness.
It was a short walk. I didn't dally because if I did the bugs would most certainly find me. A brisk walking pace was more than enough to keep the bulk of them at bay for a short time. I walked up my drive, down the road two driveways and down another gravel driveway, finding myself in only a few minutes standing at Lily's door. I took a deep breath and nervously knocked on her door. I knew I was going to wake her and I really hoped she wouldn't mind. Especially when she heard what favor I was going to ask of her. She didn't answer so I knocked again, wondering if I should just go back home. 'Probably just as well', I thought to myself as I turned to head back to my own bed. I'd only walked two or three steps when the porch light flicked on. I stopped and turned to look back as the front door opened and Lily stood in a light pink satin boy short and tank top pajama outfit.
"Michael?" She asked questioningly, wiping sleep from her eyes. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah... Well, sorta...Not so much." I finally said, still standing a dozen feet from her door.
She stepped out into the night toward me, reached for my hand and pulled me toward the door. "Come on. Get in here before you get chewed up alive," she said softly.
"Yeah, okay." I said, following behind her. She drew me into the house and closed the door behind us.
"You look exhausted. Are you okay?" She asked with concern in her voice as we stood in the hallway under the only light on in the house.
"Lily. I know I don't have any right to ask this, but would you mind if I slept with you tonight. I just really don't want to sleep alone." I blurted out.
She stepped toward me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me against her. "Awwwwww sweetie. I'd love to share my bed with you."
"It's not for sex or anything like that. I just really really don't want to be alone tonight." I said in almost a whisper.
She let her grip on me loosen and her hands reached to push my jacket off my shoulders. I let her slide it down my arms and hang it on a hook by the door. She squatted down and untied my athletic shoes and coaxing me to lift each foot, pulling them off and setting them by the door, leaving me in just my shorts. She turned off the light, took my hand and drew me along slowly through her house, the only illumination being the soft glow of a clock in what appeared to be the kitchen and the moonlight filtering in through gaps in the curtains. She pulled me to what I assumed was her bedroom and continued to pull me as she climbed on the bed. "Come on. Lie down here." She cooed softly, coaxing me onto the bed with her. I turned and sat down, her arms wrapping around me. I could feel her huge tits press against my back through the satin tank top as she pulled me back and rolled me onto my side. I lay my head on the pillow and smelled a very distinct feminine scent as she pulled a sheet up over us and then pressed her body snugly to mine, one of her arms wrapped around me, her hand gently resting on my chest as she held herself against me.
"Go to sleep now my sweet. Just relax and rest. I'm right here," she whispered softly in my ear.
"Lily..." I started to say.
"Shhhhh. Not tonight. We can talk in the morning. Right now you need to rest," she whispered in my ear as her hand moved up and one finger gently pressed against my lips. "I understand. No expectations."
"Thank you." I whispered back.
I lay there, still awake, but feeling like that sliver was somehow gone. That emotional poking I was feeling pushed away, but replaced with something else. Something still keeping me awake, but slowly letting my exhaustion and the soft body pressed against me pull sleep closer. I could feel her large tits press to me and then ease that pressure as she breathed softly behind me, warmth flowing between us as her soft legs pressed to mine. I felt as much as smelled her scent on the pillows, drawing images of that first meeting in the lake to mind, my cock growing harder in my shorts. I don't know why I did it. I didn't even really remember consciously doing it, but I know I did. I felt my own hand reach up to hers and gently pull it down my chest, continuing to pull it down until I pushed the waistband of my shorts down with it and placed it against the bare skin of my growing hardon.
"Are you sure?" She whispered softly.
"Yes and no." I whispered back. "I really can't explain it."
She wrapped her hand around my shaft and gently stroked slowly along it, her fingers sliding all the way up and over my engorged head before sliding down again. "I will if you want me to, but don't feel like you have to do this. If you just want to sleep, that's fine too."
"When I got here, that's all I really did want. I just didn't want to be alone. But now, with you holding me...I suddenly want more."
She let go of my cock and pulled her body gently away from me. I couldn't see her but I felt the bed rustle and the sheet pull off my body. I jumped slightly as her hands touched my hip in the dark, but then allowed her to roll me on my back. Her hands gently coaxed my shorts down while I lifted my butt off the bed with my legs. She slipped my shorts down and off my feet, leaving me completely naked. I felt her hand slide up my leg and wrap around my hard cock again, slowly, gently, very tenderly, stroking my cock.
I lay there, just absorbing the sensations, her soft hand stroking me and then, suddenly, her lips on my body. She kissed me softly, just at the base of my neck. A soft wet kiss that sent tingles through my whole body. Her kisses slowly worked down and across my chest, her hot tongue teasing each of my surprisingly hard nipples before her soft kisses worked down my stomach teasing closer and closer to where her hand was still gently and slowly stroking my shaft. I moaned softly as her kisses reached the base of my cock and began to work up my shaft as her hand opened and just held me so her lips could slowly kiss up the shaft. "Ohhhhhhh." I groaned as her hot lips slipped over my engorged and very excited head, her tongue slowly swirling around and around my head.
I felt more of my cock gently disappear into her mouth, her hot lips sliding down my shaft until there was none left. Part of my mind wondered how she managed to do that, another part didn't give a shit because what she was doing felt so good. She slowly withdrew her mouth up my shaft again, her hand back around me as she slipped her hot wet lips off of me.
"Just let me do everything," she whispered as she pulled her body away and the bed shook and bounced slightly. I couldn't see her, and I wondered if she could see me in the darkness, but then didn't really care as I felt my head rub against her wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhhhh." I moaned again as my saliva slicked cock was slowly engulfed by her hot pussy, her tunnel expanding to fit me like a glove as she slowly lowered herself down, her ass finally resting on my thighs and my head pressing against the end of her tunnel. She reached for my shoulders, slid her fingers down my arms until she had my hands and then drew them to her breasts, pressing them against the front of her massive boobs, her rock hard nipples pressing into my palms.
She let go of my hands and I felt her squeeze her tits together with her arms as she slipped her arms under mine to rest on my chest, her fingers resting on my nipples.
She began to slowly lift and lower herself on her knees, my cock slowly pulling down her velvety soft, incredible pussy, my head nearly coming free of her before she stopped lifting. She slowly pressed down again, gently massaging my head with her soft slick walls, her fat lips stroking the sides of my shaft as she slowly settled down again until her bare ass pressed against my thighs. Up and down she continued sliding, her fingers slowly stroking back and forth across my nipples with each trip. I couldn't help but squeeze and gently massage her huge breasts, my fingers seeming to have a mind of their own as the sensations of her fingers on my surprising sensitive nipples and her incredibly erotic pussy on my cock sent tingles and shudders through my whole body.
I felt like every nerve in my body was being stimulated as she continued sliding up and down, heat from her pussy seeming to flow into my cock and throughout my body. I heard her moan softly as she continued her slow methodical strokes. Part of me wanted her to go faster, to bring the climax that seemed agonizingly close along faster, but another part couldn't pull away from the incredible sensations long enough to voice anything but a soft moan.
"That's it sweetie. Just let it happen. No rush. Just let it happen," she whispered breathlessly as she continued to ride me. I could feel her knees and thighs shudder softly against my sides as she settled at the bottom of her stroke and then her pussy clench and spasm gently around my fat cock as she stroked up yet again. Part of me knew she was coming, but she kept stroking, her body trembling and sighing softly as my own cock seemed to grow fatter and longer inside her.
It happened suddenly. It had been hanging there for so many minutes. I don't know how long, but a long time. All of a sudden my climax was upon me as her soft sexy tunnel spasmed hard around me, pushing me suddenly over the edge as if shoved over a cliff. My body bucked under her and I felt a gush of hot cum lance up into her pussy. She relaxed her motions, her full weight resting on my thighs, my cock jerking and spurting inside her as my whole body spasmed and jerked with it. I could feel her fingers pinch and twist my nipples, sending a new set of electric sparks though my body and a new wave of jerks and spasms through me. I heard her moan in obvious pleasure as her body clamped around my cock, her muscles rippling and trying to pull me deeper into her, as if that were possible.
I have no idea how long we lay that way, her ass resting on my bare thighs, my cock slowly softening inside her. I know I didn't really want it to end. I felt her move her arms and then slowly lower herself down toward me. I let go of her tits, and let my hands slide around to her back, holding her against me as she lay on me, her tits and still hard nipples pressed to my chest. I could feel her face coming near to mine her breath gently breathing on my lips as she softly pressed hers to mine, softly kissing and teasing my lips with hers.
"Thank you," she whispered softly, her lips practically brushing mine as she did so.
"For what?"
"For letting me give you what you needed. For letting me make love to you," she whispered softly.
"I should be saying thank you to you. That was incredible."
"Shhhhhh. It's been a very long time since any man has let me do that. To give him what he needed, softly, lovingly. Thank you for letting me help you this way," she whispered before kissing me softly again.
We lay that way for several minutes before she slowly rolled off of me, my now softened cock slipping from her. She lay on her side next to me, her head on my shoulder, one leg draped across one of mine so her thigh nestled against my balls. One of her big soft tits rested on my chest while the other pressed against my side. I lay there, one arm around her neck, her head on my shoulder, her nose brushing my cheek her lips practically touching my skin as she breathed. She reached for the sheet behind her and pulled it over us, settling the thin material over our naked bodies. Her hand moved to my other shoulder, and her fingers slowly traced down my arm, eventually finding my hand. Her fingers interlaced with mine and then our intertwined hands rested on my chest.
"Sleep now," she whispered softly. "Just enjoy the relaxation and sleep my love."
I woke up in her arms, laying on my side, spooned against her, my arm around her, gently cupping one breast as my body pressed against her. I could feel her regular shallow breathing as she slept. I nuzzled my face against her neck, smelling her scent and closing my eyes again.
The sun was well up before I woke again, still lying against Lily. As sleep slipped away, I nuzzled her neck again. I could tell she was awake, her breathing this time not as shallow or regular as it had been before. She lay quietly, letting me guide what and when.
"Thankyou." I whispered quietly.
"You're welcome," she answered in an equally quiet whisper. "Would you like a shower before you go?"
"Throwing me out?" I asked with a soft chuckle.
"No. I know you needed me last night, but we both know that neither of us is ready for anything more than that," she said rolling herself over so she was facing me, her nose inches from mine as she settled back in, each of us with one of our hands on the others chest. "I mean, we've only just met. I know some about you, but before two days ago I'd never met you and I certainly can't base a relationship on two days of sex, no matter how good it is!"
"Yeah. You're right of course. Thank you for being there last night. What you did was...well, incredible."
"You're welcome. I'm glad I could make you feel as good as you've made me feel so many times already," she whispered. "Now if you don't mind girly smell, we can share a shower."
"I'd like that." I answered with a smile.
She pushed herself up on the bed, crawled over me and stood next to the bed, her hands out waiting for me. I rolled over and climbed out of bed and let her walk me to her bathroom. I was surprised to see a large triangular garden whirlpool tub and a large walk in shower in what I had gauged as a rather small house on the lake. She pulled me along to the shower and reached in to turn on the water and adjust it before turning back and pulling me into the tiled booth with her.
With the pleasant smile that seemed to always be on her lips when I was with her, she reached for a bottle of squeeze soap and then took my hand, turning herself around, pulling my arm until her back was against my chest and the two of us stood under the gentle cascade of water from the rain head. She reached up past her head, squeezing the bottle and drizzling the soap down her back and my front and then slowly drizzled more over her shoulders and across her big round tits. She set the bottle on the little shelf built into the shower wall and reached for both my hands, moving them up to her soft tits.
I started gently rubbing her breasts, sliding my hands around her tits, across her hardening nipples, and then down her stomach and shaved mound all the way to her thighs. My fingers felt the soft stubble on her mound as she pushed her ass back into me, gently grinding and wiggling her ass against my again hard cock. She moved slightly side to side and up and down, rubbing her body against mine as my hands stroked and teased her body.
"Most unusual shower I've ever had." I said with a chuckle as she leaned her head back against me.
"Glad you approve," she said softly, spinning around in my arms slowly, pressing her soapy tits against my chest and grinning up at me. She turned us slowly under the rain head, rinsing the fragrant soap from our bodies. She turned us until she could reach the water control and turned the water off before turning back to me, lifting herself on her toes and gently pressing her lips to mine. "Thank you," she whispered after the short sensual kiss.
"For what?"
"For letting me be there for you. For letting me make you feel better the way you made me feel better the last couple days."
"I really didn't do anything." I whispered back.
"Yeah, you did. You let me give you something very special. Thank you!" She whispered again as she let her hands slide down my body and pull from me. She gently stepped past me without another word and stepped from the shower, reaching for a big pink fluffy towel. She stepped back in and began to gently dry everyplace, including my hard cock, gently cradling it with one hand and rubbing the towel around it with the other.
When she had dried me off I took the towel and returned the favor gently lifting and drying under each breast before leaning down and gently kissing each now hard nipple. "Thank you," she whispered, stroking her fingers gently down my body. She took my hand and led me back into bedroom, helping me dress in my shorts and shoes, before leading me back to the front door of her little house. She handed me my jacket and lifted herself up again to give me a long gentle very loving kiss. "See you later?"
"I certainly hope so. Thank you again, for last night."
"Trust me, it was my pleasure," she said with a grin as she opened the door. I headed home through the woods and across Julie's place.
Like the day before, it got hot fast. I got a late start to boot, so I was well behind my self-imposed schedule. As much as I didn't want to, I pushed till almost noon, trying to finish off the shingles on the east side. I finally climbed down off the roof, the last shingle in place on that side, my body dripping rivers of sweat. To say I was hot would have been an understatement. I was hot enough that I wasn't hungry. It was Thursday the third, and the lake was surprisingly quiet. Tomorrow would be another issue all together. The lake would be crazy. I wondered if I should blow off shingling this evening and go fishing. As I walked down to the water the waves rolling down the lake from the gentle south west breeze made the boat bob and bounce lightly against the dock and its moorings, almost as if begging to be released to run down the lake.
I looked across the lake and saw only one boat running at high speed down the far side of the lake, running through the stump field that he apparently didn't realize was there. I sat on the edge of the dock and pulled my work boots and socks off, tossing them onto the concrete of the boat landing. I stood up on the landing just above the lapping waves and undid my shorts, dropping them and stepping out of them before pushing my underwear down. I stripped off my soaked t-shirt and tossed it on the concrete behind me as I waded down into the water completely naked. 'I won't be able to get away with this tomorrow', I thought to myself as I waded to the drop off and pushed off toward the sandy point, taking a number of slow breast strokes toward the point and what I knew was shallower water. "What was it? Two years ago?" I asked the lake as I swam, trying to remember just how long ago Julie and I had shared this spot naked. "That first time was still the best." I told the water, remembering back to that game of water tag and how we ended up stripping each other and swimming naked together, and all the incredible sex we had after that.



I was young and innocent then. Sometimes I wished I could go back to those days and start over. I'm not sure what I would have done different, but I like to think that maybe I could have changed something and ended up with Julie. We both wanted that back then, but we ran from it. Later it wasn't an option, no matter how badly we wanted it to be. Now...well, I don't know. She'd stopped taking my calls and texts long ago. I'd not even had a chance to thank her for being at the hospital.
I was so lost in thought as I floated in the shallow water, letting the waves slowly push me back toward my dock, that I never even heard Lily wading out to where I was. "Hey stranger," she called, drawing my attention.
"Lily!" I said startled, looking up at her. Unlike the previous day and the conservative one piece suit she had on then, she now wore a brightly colored two piece, the top a halter type design and the bottom low rise boy shorts.
"I saw you down here swimming and thought I'd come join you. Looks like I'm over dressed though," she said with a giggle.
"Uh, yeah. I guess I didn't feel like bothering getting my suit, given how quiet the lake was."
"That's okay. I most definitely don't mind!" she said, hooking her thumbs in her boyshorts and pushing them off. She stepped out of them and held them in one hand while she reached behind her back and neck, letting the halter top slip off her body, leaving her as naked as I was. She waded to shore, set her suit on the rocks and then waded back, her infectious smile never leaving her lips. She waded out to where I was and lowered herself down into the water, floating easily next to me. "So how you doing?" She asked quietly. "Better?"
"Yeah, better." I answered.
"Sorry about that. I didn't know," she whispered.
"It's okay." I answered.
"Talk about it?"
"I don't know."
"Michael. When we've been together I've felt you almost forcing things. The sex is great, but there's something inside you holding your emotions in. Almost like you're trying to wall it off. Last night, when you came over, I felt you let go. I felt your heart open and let me in. It was incredible. I wanted to just melt into you and become one with you. But today. Today you're back there again building that wall. What do I have to do to get you to let me in again?"
"I let someone in before. It didn't work out so well." I answered her quietly.
"What was her name?"
"Amanda. She was my live in nurse after the accident. Somehow I fell in love with her, and I thought her with me."
"And after she was done, she pulled away?"
"Something like that."
"Honey, she knew you were on the rebound from the loss of your wife. She had to know that."
"Yeah, probably." I answered quietly.
She rolled on her side to look at me. "I know it's only been a few days. I was more than content to enjoy that incredible sex you were showering me with. I loved it. I still do. But last night... Last night I saw a different side of you. I saw a gentle, caring, intensely loving man. I saw what I've only dreamt a man could be. I want to find out how to unlock that again. I want to share that and embrace that and I want to feel that man inside me again."
"I'm not sure how to be that man any more. I've had my heart broken too many times. I don't want to feel that kind of hurt again."
"Sweetie. If you don't risk being hurt you can't feel the love either," she said, standing up in the thigh deep water. She held her hand out to me and when I took it, pulled me up with her. She led me to the shore and we waded to the boat landing and walked up to where it flattened out and turned to grass. She turned to me and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her body to mine, her lips softly pressing against mine. I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her as she seductively kissed me, her lips teasing mine, licking and pulling away, sucking and pulling away, teasing and pulling away. We stood there, naked, our bodies pressed together, her lips teasing mine.
I kissed back. Returning her affections. I could feel the emotion in her touch, in her breath. I could see the emotion in her eyes and in the way she moved. I pulled her tighter to me, kissing back, teasing her lips as much as she teased mine, my hands moving from holding her, to slide up and down her back, my fingers only pressing hard enough to make dimples as I stroked from her shoulder blades down to her full round ass, and even lower.
We stood, without words, knowing what each other wanted, our hands moving to tease and touch each other. We stood there for what seemed like hours and seconds at the same time, touching and kissing and stroking. My cock was rock hard, pressing up against her pussy as it stuck between her legs where it hardened, but she avoided touching it, allowing only the hotness and growing wetness of her pussy lips to tease it. She stroked her hands up to my shoulders and then traced her fingers down my arms, coaxing my hands to slide down where she could grasp them, her fingers intertwined with mine.
She lifted one of my hands to her lips and gently kissed it, her fingers interlaced with mine.
I pulled away slightly, lowering myself to the ground, our interlaced fingers drawing her down with me. I lay back on the soft grass, allowing her to swing herself across me, straddling me with her legs. She drew my hands up to her chest as she had done last night, pressing my hands to her big tits before taking her hands away. She slid one of her hands down to my cock and grasped it very gently, her fingers teasing my engorged head as she lifted it toward her wet lips. She looked down at me, her green eyes staring at me full of emotion as she pressed me up between her lips. I felt my head push into the wet confines of her full round lips and into the entrance to her tunnel.
"Make love with me," she whispered as she let her weight down on me, her body expanding to accept me. I felt her slide down my shaft about half way before she lifted up, pulling almost all the way off, only my mushroom head still within her before sliding down again, pushing more of me into her. Each stroke drove me deeper, her chest starting to heave as the sensations of my cock sliding in and out of her sent waves of warmth and pleasure through her body. She moaned softly, clearly enjoying how my rigid head teased her soft walls.
I teased and played with her nipples, running my fingers around the hard protrusions, occasionally squeezing and pulling them, to add to her sensations. She lifted and dropped herself on and off of me, her hips rolling with each stroke to drag her clit along my rock hard shaft.
"Oh god yesssss," she moaned softly above me. "So good!"
I moved my hands from her breasts, sliding them down her arms to her hands, taking them and lifting them from my chest and spreading them apart so she had to lay down on top of me. I gently pulled her down until her chest was against mine, her hips still trying to ride me as I lifted my head and gently kissed her. It only took me a moment to roll her. I let go of her hands and pushed us all the way over, putting her back to the soft green grass, pushing my cock back fully into her as I lay on top of her. I kissed her neck, softly. A small gentle kiss on the base of her neck. I kissed again, a little lower, and again, and again, working farther down her creamy soft body. I kissed across the tops of both breasts, my cock still buried inside her, her hips rocking gently as she moaned loudly.
I let my kisses slowly circle her left nipple, teasing the very edges of her areola before drawing around her nipple with my tongue. I closed my lips around her nipple and much of her areola and drew it into my mouth, flicking my tongue back and forth across it.
"Oh god yesssss," she moaned as I started to pull my cock out and then slide it back into her. Softly, rhythmically I worked myself in and out of her, sending those waves of pleasure I could almost see running up and down her body. She planted her feet on the ground with her legs spread wide and rocked her hips in time with my strokes, forcing her clit against my cock with each stroke into her.
"Yes. Take me all the way. Fill me with your love," she moaned softly to the trees as I pulled my mouth from her left breast and kissed across to her right, never stopping my rhythmic strokes. "Oh god. I'm going to come!" She cried loudly as her legs started shaking, her body on fire inside from the sensations of my engorged cock and head against her sensitive walls.
I could feel my own climax inching forward, barely held in check by my desire to make her come first. I knew that I could hold back only so much before the incredible sensations of her pussy around me sent me over the top. I pushed in and out, stroking deep into her, pushing my head against her cervix and her clit against the base of my cock at the end of each stroke, out bodies coupled as closely together as they could ever be.
"I'm coooooommmmmmmmmmminnnnnnng!" She cried loudly as her whole body started to shudder. I heard her cry and let myself go, my body jerking hard after only a few more powerful strokes, unloading a gush of cum into her. I released her tit and pushed myself straight on her, my chest heaving as I jerked over and over, my cum flowing into her as she gasped and shuddered below me. "OH fuck Michael. I love you," she moaned softly to me as she lay beneath me, looking up at me with those incredible green eyes. "Now I know you can love back too, if you want to."
"Oh my god." I heard another voice say from the trees lining the landing. My head jerked toward the all too familiar voice and saw what my heart suddenly knew it didn't want to see at that moment. Julie stood in the trees, staring at us, her hand over her mouth, her head moving slowly side to side before she turned and ran through the sparse trees toward her cabin.
I watched her until she disappeared into the cabin and then looked back down at Lily. Her eyes looked at me. I could see curiosity, concern and then, understanding settle across her features. "I think I understand now," she whispered. "You're in love already."
"Can't be. She hadn't talked to me in, well, since I got out of the hospital." I answered her. "There isn't anything there on her side. What we once had is gone."
"From the look on her face, I doubt that's true." Lily whispered, reaching up to my face and pulling me down to hers. She gently kissed my lips and then, holding my face so close I could almost feel her lips move. "Go to her. Tell her how you feel."
I shook my head. "She isn't interested." I answered quietly. "I have to accept that."
"No, you don't," she said, using her thumbs to wipe away tears I didn't even know I had on my cheeks. "But if you won't go, I can't force you."
I lay silently on her until my cock softened and slipped from her pussy, unleashing a gush of cum onto the grass. I stood and helped her up, taking her hand and gently pulling her along with me toward my house.
"I don't have anything to wear," she said as she followed willingly along behind me.
"I'm sure I can find something." I said with a smile. "If we're going to be lovers we have to stop having these short little interludes and get to know each other a lot better."
"Michael!" She said, stopping. I stopped and turned to look at her. "Not like this Michael," she said before turning and walking down the hill toward the lake. I watched her go, watching until her naked body bent to collect her swim suit and then disappeared along the shoreline toward her house.
I took a deep breath and let it out in frustration before turning and continuing to the house. "It clearly doesn't pay to love. You just get hurt." I mumbled to myself as I walked in and closed the door on the heat behind me.
It took me hours to get the nerve up to go over and see Julie. Her car was still there, so I knew she hadn't left, but I was still nervous. I dressed in clean cargo shorts and a t-shirt before walking out into the afternoon heat. Before I realized it I was standing on her porch, knocking on the door.
"Michael," she said when she opened the door and saw me standing there.
"Hi Jules." I said quietly. "Sorry you saw that."
"No. No, it's alright. I mean, Lily. She's really nice. It's good to see you trying to move on," she said quietly, standing in the door but not inviting me in. "Going to be hard when you go back home though."
"Um. This is home." I answered.
She looked surprised. Drawing her head back and shaking it a couple times. "I don't understand."
"I bought it from my mom. I live here now."
"Oh. Wow. I didn't know."
"I couldn't tell you. You stopped answering my calls and texts." I told her.
"I didn't. You never tried after I had to change my number."
"You changed your number?" I asked quizzically.
"I had to. I was having trouble with my ex stalking me. I sent you a letter with my new number."
"What letter? I never got a letter from you."
"I sent one. About two weeks after you went home."
"I never knew. You didn't say when you were at the hospital either. Why did you leave without saying something?"
"I waited until I knew you were going to be alright. I didn't want to make things more confusing for you. You needed to mourn your wife, not chase a love that we could never truly embrace."
"And now?"
"What's changed? We're still cousins. We're still not supposed to be together. We still have lives in two different places."
"It doesn't have to be that way." I answered her.
"Yes. It does. Please, leave it at that. We can be friends. We're going to be neighbors. Let's just try to keep it at that. Please," she pleaded, her eyes searching my face, looking for the answer she wanted.
"And our love? Tell me that you don't love me anymore. Tell me that I no longer hold that part of your heart."
"I don't. It's too hard to love you and then have to let you go. No. That part of our life is over."
"And that's how you want it?"
"Yes," she whispered, so quietly that I barely heard it.
"Alright." I answered, turning and starting down the stairs.
"Michael!" She called, stopping me half way down the stairs.
"Yeah?"
"Lily. She's a sweet girl. You two, over there. It looked like you really connected. Don't hurt her. Don't hurt yourself. If you love her, then love her. If you don't, don't lead either of you on. One way or the other, give all of yourself to her or don't give any. You owe it to yourself to do that," she said before setting her lips in a tight line and stepping back, closing the door between us.
I expected Lily to come over later in the evening, but she didn't. I suppose I could have gone over there, but I was still struggling with how I really felt. I suppose it was just as well. I went to bed early, hoping that sleep would help.
It was a nice dream. Lily gently sucking my cock, my hips rising to meet the strokes of her mouth as she slid her lips along the length of my shaft. I couldn't hold my hips still, pumping them gently in time with the soft hot mouth teasing my cock. She teased it gently, lovingly. Her tongue swirling around the head each time she pulled up and teasing the bottom of my shaft as she pushed down. It was a shame when she suddenly stopped.
I woke up to the bed moving and startled, trying to sit up as someone climbed onto the bed. I felt a hand push me back down, gently, pressing in the middle of my chest. It was dark, the clouds covering the moon. My night vision wasn't what it used to be, and at that moment I wished it was. I felt her second hand reach down and cradle my cock, pulling it up to her wet pussy as she straddled me. I groaned softly as she pushed my head up between her lips and then pushed herself down my shaft a couple inches. Up and down she started to slide, her hands finding mine in the dark and clasping them on the pillow on either side of my head. She slid up and down my shaft, her hips rolling as she leaned down, dragging her rock hard nipples along my chest with each stroke.
"Oh damn. I won't last long doing that." I groaned as she continued stroking wordlessly. I could hear her breathing grow more ragged and erratic as her pussy spasmed gently around me. Her sighs mirrored my own as she drove both of us surprisingly quickly toward climax. How long had she been sucking my cock, teasing me in my dreams to make me ready? Her strokes were strong and slow, pushing herself down fully onto me before stroking up the length of my shaft, her rock hard nipples dragging on my chest to add to the incredible sensations.
"Gonna come." I grunted when I could hold back no longer. My body jerked under her, pumping a gush of cum up into her. I wondered where it all came from as my cock jerked inside her more than half a dozen times, each one adding cum to what was already there.
I knew she was climaxing as well. Her moans deep and gravely as her pussy clenched around me, time after time. She gasped with my first shot of cum and then moaned softly as she held herself still, feeling my cock moving inside her of its own accord, twitching and jerking for long seconds.
"Oh damn. Thank you Lily." I whispered as my cock started to soften, her hands still holding mine so I couldn't touch her. She leaned down and kissed me, pressing her hot wet lips to mine in a long seductive kiss. She didn't release my hands until she had climbed from my body and was standing next to the bed. I could just see a slight shadow of her back dropped by the doorway as she let go. I reached for her and she was gone. By the time I climbed from the bed I heard the outside door closing. I walked to the door as quickly as I could in the dark and opened it, looking outside and finding her already long gone.
"Damn, what was that all about?" I muttered as I walked back to bed, wondering why the late night fuck and run?
Whatever the reason, her visit served to just reinforce the feelings I seemed to have for her. I could find room in my heart for her. I was pretty sure what I felt was a lot more than just lust, but only time would tell. I lay back down and drifted off to sleep, feeling more contented than I had for days.
I woke up and decided that I wasn't going to work on the roof today. It was, after all, the fourth of July! I dressed in a pair of cargo shorts, and JUST the cargo shorts, after showering and shaving. I pulled on a t-shirt, stepped into my water shoes and walked quickly up the drive, down the street two driveways and down the gravel driveway to the quaint little gray house. I knocked on the door and waited patiently.
Lily answered, standing in the same short and tank top pj's she'd had on the other night. She just started to open her mouth to speak as I stepped toward her, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her to me. She tilted her head up to match mine as I lowered mine, pressing my lips to hers in a soft loving kiss.
"Mmmmmmm now I can get used to getting up this way," she whispered as I broke the kiss, our hands around each other, gently stroking each other's backs. "But to what do I owe this very enjoyable wakeup call?"
"Last night." I whispered before lowering my mouth back down to hers. I broke the kiss and held her close, my lips almost but not quite touching hers. "I think I'm in love, and I'd really like the chance to find out."
"I don't know what I did last night to bring on this realization, but I'm all for it," she whispered back.
"Last night. In my bed?" I asked feeling a little confused.
"What about your bed? I was here. I didn't come over because I wanted to give you some space."
I eased my grip on her and looked down at her eyes to see if she were serious. "So you didn't sneak into my house last night and make love to me?"
"I wish I had. But no. I didn't," she said, her voice strange, almost scared sounding.



"Then it was..."
"Julie." She finished for me, releasing me. "Michael. Go to her. No matter what she says, she clearly isn't ready to let go, and neither are you." She gently pressed my chest with both her hands until I was outside the door. "You may love me. Thinking it was me last night you clearly decided you do love me. But before you can love me you have to deal with what you and Julie have. Either act on it or write it off forever. If you decide to do the latter...I'll still be here for you. Just don't take too long," she said before closing the door on me.
I stood there for a long time, grappling with the situation. Had Julie really come into my house and made love to me in the night, even after her little speech about letting it go? I walked slowly away from Lily's house. To the road and then down to my own driveway. I walked down and stood in the yard, looking at Julie's house. I made up my mind what I had to do.
I walked over to her house and stopped before climbing the stairs. They had always kept a spare key under the stone in the garden in case my mom had to get in if there was an emergency. I checked and found the key still there. I climbed the steps and stopped at the door, unlocked it and stepped inside. I walked as quietly as I could toward her bedroom, thinking maybe she was still asleep. Her bed was empty, but I could hear the shower running in the bathroom. I took a breath, determined to follow though. I walked to the door, opened it and stepped in, seeing her naked body in the shower. I didn't even take off my clothes. I walked to the shower and stepped in with her.
She spun around in surprise, her mouth opening to scream, stopping short as she recognized me. I stepped to her, wrapped my arms around her and lowered my face to hers, water pouring over the two of us and soaking my clothes as she kissed me back, her kisses erotic and almost urgent. I felt her hands move around my body, finding the front of my shorts and working them open, letting the wet material slide down my legs. Her hands closed around me, both hands stroking my already hard cock slowly as we stood and kissed.
I lowered my hands to her bare ass, lifting her, her hands moving to my neck and her legs wrapping around my waist. I stepped out of the shorts around my ankles and somewhat clumsily carried her out of the shower and all the way to her bed. I flopped us down on the bed, her on her back with me on top. She let go of my neck and started pulling my wet shirt up my body. I lifted myself enough to let her work it over my head and then lifted my arms one at a time. She tossed it aside and then hooked her feet on the foot board, pushing herself up farther on the bed, wordlessly using her hands to try and draw me up with her.
I didn't slide as far as she did, letting her slide herself up far enough for me to lower my face to her chest. I gently kissed each breast, working carefully around each round soft orb before closing in on her right nipple. I planted more kisses around her puckering areola before teasing it with my tongue, and then sucking her nipple into my mouth. She gasped softly, pulling my head to her chest with both hands as she planted her feet on the bed and humped her hips up against me, my cock head just barely teasing against her wet pussy lips. I dug my knees down and arched my back, pushing my mushroom head against her lips harder. She felt me and arched her back as well, tilting her pussy toward me and helping my cock slip between her lips and enter slightly into her tunnel.
"Oh god," she moaned, trying to push herself farther onto me. "Oh please fuck me," she moaned.
I pulled my face from her tit and slid farther up over her, driving my cock into her further. I started to stroke, slowly at first, her hips rocking in time with my motions, her arms wrapping around my body to pull me down against her chest.
"Oh god I love you so much. Take me. Make me come. Oh please make me come!" She moaned loudly as I stroked into her. Her words encouraged me to stroke harder, longer, more forcefully. I drove into her over and over, both of us feeling the urgency in our motions. "Oh god Michael!" She cried as her body started to shudder under me. I felt her arms around my back shake and her legs tremble against my thighs as her pussy spasmed around my shaft. "OH GOD YES! OH GOD MICHAEL!" She cried loudly as she came around me.
"Ohhhhhhh." I groaned as my body jerked, pushing my cock into her until my head hit her cervix. My cock jumped inside her and pumped a gush of cum into her as she moaned and panted under me. I lay on her, feeling her tunnel clench and spasm for long seconds, her arms holding me vice grip tight. I could feel her breathing change, though I couldn't see her face. Her gasps changed to sobs, tears flowing freely down her face as she held me, my cock softening inside her.
"I couldn't do it. I couldn't stay away," she finally managed to get out after several minutes of crying. "For you to be so close and not be with you. I just couldn't do it."
"I know." I whispered, holding her tightly.
We lay there for at least half an hour before we moved, ending up with me on my back and her next to me, her head on my chest. "When I heard about the accident all I could think about was getting there. You were unconscious so all I could do was sit and watch you. Your family I'm sure wondered, but I wasn't leaving until I knew you'd be alright."
"You left without even saying goodbye."
"I couldn't. It was all I could do while I was there to not make a fool of myself when I was sitting with you. I had to go or I'd break down again."
"So last night?"
"I couldn't stand it, knowing you were so close and alone. I used the key your mom used to keep under the flower pot in the patio and let myself in."
"So why not tell me it was you?"
"Because. After seeing you with Lily yesterday. I didn't want to mess things up with her for you. God you two looked so...in love!"
"So what are we?" I asked softly, gently teasing my fingers up and down her back.
"Forbidden love," she whispered.
"Does it have to be?"
"Yes." She answered.
"No." I said quietly. "I can't marry you, they still prevent that, but we could live together. I mean who would argue about us being roommates."
"Our families."
"So? I'm tired of having to duck this. To hide what we feel. Julie. Move in with me. I have plenty of room. This place isn't meant for year round use, so you can't live here. But you could move in with me."
"How? Everyone would know," she said.
"So, you move up here. In the winter months you can move into one of my extra bedrooms," I said.
"So how does that help? We'd still be so close and so far away."
"I don't think you get it yet. Just because you live here doesn't mean you have to actually live here. The only time we have to be apart is when family is up. The rest of the time we can be together. Live, eat, sleep and make love together."
"Can that work? You really think it would fool anyone?"
"Maybe not fool everyone. But I don't care if they guess." I said with a chuckle. "So what do you say? Will you live with me?"
She was silent a long time before answering. "On one condition."
"What's that?" I asked quietly.
She rolled over and climbed on top of me, her bare breasts pressed to my chest as her face hovered over mine. "Take me to the fireworks in the boat tonight. Make love to me under the fireworks. I don't care who sees. I want to feel you come with me with the fireworks exploding overhead as loudly as they explode inside me when you make me come."
"My love, nothing would please me more." I answered with a smile, finally content that I knew what I wanted and was going to be with the woman I loved my whole life. I wondered if my wife was looking down on me and if she approved or not. The thought only lasted a moment. I finally didn't care. I had what I needed in my arms at that moment.
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"Adam! My office!" I heard from my office door as Debbie stuck her head into my office and then disappeared again, headed down the hall toward her own office. I groaned to myself, knowing that another ass chewing was coming. When the last service manager left I kind of expected to get promoted up into the position, being the most senior service engineer and having more than twenty years with the company. But that didn't happen. The CEO decided that he needed to shake things up and hired in Debbie. I'll call her that for now, only because I avoid using any of the many derogatory nick names that circulate among the field service staff.
On the surface Debbie seems like a nice enough person, pleasant smile, not bad looking if you look past her perpetually unflattering wardrobe of pants suits, making her look more like a man than a woman. Her obviously long auburn hair was almost always up in a bun, pulling her locks back from her face and making her look almost mean and intimidating. Of course at times like this, that was an appropriate look. If things were going well I rarely saw or heard from her. But if things were not going well, which seemed to be a lot more lately, I caught her wrath in the shorts.
I walked into her office and knocked on the door frame as I stepped in. She didn't even give me a chance to ask what was wrong and she was launching on me.
"What the hell is going wrong with the alpha unit at Kestor? It's down again. That's the third time this month. They're running production and trying to keep up with just the beta unit. Can't your people even fix a simple control board?" She snapped angrily at me. "I just got hauled over the coals by Brad for your people's fuck-ups. I'm getting tired of it. Get your shit together. We're going up there and fix this once and for all!"
To say I was stunned was an understatement. Using the CEO's first name wasn't something you did, at least I didn't think so, and why the hell was it 'my people'? Wasn't she in charge of field service? Wasn't it HER people, or OUR people? "I can get Randy up there as soon as he's done at Honeywell, but with this storm heading in, it may be a couple days." I answered her, expecting another onslaught. I wasn't disappointed.
"Not good enough. Get your shit. We'll take Gene's truck since he's out on medical leave. It should have everything we need, right?" She said, glaring at me. "Or are you saying you're not capable of making a field service call anymore?"
"No. I can do it. I'll pack a bag and head up there." I said turning to head out of her office.
"Fuck that. Get your coat. It's only a four hour trip. We'll be home by midnight, unless of course you don't think you can fix it."
"It's gotta be the processor board. This is the third controller board that's gone out. We should have that in stock. Shouldn't be more than an hour's fix, even with the re-cal procedure." I said. "I should be back late evening."
"Good. Warm up the truck. I need about five minutes and I'll be out," she said, dismissively, looking back down at the papers on her desk.
"Um. You want me to wait for you?"
"Yes. I'm coming. Is that a problem?" She asked looking back up with a sweet smile that I knew was anything but. I felt more like a rodent being smiled at by the snake just before it struck.
"No maam. No problem. I'll grab my stuff and meet you at the back door in a few minutes." I said as I retreated quickly. "Shit." I mumbled to myself as I walked to my office to pack my laptop and grab my coat. Having to go out on this field service run was one thing, but having to drag her sorry ass along was going to make the trip unbearable. On top of that they were calling for a snow storm in the next twelve hours and I had no plans on getting stuck out of town! I stopped by the warehouse and pulled spares for every part I could think of that might cause the controller board to go out and headed out the back door to warm up Gene's pickup.
Each of our field service people had a pickup, with what amounted to a small camper on the back, stuffed with test equipment, calibration standards, spare parts and tools. Pretty much anything they needed to fix any of our products in the field, except for the major components, which were taken on a job by job basis from the warehouse. Gene, one of my best people, was out with a broken leg, so his truck was sitting in the secure lot collecting dust and the remnants of the light snow we'd had two days before.
Twenty minutes after I left her office I pulled up to the back door of the facility, finding her waiting impatiently. "Bout fucking time!" she snapped as she climbed into the passenger side of the cab with her little soft side computer bag, unzipping her knee length coat before buckling herself in.
"Yes maam." I answered somewhat snottily, really wanting to tell her to fuck off. Early retirement was looking better and better as the day progressed.
"It's no wonder your wife left you if you were late like this all the time!" she said snippily as I pulled out of the parking lot onto the main street.
I slammed on the brakes, jerking the truck to a stop in the middle of the road, throwing her hard against her seat belt, and turned to glare at her. "Get this straight. My personal life is off limits. You want to bitch about work, fine, that's your right. But you keep your dyke ass out of my personal life or you can crawl out of this cab and back to the office right now!" I snapped angrily. "I've been putting up with your shit for six months now, so FUCKING BACK OFF!"
I was almost surprised to see a little smile come to her lips. "Fine. Drive!" she said softly. I wasn't fooled. I'd seen her talk softly and smile at lots of people, just before she ate them alive! "Bout time you finally grew a pair," she said loud enough for me to hear, but pretending that I wasn't supposed to hear it.
"You're a real piece of work." I said, still burning inside as I drove down the street. "You come into the company, taking the job that I should have rightly gotten, you tromp all over my staff and myself, you treat us all like your personal whores, and then you have the gall to make aspersions about why I'm not married any longer? Maybe she was a maniacal bitch like you and I didn't want to deal with her shit any longer!"
I actually heard her snort before chuckling softly. "Maybe she was. But then maniacal bitch is certainly not the worst I've been called."
"Not surprised." I muttered as I turned onto the acceleration ramp of the interstate and floored the truck, accelerating quickly to seventy five in the heavily laden pickup.
"Trust me, it isn't. I'm used to it. My job isn't to come in and play nice. My job is to come in and turn things upside down and see what shit falls out. Your department was losing money hand over fist. I was brought in to find out why!"
"Uh huh. And smear Gary's name at the same time? He was a good manager."
"He sucked. That's why I'm here. Gary retired because he was told to. It was that or get canned. Your department was losing nearly half a million a quarter."
"Field service isn't about making money. It's about keeping customers happy so they recommend your product and keep buying more." I snapped back. "Trying to make service a paying proposition is counterproductive."
"You see, that's exactly what Gary said right before Brad sent his ass packing! My job is to stem the flow and I don't care how many people I fire or chase away. We'll bring in new people if we have to until we get it right."
"And in the process trash your own goals. Field service is all about understanding the machine and how the customer needs to use it. I can train new technicians, but I can't train in the institutional knowledge that a tech that's been going to a customer's site for years has. It's those relationships that bring the customer back for more."
"Fair enough. So where is the money pit? You want my dyke ass, as you call it, gone? Tell me how to fix this shithole of a mess you're running!"
"Easy. We charge enough to cover the maintenance costs on the contracts. But we spend too much replacing assemblies in new equipment." I answered. "Our warranty costs are over the top. My department ends up eating that because that's included in the purchase price, not in a maintenance contract. I can't afford to hire more service guys and I shouldn't have to, not for the amount of product we're selling!"
"I agree. How to you fix it?" She asked in the most conversational tone that I'd heard her use since she'd come in over the summer.
"Engineering has to get the systems more reliable. We can't afford to go out and replace stuff so soon. The machines should work for at least a year out of the box. We'll never make money if we're doing warranty repairs four months out. It also leaves a bad taste in the customer's mouth. No matter how fast we get there to fix it, they lose production and test time and it looks bad on us."
"I agree. I'd pretty much come to that conclusion myself, but it's good to see that you know your own products shortcomings," she said as she stared out the passenger side window, denying me the opportunity to see her face and see if she was serious or being sarcastic.
We rode in silence for almost a full half hour before either of us said anything. "So tell me. Just why are you here?"
"I told you. My job is to clean up your department," she said, looking icily at me. "You weren't going to do it, were you?"
"The problem doesn't lie in my department." I snapped back. "I thought we just decided that!"
"We did."
"God damn you are the most frustrating, argumentative person I've ever met! If I say this truck is white you'd fucking argue that it's off white. Damn!" I swore angrily. I looked over at her, sitting in the seat, laughing, presumably at me. "What the hell are you laughing at?" I snapped.
"You. You are such a fucking boy scout. Of course we decided it doesn't lay in your department. You think that solves the problem? I can't just go marching into Brad's office and say, hey jerk, it's your engineers! How the hell far do you think that will get me? I'll tell you. It'll get me tossed out on my ear. He doesn't want to hear that the systems have problems. He wants to hear how to fix the problems. In this case, if you wanna complain that the modules fail, get some fucking data on how and why and then we can do something. Just saying they fail too early isn't going to fly!"
I sat angrily driving along the interstate digesting her words for long silent minutes. "Okay. So answer me this. Why the hell do you seem angry at me all the time? What parade did I piss on to make you hate me so much?"
"Hate you? I don't fucking hate you! For that matter, I don't give much of a fuck about you one way or the other. Who do you think is going to take over the department when I get done? You are you dumbshit! I've learned enough about you to recommend Brad move you into it. No, I'm only here long enough to figure out what the problem is and how to fix it. I've solved the first half, it's the second that I haven't got covered yet."
"Wait a second. You're trying to tell me you're a temp?"
"God you ARE dense! I would have thought you'd have figured that out a long time ago. Of course I'm a fucking temp. That's what I do. I go into companies that are having problems and I piss people off, I make enemies and I shake the trees until I figure out what's broke, and then I figure out how to make them unbroken. I can't do that if I'm playing politics or protecting my job. I'm here on a one year contract. Period. End of job! Find the fucking problem and plug the hole!"
"Jesus Christ. So for the last six months you've been raking my ass over the coals for what? Fun?"
"Oh hell. I love what I do, but no, I don't do it for fun. I rake your ass over the coals so that you put pressure on the people below you and to see how you work under pressure. That way I can see what bends and what doesn't," she said with a laugh. "But I have to admit. It has been fun watching you get pissed off at me."
"What a fucking dyke!" I snapped.
"Ohhhhhh better watch it sweetie. I don't take well to personal attacks either!"
"Yeah, like the one you made about my divorce?"
"That was different."
"How so? You accused me of running my wife off because I was always late. Well, I'm accusing you of being a lesbian dyke with no feelings whatsoever for the company or anyone in it!"
"You're three quarters right. But I'm not a dyke!" She snapped back, her eyes flashing with anger at me for a brief moment. "And as far as I'm concerned, take that fucking early retirement you've been thinking about if you're that easily offended."
"How do you know I'm thinking about early retirement?" I asked angrily.
"I would if I were in your shoes. Hell, your CEO just pissed all over you, brought in a strange bitch that's been riding you like an old mule. Yeah, I would be with how long you've been here," she said in a perfectly normal tone, almost as if we were just discussing the steadily increasing rate of snowfall we were driving through. I looked over at her in surprise. "What?" She asked, staring back at me icily.
"For a moment I thought you might actually be a normal person." I muttered.
"I am a normal person. I only get paid to play the supreme bitch. Let's face it. If I were a guy you'd have been in my face months ago. Being a woman I get away with a lot more. Acting like a total dyke...Well, that's just how I get the job done. I don't have to worry about cock fights or little pissing contests. I can piss off the women as well as the men, though I have to admit, it's fun to piss the guys off."
"You do a damn good job." I muttered as I drove. "So explain to me this. Why the hell are you here? Driving in a snow storm to fix this machine, I mean."
"What, you're adverse to company? Afraid that I'll spoil the trip or something? Hell, you just do whatever you usually do. I'm here to watch."
"I still don't know why."
"Because, I haven't had a chance to see what your guys do in the field, besides go to strip clubs and bars," she said a bit sarcastically.
"I don't think my guys usually attend strip clubs, but if you really have a need to, I'm sure I can find one someplace." I said in an equally sarcastic tone. "Unless of course your girlfriend wouldn't approve."
"I doubt my girlfriend would disapprove. She'd probably be disappointed I didn't take her along." Debbie answered with a smirk, looking over to see my reaction.
I shrugged and simply answered. "Up to you. I think there's a gentleman's club not too far down the highway from where we'll be. Maybe we'll stop there for a few drinks on the way home."
"Sounds just fine with me. I can hang with the guys as well as anyone," she said with a smirk, making me want to stop at the club, just to see her reaction.
I concentrated the rest of the trip on my driving, the snowfall picking up in intensity with each passing mile. By the time we got to the plant it was late afternoon and there were six inches of snow on the ground. While the plant officially shut down, one of the maintenance workers volunteered to stay with us while we worked on the machine, getting it back up and running in just over three hours.
At eight in the evening we left the plant, over a foot and a half of snow on the ground and more still falling. Lunch and dinner combined was from an almost deserted McDonalds, eaten on the road as we drove slowly down the snow covered interstate, neither of us talking so that I could concentrate on trying to see what road there was in the headlights and drifting snow.
"Shit. What's this?" I asked no one in particular as we slowly rolled up to a police car parked in the road. I rolled down my window and eased up to the officer standing in the falling and blowing snow. "What's up officer?" I asked as he stepped to our window.
"Road's closed. We're sending all the traffic off this exit."
"Oh. Okay. So what's the detour?"
"There isn't one. Closed because of snow. You might try and make it down some of the back roads, but I wouldn't recommend it without a good four wheel drive. Last report was they were all socked in with over a foot and some drifts up to three feet."
"Shit. So we turn around then?"
"Nope. Road back is closed too. There's one hotel up near town and a couple restaurants. Don't know if there are any rooms left though, we've been routing cars off for about an hour now."
"Okay. Thanks." I said with a frown, rolling the window up and turning to drive up the snow covered exit ramp. "This doesn't sound good. We might be sleeping in the truck tonight."
"Where? Here?" Debbie asked in shock.
"Well, if we're lucky they'll still have a room at the hotel." I said as I drove toward a sign I could see through the blowing snow that cheerfully read "Welcoming Arms Hotel". I pulled into the car filled parking lot and double parked behind a few cars to walk into the office and see if we were going to be lucky or not.
"We need a couple rooms." I said as I walked up to the counter, Debbie only a few feet behind me, the counter manned by a forty something woman with an absolutely massive chest, wearing a black turtleneck sweater.
"Sorry sir. We're full up," she answered with an apologetic look on her face.
"Nothing at all?" I asked, just to be sure.
"All our regular rooms are full," she answered.
"Okay. So how about your not regular rooms?" Debbie snapped, practically elbowing past me to get the counter. "I don't plan on sleeping in the cab of a pickup all fucking night!"
The woman looked hurt and I couldn't help but feel sorry for her. I took Debbie's arm and pulled her from in front of the counter. "Knock it off. We all know you can be a hardass, but this isn't the time or place." I snapped at her. Then I turned to the woman, leaned on the counter toward her and softly asked. "It's been a really, really, long day, and now the roads are closed, so we're stuck here. Is there any chance at all that you have something? I mean even sleeping on someone's sofa bed would be better than trying to spend the night in a pickup truck in the middle of winter, if you know what I mean."
The woman looked at me, with what I expected was her version of a sexy grin, and then at Debbie and back at me again before leaning on the counter her face only a foot or so from mine. "I'm really not supposed to, but I have something a lot nicer than a sofa bed. Not that I wouldn't mind you sleeping on my sofa bed."
"What's that?" I whispered back, playing into her secretiveness.
"I have the executive suite. It's actually reserved, but with the roads closed, I'd bet that they won't show up."
"So what's it like?" I whispered, "and how much?"
"Well, it's a single king size bed with a really nice sexy whirlpool tub and sofa and everything. They used to call it a bridal suite, but too many people didn't want to stay in that, so we changed its name," she whispered. "It usually goes for four hundred a night."
"FOUR HUNDRED!?" Debbie snapped from behind me.
I turned and glared at her, shutting her up before she could say anything else.
"That seems a bit steep. Any chance you can discount it any?" I whispered.
The woman looked around, presumably to see if her boss was looking and then smiled at me. "I can let you and your wife have it for three, but you have to promise not to tell my boss."
"She's not my wife, thank god." I whispered. "But three sounds just perfect!" I said with a wink, drawing a wide smile from her.
"Well, you never know these days," she whispered with another smile. "From the look of things you might be here a day or so. If you want some company, let me know," she whispered as she took my credit card. She worked her machine and then handed me the card and a key for a hotel room. "It's down on the end. That way if you get a little loud no one will notice," she said barely above a whisper.



"Oh? You know that from experience?" I whispered.
"Well, I have been known to get a little loud, once in a while. Once in there even," she said with a giggle. "But if you want, just call the desk. From the look of it I'll be here all night. Who knows? I might even need a place to stay tonight."
"If things get boring, I'll let you know." I answered with a grin and a wink before turning and walking toward the door.
"God, I can't believe you did that." Debbie said as she climbed into the cab. "You totally came onto that woman to get her to give you a room!"
"Yeah. I did lead her on a bit. Who knows? Maybe she'll make a good playmate for you later." I said as I started the truck to drive down to the end of the hotel.
"Yeah. With a set of tits like that, she might be able to keep us both busy for a while. I'll let you know if I get bored though." Debbie said I drove slowly thought the deep snow to the end of the hotel and room 50, which was our room. We got out, locked the truck and I opened the door, feeling a bit odd going to a hotel without any luggage.
It was a nice room, big King sized bed with mirrors on the ceiling of course, a large overstuffed sofa, a couple chairs that looked like recliners, a small table with chairs and a bathroom complete with a large walk-in shower that could easily accommodate three or more people and an equally large whirlpool tub.
"If you don't mind I'm going to take a hot shower. My feet and legs are frozen from walking through that damn snow." I said as I walked toward the bathroom, leaving Debbie to turn on the big screen TV and drop onto the sofa. I closed the door behind me and worked my shoes and clothes off, stepping naked into the huge shower stall. The shower was a large tile alcove with a pair of shower heads hanging down over one half, the water kept from spraying out into the bathroom by a clear floor to ceiling glass wall. The shower didn't need a door with the way the wall was designed, allowing me to just step around the wall and into the stall. I adjusted the water and then stepped under the hot spray, standing there with my eyes closed, allowing the heat to soak into my body.
I heard an unexpected noise and opened my eyes and saw Debbie walking into the bathroom, closing the door behind herself.
"Hey!" I said, covering my dick with my hands as she walked toward the whirlpool tub.
"It's just me. You don't mind, do you?" She asked, apparently not really caring if I did or not, as she bent over the tub and started the water running into it.
"Actually I do." I answered as she stood back up and stepped to the middle of the bathroom.
"Figured since we were sharing the bedroom, that meant the bathroom too. Don't worry, I won't tell anyone," she said as she peeled the jacket of her pants suit off, tossing it onto the counter by the sink. I stood and stared as she unbuttoned her satin blouse and pulled it off, tossing it on the counter with her jacket. I'd always kind of looked at her very slim boyish figure and didn't expect that she had much of a body worth caring about under her conservative pants suits. I had about six seconds to realize that her flattened chest was due to a very tight fitting sports bra, smashing her breasts flat. She peeled the sports bra up and off in just a few seconds, releasing a pair of what had to be at least C cup tits, maybe bigger.
"Whooh," she said as she slid her hands to her tits and cupped and squeezed them. "I don't want you blabbing around that I have tits, got it! I hate those damn bras, but they do the job," she added as if she had to explain to me why she was hiding a pair of incredibly sexy tits. Her areola were each oblong, nearly twice as tall as they were wide, with large pink nipples centered in each one. Her body from the waist up was tanned a light brown, brown enough that it almost completely hid the array of little freckles that must have run all the way down her chest, clearly visible in the two small white triangles around her bright pink areola where her bikini apparently didn't allow what had to be a tanning bed this time of year, get to.
I stood there, staring, trying not to let my cock get hard as she cupped and squeezed her tits, allowing her fingers to tease across her quickly hardening nipples. "Much better," she cooed after nearly a full minute of teasing her own breasts, her hands letting go of them so they sagged back down about half their size, her nipples turning up ever so slightly as the weight of each sexy orb deformed them into almost a teardrop shape. I wanted to protest, but suddenly stopped, staring at her as she nonchalantly undid her pants and pushed them down her legs, and over a pair of knee length boots. Her tits hung down and swung side to side slightly as she bunched her pants around her ankles and then unzipped the tall pair of high heel boots the pants had hidden. She wiggled each boot off her foot, stepping out of them and her pants in one motion before standing up straight again.
Okay. I'll admit it. I was getting turned on despite myself. Seeing her standing in just a pair of thigh high stockings and a tiny pink thong panty was doing things down below that I wouldn't have expected, and at the moment I was sure wasn't a good idea. None the less, my cock was quickly hardening as she turned away from me, lifting one foot and propping it on the edge of the sink while she bent slightly and rolled the stocking down her leg. I couldn't help but see her tits spread around her leg in the mirror as she reached for her foot, her well shaped, and obviously firm, ass pushing out at me, practically bare except for the little pink strings holding the thong in place over her pussy. She swapped feet and rolled the other stocking down, taking her time to pull it off her foot before dropping it with the other on her blouse.
As if she didn't care if I was there seeing her or not, she pushed the tiny pink thong down over her ass and then bent over, her shaved meaty pussy pushing out at me, a good amount of soft inner lip protruding as she stepped one foot at a time from the pink panty. She dropped the panty on her blouse and then turned and walked the few steps to the tub and carefully stepped into the water, which was now about halfway up in the tub. She sat down in the water and leaned back, turning on the control for the jet and letting the water swirl around her as it continued to fill.
"I'd ask if you wanted to join me, but you'd probably think I wanted to fuck you!" she called from the tub. "Just the same. This feels pretty damn good if you wanna come in too."
"I'm not sure how appropriate it would be." I answered, still trying to hide my hardon.
"Oh fuck that. Look, we're going to be sleeping together, unless one of us is gonna sleep on the sofa, which I for one don't plan on doing, so we might as well accept that we're gonna see each other naked and get over it. Now the water feels nice and I'm offering to let you share it with me. If you're too damn embarrassed about having a hardon in front of me, then don't. I don't care one way or the other, about the cock or the water."
If anything she suddenly irritated me. Well, hell, two can play at that game. I turned the water off and stepped out of the shower, letting my hardon swing with each step as I walked to the tub and stepped in, making sure to lean well over her, my cock sticking toward her face only a foot or so from her before I lowered myself into the water, sitting across from her, our legs going opposite directions as we looked at each other, my cock head sticking up out of the water which was swirling just below her sexy tits as the tub continued to fill.
"Now, isn't that better?" she asked in a very soft voice, leaning her head back and closing her eyes as the water swirled around us.
"I have to admit, it is." I answered, leaning my head back as well and trying not to think about how close her naked body was from me. I heard her rustling in the water and opened my eyes to look at her, seeing her undoing the tight bun of auburn hair, which when freed, cascaded down past her shoulders, laying over one shoulder nearly to her breast. She leaned back again and sighed quietly.
I couldn't help but see where her hand went, or feel her foot as she pulled her feet toward her butt under the water, spreading her now bent knees apart to allow her hand access to her own pussy. Even in the swirling water I could make out her fingers teasing her pussy lips, her other hand moving to tease gently around one of her own nipples above the water. I couldn't believe she was laying there, naked in the tub with me, fingering herself.
"Feel free to have fun too. I'd just as soon not have you walking around the rest of the night with a hardon," she said, without opening her eyes.
"I don't believe this." I muttered, watching her tease her own body.
"What don't you believe? That I'm a girl inside or that you're staring at me finger fucking myself?" She asked a little sharply. "Damn it! Now look what you did. I was sooo fucking close and now you made me lose it!" She said in frustration, pulling her hand from between her legs and sinking down in the water almost to her neck.
"Sorry. I didn't realize I was staring." I apologized, honestly sorry for apparently interrupting whatever she was thinking about.
"You were," she said, moving her legs so she was totally under water, one leg now laying across mine and the other bent with her foot resting on my thigh, her legs spread wide under the swirling water. She reached up and turned the faucet off, shutting the water flow into the tub off just below the level of the overflow.
"I'll make it up to you if you want." I said, not sure what I was going to suggest was really a good idea or not.
"Oh? How are you going to do that? Turn into a little sex pot woman and lick my pussy until I squirt all over your face?" She asked with a scowl.
"Look, I don't know what you're trying to do, but knock it off. Just when I start feeling some compassion for you, you have to go and say something stupid like that."
"Compassion? For what?" She asked, looking at me with a furrowed brow.
"Trust me, I know how it feels to be turned on, for whatever the reason, not saying you were turned on by me, but just that you were clearly turned on, but not able to get off. So yeah, I felt bad that I'd messed up whatever you were thinking about."
She looked at me for quite a few seconds before saying anything else. "You know. I actually believe that you do feel sorry for that. Thank you," she answered in a surprisingly soft voice. "I guess I get so used to playing the strict bitch that I forget that it's not who I really am. Amanda knows that, but sometimes I act that way with her too."
"Amanda your friend?" I asked.
"Girlfriend. Yeah. We live together."
"Ahhh. I see." I answered with a nod.
"No, you probably don't. Amanda and I, well, we find pleasure where we can. For the last couple years it's been together," she said as if that were the most natural thing in the world.
"Well, far be it from me to disapprove."
"Well, I learned the hard way that men are generally assholes that think more about themselves than anyone else. I just don't much care for putting up with their shit anymore. Women are...more considerate. They make love with more feeling and passion. They care about the whole thing, not just getting their wickies off."
"Is that why you hate men so much?" I asked, hoping I wasn't starting a fight.
"I don't hate men in general. I just consider them a lower life form. Kinda like horses. They serve a purpose but I wouldn't let one balance my check book," she said as she lay there with her eyes closed and small smile on her lips.
"Pretty horrible way to go through life."
"Yeah, well I've had my share of shitheads in my life. I'm fine without them," she said with a nonchalant shrug.
"Well, guess I won't offer what I was going to then." I mumbled to myself as I leaned my head back again and closed my eyes to continue enjoying the warm water.
"If you were going to offer to fuck me, not interested," she answered somewhat sarcastically.
"Wasn't going to offer that." I answered.
"Why not? You don't like how I look? Not interested in fucking me?"
"You look very sexy, which I'm all too sure you know, and under the right conditions, I might very well want to fuck you. Just not now."
"Like what kind of conditions?"
"Well, maybe in a bar, after a few drinks, or after a nice meal in a nice restaurant. But we're boss and subordinate here. Not particularly conducive to any kind of a relationship. Not to mention that you've spent the last six months treating me like shit."
"Okay. So what were you going to offer?" She asked curiously.
"I was just going to offer to help you get off, but since you're not interested. Hell, I don't even know if I want to offer anymore." I said without opening my eyes.
"You were really going to offer to get me off? How?"
"I know how to get women off with more than just my dick." I answered. "I've been called pretty damn good with both my tongue and my fingers. But in this case, I was offering fingers. Sometimes someone else's touch is better than your own, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I know what you mean," she said before going silent. We lay there for several minutes before she said anything else. "You were really going to offer to do that? Why?"
"Just because I felt bad that you'd lost it." I said with a shrug.
"That would have been nice," she said softly.
I sat there for almost five minutes before I opened my eyes and looked at her laying there, her body neck deep in the warm water, her eyes closed, and her lips slightly parted as she lay thinking of, well I don't know what. Definitely not hollering at a man. I sat up in the water and reached under the surface for her body, my fingers touching her thigh only inches from her pussy making her jump in surprise. "Easy. Just me. Just close your eyes and relax. Think about whatever you were thinking a short while back ." I said softly.
She looked at me suspiciously, and then lay her head back again as I started to gently stroke my fingers up and down her thigh as her leg lay over mine. She took a deep breath and let it out in a long soft sigh as she closed her eyes and let my fingers tease closer to her shaved pussy. "Mmmmmmmm" she sighed as my finger stroked down her protruding inner lips, my finger teasing them ever so gently. I stroked up and down slowly, letting my finger work slightly deeper between her lips with each stroke until the tip of my finger was pushing slightly into her tunnel opening and then sliding up her pubic bone to the top of her lips and her engorged clit. "Ohhhhhhh, god, yes," she moaned softly, lost in thought of someone else and someplace else as I teased my finger around her clit.
I traced my finger back down her slit, pressing the tip into her tunnel again at the end of my stroke, her hips lifting and rolling toward my finger to try and push it deeper into her. I stroked up her slit again, teasing her clit for long seconds before stroking down again to tease her tunnel entrance.
"That's it baby. Push it into me," she cooed softly as my finger pressed deeper into her as she rolled and pushed her hips toward me. I wasn't sure it was really me she was talking to, but rather someone else she was imagining, either male or female, I didn't know. I pressed my finger into her and rotated my hand so that my palm was up. I pressed my thumb against her clit and rolled it in small circles while I teased the top of her tunnel with my crooked finger, drawing a gasp from her lips as she tried to lift herself higher toward my hand. "Ohhhh fuck yesssss!" she moaned louder, her hips rocking in time with my stroking finger, my thumb still stroking her clit in small circles. "ohhhhh fuck. You're gonna make me come baby!" she moaned very much louder. "God, yes. Ohhhhh that's perfect. Right there. Oh make me come. Don't tease me! Make me come!" she said even louder. "OH SHIT! YES BABY! OHHHH SHIT!" she squealed loud enough to echo in the bathroom as her pussy lifted all the way out of the water in her attempt to press harder against my hand, her legs and arms shaking and trembling. Ever so slowly she relaxed, easing her body back down into the water and then reaching for my wrist and gently pulling my hand from her pussy.
"Thank you," she whispered. "That was extremely enjoyable."
"You're welcome." I answered, leaning back and leaning my head back against the padded edge.
"I suppose I should return the favor," she said after a few moments.
"You don't have to." I answered without opening my eyes. "I did it because I wanted to. Not because I felt obligated to."
"I think you enjoyed it too, didn't you?" she asked.
"Yeah. I did. Why?"
"Because of how big your cock is right now," she said as she moved her leg from across mine. "I'm sure you'd love to just fuck me right now, but you'll just have to be satisfied with a little less than that," she said as she swished around in the water. I opened my eyes and saw her standing in front of me, water dripping from her nude body. She lowered herself down into the water again, this time with her legs straddling mine, her pussy inches from my rock hard dick. She reached out and wrapped both hands around my dick as she settled onto my thighs, my balls almost nestled into the juncture of her legs and her hot pussy. "I know guys are visual, but if you wanna touch my tits while I do this, you can," she said as she began to gently stroke her hands up and down my shaft, only my head sticking up out of the swirling water.
Her hands slowly stroked up and down my shaft, her right hand rolling over my head with each stroke up my shaft. "Mmmmmmm that feel good?" she cooed as she stroked me. "I bet you can imagine this being pushed up into my hot cunt, my wet lips stroking up and down big fat shaft as I bounce up and down on it. Do you like that idea? Me riding your big cock with my hot wet pussy? Mmmmm yeah. Feel me around you. Feel my hot wet tunnel caressing your shaft and gobbling up your cock with each stroke. That's it baby. Let me ride your fat long cock with my pussy," she cooed as I became more and more turned on by her touch and her words.
I reached my hands out without opening my eyes and felt her hips. I slid my hands up her sides and around inside her arms, cupping her tits and teasing her nipples with my thumbs as she stroked her hands up and down my cock.
"Ohhhh that's nice. I like having my nipples teased," she cooed as she slowly stroked my cock. "Part of me wouldn't mind riding this cock right now. Especially the way you're getting me turned back on."
"Feel free." I groaned softly, reveling in the sensations her hands were sending through my body, little tingles and sparks shooting from my groin to the ends of my fingers and toes. "But hurry if you're going to, because you're doing a fantastic job of getting me close to coming."
I looked at her as she moved, sliding herself closer to me and pressing my cock between her lips under the water. "Not sure I'm going to do that, but how about this?" she asked as she started sliding her wet lips up and down my shaft, the top side stroked by her fingers and the bottom half by her wet pussy, her clit grinding into my shaft as she moved herself along it. "Oh yeah. That feels very nice," she groaned, looking down at me with a look I'd never seen in her before, lust.
"Oh damn. I am so going to come any second." I groaned, suddenly trying to hold back to let her enjoy my hard cock a little bit longer.
"Let it go sweetie. Feel my hot wet pussy on your cock and just let go," she cooed softly, her body stroking far enough forward with each stroke so that my head disappeared between her wet lips, nestled tantalizingly close to her tunnel entrance.



"God damn." I groaned as her pussy slid over my head again. "Here it comes."
She smiled down at me as my hands involuntarily squeezed her tits and my hips jerked up toward her. A huge shot of cum lanced out of my cock, spurting into the air toward my head, landing on my chest and as far as the edge of the tub behind me. Again and again I jerked, spewing more shots of cum, landing on my chest and then finally only in the water surrounding my cock.
"Mmmmm that looked like a nice climax," she cooed softly with a small sigh. "Too bad you're going down. I was enjoying what I was doing too."
"Stand up." I said, moving my hands from her tits to her waist and trying to lift her out of the water.
"Why?" she asked even though she was moving with my hands, lifting herself and standing in front of me, her feet still straddling me. I didn't bother to answer her, but instead pushed myself to a sitting position in front of her and reached both hands to her ass, pulling us toward each other until I had my face nestled between her slightly spread legs. I reached out with my tongue and easily found her engorged and excited clit, giving it a quick flick with my tongue. "Oh shit!" she squeaked as she reached for my head and tried to pull me tighter to her pussy. I let go of her ass and moved my hands to hers, pulling them from my head so I could breath and then held them against her own ass, using her hands and mine to pull her back toward me.
I slipped my tongue into her wet slit and teased up her length, tasting her juices and her excitement as I worked closer to her clit and then across it, getting a small involuntary jerk from her body and a gasp of pleasure. "Oh fuck yes. Ohhhhh god damn. That's it sweetie, lick my hot little twat! You like licking pussy? Sticking your tongue between hot wet pussy lips and tasting my cum? Ohhhh god you're good with that fucking tongue. Jesus, yes you are. Ohhhhhhhhhh god, yes. Ohhhhhhh fuck yes!" she cried loudly as I stroked up her lips over and over, each time pausing to flick and circle her exposed hard clit with the tip of my tongue. The closer it got her to climax the more she tried to grind her pussy toward my face but I denied her, and backed my face away, controlling how much and how hard I played with her clit, holding her a breath away from climax for long minutes.
"Oh fuck. Let me come baby! Please let me come!" she cried, periodically trying to get her hands from mine so she could try and pull my face closer again. "Oh shit shit shit! God, baby please make me come! Damn I'm so close!" her loud cries echoed in the bathroom around us. I could feel her legs trembling and her arms starting to shake as I teased her a little closer, knowing that at any moment she was going to topple over that cliff and climax for me. "Ohhhh god. yes. Ohhhh shit baby. Oh god, I wanna come soooo bad! Oh OH OHHHH FUCK!" she cried suddenly, her hips bucking hard against my face and gushes of her juices spewing from her pussy over my face. I sat there and licked and flicked her clit while her body jerked and shuddered, two more long sprays from her pussy drenching me before her body began to still slightly, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath.
I let go of her hands and leaned back, looking up at her sexy naked body as she stood over me, looking down at me past her still heaving chest, a mixture of lust and confusion painted across her face. I scooped up some water from the tub and rinsed my face, getting rid of both of our cum from my face and chest while she continued to look down at me.
Suddenly she dropped to her knees over me and leaned heavily against me, pushing me back against the tub side and smashing her lips to mine in an urgent and aggressive kiss.
"Easy." I whispered, slipping my hands to her chest and pushing her back a little and separating our faces. "Gently. Kiss gently. I'm not going anywhere. Take your time." I whispered before easing my pressure on her chest and letting her lean toward me again. This time she kissed more softly, giving my lower lips a few sucks and then teasing my lips with her tongue much as I had just done to her clit.
"Fuck that felt good," she whispered after almost five minutes of kissing.
"You're welcome." I answered with a grin. "But I think we better get out before we turn into prunes."
"Yeah. Yeah, I think so," she agreed with a grin, pushing herself up and then stepping out of the tub. "You know. I could call down to the desk and have that sweet woman come down for a while. It's not quite bed time and I know you'd still love to fuck someone."
"That's okay. I think I've had enough for one night." I answered as I got up from the water and stepped over the side, taking the towel from her.
"Your cock says otherwise," she said with a grin, reaching out for my hard cock and giving it a squeeze.
"No. Really. I'm good. I think bed is a good idea though. After that drive I really am tired."
"If you say so." Debbie answered sweetly.
We finished drying off and headed to the main room with towels wrapped around us. "I'll take the sofa." I said as I headed toward it.
"Not likely. After what we've already done, you think we can't share a bed together? Seriously?" She asked, taking my hand and pulling me toward the bed. She pulled the covers back with her free hand and then pulled her towel off, tossing it on the foot of the bed before reaching for mine. She tossed my towel away and pulled me down onto the bed with her. "Don't move. I'll get the lights," she said quietly before sliding from the bed and padding naked across the room for the switch. The room plunged into darkness and in a few moments I felt her slip into the bed with me and pull the covers up over us. She snuggled up against me, her head on my shoulder and my arm pulled around her shoulders, one of her leg draped over mine, her thigh nestling my balls and her hand gently holding my still hard cock. "You sure you don't want me to call her? I bet she'd be happy to fuck you silly!"
"Trust me, I'm fine." I answered softly. "But thanks for the offer."
"Least I could do, since you couldn't take me to the strip club," she answered with a girlish giggle.
"Yeah, about that."
"Don't worry. I would have had a great time. I love watching other women undress. You should see the collection of lingerie I have. Sometimes I dress up and then slowly undress in front of a mirror, pretending that I'm a stripper in a club. Gets me so damn hot. I can't help but play with myself after that until I come."
"So you wanna be a stripper?"
"Uh uh. I just have this fantasy about stripping for a couple and then joining in a nice three way with them."
"I see. You have some unusual fantasies." I chuckled.
"Oh? What kind of fantasies do you have?"
"Oh. Normal ones I guess."
"Now that's informative. I told you one, now you tell me one."
"I'd love to make love to a sexy woman in my boat. Just take off her swim suit and then fuck right there in the lake or in the boat."
"And you haven't ever gotten anyone to do that? What about your wife?"
"Errrrrr!" I said, making a sound like an electric buzzer. "Error. That just wasn't down my wife's alley."
"From what I've picked up, not much was."
"Not much." I agreed quietly, suddenly not feeling all that horny any more.
I woke up in the morning, light sneaking in through the gap in the curtains, spooned against Debbie, my arm wrapped around her and one of her tits cupped in my palm. My normal morning woody was stuck between her legs, her hot pussy lips pressed against my shaft so I could feel her heat and wetness. I gently tried to pull it back, not sure she would really appreciate having it tucked where it was, which drew a moan of complaint, her hand moving to my ass and pulling me back toward her, driving my head between her lips. I felt my cock nestle into the entrance to her tunnel and held myself back, my hips wanting desperately at that moment to press forward and drive my shaft into her. I felt her hand pull on me again, her ass pushing back toward me, another moan slipping from her lips as my head pressed into her slightly, slipping past the entrance and sliding into her several inches of my nine. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly in her sleep, wiggling her hips and driving me slightly deeper into her. She started rocking her hips intermittently in her sleep, working an inch or two of my cock in and out of her pussy as we lay spooned with her deep in some dream.
I wasn't at all sure that where my cock was at the moment was where it should be. For that matter, in the light of morning I was having second thoughts about what we had done the night before. No, we hadn't had intercourse, but what we had done in most people's eyes was certainly sex. And sex in any form wasn't really supposed to happen given our employment status.
"You gonna lay there and let that whither or you gonna fuck my cunt?" she asked with a distinct edge in her voice, wiggling her hips again to move her pussy on and off my cock a couple inches.
"I didn't know you wanted me to." I muttered.
"Hell, you put it there, you might as well finish. That's what guys do, isn't it?"
"For the record, that wasn't intentional."
"Yeah, well, it's there none the less. Might as well get the job done and get it over with then!" She said in a less than flattering tone. "So come on stud. Show me what you've got. Fuck my hot little cunt and get your rocks off and get it over with."
"What is it with you?" I asked in confusion. "You want to piss me off?"
"I couldn't care one way or the other. You're the one that decided to fuck me in my sleep. That pretty much shows you don't give a fuck about me, so go ahead. Use me. Fuck my cunt and get your wickies off!"
I threw the covers off, exposing both of us to the cool air of the suite and reached out and smacked her bare ass with my palm, making a loud swack and a surprised cry of "OWWWW" from her as I rolled over, pulling my cock from her pussy and rolling off the bed. "What the fuck!?" she snapped as I walked around the bed to the bathroom, closing the door behind myself.
I found my clothes in a pile on the floor, my pants legs and socks still feeling every bit as wet as they were the night before. At that moment I didn't really care though. I dressed and walked out into the main room, Debbie still laying in the bed naked. "I'm going to go down to the office and see if they'd heard anything about the roads!" I said grabbing my coat and heading for the door. I opened the door and was surprised to see knee deep snow across the parking lot. I stepped out with a silent curse and waded through the snow to the office, walking in and seeing the same lady that was there the night before, still wearing the same black turtleneck sweater dress.
"Well, good morning! I didn't really expect to see you this early," she said with a smile.
"Yeah, well, all good things must come to an end." I said with a frown. "Have you heard about the roads?"
"Still closed I'm afraid. The trooper said that they're drifting over almost as fast as they get them plowed. They may not get them open until the wind drops later today."
"Geez." I groaned, leaning on the counter. Just what I wanted, being trapped with Miss bitch longer.
"Sounds like you're not having fun sweetie," she said softly, reaching out and gently stroking my arm with her fingertips.
"Oh. My boss can be a bit of a bitch." I answered her.
"Awwww. I'm sorry sweetie. No fun being trapped with someone you don't really want to be around. If I wasn't trapped here too I'd tell you to come over to my house. I'm sure we could find some way to pass the time until the roads are open," she said with a crooked little grin.
I looked up at her from the counter and chuckled. "Somehow I bet we could."
"Oh I know we could," she said with a grin, looking around as if there were someone to see us. She stepped back from the counter and reached for the hem of her dress, which was knee length, and pulled it up until she revealed a pair of gray bikini panties on her curvy but well-shaped body, the crotch obviously dark with her own moisture. "Been thinking all night about just what we could do to pass the time."
"It looks like you have!" I answered with a smile.
"If I had a free room I'd just sneak us off to it and let you play with this to your hearts content," she said, reaching for the front of the panties and pushing them down to reveal her dark curls and full meaty pussy.
"Ohhhh. Nice! I wouldn't at all mind taking a dive into that." I said with a smile. "Too bad we can't though." I answered as she pulled her panties back in place and smoothed her skirt down.
"Yeah. It is too bad. Unless you wanna toss your boss out in the snow for a while and hang a necktie on your room door, if you know what I mean."
"Keep teasing me like that and I might just have to come around there and fuck you right here."
"Oh sweetie, if you want me to tease you, I'm only just starting!" she said, stepping back again and looking past me to make sure no one was coming to the door behind me. She pulled the dress up, this time pulling it up farther, all the way to her chest, uncovering a heavy duty bra containing her huge tits. She reached up to her bra and pulled on the cups with one hand and lifting her big tits out of it with the other until they were completely exposed. With her dress hooked over her big fat tits she reached for her panties and pushed them down to her thighs, leaving all of her best parts exposed.
"God. How big are those?" I asked as I stared at her tits.
"Forty two E. You like?" she asked, lifting her hands to her tits and hefting them in her hands, her fingers teasing across the obviously hard nipples.
"God yes. They're fantastic looking. A guy could spend hours playing with those."
"Mmmmmmmm now that sounds like an invitation," she cooed as she stood there, half naked behind the counter, teasing her nipples and definitely getting both of us turned on. "Wanna feel?"
"I'd love one." I answered as she stepped toward the counter, bringing her body within range of my reach as I leaned across the counter. She removed one of her hands and let me lift her left tit with my hand, gently squeezing it as I lifted. "Very nice."
"How about a little turn around? I mean we can't fuck, but I'd sure like to see what I'm missing," she said, with a grin.
"Huh?"
"Show me your cock, silly!" she said with a bigger grin.
"Oh! Oh, yeah. Why not?" I said with a shrug as it sunk in what she wanted me to do. I stepped back toward the office door, looked outside to see if anyone was close to coming into the office, and undid the front of my pants. It took me a minute to fish out my hardon from down the leg of my boxers, but once I got it out where she could see it, it was evident she was pleased.
"Oh fuck yes. I'd love to let you push that baby into me. God it looks so tasty."
"Glad you approve." I answered with a grin.
"Approve doesn't begin to cover it. Fuck I'm getting soaking wet just looking at it!"
"Well, maybe we'll find someplace to make it happen before I leave." I said, stuffing my cock into my pants as I saw motion outside the half frosted up windows. "Someone coming!" I barely got my pants zipped, and my coat pulled around my front to cover that my belt was still undone before the door opened. The lady behind the counter pulled her dress down but didn't have time to fix her underwear or bra, so her tits showed obviously within the tight knit of the material and I knew she was standing with her panties around her thighs.
"I was wondering where a good place to eat was?" the man asked that stepped into the office, a woman following him in which I assumed was his wife.
"There are two good places down the street. The closer one is really good and walking distance. The other is about half a mile down the road. CJ's." The woman behind the counter said as the guy tried not to stare as one of her nipples tried to poke through the thin knit material.
"Uh, thanks." He said quickly. "Come on honey." He added as he stepped back out into the snow, the wife giving the woman behind the counter a hateful stare.
"Oh god," she said as soon as he left. "I'm so embarrassed," she added as she pulled the dress up again and resettled her tits into the heavy bra. I was back in front of the counter, fixing my own belt and pants as she pulled up her panties and covered her pussy once again. "I'd still like to find a way to ride that big cock of yours though," she said with a crooked grin.
"Well, if you figure it out, let me know. Right now I wouldn't mind one damn bit." I answered. "I guess I'm going to go eat some breakfast though."
"Well, maybe we can have dessert later. I'll see what I can think of."
I laughed a little. "You do this to every guy that comes in?"
"Oh hell no. Only the really super-hot guys," she said with a grin. "And just between you and me, that isn't too damn many out here in the sticks."
"Well, I appreciate the compliment." I answered her with an equally large smile. "By the way, what's your name?"
"Lily," she answered. "Have a good breakfast Adam!"
"You too Lily." I said as I turned and headed back out into the cold.
"Bout fucking time!" Debbie snapped as I walked into the suite from the cold. She was dressed and sitting on the edge of the bed with her coat on, but not closed up. "What'd you do, spend time fucking that big titted woman from last night?"
"No. I didn't. But you know, the more I think about it, I might just do that!" I snapped back. "I see you're still in fucking dyke mode. Well, you might as well pull your talons back in sweetheart, because we're not going anywhere but to breakfast! Roads are still closed and will be most of the day from the sound of it." I answered with a frown. "Now, there's a little place just down the road. I plan on walking down there and getting some breakfast. If you wanna come, that's fine, otherwise go fuck yourself."
"Would if I could dickwad!" she said angrily as she got up and zipped her long coat.
"What the hell has your panties in a bunch anyway?" I asked angrily as I turned and headed out into the cold to wait for her.
"Some dickwad that shall remain nameless got my engine started and then left me idling in the driveway!" she said as she stepped past me into the knee deep snow.
"Yeah, well it's a two way street, ya know? If someone had been sweet and gentle she might have gotten a nice fuck, but instead she had to be ugly and mean, so she got nothing." I said as I led the way to the parking lot tire tracks and wound through them to the road in front of the motel and then down the street several buildings to what was obviously a little café. By the time we were half way there I was second guessing my decision to walk as the wind cut through my dress pants and still wet socks, quickly chilling me. I was glad when I finally made it to the café and stepped into the warmth. There were quite a few diners there, presumably many from the motel and the many semi trucks parked on just about any parking lot they could find to wait out the road closure.
"Two?" A young waitress asked politely as she walked up to us.
"Yep." I answered with a nod and a smile. She led us to a booth and I slipped into one bench while Debbie slipped into the other across from me, pulling off her coat and leaving it around her shoulders. She had her blouse on, but not her jacket, which I vaguely remember seeing on the end of the bed, and even more surprisingly, no bra. Her tits were just barely visible through the cream colored satin blouse and her nipples, hardened by the cold, poked the material slightly just above the table surface.
"What are you staring at?"
"Not staring. Just enjoying the scenery." I answered quietly before picking up the menu and opening it. "It's your own fault you know."



"What is?"
"That you didn't get anything good this morning. If you'd have asked, instead of being super bitch I'd have given you almost anything you wanted. Yeah, I was having second thoughts about last night, but if you were nice, yeah, I'd have come back for more." I said as I looked up and down the menu.
"It's not in my nature to be nice."
"The fuck it isn't." I practically whispered. "You were being plenty nice last night in the tub."
"That was different."
"Oh? How?"
"You just gave me a very nice orgasm," she hissed quietly.
"I see. So the bottom line with you is to make you climax before I talk to you about anything? I can arrange that. Just start wearing a skirt to work." I said half joking.
"I will if you will," she said with a scowl. "Skirts make you look like a girl."
"Uh huh. You see, that's the problem. Before last night I wouldn't have cared if you were an ogre. I wasn't interested and I didn't care. But in reality you're good looking, sexy, and after you've gotten some, a charming woman. Now, since we both know that the dyke show is all made up, how about putting it aside and play the charming woman for a while?" I asked, looking over my menu at her. "It'll make our day a whole lot better."
"I'm not a sweet anything," she said glaring at me.
"Oh the hell you're not." I said as the waitress came up to the table.
"Are you ready to order? Or can I start you with maybe some coffee?" the young lady asked politely, smiling at us.
"I'm ready to order. How about you?" I asked looking over at Debbie.
"Yeah, I'm ready," she answered. "I want two eggs, over easy, hash browns and link sausage. I want the toast white with butter and grape jam. And coffee."
"And for you sir?"
"How about your western omelet, a side of bacon and coffee." I answered.
"Very good. I'll get that right in and be back in a moment with your coffee!" she said before turning away.
"Now you think for a second that she'd get anything for a tip if she was nasty? Of course not. That's why she's nice, even if on a day like today, she might not want to even be here."
"It's not my job to be nice."
"It's just you and me. No one else from work is here. We've been naked together, we've seen each other climax. You don't have to pretend to be a hardass. I've seen you at the other extreme. Try being nice and see what it gets you." I said. "If you want to be a dyke to everyone else at work, fine, but stop playing that game with me."
Debbie glared at me silently as the waitress set cups on the table and then filled them from a carafe of coffee.
"Anything else?" she asked sweetly.
"I have a question." Debbie said to the waitress. "If you have a particularly difficult customer, a real pain in the ass, how do you deal with them?"
"Me in particular?" She asked looking down at Debbie questioningly. "Personally I pour on the sugar. The meaner they are the sweeter I am. That way when they realize how shitty they were they'll feel guilty. Sometimes other customers will even chew them out so I never have to say a word," she said with a smug smile before turning and walking away.
We hadn't said a word to each other by the time our food came and we ate in silence. I wondered what Debbie was thinking, her mind obviously working over something. We finished eating and I paid the check.
"I have to go to the bathroom. I'll be right back." Debbie said quietly, getting up and heading to the bathroom with her coat still around her shoulders. I sat and waited for her to come back.
She came back up with a roll of gray under her arm and her coat on and zipped up. I looked her up and down curiously as she stood by the table, realizing that I could see her boots, that almost reached her knees, and a strip of bare leg above the boot and below the nearly knee length coat. "I'm ready," she said evenly as she stood waiting for me.
I stood up and put on my coat, following her out the door of the diner.
"Okay, you wanna play soft, here's soft," she said, handing me the roll of gray. "Other than my coat and boots, I'm naked. Treat me like you would any other woman, not your boss, not a lesbian dyke as you put it. If this doesn't turn you on, then I don't know what will," she said as she turned around to face me, unzipping her coat nearly to the bottom and spreading it to show me that she was indeed completely naked.
"If it was warmer out here I'd probably just pull you behind that parked truck and suck those nipples." I said shaking my head. "But it's cold. Zip that up before you get frostbit nipples."
"I don't get you. Here I am, practically throwing myself naked at you and you're what, going to reject me?"
"Look. You're hot looking. Anyone with eyes can see that. But you are still my boss." I said as I started walking toward the motel again.
"Damn. Here I am, fucking butt ass naked under this coat, and by the way, that wind is blowing right up my coat and trying to freeze my pussy, and you don't want to fuck me. I don't get it!"
"Why do you want me to fuck you? There aren't any feelings between us. Or at least not a hell of a lot of positive ones."
"So? Do you have to be in love to fuck someone? You don't love that woman in the front office and I bet if she threw herself naked on the bed in front of you you'd fuck her in a hot second. Wouldn't you."
"So?"
"So, what's she got that I don't have?"
"Besides forty E tits?"
"OH? You know the size? Been doing something I didn't see?" She asked in a very teasing tone. "So, just pretend that my tits are forty E's and take me like you'd take her!"
"I don't get you. Not one bit."
"What's to get? You said the reason I didn't get satisfied this morning was I was playing hardass. Well, this is me playing super sexy soft woman!"
"Don't you have a middle ground?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Would it help?"
"I doubt it." I answered honestly. "Just tell me what you want."
"I want you to treat me like you would any woman on a date. Simple as that. We've been out for a meal, I've given you permission to take whatever liberties you want with me and now we're going to a motel room to act on that. So, show me. Show me how a gentleman, as you call yourself, would treat a woman, given that scenario."
"Even if that means fucking you?"
"Especially if that includes fucking me. I'm not against men. In fact, I can enjoy a good cock just as well as the next woman. It's just that I haven't found too many men that make me feel well treated. So show me that you're not all hot air."
"Damn, you are a complicated woman." I answered shaking my head as she stepped next to me and wrapped an arm around me.
"Now warm me up. I wasn't kidding about that wind blowing up my coat."
"Fine." I answered, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her tightly to my side as we walked toward the motel.
I didn't even have the door closed behind us and she had her coat off and was bent over in front of the bed, unzipping her boots, her ass pushed out at me and her fat pussy lips pushing between her legs invitingly. I stepped over behind her as I let my coat slide off my arms, tossing it aside before kneeling down behind her. I reached for her ass and grasped both cheeks, getting a surprised squeak from her at the touch of my cold hands. I leaned my face toward her and licked slowly up her protruding pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh god," she groaned as she held her own ankles, staying bent over and pushing her ass even farther out at me as she arched her back.
"You like?" I asked before sliding my tongue up her lips again, teasing the tip between them to tease her delicate pink inner lips that were just trying to peek out at me.
"It isn't what I expected," she moaned softly.
"Then you won't have expected this either." I said, pushing on her ass and twisting her as I pushed her toward the bed. She twisted as she toppled, falling back on the bed with her legs hanging over and her ass barely on the bed. I lifted her left leg, pulling her already unzipped boot off her foot and tossing it aside. I rested her cold foot on my shoulder as I lifted her right leg and pulled her boot off that foot as well. I tossed her boot aside and grasped both her thighs, pushing them up and apart, spreading her legs and her pussy at the same time. I leaned my face toward her pussy and pressed my tongue between her wet lips, teasing it into the entrance to her tunnel and then dragging it up her slit until I felt her hard little clit. I teased across and around her clit for several seconds, drawing a gasp and moan from her.
"Oh my god yeeeeees!" She moaned softly as I went back for another stroke, driving my tongue deep between her lips and then dragging it slowly across her pubic bone to the end of her sexy slit. I closed my lips around her clit and sucked it into my mouth, teasing the now completely exposed nub with the tip of my tongue. "Jesus fucking Christ!" she swore quietly as she tried to buck her hips up toward my face.
"I take it you liked that?" I asked quietly after releasing her clit and getting ready to lick again.
"Oh god yes," she moaned as I drove my tongue down between her lips again. "Soooooo fucking good!" I grinned to myself as I licked up her pussy again, teasing her lips and flicking her clit with my tongue over and over again, making her body writhe and squirm on the bed in front of me. "Oh god damn! Oh stop teasing me and come fuck me!" she pleaded, reaching between her legs for my head, trying to coax me up from her pussy.
I smiled and then kissed first one thigh and then the other, leaving her pussy alone for a moment as she lay panting and gasping for breath. I worked my way from her thighs to her mound, kissing her soft tanned skin up over her firm stomach, working slowly toward her big soft tits. I slowly kissed her left breast, teasing my lips around her puckered pink oblong areola. I kissed past the little freckles in the creamy white triangle of skin and thought how sexy her body must look untanned sprinkled with the little pinkish dots.
"Oh god, you are a fucking tease!" she moaned, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me toward her, trapping my cock between us, her wet lips spread as she tried to grind herself against my rigid member. "You don't hurry up I'm just going to flip your ass over and climb on top of you!" she panted.
"Patience. You do know what that is, don't you?" I teased as I left one nipple to kiss the other.
"Just because I know what it is doesn't mean I want to practice it right this second," she groaned, her hips humping up against my cock even though I was holding her hips down with both hands.
"I thought you didn't particularly like cocks?" I teased letting her rub her pussy against my shaft a little bit.
"Don't be a shit! Just fuck me!" She practically commanded.
"Uh uh. Not until you ask nice." I teased.
"Ohhhhh fuck you! God stick it in me!" she said as I nibbled her nipple slightly.
"Uh uh. Not until you ask nicely. I don't fuck dykes. But I will definitely put all my efforts to work to pleasure a sweet woman. If you can be a sweet woman that is." I said, knowing damn well that I'd fuck her either way at that moment, but really enjoying being in control for a change.
"Ohhhhh god, you are a fuck!" she moaned as I pulled back slightly against her feet, lessening the pressure of my shaft on her clit and pulling her nipple with my teeth, letting it slip between them to snap down back to her chest.
"Just ask nice." I said softly before nibbling her other nipple.
"Okay. Okay. Will you pretty please put your cock in me?"
"I'll think about it. Why do you want me to?"
"OHHHHHH FUCK! Don't tease me any more please!?" She practically begged. "Please fuck me and make me come!" She moaned softly after a few more seconds of my teasing her nipple and making no effort at all to put my fat cock into her.
"Now that's much better." I said softly, pulling my hips back against her feet to give myself enough room to push my cock down toward her pussy. I reached down and pressed my head between her lips, feeling it dip into the entrance to her sopping wet tunnel, her heels digging into my ass again to pull me toward her.
"OHHHHHH FUCK! OH MY GOD YES!" she practically screamed as my cock pushed deep into her pussy. "FUCK ME BABY! FUCK MY HOT LITTLE CUNT!"
I pushed myself up from her body and slid my hands up from her hips to her tits, cupping both of them and squeezing them as I started stroking into her. She spread her legs wide, letting go with her heels, and moaned loudly as my hips slapped against her bare ass, her hands reaching for her own legs to spread them even farther.
"OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried loudly. "JESUS CHRIST YOU'RE GOING TO MAKE ME COME!"
"Good." I answered with a grin, slowing my strokes down to tease her a little longer.
"NOOOOO! No! don't stop. Oh please don't stop!" She begged more quietly. "God I'm so close. Please don't stop now!"
"Since you asked nice, I won't." I answered with a grin, driving my cock hard into her again. I pounded into her hard, slapping my hip against her body and beating her clit into the base of my cock with each stroke. She let go of her legs and grabbed the bedding, pulling and tugging the blanket as she rocked her hips in time with my plunges into her, my head smashing into the end of her sexy tunnel with each stroke.
"OH SHIT! I'M GOING TO COME!" she squealed after only a few short minutes of pounding into her, her arms and legs starting to tremble. "OH FUCK FUCK FUUUUUUCK!" she screamed so loud it echoed in the room as her whole body started to buck and shake in front of me.
I could feel her pussy clenching around my shaft, triggering my own climax that was barely contained from bursting forth for the last couple minutes. "FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and pumping a huge gush of cum into her.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as she felt my cum lance up into her, her own body still jerking and shaking. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck!" she panted as she struggled to catch her breath, my body still between her legs, twitching and jerking as I added more cum deep into her pussy.
"Damn." I panted as I stood there, my cock twitching inside her still pussy, her spasms trying desperately to still squeeze and milk my softening shaft.
"Oh my god," she panted, her chest heaving as I let go of her tits and gently stroked her thighs, her feet now resting on the bed near her ass, her legs touching mine. "Fuck that was good."
"Glad you enjoyed it." I answered.
"Ohhhhhhh you are such a shit," she said with a laugh.
"You didn't enjoy it?"
"Oh I didn't say that. In fact, enjoyed would be a significant understatement. I can't remember the last time I came so fucking hard!" She said, reaching for my stomach and teasing her fingers up and down what she could reach of my body. "Ohhhhhh yeah. So much better than just enjoyed!"
"Well, slide your ass up there a bit more and I'll come lay down next to you." I said, suddenly feeling a bit worn out as my body consumed the last of the adrenalin coursing through my veins.
She pushed herself up the bed and pulled a pillow down and tucked it under her head, pulling a second one down for me next to hers as I crawled up on the bed. I lay down next to her and she snuggled up against me on her side, one leg laying over mine and her head on my chest. "Now there's a sight I never would have expected to see." I said quietly.
"What's that?"
"Look up." I said with a grin.
She turned her head and looked up at the ceiling, the two of us laying naked, visible in the mirrored ceiling. "Looks kinda sexy. Wouldn't have thought that I'd say that about being snuggled to a guy though."
"You sure are hard on guys, aren't you?"
"You get that way when you get left at the altar," she said with a sigh. "But that was a long damn time ago and I haven't met a man that was really worth...well, anything."
"And me?"
"Jury's out on you. You've become...interesting," she said, laying her head back down on my chest. "So, why exactly are you divorced? You're not a serial killer or drug addict or anything like that, are you?"
"No. Not that I know of anyway." I answered, not really wanting to get into why I'm divorced.
"So?" she prompted again after a few silent moments.
"Oh hell. You're not going to let me avoid this are you?"
"Let's face it. We're intimate enough to have fucked, that makes us more than intimate enough to discuss why you're divorced, don't you think?"
"Yeah, I suppose it does. To be honest, I wanted more sex than she did. We tried to keep things working, but it became a point of contention when I was on the road one time and spent the night with a very pleasant and extremely sexy woman."
"Ahhhhh. You're wife wasn't willing to share huh?"
"Not even a little." I answered. "Not that I blame her completely. I mean it was my fault that I stepped out, but I could never get her to even acknowledge that she had a little culpability with her lack of willingness to even try to have sex more than once every month."
"Once a month? Fuck I'm lucky if I can go more than three or four days without getting off," she said with a soft feminine chuckle. "Which is why I live with Amanda."
"Ahh. Amanda isn't going to be upset about this, is she?"
"Oh I doubt it. But if I'm not careful, she may want to get a piece of the action too. She's had no more luck finding a nice guy than I have."
"So I fall on the nice guy side all of a sudden?" I asked a little surprised.
"Not yet, but I have to admit I'm warming up to you," she said softly, snuggling up against me tighter and sighing a little contentedly.
I must have fallen asleep again, because the next thing I remember is Debbie getting up off the bed and padding naked to the door. She opened it, letting a swirl of cold air in to find the lady from the desk standing on the other side.
"Just wanted to let you know that the road is open again," she said looking past Debbie's still naked body to the bed where I was laying naked.
Debbie looked over her shoulder at me, seeing what the woman was looking at and grinned. "Thanks. I appreciate the heads up." Debbie answered, making no effort to close the door and giving the woman a good long look at me. "Guess we better get dressed and get back down the road. Unless of course you wanna come in for a few minutes."
"As much as I want to, and believe me, I really do want to...I better get home to my husband. But just between you and me, he's going to get one hell of a fucking this afternoon!" she said with a grin before turning and walking away.
"Seems like you made an impression." Debbie said from across the room as she closed the door. "But we better get dressed and get south before the road closes again."
I pushed up off the bed and walked to the sofa where she was sorting out the pile of our clothes. I slipped my arms around her waist from behind and pulled her against me, my already hardening cock pressing between her ass cheeks as I kissed her neck. "We don't have to."
"Yeah, we do," she whispered back. "Unfortunately."
"Alright." I said, acquiescing and accepting that the surprisingly enjoyable interlude with her was drawing to a close. To my surprise she dressed without the bra, letting her big tits swing and wiggle in the blouse, finally putting the jacket of her pants suit on only when we were about ready to leave. She stood, slipping it on, her auburn hair mussed and tousled after the night in bed. "You know. Even the morning after, you still look like a very sexy woman."
She smiled but didn't reply as she finished pulling the jacket and then her coat on. I took the cue and pulled my own coat on before we headed out into the snow. She sat in the cab of the now running truck as I walked around and brushed the six inches or so of accumulated snow off the hood and windows before jumping in, my feet once again cold in my dress shoes .



"Too bad we have to go. I know exactly how to get your feet warm again." Debbie said with a grin. "Of course, there's a whole lot more of you that I'd get warm at the same time."
"Yeah. You do a good job of that." I answered with a grin. I dropped the truck in reverse and backed out through the heavy snow and made my way back to the interstate.
It was late afternoon before we got back, having had a surprisingly pleasant drive back to the plant, the two of us chatting about all sorts of mundane issues. "You know. Once we pull into this lot, I have to ignore what happened last night. We can't even talk about it, or I'd never be able to get my job here done."
"Yeah. I understand. Don't worry. I'll tell all the guys just how much of a dyke you are and how horrible spending the night in the same room with you was."
"Good," she said curtly as I made the last turn into the parking lot. "Drop me at the front door," she said, her voice clearly commanding again.
I nodded and stopped the truck, letting her out and then heading back to the lot to park. By the time I got into my office I could hear her chewing someone out over the phone all the way down in my office.
The next morning I came into the office and found a vase with a dozen red roses sitting on my desk. I looked around and found a card sitting on my seat and I picked it up and read it slowly.
"I still need to ride you like white on rice, but when this is done, I want the chance to ride you in a totally different way."
"Nice flowers. Who are they from?" My secretary said as she stepped into my office.
"Just a friend I did a favor for." I answered her.
"Well, she must have been a good friend or it was one hell of a favor," she said with a smile. "Been a while since I've seen you smile. Keep it up," she said giving me a wink before disappearing back out the door again.
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I had to find something to do when I got out of the military. Something that I loved, something that I wouldn't mind doing while I collected my military pension at age 40. Yeah, I know, retired at such a young age. But the military game is a young man's game and even with over seven thousand flying hours, youth still trumps experience in the flying game. As you get older your body just can't respond like it used to. As a result I just couldn't keep taking those high G maneuvers.
I convinced the bank that I was a good risk, purchased myself a used Beach King Air 200 turbo prop and set myself up as an executive charter service. Life was good. Business was thin. On more than one occasion I ended up sleeping in my own airplane rather than getting a hotel room, just to try and save some money. It's not easy to pay for a three quarters of a million dollar aircraft, fuel, maintenance and living expenses. To be quite honest, I was about to drown under that debt.
Welcome Amy. Amy called because of one of my business cards I'd left in so many airports. Amy was the executive secretary to a somewhat famous model. In her own words, she was a glorified baby sitter, helping Kimberly manage her multi-million dollar business of modeling and lingerie line and endorsements. Her current problem was that Kim had suddenly become afraid to fly commercial following a spate of terrorist attacks against aircraft. Her question was a simple one. Would I be interested in contracting to handle flying her around the country?
At that point I would have contracted to fly Beelzebub himself, if the price were right. Little did I know that six months down the road I'd feel as if that was exactly who I was flying.
Kim was gorgeous. Of course she was. She was a super model. At thirty she was on the long side of it, but then some continued to work well into their fifties, with the right skin care and constant workouts and such. Kim flitted from city to city, rarely spending more than two or three days in any one place. She had a beautiful twenty thousand square foot home, which she seemed to rarely be in. She could walk the walk and talk the talk and sell sexy little lingerie like she was selling snow to eskimos. Unfortunately her looks is where nice stopped. She'd started to believe her own hype. She'd started to think of herself as a diva and act as if those of us around her were beneath her. More than once her sweet lilting voice snarled from the passenger cabin that I was flying too rough, or making the plane bounce too much for her to sleep. As if I had any control over the air currents.
Amy was the constant. She was always there, inserting herself between Kim and whoever might possibly be around her. She soothed Kim and kept her empire on an even keel. But while the pace seemed relentless to me, Kim seemed to just eat it up. She loved the challenge as much as I loved flying. I suppose if I hadn't gone out on a limb after three months and updated my plane from a 1980's vintage to a reasonably new 2002, I might have even quit the contract. But with that new payment to cover, the last thing I wanted to do was kill the cash cow. I'd asked Kim more than once for a date, and always gotten the same answer, "we can fuck or we can work together. Which do you prefer?"
"X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven, rolling." I radioed the tower as I applied the throttle and sent the Air King accelerating down the runway. This was going to be a relatively short trip. Kim had some kind of a photo shoot in the middle of Missouri, at some lake called the Ozarks, out in the middle of nowhere. All I knew was it looked like a winding snake on the map and had one small airport close to where the shoot was that had just enough runway to sneak in if I went in light. In only a few short minutes we were climbing through ten thousand feet, winging our way from Chicago over the Midwestern landscape at nearly three hundred miles an hour.
"Adam!" I heard Amy call urgently from the passenger cabin.
"Yeah?" I called over my shoulder.
"Kim. She passed out. I can't seem to wake her!" She called, panic clearly etched in her voice.
"Is she breathing?" I called back.
"Yes, but it's very shallow and I can't seem to wake her."
"Okay. Check her eyes. Lift her eyelids and see if they respond."
"They seem too, but she still isn't waking up."
"Okay. Let me see where we can put down!" I called back to her. "Chicago center. This is X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. Declaring a medical emergency."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. State your situation." The controller radioed back.
"X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. We have a passenger that is passed out. She is breathing at this time, but otherwise unresponsive. Requesting a Vector to the nearest airport with medical close by."
"Roger that X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. Hold one." The controller said before pausing for a few moments. "X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven turn two four zero. You are cleared to five thousand direct. ST Louis should be fifty miles. Contact St Louis approach on one three two point one two five. Have a good day."
"Thank you Chicago." I answered before changing the radio and starting a decent toward St Louis.
The decent and landing were as normal as they could be, touching down less than twenty minutes after making the initial call. I taxied to the executive terminal and shut down, the ambulance quickly coming to the side of the plane as my turbo props spun slowly down to a stop.
As much as I disliked Kim, I was concerned for her well-being. Clearly Amy was as well, and I did my best to comfort her on the taxi ride to the hospital. By the time we got there, Kim was awake and back to her normal bitchy self, though the doctors and nurses seemed to be flitting in and out with uncommon frequency. Twenty four hours later and who knows how many tests she was ready to be released.
"Now look. All I can do is warn you," the doctor said with a stern look on his face. "You were lucky. You can't treat your body this way. My prescription is two weeks away, at least! No stress. You need to find someplace to relax and decompress."
"No fucking way. I have too much to do!" Kim argued.
The doctor turned to Amy and shook his head. "If you can't get her to take it easy a while, she's going to be right back here again. And next time she may leave toes up!" He said emphatically before turning back to Kim again. "I mean it! No phone, no computer, no stress of any kind. Your blood pressure was through the roof and you're just damn lucky it wasn't a stroke! Find a way to do it. And find a way to do it frequently, or you're going to be leaving us all too soon."
"I'll make sure she does!" Amy said giving Kim a stern look. "Thank you Doctor."
"Your welcome young lady. I hope she listens to you better than she's listening to me." He said as he looked over and saw Kim texting on her phone again.
"She will. If I have to tie her up and drag her off." Amy said sternly to Kim.
"Good luck with that," he said, shaking his head as he walked away.
"Come on." Amy said, leading Kim from the hospital room. It was little more than two hours and we were back at the airport, the turbines warmed up and taxying for takeoff. The plane practically leapt off the tarmac and into the air as we headed back to Chicago, soaring into the air.
"You know. I don't know how you're going to get her to have any time away," I said to Amy as she sat in the right hand seat, Kim sitting in the back alone, still angry with the doctor's orders.
"Yeah. I know. She can be difficult," Amy agreed.
"Glad I'm not going to have to deal with her," I said, shaking my head.
"No? Ohhhh. That's right. You're going away for a couple weeks," Amy said, nodding as she remembered that next week started my promised vacation. "Where are you going again?"
"A little mountain lake in Colorado," I said with a smile. "Just me and some really good fishing. Sit back, catch a few trout, watch the sun set on the mountain side looking over the valley below. It can't get more idyllic than that!" I said with a sigh.
"Sounds like a perfect get-away!" Amy said, leaning back and looking at the cockpit ceiling. "No phone, no demands on your time, just relaxation for two weeks? God I envy you!" She said with a sigh.
"Could have been yours too." I said with a grin, reminding her that I had invited her to come along, only to get the typical answer. "The bed is big enough for two, though it would be a bit cozy!"
"Yeah. I think we covered that one," she said with a smile. "Though it does sound tempting."
"Can't say I didn't try." I answered her with a shrug.
"So how do we get Kim to go on a vacation like that?"
"Not my problem," I said with a smirk. "I lined this up months ago. You know how hard it is to find a place like this? Isolated? No phone no modern utilities, nothing?"
"Yeah, it has to be tough." Amy said as she looked out the window at the ground far below. "Hey. I know. Take Kim!"
"What? Are you nuts?" I said in surprise. "First off, her idea of roughing it not having her manicure on time. Can you imagine her out in the boonies without even a flush toilet?"
"Oh lord. That would be something to see," Amy said with a laugh.
"Yeah. She'd go nuts in half a day," I said with a shake of my head.
"So, how much does this little vacation cost you?"
"Oh, fuel, food, cabin and all? About seven or eight hundred. It'd be less if I didn't fly this gas hog there, but the only real way there is by plane or a long drive up from Denver."
"That's not too much. I'll pay you." Amy said quietly.
"Pay me for what?"
"To take Kim," Amy said, still looking out the window.
"No way. It's my vacation. I don't want to baby sit a primadonna!" I almost snapped.
"Be a shame to have to find someone else to fly us around while you're gone. Never know, she might like the new pilot better," she said softly.
"You trying to blackmail me?" I asked in surprise.
"Oh I wouldn't call it that," she said, turning to look at me, a crooked little grin on her face. "Just think of it as job security."
"Think of it as one fucked vacation," I said hotly, staring out the front at the open sky. "It's only a one room cabin. Kitchen, bedroom, living room...all the same room. And only one bed. Where will she sleep?"
"You're adults. You can share the bed, right?"
"Remember me saying it was COZY for us?"
"Yeah. So it can be cozy for you two too. It'll give you a chance to get to know her better."
"You're psycho, you know that?" I said angrily. I'd planned this for months. I wanted to get away from the ice queen, not shack up with her!
"So how about it?"
"I don't think you could pay me enough money to do that," I said, shaking my head.
"Okay. How about I sweeten the pot. I'll sleep with you for a whole weekend when you get back."
I looked over at her incredulously. "Did you just suggest that you prostitute yourself to convince me to take her with me? Seriously?"
"Does, seem a bit over the top, doesn't it?"
"Yeah. I think you need to think about a new job if you're that wrapped around her," I said with a frown. "Yeah, I wanna go to bed with you, but not like that."
She was silent for almost half an hour before she finally said anything more. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have suggested that. But I will pay your expenses if you take her along."
"Send her off to a camp or something. That's what you do with children, right?"
"She's not a child," Amy said testily. "Though I have to admit, sometimes she acts like one."
"See?"
"Okay. Seriously. Will you take her with you?"
"It's my VACATION... AWAY FROM HER!" I answered angrily.
"Adam. Seriously. What will it take for you to take her along?"
"You're not going to give up, are you?"
"Nope."
"Shit!" I swore quietly. "Okay. I'll take her. On one condition."
"What's that?" She asked, with a smile that said she had definitely won, again.
"She has to pull her weight. I'm not her servant. I'm not waiting on her and I am most Definitely NOT going to change what I planned on doing because she came along! I don't care if she reads a book or plays solitaire or whatever. But if she turns into a pain in the ass I'm throwing her in the lake!"
"As long as you don't drown her, you have my permission to throw her in at your discretion!" She said, practically beaming at my agreement. "So what does she need to bring?"
"Jeans, shirts, that kind of thing." I answered.
"I doubt she's put a pair of jeans on in years, but I'll see what I can find."
"I'd still rather take you." I muttered.
"Maybe you can some time," she said, surprising me again as she climbed from the seat and slipped back into the passenger cabin.
I didn't hear most of the conversation, having to concentrate on talking with approach and the tower as we got closer to landing. What I did hear wasn't particularly flattering.
"Saturday. Ten AM sharp. If she's not here, I'm leaving her behind." I said quietly to Amy as they got into the waiting car at the airport.
"Trust me. She'll be here with bells on." Amy said with a smile. "No matter what she says right now."
"If you say so." I answered with a frown, not really wanting to think about how ruined my vacation had become.
Saturday came and at five minutes to ten the car Kim usually arrived in did just that. Kim and Amy climbed from the back, Kim wearing a black mini-skirt, a red halter top and four inch spike heels. "Oh this is going to be fun." I said to myself with a frown as Amy and Kim walked up.
"So, Kim. Do you have something to tell Adam?" Amy prompted.
Kim rolled her eyes and bobbed her head side to side as she usually did when she had to do something because she was told to that she really didn't want to do. "Yes. Adam. I'm supposed to do whatever you tell me. Do half the cooking and not mess up your vacation. I'm just on vacation along with you and you're not my servant," she said with a frown.
"And?" Amy prompted.
"And if I become a pain in your ass you have permission to throw me into the lake," she said with an irritated huff.
"Okay. Get on board." I told her as the driver of her car hauled the two big suitcases to the plane. I stowed them in the belly compartment and latched it down tight before climbing the stairs and pulling them up behind me. Kim rarely sat in the front with me, but was seated in the right seat as I crawled over the console into the left seat. It only took a few moments to get the turbines running and spun up, having already warmed them up after doing my ground check. I handed Kim a pair of headphones and put my own on as she adjusted them over her brown curls.
"So, is this going to be fun or are you just doing this because you're being paid?" She asked across the electronic circuit.
"I'm going on vacation. You're tagging along." I answered before pressing the button. "X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven, ready to taxi."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. You are cleared to taxiway K to runway one six. Hold short and notify."
"Roger. Taxiway K hold short and notify." I answered as I pushed the throttles and started the big plane moving forward. We bounced across the rough taxiway for almost three minutes before I could turn and stop in front of the runway. I stopped and did my throttle checks and verified that all my controls worked as required, and notified the tower. "X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven holding at one six."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. You are cleared onto one six. You have a gulf stream coming in about two minutes behind you."
"Roger that. I'll be long gone." I answered as I eased the plane onto the five thousand foot runway. I didn't even bother to stop as I pushed the throttles fully forward and spun the props up to speed, the plane quickly accelerating down the tarmac and easily lifting into the air with the light load. "And we're off," I said to Kim as we accelerated into the air, quickly climbing above the low cloud deck and breaking into the sunshine above.
"So what makes this a vacation? Sounds like there isn't anything there," Kim said.
"There's a cabin. A boat. A lake and some incredible scenery. What more do you need?"
"TV? Cell phones. Electricity. Hot water."
"There is electricity, as long as the sun is shining. And as far as hot water, there's a whole lake full. All you have to do is bring in a bucket and put it on the stove," I said with a chuckle.
"Oh joy."
"Don't start already. We have over four hours," I said to her as I set my GPS to Crested Butte airport.
"So what do we do there?" she asked after almost half an hour of silence.
"Fish, relax. You do know how to relax, right?"
"Well. Amy packed me some books. So I guess I can read some. I suppose I can swim some too."
"Maybe. If you don't mind cold water. The lake is probably around sixty five or so this time of year."
"Oh joy," she said with a frown.
"Don't worry. You can always just lay out on the dock and catch the sun," I told her.
"So, neighbors?"
"Uh uh. Closest is about five or six miles away. This is a lake on top of a ski resort. This time of year there's a skeleton crew on at the lodge, but that's about it."
"Well. Sounds like a lot of fun," She said with a frown on her face.
"Remember what I said about that water temperature?"
"Yeah."
"Don't make me throw you in as soon as we get there, because I will if I have to!"
"Okay," she said with an obvious pout.
"So what do you talk about when you're not talking about work?" I asked her.
"Well, clothes, nail polish colors, what we should wear to various things. You know, girl stuff."
"Girl stuff huh?"
"What do guys talk about?"
"Fishing, hunting, sports, that kind of thing."
"How much can you talk about fishing?" She asked curiously.
"A lot. How much can you talk about what to wear?"
"A lot."
"How long did it take for you to pick that? What you're wearing."
"I don't know. Maybe half an hour."
"I see," I answered with a shake of my head.
"How long did it take for you to pick what you're wearing?" She asked, looking at my t-shirt and cargo pocket shorts.
"About thirty seconds," I answered her. "So, you do realize we're headed up a mountain."
"Uh huh."
"In a jeep."
"Okay."
"On a bouncy dirt road."
"So?" She said with a shrug. "Your point?"
"Just wondering what made you think that was an appropriate outfit." I answered with a chuckle.
"What's wrong with it?"
"Nothing. Not a thing. This is going to prove to be an interesting trip," I said, shaking my head and chuckling. I looked over at her and saw her pouting in the seat, trying hard not to say anything angry back at me.
Three hours and fifty minutes after takeoff we touched down on the single runway at Crested Butte. I taxied to the general aviation area and shut down the turbines, letting them spool down as I got the stairs down. It only took me a few minutes to walk to the parking area and find the jeep that was left for me, an old CJ5 that looked like it'd seen better days. I drove to the plane and loaded the coolers, my duffel bag and fishing gear into the back along with her two big suit cases and then went about buttoning up the plane for short term storage, inserting the engine housing plugs and covers to keep birds and other undesirable critters out of the delicate engines.
"Okay. All aboard!" I said as I closed the stairs and turned to walk to the driver's side of the jeep. I climbed in and looked over at Kim sitting in the somewhat ratty seat, trying to pull her mini-skirt down her legs. "You may want to put on your seatbelt. Without doors you'd end up on the pavement by the second corner."
"If you say so," she said, pulling the seatbelt across her lap and clipping it. I chuckled and let the clutch out, quickly turning around and heading out toward highway fifty.



Windblown. That's how I would have to describe her by the time I pulled off the highway nearly twenty miles down the road. With no top and no doors, the jeep was like a convertible on steroids. The wind whipped around the windshield and blew her hair in every possible direction, making it almost impossible for her to see. When I slowed down to turn onto the gravel road leading up the mountain I could see her frown, but had to admit, she was holding her tongue.
I couldn't help but look over at her as we drove up the winding bouncy gravel road. The halter might have covered her large breasts, but it did a horrible job of containing the bouncing mounds, one of her breasts bouncing clear out of the top after a particularly rough jolt. Yeah it was an interesting outfit. I turned onto the dirt track that led even higher up the mountain, leaving the lodge behind us. The gravel road was smooth as silk compared to the two dirt ruts that constituted the road now. I looked over at Kim and actually felt sorry for her. Her short skirt had ridden up her thighs so far I could see the red of her panties beneath, and her tits absolutely refused to stay in the top, both of them now exposed as she held onto the windshield with one hand and the edge of the seat with the other, leaving none free to cover herself back up.
I slowed down to bounce over a fallen log and then pulled to a stop in the middle of the road. I shut the engine off and sat back to look at her. "If you want, you can change." I said as she pulled the material of her halter back over her incredibly sexy tits.
"No. I'm fine," she said after a few seconds. "I'm not going to disrupt your trip, remember?"
"Afraid I'll throw you into the lake?"
"Actually, I am."
"Well, I'll make an exception. I promise not to throw you into the lake if you want to change your clothes." I said with a chuckle.
"Why? You don't like what I'm wearing?"
"Kim. I've flown you to how many photo shoots and catwalks? I doubt there's anything that you can wear that would show more than I've already seen."
"Really? Why do you have a hardon then?"
I looked down at my lap and realized she was right. I had a huge hardon inside my shorts, something I hadn't had looking at her since, well, shortly after I started. Her attractiveness had been completely overridden by her bitchy nasty personality. "Touché." I said. "Just thought I'd offer."
"You don't like what you see?"
"I didn't say that. You're a multi-million dollar showoff. Let's face it, you'd look good no matter what you wear."
"But you don't want my tits bouncing where you can see em?" She asked pointedly.
"Kim. I don't care if you wanna go naked. There isn't anyone out here to see except me and Mother Nature. So there isn't any point in being a clothes horse. Wear what you want to be comfortable."
"That offer to change still stand?" She asked with her brow furrowed slightly.
"Still stands." I answered.
"Good," she said, unbuckling her seatbelt. She stepped out of the jeep and stood on the grass next to the dirt tracks, wiggling her skirt down over her hips until she could step out of it. She tossed it onto the middle of the jeep between our seats and then reached for the top of her halter, pulling the knot around her neck apart. The material flopped down, exposing her full round tits, each the size of a half melon glued to her chest. Her skin was tanned without a single line and her areola, perfectly round and pink were clearly puckered around her rock hard nipples. She finished undoing the tie behind her back and tossed the top on top of the skirt. She bent over and pulled her four inch heels off and tossed them onto the pile as well. "There," she said sliding back onto the seat and starting to buckle her belt back up.
"That all? You don't want to take the panties off too?"
"If you insist," she said, reaching down and sliding the tiny red thong panty off her ass and down her legs, tossing it into my lap, leaving her completely naked on the passenger seat. "You're turn."
"My turn for what?"
"To get undressed. It's only fair, right? I mean you don't expect me to sit here naked all alone, right?"
"Why?" I asked a little startled.
"Well, look at it from my perspective. I get ogled all day. Hell, there's dozens of guys that have seen me completely naked, including you. They see me when I'm changing, they see me when I'm being posed for a photo, there isn't a part of me that hasn't been exposed to multiple guys. Once, just once, I'd like turnaround to be fair play. If I'm naked, you should be too."
I thought about it for a few moments, and without another word, unbuckled my seat belt. I stepped out of the jeep and undid the belt on my shorts and pushed them down, stepping out of them and tossing them on the pile between the seats. I took a breath and a little nervously pushed my boxers down, freeing my engorged cock to stick out its full nine inches at her. I tossed my boxers on the pile and then skimmed off my t-shirt, leaving me naked except for my socks and boots. "Better?" I asked as I slipped into the seat again and buckled the seat belt, my cock sticking straight up in the air as I pushed the clutch in to start the engine together.
"Actually, yeah, it is," she said, still looking at my cock and making me nervous. I shifted into gear and took off up the road again bouncing our way up the last mile toward the cabin. I pulled into the clearing in front of the lake and stopped, shutting the engine down and letting Mother Nature bathe us in the sound of the breeze blowing through the soft pine boughs and the birds starting to chirp again after our arrival.
"Wow. This is...well, incredible," she said, undoing her seat belt and standing up, holding onto the windshield. She turned to look around, her pussy slightly higher than my face, but only a little more than a foot away, her completely shaved mound and pussy completely exposed as she moved. Her lips were fat and round with only a tiny bit of inner lip peeking out from between them, little bits of moisture glistening between her lips sexily. If my cock had softened any on the remaining drive, the view in front of me ensured that I was once again rock hard.
"Yeah, it is." I answered, thinking more about how she looked framed against the sky and trees in front of me than anything else.
"You know this wouldn't be a half bad place if I didn't have to shit in a wooden box," she said as she stared at the little outhouse behind the cabin.
"And then it's gone." I muttered. For a few minutes she was acting like a real person. Hell, I'd even felt a little sorry for her having no control over who sees her naked. Stupid of me I know.
I climbed out of the jeep and started carrying the gear into the small cabin, Kim walking in behind me. "Jesus! Doesn't anyone clean around here?"
I turned around and looked at her, took two steps and picked her thin frame up in my arms and threw her over my shoulder, clamping her kicking legs to my chest as I walked out the cabin door. She struggled and squirmed, twisting in my arms and trying to hit and kick me to put her down all the way to the rickety wooden dock sticking like a tongue out from shore into the lake. It wasn't the most graceful thing I'd ever done, but the squeal as she hit the cold water was worth the several bruises I was sure were going to pop up for my effort.
I walked to the shore and stood there, waiting for her to walk naked from the lake, her hair now laying in a flat mat, water streaming from her hair and body. She walked up the shore staring daggers at me. "Bastard," she muttered.
"I told you what I'd do if you pissed me off." I said as she walked past me.
"That water was fucking cold!"
"Uh huh. Matches your attitude. I think if I were you I'd warm it up a bit or you might be sleeping out in the jeep."
"You wouldn't!"
"The hell I wouldn't." I said with a scowl. "Remember the rules. This is my fucking vacation. You're along because I said you could, not to baby or pamper you or put up with your diva shit. If you don't like it, the road works two ways.
"Fine! I'm outa here!" She said stomping off toward the jeep. She climbed into the front seat and turned the key, the jeep lurching forward before coming to a stop again. "What's wrong with this thing?"
"It's a stick shift." I said with a frown as I turned and walked back into the cabin.
"Okay. So I don't know how to make it work," she said quietly as she came in and closed the door quietly behind herself.
"Not surprised. Come eat." I said, dishing some chili from the pot on the stove into two bowls. I was starved, having not gotten any lunch and it was already half way to dinner. I sat down and dug into my bowl, ignoring her.
She slipped gently into the seat across from me and meekly apologized. "I'm sorry," she said barely above a whisper.
"Forgiven." I said simply, pushing a bowl of chili across the table toward her. "Better eat."
She looked at the bowl cautiously. "Is it organic?"
"Nope. Just plain cow and beans and spices." I answered.
"I don't eat much meat," she said quietly, looking at the bowl as if it might bite her.
"Well, then you're probably going to be hungry a lot of the time, because I didn't bring a whole lot of vegetables and crap like that." I said, reaching out to hand her a spoon.
She took the spoon and gingerly scooped a small bite from the bowl, lifting it to her lips and tentatively tasting it. A few moments later the spoon was emptied and headed back for another trip. "This is good," she said with a little surprise in her voice.
"Thank you."
"You made it?"
"Uh huh."
"I didn't know you could cook."
"You never asked." I answered with a shrug.
"I don't know how," she said quietly.
"Guess you're going to have to learn." I answered her, looking at her face pointed down at the bowl almost as if she were ashamed to admit she couldn't cook. "Not to worry. I won't let you starve. Eat up now. Maybe I'll teach you how to fish."
She looked up at me curiously and then back down at the bowl, scooping another spoon of chili.
"Adam. Why are you doing this?"
"Doing what?" I asked between bites.
"This. Here. Me?"
I sighed and leaned back in my chair. "As a favor to Amy."
"You like her, don't you?"
"Yeah. She's nice. Not interested in me, but nice just the same."
"She might be interested in you. She talks about you. I've heard her say your name when she comes."
I looked at her in surprise. "Huh? She does what?"
"She sometimes says your name when we're fucking. You did know didn't you? That she was lesbian, right?"
"Uh, no. I didn't. Explains a lot though."
"Sorry," she said softly.
"Well, at least I know where I stand... with both of you," I answered her between bites of my chili.
"Don't assume. The main reason I don't do guys is that I hate having the guys coming on to me all the time. Makes me feel dirty or something. Seems like every guy on the planet wants to get into my panties."
"Can you blame em? I mean hell, you're one of the hottest looking women on the planet. You could have the pick of any guy you want."
"Who says I want a guy?"
"We all assume that, until you prove us different."
"Is that why you don't try to come on to me? Or is it professional ethics?" I chuckled and didn't answer her, but continued eating my chili. "Come on. I know you're turned on by how I look. I saw that boner on the way up here."
"Didn't say your body didn't turn me on. Hell, sitting here looking at your bare tits turns me on. I'll admit that."
"But you don't want to come on to me?"
"Not particularly."
"Why?"
"When I took this job, I thought about it. Shit I had a hardon the whole time on those first few photo shoots I flew you too. But I stopped going to them and stayed with the plane because it just wasn't that interesting any longer."
"Why not?"
"You really want me to tell you?"
"Yes! I do!"
I set my spoon down and leaned back in my chair. "Even if it hurts your feelings?"
She was silent for several long seconds. "Yes, even if it hurts my feelings."
"Because the longer I knew you the more I realized that you had a personality that was less than attractive."
"What do you mean?"
"You act like a class A bitch. No one likes a bitch, especially a guy. Anyone that's gotten to know you feels the same way." I said.
"Well, as you say, at least I know where I stand," she said tilting her head up defiantly.
"No. You don't. I fly you because I need the money. You're here screwing up my vacation, the vacation that I've been planning for six months because Amy begged me to take you. You had a stress attack. Your body tried to shut itself down because you're over stressed and under rested. She's afraid of something happening to you. She wanted you to get away and relax so badly that she offered to spend a whole weekend having sex with me, just so that I'd take you along."
"She did?!"
"She did. But I told her no. I only agreed to take you when she threatened to find another pilot to fly you while I was gone, so you're here so that I don't lose my job as your pilot."
She got up from the table and walked to the cabin door. "Well you don't have to worry. I won't fire you, and since I'm stuck here with you I won't be flying with anyone else. So you're safe. You don't have to worry about being nice to me or doing anything for me. You clearly don't want me here, so you do what you need and I'll just find something to keep me busy," she said before turning and walking out the door.
I shook my head, leaned over my bowl and finished the last few bites. I cleaned up both our dishes, put the food in what served as a refrigerator in the small cabin, and then dug into my gear, pulling on some shorts and a shirt and then getting out my fishing gear. It took me about ten minutes to get my rods put together, threaded and my artificial baits organized to go fish.
I saw her sitting on the shore, still naked, looking out at the lake as I walked to the little boat. I flipped it over, put the little electric motor and the oars in the boat and then went back to the cabin for the battery. I lugged the fifty plus pound battery out to the boat, settled it into the back and then attached the cables. She was still sitting against the tree as I pushed off and headed out onto the lake to fish.
It was dark by the time I came in. The moon was already up, and while not full, it provided plenty of light for me to make it to shore and then to the cabin. I reached into my pocket for the lighter that I knew was there as I headed for the porch. I pulled the lantern down from the hook on the porch, pumped it up, having checked to be sure it had fuel in it before I left. I held the lighter to the hole in the side of the lantern and it puffed to life, the yellow flame quickly changing to blue and then bright white as the mantel did its job converting the gas flame into a more refined reaction.
I picked up the lantern and walked into the cabin, the light filling the small cabin and illuminating Kim sitting in one of the two chairs in the room, wrapped in a blanket, her knees pulled up to her chest with the blanket wrapped around herself.
"You're back," she said barely above a whisper.
"Uh huh. You could have lit a lantern." I told her.
"I didn't know how," she said with a frown on her face. "Seems like I don't know a lot of things."
"Well, come here." I said as I pulled an oil lamp down off the wall. "Matches are here." I said, stepping to the fireplace and pulling open a box sitting on the mantle. I set the lamp on the table by the lantern and took the glass globe off, striking the match and touched it to the wide wick. The flame slowly grew and threw light of its own, though dwarfed by the bright gas lantern. "I have to deal with my fish. You can come outside if you want. If not, you at least have some light."
"You caught some?"
"A few." I answered as I turned and walked out of the cabin with the lantern. She followed behind, wrapped in the blanket and followed me to the boat and then to the table by the dock.
"So that's what this is for?" She asked as I laid the three fish on the table to clean them.
"Yep." I said as I used my pocket knife to cut the lower jaw and the belly, pulling the guts out and tossing it into the water by the dock. It only took a few short minutes to completely clean and rinse the three rainbow trout that I had caught. "Breakfast." I said, holding up the three fish in one hand and picking up the lantern with the other.
"So what now?" Kim asked as she followed me into the cabin, closing the door behind us.
"Well. Usually I'd just go to bed." I answered as I put the fish in the ice box and set the lantern on the counter.
"So early?"
"It's probably past eight." I said with a shrug. "Are you hungry?"
"I snacked on some crackers, but I wouldn't mind something," she answered meekly. "I would have made something, but I didn't know how to make the stove work. I turned the knobs but the flames never came on."
"Yeah, gotta light it with a match." I told her as I walked back to the icebox and pulled a Ziploc bag out. I walked to the stove and lit two burners, dug out two cast iron pans and put them on the flames. I dug in my food box for a container of oil and poured some in each pan. Putting away the oil I pulled out two large potatoes and quickly sliced them, dropping the white slices into one of the pans and then laid two marinated chicken breasts from the Ziploc into the other pan.
It only took a few minutes to cook the potatoes and chicken breasts, ladling the fried food onto two plates. I set the pans aside to let the oil cool and then set the plates on the table. "Might as well come eat." I said as she stood near the wall watching me.
"I'm not supposed to make you cook for me," she said quietly.
"I know. But I did. So come eat."
She walked to the table and sat down, carefully taking a few bites of the food. "Damn this is good," she mumbled as she began eating quickly. "I don't get much fried food. Not good for my figure, but this is so good."
I chuckled. "Thanks."
Kim was finished long before I was, and sat curled up in her blanket across from me, watching me eat. "Are you good at other things? Besides cooking and fishing and flying I mean?"
"I think I'm pretty fair at a lot of things. What in particular are you asking about?"
"I don't know. I mean most of the guys I know couldn't figure out which end of a fry pan to hold, let alone cook something good like this. But it seems like you know how to do everything you try. I mean you drove that jeep up here, you know how to fish, it's like you're a mountain man in steroids or something."
I laughed quietly. "No. Just learned when I was young how to camp and handle myself in the woods. Come on. We'll go get water and I'll show you how to be Jane of the jungle. You can do the dishes."
"Sounds fair," she said, getting up and standing expectantly next to the table.
"Here." I said handing her a bucket. "We have to get water." I picked up the lantern and walked out of the cabin with her following behind. She followed me to the dock and dipped the bucket into the water. I smiled to myself as she struggled to carry the bucket and hold the blanket, but didn't offer to take it for her.
I showed her where the big pot was, and let her fill it with her bucket and start it heating. We both sat in the chairs, waiting for the water to heat on the gas stove. She got up, walked to one of her suitcases, sitting against the wall and open, pulled out a rather slinky looking robe and slipped it over her still naked body. "Use another pot to scoop water out into the wash pan. You want to save some of that water to wash yourself with."
"Wash myself?"



"Yeah. Unless you want to wash in the lake." I chuckled.
"Oh. Hadn't thought of that," she said as she headed for the sink.
I took the blanket and threw it back on the bed, stripped my clothes off and climbed into bed. "I'll go to sleep if you want some privacy to clean up. Just make sure to shut the lantern all the way off before you come to bed. I'd hate to waste the fuel, there's only so much."
"Okay," she said quietly. "Adam?"
"Yeah?" I answered without looking over at her.
"Thank you."
"For what?"
"Being different," she said, as if that explained it all.
I was still awake almost half an hour later when the cabin went dark. Kim climbed into bed with me, smelling of flowers as she slipped under the blanket with me, her back bumping against my back as she climbed into the full size bed. "It is small, isn't it?"
"Uh huh. Cozy for two." I answered her.
"I don't mind," she whispered. "Do you always sleep like that?"
"Like what?"
"Naked."
"Yeah, actually." I answered in a whisper. "I don't have to, if it bothers you."
"No. Not if it's how you usually sleep."
"Okay." I answered sleepily. "Go to sleep now."
I woke up with the sun, not completely surprised to be spooned up against Kim. It was cool in the cabin and her body heat was certainly attractive to any sleeping body. Natural response, as was the morning woody. I suppose I could have considered that woody being jammed between her legs and my hand cupping her breast through the thin nightgown being natural as well, but the last thing I needed was to wake up the ice queen thinking that I was trying to take advantage of her in her sleep. I eased myself away from her and out of bed. I stepped to my duffel and pulled out a pair of shorts and a shirt, pulling them on and then heading out the door.
By the time I came back from the outhouse Kim was up and dressed in a pair of pink sweats, the form fitting spandex hugging her curves.
"Good morning," she said surprisingly meekly.
"Morning."
"I guess it's my turn now," she said heading to the cabin door, her hair looking wild after the night's sleep. While she was gone I pulled the pan from the potatoes onto the now lit front burner, heating the oil left over from the night before.
"You're going to reuse the oil?" She asked as she stepped back into the cabin, rubbing her arms to ward off the morning chill.
"Yep. The potato oil. It'll be find for cooking breakfast." I said as I pulled another pan from the cabinet and lit another burner. I spooned a couple teaspoons of hot oil into the other pan before laying the two of the fish from last night into the hot oil. The fish sizzled and spit in the pan as it cooked, the skin crisping in the hot oil as the fish cooked through. I flipped it over after a few minutes to let the other side cook and then cracked some eggs in the second pan. In only a few minutes I had two plates of breakfast ready to eat, fresh fish and eggs. Couldn't ask for a better breakfast in the woods. "When you wash the dishes, don't use soap in the cast iron. It'll ruin it." I told her before I got up to head out of the cabin.
I loved fishing early in the morning. Working a small fly along the weed banks on the far end of the lake where the four small springs trickled into the lake was one of my favorite spots on this lake. The rainbow trout came up from the cold deep waters to feast on the small bugs and minnows that inhabit the weeds, making my flies an inviting target of opportunity. By lunchtime I had six nice fish on the stringer and was ready to head back into camp. Even from half way across the small lake it was obvious to me that Kim was sitting on the dock in one of the two reclining lawn chairs that normally sat on the porch. Just as obvious was that she was at least partly undressed. Two days ago I wouldn't have given a shit less, but for reasons that escaped me at the moment, the thought of what she might or might not be exposing besides her sexy breasts had my cock quickly growing in my shorts.
"You're back!" She said surprisingly cheerfully as I motored silently up to the dock, only the soft whir of the motor and the sloshing of the water along the sides of the little aluminum boat making my presence known. "Have any luck?"
"I did." I answered as I let the boat slide all the way to the shore and burry its bow gently on the small patch of sand next to the rickety little dock. I looped a rope around one of the cedar posts and then climbed out with my stringer of fish.
"Ohhhh. Those do look nice!" She said as she climbed from the chair and walked toward me, wearing only the skimpiest of bikini bottoms, her large soft tits swinging and wiggling with each step.
I walked to the cleaning table trying to ignore the fact that my cock was hardening even more in my pants at the sight of her practically perfect tits. She stepped up to me to watch, so close that one of her breasts brushed my arm gently as I worked to clean the fish, her attention riveted on my motions.
"Is that all there is to it?" She asked after the third fish.
"Yep. Wanna try one?"
"Can I?"
"Sure." I answered, stepping to the side and holding the knife out for her. "Pick one and hold it belly side up. Yeah, like that." I said as she grasped the slippery fish the same way I had. "Now, see that spot there, that hole just up from his tail. Yeah, right there. Slip the tip of the knife in and carefully cut all the way up his stomach to his jaw. Yeah, just like that." I told her as she tentatively worked the knife along the belly of the fish toward the head. "A little more. Yeah, that's enough. Now, set it on the table belly side down. And cut just behind the front fins there. Yeah, cut down, but not all the way through. Just down through the backbone. Perfect. Now comes the messy part. Grab the head and bend it down."
"Like this?" She asked as she bent the head down, breaking the remains of the backbone.
"Yep, now just pull back toward the fish and it'll pull all his guts out." I coaxed her as she gently pulled on the head. "Harder." I said as she still wasn't pulling hard enough. I stepped behind her, reached around her and held her hands in mine, holding the fish with one and helping her pull with the other.
"Ooooooooo!" She squeaked as the last of the skin by the fins broke loose and the whole intestinal track pulled out of the cut belly of the fish.
"Perfect. Just toss that into the lake." I said as I let go of her hands. She tossed the fish guts toward the water, the jerk of her body bumping her against me and her practically bare as against the front of my baggy shorts and my hardon. "Now, just run your thumb along the inside of the fish and push that blood line out. Yeah, that's it." I coaxed, hoping she hadn't noticed my state of arousal. "And that's it." I said, stepping back.
"I can think of a few men over the years that I might have wanted to clean that easily," she said with a giggle as she stepped to the edge of the lake to rinse her hands while I worked to clean the last two fish. "You do that so fast!" She said as she stepped up behind me to look over my shoulder as I finished the second fish in the same amount of time that it took her to rinse her hands.
"Practice. Been doing this for years." I answered, setting the fish on the clean end of the table and taking the metal pot hanging on one, off its hook. I put the fish in the pot and squatted down next to the lake to start rinsing them off. "Just have to clean them and they're ready for the pan." I said as I started washing the first fish. Kim stepped next to me, bending at the waist to watch me, her tits hanging right next to my face as I worked, each sexy orb swinging slightly with any movement she made. I worked methodically hoping she would lose interest and stand back up, but she stayed bent over me the entire time.
I finally couldn't put it off any longer. I stood up and moved to the table again, hoping she wouldn't notice the huge bulge that had developed in the front of my shorts. I put the fish on the clean end of the table again and then used the pan to scoop water from the lake to rinse off the cleaning table. I squatted down one more time to clean my knife and my hands and then stood up, finding her standing with the six fish in her hands ready to head back to the cabin.
"Thank you," she said sweetly as we walked across the grassy yard toward the log cabin.
"For what? Teaching you to clean a fish? You're welcome." I answered, a little surprised at her docile demeanor.
"That and for not being obvious."
"I don't understand."
She stopped in front of me and said, "Stand still."
I stopped next to her. "Okay." I answered, not quite sure what she wanted.
She stepped in front of me and quickly pressed her almost completely bare ass against the front of my shorts, rubbing it side to side, bouncing her crack across the bulge my hard cock was making. "For not being obvious about that," she said before she started walking again.
"Uh. Sure." I answered as I followed her to the porch. She stood and waited for me to open the door, her hands still full of the mornings catch. She set the fish in the sink and then used a small pot of water sitting in the sink to dip her hands in before rubbing them with the bar of soap sitting on the edge. She rinsed them in the same pan and then dried them, stepping away from the sink to give me room to finish working with the fish. I looked around and the dishes were all done and the bed was made and I even saw where the broom that had been sitting near the fireplace had moved. "Looks nice." I answered, honestly appreciating her efforts to hold up her side of the bargain.
"Thank you," she replied sweetly, sitting down in one of the chairs and watching me bag the fish and put them in the ice box. "How does that work? I mean there isn't any electricity up here."
"The ice box? It's tied into the solar panels on the roof. When it's sunny it makes enough power to run the refrigeration system. It's got a big tub of water in the top that it freezes into a block of ice. Once it's frozen it can keep the ice box cold for a few days. That way if the sun doesn't shine for a few days nothing spoils. Kind of like an automatically replenishing cooler."
"Oh. That's ingenious. Who figured that out?"
"Well, I'd like to take credit for the idea, but it's not mine. I just built this one from an old freezer"
"So, how do you know about this place? I thought you rented it?"
"I do, sorta. My dad brought me up here when I was a kid. That was way before it was a ski lodge. The old man that owned it was getting really old and he sold it to my old man. When the ski lodge came in they made us a deal because they wanted the land. As I understand it, if we hadn't sold out we wouldn't be able to get here. They would have controlled the road. So we sold it to them on the understanding that they wouldn't build any more cabins on the lake, and that we got to use it for four weeks out of the summer. We had to arrange it, but the rest of the time they rent it out to others." I answered. "I've been coming here almost every year since I was six."
"I can see why. It's perfect up here."
"Tell you what. Let's make a couple sandwiches and I'll show you something even more beautiful." I suggested.
"Sure. Let me. What do you want?"
"Oh ham and cheese is good." I answered her as she got out bread and then opened the ice box to dig out things to make sandwiches with.
While she made sandwiches I got a bucket of water from the lake and refilled the filter unit on the counter, letting the water flow through the Britta filter system into a pitcher. The lake was clean enough you could probably drink it directly, but these days it was always safer to filter it. I used the filtered water to fill four one liter water bottles and stuffed them in a small pack. She had the sandwiches done and wrapped in cling wrap and I stuffed them in the pack as well. "Do you have any good walking shoes and clothes?"
"We going far?"
"Not too far, but farther than you're going to want to go in those sandals." I said.
"I have running shoes."
"That'll due. You might also want to put more clothes on."
"You don't like what I'm wearing?"
"THAT I didn't say. Just a suggestion. That little slip of a swim suit doesn't even cover your ass."
"It's not supposed to. That's why it's called a thong bikini," she said with a smile. "But if you don't like seeing my cheeks, I'll cover em up for you."
"No. You can wear whatever you want. We're going to go walk through the brush. I thought you might want something a bit more protective. But you wear what you want."
"Well, if you think I should," she said as she bent over her suitcase her bare ass pushing out at me as I stood there. She reached for her hips and pulled the strings of the bottom, pulling the tiny slip of material from between her legs, her pouting fat pussy lips now pushing out uncovered between her legs.
"Damn." I breathed quietly as she stood bent over, unfolding her shorts and then stepping into them and finally standing straight up again.
"There," she said turning for me to show off the pair of skin tight mini shorts she now had on. "Better?"
"Um. Yeah. I suppose so." I answered her as I picked up the pack. "Let's go."
"So where are we headed?" she asked as we walked across the grassy yard of the cabin towards the tree line.
"Someplace special," was all I answered as I aimed us for the small trail that looked like it led around the lake. The hike wasn't long, only about a half an hour, but it was up hill all the way. We finally broke free of the pines at the base of a barren rocky hillside. I held a hand out for her. "Let me help you here. I don't want you to fall."
"Okay," she answered, taking my hand and letting me help her up the rock strewn hillside.
I had a hard time not paying attention to the way her tits swung and bounced with each step, turning my cock once again rock hard before we had made it even a portion of the way up the hill. But we continued climbing, little trickles of sweat running down her naked top, down between and around her breasts as we climbed. She was clearly not used to this kind of effort, but I had to admit, for a change she made no complaint. "Here we are." I said as I let go of her hand and stood on the top of the rocky hill, able to look all the way around us. "This is the top of the mountain. Highest point around. Well except for those peaks over there. But they're way too steep to climb without special gear. This is the top of what the locals call baldy.
"It's beautiful! You can see for miles," she said, moving slowly around me, looking in every direction at the land laid out far below us. "It's like being on an airplane without the airplane!"
"Yeah. Sorta is, isn't it? Ready for some lunch?"
"I am!" She said as she came over and sat down next to me on the rock. I dug in the bag and pulled out sandwiches and bottles of water. "That's yours," she said, pointing to the one made on rye. "I think I heard someplace you liked rye bread."
"I do actually. Thank you!" I answered, smiling at her and taking the sandwich from her. "You know. I think this is the nicest you've been to me since I've known you."
"Thank you. Self-preservation I guess. I don't want to get thrown in that damn lake again," she said with a giggle.
"Well, I haven't seen any reason to do it again, so...mission accomplished."
"Adam," she said quietly.
"Yeah?"
"I know you don't particularly like me. But I want to thank you for bringing me up here."
"Awww hell. I don't dislike you. I just didn't expect you to be quite so..."
"Bitchy?" She finished for me.
"Yeah, bitchy." I agreed. "When you relax and try to be a normal person you can be quite... Not sure what word to use there."
"Captivating... alluring... sexy...enticing?" She suggested, each time getting a shake of my head.
"Pleasant."
"Pleasant?" she asked curiously.
"Uh huh. Pleasant. Pleasant to look at, pleasant to be around, pleasant to talk to. Pleasant."
"Hmmmm I would have thought your description would be more sexual than that. Most guys are."
"I'll admit you're hot, but well, the idea of sex isn't exactly the first thing I'd say I think about when I see you."
"That hardon you had while we were cleaning fish didn't say you weren't thinking about sex. And the hardon you have now doesn't say you aren't interested in sex."
"Are you enticing, sexually? Of course you are. That's why you get paid what you do. Guys look at you and they wanna fuck you." I answered.
"But you don't? Come on. With that hardon?"
"Okay. I'll admit it. My body is interested in exploring your dark damp spaces. But to be honest, I'm actually just enjoying being able to share something like this view with you as a regular person, not a multi-million dollar super model."
"If I was a regular person, would you want to fuck me?"
"God what is it with you and fuck? Do you know any other way to say it? Fucking is what you do with someone you don't care about."
"So what do you want me to call it?"
"Have sex, make love. Either work, if you care about a person. If not, I suppose fucking is as good a word as any to say it."
Kim suddenly stood up and undid the front of her shorts. She pushed them down her legs and stepped out of them so she was naked except for her shoes.
"What are you doing?" I asked as she leaned down and started undoing the front of my shorts.
"Getting you naked," she said as if that were the most natural thing in the world to do at that moment.
"Why?" I asked, reaching for her hand to stop her.
"For the simple reason that you don't want to fuck me."
"So, you want to get me naked why then?"
She let go of my pants and stood over me, straightening up and looking around. "Actually, I thought you might want to just lay here in the sun naked with me. You don't have to though. I understand," she said, stepping across me and sitting on the rock again. She lay back and closed her eyes, letting her body soak in the sun on her front and heat from the rock on her back side.
I looked at her for long seconds, trying to understand her. I stood up next to her and pushed my shorts off, freeing my rock hard cock to stick out in the sunshine. I skimmed off my t-shirt and dropped it next to my shorts and then lay down next to her in the sun.
I lost track of how long we lay there, the sun baking the two of us. I started to think that maybe I'd get a good burn laying here too long and was about to suggest that we head back down when I felt her hand find mine. She stroked the back of my hand with her fingers, gently teasing her finger tips and nails on my skin. I lay there for long minutes as she stroked my hand before she wrapped her fingers around my hand and drew it up off the rock to her body, placing it gently on her hip, moving her fingers from around it back to the back of my hand again, stroking my hand as my palm and fingers lay on her bare skin. I really didn't know what she expected or wanted, and I really didn't want to ruin the surprisingly pleasant mood she had been in.
She gently used her fingers to coax my hand more onto her body, working it closer to her bare mound until she had coaxed my finger to rest on the firm hump only inches from her pussy.
"Would you like to touch me?" She asked softly.
"Do you want me to?"
"I wouldn't mind if you did," she said a little breathlessly, her hand leaving mine and reaching across to gently rest on me, her finger tips brushing my long since softened cock.
"Kim. Are you horny?" I whispered.
"Yes," she whispered back. "I really want to come but i want you to do it."
"Why?"
"Do I need a reason?"
"No, but I do." I answered her.
"What if I can't explain it?"



"When you can, tell me." I whispered, starting to draw my hand away from her.
"No! Please!" She practically begged, grabbing my hand with her other hand. She held my hand and pulled it down toward the juncture of her legs, spreading her legs and moving one across mine to give my hand access to her pussy. "Please," She whispered.
I nodded, as much to myself as to her, and gently let my fingers stroke her surprisingly wet pussy lips. I felt her wetness as I dipped one finger between her lips, feeling her slick hot juices. She moaned softly, her fingers now stroking along my hardening cock, teasing along its length, concentrating on and around my head as my fingers gently stroked up and down her lips. I let my finger tease just into the entrance to her tunnel and then up to her clit, her hips trying to lift off the rocks toward my fingers with each stroke.
"Do you like touching me?" She whispered breathlessly as her hand wrapped around my hardon, giving it a gentle squeeze. "So you like me touching you?"
"Uh huh." I answered honestly.
"I'm glad. I like how you feel too," she said softly. I concentrated on her clit, still sliding my finger down to her tunnel entrance and back again, but spending longer and longer each trip circling and teasing her clit, her hips lifting and rocking, her body wiggling and writhing on the rocks as my fingers drove her body closer and closer to climax. "Oh god Adam. You're going to make me come!" She moaned loudly. "You're going to make me come."
While I was stroking her pussy she was busy stroking my cock, her hand moving slowly up and down my shaft, sliding all the way up to my head and over it, pushing my under used cock closer to shooting as well. "Shit. I'm going to come." I groaned, trying to hold back while I concentrated on her clit.
"Do it!" She moaned loudly. "Let me make you come too! Oh shit I'm so close. Soooooo close."
"OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my orgasm hit, my hips bucking up off the rocks and shooting a stream of cum into the air, gravity taking hold and drawing it back down to land on my cock and her hand before another shot could lance up into the air.
"Oh god. You're coooooommmmmiiiinnnggg!" She cried softly as she felt my cock surging in her hand, her own climax deciding at that moment to unleash its chemical cocktail of hormones into her blood stream, making her whole body shake and tremble. "Fuuuuuuuuuck!" She groaned as she held my cock, her own body climaxing and leaking her juices between her legs onto the hot rocks.
I lay there, still stroking her clit, not really able to pay all that much attention to what I was doing as my own climax surged through me, pumping shot after shot of cum out to collect on my chest, cock and her hand. She reached down to my hand and pressed hers over mine, stopping my motions but holding my fingers to her hot wet pussy.
We lay there panting for long minutes before she let go of my cock and hand, pushing herself up onto one elbow to look at me. She leaned herself toward me, her tits pressing against my side and chest as she brought her face toward mine, her lips gently kissing my lips, her tongue teasing my lips softly. I kissed her back, letting her choose the pace and duration. She finally chose to break the long soft sensual kiss, holding her lips barely brushing against mine as she whispered a single short statement. "Thank you."
Thought she was done, but to my surprise she tilted her body over farther, her lips kissing my chest and then one of my nipples. She gently, slowly kissed her way down my body, finding the remains of my cum on my chest and gently licking it off of my skin before kissing lower. I couldn't help but get hard again at her attentions, my cock, growing in her hand as she kissed and licked closer and closer to it.
"You sure you want to do that?" I asked as she opened her mouth and closed it around my head, engulfing me with her hot lips. In response she swirled her tongue around my head, teasing me and gently moving her mouth up and down my shaft, teasing my again hard cock even harder as she stroked my shaft with her hand and lips. "Oh god." I groaned as she worked my cock slowly, teasingly. Her hot mouth teased my head and her tongue worked under and around my head, trying to find where I was most sensitive, and locating that spot with her tongue when I suddenly jerked in response to her touch. "Oh damn." Groaned, noticing a sound in the background, but not quite making the connection to anything more than another groan coming from my lips.
"Oh god Kim." I groaned softly, my hips trying to lift toward her mouth as she worked my shaft. "So damn good."
"Ohhhh!" She cried suddenly, pulling her mouth from my cock.
I didn't need to ask. I knew exactly what surprised her before I could ask. The cold drops started large and slow, the mixture of sun and ice cold rain drops a huge surprise.
"Shit!" I grunted, sitting up and looking around. I could see it now. I'd heard the thunder and not connected the danger. Being on a mountain top weather wasn't what one expected. The sun was still shining from the west, but the clouds rolling up the mountain side from the north were just starting to top the mountain, the updraft carrying the first drops of rain up into the air to fall on us miles from the edge of the clouds. "We have to go!" I said abruptly, standing up and grabbing the backpack. I stuffed our clothes into the pack and grabbed her hand. "NOW!" I said sternly.
"I'm not afraid of a little rain. Slow down!" She said, pulling back at me.
"Kim, you're not going to be in a gentle rain. And it's not going to be particularly warm." I said as I tried to pull her along. "You're at the top of a mountain. In a few minutes were going to be inside the clouds that are making this rain and what falls is going to feel like liquid ice. Think thawed blizzard." I said, pulling her without stopping.
"Oh shit." Kim answered as the first wisps of cloud blew across the landscape in front of us. We were still a ways from the trees when the heavier fog rolled in over us, almost immediately chilling us with its clinging moisture.
"Come on." I said, wrapping an arm around her shoulders and guiding her to where I knew the trees had to be, even though we couldn't see them for the thick fog. I preferred the fog, knowing what was coming next. I'd been caught in one of these on the lake once, only a short fifteen minutes from the cabin, but it was a miserable fifteen minutes that took hours to feel like I had warmed up from. This time we were a lot farther away and a whole lot less dressed.
"You know where the trail is?" Kim asked with concern.
"Yeah," I lied, "Just watch your step and we'll be fine." At least I thought I knew where the trail was, I just wasn't positive we hadn't wandered off target towards the cliff or the other direction toward the long slope that would take us eventually down to the lodge a couple thousand feet lower. We'd never even see it in this fog and if we could we'd have hypothermia long before we got there. "Stupid. I should have watched closer." I muttered as we walked, a few small trees appearing in front of us.
"You couldn't know it was coming." Kim said as larger trees started to appear though the fog.
"My job to watch." I answered, as I turned us a bit farther to my right, hoping to find the trail ahead of me. "I let myself get distracted. I hadn't planned on staying up there that long."
"Well, for what it's worth, I'm not blaming you."
"But I am."
She frowned at me and almost snapped at me. "Knock it off. I'm a big girl. I can make my own choices. You don't have to protect me. I didn't ask for you to protect me. I asked for you to share something with me. Something I wanted and something I enjoyed. So we get a little cold on the way home. Deal with it!"
"Keep that thought." I muttered as I finally found the gap in the trees that heralded the trail. Forty minutes later we walked out of the woods into clearing of the cabin, both of us shivering uncontrollably in the torrential downpour of icy drops. Kim had been stumbling for the last half mile, her legs losing their coordination, the first sign of serious hypothermia. We stumbled into the cabin and I dropped her into one of the chairs and grabbed a towel from my bag and moved to her, rubbing her body all over and then grabbing the blanket and wrapping it around her.
Still shivering myself, I used the sticks in the box next to the fireplace to build a small fire, my hands almost shaking too hard to get the match struck. The small flame grew in the sticks and I carefully fed larger sticks and then small pine logs onto the fire, allowing it to quickly grow so that I didn't have to huddle over it to feel its heat. With the flames growing larger I stepped to the chair and scooped Kim from it, drawing her with me to the floor in front of the fire. I peeled the blanket from around her shivering body and pulled her to me, pressing her bare skin against mine. I wrapped the blanket around the two of us and lay down in front of the fire, letting the heat slowly warm the blanket and the two of us inside it. I closed my eyes, my arms wrapped around her, holding her chest against mine, our legs tangled together in the blanket as we shivered together.
Her kisses woke me. Soft, gentle, caring. Soft sweet tender kisses on my cheeks, my nose and my lips, each one slow and unhurried. As I became more awake I could feel that we had warmed, no longer feeling the cold of the rain but the heat of the fire still seeping through the blanket. I could also feel her hand between us, wrapped around my cock, gently, slowly, tenderly stroking me as she kissed me.
"Kim..." I started to say.
"Shhhhh," she whispered before planting another soft kiss on my lips to quiet me.
I felt her push with one leg, gently rolling me on my back, leaving her on top of me. She continued her kisses, softly and seductively kissing my lips as she teased my cock harder by the moment, finally using her knees to lift her hips up form mine, her soft tits still pressed against my chest. I felt her slide herself up my body as she pushed my dick down between her legs, guiding my engorged head to her wet lips.
"Kim." I whispered as she pushed herself back, letting go of my shaft and sliding her arm up my body to rest on the floor next to my body.
"Shhhhhhh," she half whispered, half moaned as she pushed herself back down my body, lowering her mouth to mine and pressing her lips to mind as my cock was slowly enveloped by her hot pussy. "Mmmmmmm" she moaned as she lifted her chest from mine, and worked her knees up next to my hips.
"Oh damn." I moaned as she lifted her lips from mine, her hips slowly rocking up and down, sliding her pussy on and off my rigid dick, working me deeper and deeper into her tunnel.
"That's it. Just enjoy. Let me do this, please," she whispered.
I was beyond wanting to stop her. Between her attentions on the mountain top and her attentions now, my body was more than ready to let her have her way. I let my hands slide up her hips and sides, reaching for her breasts. She grinned down at me and one by one, reached for my hands and pulled them away from her breasts, moving them to next to my own head and holding them there, clasped with her own as she slowly rocked on me, her rock hard nipples grazing back and forth across my chest with each stroke.
"Does it feel good Adam?"
"Very!" I groaned back as she continued to stroke on and off of me, the heat from the fire and the heat from our bodies making us both sweat in our loose cocoon. I could feel her soft tunnel stroking my shaft, teasing my engorged head with her tight confines. On and off she slid, her big tits dripping sweat onto my chest and sliding around, her nipples rubbing against mine.
"Oh god," she moaned as she rocked on and off of me. "Ohhhh god," she moaned again, her hips rocking and trying to grind her clit against the base of my cock with each new stroke. "Oh god Adam. Oh god I'm going to come!" She gasped over and over as she continued rocking on me, her legs trembling and making it harder for her to continue rocking. "Oh god Adam," she cried softly, practically whimpering, but refusing to let my hands go to participate in any way. "Come for me Adam. Come for me!" She practically begged.
"Oh yeah. Almost." I moaned back at her as the tingles radiated out from my cock through all the reaches of my body. Her spasming pussy, already so tight, seemed to try and grab and milk me like her hand had done, trying to draw me into her as she stroked on and off of my fat shaft. "Gonna come." I grunted, knowing that I couldn't hold back any longer, even if I wanted to.
"OH SHIT!" She cried as my body bucked, jamming my cock deep into her and pumping a huge gush of cum up into her pussy. "OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" She cried loudly, dropping onto my jerking body, her hands pushing mine farther over my head. Her big soft tits smashed flat against my chest, her mouth lowering to mine, her lips trying to kiss mine between gasps and moans. My body continued to buck several more times under her, adding more cum to the load already poured into her from within me.
Finally I stilled under her, only an occasional jerk still showing my fading climax, my cock twitching within her as it started to soften. She lay on me, her breathing easing, but her lips still erotically working against mine.
"God that was incredible." I whispered between kisses.
"You liked it?"
"Very much." I whispered.
"I'm glad," she said as she let go of my hands and slowly pushed herself up off of me. She tossed the blanket off of us and sat up on my hips, trapping my cock inside her as I softened. I reached for her hips and gently stroked my fingers up and down them before she reached for my hands and pulled them to her breasts, pressing my palms against her still hard nipples. "You know. I don't know what it is about your hands, but i want them on my body all the time for some reason."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Ever since you made me come up there. I just want to be naked and have your hands all over me."
"Not that I'm complaining, because I'm not. But why?"
"If I knew, I'd tell you. Why did you do what you did up there?"
"I don't know exactly. I just wanted to."
"Me too," she answered with a smile, still sitting on me, her hands on mine, encouraging me to squeeze her breasts. "Thank you. For letting me do that."
"Trust me, it was my pleasure." I answered with a smile. "I think we need something to eat though."
"You don't want me sitting on you anymore?"
"I'm not minding one bit." I chuckled. "But I do have a question."
"Yeah? What's that?" she asked, leaning down again my hands sliding off her chest as she lowered her tits to my chest, her face inches from mine.
"Why aren't you always like this?"
"Like what?"
"Soft, sweet, sexy, intimate, wonderful, caring, alluring, sensual, did I say incredible yet?"
"No, you didn't."
"Well. Incredible. Since I hadn't said it yet. I've never known you to be like this. What happened? What changed?"
"You did the one thing that was required of any man who wanted me to be this way. You earned my respect and you treated me with respect. No one else deserves this side of me."
"How did I earn your respect?" I asked a little confused.
"Well, throwing me in the lake the first day was a start. You showed me that you set limits and that you weren't going to let me push you around. Second, you showed me skills. Not just how to get around town or do your job, but skills in many things. Not only could you do things, you weren't afraid to teach me how to do them as well. And the third thing, maybe the most important, you showed me compassion and respect when I clearly didn't deserve it. Those are the hallmarks of a man worth working to keep. Those are the things I've been looking for in a man for the last fifteen years."
"I think you over estimate me." I answered.
"And did I mention that you are an overly modest man?" She asked with a giggle. "Now, we only have one problem."
"Yeah?"
"Well, two actually."
"Okay, what two problems?"
"First, I know you like Amy. The question is can you treat her as well as you treat me, because we do come as a package deal. She's like a sister to me and we share absolutely everything."
"Everything?"
"EVERYTHING!" She answered emphatically, wrinkling her nose before she smiled.
"What's the second problem?"
"How do we call her and tell her to come out here and join us? There's a lot of the two weeks left to find out if we can make this work."
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On the dumbometer this rated at least a ten, maybe even higher. I pushed myself up from the table and took a deep breath before turning toward the table where she was sitting. It was a stupid bet, or dare, whichever you wanted to call it. In my fifty years on this earth you'd think I would have learned not to get baited like this. John and Eddie were like two little children even if they were in their thirties.
Having to go to the five-day conference was an inconvenience, having to go with these two middle-age juvenile delinquents was almost torture. I'd had to deal with these two at work for several years, but this was the first time I had to bring them to this conference. The conference had so far been pretty interesting, it was the afterhours that was difficult.
Between bar hopping and strip clubs, my two younger cohorts found no end of ways to try and embarrass me, while they seemed to be totally shameless. Tonight's game seemed to be destined to cause me even further embarrassment. Three beers into the early evening I allowed myself to be goaded into taking the dare, now it seems I would have to pay the piper.
At least she wasn't too young, probably my own age. And she was most certainly good looking! Long blond hair, curvaceous body with probably thirty eight C or bigger breasts that filled out the snug cream colored dress sexily. Even from across the room I could see the two bumps formed in the front of the dress by her nipples, leading me to think that her breasts were bare under the thin fabric. She was quite the looker; a fact my cock was already alerting me to. It didn't really matter though, the glittering little band on her left hand pretty much meant that she would refuse my request no matter how I framed it.
But now it was my turn. While John had succeeded, Eddie had failed in his attempt, as expected. You can't just walk up to a woman and ask her hand over her panties! Well, that was of course the basis of the argument, bet, dare, whatever. They had done just that, with Eddie coming up empty. I was surprised John succeeded, but then the random draw left him with a young, sexily dressed, half-drunk woman that I probably could have easily talked into going to my room or anywhere for that matter. Now it was my turn to prove that a smoother approach would provide results. I was a bit surprised by how sexily the woman was dressed for the small hotel bar and her apparent age, but again, the glittering band on her left hand pretty much doomed me to failure. There was simply no way I was going to talk her out of her panties in a busy hotel bar!
"May I join you for a moment?" I asked her as politely as I could muster with three beers to my credit in the last hour.
"To what end?" She asked, setting down the mixed drink she was nursing and the magazine she was reading.
"Well, to be completely honest, I'm trying to teach my young friends there a lesson, but I'm afraid that they have doomed my attempts to failure. I would at least prefer not to be sent away without even getting to sit down."
"I've heard a lot of pickup lines, but I have to say, this approach is unique. Please...sit down and tell me more." She answered with a smile, waving to the chair across from her.
"Thank you." I answered her with an equal smile, settling in the chair across from her and setting my beer down on the table.
"So. What attempt is doomed to failure?"
"I was trying to tell my young colleagues that today's younger generations simply have no concept of tact. They bull in at full speed and as a result are rebuffed soundly. Their bet, or dare or whatever you might call it was intended to show them that if one approaches a woman with a little respect, that one might at least stand a chance. Fortunately or unfortunately, depending on how you look at it, I drew you as my subject, which of course is doomed to fail."
"And why would your attempt at whatever it is, fail so surely?" She asked curiously.
"Your ring. It's simply impolite to even consider asking a married woman to let me have her panties, especially in a public setting such as this," I answered her. "So I'll thank you for the short but pleasant conversation and go back and pay my debt." I said, picking up my beer.
"Sit down, please." She said with a smile as I started to rise from my chair. I shrugged and sat back down. "I've heard a lot of good pickup lines in my years. But this...this is truly entertaining." She said with a soft chuckle. "So the deal is, you walk up to a strange woman, ask her to take her panties off and hand them to you, and then you what, return to your table victorious?"
"Something like that," I answered a bit sheepishly.
"And if you fail?"
"I have to buy the next round and my prowess with women is forever tainted," I answered her.
"I see. And you're proud of your prowess with women?" She asked, clearly amused.
"Actually, I wouldn't go that far." I answered with a frown.
"So you would allow your young friends to goad you into trying to bed a woman outside the sanctity of your marriage?"
"Well, actually not. The bet is only to obtain her underwear," I answered.
"Hmmm. And your friends chose me? Were there other potential targets?"
"There were three in total, and we drew straws to see who took which target. I'm happy to say that you were my lot."
"And the other two women?"
"Both younger, and attached from what I understand, however my cohorts in crime may still find some success with them later, based on their responses, though one did manage to get her underwear. Without even leaving the bar on top of that."
"It sounds like an interesting little game they chose. Too bad you feel that you too will be unsuccessful."
"I was reasonably sure at the outset that I would, so, I will take my leave and apologize for any embarrassment I might have caused."
"You seem to be in an extraordinary hurry to leave. You don't want to at least attempt to compete your quest?" She asked with a crooked little grin.
"In that case. Might I inquire as to what type of underwear you are currently wearing?"
"You may inquire. But who says I'm wearing any at all?" She asked with that crooked smile again. "Tell me, is there a time limit on your attempt? Must it be done in a given period of time?"
"None that I am aware of." I answered.
"Good. Tell you what. There's a river just on the other side of the parking lot with a nice walking trail. I'd love to explore it on a wonderfully warm moonlit night, however a lone woman would be an inviting target. Now a couple taking a nice walk along the river would be much less of a target, and I'd be willing to bet that somewhere along the way you might find a way to obtain what you seek. Now, does that sound interesting?"
"That depends on the answer to one question." I said.
"And that is?"
"What would your husband think of this?"
She smiled widely and leaned toward me across the table. "I suspect that in this particular case, my husband would be quite happy to have a protector along with me, and if it costs me my panties, well, I'm sure, in this particular case of course, that he wouldn't object."
"In that case, would you care to join me in exploring the trail along the river? I hear it's an interesting walk."
"It would be my pleasure." She said as she stood up. I stood as well and let her loop one of her arms in mine and then let her steer me back toward the table where Eddie and John were still sitting, watching my progress. She walked right up to the table and leaned down to talk to them quietly. "Your friend will be back. I told him if he plays his cards right he'll most certainly collect on his little bet by his own hands. If he's lucky, he can show them to you tomorrow."
"Oh shit." Eddie groaned as she straightened up, squeezing my arm with hers as she again started to walk. We made our way out of the bar and then the front doors of the hotel before she spoke again.
"So, what shall I call you, besides horny?"
"Mathew. Or Matt. Your choice. And you?"
"Tiffany... Or Tiff if you prefer," she answered.
"So Tiffany. Are you here for the conference?"
"It is what brought me to town. However, if you're planning on talking me out of my panties you might want to pick a different topic."
"So be it. Tell me Tiffany? What's your favorite hobby?"
"Much better. I love to read, but you already guessed that, didn't you?"
"I did. Let's see if you can guess mine?" I answered her with a smile as we stepped off the pavement and onto the grass. "Looks like the river trail is down this way."
"It does seem that way. Let's see. Your hobby. This could be difficult. You clearly are well educated and work in a highly technical field, or you wouldn't be here. You're good with your hands and frequently work with them. Yes, I can tell by the numerous small scars. If I were to guess I'd say you make things out of wood."
"Good start. I do enjoy making furniture. But that is most definitely not my favorite hobby."
"I know. I just thought I'd drag it out a little for fun. Are you enjoying it?"
"I am."
"Good. Your hobby, if I were to guess, is that you write. Probably fiction of some type. Possibly science fiction?"
"You're danger close," I answered with a smile as we stepped onto the winding asphalt path. It wasn't too large, but wide enough for the two of us to walk side by side. I could see that it wound along the shoreline with what looked like frequent little cuts that you could step down off the path into circular sitting areas that overlook the flowing water a few feet below. There appeared to be several of these before the trail disappeared off into the darkness, the only light for us to walk by being the quarter moon and lights bleeding in from the city around us.
"Close? That's a surprise. Which part was wrong?"
"Well, technically you're right. I do write and I do write science fiction. But there is another type of fiction I enjoy writing even more."
"Hmmm. Now this is a puzzle. Another type of fiction, yet I suspect that you are careful to keep that separated from your other writing. This leaves me somewhat stumped. How about some type of hint?"
I smiled and led her off the path into one of the somewhat secluded concrete pits, guiding her to a stone bench seat. The little nook was about ten feet in diameter, with rock and stone walls about three feet high, lined with stone and rock benches. The nook overhung the water allowing us to look over the edge at the meandering river only a few feet below. In the moonlight her cream colored dress seemed to almost glow, the very short hem hiding her panties but had ridden up enough on her thighs to not quite hide the tops of the stockings encasing her long muscular legs. She stood almost the same height as I did in her heels, the top of her dress molding itself to her breasts and held up by only one small string looping around her neck. She sat on one of the stone benches and then turned to look at me, waiting for me to respond.
"Let's see. How does this sound? He pulled her close, pulling her body to his, feeling the softness of her breasts press against his chest as his strong arms circled her. She could feel the heat of his body against her as his hand worked slowly down her back his fingers stroking her lower back and then the curve of her firm round ass. She felt his hands bunching her skirt, slowly pulling it up, working it ever higher until she felt his fingers find her bare skin beneath. She sighed softly as his strong hands gripped and teased her firm ass cheeks, his fingers working all the way down her round globes until his fingers teased the tops of her stockings and the fingers of one hand threatened to slip between her legs from behind."
"I see. Erotica. Very interesting. And from the sound of your short adlib, I'd say you are quite good at it."
"Thank you." I said with a nod.
"So. You started to write a wonderful little piece. Suppose you show me how you might finish it?" She coaxed, standing up and waiting for me to rise with her.
I stood up in front of her and wrapped my arms around her, letting my hands pull her gently and then more tightly to me as she wrapped her arms around me as well. I felt her hands working up and down my back gently while I bunched the skirt of her dress up in my hands, working it higher with each grab of the creamy yellowish material. The snug dress clung to her waist where I had bunched it, allowing me to stroke the bare skin across the top of her firm cheeks. I heard her sigh softly as my fingers found a lacy band low across her buns, my fingers worming into the waistband of her panties as I worked my hands lower. I let my fingers push the material down as I slid my hands further under her firm round cheeks and squeezed each firm round mound. I continued working my fingers down, blatantly pushing her panties down now, working them gently down to her thighs, my fingers teasing the tops of her stockings and then, as in my quickly thought up story, between her legs to feel her wet pussy lips.
"Well, now you know that I'm am wearing panties." She said breathlessly, pushing herself away from me, her dress around her waist and her panties around her thighs. "But I'm not that easy. If you want them you're going to have to buy them!" She said before practically running up the three steps to the asphalt trail and running down it, albeit slowly in the high heels, giggling, looking back to make sure I was following her. In the dark I could see her dress, her bare creamy ass and her long nylon encased legs as she ran down the trail ahead of me.
I followed her down into the next pit, arriving after she had already settled herself on the rock wall. Her bare ass on the rock and her legs bent and held up in front of her with her knees together. "Now. What would you pay to put these sexy little panties in your pocket?" She cooed softly.
"Well, it would seem that money isn't what you desire. Tell me oh seductress. What is your price?"
"Two." She said simply.
"Two? Two what?"
"I want you to make me come twice, two different ways. I'm quite sure that a writer of erotica can find two ways to make one incredibly horny woman come." She said in a soft sultry voice.
"I'm sure I can." I answered, stepping to her and reaching for her panties. She grinned at me as I slid the panties down her legs and worked them off over her heels. I held them up for her to see before putting them in my pocket. She spread her legs, letting me see her mostly shaved pussy, only a small triangle of tight blond curls on her mound pointing toward her full round lips. I could see that she had an abundance of inner lip protruding, smooshed against her outer lips by her panties. I reached a finger down to her pussy and slowly teased my finger down her lips, gently spreading them and letting them protrude more naturally in the moonlight.
"I was hoping you could find a more imaginable way to make me come than teasing me with a single finger." She said with an exaggerated pout.
"I haven't even started yet. I was just admiring the sexy parts I have to work with."
"And what is your conclusion?"
"That it looks like a very sexy and tasty pussy." I told her as I squatted down in front of her. "I wonder. If I do an exceptionally good job, how do you feel about returning the favor?"
"It would take an EXCEPTIONALLY good job," she answered with a grin. "Think you're up to it?"
"We'll certainly find out," I answered as I moved my face between her legs. I smelled the scent of her arousal, as I reached my tongue out and dragged it slowly up between her lips. I stroked up to the juncture of her flowery soft lips and searched out her hard clit.
"Ohhh that is definitely a good start!" She moaned softly. "Keep starting just like that."
"Oh I'd never be so boring as to do the same thing over and over." I said jokingly as I dipped my tongue deep between her lips and slid it up along her pubic bone. I found her clit with the tip of my tongue again and flicked and circled around it for several seconds before moving down for another stroke. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, using them to spread her legs farther and my fingers to gently spread her lips. I teased my tongue up and down her now spread pussy, teasing deep, almost pressing my tongue into her tunnel entrance and then teasing just the edges and tips of her lips. Not to be left out, every few strokes up her wet lips I concentrated on her clit, flicking and licking it until she couldn't keep her hips still. Over and over I teased her pussy, inching her closer to climax, and then letting it slip away slightly.
"OH FUCK!" She cried loudly, gasping again as I closed my lips around her clit. "OH please. Make me come!"
"As you wish." I answered her with a smile. I moved one arm from around her thigh and pushed one finger into her, rolling my hand palm up and stroking the inside of her tunnel as I teased my tongue across her clit, flicking it quickly with just the tip of my tongue. I heard her gasp and try to hump her hips up toward my face, her breathing ragged and her legs starting to tremble.
"Ohhhhh god yes god yes god yes." She moaned loudly as her velvety soft tunnel clenched around my finger, her whole body giving little jerks and shudders as her climax washed over her. "OHHHH JESUS!" She squealed as I closed my lips around her clit and sucked on it, making her whole body buck hard in front of me. Her hands grabbed at my head and alternately tried to pull me toward her and push me away before finally deciding to push.
I pulled my face from her pussy and took a breath, letting go of her leg and rocking back on my heels. "So how was that?"
"That was...oh god yes. It was Sooooo...Fuck." She said breathing heavily. "Help me up!"
I reached a hand out and helped her off the wall to her feet. She grinned at me and then ran past me, up the stairs and down the path into the darkness.
I followed along, pausing only when I found her dress in the path. I picked it up and ran down the path to the next little seclusion and down into the depressed rock circle.
Tiffany was sitting on the wall edge, naked except for her stockings and high heels. Her skin glowed softly in the shafts of moonlight filtering through the branches of the trees overhanging the little rock nook.
"You held up your part of the bargain, but you're grossly overdressed." She said with a giggle. "Now just how do we solve this?"
"I'm in your hands." I answered her with a grin.
"You are." She said, pushing off the wall and stepping to me. She tugged on my polo shirt, pulling it out of my pants. She worked it over my head and tossed it aside, letting it land where I had dropped her dress. With a grin she squatted down, untying my shoes and then lifting her hands to my belt. She grinned up at me, the moonlight lighting her face as she spread the front of my pants and pulled my cock from within, my shaft already rock hard.
"Well, look what we have here," she cooed as she pulled my pants down to my knees. She wrapped her lips around my head and swirled her tongue around and under my engorged head as her hand slowly stroked my shaft. I let my hands stroke her long blond hair as she bobbed her face on and off my shaft, driving my cock in and out of her mouth, her hand following her lips. She slowed her strokes and pushed her face toward me, driving as much of me into her mouth and throat as she could, drawing long groan from me.
All too suddenly she pulled her mouth from my cock and stood up. "Last call. I'll be waiting in the next one of these. If you're as naked as I am you can take me once any way you want." And then with a giggle, she ran up the stairs and down the path.
It took me far too long to pull my shoes and pants off and then get my shoes back on. I picked up our clothes and followed along, quickly walking to the next little nook and down into it.



"Took you long enough," she said, as she sat on the stone wall, her legs spread wide and her fingers teasing her own pussy lips. "I was beginning to think that I was going to have to satisfy this ache myself. But since you're here, you may do the honors if you'd like."
"I would like. Especially after that absolutely wonderful appetizer you shared with me."
"Tell me then word warrior. How would you like me? What positon shall I strike for you to take me?"
I grinned and looked at her naked body in the moonlight. "I can think of many poses you might strike that would be pleasurable, I believe I like the one you have already chosen. I want to see your face as you come on my prodigious appendage!" I said with a grin as I stepped toward her.
"Then bring said appendage and skewer me with it, allowing me to ride off into pleasurable bliss upon its stroking mass," she said, lifting her chin in the most aristocratic pose she could imagine. I stepped between her legs and she reached for my cock with one hand, aiming it at her pussy while she leaned herself back using her other hand for support. She rubbed my head up and down her lips while I reached for her tits and gently started to tease them and rub my thumbs across her nipples. She guided my head into the entrance to her tunnel and hooked her heels on my ass to pull me toward her. "All kidding aside, all I can say is OHHHH SHIT!"
I pushed into her, sliding deep into her sopping wet pussy, her soft walls stretching to accept me, her juices lubricating my shaft. "Oh yes." I groaned as I started to slide in and out of her. I felt her walls caressing me, their softness forming around me so that the ridge of my head caressed them and sent little tingles of pleasure flowing through both of us. She moaned softly in the moonlight, her legs spreading wide to allow me full access into her pussy. "I don't fucking believe I'm doing this." She moaned softly as I pumped my shaft in and out of her, my head bumping the end of her tunnel and the curve where my cock meets my body banging hard into her clit. In and out I stroked, my pace quickening as my level of excitement increased.
I used my hands to massage her tits, squeezing them in time with my strokes and rubbing my thumbs across her nipples. I leaned forward, sucking one nipple into my mouth, drawing a louder moan of pleasure from her lips. "You keep that up and I'm going to come." She whispered breathlessly.
"That is the idea, isn't it?" I answered, still stroking into her rhythmically.
"Uh huh." She grunted as I felt her legs start to quiver and her slick snug tunnel contract around me. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck." She groaned softly in a deep guttural groan that came from deep within her. Her pussy clenched around me, spasming and trying to pull me deeper into her as her legs trembled and her back arched, trying to push her clit harder against me as I pounded my body against hers.
"SHIT!" I grunted moments later, the warm tingle that had been spreading through my body from my stroking cock sending those tingles to my sex-clouded brain and triggering my own climax. My body jerked hard, jamming my cock into her and pumping a huge gush of cum into her pussy. Time and again my body bucked adding more to the load inside her, my chest heaving to catch my breath as I stood naked between her legs, the moonlight shining down on both of us.
"God I can't believe we did this." She whispered quietly.
"Me either." I agreed. "For the record. I loved it!"
"It wasn't quite what I expected, and to be honest, this rock wall isn't the most comfortable thing to screw on. I think the hotel room would be a more comfortable place for this."
"Yeah, but you have to admit, it was one hell of a strong climax."
"It was. Probably the hardest I've come in years. Now. I need my panties back so that I can prove to Janise that I followed through on her dare."
I pulled from her pussy and bent to where I dropped my pants and dug the white lace from my pocket and handed them to her. She used the panties to wipe my dripping cum from her pussy and then folded them carefully before handing them back to me. She slipped off the wall and stepped to me, wrapping her arms around me and pressing our naked bodies together before pressing her lips to mine. We stood and embraced for long minutes, breaking the embrace only after hearing a couple behind us squeak in surprise at finding us naked in the secluded little nook.
"I think we better get dressed again." My wife whispered with a nervous giggle.
"Yeah." I agreed, slightly disappointed. "This was fun though, wasn't it?"
"It was. More than I expected. I wonder what Janise is going to dream up for tomorrow?"
"I don't know, but now I know why Eddie is dating her," I said with a chuckle. "I wonder how this would have turned out if I'd drawn her straw and had to collect her panties?"
"Just between you and me? You'd better have failed." She answered with a grin. "You are, after all, MY husband. I'd hate to think you'd have been out here with her and Eddie would have been trying to seduce me out of my panties."
"Somehow I get the feeling that she would have made sure I didn't fail, but then I'm not sure I would have pushed it to this limit." I said as I closed the front of my pants, the two of us now at least covered. "So was that your dare? To get naked and have sex out here?"
"It was. But it had to be mostly your idea." My wife said as she stepped to me and wrapped an arm in mine. "I'm ready to get back to the hotel room though. I'm still a little nervous about the last part of the dare."
"Oh? There's more?"
"Uh huh. Being naked in front of you is one thing, but Eddie?"
"What about being naked in front of Eddie?"
"Janise and I have to change dresses in front of you two in the stairwell."
"Oh? And you're going to?" I asked in surprise.
"Well, it's that or she gets to sleep with you tonight, and I'm not about to let that happen." She said with a soft laugh. "She can be a bit devious. I think she really wants into your pants. Given the way things have progressed the last two days, if I were to guess, I'd suspect that she has something planned for tomorrow that will have you naked in front of her t with some kind of opportunity to get on your cock."
"Not happening." I answered quietly.
"Oh? We'll see. If I have to get naked in front of Eddie, I see no reason not to watch you get naked in front of her though. Might be fun to watch." My wife said with a crooked grin. "Besides. That WAS the hardest I've come in years."
"It was." I agreed as we walked back toward the hotel. "I hope she has good looking tits!" I said, getting a gentle punch in the arm from my wife before she squeezed it.
"I'm glad you brought me along on this trip." She whispered. "I might have to come next year too, just to keep you in line."
"With pleasure," I answered as we crossed the parking lot. "With pleasure."
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When he was younger, high school and college, Bob had a way with the women. His reputation was that he was well endowed and he knew how to use it. Along the way he learned from his many a varied partners, happy to play the field and enjoy the attentions of the variety of frequent partners. All that changed when he met Sally. He met her, at of all things, an Easter church service, one of the few church services he still attended each year. She was by his own account drop dead gorgeous. They dated for almost a year before he popped the question. She was his perfect partner, quiet, sweet, loving, outdoorsy. They loved the same activities and they shared in everything they did.
Sally also brought Bob back to the church, rarely missing a Sunday service. The two married and were blessed in many ways, including with two wonderful children. For twenty eight years they enjoyed their careers and lives together. As a professional photographer she had an eye for art, and flow and beauty, which she brought to his designs as an architect, and eventually to his own architectural firm. Yes, they both thanked God on a regular basis for all their blessings. They were conservative in their wants, but wanted for little, and instilled those same values in their two now grown children.
Life was perfect...until two days before his fiftieth birthday, the day that Sally was diagnosed with an aggressive form of cancer. She could fight the cancer, hold it at bay a few more months, or she could enjoy her last few short weeks with the love of her life, taking only those medications needed to hold the worst of the symptoms at bay. She chose the latter.
Three weeks after his uncelebrated fiftieth birthday Sally passed from this world to the one she knew would be better. Her final words to her love was for him to not morn her, but to continue to live life as they had shared it, full of fun and joy. Find someone to share life with and remember that someday they would be together again in heaven. Bob promised, but it was a promise he knew he could never keep. He hid from her that he blamed God for taking her from him.
Bob stopped going to church, and withdrew in many ways into himself, losing his outgoing, vibrant personality. His wife's best friend Jeanie, and Bob's personal secretary watched him shrink from the world for two years, trying to cajole, entice, tease and even shame him into carrying through on his wife's last request. But no matter how she tried, he refused to even go out on a single date. But she was determined to keep her promise to her best friend and find a way to bring him back from the dark abys he seemed to sink into.
"Bob. Here are those papers on the Johnson project. All they need is your signature and they can launch." She said as she walked into his fortieth floor corner office that over looked the city below.
"Thanks Jeanie." He answered quietly, taking the papers from her and setting the folder on the top of the other papers spread on his desk. He opened the folder and signed next to each yellow arrow tag and handed the folder back to her.
"Is that the Elk project?"
"Yeah."
"Still can't seem to find the right look?"
"No. When I got stuck this way I'd always ask Sally." He said with a halfhearted shrug. "I just can't seem to make it flow."
"Well. I know someone that the artsy type. Why don't you take her out to dinner and show her some sketches. I know she'd love to give you some ideas."
"Really? I thought we went through this already. I don't feel like dating."
"So don't make it a date. Make it a business meeting."
"It's still a date." Bob mumbled.
"It doesn't have to be, but sooner or later you're going to have to start looking at the other half of the population. Half of us in the world are women, and I know you never looked at women when you were married, but if you don't start looking the rest of your life is going to pass you by. Is that how you want Sally to see you? As a quitter?"
"I'm not a quitter." He said with a scowl. "And you know it."
"I know you won't even go out on a single date. I've offered up a variety of very nice women who would love to go out with you for a drink, no strings attached."
"I'm not interested." Bob answered with the wave of her hand.
"Oh Lord. I give up. It's in your hands now!" She said, shaking her head and looking up as she turned and walked out of his office.
"That won't help." He muttered to her retreating back. "He doesn't really care about any of us."
"Yes he does!" She called back over her shoulder before disappearing out of ear shot.
"No he doesn't." Bob answered her even though he knew she couldn't hear. He shook his head and folded the sketches and stuffed them in to his brief case along with his laptop. He looked at the clock on the wall and then out the window at the hot summer afternoon and the pulled his suit coat on. It was still early, only four in the afternoon as he grabbed his briefcase and headed out the door. "I'm going down to the park on the way home. Maybe something'll come to me down there." He said as he walked past Jeanie's desk.
"The way you're feeling you're likely to have a bluebird poop on you!" She said jokingly as he headed toward the office suite door. "Good luck just the same."
"Thanks. See you in the morning." He said as he walked out the door and turned down the hall toward the elevators.
Being on the fortieth floor wasn't all bad, but he hated the subway and elevator rides. At least up this high he could take the express which skipped the bottom half of the floors. He pressed the down arrow and waited, a car quickly stopping and the huge silver doors sliding apart. It was late afternoon and he was surprised to see only one person in the car as he stepped in. The L light was already lit so he nodded to the young woman and stood next to her, turning to face the doors as they closed.
Out of the corner of his eye he glanced at her, wearing a maroon sweat suit, a gym bag in one hand and large leather portfolio in the other. He remembered his wife dressing in sweats like that and how it used to turn him on after she'd been working out, sweat trickling down between her big round sexy tits as she walked around wiping her face with a small towel, her top unzipped in cooler weather and completely removed on hotter days. His mind retreated back to the past, imagining him once again sliding her sweaty tank top off and then her sports bra, enjoying the view of her smile as his hands reached for her firm round breasts, rubbing her slick skin with his palms and teasing her nipples with his thumbs. His teasing invariably led to a little additional cardio workout for both of them before she finally retreated to the shower.
He was snapped back to reality by the sudden jerk of the car and the lights going black for a few fractions of a second before a much dimmer emergency light flicked on, bathing them in a dim bluish white light.
"Crap!" He muttered under his breath.
"Well, that's just fine." The young woman mumbled.
"Yeah. I agree there." Bob said, reaching for the panel and pushing the emergency phone button. He pressed the button and instead of the typical beep, followed by someone responding he heard only silence. "Well, isn't that nice. Seems to me someone isn't keeping up with their maintenance or the entire building system is without power."
"So, we're stuck in here?"
"Well, we're well below the thirtieth, so yeah, no way out until they get power back on to get us up to the thirtieth or down to the first."
"Wonderful." The young woman muttered, pulling out her cell phone. She punched in a number and waited. "No service. Even more wonderful!"
"Trying to call your husband?"
"No, my friends. I was supposed to meet them at the gym in about half an hour."
"Oh. Well, at least someone will miss you, just on the off chance that this is a localized failure and not a building wide issue."
"Why? No one going to miss you?"
"Not until tomorrow." He answered.
"Oh? The missus isn't going to miss you coming home tonight?"
"Um. No. No missus." I answered.
"Oh? Okay then. Well, let's hope we aren't stuck in here until then." She said, setting her bag and leather portfolio down against the wall. She sat down with her back to the wall to wait. Bob set his briefcase down and leaned on the wall to wait as well.
Seconds turned into long minutes and Bob pulled his suit coat off, folded it and set it on his briefcase before pulling his tie off and settling on the elevator floor next to the young woman.
"Amanda." She said quietly.
"Huh?"
"Amanda. My name. Yours?"
"Bob." He answered without looking over at her.
"So, Bob. I have to ask. No wife at home, what's with the ring?"
"Huh?"
"The wedding ring? Usually that means a wife at home."
"Oh. Yeah. Well, she passed and I just haven't had the heart to take it off."
"Ahhh. Lost in the past. Shame." She said quietly.
"What does that mean?"
"Seen it before. Guys lose their wives and keep wearing the ring so that they don't have to think about relationships. I guess it works, but seems like a lonely way to live. Just saying." She said as she unzipped her sweat suit top. "Damn. Getting hot in here."
"Yeah. Power outage. The fan stops and the building AC probably quit too. We're in the core, so no real ventilation to keep the shaft cool. Engineer's nightmare. How much power do you transfer to keep non-essential systems running."
"Sounds like you know a thing or two about how buildings are put together."
"Yeah, a thing or two." He answered, looking over toward her. "We were married for twenty eight years."
"Accident?"
"No. Cancer." He answered her quietly, trying not to let his mind wander back to that last day.
"That's rough. Tough watching a loved one waste away like that. In some way's I was lucky that way."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. My husband was killed by a drunk on the way home from work."
"Ah. Sorry."
"Yeah. Me too. July twenty eighth last year."
"Almost a year."
"Yeah. I try not to think about it. I know he's in heaven, so I'm okay with it."
"Confident of that?"
"Oh yeah. I am. You?"
"Yeah. I think God has her with him. Just wish he hadn't decided to take her. It wasn't fair."
"Fair to us doesn't really work with God's plan."
"It should."
"Maybe it seems that way. But you never know what he has in store for you. Maybe there was someone new you were supposed to meet so you could learn or teach something." She said quietly.
"Maybe, but I doubt it."
"Yeah. I understand. I wonder why he took Jeff, but in the end I have to accept that I don't get to choose who or how long." She said as she leaned forward and worked her sweatshirt off, leaving her in her sweat pants and a light blue spandex tank top.
"Yeah, it is getting hot." He said as she leaned back. You don't mind if I take my shirt off, do you?"
"Why? Think I'd be offended?" She asked with a chuckle. "Go for it. I've seen plenty of bare chested men."
"Oh. Not bare chested. I have a t-shirt on." He answered, staring to unbutton the shirt. He pulled it off and added it to the small pile on his brief case, leaning back with his t-shirt clinging stickily to his back.
"So , what do you do?" He asked, trying to take his mind off the quickly growing heat, knowing it could easily get over a hundred in the small car in only a short period of time.
"Fashion designer." She said with a soft smile. "You?"
"Architect." He answered.
"I see. Guess that explains why you know a little about this." She said, waving her hand at the dimly lit car. "So, assuming that the power doesn't come back on soon, I guess it's going to keep getting hotter?"
"To a point. It should level off a bit around a hundred. It was supposed to get over ninety today, so I'd suspect about ten or so above that." He answered her.
"Ahh. Well, in that case." She said, standing up. She wigged her hips and worked the sweat pants off, leaving her in a pair of short spandex shorts that seemed to be form fit to her body, her round ass pushing out at Bob as he sat there, the material stretched tight across her pussy, the seam pulling in slightly between the her lips, making a slight cleft as she bent to pull the sweat pants off her feet. He couldn't help but look with her butt so close to his face and to his surprise he felt his cock quickly hardening in his boxers, something he hadn't really noticed happening since...
He chastised himself for such thoughts and closed his eyes while she finished working the pants off her legs and then sat back down.
"You know. Ususally it's guys that are lucky. Getting to run around bare chested while we have to keep covered. But looks like the shoe is on the other foot today."
"How's that?"
"Hundred degrees and wool dress pants? Yeah, I know my clothes." She said before he could question how she knew his suit pants were wool.
"Yeah, they are getting a bit hot."
"Well. It doesn't matter to me. If you decide you want to lose the pants I won't tell anyone, assuming of course you have something on under them."
"I appreciate that." He answered, making no move to get up.
"Well, your choice. I just don't want you passing out on me from the heat."
"I appreciate your concern. But I'm fine."
"Suit yourself." She said as she used the arm of her sweat shirt like a rag to wipe the sweat from her forehead and neck. "Hundred degrees huh?"
"Something like that."
"So what kind of things do you architect?" She asked after a few short minutes of silence in the car.
"Oh. All kinds of things." He answered.
"Uh huh. Not talkative. Okay." She said, going quiet again.
"Right now I'm working on a mall." He answered her after several more minutes of silence.
"A mall? I thought those were going out of style."
"They are. But this is a bit different. They want to marry together all kinds of green technology providers in one place. Solar, wind, everything. Kind of a one stop shop for the green consumer."
"Sounds interesting."
"It is. But I'm stuck. I can't seem to get anything that looks right." He answered with a frown.
"Oh? Got any sketches or anything?"
"Yeah." He answered with a shrug. He leaned forward and pushed his suit coat off the briefcase and then opened it, pulling out a few sketches he had thrown in before leaving the office. He handed the top one to her and watched her frown.
"Yeah, this doesn't work, does it?"
"No. Fine for an industrial site, but not here."
"What else do you have?" She asked sweetly.
He handed over the rest of the sketches, and watched her as she thumbed through them. "You need something that flows, something that screams that it's part of the earth. Almost like it's built into the side of a hill or something."
"Yeah. That would be nice. Too bad the land is flat as a pancake." He agreed.
"So? Make your own hill."
"I can't make a hill and bury a building in it...ohhhh...wait. Yes I can. What if I did a grass roof? With a slope up and over the front doors. It could lead right up to the roof. I'd have to make the structure more rigid to take the weight, but you know, that might work!" He answered excitedly, grabbing a pencil and quickly sketching his idea on one of the pages she handed back to him. "Like this!"
"Yeah. That works. Let it flow. Look at curves. Make it flow more, like flowing water." She coaxed, taking the pencil and paper from him and extending the curves of the entrance into an elegant flowing curve. She handed him the paper back and he looked at her work.
"Yeah. That works. That works great! Damn. I've been stuck on this for two weeks. But this...This'll work!"
"Glad to be of service."
"Huh? Oh god. Yes. Thank you. I'm sorry. I kinda got excited."
"I can tell. You're passionate about your work." She said with a soft feminine laugh. "Your welcome."
He sketched on the drawing for a few more short minutes, scribbling notes on the design and what he needed to check or modify. Finally setting them aside with a smile. "Believe it or not, I was headed to the park to see if a change in scenery would give me inspiration. Who knew I'd find it in a broken elevator!"
"Well, you never know what God has in his plans for you."
"I doubt this was God's plan. Just a lucky coincidence."
"If you say so." She said with a shrug.
Bob sat, his eyes closed, listening to the whispers of the building, its creaks and groans, as the wind blew it, noises that would otherwise be drowned out by the sounds of ventilation and activity. It felt to him almost as if the whole building were deserted. He sat sweating, his mind moving from the sounds to his own discomfort. He tried to push it from his mind and each time it was drawn back to front and center, like an itch begging to be scratched. He could feel the sweat on his legs, prickling out and then collecting into little drops that ran down the sides of his legs. "Okay. I give. But you gotta promise not to laugh."
"Laugh at what?" She asked as he stood up. He pulled his shoes off and then undid his belt, letting his suit pants slide down his legs. He stepped out of them and sat down again against the elevator wall in just his boxers and t-shirt. "Okay. I gotta ask. Why superman?" She asked, trying hard not to giggle as she looked at his dark blue boxers with little superman logos all over them.
"I was getting a bit low on laundry and my wife bought me several pairs. She always said I was like superman to my family. Always able to handle any emergency or fix any problem." He answered her.
"Okay. I can see that. Cute." She said, suppressing one last giggle.
They sat in silence for long minutes, both sweating and feeling uncomfortable. "So what kind of clothing?" Bob finally asked, trying to take his mind off his discomfort.
"What kind of clothing what?"
"What kind of clothing do you design?"
"Oh. Women's clothing of course."
"Oh? Gee that makes sense. Of course women's clothing." He said, rolling his eyes at her evasive answer.
"You really want to know?"
"Not like we have a lot else to do." He answered her.
"Fine." She said. "If you really want to know." She pulled her large leather portfolio, about two foot square, from against the wall and lay it on her lap. She unzipped the cover and opened it, sliding the now open folio onto his lap.
Bob looked down at the page on top and was surprised. The sketch was of a nearly naked woman, wearing only a very tiny panty and a see through purple top held in place by a number of tiny ties. He turned the page and saw a full length sheer gown on another practically nude woman, the woman's leg sticking through a slit up the front. He flipped through the pages one by one, each one a sexy outfit far too revealing to be worn in public. "Very nice. You do all this?"
"Yep."
"You're very good. Very artistic. I like most of the designs too. I can picture them on a woman."
"Most? Were there some you didn't?"
"There were a couple that didn't really trip my trigger, but otherwise they were good."
"What didn't trip your trigger? As you put it?"
"That red one about half way back. Shows too much."
"Oh? That's a shame. That's probably going to be one of my best sellers. Younger guys like all that exposure. Interesting you don't."
"Lingerie is like wrapping on a Christmas present. It's there to make you wonder. I like to be enticed, encouraged to unwrap more."
"I see." She said with a soft chuckle as she took the folio back and zipped it, seeing the huge bulge his now hard cock was making in the light weight boxers. He sat with his head back again and his eyes closed so she couldn't resist looking more as she put her portfolio away. "Looks like you did like most of them." She finally said.
He looked at her and then followed her gaze to his own lap, his hard cock bulging the leg of his boxers as it pulled the material tight, trying to force itself up. "Sorry," He mumbled, blushing that he had gotten hard in front of her.



"No problem." She said as she reached for her waist an pulled the tank top up and off, using it to wipe her face and neck, leaving her in just the tiny spandex shorts and sports bra. "I still think you're lucky. If I could I'd lose the damn bra too. It's hot."
"Feel free." He said intending it to be a joke.
"Oh? You just wanna see my tits, huh? Typical guy."
"No. I didn't think you were serious."
"Yeah, I was. I'm hot."
"Yeah. You are." Bob mumbled, surprising even himself. "Sorry, didn't mean to say that out loud."
"But it's okay to think it?"
"Shouldn't do that either." He answered.
"Well, just between us, thanks. Sometimes I don't feel all that good looking."
He turned his head to look at her. "Seriously? You're incredibly pretty. Fit, trim, nice proportions, petite, pretty face, nice ass. Yeah, I wouldn't kick you out of bed for eating crackers."
"That supposed to be a compliment?"
"Yeah. It is."
"Oh. Okay." She said, leaning back again. "Do me a favor. Keep your eyes closed a minute?"
"Sure." He answered, closing his eyes and leaning his head back against the side again. He could hear her rusting next to him and wondered what she was up to, but as promised, he kept his eyes closed.
"Okay. You can open them." She said.
He looked over at her, her sports bra now laying on her pile of clothing and her tank top on again, rolled up and tied in a knot just below her breasts. Her full round breasts pushing the material out, each one with the additional bump of her obviously erect nipples.
"See if that's cooler." She said.
"Looks hotter." He said with chuckle. "But I don't think, that's what you meant."
"Not hardly." She said with a frown. "I'm surprised you haven't taken your shirt off."
"Didn't think it was fair." He answered. "You can't."
"I can. I just choose not to." She said as she looked at him. "So?"
"So what?"
"So, going to take your shirt off?"
"If you don't mind."
"I don't." She answered. He leaned forward and pulled his soggy t-shirt off, leaving him in just his boxers. "Nice. Not a bad body for a forty year old."
"Add ten."
"Oh. Didn't know. Sorry. Great bod for a fifty year old."
"Thanks." He said with a chuckle.
"So you're obviously not dating anyone." She said after a couple more silent minutes.
"Nope."
"Me neither."
"Uh huh." He answered as she leaned forward and dug in her bag, pulling out a bottle of water. She uncapped it and took a long swig and then held the bottle out for him. "Want some?"
"Maybe a sip." He said, taking the bottle and taking a slow sip before returning it to her.
"Let me guess. You don't want to use it all up? Thanks, but I think we'll live if we do."
"Probably."
"So. We're not dating. So I guess if you saw my body it wouldn't be like we were cheating on anyone, would we?"
"I don't suppose." He answered her.
She reached to her tank top and untied the knot under her breasts. She pulled the tank top up and off of her, using it to rub across her now bare breasts before letting it fall to her lap. Her breasts were tanned the same as the rest of her body, a light healthy looking tone, except for two small triangles of creamy white, each one with a round pink areola centered within and each areola with a hard protruding pink nipple.
"Very nice." He whispered, trying not to stare.
"Go ahead and look. It's not hurting my feelings." She said as she lay her head back.
He sat and watched her, her chest rising and falling rhythmically, making her breasts move equally, as she breathed. He could feel his cock growing in his shorts again, and reached in when he thought she wasn't looking to move it to a more comfortable, though no less obvious position.
"Looks big." She said quietly.
"What's that?" He asked, startled and not sure he really heard what he thought he had.
"Your dick. Looks big."
"Oh. Thanks." He mumbled, blushing again.
"Looks uncomfortable like that."
"Like what?"
"Stuck in your boxers like that. You can take em off if you want. I won't tell anyone."
Bob chuckled and shook his head.
"It's okay. Really. I see guy's cocks all the time."
"Oh? A fashion designer that does women's lingerie sees lots of guy's cocks?" He asked with a soft laugh.
"Well, yeah. I mean I work in an office that has lots of hot models walking around half dressed all the time. It's no big deal, I mean it's just another cock, right?"
"If you say so." He chuckled.
"No. I mean it. Tell you what. I'll take mine off first."
"Your what?" He asked in surprise as she pushed herself up from the floor, not at all sure she meant what he thought she did. She bent over, her ass pushing out at him as she pushed her tight shorts down, her now bare ass and pussy pushing out at him. He could see her full round, shaved lips pushing from between her legs, the slightest little bit of inner lip protruding. Her pussy looked wet as she lifted each foot to step out of the shorts, her motions pushing her pussy out at him even more and spreading it slightly as she worked the shorts over her shoes.
"Damn." He mumbled quietly as he stared at her pussy while she stood, her legs straight, bent at the waist, folding her shorts and placing them in her pile of clothing.
She moved her tank top and set it on the floor, squatting down with her knees apart before rolling herself around and sitting on the shirt so her pussy wasn't sitting on the carpet of the car. "There. You're turn." She said cheerfully.
"What if they turn the power back on?"
"Well, I've ridden this elevator enough times. I'm sure we'd have time to get something back on before we got to the bottom."
"This is crazy." He mumbled, still sitting.
"I'll do it for you if you want. But it does feel a lot better being naked."
"Fine," he said shaking his head. He stood up and pushed his boxers off, his long fat cock jutting out as he stood naked in the elevator car, his hardon bouncing with each beat of his pounding heart.
"Damn. That is big." She said quietly, staring openly at his engorged shaft and purple mushroom head.
"It's just a cock."
"No. That is NOT JUST a cock. That is a PERFECT cock!" She said, rolling to her knees in front of him. Without asking she reached both hands out to him and wrapped them around his shaft, her fingers unable to close around his girth and a two inches or more sticking out past the fingers of both hands. She stroked her hands slowly along the length of his shaft, one hand sliding over his mushroom head and then back down again.
"Oh damn." He grunted at her touch, not used to the touch of a woman after so long.
"Not hurting you am I?" She whispered.
"Oh. No. Definitely not hurting. But if you keep doing that I'm going to come."
"Already?"
"It's been two years since a woman has touched me like that."
"Oh. Well. Might as well enjoy it then." She said as she leaned her face toward him and engulfed his head with her lips.
"Oh damn." Bob groaned softly as she released one hand from his cock and began to slowly slide her mouth on and off his cock. He felt her tongue tease under his head and then push down again, his fat head pushing all the way to the entrance to her throat as her hand followed her lips, her saliva lubricating his shaft. He looked down at her long blond hair swinging in reaction to her bobbing motion, and then down past to see her hand between her legs as she knelt with her legs spread wide. "Ohhhh geez." He groaned again as she worked his cock with her hot mouth, sending tingles through his body.
He hadn't had another besides himself touch his cock since before Sally passed, and having this young lady working his cock was sending signals to his brain that he had almost forgotten existed. "OH god. I'm going to come." He warned her as he felt the warmth spreading through his body, his hips trying to move on their own in time with her strokes.
"Good." She said in an extremely brief moment. Her mouth immediately wrapped around his cock again and her bobbing head moved faster, if that were even possible. He felt her mouth vibrate as she moaned softly around him, his cock moments from explosion.
"SHIT!" He cried suddenly, his hips bucking to jam his cock into her mouth, gagging her momentarily as huge shot of cum lanced out of him into her hot wet mouth. She moaned again around him as his hips bucked again, and again, squirting shot after shot of cum into her mouth, which she eagerly sucked and swallowed, only pulling her mouth from his cock to catch her breath.
"Come down here." She said, reaching for his hand with one of hers, not letting go of his now shrinking cock. "On the floor."
"Uh huh." He grunted, only half paying attention with his mind still fogged in the aftermath of the powerful climax. He let her pull him down to the carpet on his back and then quickly moved over him, holding herself on all fours, her tits inches from his chest as she leaned her face toward his.
He felt her suck his lips gently, her tongue teasing his lips and encouraging him to open his mouth. He almost felt her smile as she pressed her lips to his, her tongue now teasing his. He tasted some of his own cum as her tongue played with his in his mouth, her body gently rocking on his, her nipples gently brushing against his chest.
"Make me come. Lick my pussy and make me come." She moaned softly, her lips practically brushing his as she whispered. "I want to feel your tongue in me and I want to feel your lips on my pussy. I want to feel you teasing my clit and making me come on your mouth."
Bob was long past thinking about anything but sex. He nodded and whispered yes, after which she pushed herself up and knee walked up his body until her shaved pussy was inches from his mouth. He reached for her ass and pulled her closer, inching her along until she was practically sitting on his chin. He squeezed her firm round ass cheeks as he spread her pussy with his tongue, pressing between her soft wet lips and teasing up between them toward her clit.
"Ohhhh my god yes." She cooed softly, leaning herself forward to rest brace her hands on the wall of the car and tilting her pussy so he had better access to her wet slit. Up and down he stroked, pushing his tongue deep into her and then dragging it along her pubic bone until he reached the juncture of her lips, and the shrouded clit hidden there. He moved his hands, reaching around her thighs, pulling her legs apart slightly and her lips apart with his fingers, exposing her clit to his teasing tongue.
Over and over he licked up her wet lips, teasing her clit over and over, first flicking it and then stroking it with the flat of his tongue. The more he stroked the less she was able to hold still, her hips rocking and wiggling on him as he drove her closer and closer to climax.
He long since lost track of how long he had been licking her pussy, but then he really wasn't that concerned. The aroma of her excitement and the sweet nectar that came with that excitement had him fully engrossed in making her climax the best he knew how. It was not unlike how he and Nancy had made love, each trying to outdo the other. He didn't know why she sucked his cock, and right now he didn't care. All he knew was the pussy on his mouth and the encouraging moans of pleasure she was emitting to his attentions.
"OH FUCK!" She squealed loudly. "GOD DAMN! I'M COOOOOMMMMIIINNNGGG!" Her legs trembled and her body gave little jerks and shudders as the orgasm ran up and down her body, her chest heaving for breath as she gasped in pleasure. "Ohhhh my god yessss." She moaned after nearly two minutes, her hips lifting her pussy off his face. She carefully knee walked back down his body, pausing to gently tease his lips with her hard nipples for nearly a full minute, letting his suck and lick her rock hard and still excited nipples.
Bob felt her wet pussy dragging along his body, pressing against him as she pushed back, finally running into his again rock hard cock. He didn't expect her to fuck him, especially after the climax he had just given her, but she moved one hand behind her, grasped his cock and lifted it so that his fat head engaged her sopping wet pussy.
"I wont if you don't want me to, but please, please don't say no." She moaned softly, pushing back against his engorged head, his fat mushroom pushing her lips apart as she pushed back harder. Bob lay there without saying a word, her hot pussy flowing heat into his engorged cock as she pushed harder against him. "God you're fat." She moaned as he finally spread her enough to enter her, his fat shaft spreading her tunnel and expanding her as she rocked on her knees, jabbing herself down on his cock in little short strokes.
Inch by inch she managed to work him, lubricating his shaft with her juices and working him deeper. She felt his head press against the end of her tunnel and then started rocking longer, pulling almost all the way off of him before slowly pushing back again. "Ohhhh damn you feel good." She moaned softly as she pushed herself on and off of his fat shaft.
"So do you." He gasped. "Oh lord you feel good on me."
"I'm glad." She whispered with a smile, bouncing herself on and off his shaft, in no hurry to push them too fast, but pushing him steadily up that slope regardless. He lifted his hands to her tits, cupping them and squeezing the firm round mounds. He ran his thumbs back and forth across her nipples, drawing a shudder from her body and making her push back a bit faster and harder against his cock. "God do that more." She moaned as she rocked faster, his teasing thumbs working her nipples gently. He lifted his head and sucked one nipple into his mouth, stroking the other and teasing the one in his mouth with the tip of his tongue. "Oh lord you know how to turn a girl on." She moaned. "You keep doing that you're going to make me come again."
"Good." Bob answered with a smile to himself. He knew he wasn't going to last much longer anyway, the first pussy in two years quickly driving his cock toward another release. He concentrated on her nipples, trying not to think about the sensations radiating from his cock as she stroked herself on and off his shaft. He felt her quiver inside, squeezing his cock with her velvety soft tunnel, followed quickly by shudders and moans, but she continued to stroke on him, rocking her hips more, changing the angle every stroke and pushing him within fractions of climaxing.
"OH GOD!" He shouted suddenly, his hips bucking up off the floor so hard he lifted her off the ground. His cock shot a massive squirt of cum into her pussy, her own hips thrusting back hard on him, driving the two together harder than before. He felt his head smashed against her cervix and her clit grinding into the base of his cock as they both dissolved into jerks and shudders, her tunnel squeezing and milking his rigid shaft.
She collapsed on him, her chest heaving and her body still twitching and shaking on and around him as she panted for breath, her nipples digging into his chest with their hardness. "Oh damn that was intense." She whispered as she lay on him, his cock still twitching and oozing cum into her already full pussy.
"Uh huh." He agreed, wrapping his arms around her and gently stroking her soft skin. They lay there for long minutes, his cock finally softening and slipping out of her, but she made no move to get up.
"Why?" He whispered, knowing she knew what he wanted to know.
"Because if felt right. More right that any sex I've ever had. I don't know more than that."
"Okay." He answered, confused himself by how intense the sensations and the feelings he suddenly felt for her were. He felt as if he had known her his whole life, yet he knew he'd never seen her before today. He closed his eyes and felt her almost melt into him, her soft body pressing to his, contented little sighs escaping her lips.
He heard the fan on the car start and the lights flickered to life.
"Damn." He mumbled, not wanting to let go of her. "Time's up."
"Yeah. Seems that way. But we're not moving."
"No. I think we better get dressed though."
"Yeah." She said in obvious disappointment. She pushed off of him and stepped to her clothes while he got up. He should have hurried, he knew he needed to, but he just stood there, naked, watching her dress, watching her wiggle into her clothes. Only when she was done did he step into his own boxers, her turn to watch. He pulled on his t-shirt, his dress shirt and then finally his dress pants. Only after he had his shoes back on did the car suddenly start to move, dropping quickly to the first floor. The doors opened on the lobby of the high rise, people bustling about as if nothing had happened. The two of them stepped out of the car and others stepped in behind them, the car starting its journey up the building.
"So how long was the power out?" He asked a woman waiting at the elevator.
"Out? Power hasn't been out." She said giving him a curious look.
"You sure?"
"Yeah, I'm sure. A little early in the day to be drinking isn't it?" She asked with a condescending scowl.
"Come on." Amanda said, looping her arm in his. "How about some dinner?"
"Sure. I'll buy."
"No need. If you don't mind I think I have some pasta and chicken at home. You like Chicken alfredo?"
"It's my favorite." He said looking down at her. "How did you know?"
"I didn't. I bought that stuff a few days ago on a whim and haven't gotten around to making it." She said with a shrug.
"Huh." He answered. "In that case. I've love to come over and have dinner with you. I don't have much to wear though. This suit is a bit stale."
"That's okay. I don't think clothes are on the menu anyway." She said with a smile as she turned him toward the exit. "If you're a good boy maybe I'll model a few of my creations for you later."
"I'd like that very much!" Bob answered. He couldn't help but notice the big clock over the glass doors showing five after four as they walked through them and out into the bright afternoon.
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It was 1976 and high school sucked. Well, it seemed like it anyway. For a large majority of kids high school is a hotbed of intimidation, awkwardness and what they call today bullying. Back in the day...back when I was in high school, what was normal antics of the jocks toward those of us that were in the lower pecking orders, wouldn't be tolerated today. But back then, thirty years ago, it was a very different environment.
I was, by definition, a 98 pound weakling. That being, I was nearly six foot tall, weighed only a fraction over a hundred pounds dripping wet, and was what they kids today consider a geek. Back then we called them nerds. Smart, but not overly athletic. I also had the additional problem of a rather sharp wit, which unfortunately meant that my mouth wrote checks my body was unable to cash.
Another thing that was common was gym class. Today they call it all kinds of things, like Physical Education. But back then we called it gym and it was required all four years. I guess they thought that physical development was as important as mental development. Gym classes also REQUIRED that you shower after gym before going to your next class. That in itself isn't a particular bad thing. Unfortunately, someone thought that it was a really good thing to have all gym classes coed. Great idea, until hormone driven young men have to strip and go into a shower. Through most of my incarceration in high school I had a nick name. "Pole." I could laugh it off a little that it was because I was tall and skinny, but the real reason was because one of the jocks decided that it would be funny to make fun of the fact that I not only seemed to always have a hard-on after running around with the girls and watching their bouncing tits, but that the size of my equipment was disproportionately large.
I had a few girl friends over my high school years, but none of them what anyone would call particularly good looking. Amy was my favorite, a bit chunky but she had a wonderful personality, was fun to be around and yeah, we both experimented with each other a bit, doing a bit of touching and even trying some oral sex. We were still both virgins though when our senior year started.
Two things happened the beginning of my senior year that changed my world. The first was that the track coach saw the aftermath of one of my smart remarks, that being me easily out running three of the star football players, easily vaulting over a four foot fence without even slowing down. The result of that particular incident had me called to the principal's office, not to be in trouble for a change, but for the track coach to recruit me. Suddenly I went from nerd to one of the stars on the track team. I was a JOCK!
Of course the second result of that incident was less fun, at least for me. The three football players I had insulted didn't take it nearly as well as the coach, and in the middle of gym class, I ended up held by two while the third pulled my shorts down. Anger would be the least of my emotions at that moment. We had been playing dodge ball, guys against girls. Needless to say, watching the girls on the other side of the court, bend half way over while bouncing and jumping to avoid the balls had my cock in its normal state of arousal...hard as a freaking rock! If they'd just pulled my shorts down I would have been okay. But no. These three were dead set on teaching me a lesson. They pulled everything down, leaving my boner completely exposed to the entire female portion of the class, leaving me restrained for several long seconds with my shorts and briefs down around my ankles while the guys laughed and the girls stared.
In the end, it turned out that they did me a favor, though I didn't think so at the time.
Trina Anison was the first. By that I mean she was the first of the "popular" girls to show me something other than contempt. You could have knocked me over with a feather when she asked me if I wanted to come over and help her with her physics homework. She was dating one of the football players, and made it clear that she wanted to keep this under the table, but she would really appreciate the help. While it could never be considered a date, we did set up Saturday afternoon.
Saturday came and I showed up at Trina's house as expected at two sharp. Trina came to the door in a pleated mini-skirt and a loose tank top style shirt that was some kind of satin like material of the same pale green color as the skirt. She cheerfully let me in and led me to her bedroom for our "study" session. Now I'd been in girls' rooms before, well my sister's and Amy's anyway, but Trina's was a very girly girl' room. Frilly pink bend covers, a four-poster bed with a frilly pink canopy, little knickknacks and assortments of perfumes and make-up arrayed on all the dresser tops. Of course no dirty clothes lying around like in my room, except for one notable exception, one pair of tiny pink underwear lying on the floor right next to her bed.
There was no way I wasn't going to see them lying there, just like there was no way I was going to not notice as she lay down on the bed that she didn't have any underwear on. She flopped onto the bed, facing away from me, her legs sticking out toward me, her feet about a two feet apart for a few moments before she half rolled on her side, cocking one leg slightly while she patted the bed next to her. I almost didn't hear her invitation to lie on the bed next to her I was so busy staring at her completely bare pussy. She seemed completely un-phased by my standing and staring at her pussy, patiently waiting for me to realize she was inviting me onto her bed.
By the time I was on her bed next to her my cock felt like an iron rod, and nothing I was doing was making it get any less obvious in my jeans. She smiled and waited for me to join her on the bed, acting as if nothing in the world were out of the ordinary.
I lay down on my stomach next to her and she opened her physics book to the homework assignment and coaxed me closer to her so that I could read the problem with her. It seemed like no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't concentrate on physics because of her hip and leg pressing against mine. I did my best to explain what the problem was asking, and then she pulled her notebook in front of her and started working on the problem. It took several long seconds before I realized that the neckline of the tank top and the arm holes were much much larger than required and she was quite definitely NOT wearing a bra of any kind. From my position I could easily see more than half of her left breast as I looked down the top and in the arm hole, making my already incredibly hard dick try to get even harder.
Now being a nerd assumes some level of intelligence, but I had to admit that the hormones racing through my body were slowing my normal thought processes, and it took long seconds before I realized that when she moved her hand to scratch an itch on her chest, and her whole left breast was exposed out the side of the oversized arm hole, that her move was calculated and intentional. Once I made that leap of realization, I stopped trying to avoid her touch and actually rolled onto my side, facing her, leaving one of my hands to prop up my head and the other free to do other things.
I was more than a little nervous. I expected to get slapped at any second, but I did it just the same. I moved my hand from where it rested on my own leg to resting on her mini-skirt covered ass. To my surprise I didn't get a slap at all. I did my best to concentrate on two things at once, the firmness of her ass and what she was saying about how she was working out the physics problem. The longer I lay there without getting slapped the braver I became, stroking her ass through the skirt material and then finally letting my fingers slip far enough down to stroke the bare skin of her firm ass cheeks.
My mind was completely lost at that moment to what she was saying, my fingers stroking the soft creamy skin of her cheek, letting my fingers push down her thigh and drawing up again along her crack.
"That's nice. Keep it gentle like that." She said as she pulled the book back toward her to read the next problem.
I almost missed the comment, but my hormone addled brain finally registered her approval of my actions. She read the problem and started sketching the problem out, spreading her legs farther apart so my fingers could actually stroke on her pussy. Now I knew what a pussy was. I'd jacked off to enough playboy pictures. Amy and I had also spent some time in close proximity, touching and even licking each other's private parts. But Trina's looked and felt a lot different than Amy's and, well, she was also a very HOT looking girl.
I continued to stroke my hands up her thigh, across her wet pussy lips, up her crack and across her ass cheek, working my fingertips in a long oval, my hand pushing the material of her skirt up each time I stroked up her ass. "There's a zipper there." She said softly, setting the pencil aside and just lying there. "If you pull it down you can take the skirt all the way off."
"You want me to take your skirt off?" I asked, clearly shocked. I mean I was playing with her ass and pussy, but somehow it just hadn't occurred to me that she wanted more.
"That's how it usually works, isn't it? Getting naked first?"
"How what works?"
"Having sex." She said as calmly as telling me she wanted a drink of water.
"You seriously want to have sex with me?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah. I mean you clearly aren't concentrating on physics. Maybe if we screw you'll be able to concentrate, at least for a while."
"Um. Yeah. Sure."
"You have done it before, haven't you?" She asked, rolling on her side to look at me.
"Well yeah. Of course." I answered a little defensively.
She looked at me for a few moments and then smiled. "You haven't, have you?"
I took a deep breath and sighed. "No. I mean I've messed around some, but no. I haven't ever screwed anyone."
"Well, then this should be a fun experience. Why don't you just take my clothes off to start with."
"Undress you?"
"Uh huh." She said, just lying there waiting.
With shaking hands I leaned closer to her, reaching my hand around her hip and butt, finding the zipper and tugging it down. I was clearly at a loss about what to do next, so she reached for my hands and pulled them to the waist of her skirt, using her hands on mine to pull her skirt down while she rolled on her back and lifted her butt off the bed with her feet. She helped, guided, whatever, me to pull her skirt all the way off, leaving her nude below the waist. I stared at her pussy and the fine mat of dark brown curls on her mound and framing her full fat lips.
"We aren't going to get caught, are we?" I asked nervously.
"Uh uh. My parents are gone all day." She said as she pulled my hands to her top, helping me grab the material and work it up her body, uncovering her full round tits, her areola covering almost a third of the large soft mounds, a hard erect nipple centered in each pink ring. She helped me work the top off her body and toss it aside, before pulling my hands to her breasts. She lay my palms on her tits, her soft mounds more than even my large hands could capture. "Be gentle with them. Squeeze 'em gently and play with my nipples." She cooed softly.
"They're fantastic." I whispered, gently teasing her nipples with my thumbs. "Do you like having them sucked? Amy does." I asked, kicking myself at mentioning another girl at that moment.
"If it's done gently, yes," she answered, showing no reaction at all to my mention of Amy.
I leaned over and gently teased her right nipple with my tongue, drawing circles around it and flicking across it several times before opening my mouth and suctioning the whole front of her breast into my mouth the way Amy had taught me. I let my tongue flick her nipple and then gently let it slip from my lips squeezing it as it slid out.
"Oh damn." She moaned softly. "That was very nice. Let's get some of these clothes off you though." She said, pushing me over and rolling me onto my back. It was a surprisingly short amount of time and I was practically naked, only my white cotton briefs still covering my straining prick. "Now. Just relax." She said with a smile, leaning over me with her head above my stomach. She gently kissed my stomach and began to inch down the briefs, pulling them out and down at the same time, exposing my engorged head.
"OH SHIT!" I groaned, feeling her hot wet lips close around my head and her tongue swirl around it. She continued to pull my briefs down, sliding them down my legs while gently sucking and bobbing her head on my cock, driving me crazy.
"My, it's even bigger this way." She cooed after pulling her mouth off of me. She backed away and then climbed on the bed next to me, laying back. "Now. Climb on top of me. Hands and knees." She coaxed. "No. Knees between my legs so I can spread 'em. That's it!" She coaxed. "You want to make sure she's been teased enough to be good and wet. I'm more than wet enough. Just guide your cock into me and push it slowly into me." I looked down at her pussy, my head inches from it and tried to stab my cock into her. "No, here. Use your hand like this." She coaxed, reaching for my cock and rubbing my head up and down her pussy lips, teasing my head between them and wetting it with her slick juices and teasing her clit at the same time.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted, no longer able to contain myself with her soft touch and the view she was providing me. My hips bucked, driving my cock along her lips and up her mound, completely missing her pussy as a huge gush of cum squirted all the way up to her tits. My body jerked time after time, squirting more cum on her stomach and mound, finally reducing to drooling more cum onto her pussy and mound as I collapsed, half on and half off of her in shame.
"Oh god. I'm sorry." I mumbled into the bedspread in shame.
"Shhhh. It's okay. First time and I really had you excited. That was my fault." She said wrapping her arms around my back and pulling me tightly to her, my cum now smeared on both our bodies. "Looked like a pretty big cum though. Bet it felt good. Don't worry. We have plenty of time." She said, sliding a hand to my face and trying to urge me toward hers. She coaxed me up onto her body until I was lying flat on her, our faces inches from each other. She coaxed me down toward hers and I felt her hot lips press against mine. She sucked and teased my lips until I was returning her kiss in kind, our lips alternately sucking and pressing to each other when our tongues weren't diving into each other's mouths and playing tag. "Now. My turn. Just roll on your back." She coaxed me breathlessly after breaking the kiss.
I rolled off of her and lay on the bed on my back, not sure what she had in mind. I didn't have long to wait. She scooted herself around on the bed and quickly engulfed my shriveled cock in her hot wet mouth. "Ohhh damn." I groaned softly as she started sucking and pulling my cock with her mouth, trying to coax my cock hard again. She was, without a doubt, quickly successful, her mouth soon sliding wetly up and down my again hard shaft, her tongue teasing my head each time she bobbed up my shaft. I watched her head bobbing, her face hidden by her long brown hair, but the sensations still incredible as she worked my shaft with her hot mouth.
She finally pulled off my cock and moved to all fours on the bed, looking down at me with a smile.
"Gotta ask. Do girls really like doing that?"
"Some do, some don't. Me... Yeah. I do. But I like doing this a whole lot more!" She said as she moved and swung her leg across my hips. She held herself over me on her knees and one hand, her big soft tits hanging down at me, traces of my dried cum still on her chest and stomach as she reached between her legs. Her hand wrapped around my cock and lifted me up, again rubbing my head around her soft wet lips, teasing my head between them and rubbing the tip of my cock against her clit. "This is what I really like though." She cooed softly as she worked me into a depression in her pussy, the entrance to all that I had dreamed about when playing with Amy. I'd put my fingers in her and pushed my tongue into her, but she'd never quite agreed to going this far. I didn't have to beg or coax Trina. She was eagerly guiding me to that little slice of heaven between her legs.
I felt her press down on me, not entirely sure what to expect. I felt pressure build up on my head, squeezing me and pressing my shaft and then suddenly that pressure changed. "Ohhhhhhh." I groaned in pleasure as the hot soft wetness slipped over my whole head and squeezed me. She slipped lower, more of my cock feeling her hot wet soft insides caress me.
"Now this is important. You don't want to hurt her. If you're too dry, you'll grab her lips and it won't feel nice. Just take your time and stroke in and out of her in short little strokes like this. It'll spread her juices all over your cock and make it much more pleasurable for both of you." She whispered as she began rocking her hips back toward my cock and then rocking forward a little. "Mmmmmmm you feel so nice inside me. Damn big. Sooooo damn big!" She moaned softly her strokes lengthening and her tits swinging below her as she pushed herself on and off of my cock.
I could feel her soft insides caressing my shaft, her whole length seeming to engulf me, my head slipping in and out of her, her hips driving her down on me until I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel.
"You can play with my tits too," she coaxed, her eyes closed as she rocked, driving herself rhythmically up and down my shaft. I reached for her tits and captured the swinging sexy masses, letting my thumbs stroke across her nipples. "Squeeze and pull on 'em, but not too hard," she moaned as she rocked. "I'm getting so close. Soooo damn close. I can feel you getting close too."
"How?"
"Your hips. You're pushing up in time with me and I can feel you getting even fatter inside me. I know you're close, aren't you?"
"Uh huh."
"Always warn a girl. You don't want to come and leave her hanging, not if you want to have sex with her again." She moaned. "I don't think I can wait any more though. You feel too damn good inside me. "Come when you're ready because...ohhhhhh fuck...here I COME!" She said, finishing in a squeal as her whole body suddenly convulsed. I felt her pussy contract around me, squeezing my cock as she jammed her pussy down my shaft, grinding her clit into the base of my shaft. She moaned and grunted on top of me for long seconds before she started moving again, this time differently, sliding slowly up my shaft and then jamming me hard into her pussy, each stroke down bringing a new moan or grunt from her. "Come for me baby. Come in meeeeee!" She cried softly as she continued pounding down onto me.
In some ways it was a surprise, the feeling of my first climax inside a girl. I'd jacked off enough times to know what it felt like when I came, but this...this was different. Her pussy seems to squeeze and milk me as she felt the first surge of cum flow into her, my hips bucking up and jabbing my cock hard into her.
"FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as my body jerked again, pumping more cum into her. Over and over I jerked, filling her with my cum as she held herself over me, accepting it as her own climax continued to flow over here. I could feel her legs and arms shaking as she held herself on me. It felt like an hour before she opened her eyes and lowered herself down on me, her tits pressing into my chest and her lips brushing mine while I was still buried between her other lips. "Now. If a guy wants back in again, he better learn this lesson. Love on her. Caress her, make her feel loved. If you just fuck and go she'll feel used and you'll probably never get another chance." She whispered. "Use your hands on my body. Stroke me, tease me, make me feel like you care and that it was mutually enjoyable. Make her feel like you're not in a rush." She whispered, her lips practically brushing mine.



I reached my hands to her back and began to stroke her, running my hands up and down her body, from her firm ass to her neck, my fingers sliding around softly, my fingertips only pressing hard enough to dimple her skin.
"Ohhhhh yessssss." She moaned softly between kisses. "That's perfect. Absolutely perfect. I wish Jack learned as well as you do."
"Glad you're enjoying it." I whispered back as I felt my softening cock slip from her pussy.
"I am. I think we should do some homework now. But if you want, I'll show you another thing I really like to feel a bit later."
"Yeah. Sure." I agreed, as if I'd turn down a chance to do this again.
We did actually work on homework. For well over an hour I helped her understand how to work the problems, and she seemed to actually understand once it was explained the right way. When she finished she pushed her book off the bed to the floor and then turned to look at me. "Okay. Now your reward. I want you to climb on top of me and just push your cock into me."
"Yeah. Sure." I said with a smile, moving to lie practically on top of her back. She spread her legs wide and then arched her back down to tilt her pelvis up, exposing her pussy to my hardon, which had been at full mast for at least the last hour. I reached for my shaft, worked my head between her lips in the same way she had when she was above me, and gently pushed my head into her. I felt my shaft grabbing at her lips and remembered her comment, and began to stroke short little strokes, pulling my head almost all the way out and then sliding gently in again, feeling for that dry tug. It only took a few strokes and I was sliding fully in and out of her, my fat head caressing the length of her tunnel, my hips landing on her bare ass with each stroke.
It was sort of like doing pushups, but with the floor moving up toward me at the same time. It was a difficult position and I soon found myself lying on her, rocking my hips on her bare ass, driving my cock slowly in and out, not hurrying at her request.
"Soooo nice. I love how you feel inside me. I could take you like this all day."
"Won't you come? I know I damn well will." I grunted, already feeling the tingles tease from my cock through my body.
"I could, if I played with myself a little. But I have other ideas. I want you to come. I want to feel your cock squirting in me again. I love how that feels. Knowing that you were so turned on by my body that you came inside me. Oh yeah. I love that," she said softly. "Just come when you're ready and then I'll show you what comes next."
"Uh huh. Sure." I grunted, knowing that I was going to come soon, so soon in fact that if she had said to wait I doubted I could. Only a few dozen more strokes and I was jerking, pumping my cock deep into her from behind, filling her with another huge load of cum.
"That's it baby. Give it to me good. Ohhhhh fuck I love feeling you coming in me. I can feel every time you squirt more." She moaned softly. Almost as soon as I finished, she gently pushed me off, rolling over on her back. "Okay lover. Now we'll see how much of a man you really are. Climb on me." She said. I moved to all fours, and crawled over the top of her, not sure what she wanted next. "No. Other way around."
"Okay," I answered her, carefully turning around so my face was looking at her pussy and my cock was dangling in her face. "Now what?"
"Lick my clit. I want to come with your cock in my mouth. If you make me come again before I make you come, you can fuck my pussy again. Sound fair?"
"I guess." I said a bit hesitantly, knowing that I'd just filled her pussy with my own cum.
"That's the man up part. If you can't handle licking my pussy with your own cum in it, how do you expect me to suck your cum from your cock? Only fair, right?"
"Guess it's fair." I answered, leaning my head down and wrapping my arms around her thighs so I could spread her lips with my fingers the way I had a few times with Amy. I knew how to lick her clit, and I was pretty sure I could make her come, at least I knew how to make Amy come that way. I just hadn't ever done it after sex, obviously.
I leaned my face down and gently teased the tip of her clit with my tongue, moving around it in small circles while she pulled my hips down and engulfed my shrinking cock with her hot lips. I could hear her licking and slurping around my shaft, her tongue teasing my cock and her hand trying to stroke me while she licked and sucked my head. I used one finger to tease around her lips and just inside the opening of her tunnel while I did my best to tease her clit.
For her part she continued to suck and pull on my dick, sending warmth and tingles racing through my body. I don't know if it was having her pussy in my face or the work of her mouth on my dick or both, but it wasn't long before I groaned "Damn" realizing that she had my cock growing again, a third time. I wondered how many times in one afternoon a guy could come. I hadn't actually ever tried more than once, but I was more than willing to find out.
I continued to tease her clit with my tongue, stroking her lips with my finger, her hips soon rocking and pushing up at me. I felt as much as heard her moan around my again hard shaft, my attentions to her pussy apparently having an effect. Around and around I circled her clit, flicking across it with my tongue and drawing more moans from her. She continued to try to suck on me, but it was clear from her sounds and her inability to hold still under me that I was having a dramatic effect.
"Oh god. Ohhhhhh damn yessss!" she moaned, pulling her mouth from my dick. "I don't know who taught you how to do this, but god damn she did a good job!"
"Amy!" I answered, taking another breath and going back down to suck her clit between my lips.
"OHHH SHIT!" She squealed. "Ohhhhhhhh damn. Remind me to thank her!" She gasped as her body shuddered below me, her pussy spasming and pushing my cum from her to leak down her ass cheeks to the bed. She pumped her hips up toward my face, moaning and gasping as I continued to tease her clit and rub my finger around her lips. "Ohhhhhh God. Put it in me. Please!" She begged.
I pulled my face from between her legs and while I moved off of her she scooted herself to the edge of the bed and held her legs in the air, her ass right at the edge. I crawled off the bed and moved around to stand in front of her. She spread her legs apart a foot or so and reached her hands between them, reaching for my dick. I stepped close enough to her, reaching for her legs while she grasped my cock and guided me to her wet lips.
"Ohhhhh yeah." I groaned softly as I pushed slowly into her still spasming pussy.
"That's it baby!" She gasped softly as my fat cock spread her, my cock sliding on until my head pressed against the end of her tunnel. "Now do me. Drive it into me baby!" She coaxed as I started to slide in and out of her tight pussy. Even as wet as she was there was no denying the sensations her still spasming pussy imparted to my engorged head. I held her legs, one calf on either side of my head, her hands gripping the mattress to hold herself in place, my hips driving me deep into her over and over again. A loud wet smacking echoed in the room as my hips rhythmically slapped her firm bare ass, her moans and gasps punctuating the rhythm periodically.
"Oh god." I gasped as the tingling raced through my body from my cock, her tunnel caressing my cock as I stroked, each smash of my head against the end of her tunnel sending little sparks through my whole body. It came across me quickly, watching her big tits rolling in circles, the sounds of her moans and the sensations through my dick being more than I could withstand any longer, even if it was the third time. My body jerked hard and jammed deep into her as a gush of cum pushed into her.
"YES!" she cried loudly at the feeling of my spurting cum filling her yet again. "Ohhhhh god yes!"
I stood there, panting, as worn out as I was after any track meet, her legs resting on my cheeks as I stood with my arms wrapped around her. She reached up and gently moved my arms and then spread her legs, letting them drop part way down my body, her feet gently pressing against the sides of my chest. She reached her arms out to me, coaxing me to climb onto her as my cock slipped from her pussy, quickly shrinking. I started to crawl on the bed over her, her own feet hooking the edge of the bed and pushing her up farther on the bed with me. Finally she reached around my neck and pulled me down on top of her, her lips reaching for mine. I felt her lips softly kissing mine, teasing them gently, almost lovingly.
"Damn you're good." She whispered.
"Um. Thanks I guess." I answered, feeling a bit embarrassed.
"Trust me. You are. Now, the question is, how do we do this more? I have a feeling I'm going need a lot more help with my homework." She giggled. "You won't mind, will you? Helping me like this I mean."
"Uh. Hell no." I answered.
"Now. I know you're dating Amy. And I'm dating Jimmy. But I don't see why you can't help me out with my homework and we just keep this between us?"
"Um. Yeah, I guess." I answered with a shrug, feeling a bit disappointed that I wasn't going to become her boyfriend. But then I guess that was too much to ask anyway, considering my station at school. Yeah, high school is a caste system, and no matter how much I wanted it, I wasn't going to move up from the nerd class.
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Trina treated me much better at school, smiling at me in the hallways and even sitting next to me in physics class. Over the next two weeks I helped her with her homework five more times, each time the homework session turning into a hot sex session. In those sessions she taught me a lot, but as all good things have to come to an end, Jimmy zeroed in on me.
It was a dark stairwell, well after dinner hour, after getting back from a track meet. I had to run up to my locker and pick up a book I forgot. I was heading back down the stairs when Jimmy and two of his linemen friends found me half way between the first and second floors.
"Hey Jackass!" Jimmy growled at me, grabbing me by an arm and pinning me to the wall with his other arm across my neck. "What's this shit I hear about you being at my girl's house?"
"I...uh..." I started to stumble, trying to figure out what the hell to say to keep me from getting creamed.
"Yeah, that's what I thought. That's MY girl! I don't want to see your skinny ugly ass around her, EVER!" He shouted at me.
"Uh. Yeah." I groaned, barely able to breath as he pressed his arm harder across my neck.
"I don't care if it was homework. If I find out you touched her, even with a little finger, I'm gonna pound you into the ground so far that you'll need a god damn ladder to get back to the surface!"
"JIMMY!" a female voice called from down the stairs. "JIMMY MORGAN! Let him go! NOW!" Shelly Mason, another of the cheerleaders shouted from the bottom of the stairs. "Let him go NOW or so help me I'll tell the coach. You know how he feels about fighting!"
Jimmy pushed off the wall hard, well, actually off my neck, driving his arm into my neck hard before releasing me. "You remember what I said. I don't want to see you anywhere near her! GET IT!"
"Yeah. Got it." I answered hoarsely, rubbing my neck.
Jimmy walked down the stairs and past Shelly, turning to glare at me again before walking down the hall. Shelly walked up as I sagged to the floor on the stair case landing, quite sure that I had just avoided a painful and untimely death.
"You okay?" she asked as she stepped next to me and knelt down.
"Yeah." I answered quietly, feeling a bit embarrassed at the situation, and getting rescued by a girl on top of it all.
She helped me to my feet and wrapped an arm around my waist to steady me. "You better find a better place to do Trina, or he'll break you in half." She whispered.
"Huh? What do you mean?" I asked defensively, suddenly afraid of who exactly knew what she and I did instead of studying.
"Honey. It's okay. I know. But he's gonna be watching and you might not be so lucky next time." She said quietly.
"You know? I mean. That Trina and I..."
"Yeah. I know. I was surprised, but I guess if she wants to."
"I better say something to her." I said nervously. "I don't want her to think I'd ducking her or anything."
"But you're ducking her because her boyfriend threatened to stuff you under the sod? I don't blame you. I'll talk to her." She said as we stepped off the last step. "For now. GO home. I'll talk to her. I promise."
"Okay. Thanks." I mumbled. "Hey, one question." I asked her as she slipped from next to me to start walking away.
"Yeah?"
"Why? I mean I'm not popular or anything. Why stick up to him for me?"
She waked the few steps back toward me and leaned close. She whispered in my ear. "I was in gym class, wasn't I?" She gave me a kiss on the cheek and then turned to walk away with a smile on her face.
I wasn't exactly sure what that meant, but I didn't waste much more time getting to the parking lot and getting out of Dodge. I didn't have a fancy car, only a sixty-six F-85 four door. But it got me around. I pulled out of the lot and saw Shelly walking along the sidewalk headed away from school. I pulled over and honked at her.
She walked over to the car and opened the passenger door. "Yeah?"
"You want a ride? I mean it's the least I can do." I said to her as she leaned down and stuck her head in the door.
"Sure. If you don't mind." She said with a smile, getting into the passenger side and pulling the door closed.
"Where to?" I said as we pulled away from the curb.
"Down on Teagarden," she said with a smile.
"Consider it done." I said as I turned onto Ironwood and headed south. "By the way. Thanks."
"For what?"
"For stopping him."
"Yeah, well, try not to give him a reason to come back and finish the job. I mean Trina isn't going to tell, but someone saw you going to her house. If you're still going to shag her, you need to find someplace safer."
"I hope she wouldn't tell him."
"She won't."
"She told you."
"Yeah, but that's girl talk." She said with a smile. "And from what I heard, you've learned a hell of a lot in a few weeks." I blushed at the thought of the two of them talking about us having sex, which drew a laugh from Shelly. "You're so cute. I mean in a nerdy sort of way, but still cute."
"Gee thanks."
"I mean that. I didn't see what she saw in doing you like she did, but after she told me how damn good she gets it from you, I kinda understand."
"I'm glad." I answered for a lack of anything better to say.
"Down here." She said pointing to the turn on to Teagarden. I turned the corner and drove the next dozen or so blocks in silence until she pointed to the house that was hers. "Thanks for the ride!" She said with a grin, opening the door and stepping out. She turned around and stuck her head back in. "Hey. You know. I wouldn't mind going to see Star Wars again. If you want to take me tomorrow night that is."
"Yeah. Sure!" I said in surprise. "Okay. Pick me up at six thirty!" she said before closing the door. The only thing I saw of Trina the following day was in class. She passed me a note saying that she was sorry Jimmy was being a jerk, and she'd think of someplace better for us to get together. I was good with that for the moment. At lunch time I was more surprised than anything else when Shelly came over and sat next to me in the lunch room.
"Didn't figure you'd want to be seen in public with me." I said quietly to her.
"Don't worry. I got this all taken care of. I don't think Jimmy or any of his friends will be beating you down any time soon." She said as another good looking girl sat down next to me. Before long half of the cheerleading team was sitting around and across from me, all of them clearly making the statement to their friends that they were united, and choosing to include me in their "protected" class of friends. The guys all knew that if they wanted to still have their cheerleader girlfriends that they better damn well leave me alone. The last to join me was Trina. One of the girls slid over leaving a spot next to me for her. She sat so close to me her hip was touching mine, making my cock almost instantly grow in my pants. She looked at me and grinned, knowing darn well what was happening under the table. It was probably the most exciting and uncomfortable lunch in my entire life.
"See you tonight." Shelly said with a grin as she left, leaving me finally alone at the table. A few guys walked past me, glaring, but clearly the score was settled...for now.
Doing Trina at her house was one thing. Taking a real live cheerleader on a date was another. Taking Shelly...well, that was beyond comprehension. Shelly was by anyone's estimation, bitchin foxy! I had no doubt she could easily fill a playboy centerfold. Smooth flowing hips, skinny waist, long legs, awesome pretty face and oh don't forget the thirty-eight D boobs. Hell, I think every guy in school knew that dimension. Anyway, I was nervous as hell when I pulled up in front of her house. I didn't even have a chance to get out of the car and she was running down the steps, headed to my car. She had on pair of white bell bottoms and long white button down shirt. She opened the door and jumped in with a huge smile on her face.
"Hey hunk! Ready to go?"
"Yeah. Sure!" I answered, trying to pull my eyes from how full she filled out the shirt. I dropped the car in gear and we took off, heading across town to the mall and the theater. As I drove she unbuttoned the shirt and pulled it off, nearly making me drive off the road at the sight of the tiny little white crop top. I nearly hit a parked car as she wiggled and pulled a white lace bra off from under the crop top, leaving the snug material barely long enough to cover the bottom of her tits, the only thing between her nipples and my eyes.
"You like?"
"Mondo Cool!" I said with grin, barely able to rip my eyes from her barely contained in the crop top, bare skin showing from just below her tits to well below her waist in the hip hugger bell bottoms.
"Glad you think so. Sorry about the quick change. My daddy'd shoot me if he saw me going out like this. He says a good girl doesn't wear clothes like this."
"Ahhh."
"But I'm NOT planning on being a good girl tonight. So if you think you wanna be a bad boy, well, I'm your girl!" She said, sliding across the bench seat to sit next to me. Her hand was almost immediately on mine, pulling it into her lap. "Much better." She said as she pulled my hand between her legs. "You know what else I'm not wearing, besides my bra?"
"No. what?"
"I'll leave that for you to find out on your own." She giggled, "But let's just say you're real warm right now."
"Oh yeah? Cool!" I answered with a grin. "I'm pretty sure I know what you're missing."
"Good. Hopefully you'll find a way to take advantage of that a little later."
We were at the movies before long, sitting toward the back of the sparsely attended movie. Star Wars had been out for months already, but it had been such a huge hit that some of the theaters were running it a second time. We were enjoying the movie, my hand on her thigh and hers on mine for most of the movie. As the Luke tried to rescue the princess, Shelly slouched down in the seat next to me and pulled my hand from her thigh to her lap, coaxing me to unsnap the front of her pants. I wasn't at all sure what she wanted, and was both shocked and excited when she wiggled her pants down far enough to slide my hand down between her legs and stroke her pussy.
Unlike Trina, Shelly's pussy lips were full and round with almost none of her inner lips protruding, her dark brown curls tightly curled and trimmed short around her full pussy. My finger easily slipped between her very wet slick lips, the excitement growing for both of us as I stroked up and down, dragging my finger across her clit. I heard her moan softly as she shifted her weight, reaching into my lap and using one hand to undo my belt and the front of my jeans. I was surprised at how adept she was at getting my dick out where she could stroke it, quickly wrapping her hand around my already hard cock. She stroked me slowly, following my own strokes up and down her wet slit.
"Damn, that feels good," she whispered softly. "Movie wasn't this good last time I saw it."
"Did you have someone else's fingers in you last time?"
"Nope." She said with a grin. "Never did this before."
"Never with anyone else?"
"Uh uh. Well not like this anyway. I did let Ronnie put his hand under my skirt once, but I still had my undies on. Like I said, first time." She said with a giggle.
"So why me?"
"Easy. Anyone brave enough to jump Jimmy's girl's bones is brave enough to try this with."
"Why does it take someone brave?" I asked her quietly as Luke went looking for his wayward droid.
"You don't know my papa. If he caught any boy doing anything with me, he'd be reamed big time!"
"Oh shit."
"It's casual. As long as he doesn't find out!" she said with a grin. "and I don't intend on him finding out, about this or about what we're gonna do later."
"What are we gonna do later?"
"I think you can guess. Your car has a nice big back seat, right?" She whispered, giving my cock a squeeze.
We watched the rest of the movie, teasing each other unmercifully. As the credits rolled we put our clothes back together and went out arm in arm. We climbed into my car and drove down to the park, a popular hangout for all the local kids. We drove around looking for a quiet place to get it on, and finally decided on the parking area for a quiet little pavilion. It was mid-October and way too cold to be outside, so the two of us climbed into the back of my car. Shelly climbed in first and pulled me in on top of her, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down against her body.
"I've been waiting for this for hours." She said softly, pulling my face to hers. She softly kissed my lips, taking her time and teasing my lips with her lips and tongue. As we lay there kissing, she worked her hands down from my neck to the waist of my pants, and worming her hands between us, undid the front of my pants. "If you don't take off my pants, we can't do it, now can we?" She whispered breathlessly.
"Uh huh." I grunted as she pushed my jeans and briefs down over my ass and down my legs, freeing my dick. Her hands moved to my shirt and pulled it up and over my head, leaving me naked on top of her from my thighs up.
I worked my hands between us, bumping into my own rigid shaft as I undid her pants. It took some help from her to get the white hip huggers down over her ass and pushed down her legs, bunching up around her knee length boots. She spread her knees apart and let me slide down between them, resting my shaft on her wet pussy. She pulled the bottom of the crop top up over her tits, exposing them to my bare chest.
"Suck my tits." She moaned softly, pushing me down a little. I scooted down her body as well as the confines of the car would allow, and got a good look in the dim light at her fantastic tits. They were large by my standards, well anyone's standards I guess. I cupped one with one hand, barely able to cover half of the large creamy globe as she pulled my face down toward it. Her nipple was rock hard and protruding from the center of a large brownish areola that was puckered with excitement. "Ohhhh shit yes." She moaned as I closed my mouth around her nipple and sucked it into my mouth. I teased and stroked her hard nub with my tongue, drawing moans that grew louder with each passing moment. Her hips began to rock, grinding her pussy and clit against my shaft, her wet lips spreading around the bottom of my shaft as she worked against me. "You better have a fucking rubber in here." She moaned. "Because I want you in me."
"Uh huh." I grunted, pushing myself up off of her. Not that I'd ever really had a chance to use one in my car, but like all good boys hoping to get screwed, I kept a few condoms in my glove box. I half climbed over the seat, reaching for the glove box from the back seat. It was an awkward position, but I finally managed to get the rubber from the front then twisted and pushed myself back down on her.
"Here. Let me." She whispered, taking the package from me and ripping it open. She carefully rolled it down my dick, pushing the thin rubber cover over the full length of my shaft, and then pushing my head down toward her pussy. "Come on. Straight in." She coaxed me, rubbing my latex covered head up and down between her lips. "Ohhhhhh shit yes!" she moaned as I pushed my lubricated dick into her, driving all the way into her until my head pressed against the end of her tunnel.
"Ohhhh damn yes." I groaned as I started sliding in and out of her, pushing my fat shaft in and out rhythmically. Her hips rocked in time with my strokes, tilting up with my stroke into her and rocking down as I pulled back. I held myself over her, one hand on the arm rest and the other on the seat back, looking down at her sexy tits rolling and moving almost in circled as we pumped into and onto each other. The car rocked and bounced as I plunged myself into her over and over, driving both of us toward the climax we were teasing each other toward in the theater.
"SHIT SHIT SHIT!" she cried loudly, echoing in the tight confines of the car as her tunnel clamped around me, her legs and arms shaking as she came around me. I felt her pussy clamping and releasing around me, the extra tightness sending me over the top as well. My body bucked and jerked, filling the condom with my cum inside her as we both climaxed together.
"Oh god that was good." I groaned softly, lying down on top of her bare body, her arms wrapping around me and her lips moving toward mine for more soft kisses.
"Yeah. That was tripping!" she panted. "I wish we had more time. But my papa's probably already pacing."
"Yeah." I answered in disappointment. I'd kind of come to expect more than once, after being with Trina. I let my softening cock pull from her and then slipped the cum filled condom off, dropping it on the floor as we both tried to fix our clothes up. She grinned at me and sat next to me, taking her top all the way off, so she was almost completely naked, only her pants and boots low on her legs. She slowly put the bra on, finally covering her sexy tits and then put the crop top and shirt back on, still bare from the waist down.
"Last look." She said with a grin before working her pants up her legs, finally covering her pussy and curls.
"Nice look too. Too bad it's so darn dark," I muttered as she snapped her hip huggers. We climbed out of the car and then back into the front seat. I turned on the engine and then waited for the fogged windows to clear, the engine idling quietly as we sat. "Thank you. That was way primo!"
"Yeah. I can see why Trina wanted you so many times. She says you're bigger than Jimmy down there."
"I didn't know."
"Yeah. Well, don't be surprised if she still wants to get screwed by you."
"What about you? Or was this a onetime date?"
"Oh baby. It was SO not a onetime date!" She said with a grin. "But it might be if we don't get home. Daddy might shoot you."
"Yeah, we'd better go." I answered, dropping my car in reverse and backing out.
"You coming to the game Friday?"
"Yeah. I suppose." I answered as I drove us across town.
"Well. I'm cheering. Maybe you want to give me a ride home after the game?'
"Yeah. That'd be cool." I answered.
Thursday and Friday were pretty much normal. At least as normal as life was at this point. Trina slipped me a note in class that she still wanted to see me if she could find a safe place to do it, and that she knew I was going out with Shelly, but that was fine too. Friday night was the football game, and we won, which was nice. I waited around after the game for Shelly, as she had asked.
"Hey there!" She said as she walked up to me in the parking lot where I was leaning against my car waiting for her.
"Hey." I answered as she stepped right up to me, leaning herself against me and pressing her lips to mine. "You sure you want everyone to see you kissing me? I mean it's not like I'm part of the cool club?"
"Yeah. So you're a bit of a nerd. You're also seriously good doing it." She said with a giggle. "Hey. I left some stuff in my locker. Come on, we can go back in and get it before they lock the school!"
"Yeah. Cool." I answered as she practically dragged me by the hand toward the school building. She pulled me along as she led me down the hall, but instead of going up to the second floor where our lockers were, she pulled me along the ground floor, toward the locker rooms. "Shelly!" I hissed quietly as she pulled me down the hall.
"Shhhhhh!" she hissed back before breaking into a huge grin. She pulled me down the hall past the boys' locker room and then through the switchback entrance to the girls' locker room.



"I'm not supposed to be in here." I protested quietly, looking around to make sure that no one else was in here.
"I know. That's why it's perfect!" she said, pulling me along past the first row of lockers to the second long row, a set of long wooden benches sitting in front of and between each row of lockers. She pulled me down the row to one that I assumed was hers, since she stopped and quickly twisted the dial of the combination lock hanging on the latch. "No one will even think of looking for us in here, and, well, you wanted to see me in the light!" she said as she opened the locker. She turned her back to me. "Do me a favor. Pull the zipper?"
"Uh yeah sure." I answered, pulling the zipper down, not quite believing that she intended on getting undressed in front of me in here. She turned around, pulled the cheerleading top off and tucked it into the locker. She reached behind herself and undid the white lace bra holding her big tits in place and then tossed it into the locker too, standing naked from the waist up.
"Well? Come on. You gotta get naked too if you plan on doing me!" She said with a huge smile, her hands going behind her back and then pushing her skirt down her legs. She tossed it into the locker and then pushed the hot pants under it, along with her underwear down her legs. "So? You gonna stand there all day like a goon? Or are you gonna take your clothes off?"
"In here?" I asked, still mostly in shock.
"Well yeah! I mean if you're gonna do me. I suppose if you don't want to." She said as she pulled off her sneakers and tossed them in the locker too. She bent one more time, pulled her socks off one after the other, leaving her completely naked. She stepped to me and quickly unbuttoned my shirt, pushing it off of my shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. Still smiling she squatted in front of me, reaching for my engineer boots. "Come on. You're being a real drag here!" she said with a pout.
"Yeah. Okay." I finally said, sitting down and letting her pull my boots off. She tossed them aside and then pulled my socks off. She wasted no time in undoing my pants and pulling them down as I stood up, leaving me in just my briefs.
"Okay baby. Take those off and come get me!" she said, backing away from me. I pushed my briefs down and as soon as I was naked as she was she turned and started running down the line of lockers. "Catch me you can have me!" she called as she rounded the end of the lockers. I laughed and went after her, running around the corner to see her half way down the other line of lockers, waiting for me. I didn't quite catch up with her and she was running again, dodging around the rows of lockers. I was gaining on her and she ducked of all places, right out the doorway of the locker room into the hallway. I followed and she was standing in the middle of the hallway, completely naked, waiting for me.
With a huge grin she ran down the hallway several yards and then turned and ran past me again back into the locker room. I followed, racing to catch her. She ran through the doorway into the shower area, a long L shaped room with shower spigots down both sides of the walls. She ran as far as she could and then stood against the back wall, out of sight of the locker area at the back of the L, breathing heavily and laughing.
"You should have seen your face when I ran out in the hall. Man it was wicked!" She laughed.
"I can't believe you did that!" I answered, stepping up and pressing my body against hers, trapping her between my body and the wall.
"Yeah, me either. It was totally rad though!"
"Damn you're bad." I said as she reached down between us and grabbed my hard cock and started playing with it.
"Well, you wanted to see me in the light. What do you think?" She asked in a breathless whisper.
"I have to say you are one mondo foxy girl." I answered her.
"Good. Now, how about you put this some place useful. I've been thinking about you doing me again all day!"
"I'd love to, but I don't have any rubbers in here, they're all in my car."
"I don't care. I don't want to wait. I want you now." She said, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me around and down to the floor on top of her. She reached one hand back between us again, found my dick and aimed me for her wet pussy. "Ohhh yeah. Sooo cool." She moaned softly as I pressed part way into her and then began pumping my hips, working my dick in and out of her a few inches at a time, working her slick juices up my shaft and plunging ever deeper into her.
"Ohhhhh damn." I groaned as I pushed deeply in and out of her, pulling out until almost only my head was still inside her soft hot confines and then plunging it quickly back into her in one swift push.
"Ohhhh god I love the way this feels." She moaned softly. "Go faster though. I want you to pump me faster."
"Uh huh." I grunted, changing my strokes to plunge in and out of her faster, my hips slapping her bare ass as she lifted and spread her legs in a wide V.
"God what a prick." She moaned softly. "Just keep going like that and you are going to so make me come."
"Uh huh." I grunted, my knees hurting on the hard floor, but I wasn't going to stop what I was doing for that! In and out I plunged, my cock feeling her soft tunnel caress me while the crown of my mushroom head teased each inch of her insides.
I knew I was close... but then the unexpected happened. Voices. Not one or two, but a whole bunch of young female voices.
"OH SHIT!" I whispered, realizing that I was naked in the girls' locker room with, apparently, a whole bunch of girls coming in.
"OH no!" Shelly said, pushing me up off of her. "Shit shit shit!"
I climbed from her, my cock covered in her juices, and helped her up. We had no place to go and the two of us backed into one corner, hoping no one came in to shower. It wasn't long before we heard shower spray starting and a number of girl's voices getting closer. They were laughing and joking and talking about a volley ball game. Just when I thought we might still get away with it, one of them came around the corner of the L of the shower room and froze in place, seeing Shelly naked, with me standing behind her trying to hide.
She opened her mouth like she was going to scream, but Shelly shhhhhhed her and trotted over with her finger on her lips. "Don't! Please!" Shelly begged quietly, reaching for her hand and pulling her farther back in the shower area with us.
"Hey Jill. You got awfully quiet back there. Everything cool?" We heard another girl ask over the sound of the running showers. A few moments later we heard her voice again. "Ohhhhh Jill! Not cool! Not cool at all!" She said, covering her breasts and pussy with her hands as she stood, half crossing her legs and staring at me. "What is he doing in here? Coach J will ream him if she catches him in here!"
"Catches who in here?" another voice asked as she stepped around the corner. "EEEEEEK!" she squealed as she darted back around the corner again. A chorus of what's quickly turned into a cacophony of female voices, questioning and talking over each other. Moments later half a dozen naked girls walked boldly into the area we were not so effectively hiding in, with more peeking around the corner. Two of the girls stood with their hands on their hips, completely exposed, while the other four that were bold enough to come around held hands over either their breasts, the juncture of their legs or both. Regardless, the array of breasts in front of me didn't do much for my attempts to make my dick less obvious.
"What are you doing in here?" One of the girls said angrily as she stepped forward.
"Now hold it Gwen!" Shelly said sharply. "It's not his fault. It's mine."
"Your fault? Why the heck is it your fault?" Gwen asked, turning to look at Shelly. "You should know no boys are allowed in the girls' locker room!"
"I doooo!" Shelly said almost pleadingly. "But we wanted to...you know...do it. And you know what my dad thinks about boys!"
"Oh yeah. I do." Gwen answered, rolling her eyes and shaking her head. "Franklin may never be the same again."
"Well, not around girls anyway." Shelly said a bit sheepishly. "Anyway. I didn't know anyone was going to be here, so we snuck in."
"Yeah, well. Alright. We'll try and keep Coach J away. Come on girls." She said turning and walking away. To my surprise several girls still stood looking at me.
"Well?" Shelly asked them.
"Hey, it's cool. I just thought..." One of them started to say.
"Yeah yeah I know. Come on. We'll stay back here until you're all gone."
"Oh fine," the one that was talking answered, turning and walking away, the other two that stayed following behind her.
"Sorry. I really didn't have any idea the volley ball team would come back while we were in here."
"Yeah. Kinda embarrassing." I whispered, afraid to make too much noise.
"I can see that." She answered as she stepped up to me, reaching down to pull my hand from in front of my dick. "Looks like this stayed up and ready though."
"Sorta." I answered her sheepishly.
"Guess you liked looking at all those cute bodies, huh?"
"A bit I guess."
"Hey, it's groovy. I mean if I was a guy I'd wanna look too." She cooed as she pressed her chest against mine. "Now as I remember, I was almost ready to come when you pulled out. So how about finishing what you started?"
"Seriously? You want me to do it in here with them out there?"
"Sure why not? I mean they're all rad. And besides, we don't have all night. My daddy is gonna want me home darn soon." She said as she stroked my hard dick. She lifted one leg, half wrapping it around my back, pushing my head between her legs.
"Ohhhh." I groaned softly as she worked me between her wet lips and then into her silky soft depths. She pressed herself down on me, sliding down as far as my now dry shaft would allow before lifting again. She used one leg to lift and lower herself on me, lubricating my shaft and driving me farther into her until my head was banging on the end of her tunnel with each dip she made. Up and down she bounced slowly, using one leg for support and the other to hold herself to me. She rocked her hips as she lifted and lowered herself, her arms around my neck while my hands migrated to her big tits, squeezing and playing with them as she slowly drove both of us back toward where we were.
The background sounds of the girls in the showers and dressing in the locker room was a distraction for me, but in some ways an incredible titillation. The thought of two dozen naked girls only a few yards from where I was having sex with Shelly was quickly pushing me toward climax.
"I'm going to come." I warned her, not having a condom on.
"Uh huh." She moaned softly.
"No. Shelly. I mean I'm really going to come." I groaned, trying to hold back, feeling my cock growing even fatter inside her.
"I know. So good." She moaned quietly as her leg around my back started to tremble.
"Shit Shelly!" I half moaned, half pleaded, knowing I couldn't hold back much longer and there was no way I could pull out in this position without her help.
"YESSSSSS!" she groaned loudly, jamming herself down hard on my shaft, her pussy contracting and spasming around me.
"Ohhhh damn." I grunted as my dick jerked and spurted a huge gush of cum up into her. Over and over again I felt myself jerk, filling her pussy with my cream. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh crap." I breathed as I stood there, feeling her pussy still spasming around my now shrinking dick.
"Oh damn that felt incredible." She panted, opening her eyes to look at my obviously worried face. "Don't worry. It'll be alright. It's the wrong time of the month, so it'll be alright."
"You sure?" I asked, worried about getting her pregnant.
"Yeah. Even if I wasn't, would it make a difference now?"
"Probably not." I agreed.
"Then no point in worrying. Just let it hang and it'll be cool." She said as she lowered her leg, my dick slipping from her and my cum leaking down her leg as she pulled me against her. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me softly. "Don't go away. I'll see if it's safe."
"Okay." I whispered back as she let go of me and walked to the corner of the shower and around it.
"Come on." She whispered, motioning for me to follow her. I assumed that meant we were alone again. It didn't. Half a dozen girls were still in the room in various states of undress, but none of them seemed overly concerned about what I was seeing on them. If anything they seemed more than curious to watch me, and before long I had an audience as I dressed. Shelly slipped out and checked that the way was clear and then I followed her out of the locker room, breathing a sigh of relief at being "safe" again.
Lunch time for the next two weeks was... well, interesting. I seemed to be getting a LOT more looks from a LOT of girls. If I had any question as to why, it was answered by an involuntary visit to the assistant principal's office. Mrs. Markely was less than happy with me. Apparently a rumor was running around school that I had been caught after hours in the girls' locker room having sex with someone, however she had been unable to get anyone to confirm enough to punish me, and of course I wasn't about to confirm it for her.
Thankfully the looks settled as the weeks progressed, though it seemed that I was now getting looks from more than a few guys, those looks were filled less with disdain, as the girls' looks had, and more with admiration.
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You never know what life is going to dish out on any given day. You make plans, you try to follow through on those plans, and the universe has a way of throwing pie in your face. Sometimes that pie is lemon, and sometimes...just sometimes mind you, it ends up being much worse or much better. Now I'm a glass half full kinda guy. It's the only way to cope with a life as chaotic as my fifty-five years have been.
The first thing that most people think about is wife problems. In this case you would be both right and wrong. My wife and I get along very well. She is loving, sweet, caring, good looking, very curvaceous, and very forgiving. She'd give the shirt off my back to anyone in need. Yes I said that right. She has no qualms at all about volunteering my days off to one needy cause or another.
Over the years, well, twenty plus now, one of the needy causes I've had to help oh so many times is her best friend Dena. They became friends at a school they both taught at, and have been the best of friends since. Now you'd think that's no big deal. Unfortunately her ex is way out of the picture, and as a result, I got tapped to be the man on the spot more times than I can count. At one time I was doing so many favors for her that we jokingly referred to her as my second wife. Unfortunately for me it came with the duties but none of the benefits.
As Dena aged she started looking for what to do after teaching. The first thing was of course the random home businesses. Tupperware, then Amway and when that didn't work she went whole hog and invested in a tanning salon. I can't even begin to tell you how many times I had to help out with something in an emergency. Eventually the tanning craze slowed down and she ended up liquidating for barely more than she had in it.
Her next, and current venture, is doing much much better. I think she really hit it off with Dena's Delights. No, it's not food. It's lingerie. She opened, of all things, a lingerie store. In this case I put my foot down, HARD! I was not, repeat one hundred times, NOT, under any circumstances going to be her emergency help. The only thing I know about lingerie is where to buy it, and what kind I like on my wife. Beyond that... I know squat. I'm pretty good at guessing breast sizes, but then what guy isn't. I eventually agreed to do a few electrical and building repairs as long as they were after hours, but that was as far as I'd go.
Skip forward to today. April first. I had the day off because I had to work the whole previous weekend with an emergency problem at my real job. So today was get the boat out of winter storage and go fishing day. Notice I said WAS. Was is an appropriate term because while I was outside just past seven am pulling the covers off the boat and thinking about what needed to be done in the next hour to go fishing, my cell phone rang.
"Hello?" I said without even looking at the caller ID.
"James!" I heard Dena's cheerful voice say from the other end. "How's my favorite second husband?"
"Oh lord. What do you need?" I asked in irritation, knowing full well that with an opening like that she was going to ask me to do something that would probably spoil my plans for the day.
"Awwww. Now is that any way to greet your favorite second wife?" she said sweetly.
"It is if you're calling to ruin my fishing trip," I answered, stopping pulling the cover off the boat. "That IS why you're calling, right?"
"Well, Nancy did say you had the day off," she said in a tone that conveyed her sweet, pretty please smile even across the phone."
"Uh huh. And she volunteered me to do what?"
"Welllll. I took a little tumble last night and I'm waiting on the doctor right now to get a cast on my ankle. I called all my people but no one can come in and work. She said you'd be happy to work at the store until one of the girls can make it in later today."
"No. I can't," I answered flatly.
"But I REALLY need help. Won't you PLEASE? Just for a few hours."
"Remember that little talk we had? The one when you told us what you were going to open? Well, I meant it then and I mean it now."
"Oh James! That's not a very nice thing to say," she said as I became even more irritated that she was going to try to guilt me into it. "I mean I'm sitting in the hospital and you're going to turn me down? What will Nancy say?"
"She'll say I'm mean spirited and stubborn and uncooperative. And she would be right on the second two," I answered. "I'm going fishing. Period!"
"Ohhhhh James. Pretty please? Just for a few hours. I'm sure I can make it worth your while."
I'd heard that line so many times in the past it was a broken record. She had on infinitely many occasions promised to make it worth my while and had rarely succeeded. In this case, making it worth my while would be nearly unattainable, since it was something I really had no desire to do. "Sure. You gonna lay on your kitchen table naked and spread for me?" I asked intentionally trying to shock her into realizing that my price would be much higher than any of us was willing to pay.
"Oh my. Now that is a steep price. Is that what it's going to take to get you to do this?"
"Yep. Now unless you're really going to make it worth my while, I'm going back to getting my boat ready to fish," I answered, intending to hang up.
"WAIT!" she practically shouted.
"What?" I asked, putting the phone back to my ear.
"Seriously? That's your price?" she asked a mixture of trepidation and curiosity in her voice. "You don't want to do this so much that you'd put that kind of a price on it?"
"Dena! I don't know squat about lingerie. I know what I like to see, and I know where to buy it. Beyond that..."
"So you don't want to because you don't know about it?"
"That and being uncomfortable. I suppose it'd be like you having to walk naked across my living room in front of me. Not something you think of as a fond task," I answered.
"Okay. Fine. I'll just close the store today! It won't be bad. Thirty percent of my week's profits come on Fridays. But hey, it's only money," she said evenly.
"Damn," I mumbled angrily, realizing that I was going to give in despite my bravado. "You better damn well make it worth my while somehow!"
"Trust me. I'll think of something. And it won't be lying across my table naked for you, even though it's a much more appealing prospect than you might think... As long as you were as naked as I was."
"I doubt that Nancy is going to go for that, but hey, anytime you want, just let me know," I answered with a shrug, knowing damn well that it'd never happen.
"Okay. Good. I gave Nancy a key to the shop some time ago. It's on the hook on a white key fob. When you get there, give me a call and I'll give you the code to the alarm system."
"Fine," I huffed quietly. "I'll call you when I'm there."
"Great! I knew I could count on you," she said before she clicked off.
"Real good James. Way to stand up for yourself," I chastised myself as I started putting the cover back on the boat. It took me almost an hour before I had the boat all put away, I had showered and changed into some decent looking clothes, a pair of cargo pocket pants, a button down dress shirt and a dark blue tie the same color as my pants, and driven to the shop. Dena stepped me through shutting off the alarm, getting the change out of the safe and setting up the register. All that I had to do, according to her, was to greet the customers and ring up their purchases. Anything more was purely at my own offering.
She was basically right. There were a few customers through the morning, a few young ladies and one middle aged women, all who seemed more nervous about picking lingerie in front of a strange man than I was about having to handle what they were going to soon be, or in two cases, had already had been, wearing.
Just before noon a very curvy middle aged woman, maybe in her early forties at most, came into the shop. I greeted her like I had all the rest of the customers. "Welcome to Dena's delights. If there's anything I can do to help you, feel free to ask."
"Well. I think I'll look around a bit first, but right off the top I can think of a few things you could help me with," she said, sending warning bells off in my mind. I'm often more than a little flirtatious, but this is the first time I could remember it coming my way first.
"I'm pretty sure I'm limited to just help with the lingerie," I answered her, trying not to blush as she struck what was definitely a suggestive pose.
"Well, in that case, I'll have to see if I can find a lingerie question to get help with," she said with a grin, turning and walking away from me.
I watched from the counter as she wandered around the racks, picking several items and bringing them to the front. "Would you be so kind as to show me to a dressing room?" she asked sweetly.
"Certainly," I answered, stepping from behind the counter. "Back this way," I continued, walking toward the back corner where the three curtained dressing rooms were located.
She followed me back and then stepped into one, closing the curtain slowly, but not quite all the way, as if she intended to leave a gap for me to see through. It was tempting. She was quite good looking. Maybe not playboy model good, but hey, I bet she'd look damn good on a stripper pole. "Are you still there?" she called from the dressing booth.
"Yes ma'am."
She pushed the curtain back and stepped out toward me and then turned away. "Would you be a dear and unzip me?" she asked, pulling her long blond hair from her neck and pulling it around to her front, exposing a zipper down the back of the tight fitting red dress.
I stepped forward and held the neckline of the dress and slowly pulled the zipper down, not wanting to rip anything or jam the zipper. I worked it down her back, the red material spreading and exposing her bare back down to a wide bra strap running across her back. I continued to pull down, tugging it down the small of her back and at her coaxing, down over the curve of her rather round full butt. "All the way please. I'd hate to rip it," she coaxed when I stopped just at the top of the curve of her ass.
"Yes ma'am," I said nervously, pulling farther, the material pulling apart to reveal the round of her bare ass, then the cleft between her cheeks and finally, right at the very end, a white lace strap that was the top band of her panties. There was less than half a dozen inches of material between the end of the zipper and the hem of the dress. "There you go," I answered her.
"Thank you. I appreciate a man who appreciates the value of clothing to a woman," she said as she shrugged the dress off her shoulders, now that I wasn't holding it any longer, letting it slide down off her arms and then down her legs, to pool on the floor around her tall black high heels. She reached behind herself, unsnapped the back of the strapless bra and let it flip loose, practically flying the three feet to the dressing room. She stepped away from me, wearing nothing but a very skimpy pair of lacy white panties and her high heels. She took the four steps forward back into the changing room and then turned to face me, grinning a very naughty grin as she watched me stare at her huge bare breasts, her large dark brown areola puffed out slightly with her nipples protruding hard and erect as if begging to be played with.
"Oh damn," I mumbled as I turned and walked back to the front before I did anything else I might regret.
I barely made it back to the counter when she walked toward me, wearing a black satin bustier, with her breasts overflowing the material more than a little bit. It fit around her waist fine, but the cups were clearly several sizes too small. "I think I need some help. This is my size, but it seems to be much too small. I'm sure I haven't grown that much."
"Yes ma'am. It does appear to be too small," I agreed, making no attempt to even walk around the counter toward her.
"Well. I think maybe you need to measure me. I mean, this should fit," she coaxed again. "You do measure, don't you?"
"I suppose I could look for a tape," I answered, part of me wondering if this little titty show was Dena's way of 'making it worth my while'. I dug around under the counter, considering if I should indulge her or avoid the whole thing, my cock hardening in my pants at the sight of her overflowing breasts. My cock insisted that all I had to do was measure her and I'd have one hell of a view, while my more intelligent head told me this had bad news written all over it. I mean, touching another woman's tits? I'd be dead meat if anyone found out. But then, it was just part of the job, right? My wife volunteered me for this, so all I was doing was what she asked me to, right? Besides, it was just tits. How much trouble could I get into measuring a set of tits?
"Oh that would be perfect if you could," she said brightly, almost as if she knew that I would be able to find one. Eventually my cock made the decision my brain couldn't and I pulled out the tape from where I pushed it in the back and announced that I'd found one. "Splendid!" she replied, reaching across the counter and taking my hand. She pulled me along firmly, drawing me toward the back of the store. "I'm not all that bashful, but just the same, no point in making things more obvious than they already are."
"If you say so," I answered, not exactly sure what she had in mind, but reasonably sure it was going to include wrapping the tape around her bare boobs. Not that I was averse to doing so, but I didn't want to give Dena's store a bad name and I certainly didn't want my wife coming down on me for inappropriately touching another woman.
She led me all the way back to the dressing room and turned to face me, reaching for the little clasps down the front of the bustier. She unfastened the entire front of the black satin outfit. She pulled it off and tossed it over a rack we were standing near and held out her arms to her sides, obviously waiting for me to wrap the tape around her and measure. I stepped toward her and did my best to reach around her, to transfer the end of the tape to my other hand without pushing against her, but it seemed she had other ideas. As I reached around her she leaned herself forward, pressing both her breasts into my chest, her hard nipples practically digging into me through my thin dress shirt.
"Oops!" she squeaked softly. "Sorry. Lost my balance. Must be the heels," she added.
"Uh huh," I answered obviously not believing her story one bit and letting her know that I knew by the tone of my voice. I pulled the tape around drawing it snugly across her chest.
"Right across the nipples sweetie," she cooed softly. "Don't be afraid if you touch. It comes with the territory."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, adjusting the tape to run across her big tits, carefully adjusting it to lie across her nipples, my fingers stroking her soft breast and puckered dark areola as I did.
"So gentle," she whispered as I looked at the tape.
"Forty." I said flatly, trying not to let her know that I was both nervous as hell and turned on as hell. I was quite sure she could see the massive bulge, or at least what felt massive to me, in my pants.
"Now, around them."
"Around them?"
"Yes. You know, how big around are they?"
"I can't do that without a whole lot of touching," I answered her.
"Of course you can't. Go ahead. I'm not bashful."
"I think I am all of a sudden," I answered her quietly as I tried to coordinate lifting one of her huge breasts and wrapping the tape measure around the huge soft orb. It took three tries, and two soft moans of pleasure from her before I had the first measured and moved to the other.
"I think they like you," she whispered as I lifted the second soft tit and wrapped the tape around it. "Look how hard you've made the nipples."
"I think they were that way already," I answered, trying to not think about how horny I was getting. I cupped and gently kneaded her breast much more than was required to get the measurement, even though I had no idea what that measurement meant.
"Might as well do my hips too. I think I'll be getting some panties too," she said with a grin.
"Um. Sure. I guess," I answered, bending over to wrap the tape around her waist.
"No silly. Lower. My hips and across my butt. It'd probably be easier if you were kneeling."
"Um. Sure, if you think so," I answered, dropping to one knee and trying to adjust the tape around her hips.
"Oh here. Just take these off. They're just in the way any way," she said, pushing the top band of the extremely tiny white lace panty down. She pushed until they were down to her thighs, not quite uncovering her lips, but showing her whole completely shaved mound. "Go ahead. Pull them down. They're going to have to come off sooner or later."
"They are?" I asked, in surprise, wondering if she was insinuating that they would be in the way for having sex.
"Oh of course. How can I try on other panties if I have these on?" she answered as if it were the most natural thing in the world to have a strange man pull her panties down. I reached for the material and drew it down slowly, watching her shaved fat pussy lips come into view as she rocked her legs, bending one knee and then the other as I slid them down. She lifted one foot to let me pull the panties over the shoe and then lifted the other, setting them wider than they had been, and providing me a view of her soft inner lips that were compressed against her outer lips from the panties. "You know. I hate wearing these things some times. You men are lucky. You don't get all pushed up that way," she said as she bowed her legs apart and slipped one hand between her legs, stroking her pussy for a few moments and leaving her soft inner lips now protruding more naturally down in the gap between her legs.
"No. but we have plenty of other discomforts," I answered as I went back to measuring her hips, the scent of her arousal strong in my nostrils.
"Oh. You mean like now? I imagine that's a bit uncomfortable all bent like that," she said, looking down at me.
"It can be. Thirty eight, by the way," I said as I stood up in front of her again.
"We can fix that you know," she cooed softly, reaching a hand out to stroke the front of my pants and my very uncomfortably bent cock.
"I'm sure I can fix it myself, but thank you for the offer," I answered.
"Okay. Feel free," she said, stepping a half a step closer to her, her tits tantalizingly close to my chest again, her palm rubbing up and down the front of my pants.
"Um."
"You're not bashful, are you?"
"Maybe a little," I answered her, feeling myself blush slightly.
"Well, I won't even look then," she said as she reached for my belt, her fingers quickly pulling the buckle apart and then going to work on the button. I reached for her hand as she grasped the waist of my pants and started to pull down the zipper.
"Really. You don't need to do that," I said, holding her hands.
"I know. But I want to," she whispered.
"I'm married," I said quietly back, hoping she'd understand I wasn't looking for what I thought she was intending.
"So am I. Who do you think I'm buying lingerie for? My girlfriend?"
"Uh. No. I suppose not," I answered as she took my lessening of my grip on her hands as permission to keep going, and pulled the zipper all the way down.
"Now, just let me," she whispered as she let go of my pants, allowing them to slide all the way down to my ankles. Leaving me in my boxer briefs, only partly covered by the tail of my dress shirt. "I promise I won't look," she whispered as she found the elastic waist band of my briefs and pulled them out and down, reaching in with her other hand to grasp my rock hard cock and pull it up and out. She pulled the waist of my briefs down, hooking then under my balls and leaving me completely exposed. "There. Isn't that more comfortable?"



"Yes and no," I answered, wanting to pull my pants up and run off and also wanting her to turn around and pull me into her pussy. My thinking was clearly compromised at this point and I was almost at her mercy.
"I think it would help if we just got these all the way out of the way," she said, squatting down in front of me, her knees splayed wide, her pussy exposed and spread in front of me. She reached for my shoes, quickly untying them and coaxing me to lift one foot at a time, pulling off my pants and shoes. With a definitely naughty grin, she reached up and pulled my briefs all the way down my legs, leaving me practically naked below the waist. "Come on. Might as well," she coaxed, tugging on my briefs to get me to lift my feet again.
She slid her hands up my legs, sliding them across my thighs and then grasping my cock in both hands, her face hovering inches from my engorged head. "You know. This cock is just begging to be sucked!" she said quietly, opening her mouth and closing it again around my engorged head. She started to slowly bob her head on and off my shaft, her tongue teasing the underside of my shaft and swirling around the crown of my head with each slow plunge. She let go of my shaft and started undoing the buttons of my shirt, working up the front while she teased my cock with her mouth. She seemed to be in no hurry and I was well beyond saying no.
Finally undone, she pushed my shirt off my shoulders, leaving me in nothing but my tie and socks. She pulled her face off my cock and stood up, grinning at me. She took hold of my cock with one hand, stroking it slowly, while she pulled me along by my tie toward the dressing room. She stopped in the curtained doorway and turned us so her ass was facing the front of the store. She loosened the tie and pulled it over my head, leaving it knotted. She reached for my hands with hers, pulling them toward her and together. She caught me completely off guard, looping the tie around my wrists and pulling the knot tight.
"Hey!" I protested as she stepped toward me, pulling my now bound hands down toward her pussy while she wrapped the tie around itself a few times to ensure that the knot wouldn't slip.
"Come on stud. Play with my pussy. It's sooooo fucking horny right now. Play with my lips and push your fingers inside me," she practically begged.
"You have a funny way of asking," I said quietly, rolling one hand over and sliding it between her legs. I pushed one finger up between her sopping wet lips, feeling her slick juices lubricate my finger as I teased it along her slit searching for her clit.
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I dragged my finger across her hard and clearly excited nub.
"You like?"
"Oh yeah," she moaned softly as I stoked my finger back and forth slowly, like she had teased my cock with her mouth.
I worked my finger from the entrance to her tunnel, that soft but firm opening, tight around the tip of my finger as I pushed into it only to my first knuckle. I slipped my finger tip back out and then dragged it along her pubic bone until I found her clit again and then circled and flicked it, drawing another long moan from her lips. I leaned my head down and sucked one of her rock hard nipples into my mouth, teasing around and across it with my tongue, drawing yet another moan of pleasure from her.
"Ohhhh god yes," she moaned as she pulled away drawing her tit from my face and her pussy from my hands. She lowered herself to the floor and pulled me down toward her with my necktie-bound hands. I was soon on my knees between her legs, being pulled down to lie on top of her. She pulled my hands toward her head, lifting her head and then drawing my arms around her neck. I pressed both hands to the carpeted floor to balance myself as she reached down to my cock with her hands and my ass with her high heels. I felt them dig in to coax me toward her as she guided my precum drooling cock toward her sopping pussy. "FUCK YES!" she practically growled as she pulled me toward her with her heels, driving my cock slowly into her tight tunnel.
I felt her body expand to accept me, caressing my shaft and my head as I pushed deeper into her. I felt my head hit against her cervix and she let go of my ass with her feet, lifting them high in the air and spreading them wide. "Fuck me," she moaned. "Fuck me hard! Pump that sexy cock into me!"
In retrospect just being in this position was the result of seriously stupid thinking. Letting my hormones think for me is always a bad idea. But I was beyond thinking about how stupid I was and definitely thinking about how fantastic she felt around my shaft. I started pushing my hips to and fro, driving my cock in and out of her sopping pussy. She moaned and cried softly to go faster, or harder, or deeper, as I plunged into her over and over again, her wet pussy making that familiar tingle grow, the warmth spreading and that sensation of impeding release push ever closer to the point of no return.
"Oh god. I'm going to come. I'm so fucking going to come!" she moaned loudly. "Fuck me hard. Drive it into me hard and make me come."
I started to drive into her faster, pumping my cock into her with abandon, my hips slapping her bare ass as she tried to rock toward me with her legs high in the air. Over and over my thighs slapped her firm round ass, her tits rolling and bouncing on her chest with each impact of my body against hers. If I'd have thought about it, the loud slapping would have been obvious to anyone walking into the store. But then I wasn't thinking. My sex addled mind barely registered the sound of the little door chime just before the woman under me cried out.
"OH FUCK I'M COOOOOOMMMMMIIINNNNGGG!"
"Damn!" I grunted, my cock surging inside her at the feeling of her pussy contracting around me. My body bucked hard, driving my cock deep into her as a gush of cum pushed into her hot tunnel. Over and over my body jerked, the woman below me grunting and gasping with each jerk that drove my spurting cock into her.
"Ohhh lord yessssss!" she hissed softly, reaching up and wrapping her arms around my body to pull me down tight to hers, her sweaty chest slick as she smashed her tits against my chest.
"Oh my." I heard a soft female voice say from behind us.
I jerked my head around and saw a petite young woman, just a shade over thirty, long brown hair, soft green eyes and a creamy soft complexion, wearing a tiny black miniskirt and matching satin black tank top. Her full round C cup breasts pushed the front of the satin out, her muscular petite gymnasts frame making her breasts seem even larger than their actual size. I could see her hard nipples poking the black satin out. She stood and stared at the two of us on the floor, her jaw hanging open in shock. "Oh damn." I groaned at the sight of Dena's daughter.
"Fuck Mister D!" she exclaimed as she regained enough control from her shock to speak.
"Mandy! This isn't what it seems," I said quickly, pulling my still half hard cock from the woman below me with a loud slurp, trying to roll off of her, my bound hands still around her neck, pulling her partly over with me. "Damn!" I swore quietly, unlooping my hands from around the woman's neck and trying to get up. I stood naked in front of her, my dick still dripping cum in long slim streamers, the woman's juices glistening on my shrinking cock while Mandy stared at me, or more appropriate, stared at my cock. "What are you doing here?"
"I needed a new nursing bra. My last one broke the little clip that holds one side up. I just thought I'd stop by and pick one up," she said, standing a bit nervously, looking down at the woman on the floor, her fingers gently stroking up and down her body, still enjoying the post orgasmic bliss. Her fingers teased from her pussy lips all the way up to her left nipple, across to her right and then down to dip between her lips once again.
"You know sweetie. I don't mind at all if you wanna join in. I have a hunch that once you're undressed he'll have enough for both of us," the woman cooed softly.
"Take my clothes off? Why would I do that? I'm not taking my clothes off," Mandy protested with a frown.
The woman on the floor stopped stroking herself and propped herself up on her elbows, her big tits hanging slightly as she looked up at Mandy. "Sweetie. You have a serious case of the hots for him. If I was as turned on as you are I wouldn't be passing up the chance to have him pushing it into me."
"I'm not turned on!" Mandy protested.
"Honey, all ya gotta do is look at your top. You're so turned on you're leaking all down your front."
Mandy looked down at her front. I saw the same thing she did, two significantly wet spots around each nipple with dark streams down the front nearly to her waist where the milk from her obviously full breasts was leaking down and soaking down the front of her shirt. "Shit," she mumbled, pulling the shirt from the waist of her skirt and pulling it up and over her head, releasing her tits.
I'd known Mandy for a good part of her life, and had watched her develop from a pre-teen to a full-fledged, fully filled out incredibly sexy woman. In her younger years she was a gymnast, now thirty two, and two kids down the road, she was no longer the petite slim little girl on a balance beam, she was a top coach. Over those years I'd watched her develop and had to admit that she got better and better looking in her bikinis. More than once I'd thought she was trying to flash me more of her body than was appropriate, but each time I felt like she got nervous and changed her mind at the last minute. That didn't mean that I didn't get a hardon. I got MASSIVE boners thinking about her flashing her sexy young body to me.
At that moment, all the aborted attempts over the years were flashed in my mind as I stared at her full round tits, tiny little drops of milk oozing from her nipples, coalescing into larger drops and then falling from her erect nipples to the floor. "Damn," I muttered as I stared, oblivious to my cock quickly hardening as the seconds ticked by. I finally tore my eyes from her overfull teardrop shaped breasts and dark areola and nipples to look up at her eyes. I followed her gaze down to my crotch and my cock, which was now pointing straight at her.
"Damn!" she muttered, staring at my cock for long seconds before looking up at me. Our eyes locked her green eyes looking at mine, a mixture of fear and trepidation seemed to melt away the longer we stood there staring at each other. I lost track of time. It could have been seconds or minutes or hours before either of us moved. She took a step toward me, then a second, dropping the black shirt she held in her hand to the floor. I held my hands out toward her, expecting her to untie the necktie that still bound my hands. She reached out, but instead of reaching for my hands she reached past them, reaching down to my cock. Her petite hands tried to wrap around my shaft, her fingers unable to quite reach around me. "Damn," she muttered again, the look in her eyes more lust than anything else. She licked her lips slowly as she began to stroke her hand along the length of my nearly nine inches.
I reached my bound hands up to her left breast and cupped it gently, hefting the heavy orb, feeling the heat radiate from it into my hand and the wetness of the milk running down her soft skin to my palm. I used the fingers of my other hand to stroke slowly up and down her areola and hard nipple. I could almost feel her pounding heart through her nipple, or was it my pounding heart?
She let go of my cock and gently reached for my hands, pulling them slowly from her breast, looking up at me. I felt her hands touch the necktie around my wrists, slowly unwrapping the tie from around the knot and then gently slipping it from my hands, her eyes never leaving mine. With my hands free, she dropped the tie to the floor and then gently pulled my hands to both her breasts, pressing my palms against her hard nipples.
"You know, I used to go to bed at night and finger myself dreaming of your hands on my tits. I'd touch myself all over, pretending it was your hands or your mouth. So many times I came thinking your name. I know, it's stupid." She whispered, barely loud enough to hear.
"Why?" I asked in a whisper as low as the one she had just used.
"I saw you one time. On the river. One of the float trips. I know you'd been looking at my tits in the tiny little bikini I had on. I kinda thought it was funny that you'd want to see my tits. After lunch I was out in the woods going pee and I saw you coming. I just hid down behind the bush I was peeing behind, my panties still around my ankles, and you stopped there, only a few dozen feet in front of me and pulled out your cock and jacked off. I knew it was me that turned you on, but when I heard you whisper my name when you came, I knew you were pretending it was me. When you left I realized I had my fingers in my pussy the whole time I was watching you."
"God." I groaned softly. "You shouldn't have seen that."
"Why? Because I shouldn't know you were fantasizing about me?" she asked pulling my hands tighter to her breasts. She pulled my hands from her breasts and eased them down her body slowly, sliding them down her sides to the waist. She helped my fingers hook into the waist of her skirt and push it slowly down over her firm round ass, inching it down her hips, pushing it lower and lower until it slid from my fingers down her legs. She stepped out of it, stepping one step closer to me, the head of my cock resting on her stomach as my heart pounded in my chest.
I felt something against my legs, and looked down, the woman that I had just fucked, on her knees behind Mandy, was pulling Mandy's tiny black panties down. Mandy continued to stare at me, her lips spread slightly, her chest rising and falling more than normal as she breathed heavily and nervously. I saw her mouth move, but couldn't hear her words. I didn't need to. I could tell exactly what her request was. 'I wanna fuck you.'!
She sank down to her knees, pulling my hands down, making me bend over and then kneel on the floor with her. She let go of my hands and gently reached to my chest, pushing me back until I had to roll off my legs and sit on the floor. She continued to push, tipping me backward, walking forward on her knees, one on either side of my legs. She continued to move forward, working up my body, her hands sliding down my chest to my rigid cock. "God I want this," she mumbled as she wrapped her fingers as far around my cock as she could, lifting my cock toward her pussy.
Her lips were full and round, inner lips pushing out like flower petals from within, inviting, waiting. It was the first time I had seen her like this, naked and full of lust and desire, and I wanted her every bit as much. I felt and saw my engorged head press against her lips, her heat flowing into me like a burning ember. She rubbed my head between her lips, her wetness lubricating my head as she worked it into the entrance to her tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned as she let her weight down on me, spreading her pussy and engulfing my shaft with her wet depths. She slipped several inches down my shaft before her lips grabbed at my shaft. She lifted and then dropped again, lubricating me a bit more and working me deeper. Up and down she moved, pushing more and more of my cock into herself until she had my whole length impaling her. "God you're big!" she moaned as she started to ride up and down my shaft.
I lifted my hands to her tits, cupping each bouncing orb, letting my hands support her heavy breasts. She bounced up and down on my shaft, my hands holding her tits as her pace quickened. I could feel her tunnel caressing my fat cock, her muscles rippling, her body tensing and releasing around me in a way only a gymnast with years of conditioning and practice can. She moaned loudly in pleasure as my mushroom head banged into her cervix and her clit smashed into the base of my cock at the end of each drop.
I held her tits and moved them to grasp each of her nipples between my thumb and finger, gently squeezing and pinching it. Tiny sprays of milk erupted from her nipples, spraying in several directions at once, some landing on my face, some on my chest and some missing me completely.
"Ohhh fuck yes. Fuck yes. I'm going to come!" she cried loudly as she bounced faster. Up and down she dropped, her ass slapping my thighs rhythmically, the wetness of her leaking pussy making the slap wet and sexy.
I could feel the warmth flow from my cock, radiating out through my body, my climax building every bit as quickly as hers. I felt the first spasms of her around me, her tunnel gripping and her muscles trying to pull me deeper as she continued bouncing. "FUCK YES!" she screamed as my body suddenly bucked under her, jamming my cock up into her as she came down. I felt my cock pulse, a surge of my cum lancing up into her. I felt it fill her around me, squeezing into the space between us, as slight as it was. My body bucked hard again, pumping another squirt of cum up into her, my hands squeezing her breasts involuntarily. I felt the streams of milk squirt in multiple directions, her body tensing and shaking above me. I felt her legs alongside mine trembling and shaking as her body jerked above and around me.
I lay there, my cock still twitching deep inside her, as I panted for breath, her eyes still looking down at me as her chest heaved as well. She leaned down over me, moving one of my hands from her breast and replacing it with hers. She cupped it and formed it into a cone at the tip, offering her rigid nipple and areola to my mouth.
I opened my mouth and felt warmth spray into it, the flow increasing as I closed my lips around it and sucked. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned, her pussy clenching around my shaft again as her climax suddenly pushed up again toward its pinnacle. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" she moaned loudly as she came again, her pussy clenching and spasming as I sucked her sensitive nipple, drawing milk and lust forth at the same time.
Time had little meaning at those moments, but eventually her orgasm passed, as did mine, and she lifted her chest, pulling her breast from my mouth. "Now you need to make the other one even," she said with a grin, switching hands and cupping the other breast. She lowered it to my mouth and coaxed me to suck it as I had the other, my tongue stroking her nipple as I sucked. I felt the streams spray forth into my mouth, a soft moan coming from her lips again. "ohhhh fuck. I get so turned on sometimes nursing, but this is the first time I ever nursed with a cock in my pussy. Fuck I'm more turned on than I can ever remember."
I would have answered if I could have, but she had my mouth quite busy with her breast and showed little interest in stopping. Finally, she pulled away from my face, pushing herself to sit upright on me while she looked down at me. She rocked her hips and gently moved her ass on me, trying to coax my cock hard again. "I wanna fuck you again. I wanna feel your hard fat cock pumping into me over and over again."
"God you're so fucking sexy," I said quietly. "I'd love to fuck you until the cows come home. But hell, I'm not young as I used to be. I don't know if I have another in me."
"Somehow I bet you do," she said with a grin. "Wait here. I'll see if I can find something to coax you," she added, lifting herself off of me, cum leaking down her legs as she stood over me. She winked at me and stepped over me, stepping away through the racks naked. I looked around and wondered what happened to the woman that had been here before. I got up from the floor and looked around, finding her wearing a sexy black bustier similar to the one that had been so undersized as to prompt the measurements that led to our impromptu tryst.



"Does this fit better?" she asked, wearing nothing but the bustier, her tits covered but her pussy still exposed.
"Much," I answered.
"I just want to thank you. That was one damn nice fuck we had. I'd hang around for another, but I think your little friend there is going keep you occupied for a while."
"You're welcome," I answered, feeling a bit embarrassed at what happened.
She dug into her purse, and pulled out a business card and set it on the counter before reaching for her dress and slipping it on. She turned her back to me and waited for me to zip the dress up. I stepped to her and gently zipped the dress all the way up. She turned around before I could step back. "Just between you and me, I'm more than willing to stay a bit longer, or come back again if you want," she whispered, pulling one of my hands down under her dress to press it to her pussy. "I love having my cunt licked too, not just fucked."
"I'll remember that," I answered.
"Just so long as you remember to call me," she cooed softly, pressing my fingers between her sopping wet lips. "Just between us, I'm still fucking horny as hell."
"I appreciate the offer. Maybe another time," I answered.
"I'll take you up on that for sure," she answered with a smile, stepping closer to me. She reached her other arm around my neck and pulled me to her for a long wet kiss. "Your little sweetie is ready for you now. Go fuck her brains out," she whispered. "I envy the both of you."
She released me and stepped back, walking sexily toward the door and out of it.
"Well, now it seems it's just the two of us," I heard Mandy say behind me. I turned and stared.
The high heel boots were black leather, laced up the front, fishnet stockings extending half way up her thighs where they were held up by garter clips attached to what I had to call black leather panties. The crotchless panties were black leather with silver studs, the panties connected to a cupless leather bra, by a combination of narrow leather straps. The cupless bra left her big soft tits fully exposed to my eyes, the top, such as it was, was held up by a single loop around her neck.
She stepped to me and squatted down, spreading her knees apart to expose her pussy through the black panties, her hand and face reaching for my flaccid cock. I moaned as she engulfed my cock with her hot mouth, closing my eyes for a few moments to revel in the sensations of her mouth and tongue. She slurped and sucked my cock as I leaned back against the sales counter, looking down at her incredibly sexy tits swinging slightly as she bounced her face on and off my surprisingly hardening cock. It seemed that as the minutes passed, my shaft grew longer and harder, less and less of it contained by her bobbing mouth.
"Now, that's more like it," she said, pulling from my cock and standing up. She stepped past me, hoisted herself on the edge of the sales counter and leaned back slightly, lifting and spreading her legs. "Now it's your turn to fuck ME!" she coaxed commandingly.
"You got it hard, least I can do is use it on you," I answered with a grin. I stepped between her legs and aimed my engorged prick at her pussy lips. I pressed my hips forward, stuffing my cock easily into her sopping wet pussy, our combined cum lubricating me as I plunged into her.
"Oh my god!" she cried loudly as I started pistoning my hips, driving my cock in and out of her over and over. My hips slapped against her partly bare and partly leather covered ass, my cock banging against her cervix with each stroke. "oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" she cried over and over as my cock stroked her sensitive tunnel.
"Oh damn," I grunted as I pushed into her over and over, each stroke accompanied by a loud squish of juices pushed aside by my fat mushroom head. I shoved my hips forward, driving deep into her, my hips slapping the back of her thighs as she sat with her legs lifted and bent. I watched her big tits bouncing and rolling on her chest as her whole body shook with each impact.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK!" she screamed loudly as her legs started trembling. "OH GOD! I'm COOOOOMMMMIIINNNNGGG!" she screamed as her whole body spasmed, her legs and arms trembling and her tunnel clenching and spasming around my shaft. "OH FUCK MY HOT CUNT! FUCK ME BABY! FUCK ME LIKE YOU WANTED TO THAT DAY!" she screamed surprisingly loudly as I pounded into her. We stayed on the counter with my cock pounding into her while her climax peaked and then started to fade, only then did she gently push me away. She slipped off the counter, panting to catch her breath, and led me back to the dressing rooms. There was a large multi-sided mirror designed to allow a woman to view herself from all sides. Mandy stepped to the mirror, bent over and pushed her ass out at me.
"I know how you like to see my tits. How about this view?" she asked me as she waited for me to push into her again. I could see her big tits hanging down below her as she rested two hands on the mirror, waiting for me. I settled my head into her pussy and pushed, sliding easily back into her. Her sexy pussy was even tighter as she stood with her legs pressed together, my hips banging against her leather covered ass. In and out I plunged, each impact sending her tits swinging wildly below her. I stared at her tits and my cock disappearing into her pussy over and over again.
"Oh shit," I grunted. "Almost there!" Feeling my cum start to boil its way up surprisingly quickly. "Oh god what a view. Jesus your tits are so incredible!"
"Your cock isn't exactly half bad either," she moaned again. "I feel like you're going to make me come again too."
"I know I am," I panted, feeling that surge start to build, the warmth and tingle spreading quickly. "Ohhhhhh god. Here it comes!" I warned her just before my body jerked, jabbing my cock deep into her and unleashing a gush of hot cum into her pussy. "Ohhhh fuck," I groaned as my body bucked over and over, adding more to the second load I had emptied into her in such a short time.
I stood there panting, looking down at her in the mirror, her tits hanging down, drips of milk leaking and dropping to the floor under her. The mirror was spattered with little drops of milk that had flown off her nipples as I was pounding her. "Is this what you were imagining all those years ago?" she asked softly.
"Pretty much what I had fantasized about quite a few times over the years. You were always so fucking tantalizing in those bikinis. I just wanted to walk over and push the cups aside and suck your tits and then spin you around and fuck you just like this."
"Well. Now you have. The only question is, will it happen again?"
"It isn't right. I mean hell, I'm cheating on Nancy. I'm not particularly proud of that."
"Are you going to tell her?" she asked, pulling off of my cock and standing up. She turned to face me and leaned back against the mirror, allowing me to look at her and the cum dripping now from her pussy.
"Are you going to tell Dan?"
"Not likely," she answered quietly. "I think this is best kept our secret."
"Yeah. I agree" I answered her.
She pushed off the mirror and went to the counter, coming back with a box of baby wipes. She used some to clean her pussy off and then did the same to my cock. All cleaned, she took off the black leather outfit and we both dressed again. Once again with both of us presentable, she leaned against me and kissed me softly. "Thanks for one of the best fucks I've ever had."
"Thanks for showing me your body like this. It's quite definitely the fulfillment of one of my hottest fantasies," I whispered back.
"Trust me, it was my pleasure. I'd better go now."
"Yeah," I said as she pulled away and walked across the store and out the door with the black outfit tucked under her arm.
I headed back to the counter and saw the card. 'Dr. Tiffany Reynolds. Sex and relationship counselling'. I tucked the card next to the register and dropped onto the stool behind the counter, wondering if I was going to need her services before this was all done.
As it turned out, I ended up staying at the shop all day. The relief Dena had promised never materialized, and business was intermittent. I wondered how she put up with the quiet hours between customers. Dena herself finally hobbled in on crutches just before six, wearing a long red dress with a top much like a tube top, the scrunchy material holding the dress up by molding itself around her D cup breasts. "Well, I see you're still here."
"Yeah. Whoever was supposed to come earlier didn't," I answered her.
"Hmmm. Gonna have to get onto that girl," she said with a frown. "Well, I know this was above and beyond, but it wasn't horrible, was it?"
"Let's just say I found ways to keep myself occupied. Oh yeah. Mandy came by. She needed a new nursing bra. I think she picked an outfit for Dan too."
"Oh. Okay," she said with a shrug. "You know what it was?"
"Something black leather is all I can tell you."
"Alright. I'm sure she'll let me know. Now what about you?"
"What about me what?" I asked as she stood in front of me on the crutches.
"I promised to make it worth your while. So, what's your price? You've been sitting here all day. I'm sure you've had some idea of what it was worth."
She was right. I had been sitting here thinking all day about what would make it worth my while. Like Mandy, I'd often wondered what she'd look like naked. Being my wife's best friend I wasn't at all sure she would go for what I had in mind without spilling the beans to Nancy, so I was more than hesitant to suggest my price.
"You do have an idea. I can see it on your face. Let me guess. You want to see me naked?"
"I didn't say that," I answered quickly.
"You didn't have to. I've been wondering all day what your price would be. A man sitting in a lingerie store all day? Yeah, has to be naked or in something sexy, or both. Tell you what. This is between you and me. I promise not to say a word to Nancy about this. Now. What's your price?" she asked as she moved around the end of the counter. "Oh damn," she mumbled. I looked down and saw that my cock was bulging my pants out significantly at the thought of her being naked in front of me. "Looks like someone is seriously turned on. Maybe we need to do something about that too."
"Like what?" I asked, not sure what she had in mind, but my brain hoping she was going to suggest fucking me, something I couldn't suggest myself.
"I'll be right back," she said, stepping back and hobbling on the crutches to the front door. She flipped the closed sign up and locked the door before hobbling back. She stood in front of the counter, between two racks of frilly lacy outfits and reached for the material of the dress around her waist. She tugged downward, pulling the tube top down her tits, exposing more and more of her full round breasts until the top came completely off her breasts. She continued to pull down on the material, a few inches at a time, the red and white pooling around her feet as she worked the snug dress down her body. I stared as she slowly exposed her whole body to me, her firm flat stomach, her shaved mound and finally her shaved pussy. She let the dress slide to the floor down her legs and stood leaning on the crutches completely naked except for a pair of low heel black shoes.
"So? What do you think?"
"Damned hot," I answered.
"Good. Now come here." I hesitated a moment, prompting another request. "Come on. You know you want this."
"What's this?"
"For me to undress you too. For me to suck your cock and make you come all over my tits, right here in the middle of all this."
I stepped around the counter and walked over to her. She tried to balance herself on the crutches and undo the buttons of my shirt at the same time, nearly falling over. I shook my head and set her crutches aside, leaving her balancing on one foot. I scooped her hundred and twenty pounds up easily and carried her to the back of the store and set her in one of the chairs by the dressing rooms. Then I stood in front of her and slowly took off my shirt and pants, finally pushing my briefs down to expose my hard cock.
"Damn," she muttered. "I knew it was big, but I didn't know it was this big."
"It is," I answered as I stepped closer to her, her hands reaching out for me. She wrapped her hands around my shaft and drew me toward her, coaxing me to step closer until she could lean forward far enough to engulf my cock with her mouth. I felt her tongue swirl around my fat mushroom head and let a small moan slip from my lips as she started to bob her face on and off my cock. She made slurping sounds as she bobbed her mouth on and off my shaft, my hips pushing in time with her strokes. "God that looks so fucking sexy," I groaned, looking down at her tits bouncing below her equally bouncing face.
"I can tell you, it's making me horny as hell," she said, pulling her face off my cock. "I can't even tell you how long it's been since I've had a cock in my hand, or anywhere else for that matter."
"Feel free," I grunted, imagining her plunging pussy wrapped around my excited head.
She looked up at me, almost in surprise. "You want to fuck me?"
"I wouldn't mind," I answered, already breathing heavily with excitement after her fantastic sucking job.
She looked at me for long seconds, her hand slowly stroking my cock, clearly considering what to do next. It almost surprised me when she pushed herself off the chair, sliding down to the floor. She sat on the floor, inclining back and holding herself at an angle with her free hand. She pushed the chair aside and lay back, pulling me down by my cock. She guided me between her legs, spreading them wide and exposing her fat full lips and delicate inner lips to me. She aimed my head toward her pussy and gently rubbed my head up and down her surprisingly wet lips. "Okay. Make me come, but please, not in me, okay? I'll suck you off or you can squirt it all over me, but I'm not on anything so don't come in me, okay?" she asked, practically begging me to be careful.
I nodded to her and leaned down over her, resting on my hands on either side of her as she lay back down on the floor, her big tits flattening some on her chest below me. I pushed my hips forward, inching my cock into her, a small moan slipping from her lips. I started to stroke, working my cock deeper into her with each stroke until my hips were slapping gently against her bare ass as she pulled her legs high and back for me. In and out I plunged, moving faster as her moans grew to gasps and cries of pleasure, begging me to fuck her harder or faster. In and out I plunged, feeling her whole body shudder as reached for my hips, trying to pull me farther into her. Each impact into her made her tits bounce and roll on her chest, the view inching my own excitement higher.
"FUCK I'm COMING!" she suddenly squealed loudly, her whole body jerking and shaking below me. "Ohhh fuck I'm coming!" she moaned more quietly, her pussy clenching and gripping my still plunging shaft. "Oh fuck fuck fuck do you feel good. Tell me you're close. Tell me you're going to come and squirt it all over my body. God I wanna see you coming all over me," she moaned loudly, reaching her hands down toward my cock.
"Almost," I grunted, her verbal coaxing and the view of her tits bouncing around her chest were quickly pushing my excitement to the point of no return. "Oh fuck. You ready?" I grunted after several more hard strokes.
"Yeah. Come on baby. Give it to me. I wanna see you cum all over me!"
I pulled out of her pussy and pushed forward, driving my cock along her pussy until my balls pressed against her wet lips. Her hands wrapped around my shaft and began stroking it frantically, her hands trying to coax that last little bit to climax along. "FUCK!" I cried loudly as my body jerked, a surge of cum pushing forcefully up to my head. The creamy white cum lanced out of my cock in a graceful arc, landing as a long string across her tits and face. Again my body bucked, sending another hard surge of cum sailing through the air between us, landing on her left tit. Over and over my body jerked, adding a surprising amount of cum to her body, leaving her covered in strands of white cum slowly turning clear and sliding down her body toward the floor.
"Damn," she whispered, letting go of my now softening cock. "Damn."
"Uh huh," I panted, pushing off of her and rolling onto my back on the floor.
"God you felt good in me," she cooed softly, rolling on her side and sliding one hand to my chest, her fingers idly stroking across one of my nipples.
"Yeah, well, you felt pretty damn good around me too."
"So now what?"
"What do mean?" I asked, not at all sure what she meant.
"Well, you can't expect me to get fucked like that one time and then never do it again, can you?"
"I dunno. I hadn't exactly planned on making this a habit," I answered breathlessly.
"Me either. I wanted to make it worth your while, but all I'd really planned on doing was letting you see my body, not fuck my brains out," she said with a giggle. "God you can fuck. I can't wait to get this damn cast off and ride you in return."
"When do you plan on doing this?" I asked in surprise.
"Oh I don't know. Any time I can get my hands on you. Of course any time you wanna stop and pick up something for Nancy, well, come on by. If you fuck me like this every time you'll save a lot of money."
"Are you suggesting that I come exchange sex for sexy things to give Nancy?"
"Honey. She's told me all too many times how you fuck her when she wears sexy stuff like this. The least I can do for her is to make sure she gets a good fuck if I'm borrowing her husband's cock!"
"Good lord," I groaned.
"You don't want to come by and fuck me?"
"I'm just afraid of what would happen if she found out," I answered her.
"I wonder what she'd think about coming in and fucking you here in the store? I bet that'd really turn her on. You think she'd get turned on fucking you in the store?"
"I think she'd be turned on as hell," I answered. "Don't you think it's dangerous though? Having her come in and do this after what we just did? I mean, I know you two are best friends and all, but I'm not so sure she'd appreciate my second wife getting extra benefits."
"This isn't exactly what I meant when I said to make it worth his while." I heard an all too familiar voice say from behind us. I jerked my head in the direction of my wife's voice, seeing her looking over a rack of teddies. She stepped around the rack, wearing one of her conservative blue work dresses. "I thought maybe you'd give him a few outfits to bring home to me, but this certainly never crossed my mind," she said evenly. I was trying to read her expression, her stern look leaving me little to work with.
"Honey. I'm sorry..." I started to say, getting quickly cut off by her holding a hand up.
"Stop. Don't even try. When I walked in you were more than happily getting sucked off by my best friend. I didn't even hear you protest when she suggested fucking you. And you Dena. What made you think that sex with my husband was appropriate in any way?"
"Nancy!" she started to say, pushing herself to a sitting position.
"No. Stop. God we've been friends forever. You're telling me you had the hots for my husband all these years?"
"Well..."
"Be honest with me. There's no point in lying now. Fuck I caught you lying naked fucking my husband. Don't make it worse by lying."
"You're right. I guess the reason that the idea of getting naked in front of him is because secretly I've wanted to see him naked for a long time. You've always told me how good he is in bed, and I've seen how big he is when his swim suit is wet, I guess it's been a fantasy for a long time. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have put him in this position."



"It's not all your fault. James didn't even flinch when you suggested sex," she said with a sigh. "So now what do I do? I can divorce him and hate you. But what does that gain me?" she asked, looking back and forth between the two of us. "I suppose it's partly my fault too. I let you two be awful familiar with each other, even our little joke about the second wife thing. No. I'm as much to blame as you two are. So, what do we do?"
"The question is, do you want to really throw him out of your life?" Dena asked. "Yeah, this was a huge mistake, but is it worth throwing away all the good things you two have had all these years?"
"I think it was naive of me to think that this wouldn't someday happen. That I could allow James to do so much for you and be so close to you and NOT have some level of desire grow between you two. All those times we were camping and canoeing and boating and just hanging out, I was just setting myself up for this."
"Honey..." I started.
"Stop James! Just don't. Don't say a word. Right now I don't want to hear anything you have to say. I just watched you very willingly fuck my best friend. Hell, your cum is still sprayed all over her body, so you can't even try to tell me you didn't want to."
Dena was the first to move. She rolled herself onto her knees and then reached for my wife, gently grabbing the front of her dress and tugging my wife toward her. She began unbuttoning the dress up her front, working from the hem up the front of her dress.
"What are you doing?" Nancy asked her.
"Taking off your clothes," she said as if it were the most logical conclusion.
"Why?" my wife asked, not stopping her but not helping.
"You asked what we do now. I think there's only one real choice. Get you naked and see if we can make this work."
"Make what work?" she asked Dena as the last of the buttons up the front of her dress came open. Dena reached up and pushed the dress off her shoulders, leaving her in only panties, bra and shoes. Dena reached around behind her from where she knelt in front of her, reaching for the strap of her bra. I saw the elastic let go, but my wife crossed her arms in front of her breasts, holding the bra in place. "Dena."
"Nancy. Let's face it. You don't want to lose James. He's too damn good to you, both sexually and just in general. No one wants to take him from you. So the question is, can you find a way to accept this? Accept what we did? Only way I know is for him to fuck you right here and show you that he's still the same guy."
"I don't know that will really help," my wife protested, but did allow Dena to pull her arms down and pull her bra off. Dena's hands slid down my wife's body, dragging her panties down off her ass and down her legs.
"So. Now it's your turn. You can lie down here next to me, or you can walk away and throw away the most terrific guy in the whole world."
"I don't want to lose him, but I also don't know if I can share him," my wife said softly, standing and looking down, not at Dena, but at me. She hesitated, her face a mixture of conflicting emotions. I'd seen her this way before, unable to make up her mind. Early in our marriage I made the mistake of trying to help her make up her mind. It didn't go well, and I didn't want to make that mistake again, but at the same time I didn't want to leave her come to the wrong decision. I reached a hand out for her, hoping she'd take it. After a long pause, she did. I pulled her hand, drawing her toward me, trying to coax her down. She lowered herself to her knees in front of me and I stood, for lack of a better term, on my knees in front of her. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her toward me, aiming my face toward hers. She turned her head, preventing me from kissing her lips.
"Sweetie. You have to know that you are the woman I love. The ONLY woman I love," I whispered in her ear.
"I wish I could believe that," she whispered back, her body stiff and unmoving.
"Words can only go so far. Let me show you how I feel about you," I answered her, using my arms to twist her and lower her to the floor on her back. I gently kissed her jaw, knowing she wasn't going to allow me to kiss her lips. I slowly started kissing my way down her jaw line working my way to her neck. I could feel her squirm slightly under me, as she always did when I kissed certain places on her neck. I lingered there, knowing what effect it usually had. I wasn't disappointed, her hands moving to my back and pulling me down toward her momentarily, then her hands moved away again, her body becoming rigid once again. I didn't let her feel or hear my disappointment and continued kissing down her shoulder toward her left breast. I kissed slowly, taking my time, each kiss followed with a gentle lick with the tip of my tongue. I worked around her breast, intentionally ignoring her nipple and areola. I kissed across the deep valley between her D cup breasts. I worked slowly, kissing up her right breast, working slowly around the large mound of soft flesh, again, avoiding her nipple. I heard her gasp slightly as I flicked my tongue across her right nipple, flicking it exactly one time. Her body, as I expected, went rigid again, refusing to let herself go to the sensations.
I kissed back down the deep valley and then worked lower, kissing slowly down her firm stomach, kissing back and forth as I worked down so her whole stomach was showered with my kisses. I took a breath, hoping my next target had better results, and kissed lower, working my way down to her brown curly bush and then to her right thigh. I twisted myself around so I could kiss between her legs better, kissing one thigh and then the other. She spread her legs slightly at my kisses, allowing me to slip my hands around her thighs and gently spread them apart. I could see and smell the arousal in her wetness, and gently kissed closer to her pussy, feeling her start to push her pussy toward my tongue.
"Oh fuck." I heard her moan quietly as my tongue teased up her wet lips. I knew she was trying not to react, but I didn't let her have much time to think about that before I pressed my tongue between her wet lips. I dug my tongue deep into her, teasing the opening of her tunnel and then sliding up to her engorged and exposed clit. She gasped and pushed her hips toward my face when my tongue flicked across her.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly humping her hips toward my face as I stroked my tongue back and forth across her clit, circling it and flicking across it. I teased her more and more, pushing her desire up the hill toward climax, but intentionally not letting her climax yet. She knew this game. We'd played it so many times over the years that she knew what was coming next.
I pulled my face away from her pussy and moved to my knees between her legs, my hands holding myself up over her. Her hands lifted to my sides, sliding down to my hips and pulling me down toward her for several moments before she seemed to remember she was angry with me and let her hands slide from me.
I pushed forward, looking down to aim my rigid cock at her pussy and then felt my way to her tunnel entrance, pushing into her without having to use my hands. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as my engorged head invaded her. I started to slide in and out, letting my cock stroke fully in and out, my body banging gently on her clit at the end of each stroke and pulling nearly out of her on the other end of each trip.
I lowered myself down a little more, holding myself off of her on my elbows, her nipples brushing my chest with each move and breath she made. "I love you," I whispered as I plunged harder into her, drawing back slowly again. "And only you," I whispered again before driving my cock hard into her, a gasp slipping form her lips.
"Oh shut up and fuck me already," she moaned softly, reaching for my ass and trying to push me away for another stroke. I started working in and out of her, driving my cock into her over and over, her tunnel walls caressing my cock and my mushroom head teasing her walls. In and out I plunged, my strokes enhanced by her rocking hips, her knees pulling up to slide her feet closer to her ass to help lift herself toward me. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck yes," she moaned as I drove her closer to climax with each stroke. "I'm going to come. God damn I'm going to come!" she cried, her legs starting to tremble. She continued to lift as I pushed into her, her nipples rubbing against my chest as they rocked and rolled with my impacts. "FUUUUUUCK!" she cried loudly as her body jerked under me, her pussy contracting around me as little spasms raced up and down her body.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned as I kissed her neck in that tender spot she liked so much after she came. She grabbed my hips and pulled them, also lifting her feet to my ass and pulling me hard into her as her body continued to jerk and twitch under me. I lay on top of her for long seconds before she eased her grip and then let her feet slide off of me. "Okay. So you know how I like to be fucked," she breathed as she lay under me.
"That's because I love you and we've been together for so many years," I whispered.
"I don't know what that has to do with love," she answered quietly.
"Would a man who didn't love you take so much care making love to you? Take the time to find all your favorite spots?"
"Probably not."
"Definitely not. I do love you. I always have and I always will."
"Okay. You love me. Now what? How do I forget all this?"
"Who says you have to forget? Why not make it work for us? You love lingerie. I love seeing you in it. Just think of all the fun we could have with a selection like this."
"Uh huh. And what do I have to do to get all this free lingerie?"
"Just forgive him. And if you want, we can all three play sometimes," Dena said, finally getting into the conversation.
"Play?"
"Sure. I'm not asking for a lot. Just once in a while the three of us can play a bit."
"Play. As in have sex?"
"Yeah. A little. Hell, Nancy. We've shared him in every other way for the last ten years. Isn't it about time we pay him back for all the favors you've always asked him to do for me? And he never complained. He just did it because he loved you and you asked him to. Come on. How much more love can he show you than that?"
"Okay. We'll try it. But if I start to feel that he's not one hundred percent mine, I'll put an end to this whole thing."
"I wouldn't want it any other way," Dena said with a smile, giving me a wink.
I felt a bit relieved that at least my marriage wasn't going to be over. I just wondered what life was going to be like with three women trying to get into my pants, my wife, Dena and if I wasn't mistaken her daughter as well. I should have stood my ground and gone fishing!
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William was a quiet man. He always had been, at least as far as his neighbors could tell. He was a good neighbor, always ready with a wave and a smile. Always ready to lend a hand to a neighbor if needed. Crystal had been a regular recipient of his help ever since her divorce almost ten years ago. If the mower refused to start, a faucet suddenly decided to change its role to that of a shower head, a flat tire in the morning when she was always rushed to get the kids out the door and head to work. Yes, William had always been willing to help and never asked anything in return but a smile and a thank you.
Yes, William was the kind of neighbor everyone wanted. But much changed in such a short period of time. His ever effervescent wife Katy became ill and all too suddenly was gone. It only took a few short weeks for his ready smile to disappear and his strength to visibly fade. He was only fifty, a little less than twenty years older than Crystal, but now his body language was that of a man much older. She watched as he slowly faded into the home next door, coming out only to go to work or do some badly needed yard work. The many gardens of his yard, once replete with colorful flowers, were now mostly barren dirt patches, clumps of weeds growing in their usual disorderly fashion.
Seven months had passed since that black day in his life and Crystal was determined to pay back some of the friendship she had received from him over the years. He had never asked for anything back for his help, regardless of the time or the type of emergency. He had never been anything but a perfect gentleman, even when her spandex workout clothes were soaking wet from the spraying faucet she was trying desperately to stem. Even then, when it obvious to her that he had indeed noticed all of her curves and valleys, he stayed the perfect gentleman, trying hard not to stare. Part of her had wished that he had been less than gentlemanly, at least that time. Seeing that huge bulge in his soaking wet pants had made her think thoughts of him she hadn't before. Thoughts that certainly weren't appropriate to think about a married man.
But that was then. This was now. Now was her chance to try and repay some of the kindness he had shown her for these last years. Now was her chance to draw out that younger looking, energetic man still existing in that quickly aging shell. He was way too nice of a man to allow him to fade away this way. Even if she wasn't his type, she still hoped she could coax him back into the world again, giving him a chance to meet someone that could make that happy face shine again.
William sat in his favorite recliner, staring at the screen of his laptop. He had always loved to write, with several novels to his credit. Writing wasn't a living, that came from his work as an engineer. Writing was a love he had, as strong and passionate as the love he had held for his wife of twenty eight years. Of course that was before. Before she suddenly got ill, before the two weeks in the hospital, before he had to watch her slowly fade in front of his eyes, helpless to do anything, watching until her body was too weak to even breathe on her own. When the light went out in her eyes it also went out for so many parts of his life. His pastor admonished him to not live in the past. Accept that she had moved on to her place in heaven. Now it was time for him to move on as well. She wouldn't have wanted him to waste away, a tired lonely man. That isn't what she would have wanted. But he was finding it incredibly difficult to "move on". Everything seemed harder. Cooking meals alone, cleaning alone, living alone. It all seemed too hard some days. Today he chose to pull out his computer for the first time in many months and dust off the book he had been working on. Maybe today was the day to start writing again.
Of course, today wasn't the day. Today was definitely NOT the day to start writing again. He sat and stared at the computer screen, the cursor blinking silently, accusingly, at him. "Write. Go ahead and try!" it seemed to mock him. He sighed again as he sat in his workout shorts and t-shirt. Neither being worn for anything remotely like working out, but simply for comfort. It was how he used to sit and write. Of course writing often led to other things. His wife would walk by and kiss him or tease him by flashing her breasts. She loved to try and distract him from his writing, not because she was mean, but because she knew that when he wrote he was at his most passionate, and that translated into long gentle passionate love making. The kind she loved, not just because it made her feel good, but because it made her feel his love through her whole body. He smiled to himself at the thought of the last time they were together that way, an interlude in his writing that started when she walked up in front of him and took her shirt off on a Saturday afternoon, walking away without looking back, knowing he would be following close behind. He continued to smile at the thought of her pushing her sweat pants off and stepping out of them as she walked down the hall, finally tossing aside her bra so that all she had on when she stepped into the bedroom was a pair of tiny bikini panties.
He almost growled as his reminiscing was interrupted by the doorbell. He set his computer aside and walked to the door, a little surprised at the hardness in his shorts, especially given how little time has passed since... "Hello?" he asked as he pulled the front door open, standing behind it to partly block his hardened cock and partly to keep his barely dressed body from freezing in the cold November wind swirling in the door.
"Hi William," Crystal said pleasantly, standing on the other side of the door, bundled up in a long heavy coat, scarf, mittens and high leather boots. She stood expectantly, holding an aluminum foil covered tray in her hands.
"Hi," he answered quietly. It had been months since he'd even said hello to her in the yard, so seeing her on the other side of his door was even more of a surprise.
"Can I come in?" she asked tentatively.
"Uh. Sure," he answered, pulling the door open farther for her to step in, which she did.
"So the boys and I made some cookies and we thought you might enjoy some," she said as he closed the door behind her.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I was pretty sure that you said chocolate chip were your favs!" she said brightly, turning to face him, her eyes traveling down to the very noticeable tent in the front of his workout shorts. She worked to stifle a smile as she stood there, suddenly feeling very warm in all sorts of places.
"Um. Yeah, they are. Thanks," he said quietly as she pushed the tray toward him. He reached out and took it from him awkwardly.
"Why don't you take those to the kitchen before you drop 'em," she said with a smile. "The boys would be disappointed if the floor got them instead of you."
"Sure," he said, stepping past her and walking across the living room toward the kitchen. He looked behind himself and saw her following, but withheld comment, not wanting to be rude.
"Boy. It's pretty warm in here," she said, pulling her coat off as she walked. He looked over his shoulder to see her in a tight fitting dress, the black skirt only extending to the middle of her thighs and the red top hugging her large round breasts, exposing a significant sea of creamy white cleavage between them.
"Yeah. It seems I enjoy the warmth more than the cold in my old age," William answered her as he stepped into the kitchen, trying not to look back at her.
"Oh. Well, looks like you've been a few days without a dishwasher. Why don't I help with those?" she said pleasantly as she stepped into the kitchen and saw the dishes in the sink from the last three days.
"I've been a bit lazy," he mumbled as she stepped past him and strode purposefully toward the sink, her high heel boots clomping across the hardwood floor. "You shouldn't. I mean, it might ruin your dress," he said quickly, suddenly feeling uncomfortable.
She turned to look at him, his previous thoughts having left his body open to the thoughts suddenly pushing his mind to examine her body. He knew he shouldn't, but his body didn't really give him much of a choice. His eyes moved up and down her well curved form, barely hearing her reply before she turned back to the sink and began running water. He stood on the other side of the island, trying to will his suddenly rock hard cock down as he watched her ass end wiggle back and forth as she washed the dishes and set them in the drainer. She was talking away about something that barely registered, until she turned again to face him, both hands covered in white foamy suds.
"So, what do you think? We'd love to have you come over," she asked with a grin.
"Ummmm," William responded, trying to act as if he were thinking, when in fact he had no idea what she had just asked.
"You didn't hear a word I said, did you?" she asked with a sweet smile. "My own fault I guess, wearing something this tight," she added, wiggling her butt playfully before turning back to the sink. As she worked she wiggled more intentionally, working on a large pot that was in the sink.
"Um. No. Not your fault at all. I was just lost in thought," he finally managed to croak out.
"Pleasant thoughts I hope. Well anyway. Dinner Thursday. Two o'clock?" she asked without looking back again. "We'd really love to pay you back a little for all the nice things you've done for the boys and me over the years."
"Um," he mumbled as she turned to look at him again. "Thanksgiving?"
"Sure. Why not?" she said cheerfully. "Come on. You have to say yes!" she said stepping away from the counter with her hands still covered in soap. She stepped around the island and did her best not to stare at how far out his shorts had tented, so far in fact that the elastic waistband had started to gap away from his surprisingly firm stomach. "You've done so much for us these last years, let me help pay some of that back."
"I guess. I mean the kids are going to be at their other families this year. I have an invite to Jennifer's but I was going to turn it down. Just not really into celebrating," he said quietly, trying not to look down at the creamy valley of white breast that was so well framed by the deep cut neck of the red top. Even without looking he felt like his cock was threatening to bust out of his pants.
"Good!" she said, leaning toward him suddenly and wrapping her arms around him, soapy hands and all. She hugged him tightly, pressing his biceps between her breasts for a few moments before stepping back and walking back over to the sink, a broad smile on her face. She continued to wash the dishes, placing them in the drainer by the sink, almost surprised when he stepped next to her, towel in hand, and began drying the dishes and putting them away in the pantry. She looked down and could see that he had adjusted what she knew had to be a quite large cock in his shorts, making it less evident, but no less spectacular to her mind's eye. She really shouldn't be thinking the way she was, but damn, it was a nice looking cock, considering she couldn't see much except the bulge, and she hadn't had any cock in her hands, mouth or pussy in...well way too long! She stood, washing the rest of the dishes, careful to allow some of the water to splash on her top, knowing that the lack of a bra under the thin red material would quickly stand out.
"The boys will be thrilled!" she said with a smile, turning toward him slightly, her breasts swaying in the red shirt, the damp material clinging tightly to the front of both D cup breasts. "They really hate it when we have to have thanksgiving dinner alone."
"Yeah?" he asked, looking down and noticing that the wet material of her top clung tightly to her breasts, clearly outlining large puckered areola on the front of each breast, along with obviously hard nipples in the center of each.
"UH huh," she said brightly. "They miss having a man around."
"Well, I'm sure a good looking woman like you has lots of guys panting after her," he said brusquely, suddenly chastising himself for having lustful thoughts about his neighbor.
"Oh trust me, there are plenty of those. But most of them are only after what's under the skirt. Once they realize I have two pre-teen boys, they run faster than a jackrabbit with his cotton tail on fire!" she said with a giggle.
"Well, their loss," he said, reaching for another plate and starting to dry it.
"You think so?" she asked, unconsciously pushing her chest out at him a bit, the warmth between her legs growing significantly more than she would have thought possible.
"Yeah. Your boys are really good boys, and their mother is darn good looking," he said with a chuckle, drawing a larger smile from her.
"I'm glad you think so," she said sweetly, turning back to the sink. She dipped her hands into the water, felt around and pulled out the last dish. With a little grin to herself, she rinsed the bowl and held it out for him to take, making sure to tilt it as he took it from her hand, dumping the small amount of water out onto her breasts. It didn't take long, the small amount of water flowing down her breasts and saturating the red top of her dress. She grinned to herself, knowing the effect it would have, confident her nipples were showing even more. "Oops!" she squeaked, pretending it was an accident.
"Oh damn!" he said quickly, embarrassed that he had accidently dumped water down her front. He almost dropped the bowl setting it on the counter and reached out with the towel pressing it against her firm round tits, and then just as quickly pulling it back. "Oh damn. Sorry!" he muttered, turning bright red at the realization of what he had just done.
"It's fine," she answered, trying and failing to completely suppress her smile as she reached for his hands and took the towel from him. She was tempted at that moment to pull his hands along with the towel, but the look on his face was all the warning she needed that he just wasn't ready for anything like that. She pressed the towel to her chest, trying to soak the water from her shirt, surprised at where her own mind had suddenly gone. She'd come over to return some friendship, not seduce him, though the thought was extremely attractive to her at the moment.
"I really should get another towel," he mumbled, quickly walking from the kitchen so fast he was almost running.
She giggled to herself as she dried the front of her dress with the towel. She was still dabbing at the front of her dress, the wet material clinging to every bump and curve of her areola and nipples, when he walked back into the kitchen with a large bath towel.
"I'm so sorry!" he said again, holding the towel out for her, unable to not stare at her boobs in the thin red material.
"It's fine," she said, taking the towel. "Maybe I should get out of this dress?"
"Oh. I don't think that's a good idea," he said quickly. "I mean, you shouldn't...Oh damn," he mumbled as she reached behind her back and pulled the zipper of the dress down. She shrugged her shoulders, wiggling the red material of the short sleeves down her arms, the large expanse of creamy white cleavage growing with each wiggle as the top of the dress worked its way farther down her chest and arms. The top of her dress slipped down far enough for her to free one arm from the short sleeve, quickly crossing it across her now exposed right breast. She wiggled her other arm, letting the dress fall down that arm as well, falling as far as the towel held in her hand, the material hanging loosely around her waist. With one arm across her bare breasts and the other holding the towel she seemed at a loss for what to do. With a quick look at William, she dropped her arm, completely exposing both breasts as she switched hands with the towel. The smile never left her face as she unfolded the towel and draped it across her chest, wrapping the material around her body.
The towel extended from just above her nipples down to just above the hem of the black skirt. She watched his eyes as, judging his reaction as she let go of the towel and reached to the hem of the skirt, slowly pulling it downward, inching the black and red dress down her body until it slipped down her legs by its own weight. She stepped from it, squatting down to pick up the pile of material, her knees pointed in his direction as she did. She tossed the wet dress on the seat of one of the kitchen chairs, looking up at him, sure he could see up under the towel if he looked. She just wasn't sure he'd looked. But then again...
William felt a bit embarrassed as she bared her chest to him while she spent what felt like minutes, unfolding the towel and wrapping it around her body. He could feel his hardon fighting to tent out the material of his shorts and push its way out toward her sexy body. He shook his head to try and clear the thoughts of lust from his mind as she wiggled her hips and tugged the dress hem, pulling the black and red dress down from under the towel. Part of him hoped the towel would come off as well, revealing her naked body, but it didn't. She squatted down, glancing up at him briefly as she picked up her dress, a splash of red showing between her legs in the few brief moments he could see under the towel.
She stood back up, the dress in her hand. "I suppose I should go," she said quietly, almost shyly.
"Um. Yeah, probably," William answered, at that moment wishing she would do anything but.
She walked to where she laid her coat and slipped it on, wrapping the scarf around her neck. She zipped the coat up the front and then turned to face him. "My boys will wonder why I'm getting home in a towel," she said with a girlish giggle.
"You don't have to," he blurted out, immediately regretting his hasty remark. It was his sudden lust talking. His body demanding from him things he had no intention of allowing it.
With a crooked little grin, she reached up under the bottom of the coat and tugged on the bottom of the towel, pulling it down and out of her coat. "I suppose I don't at that." She giggled again handing him the towel and leaving herself naked under the coat except for her panties.
William didn't reply as she turned and walked to the front door and opened it, letting the cold in again. "See you Thursday then!" she said brightly before disappearing into the cold and closing the door behind herself. He tossed the towel onto the back of the chair that had held her coat. He looked down at his shorts, the front tented out and his engorged head trying its best to poke up from the waistband of the shorts. He sat down in his chair and pulled the front of his shorts down, exposing his fully hard nine inch shaft. He closed his eyes, his mind recalling the roundness of her completely bare breasts, the pink of her puckered round areola and shape of her protruding nipples. It only took a few strokes before his body spasmed and ropes of sticky white cum lanced up into the air, falling back down onto his hand and groin. He groaned softly to himself at the thought of her hand on his cock, stroking each new surge of cum out to splatter on her full round soft tits.
After several minutes he released his now soft cock and pushed himself up from the chair. It only took a few minutes to change into fresh shorts and wash himself up. He sat back down at the computer, looked once again at the flashing cursor and began typing, words flowing unexpectedly easy, so easy that his fingers had trouble keeping up with his racing mind.
To say the week went slowly was an understatement, and it was a short week at that. Only three work days, each of which seemed to drag on inexplicably long. His evenings flew by surprisingly quickly, at least the part after he completed his daily chores. His workout, washing dishes, one load of laundry, fifteen minutes of house cleaning, dinner and then sitting down in front of the TV with his computer. The words of his novel seemed to flow from him, his mind placing him deep in the story he was writing. He didn't even feel like he was writing, he was just thinking the story he was living in his mind. When he wrote he never really knew where the story was going, what it was going to end up like. He just started with a kernel of an idea and then let his mind build the story day by day. For reasons he really wasn't sure of, his mind had woven a new character into the science fiction tale, a young woman. Each night as he sat and wrote he could see her role in the story grow, and with it her attachment to the main male character.



Thursday morning came. Thanksgiving day. William didn't have to work, and his only plans for the day were to do some writing and then, somewhat hesitantly, go to Crystal's for thanksgiving dinner. This would be the first time in thirty years that he wouldn't be spending it with his wife and children. His kids would all show up tomorrow, but today, today would be hard enough alone, let alone trying to make polite conversation with Crystal and her boys.
He turned on some pop music for background noise, never able to concentrate in a silent environment. He settled into his chair, turned on his computer and read the last few paragraphs he had written the night before.
Demora stepped from the shower tube in the cramped quarters, the mist having cleaned her body but done nothing for cooling her inexplicable desires for the young captain. It was truly a small ship, even smaller than her own cruiser. His equally small crew had ignored her, completely dedicated to their tasks and his commands. She hadn't expected to end up here. In fact, she had not even thought it remotely within the realm of possibility. But here she was, his prisoner, of sorts.
She still didn't know what spell he had cast or drug he had slipped her to make her desire him so, to agree to come onto his ship as his...play thing. A part of her still fought deep inside, struggling to push the animalistic desires from her mind, but her body betrayed her at every attempt. She could feel the heat deep within her as she lay back on the small bunk, her bare skin tingling with anticipation as she waited for him to return.
He WAS good looking. Clearly a strong leader. But he wasn't what she truly wanted. She had no doubt that when he was done with her, he would discard her like any used up toy, but for now, she lay, her nipples erect and her pussy aching to be filled. She lay waiting, thinking, feeling the desire surge through her body. She knew it wasn't real, that it was induced from the outside. But no drug or spell could truly purge her true desire. The desire to be with another. A man far from her at this moment, but so close in other ways. She knew he desired her as well, but so far had refused to act on those desires. One day he would act on that, one day he would take her. One day he would fill that ache between her legs with his own strength and hardness. One day she would feel him against her bare body, would feel his lips against hers and would feel his breath mingling with her own as they spun and floated in zero gravity, making long slow passionate love.
But for now, her body desired to be touched, kissed and yes, taken deeply by the captain's hard member. She could only hope that he was as good in bed as he was at commanding his crew.
He stared at the cursor at the end of the final sentence and with a smile to himself, began to quickly type out the words as they formed in his mind.
Thanksgiving day always started with a busy morning. She loved cooking, and it showed in her preparations. The turkey was ready to go into the oven. No cooking bag for her. No, her turkey would be lovingly basted every half hour, the juices, filled with spices and flavor poured back over the cooking bird so it could be absorbed into the meat, keeping it moist and tender. The stuffing, potatoes, freshly made cranberry sauce, rolls, and of course, the gravy, would be equally well tended. Fresh pumpkin pie was already complete, sitting on the counter to cool. With the food as prepared as it could be, she headed up to the bathroom to shower and dress.
She slipped off her robe and night shirt, stepping into the bathroom as bare as the day she was born. She couldn't help but think about how full the bulge in his shorts had been each time she got naked. Her body seemed to have a mind of its own along those lines. She knew he wasn't looking for sex, that he was still deeply attached to his late wife. Just the same she couldn't help but think about how he looked at her when her top got wet. It was naughty, to say the least, what she did after that. She wasn't even sure why she had done it, but she had. Her body took over her thinking, and she teased him with her body, watching his reactions, watching his body respond to the sights and touch of hers.
She stepped into the shower, the hot water spraying down on her, the little tingles of the droplets pelting against her skin failing to drown the tingles suddenly racing through her body as she thought about the outline of his hardon through his shorts. "Oh god," she moaned softly, one hand gently teasing her left nipple while the other slipped between her legs. She felt her full round lips with her fingers, stroking gently across them, first down between her legs and then back up again, her fingers stroking the soft shaved skin. "Yessssss," she hissed softly to herself as she pressed her fingers deeper between her lips, feeling the hot wetness that wasn't from the shower spray. She drew the slippery liquid along with her finger, up the length of her slit and across her hard sensitive clit.
"That's it baby. Lick my pussy," she cooed softly, coaxing the mental image of his face down between her legs. She could feel his hot tongue tease between her lips, pressing deep inside her, tasting her juices before sliding along her pubic bone and flicking quickly across her clit. Each time she stroked her fingers between her own lips she imagined his tongue stroking her, making her body respond, her back arching, her pussy pushing toward his face. "Oh god yesssss," she hissed softly as she pushed one of her fingers deep into herself, imagining it was his cock. A second finger joined the first, pushing in and out of her deep soft tunnel, her juices lubricating her own fingers as she arched her back and bowed her legs to push deeper. "Fuck me baby," she moaned softly, her mind picturing him lying on top of her, supported by his strong arms above her, his chest gently brushing against her own. She could feel his chest gently rubbing her rock hard nipples as he rocked himself, plunging his engorged cock into her over and over again, pushing her orgasm towards its pinnacle.
"OH FUCK!" she squeaked loudly in the shower as her own fingers brought on the final ecstasy her mind and body demanded. She stood under the spray for long minutes, reveling in the sensations, the water cascading over her head and long hair. Her fingers may have completed the journey, but she knew that the journey started from a desire for him. A desire for a sweet man she had known for years. A man she had lusted for once long ago, but now desired even more. Until now she hadn't realized just exactly how badly she wanted to feel his hands on her, his mouth kissing hers, his tongue teasing her lips and his obviously large cock pushing deep inside her.
She knew he'd pleased his wife. She'd seen them out the bedroom window one summer evening in their back yard when they thought no one was awake to see them. She watched as he teased her body with his mouth, kissing and licking all over until she came, and then finally pressing his cock into her, driving into her over and over in long slow but powerful strokes. Each stroke made her move on the chaise lounge, his strong strokes pushing into her until her body could take no more of him in. She lay back, gasping and moaning softly, probably louder than she planned, but unable to contain her pleasure as he drove her to a second powerful climax before climaxing with her.
She washed quickly, feeling the water starting to cool. Rinsing the soap from her hair and body. With a smile on her lips, she patted herself dry and then gently rubbed scented body powder over her body. She let her hands wander around her own body, spreading the soft powder, wondering what it would feel like for his hands to touch her like this. Would he do it? Would he rub her all over, spreading the soft powder on her, or would he just sit back and watch, his cock hardening as she displayed her body for him, hoping, waiting, wanting him to step forward and take her in his strong arms. She could imagine his arousal as he watched her, the teasing it would cause. She wondered if it would be soft or strong. If he would take her back to the bed or if he would just lift her up, setting her butt on the counter and taking her right there. She sighed, wondering if she would ever find out, as she stepped from the bathroom and walked to the dresser.
She rifled through her underclothes, trying to decide what to wear, or even if she should wear anything. She wondered if she could arrange for him to see her body again, to flash more of herself to entice him further. She wondered if what she would wear would be an invitation or scare him away. She finally chose a small powder blue thong that covered almost nothing, and a powder blue lace bra she hadn't worn in many many years. A bra that would let much of her show through. She hoped he'd have an opportunity to see it.
William got up from his chair, frustrated. He had to rewrite that last section three times to get it down to something that he could actually publish. His first attempt read more like a porn novel than a science fiction novel. He wasn't sure what drove that particular section, but Demora's interaction with the young captain had been intense and extremely graphic. Not exactly the norm for one of his books. He threw away seven whole pages and tried a second time, which also ended up being still too graphic. The third time he felt like he got closer, but it was still too graphic. He wanted the reader to feel the emotion in their tryst. He wanted the reader to be able to envision themselves in the tryst. He wanted the tryst to be erotic without being smutty. He felt like he failed.
The whole section seemed to have been driven by his desires for Crystal. He tried hard to not think of her, but it seemed like the more he wrote the more he wrote what he wanted to do with her into the story. He did better the second time, but again, the mental images his words drew in his mind were far more detailed and graphic than he could ever allow into the final book. He managed to tone it down more the third try, trimming the seven pages into five and removing the more graphic sections. He put the laptop to sleep and set it aside to head up to shower and get ready.
He stepped into the shower and let the cool water flow over him. By the time he got done writing he was surprisingly turned on. His cock stuck out rigidly as he closed his eyes, the image of her bare breasts immediately springing forth. In his mind's eye he could still see every bump and wrinkle of her slightly puffed out areola and her rock hard protruding nipples. He so badly wanted to reach out at that moment, to cup both soft mounds and slide his thumbs back and forth across each nipple, teasing the hard nubs to push her obvious excitation even higher. He wasn't sure why she would be turned on by a man so much older than she was, but as his hand stroked his own cock in the cascading water the more animalistic portion of his mind, the portion driven by and driving the hormones flowing through him took over.
He groaned as he imagined himself pushing her dress down, exposing more of her, leaving her in nothing but those sexy knee high boots and her panties. In his mind he pulled her to him, leaning his head down to kiss her as she pushed his shorts down, freeing his rock hard cock. He could feel her hands wrap around his shaft, slowly stroking him as he pressed his lips to hers, feeling their softness and tasting her breath as his hands slipped down her back to her round firm ass, squeezing and kneading it as she stroked him, her hands wrapped around his shaft, sliding up and down, one hand sliding over his head with each stroke.
"Oh fuck," he groaned as his cock exploded, the pent up cum from his last several hours of writing, jetting out in shot after shot that splattered on the shower wall. "God I'm an idiot!" he groaned as he stood in the cool spray, letting the sudden emotional and hormonal flood seep from his body. "No way she's really interested in me. My lack of sex is just getting to me," he growled to himself.
He turned the water off and climbed out, quickly drying off. It only took a few moments to shave his whiskers off, pat a little Old Spice aftershave on and then head to the bedroom. He dug in the drawer, looking at the pairs of boxers, pulling out a pair of blue silk ones his wife had given him years ago, a pair they used just for play. He tossed them back into the drawer and pulled out a pair of sensible black cotton boxers. From his closet he pulled a pair of black cargo pocket slacks and then pulled on a cream colored Polo. He never really had any fashion sense, but his wife had managed over the years to teach him at least which colors to not wear together. He pulled on a pair of white socks and then his calf length pointy toed cowboy boots he only wore for special occasions.
The weather forced him to pull out the heavy coat before walking next door, but that didn't prevent him from being at her door at two, as requested. He knocked nervously, not even sure why he was nervous. It was just dinner. She was just being friendly. His breath caught in his throat as she opened the door, looking like an angel in the powder blue wrap around dress, her long blond hair cascading around her shoulders in long twisting curls. Her lips were deep red, obviously painted with lipstick, her skin looked soft and smooth. She wore black knee high, high heel boots, powder blue socks sticking up out of the top, leaving her creamy legs exposed from her knees to the middle of her thighs, where the wrap around dress began. The top of the dress dipped down between her breasts in a deep V that spread as it went up until the dress looped over her shoulders, looking like it might slip off her shoulders at any moment. A small gold pendant hung down into the V of her creamy breasts, hanging by a thin gold chain looped around her neck. She looked every bit ready to go out on the town, not serve up a family thanksgiving dinner.
"Come on in!" she gushed with a huge smile on her face. The look on his face as he obviously surveyed her careful preparations made every minute worth it. She had spent considerable time after she put on her sexy underwear curling her hair and putting on just the right amount of makeup. Yes, it was all worth it to see that look on his face. She took his coat and hung it on a hook behind the door she had just closed. He stood there, fidgeting uncomfortably as she turned back to face him. "So, the boys are in the den watching some football. Would you like to join them while I finish getting dinner ready?" she asked, stepping next to him. She slipped her arm around his waist and pressed her side to his as she steered him down the hall toward the den.
"Hey Mister C!" the boys called almost in unison as the two walked into the den, Jason, the younger of the two elbowing his older brother with a grin on his face as he saw his mom walking with her hip against William's.
"Hi boys. How's the game?" he asked as Crystal slipped her arm from around his waist and stood on her tip toes to give him a quick kiss on the cheek. He blushed as she disappeared from the room, Jason elbowing his big brother again with a stupid grin on his face.
William felt embarrassed at Crystal's quick kiss. His cheek warm where her lips touched him, not from her heat, but from the blush he felt spreading down his neck as he walked the last few steps to the sofa and sat down on the end, just past Robert, her older son.
"The Lions are losing again. But that's nothing new," Robert said, trying hard to ignore his younger brother's grinning.
"How bad?" William asked.
"Only down by three. They're trying hard but they keep hurting themselves with penalties," he answered.
"Yeah they have a habit of doing that," William joked back. "You're not rooting for them are you?"
"Naw," Robert said with a wave of his hand. "I'm waiting for the later game when the Cowboys play."
"That should be a good game," William agreed.
"Yeah. Jason and I are going over to Billy's for that game. A bunch of us are getting together to watch the Cowboys kill the Eagles" Robert said with clear excitement in his voice.
"Yeah, that should be a good one," William agreed before the three went silent to watch the game.
"Boys. Time to eat!" Crystal called from the kitchen. The boys immediately got up and practically ran to the kitchen, while William got up and walked at a more reserved pace. He arrived in the kitchen and saw the table set with turkey and all the trimmings. The boys sitting on two corners of the rectangular table, Crystal standing beautifully by a chair on the far end of the table. "You want to sit here William?" she asked sweetly, pulling the chair out.
"Sure," he answered, walking toward her, around the side of the table with her as yet unused seat. He stopped behind the empty chair and pulled it out. "After you though," he said politely. He knew he was a guest, but he was still a gentleman after all.
Crystal settled in her chair and William helped push her into the table and then moved to his own chair a few feet away, a broad smile on her face as he sat down.
Dinner was uneventful, well mostly so. William struggled to maintain his train of thought during the discussions because Crystal kept moving her foot or leg to touch his under the table, a game he would have well played as a teenager. Each time her foot or leg touched his, it seemed to ratchet up the hardness of his cock until he felt like it was going to burst out of his pants. Fortunately the boys finished and were excused before he had to get up.
"Why don't you go with the boys and watch the game. I'll clean up here."
"Are you sure?" William asked her.
"Sure. The Lions game has to be almost over. Might as well catch the end. Unless there's some other reason you want to just sit here."
"Well, maybe I just want to keep you company?" he said hopefully.
"Uh huh," she said leaning across the corner of the table toward him so her face was only a foot or so from his. "You sure there isn't some other reason you're hesitant to get up?"
"Um, no. Why?" he answered, hoping the whole conversation would end.
"Maybe because you're embarrassed?" she said in a whisper, a smile in her face.
"Embarrassed?"
"You don't have to be you know. It's flattering to a woman to know that just a simple touch under the table would have such an effect."
"I'm really not sure what you mean," he lied, blushing and giving away to her that he knew exactly what she meant.
"Are you sure?" she asked softly, getting up from the table. She smiled down at him as she stepped around behind his chair and leaned over, her curly hair ticking his blushing cheek as her hands slipped onto his shoulders. "Unless you have a log in your pants, I'd say that my touch turned you on," she whispered.
"Uh. Well, maybe a little," he admitted with a gulp, hoping she wouldn't push the issue any further.
"If that's a little, I'd love to see a lot," she breathed so quietly into his ear that he wasn't sure he'd heard it. He closed his eyes, trying to will his cock down when her soft red lips brushed his cheek, gently kissing his skin and leaving his cheek feeling so much hotter than it had been moments before. "Yeah. I wouldn't mind at all seeing what a lot looks like. Maybe some time you'll have to let me have a look, since you've already had a look at my boobs," she whispered in that soft breath again, making his already hard cock strain to force its way out of his pants.
"We really shouldn't be doing this," William said, trying to be stern but losing to the hormones suddenly surging through his body. He turned his head toward her and she planted her lips on his, her soft lips pressing to his momentarily before sucking his lower lip with hers. "Oh damn," he moaned softly as she kissed him again.



"You like?" she whispered before kissing his lips again.
"Too much. Way too much," he moaned, reaching up and gently trying to push her away. This really wasn't right. He knew he was way too old for her. She needed to find a man her same age, not an old widower. "I think I better go use the bathroom," he mumbled, suddenly pushing himself up from the chair and walking quickly down the hall toward the bathroom, his pants bulging out with excitement.
Crystal stood at the chair he had so recently vacated. She hoped she hadn't scared him. She honestly didn't know what to make of his reaction. But then she really didn't know what to make of her reaction. She hadn't intended to do that. She hadn't intended on making such an overt sexual innuendo. Innuendo hell, she flat said she wanted to see his cock, didn't she? What had come over her? What had possessed her to be so forward and blunt? She'd be lucky if he didn't just leave! STUPID! She admonished herself as she pushed herself angrily away from the back of the chair she was still holding and turned to start working on putting food away. She heard him come out of the bathroom after several long minutes. She half expected to hear him head out the front door. She stood at the sink waiting for the sound of the door, hoping she didn't hear it, even though she couldn't explain to herself why she wanted him to stay so badly.
"I'm sorry," she heard him say from across the kitchen. "I didn't mean to run off like that."
"It's okay. I shouldn't have said what I did," she answered without turning around, standing at the counter where she had been cutting the remaining turkey off the carcass and putting it in to a storage container. She waited for him to reply, holding her breath for long seconds before he finally answered, only feet behind her instead of at the kitchen door.
"It's fine. It just...well, surprised me I guess," he said quietly, reaching around her, his hands closing on hers, holding the large carving knife and fork. He stood there for long seconds, his body gently bumping against hers, but not making any effort to press the issue, or himself against her. She wanted to push back against him, but was afraid to scare him again. "Why don't you let me do this?" he whispered, moving his hands on hers to set the knife and fork down.
"If you want to," she said barely above a whisper. She felt almost light headed with his body brushing against hers. She stood there, the fork and knife now on the counter, his hands still resting on hers as she moved them to the edge of the counter. She pushed back ever so slightly, pushing her ass against him, feeling the bulge in his pants again. She stood there, unsure what to do next as he stood with his hands now on the edge of the counter next to hers, but no longer holding hers. She took a nervous breath and then turned within his arms, the space between the counter and his body barely wide enough for her to make the move to face him. She suddenly found herself standing with her ass against the counter and her full round chest pressing lightly against his chest, their deep, rhythmic yet nervous breathing rubbing her nipples through the thin material of her dress, making her nipples grow harder by the second.
"I guess I better start working on this," he finally said after what felt like hours to her.
"Um. Yeah," she said breathlessly, still not moving, unable to get her feet to lift from the kitchen floor.
"You smell nice," he said as breathlessly as she felt.
"Thank you," she whispered, reaching her hands from where they hung uselessly at her sides to his hips. "I picked it special for you."
"Thank you. I like it," he answered as she moved her hands up his sides, gently working her hands around to his back, her hands finally ending up at his shoulder blades. She wanted desperately at that moment to pull him tighter to her body, to lift her head and kiss his lips, but all she could do was stand there, frozen, hoping he wanted that as well. He started to lean down, started to press his body against hers harder, trapping her ass against the kitchen counter and his chest to hers. She could feel his breathing press his chest harder and softer against her rock hard nipples. She tilted her head up toward his as he lowered his down slightly. It wasn't much, only a few fractions of an inch, but she could see it was there. She could see in his eyes, if only for a moment, that he wanted her. She pulled gently with her hands as she lifted herself on her toes slightly, tilting her own head so their noses wouldn't collide. He paused, frozen in apparent indecision, his face only a few short inches from hers.
It only took a few inches, two at most, to bring her lips to his. He stood frozen, neither helping nor backing away as she moved those last two inches, bringing her lips against his gently. She opened her mouth slightly, feeling his lips with hers, feeling the pressure of her soft lips against his, feeling his breath mingle with hers. He answered her moves, his lips gently brushing against hers before she pressed her lips harder to his, her tongue slipping out and teasing his lips to coax him to open his mouth. He did. She pressed her tongue between his now open lips until it found his tongue and then teased it decidedly. For a moment she felt him tense, her hands felt his back grow stiff, almost as if he were going to pull away. She eased the kiss, pulling her lips back to only brush his, her tongue now back in her own mouth. She gently sucked on his lower lip, bringing the faintest of moans from his lips before he did straighten.
"We probably shouldn't be doing this," he whispered breathlessly.
"Why not? We're both single."
"I know," he said slightly louder, as if his mind were made up that this soft interlude was at an end. "I better cut this bird up, or you'll be in here for hours."
"In a minute," she whispered, not letting him back away yet, the pressure of her hands on his shoulders and back holding him against her. She pulled tighter, squeezing him against her, pressing her tits hard into his chest as she pushed her pelvis toward him, his again hard cock pressing against her body just above her bare shaved mound. She thought she heard him moan as he pressed back for a moment, finally pushing back away from her, no longer letting her hold him to her. She let him go to step back and give her room to slip from between the counter and his body. Reluctantly she slipped her hands down his back to his ass and gently stroked across it a few times before withdrawing her hands and moving from in front of him. The disappointment inside her was every bit as strong as the desire had been moments before, the intensity of both a surprise.
William struggle momentarily to hold himself back. At that moment he nearly gave in. It would have been wrong, but for a few moments he didn't care. He was ready to reach out and touch her in so many places, to allow her to touch him the same way. He was still confused though. She couldn't possibly want him. He was too old, too slow and too unhappy to make a woman with her looks and personality happy. She needed to find a young man, someone her own age that could be a loving husband to her and a father to her boys. Not an old fart like him.
He picked up the knife and fork and gently worked on the bird, carefully trimming all the remaining meat from the turkey carcass. It didn't take long. He'd had a lot of practice. He dumped the pile of bones in the trash, put the knife and fork in the sink and turned to see Crystal wiping her hands off, her task for the moment complete.
"Come on. Let's go join the boys," she said, stepping beside him and looping her arm around his waist again. She pulled herself against him and gently steered him toward the den. "Got room for us boys?" she asked her sons as the two stepped into the den.
"Sure mom!" Robert answered while Jason elbowed him as he had before, a huge grin on his face. He punched his younger brother in the arm and then got up and moved from the sofa to an overstuffed chair, making room for the two of them to sit.
She steered William to the sofa and practically pushed him down on the end, sitting quickly next to him, trapping him between the arm of the sofa and her soft body. She pulled her legs up on the sofa, curling them under herself, her short blue dress pulling up her thighs more as she swiveled her body enough to lean against his side. She lifted his arm and slipped under it, letting it down around her shoulders so that she was snuggled against his side, a soft sigh slipping from her lips.
"Much better," she said softly.
To say he was uncomfortable was not quite accurate. He was extremely comfortable with how she felt against him. He was somewhat uncomfortable with doing this with her so close to his wife's passing. He was EXTREMLY uncomfortable doing this in front of her boys! He briefly wondered if she could feel how uncomfortable he was, and decided that if she did she was intentionally ignoring it.
They sat and watched the last few minutes of the game together, his stiffness relaxing somewhat as he got used to feeling her against him.
"Okay Mom. We're going over to Billy's," Robert said, getting up at the end of the game.
"Okay. I'll come get you later then. Let me know when you're ready to come home!" Crystal called after her two sons, already headed toward the front door. They paused long enough to pull on jackets before disappearing out the front door.
"You just let them go out like that?" William asked in surprise.
"Billy's house is only the next block over, almost behind yours on the other side. You know it. The blue house?"
"Ohhhhh. Yeah. Redhead?"
"Uh huh," Crystal said. "Redhead and tiny bikini. You can't tell me you haven't seen her out in the yard."
"Oh yeah. I guess I have at that," William answered, remembering the last time he had seen her, lying out in the yard summer before last, rubbing some kind of tanning oil on herself while he stood on the balcony on the back of his house. At the time he was pretty sure she knew she was being watched and was putting on a show for him. And a show it was. Her hands slipping down into her top on each side, letting each large round breast pop out of the miniscule top long enough for her to massage the oil into her nipples before covering them back up again. She spent a lot longer with her fingers in her bottom, rubbing herself in his sight until she climaxed, her back arching and her hips pushing toward him. Yeah, she had to know he was watching. But it was worth it. It led to some serious love making with his wife later in the day.
He had barely finished thinking about her when Crystal reached for his hand, pulling it down farther as she wiggled on the sofa, sliding her body down a bit farther, dropping her shoulder deeper into his side until she could pull his hand down into the V of her dress top. She shifted her hand to his wrist, pulling his arm down farther, until he could feel her lace covered breast inside the dress. He tried to pull his hand out but she held it in place. "Shhhhh. I want it there," she said softly, releasing his wrist and gently stroking her finger tips along his forearm.
He sat there, completely unable to pay attention to the start of the football game, his mind engrossed in the fact that he had his hand on that breast he had fantasized about. Almost of their own free will his fingers began to stroke side to side across the silky lace encasing the soft mound, his fingers bouncing across her hard nipple with each stroke. His mind was so engrossed in the sensations that he barely noticed her hand move to rest on his thigh.
Back and forth he stroked, half watching the game, and half playing the mental image of her naked breasts through his mind as his fingers stroked back and forth, working slight farther around the curves of her breast. He could feel her hand on his thigh, stroking in time with his fingers, her fingers working up and down the inside of his thigh, inching upwards toward his again rock hard shaft. He felt something hard with his fingers, his mind connecting the shape and feel with a small plastic clasp between the cups of the silky soft bra.
"You can open it if you want," she whispered softly. "I wore it just for you."
His fingers paused on the clasp, teased it with the tips of his fingers almost nervously. "We really shouldn't be doing this," he whispered back hoarsely as his fingers continued to tease around the hard plastic clasp. He knew all he needed to do was to press it between his finger and thumb and his hand would be on her bare breast.
She waited, feeling his fingers stroke across and around the hard plastic, clearly not comfortable with opening it, but at the same time not pulling away. She waited patiently, no longer paying any attention to the tv, but only to the feeling of his fingers on her breast and her fingers now stroking up and down the front of his pants, feeling his long hard shaft through the material. She wanted to rip his pants open and take his cock in her hand and mouth. She wanted to see and feel and taste his manhood, which she knew had to be large. She doubted, just from the feeling of him through his pants that she could ever take his whole length in her mouth, but that didn't bother her. She was confident she could pleasure him adequately without that.
She stroked and his fingers stroked, running back and forth across her breast, his fingers sending little tingles of pleasure all the way down to her sopping wet pussy each time his fingers bounced across her erect nipple, only to slide down around her soft mound to touch the clasp.
She closed her eyes as his hand changed positions, pushing slightly deeper, his fingers shifting position. She smiled to herself as she felt his fingers grasp the clasp and press the small release tab, the elastic band pulling quickly back to its upstretched size, pulling the lacy cups loose from her full round breasts as it did. "Oh yes," she breathed softly as his fingers now traced the same path, back and forth, only now teasing across her soft skin, his fingers bouncing over her nipple and stroking across her puckered areola. With the acceptance of her invitation, she felt bolder, letting her fingers slide up his pants until they found his belt. He didn't object as she gently unfastened his belt and then undid the button and zipper. She stroked her fingers down into the spread front of his pants, stroking her fingers along much of the length of his rigid shaft, feeling her fingers bounce over his engorged head. There was still a layer there, between her fingers and his cock. A layer she desperately wanted to remove at that point.
She didn't want to move his hand, she loved the sensation of his fingers on her breast, but she also wanted to feel his cock in her hand. She hoped it wouldn't break the moment, send him scurrying away again. She gently tugged the waistband of his boxers away from his waist, pulling gently out and down to expose his engorged head. It was slightly purple and mushroom shaped, easily as big around as any she had seen before. She stared at it as he continued to slowly stroke her nipple, his fingers now circling around and around her areola, teasing the sides of her erect nub before stroking down the breast again, across the narrow valley between her breasts and then up to the other, so far untouched breast. "Ohhhhh yesssss!" she breathed as he circled her nipple before reaching down farther into her dress to cup the huge soft mound.
"Do you want to see me?" she whispered softly, her finger tips stroking back and forth along the two inches or so of exposed shaft and his engorged head.
"Yes," he answered, his words breathless and slightly hoarse.
She slowly pushed herself up from under his arm, slipping from his grasp and rolling onto her knees next to him. His eyes were locked on hers for an instant before traveling down her dress. She reached for his hand and pulled it to her belt, wrapping the fingers of his left hand into the material and using his hand to pull the bow that held the belt closed. His fingers released the material of the belt and it quickly unwound around her waist. She drew his hand to the front of her dress again, holding it there until his fingers gripped the material of the dress. "Go ahead," she coaxed, releasing his hand from hers.
"You sure?" he asked nervously.
"Very," she answered as quietly as his nervous question had been. He gently pulled the front of the dress, the material spreading wide and exposing a wide swath of skin from her neck downward. She held her breath, watching his eyes as he took in what he could see of her body. He hesitated, letting go of the front of the dress. She didn't want to lose this moment, to have him bolt again. She reached for her dress and pulled it apart farther, shrugging it off her shoulders and letting it pool around her knees on the sofa, her entire body on display for him now except for her already open bra and the extremely tiny thong panty that barely covered her pussy lips.
She held her breath as she watched his eyes, slowly scanning up and down her practically naked body. She shrugged the tiny bra straps off her shoulders and then moved closer to him, swinging one leg over his to straddle him. She placed her hands on the back of the sofa, one on either side of his head. He looked up at her, his eyes soft and wanting, her insides slowly melting as she lowered her face to his. He let her kiss him, not fighting as she gently pressed her lips to his, her soft lips teasing his and sucking his lower lip. She felt his hands reach for her hips and gently slide up her sides. Tentatively he slipped his hands around her front, cupping both her big round breasts in his hands. She felt him gently lift and heft each heavy orb, his fingers spreading to let her nipples slip between them.
"Mmmmmmm" she moaned softly into his mouth, her tongue pushing urgently to find his. She flicked her tongue across the tip of his, teasing his and encouraging him to reciprocate. She felt his hands respond, his strong hands squeezing and massaging her breasts, her nipples squeezed between his fingers each time he closed his hands around her soft flesh. The more he squeezed the more she wanted his hands other places too. Her kisses grew more urgent with each passing moment before she pushed her face away from his, breaking the minutes-long kiss. She looked at him lustfully as she reached for his shirt and aggressively pulled it out of the waist of his pants, working it urgently up his body. He raised his arms and let her pull it off, after which she tossed it behind her. Her hands went to his pants, fumbling with his belt for several seconds before his hands closed around hers.
She looked at him pleadingly. She wanted this, badly. She watched his eyes soften from the look of fear to acceptance, his hands moving from hers. She smiled reassuringly at him and then worked his belt and the front of his pants loose. She quickly climbed off the sofa, standing in front of him. She bent over to reach his pants, her tits hanging down as she worked the waist of his pants down over his butt, with a little reluctant help from him, and then pulled them as far as his knees.
She reached back up again, looking at the huge bulge in his boxers, and this time, gently tugged on the waistband of his boxers. She could see him hesitate and then finally after several long seconds, give in and lift his butt off the sofa. She held her breath as she gently slipped the waistband over his butt and then eased it down his thighs, the material pushing his hard cock to point down his leg as the elastic band pulled down over it, slowly exposing each inch of it until it suddenly popped out.
To her his cock looked massive. It was every bit of nine inches, maybe even more, and looked fat enough that she doubted one hand would close all the way around it. She stood and stared at the rock hard shaft, his engorged head looking like a mushroom on a long fat stalk, only this mushroom was gently bouncing in time with his heartbeat.



She wanted to bend over and just take him into her mouth, but as much as she wanted to, she could see that he was still hesitant. "Would you like me to take these off?" she asked as sensually as she could, her thumbs hooked in the small string that held her thong in place. He hesitated, his mouth opening and closing quickly, as if he wanted to say yes, but wasn't sure if he should. "It's okay. No pressure, no expectations," she whispered, pushing the thong down over her hips and then down her legs. She let go, allowing it to slide the rest of the way down her legs and stepped out, leaving herself nude except for her heels. With a smile she stepped toward him, climbing back onto the sofa on her knees, straddling him.
"I don't think..." he started to protest.
"Shhhhhhh" she whispered, placing one finger on his lips. "No expectations, remember?" She moved closer, reaching for his hands and bringing one to her chest, pressing his palm against her hard nipple, and the other between her legs. "Ohhhhhh god I'm so turned on," she whispered as she pressed his fingers up against her sopping wet pussy lips.
"You want to come?" he asked her in a voice barely loud enough for her to hear.
"If you want to make me," she whispered back. "Any way you want to."
She felt his fingers gently start to stroke her wet pussy, drawing a satisfying moan from her lips. "Ohhh yesssss," she hissed quietly as she leaned back toward him, lowering her body onto his lap until her bare ass rested on his thighs, space for his hand between his own thighs. She reached with both hands for his engorged cock, sticking up between them and gently wrapped both hands around the fat appendage. "God you're big," she mumbled as his finger pressed between her fat round lips.
"God you're sexy," he mumbled as he slowly stroked his finger back and forth, between her lips, spreading her moisture along her engorged lips and across her hard clit.
"So are you," she whispered as she leaned toward him, leaning her head on his shoulder for support so she could slowly stroke his fat cock with her hands.
"Old fart," he grunted as his hips pushed back at her stroking hands, her rock hard nipples pressing against his chest as she rocked her hips in time with the strokes of his fingers.
"Uh uh. Hot sexy man," she breathed. "Hot sexy man that's about to make me come just from his touch!" she added in a loud moan, feeling his finger stroking her back and forth, each time the tip just teasing the opening into her tunnel. "Push it into me," she moaned in his ear, his finger almost immediately curling to push up into her. "Oh yessssss!" she whispered as she felt his finger press up into her.
William couldn't believe that he had let her get him this far undressed, or for that matter that she had stripped naked in front of him. He felt her hands wrapped around his cock, slowly stroking her hands up and down the shaft, her right hand rolling over the head to spread his precum with her palm. At that moment it was a struggle not to just pick her up and pull her down on his cock. God at that moment he wanted her every bit as much as he'd ever wanted any woman! She begged him to put his finger in her. Her lips were so smooth, as was her whole pussy. His wife had shaved a few times for him, but her pussy seemed even smoother and softer than his wife's had. He found her tunnel with the tip of his finger and rolled his hand slightly to push his middle finger deep into her, feeling her hot velvety soft tunnel grip his finger. In and out he pushed it, her hips rocking in time with his strokes, her hands stroking his cock in time with her rocking.
"Oh god I think I'm going to come," she moaned loudly, her hips rocking on his lap and her hands sliding up and down his shaft, her fingers not quite able to close all the way around his long fat shaft. He wondered if he could even fit inside her tight confines, her pussy gripping and caressing his finger as he pumped it in and out, his palm rubbing her whole pussy and clit with each stroke. He froze for a moment, feeling his balls tighten, the realization that he was incredibly close to climax himself.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop!" she begged as her hands continued to stroke him in time with her own rocking hips.
"I won't," he assured her as he went back to stroking his finger in and out of her incredible pussy.
"Yes. Yes. Oh sweetie, you're going to make me come!" she squeaked in a high pitched voice as her legs began to tremble, vibrating his own thighs as they pressed against his legs. She arched her back, pressing her tits tighter to his chest, driving her rock hard nipples into his chest as she lifted her head and pulled it back far enough to meet her face with his. She pressed her lips to his, urgently kissing him, her tongue darting between his lips as she moaned loudly into his mouth.
"Ohhhhh," he groaned as the suddenly spreading tingle in his groin warned him of his impending explosion.
"Mmmmmm" she replied in a high pitch moan, muffled by their compressed lips. Her whole body seemed to start to shake as she took one hand from his cock and reached behind his head. She pushed herself off his chest, gasping for breath and pressing her forehead to his as her body twitched and spasmed, her hand suddenly stroking his cock frantically. She arched her back and he pushed his finger deeper into her as his body gave in to her hand.
"OH GOD!" he grunted loudly as his body bucked under her, a huge surge of cum roiling up from his balls and surging up his long fat shaft. His hot cum lanced up from his cock splashing against the bottom of her right breast. Before it could even start to drip from her breast, his body bucked again, adding a second huge squirt up between her tits, hitting her in the chin. Again and again his body bucked under her, each time lancing more cum onto the two of them until the surges reduced to little pulses oozing down her hand, from finger to finger, to finally drip onto his graying pubic curls as he pulled his fingers from her pussy.
He felt embarrassed as she sat back on his lap and looked down at the two of them, his cum dripping from her chin and the bottoms of both tits while still more ran down between her big round tits and across her smooth firm stomach. "God I'm sorry about that," he said, moving his hands to her hips to try and move her off his lap.
"Sorry about what?" she asked looking down at him, making no effort to get off his lap at all, his shriveling cock still in one of her hands.
"Well...this," he said, nodding to the cum dripping from her body.
She looked down at herself and giggled. "We did make a little bit of a mess, didn't we?"
"More than a little," he agreed as she let go of his cock and started to roll off his lap, stopping mid motion and then rolling back.
"If I get up, you're not going to go and do something silly like getting dressed, are you?"
"Probably," he answered honestly.
"Then I'm not moving," she said with finality. "It took me too long to get you this naked, I'm not going to let it go so easily."
"What? You want me to stay naked?" he asked, his brow furrowed in confusion.
"Damn straight!" she said. "I'll get us something to clean up with, but only if you promise me you'll stay just exactly this naked!"
"Fine. I promise," he said quietly. She leaned down and kissed him gently on the forehead and then climbed off his lap. He watched her go, her cute ass wiggling with each step. She was only gone into the kitchen a few seconds and she was walking back, her breasts bouncing and swaying sexily as she crossed the room back toward him. She stopped in front of him, bending over and gently, almost lovingly, wiping the cum off of his thighs and stomach, only then moving to his cock. She gently teased the soft towel around his now shrunken member, wiping off what she could.
What Crystal wanted to do was just lean down farther and engulf his cock with her mouth. It had been a long time since she'd enjoyed the feel of a man in her mouth, or anywhere else. Feeling him against her, his bare skin pressing to her breasts, his kiss, had been...exhilarating. She wanted more, and she knew he was capable of providing it. What she didn't know was, would he? She hadn't intended on even going this far, afraid that she might scare him away. Reluctantly she stood back up, forgoing her desire to suck his cock into her mouth to clean it, and of course, make it hard again at the same time.
She looked at his eyes and could see that he was troubled. Perhaps she had pushed too far too fast. It hadn't been that long since his wife had passed. She knew that in his shoes she would probably feel guilty. Like he was somehow cheating on her. She had to find a way to coax him past that, to show him that his wife wouldn't have wanted him to waste away. She knew his wife well. A very vibrant outgoing woman who, as he had, always had a smile. She'd only seen her in the hospital twice, but it was obvious to her that her life was being cut much too short.
She finished wiping the cum from her face and breasts, his eyes following every move as she lifted and wiped her breasts, her nipples hardening slightly again while she watched his eyes trace her motions. He was clearly attracted to her, at least physically. His already growing member signaled that loud and clear. The question was, how to coax more from him? She had no illusions that she was going to be his romantic interest. He'd already made his reluctance to be saddled with a younger woman with kids quite clear. But maybe, just maybe she could coax him back into looking for that special woman. And along the way, she'd provide as much enjoyment to him as she could. She was also sure after that little bit of sexual play, that she was going to get an equal amount of enjoyment from him.
"There. All cleaned up!" she said to him with a smile as she tossed the towel aside and moved to sit back down on the sofa next to him.
"I should probably get dressed and go," he said reaching for his pants as he sat on the sofa.
"Ohhh. Don't! Please?" she practically begged, sounding more pathetic to her own ears than she had intended. "Please stay longer?"
William looked back at Crystal, clearly unsure of himself or how to respond. But she smiled to herself inside as he let his pants go and leaned back, sagging visibly into the soft sofa cushions once again. "For a while. But you're sure your boys won't be back? I'd hate to have them find their mother naked."
"I'm quite sure," she said, settling down against him again, moving his arm around her and resting his hand on her bare breast. She felt a little shiver of excitement run through her body as he gently let his fingers cup under her breasts and give it a little squeeze, her nipple pressing into his palm.
William still didn't understand her attraction to him, and there was still the lingering issue of his wife. In all their years together he had never really even looked at another woman in THAT way, so now to be faced with a woman aggressively chasing him for sex was...well...disconcerting to say the least. True he had known her for years. She and his wife had been friends as well, which made things even more awkward. But he did have to admit, it felt surprisingly comfortable having his arm around her and his hand on her breast. He could feel the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed, her hard nipple slightly stroking his palm with each breath. It was such a small sensation. Such a small bit of her touching him. How could such a thing have such a huge impact?
The more he tried not to think about her nipple in his palm the harder it seemed to be. Before long he could feel his cock growing, and he wasn't entirely sure he was prepared for more.
"I think I really should go," he said as the first quarter of the game came to an end.
"You have to? I was so enjoying just sitting with you."
"I am too, but it feels a bit awkward, sitting naked like this. I keep worrying that your boys will walk in and see us this way."
"Well, I won't force you to stay if you don't want to, but I want you to know you're invited to stay as long as you wish."
"I appreciate that," he answered her, trying not to let his desire to continue holding her naked body override his better judgment. He felt her hand slide along his thigh, her fingers teasing his already hardening cock, her finger tips gently running along his length, almost as if she wanted to hold it, but at the same time not wanting to. Her long hard nails dragged along his cock as she drew her hand along his thigh again, the sensations of the tips of her nails making his cock twitch and harden more. He sat there, wanting to get up, and not wanting to get up as she slowly teased her fingers back and forth his now fully hard cock, making no pretense of stroking his leg but directly stimulating his erect member.
"We shouldn't do this," he whispered hoarsely, wishing she'd stop and at the same time letting his mind wander to what it would feel like to be buried in what he knew was a very tight young pussy.
"Why not? We're both adults," she whispered back softly, almost like she was trying to calm a displeased cat.
"Yeah. I'm half again as old as you are. Don't you want to find some nice young man your own age instead of chasing an old fart like me?"
"We've been over this, remember? I've dated those nice young men. All they're interested in is getting into my pants and not being a father to my children. If someone's going to get into my pants I want to get some say as to who that is, and right now, that's you," she said ever so softly, twisting her body enough to place a soft gentle kiss on his cheek.
"It's still not right!" William said gruffly, pulling his arm from around her and firmly disengaging himself from her. He stood up and pulled his pants in place, covering his engorged shaft. "Thank you for dinner. It was really nice, but I better go now," he said, looking down at her and suddenly feeling bad at the sad look on her face.
William sat in his chair with his computer open, the cursor blinking at him accusingly. No matter how he tried to concentrate on adding more to the story on the screen, the cursor kept shouting at him, 'stupid idiot, stupid idiot!' He wasn't even sure why he had left. Just all of a sudden it all felt wrong. Wrong to be naked in her house, wrong to have her naked body against his, wrong for suddenly wanting her to climb onto his lap and push her pussy over his begging cock. Yeah, it all felt so wrong...
Now, sitting here, looking at his computer, the words stuck in his mind almost as if a dam was stopping them from flowing. He closed his eyes and put his head back, asking the ceiling one question. "Why?" Why did it feel so wrong then, and now, sitting here, it feels even more wrong that he didn't act on his compulsion. It was an obvious and open invitation to take her. But instead what did he do? He ran. He ran like a scared teenager afraid to have sex the first time.
"Katy? What the hell am I doing messing with someone so young?" he asked the ceiling, hoping in some way his wife would pound some sense into his head and show him just how stupid and childish he was being. He lay back in the chair for long minutes, his mind a jumble of conflicting thoughts and emotions.
He opened his eyes and looked down at the computer, its cursor flashing at him expectantly, taunting him. He placed his fingers on the keyboard and pecked the first of the keys.
Demora knew it was her chance to escape. The small ship had set down at the edge of the colony on Tramas IV for supplies and fuel. The colony was known for its hospitality and also for its lascivious behavior. She was still his prisoner, held in his quarters without clothing of any kind, but she had finally worked out how he was drugging her and had managed to avoid several doses in a row. Her mind had long since cleared and now she only pretended to be his sex toy. She lay on his bunk and waited for him, pleaded for him to come take her over and over even while she searched for a way to escape. Today that chance looked to be within reach. All she had to do was get out of the confines of the cabin and she was sure she could get out of the ship through one of the service hatches.
She walked to the comm panel on the wall, and in the sexiest sweetest voice she could muster she called to the ship's galley, the young woman on duty there answering her. The request was simple enough. She wanted something to eat. She wasn't particular, but she was famished and simply couldn't wait for regular meal time to be brought food.
She thought about how she could overpower the young woman, confident in her strength and agility, but unsure what might present itself to exploit. Her heart fell to her toes as the door slid open and the young woman entered with a tray of food in one hand and an energy weapon in the other. She had but one chance, one shot before they again lifted off, cutting off any hope of escape.
"Velamie!" Demora cooed softly with a radiant smile, getting off the bed and moving fluidly toward the young woman. Velamie was her first break. She always came armed with a stunner, not confident in being able to subdue the naked female with her bare strength like the men. Demora walked toward Velamie in her sexiest most provocative gait, ending up only a foot from her with the energy weapon pressed to her chest between her large breasts. She reached out with one hand and stroked her fingers up and down Velamie's arm, staying far from the weapon, but tickling her arm in a way Demora hoped Velamie would deem sensual. "Don't you want to take some of those constricting clothes off and come play a while?" Demora cooed softly, turning and stepping back to the bed. She bent over and pushed her naked ass and pussy out at the younger woman, swaying it back and forth slowly, knowing that the young woman's species was as attracted to the female as to the male members of her species. She hoped she would find Demora equally alluring.
Demora saw the young woman lick her lips as she bent her back further, pushing her pussy out and making sure that her feet were far enough apart for Velamie to get a good long look at her already wet pussy. For this to work Demora needed Velamie to come to her and undress. She hoped she was being tempting enough and acting as under the influence of the sexual drug as she had been before.
Demora grinned to herself as Velamie stepped closer, her hand reaching out and stroking Demora's bare ass, her fingers rubbing up and down before sliding between her legs and stroking over her wet and exposed pussy.
"Take your clothes off and come fuck me!" Demora cooed as she pulled herself away from Velamie's touch and twisted herself down onto the bunk, her legs spread wide and her pussy lips equally wide. She saw Velamie lick her lips seductively, staring at Demora's inviting pussy. "Come on. Take em off. Come fuck me!" Demora coaxed again. "Let me see and touch that sexy little body of yours!"
Velamie stepped to the edge of the bed and set the stunner down, her mind clearly fogged by sexual arousal. She unzipped the front of her one piece jump suit and pushed it off her shoulders, working the material down, taking her underwear down with it. She stepped from the light weight shoes she wore and stepped out of the jump suit, her eyes staring at Demora's pussy as she moved to crawl onto the bed as naked as Demora was.
"Come on honey. Come have me!" Demora coaxed, Velamie's face lowering down between her legs. Demora moaned uncontrollably as the Ceratin's long tongue pushed deep into her, almost like a long thick dick.
Demora gasped again as Velamie plunged her tongue in and out of her, her mind fogged by the suddenly intense sensations inside her. She fought the urge to give in to the sensations, struggling to focus on the stunner lying by her foot. She panted deeply as Velamie drove her towards climax with incredible speed, her ribbed tongue driving her pussy in ways the captain could only wish. She focused on the stunner, the gun, she had to reach it. She slid it with her foot, moaning in pleasure as the Ceratin's tongue dove in and out of her, sending incredible stimulation racing through her body from her pussy.



She fought the urge, knowing that once she came that Velamie would stop. She held back as she worked the pistol closer to her hand, trying to mask her movements as being in the throes of excitement, which wasn't too hard at the moment. Finally she reached the small weapon with her fingers, gripping it, holding it tightly as her body suddenly gave in to the sensations. Her whole body jerked and bucked on the bed, her juices squirting at the Ceratin between her legs.
She pulled the trigger, the blue beam lancing out between her legs, hitting the Ceratin in the face, her sudden spasm jerking her from between Demora's legs, tossing her half way across the room. "Damn." Demora panted, her body struggling to recover from the intense orgasm. "Always heard they were incredible that way."
It took nearly half a dozen minutes before Demora regained enough coordination to dress in the discarded jump suit, the material pulling tightly against her body and molding to her taller and bustier frame. She walked to the still unconscious and naked Ceratin and hefted her up onto her shoulder. "You need to go on a fucking diet!" Demora grunted as she stepped to the door, pressing the unconscious Ceratin's hand to the pad, the embedded chip read by the ship and the door lock released. Demora walked quickly with the dead weight on her shoulders, making her way down several passages before she found what she hoped was the way down to the service hatch. Every ship had several. All she needed was one. Down she went, flight of steel stairs after steel stairs until she was practically in the belly of the ship, a full seven decks down below the bridge and the captain's quarters.
It was a fuel service hatch, sure to be just above ground level. She pressed the still unconscious Ceratin's hand to the pad and the heavy bulkhead door motored noisily open, letting the bright sunlight bursting into the compartment. She dropped the Ceratin gently to the deck, not particularly wanting to hurt her, but also not wanting to be seen carrying a naked female across the settlement. She wondered if the captain would try to search for her or just write her off? It wouldn't matter much if she fell into the clutches of one of the sex slave traders. No, she needed to find help, not another round of slavery!"
William closed the laptop and his eyes, letting the next section of the story start to gel in his mind. He wondered if there were some subliminal message in what he just wrote. He was still wondering that when he fell asleep in his chair.
William mostly enjoyed the next three days. Having their kids home was comforting and distressing at the same time. Comforting because family is important to William, distressing because the life blood of the family was gone. For the most part the kids didn't push their dad, but they made it clear they were concerned for him. His daughter pressed only once, when she found Crystal's long forgotten discarded dress on one of the kitchen chairs. William wasn't forthcoming, but his daughter was as smart as she was pretty, and while she didn't know who it belonged to she was well aware that a dress like that belonged to a young lady, and it didn't fall off all on its own. But being a dutiful daughter, she allowed him to offer only those details he wished. But it gave her hope. Hope that she quietly shared with her brother, who also knew to be discrete.
Of course the other thing that the visit brought out was that it was getting close to that time of year that both he and his wife loved, but that his wife honestly did the bulk of the work for. He helped decorate, but when it came to shopping, that was his wife's domain. She spent weeks searching for the perfect gifts for each of them, a task that now was going to fall to him, and he felt horribly unprepared for the task.
William spent most of Monday at work first convincing himself that this was a good idea and then working equally hard convincing himself that this was a bad idea. He'd pushed the thanksgiving day indiscretion with Crystal as far out of his mind as he could, though it seemed to sneak back in at the most inopportune times. And each inopportune time seemed to lead to a hardening below the waist. He drove home from work still arguing both ways, but finally admitting to himself that when it came to buying gifts for his daughter and granddaughters he was a lost soul. He parked in his garage and walked not into his house, but across the yard to Crystal's house. He knocked on the door and waited, half way hoping she wasn't home.
"William!" Crystal said brightly as she opened the door. "Get in here out of the cold!"
"Hi," he answered as he stepped through the door she held open for him. He turned and looked at her, her slim body wearing a pair of tight red yoga pants and tank top, both clearly damp with sweat. "Sorry. Didn't mean to interrupt."
"Oh no problem. I was just doing my workout. Wanna join me?" she asked, starting to walk toward the living room again.
"Oh. I doubt I could do any of the stuff you do." William answered as he followed her into the living room where a video of some woman was bouncing and hopping from one foot to the other.
"No problem. You can just follow along with what you can do!" she said as she stepped back in front of the TV and began to bounce from foot to foot like the woman on the show. William had no illusions that he was going to be doing a workout moves in his work clothes, being dressed more for church than working up a sweat. It had been a long time since he'd worked out, since his wife became sick to be honest with himself. But he didn't mind the view he was getting as Crystal switched her motions from the bouncing to holding weights and bending at the waist, her ass pushing out at him and the material of the pants pulling tightly across her pussy. The red material pulled tightly across both her round cheeks and her full round lips, the thin seam of the pants pulling between her lips, making a little cleft. He could feel his cock hardening in his pants as he stared at her ass, feeling embarrassed when she turned and saw where he was looking.
She smiled at him with a huge bright grin that could easily light a room, pushing her ass out even a little farther at him before the video moved to the next athletic moves. She dropped to her back on the mat, her legs pointing toward where he stood. She moved her feet closer to her butt and bent her knees, quickly lifting her ass off the mat, balancing her body on her shoulder blades and her feet. She pushed herself up in what amounted to an inverted pushup, her spandex covered pussy pushing up toward him. "You could join me, working out I mean," she said as she rocked her hips, pumping her pussy up at him in a move that looked more like inverted sex than a workout move.
"Like I said. I don't think I could do some of these moves."
"Oh. I think you can do more than you think you can," she said as the instructor on the video moved to her feet again, this time doing jumping jacks. William watched Crystal get up and then start jumping up and down, her tits bouncing tantalizingly in the sports bra she apparently had containing her creamy mounds. Up and down she jumped, each bounce of her tits seeming to harden his cock another notch.
Her workout finished with a minute of running in place while punching the air in front of her. A combination of moves he doubted he could duplicate no matter how hard he tried. She stopped running and punching and stepped to the coffee table and picked up a small rag to wipe the sweat from her face. "So, what do I own this pleasant surprise too?" she asked as she stood in front of him, her top soaked with sweat.
"Well, I was coming to ask for a favor," he said, having a hard time pulling his eyes from her body. "Okay. I have to apologize. I never could keep my hands off Katy when she was working out. I find sweaty woman a turn on, so I'm sorry."
"Sorry for what? Getting an erection? Honey to me that's a compliment. I think it's sweet that you got turned on watching me work out. If you want, you can change and join me tomorrow. It'll help keep you young!"
"Yeah. I don't think so. Not that I don't need to, but I think it would be awfully distracting, for both of us."
"Oh? You saying that your workout clothes are revealing? I wouldn't mind seeing you with a hardon in some nice tight workout shorts," she said with a giggle. William frowned at her comment and she more seriously asked what the favor was.
"Katy used to do most of the shopping around Christmas, I realize that I need to get things for my girls, and to be honest I'm not sure what to buy for them."
"Uh huh. And you'd like some ideas?"
"Well, sort of. I wondered if you'd go shopping with me. Kinda help me out?"
"Oh William. I'd love to! I could leave the boys with my mother for the day," she said with a huge smile. "But on one condition."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Come work out with me. You should really start again and it's easier if you have someone doing it with you."
"I don't know. I'm not sure I can do this stuff," he answered her, pointing to the TV.
"You don't have to do it all. Just the stuff you can. Come on. It'll be fun!" she said, her smile never leaving her face.
"Alright. I'll try," he said with a sigh.
"Good. Tomorrow, just come over after work," she said stepping toward him and giving him a little side hug, her hip pressing to his. "For now though. I need to get a shower and then start dinner. Unless of course you wanna come up and shower with me."
"No. I don't think that's a good idea," he answered, feeling at that moment that he'd like nothing better than to peel her workout clothes off and wash her sexy body.
"Your loss," she said as he turned to head toward the door. She sighed and watched him walk out the door, holding it open and watching him walk toward his own house. She closed the door, wishing he'd stayed, but knowing when she asked that he wouldn't. She walked up the stairs, wiping more sweat from her neck as she climbed to the second floor and her master bedroom. She closed the door and pulled off her sweaty shirt and bra. She bent over, her breasts hanging down and swinging gently below her as she untied her shoes and pulled them off. She pushed her pants down, not bothering to keep her panties from sliding down with them. She worked the tight pants off her feet and then pulled her socks off. "Better," she sighed as she padded naked to the shower. She turned on the water and when it was warm enough, stepped under the spray. She thought about how much his hardon had bulged his pants out, wishing he had come with her to shower.
She let her hand stroke her breasts softly, her fingers teasing gently across her nipples, her soft touch and the warm water teasing her excitement along the path toward orgasm. Still far away but well within reach. She closed her eyes and pictured his strong body, his arms around her, his lips against hers, her breasts pressing to his chest while her hands guide him to her. She leans back and lifts one leg, allowing him to step further between her legs, his rock hard cock pressing into her slowly, stretching her, teasing her, exciting her further. She stood with her back in the corner of the shower, one leg propped on the wall, the other holding her up as she plunged two fingers into herself. She imagined his hips, plunging rhythmically in and out of her, slowly driving herself further toward the climax she could feel growing ever closer.
She imagined his lips on her neck, kissing and sucking her skin while his hips plunged his rock hard cock up into her over and over, his mushroom head stroking along her wet tunnel. God how she wanted him there, his cock buried in her, his lips on her skin, his strength pressing against her soft supple body. "OH SHIT!" she cried as her orgasm washed over her like the water of the shower. Little tingles raced through her body, lighting up every nerve in her soft tunnel. "Oh god, William," she whispered to herself, wishing he were with her, touching her, holding her.
William thought this was a bad idea. He was already regretting agreeing to work out with her. He knew what being next to her was going to do. There was no way he was going to be able to hide his arousal. Unlike women, when men got turned on it showed, and no matter how much he didn't want it to, he was pretty sure it was going to. Hell, it was already starting to show and he hadn't even gotten to her house yet. He pulled on a jacket and walked...well walked VERY quickly through the cold to her house. She must have been waiting because the door opened before he even got to the top step of the back step.
He slipped inside and then turned to look at her. Like the day before she had on yoga pants, this time black, and a thin cream colored tank top. It was more than a little obvious that the thin tank top covering her tits was ALL that was covering them, causing his cock to almost immediately twitch and start to harden. "Glad you could come!" she said brightly.
"Um. Yeah. Your boys home? I mean that's some outfit for them to see."
"Oh, they've seen me in workout clothes before, but anyway, they're at my mother's tonight. I promised to take you shopping, remember?"
"Oh, yeah" William answered her as she reached for his hand and pulled him along toward the living room and the two mats spread on the floor. She let go of his hand and walked to the entertainment center and started the video of the woman who was in moments commanding them to stand a certain way and bend, stretching their muscles. William watched Crystal step on her mat and then moved to the other mat, watching her motions and trying to duplicate them. He couldn't help but notice that she was so much more flexible than he was, bending nearly double at the waist, where he felt like he could barely bend half of what she could. He looked over at her, smiling slightly at the view of her as she bent.
"What?" she asked as she looked over to see him looking at her.
"Nothing," he answered, enjoying how she looked, feeling like she was enjoying it as much as he was.
"Pay attention now," she coaxed, turning to look back at the TV.
William tried to follow along, but it was clear to him very quickly that he wasn't in good enough shape for the intensity of the cardio this workout demanded. By the time they were half way through the thirty minute routine he was feeling completely toasted, struggling for breath, his muscles burning and aching in places he'd forgotten he had. The instructor on the TV had them lie down to do the hip thrusts that he had watched Crystal do the day before. He watched from where he lay, watching her move, her motions fluid and strong, while all he could do was lay there and pant. Yeah, he was getting old.
"You are not getting old. You have to work up to this," she said, standing up and stepping over to him.
"Did I say that out loud?"
"Yeah, you did," she said with a chuckle. "You can't expect to go from not working out for months to doing something like this in one day!"
"It's harder than it looks," he panted as she stood over him, her legs spread to straddle him, her hands reaching down for him. He reached up for her hands, but instead of letting her pull him up, he pulled her down on top of him. "Just let me rest a few minutes."
"I could," she said as she straddled him with her knees. "But we need to get you up and moving. You don't have to do everything, but you do need to keep going."
"I'm not sure I can," he panted, feeling a lot more tired than he wanted too.
She reached to her waist and pulled the cream colored shirt up, skimming it off and tossing it aside, exposing herself to him from the waist up. "Come on. If this doesn't encourage you, I don't know what will," she said with a smile, pushing herself up to stand over him again, her hands reaching down to him.
With a sigh he took her hands and let her pull him from the mat. "Okay. You win. I'm up."
"That's for sure," she giggled, looking down at his workout shorts tented out.
"Sorry," William muttered, feeling embarrassed that he couldn't seem to keep his own body under control.
"Nothing to be sorry about. Now, just do what you can. Even if it's just walking in place," she coaxed him before turning to face the TV again. She started jogging in place, her soft full breasts bouncing with each step, what little had been hidden by the shirt, now fully on display. William felt himself grow warm inside, watching her as he marched in place, her movements making her tits bounce and swing. The woman on the video demanded that they do pushups, and William stood and watched as Crystal dropped to the mat and did pushups for thirty seconds, her body rigid as she pumped her arms up and down, driving her body up and then lowering it until her breasts touched the ground.
Crystal looked up at him as she changed positions yet again, moving back to her feet. She looked over at William and playfully reached out, hooking her fingers in the waist of his shorts and giving them a tug. He was sure she really didn't expect them to pull down as easily as they did, and they wouldn't have, if he had tied the string in the waist. But he hadn't, and they did. When she pulled the front pulled all the way down, exposing his rock hard cock and balls.
"Hey!" he said in surprise as she grinned at the outcome of her tug.
"No worries. Feel free to return the favor any time," she laughed as she turned to face the tv, starting to run in place again, her tits bouncing while she watched his now exposed cock.
When the woman on the TV stopped and changed to bending again, Crystal turned to face away from William and bent, touching her toes and pushing her ass out at him. William watched her, her ass pushing out, the material pulling tightly against her pussy. He'd been dancing around this for too long. If she was going to keep throwing herself at him, why deny it any longer?
William stepped behind her, reaching for her hips and hooking his fingers into her yoga pants. He pulled, not hard, but hard enough to move the material. Crystal froze, lifting herself slightly to make it easier for him as he pulled the tight material down over her ass cheeks. He continued pulling, her yoga pants trying to roll on themselves as he worked the sweaty material down her thighs. "God," William said quietly, mostly to himself, as her pussy, now bare, pushed out at him from between her legs. He took a breath, his heart pounding, not only from the exertion of the workout, but also from the excitement that filled him. He felt like a teenager in the back seat of his dad's car the first time he undressed his then girlfriend Tina. As nervous as the first time she allowed him to press his teenage cock into her wet pussy.
This was most certainly NOT the first time, but in many ways it felt like it. He stood and stared at her bare ass for a long time, his hand around his own cock, holding it inches from her pussy. She waited, still bent, for him to choose. He was sure she wanted this, but he suddenly wasn't sure if he did or not. This was crossing a boundary that there was no turning back from. He'd not had sex with another woman other than his wife in thirty years.
He took a breath and held it as he shuffled slightly closer to her, his head brushing her wet pussy lips and spreading them slightly. He heard her moan softly at his touch, rubbing his head up and down her pussy, slowly working it deeper between her lips until he could feel the entrance to her tunnel.
"That's it sweetie. Push it in!" she coaxed.
"Uh huh," was all he could muster in response, letting go of his cock and reaching for her hips. He could tell she was holding her breath as well as he as he pushed forward, feeling her pussy resist his fat head, stretching and widening to accept him while at the same time trying to resist the fat intruder. He felt the pressure build as he pressed harder, pulling her hips toward him. "Oh god," he groaned softly as the pressure changed and he suddenly slipped into her. "God you're tight," he groaned to her as he started to slowly, tentatively, stroke his shaft in and out of her. He could only push in a few inches before his unlubricated shaft grabbed at her lips. He didn't want to hurt her, so he pulled back slightly, letting her juices spread on his shaft a little more, and then pushed in again, sliding in slightly farther.



She moaned in pleasure as he worked short little strokes in and out of her, inching his long fat cock farther and farther into her until he could feel his thighs against her firm round cheeks. He stroked longer, driving his cock deep with each long slow stroke, her incredibly tight pussy trying to keep him inside her as he tried to withdraw, but willingly accepting him as he pushed forward again. In and out he stroked, her tunnel caressing each inch of him, the two of them moaning in pleasure at the intense sensations.
The TV workout instructor announced that the workout was done, but the two of them long since had forgotten that workout in favor of their current activity. William held her hips, driving his cock into her faster and faster as his excitement grew. He felt the warmth and tingle radiating from his cock through his body, his strokes almost involuntary as his mind clouded with the anticipated climax.
He was so close himself that he almost missed her first moan, her legs shuddering and sending trembles up through her ass to his hands. Her pussy clenched around him as she climaxed, the extra constriction of her already tight pussy sending his own climax tipping over the top.
"FUCK!" he shouted loudly as his body jerked hard, jamming him deep into her and pumping a huge gush of cum into her. "OHHHHH FUUUUUCK," he groaned loudly as he jerked and spasmed, his climax filling her with his cum and sending his mind to dizzying heights of pleasure.
"Ohhhh so good," Crystal moaned from in front of him as he stood with his still twitching cock softening inside her.
"God, Crystal," he panted, not sure what he wanted to say, but feeling that he had to say something. Almost as if she sensed his uncertainty she pulled off his cock and turned around, reaching around his neck and pulling her mostly naked body to his.
"Shhhhh," she whispered. "No words. Just kiss me."
He leaned his head down toward her and let her press her lips to his, feeling the softness of her lips against his, tingles running down through his body. He had just come, but all of a sudden he wanted her again, he wanted to keep feeling her, keep touching her, keep her pressed to him and once again press his rigid manhood into her.
She felt his hot lips against hers, warmth flowing through her, from her lips to her toes. She felt his strong arms pull her to him, smashing her breasts into his chest, her hard nipples pressed back into her own softness as they pushed against his chest. She could feel his still half hard cock pressing against her mound and the juncture of her thighs, feeling as hot as a steel poker against her.
He tried to speak again when she broke the kiss, but she pressed her finger to his lips, not wanting him to talk. She knew what she wanted and she knew what she wanted to do. This had been quick sex, not long passionate love making like Katy used to describe to her. No this was merely crossing a line. What she wanted now was the rest, and she wanted to share that with him now.
She let go of him and slid down his body, his arms sliding up her body as she sunk down. She pulled his shorts down his legs, letting them pool around his ankles as she set to work on his shoes. One foot at a time he lifted, letting her pull them off and toss them aside, followed by his socks. With his feet now free of his shoes and shorts, she reached for his cock and gently grasped it in her fingers, feeling his strength in it even though it was only partly hard. She looked up at the confusion in his face and smiled as she moved closer to it with her face.
She opened her mouth and closed her lips around him, swirling her tongue around his mushroom head, feeling him twitch at her touch. He groaned softly, music to her ears as she took as much of him into her mouth as she could, unable to take all of him in even when he was only half hard.
He stood looking down at her, watching her watch him as she worked on his cock with her mouth, feeling it start to grow back surprisingly quickly. She used her hands to work her shoes off and then her yoga pants while she knelt in front of him, afraid to pull her mouth from him, that he might change his mind. She was naked now, and as she looked up she planned how to take the last of his clothes off, his shirt.
His cock wasn't rock hard, but there was no doubt in her mind it soon would be. She knew what she wanted. She just worried that he would change his mind. She pulled her mouth from his cock and pressed both hands to his thighs, pushing them up, dragging his shirt with them. He lifted his arms as she stood in front of him, his now hard cock pressing to her stomach as she worked his shirt up and off his arms, leaving them both completely naked.
She pushed him back gently. One step, two steps, three, four. She pushed as his legs found the sofa and pushed him back to fall down onto it, crawling onto it over him, her knees straddling his thighs and not giving him a chance to object. She lowered her wet pussy to his now rigid shaft, rubbing it by gently rocking her hips, her back arched to push her breasts toward his face.
She had heard from Katy more than once how gently he treated her breasts when she was struggling with the separation and divorce. Her words telling her how she deserved better. How she deserved a man like William. He was gentle, kind, loving, attentive and so gently and passionate in bed. Katy hoped that someday Crystal would find a man that would make her feel as complete and loved as William did for her.
At the time Crystal had no illusions that men like William were one in a million. She also knew she would never betray Katy's friendship. She would never intentionally try to take William away from her. But now. The butterflies in her stomach, the warmth washing through her body from where his cock pressed between her lips, the tingle spreading from the nipple being gently licked and sucked by William, all told her what she already knew but didn't want to admit.
This was more than trying to draw him out of his shell. More than trying to return a favor. More than returning his years of kindness. This was about love. About a love she had secretly harbored for a long time, yet denied existed. Now...Now she could embrace it. She could share it. She could hope he might return it.
She rocked her hips, teasing his cock with her pussy, his shaft spreading her lips as she stroked along his length, her clit dragging across his hardness and bumping over the rim of his mushroom head with each stroke. She looked down at him, gently kissing his way across her chest from her right to her left nipple, his touch gentle and loving.
She reached down and felt her own wetness, feeling her clit as she pushed over the head of his cock, her fingers curling under and pulling him upward. She slid slightly farther, feeling his head at the entrance to her tunnel and then pressed him up toward her harder, pushing herself back and arching her back farther. She felt his head spread her, pushing its way into her as his hips involuntarily tried to lift to meet her thrust.
She felt her pussy engulf him, his hard cock pushing up into her until she could feel his head pressed against the end of her tunnel. She moaned softly near his ear, whispering her desire in a soft sultry voice. "I want to make slow passionate love with you."
He looked up at her, a mixture of passion and desire painted on his face. She started to ride him slowly, working up and down his rock hard shaft in slow measured strokes. She watched his face with each stroke, pleasure flowing over his features until he suddenly slipped his arms around her waist, pulling her down toward him. She wasn't sure what he intended as he leaned forward, levering himself off the sofa with her still impaled by his cock. She couldn't help but wrap her legs around his waist, helping support herself as well as hold herself on him.
He smoothly rolled the two of them from the sofa onto the carpeted floor, he on top of her. He laid her gently down, extending his legs to lay on top of her and then using his arms and knees to hold himself barely above her. She unlooped her legs from around him, letting him move freely, his hips gently starting to stroke down, pushing his fat long shaft into her, pulling back only when he felt his head press against the end of her tunnel.
Slowly he worked into her, teasing her body, not only with his manhood but also with his lips as he kissed her neck gently, softly, lovingly. He stroked in and out, taking his time, teasing her body and working his kisses ever lower until he was sprinkling them over her full soft creamy breasts. She moaned loudly as he drew one of her nipples into his mouth, tingles racing from her tit to her clit. She rocked her hips in time with his slow strokes, her body feeling like it was on fire inside. He made no sound but the quiet slap of their skin together and the soft squish of his cock sliding into her sopping wet pussy.
"God I'm going to come," she moaned softly. He clearly heard her and changed his motion slightly, forcing his cock along her clit harder, making her body scream for release and move toward it at the same time. "OHHHH GOD!" she squealed quietly as her climax inched closer. She felt his cock swell inside her, growing ever so slightly larger as he plunged into her faster. She could hear and feel the gentle slap of his body against hers, his mouth releasing her nipple so he could change his angle yet again.
"OHHHH FUCK!" she cried as her body seemed to suddenly be alive with shocks and tingles as the base of his cock banged hard into her exposed excited clit. Over and over he drove into her, her body jerking and trembling as his cock drove her to levels of pleasure she wasn't sure she'd ever experienced.
She felt his cock surge inside her as he suddenly jammed hard into her, his cock pulsing a gush of hot cum into her waiting pussy. She watched through the haze of her own climax as he came with her, his body spasming and jerking uncontrollably as his climax overtook him completely.
She lay back, her hips rocking and pushing up toward him as her body shook and trembled for long minutes. "Oh god William," she moaned, pulling him down toward her, holding his skin to hers, feeling him still twitching inside her. "I love you. I want you."
"I'm too old for you," he whispered.
"Age doesn't matter. Not if you're in love. God I've loved you for so long. I've watched and wished for a man like you. Now... Now it could be you. I don't know if you love me, but I do know that I love you!"
She watched his face, confusion and uncertainty racing through his thoughts and echoed in his expression. She watched him for long minutes, his cock softening inside her until it slipped out, yet he didn't move from her. She watched quietly, waiting, for something, anything. But he lay on her, holding his weight with his elbows and knees over her, just allowing the gentlest of his force to keep them together.
"Your boys. Can they stay overnight?"
"If I call my mom. Yeah," she answered uncertainly.
He pushed himself off of her, moving to his knees and moving next to her. He looked around and found her cell phone sitting on the sofa arm and reached for it, handing it to her. With a wide smile he scooped her up, surprising her with how strong he truly was. "Make the call," he said softly as he carried her toward the stairs. "We're going to need all night!"
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Anyone who knows me knows that I love fishing. Not just a little, but A LOT! If I have a free weekend you can be pretty sure I'll be out fishing. Cold? No problem. I fish until the line freezes in the reels and then I have to stop until the ice gets thick enough to switch to ice fishing. When spring comes, as soon as the ice is gone, so am I... fishing.
I'm members of several fishing clubs, ranging from bass to walleye and muskie. It was spring, and while I enjoy bass fishing, this was prime muskie fishing time. The weather was warming, not that it really mattered that much to me, but the water was running in the fifties, which was perfect for the monsters to move up to spawn. While a bass fisherman is happy with a fifteen to twenty-inch fish, the minimum legal size for muskie is thirty-six inches. That amounts to a three-foot long, fifteen to twenty-pound mass of angry muscle and nasty teeth. These fish are so big that some of my baits are longer than the minimum legal keeper size for the fish they are emulating.
Yeah, it was spring muskie tourney time. The local muskie club usually has four each year, two of which are random draw tourneys. They got tired some years ago of the same small number of people winning all the tournaments, so they shifted to this new random draw format. That means that you have no idea who your partner is until just before the fishing starts. This has proven to be extremely popular with the club because it's limited to club members only and it has helped teach many newer fishermen more and better techniques. You never knew if you were getting a partner that was more or less experienced than you.
This trip I was a boatman. That means I supplied the boat and took a partner that didn't have a boat. It varied from year to year if I was a partner or a boatman, but it really didn't matter that much to me. I was comfortable with my boat and really didn't mind almost any partner. If he knew less than I did, I'd teach him some new places and tips and if he was more experienced, I might learn a new bait or presentation or even a hidden secret hot spot. Yeah, it was a win-win for the club and its members.
Weather didn't usually bother me much. Muskie fishing is known for cold blustery weather, which suits my deep V hull just fine. It's a family boat, otherwise known as an open bow cruiser. Of course I've applied quite a few modifications, setting it up so I could fish everything from trolling for salmon on Lake Michigan to fishing crappie on a little conservation lake with my grandkids. If the wind comes up, or a sudden storm? No problem. My boat is outfitted with complete running canvas so I can close it up like a tent with clear windows, which I have done on a number of occasions, sleeping in my boat overnight.
This particular trip I wasn't worried about a cold blustery day. In fact, the crazy weather was anything but normal or cold. Here it was the second week of March and the forecast was for warm. The day before they forecast sixty five and it beat that by ten degrees and it felt much hotter in the sun. Today they were forecasting seventy and I wondered if it would push the ol' mercury even higher. Unfortunately it was still only about forty five degrees as we waited around to draw our partners, the sun still a good half hour from coming up. I was wearing under armor long underwear under my jeans, a sweat shirt, a heavy jacket, a stocking cap and wind proof winter gloves. I knew damn well that with a thirty-minute run up the lake to where I planned on starting to fish, even behind the windshield, it would be a damn cold ride.
I'd tried to get my wife excited about fishing, but she just wasn't into it. Some wives were, but my wife...not so much. She had long since decided that she wouldn't complain about my leaving the house at four am to go fishing, not coming home again until after dark, as long as I didn't complain about her heading out shopping with her friends. Personally I never quite understood how she could wander around stores for hours on end, try on dozens of dresses or slacks or shirts, and come home with only one or two items. When I went shopping it was in and out. Maybe half an hour to pick half a dozen pair of pants and I was ready to go home.
I waited in line, moving forward one person at a time, the guys in front of me each dipping their hand into the jar to pull out a name. They'd call the name out to find their partner and then head to their boat to get organized. I was toward the end of the line, not for any particular reason. I mean someone had to be at the end, and this morning I chose to pour myself a fresh cup of coffee before walking to the draw line. "Emily Killian!" I called as I pulled the name out.
I wasn't overly surprised it was a woman. Like I said, a lot of wives fished with their husbands. Some even enjoyed fishing more when they weren't fishing with their husbands. Sometimes the husbands can be kind of know-it-all and bossy, where if the wives fished with someone else they were treated better.
I was pretty sure I'd met Emily, not so much because I remembered her name, but because I'd seen her at one of the club's summer bar-b-ques turning the heads of the older guys and even a few younger guys. You couldn't tell it by what she had on now, a heavy jacket, snow pants, stocking cap and mittens. She clearly knew what was coming! She was also a serious fisherman, or maybe I should say fisher woman. She had three rods that were well used and a huge assortment of massive muskie baits. I helped her carry her gear down to the dock and loaded it into my boat, and then held a hand out for her to step down in.
We pushed off the dock and I fired the big I/O, carefully backing away from the dock and then idling out into the bay. We couldn't leave yet. In fact, we weren't until the second flight, meaning a bunch of boats were going to be headed out to the lake a full minute ahead of us.
"So, what's the plan?" she asked as she sat in the passenger seat to my left, waiting patiently for the first flight to take off.
"I was thinking up by north creek. There's some good flats that the big boys should be cruising on at first light," I answered her.
"Yeah. I know where you mean. Back in that long finger bay?"
"That's the one. They're a bitch to hook with top waters like that, especially this close to spawn, but if we can nail one it's likely to make the big fish award. I've gotten some high forties in there."
"Sweet. I've thrown up in there but never come away with a fish."
"What did you use?"
"Buzzers and fox tails mostly."
"Never tried a jerk bait in there?"
"Not really."
"Well, I have an extra spook you can try if you want," I said as I dropped the boat in gear to idle closer to the line as the first flight hit the throttle and raced off onto the lake, some headed north and some south.
"Sure," she answered as I idled closer to the line as the second flight started inching toward the launch line. We saw the green flag fly and I hit the throttle, my big deep V launching up on top of the water and leaving a huge wake behind me, unlike the bass boats which skimmed across the tops of the waves with very little wake. I couldn't go seventy or more like most of them could, but my deep V would cut through rough water that would batter a bass boat to fiberglass splinters.
By the time we got to the fishing hole I was cold and Emily didn't look any too comfortable. There was also already a boat in our fishing hole, but it was clearly working its way around toward the far shore and looked like they were headed out rather than in. I idled down and crept into the long narrow bay, keeping my speed as low as I could on the big engine until we were only a hundred yards or so from the back end. I shut the engine down, tilted up the out drive so we could go in shallower water and put down my two thousand-dollar wireless remote electric trolling motor.
I pulled my gloves off and dug into one of the huge plastic boxes for a pair of baits, handing one to Emily and keeping one for myself.
We spent the next half hour, the sun creeping over the trees and shining on the muddy water, casting and working the jerk baits. It's slow fishing, taking long minutes to retrieve in a broken jerk and wait retrieve.
"HOLY SHIT!" Emily cried suddenly as the water exploded around her lure, a huge almost four-foot-long fish hitting her plug and sending it sailing into the air as it tried to jump out of the water after it. The plug hit the water and she stood staring at it, her hands shaking with adrenalin overload as she tried to gather her senses.
"Just let it sit. Give it a few gentle tugs, but don't pull it too far. Twitch it, like it's injured," I coaxed softly, knowing that the big fish was probably not far away and would likely take another swipe at it.
She twitched the bait as instructed and was rewarded a minute later by another explosion, the monster fish getting the bait in his mouth this time, instead of bouncing it off his nose. Ten minutes later we had the fish next to the boat and netted. It was a nice fish and I would have liked to stay, but we had to go find another boat to confirm our fish before we could let it go. Fortunately, the boat that had been fishing the bay hadn't left yet, so we motored to where they were, measured up the forty four inch fish and then let it go.
By seven the sun was clear of the trees and our heavy coats and her snow pants were gone. By eight we were down to short sleeve shirts. By nine we were roasting and she was down to shorts and a tank top and I was wishing I was. Not that I didn't have shorts, I did. Normally I'd just nose into a quiet bay and change. But normally I didn't have someone else's wife in my boat and a hardon.
Yeah, that's right. I had a hardon. Emily might have been in her early forties, a full ten years younger than I am, but she was, well, damn hot. I know, I know. How can a forty year old woman be that hot looking? She had on a tank top that conformed to her trim body and full round chest as if it had been painted on, and her shorts were...well short. So short in fact that I could easily see the curve of the bottom of both ass cheeks.
But pitching those half pound baits in the beating sun had me sweating and it was past time for me to get more comfortable instead of standing and sweating my ass off.
"Emily. I really need to change back here. I'm still wearing long underwear," I said from the back of the boat where I stood reeling my heavy crank bait through the submerged trees in the quiet bay.
"No problem. You need to get out on shore or what?"
"No. I can change back here if you don't mind. All you have to do is to turn around."
"I can. But to be honest all that morning coffee needs to get out. If you wanna pull up to shore I can take care of that while you change," she offered.
"Sounds like a plan," I answered, using the remote to steer the boat down the shoreline a little farther to a gap in the dead trees. I eased the boat toward shore and hit the button to automatically pull the electric trolling motor up into the stowed position. Damn, technology is great! We coasted the remaining ten or so feet to the shore, the bow of my boat gently bumping against the rough gravel. Emily bent over the bow, looking over the front to check her footing, her shorts pulling even tighter across her firm looking round ass, the lightweight blue material pulling tight across her now obvious pussy.
I stood watching her as she swung one leg over the bow rail, trying to reach it to the ground, her motion spreading her legs wide and pulling the shorts even tighter across her pussy. I could see the material pull between her fat outer lips, making my already hard cock try to grow even harder.
I shook my head to clear the image of her from my mind while she pulled the bow line up on the shoreline she now stood on, tying it off to a tree. She walked up the hillside from the water about ten yards or so and looked around. "You know. There really isn't much cover here, so if you promise not to look. I won't either."
"Um. Yeah, sure," I answered her, watching as she turned to face me. She unsnapped her shorts and hooked her thumbs into the material and then to my complete surprise pushed her shorts and her pink panties down her legs. She stepped one foot out of the shorts, leaving them around one ankle, and then squatted down, naked below the waist. Her pussy was almost completely shaved, with only a small patch of brown curls that matched her pony tail, trimmed in a triangle pointing down toward her full lips. She spread her feet on the shoreline, reaching between her legs to spread her pussy lips, exposing herself completely to me as she squatted lower and started to pee.
"So, you going to change?"
"Yeah. I guess," I answered. "I thought we weren't going to look. You didn't give me much of a chance."
"You could have turned around any time you wanted. But since you didn't. I plan on getting equal treatment."
"Equal treatment?"
"Yeah., she answered as she stood up, not bothering to put her shorts back on yet. "I've seen the hardon in your pants. I expect to see all of it when you change. That's fair, isn't it?"
"Seems kinda teenagerish, don't you think? Show me yours and I'll show you mine?"
"Oh I don't think so. We're both adults, and you are standing there staring at my pussy."
"Okay. Fine," I answered, undoing the belt of my pants. I pushed my pants down, working them over the slick material of my under armor long underwear. I bent over and took off my shoes and then pulled my pants off my legs. I felt the boat move and looked up to see Emily stepping into the boat, her shorts and underwear in her hand. She spread her legs wide while she stepped over the bow and then, once in, sat on the edge of the boat, her ass tucked into the rail at the very point of the bow, her feet on the front cushions and her knees pushed apart, giving me an incredible view of her pussy.
"Do you do this with all the guys you fish with?" I asked as I pushed the long johns down a little nervously, my cock still covered by my boxer briefs.
"Oh most definitely not," she said as she sat watching me. "In fact, this is the first time."
"Uh huh. So why?"
"Why not? You haven't had any trouble ogling me for the last two hours, why shouldn't I have a chance to do the same thing?"
"Well, for one thing, we barely know each other."
"So? You're looking at my pussy. My body makes you hard. It's not like I'm taking you home to meet my parents. I just want to see what's been making that bulge for the last two hours."
"Well, this is...most definitely not what I usually do with my fishing partners," I said with a frown, still trying to figure out a way to keep from what I knew she wanted, which was for me to pull down my briefs.
"So? It's not like I'm offering to fuck you or anything. I just want to see what you're hiding. You're looking at me. Or do I need to finish the job?" she asked, reaching up and pulling her tank top off, skimming it easily up and off over her head. She reached next for the sports bra she was wearing and pulled it up off over her head as well, leaving her sitting in the bow completely nude except for socks and shoes.
"Holy shit," I whispered as I stared at her full round breasts, easily a thirty six or eight C or maybe a bit more. Each creamy mound was full and round, sagging slightly into a teardrop shape. Her areola were easily a quarter of the front of each breast, and her nipples were almost as big around as my finger, jutting out from the center of each round puckered areola, almost as if begging to be sucked on.
"I take it you like the view? Now how about finishing your end?"
"I guess," I said with a frown, feeling like I really didn't have a choice. I pushed my boxer briefs down, letting my hard cock stick out lewdly toward her as I worked them down my legs.
"All the way off. Only fair? Right?"
"I guess," I answered with a frown, stepping out of them.
"Much better," she said as she got up and walked through the split windshield toward me, standing naked only two or so feet from me. "Damn nice looking," she said with a grin. "Don't worry. I'm not going to do anything. I just want to get some sunscreen. As hot as it is I don't plan on getting burned."
"Uh yeah," I answered a little dumbly as she turned around to face away from me and bend over. She held her knees straight and bent at the waist, her ass pushing out at me as she dug in the cloth zipper bag at her feet. She leaned her ass back toward me farther, her pussy only inches from my cock, practically inviting me to just step forward and push into her. She was so wet and so close to me I could smell her arousal as she stood bent in front of me, the sight and scent making my cock bounce with each beat of my pounding heart.
"It's in here somewhere!" she said as she took another half step back and moved the bag from the floor to the seat, her ass pushing out at me again, this time bumping her ass cheeks into my engorged head. She continued to dig in the bag intentionally, or at least I presumed intentionally, wiggling her ass back and forth, rubbing her cheeks across my cock. It seemed to me that she was searching to get my cock between her legs and after a few short minutes of her teasing, I pushed my cock down and pressed forward, running it between her legs so that it pressed against her wet pussy lips. "Oh yeah. There it is!" she said, wiggling her ass and her pussy on my cock. "Mmmmmm damn," she said as she stood up and stepped away from me. "I better not do that anymore or it may end up a lot farther in me than either of us planned."
"Yeah, not a good thing," I agreed as she turned to face me.
"Well, I'm going to put some sun block on before I get dressed," she said as she squeezed the bottle of sunblock and squirted some on her hand. "Would you be nice enough to do my back?"
"Uh. Sure. But I better dress first."
"No. That'd spoil the fun," she said as she turned around and backed up to me again. She held the bottle over her shoulder to me as she pushed her ass against me, trapping my cock in the crack between her firm ass cheeks.
"This isn't a good idea," I said quietly. "Not only are we both married, but anyone could come along."
"Well, it's not like we're having sex. I mean you're just helping me put some sunblock on. And as far as someone seeing, we'd hear the boat coming long before they got here. So you gonna do my back or are we going to stand here naked all day?"
"Fine!" I said a little irritated. Not because I had anything against touching her very sexy body, but to be honest, I was getting a bit frustrated, sexually. I was torn between wanting to be a good boy and not cheat on my wife and pushing her over and stuffing my cock into her pussy. I squirted some lotion across her shoulders and then handed the bottle back to her. I used both hands to spread the lotion across her shoulders and down her back, letting my hands stroke all the way down to her ass, sliding my slick hands around her cheeks, pulling myself away from her just enough to give me room to play with her ass but not so far that my cock wasn't still resting in between her cheeks.
"You have gentle hands. You can keep going if you want, I don't mind."
"Keep going where?" I asked as she squirted lotion across her breasts. She tossed the bottle onto the seat and then reached down for my hands, that were on her hips, and pulled them up to her breasts.
"Here is a good place," she said, pushing her ass back against my cock as she rubbed my palms into the cream and then down across her rock hard nipples, leaving my hands cupping her soft supple tits. I slowly stroked my hands around her breasts, her chest rising and falling more with each passing minute as I rubbed her soft skin and rock hard nipples. I stroked my hands down below her breasts, teasing my fingers across her stomach and down to her mound, intending to slide my fingers between her legs. To my surprise and disappointment, she pulled my hand away from her pussy just before my fingers slid between her legs. "I better do my legs," she said, pulling away from me and bending over for the lotion. I felt her find my cock with her hand between her legs and draw it down to rest on her wet lips as she backed up, her bare ass pressing against my hips. She stayed bend over, rubbing lotion on one leg and then the other, her body moving gently along my shaft, her ass pushing back at me as if she were fucking me, but with my cock just sliding along her wet lips. I held her hips and couldn't quite keep from moving in time with her strokes, teasing my shaft and her pussy as she gently moved back and forth over me.



"Ohhhhh shit," she groaned softly, her hands holding one of her calves as her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhhhh fuck. Didn't expect that," she moaned as her body suddenly jerked and shook. "Ohhhhhhh fuck didn't expect that," she panted as she reached out for the back of the seat and the dashboard for support as her hot wet juices leaked from her pussy around my cock.
Let's face it. Guys often don't think things through when it comes to sex. Most definitely we don't think with the right head when faced with overwhelming stimulation. That's the best excuse I can give for what I did next. As she stood bent over, her legs still shaking and her chest heaving for breath as her orgasm continued to tease her body, I pulled my cock back and pushed forward again, my stroke long enough to draw my head back between her lips and let it move into the entrance to her tunnel. I pretty much went on automatic at that point, the pressure on my mushroom head triggering an almost automatic response to push forward, which I did, driving my already lubricated cock easily into her spasming and quivering pussy.
"OHHHH SHIT!" she cried loudly as she felt my cock drive into her, her ass pushing as automatically back toward me as my hips pushed toward her. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried as I started plunging into her over and over, my head stroking her tunnel and her tunnel caressing my cock, pushing my already stimulated body toward an impending climax with incredible speed. "Yeah. Oh god yes! Fuck me. Fuck me hard!" she moaned over and over as I drove myself into her, smashing my head against the end of her tunnel and my hips into her bare ass. It wouldn't have been hard to guess what we were doing anyone had heard the slap slap of skin as I pounded into her pussy, continuing to drive her climax along as mine prepared to peak.
"FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body bucked, jamming my shaft into her as far as it could go, my cock surging a huge gush of cum into her pussy.
"OHHHHHH Fuck fuck fuck," she moaned, trying to push her pussy and ass back at me as my body bucked into her and surge after surge of hot cum lanced into her pussy until it was leaking around my shaft and dripping from her lips to the carpet below us.
"OH shit. I'm sorry," I panted after my brain started to work again.
"Uh huh," she said, equally breathless, pulling off my cock and stepping away a foot or two. She bent over again, picking up her shorts and panties from where they lay on the deck. "Guess that was my own fault," she said as she straightened out her underwear and stepped into them, stopping the drool and drip of my cum from her pussy. She stepped into her shorts as soon as her panties were settled in place, working the tight material up over her firm ass cheeks.
I stepped into my shorts, quickly stuffing pants and underwear under one of the seats while she pulled her tank top on, stuffing her sports bra into the bag on the floor.
She turned and stepped to the bow and over it without looking back at me. She didn't turn to face me until she had the bow line untied. She stepped to the boat and pushed off, hopping over the rail as the boat glided out from the shore. "I think we should keep this between ourselves," she finally said, picking up her rod and waiting for me to get the boat back out where we could fish, obviously keeping her body turned to face away from me.
"Yeah. That's probably a good idea," I answered as she threw her line parallel to shore and started retrieving the crank bait through the wood line. We fished for almost half an hour more in that bay, packed our lines and headed up the lake farther for another spot that I knew. She seemed unwilling to talk at all, and I didn't push very hard to make her. What had happened wasn't something I was proud of and it made things a bit tense between the two of us. Unfortunately we still had almost seven hours left in the fishing day. If we called it quits now and headed in it would be sure to raise questions neither of us wanted asked.
I throttled back and let the boat coast down and settle in the water before idling back into another heavily wooded bay. I deployed the electric trolling motor and started to ease the boat back toward the little creek that fed into the lake on the far side of the dead standing timber sticking up out of the water. Most fishermen looked at this bay and didn't give it a second thought, just too much dead wood and nothing to draw the fish. But back around the corner of the longest point was a nice little patch of lily pads that seemed to always be early risers in the season, and because of that, a great fish attractor.
"Adam," Emily said quietly, as I got up to put a lure on to fish.
"Yeah?"
"I don't want you to think that I didn't want that. You didn't do anything wrong, at least as far as I'm concerned. I mean I clearly put that whole thing in motion, even when you resisted. I just want to apologize. I shouldn't have done that."
"Yeah, well, I shouldn't have done what I did either," I answered, my comment punctuated by a low rumble in the distance. I looked up and realized that there was a heavy cloud bank rolling in quickly from the west, which I hadn't noticed with my back to it both at the last fishing hole and on the run up the lake. The sun wasn't far from being blotted out. "Looks like rain gear time," I said quietly.
"Yeah," she said, clearly not done with the discussion, but leaving it alone for the moment while we both dug out rain gear.
It was almost disappointing to see her cover herself up in the heavy rain gear, but dry was better than the alternative. Spring rains were NEVER warm gentle rains. They were almost always cold and nasty.
The first few drops splatted loudly on the water around us as we threw weedless buck tails into the pads, drawing them out toward the boat, hoping to draw another large fish. I could hear the trolling motor work, the back of the boat swinging around in the growing wind as the motor tried to hold us at the defined GPS location. "Looks like this is going to get ugly!" I said as the rain started to fall harder, quickly growing into a slashing rain. The motor had the boat pointed straight toward the wind, and still the wind pushed us backwards toward the small creek inlet. I could have fired the little gas trolling motor and tried to push us out of the bay, but one look at the waves running down the lake said it all. Even if we got out of the bay we weren't in any better shape.
I knew my boat, and I knew that I could easily run in the two plus foot white caps rolling down the lake, but the question was, were to? I quickly steered us to a large dead tree and tied the bow off, shutting down the little motor that was losing its battle with the wind anyway. That done I wordlessly went to work unstowing the running canvas.
It didn't take long, but in a slashing rain not long is always a long time. Within five minutes I had the top up and secured and was zipping the clear plastic side windows into place. Emily sat in the passenger seat while I worked around on my knees, zipping everything in place. The last piece to install was the transom cover, a large square of canvas and plastic that angled back from the canvas top to the transom, sealing out the weather and making us, while not water tight, definitely rain tight. The only piece I hadn't put on was the tonneau cover on the front. With that in place I could take a wave over the bow and it would just shed off without even getting us wet, but sitting still there was no real need to put it on. I stuffed a cooler into the gap between the consoles, under the now closed windshield to block the bulk of the rain trying to blow in. "Well, now all we do is ride it out," I said quietly, peeling off my heavy rain coat. "Damn. Look at that idiot," I said, pointing through the entrance to the cove and a bass boat trying to run up the lake at high speed over the breaking waves, nearly flipping when the wind caught under the bow.
"Idiot," Emily said quietly. "That's something my husband would try."
"Yeah, well, with a bass boat and not all this canvas, we'd probably try the same thing to find some cover," I said as I took the driver's seat and pulled the back half out to make it into a six-foot-long bench instead of two back to back facing seats.
"That's handy," Emily said as I worked my rain pants off in the low clearance of the boat top, turning and dropping onto the seat. I stuffed a cushion between my back and the steering wheel and stuck my legs out on the long bench seat to relax.
"Yeah. It's not bad. As long as the wind doesn't shift much we'll be able to ride this out no sweat."
"That's the plan? Wait out the storm?"
"Yeah. Unless it decides to stick around for hours, but that wasn't in the forecast. Might as well get comfortable. Sounds like a good time to have lunch too," I said moving off the bench to get my cooler and then settle back again.
She sat quietly for some time and then slowly pulled her own rain suit off, leaving her sitting in obviously soggy shorts and tank top, the damp material clinging to her breasts. She moved around, her ass pushing out at me and making my cock grow again despite my best intentions, as she found her small cooler with her food in it. "Here," I said, setting aside my sandwich and moving next to her. I folded her seat out into a bench like mine was, leaving the passenger cockpit more seat than anything else. In this configuration it could easily seat eight, but I usually only set the seats like this if I was taking a nap.
"Thanks," she said quietly, sitting on the long bench and propping some life jackets and clothes behind her back for support. She started to eat her own lunch while I went back to my own. "I just want you to know, that wasn't your fault."
"Partly," I said with a shrug. "I didn't have to do what I did."
"I'd probably have been disappointed if you hadn't," she said quietly. "I kinda let that get out of hand. I didn't really start out expecting it to go that far."
"I don't understand why you started it at all? I mean stripping like you did on the shore."
"Well. It's complicated, and a bit personal."
"Uh huh. Kinda like having sex? Seriously?"
"Does seem silly when you put it that way."
"Uh huh. So. You wanna tell me why?"
"No," she said before going silent, the sound of the wind and rain pounding against the canvas top and windshield the only real sound in the boat. The heat from the four-cylinder engine under the back cowling continued to seep out and into our "tent" pushing the temperature up despite the drop in temperature outside. I considered opening one of the windows, but with the wind pounding the rain down on us I decided that wasn't all that good of an idea. I peeled off my shirt and sat back on the seat again in just my shorts.
"I think he's seeing someone," she blurted out suddenly.
"What? Who?"
"My husband. I can't prove it, but I think he's seeing someone else," she said without looking at me.
"Oh. Okay," I answered, not really sure what that had to do with anything.
"That's why."
"Okay... Now I understand so much more," I said shaking my head. "NOT!"
"Okay, look," she said, swinging her feet off the seat and twisting so she was still sitting on it, but facing me now, her feet in the small aisle between the seats. "He hasn't had sex with me for over two years. I've tried different things, sexy nighties, going to bed naked, walking around the house naked, even climbed on his lap naked a few times and nothing. Not even a hardon! He works late and he's not interested in me. He's seeing someone else. And if he's doing that then I must not be too damn desirable anymore. I mean hell, I can't even give him a hardon. So I just figured, since I saw you were getting one..."
"That you'd have sex with me instead?"
"NO! No. That wasn't it. I just wanted to see if I was really turning you on. The more I realized that I was, the more I wanted to see how much. I got really excited about the thought of feeling your hands on my body, just my back. But then, well, it felt so nice having a man touch me again that I wanted your hands on my tits, and then I wanted to feel your cock against my pussy. I wanted to just throw you down and fuck you, but I just couldn't bring myself to do that, so when you did...well... God it felt good."
"Yeah. It did that," I said shaking my head.
"Yeah. Way good. So, I guess that I'm still half way good looking anyway."
"You look damn good for what, forty five?"
"Six," she said with a smile. "Last week."
"Well. Happy birthday."
"Thanks," she said with the first smile I'd seen since our little tryst. "It is hot in here, isn't it?"
"Yeah," I answered, still sweating even though I was in only my shorts.
"I don't suppose you'd complain if I took my shirt off. I mean you've already seen my tits."
"I'm not going to complain."
"Good," She said, pulling the little tank top off and then running her hands up and down her own bare skin, cupping her breasts and stroking them gently, her thumbs teasing back and forth across her nipples. She let go of her tits and stood up, bent at the waist, her head and chest leaning over me with her tits hanging down in my face. She pushed her shorts and wiggled her hips to work the tiny things over her ass, her tits swaying back and forth only inches from my face as she pushed her shorts down. She reached a hand out for the side of the boat for balance, and lifted one foot at a time, stepping out of her shorts. Her hands went back to her hips, pulling her damp panties down over her ass, the material rolling as it tried to cling to her creamy skin. She reached out for the boat side again, working the panties down her legs and finally over her shoes, her left breast actually bumping me in the face as she lifted her right foot. "Much better!" she said as she pushed herself away and sat back down, naked except for her shoes. "You can join me if you want. You don't have to be bashful."
"Yeah. I do," I answered quietly.
"Why? Because you have a hardon? I've seen it already, remember?"
"Well, that's part of it," I answered her.
"Oh for heaven's sake," she said with a frown. She leaned over and started undoing my shorts, my hands quickly reaching for hers. "What?"
"You don't really want to, do you?"
"Do I want to see your hardon again? Fuck yes. Do I want to feel you in me again? Maybe. We're not going anywhere fast. As long as we're sitting here we might as well make the best of it right? I mean neither of us are going to tell anyone, so what's the difference."
"Difference is that it's not right."
"Because we're married?"
"That's certainly a big factor."
"Okay. So. How about I promise not to do anything you don't want to."
"And that makes it better how?"
"OH fuck Adam!" she said, clearly frustrated as she let go and dropped onto the other seat.
"Emily, what do you expect from me? I mean hell, we barely know each other, and we are married, so this is cheating, right?"
"Yeah. But hell, he's cheating on me! And fuck. It's not like I'm trying to take you away from your wife. I just want to feel sexy again. I want to feel like a man wants me and I want to feel a man's hands on my body and his cock in me because he WANTS them there, because I turn him on!"
"Damn Emily. You make me feel like a heel for not cheating on my wife."
"She's lucky. Here you are, almost naked, a woman throwing herself at you and you're saying no."
"Yeah. Well. I'm not perfect, but I do try."
"So, would it be too much to ask to just have you take off your shorts so I can see again?"
"What? You want to see my cock again?"
"It is the first hard one I've seen in two years, and yes, women do have the same urges as guys. We get turned on and want to see stuff."
"Just looking, right?"
"Yeah. I won't come attack you, if that's what you're worried about."
"I wasn't, but, okay," I said, finishing what she started and pushing my shorts off, working them over my shoes so I was as naked as she was, my rigid cock sticking up like a flag pole.
"Just between you and me, you do have a damn nice looking cock," Emily said quietly as she moved on the seat so her back was now to the stern instead of the bow like mine. She moved the pile of clothes and life jackets to prop her back up again and then lay back against the pile, propping her body at an angle. She put her left foot on the dash board her leg bent slightly, and the other on the floor in the aisle between the seats. She spread her legs wide, giving me an incredible view of her pussy as she slipped one hand down between her legs. "God I'd like to feel it inside me again. Last time was way too short a time," she cooed as she drew a finger up along her obviously wet lips.
Her other hand moved to her chest, teasing first her right and then her left nipple, gently tugging and twisting it as she stared at my cock. "You know...I'm going to make myself come, so if you wanna play with yours too, I won't complain. I'd kinda like to see you stroking that big meat."
"You do make a tempting offer," I answered as she lay there, her fingers teasing her own pussy lips wide.
"I bet I can make a better one. How about letting me suck you off? If I do a good job, you can return the favor. That way we don't have to worry about happening what happened earlier. How does that sound?"
"I have to admit that's a much more tempting offer," I agreed, thinking that if she kept doing what she was there was no way I wasn't going to crawl on top of her and fuck her brains out. But I wasn't going to say that either.
She put her foot down and slipped off the seat into the aisle, adding to the rocking the boat was already doing from the wind. She wrapped both hands around my fat cock, a good portion still sticking up from her hands as she lowered her mouth over it. "Ohhhhh god." I groaned as she swirled her tongue around my head and began to bob slowly up and down my shaft. Her hot lips caressed my head and her hands followed behind, her saliva quickly running down my shaft and lubricating me within her fingers. Up and down she bobbed, little tingles racing from where her mouth stroked me through my body, encouraging me to try to rock my hips up toward her hot mouth.
On and off she went, one hand moving from my cock to my balls, her fingers teasing and massaging them gently, her fingers occasionally sliding down to tease the tender skin between my balls and my anus. Her teasing fingers seemed to make my cock grow even fatter in her mouth, my hips no longer able to stay still no matter how hard I tried. "OHHHH god!" I groaned loudly. "Jesus you're good at this!"
"I hope you're as good with your mouth," she said, taking a breath. "Tell me when you're ready."
"Don't want it in your mouth?" I asked as she wrapped her lips around me again.
"I love sucking cum from a hard cock, but it's been a long time since I watched a cock spray all over my tits. Don't think you'd mind seeing it either, since you're obviously a tit man," she said with a grin before going back down on my cock again.
"How do you know I'm a tit man?"
"Seriously? You've been staring at my tits since I took my coat off."
"Well, they are good looking," I grunted as she pressed her face down my shaft until my head slipped into the back of her throat. "Ohhhh god."
"Glad you like that," she said as she took a few breaths and stroked me with her hand. "You feeling it yet?"
"Almost," I agreed my hips lifting toward her almost uncontrollably.
"Good," she answered, wrapping her lips around my head again. Up and down her face bobbed on my shaft while I did everything I could to hold back as long as I could.
"Gonna come," I grunted only moments before I couldn't hold back another second. She pulled her face from my cock and aimed it at her big soft tits, stroking it madly while she looked down at it in anticipation. "OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my hips bucked up at her and a huge gush of cum spurted from my head, hitting her higher than she expected.



"Face shot!" she said with a laugh as she aimed my cock down at her chest to catch the next half dozen jerks and spurts of cum, leaving me lying panting with her hands slowly teasing my cock and rubbing the drooling cum across her tits and nipples. She continued to rub my head around her tits, using one hand to hold my cock and the other to lift and aim her nipples so that she could tease my head around and around her erect nubs. When my cock finally shrank beyond usefulness, she leaned herself back, gently stroking her fingers through my cum, rubbing it into her nipples and areola like lotion. "Okay lover. I am sooooo god damn horny. It's a good thing I drained this or a few more minutes and I'd have been climbing on it!"
"Yeah. If you'd have tried I definitely was past stopping you," I said, still a little breathless.
"Wish I'd have known that. God I wanted that cock in me!" she said as she took my hand. "But I guess I'll have to settle for a finger and tongue. God I hope you're good at this."
"I'm passable," I said as I slid off the seat to kneel where she had, her back again against her pile of clothes and her legs spread wide. I hadn't noticed before how much the wind had picked up, the boat bucking and rocking against its single mooring line. I hoped the line would hold, but then I wasn't about to go and try and double it up, not with her in front of me like this!
I leaned my face down to her pussy and gently stroked my tongue up her soft lips, teasing her delicate flowery inner lips apart as I stroked toward her clit. The loud gasp and sudden jerk of her hips told me I not only found my target but that she wasn't kidding about how turned on she was. I pressed my tongue deeper between her lips, stroking softly and teasing her clit at the end of my stroke, letting just the tip of my tongue tease rapidly across her hard nub. She reached for my short hair, unable to grasp it, and slid her fingers around behind my head to try and pull me into her pussy.
I grinned to myself and moved my hand to push a finger into her, stroking it in and out several times while I stroked my tongue up her wet slit to her clit. She cried out in pleasure as I added a second finger to her pussy, pushing both deep into her as I flicked and licked her hard clit.
"OHHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed over and over as my tongue attacked her clit and my fingers pumped wetly in and out of her pussy. I rolled my hand over, palm up and let my fingers curl, stroking the tips along her tunnel walls behind her pubic bone, almost immediately getting a reaction. Her hips lifted, her body balanced on her two feet and her shoulders as she tried to pull me to her pussy and push her pussy toward my face at the same time. "OHHH GOD!" she screamed when I sucked her clit between my lips and squeezed it gently, my tongue flicking rapidly across the tip. "SHIT SHIT! YOU"RE GOING TO MAKE ME FUCKING COME!" she squealed loudly as she tried to pump her hips toward my face. "OHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her legs trembled and her hips bucked toward my face again. I could feel her juices pushing out at me past my fingers, her cum drenching my chin, neck and chest. "FUCK!" she screamed again as her body jerked a second time, another spray of cum hitting me as she stayed board stiff, her body frozen in the air above the bench seat, only her feet and shoulders touching anything. Her legs shuddered harder and she collapsed onto the bench, gasping for breath, little spasms wracking her body. "Ohhhh my god," she moaned softly, moving her hands from my head to my shoulders, trying to coax me up onto her. "Come up here. Oh please...come up here!" she moaned urgently.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy and pushed myself up her body, her legs still spread around me, her arms reaching for my body to pull me up onto her. She leaned her face up toward mine, eagerly kissing and sucking my lips erotically, pussy grinding against my body, trapping my half hard cock between my body and her pussy. She rocked her hips while she kissed me, her tongue teasing my lips and tongue as if she were dying of thirst and I was the first water she had ever seen. Her hips ground against me and she moaned into my mouth as she ground her clit against my growing cock. "Fuck me. Oh god. Please fuck me!" she moaned into my mouth.
"We shouldn't," I protested weakly, knowing that at that moment I wanted it as much as she did.
"I don't care. Fuck me. Ohhhh please fuck me!" she moaned, moving her hand down from my face to between us, her hand finding my cock and guiding me to her pussy. "Push baby. Push it in. I'm all yours. Fuck me with that cock. Make me come around you. Fuck me like your little slut. Use my hot little cunt and fuck me until you fill me with your cum again!"
"Oh shit," I groaned as I pushed forward, no longer able to hold back. I drove my cock into her sopping wet pussy, driving it all the way into her until my pelvis banged against hers. She pulled both legs back, my thighs now slapping loudly against her ass as she tried to keep kissing me as I stroked. In and out I plunged, my body slapping and banging against hers, her moans growing louder with each passing minute. I felt her legs start to quiver and shake, her pussy spasming and contracting around my shaft as my plunging cock renewed her climax and drew it forward again, but she continued to kiss me, moaning into my mouth, unwilling to let go.
In and out I plunged, for how long, I had no idea. The boat rocked in the wind and with my strokes as I pumped my shaft into her eager body over and over again. I felt my cock caressing her walls and in turn, her walls gripping and pulling me deeper into her as her body inched me toward another climax. She rocked her hips in time with my strokes, changing the sensations ever so slightly with each stroke, pushing my suddenly growing climax toward its inevitable conclusion.
"FUCK!" I grunted into her mouth as my hips bucked hard, a huge gush of hot cum lancing into her and pushing into the small space allowed by her gripping pussy around my shaft. Time and again my body bucked, adding more cum into her, her hands finally releasing my face as her head tipped back in a long scream of pleasure.
"OHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed to the storm outside as her body jerked and shuddered in another massive orgasm, pushed to new heights by my spurting cock.
"Ohhh damn," I panted as I half knelt, half laid between her legs, my chest pressed to her hard nipples, both of us panting and gasping for breath.
"Ohhh shit can you fuck!" she gasped. "Oh my god. Even when we were doing it, Frank could never do that! Ohhhh Jesus Christ that was intense. God I'm jealous."
"Of who?"
"Your wife. Holy shit she's one lucky bitch," Emily moaned. "No no. Not yet." She said, reaching for my hips and pulling me back to her when I tried to push off of her. "It's okay. I don't mind you on me. I just want to feel you a while longer."
"Okay," I answered quietly, deciding that with what I already did a few more minutes wasn't going to matter all that much. She lay below me for long seconds, feeling my cock within her still pulsating pussy before I softened enough that her contractions pushed me out of her.
"Damn. I could have felt you in there for a whole lot longer," she purred, tilting her head toward mine and lifting herself enough to kiss me on the lips again, a long slow soft kiss. "Tell me that you enjoyed that. Even if you didn't, lie and tell me you did."
I chuckled. "No lie. I did. It was one hell of a fuck."
"Good," she said with a grin, still not letting me go. "It's still raining."
"Uh huh."
"What time is it?"
"Past one," I said looking at my watch.
"How long can we stay?"
"With this storm going this long, I'd bet everyone is back but us."
"Fuck. I don't want to go. I want to fuck again."
"I think you've used me up sweetie."
"Oh damn. Tell me not. I could really use another of those."
"Not today," I whispered.
"Because you don't want to or you can't?"
"We shouldn't, but more importantly, I doubt mister happy is going to get back up."
"If I can get you hard again, will you fuck me? Will you let me ride on your cock? You love my tits. I'll ride on you and you can play with my tits right in front of your face. What do you say? Willing to let me try?"
"I doubt you can do much, but you can try," I finally agreed.
With a grin she released me and pushed me off of her, continuing to push me until I was lying back on the driver side bench. She leaned her face over my deflated cock and sucked me into her mouth, one hand teasing around the base of my cock and the other ticking and stroking my balls. She worked for several minutes, stroking her tongue around my head and sucking me, trying to stroke my cock harder. I had my doubts, but she continued to work, making me grow slightly as she teased me.
She pulled her mouth from my cock and then moved one hand to her own tit, teasing my head with her hard nipple. "You like this? Teasing your sexy cock with my tit? Mmmmm look at that. Such a sexy nipple. Such a hot cock. Wanna fuck my tits? You can. We'll just put you right here," she said, pressing my now half hard cock between her big breasts and squeezing them together. She rocked her tits up and down, massaging my cock and, quite surprisingly, making me grow harder as she teased my saliva coated cock with her tits. "Oh yeah. You love my tits don't you? Would you like your little slut to feed her nipples to you? I bet you would. Oh yeah. I can see that look on your face," she cooed softly, climbing onto the bench over me, working one of her knees between my hip and the side of the boat and leaving one foot in the aisle. She lowered her pussy down to rest on my cock, grinding against it and rocking her hips gently as she leaned her chest toward my face. She used one hand on the steering wheel behind my head for support and cupped one of her tits in her hand to guide it to my lips.
She was right. I am a tit man. I LOVE looking at, playing with and tasting tits and nipples. Given my appreciation for a nice set of breasts, it took me no time to replace her hand with mine, squeezing her breast into a pointed cone and sucking her whole areola and nipple into my mouth.
"Ohhhhh yeah. Perrrrrrfect," she practically purred as I licked and teased her nipple. I let her left nipple slip from my mouth and turned my head to draw in her right, groaning in pleasure as she rocked her hips, sliding her wet pussy along my now engorged shaft, her lips stroking from the base of my cock all the way forward until my head slipped between the hot wet lips. Back and forth she rocked herself, dragging her clit along my shaft and bouncing it over the rim of my mushroom head, little gasps and moans slipping from her lips. "Ohhh god you feel so good. Soooo fucking sexy. I love the way you're teasing my tits while I tease your cock. Do you want to be in me again? Do you want me to just push your hot cock into my waiting pussy? Mmmmmmm. I want you inside me so bad I can taste it. I want to feel your fat cock press deep into my hot wet cunt and drive me wild with desire. I want to come around your fat shaft again and feel you cum deep in me," she moaned as she slid forward, her fingers pushing my cock up between her lips. "Ohhhhh yes," she moaned as my head engaged into her pussy and sunk slowly into her as she pushed her hips back again.
"Ohhhh god," I groaned around the nipple in my mouth, my hips pushing up and driving my cock the rest of the way quickly into her.
"That's it baby. Fuck my hot cunt! Drive that cock into me!" she cried loudly as she started to lift and drop herself down my shaft, my hips bucking up in time with her strokes. Our bodies slapped together wetly, her pussy leaking her juices around my cock and spreading to our thighs as we pounded together, our motions rocking the boat much more than the wind. Up and down she dropped, her clit smashing into the base of my cock at the end of each stroke, little grunts and cries escaping her lips. The rain continued to pound outside, occasionally drowning out the softer sounds she made, the large drops slapping the canvas top above us. She rode me, in no particular hurry, enjoying the sensations of my engorged cock in her, while I let the sensations of her wet pussy tease my excitement higher in time with hers. She moaned and panted and grunted as she lost herself in my cock until her motions started growing more urgent, her climax apparently inching much closer again.
"Oh that's it baby. God I'm going to come!" she cried loudly as she continued to bounce, her pussy clenching and spasming around my cock as she rode me. "Ohhhh fuck yes yes yes!" she screamed loudly as I nibbled her nipple, pushing her peaking orgasm even higher. "OHHHHH FUUUUUUCK ME!"
"Uh," I grunted around her breast, my cock being teased almost beyond endurance as she kept bouncing on me through her orgasm, dragging it along higher and longer as she tried to push me over the top. I felt her hand slide down between my legs as she pushed herself upright, pulling her tits from my mouth. I let my hands rest on her thighs as she bounced, her tits bouncing and swinging almost in circles as she slapped her ass down hard on my thighs over and over. I felt her fingers find my balls and then push lower, her juices leaking down between my legs as she continued to moan and cry with her climax.
It felt like a sudden jolt of electricity. My whole body jerked and bucked up into her as her fingertip pressed into my ass. "SHIT!" I cried in surprise as the incredible and unexpected stimulation sent my body into instant orgasm. I felt my cock practically explode inside her, pumping cum into her already sopping pussy as my body bucked over and over under her, her finger sliding in and out of me only a half inch or so at most.
"Oh Jesus," I muttered as she pulled her finger from me and let herself rest on my still twitching cock.
"I thought you didn't have any more left?" she asked with a grin.
"I guess I was wrong," I panted as she lowered herself down on me, her head lying on my shoulder and her tits pressed to my chest.
"I'm glad you were wrong," she whispered ever so softly, nestling herself down as if to stay a while.
We lay there, not saying anything, just listening to the rain as the storm lightened up but didn't completely leave. I felt my cock slip from her, but she stayed lying on me, snuggling even closer if that were possible.
"You know. At some point we're going to have to dress and leave."
"I know. I don't want to go in. I just want to stay here for now."
"We can still fish. Not up in the bays, but we can troll some."
"Soon. I want a few more minutes," she whispered.
The few minutes turned into more than another half hour before she pushed herself up enough to bring her face to mine. She kissed me softly, teasing my lips with hers and my tongue with hers. "Thank you."
"For what?"
"For giving me something I needed more than I realized. I hope I'm not causing you real trouble at home."
"Well, I'm sure as hell not going to tell my wife about this," I said with a shake of my head. "But I do feel guilty."
"I'm sorry. If it helps any, what we did... it's really important to me. I feel inside more like I used to, desirable, sexy. Something I haven't felt for way too long. Either my husband is going to have to start paying attention to me again, or I'm going to have to get out of my marriage," she said laying her head on my shoulder again. "I didn't expect this. I didn't expect how this made me feel inside."
"Just be sure to give him a fair chance," I answered, giving her a squeeze.
"I will. But now I know. Thank you," she whispered so softly that I could barely hear her. "I think we should go back to fishing. I don't want people to get the idea we were off doing something we weren't supposed to. Not that it'd hurt me, but I don't want it to hurt you," she said pushing herself up.
"I appreciate that," I answered as she climbed off of me and moved to her own seat.
We spent the next few minutes organizing our clothing, and taking turns dressing in the tight confines, putting on enough clothes to be decent and then our rain suits. The storm had diminished to steady gentle rain, but it was still wet. Once we were dressed I pulled the back cover off to open our tent up, and stowed that part of the canvas cover, leaving the top and side curtains up. I opened the front window to the bow and crawled through to untie the front line from the tree that had held us so well for the last couple hours.
I eased us out of the cove on the electric motor and then started the main engine for a run down the lake, the waves now only six or so inches instead of the two feet during the height of the storm. The boat bounced slightly over the waves and to my surprise, Emily pulled the front of her rain suit open and pulled her tank top up over her tits so that I could watch them bounce during the half hour trip down the lake.
"Better put those away now," I told her as we eased down into the water again, idling the engine for a few moments before shutting it down. She gave me an exaggerated pout and whispered that she intended to flash me as much as she could get away with, which she carried out over the next three hours of fishing.
We ended up with three fish total, not too bad, considering the weather, and at the banquet that evening the two of us took the biggest fish prize as well as third overall. I was almost disappointed when she told me she wasn't fishing the next day. She wanted to go home and have a long talk with her husband. I gave her a hug and watched her head out the door, wondering if I would see her again.
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Bill and I have been golfing for years. One of the things I have enjoyed is getting his slant on current events, since he is more than a dozen years younger than I am and, shudder, a democrat. Yeah, I'm one of those, a Midwestern, gun toting, bible thumping conservative. Well, maybe not quite bible thumping, but otherwise I fit that stereotypical conservative type. Bill on the other hand is a true liberal. During the last election he would argue to defend any liberal position, even those that I just flat made up. It was sometimes fun to watch him make up facts to support something that I told him Obama said, even if he never really said it.
Now that we are pushing toward another election cycle, I can't help but needle him some. But we do talk seriously about any number of current events. The other day was the transgender bathroom issue. We obviously both stand on different sides, my side being that women are wired to be more private and some would find it extremely difficult or even threatening to have to undress in front of someone with guy parts, even if he is or pretends to be a woman. This is most particularly true with younger girls, like junior or high school aged girls, as recent events have shown. On his side, he has dutifully argued the rights of a few gender confused individuals should trump the rights of everyone else.
Clearly he isn't thinking about how his wife might feel having to undress in front of a man. He argues since it wouldn't matter to him if a woman walked into the dressing room while he was changing, that it shouldn't matter to anyone else. I know that without a doubt my ex-wife and daughters would vehemently disagree with that, but then with Bill I found I had to frequently demonstrate the absurdity of his argument before he would finally agree that he was not quite as right as he thought he was.
I'd met Bill's wife several dozen times over the years, and found her to be a quiet, considerate, and thoughtful person. She had the looks of a trophy wife and the brains of a scientist, which is what she was. If she were around while Bill and I were discussing some topics, I could see on her face that she wouldn't agree, but also wouldn't verbally disagree with him in public. I guess I understand that, she has to live with him, I don't.
His arguments on the transgender bathroom issue seriously bothered me. Here was someone intelligent who just didn't seem to grasp the magnitude of his own argument. Finally, half way through the week, it occurred to me just how to demonstrate to him the absurdity of the situation.
I called his wife, inviting them to a bar-b-que on Saturday after he and I went golfing, and told her to bring her suit along because we could enjoy the pool after dinner. With her acknowledgment in hand it was time to make another strategic invitation.
"Hey Amy. How are you this morning?" I asked as I walked into the front office and stopped at the counter where the receptionist sat. Amy is a good looking forty year old divorcee that enjoys sharing a bit of flirting, presumably in the hopes that I would someday relent and actually follow through on some of my less publicly acceptable suggestions. I'd only known her a year or so, but she had made it clear early on that she didn't mind the compliments I made to her looks. For some reason those compliments had degraded into more serious flirting as long as there wasn't anyone else around. We'd talked enough that I had a pretty good idea that she'd take me up on the offer I was about to extend, and that she could probably come up with what else I needed to make this work.
"Eric! How's my hot hunk doing today?"
"Better now that the semester is over. Grades are done and in, so things are looking better."
"Sounds good. I can tell by the way you're leaning on the counter that you either have something to ask me or you're hoping to get a glimpse down my top again."
I looked around to make sure no one else was in earshot before answering. "I wouldn't at all mind looking down your shirt, but it's clearly not designed to show off much. I have a hunch though that you have a bikini that would show a whole lot more."
"Ohhh? In fact, I have several. Are you finally going to invite me over for a swim in that pool of yours? I don't really need a swim suit for that you know."
"Oh. I know. No. I don't think this is quite that kind of invite though. I've been chatting with my golf buddy about the transgender bathroom thing. And he insists that it's not really that big of a deal."
"And you want me to come tie him to a tree and flog him for you?" she said with a frown.
"Oh. No, I want to demonstrate to him that he's wrong. Do you think you could find a young lady or two to come to a bar-b-que Saturday? All they have to do is come eat, sit around or play in the pool, and be attentive when Bill changes into his swim suit. You see, I'm not going to let him use the bathroom, since he thinks it's no big deal to have strange women walk into the locker room while he's changing."
"Ohhhhh you are bad."
"His wife may not be as appreciative. I rather expect that he will object to her having to do the same in front of me."
"Oh lord you are bad. Yeah. I think I can find a friend or two who wouldn't mind eating your food and playing in your pool. For a price of course."
"A price?"
"Uh huh. Just a little something for my trouble."
"Ahhh. I see. And this price would be?" I asked, as if I didn't already know what she was going to suggest.
"You have to change too."
"Uh huh. Why did I know you were going to ask that?"
"Because I've been hinting that I'd like to see you naked for the last six months. You think I'm going to pass up a chance like this?"
"And if I'm bashful and don't want to get undressed in front of several strange women?"
"Well, I don't HAVE to bring along friends."
"That would kind of defeat the purpose, now wouldn't it?"
"True. But then when his wife has to take her clothes off in front of you it may all be a moot point, right?"
"I think he'll have a hard time with that. He'll have to either convince her to or admit that his argument is full of holes. I don't expect him to admit that his argument is wrong unless he's forced too. I think Tina may push him into a corner on this one. If that's the case, I won't be doing any undressing, at least not in public. The bathroom for changing will be back in service if he admits he's got it wrong."
"That'd be a shame. But if that happens, maybe after everyone else leaves just the two of us can take a little skinny dip in that pool?"
"Amy. Didn't we already talk about why I haven't asked you out?"
"Let's see. I'm too young for you, you're too old for me, workplace romances are bad news and you have a reputation to protect. Did I forget any?"
"No, I think that covers it."
"I'm NOT too young for you, you're NOT too old for me, workplace romances are fine as long as you agree to certain rules, and trust me, I can keep a secret!"
"Yeah, well."
"You want my help?"
"I do."
"Then pay my price," she said with a devilish little grin. "It's all up to you and how badly you want to make this argument."
"I'm not entirely sure I'm comfortable undressing in front of your friends," I said with a frown and a furrowed brow.
"Well, if you want to do it in private..." she said with that same devilish grin, leaving it hanging as if there were more to say.
"Uh huh. And end up with my privates in all kinds of places they don't belong?"
"I didn't say you had to put your privates anyplace. Of course, there's always the chance that my bikini might just happen to fall off while you're naked and then who knows what'd happen."
"You'd like that wouldn't you?"
Her smile disappeared and her face turned serious. "Eric. All joking aside. It's up to you how far anything goes. I'm game either way. I'll help you even if you don't, but trust me, I wouldn't mind one bit if things went a whole lot farther than our teasing here."
"I'll think about it," I answered, equally serious, my hormones wanting to tell her hell yes, but my brain screaming that this was like doing a hundred-yard dash through a mine field. "Four o'clock Saturday. You know where I live?"
"Trust me, I can find it," she said, her smile returning.
"And the idea is to look hot enough to give him a hardon so he's even more embarrassed if or when he changes. Not that it'd be a problem for you by the way."
"Trust me. With who I have in mind to bring, he'll be creaming his shorts before he even gets his belt off!" she said with a wink. "Maybe you will too. And I have a really itty bitty bikini I can wear. Then you can really get a look as these babies," she said as she lifted her hands to her chest and hefted her large round breasts.
I smiled back. "Looking forward to it," I said quietly before turning and walking out of the office. I hoped the hardon in my pants wasn't as noticeable as it felt at that moment.
Amy was a very good looking woman. All the right curves in all the right places. Her chest was large, easily a thirty eight double D, which she kept constrained at work with a seriously heavy duty bra. The thought of her in a bikini was the reason for my currently hard shaft. Getting undressed in front of her and a couple of friends would be seriously hard for me, especially if I was this hard when the time came. Oh well. It won't get that far. No way that Bill's going to let his wife undress in front of me anyway.
On Friday I found a little note in my mailbox. Unsigned, in a plain white envelope with no markings. I carried it back to my office and opened it, pulling out a single slip of paper.
Just wanted to let you know I came up with the perfect person to come help me with that little problem you asked about. She's got almost the same price as I do. She insists that that nice big package in your slacks is hard when you change and that you don't try to hide it. I told her I was sure that wouldn't be a problem. Can't wait to SEE you this weekend!"
"Oh good lord," I groaned out loud. "I'm beginning to think that I should have thought this out a bit more first," I mumbled as I realized that I had effectively opened the flood gates with Amy.
******
It was almost exactly four on Saturday when the doorbell rang. I had stepped out of the shower after a full day of golf with Bill and had to run to the insistently ringing doorbell holding a towel around my waist. "Just a second!" I called through the door as I tried to unlock the door with only one hand, finally getting the deadbolt and knob both unlocked and the door open. "ohmygod," I mumbled as I stood and stared at Amy.
Everything I had ever seen her in was conservative professional dress. Skirts, nice tops and blouses, her hair always up in some kind of bun or knot on the back of her head. This was definitely Amy, but an Amy I'd never seen before. Her curves were hugged by a tight red halter top dress that was slinky enough that I could see her nipples poking the thin red material out. She smiled and reached for the screen door, her tits wiggling and swinging slightly inside the top of the dress as she pulled the door open. Her hair hung over one shoulder and party way down her front, reaching almost half way down to one of her clearly obvious nipples.
"So going to invite us in? Or are you going to just stand there and undress me with your eyes? If we come in you can undress me for real you know."
"Oh. Uh. Yeah," I answered, stepping back to allow her to step in through the front door. As she stepped in I finally noticed the young woman behind her. I'd have guessed that she was maybe thirty at most, maybe even a bit younger. She wore a black micro skirt, a black crop top that didn't quite come down far enough to cover all of her obviously unconstrained breasts, and four-inch spike heels. Her top pushed out over tits that were easily as big as Amy's but rounder and firmer.
"This is a friend of mine, Jennifer," Amy said as she paused in the middle of the living room and turning to look back at me.
"Uh. Hi," I answered a bit stupidly, holding a hand out to her.
"Hello Eric," she said in a deep sultry voice, stepping past my hand until her satin covered tits nearly touched my chest. I felt her fingers reach out for my shoulder and slowly stroke down my body, running down my still wet chest, across my stomach and then hooking into the towel wrapped around my waist.
"Do I know you?" I asked quietly, feeling almost as if I'd seen her face someplace.
"Maybe. You had me, so to speak, several years ago," she said barely above a whisper.
"Ohhhhhh. Former student!" I said beginning to understand.
"And now graduate student. You know, I thought you were pretty hot when I had you for a professor. You were fodder for more than one occasion, lying back on my bed, pushing my biggest dildo into my hot wet pussy, pretending it was you. Oh yeah. You didn't even have to get hard for me to notice your package, but the few times you got a little excited when one of us flashed a little more leg than we should or more than that, well, it was pretty obvious you had plenty to offer."
"Um. I'm not at all sure this is appropriate," I said weakly as her fingers unhooked from the towel and stroked down the front to find the overlap in the material. She slid her hand in and grasped my half hard cock.
"Ohhhhh yeah. It is going to be big, isn't it? How about you just drop that towel and let me see it now. I'd love to watch you get all big and hard while I undress."
"Oh lord. Amy!"
"What? You wanted someone that would make him horny, trust me, when you see her in her bikini you'll be sold," Amy said with a laugh.
"Shit. I'm already sold," I said, using my other hand to gently extract hers from my towel.
"You gotta pay the price, why not enjoy it?" Amy coaxed as she reached behind her neck and untied the top of her dress. She let the red material fall down her body, the slinky red dress stopping at her hips, hanging and waiting to be pushed down farther. Her big round tits were completely exposed, her large pink areola and erect nipples staring at me accusingly as I felt Jennifer's hand wrap around my cock again. Amy wiggled her hips as she pushed the dress down, letting it fall to the floor, exposing her shaved smooth mound, her full round pussy lips exposed as she stood there for me to look at.
I felt the towel pulled again and let Jennifer pull it away from me, tossing it aside so I was as naked as Amy was.
"You can do the honors if you want," Jennifer coaxed, standing in front of me, slowly stroking my growing member.
"Undress you?"
"That is what has to happen, sooner or later. But if you'd rather do something else, I'm game. Since I'm not wearing anything under this, feel free to play."
"Oh lord," I said after taking a short breath. "Amy, tell me this young lady didn't just suggest that..."
"You undress her and play with her pussy? I do believe she did. And if she didn't, I sure as hell will!" she said as she stepped over to the two of us. She pressed her body to me, finding one of my hands with hers and guiding me down between her legs where my fingers felt the hot wetness clinging to the soft outer lips pushing down between her full round outer lips. "I've been wishing you'd play with my pussy for half a year," she sighed softly as she rocked her hips slightly, grinding my fingers between her wet lips, her hard clit rubbing against the side of my finger.
Jennifer lifted one hand behind my neck and pulled my face toward hers, pressing her soft wet lips to mine. She gently sucked my lower lip with hers, tugging it softly before letting it slip from her lips, her tongue darting out to flick across where she had just held it. Her hand slowly stroked my cock harder, pressing it down as she did so, my shaft growing fat enough so her fingers could no longer close all the way around it. She kissed me again, pressing her lips to mine, her hips pushing toward me until I felt my cock slide between her legs. I could feel the hot juices of her pussy against my shaft as the top of my cock pressed against her bare pussy under the incredibly short skirt.
"I could so easily fuck you right now," she breathed softly. "I'm sooooo fucking turned on right now."
"Uh huh," I grunted, my mind clouded with the sensations on my cock and finger.
Jennifer lifted her other hand to behind my neck, pulling her body against mine, her firm round tits pressing against my chest, the hardness of both nipples pushing against mine. I felt as much as saw Amy step behind Jennifer and then the short shirt was pulled up over her tits, her bare skin now pressing to mine. The skirt went next, unwrapping between us and being pulled away while Jennifer sensuously kissed me and rocked her pussy along my shaft.
"If you two are going to fuck, you might as well get comfortable," I heard Amy say as my arm was pulled. Jennifer's arms pulled from around my neck and the two of us were drawn down the hall by Amy. "Master bedroom?"
"Last door," I answered, my mind not quite cleared yet. She led us into the room and crawled onto my king sized bed, drawing us both up onto it.
Amy grinned at me and pressed my chest to roll me onto my back. "I hope you can satisfy two women at the same time," she cooed softly as Jennifer crawled over me on her knees, her hand around my cock again. I felt my head press between her full lips, spreading her as she lowered her weight down on me. She pulled her shirt off, leaving her nude, her big firm tits protruding like two half melons from her chest as she wiggled to force me into her tight opening.
"Oh fuck. I don't know if you'll fit," she moaned as she grabbed my cock and worked herself around on it more, her tunnel entrance trying to spread to accept me. Finally I felt myself slip into her, only a couple short inches, but up into her, before she paused, letting my cock stretch her.
"How about a little for me?" Amy asked as she swung her leg over my face, bringing her pussy inches from my mouth. "God I want your tongue in me, your cock in me, my nipples in your mouth. Fuck I don't know where to start."
"Here," I said, moving my hands from where they had been cupping and playing with Jennifer's firm tits, to wrap around Amy's thighs. I pulled her down and used my fingers to spread her lips, dipping my tongue into her clearly excited pussy, tasting her juices and hearing her moan of appreciation.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned as I teased my tongue up and down her wet lips, pressing it between them and searching for her clit with each stroke. "Ohhh my god yes," she gasped as I found her clit, flicking across it several times before going back to her tunnel opening and trying to push my tongue into her.
Jennifer was slowly lifting and dropping herself on my cock, all of me now having been worked into her while I was finding Amy's sensitive clit. Up and down she rode, my cock teasing the insides of her tunnel, and her soft wet vaginal walls teasing me quickly toward climax.
"I'm not going to last long doing this," I grunted into Amy's pussy, wondering if they could understand what I had just mumbled.
"So?" was all Amy said as Jennifer rode faster, her gasps and cries of pleasure growing more intense by the moment. Up and down she rode, her legs starting to tremble as she dropped on me over and over again. I could feel my climax approaching more quickly than I was prepared for and I struggled to hold back, an almost impossible task with how tight her pussy was and how wet Amy's was on my face.
"SHIT!" I grunted loudly into Amy as my body bucked, jamming my cock up into Jennifer as I spouted a geyser up into her hot pussy.
"YES!" Jennifer cried, her whole body shaking on me as she slammed herself down on me, my still bucking and jerking body trying to force itself up into her as I pumped shot after shot of hot cum into her.



I looked up at Amy looking down at me, grinning. I drew my tongue up to her clit and sucked it between my lips, flicking the tip of my tongue across it as I reached with both hands from around her thighs to her big soft tits. I grabbed both nipples and gently squeezed and pulled them as I attacked her clit.
"OH FUCK!" she squealed, suddenly unable to hold still on my face, trying to grind her pussy into my face. She pulled her clit from my lips with her gyrations, but I focused on it as best I could as she ground herself against me, moaning in pleasure and leaking her juices over my face.
"Oh my god," she finally moaned, stopping her grinding and letting me breath again.
"I think that was a bit more than the price you bargained for," I said breathlessly as she crawled off my face.
"Yeah. I think we owe you change later," she panted as she lay down on the bed next to us. "Don't you think Jennifer?"
"I think that anyone that looks is going to know that I've been fucked. I'm going to be leaking this for hours," she said softly, clearly having caught her breath much faster than either of us.
"Is that a problem?"
"Uh uh. You wanted him to be creaming himself, no way he's not going to know I've been fucked and leaking cum. Just let him try and not be turned on by that."
"Oh yeah. That's what I wanted," Amy cooed. "What time are they supposed to be here?"
"Soon," I answered.
"Too soon to get you hard again and let you fuck me?"
"Yeah. Too soon for that."
"Oh poo. Maybe later then."
"Most definitely later," I answered. "And as for you Jennifer. You gotta promise not to tell anyone. I mean you're not my student any more, but I still have a reputation."
"Dr. C, you have no idea what your reputation is like, at least with the sororities."
"Oh lord."
"Come on. Let's get dressed then before I lose all self-control and start trying to fuck you," Amy said with a giggle.
Jennifer climbed off of me, our cum leaking liberally from her spread pussy as she climbed off the bed. She grinned as she looked down at what was leaking down her legs. "Oh yeah. It was every bit as much as it felt."
Amy climbed off and helped me slide off and stand up. By the time I had my boxers and shorts on, the girls were dressed in, well, bikinis sort of.
Jennifer had on a tiny white bikini that was so incredibly small that her entire mound showed above the top of the white triangle between her legs, my cum saturating the thin white material, leaving most all of her pussy lips showing through. The top was two tiny white triangles, barely larger than her areola, held in place by a set of strings looping around her back and around her neck. It was pretty clear to me that almost any sudden movement would leave all or some of her showing, not that most of her wasn't already showing through the thin white material. I was sure that if it got wet that there wouldn't be anything left to the imagination.
Amy's suit didn't show nearly as much, but then it didn't hide all that much either. The bright red triangle between her legs formed snugly to her pussy, cleaving in slightly between her lips as she snugged the strings arching up over her hips. The top, already on, was little more than a fancy band of material tied in the middle of her back, doing its best to cup her big tits. Even before she had the bottoms tied one of her tits was already trying to sneak out the top of the band. Yeah, Bill was going to have one hell of a hardon by the time we finished dinner.
We had barely dressed when the doorbell rang again. "You girls better get to the deck," I said, trying to shoo them out of my room.
"What? You don't want them thinking we've been playing in the bedroom?"
"Would kind of defeat the purpose, right?" I told them, trying to make them walk faster down the hall. I pointed toward the sliding door at the kitchen and turned to walk to the front door.
I opened the front door and saw Tina standing there smiling at me. "Hi Eric!" she said brightly. "I brought along some home-made potato salad. Didn't think you'd complain," she added as I pushed the screen door open.
"Not at all!" I agreed, holding the door open for Bill, who was carrying a twelve pack of beer.
"Hey Eric. Brought along a little extra refreshment."
"I can always count on you to bring beer," I said with a chuckle. "Go on out back. I'm about ready to put the charcoal on."
"When are you going to get modern and get a gas grill?" Bill asked as he followed his wife toward the back door.
"When they make gas grills taste as good as charcoal!" I said as I closed the front door. I followed them through the kitchen and out the back door, seeing Bill frozen in place at the sight of Amy and Jennifer laying on a couple lounge chairs in the sun. "This is Amy and Jennifer, a couple of co-workers. Girls, this is Bill and his wife Tina."
"Uh. Hi," Bill finally managed to choke out as Tina looked at me with a frown.
"Don't worry. They're harmless," I said as I headed to the grill to start the charcoal. I was busy dumping briquettes into the grill when Tina stepped over to me.
"Okay. You said this was a setup about something Bill and you were arguing about. I have an idea that these two almost undressed women have something to do with it, but you want to clue me in?" she said quietly while Bill stood near the girls making small talk and trying not to let his tongue drag on the ground.
"Yeah. Transgender bathrooms. He's all for letting guys into women's rooms. Says it shouldn't make any difference, since he wouldn't complain about a woman coming in the men's changing room."
"Uh huh. I see," she said with a frown. "And if I were to make an assumption, it'd be that you're going to have them walk in on him while he's changing?"
"Worse. He's going to have to change out here in front of them, just to show that it's really not that big of a deal," I said with a chuckle.
"And the girls won't..."
"Do anything. I promise," I said with a firm nod.
"And me?"
"Well. I doubt we'll get that far. Once he realizes that his argument doesn't hold water..."
"And if he doesn't?"
"You really think it'd get that far? I mean, no way that I'd let my wife or kids undress in front of other guys."
"He can be pretty stubborn," she said with a frown.
"Well, just between us, I'm not going to make anyone undress in front of someone they don't want to. Except maybe Bill," I said with a chuckle. "So when it comes time, feel free to just say no and go inside to change."
"But I take it you'd just as soon have me play along?" she asked questioningly.
"If you don't mind."
"No. I don't mind. I think he's way off base on this one. Not the first time mind you. Okay. I'll play along. What about you? You're not wearing a suit under that are you?"
"Um. Well. I kinda got caught by my own plan here."
"So you have to change out here too?"
I sighed deeply. "Yeah. If Bill and you go through with it I pretty much have to also."
"That could be interesting."
"Just between us, they'd love that," I said nodding toward the two on the chairs.
"So how long until the coals are ready?"
"Oh, half hour or so."
"Well. Seems like plenty of time for a swim then," She said with a grin. "Let's see just how far he'll take this?" she said as she walked away.
"Hey Eric!" Bill called about minute later.
"Yeah?" I called as I dropped the match into the coals and watched the flames burst to life with a little woof.
"What's this about changing out here?"
"Oh, that," I said as I walked away from the grill toward them. "Well, the other day you were saying how it shouldn't be a big deal with men in the ladies' changing room or women in the men's changing room, I thought this was a good time to show your support for the whole concept. I mean what's the difference between changing in a room with women in it and changing out here with women sitting around?"
"That's not the same thing," he protested.
"Why?"
"Well, anyone can see."
"So? Didn't you tell me it doesn't matter what physical sex a person is, they should be able to walk into whatever changing room makes them comfortable?"
"Yeah. So?"
"Well. They're comfortable," I said with a shrug.
"Maybe I'm not."
"So? It doesn't matter remember? As long as they are, your opinion doesn't matter. Isn't that what you told me. Oh that's right. You didn't. You said that as long as they're comfortable it should be against the law for you to complain."
"But this isn't the same thing. They're not transgender."
"No? How do you know? Did you ask? Ohhhh wait. You can't ask. You can't even make any assumptions. You have to accept them as they come, in whatever attire, and allow them in."
"That's not what I said."
"It's what you backed. You said the government should have the right to set rules that don't discriminate based on outdated and outmoded perceptions. If a guy wants to use the women's room because he feels more comfortable there he should be allowed to. Well, these two women have chosen to use my outdoor dressing room and, well, based on your own argument, you have no say. So, strip down and change. No one is stopping you."
"But they're watching," he protested.
"And a guy going into the women's locker room isn't going to be looking at the women around him? Seriously? This was your set of rules, remember? But if you wanna admit that your liberal concept is just plain wrong, you're more than welcome to go use the bathroom or spare bedroom to change," I said with a shrug as I walked over to one of the empty lounge chairs and dropped into it.
"What, so just tell you that I'm wrong and you'll drop this?"
"Seems logical to me."
"No. I don't think so. I think you should just stand up for your principles," Tina interjected suddenly. "I mean, come on. You keep telling me that the problem today is people only give lip service to what they believe in. Either you believe it or you don't. If you do, then you don't have a choice," she said as she stepped next to her husband, her breasts almost touching his arm as she stood next to him. "You're not embarrassed, are you? I mean it's perfectly natural for a guy to get turned on around good looking women. But then in a locker room, who'd notice one hardon with someone like that stripping?" she said as she reached to his crotch and grabbed his cock.
"Seriously? You want me to undress in front of them?" he asked his wife.
"Well, in your argument didn't you just get done telling everyone that if a man walked into the locker room at the pool that I'd have to undress in front of him whether I liked it or not? I didn't have the right to object or complain or even feel uncomfortable? That is what you just said, isn't it?"
Bill hesitated a few long seconds. "That isn't any guy, that's only a transgender guy. You know, someone who thinks they're a woman."
"Uh huh. And how do I tell the difference between a transgender and a pervert just pretending?"
"Well, I suppose..."
"Uh uh. Can't ask, remember? We don't want him or her or it or whatever to feel uncomfortable."
"Well, if they're wearing a dress..."
"And a pervert wanting to check me out isn't going to put on a dress to get close to me naked? Really, Bill?"
"Well, but if he comes in, you can always leave."
"Uh uh. So. If I'm half dressed, and he walks in, I just pick up my stuff and leave? What about girls at school? They can't just get up and leave. They have to get changed so they can go to other classes. You better think hard about this. If I'm half dressed and he walks in and sits down across from me, what do I do?"
"Well, I guess you just turn around and finish changing."
"And he's not going to see anything if I turn around?"
"Not really."
"You don't say," she said with an obvious frown on her face. "So if I stand right here, and face only you, there's nothing wrong with me getting undressed in front of, say, Eric?"
"But that's different."
"It is? How?"
"This isn't a locker room."
"I defy you to tell me how what Eric would see in a locker room is different than what he'd see sitting right there."
"Well, it probably wouldn't be."
"Okay. So then you're good with me undressing in front of him?"
"Well, as long as your back is turned."
"Hm. Okay," she said stepping between us and over to the end of my chair. She set the little swim bag down on the end of my chair and dug out her swim suit, a small colorful two-piece suit. She winked at me and then turned to face her husband. "Tell me to stop any time you see the ridiculousness of what you're saying," she said as she reached for the bottom of the t-shirt she had on. She skimmed the shirt up, exposing her mostly bare back to me before tossing onto the end of my chair, her shorts covered ass only three feet from my face. She moved her hands to her back and unsnapped the bra strap, shrugging it off and throwing the lacy cups on top of her shirt. "Well?" she asked her still silent husband. "Okay," she said with a shrug. She unsnapped her shorts and wiggled her ass at me as she worked the snug material over her hips and round firm ass. She pushed them down, keeping her legs straight, part of her ass and pussy covered in only thin white bikini panties. She stepped from the shorts, taking her time before standing up straight again.
"You're not going to go all the way, are you?" Bill asked quietly.
"Just admit that some gender confused pervert shouldn't have the right to make everyone else feel uncomfortable and this stops here," she said quietly.
"It's not about that."
"The hell it isn't! Feeling uncomfortable with your wife undressing in front of another man?"
"A little."
"Why?"
"Because Eric isn't trans. He's enjoying it!" Bill protested.
"Oh? How do you know? Did you ask him?"
"Cuz you can see his hardon!"
To my complete shock, Tina turned sideways, giving me an almost fifteen second view of her tits, making my cock even harder than it had already become from watching her undressing from behind. "So he does. Tell me, how do you know a pervert isn't in the locker room with me enjoying it too? Oh that's right. He can't see anything from behind, right?" She reached for her underwear and pushed them down, bending at the waist, her now bare pussy lips pushing out at me as she slid the panties down her legs. She stayed bent and lifted one foot after the other out of her underwear, setting her feet on the patio a little farther apart than they had started, pushing her pussy out at me even more. Her fat outer lips framed a significant amount of delicate looking inner lips pressed against her from the pressure of the panties' crotch. She stayed bend over and twisted, letting me see her tits hanging down below her as she reached for the boy-shorts type swim bottom. She stepped into them, her ass still pushed out at me as she pulled them up, finally covering her pussy. She twisted again, giving me another shot of her tits before she straightened and put the halter style top on.
"Well. There you go. Now, tell me, did he see anything?"
"He had to have. I mean you were pushing your ass out at him," he said with a scowl.
"Oh? You mean he was able to see things even though I undressed with my back to him? Imagine that," she said sarcastically. "Your turn." She said as she backed up a half step and sat down on the end of my chair. "You did say it wouldn't matter if a woman came in half way through your getting undressed, so go for it. Just pretend they aren't here."
"This isn't fair."
"Why? It's the exact same thing. So, go for it. We're all waiting."
"I know I sure as hell am!" Amy said with a grin from the chair she was lounging in.
"You know what? Fine. I'll do it just to prove that it's really no big deal," Bill said as he reached down and undid the front of his shorts. In a few moments he had pushed his shorts and briefs down, exposing his hard dick. I'd never been one to compare sizes, but I had to admit that even rock hard, he seemed considerably smaller than my nine inches. He stepped over to the end of my chair, dug in the little bag that his wife had gotten her suit out of, and pulled out a pair of shorts style swim trunks and stepped into them. "See. No big deal."
"Well, Eric, that looks like it leaves you," Tina said, twisting around to look at me.
"Well, I'll be frank. I didn't bring my suit out with me," I answered honestly, not really wanting to get naked, as hard as I still was from Tina's little exhibition.
"I don't think that'll be a problem. Why don't you just get undressed and then go get your suit," Tina coaxed.
"Or for that matter, do without it completely. I'm all for doing away with mine if you do," Amy said with a grin. "What do you think Jennifer?"
"You know, I'm fine with that," Jennifer answered with a grin.
"Well, we can make it unanimous then. How about it Eric? Going to show us what's hiding in there? I mean after all, you did set this up, you really should participate."
"Tina!" Bill snapped.
"What? Just a few minutes ago you were fine with me undressing in front of a strange man in a dressing room where he could put his hands or other parts on me and you'd never even know. But being naked in front of Eric is now a problem? This is your own doing. Next time think about what it might mean to others and not just yourself," Tina answered her husband. "But just to show you what I mean, does that work over there Eric?" she asked, pointing toward the shower head on the side of the house that I used to rinse the pool water off.
"Yeah, it does."
"So sweetie. If I were undressed and in the shower and a strange man came in, do you think all I need to do is keep my back turned to him and everything would be fine?" She asked her husband as she stood up. To my surprise she pushed her swim bottoms off, this time not even pretending to keep her back to me, exposing the tiny triangle of blond curls on her mound. She pulled the halter top off and tossed it on the chair, leaving her completely naked in front of me. "Your turn," she said, holding her hand out to me.
"For?"
"Oh silly. To get naked of course. You can't take a shower in your clothes, can you?"
"Not usually," I answered as she reached for my hand and tugged on it.
"You might as well. Once she gets an idea in her mind there's almost no way to get her off of it," Bill muttered.
"Oh sweetie, you should talk. How long did we argue about not having guns in the house before you finally realized that you couldn't protect me every minute of every day?"
"A few years," Bill admitted as his wife worked to pull me from the chair.
"So, now it's this. You sure you don't want to change your mind?"
"Nope. I still believe that everyone should be treated equally."
"Honey, you gotta learn, not all situations are equal," she said as she reached for my shorts. It only took her a few moments to unsnap the front and push them down, leaving my already hard cock jutting out at her. "Goodness that's large! And no underwear? Now how could that have happened? I suspect that one or both of your coworkers had a hand in that."
"One of us did," Jennifer said with a sigh.
"Come on Eric," she said, pulling me by the hand toward the shower, less than twenty feet from where we were sitting. She reached for the handles, turned on the water and adjusted it as the hot began to finally flow from the spigot. She pulled me under the shower, her back to me. "If you put your cock between my legs I can't really stop you," she whispered
"You want me to do what?"
"You're a smart man. I'm sure you can figure out that I want you to fuck me."
"In front of Bill!?"
"You wanted to make a point. Trust me, this is the only way he'll get it," she said as she reached between us and grabbed my hard cock. "Now when I bend over to rinse my legs, I expect to feel your cock against my pussy."



True to her word, she let go of my cock and slowly started bending over, pantomiming washing her legs. She kept them straight and pushed her ass out at me, her pussy pushing out at me like it had when she undressed. I felt her pussy brush my engorged head and couldn't quite help myself from reaching down and rubbing it up and down her wet lips. I felt her lean back against me, putting pressure on my shaft as she wiggled her ass slightly, settling my nine inches into her tunnel entrance. She pushed back against, me, forcing me into her pussy, her hot wet walls engulfing my fat head and a few inches of my rigid shaft.
"Fuck me," she whispered softly, holding her knee with one hand and sliding the other up to one of her tits. I really didn't think much after that. I grabbed her hips and jammed my cock into her farther before starting to stroke in and out of her, short choppy strokes to work my cock deeper into her and then long steady strokes to drive me fully in and out of her. Her hot tunnel caressed my shaft and I could feel my engorged head banging against her cervix with each stroke. My hips slapped wetly against her bare ass in the spray as I pounded harder into her, drawing louder moans of pleasure from her with each passing moment.
"Oh shit. I don't know how long I can do this," I grunted.
"A little longer. Almost there," she mumbled in reply. Almost there was apparently an understatement. I stroked less than another full minute before I felt her pussy contract around me. She cried out something unintelligible as her legs shook and her pussy spasmed around my engorged shaft. My own climax, hovering at almost release already, washed over me like a tidal wave, my body jerking and jamming hard into her as I gushed a huge shot of cum into her pussy.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked again and again, putting more cum in her pulsating pussy as I stood there panting.
"Now that was what I call getting fucked. And see, Bill! I kept my back to him the whole time. He could have been anyone. Fortunately he was a friend of yours, but it could have been any stranger taking me like that, but then you're okay with that, right?"
"Hell no I wouldn't!" Bill said with an angry look. "Fuck Tina, you can be a real bitchy slut sometimes."
"Actually, I agree completely with Eric on this one," she said as she pulled off my now shrinking cock and stepped out of the cascading water. "I don't want to undress in front of men I don't know. So, you still think that allowing men in the ladies' locker room is a good idea?"
"Not so much."
"Good. Now, unless one of these ladies wants to take care of that bulge in your pants, I think it's time for you take your swim suit off and fuck me!"
"Here?" Bill asked in surprise.
"Why not? Didn't you just watch us fucking? You're suddenly going to be bashful? I mean if you want I'm sure Eric can service me again, but..."
"No. That's fine. I'll do it," Bill said quickly, getting up and pushing his swim suit down. She took his hand and headed toward the edge of the pool. "Ladies. I think Eric could stand a little more attention," she said with a grin as she looked back at me standing a little stupidly under the still running shower.
"Trust me. We'll keep him more than happy," Jennifer said as she leaned forward and pulled the white bikini top off.
"I thought you could," Tina answered as she walked toward the pool with her husband in tow.
Dinner ended up being much later than I had anticipated. The charcoal had long since burned down beyond cooking use and had to be replenished, Jennifer and Amy both taking advantage of my nakedness before dinner and then several more times after Bill and Tina left. I was glad it was the weekend, because it was quite late when the three of us finally fell into my king sized bed. I wonder if this means I don't need to sign up for that dating site now?
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I really hated working weekends, but here I was doing just that. Partly because I felt like I had to and partly because I felt like it was important that if I have my people working on a weekend, I should be equally willing to be there with them. The had to part was because I'd been out for the last three days at a customer site working with them on finalizing the design requirements for a new shopping center. The equally willing portion was because I had at least half of my engineering team working to finish the last documents for a bid that had to go out Monday. I felt bad having them working a Saturday, but it had to be done and if they had to be here, well so did I.
I sat down at my computer in my office, able to look over my set of dual monitors and out my office door to the cubicle farm in the main room of the engineering department. I could see a few heads moving about the cubicles, stepping from little box to little box as they coordinated their efforts with each other. While I was gone I had time to deal only with most urgent e-mails. Now was time to dig into the rest, starting all the way back at Wednesday.
I had managed to work my way all the way to Thursday when I hear a soft tap on the doorframe. I looked up and my jaw about hit the floor. Tiffany, the company president, stepped into my office, inside the door several feet and leaned back against the wall. Tiffany owned the company, and it was a truly minority firm. Not only was it owned by a woman, but other than a very few positions, like mine, the entire engineering staff, the cad technicians and what I liked to call the numbers group, were women. Many of those young ladies were minorities as well.
Don't get me wrong. Not a one of the staff held their position because they were minorities, but because they were damn good at what they did. Tiffany had intended her firm to be all women, but the simple facts of life in a man's world were that many of her customers tended to try and push the women around in ways that they wouldn't push a man around. Hence I was hired as the engineering manager, most particularly to deal with the customers in ways that the previous young woman couldn't seem to.
Tiffany was five foot eight without heels, though I rarely saw her without heels. I'd seen her hundreds of times in the last four years, but never like this. She stood in my office, her hair in a curly doo, her makeup as perfect as it always was. She had a string of large pearls around her neck and black four inch heels. I'd always thought she was a fine looking woman, only a dozen or so years younger than my fifty years, wide in all the appropriate places, narrow in those too. I'd always guessed that her thin silk blouses hid a very nice pair of breasts, at least a thirty-eight double D or larger. I could now see that they were indeed larger. Her skin was creamy white, a stark contrast to auburn hair, including the small, neatly trimmed triangle of auburn curls just above the juncture of her legs. I knew all this because she was standing in my office wearing nothing but those pearls and heels.
I sat and stared at her, my mouth hanging open, unable to utter a word as my eyes ate up the sexy view in front of me. She looked down at her feet, shuffled them slightly, leaning against the wall with her hands behind her round ass.
"Um," I mumbled, not sure what to say.
"Took me almost an hour to work up the courage to come out of my office like this," she said looking up at me. "I was hoping that I could come in here for a little moral support, but it looks like you're not participating," she said with a frown.
"Participating?" I finally got out after several more seconds.
"Of course. You know how I feel about my department managers. I expect them to lead by example," she said as she stepped toward my desk, pulled the chair I kept next to the wall over to the side of my desk and settled lightly into it, crossing her legs, one dangling over the other, her four-inch high heel slipping on and off her heel as she flexed her toes.
"Tiffany," I said opening and closing my mouth half a dozen times with nothing coming out. "You look incredible, but I'd hardly expected to see you come into my office naked."
"Well, how else would I be today?" she asked as if the question explained the entire situation.
"Dressed?" I asked.
She looked at me curiously, then closed her eyes, tilted her head back and let out a long sigh. "Scott. Have you read all your e-mails?"
"No. I'm just trying to get caught up now. Why?"
She pushed herself up from the chair, her pussy briefly visible, full round outer lips with soft looking inner lips protruding downward enticingly. "Read the one I sent Friday," she said as she turned and walked across my office and out without another word. I quickly looked back to my computer, scrolled down to Friday's e-mails and found the one she sent to the entire company list. Subject: Holiday Observance.
As you all know we have long made it a habit of celebrating any holiday that is nominated by any employee. This Saturday is the annual observance of National Nude Day. This particular holiday has been nominated for a number of years, but since it would be inappropriate with the public able to come in, I have never allowed it. Since this year NND falls on a Saturday, I will allow its observance. I know a number of staff are going to be in working, but for those of you who are not, I will allow a half day flex time between Saturday and Monday to allow those not required to work this Saturday to come in and enjoy the celebration if they so choose.
As with all of our holiday observances, this is intended to build camaraderie among the members of our company family. As with all of the holidays we observe, let's remember to keep all thoughts and comments positive. We are all individuals and we can choose to participate or not participate at our own comfort levels and any negative comments, innuendo or reactions will be dealt with in the strongest possible terms.
So, enjoy the holiday. Feel free to express yourself as you see fit. I will, of course come in and celebrate along with you to the best of my abilities.
Mrs. K."
"National Nude Day?" I asked my computer out loud. "Is that even a thing?" It only took a quick search to find out that it was indeed a real thing, a real thing that I was now expected to partake in celebrating. I picked up my phone and dialed the three-digit extension from memory.
"Yes Scott?" Tiffany answered, either seeing my name pop up on the caller ID or expecting my call.
"Tiffany. Are you serious about this?"
"I am. The secretarial staff have nominated this holiday for the last three years. I really can't say no forever, can I?"
"You could."
"That wouldn't really be fair, would it? I mean there isn't anything stopping us, is there?"
"Other than a bunch of naked women running around?"
"And this is a problem for you? I've never known you to be bashful about anything. Have we found the one thing you are bashful about? Being around naked women? Or is it your own nakedness that's at issue here?"
"I'll admit that it's a bit of an uncomfortable thought, walking around naked with a bunch of equally naked women."
"Which is why it took me nearly an hour to work up the nerve to walk out of my office. But now that I have, I have to admit that I am much less hesitant than I was. So, take off your clothes and I'll come by your office shortly. We can take a stroll to show our support for those who have chosen to participate."
"You're not going to give me a bye on this one?"
"Should I? It's not like it's a religious conflict. You're not married. You have a problem seeing naked women?"
"Not exactly. Let's just say that it's easier for a woman to hide any unintended physical responses than it is for a guy."
I heard her laugh over the telephone. "So what you're telling me is that you're afraid we might misinterpret an erection as something other than what it is? A visible sign that the woman you're looking at is attractive? I don't see a problem here," Tiffany said evenly.
"Fine. Give me a few minutes," I answered with a sigh. I heard the phone click off before I got my handset hung up. Tiffany had made it quite clear that being an 'old white guy' in a company of almost exclusively women, that I would have to make some adjustments. The first of which was that even though in the work world I wasn't a minority, in this company I was. Not only was I in the minority, I was one of only three men in the entire company. So as such I had to agree to participate equally with the rest of what she called 'the family', even though many of the activities might see a bit girly. To date I hadn't had any problem doing that, but then I'd never had to run around naked either.
I had the option of refusing. I know that she wouldn't hold it against me if I didn't feel comfortable participating this way. But I also knew that while overtly she would never intentionally hold it against me, it would be hard for her to not subconsciously remember that I wasn't 'all in' with the company.
With resignation I stripped off my t-shirt and then stood up to push my cargo shorts down, working them over my running shoes and leaving them lay on the office carpet next to my desk. The next step was harder. I pushed my boxer briefs down my legs and sat down in my chair again to work them over my shoes, adding them to the small pile on the floor. Wearing nothing but my running shoes and socks I turned back to my computer to continue working, trying not to feel conspicuous.
"Well, glad to see you agreed to join me. I'd have felt ridiculous if I was the only one doing this," Tiffany said as she walked into my office. She moved to the chair she had vacated only a little while ago, sitting down in it again, her motion giving me a brief glimpse of her pussy lips as she sat down before she crossed her legs again. "So, how did the trip go?"
"Pretty well actually," I answered, glad to talk about something almost normal when everything felt very un-normal. "They had heartburn over the things we knew they would. In particular the fire suppression system in the data center. They didn't really want to go to the extra costs, but I pressed them hard to realize just how important that is. Their argument of course was that code doesn't require it.
"Of course. But sometimes it's advantageous to go beyond code, sometimes it's not," she agreed.
"Yep. In the end they agreed to put it in as an option in the quote process, so we need to design it both ways."
"Shouldn't be a problem. Kristen shouldn't have a problem with that. I understand she had words with the fire marshal yesterday over the Killian project. Something about fire pumps."
"Uh oh. He can be a pain in the ass sometimes," I muttered. "We better go talk to her and see what he had to say."
"Good idea," Tiffany said, uncrossing her legs and standing up again, her pussy nearly at face level as she stood next to my chair waiting. My hardon had just started to go down with the distraction of real work, but looking at her auburn curls threw my mind into the gutter and my cock practically sprang to life. "Coming?" she asked as I hesitated to push away from my desk.
"Um. Yeah," I finally said, pushing back and standing up, my half hard cock sticking out lewdly as it obviously grew harder as she watched.
"On account of me? I'm flattered," she said quietly, trying to suppress a smile.
"Well, you are good looking and naked. Pretty hard to ignore those facts," I said a bit sheepishly, still waiting for her to step back so we could leave the office. She stood looking down at me as I grew harder by the second, my eight and a half inches now poking at an angle up toward her stomach, the whole thing bouncing slightly with each beat of my pounding heart.
"For what it's worth, it's a good thing that, as you say, women are better at hiding when they're turned on, though I feel right now like my nipples are sticking out every bit as far as your cock."
"They are a tad hard," I agreed, looking at the large pink protrusions jutting out from the center of each two-inch diameter areola, her nipples pointing slightly downward as her huge creamy tits hung like two large teardrops on her chest. "Thirty-eight triple D," I mumbled as I thought to myself just how big they really were.
"Good guess," she answered with a smile. "Eight inches? Or bigger."
"Just over," I answered, "Last time someone measured."
"It would certainly fill a girl up," she said softly, her hand moving as if to reach for my cock before she pulled it suddenly back. "I think we should go see Kristen."
"Good idea," I answered, still not able to step from behind my desk until she moved from where she was standing. After several more awkward seconds she stepped back and allowed me almost enough room to step from behind my desk past her. She motioned for me to lead the way so I turned, facing her, and squeezed between the corner of my desk and her naked body, my rock hard cock pressing and dragging across her mound and her hard nipples dragging across my body as I moved in front of her. I had no doubt that was what she intended, a somewhat reasonable way for her to get her body to touch mine without overtly reaching out and doing so.
She followed me out of my office and into the cubicle complex, a matrix of eight by eight foot cubicles about five feet tall, dividing the large open floor space into a network of small office compartments. I wound my way through the aisles created by the partition walls, noticing that many of the desks were occupied, many more than I would have expected on a Saturday, and that almost every one of the occupants was quite clearly as naked as I was.
I stepped into Kristen's cubicle, finding her at her desk with her back to us, a large cad model of a building up on her thirty inch display. "Hey Kristen," I said as I stepped in.
"Mister C," she said before turning around. "Holy shit," she blurted as she saw my rock hard cock pointing almost straight at her face. Her cheeks suddenly blushed pink and the nipples on her perky little B cup breasts started hardening as she stared at my cock only a foot from her face. "Um. Sorry. Didn't expect that," she mumbled, finally looking up from my cock to my face.
"So you had words with the fire marshal over the Killian project?" I asked, trying to break the awkwardness of the situation.
"Um. Yeah. He called because he didn't like the way we were doing the auxiliary fire suppression system. He wants us to add a redundant fire pump. I told him that code didn't require it, but he insisted rather strongly that if we wanted an occupancy permit when the building was done that we'd better put in a redundant pump."
"I don't know what his problem is. We have what, a two thousand in there now?"
"Uh huh. Two thousand GPM."
"What's code call for?"
"With the square footage and number of heads, Amanda calculated a little over a thousand. We opted to go to two K to feed the auxiliary standpipe system as well."
"Okay. Here's what I'd like you to do. Get me the figures on the cost of the single two thousand, installed with all the fittings, and then figure the cost of two twelve hundreds with a cross tie. One tied to the sprinkler and the other to the standpipe. If he wants to push us in a corner we'll just push back, but he won't like what he gets."
"Can do Mr. C," she said quietly, her eyes going back to my dick. I saw her lick her lips, almost hungrily before shaking her head slightly and looking up at me again in embarrassment.
"Okay. Thanks, Kristen," I said as I turned to leave, bumping directly into Tiffany as I did so. I reached out to steady both of us, my hands grabbing at her arms and reflexively pulling her toward me so she didn't topple backwards. We stood for several awkward seconds, my cock trapped between us with her hard nipples pressing against my chest before I loosened my grip and let her step backwards. "Sorry," I mumbled.
"Uh huh," she said slightly breathlessly. "Accidents happen."
"Uh huh," I agreed as she stepped back out of the cubicle and my grip.
"So I think we should just take a walk around, don't you think?"
"Yeah. Sure," I answered stepping out into the aisle next to her. We wandered through the engineering cubicle farm, noticing that there were more than a few bare bodies sitting and working. I couldn't help but watch Tiffany's tits wiggle and bounce with each step she took just like I couldn't help but notice that she kept looking down at my cock as it swung side to side with each step I made. We climbed the steps at the end of the cubicle farm up to the second floor where the accounting and estimating department was, her ass wiggling side to side as she walked up the stairs in front of me. We stepped off the stairs into the open accounting department space and stopped. Unlike the engineering department, the accounting department had chosen to forgo the cubes and have just a large open space where everyone could see everyone else.
"Where is everyone?" Tiffany asked quietly, looking down the row of desks that all faced the center aisle.
"Conference room?" I asked, with a shrug, noting that the large conference room on the far end of the department was lit up.
"Must be," she answered, starting to walk that direction. I followed along, about half a step behind her, watching her ass wiggle as we walked toward the conference room. "What the fuck?!" she asked, clearly stunned as she stopped and looked in the glass front wall of the conference room.
The floor to ceiling blinds were partially closed, but through the gaps of the vertical slats it was easy to see that the large conference table was adorned by the two male accounting types, completely naked, each with a young lady bouncing on his cock and another kneeling over his face. The other two of the six young ladies that worked in this department were equally engaged, their heads between each other's legs as they lay one over the other on the table cross ways between the two men. The sight was as erotic as it was startling.
Not that I had anything against sex. Hell, I was starting to seriously think about trying to get some myself. I just didn't expect to walk up on an orgy in progress. "I think that the accounting department is on break," I said quietly as we stood and watched, the young lady, maybe thirty or so, bouncing on one of the guys, drawing my attention. She wasn't slim, but well-rounded with tits every bit as large as Tiffany's, her huge tits flying wildly as her body slapped loudly down on the guy under her. The slapping of their sweaty skin was almost as loud as her moans of pleasure as she pounded down on him. Up and down she went, her tits flying up and down, each trip down punctuated by a slap of her ass on his thighs and then a moment later the slap of her tits against her own body.
Up and down she bounced, moaning loudly, her head thrown back and her long brown hair flying almost as much as her tits. It was obvious that she was extremely close to climax, her moans and cries growing louder as we stood watching. "Oh fuck yes! Shit Donny! I'm going to COME!" she practically screamed as her legs started to visibly tremble, her body still plunging up and down on his shaft. Suddenly her whole body went rigid as the guy under her jerked, his body wracked with spasms as he came inside the pussy coming on his dick. She sat panting, staring off into space as her body shuddered on top of him, clearly deep in the throes of orgasm.
"Come on," I said, reaching out for Tiffany's arm and gently drawing her back.



"What?"
"Come on. No point in interrupting them," I said quietly, getting her to step back slowly, her eyes still glued to the scene in front of us.
"The girls said it wouldn't be like this," she said with her brow furrowed.
"Which girls?" I asked her quietly, getting her to turn and follow me slowly.
"Donna and Kim and Sasha," she said quietly, indicating the three secretaries that worked down near her office. "They said it wasn't about sex. It was just about being naked and expressing the freedom being naked includes."
"Well, it would seem that for accountants the numbers come out a bit different," I chuckled as I wrapped my arm around her waist and gently steered her toward the stairs.
"I feel horrible. I mean what did I do? Sanction an orgy?" she asked, clearly upset.
"Hey, they're adults. If they want to do that, who are we to say no?"
"Scott! Some of those women are married!" she said looking at me like I had three heads.
"Tiffany. You're not their keeper. You didn't tell them to cheat, or not to. They're all old enough to know the ramifications of their own actions," I answered.
"What about you?" she asked turning slightly in my arm to look at me as she paused at the top of the stairs.
"What about me what?"
"Is that what you want? To have sex now that you're naked?"
"I don't think I ever said that."
"No, but your cock does," she said, looking down at where my engorged head was bumping into her curls.
"I told you, it's a lot harder for a guy to hide it when he's turned on."
"Are you? Turned on?"
"Be kinda hard not to be, after looking at that, and you," I answered honestly, making no move to either pull away or to draw her closer.
"I thought for a minute that Kristen was going to just lean over and suck your cock."
"For a minute I thought so too," I agreed as she turned away slightly to align herself with the stairs again, stepping toward the first one, but doing it slowly enough that I had time to react and stay with her with my arm around her waist.
"Wouldn't have been a bad thing, would it? I mean she's pretty and all."
"Um. Yeah. She's cute. Kinda young for me though."
"Yeah. She's gotta be what, twenty or so years younger than you."
"Trying to make me feel old?" I asked with a chuckle as we continued down the steps.
"No. Not at all. Just kind of trying to see how you feel about yourself. This is an unusual setting, compared to how you and I normally interact, and it got me curious."
"Ahh. Well, rather than play twenty questions. I like my women intelligent, witty, and titty," I said with a chuckle.
She giggled momentarily. "So age isn't all that important?"
"Not really. It would be nice if they were older than my own daughters, but I'm not averse to any reasonable age."
"And body shape, besides big tits?"
"Again. Beauty is as much inside as outside. My wife wasn't what I would call a looker, but I liked what I saw when I looked at her."
"So, why was it you got divorced again?" she asked as we walked generally toward her office.
"I'd like to say it was just one thing, but it wasn't. I'd say the biggest factor was sex."
"Oh? Stop me if I get to personal here, but you wanted and she didn't?"
"I suppose if it was just that, we wouldn't have gotten divorced. No, the bigger issue was that after ten years of not enough, when I was suddenly confronted by an opportunity I didn't turn it down."
"I see. Cheated on her?"
"Yeah. It was on a business trip. A coworker got really drunk and I helped her to her room, which led to me undressing her, which led to..."
"Sex?"
"No actually. She puked all over herself so I undressed and took her into the shower and cleaned her up."
"And that led to sex?"
"No. I put her to bed and went to my own room." I answered.
"So where did the sex come in?"
"Later that night, after she sobered up she came to my room to apologize and thank me."
"Ah. And THAT led to sex?"
"Yep. That led to sex, for the rest of the night."
"So your wife found out?"
"Oh, she probably wouldn't have, but I felt pretty guilty about it and confessed to her that it happened. I figured we could work it out, but she took it as a challenge against her sexuality and refused to forgive me, or to have sex for the next year. That's when I stopped trying."
"So you walked out?"
"Nope. She did after three more times when I cheated because she refused to even talk about sex let alone have any."
"Seems like sex is pretty important to you," she said as she led me, with my arm around her waist, to her office. She turned and pushed the door closed behind us.
"Yeah, well. It is to most guys I guess. You can share a lot of things in a relationship, but if you're not sharing that, resentment builds pretty fast."
"So, no girl friend?"
"Nope. Oh, I've dated some, but haven't quite found anyone that meets my big three."
"Ah yes. Intelligent, witty and titty?"
"Yeah, something like that," I chuckled as she pulled my arm gently from around her waist and turned me to face her. "You?"
"No, no girlfriends."
I blushed slightly at her response and mumbled, "I didn't exactly mean that."
"No. I know you didn't," she said with a smile. "So. I don't know that I'm witty, but I certainly meet your other two criteria."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"Well. It would seem we're both suffering from the same malady. Extreme sexual excitement and a lack of partners to share with. I personally can't remember the last time I was this turned on. You?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
"I have no doubt that both of us could walk out there and within very few minutes have a partner that would suffice for some sexual gratification, but at least in my case that partner would be lacking a particular appendage, and at the moment I crave a real one, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah. I think, I do. Are you suggesting that we share a sexual interlude?"
"If we can separate the superior subordinate issues for a short time. Can we? Can you?"
"It isn't the short term I'm concerned about. It's how this might affect our long term working relationship."
"I think," she said quietly, stepping closer to me, "that we'll let tomorrow worry about tomorrow", she continued, stepping another step closer, her arms reaching out toward my neck, and circling around it. She pulled her chest to mine and her face toward mine. "Let's just let now worry about now." She whispered, her lips brushing mine. She pressed her lips against mine, her breath hot in my mouth as she sighed into my mouth. I let my arms circle her waist, one hand pressing on her back and the other sliding down to her firm round ass. I squeezed her cheek and received an appreciative moan into my mouth as she continued to kiss me. One of her hands left my neck and snaked down between us, wrapping around my cock and squeezing it.
"I want you," she moaned as she broke the kiss, her lips moving from mine to my cheek, to my neck and down my chest as she slowly squatted down, kissing her way down my chest and lower until I felt her mouth engulf my engorged head.
"Oh damn," I moaned softly as the hot wetness of her mouth closed around me, her tongue swirling around and teasing the edges of my mushroom head before working farther down my shaft. She pressed down on my cock, driving her mouth down as far onto me as she could, my head slipping into her throat before she pulled back again, her hand following her hot wet mouth. She pulled all the way off, her hand closing over my saliva coated head. Her hand twisted back and forth while she took another breath and then pushed her mouth down over my cock again. Her hot mouth teased me and made me want to push my hips toward her, but I resisted the temptation, willing to let her control at least this portion of the encounter. She bobbed her head on and off my shaft faster, driving down only a few inches, her hand sliding along my shaft with her lips to stimulate my entire shaft. I held my hips as still as I could, only rocking slightly in time with her strokes as she teased my head and underside of my shaft with her tongue.
"You like that?" she finally asked, pulling her mouth off my cock after several minutes of exquisite attention.
"Oh yeah," I half grunted, reaching my hands down to her arms and coaxing her to stand back up. "Why don't you let me return the favor now?"
"Oh?" she asked as she climbed back to her feet, her big tits swinging sexily as she moved. Her office had a nicely carpeted floor and a sofa along one wall for more casual discussions. I reached under her cheeks and lifted her up, easily managing her hundred twenty or so pounds. She wrapped her legs around me as I walked toward the sofa. I lowered myself to one knee, setting her ass on the edge of the soft cushion. She unlooped her arms from around my neck and leaned back, allowing me to lift and spread her legs.
Her pussy was shaved clean except for a triangle of auburn curls neatly trimmed into a triangle pointing down toward her pink folds protruding from between her full outer lips. I gently spread her lips, exposing more of her pink depths as I leaned down and gently kissed her fat lips and the creamy white skin around them, softly teasing her and making her squirm on the sofa.
"Oh damn!" she moaned loudly as I kissed right on her lips and then pressed my tongue between her lips, pushing it in until I was actually pressing it slightly into her tunnel opening. I drew my tongue up her slit, tasting her tangy juices and receiving a long slow groan of pleasure as I searched with my tongue for that hard nub hiding at the juncture of her lips. "FUCK!" she squeaked suddenly as my tongue found and flicked over her engorged clit. "ohmygod!" she moaned as I flicked across it with the tip of my tongue several times, making her whole body jerk and shake with the sudden onslaught of sensations. I pulled my tongue from her pussy and moved down for another long slow lick, allowing her body to rest for a moment before once again I had drawn my tongue up to her hard nub and assaulted it once more. "Oh fuck fuck fuck!" she cried loudly as I circled and flicked her clit, moving my hand to allow one finger to slip into her velvety soft tunnel, the wet walls gripping and holding my finger as I pressed into her. I concentrated on her clit, alternately stroking it in long slow circles and then flicking it rapidly as my finger leisurely pushed in and out of her tunnel.
"You like?" I asked, taking a quick breath before moving back to her clit.
"Oh fuck yes. Ohhhh my god yes!" she moaned loudly, her hands moving to my head trying to pull me closer to her pussy.
"Uh uh," I said, using my free hand to move her hands from my head to her thighs. "My turn to be in control," I whispered.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, rocking her hips as I went back to licking her clit, my tongue teasing circles around it as her juices leaked around my finger. I withdrew my hand and slipped a second finger into her tight tunnel and curled them up, searching for that perfect spot on the top of her tunnel, up behind her pubic bone. "SHIT!" she cried suddenly, her legs clamping around my head momentarily as my finger rubbed across the sensitive spot deep inside her. I stopped everything I was doing, holding my finger in place and waiting for her to relax and spread her legs, only then going back to teasing her clit.
She bent her knees down and hooked her heels on the edge of the sofa cushion, lifting her pussy toward my face as I teased her clit more softly, dragging out the trip toward the climax I could see was clearly building.
"Oh fuck. Don't tease me. Please, make me come!" she begged softly, almost whimpering as I teased my finger on her G spot and my tongue on her clit. Her juices leaked so heavily around my finger that it ran down my forearm and dripped to the carpet between my legs. With a grin to myself I flicked her clit faster, bouncing the tip of my tongue off of her hot nub, making her hips buck harder toward me as she gasped for breath. "OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried loudly as her whole body trembled and shook. I stroked my finger around in circles on the top of her tunnel, timing my strokes with the flick of my tongue across her clit until her whole body jerked hard, a gush of her juices spraying out across my chest and neck. "FUUUUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her whole body jerked again, adding more to the drenching I had received, my tongue and finger continuing their attacks on her most sensitive spots until she begged me to stop.
I pulled my finger and face from her pussy, lifting myself to my knees between her legs, my rock hard cock jutting toward her waiting, dripping pussy. I pressed my head down between her lips and slowly pushed into her, her hot pulsating tunnel gobbling my cock eagerly as she unhooked her heels from the cushion and spread her legs wide. I slid easily into her still spasming pussy and began to stroke into her, reaching for her big tits and capturing them. I grinned down at the sight of her body trying to rock in time with my strokes, my cock sliding in and out with an audible squish each time I pushed into her.
"Ohhh fuck fuck fuck," ,he moaned as she continued to rock her hips in time with my strokes, her hands clasped over mine as I let my fingers pinch and turn her rock hard nipples. In and out I stroked, the heat of her pussy and the tingle of excitement radiating from my cock through my body as I pushed myself closer to climax with in her.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my overly excited cock surged inside her, pumping a gush of hot cum into her as my body bucked hard to jam myself deep into her. Over and over my body bucked and jerked, pumping what felt like buckets of cum into her as she lay panting in front of me, her eyes locked with mine.
"Oh god what a fuck," she finally panted, lowering her legs and wrapping them around my waist to hold me deep in her. I gently stroked her breasts, letting my fingers softly tease her pink erect nipples and the creamy white skin of her big tits.
"Yeah. Definitely," I panted, trying to catch my breath after the intense climax.
We stayed that way for long minutes before my cock softened inside her and she let go of me. I let my cock slip from her, a gush of cum leaking from her and dripping down the front of the sofa for the carpet as I moved from my knees to sit on the sofa next to Tiffany. She rolled herself around so her legs stuck down the length of the sofa, her high heels hanging over the arm as she leaned across my lap. She looped her arms around my neck and pressed her chest to mine as she drew her face toward mine. Her lips were hot and soft as she kissed me, the kiss long and soft and almost loving.
I held her with one arm around her back, helping to hold her up as my other hand gently stroked up and down her thigh and her firm curvy ass cheek. "Wanna do that again?" she whispered softly as she pulled her lips from mine, hovering only inches from mine.
"Uh huh," I answered breathlessly.
"How fast can you get up again?"
"Pretty quick with the right stimulation."
"Oh? And what kind of stimulation is that?"
"Anything direct," I whispered.
"I bet I know just exactly what to do then," she said with a grin. "For such a tit man that is," she added with a giggle. She let go of me and pushed herself off the sofa, standing in front of me and allowing me to look at her whole naked body for a few moments before crawling onto the sofa again, this time with her legs on either side of mine, her legs spread as she worked closer to me. She used one hand on the back of the sofa behind my head to help balance herself and then cupped her hand under one of her big tits, lifting it and offering her nipple to my mouth. I slid my hands up her body and cupped both tits, replacing her hand with one of mine and gently squeezing both huge breasts into cones. I softly kissed around one, working my soft wet kisses closer and closer to her nipple until I opened my mouth and engulfed both her pink nipple and puckered areola. "Ohhhhhhh yessssss," she hissed softly as I teased my tongue around her hard nipple, the tip of my tongue teasing the pink puckered areola.
"You like?" I whispered in question as I released her nipple to move to her other breast.
"Oh yes. So soft and gentle. I like that you're not rough but you still make it known that you're in charge."
"Mmmmmm," I answered as I kissed her other breast, feeling her hand slide down between us. Her hand closed around my mostly soft cock, gently teasing it as I kissed closer to her nipple and then engulfed it like I had the other. Her hand pulled and stroked my cock more urgently as I teased her nipple, little gasps and moans slipping from her lips as I sucked her nipple more aggressively. I released her left and moved back to the right again, suctioning the whole front of her breast into my mouth to stroke her nipple and areola again. Her hand stroked and pulled on my quickly growing dick, her moans becoming louder as my attentions turned her on more.
I felt her rub my head between her wet lips and then lower herself down on me, her tunnel slowly engulfing my head and then my shaft as she let herself down, stopping when her ass cheeks rested on my thighs. She slowly lifted herself, careful not to pull her breasts from my mouth as she lifted her pussy up my shaft, stopping with only my head inside her. She dropped more quickly this time, letting her tunnel engulf me as she dropped down, a soft slap of her ass on my thighs as audible as the squish of her juices as she plunged down my shaft.
Up and down she went, lifting and dropping herself, her pace quickening as I grew harder inside her, both of us obviously working toward another climax. I let her tits slip from my mouth, holding them as best I could as she bounced up and down, her pace growing almost frantic as she moaned in obvious pleasure. "OH FUCK!" she gasped as I started rocking my hips in time with hers, driving my cock hard up into her as she dropped on me. I slid my hands to her hips and held them there, watching her huge tits now bounce and swing with each stroke, her cries of pleasure growing with each passing minute.
"I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come," she moaned over and over as she slapped her ass on my thighs, my cock plunging up into her with the combination of our motions. At first it was just a soft shudder in her body. A shudder that quickly grew to a tremble and then the feel of her pussy convulsing and squeezing my cock as she sat on me, no longer able to work her now shaking legs. She panted and moaned "I'm coming," over and over as I slid one hand between us and used one finger to slide up and down across her clit to push her climax even higher.
Her body began to still and to my surprise she climbed off my lap, pulling herself off of my still rigid cock. She crawled off of me to one side, leaning on the back of the sofa with her elbows and holding herself on her knees, pushing her ass out and exposing her pussy toward the far wall of the office. It didn't take me more than a few seconds to figure out what she wanted and to push myself off the sofa. I stood behind her and aimed my cock at her pussy, plunging it quickly into her as soon as my head spread her lips. "YES! Take me. Make me yours!" she cried as she felt my cock drive into her again.
I held her hips and started pumping my cock in and out of her, my thighs slapping loudly against her bare ass as I plunged in and out of her pussy. She grunted and moaned in pleasure as my body slammed into hers over and over. I could see the sides of her big tits as they swung below her with each impact, the mental image of them moving pushing my own climax even closer. Her wet tunnel squished and my thighs slapped loudly against her as we both moaned, the tingle of impending orgasm racing through my body.



"Gonna come," I grunted as the sensations of no return flowed over me, moments from climax. To my utter surprise she pulled off of me as I pulled back for another plunge, rolling and dropping on the sofa in front of me. She reached with both hands and grasped my cock, stroking me frantically as she aimed me at her tits and face. "UHHHHG!" I grunted as my hips bucked and huge rope of cum lanced out of my engorged head toward her face. My cum had barely landed on her face and chest before my cock surged another huge gush of cum onto her. I watched my cum lance over and over from my cock, her hand still stroking and milking me, her face and tits covered with a surprising amount of creamy white goo. I stood there, now only twitching occasionally as she softly worked my cock with her hands milking out the last oozes of cum and letting them drip to her stomach.
"Damn. You did have a lot, didn't you?" she asked with a girlish giggle. "I've always wanted to do that, watch a guy come."
"Never have?"
"Uh uh. Usually it's left someplace else."
"Pussy?"
"Or mouth. Never watched a guy shoot before."
"And?"
"And I liked it. But man am I a mess."
"You need a shower," I chuckled.
"I can arrange that," she said, letting go of my cock. She gently pushed me back away from the sofa and leaned over to slip her high heels off. She reached for my shoes and pulled the laces and then coaxed me to lift each foot as she pulled my shoes and socks off. She made no attempt at all to wipe any of my cum off of her as she stood and took my hand to lead me toward the office door. Pulling me along, cum still dripping from both her tits and my cock, she led me across the open foyer area, past several desks with naked young ladies sitting at them, and down the hall toward the ladies' room. She pushed the door open and drew me in with her, pulling me along toward the back where two shower stalls were built into the large, rather lavish bathroom.
"Now," she said as she reached in and turned the water on. "A shower!" she said with a grin.
"I think you just had fun parading us past Kim." I said with the shake of my head as she led me by the hand to one of the shower stalls. She stopped and turned on the water without looking at me or answering for long seconds.
"I have to admit she's been after me a LOT the last few years to date," she said as she stepped under the now warm spray and pulled me along into the shower with her. "She seems to think that getting a good fucking would do wonders for my temperament," she said as she pulled me into the shower and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me to her. "I'm thinking that she might be right."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I haven't felt this relaxed in...well, I'm not sure how long," she said with that same girlish giggle. "So how about it? Think you can manage to date the boss?"
"It could be difficult. What happens if I do something you don't like? Do I get reprimanded or do we break up?" I asked seriously.
"Do you like your job?" she asked, looking at me almost sternly.
"Of course I do," I answered.
"Are you good at it?"
"I think so."
"So do I. When was the last time I took exception to ANYTHING you did or any decision you made?"
"Not since the first few months that I was here."
"Right. So here's the deal. The Engineering Department is yours. We'll be partners for as long as you feel comfortable with that arrangement. If we work out, well, then it'll be OUR company. If we don't, you still have your job in control of all the engineering aspects. I won't take that away until, or if, you decide you want out. Sound fair?"
"I think so," I agreed.
"About damn time!" we both heard Kim say from where she and two other young women were peeking around the corner of the shower area. "Thought we'd never get you two together."
"Yeah," another of them said. "Not that I don't like being naked around the office, in fact I do, but we had to go to a lot of trouble to get you two to finally fuck instead of dancing around your obvious attraction to each other."
"So that's what this was about?" Tiffany asked, turning in the shower to look at the three apparent conspirators.
"Fuck yeah. You weren't going to fuck each other the way things were going. We just figured this would help things along. Looks like it did," Kim answered.
"I'll deal with you later!" Tiffany said with a look that was half frown half smile. "In fact, I think you should go naked all week, just for tricking me like this."
"Only if you promise to fuck him at least once a day," Kim answered with a huge grin.
"I think I can arrange that," Tiffany answered, looking back up at me, a couple inches shorter now that she no longer had the high heels on. "How about it? Wanna fuck the boss every day for the next week? I promise to make it interesting."
"Like it could get boring fucking you? Trust me, I'm all in, as usual."
"Good," she said with a large grin. "Now I've never been fucked in a shower and I feel a hard cock pressing between my legs."
"My pleasure," I answered. "Do we have to have an audience though?"
"They might learn something," Tiffany giggled. "Fuck me baby. Make me come again like you did in my office," she whispered as she stood on her toes to lift her lips to mine and kissed me softly.
Yeah, this was going to be an interesting week and then some.
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This is the way to spend the summer. Not that teaching college courses is a bad thing, but dealing with two hundred needy children is tiring. Yeah, they might be twentyish, but they still act like little kids. I have to be checking e-mail every hour, answering dozens of questions every day, dealing with little Johnny or Suzie who hasn't learned to be personally responsible yet and wants to be hand held. Very tiring. So by my own choice I get as far away as I possibly can. It's actually surprising just how far away from technology you can actually get.
From the middle of May to the middle of August you can find me up here, the northern boundary waters. Humping gear and canoes from lake to lake, guiding groups of wanna be outdoorsmen across the quiet lakes. A little fishing on the side, lying around quiet pine woods campsites, no cell phone, no computers, no technology other than one emergency radio and my GPS. Yep, this was definitely the way to get away from it all. I did it the first year after my divorce, just to get a change of scenery, and loved it so much that I came back, and back and well, this is my fifth year. My wife and I just weren't seeing eye to eye on anything anymore and we finally had enough. The quiet and solitude was exactly what I needed to get my head back into a positive view of life after so damn much negativity.
For a fifty year old I'm lean, strong, well-tanned, and feel pretty damn good about my own self-image. A far cry from that first year where I struggled until I actually got in shape. Now I don't feel self-conscious walking around without a shirt on and can smile to myself when I catch some of the female campers checking me out instead of the twenty somethings that I worked alongside.
I'm also one of Jack's favorite and most experienced guides. He knows that once he turns a group over to me he can forget all about them. It's the guide's job to help them plan the route, wrangle the food stores and meal menus, get their gear assigned and checked out and oh yeah, make sure they don't die or do anything too stupid out on the water. If you haven't been in the boundary waters before you are required to take a guide, hence me!
It doesn't pay great, but that's not what I'm here for. I do this because it helps me unwind and gets me away from it all, literally. Other than one bill I have to pay online from the lodge once a month, all my bills are auto paid, my house is watched by a friend's daughter who lives there while she's home from college. It's a perfect arrangement. Unfortunately next year I'm going to have to find someone else. This will be the last summer for Mandy, though her sister might be interested next year.
"Mike?" I heard from the doorway as I lay on my bunk reading a book.
"Yeah Jack?" I asked the owner of the outfitter.
"Lynn was supposed to work with this group that came in last night but she's down with some kind of stomach bug. Would you mind doing the pre-plan with them?"
"Yeah, if you want. Lynn okay?"
"She thinks it's just a twenty four hour bug. I'm hoping she'll be back up tomorrow."
"I can take the group if she's not," I said with a shrug. "I'm not due to go out for another two days, she can take my group."
"You may not want to offer that, but I'll keep it in mind."
"Why not. Something special about this group?" I asked as I pushed off the bunk and pulled on my hiking boots.
"You know me Mike. I won't send a guy out with an all-female group. It's just a recipe for trouble."
"Oh. Didn't know it was an all-girl group. What about Tracy?"
"She's still out. Not due in until tomorrow night."
"Oh. Well. I'll do the pre-plan then," I said with a shrug. "Lynn'll probably be better tomorrow."
"I hope so. I'd hate to cancel the trip," Jack said as he turned and walked away from the door of the bunk room. Jack was a pretty good guy. A bit old fashioned at times, but he did a good job of looking out for his people. One time he had a group of all women complain that the young male guide couldn't keep his hands or eyes to himself, so he made a new rule. No more young single guys with all female groups. Unfortunately the vast majority of the guides were single young guys.
I walked to the office a few steps behind Jack, stepping into the large rustic room a few moments after him. "Ladies. This is Mike. He'll be helping you with the pre-plan for your trip and get your gear all worked out."
I looked at the group and quickly reminded myself why he had made such a rule. The group was seven women, ranging from what I guessed was mid-forties to late twenties. The older women wore shorts and t-shirts, but the younger ladies wore bikini tops or halter style tops above their tight looking shorts. Yeah, a single young guy would have a hard time keeping his eyes and hands to himself.
"Hi. I'm Jill," what I thought was the oldest of the group said, stepping forward and holding her hand out. She was maybe five and a half feet tall, with a trim, but not petite body and plenty of curves in all the right places. Her short brown hair framed her face and her soft blue-green eyes pleasantly. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a firm but short handshake.
"This is Tiffany," she said, motioning to a slightly younger woman, maybe forty at most, long blond hair pulled back in a ponytail, very bright green eyes that seemed to smile almost as much as her lips. She was slightly taller than Jill, though a little thinner, with what I'd guess were a pair of C or D cup breasts trying to peek out of a tight halter top. Her shorts were almost painted on her curvy hips and I doubted they were long enough to cover all of her ass, though I couldn't tell the way she was standing.
"Beth," she said, motioning to a twenty something year old young lady that could easily have been my own daughter. She was petite with short cropped blond hair with longer bangs that seemed to want to stretch down into her blue eyes. She had on an orange bikini top that barely covered the front of her easily C cup breasts, her nipples poking the tiny orange triangles prominently. Her shorts were micro short and unsnapped in front, making me wonder how they didn't just slide down off her body. With the zipper and snap undone, the V of tanned skin that was exposed extended down nearly to her mound. Her slender legs were shapely and I suspected from the look of her thighs that she was once an athlete of some kind.
"Sherrie," she said waving her hand toward a tall, easily six-foot black woman who was maybe in her mid-thirties. She wore a t-shirt and cargo pocket shorts but there was no doubt that she was built in all the right places.
"Kim," she said as a very petite little Asian woman stepped toward me with her hand out. Her jet black hair a striking contrast to her creamy white skin. Her brown eyes seemed to glisten as she grinned and took my hand, holding it more than shaking it.
"Donna," she said motioning to another thirty-something woman nearly her own height, the heaviest set of the group with a pair of huge tits cradled in a spandex workout top. While she was larger framed, I was surprised that the tight spandex pants didn't really make her look fat, but well-proportioned with her huge chest. She smiled almost shyly, as she pushed an errant lock of her shoulder length brown hair out of her face, hooking it over her frequently pierced ear.
"And the baby of the group, Tina," she said, motioning to a tall thin young woman that had to be middle twenties at most. She had a small chest covered by a red and white striped bikini top and I suspected didn't have much hair anywhere on her body, based on the smallness of the bikini bottom. She had curly dishwater blond hair and soft blue eyes that made you want to look for more.
"Good to meet you all," I answered as I looked the group over.
"So, you going to be our guide?" Kim asked quietly.
"No. Actually your guide is down sick right now, so I'm going to help you plan the trip, get your gear assigned, that kind of thing."
"Awwww. I was hoping," Kim said with a frown.
"Well, the boss doesn't like to send single male guides out with an all-female group. Just bad for business."
"Does that mean you're a single male guide?" Sherrie asked from the second row of the women."
"Yes ma'am. It does. Which is why Lynn will be your guide when you leave tomorrow."
"Well, that makes it even more disappointing that you're not going to be our guide then."
"Oh, trust me. You'll have a much better trip with Lynn than with me," I told them. "Now, if you wanna follow me, we'll go to the map room and start planning your trip," I added as I turned and headed out of the office into the cool morning breeze.
"Why would we have a better trip with Lynn?" Kim asked, catching up to walk next to me.
"Well, let's just say that you can be more relaxed if you don't have a man in the camp."
"Oh? And why would having a man in the camp keep us from being more relaxed?"
I looked down at her as we walked across the gravel path toward the gear shed, her eyes smiling as much as the devilish little grin on her lips.
"So how many of you are married?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"Oh. Only Donna. Why? Is it important?"
"Nope. Just curious. I mean if you're going to insinuate that having a single guy around wouldn't stop you from relaxing..."
"Trust me. I doubt that having a single or married guy around would stop us from relaxing," Beth said from behind us. "It wouldn't be the first time a guy has seen any of us half or all the way undressed."
I shook my head and thought that it was a good thing Lynn was going with this group.
We spent the next few hours in the planning room, working their route out on the map. Now not all lakes are created equal. Besides those on the Canadian side and those on the US side having different camping restrictions, some lakes are on loops, where you go from lake to lake, putting in on one end and taking out on the other, eventually ending up on Moose Lake again to head back home. Others lead to dead ends where you have to double back. Personally I like these best because they see less traffic.
The ladies specifically wanted a lake that was secluded for their third day out, planning a two-day trip out, third day just hanging around camp and then two days back. We selected a quiet little lake with an island camp site that I was pretty sure would be open. In July there is so much traffic on the lakes, compared to May or August, and the camp sites are first come, so sometimes you can't get the one you plan. In this case the lake they planned on spending their third day on should be sparsely used, if at all. The last two times I'd been on this lake we were the only group on it at all and it had a really nice quiet island campsite.
With the route decided we went on to planning meals, giving them the usual lecture on what they can and can't do out on the water, and then I took them to the dining hall for lunch.
After we ate we went to the gear shed where they checked out their three canoes, gear packs and cook box while I loaded their food into a tote pack. With all their gear checked out, we hauled it in several trips to the little round hut that they spent the night in, taking the canoes down by the lakeside.
"Okay ladies. Now. These big packs are to hold your gear. You have to get three peoples' gear in one of these. That means clothes, sleeping pad and sleeping bag and one of the tents. With eight of you, including Lynn, you will need to also get four tents into the three packs."
"In there? How are we supposed to do that?"
"Travel light. Everything you take has to get hauled over those portages. So the more you take the more you haul."
"Well, how much do you take?"
"All my gear for the five days will be in a small backpack. Two changes of socks and underwear, one spare pair of pants, two shirts, rains suit and wind suit, camp shoes and my toiletries kit."
"Seriously? We only take two pair of underwear?"
"Well, three, if you count the ones you're wearing. You can wash them at camp. If you really have to, you can take more, but you have to carry it."
"Well, I'm not going with only two pair of panties," Tiffany said with a frown.
"You can use my allowance. I'm not planning on wearing any!" Sherrie said with a grin.
"Yeah, that sounds about right," Beth said with a grin. "Bare bottomed and bare chested?"
"If I can!" Sherrie laughed back.
"Okay, okay. Now. You need to get your clothes packed and I'll be outside. When you get done I'll show you how we portage," I said, shaking my head as I walked out of the little round hut.
"Good lord," I said to myself as I stepped down the stairs and walked to a tree. It took them almost half an hour before they made their way out of the little hut dragging the three big packs behind them. "So all packed?"
"We think so," Donna said as she stepped down.
"Alright. So, who's going to carry the packs?"
"Huh?"
"Someone has to carry 'em. There are eight of us. That means that one of you carries the food pack, one the cook box. I can carry my pack and one canoe, which leaves three of you to carry packs and two of you to each carry a canoe."
"I don't think I can carry one of these," Kim said, trying to heft one of the packs.
"The canoes weigh just over fifty pounds, plus you have two paddles per canoe. I recommend that the pack carriers use the paddles as walking sticks and the canoe carriers take the canoes and life jackets."
"I'm not sure I can do that either," Kim said frowning.
"Well, there's the cook box and the food box. The food box gets lighter every day, the cook box weighs about forty five pounds."
"I'll take that!" Kim said.
"Okay. So. Who's next"
"I'll take a pack," Sherrie said, stepping over to one of the big gray packs.
"There's an easy way and a hard way to do this," I said, as I got up.
"I got this!" she said, picking the pack up by one strap and swinging it, sticking her arm through the other shoulder strap as it swung around her body. She clearly misjudged the weight of the pack, the other strap grabbing her shoulder and twisting her body around in a circle uncontrollably. Within moments she was lying on the ground on her back, the pack holding her like a stranded turtle, Tiffany lying on the ground under her.
"That would be the hard way," I said with a chuckle as I stepped over to them. I pulled the strap of the pack loose from her arm and helped her up before extending a hand down to Tiffany. I did my best to not stare at the breast that had become exposed as her blue and white polka-dot halter top was displaced in the collision.
"Oops," she said bashfully, quickly twisting her top back in place and covering her large pink areola and obviously hard nipple.
"So there's an easy way?" Jill asked with a grin.
"Yeah, there is," I answered, trying not to look back at Tiffany. I rolled the pack on the ground so the top faced my feet, the straps lying to the sides. I leaned over, reached for the sides of the pack, my wrists sticking through the straps as I grabbed the pack sides. With a grunt I pulled the pack off the ground, tossed it up and took a half step forward, the pack rolling in the air just above my head and sliding down my back, the shoulder straps sliding easily down my arms and settling on my shoulders. My body sagged for a moment as it accepted the weight of the pack and then I bounced it, pulling the straps tight as it was weightless behind me. "Just like that," I said as I turned for all of them to see. "So who wants to try the easy way?"
"I'll try that way," Sherrie said with an embarrassed grin. "Guess it was heavier than I expected."
"Not a problem," I said as I loosened the straps and let it slid off my back to the ground. I stepped away and watched her repeat my motions, getting the pack settled on her back on the first try.
"That was a bit easier."
"Okay. who's next?"
"I can do that," Tina said quickly.
I looked at her a little dubiously, the pack weighing almost half of what she did. She walked up confidently to the second pack, twisted it around, her ass sticking out at me as she bent over, and prepared to toss it over her head. "UP," she grunted, hoisting the bag into the air and trying to guide it over her head. The heavy pack cleared her head and settled on her back, the straps hitting her shoulders when the pack was nearly half way down her back. In moments she was backpedaling, the pack toppling her backwards toward me. I moved as quickly as I could both trying to get out of the way and catch her at the same time. I managed to grab the pack as it came at me, twisting her around in the process until we both ended up on the ground, her suddenly bare chest smashed into my face, one nipple practically in my mouth as she lay on top of me, my cock pressing against her body and the pack smashing her down on me. "Okay, so that didn't go as planned," she said as she tried to push herself up off of me, pulling her soft little tit out of my face but leaving both of them exposed right in front of me. Her little bikini top hung by one strap, most of the way off of her, as she struggled to push herself up off of me.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as she accidently jammed her knee between my legs.
"OH NO! I'm sorry!" she cried, trying to roll herself off of me as I doubled up in pain.
"Ohhhhhh god," I groaned as I lay on the ground in a fetal position, my body trying to protect my suddenly pain filled privates.
"Good going there Tina!" Donna said as she stepped over to me and knelt down.
"I'll be alright in a second," I groaned, my vision starting to clear from the little pain sparkles that had been dancing in front of my eyes for the last few seconds.
"Let me have a look," she said softly, trying to roll me over.
"No. I'll be fine," I groaned.
"Trust me. I'm a nurse," she insisted working to roll me over on my back.
Reluctantly I let her roll me as I worked to catch my breath and tried to will the pain to subside. I lay with my eyes closed, trying to not think about the pain and at the same time, not thinking about what Donna was doing. My focus was on the pain that was slowly ebbing away, not the fact that she had my shorts unsnapped and unzipped. "Ohhhhh damn," I groaned as she reached into my pants and gently felt my balls.
"Nothing damaged," she said softly as she slowly rolled my balls in her hand, her fingers teasing them softly before sliding up and wrapping around my soft cock.
"That part doesn't hurt," I groaned softly as she toyed with my soft cock.
"Just trying to take your mind off the pain," she whispered, pulling the front of my briefs down and out, exposing me to the whole gaggle of women now standing over me looking down.
"You do this for every patient that had his balls raked off?" I asked a little breathlessly.
"Only the ones I like," she answered as her hand continued to tease and stroke my cock, the sensations of her hand starting to dull the pain between my legs and replace it with different sensations. "Kinda like stomping on someone's foot to make them forget about the pain of a smashed finger."
"Yeah. Well. Okay. I appreciate it," I said, reaching down to try and pull my shorts back closed. "This is more than a little embarrassing," I mumbled as she stroked my quickly hardening cock. "You can stop any time you want."
"Not sure I want to," she whispered with a grin. "But I will if you insist."



"Yeah. I do," I answered.
"Well. If you're absolutely sure. Want me to take one more look and make sure everything is okay down there?" she asked, trying to pull my shorts back down farther again.
"No. thank you anyway. I'm sure it'll be fine," I said, trying to pull my pants up by the waist.
She sighed a little and then pulled her hand from my dick, leaving my almost completely hard cock exposed for several seconds while she reached to readjust my briefs and try to cover me with them. "These don't quite fit any more," she said, trying to stretch my synthetic bikini briefs up over my cock without success.
"Yeah. Well. It'll be fine," I said, leaving my cock sticking up out of the waistband and pulling my shorts closed over it. I held the front of my pants closed while Donna and Jill helped me up from the ground.
"I'm so sorry," Tina said, stepping back up to me, her top now fixed in place again. "I really didn't mean to do that."
"Yeah. It's okay," I said, gingerly snapping and zipping my shorts back up.
"I wish I could make it up to you somehow," she said, a pained look on her face as she reached out and rubbed my still sensitive nuts through my shorts.
"It's fine," I said, gently pulling her hand away. "Why don't you try the pack again? Okay?"
"Okay," she said as she stepped back away and walked over to where the pack lay. "I'll get it this time."
"Sure thing," I said, stepping back so she had plenty of room. She did manage to get it the second time, the pack looking massive on her back as she stood bent over by its weight.
"See! I got it!" she said as she tried to settle it on her back better and walk around with it. "Damn this is heavy!"
"Yeah, they are," I added to the comments the rest of the ladies were making. "Okay. One more pack. Who gets it?"
"I will!" Donna said, smiling at me as she stepped to the third pack. She easily swung it up over her head like I had, easily settling the straps on her shoulders.
"Looks good. Okay. That leaves, who, Jill, Tiffany and I forgot your name," I said pointing to the petite little gal in the orange bikini.
"Beth," she said quickly.
"Beth. One of you gets the food box and the other two canoes. So volunteers?"
"I'll do a canoe, Jill said.
"So will I," Beth said quickly.
"Alright then. Let's go down to the water and I'll show you all how we do this. Bring along the packs ladies," I said as I turned to walk down the path toward the water. I figured they'd be along behind me shortly, and I was right. Only shortly was a bit longer than I had expected. They tromped down the twisting path, bowed over under the weight of the packs. "So. Here are three canoes. GO ahead and see how your packs fit in them" I said, leading them to three canoes sitting in the grass. One by one they dropped the packs into the canoes.
"So? Now what?" Jill asked.
"Well. Now you get to figure out where you're going to sit. Each canoe has to hold 3 people."
"Oh," Beth said, looking at the canoes with the big packs in them.
"Yeah. So if you push the packs apart, you can slip one person into the canoe between them, one in the front and one in the back. That leaves a hole here for my pack since we'll only have two. Now, you don't have to decide who goes in which canoe when. It really doesn't matter. What does matter is that you get your pack into the canoe without dropping it in the lake. We do all the launches what we call wet foot. The rocks are sharp and jagged and can easily punch a hole in the bottom of one of these Kevlar canoes. So we load and unload them floating."
"That means we have to stand in the water?" one of the ladies asked from behind me.
"That's right. Which is why you'll have wet feet all day and you'll be hiking in wet boots every portage."
"UGH!" I heard Donna say.
"Well, chances are you'll be wet other places too. I never wear anything cotton. It doesn't dry fast enough. Synthetics were on your packing list. I hope you got some."
"We did," Jill said.
"Okay. Now. Let me show you how to carry the canoe," I said, reaching into the canoe in front of me and pulling the packs out with one hand each.
"Damn. How did he do that?" I heard Kim whisper to another of the ladies.
"So, you're going to do this in the water, but what you do is set the bow on the shore, roll the canoe up and over you and then settle it on your shoulders like this," I told them as I lifted and rolled the canoe over me. I stood with the center rail of the canoe on my shoulders, balancing it carefully as I tilted the bow up so it was level with the stern. "When you walk, you have to remember you're long. No tight corners!" I said as I carried the canoe down to the lake. "Getting it down is even easier," I said as I waded out knee deep in the water. I gave the canoe a little flip and let it flop down into the water with a loud slap and a small splash. "Then all you have to do is load your packs and you're ready to go."
"You make it look easy!" Jill said with a frown.
"It's not hard, but it does take some practice. So go ahead and lift one and see how it goes."
Jill stepped to the canoe leaned over it like I had done and jerked, trying to lift it up. It quickly thumped back to the ground where it started. "No way," she said shaking her head. "Can't do it."
"Alright. We'll use method two then." I said with a shrug. I stepped out of the water and over to her. I leaned down, picked up the stern of the canoe and held it in the air while she stepped under it. I gently set it down on her shoulders and then stood back while she balanced it.
"This is a lot harder than you make it look!" she said from under the canoe.
"You'll get the hang of it. Lynn is a good guide. She'll help you out getting them settled."
"If you say so."
"Why don't you go down and put it in the water."
"If you say so," she said slowly turning around to face the water only ten or so feet away. She walked tentatively down to the water, waded out several feet, gave the canoe a flip and then toppled over after the canoe, landing face first in the water. She pulled herself up and looked back at the group, her friends laughing loudly.
"And that, ladies, is why we wear only clothes that dry quickly," I said as I waded in next to her. I wrapped an arm around her and coaxed her to shore before wading chest deep to retrieve the escaping canoe. I pulled it to the shore and carried it up, setting it back in the grass while Jill stood there trying to squeegee the water from her hair and wring out her shirt. "Okay! One more canoe."
"I guess I will," Beth said as she stepped forward. She moved next to the canoe and then bent over, her ass sticking out at me as I stood back and watched her. She levered the canoe up over one shoulder, surprising me with how strong her petite frame actually was. She rolled it over onto her shoulders and settled it. Carefully picking the bow up she balanced it and then turned to head to the water. I guess I should have been paying more attention, but I guess I was busier watching her mostly naked body and not her feet. Instead of hiking boots, she had on a pair of little leather sandals. She took about three steps before she reached where Jill had drained most of her water on the grass, one of her sandals sliding on the wet grass. I was close, but not close enough. I reached for the canoe, trying to grab at it, but only able to push it away so it didn't land on top of her. She slid to the grass and down the slope toward the water, stopping when her ass hit the sandy strip of shoreline that Jack had installed to make training easier.
I slid down as well, landing on my hip and sliding down the grass several feet while the canoe bounced in the grass a few feet away from us. "OW!" Beth said as she sat at the edge of the grass, one of my legs over hers as I came to a halt face down in the grass next to her.
"Uh huh," I said as I tried to catch my breath after the hard impact. "What is it with you ladies? Damn!" I said as I pushed myself up. "That's more falls than I usually take all season!"
"Sorry," Beth said, reaching up for the hand I was holding out for her. She clasped mine in both of hers and let me pull her up to stand again.
"Hey Beth!" Kim called.
"Yeah?" Beth called back.
"Nice view!" Kim called again with a laugh.
"Huh?"
"Look down!" Donna called.
Beth and I both looked down and saw that she was naked from her tits down, her orange bikini bottom having broken loose in the slide. "EEEE!" she squealed, covering her shaved mound and full round pussy lips with one hand while looking for her bikini bottom. She turned around when she saw it, bending over to get it, her pussy pushing out at me between her legs for a few moments. She stood up and tried to hold it over her private parts, finally giving up and holding the material over her ass and her hand over her front while she ran up to the little round bunkhouse they were using.
"And that takes care of that. The canoes can stay here. Take the paddles, packs, gear to your hut. You're scheduled to pull out right after breakfast. I'd say it's been fun, but instead I'll say it's been painful but interesting. I hope you have a great trip," I said as I got ready to walk away.
"So what now?" Jill asked.
"Well, you're free until dinner. Then get some sleep and a shower. It'll be the last one you get for five days, except for a dip in the lake. Tomorrow Lynn will meet you right here and you're off."
Sherrie walked over to me and took my face in both hands, giving me a quick wet kiss on the lips. "That's for working with us," she said before leaning her face back to mine again for a much slower longer wet kiss that started making my cock grow in my shorts again. "That's just because you're hot," she whispered before letting go of my face.
"Uh. Thanks, I think," I said, still feeling surprised. I thought for a moment that Donna was going to come over as well, but she stopped after moving only one foot and then just smiled at me before I turned and walked away. "Crazy women," I muttered as I walked back up the hill past their little round hut and continued on till I came to the bunkhouse. I was the only one in it at the moment, two other guides due back tomorrow. I stripped off my wet clothes and dug in my gear looking for a clean pair of boxer briefs. Frowning at the lack of any clean ones, I pulled on a pair of the low rise synthetic bikini briefs I wore on the treks and lay down for a nap, trying to put the image of Beth's bare pussy out of my mind.
I felt her lips against mine and startled awake, practically knocking my face into hers as my body involuntarily jumped. "Shhhhh," she whispered in the dim bunk room. "It's me. Donna."
"Donna? What are you doing here?"
"The girls are taking a nap. I thought I might come and see if you wanted to finish what I started before."
"You wanna do what?" I squeaked in surprise.
"Well, actually I was kinda hoping you'd want a bit more than just a hand job. I can think of a few more pleasant ways to finish that off."
"Donna! You just expect me to have sex with a strange woman?" I asked in surprise.
"Well, not exactly a stranger. I mean I've already had my hand on your cock. And you do deserve fair treatment," she said as she lifted her hands to her spandex workout top and pulled it up, letting two huge tits bounce free. Each massive tit, easily a triple D, formed a teardrop with its own weight, a large round light brown areola about the size of a silver dollar surrounding an erect, equally brown, nipple. She smiled at me and moved her hands to her pants, pushing them down along with a pair of small white underwear, sliding them down her legs until she stepped out and stood there naked. "How's that?" she asked as she moved next to my bunk and then crawled up onto it over me.
"Donna," I said quietly. "You can't be in here. It's the guys' bunk room."
"Well, I don't see any other guys besides you, so who'll know? By the way, did I tell you I think you have a fantastic cock?"
"What?"
"I said you have a fantastic cock and I want to fuck you," she whispered, leaning her face down toward mine, her big tits hanging down between us and pressing against my chest. She lowered her hips down over mine until I felt her pussy pressing against my underwear-covered cock, which was growing harder by the second. She gently rocked her hips, grinding herself against me while her lips pressed to mine and her tongue teased my lips. I opened my mouth and her tongue darted into my mouth, flicking across mine as she ground her body against mine harder, her hard nipples pressing into my bare chest while her pussy ground against my now hard shaft.
I reached my hands up and stroked them up and down her back, getting more turned on with each passing moment. She took this as approval and reached between us, pushing the front of my briefs down below my balls and wrapping her hand around my cock. "I've wanted to do this all afternoon," she moaned softly, breaking the kiss and rocking her body forward. Her tits dragged along my chest as she moved to where she could lift my cock up, rubbing my head between her wet lips.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she pushed slowly back, forcing her body to stretch around my engorged head, her soft wet pussy engulfing my cock.
"Oh you can say that again," she moaned softly. "So fucking big. No way Beth can get you in."
"Huh?" I asked, not quite sure I'd heard her right.
"Nothing lover. Just relax and enjoy," she whispered, rocking herself to push her pussy on and off my cock, my fat mushroom head stroking the full length of her hot wet tunnel. On and off she coaxed her pussy, grinding her clit into the base of my cock at the end of each stroke and rocking her hips to make sure I was as deep into her as she could make me. I moved my hands to her tits, slipping them between us as she lifted her chest to make room for them. I cupped each massive tits, letting her nipples stick between my fingers, squeezing them each time I squeezed her huge soft breasts. "So good. Ohhh god so good," she moaned as she rocked.
"You keep that up you're gonna make me come," I whispered softly, feeling that familiar tingle spreading from my groin, warning me that I would soon be unable to hold back.
"That's it! Do it. Come with me. I'm so fucking close already too," she moaned softly, pressing her pussy down even harder against me.
"Shit," I groaned, starting to rock my hips in time with hers, driving me more quickly into her. Her pace quickened when she felt me driving into her, our bodies soon slapping together as she bounced on my thighs, my head smashing into the end of her tunnel and sending little tingles of extra pleasure jolting through my body.
"Fuck! I'm coming," she gasped as she tried to continue pounding down on me, her trembling legs and arms seeming to break her rhythm. Even slightly out of sync, her pounding down on my cock was going to put me quickly over the edge. I felt her contract around my shaft, her tunnel growing tighter around me, coaxing me closer to climax. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck fuck fuck!" she cried as her body jerked on me, slamming down hard on me as my hips bucked up into her, releasing the first surge of cum into her.
"Ohhhhhh god," I groaned as I lay under her, my body jerking and pumping shot after shot of cum into her. I looked up at her in the dim light and saw her smiling down at me, her chest heaving as she struggled to recover from both the climax and the exertion of getting there.
"Damn," she whispered breathlessly. "That was a hell of a fuck!"
"Uh. Yeah," I agreed as my cock twitched inside her in response to her tunnel still periodically squeezing around me. "It was."
"I knew it was a nice cock, when I had it in my hand out there. I had no idea how good it would be sitting on it."
"I don't know what to say. Thank you would be appropriate I think."
"You're welcome. I didn't want to take off tomorrow without having a chance to both thank you for your attention and saying I was sorry you got kneed."
"Well, this was most definitely the best apology I've ever gotten for anything."
"My pleasure," she whispered, leaning down on me again, bringing her lips to mine. She gently kissed me, her soft lips teasing mine for long minutes before my softening cock slipped from her. "That must be my cue to sneak back in with the girls," she whispered before she slipped off of me. I lay there and watched her dress, tucking her massive tits into the spandex top before pulling on the spandex workout pants. She leaned over me gave me one more seductive wet kiss and then walked away without another word.
I lay there awake, more shocked than anything. It had been some time since I'd had any sex, let alone from someone I hadn't dated. While it was most definitely against the rules, I really had to say I enjoyed the hell out of the quick little tryst and wouldn't at all mind getting a chance to have a bit more with her. Not that it was going to happen, but it was still a nice thought as I pulled my underwear back up and closed my eyes again.
I ate a late dinner, just catching the end of the chow hall hours, after a long nap. I wandered out of the chow hall and down toward the lake just as the moon was starting to come up. I love watching the nearly full moon shining off the lake on a calm night. If the water wasn't so cold I'd probably have taken a short swim, but since the evening was a bit cooler, maybe only seventy or seventy five, I decided to just find my usual spot and sit and watch the moon come up. I was nearly half way down to the water when I hear crunching in the gravel behind me, light footsteps clearly hurrying to catch up to me. I turned enough to look over my shoulder and saw the petite little gal from this afternoon with the orange bikini mishap. There was enough light to tell that she had changed back to the shorts again and had a t-shirt that was cut off just below her breasts.
"Hi!" she said cheerfully as she caught up with me and slowed down.
"Hi. Beth isn't it?"
"Uh huh. Where you headed?"
"Just down to the water to watch the moonrise. You should be getting some sleep. Tomorrow's your hardest day paddling," I said quietly as I continued walking.
"Can't sleep. Mind if I hang out with you for a while?"
"Well, I'd say no, but I have a hunch you won't take no for an answer."
"Not without a good reason."
"This is my quiet time. I like to just sit and watch the moon reflect off the water. It's kinda like meditation time if I did that kind of thing."
"Ah. Well, I can use some quiet time," she said quietly.
"If you want," I said before turning off the path and walking down the grass hillside toward the water's edge. I skirted down the shoreline along a narrow path and then stepped down off the path to the very edge of the water, wading past a large rock outcropping. I climbed onto a large flat rock and leaned back against the rock wall, settled to watch the moon pushing up over the horizon.
"It's pretty," she whispered as she settled down on the large flat rock next to me.
"Uh huh," I answered, not really wanting to talk.
We sat and watched the moon slowly climb above the trees, the disk finally breaking free of the huge pines that had been poking up into the silver white disk. "You know. It's kinda funny. We both ended up seeing each other's bodies earlier today."
"Uh huh."
"So, you got a girlfriend? Back home I mean?"
"Would it matter if I did?"
"It might," she whispered.
"No. not right now," I answered her.
"And no wife."
"No, not for several years now."
"I'm surprised. The no girlfriend I mean."
"Why's that?"
"Cuz you're hot."
"I'm old."
"Not really."
"I have a daughter older than you are. I am," I whispered.
"How old are you?"



"Fifty two."
"Oh. I wouldn't have guessed. How old do you think I am?"
"Oh. Twenty five or six maybe."
"Older than that."
"Okay."
"Thirty two."
"That's still twenty years."
"Does it matter?"
"Depends."
"On what?"
"On why you want to know how old I am?"
"I don't know. Just wondered."
"Uh huh," I answered, quite sure at this point that I knew exactly what she wanted to know for.
"You're still pretty hot."
"It's against the rules. I could get fired."
"What is?"
"Having sex with the customers."
"I didn't say that was what I wanted."
"You didn't have to."
"That obvious?"
"Uh huh."
She sat silently for long minutes, the moon bouncing off the water and bathing us in a soft bluish hue. She almost startled me with how quickly she started moving. For a moment I thought she was going to climb off the rock and walk away, but instead she pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them, leaving her naked below the short cropped t-shirt. Her round outer pussy lips were full and puffy, a small amount of soft inner lip protruding down as she stood with her legs slightly spread in front of me. She reached up and pulled her shirt up and off, tossing it onto the rock where she had been sitting. Her breasts were firm and round, easily a C cup with only a small amount of sag that made them all the more sexy looking. She stood in the moonlight for long seconds letting me look her over before she stepped toward me and straddled me with her feet, reaching down to pull my t-shirt out of the waist of my shorts. "Your turn," she whispered, tugging on my shirt, trying to get me to lift my arms and let her undress me.
"Insistent, aren't you?"
"I know what I want."
"And that is?"
"Your cock in my mouth for now."
"For now?"
"Uh huh. After that I want you in me. I want you to fuck me."
"How come?"
"You're hot. I'm horny. We both want it. What more reason does there need to be?"
"I could get fired."
"Only if we're caught. And I kinda doubt anyone else comes down here."
"A few do."
"Uh huh. To do what?"
I chuckled. "Have sex."
"See?" she said, as I gave in and let her pull my shirt off. She bent over and started working on my pants, unzipping them and trying to pull them down my legs. "You could help."
"You're right," I agreed, reaching for her hips and pulling her toward me. She straightened up so her head wouldn't bang against the rock wall behind us. She stood with just her head higher than the rocks as I pulled her toward me.
"Ohhhh fuck," she gasped softly as I pressed my tongue between her wet lips and stroked up toward her clit. She spread her legs farther to give me more access and I pressed my tongue deeper between her lips, tasting her tangy juices and teasing the entrance of her tunnel before dragging my tongue between her lips to the juncture and her hard clit. I heard her suck in her breath as I spread her lips with my fingers and flicked my tongue across her clit. "Ohhhhh shit," she mumbled as I drew her clit between my lips and sucked it eagerly. I let go of her clit and licked again, stroking her soft inner lips, flicking across her clit again, her hips bucking involuntarily in response.
"I guess you like that," I whispered before going back for another long slow lick.
"Ohhhhhh god yes," she moaned softly, trying to press her pussy to my face as I stroked across her clit again. I took my time, sliding my tongue slowly between her lips over and over, each time pausing at her clit and teasing it. Her juices flowed less tangy and sweeter as I pushed her slowly toward the climax that was obviously building within her.
If she thought I was going to make her come on my face, she had another thing coming. Not that I wouldn't have. In fact, I very much enjoy doing that. But the more I licked her pussy the more urgently I felt the need to press my cock into her tight pussy. Other than Donna earlier, it had been months since I'd had sex with anything other than my own hand. I slipped from under her and stood up, pushing her back around to face the rock when she tried to turn to face me. I dropped my shorts and pushed my underwear down to my thighs and then aimed my engorged cock at her wet pussy. She felt me rub my head between her lips and she bent over more, pushing her ass out at me, and in the process, pushing her own pussy over my fat head.
"Ohmygod." I heard her mumble quietly as I pushed deeper into her, feeling her pussy expand to accept me as I pressed ever so slowly into her. "God you are so fucking big."
"That's what you wanted, right? To feel how big I was?"
"Uh huh," she moaned as I held her hips and started to slowly stroke in and out of her. I felt my head bump into her cervix before I ran out of cock, so I pulled back again, pulling almost all the way out of her before driving in again. "OHHH god!" she moaned more loudly.
"Shhh. Or I'll stop," I whispered.
"Okay," she whispered back as I held my cock inside her but didn't move. I took a deep breath and started moving again, pulling nearly out of her and then driving into her again. Over and over we danced the dance of sex, her hips pushing toward me as I pushed into her and pulling away as I pulled back. Over and over we shoved our bodies at each other, my cock teasing the length of her tunnel and her pussy caressing my rock hard shaft.
"I'm going to come," she squeaked softly.
"Hope you're not loud," I chuckled behind her, knowing I wasn't far behind her.
"UH FUCK!" she grunted loudly. "Not usually." She squeaked softly as I plunged into her faster. "Oh god. Ohhhhhh fucking god damn yes! Here I come!" I felt her pussy contract around my cock and her legs and arms shake as she became more and more animated on how she pushed and pulled her pussy on me. "OH GOD!" she cried loudly once before slapping a hand over her own mouth and crying out into it.
I continued to plunge into her, each stroke pushing me slightly closer to climax. "Almost there," I grunted, knowing I was going to blow any second.
She suddenly pulled off of me, spun around, squatting down. She wrapped both hands around my pussy slicked shaft and started to frantically stroke me. "On my tits. Please come all over my tits!" she practically begged.
I didn't have much choice. I was way too close to want to stop, or maybe even able to stop. I groaned softly and then my hips jerked, pumping a huge shot of hot cum out at her chest. I looked down and watched my cock squirt time after time, each shot launched with an involuntary jerk of my hips. I stood panting, looking at my cum sliding and oozing down her tits as she rubbed my now softening cock around her nipples, teasing them with the tip of my cock. She let go of my cock and stood up, rubbing the cum around her firm breasts before looking up at me and smiling.
"Fuck that was hot," she whispered. "I love watching a guy come on my tits. Turns me on so much that I just want to fuck them again and again and again."
"Not sure that'll happen now," I said as my cock drooped between us.
"How about if I get it hard again?"
"Get it hard I'll be happy to fuck you again."
She grinned at me and squatted down in front of me, leaning her face toward my body and engulfing my cock with her hot wet mouth. "Oh damn," I whispered as she teased my balls and sucked my softened cock. I'm no spring chicken anymore, so I was surprised at how quickly she managed to get me growing again.
"Well, that didn't take long," she said with a grin. "Why don't you come down here and fuck my brains out now."
"Sure. How do you want it?"
"Doggy style," she said with a grin, reaching behind her for her shirt and shorts. She wadded them up and put one under each knee as she knelt on all fours, her ass sticking out at me.
I pushed off my shorts, folded them for padding and then knelt between her legs, rubbing my again engorged head between her still wet lips. "Ohhhh yes. Perfect," she whispered as I started stroking into her. In and out I went, sliding my cock along her sensitive walls, little gasps and moans slipping from her lips. Her pussy made a sexy little squishing sound each time I pushed into her, the sensations and sounds slowly working me toward another climax. The moon continued its trek as we knelt there, working my shaft in and out of her. I could feel her juices leaking around my cock and dripping down my balls to the rocks we knelt on.
"God you better come soon. I'm not sure how much longer I can wait," I grunted softly.
"You're kidding, right?" she answered breathlessly. "I've been fucking coming almost continuously for the last fifteen minutes."
"Oh shit," I grunted. "No wonder you're so fucking juicy."
"Uh huh. God damn you can fuck. I may not be able to walk tomorrow the way you're going."
"Well, get ready for the grand finale then," I whispered as I let the sensations wash over me unabated. It only took another few dozen strokes and my body jerked hard, driving my cock into her so hard that it knocked us both over. She lay flat on the rock as I lay on top of her, my cock jerking and twitching inside her as I filled her pussy with cum.
"Ohhhh god damn that feels good," she moaned softly.
"Uh huh," I answered breathlessly as I lay on top of her.
"Jesus you can fuck a long time."
"Sometimes," I agreed as my body jerked again, adding a little more cum to her already full pussy. I lay on her for only a few more short minutes, my cock softening and slipping out of her. I rolled off, lying on my back with my feet hanging over the side of the rock outcropping into the water.
"God," she whispered, rolling over on her back next to me. "I am definitely not going to be able to walk tomorrow after that fucking," she said with a giggle.
"Sorry."
"Don't be. I love a good fucking. I just haven't ever come that long before. You were like the damn energizer bunny. You just kept going and going and going and every stroke seemed to either tease my clit or my G spot. Jesus that was good."
"Well, for what it's worth, thank you. I enjoyed it every bit as much as you did."
"You sure you don't have a girlfriend at home?"
"I'm sure."
"God I don't know why not. You are one hot fuck!" she said with a giggle.
"Just haven't found the right kind of girl."
"You mean one with tits and a pussy? Jesus. Any woman would be happy to fuck you every damn day. Unless you're not all that into girls or something."
"Oh, I'm plenty into girls," I chuckled.
"Well. I better get back to the hut before they figure out I'm missing."
"Yeah. You better," I said, making no attempt to move.
She smiled and leaned over to kiss me and then stood up, pulling on her clothes. She squatted down and gave my face a gentle stroke before getting up and tracing her steps back the way we came.
I lay there naked until the moon was nearly straight overhead and then pulled my shorts on and headed back to the bunk house before stripping them off and flopping down on my bunk.
"Mike. Mike. Wake up!" a female voice said, invading my dream and dragging me from a deep sleep back to a reality. "Come on Mike!"
"Huh? What?"
"It's me. Lynn!" the female voice said insistently, shaking me again.
I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, at least as much as I could at what felt like the middle of the night. "It's late. What are you doing here?" I asked groggily.
"It's past six am," she said with a frown. "Come on Mike, we don't have much time here."
I shook my head again and looked around the room as my eyes started to focus and my brain began functioning again. I looked from Lynn, standing by my bunk wearing her normal trek gear, shorts, synthetic tank top and her flop hat, to my own attire, which was missing completely, my cock hard with my typical morning woody. I grabbed the sheet and pulled it across myself. "Damn Lynn. I'm naked!"
"So? I'll let you see me naked sometime. Now will you listen to me?"
"Yeah. Sure," I said, sitting up on my bunk.
"That little bug I got decided to move from my stomach a little farther south. I can't go and if Jack finds out he'll cancel the trip and I can't afford to lose the trip. I won't get paid."
"Yeah. So what do you want me to do? Talk to Jack or something?"
"NO! I want you to take the group and I'll take yours tomorrow. By the time they leave in two days I should be well enough to go."
"Wait. You want me to take that group of women? Jack won't approve that."
"I know. That's why we won't tell him until you're gone."
"He isn't going to be happy!"
"He isn't here. He had to go to town for some supplies and won't be back until this afternoon. We can just say he wasn't here to ask."
"Yeah, but we know what he'd say."
"I know. Oh come on Mike. I already talked to the ladies. They said they don't mind, and I really can't afford to lose another trek."
"Okay. Okay. Let me get dressed and some breakfast," I said as I started to climb out of my bunk and then stopped, my bare dick still covered by the sheet. "A little privacy?" I could see Lynn roll her eyes in the dimly lit bunkhouse.
"Good lord. It's not like I didn't see you naked five minutes ago," she said with a frown, crossing her arms across her chest. After a few seconds she shook her head, uncrossed her arms and turned to walk away. "Fine. I'll meet you out at the landing in fifteen minutes."
Fifteen minutes wasn't a lot of time. I slipped off my bunk and dug into my gear stowed below my bunk, quickly pulling on a pair of the tiny synthetic men's bikini briefs I wear on treks. Over that I pulled on a pair of synthetic zip-off leg pants and a synthetic t-shirt. I pulled on my wet shoes and then stuffed the gear into my pack I'd need for a five-day trip, including my ground pad and compact sleeping bag. The last thing I grabbed was my one-man tent before swinging my pack onto my shoulder. I walked to the dining hall, grabbed some scrambled eggs and sausage, piled it onto a slice of bread and wolfed it down as I walked out, heading down to the landing.
"Ladies. Here he is," Lynn said as I walked down the gravel path. The ladies were all dressed in light weight shorts and t-shirts or tank tops, each wearing some kind of hat, their packs lying on the ground around them.
"Good morning ladies. I understand that Lynn is still a bit under the weather."
"Morning Mike," Beth said with a grin and a wink, followed by nods and good mornings by the rest of the group.
"So. Mike is going to take you. We don't send guys out with women only groups for obvious reasons, so I expect you to bear that in mind over the next few days," Lynn told the women, looking sternly at them. "I'm well aware of the little incidents that happened yesterday, and I don't expect any more of those, right?"
"Right!" Jill answered with an affirmative nod, though I saw Donna trying to suppress a smirk.
"Okay. You ladies have a good trip. Mike. I'll make this up to you, I promise!" she said before turning and practically running up the hill, presumably for another trip to the bathroom.
I looked around at the ladies, all dressed for a hot wet day, and all of them reasonably appropriate for public display, except for Tiffany, whose big tits were very obviously unconstrained in her thin tank top, the outline of her darker areola showing through the white material around the obvious bump of her firm nipples.
"Okay ladies. Let's pack it up and head out!" I said, hoping that I didn't regret this. Not that I didn't mind a little sex, but it was just not good practice to be practicing it on the people that were supposed to be in your care. It just wasn't professional! I watched as they got the canoes into the water on the sandy bank, loaded all the packs into them and then waited for me to drop my small pack and tent into the center of the third canoe. I held it while Sherrie stepped into the bow from the chilly lake water, the rest of the ladies getting situated into their two canoes. With a last look at camp, and the closest thing to civilization we'd see for the next five days, we pushed off for the long paddle up Moose and Newfound Lakes. We had a long 15 kilometers to paddle to get to our first camp, most of it against the wind unfortunately. At an average speed of less than 3 klicks an hour, we had a good long paddle. I had no doubt the women would be sore by the time we got to the intended camp site on Ensign Lake. Fortunately there was only one required portage, and that was less than two hundred meters.
The happy joking banter they were sharing waned less than two klicks into the trip and was completely gone by the time we pulled to shore for lunch. To my surprise they groaned and stretched but didn't complain about the long slog up Moose and Newfound Lakes, making our stop almost eight klicks into the trip on horseshoe island, a popular lunch stop. The only thing we had to unpack was the food box, so we were reasonably quickly re-packed and loaded to head toward our first portage another three klicks up the lake. The ladies switched around and I ended up with Tiffany in the bow wearing slick little yellow workout shorts, and white tank top, her tits showing through even more now that it was sweaty.
"I don't know about everyone else, but I'm getting darn hot!" Tiffany complained as we skirted along the south east shore of Newfound Lake to avoid the wind.
"Yeah. I agree," Jill called from her canoe. It's hot. Can we get wet?"
"Water's cold!" I called back.
"You're not afraid of the water, are you?" Jill shouted across the water with a grin.
"Nope. If you wanna get wet, we can," I called. "Aim for that little clearing. We can stop there." It only took a few minutes for us to reach the clearing along the shore, get out and pull the canoes up so they wouldn't float away. The shoreline was steep here and the water dropped off fast, a muddy drop-off with massive rocks sticking out of the mud right at and below the water line. I suppose it was my mistake. I shouldn't have done it. I honestly don't even know why I did it. She was just standing there, bent over, her ass pushing out at me in those yellow shorts, her hands splashing the cold water on her legs. Too inviting of a target I guess. I stepped over and reached out, giving her ass a gentle push, toppling her over off the rock she was standing on into the deeper water beyond. She came up sputtering and splashing, the girls all laughing at her until she informed them that it wasn't a dive, but a push that had her in her current predicament.
That was not about to go unavenged by her friends. I quickly found myself surrounded by the rest of them and unceremoniously tossed into the drink by Tiffany. Not that I went either easily or quietly. Jill went in head first, dragging Kim along with her before Sherrie managed to get her leverage down low enough to push me off the rock I was doing my best to stay standing on. Of course I was going in, I wasn't going without taking some with me. Sherrie came along with me, landing in the water only a foot or so to the side of me, but Beth, who had been working on trying to lift one my legs off the rock to topple me came in head first right on top of me. Her arms still wrapped around my thigh. She leg go as we hit the water, realizing that holding my leg wasn't going to gain her anything, and came up sputtering next to me. I was laughing with the rest of them when I realized that Beth was frantically and unsuccessfully trying to tread water and swim toward shore at the same time. She was only three feet from me, splashing frantically.
Last thing I needed was to let one of them drown, even if they did end up in the water trying to throw me in. I reached out with one hand and grabbed at the back of her spandex top, little more than a sports bra. My fingers failed to find a purchase as her head dunked under water. Momentarily afraid that she might indeed drown, I jabbed my arm down into the water and grabbed for anything I could find. My fingers found something to wrap into and, using one hand and my feet to keep myself above water, I pulled up on what I had caught of her, pulling her toward me. Her face came up out of the water, panic painted on her face as she gasped for air. She took one look at me and reached out, wrapping both arms around my head, practically trying to climb up out of the water on top of me, pushing me down under as she did.



I knew the signs. She was a typical panicked drowning victim. They all too frequently accidently try to drown their rescuer in their frantic attempts to get up out of the water. I'd dealt with this in both training and real life. I let her push me under, holding my breath and my panic in check while we both sunk below the surface. As soon as her face dipped below the water she let go of me to frantically paw at the surface again. I reached out, easily seeing her in the clear water, and spun her around, facing away from me. With a hard kick I drove myself up toward the surface, wrapping an arm around her as I did, pulling her tightly to me so she couldn't turn again. We still had all our clothes and boots on, which was probably her problem. She had said she could swim, but I guessed she underestimated how hard it is to swim with hiking boots on. I had to kick a lot harder with my own boots on, but I easily turned us and pulled her toward the shore only a few dozen feet away. With my arm still firmly clamped around her body I found a purchase for my feet on the rocks sticking out of the mud and pulled her up with me to the shore, flopping down on the steep grassy hillside, letting her flop back on me as she gagged and coughed up the water she had inhaled.
It wasn't until I released her that I realized both her breasts were completely exposed, her spandex top pulled up above them. It was also then that I realized what my brain had been screaming at me for, doing its work to make my cock hard as I held her ass against it and my hand cupped one of her soft tits. Somehow I think fixing her top was the last thing on the list as she rolled off of me onto all fours, gagging and choking up water. I lay there with her next to me, her tits hanging down below her as she wretched, threatening to puke up both the water and lunch she had taken in. I lay there in my soaked clothes, my cock growing harder by the second as I stared at her, unable to not look at her tits.
"Fuck," she finally muttered, rolling to sit on her ass with one leg tucked under herself. "I thought I was going down," she finally gasped out.
"Yeah. You were struggling. I thought you could swim?"
"I can. But apparently not dressed," she said breathlessly.
"Well, mostly dressed," I said quietly. "You might want to fix your top."
"Oh, fuck. Thanks," she said as she pulled it back down, carefully tucking her tits back into the stretchy material as several of her friends waded up out of the water to gather around us, all of them as dripping wet as we were. I looked up and saw Tiffany standing over me, looking down at me.
"You okay?" Jill asked as she pulled up her t-shirt almost to her tits, wringing the water from it before letting it flop back down and hang loosely on her body.
"Yeah. Just wasn't ready for swimming with these things on I guess," Beth answered, slapping her wet boots as she rolled herself over to sit on her butt next to me.
I rolled onto my side and reached out to gently touch her knee. "When we're on the water, I want you in a life jacket," I said quietly. She silently nodded to me and I flopped back on the ground for a few moments before pushing myself up. "come on ladies. I think we've had enough fun for a while. Let's head to our first portage."
"Yeah. Okay. Right." I heard from several of them as they helped Beth to her feet. It was nearly an hour before we had mounted up and paddled up lake to the first portage. I climbed out and helped the other two canoes ashore, helping each of the ladies hoist their packs and gear bags, and canoes. I put my pack on backwards, hanging it on my chest instead of my back to better balance my weight. That left me with my tent and the last canoe.
"I'll get that," Beth said, bending over under the heavy pack on her back to pick up my tent. She lifted the small yellow nylon tube and headed up the trail after the others.
I turned and hoisted the canoe over my head, settling it on my shoulders. It was only a little less than two hundred yards, but as always, the path was up and down and twisting around the boulders and rocks. A simple walk, until you have a ninety pound pack or a sixteen foot long canoe on your shoulders. It wasn't a long portage, so we quickly made Splash Lake, our intended overnight. We were lucky enough to find a site straight across from the portage on a little bay that was open. Many times these sites are already taken because this is a primary route to a whole lot of lakes. It was still early enough in the day that it hadn't been taken so we grabbed it, since the following day would be a lot more grueling with portages rather than the ten kilometers we'd paddled today, a long day for women that hadn't paddled seriously before.
I spent the next hour helping them get set up, taught them how to hoist their food box to keep it out of reach of bears and instruct them on purifying more water and setting up all of the camp. It was also decided that since the bathroom was little more than a pipe sticking out of the ground with a toilet seat on it next to a bush, that a red bandana one of the ladies had would serve as the occupied sign. With all that done I set my own tent up and flopped down for a short nap.
After dinner I let the ladies have their privacy, heading off with my fishing rod to probe the rocks surrounding the island and nearby shore lines from one of the canoes. I brought back three nice northern pike to clean for breakfast. After cleaning them it was nearly dark and I headed to bed, leaving the ladies chatting around the fire. Of course being in a tent I could easily hear their comments and discussion, some of it about me and some of it about what I was going to think about the day after tomorrow. I wasn't sure what that meant, but I got the impression they were worried about it, whatever it was. I drifted off to sleep long before they quit talking for the night.
The birds were chirping and the sun was already well above the trees by the time the ladies crawled from their tents. By then I had coffee brewed and the fish, wrapped in foil, sizzling away on the rocks that made up the fire ring. Coals from the fire I had built up almost two hours before were busily cooking the tender filets, which would go exceedingly well with the powdered eggs that were on the menu.
My efforts were thoroughly appreciated and by nine we were packed and ready for our second leg. Other than a six plus kilometer paddle the length of Ensign Lake, the day was a series of short paddles followed by equally short portages. Ensign lake to Ashigan Lake, a grueling ½ kilometer portage to Gibson lake, Cattyman Lake, Jordan Lake, Three Eagles Lake and finally Solitude Lake . The day finally ended in the early afternoon with setting up camp on a small island on the north side of the lake. As expected we were the only group on this particular lake, which pleased the ladies for reasons that apparently weren't to be shared with me.
With all the tents set up and camp ready for more than an overnight stay, I looked around for my own tent.
"Donna?" I called across camp to where she was squatting down at one of the big packs.
"Yeah?"
"Have you seen my tent? Last time I remember seeing it was several portages back. You and Kim were taking turns carrying it," I asked.
"NO. I thought Kim put it in her canoe. Kim? Have you seen Mike's tent?" she called into the tent in front of her.
"No. Didn't you have it? I haven't carried it since Gibson Lake," she answered from inside her tent.
"No. I thought you had it. Hey girls! Does anyone remember seeing Mike's tent?" Beth called loud enough for everyone in the camp to hear her.
"The yellow one?" Tiffany called from where she was sitting by the fire ring, watching the newly built fire slowly grow.
"Yeah."
"I'm not sure. I thought I saw someone in that group that passed us between Jordan and Cattyman carrying one just like it."
"Yeah. They did," Beth called. "I kinda remember seeing one like yours sitting at the landing on Jordan. They loaded it into one of their canoes while I was pulling ours out," she answered.
"Oh shit. It must have gotten mixed up in their gear when we crossed paths on that short little portage," I said quietly with a scowl, wondering what I was going to do for sleeping quarters.
"That mean you don't have a tent?" Tina asked from where she was walking back into camp after using the toilet, such as it was.
"Looks that way," Beth answered her.
"Well, he can sleep with me. Sherrie can shift over to with Kim and Beth!" Tina said with a grin. "I don't take up too much room."
"Oh I don't think so. If he's gonna sleep with anyone I think it ought to be me," Donna said quickly.
"Not likely!" Kim said with a scowl. "Why should you pick anyway? If he's going to sleep with someone, let him pick who it is. Oh by the way Mike. Pick me pick me!"
"It's not like it'll matter all that much who he sleeps with after tomorrow morning," Sherrie said to all of them.
"Yeah. What is it with tomorrow morning?" I asked with a scowl. "That's about the third time now you've talked about tomorrow like it's some secret. Does anyone want to fill me in?"
"I will," Kim said as she got up and walked over to me. "As soon as you take off all your clothes."
"I'm not taking off all my clothes."
"Well, then. You'll just have to wait for tomorrow!" she said with a shrug, turning and walking back toward the fire.
"Okay. That's enough. He'll sleep with me. You girls can rearrange however you want," Jill said, taking charge.
"Why you?" Beth asked.
"Because I'm closest in age and I know damn well that if he sleeps with you or Kim that you'll have him up all night fucking like rabbits. No. He'll sleep with me," she said as if that settled the matter.
"Hang on a minute. Who said I was sleeping with anyone? I'll just sleep under the tarp," I said, shaking my head.
"Out in the bugs? Seriously?" Jill queried.
"I can."
"Yeah, but it'd be silly. Don't worry, I'm not the bashful type and I've seen hundreds of men's bodies. So we'll do just fine together."
"Yeah, that's another thing. Just where do you see all these men's bodies?" I asked curiously.
"Didn't she tell you? She works down in the fertility clinic. Her specialty is in the sperm bank!" Kim chided.
"Well, someone has to inspect and sanitize all those cocks," Jill answered with a grin.
"Good lord," I said, shaking my head and walking away. Not that I could go too far on the fifty-meter diameter island. Jill found me sitting on a rock staring out at the lake a short time later.
"I'm sorry about that. Sometimes the girls can get a little crude," she said quietly as she sat down next to me.
"Yeah, I'm pretty thick skinned, but for some reason being argued over as to who to sleep with, almost like some kind of trophy just wasn't getting it done. I guess that's why Jack doesn't let guys go out with all female groups."
"Not that that's a cure either. Some of these groups would argue over another woman as much as a guy. But if this is an issue, tomorrow will be even more difficult."
"What is it about tomorrow?" I asked almost snippily, turning to look at her.
"It's the fourteenth. We've been planning this for a couple years now."
"So? It's the fourteenth."
"Yeah. July fourteenth."
"So? Is that date supposed to mean something to me?"
"Well, I guess it doesn't," she said with a sigh. "But it will after tomorrow. That's why we wanted a secluded camping spot. It's national nude day."
"It's what!? I've never heard of anything so ridiculous," I said looking at her in astonishment. "There can't be any such thing."
"Oh. There is. And the girls are planning on celebrating it this year...in full bloom!"
"So you mean, tomorrow...that all day...they're going to be..."
"Uh huh. Naked," she said with a matter of fact tone. "Me too incidentally." I looked at her and for some reason had a hard time thinking about her getting naked for a whole day. Not that it was an unpleasant thought, but I just didn't see her as doing it. "So? You don't believe me?"
"Not entirely," I admitted, thinking to myself that there was no way these ladies were all getting naked out here in front of me.
"Let me ask you a question. What do you do for a living, when you're not up here shepherding wanna be outdoors men and women?"
"I teach college."
"Uh huh. So you see lots of kids all year long, and when summer comes, you run away and do something completely different."
"Pretty much," I agreed.
"Well, I'm a nurse. I work in a fertility clinic, and I deal with all sorts of people trying to have babies, and failing. That includes dealing with sexual disorders as well as various types of artificial fertilization. In the process I have seen pretty much every form of male and female body there is."
"Including guys with hardons," I said quietly.
"Including guys with hardons," she agreed. "Unfortunately it's always in the line of duty," she added with a frown.
"And you want to do something completely different?"
"Not so much different as outside my comfort zone," she said, looking out at the water. "I'm always dealing with couples in various states of undress, and no matter how I might get turned on, I have to look the professional and pretend I'm not."
"But sometimes you are?"
"Sometimes I am," she whispered. "Sometimes I'll be touching a big hard cock on some guy, sterilizing it before he jacks off in my little collection tray, wanting to just stroke it for him or sometimes even bend over and let him stuff it into me. I haven't been fucked in...well longer than I want to admit."
"Sometimes I just want to stand there and throw off my clothes and play with myself while he's stroking his cock, trying to make himself come so that we can test his semen."
"I didn't know you stayed in the room while they did that."
"Sometimes, if they ask I will. Some guys need a little more persuasion than a little clip of porn will do. They like having live woman to watch."
"Do you ever flash anything?" I asked curiously.
"I have on a couple rare occasions. One guy just couldn't seem to get off no matter how hard he tried. I knelt down and pulled my top up and let him look at my tits while he stroked himself off. God I wanted it squirted all over my tits right then, but it had to go into the dish," she said with a sigh.
"So what does this have to do with tomorrow?"
"We're all going to be naked, all day. I rather figure that you'll have your pick of who you want to do what with. I doubt any of them will say no to anything you ask. Well, maybe Kim would balk at getting fucked. But otherwise..."
"So?"
"So I don't want to wait until tomorrow," she said as she pushed herself up to stand on the rock next to me. "This is a little awkward. I'm used to being the one undressed in front of, not doing the undressing," she said as she pulled her tank top up over her head, tossing it onto the rocks behind her, her easily D cup breasts swinging slightly as she moved, each creamy orb hanging down like a large droplet of water. Her areola, each almost as wide as my pointer finger is long, were dark pink as were the large erect nipples poking out at me as she moved her hands to her hips. I watched as she bent, her tits hanging down farther, swinging more freely as she worked her spandex shorts down over her ass and hips, pushing the tight material down her legs until she could step out of it. She only stood in her hiking boots and tiny bikini panty for a moment and she was pushing the little white underwear down her legs.
With a nervous intake of breath she tossed her panties onto the pile of her other clothes and stood up to let me see all of her now naked body. Her pussy lips were full and round with significant amounts of her inner labia pushing out, but left folded and pressed tightly against her outer lips from the tight spandex. Her mound was covered in a fine mat of what looked like soft brown curls, extending in a wide triangle pointing down toward her pussy lips. "So what do you think?" she asked a little breathlessly as she stood next to me, looking down at me with her soft blue eyes.
"I think you're very good looking," I answered her, not quite sure what she wanted me to do, if anything.
"Good enough to have sex with?"
"Oh, yeah. Definitely that," I agreed.
"You know, if you wanted to take your shorts off, I wouldn't mind at all riding your cock."
"yeah?"
"Yeah. I really liked how it looked the other day, back at the camp, when Beth was stroking it for you," she said, moving her hands behind her ass instead of rubbing her fingers nervously.
"Come here," I said, lifting a hand toward her and holding it out to her. She moved one of her hands to mine and let me grip her fingers gently. "Come on, step over here," I coaxed, gently pulling on her hand. She tentatively stepped over another step toward me. I reached for her leg and coaxed her to step over me, straddling my legs and facing me. I let go of her hand and moved both my hands to her hips, gently stroking my fingers up and down her hips and thighs, teasing them up and around her firm round ass. After several long seconds stroking her ass I laid my palms on her round cheeks and gently pulled her closer. She shuffled her feet, moving closer to me as my hands requested, her eyes looking down at me with a mixture of apprehension and lust. I leaned my head toward her to meet her steps, gently kissing her left thigh and then her right. I heard her sigh softly as I planted a soft kiss on her curl covered mound, softly kissing my way down closer to her pussy, the aroma of her excitement strong in my nostrils.
I reached my tongue out and gently teased her lips, using my tongue to spread and move them so they were no longer packed against her outer lips, but now free to move and wet with her juices and my saliva. I pulled her closer, coaxing her to spread her legs and step closer, giving me better access to her waiting pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she cooed softly as I stroked my tongue between her lips, teasing it slowly along until I found her hooded clit and gently teased the tip of my tongue across and around it. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she gasped softly as I pressed my tongue deeper, starting another long slow stroke. I tasted her juices as I spread her lips with my tongue, working slowly toward her clit again, where I flicked and teased it for long seconds before drawing back again for another long slow lick. "Oh god that feels good," she moaned softly as I teased the tip of my tongue into her far enough to find the entrance to her tunnel. As I licked slowly up her wet slit again I let my left hand slide down the curve of her ass, my fingers curling between her legs until the tip of my finger found her little rosebud and gently stroked across it in time with my tongue stroking her hard, now exposed clit.
"You like?" I asked before I pressed my tongue up into her again, teasing around her tunnel entrance and then sliding up her pubic bone.
"Oh god yes. You are making me so fucking horny. God I wanna fuck your hard cock," she moaned softly.
"Soon," I said as I went back for another lick, teasing my tongue along her wet lips again, my finger still teasing her ass as I worked toward her clit again. I sucked her clit into my mouth, pressing it gently between my lips and flicking just the tip of my tongue across it, making her body jerk involuntarily.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," she groaned softly.
I grinned to myself as I let go of her ass with my free hand and reached to my shorts, unsnapping and unzipping them while I teased her pussy lips and clit yet again. Keeping my tongue on her clit, I let go of her completely reaching for my own shorts and working them down over my ass with my little bikini underwear, my engorged cock sticking up toward her pussy as I worked my shorts down my legs.



I pulled my face from her pussy and reached up again, grasping her hips and pulling her down toward me. She bent her legs and let me pull her ass down toward me, her eyes never leaving mine, almost as if she wasn't sure she wanted to watch what she knew was coming. I let go of her left hip and reached between us, finding my hard cock and coaxing her lower until I could feel her wet lips against my head. I stroked my head back and forth between her lips, smearing her juices over the tip and teasing her clit with my now lubricated tip.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," she groaned, lowering herself down farther, no longer willing to wait to feel me inside her. I felt my head engage into her tunnel opening and the pressure build against my head as she let more weight down on me. I almost popped into her, her body finally expanding enough to let my engorged head into her, making her large enough to accept my long fat shaft. "Ohhh my god yessssss!" she hissed breathlessly as she started lifting and lowering herself on my shaft, slowly lubricating and working me deeper and deeper into her until her bare ass was slapping against my bare thighs. "God damn you feel good," she groaned as she bounced, her ass now slapping wetly against my thighs at the end of each stroke.
I let my hands travel up her body capturing and cupping each large round orb of sexy breast, quickly guiding the nipple of her left breast to my waiting mouth. "Ohhhh fuck me fuck me fuck me," she moaned as I sucked and teased her nipple, her legs pumping her up and down my shaft. I could feel her tunnel expanding around me each time I was forced into her, each stroke seeming to be accompanied by a gasp or squeak of pleasure. "Sooo fucking good," she grunted as her legs started to tremble, losing some of her coordination at the same time.
"Uh huh," I agreed as I moved to her right nipple, sucking it into my mouth and teasing it as I had the other, with the tip of my tongue flicking across and around it. "I'm gonna come," I grunted, realizing that I was turned on way more than I realized and was quickly feeling that warmth and tingle spread through me, warning me that I would soon be unable to hold back.
"Do it. I wanna feel you squirting in me. I wanna feel your fat cock coming inside me," she moaned softly, her pace quickening in an apparent attempt to push me along more quickly.
"Fuck," I grunted, my body trying to hump up from the rock into her. I felt my cock swell and then a strong surge of cum lance up into her. She felt the surge and slammed herself down on me, her body jerking almost in time with mine as my body spasmed and jerked uncontrollably for long seconds, pumping shot after shot of cum into her tight tunnel. "Oh god., I panted as my body slowly started becoming mine again, realizing only now that her whole body was trembling and jerking as well. I let my hands move to her back and slide up and down her body, my fingertips teasing her skin. She sat on my lap, my cock starting to soften in her still occasionally spasming pussy.
"Oh god damn," she panted. "I didn't expect that when I came over here with you, but I'm damn glad it did."
"Yeah it was nice," I answered her quietly.
"So, I guess sleeping together tonight won't be a problem anymore, huh?"
"I suppose not," I chuckled.
"And tomorrow? You going to get naked with us? I mean it's not like all of us haven't already seen your cock."
"Yeah. Sure," I said with the shake of my head.
She grinned at me and then rolled off of me to sit next to me, my cum leaking from her pussy and making a little puddle on the rock under her. We sat for almost half an hour, watching the lake, the loons and the ducks before we heard one of the girls calling that it was dinner time. The two of us dressed and then walked back to camp for dinner.
Dinner was macaroni and cheese, sliced summer sausage and granola. While it was filling, I really never quite learned to enjoy the reconstituted meals. As a result, I planned on going out to see if I could catch a few fish to add to our pantry. It was a good thing too, since the topic of conversation quickly devolved into sex and what each of them might enjoy doing with or to me.
I managed to stay out until dark, cleaning the fish by firelight as the ladies watched, putting them in plastic bags and tucking them in the rocks in the cold lake water before retiring to bed. Through the thin tent walls I could hear them chatting about each other's boyfriends or husbands, comparing notes on how well they were endowed or how well they did certain things. I'd often wondered if women talked about that kind of thing, and at least within this group, it seemed they did.
I couldn't quite help but get turned on at the discussion of exactly how each of them liked to be licked, sucked or fucked, my cock rock hard and sticking out the top of my briefs as I lay there listening. I couldn't help but push the front of my briefs down and lay there stroking my rock hard cock slowly as Sherrie described in detail how her husband loved to lick her pussy until she was about ready to blow all over his face, and then push his big black cock into her pussy and pump her until she came at least twice on him. "Oh fuck yeah," I heard Kim moan as Sherrie described the feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her, his fat head teasing her tunnel and pushing her toward that first climax with long slow strokes. I suddenly began to wonder if the ladies were playing with themselves, and was about to move to where I could look out the tent door and see when I heard Kim climax, several of the ladies giggling and egging her on as she moaned and cried in pleasure.
"Now that's what it's about. Getting a really good fucking," Sherrie said with a soft feminine chuckle. "Were you thinking about my husband pounding his cock in you when you came? Or someone else?"
"Someone else," Kim panted. "Most definitely someone else!"
"Bet we can guess who," someone said with a giggle.
"Yeah well, I'm not the only one with their fingers in their pussy, now am I?"
"Not hardly," I heard Tiffany giggle. "I have half a mind to go over and climb into that tent with him and ride his cock until he turns into a geyser in me."
"You might need to stand in line," Sherrie said. "Cuz I'm so fucking horny right now that I'd beat you to it."
"You wouldn't!" I heard Kim say, still a little breathlessly. "I mean you're married."
"So? Like you're gonna tell him?"
"Not me," Kim answered.
"I dare you to," I heard Tiffany say. "I dare you to strip right now and go over and fuck him."
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh. I don't think you have the guts to do it."
"Oh I have the guts to. Maybe I just don't want to."
"You know, Sherrie, I've heard you talk a great story about how you ride your husband in the car, in the back yard, even in that restaurant that time. I'm starting to think it's all bragging. I dare you to go fuck him until he comes, or you do."
"And if I do?"
"Then tomorrow I'll stand here and you all can watch him fuck me."
"Tiff. Seriously?" I heard Beth ask in surprise. "You'd really do that?"
"Hey, I'm not totally averse to cocks. Just cocks on assholes, which constitutes most men. Besides, she's not really going to go do it," Tiffany answered.
"I could," Sherrie shot back.
"But you won't. I've known you for five years. You're all talk and no do. Remember that camping trip we all went on a couple years ago? You couldn't even fuck your husband in the tent because you were afraid we'd hear you," Tiffany said with a laugh. "Yeah, we heard him trying to coax you to, and you refusing. No way you're going to go fuck Mike."
"Well, I hope you enjoy your fucking, because I'm sure as hell going to enjoy mine!" I heard Sherrie say.
"God she is!" I heard Beth say a few moments later over what sounded like rustling nylon. I heard the crunch of gravel coming toward the tent and quickly pulled my briefs up over as much of my cock as I could and closed my eyes to pretend to be sleeping. I heard the zipper pull down and felt as much as heard her climb into the tent. She bumped against me several times as she twisted herself to zip the tent closed and keep the ever present mosquitos out.
"You don't have to pretend to sleep. I know you're awake," she whispered as she crawled across me in the dark tent, the only illumination being the moonlight and firelight filtering through the two layers of green nylon.
"How'd you know?"
"Half your hard dick is sticking out. Pretty obvious," she whispered back as I felt her hand push my underwear down. I lifted my ass off the sleeping bag I was lying on to allow her to push them down further. Her warm hand closed around my hard shaft and gently stroked it, rubbing the pre-cum drooling from the tip around my head. "Feels like you're ready to go already," she whispered, lowering her face toward mine and finding my lips after two missed attempts.
Her hot lips sucked and teased mine for long seconds while she moved her body around above mine. I felt my head rub between hot wet lips, her juices quickly covering my head as she teased her clit with my shaft. "I'm glad you're ready, because I know damn well I am," she said quietly as she pushed down on me, my cock slowly being engulfed by her hot wet pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly. "Lots better than my fingers!"
"Been playing with yourself?" I asked.
"For about the last half hour. Pretty much all of us have," she whispered as she started to lift and lower herself on my cock, each stroke pushing a little more of me into her as her wetness spread on my shaft. I slid my hands up her body and cupped her tits, which were surprisingly large. I could feel her hard nipples pressing against my palms as she shook her shoulders, wiggling her hanging tits in my hands. "I take it you like tits?"
"Uh huh."
"Well, how do you feel about fucking lots of hot cunt?" she whispered in a somewhat deep voice. "Cuz tomorrow you're gonna get to fuck all the hot wet cunt you want," she moaned softly, her hips bouncing up and down, driving her pussy on and off my shaft more quickly.
"That right?"
"Uh huh. You gotta do Tiffany first though," she grunted as she bounced her ass harder, driving me into her with more force, her thighs slapping softly against mine. "Ohhhhh fuck me baby. Fuck my hot wet cunt!"
"You like dirty talk?" I whispered questioningly.
"Uh huh. I love it when my husband calls me a dirty little slut," she moaned quietly.
"Well, you are a slut. Crawling in here and riding my fat cock! If you're gonna fuck me, you better do it good slut! You better make me cum deep in your dirty little cunt!"
"Oh fuck yeah. Ohhhhh god damn yeah. Let me fuck you until you come. Let me feel your hot cum squirting deep into my dirty little cunt," she moaned louder. "Oh shit. Your fat cock is going to make me come. Ohhhhh god damn! Ohhhh shit shit shit!" she cried loudly as her whole body started to shake and tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, her climax spasming deep inside her and gripping my rock hard cock as she slammed herself down hard on my body, grinding her pussy against me. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck!" she cried loudly. "God I want you to pound your cock into me. I want to feel you banging into me from behind."
"Well, there isn't a hell of a lot of room in here for that, but I have an idea," I whispered, coaxing her to pull up off of me. There wasn't much light, but my eyes had adjusted enough to the darkness to make out her general form. I scooted gently to the side and then moved to all fours next to her. I put my arm out and coaxed her to lie down by pressing on the middle of her back. With a grin to myself I crawled on top of her, my legs inside hers as she pushed hers as far apart in the tight confines as she could. I grabbed my dick and rubbed it between her ass cheeks, letting my cum-slicked cock rub around her rosebud a few times, drawing a moan from her lips.
"That's it baby. Fuck me in the ass," she moaned.
"Not now. I have a dirty little cunt to fill first," I whispered as I pushed my cock lower, finding her wet pussy lips and pushing my head between them. I felt my head engage in her tunnel and then pushed slowly into her, feeling her tightness increase as she felt my cock invade her vaginal tunnel again. I held myself over her, my hips slapping into her full round ass with each stroke I made into her. In and out I went, drawing my cock two thirds of the way out before jamming it hard back into her again, my hips like a piston engine, driving myself into her over and over.
"That's it. Use my cunt. Come in me and fill me with your hot cum!" she moaned loudly, her ass trying to lift back at me as I plunged into her, my hips slapping against her ass and pushing her back down with each stroke. "Oh my god. I can feel you getting bigger. Jesus. That's it baby! Fuck my hot cunt! OHHHHH FUCK MEEEEE!" she screamed as she lay face down on my sleeping bag, her pussy clenching me as she shook and jerked below me, my strokes apparently pushing her to another quick orgasm.
"Here it comes," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her pulsating pussy, surging a gush of cum into her pussy. My body bucked half a dozen more times, adding more to the load I'd pumped into her before I lay on her back, feeling her sweaty skin against mine as we both looked to catch our breaths.
"Ohhh baby. That was fucking perrrrrrrfect," she cooed, turning her head to kiss me on the cheek as she lay under me.
"Glad you think so, because I was getting horny as hell listening to you guys out there," I panted.
"Good. Because we got that way too," she giggled. "You know, we may have to do this again tomorrow, just so I can see you fucking me. I've never been fucked by a white cock before."
"I've never fucked a black pussy before," I chuckled. "First time for everything."
"I guess," she answered as I softened enough to slip from her pussy. I rolled off of her onto Jill's sleeping bag and felt Sherrie move over toward me. She gently kissed me on the lips before turning around to unzip the tent. She crawled out and left me lying there as she walked away.
"So, sounded like you did," I heard Tiffany say from the fire.
"Oh, I did!" I heard Sherrie say as her feet crunched in the gravel. "I'll prove it."
"Damn Sherrie!" I heard Kim say a few moments later. "Really?"
"Fuck yeah. She likes to eat pussy, might as well let her lick his cum from me, since she's gonna be getting it in hers tomorrow."
"With that, I'm going to bed," I heard Jill say quietly.
Moments later the tent door unzipped and Jill crawled in. She turned around to zip the tent closed and I grinned to myself. Before she could turn back around I grabbed her hips and held her in place. "Back up a bit more." I coaxed quietly.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. My cock may be deflated, but my tongue still works," I whispered, as I coaxed her a little farther back and then lifted her leg so I could scoot between her legs. I held her firm round ass and pulled her lower, smelling her arousal and more than ready to taste her juices.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly as I pressed my tongue between her lips, tasting just how wet she was. I licked slowly up her wet lips, spreading them with my tongue as I stroked closer to her tunnel entrance and her rosebud. I felt her rock her hips toward me as I licked down farther, running my tongue out the end of her slit, barely stroking the little sensitive spot between her pussy and ass.
"Ohmygod," she whispered as I used my tongue to flick across her clit, making her whole body jerk at the sudden race of sensations. Her hips rolled and pushed toward my face as I worked her clit, stroking and circling it with the tip of my tongue. "ohhhh lord yessssss!"
I licked along her wet lips again, feeling her roll her hips to coax me deeper between her lips, her body clearly enjoying the sensations. I pulled my tongue out again and tilted my head to get her clit again, starting another long slow stroke. "God I wish your cock was hard," she moaned softly.
I slid one hand around her ass and pressed my thumb between her wet lips, feeling for her tunnel while my tongue teased her clit, making her push her hips toward my face and try to grind against me. "OHHHH FUCK!" she gasped suddenly as my thumb pushed into her. "Oh my god yes."
"Sounds like Jill is getting some anyway," I heard one of the ladies around the fire say.
"Yeah. And he was sleeping with her because she was the most mature and least likely to take advantage of the situation?"
"Trust me. I'm more than sure he's the one taking advantage," I heard Sherrie say breathlessly. "Fuck girl! You're gonna make me come all over your face."
"Good!" I heard Tiffany answer.
"Oh fuck yes," Jill moaned, drawing my attention back to her. She was clearly going to climax any minute, her hips rocking and bucking as she tried to grind her clit into my chin and tongue, my thumb pushing in and out of her in slow even strokes that seemed to make her writhe in front of me even more. "Oh god! Oh GOD! OH FUCK!" Jill screamed loudly just before her body jerked and bucked, her pussy gushing juices over my chin until they dribbled down my neck. Her whole body was trembling and jerking as she climaxed, her face lowered to my thigh as she panted for breath. "ohhhhhhh fuck," she sighed as I pulled my thumb from her pussy and let her roll off of me to lie on my sleeping bag with her feet at the wrong end of the tent.
We lay there for several minutes before she moved around to face the right way in the tent, curling up against me and resting her head on my shoulder. "God damn you're good with your tongue and your cock," she whispered.
"Glad you think so."
"Oh I know so," she giggled softly.
"Hey, before we go to sleep, I gotta go pee."
"Sure," she said, letting me get up. I looked around and found my underwear. "You might as well not put those on."
"Why's that?" I asked.
"You'll see," she whispered with a smile. I unzipped the tent and then crawled out, looking at the camp fire and seeing a mass of naked bodies stroking, licking and sucking each other.
"I see," I answered as I walked toward the trees. Kim saw me and got up from where she was sucking on one of Donna's tits and walked toward me.
"Need help?" she asked with a grin as she walked up to me.
"No. Just gotta pee," I answered.
"That's okay. I don't mind," she said as she stepped in front of me. She pushed my hand from my cock and grabbed it herself, stepping up to press her body against mine, my cock now pressed between her legs as she closed them around me. "Go ahead and pee," she whispered.
"It'll get all over you."
"Uh huh. I know. I'm gonna pee too," she whispered as she reached both arms around my neck and pulled my face down to her. "Just let it go sweetie. Trust me."
I felt her lips against mine and wondered how the hell I was supposed to pee with her making my cock hard between her legs. I closed my eyes and concentrated, feeling my half hard cock pushing against her wet lips. I felt my pee start, squirting mostly out behind her as we stood there. Moments later I felt warmth around my cock as she peed on and around my fat cock, inexplicably making me even harder. I could feel her start to rub her pussy on my shaft, stoking me between her legs, my cock half enveloped by her spread lips.
"You must like that. You're getting damn hard," she cooed softly, as she held her arms around my neck and pressed her small tits and rock hard nipples into my chest. "Oh yeah. You like this a lot. So do I. Can you feel my clit rubbing on your fat shaft? Mmmmmm your cock is so wet and hot from my pee. I can still feel some trickling down my legs. Ohhhhhhh yeah sweetie. You're so big and hard. Are you going to come for me? I want you to spray it all over me. I wanna feel you squirt your cum all over my body," she mumbled as she rubbed herself along my shaft. "Oh yeah. Getting so fucking close. You feel so good between my legs."



"You want it in you?"
"Only if you promise to cum on me and not in me."
"I think I can promise that," I answered her quietly.
She grinned up at me and lifted one leg, hooking it around my waist, loosening one arm from my neck to reach down between us. I felt her grasp my cock and pull it up as she rocked her hips and tilted her waiting tunnel toward my engorged head. "Ohhhhh my god," she mumbled. "I don't know if it'll go in."
"Damn," I grunted as she tried to push herself down on me, my head trying to spread her wide enough to allow me into her. I felt her slowly stretching, her entrance widening as she tried to force me into herself. The pressure on the crown of my head spread outward, finally almost popping into her, only about two inches of me sinking into her before she gasped and stopped pushing.
"Easy baby. Easy," she cooed as much to me as to herself. She eased back off of me slightly and then pressed again, pushing on another half inch or so. "Fuck you're big. No wonder Beth loved fucking you."
"I didn't know anyone knew."
"Yeah. I saw you two going at it by the side of the lake the night before we came out," she grunted as she continued choppy little strokes to work me deeper into her.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, reaching down for her and cupping her tight little ass cheeks in my hands. I lifted her, her other leg wrapping around me as I shifted how we were aimed, more of me slipping into her incredibly tight tunnel until my head was pressed to the end. At least two inches still stuck out between us, but at that point I didn't care. I bounced her gently, using my hips to bounce her in the air, sliding off my shaft several inches before letting her slide back down again.
"OH GOD!" she squealed as my head banged into the end of her tunnel over and over again. Her little titties bounced on her chest almost as much as her short black hair bounced around her face. Up and down I launched her, sliding her light weight up and down my shaft. "OH FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed loudly as my cock pounded up into her over and over again. She gasped and moaned and cried loudly over and over as I pumped myself up into her.
"Gonna come," I grunted after at least ten minutes of hefting her surprisingly light weight on and off my cock.
"Put me down," she gasped, unlooping her legs from around me. "Oh fuck yes. Come on me. Squirt your cum on me!" she practically demanded as I set her on the ground and she squatted down, reaching with both hands for my cock. She frantically started stroking me, aiming my head at her face. "Do it! Come all over me. Squirt on my face and tits and all over my tight little body!" she cried loudly, one hand moving from my cock to between her own legs again. I could tell she was either climaxing again or still, as my cock erupted, spraying a huge gush of cum on her face. Over and over I jerked, watching my cum splatter on her face and chest in the moonlight. "OHHH YES!" she screamed one last time, her whole body suddenly jerking and shaking so hard she couldn't control where my cock was pointed.
I stood there watching her, cum dripping down her face and tits as she leaned forward and engulfed as much of my cock as she could with her mouth. She licked and sucked me like a popsicle and then licked me like a long ice cream cone until she had cleaned me of her cum and mine.
"Ohhhh god yes," she said, standing up and moving her hands to start rubbing my cum around her chest. She wiped it from her face and rubbed it into her little tits, stroking her fingers around her own nipples as I watched her stroke herself. Finally she looked up from her tits and looked into my eyes. "Soooo fucking hot. If you feel the need tomorrow, I'm ready for you to squirt whatever you want on me." Then she leaned toward me, kiss my startled face and walked toward one of the other tents.
"So. Kim broke you into her little kink did she?" Jill asked as I crawled back into the tent. "I wondered if she could resist."
"She does more than that?"
"Oh yeah. One time she got all of us together to pee on her while she lay on the ground. Said it was the best orgasm she'd ever had. Though tonight might rival that. I haven't heard her come that long before."
"Come that long?"
"Oh hell yeah. She was definitely coming the whole time you were fucking her."
"I wondered, but I didn't think someone could climax that long."
"She can," Jill said with a giggle. "Now how about we snuggle up and get some sleep?"
"Good idea," I agreed.
I woke well after the sun had come up, which was pretty unusual for me. I looked around the nearly empty tent. Waking up alone in a tent isn't unusual, though I had expected a naked woman next to me. The lack of any of my gear was even more of a surprise. It took several seconds for my still sleepy brain to process just exactly why my stuff was missing, but after a few sleepy seconds I remembered just what I had agreed to. With a sigh I pulled on my socks and boots, the only thing they left me to wear. Not that I was completely reluctant. Actually, the thought of seeing all of them naked was very appealing, I just wasn't sure I wanted to be running around naked all day. I've just never quite been that comfortable naked in public settings.
I unzipped the tent and crawled out, looking around camp and wondering just why I was hesitant. All seven of them were sitting around the fire as naked as I was. "Well, look who finally woke up!" Jill said with a grin. "Decided to come join us?"
"Can't stay in my tent all day I suppose," I answered her.
"Come to collect your prize?" Sherrie asked. "I have it on good authority that Tiffany is more than ready to let you satisfy that morning hardon you're showing."
"Oh?" I asked as I walked toward them, my hard cock swinging from side to side with each step.
Tiffany stood up and walked toward me, her big tits, easily a D cup, or maybe even more now that I saw them naked, swinging as she moved. Each large round orb hung on her chest like a large water droplet, her two plus inch diameter dark brown areola slightly puckered around her finger diameter rock hard nipples. I could see a significant amount of soft inner lip protruding between her fat outer lips, framed with dark brown curls that matched her curly brown hair. "Seems I made a little bet last night and now need to pay up."
"What kind of a bet?"
"Well," she said as she stepped up to me, reaching for my neck with her arms, slipping them around and gently pulling her big chest against mine. "I didn't think Sherrie would actually go fuck you last night. Since she did, I have to let you fuck me in front of everyone."
"And you're bashful?" I asked.
"Oh not hardly. I've never been bashful about my body. Now having a cock stuffed in it, that's another story. You see, Tina can be a bit jealous about that. So if you're gonna fuck me, you're gonna have to fuck her too."
"You're telling me that you and Tina are..."
"Roommates? Lesbians? A couple?" Tiffany asked with a grin. "Any of those work."
I looked at the ladies sitting around the camp site, several suppressing grins, Tina staring at the two of us intently. "You know, we don't have to do this."
"Why? You have something against fucking a lesbian?" Tiffany asked.
"I have something against messing up people's relationships."
"You mean like fucking a married woman? You didn't seem to have any qualms about that last night. So. You up to fucking two of us?" she asked, sliding one hand down from my shoulders between us to grasp my hard cock. "We know that you and Jill have done it, as well as Sherrie last night. Even though Donna won't admit it, we're pretty sure she smelled like sex when at dinner that night in camp and we all know for sure that Beth enjoyed your attentions late that night. So, there aren't many of us left to do. In fact, I think the two of us are the last two to enjoy your cock. So, you going to oblige us or should I tie you to a tree and fuck your brains out that way?"
"Seems that Kim isn't the only one that leans towards kinkiness," I said quietly.
"Oh. A little of her fun and games have rubbed off on the two of us," she answered. "So. I'm ready any time you are."
"Yeah, she and Tina were licking each other pretty hard before they climbed out of their tent," Beth called from where she was sitting, sipping a cup of coffee near the fire.
"That's right. We were. I'm all wet and ready. All you have to do is bend me over and fill me with this thick long cock. You wanna do that? You wanna fuck my wet lesbian pussy?" she whispered, lifting herself on her toes to bring her lips to mine. She sucked my lower lips and then teased my lips open with the tip of her tongue. I felt her tongue slip into my mouth and tease my tongue, swirling around it and then withdrawing so she could suck my upper lip with hers.
"Oh damn," I breathed as she let my lips go to catch a breath. She moved her lips back to mine again to continue the incredibly sensuous kiss, while her hand slowly stroked my rock hard cock. I was glad that my normal morning hardon wasn't a quick shoot and done affair. It usually took a fair amount of time to get that first morning hardon over the top, which her hand was doing a marvelous job of teasing.
She let go of my neck, took my hand and pulled me around the fire to where Tina was sitting on one of the large logs arrayed around the fire pit. She took Tina's hand, pulled her up from the log and turned her to sit sideways on the log with her ass at the edge. She bent over Tina and pushed her back until she was sitting at an angle. I watched her lips close around Tina's left nipple, Tina's eyes closing as Tiff sucked her nipple deep into her mouth.
"I think you're supposed to fuck her now," Beth said as I stood there looking like I wasn't sure what to do.
I shook my head to collect my thoughts. I may have been a bit dense at the moment, but I wasn't stupid. I'd had more sex in the last two days than in the last year and here it was being offered up again on a silver platter. I moved the few more inches it took to step behind her and grabbed my hard cock, aiming it for her protruding wet lips. When my head touched her lips she arched her back down, pushing her pussy back out at me farther.
My head slipped easily between her lips, nestling into her tunnel opening. I held her firm ass and pushed against her, my cock forcing its way into her. I heard her moan around Tina's nipple as I started to work in short little strokes, driving myself deeper and deeper into her. "Oh fuck yes!" she moaned as I started stoking long and slow into her. "God damn that feels good."
"You enjoying that?" Beth called from where she was squatting next to the fire pit, her knees spread wide so that her fingers could stroke in and out of her own pussy.
"Yeah, I am," I grunted, as I plunged into Tiffany's hot pussy.
"Well, I can tell you for sure, she is too," Tiffany moaned. "Jesus he fucks good."
"Well, you better damn well save some for me then," Tina said from below her. "Now I think you better damn well start sucking this pussy."
"With pleasure," Tiffany said, bending down farther and pushing her ass up at me even more in the process. I plunged into her over and over for what felt like an hour before she pulled her mouth from Tina's wet cunt and cried out that she was coming. I felt her pussy clench and squeeze me as she climaxed, her legs and arms shaking while she panted for breath and moaned loudly. She abruptly pulled off my cock and stepped aside, leaving Tina sitting on the edge of the log looking up at me expectantly.
"I'm the last single one I think. You wanna make it a complete set?" she said, stroking her pussy lips with one hand.
"Hell, why not? I mean I haven't come yet this morning."
"Good. Only thing is, gotta come on, not in. Got it?"
"Yeah, I understand," I said as knelt down in front of the log, my cock glistening in the morning sun with Tiffany's juices. I aimed my engorged head toward her pussy and slid easily into her, driving my full length before my head hit the end of her tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. Why do cocks have to feel so good and always be attached to asshole men?"
"I didn't know I was an asshole," I grunted as I plunge in and out of her pussy.
"Well, stop and think about it. How many of us have you fucked?"
"I think all of you."
"Uh huh. What kind of a guy does that?"
"One who hasn't had much sex in the last several months and is single and horny," I answered.
"Don't listen to her," Jill said. "You've been as much of a gentleman as any of us have let you. We started this, not you."
"Yeah, well he's still fucking all of us," Tina moaned.
"Like you're saying no right now?"
"Oh fuck no! It's every bit as good as I've been hearing from all of you, but still, who fucks seven women at the same time?"
"He hasn't. One at a time maybe," Sherrie said with a giggle. "But if you don't want it, just let me know and I'll be happy to ride it again."
"I bet you would. You're such a slut," Tina moaned.
"What's who you're calling a slut. It's your pussy that's on his cock," Sherrie snapped back at her friend.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhhhh shit. I think I'm going to come!" Tina squealed all of a sudden. "OHHHH FUCK MEEEE!" she screamed as her body convulsed around me, her juices squeezing copiously around my cock and running down her ass and my balls. I held myself in her, my own orgasm only moments away, concerned that if I kept stroking I was going to blow my wad inside her. "OH FUCK! Don't stop. Keep fucking me. Oh god keep fucking me!"
"Not if you don't want me coming in you."
"I don't fucking care! Fuck me! Pump that cock in meeeeee!"
I shrugged and started stroking again, her hips rocking in time with my strokes, the sudden change in sensations pushing me quickly toward completion.
"OH FUCK YES! OHHHHHHHHHH FUCK YESSSSS!" she screamed so loud I suspected she could be heard half way across the state. Her body bucked and convulsed around me, finally sending me over the top.
"DAMN!" I grunted loudly, unable to keep my body from jerking and jamming my cock into her harder. Her legs clamped around my body, holding me deep in her as my cock ejected a gush of hot juice into her pussy, followed by half a dozen more, timed with the jerks and spasms of my own body.
"Ohhhhhhh my god," Tina finally panted, releasing my body and pushing me away, forcing my still mostly hard cock out of her. "I thought you weren't going to do that!" she said with an angry frown on her face.
"Sweetie, there ain't no way you're blaming that on him. He tried to tell you and you insisted that he keep fucking you and when you felt him come you used your legs so he couldn't pull out. So you might not have wanted it, when it came time, you damn well demanded it," Beth said. "And for the record, he isn't an asshole. He's probably the nicest guy you've ever been with."
"Thanks for sticking up for me," I said quietly while Tina glared at me.
"We all do," Jill said. "Let's face it, you weren't even supposed to come do this trip. We pushed for it, so no, you're not to blame. Hell, I know I came on to you and didn't take no for an answer. I think the rest of you did the same thing. So, let's just take it easy on insulting him, okay?"
"Yeah. Hell Tina, no one said you had to have sex with him. It was your choice," Sherrie added.
"Yeah. Hell, I didn't have to. But I know damn well I will again if I get the chance, married or not. So cut the shit and deal with the aftermath of what you wanted," Donna said before she got up and walked off into the woods.
"Uh oh. I think we got a problem," Jill said quietly, getting up and following Donna off into the wood line.
"Not to change the subject, but I'm starved and I smell food," I said as I sat on a log, my shrinking cock hanging down and dripping cum in the dirt.
"Yeah. Been ready a while," Kim said, getting up and opening the foil packs that had the fish I'd caught the night before. She scooped me some fish and reconstituted eggs and walked it over to me. She handed me the plate and a fork and then sat down next to me. "Don't worry about her. She's the complainer of the group. Wants to say how bad men are but then doesn't say no when one wants to fuck her."
"Sounds confusing."
"Oh. It is. I'm more worried about Donna. I didn't know you two had had sex."
"Actually, we did in the bunkhouse the day I got your gear. I was taking a nap and woke up to her sucking my cock."
"Ahhh. That explains it. She was seeming to have fun playing with you out on the grass."
"Yeah, she was," I agreed as I took another large mouthful. "So all you are friends? Co-workers? What?"
"Yes. Some of us work together, but we've been a girls' group for years. We've done all kinds of things, cruises, road trips, parties, shopping trips. This is the first time we've done something like this though. Actually, we weren't supposed to. It was just supposed to be a trip to be naked outside for the whole day."
"Well, you got that part."
"And a whole lot more. I hope I get another chance before we go home."
"Well, at the moment I think it needs a rest. But I'm game later, if you want."
"Trust me, we all want!" she giggled. "Here let me take that." She said reaching for my now empty plate.
"If you all don't mind, I need a shower," I said as I stood up.
"Shower? What shower?" Sherrie asked, twisting around to see me.
"Portable shower bag," I answered. "Just gotta heat water," I said as I walked to the cook box and dug in the bottom and pulled out a rolled plastic bag with a tube and a rope on it. "Unless you like cold showers."
"Well, we got some hot water," Kim offered. "Yeah. Here, hold this." I said to Sherrie as she squatted near the fire. She held the bag as I filled it half way with the hot dish water, way too hot to shower with. Taking the bag from her I walked to the water's edge and dipped the bag in, filling it the rest of the way with cold lake water, making a comfortably tepid mix. I capped the bag and lay it on the ground and looked at the ladies. "Okay. Now if someone will get me my gear, I'd really like some soap."
"Uh uh," Sherrie said with a grin. "You might chicken out and put clothes on. I have some soap," she said as she got up. She walked to her tent and came back a few moments later with a small bottle of what looked like shower gel. "So, why don't you and I take that bag out into the woods and share it?"
"Why did I know you were going to suggest that?" I asked.
"Because you're a perceptive, intelligent man. I'm sure you can figure out just exactly why I want to share the shower with you, right?"
"Oh. I'm pretty sure I can," I answered. "Just for the record, there is a limit to how many times I can get it up."
"If there is we haven't seen it yet," Sherrie answered with a soft chuckle as she walked over to me. I picked up the bag and let her lead me off into the woods away from camp. "I figure I better get mine while I can. I don't know that how much of you will be left by this afternoon."
"Yeah, I may be pretty much done by then the way it's going," I agreed. "This ought to do," I said as we stepped under a pine tree with a heavy branch about eight feet off the ground. I threw the rope over the branch and then tied it to the ring on the bag so the bag hung just above my head. I was still looking up at the rope when I felt her mouth close around my soft cock. "Oh damn," I groaned softly as she sucked and slurped my cock, slowly causing me to grow harder. She thrust her mouth over my hardening cock, taking as much of me into her mouth as she could, my head slipping momentarily into her throat. "Damn you're good at that," I groaned softly in appreciation.
"And you're damn good at fucking!" she said as she pulled her face from my cock to take a breath. "Speaking of which. I think this is ready to do some of that."



"It seems to be hard enough," I agreed. "You got any way in particular you wanna do this?"
"Yeah. I want you to take me from behind," she said as she reached for the tree trunk and bent over. She pushed her ass out at me and bent over until her head was actually below her ass. "This way I can feel you all the way in me as far as you can go," she murmured as I stepped behind her and dropped to my knees. I spread her pussy lips with my thumbs and softly licked up her wet pussy, tasting her tangy juices. "Ohhhhh yeah. Wasn't expecting that!" she moaned softly as I stroked my tongue up her lips again. She rocked her hips and pushed back at me with each stroke up her wet lips, each time flicking across her exposed clit before dragging my tongue along her pussy. Her taste went from tangy to slightly sweet as her excitement grew and her body responded to my tongue.
Finally I stood up and pressed my now engorged head between her lips, hearing her moan as I slowly pushed into her sopping wet pussy. I slipped easily into her, stopping only when my hips pressed against her big round ass. I reached down, bending half over her to finally reach her tits, cupping them and lifting her large soft mounds in my hands as I started stroking in and out of her.
"Oh yeah. That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck my hot pussy. Make mama come for you!" she moaned loudly as I plunged in and out at a steady pace, enjoying myself but not in any hurry to come. In and out I pushed, each stroke in squishing softly before my thighs slapped against her bare ass. "Oh fuck yes. Fuck mama. Fuck my hot pussy. Make me come around that fat cock of yours," she moaned as I stroked, my fat mushroom head teasing her tunnel walls. The longer I stroked into her the more animated she became, rocking her hips and pushing back at me in an attempt to make me go faster. "Fuck me harder. Pound that cock into meeeee!" she moaned as I drove into her over and over. I let go of her tits and held her hips, starting to slap into her harder and faster, driving my cock into her almost as fast as I could. Each impact of my thighs on her ass made her big tits swing and her body shake, her ass rippling almost like a bowl of jello as I pounded into her.
"Oh fuck Oh fuck here I come baby. Ohhhhhh Sweet Jesus! Shit shit shit....Here I COME!" she squealed at least three octaves higher than her normal voice. I felt her pussy clench around me as her whole body shook and trembled, barely able to stand any longer.
She pulled off my cock and sagged to the ground, panting for breath as she held the tree trunk. "DAMN!" she said with a breathless smile. "That's all I can say is DAMN!"
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh I did that all right," she said as she pushed herself up. "Now I think I owe you a cleanup."
"If you want," I answered her.
"Oh trust me. I do!" she grinned. She used the little hose to sprinkle water over the both of us, wetting our bodies. She hooked the hose back on the shower bag and then bent to pick up the shower gel, taking a short suck on my still hard cock. She let go of my shaft and stood up. With a smile she drizzled some of the gel on her big soft tits and then used them to soap my body, moving up and down, rubbing them around my cock and even across my ass before soaping my back. She reached up and pulled down the little hose again, gently rinsing the two of us off.
"I don't think you got much of a shower," I said, as I turned in her arms.
"Not much," she agreed.
I bent to retrieve the shower gel, squirted some in my hand. With a smile I rubbed up and down her body, sliding my hand down between her legs to wash her pussy and thighs, and then reaching around her to wash her ass and even slide my hand between her ass crack, teasing her rosebud with my soapy finger. "If you're trying to get me turned on again, it's working," she whispered.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. If I lean against that tree, you think you can fuck me from the front?"
"I bet I could," I answered her. She put her back to the tree and spread her legs as far as she could. I stepped between her legs, squatting slightly to align my cock with her pussy. I pushed easily up into her, reaching for the tree over her head to hold myself at an angle. I started stroking slowly, not wanting to push her hard into the tree and scrape her up, but wanting to penetrate into her as far as I could.
"Oh yesssssss," she cooed softly. "I wanna feel you blow in me. I wanna feel your cum squirting into my pussy. Give it all to me. Fill me up with your cum!" she moaned as I stroked in and out of her. I could feel my body responding to the sensations of her pussy on my head, her soft walls caressing me as I slid in and out of her wet tunnel. "Oh that's it baby. Fuck mama with that cock. Just fill me with your cum."
"Uh huh," I grunted as the warm tingle spread through my body, my orgasm inching closer and closer. Each stroke made her big tits swing and bounce, the view driving my body wild. Each time her tits bounced I felt like my cock got harder. Each time they swung I felt like I'd cum any second. Finally it was more than my excited body could hold back.
"Yeah. I feel you getting fatter. Oh shit yes. Come for mama. Fill mama's pussy with your hot cum! Ohhhhh damn yes. I think I'm going to come too. I think I'm gonna.....OH FUCK!" she cried as my body bucked and jammed my cock into her. I felt a gush of cum lance up into her as her pussy clenched around me, the two of us coming at the same time. Her pussy tried to pull me in tighter and grip me as my body jerked over and over between her legs.
"Damn," I grunted as I stood there my cock twitching inside her.
"Jesus. God Mike! You can fuck," she breathed.
"I gotta ask. I know you're married, but do you say this kind of stuff to your husband when you have sex?"
"What kinda stuff?"
"Fill Mama's pussy with your cum?"
"I guess I do have a little fantasy of having sex with my step son. He's got one big cock. But no. My husband isn't much of a fuck. Well, actually he is a fuck. He lays on me or tosses me on the couch, fucks until he's done and then leaves me to finish myself off. So getting it like this...yeah it's fantasy stuff."
"Well, glad I could give you a little fantasy stuff," I chuckled. I pulled from her pussy and helped her up. I bent down to retrieve the gel again, put some in my hand and washed her pussy and my cock before she rinsed us. We used the rest of the water on ourselves and then I took the bag down and we walked back to camp.
I was kinda surprised when I got back. It didn't surprise me to see Tiffany and Tina in a sixty-nine on one of their air mattresses right in the middle of camp, but it was more of a surprise to see Beth lying on the ground with Kim eagerly licking her pussy. If I hadn't just had sex I probably would have instantly sprouted another erection.
Sherrie and I put on more deet to keep the bugs at bay, making sure to do each other's backs and back side parts, before sitting by the fire. We chatted about life, mostly hers, but some of the other ladies until Jill and Donna came back from the woods. It looked like Donna had been crying, but I kept my observation to myself.
The other ladies finished their activities and we all ended up sitting around the fire talking. I seemed to be a frequent topic of conversation, why I was out here, why I was single, why I wasn't dating, why...well anything personal you can imagine. I finally broke down and spent fifteen minutes explaining why I was divorced and why I didn't feel like dating, finally putting that topic to rest.
Lunch time came and we all ate pita pockets with summer sausage and cheese followed by some yogurt covered granola. I decided to let the ladies have the camp to themselves and headed out into the woods to find a comfortable place to take a nap. I found a large flat rock on the far side of the island that hung out over the water. The sun was going the right way and once sure that I wouldn't get scorched later, I lay down for a nap.
"Now that's wildlife," a female voice said in my dream. "You said it. I wouldn't mind a late night encounter with that." Another said. "Oh yeah. Look at that hardon. God I could just sit on that and ride it to heaven," the first one said.
"At ease," s male voice said, clearly irritated. "You forget who's in the back of the canoe."
"No I didn't. You wanna lay up there I'll ride you," the female voice said again.
"Why would you want to fuck on a rock? It can't be comfortable."
"Depends on the cock I guess," the female said with a giggle as the voices slowly faded from my dream.
I woke some time later and wandered back to camp. As I got closer I heard voices that I didn't completely recognize. Most definitely I heard two male voices and quickened my pace, wondering if there were trouble with all the girls naked. God knows it could be a ranger or worse.
I stepped into camp and saw two couples, what I expected were in their early twenties, sitting around the fire as naked as the ladies were.
"Mike!" Kim called, noticing me stopped at the edge of the clearing. She walked over and took my hand, pulling me along. "This is our guide Mike. Mike, this is John and Amanda," she said, motioning to a couple sitting on one of the logs, Amanda a thin young woman with auburn hair and rather small tits, her partner John, slender but muscular, sitting with his hands between his legs to cover his obvious hardon. "And Joe and Fran," she finished, indicating a bit stouter young man and a round figured young woman sitting beside him. She had brown hair, a tad of baby fat and huge tits. They were easily thirty-four or six double D or larger.
"They planned on camping here, and didn't expect to find us. We figured they might as well stay, since we already talked them into joining us for nude day."
"Yeah. I thought that was just a myth," Fran said, smiling at me. "Never figured I'd actually celebrate it! Hey, you're the guy on the rock, aren't you?"
"Ummmm."
"Yeah. He is. Sweet looking boner out there!" Amanda said with a smile. "Fran here wanted to just pull over to the shore and climb on you."
"I did not!"
"Yes you did," Amanda kidded back as she stood up. "I'm Amanda." She said as she stepped toward me with her hand out. "Might as well get to know each other if we're going to share camp tonight."
"Um. Hi. Mike," I answered a bit awkwardly.
"Yeah, I heard that," she said, still not letting go of my hand and moving half a step closer. "The girls here tell me that you've been showing how to survive in the wilderness. Fishing, camping, even how to do a shower in the middle of the woods. We've been out for three days already. A shower would be really nice. I don't suppose you'd like to help me out with that, would you?"
"There's still hot water in the pot," Jill offered. "I'm sure he'd be happy to help you out."
"Um."
"Oh Mike. You wouldn't want to offend our guests, would you?" Kim added with a crooked grin. "You can borrow my body wash if you want."
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I finally said, releasing her hand and walking over to where the shower bag was lying across the top of the cook box. Kim held the bag while I poured the warm water into the bag and I capped it. By the time I had that done Tina was holding out a bottle of green body wash, which Amanda took.
"So, which way?"
"You sure you don't want to do this with your husband?" I asked.
"Oh, he's not my husband. Just a friend," she said cheerfully.
"I see," I said hesitantly.
"So? Which way?" she asked again.
"I guess this way," I answered, carrying the bag. She stepped next to me and looped her arm in mine.
"Don't do anything I wouldn't!" Sherrie called after us.
"And that means?" Amanda asked as we walked out of the clearing into the woods.
"Oh. Not much."
"Means she thinks we're gonna fuck, doesn't it?"
"Yeah, sorta does."
"You wanna fuck?"
"Are you always this crude?" I asked with a frown.
"Nope. But then it's not every day I walk naked through the woods with a guy I just met, that I saw lying on a rock with a huge hardon. A hardon incidentally that I wouldn't mind feeling inside me. So, we gonna fuck before or after the shower?"
"Who said we were going to fuck?"
"You don't want to?"
"I don't even really know you," I answered honestly.
"Good point. Let's see. I'm hot. I'm horny. I'm naked. I don't have any nasty little diseases. What more's to know?"
"Not sure."
"You know all the girls back there?"
"A little."
"Oh? For how long?"
"A few days."
"Uh huh. But you fucked them."
"I guess I did."
"But you don't wanna fuck me because you don't know me? Seriously?"
"Seems a little contradictory, doesn't it?"
"More than a little."
"So what about, what's his name? John?"
"What about him?"
"Isn't he going to be upset if we fuck, as you put it?"
"Why? Should he be?"
"Well, if you're having a relationship with him."
"I'm not. And no, the two of us aren't fucking."
"Why not?"
"Why not what?"
"Why aren't you fucking him? I mean you're naked, he's naked. What's to stop you?"
"He's gay," she said simply.
"Well. I guess that explains that. What about the other guy? He gay too?"
"Nope. Belongs to someone else."
"Your friend?"
"Pretty much. Kinda leaves me out in the cold doesn't it. So, wanna fuck now?"
"If I do it's because I want to, not because I have some driving need to have sex. Seems like you do."
"Been almost four months since I broke up with my boyfriend."
"Long dry spell?"
"Four months."
"Why'd you break up?"
"Caught him fucking my sister," she said with a shrug.
"Yeah. Okay. I can see that one. I guess I'd break up too."
"You married?"
"Nope."
"Girlfriend?"
"Not unless you want to count one of the ladies back in camp."
"So you're not cheating on anyone. Wanna fuck now?"
"You don't give up easy, do you?"
"Not with a hardon like this one," she said reaching in front of me and grabbing my cock, which I hadn't even realized had gotten rock hard.
I reached down for her wrist and pulled her hand off my cock. I pulled her arm and twisted her around while I bent over, aiming my shoulder into her stomach. I straightened up, looping my arm around her waist, her petite little body now slung over my shoulder. She gave a little screech of surprise as she settled on my shoulder.
"What's this for?"
"Because I felt like it," I answered as I angled through the trees toward the rock I had laid out on.
"God damn. Feel like anything else?" she mumbled as she hung over my shoulder. I set the water bag down and stepped out onto the rock I had napped on. I lowered her light frame off my shoulder so she was standing on the rock in front of me. I sat down on the rock and lay down as I had been when I was napping. "Okay. You wanted to climb onto me when you went by. Now's your chance."
"Oh hell yes!" she said with smile. She stepped across me and squatted down, her legs spread to give me a fantastic view up at her pussy. She had round full lips that barely showed any inner lip at all and a soft looking curly mat of auburn hair just above it on her mound. She squatted down, gently moving her pussy to rest on my hard shaft, positioning herself on her feet, her knees spread apart and her arms down between them to rest on my chest. I reached up to her small firm tits and pink nipples, closing my fingers around each hard nipple as she started to slide her wet pussy along the bottom of my shaft, trapped between her wet pussy and my own body.
"Oh yeah. First I'm gonna get you all slicked up with my juices," she cooed as she started to slide her pussy along my shaft, her fat lips spreading to envelope the bottom side of my shaft. I watched her face as she dragged her pussy and clit along my shaft, slowly working herself more excited. Her strokes lengthened as she moved, her eyes closed, concentrating on the sensations. Her pussy lips spread around the head of my cock at the end of each stroke, little shudders and gasps slipping from her as she drove her clit over the crown of my cock. "Oh yeah. So nice. I bet you want me to put you in me don't you? God I can feel how hard and fat you are. Just sliding between my lips, feeling my hot pussy leaking all over you. Oh yeah. Sooooo fucking nice," she moaned as she rode herself down the length of my shaft and back again. "Oh yeah. Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want to feel your cock slide into my hot wet little pussy? Mmmmmm I bet you do. Oh yeah. I know I do. I want to feel your cock push right into my hot little cunt. You ready? You want me to do it?" she asked no one in particular.
She slid forward, her pussy sliding even farther over my head until I could feel my fat head find the entrance to her tunnel. She bent forward, her tiny tits almost touching my chest as she closed her eyes and pushed back. "Ohhhhh fuck fuck fuck," she mumbled as she pressed back against me, her small tight pussy trying to expand around me and accept me. She pushed harder, the pressure on my crowned head growing as she rocked her weight back more, tilting my cock upward as she continued trying to force herself over my head.
Suddenly I slipped into her, a soft gasp slipping from her lips as she held herself over me, her pussy barely engulfing my head. I didn't force anything, even though my body was screaming at me to push. I waited, allowing her body to slowly expand and accept the long fat intrusion. Ever so slowly she let more weight down, my already slickened cock slipping deeper into her until I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel. "Damn you're fucking big," she moaned as she started lifting herself up my shaft.
"And you're damn tight," I grunted, feeling her pussy try to pull my cock as she lifted herself, her tight walls resisting her motion as she tried to lift herself up my shaft.
She moaned loudly as she slid down again, my cock bouncing against the end of her tunnel before she started up again. Over and over she lifted and dropped, her pace quickening as her body got more comfortable with the intrusion. "I'd say that I'll probably come pretty quickly, you being this tight and all," I grunted, feeling my cock tingle in all the right places.
"Uh huh," she mumbled, her eyes still closed as she bounced herself up and down my shaft.
"You want me to make you come first?" I asked quietly.
"Uh huh," she answered, her pace never slowing.
I slid one hand down from where they were resting on her tits, her hard little nipples pressing into my palms, and rolled my hand so that each stroke down drove her clit along the side of my finger.
"OH FUCK!" she squealed with the first stroke down the added sensation. "ohmygod," she gasped with each stroke down my cock and finger. I moved my other hand and watched her little titties bounce each time she dropped, her cervix beating a rhythmic tattoo on my engorged head. Up and down she went, gasping and moaning in pleasure as my finger and cock stimulated her well beyond the beginnings of a climax. I could feel her pussy trying to clamp tighter around me, if that were even possible, as her legs trembled, upsetting her rhythmic coordination.
"Shit I'm coooooominnnnnnng!" she cried several octaves higher than her already high female voice. She sat on me, her legs and arms shaking uncontrollably as I stroked her clit with the side of my finger, her hips trying to rock in time with my strokes and her whole body flushed pink as she sat on me. "Ohhhh god damn," she moaned as her body began to still. She once again started lifting and dropping on me. "God I love having a cock in me after I've come. I love how it feels and makes my whole body quiver inside. Ohhhhh fuck you feel good. Soooo fucking good," she moaned softly as she lifted and dropped on me, her still occasionally spasming pussy teasing me closer to climax.



"Shit. I'm gonna come," I warned her, giving her a chance to pull off or change what she was doing if she wanted to.
"Do it. Fuck my hot cunt!" she groaned as she continued sliding on my shaft.
"Ugh!" I grunted as my body spasmed moments later, forcing a gush of cum up into her. There wasn't a whole lot left to give after the day's events, but my body worked to give her every drop available, jerking and jumping inside her as my body bucked equally hard below her.
She looked down at me with a grin, my cock still twitching inside her, and rolled her legs one at a time down to her knees. She leaned down over me, pressing her hard nipples to my chest and lowering her lips to mine. She kissed me softly and then hovered over my face, smiling down at me. "Thanks. That was one hell of a fuck."
"You're welcome," I answered, sliding my hands from her thighs up to stroke her sides and firm skinny little ass.
"I hope you enjoyed it too."
"I did."
"Even though you just met me?"
"Pretty much," I chuckled.
"Good. Now, about that shower?"
"Yeah. Water bag's right up there," I said, motioning to the rocks over our heads where I'd set the shower bag. She looked up and saw the bag and the little bottle of green shower soap lying next to it. She pulled off of me, reaching for the hose of the bag and the soap, before sitting back down on me, trapping my now shrinking cock between us.
With a grin she used the little nozzle to drizzle water over herself, letting it run down across my body as she still sat astride me. She closed the nozzle and squirted some liquid soap across her chest and set the bottle aside. "Well?"
"Well what?"
"You gonna watch or you gonna wash my tits?"
"Given the choice? I'll wash," I answered, reaching up and rubbing my hands around her chest. She moaned softly as my hands massaged and teased her tits, her nipples still rock hard under my fingers as I washed down her firm stomach and down to her thighs. She lifted herself and allowed me to run my hand between her legs, washing her pussy and the cum still leaking from it. She grinned down and turned my hand over and used her hand to guide mine to wash my own cock while she giggled girlishly.
She finally let go of my hand and used the tiny nozzle to dribble water over her shoulders again. I used my hands to rub the soap from her body, again teasing her nipples as I worked lower. I rolled my hand over and stroked her pussy, letting my finger drag across her still sensitive clit. She humped her pussy out at me, sighing softly before aiming the nozzle between us to rinse my cock off.
"If showers in the woods were always this sexy I'd have one installed at home."
"The neighbors probably wouldn't complain too much," I chuckled.
"Oh trust me. That old fart would set up a telescope to watch," she giggled. "Now what?"
"Well, as far as I'm concerned, nothing. It's not dinner time and at the moment the bugs are leaving us alone because of the breeze. I have a sexy woman sitting on me and sexy tits to look at, so I'm fine right where I am."
"They're not sexy. They're way too small."
"Small isn't bad. Just different," I said, reaching to her back and pulling her down toward me. I lifted my head to meet her body and gently sucked one of her still hard nipples into my mouth. "Oh damn," she moaned as I teased her hard nub, swirling my tongue around and around the protrusion, using the tip to tease her puckered areola.
"Glad you like it," I said as I switched from one to the other.
"Oh yeah. I like it just fine," she mumbled as I drew the other nipple into my mouth. Before long her hips were rocking on me again, trying to grind her clit into my softened cock.
"I don't think that's going to work for a while again," I said quietly.
"Too bad. I know exactly what to do with it."
"Oh?"
"Oh yeah. Without a doubt," she answered me as I closed my mouth on the first nipple again. She slipped one hand down between us, lifting my softened cock against her pussy, her hips rocking and grinding my shaft into her clit and lips.
I could feel myself hardening a bit, surprisingly, as she ground her teen age looking pussy against me. "That's it baby. Get hard for me. I can feel your cock getting harder. Just think about how good you'll feel inside me again. How good it'll feel to have me sliding up and down your fat shaft again. Mmmmmm. Yeah. That's it. Get just a little harder baby," she cooed as she lifted a little more, using her fingers to press me up between her lips and my head towards her tunnel opening. I doubted I was hard enough, but I wasn't going to stop her from trying as she worked to force me up inside herself.
I felt my half hard cock push up into her, my head slipping easily into her as she used her fingers to force more of me up into her tunnel. With a grin down at me she wiggled and pushed her pelvis against mine, pushing me more into her as she sat astride me.
"Ohhhh there we go," she cooed as she wiggled her hips around, grinding herself on me and moving me around inside her, teasing me, making me grow harder inside her. "Ohhhhhhh so nice. I bet the ladies in camp have been enjoying the hell out of you. Such a nice cock. Feels so good inside me. Damn, I don't know who you were married to, but they really missed the boat on you."
"Trust me, wasn't sex, at least not on my side, that caused the divorce."
"Mmmmmm if you were married to me we'd be fucking every day," she sighed as she started to gently bounce on my hips, lifting and dropping ever so slightly, but enough to cause her pussy to stroke my cock slightly and make it grow more. Up and down she bounced, slowly expanding her strokes until she was sliding up and down most of my shaft. I continued to grow inside her as she bounced, her ass slapping my thighs and her little tits jiggling like little jello shooters with each slap down on me.
"Damn," I groaned softly as she rode me, her smile letting me know she heard and appreciated my feedback.
"Fuck you feel good," she whispered.
I slid my hand down between her legs again, letting her ride her clit along my finger with each stroke, knowing that there was no way I was coming any time soon. I didn't mind being hard and letting her get off again, but I had no expectation that mister happy would be able to go over the top again, not with all the sex I'd had in the last two days.
"Oh god," she moaned as her clit stroked down my finger. "Perfect spot. So damn perfect."
"Uh huh," I agreed as my cock tingled inside her, still growing fatter and longer, her ass no longer able to hit my thighs on her downward stroke before my head banged into her cervix. Her tunnel caressed my cock like a pair of snug hands wrapped around me, curling over my head each time she lifted and then squeezing me as she dropped back down again, her tip punctuated by a delightful pressure on the tip of my head at the end of her stroke.
"Jesus, I think you're going to make me come more," she moaned as she continued to ride me.
"Uh huh," I mumbled to her as I closed my eyes and let the sensations of her incredibly tight pussy wash over me. "me too."
She continued riding up and down my shaft, still swelling even larger in her as the sensations pushed me closer to another climax. I didn't think it would be possible for me to come again so quickly. But as she rocked her hips with each trip, changing the sensations on my cock and inside of her, she inched both of us toward another climax with surprising speed.
"Oh fuck!" she cried softly as her legs started to tremble, her pussy quivering around my fat cock. She dropped onto me, letting all her weight sit on me, apparently no longer able to lift herself as her legs shook and trembled. I felt her juices squeezing around me, dripping down my shaft and balls before pooling on the rock beneath us. "God damn yessss!" she cried softly as she sat on me, her chest heaving as her body struggled to breathe through her ongoing orgasm.
Her leg stilled and she began rocking again, gently at first but then with more speed, apparently intent on making me come in her again. "Come on sweetie. Come for me. I wanna feel your cock coming in me again."
"Soon," I grunted as she pounded herself up and down my shaft, her small tits wiggling and her long auburn hair swinging around her face. Up and down she went, her pussy caressing me and teasing me in all the right spots. "Almost," I grunted as the tingle spread and the warmth that always told me I was dangerously close flooded my body. Moments later my body jerked, jamming my cock hard into her as she came down on me again, a small cry escaping her lips as she left her weight on me, my cock jerking and twitching in her, pumping what little was left into her pussy. My body was still occasionally jerking with pleasant little spasms as she lay down on me, her tits pressing to my chest.
"God that felt good," she whispered.
"Yeah," I agreed equally quietly, my arms wrapped around her, holding her against me as we lay on the smooth rock.
"Hey, you two coming for dinner?" I heard Jill ask, my brain taking long seconds to fully comprehend. We had apparently fallen asleep and Jill was squatting down next to us, her hand on my shoulder gently coaxing me awake. "Come on sleepy head. It's dinner time."
"Huh? Oh. Yeah. Sure," I answered, helping an equally sleepy Amanda up off of me. Jill just stood and grinned down at me as Amanda crawled off of me and then held out a hand to help me up. "How long we been asleep?"
"Couple hours," she answered. "We've been staying busy in camp, so dinner's a bit later then we figured."
"Yeah," I answered, realizing that the sun was getting fairly low to the trees. "Gotta be what, almost seven or eight?"
"Almost eight," Jill answered as she clambered up the few rocks to the pine needle strewn shoreline beyond the big rock we had lain on.
Amanda and I followed her back to camp, swatting at the bugs and wishing we'd brought some bug repellent with us. There were a lot of grins and smiles as we walked back into camp and I was sure the ladies were guessing we were busy screwing the whole time.
"Found em asleep on a rock on the far side. Amanda using Mike as a mattress."
"Well, we know that he's soft in the right places then," Kim said with a giggle. "I hope he was hard in all the right places too!"
"Oh. No doubt of that," Amanda answered as she stepped to the fire and was handed a plate. "Everyone else eat already?"
"Yeah. We saved you some though," Joe answered her.
"Good thing. I'm fucking starving!" Amanda answered as she picked up a second plate and placed the other half of the remaining macaroni dish on it. She picked up two forks and walked over to me, handing me one of the plates. "Here you go, sexy. You gotta be hungry too."
"A bit," I answered.
"So, just thinking out loud here. I'm sure Joe wouldn't mind sleeping with one of the other ladies here if you wanted to spend the night with me. Just sayin," she said with a dismissive shrug.
"So what? You just want Joe to sleep with someone he doesn-t know so you can do what? Have sex with me again tonight?"
"Something like that," she answered.
"Damn girl. That's cold!" Sherrie said with a frown. "Gay or not, I don't think it's right to ditch him like that."
"Oh, I'm not ditching him. We'll be back to sharing a tent tomorrow night, but well, tonight? Why not take advantage? Right?"
"Not right," I answered with a frown. "How do you know I'm not already sleeping with someone?"
"Oh, I'm sure you are. But you said yourself that none of them are attached to you, so what's the difference?"
"The difference is, honey, that he's sharing my tent," Jill said quietly. "And I personally don't feel inclined to change that arrangement. If you don't like it you can take your naked little ass and pack it out of here to another camp site. Got it, honey?"
Amanda looked at Jill and then swiveled to see the shocked look on my face. "Point taken. I didn't realize I was stepping on toes here."
"A little play time during the day is one thing, since none of us are, as you put it, attached. But when it comes bed time, well, that's another thing all together."
To say I was surprised would be an understatement. Other than the time in the tent, I didn't think she really had any care one way or another what I did or with who. I looked over at her and she gave me a half-hearted smile and rolled her eyes, as if to say, "what was I thinking when I said that?"
"Well, for what it's worth, he definitely took care of my urgent needs. Not that I wouldn't have minded a few more runs like that, but I can survive until I get home," Amanda said with a shrug.
I finished my food and then Jill walked over, collected my plate, handed it to Amanda and then pulled me as much as encouraged me to walk out of camp. We walked through the woods toward and angled toward the shoreline where we could watch the sun sliding down toward the tree tops.
"You know. I probably shouldn't have said that. I was kinda making some assumptions," she said softly as we sat on a big rock left by some ancient glacier to be our seat tonight.
"Like what?"
"Well, that you didn't really want to sleep with her for one," she answered.
I looked at her and twisted on the rock slightly so that I could see her face. "And for some reason you felt like I'd rather spend the night with you?"
"Well. Yeah, kinda. Or maybe it was more that I wanted to spend the night with you. All of a sudden I felt kinda possessive."
"That's funny," I chuckled. "Here I am, practically the only guy that's available for sex and you all of a sudden get possessive? Why?"
"I know. It was stupid."
"I didn't say that. I just asked why?"
"I don't know. All of a sudden the thought of you lying in a tent across the camp from me, with her riding you again, well. I wanted it to be me."
"Ahhh. So you're horny?"
"Some, but not in that way. I mean I'd love to have sex with you again. But no. It was something else."
"What?"
She turned her face to mine and leaned toward me. I felt her lips touch mine. It was a soft erotic kiss, her lips brushing mine softly and then sucking my lower lip before pressing her lips completely to mine. I felt her fingers slip behind my head and gently tease the short hairs on the back of my neck as her tongue teased my lips and then sucked my lower lip again. She broke the kiss slowly, her lips moving from mine so slowly I wanted to lean toward her and continue the contact. "I don't know about you," she whispered, her forehead touching mine, her nose brushing mine softly. "But when I do that I get all fluttery inside and my pussy starts to tingle. I don't know if you feel the same thing or if it's just me being silly."
"I'll be honest. I don't exactly know what I feel. This has been such a crazy trip. But if I saw you in a bar, wearing a sexy little red dress, I know damn well that I'd want to buy you a drink and try to find out more about you."
"Well, that's a good start," she whispered. "So's that," she added, reaching down and stroking my surprisingly hard cock with her finger. "Seems that you were feeling something too."
"Yeah. A little bit I guess."
"Feels like more than a little bit," she answered in a whisper, pulling me gently by the cock as she scooted around and slipped one leg on either side of me. She continued pulling me gently by the handle to coax me to roll onto my knees between her legs and then guided my cock to her wet pussy as I leaned over her. "Make love to me. Nice slow, sexy, erotic love," she whispered as she rubbed my head up and down her wet lips. I pushed myself toward her, slowly forcing my cock into her, my head sliding into her wet soft tunnel. I started to stroke in and out of her, only about half of me in her at first, but then more of me as I became more lubricated with each stroke.
In and out I slid, holding myself over her on all fours. I barely noticed how hard the smooth rock was on my knees, the sensations of her pussy around my cock capturing most of my attention. She rocked her hips with each stroke I made, her hands on my hips and her legs spread wide to allow me to penetrate deep into her with each stroke.
"Oh god yes," she moaned softly I bumped into her thighs at the end of each stroke, her pussy caressing my entire shaft as I pulled back out. Her big tits rolled on her chest as my plunging cock rocked her body slightly with each stroke. I leaned my head down, capturing one of her hard nipples in my mouth, my lips squeezing the hard nub gently while my tongue teased the tip of her nipple.
"Shit yes. God damn you feel good in me," she moaned, sliding her hands up my body until one rested on my back and the other the back of my neck, her fingers teasing the short hairs at the base of my neck while my cock teased her pussy. "You feel so damn good. I feel like I could come around you and never stop."
"Mmmmm," I answered, her nipple still in my mouth. I was in no particular hurry, but I could tell that her climax had long since started to work its magic on her body, her pussy clenching around me as she arched to grind her clit into the base of my cock each time I hit bottom.
In and out I slid, her pussy leaking copiously around me, my cock making a squish each time I pushed into her. Her spasming pussy was inching me closer to my own completion, which kind of surprised me. I wondered if there was anything left to give just before my body jerked, jamming my cock into her. I felt my cock jerk and twitch in time with the spasms that I couldn't control, jamming me deep into her. I let go of her nipple and gasped for air as the orgasm consumed copious amounts of oxygen from my body.
"Ohhhhh FUCK!" she cried loudly as I came inside her, the feeling of my cock trying to force what little was left into her as it jerked and twitched. She pulled me down on her, pulling me until I was lying on her, her tits pressed to my chest and her lips to mine. We both struggled for breath while she kissed me, her lips barely leaving mine, her legs now wrapped around mine with her pussy grinding against me. "Oh god damn," she finally panted, letting her legs release mine, but staying tangled with them as she lay back on the rock, panting for breath. "I can't remember the last time I came so long and so hard."
"It did seem to be a good one."
"Good doesn't even begin to describe it. Maybe it was watching you naked all day or something."
"Maybe," I answered. "I think it's almost dark. We probably want to get back to camp."
"I'd rather not," she said with a frown.
"Oh? Why's that?"
"Because it means that I have to give your stuff back and you can get dressed if you want."
"I don't have to though, right?"
"No. you don't," she answered with a grin. "Do you not want to?"
"At this point, it doesn't really matter if I'm dressed or not, right?"
"True."
"So how about I stay naked until morning? That way if you decide you want a little more, well you can."
"You'll do that? Really?"
"Why not?"
She leaned her face up to mine and kissed me softly on the lips again. "Thank you," she whispered.
"You're welcome," I answered equally quietly before pulling my softened cock from her pussy and pushing myself up. I held a hand down for her and helped her up on the rock.
We walked into camp and found most everyone around the fire, with the exception of Joe and Fran, who seemed to be missing. I was surprised at the few comments that were sent our way after we returned. It almost seemed as if the sexual energy had finally left the building. We sat around the fire for a couple more hours chatting before we all retired to our tents.
I woke up with the birds as usual, the campsite just getting the first rays of sun shining through the trees to the east of us. Jill was spooned against me, her tits pressing against my back, the two of us covered with one of our sleeping bags while we lay on the other and our two ground pads. I carefully rolled over and let her wiggle around to a new comfortable position, her tits pressed to my side and her head resting on my chest. She sighed softly and I had to admit that it felt pretty damn good to wake up this way. It'd been a damn long time since I woke up with a woman in my arms. I lay there holding her, her fingers stroking my thigh and then slowly working to my already hard cock. Her fingers gently teased along the length of my cock, sliding up the length of my shaft and over my head before sliding back down again.



"I like waking up like this," she whispered softly.
"Me too," I answered, equally quietly.
She tilted her head up towards mine and gently kissed my cheek. I turned my head and we let our lips press gently together, sharing a soft warm kiss that was unhurried but full of desire. She broke the kiss after what had to be several minutes and rolled herself over on me, using her hands and knees to hold herself over me, her tits hanging down with her nipples gently brushing my chest. She began to slowly rock herself forward and back, dragging her pussy along my hard cock and her nipples on my chest until her tits bounced into my chin. I grinned up at her to let her know her tease was appreciated, and was rewarded by her lifting her chest higher, her nipples now brushing my lips and her pussy spreading around my engorged head. I felt her push herself down and rock her hips, arching her back inward as she pushed back, my cock head sliding up her wet slit until it pressed into her tunnel entrance.
I lifted my head slightly and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth as she pressed herself back, driving herself slowly down my freshly lubricated cock.
"Ohhhhh yeah," she whispered as she pressed herself farther onto me, driving my head fully into her and pulling her nipple from my mouth. She leaned her head down and moaned gently into my mouth as her lips pressed to mine. She slowly started rocking again, my hands sliding up her bare body to capture her tits and tease her nipples as she rocked herself slowly on and off my cock. Her hot warm tunnel caressed and teased my morning hardon, spreading a warmth through my body. Her motions slowly increased, driving herself down on me harder with each passing minute, her own need growing as quickly as mine. I couldn't hold still any longer and began rocking my hips in time with her strokes, driving us together more quickly.
"Oh god yes," she moaned as she rocked more urgently, my hips lifting to slam my cock into her. I moved my hands to her hips, holding and pulling her ass toward my cock while watching her tits swing inches from my face. "Gonna come," she grunted as she pounded herself down onto me, the end of her tunnel slamming against my head, sending little sparks running through my body. I felt her start to climax, her pussy clenching and gripping me as I pounded up into her, her rocking no longer coordinated. Our bodies slapped wetly together as her cum leaked from her and my plunging cock spread it on her.
"Me too," I grunted softly as my own orgasm inched the last little bit and washed over me. My body jerked, driving up into her and spurting a gush of hot cum into her already spasming pussy.
"FUCK!" she cried more loudly as my flowing seed pushed her climax back up to a new pinnacle. I lay below her, jerking and spasming, panting for breath as my climax emptied into her.
She lowered herself onto me, her tits pressed to my chest, her lips brushing and teasing mine while we both panted for air. "God I could wake up every morning like this," she whispered breathlessly.
"Yeah. Me too," I agreed. There was a time long ago that I felt the same way about someone else. Unfortunately the things that happened the rest of the day seemed to wash those good feelings away until we no longer woke anything close to that way. It was enough to make me realize just how much I missed this kind of thing.
"So. I guess having you undressed all day is over, huh?"
"Fraid so. We have to start back today."
"Too bad. I wouldn't mind another day like yesterday," she said with a soft giggle.
"Yeah. I have to admit, for the most part I had fun."
"Too bad we have to go back."
"Yeah," I agreed.
"Tell you what. I won't wear any more than I have to, and any time you want to just slide your hand under my shirt or down my shorts, I'm yours to play with."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Don't suppose you'd want to reciprocate."
"Bet I would," I grinned. "Shorts only. Feel free to play," I chuckled.
With a smile she crawled off my now shrinking cock and climbed out of the tent, still naked. She came back a few moments later with a pair of shorts from my pack and a t-shirt and shorts for herself. We dressed and then climbed out to start getting breakfast made.
If their intent was to get me hard again as the ladies made their way out of their tents, each of them standing naked before dressing, with the exception of Beth, who vowed to go all day topless and Kim who seemed intent on going as long as she could completely naked. It also didn't take long for the ladies to realize that I was wearing only athletic shorts, which were easily pulled down or hands slid into. By the time breakfast was done I had finally relented and was walking around with my shorts hooked under my balls, my hardon swinging back and forth with each step.
After breakfast I headed to the latrine to take care of the morning paperwork and upon returning found all of the women hard at work breaking down camp. I headed to my tent, or more correctly Jill's tent, to finish packing my gear and found her kneeling in the tent door, her ass sticking out toward me. With a grin I knelt down behind her and slid my hands on her ass, working my hands down between her legs to stroke her pussy through the material of her shorts. After a few moments I pulled down her shorts, exposing her ass and pussy. With a grin I pulled the front of my shorts down, exposing my quickly hardening cock and teased it up and down her wet lips. I teased my head just between her lips as she arched her back and pushed herself back against me, trying to drive my cock into her.
"You keep doing that and I'm gonna throw you on the ground and fuck you silly," she said, looking behind her a she pushed back, forcing me into her.
"Any time .," I answered with a chuckle as I stroked my cock in and out in choppy little strokes, working more of her moisture onto my shaft until I was pushed fully into her, holding it there while I stroked her bare ass cheeks.
"Well, maybe not," she said as she pulled off of me and turned over sitting down on the tent floor just inside the door.
"Why'd you stop?" I asked in surprise.
"Well. While you were gone we had a little meeting. We all agreed that whatever you did to me you had to do to any of them that asked. I think they were a little miffed that we kinda shacked up last night."
"And I just..."
"Opened the door, so to speak. Sometime before the end of the day, you now have to pull down the pants of every one of them and stuff it in from behind. If I'd let you keep going until you came, well then you'd have to do that to all of them too," she said with a straight face. "I'm not sure you were up to that, and I'm not sure I really wanted to watch that either."
"Ah," I answered. "So, what happens then? After I stick them all that is?"
"Well, if you can get them all done before dark, you get to choose who you sleep with for our last night. If not, well then they get to pick."
"I see. So if I want to sleep with you again tonight, I have to go poke them all?"
"Every one," she said with a wry smile. "Not that it'd be that much of a hardship."
"Probably not," I agreed.
"Then let me pack and you go poke some ass," she said with a giggle, pushing me back by my chest. "We have a long trip home and only so much time to dip your wick if you wanna fuck me again tonight."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, standing up and looking around camp. I doubted it would take too long to get my cock into all of them. Hell, it wasn't as if they were going to object. Two days. That's what was left. Two days with this group of women. Yeah, now I knew why Jack refused to let guys go out with women's groups. Oh well. "Might as well enjoy it!" I said to myself as I walked toward Kim, bending over the cook box, still naked, my cock swinging side to side with each step. Yep. Two more days. I was going to have to thank Lynn for this when we got back.
The end....for now!
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Dumb Dare Ch2: gone camping
I sat next to the camp fire, watching the flames with John and Eddie, thinking back to last month and wondering what was about to happen. True to my wife's prophetic words, Janise did indeed come up with a dare that left all six of us naked in the same hotel room. No doubt that Janise planned on using that opportunity for more than just looking, but my wife put a stop to that, limiting our touching during the "contest" to just our partners.
Janise was without a doubt a hottie. Almost twenty years younger than Tiff and myself, she had full firm looking breasts and a large curvy ass, a significant departure from Amanda, John's wife, who, eighteen years younger than us, was slender with only maybe C cup breasts. Janise's tits rivaled my wife's thirty eight triple D's but with quite a bit less droop.
I looked around at the camp site, my big three-room wall tent standing in the firelight, the girls doing, well, we don't know what inside.
Janise started it all at the conference, daring us to do some role playing games, which ended up with me having sex in public with my wife, something I would never have thought to ask her to do. John and Eddie had both struck out on that challenge, for reasons I still don't understand. For the final challenge, Janise convinced both my wife and Amanda to be completely naked, undress us, and have a contest to see which couple could come first, using only hands. It was one hell of a scene with the six of us sitting on beds in a hotel room, stroking and fingering each other. We didn't win on speed, but I had to admit that the view was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen, let alone participated in.
Now, a month later, Janise had somehow convinced John's and my wife to participate in another dare, which I was quite sure would be even farther out there. I'd probably never have invited John or Eddie to come camping with us. While being co-workers, I never considered them to be overly close friends. Probably more pains in my ass than friends. But the girls cooked this up and the three of us were just playing along.
"No idea what it is?" I asked Eddie quietly again.
"Like I said. I saw half a dozen envelopes with things like bottoms up and total surprise on them. No idea what they meant though," Eddie answered quietly, waiting as nervously as the rest of us.
"You sure you want to marry her?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Oh yeah," he answered with a smile. "Even if she is a bit kinky sometimes."
The sound of the tent door zipper put an end to our conversation and we all looked up to see our wives stepping out of the tent one after another, wearing only incredibly short skirts and cut off t-shirts that clearly showed the bottoms of their tits. The skirts were long enough to just cover down to the juncture of their legs and not much more, which told me that if they turned around and bent over they would be showing an incredible amount. My mind quickly jumped to what kind of underwear they might be wearing and then just as quickly jumped to how in the hell did Janise convince my wife to wear such an outfit.
"I know you three have been patiently waiting, so here's the deal. After we had so much fun with our last dares, I had a friend of mine create some new dares for us. The thing is, we don't know what they are exactly. This one, called bottoms up, came in envelopes inside envelopes. So the first thing was these outfits. Now comes the next envelope." Janise said as she tore open the next envelope and opened the paper it contained and started reading.
"If you have followed the directions, you are now standing in front of the guys wearing nothing but dangerously short skirts and crop tops that show part of your tits. Hope you guys are enjoying the view, because that's all they-'re allowed to wear for the next twenty four hours. This or naked. Don't worry ladies, you're not going to be left out. Those shorts you should be holding are for the guys, and the only thing they get to wear. Gentlemen, it's time for you to join the game. Take it all off. Show the ladies what you have to offer before putting on the shorts they have provided. And ladies, feel free to show them just exactly how revealing your outfits are! Read on after they're naked!>"
My wife looked over at Janise in surprise and then grinned slightly. "I'm starting to like this friend of yours."
"She does seem to have a way with things," Janise answered with a grin. "Okay gentlemen. Time to bare it all."
We'd all been naked in front of each other before, but for some reason this was just a little different. I looked at my wife who just stood there grinning at me, slowly pushing the crop top shirt up to expose her tits, which she knew I loved to look at any chance I got. With a deep breath I started pushing off my cargo shorts and then started on my t-shirt. Janise had turned around and with her feet spread about two feet apart, bent over, looking more at me than at her fiancé as her pussy pushed out and spread, her full round lips and tiny bit of inner lips that protruded glistening with moisture in the flickering firelight.
"Damn!" Eddie mumbled as Janise pushed her ass out farther. I pushed my boxer briefs down, freeing my already hardening cock as I stepped out of them, leaving me in nothing but my shoes and socks. I looked down the row and saw Eddie and John both with cocks as hard as my own.
My wife stepped over and reached for my cock with one hand, her shirt hung over the top of her tits so they were exposed. I felt her hand close around me and slowly stroke me while she whispered in my ear. "I don't know what they have planned, but I hope it's to fuck your brains out. God damn I'm so fucking horny!"
"You realize that we're supposed to be packed and checked out by three tomorrow, which means you're wearing that home."
"Uh huh. That thought crossed my mind, and made my pussy tingle even more when I thought about riding home in the car this way. Of course you're gonna be wearing these home too," she said, holding out a pair of very thin under armor athletic shorts.
"Yeah. Those are definitely going to show stuff."
"Good. I wanna see your stuff." she said with a giggle.
I had to admit that this was a little unusual for her. I never thought she'd have sex outside, then I never thought she'd jerk me off or let me finger her in front of anyone else. Now she was wearing very revealing clothing and talking about liking seeing my stuff. I wondered what else I didn't know about my wife after thirty years. I took the shorts and stepped into them, the front bulging out rudely from my hardon.
"Okay girls. Time to read on," Janise said, now that all three of us had on the revealing workout shorts.
" Now for the dare. You all have to wear ONLY this or NOTHING at all for the next day. But that in itself isn't much of a dare, so here are some rules. Guys, you can only touch the woman in front of you if your cock is in her pussy, no other time, and you are under NO circumstances allowed to touch your cock. Ladies, you may touch his cock with any part of your body EXCEPT your hands unless it's wet with pussy juices. ONLY then can you stroke him. And you will want to stroke him. The goal of the dare is to get him to cum on your tits as many times as possible before your challenge ends. Remember if he gets dry he's gotta put it back in and get wet again! Now if you really wanna go to the wild side, any pussy will work, but you HAVE to come on the tits that go with the pussy! Good luck and happy fucking!"
"Damn!" my wife said with a surprised look. "Seriously?"
"Yeah. I think we ought to go full bore. How about it? Any pussy on any cock?"
"I don't think I like that idea," Amanda said with a frown.
"Me neither," my wife added. "I mean jacking him off on my tits, probably in full daylight when anyone can see, is going to be challenging enough. Watching him fucking another woman is quite another."
"Oh come on. I mean you're really not going to get squeamish, are you?" Janise asked.
"Actually I am. I don't really want anyone else's dick in me either," my wife answered her with a scowl. "You wanna have a dare, fine. I'll take a dare, but does that dare have to include fucking someone else, or watching my husband fuck someone else?"
"I suppose not, but it'd be a lot more fun mixing up partners."
"You wanna fuck my husband that bad?" my wife asked her with a frown.
"Hell, with a cock like his? Why not?"
"Hey. I'm standing right here!" Eddie complained. "My cock isn't that that much smaller."
"Sweetie," Janise said softly as she stepped around the fire to her fiancé and pushed the front of his shorts down to expose his half hard cock. "Your cock is just fine, but let's face it, it's not the biggest one here."
"Okay, okay. Tell you what. You really wanna do him that bad? It's gonna cost you."
"How so?"
"Two inches," My wife said.
"Huh?"
"Two inches off the shirt and the skirt. You cut two more inches off and then, as long as you can find a way to do it where I can't see it, and of course convince him to do it, then you can."
"Seriously? All I gotta do is shorten the skirt and shirt two inches?"
"Honey, if you take two more inches off you're gonna be showing everything to everyone. I doubt that your nipples would even be covered and damn sure your pussy won't be," Amanda said. "You sure it's worth that just to try and get Matt's cock in you?"
"Let's face it. If you tell him not to, it doesn't matter how little I wear, Matt isn't going to let me fuck him."
"Of course not," my wife answered with a small smile, knowing that Janise was exactly correct.
"So I'll shorten my top and skirt on one condition. Any time any of the men see bare pussy or tits, they have to expose their cock. And if they have a hardon, and there's an exposed pussy bent over in front of them, they have to push into it, no matter who's it is."
"I don't see how that's any better," my wife answered.
"Easy. All the guys have to do is NOT get turned on," Janise said with a grin. "The rest of the rules all stand."
"And if I don't want someone else poking me?"
"Just don't bend over!" Janise said with a grin in answer to my wife's frowning question. "But don't blame me if your husband gets a boner and fucks my hot little pussy. I don't think he can help but get turned on if I'm doing this," she added as she turned around, pulled her skirt up over her ass so she was completely bare and wiggled her ass cheeks, her fat pussy lips pushing out at me. Hell how was I supposed to NOT get turned on by that view?
"MATT!" my wife said after a few seconds.
"What?" I asked, ripping my eyes from Janise's pussy to look at my wife.
"Really?" ,my wife asked sharply.
"Really what?" I asked, not at all sure what she was referring to.
"Look down!" she snapped.
I looked down and saw that the front of my shorts were indeed tented out with a hardon. "Oh."
"See. Told you. He wants it, baaaaaad!" Janise teased.
"Oh come on. That doesn't mean anything!" my wife snapped in retort. She stepped around the fire to Eddie, grabbed his shorts and pulled them down to his knees and then turned around, pulling her own skirt up and wiggling her ass at him. Within moments his cock, already partly hard from watching Janise wiggle her bare pussy, was at full mast and aimed right at my wife's pussy. He only had to arch his back to push his engorged head toward her pussy, spreading her lips slightly and pushing the tip of his head between her wet lips. She squealed and jumped upright, quickly walking around the fire again to step away from him, holding her skirt down over her ass. "See."
"Yep. All you gotta do is keep your man worn out and you don't have a thing to worry about," Janise said with a grin. "So how about it?"
I was shocked to hear my wife agree before walking around the fire one more time. She pulled me along toward a tree, bent over and pushed her ass out at me. "Might as well get started lover. You got a lot of fucking and squirting to do if we're going to win this thing."
I was damn glad that when we picked our site I picked one a long way from the bathrooms, back in the woods as far as it is. If we'd have picked closer to the bathrooms the traffic past our site would have most likely proven a problem. I pushed my engorged head between my wife's surprisingly wet pussy lips and felt it spread her as I pressed harder, driving myself into her several inches. I felt her lips pinch slightly on my dry shaft and pulled back, sliding in again, a little further this time before once again her lips pinched. It took half a dozen short strokes before my cock was lubricated its full length with her juices and sliding easily in and out of her exquisitely tight pussy. My wife rocked her hips in time with my strokes, tilting her pelvis with each rock and changing the sensations it was sending up my cock.
"That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck me good," she moaned softly as she held the tree, the firelight flickering on her body and her wildly swinging tits, the shirt unable to contain them.
"You enjoying this?" I grunted as I plunged into her over and over, the tingle spreading up my body from my groin.
"Fuck yeah. A whole lot more than I expected," she said breathlessly. "Fuck. Fuck I'm going to come," she moaned after a few dozen more strokes. "Oh god sweetie. You're going to make me come!"
"Me too. Soon," I grunted, holding my own climax at bay the best I could until she had come.
"Shit. Here it coooooomes!" she squealed as her whole body twitched and jerked in front of me, her pussy clenching and gripping my plunging cock.
"Shit. I'm gonna come," I grunted, trying to hold back. She pulled off my cock, her legs still trembling and squatted in front of me, pulling the front of her shirt up as high as it would go with one hand, the other stroking me frantically while aiming it at her tits. "Oh fuck," I grunted quietly as my body jerked and forced my cock toward her. I don't think she was ready for my sudden movement, since this was the first time I'd ever tried to come on her tits, and instead of aiming my cock at her tits it tilted up and the first huge shot of pent up cum lanced out at her face, splattering off her cheek and dripping down to her chest. She improved her aim and I squirted half a dozen hard shots onto her big soft tits, leaving them dripping with my cum.
"Damn you had a lot," she said with almost a giggle. "No wonder I leak so much after we have sex."
"Uh huh," I agreed breathlessly, looking down at her practically bare body, her tits dripping with my cum.
"Looks like I'm not the only one," I said as Eddie moaned loudly and started squirting all over Janise's firm round tits.
"You wanna do that?"
"What?" I asked my wife as she idly stroked my still drooling cock.
"Squirt on her tits."
"I dunno," I answered.
"Don't lie to me while I have your cock in my hand. I can tell by the way it's already starting to harden that you do."
"I'm not sure that it's exactly appropriate," I answered. "I mean, isn't that cheating?"
"Yeah. It is," she answered, letting go of me and standing up. She reached out and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together, smashing her cum covered tits against my chest. "Tell you what. Just make her work for it, okay?"
"You're telling me to fuck her?"
"I'm telling you that she's going to try, so just don't make it too easy for her," she said before she pressed her lips to mine in a soft sensual kiss. "In fact, make it really hard for her, but if she gets it, give it to her good!"
"You sure?"
"Yeah. I just don't want to watch. In fact, I don't even want to know. I'll just expect that she gets it once and we'll leave it at that. Okay?'
"Sure thing lover," I answered softly while I held her.
"Good. Now I got a shirt and skirt to cut down."
"Yours?"
"Oh hell no. This is more than short enough. But I'm going to make damn sure that hers shows enough that she might as well be naked," she said with a giggle. "I told her it was gonna cost her."
"You did," I answered as I let go of her and let her pull me by the hand back toward the fire. I sat down in a chair while my wife requested Janise's clothes, leaving her standing completely nude in front of the fire while she went into the tent to shorten them. Janise walked over and stood in front of me.
"You know the rules. You can see my pussy so you gotta show off your cock. Why don't we just pull those right down," she said as she bent over and tugged on my shorts.
"Really?"
"Oh yeah. What's the point in sitting on your lap if I can't feel your cock?"
"It's not hard," I said with a shrug, lifting myself off the seat far enough for her to pull my shorts to my knees.
"Don't worry about that. I'm sure I can fix that," she giggled as she turned around and sat down on me, reaching between her legs to press my flagging cock against her wet pussy.
"Here you go," my wife said, stepping out of the tent and seeing her sitting on my lap. She walked over and held out the clothes to her, making no move to extricate her off my lap.
"If you don't mind. I think I'll just sit here a few more minutes," she said with a grin, wiggling her ass on my cock.
"That's fine," she said evenly, pulling one of the chairs around across the fire from us and sitting down. She spread her legs slightly, letting us see her pussy, and then pushed her shirt up over her tits again. She sat and slowly teased her nipples, making them grow harder, while her other hand slowly stroked her wet pussy lips. She had to know what effect that was going to have on me. Within moments I could feel my cock start to harden. No matter how hard I tried to NOT get hard, watching my wife sitting across from us, teasing herself, had my shaft growing by the moment.
My hard cock pressed up against Janise's pussy lips as she gently wiggled on my lap, her eyes staring at my wife almost as much as I was. I felt her hand slip down between her legs and pull me tighter against her pussy, working my shaft between her lips until her clit was pressed against me.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," she breathed softly as she started to grind herself on me, my cock spreading her fat lips apart. She slid forward, pressing me up between her lips, using her fingers to force me up into her farther. I could feel her lean forward and my cock press up into her tunnel entrance. Sensing just how close things were, my wife grinned at me and stood up, stepping around the fire.
"I think I need to go to the bathroom, and I'd really appreciate my husband walking me there," my wife said as she stood next to me.
"Ohhhh fuck. Now?" Janise squeaked as she tried to push back against me and force my cock up into her.
"Oh yeah. Definitely now," my wife answered, reaching down and coaxing Janise to stand up off my lap. I felt my cock spring up and point into the air as Janise stood up, my shaft covered in her juices. "Come on dear. Maybe along the way we'll see what we can do about that too," she added, reaching down to take my hand. I stood up and pulled my shorts up. "Oh don't pull them all the way up. I'd kinda like to see that swinging around while you walk," she said with a grin, reaching down and stopping me from pulling them all the way up. Without another word she led me out of the campsite into the dark and down the long paved road toward the bathrooms almost a quarter mile away.
"You really want me walking like this?" I whispered.
"Only for a few minutes," she said as she led me off the road into a vacant campsite. She turned herself around, pushed the short little skirt down her legs and sat on the end of the picnic table. She lifted her legs in the air, grabbing at her knees and pulling them back and apart for me. "Only until I could get you this far and let you fuck me again. Damn I'm horny!"



"So you teased us intending to leave her hanging?" I asked as I stepped between her now spread legs, her hands pushing my shorts down until they slid to my ankles.
"Oh yeah," she said in a half moan as I pressed my engorged cockhead into her pussy. "Ohhh lover. Drive it in deep. I wanna feel all of you inside me."
"With pleasure," I answered, sliding my cock in and out of her. She lay back on the table and her big tits bounced and rolled on her chest as I drove into her over and over, my mushroom head caressing her tunnel and her soft velvety insides caressing my shaft in all the perfect places. "Shit. This isn't going to last long," I grunted as I could already feel that familiar tingle spreading quickly through my body.
"Me either. God damn I'm so fucking turned on!" my wife moaned as she lay on the table, her hips trying to rock in time with my strokes. With each stroke into her she arched her back to force her clit down onto my stroking shaft, helping push her quickly building climax forward.
"You liked watching her tease herself on me?" I asked in a grunt as I continued to plunge into her over and over.
"Uh huh. I did. She wanted you so fucking bad. She was so close to stuffing your cock into her pussy," my wife moaned. "God it was turning me on so bad watching her getting so fucking horny on your cock."
"She almost did," I answered, feeling my cock straining to release the load of cum that was surging forward. "God I'm gonna come. You want it on your tits?"
"No, but I'm supposed to," she moaned, her legs trembling. "OH god I'm coming!" she cried softly as her whole body jerked and her pussy clamped hard around my cock, almost as if a hand were squeezing me.
I pulled back and let my cock slip from her and push up her wet lips, sticking into the air as my body jerked and a gush of creamy white cum lanced up through the air, only the light from the moon illuminating it as it landed across her body, splattering her from her tits to her stomach. Over and over I jerked, pumping a surprising amount of cream onto her, until I stood panting, my cock drooling onto her matted curls.
"God you came hard," she cooed softly as she reached down and gently stroked my softening cock.
"Yeah. Guess I was a little turned on too."
"More than a little, lover," she said as she pushed herself up. She gently pushed me back, picked up the skirt to step into and then once it was in place again, got her shirt to once again lay over her nipples and cover them. "Okay. Now I really gotta go pee."
"Could just use a tree," I joked, knowing that while she could, she rarely did go outside if she could avoid it.
"Yeah. It's not like I have all that much in the way, is it?" she asked as she took my hand. She pulled me over to the grassy spot at the edge of the camp site we were standing in and squatted down, peeing in the grass. "You know. We could be really bad."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. What do you think she'd do if we came back naked and said we walked all the way back from the bathroom naked? Think she'd do it too?"
"Without a doubt," I chuckled.
"Good," she answered, reaching for my shorts and pulling them back down again. Once she had me naked she stripped off her shirt and skirt. "I didn't want to wear these to bed anyway," she giggled. "God I feel so fucking naughty being naked out here like this. I mean anyone could see us."
"Yeah. They could," I agreed with a chuckle.
"Come on," she coaxed, taking my hand and pulling me along toward our own camp site again.
"All better?" Janise asked as we walked into the camp.
"Oh yeah. Was even better walking back naked past all those other camp sites! We were so horny we had to stop and fuck in an empty camp site," my wife answered.
"You really did that?" Janise asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. You should try it. But you're probably too scared to do anything like that. Not that your shirt really covers much anymore anyway," my wife chided her.
"Seriously? You walked back naked?"
"Yep," my wife answered Janise smugly.
"Hell, if you can we can too! Come on Eddie!" Janise said, grabbing her boyfriend's hand and practically dragging him out of camp.
"Come on lover. Bed time," my wife said with a grin, reaching for my hand and gently pulling me toward the tent.
*****
I've always been an early riser. By six thirty I was fully awake and lying next to my naked wife with my typical morning woody. As much as I would have liked to just slip it between her legs and coax her toward some morning sex, i decided instead to go start some coffee. I carefully climbed over her, trying not to wake her, and picked up my shorts and shoes. I stepped through the hanging partition that separated the rooms and gingerly stepped over the corner of the air mattress that John and his wife were lying on, quietly unzipping the door and slipping out.
I stretched, pulled on my shorts and shoes and then walked to the fire to stir the coals and see if I could bring the fire back to life. Within minutes I had the fire happily crackling away. I walked to the cook box, found the old style percolator, filled it with water and coffee and set it on the fire to heat.
"Morning," I heard Amanda whisper as she walked from the tent to where I was now sitting in one of the chairs. She had on her skirt and crop top, revealing plenty of skin and even a glimpse of her pussy as she walked toward me.
"Morning," I whispered back.
"Coffee ready?"
"Not yet. Just put it on."
"So we have a few minutes to kill?"
"Uh huh."
"Good. I gotta pee," she said quietly, stopping right in front of me and pulling her shirt off. She dropped it into my lap and then slid the skirt down, leaving her naked. With a wicked little grin she stepped to the grassy area just on the edge of camp, squatted down facing me, and spread her knees wide, exposing her pussy completely. I watched as she peed on the grass and then continued to squat, her fingers pulling her pussy lips apart and teasing between them. Her inner lips protruded much more than Janise's did, and looked sopping wet as she teased her fingers between her lips. Finally after several minutes she walked over by the fire, moved one of the chairs and bent over, using the chair as a support as she pushed her now bare ass out at me. "I think you have a hardon, and I have an exposed pussy. Now what do you suppose the rules say about that?"
"Damn," I muttered quietly as she moved her feet to spread her legs farther. "Didn't expect this from you."
"Didn't expect to see Janise almost fucking you last night. So we better hurry before everyone else wakes up."
"You really want me to do this?"
"Hell yeah. After I saw it in the hotel last month I knew I wanted to see if it felt as good as it looks."
I stood up, my shorts tented out obscenely from my hardon. "I guess that is the rule," I whispered as I stepped behind her and pushed the front of my shorts down. Without using my hands, I aimed my engorged head at her wet lips and pressed hard enough to spread her lips. I pushed more, with her pushing her ass back at me, trying to spread her tunnel entrance enough to slide into her.
"Oh god you're big," she whispered as my head finally opened her and slipped into her velvety hot tunnel. I held my cock inside her, letting her body slowly expand to accept the fat intruder, pushing forward more only when she started pushing back at me. I grabbed her thin hips and began to slowly push in and out in short choppy strokes, working more and more of me into her as I became lubricated with her juices. Before too many strokes I was sliding almost my whole length into her, my head hitting the end of her tunnel with each stroke. "Oh god oh god," she moaned softly, trying to stay quiet as I stood behind her, stuffing my fat cock into her.
"Damn you're tight," I grunted as my body inched its way closer to coming with each stroke.
"Oh fuck," she whispered as I banged into her over and over, her tunnel now taking my full length, my thighs slapping lightly against her tight little ass. "Oh fuck I'm going to come."
"Not far behind," I grunted as she started to quiver in front of me. Her legs and arms trembled as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me, her teeth biting the back of the camp chair to keep herself quiet. "Better hurry," I grunted as she came around me, my own climax racing toward completion almost faster than I could hold at bay.
She suddenly stood, pulling off of me and spinning around. She dropped into the chair in front of us, lifting and spreading her legs to wrap around me, her hands reaching for my cock. It only took a few strokes with both her hands wrapped around my fat shaft and I was shooting all over her, my cum lying in long lines from her neck to her belly button. She continued to milk me, pulling my softening shaft and squeezing my cum to drip out onto her stomach and pussy.
"God that was... well, it just was," she whispered.
"Uh huh," I answered, stepping back now that my cock had softened. I stepped out of my shorts and sat down in a chair next to hers while she idly stroked her fingers through my cum, rubbing it in with her finger tips like lotion.
"I wonder if we woke anyone up?" she asked in a whisper.
"You did," I heard my wife answer from the tent. "You two done so I can come out now?"
"Um. Yeah. Sure, lover," I answered, suddenly feeling guilty for fucking Amanda.
My wife stepped out of the tent wearing only the little skirt and crop top, zipping the door closed behind her. "They'll be a while," she said shaking her head as she turned and walked toward us. I could practically feel my cock trying to harden as I watched her tits swing and bounce under the brief little shirt with each step, and then fall out and hang down, swinging tantalizingly while she bent over to pour a cup of now done coffee. "So. You two have fun?"
"Sorry," Amanda said meekly.
"Nothing to be sorry for. Those were the rules and I have no doubt that my husband's cock was quite hard. It always is this time of morning."
"It was that," Amanda admitted quietly. "For a few seconds I wondered if I'd get it in me at all."
"He is fairly large," my wife agreed as she dropped into a chair next to me. "Don't worry lover. I'm not holding it against you," she said as she looked over at my worried face. "But let's see if we can keep this sort of thing to a minimum?"
"Sure. Sorry lover."
"Nothing to be sorry for. We all took the dare, she was willing to stand out here naked to get it, I guess it's fair," she answered me, responding a WHOLE lot better than I would have expected.
"That's an admirable attitude," Janise said as she stepped out of the tent, her now shortened micro skirt and crop top leaving almost nothing to the imagination. The top came down only to the top of her nipples, each one poking out under the shirt in full view. The shortened skirt allowed me to see her completely shaved pussy lips and part of her mound, not even extending down far enough to reach the juncture of her legs. "I hope you still hold that one when I try and get it in me later."
"Well, that was part of the dare, right? You make him hard without fondling him, bare your pussy and he has to fuck you? Of course, you have to find him hard to get it, and I don't plan on letting that happen."
"Is it just me you have something against?" Janise asked my wife as she plopped down in the last chair that was still sitting by the fire after the previous night.
"Honestly? I'm not particularly comfortable with anyone using his tool, but in your case, you're just too damn anxious to make it happen."
"So it's because I find it attractive and exciting and want to feel it in me that you don't want me to do it?"
"Something like that. Not to mention of course that you're single. Those two combine to make my wifey senses tingle like crazy and throw up all sorts of warning signs," my wife answered.
"So if I was married you wouldn't care?"
"Sure I would," my wife answered her. "But I'm less likely to worry about a married woman stealing him away than I am a single woman. And trust me I DO NOT want anyone swiping him!"
"Well, you don't have anything to worry about. It's pretty obvious he only has eyes for you," Janise said with a giggle. "Fine. I'll give you some room. But if I get the chance, you know I'm going to take it."
"If you get the chance," my wife answered, reaching over into my lap and squeezing my half hard cock.
It wasn't much later and the three of the ladies were gathered around the fire, squatting with their backs to the road and their spread knees facing us, cooking breakfast. It wasn't even half done and my wife excused herself to step over and sit on my now hard cock before either of the others could lay claim to it. She bounced herself slowly up and down my shaft for long minutes, teasing me and feeling me grow fatter and harder inside her pussy as she levered herself up and down off my lap. "Oh yeah," she moaned softly as she worked her pussy up and down my shaft. "You ready to come yet baby?" she cooed softly as she continued rocking her ass up and down, her body bent at the waist so she could use her hands on the arms of the chair and her legs to keep her pussy sliding up and down my shaft.
"Getting damn close," I grunted, wondering if she was going to pull off or wait for me to flood her pussy. Pull off she did. Moments before I couldn't hold back any longer she pulled off of me, knelt in front of me with her shirt pulled up, and grabbed my cock with both hands. "Ohhhhh fuck," I groaned as she aimed my engorged head at her sexy tits and stroked me frantically.
"Oh yeah. There you go, lover," she cooed breathlessly as she pumped my cock toward her tits, shot after shot of cum splattering on them. She continued to stroke and milk my cock until all of my cum had subsided, even the drooling remnants that seemed to ooze until I was fully soft. She grinned at me and pulled the shirt down over her tits before standing up. Only after she stood did she realize that a guy was standing at the road, watching her jack me off all over her tits. "Oh god," she mumbled as she blushed red in embarrassment, turning away and walking off into the woods behind the camp site.
The guy staring gave me a sheepish grin and then walked away, probably wondering about the whole lot of us.
By the time breakfast was over and cleaned up, Janise had managed to coax Eddie into doing her again, after which he retired back to the tent to lie down again while she was currently busy riding on John. I could see my wife was not happy with the way things were going, so I suggested we go take a swim in the lake. Our site was close to the water, just up the hill from a small rock lined cove and the almost bath water warm water. She agreed and we got up to head down. Amanda decided to tag along as well, the three of us making our way down the steep hillside toward the shoreline.
I wasn't overly surprised to see we were the only ones in the cove, particularly since I frequently fished this lake and knew there was a sandy beach just around the other side of the point that most campers went to instead of this rocky shoreline.
"You know. You're pretty damn lucky," Amanda blurted to my wife, standing up again after we waded into the water. Her thin white cutoff shirt was soaked and virtually translucent. Not that I hadn't already seen her tits bare, but somehow seeing them like this, the water streaming from the shirt, the bottom half of her tits exposed and the wet material lying across the tops of her nipples so that they were peeking at me from under the soggy material.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I mean getting that cock all the time? I wish John was half that big," she said, making me feel conspicuous as I stood chest deep in the lake with my cock tenting the front of my shorts out once again.
"Well, it's not like it's porn star big or anything," my wife answered her. "But he knows damn well how to use it."
"I learned that this morning. I'm not sure John really cared for what I did though."
"He should talk. Isn't he up there right now getting fucked by Janise?"
"Yeah. He is," she said with a shrug.
"So what's the problem?" my wife asked her.
"I don't know. I guess I just felt like I shouldn't have."
My wife waded over to where I was standing, the water lapping around her chest and floating the shirt up over her big tits. She grinned at me and reached out to push my shorts down. "Someone's hard," she said quietly.
"I know what to do about that," I grinned, reaching down and pulling the skirt up so I could finger her pussy.
"I bet you could. My pussy's all rinsed off nice and clean, there's a little spot of sand over there," she said, pointing past me toward the back of the cove. "I'd love to have you licking my hot pussy. You know how much I love coming on your face."
"Yeah I do," I answered with a smile, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her against me, my hard cock pressing down between her legs.
"Why don't you take those off," she whispered as she held me against her.
"What?"
"Your shorts. Take 'em off," she whispered again.
"Sure," I answered, already thinking about licking her sweet pussy. She stepped back and let me pull the shorts off, leaving me in nothing but my now soaked sneakers. She took my hand and started wading toward the small sandy spot on the shore, calling over her shoulder for Amanda to follow.
I didn't know what she had in mind, but I was horny as hell again and more than happy to use some of that sexual excitement on her pussy. Sand was a bit of an overstatement for what the rock less patch was. It was more like coarse ground rock, but not overly uncomfortable as I lay down with my feet in the water and most of my body on the shore. Tiff stepped over my head and squatted down, bringing her curly brown bush and wet pussy within inches of my face. "Now it's your turn to make ME come!" she said with a grin. Then louder she added, "And if Amanda just happens to ride your cock in the meantime, I'm not going to complain."
"Oh damn!" I managed to just get out before she pressed her pussy to my mouth, muffling the rest of my surprised response. I'd always fantasized about doing a three way. Even talked to her about it once, to a rather chilly reception. So having her encourage one was not only a fantasy come true, but one hell of a turn on! I dipped my tongue between her lips and tasted lake water for the first few slow licks before her own juices started to take over. I stroked the way she loved it, sliding my tongue the length of her slit, finding her clit and then teasing it for long seconds before stroking again. I only got half a dozen strokes in when I felt a hand wrap around my shaft.
My cock was tilted up, pointing it toward the sky instead of my wife's sexy ass, my engorged head quickly engulfed by a hot wetness that could only be pussy lips. The pressure increased and then I was in, her wet soft tunnel sliding down my shaft as I tried to concentrate on flicking and circling my wife's clit.
"Ohmygod he's big," I heard Amanda moan as she started to bounce up and down my shaft, working more and more of my length into her with each stroke.
"He has a really good tongue too," my wife moaned as I worked her clit after another long wet stroke. Up and down Amanda went, riding my hard shaft while I focused on my wife, wanting to make sure that she got everything she desired from this, since I was getting so much myself.
"Oh god yes. Gonna come so soon," my wife breathed as she started rocking her hips, grinding her pussy into my chin while I concentrated on her clit. "Soooooo fucking good."
"You can say that again," Amanda gasped as she rode up and down, her incredibly tight tunnel sending sparks and jolts from my dick through my whole body. Up and down her pussy plunged, a wet squish accompanying each stroke until her bare ass slapped lightly against my body. I reached up and captured my wife's tits, lifting and cupping them while playing with her nipples, my fingers rubbing her nipples in time with the flicks of my tongue on her clit.



"I'm gonna come," I grunted in warning into my wife's pussy, which probably came out like a grumbling mumble. I curled my toes and tried to hold back the inevitable as my wife's pussy leaked juices around me and her body shuddered. Suddenly I bucked and jammed my cock deep up into Amanda as she dropped down on me again, a huge surge of cum lancing up into her pussy as she cried out in surprise.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," my wife moaned as she continued to grind her pussy into my chin, her juices leaking down my face and dripping to the ground.
"SHIT!" Amanda cried as she felt me spurting deep into her, her body jamming down on me and her pussy spasming around my shaft as she too climaxed.
I groaned again into my wife's pussy as Amanda continued to bounce on my shooting cock, my wife practically smothering me as she ground her pussy on my chin in her own climax. "Ohhhhhh fuck fuck fuck," my wife moaned as she shuddered above me, my fingers pulling and pinching her nipples to help extend her climax as long as possible. I heard Amanda squeal and pull off of my still twitching cock, but was unable to see what the problem was.
"Oh fuck!" my wife said breathlessly, lifting off of me and pulling her arms to cover her tits as she practically ran to a bush only a few feet away, crouching behind it to clearly hide.
I looked around and quickly saw the problem, a bass boat that had entered the cove, the couple in the boat staring at us, not fishing as they floated a few dozen yards away. I covered my softening cock and got up, quickly wading into the water and squatting down. Amanda had made it deep enough into the water to sit and have it up to her neck, covering her tits with her arms in the clear water.
"Really?" the lady in the boat finally asked. "Can't find someplace more private?"
"It was private, until you came," I answered her.
"Come on, Don," she said curtly to her husband, encouraging him to stop staring at the bush my wife was hiding behind and turn the boat back toward the main lake.
"Yeah, sure," he answered reluctantly, using the trolling motor to turn the boat and head it back out of the bay.
"I guess I shouldn't have taken everything off," Amanda said quietly after the boat was out of the bay, turning to walk to the shore where her little skirt and shirt lay.
"Don't feel bad. I felt as naked as you were even though I still had the shirt and skirt on. It really didn't cover all that much." My wife said as she came out from behind the bush.
"Yeah. At least it covered something," she answered my wife with a girlish giggle. "Spoiled one hell of a good climax too."
"Yeah. It did that," my wife agreed. "We'll just have to get a little more later."
"You didn't mind me using his cock?" Amanda asked curiously.
"A little, but hell, I'm getting used to it. Now Janise, that's another issue. I'd just as soon not have her playing pole dancer on his cock."
"Why?" I asked, not at all understanding her hesitation with one and not the other.
"Simple. She's married. She's not a threat. Janise...well, she's a threat. I'd rather not lose you to an unmarried nympho. And if you don't think she is, just look at what the dares have all been! Somehow they've all been about sex."
"You didn't complain at the hotel."
"It was just you and me touching each other there. This is...well, different. I haven't let either of them fuck me yet either. Not really all that interested in having that happen, are you?"
"I'm gonna say no, but I do so realizing that I'm using a double standard after today."
"Yah. There's that," my wife answered. "For now though, let's just have a little fun and not think about it," she said, tossing me my shorts and then wading into the water.
We spent the next couple hours swimming and floating in the water. The other three had long since joined us and Janise made it a point to frequently swim close enough to me to play with my cock under water, pulling it out and pushing my shorts down at every opportunity.
"I gotta go up and start breaking down camp," I said a little before noon. "You all can keep on swimming. We don't have to head out until after lunch."
"Okay lover," my wife answered from where she was lying back, on a noodle, floating in the warm water, her tits floating like two snow covered islands.
I pulled my shorts up and headed up to camp to begin the process of packing the camp gear. My first stop was the tent, stripping off my sopping wet shorts before ducking in to start the mattresses deflating. I was almost done rolling the sleeping bag on our flattening air mattress, working on my hands and knees when I felt an arm circle around me, grasping my half hard cock.
"I don't think you're getting away this time," Janise said from behind me. "You can just roll me over and fuck my brains out any time you want."
"Who says I want?" I asked her as she rolled over onto her back, pushing the little skirt down and off her legs while she lay on her back next to me.
"You don't want to? You don't find me sexy?"
"I didn't say that. But my wife has a valid point. You're single and she sees that as a threat."
"You think that you're that good that you'll steal me away from Eddie?"
"No. I think SHE thinks I'm that good that you'll want to steal me away from her," I answered her as she swung one leg high in the air and around me, spreading her legs in front of me.
"Ohhhhh now that's saying an awful lot. But don't worry. I promise, I won't let you steal me away from Eddie or steal you away from your wife. I just wanna feel that sexy looking cock driving into me. Is that wrong?" she asked as she stroked her wet pussy in front of me. "Now how about you just push that cock into me."
"That's the way you want it?"
"Oh yeah. I've been wanting to try you on for size for a month," she answered with a soft laugh. "Never have I had so much trouble getting a guy to fuck me!"
"Still gonna have trouble," I heard my wife say from behind me.
"Tiffany! I was just trying to get your husband to finally let me try his sexy cock on for size."
"I know. I also know that he has tried to avoid that, at my request," my wife said as she stepped into the tent.
"Well, if you're worried about it, you can join us," Janice said with a smile. "I don't mind at all."
"I'm not sure I'm comfortable with that," my wife answered Janice.
"Oh come on. You did it with Amanda. Why not me?"
"You really want him to fuck you that bad?" my wife asked. "Fine," she added, as she bent over from behind me and lay her cheek against mine. "Go for it lover. Fuck her. Show her what she'll be missing because this is a one-time thing. Unless she's attached, I don't have any plans on letting this happen again."
"What? Only once?" Janise asked in surprise.
"Yep. Just one time," she said as she stood back up. "I'll be down at the lake when you get done," she added as she walked out of the tent.
"Did she really mean that?"
"What, that this is once? Yeah," I answered.
"Really? Seems a bit closed minded."
"Maybe, maybe not. Either way, she's my wife and I'll do my best to not go against her wishes. I've done that once today already, and I got lucky. I don't plan on pushing my luck."
"Well. She did say we could do it once. So bring it here stud!" she said reaching for my somewhat softened cock. I rolled my eyes as she pulled me toward her, using my half hard cock as a handle, her heels hooking against my ass. She pulled me down onto her, aiming my head toward one of her big firm tits with one hand while she stroked my cock with the other. "You've been staring at my tits every chance you've gotten since I met you. Why don't you suck on them and enjoy what you've been longing for."
I opened my mouth and leaned the last few inches down toward her breast and closed my lips around her already hard nipple. I swirled my tongue around her nipple, teasing not only the hard nub but also the puckered pink areola, drawing a long gentle moan from her lips. "Ohhhhhh damn!"
I teased her nipple for long seconds before breaking my suction and moving to her other breast, her hand pushing my again hard cock down, my head splitting her fat lips and feeling the heat of her wetness. "That's it. Push it in. Push it into me baby!" she moaned as I licked her left nipple, the heat on my head prompting my hips to almost involuntarily push toward her, forcing my engorged head into her hot wet tunnel. I slipped several inches into her and then pulled back before pushing again, slipping another inch or two into her. I started to push in and out, my shaft quickly becoming lubricated and sliding easily in and out of her, her tunnel caressing my cock with each stroke.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes. Fuck me baby. Fuck me hard. Pump that cock into me hard baby!" she moaned as I plunged into her harder. She lifted her legs up and apart, my cock sliding deeper into her until my head beat a tattoo against her cervix. Each impact into her made her body bounce, her firm round tits wiggling like jello on her chest, my lips barely able to keep hold of her nipple. I gripped it with my teeth, drawing a cry of pleasure and surprise from her.
I lifted my head, stretching her nipple and letting it slide from my teeth as I continued to pound my hips into her. In and out I went, her breathing becoming more ragged as my plunging cock pushed her toward climax.
"Damn," I grunted as I looked down at her, my hips jamming my cock into her shaved pussy like a piston on an old steam engine. She rocked her hips as best she could while she pulled her knees back with her hands, spreading her wider as her legs and arms started to tremble.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna come. I'm gonna cooooome!" she cried breathlessly as her pussy clamped around my plunging cock. "Ohhhhh fuck!" she cried louder as her body twitched and shuddered. I felt the tingle spreading quickly through my body, alerting me that I was getting close to coming.
"I'm gonna come," I grunted in warning.
"Do it! Come for me!" she cried, letting go of her knees and wrapping her legs around me so I couldn't pull out. My body jerked moments later and pumped a surge of cum into her. My body jerked and shuddered, trying to flow what little remained in me into her pussy as she continued to come around my twitching cock.
It felt like half an hour that we'd been fucking before she released me and I pulled from her and flopped over on my back, but I was sure it was only a few minutes. "Jesus you can fuck a girl."
"Uh huh," I panted.
"Your wife is such a lucky fuck. Jesus," she said, trying to catch her breath as well.
"Uh huh," I agreed.
"Just once? You sure?"
"Uh huh," I answered.
"Too bad," she answered.
"Uh huh," I answered her.
We lay there for several minutes and then she sat up, found her skirt and pulled it on, covering as much as she could with the way too short slip of material. "Thanks, stud," she said with a grin before ducking out the door. I lay for several more minutes before I reached out the tent door and got my shorts, pulling them into place before I went back to packing the gear in the tent.
With most of the camp packed I laid out lunch on the picnic table and then called down the hill for everyone to come up for lunch. The white t-shirt tops didn't do much to hide the tits under them and by the time lunch was done I was once again hard, but I ignored it and got Eddie and John to help me drop and pack the tent. It only took another half hour to pack the rest of camp and get ready to head out. My wife sat next to me in the front and John and Amanda sat in the back seat for the ride home. I didn't need a mirror to know that John had his hand between his wife's legs most of the way home, clearly turned on by how exposed his wife was riding down the highway. I guess I would have done the same thing if I could have reached, my wife's tits bouncing with each bump, the shirt riding up every few bumps to expose her nipples.
"You want to go again?" I asked my wife after we got home and had all the gear unloaded into the shed, John and Amanda driving off in their own car.
"I'd think you were worn out."
"A bit, but damn that outfit turns me on."
"Well, I'm good for now, but how about I keep this for another time?"
"Any time you want lover," I answered with a grin as we walked to the back door and put a close on the event.
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Late October always meant a school Halloween dance. I went to one my first year, and never went again. I wouldn't say I had a bad time, but I didn't have a good time. I was, for all practical purposes, invisible to the girls. Maybe that was due to my costume, but whatever the reason, I marked dances off my list of fun activities. For this reason, I declined Shelly's invitation to the dance three times before she finally prevailed and convinced me to take her to the dance. Just to be sure I had "a bitching time" as she put it, she would take care of my costume. All I had to do was pick her up and bring her to the dance. She assured me that I would be guaranteed to have a mondo rad time.
The next week I picked her up as requested. Her dad looked at me like I was some slimy creature, but did allow me to take his daughter, who was dressed in a floor-length white, well, dress wouldn't quite be right. More like a bed sheet wrapped around her body.
She followed me out to the car carrying a paper bag and a small purse. I helped her in the car and then climbed in myself, Shelly having already scooted over to sit in the middle next to me. "Okay. Find a quiet place to change," she said with a grin as we pulled away from the curb.
"Really?"
"Uh huh," she said. "You're gonna have to get naked to put your costume on, so unless you wanna flash the world."
"Got it," I answered her. It was already dark when we pulled into the K-mart parking lot. I pulled off into a quiet corner and turned off the car. "So?"
"So. Get naked," she said, sliding over on the seat to give me room.
"Not even going to tell me what my costume is?"
"Nope. Not until you're naked. But if it helps, I'm changing too," she said as she pulled the bed sheet looking thing off over her head. She tossed it into the back seat, leaving only her bra and little white panties on, well at least for the moment. "Come on. Hurry up!" she said with a sexy grin as she reached behind her and pulled her bra off, tossing it into the back as well. She skimmed her panties off, sitting naked on the seat near me, her legs spread, my cock quickly getting hard.
"I know what to do with this." I said, leaning toward her, intending to suck one of her nipples.
"Uh uh. Not yet. I have better plans than this. Now strip baby."
I shrugged and quickly pulled everything off, leaving it all laying on the floor in the front seat. "These too!" she said, reaching to snap the elastic waistband of my briefs. Only after I was naked, my rock hard dick poking in the air, did she pull my costume from the paper bag. "Here you go baby!" she said, handing me what looked like a thin white dress. "I see that look. It's not a dress. It's a toga. I have one too!" she said, pulling a second almost identical one from the bag.
She helped me put it on, my bare dick still sticking up in the air from under the skirt. With a grin, she gave it a few strokes and then put her own on, leaving as much of her showing as was on me. She twisted on the seat, hanging one leg over the back of the front seat and propping her other foot on the dash board. She reached into the bag and pulled out a condom and ripped the package open. "Okay baby. Come and screw me."
"With pleasure, but I don't know why I couldn't do it with you naked."
"Method in my madness," she said, reaching her hands out as I crawled over the top of her. She rolled the condom down my long, hard dick and then guided me to her waiting and already wet pussy. "Ohhhh yeah baby! That's it. Give it to me!" she moaned as I pushed into her incredibly soft hot tunnel. I much preferred sliding into her without the rubber, but even with it I could feel the heat of her tunnel flowing into me as I started stroking in and out of her. She pulled the top of her toga off her shoulder, letting it slide down her arm and exposing both breasts. I had my hands full holding myself up over her in the cramped confines of the front seat, so she moved her own hands to her tits and began to gently massage and pull her nipples while I pushed in and out of her. My crowned head teased and stroked her tunnel while it tried to grip and hold me back. It felt like the longer I stroked the tighter she got, her moans growing louder by the moment in the car.
Her hips rocked in time with my strokes, her clit sliding down the top of my shaft as I plunged into her, my pace quickening as I drew closer and closer to my own climax.
"YES!" she cried loudly as her body jerked, her tunnel spasming and gripping my sliding cock. "Ohhhhhh damn yes!" she moaned as I continued to plunge into her. She pulled her legs back farther, my thighs now slapping her ass, wet with her cum, as I pounded into her.
"Here it comes." I grunted, knowing I was moments from climaxing in her.
"Yes. Do it! DO IT!" she cried as my body bucked and jammed my dick into her. I felt my cum surge out, trapped from her by the rubber, but my body didn't really care at that point. Over and over my body bucked, filling the little rubber sleeve with my cum.
"OH, damn yes." I groaned, pulling from her before I could soften much, not wanting to leave the huge load of cum inside her if I slipped out of the rubber.
I flopped back on the seat and eased the rubber off, trying to keep as much cum in it and off my car seat as I could. I rolled the window down and tossed the used condom out the window.
"Wow! I so love how that feels," Shelly moaned softly, still leaned back and teasing her tits.
"Yeah. I agree. You feel fantastic around me."
"Good. Think you can tell me from someone else?"
"Damn, I don't know why not." I answered her.
"Good. Because we owe the girls on the volleyball team. So we're gonna play a little game. I'm not the only one dressed like this. Some of the girls from the team are wearing the exact same costume. The game, is for us to tease you hard, then find a place to let you screw us. At the end of the night you have to tell me how many times it was me and how many times it wasn't."
"Oh geez. I don't know if I can do it that many times!"
"That's okay. If you can't, you can't."
"So what are you going to be doing while they're playing with me?"
"Oh that's easy. I'm going to be keeping their boyfriends busy. We're going to change places for a little while."
"So, they'll be screwing you?"
"Does that bother you?" she asked with a serious look.
"Yeah, sorta does." I said with a shrug.
"Awww... That's sweet," she said with a smile. "But you do know I've been with other guys, right?"
"Well, yeah."
"So, if I'm with other guys now, that's a problem?"
"Guess I'm just used to only having one girl at a time."
"Baby, you better get over that part right now, cuz tonight you're going to get a sampler platter. The only question is, can you tell me from another? But I'll do this. I promise not to let anyone else in me tonight. How's that? But you gotta promise to screw me good every time I come up."
"How am I supposed to know it's you?"
"In that case, you better do all of us real good!" she said with a giggle, leaning over and giving me a soft sweet kiss. "Now let's go to the party, unless you wanna go again?"
"I wouldn't mind, but since you went to so much trouble," I answered with a grin.
"One more thing. Not all of these girls are up with doing it. So, you can return in kind. If they kiss, you can kiss, if they feel you up, you can feel her up, if she suggests you find a place to go do it...well, have fun."
"Sounds like I'm gonna be showing a lot in this thing." I answered with a frown.
"Uh uh. If they get you hard, they have to provide a way to get you off. They can't leave you hard and walk off. They could tease you and then come get me... but then what fun would that be for you? Oh yeah. One more thing. They're all going to claim to be me. You're not supposed to know who any of them are. All you need to know is that they all agreed and they're all dressed like me."
"I guess it's cool," I answered with a shrug, not all that bothered by the thought of a bunch of the girls from the volleyball team trying to get me excited. Most of them were pretty damn good looking. Yeah, I know it's a double standard to not want her to screw other guys while I'm potentially screwing other girls, but to be honest, I doubted that I was going to get a chance to really screw anyone at the school. That didn't stop me from looking forward to the attempt though.
We walked into the gym wearing our togas and face masks, feeling extremely exposed. I doubted there were many guys walking around without underwear under their costumes, but Shelly was quite insistent. If she was going bare, so was I.
We hit the dance floor to a Bee Gee's tune and were soon wiggling and dancing, her bare tits barely able to stay in her top as they bounced and shook. I had no doubt that whatever guy was going to be watching her dance was going to get an eye full sooner or later. The song ended and to my surprise Shelly disappeared to "go to the powder room", coming back a few moments later at least three inches taller and several inches skinnier.
"Hi again." The girl said with a wide grin. "That was a good dance, wasn't it?"
"Yeah. Lots of fun." I answered as we stepped onto the floor to "Shake your body down to the ground". She shook and wiggled to the music, her smaller tits bouncing in the toga she wore, which seemed to insist on slipping down her shoulder every few seconds. I couldn't help but think that if it made it over her shoulder I'd have an eye full of titty. Unfortunately the song ended too soon, well sort of. I hadn't realized just how much my hard-on would show through the toga and watching her wiggle had definitely gotten my motor running.
"I think I need a drink of water," she said, reaching for my hand and pulling me off the dance floor. We went into the hall where the drinking fountain was, and then after a quick drink, she pulled me down the hall away from the gym. It didn't take long for us to disappear up a staircase and onto the second floor. She pulled me into a doorway so we weren't standing in the middle of the hallway, and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling my face to hers.
"Damn, damn, damn," she muttered as she kissed me urgently, reaching under my toga for my hard shaft. She wrapped her hand around it and started to stroke it. "Oh baby. I can't believe this."
"Why not?"
"I didn't think she'd actually let me," she mumbled as she jerked on my shaft.
"She?"
"Oh damn. Yeah. Okay, we both know I'm not Shelly. Now take my panties off."
"Sure," I said, pushing the shoulder of her toga off, letting it slide down her body, exposing her bare tits. She dropped her arm and let the material fall all the way to the floor. I reached for her panties and pushed them down, kneeling down in front of her as I pushed them down far enough for her to step out of them. Her lips were fat and round, framed by tiny blonde curls, only the slightest bit of her inner lips showing at all. I stood back up and she pushed the shoulder of my toga off and left me standing as naked as she was while I stared at her bare body. Her tits were small enough to cup with both hands, but not so small that anyone would call her flat chested. Her nipples were rock hard and she was clearly excited. She turned herself around and bent over, pushing her ass out at me.
"I wanted to do this ever since the shower," she said softly. "But you better hurry before someone catches us."
"Um. Yeah. Sure." I answered, aiming my dick at her pussy and rubbing it up and down her lips. I teased her lips apart and lubricated my head with the juices already leaking from her pussy and then pushed my head into her. She wasn't as tight as Shelly, but she felt heavenly around my bare cock. I pushed several inches into her and then pulled back, sliding right back into her again. In and out I slid, working more and more of myself into her until my mushroom head was knocking on the end of her tunnel and her cervix.
She moaned loudly as I slid my hands up her chest from behind, cupping her little tits and squeezing her nipples between my fingers like Trina had shown me. "Ohhhh yes." The girl in front of me moaned as I pumped my shaft in and out of her slick soft pussy. I pushed in and out as she rocked her hips in time with my strokes. I left one hand on her right breast and slid my left down her body, reaching between her legs and teasing my fingers right at the juncture of her pussy lips, finding the hard nub of her clit and stroking it in small circles. "Oh my god yes! Ohhhhh damn yes," she moaned as I continued plunging into her, her body starting to tremble and shake.
I felt her first spasm grip my cock as she shuddered in front of me, her breathing coming out in little gasps as her orgasm washed over her body. I kept jamming my dick in and out of her pussy, my own excitement growing by the second.
"SHIT!" I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and unleashing a gush of hot cum into her pussy. Over and over I jerked, filling her still trembling body with my cum, panting for breath as I stood there locked in mutual climax.
"Oh damn. Ohhhhhhh damn," she moaned softly. "God you were so big in me."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I said as she pulled off of me and turned herself around to face me.
"Oh trust me, I did. Damn, am I leaking like a faucet! You really filled me up! Good thing I have panties or I'd be dripping this all across the gym."
"Yeah," I answered as she bent to pick up her panties and step into them. She pulled them up her legs and covered her already dripping pussy, the crotch of the white material clearly wet by the time she had her toga pulled back over most of her body.
"Okay. We better go now. Thank you," she whispered, leaning toward me and kissing my lips forcefully. I followed her down the hall and the stairs, the two of us sneaking back to the gym door and avoiding the teachers that were prowling the halls to prevent what we just did. She led me onto the dance floor and then after two dances, disappeared from in front of me.
The hand that slipped around my waist from behind belonged to a girl nearly as busty as Shelly. Not because I could see her, but because I could feel her tits and hard nipples pressing against my back as she slipped her hand down under my toga, wrapping around my cock. As we danced, she rubbed her tits on my back and stroked my cock, getting it to grow quickly. "Come with me," she whispered from behind me. By the time I turned around, she had her back to me, and I had little idea of who it was that was leading me across the gym. I followed along, her hand in mine, as she tugged me out of the gym and down the hall. She led me up the stairs I'd gone up before with my last "friend" and then was led down the hall. I stopped as she pushed a door open labeled "teachers' lounge".
The girl that had brought me pushed me gently through the door and then closed it as she stepped through behind me. Inside were two other white toga wearing young ladies, both tall and slender and looking very similar. The room had a worktable, a wide array of chairs to relax in, a sofa and a large, flat, wooden coffee table in front of the sofa. The two girls stood between the sofa and the coffee table looking quite nervous. "Okay girls." The one behind me said, prompting the two by the sofa to take off their togas, though one did so quite a bit more hesitantly than the other. I saw a toga fly past me toward the sofa, and while I was still looking at the two in front of me undressing, felt my toga being pushed off my shoulder to fall to the floor. The tits pressed against my back again, this time, completely bare, both arms circling around me to close around my hardening cock.
"I've been thinking about this since the showers," the girl behind me whispered as she stroked me.
"Yeah?" I asked as I looked at the two tall slender girls standing somewhat shyly by the sofa. Both were tall and thin, their tits the size of medium sized oranges, their nipples perky and erect, centered in the middle of small, maybe half dollar sized areola that looked puffed out slightly. They were clearly twin sisters, in fact, even though this whole setup was designed to keep me from knowing who was who, there was no mistaking the Olson twins.
"Oh yeah. Let's face it, you have a really damn big cock and who doesn't like fucking a big cock. Now lay on the table. I think the girls have something they want licked," she said with a giggle. "Me? I'm going to ride this fantastic prick. That is if you don't object to a hot wet pussy riding up and down your cock."
"I'd be kinda stupid to object, right?"
"Oh yeah. You'd be a real dork if you did, and from what I've been told you're not the dork you've been portrayed to be for the last few years."
"No. I'm not," I said as she let go of my dick. I moved to the table, turning around to sit on it, finally getting a look at the nude body behind me. She was completely shaved with big round tits and rock hard nipples easily as big around as my finger. The fuzzy mask over her face obscured her from her nose up, the curly red hair left me with little doubt about which of the volleyball team was about to ride me.
I lay back and she stepped to the table, straddling it with her legs as she reached for my cock. She worked her way along the table, her legs spread wide and her pussy only inches above my legs as she waddled clumsily along the table until my cock was pressing against her bare soft mound. "Damn," she swore quietly as she shifted her weight and tried to work my long shaft down between her legs. She finally lifted one foot onto the table to get enough height to work my length down between her lips. "Ohhhhhhh my god," she moaned loudly as she sank down on me, my cock slowly engulfed by her hot wet pussy. "Jesus this is sooooo fucking hard," she moaned as she shifted her foot back to the floor and started to slowly bounce herself up and down several inches, her ass slapping gently against my hips as she dropped down my shaft.
"Good or bad?" one of the twins asked.
"Sooooooo fucking good!" She moaned in response.
"Well. If we're going to do this..." The other twin said, taking a deep breath. She stepped over to me, my head at the edge of the table, and turned to face away from me. She bent at the waist and looked down at me, her face clearly nervous even with the mask blocking most of her eyes. I reached my hands for her hips and pulled her down lower, pulling her obviously wet pussy down toward my face. Her pussy lips were full and round, only a little bit of pink inner lip peaking at me from between her lips, tiny whisps of brown curls covering her mound and the upper half of her lips. Lower, down near where the entrance to her depths was, she had yet to grow hair.
"Ohhhhhhhh god damn," she groaned as I pressed my tongue up in between her fat lips, trying hard to push it slightly into her. She pulled off my face momentarily, working her feet farther apart so that her legs were spread more, also allowing my tongue to more easily spread her pussy lips. I pushed into her again and then stroked along the length of her slit, keeping my tongue as deep as I could, searching for her clit like Trina had taught me. I felt the hard little nub with the tip of my tongue and spent several seconds teasing it, making her moan softly and rock her hips slightly in time with my tongue.
"Jesus." The twin on my face moaned as I let go of her hips and reached up, finding both her tits and covering them with my hands. I squeezed her orange sized mounds in time with my licks, my hands squeezing her each time I pushed my tongue into her entrance, letting my fingers slide down her soft skin so that only her nipples and puffed areola were between my fingers and palms as I attacked her clit. "Ohhhh fuck yes, yes!" she cried loudly as I drove my tongue along her slit again and flicked across her clit. As she became more and more excited, her clit became easier to stroke and I spent more time teasing it as the redhead on my cock bounced more wildly. I wished I could see her tits as she bounced, but if I had, I probably would have fired by now.



She moaned loudly, bouncing up and down wildly on my shaft, her ass slapping wetly against my hips each time she dropped down, her climax, apparently having long since started, flowed juices out that were leaking down her ass. Her moans and cries were surprising loud as she dropped over and over down my shaft.
"GIRLS!" A much older female voice said, interrupting the strokes on my cock. I heard three girlish squeals and then the redhead on my cock pulled suddenly off and the twin on my face, pulled away, her legs trembling and shaking with the start of her climax. I looked toward the door and saw a woman in a wedding dress standing with her hands on her hips.
"Miss Wilson!?" The twin that was on my face cried as she turned to see who had just barged in on us.
"Girls. Get dressed. Now!" Miss Wilson demanded. "Hurry up!"
I started to get up and she stepped over to me, reaching up with one foot and placing a white high heel shoe on my chest and pressing me back down. "No. Not so fast Mister Boggs. You and I are going to have a little chat."
"Yes ma'am." I answered meekly, realizing that I was in really deep trouble this time.
"Come on girls. Get your butts back down to the dance before I'm forced to call your parents and tell them what you've been up to. Go on!" she said, anger leaving her voice but the sternness clearly staying. As the girls walked out she pulled her foot from my chest and walked to the door and locked it. "Now. As for you Mister Boggs. What should I do with you? Molesting three girls at once in the teachers' lounge? That could get you suspended or expelled, now couldn't it?"
"I wasn't molesting them. It was their idea," I protested, my voice at least an octave higher as her words sunk into me. Expelled? Shit I didn't want to be expelled. I was planning on college and that would ruin me.
"No? What else would you call it? Three girls and one boy naked in the lounge? Tell me what you'd call it?"
"Paying a debt?" I said hopefully, trying to push myself up again.
She stepped back toward me and placed her foot on my chest again, her wedding dress flowing around her leg. "Paying a debt? Really? Now tell me, what kind of a debt would need to be paid with sex?"
"It's kinda embarrassing." I muttered.
"And being caught in the teachers' lounge having sex isn't?" She asked, looking down at me. "So, let's see," she said as she hiked the wedding dress up her leg slightly, the fluffy multi-layer petticoat spreading as she drew it up her leg. "I've heard rumors that you were seen in the girl's locker room, having sex with another young lady," she said as she pulled the dress higher, the hem well over her knee and her white panties now visible as I lay on the table. "I've also heard that there was some rather inappropriate behavior going on. It seems there are an inordinate number of young ladies walking around in white togas, many of which seem to be part of the same volleyball team that walked in on your little tryst in the shower," she said as she pulled the dress up to her waist. "Now. If that's all true, this could be nothing more than a misunderstanding. Certainly not worth being expelled for. Right?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered nervously.
"So tell me Eddie. What makes a whole team of girls interested in having sex with someone that hasn't ever been particularly popular before this semester?"
"I don't know Miss Wilson."
"Oh. I think you do. Now just what can you do to make me forget this unfortunate incident even occurred?" she asked as she slid a hand up under the dress and stroked her white panty covered pussy. "Why don't you start by taking my panties off and showing me what you were doing to that young lady sitting on your face. Your attentions clearly had her starting what looked like a quite pleasant orgasm just as I interrupted."
"You want me to take your underwear off?" I asked, almost shocked at the request.
"Of course. No point in having it in the way while I'm sitting on your face, now is there?" She said, moving her foot from my chest and stepping next to me on the table. She stepped up onto the table, facing my feet and hiked her wedding dress high on her hips, waiting for me.
I hesitantly reached up and pulled her panties down several inches.
"Oh no no no. Eddie," she said, reaching down and pushing my hands from her panties and using that hand to pull them back up again. "Tsk tsk tsk. You're supposed to be showing me what would draw three young ladies to be naked with you at the same time. You're not doing a very good job here. If you're going to convince me that you were doing something besides molesting them you're going to have to convince me that they'd WANT to let you have sex with them. Let's try this again, shall we?"
I took a breath and then moved my hands to her ankles. I slowly slid my hands up her legs, working my fingers gently to stroke her calves and then thighs as I slid them up to her white panties. I gently let my fingers stroke around her ass, softly teasing across the damp crotch of her panties before sliding my fingers back up over her full round ass again. I hooked my fingers into the waist band of her panties and pulled them down slowly, working the satin material down to her knees. She bent over, straight legged, using one hand to keep holding the dress up and the other to hold one of my legs for balance. She lifted one foot and then the other, carefully balancing on her white high heels as she let me pull the panties off over her shoes.
"Like what you see?" she asked, staying bent over and bending her knees, lowering her now exposed pussy toward my face. Her mound and around her lips were covered with tiny blond curls, tight little ringlets of fine, creamy blonde hairs, framing her fat outer lips and her protruding inner lips. She reached between her legs, letting her fingers stroke her lips, one finger dipping between them and spreading them. "You wanna lick my pussy? Let's see if you can make me come like you did Jena. It looked like she was going to have one hell of a nice orgasm," she cooed as she lowered her pussy down toward me again.
Balancing on her heels, she spread her knees wide and let the dress flop down over my head, throwing me into partial darkness. I slid my hands to her bare ass and helped guide her pussy to my mouth, my tongue reaching up to tease her wet lips.
I could taste her tangy juices as I pressed my tongue between her lips, feeling their softness and also the heat of her excitement. With her facing my feet I had to work differently than I was used to, teasing her clit first and then working my tongue down to her opening, but she didn't seem to mind at all, moaning softly at first and then trying to rock her hips each time I stroked down between her lips.
"God you are good at that," she moaned softly, her hand reaching out for my rock hard cock. "You do have a big cock for a young man. This is certainly a man's cock, not a boy's tiny, little prick. Tell me, can you actually get this into them? I think when I was that young I'd have had a hard time getting this in me. It's so nice and fat and hard. Should I try to sit on it? Should I see if this is why those three young ladies were willing to be with you naked? Yes. I think I should," she cooed softly. I felt her hand leave my cock as I continued to lick and suck her pussy and clit. She stood up and let her dress slide down her body, stepping out of it and kicking it off onto the floor, leaving her standing completely nude above me. Her big round tits were as bare as her pussy, apparently not having anything at all on under the dress but her panties, which I'd taken off.
She turned around to face me and moved lower on my body, squatting down again over me, her hand reaching between her spread legs for my hard cock. "Yes, this is definitely not a boy's cock," she cooed softly as she rubbed my head between her sopping wet pussy lips. "You'll have to tell me if I'm still as tight as these young girls that are so eager to sit on you," she whispered as I felt my head engage into her tunnel opening. She rocked her hips slightly, wiggling my head around in her opening, but not driving herself down yet. She reached for my hands and pulled them firmly to her tits, letting me cup each large round mound, easily the size of half of a small cantaloupe, my fingers far from being able to close all the way around them.
She smiled down at me and then allowed more of her weight to press down on me as she rocked her hips, wiggling my fat head into her and then slowly envelope me. "Ohhhh yes, that is a very big cock. Such a nice fat cock to be in my hot little cunt. Is this the first time you've been fucked by an older woman? I can see it in your eyes. You love what I'm doing, don't you?" She asked as she rocked her hips while lifting and lowering, each stroke changing the sensations on my engorged shaft. Her tunnel stroked and squeezed me as she rode up and down, the velvety softness caressing my whole shaft, especially that sensitive spot under my head. Each time she slid up she rocked back, stroking that spot the length of her tunnel, and then when she came down again she rocked forward, dragging her clit along my shaft until it pressed into the base of my shaft and our pubic hairs mingled together.
"Ohhhh god." I groaned as the sensations drove me incredibly close to climax.
"You're going to come, aren't you? It's not polite to do that before your partner. You need to hold that back. I'm not ready yet. Soon, but not yet," she cooed softly.
"Okay." I grunted, trying to hold back the building tingle in my balls. I closed my eyes and tried to ignore the sensations her soft pussy was giving me, her rocking changing slightly to reduce the amount of stimulation on my cock, but apparently enhancing hers. I heard her grunt and then moan softly as she dragged her clit up and down my shaft, my hands massaging her tits as she bounced slightly faster.
"Pinch my nipples," she practically commanded me. "Gently pinch and pull on them. I'm so close. I want to come when you do," she moaned softly.
I shifted my hands and gently pulled on her nipples, trapping the hard nubs between my finger and thumb, stretching them out and squeezing them slightly.
"Oh yeah. Perfect," she moaned as she started slapping her ass down harder on me. "Fuck me Eddie. Fuck me hard! Drive that cock up into my tight little cunt! Ohhhh fuck yes, yes, yes! So close. Come with me Eddie. Come in me while I'm coming!" she coaxed.
It didn't take much to get me to go with her. Hell, I was doing everything I could to keep from going before she did, but when her pussy squeezed around me, her ass still bouncing up and down, driving her pussy down my cock over and over, it was easy to let go. My body bucked on the table below her, my feet, resting on the floor over the end of the table, allowing me to drive my cock up hard into her.
"FUCK YES!" she cried loudly, feeling my cum lance into her as I jabbed my cock up into her. She shuddered and slammed herself down on me while my body bucked under her, trying to drive my shaft up into her, even though it had nowhere else to go. I watched her whole body twitch and shudder for long seconds, feeling her pussy spasming hard around my shaft. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned loudly as she rolled her feet from under her and rested on her knees, her pussy still occasionally spasming around my yet twitching cock. She leaned forward, tilting her body down until her nipples just grazed my chest. "Well Eddie. I think it's safe to say that the girls were here by their own choice. I suppose that lets you off the hook."
"Thank you."
"Oh don't thank me yet. I may well have to have another reminder sometime, just to remember that I'm forgetting what I saw here tonight. You don't have a problem with that, do you?"
"No ma'am."
"Good. Very good. Now of course you can't tell anyone about this either, or I'd have to remember all about finding you in here with three naked girls. Just who do you think they'll believe?"
"Probably you." I answered, getting nervous again.
"Ohhhh don't get all upset. I just want you to understand that this. This little talk we've had, is just between you and me. Understand?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered.
"Good. Now let's go get dressed and then I think we should go back to the dance. Don't you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"And I don't want to catch you back up here again tonight, is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered before she nodded and pushed herself up off of me. She stepped off of me and found her panties, quickly sliding them up her legs to stem the flow of my cum from her leaking pussy.
"You know Eddie. If you play your cards right, you can probably have just about any girl you want in the school. I know you're with Shelly, and that's not a bad thing, but you might want to be careful. Her father is not known for being a nice man, and if he somehow found out that you were doing his daughter, well, let's just say it wouldn't be pretty. If you want to keep having sex with her, I'm not saying not to. But you need to be a lot more discreet than you have been tonight. Understand?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered as I pulled my toga back on, looking at her sexy body as she stepped into the dress again.
"You like how I look? I'm surprised. I'd think you just had eyes for the young girls your own age. I'm more than ten years older."
"Yes ma'am."
"Yes ma'am what?" She asked, stopping pulling her dress up.
"Yes ma'am I like how you look." I answered honestly, her big firm tits still exposed.
"Mmmmm. Now that's nice of you to say. I think we're going to get along just fine," she cooed softly as she pulled the dress up and stepped toward me, holding the strapless gown up. "Zip me?" She coaxed, turning her back to me. I pulled the zipper and then she turned to face me again. "Now. I don't want you to get the idea that you can be too familiar with me. I'm still Miss Wilson, understood?"
"Yes ma'am."
"And this is our secret, right?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Alright. As long as we understand each other. If I find out you've been running around telling the other boys about my body or what we did here, I can assure you, the results won't be pleasant, for either of us."
"Yes ma'am." I answered as she led me to the door.
"Alright. Straight downstairs!" She said sternly as she pushed me out the door, her demeanor changing from the soft feminine I had just seen to the stern teacher that had walked into the room.
I made my way down the stairs and back into the gym. It looked like things were starting to wind down with less couples still on the dance floor. I saw a small gaggle of girls in togas and headed their direction. Shelly stepped from the group and came over, reaching around me and giving me a huge hug. "You okay?" She whispered questioningly.
"Yeah," I answered.
"Jenna said she was just coming on your face when Miss Wilson caught you. She chased them out and wanted to talk to you. We all figured you were in it deep," Shelly said as the other girls gathered around us.
"Yeah. Me too. But once we talked it out she decided to let me off the hook and not turn us in." I answered.
"Yeah. We heard how she talked that over with you." The redhead said with a grin. "Shit, we could hear her coming halfway down the hall."
"Oh damn." I said, blushing.
"Hey. It's all good," Shelly said. "If that's what it took to keep everyone out of trouble, I'm proud of you for doing it. I mean hell, who wants to have sex with their teacher right?"
"Yeah, you got that," I answered, not quite ready to admit that it was pretty damn good sex. "I don't know about you guys, but I'm done for the night."
"Well, don't forget, you still owe us." Jena Olson said, stepping closer and giving me a kiss on the cheek. "I didn't get to sample that cock yet and neither did my sister."
"Trust me. I'll make sure you get to," Shelly said with a grin. "But if he has any left tonight, it's mine," she finished, looping her arm in mine. "Now. We better go get that car warmed up. It's getting colder outside and I'm not wearing anything but a little piece of bed sheet," she said as she squeezed my arm.
We walked quickly to the car, and I started it up, climbing into the back seat, waiting for the heater to push out some warm air. "I think I can warm up with a little activity. I'm so fucking horny that I'm about ready to bust," she said as she pulled the toga and the mask off, leaving her completely naked next to me.
"Let me get a rubber." I said, moving to lean over the seat.
"No. You don't have to," she said, moving to pull me back. "I hate how those feel in me, so I took care of it other ways."
"You did?"
"Uh huh. I'm on the pill now, so we don't have to worry."
"Where did you get those?"
"Promise you won't get mad?" she asked, looking at me with some trepidation.
"Why would I get mad?" I asked with a shrug, setting back on the back seat next to her.
"Well. I couldn't tell my parents. So I got help from someone else," she said as she pulled the toga up off of me.
"Okay. Still. Why is that a problem?"
"It's Miss Wilson," she whispered, reaching around me and pulling my now naked body toward her. "She helped me get pills."
"Oh." I said, now understanding a lot more.
"I know she kinda took advantage of that tonight, but, well, if we wanna keep doing it without using rubbers."
"Yeah. I understand." I said as I twisted to lay on her. "I guess I don't mind if you don't, but I don't think she's planning on letting this one time be it. But don't tell her I said anything."
"Okay. I won't," she said as she reached between us and stroked my half hard cock. "So you have any left for your favorite girl?"
"I've always got some for my favorite girl," I answered with a smile. I moved enough to let her spread her legs wide, hooking one leg on the back of the back seat and the other on the back of the front seat. She pulled my hardening cock toward her pussy and then let me press it into her, feeling it slide easily into her already wet pussy.
"I'm going to tell you something," she said softly as I started to stroke into her pussy.
"Okay." I grunted as I started plunging into her.
"Ronnie. He wanted to do me tonight, since you were doing his girl."
"Uh huh."
"He wanted to do me really bad."
"Uh huh." I grunted, as I pushed in and out of her.
"I wasn't wearing any panties."
"Uh uh."
"Eddie," she said putting her hands on my shoulders to stop me. "Eddie. Stop a minute."
"Okay. " I said, looking at her, half on top of her, my cock buried in her wet pussy.
"Eddie, do you love me?" she asked. I was silent for long seconds. "If you don't that's fine. I mean I have a bit of a reputation as being a moofy. I don't know if you want to be hooked up long term with someone like me. I just want you to know how I feel about you."
"So how do you feel about me?"
"I like you. A lot," she whispered. "I want you to like me the same way. But, well. Hell. I didn't stop Ronnie from doing me tonight at the party. After he did, I kinda felt guilty."
"I see." I said quietly. "I mean I guess I was doing other girls tonight, I don't have much room to complain."
"Yeah. But if I didn't set this up, would you have?"
"Done other girls? Probably not."
"So, do you just like me because of the sex? Or do you really care about me?" she asked, looking at my face as much for the answer as waiting for me to speak.
"Shelly. I had no idea what sex was even like before Trina started it with me. No, I don't just like you for the sex. I like hanging out with you. It makes me feel good to be with you. I kinda get butterflies every time you hug me, and when you kiss me... oh shit." I said softly. "Yeah, I like you for more than just the sex."
"So. About Ronnie. Are you mad at me that I did it with him?"



"No." I sighed, my softening cock slipping from her pussy. "I guess I don't have any right to be mad. I mean we're not going steady or anything."
"Do you want to? Go steady I mean."
"What about your friends?"
"You mean how am I going to keep them off your body? I don't know. But if you wanna go steady, then we can."
"Okay. but no more Ronnie's for either of us. Right?"
"Right," she said with a nod.
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Is there anyone in the entire world who LIKES to go to the dentist? I sincerely doubt it. I mean, who wants to go sit in a chair while someone stuffs their fingers and metal tools in their mouth to intentionally do things that will cause them pain? Not me for damn sure! If that wasn't bad enough the lady that cleaned my teeth was a surly bad-tempered woman who probably went home at the end of the night and threw sharp instruments at her husband for fun. Well, at least that's the way I envisioned the dental hygienist that my dentist had cleaning my teeth for the last who knows how many years. I was glad when she finally retired.
Her replacement, Mandy, was a breath of fresh air. Thirty-something , long blond hair, though it was always up in some kind of bun on the back of her head. She had a pleasant face to look at, which was nice since that's the thing you see most during the half hour you lay in her chair. She was well endowed above and well-proportioned everywhere else, though it was hard to tell exactly how well under the almost knee length smock. Yes, she was definitely a breath of fresh air, which I always commented to her when I showed up for my three month cleanings. It used to be six months until I had to have some rather expensive surgery to resolve a problem, now it was every three months.
The other thing I liked about Mandy was that she always seemed to have an appointment open for me at the end of the day so I didn't have to take a bunch of time off of work. I frequently thanked her for it and generally spent a few minutes after she was done in my mouth just chatting with her. Okay, so it was more like flirting with her, but I was pretty sure that she knew I was just being friendly. Pretty sure, that is, until my last visit when she seemed to press her thirty eight D's into the side of my face or arm at every opportunity while she worked. How did I know they were thirty eight D's? That's easy. She told me, right after I complimented how nicely they filled out her lab coat. I probably shouldn't have, but then after having them brushing my cheek for half an hour I couldn't help the bulge in my pants and the load of hormones that even a fifty five year old can't ignore, running through my veins.
I showed up for my three month appointment at what had become my usual time, ten minutes to five. I often wondered if it bothered her that she had to be the last one gone with me there so late, but then she hadn't ever seemed to mind. She'd clean my teeth and then we'd chat for a few minutes while she went around and turned off lights, computers and other equipment, finally walking her to her car, since it was dark by the time we were done. As usual she settled me into the chair only a few minutes before the receptionist left for the day. The dentist came in and took a quick look around inside my mouth, checking for cavities and other anomalies before declaring my mouth in good shape and leaving for the day himself. That left only Mandy and myself in the office as she started working on my teeth with the little steel tools, as usual, her chattering away with me grunting occasional responses.
"So it's been a pretty good day for me. Lots of patients. Makes the day go really fast, ya know? Whew. It's been hot in here all day. Let me go check the thermostat. I'll be right back," she said before getting up and pulling the rubber gloves off. She disappeared out of the room and came back two or three minutes later. "Now where were we?" she asked sweetly as she settled on her little stool and pulled a fresh pair of latex gloves on.
She started working the steel picks around my teeth, cleaning off any tartar she found as she scraped around them and the gum line. "So I went to the lake this weekend with some friends. Do you like going to the lake?" she asked as she leaned against my face with her breast again.
"Uh huh," I answered with my mouth held open by her probing fingers and tools.
"I haven't been in years. I didn't realize how much I missed it," she said as she shifted again, her breast sliding down my cheek a bit farther as she leaned to look into my mouth better. "I usually wear a one piece swim suit because my boobs are so big , but I bought this new bikini. It was such a small little thing, but I wanted to get a nice tan," she continued, twisting slightly. As she leaned a little more away from my face toward my feet, I couldn't help but notice that the second button down on her coat wasn't done, the material gapping away from her body as she moved.
"So anyway. I wore this tiny little bikini and my tits practically fell out of it every time I bent over. Sometimes they did fall out. Jimmy, that's my friend's husband, well, it seemed like he couldn't keep his eyes off of em. He was staring at them every time they popped out. I bet you'd look too, wouldn't you? It seems like you like boobs. Are you a boob man? Yeah. I know you are. You get such a nice bulge down there when I'm working on you. Yeah, I can tell you're a boob man. Jimmy is too. God he had such a big hardon when I was wearing that suit. I bet you would too. Now Randy, my other friend's boyfriend , he said they were just too big. Do you think my boobs are too big?" she asked.
"Uh uh." I answered, extremely turned on by her monologue.
"Yeah, I figured you'd say that. You seem like the kind of guy that can really appreciate a nice set of boobs." she said as she scraped around the back of one of my lower molars. "Can you keep a secret?"
"Uh huh." I answered, still not able to close my mouth.
"Would you like to see em? I mean, just between you and me of course. I'd hate to have it get out that I was flashing my boobs around. But since you are a boob man, and well, I kinda think you're hot, for an older guy. You wouldn't tell if I let you see them would you?"
"Uh uh," I grunted, not quite believing what my eyes had seen in the gap of her coat or the suggestion that she would flash me her tits.
"Good," she said, pulling her hands from my mouth. "You gotta promise though. This is just between you and me."
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I answered, not quite sure what she was going to do.
She set down the dental pick and pushed the little rolling stool she sat on back from the side of the reclined dental chair and undid the top button of her smock and then the button below the one that was already open. She wiggled her shoulders and worked the white lab coat off her shoulders, letting it slide down and off her arms, leaving her completely naked above the waist.
Her tits were not just big, but absolutely massive looking. While she said they were a thirty eight D , there was no doubt in my mind that they were actually closer to a double or triple D. Each large breast hung down her front, forming into a teardrop, her large, almost coffee cup sized areola was a darker brown than her slightly tanned and slightly sunburned breast. Her nipples protruded at least half an inch or maybe even a bit more from the center of the dark areola, practically pointing at my face as she sat in the chair facing me.
"What do you think? Do you think they look nice?"
"God. They're incredibly sexy!" I answered her honestly, the bulge in my pants growing much harder as she sat and let me stare at them.
"I'd lift them for you, but my hands are gloved. I suppose it wouldn't hurt if you did though," she said, rolling the stool down towards my waist, bringing her body within range of my right hand. I probably shouldn't have, but I did. I mean, we shouldn't have been doing any of what we were doing right then, but I was clearly thinking with my lower head as I reached my hand to her breast and pressed my palm against her rigid nipple. I gently squeezed and massaged it for a few seconds, seeing her close her eyes and sigh softly. "You have such nice gentle hands. I wouldn't mind feeling them all over my body," she said as she stood up from the chair, standing next to me. The lab coat, held in place only by the fact she was sitting, now slid down her body, leaving her completely naked in front of me except for her shoes. Her mound and lips were nearly shaved clean, leaving only a small triangle of curly blond hair on her mound, pointing down invitingly toward her pussy.
"Damn." I muttered as she stood in front of me.
"I think we better get back to your teeth," she said, stepping away from my hand and sitting on the chair again, scooting it next to me so her bare breast and rock hard nipple pressed to my cheek. "Open?" she coaxed. "I suppose you're wondering why I'm sitting here naked with you. Kinda unusual, isn't it? Well, being at the lake this weekend, having my tits pop out like that in front of Jimmy and Randy got me soooo turned on." She cooed softly as she worked in my mouth again, her arm motions making her breast wiggle and her nipple stroke my cheek. "I was so damn horny by the end of the first day I just wanted to pull the tiny bikini bottom off and have one of them fuck me. But that wouldn't have been very good, at least not in front of their significant other. By the time I got home from the lake I had to throw myself on the bed and fuck myself silly with my vibrator. I have a nice one you know. Nice and long and fat. Shaped like a dick. I got thinking about it and I realized that it reminded me a lot of your dick. Well, as much as I could tell from the bulge in your pants. I got to thinking that I'd really like to see your dick."
"uh?" I asked, wishing I could either talk better or turn my head and suck that nipple that was teasing the shit out of my cheek.
"Yeah. I know. It seems kinda strange. But there's something about you that really turns me on. Most times I get done doing you I'm so wet that my panties are soaked. Listen to me. Get done doing you. I wish I was doing you. Sometimes I can't even wait to get home. I have to push my panties off in the car before you even walk away and put my fingers in myself."
"UH?"
"Uh huh. I do. Didn't know that, did you? If you stood next to my car for a few more seconds you'd have seen me pull my skirt up and take my panties off," she said as she leaned farther over me. "I go home and fuck myself silly with my vibrator thinking about how big that bulge in your pants is. God I'm so wet right now I can feel my pussy squishing on the seat. Wanna feel?" she asked, standing up and pulling her hands from my mouth and stepping far enough back that I could reach her pussy without bending my arm over backwards. "Go ahead. You can feel me," she said, noticing my trepidation and hesitation.
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah. Definitely sure!" she said, moving closer to where my hand rested on my own lap, her leg pressing against the side of the chair. She stepped her feet apart almost a foot and a half, spreading her legs and exposing her full round outer lips and delicate looking inner lips protruding from between them. I moved my hand toward her pussy and rolled it over, palm up, to stroke my finger between her wet lips "Ohhhh god yes. Fuck I wanted you to touch me so bad last time you were here. I wanted to stand naked and let you play with my pussy, but you didn't know. How was I supposed to ask you to stick your fingers in my pussy? Ohhhh damn. You better stop that now or you're going to make me come!" she said, pulling herself from my hand.
"Already?"
"Oh yeah," she said, sitting back down and moving back to work on my mouth again. "Ohhhh fuck am I turned on," she half moaned as she looked down in my mouth again. "You know, I'm almost done with this part. I still need to polish them and after that we're done. I'd really, really like to see your cock before I'm done. How 'bout it?" she asked softly, scraping around another tooth. "If your pants just happened to get open and slide down to your knees you'd be almost as naked as I am, well at least that part of me. I'd sure like to see that," she cooed softly as she picked here and there in my mouth. "I'd do it myself, but my hands are gloved and I'd hate to have to change gloves again."
"Uh huh," I agreed, deciding quickly, though maybe not intelligently, to follow her suggestion. It only took a few moments for me to get my pants open and then work my pants and boxers down to my knees, leaving me naked from the waist to my knees, my hard cock sticking straight up in the air.
"Ohhhhh damn. That looks even better than I'd imagined. It's gotta be what, eight and a half or nine inches long?"
"Uh uno," I managed to get out instead of 'I don't know '.
"Well, looks like nine to me," she said before pulling her hands from my mouth. She stood up and stepped next to me, standing where I could easily reach her pussy while she reached for the water and vacuum hose. "Why don't we rinse," she said with a smile as my fingers slipped between her legs again, teasing back and forth across her wet lips. "Mmmmm god your fingers feel good in my pussy. I see something else that would feel good in there too," she said as she worked the water sprayer around my teeth and let the vacuum suck the water from my mouth. "Now I need to polish your teeth. I've never done anything quite like this before, but if your cock just happened to get all lubricated with my juices I might be tempted to sit on your cock while I do this next part."
I grinned to myself as she pulled the vacuum from my mouth and reached to my own cock, smearing her juices and my own pre-cum around my engorged head.
"ohhhh god yes. That looks so good. You just hold it like that," she said as she moved to the end of the chair and knelt over my legs. She slowly walked her way up my body, pushing the light out of the way as she moved closer to me. She lifted herself up over my cock and then lowered herself slightly. "Just rub that between my lips. Ohhhh yeah. Just like that. Soooo good. Fuck I want it inside me. See if you can get it lined up... Oh yeah. Right there. Feel it right there? Fuuuuuuuuck!" she moaned as she settled her weight down on my cock, my mushroom head resisting her as it tried to spread her entrance, finally expanding her to allow my cock into her soft vaginal tunnel. "Ohhhh god yes!" she moaned loudly as she lowered herself down several inches and then lifted again, allowing her juices on my shaft to lubricate her lips. She lowered down again, sliding me into her farther. Up and down she moved, working more of me into her until her clit was pressed to the base of my cock and I was fully enveloped by her hot soft pussy.
"Damn," I groaned as she rocked slowly, working my cock around inside her pussy. She wiggled around on my lap, sliding her legs off of the chair so they hung down both sides. I felt her lean to the side as she felt around for the foot pedal, my cock fully buried in her as she sat astraddle me.
"Now. If we're going to do this, you have to keep your mouth open." She said with a smile. "If you can't then we can't do it this way."
"I'll do my best," I said breathlessly as she reached for the high speed air tool and dipped the little rubber cup into the paste. She leaned towards me, her huge tits pressing against my chest and her face hovering surprisingly close to mine as she pushed the tool into my mouth and began working it around my teeth.
"I've never done anything like this. Kinda kinky, but hey, if it lets me sit on your cock..." she said with a smile. "I know. You don't understand why a nice young girl like me would like to sit on an older guy's lap like this. Well, I paid for my school by being an exotic dancer. Yeah, that's right: I used to be a stripper. You don't make shit on the stage, but the lap dances, that's where you really make the money. I could make a thousand dollars in one night. Of course, most of my customers for that were older guys. Some of them were just kinda... oh well. This is nice. But their dicks didn't hardly get hard. That was a shame because I got used to snuggling up to older guys. Of course the bouncers wouldn't ever let us get a guy's cock out and play with it. That wasn't allowed. But on a few special occasions I did sneak a handjob in for a really good customer. Does that turn you on? Thinking about me dancing on a stage?"
"Sorta," I answered as she pulled the air tool out of my mouth to get more paste.
"Yeah, I thought it would," she said, wiggling her hips on mine before pressing the pedal and starting on my upper teeth.
"Anyway, I got really turned on by how gentle some guys were. I mean, the younger guys I've been out with are too much... oh bang me. Oh suck me, oh let me get off. And then they're done and leave you hanging. Lots of older guys are like that too. But some of them, like you, are more considerate. I mean, you walk me to my car to make sure I'm safe and you're always a perfect gentleman, even when I'm sticking my tits in your face. I can see you get turned on, but you just lay there and try not to make a big deal out of it. Well, you're the nicest guy I've done in here. No, not that way," she said before I could respond. "You're actually the ONLY guy I've done that way in here," she said as she pulled the tool out. "Okay. Let's rinse now," she said, pulling the water gun and vacuum over to rinse my mouth. She worked the water around, getting all of the gritting paste out of my mouth, leaving only the mint taste behind.
She pulled off her gloves and then the paper bib from around my neck. "I think we should take this off too," she said, reaching for my shirt. She pushed it up and helped work it over my head, hanging it carefully on the roll-around stool. With a grin she felt around on the floor with her foot and then lowered the chair closer to the floor. "You know. I'm so fucking horny that it's going to take me no time at all to get off. So I hope you're not too disappointed if this goes fast."
"Don't worry, I promise not to be disappointed," I answered as I moved my hands to her hips. She started to lift and drop herself on me, her feet pressing on the floor on either side of the chair to support her weight. She leaned towards me, letting her big tits drag across my chest with each stroke, her eyes closed as she sighed.
"Ohhh god you feel good inside me. There were some guys at the club that I might have wanted to do this on. One guy in particular. He loved to have me dance on his lap. He came in once every few weeks if he knew I was on and would let me do half a dozen dances on him, his fingers teasing over my whole body. A few times I pushed my crotch right in his face and let him kiss my pussy. God he loved that. I always got a really big tip if I did that. We weren't supposed to of course. The bouncers were there to keep the guys from touching the wrong places, but sometimes I could sneak one in. Fuck you feel good in me," she moaned as she slowly rode up and down on me, my cock plunging unhurriedly in and out of her. Each time she settled down on me I could hear the gentle squish of our juices as she impaled herself on my rigid cock again. "You enjoying this?"
"More than I can put into words," I grunted, feeling the tingle spreading through my body as she pushed my excitement higher with each stroke.
"Sometimes I'd go home and fuck myself silly with my dildo, pretending I was riding some older guys cock in the back room. Ohhhh shit I think I'm going to come!"
"Uh huh. Me too," I groaned, trying to hold back.
"If you'd have come in would you have watched me on stage and then wanted me to give you a lap dance?"
"Without a doubt," I groaned. "God you're sexy!"
"Mmmmmm I like hearing that. I like knowing that you'd have wanted me to dance naked for you. I bet you'd have wanted me to pull your cock out and sit on it like this too."
"Oh fuck yes," I groaned, knowing that she had pushed me past the point of no return, with my climax moments away.
"God I can feel you getting fatter inside me. You're going to come, aren't you? You're going to fill my dirty little cunt with your cum, aren't you?"



"Uh huh," I grunted, tensing my legs in an attempt to hold back the impending explosion.
"Yeah. God yeah. I can feel you so close. I can tell you're going to come in me. Fuck I'm so close too. Touch my clit. Touch my clit with your finger and I'm going to come with you!" I moved my hand from her hip and slipped it down between us, my palm up toward her, my finger searching for her exposed hard little clit. "FUCK YES!" She squealed loudly as my finger found her clit and started to stroke side to side on it, her body suddenly lifting and falling faster. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!! GOD I'm going to come! Come for me. Fill my hot little cunt with your cum!"
"Oh fuuuuuck!" I groaned as my body bucked under her, trying to jam my cock up into her as it squirted a huge gush of cum into her. I was lost in the sensations of my cock spewing shot after shot of cum into her, as she sat on me, her whole body trembling and shaking as her pussy clenched and released around my spurting shaft.
She sat on me, panting, her chest heaving and rubbing her tits all around my surprisingly sweaty chest as she basked in the afterglow of her climax. "Ohhhhh god yes. That was perfect. Just exactly what I needed. I was so right about you. You are a perfect fuck."
"You're a pretty hot fuck yourself," I muttered, trying to catch my breath.
"Thanks. I hoped you'd think so. I know, I know. You're married and no, I'm not trying to mess that up. I just wanted, just once, to feel what it might have been like to ride a cock after dancing for a sweet gentle older guy."
"Well, I hope it was as enjoyable as you expected," I answered quietly.
"Oh sweetie. It was so much better than I had hoped for. My problem now is, how do I manage to wait three more months before I feel you inside me again?"
"Again?"
"Uh huh. You don't think I could really just have this once, do you?" she asked with a grin. "Maybe if you stop by late on an afternoon we can try a few different things. I'd really love to feel you lick my pussy before you fuck me and definitely use those gentle hands on so many more parts of my body."
"I don't know what my wife would think of this. Actually, I do. And it isn't good."
"So don't tell her. I know I won't," she whispered as she lowered her face to mine. "It'll be our little secret," she breathed as she pressed her lips to mine.
"Oh lord," I moaned into her mouth as her hips started to rock, clearly trying to encourage me to get hard again.
"Oh yeah. Let's do it again, and again and again," she whispered, her lips brushing mine.
"Sure," I answered, wondering just what I had accidently gotten myself into.
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What the girls had agreed to be one dare, turned into two, and then three and then a once a month game. This month's dare session seemed to be coming earlier this September. It had hardly been three weeks and we were headed to Janice's house for an "announcement" as she put it. We all assumed that Eddie had popped the question, which might take some of the heat off of me, at least as far as Janise goes.
My wife and I pulled into Janise's driveway at almost eight exactly. Even though it was a Friday night, we'd made sure to tell her that we had plans the next morning and weren't staying overnight. Janise seemed a bit disappointed, but Tiffany was sure she'd get over it soon enough.
I had no idea what the dare was going to be, but I was required to wear shorts and my wife was required to bring some kind of bathrobe, in particular, the sexiest one she owns. We climbed from our small SUV and walked up to the front door. The bell had barely rung when the front door opened, Eddie standing on the other side.
"Hey guys. Come on in," he said, stepping back to let us enter the front of the house.
"So Eddie. Big announcement? Popped the question?" my wife asked as we walked in.
"That seems to be the common conclusion. But you'll have to wait like everyone else," he answered with a grin.
"Men are always so transparent," my wife chuckled as Eddie led us into the living room where John, Amanda, Janise and a couple I didn't recognize were sitting talking.
Janise stood up from the sofa and looked over at us. "Tiffany and Matt, I'd like you to meet Donna and William, friends of mine. Donna is actually the author of the dares we've been playing."
"Hello!" Donna said, getting up from the sofa and stepping over with her hand out. She was shorter than me by almost a full head, maybe only five five or six, extremely petite in build, except for her full chest. William was moderately stout of frame, only slightly taller than his wife. He held his hand out as I was finishing shaking his wife's hand.
"Good to meet you," I said, not really sure if I was or not. Some of the dares have been a bit more outside the box than either my wife or I felt comfortable with.
"So. Now that everyone is here!" Eddie said cheerfully as he stepped to the middle of the room. "The rumor is that I finally got up the nerve to ask Janise to marry me. Actually, I didn't. But I did get up the nerve to say yes when she asked me, so the end is the same. We'll be getting married next June," he finished as Janice slipped over next to him and gave him a big hug.
"Well. Congratulations!" my wife said with a smile. "I guess that'll change the dares a bit."
"Oh, I don't see why," Janise said with a giggle. "I mean it's all in fun, right?"
"Um. Yeah, right," my wife answered in a half mumble.
"So. On to the dare for tonight. You all brought a robe. Ladies, switch your robe with someone else. The only rule is you can't have your own," she said, stepping to my wife and holding out the slinky sheer robe. "So help yourselves."
My wife reluctantly switched robes with Janise, holding up the sheer robe and handing Janise her very short satin robe.
"Well. Now that you have a new robe, on to the dare," she said, reaching into the pocket of her dress and pulling out four slips of paper and handing them out to each of the women, keeping one for herself. "The dare is to go to the place on this paper and buy a vibrator. Of course that would be much too easy. So on the way you ladies need to strip. You have to go in wearing only the robe. When you buy your vibrator, you get to earn points. If you show the clerk a nipple, that's one point. Both nipples, two points, an extra two for showing your pussy, and a full six points if you check out naked. Once you checked out, if you try your new toy in front of the clerk, two more points for playing with your clit and a full five for full penetration," she said, looking around with a wide smile. "Don't worry guys, after you get back you'll get your chance. Oh yeah. The points will matter when you get back for the second half of our little challenge."
My wife looked at me and then at the robe she held in her hand. "Shit! You can see everything through this!"
"Yeah," I agreed, trying to frown but feeling my cock start to get hard at the thought of her walking through an adult store wearing nothing but that robe.
"Don't you dare smile, or I'll make you go in naked too," my wife hissed at me.
"I'm not smiling!" I protested, trying to keep the smile off my face as I held my hands up defensively. "Besides, you don't HAVE to do the dare, not if you're not comfortable with it."
"Of course I HAVE to do the dare. The whole idea is that I'm not comfortable. None of us are. That's the point. Can you go through with it or will you chicken out?"
"You know darn well that I'll do whatever you want. If you want me to take you to an adult toy store and help you buy a vibrator, you know I'm all in with it."
"So are we all ready? Everyone should be back in not much over an hour, so...let's go!" Janise said, walking toward the front door with my wife's silk robe over her arm. That seemed to be the cue and everyone headed to the door after her. Once we were in our car, I backed out and headed toward the store using the directions on the card. My wife sighed and started undressing in the passenger seat, dropping one item of clothing after another on the floor in front of her, only the lights of the dashboard illuminating her creamy skin in a gentle blue-green glow. Blouse, bra, skirt, panties and finally her thigh high stockings. One at a time, they fell to the floor until she was naked with the exception of her cream colored high heels. She wiggled into the sheer robe and closed it around herself, the sheer baby blue material doing little to conceal her nakedness.
"Look at the bright side. You can't help but get four points," I said trying to bring some levity to cut through the very obvious nervousness.
"No jokes. Being naked in front of Eddie and John was one thing, but going out in public like this? I'm not sure I can," she said quietly.
"Well, it's not like we're going to Walmart. It's an adult store. I'm sure they've seen all kinds of people coming in."
"Yeah. There is that. God. No way I would go into Walmart like this!"
"You'd be the hottest looking woman in the place!" I said with a grin, reaching across the console to gently stroke her thigh.
"You wanna do that? For real?" She asked, looking at me and pressing her hand on mine to stop me from stroking her soft skin through the material.
"I just thought that if you were really turned on that it might make it a bit easier."
"Less inhibited? Maybe."
"I know. Just think about you getting eaten out on the beach at the lake. You didn't seem all that inhibited then."
"No. I wasn't, not until that boat showed up," she answered with a giggle. She pulled her hand away from mine. "Okay sweetie. Go for it," she said softly.
I pushed the hem of the robe up so I was stroking her bare skin, slowly working my fingers up and down her thigh. She slowly spread her legs, letting the one I was stroking push closer to me, my fingers working down to the soft skin between her legs rather than on the front. She lay her head back against the headrest and closed her eyes. She parted her lips and sighed softly. "God I love you touching me like that."
"I know," I answered, her, letting my fingers stroke up the soft skin next to her full pussy lips and the soft inner lips protruding. As I stroked my fingers gently along her thigh, I let them wander toward her pussy lips, the tips spreading her incredibly soft skin to feel the heat and wetness within.
"Oh god," she moaned softly as I stroked my fingers up her lips, letting them bounce one after another over her clit. Up and down I stroked, concentrating now on her pussy, my fingers spreading her lips with each stroke, the tips bouncing over her clit causing little gasps each time. "The getting me turned on part is really working."
"Good," I answered equally softly. "We're almost there."
"Mmmmmmm. Uh huh. Almost there," she moaned.
"Not that way," I chuckled, easing my attentions to her hot pussy.
"Oh don't stop," she moaned, her own fingers reaching down between her legs.
I covered her fingers with mine, stopping her from stroking herself. "I promise. When we get done in there I'll make you come. But for now, we want you just turned on, not climaxing."
"Well, I'm definitely turned on. Right now I wouldn't complain if you just spread me on the hood of the car and fucked my brains out."
"How about if I do it after we buy our toy?"
"Mmmmmmm, hope it doesn't take too long," she moaned softly, letting me gently rub her pussy again, careful to avoid her clit. I turned into the parking lot and into a space in front of the little store. There were less than half a dozen cars in the lot, a good thing in my opinion.
"We're here," I whispered as I turned off the ignition. "Can you do this?"
"On one condition," she said softly, making no attempt to get out of the car.
"What's that?"
"You gotta keep me turned on like this," she whispered. "I'm so fucking horny that right now I don't care who's watching."
"I can do that," I grinned, opening my car door. I walked around and opened the door for her, helping her out. The robe slid up her body as she slid out of the seat, exposing her to her waist, not that the robe covered all that much to start with. I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her hip to mine, guiding her toward the front door of the shop.
We walked in and the clerk stared at us, obviously not expecting to see a practically nude woman walk in. I looked around and saw two men and one woman in the aisles. I spied the aisle with the vibrators and guided my wife toward it. I looked over at her and saw her blushing as the two men changed course to get a better look at her nearly naked body. We stopped in front of a wall of various vibrators and I pulled her around in front of me, facing the wall with me behind her. I slid my arms around her and whispered to pick what she wanted, my hands sliding up to cup her tits through the sheer material.
"Mmmmmm, that's it," she whispered, taking a breath as my fingers found her rock hard nipples and began to tease them, twisting and pulling them gently through the sheer material. "Which one do you want?"
"Mine in you," I whispered in her ear.
"That doesn't answer the question."
"Better pick one you think will feel good. I have a hunch you might end up using it tonight."
"Yeah. At the counter," she breathed.
"You gonna do that?"
"No. You are," she answered, reaching one hand behind herself, grabbing my cock through my shorts.
"The purple one," I said.
She reached for it and pulled it off the rack. "This one?"
"Uh huh."
"Better try it out then," she whispered, tilting her head back and resting it on my shoulder, her cheek against mine.
"Now?"
"Uh huh. I'm so fucking close to being ready to climax," she moaned.
I unboxed the vibrator with my arms still around her, pressing the button in the end to start its gentle hum. I eased the robe apart, untying the sash with one hand and letting it hang open on her shoulders so she was completely exposed, both breasts and her neatly trimmed bush of curls. I eased the soft silicone bullet between her legs, teasing her clit with it. She placed her feet apart, allowing me to tilt it and ease the tip between her lips. She moaned as the tip protruded into the entrance to her tunnel. I pushed it slowly into her, working it in little short strokes, her juices lubricating more of it with each stoke.
"Make me come," she whispered, her hips rocking to push toward it as I slowly stroked it in and out of her.
"Not yet," I whispered back, holding the vibrating device in her pussy while a guy on the end of the aisle ogled her bare exposed body.
"Ohhhhhh, you are so fucking bad."
"I'm not the one standing naked in a store. Who's the bad one?"
"You are. For making me naked and horny as hell!"
"Come on. Let's go check out."
"Then fuck me at the car?"
"If you want."
"I want," she breathed. She reached down and pulled my hand, pulling the vibrator out of her pussy and then pulling me by the hand toward the front, the robe flowing in the breeze she made by walking, leaving her almost completely nude. The sheer material, hanging by her shoulders and flowing out behind her like a cape, left her body completely exposed, her big tits swaying and bouncing with each step toward the front counter.
I got out my wallet and paid for the vibrator and then, to my surprise, my wife lifted one foot, resting it on the counter, her pussy spread and exposed to the kid at the checkout. She took the bag from me, pulled out the box with the vibrator and then drew the purple tool from the metal box. "Watch this," she said to him, staring at the kid who was staring at her spread pussy like it was the first pussy he'd ever seen. My wife pushed it into herself, driving it deep into her and then stroking it in and out several times. "Now that you had a good look, I'm going to take my husband out in the parking lot and fuck him!" she said in a low growl. She pulled the vibrator out and then turned, dropping her foot to the floor. She pulled me out the door and across the parking lot to our car. She turned and lifted herself onto the hood and then lay back, lifting and spreading her legs. "Okay lover. Fuck me."
"We have an audience," I said, seeing the customers in the store looking out the window at us.
"I know. Make me come lover. Make me come hard!"
I'd never ever seen her like this, but she didn't have to ask me twice. I undid the front of my pants and let my shorts fall to the ground, my rock hard cock pointing straight at her pussy. I shuffled the two steps to her and aimed my cock at her dripping wet lips. I engaged my head into her and then used my hands to pull her toward me, her legs lifting and hooking on my shoulders. I started rocking my hips, pumping my cock in and out of her sopping wet tunnel. Her moans echoed off the front of the building as I drove into her, each impact of my body against her ass making her big soft tits roll and bounce on her chest.
Her hot tunnel started to spasm, gripping and releasing me as I continued plunging into her, the added stimulus sending tingles through my whole body. "God lover. I'm so close." I grunted.
"I know. I can tell. Come for me. I wanna feel you come in me," she moaned, rocking her hips in time with mine. "Oh shit. Oh shit, shit, shit!" she cried suddenly as her orgasm hit its peak. I felt her juices oozing around my plunging cock and dripping off my balls. It was finally more than I could take, the whole situation having me primed almost beyond endurance. My body bucked, jamming my cock into her and spurting a huge gush of cum into her. "YES!" she cried at the feeling of my cum flowing into her. My body bucked over and over, jamming into her time and again to add more cum to the load that would in all likelihood be dripping from her for hours.
"Okay. I think we gotta go now," my wife said. I could see she was blushing, even in the off colors of the neon lights. I pulled from her, a gush of cum leaking down the front of the car as she sat up to slide off. By the time I got my shorts up, she had gotten around to the side of the car, waiting for me to unlock the door.
I punched the unlock button and she dropped into the front seat, trying to hide herself from the audience clapping inside the store window.
"I wonder if there's bonus points for fucking in front of the store?" I asked as I started up the car.
"Oh god. I don't believe I did that," she said, covering her face with her hands.
I chuckled. "I don't either. Next time I want to buy you a skimpy bikini, I better not get an argument."
"Oh shut up!" she said, half serious and half playfully as she reached over and pushed my shoulder.
The drive back was in almost total silence. I wasn't sure what she was thinking as she sat there, the robe still completely spread, leaving her essentially naked. It looked to me like we were next to last coming back, which didn't surprise me when I thought about the extra time we had taken. Eddie opened the door for us and he stared at Tiffany walking past him, the robe fluttering behind her as she strode quickly through the door. She aimed for the ladies' voices in the kitchen and I followed, stopping in the living room with Eddie and William.
"So how did you guys do?" Eddie asked as he walked into the room behind me.
"I think we maxed out the points." I said quietly, not sure my wife really wanted me to tell everyone about it. "Not only did she bare it all for the salesclerk, she put one foot up on the counter and stuck the vibrator into herself in front of him. Then we went out into the parking lot and fucked on the hood of the car."
"No shit?" Eddie asked In surprise. "I wouldn't have figured Tiffany would go that far."
"She did," I said with a shrug. "You?"
"Well, Janise of course bared it all. She just took the robe off as soon as we were in the store and then she bent over the sales counter and put the vib into her pussy from behind. The clerk couldn't quite see because it was pointed at me, but she did it. Donna sat on the counter and had her checkout girl not only put it in, but stroke her with it until she came on the counter, but we were the only ones in the store."
"Yeah, we had a small audience." I said.
"John should be back soon. He had the farthest to go." Eddie said.
"So what's this next part of the challenge?" I asked.
"No clue, other than it's called blackout."
"Hell, that could be anything," I muttered. Eddie got me a beer and we stood around and talked about the past challenges while we waited for John. I had assumed that on the camping trip either Eddie or John had managed to get into my wife, but I was surprised to find out that Eddie hadn't and he was pretty sure that all John got to do was to rub on the outside. I was beginning to think that I was the only one that had gotten into all three of the girls.
John finally arrived about ten minutes later and came in frowning. "Only two points. You guys?" He mumbled.
"Maxed out," Eddie answered for us.
"Alright. Now to the next part," Janise called as she walked in from the kitchen with the rest of the ladies, all of them naked. "Boys, strip," she said with a grin, leading the girls to the sofa to sit and watch us. It didn't take us long, but the girls seemed to enjoy the show. I couldn't help but get hard looking at four sets of tits on display, my wife giving her chest a little wiggle to make her tits move for me.
"Now the next game is called blackout. The lights in the rec room downstairs will be out. You'll have thirty minutes to make your partner come. Ladies and gentlemen that is. Both of you have to come. Anyone that hasn't come by the end of the thirty minutes will have to stand up in front of everyone and masturbate until they do. You can touch, you can feel, you can do anything you want, EXCEPT talk! It's all non-verbal."
"That shouldn't be too hard," I said quietly.
"It would seem so," Janise said, hearing me. "But here's where the points come in. When you come down the stairs from up here, you'll pick the first woman in line as your partner. Now, the highest point couple, gets to pick where in line they want to be. That means that the ladies and guys will have to guess where their wife will be, if they want to end up with their wife or husband. A little strategy would be in order. Of course, at the end of the night no one will know for sure who they were with. Since Amanda only gained two points, she has the additional penalty of NOT being in control. That means that her male partner gets to choose how and where to do what with her. The rest of us got way more than four points, so we get to pick how and where we want to be touched. And before you ask, Amanda has a ribbon around her wrist to tell you that you're in charge. Of course, just because you find a ribbon doesn't mean it's her. Since we all have ribbons we can choose to either put on or not," Janise finished with a grin. "We're going to go down now and get organized. Give us a few minutes and come on down," she said getting up and motioning to the other girls to follow along.



My wife came over and gave me a kiss. "Match or no match?" she whispered.
"Your choice."
"I'm sure you'd prefer no match," she whispered as she walked away.
We spent a few minutes deciding the order we'd go down in, with me the second in line. The stairway was almost as dark as the room we were headed into. I made my way down carefully, working the treads gently so I wouldn't fall. As I stepped down what I expected to be the last step, I felt a hand reach out and touch my arm. I froze for a moment and then reached over with my other hand to take hers. I was led cautiously across the room and then felt her stop. The only thing I could see in the room was the lit face of a digital clock across the room. The woman I was with, who I still didn't know who it was, turned to face me, her tits pressing to my bare chest. I felt her lift herself as her lips clumsily found mine.
We stood in the total darkness, our lips pressed to each other's, her tongue teasing mine as I opened my mouth slightly. She was a bit shorter than me, shorter than my wife for sure, which limited the possibilities to three, since my wife was the tallest of the bunch. It made me wonder who she was with, but only for a few moments until the woman I was with found my cock with her hand. She gently stroked my half hard cock, quickly coaxing it harder.
I let my hands roam around her back and full round tush. Her ass was firm and round, a good full handful for each cheek. Her hair was long, nearly to her round ass, which pretty much left only one person, Donna, unless one of them was wearing a wig.
We stood and kissed for long minutes before she broke the kiss and drew me down toward the floor, pulling me by both my cock and my hand toward the floor. We clumsily moved around on the floor, her hand never leaving my cock, until I was on my hands and knees over her, her heels resting on my ass. I felt her pull on my cock, pulling me down until I felt my head press between her pussy lips, the heat of her wetness flowing over my engorged head. Slowly she increased pressure on my ass, forcing me down into her, my cock slipping inside her tunnel. She pulled me down with her heels, stopping only when we felt my unlubricated shaft pulling at her pussy lips. She eased the pressure with her heels, allowing me to pull back slightly and then tighten again to coax me back into her.
We repeated this sexy dance half a dozen times until I was fully enveloped by her hot, wet tunnel. Her softness squeezed gently around me, holding me as her feet disappeared from my ass and I started to pull back. I drew back until I felt most of my shaft slip from her, the cool air in the rec room cooling her juices on my shaft. I pressed back into her, sliding more quickly than before, feeling my head impact into the end of her tunnel and hearing a soft grunt in response. In and out I started sliding, driving as much of me into her as she could take. Her hot, wet pussy grew juicier with each passing moment, signaling that her level of excitement was climbing, confirming the soft trembles I felt in her legs as they gently rested against my hips.
The soft squish with each thrust played an image in my mind of how she must look, laying on her back, her big tits rolling and moving on her chest with each stroke. I felt her pussy spasm around me, and then again, her climax almost upon her. I drove in harder, feeling her soft thighs rub against my hips as she planted her feet on the floor and lifted her ass up in time with my thrusts, meeting me and driving us harder together. Soft grunts and moans slipped from her lips despite her apparent efforts to stay quiet, adding to the sounds of others in the room having sex.
Her legs suddenly lifted from the floor and wrapped around me, clamping me hard into her, her pussy clamping and pulsating around my rigid shaft. We lay there for long seconds, her body trembling under me as she climaxed around my cock, the sounds of two bodies slapping softly together not far away.
I was completely unprepared for her to roll us, first ending on my right side and then as she untangled her legs from around me, and pushed us the rest of the way over, ending on top of me, my cock still embedded in her trembling pussy. I felt her position herself over me and then start moving, her big tits and rock hard nipples slowly dragging along my chest as her pussy slid up my shaft, stopping only when all that was left inside her was my head. She arched her back, pulling her tits away from my chest and then drove herself down hard, grinding her clit into the base of my cock at the end of the stroke.
Again and again she repeated the motion, her rock hard nipples teasing my chest before she slammed herself down on me again. I was so close to climax, my cock primed to explode inside her, but her pace seemed to be designed to hold me right there, not quite able to tumble over the edge into bliss while extending her own climax incredibly long. Her pussy began to still, the trembling that had seemed to go on for at least half an hour easing away. With the fading of her own climax, she began to concentrate on mine, teasing me by changing her position and angle with each stroke. I hadn't thought I could get any closer to climax without shooting into her, but she teased me even closer.
"Oh fuck," I groaned softly, unable to hold the sound in as my cock suddenly jerked, shooting a massive gush of cum up into her. In response she began driving down on my cock more quickly, abandoning any hesitation or reservation. Up and down she pistoned her ass, driving down on my jerking and spouting cock so hard that I could hear the slapping of her tits against her own body. Up and down she plunged until my cock stopped pumping into her, slowing and then stopping with my shaft deeply driven into her. She lay down on me, squeezing her tunnel around my cock and pressed her lips to mine. I felt her soft tits pressed between us, her hard nipples digging into my chest as we both breathed hard.
Her lips worked from my lips to my cheek and then down the side of my face as my cock softened inside her, her soft kisses working closer to my ear before she whispered "thank you" so quietly I barely heard it. We were still lying there, one on top of the other when the alarm on the digital clock went off. Without another word she pushed up off of me and disappeared, leaving me laying alone on the carpet.
The lights came on, blinding all of us. I looked around when I could see without feeling like a welding torch was digging into my eyes and saw the girls standing at the far end of the room, all of them looking satisfied.
I got up and walked to my wife and gave her a hug. "You want..." I started to ask before she put her fingers over my mouth to silence me. With a grin, she took my hand and pulled me up the stairs. Without a word, I dressed and then led her, now wearing her own bath robe again, out to the car.
"So, you have any idea who you were with?" I asked conversationally as we drove home.
"Do you?" she asked back.
"I have a pretty good idea."
"Me too," she answered, not offering any further information.
"So, did you get off on his cock, or fingers?" I asked.
"Do you really want to know?"
"I'm not sure," I answered honestly.
"Then don't ask," she answered, staring out the windshield and not looking at me, giving me no clue how she came. Part of me doubted she did so on a cock, but at the same time all of the guys would have tried to get that.
"So. There another dare planned?" I asked her.
"Probably," she answered.
"I take it you don't want to talk."
"Not especially," she said without looking at me.
"Are you angry with me?"
For the first time she turned her head to look at me. "NO! Should I be?"
"Not that I know of, but the way you're acting, I wasn't sure."
"No. I'm not mad at you. I'm just not in a talkative mood."
"Okay," I answered her, not talking again the rest of the way home. We kissed briefly before we dropped into bed and turned the lights off in silence.
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It's my birthday again. After sixty-one years you'd think that birthdays wouldn't be a big deal any more, but they still are to me. One reason for that is that my ten-year younger wife always pulls out all the stops to make the day special for me. Most men get tools and such for their birthdays. Not from my wife. She works hard to make each birthday extra special. This year it lands on a Saturday, which is why I'm still lying in bed, listening to the shower running. She got up quietly, padded to the bathroom, probably in hopes of NOT waking me, and closed the door. I'm smart enough to know to just lie here and wait patiently.
Last year she wore the sexiest little see-through negligee I'd ever seen. Her five foot nine, hundred and fifty-pound frame is surprisingly firm and curvy with nice large thirty six D tits that draw my eyes and hands like magnets. The sheer white material she wore on this day last year contrasted spectacularly with her brown hair and eyes, making her tanned skin look even more erotic. It was a complete surprise to see her normally white patches tanned almost as dark as the rest of her lightly bronzed skin. I'd never seen her or even had a hint that she was at all inclined to tan nude. In fact, she'd always rebuffed any suggestion at doing anything outside that didn't include having all her private parts covered, though I'd often fantasized about going someplace like a clothing optional beach with her.
My conclusion was that she had made good use of a tanning bed some place, which in itself started a whole slew of fantasies. It also explained why she wouldn't let me see her naked in the light for almost two weeks before my birthday. Can you get the idea that my wife is still a hot sexy woman even at fifty one? Well, maybe she isn't to a twenty-year old, but to someone with a little mileage she's still damn hot!
I heard the shower shut off and long minutes passed before she walked out of the bathroom, completely nude, even the small patch of dark brown curls that showed occasional wisps of gray were gone, shaved baby bottom smooth. Even before she reached the bed I could smell my favorite perfume wafting from her. "Damn you look hot!" I whispered, the sun sneaking in between the blinds as it came up over the tree tops casting streaks of shadow and brightness across her curvy body.
"Glad you think so," she said as she reached for the covers and pulled them back. She reached for my boxers and pulled then down, letting me lift my butt off the bed to help her. My already rock hard six incher poked up at her as she bent over me and grinned. "You know. I was thinking that I was going to have to coax this awake this morning, but I see I don't have to. Maybe I should just climb on top of it and forgo the foreplay?"
"No point in spoiling your fun," I answered her, holding a hand out. She gingerly climbed onto the bed swinging a leg over my head so that her pussy was inches from my face, her full fat outer lips framing the delicate flowery inner lips that protruded so sexily from her. I could smell the musk of her excitement even over the powerful floral scent of the perfume squirted all over her body. I reached my hands to her hips and pulled her down toward me as the heat of her mouth engulfed my engorged cock head. "Ohhhhh fuck," I moaned softly before sticking my tongue out toward her pussy.
I let my tongue press between her lips, digging in until I could feel the entrance to her tunnel and then pressed my tongue down, pushing her lips apart as I let the tip of my tongue search for her clit. "Mmmmmm," she moaned around my rigid shaft as my tongue found her clit and drew slow wet circles around it. Her head bobbed slowly up and down my shaft, causing me to hump my hips involuntarily up at her face while I did my best to concentrate on teasing my tongue between her lips and across her clit. Up and down I stroked, tasting her juices as they changed from tangy tart to soft and sweet the more excited she became. Her hips, like mine, were no longer able to hold still and she pulled abruptly from my face.
"I'm so ready for this to be in me," she said softly as she moved around to straddle my hips, my rock hard cock in her hand. She walked her knees up my body a few more inches, aiming my engorged head for her sopping wet pussy. I watched with a grin on my face as she gently worked my head between her lips and then settled her weight down onto me. My mushroom head engaged into the entrance to her tunnel and slowly spread her, expanding her sexy hot tunnel around my engorged fat head, a soft moan slipping from her lips as she sank down on me.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she used her knees to lift herself on me and then drop back down, her ass slapping softly against my bare thighs. Up and down she went, my hands moving to capture her now bouncing tits. I stroked my thumbs back and forth across her nipples, her excitement engorging them and pushing the entire areola out as her nipples hardened further.
"Oh fuck yes," she whispered softly as she bounced, her head tilted back enjoying the sensations of my cock caressing her pussy as I was enjoying how she caressed my rock hard cock. I bucked my hips up gently in time with her strokes, slapping us together a little more vigorously as our mutual excitement grew. Tingles and warmth spread from my cock through my body, pushing my impending climax closer by the second. "Gonna come!" she moaned loudly, her knees starting to tremble where they pressed against my sides.
I squeezed her tits and pinched her nipples, but not overly hard, causing her to gasp and slam herself down on me. Her pussy contracted around me and I felt her whole body shudder on me as her own orgasm washed over her body. I held her breasts, teasing her nipples, knowing that as soon as her body would function again she would continue riding my shaft. Several long seconds passed and then she lifted again, dropping down on me, her pussy still clenching and spasming around me. She gasped and moaned as she picked up speed again, slamming herself down hard on me with each stroke. "Come for me baby," she moaned softly, encouraging me to let go of the climax she knew I was holding back.
"Ohhhhh fuck," I grunted half a dozen strokes later as my body bucked, driving my cock hard up into her and surging a massive gush of cum into her.
"YES!" she cried loudly at the feel of my cum lancing up into her. "Yes yes yes," she cried more softly over and over as she sat on me, feeling my cock swell and spurt inside her, pushing her own climax up to another peak. "Ohhhhh yes," she sighed after at least two full minutes of sitting on my cock in the midst of our mutual orgasms. She leaned forward, moving my hands aside and pressing her tits to my chest the way she knows I love. She leaned her face down to mine and softly kissed me. "Happy birthday, lover," she whispered after a long sexy kiss.
"Thank you," I whispered back. "What a way to start a birthday."
"And it's far from over. I struggled this year to get you something you'd really enjoy."
"Oh? And you came up with something?"
"I did. Something really different. You might have noticed that I'm naked."
"Uh huh. I did happen to notice that," I chuckled softly.
"Well, today I'm your canvas. You get to dress me in anything you want and take me anywhere you want. I'm your little play thing today. I know how you love to buy me sexy lingerie, so maybe a trip to one of your favorite little stores for a new outfit?"
"Mmmmmm. Now that does give me a few ideas. How about a sexy new swim suit? I came across just the perfect one a few months back."
"Oh? The bikini's I already have aren't sexy enough?"
"Oh trust me, this one is way hotter," I chuckled softly.
"As long as it covers all the private parts," she whispered. "That's my only rule."
"It'll do that. I promise," I smiled back at her. "Then we can go to the beach. I heard there's a nice quiet one up the coast a little ways."
"And what's wrong with the beach we usually go to?"
"Nothing, if you don't mind a lot of kids running around. I'd like something a bit more private."
"Wanna do some necking on the beach?"
"Or grab assing in the waves. What do you say? Feel playful?"
"It's your birthday. I told you I was your play thing. Let's play," she answered with a smile.
*****
Two hours later, breakfast done, things for the beach packed in the car and my wife, Dianne wearing a pair of shorts and T-shirt, and nothing else at my request, we pulled into the little bikini shop that I'd visited a few times before. I knew exactly what I wanted, a very VERY skimpy little white micro bikini that I came across last time I bought her a new bikini. I would have gotten it for her then, but I doubted that she'd wear it. Today though, today I was going to go for broke. If she was willing to be my play thing, then by golly I was going to enjoy it as much as I could.
We were only the second car in the little strip mall shopping center, and the only one parked in front of the swim shop. "Here?" my wife asked in surprise.
"Uh huh," I answered with a grin. "I have the perfect suit for today."
"And you promised, it'll cover all the private parts?"
"It will."
"I don't know what you have in mind, but okay, let's go see it," she said, opening the car door. We climbed out and she followed me into the cool air of the shop, the store filled with rack after rack of swim wear ranging from conservative one piece suits to stylish two piece bikinis. I moved up and down the racks, looking for something in particular, the sales girl drifting our direction as I looked for what I had seen before.
"Can I help you find something?" she asked as she got closer.
"I was in some months ago and I saw you had some really tiny bikinis."
"Oh. Yes. The micro's. They're right over here by the peek-a-boo's"
"Peek-a-boo's? I asked as I stepped around the end of the rack to follow her.
"Uh huh. Bikini's that basically are just the strings with no material. Technically they're legal to wear on most of the beaches, but I wouldn't be brave enough. They just outline your boobs and pussy, they don't cover it."
"You're NOT getting me one of those, are you?" my wife asked with a scowl.
"Nope. What I have in mind will cover like I promised," I answered her with a smile, still following the little twenty-something sales girl winding through the racks toward the back wall of the shop.
"Here we go," she said, stepping to a spot on the wall with a bar full of tiny hangers that were almost bigger than the bits of material they held. It only took me a moment to see the one I had in mind, a tiny white bikini with gold strings and trim. I pulled it from the rack and held it out for my wife. "This one."
My wife took the hanger from me and looked at the miniscule triangles of thin white material. "You want me to wear this?"
"Uh huh," I answered with a wide smile. "Now you can see why I wanted a little more private beach."
"I should say. I mean I'll be practically naked!"
"Yeah, but not quite," I agreed, still grinning.
Dianne rolled her eyes at me and shook her head. "If it wasn't your birthday I'd tell you exactly where you could put this. You know that, right?"
"I do," I agreed solemnly.
"You have a changing room?" she asked the sales girl.
"Right this way," she said, stepping past me and walking toward the corner of the store. I saw what looked like curtains held up on some poles, but not what I would have called changing rooms. She pushed back a curtain and inside the small cubicle of hanging cloth was a single folding chair.
"Good grief," my wife mumbled as she stepped into the curtained cubicle. I stood and waited for a few seconds before reaching for the curtain on the side of the cubicle, one that faced, not toward the front of the store but only down the aisle we had just walked. I pushed the curtain aside as my wife's shorts were hitting the carpeted floor. "JIM!" she squealed loudly, trying to cover herself as I stood there grinning.
"What. No one to see but me and the sales girl," I said with a grin. "And I wanted to see how it fit."
"You'd see it soon enough," she answered with a scowl.
"Yeah, but it's more fun this way," I said.
"How would you feel if I did that to you?"
"What?"
"Exposed you in public like this!"
"It's just me. What's the difference between me watching here and in our own bedroom?"
"Lots!" she answered with a scowl.
"Come on. If anyone comes in I'll close it."
"Oh fine," she relented after several silent seconds. I watched as she stepped out of her shorts and then pulled the t-shirt off, leaving her standing completely naked. I couldn't help but get a hardon as she slipped the tiny little bikini in place, bowing her legs to get it to cover her lips leaving almost none of her bare shaved mound covered. She sighed and gave up trying to stretch it to cover more and picked up the tiny top. "You sure this will cover me?"
"I promise, if it doesn't we won't buy it," I answered, feeling the bulge in my pants growing.
"This is awful thin material. I'm not sure how much it'll show when it gets wet."
"It's a bikini. It's made to get wet, right?"
She frowned at me again and after a few seconds asked me to help her with the strings, which I happily did. With the top in place she stepped out of the booth and in front of the mirror, turning herself to and fro. "I might as well be naked," she mumbled as she looked at her completely bare ass, only the string around her hips and one down between her cheeks showing that she had anything at all on. "How come it's only us girls that have to wear this half naked stuff?" she asked loudly enough for the sales girl to hear.
"Oh. There's men's suits like that too," she said with a grin. "Would you like me to show you some?"
"Actually, yes, I would!" my wife answered enthusiastically. She turned and followed the sales girl to a rack half way across the store, looking through the rack and then walking back with a tiny black suit that looked more like a lady's thong panty than a men's swim suit. "Here lover. Try this one on for me."
"Me?"
"You're not bashful now are you?" she needled with a crooked grin. "Besides. All you have on now is your swim trunks, so it won't be hard at all."
"I guess not," I said taking the tiny suit and walking the few steps to the cloth cubicle.
"Oh. And you can leave that open. I mean it's just me and the sale's girl, right?"
It's funny how things can boomerang. I had a really nice time watching my wife change, practically in public, which gave me quite a hardon. Now it was my turn to unexpectedly perform. I took a deep breath and pushed my suit down my legs, bending over to pull it all the way off, leaving me in just a t-shirt and shoes in front of not only my wife, but the twenty something sales girl. Her eyes were glued to my hardon as it stuck straight out at the two of them. I unhooked the tiny little swim suit from the hanger and stepped into it. It had a front, such as it was, but the back was only a strap that ran down between my ass cheeks, rubbing in places that usually don't get rubbed by my boxers, as I tried to figure out how to make my hardon fit into the tiny bag that was the front half of the suit. "I'm not sure this is going to work," I said, trying to force myself down into the suit.
"Well, looks like you just have to make it go down. I'm willing to wait if you want."
"What? Jack off? Right here?"
"Well, that is one solution," she giggled, knowing full well that I wouldn't and she wouldn't expect me to, but having fun none the less pushing me into a corner like this.
"We do have some suits that are a bit stretchier that might work," the young lady offered.
"Why not. We can take a look. Come on dear. I'm sure you won't mind. It's just the two of us after all," she said, stepping into the little booth and pulling me by the hand out of it.
To say I was uncomfortable walking though the store like this, potentially showing off to anyone outside as we walked down one aisle with my cock sticking half out of the tiny suit, well it would be an understatement. The only saving grace was watching my wife's bare ass wiggling back and forth with each step, which, on the other hand, was doing nothing to make my hardon go down.
"Here," the sales girl said, holding out a bottom that looked like it at least had a back and front, even if they were tiny.
"Try this on lover," my wife said, handing me the suit. "Might as well do it here. Not like she hasn't already seen you naked."
"Yeah. I guess," I answered, pushing the thong suit off so I was almost naked again in the middle of the store. I pulled on the suit and this one allowed me to bend my cock to one side and contain it. Of course the thin stretchy material clearly outlined every feature of my shaft and head, almost as if I were naked.
"Yes. That's perfect!" my wife said with a wink. "He'll take both."
"My pleasure. You want to wear them or would you like me to bag them for you?"
"Oh we'll wear them!" I answered quickly, thinking of how my wife will look riding in the front seat next to me in that, especially when we go over bumps.
Ten minutes later we were headed up the highway wearing nothing but our swim suits and shoes. At her request to be "fair" I had removed my T-shirt, allowing her to not only view my hardon in the skimpy, thin shorts or but allowing her access to reach across the gap between our seats to tease my cock and keep me rock hard. Not that she really needed to do much to keep me hard. The frequent bounces on the highway made her large soft breasts bounce enticingly, and just as frequently, out the bottom of the insufficient top. I could tell from her motions and expression that she was getting slightly frustrated at the lack of the top staying in place. I hoped that she hadn't realized yet just how much she was showing off out the window of the car every time it happened.
Fortunately for me, we pulled off the interstate onto a two lane highway before she made that connection. "You know. You could just not fix it," I said when one of her breasts popped out again.
"Why? You want me to show off to everyone?"
"Who can see? Besides me. And leaving them out certainly makes your efforts to keep me hard much easier," I chuckled.
"Well. Cars coming the other way?"
"Uh uh. You try and look in and see what you can see. Nope. They can't see and I'll give you plenty of warning before I slow down and pull off," I said as I steered around another long sweeping curve that led up the mountain instead of down toward the ocean. We continued to climb for some time before switching and winding our way down the mountain toward the ocean. I had to admit that I was enjoying the view of my wife's breasts exposed, the air conditioning chilling her nipples and making them harden. Her areola puffed out so that they stuck out from the round of her breast almost as far as the peaks of her nipples, giving them an incredibly sexy profile. The view made my cock so hard it almost hurt. I reached down and pushed the front of my swim suit down, hooking the waistband, such as it was, below my balls, so that my cock stuck straight up from my lap.
"Having fun?" my wife asked with a grin as she reached over and wrapped her hand around my cock.
"Uh huh," I answered as I reached over, crossing my arm over hers to slide my fingers between her legs.
"Mmmmmmmm. You know how I love that," she moaned softly, spreading her legs as far as she could in the small car.
"Yeah, I know," I answered as I continued down the curvy road, worming my fingers under the tiny bikini bottom so my fingers could slide between her wet lips. "Feels like someone else is having fun."
"I have to admit I'm pretty turned on. I'm almost tempted to tell you to pull off someplace so we can fuck. I'm not sure I can stand playing like this all day without sex."



"Trust me, you won't have to."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I have every intention of fucking you in the ocean," I answered her with a grin.
"Oh you do, do you? And how do you think you're going to do that without the life guards raising hell?"
I grinned at her but didn't answer for several minutes. "You remember I told you I'd let you know when we were there? Well, we're there," I said as I slowed down to turn off the highway.
"Oh shit," she squeaked, pulling her hand off my cock, and pulling my hand from between her legs. She frantically tried to settle her tits back into the tiny top, her actions holding her attention so she didn't see the sign as we drove down the sand road toward the beach.
"This is a quiet little beach," she said as we pulled into the parking area, only a few dozen cars in the lot.
"Yep," I answered with a grin. "But here we are!"
We got out of the car and I pulled the cooler, umbrella and the bag of swim stuff out of the back. She wrapped one of her arms around mine, walking next to me as we headed toward the beach. I couldn't hide the sign at the beach entry, and her sudden stop clearly indicated she saw it. "Jim. This isn't..."
"Yes. It is. Clothing optional."
"I'm not going naked."
"Didn't say you had to. It's optional. Optionally off, or on. But I wouldn't worry. The outfit you have on will fit in fine," I said with a smile. "Come on. Trust me."
"Usually I would. But somehow I have a hunch you're planning on trying to get me out of this suit, or at least part of it, on the beach. So, ready to admit that's your plan?"
"Yep. That's my plan. Get you into a skimpy bikini, get you half drunk, and then get you out of the top of that bikini. THAT is my birthday wish."
"Well, I did promise you could dress me as you chose and bring me where you wanted, though when I said that this wasn't exactly what I had in mind. But if you're set on it, have fun trying to convince me to take any of this off."
"I also plan on trying to fuck you in the ocean," I whispered to her as we started walking again.
"That would require taking more off than you're gonna get away with," she whispered back with a frown, "though I have to admit that the ride here did leave me a bit horny."
"That was part of my devious plan," I chuckled as we walked the soft sandy path between the trees leading to the beach front. We stepped through the trees and saw a three or four hundred yard long sandy beach running from one rock cliff on the left to another similarly high one on the right. In between was a wide smooth sandy beach with occasional rock formations jutting up through the sand. There were a considerable number of people already at the beach, most in little or nothing at all. As we walked down the beach looking for a good place to set up our beach umbrella and such we passed a lot of topless and nude women, making my hardon in my suit get so hard it almost hurt. I wondered just how much my wife was enjoying my predicament, until she reached over and pushed the front of my suit down, letting my cock swing free. With my hands full of beach stuff, there it was pretty obvious she expected me to stay exposed.
I could feel my cock swinging side to side as we walked, a few women staring at my hardon as we passed. I noticed most guys didn't have hardons, apparently more used to being exposed this way, or at least that was my theory.
"This looks like a good place," my wife said after we passed a large black rock sticking up almost a dozen feet up out of the sand. The rock made something of a partition between where we were and the more populated portion of the beach.
"Looks as good as any," I answered, setting down the cooler and bag. I uncased the umbrella and drove the stakes into the soft sand to hold one side to the ground and set the lines that would keep the nylon alcove in place against the wind. With large beach towels set in the little shelter the sport umbrella made we dropped down into the shade to put on sunblock.
"You think I really need sun block there?" my wife asked as I rubbed cream down her chest and slid my hands between her big soft tits and the tiny triangles of the bikini.
"Don't want you to get burned," I said with a smile.
"Oh? Well, in that case," she said, reaching out for my finally softened cock, still sticking out of my suit, and stroked it with her cream covered hands. "Don't want anything to burn."
"If you leave me sticking out like that, you might as well just take it off," I joked.
"That can be arranged," she answered with a devious little smile. I felt her hands release my hardening cock and slide to the sides of the tiny suit, pushing it down. "Come on. Help me here. This was your idea."
I rolled my eyes, more nervous than I would have expected. I lay back and let her pull my suit down and off of me, leaving me completely naked. She tossed the suit toward the swim bag and then spread sunblock on the parts she had just exposed.
"Okay. Let's go swim," I said after we were adequately covered with the cream.
"You sure?"
"Yep," I said with a deep intake of breath. I'd never gone naked in public before, but there were a lot of naked bodies, both young and older, wandering around the beach and playing in the surf. I stood up and held a hand out for my wife. She took it and I felt her hesitate before relenting and getting up from the towel.
We walked to the surf, passing a variety of naked people before wading into the waves. We continued to wade deeper until we were about waist deep, the water splashing up our bodies. I chuckled to myself as my wife's top became saturated and essentially translucent.
"What's so funny?" she asked as she looked at me with a scowl.
"Your top," I answered with a grin.
She looked down, gave a little shriek of surprise and quickly crossed her arms across her essentially exposed chest. "You planned that!" she snapped at me.
"Actually, I didn't. I had no idea," I admitted. "Honest. But damn it looks good."
"Might as well not even have it on!" she said sharply at me as I gently pried her arms apart.
"I can arrange that, to use your own words," I laughed softly. "Fuck, honey. You look smoking hot. I don't know what you're worried about."
"I don't look hot anything. I'm old and droopy and fat!" she retorted with a rather irritated look. "And now, I might as well be topless, thanks to you!"
"Honey, look around. Is anyone running away screaming because your tits are visible? Hell, there's all kinds of women here with their boobs hanging out in full view. I think yours are sexy as hell. Can you blame me for wanting to see 'em, or even show em off a little?"
She rolled her eyes at me and huffed. "Remind me why I married you to start with?"
"Because you love me so much," I answered her with a grin, stepping toward her and wrapping my arms around her. I held her close in the surf, the waves rocking us back and forth, nearly knocking us over a few times.
"God damn I can't believe how hard you are," she said just loud enough for me to hear over the sounds of the surf.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I can feel you between my legs."
"I wouldn't mind changing its position a bit," I answered her. "After all, I told you what I wanted to do."
"Uh huh you did. Let's get just a little deeper though," she said after a few seconds. "Last thing we need is a big wave to leave us exposed." She pushed my arms off of her gently and then waded a bit deeper, holding my hand and pulling me along. "So how do you want to do this?" she asked me, stopping and turning to face me.
"Well, from behind would be easiest I guess."
"You guess? Didn't you think this through first?" she asked with a frown. "Good lord. Come here," she mumbled, pulling me toward her. I felt her hand grasp my cock and then one of her legs wrap around my waist, leaving her standing in the water on one foot. "Hold onto me. I don't want to go tumbling over." She said as she let go of me with her other hand, sliding it down between us. I felt the heat of her pussy replace the cool ocean water as she worked my cock between her lips, her other hand apparently pulling her panties aside. "Oh yeah. Right there," she practically moaned, arching her back so that I slipped part way into her. "Now fuck me, lover."
"Uh huh," I grunted, not wasting any time. I started poking up into her, little jabbing strokes at first, trying to get my cock lubricated. Soon I was stroking in and out of her several inches, my cock fully inside her as she now held my shoulders with both hands, leaning back slightly to give me a better angle. I reached down under her firm ass and lifted her slightly, letting her wrap both legs around me. I held her in the waves, letting the wave action and my own strokes drive my cock in and out of her hot wet pussy. Her velvety tunnel caressed my engorged head as I slid in and out of her, her eyes closed and head tipped back. I could see the pleasure on her face as I pumped in and out of her, soft moans slipping from her lips barely loud enough to hear over the waves. Occasionally a larger wave would strike us, disturbing my balance, but she seemed not to care, trusting that I would catch myself and continue what I was doing.
My pounding into her also bounced her tits, the large soft orbs moving up and down on her chest with each stroke I made, the tiny triangle top long since having given up on holding her heaving breasts. The material worked higher on her tits as we fucked in the surf, no longer covering anything vital, much to my pleasure.
I noticed another couple getting closer to us, maybe in their early to mid-forties, their playing and splashing bringing them ever closer. I didn't want to stop, I was too damn close and I knew from how she felt around me that Dianne was even closer. I stroked in and out, hoping my wife didn't notice the sounds of the other couple.
"Oh fuck lover. I'm gonna come!" my wife moaned loudly, her pussy already starting to spasm around my cock. "OHHHHHH SHIT!" she cried loudly, drawing the attention of the other couple.
"UH huh," I grunted in response, knowing that i was only a few moments behind her.
"I'm coooooooooominnnnnng!" my wife cried loudly as her whole body shuddered and jerked.
"Fuck," I grunted as my body responded to her clenching pussy, sending tingles racing through my body. I knew I couldn't stop now even if I wanted to. My body and mind were too far gone to care if they saw or not. I pumped a half a dozen more strokes into her and then my body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into her and flooding her with a huge surge of my hot cum.
"FUCK YES!" my wife cried at the feeling of me inside her, her arms pulling her up against me, her body pressed tightly to mine as she panted and moaned in pleasure. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. God I love feeling you come in me," she moaned softly, not realizing that the other couple was only a few yards away in the surf.
"Yeah," I agreed, panting from the combination of exertion and exhilaration. My cock stayed hard inside her for almost a minute before it softened enough to slip out, after which she unwrapped herself from me and slid to stand on her own in front of me, her arms still wrapped around me, pressing her tits to my chest.
"That what you wanted, lover?" she asked softly.
"Oh yeah," I agreed. "It definitely was."
"Looked like a good one too," the woman standing in the surf a few yards away said loudly enough for my wife to hear. "Now I know why you picked a spot so far down the beach."
"What!?" my wife said in shock, twisting around to see the other couple. It took several seconds for it to sink in that they had just watched us fucking in the water, and had yet to realize that she was showing her completely bare tits off to them. "Oh shit!" she squeaked, turning back to me to cover her tits with her arms and my body. "Damn you Jim! You could have said something!"
"What and have you stop?" I asked in surprise, understanding why she was angry, but wishing she wasn't.
"Yes have me stop. I didn't plan on having an audience!"
"We're sorry. We didn't mean to intrude," the woman said again. "We saw you come in, and well, with you showing off your husband's cock like that we didn't think you'd mind company."
"Showing off like what?" my wife asked, twisting to look at the other woman without moving her tits where they were visible.
"Well, hard like that, sticking out of his suit. I mean you did it on purpose, right? Here that means you're interested in playing."
"I..Um...Oh god," Dianne stammered in embarrassment. "No. I mean I didn't."
"Oh. I see. First time here?" the other woman asked with a grin, her husband standing behind her with his hands on her waist. "No problem. "I'm Jen. This is my husband Gary." She said stepping toward us again, her bare tits, almost as big as my wife's, swinging with each step. She held her hand out toward us and I reached out and took her petite hand. Now that she was closer I suspected she was only five and a half feet if that and maybe a hundred twenty pounds. Her husband was tall and thin, and now that he wasn't shielded by his wife, it was pretty obvious he had a rather long cock which was rock hard, exposed periodically by the trough of the waves.
"Uh. Yeah. Our first time," I answered, realizing that my wife wasn't going to.
"Cute couple. Good choice coming down here. The other end is kind of the more general nudist type area. But down this side of the big rock is more adult centric. We try and keep the family stuff at that end so we can play, if you know what I mean."
"I think get you," I answered. "We didn't know there was an order to things. We just looked for a quiet place."
"Well, you found one. If you're interested in playing, I wouldn't mind. And my husband was admiring your wife's breasts, so I'm sure he wouldn't mind either," she said with a grin, stepping a little closer.
"I'm not quite sure we're ready for playing that way," I answered nervously. "Like you said, this is the first time for us."
"Well. Might as well start slow then," she answered me. "This isn't doing much good anyway," she added, reaching for the strings of my wife's top and tugging them until she had them untied and the top off of her. "Here. You can hold this," she said holding the white top out for me to take from her. "So. How about we just chat a while?" Jen asked, reaching to my wife for her hand and after some resistance, allowed her to pull her from my arms. "Oh. Yeah. Definitely a nice set of tits, don't you think Gary?"
"Without a doubt. I thought they looked bigger than yours. I was right," he answered. I saw my wife blush as she tried to get used to having her tits stared at by another man. I also saw his hand dip under the water to grab his already hard cock and stroke it a few times while he surveyed my wife's tits.
"Now. How about you? You done this kind of thing before?" Jen asked as she stepped closer and wrapped an arm around my waist, the next wave washing me up against her and pressing her tits into my side.
"What kind of thing?" I asked in surprise.
"Wave bouncing of course," she said with a giggle. She turned me in the water to face the waves and then reached for my wife's hand. "Come on. If we go down the beach just a little the waves cross each other more and it's a lot more fun." I found myself being steered down the beach, my wife following along holding Jen's hand for at least thirty yards or so. "Here we go!" she said with a giggle as a big wave lifted and tossed the three of us. The waves did seem to be getting bigger as we moved farther down the shore, her touch definitely more friendly than sexual as she guided us toward what I could now see was an area with the waves crashing harder as the bottom shallowed up. Of course the other side effect was that as the water got shallower it hid less of us.
By the time we got to where the waves seemed to grow the highest, the troughs of the waves were exposing us down to the thighs, including my bare cock and Jen's completely bare pussy. Each wave that lifted and tossed us, set us back down in time for a quick glimpse of her naked body before the next wave covered her again.
Jen squealed and shouted playfully as the waves lifted her, working herself deeper into the surf after a few minutes. We'd never been into surfing or boogie boarding or anything like that, but always enjoyed swimming and bouncing in the surf when we came to the beach, so it wasn't a huge surprise to see her smiling as she got ready for the next wave a few yards from me. What was a surprise was to see her seeming to have forgotten that her tits were hanging out while she played.
"Here. Jim isn't it? Grab my waist and try to lift me as the wave comes!" Jen said with laugh as she let the next wave wash her back to me, bumping her back into me. I grabbed her waist and tried to do what she said, lifting her as the wave reached us, which was easier than I expected, leaving her with her feet in the air, practically sliding down the back side of the wave until she put her feet down again. "I love doing this with my husband!" she said loudly, her comment intended for not only me but my wife as well. "Gary why don't you lift Dianne!"
"Sure!" he said, moving closer to my wife.
I looked over in time so see her look at me in what I could only describe as shock and uncertainty as he reached for her waist and as the next wave came, lifted her easily up and practically over the wave, her essentially naked ass completely exposed over the top of the wave before he let her slide down the back side, her back rubbing down his chest as he tried to hold his balance.
Of course, my paying attention to them left me completely unprepared for the wave that was already upon us, and the two of us got knocked over by the wave, Jen landing on me as my ass hit the sandy bottom. I got up, instinctively wrapping an arm around the waist of the body in front of me as I did, pulling both of us up above the waves as I got my feet under me again. I barely noticed the feeling of my cock pressing against the bare pussy of the woman in front of me, or her hand moving mine from her waist up to one of her bare breasts.
"Now that's more like it," she said quietly enough for me to hear but not my wife. We were several feet behind my wife and her husband now, both of their attention focused on the waves coming at them rather than us behind them. I felt Jen bounce herself up as the next wave hit us, her hand pushing against my cock as she slid back down my body with the receding wave. I felt my engorged head press against her pussy and then completely slide up into her as she spread her feet on the sandy bottom. "Oh yeah," she giggled as the next wave lifted us together, sliding her up my cock and then her weight dropping her down on me again, her legs coming together to trap me inside her. "And I thought you didn't want to play
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as I held with my arm around her, holding one tit, the waves lifting her up and down my shaft as we stood waist deep in the water. I briefly wondered if her husband had tried something similar with her, and decided that if he did she'd have kicked him between the legs by now. "We shouldn't be doing this," I finally managed to say, intentionally letting her rise and slide off my cock with the next wave.
"Ohhhh what a spoil sport," she said, turning to face me.
"I don't think my wife would have appreciated that I did that."
"Well, maybe we can work on that. You felt pretty good," she said with a smile as she backed away a little bit. "Come on. Let's go get your wife and take a break." She turned away and called for Gary to come on in and bring my wife. I was a bit surprised to see my wife wading hand in hand with him, no longer worried about her tits being exposed. My already hard cock was encouraged to stay hard as I watched her big tits swing side to side as she slogged through the water toward us.



"Having fun?" I called to my wife over the waves as she got closer.
"Yeah, I was. That was fun. I've never been lifted over the waves like that," she said with a smile. "Thanks Gary," she said, half turning toward him.
"My pleasure," he answered, clearly wanting to say more but stopping short.
My wife took my hand and we waded the rest of the way up to the beach with Gary and Jen following behind us. They followed us back to where we had set up our stuff and we plopped down on the towels, Gary and Jen sitting on the ends of the towels. "We could get our stuff and come back down, if you don't mind," Jen suggested.
I looked at my wife who shrugged and then said why not, prompting them to get up and walk away together.
"They seem nice enough," my wife said as I opened the cooler and pulled out a wine cooler for her, her favorite drink when we came to the beach.
"Yeah. I agree." I answered non-committally as I opened a Pepsi.
"He's kinda good looking, isn't he?"
"I suppose."
"Yeah, you wouldn't think so. You sure had eyes for Jen though."
"Huh?"
"Oh come on. You have to know I saw you not only checking her out, but feeling up her tits while you two were playing in the surf."
"Well, I was just responding to her coaxing," I answered honestly, wondering if she knew I'd been dipping my tool into her ink well.
"Yeah. Gary was a bit handsy too. His hands just kept slipping from my waist to my tits. And when a big wave lifted me, I always seemed to come down with his cock between my legs or cheeks. If I didn't know better I'd say he was trying to take over for you out there."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, oh," she said with a frown before taking a long drink of her wine cooler.
"Told you that you were hot and sexy. What more proof do you need than a young guy trying to get into your pussy?"
"Yeah. Well I don't plan on that happening. Just one more reason to NOT take off what covers the rest of my cash and prizes."
"Hell, I still think you'd look fucking sexy naked out here."
"Ain't happening buddy, so just put some water on that flame," she said with a frown just before Gary and Jen walked back around the rock formation with their beach stuff.
We sat for the next hour chatting, about work, life, hobbies, etc., the girls having one conversation and the two of us guys a completely different one. During that time I was surprised to see my wife drink not only her wine cooler, but two hard root beers that Jen had offered her.
"You know. I'm starting to get hot. I think we need to go swimming again," Jen suggested.
"Yeah. I wouldn't mind getting wet again," my wife agreed.
"You should leave those here though," Jen suggested, pointing to Dianne's bikini bottoms.
"But then everyone would see my pussy!" Dianne hissed with a frown.
"Yeah, so? They see mine," Jen answered with a shrug. "Besides, yours looks plenty sexy. Just ask Gary!"
"It does."
"You're just saying that. I'm old and fat."
"Tell you what," Jen said with a grin. "You leave those here on the towel while we go do some more wave riding. If Gary doesn't have a hardon the whole time you can not only put them back on. I'll give you a pair of shorts to put on over 'em."
"What kind of a test it that? I mean he's a horny bastard. He's already been feeling my tits up. If I get out there without panties he'll probably try to fuck me."
"Is that what you're worried about? Someone taking advantage of you if you're not covered?" she looked at her husband. "Gary, if you put your dick where she doesn't want it, I won't fuck you for a month." Then she turned back to my wife. "That good enough?"
"How do I know you'd do that?"
"Oh trust me," Gary answered. "She would, without a doubt. No I won't do anything you don't approve of, including grabbing your sexy breasts if you don't want me too."
"I don't know about this," my wife said quietly, looking to me for support.
"I won't make you do anything you don't want to, but I sure as hell wouldn't mind seeing you completely naked," I answered her.
"Oh fuck. It is your birthday and I'm just drunk enough to say yes. But just this once!" she agreed reluctantly, reaching to the strings on her hips and undoing the bows there. She stood up and pulled the suit bottom off, leaving her completely nude. "Well? I'm not standing here to get gawked at all day. We going in the water or not?"
"Sure!" I answered, standing up quickly. "Come on!" By the time we were wading into the surf Gary and Jen had caught up to us. As I expected, they suggested we again switch partners, "just for fun." Jen wasted no time encouraging my hands back to her tits, both of them free to grab her this time. As before she made sure that my cock was frequently between her legs, rubbing against her pussy, and when possible, stuffed into her "accidently". I did take time to check and make sure my wife was okay, the two of them a few yards away, far enough to be private but close enough that she could shout to me for help if she felt she needed it. Gary's hands were frequently on her tits, and surprisingly, she didn't seem to be complaining or moving his hands off.
"She seems to be having more fun this time," Jen said to me over the surf.
"Yeah. That's good. I didn't think that I'd even see her naked, let alone doing this."
"First time is the hardest. Speaking of hard!" she said, reaching between her legs and aiming my cock at her pussy as she bent forward. "Ohhhh yeah. Much better," she cooed as I slid into her again, for about the fourth time since we'd been out in the surf.
"You seem very intent on getting fucked by me," I answered.
"I am. How far do you think your wife would let you go?"
"Not too far. She'd be awful unhappy if I wasn't shouting distance away."
"No. that's not what I mean. Do you think she'd allow you to have sex openly with me?"
"Unlikely," I answered with a chuckle. "Unless you had her too close to climax to care."
"That can be arranged." She said with a grin. "Gary and I have been talking about trying something, but we haven't quite found the right couple. I'm thinking that you two might be the right couple."
"If you're thinking about having Gary fuck her, don't. I'm not comfortable with that at all!"
"Oh trust me. For what I have in mind his cock will be well taken care of."
"Oh? So you want to what, get fucked by him while you suck my cock or something?"
"Something," she said as another wave lifted her up my cock and then slid back down again. "If I can convince her, will you?"
"Good luck, but as long as it isn't painful I'm game for new things."
"Good. We'll see what happens over lunch," she answered. "Let's get closer to them!"
"Like this?" I asked as another wave lifted us and she slid up and down my cock again.
"Why not? She may not care."
"Or she may get really pissed off at me and say we're going home," I answered her.
"Well, I'm not completely comfortable with doing this behind her back. A relationship should be built on trust."
"I don't disagree."
"Then why don't we go see how they're doing?" she said, pulling off my cock and turning to pull me through the surf closer to my wife and her husband. As we got closer Dianne looked over and grinned at me.
"This is a lot of fun. It's kind of a turn on as the waves splash up and lift my bare tits," she said over the sound of the waves. "You having fun?"
"You could say that."
"I bet. Someone's dick keeps ending up between my legs. I'm guessing yours is too?"
"Yeah, pretty much," I agreed as Jen put her back to me again and turned me to face the waves with her, the next wave lifting both of us and sliding her back up and down my body until my cock was, like Gary's, sticking out between her legs.
"Be awful easy to let your husband's really sexy cock slide right inside though," Jen said to my wife. "Not that Gary would complain or anything."
"He wouldn't mind having another guy's cock in you?" my wife asked in surprise.
"Probably not. Not as long as I gave him some really good sex later," she answered. "Would you lover?"
"Probably wouldn't mind too much," he answered as another wave lifted them too, my wife sliding up his body and then as she slid down, letting his hands slide up to cup both her tits, her nipples sticking out rock hard from the cool water and his attentions. "Not so long as he doesn't mind me playing with his wife's tits."
"If he was going to complain he should have done so a long time ago," my wife answered. "Especially since he's been doing the same thing with your wife."
"True enough," Gary answered her.
The next wave lifted all of us, and as Jen slid down she pressed one hand between her legs, pushing my cock up at her pussy again, her body sliding down mine and my cock pushing up into her pussy. "Ohhhh fuck," she groaned as she sunk down over my engorged shaft.
"Did she just do what I think she did?" ,my wife asked me questioningly, a stern look on her face.
"Yeah, she did," I practically groaned as the next wave lifted us, sliding me out and back in again as it washed over us, only waist deep in the trough of the wave.
"I hope you don't think I'm going to let your husband do that to me," my wife said a bit icily to Jen.
"Nope. I made it clear. He only does what you allow," she said looking over at him. "Right honey?"
"Yep," he answered as the next wave rode my wife up and down his body, this time one hand sliding down between her legs. For a minute I thought he had done what his wife had done, the look on my wife's face a combination of surprise and pleasure.
"Oh god. He just stuck his finger in me," she gasped as the next wave came and he held his hand between her legs. "Oh my god."
"If you want him to stop, just say so," Jen said loudly.
"No. No he doesn't have to do that. But let's just say I don't want anything else going in there."
"I'm sure he understands completely," Jen said with a smile.
"Definitely. But if you happened to wanna play with it, feel free," Gary answered.
"What? Like this?" my wife asked as she reached under the water, presumably to grab his cock.
I couldn't see what she was doing, but it apparently met with his approval. "Oh yeah. Like that is just fine! You keep doing that and you won't have to worry about my cock being hard enough to go anywhere for a little while."
"Well, maybe I should do just that. Hell I haven't jerked off a guy other than my husband since we got married. What do you think lover? Should I?"
"Why not? Jen seems intent on doing something similar to me."
"Yeah. I can tell. I've seen that look on your face. You're trying damn hard not to let it all go."
"He should!" Jen answered as another wave lifted her up my shaft and then settled her down on it as I bobbed upward on the wave driving me fairly hard into her.
"What the fuck. If that's what she wants," my wife said, shocking me.
"Finger me too," Jen practically moaned, no longer even pretending she didn't want to be fucked by me. I lowered one hand from her tits down to the juncture of her legs and slipped two fingers between her legs, quickly finding her clit. "OH FUCK!" she squealed as I stroked across her clit, my cock deep inside her. "Ohhhhhhh Jesus," she moaned as the next wave rode her up and down my shaft again, my fingers this time stroking her clit in time with my cock.
"Oh god. Here it comes," I heard Gary say to my wife as she continued whatever she was doing under the water to him. The next wave lifted them at almost the same time as his body stiffened and jerked. The wave topped them backwards, both of them dunking under water before they came up separated, Gary with a look of surprise and disappointment. "Oh damn that happened at the wrong time," he said as he lay in the water as much as stood in it, his body clearly jerking and spasming with his climax.
"Let's hope we do better," Jen coaxed as she slid down my body, on the next wave.
"Well, we're not going to have long to wait," I grunted, feeling that familiar tingle spread through my groin. I concentrated on her clit, changing from the slow strokes to rubbing it fast and in small circles.
"Oh fuck no. Not if you keep that up!" she gasped. "Ohhhh fuck," she moaned as the next wave lifted and dropped her on me again.
My body bucked, fortunately between waves, and I felt a gush of hot cum lance up into her, her pussy convulsing at the surge of heat pushed deep into her. I did my best not to lose my balance as I climaxed in Jen, my cock surging more into her with each jerk of my body.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned on me as she leaned forward, forcing my cock deeper into her. "Soooo fucking good."
"Well, you seemed to enjoy that," my wife said to me as I stood panting, trying to hold us both up in the waves.
"Wasn't quite what I expected my birthday to be, but I'm sure as hell not going to complain," I said as my wife gently disengaged Jen and me.
She took my hand and pulled me toward the shore. "Well, you might have had fun, but someone left me hanging, so you better figure out what you're going to do about it."
"I'm pretty sure I can figure out just exactly what to do," I answered as we walked up out of the waves. We walked together to the umbrella and I lay down on one of the towels. It only took a few seconds for my horny wife to kneel over my head and lower her salty pussy down to my face. I heard her let out a long soft moan as I stroked my tongue along her wet lips, tasting the salt water and the tanginess of her juices at the same time. I pressed deeper with the second stroke, pushing her lips apart with my tongue, driving in until I was practically pushing my tongue up into her tunnel.
"Oh god yes. That's it," she moaned as I slid my hands up her body to her big round tits and cupped each soft mound. "Play with 'em sweetie. Play with my nipples and make me come." I gently pinched and twisted her nipples, just as hard as I knew she loved, and no harder. Her hips started to rock and grind her pussy against my face, my tongue trying to maintain contact with her clit, but her rocking hips making it hard to do. "Oh fuck baby. Ohhhhhhh fuck fuck fuck. Here it comes. Here comes my juicy cum for you!" she moaned loudly as her body started to tremble above me, her legs practically vibrating against my face. "OHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed more loudly than I'd ever heard her cry out during sex. Her whole body jerked and shuddered as her juices leaked down my face, my tongue still flicking and stroking her clit.
She finally pushed up off of me, lifting her pussy off my face and rolling onto the other towel on her back. She lay there panting, her fingers gently stroking her own body from her thighs to her nipples. "I'm surprised you fucked her," She finally said.
"She didn't give me a lot of choice." I said a bit defensively.
"Don't try to pretend you didn't want to. I know you did. I could see it on your face. I'm not mad or anything. Just kinda unsure what to think."
"Yeah. Me too," I answered honestly with a frown. "Kinda felt like if Gary would've asked I'd have had to say yes."
"THAT would NOT have been okay. Not one bit," my wife answered emphatically.
"So. You two having a good chat?" Jen asked as she walked up the beach toward us. She stopped at the cooler and pulled out two more hard root beers and handed one to my wife. "You want a beer or something?" she asked me as she plopped down on the towel near my feet.
"Sure. Why not," I answered as she dug in the cooler and handed over a Bud Light.
"I personally think they taste like piss water, but Gary likes 'em," she said as she let the lid of the cooler flop shut. "So. Having fun today?"
"Yeah, sort of," I answered for both of us.
"Only sort of?"
"Well, I haven't ever cheated on my wife before."
"Ohhh I see. Well, it wasn't exactly cheating, was it? I mean she was right there with her hand on my husband's cock. No. That was just playing with different partners. If you don't like how it feels, I'd say that you should avoid it. I was kinda like that at first. Took me a little while to get used to it. But now we find that it really spices up our sex life. We'll play with people at places like this or sometimes parties, but that's all. No one we know at work or in the neighborhood. Prevents the possibility of emotional attachments, if you know what I mean."
"And you like doing that? Having sex with someone you don't really know?"
"Sure. Think back to when you had sex the first time with your husband, or even past boyfriends. Wasn't it exciting? Weren't you super turned on?"
"Well. Yeah. Of course," my wife answered.
"Well. It's the same thing. It's a super huge turn on to have someone new exploring your body and you feeling all those sensations you're used to, but different. I mean no two men do it the same and feel the same inside me. Yeah. I love it."
"I'm not so sure that I can deal with the aftermath though. I mean having another man's stuff in me? I'm not built that way," my wife answered her.
"Ahhh. Yeah, well there is that. Hell, I'm still leaking your husband like a faucet. He really puts out."
"Doesn't that gross you out?" my wife asked before taking another swig of her root beer.
"Oh not usually. Sometimes it can be a bit of a distraction. My husband loves to lick pussy and I just can't quite bring myself to let him do that until I've had a chance to clean out. I mean licking his own cum is one thing. Another guy's? I'm not sure I want to put him in that position," she said, reaching in the cooler and pulling out a beer for her husband as he walked up to where we were sitting.
"So, anyone ready for lunch?" he asked as he sat down on the remaining towel.
We all agreed that it was lunch time and dug into our respective coolers, passing out sandwiches to munch on. We sat silently, watching the waves and eating our sandwiches for about five minutes before my wife broke the silence. "So Gary. Your wife tells me that you love to eat out a girl. Is that true?"
"Yeah. Pretty much," he answered between bites.
"How many have you done?"
"Oh lord. I don't know. A few dozen," he answered with a shrug.
"And after, do you always have sex with 'em?"
"Nope. Not always. Sometimes though. Depends on what we're doing. I kinda like my wife riding my cock while I have a pussy on my face. Really makes me come hard. Jen also sometimes likes to play, so we take turns licking her pussy. The last time Jen licked her pussy until she came while she was sucking my cock. Watching that made me come all over the two of 'em so damn hard."
"Really Jen? You like to do things with other women?" my wife asked in surprise.
"Yeah. I do. Not for everyone, but I like to try all kinds of things and I found I like the taste of pussy. Kinda like your husband. I can tell he loves to lick pussy."
"He does," my wife said looking over at me. "I've never quite understood why, but I love how it feels when he does."
"Well, there you go. I like it too and I know they like how it feels. So for me it's fun and kinda exhilarating," Jen answered my wife. "I wouldn't mind eating you out. I mean you have a sexy pussy and your husband definitely loves licking it."
"I don't think I could handle that," my wife responded, shaking her head slowly side to side. "Not at all sure I could handle being touched there by another woman."
"No? You prefer men down there?"
"Well my husband anyway," my wife answered.
"What about mine? Would you like to feel what it's like to get licked by him?"
"Oh. I don't know. I've never...I mean. Jim is all that I've..."
"It's not cheating. It's just two couples, all together playing. I'd be willing to bet that my husband could make you come every bit as hard as Jim can. What'd ya think? Think your husband can make you cum harder than mine?"



"I know he can," my wife said defensively, suddenly blurting out after a short pause. "Hell I'd be willing to bet he can make you come harder than you've ever come before, female tongue or guy's tongue."
"Sounds like a challenge. Whose husband licks better? That's a tall order to put on the men. I mean how would you compare them?"
"That's easy. Just let him show you how good he can do!" I sat there and stared at my wife, not believing the words that just fell out of her mouth. Was she suggesting that we lick out each other's wives to see who does it better? That was what it sounded like.
"Well. That definitely sounds like a challenge. How about it, honey? You wanna prove how good you can do?" Jen asked her husband.
"I'm game if he is," Gary answered with a chuckle.
"Oh wait a minute. I didn't mean..."
"What? You didn't mean to challenge my husband? Come on. You said it. You gonna back down now?"
"I'm not backing down to anything!" my wife retorted, setting the nearly empty bottle aside, uncrossing her legs and leaning back on the towel, her feet on the end of it and her knees spread wide, spreading her shaved pussy lips in the process. "No sex though. Only his tongue."
"No sex," Jen answered in agreement as she twisted herself around. "Okay Jim. This one's yours," she said with a smile as she spread her legs wide.
"You sure?" I asked, looking at my wife.
"All I got to say is you better fucking damn well make her come harder than me!" My wife said as Gary knelt down in front of her.
I shrugged and wondered just exactly what got into my wife as I rolled over and lay down on the sand in front of Jen. I reached out for her, wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulled her toward me, drawing her smooth pussy lips and little tuft of blond curls toward my lips.
I drew my tongue up her wet slit and felt her shudder slightly, already clearly excited about the prospect of getting licked. I pressed my tongue deeper, causing her to stiffen as my tongue stroked and dug deeper between her fat outer lips and hidden inner lips. I drew my tongue slowly up her lips, searching and finding her hard nub and teasing the tip of my tongue across it. "Ohhhhh god that's a good start," she moaned softly.
I smiled to myself and briefly wondered how my wife was doing, unable to see with Jen's legs on either side of my face. I started stroking up her lips over and over, pressing my tongue between her lips and pressing it in until I was stroking along her pubic bone. Each stroke ended with a teasing flick or circling of her clit, my fingers spreading her lips apart from the top side to give me better access. It wasn't long and her hips were rocking in time with my strokes, each time rocking to help guide me toward her clit, and each time I pulled from her clit she groaned in frustration.
I could hear my wife moaning softly, familiar with that particular moan, knowing she was going to climax soon. I focused on Jen's pussy, deciding it was time to concentrate on her clit. I circled her now engorged clit with my tongue and pulled my right arm from around her thigh so I could push two fingers into her pussy.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Jen cried loudly as I wormed two fingers deep into her pussy, curling them up to stroke the top of her tunnel as I went back to licking and flicking her clit. In and out I pushed my fingers, stroking the tips across the top of her tunnel, making her whole body seem to quiver. "Ohhhhhhmygod," she moaned loudly. "OHHHHH fucking A!"
"You like?" I asked between licks.
"Like doesn't even begin to cover it," she moaned loudly. "I wanna come so badly but you just refuse to give it to me."
"Uh huh," I chuckled as I went back to teasing her clit, her hips trying to lift to push her clit harder at my face. She was on her hands and feet, her ass completely off the towel, pumping her pussy at my face when she started to climax. Her whole body shook and jerked, gushes of her girl cum squirting out of her pussy at my face as she held herself off the ground, shuddering and jerking.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" she practically screamed as I closed my lips around her clit and sucked, pushing her climax to new heights. "FUUUUUUUCK!"
I continued attacking her clit and pussy until her body started to soften and settle, only then pulling my fingers from her.
"Come up here," she cooed, reaching down toward me as she lay back on the towel. "I wanna feel your cock in me now!"
"You sure that's okay with my wife?"
"God. I'm not sure I care right now. I want your cock so fucking bad!"
"I can't fuck you without letting Gary fuck her, and she made that one clear.
"Fine. Gary. Get your ass over here!" Jen demanded.
"Sure thing love. What do you want?"
"Lay down here." He smiled almost as if he knew what she wanted as soon as she said it. He lay on his back, his long slender cock sticking up in the air. Jen stood up and moved over him, squatting down over him and aiming his cock at her pussy. She rubbed his purple head around her lips and then lifted herself up slightly, pushing his cock farther back. "Ohhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned as she settled down on him, forcing his shaft up into her southern hole. When he was fully inside her she leaned back, propping herself on her feet and hands, her tits pointed to the sky. "Okay Jim. Put it in me!"
"Like this?"
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck me. Just stuff it in me and fuck me!" she practically demanded.
I've tried a lot of things in my life, but this... this was something completely different. I looked at my wife, lying on the towel contentedly stroking her breasts like she usually does after a good climax. It took me about two seconds to decide to go for it. I knelt down between her and Gary's legs, aimed my engorged and more than ready cock at her wet pussy lips and pressed easily into her.
To say it was unique would be an understatement. Almost as soon as I was inside her Gary started bouncing his hips, driving his cock in and out of her ass, his stroking cock also stimulating mine where it pressed against me inside her pussy. I groaned something incomprehensible and then started plunging in and out of Jen's pussy.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" Jen cried over and over as the two of us plunged in and out of her holes, the sensations almost overloading my brain. Her tits bounced and rolled on her chest as she held herself over the top of her husband, our combined impacts making them move and wiggle like jello shooters. My cock seemed to be practically on fire as I drove into her over and over, the tingles swamping my senses as my climax raced toward completion.
"OHHH FUCK!" I groaned as my body jerked and I came inside her pussy again. I held myself over her, shaking and panting as my cock pumped shot after shot of cum into her, her husband still underneath her as well. I finally pulled from her and flopped back on the sand, panting for breath.
"Okay. Now that was just plain kinky," I heard my wife say.
"Don't knock it till you try it. Fuck that was a good one!" Jen said as she pulled off her husband and sat on a towel, leaking cum from both holes. "Jesus. And for the record, yes, your husband damn well made me come a LOT harder than mine does!"
"Well. That's something anyway," my wife said as she got up from the towel she was on. "Come on, sweetie. Let's go wash you up."
"Yeah," I said breathlessly as my wife stepped over and held a hand out to help me up.
We walked down into the water and waded waist deep. My wife reached out and gently rubbed my cock and balls, using the ocean to clean off the cum and pussy juice. "I hope you got that all out of your system, because I don't plan on doing this again any time soon."
"Yeah. I think so," I said as I still worked to catch my breath. "This wasn't what I had planned at all."
"Me neither. Next time you wanna come to a nude beach, make damn sure which side is the sex side and which side is the family side."
"Does that mean there's a next time?"
"It means there MAY be a next time. But next time will have a whole lot more constraints. Got it?"
"Got it," I answered as she turned to me and drew me in for a hug.
"Have to admit though. He was pretty good. Not as good as you, but pretty good just the same," she chuckled softy.
"Just between you and me, I'd have been plenty happy just getting you this naked and fucking out here in the water once or twice."
"Yeah. We'll just chalk this up to experience and try to be a bit more careful in the future," she said as she lifted her face to mine. We stood in the water and kissed for long seconds, finally breaking the kiss. "Take me home, give me a shower and then fuck me. By then you should be ready to go again."
"For you? No doubt. You gonna wear your shorts and t-shirt home?"
"I thought I'd were that little white bikini. Might as well enjoy it, since you went to all the trouble to buy it for me," she said with a soft giggle.
I smiled back at her and we turned to head up the beach and gather our stuff.
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It was damn hot. The thermometer said ninety-four but it felt like two hundred. I'm no spring chicken anymore either, and as much as I try to work out, my erratic work schedule makes it hard to get any kind of a habit going. Just the same, I wasn't having any trouble keeping up with the rest of my sister's moving crew, even though all of them are at least ten years younger than my fifty, a couple considerably more. Of course the fact that they are all girlfriends of hers might have had some impact.
She was finally leaving that asshole husband of hers. I'd listened to her more times than I cared to remember, many times with her ending in tears. So when she called earlier in the week and told me her husband was going to be out of town and she was planning on moving out while he was gone, well, I couldn't NOT show up to help. It had been a long drive the day before to get here, and a restless night sleeping in the guest room on what seemed like a tiny queen sized mattress after my normal California King.
At the moment I had hold of one end of the sofa and three of her friends had the other as we worked to haul the overstuffed monster up the stairs to her new apartment. "Come on. Almost there," I coaxed, walking up the stairs backwards, but having to rely on them pushing to keep me on balance. "Three more steps."
"Oh shut the fuck up," Amy, the youngest of the group, swore at me as she struggled to hold up the sofa. I would have thought a thirty year old would have enough sense to know a mini-skirt and high heels were NOT the proper attire for this kind of task. Her skirt was starting to show the wear and tear of the day and I'm more than sure her feet had to hurt like hell.
"Come on Amy. He's just trying to keep us up. I for one appreciate it," Jamie, the tall thin brunette, said as she tried to take a little more of the weight from Amy. "Besides. This is the last big piece. The kitchen set and we're done."
"Thank god," Tina panted. She was carrying a little more around the middle than the others, but still a pleasant looking woman pushing maybe forty or a little less. Her biggest problem was the loss of her t-shirt when we were loading the entertainment center, somehow getting it caught on the screen door handle, ripping the spandex type workout shirt half off her body. Now I said that was her biggest problem. That's because the only thing she had in her car at all suitable for this kind of task was a long sleeved workout shirt, which in this heat had her sweating almost as heavily as I was. I'd suggested she just wear the sports bra that held her very large chest in check, since it wouldn't show any more than many women normally do working out, but she blushed at the suggestion and went digging for something to put on, coming back with the long sleeved shirt out of her trunk.
"Almost," I said a little breathlessly as I stepped onto the landing, now only about thirty feet from the door, and the next part of the puzzle, getting it rolled over to fit through. It took a few minutes to get the monster sofa rolled over to just the right angle and through the door, the final and most difficult piece finally done. I headed back downstairs with the girls for the kitchen set, meeting my sister hauling the last suitcase of her clothing up the stairs. "Last trip, sis," I said as I passed her.
"Uh huh," she answered unenthusiastically.
I picked up the small rectangular table and headed up the stairs, the girls walking by on the way down to get the chairs.
One more trip, to park the truck, and the move was done. Well, at least getting it all into the apartment was done. And I was glad. My shorts and shirt were saturated with perspiration, as were the girls'. I was more than ready for a shower and to sit for a while. I parked the truck and trailer, grabbed the duffel bag from the back seat and walked up the stairs for what I hoped was the last time today. My sister Amanda, Mandy as her friends called her, was busy in the kitchen with Tina, unpacking boxes. I didn't see Jamie or Amy and assumed they were busy unpacking in the bedroom or something. I walked to the only bedroom, pushed the door open and froze in my tracks, Jamie and Amy both standing by the unmade bed, half dressed. By half, dressed I mean that they had on panties and that was it. Amy gave a muted squeak of surprise and quickly covered her tits with her arms while I apologized and backed out of the room. "God. I'm sorry," I mumbled as I backed up and pulled the door closed, the image of both of their naked tits temporarily burned into my mind.
"Some day you gotta learn to knock on closed doors," my sister laughed from the kitchen.
"Yeah. Sorry. Didn't expect that," I answered apologetically.
"You can use the bathroom if you want to change. Amy and Jamie are going to go out and get us some dinner while we unpack the kitchen stuff. Well as soon as they finish changing that is."
"Yeah. Sorry," I mumbled again as I walked toward the bathroom. I really wanted a shower, but the shower rod was bare. "Hey sis! You have a shower curtain for in here?" I called as I opened the bathroom door.
"Not yet," she answered back. "Gonna have to go buy one."
"Okay. Thanks!" I called back before closing the door again. I started peeling my sweat soaked clothes off, eyeing the shower and wondering if I could manage a shower without making the room too wet. I finally decided that NOT having a shower was not an option as sweaty as I was. Standing naked by the tub I turned the water on and aimed the shower head toward the back side, trying to keep the water spray out in the room to a minimum. At least it was one of those fancy heads that had a wand built into it. I climbed into the tub, set my bottle of body wash on the edge of the tub and switched the water to just the hand held wand. "Oh yeah," I said to myself as I aimed the wand to cascade the cool water over my body. I was not just sweaty, but my body was complaining about how long it had been overheated, and even standing under the cascade of cool water I felt like I was still sweating.
Standing there, letting the water slowly take away the heat from my body I couldn't help but think about the image of the two thirty something women wearing nothing but panties. It wasn't long before my cock was rock hard and jutting out like a small tree trunk. I gave it a few strokes unconsciously before I realized what I was doing. "Not here," I muttered as I turned the water on the hand sprayer off and let it dangle down into the tub. I picked up the bottle of body wash and squirted some in my hand. In only a few moments I was busy rubbing the gel around my body, lathering it up as best I could without any washcloth or anything. The soap felt good on my skin, washing away the sticky sweaty feeling that had been with me all day. I was just about to start rinsing off when the door opened and Amy stepped in, her hand over her eyes.
"Sorry Mike. I just couldn't wait any more. I have to pee so bad. I promise not to look though," she said as she made her way to the toilet by feel. She waved one hand out in front of her to feel for the toilet while she held the other over her eyes. It wasn't a bad idea, at least in concept, and I appreciated her attempt for my modesty's sake, but her waving hand had absolutely no idea how the bathroom was laid out and instead of finding the toilet, her hand found me standing in the tub. "OH!" she squeaked in surprise as her palm banged gently into my bare ass. Her hand moved up and then down, her mind trying to build a picture of what she was touching. Her hand slid up my body around my side and back down my front before I could stop her. Her now soapy hand found a handle, but not quite the handle she'd expected, wrapping her fingers around my hard cock before jerking it back in realization of what she had just grabbed. "OH god. I'm sorry," she said as she stood there, her hand half way between me and her, soap dripping from it.
"Turn left," I said, coaching her toward the stool.
"Okay. Thanks," she said, reaching out in that direction, waving her hand around until she found the toilet tank. "You know. I don't think I thought this all the way through when I started," she said as she felt down the toilet and put the seat down.
"How's that?"
"Well, I might not be looking at you, but I don't know how to do this without you looking at me."
"I'll turn my back," I answered, turning to face the wall of the tub so she could pull her pants down and go pee.
"I appreciate that," I heard her say from behind me as I stood and faced the shower stall wall. I bent over and picked up the shower wand and turned the water back on to rinse the soap from my body. "Okay." I heard her say over the spray along with the sound of the toilet flushing.
I jumped back and turned in surprise, the temperature of the shower suddenly going from cool to hot as the toilet stole cold water pressure from the shower. I also wasn't expecting the sight in front of me as I turned back. Amy was sitting on toilet with her pants still below her knees, pulling her sports bra up over her head.
"I appreciate you not looking," she said as she let the sports bra drop to the floor, her eyes closed, presumably for my benefit. "I wish I'd brought a change of clothes like Amy and Jamie, but I just didn't think of it and my bra is soaking wet with perspiration," she continued as I stood there, holding the shower wand and staring at her almost completely naked body. She stood up from the toilet, bending over as she reached down toward her knees to start pulling up the spandex pants. My already hard cock was bobbing up and down with my heartbeat as I stared at her incredibly sexy tits, which had to be at least D's or maybe even double D's. Her pussy was also exposed with her legs spread slightly, showing me a small triangle of dark blondish hair pointing down toward the juncture of her legs and the visible pussy lips tantalizingly coaxing my cock to feel like an iron rod. "God it was so hot out there today," she said as she fumbled with the spandex yoga pants to try and untangle them to pull them up.
"Yeah. It was," I agreed, not quite sure what to say and most definitely unable to turn away from the view in front of me.
I suppose it was bound to happen. I mean a person can only keep their eyes closed for so long before the body wants to open them to get its bearings and maintain balance. It happened as she was struggling to blindly untangle her panties from the spandex pants around her legs. Her eyes opened and instinctively looked up at me from her half bent position, catching me standing there, staring at her big tits hanging down below her. She froze as she saw my rigid cock sticking out, bouncing up and down gently with my pounding heart, neither of us able to move for what seemed like an eternity. It was probably only a few seconds before I mumbled "sorry" and turned back to face the wall.
"Um. Yeah. Me too," she said softly, the sound of the running water drowning out any other sounds that might have been coming from where she was behind me.
I stood there staring at the wall, feeling very embarrassed until I heard the sound of the bathroom door open and close. Only then did I look back behind me to see that she was indeed gone.
"Damn." I groaned, partly with sexual excitement and partly with embarrassment. It'd been a long time since any woman saw me naked besides my wife. And a long time since I'd seen a naked woman besides my wife. I found the situation incredibly exciting and titillating. It was all I could do to not stand there and stroke my cock as I rinsed the soap off of my body.
"Feel better?" Mandy asked as I stepped out of the bathroom wearing a pair of workout shorts and a t-shirt.
"Yeah. Lots. I was feeling pretty grungy from all the sweat," I answered her as I stopped at the entrance to the living room area, staring at Tina sitting on the sofa, her nipples poking the moisture wicking shirt out over the front of each obviously unrestrained breast. We stared at each other, the silence uncomfortable for several long seconds until it was interrupted by a call from the front door.
"Dinner!" I heard Jamie say as she walked in with a couple pizza boxes, followed by Amy with a twelve pack of beer in each hand.
"Pizza and cold beer!" Amy said loudly as she walked in, stopping behind Jamie, who was stopped, looking between Tina and myself.
"Did we miss something while we were gone? You two look like the cat that ate the canary," Jamie asked.
"Nothing serious. Just those two sharing the bathroom for a few minutes. Not that anything untoward happened," my sister said as she stepped from the kitchen. "Nothing untoward happened, did it?" she asked me looking back and forth between us.
"Nope. Not a thing," I answered quickly.
"Uh uh. What could have happened?" Tina asked almost as quickly.
"Yeah. Now that doesn't sound suspicious, does it?" Jamie asked with a soft feminine chuckle.
"What? Nothing happened!" Tina protested as Jamie headed to the kitchen table with the pizza.
"Nope. Nothing happening there. Tina with no bra on and Mike still wet from the shower? Now what could have possibly happened there?" Jamie chided her friend.
"Come on. Leave 'em alone," Mandy said with a frown. "I'm sure if they say nothing happened, nothing happened. Just because Mike was in the shower and Tina was using the bathroom at the same time doesn't mean they even had anything to look at."
"God you're so slow sometimes Mandy. Did you forget, no shower curtain?" Jamie said with a laugh. "Nope. Nothing to look at there!"
"All right, all right. We're all adults here. Nothing happened. End of story," I said with a frown as I turned to walk to the table.
The girls let it go after that and we all sat around and ate pizza and washed it down with beer like there was no tomorrow. All of us were thirsty despite the frequent water breaks and before much longer I was feeling extremely relaxed. It looked and sounded like I wasn't alone. I relaxed in one of the overstuffed chairs, my sister across the room from me in the other and her three friends on the sofa.
"So, Tina. I wanna know how much you saw," Jamie asked as she slouched down in the sofa next to Tina.
"And how much did you let him see?" Amy added from the other side of Tina.
"Who said I saw anything? Or that he saw anything?" Tina said defensively.
"Come on Tina. Where's your bra?"
"In the bathroom."
"Uh huh. And you just managed to take it off without showing him anything? I doubt that. So tell me. Does he have a big dick?"
"I didn't say I saw his dick," Tina protested.
"Your blushing says you diiiiiiiid!" Jamie teased. "Come on. Is it big?"
"JAMIE!" Tina cried. "I DIDN'T!"
"Yeah Right!" Amy said from the other side of her. "I'm willing to bet he stood there and let you look all you wanted, as long as you were stripping off your bra and flashing those big titties of yours."
"I DIDN'T!" Tina protested again.
"I know you did. In fact, I'm so sure you did that I'll make you a bet. I'll bet that Mike can tell me what color your undies are. How about it Mike. Wanna settle a little bet?"
"Oh come on. I'm not getting in the middle of this," I answered from where I was slouched down.
"Oh? Tell me. What'll it take to get you to in the middle of this?" Amy prompted.
"Can't think of a thing," I answered.
"Oh come on. How about if Tina takes her shirt off if you're right?"
"Not hardly."
"How about if I take mine off too?" Amy coaxed again.
"As much as I wouldn't mind, I don't think so."
"So you DO wanna see my titties? Well again, since you peeked at me in the bedroom." Amy said with a half drunk giggle.
"If you're gonna start flashing them, sure," I answered with a chuckle, quite sure she was just kidding anyway.
"Okay. I can work with that. Tell you what. If you can tell me what color her panties are, I'll take my top off," Amy said with a crooked grin.
"Oh come on. You know damn well you're not gonna start stripping for him," my sister said with a frown.
"Sure I will."
"Not likely. You're just a tease," Mandy said shaking her head. "Don't offer up something you won't put out."
"Oh come on Mandy! I would too!" Amy protested.
"Honey. We've all watched you tease those poor guys that you date. Playing the tease game and then slamming the door on them and going home to one of your little toys. What makes you think this time would be any different?" Jamie asked. "No. I think you taking ANYTHING off is a lost cause."
"That's so unfair," she said, leaning back and pouting.
"Fine. Tell you what. You strip, completely naked, and prove to us that you're not all tease!" Jamie said with a scowl.
"I'm not stripping!" Amy snapped back.
"See, what'd I tell you?" Jamie said to the room in general.
"Okay. If that's the way you want it. But you gotta strip too then," Amy said to Jamie as she stood up in front of the sofa. "And if I strip Mike has to too."
"Wait a second. How did I get pulled into this?" I asked in shock.
"Well, you started it!" Amy said as if I was somehow to blame.
"I started it?"
"Yeah. You said you'd only prove that you saw Tina's panties if I flashed my tits."
"That isn't exactly how I remember it. Besides, how does that get to me having to take my clothes off?" I asked, shaking my head to try and clear it a little. Too much beer was making my thought processes work awfully slowly.
"Yeah. See!" Amy said. "So come on. You stand up and we'll strip together, just so there aren't any more complaints from the peanut gallery."
"Yeah. I think you should too!" Jamie said looking at me. "I wouldn't mind getting to see what Tina saw in the shower. Come on Tina. Tell me. Is it big?"
"I didn't say I saw it!" Tina protested, blushing brightly.
"OHHHHH you did! Look at her blush! She did see it! Did you show him your tits? Or more than that? Oh god look at her blush. She did. God Tina, I can't believe you're holding out on us!" Jamie said, pushing her friend's shoulder.
"I didn't say I showed him anything!" Tina protested.
"Yeah. But you did, didn't you? Oh god you bad girl!" Amy giggled from where she stood in front of the sofa. "So, how about it? Is it big?"
"Big enough," Tina whispered, her hands moving to her face to cover her eyes.
"I knew it. Did you suck him off or just let him fuck you?" Amy asked perching herself on the edge of the sofa cushion.
"I didn't do either!" Tina protested. "We just...well...looked at each other for a second. It was an accident."
"Yeah. I need to have those kind of accidents," Jamie said with a grin. "Maybe I should have stayed here and let you go get the pizza."
"Doesn't matter. I have no intention of taking my clothes off," I said with a frown. "You've all had your fun at Tina's and my expense."
"Oh trust me. I'm far from done. Well, Amy. You made the proposition. Now I think it's only fair that you follow through," Jamie said as she turned back to look at her friend.
"I'm not taking my clothes off just because she is," I interrupted.
"Oh. You're not going to spoil it are you? I mean we have a chance to push her to the wall and make her follow through for a change," Jamie said, turning back to look at me.
"Just the same. You've had your fun. This is getting way out of hand and I think we need to just let it go. Don't you think so sis?"
"Oh. I don't know. I think it's kinda funny. I mean first you and Tina, and believe me, I've never known Tina to flash those big tits of hers to anyone. Now as far as Amy? Seems to me like you might be getting one hell of a show!"
"Yeah, well part of that show is ME!" I protested. "I thought I could at least count on you to help."
"Oh trust me. I am helping! How many chances do you think you'll have to check out two naked hotties?" Mandy answered with a giggle.



"Two? Uh uh. I think three!" Amy said with a wicked little grin.
"What? Me again?" Tina asked.
"Nope. You can too if you want, but no, I was talking about Mandy. I think she needs to show it all too. I mean after all if she's gonna be checking out her brother's junk, he might as well get to see her cash and prizes. Unless of course they did that a long time ago."
"Seriously? You think I'm gonna get naked in front of my own brother?" Mandy protested.
"I think that's EXACTLY what we need. I think we need to get you and Mike naked," Amy said, standing up and stepping in front of Mandy. "Come on. Get up and we'll do this together!" she said, reaching for my sister's hands and pulling on them.
"I'm NOT getting naked in front of Mike!" Mandy protested.
"Oh sure you are. Come on. What are you afraid of? You're as good as single again, right? Might as well break the ice with friends. Come on. Let's get you out of those frumpy sweat pants and show off those sexy curves!"
"I'm NOT stripping in front of my brother!"
"Sure you are. If not we can always gang up on you and do it for you!" Amy said, pulling harder on her hands.
"AMY! What's with you? I'm not taking my clothes off in front of my brother!"
"What are you afraid of? I'm sure you two got little looks at each other lots over the years living in the same house. I know damn well my brother made sure to peek at me a few times."
"We did NOT!" My sister protested.
"Oh? I bet you did. How about it Mike? Ever see your sister naked?"
"No!" I answered with a scowl. "And even if I did, you think I'd admit it?"
"Ohhhhhh! He did. He saw her naked!" Amy chided, letting go of my sister's hands and turning to face me. "Tell us. Did you peek at her in the shower? Or was it more than that? A little show and tell? Spin the bottle? Come on Mike! Tellllll us!" she practically begged.
"I never said I did!" I said defensively.
"Oh come on Mike. We can all tell you did. Now just fess up and tell us how! Did you get all turned on looking at her sexy body? Did you stand outside her bedroom door and jack off? God look at his face! HE DID! He stood outside her door and jacked off!" Amy said emphatically.
"I did not!" I answered feeling my face getting warmer by the second.
"OH god. What a dirty boy. Peeking at his sister!" Amy chided me. "Now it's only fair for you to show her back, don't you think? Come on Mike. Stand up and show us that cock that you were stroking outside her bedroom door!"
"I didn't say I did that!" I protested, noticing my sister's look at me, which was total and utter surprise.
"Mike!?" she finally said, looking past where Amy was standing between us. "Seriously?"
I looked at her for long seconds, trying to decide if I should actually admit that one time I did accidently see her naked. "Yeah. Well, one time," I said with a shrug. "On accident."
"On accident? When?"
"You remember when we went to the Jansens' wedding with mom and dad? I let you share my hotel room so you didn't have to share with mom and dad?"
"Yeah. I was what, eighteen, nineteen?"
"Something like that. You got out of the shower and were doing your makeup in the bathroom."
"Yeah, so?"
"Well, I could see into the bathroom through the mirror by the TV," I admitted looking down at my lap, having revealed a secret that I'd kept from her for nearly twenty years.
"Oh my god Michael! You didn't!"
"Couldn't help it. You were just standing there, completely naked, and I was lying on the bed, watching. I couldn't help it."
"Damn Michael!" she said as she stared at me. "And you lay there and...well, you know. Watching me?"
"Yeah, sorta," I admitted. "You have to admit you looked pretty damn hot back then. Still do."
"Oh god. I didn't really think. I mean. Damn!" Amy said with a huge grin. "I was just teasing. But DAMN!"
"Okay. So what brother hasn't tried to peek on his sister?" I countered. "Or for that matter, what sister hasn't tried to spy on her brother?"
"I never did!" Mandy protested.
"Come on. I know damn well that you and what was her name? Sarah? Peeked into my bedroom when you were having that sleep over."
"It wasn't a sleep over. It was just a couple friends from school that hung out for the weekend."
"Yeah. Sleepover. Sarah and what were the other girls. Tony something and I don't remember the other two."
"Julie and Tanya."
"Oh yeah. Well, when you're sneaking into someone else's bedroom you should really make sure you leave everything exactly the way it was."
"I didn't!"
"The hell you didn't. You and Sarah did. I'm pretty sure she didn't do it alone. You two hid in the closet after I came out of the shower and got dressed."
"We did NOT!"
"Sis. One of you left her underwear on my closet floor!" I answered with a laugh. "I might even still have 'em!"
"Oh god no! We didn't!"
"You did. What I wanted to know was what were you doing in my closet without underwear on?"
She sat for long seconds, all of us looking at her expectantly. "It was a dare. We had to sneak into your room and strip," she finally answered, turning bright red. "But you came back before we could get out so we hid in the closet until you left."
"Well, from the feel of it, someone was damn horny. The crotch of those panties were soaking wet when I went in the closet after I got home later. They were yours, weren't they?"
"Yes," she said in an almost tiny squeak of a voice. "We were watching you walking around naked and Sarah was behind me, her bare body pressing against me. All I had on was my panties and she was rubbing my crotch through 'em until I was so damn turned on that I pushed em off. She fingered me off while we were watching you get dressed."
"Oh damn!" Amy said, sitting down. "Holy fuck!"
"Yeah. Well," Mandy said a bit sheepishly. "I was a bit more wild back then."
"I would say. God you let a friend finger fuck you while you were watching your brother? Holy shit Mandy! A little more wild? I'm surprised you didn't just push the door open and let him watch!"
"She wanted to, but I wouldn't let her. God it was so fucking hard to stay quiet too. If he'd have come over to the closet we'd have been screwed!"
"Literally!" I answered. "Sarah was a real hot little thing too. Between the two of you, yeah it would have been pretty hard not to do something with you two."
"Okay. Well, now we know what to do. I think we need to take her back to that day and let him see her being finger fucked and see what happens."
"NO! No way! Not doing that again!" Mandy said sharply.
"Come on Mandy. After admitting that? Wouldn't you like to know what might have happened?"
"Yeah. And Amy can play Sarah!" Tina added. "I wouldn't mind seeing her hiding in the closet naked."
"No. Not me," Amy said quickly.
"Yeah. I think so too. Her idea after all," Jamie added as she stood up. "Come on girls. Tina, you get Mike ready and I'll take these two in the bedroom and get them ready."
"I'm not!" Mandy protested.
"Yeah, you are. Come on," Jamie said, pulling on my sister's hand, forcing her up from the chair. My sister reached out and grabbed Amy's wrist, Jamie practically dragging them both toward the bedroom.
"Well. Now what?" Tina asked as she sat alone on the sofa.
"Good question. I know one thing. I'm not taking my clothes off and going in there," I answered her.
"Yeah, well. If you don't they'll blame me for it. No. I think we pretty much have to accept that you're going to do that. What you do once you get in there, well that's up to you."
"Seriously? You want me to get naked and walk in there?"
"Come on Mike. You can't actually tell me that the thought of seeing your sister standing in the closet being fingered by someone else who also just happens to be naked and good looking, doesn't turn you on."
"Maybe a little."
"Based on the size of the bulge in your shorts, I'd say more than a little."
"Still not right."
"Doesn't have to be right."
"Doesn't mean I'll do it either."
"Oh. I think you will," Tina said with a smile as she slipped off the sofa to her knees and knee walked over in front of me. She pushed my knees apart and moved closer, kneeling now between my legs. "You just need the right incentive," she continued softly, reaching to her waist and pulling her shirt up. In one smooth motion she pulled up her shirt and pulled it over her head, leaving her bare above the waist, her huge soft tits swinging gently. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her, placing one on each breast. "You looked at 'em before. I kinda got the impression that you wanted to play with em."
I sat for long seconds, my fingers gently massaging her soft skin and teasing her areola and nipples. "I did," I admitted finally.
"And I wanted to play with this," she said softly, reaching for the waistband of my shorts and pulling not so gently on them. "Lift a little," she coaxed.
I lifted my ass off the chair cushion and she pulled my shorts as far as she could with her kneeling between my legs, which was more than far enough to completely expose my hard cock.
She smiled up at me and wrapped both hands around it. "Ohhhh yeah. It feels as nice as it looks," she said as she started stroking it slowly with both hands. Up and down her hands slid, my cock being caressed by her gentle grip. As she stroked her face leaned closer and closer to my cock, finally opening her mouth and engulfing my engorged head. I closed my eyes and moaned softly as her lips slid up and down my shaft, my head bouncing ever so slightly into her throat.
"You keep doing that and you're gonna make me come," I whispered, opening my eyes to look down at her.
She pulled off my cock with a loud slurp. "As much as I'd love to taste you coming in my mouth, I think they'd be mad at me," she said with a grin. She let go of my cock and pushed herself up, using my knees as leverage and then moving her hands to my shorts to pull them down my legs. She lifted each of my legs until she could toss my shorts aside, and then leaned toward me to pull my shirt up. I didn't make it easy for her and as she was leaning over me, reached around and pulled on her ass, pulling her closer so her tits dangled in front of my face. I eagerly sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, making her jump slightly in surprise and then moan softly in appreciation.
I teased my tongue around and around her nipple, teasing both the hard nub and her puckered areola. I released her nipple with a slurp and moved to the other, sucking it in and teasing it as I had the other side. I let my hands slide up to the waistband of her yoga style pants and pulled the waistband down, pulling both the pants and her underwear down at the same time. I moved my legs outside hers and continued to pull while sucking on her nipple, not stopping until she was completely naked above her knees. I let go of her pants and slipped one hand between her legs, letting my fingers stroke her wet lips gently.
"You keep that up and I won't be able to not fuck you," she whispered.
"Good!" I answered as I let go of her nipple to move to the other.
"Ohhhh god you're so fucking bad. I mean good. I mean...oh fuck, just keep doing what you're doing. Don't stop. Oh god please don't stop," she moaned as I stroked the side of my finger back and forth between her sopping wet lips and across her rigid exposed clit. Back and forth I stroked, pushing my fingers deeper between her legs and then drawing back to drag across her clit. Over and over my fingers made the trip, her moans growing louder and her hips trying to stroke to and fro in time with my fingers' strokes. "Fuck. You're gonna make me come," she moaned softly. "Gonna come sooooo fucking hard!"
"Go ahead," I coaxed her as I switched nipples again, moving my free hand up to the nipple I'd just vacated. I licked her left nipple and then sucked it into my mouth while gently squeezing and twisting her right nipple like a dial.
"Oh fuck. Oh god. I wanna do this on your cock. I wanna feel you inside me when I come," she moaned loudly, her body starting to shudder and twitch. "Oh god! OOOOOOOOOOOOH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her body suddenly jerked hard in front of me and her legs trembled uncontrollably. She reached down to my hips and struggled to hold herself up for several seconds before her eyes focused on me again and a smile spread across her lips. "God that felt good. Not as good as if I had that in me, but good just the same. It's not all that often that someone else does that."
"Long dry spell?"
"Too long," she whispered as she moved her hands from my hips to the tail of my shirt. "Now let's get this off."
"Only if you take those off," I said as I lifted my arms and leaned forward to let her pull it up. "If I have to be naked, so do you."
"Not that you haven't seen everything I have to offer already anyway," she said with a soft giggle, reaching for her pants around her knees after she tossed my shirt aside. She pushed her pants down turning to face away from me, and sat down on my lap, my hardon pressed between her soft creamy cheeks. "Mmmmmmmmm that's nice," she said, wiggling her ass around on me and at the same time my cock between her cheeks. "You know. If they don't get ready for you pretty soon, I'm just going to slide you into me and fuck your brains out!" she giggled, pushing herself farther back so that her pussy was sitting on my hard shaft, her lips spread over either side of me.
"I might just let you," I groaned.
"Let me? Oh honey. The way I feel right now there won't be any letting," she said, rocking her hips to rub her pussy along my shaft, her clit pressing into the underside of my hardness with each stroke back.
"Come on, Tina. Bring him in!" Jamie said from the doorway of the bedroom wearing nothing but a pair of tiny lace panties and a lacy bra that showed little bits of her nipples and areola.
Tina stood up and turned to face me, her hands moving to mine and tugging gently to draw me up. "Come on. I think you have a date with the past."
"This is a stupid idea. We can just stay here and keep doing what we were doing," I said with a frown.
"And spoil Amy's plan? Not likely. Besides, I'm kinda interested in seeing how you react to seeing your sister naked. I'd fantasized about my brother a few times when I was younger. Was just never brave enough to do anything like Mandy did."
"Yeah. But what happened between us, well, what she did that I didn't even know about," I said, not walking as she tried to pull me toward the bedroom.
"Yeah. But you did know about peeking at her in the hotel bathroom. You can't say you weren't turned on then."
"A bit."
"If you were anywhere near as hard as you are now, it was more than just a bit," she said tugging on my hands. "And if for some reason you don't find what they have planned satisfying, I'm still here."
"You relegate yourself to second place?"
Tina laughed softly. "Oh no. I just know that there's a decent chance that you're still gonna be sporting a hardon and I want to lay my claim before Amy or Jamie do."
"Ahhh. I see," I agreed, relenting and allowing her to pull me toward the bedroom. I wasn't at all sure what to expect as the half-dressed Jamie stood in the doorway grinning.
I walked in and the bed had been cleared off, the foot of the bed facing the slatted bi-fold closet doors, which were closed. Jamie took my other arm and walked the two of us to the foot of the bed. She turned me to face the closet and then pushed me back to sit on the foot of the bed. She climbed onto the bed behind me and reached around me, gently kissing my right ear as she wrapped her arms around me, one hand closing around my still hard cock.
"Now. Think back. Think way back to when you were peeking at her in the bathroom. She was standing there, completely naked, putting on her makeup. Think about how her tits looked, swinging ever so slightly as she brushed makeup on her face, her nipples sticking out. You sitting there, slowly stroking your cock, thinking about how it would feel to be pushing into her," Jamie whispered softly in my ear as her hand slowly stroked my already hard cock, making it grow even harder.
As I sat there the closet door pushed open a few inches. I could see a strip of bare skin in the wide slit of the door, the bedroom light shining in on the creamy white skin. "Look at that. There's her naked body, just like in that bathroom. Soft, creamy, white skin. Big round soft breasts with oh so hard nipples, just aching to be sucked and licked," Jamie whispered as the door pushed open wider, about half of my naked sister now exposed. Two arms were wrapped around her, one hand between her legs, stroking her pussy, and the other cupping one breast, the fingers of the feminine hand squeezing and twisting the rock hard nipple.
"Ohhhh look at that body. Soft breasts, firm smooth stomach and look at those fingers stroking her pussy. Don't you want to touch it? Stroke it? Wouldn't you like her to just walk over here and push you back and guide your cock into her hot wet pussy? Mmmmmmm. You're so hard. You want her don't you? You want to fuck her, don't you?"
"God," I whispered as I stared at my sister being stroked by Amy, her fingers disappearing between my sister's lips as she stood with her feet at least a foot apart.
"You want her don't you?" Jeanie whispered in my ear. "Go bring her here."
"I can't. She's my sister," I mumbled, unable to take my eyes off my sister's nude body, her hips gently rocking in time with Amy's strokes across her clit. Her eyes were closed, no longer looking at me, but moaning softly what I thought was my name.
"You know you want to. You want to pull her to you and to feel her pussy around your hard cock. Just think how she'll feel on you, sliding up and down your hard cock, her big tits hanging down in front of your face as she rides up and down your cock," she whispered in my ear while slowly stroking my cock.
"Oh god," I groaned as Amy pulled her hands from Mandy's body and stepped next to her, every bit as naked as my sister. She stepped past and gently pulled Mandy toward me, her eyes now open and staring at my hard cock in Jamie's hand. She let Amy draw her all the way to the bed and then pulled her hand toward my cock, encouraging Mandy to grasp my cock in place of Jamie's now moved hand.
"God," Mandy whispered, stroking my cock gently. "So hard. Bigger than I remember too."
Jamie scooted back on the bed and pulled my shoulders until I was lying down, my legs hanging over the end of the bed so my feet nearly touched the floor. I watched as she reached for Mandy's other hand and pulled gently, coaxing her to move closer. She stepped to the edge of the bed, her legs outside mine, her eyes locked on my cock in her hand. I could see her eyes flick to meet mine, her eyes questioning, but only for a few moments before she closed them for a moment. When she looked at me again it was with pure lust. She reached out for my chest and rested one hand on me while she gently climbed onto the bed, one of her legs on either side of me. She leaned over me, gently walking her knees up the bed until her pussy hovered inches above my rock hard cock, still grasped in her left hand.
She looked down at my eyes, staring into them greedily as I felt her rub my engorged head between her hot wet lips. I could feel her moisture slicken my head and then felt her lower herself slightly, my head slipping into the opening of her tunnel. With my head stuck at the very opening of her depths, she moved her hand from my cock to the bed by my shoulders. She took a breath, held it for a fraction of a second and then lowered her weight down on me. I felt the pressure grow on my mushroom head, my fat cock trying to force its way into her, and then finally, slip inside her.



"Ohhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she groaned softly as her sopping wet pussy slid slowly down over my cock. "Ohhhh my god," she moaned as her ass touched my legs briefly, her legs levering her back up and her pussy sliding up my shaft.
I looked at her big tits, swinging slowly in time with her strokes up and down my shaft, my hands reaching and cupping them almost without thinking. I lay my head back and moaned softly at the exquisite sensations flowing through my body from her hot wetness around my shaft. I felt the bed bounce and move and opened my eyes to see Jamie's now naked pussy above me, her tits still contained in the lacy bra, but barely as she leaned over, her back toward my sister. "I think I want you to lick me," she whispered as she dropped her pussy lower, now almost touching my lips.
I was beyond thinking rationally about anything. I was totally in the moment, feeling my sister's hot pussy sliding up and down my shaft and staring at an equally incredibly sexy pussy. I released one of my sister's tits and moved that hand to Jamie's thigh, curling around it and pulling down gently to bring her pussy the last two inches toward my mouth. I reached out with my tongue and gently stroked along her sopping wet lips, tasting her tangy juices as I pressed my tongue between her full protruding lips.
"Oh fuck yes," Jamie gasped as the tip of my tongue found her clit and bounced over it. "Ohhhh Jesus."
I stroked my tongue over and over between her lips as Mandy rode up and down my shaft, her cries and moans growing ever louder as she worked herself, and me with her, toward climax. In an effort to hold back the inevitable I concentrated on the pussy over my face, licking and teasing up her slit and across her clit. Holding it off was the best I could do. There was no stopping the sensations on my cock or the mental imagery my mind played over and over of me walking into the bathroom in that hotel room and bending her over. I felt the tingle racing through my body, my cock moments from exploding inside her. Then it happened. I couldn't hold it back any longer, and with a groan into the pussy on my face my body bucked, jamming my cock hard up into my sister as cum lanced from my head up into the tight confines.
"FUCK!" she cried in surprise and pleasure as my spurting cock pushed her own climax over the edge. I felt her jam herself down on my spurting cock, her weight holding my jerking body from lifting into her any more. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around me as she gasped and moaned in pleasure, her legs trembling where they rested against me.
It was long seconds before I could clear my thoughts enough to once again lick the pussy in front of me. I moved my other hand from my sister's tit and wrapped it around Jamie's other thigh, reaching for her clit with my fingers. I stroked the tip of my finger back and forth across her clit as I continued to lick and suck her slit and lips, her hips starting to rock urgently. "Oh god. Ohhhh fuck. God fuck me. Fuck me!" Jamie moaned as she leaned down, her head almost resting on the bed as her body started to jerk and quiver. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned as her juices leaked around my face and dribbled down my chin and neck.
"Oh fuck," Jamie moaned, pulling off of me and gently rolling onto her back on the bed. "Oh god I wanna be fucked so bad."
I looked at my sister, still sitting astraddle me, looking down at me, clearly unsure what to do next. I sighed, reaching for her tits and ran my fingers across them gently before sliding my hands up her arms. I grasped her shoulders and pulled her down toward me, smashing her soft tits against my chest as I reached my lips to her nose and gently kissed it. "Pretty good fuck for a sister," I whispered jokingly.
"I was going to say the same thing about you," she answered, her eyes searching mine, as if looking for something. "Is this going to be a problem?" she finally whispered questioningly.
"I don't think so. Not as long as you flash me those sexy tits once in a while at least."
She giggled. "You really wanna see your sister's tits?"
"Only as much as you wanna see your brother's dick," I answered with a smile. "Hell yeah. You're pretty damn sexy."
"Well, for an older guy, you're not too bad yourself. No wonder your wife is so satisfied."
"Yeah. About that," I said, pausing to think of what to say next.
"Don't worry. I'm not saying anything about this. It'll be our little secret."
"And these three?" I asked, waving my hand behind her back to motion toward her friends.
"Well, just between us, I think they're all too drunk to drive. So why don't we all just curl up in bed and in the morning it'll all be water under the bridge.
"In other words, fuck and forget?"
"Something like that," she answered. "I kinda doubt you're getting out of here without fucking them."
"Yeah. But right now, I'm beat."
"So. We'll take a nap and then see what happens, or more the point, who wakes up first and gets this hot cock," she said with a giggle.
"I don't think we'll all fit."
"That's okay. They can find where they want to sleep," she said as she pushed herself up off of me. She climbed off, a drizzle of my cum leaking down her legs as she walked toward the bedroom door, stepping around Amy and Tina, who were in a sixty nine position on the carpeted floor, licking each other's pussies.
The light flicked off and I felt her climb back on the bed, coaxing me up farther so I could lay, trapped between her and Jamie, who was still lying on the bed as well.
Mandy snuggled up to me, one leg over mine, her tits pressed against my side and her hand on my cum covered cock. "You know," she whispered. "I fantasized about sleeping with you like this every time we went camping. Being snuggled up naked against you, listening to the crickets chirping away in the night. I suppose something like this was inevitable."
"I suppose," I answered sleepily.
I had no idea what time it was when I woke up. Somewhere in the middle of the night. I carefully worked from between the two female bodies pressed against me and padded out of the bedroom to the bathroom to pee. My head hurt from the beer I'd consumed and I turned a light on in the bathroom to dig around for some ibuprofen. I finally found a bottle in a box on the floor and downed three of the tablets, scooping some water in my hand under the faucet to wash them down.
"Hey," a female voice said from the open bathroom door.
"Hey," I answered, looking at Tina standing, leaning against the door completely naked.
"I think we drank too much last night."
"Yeah. Definitely," I agreed. "You want some?" I asked, holding the bottle out toward her.
"Oh yeah. My head is thumping," she said as she stepped the rest of the way into the bathroom and took the bottle from me.
"Yeah, well you know the cure for that, right?"
"What? More beer?"
I chuckled. "No. Sex. They say a good climax will knock out a headache."
She laughed softly. "I've heard a lot of pickup lines, but that one's original."
"Not a pickup line. Just a statement," I said with a shrug as I stepped past her to head back to bed.
"Hey," she said, stopping me before I got out the door.
"Yeah?"
"I didn't say I didn't want to."
"Didn't want to what?"
"Have sex. I mean we're already naked, right?"
"I guess I just figured that last night was an alcohol fueled, not to be repeated, mistake."
"Your sister riding you like a stallion, yeah that was probably an alcohol fueled mistake. But I was more than sober enough when I sat on your lap. I knew what I was doing and saying."
"I see."
"I did say I was laying claim to your cock, right?"
"You did say that."
"Well," she said turning to face away from the sink. She lifted herself up on the counter and spread her legs, exposing her full round pussy lips to me. "I'm still interested."
"What? You want me to just walk over and stick it in you?"
"Well, you could if you wanted. But I kinda thought we might just play with each other a little first," she said, stroking her fingers up and down her pussy lips, the view making my cock start to harden. I stepped over between her legs and let her reach for my cock while I gently stroked a finger across her smooth shaved, completely bare pussy.
"You shave," I said, rubbing my finger up between her lips, letting it bounce across her clit and then stroking it around her mound, feeling the soft stubble there.
"Uh huh. You like it shaved?"
I chuckled. "I like it either way, but shaved is different. I can rarely get my wife to shave for me."
"Too bad. I love how it feels," she cooed softly as she ran her hands up and down my shaft. "You're getting hard," she whispered.
"You're getting wet," I answered, rubbing my finger up and down her full pussy lips, letting the tip of my finger dip between them and press slightly into her tunnel opening before drawing up her slit and across her clit.
"Uh huh. You know. I don't usually let just anyone stick their dick in me."
"Didn't think you did," I answered as she pulled me closer to her with my cock.
"Most times guys give up dating me when they think I'm not going to put right out."
"Their loss. From what I can tell the last day you're a sensitive, sweet, caring person."
"Some guys think I'm too heavy," she whispered.
"Never judge a book by the cover," I answered her as she pulled me close enough that I had to move my hand so she could rub my head up and down her pussy lips.
"I only have one requirement," she whispered as she played with my head between her wet lips.
"What's that?" I asked a little breathlessly as she teased my cock.
"A guy's gotta kiss me if they fuck me."
"You mean like this?" I asked as I reached my arms around her neck and leaned into her, aiming my lips for hers as my cock pressed into her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhh," she moaned softly into my mouth as our lips pressed together wetly, my cock sliding half way or so into her tunnel. I started to rock my hips, pushing my cock in and out of her as she licked and sucked and kissed my lips. As the seconds passed and my strokes grew more rapid and urgent, so did her kisses. "Oh fuck me. Fuck me good and hard," she mumbled between kisses. "You feel so fucking good fucking me. God damn just give it to me. Give me the whole fucking thing!"
I pounded my hips into her, my thighs banging the edge of the counter and my engorged head banging the end of her tunnel. Each stroke squished audibly as she pulled me tightly to her, her tits pressed to my chest and her lips pressed to mine.
"I'm gonna come," she moaned. "Come with me. Please come with me."
"Almost," I panted. "Almost there."
"Good. I so wanted to ride you before. Feel you in me. Riding you until you came deep in my pussy. God I wanna feel a guy come in me again!"
"In a second," I grunted, feeling the tingle spread through my body from my groin, my climax moments away and no longer able to be stopped.
Half a dozen strokes later my body jerked hard, jamming my cock into her and sliding her sweaty ass on the counter. I felt a huge surge of cum push into her, and her own hips tilt to try and press harder to me. She moaned softly into my mouth as she continued to kiss me, her embrace breaking frequently for us to draw another breath. "Oh god yes. Ohhhhh so fucking good," she moaned.
I moved a hand down between us, my palm against her belly as my fingers sought out her pussy. I pressed a finger against her clit, making her jump in surprise and then moan more loudly as I stroked my finger across it. "Oh shit!" she squeaked, pulling her face from mine, her back arched so she could look down between us at my hand teasing her clit. "OHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her arms and legs started to tremble. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" she cried into the bathroom as her whole body suddenly jerked and trembled. I could feel her juices gushing around my cock, spraying almost like a tiny hose onto my body and splashing us both before running and dribbling down our legs. "Oh Jesus!" she gasped as she sat there panting.
"I guess you liked that."
"Ohhhhh fuck," she answered as I gently stroked my finger up and down and around her wet lips, occasionally stroking across her clit again, each time making her jump slightly.
"Glad you enjoyed it," I answered with a chuckle.
"You have a way with understatement," she panted.
"I think I need a shower."
"Yeah. That's kinda how this started, wasn't it?" she giggled.
"Sorta was, wasn't it?"
"Come on," she said, pushing me back, slipping my shrinking cock from her pussy. She slipped off the counter and stepped across the bathroom into the tub and started the water running. She waited a few moments for it to warm and then adjusted it. "Well. Come here!" she said in an almost exasperated tone. "It's not like I'm going to hurt you or anything."
"I didn't think you were," I answered as I stepped into the tub next to her. She squatted down and gently washed my cock and balls and then rinsed down my legs to wash off the cum she squirted all over me. She handed me the wand and then stood up, spreading her legs as far as the tub would allow, and waited patiently. I squatted down and gently stroked her pussy lips under the warm spray and then stroked my hands down her legs to rinse off the cum that leaked from her pussy. When I was done she turned off the water and hung the sprayer back on the head.
"There. Better?"
"Yeah. Except now I'm completely awake."
"Well, we can fix that," she said, taking my hand and pulling me out of the tub. She turned off the light and led us through the nearly dark apartment to the overstuffed sofa, lit by the lights coming through the curtains over the sliding door that led to the small balcony. She gently pushed me onto the sofa and then over so I was lying on my side. She smiled at me and sat down in front of me and then lay down next to me, her back pressed against my chest. She lifted one leg in the air and reached for my cock, pulling my mostly softened cock against her pussy before lowering her leg. She found my right hand and pulled it around her, pressing it against one of her big soft tits. "There. Now just relax and we'll fall asleep together," she whispered.
Somewhere along the way I fell back asleep with her curled against me comfortably. When I woke up the room was bright with the morning sun and Tina was still pressed against me, my arm around her and my hand cupping her breast. I lifted my head and looked around, seeing Mandy in the kitchen wearing a t-shirt that wasn't quite long enough to hide the fact that her ass was bare under it. I gently disengaged from Tina and as gently as I could climbed off the sofa, leaving her still sleeping. I walked the couple dozen feet to the small kitchen and stepped behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her back against me. She reached behind her head for mine and pulled me tightly against her as I gently kissed her neck.
"Morning," I whispered.
"Hey hot stuff. You always wake up this horny?"
"Who said I was horny?"
"You usually have a hardon when you're not horny?" she asked, loosening my grip so she could turn in my arms.
"Yeah, well."
"So. About last night," she said softly.
"Yeah. Kinda crazy, wasn't it?"
"Kinda. But what's crazy is that...well...I don't regret it. I hope you don't."
"I probably should, but I don't. I can't count the number of times over the years that I've had little fantasies of seeing you naked, or even you sucking my cock. I never figured anything like this would happen."
"Me either. And god knows I've thought about how sexy you looked way back then. God I was so young and you were so much older. Your cock looked like a monster back then."
"It was, to a twenty year-old," I chuckled as we stood there, my hardon pressing against her stomach with the front of the shirt hooked over it.
"Doesn't seem quite as big now. But it still sure fills a girl up."
"I try."
"You do quite well," she giggled as she reached down between us and pulled the front of her shirt up over her tits so that they pressed bare against my naked chest. Then she slid her hand back down and found my hardon, pressing it lower as she lifted one leg, finally leaving it trapped between her legs. "Wouldn't mind feeling it more either."
"Yeah. Me either."
"What about your wife?" she asked, raising her eyebrows. "she might not like the idea too much."
"I'm more than sure she won't. But then, I don't plan on telling her."
"No?"
"Nope. Gonna be our secret."
"That a good idea?"
"No. But it's the way it's gotta be. I mean I love Denise, but our sex life sucks. Once every three or four weeks isn't exactly trying to keep me satisfied."
"Shit. Only once a month?"
"About that."
"How the hell do you do that? I mean even when we weren't good, Jack and I fucked at least twice a week."
"Yeah. Well, that's apparently all she wants."
"So why do you stay?"
"There's a lot of good between us. Sex is just a problem. Other stuff though is good."
"I never knew," she whispered.
"Yeah. Well."
"Well. If you come visiting alone I can guarantee that you'll go home satisfied," she said with a grin.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh," she said as she reached to her shirt and pulled it up and off. She tossed the shirt aside and then looked up at me. "I'm horny as hell for you already. I didn't know if in the morning you'd regret it and not want to do it anymore. But if you want to..."
"I want to," I whispered back.
She grinned and pulled away, stepping to the counter and leaning over, holding the counter with her hands and pushing her ass out at me. "Then do it, sweetie," she coaxed, looking over her shoulder at me.
I took one look at her sweet bare ass, thought about how good it felt yesterday and stepped behind her. I rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit and then pushed into her, slipping easily the first few inches into her. I starts stroking with short little jabbing strokes, working myself deeper as my cock was lubricated by her juices until I was fully inside her. She let out a soft sigh as my head pressed against her cervix and then pulled back to start long slow strokes.
In and out I slipped, not in a hurry and trying to stay quiet, my hands reaching down and finding her big soft tits. In and out I pumped my cock, my fingers teasing her nipples as my head teased her tunnel. Each stroke was met by her own push toward me, driving me harder into her. Her pushes were perfectly timed to my strokes and our bodies slapped lightly. "Oh fuck you feel good in me," she moaned softly.
"You do too," I grunted as I plunged in faster, feeling her tits swinging slightly below her as I tried to corral the huge soft mounds.
"You know. You keep doing that, I'm gonna come."
"That's the idea, isn't it?" I asked a little breathlessly.
"Uh huh. Just wanted you to know."
"I do," I said, pounding my next stroke in harder.
"oh fuck!" she groaned. "Keep doing that!"
"You like it hard?"
"Uh huh," she gasped as I pounded harder, the light slap of skin now a loud smack as my hips hit her bare ass.
In and out I drove. Panting from exertion but enjoying every second of her velvety soft tunnel. "God. I don't know how long I can do this."
"Getting tired?" she asked with concern.
"Uh uh. Gonna come!" I grunted.
"Do it. Just let it happen," she answered almost as breathlessly as me.
"Oh. That'll happen on its own," I grunted, feeling that familiar tingle and warmth spread. "Not sure I could stop it now if I wanted too."
"Good!" she answered between strokes.
"Oh shit. Almost!" I grunted.
Her motion surprised me. I expected to let me fill her again like I had the night before. Having her pull off my cock so abruptly startled me. She spun around and squatted down in front of me, grabbing my cock with one hand and pushing her knees apart so her own fingers could push between her pussy lips. "Come for me sweetie!" she coaxed, looking up at me as she stroked my cock frantically. Without looking down she leaned toward me, opening her mouth and closing my head between her lips.



"Oh fuck," I grunted, looking down at her. My body jerked hard and I felt a gush of cum lance out of my cock into her mouth. She kept stroking me, pulling her mouth off my cock and aiming it at her tits as my body squirted again. Over and over I jerked and squirted, covering her tits with my cum. I stood there panting, watching her finger herself as her body gave little jerks and twitches of her own orgasm, my white cream changing to clear as it began to slide and dribble off her tits.
"Shit," I breathed, looking down at her.
"Glad you approve," she answered. "Pretty much figure that isn't something she's done for you. Is it?"
"No. it isn't."
"Well. Get used to it. I'll try to make it things she doesn't do," she said as she stood up, her legs still a little shaky.
"That shouldn't be hard," I chuckled. "So now what?"
"Well. I'm gonna stay naked and cook you some breakfast. After that. Well, there's at least two naked women in this house that still want more."
"Gonna wear me out?"
"Oh yeah. If we can," she grinned back. "Now go sit down and let me cook while your cock recovers."
"And after it's recovered?"
"Big brother. When it's recovered I expect you to put it back where it belongs. Inside me!" she said with a giggle. She pushed me toward the kitchen table and then turned back to the kitchen counter, wiggling her ass at me as she worked. Yeah, this was going to be interesting!
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I looked up and saw thousands of points of light against an inky black backdrop. The faint outline of tree branches jutting out was all that broke the massive carpet of black with its vast array of bright white pinpoints. I briefly wondered what happened to the roof, or for that matter my bedroom ceiling. It took my mind long seconds to even realize my bed was far too hard and the noises were those of the woods rather than my bedroom.
I groaned audibly when I tried to move, pain and stiffness seeming to radiate from every joint in my body as I tried to sit up and make sense of my surroundings. My head spun as if on one of those old steel playground merry-go-rounds. I closed my eyes and allowed the sudden wave of nausea to pass, only to be replaced by a massively huge headache.
Slowly my mind processed what I saw and felt around me, the ground, the trees, the dampness of the air and my clothes, and of course the sounds of morning in the woods.
It was still dark, so I couldn't have been out too long. The steel ladder at my feet and my crossbow lying next to me were the clues my mind needed to complete the picture. I'd fallen. Well not exactly. My tree stand had apparently broken loose as I climbed up to hunt. I just remembered it being lighter than this. I clearly was unconscious for some amount of time, but seconds or minutes I did not know.
I pulled my phone out of my pocket to check the time, waves of nausea washing over me each time I moved my head. Concussion. Yep that's what this was. I must have hit my head in the fall.
I tried to keep my head still as I surveyed my body for obvious injuries while I tried to get my phone out of my pocket.
"Shit," I mumbled when I saw the broken screen. I experimentally moved my legs and then picked myself up. I reached out and took two stumbling steps toward the tree to brace myself as more waves of nausea swept over me. "I think I'll just sit a few more minutes," I mumbled as I lowered myself to the ground and rested my back against the big tree that used to support my stand.
"Still pretty early," I mumbled as I looked to the sky to see if the sun was coming up yet. Something didn't quite make sense yet. The sky was already lightening up when I walked in. How could it be darker that before? I closed my eyes to shut out the next wave of nausea, my body threatening to spew out the contents of my stomach. I sat with my eyes closed for long minutes before I opened them again.
I could feel the warmth on my back even before I opened my eyes. The sounds of squirrels and birds invading my troubled dream. It took long seconds for my eyes to focus on the tree stand laying in front of me, my cross bow under it as well. I turned my head slowly, trying to understand the pain behind my eyes. "Oh yeah," I mumbled as my mind put the pieces together. I must have fallen back asleep, since the sun was now high in the sky and it had been dark what felt like only a few minutes ago. I pushed myself up from the ground, instantly regretting the move as my head spun and my mouth watered in preparation for what I was powerless to stop. In moments I was on my hands and knees, my body convulsing and retching, as my stomach tried to eject what wasn't there.
"Fuck," I mumbled when I could more or less control my body again. I pulled my crossbow from under my stand and gingerly started walking the half mile path back to my truck.
It was usually such a short walk. But this time it was every bit as arduous as if I were dragging a three hundred pound deer on the rugged path. Twice I stopped to throw up again, each time feeling more drained than the time before. By the time I finally walked up to where my truck was parked, it was all I could do to climb into the cab.
"Damn!" I mumbled as I sat for long minutes staring out the windshield without even trying to put the key in the ignition. Finally I found the energy to stick the key in and start the truck. Driving was another thing altogether. I pulled out of the wooded dirt track they called a forest road and painfully bounced my way onto the two lane rural highway. It seemed like the effort to even keep the pedal pushed was too hard and my speed kept falling, one moment going double nickel and the next all the way down to thirty-five. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised when red and blue flashing lights showed up in my rearview mirror.
"Yes ma'am?" I asked as the lady state trooper walked up the side of my truck and stood by my now rolled down window.
"Morning sir. May I see your license and registration please?"
"Yes ma'am," I answered, groaning as I leaned over far enough to dig my wallet out of my pants.
"You alright sir?" she asked as I straightened up with another groan and opened my wallet.
"Not so hot ma'am," I answered honestly as I handed over my license. "I feel like crap."
She looked down at it and then back at me. "Mister Williams. You were driving pretty erratically back there. Have you been drinking today?"
"No ma'am," I answered. "I was hunting and somehow fell out of my tree stand."
"Are you injured?" she asked, her tone changing from one of command and distain to concern.
"I don't think so ma'am. Stiff and sore but my head is killing me. I feel like I want to just go lay in bed a while."
"Sounds like you might have a head injury. Would you like me to call an ambulance?"
"Oh. I don't think so. It's not too far home from here and then I can just rest," I told her.
"If you have a head injury you really shouldn't be driving. Why don't you at least let me drive you home?" she said looking down at my license again to see my address.
"Really. I'll be fine. It's only a few more miles," I protested.
She stood and stared at me for long seconds. For a moment I thought she might force me to abandon my truck here. "Honest, I'll be fine," I said as firmly as I could muster.
"Alright sir. Tell you what. I'll follow you home. If you start being dangerous I'll pull your ass over and take you home in handcuffs!" she said sternly as she handed me my license back.
"Yes ma'am," I answered before she turned and walked back to her cruiser. I waited for her lights to go off and then pulled back onto the highway, being extra careful to watch my speed and stay in my lane. True to her word she followed me all the way home, pulling into the driveway behind me.
"Is this where you live?" she asked as she walked up to where I was climbing from my truck.
"Yes ma'am," I answered weakly.
"Well. Let's get you inside then," she said, reaching for my arm to stabilize me.
"Thanks. But I'll be fine from here," I mumbled.
"It's okay. I'll help you. It's being a quiet Sunday morning anyway."
"Sunday? Did you say it was Sunday?"
"All morning. Why?"
"Cuz I went out hunting Saturday morning. What happened to Saturday?" I asked in confusion.
"Sir, I'm pretty sure you have a head injury. You should be going to the hospital, not to bed!"
"Oh god no. I hate hospitals!" I protested.
"Well, if you lost a whole day you probably need to eat something. You have food to eat?"
"Yeah. But my stomach doesn't much feel like food at the moment."
"How about soup? You have some soup?"
"In the kitchen," I answered as she led me down the hall toward my bedroom. "I think I can make it from here."
"No. that's fine. I'm here, I'll help you."
"Honest officer. I'll be fine."
"It's Jenny. And you'll be fine when I say you're fine. You really need a hospital. I should just cuff your ass in the cruiser and take you myself!" she said sternly.
"Honesty, I don't need a hospital!" I protested with all the strength I could muster. "A few ibuprofen and some rest and I'll be fine."
"That isn't how concussions work."
"Honestly, I don't have a concussion!"
"Actually you probably do," she said as we stepped into the bedroom. "Now. If you're going to not go to the hospital we might as well get you in bed. Let's get these off!" she said reaching for the front buttons on my scent blocker shirt.
"I can undress myself," I protested quietly as she undid button after button.
"Uh huh. Sure," she said with a frown. "Don't make this harder than it has to be. If I have to, I'll cuff you and do it anyway!"
"Yes ma'am," I muttered resignedly.
"Jenny!" she almost snapped at me as she pushed the shirt off my shoulders.
"Jenny," I repeated quietly.
There were few wasted motions in her efforts to undress me. She knelt in front of me, untied my boots and helped me lift each foot, offering her shoulders to hold to balance myself. It'd been a long time since a woman, any woman, undressed me, so I wasn't particularly surprised that I had a hard-on. I was surprised when still kneeling in front of me that she undid my pants and pulled them and my briefs down together. My hard dick sprung out of the elastic waist of my underwear and nearly slapped her in the face as she pushed my pants down. Somehow it just hadn't occurred to me that she was going to take off ALL my clothes!
"Damn big gun there sailor!" she said with a grin as she looked up at me. "Good thing it didn't hit me or I'd have had to arrest you for assault with a deadly weapon!"
"I'm. Yeah. Sorry," I mumbled as she reached for my hands again, pulling them toward her shoulders for balance. I lifted each foot as she commanded, my engorged dick brushing her cheek as she moved around in front of me. For half a second I thought she was going to just open her mouth and take me in, but at that last second she turned her head, her cheeks flushing light pink.
"I better make you that soup," she mumbled as she stood up in front of me. She pulled the covers on the bed back and gently pushed me toward the waiting bed, covering me once I had laid down. "Back in a few minutes," she said as she turned and walked out the bedroom door.
"Damn!" I muttered to myself as I listened to her bustling around in the kitchen. "Why the hell is she doing this? I mean hell, she's a cop. Cops don't do this kind of thing."
"What was that?" she called down the hallway.
"I didn't say anything!" I called back
"Oh. Okay. I thought you said something. No problem!" she answered from the kitchen. I lay quietly, listening to her humming some tune in her head as she waited for the microwave to finish heating the soup. A few moments after it beeped, she was walking into my room with a tray containing a bowl of soup, crackers and a glass of water. She stopped next to the bed and waited expectantly. "Going to sit up or should I feed this to you laying down?"
"Oh yeah!" I answered as I stared at her, her belt of police stuff no longer around her waist, her uniform shirt and bulletproof vest she had been wearing also gone, leaving her in just her uniform pants and a white t-shirt, her surprisingly ample chest now partly visible through the thin shirt. She clearly didn't have a bra on and her obviously hard nipples jutted out, making two large bumps in the shirt at each breast. I finally got the hint when she huffed in exasperation and moved to put the tray down. I pushed the covers back and pushed myself up to a sitting position, moving my pillow to support my back.
"Much better!" she said as she leaned over to set the tray on my legs, her tits moving away from her body and stretching the t-shirt material as the weight of the orbs pulled down.
"Don't go getting any ideas. I just didn't want to get anything on my shirt," she said quietly as she arranged things on the tray, not seeming to be in any hurry to straighten up.
"I didn't say anything!" I answered her in surprise. Though I wouldn't quite admit even to myself, that I was wishing she'd kept going and taken the t-shirt off too.
"But you were thinking it," she said with a slightly wry smile.
"Thinking what?"
"Wondering what a cops tits looked like. They look the same as any other woman's tits," she said as she sat down on the edge of the bed. "Now eat your soup. Maybe if you're a good boy and finish it all up I'll give you a peek before you go back to sleep!"
I had absolutely no idea where this was coming from. Yeah I was suddenly turned on by how she looked, but I'd never in a thousand years suggest to any police officer that she flash me her tits!
She sat patiently as I ate, taking several minutes to finish the hot chicken soup she'd made. With the last scoop from the bowl she stood up, pulled the bottom of the t-shirt from her pants and skimmed it up and over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up. She dropped the shirt on the bed and then leaned over to collect the tray, grinning widely at me as her tits swung tantalizingly in front of me. She stayed bent far longer than she needed to to get the tray, and then finally stood up and walked away with the tray.
"Damn!" I muttered to myself as she walked down the hall.
I was still trying to figure her out when she came back, carrying her uniform stuff. She set the clothes on the bed and reached for her shirt. With the white t-shirt in one hand she undid her belt and the front of her pants, pushing them down to her knees. "This is what a cop's underwear looks like!" she said with a grin as she stood naked from the knees up, with the exception of a pair of lacy, pink bikini briefs. "But if you think I'm going to show you more you're sorely mistaken!" she said with mock severity while she shook out her shirt, her tits wiggling with each move she made. She pulled the shirt over her head and down, unfortunately covering her pink panties. "No! I'm not going to flash my pussy for you!" she said without the smile leaving her face. She reached for the vest and pulled it on over the shirt, settling it down on her shoulders and encasing her torso in the heavy, stiff protection. Leaving her pants around her knees she reached for her uniform shirt and holding it, stopped to look at me. "Damn. I can't refuse you anything? Can I?" she said before she reached up under the hem of the t-shirt and pulled the panties down, leaving them around her thighs while the t-shirt fell back to cover where the panties had been. "See. Can't see anything anyway!" she said as she started putting her uniform shirt on, her motions briefly lifting the hem of the shirt enough to show a glimpse of the juncture of her legs and the blond curls hiding her pussy. She slowly buttoned her uniform shirt, working from the top down until there was nothing left to do but pull up her underwear and pants. Looking more at me than what she was doing, she pulled the hem of both shirts up, exposing her bare pussy and mound for several seconds as she worked her panties up her thighs and settled them back in place. "Show's over sweetie!" she said as she smoothed both shirts down and then pulled her uniform pants up, tucking her shirttails in as she closed her pants. "And that's how a cop dresses!" she said as if answering a question I never asked. She put on her belt with all her police type tools and then leaned over the bed and kisses my forehead. "If you don't mind I think I'll come back later if I can and check on you. I still think you should go to the hospital."
"I appreciate everything you've done for me, but I'll be fine, honestly!"
"Uh huh. I'll come check later anyway. Get some sleep now!" she commanded before she walked away. I heard the front door close and a minute later her car pull out and drive away.
"Damn!" I said to myself as I slid down in the covers and closed my eyes.
I didn't know if my state trooper came back or not. I apparently slept straight through the rest of Sunday and Sunday night, waking up and looking at the clock at seven the next morning. My head still hurt, but not as badly, at least nothing a few ibuprofen wouldn't cure.
I made my way to the shower and stood for long minutes under the hot water before drying off and shaving three days' worth of beard off my face. Next was food. I was surprisingly hungry, but then the only food I'd eaten in three days was the chicken soup. I decided to just hit McDonald's on the way to work.
The drive-through was as quick as always, which was to say, not very. I waited in line to get to the order board, waited more to get to the pay window and then waited more to get to the food window. I began to wonder if I had something inviting written on my forehead, the way the girls on the other side of the window smiled at me. Not just a 'hi good morning' smile, but a 'hi I wanna crawl into your lap' kinda smile. I've see those smiles before, but usually from women more my age, middle-aged, that had been plied with several drinks to loosen their zippers. I dismissed it as my still addled brain misreading the looks.
I ate my two Egg Mcmuffins on the way to work and was still sipping the coke as I walked into my office. I dropped heavily into my desk chair, feeling almost as tired as I would be at the end of a long day of mental engineering gymnastics. I turned on my computer and tried to get my head around the problem I'd left unfinished on Friday.
"Hey Robert," I heard Tanya, a tall, well-endowed, willowy blonde that was at least ten years younger than I, say as she walked into my office. I looked up at her, shifting my attentions from my computer to her. She had something of a reputation in the department. Not exactly a good reputation. As I heard the tale, one of the younger engineers asked her out and she replied that she had the desire to neither get into an emotional entanglement, nor a quick fuck relationship with a coworker, so unless he had business other than one of those two proposals he was invited to leave her cubicle. I wasn't sure the story was true, but it certainly fit the demeanor I'd picked up on over the last two years. "Jesus Robert, you look like shit! Are you okay?"
"Oh, a little off I guess." I answered.
"A little off? You look like death half warmed over. Are you sick?"
"No. I fell out of a tree stand Saturday," I admitted with a frown. "Guess I hit my head or something."
She stepped toward and then around the desk, leaning over toward me as she pushed my tilting chair back. She tilted the chair as far as she could and then moved her face in front of mine, looking into my eyes. She gently lifted each eyelid in turn with her delicate little hands and then shook her head. "Hell of a lot more than or something. You been having headaches?"
"A few."
"How few?"
"Well, just one really. Since I woke up Sunday morning."
"You were out for half a day?"
"Well, actually a whole day," I answered as she lay her fingers along my neck to feel my pulse.
"Damn. A whole day? Did you at least go to the hospital and get checked out?"
"No why?"
She frowned at me, her face less than a foot away. "You... Are an idiot!" she said without moving her face. After several seconds pause, she straightened and moved both hands to one of mine. She gripped my hand and then pulled. "Come on. I'm taking you to the hospital. You have a concussion at the very least, maybe more."
"I don't need to..." I started to protest.
"I'm not taking NO for an answer! Now get your butt out of that chair mister, and come with me!"
I frowned and allowed her to pull me up out of the chair. She didn't even give me time to grab the light jacket I'd worn to the office before she was dragging me by the hand out the door and through the engineering department. Several heads turned to watch us as we walked by, her hand pulling me along, maintaining an uncharacteristic physical connection. She pulled me along, out the door into the staff parking lot, and across the lot to a small sporty looking car. She stopped at the car, fished a small remote from the pocket of her small skirt and pressed the button. She opened the passenger door and practically forced me to get into her car.
"How could you be so unthinking? Not going to the hospital after being knocked out for a whole day? Men!" she huffed as she pressed the start button on the car and pulled her seat belt over her lap and shoulder. She twisted around to back out of the parking spot, and then turned back forward again, dropping the car into drive and then accelerating quickly down the line of parked cars, headed toward the entry gate.



It wasn't an overly long drive to the hospital, but it was somewhat uncomfortable, for me at least.
"Why do you do things like this? I always thought you were much smarter than that!" she said with a frown as she drove down the city street at easily twice the speed limit, headed for the on-ramp of the interstate running through the city.
"I didn't know you thought about it at all," I answered honestly, never having known her to really pay any attention to me other than what was required for us to work together.
"How could I not think of you at all? Why do men always think that if a woman isn't trying to get into their pants that they don't care?" she said with a slight shake of her head. She reached across the center console to grab one of my hands and pull it over to her side of the car, setting my palm on her nylon covered thigh, just below the hem of the very short skirt that she had on. A skirt that, incidentally, hiked up her legs substantially when she slipped into the bucket seat. She held my hand on her thigh, pressing my fingers slightly between her legs. I could feel my fingertips touching the lacy top band of the apparently thigh high stockings. "There. Now does that say I don't care?" she asked more softly, still looking out the windshield as she veered the car off the city street and down the on-ramp. She accelerated even faster, merging onto the sixty mile an hour road at least fifteen miles an hour faster.
"You could slow down. I mean I'm not dying!" I said, uneasy at her high rate of speed.
"Of course you're not. Don't even joke about it. But you might be and I'm not taking that chance!" she snapped.
"Okay. But slow down a little, okay? It's not worth getting a ticket or in an accident," I said as she wove between several slower cars, and by slower I mean only going a little over the speed limit.
"If you insist," she said quietly, backing off the accelerator and slowing the car down to a more respectable five over the speed limit. "I'll never understand men!" she muttered quietly, giving me a sidelong look.
I sat with my hand on her thigh, trying hard not to let my cock get hard, and failing. I mean she is a DAMN good looking woman, even if she is a bit younger than I am. The short, colorful dress she had on did little to hide the hardening of her nipples as she drove, her hand on mine, sliding it closer to her pussy if anything. It was pretty obvious to me that was her intention as we turned off the highway and onto another city street for the final two blocks to the hospital, her hand pulling mine almost all the way up under her skirt before she let go to turn into the parking lot. I felt her leg move under my hand, my palm now resting on the lacy top of her stocking and my fingertips resting on the smooth silky material of her underwear.
"Okay. We're here!" she said with a smile, reaching down and pressing my hand against her leg briefly before sliding it off her leg. She swiveled herself out of the car and stood up, her skirt still hiked up momentarily, showing me the powder blue panties she had on from behind before she smoothed her skirt down again.
She walked around the car as I climbed out, and wrapped one arm around my waist to hold me up while she pulled one of mine around her shoulders, as if I would fall if her hip wasn't pressed tightly to mine. I let her have her way, just to prevent the argument, as she walked me into the emergency room.
"My friend here has a concussion," she announced to the nurse behind the counter.
"Has he had a head injury?"
"Yes. Saturday," she answered for me.
"Alright," the nurse said, looking around and then motioning to an orderly, who wheeled a chair out for me.
"Sit right here sir," he said quietly, helping me settle gently down in the wheelchair.
Tanya did a surprising job of filling out the paperwork, getting everything correct with the exception of my social security number and the year of my birth.
We moved to the waiting room and sat for only a few short minutes before another woman in a professional looking skirt and blouse came and wheeled me to a small room with little more than a desk and a computer. "You don't mind if I stay, do you?" Tanya asked hopefully.
I shrugged as the woman sat down in front of the computer to start processing the paperwork that the hospital needs to get paid for whatever they were about to do. "No. That's okay by me, unless you want to get back to work. I'll be fine here."
"Don't be silly. I'm not going anywhere!" she said with a little frown.
After about a hundred questions about how it happened, what happened after, who my insurance was etc., a nurse in dark purple scrubs came and collected me, wheeling me to a treatment room. She closed the door and helped me move from the chair to the bed. The door opened and Tanya slipped in, apparently not content to wait outside the room.
"We're going to get him undressed. You might want to wait outside," the nurse said softly, not wishing to be rude but also trying to be helpful.
"Oh. That's okay. He won't mind," she said with a little shrug and grin, reaching for my hand. She gave it a little squeeze and then stood next to the bed waiting expectantly.
The nurse looked down at me questioningly, to which I shrugged. I had no idea what Tanya's thing was, but this was the first time I'd ever seen any interest in ANYONE in the engineering department, let alone me. What was I going to do? Tell her that I didn't want her in here? I mean I had mixed feelings about it, but to be honest, my head wasn't working quite as well as it should be anyway. I shrugged and simply said, "If she wants to stay, that's fine."
"Okay then," the nurse said, reaching out for my shirt, pulling on my polo shirt to pull it out of my pants. She pulled it gently up, letting me lift my arms to pull it all the way off. She folded the shirt and set it on the foot of the bed before reaching for my shoes, untying each one and pulling them off to set on the end of the bed next to my shirt. She powered the back of the bed from its current sitting position, down, so I was laying almost flat. She undid my belt and pants and then with an experienced hand worked my pants down under my butt, pulling them down my thighs and off. She folded them wordlessly and set them with my shirt. She moved to the control to tilt the bed back up, and after a few moments of hesitation, left the bed down flat and reached for my jockey boxer briefs. "I think we can get rid of these too," the nurse said, gently tugging my boxers down over my ass, leaving the front momentarily covering my half hard cock. With the material down as far as she could go without pulling the front down, she slid her fingers along the waistband and lifted and pulled the front down, letting my partially hard cock lay completely exposed as she slid my underwear down my legs.
"Wow," Tanya whispered as she stared at my half hard cock. I blushed slightly as the nurse moved to motor the bed up again, moving me back to a sitting position before turning to get the hospital gown off the counter behind her.
"Here you go," the nurse said, spreading the gown over my body and sliding it up my arms. These damn things are made to get on and off easily for someone who's bedridden. At that they excel. Unfortunately, I think Tanya's dress was longer than this hospital gown, let alone the fact that if I got up my ass would be sticking out completely bare. "Okay, let's do the vitals now," she said a she rolled the little blood pressure machine over to the bed. She took my arm and pulled it straight while she put the cuff around my bicep. "Just relax your arm," she coached softly as she lay my arm on the bed with my hand just laying on the edge. While the machine was pumping the cuff full of air, she leaned against the side of the bed, leaning partly over me to make her stethoscope reach my chest. I wondered why she stood so far down the bed until I felt pressure against my hand. I looked down and saw that the juncture of her legs pressed against my fingers as I held my arm reasonably straight.
"Just a few more moments. Breath deep," she whispered as she pressed her scrub and panty covered pussy against my fingers and listened to my chest with her scope. I did as she asked and breathed deeply while she moved the stethoscope around my chest, moving the still untied hospital gown lower and lower as she moved the scope around on my chest.
"Well, everything seems to be okay there," she said a little breathlessly, looking down at my now engorged cockhead sticking up from under the now folded back gown. She paused for a moment, staring down at it before pulling the gown up. "Doctor Swartz should be in shortly," she said before picking up the table computer and making some notes. "I'll be back when I can," she said before bustling out the door.
"Goodness," Tanya whispered as she looked at the door. "I thought she'd never get done."
"Get done doing what?" I asked quizzically.
"Well, with what she had to do so she could leave. I mean this is the first time I've seen you naked."
"Yeah. About that. I'd appreciate it if you didn't blab around about this. It's kinda embarrassing."
"What? Being naked in front of me?" she asked as if being naked in front of her were the most natural thing in the world.
"Not exactly," I answered her, not quite sure how to say what was on my mind.
"Oh. You mean the hard-on? I think it's kinda good looking."
"Yeah. Well. It's kinda embarrassing." I muttered.
"Oh well, if you want I can take care of it. I'm sure it'll be a while before they come back."
"Tanya!" I exclaimed as she folded the bottom of my gown up to completely expose my cock.
"I know. I'd rather have you inside me too, but this is the best I can do right now," she said as she leaned over the bed and quickly engulfed my cock with her mouth. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and pushed her hand and mouth down my cock, stopping only when my head hit the back of her throat. She pulled up, sliding her lips wetly along my shaft, her tongue teasing back and forth under my head as she did. "Yum," she said before closing her lips around it again and pressing back down on me. Up and down she bobbed her head, moaning softly in pleasure as she worked my cock.
"Tanya. This isn't right," I managed to groan after some time.
She pulled her face off my cock and grinned at me. "Yeah. I know. How about you give me a little finger action?" she asked, hiking her skirt of her dress up to her waist. She reached for her panties and quickly pushed then down, wiggling her legs to get them to fall down before stepping out of them. Standing with her dress hem pulled up and her shaved mound exposed, she reached for one of my hands, pulling it to her pussy and pressing my fingers between her legs. "I know you haven't done this to me before, but there's a first time for everything, right?"
"You seriously want me to finger you, here?" I asked her incredulously.
"Well, yeah. I mean unless you want me to climb up and fuck you right here. If it was a private room I would, but this is the ER after all," she said with a frown, clearly confused about what she thought was my reluctance to return the 'favor' she was doing me.
"No. I didn't mean that. I mean. Why now? Why here?"
"What? Why am I sucking your cock? I don't have to if you don't want me to!" she said almost angrily, flipping the bottom of my gown down over my hard-on and then pulling her skirt back down. She moved away from the end of the bed and leaned against the counter, her arms crossed in front of her angrily.
Her sudden change in mood, hell the whole thing was confusing. I didn't understand why she was...well... wrapped around the axel the way she was. I've never seen her concerned about me in any way, other than being friendly at work. Certainly nothing that would indicate any attraction or sexual interest.
"Mister Williams? I'm here to take you down for a CT scan," a young little nurse said, as she pushed a wheelchair into the room.
"Gotta still see if I have a brain?" I joked.
"Gotta see if you're bleeding into it," she said seriously. "Now. Come on, let's just swing your legs over and have a seat here," she said as she stopped the wheelchair next to the bed. She lifted several blankets from the seat of the chair and then patted the padded seat for me. I swung my legs down over the side and stood up, the little nurse wrapping an arm around me to guide me down into the chair while I tried to close the back of the gown. "No worries," she said sweetly as she helped me adjust the gown. "They don't make these things for privacy, do they?"
"Not hardly."
"Well, no problems here," she said as she unfolded a blanket and lay it over my lap. "This'll help."
"Thanks."
"Your wife is welcome to come along if she wants," the nurse said with a smile.
"Oh. She's not my wife," I answered.
"Oh? Girlfriend then? Still more than welcome to come."
"No. Not that either. Just a friend from work."
"Ah. Okay. Well, friend from work. You're welcome to come along or just wait here. We'll be gone at least fifteen minutes to half an hour."
"I'll wait here," she said, her voice still tinged with irritation.
"No problem. Back soon!" the little nurse said as she backed me out of the room and then pushed me down the hall. We wound our way down a series of corridors, each busy with people bustling from one place to another. She finally paused to swipe her ID card across a pad next to a door, which swung open automatically. She wheeled us through the door, which closed behind us. "So this is the CAT scanner. It's always a bit chilly in here, so once we get you on the table I'll cover you with a couple more blankets."
"That'd be nice," I said, practically starting to shiver in the chilly room. She pushed the chair over to the machine and locked the wheels while she helped me get up to move to the hard plastic table.
"Here we go," she said, standing in front of me and lifting me under the armpits to encourage me and balance me. I moved to the plastic table, sitting on a blanket she had laid on it. Once I was sitting she helped me lay down, and then covered me with two more blankets. She held out a pair of plastic earphones. "You get to have these so you can hear me when I'm in there," she said with a grin. "You can say anything you want and I can hear you too."
"Anything I want?"
"Well within reason," she giggled. "Though if you ask me to take my top off you won't be able to see much. Not from over here."
"You think I'd ask that?" I asked, wondering what kind of man she thought I was.
"Just saying," she giggled again. "This won't take long at all." She turned and pushed the chair out of the room while I lay on the table looking at the ceiling.
"Can you hear me okay?" she asked me through the headphones.
"Yep." I answered the room. "You?"
"Loud and clear."
"Very good. Okay, now we're going to run you into the machine. Just hold really still and this will be over in a flash," she said just before the table started to move toward the massive doughnut shaped machine. "You know. Sometimes, when a really hot guy is in here, I think about him lying there, almost naked, I get so turned on. I can just imagine running the table down real low and stepping across it and sitting on his big, hard cock. I couldn't of course. That'd be wrong in all kinds of ways. But no one can really see what I'm doing in here so I can slip my pants down if I want to and finger myself."
"Oh? Are you?" I asked, wondering why she was telling me this.
"Right now? Oh Mister Williams. That's for me to know and you to figure out. Now just hold real still for about thirty more seconds and we'll be done taking the pictures. That means no talking too. It makes your head move."
I didn't answer, not wanting to move my head, but also not exactly sure what to say anyway.
"Ohhhhh yeah. So wet. I would have liked to see your cock. I could see it through your gown when we moved you off the bed in your room. So big and long. I bet it'd really fill my hot little cunny. Ohhhhhh so much better than a finger," she moaned softly in my earphones. "I think we're almost done. Just keep holding still a few more seconds. OHHHHH yeah. God I'm glad I don't have to hold still. Ohhhhh shit!" she squeaked loudly in my earphones. "Ohhh I think that does it.," she gasped softly as the table started to move out of the massive machine. As soon as I was clear I lifted my head to look at the glass windowed control booth and saw her sitting, her head hanging down, clearly breathing heavily.
After a few moments she stood up and rolled the wheelchair back into the room, walking quite slowly. She stepped up to the side of the table and lifted the blanket off of me, her face clearly flushed.
"You didn't really just do that did you?" I asked, honestly surprised that she appeared to have done what she said she was doing.
She looked around the room, almost as if to see if anyone was watching. "Only one way to find out, isn't there?" she asked in a whisper, reaching for my hand with one of hers. She spread her legs apart about a foot or two and with her free hand, pushed the front of her scrubs down, along with her underwear. I could see her little trimmed triangle of brown curls and her exposed pussy as she drew my hand toward her, gently guiding it between her legs. "Mmmmmmm, feel how wet I am?" she cooed softly as she used my wrist to slowly push my hand back and forth between her legs, my fingers stroking her wet lips.
"Damn," I breathed as she continued to rub my fingers on her pussy, my middle finger slipping between her lips and dragging across her clit for one stroke before she pulled my hand out.
"Oh, that was a bad boy," she giggled as she moved my hand back away from her and pulled the front of her pants back up. "But it really gave you such a nice hard-on."
"Huh?" I asked, looking down to see that my cock was completely exposed and rock hard.
"If you're trying to get me to climb onto you and fuck you, I can't do that. At least not this time of day. It's far too busy, but fuck it's tempting," she sighed. "My husband wouldn't understand either," she said with a sad face, reaching out to grasp my exposed hard-on. "Come on. We better get you back to your room. I have others I need to take pictures of too," she said as she slowly stroked my shaft. "I sure wouldn't mind feeling this make me full though. Damn it feels so nice," she said softly as she continued to stroke my cock. "But we better get you back to your room," she said with a huge sigh.
"Sure, whatever you say," I answered, completely mystified by what the hell was going on. She helped me swing my legs over the edge of the table and then helped me move back to the wheelchair. She turned around, facing away from me, but staying right in front of the chair.
She bent over in front of me, sticking her ass out at me as she reached past her right leg to mine to settle it on the foot rest. "You know. It'd be a real shame if my pants somehow fell down," she said as she shifted her weight and reached past her left leg for mine. She moved my left foot to the foot rest and then stood there, her ass pushed out at me. "Well?" she asked, looking back at me.
"Well what?" I asked in confusion.
"MEN!" she huffed, reaching up to her own waistband and quickly pulling her scrubs and panties down, leaving her ass and pussy pushing out at me completely bare. She reached between her legs, finding my hard cock with her soft little hand and then leaned her ass down, guiding me to her sopping wet pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck!" she moaned loudly as she rubbed my head between her lips and then settled her ass down on my thighs, my cock sliding slowly up into her. "Ohhhhhh god damn yes."




I felt my head press into her tight little pussy, the pressure building around my head and then the soft, silky, vaginal tunnel engulfing, squeezing, caressing my hard shaft as she settled down on me.
She continued to slide down on me until her ass was on my thighs, my hard cock stuffed deep into her pussy. "So fucking big!" she moaned as she used the arms of the chair for leverage, starting to lift and drop herself on my cock. "Oh yeah!" she moaned softly as she worked her tight pussy up and down my shaft.
"Amy? Is he ready to go?" We heard another female voice call from the doorway to the room.
"Almost!" the little nurse on my lap called back, quickly jerking herself off my cock and trying to pull her pants up before whoever was coming in saw what she was doing.
"Everything okay Amy?" the other woman asked as she walked into the room we were in, Amy still trying to get her scrubs completely back in place.
"Yeah. Just have to put his blanket back on," she said as she reached for the blanket she had set on the table. Quickly spreading it over my exposed lap. Her pants were still not completely settled on her body, the tie loose enough that they were hanging on her hips threatening to slide down again.
"Damn this pair of pants," she said with a frown. "That's the third time today that the tie has come undone!"
"No fun," the newcomer said. "A little more and your patient would be getting quite a show!"
"We wouldn't want that, would we?" she said as she tugged the string and tightened her pants again.
"I'll take him back to his room," the new nurse said with a smile. "Here's the next one," she said handing a clipboard with a sheet of paper on it to her. "Well Mister Williams. Lets' get you back to your room before Amy has another accident with her pants."
"Sounds like a plan," I answered, trying to unobtrusively make my hard-on a little less obvious. The soft feminine chuckle told me I failed miserably.
Several minutes later she rolled me into the room I started in, Tanya still waiting, sitting on the exam bed with her feet hanging over the side, swinging gently as she looked at her cell phone. She looked up at me and slipped off the table, her face beaming with a wide smile. "You're back! I guess they decided you still have a brain?"
"So it would seem," I agreed as the nurse rolled me to the side of the bed and removed the blanket from my lap. My half hard cock was still exposed, drawing a raised eyebrow from the nurse as she reached out to help me get out of the chair and onto the bed, even though I really didn't need any help.
"Here you go. The doctor should be in as soon as he gets the results of the scan. Just hang out here and he'll be back with you soon!"
"Yes ma'am," I answered while she fussed with the blanket to cover me up. After spending way more time in the room than I would have expected necessary, she left the room and left Tanya and myself alone.
"So. She seemed overly interested in you."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Looks like someone had a hard-on too. Tell me, did she slide her hand under the blanket and play with you in the elevator?" Tanya asked in a soft sultry voice, sliding her hand under the blanket to grab my cock.
"We weren't in the elevator, and no she didn't," I answered with a frown.
"Well, someone did. Your cock is a little slick," she said as she stroked my quickly hardening cock. She pulled her hand out and sniffed her fingers. "Uh huh. Pussy juice. Someone was having a good time."
"I didn't..." I started to protest until she reached out with her fingers and pressed them to my lips.
"Shhhhh. It's okay. I'm not mad. Just so long as you left a little for me," she said as she reached up to her left shoulder and undid two buttons. She dropped her arm and the whole short, colorful dress slid down her body, leaving her in just her bra. With a wicked grin she reached behind her back and then moved her hands back to her chest. "Wanna see em? I know you do. You love looking at tits and mine are big. I mean sexy hot, wanna fuck em big," she said with a grin before lowering her hands and letting the cups of her bra fall away and slide down and off. "They're double E's. Ever suck a pair of tits this big?" she cooed as she pushed the blanket aside to expose my hard-on. She kicked her shoes off and climbed onto the bed, kneeling over me and holding the head of the inclined bed for balance. She reached between her legs and found my cock, lifting it toward her as she moved herself around to press my engorged head between her lips.
"Ohhhh yeah. Just what I need," she moaned softly as she pressed herself down, her tunnel entrance resisting me for long seconds before I felt my head slip into her and bring a sigh from her. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. Just what I want. God you make me feel so fucking full!" she added in a soft moan as she began bouncing on me, short, little, choppy strokes up and down my shaft that spread more and more of her lubrication on my shaft until all of me was sliding wetly in and out of her incredibly tight tunnel. "You like?" she asked as I reached up and captured her massive tits in my hands.
"Oh god yes," I grunted as she rode up and down my cock, her tits bouncing in my hands as I tried to aim her rock hard nipples at my mouth. In and out I slid, her pussy gobbling me hungrily with each stroke down my shaft. I opened my mouth and sucked the front of her tit in, swirling my tongue around and around the rigid nub.
"Yeah. That's it. Suck my titty while I ride your fantastic cock. Oh god damn, I can't believe I didn't do this before. Sooooo fucking good inside me!" I groaned around her nipple as she changed her motion, rocking her hips as well as bouncing up and down, the new motion dragging her clit along the top of my rock hard shaft with each stroke into her. "Oh yeah. I've been waiting to come since they took you out of here. Oh my god yes. Gonna come so hard on you sweetie! Ohhhhh fuck. Come with me. Come deep in me!" she cried, surprising loudly given our surroundings.
Up and down she bounced, harder and faster as her body started to tremble. Suddenly she slammed herself down on me, one hand moving from the bed behind my head to her own pussy, rapidly frigging her own clit as her body shook and trembled, her pussy spasming and squeezing my cock. She sat on me for long seconds, playing with her clit while her body shook and trembled. Finally she moved her hand back to the bed and started sliding again, slowly at first and then faster and harder again. "Come for me baby. Fill me up with your cum!" she moaned as she pushed me closer and closer to climax. I heard as much as saw the door open, but was too far gone to warn Tanya. Moments later my body jerked and I felt a massive surge of cum lance up into her. Tanya felt it too and jammed herself down on me again, her pussy contracting around my pumping cock. My body jerked over and over as I pumped cum deep in her pussy. I leaned back, having released her tit from my mouth when the door opened.
"Oh damn," I groaned as my cock remained inside Tanya, twitching gently.
"Well. That isn't exactly what I'd think was a good activity for a head injury," the nurse that had brought me in the first time said as she stepped next to the bed. "But I can certainly understand the enticement, dressed, or undressed as he is."
"Oh yeah. Hard to resist this cock." Tanya grinned.
"Well, I have to do vital signs again, if you want to climb off," the nurse said, clearly irritated.
"Oh. Yeah," Tanya said with a girlish giggle. "Sorry."
"This isn't going to help your blood pressure," the nurse said as I watched Tanya pulling her panties and dress on, not bothering with the bra. I felt the blood pressure cuff inflate on my arm while Tanya pulled her dress up to her waist, her fantastic looking tits still visible. "Yeah. Definitely high. I suppose I could put in the notes that you just fucked your wife," the nurse mumbled.
"Oh. I'm not his wife," Tanya said as she buttoned the dress over her shoulder.
"His girlfriend?"
"Well, not officially," Tanya said with a grin.
"Ah huh. Okay. Fucked his not girlfriend," she said as she made notes on the tablet computer. "Try and keep the activities to a minimum until the doctor gets here, okay?" the nurse said disapprovingly, before walking out the door.
"She was a little miffed. Probably wanted to fuck you too," Tanya giggled as she leaned against the side of the bed and fixed the blanket covering my lap. Once my blanket had me adequately covered she reached for my hand and lifted it to rest on her left breast, only the thin dress between my hand and her nipple. "Better," she said with a nod.
"At the risk of sounding ungratefull. Why?""
"Why what?"
"Why...the sex. This?" I said, rubbing my hand on her chest. "Why the sudden attention like this? I mean we've only talked professionally at work. Never even discussed anything that I thought would lead to this. So why?"
"Can't a girl just decide she likes a guy or wants a guy?'
"I guess. I just thought you had a thing about dating at work."
"Who said we're dating? You wanna be dating?"
"So what are we doing?"
"Just...fucking," she said with a little wiggle of her head and hips. "No big deal. Just fucking. And NO! You may not tell anyone at work that we're doing it!"
"Wouldn't think of it," I answered as the door opened again. A middle-aged man in a white coat came in looking at his pad computer.
"Mister Williams. Doctor Schwartz. We've looked at the results of your CAT scan. Given your description of what happened, there's a real concern of brain trauma. In your case, we don't see any bleeding, but your brain is most definitely swollen. It looks like it might already be starting to subside a little, but just to be safe, we'd like to admit you and do the scan again in the morning. If it continues to go down then we can probably let you go home and rest. Any questions for me?"
"Just one. I have a constant headache. Can you do anything about it?"
"That too should go away. But for now, I can give you something for it. Any other questions?"
"Is there any risk of permanent damage?" Tanya asked.
"Not that we know of, but brain injuries are odd ducks. Every one seems to be different. So we'll just have to wait and see. So far there appears to be no permanent impairment. Of course changes in personality, speech patterns, that kind of thing can always happen."
I thought about that for a few seconds before he added. "Well. They should be in shortly to move you up to the floor. I'll see you tomorrow morning," he said as he abruptly turned and walked out of the room.
"Well. I guess you're not going back to work today," Tanya said.
"Yeah. You should go back."
"No. I'll stay. At least until you're settled into your room," she protested mildly.
"Afraid to leave me?"
"Oh no. Just afraid that little nurse that brought you back from the CT will come back and wanna jump your bones," she said with a grin. "You need to keep your strength up you know."
"Yeah, sure," I muttered. I sat there in silence, Tanya gently stroking the back of my hand and my arm, almost as if she were afraid to get too far away. In many ways she was acting much like I would have expected a wife to act, concerned, loving, and protective. None of which I had ever expected to see from her, or had any inkling was harbored within her. I was still pondering in silence when a nurse rolled a wheelchair into the exam room.
"Mister Williams! I hear your going to be staying the night with us!"
"So it seems," I answered as she rolled the chair next to the bed. She locked the wheels so that it wouldn't move and then helped me slide from the bed and settle in the chair.
"You can come along with us," the nurse said to Tanya as she backed me away from the bed. She wheeled me to the elevator with Tanya in tow. We rode in silence up to the third floor and then down the hall to a room. The curtains were pulled around the bed next to the one I was apparently intended to stay in. It only took a few minutes to get me settled and then she disappeared, pausing to give my hand a friendly squeeze along with a radiant smile.
"Well. I'm settled," I told Tanya. "You can go back to work if you want."
"I'm not sure I want."
"Well, someone has to get some work done. Seems like I'm not going to for a few days."
"Yeah, well there is that. Any orders for your peeps?"
I chuckled at her comment. "Yeah. Have Bob cover my two o-clock meeting with sales."
"Sure. I can do that," she said cheerfully, leaning over the side of the bed to kiss my cheek. "You be good. I'll be back tonight to check on you," she whispered.
"Looking forward to it," I answered, only half believing the answer I gave. I was enjoying her attentions, maybe even more than I wanted to admit. But at the same time I was somewhat troubled by both the sudden change in her and the response of the young nurse in the CAT lab. Neither of these events seemed to correlate to expected norms, and my engineering trained brain didn't like anomalies, even sexy ones. I set to work trying to resolve the inconsistencies even before Tanya turned at the door to blow me a kiss.
A pretty little nurse came in a few minutes later and gave me two little white pills. I honestly don't even remember falling asleep, since the morning news was on when I woke up, there was little chance that I hadn't. The curtain was half way pulled around the bed in the other half of the room, so I presumed I had a roommate, though I had no idea who. That bed was empty when I came in, so I really didn't know who I was sharing a room with.
"Good morning Mister Williams," a middle-aged woman said, walking into the room with a tray. "You slept straight through dinner, so I suspect you're quite hungry."
"Famished," I answered as she set the tray down on the little table and rolled it in place over me.
"Enjoy!" she said before returning to the hallway. She came back moments later with another tray. "Mr. Readon. Time for breakfast," she said as cheerfully as she had with me. I heard a definite female voice respond from the other side of the curtain.
"Miss," I said as she came back around the curtain to head out the door.
"Yes sir?" she asked when she drew close.
"Was that my roommate or his wife?"
"Oh that was your roommate's wife," she said quietly.
"Oh. Okay. I was wondering for a moment."
"No problem Mister Williams. Enjoy your breakfast."
To say I was hungry was an understatement. Even hospital food tasted good this morning, and within a very few minutes I'd scarfed the entire meal. I lay my head back and closed my eyes again, the effects of the medicine they'd given me still making me feel a little sleepy.
"Mister Williams. Mister Williams." I heard as my shoulder was gently shaken.
"Huh?" I groggily responded.
"Time to take you down for your CT," the soft feminine voice said cheerfully.
"Oh. Okay," I answered as she rolled the covers back to help me into the wheel chair she brought. I was still sleepy as she helped me into the chair. It was a short ride down to the CT room and I was slightly disappointed to see that the young thing from the day before wasn't there, but instead was a male technician. He was all business, and soon had me photographed and back on my way to my room. The nurse settled me back into my bed with a wide smile. I settled in to wait for the doctor to see the results and hopefully cut me loose.
"Good morning!" Tanya said brightly as she walked into my room wearing a very short black miniskirt and a gray, long sleeved, button down blouse. I was somewhat surprised to see her, but even more surprised when I realized that her breasts were completely free under the gray blouse, the soft globes wiggling with each move she made.
"Well. Morning. I didn't expect to see you this morning," I finally answered, ripping my eyes from her wiggling boobs.
"No? You really expected me to go to work with you in here? Not a chance," she said as she sat down on the edge of the bed. "So have they come and taken you for your pictures yet?"
"Pictures?"
"Yeah. Your CT?"
"Oh. Yes. They have. Now I'm just waiting for the doctor to review the results," I answered her as another nurse strode into the room pushing a small cart.
"Good morning!" the nurse said brightly as she walked around the side of my bed. "How do you feel about getting cleaned up this morning?"
"A shower? Sounds like a good idea," I answered her, pushing myself up to swing out of bed.
"Oh. I'm afraid not. Your chart doesn't show you're allowed a shower," she answered.
"Not a shower? What then?"
"I think she means a sponge bath," Tanya said with a grin. "Should I leave while the two of you get naked?" she continued with a little giggle.
"Oh. I won't be getting naked," the nurse said, still smiling. "But you sir, shall be," she continued, looking at me. "So. It's up to you, but your wife can stay if it's alright with you. Otherwise she can wait down the hall if you prefer."
"Oh I'm sure he wouldn't mind if I stayed, but I'll leave you two alone just the same," Tanya volunteered, getting up from the end of the bed. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do," she grinned as she turned to walk out of the room.
"Well, shall we?" the nurse said, stepping to the curtain and pulling it all the way around the bed so that we were curtained off from the rest of the room. She leaned toward me and pulled the gown down off my arms, leaving it laying over my lap, and then pulled the blankets all the way down to my feet.
"So have you had a sponge bath before?" she asked quietly, moving to the cart and dipping a cloth into the basin of water sitting on top of the cart. She smiled at me and rubbed a small squirt of liquid soap into the white cloth. Turning back to me, she rubbed her hand around on the cloth, lathering it up slightly before stepping back over to me. She gently rubbed the cloth around on my chest, working the wet suds down to my waist and then up again toward my arms. She lifted my right arm, washing it gently and then laying it on the bed. She leaned against the side of the bed, trapping my hand where she lay it with her body, my hand pressing into the juncture of her legs. She rubbed the cloth up and down my arm, wiggling her hips slightly as she did, the motion grinding herself against my fingers.
"Naughty boy!" she whispered with a grin as she finished my left arm and lay it on the bed, leaning over me even farther.
"Huh?" I whispered back in confusion as she, still leaning against the bed and my hand, reached down and pulled the gown off of me, leaving me laying completely naked.
"You can't fool me. I know what you want to touch," she whispered as she moved away from the bed, turning to rinse the cloth in the basin of water. She stood there rinsing and wringing it a few times and then turned back to me, carefully stepping against the bed again, and pressing her pussy against my hand. "Now let's get this part rinsed," she said softly, still grinning. As she rinsed my chest she wiggled her hips slowly, grinding herself against my hand. Her face was clearly flushed as she reached across me again, lifting my left arm and gently stroking the washcloth up and down its length.
She pulled her body from the edge of the bed to free my hand and then lifted my right arm, gently rinsing it as she had the left. Still holding my hand, she turned and pulled the little cart toward us, dropping the washcloth into the basin. She looked around, as if someone could see us through the curtain that surrounded us, and still holding my hand with one of hers, let her free hand slide up under her scrub top to her waist, tugging the string that held her pants in place.
I stared at her as she wiggled her hips and let the colorful, baggy pants fall down over her butt and slide down to her legs. I could see a pair of plain white bikini panties peaking from under the scrub top, which she reached for as soon as her scrub bottoms had fallen. She licked her lips, grinned at me and then pulled the front of her panties down, wiggling her hips to work them lower with one hand, leaving them clinging around her upper thighs. She closed her eyes and pressed my fingers between her legs, sliding them through her dark brown curls and then against her hot wet pussy lips. She opened her mouth in a silent O as she let go of my hand and pressed herself against the bed and my hand again.



She stood there for several seconds, grinding her pussy against my fingers before she twisted enough to reach the cloth in the basin again. She reached with the wet cloth for my suddenly growing cock, and gently rubbed the wet cloth over and around my cock. With a grin she set the cloth aside and picked up the bottle of soap and gently dribbled a few drops on my nearly rigid shaft. "Let's get this cleaned up too," she whispered as she set the soap back on the cart. She reached with both hands for my cock and wrapped them around my shaft, slowly rubbing them up and down its length. "That's it. Just let me wash you," she cooed softly, her hands stroking up and down my fat cock, her right hand sliding over my head teasingly. She continued to stroke up and down my shaft and at the same time grind her pussy against my fingers. Holding my cock, she leaned down and whispered ever so quietly to me, "I'd love to fuck this cock, but we both know that can't happen. But that doesn't mean you can't put something else in me."
"Huh?" I quietly asked, not quite sure what she had in mind.
With a grin she let go of my cock, bent herself over and worked one leg of her scrubs off her foot, followed by her panties. With her pants and underwear hanging on one leg, she lifted the other, resting it on the bed next to mine, the position spreading her legs apart and exposing even more of her pussy. She reached for my hand again and gently guided it to her pussy. "Put your fingers in me," she breathed ever so quietly as my fingers touched her sopping wet pussy lips. I rolled my hand over and pressed my middle finger between her wet lips, finding the entrance to her tunnel and pressing my finger up into her as she reached for and grabbed my cock with her right hand. "Oh god yes," she moaned softly as I pushed my finger up into her in time with the strokes of my cock. Up and down her hand went, and in and out my middle finger went, clearly coaxing her closer to a climax. She shifted her leg, moving it across one of mine so her knee now rested almost against my balls.
"So good," she breathed softly, leaning even further onto the bed. I stroked my finger up into her in time with the strokes of my hand on her pussy, her hips rocking and lifting in time with her own motions on my rock hard shaft. "Mmmmmm," she cooed softly, leaning farther across the bed, her knee lifting up and over my thigh so that as she leaned toward me a little more her leg slipped across mine, leaving her now essentially straddling me. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what was going to happen next. Even though she said very clearly that fucking couldn't happen, within a few more moments she lifted herself onto the bed straddling my hips and aiming my cock for her wet pussy.
She opened her mouth wide as she rubbed my engorged head between her wet lips and pressed down on me, gasping softly as she pressed herself down over me. "Uh! Uh!" she gasped quietly as she started to bounce on me, each stroke down forcing more and more of myself into her incredibly tight pussy. Up and down she bounced, her body jabbing her pussy down on me until she had nearly all of my length into her surprisingly petite pussy. I could feel my head pressing on her cervix with still almost two inches of my shaft still sticking out of her. She held her mouth open, closed her eyes and began to lift and lower herself on me, driving my cock up into her over and over. She'd only been doing so for a few strokes when her legs started to tremble.
"Oh god," she gasped as her pussy clenched around me, making her already tight tunnel even tighter. She continued to stroke up and down, my cock sliding wetly in and out of her.
"Shhhhhh," Tanya whispered as she stepped into the curtained off space. "I can hear that in the hallway."
"Oh god!" the nurse squeaked in surprise, trying to get her legs to work to climb off of me. She quickly pulled up and off my cock and then climbed off the bed, feverishly trying to get her panties and scrubs back on her leg. She pulled the scrubs up and stood there trembling, her face red with embarrassment.
She reached for the cloth in the basin and quickly went back to washing me, cleaning her juices off of my cock and then working down my right leg. As she reached my left leg Tanya's hand reached out to hers, clasping the nurses hand in hers. "Shhhhhh," she said again, before taking the cloth from her. Tanya tossed it at the basin and then drew the nurse's hands back to my cock, wrapping them both around my fat shaft. She held the nurse's hands and began to stroke up and down my cock again, coaxing her to finish what she started earlier.
Tanya smiled at her, letting her know it was okay before leaning over toward the nurse, her face moving next to the nurse's. She turned her face and gently kissed the nurse's cheek, softly kissing millimeter by millimeter down her cheek to her lips, softly kissing her mouth. The nurse's strokes slowed as Tanya kissed her, her breathing growing deeper with each passing moment.
Tanya moved her hands from the bed to her own blouse and started to unbutton it, freeing her bare breasts to swing free over me as she undid the buttons on the cuffs. She slipped the shirt off, leaving her topless and then moved her hands behind her, unzipping the skirt and pushing it down.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she stood there naked next to my bed, still kissing the little nurse. Her hands moved to the nurse's shoulders and then down her back, the two continuing to share the long, hot, wet kiss. Tanya pulled up on the scrub top, working it up her body until she had to let go of my cock to pull it over her head and off. Her hands moved back to the young woman's back, unfastening the bra strap and easing it off, leaving her standing on the other side of the bed, bare from the top up, her little B cup breasts and rock hard nipples poking out.
"Now he has something to look at," Tanya whispered as she drew the nurse's hands down to my cock again, the two of them wrapping their hands around me and slowly stroking my engorged shaft. Up and down they stroked, their hands intertwined and sharing my cock as much as they were sharing kisses. With Tanya's pussy so close I couldn't help but reach for her. She felt my fingers between her legs and shifted her weight, lifting one knee onto the edge of the bed to spread her legs apart. I rolled my hand over and stroked my fingers along her wet lips, teasing up between them as she and the nurse stroked my cock.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned into the nurse's mouth as I pushed my finger up into her pussy. I reached with my other hand and gently cupped and stroked the nurse's little breasts, teasing my fingers across her hard nipple as the tingle in my cock grew and spread. I arched my back, trying to hold back as long as I could, not really wanting to lose the view before me, or what I was touching.
"Uhhhh!" I grunted as my body bucked, no longer able to contain itself. A shot of cum lanced up into the air, hitting Tanya in the neck as she leaned slightly farther across me than the nurse. Time and again my cock spurted into the air, each shot landing on one of the two's tits before my flow reduced to a contented drool out the tip of my cock and across their hands.
Tanya pulled her face from the nurse's and straightened up, keeping my fingers between her lips. "Keep going lover. Almost there!" she whispered, wiggling her hips in time with my fingers, my cum sliding down and dripping off her chin and tits. "Almost..." she moaned. "Oh yeah. Perfect. Perfect!" she gasped as her body shuddered in climax. I could feel her juices leaking around my finger and across my hand as she half sat half leaned on the bed. She stood there panting, as the little nurse leaned across me to wash my cum off Tanya's tits, Tanya still holding my softening cock in her hand.
It was quite frankly disappointing to watch the nurse and Tanya dressing again after finishing my bath and putting a fresh gown on me. The nurse blew me a kiss and then pushed the curtain back to leave, leaving Tanya and I alone, except of course for the guy in the next bed. I wondered what he had to be thinking about this time. As it turned out, it wasn't him I should have been worried about. Not him at all. I'd never even seen him, the curtain between us pulled the whole time. His wife on the other hand, I'd seen her walk by a number of times, never really paying much attention to me one way or the other, though it seemed to me that she must have had a thyroid problem or something the way she seemed to be always fanning herself when I saw her.
Tanya was sitting on the end of the bed, her back against the footboard, one leg hanging over the side of the bed, the other across my legs, her legs splayed wide with her position, making her pussy, uncovered by anything but her short skirt, completely exposed.
"Well, how are you doing?" the doctor asked as he whisked into the room. Tanya moved her leg down to cover herself and stood up on the opposite side of the bed from the doctor. "The results of the CAT scan confirm that the swelling is going down. I'd like to keep you under observation until the swelling goes all the way down, but all your other results look good. If you can promise me that you'll take it easy at home and have someone there to look after you, I can let you go home."
"I can assure you doctor that he WILL take it easy," Tanya said sternly.
He looked back and forth between Tanya and myself and then nodded. "Alright. We'll go ahead and release you. I'll give you a list of things to keep an eye on. Otherwise, rest for another couple days and you should be back to normal."
"Okay. Thanks doc," I answered, shaking his hand.
It took another two hours before we were out of the hospital and headed home. Since it was lunch time we stopped at a Burger King for a sandwich, Tanya hanging on my arm as we walked in and ordered. Getting our food, we found a booth that was vacant and sat down to eat.
She was young, maybe mid-twenties or so, long brown hair, thin body and a modest sized chest. She sat at a table some distance away where I had to look past Tanya to see her, smiling at me almost continuously. I suppose I wouldn't have even noticed her at all if I hadn't tripped over one of her feet that was sticking out in the aisle, but I had and couldn't help but notice her after I sat down. As I sat and ate, I also couldn't help but notice that she kept looking around, almost as if to see who was looking, and then reaching down under her table to inch her already short skirt up a little higher. When she knew I was looking she'd spread her legs and smile at me, almost as if encouraging me to look up her skirt.
I looked down to where her fingers were stroking the inside of her thigh, and couldn't help but notice that she had on pink underwear. As I watched she slid her fingers up under her skirt and pulled the material aside, exposing her young round pussy lips for several seconds before slipping the material back in place and then looking around guiltily before turning back and grinning at me.
"What has your attention?" Tanya asked, leaning toward me.
"Oh nothing," I answered quickly.
"Oh? Doesn't seem like nothing," she said twisting in her seat to look around and find the young woman still sitting, smiling at me, her fingers slowly stroking her again exposed pussy lips. "Oh. I see," Tanya said a few seconds later. She looked back at me and then back to the young woman again. To my complete surprise she twisted farther and crooked her finger at the young woman, inviting her closer. She got up, picked up her tray and walked over to us, sliding into the booth next to Tanya as she slid over to make room.
"Hi," she said simply as she sat down.
"I'm Tanya and this is Robert," Tanya said quietly.
"I'm Rebeca, but everyone calls me Becky," she said quietly.
After several long silent seconds Tanya leaned over and whispered, "I see you were flashing your pussy at my boyfriend."
"I didn't mean to do anything..." she protested quickly, pulling away from Tanya and looking like she was going to get out of the booth and run away.
"Shhhh. It's alright. He enjoys looking at pussy. But if you're going to flash that, don't you think you should show him your breasts too?"
"You're not mad? Really?"
"Not one bit," Tanya said with a shrug. "I just thought you'd want to get a little closer."
"Well. I have to admit. For an older guy, he's pretty hot."
"I think so," Tanya agreed. "So go ahead. Show him your sexy titties."
"Here?"
"Why not? You were just flashing your pussy at him." She smiled back.
Becky looked around quickly and then lifted her shirt and bra up over her C cup breasts, exposing them and her rock hard nipples for several seconds before pulling her shirt back down again.
"Well Robert?"
"Well what?" I asked confused.
"Nothing to say?"
"They're very nice young breasts," I answered, still not entirely sure what was happening. Well, I could see what was happening, but I sure as hell didn't understand the why!
"They are nice, aren't they? Tell me Becky. Have you ever been with a couple before?"
"A couple?"
"You know. Had fun with a man and a woman at the same time?"
"Um. No. I haven't."
"Would you like to? I mean if you're willing, we could go someplace and...well...have some fun."
"Like have sex fun?" Becky asked nervously.
"That's exactly what I mean. Just the three of us. A little consensual adult fun."
"I don't know. I mean I've never..."
"Had sex with another woman? First time for everything."
Becky seemed to consider it a few seconds. "No. I don't think I could. I mean if He wanted to fuck, that'd be one thing. But I don't think I could do it with another woman."
"That's a shame," Tanya said, dropping one hand under the table. I saw Becky stiffen and then close her eyes as Tanya did something under the table I couldn't see.
"I suppose maybe," Becky whispered after a few moments.
"Good. I think we're all done anyway. How would you like to come home with us and ride on his big, fat, sexy cock?"
"Uh huh," Becky answered, her voice barely above a whisper.
Tanya grinned, pulled her hand from under the table, one finger glistening with Becky's juices. She opened her mouth and stuck her finger in, licking it slowly like a small cock before she grinned back at me. "You ready?"
"Uh. Yeah," I answered, still not sure of why but not particularly interested in complaining at the moment.
Tanya led us out to the car and held the door open, pushing the passenger seat forward to expose the tiny back seat of the sports car. "Me?" I asked in surprise. "No way I'm getting my legs behind your seat."
"Not you. Both of you," she said with a grin. "It'll be nice and cozy."
"Yeah. With her laying on top of me," I answered with a frown.
"That is the idea, isn't it?"
"In the car?"
"Why not?" she answered. "So? Gonna get in?"
"Come on," Becky coaxed, pulling my arm toward the open door. "It'll be fun. I haven't made out in the back seat of a car since high school!"
"Trust me, it's been a few more years for me," I said, allowing her to pull me closer to the door.
She leaned against me and giggled before whispering in my ear, "Wanna bet we can find a way to fuck?"
"In there? There's gonna barely be enough room to move."
"Doesn't take too much room. Especially if I take these off now," she said, reaching under her skirt and sliding her little pink panties down. She bent over to step out of them and then pushed me toward the door again. I ducked my head and half crawled, half rolled into the seat with my back against the driver's side of the car and my feet in the passenger side foot hole. Becky wasted no time climbing into the car on top of me, laying on me with a grin while Tanya closed the door behind us.
She giggled again and waved her panties in front of my face while she lay on top of me. "So. I don't have any underwear on. What do you suppose we should do about that?"
"I suppose we could try to find a way," I answered, feeling her hand sliding between us to undo my pants.
"Trust me. I'll find a way!" she giggled, as she worked my pants open and tried to push them down. "Come on. Lift a little or I'll never get these down," she said, that silly little grin never leaving her face. I lifted my butt off the seat as well as I could in the tight confines and felt my pants and underwear slip down over my cheeks. "Better," she giggled as her hand wrapped around my hard shaft, her arm trapped between us.
"Ohhhhhh," I groaned softly as she rubbed my head between her full, round, very wet, lips. She closed her eyes and I felt her push herself back against me, my head spreading and trying to force into her.
"Oh god," she moaned as my head suddenly pushed into her, her hot wet pussy gobbling up at least two of my inches. "So good," she groaned as she started to undulate her hips, sliding herself on and off my shaft tiny little bits, more and more of me sinking into her with each little wiggle. I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel, her hot wetness enveloping almost my entire length. She shifted her weight, putting more on the knee that was down between my body and the back of the front seat, allowing her to lift herself a bit more on me. "Can you reach my bra clasp?" she whispered as she started to lift and lower herself on my shaft, working me in and out several inches with each stroke.
"Sure," I grunted, sliding one hand up her back and inside her shirt. I felt the clasp of her bra and flicked the little hook clasp, letting the elastic spring around her body.
"Better," she whispered. "Now push my shirt up."
"If you want," I agreed, sliding my hand down her back enough to get her shirt in my hand and push it up her back. She ducked her head down and let me push the shirt up and over her head. She wiggled her arms and with some difficulty, pulled them from her shirt and bra, leaving her with nothing on but her skirt.
With her mostly naked, she lifted her chest from mine and began to rock her hips more earnestly, pumping her pussy on and off my shaft. "Oh fuck yes. Sooooo god damn good!" she moaned loudly while she fucked me in the tight confines.
"You two having a good time back there?" Tanya asked from the front seat.
"Oh god yes!" Becky groaned. "Soooooooo fucking good!"
"How about it Robert? Enjoying the car ride?"
"I have to say," I groaned, "it's the most interesting ride I've had in a long time."
"Good," Tanya laughed. "We're almost there, so unless you want to finish this at home..."
"Uh huh," I grunted, wondering just how soon this incredibly tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft was going to finish me off.
Becky on the other hand didn't have to wonder. As the car bounced going into the driveway her climax washed over her with surprising intensity. "OHFUCK!" she screamed into the car as her whole body suddenly went rigid above me, her pussy clenching and spasming around my hard shaft. There was little I could do but watch her as her body slowly dissolved into shudders and trembles that lasted longer than it took Tanya to park and shut down the car. Only then did her body start to sag against me with the drifting away of her incredibly hard climax.
"Well. I think we can get out now," Tanya said from where she was twisted around to watch us. "I'll come around and let you out."
"Dressed like this?" I asked as she closed the door on us to walk around the car.
Becky was nearly naked, only wearing the small skirt, and that hiked up to her waist, and there was little or no chance for me to get my pants pulled up before unfolding from the back seat of the small car.
"Trust me. No one will care. And if they see...well, too bad for them." Tanya said with a grin as she held the door open and the seat back tilted forward for us to get out.



Becky leaned her face down toward mine and gave me a long wet kiss before pushing herself up, sliding her sopping wet pussy off my cock, and then carefully backing her way out of the tight confines. She stood there, mostly nude, her hand held out for me to help me out of the back seat, my pants falling the rest of the way to my ankles as I worked my way out of the car. "Sexy man," she whispered as I bent over to pull my pants up. "No need to hide that cock at all!" she said, trying to stop me from fastening my pants and tucking my still rock hard cock out of sight.
"Seriously?"
"Oh yeah. It's so fucking hot," she giggled, taking my hand and practically dragging me toward the front door of my house, leaving everything in the car except the skirt she still wore, with me following behind using my one free hand to hold my pants up as far as I could. We stood at the door, one of her hands digging in my pants pocket for keys and the other grabbing my still exposed cock, stroking it with a grin on her face that seemed to be permanently fixed there. She finally dug out my keys and unlocked the front door, pushing it open for the three of us to step through.
Almost as soon as she was in the house she pushed the skirt off, leaving her completely nude as she stepped out of it and walked toward the living room.
She turned around and for the first time I got to see a really good view of her whole body. Becky had a tiny patch of brown curls on her mound, neatly trimmed into what I would have to describe as an arrowhead. Her breasts wiggling and shaking as she walked backwards toward the sofa, each one hanging slightly down from where her bra had supported them. Tanya stepped past me, stripping off her own clothes, tossing them aside as she followed Becky to the sofa. With both of them nude, Tanya pushed Becky back toward the sofa she was standing in front of, gently pushing her back to lay down on it with her head one end. With a grin Tanya stepped around to the end of the sofa and leaned over it, crawling over the arms until her knees were on either side of Becky's head, her head hovering between Becky's legs.
"Oh yeah. Such a sexy little pussy," Tanya cooed softly before lowering her head down and stroking her tongue along Becky's lips. I stood there half dressed for long seconds, staring at the two, Becky tentatively licking Tanya's pussy as Tanya licked and sucked her young pussy with abandon. "Well. You gonna fuck me?" Tanya asked with an almost irritated tone in her voice.
"Hell yeah," I answered, her snappish tone shaking me from my stupor of staring at the two sexy women licking each other. I stepped around to the end of the sofa, let my pants fall to my ankles and grabbed my cock to aim it at Tanya's clearly wet pussy. I rubbed my head up and down her wet slit, feeling Becky's tongue tease me each time I pressed it down toward her. I let my head engage into Tanya's tunnel entrance and then felt her push back against me as I pushed toward her, driving myself into her until my hips pressed against her bare, firm ass.
I started stroking in and out of her, knowing damn well that I wasn't going to last very much longer, given the attention Becky's young tight pussy had already administered to me. In and out I stroked, my hips slapping against Tanya's ass, Becky's tongue alternately teasing my cock and balls and Tanya's clit. Based on the sound of her moans into Becky's pussy, she was doing a good job too.
In and out I stroked, the tingle and warmth of my impending climax spreading quickly through my body. "Gonna come," I grunted moments before my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into Tanya and unloading a torrent of cum into her. I stood there panting, my body jerking and twitching as more cum pushed into her pussy, my cock finally subsiding as I felt my shaft soften in her.
"Oh god yes, that was good," Tanya said, pulling her face from Becky's pussy. "You know sweetie, when you pull out someone's gonna get one hell of a load of your cream."
"Yeah," I answered, wondering what Becky was going to think of that.
"Why don't you go ahead and go sit and rest while this sweet thing and I finish up?"
Finish up? I wondered what she meant about that, but I was learning to just go with the flow. Too much had happened over the last couple days for me to get a handle on it, so going with the flow was about all I could do. I pulled my shrinking cock from Tanya's pussy, and was about to step back when Becky reached for my ass and kept me from pulling away. She tilted her head and stretched as far as she could, pulling me toward her so she could engulf my shrinking member with her hot mouth. "Oh damn." I groaned softly as she licked and slurped my cum off my cock, licking me clean before releasing me. I took several steps back and dropped into the recliner across from the sofa and watched the two as they continued licking and teasing each other to another massive and mutually timed climax.
It was barely midafternoon, but I was suddenly surprisingly tired. The three of us headed to my room, the girls stripping me completely before they helped me into bed and then climbed in with me. The last thing I remembered before falling asleep was Becky whispering into my ear that when I woke up she was going to ride me like a fucking horse.
to be continued...
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Life could be complicated at times. Not that life wasn't usually, but at the moment it was more than normal. What had started out as an innocent game for a group of sorority girls had turned into a competition between two twins to see who could get more of me. I'm single so under other circumstances I'd be in hog heaven. The problem was the circumstances. Since the little rendezvous at the river, Jill and Jenny had spent considerable amounts of time trying to convince me that one or the other was the sexiest, horniest, and best fuck of the pair. I hated to tell them, but if it wasn't for Jill being shaved and Jenny having just a tiny patch of dark curls on her mound, I couldn't tell them apart. Not by looks, not by how they kissed, and most certainly not by how well they fucked. They were both dynamos in bed. The last three weeks had proven that beyond any doubt.
It was Thanksgiving break, which gave me a break from the girls. I assumed that like most students, they had headed home for the week. I'm not old mind you, but I'm also not twenty years young any more. At thirty-five the girls were considerably younger than I, and they have considerably more energy than I do, especially when they decide to play tag team on me. That's not a complaint. It's an extremely pleasant way to get worn out and an equally pleasant way to wake up, with one naked young woman on either side of you. All I had to do was to keep this little arrangement we had under wraps so I didn't lose my job teaching at the university.
Having assumed that they were out of town, it was a considerable surprise to get a text from Jill on Friday afternoon requesting my presence at their apartment as soon as possible. I would have guessed that she hadn't gone home, or had to come back early for work and now was interested in some extracurricular activities, if it hadn't been for the unusual tone of the text. Generally she wrote that she needed some assistance with a problem, our code for come fuck me. This text though said only, "come to my apt asap! Important!"
While most girls in a sorority had to live at the sorority house, this sorority had apparently grown larger than they had living space for. So they had leased an apartment building just down the street from the sorority house for the overflow. It was convenient for me that the twins shared an apartment in that building. It would have been much more awkward trying to fuck the two of them inside the sorority house, though I have no doubt that the girls would have figured out some way to make it happen.
I wasn't doing anything particularly important, just watching some TV when I got her text, so I headed out to my car and drove to their apartment. It was chilly. Early winter kind of chilly. Not snowing, but damp with a cold biting wind. I walked into their apartment building, and up the stairs, pausing to knock on 2C.
"Mike. Come on in," Jill said almost meekly, pulling the door open. I stepped inside, suddenly filled with trepidation as I realized there was an older woman that bore an incredible resemblance to Jill and Jenny. I had a hunch that I was looking at their mother, which really made me nervous. She was slightly shorter than either of the girls, maybe two inches or so, but even so, standing in her four inch heels she made a commanding appearance. Her raven black hair matched her girls, but her figure was somewhat fuller and her chest was, well, massive. Her face was stern and judgmental, and it was pretty obvious that I was being judged right then and there. It was also pretty obvious that I wasn't on the positive side of that judgement.
The woman crossed her arms across her chest and glared at me as Jill closed the door behind me. "Remember that little video at the river? Well, we sorta forgot to erase it," Jill whispered from behind me to explain just exactly what her mother knew.
"So, you're the bastard that's been fucking my little girls?" she snapped. "I wondered what young man had suddenly turned their heads. I'm disappointed to see just how old you are."
"I'm sorry. I don't think we've been introduced," I said, trying to figure out how to deal with this situation. "I'm Mike."
"I'm Lucile, Jill and Jenny's mother," she said, making no move toward me or even to uncross her arms. "I wonder what the university is going to say when I talk to them on Monday?"
"About what?" I asked trying to hold my voice even.
"I imagine they take a rather dim view of their faculty having sex with their students," she said, still standing with her arms crossed.
I sighed heavily and moved to the sofa she was standing near, ignored her as much as I could and dropped onto the sofa that I'd fucked the girls on so many times already. "I imagine that I'll find myself out of a job by sunset, regardless of my innocence in this. You see, Lucile is it? You see. I'm guilty of having sex with your daughters. I'm guilty of responding to their incredible overtures. I'm guilty of enjoying their attentions and of returning the favor and giving them the best orgasms I can. So, of all that I'm guilty. What I'm NOT guilty of is what the university administration will assume. That somehow I'm trading sex for grades, or worse. I didn't ask for this. I didn't even start it. All I did was NOT put an end to it."
"You're a grown man. You should have known better than to take advantage of a young woman," she said, having turned while I was talking to face me.
"Me? Take advantage of them? Seriously? I guess they didn't tell you about how all this started then. How the girls of the sorority came through the haunted house, flashing me, sucking my dick and in some cases even fucking me. Your two daughters were my PRIZE for being such a good sport and not causing problems for the girls. So just exactly who was taking advantage of who?" I asked.
I saw the look on her face change as I spoke. When I finished she turned to her daughter, standing behind her. "Is this true? Did the girls in the sorority do all this?"
"Yes," Jill whispered.
"And you allowed yourself to be given to him as a prize? Both of you?"
"Sorta,"
"How sorta?"
"We volunteered," Jill whispered.
"So it was your idea?" Her mother snapped.
"We heard how good he was giving the other girls and wanted some too. We just figured if we had the end of the haunted house we'd get more time and not have to rush quite as much."[NOTE: 'Giving the other girls "what?']
"So, having sex with him. It was your idea?" her mother asked, her voice softening a little.
"Pretty much," Jill answered. "We didn't even know that he was a professor until I saw him in class. Then when we did, well, we had to tease him more. I mean, how many girls can say their professor fucked them and really mean it?"
"Oh Jesus. I thought I taught you girls better than that!" she said, her anger obviously changing direction toward her daughter.
"Chill mom! We're big girls now. We can choose who and when we want to fuck. We don't need permission or a lecture." Jill said, some anger slipping out at her mother.
"Well, it would seem you do. I mean you'd willingly put someone's career at risk for some sex?" she said angrily at her daughter.
"He didn't say no!"
"That makes him just as stupid as you, not smarter."
"Hey. Hey!" I said, standing up and interrupting what was looking to become a rather significant argument. "We're all adults. All of us. No one always makes good choices. I don't think having a knock-down, drag-out here is going to help."
"No. You know. I think you should just go," Lucile said sharply.
You didn't have to tell me twice. "Fine. We'll talk about this later," I said to Jill as I walked past her toward the door.
"Yeah. Sorry about this," she whispered as she followed me to the front door. I looked down at her, leaned down and gave her a kiss on the cheek before walking out. I still didn't know what Lucile was going to do, but I was pretty sure that Jill would give me a heads up as soon as they finished the argument. My only hope was that the mother realized that while I could have said no, I wasn't being a predator towards her daughters. That can be a tough sell, and I wasn't even there to make the sale.
I parked in front of my house and headed inside realizing it was nearly dinner time but I was for some reason not all that hungry. I plopped into my recliner, turned on the TV and found an old movie to watch, waiting a bit nervously for Jill to let me know if I was going to have a job at the end of the weekend or not.
The movie I had turned on ended and I was well into a second one when the doorbell rang. It kind of surprised me. If it were one of the girls they'd come right in, knowing where I kept my spare key hidden. I got up and headed toward the door wondering if I was going to be opening the door to see the police. With more than a little trepidation, I opened the front door and then stood there in mild shock.
"So. Do you want to invite me in?" Lucile asked, bundled up in a knee length winter coat.
"Um. Yeah. Sure. Come on in," I muttered, holding the door open for her. She stepped in out of the chilly darkness and I closed it behind her. "Can I take your coat?"
"Yes, that'd be nice," she said, unbuttoning the coat and then shrugging it off her shoulders. I hung it on a hook in the entryway next to mine and then turned back to face her, her back still to me. She stepped down the short entryway into the living room and looked around. She stepped almost half way toward my recliner before turning to face me. The look on her face was absent of anger as I expected, and was instead more the look of someone that wanted to say something but didn't know how.
"Would you care to sit?" I asked, motioning toward the sofa.
"Yes. Thank you," she said, turning and walking toward it, her tall high heels clicking and clunking on the hardwood floor. She turned and sat down, the short blue dress she had on hiking farther up her thighs as she sat down, pulling easily well more than half way up from her knees. I walked to my recliner, swiveled it toward the sofa and sat down, waiting for her to choose what to say. "I'd like to apologize. I still think that what you did, all of it, the haunted house episode and then the continued relationship with my daughters was in very poor taste, but I can see now that you weren't the sexual predator that I had thought at first."
"Apology accepted," I said quietly. "Does that mean that you're not planning on going to the university administration about this?"
"No. My daughters convinced me that I shouldn't do that."
"Does your husband agree?"
"There isn't a husband, so yes, I suppose the answer to that is yes," she said, nervously rubbing her fingers and palms.
"I appreciate that. It could have gotten pretty messy. I've always tried to keep that line in place between students and myself. This time things got a bit more complicated than I'd expected."
"So it would seem. Do you still plan on seeing my daughters?"
"Only if they want me to. As much as it's a danger to me, I do enjoy their company."
"And their sex?"
"Lucile. It is Lucile right?"
"Uh huh."
"Lucile. They are quite talented, and they enjoy sharing their talents with me. For my part, I try to treat them like queens when they're with me, something not all young men this day and age do."
"Most men, not just young men."
"Okay. Most men. Anyway. If they want to come over and hang out and it turns to sex, I won't say no, but I won't seek them out for sex either. I haven't up to this point and I don't see any reason to start now."
"They told me that about you. That's one reason that I decided you weren't being a predator. You don't ask them for it, and when they ask you, either physically or verbally, they say you always ask them if they're sure that's what they want."
"I do." I agreed honestly.
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why do you want to have sex with them? I can see you don't have a wife, but don't you have a girlfriend your age?"
"My age? Interesting thought. No. I don't currently have a girlfriend my age, or any age for that matter, unless you count the girls."
"Why not?"
"Too much baggage I guess. When they start getting too serious, I tend to back away."
"Oh? Why is that?"
"The past. My past."
"Oh? Serial killer type past?"
"No. Not that."
"So then what?" she asked, scooting closer to the edge of the sofa, her skirt sliding up slightly farther as she did. I could see her pink panties up under the hem of the dress as she leaned closer to hear my answer.
"My wife passed shortly after we were married." I answered her.
"Oh. I'm sorry. What happened?"
"She was a cancer survivor when I met her. We both thought she'd beaten it and got married. Unfortunately, it came back shortly after. She fought it for two years before it finally took her."
"Oh. I didn't know. I'm so sorry!" she said, sadness clearly drawn on her features.
"Well. It was what it was."
"So now you try not to get too close to anyone? I guess I can understand that."
"Pretty much," I agreed. "Well. Thank you for coming and telling me in person. I know Jill would have told me, but hearing it from you, I appreciate that."
"You're welcome. But I have to admit that isn't the only reason I came in person."
"Oh?"
"No. Quite frankly, my daughters, both of them, have informed me in no uncertain terms that if I reported you they would deny everything."
"Oh?"
"Yes. They gave me a note to give you," she said, reaching for the small clutch she had set on the sofa next to her. She opened it and pulled out a small pink slip of paper and handed it over to me. I unfolded it and read the very short message. Give her as good as you do us! Jill
"I don't understand," I said in confusion, reading the note again.
She reached into the clutch again and drew out a small DV video tape. She held it out to me, which leaned toward her and took. "That's the tape the girls made of you. No, there aren't any more copies."
"I still don't understand."
"It took some discussion, but they convinced me to give you a chance. An unusual one to be sure but a chance."
"I still don't understand."
"They've tried to convince me that you're worth it, that you provide them with something useful and enjoyable. That you are, as they put it, too incredible to pass up. I've argued that that's just a lack of experience on their part, but they have assured me that if you were to...show me, that I would find the same thing. So they made me a deal. If I came over here and allowed you to show me just how much enjoyment you give them, that when we were done I could choose to either stop this or let it go. That they would accept my decision as long as I didn't do anything to hurt you or turn you in. I agreed. It seemed the simplest way to put an end to this."
"So your plan is to come over here, have sex with me and then tell them it wasn't all that special and put an end to our physical relationship?"
"Something like that," she answered.
"Then there really isn't any point, now is there? It would seem you have already made up your mind."
"In what?"
"Having sex. If you're going to report that it was nothing special, why bother at all. Save the energy and don't waste either of our time," I said with a shrug. "It'll be a disappointment to end the fun that the three of us have had, but I always knew that it would end. They're both young and have their whole careers ahead of them. They don't need to limit themselves by my limitations. So, yes, I always assumed that they would move on. Just didn't expect it quite this quickly."
"So you were using them?"
"Not at all. More like allowing them to use me," I said with a chuckle. "You have to remember, this was their idea, not mine. My life would have gone on just fine if they hadn't ever done what we did in the haunted house."
"I suppose that's true," she answered quietly.
"I don't suppose. I know. My life is what I have made it. I've been through a lot and emotional attachments are hard for me. The girls both know this. We've talked about it. Maybe that's why it's gone on as long as it has, because they know that they can get anything they need for fulfillment with no long term attachment. They enjoy the sex, the teasing, the tenderness and the kindness. They can come for it when they need or desire it and they don't have to worry about hurting my feelings if they don't."
"I'm not sure which bothers me more, that my daughters are using you this way or that you are using them to keep from having to be emotionally involved," she said with a frown.
"Trust me, I'm not using them. I don't WANT to be emotionally attached. I'm not looking for that."
"No, you're not. But you should be. Judging by how my daughters say you treat them and how gently and sensitively you make love to them, I'd say you are looking, just not accepting it when it comes before you."
"I don't think so. It's just sex."
"Actually, I don't believe it is. I think that somehow you are fulfilling a deeper emotional need. But, just the same, it's not a healthy relationship for either my daughters or you."
"Maybe not. I'll let them know it was enjoyable while it lasted but we agreed that it should probably end," I answered, getting up from the chair and stepping toward her. I held a hand out for her to help her to her feet to lead her to the door.
"Am I being dismissed?" she asked, surprise clear in her voice.
"Well, we both know how this ends. Not much point in prolonging it, is there?"
"That all depends," she said, standing up and then letting go of my hand. "Do you keep your promises? I rather suspect you do."
"I do my best."
"Well, I made a promise too," she said as she reached for the zipper on the side of her dress. She pulled the zipper down, wiggled her shoulders out of the fabric loops that held the dress top up. She wiggled and pulled the snug dress down, sliding the blue spandex material down her big breasts, more and more of them becoming exposed with each tug downward. I stared as the creamy skin of her massive breasts gave way to the pink curve of her areola, growing quickly to half-moons as the material paused, hanging on the bumps of her two large nipples. All at once the stretchy material pulled over both nipples and practically snapped down to her waist, freeing her massive tits.
She gripped the material around her waist and pushed, shoving the bunched up material unceremoniously down over her hips and ass, letting it fall down her legs to pool around her feet. She stepped from the material and stood in nothing but her heels and a tiny pink bikini panty. "I made a promise to my girls," she said as she reached for the tiny panty material looping over each hip. She pushed the panties down, exposing a tiny black bush of curls trimmed into an arrow shape pointing down toward her fat round pussy lips.
"Well I can see the family resemblance. I have to say, you are truly stunning. Though this is unexpected. I thought we were going to part ways and call an end to this."
"I would, if I hadn't promised to taste your abilities before I made my decision."
"But you've already made your decision. Not that I don't find you damn attractive."
"I can tell. It's hard to ignore the bulge in the front of your pants."
I looked down and saw that my cock was indeed pushing the front of my pants out rather dramatically. "Sorry."
"I wouldn't apologize for that. I consider it a compliment. Now, should we follow through on my promise?"
"You really want to do this?"
"Are you telling me you don't want to have sex with me?"
"I'm telling you that it doesn't make much difference, since you're going to go home and tell the girls that I wasn't that good and you're calling it all off."
"I could still change my mind," she said quietly, taking a half step toward me.



"I doubt you will. You want to protect your daughters. If I were in your shoes, I'd do the same thing," I answered as she stepped close enough to me that her nipples were practically brushing against my shirt. Her hands reached down between us as she looked at me, her eyes only a couple inches lower than mine and locked with mine. I felt her hands working the front of my pants open and then felt them slide down my legs. Her hands moved to my hips, pushing my boxers down over my ass until they too slid down my legs, leaving my cock sticking out bare naked, my head brushing against her dark curls. She slid her hand up my sides, her hands and wrists dragging my shirt up as she lifted her hands. She raised her eyebrows as if to ask if I was going to be helpful or not, and raised my arms, allowing her to lift my shirt over my head. She lifted her hands higher, pushing herself up on her toes to try and clear the shirt off of my arms, her massive tits pressing against me as she finally got enough height to get my shirt completely off.
She tossed the shirt aside and lowered herself back down from her tip toes, her hands moving back between us. I felt her grasp my cock, her tits still pressed to my chest, and began gently rubbing my engorged head between her lips as she stood in front of me.
"It feels like a very nice cock," she whispered as she rocked her hips slightly, each rock dragging her wet lips over the head of my cock and then back off again. "The girls tell me that you've never said no to anything they wanted to try. That you let them explore different positions."
"Pretty much," I answered breathlessly, getting quite turned on by both her attentions to my cock and the huge soft tits pressing against me.
"Do you have a favorite?"
"Girl or position?"
"Either."
"Girl no. Position, I love having them ride on me. They can control how much they want and I get to watch their sexy tits bouncing in front of me."
"I had a hunch you were a tit man," she said as she squatted down in front of me, letting my cock drag up her stomach and between her big tits as her tits and hard nipples slid down my chest and lower. She coaxed me to lift each foot, pulling off my shoes, socks and then pants, leaving me completely naked. For a moment I thought she was going to lean her face closer and suck my cock, but instead she pulled away and stood up. "Jenny says you lick pussy better than any other guy she's been with. Why don't you show me how good you really are?"
"You really wanna do this? I mean, other than my having sex with your daughters, we don't know each other at all," I answered as she took my hand and pulled me back toward the recliner.
"Now why aren't I surprised you'd ask something so silly. Here I am, completely naked, inviting you to lick my pussy and you're asking if I really want it?"
"Yeah. Well," I mumbled as she sat down on the edge of the chair and leaned back, lifting and spreading her legs. Other than the small triangle of black ringlets her pussy was shaved bare, a significant amount of frilly soft inner lip protruding from her full, fat outer lips. She reached down between her legs and slowly stroked her fingers up her clearly wet lips, spreading them and drawing her moisture up her slit and across her now exposed clit.
"Any time lover," she cooed softly. I knelt down between her lifted and spread legs, gently wrapping my arms around her thighs and using my fingers to spread her lips apart. I pressed my tongue softly between her lips down nearly at the end of her slit, finding the entrance to her tunnel and teasing across it before sliding up the length of her slit the juncture of her lips and across her clit. "Oh yeah," she cooed softly as my tongue flicked across her clit, her tangy juices and strong scent coaxing my own excitation higher. I went back for another long slow lick, teasing her lips and flicking across her exposed nub. I licked over and over, sliding up her lips slowly, teasing my tongue across the length of her pussy before pausing at her clit and flicking and circling it with my tongue.
"Oh my god yes," she moaned as I worked her slit, her juices now a soft sweetness as her climax inched its way closer. I looked up at her closed eyes, her head pushed back into the recliner, her fingers pinching and pulling her rock hard and extended nipples.
I pulled my face from her pussy and stood up between her legs, letting my arms unloop from her soft thighs. I leaned toward her and reached over her head, pushing the back of the recliner to rock it back, tipping her pussy up toward me. I aimed my cock at her pussy and gently pressed into her, allowing her to slowly expand around me.
"Ohhhhhh fuck you're big," she moaned softly as I sunk further into her. "So god damn big!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I felt my head hit the end of her tunnel and pulled back. I withdrew until my head was almost ready to slip out and then plunged quickly into her, my hips slapping her bare ass as she pulled her legs back farther. She grunted in pleasure at the sudden stroke and looked at me as if I was the first water she'd seen after crossing a desert.
"That's it. Fuck me. Fuck my hot cunt!" she growled softly and demandingly. "You know that's what I want. Give it to me. Fuck me hard baby. Show me what you can do with a hot wet pussy!"
She didn't have to encourage me more than that. By the time she got done with her verbal coax I was plunging in and out of her quickly, my hips slapping rhythmically against her ass, the chair rocking with each stroke to pound her pussy hard on my cock.
"Oh fuck yes. That's it baby. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" she cried more loudly, her hands squeezing and pulling her tits and nipples. She pulled her feet up and slipped them up through my arms, resting them on my shoulders one calf on either side of my face, my cock driving hard now into the end of her tunnel with each stroke.
She rocked her hips in time with my strokes, her legs working as leverage to lift and drop herself with each of my strokes. Her moans grew louder and her cries for me to fuck harder became more urgent. I was practically pounding my cock into her, her big tits bouncing and wiggling on her chest even though she was holding both her nipples.
"That's it! Oh fuck! I'm going to come! Keep fucking me! Oh fuck me hard baby! Fuck my hot cunt HARD!" she screamed at me as her pussy clenched around me. Her pussy spasmed hard, clenching and unclenching as her legs trembled, her breathing suddenly growing ragged. I plunged in and out of her pussy, the warmth spreading through my body as my own climax grew closer.
"OHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUCK!" she cried as her entire body went stiff, only her legs, resting on my shoulders still trembled.
She suddenly pushed her hands against my chest, pushing me up off of her, forcing me out of her pussy to stand in front of her. She sat up and then stood, pushing me again, pushing me back and down until I was laying on the cold hardwood. I had little time to consider how hard or cold the floor felt before she was climbing over me dropping to all fours, her tits hovering over my chest. She reached between us, grasping my cock and lifting it toward her pussy.
"Ohhhh," I groaned as my over excited cock slipped into her sopping wet pussy again. She moaned along with me as she moved up and down my shaft, her tits swinging in time with her undulating hips. Her ass slapped on my thighs, my cock plunging up into her with each stroke, my hips trying to rise to meet her as she dropped down on me over and over. I felt the tingle grow and spread through me, my body barely holding back the flood. "OHHHH FUCK!" I cried as my body bucked under her, jamming my cock deep up into her, a huge gush of cum surging into her. Over and over my body bucked, filling her quivering pussy with cum, cries of pleasure echoing in the room around us.
I lay below her, gasping for breath as she lifted herself off my now softening cock and rolled onto the floor next to me. "Damn," she breathed as she lay next to me, her chest heaving as heavily as mine. She reached her hand to my thigh and gently stroked it as she lay beside me catching her breath. "Fuck that was good," she panted. "I can see why the girls like having sex with you."
"I don't usually go quite that hard," I breathed heavily. "They like it a little gentler."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. We do." I heard Jenny, at least I think it was Jenny, say from across the room. "At least now I know how mom likes it. Hard and fast."
"What are you doing here?" her mother asked in surprise.
"I just happened to come over after work thinking that Mike might want a little quickie before bed. Never thought I'd see my mom fucking like a wild animal," she said as she walked across the living room from the kitchen, where she had come in the back door. Her high heels clomped loudly on the hardwood, her hips swinging under the uber short skirt she had on, the black material almost a match of her hair, both a stark contrast to the white turtleneck shirt she wore. She stepped over to my side and held one foot out over my chest.
"So now that you saw, you can leave," her mother said from beside me while I reached for her shoe and gently unbuckled the tiny strap holding the three inch high heel shoe on her foot. She slipped her foot out with a smile, enjoying the little game she had played so many times with me. Taking her shoes off was in some way her idea of giving me permission to do anything I wanted with her. She stepped her bare foot on the floor next to me, and held the other foot out for me. I pulled the second shoe off and looked up at her as she smiled down at me. She stepped her now bare foot onto the hardwood and hiked her short skirt up, hooking her fingers in the tiny thong panty she had on and pulled it down. She dropped the panty on the floor near my head and then slowly dropped to her knees next to me. She leaned over me and lowered her face to my now flaccid cock.
"What are you doing?" Lucile asked in shock as Jenny closed her mouth around my cum covered cock.
"Sucking the hottest cock in town," she answered between sucks.
"But he's covered with cum. Not only his, but mine too!" she exclaimed, sitting up next to me and staring at her daughter.
"So? Never tasted pussy before?" she asked her mother.
"Hell no! Why would I?"
"You have no idea what you're missing," her daughter said as she closed her mouth around me again, sucking and using her mouth to tug on my cock to coax it to grow. I reached over to her and gently stroked my hand up and down the inside of her thigh, gently coaxing her to swivel her body farther toward me. I helped her lift and swing her leg over my face, resting her knees on either side of my head. I pushed the short skirt up, completely exposing her pussy and her tiny patch of curls. She knew what was coming. I had no doubt it was what she hoped for when she pulled her panties off. She loved having her pussy licked and she knew that it always made me hard.
I licked slowly up her fat full lips, tasting the juices leaking from her already excited pussy. Her juices were normally quite tangy at the start, but the wet sweetness betrayed just how long she had been watching us and getting turned on. I pressed my tongue between her lips, pressing it as deeply as I could and then sliding along her slit, bringing a moan from her lips around my cock.
She spread her knees wider, lowering her pussy closer to my face and spreading her lips wider. Her clit, now exposed, became the target of my attentions. I had barely started to lick her clit, teasing it with the tip of my tongue when she started rocking her hips, trying to grind her pussy into my face. I slid my hands up her thighs, across her round ass and along her sides, pushing her turtleneck shirt along her body toward her head, bunching it beyond her tits. I slid my hands around her back and undid the clasp of her bra, pushing that with her shirt as well. She moved her arms one at a time, pulling off my cock long enough to pull the turtleneck and bra off over her head.
She pulled her mouth from my now hard cock and carefully pulled her pussy from my face and crawled around to face me. I could now see her mother, sitting a few feet away, her feet pulled in near her butt, and her knees up near her face with her arms looped around them, watching me and her daughter.
Jenny aimed my cock at her pussy and settled down on me, letting my fat shaft slide slowly into her, her bare tits swinging free toward me now that she wore nothing but her black mini-skirt, and that was pulled up around her waist. She began to ride up and down my shaft, moaning softly as she lifted and dropped herself, her velvety soft tunnel caressing my cock and teasing my head as she slowly worked up and down. "Jill told me what you said," Jenny grunted as she rode me.
"Told you what?" Lucile asked, still sitting partly curled up by the sofa.
"That you were going to make us stop. I won't. I like fucking him. I like how he feels inside me. I like how he looks at me and how he treats me and most of all, how hard he makes me come. I won't stop."
"Even if I said you had to?"
"You don't have that right," Jenny gasped. "Not for either of us."
"I suppose I don't," Lucile said softly, watching her daughter rock her body up and down on her knees, my cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy making a soft squish with each stroke.
I could see Lucile staring at her daughter, the girl's tits bouncing lightly with each stroke up and down as my cock appeared and disappeared into her wet pussy. I couldn't tell what she was thinking as she sat, half curled up, against the front of the sofa. I reached a hand out toward her, getting no response. I leaned farther, managed to reach her right hand and gently pulled it. She looked away from her daughter toward me, her look asking "what" without saying a word. I continued to pull, coaxing her to unwrap herself. I pulled until she rolled onto her knees and then kept pulling until she crawled the two feet to me. She looked down at me slightly in confusion. "What?" she whispered.
In response I reached up with one hand and gently placed it behind her neck. She resisted at first and then, clearly hesitantly, let me pull her face down toward mine. I felt her hot lips touch mine, firm at first, resisting the temptation to be drawn into this unusual sexual interaction. I released her hand, sliding my fingers up her leg and then her torso, stopping only when I could cup and hold one of her breasts. The kiss was...emotionless as I lay there, our lips pressed together. I cupped her breast and slowly stroked my thumb back and forth across her nipple, rolling it side to side gently as I stroked the full width of her areola.
"Are you trying to turn me on again?" she whispered as she pulled her lips a few inches from mine.
"Yeah. Is it working?"
"Maybe," she answered in a soft whisper.
"So what turns you on? What is it that makes your juices flow that guys do?"
"I love having my nipples sucked on, at least at first."
"So why not bring one over here," I answered with a smile.
In response she crawled a foot or so ahead, bringing her big, soft, hanging tits into range of my mouth. I licked her right nipple, teasing all the way around it with the tip of my tongue and then opened my mouth wide, suctioning the whole front of her breast into my mouth. I flicked my tongue back and forth across her nipple, teasing it while I held her soft skin in my lips. I released the breast, turned my head slightly and sucked the other into my mouth, this time drawing a soft moan from her lips.
I licked and teased her nipple while I slipped my hand to her thigh, slowly stroking my fingers up and down her soft inner thigh, working my strokes closer and closer to her pussy, still sopping wet from our previous romp.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly as I let my fingers stroke along her wet lips, teasing just barely between them. "JESUS!" she gasped as I simultaneously stroked my finger tip across her still sensitive clit and closed my teeth on her nipple at the same time. "Oh my god," she moaned as I gently nibbled her left nipple and stroked three of my fingers deeply between her lips now, bouncing each finger across her clit with each stroke.
"OH Fuck. I'm gonna come," I heard her daughter say from where she was still riding my cock. "Gonna come so fucking good!" she gasped moments before I felt her pussy clenching around me and her legs, pressing against my sides, shuddering in climax. Lucile lifted her chest from my reach and looked at her daughter, sitting astride me, her whole body shuddering and trembling.
"This is just wrong," Lucile finally said, getting up from the floor and walking the few steps to the sofa and dropping heavily onto it.
I realized there was little I could say at this moment that would make any difference. Instead I reached for Jenny's shoulders and pulled her down toward me, laying her on my chest and allowing her to softly kiss my lips as she looked down into my eyes. "Mmmmmmm, I love coming on your cock," she cooed softly. "And if my mother doesn't get it, too bad."
"Don't be too hard on her. She's just trying to protect you," I answered back.
"I know. But it's not the kind of protection I want," Jenny answered back.
"I know," I answered with a nod.
Jenny pushed off of me and got up, looking down at me as she stood over me with her legs spread. "You know mother. You don't have a place to sleep tonight. Unless you wanna drive home, I'd ask Mike if you could sleep here. It'd be a lot more fun than sleeping on our sofa."
"I'm not sleeping here!" she said almost angrily.
"Whatever you say. I'm gonna go home and get some dinner. Been a long day," Jenny said as she bent over and picked up her turtleneck. She pulled it on, not bothering with the bra, her young tits filling out the shirt nicely, complete with two large bumps over her nipples. She grinned at me as she pulled her skirt in place. "You know, I'm not even going to wear underwear home."
"I can tell," I answered her as she stepped across me and collected her panties and bra. She stepped into her shoes and headed for the kitchen door. "If you know what's good for you mother, you'll get fucked at least once more tonight," Jenny said as she reached down and picked up the dress and underwear her mother had worn over. "Unless you wanna come back to our place naked that is," Jenny said over her shoulder as she walked toward the kitchen and out the door with her clothes.
"So. I think my daughter expects me to spend the night here," Lucile said with a caustic frown.
I climbed from the floor, my hard dick still glistening with Jenny's cum. I dropped into my recliner and looked back at her. "It would seem that way. If you really want to leave, I'm sure I can find something for you to wear."
"Why would she want me to stay? What does she think it'll gain?"
"Maybe she wants you to come to a conclusion other than the one you predetermined. She's not a stupid young lady. On the contrary. I've found her to be extremely perceptive and intelligent, despite our current sexual relationship."
"She's definitely smart. But how she thinks this'll help. Well, it's beyond me."
I sighed heavily, feeling like there wasn't much chance she was going to change her mind about anything she didn't want to, and got up. I walked to the bedroom, got myself a bathrobe, which I pulled on, and then carried a small blanket out to the sofa and wrapped it around Lucile's shoulders.
"Thanks," she whispered.
"You know. I haven't eaten yet. You hungry?"
"I ate a long time ago, but if you want to, go ahead," she said as she sat on the sofa and pulled the blanket around herself. The TV was still playing, though the movie was nearly at its end. I headed to the kitchen and got myself a glass of water and some cold pizza, returning to my chair and settling into it to eat.



"So, do the girls stop by like that often?" she asked after several minutes of silence.
"When they feel like it. I've given them an open door policy."
"Even if you're already having sex with someone else?"
"Well, I don't have sex that often, but depending on who it is, they're welcome to slip back out or to join in. As far as I know, they don't get jealous over me being involved with other people."
"Are you involved with a lot?"
"Before a few months ago, no. Now? Seems like a lot more."
"Like who?"
"Is this an inquisition?"
"No. Just trying to understand you."
"In that case. I'm involved physically with Jenny and Jill and Kristie. She stops by from time to time. Sometimes for sex, sometimes to just sit and watch a movie."
"That sounds like more than a physical relationship. Sounds to me like she's wishing you'd engage on a different level, and emotional level."
"Not happening. We've talked about it. Like I told you. I'm not interested in that."
"Just afraid to get too close again," she said, shaking her head. She looked around and then moved on the couch so she could lay down. "Don't know about you, but I'm kind of tired. You don't mind if I use your sofa, do you? Seems like my girls didn't leave me much choice."
"No. I don't mind," I said as I got up. I dumped my trash and headed for my bedroom, turning the light off as I walked out of the living room. I dropped into bed and pulled the covers over my naked body. I lay there in the dark for a long time, wondering about Lucile and just what she must think of me. I was almost asleep when I felt the bed move and the blankets pull back.
"I got cold." I heard Lucile whisper as she snuggled her back against my chest and her bare ass against my soft cock. She pulled the covers up over us and lay quietly for several minutes before pulling my hand over her body and against her breast. "Better," she whispered before laying quietly again, her breathing soon dropping off to the soft rhythmic breathing of sleep.
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It was late, a little past twelve, with still more than an hour to go before I'd get home. I was tired. It'd been a long day to start with and then adding several hours of driving and the hockey game had really pushed my limits. The interstate was practically deserted. A few trucks and an occasional car. It's amazing how deserted a normally busy interstate could be once it pushed out into the rural areas.
I saw the headlights of a car coming up quickly behind me, move over and slide by at least ten miles an hour faster than I was going. I could see in the dash lights of the car two female heads in the front seat, both actively bobbing and bouncing to some beat playing on their stereo. Even at seventy miles an hour I could make out the deep bass beat as they passed me. They slid back into the right lane ahead of me and in my headlights I could tell that there were actually three heads in the car, two in the front and another in the back, tilted back and resting or sleeping. Their tail lights pulled away ahead of me, stretching the few car lengths to easily a quarter mile over the next few minutes.
I smelled the odor and immediately checked my gauges. It was coolant. I knew that smell from many years of driving less than reliable cars. Now at fifty I could afford to drive new cars, and rarely owned one any more past about seventy thousand miles, a far cry from what I used to consider "acceptable". My gauges looked fine so I assumed that the smell was coming from outside and would soon pass. The first mile ticked away and I could still smell it, then the second, and finally a third. I was starting to think that maybe I needed to pull over and check when I saw brake lights ahead of me. I slowed down, unsure of what was happening ahead and saw the lights pull over to the side of the road.
I continued to slow and as I approached I could see a column of smoke or steam rising in the headlights of the car on the side. "Geez," I muttered, realizing it was the car with the young women in it. I sighed and pressed the brake harder, sliding onto the shoulder and rolling up behind the now stopped car. I saw the driver, a young woman in a very short and very fancy dress and high heels get out and walk around to the front of the car and lift the hood. A mushroom cloud of steam poured out from under, making her jump aside in the headlights.
If it was one of my daughters stranded late at night I'd want some nice gentleman to stop and help. Not some creepaziod stalker or serial killer, but someone safe and respectable. So if I kept going there was no telling what the next car that stopped would bring. Surely not the highway patrol at this hour. I got out, wondering how I was going to convince these young women that I wasn't going to be their problem.
"Hey. Looks like trouble," I said long before I got to the front of their car. The driver looked back at me warily as I approached. I looked at the engine compartment, and leaned in as she stepped back. It was obvious that the lower radiator hose had split and the coolant was leaking out onto the pavement below. "This isn't going anywhere. You have triple A or something?"
"I have towing on my insurance," she said quietly, still eyeing me warily.
"Well. Better call a towing service then. If you want we can call the highway patrol or I can wait with you. Kinda lonely out here for young women alone."
"We can defend ourselves," she said defiantly.
I chuckled. "I'll give you marks for bravery. But the reality is that there isn't any place in that very good looking dress to hide anything more substantial than a peashooter. So, if you don't want me stay, that's fine. If you do, that's fine too."
"I'm sorry. It's just that you never know what kind of crazy might stop on the highway like this. Especially this late at night."
"I agree. Which is why I always carry. There's a nine mil in the glovebox of my car if you wanna be sure I don't try to take advantage."
"You'd give me your gun?"
"Give you? No. But tell you where it is so if I try something you have a reasonable chance to get to it and stop me. Yeah. I'd do that."
"Kinda trusting, isn't it?" she said looking a little sideways at me.
"Not really. Just evens the odds. I still have one of my own," I chuckled. "Now if you wanna call a tow truck, I'll be in my car," I said as I walked away, leaving her standing in front of her car, her friend in the front seat looking out the windows at me.
I leaned my seat back a bit and settled in, expecting it to be at least an hour before a tow truck got here. I closed my eyes, leaving the engine running to keep the dropping temperatures at bay.
I heard the passenger side car door open and opened my eyes to look over at the young woman leaning down and looking in at me. "Um. I called a tow truck, but it'll be a while. It's getting kinda chilly. Do you mind if we sit in your car and stay warm?"
"Sure. Help yourself," I answered.
"He said okay!" she called back to her car, two more equally young women, similarly dressed, climbed from their car and walked quickly back to mine. They opened the passenger side doors and quickly slid into my SUV, two climbing into the back bucket seats and the driver of the car into the front passenger side. Now in the light I could tell that she was maybe thirty at most, easily twenty years my junior, slender, well built, and dressed for a party in a very tight fitting sequined dress.
"So. My name is Mary, this is Tabitha and Simone," she said motioning to a similarly built brunette wearing a silver form fitting dress, and a young woman of color wearing a cream-colored dress that contrasted with her coffee brown skin.
"Hi. My name is James. So what are you three doing out here so late dressed to the nine's?"
"Coming back from a friend's bachelorette party. You?"
"Hockey game. Got to watch the Blues wipe the ice with the Canadiens."
"Sports. Not my favorite thing."
"Yeah. Well. This was my first hockey game. Never been to one before."
"Well, then I guess we're lucky you did."
"I guess so. Bachelorette party? Do they really have strippers and such at those?"
"Some. Not this one. Just a lot of sexy toys for gag gifts and a lot of drinking and dancing."
"Sounds like an interesting time," I said as I settled back into my seat again. "How long did that tow truck say?"
"He didn't. Just that he'd be here as fast as he could."
"Alright then. I guess we wait."
"What then?"
"Well. The tow truck driver can probably take you back into town," I suggested.
"In town? I don't have anywhere to go in St. Louis. I live the other way!"
"He can probably take you, if it's not too far. They charge by the mile for towing."
"You're going the right way. Could you drop us off at my house?"
"Seriously?"
"Actually, yeah. I mean it isn't too far out of your way."
"You don't even know where I'm going."
"Well. Ohhhhh come on. Please!"
"Look I've still got another hour to drive. Last thing I need is a detour."
"Oh please! You wouldn't leave us stranded out here, would you?" Simone pleaded from behind me.
"Okay fine. As long as it isn't too far out of the way."
"It's only a few miles down highway ZZ. We really appreciate this!" Mary said with a smile.
"Yep," I mumbled, trying to remind myself that I'd want some nice gentleman to help out my daughters.
It was more than an hour before the flatbed rolled up, and another half hour before he was loaded and ready to leave. He pulled onto the highway, headed to the next exit with us pulling on behind him. We were all tired and I was feeling it as I drove, struggling to stay awake. I was pretty sure Mary could tell. "It's been a long time since five this morning," I said quietly as I took the off ramp for highway ZZ.
"You mean yesterday morning. It's almost two," Mary said with a yawn.
"Oh don't do that!" I said, shaking my head and trying not to yawn myself.
"Contagious, aren't they? Turn left here. We're only a couple miles down."
"Sure," I said, turning left and accelerating down the twisty two-lane highway.
"Up here. That next road. Turn right."
"Okay," I said, slowing down as the next intersection came into sight.
"Down here on the left."
"Here?"
"No. Next drive. Yeah that one," she said as I turned into the shared driveway of a duplex.
"Here you go," I said, unable to suppress the next yawn.
"Hey. Why don't you spend the night? What's left of it anyway."
"Huh?" I asked in surprise.
"Not like that. I mean it's really late and you've been so nice. I'd hate to have you get in an accident on the way home. You can sleep on the sofa for a few hours and then drive home in the morning."
"Oh," I said with relief. "I don't really have anything to sleep in."
"I bet I can find something," she said with a frown.
"Something girly? I'll pass."
"No silly. I still have some stuff one of my boy friends left behind. I think they'll fit you. Maybe a little big, but I bet they fit."
"I don't know," I answered, shaking my head.
"Come on. I mean it's only sleeping on the sofa. Unless your wife wouldn't approve."
"She doesn't really have much say, at least not any more," I answered.
"Oh. I see. Divorced?"
"Widowed."
"Oh. I'm sorry."
"Yeah. No problem. It's been a while."
"So you don't have any excuse. Come on in!"
"Okay. Fine," I said with a sigh, turning the ignition off.
"Are we there?" Simone asked.
"We're there," Mary answered, opening the car door.
They all climbed out and I followed, letting them lead me in the door of the small duplex. It looked like a little two bedroom one bath apartment. Simone and Tabitha disappeared into what I expected was one of the bedrooms while Mary, chatting away about me making myself at home, went into what I expected was her bedroom. She came back out a few moments later with what appeared to be a t-shirt and a pair of large athletic shorts in her hand.
"You can change in the bathroom if you want," she said as she went back to the bedroom. "I'll have some blankets and a pillow out when you get out!" she called.
As tired as I was I wasn't going to argue. I'd been up now for twenty one hours and my body was bitching up a storm. I walked into the bathroom. It was a nice sized bathroom, walk-in shower, toilet, sink, and very very girly. It wasn't all pink, but there was definitely a propensity for the color. There was also an assortment of women's accoutrements, curling irons, hair dryers, straightening iron, high heels and pantyhose strewn around the floor. I pulled off my polo shirt and hung it on a hook that looked like it was intended for towels, and then pushed off my pants. It'd been hours since I'd gone to the bathroom and my body was suddenly reminding me of that fact. I put the seat up and stood at the toilet, letting the yellow rain fly. "Ohhhhh," I sighed, realizing how full my bladder had gotten.
"I'm sorry Mary! I have to pee so bad!" Tabitha was saying as she threw the door open and barged into the bathroom. "OH SHIT!" she exclaimed in surprise at the sight of me standing in front of the toilet, my cock in my hand, peeing. She froze in place, staring at my cock for long seconds while I stared at her in her thin t-shirt, a pair of pink panties showing under the hem. Her tits, easily the size of small coconuts, pushed out the front of the shirt and bumps protruded from each one. After long seconds of each of us staring at each other, she backed out and closed the door without a word.
"Good lord," I mumbled as I stood there, waiting for the seemingly never ending stream to end. Finally I was done, I tucked myself back into my boxers and then stepped into the shorts. They were large, almost too large, but they had a drawstring in the waist that I could pull tight enough that they didn't quite fall down off my ass on their own. I pulled the way too big t-shirt on over it and then collected my clothes and shoes. I opened the door and saw Tabitha standing against the wall next to the bathroom door, her hands pressed between her legs.
"Oh thank god," she mumbled, darting past me into the bathroom before I was even all the way out.
"What was that about?" Mary asked as I walked from the bathroom into the living room area.
"Oh. Nothing," I answered her as I looked at the sofa, a blanket and pillow spread out on it. "This'll do just fine," I added.
"Okay. Well. I can't thank you enough for all you've done."
"No problem," I answered tiredly, dropping heavily on the sofa.
"Well. Sleep well," she said, walking to the short hallway leading to the bathroom and bedroom doors. She turned the lights off and walked down the hall, leaving me with the only light being the blue glow of the microwave shining from the kitchen area. I closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep, something I didn't expect to take too long. I heard the bathroom door open after the toilet flushed and then another door open and close.
I have no idea how long I lay there half asleep before I heard it. Whispering and giggling. Two of them, probably Tabitha and Simone, were quietly tiptoeing past the sofa.
"Shhhh don't wake him up!" I think it was Tabitha whispered.
"Is he asleep?" she said as they stopped in front of the sofa.
"Uh huh."
"I can't believe you walked in on him half naked.
"Wasn't my fault."
"Leave it to you to find the only cock," Simone giggled.
"Yeah. But I couldn't do anything with it."
"Too bad. I'm so fucking horny."
"After all that teasing shit at the party? Oh yeah!"
"Hungry too. Come on. Let's go get food."
"I'd rather get his cock!" Tabitha giggled as she was pulled away toward the kitchen.
The light in the kitchen clicked on and I squinted at the sudden wash of light flooding from the area. Simone and Tabitha were both standing in the kitchen wearing t-shirts. I could see that flash of pink under Tabitha's t-shirt hem, but as Simone opened the refrigerator and bent over I could see her bare ass sticking out at me, her even darker pussy lips pushing out at me, completely bare.
"Oh strawberries!" Simone giggled, pulling a tub of strawberries out of the fridge.
"Oh yeah. Sweet and delicious!" Tabitha giggled, reaching into the tub as Simone turned to face her, using her bare ass to push the fridge door closed behind her. They stood there eating the berries, one at a time, one berry, two berries, three berries. On number four Tabitha held the berry out to Simone who bit the end off, grinning and holding her next berry out for Tabitha. She bit the berry and the two giggled together. "You don't wanna..."
"I'm awfully damn horny. Unless you're planning on waking him up."
Tabitha took the berries from Simone and reached to the counter. She set the container down and then straightened up, reaching for the hem of Simone's t-shirt. I stared in disbelief as Tabitha pulled the shirt up and off of Simone, leaving her standing there completely nude. Her breasts were larger than I'd expected, easily a large handful with dark chocolate areola that covered much of the front of each breast. Her nipples stuck out prominently, begging to be sucked. I would have been more than happy to suck them for her, but Tabitha leaned down and sucked her right nipple into her mouth.
"Oh god yes," Simone moaned softly, reaching to wrap both hands behind Tabitha's head and hold her face against her tits. She stood there accepting Tabitha's attentions for long seconds before she moved her hands to Tabitha's back, grabbing gently at the shirt, pulling and working it slowly up her body until Tabitha had to let go of Simone's tit for her to pull the shirt over her head. With a grin Tabitha leaned back down, her modest sized tits, hanging down and swinging slightly as she sucked on Simone's left nipple. As she stood sucking Simone's nipple, she reached for her panties and wiggled them over her butt and down her legs, letting them fall to the floor around her ankles.
"My turn," Simone said softly, pressing on Tabitha's shoulders to get her to stand up again. With a grin she leaned down and sucked one of Tabitha's nipples into her mouth, her right hand sliding down Tabitha's body and between her legs.
"Ohhhh fuck," Tabitha moaned, as Simone sucked and licked her nipples, first one and then the other, her hand sliding in and out between Tabitha's legs at the same time. Simone pulled her face from Tabitha's breasts and her hand from her pussy. She reached for Tabitha's hand and pulled her toward the kitchen table. With a grin she sat her ass back on the table, and pulled Tabitha along with her. I was glad the table was pretty stout, because within moments the two of them were on the table, Simone on her back and Tabitha on all fours above her, her pussy in Simone's face and her tongue eagerly licking Simone's pussy.
I'd seen stuff like this on internet porn sites, and seeing it in person was even more incredible. My cock was rock hard in my boxers and the oversized shorts as I lay watching the two licking each other's pussies. From my vantage point I couldn't see what Simone was doing to Tabitha's pussy, but it was pretty damn clear it felt good based on how much Tabitha was moaning into Simone's pussy and squirming around on top of her. I lay there staring, no longer able to resist grabbing my own cock. I pushed the covers aside, untied the string in the waistband of the shorts and slid my hand down into my boxers, grabbing my cock. I lay there, gently stroking myself inside my boxers, my already hard cock growing fatter in my own hand. I really wanted to just get up and walk in there and stuff my cock into that sweet looking black pussy.
"Oh fuck yes!" Tabitha moaned loudly, pulling her head from between Simone's legs. Her eyes were closed and she was gasping loudly as Simone did, well, something to her pussy.
I pushed the shorts down over my ass along with my boxers, my cock now completely exposed as I slowly stroked it, watching the two on the table beyond caring if they noticed me or not. Tabitha's tits swung in short little jerky movements, hanging down below her, shaken by her body as Simone appeared to be pushing her fingers rapidly in and out of her pussy. Tabitha no longer was licking Simone, but she was still trying to keep her end up, one arm looped around Simone's chocolate brown thigh, her elbow on the table and her fingers rubbing back and forth across her dark brown lips, showing occasional little flashes of her pinker depths.
"God those two little sluts really look like they need a good fuck, don't they?" I heard Mary whisper.
I jerked my head from looking at the two girls on the table to where the voice came from and saw Mary standing completely naked, her fingers stroking her shaved pussy, her exposed tits considerably larger than either of the other two. I was as embarrassed by being caught stroking myself off as I was turned on by the now three nude bodies.
"I'll be honest. I didn't expect or plan this when I invited you in, but listening to those two slutting it up with each other pushed all the right buttons. I'm glad you're awake. Now, you can walk over there and interrupt, which I'm pretty sure you were getting ready to do, or you can put that to use right here, fucking me and watching the floor show."
"That's a lot of words to ask for sex."
"Yeah. It is, isn't it?" she said, stepping from the end of the sofa around to the side next to me. She stepped one bare foot across me, dropping slowly to a knee, reaching for my hardon at the same time. With a grin, she aimed my rock hard cock at her pussy, lowering herself until my head was touching her fat round lips and the soft flowery lips already wet with her own juices. She rubbed my head back and forth along her wet lips spreading her juices on my mushroom head, the heat of her pussy flowing into me and teasing me even more.



"Mmmmmmmm now this is what I've been needing all night," she cooed softly as she settled her weight down on me, my head pressing into her tunnel entrance. I felt her weight pressing on me, stretching herself wider to accept my fat shaft. "Ohhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!" she groaned as my head finally slipped into her and she started to slide down my shaft. I felt her slip about half way down my shaft and then lift herself a little and drop down again, sliding it a little more into herself. Her mouth was open in a perpetual gasp as she bounced herself slowly up and down, taking more and more of me into her hot wet depths.
"Oh god yes," I groaned as her shaved mound pressed against my pubic hair, my head pushed all the way into the end of her tunnel. She reached for my hands, which had moved almost automatically to rest on her thighs. She pulled my hands to her breasts, pressing my palms to her hard nipples. I gently squeezed both creamy orbs, drawing another moan of pleasure from her. She began lifting and dropping herself on me, sliding her velvety soft pussy up and down my shaft. She gasped and moaned softly with almost every stroke down onto me.
"Ohmygod," she whispered as she continued bouncing on me, the two of us ignoring the sounds of climax coming from the kitchen. "You're so fucking big. God you feel good inside me."
"Must have been some party," I grunted, a loud cry of climax drawing my attention momentarily to the kitchen. Simone's legs were spread wide, pointing almost straight at me while Tabitha frantically rubbed her fingers back and forth across her pussy.
"SHIT!" Simone cried as her body arched and a gush of liquid squirted from her pussy.
"Oh fuck," I groaned at the sight of her black pussy squirting toward us. It was another sight I'd seen on video, but never in person, and my brain was already on overload. My body jerked, my back arching up and stuffing my cock deep into Mary as she dropped down my shaft.
"FUCK!" she cried as my cock jammed hard into her cervix, making her body spasm around my cock as the first gush of cum lanced up into her. I lay below her jerking over and over as my cock emptied into her. The sudden change in sensations must have triggered her own climax, which had been hovering ever so close. She gasped and shuddered on me, trying to form words, but failing. She reached for my chest with her hands, using me for balance as she sat on me, one leg bent next to me and the other still resting on the floor. "Oh god," she finally managed to get out as she sat on me panting. "Ohhhhhh my god."
"I agree. Been a long time since I've had anyone around me like this, especially someone as young as you," I said, breathing harder than I would have expected for as little work as I'd done. "You feel as good to an old man as you look."
"Well, thank you, but you sure as hell didn't feel like an old man a few minutes ago."
"Fortunately that part of the plumbing isn't broken yet," I chuckled. After a few seconds I let my smile fade. "I'm sorry. I kinda feel like I've taken advantage of you or something. I'm supposed to be being a gentleman, not being part of an orgy or something."
She laughed softly. "Don't worry. As far as I'm concerned you're still every bit a gentleman as when you stopped to help us on the highway."
I moved my hands from where they still cupped her tits and shrugged. "Glad you think so."
"I do. I guess there isn't much point in you sleeping on this uncomfortable sofa."
"It's not all that uncomfortable," I answered, wondering if she meant that I needed to leave. "Let me get dressed and I'll hit the road."
"Hit the road? Why?"
"I kinda felt like I just wore out my welcome," I answered seriously.
She laughed as the girls climbed off the table and walked closer to us.
"Hell Mary! How is it you got screwed?"
"You were busy," she answered with a grin.
"So, do we get some?"
"That all depends. I was just about to suggest to him that he join me for the rest of the night in my bed. If he doesn't mind getting naked that is. You know how I feel about clothes in my bed."
"Oh we most certainly do," Simone giggled.
"And if he's still naked come morning, does that mean we can play too?" Tabitha asked with a grin.
"That's up to him, and of course if you can get him hard. I don't think that'll be a problem, but then we'll just have to see what's left in the morning."
"Meaning you plan on fucking him when you get up in the morning," Simone said with a knowing smile.
"Well, it is MY house, right?"
"It is that. Come on, Tab. Let's go back to bed."
"Might as well. I don't think we're gonna get any right now anyway," Tabitha agreed.
"So how about it? Wanna get naked and come sleep with me?" Mary asked, looking down at me.
"That what you want?"
"Wouldn't ask if I didn't," she said quietly.
"In that case, I'd be happy to share your bed, under one condition."
"What's that?"
"I get a little sleep? I'm beat!"
She giggled and pushed up off of me, letting my now soft cock slip from her. "Let's get those clothes off. Be a shame to have them in the way when we wake up later, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah it would," I agreed as she stepped off of me and leaned down to pull my borrowed shorts off along with my boxers. "It would indeed," I said quietly, wondering what the morning was going to bring. Oh well. I didn't have anywhere to be, so this was as good a place as any to spend Saturday morning. Standing naked next to her only lasted a moment. She took my hand, smiled at me and pulled me down the hall.
"I hope you don't mind morning sex," she giggled as she led me into the dark bedroom and pushed the door closed behind us.
No. I didn't mind morning sex one bit...
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"Roooooberrrrrrt!" Diana, one of the engineering secretaries, cooed in a melodic tone as she stepped into my office and let the door closer push the steel door closed behind her. She stepped to my desk and standing straight legged, bent at the waist to rest her elbows on my desk, the creamy expanse of already exposed cleavage of her big thirty-eight D's growing even more as her breasts tried to push up out of the deep V neck of her powder blue dress.
"Oh geez." I groaned softly.
"What? You aren't happy to see me?" she asked with an all too fake pout.
"Diana, any time you come in with that tone, you want something that you know I'm not going to like to do."
"Awwww. That's not fair. I haven't asked you to do anything that horrible, have I?" she asked in a very sultry tone.
"Oh, not at all. What was it, seven blind dates before the river fiasco?" I asked.
"That was six months ago, and it wasn't my fault she didn't know how to canoe. Besides, you got plenty of reward," she said with a grin, moving one hand to the deep V of her dress and gently stroking her fingers across her right breast, gently hooking them in the slick material to expose even more of her creamy skin. "After all, that one time she flipped both our canoes you got a really good look at these ladies, didn't you?"
"Somehow looking at another man's wife's tits isn't exactly payment for having to endure her antics," I said with a frown.
"Oh come on. It wasn't that bad, was it? I mean she wasn't bad looking, was she?"
"No, no. She wasn't bad looking. I just wasn't all that sure that I wanted everyone on the river to watch me having sex with her, which she didn't seem to care about."
"I know. But even you have to admit that once you got that nice flash of my tits that bulge in your swim suit was awfully attractive. That's probably why she spent so much time flashing you after that."
"Yeah, I know. But if I wanted a quick fuck, I'd go pick something up at the bar."
"Honey, Mary's been gone almost a year and a half now. Isn't it time you found someone that could be more than just a quick fuck?"
"We've been over this before. We were married for over twenty-five years, that's not something you just replace with any old person," I answered her, trying not to let the frustration I felt at that moment to seep out in my voice.
"Honey. You also know that if I wasn't already married I'd be climbing all over you. You're sweet, caring, kind, strong, intelligent, and from every account I heard from Mary before she got cancer, one hell of a good lover in bed! She asked me to make sure you didn't spend the rest of your years alone, and that's all I'm doing!"
"Yeah, I know. She told me she gave you that job and that I was supposed to go along with whatever you asked me to do. I just don't feel like what she and I had was exactly something you replace."
"No one is asking you to replace it. She just wanted you to find someone that would complement you and she hoped that you could find happiness again after she was gone."
"Yeah, I know," I said with a sigh. "So who's the date this time?"
"Now who said I was setting you up with a woman on a blind date?" she asked, the fake pout showing up again.
"Right. No date. You just come in here wearing a very tiny skirt, showing more of your tits than any sexual harassment limit would allow, and try to seduce me into doing something you know I wasn't going to want to. What could be more natural?"
"Oh, that's cold. All I want is for you to help me out with something."
"And if I say no?"
"You've been dying for me to flash you my pussy. It's freshly shaved and I don't have any panties on!" she said with a crooked grin.
"So you want to bribe me with sex?" I asked. "Maybe I should call HR and complain about sexual harassment."
"Yeah, right. And that bulge in your pants means what exactly? You know we can't fuck. We've been friends way too long to take this kind of play for anything other than what it is, teasing and playing."
"Yeah, right. Okay. You obviously went to a lot of trouble to try and convince me to do this. What do I have to do?"
She smiled broadly at me. "All you need to do is to come over tomorrow around one and play Santa for a little party I'm having."
"Santa? Seriously? How am I supposed to play Santa?"
"Oh, I have the suit and everything. All you need to do is show up and hand out a few presents. Now that isn't so bad, is it?"
"I have the distinct hunch that there is a whole lot more to it than that. Come on. What's the catch?"
She pushed up off the desk and stepped around the side closer to me, settling her firm, round ass on the corner, her right leg lifted off the floor so her thigh was pointed toward me, her knee bent to hook the high heel in the handle of a desk drawer, the other leg reaching straight toward the floor. She looked down at me with a crooked grin. "You aren't really going to make me pull out all the stops, are you?" she asked, sliding the hem of the skirt up a few inches and pushing her right knee closer to my desk to spread her legs a little farther.
"Come on. You know I'm not trying to look at your pussy. You're married!"
"And if I wasn't, I'd be crawling all over your body right now, trying to get the cock making that huge bulge into me," she answered, hiking the skirt up slightly higher, the dark shadow caused by the skirt's material the only thing keeping me from actually seeing her pussy.
I paused a few breaths, wondering if she was really going to pull it farther up and then shook my head and sighed. "Okay. You win. I'll do it," I said with a sigh, wishing for a few moments that I'd let her take this a little farther, friend or not.
"Great!" she said with a huge grin. "I knew you would."
"Why? Because you were going to show me your pussy?" I asked.
"Oh honey. You should know by now that I'd never try to bribe you that way!" she said, sliding off the desk, letting the skirt slip up her legs far enough for me to clearly see a pair of black panties covering her pussy that showed less than the bikini at the river over the summer. "Now, come to the back door when you get there. One sharp!" she said with a smile.
"You're horrible," I said, shaking my head.
"Oh honey. I'm anything but," she said, stopping half way to my office door. She looked over her shoulder at me and then reached up under her skirt and pulled down her panties, bending at the waist again to push them down her legs. She stayed bent over, as she lifted one leg and then the other to step out of the black briefs, the short skirt pulling so high up that I could see the curve of her ass cheeks and a little glimpse of full, round pussy lips pushing out between her legs toward me. She stood that way for several seconds, letting me stare before straightening up. She lifted the panties to her nose and sniffed before tossing them across my desk into my lap. "Trust me, I'd never tease about something that turns me on this much," she said before stepping to the door and opening it, disappearing out into the hall.
I picked up the black satin panties to stuff them in my desk drawer and couldn't help but notice how wet the crotch was. I briefly lifted them to my face and drew a deep breath, inhaling her scent. Yeah, if she wasn't married, twenty years younger than me or not, I'd be trying to get into these panties. She and my late wife had been good friends for years, but that didn't stop me from thinking what it'd be like to undress her. I mean I'd seen most of her body at this point, given the tiny bikinis she always wore when we would go to the lake or canoeing or swimming. Sometimes I felt like she really wanted me to see her naked. And now, I'd seen everything but a front view of her pussy.
Six months ago I'd seen her bare tits after the less than substantial bikini top slipped off both full, round breasts when we all dumped on the canoe trip. Now she'd flashed me a back view of her pussy. I wondered if she really intended to flash everything at me at some point. Not that I'd complain, exactly, but she WAS married. Jack was missing from the scene all too often, being a field sales guy, but that didn't give me or anyone else the right to tee off on his wife. As much as I wouldn't mind seeing her naked, I wasn't going looking for it. I shook my head and went back to work, wondering what kind of trouble I had just let myself into. I suspected there was more to this Santa thing tomorrow than she was telling me, but the only way I was going to find out was to show up.
I arrived at Diana's house, just a few minutes before one. I wasn't surprised to see her husband's car gone, probably off on the road again, but I was a bit surprised to see several other cars in the drive that I didn't recognize. It took a few moments to realize that they probably belonged to whoever was at this party of hers. I parked and walked through the light snow around to the back of the house.
Diana met me at the back door in a tight fitting red dress covering much of her five and a half foot frame, with a four inch wide, white fluffy, trim around the hem. She had white stockings that extended up from her white six inch heels up on her thighs, leaving a six inch gap of creamy, white leg between the bottom of the short skirt and the stockings. The front of the dress, from her navel to the top of her full, round tits was fastened together with a red string, crisscrossing back and forth, leaving a strip of creamy white skin visible between the two halves of the front of the dress, making sure that anyone looking knew she was braless. Not that the jiggling of her full tits inside the dress didn't already prove that.
"Holy crap!" I said as I looked at her in the sexy dress.
"You like?" she said, doing a quick pirouette for me. "It's my Santa's helper dress."
"It's one hell of a dress! I'd have to guess that Santa wouldn't finish his rounds if he really saw you in that." I said as I looked her up and down.
"Oh, now that IS a compliment!" she grinned, wiggling her chest slightly to give me just a few moments more pleasure before continuing. "Now come with me. You can change in the guest room," she said, taking my hand and pulling me across the kitchen toward a hallway that I had been down many times over the years. She ushered me into the small guest room. "You can change in here," she said as she stepped to the closet.
"Damn, it's warm in here." I muttered as I peeled off my heavy winter coat.
"Well, then you better take off everything or you might roast in the Santa suit," she said with a giggle.
"Yeah, right," I said with a frown, as I started pulling off my long sleeved shirt.
"I forgot the suit, it must still be in my car. I'll be back, you just go ahead and get undressed. I'll be right back," she said before stepping out and closing the door behind her.
I pulled off everything but my t-shirt and boxers, leaving my clothes in a pile on the bed before she came back. She handed me a small plastic bag. "Here you go honey!"
"What's this?"
"You're Santa suit," she said with a grin.
"Seriously?" I asked as I opened the bag and looked in. "What's this?" I asked incredulously as I pulled out a pair of bright red fluffy shorts with fluffy white trim and red suspenders. "This isn't a Santa suit. It's a stripper's outfit!"
"Yeah, actually it is," she said with a crooked grin. "Couldn't get a regular one, they were all reserved, but I figured you'd look damn sexy in this!"
"I am NOT playing stripper for you!" I said emphatically.
"You're well-endowed enough to get the job done," she answered, still giggling at my reaction.
"I'm not playing stripper! No way, no how!" I answered her.
"Okay, okay. No strip tease. Just wear the suit and give out a few presents, okay?"
"No. Not happening," I responded resolutely.
Diana looked at me, a tinge of anger flashing across her features. In a hushed voice she almost growled at me. "Robert. Your wife was my best friend, and she made me promise to help you find someone to be with so you wouldn't be alone. She knew damn well that you'd refuse to open your heart and even think about letting someone back in. She knew how hard it was for you when she was out of the country for months at a time, but she also enjoyed how good you two were when she came home. She made me promise to help you find a woman that was playful in that same way. She knew that if you could at least find a friend to enjoy some of that activity with, you might learn to open your heart again. I'm not about to fail on the final, dying wish of my best friend, so put these on and come play Santa!"
"Geez," I said quietly. "I know she wanted you to fix me up, but I'm just not ready to replace the one person that was the center of my life for so long."
"I'm not asking you to find a new love of your life. I'm asking you to enjoy the company of a good woman and see what happens after that. Now put the shorts on and come out! No more excuses!" She said stepping past me, picking up my pants and turning to walk out of the room with them. "And get rid of the t-shirt too."
"I suppose you want me to lose the boxers as well?" I said jokingly.
She stopped and turned her head to look at me, one hand on the doorknob to open the door. "Now that you mention it, yeah, I wouldn't mind. Want me to wait around while you change?"
"Seriously? Wear nothing but the shorts? I'm not playing stripper!" I said again, shaking my head.
"You don't have to," she said stepping back over to me, her face softening. "It isn't THAT kind of a party anyway. Trust me. But if it was, you'd still do a damn good job at it."
"So, just exactly what kind of party is this anyway?"
"A lingerie party of course. Think a dozen women all trying on sexy little nothings," she said with a crooked grin. "Oh and don't forget the toys," she added.
"Toys?"
"Oh yeah. Vibrators, dildos, a couple even tried on strap on dick, just for fun," she said with a giggle. "Oh yeah, that definitely did it," she said, reaching out and running a finger across the bulge suddenly growing in my boxers, making it twitch and making me jump back half a step "Yeah, definitely lose the boxers!"
"You're impossible," I said, shaking my head.
"Uh uh. Not at all. I'm just doing exactly what Mary wanted me to. But just because I promised to make sure that you didn't try to become a monk or something doesn't mean I wouldn't mind standing here and watching you change. I've kinda been dying to see what Mary raved about so often."
"I don't think that'd be right, with you being married and all,' I said, wondering if she was serious or just joking again.
"Maybe not, but I still wouldn't mind," she said as she opened the door. "I'll wait outside and...yeah, definitely lose the boxers!" she said as she stepped out and closed the door behind herself.
It didn't look like I was going to have much of a choice. I could sit in here the rest of the day or put up with another attempt at her match making. I knew she was only trying to help, but so far her attempts at blind dates hadn't just worked out particularly well. With a sigh I pulled my t-shirt off and started stepping into the shorts. I paused for a few moments, thinking about what she said about the women trying on lingerie and shrugged. I made a very similar promise to my wife before she passed, promising to go along with whatever Diana asked, no matter how outrageous. I pushed off my boxers and then pulled the shorts on slipping the suspenders over my shoulders. I felt ridiculous. Not that I hadn't worn some rather interesting outfits when doing a little role playing with my wife, but I hadn't ever quite done this kind of thing with a stranger, let alone a room full of women I didn't know.
With more than a little trepidation, I picked up the small red bag of presents she had left next to the door when she brought in the costume and opened the bedroom door. I found her standing outside the door, leaning against the wall, her arms crossed impatiently.
"Good. Now, at least try to look like you're having fun, okay?" she said with a frown.
"Yes ma'am." I said, rolling my eyes as she looped her arm in mine and pulled me along. I felt ridiculous wearing nothing but the red shorts and white crew socks. I let her lead me down the small hallway and turn the corner to step out into the living room. Five very good looking women were sitting on the sofa and overstuffed chairs around the coffee table where several empty or partially empty wine bottles and glasses were sitting on the table in front of them.
"Ladies, I promised a sexy Santa! Here he is!" Diana said brightly as she led me to a chair sitting by itself in front of the table across from the sofa while the women clapped and one whistled a high-pitched wolf whistle at me. "Ladies, please. Robert agreed to play Santa for us, he is NOT a stripper! Although I for one wouldn't mind watching him do that, we're not here for that."
"I know," a tall, willowy, redhead sitting on the sofa offered. "But you have to admit, he has the outfit for it! Damn!"
"It's all I could get for a Santa suit," Diana answered. "Just a lucky coincidence that he looks good enough to wear it."
"Yeah, for sure. Nice abs for a guy that you said was getting a little older!" A slightly heavier set woman said, her black long sleeved dress exposing a lot of cleavage, the unusual dress design allowing her black lace panties to show as she sat on the sofa across from where I was supposed to sit.
"Got that one right Tiffany!" the redhead agreed, each move she made making the sequined top of her strapless cocktail dress shimmer in the living room lights
"Now ladies, let's behave," Diana said. "Robert, this is Elaine," she said, motioning to the woman sitting in the overstuffed chair to our left.
Elaine stood up and stepped closer to me, extending a hand to shake. I guessed that she was about ten or so years younger than my fifty. Her slender waist, long brown hair that looked like it went at least to the middle of her back, deep green eyes and full, round tits that were showcased in a short red dress that had a scoop neck of loosely folding material, exposing an expanse of lightly tanned skin from her neck all the way to her bellybutton. There was a single wide red strip of material around her neck, attaching to the flowing top with two large brass rings, keeping the material covering what looked like a pair of very full round breasts covered but otherwise unrestrained. The rest of the material of the dress clung to her hips and lower, extending barely below the curves of her full ass.
"Hello!" she said in a sultry soft voice, dripping with desire and sensuality as I took her hand, its warmth flowing into mine as she held my hand firmly, her green eyes making and holding contact with mine for long seconds before she smiled softly and withdrew her hand from mine, leaving me slightly stunned.
"Um. Hi," I answered her awkwardly as she moved back to her seat.
"This is Jessica," Diana said, motioning to the woman sitting on the end of the sofa. She had on a red and black dress, but that's where the similarity to Elaine ended. Jessica was of African American decent, the significantly expanse of exposed skin was the color of heavily creamed coffee. Her jet black hair framed her smiling face in tightly curled little ringlets. She stood up and reached across the table to extend her hand to me, her red halter style top exposing the sides of her full, round breasts down midway to her stomach as she stood, As she leaned toward me to take my hand I could easily see even more of each, at least D cup, breast as the dress allowed her breasts swung free to push the material away from her body. As she took my hand she leaned across far enough that I could see that her back was bare and the top of the dress held in place by only a small thin string around her neck that was currently straining to hold up her large breasts against gravity.



I shook her nervously offered hand before she moved back to the sofa. The jet black skirt of her red and black dress fit tightly to her round full ass as she turned slightly to look behind herself before sitting down, the hem sliding up her coffee colored thighs as she sat down. As she sat the hem of the skirt pulled high enough to reveal a pair of equally black panties. She wasn't thin, but definitely wasn't fat either, just filling out the outfit with plenty of curves. I didn't have much time to dwell on her appearance before Diana introduced Tiffany.
Tiffany looked somewhat familiar, but I couldn't place where I knew her from. Tiffany was also a bit larger in size, maybe as much as a fourteen, but her size was well proportioned with a pair of what had to be triple D tits encased in a snug, black, long sleeved dress that wrapped around her body and attached back to itself just below her left breast. As she stood up I could see that the dress material hung down in the back nearly to her knees, but in the front the skirt arched up and crossed over itself high on her thighs to create a huge V up her front. As she stood the high cut of the V shaped hemline clearly exposed the front of a pair of sexy lace panties with tiny blonde curls trying to poke out the lace. I tried not to stare, but had to admit, the shape of the dress had definitely given me something to take my attention off her full, round tits. She smiled knowingly at me as she stretched her hand across the table to me, giving me a soft handshake as her eyes traveled down my body to the bulge I could feel growing in my shorts. "A pleasure to meet you. I've heard quite a bit about you," she said with a smile, not taking her eyes off my quickly growing problem for long seconds, looking up at my face only when she released my hand.
"And this is Joanne," Dianna added as Tiffany sat back down next to the previously outspoken redheaded. She was a younger woman, maybe in her mid-thirties, wearing a black sequined top dress. The sequined band, only about a foot wide, wrapped around her body, encasing her small, maybe B cup breasts and staying in place of their own accord without any straps that I could see. The rest of the dress Joanne had on was a satiny, flowing material, extending from just below her breasts to the middle of her thighs, which moved and fluttered as she stood up. The black material was a striking contrast to her ivory white skin. Unlike the other three ladies, she stepped around the end of the table and over to me, quickly reaching her arms around my neck and pulling her body against mine. Her small breasts, pressed the scratchy sequined material to my bare chest as her hips pressed her own pelvis against the now significant bulge in my shorts as she whispered in my ear, "I see you got my Christmas list this year Santa!"
"Um. If you say so," I answered a little breathlessly as she stepped back and turned to step around the table again, sitting down.
"Well, if Joanne gets a hug, so should I. My name is Mandy!" The last woman said as she got up from the overstuffed chair on the right side of the table. She was well proportioned, a little shorter than I was, not overly thin, maybe a hundred thirty pounds or so. Nearly half of her easily C cup breasts showed through the wide gap of the skintight, purple dress. The only thing seeming to hold the sides from springing apart from the pressure of her tightly contained breasts was the thin purple string lacing the two halves together leaving a wide V of creamy skin showing from her navel to just above her breast and a wide strip of equally exposed skin up each side of her body from her thigh to the top of the dress. The long sleeved dress extended all the way down below her knees, hugging every curve of her body as she stepped to me and wrapped both arms around my neck. She pressed her full, soft tits to my chest through the soft purple material, her hips pressing her mound to me as she lifted herself slightly higher on her already tall high heels to bring her lips even with mine.
She pressed her soft lips to mine, gently sucking my lower lip before teasing my lips with her tongue to coax me to open my mouth. I let my free hand slide around her involuntarily as her tongue teased into my mouth and flicked the tip of my own tongue in an intricate little dance, followed by her tongue withdrawing and sucking my lower lip again.
"Damn," I breathed softly as she pulled her face from mine and slipped out of my grasp to move back to her chair.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a grin as she sat back down.
"Well. Now that we're all acquainted," Diana said with a smile, "I know we all had presents to buy and Robert has agreed to play Santa for us, so why don't we let him do that thing that Santa is so famous for?"
"Uh yeah," I said sitting down in the chair Diana was trying to gently steer me into. I let her guide me the few steps to the chair and then sat down, after which she retreated to the kitchen and brought back a chair for herself.
"So, Santa, why don't you dig in your bag. The ladies picked names a couple weeks ago and were supposed to get a real gift and a gag gift for whoever they drew. So there should be two for everyone."
"Well, we'll see who we get first then," I said as I pulled a package out of the bag and opened the tag to read. "Jessica!" I announced before holding the package out toward her.
"Oh I don't think so," Elaine said with a smile. "I think we should sit on Santa's lap while we open them!"
"Oh yeah. Definitely!" Mandy chimed in.
"Alright," Jessica said brightly, getting up from the sofa and stepping around to me, each step showing and then hiding again her black panties. She turned and sat sideways on my lap, her legs hanging over one of mine and my mostly hard cock pressing up against the back of her thighs. "Ohhhh I like this!" she announced, wiggling her big ass on my lap and grinding her thighs against my hard shaft. She took the small package from me and quickly unwrapped it. "Ohhhh sweet!" she said with a giggle, holding them up to show to the ladies. "New bars!"
"Have Santa put them on you!" Tiffany called from her seat on the sofa.
"Oh yeah. I think that's a great idea!" Joanne added.
"Here, Santa. You wanna do the honors?" she said, handing me a small box with what looked like two mouse sized barbells with tiny candy canes attached to each end.
"What are they?" I asked, not at all sure what I was supposed to do with them.
"Well, they're nipple rings, silly!" she said, reaching up to her neck. She pulled the bow on the little string that held her top up and let it fall down her front, completely exposing her full, round coffee colored breasts, each with a nearly four inch wide, dark brown areola and rock hard nipple with a silver bar stuck through them. "I've never had Santa put rings in my nipples before," she said with a giggle.
"Uh, how?"
"One end unscrews," she whispered as I wrapped one arm around her body to reach the other side of her right breast, my fingers feeling along her breast until I found the end of the little barbell that was stuck through her dark, fat nipple. I wasn't sure if I was more nervous or turned on as I unscrewed the little end off the barbell. "You don't want to dawdle replacing it. The hole starts to close up almost immediately!" she whispered as I got ready to pull the barbell out.
"I'm not sure I can do this," I said, shaking my head.
"You just need better access," she said, standing up and stepping out of my arms. She turned to face me, hiked her skirt up, exposing the black satin looking panties and then stepped toward me, sitting on my lap, straddling me, her big tits now right in front of me. "There, now you have plenty of access," she said with a grin as she held the box with the new jewelry out for me.
"If you're sure," I said, reaching into the box and pulling one of the new barbell looking things out. I unscrewed one end and then looked back at her big tit and the bar currently sticking through her nipple. "Here goes," I said, pulling the existing bar out with one hand. I dropped it into the box and then moved my hand to lift her breast. I found the hole in her nipple and gently tried to press the new bar in, being less than successful.
"You're not hurting me. Just use a bit more pressure," she coaxed me. "There...that's it!" she cooed as I twisted the new bar back and forth between my fingers as I pushed it through. "Ohhhhhh yeah," she moaned softly as the end poked through the other side.
"Oooooooh Jessica. We heard that moan!" one of the ladies called.
"Hey girl. I got his rock hard cock pressing against my pussy and his fingers playing with my tits. You try that and not moan!" Jessica called back as I worked to screw the new barbell end on.
"I hope I get that much from Santa then!" whoever it was called back as I moved to Jessica's other tit. I quickly unscrewed the end and then got ready to switch that one, feeling a bit more confident than with the first.
"I think we need a new rule here," someone said from behind Jessica. "If you have to take something off like this, you have to leave it off, and oh yeah, Santa has to kiss whatever you uncover!"
"Oh hell Mandy! You have such a dirty mind!"
"Not really!" Mandy answered. "I just know what I got for people!"
"Okay, I'll take that challenge. If I get something that can be worn, Santa exposes, kisses and then replaces with the new." I heard another voice say as I finished screwing the end on the little barbell.
"Looks like you get to kiss em both!" Jessica coaxed, reaching to her own tits and lifting them.
"Seriously? You girls want me kissing, well, whatever gets exposed?" I asked in surprise, looking over at Diana who was grinning and trying to suppress a chuckle. "I will definitely find a way to get you back for this," I said to her before turning to look at the woman on my lap. "You want me to kiss em, huh?"
"Oh yeah."
"Alright," I said, reaching down to replace her hands with mine, lifting both her tits toward my face. I opened my mouth and sucked the whole front of one of her tits into my mouth and used my tongue to flick the tip of her nipple back and forth, quickly bringing a moan from her lips.
"Sounds like more than a kiss," someone said as I switched to the other tit. I felt Jessica's hands slide down my bare chest and into the top hem of my shorts, digging as she lifted herself up to find my cock and move it from its bent and rather uncomfortable position down along my leg to stick up toward the waistband of my red shorts.
"Bad girl," I said as I let go of her nipple and let both breasts droop back to where they had been.
"Just returning the favor," she said quietly enough that I doubted the other girls could hear, one hand wrapped around my shaft while the other kept the front of my shorts pulled down and away to completely expose me.
"Come on Jessica. We want a chance too!" someone said from behind her.
"Okay, okay!" Jessica said with a huff. "Thanks!" she whispered as she pulled her hands off my cock and stood up, reaching for the box with the discarded rings in it as she did. She turned and walked back to her seat, leaving her top hanging down and her tits exposed.
I dug into the bag and pulled another present out. "Mandy!" I announced.
"Oh goodie!" she said, bouncing out of her chair and over to me. She sat down on my lap, her legs hanging over my right leg and wiggled herself on my lap. I felt her hand reach down next to her thigh and grab my cock through my shorts. "This is a goodie too!" she giggled as I held the package out for her. I watched as she unwrapped the package and pulled out a pair of white lace panties. "Oh yeah! Crotchless panties! I love it!" she said with a grin before looking at me. "You know what that means!"
"No what?"
"It means that you get to kiss my pussy before you put my new panties on me!" she answered with a giggle, sliding off my lap and quickly pulling her dress up to reveal an arrow shaped clump of blonde curls on her exposed mound, aiming straight to her pussy. "The girls all know I hate to wear panties. Wanna know why?"
"Okay, why?"
"Cuz I'd hate to have something in the way if a really hot looking guy wanted to touch me, or maybe kiss me, or even fuck me!" she said with a giggle. "How about it stud? Wanna fuck my hot little pussy?"
"I think that's a little premature," I answered her honestly.
"Ah well. At least I get a good kiss. Feel free to lick too," she said as she turned to face away from me, bending at her waist, keeping her legs straight as she did so. She pushed her bare ass out at me, her fat, round pussy lips sticking out between her legs at me. She stepped back toward me, each step spreading her legs farther before she had her legs straddling mine in the chair, her pussy only a foot or so from my chest.
"I'm not sure I can kiss your pussy like this," I said honestly.
"Well, I can solve that," she said, reaching between her legs for the front of my shorts. Before I could really stop her, she had my shorts pulled down in front and half of my cock sticking up exposed as she lowered her pussy toward it. "Oh fuck yeah," she moaned as she rubbed my head between her lips, my hands moving to her bare ass, but my mind unwilling to do anything to stop her actions. I felt her hot pussy rubbing against me, teasing her lips apart and spreading her juices on my shaft. "God I wanna fuck this cock!" she moaned loudly before pulling away from my cock.
"I'm thinking that after he puts those on you, you should sit on him and see how they work!" one of the ladies called.
"I think so too," someone else chimed in. In a few moments it seemed unanimous that after I put her panties on that I should stick my cock into her.
"How about it Robert? Should Santa fill a vacancy?" Diana coaxed with a grin.
"That's what everyone wants? To watch me fuck someone?" I asked with a furled brow.
"Sweetie, we've been trying on really sexy lingerie, trying out vibrators and dildos and generally getting horny as hell for the last three hours. Given the chance, I think every one of us would jump at the chance for a real cock right now!" Elaine said.
"Alright, you win," I said, taking the panties from her. I helped her step into them and then pulled them up her legs and over her firm round ass. I stood up, pushed her toward the coffee table and then pushed her down to sit on the table. She quickly got the idea and readily lay back on the wooden table, pulling her dress even higher and spreading her legs wide apart while I pushed the suspenders off my shoulders and let the slightly baggy shorts fall down my legs.
"Oh shit!" I heard several women breathe softly at the sight of my fully engorged cock, one of which was Diana herself, seeing my hardon for the first time outside my pants.
"You sure about this?" I asked, looking down at Mandy staring at my engorged head and shaft.
"Oh yeah. More than sure," she said, holding her hands out toward me between her legs. I knelt down between her legs and grabbed my own shaft, rubbing it up and down her pussy several times to spread her wetness across my head and then pushed into her, slowly forcing her pussy to stretch and expand around my mushroom head until I finally penetrated into her. "Oh my god!" she moaned loudly as I slid into her several inches, pulling back and then pushing in again. I pushed in and out of her pussy several times before realizing how big of a mistake this was. I hadn't had sex in, well almost six months, and I very suddenly realized that the sensations I was feeling from her pussy was quickly pushing me toward climax.
"Okay. I better quit," I said pulling from her pussy.
"Noooooo!" she cried, trying to reach for me as I climbed from my knees.
"Look. I haven't had sex in, well months, and honey what your pussy is doing is going to leave you full of one hell of a load."
"So?" she said, pushing herself up on her elbows. "It's not like we can't make you hard again!"
"Honey, trust me. I can guarantee that I can get you hard again, if that's what you're worried about. If you think this is something we don't want to see, think again. Go for it. We have all afternoon!" Jessica said.
"Besides. You go now, the next girl gets you for a lot longer!" Elaine chimed in.
I looked around the room, finally settling on Diana. "Seriously?" I asked her.
With a grin, she got up from the chair, walked over to me and put her hands on my shoulders, pushing me down. "Trust me, it'll be just fine. They just watched each other half dressed or completely naked, fucking themselves or each other with vibrators. You think they're going to be offended watching one of them getting fucked with a cock like yours?"
"Come on honey. Come on back in me. You were already pushing me close to my own climax so fast. Come finish me and finish in me!" Mandy coaxed, holding her legs up and apart again, her hands extending toward me invitingly.
"I will never understand women," I muttered.
"You don't have to," Diana said with a soft giggle. "All you have to do is enjoy us!" she said, reaching down around my body and grasping my hard cock. "God you are big, aren't you?" she cooed as she pushed on my back to force me closer to Mandy as she aimed my cock for her pussy. I felt my head slip into her wet lips and involuntarily pushed toward the sensations. In and out I started to plunge, looking down at her on the table, my cock sliding in and out of her shaved lips while her hands quickly untied the front of her dress, pulling it apart so she could pull and play with her own nipples.
"Oh god." Mandy moaned. "So big and so fucking fat!"
"God look how sexy he is. Shit I wouldn't mind being right there right now." I heard Elaine say from where she was sitting to my left.
"Shit I don't know how long I can hold off," I grunted.
"Don't. Just let it happen!" Mandy moaned loudly. "I'm going to come any second anyway!"
"Oh fuck," I groaned as I felt my balls tighten up and a tingly feeling spread through my body. It was only a few strokes later that my body jerked and jammed my cock hard into her pussy, a huge gush of cum lancing out of my cock into her waiting pussy. I felt her whole body jerk after mine, her pussy contracting around my shaft as my next spurt of cum was forced out with another jerk of my body. Over and over I jerked, pumping more cum into her until all that was left was my softening cock oozing more into her as I knelt between her legs, panting.
"God that was hot." I heard Jessica coo softly, her dress pulled apart and her panties pulled to one side to expose her chocolate brown pussy lips, two fingers stuffed into herself.
"You can say that again," two of them said almost in unison.
"Sorry," I mumbled to Mandy as she lay there, holding a hand out to me.
I took her hand and she used it as leverage to pull herself up, wrapping her legs around me and pressing her bare tits against my chest. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers, her lips opening to press wetly to mine in a long seductive kiss. "It was perfect!" she whispered after breaking the minute or more long embrace. "Thank you."
"Glad you think so," I answered her, feeling a bit guilty for coming in her and coming so fast. "I usually don't have sex on the first date."
"So? It isn't bothering me any. I don't usually either, but after all the stories I heard about you, well I don't feel like this is the first date."
"Stories?"
"Uh huh. Diana's been telling us all about you for months. It's sad about your wife, but you know, if I was her I'd have done the same thing. Make sure my man will be happy after I'm gone."
"I didn't know I was common knowledge," I answered, turning to look at Diana who was sitting in the chair again looking a bit sheepish.



"Trust us. We're all good with it all," she said as she used two fingers to turn my face back toward hers. She leaned her face toward mine and kissed me softly again before releasing me and spreading her legs so I could pull out and get up. I bent over and started pulling my shorts up, only to have Mandy reach out and tug them. "Uh uh. Remember the rule. What Santa takes off stays off!"
"Whatever," I said with a sigh, letting her pull them down my legs and stepping out of them. I sat back down and dug into the bag again to pull out another package.
"Elaine!" I announced.
Elaine quickly got up and stepped over to me, sitting on my lap as she opened her gift. "Oh my!" she gasped as she pulled out a small cylinder about as big as a double A battery from the box with a note tied to it with a small string. She pulled the note from it and read it aloud. "A little bird said your last boyfriend was too small to get the job done, here is a little compensator to solve that!"
"What is it?" I asked curiously.
"It's a clit vibrator!" she said with a giggle. "You know, to use it I'm going to have to take my panties off, or more to the point, you are."
"Yeah, I'm not surprised," I answered. "Might as well lose this too then."
"My dress? Why not. I don't mind being naked in front of you," she said as she stood up. It only took a moment for her to pull the strap around her neck up and over her head, letting the front of her top and her big, round tits to be exposed. She pushed the dress down and wiggled her ass to work it over her round tush and then pushed it down, leaving her in just a tiny pair of red satin panties, a red garter holding up nude colored stockings and her red heels. She unclipped the garter and pulled it off, and then stepped in front of me. "You're turn," she said softly, waiting for me to pull her panties down. I reached out and tugged gently exposing a trimmed brown bush that ended just above her full, round pussy lips, a significant portion of her more delicate inner lips protruding as she lifted first one and then the other foot. When I had her naked except for the shoes and stockings, she lifted one foot and set it on the chair next to my leg. "You wanna do the honors?" she asked, turning the little device on and handing it to me.
"Why not?" I said with a shrug. My wife and I had a few toys, but I'd never tired one of these. I gently rubbed it around the juncture of her lips searching for that perfect spot and working it gently between her lips slightly.
"Oh god," she moaned after a few seconds of the buzzing little cylinder being pressed against her. "Between my lips more." I shifted lower and pressed up against her more, letting her lips spread and envelope the small device, almost instantly seeing a difference.
"Oh shit oh shit oh shit!" she gasped, reaching for my head and rubbing her hands in my short hair as she pulled my face toward her stomach and crotch. I could smell her arousal as she pushed her pelvis toward me, arching her back and trying to get even closer to me. "Ohhhhh fuck that feels good!" she squealed as the tiny cylinder buzzed between her lips. I saw her legs start to shudder and tremble as I worked the tiny cylinder around between her lips teasing it back and forth across the juncture of her lips and her hidden clit. "FUCK!" she screamed suddenly, my fingers drenched in her juices as her whole body jerked and bucked in front of me. If I hadn't looped an arm around her waist she might have fallen off her heels as she stood in front of me, climaxing strongly.
"Nice," someone behind her said as Elaine gently eased her grip on my head and let me pull my face back from her. I pulled my hand from between her legs and leaned my head down and gently kissed the juncture of her lips, letting my tongue snake out to taste her juices and slip between her lips slightly before drawing my head back and letting go of her waist and ass.
"Ohhhh fuck," she groaned as she moved back to her seat on wobbly legs. "I don't know who got me this, but thank you!" she said holding up the little cylinder I had held out for her.
"Seems Robert is pretty damn good with one too, considering he didn't know what it was at first."
"Hey, I'm an engineer. I can always figure out how to make things work," I said with a laugh.
"You can always get a hardon too. Damn, look at that boner!" Joanne said from where she was sitting on the sofa. "I wouldn't mind riding that for a while."
I looked down and saw that my cock was indeed rock hard again and sticking up at an angle so that it pointed at the ladies on the sofa. I blushed a little at the thought of how exposed I was at that moment and dug in the bag for the next present.
"Joanne," I announced, the thin redhead getting up and walking over to me. She sat gently on my lap and took the present from me, quickly ripping the wrappings off and opening the long flat box.
"Ohhh. It's beautiful!" she cooed as she held up a purple silk blouse. It was clear to me that it was mostly translucent in the bright light and very slinky.
"Well, put it on girl!" Elaine coaxed.
"I'd have to take my dress off," Joanne protested meekly.
"Well yeah!" Elaine said with a laugh. "And that's a problem?"
"Well, a little. Having it off in front of the girls was one thing."
"But sitting on a sexy guy's bare lap in your panties is different?" Elaine questioned.
"I'm not wearing any panties," Joanne hissed with a frown.
"All the better," Elaine chided her. "Come on Santa. Strip that girl!"
"Elaine!" Joanne cried, covering her face with the purple shirt.
"It's okay. You don't really have to," I said quietly enough for the rest to not hear.
"If I don't, I'll never live it down," she answered, pulling the shirt from her face. "Do it. Take it off," she said suddenly, setting her face in a serious determined look.
"You sure?" I asked one more time.
"Yes!" she said, swishing her long, auburn red hair to the side and pulling it clear of her neck so I could find the little zipper on her back. I gently pulled the zipper down to its limit, her arms clamping the dress to her sides so that it didn't fall down as I pulled the zipper down.
"Gotta stand up," I told her softly.
"I know," she said, still sitting on my lap. "I'm kinda nervous.
"Why?"
"I'm not used to being naked in front of a lot of people," she said, turning her face to look at me.
I chuckled and found one of her hands with mine and gently pulled it to my lap, guiding her hand to my engorged shaft. "Me either," I said as she gently wrapped her fingers around as much of my shaft as her delicate hands could circle.
She sat for another minute, her hand stroking my hardon an inch or so as she looked down at me. Finally she let go of my cock and stood up, letting the dress slide down her body, leaving her completely naked before sitting back on my lap.
"There. Not so bad, right?"
"Right," she whispered, her hand finding my cock again and starting to stroke it as I took the purple shirt from her other hand. She had a pair of fairly small breasts, each about the size of a small squashed orange, but each had a nice, two inch, puckered areola that was bright pink with a hard little nipple poking out. Her little brown freckles that spotted her face here and there extended all the way down to her breasts and across the tops of her creamy white skin. I kind of hated to cover her up with the shirt, enjoying the view of her perky little tits and hard nipples.
She let go of my cock long enough to put her arm through the sleeve and then grabbed back hold of her handle while I reached across to help her get the other sleeve in. I buttoned the series of buttons down the front, leaving the top several undone as I slid my hand across the smooth material to cup her left breast in my hand.
"Nice breasts," I whispered as I massaged her firm little boob, her hard nipple pressing into the palm of my hand.
"Nice big cock," she whispered back before suddenly pulling away and quickly moving back to the sofa, barely giving me a chance to see anything of her ass or pussy before she sat down, her knees pressed together to prevent her pussy from being exposed.
I dug in the bag again and pulled out a very small package and opened the tag and looked at it startled. "Diana!" I finally said.
"WOO HOO!" Elaine whooped. "Didn't think you were getting away without something in the bag, did you?"
"You girls didn't need to get me anything," she protested quietly.
"Well, we did. Now get your tush over on his lap and open it up!"
"I have a bad feeling about this," she said as she moved from her chair to sit on my lap. I handed her the small box and she unwrapped it and pulled out what was obviously a series of condoms in individual packages that were still attached to each other end to end. There had to be at least a dozen of them. "Oh god," Diana said, blushing. "Mint flavored condoms?"
"Well, we all know how you love having a breath mint after you suck cock, so, now you can suck cock and have your breath minty fresh at the same time!" Jessica laughed. "Of course you know you gotta now!"
"Gotta what?" Diana asked.
"Use one of course. And let's see there, um...oh yeah, exactly one real cock to try it out on."
"Why not? It's no secret you wanna fuck him. If you'd rather ride his cock instead of sucking him, go for it. But you gotta do one or the other!"
"I don't either!" Diana protested. "I'm married and oh yeah, isn't it you girls who are supposed to be trying to get him interested in you?" she asked sharply.
"Oh come on. You know damn well you want to. You've said you do about a hundred times at work!" Elaine said with a laugh. "Tell you what. You can either suck his cock or you can sit on it. Either way, you gotta use one! Those were the rules right? You had to use the present in his presence."
"That was the rules for you guys, not me!" Diana protested.
"Uh uh. Works both ways!" Mandy interjected. "I mean, come on, we're all friends here. I say go for it. I mean hell, it's not like you didn't get fucked a little while ago by Fran, right?"
I saw Diana blush bright red. "I did not!" she hissed.
"Oh yeah you did. No way you can say getting pumped by a strap on isn't getting fucked. And hell you enjoyed the hell out of it!" Elaine added. "Now. We're not asking you to ride him until he volcanos in you, but yeah, you can either suck it or ride it."
"Oh come on girls. I can't do that! What happens if Jack finds out?"
"How's he going to find out? None of us are going to tell him, you're sure as hell not going to tell him and Robert, well, I'm more than sure Robert isn't saying a word, are you Robert?"
"Uh, me? No, I'm not saying a word about any of this!" I answered emphatically.
"See. Now lose the dress and let's see you put one of those to work!" Elaine said.
"Fine! You wanna see how a real woman does it? Watch this!" She said as she stood up. She pulled the string on the front, untying the red string tying the two halves of the sexy Santa helper dress together, pulling the bow and spreading the material wide enough to wiggle the strapless dress off over her full, round tits and down her body. I stared as she bent over in front of me, her ass, clad in a pair of lacy red panties, pushed out at me as she bent to step out of the dress. She tossed the dress aside and then shimmied her panties down her legs, her bare shaved pussy pushing out between her thighs at me as she bent over. She turned around and faced me, wearing nothing but red thigh high stockings and red heels. She had a small triangle of blonde curls on her mound, pointing toward her pussy, but small enough to be easily covered by even a very skimpy bikini. "You've always wanted to see me naked, here I am!" She said as she stood in front of me, her legs slightly spread to show her full round lips and the little bit of inner lip protruding, her big thirty eight D's lifting and rising on her chest with her breathing.
"Damn," I muttered.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she said as she pulled one of the condom packs off the attached strip of them, tossing the others onto the table behind her. She reached up to her mouth with the package, ripped the end off and pulled out the latex doughnut. "Hope you enjoy this as much as I hope to. More than once I'd thought about what it would be like to strip in front of you and fuck your cock, I guess now I get to find out!"
"UH, yeah," I said as she bent over in front of me, reaching for my hard cock. She set the donut of the condom on my head and then, in a totally surprising move, bent herself farther, using her lips to roll the condom down my shaft. She bobbed her head several times up and down on my shaft, driving my cock all the way into her throat as she pushed the condom down my shaft until it couldn't go any further.
"Fuck that's a big cock!" she gasped as she pulled her face from my cock. "Almost couldn't do that!"
"I didn't know you could," I answered her.
"Yeah, I can. Now, might as well do it so I can see your face," she said, stepping closer, straddling me and the chair. She reached down and grabbed my cock with one hand and aimed it at her pussy as she walked her way a little farther forward. "I know you wanted to grab my tits that day at the river. Might as well go for it now. Not much point in holding back on anything!" she groaned as she started to sit down on me, my head engaging into her pussy and then pushing up into her.
I reached up and cupped both tits, rubbing my thumbs across her nipples gently as she wiggled her hips and worked my fat cock deeper into her.
"God damn your fat!" she moaned as her bare ass pressed against my thighs. She lifted herself up and then let her weight drop her back down, bouncing her firm ass on my thighs before starting another trip up my shaft. "Ohhhh lord," she moaned as I lifted one of her tits to my mouth and sucked her entire areola and nipple in. I flicked my tongue around and around her nipple, teasing the sides of her nipple and the puckered pink areola before grasping her nipple with my teeth and drawing it slowly from my mouth. "Oh god you're good at that!"
"Uh huh," I grunted back as she bounced on my cock, my fat shaft swelling larger with each passing moment. She was right of course. I had wanted to fuck her for a long time. Every time my wife was gone and I was doing without sex for months at a time I thought about just stripping her naked and fucking her brains out when she came over to help make sure I had the house in order. Each time she came over in tight little workout shorts, or short little skirts, I wanted to just pull them down and expose her bare ass and pussy and ram my cock into her. Well, here I was, getting ridden by her.
"God you feel good," she moaned softly. "Does it feel good? Do you like how I feel around your cock?" she asked softly as she bounced, the rhythmic slap slap of her ass on my thighs and the incredible sensations of her tight pussy caressing my shaft were quickly inching me up the hill toward climax.
"Uh huh. Not gonna last long with you doing this," I grunted before kissing my way to her other breast.
"Tell me. Tell me you wanted this as much as I did!"
"Fuck yeah. Last time you were over, a few weeks ago to help me put up the tree? Do you remember that?"
"Oh yeah."
"Every time you bent over I wanted to just pull those sexy little shorts you had on down and fuck you. God I was so horny when you left that I had to turn on some porn and jack off. All I could do was think about what you would look like laying on the floor under the tree, naked except for a little red bow between your tits!"
"OH SHIT!" Diana cried as her whole body convulsed suddenly. She tried to keep bouncing, but her shudders and jerks destroyed her coordination for nearly a full minute, her pussy convulsing and spasming around my shaft. "OH god, I so wanted you to try and feel me up or something. I didn't have on any panties or bra, just wishing you'd feel me up!" she moaned as she ground herself against me.
"God I'm gonna come," I grunted.
"Wait. Wait," she gasped, pulling herself off my shaft. She reached down and quickly pulled the condom off my cock and then sat back down, starting to bounce again. "Do it! Come for me baby! Fuck my hot pussy and fill me with your cum!"
"Ahhhhhh FUCK!" I grunted a few moments later, feeling the surge of cum flow up my shaft and squirt out into her waiting pussy. Over and over I jerked, pumping more cum into her as she sat on me, moaning and grinding her clit hard against the base of my cock.
"Now that was a fuck!" Jessica said quietly. "I'm looking forward to my turn at that now."
"Hell, just make him hard again. I doubt he'll say no. Will you?" Diana breathed as she looked down at me, still sitting on my lap.
"Uh uh," I mumbled before she winked at me and climbed shakily off my lap and shriveling cock.
"God damn that was hot!" Elaine said from where she was sitting. "I hope someone gave me a box of condoms!"
"Let's see, who hasn't gotten anything? Tiffany!" Diana said, digging in the bag next to me. You wanna have one?"
"Hell, yeah! I'm so fucking horny I felt like I was going to come just sitting there watching!" she said as she got up and walked to me, sitting on my lap and taking the present from Diana, who retreated to her own chair. She started to unwrap the long round package, muttering, "Well, this ain't no box of condoms, that's for sure!" she added as she started pulling the paper from the two foot long cylinder.
"You must think I'm superman!" I said with a chuckle.
"Oh sweetie. If a room full of naked women can't get you hard again, either you're gay or we're pitiful!" she said with a giggle as she pulled the last of the wrappings from the package, revealing a long cardboard tube. She pulled the end of the tube off. "OH god. Ohhhhh my god," she said, looking down in the long tubular package. She turned it on end and withdrew a nearly two foot long double ended dildo.
"Well, someone knows you like to swing both ways!" Elaine called with a laugh.
"The real question is, who's going to be on the other end when she tries this out?" Jessica added, laughing as loudly as Elaine. "How about it Joanne? Wanna play double ended whammy?"
"I'd rather get fucked on a street corner than have to lay there and have him watch us do that!" Joanne snapped back. "And just because I did something like that once, doesn't mean I swing both ways either!"
"Whoa. Take it easy," I said, looking past Tiffany to the sofa. "No one is going to make anyone do anything they don't want to. And Joanne, no one insinuated anything."
"Actually, I did," Jessica said, looking across the table at me. "She has a bit of a history."
"Oh?"
"Don't listen to her!" Joanne said angrily. "It's not true!"
"Oh honey, take it easy. I was just kidding," Jessica said, leaning over to gently stroke her fingers down her arm. "No one is accusing you of anything. I was just having some fun."
"It wasn't funny. What I did, I did to try and please my boyfriend. If I had it to do over, I wouldn't do it again, that's for damn sure!"
"What did you do?" I asked curiously.
"She did a girl on girl thing on stage at an amateur night at a strip club. Wouldn't have been so bad but her boyfriend recorded it and sent it to all his buddies and it got out pretty fast," Jessica said quietly. "You know what Tiff, I'll do that with you. We can let Joanne sit on his lap and watch us gettin' it on while we see how well that works. What do you say?"
"OH lord. In front of everyone?" Tiffany asked.
"Sure why not? The only difference between the one you tried earlier and this one is that it has two ends!"
"Yeah, I suppose...but."
"No butts," Diana said. "You have to demonstrate. Unless of course you want Robert to do it for you, or on you or whatever."



"NO! No. I don't think that's required," Tiffany said quickly as she got up from my lap. She stepped to the sofa and reached up under her dress and pulled her black panties off, leaving her still dressed in the black dress. Pulling the skirt up to her waist, she sat on one end of the sofa, Jessica moving herself to lay back so her own pussy was only a foot or so from Tiffany's spread legs and clearly wet pussy.
"Come here," I said to Joanne, pulling her back to me so she had to spread her legs and sit on my lap facing the sofa. I wrapped my arms around her and gently cupped one breast while my other idly stroked up and down her thigh while we watched Tiffany work the long purple dildo into her pussy. She lay her head back, teasing the fat purple appendage against her lips, rubbing it around before forcing it slowly into herself, her pussy taking more and more of it in until it reached as deep as it could go and she started pulling it back out again. She worked it in and out of her pussy several dozen strokes before she opened her eyes and paused to let Jessica feed it into her own pussy, slowly forcing the dong into her black lips, pulling some from inside Tiffany until she had it fully inside herself as well.
She began to stroke it, pulling it from her pussy and pushing it into Tiffany and then reversing the stroke to withdraw it from Tiffany and feed it into her own. I sat there, my cock quickly growing as the two lay there, playing with their own breasts while Jessica drove the fat cock in and out of both of them.
"Ohhhh fuck yeah," Tiffany moaned. "I was getting soooo fucking horny waiting."
"Waiting for what?" Jessica gasped as she stroked the double ended cock into them faster and faster.
"To get fucked!" Tiffany squeaked as her body started to buck back in time with Jessica's strokes. "OH god, you're going to make me come!"
"Uh huh," Jessica moaned as we sat and watched them fuck each other with the fat dong.
I felt Joanne's fingers find my cock and pull it up to her pussy, her hips rocking slightly on my lap so that her pussy lips stroked a half an inch or so back and forth across my hard shaft. "Oh god," she moaned in a soft breath, watching the two, her hips moving in time with Jessica's hand plunging the toy in and out of the both of them.
I sat there, not sure if I should be watching the two or playing with Joanne. In the end, I watched the girls and teased Joanne's body any way I could with my hands, one hand working on her tits and the other stroking the inside of her thigh. I was actually surprised when Joanne seemed to lean and slide way forward, her motions pushing my head between her lips before she pushed back, driving me fully into her hot wet pussy. She sat back upright and rocked her hips, rubbing my cock around inside her a little, but not really fucking me to any extent.
"Oh god. Fuck me," she moaned softly, staring at the two. "Fuck my hot, tight pussy with your big, fat cock," she said, taking my hands from her tits and pulling me forward until we both slipped off the chair and landed on the floor on our knees, my cock still buried in her. She pulled my hands, both of them, to her tits and squeezed them with her own as she bent at the waist to lay half on the coffee table. I started stroking slowly into her, driving the full length of my shaft slowly in and out of her tight wet pussy, drawing moans and gasps from her with each stroke.
"Harder," she moaned softly as she continued to watch the purple cock sliding in and out of the two wet pussies in front of us. "Fuck me harder!" In response I stroked faster, letting my thighs slap gently against her bare ass with each stroke, her thighs trapped against the table and my hands trapped between the table top and her tits. "Oh Robert. Harder, please. You won't hurt me. Just fuck me harder!"
I stroked faster, banging into her with abandon, my hips slapping her ass loudly while her whole body shook with each impact. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried. "Give it to me harder! Fuck my hot, tight cunt! I wanna feel you coming in me! Fuck my hot, wet cunt as hard as you can!" she seemed to beg.
My thrusts were banging into her ass so hard that we walked the table the two feet to the sofa, bringing us that much closer to the couple on the sofa. I could see Jessica climaxing, trying to stroke the cock but failing as she climaxed only a couple feet in front of Joanne's face.
"FUCK YES!" Joanne suddenly screamed. "FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARD!"
In and out I plunged as Jessica's climax began to recede, but Tiffany's was just starting. Joanne pushed me back, forcing me out of her pussy. She took my hand and climbed to her feet, pulling me up with her and practically dragging me around to the side of the sofa. She stepped across Tiffany's head, and looked behind me. "Fuck me Robert. Fuck my hot cunt!" She turned back and bent over, pushing her face down between Tiffany's legs and eagerly licking her wet pussy and clit while Jessica continued to stroke the double ender in and out of the two of them.
I looked down at Tiffany, licking Joanne's pussy, her arms reaching for my hips to pull me toward them. She aimed my cock at Joanne and pulled me into her wet pussy again.
"Oh yeah. Fuck me baby! Fuck my hot, tight cunt! You know you want to. Just give it all to me!" Joanne called before dipping her head back down between Tiffany's legs.
"Oh damn," I grunted as I felt Tiffany lick my balls, causing me to pull back. I looked down and jammed into her again, driving my cock fully into her pussy, drawing a cry of pleasure from her. In and out I stroked, her whole body soon trembling and shaking as Tiffany licked her clit while my cock plunged deep into her.
"YES, YES, YES!" Tiffany screamed suddenly, her whole body jerking below Joanne as her orgasm washed over her. I heard her moaning and mumbling and gasping in pleasure as Joanne licked and played with her clit.
"God I'm coming!" Joanne cried suddenly, her legs shaking and her whole body trembling. I could feel her pussy clench around me as I continued to stroke in and out of her, trying to drive her even higher with my strokes. My own climax snuck up on me faster than I expected and I suddenly jerked, pumping a gush of cum into Joanne as I stood behind her. Over and over my body bucked, until my cock began to soften and I sagged with exhaustion.
"Come here sweetie," Jessica said, pulling the fake cock from her pussy and setting it on the table before pushing the whole table back. She held her hands out for me and coaxed me to come again. "Come on. Over here."
"Yeah," I panted, stepping back from the two and stepping around them to Jessica. I looked around, wondering what happened to Elaine and Mandy and realized they are on the floor near my chair, each one licking the other's wet pussy as they lay, one over the other.
"Damn that was hot looking," I said quietly as Jessica pulled me on top of her, my bare chest resting on her full tits.
"So were you," she whispered. "Just between you and me, I'd like to sneak off with you and fuck your brains out!"
"I thought you just came?"
"I did. But now I wanna feel your hard cock in my pussy. How about it? Got enough left for another go around?"
"Hell, I don't know. I haven't had this much sex in, well, months. I don't know that I can get it up again."
"If I can get it up, can I have it?" she asked with a giggle.
"How long do we have?"
"Just between you and me, I don't have anywhere to go, so all afternoon and all night?"
"Really? You wanna fuck around all night?" I asked incredulously.
"Honey, we have one mission. Fuck your brains out until either we can't go any longer, you decide you want one of us more than the others or you just decide you want all of us all the time. Personally, I wouldn't mind getting on your short list of regulars. I can sneak into your office at work and we can play at lunch time and then go home at night and fuck the night away. How about it? Wanna try?"
I looked over at Diana. "You told them that?"
"Uh huh," she answered as she sat in one of the overstuffed chairs, her legs spread and hanging over the arms, a vibrator slowly sliding in and out of her sopping wet pussy. "That's exactly what I told them. You're going out of here with a fuck buddy if it takes all night."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. Seriously. I mean come on. What guy would turn down lots of sex with hot single women? If I can't get you to get emotionally involved, I'll go for physically involved."
"How am I supposed to choose one woman?" I asked her with a furrowed brow.
She pulled the vibrator from her pussy and slipped off the chair, kneeling on the floor next to us. "Honey, I don't care if you wanna fuck all of them or all of them at the same time all the time. You're free to choose any or all, as long as you choose."
"Good lord," I whispered.
"They're all still here because they all want you. Hell, I want you, but I'm married. So pick who you want under your tree with that red bow."
"You're terrible!" I said with a frown. "But Mary would love you for it, so I guess I will too."
"Does that mean you pick me?" Jessica asked.
"It means I can't choose so I'm going to have to spend all night figuring it out." I answered with a grin.
"Ohhhhhh goodie!" Jessica said, lifting her face toward mine. She kissed me softly and then whispered, "Let's see if we can get you hard again and put it in me. If you're half as good fucking as you are sucking I think you're gonna make me a very happy woman!"
"You've got this well in hand. I'll go start some food," Diana said as she pushed herself up.
"Just make sure you stay naked!" I called as she walked away.
"Why? Gonna fuck me again?"
"Never know. If I find myself hard and you bent over in front of me, I might do what I wanted to last night."
"I wouldn't complain," she answered before disappearing into the kitchen.
"Well, I would," I said to Jessica as she grinned up at me.
"Uh huh. But for now, it's my turn," she whispered.
Yeah, it was her turn I agreed. It was going to be a long night, but someone had to do it...again and again and again!
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Crystal is a nice young woman. At 35 she's almost the same age as my oldest daughter. I'd met her half a dozen times at events at the school where my wife teaches. I also knew my wife and she talked frequently and I'd unfortunately been the recipient of the Payton Place mess that was her divorce. From what I'd heard her new ex was a class A jerk that wanted to play the field when he was out of town, and when he got caught at it instead of fessing up he tried to turn the tables and blame her for not enough sex, not good enough sex, not being attractive, being too bitchy when he was home and generally trying to make it all about her failings instead of his. Why, you ask, am I telling you all about this? Because it's the Friday night before opening day of deer season and I'm on my way to pick her up instead of being on the way to our cabin with my wife.
Nearly a dozen years ago we had the opportunity to pick up 200 acres of Missouri oak and pine woods at a screaming good price. Since then we've spent hundreds of hours building a little weekender cabin on it as well as cutting ATV trails and clearings for food plots. We've done a pretty good job, in my opinion, of improving it into a nice little deer hunting place.
Normally this would be a trip I shared with my wife, as we've done together for so many years now. This year that all got turned upside down when my wife announced to me over dinner a few weeks ago that she was going to miss the first weekend because she was being sent to the big house ( what we jokingly call the state capitol building) for a series of meetings on the current state of the educational reform program. I guess it was an honor to be asked to do this, but to me it was an inconvenience.
Personally I'd have just gone hunting alone, something I'd done many times over the years. But having just recovered from a small cardiac event, having me in the woods alone all weekend was not something she wanted. So over my protests she arranged for me to take Crystal and give Crystal her first ever deer hunt. She knew how to shoot, or so I was told, but had never had the chance to go deer hunting. Oh yeah. Did I mention that besides this being the first day of deer season, opening day just happens to fall on my birthday? Yeah. Well it does, which also meant that my wife would be gone for that as well.
Well, getting back to the moment... I pulled into Crystal's driveway and unceremoniously honked my horn. Not what I'd usually do, but it was what I'd been instructed to do.
Within a very few moments the front door opened, emitting a rectangular shaft of light framing the young woman, loaded down with a small ton of gear. I resigned myself to start my role as instructor and guide and climbed out to help her carry her stuff to the truck.
To say she was talkative would be like describing Mount Everest as a hill. I don't think she stopped taking or even paused to let me get a word in for the entire hour-long trip out to the cabin. Bouncy, happy, bubbly, these are a few of the terms that would apply to her tonight. Not the sullen, quiet, withdrawn young woman my wife had been describing the last few months. Not that I'm complaining. I'd much rather have her upbeat than despondent, especially sitting for hours together in a little six foot by four foot blind.
We got to the cabin around nine and I set to work opening up. Power, water, and of course heat. It may only be getting down to fifty tonight but at oh dark thirty it's still be nice to climb out of bed to warmth instead of feeling like you were in a tent. By nine thirty I had a nice fire going in the stove and the blowers pushing nice warm air out into the main room. I'd already shown Crystal up to the loft, which would serve as her bedroom, and she was busy rustling around up there getting her gear ready for morning while I turned on the satellite receiver and settled in to watch the end of a good old war movie.
"Okay to use the shower?" she called down from upstairs.
"Sure! Help yourself!" I answered, having already shown her where the only bathroom was. I'd designed the cabin to be efficient with only a wood stove for heat, since we were off grid with only solar and a backup generator for power. To that end the bathroom had two large sliding doors that came together to form one corner of the room, one leading to the bedroom and one leading to the great room, where I was relaxing. With them open it allowed the warm air to travel more easily into the bedroom and bathroom and with them closed gave privacy to both rooms. It was rather ingenious, if I do say so myself.
"Holy shit!" I mumbled to myself as Crystal came down the spiral staircase next to the sofa I was sitting on, wearing nothing but a small towel wrapped around herself that wasn't quite long enough to come down from the top of her breasts even to the bottom of her ass cheeks. Not that it really mattered all that much since when I instinctively looked up at the creak of the staircase I was looking right up under the towel, her shaved pussy completely exposed to my view. I quickly looked down at the tv again in the hopes she didn't see me looking up at her.
She circled her way down the spiral stairs from above and stepped off, walking the short distance from the stairs to the bathroom, the bottom of her ass cheeks peeking from under the towel along with her full round pussy. She turned to face me to slide the door to the great room closed, nearly dropping her soap and shampoo as she tried to hold them, her towel and close the door all at the same time. The towel, pulled slightly as she grabbed for the slipping shampoo bottle, inching down to cover her exposed pussy, but in the process exposing nearly one whole breast before the door slid shut on the view.
For her husband to even imply she wasn't sexy was criminal! From what I'd already seen, she has the pussy of a teenager, even though she's already had two kids, and her tits, each the size of a large grapefruit half, were simply incredible looking. Full, round, obviously firm, somewhat oblong looking areolas with big hard nipples jutting out as if dying to be sucked on.
I shook my head to clear the image and tried to concentrate on the movie as the water started in the shower, making my mind imagine her standing naked just on the other side of the door. It would be so easy for me to just step over there and... DAMN! What was I thinking???? This is my wife's friend! I'm supposed to be teaching her hunting, not lusting after her body! I scolded myself more as I listened to her softly singing to herself in the shower. After a few minutes the singing stopped and all I could hear was water running. I wasn't worried about her running out of hot water since I had an instant heater, but I was surprised at how long it was taking her, glad she'd decided to shower tonight instead of in the morning.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" I heard her moan over the sound of the water. My brain didn't have to work too hard to picture what she was doing now, and it wasn't washing her hair. "Oh god yes. That's it. Right there. Ohhhhhhhh damn!"
I wondered if she realized how well that was transmitting through the thin shower stall walls and out into where I was sitting with one massive hardon in my sweatpants.
Finally the water shut off and I could hear her humming to herself again as she must have been drying off. I was completely lost in my mental fantasy of what she looked like in there, naked, drying her tits and pussy.
Yeah. You're right. I am one horny SOB! That has a lot to do with my still active libido and my wife's general lack of interest. It's not really her fault. When they remove the parts that make those hormones it makes it hard to be interested, which is more my problem than hers. We love each other, but the mismatch over the last few years has caused its share of arguments. We're just still trying to figure out how to make it work out and what things I need to do to "encourage " her to want it more. Once every 4 to 6 weeks sucks! Bedtime now is more about sleeping than being in any way intimate.
"Much better!" she said as the pushed the door open, holding the towel partly in front of her body as she walked toward the stairs, and me, part of the towel covering her breasts, part of the towel being used to still rub her wet hair and part of her towel covering down over the juncture of her legs, leaving nothing to cover her sides or back half. She stepped onto the stairs and started climbing, while I did my best, and failed, to NOT look up at her mostly naked body. I was almost thankful when she stepped off the top of the stairs and out of my view. I quickly stuck my hand down into my sweat pants and boxers to adjust myself before she came back down, my cock as hard as I've ever remembered it being.
"You know? I really appreciate your wife inviting me out here. I think I'm going to have a fantastic time!" she said as she wound down the stairs again, this time in a pair of navy blue micro shorts and a white cutoff shirt that wasn't quite long enough to cover her obviously unrestrained tits, exposing the underside of each creamy round orb to me as she made her way down the stairs. She stepped off the stairs and crossed in front of me, going just far enough to drop down onto the sofa next to me, holding what looked like an empty peanut butter jar.
"Um. Yeah. Should be a fun day tomorrow," I answered awkwardly.
"You're not the bashful type are you? I mean I can go somewhere else and do this if you are," she said sweetly.
"Huh? Um. No. I'm not bashful in general," I answered her, not at all sure what she was talking about.
"Good!" she said, opening the peanut butter jar and setting the lid aside. She then very nonchalantly lifted the shirt up over her left breast, completely exposing it. She cupped her breast in her hand, gently squeezing her breast and nipple with her thumb and forefinger, spraying several thin white streams into the open top of the jar. "Oh. Much better," she murmured as she squeezed most of her breast in her hand and then the nipple again, spraying more streams of breast milk onto the jar. I sat and stared, not sure what to do or say as she slowly milked her breast into the jar. "Lindsey said she breastfed all of your kids and how supportive you were of it. My husband said it was gross."
"Yeah. We did," I answered her, still staring at her bare tits in her hand.
"I guess back then it was pretty well accepted, but society is swinging the other way again, making it harder to breast feed. The only way I can do it is to express milk while I'm at work. Lindsey said you used to help her with that too."
"What? Expressing milk? Yeah, I did it a few times," I answered her.
"I bet she really liked that," Crystal said softly, leaning forward slightly to squeeze more streams into the collection in the bottom of the jar.
"I always thought she did," I answered, not even trying to cover up where I was staring.
"I wish someone would do that for me. My husband would never do anything like that for me."
"Sorry," I mumbled as she moved the jar to the sofa between her legs and pulled the crop top shirt up and over her head, leaving her completely bare above the waist.
"Would you? I mean do that for me? Just this once. I'd kind of like to see how it feels."
"Huh!?" I asked in shock.
"Just express some milk for me. I'm sure Lindsey wouldn't mind. I mean it's just milk, right?"
"I don't think..." I started to say in protest, more than a little bit sure that my wife would most certainly object to me playing with another woman's breasts, especially one that was a friend of hers.
"Oh. I'm sure she wouldn't mind," Crystal said, picking the jar up from between her legs and leaning over my lap, resting on me with her left arm between the arm of the sofa and my left leg, her bare back pressing against my stomach. I had little doubt that she could feel my rock hard cock pressing against her side as her weight trapped it between us, the realization making it feel like it was growing even harder, if that were possible. "There. Now you can just reach over me and do my other side," she said softly, moving the jar under her breast so that the bottom of the jar was nestled against my balls.
"Crystal," I started to protest. "This really isn't appropriate."
"Oh phoo. It'll be fine. You're just going to squeeze a little milk from my breast. It's not like you're sticking your cock between my tits or anything."
"Um. No. We're certainly not doing anything like that," I mumbled, shocked that she would even suggest something like that.
"Good. Then here," she said, reaching for my hand, still resting on the sofa behind her ass, pulling it over her body and up to her breast. She placed it gently on her bare skin and then let my hand go. Without my brain really telling it too, my hand squeezed her breast, spraying several fine streams of her milk toward the jar and my legs. "Oh. That does feel different," she cooed softly as my hand squeezed again.
I sighed and hoped that this wouldn't get back to Lindsey as I began to more methodically massage her breast, working the milk down toward her nipple with gentle massaging squeezes of her big soft breast and then gently squeezing her nipple to emit the streams into the jar.
"Mmmmmmm you have such strong but tender hands. I can't even begin to tell you how nice it feels to have you do this."
"As long as you don't tell Lindsey!" I answered her.
"Trust me. I'm sure she wouldn't mind at all, but if you insist, I won't say a word about it."
"Good. Because I have no doubt she'd kill me for this," I answered as I continued to squeeze her soft breast, adding more and more to the jar.
"I think that's good enough," she said gently, reaching for my hand and pulling it from her breast. She slid it down her body and let it rest on her firm flat stomach, inches from the waistband of her shorts while she capped the jar of milk and wedged it in the sofa next to me. She turned her head to look up at me and then wiggling herself around on my lap, rolled over to face me, the breasts I had so recently been squeezing, now pressed against my hardon. She reached for my hand again and pulled it down, pressing my palm flat to her stomach. "You know. Having you do that. It kinda turned me on," she said as she let go of my hand and moved hers down lower, unsnapping her shorts with a soft "tip" sound. I heard the zipper slowly pull down, the little teeth clacking apart as she inched it down, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.
"Crystal..." I started.
She reached up and touched her finger to my lips. "Shhhh. Don't say anything. I just want to enjoy feeling you holding me. It's been a long time since anyone has touched me like you've been doing." She moved her fingers from my lips and lowered her hand back to her shorts, pushing them down her hip and then lifting herself to work them over her firm ass before pushing them down. "We both know you were looking at me before, so don't pretend you didn't see what I look like down there," she added as she worked her shorts down her legs until she could bend them up and push them the rest of the way off, leaving her naked on my lap.
"I didn't mean to..." I started to quietly protest, stopped by her fingers once again touching my lips.
"Shhhh. No need to explain. I knew what you'd be able to see if you wanted to. I just wanted to know if I was good enough looking for you to want to. Based on how hard this is," she said, reaching down and stroking the head of my cock through my sweat pants where I stuck out from under her soft breast, "you liked how it looked."
"This is really wrong," I said again. "You're my wife's friend. I shouldn't be doing this."
"Shhhh. Trust me. She isn't going to know and right now I really wanna feel your hand a bit lower than it is right now," she said softly, reaching for my wrist and pushing my hand down lower. She lifted one leg and hooked her foot on the top edge of the sofa so her legs were spread and guided my hand to the juncture of her legs.
"Crystal!"
"Oh don't stop now. Please. I just wanna feel someone else touching me for a change," she pleaded.
I shook my head and curled my fingers, letting then gently stroke her wet pussy lips. "If Lindsey finds out I'm doing this she might just cut my dick off," I muttered as she moaned softly on my lap.
"Sooooo nice. I love how gently you are with your fingers, but how strong and firm your touch is. Lindsey is soooo fucking lucky!"
"Yeah. And I'm soooo fucking dead," I mumbled as I stroked her soft smooth pussy, letting my middle finger slide gently between her lips and dip deeper. I could feel her soft inner lips spread around my finger tip, pressing deeper until I could feel her pubic bone. I slid my finger from the entrance to her tunnel all the way along her pussy, sliding it up out of her soft confines as I pulled my finger softly across her clit. Each stroke drew my finger across that sensitive nub, making her hips buck toward me with each stroke.
She moved her hand to the waistband of my sweat pants and pulled out and down, exposing my engorged cock head inches from her face.
"Oh my god," I moaned as she lifted and turned her head, engulfing it in her hot mouth. "Oh fuck Crystal. We shouldn't be doing this," I moaned, my finger continuing its trip along her pussy despite my brain screaming that I shouldn't be doing this. Her had bobbed slightly working her lips up and down the two inches of cock that were exposed while my finger stroked her clit more quickly. "Oh god. Ohhhhhh fuck," I groaned as she licked and flicked my head in her mouth, driving my body wild and closer to climax with each passing second. "You keep doing that I'm gonna come!" I grunted, trying to hold back a massive load of pent up cum.
"Mmmmmm" was all she responded as she worked to slide her lips even farther down my shaft, her hips pushing toward my finger with each stroke.
I couldn't help myself any longer. My body bucked under her and I felt a huge gush of cum lance from my head into her mouth. To my surprise she didn't cough or gag or anything. She seemed, if nothing else, to be truly pleased to suck every bit of cum that was shooting from my cock. I sat there, trying to stroke her pussy as I jerked and twitched under her, my cock dumping shot after shot into her mouth. She pulled her mouth from my cock, letting the pants snap back over it and cover it again as she rolled onto her back. She spread her legs wide while she lifted her hands to her tits, squeezing and massaging them as she sprayed little streams of milk into the air.
"Oh fuck oh fuck!" she moaned as she planted her feet on the sofa and lifted her ass off the sofa, humping her hips up and her pussy into the air as I stroked my finger over and over across her clit. "OH GOD! OHHHHHHHHH SHIT!" she screamed as her body went rigid and trembled, her arms and legs shaking uncontrollably as she climaxed in front of me. For what seemed like minutes she shook and shuddered, finally lowering herself slowly to the sofa, her hands resting on her sexy tits. "Ohhhh fuck that was strong," she murmured. "Thank you." she said, abruptly pushing herself up from my lap. She walked to the kitchen area and put the breast milk into the fridge and then walked back past me and up the spiral stair case, still butt naked. "Good night, Robert!" she called from the stop of the stair before disappearing from sight.
I sat for a while longer, staring at the tv but barely even noticing the movie had long since ended. Finally I turned the light off and went to bed, pulling on a pair of flannel pj's before crawling into bed.
Morning came, or more to the point, the alarm started its incessant beeping, demanding that I get up and shut it off, which I did. I crawled from the bed, and padded to the bathroom. I turned on the light and took care of my morning business before heading back into the bedroom to dress. Only after I was naked did I remember I wasn't alone, and closed the bedroom and bathroom door in case she decided to come down before I was dressed. It was supposed to be a chilly morning, with unseasonably warm temperatures later in the day, so I chose a pair of light weight thermal underwear before pulling my typical camouflage hunting clothes on. Dressed and with my boots on I headed to the kitchen, calling up to the loft for Crystal to get up.



"Okay!" she called sleepily. I heard her feet on the stairs and turned to look at her coming down, rubbing the sleep from her eyes as she walked down the circular staircase completely naked. Her breasts, clearly engorged with milk seemed even bigger than the night before as they bounced and swayed on her chest. "Be there for breakfast in a minute." She yawned as she headed to the bathroom, not bothering to close the door, even though I really couldn't see anything from the kitchen anyway. I had bacon frying in the pan as she came out to the kitchen, still naked. She pulled the peanut butter jar from the fridge and sat on one of the kitchen chairs, leaning herself over slightly as she started expressing milk into the container from her right breast. Her left breast hung down until the nipple just brushed her thigh, leaking little drops of milk onto her leg.
"You could put clothes on," I said with a bit of a frown as I turned the bacon.
"You don't like seeing me naked?" she asked without looking up at me.
"I didn't say that."
"Then you do like seeing me naked."
"Yeah. Okay, but clothes?"
"Why? I don't wear any at home once the girls have gone to bed."
"This isn't home."
"No. I suppose if you really don't want me naked I can put something on."
"No point now. Breakfast will be ready in a minute. But you'll wanna dress warm to go out. If you go like that you'll freeze your ass off."
"Yeah. I've got plenty of warm clothes," she said, switching to the other breast, which was now visibly larger than the right. I took the bacon off the burner and moved another pan onto it, pouring mixed eggs into it to fry the scrambled eggs. By the time they were done so was she. She sat across from me, her tits wiggling with every move, keeping my hardon rock hard all through breakfast. It was almost a relief when she got up and walked naked to the stairs and up them to get dressed while I got the ATV out of the shed and got it ready to go.
"All set?" I asked ten minutes later when she came out of the cabin, her breath making small clouds with each breath in the crisp morning air.
"I think so."
"Gun, gear, ammo?"
"Check, check and check," she said with a smile. "All set."
I climbed into the ATV, my gear already secured, and held a hand out for her. She stepped onto the foot rest and swung over the seat behind me, holding onto her gun and pack with one hand. I took her gun and dropped it into the second gun holder and sat down, ready for the ride to the back end of the property and the stand I'd picked for today. It was one of the best spots, overlooking a small pond and a large food plot. It didn't matter if it rained or was sunny, since I'd built a permanent blind on stilts big enough for two, intending it to be used with my granddaughter when she got old enough to hunt.
It was a chilly ride, Crystal holding herself tightly against me for warmth and as a wind block as I drove down the trails at a good fifteen miles an hour in the darkness. I stopped a hundred yards or so from where we were going to hunt and shut down the ATV. "We walk from here," I said, pulling her rifle from the holder and holding it out.
"How far?"
"Only a hundred yards or so. Don't want to run right onto the food plot and scare the deer all away."
"Oh, okay. Do they not like the ATV?"
"It's not a natural predator, but the bigger, warier, bucks will smell it and go around," I said as I started pulling my pack off the front carrier. I flicked on a red headlamp and turned the ATV headlights off, dousing us in darkness for a few moments until our eyes started to adjust.
We walked down the path to the food plot, across it and then I helped her climb up the twelve feet into the stand. It wasn't fancy. Two by fours with a wood floor and metal sides and top. On a crisp morning like this it could be pretty chilly inside, but our body heat would soon start taking the nip out of the air inside the six foot by four foot building. When the sun came up it'd warm up considerably, having intentionally built it with dark brown sides and roof to let the sun warm it up in the cold fall days.
We settled in, I opened the windows and we waited for the sun to make its appearance on the horizon. I sat with my eyes closed, not quite sleeping but not really awake for nearly half an hour before the sun started to brighten the eastern sky. Slowly the sky changed from black to deep purple to dark blue with a tinge of orange, and finally to light blue as the sun struggled its way up toward the tree tops.
The weather was perfect, the location was known to be good, all we had to do was see a deer. I didn't even have my gun cocked. This trip was about coaching Crystal, so that was my focus.
"It's pretty out here," she whispered.
"Yep, all we need now is a deer," I whispered back.
"This is a good spot?"
"I've taken almost a dozen deer out of this clearing. They come for the pond water."
"Oh," she answered quietly.
We sat without talking for almost an hour before I saw the first signs of movement for the morning. It was dead still, no wind at all to cause the leaves to rustle, so seeing a slight movement out about a hundred yards through the brown leaves instantly drew my attention. "There," I whispered to Crystal, pointing toward the deer slowly making its way toward the food plot. It was a small buck, its four point antlers thin and spikey compared to a more mature buck. Young bucks seem to be a bit more stupid than older, more experienced bucks. If they live long enough they learn not to do dumb stuff like wander right out into the middle of an open food plot during gun season. How do they know it's gun season, you ask? I really don't know, but they always do.
Crystal got her gun up to fire and gently pushed it out the front window of the blind, pointing it down the length of the plot toward the buck as she settled herself on the gun for the shot. She moved her face half a dozen times, trying to get a good sight picture in her scope.
"Wait for him to turn broadside. See how he's sniffing the air? He's looking for a doe and he thinks he smells one."
"Predicable," she whispered back, waiting for the buck to decide where it was going to go.
While a head on shot can be effective, there isn't any point in ruining a lot of good meat with a shot down through his guts. "Okay. There he goes. Get ready. When you have a good broadside just aim at that point behind the shoulder and press one off."
"Got it," she whispered back as the deer started to turn to its right, exposing its side to us as it started walking toward the thicket on the rim of the pond.
"Any time," I whispered, not wanting her to miss the opportunity. CLICK! That's what I heard. No bang, no recoil of her body, no smoke out the barrel of the gun. Just one loud click.
"Fuck!" Crystal swore, pulling the gun in and cocking the lever to chamber a bullet. BY the time she got the gun out the window again the deer was behind the thicket and any chance at him was gone as well.
"So... you didn't cock your gun when we got settled in?"
"I thought I did," she said with a frown.
"Okay," I answered with a sigh, trying not to be annoyed. "Maybe he'll come back."
"I hope!" she answered, pulling gun in and setting it down again. "Oops." she said meekly.
"Yeah," I agreed, sitting back and sighing again. I wouldn't personally have harvested that deer, but for a first time hunter, anything brown is a good target. We sat silently for about ten minutes each of us with our own thoughts. Almost suddenly she stood up, well as much as you can in the low ceiling blind, and started peeling off her coat.
"You okay?"
"I thought you said it was going to be cold. It's getting flat hot in here."
"Yeah. Probably up over seventy in here already with the sun hitting us now. Not that warm out there though I guarantee."
"But I'm not sitting out there," she said quietly as she dropped her jacket on the ground and then sat down again, unlacing her boots.
"What are you doing?" I hissed quietly.
"Getting rid of these long johns. I'm roasting!" she whispered back as she pulled one boot off. She pulled the second boot off as soon as the first was sitting on the floor without her foot in it, then she stood up with her head bent down to not hit the metal roof. She undid the front of her camo pants and pushed them down, sliding them down her legs before sitting back down again. She pulled the legs off and dropped them on the floor of the blind before standing up again. I stared as she pushed the green long underwear down over her ass and down her legs. She sat down and worked the material down her legs, peeling it off over her feet, her heavy socks dragging off her feet at the same time. She tossed them on the pile with her pants and then pulled her t-shirt up and off, reaching last for her thermal long sleeved shirt, pulling it off as well. "There!" she said as she sat naked on the bench next to me. "Naked coed hunting!" she giggled.
"Um. Yeah," I agreed, not even bothering to hide my staring at her tits.
"So?"
"So what?"
"So? You gonna?"
"Gonna what?" I asked, not understanding what she was asking.
"Get undressed? I mean, the deer can't see us in here and it's not like anyone else will either."
"What? Get naked?"
"It wouldn't be coed naked hunting if you weren't naked too!" she chided me with a grin. "Come on!"
I looked at her, my brain still trying to work out what she was asking.
"This is so inappropriate!" I mused out loud.
"Oh. No more so than me lying on your lap while you squeezed milk from my tits, or me lying on your lap sucking your cock. No. I'd think those were much more inappropriate than being naked with me in a deer blind."
"Like I said."
"Oh come on. You wouldn't want me to tell your wife that you were playing with my tits, now would you?"
"You wouldn't!" I protested. "Besides...that was your idea."
"You really think she'd going to care whose idea it was? Besides, who do you think she'll believe? You saying it was my idea or me saying you undressed me and played with me while I was sleeping?"
"You wouldn't!"
"I might. But then I might not. I suppose it wouldn't be too hard to convince me not to say anything," she said thoughtfully, twisting on the bench seat to look at me with a crooked little grin.
"So I'm supposed to conclude that if I get naked with you, you won't tell her that I got naked with you. Or something to that effect."
"Something like that," she answered, the grin never leaving her face.
I sighed heavily. "Fine. I'm dead already, what's being more dead?"
"That's the spirit!" she said brightly as I bent over and started working on the laces of my boots. It only took a few short minutes for me to pull off all my clothes, Crystal taking each item from me and tossing them out the window in front of us, leaving both of us naked with nothing to wear but our boots. "There. Now it's really naked coed hunting!" she giggled.
"So it would seem," I answered her.
She stood up, at least as much as she could in the somewhat low ceiling building. She swiveled herself around and sat on my lap, her back to my chest, and swung her right leg over mine. She leaned her back to my chest and pulled my hands around her, guiding them up to her breasts. "I really need to have some milk expressed. I'd much rather you do it for me."
"I see. So all this, getting naked, was to get me to play with your tits?"
"More or less", she giggled, reaching down between both our legs for my half hard cock. "You play with the top, I'll take care of the bottom," she whispered, lifting my cock up and pressing it against her pussy. I could feel the heat of her body soaking into my cock as I hardened against her wet lips. Her hand gently stroked up and down the bottom side of my cock, teasing under my head and making me grow in her hand. "You can start any time you want," she said softly.
I began to gently squeeze and massage her tits working the milk engorging her breasts toward her nipples and then spraying the multiple tiny streams out of each distended nipple. I felt the little streams rain down on my legs. Over and over I pressed the little streams from her breasts, spraying her milk in multiple directions at once. I could feel it raining down not only on my legs, but on her as well, coalescing into little droplets and running down her body, over her thighs and down between her legs. I could feel the wetness of her milk lubricating us as she gently rocked her hips on my lap, working her fat lips up and down, pulling me against her and spreading her lips with my shaft.
"Mmmmmmm. You feel so good. I really want to feel you farther into me."
"Not sure I can get much deeper."
"Oh trust me. I can get you sooooo much deeper," she moaned as she pushed with her feet, lifting herself off my lap as she pulled my cock harder against her.
"Oh shit," I groaned as I felt my head press between her lips, her heat engulfing my head as she let her weight down on me. I felt my head press against her tunnel opening, her small opening refusing to allow my fat mushroom head to enter further. Before I could protest she lowered more weight onto me and her body expanded to allow me in.
"Ohhhhhh fuck!" she moaned as she slid down my shaft, her ass resting against my body once again, my cock deep inside her. "Sooooo fucking big."
"We really shouldn't be doing this," I groaned, wanting to stop but at the same time listening to my body which definitely didn't want to stop anything. She started lifting and dropping herself on me, slowly at first, her hands capturing mine on her tits and pulling them to cover both breasts, my palms pressed to her nipples. Up and down she slid, moaning loudly as her strokes increased in speed, her ass wetly slapping my milk covered thighs.
"Oh yes. We most definitely should be doing this!" she moaned loudly after nearly a minute of bouncing on my cock. "Sooo should be doing this. God I'm going to come sooooo fucking fast. Come with me. Come with me honey!"
"Uh huh," was all I could answer as her sweet velvety soft pussy stroked up and down my shaft. I felt her quiver around me, her legs and hands shaking as she held me against her tits.
"Fuck me baby. Fuuuuuuuuck meeeeee!" she cried as her whole body trembled on me. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft as she continued bouncing on me, her coordination not what it had been, but enough to keep stroking me with her pulsating pussy.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body jerked, unable to hold back the flood any longer. My body lifted her up as a massive surge of pent up cum pushed up into her, flooding her pussy.
"YES! FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body dissolved into shudders and trembles, giving up any pretense of riding up and down my cock.
"AHHHHHG!" I groaned again as another massive surge of cum lanced up into her. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around my cock almost in time with the surges of cum pushing into her.
"Ohhhh god yes," she moaned softly.
Crystal sat on my lap, little shudders of pleasure still running through her body sporadically, my cock twitching as the remnants of my intense climax eased away. My hands, once again cupping her soft breasts, continued to gently knead them, more milk still oozing from her hard nipples.
"Damn that was good. I haven't been fucked to orgasm since I got pregnant with Alley!"
"Alley?"
"Yeah. My youngest. She's a year and a half now."
"Oh. I guess I can see why you wanted this then," I answered quietly, starting to feel very guilty about what we'd just done.
"Yeah. Even for women a long time isn't fun. Guys don't think women have those same needs and urges, but we do. Only difference is it doesn't show on the outside quite as obviously as a nice hard cock. But yeah, I still look at cute guys in Walmart and wonder how good he is in bed."
"Didn't know that," I answered her, my hands still massaging her breasts. "So what now?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, it's not like I really have any desire to leave my wife. What we have is good."
"Uh huh. Except for the sex. I know. She and I have talked about it."
"You've talked about our sex life?"
"Oh yeah. We talk about all kinds of things on the ride to and from work. Her life, my life, you, my ex, how badly I wanna get fucked but can't seem to find a guy that'll stay around past the first date when they find out I have two kids less than five."
"Yeah I can see where that'd be a problem," I agreed.
"So that's when I came up with this idea. You need sex, I want sex, you're not getting it at home and I'm not getting it at all. This is a perfect solution."
"Yeah. Except I'm cheating on Lindsey!" I said with a scowl. "How the hell am I going to tell her about this?"
"Who says you have to?" she asked, wiggling on my quickly deflating cock.
"We don't keep secrets."
"I think you should keep this one. Besides I don't think she'll mind you keeping it."
"I rather doubt that. Cheating on her is one thing, but doing that and then hiding it is another!"
"Well. Just think of this as a very personal birthday present then!" she said with a smile in her voice. "So how long before you get hard again?"
"Why? You think we're doing this again?"
"Sure. Why not? I mean we're both naked, we've already done it once. What can it hurt? It's not like doing it again is any more or less cheating than doing it once. Might as well enjoy yourself if you have to pay the price, right?"
"I'm not sure it works that way."
She pushed herself up off of me, my now soft cock slipping from her. She turned around and wedged herself between the bench and the front wall kneeling down between my legs. I stared at her in surprise as she leaned her face toward my cock and engulfed it with her hot wet mouth.
"Oh damn!" I groaned as she swirled her tongue around my softened cock. She held me with her fingers and started to bob her head, teasing my cock with each stroke back and then opening her mouth again enough to let my cock push back in. On and off she bobbed, coaxing my cock harder by the second, her mouth no longer able to contain my full length after a few short minutes of this treatment.
"There. I knew you weren't a one-shot wonder!" she said with a smile as she stood up. "This time you get to do the work!"
She stepped from between my legs and bent over, pushing her ass out at me. "So. You gonna fuck me?"
"Why the hell not. I'm already dead when Lindsey finds out!"
"That's the spirit!" she giggled as I stood up. I turned myself behind her and aimed my again hard cock at her pussy, her arched back pushing her glistening lips out between her legs at me. I rubbed my engorged head up and down her lips, splitting her full round outer lips with my head and teasing her clit with the tip. With each slow stroke of my head up between her lips she pushed back, trying to force me into her. If I was going to get slammed for fucking up, I might as well do it right!
After what felt like five minutes of teasing us both, her moans and pleas to "push it in already " had grown loud enough and insistent enough that I doubted there were any deer within a quarter mile of us. I let her push back one more time, rubbing my head in little circles around her clit before sliding it again up between her lips toward her tunnel opening.
"OH FUCK!" she screamed as I drove fully into her in one swift stroke. "Holy fucking shit!" she moaned as I stood there, just holding my cock in her, letting her body adjust to the intruder deep within her. "Fuck I wasn't expecting that!" she moaned, starting to wiggle her ass around on me.
"Good," I answered, holding her hips and starting to draw slowly back. I pulled back until just my head remained inside her and then slid forward again, a long slow moan escaping her lips.



"Ohhhh god," she moaned softly as I stroked again. Slightly quicker. I was soon sliding rhythmically in and out of her pussy, my still milk-wet thighs slapping wetly against her firm tight ass cheeks. I slid my hands down around her body, finding her wildly swinging tits and capturing them. In and out I pushed, her body responding in time with mine, her thrusts back driving me hard into her with each stroke. We were fucking with abandon, neither of us caring how much noise we made, both of us reveling in the sensations our bodies were imparting in the other. In and out I drove, the rhythmic slap slap of our bodies and the almost continuous moans and gaps from Crystal driving my climax closer and closer.
"Fuck. I'm gonna come!" I panted, knowing from the spreading tingle that I was almost to the point of no return.
"Do it! "Fuck my hot little cunt! God damn you're going to make me come too!!" she answered between panted breaths. "So mother fucking close!"
"Uh huh!" I grunted as my cock swelled inside her. Only half a dozen strokes later my body jerked, driving me hard into her and drawing a loud cry of surprise and pleasure. A gush of hot cum lanced out of me deep into her, filling what little space existed between her tight pussy walls and my engorged cock. I felt her quiver, the sensation just barely in my perception range as my body jerked again, adding another shot of cum into her. I stood there, panting, my cock continuing to add more to the copious load as my body twitched and jerked spasmodically.
"Oh my god," she moaned loudly, pulling herself off my cock and out of my grasp. She sat down hard on the bench, her back against the door side of the blind, one foot on the bench and the other on the floor, her legs spread as far as the position would allow. She reached down and gently stroked herself, our combined cum leaking from her onto the bench. "Damn. It's a shame Lindsey doesn't get turned on much anymore. If you fucked like that every time I'd never let you get dressed!" she said with a breathless giggle. "Damn!"
"Uh huh" was all I could answer as I sat down to catch my breath. I sat looking out the little window, not so much looking for deer as letting everything sink in. I'd just cheated on my wife, twice, and enjoyed the hell out of it. What did that say about me as a person and husband. No, I was going to have to tell her, but how? How did I not get Crystal in trouble too? I wasn't at all sure this little escapade wasn't going to ruin my marriage and Crystal's friendship with my wife, though the second was of far less concern than the first.
"I think we need to go in," I said abruptly.
"Okay. But our clothes are out there!" Crystal said, pointing to the window.
"You threw them out, you go get em," I chuckled.
"But it's cold out there! I'll freeze my ass off!"
"If that's all that this costs us it'll be cheap," I answered.
It took a couple minutes, but she finally worked up the courage to pull her boots on and climb to get our clothes. She tossed them up into the blind through the door and then climbed in herself, shaking from the still chilly air, not that it was all that warm inside either after she left the door open while she was recovering our stuff. She moved to me and sat on my lap again, pulling my arms around her body to warm back up. I held her for several minutes, my hands cupping both breasts and idly toying with them.
"You keep that up and you're gonna have to fuck me again," she whispered.
"Oh. Sorry," I mumbled sliding my hands from her tits down to her waist.
"I'm not!" she replied, reaching for my hands and pulling them back up to her tits. "I was enjoying it. Just saying that it's getting me all turned on again. You might have to fuck me again when we get back,"
"I'm not sure that's a good idea. We're already in trouble as it is. "
"Maybe. Maybe not, " she giggled. "Come on. I need a shower and so do you. I wonder if we can both fit in that little shower stall at once?"
"Lindsey and I have," I answered before realizing that it was meant as an invitation.
"Good! Let's go then!"
We dressed to head back in, neither of us bothering with underwear since we were obviously just taking everything back off anyway. We made the trip back on the ATV silently, I presumed each of us lost in our own thoughts. I parked in front of the cabin and we carried our gear in, feeling the warmth of the wood stove.
Crystal stripped again in front of me, clearly ready for more. Instead of coming to me, though, she walked up the stairs to the loft. "Come on. I have something for you up here!" she said as she climbed up the spiral stairs.
"Sure," I answered following up, still wearing my boots and pants, but nothing else. She was standing next to the bed her hands behind her back, a crooked little smile on her face.
"Here!" she said as I walked closer, handing me a small blue envelope. "Read it!"
I turned it over and saw "to MLH" written on the front in my wife's distinctive feminine handwriting. I opened the envelope and pulled out a birthday card. "To my sweet loving husband" it said on the front. I opened it and read the pre-printed message. "If only I could find the way to tell you how wonderful and special you are. You are one of a kind and I'll love you forever!"
Below that was her note. "I've watched too many of our friends divorce late in life because of their sex lives. I don't want that to happen to us. You are too good to me in so many ways that I'm not willing to lose you to our sexual incompatibility. I know eventually we will be together on that again, but for now I have to find a way to keep you happy. So for this day, your birthday, my gift to you is Crystal. Enjoy whatever you wish with her. You have my blessing on whatever you do. All I ask is that you save your love for me, and that at the end of the weekend you answer but one question. Did you enjoy my present? I don't want to know more than that. I love you. Happy birthday!"
"So last night, today, you knew this all along?"
"Yep for weeks now. So. Wanna go take that shower? There are a lot of hours and ways to fuck yet today!"
I looked down at the card again and shook my head in wonder. "Might as well. Do you come with cake too?"
"You'll have to wait till later to find out!" she said as she stepped towards me, her arms out. She pressed her soft tits against my chest and her lips to mine for a long sensual kiss. "Shower?" she whispered questioningly as she broke the minutes long kiss.
"Might as well." I whispered back, wondering just how I was going to thank my wife for such an incredible gift.
The end...or is it?
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When my dad married my step mom almost ten years ago, I thought it was the most unfair thing in the entire universe. It was hard enough to lose my mom but to get a new one... that was just not right. I swore she'd never be mom to me. I had no idea at the time just how wrong I'd be. The other thing that I was so wrong about was my step sister. Girls had cooties and step sisters even worse. My parents thought it was cute that we were practically twins, same age and same birthday. Darlene never let me forget though, that she was my older sister by half a dozen hours.
Yeah. Life then was very unfair. In many ways it still was. I'm kinda nerdy and she has her mom's killer looks. All through high school she had her pick of the boys and was part of the "cool" crowd, though I was surprised she spurned the advances of all the jocks. Most of her friends "tolerated" me because she was my sister and for reasons I never quite figured out, she "wanted" me to hang out with her. It'd been that way since our sophomore year of high school. She'd be getting ready to go to a football or basketball game and come to my room partly dressed, but with all the important parts covered, to make sure I was getting ready to go with her. On more than a few occasions I'd seen her in nothing but panties and a bra. Even for a sister she had killer looks and more than once I'd had hot dreams about her and her equally hot friends.
Tonight was following her typical pattern. She was well aware that I didn't have a girlfriend and invited me to go with her and one of her friends to a movie. She said it was just as friends, but I had no doubt that this was her idea of fixing me up on a date. A birthday date no less. I suspected this one would end, pretty much the same as all of them did. That didn't stop me from fantasizing the way any nineteen-year-old, well nineteen tomorrow, would.
After my shower I found myself standing in front of my desk, my computer playing a video of a buxom teen bent over with a guy pounding into her, her tits swinging wildly as she moaned and cried in ecstasy. It was a scene I'd gotten off to many times, fantasizing about any number of girls my sister had tried to fix me up with. Tonight was no exception. Amy was one hot number. Big tits, skinny waist, nice full ass, long brown hair down almost to her ass, a slightly Asian look to her round smiling face. Yeah she could easily make a ton of money in the porn industry. Why she agreed to go out with me was a mystery, but that didn't stop me from standing there naked, stroking myself closer and closer to release, picturing Amy bent over with me behind her pounding away!
"Robbie! Did you dump over my body wash and leave it to?... holy shit!" Dee said as she stepped into my room without knocking, holding a towel around her body with one hand and a nearly empty plastic bottle in the other.
"God, Dee! You could knock!" I cried in a combination of frustration, surprise and anger, trying unsuccessfully to cover my cock which was only moments from release, and unfortunately beyond the point of no return. "Oh fuck!" I grunted, trying to turn away from her as the first squirt of cum lanced out of my cock into the air, propelled by an involuntary jerk of my hips, not toward the waiting towel but launching toward my dresser. "Oh fuck." I mumbled in embarrassment as half a dozen shots exited my engorged head, landing in all sorts of unintended places. I wrapped my hand around my cockhead to stem the flow and walking the few steps to my bed, sitting down hard on the edge and trying to stay facing away from my sister.
"Hey! Robert! I'm sorry," Dee said quietly.
"Just go," I answered despondently. I heard her sigh softly and the door close. I let out a deep sigh myself, stood and turned to get the towel on the chair intended to catch what was now spread on the carpet and down the front of my dresser, not to mention my hand. I froze when I turned, Dee still standing in my room her back to my door, looking at me. "I thought you left," I said with a scowl, trying to cover my still half hard cock.
"You were supposed to," she answered, pushing away from the door. She took three steps toward me and pulled the towel from around her, exposing her entire naked body to me for the first time. I'd seen her tits and pussy in partly see through panties and bras before, but this was ... damn! Her tits were like two creamy tan teardrops on her chest, her nipples hard and protruding from the center of two perfectly round pink areolae, each covering nearly a quarter of the front of each breast. Her mound was covered in light downy brown curls, trimmed into a triangle that disappeared down between her legs.
She took two more steps toward me stopping in front of me and reaching with one hand for the hand I had covering my shrinking cock. She knelt in front of me, pulling my hand away and reaching with the other, holding her towel, toward my groin.
"That was my fault. I should have knocked," she said quietly as she gently used the towel to wipe the cum from around my cock. She let go of my hand and gently lifted my mostly soft cock in her palm, practically caressing it as she cleaned the cum from it with the corner of her towel. Her touch and the sight of her face, only a foot or so from my cock, quickly had it growing in her hand. When she had me cleaned off she stood up and turned to face away from me. "Guess I better clean this up too!" she said, stepping to the dresser and bending over slightly to wipe the cum off the front. The farther down she cleaned the more her ass pushed out at me until I could clearly see her full round pussy lips and the feathery inner lips pushing from between them. She rubbed her towel on the dresser front and then the carpet, practically bent double with her feet spread slightly and her legs straight. Her pussy pushed out at me as she backed slowly toward me, wiping the cum from my carpet.
I stood there staring at her, my cock growing harder by the second as she backed toward me, her pussy finally pushing against my now rock hard shaft. My dick nestled into the crack of her ass and I could feel her hot wetness pressed against my balls. She held herself there for long seconds, her hips moving almost imperceptibly from side to side before abruptly pulling away and standing upright again.
"I think I'll use your towel for now," she said as she reached for my towel on the chair. She wrapped it around herself and smiled. "Least I could do was clean up the mess I made. Don't take too long. Don't want to be late, right?"
"Yeah," I answered dumbly as she opened the door and walked out.
"Oh, my god," I breathed as I dropped back onto the bed, my raging hardon pointing to the ceiling. I closed my eyes and let the image of her nude body and the heat I still felt from where she pressed her pussy against me flow over me. I barely recognized my own hand wrapped around my virgin cock, stroking it as my mind imagined me pushing my head down and letting my shaft slide into her. My mind was only brought back to reality with the sensation of my own cum landing on my chest as I climaxed again, my mind imagining it happening deep inside her.
As usual I was ready way before she was. Amy had already arrived and the two were in Dee's room doing who knows what. I looked at my watch and walked down the hall to her door, knocked and called through the door, "Dee, gonna be late!"
Before I could turn and walk away the door opened and Amy and Dee stood there in very short sexy dresses, Amy in an entirely different outfit than the jeans she arrived in. "We're ready!" Amy said with a smile. "Gotta give a girl a chance to get all fixed up, right?"
"Yeah. I guess," I answered as they walked past me, both of them swinging their hips exaggeratedly as they went down the hall.
"Come on little brother, I'm driving!" Dee said, waving her car keys in the air ahead of me. I shrugged and followed them down the hall and out the front door. The back seat of her car was small, much smaller than in my car, so I hoped I wouldn't be forced to sit back there, but with three of us, one of us would be relegated to the tight confines. Amy opened the passenger door and held the seat tipped forward, a clear invitation for me to climb in the back. Well so much for comfort. I folded myself down into the back seat, trying to find a comfortable way to sit with my legs way too long for the close space. I finally ended up sitting on the driver's side with my feet in the passenger side foot hole. I expected Amy to flip the seat back and climb into the front, but to my surprise she ducked down and climbed into the back with me.
"Now this is cozy!" she said sweetly as she sat down in the middle, leaning her body at an angle against mine so her back and side were pressed to my side and chest, her legs and feet pressed against mine. She reached for my hand and pulled it from between us, wrapping it around her shoulder and draping it down over her chest. "I'll get the seat belts!" she said with a giggle, twisting herself around practically lying on top of me to reach the end down by the door. I could feel her tits pressed against my chest, her hard nipples poking through the thin dress top, my arm now lying over her long hair spread down her back. "You're not trying to take advantage of me and playing with my ass, are you?" she whispered, her face inches from mine as she took much longer than needed to get the end of the seatbelt.
"Um no," I answered in surprise.
"Why not? You don't like my butt? Is it too big?"
"No!" I answered quickly. "I think it's just about perfect!"
"About? Maybe you need to check it out and see if it's about or if it is perfect!" she whispered, reaching around behind herself for my hand. She pulled my hand down her butt farther, making me stretch to follow where she was guiding me. I let my fingers, and then my palm, touch her soft bare thigh, before she pushed my hand back up again, dragging the short skirt up until my hand was resting on her bare ass cheek. "About? Or IS perfect?"
"Definitely IS perfect!" I stammered, feeling heat of her skin on my hand.
"As much as I'm enjoying this, We'd better get buckled," she cooed softly, pushing herself up enough to twist and roll in my arm again to sit on the seat next to me. She clicked my belt into its buckle and then pulled her seat belt around her waist and buckled it into the end I was practically sitting on.
"Okay you two. Don't do anything I wouldn't do!" my sister called from the front seat, clicking off the dome light and dropping the little car in reverse.
Amy turned her head and whispered to me, "somehow the seat belt got all tangled with my skirt. Would you be a dear and fix it for me?"
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I responded, not at all sure what to make of Amy's sexy behavior. I'd met Amy lots of times in the past few years, but I never saw this side of her or anything even remotely showing interest in me other than as Dee's brother.
"You're not bashful, are you?" she whispered when I didn't move my hand toward her. In the darkness of the back seat she slid her hand across my chest and down my left arm, tugging my hand toward her body. I felt her press my palm against her dress covered breast and then slide it down, moving it over her firm stomach, across her seatbelt and down onto her completely bare thigh. She pressed my fingers down between her legs and drew my hand back up her thigh until my fingers pressed against her completely bare pussy. I could feel the wetness of her soft lips with the sides of my fingers as her hand left mine. In the darkness of the back seat I could see and feel her moving but it was hard to tell what she was doing until she pulled my right arm further up around her neck and my hand down her chest, pressing my palm against her bare breast.
"The advantage of a strapless top!" she giggled quietly.
"What are you two up to back there? Sounds like no good to me."
"Just giving him a chance to feel up a real woman!" Amy answered my sister.
"A real woman? As compared to what?" I asked, somewhat taken aback by the comment.
"A virtual woman of course silly!" Amy replied.
"Oh shit. Dee! Tell me you didn't tell her what I think you did!" I practically hollered at my sister in the front seat.
"Well...maybe!" she squeaked back.
"Oh shit!" I mumbled, pulling my hands from her body. No wonder she was doing this. Giving the poor pitiful guy a cheap thrill!
"I AM NOT!" Amy protested.
"Shit. Did I say that out loud too?" I asked with a scowl, not that she could see it in the dark anyway.
"You did. And I'm not giving you a cheap thrill. I'm... well I'm not sure what I'm doing. But it was feeling good. Just because your sister happened to see you jacking off isn't the end of the world. And the only reason she told me is because your cock looked so good she wanted to throw your ass on the bed and fuck you like a mad woman!"
"AMY!" Dee shouted from the front seat. "You weren't supposed to tell!"
"Well I did. There, now it's out in the open. Dee says you have a great cock and wants to fuck it. I know you have gentle hands and I was enjoying them just fine. And yes, I'm hoping to get to see that cock! And you just wasted all our play time because we're there!" Amy said a bit angrily as we pulled into the theater lot, the lights flooding in the window and illuminating Amy's practically nude body. "You owe me!" she said as she sat up in the seat and pulled her dress top up over her full round tits, her lap still bare, with the skirt pulled up around her waist.
I was still trying to figure out what just happened and how I needed to respond when Dee pulled the little car into a parking space. We were barely stopped when Amy, her seatbelt already unbuckled, leaned forward, pushing the seat back forward so she could reach the door handle. Her skirt was stuck up around her waist, her bare pussy and ass sticking out at me for several seconds before she got the door open and stepped out, finally able to pull her skirt back down where it belonged. She took off walking toward the theater with her arms crossed over her chest, not waiting for either of us.
"I think you pissed her off!" Dee said as we walked quickly after her.
"It would seem," I answered.
"Sorry about telling her. I didn't mean for her to tell you that."
"You really said that? You wanted to fuck me?"
"After all these years, you haven't figured out yet that I've been waiting for you to give me some indication that you might want to too?"
"I didn't get that, no."
"Guys are so fucking dense some times," she huffed.
I was dumbfounded. I followed along silently to the theatre, in to get tickets, which Dee bought, and then into the screening room. This theater had those nice reclining seats, and there weren't all that many people in the theater. Just the same, instead of a nice middle seat, Dee led us up the stairs to almost the back row of seats. Half way across, under the little windows of the projector room she stopped and sat down, Amy sitting on the other side of me.
The first half of the movie went normally, the three of us passing the big bucket of popcorn and soda back and forth. Things changed somewhat after the lead actor and another of the actresses had to practically strip naked to tie their clothes together to make a rope to climb down from where the bad guys were keeping them captive. I passed the popcorn to Amy on my left, and after taking the bucket from me, she grabbed my hand and pulled it to her lap, sliding it up under her skirt and against her wet pussy.
"I'm not waiting all night for you to figure it out," she whispered as she rolled her body to pass the bucket across me to Dee. She wiggled in the recliner, sliding herself closer to me and pulling her skirt up almost to her waist. Once she was settled back in her chair she spread her legs wide, one foot reaching all the way over to my footrest and across my calf. She found my hand and pulled it back to her now exposed pussy. I sat there, my hand between her legs, not quite sure what she expected me to do in such a public place.
"You're supposed to play with her pussy!" my sister whispered, leaning over toward me far enough that I could feel her breath on my cheek. I also felt her hand in my lap, deftly undoing my belt and pants with one hand. I nearly groaned audibly at the feeling of her hot hand pulling my hard cock out of my boxers and then wrapping around it.
"Me too!" Amy whispered, reaching her right hand into my lap and wrapping it around my cock with Dee's.
I felt Dee pull her hand away, and then in the light of the movie screen, wiggle around on the seat, moving herself closer to me in her chair. Her hand found my right hand and pulled it into her lap, pressing my fingers against her also bare pussy.
"Oh fuck" I groaned.
"Not here. Maybe later if you do a good job!" Dee whispered with a grin. "So make with the fingers."
Before today I'd never even seen a real up close pussy, let alone touched one. Now I had my fingers in two at once. I felt like my cock was going to explode in Amy's hand any second, which I figured wouldn't be a good idea. Rather than come all over myself I did what I could to stave off the inevitable and went to work stroking each of them. I worked my fingers up and down their slits, trying to worm my fingers deeper into them. Apparently not the right thing to do. Amy grabbed my hand and pulled it from her pussy and then gently guided my fingers back to rub up and down her wet lips, varying how deep they pushed between them, but always drawing them all the way up to the end of her slit and across the hard nub I could feel there.
"Much better," Amy said breathlessly, gasping slightly each time I stroked up across her clit. Her hand slowly stroked my cock in return, her strokes timed with mine so that each time my fingers bounced over her clit her hand was stroking over my engorged head.
I could feel her pussy getting wetter by the second, her hips trying to lift off the seat toward my fingers with each stroke.
"Mmmmmmmm. Oh god you're going to make me come!" She whispered urgently after long minutes of stroking both of them, one with each hand.
"I am?"
"Uh huh!" she squeaked softly, her hand pulling from my cock to the arm of her chair. She lifted herself off the chair slightly as her legs began to tremble, a long soft moan slipping from her lips and thankfully drowned out by the music. "Oh god!" she breathed loudly as she held herself off the seat, her whole body seeming to shake and tremble. After what seemed like several minutes she dropped heavily into the seat and pulled my hand from her pussy. "Enough for now," she panted.
"Good?" I whispered.
"Oh yeah!" she answered.
I looked over at Dee, my right hand still gently stroking her. She was starting at the movie screen, biting her lower lip and squeezing her right breast through her dress top.
"She's coming too!" Amy whispered in my ear. I looked back and she was twisted in the chair leaning her body toward me.
I looked back and saw Dee open her mouth and gasp as little shudders shook her next to me. I was still staring at her when everything changed. The hot wetness around my cock sent immediate attention signals to my brain. I looked down at my cock only to find it completely obscured by Amy's head and her long brown hair. I felt as much as saw her start to bob her head up and down my shaft, driving her wet lips up and down my shaft, her hand following her lips as it slid along my saliva coated shaft.
"Ohhhhh fuck," I groaned softly as her tongue swirled around my head, causing my whole body to try and buck up toward her face.
She pulled her face off my cock and turned it to look up at me, a scowl on her face. "Shhhhh! You wanna get caught?" she whispered before turning her head back to my cock.



"Uhhhhhhh god," I breathed softly, making sure I was nowhere near as loud as the movie. I tried to hold still, but couldn't seem to hold my hips from lifting toward her mouth each time she plunged down my shaft. I had one hand trapped between Amy's thighs, my forearm pinned against the chair's arm rest by her tits, and my other being held between her legs by Dee as she sat panting in the chair on my right.
"Oh god," I squeaked, trying to stay quiet as Amy grabbed my balls and squeezed them slightly, sending surges of fire through my body. I bucked up at her uncontrollably, jamming my cock into her mouth as a massive gush of cum raced its length to spray deep in her mouth. I expected her to pull her face from my cock, but to my surprise she held her mouth on my cock, sucking each surge of cum from me. I sat there twitching and jerking for what felt like an hour before my body finally subsided and I was just occasionally twitching.
"There. That should hold you a little while," Amy said with a grin.
"Oh god. I don't believe you just did that!" Dee whispered as she looked at her friend past me.
"Why not?" she whispered back, licking her lips exaggeratedly. "It's yummy!" She sat back with a grin on her face, her skirt still up her thighs high enough for me to easily see her pussy in the light from the movie screen. She pulled my hand back from my lap and then lay the recliner back, drawing my hand back to her bare thigh.
I barely paid attention to the rest of the movie, instead being distracted by both my hands in their laps and theirs in mine. The remaining half hour of the movie was spent stroking and teasing, at one point, Amy even pulling her dress top down to expose her breasts in the theater. By the time the movie ended I was horny as hell, and I suspected that they were as well. I climbed in back and dropped into the seat at an angle, much like I had on the way. I wasn't surprised to have Amy crawl in with me, nearly lying on top of me. With a grin, she reached between us, working my pants apart and working them down as far as she could, my rock hard cock trapped between us. She pushed my shirt up, working my polo up higher until I finally had to lift my arms and let her push it all the way off, leaving me naked from the thighs up.
"Much better," she whispered, pushing herself up my body farther and pulling the top of her dress down again. "Dee. Why don't we go to my house? My folks are gone tonight."
"You sure?" Dee asked.
"Unless you want me fucking him in the back seat of your car, yeah!" Amy answered with a giggle. "So, stud. You like to suck tits?"
"Never have," I answered a little nervously, though I was unsure if it was because I was with a nearly naked woman for the first time, or if it was because I was afraid of getting caught like this.
"Ohhhhhhh Honey, are you a virgin?" she whispered questioningly as she lifted one of her breasts toward my lips.
"Um. No. Not at all," I lied.
She giggled and shook her head. "Explains the theater. Just suck my nipple into your mouth and tease it with your tongue. Be gentle and change what you do frequently," she coaxed me as I opened my mouth and let her squeeze her breast into a pointed cone and offer the areola and nipple to my mouth. I closed my lips around her areola and circled my tongue around and around her hard nipple, occasionally flicking it back and forth as Dee drove us out of the parking lot and onto the highway. "Very good," she whispered, grinning at me. "Unzip my dress."
"You sure?" I asked, pulling my mouth from her tit for a second.
"Oh yeah," she grinned. "Zipper's in the back!" she whispered as I slid my hands up her sides. I felt around her back until I found the little zipper pull and then slid it down, stopping where it ended at the small of her back. "Now push it down. Go ahead. I want you to," she whispered, lifting herself off of me enough to create a space between us. I slid the material down her body as she asked, allowing her to lift herself even more as I got it down to her hips. I slipped the whole slinky dress over her hips and ass before she lay down on top of me again, her bare body pressing against mine. She wiggled herself around and soon had her dress all the way off, one leg on either side of me, her soft body pressing against me and trapping my hardon between us. She leaned her face down to mine and gave me a long soft kiss, her lips sucking my lower lip for a moment as she pulled her face away from mine. "You ready for this?"
"For what?" I asked, hoping she meant what thought she meant.
"This," she whispered so quietly I nearly didn't hear her. I felt her hand snake down between us as she lifted herself along my body, her tits nearly brushing my face before I felt my head move from between us. Her hand grasped my cock and I felt her hot pussy press against my engorged head as she rubbed me back and forth between her wet lips. I felt my head press into a depression. With a soft moan she pushed herself down against me, pressure building on my head until I suddenly slid deeper into her, almost as if I had made it past a restriction. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned as she rocked her hips, wiggling my cock inside her as she worked herself slowly down my shaft. "Oh god you feel big," she moaned more loudly.
"Amy? Are you doing what I think you are?" Dee called from the front seat.
"Fucking a hot cock? Oh god damn yes!" Amy answered as she started sliding herself up my shaft, lifting her tits from my chest until they bumped into my face, only my head still inside her before she pushed back down again with a long groan.
"Jesus, Amy! It's my brother for god's sake!"
"I know. And god does he feel good!" she moaned in response, bouncing herself more quickly up and down my shaft.
"God, Amy!" Dee cried from the driver's seat.
"What? Just because you want it and I got it first?" Amy moaned as she lifted and pushed herself on my shaft, her incredibly soft, hot pussy caressing every inch of my hard shaft. I could feel my engorged head sliding in and out of her, expanding her as she moved up and down on me. "Oh god this is good. I just wish there was more room back here," she groaned to my sister.
"Jesus, Amy," Dee said from the front seat, irritation clear in her voice. "You couldn't even wait until we got to your house?"
"Uh uh. Not after sucking him off in the theater," Amy answered a bit breathlessly, her body still rocking up and down my shaft, her tits alternately pressing to my chest and then swinging up to my face. I held her hips, letting my hands move with her as she drove me ever closer to climax.
"God. I'm gonna come," I grunted in warning, expecting her to pull off or something.
"So come baby! I'm ready!" Amy groaned as she continued rocking up and down on me.
I held myself back as long as I could, and then, my body screaming for release with more intensity than I could ever remember feeling before, my body jerked hard under her, driving my cock deep into her and spurting a massive squirt of cum into her. "Shit," I grunted as my body bucked again, adding more to what I had already deposited inside her. She felt my second surge of cum and jammed herself down hard on me, grinding her pelvis against the base of my cock as she shuddered and trembled.
"Ohhhhh god yes. God yes," she moaned, panting slightly, her completely naked body trembling on top of me in the tight confines.
"God Amy! Did you just come on my brother?"
"Yeah. And he did too," Amy moaned softly.
"Robbie!?" She called from the front seat.
"Yeah, sis?" I asked as breathless as Amy was.
"Did you?"
"Uh huh. Damn did that feel good."
"Oh shit," Dee said as she slowed and turned into a driveway. "I don't believe you two. Fucking in my back seat."
"Better than in your bed!" Amy answered her. "Though I'm starting to think that's exactly where the three of us need to end up."
"The three of us?" Dee asked in surprise.
"Hell yeah. You're the one that said you wanted to learn how to suck dick. Can't think of a sexier one to try out," Amy said, twisting herself around and rolling off of me as Dee stopped the car in front of a small two story house.
"Come on, Amy. He's my brother!"
"STEP brother!" Amy answered her as she leaned forward and pushed the front seat to get to the door handle.
"You're not going in naked? Are you?" Dee asked as Amy pushed the car door open.
"Sure, why not. It's only a little chilly," she said, climbing out of the car, leaving her clothes on the back seat. She turned and reached down for my pants that were bunched around my knees. She grinned at me and pulled them down to my ankles, pulling my shoes off and tossing them back into the car before pulling my pants the rest of the way off. "Now you're as naked as me," she grinned as she held a hand out. "Come on, before I freeze my tush off!"
"Sure," I answered, staring at how her tits hung down below her chest, wiggling and swaying as she stood bent at the waist, half in and half out of the back seat of my sister's car. I slid out, letting her pull back and stand up in the dark driveway completely naked. My feet hit the cold cement and I squeaked in surprise. "Sissy!" she giggled as she took my hand and pulled me toward the front of the house, her little purse in her hand. "Come on, Dee!" she called over her shoulder as she pulled me along toward the front door.
"Amy! What are you doing?" Dee called as she followed along behind us.
"Going in the house of course. Can't stand out here all day," Amy giggled, reaching for the doorknob with her key.
She was nothing if not persistent. Not that I was going to stand out in front of her house naked, freezing my ass off. She had turned around almost as soon as the door was open and grabbed each of us by a hand, pulling us into the house and living room. She barely gave Dee time to push the door closed behind us and she was pulling us toward an overstuffed sofa in the living room.
"Now. You wanted to learn how to suck cock," Amy said to Dee as she pushed me down to sit on the sofa.
"Yeah, but he's my brother!" Dee protested.
"So? Better someone you know than a stranger. Besides he's only your step brother. Not like me sucking off my big brother. "
"You did your own brother?" Dee asked incredulously.
"Fuck yeah! He's kinda a stud and I had to learn someplace. Better someone you know and all that!"
"But Amy!"
"Oh god, Dee! You're just gonna suck his cock! Hell look. He's already getting a hardon again just thinking about you between his legs."
"But damn Amy! He's my brother!"
"Didn't stop you from getting naked in his room tonight or letting him finger your pussy in the theater, now did it?"
"No," Dee answered a bit meekly.
"So? Don't keep him waiting all night."
"Oh fuck. Alright," my sister answered quietly, giving in to Amy's persistence.
Dee stepped the two steps it took to be in front of me, standing in blue heels, a dark blue dress that covered from her well-shaped breasts down to the middle of her thighs, and a blue hair ribbon. From what I saw in the theater that was all she had on and Amy seemed intent on making that even less as she stepped behind my sister and reached for the back of her dress. "Hey!" Dee protested, half turning to face her friend, her hands flying up to hold the strapless dress top in place.
"What? It's not like you've never been naked in front of him. Besides, you want to be able to tease his cock with your nipples."
"Oh," Dee answered, dropping her hands and letting Amy pull the dress down. Dee stepped out of the dress and stood facing me in nothing but her high heels.
"Damn!" I said quietly as I stared at my sister, her pussy now shaved completely bare.
"You like?" Amy asked as she reached around my sister and stroked Dee's clearly wet pussy lips.
"Hell yeah," I answered stupidly, staring at my sister's incredibly sexy body.
"Good. Now Dee kneel down there and suck that hot cock of his."
Dee knelt in front of me and wrapped her hand around my hardon. "It's a lot bigger than when I cleaned you off," she murmured quietly.
"Uh huh," was all I could say as she leaned her face toward my cock. She opened her mouth and tentatively closed her lips around my engorged head, slowly pushing her lips down my shaft until I could feel my head bump ever so gently into her throat. She almost immediately gagged and jerked her face from me.
"Not so much. You're not trying to deep throat him. At least not yet. Just stroke your hand and mouth up and down his cock. Use your tongue too. Tease under his shaft and head."
"Okay," Dee answered as she lowered her mouth toward me again. She closed her lips around my head again and started to slowly stroke up and down my shaft with her lips and hand.
"Better. Now twist your hand too. That's it!" Amy coaxed. "Feel him getting harder and how he wants to push toward you? That means you're doing it right. If you need to catch your breath a minute you can pull off and tease his head around your nipples."
"Like this?" Dee asked, pulling her face from my cock and leaning forward to bring her tits in range of my cock. She slowly rubbed my saliva coated head around her nipples, first one and then the other. "God this makes me horny!" Dee giggled.
"Uh huh. Me too, just watching," Amy agreed as Dee engulfed my cock again. "Bet you're gonna wanna fuck again, aren't you?"
"God yes," I groaned at my sister's ministrations.
"Mmmmm yeah. You felt so good in me. Big and hard," she cooed as she knelt on the sofa next to me. She leaned her tits toward my face, reaching down and cupping one breast to lift her nipple to my mouth, which I eagerly sucked into my mouth. "Ohhh god, yes. I wanna get fucked by you again so bad, but I think I'll wait. Dee needs it more right now."
"Me? I can't fuck my own brother!" Dee said in surprise, pulling off my cock abruptly.
"STEP brother! And yes, you can. You know you're horny as hell after the theater. I think it's time you put more than a toy in that pussy, and what better one than the hard one right in front of you."
"No, I can't!"
"Sure you can. Just climb up here and let him suck on your nipples. He's really good at it!" Amy coaxed, pulling her nipple from my mouth. "Come on. You know you want to! You even told me you did."
"Amy!" My sister cried in protest.
"What? You don't want him to know that when you were naked in his room you wished he'd have pushed his cock in you, or that after you went back to your room and fucked yourself silly with a dildo? Hell honey, nothing makes sex better than the guy knowing you want it as bad as he does. Now come up here."
Dee stood up hesitantly and climbed onto the sofa, Amy pulling her gently so she was straddling me with her knees, her tits in my face. I didn't need to be coaxed to reach out for both big soft teardrops. I gently cupped them in my hands, hefting their surprising weight and gently squeezing them into a cone like Amy had shown me. I closed my lips around her nipple and areola and gently suctioned the front of her breast while teasing my tongue around her nipple.
"Oh damn," Dee moaned as I teased her nipple. "Fuck, he's almost as good as you are!"
"Told you you'd enjoy it," Amy said softly from behind Dee. I felt a hand grasp my raging hardon and then a hot wetness envelope my head as she pushed my cock toward my body. "Just settle back," Amy cooed followed by Dee dropping slightly on my lap.
"Ooooooh," I moaned around Dee's breast as her incredibly tight hot pussy engulfed me. I felt her body resist me and finally expand enough to accept my engorged head. Slowly she sank down on me, moaning softly as more and more of her enveloped my shaft.
"Oh fuck," Dee moaned quietly as her bare ass settled on my thighs. Amy may have been the first pussy around my cock but I had to admit that I felt like I was far deeper into Dee than I had been in Amy in the tight confines of the car.
"That's it. Now just ride up and down. Just like on a dildo but better!" Amy coaxed.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck!" Dee groaned as she started lifting and dropping herself on my cock. She pulled her chest from reach of my mouth, so I just held her tits, gently stroking my thumbs across her nipples as she bounced up and down on my lap faster. "Jesus!" she cried as she pounded herself harder on me, her bare ass slapping my thighs with each stroke.
"That's it. Go ahead and stroke up into her if you want, Robbie," Amy coaxed, seeing I was having trouble holding my hips still. It wasn't an easy position for me to push up from, but somehow my body found a way to push up in time with her strokes, the two of us pounding into each other.
"Ohhhhhhh. Fuck! I'm going to come!" Dee practically screamed as she rode me. "Ohhhh fuck fuck fuck!" she cried as her pussy clenched around me. Her legs trembling like they had in the theater.
"Just hold still a minute now," Amy coaxed, resting a hand gently on my thigh. "You'll get a chance to finish in a moment."
"Uh huh," I panted, trying not to keep trying to stroke up into her. Not that I was being successful anyway with all her weight resting on my lap. I waited for what felt like ten minutes, Dee sitting on my lap shuddering and trembling, her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft. Slowly her body eased and softened as she sat on me, her orgasm slowly fading.
"Okay Dee. Time to stand up," Amy coaxed.
"Why?" Dee asked quietly as she let Amy coax her off my cock and off my lap.
"Because you two aren't done yet."
"We're not?"
"Oh no. Robbie hasn't come yet, has he?"
"I don't think so," Dee answered, looking down at my still rigid cock glistening with her juices.
"I know he hasn't. And we're going to give him a chance to do what you wanted in his bedroom!" Amy said with a grin, looking down at me. "How about it Robbie? Wanna slide into her bent over like she was in your room?"
"Fuck yes!" I answered, pushing myself up from the sofa as Amy bent Dee over in front of me, her ass and wet pussy pushed out at me.
"Taste her first. Just kneel down behind her and taste her cum."
"I haven't ever done that," I said as I knelt behind her.
"What have your girlfriends taught you? Didn't any of them like being eaten out?"
"I don't know. This is the first time I've actually done anything like this," I answered hesitantly, suddenly afraid that exposing my inexperience would stop what was happening.
"You mean this is your first time? In the car? I was your first?"
"Um. Yeah. Sorta," I answered sheepishly
"Oh god. I could have made that so much more special. I thought you'd done it before. Cindy said that you two.... oh god. Now I get it. She didn't either, did she?" Amy asked, bringing back the sudden memory of getting Cindy Endel in my room a few weeks back. As badly as I wanted to have sex, she was even more nervous than I was. In the nearly dark room we fumbled with each other's clothes, ending up only half undressed when her stroking of my cock as she tried to work me into her pussy made me come all over her. It was probably the most embarrassing thing that could have happened, well at least until my sister walked in on me today, and now Amy had figured out enough to guess that Cindy and I had failed and Cindy lied to her about it.
"Let's not talk about that," I said with a frown.
"No. let's not. That's for another time. Come on. Don't leave her waiting. We'll deal with the rest later," Amy coached me.
I looked at Dee, half bent over, looking back at me a clearly nervous look on her face. I opened my mouth to say something, but couldn't find any words that seemed appropriate. She gave me a slight smile and bent over farther, pushing her pussy back out at me much like she had done in my room.
I reached my tongue out and gently licked up her slit, tasting her sweet wet juices. I heard her moan softly as I stroked the flat of my tongue along her fat outer lips and the delicate darker inner lips protruding.



"Press your tongue between them and stroke deeper. Trust me, she'll love you for it."
"Fuck, I love him for it already," Dee moaned as I stroked again, this time pushing my tongue deeper into her. "Oh god yes!" she moaned loudly as I moved my fingers up her thigh and stroked the juncture of her lips where her clit should be. I found the hard nub with the tips of my fingers and gently stroked across it while licking up her lips.
"Okay. Enough teasing her. Time to go for all the marbles!" Amy said breathlessly.
"Huh?" I asked turning my head to look at her squatting next to me, her fingers deep in her own pussy.
"Stand up and fuck her silly!"
"Oh," I said, pushing myself up from the floor. The last time I stood like this behind her I was wishing I could just push my cock down as she backed up and let her push herself onto me. Now it was time to fulfill that fantasy. I pushed my cock lower, forcing my head and shaft to angle down toward her pussy. I rubbed my head up and down her lips working it deeper between them and feeling for the entrance to her tunnel.
"There you go," she prompted quietly as my head nestled into her entrance. She pushed back against me forcing herself over my engorged head. "Ohhhh yeah," she moaned softly as she pushed herself farther over me.
"Oh god," I moaned as my hips seemed to move of their own accord, pushing my cock in and out of her. I slid my shaft in and out of her rhythmically, my thighs banging into her bare ass with each thrust. Over and over I plunged into her, our bodies slapping together as my climax grew exponentially with each passing second. "I don't think I can wait any more," I groaned, trying to stave off my orgasm, though I wasn't sure why.
"Just let it happen!" Amy coaxed, stepping next to me and sliding a hand up and down my sweaty body. "Come for me," she whispered, her lips brushing my cheek as she leaned harder against me, my biceps pressed between her two large mounds of sexy breast.
"Oh fuck!" I cried as my body jerked, driving my cock hard into my sister and unloading a massive gush of cum. "Ohhhhh. Fuuuuuuck!" I groaned as I held her hips, jamming my cock into her with each new surge of cum. I stood there, panting and twitching for god knows how long, before my cock softened enough to slip from her.
Dee straightened up, turned to face me and took my hands. She drew me to the sofa and laid down, pulling me onto the sofa on top of her. Her arms moved around my neck and she pulled my face down to hers in a long soft sensual kiss. "I hope you liked that," she whispered.
"I did," I whispered as Amy climbed onto the sofa with us, trying to lie beside us.
"Amy was supposed to be my birthday present to you. Seems like she's been one for both of us."
"I didn't know you were still. You know."
"A virgin? Yeah. Well neither of us are any more," she giggled.
"Yeah. I guess not."
"We better get dressed and go home. Mom and dad will start wondering."
"Yeah," I said with a frown.
"Don't worry, brother of mine. If you can manage to keep quiet I don't see any reason we can't occasionally sneak into each other's rooms," she said with a grin. "And if I'm not mistaken you now officially have a girlfriend!"
"He does!" Amy answered with a soft laugh. "One that expects improvements and practice!" She finished with a giggle. "LOTS of practice!"
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It wasn't my best doctor's visit. In fact it was one I'd been dreading, knowing pretty much what he was going to say. At least he gave me a choice. Start working out and lose fifteen pounds or go on blood pressure medicine. He gave me four months to come back and show him that I've lost the weight and my diastolic blood pressure number back down to eighty. I was motivated by the desire NOT to have to take blood pressure meds for the rest of my life. I signed up at the local health club. At fifty-two I'm plenty active. I hunt, fish and work, I have projects at home. Activity is not a problem. What I need is cardio activity that will burn fat. Unfortunately I HATE standing on a machine, pretending on hiking or walking or whatever you pretend you do as you spend half an hour on an elliptical. Fortunately for me they have a pool. Good exercise, not overly tedious, certainly better looking scenery.
I'm not exactly sexist, but hey, I'm a guy, I enjoy the view of the younger women in swim suits. So with the intent of working hard enough to lose the weight, I started swimming laps. Unfortunately I was using muscles that I hadn't used that way in years, and I was getting sore quickly. It was my sixth day swimming, and I was standing in the four foot deep water near the lap swim area, leaning against the wall, panting harder than I was comfortable with. I saw her walking around the edge of the pool. She was what I would classify as voluptuous. Curvy hips, thin waist, muscular but well-shaped legs and of course a significantly sized chest. Her long brown hair was tied back behind her head in a ponytail. Her obviously ample curves were more accentuated by the multi-shade blue one piece suit than hidden by it. She walked around the edge of the pool, surveying those in it, not with idle curiosity, but with what was clearly a practiced eye, her tits bouncing slightly in the material with each step. My cock seemed to have a mind of its own, starting to harden as I watched her work her way around the pool.
Her gaze swept across the pool and paused on me. It was clear she saw me, our eyes locking for a few brief moments. She looked away for another sweep and then back again. I couldn't help but feel like she was sizing me up as she strode slowly around the pool rim in my direction. She passed the kiddy pool area, what they called the therapy pool and the circular current loop. She walked along the end of the lap lanes portion of the pool, her gaze clearly fixed on me. I couldn't help but look up at her as she walked around the corner of pool rim and approached me.
"Good evening!" She said brightly, squatting down at the pool edge in front of me.
"Evening." I answered, trying hard to look up at her face and not the blue material stretched tightly across her pussy, dipping slightly between her full round outer lips, or how her big breasts strained at the suit's material, seeming almost to call out to be lifted and squeezed. I felt slightly embarrassed at the hardness of my cock under the water as I looked up at her.
"I don't think I've seen you around here before."
"No. Just started up here." I answered.
"I thought as much. So, swimming for exercise?" she asked sweetly, looking down at me past her tits and between her spread knees as if this were the most natural position in the world for her.
"Sort of. Doctor's orders."
"Uh huh. So your doctor ordered you to come to the rec center and have a heart attack?"
"No. Just lose fifteen pounds." I answered.
She smiled down at me. "Just between you and me, if you keep doing what you're doing you're going to end up carried out of here on a stretcher."
"What'd you mean?" I asked curiously.
"Even from across the pool I can tell you're overexerting. Your heart has to be pounding almost out of your chest, and it's obviously not used to the levels of exertion you're giving it."
"I didn't know there was a wrong way to exercise." I answered back, feeling a bit irritated at her 'I know better than you' attitude.
She looked down at me for several long silent moments. "Tell you what. My client didn't show tonight, and as a new member you're entitled to a free trainer consultation. What say we make this your consult? I'm Lynn, one of the personal trainers here. I usually only take women clients, but in your case, I'm going to help you out before you kill yourself. You're overexerting. Your body isn't ready for what you're trying to do. I can see it in your face and body language. Now. If you want I can help you figure out what your body IS ready for, or I can leave you alone and you can swim yourself half to death and not get done what you want. So what do you say?"
I looked up at her, feeling a bit sheepish about being irritated. She clearly DID know better than me. "Okay," I said with a soft sigh.
"So what do I call you, besides tired old man?" she asked with a crooked little grin.
"Adam. Adam Killian."
"Well Adam Killian," she said as she shifted her position and easily levered herself over the edge of the pool and into the water next to me with surprisingly little splash. She reached out for my hand and held it in one hand while she laid her fingers across my wrist. "How about we see how you're doing." She said as she stood and held my wrist. "Yeah. About what I figured. You're way over one forty, maybe as high as one sixty, and you've already been resting. That's too high, both for your body makeup and for weight loss. We want it higher, as high as one forty, but we want to hold it at that for a whole twenty minutes. And we want to do that three times a week. Now, your lap swimming is something that's obviously too much for your body at this point. We need to tone down what you're doing. Come with me," she said, pulling me by the hand toward the stairs on the other side of the lap swim area. She drew me along until we were to the stairs. "Walk about half way up and stop for me."
I paused and started to protest, "You sure..."
"Go ahead. I need to see your body size out of the water." She said with a smile.
I opened my mouth to protest and then closed it again. With a shrug and walked up the stairs about half way, stopping when the water was about to my knees and turned around to face her, my suit tented out considerably more than I was comfortable with. "Sorry," I mumbled quietly.
"No problem," she said with a tiny smile, "I can see why the doctor wants you to drop a few pounds. You look in pretty good shape except around the middle. A little middle age spread. We can work on that. Your chest and legs look strong enough. You must be relatively active?"
"Pretty much. Lots of outdoor stuff."
"That's good for you too. Walking is good exercise, but you have to walk fast enough to get your heart rate up. With your long legs that's going to be fairly fast," she said as she started up the stairs next to me. She walked past and up all the way out of the pool. I stepped down into the water again to cover my half hard cock pushing out the front of my trunks and then turned to watch her. Her butt stuck out at me as she bent over to open a cabinet against the wall. The multi-shade blue material pulled tightly across her obviously firm ass and her pussy pushed at me between her legs, the material pulling a slight cleft between her lips that made my cock immediately start to react again.
She stood after several seconds and turned to face me, holding two blue kick boards. She walked back toward me, her tits bouncing slightly in the suit like they had as she walked around the pool. She stepped down the stairs, walking straight toward me, bringing her pussy to my eye level for a few fractions of a second, making my cock get even harder as my mind went places it really wasn't supposed to be going.
"So, come with me," she said as she stepped down into the water, nearly up to her breasts, and started walking toward the swim lanes again. I followed behind, dunking myself momentarily, as she had, to go under one of the lane marker lines. "So. Let's you and me take a leisurely paddle down the lane," she said, holding a board out for me. "You set the pace, but this isn't a race. We just want to get to the other end."
"Sure," I answered with a shrug, taking the kick board from her. She showed me how to hold the board and then we kicked off, working down the lane as we kicked our legs to propel us, the boards keeping our chest and head above water. "There," I said a bit breathlessly as we reached the other end fifty meters away.
"That was leisurely?" she asked, shaking her head slightly. "Okay. We'll rest a moment and on the way back I'll set the pace."
"Sure. If you want," I said as I held the wall to keep myself above the water. She moved closer to me and reached out for my neck, resting her fingers on me to measure my pulse, her body resting against the wall like mine with her chest only a foot or so from me.
"Your heart is still pounding like crazy. You look like you're in better shape than what your heartrate is telling me."
"I think I'm in okay shape, but I'm not ever going to be a marathon runner," I answered between breaths.
"Yeah. You could be if you worked at it, but somehow I don't think that's quite the right path for you," she said as she pulled her hand back. "Come on. Let's walk back around. Can you lift out here or do you need the ladder?"
"I can boost out here," I answered as she turned and levered herself up onto the pool deck, water streaming from her body as she stuck her ass almost in my face accidently.
"Come on," she said, holding her hand out for me.
"In a second," I answered her.
"You okay? You sure you don't need the ladder?"
"No. I'm fine. Honest," I answered, still hesitating to climb out.
She squatted down in front of me and looked down at me with concern. "So what's the problem?"
I looked up at her and took a breath. "Let's just say that it'll be less embarrassing if I just hang out a few more minutes."
She looked at me in confusion for several long seconds and then rolled her eyes. "Good lord," she whispered, clearly trying not to laugh. She stood up, moved over a foot or so and sat on the edge of the pool, her legs dangling down into the water. "Okay. We'll just wait a few minutes, if you think that'll really help."
"It damn well won't hurt," I answered her seriously.
"I'm flattered that you want to be a gentleman. Really, I am. But seeing guys suits all wet and clinging to their anatomy is pretty normal at a pool. Trust me. It isn't anything I haven't seen before."
"If you insist," I said as I shifted my weight. I levered myself up with a kick of my legs and some arm strength, swiveling myself and ending on my butt on the edge of the pool next to her. My hardon poked my suit up like a tent as I sat next to her.
"Well. Okay then. Now I'm very flattered," she said as she looked at my lap and then turned her face away, clearly trying not to smile.
While she had her head turned I quickly adjusted the seven inch tent pole so it was much less noticeable. "So what now?" I asked after.
"Well," she said, looking back at me, her eyes taking a quick flicker down to my lap. "I'd like to go back to the other end and try a few things."
"Sure. You're the boss," I said with a shrug.
"For the moment, yes," she agreed with a smile. She pushed herself up and waited for me to get up next to her and then led me around the pool to the shallow end again. "Let's walk a couple laps of the channel."
"If you think that'll help."
"I'd like to see how your body responds to a bit lower stress level," she said as she paused to take the kick board from me and set it on the low cabinet before heading down the stairs.
The current channel is sort of an oval shaped channel about three and a half feet deep and about five feet wide where the water swirls around it, driven by the pool pump jets so that as you walk, except for the section that overlaps the main pool, you're walking against a rather stiff current. To be honest if felt more like a walking uphill in mud than walking in water. We were only two laps in and my legs were already feeling the strain of trying to push my body against the current. "This is hard," I said quietly as she walked next to me.
"It's supposed to be," she answered, moving next to me, but staying close enough that she could catch me if I lost my balance. I'd never really considered balance an issue until I tried to walk against the current here. The swirling water at the jet ports had a real tendency to knock you sideways. "You're doing well."
"It's kicking my butt!" I muttered as we walked around the oval track.
"Okay, enough for now," she said, reaching out for my hand as we walked into the transition to the main pool. She stopped me and felt my pulse for a few seconds. "Much better. So. Bottom line. You're pushing too hard. I recommend that you use the kick board and do one lap, then come walk at least five before going back and doing another lap," she said firmly.
"That's it?"
"For now. I'm frequently around in the evenings. If you come at this time often I'm sure we'll cross paths and I can help you adjust based on your progress."
"Well. You're the expert," I said quietly.
"I am. But now it's about time to close up. They'll be kicking us out in just a few minutes."
"Okay. I'll try to go easier," I agreed as she let go of my hand and headed to the stairs leading out of the water.
"You better. I'd hate to have to haul a good looking guy out on a backboard," she said as she climbed the stairs.
"Oh. So you don't care about us un-good looking guys?"
"On the contrary. You most certainly fit the good looking category. So I don't want to have to haul your butt out on a backboard," she said with a smile. "I'm off for a shower. Have a good rest of the night!"
"Uh huh. You too!" I called to her retreating back.
+++++++
For the next few weeks Lynn and I crossed paths at least once a week as my preferred workout time overlapped the time she spent with her last client for the day. While I wasn't technically her client, she seemed more than happy to spend a few extra minutes with me before she headed out for the night, frequently leaving me the last person in the pool. I was most definitely getting used to seeing her, and was quite surprised to see her one Wednesday wearing a bright red bikini instead of her typical conservative one piece suits of varying styles and colors.
"What's this? Trying to see if my heart is getting stronger?" I asked with a grin as she walked toward me around the edge of the pool after finishing with her client, her big tits overflowing the small bikini top. With each step her tits bounced, each large soft cream colored orb threatening to come completely out of the much too small top.
"Don't you wish," she said as she squatted down in front of me, the tiny bottom covering considerably less than her normal suit. The material was partially pulling into her slit, one of her fat round outer lips at least half exposed by the thin red material. "The suit I brought for today ripped a seam in the wrong place. This was all I could borrow that fit, and even then, well it doesn't quite fit."
"No. Not quite," I agreed with a grin. "But it looks damn good!"
"Smart ass!" she chided before smiling back. "But I appreciate the compliment."
"Any time," I answered as I hung on the wall in front of her. "So. I still have ten more laps with the kick board. Wanna join me?"
"Oh. I'd love to, but I need to get going. Maybe next time when I'm not so pressed for time."
"Sure. Offer's always open, especially if you're wearing a suit like that!"
"Smart ass," she said again with a smile as she reached down and pushed my head under water. I popped back up to see her back and half naked ass wiggling its way toward the ladies locker room.
I still had a hardon when I got out of the pool at five till nine and headed for the showers, glad that there weren't many people left in the locker room as I showered and dressed.
Friday came much louder than normal. Thunderstorm loud that is. The rain was slashing down as I crossed the almost deserted parking lot and ducked out of the rain into the front of the fitness club. The cold rain seemed to chase most of the patrons out early tonight, so I had the pool almost to myself. One other woman was swimming laps as I walked in. I stepped down into the water, waded to the lap lanes and started my slow methodical sorta breast stroke down the pool.
"Looks like just the two of us. My client didn't show tonight," Lynn said as she swam up next to me and paced me.
"Oh. Hi. Guess I didn't recognize you swimming without your bikini!" I kidded as I kept swimming.
"Yeah. Well, if you keep that up I'll just have to remind you about that first night. Seems to me someone had his head in the gutter."
"Can't blame a guy for reacting to a good looking woman," I laughed.
"Now see. That's why I only do female clients. Guys are always trying to play grab ass or grab something else, instead of paying attention to business."
"See. That's where you're wrong. Paying attention to hot sexy women IS our business. We're wired to notice those kinds of things."
"Uh huh," She answered as she stroked slowly along with me.
"I have to admit, that bikini had all sorts of potential," I chuckled a little breathlessly just before I turned and headed back down the length of the pool.
"Yeah I was damn near falling out of it," she laughed.
"I know. Like I said, all sorts of potential!"
"I'm sure you'd have been perfectly happy if I had, wouldn't you?"
"Well, it'd be embarrassing for you, but I'll admit that I wouldn't have objected to the view."
"I'm not all that good looking," she said with a scowl. "And don't tell me I am. I know better."
"Women always know better. I've always been fascinated by how they seem to know exactly what a guy is thinking or thinks. Makes me wonder just who their guy brain tutor is."
"My mother." She laughed as we pushed off to go down again.
"Better get your money back then. Cuz she taught you aaaaall wrong!"
"Yeah right," she snorted.
"Hey. Wasn't it a woman that said beauty is in the eye of the beholder?"
"Yeah. Some woman who didn't like how she looked to herself probably!" Lynn chuckled.
It was pitch dark outside because of the night and the rain, but for a few brief fractions of a second it was a bright as noon time. The incredibly close flash of lightning was followed by a thunder clap so loud you could feel it shake the entire building just before the lights went out, throwing the pool into the same darkness as outside. Within two swim strokes faint emergency lights flicked on, throwing weak yellowish pools of light around the perimeter of the pool, the bulk of the pace still practically dark. "Holy shit!" Lynn swore, stopping swimming and treading water as she looked around almost frantically.
"Damn that was close," I said as I stopped swimming and treaded water myself. "Guess that's the end of swimming."
"Yeah," she said, her voice quavering slightly.
"You okay?" I asked as I floated near her.
"Yeah. I just don't like the dark," she said, squeaking loudly as the next clap of thunder shook the huge windows of the building. "Not too fond of storms either!"
"Come on. We better get out," I said, swimming toward the ladder at the corner of the pool. I looked behind me to make sure Lynn was following, and then climbed out onto the deck in the gloom. I waited for her to climb out as well and then walked around to where I left my towel and flip flops. I stepped into them and wrapped the towel around my shoulders before walking toward the locker rooms, Lynn following close behind.
She practically jumped toward me and grabbed my arm, squeezing it tight as the next flash of lightning turned into a loud boom. "It's okay. It can't hurt you in here," I said patting her hand gently, trying to comfort her.



"Yeah. I know. At least my mind does," she said as she walked in quick short steps next to me.
"Here's your locker room," I said as I paused outside the door to the ladies locker room.
"It's dark in there," she said peering into the doorway.
"I'm sure there's an emergency light in there."
"I don't want to go in there. Not alone."
"I can't go in there. It's the ladies room," I said quietly.
She looked around and then back at me. "Who's going to know?"
"Lynn!" I protested quietly as she tugged on my arm toward the door.
"Just come in with me long enough to get my clothes," she whispered. "PLEEEEEASE!"
I rolled my eyes and gave in. I mean I was always taught to be as helpful as I could be when people were in need. I just never expected that to include something like this. "Okay."
"Good," she whispered, pulling me by the arm toward the door. She led me into the locker room, a small white LED emergency light at the far end glowing and casting eerie shadows through the locker room. She led me to a row of lockers, quickly dialed the combination and pulled her clothes out of one, gathering them and a towel in her arms before pushing the locker closed again. "Okay," she said softly, looking around nervously.
"It'll be fine. Nothing is going to reach out and grab you. Trust me."
"Oh I trust you just fine. I don't trust the darkness," she mumbled, clinging to my arm again as I led the way back out of the locker room.
"There. Better now?" I asked as we reached the pool deck again, the men's locker room door only feet away.
"I'll be better when this storm stops."
"Okay. I understand. But you have to let my arm go so I can get changed."
"Uh uh. I'm not letting go."
"So what? We just stand here?" I asked.
"Oh hell no! I'm coming with you!" she said, pressing herself against my side tighter as another crack of lightning flashed and the windows rattled with the massive boom.
"Lynn. This is the men's locker room."
"Yeah. So? You just came in the ladies room."
"Yeah. But you weren't changing."
"I could have been."
"But you weren't. Besides someone else might be in there."
"I doubt it. Everyone else is probably waiting upstairs. They're not going to let anyone else out until this stops."
"I guess I can just wrap a towel around my waist," I muttered.
"Why?"
"You want me to change in front of you?"
"Or behind me or next to me. I don't care. I don't really wanna be left alone, thank you very much."
"Good lord," I muttered.
"Come on Adam! I won't peek. I promise!"
"Okay fine. But if we get caught this was your idea!"
"Fine," she said, holding my arm like a vise grip as I started into the men's locker room.
Fortunately for us we were alone. I walked to my locker and undid the combination lock and pulled it open. I pulled my clothes out to change and laid them on the bench. "I need my arm," I whispered.
"Oh yeah," she said without letting go.
"Lynn."
"Huh?"
"I need my arm."
"Oh. Yeah," She said, finally letting my arm go.
I leaned down to get my underwear as she stood there looking at me. "You're not going to watch, remember?"
"Oh yeah. I guess I should change too."
"If you want."
"As long as we're both not looking."
"I guess that'd work."
"I need a shower first," she said quietly.
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. If I don't get the chlorine out of my hair it'll get all brittle."
"Good lord."
"You can just come stand next to the shower. I'll be fine if you're right there."
"You really want me to come stand next to the shower with you in it?"
"Why not? There's curtains."
"Fine!" I said with a shake of my head. "This is getting weirder and weirder," I mumbled to myself as I followed her with towel and a small cloth bag in her hand. She stepped to a shower, turned on the water and waited for it to warm before stepping in and closing the curtain.
"You can take one too if you want. It'll take me a couple minutes to do my hair," she said as her arm reached out of the cubicle and hung her swim suit on a hook outside the curtain. I stood there for several long seconds, seeing little flashes of tan skin through the slight gap in the curtain, realizing she was completely naked. My brain might have been fighting the situation, but my cock clearly knew what to do. And it was doing it, getting harder by the second as I stood in my swim suit outside her shower stall.
The next clap of thunder felt like it shook the whole building, even though I was pretty sure that was impossible. The rumble had barely faded before the shower curtain was thrown open and Lynn, soap in her hair and completely naked came darting out of the shower to wrap both her arms around my body and press herself tightly to me. There was no ignoring the softness of her breasts as they pressed to my chest, nor the hardness of my cock trapped between us.
"Damn," she mumbled, not letting go.
"It'll be alright," I said quietly, stroking her back as she held herself against me.
"You say so. I'm not so sure," she whispered.
"Go ahead back and finish your hair," I said softly, trying to sooth her nerves.
"Uh uh. Not alone," she whispered. "You come with me."
"In to your shower?"
"Why not? You need one too, right?"
"Lynn..."
"What? You've never showered with a woman before?"
"I didn't say that."
"Then what's the problem?"
I sighed heavily. "No problem," I answered, letting her back herself into the shower, her arms still wrapped around me. She pulled us back until we were both under the spray and then stood there, holding me.
"You going to leave those on?"
"What?"
"Your suit."
"Yeah. Well..."
I felt her arms loosen from around me and her hands find the waistband of my suit. With a little work on her part, not really being helped by me, she finally got my suit over my hips and butt, letting it slide down my legs to my feet. To my surprise she slid down my body, her soft tits dragging down my chest and stomach until my hard cock was pressed between her tits, her hands trying to reach my suit. I lifted my feet one at a time and let her untangle my suit from my feet. She stood back up and still pressing her chest against me, turned us until she could flip the suit and hang it over the shower curtain bar.
"There. Better?" she asked just before she squeaked again at the next clap of thunder. "Oh damn I hate that," she mumbled.
"We better get that shampoo out of your hair," I said quietly, turning her back so she was under the spray. She tilted her head back and I gently rinsed her hair, running my fingers through her long brown hair as I worked the soap out.
"That feels so soothing," she whispered, leaning back more. In the dim light of the stall I could now see her bare tits, her nipples hardening as I watched and ran my fingers through her hair.
Her arms loosened again from around me and her hands slid down to my ass, holding us together under the warm water. I could feel my cock, already half hard, pressed between her thighs, growing harder by the second. She moved her feet, spreading her legs for a moment to allow my boner to nestled into the gap at the juncture of her legs, the top pressing against her full round pussy lips. "You looking at my tits?" she asked softly, wiggling her legs slightly to rub my cock against her pussy.
"I'd be lying if I said I wasn't," I admitted.
"I thought so. You're getting so big and hard. I thought it might feel a little better not being bent over quite so much. Does it?"
"Yeah," I breathed, the soap long rinsed from her hair. What I really wanted to do at that moment was to just turn her around in the small shower stall and fuck her brains out. Not that I should. I mean hell, I'm married. But DAMN my body was starting to really demand that I pay attention to what it was saying instead of my brain.
"Just so you know, I know you've been looking at my body when we're working together."
"Sorry," I mumbled.
"You like looking at my body?"
"I'd be lying if I said I didn't," I answered quietly as she wiggled her legs to stroke my cock in the triangle at their juncture.
"I've been looking at yours too. Especially since that first day and how...well, how you were, if you know what I mean. Does it turn you on to think that a woman finds you sexy?"
"Yeah," I breathed, letting my hands slide down from her hair, down her back to her firm round ass.
"Oh yeah. Play with my ass. I love having it squeezed... just like that. Oh yeah. God I want you to fuck me. Just take this big cock between my legs and push it deep into me."
"Oh damn," I groaned.
"Go ahead," she said, releasing her arms from around me and turning in the small stall to face away from me. She put her head in the corner and pushed her ass out at me.
"You sure?" I groaned, trying to find some reason not to, but my mind was too clouded with the thoughts of how good it would feel to slide into her pussy.
"Oh yeah," she said, reaching behind her and finding my cock pressed against her ass. She pushed my cock down, finding her tunnel entrance between her lips with the engorged head and then pushed back against me, forcing her over my fat head. "Oh god," she breathed over the sound of the shower, her ass pushing back at me and forcing more and more of me into her.
I held her hips and pulled back slightly, pushing in again, a little farther this time. In only half a dozen strokes or so I could feel my head banging gently against her cervix. I started stroking more fully in and out of her, the shower timing out and stopping its spray as I stood behind her, our bodies slapping together wetly with each stroke.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly, feeling my cock plunging in and out of her hot wet pussy. She pushed back in time with my strokes, jamming the end of her tunnel against my head with each stroke. I heard her moans growing in intensity as I pounded into her, my own groans and gasps slipping out with the incredible sensations her tight pussy sent racing through my body. "Oh fuck!" she mewed softly as my thighs slapped against her bare ass, her whole body seeming to shudder and shake as her orgasm raced through her.
Her already tight tunnel contracted and spasmed around me, pushing my own orgasm incredibly close. In and out my shaft slid, my hands and cock feeling her trembling before me. Her gasps and moans said all I needed to hear. My cock was driving her wild and she was enjoying the hell out of it. For my part, I knew that my mind had envisioned something like this so many times the last few weeks, especially after seeing her pussy half naked. My brain finally had all it could stand, and with a sudden jerk my body smashed my thighs hard into her bare ass, driving my cock deep into her. She gave a startled squeak as my head drove hard into the end of her tunnel, a squeak that turned to gasping moan of pleasure at the feel of my cum surging into her.
"Oh yeah. Come for me baby," She moaned softly. "Come for me."
My body jerked over and over again, pumping more cum into her, until finally my body reported to my sex addled mind that there wasn't any cum left to squirt, leaving me standing behind her, my cock deep in her pussy, twitching occasionally. She reached for one of my hands, pulling it from her hip to her right breast, cupping her soft mound. "Play with it. Nice and gentle," She cooed softly. "Mmmmmmmm yeah. There you go," She moaned as I began to gently tease my fingers around her hard nipple, her soft globe hanging down into my hand. "God that felt good," She moaned softly.
"Yeah. It did."
"You didn't mind, doing this I mean?" she whispered, straightening up as much as she could without forcing my softening cock out of her pussy.
"We probably shouldn't have, but damn, it felt nice."
"I'm glad," she whispered as my cock slipped from her, allowing her to turn in my arms. She wrapped her arms around my neck and lifted herself on her toes to give me a long soft kiss. "We better get dressed. I don't hear much storm anymore and we'd hate to get locked in."
"Or discovered?"
"Not so worried about that. I'm not all that bashful, are you?"
"A bit." I answered.
She smiled up at me in the dim light and then reached past me to push the curtain open. It took only a few short minutes for us both to dress and we were headed out of the shower room.
"You still here?" one of the young lifeguards asked. "We thought you were already gone."
"No. Andrew was just keeping me company," she answered with a smile.
"Oh? In the ladies room?" the young female life guard asked with raised eyebrows.
"Of course not. You know men aren't allowed in the ladies room!" she said with a frown. "Looks like the lightning has slowed down. I think we'll take a dash through the drops. Andrew. Keep working and I'll see you around soon. Night all!" she said before she dashed out into the rain.
"Kept her company?" The guy said with a knowing smile. "Didn't know she swung that way."
"What way?" I asked as I paused at the door, watching her butt swinging as the ran through the rain toward her car.
"Guys. Never seen her really take fancy to any of them. She only likes to work with other women. Just assumed it was because she was attracted to em."
"Shouldn't make judgements. Maybe she's too attracted to men and doesn't want the complication," I said. "Night!" I added as I pushed out into the rain and ran for my car.
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It WAS a good prank. Well it would have been a good prank if it'd gone off the way she planned it. Unfortunately my stepsister and her best friend didn't quite get it carried out the way they planned. Now I don't hate Tammy. She is my stepsister after all. We haven't always gotten along. Just getting used to having a sister after being an only child for sixteen years was tough enough. Having to get used to a sister with a really warped sense of humor made the last three years a mixed bag. Her mom, my new mom, Elaine was alright. My dad seemed to like her and she made him happy, so what could I say? Even before she got married to my dad, she pulled me aside and brokered a deal with me. She'd not make life any more difficult for me than it needed to be if I didn't make life any more difficult for Tammy than it needed to be. It seemed like a reasonable arrangement, one which she has worked hard to keep her side of.
I guess the pranks Tammy seemed to always play on me was her way of dealing with suddenly ending up with a brother after being an only child for her first sixteen years. They weren't usually mean, and like I said, her warped sense of humor left many of them to be less than funny in my book. Of course when I complained to Elaine, mom, she simply told me that if I wanted to return in kind she wouldn't find that to be unreasonable or unfair, as long as the pranks weren't dangerous or illegal. Consequently Tammy found the periodic live critter in places they weren't supposed to be, like her dresser drawer. All of her bras missing or her underwear hidden at inopportune times, that sort of thing.
This prank wasn't meant to be mean either. I suppose it was her way of teasing me over not having a date on Valentine's Day. I was in the shower, taking care of business, if you know what I mean, when they slipped into the bathroom and dumped a container of some kind of pink powder and little red tissue paper hearts over the top of the shower curtain. Like I said, it would have been a good prank had she not lost her balance on the trash can, which she was using to get high enough to reach over the curtain. In her haste to escape she slipped and caught herself on the only thing that appeared to be strong enough to hold herself up, the shower curtain. In seconds, I found myself standing naked in the shower, with my hand wrapped around my hard cock, with both my stepsister and her friend staring at me.
In itself it would have been embarrassing to be seen like that by Tammy, but at that moment I was thinking about her best friend Vickie. And given my state at the time, I'm sure you can guess what it was I was thinking about!
Tammy and I had inadvertently seen each other in various states of dress and undress, which one would expect when you share a bathroom. But to date neither of us had seen the other naked, and it was my misfortune to be on the wrong end of that first time.
The girls didn't stay long, running from the bathroom screaming more in surprise at what happened than in fear of anything, since I was standing covered in pink powder and tissue paper hearts, unable to chase either of them down. I suppose it was good that our parents were gone for the day when I finally got cleaned off and stormed out, pounding on her bedroom door with less than pleasant statements being hurled through her closed and locked door from my side.
Two hours later I could still hear them in her room, giggling and laughing; I presumed at my predicament. My nineteen year old mind was busily working at just how I could get back at her. Little did I know that my chance would come much, much sooner than I could have ever predicted.
"Vickie! NO! Don't!" I could hear Tammy practically yell at her best friend through the bedroom wall.
"It's okay. I'll be back in a while." Vickie laughed. "You're the one that dared me, remember?"
"But not this!" Tammy cried.
"You know. If I were you, I'd not shout so loud. Unless of course you want your brother to hear you."
"VICKIE!"
"Uh uh. That was the dare. We're both the same or it's no go. Fair is fair!"
"But Vickie! If Andy comes in!"
"Well, you'll just have to be really quiet until I get back then, won't you?" she giggled before I heard the door of Tammy's room open and then close. I had to admit I was curious as hell. What were those two up to that they were worried about me seeing? And what was the dare?
I waited a few minutes to make sure that Vickie was gone and then snuck to my sister's room and gently inched the door open. To say I was shocked would be the understatement of the world. There was my stepsister, laying on the bed, completely nude, her legs spread and tied to the footboard with fat white ropes and her hands handcuffed to the headboard over her head. Between her spread legs was an assortment of dildos and vibrators. I was initially afraid she'd see me peeking in until I realized her eyes were covered with a heavy pink eye cover.
Like I said, I'd never seen her naked, only a couple times in her underwear, so I was in no hurry to close the door. Her tits were larger than I'd realized, each creamy mound sitting on her chest firm and round, easily larger than a coconut half. Her areola were slightly oblong with hard pink nipples sticking up toward the ceiling, almost as if anticipating being played with or licked. Even more surprising though was her pussy. Her full round lips were shaved as completely bare as her mound, a fair amount of soft looking inner lip already protruding and glistening wetly in the bedroom light.
I quietly slipped into the room, making damn sure the door didn't make any noise as I pushed it most of the way closed behind me. I really wasn't all that sure what I was going to do, but after the two of them got a really good look at me in a compromising position, I really couldn't help but take advantage of paybacks.
"Who's there?! Vickie? Is that you? You better damn well untie me! VICKIE!" Tammy shouted, apparently able to sense that someone had come in the room, expecting it to be her friend. I grinned and kept my mouth shut as I stepped closer to the bed and my struggling, completely nude sister. Laying among the sex toys on the bed was a large, soft feather. You know...paybacks are hell, and this was going to be one hell of a payback for a LOT of pranks against me. I picked up the feather and then, standing over her, began to draw the feather up and down her creamy thigh. "SHIT! Vickie you scared the fuck out of me! Now untie me!"
I grinned to myself and continued to tease her soft smooth skin with the feather, working it slowly up her squirming body, up her stomach to her exposed tits. I slowly circled each firm orb with the feather, making her gasp as I brushed it across the fronts and her sensitive nipples.
"Oh fuck Vickie. You're so fucking bad! Ohhhhhhh shit, you're good at that," she moaned as I teased around and across her nipples before slowly drawing the feather down her stomach toward her spread legs. She moaned softly as I teased the feather around her lips, the tip of the feather picking up her wetness as I teased across her soft delicate inner lips. I wasn't a virgin by any means, but I had to admit this was probably the best view I'd had of a pussy since I got laid the first time. Maybe what made it so special looking was that it was my stepsister!
I teased the feather up her body again, sweeping it back and forth across her nipples, bringing more moans and gasps from her. I just couldn't resist the temptation... I pulled the feather away from her and moved to kneel on the edge of the bed, leaning over her and gently teasing her nipple with the tip of my tongue.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck Vickie," she moaned softly as I swirled my tongue around and around her hard nipples, before blowing gently across the now wet areola and nipples to chill them slightly. "Oh god you are getting me so fucking wet," she moaned.
I pulled my head back and stared at her, almost surprised that it hadn't occurred to me before this. Of course it made perfect sense now. She wasn't upset that Vickie was tickling her or licking her nipples because it wasn't the first time she'd done it. Fuck, my sister swung both ways!
I went back to teasing her body with the feather as I considered what I should do. Laying between her legs were half a dozen dildos and vibrators. A slender blue silicone vibrator seemed to attract my attention, maybe because it still shined with lube and pussy juice. I set the feather aside and reached for the vibrator, turning on the device. The gentle hum filled the room and Tammy moaned softly, expecting its vibrating touch. I didn't disappoint her.
I gently pressed the tip of the vibrator against her wet pussy lips, rubbing it up and down slightly, working it between her lips until I could tease the tip against her hard clit. She spread her legs wider and moaned loudly as I slowly stroked the soft device up and down her pussy, teasing just the end into her tunnel before pulling it out and working it back up to her clit. Over and over I stroked her, slipping more and more into her with each pass until I was pressing almost the entire length of the blue toy into her.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned loudly as I pushed the toy deep into her once again. I left the vibrator deep in her, humming away as I reached for another, intending on teasing her nipples with another of the toys. I pushed off the bed to stand up and moved slightly farther up the bed so I was even with her tits. I pressed the button on the new tiny vibrator in my hand and was about to reach down to press it to her nipple when a pair of arms circled me, one around my waist, the other cupping a hand over my mouth. My muffled cry of surprise went unheard over Tammy's loud moan of pleasure. I stood frozen, realizing that I had been caught in the act.
The arms loosened around me and I turned as she pulled her arms back from me to see Vicki standing behind me. She looked up at me, being several inches shorter than I am, and moved her hands to the knee length coat she still wore. She undid the coat, spread it apart and let it slide from her, leaving her nude except for the knee length boots she still wore. She held her finger to her lips to tell me to stay quiet as she reached for the waist of my sweat pants, slipping her fingers into them and pulling them down, freeing my rock hard cock. I saw her eyebrows go up in surprise at my size and then a slight smile creep to her lips.
She moved her hands to my shirt and pulled it up, letting me lift my arms to allow her to pull it all the way off. She wrapped her arms around my neck and gently pulled me down so she could whisper in my ear.
"Just do what I say and stay silent." She whispered before releasing my neck and sliding down to squat in front of me. She pulled on my shoes and the sweat pants until I lifted my feet and allowed her to strip me as completely as Tammy was. She was still grinning when she stood up and took my hands, stretching herself out as she stepped to the foot of the bed and around it, getting on the other side and then pulling me to climb onto the bed with her. I carefully climbed onto the bed walking my knees carefully toward her until she stopped pulling, leaving me kneeling between my sister's spread legs. Vickie let go of my hands and reached for the vibrator protruding from my sister and slipped it slowly out.
"Oh god no fair. I was getting so close," Tammy moaned loudly.
"Don't worry. I'm going to put something else in there," Vickie said with a grin as she set the vibrator aside and reached for my cock. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and then gently pulled on it, encouraging me to turn to face my sister. It was all too obvious what she intended as she kept pulling on my rock hard dick, aiming me down at the pussy spread in front of me. I had to use my hands to hold myself over my sister, but Vickie didn't stop pulling until she had my engorged mushroom head rubbing up and down my sister's sopping wet lips. "I promised a new toy. Here it is," Vickie said huskily, as she tried to pull me down again and force my cock into my step-sister's pussy.
"Oh fuck. Did you get a strap on?" My sister moaned as I pushed slowly into her, her hot wet tunnel expanding to allow me into her. "God it's so fucking big and so warm," she groaned as I sunk deeper into her.
"Isn't it? Feels just like a real cock, doesn't it?" Vickie asked, her head near mine. "And just like I promised, I got completely naked at the checkout."
"Oh fuck it feels good!" Tammy moaned as I felt the end of my eight and a half inches hit the end of her tunnel.
I pulled back slowly, easing my cock out of her and back in again, pushing into her faster than I had pulled back, making her gasp and moan in pleasure. In and out I started to stroke, letting my head bump gently into the end of her tunnel with each stroke, but not so hard that I might hurt her. I looked down at my sister's round, firm tits wiggling and shaking with each impact, her hips trying to thrust at me and rock with each stroke I made.
"Oh fuck! I'm going to COME!" My sister screamed as her whole body started to shake and tremble. I could feel her pussy clench around my cock as she climaxed below me, gasping for breath as spasms and shudders wracked her petite body.
"Come with me," Vickie whispered in my ear before sliding gently off the bed. I pulled out of my sister and let Vickie pull me by the hand toward the door. "Be right back baby!" she said over her shoulder as she led me out the door. "God I need to fucked!" she said as she pulled the bedroom door closed behind us. "Fuck me."
"Here?"
"Hell yes here!" she practically demanded, as she turned around and leaned on the wall pushing her ass out at me. "Come on. We don't have all day."
"Fuck. Okay," I said, stepping behind her. My already lubricated cock slid easily into her as I pushed my head against her wet lips.
"Oh yeah. God you are big," she moaned softly as she pushed back against me. I pushed into her until my hips hit her full, round ass and then pulled back, jamming into her again. In moments we were pounding against each other, our bodies rhythmically slapping together as we pushed each other up the short slope remaining to climax. I felt her pussy clench around me as I took hold of her tits, squeezing them in my hands as I tried to capture the madly flying orbs of sexy flesh. "Ohhhhh fuck," she gasped as her body started to shudder and tremble.
"God gonna come," I grunted as her pussy clenched around me again, pushing me beyond any hope of holding back.
"Yeah. Oh fuck yeah!" She gasped as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and squiring a huge gush of cum into her soft hot pussy. Over and over I jerked, adding to the load inside Vickie, my mind slowly recognizing reality again after long seconds.
"Vickie! Don't leave me like this!" I heard my stepsister call from in her bedroom.
"Shit. You better go," Vickie panted, pushing off the wall and pulling her pussy off my now softening cock. She turned and without another word slipped back into the bedroom, leaving me standing there with my cock dripping our combined cum.
I walked to my bedroom and closed the door behind myself and flopped on my bed, my mind grappling with what I had just done. I wouldn't exactly say I regretted it, because if felt damn good, but I worried that if she found out it was me she might tell our parents, then I'd be in deep, deep, deep shit. But how would she find out? I doubted that Vickie would tell her. "No. She wouldn't." I said to myself as I closed my eyes and pictured her nude body again, trying to convince myself that it'd be alright.
I was up and dressed when my parents came home later that afternoon. Vickie and my sister were still locked away in her room, the two of them being surprisingly quiet. I was slightly apprehensive when my dad called up the stairs to the pair for dinner and then came to let me know they'd brought pizza home for dinner. I turned off the hockey game I'd been watching and headed to the kitchen for a few slices. Tammy and Vickie came down shortly after, wearing somewhat revealing shorts and crop top shirts. I was pretty sure my mom noticed the lack of anything under the shirts. I know I damn well did.
"So you girls have a good day?" She asked them across the kitchen island.
"Yeah. Just been hanging out and talking girl stuff. You know how it is mom."
"I used to," she said with a smile. "Want some company?"
"Oh. You wouldn't want to hang around with us. Especially not on Valentine's Day! You should be snuggled up with your sweetie!"
"Well, we've done plenty of that all day, but I wouldn't say no to some quiet time with him this evening."
"Not a problem with us. How about you Andy? Wanna hang with us this evening?"
I about choked on my pizza when she dropped that bomb on me. "Me?"
"Ohhh that's sweet honey!" My stepmom injected. "Since neither of you have Valentine's dates, maybe you can rent a movie or something."
"I doubt Andy would enjoy a romantic comedy," Tammy answered her mother. "But maybe we can find an action movie or something that he'd enjoy. I know how much he prefers action to romance!"
"Awww. That's nice of you sweetie. I'm glad to see that you two have gotten so close!" Her mother answered with a sweet smile.
"You have no idea!" Tammy mumbled with a grin, throwing me a sideways glance. After we ate Tammy and Vickie disappeared, apparently going out for a movie. Our parents had also disappeared, but it wasn't any mystery as to where they went to, anyone going down the hall near the master bedroom could tell very quickly. My step-mother wasn't the quietest person in the world when she climaxed, and my dad seemed to be able to make that happen quite a few times. I headed down to the basement family room to watch some TV and get away from the sound of my parents going at it like rabbits.
"So, brother of mine. We tried to come up with a movie we'd all enjoy. Something with a little action for you and a little romance for us. Hope you enjoy it!" Tammy said as she walked into the family room and stepped in front of the TV, pushing the power button on the DVD player.
"So what is it?" I asked with a soft sigh, realizing that I wasn't going to get to finish watching the program I'd already started.
"Oh. I can't tell you that," she said as she bent over, pushing her miniskirt covered ass out at me. I did a serious double take as she wiggled her ass back and forth as she worked the buttons on the DVD player, her bare pussy sticking out at me below the hem of the short skirt. She finally straightened up when the movie flashed to life on the sixty inch flat screen, stepping over to the sofa and plopping down hard next to me, on the other side from where Vickie had settled. "You know. It's chilly down here!" she said, reaching for one of the blankets that lived on the back of the sofa. "Don't you think so Vickie?"
"It is a bit chilly," her friend agreed as Tammy spread the blanket across the three of us and then pulled it up to her chin.
I had no idea what the movie was called, but I had to admit that it started out with plenty of action. Two "agents" of some kind protecting a shipment of diamonds on a train became almost immediately involved in a gunfight with would be robbers. Just when I thought the two agents were going to win the day and protect their cargo in the armored rail car, an extremely busty woman snuck up behind them from I don't know where and tasered them both into unconsciousness. The now apparently successful thieves decided that stealing the diamonds wasn't enough, they had to "embarrass" the two agents, stripping them both and handcuffing them naked to the now empty safe. As the two agents came around from their untimely tasering, one of the thieves decided to pass the remaining time until their departure from the train by getting him hard and riding him until she was satisfied, which took plenty of time and plenty of bouncing boob time.



I was so surprised and engrossed in the movie that I barely felt Tammy sliding over until she was sitting right against me. She reached out for my hand and pulled it to her lap, surprising me again at the lack of anything between my hand and the soft heat of her skin. "Kinda gets you turned on, doesn't it?" she whispered, pushing my hand down between her thighs.
"Huh? Um. Yeah," I answered in an equally quiet whisper while the handcuffed female agent, now apparently turned on by the action of the thief, was climbing on top of the male agent to get some of her own
I felt Tammy's hand release mine after pressing my fingers against her wet lips, sliding back into my lap and worming her hand into my sweat pants. "You know. I think your cock is easily as big as his is," she whispered. "At least it felt like it."
"Felt like it?" I asked, my head snapping to look at her impishly grinning face.
"Uh huh. When you were fucking me on the bed. You didn't think I wouldn't figure it out, did you?"
I blushed a little and mumbled, "I didn't think that far."
"Well, just so you know. Next time, take your clothes with you," she whispered. "Now since I didn't get to see, don't you think I deserve a little show?"
"A little show?" I asked as she squeezed my rock hard cock.
"Uh huh. I think you should strip for us. I mean you did it once in my room, so it shouldn't be too hard to do it again, right?"
"But you already did see me naked! In the shower!"
"Yeah. But I didn't get to enjoy the view. You were too busy trying to hide it. Now, I suppose if you prefer I could tie you to my bed and handcuff you like I was and see how much you like it."
"No. I don't think I'd much like that at all!" I protested.
"Good. Then show me," she said, pushing the blanket down with her free hand, exposing that she was completely naked except for her tank top, which was pulled up above her tits.
"Uh uh. Show both of us!" Vickie chimed in, pushing the blanket down to show that she was as skimpily dressed as my sister.
"Both?"
"You didn't have any trouble fucking both of us earlier today, so why be coy now? Come on stud. Show me that cock!" My sister urged, pulling her hand from my sweat pants and trying to push me up from the sofa.
"But if Mom and dad..." I started to protest.
"What? Come down here? I doubt it. They'll be at it all night up there. Besides, you wouldn't want me to tell em that you tied me to my bed and then raped me, would you?"
"I didn't rape you!" I protested quickly.
"Uh. Lover boy. What do you call sticking your dick into someone without their permission? Just because I THOUGHT it was Vickie giving me a pump with a strap on doesn't change the fact that you fucked me without my permission."
"Oh god."
"Don't worry. I don't plan on telling anyone. At least not so long as you do what I want now."
"And that is?"
"Strip naked for me for a start and then I want you to lick my pussy."
"Seriously?"
She grinned at me and reached for her phone. "I suppose I can invite a few more friends over to watch. After all you ARE going to do what I want tonight or your new name will be jailbird come morning. What do you think Vickie? You think Sara would enjoy coming and watching my brother strip for her?"
"Okay, okay. I'll do it," I huffed. I should have known that sneaking into her room like that was going to come back to bite me. I stood up and stepped in front of the TV, quickly skimming off my t-shirt and then after a moment's hesitation, pushed down my sweat pants and worked them off my feet, leaving me completely naked.
"God that is a good looking cock. Now come over here and lick me. Let's see if your tongue can do as good as your dick!" she said, lifting and spreading her legs to completely expose her pussy, even more than it had been on the bed. Her fat, round, completely shaved lips, pulled apart, revealing her soft, pink inner lips.
I could be a lot of things, and at the moment turned on would be high on the list. Beside the movie, seeing both of them naked on the sofa was enough to keep my already humming motor churning away. Now with an open invitation, sister or not, I didn't have to think twice. I stepped over to her, knelt on the carpet in front of her and leaned my face down between her legs. I could easily smell the musky scent of her arousal even before I touched her with my tongue. I pressed the tip of my tongue gently between her lips and stroked up along them, tasting her moisture and teasing over her softness.
"Oh my god," she moaned softly as I went back for another stroke, pressing my tongue deeper into her this time. She rested her feet on my shoulders and spread her legs as far apart as she could, giving me even more access to her wetness and her now exposed clit. "Oh FUCK!" she gasped as I stroked my tongue across her hard, excited clit. I worked down and up her slit, sliding my tongue between her lips and into the entrance to her tunnel before tracing back up again to find her clit and flick and circle it with the tip of my to tongue. As good as this was, and I knew it was making her feel pretty fucking good, my brain was screaming for me to do something a whole lot different.
I pulled my face from her pussy, pushed myself up so I was kneeling in front of her and knee walked closer to her, aiming my cock at her waiting pussy. I pressed the tip of my engorged mushroom head between her lips and rubbed up and down a few times, wetting my head with her juices before pushing it lower to drive into her.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck," she moaned deeply as I pushed my cock into her several inches. My still dry shaft grabbed at her lips so I pulled back, allowing her juices to spread again on her lips before pushing back in again. Gentle forceful strokes was what it would take to fully wet my shaft. In and out I stroked, driving more of me into her with each push, until finally my head hit the end of her tunnel and my thighs pressed against her bare ass. "Oh my god," she moaned loudly as I started pulling back and plunging into her, driving my fat cock into her hard with each push. She reached up and pulled her tank top the rest of the way off, leaving her as naked as I was. In and out I slid, driving forcefully into her with each stroke, our bodies slapping loudly together, her tits rolling and bouncing on her chest with each impact. "Oh fuck me baby. Fuck me hard!" she moaned in pleasure as I stroked in and out of her.
I could feel my own climax building deep within me, the tingle spreading through my body, and hoped she'd climax sooner rather than later. "Oh god. Gonna come again," she gasped as her body started to tremble. "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!" she squeaked as her whole body seemed to spasm and jerk before me. I could feel her velvety, soft tunnel squeeze and grip me in time with the spasms of the rest of her body, coaxing me quickly over the brink.
"Fuck!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into her as it surged a massive gush of cum into her pussy. I gasped for breath as my body twitched and spasmed, emptying shot after shot of cum into her as I held myself over her.
"Oh sweet Jesus," she panted as her body began to still, occasional trembles and shudders still racing through her body with waning frequency. "God can you fuck."
"You can say that again," Vickie chimed in from where she sat on the end of the sofa, every bit as naked as we were, her fingers slowly pushing in and out of her pussy as she held her legs wide apart to give herself access. "I was hoping to get another round of that myself though."
"Oh, I have a hunch that he we can get him back up to give you a bit more," Tammy said with a grin. "Come on. We better get covered up in case mom and dad take a break."
"Yeah," I agreed, pulling my now shrinking cock from her pussy, a small flood of cum leaking onto the floor."
"It's a bit late for that, isn't it?" We heard our mom say from the doorway.
"MOM!" Tammy cried in surprise.
"Oh shit! MOM!" I said in almost unison, my hands jerking to cover my mostly soft cock as I looked to the door to see Elaine standing in the door in a bathrobe, the front hanging open and her naked body exposed from neck to toes.
"Uh huh," she said without moving or attempting to cover herself. "I wondered why it sounded like someone was fucking down here. I just didn't expect to find it be you two."
"What are you doing here mom?" Tammy asked, trying to cover herself with the blanket.
"I could ask you the same thing, but it's pretty obvious. For now, let it suffice to say that I'll be talking to both of you later. For now, try to keep the noise down. I doubt your father would approve," she said before she turned and walked away.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. We're so dead," I groaned as I flopped on the sofa.
"Oh yeah. I know my mom. When she doesn't punish you right away, you're in for it big time," she breathed.
"So what now?" I asked.
"You heard her. Keep the noise down," Vickie offered. "I still wanna get fucked."
"At the moment, I don't think that's happening," I answered quietly. "Not after that!"
"Too bad," she said as she stood up and stepped in front of me. "Cuz I'm most definitely interested in solving this little problem you two created."
"What problem is that?" I asked as she stepped across my legs and then knelt on the sofa, one leg on either side of mine.
"The one where you made me horny as hell for your cock. Somehow a dildo just isn't going to cut it tonight," she said huskily as she moved closer to me, reaching out with one hand to the back of the sofa to balance herself, the other moving to one of her large soft breasts. She cupped under her breast and pressed the soft mound into a cone, aiming it at my lips as she leaned toward me. "Why don't you suck on this and we'll see if that big cock of yours gets hard again," she cooed softly, rubbing her erect nipple on my lips. "I'm sure even if your dad did show up, that he wouldn't mind you having sex with me."
I opened my mouth and let her press her tit to it, her hard, protruding nipple pressing into my mouth. Almost as if it had a will of its own, my tongue reached out and swirled around the hard nub, teasing it and stroking back and forth across it. She moaned softly as I worked her nipple pulling it away after a minute or so and moving her chest to press the other where the first had been. "No point in letting it get lonely. They're not as big as your mom's though. Did you like seeing her naked? Her big, soft tits hanging down, her nipples hard as a rock as they poked out at you? Did you see her shaved pussy, all wet and glistening? I'd bet that she was fingering herself while she watched you fuck her daughter. Does that turn you on? The thought of your step mom fingering herself while she watched you?"
I almost couldn't help but groan slightly as my mind drew a picture of her standing with her feet apart, her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy like Vickie's had been doing only a short time ago. I could feel Vickie's weight shift and then a hand close around my suddenly hardening cock. "It does turn you on, doesn't it? How about that Tammy. Your brother's getting a hard-on thinking about how hot and sexy your mom is," she cooed softly as her hand stroked my cock even harder. I felt a hot wetness press against my head as she worked her hand up and down my shaft, my head suddenly enveloped by her hot wet pussy. "Ohhhh fuck," she groaned quietly as she sunk down on me, her pussy not nearly as tight as my sister's but pleasantly tight just the same.
She began to slowly rock herself on her knees, lifting and lowering herself up and down my still growing shaft. "That's it Andy. I can feel it getting fatter and harder. Mmmmmmm so good. Just going to ride this until I come, just like this," she breathed softly, pulling her chest from my face and her nipple from my mouth. Her tits bounced in front of my face, each soft mound bouncing up and down on her chest as she picked up speed. "I bet your thinking of her doing this. Your stepmom. Aren't you? Picturing her with that little blue robe on, spread apart, her big tits flopping up and down in front of you as she rides your cock. Mmmmmmm. Yeah. I can tell. You got the hots for your mom, don't you?" She cooed softly as she rode me.
"Oh god," I groaned, unable to NOT think about that naked body now that Vickie was coaxing my thoughts there. In my mind I could easily see her straddling me, bouncing up and down on my cock, her big tits almost hitting me in the face with each plunge down my cock.
"Oh lover boy, we're gonna have to find a way to make that happen," she moaned softly. "You're so fucking fat and long thinking about her on your cock. God I'm gonna come any second. Wanna feel her come around your cock? Wanna feel her pussy bouncing up and down your shaft, making you pump your cum deep into her hot wet pussy?"
"OH fuuuuck!" I groaned as my body jerked, trying to force my cock up into her as she came down on me again.
"YES!" she cried loudly as she felt the first surge of my cum lance up into her. She jammed her pussy down on me, grinding her clit into the base of my cock as her body shuddered and trembled. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes, yes, yes!" she gasped over and over as my cock spewed into her as her body squeezed and spasmed around my rock hard cock. "Oh god yes." She breathed more quietly after several long seconds, her body sagging slightly as the tenseness of her climax slowly washed away. "You got one hell of a problem Tammy. Your brother has the hots for your mom.
"Oh god," Tammy said with a frown. "Not my mom. Not really? Right? I thought you were just playing with him."
"I was, but you didn't feel how big he got when I suggested she was riding him. On yeah. He has the hots for her. If he didn't before, he does now."
"Oh god. Andy!? Tell me that isn't true!"
"Well, sorta. I mean she was naked and all," I answered, feeling slightly ashamed of the emotional sensation.
"Don't worry. I'm sure we can figure something out," Vickie said with a grin. "I mean after all, we did get him to fuck you, right?"
"SHHHHHHH!" Tammy hissed. "You weren't supposed to say anything!"
"What, that you wanted to be fucked by him and we set all that up just hoping he'd come fuck you? Not much point in not being honest now, is there?" she asked with a grin. "Besides. I've got so many more ideas for you two now."
"Oh lord," Tammy mumbled as she covered her hands with her face. All I could do was look back and forth between Tammy and my step sister, still sitting on my shrinking cock with her face covered, letting the confession sink in.
The end.
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This was why I hated family vacations, or at least my parent's version of them. We were four days into this trip "out West", tent camping our way through Utah's national parks. I'd always thought the desert was dry, but apparently not when we're camping. This was the third night in a row that thunderstorms had moved in right after dinner. That forced my sister Jenny and I to endure the storm in the dome tent we had to share while my parents kept themselves busy in theirs.
Even over the sound of the heavy rain and occasional claps of thunder, it was pretty obvious what they were up to and why they brought two dome tents instead of our big wall tent. They said it was because the two smaller tents were easier to deal with than the big tent, but I'm pretty sure the real reason is that my mom wanted to give my dad full use of his anniversary present, her newly enhanced 38DDD's. It was always obvious to me that my dad was a tit man, and my mom knew it. She'd always decide to sun herself in the back yard when he was working out there, taking her top off to flash him when she thought we weren't around. More than once I'd come home to find them having sex in the middle of the back yard.
I usually liked camping, but this trip was turning into a nightmare. My little sister and I were both adults, but in a lot of ways my parents still treated us like little kids instead of the eighteen and twenty that we were. Even out here camping, they encouraged us to "go find some other young people to play with". Like that was going to happen even if it wasn't pouring rain by the barrel full down on us.
"I'm going to the bathroom," I said as I started pulling my rainsuit on over my thin athletic shorts and t-shirt. "It's too damn hot to stay in here!"
"Yeah, I know," Jenny answered, fanning her sweaty face with her hands. Even though it was raining, it still had to be at least a hundred degrees in the small tent, mostly because we couldn't open any windows without letting in the rain. Okay I'm exaggerating. But easily eighty plus with the humidity running at 100%. Jenny had stripped down to as little clothing as she could get away with, exposing a shit load of coppery tanned skin, including a significant amount of her tits, which were only slightly smaller than my mom's new artificially enhanced pair. Okay, maybe they weren't that big, but 32D was still nothing to sneeze at. So between my sister's lack of attire and my parents banging away like rabbits twenty feet and two thin sheets of nylon away, I was really starting to miss my girlfriend, if you know what I mean.
"I'll be back," I mumbled as I crawled out the partly unzipped tent door, closing it as quickly as I could to keep the rain out.
The rain beat down on me as I trudged down the gravel path toward what the state park considered a bathroom. True it had walls, but to me that's pretty much where the similarity ended. I wouldn't even bother with the walk if there were a few trees around. But what this arid landscape considers a tree is almost too small to even take a leak on.
I was the only one in the men's side, but I could hear several female voices on the woman's side of the house. Part of me wished I could just peek over the top of the wall and see just who was talking.
"I know. It's big isn't it?"
"Bigger than I expected."
"I wouldn't mind getting into his pants, or more accurately letting him get into mine!"
"Oh Donna. You always say that. If he stood completely naked in front of you, you wouldn't know what to do!"
"I sure as hell would!"
"Yeah right. I dare you to get his number and text him a picture of your tits."
"Uh uh. She should do her pussy."
"Or completely naked. Come on. I'll take the pic for you. Just strip down and give me your phone."
"I would but I don't have his phone number and I can't get it with it raining like this!"
"Famous last words!"
"It's true!"
"I doubt it."
"Fine. I'll send him a picture of me naked if you go run naked in the rain. Maybe he'll see you."
"I can't do that. We'd be in huge trouble if we got caught."
"That's because you're chicken!"
"I'm not."
"You're good at daring us but you won't do anything."
"Fine, all three of us together."
"Once around the building. Nothing but shoes!"
"Done. Get em off girls!"
I doubted they realized I was just on the other side of the partition. I'd peek over the top except for the louvres that allowed the air to move all but blocked anyone from looking over.
"Okay. Here goes!" I heard one of them say, her voice changing slightly. I suddenly realized that they were really going to run naked around the bathroom building. I moved to the door as quickly as I could, but by the time I got out the little doorless entry way they had already disappeared around the corner. Much to my frustration, they were able to disappear back into their side without me even getting a glimpse.
"Oh god." One of them said panting slightly. "I don't believe we did that."
"Wait. Before you get dressed. I dare you to run into the boy's side."
"Like this?"
"Uh huh"
"No way!"
"What? Scared? No one's in there."
"Then you do it!"
"So you are afraid."
"Uh uh. But if I do, you do!"
"If I do, you have to send this picture to him!"
"Hey! Give me that!"
"Uh uh!" One of them giggled loudly. "You want it, you'll know where it is!"
Moments later I heard running footsteps and into the bathroom ran a girl, maybe a year or two younger than I am, completely naked except for shoes. She set a phone down on the floor and ran back out without even realizing I was standing in the stall, the partition door open, watching her. She had blonde hair, easily down to her shoulders, soaking wet, a nice shaped modestly large tits, and a little triangle of blonde bush between her legs. I had to admit that after the discussion I'd overheard I was more than a little turned on. I also knew another of the girls was going to be in for her phone any minute. I stepped out of the stall while the girls argued about who was going to retrieve it and picked it up.
"Bitch!" I heard one girl swear at another moments before a different but equally naked girl walked in, looking around the floor.
"Looking for this?" I asked, holding up the phone for her to see.
"SHIT!" She screamed before darting back out of the men's bathroom. "You bitch! He's in there!"
"Uh uh. No way!"
"You ran in there and didn't even see him?"
"There wasn't anyone there!"
"He has my phone!"
"Well, ask him for it back."
"You ask him for it back!"
"You girls do realize I can hear everything you say, right?" I said loud enough for them to hear.
"SHIT!" The one who came in to get the phone said again.
"Can Trish get her phone back please?" One of them asked.
"Maybe."
"Maybe what?"
"Maybe she can. If she's willing to come get it."
"I'll come get it!" I heard the one that had to be Trish answer almost angrily.
"Naked!" I added.
"No way! No way I'm coming back over there naked!"
"You did once."
"All I want is my phone back."
"Well. Come get it. Just be naked."
"No way!"
"Well. Guess I got a new phone then!"
"She will. But you gotta be too!" One of the other girls chimed in.
"And you have to give her your phone number!" the other added.
"While she's in there with you!" the first one said with a giggle.
"Donna! What the fuck!" the one called Trish swore.
"Hey you wanted to know how big it is. Now you can find out! Hey! You can't give her phone back until she gives you a hardon!"
As if that was a problem at the moment. My cock had been rock hard since they started talking about getting naked. "That's not a problem," I chucked as I answered back.
"Well. Tell us when you're naked," the one called Donna said. "If you're up to it that is!"
Let's see. Horny guy has to get naked to have naked girl come get her phone. Make that one horny as hell guy after listening to his parents fucking and listening to the girls talk about getting naked? Not even a choice to be made. I quickly pushed my rainsuit off, slid my shorts and underwear down and stepped out of them. "Okay. Ready!" I called as I stood with her phone in one hand and the other around my hard dick. A few moments later I saw a face peek around the entry door, followed hesitantly by the rest of Trish. She was a bit shorter than me, nicely curved but not skinny. Her long brown hair hung down around her face and brushed the tops of her apple sized breasts and matched a tiny brown patch of curls on her mound.
She hesitantly walked toward me. "Can I have my phone?"
"Yeah," I answered, stepping toward her.
"Make her suck your dick first!" Donna called over the partition.
"You come suck it!" Trish shot back before reaching for her phone. "It is a nice dick," she whispered. "So. I need your phone number."
I rattled off my number while she typed it into her phone, awkwardly standing in front of her with my hands at my sides, my rock hard cock sticking and almost brushing her stomach as it moved up and down slightly with my pounding heart. She clicked off the phone and reached her hand for my cock, gently wrapping her fingers around it.
"It's hard and big and I'm stroking it!" she called to her friends as she slid her hand along it. "And he has his hands on my tits!" she added as I reached up and cupped both apple sized mounds, rubbing my thumbs back and forth across the hard protruding nipples. "Mmmmmm," she moaned softly. "Nice."
"Uh huh," I agreed as her strokes slid along my shaft, her hand sliding over my head with each stroke to lubricate us with the pre-cum leaking from my tip.
"I gotta go!" she said suddenly, pulling her hand away and running out of the bathroom.
"Wait!" I called.
"Can't!" she called back as she disappeared out the door.
"Okay. I played with it. If you wanna go fuck him, have at it!"
"Come on!" Donna said before all three retreated from the bathroom, apparently confident that with me naked I wouldn't follow them. They were right. By the time I got my pants on they were long gone. I wondered how much Trish was wearing when they left. With a frown born of frustration, I headed back to my campsite in the still pouring rain.
"Damn Jenny! You won't believe..." I started to say as I ducked into my tent, freezing in place at the sight of my sister laying on the air mattress, her shirt pushed up to her neck, one hand massaging a bare tit, and her shorts pushed to her ankles with her legs spread wide, two fingers frantically plunging in and out of her pussy. It seemed to take several seconds to realize it was me and collect her thoughts, the image of her nude form and shaved pussy burning into my brain.
"Fuck! You could give a girl some warning!" she hissed angrily at me as she pulled the sleeping bag she was laying on over herself.
"Yeah. Didn't exactly expect to come back and find you fucking yourself," I answered back equally quietly as I crawled the rest of the way in. I zipped the door behind me and started working the rainsuit off.
"Close your eyes or something!" she whispered harshly.
"Uh uh," I answered, flopping on the double wide air mattress next to her.
"Bastard," she hissed, trying to get her clothes back in place under the sleeping bag. "God, is that a hardon?" she asked as she looked down at me, my shorts tented out lewdly.
"Yeah."
"From seeing me?"
"It didn't hurt, but no. I ran into three girls playing some naked dare thing and one of them had to come into the men's room naked to get her phone back."
"And you just stood there and watched?"
"No, I had to give her a little bit to look at too. She stroked my cock while I played with her tits. I was just starting to think we were going to fuck right there when she suddenly left."
"That sucks."
"Yep," I answered, listening to my mom moaning in their tent while my dad did something she enjoyed.
"I was so close to coming," my sister whispered.
"Yeah. I thought I was going to get some. She was pretty good looking."
"Don't suppose you'd close your eyes and let me finish."
"Maybe. I could sure as hell stand a little relief," I answered.
"So, we'll both get off. No peeking or anything?"
"Yeah sure." I agreed, really wanting to get off every bit as much as she seemed to want to at that moment.
"Take off your shoes."
"Huh?"
"Take off your shoes. You can't get undressed with your shoes on."
"I have to get undressed?"
"I have to be, so you do too."
"Oh. Yeah," I answered, not entirely sure I did understand. I could get off without undressing, I just figured she could too. I sat up and pulled my wet shoes and socks off, tossing them near the door. "Okay," I said as I lay back next to her.
"Okay. Close your eyes and take your clothes off," she said, looking at me to be sure I closed my eyes. "Keep em closed."
"Yeah," I answered, my mind flooding with images of Trish as I pushed my shorts down and kicked them off. I had to sit up to take my shirt off and then lay back down.
"You naked?" my sister whispered questioningly.
"Uh huh," I answered her.
"Me too," she said making me want to open my eyes and look. But I'd promised and I try to keep my promises. "Mmmmmmm." I heard her moan softly, the sound of fingers pushing wetly into her pussy just barely audible over the sound of the heavy raindrops splatting against the nylon tent roof. I wrapped my hand around my cock and started to stroke myself, little moans and sighs coming from next to me.
I felt her leg move over mine, her hot thigh practically rubbing against my balls as she spread her legs wider next to me.
"Here," she whispered, grabbing my hand from around my cock. "Rub this. But no peeking!" she said as she moved my hand to her pussy, her fingers pressing against mine to force them between her wet lips. "oh yeah," she breathed as I started to stroke up and down her sopping pussy, her juices lubricating my fingers as I pushed slightly into her.
Her hand let go of mine and wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking it in time to my strokes up and down her pussy lips. "Oh fuck," she moaned softly in pleasure, the sound is my mom and dad grunting and gasping in the other tent enhancing our mutual desires. The distinct sound of their bodies slapping together pushed my own climax closer with each passing second. Jenny's hand slid up and down my shaft, running over my engorged head and lubricating my shaft with the pre-cum oozing from the tip, her hips lifting off the bed in time with each stroke of my fingers and her hand.
"Oh fuck yes!" Jenny gasped as my fingers found her clit and started to stroke across it. Her hips lifted and pushed toward my hand harder, her moans and gasps muffled by something as she clearly inched closer to her own climax. "Ahhhhhh fuck!" she gasped loudly into whatever she was using to muffle her cries, her whole body seeming to stiffen under my touch and against mine. She shuddered briefly and then jerked uncontrollably, gasping for breath and whispering "oh fuck" over and over.
I felt her body relax against mine, her leg moving from across mine as she gently moved my hand from between her legs. I began to wonder if she was going to leave me hanging inches from my own completion when her hand returned to my cock. She stroked it slowly for several seconds before I felt a hot wetness close around my head.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, forgetting that I was supposed to keep my eyes closed. I looked down and saw my sister's head slowly bobbing up and down my shaft, her lips sliding along much of its length while her tongue teased and licked the soft underside of my engorged mushroom head. "Oh fuck," I gasped as my body jerked hard, a massive gush of cum lancing out into her mouth. She turned her head slightly, holding my spurting head in her mouth while my body jerked and twitched under her. She stroked my shaft, sliding her hand from my balls to where I protruded from her mouth, coaxing my orgasm to continue as long as she could.
"Fuck yes!" I heard my mother cry from the other tent as her own orgasm apparently washed over her while her daughter swallowed down her son's load of cum.
"Ohhhh fuck," I groaned as Jenny pulled her mouth from my cock and let my now shrinking member lay on my stomach. She rolled onto me and pushed herself up my body, her almost grapefruit sized tits hanging down in full view.
"I guess keeping our eyes closed didn't work," she whispered.
"Uh uh," I panted, still trying to catch my breath.
"Better not say a word about this to anyone... EVER! Right?"
"Yeah. Not a word," I agreed as I stared at her tits. "By the way. Nice tits."
"Figures. Just like dad. A tit man."
"Can you blame me?"
"Not really," she answered, flopping back on the bed. "You think they're done for a while?"
"It's only eight thirty," I answered looking at my watch. "They have plenty of time to go again."
"She's gotta be getting worn out. That's the third time she's come tonight."
"I missed one huh?"
"While you were gone to the bathroom,"
"Oh."
"Now what?" she asked.
"About what?"
"What do we do before bedtime?"
"I don't know. It's too damn hot in here to put any clothes on. I suppose we could go out for a walk in the rain."
"We'd get wet."
"Rainsuits," I answered.
"Too hot."
"So don't wear anything under," I suggested.
"What? Just rainsuits?"
"Why not?"
She thought for a few moments. "Okay, you're on. Shoes and rain suits."
We both dressed in our hiking boots, mine still saturated from earlier, and our rainsuits, and nothing else. We crawled out of the tent, zipped it up and went walking to explore what was around us. We found the head of a hiking trail and followed it for a little ways, winding down a path into a ravine. "Hey look," I said, finding a small rock ledge that hung out over the trail, making a little shelter from the rain.
"Cool," Jenny said as we both crouched down into the little cave like space. "It's cooler here than in the tent."
"Yep"
"You don't suppose anyone else will come down this trail, do you?"
"Probably not this close to night."
"These rainsuits are hot."
"Yep," I answered.
"That was supposed to be a hint."
"Oh?" I asked a little dumbly.
"Yeah. Let's take em off," she said, unzipping the lightweight rain jacket and exposing her bare chest. She slipped the sleeves off and then pushed herself up to a squat. She spread the rain top on the ground and then pushed the pants down over her round ass before sitting back down again on the jacket top. She pushed the pants the rest of the way off and lay back on the rainsuit naked except for her shoes.
"Well?"
"Huh?" I asked, breaking the stare. "Oh yeah." It only took me a few moments to strip down as naked as she was, my cock rock hard again.
"Damn. That came up fast," she said, reaching over and giving it a few strokes.
"You keep that up and I'm going to have to do something equally stimulating."
"Yeah? My tits like to be sucked," she whispered, still stroking my cock.
"They do huh?" I asked as I rolled into my side to push myself half over her. I looked down at her round, soft mounds in the growing gloom and lowered my face toward one. Opening my mouth, I drew the whole front of her breast into my mouth, teasing her already rock hard nipple with my tongue.
"Mmmmmmm. Nice," she cooed softly. "Amanda has you well trained."
"You should see what I can do with my cock," I answered as I moved to her other breast, drawing that nipple into my mouth and teasing my tongue around and around it.
"Is that an offer," she asked quietly.



I pulled my face from her tit and looked at her. "You want me to fuck you?"
"That depends. You ever going to tell anyone you did?"
"Who'd believe me?"
"No one," she whispered, pulling on my cock to coax me toward her. I rolled myself the rest of the way over her and held myself on all fours over her, her hand still on my cock. I lowered myself down toward her, her hand guiding my fat mushroom head toward her pussy.
"Go slow. You're bigger than either Mark or Donnie," she whispered, confirming that she had indeed had sex with both of her last two boyfriends. She rubbed my head between her lips and then settled me into the entrance to her depths. "Oh fuck," she gasped as I slowly pressed down, forcing my cock into her. I could feel her tight tunnel slowly expand to accept me, her velvety soft tunnel caressing each inch that I pushed into her. I pulled back slowly and pressed in again, allowing her juices to lubricate us both. In and out I slid, my pace quickening with the intensity of her moans. "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck," she gasped over and over as I plunged into her with abandon. Her hips rocked and lifted to meet my strokes as my cock pistoned in and out of her rhythmically. My hips slapped wetly against her ass, her legs lifted and pulled back to allow me to penetrate fully into her. "Gonna come. Oh god. Gonna come!" she moaned loudly as I drove into her, my cock swelling bigger as the tingle of impending climax raced from my balls to the rest of my body like little strikes of lightning.
"Me too!" I grunted, knowing that I too was moments from that point.
"FUCK!" she cried loudly as her already tight pussy clenched around me, her spasms trying to pull and draw me in further. Her heels dug into my ass and pulled as well, practically stopping my strokes moments before my own climax. But it was far too late to stop that process, even if I'd wanted to, which I didn't.
"Ugh!" I grunted as my body jammed my cock hard into her and pumped a gush of hot cum into her pussy.
"Fuck!" she cried again, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down against her, her soft tits smashed against my chest. "Oh god," she moaned softly. "God, can you fuck!"
"If you say so."
"Oh yeah. I do," she answered.
We lay there silently for several minutes, her fingers stroking my back and bare ass as I softened inside her. "Come on," I whispered. "We should get back. It's getting dark and the rain is letting up."
"Yeah," she agreed, letting go of me to climb back off of her. We dressed back in our rainsuits and started back the way we came, the rain tapering off to a light drizzle. "Remember. No one!" she hissed as we approached the campground again.
"Yep," was all I needed to answer.
"There you are!" my mom said as we walked into our campsite. She and dad were sitting at the picnic table under the pop-up awning. She was dressed in a lightweight t-shirt that in the lantern light, didn't do a whole lot to cover her new boobs, and a pair of short shorts.
"Yeah. It was too hot in the tent so we went for a walk," Jenny answered for us.
"Oh, that's nice. Come take your rainsuit off and join us. Maybe we can play some cards or something."
"Sure. In a sec," Jenny answered as I unzipped the tent.
"Don't you want to take those wet things off before you go into the tent?" my dad asked.
"No. We'll be right out," I answered as I crawled in to make room for Jenny.
She crawled in behind me and zipped it closed.
"That's odd. The way they're acting, you'd think they were naked under their rain gear." I could hear my dad say through the tent wall.
"Don't be silly honey. Why would they be naked? It's not like they're going to show off anything in front of each other. Look how much they complained about sharing the tent when we started this trip."
"Yeah. You're right." He agreed while Jenny and I quickly stripped off the rainsuits and pulled on shorts and shirts.
We crawled back out and joined our parents at the table, my dad and I on one side while my mom and Jenny were across from us. Now that I was closer, it was even more obvious that my mom's nipples and areola showed through the thin shirt, the distinctive dark circles showing through the cream colored material. I did my best to ignore it while we played cards, but even if it was my mom's tits, I couldn't help but end up with a hardon.
"Well. I think I'm going to bed. Don't forget we have a hike bright and early. We want to get it in before it gets hot!" my dad said as he pushed himself up from the table.
"Sure thing dad," I answered as he headed to his and mom's tent.
"So did you have a nice walk?" Mom asked as she shuffled the cards.
"Yeah. We went exploring," Jenny answered.
"Got kind of hot in the tent?" she asked raising her eyebrows.
"Yeah. A bit." I agreed.
She leaned closer to me over the table and then turned to look at Jenny, including her in the conversation. "That happens when you're having sex," whispered. "Jenny you need to learn to be a bit more quiet if you don't want your father to find out what you two are doing."
"Oh shit," I breathed.
"We didn't," Jenny whispered back. "We just kind of helped each other out."
"Well just so you know. You both smell like sex," she said as she pushed herself up from the table, her big tits straining the material of the shirt. "Personally I'm glad you're getting along that well, but you might want to be more careful around your father," she whispered. "Night. See you in the morning," she finished before walking away.
I watched her disappear into their tent. "Guess we better hit the sack. You wanna go first?" I asked, our 'normal' method of sharing the tent being one of us getting dressed and in bed first and facing the wall while the other gets changed.
"Yeah. I'll go first," she answered, pushing herself up from the table. I watched her walk to the tent, bend down and crawl in. The battery lantern hanging from the roof clicked on, illuminating her as she knelt on the bed, the door still hanging open. She turned, facing me and started stripping off her clothes, tossing them to the side, leaving her kneeling completely naked. She lay back on the bed, her legs spread and then called out to me. "Okay Trevor!"
"Yeah," I answered, walking to the tent and crawling in. I zipped the door behind me and turned to look at her.
"Too hot in here for clothes, don't you think?" she asked in a whisper.
"Uh. Yeah," I answered back as she reached out to help pull my t-shirt up. It didn't take long for her to help me get naked. She pulled me down onto the air mattress and then rolled herself up to kneel on the mattress, straddling my body as she reached up to turn off the small battery lantern. Before she could roll away, I lifted my hands to cup her large breasts and gave them a gentle squeeze.
"Don't start anything you're not going to finish," she whispered before gently pulling my hands from her tits and rolling back down onto the air mattress. She rolled away from me and lay facing the wall of the tent while I lay there, trying to go to sleep with the image of her naked body still burned into my mind.
"Come on sleepy heads!" I heard my dad call as he rattled the tent around us.
"Yeah. Okay," I groaned as I reached for my face to rub some of the sleep from my eyes. It took a few moments for my brain to sort out the variety of sensations that were suddenly flowing, the warm body pressed to mine, the softness of the ass pressed against my thighs, and of course, the warm confines around my morning woodey. Yeah, that's right. My regular morning hardon was nestled deeply between my sister's legs, the top of my rock hard shaft pressing against her hot, wet pussy lips while the rest was contained by her soft thighs.
"Mmmmmmmm," my sister moaned, stretching herself and sliding her thighs along my hard shaft as she did. "Wow," she whispered a few moments later, reaching down and stroking my engorged head with one finger. "Someone's hard this morning."
"Like every morning," I grunted, pulling out of the soft confines at the sound of my dad banging pans and pots in the kitchen to "coax" us to be up and around.
"Too bad. That was a kinda nice way to wake up," she whispered as she rolled onto her back and stretched again.
"Yeah. I agree," I whispered back. "We better get dressed though."
"You go ahead and dress," she said with a soft giggle. "I'll wait till you're done. I'm kinda enjoying the view."
"Not all that bad from my end either," I answered as I dug into my duffle bag and pulled out socks, underwear and shorts.
"You won't need these," she said softly, taking my briefs and stuffing them back into the duffle. "I'd much rather be able to get a quick flash."
"Fine. Just make sure you're as underdressed as I am," I said as I pulled my socks on. I worked my shorts on while I was on my knees, my hardon poking out at her as I knelt on the air mattress. She grinned and reached for my cock before I could tuck it into my athletic shorts and then leaned her face toward it. "Oh damn." I breathed as she sucked my engorged head into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it several times.
"Just something to keep you hard," she whispered after pulling her face off my cock.
"That will," I answered with a grin, wondering just how long she was going to allow me to look at and play with her body.
I dressed, let her cover with the sleeping bag and then crawled out, zipping the tent behind me. "Morning sleepy head," my mom said as I walked toward the covered picnic table.
"Yeah. Morning." I yawned. "Dad's cooking?" I asked as she sat down at the table to watch my dad start frying bacon in the pan on the gas stove.
"Yep. Just gonna relax today," she said with a grin. "Though I have to admit, a shower would feel pretty good right now."
"Only shower comes out of a two gallon bag," my dad said with a laugh as he continued cooking. "Maybe later we'll fix one up for you. Just gotta hang the bag in a tree."
"What tree?" my mom asked with a frown looking around.
"Well, we can throw it on the roof of the truck."
"And shower out here in front of everyone? No thank you. I don't need a shower that bad."
"That's a shame. I think you'd look pretty sexy soaping up out in the open like that."
"Not on your life buster," my mom said with a frown before winking at me, making me think she was much less adverse to the idea than she seemed.
"Not on your life what?" my sister asked as she stepped out of the tent wearing that same cut off top that showed the bottoms of her tits and a pair of itty bitty shorts that barely covered her ass. The tight gray material molded to her body like a second skin, making a tiny cleft between her legs where the stretchy material was pulled snugly against her pussy.
"Strip down out here and take a shower," she said.
"Ohhhhh. Who wants you to do that? Dad?"
"Who else?" my mom answered.
"Yeah. I bet Trevor wouldn't mind watching that either! He's such a horny bastard!" Jenny giggled.
"Watch what you say about your brother young lady. That's less than ladylike to say anyway," my dad said with his back to us.
"Okay," my sister said sullenly from where she stood at the end of the table. Keeping her eyes on dad so she would know if he turned to look at her, she lifted her shirt up over her bare breasts, exposing her hard nipples to the both of us. Then pulling the shirt down, she stuck her tongue out at me playfully. With that, she sat down on the bench across from us, the three of us sitting quietly until breakfast was cooked.
It might only be mid-morning but it was already sweltering when we headed down the switchback trail leading down into the canyon we'd camped on the rim of. It had to be at least a hundred in the shade, and we most definitely weren't in the shade. My dad led the hike down the trail, my mom following behind him, my sister following. I didn't dislike hiking, but my preferred hiking was with my last girlfriend, mostly because she liked the outdoors, if you know what I mean. I don't think we ever finished a hike without stopping to fuck at least once, and that wasn't going to be happening on this hike. Though my sister was at least making it interesting, turning around frequently to pull her shirt up over her tits and flash me. She surprised me even more when she started pulling her tight shorts down and flashing her ass at me. I suspected that her entire purpose was to keep my hardon just that, hard.
If her flashes weren't enough to keep me hard, her frequent forays into my shorts did. It seemed like every few hundred yards she'd fall back next to me at a wide spot in the trail and push her hand into my shorts, grabbing my hard cock and stroking it several times.
We stopped for a break and I did my best to hide the obvious tenting of my thin underarmor shorts while we all snacked on energy bars and water. Getting my hardon to go down was a lost cause every time I looked at my mom. She wore a thin cream colored spandex tank top that was now soaked with sweat. The material had grown even more translucent as it became saturated with her perspiration. When we started, I could clearly see the bumps of her bare nipples under the shirt. Now I could not only see the slightly tented out material, but I could clearly see the whole front of her breasts as the material clung to the large round orbs.
When we started out again she let my sister go ahead of her, waiting for me to get up to follow. I'd tried to be the last one up to keep my dad from seeing just how hard my cock was in my thin shorts. My mom stood grinning, as she waited for me to get up from the rock I was sitting on, suspecting what the problem was.
"Come on Trevor. No lagging behind," she said sweetly.
"Sure Mom," I answered as I got up, trying to adjust my shorts to hide things.
"You know. There's nothing wrong with being turned on by the site of bare tits," she said as she fell in alongside me, my shorts tenting out significantly as we walked.
"Huh?"
"Your sister. I know she was flashing you," she said with a smile.
"You knew?"
"How could I not."
"Dad?"
"Oh he's oblivious. Too busy enjoying the view."
"Oh?"
"These!" she said, pulling the bottom of her shirt up over her breasts, exposing them completely to me.
"GEEZ MOM!" I said a lot louder than I meant to.
"They are good looking aren't they?" she said with a giggle, putting her shirt back down.
"That wasn't what I meant."
"You don't think they're good looking?"
"I didn't say that! But damn! You're my mom! Isn't flashing your tits at your own son kinda weird?"
"Oh, not really. But then a lot of people would say having sex with your sister was kinda weird. Right?"
"It's not like we're..."
"Oh stop. I know. It's no big deal."
"No big deal? You're taking that awfully good, considering."
"Considering what?"
"Well. That we're brother and sister," I said, a little surprised at her nonchalant attitude about it.
"Not really. I think a lot of siblings do things to some extent. I know I did."
"You did what?"
"Had sex with your Uncle Jack."
"Shit. No way Mom!"
"Uh huh. Your Aunt Mary and I thought it was a shame he was going to graduate high school and go to college without learning how to please a woman, so she and I took it upon ourselves to...teach him."
"You mean you and Aunt Mary..."
"Had a three way with him? Uh huh."
"Oh god." I groaned at the thought of her and Aunt Mary having sex with Uncle Jack. The thought of Aunt Mary naked by itself was enough to make my slightly flagging cock spring to attention. I'd seen Aunt Mary in a bikini before and she was smoking hot. She was two years older than my mom but she had the body of a Playboy model.
"Well, it was a good idea. We didn't find out until after several hours of playing that my mother had already taught him those lessons."
"Grandma!?" I exclaimed in surprise.
"Uh huh," my mom answered with a crooked grin. "Not so unusual for a mom to make sure their sons know all the important things," she said as she reached over and slipped her hand into my shorts like my sister had been doing. She wrapped her hand around my fat cock and squeezed it gently. "Seems my son has definitely grown since last time I saw him naked."
"God Mom!" I gasped before pulling her hand gently from my shorts, worried that my dad might see what she was doing.
"I wouldn't worry. Right now your dad is fixated on that little GPS thing in his hand. You could probably pull your shorts down and show me your cock and he wouldn't even notice."
"Oh damn Mom! Why would I do that?"
"Because of this," she said, reaching for my arm. She stopped me in the trail and then reached for her spandex workout shorts, pushing them down to her thighs. She turned away from me and bent over, showing me her full round pussy lips and the delicate inner lips protruding. She held her pants down for several seconds, bending over far enough to push her pussy out between her legs at me before pulling her shorts back up as she straightened. "Now. Your turn."
"MOM!" I said, still trying to grapple with what she'd just shown me.
"What? You don't like the view?"
"I didn't say that!" I answered as she reached for my shorts. She pulled the front down, hooked the elastic waistband down under my balls so my rigid shaft was sticking out completely exposed.
"Come on. We better catch up," she said with a smile, leaving my shorts hooked under me and taking my hand. She started to walk, pulling me along. "Yeah. You've definitely grown a lot since I saw you naked as a little boy."
"If dad looks back here!" I said nervously.
"Not to worry." She answered, letting go of my hand and reaching for my cock. She wrapped her hand around it and then stepped in front of me, pulling me along, using my cock as a handle but walking in front of me to mask it. "Does feel pretty nice," she said over her shoulder, stroking it a few times as we walked. "Nice and fat. Full round head. Yeah. I bet Jenny enjoyed the hell out of getting this in her."
"Damn Mom," I groaned softly.
"What? Wanna put that inside someone else?"
"MOM!"
"Okay. I'll stop teasing you," she said, letting go of my cock but continuing to walk ahead of me until I got my pants back in place.
"She did what?" my sister asked after we got back to camp.
"You heard me. She pulled my shorts down and played with my cock!" I whispered, trying to keep my volume down so my mom and dad didn't hear what we were talking about.
"Damn!" my sister said, clearly surprised.
"That's not all. She told me that she, Aunt Mary and Uncle Jack had a three way before he went to college. That would have meant that she was like a sophomore or something like that."
"She had sex with Uncle Jack?"
"And Aunt Mary!" I said quietly.
"Damn!"
"You keep saying that."
"Yeah. Damn!" she answered, still clearly shocked.
"Well. It gets worse. She told me that Grandma had sex with Uncle Jack too, to teach him about sex."
"No fucking way! Grandma?"
"That's what she said."
"Damn!"
"Yeah. Well, I wonder what else she's thinking because she pulled her pants down on the trail and showed me her pussy. I mean not some little peek, but a full blown bend over and here it is look."
"DAMN!" my sister said again, clearly even more surprised.
"Yeah."
We sat silently for a while in our chairs under the pop-up cover over the picnic table while mom and dad "got changed" after our hike. From the sounds in the tent they were doing a little more than just changing their clothes. "Sounds like she greenlighted about anything we want to do."
"As long as dad doesn't find out. She made that pretty clear."
"Wow. God, I'm getting wet just thinking about Mom and Uncle Jack."



"Yeah. Not to mention Aunt Mary. She's still got one damn hot body!"
"Guys. All they care about are tits and asses," she said with a frown.
"Oh? And what do women care about? Big hard dicks?"
"Partly."
"Only partly?"
"Well, yeah. The part that goes in."
"Women," I said as she giggled at her own statement.
"Well, I'm getting horny as hell."
"Yeah? Too damn hot to get in that tent."
"I agree," she said as she stood up. "Pull your cock out."
"Huh?"
"Pull it out!"
"Out here?"
"Where else? There isn't anyone around," she said as she turned to face away from me, pulling her shorts down over her ass, leaving them bunched around her thighs. "Well?"
I rolled my eyes and pulled the front of my shorts down enough to free my cock. She backed up to me and bent over, reaching for my cock between her legs. She lowered herself onto my lap, aiming my cock at her pussy as she slowly sat down. "Oh damn," I groaned as she slid down my shaft, settling down to sit on my thighs, my cock now fully embedded into her hot wet tunnel.
She sat on me and wiggled her ass around, sliding one hand down between her legs to tease her own clit. "Mmmmmmm. God listen to them fucking," she whispered as we sat and listened to the rhythmic slap, slap of their sweaty bodies and the occasional muffled moan from my mom. "Makes me so god damn horny."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I slid my hands up under the short shirt to cup and squeeze both tits.
"Oh yeah," she moaned softly, her tunnel clenching around me when I gently squeezed both nipples. "Fuck you're big."
"Uh huh." I grunted, trying without success to push in and out of her as she sat on me.
"You wanna fuck?" she whispered. "I didn't think you wanted to do it out here."
"Right now I don't care who sees," I grunted as she wiggled her ass on me. She pulled her hand from between her legs and used both hands on the arms of the camp chair to lift herself up off of me. She stepped to the table, pushed her shorts the rest of the way to her ankles and bent over, resting her arms on the table.
"Don't wait too long," she said quietly, pushing her ass out at me and wiggling it invitingly.
I pushed out of my chair and stepped behind her. It only took a moment to slide my cock into her, both of us fully lubricated already. I reached under her and cupped both soft orbs as I started stroking into her, trying to hold my strokes slightly short so I didn't slap loudly against her firm round ass. "Oh yeah," she breathed quietly. "Much better."
"UH huh," I grunted in agreement, driving my cock into her over and over. I knew I wasn't going to last long with all the teasing I'd had on the trail. I just hoped that she was as ready as I was.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," she breathed a few dozen strokes later, her body shuddering and her pussy clenching around my shaft. "Ohhhhhh fuck yesssss!"
"Damn," I whispered as I squeezed her tits tighter, her contracting pussy pushing my own climax within a few breaths of completion. "UH!" I grunted as my body jerked, jabbing my cock deep into her and gushing a huge shot of pent up cum into her. I stood behind her, unable to control my own jerking body for several long seconds while my surging cock filled her hot tunnel with my cum.
"Better stop," Jenny gasped, reaching behind me and pushing me back. "They're done."
"Oh," I whispered, pulling my glistening shaft from her pussy and stepping back. She stood up and pulled her pants up while I fixed my own, retreating back two steps to drop into my camp chair while she turned and sat down on the bench. I was just barely done getting my shorts over my shrinking cock when my mom came out of their tent, perspiration beading on her forehead.
She walked over and dropped into the chair Jenny had been sitting in, fanning her face. "It's a bit warm in there."
"Exercise will do that," Jenny said, getting a wry look from mom.
"So. I have to run and get some more ice and fill the water jugs. Anyone wanna come along?"
"I'll come." I spoke up quickly.
"Oh honey. Why don't you stay? Jenny can go and help. I want a shower and you said you knew a place where I could," my mom answered.
"You mean the rock ledge?" I asked quizzically, not exactly remembering telling her about the location.
"That's it. You can show me where it is and maybe carry the water bag for me."
"Sure, if that's what you want," I said with a shrug.
"Okay then sweetie. It's just the two of us!" my dad said to Jenny as he stepped to the truck. "Oh nice and warm," he said as he lifted the two gallon black plastic bag off the roof of the truck where it had been laying in the sun to heat the water. He carried it over to the table and set it on the picnic table before turning and heading back to the truck. "You coming?"
"Sure thing dad!" Jenny answered, pushing off the table. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do!" she said quietly as she walked past me.
"Come on Trevor. I'll get a towel," mom said as she got up from the chair. She walked to the tent, crawled in and came back out a few moments later with a towel and a small bag of items. "All set."
"Okay," I sighed, getting up from the chair and stepping to the table. I picked up my cap and put it on before picking up the water bag and slinging it over my shoulder.
"Lead the way!" she said cheerfully, waiting for me to lead the way to the little arroyo that Jenny and I had found the previous day. I wound down the trail slowly, watching my step, not only for loose rocks, but also for the critters of the desert, not wanting to accidently step on a rattler or something equally as nasty.
"It's not too far now," I said over my shoulder, slowing down and turning slightly when I didn't hear my mom respond. I could see her nearly thirty or so feet behind me on the trail, scampering to catch up, her shorts and t-shirt held in one hand and the towel in the other, her tits bouncing slightly with each step.
"Much better now. I was getting pretty warm," she said as she caught up. "You don't have to stare. It's just a body."
"A naked mom body!"
"That doesn't seem to make you not look."
"Oh yeah," I answered, turning away.
"I didn't say you shouldn't look or couldn't look."
"Yeah. Well..."
"Come on. Why don't you join me?"
"Get naked? Out here? With you?"
"Yes, yes and um...yes," she answered with a giggle. "Why not?"
"Cuz you're my mom!"
"And that was your sister you were fucking down here last night."
"I didn't tell you that."
"No. Jenny did," she answered as she stepped closer to me. "But I can see you're enjoying the view nonetheless," she added as she tossed the towel over my shoulder. She dropped her clothes on the trail next to her and looked down at the bulge in my shorts. "Why don't you let me give you a hand, since your hands are full?" she said as she reached for the waistband of my shorts. She pushed them down as she squatted down, her knees spreading wide as she did, giving me a long clear view of her spread pussy and bare tits as I looked down at her. "Now lift your feet honey," she cooed softly, coaxing me to lift first one foot and then the other. "Much better," she said as she added my shorts to the small pile of her own clothes. "My goodness. You smell like pussy. You haven't been pushing this into your sister again, have you?" she asked quietly as she reached for my half hard cock, wrapping one hand around it and giving it a few slow strokes. "You know. I love doing this and your father really doesn't enjoy it," she cooed as she leaned her face toward my cock and then engulfed me with her hot wet mouth.
"Oh fuck," I groaned at the sensations of her hot, wet mouth around my shaft and her tongue teasing the underside as she slowly pushed her face on and off my cock.
"Sounds like you do," she said as she pulled off my shaft for a moment. She closed her lips around me again, sliding her mouth on and off my shaft, moving faster as I hardened more. "Mmmmmmm. You taste good. But I don't want to waste this beautiful hardon in my mouth. At least not right now. Come on. Let's go set that shower up!" she said as she released me and picked up our clothes. She stepped past me and looked down the trail. "This way?"
"Uh, yeah," I grunted as I turned to look at her back and naked ass.
"Well, come on," she said, turning around giving me a view of her tits and pussy, her mound and pussy shaved completely bare. "Unless you wanna just bend me over and take me here. I understand you're pretty good at that position."
"Huh? Uh. No," I said quickly, my body wanting to do just that while my mind still struggled with that nude form being my own mother. She turned again to walk down the trail, her bare ass wiggling side to side until she came to the little rock outcropping that Jenny and I had stopped at.
"Oh perfect," she said as she stood in the shade by the rock wall. "Just put the bag up there!" she said, pointing to the rock ledge above the little cave.
I reached up and set the bag on the rock ledge with the little hose hanging over the side and dangling down. Before I could lower my arms my mom had hold of my shirt and was pulling it up.
"Come on. Let's get the rest of the way undressed," she said with a grin.
"Really? Naked?"
"Of course!" she said, squatting down in front of me and starting to pull on the laces of my shoes. "You don't want to take a shower with your clothes on, do you?"
"I didn't know I was going to."
"Might as well, since we're both here and the shower is all set up," she said, looking up at me with a grin. "Don't tell me you're going to be bashful, now are you?"
"I guess not," I agreed, letting her pull my shoes and socks off and toss them onto the pile of clothes. She stood up, kicked the pebbles on the rock we were standing on aside and then lifted one foot before the other, pulling her shoes off and tossing them with mine.
"There. Much better. But I think we should do something about this first," she said, reaching for my cock with both hands. She smiled at me and stroked my shaft slowly, running her hand over my head with each stroke. "Needs a little lubrication. This can't feel good with my dry hand," she cooed softly. "Why don't you put it here and let's see if we can get it all slippery," she added, turning around and bending over, one hand still holding my cock and pulling me toward her bare butt. "Come on. Don't be shy. Just push it right in," she coaxed as she pushed her ass out at me, teasing my engorged head up and down her wet slit as she pushed one hand against the rock wall to balance herself. She continued to push her ass toward me, my hands reaching instinctively for her hips.
"Oh god," I groaned as she worked my head into her opening, pushing back hard against me to force my shaft into her.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she gasped as she pushed back harder, driving me deep inside her. "Oh yeah. Fuck me baby. Fuck that big cock in and out of your mommy's hot, wet pussy!" she practically growled, pulling and pushing her ass toward me to drive herself on and off my cock. "Jesus you feel big. You like how I feel around you? You like fucking your mommy's hot cunt?"
"Oh god," I groaned as she continued to rock herself, my own hips working in tandem with hers to plunge my rock hard shaft deep into her over and over. I couldn't see much of her tits, but the sides of them appeared and disappeared as they swung wildly below her bent body. I reached for her tits, leaning party way over her back to capture the large soft orbs.
"That's it baby. Play with mommy's new titties. Oh fuck you feel good. I'm going to come on you. I'm going to come all over your nice fat young cock. Do you like that idea? Having mommy come on your cock? Ohhhhh fuck. Here it comes baby. Here it coooooooooms," she moaned as her body stiffened and shuddered. She stopped pushing back at me and stood stock still, my hips still plunging my shaft in and out of her now convulsing tunnel. "Ohhhhh god it's sooooooo gooood!" she moaned as her body shuddered and trembled. "Sooooo good!"
I kept pumping my cock in and out of her as she stood in front of me climaxing, my own orgasm still building. Her shudders and shakes stilled and her motions, pushing her ass back at me and rolling her hips with each stroke resumed, slowly at first and then with the same intensity as before her climax. "Tell me when you're going to come baby. Tell mommy when you're going to unload."
"Soon," I gasped, feeling that familiar tingle spread through my body, urging my hips to move faster as I drove my engorged prick deep into her.
She straightened and pulled off of me, quickly spinning around and squatting in front of me. It took me by surprise, but she didn't leave me unattended. As soon as she was on her knees, she had her mouth and both hands around my shaft, stroking me wildly while she sucked and licked my fat mushroom head. Her hands stroked and twisted on my shaft, pushing me closer and closer to climax.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted loudly as my hips tried to drive my cock deep into her mouth. I felt a huge gush of cum lance out into her mouth. Over and over I jerked and shuddered, my cum flowing into her mouth with each new jerk. Finally my body stilled and she looked up at me, pulling her mouth from my cock and grinning. She opened her mouth to let me see the massive puddle of creamy white cum in her mouth and then closed her mouth and swallowed it down. "Oh damn," I groaned.
"You like that? You like knowing that I swallowed all that sweet sexy hot cum?" she cooed before putting her mouth back around my cock to suck and lick my now softening dick. I lost track of how long we stood there, my dick in her mouth as she played both with my cock and with her own pussy. She finally pulled off of me and stood up, drawing me by the hand closer to the rock face and the small hose hanging down from above us. "Come on. We'll share the water," she said quietly, reaching for the hose with one hand and my hand with the other. "Don't forget to rub me all over," she added, pulling my hand to one of her big round breasts.
"Uh huh," I answered a bit dumbly, reaching my other hand up to cup the other breast. "Better?" I asked as she dribbled water over us with the little hose, my hands rubbing all over her chest and shoulders.
"Don't forget lower too. I'd like to get my pussy rinsed a little too."
"Oh. Okay," I answered, sliding one hand down her body to gently stroke my fingers across her full hot pussy lips, letting my hand direct some of the water dribbling down her front to between her legs.
"Much better," she said with a grin, reaching for my cock. "I better clean this too," she said, aiming some of the water at my dick in her hand. She gently stroked and rinsed my cock and balls, before running her hands around my chest. She pulled herself against me, smashing her soft breasts against my chest as she rubbed my back and ass. "Cute ass too!" she said with a giggle.
After everything that's happened in the last day, you'd think nothing could surprise me. Having my mother call my ass cute after having fucked me, well, no, that wasn't all that much of a shock. I mean she was my mother and entitled to her opinion which I was quite sure was very biased toward her children. Hearing the statement echoed in another female voice behind me caught me slightly off guard. I turned my head quickly, twisting my body almost out of my mother's arms to snap at my sister. "Go fuck yourself Jenny!" I said sharply, expecting to see my sister standing behind me, making fun of me showering in the desert with my own mother. "Oh shit," I breathed as I realized the voice wasn't my sister, but two young ladies dressed in tank tops, shorts and hiking boots, the two of them leaning against the rocks watching us.
"Kinda hard to do, but maybe you can show us how?" one of them answered back with a very wicked looking smile. She was thin with a modest sized chest and short cropped blonde hair.
"Well. I see we have company," my mother answered from next to me. "Good morning girls."
"Don't mind us. We were just enjoying the show," the second girl said, drawing my attention, and recognition. I'd heard that voice before! I was almost certain that was one of the girls on the other side of the bathroom wall the day before.
"I'm sure you'd enjoy joining over just watching," my mom said softly, stepping around me toward the two girls. "Don't you think?"
"Oh. We're fine just watching," the blonde answered.
"Fine here," the second girl answered as well. She had longer hair, nearly to her shoulders, tied back in a ponytail. She was slightly rounder than her friend, with a pleasant smile and green eyes that seemed to be laughing.
"Oh girls. Trust me. It's a lot more fun to play the games rather than just sitting on the sidelines and watching," my mom cooed as she stepped next to them, reaching a hand out and stroking a single finger down each of their arms. "Looks to me like watching got things started already, didn't it?"
"Maybe a little," the blonde answered quietly as my mom gently took both their hands and pulled them as she backed up, drawing them closer to us.
"Well, let's see if we can make a little turn into a lot," my mom whispered softly. She let go of their hands and reached for the waist of the blonde, gently tugging the tank top out of the waistband of her shorts and pulling it up. "I think we should start by getting rid of these, don't you think?" my mom asked the blonde as she pulled the tank top up her body. I was slightly surprised to see how easily the blonde acquiesced and allowed my mom to start undressing her. She dropped the shirt to the ground and then reached around her to unclip the elastic band of her bra. I couldn't really see much of her with my mom standing between us, but after she pulled the bra down she squatted down in front of her to start working on the blonde's small shorts. Her breasts were each the size of good coconut halves, with dark erect nipples jutting out from the middle of equally dark pink areola. My mom had unsnapped the young woman's shorts and gently pulled them down over her round firm ass, pulling down both the shorts and the tiny thong panty. "Ohhhh such a pretty little pussy," my mom cooed as she pulled the shorts down her legs, coaxing her to lift one leg to pull them off.
The young woman stood silently as my mom finished pulling her shorts off, leaving her standing completely naked. Her mound and lips were shaved smooth, a tiny bit of dark inner lip protruding from between her smooth round outer lips. "Trevor, why don't you help her friend get undressed," my mom said softly, before she leaned her face toward the pussy. I stood almost shocked to see my mother lean her face toward the young pussy in front of her and tilt her head back as she lifted one of the young ladies legs and hooking it over her shoulder as she reached out with her tongue.
"Ohhhhhh," the young lady moaned as my mother slid her tongue up along her wet pussy lips, obviously spreading her lips with the tip as she stroked her length.
"Oh damn," the other young lady said breathlessly, watching my mother lick her friend's pussy, her own hand sliding down to her crotch, rubbing her pussy through her shorts. I stood, still completely naked, my gaze shifting between my mother licking the blonde's pussy, and the brunette, who now had the front of her shorts open, her hand pushing deep into it to reach her own pussy. She looked at me and then back to my mother. "Oh hell," she said quietly before looking back at me. She stepped around my mother to where I was standing. "No point in letting them have all the fun," she said, reaching for my hands, still covering my own privates. She gently but firmly pulled my hands away and pulled them to her own waist. She coaxed my hands to push her shorts down, leaving her bare from the waist down.



"No panties?" I asked a little surprised.
"Never," she whispered. "But I do have a bra on under my shirt, if you wanna fix that."
"Yeah. Sure," I answered, feeling a little more confident. I pulled the hem of her tank top up while she stepped out of her shorts, pulling her shirt up over her head. She took the shirt from me and tossed it aside before reaching back around herself to unfasten her bra strap.
She slipped the cups off her full tits and let the straps slide down her arms. "You like em?" she asked, lifting each mound, somewhat larger than her friend's but still smaller by far from my mother's new set.
"Yeah. I do," I answered, staring at how the two mounds still held their shape even without her bra. Each round firm orb of creamy flesh was topped with a large round areola that covered almost half of the breast. Each areola had a round hard nipple pushing out from its center, as big around as my pinky finger, protruding equally.
"I like having them sucked on," she said invitingly, cupping her right breast with her hand, squeezing it slightly to make it cone out more. I leaned down and sucked her breast into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hard nub. I placed one hand on her stomach and the other on her round firm ass. As I toyed with her nipple, drawing it with suction deeper into my mouth and then using my tongue to flick and roll it, I slid my hand down lower on her front, sliding it over the small patch of brown curls to the juncture of her legs. I curled my fingers between her legs, letting them explore the soft folds protruding from between her young firm round outer lips. "Ohhhh fuck that feels good," she moaned softly as I curled my middle finger up into her tunnel. She reached her free hand around the back of my head and pulled me tighter to her breast as she moaned again, her fingers trying to grip my short hair as I pushed my finger up and down, sliding it in and out of her.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!" I heard the blonde girl cry at whatever my mom was doing to her as she remained squatted down with her face between the young ladies legs.
"Fuck me. God fuck me," the brunette moaned softly as I moved to her other breast and drew it into my mouth, a second finger pushed into her and sliding in and out wetly. "Ohhhhhhh. Fuck I'm so fucking horny."
"That's what you get for watching us," my mother said, pulling her face from between the blonde's legs. "Looks to me like Trevor would be more than happy to oblige you. All you need to do is give him a little persuasion, if you know what I mean," she said to the brunette. I felt the brunette's hand pulled from behind my head and moments later close around my well used cock. "Yes there you go." I heard my mom say softly as the hand around my cock slowly started stroking and massaging me, causing me to start to harden. "Ohhhh yeah. Why don't you come down here and suck this nice fat cock for a few minutes."
I felt the young lady take about half a step back, breaking my contact with her breast. I straightened up and looked at her as she squatted down in front of me. She tilted her head back slightly to look up at me and then leaned forward, opening her mouth and engulfing my dick. Only one of my past girlfriends had ever sucked my cock, EVER. And on that occasion I was already hard, so feeling her mouth working on my still mostly flaccid cock was a unique and stimulating sensation. I watched her bob her pull her head back, stretching my soft cock as she drew her lips along its length before opening and taking me deep into her mouth again. It didn't take long before my suddenly pounding heart had my cock hardening to the point she could no longer take my whole length into her mouth.
"Damn that's growing fast!" she said with a smile as she took a break from sucking me, her hand sliding along my saliva covered shaft. "Wanna put this someplace else?"
"You got it hard, why not?" I answered, more excited about the prospect of fucking her than I wanted to let on.
"Good," she said, the grin staying on her face as she stood up. She stepped over a few feet so she could lean her hands against the rock wall and then pushed her ass out at me much like my mother had just a short time ago. "Let's see if I feel as good as she did."
I stepped the two steps it took to be behind her and bent my knees slightly to bring my cock down to her pussy. I rubbed my head up and down her slit, my cock bending slightly with each stroke. I had to use my hand to support myself slightly as I pushed into her, my cock wanting to bend and slip out of her tight entrance. She wigged her ass a little as I pushed into her, worming my half hard cock deeper into her. I held her hips and started to stroke, little short strokes so that I wouldn't come out of her pussy, each stroke ending in a soft slap against her bare ass.
"There you go. I can feel you getting bigger in me," she cooed softly as my strokes lengthened with my growing hardness. "Mmmmmmm much better."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I plunged into her, picking up speed in response to her growing moans. She pushed back with each stroke into her, driving me hard into her so that my cock smashed hard against the end of her tunnel and my hips slapped loudly against her bare ass. I slid my hands up her body, reaching for her tits and capturing the hanging, swinging mounds of sexy flesh.
"Oh god damn. Mmmmmmmmm you feel good!" she grunted as I pounded into her. "Squeeze my nipples."
I had her tits in my hands so it was no big deal to let her hard nipples stick out between my fingers and to then close around them and squeeze the hard protruding nubs.
"Oh yes. OHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as I pulled her nipples, stretching them out from her creamy tits slightly. "God. GONNA COME!" she squealed loudly moments before she started to shudder and shake. "OHHHH FUCK!" she practically screamed as she sagged back against me, making me quickly release her tits and grab for her waist to hold her up. I completely gave up stroking into her and just held her against me, my cock deep in her pussy as it convulsed around my shaft. "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she gasped as I held her shaking body. She tried to stand more upright, reaching back with her arms to capture my neck and pull me down farther, my chest pressed to her back. She turned her head as the trembles in her body subsided, kissing me softly on the cheek. "Ohhh god, that was soooo fucking mind blowing good. Now I'm wishing I had come over on the other side to get her phone."
"Why's that?"
"Because then I'd have gotten to fuck you twice," she whispered.
"Oh," I answered.
"So. You two going to stand there all day, or do you think that your friend here wants a little of that too."
"I don't know that I want to give it up yet!" the girl in my arms answered.
"That doesn't sound very friend like," the blonde said.
"Yeah I know Amy. Come on. You can have him." The brunette said quietly, letting go of my neck and gently pulling off my cock with a loud juicy slurp.
My mom got up from where she was still squatting, having been licking the blonde's pussy the whole time, and wiped her face. "I think I'll leave you three to enjoy!" she said, before moving to pick up her clothes. "See you back at camp Trevor!" she added cheerfully, before walking away, still completely naked.
"Well?" The blonde asked, still leaning against the wall, her legs spread slightly and her pussy glistening with her juices.
"Yeah. Why not?" I said, as I looked at her. I took a step forward and she lifted one leg. I hooked my hand behind her knee and stepped to her, her hands moving to capture my rock hard cock and aim it at her pussy.
"I'm soooooo fucking ready for this. If you fuck half as good as she licks, I'm gonna be creaming all over you before you even get it into me."
"That bad?" I asked as she rubbed my engorged head around her lips, working it into the entrance to her tunnel.
"No. That... OOOOOOOOH FUUUUUUCK!" she groaned as I pushed up into her, sliding easily into her already sopping wet tunnel. "That good," she gapsed. "Oh god Donna. He's fucking huge!"
"Uh huh," the brunette agreed as she leaned against the rocks and teased her body with her fingertips. "He is."
I started sliding in and out of her, drawing grunts and gasps with each stroke, her moans growing louder with practically each stroke. "Ohhhh shit. I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come," she moaned over and over, her breathing getting more gaspy and ragged with each passing moment. "Oh fuck. Ohhhhh FUCK!" she cried as her body jerked and shuddered. I could feel her pussy contracting around me, trying to squeeze and milk me as she climaxed around me.
"That didn't take long!" the brunette said from where she was still leaning against the rock wall.
"Uh uh," the blonde answered breathlessly. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck," she groaned again as I kept slowly stroking in and out of her. "I can't believe we just did this."
"What? Get fucked?" the brunette asked.
"And licked," she answered. "Now what are we going to do about you?"
"I'm doing just fine," I grunted as I kept sliding in and out of her pussy.
"You do seem to be," she breathed. "You wanna keep going like this?"
"You got another suggestion?" I grunted.
"I was just thinking that there's a third young lady that might like a piece of this," she said breathlessly.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You'd just have to come back to camp. She's sleeping in the tent," the brunette answered. "After seeing you naked when she got the cell phone, she couldn't stop talking about how much she wanted to fuck you, but was afraid to do anything but run."
I stopped stroking into the blonde, knowing I was still a little ways from the end anyway. "So you wanna take me back to camp and have me fuck her?"
"I don't see any reason why we can't all have a little fun," the blonde said.
"What the hell. Why not?" I answered with a shrug. I'd already had so much sex in the last twenty four hours, way more than in the last...well forever. So what if I had to wait a little longer to come again. That little thing with the cell phone was kinda cute and I wouldn't mind a more comfortable place to do this.
"Good," they said, the blonde gently pushing me back. "By the way, I'm Amy and this is..."
"Donna. Figured that out."
"Yeah. Donna," Amy said with a grin. "So how much you gonna wear?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, there aren't all that many people in the campground. I was thinking that maybe we'd just wear our shoes," Amy said with a wicked grin.
"Amy!" Donna protested.
"What? You don't wanna see him walking naked?"
"Didn't say that, but fuck. That leaves US naked too!"
"I'm game if you are. It isn't all that far to our campsite."
"Jesus Amy!"
"So that's a yes?"
"Yeah. Okay," Donna said, pulling her shirt back off so she was standing in just her shoes.
"And if you get too close to either of us on the hike back, feel free to put that anyplace you want to coax us along," Amy giggled as she bent over to collect her clothes.
I followed them up the trail, carrying the shower bag, feeling a little awkward and exposed. I'd stop and put my shorts on, if I had them. Unfortunately Amy has all our clothes "just in case" as she put it. We topped the climb onto the bluff the campground was set on. We walked in the open to the almost deserted campground, only the girl's site and ours still occupied. I could see my family already breaking camp down for the trip to our next place, though I wasn't sure exactly where that was. I tried not to look like myself as I followed them to their camp, trying to keep their big dome tent between me and my family for as long as I could. Once they had the door unzipped, I stepped around and slipped into the tent as quickly as I could.
"Trish! Trish!" Amy whispered, pulling the sheet off of the young woman that was sleeping on the air mattress, leaving her in nothing but the tiny pair of panties. Her tits looked every bit as good as they did in the bathroom, but this time I had a lot longer to appreciate the view.
"What?" Trish mumbled sleepily. "I'm sleeping."
"We brought home a surprise," Amy said, reaching for Trish's panties and starting to pull and wiggle them down as she lay there, not moving.
"Something you have to take my undies off for?" Trish asked with a yawn, lifting herself slightly to let Amy pull her panties all the way off. "It better be a good tongue because you just interrupted one fucking good dream."
"Dreaming about fucking him?"
"Uh huh," Trish mumbled, sliding one hand down to her pussy and gently stroking it.
I may have had plenty of sex already this morning, but the view in front of me, three nude girls, one laying with her legs spread and her fingers teasing her pussy, well it was more than enough to make me hard again.
"How would you like to fuck him for real?" Amy whispered, leaning down and kissing one of Trish's big round tits.
"Don't I wish," Trish moaned.
Amy turned her head to look at me and grinned, motioning for me to move closer. "Fuck her," she mouthed without making a sound.
I'd wanted to do that since I saw her in the bathroom, so I didn't have to be invited more than once. With a responding grin, I crawled between her spread legs. I used my hands to hold myself over her on the air mattress while Amy reached under me and aimed my cock at Trish's pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!" Trish moaned as I pushed my head between her lips, her eyes opening to see my face over hers. "OH FUCK!" she cried in surprise. "It's you!" she said, pushing her hands on my chest.
"Uh huh." I grinned.
"Ohhhh fuck," she said, relaxing below me.
"I can do that." I grinned, pushing against her again, working my cock deeper into her hot, wet pussy. "I've wanted to do this since last night in the bathroom."
"So did I," she moaned as I started to stroke in and out. "Ohhhhhhh fuck me."
"Uh huh," I grunted, pushing harder into her with each stroke until I was sliding fast and hard into her. She pulled her legs back and apart so I'd slide deeper into her, moaning and gasping in pleasure with each stroke.
In and out I drove, my cock caressing the entire length of her tunnel with my head smashing into the end each time. My hips slapped into her ass and thighs each time I drove into her, making her whole body shake and move, her tits rolling and moving on her chest.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned as I pounded into her. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she cried as her body began to tremble and shudder. I continued to pound into her, her back arched to push her clit harder into the top of my cock and to allow it to smash into the base of my shaft with each stroke. "Oh god! I'm coooooooomiiiiiiing!" she cried loudly, her body suddenly jerking and her tunnel clenching around my cock.
"Oh fuck," I grunted in response to her body squeezing me, sending my own orgasm over the edge. My body jerked and jammed into her hard as what little cum I had left surged into her. I held myself over her, panting and jerking as my cock twitched inside her still spasming pussy.
"Ohhhhh damn, damn, damn, damn," she moaned, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me down against her. "God I wanted to do this last night so bad!"
"So why'd you run off?"
"I was scared. I was afraid it was too big," she breathed. "God you girls are soooo missing out."
"Don't worry. We already got plenty of him," Amy giggled. "Even Donna took it from behind."
"Shit! Donna?"
"Yeah. I did," she said with a bit of a frown. "I guess I got carried away."
"I guess!' Trish said from below me.
"I gotta go guys. My family is knocking down camp. Can I have my clothes back?"
"I suppose," Amy said with a frown. She leaned for the pile of clothes and picked mine from the pile, handing them over. I pushed off of Trish and pulled my shorts on, leaving everything else off.
"Wish you didn't have to go," Trish whispered.
"Yeah. Been kinda fun. Hope you girls have a good time the rest of your vacation."
"Yeah. Me too. We're headed to Brice canyon later today," Donna said. "Where you going from here?"
"No idea. I'm just along for the ride," I answered with a shrug.
"Trevor!" I heard my mom calling.
"Gotta go!" I said, giving each of them a quick kiss before unzipping the door. I crawled out, looked back at the three naked, sweating bodies in the tent and then turned and jogged to our campsite, which was mostly packed.
"Well, there you are. What took so long?"
"Oh, I had to help the girls out with something," I answered.
"The girls? Didn't know you found some friends," my dad said as he pulled the pins on their tent.
"Yeah. Ran into them last night," I answered with a shrug.
"Good looking?"
"Dad!" I said with a frown.
"What? It's not like I was asking if you had sex with em."
"DAD!"
"Good grief Dad! Really?" Jenny said with a frown. "Not cool."
"What? You act like I'm asking if you're having sex."
"Dad!" Jenny said shaking her head. "Sometimes I think you're still a teenager."
"Sometimes he is," Mom answered with a giggle. "And I love him for it most of the time."
"Well. Come on. Let's get the rest of this packed so we can take off. We need to be into the campground at Brice before dark," he said as he started rolling the tent.
"Okay," I said, pulling the poles on my dome tent so Jenny and I could roll it up. I paused and looked over at the girl's tent. It suddenly occurred to me that the girls were headed to Brice as well. I wondered if I'd see them at the new campsite.
"Come on Trevor. No day dreaming!" my dad coaxed as he picked up their tent and carried to the truck, my tent all that was left out in the site. Jenny rolled it while I got the bag ready, then we stuffed it into the bag. Dad took it from me and stashed it in the truck.
"Must have been good. Hope you're not too worn out for me tonight," my sister whispered, as she stepped next to me as I paused to look at the girl's tent again.
"You?"
"Fuck yeah. You didn't think I was going to be a one-time fling did you?" she whispered before walking toward the truck. "Come on. Time to go."
"Yeah," I answered, walking around the truck and climbing in. I doubted she knew what mom and I had done down in the rocks. Somehow my sex life had just taken a serious turn to the weird, but I'm not complaining. Both of them are one hell of good fuck.
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The sun was shining through the windows when I pulled myself out of bed to go to the bathroom. I barely remembered Tanya and Becky having sex with me twice before all of us cuddled into bed for the night. Tanya, insisting on taking care of me, insisted that I stay in bed while she drove Becky back to get her car and stopped at work to make sure everything was going smoothly there. My brain seemed a little foggy as I dropped into bed and tried to figure out what the hell was going on. First it had been the cop, then the nurses and Tanya and then Becky. It was more sex than I'd enjoyed in a long time. I just couldn't quite seem to wrap my head around the why.
I was laying quietly on the bed waiting for Tanya to come back when I felt a presence and opened my eyes again. I startled slightly at the sight of a state trooper standing in the doorway to my bedroom.
"Front door was unlocked," the female trooper that helped me home said quietly. "You look a bit better. Did you actually go to the doctor?"
"Yeah. A friend forced me to go."
"Explains why you've been MIA for the last two days. I was getting a little concerned," she said as she unbuckled her gun belt and hung it on the doorknob. "You know. You've been on my mind a lot the last couple days. I wanted to stop by and make sure you were alright, but now that I'm here, I'd really like to do a bit more than check on you."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh," she said as she started unbuttoning her shirt. "I'm off work now, so I don't have to hurry out," she said as she peeled her shirt off and let it drop to the floor. She pulled off her vest and then skimmed her white t-shirt up over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up. "Seems to me you were enjoying checking out what I looked like. Wanna see it all at once?" she asked as she lifted one foot to pull off her shoe. With a grin, she dropped the shoe and pulled the second one off the same way. She pushed her pants down and then stepped out of them, leaving her in just a tiny pair of bikini panties. "I rather doubt my husband would approve of this, but..." she said as she pushed her panties down, leaving her completely naked.
I lay there staring at her curly little bush and her big soft tits as she slowly moved to the edge of the bed, bending slightly to lean down and pull the covers down. "Nice. Naked," she said with a grin, pulling the sheet I was covered with all the way down to my feet. She slowly climbed onto the bed on her knees and straddled my ankles. "You like what you see? Wanna see it closer? Like in real close?" she asked softly, working herself up my body a little at a time. She reached down and stroked my quickly hardening cock for a few seconds as she worked herself up to my hips, and then moved herself higher, walking her knees up my body until her pussy was hovering inches above my face.
I reached up to her hips and gently but firmly pulled her down toward my face, bringing her full round outer lips and the soft dark inner lip protruding, down to my lips. I reached out with my tongue and slowly stroked up her lips, spreading the soft wet skin with the tip of my tongue, searching for her clit as I stroked along her already wet lips.
"Oh yeah. Mmmmmmmm. You're good at that," she cooed softly as I stroked up her slit again and teased around her hard clit. "Nice and soft, with just the right amount of tease on my clit. Ohhhhh fuck, you're making me soooooo fucking horny."
"I am?" I asked, not at all sure why we were doing this at all, considering we were total strangers only two days ago.
"Oh yeah," she said as she leaned back slightly and reached for my quickly hardening cock. "Nice cock too. I'm so tempted to just slide down your body and let you pump this baby into my hot little pussy."
"So why don't you?" I asked as she stroked me slowly while I went back to sliding my tongue up her slit over and over again.
"I don't think my husband would approve," she answered, suddenly pushing herself up so she was standing over me. She turned around and lowered herself to her knees again, this time with her pussy over my face and her face over my cock. "But you're right. I should suck on you, just to say thank you for how wonderful a job you're doing on my pussy."
"Oh god," I groaned softly as she wrapped her lips around my hard shaft.
"Mmmmmm. Someone tastes like pussy. Someone been keeping you company?" she asked before going back to sucking me again, her head bobbing up and down my cock.
I licked up and down her slit, using my fingers to spread her lips and expose her clit to my tongue. I flicked and circled the hard nub with the tip of my tongue, making it hard for her to hold her hips still as I pushed her closer and closer toward a climax.
"Oh fuck. I shouldn't do this," she moaned as she pulled her mouth off my cock. Moments later she pulled her pussy from my face and crawled down my body. I watched her reach behind her and grasp my cock and then aim it at her sopping wet pussy as she backed up toward me again. I felt and saw her rub my engorged head around her wet lips and then push back, slowly forcing my fat prick up into her wet tunnel, moaning softly as I penetrated deeper into her. "Ohhhhhh god you feel so fucking big in me. God I want to fuck you so bad," she moaned as she started rocking herself, sliding her pussy on and off my shaft. "I just want to sit on your big fat cock and let you fill me so full."
I moved my hands to her ass and rested them on her creamy firm globes as she continued to rock forward and back, driving herself on and off of me. "Of course I'm going to make you come. I want you to come. I want to feel you exploding inside me, filling me so full of your cum!" she moaned in answer to questions I hadn't voiced. "Oh fuck, come soon baby. Come soon because I don't know how long I can hold mine off. God I'm so close. Soooooo fucking close!" she squeaked at least two octaves higher than her normal tone. "Oh shit! Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm coooooooominnnnnnnnnng!" she cried as her body shuddered and trembled, her legs trying to still push herself on and off of me even though her coordination was completely out of sync. She ended up holding herself still for several long seconds and then going back to rocking herself on and off my shaft.
"Oh shit," I groaned, feeling the tingle spread from my groin outward, the undeniable urge to push up into her making me lift my hips slightly in time with her strokes. "Gonna come," I grunted, feeling that urge build as well.
"God do it. Come for me!" she gasped, jamming herself down on me harder and faster as my hips tried to lift off the bed toward her. "Oh god. Oh fuck. Come for me. Do it. Oh fuck do it," she practically begged as she pounded her pussy down onto my cock over and over.
My body hit its limit and with a loud groan my back arched and a gush of cum lanced up out of my cock into her. I'd already come twice this morning, so the load wasn't as large as it could have been, but my body didn't seem to notice as I bucked under her over and over, pushing her to a second climax as well.
When her own body had finished trembling and shaking, she pulled slowly off my cock and turned around, lying next to me, her head on my shoulder and her left leg sprawled across both of mine, her thigh gently nudging against my balls and softening cock. "Ohhhh god that felt good. So big and full. No. I don't know what my husband will think. I'm not at all sure if I should tell him or not." She breathed quietly.
"Tell who what?" Tanya asked from the doorway.
"Oh! Shit!" the officer said startled, trying to cover her tits with one hand while looking toward the source of the sound. "Clearly you aren't too worn out, not if you still have enough to give to...who are you again?"
"Jenny. I'm the state trooper that brought him home."
"Oh. Well then I need to thank you," Tanya said as she walked across the room toward us. She sat on the edge of the bed and smiled at the two of us. "He is pretty fucking good, isn't he?"
"Yeah. Too good for my sake."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Somehow I have to explain this to my husband," she said with a frown.
"Why?" Tanya asked.
"Well. We're honest with each other."
"Always?" Tanya asked.
"For the most part."
"Well, just between us girls. I think this is one you shouldn't tell him," Tanya answered quietly. "I need to get to work. Anything you wanna have me take care of for you?" she asked, looking at me.
"I don't think so," I answered.
"Okay. Well, don't have too much fun. You're supposed to be resting," she said with a smile. "Enjoy!" she told Jenny, slapping her bare ass with a loud smack, making her jump. Tanya got up and walked out, leaving the two of us alone.
"I didn't think you had a girlfriend," Jenny said quietly with a little frown. "I don't like being taken advantage of."
"I don't. She's just a friend from work that's taking care of me a little too seriously," I answered her.
"Oh. Okay. Well. I'm sorry I jumped to conclusions."
"That's okay. But what are you going to do about your husband? I don't want an angry husband pounding on my door later."
"Oh don't worry. I'll take care of Gary. He won't bother you, promise," she said before leaning toward me and giving me a soft kiss on the cheek. "But I really do need to go. I just stopped by to make sure you were alright."
"I appreciate that," I answered, giving her a hug before releasing her to get up. I watched her dress, enjoying how she intentionally showcased all her best assets one last time before they were covered up. Finally dressed, she gave me one more kiss and then walked out to leave. I closed my eyes and was soon back asleep again.
I got up shortly after lunch and realized that there wasn't squat to eat in the house. Groceries were on my to do list for Sunday, something that never happened. I decided I better at least pick up a few things and got up and dressed. My head still hurt, so I took a few ibuprofen and then headed to the Walmart with a short list.
Mostly what you find in the grocery store in the middle of the day are the stay-at-home moms. I don't usually shop during the day on a weekday, but today I wasn't in the mood to wait until evening. I was reasonably sure that Tanya would be pissed at me for going out on my own, but I was sure I'd be able to "apologize" to her for it, though I wasn't exactly sure why I needed to.
I was still thinking about why I felt guilty for going shopping when I needed to, instead of waiting for Tanya to help me, when I walked into the store. I grabbed a cart and started walking up and down the aisles of the food section, picking items here and there that I knew I needed or looked good to my hungry stomach. I passed a number of women and didn't pay much attention until I passed by an early thirtyish woman in a little white miniskirt and a blue and white polka dot halter top. I couldn't help but notice how her modestly large breasts bounced and wiggled with each step, making my cock stir in my pants. We crossed paths three times on consecutive aisles, the first time with me trying not to look interested while she ignored me, the second both of us looking away quickly as we caught each other looking, and the third time with her not even attempting to look away from me, but instead smiling sweetly at me.
The fourth time we crossed paths was at the deli counter. I was standing, staring at the rotisserie chickens, thinking how good that would taste for lunch when she stepped up next to me, her hip nearly bumping into my right hip. "Those look good, don't they?" she said barely above a whisper, as if she were concerned someone might hear her talking to me.
"Uh huh. I'm thinking lunch," I answered back quietly, wondering if the familiarity I was feeling was because I knew her from someplace that I didn't recall.
"You like roast chicken?" she asked softly.
"I do."
"Are you a breast man or a leg man?" she asked, keeping her voice low.
"I've always had a thing for the breast and wings. I prefer mine white."
"Mmmmmm, I see," she said, almost a little breathlessly. I looked over at her and realized that her hands went so much across her chest as that her left hand was inside the halter top, cupping and squeezing her right breast ever so slightly. Her left arm crossed across her chest to hide the fact that she was subtly pulling the front of the top out enough to allow me to see her bare breast and the hard nipple her fingers were teasing. I looked up from her breasts and saw her looking at me, her smile more lustful than bashful. "I like a man that can appreciate breasts," she whispered before I could look away.
"Uh. Yeah," I answered awkwardly.
"Tell me," she asked in a whisper so quiet I could barely hear her. "Do you like to eat other parts too?"
"The breast is my favorite, but I enjoy all the parts," I answered, trying to keep my words indicating chicken, but knowing full well that she was referring to HER other parts.
"You know, you could follow me," She whispered.
"Where?" I asked in surprise.
"Over there," she said, slipping her hand out of her top and turning to walk away. I grabbed one of the chickens, set it in my cart and then followed toward the pet aisle. She looked over her shoulder and smiled when she saw me following. We wound around several aisles until she was in the back corner of the pet section. She stopped her cart and turned to face me with a wicked little grin on her face. "Thought you might like to see those other parts," she whispered, pulling the hem of the white skirt up nearly to her waist, exposing a tiny pink thong panty that barely covered the blonde curls on her mound and practically none of her full round shaved lips. She tangled her fingers into the strings on her hips that held the tiny triangle of pink in place and pushed it down, fully exposing the juncture of her legs. She let the strings rest half way down her thighs and then scooted the skirt down to just cover her mound. Still smiling she turned away from me and bent over, her bare pussy showing under the hem of the skirt as she pushed the panties down her legs and stepped out of them.
Standing back up she fixed her skirt, the pink thong in her hand. Stepping over to me, she used one hand to press around my now rock hard cock in my shorts, the other stuffing the pink panty into my pocket.
She breathlessly whispered, "You can give those back to me out in my car, if you're interested," her body leaning against mine so her tits pressed to my chest.
"You mean...out here?" I asked quietly.
"Uh huh. Right out there. The back of my SUV is more than large enough for an impromptu picnic. We can share that chicken, and a bit more unless you know of someplace private that isn't too far away."
"There's a little park just down the street a ways. At least we could sit in the shade."
"That sounds perfect. Just down that way?" she asked pointing west.
"Uh huh. About a dozen blocks or so."
"Mmmmm. Sounds totally naughty. You bring the chicken and I'll meet you there in a few minutes," she said, turning and dropping her hands to her cart. She walked away quickly, not even giving me time to find out what kind of car she drove. It'd been a long time since I'd made out in a back seat, let alone with a total stranger. I grabbed my cart and headed to the checkout lanes.
I saw her finish checking out before I did, her practically bare back disappearing out the door while I stood in line waiting. I paid for my items, loaded them in the back and then got in to drive to the park. Part of me said it was a bad idea, that she wouldn't even be there, that I was being silly, while another part continued my drive to the small park. I pulled in and saw a small import SUV parked at the far and of the lot under a small clump of trees, the nose pointed my direction. I drove over to where it was parked, hoping it was her, and parked next to it. I got out and looked in the window to see if it was her.
"I was wondering if you'd actually come," she said huskily, opening the car door and climbing out of the back seat, or at least where the back seat would be if the seats weren't folded down to make the back one large platform. "I'm so damn turned on that I was about to start doing myself with my own fingers."
"Oh?" I asked, standing in front of the open car door with her body once again practically pressing against mine.
"Uh huh. Come with me." She grinned, pulling my hand and pushing the car door closed. She pulled me across the grass toward a playground that had swings, a merry-go-round and a jungle gym kind of thing with large square boxes connected by tubes and a slide. She pulled me along to the deserted little play thing and dropped to her knees, climbing into the lowest four foot square plastic box. "Come on," she coaxed as she crawled into the first connecting tube, stopping and laying on her back in the tube while I climbed into the box. "You know, if you pulled my skirt off, I doubt I'd be able to stop you in here," she said, wiggling her hips in the yellow plastic tube.
It was a clear invitation that my brain seemed to indicate was a really bad idea, but for reasons I didn't quite understand, had me turned on so much that I discounted the danger of getting caught in favor of reaching for her skirt. I unsnapped the waist and pulled the zipper down. I held onto the material as she wiggled herself farther down the tube, stripping herself out of the skirt and moving into the next cube naked from the waist down. I was crawling into the tube to follow her, skirt in hand, as she stood up in the cube to make her way up to the next level. As I crawled toward her, the blue and white polka dot top dropped to the floor of the cube. I stuck my head out just in time to see her crawl into one of the tubes on the next level, completely nude except for her high heels.
I stood in the cube and levered myself onto the platform of the next level, looking down the tube she had crawled into. She was laying in the tube on her back, her legs spread as far as the tube would allow, her fingers teasing her pussy. "You know. If you crawled into here a little bit I bet you could lick my pussy, if you wanted to that is."
I crawled into the tube over her legs, dropping her skirt to where her top lay, anxious to get my face closer to her pussy. With a little grin, I lay between her legs and gently licked up her wet slit, drinking in her tangy moisture as I let my tongue penetrate into her slightly. I slid my tongue from the juncture of her lips to her tunnel opening, using my fingers to spread her apart and expose her pink depths. "Oh fuck," she moaned loudly as I teased my tongue across her clit for a few moments before sliding along to her tunnel entrance again. She seemed to enjoy my strokes to and fro, dipping into her depths as far as I could push my tongue on one end and flicking over and around her clit on the other.
I was still busy enjoying the way she was rocking her hips, her juices leaking copiously from her wet slit when she suddenly pulled away, sliding herself down the tunnel into the next cube. I followed along behind, slightly surprised. She was standing in the double high cube that led to several other tubes as well as up to another level. She stood grinning as I crawled out, her hands quickly moving to pull my shirt off. She pulled it up and over my head, throwing it down the tube we had just crawled out of. Her hands quickly pushed my shorts down as she wiggled herself onto her knees in the confined space. She worked my shorts and boxers down and off, tossing them after my shirt, leaving us both naked.
Her hot mouth engulfed my cock in the small plastic box, her face bobbing on and off my rigid shaft, followed by one of her delicate hands. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned around my cock as she sucked and teased my head. She pulled her mouth off my cock with a wet slurp and looked up at me. "I wish I could suck your cock all day, but I'm so fucking horny! I want your cock in me, NOW!" she said as she pushed me to turn me around to the other side of box. She crawled back into the tube we had come out of and stopped, rolling on her back in the tube. "You coming?"



"Hell yeah," I answered as I dropped to my knees and crawled into the tube, sliding myself over the top of her.
"That's it. Keep coming," she cooed as I slid my body in the tight confines of the plastic tube. I felt her worm her hand between us, guiding my engorged head between her lips. She moaned loudly as I slid slightly more along her body, forcing my cock into her hot wet tunnel. "I always wondered what it'd be like to fuck in one of these," she moaned softly, starting to rock her hips to work me in and out of her pussy.
I started moving in time with her, sliding my shaft in and out of her, my chest pressing against hers, her hard nipples pressing into my chest. I grunted quietly, trying to move far enough to drive in and out of her, only able to stroke a couple inches in and out of her.
"Oh fuck. God damn yes. You're going to make me come so fast. Your cock feels so fantastic in me, I just want to lay here and fuck you all day," she moaned softly, her pussy already starting to clench and spasm around me as we continued to move together inside the tube. "Oh shit! Here it comes! Oh god. I'm gonna come! OHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly in the tight confines as her whole body suddenly shuddered and trembled. I felt her pussy spasm harder around me, coaxing me toward my own climax that was already on the brink.
"Oh fuck." I breathed softly as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her. A gush of cum flowed out of my cock into her, drawing a gasp and moan of pleasure from her. We lay there, her body trembling and shuddering as mine jerked and spasmed, filling her with my cum.
"Ohhhhhh god damn," she moaned softly as we both stilled, my cock twitching occasionally inside her. "This was sooooo fucking hot and kinky," she giggled.
"Good thing no kids came," I said, perspiration dripping onto her in the hot confines of the tube.
"Oh god. That would have been so bad," she giggled. "Maybe we should put our clothes back on?"
"It's probably a good idea," I agreed, sliding back, and pulling my cock out of her to allow her to slide out of the tube and into the cube. She stood up and dressed, letting me watch her tease her own tits for a few moments before covering them again. She pulled the skirt on, but left it hiked up so I could see her pussy as she made room for me to climb into the cube.
"Too bad we have to dress. I was having fun," she giggled, helping me get my shirt and shorts on. "You don't need these anyway," she said, tossing my boxers down one of the tunnels of the jungle gym. She turned and crawled into the tunnel that led out again, her skirt still pulled up over ass. I had a perfect view of her leaking pussy, thinking to myself that if there were a little more room, and of course i was hard again, that I could just slide back into her. "God that would be so much fun," she giggled, stopping and wiggling her ass at me. "You wanna wait a few minutes so we can try that?"
"Try what?" I asked, not remembering suggesting anything.
"Fucking me bent over like this. It would feel good. I bet you'd slide in sooooo fucking deep this way."
"I bet I would too, but I'd hate to have someone bring their kids and get us arrested."
"Oh what a spoil sport," she said with a frown in her voice. She continued to crawl through the tube and out. She was just smoothing her skirt down as I crawled out of the tube and the plastic box that was the entrance. "You know, we could have stayed in there and done it some more."
"Probably," I agreed.
"Oh well. We have chicken to eat, and I'm willing to bet that by the time we get done, I'm gonna have made you hard again."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh." She grinned, walking shyly toward our cars. She turned and walked backwards, reaching behind her neck and untying the bow behind her neck, the front of her halter top dropping down and completely exposing her big round tits. "I think you're already getting hard again," she giggled as she reached up to stroke her nipples as she continued to walk backwards toward the car with me following a few feet behind, enjoying the incredible view. Her areola were perfectly round with bright pink rock hard nipples jutting out from the center. Her big soft tits were easily the size of small melon halves, wiggling and bouncing slightly with each backwards step she made. "Oh yeah. Definitely getting hard again," she said as she stopped, letting me catch up to her. She reached for my zipper and pulled it down before fishing inside my shorts for my half hard cock. She worked it out the fly of my shorts and stood stroking it while I cupped her big soft tits, teasing her nipples with her thumbs. "I gotta get this back in me," she said breathlessly, suddenly pulling away and practically dragging me by the hand back to the car. She opened the back door of her car, blocking us from view on three sides with her car door, and both our cars. Only the trees behind us could see as she pushed her skirt down and stepped out of it, leaving her practically naked again. "Come on. Fuck me with that cock. You know you want to!"
She was right. Even though we'd only had sex a few minutes ago, I was more than ready to stuff my again hard cock into her. Not just more than ready, but lustfully eager to. I undid the snap of my shorts and let them fall to my ankles. I grabbed my cock and rubbed it up and down her sopping wet slit a few times before settling it into her tunnel entrance and then pushing easily into her.
"Ohhhhhh fucking A yes!" she groaned as I drove all the way in until my hips pressed against her bare ass. I started to stroke in and out of her, sliding my engorged prick and head easily in and out of her well lubricated tunnel. I let my hands roam around her ass as I stroked into her, my hips slapping softly against her firm round cheeks. Sliding my hands up her back, I found the clasp for the band of the halter top and undid it, letting it fall to the ground next to the car, leaving her as naked as she had been in the tube. "That's it. Play with my tits," she moaned as I reached down around her to cup both swinging tits, letting her hard nipples press into my palms. "God you're so deep in me it almost feels like you're driving all the way into my womb," she moaned softly, pushing back at me with each stroke I made.
"You like this?" I asked her.
"Oh god yes. I could stand here and let you fuck me all day," she moaned softly.
"You going to come again?" I grunted as I pounded my cock into her with abandon, my hands barely able to contain her wildly bouncing tits.
"Uh huh. You want me too? You wanna feel me come around your big fat hard cock? I know you do. You don't even have to say so. I can feel it. I can feel you wanting to enjoy my climax around your cock. Just keep doing that and you will. You've gotten me so fucking close already."
"Oh god," I groaned, feeling like I was going to explode in her any second.
"Do it. DO IT!" she cried into the car, the two of us climaxing together, my body jerking and jamming my cock deep into her as she started to jerk and tremble herself. I stood panting, my body twitching and occasionally thrusting into her again as another shot of cum lanced into her pussy. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck," she panted, leaning her head down to rest on the seat back. "Oh god, I can barely stand up," she panted, pulling off my cock and rolling over to lay naked on her back on the seat back. I stood panting, my cock dripping cum on the gravel parking lot, using the door to help steady myself.
"Damn," I breathed, trying to catch my breath.
"You can say that again," she agreed as breathless as I was. "Jesus, can you fuck! Yes, of course I mean that. You fuck like a god damn stallion!"
"If you say so," I answered, leaning down to pull my shorts back up. I stuffed my shrinking cock into the front and carefully zipped them without catching myself in it.
"I know, I know. You have to go. I need to get home too. The kids will be wondering where the hell I am," she said a little crossly, even though I'd not said a word about having to leave. She stepped out of the car, collected her top and skirt and stood in the door of the car, dressing again. "Will I get to see you again?" she asked suddenly, her skirt half on and off. "I mean you don't even know my name, so how could you even know if we'll see each other again?"
"Well, I shop here often. Never know. We might cross paths again," I answered, truly not sure if I wanted to see her again, since I now understood she was married. I mean it was obvious if I'd have looked to see the big diamond ring on her finger, but for some reason I hadn't even thought to look before now.
"Well, I hope so," she said, pulling her skirt up and fastening it in place again. She smoothed her clothes and then looked almost longingly at me. "Don't worry. My husband isn't going to be a problem. If we do get to again, I'd really like it," she said softly, stepping toward me and wrapping both arms around my neck. She pressed her lips to mine and gave me a long seductive kiss. "Thank you," she whispered, before stepping back and releasing me. She closed the car door, opened the front door and then smiled back at me. "Amanda. That's my name. Amanda," she said with a smile before sitting down in the car. I stood and watched her drive off before going around to get into my own car, a little mystified at what had just happened.
Not only had I just had some fantastic sex with a total stranger, the whole time we were doing it I felt perfectly comfortable doing it with her. She felt more like an old friend than a stranger, and I honestly had no idea who she was, other than her first name is Amanda. I drove home and settled in my favorite chair to munch on some now cold chicken and contemplate what had just occurred.
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It was late afternoon when we pulled off Utah 63 into the campground. Dad wound around the narrow paved roads, looking for the site we had reserved, finally finding it at the end of a little drive off a parking area. It was a tight fit for the truck and part of me wondered if we were even supposed to drive back to the site, but dad didn't seem to care. He wasn't interested in carrying all our gear the almost hundred yards from the parking area to the site.
According to the map we had of the park campground, the bathrooms were nearly three hundred yards away if we cut across the open areas, a lot farther if we followed the roads. While that wouldn't really affect me, considering the number of trees in the area, it could be a bit harder for the girls. For the desert I was surprised how many trees there were, not only little low scrubby ones, but also tall and full enough ones to create a considerable amount of shade.
It was well over an hour before we had camp set. Jenny and I decided that since there was plenty of room in the site we should put a little separation between our tent and my parents. We elected to put our tent on the far side of the fire ring from where they set theirs, giving us about fifty feet more separation than the night before. Not that it'd help all that much as noisy as my mother was, but hey, any little bit helps.
With camp set, mom and dad set about cooking dinner while Jenny and I explored around the area a little.
"God I'm so fucking horny," Jenny said quietly as we walked along the twisting road between the sparsely populated campsites.
"Yeah? How come?" I asked.
Jenny turned to face me and stopped walking. She pulled her shirt up over the tops of her bare tits and then pushed her shorts down to expose her bare pussy. "Cuz someone wanted me to walk around without any underwear on!" she said with a grin. "If I could get away with walking around shirtless like you are, you'd probably love it!" I stepped closer and reached out to cup one of her tits and stroked my fingers across her hard nipples.
"Of course I'd love it. But you sure it wasn't me slipping my fingers into your pussy in the truck on the way here that's got you so turned on?"
"God, you were so fucking bad! I wanted to do so much more than tease your cock through your shorts. If you hadn't made me climax when you did, I think I'd have stripped and fucked you right there in the truck."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I answered with a smile.
"Yeah. But after a climax I like to be fucked. So you made me climax, what are you going to do about the fucking part?"
I looked around and then took her hand, pulling her off the road into a vacant camp site. I walked to one of the picnic tables, her shorts still around her thighs, and then turned her between me and the end of the table. I pushed her back, coaxing her to sit on the edge of the table and as she lifted her legs I pulled her shorts down and off, leaving her nude below where her shirt was pulled over her tits. "How about this?" I asked as I pushed my own shorts down, freeing my cock, which had been rock hard for hours.
I teased my engorged head up and down her slit several times before slowly feeding it into her, my fat head stretching her and brining a soft moan of pleasure to her lips. "I think this is exactly what you should be doing," she moaned as I pressed deeper into her, her pussy slowly accepting my fat shaft.
"Ohhh god," I groaned as I started stroking in and out of her already sopping wet pussy, her juices lubricating me and allowing my strokes into her to be even deeper. She lifted her arms and pulled her top off, leaving her naked except for her little white canvas tennis shoes and anklet socks as she sat on the end of the table taking my cock in her.
"God damn you feel good in me," she moaned softly as I plunged into her over and over, my thighs banging against her bare ass. She lifted her legs even higher and leaned back, resting on her elbows, her tits bouncing and swinging wildly on her chest from the impact of my strokes. "That's it brother. Fuck me. Fuck my hot little cunt!"
"Oh damn," I groaned, plunging into her harder.
"You like that? You like it when I talk dirty?" she asked breathlessly. "You like it when I beg you to fuck my hot cunt and pound your fat dick into me?"
"Uh huh," I grunted as my climax neared, the warmth and tingle spreading moments before the irresistible urge to pound a little harder and deeper into her.
"Oh fuck! I think I'm gonna come. Fuck me brother. Fuck your sister's hot little cunt!" she moaned as her legs began to shudder where they rested against my arms, my hands squeezing her hips slightly tighter as my own body demanded that I pound her a little harder.
"FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed and jammed my cock into her so hard her ass slid on the table a little bit. A massive gush of pent up cum lanced out from my head deep in her pussy, making her cry out in pleasure, her own climax, just starting a moment before mine, being pushed to incredible heights. I stood in front of her as she lay back on the table, moving her legs to rest on my shoulders as my body spasmed and jerked, pumping more cum into her with each spasm. I could feel her pussy clamping and spasming around my shaft as she too climaxed, moans and gasps coming from her as she lay in front of me.
I lost track of how long I stood there, not pulling out until my cock had completely softened inside her. I stepped back, uncorking a small flood of our combined cum from her pussy as she lay naked on the table, her feet still resting on my shoulders. "Damn! I can't believe that the best sex I've ever had was living in the room next to me the whole time," she giggled. "I should have started fucking you years ago!"
"Yeah," I panted, still trying to catch my breath. "If only it was normal for brothers and sisters to fuck instead of being a bit on the weird side."
"I wonder how many do and just don't say anything?" she asked quietly from where she lay. "Play with my pussy a little more. Just with your fingers."
I stepped the half step back to her, my now deflated cock nearly touching her leaking pussy. I wrapped an arm around her left leg and gently stroked my fingers around her pussy, not teasing any particular part, but just gently stroking it like she had been doing to herself. "Like that?"
"Ohhhhhh perrrrrrfet," she cooed softly. I used my free hand to move up to her right breast, gently stroking my fingers around the creamy soft skin and still hard nipple as well. "Mmmmmmm. How did you know to do that?"
"Dunno. Just thought it might feel nice," I said with a shrug.
"Well, it does," she answered with a soft sigh. "Feels very tender and caring to have you doing that."
I stood there enjoying both looking at her and touching her sexy body, her fingers reaching out and gently stroking the tips along my stomach and around my pubic hair as much as she could reach, my bare body as exposed as hers with the exception of my shorts still being around my ankles. Our tender moment ended abruptly with the sound of a car, the first we'd heard since we started our little impromptu fuck fest. Jenny scrambled to pull her shirt on, having it only half way on, her shorts still on the ground at my feet while I had my shorts pulled up but my cock and balls still hanging out in the open. The car pulled up to the entrance to the site we were in and stopped. When the window rolled down I saw a familiar face.
"Fuck we've been at the wrong campground all along. This one comes with built in studs!" Trish from the last campground said out the window before opening the door.
"Oh god," I groaned softly to myself as she climbed out and walked toward me, my sister trying to cover her tits with the half on shirt. "This is Trish," I said, turning my head to my sister as I tucked my cock into my shorts. "I told you about her. Cell phone girl?"
"Oh yeah," she answered with a nod, going back to getting her shirt back on.
"Another girlfriend?" Trish asked with raised eyebrows.
"No. Sister," Jenny answered for me as she slid off the table and squatted down to get her shorts. She stood bent over, working the tight little terry cloth shorts over her feet while Trish walked up to me.
"Sister huh? Wouldn't have thought that from you," she cooed softly, reaching for the front of my shorts and pulling them down and out to expose my cock again.
"I'd love to stay and play more, but I'm sure dinner is about cooked by now," I said, gently pulling her hand from around my cock and then moving to her other hand to free my shorts.
"But you're coming back later?" she coaxed hopefully.
"Maybe," I answered her.
"I'm planning on it!" she said with a grin before turning and calling back to the car, "We'll camp here!"
The car backed up and pulled into the parking space for the site and Amy and Donna got out, both of them dressed as scantily as Trish was, bikini tops and micro shorts.
"God, it is Trevor!" Amy said as she walked up. "I thought I recognized that cock. I'd say his face, but let's face it, all I was looking at was his cock!"
"God you're horrible," Amy said as she walked up to us, stepping close enough to slip an arm around me. "You gonna introduce us to your girlfriend?"
"Sister," Trish answered for me.
"Ohhhhh. Now that could be interesting. Never done a brother and sister before," Donna said as she looked Jenny up and down.
"Don't mind her. She leans WAY more toward being a les, but she still likes a good cock every now and then," Trish explained to my sister.
"Yeah. Always wanted to try both at once," she said with a devilish little grin. "Wanna stay and play?"
"I think we need to get back to our site," I answered. "Dinner should be ready by now."
"If you have to. Just come back later and play," Amy said before giving my body a little squeeze. She unhooked her arm from around me and stepped back to give me room to follow Jenny as she started to walk away.
"Wow. Those three are really something, aren't they?" Jenny said quietly as we walked out of their site. "You were fucking all three of them when we were taking down camp?"
"Yeah, sorta," I answered evasively.
"Sorta? How do you sorta fuck someone?"
"Well, I didn't do all three at the tent. Donna and Amy and I did it some down with mom when we showered.
"Wait!" Jenny said, abruptly stopping in the road and grabbing my arm to turn me around. In a hushed voice she said, "It just sounded to me like you took a shower with mom and then the two of you had sex with two of them. Now I KNOW that isn't what you meant, is it?"
"Yeah," I answered back.
"Start talking buster!" she said with a wicked smile.
"I walked with mom down to where we did it, and set her up with the shower. Then she got undressed and...well... she wanted to have sex with me first. So we did. Then we cleaned up and they came down the trail and were watching us, so mom licked Amy's pussy and I licked Donna and then I kinda fucked both of them."
"Jesus Trevor. You're telling me mom fucked you? Like completely naked and your cock inside her fucking her?"
"Yeah, just like that," I answered, turning and starting to walk back toward camp again.
"Holy shit," she whispered. "What if dad found out?"
"He'd be pissed I'd imagine," I answered as we turned down the little road toward our campsite.
"So Trevor isn't just a sister fucker, he's a mother fucker!" she said with a giggle as she walked beside me. "Whod've thunk?"
We walked the last little ways in silence. I wasn't exactly sure how to respond, but she was right. I was. Hell I was actively fucking my sister and my mother definitely had seduced me into sex. I wasn't complaining about the amount or quality of sex. Hell Jenny was a DAMN good fuck. But it did make me wonder if my family was on the weird side or if other families had similar experiences and just kept it all under wraps.
"About time you two got back, dinner's been ready for twenty minutes!" my dad said with obvious displeasure as we walked back into camp.
"Sorry dad," my sister said as we approached the table. "We kind of got sidetracked looking around."
"Well, it's your dinner that's cold," he said, making no move to get up.
"No problem. I'll get it," Jenny said, reaching for two plates from the kitchen box. She dished two large plates of some kind of chicken stir fry dish over rice and set them on the table, one on either side. I sat down next to my dad while Jenny sat down next to my mom on the other side.
"So what did you learn?" My mom asked quietly.
"It's surprisingly flat out here. The canyon is across the highway I guess, but we're on a plateau or something and it's really flat," Jenny answered for us.
"So no good place to get a shower like we had this morning?" My mom asked.
"Nope. Fraid not," I answered.
"Shucks. I was looking forward to a shower," she said with a frown.
"You could always just take one by the truck. There really isn't anyone to look but me," Dad said with a grin.
"You'd love that, wouldn't you?" Mom asked him.
"I don't know why you even ask. Hell yeah I would," he chuckled. "But I also know you won't."
"I won't?"
"I wish you would, but no," he said with a sigh.
"I see. Well, heat some water and put it in the bag," she said with a little wink toward me that I hoped dad didn't see or understand.
"You're serious?"
"Of course I am!" she said with a frown. "You don't want me to?"
"Hell yeah!" he said quickly getting up. He walked to the truck and dug around the back until he found the shower bag mom and I hauled back from down in the rocks this morning and came back to the table. "Here son. Hold this while I fill it," he said to me as I sat at the table. I of course did what he asked, holding the top of the bag with the open fill hole up for him. He got a pot of water that had been heating on the stove, probably for dish water, and he poured about half a bag full in through the small fill neck. "Thanks," he said, taking the bag from me and going to the water jug to fill it the rest of the way with regular water. To my surprise, mom got up from the table, took the bag from him and walked to the truck which was parked only a few dozen feet from the picnic table. She hoisted the bag up onto the roof of the truck, the little hose dangling down the side of the truck, and turned to face us.
She stood there, in full view of all of us and began to undress, taking off her shirt first, which of course exposed her bare breasts. I don't think my dad was all that surprised that she did that, I mean I don't think she's worn a bra since they finished the breast implant work. What she did next surprised all of us. She unsnapped the little short shorts she had on, pushed them down, wiggling her hips to work them down, finally letting them slide down to her feet. She kicked the shorts off her feet, tossing them with her left foot towards us. She stood in nothing but a tiny little pink thong panty that barely covered the little patch of curls on her mound and pulled between her full round lips as it disappeared between her legs. She winked at me, or me and my dad, I wasn't sure, and pushed the tiny thong down, wiggling her legs to get it to fall all the way to her feet. I couldn't believe she stripped all the way down to just shoes right out in the open this way, especially not in front of me with dad right there!
She turned away from us and bent at the waist, reaching to her feet to untie her shoes, her pussy pushing out at us between her legs as she stayed bent, slipping off one shoe and then the other. She straightened up and walked toward us, her tits swaying and wiggling as she moved, setting her shoes on the end of the table right in front of us. If it hadn't been my own mother I'd have been turned on like crazy. As it was, my cock was rock hard in my pants as she walked back to the truck.
We sat there in stunned silence as she used the little hose to dribble water around on her body and then letting the hose go, squirted some soap on her hand. She started at her big tits, working around them and making the soap lather up on her chest before working down her stomach and between her legs. She lifted each leg, working the lather down each smooth firm leg before standing back up.
"Trevor. Would you be a dear and come do my back? I'd hate to ruin your dad's view of the little show he's getting."
"Um. Sure," I answered, walking toward her as she picked up the hose and sprinkled water down her chest, the soap sliding off her body as she rinsed it so it didn't dry on her.
"You're not going to do it dressed like that, are you?" she asked almost as calmly as if she was asking if I wanted another piece of toast for breakfast.
"Like what?"
"Dressed silly!" she said smiling at me. "We wouldn't want you to get your shoes all wet, would we? Why don't you go back and take your shoes off." I shrugged at the surprising request, but walked back to the table, pulled my shoes and socks off and then gingerly walked back across the rough sandy surface to the truck. "I think we should get rid of these too, don't you think?" she cooed softly, reaching for the waistband of my shorts. She quickly pushed them down before anyone could object, my rock hard cock popping out at her as she squatted down to push my shorts all the way down my legs. "Lift your feet," she coaxed as my rock hard cock smacked her in the face gently several times, apparently making no attempt at moving away to prevent it.
She stood up and tossed my short toward the table. "Looks like you've been enjoying the show," she said with a grin. "Now, my back?"
"Um. Sure," I answered, taking the liquid soap from her. She reached for the little hose and dribbled more water down her back while I stood behind her, my rock hard cock nearly touching her ass. I squirted a little soap on my hand and then moved enough to set the bottle on the truck and then stepped back, my cock head briefly pressing between the creamy globes of her ass as we moved slightly. I used both hands on her back, spreading the soap down her back to the top of her ass, pausing nervously.
"Keep going. Might as well do all of it."
"Uh. Okay," I said, my voice cracking slightly as I let my hands start to roam her ass.
"Don't forget to go all the way down under," she cooed softly.
"Under?"
She reached back and gently guided one of my hands down under the curve of her butt, not stopping until my hand was pressed between her legs with my palm against her hot pussy. "Uh huh. All the way down," she cooed as she used my wrist to gently rub my hand back and forth across her hot wet lips. "Get it all nice and clean."
"Uh huh," I answered, as she let go of my hand. I rubbed her pussy for several more seconds before she reached for the hose and began to drizzle water down her back. I pulled my hand from between her legs and started rubbing my hands around her back and butt to get all the soap suds off.
"Thank you sweetie. That was nice of you," she cooed softly as she let go of the hose. "There's some water left. Want to use it? she asked softly as she reached for the soap. The bottle slipped from her wet hand, landing on the ground in front of her. She bent to pick it back up, her ass pushing out at me and, surprisingly, pushing so far toward me that my cock slid down the cleft between her cheeks and down between her legs, her hot wet pussy lips sliding along the top of my shaft for several seconds while she picked up the bottle. As she stood she pulled off my shaft, leaving me standing naked, panting slightly. She turned around and picked up the hose again, dribbling water over my body before starting to rub soap all over my chest. She worked her way down to my cock and balls, teasing down around both. "You want me to make you come?" she whispered, only loud enough for me to hear her. "You won't be too embarrassed if I do, will you?"



Her questions left both a yes and no answer, and all I could do as she wrapped both hands around my shaft was to mumble yes, though I wasn't sure which question I was answering yes to. Her hands slid along my shaft, stroking me and twisting around me. "You can touch my tits if you want," she said softly, coaxing me to move my hands to her breasts. I gently cupped them and teased her nipples, enjoying the sensation of my hands on her breasts and her hands on my cock. To my surprise my dad hadn't moved, well not much. He was sitting on the bench next to my sister, his shorts and briefs down around his ankles, his hand slowly stroking up and down his own cock, which looked to me to be a lot like mine, only slightly smaller by an inch or so.
"Just think back to us taking our shower this morning and how good it felt to be stroking into me," she whispered, coaxing my body toward climax. "Sliding in and out of mommy's pussy, driving you wild. Would you like to be in my pussy now? Would you like it if I just turned around and let you stuff this big fat, hard cock into my hot wet pussy?"
"Oh fuck," I grunted as the mental images overflowed me and my climax suddenly burst out on me. My body bucked hard, squirting cum out onto her stomach and the bottoms of her tits as she continued to gently stroke me, slowing her strokes as my spasms slowed and stilled.
"There," she said with a smile, reaching for the little hose and allowing the water to wash the soap off me and the cum off her. I stood there panting as she rinsed us, my hands still teasing her nipples gently as she did. "There. All done!" she said with a smile. "Why don't we let your father and sister have a turn at the shower?" she said, moving my hands off her tits and drawing me away from the mud puddle we'd been standing in. "You want to fill it back up and take yours?" she asked my dad pointedly as he sat with his hand around his still hard cock.
"Uh. Um," he mumbled.
"You did watch us. Don't you think I want equal treatment?"
"You want me to do what? Take a shower like that?"
"With Jenny. Yes," she said with a smile. "I'm sure she'd enjoy being washed as much as I did."
I saw Jenny turn and stare at my mom, who just raised her eyebrows as if in a silent challenge. "You want me to take a shower with dad?" she asked my mom, looking quite startled.
"Sure. Why not? You've seen your brother naked now. Your dad looks almost the same. Besides his cock is hanging out for everyone to see and I know that Trevor was playing with your pussy in the car, so you simply HAVE to want to get off by now."
"You were doing what with your brother in the truck?" my dad asked in surprise.
"Oh let it go honey. They were just playing a little harmless grab ass. I mean it's not like they haven't been listening to us fucking like rabbits for the last few days. That'd be enough to make anyone horny. Why don't you go fill the shower bag and give your daughter a nice shower? And if along the way you make her climax, so much the better."
"You want me to fuck my own daughter?" he asked, clearly shocked.
"Oh honey. I didn't say that! If we know anything from the last few days, it's that you definitely know more than one way to make a woman climax. Why don't you use one of them with her? That's okay with you Jenny, isn't it?"
"Um."
"Oh don't be shy. If you want to get your dad off like I did to Trevor, you can do that too. But if it was me, I'd wait until after he makes you come. He's so much better at it when he's all turned on himself," my mom said as she sat down on the bench.
"You serious?" my dad asked my mom.
"Perfectly. It's time that we stopped playing these little privacy games. It'd be a lot easier on all of us if we didn't have to worry about who was dressing in which tent when. We're all family after all."
"I guess that makes sense," my dad said as he got up from the table and headed to the truck for the water bag. He and I filled it again and he stripped down before walking back to the truck to put the bag on the roof.
"Well, go on," my mom said to Jenny.
"For real?"
"For real," she said firmly. "Get your clothes off and go for it."
My sister hesitantly got up from the table, and stripped her clothes off, not that she was wearing that much to start with. Completely naked she walked over to the truck where my dad was nervously waiting.
"You sure you're good with this?" he asked her quietly.
"Yeah sure. It's just a shower, right?"
"Right," my dad said as he started sprinkling the water from the hose down her body. He dropped the hose and picked up the soap bottle, squeezing some onto his hand. I watched my sister's face, nervous at first, but then softening as he gently rubbed his hands around her soft breasts and down her stomach.
My mom and I sat side by side, watching as his hands worked down to the juncture of her legs and then between them, his fingers working gently between her pussy lips and across her clit.
"God I'm so fucking turned on!" my mom said, reaching into my lap to start stroking my already growing cock. "I wouldn't mind at all having this in me again. For a few seconds I thought you were going to stuff it right into me over there."
"For a second, I thought that was what you were trying to do," I breathed, watching my dad lower his head to my sister's chest, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth.
"I was," she whispered as she stood up. She moved in front of me and then sat down on me, my cock sticking out the front between her legs, her hot wet lips pressing against my hard shaft. "Now, let's see if I can get some satisfaction," she breathed as she started rocking her hips, grinding her pussy against me, her hand pressing me tightly to her pussy as she rocked. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly as we watched my sister's breathing grow more ragged, my dad's hand sliding in and out between her legs. She held his head to her chest, pulling him tighter to the tit he was working with his mouth, her hips rocking in time with his fingers strokes.
"Oh fuck. I'm going to come," she moaned loudly as he stroked faster, his motion changing to push his finger into her tunnel instead of just rubbing between her lips and across her clit. "OH FUCK!" she squealed at the sudden change in sensations. Her whole body seemed to shudder and tremble in front of him as his hand slapped up into her over and over again. She panted, and gently stopped his hand, her pussy, for the moment, not wanting as much stimulation as he was providing. She slowly pushed him back so he was standing up, staring at her naked body in obvious lust. She reached for the little hose and ran water over her body to rinse the soap from her and then turned it on him, wetting his body.
She very gently began washing his chest, working through his only modestly hair chest and down to the heavy dark curls around his cock. Her hands circled and stroked his cock, his hips pushing toward her with each stroke of her hands down his shaft.
"God he's so turned on," my mom whispered. "I'd be surprised if he didn't start fucking her now."
"That's your plan? Getting him to fuck her?"
"Sorta. If he does her, it'd be pretty hard to be mad at me for wanting to fuck you."
"What if she doesn't want to fuck him?"
"It's in her court now. If she does, fine. If not, well, at least you can be naked in the open with her, right?"
"True," I agreed, going back to watching Jenny and my dad. For a few moments I thought my mom was going to get her wish when Jenny turned around and bent over, but she guided his cock between her legs, much like my mom had me at the moment, my dad's cock sliding along her wet pussy as he pumped his hips almost as if he were fucking her. She held on to the fender of the truck for balance while my dad held her hips, driving his cock between her legs over and over. His hips slapped her bare ass, making her big soft tits swing wildly below her chest, one hand holding his cock tightly to her pussy.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna come," he grunted as he continued to pound against her.
"Ohhhhh fuck," my mom moaned, rocking her hips slightly farther and pushing my cock up tighter until my head slipped into her pussy. I felt my fat head press up into her tunnel and felt her moan in pleasure as I sank deeper into her. "Oh god. I wanna fuck you so bad," she moaned, trying not to bounce on my cock as she leaned farther forward.
"FUCK!" my dad practically shouted as his body jerked. Jenny moved her hand and my dad's cock, sticking out the front of her pussy only an inch or so, spurted shot after shot of cum onto the ground in front of her. I could see her breathing hard, realizing that she was close to another orgasm of her own from his cock stroking her clit, and wondered if she still might try to fuck him. In the end, she pulled off of him and turned to face him, stepping against him and hugging him as he stood panting next to the truck.
My mom bounced a few times on me and then pulled off, walking to the truck to help my sister rinse my father's chest and cock off. Jenny moved away and walked back to where I was as my mom squatted down, her knees splayed wide as she closed her mouth around his softening cock.
"Is she going to suck him off now?" Jenny asked quietly, sitting down next to me.
"I think she's going to get him hard again and then fuck him," I answered.
"I was so close to fucking him there at the end. God he had me so close to coming again just rubbing against me."
"I could tell," I whispered, gently tugging her arm. "How about my lap?"
She looked down at my hard cock sticking up and then grinned. She stood up and moved over me, sitting down on me, facing away from me. We watched my mother sucking dad's cock, which had started to grow again from her attentions. Jenny sat on me, gently wiggling around, keeping me hard while I slipped a hand around her thigh and teased her clit with my fingers.
"Fuck me honey!" my mom said as she stood up and turned around, bending like Jenny had been.
"Uh huh," he grunted, aiming his cock for her pussy and jamming it quickly into her. I watched my mom groan in pleasure as his dick slipped fully into her, stopping only when his hips pressed against her bare ass.
It was starting to get dark but we could still see my mom's tits swinging wildly as dad pounded into her with a rhythmic slap, slap, slap against her ass.
"Fuck me," Jenny whispered, leaning forward and starting to bounce herself up and down on my lap. I watched my mom and dad, pounding away while Jenny bounced on me, my hands reaching up to cup her tits while she slid up and down my shaft. Her ass slapped in time with my dad's powerful drives, the sound of their bodies slapping drowning out the gentle noise we were making.
In and out I slipped, her pussy snugly containing me deep inside her.
"I think I'm going to come. Are you close?" Jenny asked breathlessly.
"Uh huh," I grunted, having been holding back my own orgasm until Jenny was ready.
"Now?" she panted.
"Any time," I grunted.
She began slamming down harder, driving my cock fully into her and my head against her cervix. Up and down she rode, her body starting to tremble and shudder slightly. "Fuck. Gonna come!" she moaned softly.
"Uh huh." I grunted, seconds from my own climax."
"With me?" she begged more than asked.
"Uh huh," I grunted in reply, my body starting to recoil for its big finish. "FUCK!" I grunted as my body tried to lift up into her, my cock swelling that final little bit as it squirted a gush of cum up into her.
"YES!" my sister cried loudly as she began to climax, her whole body shaking and trembling. "Oh fuck yes, yes!" she moaned loudly, both of us lost in our mutual climax, not even hearing my mom and dad doing the same thing.
If I were to call this a strange day, that would certainly be an understatement. Mom had hatched her plan to get dad to have sex with my sister so that she could openly have sex with me, but it failed. While dad made Jenny come, he did so without being inside her, which foiled her plan. What he did know was that sis and I were fucking. In a lot of ways he was taking it a lot better than I expected. Instead of being angry and shouting, which I'd expected, he shrugged and said that if we wanted to be a bunch of perverts we might as well get used to it. So here we were, sitting around the table with some citronella candles and a lantern for light. Like most evenings on this trip, we were playing cards. What wasn't like most nights, the four of us were sitting and playing cards completely naked.
"Hello the camp!" I heard a young female voice call from the road, sending my mother, Jenny and my dad to scramble for something to cover themselves with. I didn't bother only because I recognized Donna's voice. I sat and wondered just what else could turn strange as they walked into camp, each of them dressed in tank tops and short shorts of various styles. "We were looking for the bathroom and thought we'd see if you knew where they were?" she asked as she stepped into the circle of light. "Trevor! Hey! Surprised to see you here."
"Uh huh. More like I never showed up at your camp so you thought you'd see if you could find mine and come play?" I asked with a soft chuckle. "Mom, dad. This is Donna, Trish and Amy. The three friends I met at our last campground."
"Hi." The girls all said a little meekly.
"Oh, Hi girls," my mom said, pretending not to know the two she'd already met. She also took the t-shirt she'd been holding over her tits and set it aside. "I'm Suzana Wilson and this is my husband Mark. Would you like to join us? We're just playing some cards."
"Kinda looks like the end of strip poker," Trish said with a giggle. "Do we have to get naked too?"
"Well, you're certainly welcome to," Jenny said, moving her arms from in front of her breasts. "But if you don't want to, it's fine by us."
"No. I think getting naked would be just fine," Donna answered, pushing her shorts down without hesitation. In moments she was as naked as we were. She stepped over to the table and sat down between my dad and me with a huge grin. "Is playing allowed?" she asked as I felt a hand find my already mostly hard cock and close around it.
"Well," my mom said with a smile. "Playing is what we're doing."
"I don't think she meant that kind," my dad said. If I didn't know better, I'd think he was blushing. Not that we could really tell in the dark.
"What's the matter? Scared of a little hand work?" Mom retorted with a crooked grin, suspecting that Donna had his cock in her hand as well as mine.
"Me? Um. Uh, no. Why would I be bothered by a hand?" he stammered.
"Well, it's your deal," she said, setting the cards in front of my dad.
"So what are we playing?" Trish asked as she and Amy sat down next to Jenny.
"It's called wheel. Each player gets 5 cards. Everyone picks a card from their hand and sets it on the table upside down. When everyone has picked a card, you all turn them over. The person with the lowest card takes them all and puts them in their hand. First person who's out of cards wins. Person with the most cards is the loser," my mom explained.
"Sounds easy enough. Do you bet or something?" Amy asked from where she was sitting nearly at the end of the table across from me.
"We have played with dares a few times," Jenny answered her. "It's fun to ask embarrassing questions that the loser has to answer."
"That sounds like fun. Who asks the question?" Amy queried.
"The dealer," my mom answered. "Go ahead honey. Toss a question out there and let's see where this goes."
"Well, if you want an embarrassing question. What's the most embarrassing thing that's ever happened to you?" my dad said.
"What kind of a question is that? How about something more interesting. How about...who was the last person you had sex with and when?" my mom said.
"Oh that's a good one," Jenny agreed.
"Fine. We'll use that one," my dad said as he started to deal the cards.
One by one the hands passed and before long my mom was out of cards. We counted out our cards and Amy ended up the loser. "Okay. Amy. Spill the beans."
"Not like it's any secret. The last person I fucked was Donna and Trish, at the same time," she said with a giggle. "And it was fuuuuuucking goooood!" she added.
"Okay then. You deal," my mom said collecting up the cards and passing them down to her.
"Okay. The dare. Um. Can it be something to do instead of answer?" Amy asked.
"I don't see why not," my mom said with a shrug.
"Okay. Loser has to lay on the table and play with themselves for a minute," she said as she started dealing cards.
"Seriously? We're going to jump into sex shit?" my dad asked with a frown.
"Seriously Mark?" my mom said with a scowl
"What?"
"Just play," my mom said, picking up her cards.
Trish lost the round and climbed onto the table. She grinned at me and sat down on the edge with her legs spread, one on either side of me. I watched her fingers slowly stroke up her pussy, dipping her finger between her lips as she stroked up towards her clit. She used two fingers to spread her lips apart and then used her index finger to gently stroke her now exposed clit.
I heard a groan and looked over at my dad, who was breathing hard, watching her tease her pussy. Donna grinned at me and I realized that she was stroking his cock as well as mine while we all watched Trish stuff a finger into herself.
She groaned softly as someone called time. She leaned toward me and kissed me softly before getting back up on the table and stepping down to her seat. "Okay. Next dare. Loser has to kiss the winner for a minute. Not just any kiss, but a 'god I wanna fuck you' kiss."
The cards were dealt and my mom won and surprisingly I lost. "Okay son, pucker up!" my mom said as she stood up. She walked around the table and leaned over between Donna and me. She leaned her face in front of mine, and pressed her hot lips to mine, wetly kissing me. She found one of my hands and pulled it up to one of her tits and then released my hand. Moments later I felt her hand close around my hard cock and slowly stroke me while her tongue teased into my mouth. "Mmmmmm," she moaned softly as I kneaded her breast and nipple while she sucked on my lower lip. "Damn," she whispered as someone called time. With a sigh, she stepped back from me and walked back around the table. "Was that an 'I wanna fuck you' kiss?" she asked Trish.
"Looked like it to me!" Trish giggled.
"Okay. Next dare," I said after a moment. Loser kisses the winner on their privates."
"Oh good one," my mom cooed, clearly turned on as much as I was at that moment. I dealt the cards and hoped that I'd win. I came damn close, holding only one card when my dad went out. After a quick count it was a tie between Jenny and Donna.
"Well, how about you stand up and the two of us will share!" Donna coaxed, standing up herself.
"Seriously? You want me to stand up?"
"Hard to suck your cock if you don't," Donna laughed, reaching down and pulling on his arm. He relented and stood up, stepping from the bench of the picnic table to stand next to it. Donna squatted down in front of it and closed her lips around his engorged head while Jenny walked around the table. She dropped to her knees and Donna pulled his cock from her mouth and held it for Jenny.
The two swapped back and forth every few seconds, driving his hard cock into their mouths with loud slurps and gurgles. It quickly turned into a contest to see who could get him deeper, with Donna winning by getting him so far down her throat that her nose touched his body.
"Ohhhhh fuck," my dad groaned as he stood there getting his cock sucked by a young woman he didn't know and his own daughter. The way his hips were moving I wondered if he'd make it through the full minute before coming in one of their mouths. "Oh fuck," he panted as they both pulled off of his cock and moved back to their seats. He stood there for several more seconds, his rigid cock bobbing with his pounding heart before sitting down.



"So what do we do now? Two losers? Who picks the next dare?" Donna asked.
"I guess we both do. But how about we make it really special. We only have two cocks, how about the two highest girl winners get fucked until they come?"
"That could end the game."
"Yeah I know, but it's getting late and we have a hike tomorrow," Jenny said with a shrug.
"Oh? What trail?" Trish asked.
"Navaho trail," my mom answered her.
"We're going to do the same one!" Trish said with a smile. "Maybe we should go together?"
"That could be fun!" my mom agreed.
"Well, maybe whoever doesn't win tonight will win tomorrow!" Donna said with a giggle. "Oh, one more thing. Highest winner gets to pick her partner."
There seemed to be a general agreement and the cards were dealt out. It looked to me like I was going to end up a winner, so to speak either way. Donna had been keeping my cock well-tuned up for what was to come, but after the blow job I wondered just how long my dad was going to last.
Amy won the hand and Jenny was declared the second winner. Needless to say Amy picked me, leaving Jenny to my dad. "Come on stud!" Amy said as I got up, not at all disappointed at what was to come.
I got up and stepped to Amy, who was bending over the end of the table, waiting for me. Her pussy pushed out between her legs as she bent over farther. I stepped behind her and rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet slit before sliding slowly into her.
"Oh fuuuuuck yessss!" Amy groaned as my fat shaft slipped into her. I started stroking into her in long slow strokes, leaving only my head inside her before driving back deep into her. I felt my hips press to her bare ass at the end of each stroke, my head pressing against the end of her tunnel as well. In and out I pushed, bringing moans and gasps of pleasure from her.
I briefly looked up to the other end of the table, Jenny laying on it like Amy was, her tits pressed to the bare wood as my father stood behind her. My mom sat at the end of the table, reaching out to my father's rock hard cock, moving it up and down to rub his head against his daughter's pussy lips. My dad seemed reluctant to push forward, and my mom got up and stepped behind him. She whispered something into his ear, getting a gentle nod in return while my mom continued to tease his cock around my sister's pussy. "Ohhhhhhh fuck!" I heard her moan, my mom apparently rubbing her clit with the tip of his cock, teasing her excitement higher. "Fuck me," she groaned after several moments of whatever my mom was doing to her with dad's cock.
I continued to stroke, distracted by what was happening eight feet away, my mom's arms wrapped around my dad from behind, her bare body pressed against his. My sister bit her lip gently as my mom pressed her hips against my dad's bare ass, slowly pushing him into his daughter's pussy. "Oh damn," he groaned softly as my mom forced him fully into Jenny, his hips pressing against her bare ass. He closed his eyes as my mom whispered something again, a smile coming to his lips as he started to slowly stroke in and out of her.
My strokes into Amy quickened and matched pace with his into Jenny, the two of us facing each other but only me watching. His eyes remained closed as Jenny pushed herself up to free her tits and pulled one of his hands from her hip up to her big soft tits. I watched him squeeze and play with her breast and nipple as he drove into her harder, clearly overcome by the lust that was building inside him. He grunted as he jabbed his cock into her over and over, my mother standing behind him so that his ass slapped against her with each back stroke and his hips against my sister's ass with each forward stroke.
"Oh god. I'm going to come," he grunted loudly after only a few short minutes, the work of Donna quickly coming to fruition.
"Do it," my mom coaxed, pushing her hips to his ass to force him back into her each time he withdrew. Her motions were keeping him fucking Jenny and not allowing him to pull out as his climax grew ever closer.
"Oh shit!" my dad practically shouted into the night as his body jerked, jamming his cock deep into Jenny and pumping a gush of cum into her.
My mom quickly moved and squatted beside him, letting him now pull out of his daughter's pussy. She grabbed his cock and aimed it at her mouth, a second shot of cum lancing out and splattering on her face before she was able to capture it with her open mouth. She stroked and sucked his cock with abandon as his hips bucked, my mom taking all of the remaining cum into her mouth.
"She hasn't come yet," my mom said as she stood up, my dad's cock flagging as he stood panting. "Jenny, why don't you lay on your back and let him finish you?"
"Uh huh," Jenny responded, turning from where she was standing and watching my mom suck dad's cock. She lifted herself onto the end of the table and lay back, looking toward me. "I hope you're giving her a good fuck! So far mine hasn't quite been what I hoped for."
My dad must have heard her as he knelt down in front of her raised legs. "Let's see if this stands up then," he said quietly before wrapping his arms around her thighs and spreading her lips with his fingertips. I could just see the top of her pussy from where I stood at the other end of the table, but it was enough to see his tongue begin to attack her clit, drawing a gasp from Jenny.
Amy reached out for Jenny's tits, pinching her nipples while I continued to stroke into her pussy. It wasn't that I wasn't enjoying fucking Amy, it's just that what was happening in front of me was seriously distracting. Distracting not only because it was my dad fucking Jenny, but because I knew exactly how it felt to be deep inside her and how good it felt to be there. My mind seemed to be superimposing those sensations over the admittedly good feelings Amy was creating in my cock as I slid in and out of her. I saw Jenny's face change from disappointment to exquisite pleasure as my dad licked her pussy and clit, making my climax build more quickly.
Amy gasped in pleasure as my cock swelled in her and my hips pounded even harder. I watched Jenny gasp and moan in front of us as I slammed my hips into Amy over and over, her own climax washing over her almost unnoticed. I felt her pussy clench around me, spasming and trembling as she came around me. Her whole body seemed to shudder and tremble around me as I continued to stroke into her, drawing my attention back to her. "Oh fuck! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" Amy cried loudly into the night, Jenny echoing her cries as my father licked her pussy and clit.
"Jesus," I grunted as my own body, enticed by the sound of both women climaxing in front of me, decided that it was ready. I felt my whole body seem to jerk, jamming my cock hard into Amy, my hips pushing her hard against the table as a massive surge of cum lanced out of me deep into her. I heard her gasp and cry out again at the feeling of my cock coming inside her. My body jerked and shuddered over and spasmed over and over inside Amy, my brain having trouble for several seconds separating the cries of Amy and Jenny.
"Oh fuck," Amy panted, letting go of Jenny's nipples and pushing herself up onto her elbows. "Ohhhh damn. That was one serious fuck. God damn you were pounding me!"
"Uh. Sorry."
"Don't be sorry. If all guys fucked me that well I'd probably still be doing guys, not girls," she said with a giggle. "Those two don't know what they missed."
"Huh?" I asked, looking over where she was pointing to Donna and Trish laying on the ground with each other's face between the other's legs. "Those two?"
"Uh huh. We dabble with guys off and on, but the three of us share a house and a bed for more than just to save money," she answered as my softening cock slipped from her pussy and unleashed a little flood of cum leaking and dripping to the concrete pad.
"So you three?" I started.
"Are lovers? Yeah," she said with a shrug. I shook my head in dismay as she pushed me gently back and headed over to her friends. "Come on you two. Let's go finish this in our tent," she said to them, coaxing them to separate. They collected their clothes and headed back to their campsite still naked.
"Come on," my mom coaxed to my dad, pulling him from between Jenny's legs toward their own tent. "My pussy needs to be fucked too!"
"Bed?" I asked Jenny as she pushed herself off the table looking completely exhausted.
"Just to sleep," she agreed, reaching a hand out toward me. I stepped next to her and slipped my arm around her naked body and walked her to our tent. I let go to unzip the door and she crawled in and flopped on the air mattress. I crawled in after her, zipping the door closed and flopping down next to her. She rolled over, sliding one leg over both of mine, her thigh pressing against my balls, and her head on my shoulder. "Snuggle me?"
"Sure," I answered, sliding my arm under her and pulling her close to me. She was fast asleep on me by the time my mother started moaning and gasping in their tent across the site.
Dad rousted us out of bed shortly after the sun had brightened the sky. We had a hike planned for the morning and it was forecast to be another hot clear day. After the night before I was only moderately surprised to see my mom walking around in a pair of really tight little terrycloth shorts and, well, nothing else but her hiking boots. I wondered if the intent was to tease me or my dad. Not that it mattered, both of us ended up with hardons as she moved around camp cleaning up from breakfast, intentionally rubbing her shorts covered ass or bare tits on the two of us at any opportunity.
We packed backpacks, water packs, cameras and maps for our hike, and headed up the road, my mom finally putting a shirt on. Don't get me wrong, I think she has a really fantastic looking set of tits, and she's definitely a good fuck, but she still is my mom. Now if Jenny decided to walk around topless, I'd probably be much less likely to complain. If any of the girls walked around that way, I KNOW I wouldn't complain.
We headed down the road, planning to walk the quarter mile or so across the highway to get to the trail head.
"Hey slow pokes!" I heard as we approached the campsite the girls had settled in. "We figured when you said early, you meant earlier than this!" Donna said as she walked out toward the road with Trish and Amy following behind. Donna and Amy both had on micro-shorts and crop top type tank tops with their backpacks and hats and Trish had on what looked like a micro length miniskirt and a strapless bikini top.
"We thought maybe you'd like some company on the hike!" Amy said, falling in beside my dad.
"Well, it's a free country," he answered, trying not to look down at her bouncing tits in the almost too short top.
"I think Amy got your dad's attention," Trish said as she fell into step next to me.
"Yeah," I answered.
"Do I have yours?" she asked, reaching up and pulling the strapless red band of stretchy material covering her tits down to completely expose her sexy orbs.
"You do now," I answered with a soft laugh, trying not to trip on my own feet as I watched the sexy boobs bounce and wiggle with each step she made.
"Good!" Trish answered with a giggle.
"So, I guess you girls had an enjoyable time last night?" my mom asked, twisting to walk backwards for a moment.
"Oh yeah," Donna answered. "But I think Amy got the best part of the deal."
"So I suspect you want a little of what she got?" my mom asked with a grin. "Then you better keep him enticed," she continued, pulling up the bottom of her shirt to flash me her big soft tits. "He does love looking at the scenery!"
"I think we can take care of that," Donna laughed, pulling the bottom of her crop top up to hike it over her tits, leaving it held there by the straps of the backpack, her big round tits swaying and wiggling enticingly.
"I'm sure that'll do," my mom said with a laugh, pulling her own shirt down again before turning to walk forward again, catching up to my dad in a few steps.
Donna left her tits out on display all the way across the highway and most of the way along the rim trail toward Sunset Point, only finally pulling the shirt down when a large group of hikers passed by the opposite direction. We walked along, Donna on one side of me and Amy on the other, both trying at any opportunity to grab at my cock, Jenny grinning at me over her shoulder every time she looked back at the three of us.
We finally made the point and headed down the switchback trail leading down the canyon wall. The rock walls towered above us as we wound back and forth down the switchback, the towering red rock walls seeming to grow closer and closer together as we made our way down the trail. We finally reached the end of the switchbacks and the trail straightened out to lead between two massive vertical walls, on either side of us.
"How about a short break?" Donna called to the group as we reached a spot where the walls widened slightly as another deep cut in the canyon joined the one we were hiking down.
"Sure," my dad called back, stopping to look around and then finding a good sized rock, pulled his pack off and sat down.
Trish slid her pack off and then skimmed her shirt up and off, leaving her bare above the waist. She bent over only a feet from my dad, digging in her pack for a water bottle. She stood up and took a long drink and then returned the bottle to the pack. "I think I better put some sunscreen on these so they don't burn," she said as she stood back up, pulling an orange tube out with her. She unscrewed the top and then squirted a large blob of white cream onto each breast before capping the tube and dropping it back into the pack. "You wanna help me spread it in?" she asked my dad, stepping right up to him.
"Um," he said hesitantly.
"Oh go ahead honey. It's just sunblock. What can it hurt?" my mom said with a devilish little grin. "When you're done with her you can do me!"
"Do you?"
"Sure. I don't mind going topless," she said, pulling her own shirt off and tossing it into the pack between her legs.
Trish stepped even closer to my dad, squatting down with her knees apart right in front of him. She reached for his hands and pulled them to her apple sized tits, leaving them there while she placed one hand on his thigh for balance.
Donna was already shirtless and squirting sunscreen on her own breasts next to me before Trish even had her hand sliding up the leg of my dad's shorts. I saw him gulp nervously as he slowly stroked his hands around her tits, spreading the white cream and massaging her breasts in the process.
"Your turn," Donna said, stepping between the two of them and myself.
"Sure," I agreed, more than happy to oblige, stroking my hands on her considerably bigger tits. I reached out and rubbed my palms across both dollops of white cream and before rolling my hands around each soft orb to spread the cream. Her hands were equally busy while I was enjoying playing with her tits, my shorts suddenly sliding down my legs to expose my already rock hard cock.
"Too bad you can't walk around like this. It'd make the hike a lot more fun," she giggled as she stroked her hands along the length of my cock.
"Oh god," I heard my dad groan softly, drawing both my and Donna's attention to him. Trish had one hand between her legs, pulling the leg of her shorts to the side to expose her pussy to my dad's view, her other hand all the way into his shorts and clearly playing with his cock.
"I think Trish is horny!" Donna giggled. "Not that that's anything new."
"I though she didn't like cocks."
"I didn't say she didn't like a good cock. I just said we shared an apartment and a bed," Donna said with a grin. "You got a hard cock, I got a wet pussy. One plus one equals fun." She grinned, pulling away from me and bending over. She slid her microshorts down over her ass and down her legs, staying bent over with her pussy pushing out at me. "Don't you agree?"
I did agree, and I wasn't one to turn down such a nice invitation. I stepped behind her and rubbed my head up and down her pussy to spread her lips and engage into her tunnel entrance. I didn't need to lube up my already greased up cock after she stroked me with her sunscreen slickened hands, so sliding into her in one slow push was as pleasurable for me as it was for her.
"Oh fuck," Donna moaned softly as I pressed my hips against her bare ass, my cock head pressing against the end of her tunnel. I started to slide in and out of her slowly, taking long even strokes, only my head staying inside her at the start of each stroke.
"Figures Donna would get cock first," Trish said, looking back over her shoulder at us. "How about it Mister Wilson. Wanna put that big boner someplace more useful?"
"Shit. You want me to have sex with you? Out here?" my dad asked, looking between the tits his hands were on in front of him, to mom and then back to the tits and then finally down to the young exposed pussy.
My mom got up and stepped over to him. "Go ahead honey. You know you want to. You've been more than attentive to mine all trip, go ahead and have some fun," she said, gently stroking his hair. "In fact, why don't I help you a little?" she said, stepping behind Trish and reaching down to her armpits. Trish stood up, her hand still inside my dad's shorts, looking over her shoulder questioningly at my mom. To my total surprise, my mom squatted down behind Trish and pulled her shorts down over her ass, sliding them down her legs and helping her step out of them. She tossed the shorts at Trish's backpack and then leaned her face between her tight, little ass cheeks, drawing a squeak of surprise followed by a moan of pleasure as she licked Trish's now bare pussy. Up and down she stroked her tongue, teasing Trish's pussy for nearly two minutes before pulling her face away. She stood up, stepped around Trish and leaned over to kiss dad. Not some little peck on the cheek kiss, but a long, hot wet 'I wanna fuck' type kiss. As she kissed him, she reached to his lap and undid the front of his shorts, sliding her hand down into them to help tease his cock along with Trish.
"Stand up," she coaxed, pulling her hand from his pants and moving to pull them down as he stood. She tugged his shorts all the way down, revealing he wasn't wearing any underwear, which wasn't really a surprise given my mother wasn't either.
"Oh fuck," Donna moaned, drawing my attention back to the pussy I was busy fucking. "I think I'm going to come!" she gasped as I continued to stroke methodically in and out of her sopping wet pussy. I heard Trish moan loudly and looked back over, seeing her sit down on my dad's cock, his rock hard prick disappearing into her as she lowered herself down on him, facing toward us.
"Oh my god," Donna moaned. "Oh fuck. FUCK!" she cried as her climax washed over her, her pussy squeezing and clamping around my cock as she trembled, barely able to stand up. Finally she pulled off my cock and knelt down in front of me, panting and shuddering.
I didn't have to wonder what to do with my hard cock for long. Before I could bend over to pull up my shorts my mom was stepping over towards me, pushing her shorts down. She stepped out of them as she came closer, leaving them on the ground behind her and her body completely nude except for her hiking boots.
"I think I know what to do about this," she cooed softly, stepping toward me and wrapping one hand around my hard cock. She stepped right against me, her big tits pressing against my chest as she lifted one leg up and around my body. She held herself, standing on one foot, with her other hooked over my hip and one arm around my neck. She smiled and whispered to me. "Just let me slide this right into me. Then you can do what I know you want to. Fuck me until you come. Fuck me like you did in the rocks the other day. Fuck me until I come all over your hot young cock."



"Oh damn," I whispered, my hands moving reflexively to her hips while she pushed my cock down and worked it between her lips. She had to arch her back to get the angle close enough for me to slide into her, but in a few moments she had me worked into her tunnel entrance and sliding into her sopping wet pussy. My hips knew what to do before I did, driving my cock deep into her excited pussy, drawing a soft moan from her.
"That's it baby. Fuck mommy's hot pussy," she whispered barely loud enough for me to hear. I might have worried that dad heard her, but his own groans were more focused on the pussy working his cock than what mom was doing. Trish was still in front of him, pistoning her ass up and down, driving her pussy down over his cock over and over, her ass slapping against his thighs wetly with each stroke. Her small tits swung and bounced wildly as she pounded herself down on him, his cock disappearing in and out of her pussy.
I bucked my hips against my mom, driving my cock up into her each time, her hot pussy caressing my cock and making me want to stroke even faster. She let go of me with one arm and tried to pull my shirt up while I was fucking her, only having limited success. To my surprise my shirt pulled up from behind me. I lifted my arms and mom moved hers one at a time to let Jenny pull my shirt off until I was nearly as naked as mom. Her leg had to be getting tired and finally she had to drop it part way, letting me hook a hand under her knee to hold it up.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned as I pounded up into her, her tits bouncing now against my sweaty chest. Her nipples seemed to tease my skin and I suspected that the sensation going the other way was even more intense as she moaned in pleasure again.
"OHHH FUCK!" I heard my dad gasp as he began to cum inside Trish, her ass pressed down hard on his thighs as his body jerked and shuddered.
"That's it baby. Come too. God I'm so ready for it. Come for me," my mom panted as I pounded into her, knowing that I was so damn close.
"Gonna come," I grunted in warning, expecting her to pull off and suck me or something since we were doing it in front of dad, but to my surprise she just held me tighter, her whole body trembling slightly.
"UH." Was all I grunted as my climax hit me. My hips drove my cock up into her, almost lifting her off the ground for a moment before my thoroughly teased cock unloaded its first shot into her. I stood panting, my body jerking and twitching as my cock pumped my cum into her, finally letting loose my grip on her and letting her pull off my shaft.
"Oh god," she panted as she backed away from me and stood breathing hard and sweating as hard as I was. She turned to look at my dad, Trish still sitting on his lap, his arms around her with his hands cupping both her small tits, teasing and playing with them gently. "I think we all rested enough," she said breathlessly.
"Uh huh," my dad agreed, moving his hands and coaxing Trish off his lap. She stood up and walked bow legged to collect her back pack, cum dripping from her pussy.
She squatted down, her legs spread and closed her eyes. In a few moments I could see large drools of cum leaking from her pussy as she squeezed herself inside to force as much out as she could. "Don't want it leaking down my legs all morning," she said softly with a little giggle.
"Come on cum slut!" Donna said, walking over and pulling Trish to her feet.
"You guys going naked?" Jenny asked, a little surprised.
"Why not? What's the worst that can happen? We pass some hot guys on the trail that stare at our bodies? I'm more interested in these two guys staring at our bodies and getting hard again. Either one of you can just poke it in any time you want," Donna said.
"Fuck, I'll join you. I got stuck with just my fingers. If I can get stuck by something else, or someone else's fingers...well, fuck I'm in!" she said, pulling off her clothes and stuffing them in the backpack.
"That just leaves you sweetie," my mom said to my sister.
"As long as no one minds me getting my brother to fuck me, I'm in too. Sorry dad. But I think these three can keep you busy without me."
"No problem sweetie. I don't mind at all," he said as he picked his shorts off the ground and stripped off his shirt.
In only a few minutes we were all packed, wearing nothing but boots and packs, our clothes stuffed in the packs. I had a little trepidation about hiking naked. I mean what the hell would we do if we met someone on the trail? I mean yeah we were a long damn way from the trail head and any park rangers, but still. Most of my trepidation seemed to dissipate as Amy took up residence on one side of me and Jenny on the other. They took turns playing with my cock while at the same time they made sure to keep my fingers playing between their legs.
I'd almost forgotten about why I was nervous about hiking naked when it happened. We met another group, about three couples not much different in age from us, coming the other direction. I wasn't sure how my parents were going to react. My dad, unsurprisingly tried to cover himself as they walked past, my mother tilted her chin up and allowed the guys to ogle to their hearts content, as did the girls. Jenny covered her pussy, but allowed her breasts to remain exposed. There wasn't much I could do. I couldn't even begin to hide my erection, so I just braved through it, hoping everyone would be paying attention to the girls and ignore me. I couldn't help but blush a little when one of the girls walking in the other group gave me a whistle and a wink.
Despite the encounter, only my dad opted to get dressed again, digging his shorts out and pulling them quickly on. I was tempted, but Jenny and Amy convinced me that as long as I was as naked as they were, they'd make every attempt to give me a moving target, their way of telling me they were going to stop in front of me and bend over just long enough for me to push into them before they pulled off and walked ahead of me again. At least eight times I eased my hardon inside one of the two before we took a short break at the base of the rock caverns we had to traverse to get back up to the top. We all knew we'd have to be dressed again by the time we came out the other end, but the girls were determined to make it last as long as possible.
Jenny took the last few moments of our "break" to sit on my lap, or more correctly my cock. She stepped in front of me, bent over, pushing her ass out at me and reached between her legs for the hardon she'd been playing with the last hour. She sighed softly as she rubbed my head between her lips, letting her weight settle onto it and drive me into her. "Oh yeah. I soooo need this," she moaned softly, bouncing herself up and down on me. Mom just smiled at us but our quick little interlude was brought up short by my dad saying it was time to move on.
Reluctantly Jenny pulled off of me, standing up and sighing before bending over to pick up her pack. I stood up behind her and quickly pressed my cock back into her, drawing a surprised gasp from her. "Oooooo! Yeah."
"Well. Looks like we picked the right trail!" An older female voice said from behind me.
I jerked half way around in surprise, abruptly pulling my cock out of Jenny. I saw a an older woman, older than my parents anyway, wearing a pair of shorts and a tank top, a backpack and holding two walking sticks. Behind her were three other similarly attired women that were maybe a little younger, all four staring at me fucking my sister. "Oh shit," I breathed, trying to cover my hardon from the newcomer's sight.
"Don't stop on our account," the second woman said with a grin.
"Can we form a line?" the first one asked with a wide smile. "I wouldn't mind getting a little bit of that action."
"I really don't think..." my mom started to say, but was cut off by the second woman.
"Oh, that's okay sweetie. At our age we can still have fun. We're just old, not dead!"
"I think she was saying she didn't really want her son having sex with strange women, which makes this a little interesting, given the number of similarly aged young women," the first woman said as she took several steps toward me. "I imagine these young women have been keeping that sexy looking cock quite busy. At least if I were a young man with five hot sexy young ladies I'd be staying busy."
"Alright, alright," the third woman in line said. "You two are so bad. I'm sure this young man has better things to do than to listen to us talk about having sex with him that we all know isn't going to happen."
"Who says it isn't going to happen?" the first woman said, setting her walking sticks aside. "Seems to me all we need to do is get naked and get in line!"
"Florence! Shame on you!" the third woman said with a frown.
"Don't shame on me. Look at that cock. When was the last time George gave you anything that hard?"
"I didn't say he did."
"Then don't lecture me," the first woman said to her friend. She turned back to me and pulled her tank top up, exposing the lacy bra holding her modest sized breasts. "So young man. If I get naked do I get a turn?"
"Uh. Um. I don't. Oh shit," I stammered as she reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, releasing a surprisingly nice set of breasts. If I thought I was out of the doghouse on this, I was wrong. She tossed her bra aside and was working on dropping her shorts when the second lady in line chimed in again.
"Florence! You're not really going to, are you?"
"Why not?" she said as she pushed her shorts down. "Seems like we're in good company," she added as she reached for her modest bikini underwear and pushed them down, revealing a mat of curly brown hair with some gray showing in it. She wiggled her legs until her shorts and panties were around her ankles and completely naked above that.
She wasn't a bad looking woman, for her age. Not as hot as my sister or the girls. Certainly not as hot as my mom, who was still naked as well, but certainly not bad looking. Not that I was planning on having sex with her, good looking or not. My mistake was to stare at her nude body without saying anything negative, giving her time to work her feet out of her shorts and underwear.
"You like what you see? Not too bad for an old woman, is it?" she asked as she stepped toward me. Jenny backed away, holding her hand over her mouth and her other over her pussy while the newcomer stepped right to me. She slipped one arm around my waist and stood perpendicular to me, leaving her left hand free to reach for my cock, which she did. She closed her hand around my shaft and slowly stroked it. "Very nice. I haven't had a cock this nice in my pussy in, oh way too many years.
"I really don't think..." I started to say, getting interrupted by her before I could finish.
"You're not going to spoil an old woman's fantasy now, are you? Feel free to touch anywhere you want. I'm all yours!"
"Okay Florence, that's enough. You're making a fool of yourself!" the third woman said.
"Jesus I don't believe this," the fourth woman said with a frown.
"You don't mind if I borrow your son for a few minutes, do you?" she asked, looking at my mom while she stood stroking my cock slowly.
"You know. That's completely up to Trevor," Mom said with a grin. "What do you say Trevor? Willing to make an old woman's dream come true? Someday it might be me looking to have my day made!"
"Well put," the woman said before turning her head back to look at me. "How about it Trevor? Wanna make my day?"
"You're serious?" I asked, still mostly in shock.
She let go of my cock and reached for my hand, pulling it up to her breast and clamping it there. "Oh yeah," she said as she moved her hand back to my cock.
I looked around to the girls and to Jenny for help, but found none. The girls stood grinning like the cat that ate the canary and Jenny just stood there with her hand over her mouth in disbelief.
"Come on Trevor. Just like you were doing to that sweet young girl a few minutes ago. I'm sure you have it in you."
"Good grief," I answered as she slipped her arm back from around me, grabbing my cock with that hand while she turned her body to put her ass against my thigh.
"Come on Trevor. Give me this big fat, young cock!"
"You're really serious?" I asked, still in shock at what was happening.
"I am completely and totally serious," she said softly, moving in front of me and bending at the waist. She guided my cock to her pussy lips and rubbed my head up and down her lips, teasing herself and wetting my head with her juices. I was surprised at how wet she was as she pushed herself back against me, driving me easily into her. "Ohhhhh yes. Now this is the way to hike!" she cooed softly as she reached behind her to my hips to encourage me to stroke in and out of her.
"This is really what you want?" I asked as I started stroking into her, jabbing my cock into her hard at the end of each stroke.
"Uh. Oh fuck. Yes. Fuck me sweetie. Fuck my pussy!" she grunted as I pounded into her.
I almost chuckled to myself as she tried to talk dirty to me, the effort good but clearly forced. She was only bent at about half way as far as Jenny had been, it was easy for me to reach one hand to her breast and the other down between her legs. I found her clit with my finger and started stroking it while I pinched her left nipple in time with my strokes. I pounded into her, driving all the way into her until my thighs slapped her firm ass. She started pushing back at me, driving me harder into her with each stroke, her grunts and moans getting louder with each passing minute. I was surprised at how close my own climax seemed to be, presumably from my time in Jenny first.
"Oh fuck. I'm going to climax. Oh Jesus what a cock!" she cried loudly as her legs started to tremble.
I wasn't going to be far behind her. I could feel that surge flowing through my body, that irresistible urge to pump into her harder. I banged into her pussy as it started to clench around me, feeling almost as if it were trying to pull me deeper into her as she climaxed. My body jerked and shoved deep into her as I surged a gush of pent up cum into her pussy. Over and over my body jerked, jamming into her and pumping her pussy full of the cum the girls had teased up for the last hour.
"Oh Jesus!" she moaned as she straightened part way up, pulling my hand from her pussy up to her tits. "Oh god that felt good. I haven't had a good fuck in years."
"Well, glad we could help out," my mom said with a smile. "Girls, I think we need to get dressed before we go the rest of the way."
Florence pulled off my softening cock and turned around to face me. She pulled her nude body against mine and pressed her lips to mine. She licked and sucked my lips, teasing her tongue into my mouth every bit as good as any of the girls had done. "Thank you Trevor," she whispered before pulling away and stepping back. She looked around for her clothes and collected them up. She grinned at her friends as she dressed again. Jenny handed me my shorts and my pack, the rest of them already dressed while Florence was kissing me.
"Come on stud. Time to move on," Jenny said with a grin. "So tell me. Are older women really better in bed?"
"I don't know. I haven't ever had one in bed!" I answered honestly, waving to Florence as she waited for us to pass by.
I was surprised how quiet the rest of the hike was. That might have been partly because of the difficulty of the climb. We had to climb almost six hundred feet on the switchback trail and by the time we got to the top we were all exhausted. The girls gave me a quick kiss each before peeling off to their campsite, leaving us to hike the last little ways to our own site.
"Fifteen minute rest and then it's time to pack up. We have to be at the lake by five," Dad said as he unzipped their tent door.
"Come on," Jenny coaxed, pulling me by the arm toward our tent. "You have fifteen minutes to finish what you started."
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What had it been, three days since the fall? Five days? It was hard for me to remember exactly. My watch said it was Thursday, otherwise I wouldn't know. My state trooper and Tanya had both been working overtime to check on me. Tanya was seriously upset with me that I'd gone shopping alone. I can't imagine what she would have thought if she knew what I'd done with what was her name? Amanda? No Jenny! Amanda was the sexy thirty year old that fucked with me in the playground equipment. In my opinion, we were lucky we didn't get caught and arrested.
No, it was definitely time to get back to work. True I still had a little nagging headache, but I was getting used to it. Tanya insisted that I stay home one more day before she left last night, but what could she do if I was already dressed and at work? Tie me to my chair and make me rest?
I showered, shaved and did the rest of my normal morning routine well before seven and headed to the office. I was, as usual, the first one there. There were six of us that shared the office, three of us providing technical support and three sales support. I had the middle desk on the left of two facing rows of desks. Anna, a thirty-two year old electrical engineer sat to my right and Chris, a twenty-three year old mechanical engineer, like me. Well, not exactly like me. He was of course a LOT younger though he aspired to be like me when he got more experience. Across from me was Jennifer's desk. Jenny was the lead sales specialist, as she liked to be called. She was in her mid-forties and while she was starting to show some of that typical middle age spread, she was significantly well-endowed in all the right places. To her left sat Teresa, a little blonde bombshell that seemed to change boyfriends every few weeks. The last in our office was Brad. I had to say I didn't have much respect for Brad. He was going to an online college as a business major, but I had an incredibly hard time telling what exactly he was learning in college.
"What are you doing here?" Tanya snapped at me as she walked into my office. "I saw your truck in the parking lot and just KNEW you weren't paying attention to me yesterday."
"I did pay attention. I'm here, at my desk doing nothing strenuous at all," I answered.
She stood across the desk from me, wearing a nearly skin tight blue dress that clung to all her curves almost as if it were a second skin. "I'm gonna have Jennifer keep an eye on you then. I'd stay here and do it, but I have too much work to get done. But if I find out you're not resting down here, I'm gonna kick your cute ass all the way home!"
"Trust me. I'll just sit here and do my work. I was going stir crazy lying in bed."
She shook her head at me and then let her stern, almost angry face soften. "Hell, I can't stay mad at you," she said with a sigh before turning and walking away.
I shook my head at her unusual behavior and went back to working on my huge pile of e-mails. I nearly didn't notice Jennifer when she walked in. She stepped over to my desk even before going to her own, stepping around mine and gently rubbing my back. "You okay Robert? Tanya's been keeping us up to date, but it sounds like you've had a pretty rough time."
"Huh?" I asked, looking up from my screen and pausing at the cream colored satin blouse bulging out over her big tits right at my eye level before looking up at her face. "Oh. Jenny. Yeah, I'm fine. Tanya's just being over protective."
"I guess I can understand her being that way," she said softly. "She wants me to keep an eye on you, make sure you don't exert too much."
"Yeah. No problem. I'm just going to try to catch up on some of the problems in my e-mail first."
"Okay. Just make sure you do take it easy," she said, trying to be stern, but failing. "I'll be over here if you want anything."
"No problem," I said, turning back to my computer as she walked back to her desk.
I half heard the rest of the office come in while I was buried in a set of schematics for a system that was giving some trouble at a customer's site.
"Robert?" Jenny called from across the aisle.
I looked up at her and then back down at my computer screen, realizing it had been almost two hours since I'd even moved from in front of my screen. "Yeah?" I asked, looking back again.
"Would you be a dear? My monitor is doing that blinky thing again and I think it's that connector on the back of my computer that you fixed last time," she said sweetly.
"Oh. Sure," I answered with a shrug. Her monitor had been acting up for several days before she complained about it the last time. The fix was easy enough. I just needed to tighten the screws on the video cable. I'd be surprised if it loosened up again, but it only took a moment to check it. I walked across the space between our desks and then around hers while she rolled back to give me access down under her desk. I crawled under on my hands and knees to get to the back of the system. I worked under her desk and half flopped onto my side and back to free my hands to check the connector. I wasn't surprised it was still tight. "I don't see anything wrong down here," I said, turning as much as I could under the desk to look toward her.
"Really?" she asked, sliding her chair a little closer. As I lay there, I realized she was pushing her knees apart as her dress skirt hiked considerably up her thighs, would allow. What was a surprise was seeing not a pair of panties, but a patch of dark brown curls on her mound and her completely exposed, full round pussy. "Do you need to take it back off and push it in again?" she coaxed, almost as if she wanted me to stay down under her desk longer.
"I can try that. But I'll need a little screwdriver."
"Oh, I have one in my drawer," she said quickly. "Just stay there and I'll get it for you," she added as she rolled her chair closer, moving one leg across me and cocking the other under the chair as she pulled the drawer open. She pushed her knees even farther apart, having slid one hand under the desk drawer to try and hike the skirt even farther up her legs. She pushed the drawer closed and held out the small screwdriver without sliding back on her chair. As soon as I took the screwdriver from her hand she moved her hands to the sides of the skirt and wiggled on the chair, pulling the skirt up a couple more inches, allowing her to spread her legs even wider. "Can you see well enough?" she asked sweetly from above me.
"Yeah, no problem seeing," I answered, knowing darn well that she was referring to me seeing her, not the connector which I was reasonably sure was just fine. From where I was, I could look not only look up her skirt, but up higher, to the front of her shirt. I could see her head turn side to side, as if she was checking who was around and then her fingers moved to the lower buttons on her blouse. One by one she undid the lower buttons, first exposing her bare stomach and then, as she worked higher, the bottoms of her large round tits. I hadn't even realized that she had taken her bra off, her hard nipples poking the cream colored material substantially. She continued to slowly unbutton, her hands shaking slightly before undoing the highest button. She slowly pulled her shirt out and away, holding it snugly to her sides but exposing herself completely from the front. She held the shirt open only a few seconds and then quickly pulled it closed over her tits again. "You'll have to wait for lunch for more than that!" she whispered as she quickly started to button her shirt again.
"I think that'll do it," I said after she had buttoned most of the buttons, a small triangle of her tanned stomach still showing as I started to crawl out. She moved back slightly, but not nearly enough for me to get out from under the desk, waiting until I'd sat up as far as I could under the desk, bringing my face up between her legs, only inches from her bare pussy. I could smell the scent of her excitement before she backed away, wiggling her hips to work the skirt back down to a more respectable coverage. I pushed myself up and walked back to my desk, stunned by what she had done.
I've known Jenny for at least half a dozen years. Never in that time had she been more than friendly, and NEVER EVER sexual in any way. For her to expose herself to me in that way was...well, startling! Not that I'm complaining about the view, it just wasn't what I was expecting. But then neither was Tanya, the woman at the store or my very friendly highway patrol officer. I was beginning to think I had a "Strip for me" sign on my forehead or something. I settled back at my desk and pretended to work, but looking back across at Jenny instead. She frequently looked up from her work, glancing over her computer monitor toward me or rolling to the side in her chair as she talked on the phone, allowing me see the front of her blouse. It took two of these trips to the side before I realized that I could make out her areola and nipples in the thin material, and more so when she gently stroked her fingers down and around one of her breasts, pulling the material snugly against it.
As lunch drew nearer I also noticed Anna and Teresa seeming to be significantly less comfortable. I could see Anna, sitting at the desk beside mine, frequently pushing her hand down between her legs and wiggling in her seat while Teresa had unbuttoned several buttons on her blouse and was fanning herself with a paper as if sitting outside on a sunny day. Clearly something was in the air that was affecting all three of the women in the office. I was soon unable to concentrate at all on my work. Jenny was taking every opportunity she could to flash her breasts at me, her blouse now unbuttoned all the way to her waist, regardless of either Chris or Brad could see.
Anna, looked around the room, her eyes locking on me for a few moments as she licked her lips seductively. She lifted herself off her chair slightly, pushing the stretchy black slacks she had on, down over her butt, leaving them around her knees. She closed her eyes and pressed her hand deep between her legs. I stared as she worked her fingers, apparently in her own pussy, her breathing becoming deeper and more ragged. "Oh fuck," she breathed quietly as her entire body shuddered. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as she sat with her hand between her legs, her body still trembling gently.
"Jesus Anna! Did you just finger yourself off?" Teresa asked from across the aisle, looking at her friend.
Anna hesitated to answer and finally nodded meekly. "I don't know why. I just had to," she said loud enough for Teresa to hear, but probably hoping the rest of us didn't. She pulled her hand from her lap, looking around for something to wipe her hand on. She finally pulled her purse from her desk drawer, dug out several Kleenex and wiped her fingers. She looked over at me a little sheepishly and then lifted herself from her chair, bending over her desk slightly as she straightened her legs. She untangled her panties from her slacks and pulled the tiny pink panties up over her round, firm looking ass, and then pulled her stretchy black slacks up before sitting down again.
"Hell, if you'd have asked I'd have been more than happy to give you something to sit on instead of your fingers," Chris joked loudly.
"Shit Chris. We all know you're all talk," Teresa said with a frown.
"How do you know?" He shot back.
"Let's see. How about Trudy down in accounting?" Teresa asked with a crooked grin.
"What about Trudy?" Chris asked.
"Oh. We had a little chat one day. She says you talk a good line, but the last three dates she's left the door open and you walked right by."
"I just didn't want to push," Chris responded with a scowl.
"Sweetie, I'm thinking you don't know where to push. Not like Brad. He has an excuse, being a virgin yet."
"HEY! I am NOT a virgin!" Brad retorted.
"Uh huh. That's why you're blushing sweetie. You are sooooooo a virgin. I have half a mind to come over there and solve that for you. Maybe let you show Chris how it's done."
"No. You wanna have a real man show him. How about Robert gives us a little demonstration? I know I could use a nice big, fat cock stuffed in me right now," Jenny said, getting up from her seat. She started walking toward me, pulling the blouse from where it was tucked into her skirt and then undoing the last few buttons that were still fastened. She shrugged the shirt off, completely baring herself above the waist, showing all of us her triple D or larger breasts. She reached behind herself as she stood in front of my desk and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall down her body leaving her in nothing but her heels and stockings. "How about it Robert? Wanna show these boys how a real man fucks a woman?" she asked, stepping around the side of my desk. I was still staring at her nude body when she stepped around my desk and pushed my rolling desk chair back. With a grin she squatted in front of me, reaching for my belt. Part of me said to stop this before it went any further, but another part of my brain seemed to overrule my better judgment and allowed her to pull my pants open without resistance.
"Ohhhhhh. That's a cock!" Anna cooed from where she sat at her desk next to mine, her chair swiveled to watch Jenny pulling me out of my pants.
"Oh yeah. It's every bit as good looking as she said it was," Jenny mumbled before opening her mouth and engulfing my engorged head.
"Come on Brad. Let's give you a little sex lesson," Teresa said as she got up from her desk. She unbuttoned the rest of her blouse and pushed it off as she walked toward Brad's desk, reaching behind her and unsnapping her bra to let her clearly artificial tits spring into view. "I got a pussy that's just begging to be fucked. Let's see what you have for tools to work with?"
"I don't know about this," Brad protested weakly as Teresa pushed his chair back from his desk and swiveled it around to face her.
"You wanna take my skirt and panties off, or do you want to watch me do it for you?"
"Take 'em off you?" he squeaked in question, obviously nervous at the suggestion.
"Good choice," she cooed softly back, reaching for his hands and pulling them toward her hips. She wiggled her hips and used his hands to push her nearly skin tight skirt down her legs, leaving her in only a very tiny black thong panty that was barely visible from here. She stepped from the skirt and then helped his fingers push her thong down, leaving her completely naked. "There you go. Now how about we get you out of these pants?" she said softly, pulling him up out of the chair. She left him standing in front of her and reached for his pants, quickly undoing the front of his slacks and letting them fall down, a huge bulge pushing out the front of his boxers. She quickly pushed those down as well, exposing a modestly large cock with a distinct curl to it. "Looks like someone's ready to go already," she said with a grin, both hands closing around his shaft and giving it a few strokes. She continued to smile at him as she turned around, holding him with one hand and aiming his head at what I could now see was a completely shaved pussy. She bent over, pushing her ass out at him and guiding him to her waiting pussy. "That's it. Now just push into me. Nice and easy," she coaxed as she bent over the edge of the desk, using one hand on the corner to balance herself while she still held his cock in the other.
"Oh god," he groaned as his hips pushed toward her bare ass, forcing his cock into her tunnel. "Ohhhhhh fuck."
"That's it. Now just stroke it in and out a few times to get it all lubed up," she coaxed as he pushed and pulled his cock in her pussy in short jerky little strokes. "That's it. Mmmmmm much better," she moaned as his strokes lengthened.
"Uh fuck," he grunted, pushing his cock in with more energy, his hips slapping her bare ass with each stroke.
"Come on Chris. Bring your cock over here and let me suck it!" Teresa grunted as Brad pounded into her.
"My turn to get some," Jenny said, pulling her mouth from my cock and standing up in front of me. She turned around and bent over, pushing her ass out at me as she reached between her legs. She grasped my saliva coated cock and sat back toward me, guiding my engorged prick to her waiting pussy. "Fuuuuuuck," she groaned. "I wanted you to do this when you were under my desk."
"Yeah?" I asked a little breathlessly as she started to slowly bounce up and down on me.
"Oh yeah. You can't tell me you didn't see my pussy all wet and waiting for you. You could have just pushed my chair back and fucked me right there if you wanted to."
"Oh god," I groaned, my mind suddenly giving me an image of my body bent over her, her chair tilted back with my cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
"Uh huh," Jenny moaned. "I would have just spread my legs over the arms of my chair and let you have me right there. Just bent over me and fucking my brains out."
"Shit," I groaned as she bounced her ass up and down, pumping my shaft in and out of her wet pussy. I closed my eyes a moment and thought about Anna, sitting at her desk with her pants half down, fingering herself. I could see myself stepping over and spinning her chair around to face me before grabbing her pants and jerking then down and off her legs, leaving her sitting half naked. I'd pull her up out of her chair, spin her around and bend her over before driving my cock deep into her pussy. "Oh fuck," I grunted as my body suddenly went on overload, bucking up into Jenny as my cock spurted cum deep into her.
"FUCK YES!" Jenny practically screamed, jamming herself down on me as my body bucked under her, filling her pussy with my cum. "Ohhhh fuck yes, yes," she moaned as she sat and trembled, her body occasionally twitching and shuddering.
I opened my eyes and looked over to see Brad standing where he had been, Teresa turned around now with his cock in her mouth and Chris standing behind her, pounding his cock into her pussy. I looked over to Anna, and was surprised to see her sitting completely naked in her chair, her clothes in a pile on the floor. She sat with her feet propped on the edge of the chair, her legs spread wide and two fingers stuffed deep in her pussy. I suddenly had an urge to walk over to start licking her pussy, and before I could even think about it I found myself coaxing Jenny up off my shrinking cock. Jenny dropped into my desk chair, still panting as I shuffled over to Anna's desk and knelt down in front of her.
"Ohhhhh god yes," Anna moaned as I stroked my tongue up the length of her wet pussy lips. I easily found her already engorged clit with my tongue and teased around and over it several times before moving my tongue down to her tunnel entrance, trying to push it inside her as far as I could. Up and down I worked, sliding my tongue deeply between her lips, caressing the soft inner depths with my tongue while seeking her hard clit with each stroke. "Oh god you're so fucking good at this."
"Uh huh," I grunted, an image of my cock slowly pushing into her pussy forming as I continued to lick her. I reached down to my own cock and was surprised that it was hard again, the image of my hard prick sliding across her lips and then into her growing more defined with each passing moment.
I stood up and reached to the back of her chair, tilting it back with one hand while I stroked my own cock, aiming it at her pussy. I pressed my shaft to her lips, letting it split them, my head pressed against the small clump of dark curls on her mound. She moved my hand and replaced it with her own, moaning as I started to stroke my hips, sliding the bottom side of my shaft along and across her clit, my head bouncing across it ever so slightly with each stroke. I let her control the pressure against her pussy as I stroked myself against her lips, a brief image of her husband fucking her flashing into my mind before being replaced with my cock sliding deep into her. I drew back slightly farther, her fingers forcing my head deeper between her lips. I pushed forward to slide up along her lips again, my head instead pushing up into her tunnel and sliding fully into her as I pushed my hips.



"Oh fuck yes," she gasped quietly. "So fucking big!"
"Jesus," I breathed as her tight tunnel gripped me as I pulled back. I started sliding in and out of her, my cock being gripped and held by her tight confines.
"Oh god. Fuck me. Fuck me hard," she gasped as I started sliding into her faster, my bare thighs slapping her bare ass with a rhythmic slap, slap, slap.
I looked down at her c cup tits bouncing and rolling on her chest with each impact. "God you're so fucking sexy!" I grunted as I pounded into her, little gasps and moans slipping from her lips as her climax pushed ever closer. I felt her arch her back and rock her hips in time with my strokes, trying to drive herself even harder onto my cock at the end of each stroke.
"Fuck! I'm coming!" she squeaked as her body started to shudder. I felt her already incredibly tight pussy clench and spasm around me as she climaxed, her whole body seeming to tremble under me. She finally reached out with both hands and held my hips, holding me inside her for a few moments and then gently pushing me back, pulling my still rock hard cock from her pussy with a loud slurp. "Enough," she gasped softly. "Can't take any more of you right now."
"Okay," I answered, pushing myself up from her chair and letting it rock back upright.
"What the fuck?" I heard Tanya snap from the doorway, causing me to spin around.
A quick look around made me feel a little guilty. The place looked like a fuck fest. Anna was still sitting splay legged, her fingers slowly stroking around her gaping pussy, Jenny was sitting in my chair, completely naked watching Teresa bent over the corner of the desk, sucking on Brad's cock and being pounded by Chris. Then of course there was me, standing with my pants around my ankles, my cock sticking out rock hard, glistening with Anna's juices.
Tanya walked over toward me, clearly angry. "I thought you were supposed to be taking it easy, not fucking everything with a pussy!" she snapped angrily.
"Yeah. Not sure what happened," I admitted as she stepped up to me and grabbed my cock with both hands.
"If you needed to get fucked, all you had to do was ask," she said, her voice softening. "Though I can't quite blame them for wanting a taste of heaven."
"Oh his cock is DEFINITLY THAT!" Jenny cooed as she looked over at us, her fingers teasing her own pussy again.
"I came to make sure you were resting. But since you don't seem to need any," she said, as she pulled the hem of her skin tight blue dress up, exposing her bare mound and pussy. "Might as well fuck me too then, because I've been waiting all night and morning for your cock again." She turned around and using the edge of Anna's desk, pushed her ass out at me. "Come on lover. Might as well fuck me too."
I shrugged slightly and turned to aim my cock at her pussy. I slid easily into her, already lubricated from Anna's copious juices. I started sliding in and out of her, a few reservations about all of us being naked in the office flashing into my mind before being driven away by a mental image of Tanya bent over the desk with her tits swinging like crazy while I fucked her. I reached up to unzip her dress and then pushed it up her body, letting her move one arm and then the other, leaving her naked except for her heels. For some reason the image in my mind was from the side, watching her tits hanging down, swinging tantalizingly as I pounded into her, my hips slapping against her bare ass.
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck me baby! Fuck my hot cunt! Jesus you feel good pounding me!" she moaned loudly as I pounded into her, feeling my own climax growing quickly. "OH FUCK. I'm gonna come. FUCK I'M GONNA COME!" she cried loudly as she jerked and shuddered suddenly, surprising me with how quickly her climax hit her.
I felt her climaxing around my cock, her pussy clenching and squeezing me as my cock seemed to grow fatter in her. "FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked hard, jamming deep into her, drawing another loud "Fuck!" from her. I felt my cum lance out into her, pumping shot after shot into her as my body shuddered and jerked behind her. I stood there, panting, feeling flat exhausted as my cock softened and twitched inside her.
I turned and Jenny moved from my chair, allowing me to step over and drop into it. The sexual energy in the room seemed to suddenly dissipate, all of the ladies collecting their clothes and redressing again, though without their underclothes on, which didn't bother me one bit. I enjoyed seeing their tits wiggling around and the thought of them being able to flash me a little pussy when they felt like it. I wasn't at all sure what was in the air today, and while I had reservations about doing something like this at work, I had to admit that I was feeling very satisfied. With everyone dressed Jenny, Tanya and I went out to get a quick bite of food before lunch was completely over.
It was middle of the afternoon when I got the e-mail. A "request" to come to HR to discuss a personnel issue. You know how those requests go. They are far from optional, and in this case I had little doubt about what it was about. Hell, anyone that had walked by our office space would have been able to infer what was going on inside. That's the "better part of discretion" thing that my brain screamed at me right before closing that off to enjoy Jenny's attentions. I sighed, wondering if any of us would still have a job in an hour, and got up to head down to the human resources department.
"Rita asked to see me?" I said to the secretary sitting in the front of the HR department.
"May I ask who wants to see her?"
"Robert. Robert Wilson," I answered.
"Just a moment Mister Wilson," she said before picking up the phone and calling someone. "A Mister Robert Wilson to see you? Yes. I'll send him right in," the secretary said as she put the phone down and smiled. "Go right in."
I walked to the door that said "Rita Thompson, Director Human Resources" in large letters on a placard. It had an ominous look to it as I opened the door and walked in, seeing a medium large black woman that I vaguely remember being part of the interview process when I was hired.
"Robert. Good of you to respond so quickly," she said with a pleasant voice as she motioned toward a seat across the desk from her. "How are things going in your department?"
"Pretty well. A bit behind after being out sick a few days, but I'm trying to get caught up."
"I heard you were out. Some kind of hunting accident? I hope it wasn't serious."
"Not overly. Fell out of a tree stand and ended up with a concussion."
"Those can be very serious. Are you sure you should be back at work?" she asked, leaning toward me, her large chest pushing slightly over her arms, which were crossed on the edge of the desk in front of her. As she leaned slightly farther I couldn't help but notice that the deep V of her blouse was filled with two huge globes of skin the color of lightly milked coffee.
"I have a bit of a headache that doesn't seem to want to go away, but other than that the doctors say I'm fine," I answered her.
"Well, that's good. I'm glad you're well," she said before pausing. "The reason I asked you down is that I heard a disturbing rumor that some of the employees in your department were engaging in sexual relations during business hours. I know you don't manage that department or anything like that, but having been here the longest, I thought I'd reach out to you and see if you could shed any light on the rumors."
I did my best to look stunned and decided to feel her out for more information. "I'm not sure exactly what is being talked about. Was the rumor that we were in some way having sex?"
"Well," she said with a soft sigh. "That was the suggestion. Normally I wouldn't put much stock in something like that. I mean a whole group of people having sex in an office? I can see a couple doing the dirty in a storeroom or someplace more discrete, but the whole idea of an entire office all deciding to have sex at the same time, well, it just doesn't quite seem reasonable."
"I'd have to agree. It does sound a bit outrageous."
"Yes. It does. Which is why I decided it was some kind of inter office payback for something else. I had every intention of squashing it as inappropriate when I found these in the ladies restroom trash," she said, reaching down into her desk drawer and pulling out two pair of skimpy panties. I recognized one pair as Anna's white briefs and the other black thong as belonging to Teresa. She set the panties on the desk and then leaned back in her chair, her arms crossed under her ample breasts.
I leaned forward and picked up both pair of panties, noting the wetness still visible in the crotch. I didn't have to lift it to my nose to smell the scent of sex on them. "Who do they belong to?" I asked, again trying to feign ignorance.
"That's a good question. I certainly can't walk around and ask every woman in the plant to pull down their pants and show me their underwear."
"Or pull up their dress." I mumbled, my mind suddenly flashing to the image of Jenny sitting with her legs spread while I was under her desk.
"What was that?" she asked, leaning forward again.
"Nothing. Just making a bad joke," I answered. "I suppose if you want, I can go up and see who these fit, but I'm not sure that'll solve much."
"Oh, I'm sure it wouldn't. And I certainly can't condone what I'm more than sure you're thinking just now," she said, wiping her hand down the front of her neck all the way to the deep expanse of dark cleavage. "But it does raise some questions about the authenticity of the rumor."
"I can certainly see how that could complicate things," I answered, leaning back in my chair after setting the panties on the desk again. I watched her pick up a file folder on the desk and start fanning herself.
"Is it suddenly hot in here?" she asked with a frown, fanning her face and leaning back. She unbuttoned several buttons down the front of her dress and then spread the material to allow her to fan some air she was fanning onto her chest. The farther she pulled the more of her black lace bra and the more of her cleavage showed. I had to admit it was a VERY pleasant view, especially given how much I enjoy large breasts. I couldn't help but wonder just how far she'd unbutton her shirt in front of me.
"It does seem a little warm," I agreed after a few moments.
"More than a little," she said, unbuttoning two more buttons, exposing down below the juncture of the two large lace cups of her bra. From where I sat, I was a little surprised to see that it was a front clasp, my mind suddenly wondering how such a small plastic clasp could contain the obvious mass of her chest. "Goodness! I'm going to have to have someone check to see if the air is working properly."
"Probably a good idea," I agreed, feeling an almost undeniable urge to reach across the desk and flick the little clasp to release her big tits. This time my better judgment prevailed and I sat quietly, trying to resist the urge.
She reached to the side of her desk and pulled several Kleenex from the box and used them to mop the tiny beads of perspiration that were popping out on her neck and chest. She pushed the Kleenex down between her breasts. "So what was I saying? Oh yes. The reports I got were that it sounded like several women were all climaxing in your office area," she said, wiping the exposed parts of her breasts again.
"I suppose it could have sounded like that. We were sharing a dirty story," I answered.
"Well, you do realize that you shouldn't be doing that in the workplace. If someone were to overhear and complain."
"Oh. I understand. We thought we were sharing in a private setting," I answered her as she reached between her breasts with one hand, idly playing with the little plastic catch of her bra while she listened to my answer.
"Well, clearly it wasn't as private as you thought," she said with a small frown, her fingers still toying with the catch.
"I guess not," I answered, wondering if she was going to push the clasp far enough for it to unsnap.
"So, would you like to share this story with me?" she asked, her fingers pushing the clasp away from her chest.
"I suppose if you really wanted me to," I answered, as the little plastic catch flicked open and the elastic holding the cups in place pulled them around her sides, letting her big dark tits fall out the front of her dress. I wondered if she even noticed as she stared at me, waiting. Her nipples, nearly as big around as my finger, protruded out from dark puckered areola that covered nearly quarter of her massive tits.
"So?" she finally prompted.
"Well, it wasn't so much a story as talking about someone's date," I said, trying to figure out just what to say.
She leaned back and pushed herself up from her chair, stepping around the desk to stand at the corner, only a foot or so from me. "So?" she prompted again, her big tits swaying slightly with each breath she took.
"Well. I was just saying to Jenny, I mean Jennifer, how Tanya was taking care of me when I got hurt."
"And that caused them to make climaxing sounds?" she asked, as she shrugged her shoulders, letting the knee length dress slide off her shoulders and down her body. She wiggled her hips and let the dress fall all the way to the floor. "Somehow I suspect that you were doing something much more than just talking. Why don't you show me just what you were doing that made them climax so hard?"
"Should we be doing this?"
"I just want my investigation to be thorough," she said, reaching for her waist. She hooked her thumbs in her pantyhose and panties and pushed them down her legs, leaving her practically naked. "Now, was it oral, digital or more?"
"A little of all."
"Then show me," she said, stepping in front of me and hiking herself up in the edge of the desk. She lifted her legs, and pulled her shoes and the pantyhose off so she was completely nude. She lifted her feet to my chair and rested one on either arm, spreading her knees to expose her dark pussy.
I leaned forward and softly kissed her full round lips, first on one side and then the other, before softly stroking my tongue up her protruding inner lips. "Ohhhhh. That is a good way to start," she cooed softly, reaching her hands up to lift and squeeze her own tits. I drew my tongue up her slit over and over, slowly spreading her lips and tasting her juices. I pressed a finger slowly into her tunnel, bringing a soft moan of pleasure to her lips. "Ohhhh yeah. I can see why they might have climaxed. Did you stop there?"
"No. I can't say I did," I answered between licks.
"So just how far did you go?"
"All the way."
"Show me," she breathed. "Give me your cock and make me come like you made them come!"
I stood up between her legs and undid my pants, letting them fall to my ankles. I pushed my boxers down letting my hard cock stick straight out at her pussy. She moved one hand to my cock and gently pressed it down to aim it at her tunnel entrance. "Ohhhh so beautiful. I've never had a white cock before."
"I've never had a big black woman before."
"Well honey, enjoy then," she coaxed.
I pressed my hips forward, driving my cock into her in one quick plunge, bringing a gasp from her. "Oh fuck," she panted as I started stroking in and out of her, my tan shaft disappearing over and over into her pink depths.
"Oh damn," I grunted as I drove into her over and over, my hips slapping her ass as she lifted her legs higher to allow my cock to drive deeper into her. Her tits bounced and swung wildly as I pounded into her. I could feel my cock sliding in her wetness, her velvety softness caressing me with each stroke.
"Keep fucking me honey. Almost there," she panted as I slammed into her, the base of my shaft jamming into her clit each time I drove into her. "Oh god. I'm gonna come. OH FUCK I'm gonna come!" she cried more loudly than I expected, her whole body shaking and trembling as her climax washed over her.
"Oh my god!" I heard from behind me as my own climax was nearly upon me. I jerked out of the pussy in front of me and spun around to see the receptionist standing in the doorway, staring first at her boss until she noticed my rock hard cock sticking up at her, spurting shot after shot of cum in her direction.
"Oh shit," I groaned as my orgasm drained away and I started to realize just how much shit I was in.
"Don't worry Darlene. I'm taking care of this," Rita said, stepping past me and gently guiding her secretary out the door. "I'm just investigating what happened. We'll talk later," she said, closing the door. "Sorry about that. I didn't expect her to come in or I'd have had her join us."
"Yeah. Um. Okay."
"Don't worry. I think I got everything I needed. You can go back to your office if you want," she said as calmly as if she were just finishing a boring interview.
"You sure?"
"Oh honey, trust me. I got EVERYTHING I needed for now. Not that I might now want to review this at some point, but for now, I think we've covered everything," she said as she picked up her dress and stepped into it. She pulled the dress up and started to button it, ignoring the bra, pantyhose and panties still laying on the floor.
I pulled my pants back up and after fastening the belt and zipping myself back up, I headed for the door, taking one last look at her massive tits before opening the door and walking out. The receptionist stared at me, her mouth hanging open as I walked past, trying not to stare back.
"It seems someone heard a woman climaxing in our office over lunch and complained to HR," I said to the group as I walked back into the office.
"They heard what?" Jenny asked in surprise. "A woman climaxing? How the hell did they hear that?"
"Seriously?" Anna asked, looking up from her desk. "You're serious. Someone actually thought they heard that? I mean we might have been talking some sexy talk, but climaxing? Out loud?"
"Good god. What do they think we are, a bunch of sluts?" Teresa asked, her face clearly shocked at the thought. "I mean what the fuck? Who'd say something like that and try to get us in trouble?"
"Got me," I answered, trying to mask my confusion. "None the less, HR wanted to question me about it and as far as I can tell we're all cleared, at least for now."
"God, I'd hope so. I mean what the fuck!" Teresa said shaking her head.
I sat back down at my desk and stared at my computer. I KNOW what happened wasn't a dream. I know damn well I fucked not only Jenny, but also Anna. And I'm pretty sure that Teresa fucked both Chris and Brad. So why the hell were they acting like it never happened? Shit all I had to do was look at any of the three women and see their nipples poking their shirts out and it was obvious that they were missing underclothes. "I'm pretty tired," I finally said. "I think I'm gonna go home a little early," I said as I logged off my computer. I walked out, the five of them still talking about the accusation, all of them clearly convinced it never happened. It was almost more than I could comprehend. SOMETHING was happening and I was damn well confused as to what it was. If it didn't involve so many different women at this point I'd think someone was playing one hell of an elaborate joke on me.
I still had no more of a clue by the time I got home than I did when I left the office. My head hurt and I wasn't sure if it was still from the concussion or if I had a headache from trying to figure out what the hell was going on. Either way the best thing I could think of was to get some sleep. I was exhausted!
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"Come on sleepy head!" I heard Tanya cooing softly, gently shaking me from my sleep.
"What time is it?" I mumbled, rubbing the sleep from my eyes and then yawning.
"Almost seven," she answered, hovering over me with a smile. She slid her hands up my chest to my shoulders and then down my arms, grasping my hands and then gently encouraging me to sit up. I looked at her face and then down to her nude body, her tits hanging down toward me, her nipples hard and protruding. "Come on. I have breakfast ready for you," she continued with that infectious smile that had become so familiar.
"Sure," I answered as I let her pull me up to a standing position. "When did you come over?"
"Last night of course. You begged me to spend the night after we made love," she answered. "Don't tell me you don't remember us having sex for hours on the back deck under the moon."
I paused and let my mind wander for a few moments. "I thought that was a dream," I finally said, the memory of making her come three times on a blanket under the nearly full moon becoming more formed and "solid".
"Trust me, it was no dream for me, unless of course sending me to heaven three times is a dream. Maybe a dream come true. God, I haven't come so hard in years, and you did it three times, each time more intense than the one before. Hell, I didn't even realize some of those positions we tried existed."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it," I answered, wondering why I was having trouble remembering all the details of what had to be such an intense sexual experience.
"Enjoyed it doesn't even begin to describe it. You made me feel like a raw animal, sucking and fucking me in all sorts of incredible ways. I was more than happy to spend the night after how you made me feel."
"Well, I'm glad you did," I answered as she turned and pulled me by the hand, both of us naked, to the kitchen. Breakfast was indeed ready. Eggs, sausage and pancakes.
"I figured you had to be starved. You never did get dinner last night."
"I didn't?"
"No. At least you told me you didn't. You went right to sleep after work and I didn't get here until almost eight. I was going to make you some dinner but you wanted to lick my pussy instead."
I thought a few moments and did seem to remember pulling her onto the bed with me and practically ripping her shorts down. She quickly stripped and crawled over my face, allowing me to lick and finger her to the first orgasm of the night. What bothered me was not that I had done so, but the morning after I was having difficulty remembering it in any great detail. I sat down at the table with Tanya and ate the VERY good breakfast she had created for me, enjoying the morning view as well as the food.
"Come on. Let's go get showered. I still have to run home and get some clothes for work," she said as she got up from the table. She waited for me to stand and then took me by the hand, drawing me along behind her down the hall and into my bedroom and the master bathroom. She turned on the water, adjusted it and then pulled me into the shower stall with her, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her soft hot lips to mine.
We stood under the water for long minutes, kissing each other and just enjoying the feeling of our naked bodies pressed together. "God, I want to go back to bed and fuck you some more. You're getting me so god damn horny again," she moaned softly, her lips brushing mine softly as she spoke.
"But?"
"But we'll both be late for work if we don't get moving," she answered. With a slight frown she stepped back and got the bottle of bodywash and squirted some on my shower sponge and then used it to lather both of us. "I hope no one notices that I smell like Old Spice!" she giggled as she washed her way down my chest to my hard cock, wrapping her hand around it and stroking it gently. "Better get this all clean. Don't want you smelling like sex all day, do we?"
"I'd think not," I agreed, my hands roaming her soapy body more of their own accord than any particular plan I had in mind. Her breasts were silky smooth in my hands as I cupped and stroked them, my thumbs stroking periodically across her rigid nipples.
"Oh fuck. You gotta stop that!" she said with feigned frustration. "You're going to get me so turned on that I won't want to get out."
"And that's a bad thing?" I asked with a grin, moving one hand down between her legs to let my soapy fingers stroke her soft pussy lips.
"Okay, okay, but it'll have to be quick!"
"That's up to you," I answered as I stroked my fingers deeper between her lips, teasing her clit with the tip of my middle finger.
"Oh fuck. Just a quickie. Okay?"
"Uh huh," I said as she turned in my arms, breaking contact with me. She pushed her ass out at me and guided my already hard cock at her pussy. "Mmmmmmm," I sighed softly as my soapy cock slid easily into her already wet tunnel.
"Ohhhhhh fuck, I love feeling you inside me," she moaned as I started to stroke slowly in and out of her. I reached one hand down to her pussy, teasing my fingers between her lips and across her clit while my other hand moved up to one of her hanging breasts, capturing it and taking her nipple between my fingers. In and out I stroked, imagining that this is what it felt to be an alcoholic enjoying the first drink of the day. I drank in the sensations on my cock and in my hands, getting more and more turned on by the second. Tanya seemed to be enjoying it as well, moaning loudly and gasping each time I changed how I was toying with her hard clit.
"Oh fuck! You're gonna make me come!" she cried in a squeaky voice moments before her body started to tremble. I grinned to myself and jammed my cock harder into her, somehow knowing that it would drive her climax even higher. I jabbed into her spasming pussy over and over until my own body demanded that I push into her hard and hold there to allow the first surge of cum to lance out into her hot pussy. "FUCK YES!" she cried as I jammed into her again, unleashing a second surge into her.
"Damn," I groaned softly as I stood there, jerking and twitching, my cock pulsing and twitching inside her as we enjoyed the mutual orgasm.
"Okay," she said breathlessly, pulling off my shaft and turning around to face me. "Now we really do have to hurry."
"I'm done," I chuckled.
"I know you are you dirty old man. But you need a shave and so do I. Now get out of here and get rid of those whiskers!" she said, pushing me out of the door.
I chuckled and walked to the sink to shave, seeing her in the mirror through the fogged up glass of the stall, lifting one leg and propping it on the soap dish while she apparently used a razor on her mound and pussy.
"There. All smooth again!" she said cheerfully as she stepped out of the shower about the time I was rinsing my face from shaving.
"You or me?" I asked.
She stepped to me with a grin on her face and pulled one of my hands down between her legs. "You tell me?"
"Mmmmmmm both," I responded quietly, letting my fingers stroke her sexy smooth skin.
"I agree, but I gotta go home and get some clothes!" she said with a playful slap on my shoulder. She walked to the bedroom and came back a few moments later with her t-shirt and shorts on, holding her shoes and panties in her hand. "I'll see you at work?"
"Of course!" I answered before returning the kiss she was leaning toward me to give.
"See you then," said brightly before turning and practically running across the bedroom. I grinned at her girlish behavior and then went about finishing my own morning routine.
"Morning all!" I said cheerfully as I walked into the office, only about ten minutes late, but for me almost half an hour later than I'd normally be. I settled at my desk and logged onto my computer, looking around the room while I waited for the computer to do its normal thing. Anna was wearing a low cut dress, and quite clearly did NOT have a bra on again this morning. I couldn't see any real difference in what Teresa was wearing since it was usually pretty revealing. All I could tell about Jenny was that she had on a button down blouse, and based on the motion of the front, probably wasn't wearing a bra either.
"Robert," Anna hissed quietly.
"Yeah?" I responded, turning to look at her.
She rolled her chair over to me, scooting as close as she could to me. "Robert," she whispered.
"Yes?" I whispered back.
"Um. This is kind of embarrassing, but what happened yesterday?"
"What do you mean?" I replied in an equally low whisper.
"Well. Yesterday I got home and realized that I didn't have on a brassiere."
"Have you asked Jenny?" I asked, leaning closer to her making sure that she understood I was trying to keep things quiet for her.
"I did, but she doesn't remember either."
I looked at her and wondered just exactly what anyone remembered about the day before. I seemed to remember a LOT of sex happening, but then if they couldn't remember, was it all a dream? Did I have some kind of concussion induced fantasy dream? "Do you remember anything about it?" I finally asked.
"No. And that's what bothers me. I don't remember hardly anything after lunch yesterday. Could our food have been drugged or something?"
"Why do you ask that?"
"It wasn't just my bra that was missing."
"Wha'd you mean?"
"I didn't have any panties on either, and well...um... my pussy felt like I'd been having sex," she whispered, her neck turning slightly pink in embarrassment. "None of us had panties or bras on when we got home."
"Wow. I don't know what to say," I told her, trying to figure out just exactly what to tell her.
"You know what happened, don't you? I mean I can tell you know something. I've known you long enough to be able to tell when you're hiding something."
"I don't know if anything really happened or if what I think I know is just some kind of concussion induced fantasy, so I don't know how much I should say."
"I think you should damn well tell me just exactly what it is you think happened, dream or reality or whatnot!"
"Well, the way I seem to remember it, you got undressed and asked me to lick your pussy and after you came once, you practically begged me to fuck you until you came again," I whispered.
"Here?! In front of everyone?" she asked in shock, her voice considerably louder than she probably intended. "You mean here? I did that here, in front of everyone? Chris and Brad and everyone?"
"Shhhh," I said hushing her. "Trust me. They weren't paying any attention."
"Why not?" She whispered.
"Because Teresa was keeping both of them busy, one in each end of her."
"SHE WHAT!?"
I frowned and shushed her again. "I told you. It feels more like it was a dream. I don't completely believe that all happened either."
"How the hell could something like that happen? I mean if someone had come in, well...hell!"
"I got called down to HR because someone complained that they heard what sounded like sounds of sex and women climaxing in here."
"Oh shit! What happened?"
I looked around the room and shook my head. "From what I remember, Rita, you know Rita, right? Well, Rita undressed and had me fuck her and then declared that everything up here was proper and normal."
"RITA DID THAT!?"
"SHHHHHHH!" I hissed, everyone looking at the two of us after her last outburst.
"What would have prompted her to do something like that? Hell! What would have prompted me to take off my clothes and ask you to have sex with me?"
"So you think it was real?"
"Based on how my pussy felt, yeah. I definitely felt like someone had sex with me. And I can't quite understand why, but when I was driving to work I started getting turned on. I don't mean a little horny. I mean turned on so much I sat in my car and fingered myself off," she whispered.
"Seriously?"
She reached for my hand and pulled it under the skirt of her dress, pulling both the hem of the skirt and my hand up her thighs until my fingers were pressing against her definitely wet panty crotch. "See? And when I got dressed I didn't put on a bra."
"That I could tell as soon as I walked in."
"Oh god. It's that noticeable?"
"Well, it'd be less so if your nipples weren't so hard."
"Oh god," she mumbled, letting go of my hand, which was still pressed between her legs so she could use both hands to cover her breasts. "I'm so fucking embarrassed."
"Yeah. Well, don't feel alone. Jenny kind of started it all. She wanted me to fix her computer and when I crawled under her desk to work on it, she spread her legs and showed me that she was naked under her dress. I mean really naked, if you know what I mean."
"So why don't I remember it? Well, most of it anyway. I kinda remember some bits and pieces, but not all of it."
"I don't know," I answered, realizing that I had idly been stroking her pussy through her damp panties. She dropped her hand from her breast to my hand again, pulling it tighter against her pussy.
"Oh fuck," she groaned softly. "Suddenly I want to go off some place and have you fuck me again."
I pulled my hand from between her legs and drew her hand with mine to my lap and placed it on my rock hard cock. "Tell me about it."
"Oh god, you're so fucking hard," she whispered, grabbing my shaft through my pants and squeezing it. "You know the store room down the hall?"
"The one after the drinking fountain?"
"Uh huh. Give me a minute to get out of the office and then follow me down there," she said, letting go of my cock and pushing back toward her desk. She got up and walked out of the office without looking at me. I sat for a few more moments and then got up and walked out as well, following down to the store room. I paused outside, checked both directions to see if anyone could see me and then slipped in. "Good. For a second I was worried it might be someone else," Anna said as I turned to look at her, standing in nothing but a pair of low high heels. She was idly running her fingers through her tiny patch of dark curls and biting her lip gently. "Well?"
"Well what?"
"Well, you going to take your pants off or do I have to come do it for you?"
"This what you want?" I asked a little confused.
She stepped toward me, grabbed me by the hand and pulled me back toward a couple stacks of copy paper boxes. "Fine. I'll do it myself," she said with irritation as she undid my belt and the front of my pants. She quickly pushed both my pants and boxers down, letting them fall around my ankles. She closed both hands around my shaft and sat on the edge of the boxes, leaning back as far as she could. She lifted her legs and spread them wide while pulling me by the cock toward her pussy. "Come on. We don't have all day. If we're in here too long someone might walk in on us!"
"Yeah," I agreed, not really thinking about that as much as I was thinking about how good it was going to feel to push into her pussy. The mental images of me kneeling between her legs and licking her flashed to my mind as if it were seconds ago, making my hips push forward and drive my fat cock into her several inches.
"Ohhh yeah. Much better," she cooed as she hooked her heels on my ass and tried to pull me deeper. I pulled back slightly and then pushed in more, repeating several times before I was fully into her tight tunnel.
"God, you're tight," I groaned in pleasure.
"And you're fucking huge compared to my husband," she moaned. "Just shut the fuck up and fuck me!"
"Shutting up!" I answered as I started to slide in and out of her, my engorged mushroom head caressing her tunnel and her tunnel in turn stroking all the perfect places around my shaft and head. In and out I moved, picking up speed as her breathing grew more ragged.
"Fuck I'm gonna come," she grunted as I plunged into her, driving my fat cock deep into her. "Just keep going. I'm getting so fucking close!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as well, feeling the tingle and warmth of my impending release flow out from my cock to the rest of my body. It was an urgent feeling, almost undeniable. If she'd have asked me to stop now I doubt I could, my hips slamming in rhythmically, making her tits bounce and fly wildly on her chest. "Gonna come too," I grunted as her body started to tremble. I could feel her tunnel clench around me and then start to spasm and squeeze me, almost as if it were trying to pull me deeper and milk cum from me. "FUCK!" I grunted loudly as I slammed hard into her, driving my cock fully up into her tunnel. I stood there, my body jerking and twitching while she sat and shuddered and trembled.
"Oh god, I needed that!" she panted as she sat on the boxes, little trickles of sweat running down her chest and around her big soft tits. I could see little drips of perspiration collecting on her breasts and running down to drip off the bottoms of the sexy orbs to her thighs. "I don't know why, but I fucking needed that so bad!"
"Yeah. I have to admit, seeing you in that dress without a bra on made me more than a little bit turned on."
"Oh? You enjoy seeing my titties?"
"Hell, who wouldn't?"
"Well, maybe I'll just have to find ways to flash you more often. Maybe I won't ever wear a bra again. What do you think about that?"
"I think you should think about forgetting underwear completely," I chuckled. "Wouldn't you like it if we were alone in the office and I just stepped over to you, pulled up your skirt and played with your bare naked pussy?"
"Only if turnabout is fair play. I should get to do the same to you."
"I don't see why not," I chuckled, thinking how much fun it could be having her randomly grabbing my cock and me her pussy or tits.
"Come on. We better get back to the office," she said, gently pushing me away. "Last thing we need is Jenny horning in on our little fun, right?"
"I guess so," I agreed as I stood there with my shrinking dick dripping cum on the floor, watching her wiggle into her dress. With a grin she tossed her panties at me and then walked out of the storeroom, leaving me half naked, grinning like an idiot. I pulled up my pants and started to walk out of the store room.
"OHHH!" the secretary from HR said as she nearly bumped into me as I was opening the door to walk out.
"Oh shit. Sorry," I said, holding the door open for her and stepping back to allow her to walk in. After she stepped in I stepped out and started to pull the door closed behind me.
"Robert?" she asked questioningly.
"Yeah?" I answered, pausing and looking back in at her.
"It is Robert right?"
"All day," I joked.
"Um. Can I talk to you a minute?"
"Sure," I said without moving.
"In private?"
"Oh. Sure." I shrugged, stepping in and pushing the door closed behind me. "What's up?"
"Yesterday."
"Yesterday?"
"Yeah. Yesterday. With Rita?"
"Ooooookay," I answered, not really wanting to offer anything until I saw where this was going. "What about yesterday with Rita?"
"I know what I saw. I mean she was completely naked and you were... you were... well, fucking her," she said with a little frown.
"And?"
"And when I tried to talk to her about it, she denied it and said that she was just having a conversation with you. I don't know how it got started, but I damn well saw your cock when you turned around, and the cum stains are still on the carpet."
"I can explain," I said, leaning heavily against the door.
"Okay. I'm waiting," sh said, standing with her arms crossed. She was a petite young woman with very obvious Asian lineage. Her skin was creamy white, her hair straight and jet black in the short boy cut she had. Her tits, poking above her crossed arms weren't all that large, maybe a B cup or small C cup, but her nipples poked out the thin bra she was apparently wearing under the light weight summer dress.
"Actually. Come to think of it. I can't."
"You can't explain why you fucked my boss in her office?"



"Actually. No. Mostly because it was her push, not mine. I mean I got called down because of a complaint..."
"Yeah. I know about the complaint," she interrupted.
"Yeah, well. We were talking and she got up and walked around the desk and took her clothes off and practically begged me to have sex with her."
"That does NOT sound like Rita!" she responded with a frown. "Let alone for her to do something like that and then deny it!"
"I don't know what to say."
"So why did you do it? I mean just because she asked?"
"Honestly, I don't know. I remember doing it, but at the same time, I don't remember. It's more like I remember watching myself do it. I can sorta remember suddenly being so damn horny when she started undressing that when she wanted to take my pants off I didn't resist."
"Sounds awful strange to me," she said quietly, reaching up with one hand to wipe little beads of sweat off her face. "Is it getting hot in here?"
"I don't think so," I answered with a shrug.
"God. It's roasting in here!" she said, turning around to face away from me. "Would you unzip me for a moment?"
"Um. Sure," I answered, stepping towards her and pulling the zipper of the light yellow dress down her back. "All the way?"
"Please!" she answered as I pulled the little tab down all the way to the curve of the start of her butt. She stepped a step away from me and shrugged off the shoulders of the dress. I watched it slide down her body, leaving a thin white bra strap across her back, and a tiny triangle of white that was trying to disappear between her creamy round butt cheeks. She let the dress fall to her ankles and stepped out of it before turning back around to face me, one arm across her chest and her other hand covering the front of her tiny white panties. "Better," she said, moving the hand from in front of her panties to wipe more sweat off her forehead before moving back to cover herself. "Now where were we?"
"We were talking about how Rita undressed in front of me and then wanted sex."
"Oh yeah. So she just undressed and stood there naked? Why would anyone do that? I mean it doesn't make sense!" she answered. Movement of her hand in front of her panties drew my attention down and I saw her slip her hand inside the tiny panty, no longer covering herself from me, but instead working her fingers down to her pussy.
"I don't know, but that's what happened," I answered as she pulled her hand from her panties and reached for the waistband with both hands, her breasts now exposed in the lacy bra. I could see the small pink areola and hard nipples pushing the thin lace material out as she hooked her fingers in the elastic of her panties and pushed them down. She wiggled her legs to make the material fall to the floor around her feet and stepped out of it while she reached behind her back. In moments the lacy bra was sliding down her arms and falling to the floor between us.
"I just don't understand it," she said, crossing one arm across her now bare tits and moving the hand back between her legs to stroke her own pussy. "God, are you getting a hardon?" she asked, scowling at me. "Seriously?"
I chuckled. "Why the hell not? The view is pretty damn good."
"What do you mean?" she asked, looking down at herself. She squeaked loudly and pulled her fingers from her pussy to cover herself with her hand again, almost as if realizing for the first time she was naked. "SHIT! Why did you undress me?"
I looked at her like she had three heads. "Me undress you? You asked me to undo your zipper because you were hot. I didn't do anything else, you undressed yourself."
"I did?" she asked, almost in confusion.
"You did," I answered, seeing her hand move back between her legs and start rubbing circles around her clit.
"Oh Fuck, I'm so god damn horny all of a sudden," she moaned, dropping her arm from across her bare tits and backing up until her ass was against the boxes that Anna had been sitting on. She lifted her small frame up onto the boxes and then lifted her legs, spreading them apart. "Fuck, I wanna come so bad," she moaned as she stroked her pussy and teased her clit.
I didn't really ask for permission, but just stepped up to her, and between her legs. I reached out and stroked a finger up her wet pussy lips, her hand moving to give way to mine. She quickly moved both hands to my belt and started undoing it, pushing my pants and boxers down.
"God, it looks as big as it was yesterday," she cooed softly. "Soooooo fucking big. I don't think I could even get that in me."
"Wanna try?" I asked softly, the fingers of one hand stroking her pussy lips while my other hand gently massaged one of her firm little breasts.
"I'm not sure," she whispered, sliding her hands up and down the length of my hard shaft. "It's so damn big."
"Well, it's up to you," I answered her in an equally soft whisper.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned as my fingers stroked up and down her wet lips, circling her hard clit several times and then sliding down to dip the tip of my finger into her tunnel. "Ohhhh god damn, I want you in me," she moaned as she pulled me towards her by the cock. She coaxed me closer, aiming my engorged mushroom head towards her lips. She rubbed me around her wet lips and then pushed me down to her tunnel entrance, waiting for me to push in towards her. I could feel the pressure on my head increase as I tried to force it into her, a gasp coming from her lips as my head spread her enough to allow me to slip just inside her. "Oh my god," she moaned.
I pressed slowly into her, feeling my fat shaft stretch her until my dryness grabbed at her lips. I pulled out until just my head remained inside her and then slowly pushed forward again, getting a little more of my shaft inside her. Almost without my thinking, my hips started to rock, pumping my cock in and out of her pussy, more and more of my length disappearing inside her until I could feel the end of her tunnel against the head of my spear. Her pussy was incredibly tight around me, gripping and trying to hold me from pulling back with each stroke. I kept both hands busy, one kneading her right breast and nipple, and the other stroking her exposed clit while I continued to slowly stroke in and out of her.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!" she moaned loudly. "I can't believe you got all of that in me. Ohhhhh fuck."
"Uh huh," I grunted, sliding in and out slightly faster as her tight pussy teased around my engorged head with each stroke. My hips pushed faster, banging my head against the end of her tunnel, her moans growing louder with each passing moment.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come. My god I'm cooooooomiiiiiiing!" she squealed as her body began to shake and tremble. I felt her pussy clench even harder around me as I continued to stroke, only moments from my own climax. "Oh god. Ohhhhhhh fuck!" she moaned as I drove harder into her. "God, are you going to come too?" she gasped as her trembles and shudders started to still.
"Uh huh," I grunted.
"Not in me. Not in me," she mumbled, gently trying to push my hips away with her hands.
I pulled back to let my cock slide from her and then pushed forward again, pressing my cock against her pussy but not into her tunnel. I moved my other hand to her left breast and squeezed and kneaded it as I started to rub my cock along her sopping wet slit. She covered my cock with one hand, pressing me against her pussy as I stroked back and forth along her lips. "Uhhhhh," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my body against hers and my balls against her sopping wet pussy. My cock slid up along her wet lips and a shot of creamy white cum lanced out, flying toward her face, landing just short of her chin in the gap between her firm breasts. Again and again my body bucked, spewing shot after shot of cum onto her chest until I was standing, panting, with my cock drooling on her tight black curls.
"Oh god," she breathed. "So much cum!"
"Sorry," I grunted as I stood panting between her legs.
"No. It's okay. I just didn't want...I didn't... I'm not anything."
"Oh." I breathed, reaching down to her pussy as I pulled my hips back. I let my cock slide down her pussy lips all the way down to her tunnel entrance and then pushed forward again, driving my not nearly as large cock into her again.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped in surprise. I started to stroke myself in and out, my cock not nearly as hard, but staying firm in her tight confines for several more minutes before her body shuddered again with another small climax. "Ohhhhh god," she panted as the shudders stilled again. "I can't believe that happened. That I came again."
"Uh huh," I said breathlessly as I pulled out of her again. "I think we better get back to our offices though."
"Yeah. Me too," she agreed as I stepped back, looking at her tight sexy little body. I pulled my pants up and held them around my thighs as I watched her dress, her ass and pussy sticking out at me as she picked up her clothes and set them on the pile of boxes. She used her panties to wipe the cum off her tits before slipping the bra and dress back on.
"I think you don't need these," I said, reaching for her panties and gently taking them away as she bent to step into them.
"No?"
"No. If you have those on I can't just step behind you and do this," I said, turning her away again and pressing my hand on her back. She bent over and I pulled the hem of her dress up, aiming my still firm cock at her pussy. I gently pushed deep into her again, drawing a soft moan from her. "Maybe if I come down later, I can bend you over your desk," I chuckled.
"Ohhhh fuck," she groaned in pleasure as I stroked in and out of her slowly. "Don't get me started again, not now."
"If you wish," I answered, pulling from her with a soft slurp.
"Not that I don't want it again, but god damn. I don't know if I can take another right now."
"Maybe later I'll stop by," I said with a grin, as she straightened up and stood with her bare back to me to zip her up.
We left the store room together. She headed back down to her office and me to mine.
I walked in and sat down at my desk intending to get to the e-mail I hadn't yet had a chance to check. I was surprised to see that it was nearly nine already.
"Did she keep you busy?" Anna asked quietly from her desk without looking over at me.
"Who?"
"Akai," she said with a grin, finally looking toward me. "You didn't even know her name, did you?"
"Actually, no," I admitted.
"Don't let Tanya know you were messing around with her. Those two don't get along."
"Oh?"
"Oh no. Trust me, that's the last thing you want to get in the middle of."
"I'll remember that," I answered honestly.
I barely had time to grab a sandwich off the vending truck that comes around every day around noon. I was swamped with work and before I knew it, it was time to head home. I probably would have worked right on into the evening if Tanya hadn't walked in to see if I was ready to go home. I looked around and realized that I was the last one in the office. "Yeah. Sure."
"I was thinking. Wanna go out for a bite?"
"You mean like, on a date?" I asked with a chuckle. "Kinda late for that isn't it?"
"Oh I don't know. A girl can still have fun with her guy, can't she?"
"I suppose. Does that mean I'm YOUR guy?"
"For now."
"And what happens if I decide to play with some other girl?"
"Oh sweetie. Feel free. In fact, if you want, I'll even join in," she said with a giggle. "Now get that cute ass of yours moving. I'm hungry!"
"Yes ma'am!" I answered jokingly, logging off my computer and getting up. She slipped her arm in mine and followed along next to me, her hip bumping periodically against mine. She walked with me to my car and then stood expectantly. "You don't want to drive your own car?"
"No. We can get it later, or tomorrow," she said with a giggle. "Unless you don't want me to spend the night?"
"I didn't say that."
"Good!" she said as she walked around to the passenger side and climbed in. I got into the driver's seat and looked over at her, her skirt pulled up to her waist, exposing her cleanly shaved pussy. "Just thought you might like something to look at," she said with another giggle.
"You're awful giggly today," I said as I started the car and turned on the air-conditioning which started to pump some cool air into the sweltering car.
"You know, I just feel...playful today," she said, reaching over into my side of the car and grabbing my half hard cock through my pants.
"You mean you haven't been being playful?"
"Well, maybe a little. But today I feel REALLY playful. Naughty kind of playful," she answered, pulling her hand back from my lap and moving it to the front of her dress top. She unbuttoned down the front until there were none left to unfasten and then spread the top so that her bare tits pushed out the front. "There. Now you have a lot more to look at!"
"And so will anyone next to us," I said, shaking my head slightly.
"Oh well. I guess they'll just be seeing what they're missing, because I expect you to spend some time this evening teasing the girls with your tongue and lips. You're sooooo fucking good at that and it turns me on sooooo much!"
"Seems to me you're already turned on."
"I am. But I don't mind getting turned on more. Oh. Turn here!"
I made a less than graceful right turn onto another street, barely staying in my lane with the short notice. "You wouldn't mind telling me where we're going, would you?"
"You'll see," she answered with a little grin.
She left herself exposed and her hand teasing my dick through my pants all the way to the little steak house she directed me to. Only then did she button enough of her dress to contain her tits, leaving a huge V of exposed skin showing. I walked into the little joint with her on my arm, feeling like I had an iron rod stuffed in my pants. Thankfully it was modestly dark inside so that my predicament didn't stand out as much as in the fading sun. The hostess, dressed in a tiny denim miniskirt, a button down western shirt, cowboy boots and straw cowboy hat led us to a table towards the rear of the little restaurant and Tanya slid into the booth, pulling me into it next to her. "Suzie will be your waitress. She'll be along in a minute to help you! But if there's anything I can do, anything at all, don't hesitate to call me!" the hostess said with a grin and wink before turning and walking away, her hips seeming to swish to and fro a little more than when she led us back.
"God, she was a hot little number, wasn't she? I bet those cute little tits of hers would be so fucking sexy in that shirt without a bra on."
"You mean like you?" I chuckled softly before looking around the room. We were seated in the last booth and could see quite a few of the other diners from our spot. Couples mostly, but a few families more towards the front of the place. One woman caught my eye for a moment, wearing a snug, short zipper down navy blue dress, sitting across from another woman with her back to me. It looked like the two were probably having a business dinner, based on their body language. Our eyes locked with each other for a few fractions of a second before she turned her attention back to the woman across from her.
"She looks pretty hot, doesn't she?"
"Huh?"
"The lady in blue. She looks hot, doesn't she?"
"Sorta," I agreed.
"She's looking at you."
"You think?"
"I know," Tanya giggled. "Maybe we need to give her more to look at." I felt a hand in my lap and looked down at Tanya reaching into my lap to undo my pants. I don't really know why I didn't try to stop her, but I just sat there and let her pull my cock out of my pants, stroking it slowly.
I saw the woman in blue look over at me again and then do a double take, her eyebrows rising in surprise. She seemed to stare at me for a long time, keeping her conversation going with the woman across from her, her eyes glued to under my table. As she sat her hand moved to her lap and began to push her dress down between her legs, clearly trying to put pressure on her pussy as she wiggled slightly in her seat.
The attention we had on each other was broken when the waitress walked between us, stepping up to the table.
"Good evening. I'm Sylvia, I'll be your server tonight," the maybe thirty year old brunette said, before looking down into my lap. "Oh my god," she mumbled as she covered her mouth with her fingers, her eyes glued to Tanya's hand sliding up and down my cock.
"Looks sexy, doesn't it?" Tanya asked quietly, drawing her gaze back up to our faces. The waitress looked from her face to mine, staring questioningly at me for several long seconds before her face softened.
"Um. What would you like to drink?" she asked quietly, looking down at my cock again, her pencil poised over the pad in her other hand.
"Coke," I answered, suddenly thinking that her nipples looked like they were getting harder as she stood there, watching Tanya. I wondered briefly how she'd look without a bra on.
"Tea. Sweet," Tanya answered.
"I'll. Um. I'll give you a few minutes to look at the menu," she said a little breathlessly before turning and scurrying away.
"This is crazy," I whispered to Tanya.
"Uh uh. Fun as hell. Here," she said, pulling one of my hands down to her lap and pushing it up between her thighs until my fingers felt her wet pussy lips. The woman in blue walked down between the tables toward me, a little grin on her face. She walked up to us at the table, leaned down to look down over the table at my cock, still in Tanya's hand.
"Mmmm. Wouldn't mind having that for dessert," she said softly before straightening back up. She grinned again and reached out, dropping a tiny piece of red lace into my lap. Tanya let go of my cock and picked up the red lace, untangling a tiny red lace thong panty as the woman in blue walked back to her seat. The only thing I could think was that she went to the bathroom and took them off while we were distracted by the waitress, though I suppose she could have taken then off elsewhere.
"Sexy," Tanya said softly holding up the red panties as the woman sat down, clearly hiking the hem of her dress up far enough that as she spread her legs slightly I could see her bare pussy.
I was still watching the woman in blue spread and close her legs, flashing me her bare pussy and curly blonde hair each time she pushed her knees apart, when the waitress walked back to our table, carrying two drinks. She set both down on the table, bending over enough for me to clearly see down the front of the partly unbuttoned western shirt. She smiled as she stayed half bent, letting me enjoy the view of her now braless tits. "Can I take your order now?" she asked sweetly as she straightened up, still grinning at me.
"Um. Yeah. I'll have the mixed lunch platter with fries," I answered as she quickly scribbled down the order.
"And I'll have the spicy sausage platter. With fries as well," Tanya said with a grin. "I do love sausage, don't you?"
"If it's the right size and not too spicy," she answered, still smiling.
"Can you see where he has his hand?" Tanya whispered. "His fingers pushed inside me, teasing me, holding me just beyond climax? Mmmmmmm. He's good at that. I bet you'd like to feel his fingers in your hot little cunt, wouldn't you?" Tanya teased softly, the thoughts seeming to make the little waitress perspire slightly as she stood by the table. "Take off your panties and maybe he can," she added after a few seconds more.
"I gotta go," the waitress breathed before turning and practically running away from our table.
"You're so damn bad," I said, shaking my head.
"I know. But she wanted to fuck you. I could tell. I just wanted her to know whose you are."
"And whose am I?"
"Right now mine," she whispered, "At least until you make me come."



"You want me to make you come now? Here?"
"Uh huh," she answered softly, reaching down to my hand to pull it tighter to her pussy.
"If that's what you want," I said with a little shrug, working my finger deeper into her pussy. She leaned back and spread her legs as wide as she could in the booth, probably giving the woman in blue and anyone else sitting around her a perfect view of me finger fucking her. I drove my finger in and out of her wet tunnel, dragging part of my finger across her clit with each stroke. She let her head fall back against the wall, her mouth open as she gasped softly.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I drove my finger in and out of her, her wetness seeming to grow with each passing moment. "Play with my clit," she seemed to beg. I pulled my finger from her tunnel and circled her clit with the tip, making her arch her back and shudder as she began to come in the booth. "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she breathed softly and quietly as she climaxed next to me. I could feel her hand squeeze my cock as she leaned back and shuddered, little tremors running up and down her whole body. I looked over to the woman in blue and saw her sitting alone, her friend apparently gone, her hand between her legs, pushing two fingers in and out of he own pussy.
Tanya looked over at her and grinned. She pushed herself up and began to stroke my cock more urgently, pushing me closer to an orgasm, despite sitting in a restaurant. I wasn't planning on having sex in public ever and this certainly qualified as public sex. I had no doubt that within a very few minutes there was going to be a VERY obvious reaction that would certainly draw attention to us, and most likely not positive attention.
Tanya seemed to be completely unphased by the possibility, or more correctly, inevitability of the reaction driven by the speed and motion of her hand. I leaned back in the booth and groaned softly, trying to stay quiet while my brain refused to move my hands to stop her. I watched her crook her finger at the woman in the blue dress, calling her over. Part of me, the part that seemed unable to do anything about the situation, watched her walk over, her hips swinging sexily with each step. The part that seemed to be animalistic and more than ready to just stand up and fuck her brains out, started to picture what she'd look like standing by our booth, stripping that dress of and getting naked.
I watched the woman in blue step next to our booth and start to unzip the dress, pulling the small zipper slowly down the front of her dress, slowly exposing her modest sized tits and the red lace bra that contained them. She pulled the zipper all the way down to the hem of the dress, letting it split apart, exposing the entire front of her body and her curly blond ringlets on her mound. Without a word she bent over, reaching for one of my hands and pulling it to one of her lace clad tits. She continued to lean down, over my lap, her face moving between the table and my stomach, her mouth opening to accept the head of my cock. I felt her tongue swirl around my engorged head, the sensation being exactly what was required to push my orgasm over the edge. I grunted as my body jerked, a huge surge of cum lancing up into her mouth. She seemed to enjoy the feeling of my cum pumping into her mouth, eagerly sucking it down in preparation for the next squirt. "Oh damn," I breathed as she stood up, grinning down at me. She reached down and zipped the dress slowly up, denying me any further view of the sexy body. She turned and strode away, returning to her seat, watching me as my cock wilted in my lap.
"God that was hot," the waitress said as she brought our plates of food. "I couldn't believe she walked over and sucked you off like that."
"Neither could I," I answered honestly. With both Tanya and I sexually satisfied for the moment, we ate dinner and then headed to my house for the night.
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To say the last two days have blown my mind would be the understatement of the year. I wasn't a virgin by any stretch of the imagination, but I also wasn't what I would call uber experienced. I'd had sex with my current girlfriend Amanda on a semi-regular basis and a few past girlfriends from time to time before Amanda came into my life.
I wondered how the new changes to my sex life, Jenny's desire to have an ongoing sexual relationship and even my own mother seeming to want the option of tapping my cock from time to time, were going to affect things. How much of this would I or could I or should I ever tell Amanda?
We still had a few more days of vacation for me to consider all this before I had to face Amanda again. Part of me felt guilty about what I'd done, especially with Trish, Amy and Donna, but that was in the past and I can't go back and change it, even if I'd wanted to. For some reason I felt much less guilt about Jenny than I had the girls. In retrospect my sister wasn't the ogre I'd made her out to be. In fact, once you got her juices flowing she was a very sweet, intense, active sexual partner. I wouldn't at all mind having a little more sex with her, but now that we were almost at the lake, there was little chance that would happen.
Mom... well I don't even know what to think about that. She clearly is getting enough from dad, so why she sees the need to fuck me as well is, well, a mystery to me. I wasn't all that sure Dad liked the idea, but he seemed to accept that it happened and let it go, not blaming me at least. I had no idea what conversations they'd had about it when I wasn't around, but now that dad had done Jenny, he really couldn't complain about mom doing me, at least not in my opinion.
Lake Powell is an interesting lake. It's probably about a hundred miles long, with lots of twists, turns and back bays. I shudder to think how many hundreds of miles of shoreline it has. It is, for lack of any better way to describe it, a massively long canyon that is full of water. The shoreline varies between small gravel or muddy, sand beaches to vertical cliff walls. It's a popular destination for houseboat vacations, which is exactly what we were doing next. Out of the hot sweaty, desert and into a nice wet lake.
My parents hadn't been particularly forthcoming on what the plans were, but from what I could pick up overhearing their discussion on the way from Bryce, we were meeting my mom's sister, Aunt Mary, there for three days on the lake.
Ever since I was a much younger boy full of hormones I had to admit that Aunt Mary was a turn on. I'd only normally seen her in the winter, at Christmas and such, but on one occasion when I was a lot younger, I had the chance to see her in a bikini. Back then I likened her to what I considered a Playboy model to look like. I often wondered if she realized how much I fantasized about her hot body. She was several years older than my mom, probably about forty-five or six. I'd always thought she was pretty straight laced, until my mom told me about the two of them doing Uncle Jack when he graduated high school. I could almost picture the two of them naked, one sitting on his face and the other on his cock, both of them completely naked. Just thinking about it now was giving me a pretty good hard-on.
"Here we are!" my dad said cheerfully as we pulled off the highway into a large marina. He drove down to the office and stopped. "Be right back," he said as he climbed out of the cab. I climbed out to stretch my legs, which had gotten pretty stiff on the four hour ride from Bryce canyon.
I stretched my arms over my head and bent over to stretch my back. I felt a hand slide across my ass and down between my legs, grabbing my half hard cock through my shorts. "Too bad we're not going to get to play more. I could really use a little more of this."
"Stop," I hissed quietly, looking around as I stood up.
"What's the matter? Not used to being groped? Us girls have to put up with that kind of thing all the time," Jenny said quietly with a grin.
"Somehow I don't think you were doing that to teach me what a girl goes through."
"Not really. I just wanted to feel your cock," she said with a giggle.
"So you don't mind if I just do this?" I asked, sliding my hands up under her shirt and grabbing both of her boobs, gently squeezing them.
"Not if you don't mind me playing with your cock," she grinned, grabbing me through my shorts in response.
"Really you two?" Mom said as she walked around the truck to where we were grabassing. "I'd have thought you had enough of that this morning."
"Just getting my fill now. Doesn't sound like we're gonna be able to do much of this on the boat," Jenny said as she let go of me.
"Well, probably not," my mom agreed.
"All set!" Dad called as he came out of the office. I pulled my hands from her shirt and opened the truck door to let Jenny slide in before I climbed in after her. My dad started the truck and we wound down to the water's edge and drove down an access road that led to no less than two dozen large floating docks lined with assorted kinds and sizes of boats. He finally stopped by one lined with a variety of what I had to say barely looked like a boat at all. Dad got out and headed down the dock, pausing once to let mom catch up. They walked hand in hand down the metal dock, dad checking the berth numbers until he came to fifty-seven. He stepped across from the deck plating of the dock onto the boat and stepped to a patio style door on what I would call the front deck.
"SUZANE!" I heard my Aunt Mary call loudly as my mom stepped in through the open door.
"After you," I said to my sister. She shrugged and walked in and I followed her, Aunt Mary moving to hug her and then stepping to me for an equally tight hug that pressed her big breasted chest tightly against mine.
"We're so glad you could all make it!" she gushed with a huge smile. "The girls are up top sunning and Russel is futzing around doing something upstairs too."
"We need to unload some stuff from the truck first," my dad said, intending the comment for us to not disappear.
"Oh my goodness. RUSSEL! GIRLS!" she called out the patio door. "Go on up and I'll send them as soon as they come down," she added to my dad, as if that explained everything.
My dad led the way out and we followed, walking back to the truck to get our gear. I grabbed an armful, including my duffel bag, and turned to head back to the boat, bumping headlong into a cute blonde that looked a couple years younger than me. "Oh sorry," I said quickly as she backed up a step. She was a little shorter than I was with long blonde hair pulled back in a braid. Her breasts were full and round, easily a nice C cup, the tiny red string bikini exposing huge expanses of her breasts.
"No problem," she answered sweetly, stepping to the side to let me pass before stepping to the side of the truck to collect a cooler that my dad was holding.
I looked back at her as I walked away, her back half looking totally naked except for a few little red strings holding the triangles of red cloth that struggled to cover her front side. I nearly walked off the edge of the dock and into the water I was so busy staring behind me.
"Watch where you're going or you'll break your dick," my sister hissed quietly. "You'd think you never saw a half-naked woman before."
"Yeah. Is that Chris?"
"Yeah."
"Damn. She filled out a lot in the last couple years."
"If that's a guy's way of saying that she's got tits now, yeah, she did," Jenny giggled.
I turned and followed Jenny back to the boat and once inside, dumped my gear by the table.
"There are only two bedrooms, so you kids will have to share the sofa bed and the kitchenette bed," Aunt Mary said as she took the cooler from Chris and turned to start putting the food away in the refrigerator. "You all can fight over who sleeps where
"I doubt that'll be a problem. Jenny and Trevor have been sharing a tent all trip. I'm sure they can manage to share a bed here," my mom said as she stepped to the fridge with an armload of grocery bags.
"Oh? Well, alright then!" Aunt Mary said with a little sideways glance at the two of us.
I made a second trip back to the truck and helped dad stash the bulk of the camping gear into the back seat for safekeeping before he moved the truck to go park it. I waited for him to park and the two of us headed back to the boat with the last load. "So, this looks like fun, doesn't it?" he asked.
"Uh huh."
"That Chris turned into a real hottie, didn't she?"
"Um. Dad. That's not cool."
"What? Saying your cousin is a hottie? It's true, isn't it?"
"Yeah. But don't you think it's a little weird, my dad talking like that?"
"No more weird that my son grabbing his sister's tits under her shirt in public," he answered quietly. "Yeah. I could see exactly what you did from inside the office. You should probably be a little more discrete."
"Yeah. Well that was just paybacks for her grabbing my cock."
Dad chuckled. "You sound like a little dating couple."
"Dad!"
"Just sayin'," he said with a shrug as we reached the boat.
"Well, we're all ready I think. Mark. Why don't you and Russel get us untied and under way? Trevor can go up with the girls and enjoy the scenery. I think they're all upstairs already."
"Okay, thanks!" I answered her, turning to walk toward the door and the outside stairway up to the roof top deck.
"Oh Trevor. You might want to put your suit on first," she called after me.
"Good idea."
"You can use my room to change if you want. It's the one closest to the door," she said as I walked to where I'd dropped my duffel bag and picked it up. I walked to her room and closed the door, dropping my duffel on the bed. It only took a few moments to dig out my swim trunks, tossing them on the bed when I had. I stripped down, tossing my clothes into the duffel. I reached for my suit and pulled it off the bed to put on, knocking a small yellow something onto the floor. I reached down and picked it up to put back on the bed and paused.
"Damn!" I whispered to myself as I set my suit down and untangled the strings of the little yellow something. I was pretty sure I was right long before I got it untangled. Afterwards I almost couldn't believe my eyes. It was one of the tiniest, skimpiest bikinis I'd ever seen. Being Aunt Mary's room logic said it was hers, but as I stood looking at the tiny yellow triangles and strings I found it hard to believe she'd wear something this skimpy. By the time I dropped it back on the bed my cock was rock hard from thinking about what Aunt Mary might look like in a bikini that small. I pulled my suit on and hoped my hard-on wasn't too obvious as I walked out of her room and the living quarters of the houseboat.
I climbed the stairs as the boat started pulling back from the dock. I walked out onto the top deck and saw Jenny, Chris and another woman lying in the sun on chaise lounge chairs, extensive amounts of skin glistening in the sun. Jenny had on a little green bikini that I hadn't ever seen before, the triangles covering her nipples barely large enough to cover her areola. The tiny triangle over her pussy was so small that it was easy to tell that she was completely shaved. Part of my mind jumped to images of me taking that suit off and sucking her tits, while the other wondered how she managed to buy something that skimpy without my dad having a fit. Chris had on the same bikini she was wearing earlier, red triangles only slightly larger than the ones Jenny had on. The third woman lay wearing a red, white and blue bikini that had larger triangles, all just lying in place over her surprisingly large breasts. She looked like a younger version of Aunt Mary. It took a few seconds before I realized it was my cousin Dee. I hadn't seen her in several years, not since her wedding almost six years ago.
"Well, hello Trevor," she said, pushing herself up on her elbows and lifting her sunglasses onto her forehead. "My, you have grown since I saw you last," she added as I stared at her, the untied bikini sliding down off one breast to expose it completely. I couldn't help but notice that there wasn't a single tan line on her breast, or anywhere else that was exposed.
"Um. Hi Dee," I stammered, trying to get my mind off the thought of her naked body. "How are things going?"
"Well, better now. I was thinking this was going to be a bit boring. It just got more interesting," she said, sitting up farther, allowing the top to slide all the way off. "Mom didn't tell me you were going to be here, or that you'd filled out so much," she said, swinging her legs over the side of the chair. She stood up, the bikini bottom falling away, revealing a small patch of blonde curls that matched her shoulder length hair. She walked toward me, clearly not bothered by being naked in front of me, or anyone else at the marina that could see her. I was still standing stunned as she wrapped her arms around me and pressed her bare tits to my chest, squeezing us together. I felt her hips press against my hard-on, trapping me between our bodies, only the swimsuit material keeping my cock from rubbing against her bare pussy. "Oh yeah. You've really grown," she whispered, grinding her mound against me.
"Yeah, a bit. You have too it seems."
"Oh? You like my new and improved tits? I had 'em done for my husband, just before I found him at work fucking his secretary. Now I get to use them with whoever I want. And from what I'm feeling, I might want to let you see just how much fun they can be."
"Jesus Dee. You're family!"
"So? Hasn't stopped you from fucking your sister. Why would it stop you from sucking and fucking your cousin?" she whispered.
"Shit! How did you know?"
She laughed softly. "I didn't. I suspected it the way you looked at her, but you just confirmed it for me."
"Oh shit," I said, shaking my head.
"Don't worry. I won't tell anyone," she said with a soft laugh. She tilted her face up to mine to close the two inch height difference and pressed her lips to mine in a long, slow, erotic kiss. I felt one hand leave my neck and slide down my side, her hips pulling back far enough for her to worm her hand down into my swim trunks. "If you decide later you wanna drill my hot little pussy, just let me know," she whispered, wrapping her hand around my shaft. "This definitely feels big enough to be worth the while."
"Uh. Thanks," I breathed as she pulled her hand out of my suit. She leaned in and kissed me one more time before releasing me. She walked over to her chair, bending over straight legged, pushing her ass and pussy out at me while she collected her suit off the deck. She straightened up after taking MUCH longer than needed to collect her bikini, turned around and sat down on the chair. One leg at a time she lifted and swung them onto the chair, spreading her legs provocatively and flashing her pussy at me from a new angle.
"Feel free to come share a chair with me if you want," she said with a grin while she laid the swimsuit across her breasts and crotch again. She slowly stroked her thigh, clearly an invitation to come climb onto the chair with her, or even more.
"Okay Dee. You can stop," Chris said with a huff. "We can all see that you have him turned on harder than fuck. But Mom would throw a shit fit if she came up here and you were banging him."
"You're right of course," Dee agreed, still staring at me lustfully. "Tell me Jenny, is he a good fuck?"
"Very!" she answered. "Not too bad with the tongue either."
"Mmmmmmm. Now that sounds interesting," Dee cooed. "How about it Chris? Think he'd be worth a spin?"
"Jesus Dee. Don't you ever stop?"
"Hell no sis. It's fun to tease guys."
"Come on over here Trevor. I don't bite," Chris said, sliding over on her chair to make room for me to sit with her. She patted the seat and I walked over and settled into the chair with her. I'm fairly thin and so is she, but the oversized chair was still a snug fit for both of us. My hip was pressed to hers as she lifted my arm and draped it around her shoulders. "Don't mind Dee. She's been like this ever since her divorce. She talks a good line, but I don't think she's really as slutty as she tries to pretend."
"Such a horrible thing to say sis! You know I'm every bit as much of a slut as that slutty little secretary."
"See what I mean?" Chris said quietly. "So, has the trip so far been good?" she asked as we turned slowly around the point at the entrance to the marina and headed up the lake, the motor pushing the boat even faster now that we were in open water. Between the breeze and the wind from the boats motion, Dee's bikini kept blowing off. Instead of tying it on again, she just pulled it all the way off and tucked it under her butt.
I wondered how far up the lake we were going after what felt like at least an hour of hard motoring. "I think you need to put some sunblock on or you're going to get burned to a crisp," Chris said softly, reaching down beside the chair to pick up a spray can that was laying on a towel. I took the can from her and climbed out of the chair. I sprayed some of the sunblock on my arms and chest and then rubbed the liquid into my skin. I was still bent over, repeating the process on my legs when Dee got up and stepped over.
"How about I do your back?" she said sweetly, holding her hand out for the can as I straightened up. She seemed completely unphased by the fact that she was standing naked, completely exposed to the boats passing our much slower houseboat. I handed her the can and she stepped behind me, spraying the sunblock on my back and then rubbing it around with one hand, running it up to my neck and down my back all the way to the waistband of my swim trunks. "Did you get everywhere?" she whispered, stepping up closer behind me until her tits pressed against my back.
"I think so," I answered as her hand slid around my body to my stomach.
"I don't think you quite got everywhere," she whispered, tugging on the string that held the waistband tight, loosening it until she could push my suit down over my hips.
"Dee," I started to say as the suit slid down my legs.
"Shhhhh. It's okay. I'm just going to make sure you don't get burned," she said as she moved her other hand with the can around me. She sprayed some of the contents onto her hand and rubbed it around my thighs, between my legs and around the base of my cock. After squirting it into her hand again, she wrapped her hand around my already hardened cock, stroking it with the slick liquid. I stood there for long seconds, enjoying the pleasant sensations her hand was inducing in my cock. "Okay. Turn around. I have to do your backside too."
"Um. Okay," I answered, turning in her arms, her circled arms barely giving me room to turn around before my chest was pressed to hers. When I had turned she reached down between us and pushed my cock down, letting it press between her legs, pushing up hard against her wet pussy. She scooted her feet together to trap me between her legs, her hands on my ass, pulling me toward her.
I felt her spray some sunblock on my ass and then she tossed the can toward Chris. I felt both hands on my ass as she began to rub the slick spray around my butt. "You can touch mine too you know. I like having my ass squeezed," she cooed as she started to rock her hips, driving her pussy back and forth along my rock hard prick.
"Oh shit," I groaned softly, almost instinctively reaching for her ass and helping her move towards me with each stroke she made.
"Come on Dee! If mom comes up here she'll have a conniption!" Chris said from where she was still reclining on the chair.



"You can be a real wet towel," Dee said to her sister with a frown, easing her grip on me but not moving away. "We don't have to stop if you don't want," she whispered.
"Sounds like we better," I said a little breathlessly, not at all sure I wanted to stop, but feeling like I had to.
"If you insist," she said with a shrug, stepping back to free my cock and then walking back to her chair, leaving me standing there with my cock sticking straight out.
I bent down and pulled my suit back up and then moved to sit down with Chris. She let me settle into the chair and then wrapped my arm around her again, turning her body slightly so that one of her legs crossed mine, her bikini covered breasts pressing against my side and chest. She settled one hand on my swimsuit covered cock and then whispered in my ear, "It is a nice looking cock."
"Thanks," I answered. "You look pretty damn good in that suit too."
"Oh. Well, thank you. I'll take 'pretty damn good' as a compliment."
"It was meant as one. You're pretty hot, but I didn't want to come off sounding like a hormone starved geek," I said with a soft chuckle.
"Oh? Well, since my sister was so nice to give me a full showing of what you have to offer, I wouldn't call you a geek."
"Um. Thanks."
"You sure you two don't wanna fuck?" Dee asked as the two of us kinda cuddled on the chair.
"She only pretends she's a slut. I happen to know that she detests slutty women," Chris said as her finger traced the hardness of my cock through my suit.
"Why the hell does she do that?" I asked.
"Cuz her husband, who she really loved, was fucking his slutty secretary. I'm not sure if she's trying to convince herself that guys only like slutty women or if she's trying to prove she's as good as the slut that stole her husband."
"Oh. Well, she plays the part well."
"Yeah. But just between you and me, I think she'd like to have a man appreciate her for something besides her body."
"Yeah? Pretty hard when she's throwing her body at them the minute she sees 'em."
"You two talking about me?" Dee asked from the other chair.
"Yeah. We're talking about how guys like to fuck sluts but not take them home to meet their parents," Chris retorted.
"We've had this argument," Dee said with a huff.
"Yep. No point in having it again," Chris answered with a sigh.
Aunt Mary called up from below that dinner was ready, so we got up and headed downstairs, Dee following behind after she put her suit back on. We walked into the main cabin and I froze momentarily, Jenny giving me a gentle shove from behind to make me move again. Aunt Mary was walking around, not naked, but damn near, wearing only that super tiny little yellow bikini. My mom was working on setting food on the galley table, wearing a little black and white zebra striped bikini top and a pair of short shorts.
Dinner was burgers and dogs with all the usual fixings. Beans, chips, potato salad, you know the drill. We finished dinner, Dad and Uncle Russel taking turns at the helm to keep us heading toward what Uncle Russel had identified as our first anchorage. Even so it was nearly dark by the time we anchored. Without any real reason to sit outside in the dark and fight the mosquitos, everyone sat around in the main cabin to chat and catch up. The girls and I started a game of wheel, just playing for fun, even though Dee wanted to start throwing in dares. Time disappeared fast and before long everyone was calling it a night. My parents went to their stateroom and Uncle Russel and Aunt Mary headed to theirs, leaving the four of us to make up the extra beds and get ready for bed.
Dee tried to goad me into changing in front of them, since they'd already seen my hardware, as she put it. I didn't tell her that Jenny and I had been sleeping naked together for the last two days, so changing into my shorts in front of them was no big deal. Chris on the other hand slipped away to change in the bathroom while the rest of us dressed for bed while I stripped down in front of Dee and Jenny. Jenny and I climbed into the sofa bed while Chris and Dee shared the bed that the table made into.
I hadn't laid down for more than a few moments when I felt Jenny press against me, her back bare against my bare chest. Her hand moved to the shorts I was using for sleepwear and started to push them down, clearly hoping I'd help. I let my hands roam her body for a moment and realized she was completely naked under the sheet and helped her push my shorts to my knees as quietly as I could. It only took Jenny a few moments to wiggle herself around on the bed under the pretense of "getting comfortable", putting herself into a position that would allow me to press my cock easily into her from behind. She found my cock with her fingers and teased me between her wet lips, pressing my head along her slit until I felt my head press into the entrance to her tunnel.
I stifled a soft groan as my cock slipped into her, working myself into her as quietly as I could. I wondered if Chris and Dee could hear our quiet slow fucking, my shaft sliding slowly in and out only a few short inches as we rolled toward and away from each other slightly. In and out my cock went, pushing into her and slipping back out slowly, my head being teased by her tight confines with each stroke. I could tell that with all the teasing I'd had already that I wasn't going to last long, thankfully neither could Jenny. I saw her pull the pillow over her face as her pussy clenched around me, her body shuddering slightly as she climaxed around my fat shaft.
In and out I slid, slowly and softly, trying to keep silent as my body demanded that I ram into her hard, drive my cock into her convulsing confines and pump my seed deep into her. Her squeezing pussy tightened around my shaft as I continued to push in and out of her, withholding the groan that was threatening to escape as my body grew closer to climax. "Fuuuuuuck," I breathed softly as my body jerked and drove deep into her. I felt my cum lance into her, pushing between her squeezing walls and my surging cock. I lay there, jerking and twitching, wondering if the girls could hear my pounding heart and panting breath.
She pushed her ass back against me as she wiggled herself so her back was pressed to my chest. She pulled my arm around her, pulling my hand to her lips, kissing it softly before sliding it down to cup one of her soft breasts. We lay together that way until we both faded off to sleep contentedly.
I felt a soft shake of my shoulder and I rolled over to look toward whoever was waking me up. I started to ask "what's..." but was silenced with two soft fingers on my mouth. It took several seconds for my eyes to focus on Chris's face looking down at me. She smiled in the soft glow of the moonlight filtering in through the sliding door and windows. I watched her hold a finger to her lips in the international sign of "keep your mouth shut" as she pulled the sheet down and off of Jenny and myself. My shorts were still down around my knees and she reached for them and gently pulled them down the rest of the way off my legs, almost as if she wasn't really sure she wanted to or not. I looked down at her body wrapped in a beach towel, and wondered what she wanted at this hour. As obvious as sex was, for some reason I just didn't think that was what she was angling for. I let her finish pulling my shorts off my feet and then sat up on the edge of the bed, trying not to wake Jenny. Chris took my hand and pulled me up and along to the sliding glass door. She didn't speak until she closed the door behind us.
"I wanted to go skinny-dipping with you," she said in a loud whisper.
"Why me?"
"Cuz I've never gone skinny-dipping with a guy before."
"Ah," I answered. "So it's kinda like a rite of passage thing?"
"Not really. You can't go skinny-dipping with clothes on, right?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
"Then obviously I must be naked under here."
"And being naked with a guy is a new thing?"
"Unlike my older sister. Yeah. It is."
"Okay," I answered. "Let's go swimming then."
"Close your eyes, please?" she asked softly, clearly nervous about being naked in front of me.
"Okay," I answered, closing my eyes and standing back against the door for balance. I heard the water ripple and a few soft splashes before she announced I could open my eyes. I looked into the water behind the boat and saw her floating with a foam noodle under her arms, the murky water preventing me from seeing much of anything. I grabbed a noodle and slipped into the water using the boarding ladder, as she must have done. I looked around in the moonlight and saw a couple other boats anchored in the cove we were in and then back to Chris who was floating only a few feet away.
I felt her legs tangle with mine under the water and then close around mine, wrapping around me until she had her pelvis pulled under water against mine, my hardening cock pressing against her softness. "I didn't think you wanted to have sex," I said softly, my voice sounding surprisingly loud off the water.
"I don't. But that doesn't mean I can't wonder what it feels like against me."
"Well, seems like you are."
"Uh huh. I can feel you getting harder."
"It is kinda a sexy position."
"Uh huh."
"So you're bashful about your body?"
"A bit."
"But that bikini doesn't hide a whole lot," I said quietly.
"Not much, but enough."
"So why don't you show me some of what it does hide."
"I'm kinda nervous."
"You're going to have to when you get out."
"You could close your eyes."
"I could, but I don't think I want to."
"No?"
"Uh huh. You look too nice. I want to see what the bikini was hiding," I said with a soft laugh.
I felt her legs tighten around me and her arch her back, her breasts pushing up and out of the water, exposed above the surface. I felt her pussy grind against my now hard cock as she lifted as much of her chest above the water as she could. "How's that?"
"It's a very nice start," I answered honestly as I looked at her hard pink nipples.
"I don't know how to let you see any more," she whispered.
"If I can find a way, do you want me to?"
She thought a few seconds. "I guess it's only fair, given I've seen your cock now twice."
I grinned and reached down for her legs. I gently disengaged them from around my waist and lifted, working them up in the water until I could slip one of her legs over my shoulder on each side. The foam noodle helped keep my head above water as I reached for her waist and lifted gently, sliding myself along her legs until my face was practically against her pussy. Her full round outer lips glistened in the moonlight with the lake water clinging to them, a small bit of her delicate inner lips protruding. Water dripped from the small blonde curly bush on her mound, running in little rivulets down between her legs.
"You said you wanted to see. You really want to see, don't you?"
"Not really," I answered, moving my hands to her bare ass and holding her as I leaned my face slightly closer, reaching out with my tongue and gently stroking up the length of her sexy pussy.
"Oh shit!" she squeaked in surprise as I licked up her length and then went back to lick again, pressing my tongue between her lips slightly.
"Now that's a close-up," I chuckled softly.
"Uh. Wow. Feel free to look close up all you want."
I grinned and reached out to lick her pussy again. I stroked slowly up her lips, pushing my tongue deeper, dragging it along the length of her pussy until the tip of my tongue bounced over her hard clit. Her body jerked slightly at the new sensation, a soft moan slipping from her as I flicked the hard nub several times. "You keep doing that and you could make me come," she moaned softly.
"Uh huh," I answered, licking up her slit again before concentrating once again on her clit.
"Oh shit. You're good at that. Jesus Trevor. Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she groaned and gasped as I continued licking her clit and slit. Her whole body began to tremble as I attacked her clit, her breathing ragged as she floated before me. "Shit. Gonna come," she moaned loudly just moments before her whole body trembled. She lay there, floating on the noodle and my shoulders, her body making little waves as she shook and trembled. I pulled my face from her when I thought she'd had enough and then gently eased her legs off my shoulders, letting them slide down my body again until she was wrapped tightly around my waist, her pussy trapping my cock between her soft lips and my stomach. "Well, that was one hell of a look," she breathed quietly after she stopped panting.
"Glad you enjoyed."
"I'm not sure I can reciprocate though."
"That's fine."
"I think we should go back in now though," she whispered.
"If you want," I agreed as she released her grip around me.
We paddled back to the boat and I let her climb up first, her ass and pussy sticking out at me as she climbed the ladder. By the time I was back on board she had the towel wrapped around her and was disappearing through the glass sliding door. I was still pretty damn horny, but I doubted that I'd get to do anything about it. I wiped off what water I could and then walked back into the boat. Chris was nowhere to be seen, so I guessed she was in the bathroom. I slipped into bed and closed my eyes, suspecting morning was going to come way too soon.
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So when you've been a successful entrepreneur, built a company from scratch and then sold it, setting yourself up for a very early retirement at age fifty, set for the rest of your years moneywise, what do you do with the rest of your life? That was my situation. I had more money than any divorced man needed. I'd used a chunk for various charities, set my kids up with college and trust accounts that would provide safety nets for their entire lives, and even given a chunk to my ex, as if she really appreciated the gesture. After all that, I still had more money that I knew what to do with.
I'd spent my entire life working, either at work or doing one of my hobbies, and I just didn't know how to NOT work! After a year fishing, hiking, camping, traveling around the country sightseeing, doing all those things I always said I'd do when I retired... well I was bored. So I did the only thing someone like me knew to do. I started another business.
Unlike my first business, designed to grow and make money, this one was designed to be FUN! I loved gunsmithing since I was young. I loved to disassemble, work on and even modify firearms of all kinds. So it was just natural for me to set myself up with a machine shop, a storefront and of course, a massive indoor shooting range to test my work. What started out as my hobby on steroids, turned into another successful business. I'd already hired a total of five people to help me run the place. I bought and sold new and used firearms, but preferred the unique or classically old. This afternoon I was busy reconditioning a seventeen hundreds vintage flintlock. I'd been at it for days, carefully disassembling and going over its mechanism with a fine tooth comb. I was putting the final touches on a replacement piece that I had to custom machine before heading home to make some dinner when I heard the storefront door chime ring.
I glanced down at my watch and frowned. It was already well past closing time so all I could assume was that Eddie forgot to lock the door on his way out. I wiped the machine oil off my hands with a rag as I walked out of the shop into the storefront. Standing at the counter were two women. The older of the two was tall, good looking and quite curvacious. Her shoulder length brown hair was done in long fat curls that made me think she was used to frequent visits to the beauty parlor. Through the glass case she was standing in front of, I could see she was wearing a short skirt that matched the light orange blouse that was unbuttoned nearly half way down, exposing a significant amount of creamy cleavage. The other, a somewhat younger woman was nearly a clone of the first, clearly a much younger sister or more likely daughter. Unlike her mother, her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and her dress, even shorter than her mother's, was a navy blue wrap around type, also exposing quite a bit of cleavage, though not nearly as much as her mother.
In front of them they had laid a fairly tricked out AR15 style firearm.
"Hello. What can I do for you two today?" I asked politely, reasonably sure that they were looking for a repair or to sell the AR.
"I understand you buy used guns?"
"If they're interesting." I answered with a nod. "You want to sell this one?" I asked as I stepped to the glass display case and looked down at what I could see was a Bushmaster .223 AR variant.
"I'll be quite up front with you. I've been to a pawn shop, but they didn't want to give me anywhere close to what it's worth. They suggested maybe you'd be able to help us?"
I hefted the gun off the display case top, quickly checking the chamber before examining the rest of the weapon. It had all sorts of goodies added, four sided rail front grips, flashlight and aiming laser, night vision scope and adjustable length stock. All in all a pretty nice package. "So how much do you want for it?"
I could see a pained look on her face before she answered. "MY husband got that for us for protection, but right now we need the money more than the protection. He paid about three for it."
I frowned and shook my head. "Have you ever even shot it?"
"Once," she admitted quietly.
"It's really not worth that much. I'm afraid your husband paid way more than what it's worth. If I were you, I'd have your husband take it back and try and get his money back," I said shaking my head slowly.
"We can't. My husband isn't with us anymore," she answered quietly.
"Oh. I'm sorry," I apologized, feeling a bit bad at the comment I'd just made. "Tell you what. Let's go in the range and see how it shoots and then I'll see how much I can do."
"I'd really appreciate that," the mother said quietly. "By the way, my name is Elaine."
"Hi Elaine. I'm Rodney," I said as I turned and walked the few steps to one of the ammo shelfs and pulled a box of good quality .223 rounds off of it.
"Well, I guess that explains the name, Rodney's Toy Shop," she answered with a smile.
"Yeah. It's kind of like playing with toys," I chuckled in reply as I snapped the first of three rounds into the magazine. Once I had it loaded, I pushed it into my pocket and picked the weapon up off the showcase. "Come this way and we'll see what it does," I said, leading the way from behind the counter, across the shop to the door that led into the range. I flicked on the switches, flooding the two hundred foot long range with light as soon as I stepped through the door. I led them to the rack of hearing protection, handed each of them a pair of foam earplugs and then stepped to the first shooter's booth. I dug into my own pocket for my electronic ears and pushed them into my own before slapping the magazine into place.
"Shooting!" I shouted to the empty range out of habit before pulling the charging handle on the AR. I felt the bolt snap back into place with the muted thump that meant it had carried a round into the chamber and then lifted the weapon to rest it against my shoulder.
"BANG! BANG! BANG!" The weapon sounded as I fired the three rounds down the range at a target that was hanging near the far end. I used the scope to look at the grouping, pleased that even free hand the whole group was less than an inch separated. "Shoots well. Nice and smooth action, though a little stiff. Clearly hasn't seen much use at all. Tell you what. With the night vision scope I can do, oh, two on it"?
"Two thousand? Are you sure you can't do more? We really, really need the money!"
"I'd like to do more. I could maybe go as much as twenty-two hundred, but that's really all I can do."
"I guess if that's all you can do," she said quietly.
"But mama. We NEED three. At least until the insurance decides what they're going to do." The daughter said from behind her mother.
"I know sweetie. But I don't know where we can get the rest. The only thing I have left is my wedding ring and I'm not going to hock that!"
I wasn't sure exactly what the issue was, but clearly they were at the end of their money and were trying to get over some hump waiting for insurance money. I've had friends pass away and knew all too well that sometimes the life insurance could be slow coming. I was still thinking about how I might be able to help them when the daughter stepped past her mother and looked right at me. "So what would it take to get to three thousand?"
"Huh?" I asked in surprise. "The gun just isn't worth that kind of money," I said, shaking my head.
"So, maybe there's something else? Some other way to boost the price?" she asked, stepping another step toward me. "Something we can throw in to help things in our favor?"
It took half a dozen seconds before it sunk in to me and her mother what she was suggesting.
"EMILY!" her mother almost shouted.
"What?" her daughter asked back over her shoulder. "We need the money right? Unless you wanna hock your ring, it's all we have left that will get money quickly. It's not like we can sell the car or the house."
"No. We can't do that, at least not that quickly," her mother admitted quietly.
"Well. This is the only other thing I know to do," her daughter said with an exasperated huff.
"Look. If you need the money that badly, I'm sure I can see my way clear to get you three," I said, shaking my head in wonder at the daughter's apparent willingness to sell her body.
"No. We don't do charity," the daughter, Emily, said sharply. "We pay our debts!"
"I wasn't suggesting charity," I said defensively, knowing damn well that was exactly what I'd suggested.
"No. That's exactly what you suggested. It's not worth three, but you'll give us three because you feel sorry for us. Well, we don't do charity! You wanna give us three, that's fine, but you'll go away feeling like you got a fair trade, not charity!" she said defiantly.
"Look," I said quietly. "You seem like a nice young lady. There are a lot of ways in this world to make money without selling your body. That just isn't right to do."
"Oh? So what? You'll hire us to what, clean up like a maid or something?" she said with a frown. "I'd rather sell my pussy than that."
"EMILY!" Elaine snapped. "Please forgive her. She can be a bit strong headed sometimes."
"I understand. My own girls were like that. I can also understand her resistance to charity. Tell you what I can do. And no, it won't be charity," I added as Emily started to open her mouth to protest. "I have some work you two can do. If you wanna come by tomorrow, I can set you up and in a day the two of you can earn that extra money. How's that sound?"
"Sounds good, except we need that money first thing in the morning. Can we work tonight?" Emily suggested.
I thought about it for half a dozen heartbeats. I wanted to reward her willingness to fend for herself and not accept what she considered charity, and at the same time I wanted to help them, well because I could. I certainly had enough money to do it. "Okay. Come with me," I said, turning and walking toward a small storeroom in the corner of the range. I opened the door to the room and turned on the light. "This is my brass room," I said as they stepped into the room and looked at the buckets set at an angle in a rack on the wall. Each of these are labeled with the caliber and type of brass. And these," I said turning to a stack of nearly twenty five gallon buckets along one wall, "are full of brass that needs to be sorted. We sweep it all up together and then have to separate it by hand. I'll give you two hundred dollars for each bucket of mixed brass you sort."
"That seems like an awful lot of money for sorting some old bullets," Emily answered.
"Trust me, you'll earn it. You sort as much as you want and then I'll pay you for it. I'll also give you the twenty-two hundred for the Bushmaster. Does that sound fair?"
"That sounds very fair," Elaine said from behind her daughter.
"Good. Here's some rubber gloves," I said handing them a box of industrial strength nitril gloves to protect their hands from lead contamination. I pulled one of the buckets from the pile and set it on the floor in front of the rack and pulled the top open, exposing collected used brass inside. I stepped back and let them step in, while they pulled gloves on. I stood back and watched as they dug their first handfuls of brass out of the bucket and started sorting them into the five gallon buckets on the wall. "Have you eaten yet?" I asked as they stood and tossed brass into the various buckets after looking at the end to read the caliber and match it with the label on the various buckets.
"No. Not yet. We were planning on getting some food after we took care of the rifle," Elaine answered as she tossed another nine millimeter round into the appropriate bucket.
"Well, I was about to go eat myself. If you think you'll be alright here alone, I'll go grab a quick bite and then come back."
"If you want to," Elaine answered.
"Okay. I'm going to turn on the alarm, so if you go into the front you'll set it off. As long as you stay back here you won't have a problem," I said as I turned and started walking away.
"Rodney!" Elaine called across the floor, sticking her head out of the store room. "Thank you for this!"
"Your welcome. I'll be back in a few minutes," I called back before heading into the front of the shop. It wouldn't be a fancy dinner, but it would be food, and I was pretty sure they wouldn't turn down the offering. I mean it's just cheese burgers and fries.
"Hey ladies!" I called as I walked across the shooting range with the bag of McDonald's and a couple cups of ice tea. I stepped into the doorway of the brass room and froze, nearly dropping the drinks and food. They were still there working, but Emily was standing in a lace bra and thong panty that left damn little to the imagination and her mother wore nothing but a tiny white thong panty as she stood sorting brass. Her breasts were magnificently large and full, dropping down on her chest somewhat, her nipples poking out towards the wall of buckets as she tossed another few pieces of brass into a bucket. "Holy shit." I mumbled as I stood and stared at them.
"Oh shit!" Elaine cried, dropping the brass in her hand back into the bucket and grabbing for her blouse, which was laying on the stack of buckets against the wall. As she turned and tried to cover her breasts with the thin material I could see both of her breasts shaking and wiggling as she moved. "I didn't expect you back so soon." She finally got out as she tried to cover herself with the shirt.
"Sorry. I just thought you'd like some dinner," I said awkwardly, trying to figure out the best way to extricate myself from the situation.
"Oh mother. Good lord!" Emily said, shaking her head and not even stopping her sorting. "You act like you're completely naked!"
"Well, I am! Almost," Elaine answered her daughter. "It's easy for you to say, you still have a bra and panties on."
"It's not my fault you didn't wear a bra," she answered back.
"Well when I dressed I didn't expect to be taking my clothes off, did you?"
"No, but that doesn't mean anything. If it makes you feel any better, I'll take my bra off too."
"Oh lord," Elaine muttered.
"I'll just leave this," I said quietly, stepping into the room and setting the food down on a bucket of brass. My hand bumped into Emily's bare ass in the tight confines of the room as I turned to leave, drawing a soft giggle from her as I walked out of the room and away.
I walked to my office and plopped down in my chair. I leaned back and closed my eyes, trying to slow my pounding heart and push the image of their near naked bodies from my mind, unsuccessfully I should add. No matter how hard I tried I couldn't quite seem to get the image of her breasts out of my mind, my cock staying rock hard in my pants. Without opening my eyes I dug my hand down into my pants and boxers, moving my cock from its uncomfortable bent position, straightening it to point more upward. Almost without thinking, my mind flashing back to the image of Elaine standing all but naked before me, I opened my pants and pushed the elastic of my boxers down, freeing my hard-on, my hand wrapping around it.
"Damn," I groaned as I absentmindedly stroked my hand up and down my rigid shaft, my mind playing in slow motion the view of her twisting suddenly in surprise, her huge soft tits swinging, their motion continuing when she stopped, each soft, heavy mound trying to wrap around her, stretching her skin slightly before rebounding and swinging back. They clearly would have swung back and forth several times before settling had she not twisted again, reaching for her blouse. In my mind's eye I could see her large round areola, each perched on the front of her breast and covering a good portion of each mound. Her nipples poked out from the center of each pink island, enticingly inviting, drawing my eyes to them like steel to magnets.
I wondered what they would feel like if I wrapped my hands and lips around them or swirled my tongue around each hard nub. I allowed the image to solidify in my mind as I stroked myself, her large soft breasts becoming almost as real in my imagination as the view was only minutes before.
"Ohmygod!" I heard a female voice exclaim, jerking me from my mental fantasy. Elaine and Emily stood, dressed again, in my doorway holding the bag of food. Elaine's eyes were locked on my cock, my hand still wrapped around my long, fat shaft, my brain taking long precious seconds to shift from the sex filled imagination to reality.
"Oh fuck," I grunted in surprise, suddenly trying to stuff my cock into my pants and fruitlessly pull them closed to hide my hard-on.
"Good lord mother. You act like you've never seen a cock before," the daughter said with a scowl aimed at her mother as she pushed past to step into the room. "We realized that when you left the food out there you left yours too, so we thought we'd bring ours and eat with you," she said, pulling a chair around to face the front of my desk and dropped into it.
"Oh. Um. Thank you. Yeah. I guess I did leave it all out there," I mumbled, still trying to cover myself as I slowly softened.
"Nice cock by the way," Emily said, taking the food bag and setting it on the desk, starting to pull burgers out of it.
"Um thanks," I mumbled awkwardly.
"I presume that was because of us out there. It was getting hot and dirty in that little room."
"Yeah. It gets that way," I answered a little louder, glad that the conversation was moving from something other than my dick. "Sorry. I didn't mean to stare, look, whatever."
"It's okay. Guys have seen our tits before," Emily answered, her mother moving to the other free chair in my office and sitting down silently.
"Well. Sorry for startling you just the same," I said as Emily pushed two cheeseburgers and a carton of fries across the desk toward me.
"It's all fine. Though I think my mother was a bit more freaked than I was," Emily said, clearly trying to suppress a grin. "But then her tits were on display more than mine."
"Yeah. They were," I agreed quietly, nervous that the conversation was suddenly shifting back to something sexual.
"She has some fantastic looking tits, doesn't she? I wish mine were that big."
"Um. Yeah," I answered awkwardly.
"You wish mine were that big too?" she asked, raising her eyebrows questioningly. "I could tell you were a tit man, but I didn't think mine were THAT much smaller."
"Uh. I didn't say they were," I answered quickly.
"Oh. That's good," she said, reaching down and pulling the sash around the waist of her dress. She stood up and let the dress unwrap from around her body and slide off her shoulders. The dress had barely hit the chair behind her whenher hands were behind her back, unsnapping the strapless bra that was wrapped around her. The elastic on her bra sprung quickly around her body, launching the lacy support out several inches towards me as it dropped to the floor. She stood on the other side of the desk, almost naked, wearing only her panties and high heels. She leaned toward the desk, resting her hands on it and leaning farther towards me.
"Tell you what. I know you're turned on by us. How about you sweeten the pot if we, oh... maybe sweeten yours?"
"Sweeten mine?"
"Uh huh," she said, pushing off the desk and stepping around it. She moved to where I was sitting, pushed the chair I was in away from the desk and swiveled it to face her. She reached down to my hands and pulled them from my lap where they were covering my still half hard cock. She reached down with both hands and spread my pants again, exposing my cock. She squatted down in front of me, grasping my shaft with one hand and looking at me with a devilish little grin. "Now. Let's see if this tastes as good as it looks," she whispered, maintaining eye contact with me as she leaned her face towards my lap. She opened her mouth and closed it around my head, sucking on it and swirling her tongue around, making my shaft grow quickly in her hand.



"Oh damn," I groaned as she took more of me into her mouth as I hardened, her head now bobbing up and down in my lap, sliding her hot, wet lips up and down my shaft. I looked over at her mother, sitting on the other side of the desk from us, looking down at her lap with one hand shielding her eyes from looking at the two of us.
"Yeah. It does," Emily said after a few more moments of sucking my cock. "So tell me. Which pussy do you want to fuck? Mine or my mom's?
"Your mom's?" I asked questioningly, having a hard time digesting her question.
"Ohhhh good choice. But I hope you won't mind licking mine then, cuz I'm really, really turned on now," she said quietly as she stood up, her hands reaching to her hips. She hooked her thumbs in the tiny straps running on her hips and pushed the tiny thong panty down, exposing her shaved mound and pussy. She lifted each foot off the floor in turn, stepping out of the tiny panty, leaving her in nothing but the high heels. She set her second foot on the floor apart from the first, her legs spread slightly. With a grin, she reached for my hand with one of hers and gently drew it towards her. She rolled my hand palm up and guided me between her legs, pressing my fingers up against her completely bare lips. "Can you feel how wet I am? How juicy my pussy is? Can you tell how bad I wanna be fucked right now?" She practically moaned as she used her hand on my wrist to slide my fingers back and forth along her sopping wet pussy.
"Yeah," I whispered as she leaned over and grasped my cock with her free hand. She stroked slowly up and down my shaft, her hand tracing what mine was doing between her legs.
"Oh god," she moaned, working her feet closer to me with each passing moment. She spread her legs wider and then pulled my hand from between her legs. It took two steps, but she quickly moved herself over my chair, spreading her legs wide and climbing over the chair arms to sit on my lap facing me. She arched her back and pushed her big tits into my face, twisting her chest to rub one nipple back and forth across my lips. "Wanna fuck me? God, I wanna fuck you so bad right now. Just lift myself up and sit on that big fat cock," she whispered sexily as she did lift herself up. I could feel her hand on my shaft, rubbing my head between her wet lips. I felt her push me back and forth several times, wetting my head with her juices and then I felt her settle me into her tunnel entrance. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as she slowly lowered herself down my fat shaft, my engorged mushroom head spreading her insides as she slipped inch by inch down on me.
"Oh my god," I heard Elaine whisper, drawing my attention back from her daughter's big tits to where she sat across the desk staring at her daughter sitting on my lap.
"You can fucking say that again," her daughter mumbled as she moved her hands to hold the back of my chair, one hand on either side of my head. With her legs hooked over the arms, she used her thighs to start to lever herself up and down, her whole body needed to lift herself up my shaft. She arched and eased her back as she lifted herself up and down my cock, her tits pressing towards my face and then pulling back down and away as she slid down my shaft again. Up and down she worked herself, her insides stroking my shaft with its hot, wet softness.
"Ohhh damn," I groaned softly as she rocked herself up and down my shaft faster. She arched her back with each trip up my shaft, her tits and rock hard nipples pressing to my face before she dropped down again, slapping her bare ass against my thighs, making her tits bounce enticingly. Up and down she stoked, pushing both of us toward climax.
"God damn! I'm coming! I'm COMING!" she screamed as she suddenly dropped herself hard down on me, her whole body shuddering and shaking on my lap. I could feel her pussy contracting and spasming around me as her shaking body gasped for air. "Ohhhhh god," she gulped after several long seconds of her intense orgasm. "Mmmmmm god damn! Still hard too. You wanna ride mom?"
"You can't be serious!" her mother said from across the desk, looking at her daughter slowly sliding herself up and down my cock again.
"Completely. When was the last time you had a good fuck? Come on. I'm sure Rod won't mind you on his rod!" she said with a giggle. "Unless you'd rather take it from behind. I bet he wouldn't mind one bit if you bent over his desk and wiggled your bare bottom at him."
"EMILY!" she cried in apparent shock.
"MOM!" her daughter said back in the same tone of voice. "It's not like he hasn't already seen your body. I mean you were fucking well naked out there."
"Tell you what. If I can get my mom to fuck you, how about you sweeten the price on the Bushmaster to four."
"Four grand?"
"For the Bushmaster and two incredible fucks."
"I thought we said that selling your bodies wasn't appropriate."
"We're not. We're having sex with a really hot guy and talking about how much a gun is worth. Seems reasonable."
"Seems like prostitution. But I'm still willing to let you sort all the brass you want," I said as I shook my head a little.
"Okay. If that's how you want it," Emily said, lifting herself up off of me. "Kind of a shame to waste a perfectly good hard-on though."
Yeah, it was a waste to not finish fucking them, but I wasn't comfortable paying for sex at a thousand dollars a pussy. Emily grabbed her sandwiches and walked out of my office, still butt naked. Her mother, seeming a bit flustered, followed her daughter out of my office.
"DAMN!" I said to myself after they left, pulling the front of my pants closed as far as I could given my hard-on. I pulled myself back under my desk and bent to dinner, eating my food more quickly than I would have normally, my mind totally preoccupied with the two very sexy women. There was little doubt the daughter felt perfectly happy trading sex for money, but it was a pretty new experience for me. I wondered if it were something she'd done before.
I finished eating and got up, my cock now down to its normal state, allowing me to close my pants. I headed out to see how they were doing with the brass. It's a time consuming task at best, and a pain in the ass at worst. I figured by now they should have finished the first can and be onto another.
I walked up to the store room, one empty five gallon bucket sitting outside the door. I stepped into the doorway and stood staring at the two. Emily, the daughter, was still butt naked, except of course for her rubber gloves, standing and sorting brass from the bucket. Each move made her tits wiggle enticingly, little trickles of sweat running down her body in the hot, stuffy little room. Her mother, once more stripped down to just her panties and shoes, stood next to her daughter, sorting.
"How's it going?" I asked, trying not to startle them.
"Hot!" Elaine complained. "But progressing. First bucket's done."
"Good deal!" I answered unable to not stare at her sexy tits and body.
"It is. But we still have quite a ways to go."
"Yeah. It's slow work," I agreed, stepping into the room and pulling a pair of gloves from the box.
"What are you doing?" she asked with a frown.
"Helping."
"You're paying us to sort, let us sort," she said almost defiantly.
"Alright. If you want anything, I'll be in my office," I said tossing the gloves back and walking out of the little room. I had to admit she was determined. It was a trait that I always had admired, not just in women, but in anyone. I walked back to my office, dropped down onto the old sofa that I had in there to relax on and lay back. It would be hours before they finished sorting. I undid my pants again, pulling out my again hard cock and stroked it a few times, thinking about how hot and sexy Elaine looked as she stood there practically naked, sweat running down around and between her big soft tits. I closed my eyes and pictured her as I slowly stroked myself.
"Rod." I heard my voice whispered. "Rod. Wake up."
"Huh?" I asked, confused for a moment before my brain kicked in and I realized that I'd fallen asleep on the sofa and Elaine was waking me up.
"Rod," she said again, gently stroking my arm.
"OH. Elaine. How are you doing out there?"
"Three buckets down. It's getting pretty late though."
I looked around and saw the clock, nearly eleven. "Yeah. It is."
"As much as we want to get done tonight, I'm not sure I have it in me to do another whole bucket. Emily is still working, but we just started."
"Well, as late as it is, I'll just pay you the three for what you've done, and if you want to come back tomorrow to finish another bucket, you can."
"I can't ask you to do that. It wouldn't be right."
"Well. I don't know what else to do."
"My daughter says I'm being silly, that if I agree to have sex with you that we'll have more than enough money."
"But you're not willing to go that route. I agree. It's not the right thing to do."
"But we really, really need that money first thing in the morning."
"Tell you what. It's late. We're all tired. I'm just going to give you the three and we'll call it done," I said as I swung my legs over the side of the sofa to stand up, my jeans sliding half way down my thighs and exposing my half hard cock. "Oops. Forgot," I said as I pulled my pants up and zipped them, holding my hand out for Elaine, who was kneeling on the floor in just her panties.
"I really don't like taking charity."
"No? Okay. How about this? I'll buy your underwear for two hundred. That gets you to three, right?"
"My underwear?"
"Uh huh. I'll buy your panties for two hundred."
"I just have to take them off, that's all?"
"That's' all," I answered as I walked to my desk. I pulled out my check folder from my desk drawer and opened the big book. I wrote out a check for three thousand, leaving the 'to' field blank. I ripped the check out and then looked up at her, standing in front of my desk, holding her panties in her hand, her shaved mound now visible to me. "Wow. Worth every penny!" I said with a smile.
"I don't understand men."
"What about us don't you understand?"
"You're willing to spend two hundred dollars just to see my pussy?"
"Sure, why not?"
She tossed the panties on the desk and reached for the check I held out. "I'll go get Emily," she said as she turned and headed out of the office.
"Here!" I said, stopping her half way. "She's going to want these." I said, picking up her clothes from the corner of my desk.
"Oh. Yeah," she said with a smile. "Thanks."
I waited for them to come back, dressed this time, and let them out the front of the store, locking up behind myself as I too walked out. As they drove away I shook my head and wondered if I'd ever see them again.
To my surprise, I did see Elaine again. The following evening, just before closing time, she walked up with a picnic basket hanging over one arm. She wore a formfitting, blue spandex dress that left very little to the imagination. What was covered was clearly covered ONLY by the thin material, the stretched blue showing no panty or bra lines at all. "Hello Rodney," she said cheerfully. "I came to return the favor, a dinner for a dinner."
"Oh? You didn't have to do that," I answered her honestly.
"Actually, I did. But it looks like I've come at closing time again. That's a shame. I made fried chicken and everything."
I chuckled. "It's fine. I won't turn down a fresh chicken dinner. Just let me lock up."
"That'd be nice. If you don't mind, I'll go back to your office and set out dinner?" she asked over her shoulder, not waiting for a response before she headed back toward where she knew the office was from the previous night.
I shook my head and walked to the front doors and used my key to lock them, turning off the open sign and then heading to the backroom to turn off most of the lights. With the place closed down for the night, I walked to my office and stepped inside and stopped dead. Elaine was sitting on the corner of the desk, a white and red checkered tablecloth on the desktop with a large plate of chicken in the middle, several smaller dishes that looked like they contained potato salad or something similar and two tall wine glasses filled with red wine. "You know. I really love this dress," she said as she slid off the corner. "It's be a shame to get fried chicken grease on it, wouldn't it?" she asked as she stepped toward me. She walked up to me until her big round tits were nearly touching my chest and with a grin turned away from me. "Would you be a dear and unzip me?" she asked as she bent slightly, pushing her ass against the front of my pants.
I reached for the zipper, my hands shaking slightly, and slowly pulled it down, stopping in the middle of her back, her ass pressed and rubbing side to side across my quickly hardening cock.
She straightened up and gently tugged the blue sleeves off her shoulders and down her arms before wiggling herself to work the snug blue material over her ass. She let it slide to the floor and bent at the waist to pick it up, pressing her ass against my growing hard-on again. She tossed the dress toward the sofa, still bent over, rubbing her ass side to side against me. "Wouldn't want to get any on your pants either, would you?" she asked as she straightened up and turned to face me. She moved her hands to my belt and quickly unbuckled it. In moments she had my pants undone and let them slide to the floor around my ankles. "Oops... Now how did that happen?" she said with a naughty little giggle. She started working on the buttons of my shirt, working from the bottom up, pausing every few buttons to slide her hands inside my shirt. She slipped her hands up my chest until she could tease my nipples, then pulled her hands out again to go back to unbuttoning my shirt. She repeated this several times, making my already hardening cock quickly grow in my boxers until it felt like an iron rod.
"Here we go," she cooed softly, pushing my shirt off and letting it slide down my arms and flutter to the floor. With my pants around my ankles and nothing else on but my boxers, she slowly lowered herself to her knees in front of me, softly kissing my bare chest as she did. "You know. I completely forgot to bring an appetizer. Would you mind if I enjoyed this a little?" she cooed, pulling my boxers down by the legs until my cock popped out, nearly slapping her in the face.
Before I could formulate an answer, she reached for my cock with one hand, her other pulling my boxers all the way to my ankles. She opened her mouth and engulfed my engorged head with her hot lips. "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned softly, her mouth slowly stroking along several inches of my long, fat shaft, her hand quickly following along, her saliva lubricating me as she went. She started slowly, driving my cock slowly in and out of her mouth, her speed increasing with each passing moment. She finally popped her lips loudly off my shaft and grinned up at me. "Damn. I think I'm more than ready for dessert."
"Dessert?"
"Uh huh. Blueberry pie," she said softly, standing up in front of me with both hands around my shaft. "You do have to admit that that dress looked blueberry blue.
"It did," I admitted, reaching my hands up to her big soft breasts as she toyed with my rock hard cock.
"Then how about a little dessert before dinner?" she asked, as she stepped back, pulling me by my cock until she was nearly sitting on my desk. She lifted her ass onto the corner of the desk and spread her legs, lifting them and pushing her knees apart. "I don't know about you, but I always like to see what I'm enjoying," she cooed as she aimed my cock at her sopping wet pussy lips, pulling me gently by the cock until she could rub my head up and down her slit.
"Oh damn," I groaned, the sensations of her wet lips on my head coaxing me to push forward, driving my saliva coated cock deep into her.
"Oh fuck, you can say that again," she moaned softly.
"Uh huh," I grunted, holding her tits and squeezing them as I started to slide my long cock in and out of her. She shook her shoes off her feet and hooked her heels on my ass, pulling me hard into her with each stroke.
"Fuck me Rodney. Fuck my hot wet pussy. I've been craving you inside me since I watched my daughter fucking you last night."
"Uh huh," I grunted, not really feeling talkative as I plunged into her over and over.
"Oh yes. God, you're going to make me come. You're going to make my hot, wet pussy come so hard around you. Do you want to come deep inside me? Did you like fucking my daughter? Do I feel as good around you as she did? Ohhhhh fuck yes. Does it turn you on to think about fucking me after you fucked my daughter? Mmmmmmm it does. I feel you getting bigger. Come for me. Come deep in my hot pussy," she practically growled at me as her pussy convulsed around my plunging cock.
"OH FUCK!" I practically shouted as my body jerked and jammed my cock into her as far as I could go. I felt a massive surge of cum lance out into her, filling her hot pussy with shot after shot of pent up cum. "Ohhhhh god," I groaned softly as I stood between her legs, my body and my cock twitching as the chemical cocktail my body produced faded from my blood stream.
"Oh yeah," she whispered. "I wanted to do this so bad last night."
"Why didn't you?" I asked as I let my hands slide from her big soft tits down to her hips.
"Didn't want my daughter to think I was a slut," she giggled, "but damn I wanted to sit on you so badly."
"Had to admit you had me pretty turned on too. Seeing you standing practically naked out in the sorting room. Yeah, I wanted to just bend you over and fuck your brains out," I admitted with a chuckle.
"Glad you wanted it as much as I did," she said reaching for the bowl of chicken. So are you a tit man or a leg man?'
"Huh?"
"Chicken. Breasts or legs?"
"I like my chicken pieces and women part the same. Tits. Definitely tits," I laughed.
"Good," she said handing me a fried chicken breast. "Have you ever eaten dinner with your cock stuffed in a woman?"
"Can't say that I have."
"Well then, here's a first for you. I plan on keeping you in there until you get hard again and then fucking you until you beg me to stop!"
"I can go a long time," I said with a soft chuckle. "Sure you want to go that long?"
"Honey, I can go as long as you want me to. And if you'll let me, I'll come bring you dinner every night."
"Kind of sure of yourself," I said with raised eyebrows. "Maybe my wife wouldn't approve."
She laughed and then looked at me seriously. "We both know you're not married. You clearly know I'm not. Now are we going to lie to each other or admit that we both want to keep doing this after tonight?"
"Okay. You got me. I wouldn't at all mind doing this more after tonight."
"Good. Just one more thing. My daughter doesn't know that I'm here fucking you."
"So?"
She grinned. "She thinks I'm coming tomorrow night with her so we can both fuck you. She thinks that you're hot as hell, for an older guy that is."
"Are you suggesting that I fuck you AND your daughter?"
"Only sometimes," she said with a smile. "That's not a problem is it?"
"What happens if we get involved... emotionally I mean."
"Well, then she'd better get used to it, because, just between you and me, I'm already involved...emotionally I mean," she said with a giggle, repeating the same way I said it. Her face got serious. "Let's just enjoy what we have right now and let tomorrow take care of itself," she said as she set aside the piece of chicken she had been eating. She leaned her face towards mine and gave me a long, slow, wet sensual kiss. "I can feel you getting hard again. Is that because you like the idea of me being emotionally involved in you or because tomorrow you're going to be fucking both of us?"



"Honestly, I'm not sure."
"Best answer. Honesty. As long as we're both honest this could work. I detest someone who isn't honest."
"I agree."
"I also detest small dicks, and lover, yours is anything but small!" she said with a giggle, wiggling her hips a little. "And it's getting bigger as we speak. You ready to fuck me more?"
"Any time you are," I answered with a grin, setting aside the chicken I had in my hand. I reached for her hips and held onto them as I started to slide my hardening cock in and out of her slightly, coaxing my shaft even harder.
"Oh, this is going to be a lot of fun!" she moaned, letting go of my neck and laying back on the desk, lifting her legs up and hooking them on my shoulders. "Soooooo much fun," she moaned as I started pushing in and out faster.
"Yeah. Definitely," I agreed as I held her legs and started pounding into her. I had no idea where this was going to end, but I was certainly up for having her and her daughter at the same time. It's kind of a guy's total fantasy. Mothers and daughters. A fantasy I thought I'd never have in real life, and here I had a pair throwing themselves at me. How could I refuse? Hell, retirement may not be nearly as boring as I expected it to be!
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It was an ungodly hour, or at least it felt that way. Five AM. It'd been a damn long time since I'd been out of bed at this hour except for fishing or hunting. But here I was, standing in Walmart checking on complaints that one of my people wasn't fully stocking the soda rack at this particular store. I'd left the house at four, driven an hour to get here, just to look at the rack and see that yes, Jenna had only partially stocked the rack. I was disgusted. I treated my people well, gave them good benefits and pay. All I asked was that they give me an honest day's work in return.
The store hired my company as a contractor to supply and stock all the Pepsi products, but clearly Jenna was for some reason not doing the complete job. I was going to have to talk to her and find out just what was going on. I looked back down at my clipboard, marked off the last of the items still required to be stocked and turned to head out. That's when I saw them. Two thirty something year old women, one with a shoulder bag, her hand stuck in the bag and the other, dressed somewhat skimpily for the cool night, looking around nervously.
I have to admit that they had my attention. I began to wonder just what they were up to. Vandalism? Shop lifting? I watched their direction and slipped along down a parallel aisle, following them back toward the automotive and sporting goods department. They turned and headed up the paper products aisle while I held back, standing behind a rack of chips in the main aisle, watching them walk up past the paper towels and napkins.
The woman in the lead, about thirty three or four in my estimation, slowed and seemed to loiter, stepping from side to side on the aisle, looking at one item and then another, putting them all back after a brief examination. She wore tall high heels, a short black mini-skirt and a satin or silk tank top. I could see the two bumps from her nipples in the front of the shirt, which pushed out significantly from her chest by her obviously large breasts. The way her nipples moved and bounced slightly with even the smallest of her motions told me that her breasts, probably a good D cup or larger, were unrestrained under the top. I felt like I could even see the slightly darker ring of her areola through the thin material of the cream colored top.
The woman following her, slowed with her, holding her bag at her side, one hand down into the bag holding something. She wore a dark blue wrap around dress that came down to the middle of her thighs, blue high heels matching her dress as she looked around to see if they were being observed. I held still, able to easily see them up the aisle between the bags of chips on the rack, while remaining well concealed from their view.
The woman in front, stopped in the middle of the aisle, turned to face the second woman, and myself, her feet planted about a foot apart. She slid her hands from her thighs, up her body, sliding them over the black skirt to the hem of her blouse, and then continued to slide her hands upward, dragging the hem of the blouse with her wrists as her hands slid up her bare skin under the top. Higher and higher she slipped her hands, the material following behind, exposing more and more creamy white stomach as she lifted her hands. The shirt covered her hands as her palms slipped up over her breasts, covering the front and her nipples before continuing higher, the shirt following along. The creamy white of her breasts appeared under the bottom edge of her shirt, her hands still lifting higher, forcing the shirt up with them.
Within seconds she had her shirt up high enough to fully expose her breasts to the two of us, the material staying hooked above her breasts as she moved her hands down again, sliding her fingers sexily over each hard protruding nipple. Her fingers stroked up and down across them, bending them slightly as each finger bounced over the hard pink nubs. Her hands continued down, sliding down over her stomach, her tits still completely on display, until they had traveled all the way down to her thighs again.
I could feel my cock hardening in my pants as I stared at her big tits, each double D or larger breast wiggling slightly as she started to stroke up again, this time dragging her skirt up with her fingers.
"Oh yeah," I heard the woman in the blue dress say softly as the first woman pulled her skirt up, revealing a pair of tiny lacy purple panties. With a grin at her friend, she pushed her fingers down, leaving the black skirt around her waist and sliding them down into the tiny panties. Her hands pushed lower, forcing the panties down, the front first and then the rest of the panty, over her hips and ass, until she had extended her arms, revealing a completely shaved bare mound and pussy. Her full round lips pouted sexily with about a finger width worth of dark soft inner lip protruding into the gap between her slightly spread thighs.
"Show me," Was all the woman in blue said, prompting the first woman to slowly turn, her ass now pointed at us. She slowly bent over, pushing the panties down her still straight legs, letting them fall the last few inches from her fingers to around her ankles, her bare pussy now pushing out at us between her legs. One at a time she lifted her feet, stepping clear of the panties, leaving them lay on the tile floor as she set each foot down a bit farther apart than they started.
I could hear her moan slightly as she reached between her legs and stroked her own pussy several times, her middle finger slipping between her own pussy lips and spreading the obviously wet lips.
"Perfect." The woman in blue said after a few seconds of watching her stroke her pussy. "God that's so fucking hot. I wish I could just dive down into there."
"You could." The first woman said over her shoulder.
"Not yet, let's keep going."
"All the way?" The first woman asked.
"That was the dare." The woman in blue answered.
With a nod the first woman straightened up, and started walking toward the back aisle of the store, her bare ass swinging side to side sexily, her shirt falling back down over her of its own accord. She turned the corner at the end and the woman in blue followed, stopping only long enough to squat down and pick up the purple panties.
As soon as they disappeared around the end of the aisle I stepped from my hiding place and walked as quickly and silently as I could down the paper aisle, reaching the end quickly and peeking around the end to see where they had gone. The first woman was several aisles away, her skirt sliding down her legs as she walked, her shirt apparently already discarded. The woman following paused to pick up the skirt, adding it to the purple panties and white blouse already in her left hand. The first woman came to a pallet of dog food bags and turned around, sitting on the pallet and leaning back. She lifted her legs high in the air and reached between them, stroking her pussy in front of her friend as she spread her legs wide.
"Oh shit," I groaned softly, my cock straining at my pants now, threatening to burst the zipper open. As I stared at her, she tilted her head back and closed her eyes, her fingers stroking her pussy lips and periodically dipping between her lips or pushing deep into her own tunnel.
"Oh yeah. Perfect. So fucking hot." The woman in blue said softly, barely audible to me only a few dozen feet away.
As I watched her my own hand, almost of its own accord unzipped my pants and fished my rock hard cock out, slowly stroking it as I stared at the nude woman in front of me. The woman in the blue dress stepped to the side, taking her purse and setting it on a shelf about waist high, placing it carefully so one end of it pointed toward the nude woman on the dog food bags. She stepped toward the woman on the bags, undoing the belt of her dress as she did. I watched in shock and stimulation as she shrugged the blue dress off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor around her feet, leaving her every bit as naked as the woman on the pallet of bags.
"OH fuck yes!" The woman on the bags moaned as the one that had been wearing the blue dress bent over, pushing her face between her legs. It didn't take much imagination to know what she was doing with her face buried between the other woman's spread legs, her own pussy pushing out between her legs at me as she bent over. Part of me wanted to just step over and push my rock hard cock into her.
I stood there, stroking my cock, getting more and more excited with each passing moment and each moan of pleasure from the woman on the dog food pallet. I guess I should have been more careful, but my lower head started thinking for me more than the one on my shoulders. I shuffled my feet slightly, trying to get a slightly better vantage point, and in the process bumped a stack of paper plates on the end of the aisle with my shoulder. My immediate reaction was to grab for the stack of plates, which made things all the worse. I leaned over too far and lost my balance, falling to the floor in the end aisle with the plates.
"OH SHIT!" One of the two squealed suddenly, the one that had been wearing the blue dress twisting around, one hand across her bare tits and the other covering her slightly hairy pussy. The one on the dog food bags quickly sat up and covered herself as well, trying to block my view of what I had already seen all too well.
"What are you doing?" the second woman said, squatting quickly to grab her dress and hold it over her exposed parts while I tried to pick myself up, my rock hard cock sticking out in full view of both of them.
"Um..." I said stupidly, not at all sure how to answer.
"Were you spying on us?" She asked in a loud whisper before looking around to see if the commotion had drawn the attention of any Walmart employees.
"Uh. Well. Um. Not at first," I mumbled, trying to tuck my cock back into my pants without looking down at what I was doing.
"Stop. Just leave it out." She hissed, dropping her hands that had been holding the dress up in front of her body.
"Bree?" The woman on the dog food bag questioned in a squeak.
"That was the dare, remember? If we got caught we had to keep going until you came." She said before stepping over toward me. "But if you're going to be here you damn well might as well participate, because I'm getting fucking horny as hell!" She took my hand and pulled me over to where the other woman was sitting on the dog food bags. She reached for my belt, my hands reaching to stop hers instinctively. "You don't expect us to be naked and you still completely dressed do you?" She asked as she worked her hands inside mine to undo the front of my pants. "The least you can do is let us see the whole thing."
"Uh. Yeah." I answered as she pulled the front of my pants apart, letting them slide down my legs and then working my briefs down and feeding my rock hard cock back through the hole in the front until she had them down to my knees.
"Much better." She said before turning back to her friend. "Well?"
"Yeah." Her friend said, laying back hesitantly. The woman standing in front of us bent over again, returning to licking and sucking the blond on the pallet. I stared as she licked up and down her slit over and over, teasing her lips apart and flicking her tongue across her clit.
"Don't just stand there, touch me or something." She said, taking a few moments from her work on her friend's pussy.
I shook my head slightly to draw my brain back to reality and reached a hand out to her back. I stroked her back several times, working closer to her ass and then running my hand over the smooth soft curve of her rear. I wasn't sure how far she really wanted me to go, but the wiggling of her ass seemed to indicate that she wanted more than what I was currently providing. I stroked my hand in circled around her ass and then started to let my fingers stroke not only on her bare bottom, but also across her exposed pussy lips where they pushed out behind her.
"Mmmmmmm." She responded as I stroked my fingers up and down her slit, slowly teasing my fingers between her lips, feeling the slick moisture of her excited pussy. Up and down I slid my fingers, stroking deeper and longer until I finally pushed one finger into her pussy, drawing another long deep moan from her. "Oh god fuck me." She moaned into her friend's pussy.
I probably shouldn't have, I mean in the middle of a store I had a contract with wasn't exactly smart, but at that moment I was thinking with my southern head instead of the one on my shoulders. I stepped directly behind her, grabbed my throbbing shaft and rubbed my head up and down between her wet lips. "Oh god." I groaned as the wetness of her lips caressed my head, her soft tender opening beckoning for me to push into her. I pushed my weight forward and felt my head spread her, sliding in only two or three inches. I pulled back a little and pushed again, sliding in further, more of my eight and a half inches pushing into her hot wet depths.
"Oh fuuuuuck." She groaned into her friend's pussy, her motions increasing as I pulled back and slid in again, this time not stopping until my thighs were against her bare ass. In and out I started to stroke, slowly at first, but then faster as my excitement overtook me. I reached to her big tits, leaning partially over her back to capture them. I squeezed in time with my strokes, her hard nipples pushing into my palms as I tried to contain their swinging mass.
"Oh god. Ohhhh fuck I'm cooooooming!" The woman on the dog food pallet cried loudly, her whole body shaking and trembling.
The woman I was plunging into lifted her head from between her friend's legs and moaned a long deep moan of pleasure. I felt her pussy contract around my cock, her legs starting to tremble as she spasmed.
"Oh fuck." I groaned as her squeezing pussy pushed me beyond any hope of holding back longer. My body jerked, jamming my cock hard into her, nearly knocking her over onto her still twitching friend. Surge after surge of cum lanced out into her pussy as my body jerked and spasmed behind her. I was still standing, panting, my cock twitching in her pussy as she abruptly pulled off my cock and turned to look at me. Without a word she pushed past me, picked up her dress and her friend's clothes, which she tossed to her friend on the dog food. In moments she was pulling her dress on again, covering her sexy nakedness.
"Thanks!" she said with a quick peck on my lips, turning to pick up her purse before the two of them, the blond still only half dressed, headed down the aisle and then out of sight. I pulled my pants back up bucked up my belt and then headed down the aisle they had disappeared down. I looked but they had long since disappeared. I shook my head and headed out of the store to my car.



        The Fall Pt. 05

        Time to understand.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-fall-pt-05

Title: The Fall Pt. 05

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Mind Control

Description: Time to understand.

Tags: mind control

Series: The Fall


It was Saturday morning and Tanya had gone home, needing to handle some routine matters at home, like laundry. She didn't leave until after a morning romp and shower though. I had to admit it was enjoyable to wake up to her in the morning, but to be honest, I was still confused about the whole WHY with her. I mean I'd crossed paths with her frequently at work but I'd never sensed any indication she was interested in me THAT way, and now she seems to think that I'm almost her personal fuck buddy.
Then there were all the strange sexual encounters at work. The girls in the office, Rita, Rita's secretary. Then there was dinner last night. I was beginning to think that somehow I was affecting women in ways I didn't quite comprehend. Tanya suggested that I'd like the way the waitress would look without a bra and wham, she showed up without her bra on. The woman in blue seemed to flow right into what I was fantasizing about her. Was it something I was doing to cause this or was I in some kind of wacky sex frenzied world? Maybe I was still laying under my stand in the woods in a coma making all this up in my mind.
It was midmorning and I decided to go do my shopping. Let's face it, I still needed to eat. I headed out to my car and saw my neighbor Janise watering her front garden. She saw me and waved at me in her normally friendly manner. I waved back and briefly wondered what she'd look like if she turned that hose on herself in those little short shorts and tank top. Yeah I thought about sex a lot, what guy doesn't. But if anything, it seemed like I was thinking about it a LOT more recently. I'd occasionally fantasized about my trim thirty-six year old neighbor, thinking that if she wanted to she could easily model for Playboy. I'd seen her laying out in a bikini by their pool behind the house and had often wished she'd do that sunbathing naked and give me a real show. I mean come on, what else would a dirty old man think about when he sees a sexy young woman in a skimpy bikini?
I smiled at her and climbed into the car and pulled out of the drive, headed toward the store. I hadn't quite got there and saw the local college cheerleaders having a fund-raiser car wash for new uniforms and decided to contribute to their cause. I pulled my SUV into the line and waited for only about ten minutes before I was able to move up in line and get my car washed. I rolled down my window and held out a twenty to a little blonde in a bikini top and shorts.
"Oh! Thank you sir!" she said with a huge smile as she took the bill from me.
"You're welcome. Have fun washing," I answered before rolling the window back up. Several girls seemed to swarm around the car, all smiling and laughing as they started to wash the car. I chuckled as it drew immediate images of an old movie I think was called bikini car wash. I'd always thought that movie would be a lot hotter if the big titted women washing the cars had lost their clothes during the process. Still, the views in the movie of them pushing their soapy tits against the windows was a pretty tantalizing image. I was still thinking about that movie when the blonde I'd handed the money to wiped her sponge across the driver's window and then pressed her tits against the glass. I did a double take and watched her rub her tits back and forth across the glass, the soapy water squeezing out around the multicolor triangles of material. As I watched, she reached her fingers in and pulled the material to the side, rubbing her now bare tits, smashed against the glass, side to side. Her dark pink nipples and areola pressed flat against the glass, her soft tanned skin pushed around them to the glass, acting as a squeegee around the nipples.
I could hear her giggle as she threw a bucket of soapy water on the windshield, then climbed barefoot onto the hood. She pushed her wet shorts against the glass and wiggled around, rubbing her ass all over the windshield, to a chorus of catcalls from her friends around the car. As she wiggled herself around, she wiggled the shorts down her ass, finally pushing them down all the way to her ankles, leaving her bare ass pressed to the glass. I could see her full, round, shaved pussy lips pressed to the glass in front of me as she wiggled her ass around more, her friends laughing and squirting the hose at her, rinsing the soap from her as well as the windshield. She finally slipped off the car and pulled her pants back up, grinning at me the whole time.
She stepped to the driver's window and motioned for me to roll it down, which I did. "You know, if you wanted to, I could come wash it again, completely naked this time," she whispered as she leaned in the open window.
"You think?"
"I know. I've never washed a car naked, but I think if you got naked too, it'd be a fuck of a lot of fun to try," she said with a giggle. "How 'bout it?"
"I enjoyed the show but I think you're just a little young for me," I answered her with a soft chuckle. "But thank you for the show just the same."
She pouted for a moment then leaned in a little farther and pulled one of my hands to her wet bikini top. She squeezed my hand against her soft tit and leaned a little farther to kiss my cheek. "If you change your mind, I'll be here for a few hours yet," she whispered before pulling her head and upper body out the window.
"I'll remember that," I answered her with a smile. A honk behind me encouraged me to cut the little flirt short and I drove away. "Well, that was interesting. Now I'm sure that I'm still laying under my stand dreaming." I said to myself as I drove the short distance to the grocery store. It only took a minute to get a cart and start walking the aisles. I had a pretty good idea what I needed to buy, even though I hadn't bothered to make a list. As I wandered the store I formulated a small plan to test. The only girl to give me a flash was the one that I'd given the money to. I hadn't touched her, but she was clearly in close proximity to me. Maybe that was important.
I saw a good looking young woman in a miniskirt walking the aisle ahead of me. I intentionally pictured in my mind her bending over and pulling her skirt up so I could see her panties, and followed along behind her, pretending to pick items on the shelf. Up and down two aisles I followed her, with absolutely no effect. She seemed to not even notice I was there. Clearly I was mistaken about all this sex stuff being caused by what I was thinking! I almost walked into her as she stopped to get something from the shelf in front of her. I carefully stepped back, backing my ass into the cart I'd been pulling behind me, not wanting to get in any trouble. I was just about to walk around her when she turned toward me to come back up the aisle for something she apparently forgot.
"Excuse me," she said, looking up from her list at me as she moved past me to get the bottle of cooking oil that we'd just passed.
"Sure," I answered, backing up and pushing my cart backwards to make room for her. She bent over and collected her bottle of oil and then returned to her cart. I followed along down the aisle, the store busy enough that we needed to pretty much stay in line, noticing that she glanced over her shoulder at me with just the slightest smile on her lips. I followed around the corner, and saw her several dozen feet ahead of me, bent over to collect a can of soup on the lower shelf. I watched her peek at me past her own legs and then slowly slide one hand up her left leg, her fingers pushing her skirt hem up. She pushed up and up until there was no doubt that I was looking at her crotch, completely bare and exposed. She held that position for only a few seconds and then straightened, her fingers deftly tugging the hem of her skirt back down. I saw her glance over her shoulder at me before walking down the aisle farther, her hips swinging exaggeratedly with each step.
I was more than a little surprised that she was pantiless, but somehow I couldn't resist being turned on by the thought that I'd been following her around the store with her pussy completely bare the whole time. I wondered if walking around the store without panties turned her on as much as the thought was suddenly turning me on. I felt my cock growing in my pants and tried to readjust it to a more comfortable position without being too obvious. I looked up and saw the woman walking back down the aisle, pushing her cart along with a determined looking walk. She stopped her cart by mine and looked at me with a long serious stare. For a moment I thought I was in serious trouble, that maybe she was going to accuse me of being a pervert or something. Instead she reached for my wrist and pulled my hand down toward her skirt, pressing it between her thighs and pulling it up until my fingers pressed against her wet lips.
"Oh yeah. More than a little turned on sweetie!" she said softly as I stroked her smooth, soft lips with my finger. "If I could, I'd pull your pants down right here and let you fuck my brains out!"
"Why?" I asked quietly, slowly pulling my finger across her lips and out from under her skirt when she let my hand go.
"Because you want to," she said as evenly as if she were ordering a hamburger. "Isn't that enough?"
"Could be," I answered, wondering briefly how far she would go if I asked her. I almost laughed to myself wondering what kind of commotion she'd make if I asked her to walk to the end of the aisle and strip.
The thought barely settled in my mind when she turned and walked down the aisle to the end and turned to face me. She pushed her skirt down her legs, stepping out of it, leaving her naked from her belly down to her high heels. She quickly pulled up her tank top, tossing it aside, her hands moving behind her back to flick off the lacy little bra she had on before the shirt had even hit the floor. In moments she was standing naked except for her high heels, strutting back down the aisle toward me, her feet crossing one over the other with each step. Her tits, maybe a nice round C cup, bounced and swayed with each step, her body a light bronze without a single tan line. Her pussy lips were shaved smooth with only a tiny triangle of blonde curls on her mound.
She strode directly up to me, wrapped both arms around my neck and pressed her nude body against me. Her lips met mine in a hot wet passionate kiss, her tongue darting into my mouth and her lips trying to suck mine. "Fuck me!" she moaned into my mouth.
I felt a little responsible for the situation she was now in. Here she was, naked as a jaybird, in the middle of a grocery store that was probably in her local neighborhood. "Get your purse and walk outside. I'll meet you there," I said quietly.
She grinned at me and walked with as much confidence as if she were still fully dressed, not caring at all about the looks she was getting from both the women and men, though with far different expressions. I walked through the store and out the front, heading for my SUV before she made it out the door. She was only standing naked in front of the store for a few short minutes before I pulled up, leaning over far enough to push the passenger door open. She climbed in without a word and twisted around in the seat to look at me and make sure I could see all of her nakedness. It took almost two full minutes to get her address so I'd know where to drive her, getting it ONLY after I agreed to let her suck my cock while we drove. I've done a lot of things in life, but getting my cock sucked while I was driving, well, that was a new one. And it'd probably be a long time until this one got beat. My cock getting sucked while I drove by a completely nude hot woman on all fours in the passenger seat, one hand on the steering wheel and the other playing with her pussy. Yeah, this would probably be one for the family album, NOT!
"Here we are," I said as I pulled into the driveway of a modestly large two story house in one of the better neighborhoods in town. Somehow I'd managed to get all the way here without blowing my load in her face, though there were moments that I thought it was going to happen at any moment.
She popped her head up to look out the windshield. "Oh fuck! Come on!" she said with a massive grin on her face. "Come ON! I wanna fuck!" she said opening the car door and climbing out. She practically ran around the car, her tits bouncing wildly with each step. She pulled my car door open and grabbed my arm, pulling on me. "Come on! I'm sooooo fucking horny! I wanna fuck now!"
"Where?" I asked, undoing my seat belt and letting her pull me out of the car, my pants sliding to my ankles.
She looked around, almost frantically and then tried to pull me along. "I know the perfect place!" she said enthusiastically, barely giving me time to pull my pants up to my thighs, my hard cock wagging side to side as she pulled me around to the back yard. She pulled me across the immaculately kept lawn toward the large swing set and jungle gym. She pulled me into the sand pit under the jungle gym portion. She reached up to the horizontal ladder and pulled herself up, swinging her legs up and wrapping them around my neck. "Lick my pussy! I wanna feel your tongue on my clit before you stuff that fantastic cock in me!"
"You do huh?"
"You do know how to lick pussy, don't you?" she asked with a giggle, swinging herself slightly on the ladder as she hung by her arms.
"I do," I answered, looking at the pussy inches from my mouth. I could already smell the arousal on her wet protruding lips, my fingers having already teased her slit and clit on the drive over. I reached up for her ass, grabbing the firm globes and digging my fingers playfully into them. She wrapped her legs a little tighter, pulling my face to her pussy, leaving me just enough room to move my face to lick her.
I stroked my tongue up her wet lips, spreading them and tasting her juices. I traced up her excited pussy and found her clit, her whole body jerking and trembling as I circled my tongue around the hard nub. "OH FUCK!" she squealed in delight, clearly having fun with my attentions. "YES! God damn YES!"
I was still busy teasing her, my pants around my ankles and my rock hard cock sticking out like a tree branch, when she suddenly spread her legs and released me. She dropped to the ground in front of me and took several steps toward the swings. She messed with the chain on one swing for a few moments and then settled her ass on the swing, sticking her legs out and apart. "Well? Come on! Fuck me already!"
I chuckled to myself as I stepped between her legs, my pants still around my ankles. I pushed my cock down and aimed it at her spread pussy. My head dipped easily into her tunnel and accepted my fat shaft as I pushed deep into her. "Ohhhhhhh FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" she cried loudly as I sunk into her. "Fuck my hot cunt! Drive that cock into me and fuck me baby!" she cried loudly. I started plunging my cock into her, suddenly driven to fuck her hard. I held her legs and pulled her toward me, each stroke into her bouncing her away from me slightly. She swung on the swing, leaning back, holding onto the chains for balance groaning and panting as I pounded into her with animal abandon. "OH FUCK! I'M COOOOOMING!" she screamed as her whole body started to shudder and tremble. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK MEEEEEE!"
I could feel my own body inch the last little bit toward climax, the sound of her voice and the spasming squeezing of her pussy seeming to trigger things deep inside me. My body suddenly spasmed, jerking and jamming my cock deep into her as it swelled and flowed a gush of cum into her. "Oh Fuck!" I grunted as I climaxed inside her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her waiting pussy. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me toward her and trapping my pulsating cock deep into her.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes, yes, yes, yes." she moaned, barely hanging onto the chains. Ohhhhhhh god what a fuck! Ohhhhh god yes."
I finally felt my cock softening inside her. She pulled herself up and wrapped her arms around my neck, letting go of the chains. She sat on the swing, her legs and arms wrapped around me, her tits pressing into my chest as she panted, working to catch her breath.
"You gonna be okay?"
"I am now," she cooed. "God, what a fuck!"
"I probably need to go, starting to get a little nervous that maybe her husband would show up, now that the urgent desire to fuck her had faded.
"Yeah. Will I see you again?"
"Never know. I shop there from time to time."
"Bet you come more often now, looking for a hot naked woman in the bread aisle!" she giggled.
"You should probably not go naked in the store any time soon," I answered.
"Awwwww. Spoil sport!" she said with a little girl pout.
"I need to go." Trying to coax her to let go of me.
"If you have to," she pouted, unwrapping her legs from around me. She slid off the swing without letting go of my neck and planted her lips on mine, giving me a long, slow wet kiss that was practically enough to entice me to stay and fuck her again. After the minutes long kiss she finally released me and walked with me hand in hand back around to the car. I was dressed and she was still completely naked, but didn't seem to mind at all as she came to the car to get her purse. I climbed in and she stood in the driveway and waved, still unabashedly nude as I backed out and drove away.
As I drove away my brain started to process again. I felt tired and hungry, and it was only eleven in the morning. I'd started out to see if I was influencing women in some way, and ended up fucking her brains out. Clearly not only was I influencing women in some way, but I was also influencing my own behavior. I hadn't INTENDED on having sex with ANYONE, and look what happened!
I drove through a McDonald's and got a burger and fries to deal with my sudden appetite and then drove to a little park nearby to think. I walked down the winding paved walking trail that ran around the little lake and sat down on a bench to eat and think. I started by ticking off the things I knew. I fell and had a concussion. Since then I'd had an unusual effect on both women and in some cases even men around me. Based on what happened at the car wash and the store, as long as I didn't make eye contact there seemed to be no effect. And last, but definitely not least, if I made long eye contact or physical contact with a woman not only did she become susceptible to my mental suggestions, but I became as susceptible to her new desires. That in itself was as bothersome as the rest. I could try to control what I thought, but I had no way to control what a woman suggested back, or thought back at me.
I'd barely paid any attention to the young woman in athletic attire walking by, nodding hello at her small polite wave while my mind was busy processing the morning's discoveries. My attention was only drawn back to her as she walked back toward me. "Good morning!" she said cheerfully.
"Hi," I answered, doing my best not to think anything sexual as she moved closer and sat down next to me.
"Nice day, isn't it?"
"It is. Gotta love these warm spring days, especially after as cold of a winter as we've had," I agreed.
"Yes. It is a bit warm isn't it? You don't mind if I take my top off, do you? I mean that won't offend you or anything?"
"Um. Not at all," I agreed, still trying not to think about sex, or even if she was wearing a bra or not, though the latter was wholly unsuccessful.
"Of course I do. I always wear a sports bra when I'm walking or jogging. Well, because I don't like the girls to bounce too much," she continued as if she heard the silent question my mind instantly brought forward. She skimmed her tank top off, leaving her in a pair of athletic shorts and sports bra, still sitting next to me. "Well. I don't really want them to get all saggy," she said out of the blue. I hadn't even realized that I was wondering why women bother to wear them at all, other than for social reasons.



"I see," I answered, trying to understand what was happening.
"It is awful warm this morning. Especially in the sun," she said reaching for her sports bra and pulling it up and off, leaving her sitting bare chested, and her sexy young C cup breasts completely on display.
"You comfortable doing that in public?" I asked out loud as I looked at her gently teasing her now exposed nipples.
"Oh. It's not too public, is it? I mean there aren't too many people around this morning."
"No. I suppose not," I agreed, trying with difficulty to NOT think about what she'd look like naked. Ever tried to NOT think about something? Yeah, me too. The harder I tried to NOT think about it, the clearer the picture my mind drew for me.
"I could show you," she whispered. "If you want."
"Show me what?"
"What I look like naked. There really isn't anyone around to see but you anyway," she said as she stood up. She quickly pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them. A tiny black thong panty covered her pussy and mound, but that too was quickly pushed down, leaving a small curly patch of brown curls on her mound and her full round smooth hairless lips exposed. She looked down at herself and gently stroked the fingers of one of her hands between her legs. "It is a bit of a pain to have to shave every day, but I love how smooth it feels," she said as she stepped toward me. She reached for one of my hands and pulled it between her legs. "Doesn't it feel just scrumptious?"
"It feels very sexy," I agreed as she held my wrist and began to gently grind her pussy against my fingers.
"God I'm getting so turned on, aren't you? Well, I know you are. I can see your cock getting hard in your shorts," she said as she let go of my wrist. "Do you mind if I see?" she asked, leaning over and reaching for my pants. As much as I wanted to stop her, I felt myself just sitting back and letting her, if anything, helping her pull my shorts from under my ass so she could slide them all the way to my ankles. "God that's a nice cock," she whispered as she leaned down farther, wrapping her lips around my hard shaft and mushroom head.
"Oh damn!" I groaned as she swirled her tongue around my head, teasing me and making the image of her riding me on the park bench jump to my mind.
"Oh I'd much rather have you fuck me from behind. I LOVE getting it from behind. It goes in so deep that way," she cooed as she released my cock and straightened up, pulling my hand to get me to stand up, which I willingly did. I shuffled around behind her as she stepped to kneel on the bench, bending over and pushing her ass out at me. I reached down and gently stroked my head up and down her soft wet pussy lips. I was kind of surprised at how wet she already was, allowing my shaft to slide deep into her in the first long slow thrust. "Oh yeah. That's it. Fuck my hot little pussy."
"Uh huh," I grunted, holding onto her hips so I could start plunging in and out of her. I closed my eyes and started slamming into her, my bare thighs slapping loudly against her firm bare ass.
"Why don't you two get a room?" I heard an older female voice say in a nasty tone, startling me. I twisted my head around and saw two older ladies standing on the paved track, giving me a look of utter contempt. I didn't bother to slow my strokes as I pounded into the young woman in front of me, my cock seeming to drive my motions more than my brain. I looked at the two women that were interrupting my very enjoyable fuck and couldn't help but think that if they got off once in a while they'd be less bitchy. The young woman in front of me gasped and moaned loudly, drawing my attentions back to her.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as I pounded into her sexy pussy, the sensation of warmth and urgency flowing through me as my climax crept closer.
"Gonna come," she moaned softly. "Gonna fucking come."
"Uh huh," I grunted in reply, my cock feeling her pussy start to spasm and clench around me. I slid my hands up to her wildly swinging tits, capturing them with my hands, my fingers finding her nipples.
"OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as I squeezed both hard nipples, sending her climax tumbling over the precipice. Her whole body shuddered and jerked in front of me as her orgasm washed over her, her squeezing pussy pushing mine over the edge as well.
"UH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, slamming my thighs against her ass and my cock deep into her. I felt my cock surge a gush of cum into her pussy, as I stood there, fondling her nipples and tits. Again and again I pumped more cum into her trembling pussy, her whole body seeming to be consumed for long seconds by shudders.
"Oh god. Soooooo fucking good!" she moaned, lifting herself upright on her knees, reaching back behind her head to find mine and pull me part way down so my chest was pressed to her back. "God, you can fuck!" she panted. "So big and full and sexy."
"Thank you," I mumbled, my brain starting to come down from its hormone induced high, allowing me to realize once again that we were fucking out in the open in a public park. I gently pulled back, my softening cock slipping out of her to release a small flood of our combined cum that leaked from her and dripped to the grass. "I think you should get dressed though," I coaxed when she turned and sat down, making no attempt to cover herself.
"Do I have to?"
"Not if you don't want to," I said with a shrug, pulling my shorts up to cover myself.
"God, look at those two," she giggled, pointing behind me. I turned and saw the two older women that had interrupted us, laying in a shady spot on the asphalt path, both completely nude, one kneeling over the other with their heads between each other's legs. "They're seriously going at it!" she added in another girlish giggle.
"Looks like it," I agreed as I watched the two aggressively licking each other, the one on her back pumping two fingers into her partner's pussy.
"It's good to see that older people can get it on too," she said with a sigh that reminded me of how someone might sigh looking at a cute puppy.
"I think I better go," I said quietly, suddenly feeling like my welcome here was getting worn out. Last thing I needed was to end up being connected to a bunch of public indecency calls.
"Awww. Do you have to?"
"Yeah," I answered the young woman as she got up and stepped to me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a wet sloppy kiss.
"You could stay and fuck me again. I still have one hole you haven't filled."
"No. That's alright. Gotta save something for next time, right?"
"Mmmmmmm. Next time. Yeah. You going to be here again?"
"I might," I said, even though I doubted that I would be any time soon.
"So... I should just run without a sports bra, just in case?" she asked with a soft giggle. "I know how you love seeing tits bounce."
"You run here every day?"
"Almost. Lunch break from work," she said with a grin.
"Well, maybe I will, just to see if you're really running without a bra," I chuckled.
"Mmmmmm. In that case, I'll forget the panties too," she whispered before letting go of my neck.
"Bye for now then," I said as I turned to walk the short distance up the path toward my car. I looked back over my shoulder at the sound of one of the older women moaning that she was coming and thought that maybe they should just finish their walk naked and finger each other off again before they went home. I climbed into my car and looked down the path, seeing the young woman I'd had sex with, still sitting on the bench, teasing her own pussy with her fingers and the two older women, still naked, walking down the path away from her, their clothes laying in a pile on the ground where they'd licked each other. I chuckled to myself and realized that I was going to have to be damn careful what I thought from now on.
I still hadn't gotten my grocery shopping done, so I headed to another store across town, not wanting to really be seen in that same store today and, just in case, putting some distance between my normal stomping grounds and my shopping spot, at least for today.
This store was quite a bit busier, or maybe it was just that it was later. I pushed my cart around the store, collecting the items I'd made a mental note to pick up, working my way down the aisles. I tried to not focus on any one woman, but was still getting quite a number of smiles, grins and winks. Clearly any eye contact at all transferred SOMETHING! As I move toward the last aisles and the frozen foods, I couldn't help but notice one woman. She wore a lightweight yellow sun dress and sandals. The light from the display cases filtered through her dress momentarily, showing off a shadow of her legs all the way up to the juncture of them. The view was enough to draw my attention and send my mind running down the proverbial rabbit hole. I was so distracted that I accidently bumped my cart into hers, causing her to look up at me.
"I'm sorry," I apologized quickly, trying NOT to follow where my mind was suddenly going. She had to be maybe late thirties, not overly thin, but clearly well-shaped under the baggy dress. The top, nearly strapless except for two very tiny strings tied in a bow on the tops of her shoulders, had a ruffle that covered her breasts in addition to the layer of thin material that I could see was snugly encasing them. Each movement she made, made them wiggle slightly, suggesting that there was nothing holding them in place. I couldn't help but wonder what they looked like and how big they actually were.
"No problem," answered with a smile. "It's not like you bumped into my ass to see if I was wearing panties or anything." I must have looked startled at her comment. She quickly added, "Not that you'd do something like that," her skin reddening slightly as she blushed.
"Um. Yeah. No I don't think I would," I answered quickly.
She stepped closer to me, standing next to my cart, and keeping her eyes locked on mine, twisted her body to brush her ass across the front of my pants. I could feel her ass rub across my suddenly hardening cock, her ass crack bumping across it. "There's a bump back, just to be even," she said with a naughty little grin. "And no," she whispered. "I'm not wearing a bra!"
She moved back to her cart and pushed it down the frozen food aisle, looking back to see if I was following. When I hadn't she stopped and crooked her finger at me to encourage me to follow along. I had a number of frozen items to get, including a few TV dinners, so I followed down the aisle. "Now. Let's see. What do you need? Oh, I know," she said with a grin, moving down the row of glass doors. She opened one and reached in, pulling out several different versions of 'Hungry Man' dinners. "These are your favorite. I can tell," she said as she stepped toward my cart and set the half dozen different dinners into it. "It's chilly in here isn't it? Look, you can see it making my nipples stand up!" she giggled looking around to see who was watching and then lifting the frilly portion of her top. I could clearly see her dark areola and hard nipples outlined through the thin dress material, giving me a very tantalizing view. I briefly wondered what they'd look like if she pulled her top down, and instantly tried to quench the thought.
Too late. She was already moving her hands to her shoulders, pulling the little bows on her shoulders. She grinned at me and stepped back to the cooler, opening the door. She looked around again and then stepped behind the quickly frosting door, pulled the top of her dress down and pressed her tits to the cold glass, smashing her boobs against it. She held them there for several seconds and then pulled away, letting the door close as she quickly pulled the top up over her tits again, leaving a boob shaped impression in the frost on the inside of the door.
"There," she said with a giggle. "Now you've seen. If you wanna see more, you're just gonna have to follow me out to my car."
I looked down into my cart to see what else I needed to buy and was completely unable to focus on my mental shopping list, instead seeing her bare tits in my mind's eye again. My attempts at recalling my list were thrown completely down the gutter when a small pink wad of cloth flew through the air and landed in my cart. I looked up to see her standing several feet in front of me, grinning. "Now I don't have anything on down there either!"
"So I see," I answered, reaching into the cart and picking up the pink panties. I so wanted to just lift them to my nose at that moment, but I realized that I was falling into that same trap as I had at the other store, letting the sex frenzy overtake me. I closed my eyes and focused on the task at hand and then opened them when I felt my cart being pulled.
The woman in front of me smiled and pushed her cart with one hand and pulled mine with the other, not content to leave things as they were. She drew me along to the checkout and we got in line together, waiting our turn to check out. As we stood she faced away from me, pretending to ignore me and read a magazine on the rack as she bent over. I watched her slowly hike the dress up until she pulled it all the way up over her bare ass, flashing me her creamy globes and her pussy for only a few seconds before she let it fall down again. She stood up and winked at me with a grin on her face as if to say 'come get more'.
If I was going to have this effect on women, I needed to learn to control what it did to me. I pushed the thought of fucking her out of my mind and focused on picturing her leaning against her car, her dress pulled up in front and her fingers teasing her pussy. Within moments of switching the thought I saw her hand press her dress to her mound, her fingers trying to discreetly press between her legs. It took several minutes of waiting, with her squirming slightly, clearly wanting to rub herself, before it was her turn at the checkout. I stood and waited while she unloaded her cart with one hand, her other hand now pushed between her legs with her dress trapped there as well.
The lady at the register seemed to be somewhat affected as well, her legs moving to rub her thighs together as she swept item after item across the scanner and dropped them into bags. I could see both of them perspiring slightly and instantly felt sorry for the checkout woman, knowing full well that she was unable to get relief in the manner I was thinking.
The cashier finally finished the woman's items, had them all bagged and in her cart. I watched the woman pay the clerk and then push the cart far enough to wait for me to do my items as well. I quickly transferred the groceries to the belt and watched the cashier, a heavyset young woman maybe in her early twenties, start sliding them across the scanner. I began to wonder just how powerful my mental 'Suggestions' were. I stood watching her, picturing in my mind her laying on the belt, completely naked, her legs spread, her hand pumping a big purple dildo in and out of her pussy. In my mind's eye I was suddenly standing there, my pants down, her head turned to the side as she sucked my cock, her hand still frantically plunging the toy in and out of her. I tried to focus on what I thought the sensations would be for her, the feeling of urgency, the warmth and tingling radiating from her clit as she pumped the dildo in and out of her pussy.
Suddenly she wasn't moving items across the scanner, she was standing, her eyes closed, her hand gripping the edge of the counter in front of her with a death grip. I could see her nipples poking out, even through the obviously heavy weight bra containing her big tits. In my mind I could see her standing in front of a mirror, her big tits cupped by her own hands as if to feed me her nipples, her curly blonde bush visible to me. The image of her laying on the belt in front of me returned, this time matching the image I'd seen in the mirror as she stood, eyes closed, shuddering. "Oh fuck," she breathed softly before her eyes flashed open. I could see a dark spot in the crotch of her pants, growing as I watched her stand and tremble.
Slowly her shudders and trembles faded, and the wild-eyed look faded. She looked down at herself, flushing pink in embarrassment. "I'm really sorry sir. I have no idea what happened."
"It's alright," I said, quickly thinking to myself, "It's fine. Just relax. It was just an orgasm. Perfectly fine." I pictured her still laying on the belt, naked, my fingers gently stroking her body as she relaxed and allowed her climax to slowly drift away.
The cashier seemed to relax and go back to checking my items, finishing quickly. I paid with my debit card and then leaned over to her. "Now. Go take a break and change your pants. It's all fine," I whispered.
She smiled and nodded, motioning to her supervisor as I wheeled my cart away from her lane.
"I've never seen that before," the woman in the sun dress said, falling into step next to me. "She came right there, right in front of you. And it was HARD!"
"Good. I want you to take me to your car. Put your groceries away and then climb in the back seat. I want to watch you strip and finger yourself until you come as hard as she did."
"Oh god. You're so fucking naughty! I LOVE IT!" she giggled, veering off to a different aisle. I followed, as much curious as driven by the desire to see her laying in the back seat of her car naked. I hoped she had a four door. I followed her to a small red convertible, the top already down. She quickly stashed the groceries in the trunk and then walked to the passenger seat. "I don't have a back seat. I hope this is good enough," she said, sliding into the seat and pulling the lever to lean the seat back as far as she could. In moments she had the dress and sandals off, leaving her completely naked. She was almost completely shaved, leaving only a small patch of blonde curls on her mound. Not that it mattered, since her hand quickly covered them. She stuck one leg out the side of the car and propped the other on the dash in front of the driver's seat, spreading her legs wide. She pushed a finger quickly into her pussy, sighing in pleasure and relief, "God I needed this sooooo bad!" Her other hand moved to her breasts, pinching one nipple and then the other as she fingered herself. I could tell her climax was going to be quick when her legs started to tremble almost as soon as she started touching herself.
"Fuck. I'm gonna come!" she moaned as she plunged her finger into herself. "I'd much rather have your cock in me!"
"I know," I answered, fighting the urge to pull my cock out and let her suck it while she played with herself.
"FUCK!" she squealed, her pussy gushing juices onto the seat and floor, one surge so powerful it sprayed the dashboard. "Ohhhhhh god," she panted, as she began coming down from her climax.
"Thank you," I said before turning and pushing my cart away from her car toward mine. Even if they had surveillance in the parking lot, there was no evidence that I'd touched her or done anything but watched her, and there was no crime in that. The ladies at work didn't seem to have any memory of what had transpired, and I wondered if this woman would also be confused as to why she was naked, which she still was as she drove past me, waving and blowing me a kiss. If nothing else, I'd learned some things today. Probably the most important thing was that yes, I was the cause of what's been happening.
*****
"Yes?" I asked sleepily as I opened the front door later that afternoon. The bell had awakened me from a nap and my mind was taking long seconds to come fully awake as I looked at a middle-aged woman on my front porch holding an absolutely massive bouquet of flowers.
"Mister Williams?" she asked politely, looking past the huge spray of flowers.



"Yes?" I answered, looking back at her.
"I have a delivery for you," said pleasantly, seeming to be waiting to be let in.
"For me? Who in the world would be sending flowers to me?" I asked her.
"I really don't know sir. Can I bring them in and put them someplace for you? They're fairly heavy."
"Um. Sure," I answered, holding the door open for her to walk in. She wore capris pants and a matching cream colored satin looking tank top, a far cry from the athletic shorts I was wearing. At least I had that much on, since I flopped on the sofa for a nap right after coming out of the shower.
"These are beautiful flowers, aren't they?" she asked as she walked toward the kitchen and the table that was in full view from the front door.
"They are. But like I said, who are they from?" I asked.
"Well, there's a card!" she answered cheerfully as she set the vase on the table. "Now, we should really fill these the rest of the way. Do you have a small pitcher or large glass?" she asked, turning to face me with a huge smile.
"Um. Sure," I answered, walking past her to the cabinet and pulling out a two quart pitcher. She took it from me and stepped to the sink, starting water running into it.
"Goodness. For spring it sure got hot today, didn't it?" she asked as she fanned her face and watched the water flow into the pitcher.
"It did. But then a warm day always seems hot after the cold days of winter," I answered as she stopped the water flowing into the pitcher. She walked back to the table and ripped open two small packets of some kind of powder and dumped it into the vase, which seemed to only have a few inches of water in the bottom. She stepped back to the counter and picked up the pitcher and then bent over at the table, carefully pouring the water into the vase until it was nearly full.
"THERE!" she said brightly. "That should keep them looking beautiful for a while!"
"Thank you," I answered with a nod.
"May I borrow a glass of water?" She said as she put the pitcher on the counter.
"Oh. Sure," I said, getting a glass from the cabinet. "Would you like ice in it or just cold water?"
"Oh ice would be fantastic," she said with a girlish giggle. "Ice can be so much fun on a hot day."
"It can," I agreed as I stepped to the refrigerator and used the door controls to put ice and water in the glass. I turned around and handed the glass to her.
"Ohhhhh thank you," she said sweetly, taking the tall glass from me. She took a long drink of the cold water, dribbling a little from the glass on her shirt accidently. "Ooooo! That's cold!" she giggled. "It'll sure make the old nipples stand up though, won't it?"
"I suppose it would," I agreed, wondering where this was going.
"Maybe we should find out?" she asked as she looked down at the glass and brought it to her chest, dribbling more water onto her front, moving the glass across her chest to make sure she'd wet most of her front. The water soaked the thin satin looking tank top, the material gluing itself to her modest sized chest and turning practically translucent. With the top wet, I could clearly see the lacy bra holding her in place, her nipples quickly pushing out two bumps in the lace. "What do you think?" she asked with another giggle.
"I'd say it's making them hard," I agreed, staring at her tits, my cock starting to swell in my shorts at the sight of her. I'd always kinda had a thing about wet t-shirt contests, and this would certainly be a winner in my book.
"You know. I can do better than this," she said with a giggle. She reached up under her shirt back and in moments the lace bra snapped around her body, held in place now only by the shoulder straps. I'd never quite figured out how a woman could manage to take off a bra without taking her shirt off, but standing there in front of me, she did just exactly that, pulling the shoulder strap down and over her arm before pulling her bra off out the other arm hole. "Now this probably looks a lot better," she giggled, pouring a little more water over her chest to re-soak the satin top. The translucent material allowed me to easily see her dark pink areola and her hard nipple, pushing the material out.
She reached into the glass and pulled out an ice cube and teasingly stroked it around and around her wet shirt covered nipple, making her areola pucker further and her nipple grow even more rigid. "Ohhhhhh. That's chilly!" she said with a devious little grin. "But now what do I do with this half melted ice cube? I know," she said as she set the glass on the corner of the table. She reached for the waistband of her pants and pulled it out from her obviously firm stomach and then dropped the cube down her pants. "OOOOOOOO!" she cried, wiggling around. "COOOOLD!" she laughed before reaching for the glass to retrieve another cube. She stroked this one around her nipples again as she stepped the few steps closer to me.
"This one is for you!" she whispered as she reached for the waistband of my athletic shorts, pulling it out and dropped the cube down in. Fortunately for me it fell all the way down the leg hole and out onto the kitchen floor. "Well. That didn't work," she said with a frown. Her face brightened moments later, reaching for another cube from the glass. She popped the cube into her mouth and then knelt down in front of me, her hands moving to the waistband of my shorts. She slowly pulled them down, inching the material down my ass and my now bent over cock until my hard dick sprung out at her. She grinned up at me as she pulled my shorts all the way to my ankles and then lifted her hands to my hard shaft. She wrapped both hands around my cock and then leaned her face toward me, opening her mouth and closing it around my head, her tongue pushing the ice cube that was quickly melting in her mouth against my fat head.
"Oh damn," I gasped as the ice hit my sensitive head. "That's cold."
"Mmmm Hmmmm," she answered, my cock head still in her mouth. She toyed the cube around my head until it melted and then pulled her mouth off my head. "Yummy," she said with a grin. She twisted around to reach the glass and pulled another cube from the glass, reaching back to my cock and teasing the cold chunk of ice up and down my shaft, making me grow fatter at the sensations. "You like?"
"It's different," I agreed, having to work to not hump my hips toward her.
She teased me with the cube until it melted and then she stood up, skimming her top off and letting it drop to the floor. "You're turn," she said with a grin, pushing the vase of flowers across the table and then sitting on the end. She lay back flat on the table, her bare chest exposed and waiting. I dug a cube from the glass and gently teased it around each nipple, drawing circles around each hard nub before tracing across her chest to the other. Back and forth I went as the cube melted, her areola and nipples firm and jutting out from her creamy breasts. I was far from done with her though. I dug out another cube and traced it around her breasts once and then started to slowly draw a line down her stomach. I got as far as her belly button and let the cube sit there as I unbuttoned and unzipped her pants. I shuffled around the end of the table and reached for her pants, working them and her panties down over her ass and then down her legs. I pulled off her slip-on shoes and pulled her pants the rest of the way off, leaving her laying completely naked on the table.
I reached for the mostly melted ice cube still in her belly button and traced down to her pussy and around her fat outer lips. She raised her legs and cocked them back to hook her heels on the edge of the table in what looked like an uncomfortable position to me. I only thought about it for a few moments before pulling another cube from the glass, this time using it to gently stroke the protruding inner lips, teasing around and between them. I knelt down and gently licked up her pussy, following the cube with my tongue so that as the cold cube stroked across her clit it was immediately followed by my hot tongue.
"Ohhhh fuck, what a tease!" she moaned loudly.
"You like?" I asked as I stroked the cube up her pussy again.
"Oh god, I want you to fuck me," she gasped as I circled her clit with the cube.
I grinned at her and pressed the cube into her tunnel, pressing it into her until it disappeared into her. I stood up and pressed my engorged head against her lips and pressed myself into her as well, my head pushing the cold cube deeper into her as I inched my cock into her.
"Ohhhh fuck. Ohhhhh my god," she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the table. I started to stroke in and out of her, my cock and shaft driving slowly into her as the water from the cube was pushed out around my shaft to drip to the floor. By the time the cube was fully melted I was stroking deep into her, my rhythmic strokes banging my thighs against her bare ass as I lifted her legs from the table into the air. Each stroke seemed to make her tits bounce and roll more, the sight incredibly erotic. "Oh god. That's it. Fuck my hot pussy. Ohhhhh Jesus! God you're going to make me come. I can't believe you're going to make me come!"
I grinned down at her and let go of one leg, reaching for another cube. I continued to stroke in and out of her, teasing the cube across her clit as I pounded into her, her cries and moans growing louder by the second.
"OH FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" she screamed as her body shuddered and trembled.
"I'm gonna come," I grunted as I dropped what was left of the melting cube and wrapped my arm back around her leg.
"Come on me. Squirt it all over meeeee!" she moaned as I pounded into her, my shaft seeming to grow even fatter as I approached my own climax. I continued pounding into her until the very last second, pulling out of her and wrapping my hand around my own shaft. It only took a few more seconds of frantically stroking my hand along my shaft before my climax took over. My body bucked, jamming my balls against her pussy as a huge rope of cum lanced out of my cock and landed on her body, draping from her soft round tits to the curls on her mound. Again and again my body bucked, leaving numerous trails of cum on her body, my cock reduced to a drool of cum as I stood between her legs panting.
"Oh god yesssssss," she hissed contentedly.
I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and jerked my head to look at the sliding glass door to the back yard. I saw my neighbor Janise standing at the door in a colorful bikini, staring openmouthed at me. She looked up from the woman on the table to my face, saw me looking at her and backed away from the door with her hand over her mouth. She turned and quickly walked away, her practically bare ass wiggling with each step. I looked back down at the flower delivery woman, her fingers smearing my cum around on her stomach and chest, paying special attention to both still hard nipples.
I stepped back and bent down to pull my shorts up, wondering what I'd do next. Once again I had sex and didn't intend to. Somehow it all just snowballed together and before I realized it I'd fucked this nice, but strange woman, pumping my cum all over her body. And rather than being upset, she seemed positively thrilled at the results and in no hurry to put her clothes back on.
"Don't you need to get back to work?" I asked after a few minutes watching her stroke her body.
"Probably," she answered quietly, almost disappointedly.
I picked up her pants and underwear and stepped to the table as she sat up. "You want help?"
"Oh. No. I'm good," she said, tossing the panties aside and pulling the pants up her legs. She slipped off the table and pulled the pants up the rest of the way, snapping and zipping them. I found her bra and still wet shirt and held them out to her. She took the bra and set it on the table, pulling the shirt on over her head. "No point in spoiling your view. I know how much you LOVE seeing my sexy little titties!" she giggled. "You sure you don't want to play with 'em a bit more?"
"I'd like to, but I know you have to get back to work."
"True," she said turning to find the glass. She stepped to the sink, and then turning around, poured the remaining ice water down her front, saturating the shirt again. "There. My version of a wet t-shirt contest," she said as she stepped to me again. She wrapped one arm around my neck and pulled her wet shirt and face to me, her other hand worming into my shorts again to wrap around my softened cock. "I still wouldn't mind a little more time with this," she whispered before planning a sexy kiss on my lips.
"I wish I could," I said softly, wondering if she really would leave or just take her clothes back off again.
"Me too," said with a pout. "Maybe you'll get more flowers?" she asked hopefully.
"I don't know who sent these, so... who knows?" I answered.
She pouted as she let go of me and then picked up her bra, leaving her panties on the floor. She stepped into her shoes and walked toward the front door a bit dejectedly. She turned and looked at me again, pulling her shirt up to expose her tits again. "You sure you don't wanna come suck 'em for a few more minutes?"
"I'd love to, but you have to go back to work," I answered her, honestly wanting to walk over and suck both of her hard nipples.
She let her shirt drop and turned to open the front door. I walked over and closed it gently behind her. "Wow," I said to myself as I walked back to the kitchen. I picked up her panties off the floor and tossed them on the counter and then walked to the flowers to find the little card. I opened the card and read.
To the hottest man on the planet. Thank you for everything!
I still had no idea who they were from. There were any number of women that knew my address, but many of the recent encounters had no idea where I lived. Or at least I didn't think so. Was it possible that besides just getting the sex message that they got more? Was it possible that I was sending more than just a sexual fantasy? If so, what did that mean for my future? How many of these women remembered what I'd done and could track me down? Too many unanswerable questions. I decided to go over to Janise's house and see what I could do about her. She clearly saw me fucking that woman. How long she was there watching, I had no idea. For that matter, what was she doing at my back door to start with? I had a feeling this discussion could get flat awkward as I slid the door open and stepped out into the back yard.
I walked over toward her house, hearing a soft feminine moan coming from over the fence. I walked to the side gate between our two houses and opened it, stepping through. I could see her floating in the pool on a foam mat of some sort, her body completely naked as she pushed her fingers in and out of her own pussy. I probably should have turned right around and walked away. I guess that's what any reasonable adult would have done. But I'd fantasized about seeing her laying out in her yard naked soooo many times that I just wanted a little better look.
I stepped toward the pool trying not to make any noise, seeing her nude body. Her mound was shaved smooth and her tits were as full and round as I'd always expected. Her nipples protruded from two slightly oblong puckered areola that seemed to just call to me to suck. I stepped closer, knowing that I should have already turned around and walked away, almost unable to rip my eyes from her sexy body. She was quite a bit younger than I was, only thirty-four to my fifty. DAMN she had a hot looking body. Before I even realized what I was doing I had stripped off my short and was climbing up the ladder to the above ground pool. I eased myself down into the chilly water, making as little noise and disturbance as I could. I had no idea what I would do, but I just wanted to look closer.
"If you're going to ogle my tits, come suck on 'em!" she said loudly, startling me.
"What?"
"You went to all the trouble of getting in with me. You might as well come suck on 'em," she said, pulling her fingers from her pussy and paddling the little float around so she could see me. "Naked. That's sweet," she said with a grin.
"Isn't Andy home?" I asked, suddenly nervous that her husband might come out.
"Not this weekend. He's off traveling again," she said with a shrug. "Who was that woman on your table?"
"Flower delivery," I answered.
"Ah. Seemed like she was enjoying the fuck out of your fucking," Janise giggled.
"Seems that way."
"Who were the flowers from? It was an awful big arrangement."
"No idea," I answered.
"Did you try reading the card?"
"First thing I tried."
"Don't know much today, do you?"
"Some."
"Not enough. You don't know to suck a woman's nipples when she asks you."
"You're my neighbor. I don't know that we should be doing that."
"I see. Not sexy enough for you?"
"You?"
"Someone else in this pool naked?"
"Just us."
"Then it must be me," she said, still staring at me.
"No. I think you're plenty sexy."
"Sexy enough to wanna fuck?"
"For years."
"Then why don't you?" she asked as she sat up on the float, causing it to sink down into the water until her waist was awash. She paddled herself the several feet to me and reached out for me. She slipped one hand behind my head and pulled my face toward her body, easing my mouth to one of her breasts. She moaned softly as my mouth closed around her nipple and teased it with my tongue. She leaned back, wrapping her legs around me, pulling me half onto the float with her so I was laying on top of her, or more correctly she was floating under me. I wrapped my arms around her thin body and pulled us together tighter, kissing my way across her chest to her other breast.
"Yessssss," she sighed as I closed my mouth on her other breast. "I love having my breasts played with and sucked on."
"What else do you love?" I asked as I pulled off her nipple to take a couple breaths.
"Teasing you," she giggled. "I've been teasing you for years, but you never come over and fuck me. I wear as little as I can working out in the yard, just hoping you'll come close enough that I can flash my pussy or my tits at you," she answered in a half moan as I went back to work on her left breast. "Oh god. I wanna fuck you sooooo bad."
I felt her hand work down between us and wrap around my rock hard cock, stroking the portions that weren't trapped by her wet pussy. She eased her grip on my waist with her legs and tried to force my cock down toward her waiting pussy. "We don't really wanna do this, do we?" I asked breathlessly, pulling off of her tit and straightening as much as her grip would allow.
"Yes. We do!" she said emphatically, working my engorged head down between us and engaging the tip into her tunnel entrance, her wet lips spreading around me. "God, yes we doooooooo!" she gasped as she pulled with her heels, driving me slowly into her tunnel. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned, letting go of my neck and flopping back on the foam mat.
As much as I didn't want to screw up my relationship with my neighbors, I was well beyond stopping what was happening. Part of me felt like it was watching myself through a camera or something as I gripped her hips and started jamming my cock in and out of her, making the foam pad bounce and buck in the water, our bodies slapping together under water.
"Ohhhh fuck me! Fuck me hard baby!" she cried loudly as I pounded into her. Waves sloshed around the pool and water squirted up between us each time my hips slapped her bottom, driving both of us up the slope toward climax. "Yes, yes, yes, yes!" she gasped as she started rocking her hips in time with mine, tilting her pelvis so her clit ran down the top of my cock each time I drove into her. "Oh god. Gonna come. Oh fuck gonna come!" she gasped over and over, moving her already trembling legs from around me and spreading them high and wide.



"FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her pussy, a gush of cum lancing out of me deep into her. I stood there, my body jerking and spasming between her legs while she lay there gasping and trembling.
"Ohhhhhh sweet Jesus," she panted. "Oh god that felt good."
"Uh huh," I answered in grunt, wondering if after today I'd ever be able to even look at her again. I'd come over hoping to explain away what she'd seen through the back door, not to have sex with her. "I should go," I said quietly, helping her slide up onto the mat. She reached down between her legs and sighed contentedly, stroking her pussy.
"Any time you want to come back for more, you know where to find me," she said softly as I stepped back from her. I waded to the ladder and climbed out, looking back at her sexy form floating in the water. I didn't even bother to put my shorts on as I walked away, heading back out the gate and to my house.
I flopped down naked in my recliner in the living room to think, my mind having more than a little trouble comprehending what was happening. I remembered almost every second of each encounter I'd had, even though at times I seemed unable to control my own reactions to seeing them naked. Maybe that was the key? Maybe I'd lost all ability to control myself in front of a naked woman? I always was a horny bastard, and couldn't help but fantasize about women, even if I just saw them in passing on the street. But this... this was WAY more than that. It was almost as if somehow my fantasies were being turned into reality. But only if I looked them in the eye or touched 'em. Clearly I was still laying under my stand, slowly dying, fantasizing about all this, because, let's face it. None of this could possibly be real, no matter how real it felt.
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Life is often not what you plan it to be. Take me for instance. If you would have told me when I got married that in only a few short years I'd be raising twin girls as a single parent, I probably wouldn't have gotten married. Even the thought of it would have terrified me beyond words. But I did get married, and we did have two wonderful twin girls, Diane and Tabitha, and only a short ten years later that most terrifying situation became reality. I would be raising my girls alone. Life isn't always what you plan it to be, but the old saying is that when life gives you lemons, make lemonade. So I did my best to squeeze the lemons and give my best to my daughters.
Today I wouldn't trade my life for anyone's. Oh, don't get me wrong. I'd dearly love to still have the love of my life with me. But that isn't what I got. Instead I have two of the most precious things on earth to care for and help grow. It hasn't always been easy, and at times it's been quite uncomfortable for me. Things that you would always expect the mother to take care of fell on mister mom because there wasn't anyone else. Having to have talks about puberty and their periods and having to teach them about feminine hygiene products. These were less than comfortable topics for me, but they had to be talked about.
Authors note to readers: After multiple attempts to get even the most mundane non-sexual description of a typical event many single fathers have encountered through the moderators, I have been reduced to this note. The site moderators have objected to even the suggestion of any nudity in conjunction with any characters under the age of 18. Therefor it is up to the reader to self determine what transpired leading to the need of the single father to have the "sex" talk with his daughters.
An event occurred when they were fifteen the made the "sex" talk mandatory, discussing among other things, the virtues of abstinence and saving it for someone you loved and not treating it as a commodity to be traded around like so many young people did today.
The next day I made an appointment with their gynecologist for them to talk about birth control. They had me come in and listen to the doctor as they decided which form was the best for them. I left during their pelvic exams, feeling more uncomfortable about it than they apparently did. After their exams I met again with the doctor to discuss their results and their prescriptions. I'd known Sylvia for a number of years now, and even gone out on a date once at the behest of my daughters. Because of our history she felt comfortable suggesting that I get them more appropriate things to use than the handle of a hair brush, going so far as to suggest that she'd be willing to go shopping with me.
I reluctantly accepted and Sylvia and I went to an adult store to select the appropriate devices, ending up with two simple torpedo shaped vibrators. The sales clerk, a very good looking thirty something young woman, apparently sensing my discomfort, suggested that she instruct us on use as well as proper cleaning. While I was sure Sylvia didn't really need any such instruction, she seemed to revel in my discomfort as she lifted her skirt in the little classroom area in such a way that she could remove her underwear and insert the vibrating device into herself while coyly blocking my view of her pussy. The whole "class" left me feeling extremely horny and uncomfortable at the same time.
Through high school my girls became less concerned about how they covered themselves at home, often wearing things that were far more revealing than I would have allowed them to wear in public. They argued that they weren't in public, but I didn't know how to explain that the difference was that they were becoming young women not the little girls I'd bathed.
Now don't think that staying a single parent was a conscious choice. The reality was that the girls had spent many an attempt to "hook me up" with some nice woman to date. It seems that single women just can't refuse a daughter's request to take their dad out on a date. Some of those dates turned out to be okay, others total disasters. A few even turned into pleasant sexual encounters. But finding a "replacement" for my wife just wasn't happening. I was far too busy between work and keeping up with the girls and all their activities to really have time to develop a relationship with someone. Or at least that was the excuse I used, an excuse that I was about to regret using. My girls, now eighteen, would in a few short weeks be headed off to college and that would leave me alone in this house. It was a prospect I wasn't looking forward to.
After the first few years without my wife the girls and I had started taking a family vacation together each year. For the last half dozen years I'd allowed the girls to choose where we should go. Cost wasn't particularly an issue, but finding the time to plan the trips was getting more and more difficult as my business grew. The last two years I'd allowed the girls to plan the trip and this year they were determined that the trip would be a "surprise" for me. I didn't even know where we were going, except that we were taking a cruise someplace. The only reason they had allowed me to know that much was because we were going to have to go shopping.
About two weeks before our departure, the girls took me on a "shopping trip". We hit a number of stores, the girls picking a variety of light weight dresses, all of which they made me watch them model. Don't get me wrong. I enjoy getting my two princesses new clothes, but today they seemed even more interested in modeling not only things I agreed were "appropriate", but also things that were far more revealing, knowing full well I wouldn't allow them to purchase those particular items. By the time they had picked a dozen dresses, several shorts and shirt combinations, and a variety of underclothes to go with it all, I had to say, daughters or not, they had me turned on. I almost wondered at times if it weren't their intent to cause less than fatherly thoughts, especially when they insisted on modeling some of their bras and panties for me, arguing that their swimsuits would certainly show off at least that much. I should have expected what came next.
They took me to our final stop, a swimwear store. It was a little out of the way shop that didn't look overly busy, which turned out to be true. Other than the clerk, a good looking woman that seemed to be only a few years younger than myself, we had the place to ourselves.
The girls got into the task with gusto, drawing the clerk into the conversation and choosing a number of suits to try on. I settled on an offered chair, expecting a long wait while they tried on the variety of suits. I wasn't going to be so lucky. My girls quickly returned from the dressing room wearing their first selection, each a different but rather modest bikini. They turned this way and that, looking at themselves in the multi-sided mirror as well as showing me how they looked and inadvertently how much did and didn't show.
The show continued, with each subsequent suit getting smaller and skimpier. I hoped that they didn't notice how big the bulge in my pants had gotten with their twists and turns, doing my best to hide it with my hat.
"Okay. Now you can't wear that in public!" I said as Tabby stepped out of the dressing room in a tiny lime green string bikini that looked as if she wiggled too much, her 32 D cup breasts would simply pop the strings. Not that the top covered all that much anyway. The triangles of cloth held by the tiny strings looked like they barely covered her nipples.
"No?" she asked, turning to admire herself in the mirror, exposing her back side to me, and along with it her completely bare ass, only three very tiny strings breaking the expanse of soft looking butt.
"Definitely not!" I said with a frown, watching her turn to and fro. I almost gasped in shock as she bent over, her barely covered pussy pushing out between her legs at me. "DEFINITLY NOT!"
"But I could wear it at home, right? Laying out? I wouldn't have hardly any tan lines at all!" she said cheerfully as Diane came out to join her in an equally daring yellow bikini.
"Look you two. There isn't any way in hell I'm letting you wear those in public without carrying a shotgun!" I said, trying to lighten the tension I was feeling with one of our standard jokes.
"I'll get you a new shotgun if you let me wear it on the trip," Tabby said, pressing the issue.
"Absolutely not. You can go back to the last one. That's about as small as I'm comfortable letting you wear," I said sternly, letting them know that they had pushed the limit.
"But we still have more to try!"
"Not if they're smaller than these!"
"But we REALLY want to see what the next ones look like!" Diane complained. "It's just us. It's not like it's out in public, right Daddy?"
Okay. I knew I was in trouble right then. The ONLY time I got "daddy" any more was when they were about to try and convince me to do something or let them do something that I wasn't going to be happy about. "You can try 'em on, but just stay in the dressing room and you can see what they look like."
"But the mirror is out here!" Tabby said with a frown. "Isn't there something we can do?"
"You're not wearing anything skimpier than those. You might as well be naked!" I said, standing firm.
Then the unexpected happened. They had set me up so completely that even I had to admit it was masterful. Diane turned to the clerk and with an impish little grin asked. "Would you model them for my dad so he can see that they're really not that bad?"
"Well. I wouldn't usually do something like that," the clerk protested weakly.
"But there isn't anyone else here. It's only two. And you're going to be getting a good sale."
"Well. I suppose it wouldn't hurt," she said, giving in WAY too easily. So easily that I suspected that my sweet innocent angels had set this up in advance. The clerk took the suit my daughter was holding and stepped into the changing room. "I'll only be a moment," she said as her shoes popped out from under the curtain of the dressing room. Moments later her summer weight dress flew over the top of the curtain partition, followed by a pair of matching yellow lace panties and then a white lace bra. I had no doubt that the clerk was standing completely naked on the other side of the curtain, getting ready to put on the suit that the girls were suggesting.
My girls stood by me, one on each side, almost as if to make sure I didn't move from my seat as the clerk dressed behind the curtain. "It's called a cutout bikini," she said as she stepped out in the tiny pink bikini. The straps and triangles were pretty much normal sized, except that at least two thirds of the material was gone, leaving a web of straps that held incredibly tiny patches of pink over her nipples and pussy. "Some women like them, but if you're looking to get rid of tan lines, this certainly isn't the way to go," she said, before stepping back into the booth.
"Now this one," she said as she changed in the little booth, "is perfect for getting rid of the tan lines. Be just a second more."
"Holy shit," I whispered under my breath as she pushed the curtain open and stepped out. It looked as if three small patches of Leopard print material were floating on her body. She turned around several times, revealing that the tiny patch over her pussy and the small amount of her shaved mound it covered, was held in place by clear straps. From behind she looked completely nude.
"I take it you like it?" she asked sweetly, stepping closer to me as she turned herself to and fro in front of me.
"Um. Uh. Yeah. But I don't think I could see my girls in that," I stammered.
"Well. I do have two more, if you want me to model them for you?" she asked, looking down at me with a smile.
"Oh definitely!" Diane said, grinning back at the woman. "I can guarantee he's enjoying the show."
"Uh huh. Definitely!" Tabby chimed in.
"Well. Alright then," she said, stepping back behind the little curtain. "This next one is a bit more daring," she called from inside, the parts of the bikini she had just worn falling to the floor by her feet.
"How daring?" Diane asked.
"Well. Pretty daring. I'm not sure I'd be comfortable wearing this out in public," she said just before she pushed the curtain open.
"Oh damn," I practically moaned, looking up and down the woman's trim body. The suit consisted of a small string bikini sized leopard material, but that was only the outline. The material that it held in place was completely sheer, allowing her hard nipples and areola to be easily visible, as well as her round full pussy lips and what I could now see was a completely shaved mound. She stepped toward me, turning to show me the straps on her back. She bent over and pulled on the leopard print strap between her round full ass cheeks, practically pulling the material from her pussy as she bent farther.
"Like I said. Pretty daring," she said after being bent over for at least half a minute in front of me. "I have one more I'd like to show you. It's one of my favorite playful suits," she said, walking down the aisle to a set of racks near the far wall, coming back a moment later with a hanger holding what looked like a pink and black suit of some kind. "This one is really playful. It's certainly not for the beach, but at home, with the right person it can really be a lot of fun," she said as she disappeared behind the curtain again.
"I don't think we really need..." I started to interrupt.
"Dad! Come on. She's offering to show you her favorite. As long as she's been so helpful you can at least tell her how she looks in it," Diane chastised me softly.
"Fine," I answered, knowing that I might as well give in now, because eventually they'd keep after me until I did.
"Ready?" the clerk said before pushing the curtain open.
"Oh my god," I whispered.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a grin as she stepped out of the booth with her breasts completely exposed, two pink straps around them in the general shape of where a modest bikini might cover, but having no material at all between the outlining straps. A black zipper attached the two halves of the top, if we can call it that, between her breasts. The bottom consisted of only a wide black zipper held in place by pink straps that matched those on the top. "What makes this so playful is that if you want, you can adjust the zipper up or down, depending on how much you want to show your partner," she said as she reached down and teased the zipper farther down, allowing it to split apart on her mound, showing her soft smooth looking skin all the way to where her pussy lips started. "What do you think girls?"
"I'd love one, but my dad would have a fit," Diane said with a giggle. "It looks so fucking hot!"
"I have to admit that wearing one like this always gets me kind hot," the clerk said with a smile. "Now, you said you also needed a suit for your father?"
"Me?" I asked, almost squeaking out the response.
"Of course Daddy! You can't wear that crunky old set of trunks you have on this trip. So what do you have in good looking men's suits?"
"Well. I'll be right back," the clerk said with a grin. She was gone only a few moments before she came back with several hangers. "I think this would most certainly be a wonderful suit for him," she said, holding out a hanger with what looked almost like briefs made out of some kind of slick material, and not even very big briefs at that.
"I really don't think..." I started to protest.
"Now Dad. You said anything we wanted, right? So right now, we want to see how these look on you," Diane said firmly.
"But sweetie!" I said. "You don't understand..."
"I'm NOT taking no for an answer. Now get up and change, or you'll force us to do it right here!"
"You wouldn't," I said with a frown.
"We would and you know it," Tabby chimed in. "Now go!"
I normally wear a leather hat that's similar to a cowboy hat, but not quite. The girls call it my outback hat from Australia. I had been carefully holding the hat in my lap for a reason, and I didn't exactly want to get up and show off that reason.
"Come on Daddy. Don't make us get testy!" Diane said, tugging on my arm to get me up.
"Sweetie!" I protested again.
"Come on Daddy!" Tabby said, grabbing my right arm and pulling on it in time with Diane's tugging on my left arm. With both arms now being pulled by my daughters, my hat slipped off my lap, revealing the significant bulge in my slacks. "Oh god. Dad!" Tabby cried in surprise, letting go of my arm and covering her mouth. "Jesus!"
"Shit. That's one huge bulge Dad!" Diane said with a giggle. "No wonder you didn't want to stand up!"
"Okay. Well, now you know," I answered with a scowl.
"Doesn't get you out of it though. Come on. Up and into the changing room!" Diane said pulling my arm again. "Come on Tab. Give me a hand!"
With both of them once again pulling on me, I stood up and let them push me into the changing room. "Here Daddy. Put this on or I'll ask the clerk to come help you."
"I don't need help!" I said testily.
"UH huh. Well, don't take all day," Tabby called through the curtain as Diane closed it on me.
"This is a bad idea." I mumbled to myself as I started undressing. I pulled off my shoes and then my slacks, my hardon pushing the front of my briefs out significantly in the semi bent position it was relegated to. I pulled my polo shirt off and then, after a moment of indecision, pushed my briefs down, letting them land on the floor, my cock sticking out and hardening further now that it was free of its confines. "HEY!" I shouted as my pants and underwear were suddenly pulled away under the curtain from outside, leaving me with nothing but the swim suit to wear.
"That's just in case you change your mind!" Diane said with a giggle. "You sure you don't want Emily to come help?"
"Emily?"
"The clerk!"
"Oh hell no!" I answered quickly, looking down at my now fully hard cock.
"Well, get it on then, because I'm going to open the curtain in thirty seconds," Tabby called through the material. "If you don't want to wear that one, I can give you the green one I have on. I'm dying to put on that leopard one."
"You're NOT wearing that one!" I answered her through the material as a lime green bikini bottom that looked an awful lot like the one Tabby had been wearing, came sailing over the top.
"Better hurry up daddy. That leopard one is looking real good right now!"
I quickly stepped into the tight spandex briefs, stuffing my cock down as well as I could before quickly opening the curtain. "You're not putting on..." I stopped mid-sentence, Tabby still wearing both pieces of the lime green suit she had on when she pushed me into the dressing room.
"WOW!" the three of them all said at once, staring at the huge bulge in the suit that my hardon was making.
"Yeah. I don't think I can go to any lower of a waistband or you won't fit in it at all," the clerk said quietly, staring at my bulge.
"Okay. Now that you all had your look, how about a real suit that I can wear?"
"You don't like that one?" Diane asked. "If you ask me, you'll get a whole lot of attention in it."
"I don't want attention," I answered her.
"How about something a little shorter yet?" Diane asked the clerk.
"I don't have to even go anywhere for that," she said as she held out a smaller multi shade blue brief.
"Oh perfect. Here daddy. Try THIS one!" Diane said, holding it out.
"I'm not putting that on," I said with a frown, looking at the material.



"Come on Daddy. You don't want us to have to make you change out here. Besides, I promise you can try something else after it."
"But you're not getting your clothes back until we pick a new suit," Tabby said a little defiantly.
"Fine!" I answered with a scowl, taking the suit and stepping back into the booth. It was almost a struggle to get the suit pulled up and tuck my thankfully slightly deflating cock into it.
"Oh Daddy? Just so you know..." Diane said as both a lime green bikini and the yellow one Diane had on, came sailing over the top of the curtain. "We decided to change our suits too!"
"To what?" I asked quickly."
"You'll just have to see when you come out," Tabby said with a giggle.
"If we even put one on!" Diane added with a laugh.
"Oh geez." The possibilities jumping to mind, causing my cock to start to grow again. I was having significantly unfatherly like thoughts at that moment about both my daughters' bodies. Surely they weren't wearing those other suits, or even less! While the girls had a recent tendency to flaunt their bodies around the house, they'd never quite reached the point of exposing their private parts. Hell, the bikini's they had just tossed over the curtain were more revealing than anything they'd shown to date, and after the teases at the other store and the "show" they and the clerk had given me had my imagination in full overdrive.
"Girls. I can't," I finally answered, my cock so hard that it was impossible to get into the suit.
"You can't come out?" Tabby asked in surprise. "Why not? You have to!"
"I can't. I'm not decent in this suit," I answered.
"Tell you what Daddy. You come out in that suit and I have another you can put on that I promise you'll find more...um...decent," Tabby called to me.
"I can't sweetie."
"Then you'll miss your special surprise," Tabby said with a fake sadness in her tone. The pink and black bikini that the clerk had been wearing flew over the top of the curtain, drawing my attention. Before I could do anything else, the curtain pushed back and both girls and the clerk were standing in the doorway looking down at the blue suit and the three inches of hardon sticking out the waistband.
"Oh my lord," the completely naked clerk said as she stared at me.
"Oh god Dad," Diane said, still wearing the same yellow suit from before, the yellow suit tossed over the top clearly a ploy.
"Jesus Dad!" Tabby said, staring at my engorged cock as well, the promised suit still in her hand.
"I'll take that," I said, stepping toward my daughter and reaching for the suit. She let me take if from her hand, her eyes never leaving my exposed cock. I stepped back and started to pull the curtain closed, the clerk quickly taking two steps forward so she was inside the changing booth with me.
"Why don't you let me help you with that?" she said as she stepped toward me and reached for the suit. "I don't bite. I promise."
"You don't have to..." I started to say as she gently pulled the suit from my hand and knelt down in front of me.
She reached for the waistband of the small suit I had on and tugged it down over my ass and hips, my rock hard cock almost slapping her in the face as it sprung out of the suit. "It's alright that you're a little shy around women. A lot of guys are."
"Shy around women?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. Most guys aren't lucky enough to have daughters that care so much."
"My daughters?"
"Yeah," she said as she coaxed me to lift each foot, taking the blue suit off, leaving me as naked as she was. "They really care and hoped that maybe this little game we played would entice you to come out of your shell a bit."
"Come out of my shell?"
"Uh huh," she said, coaxing me to lift both feet again, letting me step into the legs of the suit one after the other. She pulled the new suit up my legs, stopping with the waistband around my thighs. "You wouldn't mind if I..." she asked, looking up at me, one hand moving from the suit to my cock, wrapping her fingers around it. When I didn't say anything she leaned her face toward me and engulfed my engorged head with her hot wet mouth. She continued to look up at me as she slid her mouth on and off my cock several inches, her hot mouth caressing my shaft and her tongue teasing under it with each stroke.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly at the incredible sensations she was inducing with her very talented mouth. "God, you're good at that. But you keep that up and I'm going to come."
"As much as I'd like to see your hard cock in this suit, I'm having too much fun to want to quit," she answered with a grin before going back to stroking her mouth on and off my shaft. Her hand followed her lips, sliding and twisting at the same time, her saliva coating my shaft and lubricating us. On and off my cock she stroked, driving me quickly toward climax.
"Shit. I'm going to come," I grunted, trying to hold back to give her time to pull off my cock. In response she seemed to suck harder and faster, stroking her mouth on and off my cock. "OH FUCK!" I grunted, my body jerking and sending a huge gush of cum into her mouth. She swallowed it down before the second surge pumped in her mouth. All the teasing I'd gotten today had the pump fully primed and shot after shot flowed into her mouth as I stood in front of her.
"Mmmmmmm. That was one hell of a load," she said, pulling her mouth off my cock and then sliding the suit the rest of the way up.
"Yeah. Damn Dad!" Diane said, drawing my attention to the gap between the curtain and the wall where the two were watching us.
"Girls. You shouldn't have been watching," I said breathlessly as the clerk stood up in front of me.
"Why not Dad? It's not like we haven't seen your dick being sucked before. Remember when you took us shopping for our vibrators?" Tabby said with a grin. "Always wondered what it would have looked like if she would have finished you off that night."
"Oh god," I groaned.
"Took them shopping for vibrators?" the clerk questioned.
"Long story," I answered.
"Don't worry, you have plenty of time. The girls promised that you'd take me to dinner once you picked a suit," she said with a grin. "And I have a hunch you're picking that one."
"We did promise," Diane said with a grin.
"Dinner huh? I had a hunch that there was more to this than meets the eye."
"Well, there might have been a little advanced coordination," the clerk answered.
"Uh huh. So do you get naked for all your customers?"
"OH lord no. I really didn't plan it with you until the girls were trying on their suits. It wasn't lost on me how much you were enjoying the show," she answered.
"Huh?"
"Come on Daddy. Don't tell us you weren't enjoying us trying on those suits."
"But you're my daughters!" I protested.
"Didn't stop you from getting a hardon, and don't tell me it was Emily's suits, cuz you had a boner long before she came out in the first one," Tabby said with a crooked little grin.
"Look girls. You're good looking young ladies," I said, trying to figure out just exactly what I wanted to say.
"And you're not an old fart. So take Emily out to dinner and we'll see you at home," Diane said with a grin. "We'll leave the tags on the counter for you so you can pay for 'em," she said as she turned to walk away.
"Wait a minute," I called after my daughters, the two walking away with their clothes in their arms, still wearing the tiniest of bikini's they had tried on.
"For what Daddy? You have a date and we'd just be in the way!" Diane called over her shoulder.
"I seem to have been out maneuvered by my daughters."
"You have. They're pretty sure of themselves, and you," the clerk said.
"You know. I don't even know your name. It's not normally my habit of having oral sex with someone I don't know."
"Well, my name is Emily, and as far as sex goes, from what I hear from your girls, you aren't in the habit of having it much at all."
"Just what have my daughters told you?" I asked in surprise.
"Well. You're a single dad, and from what I can tell, a very devoted one. You're sweet and gentle, which I've seen for myself. And that you spend so much time between work and taking care of them that you've neglected your own chances at relationships. They suggested that if they brought you in to buy some suits that if I thought you were cute, that you might be coaxed to take me to dinner."
"And things just..."
"Let's just say that the longer you were here the more, um, interested I became. The last two suits were because I was, well let's just say that I haven't been this turned on in some time."
"Turned on? Why?"
"Well, I have a soft spot for men who take their fatherly duties seriously, and well, what woman wouldn't be turned on by that?" she said with a soft girlish giggle, reaching out to run her fingers up along the bulge growing in the swimsuit.
"You have me at a disadvantage. While my daughters have obviously given you at least some ideas about me, the only thing I know about you aside from your name is that you work at a swimsuit store, get naked for strangers and have a really good looking body."
"Well. Let's see if we can fix that. I don't work here. I own it. It's my shop. And contrary to your conclusion, I do NOT get naked for every good looking man that walks in. In fact, I think this is one of only a hand full of times I've modeled swimwear for anyone and the ONLY time I've worn anything even close to this revealing for a strange man, or any man for that matter," she said, almost a little testily.
"I guess I owe you an apology. I didn't mean to insult you."
"Well, you did. Now, how are you going to apologize for it?" I was slightly startled. I wasn't exactly sure what she meant by 'apologize for it', which must have shown on my face. "Come on." she said, taking me by the hand and leading me around through the store towards the front door. For a moment I thought she was going to take me outside, but instead she twisted the lock handle on the door and turned the sign hanging by the door to 'closed'. "There. Now we won't be disturbed," she said with a smile, reaching for my hand again. She drew me along the racks again, winding toward a back corner of the store. She stopped and took something off the rack and turned to smile at me again. "Now. I've always wanted to see what these look like on a hot guy. How about you give me a little modeling session?"
"Model for you?" I asked, clearly confused.
"You did say you wanted to apologize. I can't think of a better way than to return the favor I afforded you."
"So you want me to put this on?" I asked taking the hanger from her, which contained a small bikini style bottom. "Aren't these meant for a lady?"
"To look at, not to wear," she answered with a grin.
"Well. I don't know that I'll fit," I answered, looking dubiously at the small suit bottom.
"Maybe, maybe not. But I still want to see you try." I sighed, wondering if I should really do what she asked. "Maybe this will help," she said, pulling the straps of the pink suit, if you could call it that, off her shoulders. She let the straps slide down her arms and then pushed the entire suit off, leaving her completely naked. Her mound was every bit as shaved as it appeared in the leopard skin bikini. She had a fair amount of soft inner lips protruding between her full round outer lips, the tender skin folded and pressed up against her body from the bikini. Almost unconsciously she reached down and stroked her fingers across herself stroking her soft folds and allowing them to move free of their previously compacted position.
"Alright," I said, turning to head back to the dressing room.
"No. Don't," she said, almost urgently, reaching out and pulling my arm. "You don't have to do that. You can change right here. If you're bashful, you can step around the side of the rack," she said, coaxing me to change where she could see me.
I shrugged and stepped around the corner of the rack, slightly uncomfortable changing in the middle of the store like this. I pushed the boxy legged suit off, leaving me completely naked while I stepped into the tiny red bikini bottom. I did my best to tuck my half hard dick into the tiny bit of material, managing to get it covered as my cock lay to the side, the material trapping it pointed up toward my hip. I finally stepped out to let her see.
"Holy shit," she whispered staring at my crotch. "Now that is seriously HOT!" she finally said to me as she stepped toward me. She reached out with one hand and gently ran two fingers down my chest, letting them trace back and forth along the ultralow cut waistband several times before letting her finger slide down and trace back and forth across the slick material covering my hardon. Her touch and her obvious attention to my cock had an almost immediate effect, encouraging it to grow harder. She seemed to realize what effect she was having and began to concentrate each stroke across and around my head, pushing it to expand even faster. I looked down and could see my mushroom head outlined in the thin red material, her finger tracing around it as my hardening shaft continued to push it along toward the elastic waist band.
Both of us seemed to be breathing much more heavily than normal as she continued to tease me through the material, the waistband now gapping away from my body as it struggled to contain my growing erection. I watched her finger tease around the head and then hook in the waistband above it, gently pulling only the slightest amount before my cock, seeking escape from the tight confines, pushed up and out of the material, completely exposing my head. "Oh fuck," she practically moaned, reaching with her other hand for the material. She gently eased the waistband out and down, pulling the tight red briefs out and down. Unable to just slide them over my ass, she stepped closer, sliding both hands around my waist until her fingers slipped between the fabric and my bare ass. She let herself press toward me, her soft breasts and rock hard nipples pressing against my chest as she slowly slid the material down over my butt, coaxing the suit down as far as her arms could reach.
"You know. I wouldn't at all mind feeling that someplace besides my mouth," she whispered softly, her face inches from mine.
"Yeah?" I answered breathlessly.
"Uh huh. You wanna lay down?"
"Here?"
"Uh huh. I've always wanted to do this," she panted, gently pulling on my arms as she stepped back. She let go of my arm with one hand and grabbed the beach towel that was part of the display on top of the rack we were standing by. She dropped the towel to the floor and moved her hand back to my arm. She dropped to one knee, lowering herself down and pulling me down with her toward the carpeted floor. Only when she was sure I was going to follow her down did she let go of my hands and quickly twist to spread the towel out. She turned back and guided me to the towel, rolling me until I lay down on my back, the red suit bunched around my thighs. She moved over me, quickly straddling me on her knees, her face hovering over mine as she held herself over me on all fours.
She moved one hand reaching it between us as she lowered her face toward mine. I felt her hot lips touch mine as her hand wrapped around my cock. I couldn't see what she was doing, but it took no imagination at all to mentally see her lowering her pussy toward my engorged head. I felt her other hot wet lips wrap around my head as she gently rubbed it back and forth between her lips.
She pulled her lips from mine, staring into my eyes lustfully as she lowered herself down, my cock engaging into the entrance to her tunnel. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as I felt my head expand her and finally slip into her tunnel. She pressed herself down my shaft farther, stopping only when her lips grabbed at my shaft. She started to move up and down, lubricating my shaft with her pussy, each stroke down taking a little more of me into her. Before too many strokes she was gliding her wetness up and down my shaft, teasing my cock from my head all the way to the base. "Oh god you feel good," she moaned as she moved faster, my engorged head caressing her walls all the way to the end of her depths with each stroke.
"Uh huh," I grunted, suddenly afraid that with all the teasing and the feel of her that I wouldn't last long enough for her to climax.
"God damn," she moaned. "That show your girls put on sure turned you on, didn't it?"
"My daughters?"
"Uh huh. They're VERY good looking, aren't they?"
"Uh huh," I grunted, trying not to think of my daughters as the sexual objects that my mind was suddenly doing.
"It's okay. A lot of daddies are turned on by their daughters, but they don't want to admit it."
"Oh damn," I grunted as she changed her motion slightly rocking her hips with each stroke.
"Sometimes their daughters are turned on by their fathers too," she moaned as she pushed herself up so that her breasts, not quite as big as my daughters, but still more than large enough to be enticing, started to swing between us.
"I don't think..." I started to protest.
"Shhhhhh. You don't have to think. Those girls have you wrapped around their little fingers and they know it. Of course they also absolutely adore you. I don't think they would have given you that fantastically sexy show if you weren't incredibly important to them, and if they didn't have an ulterior motive. Trust me," she said as she rode my cock slowly, just going fast enough to keep my impeding climax building, but not too quickly.
"Tabbitha, I think her name was, REALLY wanted to show off that leopard suit for you. She knew exactly how much of her it would show off too. It was one of the ones she picked when they were in the other day."
"They planned this, didn't they?"
"This? Us having sex? I don't know. But I think they hoped so," she said sliding up and down my shaft faster. "The way they were looking at us in the dressing room, I almost got the idea at least one of the two was wishing it was her on her knees in front of you," she moaned.
"Oh god," I groaned, suddenly thinking about what Tabby would have looked like in the green suit, on her knees, sucking my cock. My mind pictured her looking up at me with her blue eyes, her blonde hair bouncing as she thrust her mouth on and off my shaft. "Ohhh fuck."
"God that turns you on so much. I can feel your cock growing even harder in me," she panted, her body bouncing faster, her ass slapping my thighs as she jammed herself down on me. "Oh god. Gonna come. Oh gonna come soooooo fucking hard!" she squealed as her body suddenly started to tremble and shudder. She jammed herself down on me and I could feel her body jerk hard, her pussy clenching around me.
"Shit," I grunted, as she tried to continue bouncing on me, her motion now erratic and random as she tried to work her muscles in the throes of her climax. My body jerked hard, trying to jam up into her as my own climax overtook me. I felt my cock surge a gush of cum up into her pussy as it contracted around me. Again and again my body jerked, pumping the copious load of cum into her. "Oh damn," I groaned as I lay under her, the both of us panting a she held herself over me. Her heaving chest rubbed her nipples against my sweaty chest with each breath.
"Jesus!" she breathed, looking down at me. "That was worth every bit of that little show I gave you."
"It was worth it for both of us then," I agreed, still trying to catch my breath.
"Now about dinner?"
"Uh huh. As soon as I pay you for the suits."
"Tell you what. Yours are on the house, provided you take the red one too and promise to wear it again for me some time. I think your girls said you have a hot tub? I wouldn't mind spending a little time there with you wearing this."



"And what would you be wearing?"
"With everything in the store to pick from, I'm more than sure I can find just the right thing for the occasion," she giggled.
"I bet you can," I agreed.
********
Emily dropped me off at my house a little before nine, after a nice dinner and a little more sex, though in an equally unorthodox location for me, the back seat of her car in a park like a couple of horny teenagers. I walked into the house, quiet except for the sounds of the TV on the back deck. I walked through the kitchen and out the back sliding door onto the screened in deck seeing the girls sitting on the wicker sofa watching some kind of movie.
"Hey girls!" I said as I stepped out, noting that they were both wearing extremely small white bikinis, somewhat smaller than I would have felt comfortable with them wearing in public. As Tabby stood up, it was clear that this white bikini was every bit as tiny as the green one she had on earlier in the day.
"Hi Daddy. Have a good date?" she asked with a smile, stepping toward me. She slid her arm around me from the side and pulled herself to me in a sideways hug. "You're not mad at us for fixing you up on a little blind date, are you?"
"You girls know how I feel about blind dates, but no, I'm not mad at you."
"Oh good," she answered with a grin, reaching for the bag in my hand and snatching it out of my grip. "So let's see what you decided to buy!"
"Hey. I didn't say..." I started to protest as she dug into the bag and pulled out the three suits it contained.
"Holy SHIT!" Tabby said as she held up the red suit. "Diane! Look at this! It's even smaller than the blue one. Damn Daddy! Did you wear this for her?"
"None of your business," I said, stepping toward her to take the suits back from her.
"Oh yeah. Look at him blush. He did. He wore it for her," Tabby giggled, stepping back to stay out of my reach.
"Tabby!"
"Uh uh. Not unless you put it on," Tabby answered back. "You GOTTA put this on!"
"No way."
"Oh yeah. Come on Daddy!"
"No way. Not in front of you girls."
"What? Like we haven't seen your cock in the last few hours? Come on Daddy. Pleeeeease!"
"Yeah. Come on Dad. Show us this sexy suit," Diane chimed in, reaching for the red brief and holding it against her own body to look at how tiny it was. "God it's perfect. You gotta wear this on the cruise!"
"No way. No way I can wear that in public," I said, following Diane around the sofa to try and reclaim the small red suit.
"You GOTTA wear it Daddy!" Tabby called as Diane tossed the suit to her to keep it out of my reach.
"Come on girls," I said shifting my motion toward Tabby again, clearly the monkey in the middle so to speak.
"Only if you put it on," Tabby said, tossing the suit back to Diane.
"Why?" I asked, giving up on the chase and hoping to reason it out of them.
"Cus we wanna see how hot and sexy you look before the cruise." Tabby answered. "You do want to look hot and sexy for the cruise, don't you?"
"Sweetie, I don't even know where we're going."
"Trust me. It'll be someplace where you can wear this allllll day long if you want," Diane said, waving the little red suit around.
"You aren't going to make me regret letting you plan this, are you?"
"Uh uh. I know you won't regret it. But you gotta help us out a little. I mean, how are you supposed to meet hot sexy women wearing...these?" Tabby said, holding up the dark square legged trunks that I thought at least looked respectable.
"You really want me to wear that? I look ridiculous in it! I feel like some kind of hormone laden teen wearing that thing."
"Oh you're just being a stick in the mud. Put it on and let US see what you look like. If you really don't look good in it we won't make you wear it again. We promise," Tabby said.
"Fine. But you'll see what I mean," I answered, taking the suit from Diane as she stepped closer to hand it to me. "Be right back."
"You don't have to go. I mean it's not like we haven't seen you basically naked anyway," Tabby said quickly.
"What? You expect me to change in front of you? What's gotten into you girls?"
"Just trying to help you feel a little less self-conscious about your body," Diane said.
"Well, I'm not changing in front of you," I said as I walked toward the kitchen door.
"Okay. We'll wait in the hot tub. Don't take too long!" Tabby called as I walked through the glass door. I walked as far as the living room, well out of sight of the girls and started undressing. I felt more than a little self-conscious, not only because of how much I felt like it showed off, but also because I could clearly see the cum stains on the material as I started to step into it.
"Bad idea George. Really bad idea." I muttered to myself as I tucked myself into the tiny brief. "I don't know how I could ever wear this in front of a stranger. Hell, I can't hardly wear it in front of my own daughters." After a deep sigh I headed across the room toward the kitchen. "Emily was right. They do have me wrapped around their little fingers." I muttered as I walked out into the warm night air.
The screen porch was large, nearly forty feet square, with a roof and screened sides to keep the bugs at bay. This end had wicker furniture and a big screen TV while the farther away portions contained the grill, a small table and chairs and of course, the hot tub, which was where the girls were at the moment. "Okay. Here I am. See how ridiculous it looks?"
"Wow Dad! You look..."
"Ridiculous!" I finished for Diane.
"No Dad. You look really hot. If I were a single woman looking for a guy, you'd sure as hell be high on my list!"
"Thanks for the vote of confidence, but sorry. I'm not anywhere close to hot."
"God Daddy. You are soooooo wrong," Tabby said from where she sat in the tub. "Did you wear that for Emily?"
"And if I did?"
"Explains the stains on the front," Tabby answered with a giggle. "She must have thought you looked pretty hot. Hot enough to fuck anyway."
"Tabby! You know I don't like you talking that way."
"I know, I know. Good girls don't talk like sluts," she said, rolling her eyes. "Come on. Come get in and relax."
"If nothing else, it'll wash off the cum," Diane said with a giggle.
"God you girls are terrible!" I said with a frown, walking the remaining distance to the hot tub. I sat on the edge, swiveled myself over the side and sank down into the water across from the girls. "Now didn't we have a discussion about what you could and couldn't wear as a swim suit?"
"Yes Daddy," Tabby said quietly.
"And isn't that the same size as the green one I said was too small?"
"Well, sorta," Tabby answered hesitantly.
"Sorta? Looked a lot more like yes than sorta," I answered.
"Well. Um. You see..." Tabby said, clearly beating around the bush.
"Just stand up and show him," Diane said with an exasperated look. "I told you he'd be upset."
"Stand up and show me what?"
"Size isn't the only thing," Diane said, as she stood up. "Come on Tabby. This was your idea."
"Holy shit," I mumbled as the girls stood in front of me. Even in the subdued deck lighting the suits were practically transparent. I could clearly see every detail of their breasts and shaved mounds and pussies, their bodies looking every bit as identical there as everywhere else. "Good god girls! You really think it's okay to wear something like that? Hell you might as well be not wearing anything!"
"We didn't get these for the trip," Tabby protested quietly. "We just got these for, you know. Special occasions."
"Special occasions? Like what, flashing your boyfriends?" I asked curtly.
"Well. Maybe," Tabby said hesitantly, expecting me to blow up at her.
I stayed silent, drawing a deep breath and letting it out slowly. I closed my eyes to control myself and then after a few moments, opened them and looked at my two girls. "If you weren't so big I'd turn you over my knee for not only disobeying me, but also for being so unabashedly exhibitionistic."
"But Daddy!" Tabby said quickly.
"Uh uh. Don't Daddy me. You had to know I wouldn't approve of these."
"But Daddy!"
"Uh uh. I don't want to hear it. You want to be exhibitionist? Take 'em off. Go on. Take 'em off. Then we'll see how you feel about a spanking like little girls get."
"Now?"
"Sure, why not. I mean, it's not like I'm not already looking at your privates."
Tabby and Diane looked back and forth and then slowly untied the little white strings holding the translucent material in place over their breasts. I had to admit that maybe this wasn't the best way to handle it, especially now that they were getting naked and it was making my body react. They handed me their tops, their now naked breasts swinging slightly as they leaned toward me. They each untied the bottoms and pulled them off as well, leaving them completely naked. I had to admit that they looked damn hot standing there thigh deep in the water, completely naked. I pushed myself up and sat back on the edge of the hot tub, trying to ignore my growing erection. "So who's first?"
"Wait! It was Tabby's idea! Why do I get spanked?" Diane asked, suddenly realizing that she wasn't getting away as scot free as she thought.
"You went along with it. You're as guilty as she is," I answered. "Come on. One of you has to be first."
"But Daddy. You haven't spanked us since we were..."
"Really little. I know. I thought you'd outgrown this kind of punishment. But somehow I think it's rather fitting. Unless you prefer I have you go walk around the neighborhood in your new suits."
"NO!" they both said in unison.
"I thought not," I said, trying to remain firm. "So who's first?"
There's always two schools of thought on getting a spanking. The first is that second one might get it harder because the spanker's hand gets numb. The second school of thought is that it's better to go second because the spanker's hand gets sore. Apparently Diane prescribed to the first, or she hoped for some mercy. Either way she moved to me and gently laid herself across my legs, her soft body pressing my cock tightly between us, her legs hanging over the right side of my legs and her upper body over my left. She held herself up as best she could, waiting for the first swat.
I didn't wait long. My hand came down on her bare ass with a loud smack, leaving an angry red handprint on her creamy ass cheek. She yelped in both surprise and sudden pain, biting her lip to keep from crying out louder. I gave her other cheek a hard swat, leaving a nearly identical print on that cheek. I hadn't had to spank either of them since they were small, and even then their swats were generally on their panty covered butts. I was almost surprised at how much it hurt my hand to give her bare bottom those two swats.
I rubbed my hand over her cheeks, trying to sooth the angry red spots as well as my suddenly sore hand.
"I'm sorry Daddy," Diane whispered just loud enough for me to hear.
"Apology accepted," I said softly back, reaching down under her chest to help her back up, accidently getting a handful of her right breast in the process. I helped lift her up and get her standing again before letting go of her. She stepped back and settled into the water, staring at me as she lowered into the swirling hot pool.
"You're turn," I said to Tabby, waiting for her to come toward me.
"Okay," she said quietly, staring at my lap as she moved closer. I looked down at my own lap as she stepped to me, looking down at where both she and Diane were staring.
My wet suit had pulled down in front from Diane being laid over my lap, my hard cock now sticking up out of the red material, held bent to one side by the elastic waistband. Tabby stepped toward me, staring at my cock as she reached one hand to the edge of the tub on my left side and the other moving to "accidently" tangle in the waistband of my suit and push it down farther, freeing my cock to stick straight up. She didn't take her eyes off my cock until the last second, brushing her fingers along the hard shaft as she moved to lay on my lap, lowering herself slowly onto my lap, trapping my hardon between her stomach and my thigh.
I had no explanation for my physical reaction. I suppose I could just say that both of them are very good looking young women and leave it at that, but I'd be lying to myself. Clearly touching their soft skin and seeing their exposed privates was getting me turned on in a very unfatherly way.
I tried to put it out of my mind as I brought my hand down on Tabby's left cheek with a loud smack. I heard her cry out for a moment and then bite the sound back. I gave her a second smack, but instead of hearing a crying wail, I heard a soft moan, and not a moan of pain. I rubbed both cheeks as I did Diane's and reached under her to help lift her up. She found my hand as it moved under her chest and guided it right to her breast, pressing my palm against her rock hard nipple, squeezing my hand so that it squeezed her breast. I shouldn't have. I mean it was a piss poor idea. But at that particular moment it was only a brief lapse in thought, or judgement. As I stroked my hand across her ass I let my fingers slide down between her thighs, the tips of my fingers stroking down her very wet lips. It wasn't water from the hot tub that I felt. It was slick, lubricating fluid. I continued to stroke my fingers up and down her slit for long seconds before I realized what I was doing and drew my hand up to her ass again.
"I hope you learned a lesson," I croaked out, my hand still squeezing her breast.
"Uh huh," she gasped softly before whispering. "I'm sorry Daddy."
"You should be," I forced myself to say as I started to lift her up, her left hand moving to press on my legs for support. She lifted herself up until she was standing and then, before stepping back, reached for my hard cock and wrapped her hand around it, stroking it several times before suddenly letting go of it and stepping back.
She sank into the water, staring at my hard cock, now pointing straight up. I looked down at myself and tried to pull the tiny red suit up over my hardon, covering only a small portion of it successfully. "I think I'll call it a night," I said, swinging my legs over the side of the tub. I stood next to the tub, pushed the red suit down my legs and then set it on the edge of the tub, leaving me standing completely naked as they had been. I turned and walked to the house, my rigid shaft swinging side to side with each step.
I picked up my clothes from the living room and walked to the bedroom, not even turning on the light as I dropped everything on the foot of the bed and then lay down. My mind was filled with a confusing convolution of Emily's body and my daughter's bodies as I stroked my rigid shaft. I felt my climax building quickly as my brain thought about the wetness of Tabby's pussy on my fingers and the hotness of her body against mine. I could feel the softness of her breast in my hand and the hardness of her nipple pressing into my palm. It was only a short leap and my brain was imagining having Tabby just turn around in the tub, instead of settling under the water, bending over and pushing her pussy and ass out at me. I came hard, squiring shot after shot of cum on my chest and stomach as I imagined how it would feel to push my cock into her hot wet pussy.
My sleep was restless and filled with images of sex. Sex with Emily in the store, not just once but in various places in the store, and sex with my own daughters. At times my dreams seemed almost real, my brain moving my hips in my sleep to the images and sensations that my brain presented. I saw first Tabby kneeling over me, sliding herself down my shaft, to be replaced moments later by Diane bouncing wildly on my shaft. In my dream I could see her breasts, bouncing and swinging with each stroke, her moans and gasps encouraging my own orgasm toward climax. I felt her soft wet tunnel stroking me, caressing my shaft and head, feeling her depths press against my engorged head at the end of each stroke. I lifted my hands to her breasts, capturing the bouncing orbs, rubbing my thumbs across each hard nipple. I could feel their weight as she bounced wildly on me, my hands barely able to keep them captured. I could tell I was about to come, her own climax squeezing and spasming her tunnel around me. I felt my cum start to flow up on its terminal trip, my hips bucking up into her sexy body.
I woke with a start, the sensations finally overcoming the discontinuities of my dream, my body bucking hard up against the weight on my hips. The groan of pleasure I heard was no longer part of the confused dream but a reality my brain was trying desperately to process. I realized I was reaching out in the dark, holding the soft skin of two large breasts. I felt a person sitting astride of me, my ongoing climax surging cum out and at the same time making it difficult to process the sudden change in conditions. No longer was I laying on the floor of the store, pumping my cum up into Tabby, but instead was laying on my bed, pumping my cum up into an as yet unidentified woman.
As my climax began to subside, I slid my hands from her breasts, easing them along the soft body on me, exploring and searching for who. I felt hair nearly down to her breasts, hanging down as she moaned softly over me. "God Daddy," I heard Tabby whisper.
"Tabby!" I said in shock, jerking myself up in the dark, only to flop back down as she leaned farther forward, her soft tits pressing to my chest. "Jesus Tabby!" I practically shouted, rolling the two of us over on the bed and pulling back, my cock sliding out of her as I pushed myself up to my knees over her in the dark.
"Shhhhh," she whispered, pressing her fingers to my lips, fingers that smelled and tasted like pussy. "You'll wake up Diane."
"Wake up Diane? God Tabby. What did you do?"
"What we both wanted. I could tell, out in the hot tub, you sticking your fingers in my pussy, your cock was rock hard from looking at our naked bodies. We both wanted this," she whispered. "God you felt good coming inside me. Better than even in my dreams."
"Jesus," I swore quietly, dropping to the bed next to her and rolling onto my back again. I felt her move my arm and then roll against me, pressing her body against mine, her leg over mine and her thigh nudging my balls. Her hot breath tickled my ear slightly as she gently kissed the side of my face, her hand sliding down my chest to my crotch, gently cupping my now softened cock. "This isn't right," I whispered.
"So who's gonna know?" she whispered back.
"I will."
"Shhhh. Just get back to sleep. It'll be alright. You'll see," she whispered, shifting her head and body, clearly getting comfortable against me. It wasn't long before her breathing was slow and steady, falling asleep as if what she had done was perfectly natural. I unfortunately wasn't nearly so comfortable, and sleep didn't come for a considerable time.
My dreams were convoluted, images of my daughters stripping before me in multiple places and situations, each time teasing my body and coaxing my cock to its full proportions before walking away and leaving me hanging. Finally, the last time, Tabby took her swimsuit off at the beach, thigh deep in the water, pushing mine down as well. She turned her back to me and bent over, guiding me into her hot wet pussy. "That's it Daddy. Fuck my hot little pussy," she whispered over the sound of the waves, my hips slowly pumping my rigid shaft in and out of her.
I woke to the partial light of just past dawn filtering in the windows. At first I thought it had all been a dream, but that thought lasted only moments as I realized I was on my side, one of my daughters curled up on her side in front of me, trying to thrust her ass back at me as I thrust my hips toward her. My cock slide in and out of her, driving deep with every thrust, her hand on my hip encouraging me to push forward again.



"Oh damn," I groaned, my brain telling me to stop but my body telling me to keep stroking into her. Her pussy felt velvety soft and firm at the same time. The hot confines caressed each inch of my shaft with each stroke, her softness almost demanding that I push back in again until my head pressed against the end of her tunnel. The sounds of her soft mews and moans seemed to push my approaching climax closer with each stroke.
"Oh god. Gonna come Daddy," she moaned as her legs started to tremble. "Harder. Oh god fuck me harder!" she begged, my body responding on its own by jamming into her harder. "That's it. Almost there. Oh fuck. Almost there!" she grunted as her body shook more, little shivers and shudders seeming to ripple through her body. "FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as her whole body went rigid, her pussy clenching around me as I tried to keep thrusting into her. The tightness of her pussy and the softness of the breast in my hand seemed to be at odds of sensations, but in the best possible way. With one more sharp jab, I drove my cock into her and drew her tightly to my chest as my body started to convulse, my cum pumping out into her pussy as my hips tried to drive deeper into her with each new surge of cum.
"Oh god," I breathed quietly, my climax retreating and the reality of what I had just done with my own daughter invading the pleasure of the moment.
"I know. It was sooooo good wasn't it?" she whispered, her fingers gently stroking my hip as she lay against me, my arm sliding to wrap around her more, cupping her other breast as I buried my face in her neck and soft blonde hair.
"It was so wrong," I finally whispered, my brain demanding that I pull my softening cock from her yet also telling me to leave it exactly where it was.
"Something this good can't be that wrong," she whispered back. "You have to know I'm not a virgin, so it isn't like you're taking something from me. You're sharing something with me that I want you to share."
"Actually, I didn't know that," I breathed, trying to cope with a suddenly new revelation on top of the fact that my dick was buried in my own daughter's pussy.
"Daddy?"
"Yeah Tabby?"
"Are you mad at me?"
"I don't blame you for this. No, I'm not mad at you," I whispered back.
"Are you mad at yourself?"
"Pretty much."
"Why?"
"Dads are supposed to protect their children, not take advantage of them like this."
"But you ARE protecting me!" she said, moving her hand from my hip to capture my arm and pull it tightly against her body. "Trust me. I feel VERY protected."
"I still don't feel right about this," I said, trying to pull my arm away from her only to have her clamp herself tighter to it.
"Don't. Please," she coaxed, getting me to relax. "I did do it on purpose though."
"What was that?"
"The swimsuits. I've known for a long time you were turned on by us, but you always tried to hide it, even from yourself. I knew if we wore tiny suits for you that you'd get a hardon."
"Yeah. Well I couldn't help it."
"I know. But that was what I wanted. I wanted you to be turned on by us. Or at least me. I wanted to feel your hard cock between my legs and slide into me. I wanted to feel you come inside me and pump your cum into my excited pussy. I wanted to come around you and feel what it was like to climax on your fat cock. I wanted all that, and I sorta had to trick you to get it."
"Well, you most definitely got it," I answered.
"I don't want it to be the last time," she whispered.
"Huh? You're telling me you WANT to have sex with your father?"
"I want to have sex with the sweetest, most caring, loving man I know," she whispered. "Just so happens that guy is my dad."
"I don't understand."
"I'm not a virgin, but, well, the guys that I've had sex with are always interested in getting it off and then they're done. They don't seem to care if I got satisfied or even want more. To them, it's always about having sex, not making love. You told us that when we grew up and got older that we'd meet a guy that would care as much about what we felt as what he felt, and when we met him that sex would be fantastic. Until then we were supposed to keep it to ourselves. Well, I didn't and now I'm wishing I did, because I know how gentle and caring it can be."
"Oh sweetie," I said softly.
"It's alright Dad. I'm okay with my choices, I just want more. I want to learn different ways to be pleasured and to pleasure. I want to explore, and I don't think these guys I've been banging are going to be the way to get that."
"And you think I am?"
"I know you are," she whispered, rolling over to face me after my softening cock slid from her pussy. She moved her face to mine, gently kissing me. "So what do we try next?"
"Who said there would be a next?"
"Come on Daddy. You KNOW I want a next and another next and another next."
"Sounds like you're assuming a lot," I said quietly.
"Uh huh. But I know you'll give in. You always do," she said with a little giggle.
"Oh lord," I said quietly, wondering what I was going to do about my daughter and her obvious desires.
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There was no doubt that I needed to talk to someone about Tabitha's behavior. It had only been one night, but she left me with no doubt that there would be other such encounters. As a single dad it's my responsibility to take care of my daughters, but somehow I didn't expect to have to take care of them in THIS way. I mean I did the parental job of giving them some introduction to sex so they at least understood things, but I never expected that to come back in this way.
The question was, who exactly could I talk to? Over the years I'd gone out with a number of women, but who could I trust to be discrete about this? Then it came to me. Sylvia, the girl's Gynecologist. At the prodding of the girls, Sylvia and I had gone out to dinner a couple times. Though there was some interest, things just hadn't progressed to the point of more than a little making out, almost like a couple of nervous teenagers.
I picked up my office phone, and dialed her personal cell phone. I didn't really expect her to pick up during the work day, but she said if I left a message she'd always call me back. "Sylvia. It's George. I have something I'd like to discuss. Could we get together for a little talk? Thanks. Talk to you later." I hung up the phone and went back to the mountain of paperwork on my desk.
"George," I said, answering my phone a few minutes later.
"George! It's Sylvia. I got your message. What's up? Something wrong with one of the girls?" she asked with obvious concern.
"Hi Sylvia. No, nothing wrong. Well, not in a physical sense. But I have something a little delicate I'd like to talk about."
"I see. You want to come by the office? I could work you in later this afternoon. I know I have at least one cancelation around three."
"If you don't mind. I'd prefer if we could do this a little more privately," I said feeling a flutter in my stomach from nervousness.
"Ohhhhh. More privately? Planning on continuing our last private conversation?"
"Not specifically."
"Awwwww. I was hoping you wanted to continue that little conversation like you promised. Oh well. If you want privacy, how about my place?"
"That'd be great. I'll bring some take-out. I don't want you to have to put yourself out on my account."
"Ohhhhh. Take-out. Fancy!" she said over the phone with a girlish giggle. "Tell you what. Make it Chinese and you have a date."
"Chinese it is. About six?"
" Better make it about six thirty. I'm rarely done at the office before six."
"Six thirty it is," I said with a smile, glad that I had a path forward.
"See you at six thirty. And George. I wouldn't mind if you continue where you left off last time. Let's see. If I remember right you'd just talked me out of my panties. I'll start the same way if you want too," she whispered into the phone barely loud enough for me to hear.
I chuckled softly. "You're something else."
"A good something else I hope."
"Yes. A good something else," I answered her.
"Good. See you this evening then. I better get back to my patients."
"Alright. See you tonight," I answered before hanging up the phone.
I liked Sylvia. She was a vibrant, bubbly, petite woman with an obvious hint of Asian ancestry. My girls had wrangled things so that the two of us both thought the other had made an invitation to go out on a dinner date, an obvious setup once the two of us met for dinner. We had a good laugh and an enjoyable dinner. Over the next year or so we'd enjoyed each other's company several times and gotten to know each other fairly well, leading to our last outing, dinner and a movie, followed by a little heavy making out at her place before we were interrupted by an emergency call. We'd not had a chance to continue that particular direction since, though I wasn't opposed to doing so. She was clearly not opposed to the thought.
I made sure the girls were set for dinner at home and then went to pick up take-out, as I had promised, selecting the things I thought I remembered were her favorite Chinese dishes based on our limited number of dates. I arrived on her doorstep at almost exactly six thirty, still dressed in my sport coat from work.
"Well, now don't we look enticing!" she said as she opened the door for me, wearing a thigh length dress that was obliviously what she had worn to work as well.
"Thank you, I think," I answered as she moved aside to let me in. She closed the door behind me and followed me to the kitchen where I set down the bag with our dinner. She set plates and glasses of water on the table while I pulled the little white cardboard containers from the bag.
"Don't know what it is, but I LOVE Chinese take-out a whole lot better than my own cooking. I've just never quite gotten the hang of the spices," she said as she sat down in a chair across from where I stood.
"I find it enjoyable," I agreed as I sat as well.
"So, what's all the mystery? Something you wanted to talk about but not at the office? Are the girls alright?" she asked as she dished some rice onto her plate.
"Oh. They're fine. At least I guess they are."
"Okay George. What's going on? I don't think I've seen you this evasive about anything before, except buying vibrators or when the last time you had sex was. This isn't about sex is it?"
"Well it sorta is."
"You gave them the sex talk a LONG time ago. They're both eighteen going on nineteen. What could possibly be a sex problem with them at this point?"
I silently dished some food on my plate, unsure how to start what I needed to talk about. She seemed to understand that I was searching, and remained quiet, eating her own food and waiting for me to find the words I needed. "It's Tabby. She's...um...she's. Oh god."
"It's alright. Just let it out," she said, leaning toward me and trying to coax me to breathe first.
I spent the next few minutes explaining about buying their clothes and swimwear, their little game with their disappearing bikinis.
"Well, that's not a horrible thing. A lot of girls have crushes on their fathers and want to flaunt their assets. It's not that unusual."
"Is it unusual to have them climb in bed with you while you're asleep and have sex with you?" I blurted out.
Sylvia nearly choked on her food, struggling to swallow it and then taking a long drink of her water before saying anything. "You're telling me that you woke up in the night and she was what? Playing with your dick?"
"Oh if it was only that simple. No, I woke up and she was riding me like a horse," I said, looking down at my plate.
Sylvia was silent for long seconds before she finally spoke again. "Well, it's not unheard of, but yes, that is a little unusual."
"Yeah. Not surprised."
"Obviously from your comments, you're more than a little uncomfortable with the situation."
"Understatement."
"Yeah. Well. Boy. Um. Why don't we finish dinner and then go to the living room and talk about this."
"Sure," I answered, going back to eating, even though at that moment I wasn't all that hungry.
"So has she shown any other signs of being sexually attracted to you?" she asked a few minutes later as we munched on the food on our plates.
"Well in hind sight, yes. I took them shopping for clothes for vacation and they took me to a swimwear shop and gave me an EXTREMELY sexy bikini show."
"Oh. Did you get turned on by it?"
"Embarrassingly, yes."
"And they knew that?"
"Oh yeah," I answered.
"I take it you had an erection?"
"Oh yeah."
"Okay. Come on," she said, getting up from the table. She stepped around to my side of the table and stood waiting, holding her hand out. "Come on. I don't bite."
I got up and let her draw me by the hand toward the living room. She stopped in front of the sofa and turned me to face her. "Take off your clothes."
"Huh?"
"You want my help right? Take off your clothes."
"I don't know how this is going to help."
"Trust me. I know exactly what I'm doing," she said, reaching out to me and pushing my sport coat off my shoulders. She let it slide down my arms and then tossed it onto the back of the sofa. "I am a doctor after all. I'm trained in a lot more than just women's vaginas."
"I'm sure of that. But..." I protested as she started pulling the knot on my tie.
"But nothing. I wouldn't do anything to hurt you. Just relax and trust me while I get you comfortable."
"Somehow having you undress me isn't exactly making me comfortable."
"No?" she asked, tossing my tie aside. "Nervous about getting naked in front of a doctor? Well, you wouldn't be the first man to be nervous in front of a woman doctor. Tell you what. I'd never do this at the office, but here, why not. Maybe it'll make you feel less uncomfortable," she said as she reached behind her back. Moments later she pulled her hands back in front of her and shook the dress off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and body. She stepped out of the dress, now pooled on the floor around her feet and bent to pick it up. She tossed it on the sofa on my coat, leaving her standing in high heels, thigh high stockings and a lacy little bra that really didn't hide all that much of her firm little B cup breasts. Her mound had a neatly trimmed mat of almost black curls, pointing like a little arrow toward the gap between her legs. "There, that's better, isn't it?"
"Uh. Not really," I chuckled, shaking my head slightly. "Now I'll just have a hard-on, which is probably more embarrassing."
"That's okay. We were going to have to get it warmed up anyway. Now you just have a head start on it," she said as she reached for my shirt and started to unbutton it.
"You want me to have a hard-on?"
"Of course. I can't evaluate what Tabitha is being drawn to if I can't see it that way, can I?" she asked, pulling my shirttail out of my pants and pushing my shirt off my shoulders.
"I suppose not," I agreed with a little frown, not entirely sure what kind of 'evaluation' she was going to do.
She squatted down in front of me and untied my shoes, coaxing me to lift each foot, pulling off my shoes one at a time. Still squatting in front of me, she undid my pants and let them slide down, leaving only my boxers covering my bent and mostly hard dick. She looked up at me and grinned. "Now. Relax. Trust me. I've seen men's penises in all kinds of shapes, sizes and states." She lifted her hands to the waist of my boxers and slid them down, my cock springing out to poke straight out at her face. She seemed unphased by it and coaxed me to lift my feet again, tossing my pants and underwear onto the sofa, leaving me in nothing but my socks. She reached her hands up toward my dick, wrapping both hands around it and giving it a few soft gentle strokes. "Very nice. Nice full girth, excellent length, circumcised," she noted almost to herself before using one hand to gently lift and cup my balls. "Nice size, no obvious issues. Overall, an extremely nice above average penis."
"Above average?"
"Well, we'd have to get it fully hard to really measure it, but I can already tell that you're probably at least an inch longer than the average penis. Maybe a bit larger around too."
"What does this have to do with Tabby?"
"Oh quite a lot actually," she said. "Why don't we get this all the way hard and see where we stand?" she asked, looking up at me. Before I could answer she leaned her face toward me and engulfed my engorged head in her hot wet mouth. She used both hands to slide along my shaft, following her lips. On and off my shaft she moved her mouth, her tongue teasing the bottom side of my shaft and head as she pushed her mouth on and off of me.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, trying not to thrust my hips at her and the incredible sensations she was causing. If I had to judge, she was definitely better at this than Emily, though I had to admit that Emily's blow job was the first I'd had in many years.
"Well, now we have something to work with," she said pulling her mouth off my cock. "Feeling any more comfortable?"
"Not really," I said as she gently teased my cock with her hands.
"Well, maybe we need to reverse the rolls then," she said, moving on her knees to the sofa and lifting herself off the floor to sit on it. "It's kind of nice to do this at home instead of the office. It's nice to not have to be quite as clinical for a change." She spread her legs and lifted her feet off the floor, hooking her heels on the edge of the sofa to spread her pussy for me.
Her lips were full and round with a significant amount of her soft inner lips protruding. Her shaved, soft looking lips were centered in an untanned triangle of creamy white skin. Her darker inner lips protruding glistened in the harsh living room lights, wet with her obvious excitement. "So what do you think?"
"I think that you're lovely," I answered honestly.
"Well, feel free to inspect me as closely as you wish," she said with a grin. "Turnabout is fair play, isn't it?"
"I'd say so," I answered as I knelt in front of her, thinking more about sex at the moment than that we were supposed to be talking about Tabby. I reached out and gently teased a finger up and down her soft outer lips, intentionally avoiding her soft inner lips. I moved the tip of my finger closer and closer to her soft folds before ever so slightly teasing my finger across that sensitive spot between her pussy and her rosebud. I felt her stiffen slightly and then relax again as I drew my finger up between her wet lips, letting the tip dip into her tunnel entrance slightly before drawing it up her pubic bone to the end of her slit and her hooded clit. I rolled my hand slightly and added a second finger, pulling and spreading her inner folds to force her clit up and out of its hood. I lowered my face down and slowly stroked my tongue up her wet lips, spreading them as I slid up her wetness, finally drawing my tongue slowly over her exposed clit.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned softly. "Now that's what I call an examination."
"You like?" I asked as I lowered my face for another long slow stroke.
"Oh god yes."
I teased my tongue up her slit again, stroking across her clit at the end of my stroke and then gently teasing the hard nub with the tip of my tongue. She moaned and tried to push her hips up at me as I licked again, making sure to tease her clit at least as much as her tongue had teased my engorged head.
"Oh my god. You're making me so fucking turned on. God I want your cock in me so bad," she moaned, reaching between her legs for my head. "Come on up here and fuck me sweetie," she moaned as I stroked her pussy yet again with my tongue.
At the end of my stroke I let her coax me higher, kissing my way up her mound and stomach, spreading the juices on my face up her body as I worked higher. I stopped my kisses long enough to flick the little front catch on her bra, the cups springing apart to expose her creamy white orbs and rock hard pink nipples. I kissed my way to her breasts, teasing each nipple with my tongue before sucking it into my mouth, drawing a new moan from her lips. I reached down to my cock and aimed my engorged head at her sopping wet lips, teasing it up and down her soft wet folds before letting it engage into the entrance to her tunnel.
She moved her feet from the edge of the sofa to hook her heels on my ass, trying to pull me into her as she arched her back and pushed her pussy toward my cock. "Ohhhh god yes. Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I started stroking into her, working the full length of my shaft up into her as it became lubricated. In and out I stroked, her body rocking and arching with each push into her, constantly changing the sensations on my sliding cock. Her moans and gasps grew louder with each passing second, my cock sliding fully into her and pressing against her cervix with each stroke. "Oh god George. Fuck me harder. Please stop teasing me and fuck me harder! God I'm so fucking close to coming."
"Uh huh," I grunted feeling the exact same way, but not wanting to rush our first time. I stroked slightly faster, her body bouncing off my thighs, her small firm tits bouncing and wiggling like little mounds of jello with each impact. I leaned my head down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, gently nibbling the hard nub and causing her to cry out in surprise and pleasure. I felt her pussy start to clench and contract around me as her body shuddered, her breathing ragged and gaspy. "God. Gonna come," I grunted, not sure if she wanted me to come in her or not. Her response was to pull me harder with her heels, clearly coaxing me to climax inside her. "Uh. God. Here it comes," I grunted as my body bucked hard, jamming myself into her as far as I could go.
"YES!" she cried, her body suddenly jerking as well, the spasm seeming to be in response to the flow of my hot cum lancing into her. Her body jerked and shuddered in time with mine until we were both drained. "Oh Jesus George. Ohhhh my god does your cock feel good."
"You feel pretty spectacular around me too."
"Trust me. I'm average sized, but you, you're not a monster, like a horse, but easily two inches larger than average, with enough thickness to make nearly any woman feel full, and probably really stretch the limits of a smaller woman."
"I don't think I've ever been analyzed like that," I answered, not quite sure how to take her comments.
"Trust me. It'll be the only time. From now on all I'll care about is getting you back into me again, as many times and as many ways as you want," she said, as she slid a hand between us and gently teased her fingers around where I was still buried between her lips. "It's no wonder Tabitha wants to be having sex with you. She's probably comparing you to those young boys, most of which aren't fully developed yet. Most young men don't get their full length and thickness until at least twenty or twenty two."
"So what do we do? What do I do?" I asked as I softened inside her.
"Well. I think maybe we should have a talk with her. You know. Try to get this out in the open and see what we can work out."
"You think that's a good idea?"
"Oh definitely. I can help you with that. I know having these kind of discussions with your daughters are uncomfortable."
"They are that."
"Okay. Let me get up then," she said, gently pushing me back. She got up from the sofa, walked to the kitchen and came back with her phone. "What's her number?"
I told her Tabby's cell number and then reached for my boxers.
"No. Don't do that," she said, reaching for my boxers with one hand and pressing call with the other.
"Hi Tabitha? This is Doctor Jennings. Yes. That's right. No. Nothing serious. I wonder if you could come by my house. Well, your father and I have been discussing things, and he's concerned about what happened yesterday. I told him I'd be happy to try and help out. Oh we just need to have a discussion. No you're not in any trouble. Sure. I'll text you my address. Alright. See you soon then."
"So?"
"She'll come right over. Should be here in about half an hour or so."
"Okay. Well, that gives us time to get dressed and such. Not sure she needs to know I was having sex with her doctor."
"Actually, I think it would be a very good idea for her to find out. I mean she should know that you have an active and healthy sex life."
"Okay, so we can tell her that we're having sex."
"No. I don't think you understand. I think she should understand what that means, and being naked with me, even though I'm her doctor, seems like an excellent way to impress upon her that this is what adults that have feelings for each other do. At least I presume you have some feelings for me, at least after our last date I'm making that assumption."
"Oh. No. You're right. I do like you. Quite a bit actually. Otherwise we wouldn't have been doing what we were when we got cut short," I answered.



"Good," she said with a smile, setting the phone aside. "Now as I recall when we were cut short last time we were doing something like this," she said as she rolled herself half on top of me. She pulled one of my hands between her legs as leaned her face toward mine, pressing her lips against mine softly. I let my fingers slip between her lips and gently tease and stroke her, trying not to overly stimulate her already sensitive clit. She moved her leg farther across mine to spread her legs farther as she kissed me, occasionally sucking my lower lip and moaning softly into my mouth. "Oh yeah. This is EXACTLY what we were doing, only with a few more clothes on. It's a lot easier this way isn't it?" she asked before pressing her lips to mine again.
I could feel her hard nipple pressing into my side as she let her fingers stroke up and down my chest, occasionally worming between my body and her thigh to tease my already growing cock. I'd long since lost track of how long we were teasing each other when she whispered softly, "Someone feels like he's already getting turned on again. I know I am. I love what you do with your fingers. If we hadn't gotten interrupted last time I'd have probably ended up straddling your lap, fucking your brains out!"
"Oh yeah?"
"Uh huh," she moaned as I circled her clit with the tip of my finger. "Ohhhh god you're so bad, or so good. I'm not sure which!"
"Uh huh," I answered, feeling her wrap her hand around my mostly hard cock.
"What should I do with this?"
"I can think of a few things."
"Oh? Let's see. I could give you another examination."
"That wasn't what I was thinking," I whispered back.
"No? Hmmm. What else could I do with it?"
"I'll leave that up to your imagination."
"You're taking a lot for granted."
"Uh uh. I have a good hunch you can think of all kinds of pleasant things to do with that," I said softly with a chuckle.
"Oh trust me. I can think of plenty of things to keep us busy for a LOOOONG time!" She giggled as she pushed herself onto my lap, one leg on either side of me. She pushed herself up, shrugging off the bra that was still hanging on her shoulders, leaving her in only her stockings and shoes. She grinned at me as she reached down between her legs, finding my cock and pulling it up vertical. I moved my hand from between her legs and slid both my hands up to her firm breasts as she rubbed my head between her lips. "Let's see how you like this," she said softly as she settled her petite form down on me, her pussy expanding to take my shaft into herself. "Ohhhhhh god. You feel so damn big, and you're not even all the way yet," she moaned as she started to slowly ride up and down my shaft.
"Mmmmmm. I like this," I sighed softly, feeling no urgency and more than content to let her pick her pace. I wasn't worried about coming too soon. I always last a lot longer the second time around. She bounced on my lap, her ass slapping rhythmically on my thighs, her firm breasts bouncing lightly in my hands as I let them slide slightly, rubbing her nipples on my palms with her own motions.
"Yeah. Me too," she breathed softly. "This was how I wanted to be last time we were together. But it was worth the wait."
"Uh huh," I agreed as she used her knees to push herself up and drop down my shaft. We hadn't been this way enough for me to learn her triggers, but I was reasonably sure that she was moments away from another climax, so I changed my grip on her breasts, moving my hands to hold her nipples between my finger and thumb. As she dropped onto me faster her bouncing breasts pulled and tugged at her nipples, my fingers gently squeezing and twisting them as well.
"Oh shit. OHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed loudly, her pussy clamping around my cock as she slammed herself down hard on my lap. I felt her whole body shudder and tremble as she sat astride me, her pussy squeezing and kneading my shaft. "Ohhhhhhh god," she moaned, leaning herself toward me. "I need to rest my pussy a minute," she whispered, gently moving my hands from her tits so she could lean against my chest. I cupped her ass cheeks and gently squeezed and massaged her firm butt as she lay on me, panting for breath. "God I could fuck you all day and night," she said with a soft whispered giggle.
"I'd be inclined to let you," I agreed equally quietly, her hips moving occasionally to keep me hard inside her.
The doorbell rang, interrupting our gentle snuggle. Sylvia pushed up off of me and trotted across the room to the front door. She didn't bother to even shield herself with it as she opened it, standing completely naked in full view of whoever was there. "Tabitha. Come in!" she said, stepping back and holding the door open for my daughter to come into the room. "Come on over. We need to have a real girl talk," she said, closing the door behind her.
Tabby walked over toward the sofa, staring at my engorged cock, glistening with Sylvia's pussy juices. "You might as well take these off," Sylvia said, tugging on the small shorts and tank top that Tabby had on.
"Here?"
"Sure. You've already been naked in front of your father, and you had sex with him in bed. You shouldn't be too bashful about being naked in front of him now, should you?"
"I guess not," she said a little hesitantly. Hesitant or not, Sylvia pulled Tabby's tank top up and off and then undid her bra, letting her large round breasts hang in full view. She bent, her big tits hanging down and swinging with her motions as she pushed her shorts and the tiny panties she had on, down her legs.
"Much better. Now, come have a seat," Sylvia said, drawing Tabby by the hand over toward me. Instead of the sofa, Sylvia turned Tabby to sit sideways on my lap, pressing my cock against my body with her bare ass cheek.
"Sylvia..." I started to protest as Tabby sat on my lap.
"Shhhh," She interrupted. "Trust me George."
I opened my mouth to protest again and then closed it, not sure what I was going to argue at that moment.
"So, Tabitha. I understand you had a rather interesting day yesterday?"
"Well, we did have a little shopping trip," she answered a little meekly.
"Oh? Would you like to tell me about it?"
"I guess. Um. Is there some reason we're all naked?"
"Well, since you're clearly an adult, I don't see any reason that you shouldn't be treated as one. Your father and I were just engaging in a little adult recreation, and it wouldn't really be appropriate for you to remain dressed while we were naked, would it?"
"I guess not."
"So your shopping trip?"
"Um. We went to get some clothes for vacation and new swimsuits."
"I see. You got some really sexy suits?"
"KInda."
"KInda? From what I heard more than kinda."
"Well, we got these slick little white ones that get transparent when they're wet."
"And you wanted to wear them for your dad?"
"Yeah," she said quietly.
"Tell me, do you get excited, sexually I mean, showing off your body to your dad? Like sitting here, naked on his lap. Does that turn you on?"
"Yeah, it kinda does," she whispered back, wiggling her ass a little.
"How kinda? Are you wet now?"
"Pretty wet." Tabby admitted.
"George. Why don't you feel how wet she is," Sylvia said, looking at me, almost startling me.
"Huh?"
"Feel her vagina. See how wet she is."
"You want me to feel up my own daughter?" I asked a little surprised. I wasn't expecting her 'help' to end up going this direction.
"Sure. I mean if she's really sexually attracted to you she won't mind you touching her that way. Right Tabitha?"
"Uh. No," Tabby said, clearly a little unsure of herself.
Sylvia reached across from where she was sitting and spread Tabby's legs apart, exposing her completely shaved pussy. "Go ahead George."
"Um. Sure," I answered, moving my hand to reach between my daughter's legs and stroked a finger up her lips, spreading them and feeling her wetness.
"So is she wet?"
"Pretty wet, yeah."
"Turned on by your father, or just being naked around us?"
"I don't know. Maybe the first one."
"You know, we were having sex when you got here. Does that bother you?"
"Not really. I mean he had sex with that lady at the swimwear shop," she said, making Sylvia look over at me in surprise.
"So him having sex with other women doesn't make you feel... jealous?"
"Not really. I want him to have sex with other women. I think he needs to find someone to replace my mom in his life. He's been alone for so long both Diane and I feel kinda sorry for him."
"So you want to have sex with him so he isn't lonely?"
"Oh god no. No I want to have sex with him because he's a fantastic fuck! I've been sneaking peeks at his cock in the shower and stuff for, well a long time. I just finally decided it was time to do more than look."
"I see. So when you look at him, how do you see him?"
"I mean he's my dad. How do you mean?"
"Let me put it another way. When you think about having sex with your dad, do you think of it as oh this is nice and tomorrow I'll move on, or gee I want to have sex forever, or something in between?"
"I don't know. I hadn't really thought about it. I just, well I love my dad and I wanted to...I don't know. I just wanted to feel him that way."
"So it's not sex, just a physical connection you're looking for?"
"I guess sorta."
Sylvia slid off the sofa to kneel in front of Tabby. "Stand up sweetie. Just for a minute."
"Okay," she said with a shrug, pushing herself up from my lap.
Sylvia stepped over next to her and reached down to my lap, wrapping her hand around my shaft. "Now back down," Sylvia said, gripping my still hard cock and holding it upward. She aimed it straight at Tabby's wet pussy.
"Oh god," Tabby gasped softly as Sylvia aimed my cock at her wet pussy while she sat down, sinking down the length of my shaft until her ass rested on my legs again. "Ohhhhhh god," She breathed.
Sylvia moved back to the sofa and let Tabby sit on my lap for several seconds before saying anything. "Okay. So this is what you want? That intense physical connection?"
"Ohhhhh god," Tabby moaned, trying to sit still on my cock.
"Do you want more than that? Do you want to be having sex with him?"
"Oh god yes," Tabby moaned, her body shuddering slightly almost as if she were already having an orgasm.
"Why?" Sylvia asked quietly.
"Because it feels so damn good in me."
"Tabitha. Before last night, have you ever done anything with your father, something you kept secret, maybe even from him?"
"Oh god," Tabby moaned, covering her face. After several seconds she pulled her hands away, took a deep breath and looked at me. "Sometimes I'd sneak into his room at night and play with his cock. At first I'd just touch it and watch it get hard, then I got braver and I'd lick it and stuff. Then one night he was laying on his back and his cock was really hard, so I tried to put it into my pussy. I got it almost all the way in before he groaned and tried to roll over. I got scared and hid by the side of the bed until I was sure he was asleep again."
"So you've been doing this for a while, slowly working up the courage to finally just have sex. What if he hadn't woken up while you were doing other things? Before yesterday? Would you have told him?"
"I'm sorry daddy. No. I was afraid he'd be mad at me."
"But he isn't mad at you, is he?"
"He doesn't seem mad."
"I assure you, he's not. But he is concerned, which is why he came to talk to me about it. So, what do you think we should do about this?"
"I don't know."
"Do you think getting this out into the open will help? Make it less forbidden maybe?"
"Maybe," Tabby answered meekly.
"Well, maybe that's what we should do then," Sylvia said with a smile. "Maybe we should let you participate like an adult."
"An adult?"
"Yes," she said simply, standing up. "Come on," Sylvia added, gently tugging on one of Tabby's hands. She coaxed her off my lap, and my cock, coaxing her down onto the carpeted floor. "Come on George," she coaxed me as she got Tabby laying on her back on the floor, her knees pulled up and back to expose her pussy. "Why don't you do to Tabitha what you did to me earlier?"
"Everything?" I asked in surprise.
"Of course. It's what you would do to any adult woman, isn't it?"
"Well, yeah, but she's my daughter."
"All the more reason to show her love and tenderness," Sylvia said gently. "Come on." She pulled my hand and I slid hesitantly off the sofa onto my hands and knees.
"Are you sure about this?"
"Absolutely!" Sylvia answered emphatically.
I wasn't so sure this was the best thing to be doing, but I had asked for her help and she has a lot more schooling and experience in psychology than I do. I crawled between Tabby's legs and lowered my face to her pussy, tentatively reaching out and licking her full round wet pussy lips with the tip of my tongue. I gently traced the soft slit between her full lips and then laid on my stomach so I could wrap my arms around her thighs. With my fingers gently pulling her full outer lips apart, I pressed my tongue between them, teasing the soft pink inner folds of her womanhood, tasting her arousal and listening to the soft moans my strokes were generating.
"That's it. Make her want it. Let her feel your love for her. Tease her soft young pussy until she begs for you to fill it with your big, long, fat cock," Sylvia whispered, her face near mine, her cheek almost laying on Tabby's stomach. "That's it. Lick her hot wet pussy. Can you feel her getting more and more turned on?"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I dug my tongue into her pussy again, stroking up to her now unshrouded clit and flicking across it.
"Oh god daddy! Fuck me. Please fuck me!" Tabby moaned loudly, trying to hold her hips still but being less and less successful with each stroke of my tongue.
"Yes, George. I think it's time to fuck her hot little pussy," Sylvia whispered.
"Now?" I asked, still unsure of what I was being asked to do.
"Yes. Now." Sylvia coaxed, lifting herself from the floor to help me move back to all fours. She gently reached under me, grasping my rock hard cock in her hand, using it as a handle to draw me toward my daughter's pussy. "Here you go," she said, rubbing my head up and down Tabby's wet pussy lips before reaching out with her other hand to push on my ass, forcing me to lower myself down and drive my cock slowly into my daughter. "There you go," she whispered as my rock hard cock slipped slowly into Tabby.
"Oh god. Soooooo good," Tabby moaned, looping her legs around me to hook her feet on my ass. She lifted her ass off the floor, pulling herself up toward me and helping to drive my shaft fully into her.
"There you go," Sylvia whispered in my ear, one hand on my bare ass and the other reaching out to one of Tabby's large soft breasts. "Now fuck your sweet little daughter. Let her feel your cock sliding all the way in and out of her. Make her come with your big fat cock!"
"Oh damn," I groaned as I started stroking into her, losing focus on exactly what it was we started, falling fully into the sensations around my shaft.
"Oh god yes daddy!" Tabby cried as she helped pump herself up toward me, driving us together with loud wet slaps. In and out I stroked, my engorged head caressed by her soft hot tunnel with each stroke.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, pumping in and out of her, my climax starting to build. I'd already been in both her and Sylvia a considerable amount of time since I'd come the first time, and the tightness of my daughter's pussy was pushing me toward climax a lot quicker than I thought possible.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god," Tabby moaned as her body started to shudder.
"That's it. Fuck her good. She's already starting to climax," Sylvia whispered before moving away from my face. She leaned down over Tabby's chest and used both hands to capture one of her tits, squeezing it into a cone and sucking the whole areola into her mouth.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Tabby cried as Sylvia sucked on her breast, my cock still plunging in and out rhythmically. "GOD I'M COMING!" she screamed from where she lay on the floor, her pussy spasming around my shaft and pushing me toward the point of no return.
"Shit," I grunted, trying to hold back my climax, still not entirely sure that coming in my own daughter was exactly the right thing to be doing. My body denied my mind's arguments and spasmed, jamming my cock into her hard, a massive squirt of cum lancing out into her tight little pussy.
"FUCK!" Tabby screamed as the feeling of my cock surging into her, filling the tight confines between my shaft and her vaginal walls with my hot slick cum. Her back arched and she dug her heels into my ass, pulling me as deeply into her as she could while I held myself over her, my spasming body trying time after time to jam into her deeper as I unloaded into her.
"Ohhhhhh god," I groaned softly as my body finally started to return control to my brain. "Jesus. I don't believe I just fucked my own daughter." I panted as Sylvia sat up on her knees, reaching out to gently stroke my back.
"You did, and it looked like she enjoyed it every bit as much as I did earlier," she said softly, leaning her face down toward mine. She used two fingers to turn my face to hers and gave me a long soft erotic kiss as I held myself over my panting daughter. "It looked soooooo damn hot too," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "I might have already come twice, but I know I have more in me yet tonight."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. And if she wants to play like an adult, I think maybe we should indulge her."
"You think that's a good idea?"
"Oh yeah. I think it's a perfect idea," she said with a grin. "Why don't you lay down next to her and we'll let her give my pussy a little attention for a while."
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah," Sylvia answered breathlessly, coaxing Tabby's legs from around me. My softening cock slipped from her, my cum leaking from her still gaping pussy as I sat back and leaned against the sofa. "Now Tabitha. Why don't you lick my pussy?" she said as she crawled over her with her head toward Tabby's still spread legs. She lowered her ass down toward Tabby's face and her own face down between Tabby's legs. "Now sweetie. Lick my pussy. Make me come with your tongue like your daddy did to you."
"Oh damn," I groaned as I watched Sylvia lower her head between Tabby's legs, spreading her pussy lips apart and licking down her slit, collecting my cum on her tongue. The two lay there for long minutes, licking each other, the moans and gasps of each growing more pronounced. I'd of course seen this kind of thing in some of the porn I'd been using over the years to deal with the lack of female company, but I'd never seen anything like this in person, let alone between my daughter and someone I was starting to consider more than just a friend. I guess I hadn't even realized it until she said something, drawing my attention to my own lap where I was slowly stroking my again hard cock.
"You wanna come play too? I'm more than ready to have that stuffed in me," Sylvia said with a grin.
"Uh. God. Um. I guess so."
"You don't have to be so enthusiastic."
"It's not that. It's just Tabby," I said a little defensively.
"Trust me. She's doing just fine. Why don't you give me that from behind and let her watch."
"Like that?"
"Uh huh. Can you think of a better way for her to see it all up close and personal?"
"No. I guess not," I answered, getting up to walk around the two. I looked down at Tabby, looking up at me and grinning widely, her hands pulling Sylvia's ass cheeks apart to give me a complete view of her rosebud and pussy. I knelt down and felt Tabby wrap her hand around my cock, pulling it down to her mouth. She engulfed my head and used her other hand to grab my ass and coax me to slide it in and out of her mouth a few times.



"There. Now it's all wet and ready," Tabby said with a grin as she aimed my cock head at Sylvia's wet pussy.
"Oh god," I groaned softly as I slipped into her tight tunnel, her petite frame making her pussy nearly as tight as my daughter's. I held her hips and gently pushed in and out, stroking slowly at first and then working more quickly as Sylvia's moans drove my excitement higher. I could feel my balls slapping something, and expected it was a combination of Sylvia's pussy and my daughter's face as she licked and teased Sylvia's clit with her tongue.
"Oh fuck me! Ohhhhhh god yes, yes, fuck me! Fuck my hot little cunt!" Sylvia gasped over and over as I plunged into her. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming as she climaxed around my plunging cock, moaning and gasping a continuous stream of requests and demands to fuck her harder, faster and so on. I lost track of how long I'd been banging into her before she reached back with one hand and pushed me away, pulling herself off of my cock and crawling off Tabby. "God no more. I can't take any more right now," she panted. "Jesus do I feel fucked out."
"I'm not," Tabby said, rolling over to get up off the ground. "Come on daddy," she coaxed, pulling me by the hand. I got up and followed her around the sofa, where she bent over the back, her ass pushing up in the air toward me. "Fuck me more daddy. I want to feel you come in me again."
"You do?"
"Oh god yes," she groaned as I rubbed my cock head up and down her wet pussy lips. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she groaned loudly as I pushed into her, my cock expanding her tight little tunnel. I started pumping my hips, driving my cock in and out of her as she lay over the sofa. "Oh fuck yes. Sooooo fucking good! Give me all of that cock daddy! Fuck my hot little cunt with that big cock!"
"I think we're going to have to have a talk about your language," I grunted as I plunged in and out of her pussy, drawing a giggle from her.
"First we have to make you come," she said, looking back at me.
"That won't be a problem in a few minutes," I grunted in response.
She lifted her legs off the floor and spread them wide, nearly laying her knees on the back of the sofa as I held her hips so she didn't fall off the sofa, pounding into her. "That's it daddy. Fuck me. Come in my hot little pussy. Come in your daughter's hot wet pussy!"
"Oh shit," I groaned as my body responded to the new position and her dirty talk. I could feel the tingle racing through my body and my balls tightening up in preparation for what was to come. "Here it comes," I grunted as my body felt like it was going to explode. My body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock into her and nearly knocking her off the back of the sofa. I felt my cock pulse a jet of cum into her before jerking and sending another where the first had gone. Half a dozen times my body pumped into her before my climax started to wane.
"Oh yeah," Tabby moaned as she held herself up on the sofa cushions.
Sylvia got up from where she was sitting and walked around the sofa. She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her bare body against my back and ass, her arms gently teasing up and down my chest. "You know. I think you two are going to have to come over and have these little father daughter talks with me every so often."
"More? I thought this was supposed to teach her NOT to want to do this."
"I don't think that's possible. I think that until she gets tired of it, she's gonna be just like me. Begging for it every chance she gets," Sylvia giggled. "You've just shown you can handle two of us just fine," she said softly. "And if Tabitha wants to explore other positions and styles, well, I can't think of a safer place to do that than in her own father's arms."
"Oh lord," I groaned, realizing that my life had just gotten so much more complicated.
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Four days had gone by since my "talk" with Sylvia. I had to admit that I doubted that her rather unorthodox methodology would actually translate into getting Tabitha to back off, but so far it had seemed to do exactly that. Not that Sylvia wasn't somewhat insistent that I come back over again soon, but at least my daughter wasn't appearing in my bed in the middle of the night.
It was Friday and both girls were out on dates, leaving me to my own devices. I'd already been down in my shop for an hour or so working on a project and was quite covered in sawdust from sanding when the doorbell sounded. Feeling a little frustrated at the interruption I put the sandpaper down, pulled off the dust mask and goggles and trudged up the stairs, trying to brush off as much dust as I could before walking across the living room carpet, listening to the doorbell again.
I pulled the door open to see Sylvia standing on the front porch in a short blueish dress that highlighted her blue eyes and tall spike heels that made her already sexy legs look even more stunning. The dress was strapless, her breasts holding the slinky blue material up as it flowed down her body in tantalizingly translucent layers that looked almost like you could see all the way through the short tapered skirt portion to her panties.
"You weren't coming back over to my house, so I thought I'd take matters into my own hands," she said with a bright smile. "I even brought along a little liquid refreshment," she added, pulling a wine bottle from behind her back.
"Oh. Wow. Um. Hi," I said a little stupidly as stepped back and let her into the house, barely able to rip my eyes from her wiggling chest as she stepped past me.
"Looks like you've been busy," she said without the smile leaving her face. "I like a man that's handy with his hands," she said with a soft, little giggle. "Wanna show me what you're working on?"
"Sure," I answered, turning to lead the way across the room toward the stairs. She carefully started navigating down the stairs in her heels, stepping down them much more slowly than me as I bounced down them.
"You know, I don't wear heels this high very often. I'm nervous that I'll fall down these stairs on them," she said, stopping several stairs down and holding out a hand. I turned back to her and stepped back up the dozen stairs to where she stood and took her hand. I chuckled to myself, thinking that only a woman would wear something that made her feel uncomfortable, just because of how she looked. I half turned and swung my free arm under her legs, scooping her petite form into my arms. "OOOOO!" she cried in surprise as I finished twisting and carried her the rest of the way down the stairs.
"There you go," I said softly as I gently set her down, letting her slide from my grasp, her short dress, still hooked over my arm, pulling up over her nicely rounded ass.
She grinned and smoothed the dress down over her practically bare butt. "Trying to sneak a peek?" she asked with a girlish giggle.
"Honestly, I wasn't," I said a little defensively.
"No? Why not? Don't like looking at my tush?"
"You're tush?" I asked, almost laughing at the look on her face and the way she turned and pushed her butt out at me.
"Yeah. That's the medically correct term isn't it? My cute little tushy?" she said playfully, reaching behind her back and flipping up the hem of her dress to flash me her practically bare cheeks, only three little white strings breaking the perfect smoothness of her skin.
"Medically correct or not, I have to admit, it's a good looking tush," I answered, still looking at her butt, even though the dress was covering it again.
"Oh you do like my tush then?"
"I'd be lying if I said I didn't."
"Oh? Well, in that case you can touch it if you want," she said, pulling her skirt up again, this time leaving it held up, exposing her round creamy cheeks.
I chuckled and stepped the short half step toward her, reaching out to cup both firm globes. "You could just say you want to have sex."
"I could, but that wouldn't be nearly as much fun, would it?"
"As much fun as what?"
"Going slow. Teasing a little. Building that anticipation. Last time we just kind of jumped into it. I thought maybe we'd slow the game down a little this time."
"You won't hear me complain," I said with a smile, shuffling a little closer, her bare ass almost touching the quickly growing bulge in my pants as I slipped one hand up and around her body to cup one of her breasts through the slick material of her dress. I stroked my thumb back and forth across her hard nipple, noting the apparent lack of bra.
"I won't complain about you doing that either," she said with a sigh, letting go of the hem of her skirt and slipping her hand between us, her palm pressing against my throbbing hardon. "Mmmmmm. Seems like you won't complain either."
"Uh uh," I answered quietly. "But if we stay down here we'll get a bit dusty."
"So?" she asked with a giggle, abruptly pulling away from my grip, her dress sliding back down to cover her butt again. "So what are you making?"
"A new dresser," I answered as she walked toward the long, eight drawer dresser I'd been sanding on in preparation for staining.
"Looks pretty sturdy," she said as she walked around it, sliding her hand across the dusty top.
"It is," I answered.
"Sturdy enough to hold me up?"
"I don't see why not."
She grinned and turned to look at me. "Tell you what. Why don't you go up and get a couple wine glasses."
"If you want," I answered, turning and heading toward the stairs.
"And a cork screw!" she called after me as I bounded up the stairs.
I returned a few short minutes later with two long stemmed wine glasses and a cork screw. As I walked down the stairs I was treated to a view of an extremely sexy looking woman, reclined across the top of the dresser in a very sexy pose, the nearly see-through lower half of the dress seeming to be even more so now as she lay on her side. "Wow!" was all I could say as I surveyed up and down her body, noting for the first time the little white thong panty peeking out at me through the thin material.
"I'll take wow," she said with a grin. "As long as wow turns into oh wow."
"Hmmmm. And how does that happen?"
"Some time after you take your pants off and let me see that hardon that's trying so hard to escape."
"Hands are full," I answered, holding the two glasses in one hand and the cork screw in the other.
"And you don't think I can find a solution to that?" she asked, raising her eyebrows. "Just step over here a bit closer." I took the few steps to get over to where she was reclined, watching her reach out for the front of my pants with one hand. She struggled with the belt for several seconds and then lay on her back on the dresser she had been posing on, using both hands to undo the front of my pants. The baggy work pants slid down my legs moments later, my briefs being pushed down after them. "Ohhhh wow," she whispered as she smiled toward my now hard cock sticking out at her. She wrapped both her delicate hands around my fat shaft and pulled me toward her, drawing my engorged head toward her face. She moaned softly in pleasure as she closed her lips around the end of my shaft, her tongue teasing my head as she slowly licked and slurped me like some kind of cold treat.
"Oh wow," I groaned softly as she pressed her face closer to my body, slowly pushing my hardon deeper into her mouth. I stared as she took more of me into her, my head pushing down her throat as my length exceeded what would obviously fit in her mouth. I set the glasses and cork screw on the dresser near her head and then let my now free hands roam over her dress covered breasts, rubbing and kneading them gently before finally letting my fingers work inside the top to reach her firm little B cup tits. Each full, round mound felt wonderful in my grip, her hard nipples pressing against my palms as she pulled her mouth off my cock for a few moments to catch her breath.
"You can push that top down if you want," she said quietly before engulfing my engorged head once again.
"With pleasure," I answered, sliding my hands out of her top long enough to ease the material over her sexy little breasts. I gently stroked each now bare mound, teasing my fingers over and around her hard nipples, drawing a soft moan from her lips.
"Oh damn. I could do this all day," she gasped as she worked to catch her breath. "But I wouldn't at all mind having you return the favor."
"I bet I can," I answered, pushing the dress down her body, letting her roll all the way on her back to lift enough of her body off the dresser top for me to slide it down her body. I pushed it off and let it slide to the floor, leaving her in only the tiny white thong, which I pushed unceremoniously down while she lifted her legs again for me. "Much better," I said with a grin as I looked down at her now naked body and completely shaved mound.
"Why don't you take those pants all the way off and come up here?" she coaxed as she lay on the dresser.
"Really?"
"Oh hell yeah," she answered as she reached for my cock again, wrapping her hand around it and stroking me. I let her continue to play with my cock while I worked my shoes and pants off, leaving me naked from the waist down except for my socks. I gingerly crawled up onto the unfinished dresser, my head toward her feet. I worked closer to her legs as she pulled my cock toward her mouth, the both of us letting out a small moan as she engulfed my engorged head again with her hot mouth.
I lowered my head between her legs as she spread them and pulled her knees up, giving me access to her already wet pussy lips. Her shaved pussy looked a lot like my daughter's, full round lips with only a small amount of inner lip protruding. I slowly licked down her lips from the juncture toward her rosebud, drawing another moan of pleasure from her. I wrapped both arms around each thigh, working my fingertips toward her pussy to spread her and reveal her pink depths.
"Oh god George, I love that," she gasped as I stroked my tongue up and down her now spread pussy, tasting her tangy arousal. I didn't bother to stop and answer as I teased my tongue from her tunnel entrance to her now exposed clit, making her squirm on the smooth wood with each lick. "But now I want to feel you pumping this cock into me!"
"I can't argue with that," I answered as I pulled my face from between her legs, my engorged cock twitching in her hand after having pulled her mouth off of it. I carefully crawled off of her, standing by the side of the dresser while she scooted closer to me, her creamy white skin framed by the slightly darker natural oak planking she was lying on. She lifted and spread her legs, her hands hovering between her thighs in obvious invitation. I stepped the half step left between us, my glistening head aiming for her pussy as I moved. I felt her hand close around my hard shaft almost the same time as the tip of my head bumped into her full round pussy lips.
"Push baby," she cooed softly as she pulled on my shaft, having worked the tip of my tool right into the opening of her depths. I leaned in toward her, letting my weight slowly spread her before finally slipping into her teenage tight tunnel. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned loudly as my shaft slid slowly into her well lubricated tunnel.
"Oh god you're so damn tight," I grunted as I pulled back a little bit before pushing into her again, working my fat cock deeper into her.
"No. I think it's that you're so damn big," moaned. "But who cares? The way this feels, all I care about is feeling it driving in and out."
"Uh huh," I grunted in agreement as I increased my pace to plunge into her more rapidly. Her whole body shook each time I slapped my hips into her firm little ass, making her tits wiggle and shake on her chest as she lay holding the wooden top. Her moans and cries filled the basement shop as did the rhythmic slap, slap of our bodies.
"My god George! I'm going to come!" she squealed as I pounded into her. "OHHHH FUCK!" she cried as her whole body started to shake and tremble before me. I could feel her pussy contracting around me, squeezing my cock and trying to hold me deep inside her. "Okay. Okay. You gotta stop a minute," she panted as her climax finally started to fade from her, her hands reaching out to my hips to stop my strokes. She gently pushed me back before sliding herself off the dresser. She stood, her arms reaching around my neck, pulling herself up and against me, her lips reaching for mine. "Mmmmmm. Kiss me," she whispered, her soft hot lips brushing mine before she pressed them tightly to mine.
I kissed her back, letting her tongue slip into my mouth and tease mine in a little game of unseen hide and seek. I held her to me, my hardon trapped between us as she ground her mound gently against it.
We broke the kiss breathlessly and she gently pulled me down as she lowered herself toward the hard concrete floor. She smiled at me as she gently coaxed me onto my back, her legs straddling mine as she settled on top of me. Without a word she reached between us, found my hardon and pushed herself upright again, lifting herself on her knees to guide my cock toward her pussy. "Here we go," she moaned as she lowered her weight onto me, driving my cock slowly up into her.
"Ohhhhhhhh.' I breathed quietly as she sank down over me, her tight pussy engulfing me once again. She began to lift herself up and down, sliding her tight tunnel up and down my shaft, teasing my head with her insides as she coaxed me back to full hardness. I slid my hands up her chest to her firm little boobs, squeezing and playing with them as she bounced herself up and down, stroking me in and out of her hot wet pussy. I was totally engrossed in what Sylvia and I were doing to each other and what the impending outcome was about to be, ignoring my surroundings as well as the hard cold concrete floor so I was more than a little surprised when a naked body stepped across my head and directly in front of Sylvia, pushing her pussy into Sylvia's face. After being startled I settled back down again, the tight little ass hovering a few feet above me was more than familiar by now.
I heard Tabby moan softly as Sylvia, apparently not at all disturbed by having a young pussy pushed in her face, began to lick and stroke Tabby's slit and lips. Sylvia stopped riding up and down my shaft as she pushed a single finger up into Tabby's clearly sopping wet pussy, driving it slowly up into her. I lay there watching as she began to stroke her finger in and out while her tongue teased and licked Tabby's clit, Tabby arching her back and bowing her legs more to give her more access.
"Why don't you sit on this?" Sylvia said in a very matter of fact tone as she pulled her finger from Tabby and lifted herself off my cock. "I don't think either of you have far to go from the feel of you two."
"Wait," I protested momentarily as Tabby turned around to face me and lowered herself down over me. She reached between her legs to capture my cock and then settled down on me, slowly sinking down on my well lubricated cock with her sopping wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes. I can never get enough of this," she moaned softly as she started to bounce her ass up and down, sliding herself up and down my shaft a few inches.
Sylvia knelt down next to me and leaned over me, bringing one of her tits to my mouth. "Suck on this sweetie. I don't mind sharing, as long as I'm getting some attention too!"
"You sure?" I asked before she pressed her tit into a cone and pushed it between my lips, both cutting off anything else I might say and answering my question at the same time. I moved one arm to reach up between her legs and started to gently stroke her pussy in time with Tabby's strokes up and down my cock. Not lasting long was going to be an understatement very quickly with all the stimulation I had.
"OH FUCK!" Tabby screamed suddenly, jamming her pussy down on my shaft. I felt her convulse around me, her squeezing pussy pushing me over the last little edge that was holding me back. I grunted around the tit in my mouth as my body bucked, trying unsuccessfully to jam up into her as I spouted shot after shot of hot cum up into her tight pussy.
"Oh god," I groaned as my body bucked over and over, pumping the seed that Sylvia had enticed into Tabby. I finally lay back, little tremors and jerks occasionally hitting me as I lay below the two women panting.
"Well, looks like we all got a nice happy ending, though I was thinking I might want to spend the night for a few more of those marvelous climaxes you're so good at giving me. But I think you're going to be busy with someone else," Sylvia said as she pushed herself up and stepped around me to find her dress where I'd dropped it.
"Oh. I don't think so," Tabby offered up quickly. "I mean I heard you guys down here and couldn't help but watch, well at least until I couldn't help but join in. Anyway, we have a really early day tomorrow, so I doubt my dad would be much company."
"Oh? Early day?"
"Yeah. We leave on vacation tomorrow."
"Where you going?" Sylvia asked as she stepped into her slinky blue dress.
"Can't tell you. It's a secret."
"So George, I mean, your dad doesn't know where you're going?"
"Nope. Total surprise. Diane and I planned it all out."
"Well. Now that is interesting," she said as she pulled the dress up over her breasts. She stepped over and squatted down next to me and reached out to stroke my face. "When you get back you'll have to tell me all about it."
"Oh he will!" Tabby answered quickly with a huge grin.
"See you when you get back lover boy!" Sylvia said before heading for the stairs, carrying her high heels. "And you can keep the bottle until I come back next time!" she called as she bounded up the stairs.
"Why do I get the feeling I spoiled something?" Tabby asked looking down at my frowning face.
"Because I was kind of thinking it might be nice to spend a few more hours with Sylvia."
"Don't you think it's a little weird fucking my gynecologist?"
"No more than you walking up and stuffing your muff in her face," I answered. "Come on. Since I'm not getting any more we might as well get cleaned up and ready for bed."
"You can have more with me, if you want that is."
"Tabby. As good as you feel around me, and as hot as you look to me, don't you think it's a little weird fucking your dad?"
"Depends on who's asking," she answered with a grin. She lifted off of my cock, our combined cum leaking from her and dribbling to the floor as she stood next to where I lay, her hand held out for me. I took her hand and let her pull me up from the floor before she walked away, picking her clothes up off the stairs before heading up and out of view.
"Damn," I said quietly, wishing that she would have understood what I was driving at instead of brushing it off the way she did. I mean it did feel good to have her, but the feeling of wrongness just wouldn't go away. I collected my clothes and headed up to the main floor, turning off the light on the way.
****
After nearly a whole day in airports or planes we could finally see our destination out the windshield of the eight seat seaplane we had spent the last hour in. We'd be into the small island before the sun finished its trek down toward the horizon behind us. After pointing out the island, which was shaped a lot like an irregular dinner plate with a bite taken out of it, the pilot started our descent toward the large bitten out segment, which he explained was the lagoon we were to land in. I had to admit I was more than ready to be done with traveling for the day.



The pilot made a surprisingly smooth landing on the choppy ocean surface, touching down onto the wave tops just on the land side of what appeared to be a reef providing a natural breakwater for the lagoon. A number of blue dressed, well-tanned young men secured the plane to the large pier as the pilot idled up to it expertly. "Here we are folks!" he said cheerfully as he shut off the engine, the propeller coming to a stop moments later.
The door behind me was opened from the outside and the young men who secured the plane eagerly held out their hands toward my daughters to assist them out and down while I extricated myself from the copilot's seat.
"Welcome Mister Sterling!" a tall dark haired woman said as I stepped down from the plane.
"George, please," I answered, taking her offered hand for a brief handshake.
"And these must be your daughters, Diane and Tabitha?" the blue bikini clad woman said, turning toward my daughters. "We're so glad you could join us. The boys will have your luggage loaded in a few moments and then I'll drive you to your bungalow," she said with a charming smile.
"Just the one bag," Tabby said quickly. "We won't need all that much to wear!"
"You'd be surprised how many people over pack to come here."
"That would have been my dad, so we didn't let him pack at all!" Diane quipped.
"Sounds like a good move," the young woman answered with a smile, looking me up and down. "It would seem to me he'd look quite attractive in nothing but some swim trunks."
"We think so," Tabby answered before I could say anything.
"Well, there are a lot of single women his age here this weekend, so I'm sure he'll get plenty of attention!" she added as she slipped into the driver's seat of what looked like a hopped up six seat golf cart with big knobby tires. "If you will join me, I'll take you to your bungalow," she said in a more business like tone.
We climbed into the cart, the girls giving me the seat next to our bikini clad guide.
"So this is an all-inclusive resort. Anything you need is yours for the asking, except of course love. That you have to find for yourselves. This is an exclusive singles event, so you need not worry about unintended entanglements. Our motto is 'enjoy what you see, but be respectful'. We are an island nation and our security staff is never complacent about complaints of harassment or other untoward behavior," she said as she started the cart out down the long pier. "The lagoon beaches are family friendly, as are the public areas around the resort. The beaches on the north are more private and secluded for those romantic moments, and the ones on the east side are clothing optional. The restaurant is open 24 hours and the night club and bar are open till three. If you'll notice the yellow pole we're just passing, you'll find those around the island. Feel free to press the button for any needs you may have, from needing assistance to having drinks delivered to your romantic beach location. The lagoon is obviously walking distance from your bungalow, but the other beaches are some distance away. Your bungalow package includes a cart something like this one for your exclusive use," she told us as we drove up a winding sand and crushed rock path. "The staff are trained to meet your every need, from food to drinks to entertainment and more. We have the bar, restaurant, night club, pool, hot tubs, sauna, and full service spa. You have but to ask," she said smiling widely at me.
"This is your bungalow. The shower is outside on the side," she said pointing to a bamboo cubicle attached to the side of a small round grass hut. She stepped out of the cart and pulled our suitcase off the platform on the back, wheeling it inside the curtained doorway of the small structure. "Of course this bungalow has twin king beds, a sitting area and the bathroom," she said pointing to a bamboo cubicle on the inside wall opposite where the shower was on the outside. The small round structure, still looking like a grass hut to me, had two large king sized beds with a roll up bamboo curtain between them, providing the only real bit of privacy. The sitting area was populated with two rattan chairs, a table and a love seat, as well as two what I think are called gorilla chairs hanging from the ceiling. The engineer in me wondered how they were held up, finally deciding there was more structure in the hut than it appeared with the design intended to create the appearance of a little grass shack. Over each bed was a draping of fine netting, obviously intended to keep the night time bugs away.
"Well, I'll leave you to freshen up and I'm sure you'll want to get some dinner. The restaurant is just down the path to your left. Can't miss it!" she said brightly. "Anything else I can do for you before I go?"
"I don't think so," I answered her.
"Yeah. You can show my dad your boobs. He's been like staring at them since he got off the plane," Tabby said quickly.
"I have not!" I protested.
"I'm afraid there are some services that we don't provide," she said, winking at Tabby. "But my top does seem to need some adjusting," she added, reaching behind her back, and pulling the string holding the navy blue triangles over her clearly substantial breasts. In moments, her top was completely off leaving her in nothing but the skimpy bikini bottom and her sandals. Her breasts were easily the size of small cantaloupes, each with a large dark areola covering much of the front of each fully tanned orb. "Would you help me get this knot out?" she asked, stepping toward me, holding the top out in front of her. I took the top from her and easily untied the bow while she whispered, "You know I wouldn't invite just anyone, but I like to tan on the northern most beach on the east side. I don't have to be to work until noon, so I'd probably be there by nine anyway, if you're interested that is."
"I don't think..." I started to respond, only to be cut off by Tabby.
"I think that's a great idea. We definitely need to start working on our tans, don't we dad?"
"And that was one of the clothing optional beaches, wasn't it?" Diane chimed in.
"It would seem my daughters are making plans for me already," I answered as I held the top out for her to take. She was already close to me, but stepped even closer, taking the top from me and tossing it on the bed.
"Seems like they're concerned that you have a good time," she said with a smile. "I think you need to start by getting more comfortable. Would you like some help?"
"I don't think..."
"Yes he would!" Tabby interrupted.
"My name is Malaya," she said as she reached out for the buttons on my shirt. She slowly undid them one at a time, working her way down the front and exposing my bare chest. She pulled the shirt tail from my pants and pushed the shirt off my shoulders, bearing me above the waist. She squatted down and untied my shoes, coaxing me to lift each foot in turn to pull off my socks and shoes.
"You know we're strictly prohibited from having sex with the guests," she said quietly as she began undoing my pants. "But there's no rule against giving massages. In fact we're encouraged to make each guest as comfortable and relaxed as possible," she said as she pulled my pants and briefs down. "So if it'll help relax you, I'd be more than happy to massage you," she said as she wrapped both hands around my unsurprisingly hard cock. She stroked her hands along the length of my shaft, teasing it sexily and rubbing her hand over and around my engorged mushroom head. "You do seem a bit stiff and tense," she said quietly as she let go with one hand. Moments later she stood up, her bikini bottom falling to the floor as she got up. She stepped closer to me, her tits pressed to my chest as she pushed my cock down between her legs. "I've found this technique frequently eases this particular kind of stiffness."
"Oh?" I asked a little breathlessly.
"Uh huh," she grunted as she started to rock her hips, sliding her thighs and wet pussy along my shaft. "Oh yeah. Definitely," she groaned as she worked her body faster, my hands finding her firm ass and squeezing it in time with her strokes.
"This isn't having sex?" I practically gasped as her pussy and thighs stroked me, working me quickly up the slope toward climax.
"Oh. No. This is just a very intimate massage. It wouldn't be sex unless I did something like this," she moaned, reaching behind herself and sliding her fingers under her butt and between her legs. I could feel her fingers find the underside of my shaft and push up, her pelvis tilting as my head slipped between her lips. She continued to press me up with her fingers until my head pressed into her tunnel entrance and she forced her sopping wet pussy over my well lubricated cock. I felt my head expand her tunnel and drive deep into her. "See if I did something like that it would be having sex."
"Uh huh. Wouldn't want to do that then, would we?"
"Uh Uh. If I did and someone found out, I could lose my job, or worse," she panted as she rocked her hips, her thighs slapping mine with each stroke.
"Well then, if that were to happen we wouldn't want anyone to find out, would we?"
"Oh fuck. Gonna come," she grunted as she drove herself on and off my shaft even faster.
"Uh huh," I agreed, feeling that familiar tingle deep inside.
"Oh shit!" she gasped quietly as my cock surged inside her, pumping a gush of cum into her hot depths. I felt her tunnel clench around me, trying to squeeze and milk my spurting cock as she held herself tightly to me, her body wracked with shudders and trembles. "Oh god, oh god, oh god," she moaned as I helped hold her up. "See. My massage got rid of all that tension," she panted as my cock shrunk inside her.
"I have to admit, it was quite effective," I answered as she pulled back, my cock slipping from her.
"I'll be right back," she breathed as she walked to the little bathroom. She came back moments later with a damp cloth to wipe my cock off and then her own pussy, mopping my cum that was leaking from her. "There. All cleaned up too."
"Uh huh," I said sitting on the edge of the bed. She squatted down again and pulled my pants off, leaving me completely naked. She untangled the strings of her suit and tied it back in place while the girls sat in the gorilla chairs watching the two of us.
"Well. I hope you enjoy the rest of your stay. Is there anything else I can do before I leave?"
"I don't think so," I answered as she pushed me back on the bed. She crawled up over me as gave me a soft kiss on the lips. "If you think of anything else, just remember to ask for Malaya!"
"I will," I promised before she crawled back off and headed for the door. "Damn," I breathed as I lay there, my eyes closed, trying to gather my thoughts.
"Was kind of hot, wasn't it?" I heard Tabby say from across the hut.
"Yeah. Was. KInda left me turned on," Diane answered quietly.
"Sorry girls. You shouldn't have seen that," I said, opening my eyes and sitting up on the edge of the bed only to see both girls standing almost naked, each taking off the last of what they had worn to travel in.
"We're not worried. At least not as long as you're willing to help take care of what you started," Tabby said with a crooked little grin, her panties sliding down her legs to leave her completely nude.
"Tabby. I can't..." I started to protest, my mind already expecting that she was going to want sex, which I didn't exactly feel comfortable with, especially in front of Diane.
"Don't worry daddy. You have two hands, we have two pussies," she quipped as she walked to the bed, Diane only a few steps behind and equally naked. She crawled onto the bed on my left side, pushing on my chest to force me back down on the bed. "Don't worry. All we want is a little massage in the right places," she said with a grin as she pushed my left hand down toward the bed and then scooted up over it, lifting my hand to her pussy. "Mmmmmmmm yeah. The sooner you make us come, the sooner we can go to dinner." She practically moaned as she ground her pussy against my palm.
"Yeah daddy. You got yours, how about a little help for us?" Diane said as she crawled onto the bed on my right side, aiming my hand for her equally wet pussy.
I looked back and forth between my girls, their naked breasts wiggling as they ground their pussies against my hands. Tabby had her eyes closed and I wondered if she was picturing us having sex as she tried to coax my fingers up into her. I relented and curled two fingers up, pushing them into her tunnel while she ground herself against my palm.
"Oh yeah. So nice. God I wish it was your cock," she moaned. I looked quickly toward Diane, wondering if she heard, seeing the surprised look on her face. "That's it daddy. Fuck my hot little cunt!" Tabby moaned louder. "Oh fuck yes. God yes. Gonna come. Oh daddy. God I wanna come on your cock so bad!" she cried as she started to jerk and shudder in climax, her juices running down my fingers as her pussy clamped around them.
"God Tabby!" Diane said, looking at her sister with a shocked look. "Are you fantasizing about fucking our dad?"
"What?" Tabby panted as she sat on my hand, her body occasionally sending shudders up and down her whole length.
"You heard me," Diane said with a frown. "Seriously? You wanna fuck dad?"
"Well, he does have a pretty hot looking cock, right?"
"Yeah. But dad?"
"Why not?"
"Yeah. Why not? I mean it's not like Danny is going to fill my pussy up. Hell, he can barely keep from shooting all over before he even gets it in me, let alone fuck me long enough to get me off," Tabby answered her sister.
"But daddy?"
"Why not?" she said with a crooked grin, reaching out for my inexplicably hard cock, wrapping her fingers around it. "Try it. You might like it," she added with a giggle.
"God Tabby. No. Tell me you haven't!"
"Have. More than once," she answered. "And just between us girls, god can he fuck!"
"What? How? Why?"
"Easy. Doc Sylvia."
"What about Doctor Sylvia?"
"We had sex, her and me and dad."
"The three of you? All at once? Why?" Diane asked, her look one of confusion. "Why would our gynecologist have sex with dad and you? Or with dad at all?"
"Well, because of the hot tub. You know. That night he gave us the spankings?"
"What do our spankings have to do with having sex with Dr. Sylvia?"
"Oh yeah. You don't know. Because I snuck into bed with him and had sex with him while he was asleep, well asleep up until the end anyway."
"You had sex with dad that night? Seriously?"
"Seriously. And a whole bunch of times since."
"Oh god. Tabby. Seriously?"
Tabby reached for Diane's hand and pulled it to my hard cock and coaxed her fingers around my fat shaft. "Can you blame me?" She asked Diane quietly.
"Not really," she whispered back, sitting on my hand, her other hand slowly stroking my hardon.
"You want it now, don't you?"
"Maybe," Diane answered her sister.
"Well, you better get it now then. Cuz if this place is even half of what they advertise, you're gonna have to stand in line!"
"Seriously? You want me to... You want me to fuck him? Now?" Diane hissed.
"Girls..."
"Oh shush daddy. You know damn well you want it. Your cock wouldn't look like a fucking tree trunk if you weren't turned on by the thought, not to mention how many times we've done it and you haven't stopped."
"But..."
"But nothing. Well Diane?"
"Oh hell. Why not?" she answered as she lifted herself up and off of my hand and stretched her leg across my body to straddle me. "I mean if you've been doing it..."
"Hey. Wait. Don't I get any say in this?" I said a little more sharply than I intended.
"I guess. If you don't want me to," Diane said, lifting herself to swing her leg back over me, her face clearly upset.
"DAD!" Tabby almost shouted.
"What!?"
"You can't do that! Let me and not her!"
"The whole idea with Sylvia was to make you NOT want it with me. Not want it more!"
"Well, it failed," Tabby said, glaring at me. "Now what are you going to do?
I lay quietly for several seconds, looking back and forth between my girls and trying to decide if what I was going to do was the right thing or not. It felt a lot longer than the several seconds it probably took, but with a nervous intake of breath I rolled Diane over onto her back, rolling over onto her, trapping her under me on the big bed. "You sure this is what you want?"
"Daddy! This isn't the first time I've been fucked you know!"
"But it'll be the first time from me and there's no undoing it after it's done."
"Daddy, just shut up and fuck me!" Diane whispered as she wormed a hand down between us to find my rock hard cock. I felt her force me down between her spread legs and then felt the hot wetness envelope my engorged head. "Oh fuck!" she groaned loudly as she moved her feet to my ass and dug her heels in, both forcing and coaxing my fat shaft into her incredibly tight tunnel.
My hips, almost with a mind of their own, pushed toward her, driving my head all the way to the end of her depths. "Oh god," I groaned quietly before my body pulled my shaft most of the way out. I jammed it back in hard, driving quickly into her, little jolts of lightning racing from my mushroom head through my whole body as my head smashed into the end of her tunnel.
"Oh fuck yes! Do it again! Fuck me hard like that!" Diane cried toward the thatched roof of the little bungalow.
My chest rubbed against her rock hard nipples with each stroke into her, driving my already excited state even higher.
I lost track of time as I drove in and out of her, both of us lost to the sensations. I felt her legs begin to shake as they clamped tighter around me, but not so tightly it interrupted my rhythmic drive in and out of her.
"Oh fuck! I'm cooooommmmiiiiing!" she cried as her already tight vaginal walls clamped around my pistoning cock.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body, responding to the sudden change in sensation, jerked, jamming me deep into her as the first surge of cum lanced out into her, filling what little space remained. Over and over I jerked, pumping my daughter full of my seed, the two of us laying, panting for breath.
"Was worth it, wasn't it?" Tabby asked from where she was reclining against a stack of pillows, her spread legs pointing toward us, her fingers idly stroking her glistening pussy lips.
"Oh yeah. I can't believe you've been doing this and didn't clue me in!"
"I can't believe you didn't figure it out on your own," Tabby answered with a soft laugh. "Anyway. I'm hungry. If you two are done how about we go eat?"
"Good idea! Maybe daddy will see something he likes, besides food I mean!" Diane replied to her sister.
It was probably the most uncomfortable I've felt in a long time, dressed that is. The girls hadn't allowed me to pack anything but my toiletries, assuring me that they were taking care of EVERYTHING. Their version of everything included their intent for me to go commando the whole trip. In their words "you can't sell what you don't advertise". Well I felt like I'd just been put on display like a prized bull steer. The thin Bermuda shorts did little to hide the state of arousal for most of our dinner. I thought my daughters were a bit under dressed in their bikini tops and boy shorts, but as soon as we stepped into the restaurant I realized it was I who was OVER dressed. The vast majority of the women were probably mid-thirties to mid-fifties, all of them, alone or paired up seeming to be wearing outfits that flaunted all their assets, from minuscule bikini tops to sheer beach wraps with little or nothing under. It was a veritable smorgasbord of boobs and pussies, most of which seemed willing to not only display, but also touch and be touched. I was propositioned three times in the buffet line and fondled twice more. One young woman whose name I didn't catch sat right on my lap with her sheer white beach wrap pulled up so the only thing between my cock and her bare pussy were my thin shorts. She pulled my hand between her legs so my fingers were pressed to her bare pussy and suggested that we should walk down to the beach for dessert. She was extremely attractive, if not a little young for me, and at that moment it was a very tempting offer, if only it hadn't been such a long day already. She only left after I promised to let her see "the whole thing" if we ran into each other again. I guess I would have been less startled by how forward the ladies were if someone had warned me in advance that it was Sadie Hawkins night! I only found that little tidbit out AFTER I'd been hit on twice. Apparently one of my daughters stood strategically in front of the sign on our way in so I wouldn't get cold feet.



Now, walking back in the moonlight, bright enough to cast shadows, I couldn't help but wish I'd agreed with the young lady in white. My daughters' tits, unrestrained in their skimpy tops, were wiggling and bouncing with each step, leaving me wondering if the hardon I had was going to be a permanent fixture the whole trip!
After getting back to our bungalow I excused myself to the little outside shower, pulling the bamboo curtain that acted as the door to the small cubicle. I unwrapped my towel from around my waist and turned on the water, instantly disappointed in the intensity of the stream of water raining down on me from above. At least it seemed to be warm enough, though I wondered how long it might last, given the rusticness of the bungalow.
"Well! Hello there!" I heard a female voice with a distinctive Australian accent say from behind me as I stood under the water soaping my body. I spun around under the water in surprise and saw a modestly tall willowy blonde woman that was maybe forty at most, standing in the now open doorway, her towel wrapped body illuminated by the moonlight and the small single bulb on the wall above the shower head. "My bungalow doesn't seem to have any hot water, so I thought I might come borrow yours," she said with a grin.
"Umm. I guess when I'm finished," I answered awkwardly, looking down at where her eyes were staring. I could feel myself blush at the realization that she was staring at my completely exposed hardon.
"Oh that's quite alright. I don't mind sharing!" she said with a smile as she reached for the towel around her body. She tugged it off and tossed it over the rod holding the door curtain, leaving her as naked as I was. She was slightly shorter than I was, willowy thin with a modest size pair of breasts that had the size and shape of two medium oranges. "My name is Katy!" she said brightly as she stepped under the water with me, her firm breasts quickly pressed against my chest. "Cat got your tongue?" she asked after several awkward moments of silence.
"Um sorry. Just caught me off guard."
"So what's your name?"
"Sorry. George."
"George! I like that. A nice comfortable name," she said as she reached to take the soap from my hand. "I suppose we shouldn't waste too much time. No telling when the hot water might run out, then we'd have to go wash in the lagoon!"
"Oh. Yeah," I answered a little dumbly as she soaped her hands and handed me back the soap.
"How about we start here?" she asked, reaching down between us and wrapping both hands around my rock hard cock. "I was just leaving when you walked in for dinner. The fact that you're in the shower alone says neither of us found quite what we were looking for," she cooed softly as she stroked her hands along the length of my shaft. "I am surprised though," she added as she pushed my cock downward and held it that way while she pushed her hips toward me, sliding my soapy cock into the gap between her thighs, the top of my cock rubbing against her pussy. "Mmmmmm. Now this is the way to wash down there!" She practically moaned as she rocked her hips, sliding herself back and forth on my shaft.
"Katy," I almost groaned.
"Uh huh."
"You don't even know me!"
"Neither did that young woman in the blue bikini," she grunted as she rocked her hips at more of an angle, letting my head drive up between her soft hot lips with each stroke.
"You saw that?"
"Came over to say 'hi' just before she started climaxing on your cock!" She panted. I felt one hand leave where it was holding behind my neck, only to feel her fingers under my cock moments later. "Oh fuck yes!" she groaned as she pushed me up, engaging my head into her tunnel entrance and driving herself onto my shaft. "Oh my god! So fucking good! I could fuck this cock all night long!" she said more loudly. "That's it George! Fuck me! Fuck my hot little cunt!" she cried into the night.
"Damn," I groaned, my overly stimulated cock quickly pushing toward release.
"That's it. Fuck, I can feel it throbbing inside me!" she gasped as her body trembled while she continued to stroke herself on and off my shaft.
"Oh fuck," I grunted. My body jerking hard and slamming my thighs against hers to drive me deep inside her. I felt a gush of cum lance up to her as she stood shuddering against me, her body moving with each jerk of mine to keep me buried inside her.
"Daddy?" Tabby asked from the shower door, standing every bit as naked as we were, staring at us with a look of surprise on her face.
"Oh. I didn't know you were already..." Katy apologized, pulling back suddenly off my still half hard member.
"Oh. No. I'm not. This is my daughter Tabitha," I said quickly. "Tabby, this is our neighbor Katy. She just needed to borrow the shower."
"Uh huh. With you still in it? Way to rock dad!" she said as she turned and headed away, her bare tush wiggling with each step.
"Daughter huh? Kinkyyyyy," Katy said with a grin.
"It's not what you think," I protested.
"Uh huh. Naked daughter coming to join you in the shower? How not what I think is it? With a tight little body like that, you'd be a fool not to!"
"Really! It's not what you think!"
"You keep saying that. But personally, I'm not opposed to a little mixed couple action. I could see myself with my face buried between her legs very easily!"
I could feel myself blushing again at the ease which that image jumped to my mind, her face licking Tabby while I stood behind her, pumping my cock in and out of her. "Maybe another time. To be honest, it's been a long trip for all of us."
"All of us?"
"Both my daughters and me."
"Daughters plural?"
"Twins actually."
"This is getting better by the second! You sure you don't want to invite me to stay the night?"
"Not tonight," I answered, not really sure that I didn't as her hand found my softened cock and started playing with it again. "Maybe another night though.
"I'm gonna hold you to that! And if you change your mind, I'm over in 18," she said as she stepped back and away. She pulled her towel down and padded away, still naked, into the moonlit night.
Tabby and Diane were both laying naked on their bed when I walked back inside. The netting hanging from the ceiling was draped across the bed only slightly blocking my view of both my daughters' naked bodies.
"Pretty smooth move dad! I mean sharing the shower and then having sex? Go dad!" Tabby said with a laugh.
"I didn't plan that," I retorted.
"All the better!" Diane added. "I mean getting your brains fucked out for a week is pretty much the whole idea."
"Diane! You shouldn't talk like that!"
"Oh daddy! I can be as civilized or as crude as anyone my age. Don't get your panties in a bunch because I dropped the F bomb a few times!"
"I still wish you wouldn't talk like that!" I said as I turned off the single little light illuminating the bungalow and crawled under the netting on my own bed.
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At fifty-five Christmas is a lot different than it was when we were kids, which is different from when we had a growing family in our arms, which is different from when our kids were starting to strike out on their own. Each of these incarnations of Christmas meant changing or making new family traditions. Four years ago when the last of our four kids struck out on their own, starting their own family, we again changed our traditions. Christmas Eve was now a quiet time for my wife and me. The kids all came back on Christmas day or after for a celebration with us and their growing families. That left Christmas Eve for us, just the two of us.
Trying to rekindle a little of the romance and playfulness in our relationship we started a new tradition. We shared personal gifts to each other, which always included something sexy to wear, which had to be modeled that night of course, followed by some Christmas love. It was a tradition I was thoroughly enjoying. The new tradition had seemed to awaken more than a little of the sexual playfulness that had disappeared over the years raising our children, and the lack of privacy that entailed. Last year she gave me a pair of absolutely microscopic underwear, that once she modeled the lingerie I gave her, was completely incapable of containing my growth, which seemed to be her plan. We ended up making love under the tree wearing only what we had given each other.
As Christmas approached this year I was enjoying thinking back to how her nearly naked body looked on the carpet by the tree, lit only by the blinking lights as I lay on top of her, slowly stroking in and out of her wet pussy, the only real sounds the gentle squish of her wetness and the moans of her pleasure. Unfortunately this year that memory may be the only part of our newly minted tradition that I get to enjoy. Why you ask? Because this morning my wife informed me that her sister would be joining us for Christmas Eve.
Don't get me wrong. I like her sister. She wasn't like a lot of sister-in-laws. She and I got along well. I wouldn't say we were close, but we were certainly friendly with each other. When we saw each other we usually ended up joking and even on occasion kidding each other with sexually slanted comments. But the last two years she'd been a real downer, mostly because her ex-husband ran off with someone fifteen years younger. Now she seemed to be a much less cheerful person, prone to bouts of depression. My wife had taken it as her mission to try and help her move beyond her ass hole ex and start looking at life through a new set of glasses. I suppose that's why she was going to have Amanda over for Christmas Eve. Dinner followed by church followed by our gift exchange.
"Scott," my wife said, getting my attention as we sat on the living room floor wrapping presents for our grandkids.
"Yeah?"
"You're not angry at me over Amanda coming over tonight, are you?"
"Angry? No."
"What then?"
"What do you mean?"
"Lover, we've been married for thirty-five years, you think I don't know when you're upset about something."
"Okay. Disappointed I guess."
"Disappointed?"
"After last year, yeah," I answered her with a frown.
"What makes you think this year will be different?"
"Honey. Let's face it. You're not going to want to wear what I got you in front of your sister."
"No? Why not? You think that she's not seen me naked or something?"
"What I got for you isn't naked."
"Oh? A little on the kinky side? Or just plain slutty? I know how much you love seeing me in those sexy little outfits."
"It's... Um... Interesting."
"Oh really? Well, what I got you is...interesting as well."
"Oh? Well I can still wear it for you in the bedroom tonight."
"What? Not going to model it when you unwrap it? That was the deal we made four years ago, right? Unwrap and model, whatever it might happen to be?"
"Yeah. But your sister?"
"What, afraid that your half naked body might scare her?"
"Not that. You sure you want me half naked in front of her?"
"Why don't you let me worry about that? You just plan on modeling what I got you and I'll model what you got me and we'll let Mother Nature take its course."
"Whatever," I said with a frown, deciding to let it drop there.
We finished wrapping the gifts, started dinner and went to shower and change. When I came out of the bedroom in my suit and tie, Amanda was already there, dressed in a red dress that was very uncomplimentary to her figure. Eve my wife, wasn't quite a carbon copy of Amanda, but they were very obviously sisters. Both had similarly long brown hair with natural gray highlights and were almost exactly the same height. Neither were the slender proportions of their college years, having had a bit of the typical middle age weight gain, though I wouldn't ever consider either fat. I was very familiar with my wife's dimensions, 36-32-36 with ample, almost overflowing C cup breasts. I guessed that Amanda was pretty close to the same dimensions, including her breasts, though I'd never really had the chance to see for sure. She generally had worn outfits that hid rather than complimented her figure, much like the dress she had on now.
We sat down and ate dinner, a ham and potato casserole that I was particularly fond of. The girls chatted across the table, only occasionally including me in the conversation. After we finished my wife got up and took Amanda along with her to the bedroom, which puzzled me a little given that both were already dressed for church.
"Come on. We'll be late!" I called down the hall almost twenty minutes later.
"We're coming!" My wife called before clomping her way down the hardwood hallway in her high heels, a second set of clomping feet following her. My wife walked past me toward the coat closet, Amanda following. I did a double take and whispered "Damn," under my breath at the sight of her. She wore a formfitting red wraparound dress that I recognized as one of my wife's sexier dresses that she's only worn a few times, usually when she wants to tease me. The slick red material only came down to the middle of her thighs, her legs glistening in a pair of nude color stockings, looked even longer in the four inch red heels she had on.
"I heard that," my wife said as she pulled on her coat.
"Heard what?" I asked innocently as I turned and walked toward the garage door to back the car out. Retreat is often the best course of action, and getting caught complimenting your wife's sister's outfit is probably a good time to beat a hasty retreat. Before I could hear her response I was in the garage with the door closing behind me. I climbed into the car and backed out of the garage, waiting in the driveway for my wife and her sister to come out through the garage. In the headlights both of them looked damn hot, considering we were going to church and not off to some nightclub or party. My wife climbed into the back seat and her sister into the passenger seat and I backed out of the drive. As I drove across town, Amanda was illuminated in almost strobe like flashes as I passed under the street lights. I couldn't quite help but notice that the seat belt had pulled her skirt up higher on her thighs, high enough that I could easily see the tops of the stockings encasing her legs.
"Scott. If you keep looking at my sister's legs and not paying attention to where you're driving, you're going to end up on the sidewalk," my wife said from the back seat.
"I'm not..." I protested.
"Liar!" my wife said from the back seat. I could almost swear I heard her giggle after accusing me.
I looked over at Amanda in the flashing streetlights, a clearly embarrassed look on her face, but making no attempt to pull the skirt back down any lower, though her fingers were toying with the hem. If anything, her idle fingering the hem was inching it up higher, almost high enough that I thought a few times as she shifted in the seat I might have caught a glimpse of red panties between her legs. I did my best to not look like I was looking, even though I couldn't help but look. The only time I'd ever seen this much leg on her was when she was wearing one of her very conservative one-piece swimsuits, and that was rare. Many times she even wore shorts over the suit, as if letting her crotch be seen was out of the question. I couldn't help but wonder if that had something to do with her husband's exit from their marriage.
"Here we are!" I said as I pulled into the church parking lot. I didn't get a response and I didn't really expect one. I parked and got out of the car, starting to walk around to the passenger side to walk my wife to the building, as was my custom. My wife looped her arm in one of mine. Before I could take a step, Amanda slipped her arm through my other arm so that I had one of them on each side. I felt a little conspicuous but no one seemed to notice one way or the other. We sat through the candlelight service with Amanda on one side of me and my wife on the other. Even in church it was hard to ignore the sight of the tops of her stockings peeking at me from under the hem of the skirt.
The ride home was more typical of the last few years. My wife sat in the passenger seat, her skirt hiked up, either intentionally or unintentionally, well up her thighs. As she moved her legs around on the drive it seemed to slide even higher, until I could see the white lace panties she had on under the red Christmas dress. "Keep your eyes on the road there mister, not in my lap," she said with a grin.
"I'm trying. But it's hard when I can see your panties like that," I said quietly enough that I hoped her sister wouldn't hear me.
"Oh? It's my panties that has you distracted?" she asked sweetly. "Well maybe we should do something about that."
She pulled her skirt down, effectively ending the show I had. I had to admit I was a bit disappointed. She pulled on her seat belt and then to my surprise, she pulled her skirt back up for a moment. I couldn't see what she was doing in the dark between the street lights, but I couldn't miss the result of her actions, a pair of white lace bikini panties landing on the dashboard in front of me. "There. Now you can see my panties and the road!"
"Shit." I swore quietly, realizing that if those were her panties, then she wasn't wearing any, any longer. "Did you really just take off your underwear?"
"Could be. Wanna see?" she asked playfully, toying with her skirt in the little flashes of light.
"Hell yeah!" I answered with a laugh.
"Here," she said as we flashed through a bright spot, her skirt about half way up her thighs. "There," she said as we flashed through the next bright spot, her hands already pulling the skirt back down.
"Hey, I didn't get to see!" I protested.
"Too bad. I suppose you'll have to wait until we get home then. I'd hate to distract you too much," she said with a soft chuckle, knowing that she had just perpetrated her most diabolical tease to date.
"Not fair," I said quietly, shaking my head at how turned on her little game had gotten me. So much so that I'd almost forgotten that her sister was sitting in the back seat watching the whole thing.
"That's what you think. You should feel how wet I am already," my wife said with a giggle.
I reached across the center console, reaching to her lap, only to get my hand slapped. "Uh uh. Too distracting. Both hands on the wheel big boy."
I drove the rest of the way to the house in silence, wishing that when we got home we could do something about the bulge in my pants, but with her sister here, it was clearly going to have to wait until bedtime, unfortunately. I pulled into the drive and stopped in front of the garage, hitting the door opener. My wife and her sister got out of the car and headed into the house through the garage. I could see them talking as they walked, clearly in no particular hurry. They stopped in the middle of the garage and as they stood in the headlights I watched Amanda lift her skirt higher on her thighs, reach under with her fingers and pull down her underwear, wiggling to work it down over her butt without lifting her skirt all the way up. She pulled it down and stepped out of it, walking after my wife to the back door. I watched her walk into the house, the door closing with the red panties hanging on the doorknob of the now closed door.
"What the hell is my wife up to?" I asked myself as I pulled the car into the garage. I climbed out and grabbed my wife's panties off the dash and then headed into the house, collecting Amanda's underwear on the way.
"Well, there you are. Ready to open presents?" my wife asked as I walked into the living room, the tree lights all turned on and only a few of the room lights on so it was semi dark in the room. "Amanda's passing out our gifts for each other. Go ahead and sit down."
"Okay, sure," I answered, still not at all sure what the hell she was playing at. In our new little tradition, we jointly passed out the gifts to each other, making sure to put our special package on the bottom for last. I knew how I wrapped my special present for her and it was most definitely NOT on the bottom of the pile. In fact, it was practically on top.
"So you want to go first?" my wife said. "You are the youngest."
"Yeah, by a few dozen days." I chuckled, playing the game we did every year. It was tradition in our family to open from youngest to oldest. Without the kids, I was the youngest, a fact she liked to rub in each year. I opened my gifts from her, some new hunting bib coveralls, a new fishing reel, a few fishing baits and a new pair of high power binoculars. The last present was, well, a Santa hat. Not a big one, just a tiny one with a long string. I looked at my wife curiously and put the hat on my head. "How's this?"
"Wrong head lover!" she said with a grin.
"Huh?"
"I said, wrong head. It goes on the other one."
It took several seconds before I realized what she was saying. "Seriously?"
"Completely. Now you know the rule. Gotta go put it on."
"But with your sister here?" I asked a little surprised.
"Why not? Didn't you say this summer you wanted to take me to a nude beach? If you're willing to do that, what difference does it make if my sister sees part of you? I mean the important parts are all covered, right?"
I opened my mouth to protest again and then closed it. She was right. I had suggested we try a nude beach, even though so far she'd refused. I got up and walked to the bedroom, stripping off my clothes and putting the little hat on over my dick and balls. I tied the string around my waist and looked down at what little was covering me. If she really wanted me to walk out there like this, well why the hell not?
"Ohhhhh Now that's a Santa hat!" my wife said with a huge grin. "Don't you think Amanda?"
"I have to admit it looks about like you said it would."
"You do realize what's going to happen when he remembers that neither of us are wearing underwear, right?" my wife asked, slowly sliding the hem of her skirt up her thighs until she had it bunched up around her waist. "You do remember that, right?" my wife asked me.
"Oh damn." I muttered as she spread her legs to let me see her surprisingly freshly shaved pussy. I hadn't seen her do that since my birthday almost ten years ago.
"Come on Mandy," my wife said to her sister, using the nickname I hadn't heard since they were much younger. "Everything I do, right?"
"I don't know if I can," she answered her sister.
"You can," my wife said, looking over at her. As I stood there staring, Amanda reached for the hem of her skirt and slowly pulled it up her thighs, exposing the tops of her stockings, then the creamy white bare skin above the stockings and finally pulling it all the way to her waist. Even before she spread her legs I could see that her mound was shaved clean, and as she spread her legs apart I was treated to a perfect view of her entire pussy as she sat on the edge of the sofa next to my wife.
"Ohhhhh," Amanda said as the view of their two bare, very similar looking pussies had the effect my wife was apparently planning. I could feel myself hardening and it only took a glance down to see that the tiny Santa hat wasn't going to contain my length very long. I looked back over to the girls sitting on the edge of the sofa and sat down in my chair again, my now hard cock sticking up with the small hat perched on top covering only about half its length.
"My turn now!" my wife said cheerfully. "Let's do this one first," she said picking up my special package. She opened the package and grinned. "Ohhhhh, Now this is sexy. I'll be right back. I gotta put this on," she said, getting up and heading toward the bedroom. "Make sure you keep him hard!" she called over her shoulder.
"So, you like what you see?" Amanda asked in a clearly nervous voice.
"I don't think... hell I KNOW I haven't ever seen anywhere near this much of you," I answered her.
"Probably not. But do you like it?"
"It's very sexy," I answered honestly.
She spread her legs a bit farther apart and reached down between them, tentatively stroking her thigh, her fingers inching slowly toward her smooth pussy lips. As her fingers moved closer, she spread her legs even farther apart, the tips now stroking along the right side of her full round lips, her protruding inner lips spreading slightly as they glistened slightly in the blinking tree lights. "It feels smooth. Kinda a turn on I guess."
"For both of us," I answered quietly.
"Well what do you think?" my wife asked wearing the outfit I had gotten her. She stood in the entrance to the living room looking like she had on nothing but a giant red ribbon. The top of the outfit had red cups supporting her large soft breasts, looking like parts of the bow, with a single wide strip of red ribbon extending down over her stomach and between her legs. I could just see tiny red strings holding the outfit in place, but it most certainly had the effect I'd hoped for when I ordered it online.
"God you're hot looking," I answered her.
"I'm glad. I kind of feel like a package to be opened. Maybe later you'll have to do the honors."
"That was kind of the idea," I answered her as she walked back around the sofa.
"So let's see what else I have," she said as she sat down and picked up the next package. I'd gotten her a new bottle of her favorite perfume, a few new blouses and a new pair of Beats headphones. "Thank you lover. I think I'll leave unwrapping me for later. Okay Mandy. Your turn."
"Um. Okay," she said, reaching down for one of the four packages she had on the floor next to her feet. She opened what was obviously a clothing box and drew up a satin blouse that looked like it would be extremely seductive. The second, also a flat rectangular box, was a short black skirt, easily as short as the dress she had on, if not a little shorter. The next to last box was a pair of black silk stockings and a black garter belt.
"Looks like you have a new outfit to wear tomorrow," my wife said with a grin. "And look what it doesn't have, none of those industrial strength bras or old granny panties. I bet my husband is gonna be hard all day watching you walk around in that."
"This is all really nice, but I couldn't possibly wear any of this without underwear," Amanda protested.
"Can and will. But you have one more package. Just like us, it's a special package and you have to wear only what's in it."
Amanda picked up the last package and opened it without another word. She pulled out a pair of fluffy pink handcuffs, holding them up curiously. "These aren't to wear."
"But they are. But just for fun, why don't you let Scott undress you. Might be more fun that way."
"Honey?" I asked her in surprise.
"Oh come on lover. You know you want to see her naked. Besides, all she has on is the stockings and the dress. I had her take the bra off when we got home."



"You really want me to do this?"
"I'm not threatened by having you undress her, why should you be? Just have a little fun with it. It is Christmas after all."
"If that's what you want," I said as I stood up.
"It is, and after you're done unwrapping her you can unwrap me," she added as she stood up and reached for her sister's hand holding the handcuffs. She drew Amanda up off the sofa to stand next to her, the two waiting for me to come to them.
I reached out tentatively, undoing the small belt around her waist, and unwrapping the red dress. The material unraveled around her, freeing one bare breast while still covering the other, a single thin tie holding the left side in place. I pulled the string, untying the small bow, allowing the material to separate and spread exposing her other breast. I couldn't help but appreciate just how good she looked. Her stomach was smooth and firm looking, her breasts, slightly larger than my wife's hung like large teardrops on her chest, her dark pink areola perfectly round with a large nipple hardening in front of my eyes.
"All the way off," my wife whispered from where she stood next to me. Without answering, I reached out and pushed the dress off Amanda's shoulders, letting it slide down her arms to pool on the ground at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her stockings and high heels. "Tell us. Does she look sexy?"
"Yeah. She does," I answered.
"If you weren't married to me, would you want to have sex with her?" she asked as she reached behind me and untied the string still holding the small Santa hat on my cock. She pulled it off leaving me completely naked. "Would you want to stick this big hard cock into her pussy and fuck her until she comes?"
"Yeah. I would," I answered as I looked down at Amanda's body. My wife reached for Amanda's hand and pulled it up, guiding it toward my now exposed cock.
"How about you Amanda. If he wasn't my husband would you want to feel this sliding into you?"
"Uh huh," Amanda answered breathlessly, looking down at my cock as her hand slowly stroked me.
I felt my wife grasp my hand gently and lift it toward my cock, placing it on Amanda's hand. I wasn't at all sure what she was driving at. It almost felt like she was suggesting that her sister and I have sex, but that would have been a completely ridiculous suggestion.
"You know, she's supposed to be wearing these," she said holding up the pink handcuffs. "But let's face it, handcuffs need to hold something," she said, reaching down and snapping one side of the cuffs to Amanda's wrist. I expected her to reach over to Amanda's other hand and cuff them together, so you can imagine my surprise when the other end of the fluffy cuffs snapped onto my wrist.
"What?" I asked, pulling on the cuff and in turn pulling Amanda's hand off my cock and up with mine.
"A little twist to our game this year lover. You're going to give your sweet sister-in-law a little Christmas gift. You two are linked. I'm going to go to the bedroom now. You can come and get unlocked only after you make each other climax. And lover, I expect you to make it a really good one for her," she said kissing me on the cheek. She turned and started to walk away.
"Hey Eve, wait! Are you serious?" I asked loudly.
She paused at the entrance to the room and turned to face me, still wearing the red ribbon outfit. "Tell you what lover. You don't get to take this off of me until I hear her climaxing, so yes, I'm serious," she said before turning and heading down the hall. "And I'm damn horny, so don't take too long!" she called down the hall.
"Is she serious?" I asked Amanda, who was standing, clearly blushing even in the dim light.
"Faid so. This was her idea," Amanda said quietly.
"She really wants me to have sex with you?"
"She said you were on board with this, that it was your Christmas present to me," she said hesitantly. "Aren't you?"
"Let's just say that I'm surprised. Not that the idea isn't interesting, but I just wasn't ready for something like this."
"She said you've thought I was hot for years. Is it true?"
"Well, you do a good job of trying to hide it, so considering what you were wearing tonight, yeah, you're every bit as hot as she is and you KNOW how hot I think she is."
"She thinks that this will help me get over Alan and what he did to me."
"Don't know if it will or won't. That'd be up to you."
"Well. I guess if we want her to unlock these we should at least sound like we're enjoying ourselves."
"Are you suggesting we fake it?"
"Seems like a reasonable thing to do, if you're not really into doing it."
I chuckled. "You know Eve. I wouldn't put it past her to check and see if your pussy is full of cum before she unlocks us."
"She wouldn't, would she?"
"In a heartbeat," I answered before pushing her gently back to sit on the sofa. "Come on. No telling how long she's been planning this, so we might as well at least make it sound like she didn't waste her time."
"You're seriously going to do this?"
"You wore that red dress and took your panties off in the garage, right?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Pretty obvious, either you're completely on board with her game or you're unwilling to tell her no. Either way, I don't think I'm going to say no, not with you handcuffed practically naked to me. Always been a little curious just how much you're like her, guess this is my chance to find out," I said as I knelt down between her legs. With one hand handcuffed to her I was a little limited on movement, but I did want to at least take a taste of her clearly wet pussy. I looped my left arm under her right leg and lifted it onto my shoulder, wrapping my arm around her stocking covered thigh so I could use my fingers to spread her lips.
I lowered my face to her pussy, seeing the apprehension in her face as I slowly licked up her wet slit the first time. She closed her eyes and tried to lift her pussy involuntarily toward my face as I stroked up across her already hard clit with my tongue. "Oh my," she breathed softly as I stroked a second time, pushing my tongue between her lips slightly deeper. Her pussy was wet with her tangy juices as she spread her legs wider, inviting me to continue my oral ministrations. "Ohhhh my, that feels good," she moaned softly as I stroked up her slit over and over, teasing the tip of my tongue over and around her hard clit with each stroke. "You keep doing that and you're going to make me climax."
"That is the idea, isn't it?" I said, pausing my attentions to her pussy for a moment.
"But Alan always said it was gross when I came," she panted as I dug my tongue into her and slid up between her wet lips again. Her juices had ceased to be sharp and tangy, now a much softer, sweeter flavor as she inched closer to climax. I lifted my handcuffed hand toward her chest, closing my fingers around one of her hard nipples while I teased her clit with my tongue. "Oh fuck Scott!" she gasped, pushing her pussy toward my face again. "Oh God Scott! Ohhhhhh, Oh shit!" she squealed loudly as her legs clamped around me, one under my right arm and the other against the side of my head. I felt her juices flowing copiously down my chin, dripping to the carpet below me. "Oh my god Scott!" she squealed as I sucked her clit between my lips, squeezing it while I squeezed and twisted her nipple. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck." she gasped, reaching down with her free hand to push my head from between her legs. "Oh god Scott," she panted, pushing me back by the shoulder as she leaned toward me. She rolled me back onto my back, sliding off the sofa and onto the floor over me, one knee on either side of me. She leaned her face down to mine and pressed her lips to mine in an aggressive urgent kiss.
"I wanna feel your cock in me now," she panted as she parted her lips from mine, her handcuffed hand pulling mine down toward her legs as she reached between her spread legs for my shaft. She grasped me and unceremoniously rubbed my head around her wet pussy. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" she moaned loudly as she slid down my shaft, her sopping wet pussy spreading around my shaft. "I wish Alan would have done what you did."
"I didn't do much," I said softly, almost moaning the response out as her bare ass pressed against my thighs, my cock stuffed deep in her pussy. She began riding up and down my shaft, sliding wetly along the length of my cock, my engorged head stroking the inside of her tunnel with each plunge down onto me. Her bouncing took a rhythmic rebound, her ass slapping loudly on my thighs and her tits flying and bouncing like crazy as she pounded herself down on me.
"That's it baby. Come for me," she coaxed. "I can feel how big you've gotten. I wanna feel you unload in me. I wanna feel your cum filling my hot pussy. Oh baby, give it all to me. Send me to the moon again with your cock!" she moaned as she pounded herself down on me, driving my well teased body racing toward climax. "Come on sweetie. Give it to me. Fill me with your cum!" she cried as her own legs started to tremble against me. "OH god! OHHHHH fuck baby! You're gonna make me come again!"
I felt her tunnel start to convulse around my cock, the changing sensations driving me over the precipice. My body jerked and with a grunt as I involuntarily tried to jam my cock even deeper into her bouncing pussy. "Oh fuck," I grunted as a surge of hot cum lanced up into her.
"YES! OH FUCK YES!" she practically screamed as she climaxed around me, no longer trying to ride up and down on me, but instead grinding herself down onto my twitching and jerking cock. She sat, trembling for long seconds before laying on top of me, pressing her bare tits and hard nipples into my chest. "OH fuck Scott. No wonder Eve thinks you're so damn good in bed. Jesus your cock feels so good in me. It's been so damn long since I've had a cock fill me up like this. Not since... Well, never mind who," she said, her face clouding over for a few moments before softening to look down into mine again. "Now I think we should get you hard again before we take you back to your wife."
"She might appreciate that."
"Uh huh. And it lets me stay on top of you longer," she said as she pushed herself up to sit on me again, my shrinking cock still inside her. She pulled my hands up to her tits, covering both of mine with hers to squeeze her own breasts through my hands. "Do you suppose that if I keep wiggling on it that it'll get hard again?"
"It might."
"Eve says you like it when she talks dirty to you. Tells you about things she might do to tease you. That it really turns you on. How about me? Did it turn you on while I was pulling my dress up for you in the car? Could you see my panties? I was getting so turned on thinking about you seeing my panties. I wondered if you could see how wet they were," she said softly as she wiggled her ass slowly on my lap, working my cock around inside her tunnel. "I was getting so horny sitting in the car on the way to church. Every time I took a breath I could feel my nipples rubbing on the dress, I wondered if you could see how hard they were. Then on the way home, while Eve was teasing you, I had my fingers in my pussy. I was pushing one finger in and out, thinking about what it would feel like to be fucked in the car going down the road. Have you ever had sex going down the road? I bet you have. I bet Eve has sucked on your cock while you drove."
"Oh damn," I groaned, thinking about her sitting in the back of the car with her panties pulled to the side, fingering herself. "That's almost as hot as Eve taking her panties off in the car. Something else she hadn't ever done before tonight."
"Seems like a lot of firsts tonight. But it seems that it worked. Your cock is getting fucking hard again. I can feel it growing inside me. Mmmmmmm it feels so good. Remember camping last year? We were in the same tent. Can I tell you a secret? I saw you naked when you were getting dressed one morning. I could have crawled under the curtain and sat on you like this. Can you picture me bouncing on your cock in that hot tent? Does it turn you on knowing I saw you naked? Would it turn you on to know that I lay there and touched myself while I watched you. Mmmmmm. It does. I can feel you getting so big in me. In some ways I hate to, but I promised. So should we go get unlocked?"
"Yeah. Probably should," I answered, letting go of her big tits and letting her climb up off of me. I could see our cum tricking down her legs as she stood bent over, waiting for me to get up off the floor. I stood up and we walked hand in hand down the hall to the master bedroom, my again hard cock swinging side to side with each step.
"God it sounded like you two were having one hell of a fuck," my wife said as she sat on the bed still in the red bow. "No. I don't want any details. I just want to know that Mandy enjoyed it."
"Trust me I did."
"Good. Now you two can get uncuffed as soon as you find the key, which is hidden on me someplace."
"Like there are too many places to hide a key in that outfit," I chuckled.
"Should make it a short job then," she answered with a smile.
I started by feeling up her tits in the red cups and then untying the strap around her neck holding them in place. I pulled the cups down, exposing her breasts and the lack of any key. I eased the thin little straps holding the ribbon in place down her stomach and between her legs, letting her lift her butt off the bed so I could pull it all the way down and then off her legs, leaving her completely naked. I looked at her curiously, wondering where the key was hidden, since she didn't have any clothes left. "I give," I said.
"Tell you what. Put that nice hard cock where it belongs and I might tell you where the key is," she answered quietly.
I looked at Amanda and let her crawl on the bed around to my wife's left side so I could crawl between her legs. I eased up, pulling her legs over my thighs and inching myself closer to her on my knees until my engorged head was brushing her already spread and very wet lips. "Looks like someone was busy while we were busy," I said as I rubbed my head up and down between her soft hot lips.
"Uh huh. I had no idea my sister was so loud," she moaned as I pressed my cock an inch or so into her.
"I had no idea your husband had such a fantastic tongue or cock," Amanda answered as I inched my knees farther forward, working my cock a little deeper into my wife.
"Oh god. Yes," she moaned, pushing her feet on the bed to lift and lower her ass from my thighs to move me in and out of her. As she pumped herself up and down on me, she reached out to Amanda and pulled her toward her chest, drawing Amanda's face down toward her tits. "Least you can do is suck one of my nipples."
"If you want," Amanda answered as my wife pumped her hips up and down in front of me, working my hard cock in and out of herself.
"Uh huh. Oh god. I'm already so close," she moaned as Amanda engulfed one of her areola in her mouth. "Oh shit. Oh Scott. I'm going to come."
"Do it," I grunted, trying to rock myself in time with her strokes to move my shaft deeper in and out of her. Amanda tried to contain one of her breasts with her free hand and still lean over and suck on her nipple, a difficult task with us still cuffed together.
"SHIT!" my wife screamed as she started to climax, her pussy convulsing around me as her body shuddered and trembled. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she breathed quietly as she lay there trembling around my hard dick.
"Looked like it felt every bit as good as what he did to me," Amanda said, sitting back up on her knees next to me. "So? Key?"
"What, you don't wanna sit and watch us fuck more?"
"To be honest, it's making me horny as hell again, so no."
"Okay," my wife answered, reaching into the bun her long hair was pulled back in. She pulled the small key out and held it out to Amanda.
"Nice. Wouldn't have thought to look there," she answered as she undid the handcuff from her wrist. "Maybe sometime I'll use these again," she said, laying the key on my wife's stomach and then sliding off the bed.
I picked up the key and freed my wrist from the cuff, tossing it and the cuffs onto the night stand. I pulled myself from her pussy and then climbed off the bed. I didn't bother closing the door, but turned the light in the hall and the light in the bedroom off, leaving only the twinkling lights of the Christmas tree shining down the hall. I crawled into bed, gently rolling my wife onto her side facing away from me. I snuggled up against her, my still hard dick poking against her thighs as I wrapped an arm around her and cupped one of her tits. I could almost feel her smile in the dark as she reached between her legs to tease my head between her lips, allowing me to push into her again from behind.
"Go for it lover. You know how I love feeling you cum inside me."
"Uh huh," I whispered, rocking my hips gently against her, pushing my cock in and out a couple inches. This was never really meant to be a hard and fast fucking position. This one we enjoyed more because it was snuggly and gentle, which is exactly what I thought we both wanted right then. "Tell me. Why?"
"Why what?"
"You've never shown any tendency toward doing anything with another couple, or multiple partners with the two of us. So why Amanda?"
"She's my sister. I thought maybe it would help her realize that she can have more in a man than what she'd been getting. I mean if I can get her to date a little she should have some understanding of what good sex is."
"So you thought I'd just jump at the chance to have sex with your sister?"
"Of course not. If anything, I expected you to refuse flat out. Why do you think I did the handcuffs? But you did enjoy it, didn't you?"
"Mostly."
"Only mostly?"
"Well," I answered quietly, still sliding my cock in and out of her. "I had to admit you two had me sufficiently warmed up with all that teasing."
"Oh really? You enjoyed that?"
"I did."
"Did you like it when I took my panties off in the car?" she whispered.
"Uh huh," I answered, stroking a bit faster at the mental image of her pulling her skirt up in the car and taking her underwear off.
"What would you have done if I took my dress all the way off and was naked? Would you like that? Maybe I'd just lean over and open your pants and pull out your cock. It'd be hard by then, wouldn't it? Oh yeah. I'm sure it would. Just like now. My mouth sliding up and down your big fat shaft while you held the wheel with one hand and used the other to grab at my tits and maybe even finger my pussy. Would you make me come in the car? Would you finger my pussy until I creamed all over the seat of your car while sucking her big fat cock?"
"OH fuck!" I grunted as my cock surged, spurting a gush of cum into her tunnel. I felt her hand pull my hip toward hers, my arm squeezing her tit and pulling her back into me as my body jerked and shuddered. "Ohhhhh fuck," I groaned softly.
"One of these days I'm going to have to get brave enough to try that. I love how hard you come when you think of me naked and playing with you in public."
"It does get my motor running," I panted.
"Uh huh. Like a hopped up funny car!" she giggled. "But I'll take it. I love making you come."
"You're very good at it."
"As are you lover."
I leaned my face to her neck and gave her a gentle kiss as the two of us settled in to go to sleep, my softening dick still embedded in her.
I rolled over and felt for my wife and found her side of the bed empty. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked at my watch, almost eight. I groaned and rolled onto my back, kicking the sheets off in preparation for getting out of bed. Before I could push myself up my wife stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her freshly showered body. "Morning sleepy head!" she said with a grin.



"Morning," I answered with another yawn.
My wife walked to her dresser and then back to the foot of the bed. "Had fun last night?" she asked with a smile as she opened a package.
"It was an interesting night," I answered.
"Good," she said as she held up a pair of black stockings.
"Ohhhhhh real silk?"
"Is there another kind?" she asked with a giggle, lifting one foot to set it on the footboard. I watched as she rolled the stockings in her hand and then slipped her toe into the doughnut. She slowly drew the black stocking up her leg, encasing it in the shimmery black sexy material. She knew that I loved seeing her in stockings and my cock was hardening almost as fast as the stocking was sliding up her leg. She switched feet, picked up the other stocking and then repeated the process, encasing her left leg as she had her right. By the time she was wrapping the black garter belt around her hips my cock was sticking up toward my face bouncing slightly with my heartbeat. "You like?"
"Uh huh."
"Well, just wait," she said with a grin. She walked to the closet and disappeared into it for a few moments, coming back a few moments later carrying a black sweater dress. She stood at the foot of the bed and pulled the dress on over her head, sliding the clingy material down over her body until it was pulled down over her curvy figure, the hem coming only to the middle of her thighs, barely longer than the tops of her black stockings.
"Damn you look hot!" I said quietly. "Kinda dressy for Christmas morning though, isn't it?"
"Maybe a little. You think the stockings are too much?"
"Maybe a little."
"Well, then maybe we can do something about that," she said, hiking the hem of the skirt up to her waist, exposing her bare pussy, framed by the black garter and stockings. She unclipped the garter from the stockings and pulled it off, leaving her bare between her belly and the tops of the black silk. "Maybe you should take these off then?" she said as she stepped around the side of the bed, still holding the sweater dress up over her stomach. She stepped onto the bed and straddled me, one foot on either side of my hips.
She grinned down at me as I slid my hands up her right leg, feeling the smoothness of the silk on her legs, knowing damn well how turned on I get with her in these. She bent over slightly and held the headboard of the bed for balance while lifting her left foot and teasing my rock hard cock with her stocking covered foot. "You like that lover? Does the feel of silk on your cock turn you on?"
"You know damn well it does," I groaned softly as she slid her foot gently along the length of my shaft.
She grinned down at me. "I know something else that turns you on." She cooed softly as she set her foot back on the bed and squatted slowly down over me. I felt her hot lips press against my shaft before she began to slowly rock her hips, sliding her wet pussy back and forth along my shaft. Her hot wetness caressed me from my balls all the way to my head, her motion allowing her lips to spread and engulf my engorged mushroom head. "You know what I really like about this dress?"
"What's that?" I asked as she slid back and forth on me.
"You can slide your hands right up under it all the way to my tits."
"You mean like this?" I asked, sliding my hands up her legs to her ass and then up the front of her body, my wrists pushing the dress farther up until both my hands cupped her big soft tits.
"Uh huh. You know. I bet I can come just like this," she whispered, dragging her clit along my shaft with each stroke.
"I bet this'd help," I whispered back, letting my fingers squeeze and pull her nipples gently as she rocked herself on me.
"Oh yeah. Perfect," she moaned, sliding herself along my shaft faster. "Oh god I love how hard your cock feels against my clit."
"Uh huh." I grunted in return, her sliding motion coaxing me closer to my own climax.
"Shit sweetie. I'm gonna come!" She breathed quietly, her legs starting to tremble a little. "Ohhhh yeah. OH SHIT!" she squeaked as she pressed down hard against my shaft, her whole body trembling and shuddering. I held my hands on her breasts, letting my fingers gently rub back and forth across her rock hard nipples as the shudders raced up and down her body before slowly subsiding. "Mmmmmm that was nice," she cooed, letting go of the headboard and lowering herself down on me, her sweater dress covered tits pressing against my bare chest.
"You know what I think?" she whispered after a long erotic kiss.
"What's that?"
"I think I'm gonna leave my stockings on and just tease the shit out of you alllll day."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. How would you like that? Getting teased all day by my sexy body? Having me flash my pussy at you, or rubbing my pussy on your cock or pulling your hands under my dress to my tits. I know how that turns you on, feeling me up under my clothes when you think no one is looking," she whispered, rubbing her pussy on my still rock hard cock.
"I think if you keep teasing me, you'll probably end up getting fucked before the day is out," I answered, trying to rock my hips far enough to let my head, being stroked by her wet lips, slip into her tunnel.
"Not if I don't let you. Just think how big and hard you'll be tonight."
"I don't know if I can last until tonight if you're gonna do that."
"Well, we'll just have to see then," she said as she pushed herself up off of me just as I managed to get my head to engage into the entrance to her tunnel. "The kids will be here soon. You should probably shower and dress," she said as she leaned over to pick up the garter belt and clip it back around her hips and then to the tops of the stockings.
"Damn you look good in stockings and no underwear."
"Then I'll have to make sure you get lots of chances to see it and maybe feel it," she said with a grin. "Better wear something that I can get into easily if you wanna feel me grinding my wet pussy on your cock!" she said as she knelt on the bed to lean over and kiss my rock hard cock. For a second I thought she was going to engulf my head, but just as she closed her lips on the tip she pushed up and away. "One more thing," she said as she pushed herself up from the bed.
"Yeah?"
"I told Mandy she could use our shower after I was done."
"Oh. Okay. I'll wait until she's done then," I said, feeling a little frustrated that I was going to have to wait longer to get showered.
"Why?" my wife said, smiling before turning and walking out the door.
"Why?" I asked myself as I pushed myself up out of my bed. "No reason. Why would I possibly wait until AFTER my sister-in-law takes her shower?" Over the years I've seen my wife in all kinds of moods: Sexy, businesslike, playful, horny, angry, quiet, depressed, but I don't think I've ever seen her quite like this. I mean I'm a guy. I look at pretty girls going down the street and she knows it. As long as I don't make it obvious she doesn't mind or complain. But it has always been a long standing rule, no touching, under ANY circumstances. So last night was so out of character for her it was a shock. I wasn't sure what brought it about, but I had to admit that it was a lot of fun, so I didn't dig too deep. But to see her like this again today, well it had me wondering. But it also looked like I wasn't going to get any answers any time soon.
I headed to the bathroom and into the large walk-in shower. I adjusted the temperature and stood under the water for a few seconds, letting the hot water cascade down from above me like a drenching rain. I reached for the soap and drizzled some of my Old Spice on the fluffy luffa. As I started to wash my arms with the luffa I felt a pair of arms slip around my waist, one hand sliding up my wet skin to my chest and the other down until her fingers were gently stroking around the base of my half hard dick.
"Eve said that you liked having your back washed," Amanda whispered quietly, sliding the hand that was on my chest down my arm until she could take the luffa from me, pressing her body against me from behind, her hard nipples pressing into my back. Once she had the luffa, she pressed against me to push both of us from under the spray, gently turning me to face her. "I wanted to say thank you," she said just loud enough for me to hear over the sound of the falling water as she began to gently rub the soapy luffa around my chest. She slowly worked it down to my dick, using one hand to soap around it while the other gently grasped it and began to stroke it slowly. "It really did feel wonderful having a man inside me again."
"You're welcome," I answered as quietly as she stepped closer to me, sliding the soapy luffa down my arm until she could press it into my hand. I grasped the luffa and allowed her to draw my hand to her chest, clearly inviting me to soap her big soft tits.
"You know when she said you'd be happy to treat me like a woman should be, I wasn't sure what to think. I mean I'm not sure I'd want my man doing the things to another woman that you did to me last night."
"Kinda surprised me too," I answered as I used both hands on her chest, cupping and rubbing both big soft tits, the thumb of my free hand back and forth across her hard nipple.
"She tells me that you like being teased and that if I wanted to, I could tease you any time I wanted to today. I hope she was being serious."
"Oh? Do you like teasing men?" I said as I slid the luffa down and gently soaped between her legs.
"I don't know. Haven't had much practice. But I do know I love getting my nipples teased and of course, having my pussy stroked," she said huskily as I slid my free hand down between her legs and started to gently rub her now soapy pussy. "I can tell you though, that if you keep doing that I'm not going to be able to resist putting this hard cock of yours someplace." She breathed raggedly as my finger drew across her hard clit. "I wonder if she'd mind if I borrowed this again."
"You keep doing what you're doing and I'm pretty sure that I'm gonna do it whether she minds or not."
"In that case, why don't we make it worth both our whiles?" she asked, letting go of me and turning around to face away from me. She stepped toward the wall two steps and then bent over, reaching out for the glass wall of the shower. She looked over her shoulder at me, inviting me with only a look to fill her pussy with my hard dick.
I stepped behind her and rubbed my soapy head up and down her soapy pussy lips, letting it spread her lips and then slowly slide into her tunnel entrance. "Ohhhhhhhhh," I groaned softly, still extremely turned on from my wife's teasing.
"Oh yeah baby. Give me the whole thing," she moaned as I pressed into her until her bare ass was against my body. I started to stroke, only half thinking about how it felt for her, my own body already on overload from my wife's pussy teasing me only a short time ago. "Uh huh. Do it. Fuck me hard!" she moaned as I stood behind her, pumping my cock in and out of her rapidly. My thighs beat against her bare ass with a loud slap at the end of each stroke, little grunts and groans slipping from me as I pounded into her. I could see the sides of her tits appearing and disappearing as they swung wildly below her, my mind trying to fill in the picture of what she must look like, bent over, being fucked from behind like this.
"Shit. Gonna come," I grunted as the feeling of urgency suddenly started to spread like wildfire in my body. If she'd have said stop I don't think I would have been able to, my body running almost on automatic pilot as I slid my hands from her firm round ass to her tits, capturing both of them as I bent over her back and pounded into her. "UHHHHHH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed, jamming my cock into her and surging a gush of cum into her. Over and over my body bucked, jamming hard into her quivering and spasming pussy until we both stood bent over, panting to catch our breaths.
"Geez. I'm gonna be leaking that all day," she said breathlessly as she gently pushed me back and stood upright.
"Yeah?" I answered as breathlessly as she turned us and pulled us under the still hot water spray.
"Yeah. And since I'm not wearing any panties all day, a suggestion Eve made so I could tease you better, it could be interesting."
"No underwear?"
"Uh uh. None. No bra and no panties. Just the dress she gave me," she answered as she rubbed her hands around my body. "You know. For as old as we are, you're not at all hard on the eyes. My sister is pretty lucky."
"Thanks," I answered, feeling a little embarrassed.
"Do me a favor?"
"Sure."
"Don't wear any underwear today either. I wanna be able to feel your cock when we're alone."
"It could be a bit obvious if I don't."
"Well, think about it anyway," she said as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself up against me again. Standing on her tiptoes she pressed her lips to mine, giving me a long hot seductive kiss. "Just saying thank you," she whispered before walking out of the shower. She grabbed a towel and disappeared from the bathroom.
I stood under the shower for some time before the water started to get cold. I dried off and started to dress. After thinking about it several times I tossed the underwear back onto the drawer and pulled on something that I thought might hide my hardon a little bit at least, a pair of moderately snug sweatpants. At least they were tight enough to keep my cock from sticking out. A long football jersey shirt that came down over my crotch would complete the ability to conceal my hardon, at least most of the way. I walked to the kitchen and the smell of breakfast cooking.
My wife was standing at the stove, so I walked over to her, leaning my softened dick against her ass as I cupped both tits through the sweater dress. "Your sister visited me in the shower," I whispered.
"Uh huh," she answered.
"You knew she was going to, didn't you?"
"Uh huh," she answered. I could feel her smile as my cheek pressed against hers, my fingers teasing her nipples through the material.
"You want to know what she did?"
"I'm pretty sure I already do," she answered as I slid my hands down to the hem of her dress, pulling it up and sliding my hands under the material. I slid my hands up her bare skin until I could once again reach her nipples, cupping each soft orb. "If she didn't, you'd be pressing a hardon between my ass cheeks."
"True," I answered.
"Is she as good as me?"
"She's different than you," I whispered before turning my head to kiss her cheek. "But between the two of us, I like the way you do it better."
"You're such a liar," she said with a giggle as I teased her nipples. "But I like it just the same."
"I think you just sprouted a new set of hands," I whispered as I felt my sweatpants being pulled down, freeing my mostly soft cock to nestle between my wife's firm ass cheeks.
"Really? Guess that means we're not alone anymore."
"Would seem not."
"Then I guess I can't tease you any longer," she said, laying down the spatula she had been stirring the pan with and pulling my hands from under her dress. "We wouldn't want someone to see what we were doing, would we?" I reluctantly let go of her and shuffled back from her, pulling my sweatpants back up. "Now why don't you go find Mandy and tell her breakfast is almost ready."
"Sure," I answered with a sigh as my wife pulled the hem of the dress back down to cover her bare ass. I walked to the living room and saw Amanda standing at the front window by the blinking Christmas tree. She had on a frilly white blouse untucked from a very short black skirt, bare legs and a pair of moderately tall high heels. I walked to where she stood looking out the front window and stepped next to her.
"Eve said breakfast is almost ready."
"Good," she said, turning to face me. She reached for my hands and pulled one to her thigh, pulling it up under the skirt and the other to the bottom of the blouse, pulling it up until our wrists had pulled the slick satin material up to allow my hand to cup her bare breasts. "Like I said, no underwear. Any time you wanna do this, feel free," she whispered, letting go of my hand between her legs and reaching out for the waistband of my sweatpants. She slipped her hand inside and found my hardening cock, closing around it and stroking it slowly. "You know. I didn't get a chance to do something I've wanted to do for years."
"Oh? What's that?"
"This," she said as she moved both hands to the waistband of my sweats and pushed them down as she squatted down in front of me, pulling her pussy out of reach. I looked down, still holding one of her big soft tits as she wrapped both hands around my hard shaft and then leaned her face toward me, engulfing the head of my cock.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she teased my head with her tongue, sliding it around and under as she bobbed her head slowly on and off my cock a couple inches, her hands sliding back down to make room for her mouth. On and off she stroked her mouth, her wet tongue stroking under my head as her face moved toward and away from me.
"God you have a good cock. Eve is such a lucky sister," Amanda said softly as she pulled off my cock and looked up at me.
"I agree, I am. But breakfast is ready!" she said from the doorway. I was a bit nervous about what she was going to do as she walked toward us, but to my surprise she squatted down next to her sister and leaned her face toward my cock, still held in Amanda's hands, and closed her lips around me. She slowly bobbed her head on and off my cock for several way too short minutes before pulling off of it with a slurp. "Come on you two. Time to eat."
The two got up and walked away, leaving me standing with my hardon poking out and my sweat pants around my ankles. I shook my head, fixed my pants and headed to the kitchen, finding both of them sitting at the table, waiting.
Breakfast was good, eggs, sausage and hash browns. The view was good as well, both of the girls standing up occasionally and flashing me parts of their bodies. My wife slipped her foot into my lap from across the table, trying to work it down into my sweatpants. I eventually pulled them down, letting them pool around my ankles so I was sitting essentially naked from the waist down. She quickly took advantage, forcing my legs apart with her foot and rubbing her silk covered foot up and down my hardon.
"You keep that up and I'm going to have to come over there and do something about it."
"Promises, promises," my wife said with a giggle.
I stood up, walked around the table, or more appropriately shuffled my way past Amanda, who reached out to grab my hard dick, to stand behind my wife. I stroked both hands down her front, cupping both big tits through the sweater dress. I gently kneaded and squeezed her breasts, teasing her nipples as best I could through the heavy material. "Mandy, don't you have something to go do?" my wife asked her sister.
"You're right," she said with a smile, getting up from the table. "Don't go away."
"The kids will be here soon. Don't take too long!" my wife said.
"I won't," Amanda said over her shoulder as she walked away, headed toward the bedroom.
"So what is it she has to do?"
"You'll see," my wife said with a giggle. "Now, if you wanna play with my tits, wouldn't it be easier to pull my dress up to uncover em?"
"It would," I agreed, sliding my hands down to the hem and pulling up, finding that she had already slipped the dress from under her firm ass so that it came easily up her body. I cupped both bare breasts, holding them up with my fingers under them and my palms pressing against her hard nipples.
"Much better," she cooed softly, allowing me to stand there and tease her breasts, both of us enjoying my ministrations.



"I can only wear this a few minutes, but Eve thought you might enjoy it." I heard Amanda say, drawing my attention to her as she walked into the room. She had on almost nothing, or more to the point, an outfit that looked like little more than two lightweight see-through strips of white cloth extending from their pointed bikini style triangle tips covering her nipples, down her front to her ankles. The two strips were barely four or five inches wide, held to her waist by a single string, and held up over her fantastic looking tits by a set of strings reminiscent of a bikini top. She turned a slow circle for me, allowing me to see a similar but wider strip of cloth extending from just over her firm ass down to her ankles, her legs protruded from the strips of cloth, bare and sexy as she stood in a pair of white high heels. Her shaved pussy showed through the thin material, making her look so incredibly sexy.
"Damn!" I answered, holding my wife's tits.
"You like?"
"He does. I can feel his hardon twitching against my back," my wife said with a soft chuckle. "Now I know how I look in that outfit. Pretty damn hot."
Amanda walked over and stepped behind me, rubbing her body against mine. She leaned herself against my back, wrapping her arms around me to grasp my cock, her cheek pressing against mine. "If I could I'd wear this all day so you could just slip the material aside and fuck me with that fantastic cock of yours," she whispered ever so quietly.
"Ohhhhh," I groaned softly as she squeezed my cock.
"Seems that Mandy is a bit of a tease too," my wife said as she pushed herself up from the chair. She pushed the dishes aside and bent herself over the table, her ass sticking out at me. "Better make sure he still knows where it belongs!"
I looked at my wife's bare ass sticking out at me, her pussy pushing out at me from between her slightly spread legs. There was no doubt that I was horny as hell, and the view of my own wife bent over the table was an invitation I couldn't resist. I pushed the chair aside and stepped behind my wife, aiming my cock at her wet lips. I pressed my head against her soft protruding lips, spreading them and sliding into her. I felt Amanda's hands stroke my bare ass as I started to slide in and out of my wife, the two of us groaning in pleasure as my cock became more lubricated and slid more easily into her. The table rocked and our bodies slapped loudly together as I drove into her, our mutual climaxes building. I have no doubt that the two of us would have come in very short order, had the doorbell not interrupted us.
"Oh shit!" Amanda squeaked, running, well sort of running in the high heels, out of the room and down the hall. Eve pushed me back, forcing me out of her pussy and away from her. She pulled her dress down to cover herself.
"Better pull those up," she said breathlessly, brushing a lock of hair out of her face. "Michael and Jenny are here, and I doubt you wanna be showing that off to them or the girls."
"Yeah. We don't need to do that," I agreed, bending down to pull up my pants while my wife headed to the front door to let my son and his wife and our two sweet granddaughters in. I was still fixing my pants and shirt as my wife opened the door, hearing my son greeting my wife.
"Hey there they are!" I called as I walked out and saw Steph and Emily running in through the door. I squatted down and clasped them both as they launched themselves, nearly knocking me over with their hugs. I just about recovered from the hugs when Amanda came back out in a blue mini-dress. I doubted that she had any underwear on, which would require some interesting sitting positions to keep from flashing herself. I could also see her tits wiggling under the thin material, her hard nipples tracing back and forth in the top.
True to their word, the girls kept me teased. Any time I left the room one of the two made an excuse to follow me, flashing me their breasts or pussies, sliding their hands down my pants, and on one occasion, Amanda snuck into the bathroom with me, playing with me after I peed until I was hard enough to slip into her for a few strokes. By the time dinner was done and the kids had gone home, I was so damn horny that I was about ready to strip my wife in front of the kids and fuck her brains out.
"Okay Mister. You sit right down here," my wife said standing next to the sofa while Amanda turned all the lights in the living room off except for the tree's blinking lights. I sat down where she pointed, in the middle of the sofa. "Now don't move until we come back," she admonished me as she and Amanda walked away.
I only had to wait a short time before they came back. Both of them were dressed in lingerie I'd never seen before. My wife in what I would call a black lace teddy with red edging. Where the crotch material would be were two strips of lace, leaving her pussy completely exposed. The cups of the top consisted only of the framework, minus the lace material that would normally cover her big breasts, leaving them as bare as her pussy. Amanda wore a black bra and panty set, cupping her voluptuous breasts and shaved pussy, her nipples peeking out a slit in each cup, held closed by only one small bow in the middle. Her pussy likewise was threatening to slip completely into view if the single black bow were pulled, allowing the material to split apart.
My wife stepped over to me, her big tits wiggling enticingly in the open cup outfit, and held a hand out for me. I stood up and allowed her to start undressing me, not that there was all that much to take off. "You know. I think every man has a fantasy of having sex with two women at the same time," she said quietly as she pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside.
"I didn't..." I started to protest.
"Oh lover," she whispered as she pushed my sweatpants down, allowing them to slide down my legs. "I found your little stash of porn videos years ago. You know the ones. A little heavy on the threesome action." she said as she squatted down in front of me to pull my sweats off my feet, leaving me completely naked. She stood back up as Amanda walked over toward us, her hands behind her back. She reached out with an eye cover, similar to what someone might use to sleep on an airplane, and placed it over my eyes, the elastic band wrapping around my head. I stood there, unsure what to do as both women gently teased my body with their fingertips. I felt a hand close around my dick, reasonably sure from the position that it was my wife's hand, and then a hot mouth engulf my cock. She sucked on my cock for several long slow draws down the length of my shaft, clearly not working to make me come, but to tease me even harder. The mouth pulled off and was replaced with another. Though it felt very much the same, the technique with her tongue was slightly different, making me think that Amanda was now sucking my hard dick. They switched back and forth for several minutes until my wife abruptly pulled off. "I think it's time to lay down." She coaxed, pulling me gently to the carpet.
I lay down on my back, wondering what was coming next, and hoping that one of the two would ride my overly excited cock. I felt movement over me and then felt a bare pussy press to my face. I reached out with my tongue and stroked along a very wet and excited pussy, my hands finding her bare thighs and sliding up to her body as I teased between her lips. I let my hands explore up her body until I felt the black cups of the bra, finding the tiny bows and pulling them to allow my fingers to tease Amanda's hard nipples. "Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned softly as I teased my tongue across her excited clit. She let me pick the pace and lick up and down her wet slit, my attention briefly diverted as a hand closed around my hard cock.
"Ohhhhhhhhh," I heard my wife moan as she pressed my engorged head between her lips and slid down my shaft, settling her bare ass against my thighs. Up and down she started to ride, rocking her hips to and fro with each stroke so that her clit would drag along my hard shaft. Little grunts and moans slipped from her as she bounced faster on me, clearly excited and working her climax toward a quick completion. Up and down she bounced, driving me along with her as she forced my shaft quickly in and out of her pussy.
I groaned into Amanda's pussy as my wife began to climax on my shaft, my own climax inching ever closer. Her legs shuddered against my sides as she bounced wildly on my cock, her bare ass slapping rhythmically on my thighs. I felt her tunnel begin to quiver as she kept bouncing, her gasps and moans getting louder as her climax grew.
I finally couldn't hold back any longer. My body bucked up into her, surging a massive gush of cum up into her pussy. I felt my wife slam herself down and utter a breathless "Fuck yes" as my cock spurted shot after shot into her wet depths as she sat on me, quivering and trembling.
There are some things in this world that really, really, really turn me on. One is having a wet pussy to eat out and the other is big soft tits to play with. Even though my wife had just taken care of my cock, I turned my attention back to Amanda's pussy on my face. I felt her hands move mine from her tits and then draw them back again, the top of her outfit now discarded so that my hands had full access to her tits. I concentrated on her clit, making her squirm and grind against my face, clearly teasing her toward a climax.
Over the years my wife had sucked on my cock, but not frequently. Usually it was just a short teasing suck like earlier in the day, what I would call a prelude to the main event. She didn't exactly like the taste of cum, and on the one occasion she sucked me until I came in her mouth, made sure I realized that it was a special favor that she didn't really enjoy. So you can imagine my surprise when she pulled off my half hard cock, covered with my own cum and hers as well, and began to lick and suck it. I groaned into Amanda's pussy as my shrinking cock was suddenly being teased toward hardness again. Even though she had allowed me to have sex with Amanda last night and again this morning, she had made it clear that she didn't want to watch, or have any details. So you can imagine my surprise when Amanda slipped off my face and pushed down my body, my own wife holding my mostly hard cock up for Amanda to sit on.
My head spread her lips and pushed easily into her already excited pussy, sliding fully into her as she settled herself on my thighs. I slid my hands up her body again, cupping her big tits, only to have my hands pushed away and pushed down to her thighs. I felt her lean forward and begin rocking on my cock, her actions sliding herself forward and back on my shaft, her rock hard nipples stroking my chest as her big soft tits swung back and forth in time with her actions. Not a word was said as Amanda rocked herself on and off of my cock, little grunts and moans the only sounds coming from her.
In and out my cock went, my right hand pulled off Amanda's thigh and pushed encouragingly between my wife's legs. As Amanda rode on and off my shaft I teased my fingers up into my wife's incredibly wet pussy, fingering deep into her and then sliding them along her slit to tease her clit. We kept this going, Amanda riding my cock and my wife being fingered for, well I don't know how long, before my wife pulled my hand from between her legs. I felt and heard her get up, and move around me, Amanda pushing herself back upright. I felt a pussy press on my face, my wife settling onto me and surprisingly facing Amanda. My hands were pulled up to Amanda's tits as she rocked herself on my cock, grinding her clit against me as my hands were trapped between two soft sets of tits. My mind could only picture the sight of my wife and Amanda facing each other, my wife riding my face and Amanda grinding herself on me as the two hugged. The sounds that filtered down started soft and sporadic, then more aggressive and intense, the sound of a very wet erotic kiss punctuated with moans and groans of pleasure.
I concentrated on teasing my wife's clit, trying to drive her excitement higher as my brain, filled with the images of my wife and her sister making out on top of me, drove my own excitement higher. I felt Amanda climax on my cock as she ground herself into the base of my shaft, her legs quivering and her tunnel spasming around my shaft. Her long moan and gasp sounded almost familiar. My wife pulled off of my cum covered face and reached down to pull the blinders off. It took several seconds before I realized that the pussy on my face, the one that I had so eagerly climaxed into first, was not my wife, but her sister.
My wife sat on me, grinning down at me wearing the bottom half of the outfit that Amanda had been wearing originally. She looked over at Amanda , who stepped over and helped my wife up. The two walked wordlessly around the sofa and bent over the back, facing the tree and where I was laying, their butts pushed up into the air by the sofa back. "You going to lay there all night or come finish what we started?"
"You want me to come and...?"
"Uh huh. Pump us both until you come again. I know how long you can go the second time, so you should still have plenty left to make Amanda come again, not to mention give me a bit more," she said with a smile.
"Shit," I grunted, pushing myself up from the floor. I walked around the sofa and stared at the two asses and pussies pushing out at me, surprised at how similar they were. So similar that my wife had engineered to change places with Amanda and I hadn't even noticed. I lined my cock up with Amanda's wet pussy, and pushed deep into her, drawing an appreciative moan from her.
"Oh fuck yes. He gets so deep this way!" Amanda moaned to my wife.
"He does, doesn't he?" she answered her sister. "You better keep mine warmed up though," she added to me, looking back over her shoulder. I looked up toward the tree and realized that the living room curtains were still open, the darkness outside making the glass more like a mirror than a window. I could see our reflection, Amanda's tits swinging wildly as I stroked quickly in and out of her pussy. In and out I drove, slapping my thighs against her bare ass for several minutes, my fingers teasing my wife's pussy next to her. I pulled out and switched, driving quickly into my wife, getting a grunt of surprise followed by a long moan of pleasure as I started stroking in and out of her. My wife's tits were almost as big as Amanda's, and in the reflection of the two sets I could see that my wife's were slightly firmer, hanging down only a little less than Amanda's, but no less exciting a view. I pounded into my wife, her body quickly responding and renewing the excitement that had been building while she was riding my cock. If she climaxed, it was a small one then, but I could tell that what was coming was much bigger.
I watched in the window as Amanda leaned over toward my wife, reaching under her chest to cup one of my wife's wildly swinging tits, her face leaning toward my wife's until the two were kissing aggressively. "Oh fuck! Gonna come!" my wife cried, breaking the kiss. I could feel her pussy start to clench on me as the shudders raced up her legs and arms, finally bringing her whole body to shake in a massive orgasm that I'd only seen a few times since we were married. Her pussy gushed juices out around my cock, drenching me until her cum was running down my legs like water. She lay over the back of the sofa, trembling and shaking, gasping for breath as she climaxed around my still sliding cock. "Okay. Stop." she panted, reaching behind her to push me away. "You have another pussy to fuck yet."
"Definitely!" Amanda answered as I pulled out of my wife and stepped over to her. I pushed my woman cum covered dick into Amanda and started stroking into her, driving deep into her with each stroke until my thighs slapped against her bare ass. My wife pushed up off of the sofa and reached over, undoing the two straps that held the outfit on Amanda, coaxing the material off her body and down her legs without me having to stop fucking her. The three of us now were completely naked as my wife stepped around the sofa and lay down on it. I saw her lift her head and grasp one of Amanda's swinging tits and guide it toward her mouth, sucking Amanda's nipple deeply, and drawing a loud moan of pleasure from her. "Oh fuck. Ohhhhh my god yes," Amanda moaned as I pounded into her. I saw in the reflection that my wife had wormed one hand up between the sofa and Amanda's body, working to where she could rub Amanda's clit while I pounded her from behind.
"OH FUCK! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" Amanda cried as my wife found the sweet spot she had been aiming for. "OHMYGOD! I'M COOOOOOOMMMMINNNNNNG!" she screamed into the room as her whole body dissolved into shudders and trembles. I could feel her pussy clenching and tightening around me as I pumped in and out of her.
"Oh god," I groaned, looking down at my wife, no longer holding Amanda's swinging tit, but still trying to capture her nipple with her mouth as her hand stroked her own pussy, her legs spread wide, one foot on the floor and the other hooked over the back of the sofa. The sight of the two women was more than I could take and that familiar sensation washed across me. My body jerked hard, driving into Amanda as my cock pumped a gush of hot cum into her again, for the second time that night. I stood there, my body jerking and spasming as I emptied a good half dozen shots into her pussy.
My wife pushed herself up from the sofa and stepped around behind it to stand beside me. She stroked her fingers up and down my chest and gently kissed my cheek. "Amanda says I'm a lucky woman. That my husband is one hell of a hot, sexy stud. I'm inclined to agree," she whispered as she eased me back to pull from Amanda's pussy. "I have to say that you looked pretty fucking hot pounding into me, even though it wasn't me. Not too many women get the chance to see what they look like getting fucked by their man."
"And not too many sisters have a sister like you Eve. I never in a thousand years would have had the chance to experience the kind of sex you've been telling me about all these years if it wasn't for this. Thank you, to both of you," Amanda said, stepping against the two of us unto a three way hug, two sets of soft tits pressing against my chest.
"Night's not over yet," my wife said. "This was your Christmas present from me," she said to me. "A fantasy most men have but can never enjoy. I want you to enjoy this. You have the two of us until morning. Now that you've unwrapped your present, feel free to play with it, us, any way you want," she whispered, giving me a kiss.
Amanda waited for my wife to finish kissing me and then turned my face to hers. "Merry Christmas Scott. And I hope many more to come," she said softly before pressing her lips to mine. "Now. Where should we go next?"
"I think the bedroom. I'm guessing that things might be a bit more comfortable, there. Besides, we don't want to leave too many cum stains on the sofa with the girls coming tomorrow," my wife said with a grin. "We do have until about ten tomorrow morning, don't we lover?" she asked me.
"Uh huh," I agreed as my wife pulled me toward the doorway on the way to the bedroom. I wondered how many three-way fantasies I could manage to squeeze in between now and tomorrow morning. Not that I had to, the one that had already been fulfilled was more than enough for one Christmas!
"You know lover. I was thinking, maybe Amanda would want to come on vacation with us this summer? Might be fun to have some company when we go up north camping, right?" my wife said as she led us down the hallway, leaving me in stunned silence at the implication.
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The doorbell interrupted the old John Wayne western that was almost over, the clock pushing ten o'clock and my bed time, even if it was New Year's Eve. I grunted in irritation at the interruption, "Who the hell could it be at this hour?" I pushed myself out of my chair and plodded to the door in my slippers. I grudgingly opened the door and stared at the "intruder" standing in the cold.
"Scott!" my sister-in-law said as she stood on the porch in a knee length coat and high heels, clearly feeling the chill in the air in her outfit. "Going to ask me in or leave me stand out here and freeze?"
"Um. Yeah. Come on in," I answered, opening the door farther and letting her in. I closed the door behind her, watching her slip her coat off as she stepped past me. She turned to face me, wearing an extremely short navy blue minidress with a deep V of cleavage dipping well down between her large breasts. She handed me her coat and turned to walk toward the livingroom, the skirt of the dress so short that I could see the lacy tops of her stockings peeking at me from under the hem with each step.
"So what are you doing here at this hour?" I asked my forty year old sister-in-law. She was ten years my junior and most definitely a much wilder version of my late wife.
"Putting an end to this moping, dreary, dismal thing you're calling life. It's been over three years and this was the most depressing Christmas yet. Emily always said if anything happened to her you'd become a hermit, and that's what's happened. Well, tonight starts a new year and this year you're going to crawl out of your hole and start living again!"
"I'm not a hermit!"
"The hell you aren't. Other than work, what do you do? Hell even your Christmas tree looks depressed! Now you and I are going out, so go get dressed!"
"And if I say no?"
"Well. I'm not leaving without you."
"Then you're gonna have a long night!" I answered, stepping past her towards my chair and dropping into it. She was right. It has been over three years since her sister passed. I had no intention of looking for a replacement wife at fifty, which is exactly what Cindy had been harping on for the last year and a half.
She stepped around in front of me, standing between me and the TV. "Then yours will be just as long because you're not going to get any sleep, even if I have to go to bed with you to keep you awake!"
"Oh, go home Cindy! I'm not going out to a club or bar or anywhere else with my sister-in-law!"
"Why? Afraid to be seen with me?"
"No. Just seems a little weird, don't you think?"
"As compared to sitting and moping?"
"That isn't weird. It's just... depression."
"Well. Emily wouldn't ever forgive me if I let you do this. So we're going to bust you out of this depression. Now you can go get dressed or I'll do it for you!"
"I don't feel like it!"
"So?"
"That's a nice way to say no."
"I don't think you get it. I'm NOT taking NO for an answer!" she said sharply, stepping closer and reaching out for my hands. She grabbed my wrists and pulled, trying to pull me up from the chair. "Come on!" she groaned, doing her best in her high heels, but failing. "Stand up you big lug!"
"Good grief!" I grumbled, allowing her to pull me up, knowing that she rarely gave up on anything once she made up her mind. Besides, what could she really do even if I was standing?
She let go of my hands and grabbed the waistband of the flannel pajama bottoms I had on and yanked them down. "If you won't then... Oh shit!" she cried in surprise as she realized that I didn't have anything on under them as they dropped to the floor, pooling around my ankles.
I bent down and pulled my bed pants back up. "What's wrong with you?" I snapped.
"Sorry. I didn't know you were naked under...that."
"Well. I am!" I answered with a scowl. "So now you managed to embarrass us both, you can go home!"
"Oh I'm not THAT embarrassed," she said with a smile. "But as long as your almost undressed you can go put some real pants on or I'll just have to help by doing it again!" she said, reaching out for my waist again, forcing me to grab her hands before she could do it again.
"Jesus Cindy! Really?"
"What? Think I won't?"
"Actually no. I think you would!"
"Good. Go get dressed! Better yet, why don't I pick something for you?"
"I don't think so!" I said as she shook free of my grip and walked towards my bedroom.
"Oh no problem!" she called over her shoulder. "I'm sure I can find something appropriate for tonight."
I followed her to my room only to find her digging in my closet. She turned back with a pair of slacks and a short sleeve pullover golf shirt. "Here."
"What?"
"Put these on!"
I sighed. "And if I don't?"
"Are we really going back there again?"
"And if I say no?"
She stepped closer to me. "Trust me. The living room was just a start. If you wanna say no, you better get used to being naked around me cuz you're getting dressed to go out if I have to do it myself! "
"Fine!" I huffed. "Privacy?"
"Depends. You going to put those on?" she asked pointing to the pants and shirt on the bed.
"Yes," I said with a scowl.
"Okay. Oh yeah. No underwear. You won't need it."
"Seriously?"
"Completely!" she said, turning to walk out of the room.
"Underwear?" she asked as I stepped out of my bedroom several minutes later.
"What? Wanna check? Maybe I should just drop my pants again so that you can look?"
"As much as I wouldn't mind, no. I'll trust you," she answered as she walked to where her coat hung on the back of a chair. "Let's go!"
I pulled a jacket from the closet and reluctantly headed out the door with her into the cold night.
Cindy had always been quite a bit more...flirtatious than my late wife, especially since her divorce six years ago. After that, the dresses seemed to get shorter, the bikinis tinier and her night wear much skimpier. I'd often wondered if it were aimed at me in particular or just any man in general, especially after Emily passed. Not that I'd ever really had any serious interest in Cindy, though she'd done her best to tease me and flash various body parts, leaving only the really important parts covered each time.
Since I'd known her, her humor and joking comments had frequently been close to, if not actually, in the gutter. There were times I wondered if she was trying to shock me or just checking for the effect. Occasionally I'd return in kind, which she seemed to enjoy, and just as quickly drew a sharp rebuke from Emily for stooping to her level.
Since Emily passed away three years ago Cindy had been a frequent visitor, at first helping me through the transition and then later trying to play matchmaker. That particular job seems to have taken front and center over the last year, insisting that this is what Emily would have wanted for me. Apparently Cindy has decided to up the ante in some way. Though I wasn't sure what she had in mind, I decided it would be best to just go along with it for the moment and let the moment pass. Tomorrow would be another day. Besides, how much trouble could she get us into with only two hours until midnight?
"So where are we going?" I asked as I dropped into the passenger seat of her little sports car.
"A little bar I know."
"If you just wanted a New Year's drink, I could have popped a couple beers at the house," I groused quietly.
"No. It's New Year's Eve. If we're going to start you down a new path for the coming year, we might as well start things off right!"
"Cindy, who said I wanted a different path? I'm happy the way things are."
"Bullshit. How long did your kids stay this year? One day? Two at the outside? Scott, everyone can see you're miserable. We all miss her, but letting you sink into oblivion isn't the answer. Emily would shoot me if I let you do this. She loved life. She was always going and doing and happy and vibrant. She always told me how she loved the way you were that way too. But not anymore. And that's wrong. It's time to get you out of this lousy, dreary, self-absorbed depressed rut and find out that there's still a lot of life to live!"
"I'm not..."
"Oh shut up Scott! You are too. All of the things I said. Now just relax and let me steer the night, and if you're lucky, by midnight your mood will have changed and you'll look forward to the new year."
I did as she said, and closed my mouth, biting back a few angry comments that I was thinking. The drive seemed to last a surprisingly long time, but then I had no idea where we were going. As the anger slowly faded away, I couldn't help but notice how far up the short skirt had slipped on her thighs in the dim dash lights. The hem had moved so far up that I could see all of the lacy top of her stockings, and thought that I might even be seeing a little bit of the crotch of her panties. The coat didn't let me see much of the rest of her body, but what I was seeing was enough to make my dick harden in my slacks. Sister-in-law or not, she still was a pretty hot looking woman, and my mind had no problem finding those mental images of times she flashed nearly her whole breast at me or one of her bare ass cheeks. My reminiscing was interrupted as she pulled off the road into a parking lot. The sign was a huge purple and silver sign, "Platinum Club".
"Here we are," she said as she pulled into a parking space and shut off the car. "So you going to come in, or sit out here and freeze? Cuz I'm going in," she said as she opened the car door.
I didn't really have a lot of choice. It was only in the teens and sitting in the car for any length of time, let alone nearly two hours, would be quite uncomfortable. "Yeah. I'm coming," I said grouchily.
She stopped in front of the car and waited for me to catch up. Facing me, she gave me an angry stare. "Look mister. You damn well better get an attitude adjustment right now. You can choose to paste a smile on your face, real or not, and at least pretend to have a good time or so help me, I'll drop your drawers right here and leave you standing bare ass in the parking lot! Got it?"
"Just what the hell is it with you and pulling my pants down?" I asked a bit hotly.
"Dunno. I just liked what I saw and wasn't going to pass up the chance for a replay!" she said with a grin. "Now you gonna behave, or am I going to get to see you like that again?"
"Given the choice, I guess I'll behave," I said with a frown.
"Shucks. I was kinda looking forward to getting another shot. Oh well." She sighed softly as she turned and looped her arm in mine, turning me toward the building. "Let's go."
The music practically assaulted us as we opened the glass doors to the club, compared to the practically silent cold night. I wasn't exactly a club person, but I guess I expected more than a woman sitting behind a cash register. "I need to see an ID on both of you and the cover is twelve," she said almost as if she really didn't care if she were there or not.
Cindy dug in her purse and laid down twenty-five in cash on the counter and then pulled out her driver's license. "Come on. Cough up your ID," she said with a hint of irritation in her voice.
"Yeah, fine," I said with a soft shake of my head. I pulled my wallet out and let the young lady scan my license on her little machine and then hand it back to me.
"Enjoy your time," she said as Cindy looped her arm in mine and pulled me towards the next set of glass doors.
If I thought that the music was loud when we walked in, it was even more so when we opened the second set of glass doors to enter the club proper. I doubted one could carry on much of a conversation and we weren't even into the club proper, still in the walled entry way. We stepped around the corner of the wall into the huge open room of the club. Like I would expect most clubs to have, there was a large bar along one wall. There were small tables with multiple chairs around them arrayed around the club, though all of these circling a large main central stage. A stage with no less than three chrome posts running from the stage floor up to the dark ceiling, each a couple inches in diameter, with a completely naked and VERY good looking young woman gyrating from pole to pole.
"A strip club? Seriously?" I practically shouted to Cindy as I stood frozen in my tracks.
She looked back at me and smiled. "Sure, why not? I mean you're not afraid to look at some sexy women are you? It's not like this is a brothel or anything."
"Cindy! You really want to be here?"
She grinned and dug into her little purse and pulled out a modest sized stack of singles. "We ain't going home until you've stuffed this entire pile of ones into G-strings, or wherever it is they have to tuck it in."
"Seriously Cindy? This is your idea of how to get me dating again?"
"Who said anything about dating? This is just plain lookin' and getting horny! You can't tell me that that young lady up there isn't getting you turned on, because I can tell it is!" she answered, stepping toward me and reaching out to stroke the hard bulge in my pants.
"CINDY!" I hissed loudly, reaching down to pull her hand away from my crotch. "Seriously?"
"Hell Scott. Why shouldn't I give it a little feel? Just because we're in a strip club doesn't mean that I can't enjoy a little fun too, right?"
"Why would you want to bring me to a strip club anyway?" I asked loudly.
She undid her coat and slipped it off, hooking it over one arm before turning to loop her other arm in mine. Without any kind of an answer, she walked us through the collected tables to the edge of the stage and dropped her coat into one of the empty chairs. "Take your coat off and stay a while!" she said over the music, taking one of the singles from the pile she had, waving it at the woman on the stage. She sat down in the chair as the young woman, maybe mid-twenties or so, gyrated her way over, her bare ass and pussy pushing out at me in the dim light. She pushed her knees apart, letting her motion spread her full round shaved lips, her pink inner lips peeking out at me as she bobbed her ass up and down in front of me. After a minute or so she rolled over onto her ass, lifted both legs and spread them wide, letting me see her sexy little pussy from the other direction, looking more than good enough to eat.
Cindy tossed the bill out onto the stage for her and looked up at me, grinning. "You can't tell me that doesn't do anything for you!"
"Yeah. Okay!" I agreed as the song came to an end, the woman rolling to her knees. She blew me a kiss and then got to her feet, walking across the stage to where she'd dropped whatever she had started out wearing, and then walked off the stage. I frowned at my sister-in-law and took my coat off, tossing it on top of hers before sitting down next to her. The next dancer had already started her routine, moving around the stage to give each of the half dozen guys around the stage a look. There weren't really that many people in the club, maybe a couple dozen that weren't part of the club staff. It was quite clearly a slow night.
The tall blonde, wearing a tiny bikini, sashayed her way around from pole to pole, bending and twisting and pushing her assets out at us with each new twist or turn. Cindy held up a single and the woman made her way over to us, leaning over the edge of the stage so that Cindy could easily slip the single into the strap of her top. The blonde grinned down at her, and pulled the single out, tucking it instead into the string of the tiny bikini bottom. She pushed herself back on her legs, kneeling upright in front of us and then slowly, teasingly, pulling the strings of the top and slipping it off in front of us. She reached out and dangled the strings down across my face and head before pulling it up and tossing it behind her onto the stage. Cindy stuffed a single into my hand as the blonde turned around to push her ass out at me, looking back at me over her shoulder. I reached up and carefully pulled the string on her hip out away from her body and tucked the single into the gap before letting it gently snap back against her, trapping the bill.
Cindy passed me another bill, which I held up for the blonde to see. She grinned at me and turned the other hip, allowing me to repeat the procedure, my fingers gently brushing her hip as I grasped the string. With both bills now safely tucked into the strings of her suit, she pushed herself up and danced her way around the stage, looking for additional tips. She'd never get rich on the singles she collected on stage, but then they weren't intended for that. They were merely to show appreciation for her dancing, or stripping, as the case may be.
She made her way back around to us, having collected one or two more bills, and knelt down in front of me with her knees pushed wide apart, the tiny bikini barely covering her mound or full fat pussy lips. She reached to the bills trapped in the strings of her bikini bottom and pulled them out, tossing them behind her. Still kneeling with her legs pushed apart, she leaned toward me, reaching down to rest one hand on the back of the chair I was sitting in, her big creamy tits and hard nipples hanging inches from my face. With her free hand, she reached down and found one of mine, slowly guiding it up to her hip, coaxing me to pull the string and untie the bow.
I gripped the end of the string with my finger and slowly pulled, watching the loops of the bow slowly disappear. She switched hands on the back of my chair and while I was still pulling one string, she tugged the other so that as I reached the end of my pull I was sliding the silky black material from between her legs, exposing her bare pussy.
She reached for the bikini bottom and gently took it from me, tossing it behind her before once again pushing herself back onto the stage. She scooted her knees right to the edge of the stage, her pussy as close to me as she could get while facing me and arched her back, leaning back and lifting her butt off her feet to push her now exposed pussy at me. Her smooth shaved lips were full and round, only little bits of pink inner lip pushing out at me invitingly. Yeah, it was one hell of a view as she slowly rocked her hips up and down, giving me an incredible view of her sweet young parts. I was actually disappointed when the song ended and she pushed away from the edge of the stage. She gave me a little wink as she stood, bent at the waist, again showing me her pussy, though from another angle, as she picked up her money and bikini.
The next young lady, a brunette with short cropped hair and small little tits, wearing nothing but a chopped up t-shirt, was busy doing her number on stage when the blonde came up to us, wearing a long semi-see through black robe, with nothing on under it.
"Hi," she said over the loud music. "Can I join you?"
"Sure!" Cindy answered, pushing her chair back from me enough to make room for the young woman to pull another chair in and sit.
"My name is Diane," she said with a grin. "Are you having a good time?"
"We are!" Cindy answered with a smile. "This is Scott. I'm trying to give him a good start to the New Year."
"Really? Well, this is a good way to do it," Diane answered back.
"I thought so," Cindy answered her. "But he's kinda a stick in the mud. You have to practically drag him around."
"Oh really?" she asked, looking from Cindy back to me. "I thought you were enjoying how I looked."
"I was. I am," I answered.
"If you wanna get a nice private look, we can go into the back and I can give you a private dance."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Three songs for sixty," she said with a grin. "That's a good deal isn't it?"
This was where the girls made their real money, private dances. I hadn't ever been in this club but they all had their booths with a variety of rules. Usually only touching in certain places with the dancer not allowed to do anything sexual to the customer at all. It seemed to me to be a lot of money to watch a woman grind herself on your lap while you're still dressed, even if she was a damn good looking woman.



"Well I think it is," Cindy agreed. "How about it Scott? Care for a private dance?"
"Still a lot of money," I answered.
"Well, you know, you can take one of those singles and tuck it into my bra while you're thinking about it," she said with a grin, reaching down to untie the satin sash holding the robe closed around her.
"But you're not wearing a bra," I answered over the loud music.
"Men can be so dense sometimes, can't they?" Cindy said, reaching out and grabbing my right hand. She stuffed a dollar bill into it and then let go. "Just because she isn't wearing one, doesn't mean you can't feel around looking for it, does it?"
I looked at her for a few seconds, not completely comprehending before I finally understood. "Oh. Yeah," I answered dumbly, reaching out my hand to slip it into the robe she was holding open for me. I gently stroked my fingers up and down and around her left breast before sliding my hand over to her right mound, working my fingers slowly around her hardening nipples.
"Nice touch," she said just loud enough for me to hear. "Maybe it slipped down a bit farther?"
"Not much down there that I can see."
"Not much. Maybe you can tuck it into the chain?" she said.
I looked down and she did have a gold chain around her waist, the only thing she wore besides high heels and the robe. I slid my fingers down her stomach and gently tucked the bill into the chain, letting my fingers slide down to her mound and then down her thigh, careful not to let my fingers go where I really wanted to stroke them at that moment.
"So? Wanna go in the back?" she asked sweetly as I pulled my hand from her robe, letting her close it.
"Oh go on Scott!" Cindy chided me. "I'll stay here and keep tossing ones to the dancers," she said as she bent her head down and looked into the little purse she had. She pulled out three twenties and handed them to me.
Diane grinned and stood up, taking my hand and practically pulling me up out of the chair. "Never done this before?" she asked as she led me to a doorway.
"Nope," I answered, letting her lead me into a darkened back room lined with little booths with tiny LED spotlights over them. Each booth was a small pool of light with a wall on each side and a large padded bench seat with the back set at an angle so that whoever was sitting there was partly reclined.
She pushed me back to sit on the bench seat and then slipped the little robe off, standing in just her high heels. She stepped to me, straddling my legs and placing one knee on either side of me. She started rocking and swaying on her knees, twisting her shoulders back and forth, swinging her tits back and forth. She rocked to and fro with the music, her breasts getting closer and closer to my face until she was pushing her nipples against my face. If my dick wasn't hard enough before, it was practically busting out of my slacks now. I moved my hands up to her hips and slowly stroked up and down her sides, letting my fingers slide from her knees all the way to the sides of her breasts. She pulled back from my face and allowed me to stroke my fingertips over and around her breasts and hard nipples as she slowly swung from side to side with the music. I stroked my fingers down her stomach and couldn't resist the temptation to try and slide them between her legs. She gently pulled away, breaking the contact I had with her body. "Can't touch there. Not allowed," she said over the music. "But if you want a closer look, I can fix that."
She pushed herself back, standing up in front of me and turning to face her creamy ass at me. She bent over, spreading her legs apart, letting me see her completely exposed pussy. She rocked her ass side to side and then backed up, setting her ass on my lap. She ground her pussy against the bulge in my pants, as she sat back against me, her back to my chest. She pulled my hands up to her tits and let me cup and massage the soft mounds as she rocked to the music on my lap. "You like?"
"Oh yeah," I answered, sliding one hand down her stomach again. My fingers found her smooth shaved mound before trying once again to slip down between her legs.
"Uh uh," she said, pushing my hand to her thigh. There is off limits."
"Okay," I answered back, not at all sure I could refrain from trying again with her soft body in my hands.
I continued to stroke up and down her thighs, as the music changed to a different song. She seemed content to let me touch and stroke her, one hand playing with her breast while the other stroked her thighs and stomach. "Doesn't it get you all turned on with guys doing this?"
"Sometimes," she answered
"Why only some times?"
"Some guys are too rough, I'm not into rough."
"So you like gentle?"
"If it wasn't against the rules, I'd let your hand go where you wanted before and let you see for yourself."
"You mean down here?" I asked, letting my fingers take one quick stroke down between her legs and up her very wet pussy.
"Uh uh!" she warned again as I stroked my fingers up her slit and across her clit before continuing up and over her mound.
"You are a bit wet," I whispered in her ear, trying to make myself heard over the music.
"Told you," she giggled. "Sometimes. But not always."
"Been a long time," I whispered.
"For what?"
"Since I had a woman in my arms. Three years, more or less."
"Oh? Well, glad I could be your first in so long then."
"Me too," I answered as the song ended.
She pushed herself up and turned to face me. "That's it."
"Damn. I was enjoying this."
"Well, we can do three more if you want. Only another sixty."
"I don't have any cash."
"We have an ATM in the lobby."
"Yeah. As much as I'm enjoying this, I don't think so."
"Your loss," she said, slipping the robe on and then holding a hand out to me. I let her pull me up from the seat and then lead me back out near the stage where Cindy was sitting, watching another dancer gyrate and strip for her. There was an almost empty glass on the narrow countertop in front of her and a still full beer sitting in front of my empty seat.
"Hey," I said as I sat down.
"Hey yourself. Have fun?"
"It was enjoyable. But I think it was way too much money for what it is."
"Really?" she asked in a surprised tone. "I'd have thought a sweet naked woman climbing all over you would have been a real turn on."
"Not saying it wasn't," I answered.
"So money well spent then!" she said, picking up the nearly empty glass and draining it. She held the empty glass up in the air and a topless young waitress came by and took the glass from her. "Another amaretto sour," Cindy said, turning back to the stage.
"Be right back," the waitress said as she turned away from us.
I picked up the beer and took a long swig, looking up at the young woman dancing on the large circular stage. "And another beer for my friend," she called after the retreating waitress.
The waitress returned about the time the small breasted brunette was finishing her act, setting down the glass in front of Cindy.
"Here you go," Cindy said, handing the woman a ten spot for the drink before picking it up and taking a healthy sip. A petite Asian girl came on stage with the start of the next song, wearing some kind of little pink dress that extended from just above her breasts to the middle of her thighs. It was made mostly of some kind of stretchy mesh with horizontal bands of material spaced every half dozen or so inches down her body. The strips covered her nipples and a portion of the little black patch of curls on her mound. She began to gyrate around the stage, working from the group of guys on the far end down to us. Cindy passed several singles to me, clearly intending me to feed them to the dancer.
The young woman squatted down in front of me, her knees spread wide, the stretchy dress rolling up her thighs. She leaned herself back onto her hands, lifting and rolling her hips toward me, pushing her pussy toward me. She grinned at me from the stage, working herself right to the edge of the stage. I reached up with a bill and she let me tuck it into the rolled edge of the dress. Once the bill was inserted she pushed herself up, rolled around onto her knees and pushed her ass at me, letting her knees push wide on the stage surface. Her now spread pussy was pushing out at me, her full round shaved lips spreading and revealing her pink depths. She gyrated her hips up and own, twerking I think it's called, with her bare ass less than an arm's reach from my face. She looked back over her shoulder at me and grinned, clearly enjoying or at least looking like she was enjoying teasing me. I stuffed another single into the rolled bottom of her dress, after which she rolled herself over onto her butt.
She sat on the edge of the stage, her feet in the air and her legs slowly spreading, showing me first her pussy between her closed legs and then slowly spreading her lips with the air splits. She pushed herself up from her elbows, her feet dropping to the little counter, one foot on one side of me and the other on the other side of Cindy, so that her pussy was exposed to both of us. She pulled the singles from her dress and then pulled the material up and off, tossing it behind her, leaving her in only the high heels she had on. Now essentially naked, she rocked and twisted, leaving her pussy on full display while now teasing her hands up and down the front of her body, cupping her small tits and squeezing them each time her hands slipped over them. I was almost disappointed when the song ended and she climbed back to the stage. She blew me a kiss before picking up her dress and walking off the stage.
I looked over at Cindy, the glass in her hand as she drained it. "How many of those have you had?"
"Almost enough," she answered, holding the empty glass up again.
The next song started and a pair of rather busty young women stepped on stage wearing matching pink plaid bikini tops and micro skirts. Even from where I was sitting, it was pretty obvious that they had nothing under the skirts, the hem so short that as one of them twirled around the closest bar that she was completely exposed. Her full round lips were darker than her skin, which was a light brown, almost like a deeply tanned California girl, but with a slightly softer tone. Clearly the two girls had at least some African American history in their blood, making them look almost exotic, more like an Indonesian islander than what one would consider a typical African American woman.
I watched the one closest to me look down at me and move closer, gyrating her hips and moving so that the tiny skirt would first block the view of her pussy and then expose it again. It was an incredibly effective tease. Cindy didn't have to prompt me to offer the young woman a single, I managed to think that one up on my own. I held a bill up while the young woman danced her way closer to me. She knelt on the edge of the stage, still swinging her hips to flash and hide her pussy, now an arm's length from me.
I reached up and tucked the bill into the waistband of the tiny dress, getting a smile in return. She stood up and gyrated above me, pushing her pussy out at me with each swing of her hips. As much as I was enjoying the view, I'm still at heart a boob man, so when she started peeling the bikini style top off, my attention was clearly drawn up to her now bouncing and swinging tits. "Damn," I said quietly as she bent over, her big tits hanging down below her chest, swinging in circles. She lowered herself to her knees, keeping her tits swinging in lazy circles until they were practically brushing my face with each swing. To say I was disappointed when the song ended would be an understatement.
Since the stage dances are basically an advertisement for the girls, hoping to get the more serious money with private dances in the back, I wasn't at all surprised when the young woman headed our direction after walking off the stage. What did surprise me was that she wasn't alone. This was actually the first time I took a good look at the other young woman. I wouldn't say carbon copy, but there was one hell of a similarity between the two young women. If they weren't twins, they were most certainly sisters. Their makeup seemed to be the defining difference, one, the one that had danced in front of me, had purple tones in her makeup and the other pink.
"Hi. I'm Yolanda," the one with the purple said as she pulled a chair over toward us, leaving the other dancer, with the pink makeup the chair that was already sitting close to us.
"Hi. I'm Tanya," the one in pink said as she slipped into the chair. "Seems like you were kind of taken by my sister"
"She definitely had my attention," I answered with a soft chuckle.
"That's almost an understatement," Yolanda answered. "A few more moments on that song and I think you'd have been trying to climb right up on the stage with me."
"It wasn't that bad," I said, shaking my head and feeling a little defensive.
"Honey, you were sitting on the edge of your chair the whole time," Cindy said, picking up her glass and draining it. "You have to forgive him. He's a tit man all the way."
"Well, we both have an abundance of that," Yolanda answered, reaching for my hand and drawing it to her bikini covered breast. The triangle of material was not even close to covering her large, obviously soft breast. She pressed my palm to the front of her tit, her hard nipple pressing into my palm. My fingers felt the heat of her skin as they rested on the softness of her breast. "You know. We could go in the back and I could give you a private dance. And just between you and me, I don't mind at all if you want to feel them without the top on."
There it was. Usually they talk you up a little, try to encourage you to WANT to go into the back. Yolanda clearly didn't think I needed that at all. She was confident that I'd say yes in a heartbeat. I hesitated just a moment. "Unless... In the back you can enjoy some of me, but there are limits to what you can touch, and of course what we can touch. They watch to make sure everyone behaves. But in a campaign room, the rules are somewhat, relaxed? Oh we still have to obey the anti-prostitution laws, but we're allowed to let the customers, oh, let's say, get more comfortable?"
I sat there stunned for a few seconds. "That almost sounded like you were saying that we could get undressed."
"The law says that if you walked in with pants on, you have to keep them on," she said before leaning closer to me. "But between you and me, there are more ways to wear a pair of pants than the way you are right now."
"Oh?"
"So what about it? How about a trip to a campaign room?"
"That sounds expensive," Cindy answered, her voice sounding a little slurred.
"Well, there is a minimum," Yolanda answered her. "Two fifty. But for three you both could play. My sister and I don't mind doing a dual."
"Both of us?" Cindy asked in surprise. "I'm not here for..."
"Really? You want to tell me that you're not turned on? I can see how hard your nipples are right through that dress!" Tanya answered her.
"I'm not!" Cindy started to protest.
"It's okay honey. A lot of women get turned on watching this kind of thing. I think they secretly wish they could be up there, taking their clothes off and showing off all their assets," Tanya said as she reached over and stroked a finger down Cindy's chest, letting it run right over the clearly obvious nipple poking the front of her dress out. "Oh yeah. You most certainly want it!"
"But I don't! Scott!"
"What? You want me to tell them you're not turned on?" I asked. "Shit Cindy, your nipples look like mount Everest!"
"Come on sweetie. Just relax. It's alright. I get turned on sometimes watching the other girls perform. It's nothing bad. Just says you're a very sexual person, that's all."
"But... Oh shit, Scott?"
"What?"
"Tell them!"
I looked at Cindy and chuckled. "Cindy, you've been turned on since long before we got here. Why else would you have been flashing your panties at me?"
"I was NOT flashing my panties at you! My skirt was just riding up, that's all."
"Uh huh," I said, shaking my head, letting go of the tit in front of me and reaching for my beer. "I'm sorry Yolanda. A much as I find your offer...um, enticing. I don't think we're going to be taking you up on it though."
"Pity. I was looking forward to seeing just exactly what this bulge looks like when it's not pent up in a pair of pants," she said, leaning toward me and rubbing the bulge my cock was making.
"Oh hell," Cindy swore quietly.
"Hell what?" I asked, looking over at her.
"Why the hell not? Go with her," Cindy said with a brief scowl. "It's only money, right?"
"No. I don't think so. It's a lot of money and I really don't need to do this. Hell, even being here isn't something I NEED to do. This was your idea."
"Her idea?" Tanya asked curiously.
"Yeah. My idea. New Year's present," Cindy said, looking at the empty glass. "I think I need another one of these," she added, reaching out to the glass and picking it up.
"I think you've had enough of those," I said with a frown.
"Awwww. Not really," she said, holding the glass up for the waitress to see.
I stood up and took the glass from her, setting it on the counter. "Come on. I'll take you home."
"Ohhhhhh nooooo! Not yet! You're going to go have a private dance with Yolanda!"
"I don't think that's going to happen Cindy. You're drunk and I'm taking you home."
"NOOOOO! We're going to go up to the 'whatever' room it is and let Yolanda give you a proper, hot sexy lap dance. How else am I going to get you interested in sex again?"
"That's what this is about? Trying to get me to want sex again? Who ever said I didn't want sex anymore?"
"Well. You sure haven't looked like you were interested. Hell, I flashed my entire bare ass at you and all you did was stare."
"Oh lord," I said, dropping into my seat. "You think that I'm not interested in sex because I didn't respond to you flashing me? Seriously? You're my sister-in-law."
"Ex sister-in-law. And hell yes I thought that. Come on. I'm not a bad looking woman. I would have thought you'd at least have some reaction. I'm not bad looking am I?" she asked Tanya.
"You look very attractive. I'd think any middle age man would be turned on by you."
"See?" Cindy said as she stood up. She began unbuttoning the front of her dress, none of the three of us bothered to stop her, me because I was too stunned, and the girls because they'd probably seen all kinds of things like this before and were immune. I sat and stared as she spread her dress apart, revealing her bare breasts and small white panties. She reached into her now open dress and pushed her panties down, revealing a small trimmed triangle of dark brown curls on her mound. As she stepped out of her panties, I could see her full round lips and the darker inner lips protruding, but still smashed up against her outer lips from the underwear.
"Ma'am. If you're gonna take that all the way off, you might want some place more private," Tanya said softly. "Unless you want every guy in here staring at your body."
"Oh shit," Cindy quickly swore, closing her dress again. "I didn't think of that."
"Why don't we go upstairs? Then you can show off anything you want," Tanya suggested.
"Yeah. I think that's a good idea. Let's go upstairs."
"It'll cost you," Yolanda said. "You sure you wanna do this? I mean you could strip for him at home. Just say'in.
"Yep. I'm sure," Cindy answered, dropping into her chair and picking up her purse. She dug into it and then pulled out a small stack of twenty dollar bills, counting out three hundred dollars into Yolanda's hand.
"Okay. Come with me," she said, standing up.



Cindy stood up, holding the front of her dress together. She looked down at me waiting. "Well?"
"Sure," I answered, standing up. She stepped past the chairs and I picked up our coats and followed the three of them to the bar, where Yolanda got a room key. She led us to a staircase and then up the stairs to a long hallway. She unlocked a door and invited us into the room. There was a single dance pole in the middle of the room and a large overstuffed sofa sectional that covered nearly two walls of the twenty by twenty room. Yolanda closed the door behind us and then smiled.
"Tanya, why don't you help his friend with the pole," Yolanda said with a grin. "I think Scott, it is Scott, right? Scott might enjoy seeing her wrapped around it, and I'll get him, comfortable."
"Sure," Tanya answered her sister, taking one of Cindy's hands and pulling her gently toward the curved center section of the sofa. Tanya coaxed Cindy out of her dress, leaving her naked except for her high heels and stockings, and then stripped out of her bikini top and tiny skirt.
"So, you like what you see?" Yolanda asked. "She is pretty good looking."
"Yeah. She is," I answered as Yolanda guided me to the sofa.
"Now. I can't undress you, but you look awful warm. I wouldn't complain at all if you took your shirt off to cool off."
"Oh. Yeah," I said, quickly pulling my shirt up over my head and tossing it onto the sofa.
"Now. The rules are that you have to leave your pants on, but between you and me, there's on and there's ON. If they're just around your ankles they're still on, right? Hell, if they're still on one leg, they're on, right? So if you want to get comfortable, well, I'm gonna do the same thing."
I stood and watched, slowly undoing my belt while Yolanda pulled off her top and tossed it on the sofa by my shirt. She turned away, bending over to push the little skirt down, standing bent at the waist, almost as if she was waiting for me to touch her. I let my pants drop to my ankles, my hard dick sticking straight out at her as she looked back behind herself at me. I reached a hand out and stroked her bare ass, rubbing my hand around her ass and finally between her legs to stroke her soft pussy.
She finally stood up and turned to face me. "The law says that we're not allowed to have contact, bare genitals to bare genitals. I'm pretty sure that they meant that to mean that guys were supposed to keep their pants on, buuuuuut," she said, stepping over and picking up her purse. She pulled a small square foil pack out of her purse and handed it to me. "If you put this on, well, it's not bare any more, right?"
"I guess not," I answered, holding the packet.
She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her tits against my bare chest. She whispered in my ear, "I can't do it for you sweetie. I'm not allowed to grab your bare cock. So if you want me to touch you, you're gonna have to put it on yourself."
She stepped back and let me roll the rubber onto my dick while she knelt down in front of me and grinned. "You know, that's a really nice cock," she said, replacing my hands once I had rolled the rubber down my shaft. She pushed me back, forcing me to sit on the sofa, the sound of the music filtering up into the room. I watched her start to sway and rock her body, leaning over me and rubbing her tits in my face. I opened my mouth and let her feed her nipples into my mouth one at a time. I lost track of how long she gyrated over me, my hands on her hips as she rocked her body and teased her tits into and across my mouth. As the next song started, she pushed her knees farther apart, lowering herself down until her bare pussy was grinding against my condom covered shaft. She reached her hands behind my head and leaned back, allowing me to slide my hands up and cup both big tits.
"You know, sometimes we all get turned on," she said over the music as she rocked herself on me.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I can tell you are. You're so big and hard. I'd love to just lift that up and slide it into me, but you know, that isn't allowed, right?"
"I would assume that."
"I can only grind against it, and then only if it's covered," she moaned softly.
I slipped my hands around her tits far enough to capture her nipples between my fingers and gently squeezed and rolled them. "I'll be honest, I'm not sure that I can keep from coming with you doing this."
"So don't. It's not like we're in any hurry and I'm sure I can find another condom in my purse."
I looked down at her pussy, sliding back and forth along my shaft, her lips spreading to ride over my engorged head with each stroke. Back and forth she rode, her strokes teasing me closer to the inevitable conclusion we both knew.
"Oh shit," I groaned as the tingle started to race through my body. I couldn't help but arch my back up, pushing my shaft against her pussy. "Gonna come," I grunted as she slid forward again. I slid my hands down to her hips almost instinctively, grabbing hold of her and helping her slide along my shaft. "OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, driving my cock forward just after she slid all the way toward me. I felt my cock drive into her, pushing into her tunnel several inches as my body exploded in the condom, jerking and pumping shot after shot of pent up cum into the rubber receptacle.
She leaned toward me, sliding a hand down between our bodies, her fingers finding her own exposed clit. I felt her tits press into my chest as she gasped for breath, her own body shuddering and trembling as she sat on me, my cock starting to shrink inside her. "I don't think we'll tell anyone that happened," she panted. "Neither one of us need that kind of trouble."
"Uh uh," I agreed as she slid forward, lifting herself and then settling back down on my lap again to trap my softening cock between her lips.
She leaned against me, leaning her head on my shoulder while I wrapped my arms around her. "Just need to sit here a minute, if you don't mine. I don't usually climax on my customers and I could stand a moment to catch my breath."
"No problem," I answered, looking over her shoulder at Cindy and Tanya. Cindy was completely nude, with the exception of her high heels and stockings, leaning her back against the pole, Tanya standing so she was straddling one of Cindy's legs. The two were locked in an embrace, lips sucking each other while each rubbed a thigh against the other's pussy. Before tonight I'd never seen my sister-in-law naked, but I had to admit she was one good looking woman, even for a forty year old. Her breasts were full and firm, not nearly as big as Yolanda and Tanya's, but still nice sized. Maybe even pushing a large C cup, with large pink areola and hard pink nipples jutting out just the way my wife's used to. I couldn't see her pussy at the moment, but I'd seen enough of it downstairs that my mind had no problem filling in the blanks as she ground herself against Tanya.
If the idea was to teach her how to dance on the pole, it had degenerated into a mutual grind fest with both intent on pushing themselves toward climax. Cindy had her hands over her head, holding the pole for balance, her shoulder pressing against the hard metal while her feet were easily two feet from the base. Tanya straddled her leg, grinding herself on Cindy's thigh while grinding her own thigh against Cindy's pussy. Her hands were busy on both of Cindy's tits, squeezing and smashing them around in a way that Cindy was clearly enjoying.
As I watched I couldn't help but be turned on at the sight of the two, my hips starting to lift and move in time with theirs as my mind started to place me in the middle of the pair. "Damn," I groaned softly as Yolanda reached down between us, pulling the condom off my hardening cock. My hips moved up and down, feeling Yolanda's wet pussy stroking against my shaft as she sat on me, content to let me derive pleasure from my own actions.
"OH SHIT! I'm going to come!" I heard Cindy cry out as her body froze in position, shuddering and trembling.
"That's it baby! Let it happen," Tanya said to her, pulling her face from Cindy's and leaning her head down to suck one of Cindy's nipples into her mouth. I watched Cindy climax against Tanya's leg, her hips again moving her pussy up and down while she panted and moaned in pleasure. Finally she stilled and Tanya stepped back, helping Cindy up from the pole and over to the sofa.
Yolanda pushed off my lap, leaving my again rock hard cock bobbing with my pounding heart. She walked over to her sister and drew her closer to me, turning her around away from me and pushing her back to sit on my lap. I reached for her hips as she settled her pussy on my shaft and began to slide back and forth, her sister standing in front of her, reaching down below her chest to cup and tease her big tits.
Tanya stroked herself the length of my shaft, her wet lips sliding along my shaft and enveloping my head. At the end of each stroke she rocked her hips, changing the angle and where her pussy was pressed to my cock. A few times I felt my head bounce through her tunnel entrance, the gateway to her depths so incredibly close. I wanted her to drive down on me, to push both of us over the edge again, to feel her climax around my cock. It'd been so long since I'd felt a pussy against me. I knew it wasn't allowed, but that didn't stop me from trying to rock my hips in time with Tanya's to get my cock lined up to push into her. Try as I might, it just wasn't happening, which started to frustrate me. I was SOOO damn turned on I wanted it so badly. Needless to say it was a shock when Tanya climaxed while sitting on my shaft without giving me the chance to come with her.
Yolanda stepped away while Tanya sat on me, panting. Moments later Tanya was climbing off of me, Cindy stepping over at Yolanda's urging, her hands pulling her around to straddle my legs like Tanya had. She pushed her back and then reached down to grasp my cock, moving it to Cindy's pussy. "OH fuuuuuuuck," Cindy moaned loudly as she sat down on me, my cock spreading her pussy and driving wetly into her hot tunnel. Yolanda knelt on the sofa next to me and leaned to whisper in my ear.
"I can't fuck you, as much as I want to, but she can," she whispered before pulling back and lifting one of her big tits to my lips.
"Uh huh," I grunted as Cindy began to lift and lower herself on my cock. Up and down she went, bouncing herself on my shaft, driving me quickly toward another climax. It might have been a long time, but my body knew exactly what to do when surrounded by a hot wet pussy. My hips involuntarily pushed up at her with each stroke, drawing another moan from her. I couldn't see what Tanya was doing, but I was reasonably sure she wasn't just sitting around watching, based on the moans coming from Cindy.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my body jerked hard, trying to drive up into Cindy with the first gush of cum. I heard and felt Cindy begin to climax, her body jerking and spasming almost in time with mine as I pumped shot after shot into her. Yolanda pulled her breast from my mouth and sat back with a satisfied look on her face.
"Why do you look like the Cheshire cat?" I asked breathlessly as my cock began to soften in Cindy.
"Because it was pretty fucking obvious that she wanted you to fuck her, but wouldn't ask for some reason."
"Cuz she's my sister-in-law," I answered as Cindy pulled off of me and moved to the sofa a few feet away, sitting down and holding her head.
"Well, now she's been fucked," Yolanda answered with a soft chuckle. "Looks to me like she enjoyed it well enough. I know I damn well did."
I looked over at Cindy, her head still in her hands. I stood up and shuffled over to her, reaching down under her chin to lift her face to look up at me.
"Fuck Scott. I'm damn drunk. I could swear I just fucked you," she mumbled.
"You did," I said just before she leaned over on the sofa and closed her eyes.
With a little help from the girls, I got her dressed again and her coat on. I dug in her purse for a few more twenties to tip the two and the car keys. I was glad she was light as I picked her up and carried her out of the room and down the main room. The bouncer gave me an odd look as Yolanda helped me with her as far as the main door, and then kissed me on the cheek, calling me a sweet man before letting the door close behind me.
The drive home was quiet, only Cindy's soft snoring keeping me company. I pulled into the drive and with some difficulty carried her into the house, having the most trouble getting through the door with her in my arms. I laid her on the sofa and gently undressed her, stripping off her dress and then her shoes and stockings. By the time I had her naked, my cock was rock hard in my pants again. She was, after all, a fine looking woman. I walked to my bedroom, stripped down, pulling on my pajama bottoms that I'd been wearing before we went out. I pulled a blanket and pillow from the closet and walked back out, looking appreciatively at her naked body before covering her up. I knelt down next to her and gently lifted her head, slipping the pillow under it.
"Happy New Year Cindy," I whispered before giving her a kiss on the cheek. I stood up and walked out, turning the light off as I went.
Morning came as obnoxious as always. It was of course a day off from work being New Years, but that didn't particularly keep me in bed any longer than normal. I took a shower and then dressed, pausing to take a couple ibuprofen for the naggy headache I had from the night before. I enjoyed a beer now and then, but two is a lot for me and it wasn't a surprise that I had strange dreams in the night. I walked into the living room and looked across at the sofa, the blanket having slipped off of Cindy's nude form. I walked over and gently pulled the blanket back up off the floor to cover her. I couldn't help but enjoy the view for a few seconds before covering her again. Yes, she was a fine looking woman!
I headed to the kitchen to make some breakfast, being as quiet as I could so I wouldn't wake her.
"Jesus Scott." I heard Cindy say from behind me. I turned to see her standing with the blanket wrapped around her shoulders, her pussy peeking out from the gap in the front if she moved just right. "My head feels like it's gonna explode."
"Not surprised. You had a few to drink." I chuckled.
"Oh god. Did I do anything stupid? I mean anything I'm gonna regret now that it's morning?"
"You mean besides stripping naked and pretending to be a pole dancer for me?" I said, trying to soften just exactly what had happened to something a little more palatable.
"Oh god. Naked?"
"As naked as you are now."
"Yeah. About that. You undress me?"
"Uh huh. You were passed out. Someone had to."
"Thanks, I guess."
"Doesn't matter. At the club, you showed me everything anyway," I said as I turned back to the toaster to pull the bread from it.
"That bad?"
"Well, it was an effective display," I answered her. "Not to worry. It'll be our secret."
"Oh lord," she said softly. "I'm gonna take a shower."
"Sure." I said. "You know where everything is."
I was done eating by the time she came out of the back, wearing one of my t-shirts almost like a dress. She walked over to where I'd put her dress over the back of a chair with her stockings, her high heels sitting on the floor under it. "Um. Scott? I can't seem to find my underwear."
"Yeah. I don't think they made it home. Not on you at least," I answered from the kitchen.
"Sooooo. I took my underwear off there?"
"Cindy, you took EVERYTHING off there."
"Oh god. I sorta remember some of it. But just bits and pieces. Something about getting naked with one of the dancers?"
"Oh yeah. You definitely did that." I agreed.
"Oh god. Who else saw?"
"Just me and the dancers," I said.
"Well, that's something anyway," she said as she plopped down in a seat across the table from me. "I'm sorry."
"For what?"
"For...well. I guess embarrassing you."
"It didn't," I answered simply.
"I guess all your worst fears came true then. Sorry."
"Stop apologizing. It was...um...interesting. It'll be a New Year's I won't forget soon, or tell anyone about either." I chuckled.
"Well. Okay," she said as she got up and walked to the living room.
"You want some breakfast?"
"OH god no. I'll just puke it up. I think I'll go home and sleep it off. Mind if I borrow your shirt?"
"Well, I could say yes. Then I'd see you naked again," I said with a soft laugh. "But no. You can get it back to me later."
"Thanks, I guess," she said as she picked up her coat and put it on, the shirt pulling up to flash her pussy at me while she was pulling her coat on.
I sat at the table and wondered how much she'd remember of the night before after she had some sleep. "Hopefully not too much." I muttered to myself before finishing the cup of coffee I'd brewed, listening to her car back out of the drive. "Hopefully not much at all."
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I sat and stared at the facebook message, somewhat startled. Oh it isn't that I haven't seen one before. In fact, I see a LOT of them on my other id, the one I use for my hobby as a science fiction author. My personal account, the one I was logged into now, rarely got comments or messages. Yeah, I know. Who doesn't have a ton of friends on facebook? The answer, a thirty year old computer and electronics geek with a job that doesn't let me talk about what I do.
I never had time for relationships in college. I was too busy with my nose in the books and doing my research for my PhD. Now that I'm out, I just don't have that many opportunities to meet nice women. Oh don't get me wrong. I've done the bar and club scene with some success, but a one night stand just isn't my thing. Maybe it's because I was spoiled in high school.
I met Laurie on my first day of class at the new high school, having just moved to the town. Not that I was trying to meet her, but I sorta fell over her, literally. I just wasn't watching where I was going and much to the amusement of everyone else in the room, I ended up on the floor with Laurie laying on top of me, both our stacks of books strewn around us. It started my label as a klutz, to which geek was soon added. Laurie was, pretty, sweet, nice, and most of all, not angry with me for what happened. Laurie and I dated "unofficially" the rest of the way through high school. I say unofficially because her dad was extremely strict and refused to let her date, therefore almost all of our dates were "group" dates, usually with her friend Sue tagging along. Sue was a perfect fit for Laurie. She too was sweet, kind, playful and fun to be around, which was good because it seemed like she always was. The one difference was size. Where Laurie was a willowy blonde with a bombshell body, Sue was a bit heavier set, a bit shorter than either of us. I wouldn't have ever called her fat, but there were boys that did. One thing that always struck me was that she was perfectly comfortable in her body, such as it was, never feeling the need to try to change herself for others.
With the two nearly inseparable, especially when I was around, it was unsurprising that we never quite got around to the sex scene, though the three of us had at various points dabbled. You know the kind of things. Truth or dare, spin the bottle, even a couple games of strip poker. I had, much to my pleasure, seen both of them naked on more than one occasion, and quite honestly found both of them to be equally beautiful in their own way. We just never quite had the opportunity to really have any sex beyond a little fondling and kissing in really good places as part of those games. It was hard to say which of the two I'd actually try and date exclusively if I had to choose, so choose I didn't. I dated the pair equally, practically never spending time with one alone over the other.
College ended all that. Her dad, convinced that college or not, I'd never amount to anything, made damn sure that Laurie went to a college a long damn way from where I went to school. I would have welcomed Sue coming along where I went, but it really wasn't a surprise when she chose to go where Laurie went. The end result was that after a few months we drifted apart, the three of us lost in our own studies with no time or money to make the trips to get together physically. So to see Laurie's name on my facebook messenger was, well a shock. I hadn't really thought about her to any extent in years. Not that I'd ever forgotten her, but after the first year at school I did my best to not think about the two of them daily.
"Is this the same Scott that fell all over me the first day of high school?" The message said when I clicked it open. " If so, it'd be great to hear back from you."
I paused over my keyboard and clicked on her icon, taking me to her profile page. It was far more informative that mine was. The down side to working in a field with government secrets, advertising too much personal information could be a problem. So my facebook account was duly "sanitized" of anything that could identify where I lived or how I lived or how to get in contact with me. Laurie's page on the other hand quickly revealed that she was still single, not in a relationship, lived in St Louis, had two cats and, almost surprisingly, shared an apartment with her high school best friend. She was a nurse practitioner, a field that had required almost as much schooling as me, if not more. The only thing missing was a picture of her.
I flipped back to my account, opened the message and set down to write a reply that I hoped would sound right. "Laurie. It's been a long time since I had the opportunity to trip over anyone that meant as much to me as you did. I'm glad to see you are doing well. Yes, it would be nice to catch up. You probably don't realize it from my profile, but we actually live in the same city. How's that for coincidence? Write me back and we can arrange to meet for coffee or something. Scott."
My heart was pounding when I sent the message. I wondered if she remembered just how much we cared for each other back then. I wondered what had happened to her in her life in the last ten years, realizing that the feeling in the pit of my stomach was very much the same as that first day I'd met her.
I was almost ready to close my laptop for the night and hit the sack when the chime sounded. I flipped open messenger and opened the new message waiting.
"oh my god, Scott! Seriously? I had no idea you were in St Louis! We HAVE to get together! CALL ME! xxx-xxx-xxxx"
I stared at the message for a long time before I picked up my cell and dialed her number.
"Hello?" she answered.
"Hi. Laurie? This is Scott."
"Oh my god! Scott! It's sooooo good to hear your voice. I saw your name on facebook and thought I'd just take a stab at it. Well, I didn't actually, Sue did, but how could I not try? I wasn't even sure it was you. I can't believe you live in St Louis too! How did you end up here? I mean, we both did, isn't that nuts? So what do you do? Why are you here? Oh never mind. It doesn't matter. It's just SOOOOO good to hear your voice again!" she said over the phone, speaking so fast I really didn't get a change to say anything.
"Um. Yeah. I work for Boeing."
"Boeing? So cool! You always said you wanted to work with airplanes. Is that what you're doing? I saw it says Doctor Stevens. Pretty fancy! We have to get together. Where are you? North or south side?" she said, again so fast I could barely keep up.
"I'm out west side a ways, I answered. "You? I could come into town and meet you one day if you have time."
"If I have time? Are you kidding? I'd love to get together with you. West side. Oh. Out 44 or 100?"
"I usually commute in on 44," I answered after a short pause.
"Oh nice. I'm up north. There's a White Castle just before you get to 270. Can't remember the name of the road, but I'm sure you know which one I mean."
"Yeah," I managed to wedge in between her words.
"It'll take me, oh gosh, twenty five or thirty minutes to get there. I'd love to see you again!"
"Tonight?" I asked looking at my watch, realizing it was already a quarter past ten.
"Oh. Gee. Yeah. I should have asked if you could. I mean your wife might not like you going out to meet a strange woman at this hour. Well not strange, even worse, and old flame. I know I'd be worried if my husband went late at night to meet an old girlfriend. But then I don't have a husband, so I guess that's a silly thing for me to say. She won't mind, will she? I mean I don't want to mess anything up for you."
"Oh. Not that at all. I'm not married," I answered.
"Seriously? Not married? I figured for sure someone would have snatched you up LONG ago! Girlfriend then? I don't want to step on any toes."
"Um. No. Just me," I answered. "I have an early meeting tomorrow morning though. But yeah, I could meet you there for a little while," I answered her a little apprehensively.
"Okay. I'll see you then. Oh god Scott. You don't know how good it is to hear your voice!" she said almost squeaking with happiness before the line clicked dead.
I knew exactly where she meant, and though I knew it was only fifteen minutes away, I didn't wait long to leave. I couldn't help but think back to high school and how in love we were, or at least we thought we were. I was pretty sure that we really didn't LOVE each other as much as we thought, but we sure as hell were attached to each other, despite her father's constant interference. I was so caught up in thought I almost drove past the exit, barely having time to slow down and get on the exit ramp. I wound around, through the few stop lights and into the parking lot.
I had a soda sitting in front of me, well, two actually, one for me and one that was what her favorite used to be. I'll admit I was hedging my bets a little, the butterflies in my stomach threatening to burst out and fly me right out of the building. When she walked in there was no doubt in my mind it was her. Her green eyes smiled almost as big as her lips, her curly blonde hair cascading down over her shoulders by at least half a foot. She was trim, but not overly thin, the sleeveless turtleneck shirt hugging her form and her surprisingly large breasts. I didn't remember them being quite that big in high school, not that I'm complaining. She looked spectacular in the black slacks and tight white shirt.
"OH MY GOD SCOTT!" she practically shouted as she walked in, her arms almost immediately reaching out towards me as she walked across the tile floor. I stood up and let her wrap her arms around me, mine circling her waist almost as a reflex. She felt suddenly so good pressed against me, the warmth of her body, the softness of her chest, the floral scent in her hair. In many ways, it was like an instant teleportation back to high school and the last time we'd hugged before she left for Pennsylvania. I closed my eyes and let the distant memories of the past flow over me once again like warm water. The heat of her body pressing against mine pulled some of those more intimate times back to the front of my mind, including the last time the three of us had been naked together, the two giving me my special birthday present.
I have no idea how long she held me that way before stepping back, her arms sliding from around me, but it was more than long enough for me to end up with a raging hardon. Her hands slid down my arms to my hands and then she stepped back to look at me. "My god Scott. You look good!" she said with a huge smile.
"Not so bad yourself," I answered as I looked her up and down again, enjoying the view, my mind trying to fill in what she looked like under the top. "And practically a doctor! That was what you wanted to do last I heard."
"Yeah, not quite, but close enough," she agreed with a smile, making no move to sit in the booth.
"I got you a pepper. Still your favorite?" I said after a few awkward silent seconds.
"You remembered? That's sweet! Yeah, it's still my biggest vice," she said with a little girlish giggle, letting go of my hands to slip into the seat across from where I had been sitting. "Mmmmmm. That's good," she said after taking a sip from the straw, and watching me settle into the seat across from her.
"I was surprised when I saw your message. I mean it's been so long I pretty much figured you'd long forgotten me."
"Forgotten you? Not on your life! I just didn't know how to find you after I got done with school. Sue found you accidently. She was looking at some books online and started screaming 'I found him, I found him!'" she said enthusiastically, imitating how Sue had to be waving her arms and jumping around.
"Oh?" I asked, not sure exactly how she found me.
"Uh huh. Pretty clever name swap there, Sterling Scottman!" she said with a wink. "I don't think even Sue would have realized it was you if you hadn't told that story in your bio about how you got started writing in high school."
"Oh that," I said, blushing a little at the thought.
"Yeah, I would have never guessed writing that sexy little short story for Sue for class would get you into writing books."
"I had fun, and I needed something to do to get my mind off my research sometimes, so I started writing a book. Next thing I knew, I had four of them published and a pretty good following," I answered.
"Well, you have at least one more than you know. Sue's read all of them and is anxiously waiting for the next in the series."
"Well, I guess I better get back to work on it then. I'd hate to disappoint her."
"It'd be pretty hard for you to disappoint either of us. Damn, it's so good to see you."
"Same here," I said, letting my eyes wander down her front to settle on her hands. "No ring I see."
"No. Never quite found the right guy; I guess I don't see one there either," she said, reaching out and tapping the ring finger of my left hand.
"Naw. Not me. No time and now, well it's kinda hard to meet people. I'm not all that good at it to start with."
"I understand that. Kind of hard to keep tripping over people." She giggled. "Sue was for a while," she said after few moments, her face turning serious. "He was a real dickhead. Took me almost two years to get her to dump the bastard."
"That bad?"
"Oh yeah. When he wasn't messing with her head, he was hitting on her, and when he wasn't doing that, he was off cheating on her. She finally caught him in bed, in HER bed no less, with two chicks at once. That was the end of it. She'd had all she could take. Not that I could ever really see what she saw in him. All through college she jumped from boyfriend to boyfriend. Not ever sure if it was their idea to separate or hers, but she went through a lot of them."
"Some people really get into that sex scene in college."
"I don't think it was that. I got the impression she was looking for something in particular and just wasn't finding it. Actually, I'm not sure she had sex with most of them, which might be why she broke up so often. Too much pressure for sex."
"I'm sorry about her having to deal with a lousy husband."
"I'm not. She's waaaaay better off. Not to mention that I got her back for a roommate. We were roomies all through college. Well, until she finished and I still had more to go. She's a peeds nurse now. LOVES working with all those babies. Still thinks she wants one of her own, but I keep telling her she's gotta have a guy first," she said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, it does work better that way."
"So all this time and no one?"
"Like I said. Just couldn't find the right person. Oh I had a few attempts, but it didn't work out," I said, wrinkling my nose up at the thought of how those had ended. "I'm probably just going to end up a confirmed bachelor."
"I doubt that. Someone'll take you off the market."
"Maybe."
"So! You write," she said, obviously changing the subject. "But I know you. That's not what you do for a living. Boeing? Sounds exciting. What do you do?"
I was silent a moment, trying to decide if I should tell her the truth, which was that I couldn't tell her, or use my well-practiced cover story which was almost true, but not quite. "I work with avionics on some new aircraft," I finally answered, deciding to use my cover story.
"Oooooo. That sounds pretty geeky."
"Yeah. It is."
"So what do you do? Program them? Design them?"
"A little of everything," I answered.
"So you're not going to tell me?"
"I just did," I answered a little defensively.
"No you didn't. That was... I don't know what. Now tell me the truth."
"I did," I answered, a bit surprised.
"Scott. You're lying all the way. You forget I KNOW you! You're ears turn pink when you're lying! Didn't you wonder how all those years I knew when you weren't being honest with me?"
"Actually, I did wonder."
"So?"
"I still can't tell you," I said quietly. "This time for real. Government stuff. That's part of what makes it hard to have any kind of a relationship. I can't even talk about what I do."
"Ohhhhhh. That explains a lot," she said with a knowing nod. "That would be hard for you."
"Pretty much. So let's change the subject."
"Sounds good to me. So, I have a question. Way back when, when we kinda drifted apart and stopped talking. I kinda felt like you had a new girlfriend or something. Did you? I mean it's okay if you did. I just wondered."
"I wish," I said with a snort. "No. My main squeeze at the time were books. I had a girl I was studying with, but I wouldn't call her a girlfriend."
"Uh huh. I've heard that before. Kinda like you studied with me but I wasn't your girlfriend?"
"Well."
"Uh huh. Well. Everyone else knew we were boyfriend and girlfriend. How come you'd never admit it?"
"Partly your dad. He scared the crap out of me."
"Bull. You made it perfectly clear that you didn't care what my dad thought when you were taking my shirt off for the first time. So tell me another whopper."
"That wasn't until we'd been seeing each other for almost four years. Besides. It's kinda hard to explain," I mumbled.
"My god Scott! It's been over ten years! What can be so hard to say?"
"Fine. It was Sue," I almost snapped out.
"Sue? What about Sue?" she asked curiously, leaning closer to me over the table as if that would somehow make it easier for me to tell her.
"She went everywhere with us. I mean every time we went out, it was the three of us, not the two of us. If we did anything you father most definitely wouldn't approve of, she was there, in it just as much as you and me. I mean think about it!" I said with a frown. "You had to know I loved you."
"I know we thought we loved each other. Not really sure if it was really love, but it was most certainly infatuation."
"Well, call it what you will," I answered, suddenly wondering if this had really been a good idea.
"Okay. So she was what, in the way? A third wheel? I never saw you do or say anything that would indicate you were unhappy that she was around."
"I didn't say I was. Maybe at first, but not later," I answered.
She sat looking at me curiously for long seconds. "Scott Sterling! Are you trying to tell me that you and she. I mean you had feelings for her and didn't tell me? I mean if you had, I would have bowed out. I just thought that you loved me and I loved you and having her along let us be together."
"It did and we did love each other," I answered, just barely above a whisper.
"So I don't understand. What was the problem with Sue?"
"NOTHING! That's what the problem was!" I said louder in frustration.
She stared at me. One, two, three, four thousand million seconds. At least that's what it felt like. "Oh god. Scott? Are you trying to say that you had feelings for BOTH of us?"
I rolled my eyes. As good as women are at puzzling things out, it's amazing that over the years she never put that together before this.
"Oh my god. SCOTT! Why didn't you ever say anything?"
"Say what? That I found both of you attractive? That I liked being with you, both of you? That I'd do damn near anything either of you asked? What would I have said?"
She chuckled for a few moments. "Yeah. Good point. Not that I would have been all that understanding, you wanting my best friend at the same time as me. Yeah, I can see why you kept that to yourself."
"Well, there you have it," I said with finality, the two of us sitting across from each other silently for long seconds. "It's been really nice catching up though. I mean it's not like I ever forgot you. Hell, I still keep your birthday marked on the calendar."



"Mine? Or both of ours?"
"Both," I said sheepishly. "Well. Um. I have a five am meeting tomorrow. I should probably go."
She smiled at me and got up from the table when I did. "I liked this. It's been good to touch base with you again. I hope this isn't the last time, being in the same town and all."
"Yeah. Me too. Say hi to Sue for me," I said as we hugged briefly. I followed her out the door and we went our separate ways. It took all the self-control I could muster up to not look back and see if she was looking back.
I wandered through the next few days with my mind more than a little distracted. Every time I stopped doing anything mentally intensive images of the past flooded back as if they were yesterday. Some of those images being of them in various stages of undress during our senior year. I still remember my eighteenth birthday present from the girls, both of them a couple months older than I was. It was the first time for any of us, me laying blindfolded on the floor with the girls taking turns sitting on my lap, grinding themselves against my raging hardon until Laurie finally was brave enough to actually slide me inside herself. Fortunately the girls had put a condom on me because my overly teased cock was pumping cum after only a very few strokes. Before the evening was over, we'd used the whole box of five rubbers, though I had to guess at which I was in at any time, the two enjoying keeping me in the dark and trying to confuse me about who was on me at any given time. All in all, it was probably the best birthday present I'd ever had.
It'd been a long time since I'd thought back to that time, that first time, but now, it seemed to be the first thing that was coming to mind when I thought about the two of them.
I stepped out of the secure room, collected my phone and watch and noticed that I had a missed call. It only took a few moments to recognize the number and listen to the voicemail. " Scott! I had such a fantastic time catching up the other night. I hope your meeting went well. I'd like to know if you'd be interested in going to a show. I had to move quickly to get the tickets so I hope that you'll say yes. Friday night. That's tomorrow Friday night. We're going to the Muny. It's supposed to be hot again tomorrow, so dress for warm weather but dress nice. Parking is a bitch so why don't we go in one car? Come by and pick me up at six? I'll text you my address. See you then!" True to her word, there was also a text with an address from the same phone number.
I stared at the phone, feeling uneasy about restarting a relationship with her, for at least half a dozen seconds before my brain started asking what kind of idiot was I? It was late afternoon before I realized why I was uneasy. If I started a relationship with Laurie, I'd probably hurt Sue, and for some reason, that still mattered, even after all these years. Finally I picked my phone back up and texted her. "I'd love to go to the show with you. But I'm afraid of hurting Sue's feelings if I do go and yours if I don't."
It was hours before I got an answer, and even then I wasn't at all sure what it meant. " Not to worry. See you tomorrow!"
Friday came and seemed to last forever. I was bothered by apprehension and fueled by anticipation at the same time. I WANTED to see them. Part of me wanted to renew that feeling of closeness, softness, caring. The heat of desire seemed to grow inside me as the minutes slowly ticked by, the memory in my heart of how it felt to be with her all those years ago bubbling to the surface and feeling as real and tangible as it had back then. Apprehension grew equally strong with those same minutes ticking by. What if she didn't WANT to go back there? What if this was only a "let's be friends" date? Could I still do that? Could I be just friends? For that matter, could we be lovers again? Had too much time and water passed beneath the bridge to rekindle those emotions? I was confident that I could love her, did love her, the same as I had back then. It wasn't as strong as it had been ten year ago, but it was still there. The tiny little spark of emotion already growing as my anticipation fanned the flame. Being with her again, this time alone, without having to worry about her father, or for that matter, what the world thought.
Dinner was eaten quickly, giving me time to ponder what to wear, changing my clothes three times in nervousness. Was this how women were? Unable to decide what to wear, trying to make things perfect? Nothing would be perfect. I was an engineer. I knew damn well nothing was ever perfect or even complete. There was always SOMETHING more to do, something to change, something to improve, or something to fix. God Scott! Don't do this. Don't wrap so much up in one little date. If you do, you'll chase her away. Yeah. I could easily fall back into those same emotions I had so many years ago.
I finally walked out of the house in one of my fanciest western shirts, a pair of western cut slacks, my newest pair of pointy toe boots and my leather outback hat. Yeah, I'd most definitely gone redneck in the last few years, and I guess my outfit, while "nice" might not be considered fancy in some circles. But where holey blue jeans are considered "business casual", it was certainly dressy.
She was right of course. I had no trouble finding her house. Not that I really needed my GPS to do so. I'd already google mapped it and looked at the street and the house on street view. It looked almost exactly like the google images, a quaint older home that probably had two bedrooms, sitting on a small lot on the north side of the city. It took me longer to find a place to park than it took to find her house.
I walked to the door and rang the old fashioned doorbell on the front of the house and waited. I heard high heels on hardwood and then the door pulled open. I stood staring, absolutely stunned at the woman standing in the doorway in front of me. Yes, those were the same green eyes that I'd seen only two days before, but otherwise the woman standing in the doorway was... well... incredibly beautiful! Her blonde hair was curled in wide rolling curls that hung down like a frame around her face, her shoulders and neck bare except for a strand of small pearls looping down several inches on her chest. The dress was a cream colored, form fitting dress with tiny sleeves that were barely attached to the dress under her arms, her shoulders essentially bare. The slightly off white material clung to her body down over her chest, dipping down between her breasts several inches, cupping under and molding to both large sexy mounds before flowing smoothly down over her flat stomach and flared hips. The material ended half way down her thighs, a pair of white stockings and tall white high heels completed the incredibly sexy and classy look. "My god you look... Incredible!"
"Well, thank you!" she said, beaming a huge smile at me as she pushed the screen door open. "You might as well come in. Sue isn't quite ready yet. She's always been a little slow getting ready to go out, if you know what I mean."
"Um. Sure," I answered as I took the door from her and held it myself as I stepped through, allowing her to back into the house. "I wasn't sure if this was a date, or, well, what exactly it was," I said, looking around the house awkwardly.
"A date? I suppose we could consider it a date," she said, nodding her head. "It is kinda how our dates went back then, so I guess it's appropriate."
"I mean it doesn't have to be a date or anything. I mean I'm not... I don't want to... we shouldn't... um. I'm really messing this up."
"Yes, you are. It would seem that you can still manage to trip yourself, even if it's not over your own feet," she said with a soft giggle, almost enjoying my discomfort.
"Well. I didn't quite know what...well, still don't know exactly what to call this. I mean it could be a date, or just friends going out, or just two old friends getting together to chat."
"True, it could be all of those, except the last of course, since there will be three of us."
"Kinda eliminates the first too I guess."
"Oh? Why? A date can't include more than two?" she asked, cocking one eyebrow up and tilting her head the same way she used to when she questioned some conclusion that I'd drawn that she was about to dispute.
"Well. I guess it could," I answered, not wanting to argue about anything at this point.
"Good call," she said, grinning.
"Holy shit. It is Scott!" I heard from the top of the stairs. I looked up and saw Sue. Well, I think it's Sue. The slightly chunky, brunet with short hair and heavy black framed glasses I remembered in high school was most certainly NOT what was at the top of the stairs. The smile was as I remembered, but that's pretty much where it ended.
"Sue?" I asked as I watched her slowly walk down the stairs. Her body was trim and athletic, her legs looked strong and shapely, clearly used to frequent workouts. Her hips were full and round, her waist thin and her chest almost as large as Laurie's. Her brunet hair was long, draped over her shoulder, extending down almost to her right nipple, which poked out the dark blue dress prominently. The dress wrapped snugly around her body, snug, but not overly so, extending down to the middle of her thighs. Her stockings were, just that, stockings not pantyhose, the lacy top visible under the hem of the dress as I looked up at her. She smiled and walked carefully down the stairs in the high heels, almost as if she weren't used to heels that high. She smiled at me, her eyes crinkling slightly behind the fashionable rectangular frames.
"Long time no see," she said quietly as she came down the last few steps. "It really is you, isn't it?" she said with an almost chilly note in her voice.
"I was going to ask you the same thing. You look a lot different than you did in high school."
She turned slowly for me as she stepped off the last step, stopping to face me again. "You like?"
"Hell, I liked the way you looked back then too, but yeah, I like," I answered honestly. "Now I feel awfully under dressed."
"Oh I don't think so. The look is kinda cute. A little cowboy, a little redneck, a little gentleman. No. I think you look just about right," she said quietly, her red painted lips turning up slightly at the corners.
"Well, I think we should go then," Laurie said, looking curiously at her roommate. I nodded and turned to step toward the door. I pushed the screen door open and stepped outside, holding it open for both of them. Laurie stepped onto the porch and started down the front steps with Sue following behind. She closed the door to the house and turned carefully to lock it before turning back again. She wobbled slightly as she looked down at the steps in front of her and I reached out and quickly grabbed her arm to steady her.
"Thanks," she said quietly as I helped steady her down the steps to the sidewalk. I let go of her arm and stepped to the car, opening the front door and then the back.
"I'll take shotgun," Laurie said quickly, stepping to the front passenger door. I stepped back and let Sue step to the back passenger seat. I watched her skirt hike higher up her extremely sexy legs as she settled into the back seat, allowing me to close the door on her. I closed Laurie's as well and then went around to the driver's side.
It wasn't a long drive, distance wise, but the traffic as we got close was as advertised, crazy. We finally found a place to park and got out, walking the half dozen blocks to the Muny with one of them on each side, their arms looped in mine. I hadn't ever been to the Muny, but it was pretty obvious that the seats were in prime territory. The show was good, at least until the lightning started, cutting the show short. The down side of being so far down toward the front of the Muny was that you had to wait for a lot of people to climb the steps up to get out before you can. By the time we got to the top of the steps, the first drops of rain were already starting to splat on the pavement around us. The first large drops turned into more and more. Before we were a block towards the car, the pavement was covered in a thin sheen of water and the drops were falling faster, the large splats quickly soaking into our clothes. With their heels there was no way to run, so the girls stripped off their heels and the three of us began jogging towards where we parked. Half way to the car the sky opened up, the drops coming down so hard that we could barely see half a block. We continued to run, the downpour soaking into our clothes until we were soaked to the skin.
By the time we were piled in the car, we looked like drowned rats. Hair hanging down, straight and dripping water. Their nice dresses were soaked and sticking to their skin every bit as much as my western shirt. I started the car and looked over at Laurie, her cream colored dress practically see through as it clung to her, the lack of a bra under the thin material allowing me to even see the dark circles of her areola around her protruding nipples. I didn't want to, but I finally tore my eyes from her to ease out into traffic and start the long stop and go trip away from the Muny.
I found a parking space near their house almost half an hour later, no longer worried about getting wet as the rain continued to come down, not the gully washer storm it had been, but a steady soaking rain. We climbed out and walked quickly to their house, the girls carrying their shoes as we splashed our way through the puddles. Laurie playfully turned and used her foot to splash water from a deeper puddle towards me, adding more water to my soaked and water logged slacks. Sue climbed the steps and unlocked the door, pushing it open for the three of us.
"I'll get some towels," Laurie said, dashing up the stairs, leaving a trail of water on each step. Sue followed behind at a slower pace, taking a towel from Laurie as she was coming down the stairs with a stack of them. "I'm not at all sure what's gotten into her," she said quietly as she handed me a towel. "She was so looking forward to seeing you."
"Didn't really seem like it," I answered, popping the snaps on my shirt.
"Yeah. I know," Laurie said, turning her back to me and slipping the short sleeves of her dress down her arms. She wrapped the towel around her body without me being able to see anything and then slipped the dress down her body and stepped out of it as it lay in a pool at her feet. She bent over and rolled the sopping wet stockings down her legs and then, finally slipped the little white panties she still had on from under the towel. She turned around to look at me. "Not undressed yet? Well. When you do, come on in the living room," she said as she turned and padded away in her bare feet, the towel swishing side to side as she moved.
I stripped off my shirt and tossed it on the pile of Laurie's clothes. There wasn't really anywhere for any privacy, so I pulled off my boots and socks right there in the hall and then pushed down my pants. I finally pushed down my soaked underwear, standing naked in the hallway for several seconds while I unfolded the towel and wrapped it around my waist.
I walked into the living room and saw Laurie standing near an overstuffed love seat, bent part way at the waist, rubbing a towel vigorously on her blonde locks. The way she was standing, the towel wrapped around her body, from just under her arms to just barely below her butt, shook and wiggled with the movement of her bare breasts beneath it. She realized I was standing there watching and wrapped the towel around her hair before sitting down on the love seat, patting the space next to her. "Come on. Sit," she said with a smile. "That wasn't in the forecast!" she said with a smile. "But when you go to an outside show you have to be ready for anything I guess!"
"Seems that way," I agreed, walking over and sitting down, trying to move my half hard cock to a less visible position as I sat, hoping she didn't see.
"So, did you enjoy the show?"
"I was, up until they canceled it. Do they reschedule?"
"Well, it was most of the way over, so I'd have to check, but I don't think I get a refund."
"I'm sorry. Those had to cost a few dollars down front like that."
"I don't usually sit that close, so they were more than I'd normally spend, but it was worth it."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Twofold. The show was good and I got you naked in the same room as me again," she said with a wink. "Seems to me that last time that happened was on someone's birthday."
"Oh damn," I breathed. "I didn't know you remembered that."
"How could I not? It was all of our first time. Was pretty damn good too as I remember it."
"Yeah, it was that," I agreed after a few seconds, looking over at the motion I sensed out of the corner of my eye. Sue was walking into the room in a knee length fuzzy robe, her hair, like Laurie's, wrapped in a towel.
"Was what?" Sue asked as she stepped to the overstuffed chair that matched the love seat, sitting just off the corner of the love seat, facing it. She settled into the chair and pulled her bare feet up under herself.
"We were just talking about the last time the three of us were naked in the same room," Laurie said.
"Oh," Sue answered noncommittally, offering nothing more.
"I was saying how it was all of our first times and that the way I remembered it, it was a pretty good first time," Laurie prompted.
"Oh. Yeah. I guess it was," Sue answered.
"What's with you Sue? You were so excited when you found him, now you're acting like you couldn't care less. I don't get it?"
"It's no big deal," she said with a shrug of her shoulders.
"Uh. Yeah it is!" Laurie said quickly. "To me it is. I'd think it was to you too."
"Why? It can't ever go back to the way it was. That ship sailed a long time ago."
"What? Of course it can't be the same. That doesn't mean there isn't room for something similar. Maybe not the same, but I know damn well that as soon as I saw him at the White Castle that I still had some pretty strong feelings for him. You can't tell me you don't."
"I didn't say I didn't, but after, well, everything that's happened? Why would he want things to go back the way they were? You two don't need a chaperone anymore, so you're good to go. You don't need me butting in."
"Ohhhhhh. I see. Now I understand. Okay. Remember that silly rule I made up way back when we were in high school, about serious conversations?"
"What rule? Oh that one? You're not serious."
"Yep. I think we need to reinstitute that rule," Laurie said firmly. "I mean it was meant to be just us girls, but, well, I don't think Scott will mind."
"No. Definitely NOT going to do that," Sue retorted emphatically.
"Sure you are. If you remember the rule, there's no refusing. We have a serious thing to talk about so I'm calling the rule,' Laurie said, standing up. I stared as she pulled the towel off of her body, tossing it onto the coffee table and then sat back down, completely naked next to me. "Come on. Your turn. Remember, no refusing!"
"That was so long ago!"
"Doesn't matter. Come on now, lose it," Laurie prompted.
I wasn't sure who to look at, Laurie sitting next to me completely naked, her chest and sexy tits rising and falling rhythmically with her breathing, or Sue, slowly climbing from the chair. In the end, Sue drew my attention as she pulled the waist tie of the robe loose and slid it down off her shoulders, leaving her standing completely naked in front of me. Where I hadn't had a chance to see Laurie's pussy with her standing next to me, I had a perfect view of the small well-trimmed tuft of brown curls on Sue's mound, the pointed end of the triangle aimed down between her legs and her full round lips. I stared as she stepped back to the chair, her legs spreading briefly as she sat, giving me a quick glimpse of the small amount of inner lip protruding before the view was blocked as she pulled her feet up under herself again.



Her breasts were only slightly smaller than Laurie's, her areola dark and round on the front of each large teardrop, the weight of the sexy orbs drawing them down her chest, her erect nipples pointing slightly upward.
"Okay Scott. You're turn," Laurie said.
"Huh?"
"Come on. It's the rule. If we're gonna have a serious conversation, you gotta be naked. That way there's no hiding the truth."
As a professional secret keeper, I was pretty sure that being naked had NOTHING to do with telling if someone was keeping a secret or not. Though I had to admit that the rule, as silly as it was, did have the effect of making it difficult to not feel like the other person could see right through you. Reluctantly, I stood up and pulled the towel off, my already rock hard dick suddenly freed, poking out and slightly upward, bouncing slightly with my pounding heart before I sat back down. My engorged shaft stood straight up as I sat, my purple head completely exposed as it started to form a tiny glistening drop of pre-cum on the tip.
"Jesus Scott! You've grown!" Laurie said as she stared at my lap. Her hand reached out toward me and then pulled back again, hovering in midair between us. "Can I?" she asked, looking up to my face.
I shrugged nervously. "I guess," I finally managed to get out.
She shifted on the sofa, twisting herself so one knee was pressed against mine, her body twisted more towards me before she reached across with one hand, gently wrapping her hand around my shaft. Her hand slowly moved up and down my shaft, stroking a couple inches before she reached over with her other hand, wrapping around me just above her first hand. Her hands pushed up and down my shaft, working down between my legs as far as she could, my head sticking at least an inch above her paired hands. "Damn Scott. I don't remember you being anywhere near this long last time. Do you Sue?"
There was no answer from the chair, as Laurie continued to slowly stroke up and down my shaft, her hand sliding up over my mushroom head, and spreading the growing amount of precum down over my head and shaft. "Um. Laurie, if you keep doing that..." I groaned softly. While I'd had some sex in the last few years, it had been quite a while since the last time, and the warmth and tingle spreading through my body was warning me of what was to come.
"What? You want me to stop? Really? That isn't the Scott I remember. I seem to remember you wanting my hand down your pants in that movie theater."
"Uh huh," I grunted. "Oh shit. You keep doing that and...well, oh shit," I groaned urgently, reaching for her hand and trying to stop her strokes. She held her hand still, but made no move to let go, and as soon as I let go of her hands she went back to stroking me. "Oh god. Laurie," I groaned, my hips trying to push up at her as I slowly slid down on the sofa a bit farther. "Ohhhh damn," I growled softly as my hips pushed up again, a huge shot of cum lancing at least two feet in the air before dropping back and splattering on her hands. I groaned a long, deep groan as my body jerked half a dozen more times, spouting more cum into the air until my climax had reduced to creamy white cum drooling from my head over her hands.
"Well. That was...quick," Laurie said, reaching up to pull the smaller towel from her hair to wipe my cum from her hands and my body.
"Sorry," I said quietly, feeling embarrassed at what had just happened.
"I'm not," Laurie said with a smile. "Looked like it felt good. Did it?"
"Uh huh," I answered simply, pushing myself back up on the sofa as she finished gently cleaning the cum from my shrinking cock.
"So. Now we can talk without that getting in the way," Laurie said. "I kinda wanted to do that since we got caught in the rain. That bulge in your pants looked pretty damn good on the way home."
"Okay. So we know you can jack him off. So what does that have to do with serious talk?" Sue asked irritably from the chair.
"It's simple. I know a secret. An important secret. One that you don't know but I do, and it's one you NEED to know."
"Okay. So you know a secret. So?"
"You want to know what it is?"
"You're gonna tell me even if I don't, so what's the difference?"
"I don't have to, but I think you'd want to know this secret," she said with a smile.
"Laurie. Don't," I said quietly, suddenly realizing what secret she was talking about.
"No. I will! She needs to know," Laurie argued. "Trust me. She needs to know!"
"No. She doesn't. That's all in the past. It doesn't matter anymore and it won't help anything."
"Why? You think that somehow you've got a lock on past feelings? I've got news for you, you DON'T!" Laurie said sternly. She twisted on the sofa and slid her butt closer to the edge, leaning toward Sue. "The secret Scott doesn't want me to tell you is that back when we were in high school, when you were hanging around so that my dad wouldn't freak out, he fell in love with you."
"What? No. He was in love with YOU!"
"Uh huh. He was. Still is, if I'm any judge of emotions. But he fell in love with you too. That's the secret he could never tell you. He was in love with both of us. So much so that he was afraid to tell us because it would hurt us and might ruin our friendship."
"Scott? Is that true? Did you fall in love with me?" Sue asked, twisting in the chair and moving her feet to the floor. As I hesitated to answer, she leaned closer to me. "Scott?"
I sighed deeply. "Yeah," I finally said quietly. "I did."
Sue pushed herself up from the chair and stepped around the coffee table, moving quickly. I recoiled in self-defense, not at all sure what was happening. "HOW COULD YOU!" she shouted at me, swinging first one hand to slap my bare shoulder before swinging the other to slap my other shoulder. I coiled myself back on the sofa as she slapped my upper arms, first on one side and then the other several times before Laurie could get behind her and wrap her arms around her friend to stop the onslaught. "How could you and not tell me? How could you let me feel like you didn't when I did and not tell me?" she said loudly, tears welling up in her eyes. "How could you not tell me that you loved me and leave me feeling like I was stupid for falling in love with someone that didn't love me back?" she said, sinking to her knees in front of me, breaking down into deep sobs, Laurie now holding her to comfort her rather than restrain her. "How could you?" she sobbed.
"Shhh. Just let it out," Laurie cooed softly. "He didn't want to break us up. He cared for both of us too much," she said softly. "He was being a typical guy. You know they never understand us," she said softly, holding her friend, now twisted around and crying on her shoulder.
"Why do guys have to be so stupid?" Sue asked between tearful sobs. "I loved him and I thought he didn't love me back. I thought I was just stupid."
"Shhhh," Laurie whispered to console Sue. "Sometimes guys are too dumb to think things just like we do. You can't blame him for wanting to not hurt us. He loved both of us. How can you ask him to choose? Why would you want to?"
"But it wasn't fair. He was your boyfriend. I wasn't supposed to fall for him. He was just so perfect," she whispered, her sobs having given way to wet sniffles, her hand trying to squeegee the remnants of the tears from her face.
"I know. He was. Maybe he still is," Laurie whispered.
"So what do we do? I can't go back to that. I can't go back to loving him and not being able to say or show it."
"I know," Laurie whispered, holding her with one arm and using her free hand to stroke her hair. "Me either. Knowing what I do now, I couldn't go back there either. Not knowing how much it'd hurt you."
"So what do we do?" Sue asked softly.
"We can send him away," Laurie suggested softly. "He doesn't have to be in our lives. He wasn't for the last ten years, we don't have to let him back in."
"NO! No. I don't want to... I mean...I don't want to do that. At least not right now."
"So what do YOU want to do?"
Sue was silent for several moments. "I don't want to ruin our friendship. I mean, we've pretty much been together since we were freshmen in high school. I don't want to lose that. But..."
"I know," Laurie whispered. "I felt the same thing when I saw him. All those old feelings bubbled up so fast. Things that I thought were long gone were suddenly there again. I'm not sure it's good for me, but I like feeling it again."
"Yeah. Me too," Sue answered, punctuated by a ragged gasp as her body tried to put the remains of the sobs out to pasture.
"So? Can we do this without fighting?" Laurie asked.
"I don't know. It'd have to be equal. There couldn't be a favorite or it'd never work."
"So... Try?" Laurie asked.
"Yeah," Sue answered.
"Well, you better start by apologizing for trying to beat him up then," Laurie said, loosening her grip on her best friend.
"Yeah. I kinda did go off on him didn't I?"
"Oh yeah. Just a little." Laurie laughed as she pushed back and stood up, holding a hand out to help Sue stand up too.
I flinched back a little as Sue stepped toward me, but instead of swinging at me again she reached down for one of my hands. I let her take my hand, lifting it up toward her as she leaned toward me. I felt the hotness of her lips press against the back of my hand as she softly kissed it. She stepped toward me, reaching for my other hand while still clasping the one she already had, leaning over me so her large tits hung down below her chest. She found my other hand and pulled it up, rolling her hand so her palm was against mine, her fingers moving to interlace with mine. She rolled her other hand, the one holding the hand she'd kissed, interlacing our fingers on that hand as well. She moved onto the sofa on top of me, her knees straddling me as she worked herself onto my lap, my hands pushed up and apart.
She leaned and tilted her head down until she could press her lips to mine. It was a long slow, loving, tender kiss. Her hot lips pressed to mine at first and then moving to gently suck and lick mine. She pulled away, sitting upright on me, our hands still intertwined. "I'm sorry I went off on you. I was just so mad at you for never telling me how you felt. I spent years beating myself up for falling in love with someone who didn't love me back."
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you," I answered her. "I just figured that if I did, it'd hurt you both. I didn't know you felt the same way," I answered softly.
I felt Laurie sit down on the love seat next to us, lifting my right arm and ducking under our clasped hands so that she was inside the loop. She leaned against me, reaching her face to mine, kissing my cheek softly. "So, it's a lot to ask. But you know, neither of us are attached right now, and I know you're not. Do you think you might want to, you know, go out with us?"
I looked at Sue sitting on my lap and then turned to Laurie's face, inches from mine. "Both of you?"
"Uh huh. At the same time."
"Could be complicated," I answered quietly.
"Any more complicated than having to live two lives? One keeping secrets for work and the other writing good science fiction? I'd bet that you never figured a plot twist like this in any of your books."
"No, probably not more complicated than that," I agreed.
"So. You want to?" Sue asked. "I mean, you don't have to, not if you don't want to."
It didn't take me more than a few fractions of a second to know my answer. This was what I wanted more than anything after that night celebrating my birthday. This is what I secretly wanted for years after, even though they were gone from my life. It's probably why I couldn't seem to find a relationship that was satisfying, even after all these years. "On one condition," I said quietly.
"What's that?" Sue asked warily.
I gently disengaged my hands from hers, moving down to rest them on her thighs, my right arm looped around Laurie's back. I slipped my left hand down between her legs as gently as I could, sliding them down to her pussy, teasing her lips ever so slightly. "You have to let me give you the kind of sex I wanted to back then, just to say I'm sorry for not being able to tell you how much I cared."
"I think that's fair," she answered softly as I let my fingers gently stroke up and down her lips, working between her wet inner lips as she sat on me, her knees spread apart, pulling her lips apart as well.
"Good," I answered. "You good with that Laurie?"
"I think it's perfect. I'm gonna need to learn how to watch too, for those times when it's her turn and not mine," she said as she lifted my arm and slipped out from under it. She let go of my arm and moved off the love seat to the chair, leaving the two of us alone.
I pulled my hand from between Sue's legs and reached around her, gently rolling her off of me to lay on her back on the love seat, with me still between her legs. I pushed myself back, sliding off the cushions to the floor, careful to stay between her legs as I pushed lower, my face easing down between her spread legs. I looked at her sexy pussy for long seconds before reaching out and slowly stroking my tongue up her wet lips, letting the tip spread them slightly as I stroked. I tasted her tangy juices as I stroked again, licking up her slit and working deeper between her lips.
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned as I flicked my tongue across her clit, teasing the hard nub momentarily at the end of my lick. I grinned to myself and repeated the stroke, digging my tongue into her the way I had wanted to so long ago, but never could. In some ways it was like going back to high school all over again. I'd wanted to undress her for so long, but didn't get the chance until almost the end of our senior year, and even then the opportunities were few. A few games of strip poker and truth or dare that ended up with a little touching and kissing. I could still remember watching her stand up and push her panties off for the first time, wishing that she'd step right over to me and push that perfect looking pussy into my face.
"Jesus Scott!" she moaned loudly as I worked my tongue up and down her slit, finding her clit and circling around it with each stroke. "I can't believe how good this feels."
"Uh huh," I grunted, not wanting to stop my attentions.
"I wanted you to do this so much back then. That first time playing strip poker and we got you naked. You lost so bad, we still had lots of clothes on, but I wanted to just strip everything off and let you see me. Let you touch me. If I'd have known how good you were at this, I might have!"
"Glad you think I'm good at it."
"Oh yeah. Almost as good as Laurie is," she moaned.
"SUE!" Laurie cried from where she was sitting.
"What?" Sue moaned. "He is!"
"Yeah. But you just told him we've been having sex with each other!"
"So? If we're gonna be fucking him, he'd figure it out sooner or later." She moaned louder, her hips pushing up at me as I circled her clit with my tongue. "Oh god Scott. Come fuck me. Put your cock in me and fuck me!" she begged, reaching between her legs for me.
I pushed myself from her pussy, wiping her juices off my face as I moved up over her, stopping when my face was over her chest. I leaned my head down and gently kissed each big soft breast, centering my kiss on her nipples before drawing one into my mouth. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I stretched her nipple with my sucking, holding it in my mouth with suction as I circled her nipple with the tip of my tongue. I shifted my weight and reached down between us, finding my hard cock and aiming it at her pussy as I arched my back to bring it closer. I felt her hot wet lips touch my head, and I rubbed up and down her slit, splitting her lips and feeling the heat of her body. I leaned my hips toward her, letting my mushroom head press against the entrance to her depths. I felt my head expand her, forcing itself into her tunnel until it pushed in enough for my head to slip deeper.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck," she moaned loudly as I pressed deeper into her wet pussy. I felt her lips grab at my unlubricated shaft and pulled back a few inches, pushing back again. In and out I pushed, working myself deeper into her hot wet depths, the sensations around my cock assailing my brain with all manner of pleasantness. I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel as she lifted and spread her legs to give me deeper access. In and out I started to slide, keeping my strokes even and slow, wanting to make her climax, but not necessarily too fast.
I wasn't completely inexperienced, but I wouldn't call myself an especially experienced lover either. I was fortunate that one of my girlfriends in the last few years had taken the time to teach me how she liked to have sex. I was going to pull every trick out of the bag that I had to give her the best I possibly could.
In and out I slid, her hips rocking up with each of my strokes, her moans growing in intensity as she slowly inched toward her climax. I switched which breast I was sucking on, drawing her other nipple into my mouth as I continued to stroke deeply into her, the sensations for both of us growing with each stroke. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. I'm gonna come. Oh shit Laurie. I'm gonna come. Oh god Scott. Fuck me baby. Fuck my hot pussy," she moaned loudly as she grew ever closer to climax.
I moved a little faster, driving harder into her with each stroke. I felt her body move with each impact, her big soft tit slipping from my mouth. I pushed myself straight, allowing me to drive harder into her now that I wasn't bent at an uncomfortable angle. I looked down at her incredibly sexy body, no makeup, no fancy hair do, just all natural Sue laying under me, her tits bouncing and rolling wildly on her chest as I pounded into her.
"Oh fuck I'm coming!" she squealed, as her pussy contracted around me. "Ohhhhhhh god I'm coooooomiiiiiiing!" she gasped as her whole body shuddered and jerked irregularly, my cock still plunging wildly into her. If I hadn't already come by Laurie's hands such a short time ago, I'd have long since unloaded in her, but without that desperate need pushing, I was able to hold off and give her all she wanted.
She finally wrapped her legs around me, tightening around me and holding me inside her as she gasped for breath. "Oh god Scott. Ohhhhh fuck."
"You liked?" I asked a bit breathlessly as I held myself over her, little beads of sweat starting to drip off my brow.
"Oh yeah. God Scott. Would it scare you for me to say that I love you?" she asked as she reached up and rubbed her hands across my face to wipe away the sweat, then wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down on top of her. "No. Don't answer. I just want to lay here for a minute and feel you on me and in me. I want to know you're real, that you're really here, with me," she whispered as she held me against her hot soft body.
I lay on her, my hips moving slightly, my hard cock still wanting to stroke in and out of her. I wanted to keep going. Her lips kissing my cheek softly, her breathing tickling my ear slightly a she held me close. "I love you Scott. I've loved you ever since that ice skating date we were on. Oh I know I was just along for a chaperone, but when I fell and you helped me up and held me against you while you brushed the snow stuff off my back and my butt. You though I was going to be mad because you touched my butt, but how could I be mad at that face."
"That was a long time ago," I answered.
"Uh huh. You were so sweet and caring, even though I wasn't really your date. I couldn't help but want to be Laurie right then. She was so lucky to have a guy as sweet as you."
"I was afraid you were going to be mad, but you had all that snow on you and I just didn't even think about it before I brushed your butt off."



"I know. Now you need to go make love to her. Thank you for this, but go to her now. Make her feel like you just made me feel. Make her feel loved and cared for," she whispered before letting go of me with both her legs and arms. She gently pushed my hips away, pushing me out of her, my hard cock glistening with her juices. I pushed up off of her and backed off the love seat, looking over to Laurie, sitting in the chair, one hand on one of her breasts, the other between her legs.
"Sue wants me to make love to you," I said as I stepped over to her.
"No. Not just now. After watching that, I just want to ride on you," she said as she got up from the chair. "There'll be plenty of time for soft tender lovemaking all night. Right now, I just want to feel you in me," she said again as she guided me to turn around and sit in the chair. She quickly knelt in the chair over me, one knee on either side of me. Reaching down between her legs, she found my cock, aiming at her pussy as she lowered herself down toward my lap.
I felt my head press up into her, her hot depths already sopping wet as she slid down my shaft. "Oh god Scott. You feel so damn big inside me," she moaned as she started to lift and lower herself on me. I reached my hands up and cupped both her big soft breasts, feeling their weight, rubbing my thumbs across her hard nipples as she bounced up and down on me faster. Each time she dropped she rolled her hips towards me, pushing her tits towards me and driving her clit into my shaft. As she lifted she rolled away, making her soft tunnel drag along the bottom of my head, sending tingles racing through my body.
"Shit. You're gonna make me come," I grunted, knowing that I wasn't going to be able to last much longer.
"It's okay," she answered breathlessly, her eyes half closed as her own climax inched closer.
I let go of her breast with my right hand and slipped it between us, letting my finger stroke up across her clit each time she lifted up, enhancing the sensations she was already feeling. I squeezed her other breast, feeling my own climax pushing its way to the surface, my ability to hold back quickly slipping away. "Gonna come," I grunted, moments away from filling her with my cum.
"Uh huh. Me too," she moaned, her legs starting to shudder slightly.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock deep into her as a gush of cum lanced up into her.
"YES!" she cried loudly as she slammed herself down on me, her whole body suddenly trembling and shuddering. "Ohhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck," she gasped as her body shook on me, her pussy clenching and spasming around my spurting cock. She leaned herself toward me, pressing her chest into mine, pulling my hand from between us so that her hard nipples pressed tightly to my chest.
"Scott." I heard her whisper.
"Yeah?"
"You know we, neither Sue or I, have been with anyone for a while, right?"
"I got that idea."
"So if a woman isn't seeing anyone, it's not really a good idea for them to be on the pill or anything, you know, because of the risk of cancer and such."
"I think I've seen something about that on TV. So?"
She sat on me, her cheek pressing on mine, her nipples rubbing against my sweaty chest as she breathed. "Just think about that for a minute," she whispered. I could almost feel her smile as she held me, turning her face to kiss my cheek lightly.
"OHHHHH!" I finally answered, realizing what she was saying.
"Do you mind?" she whispered.
"I guess the question is, do YOU mind? I'm not the one that can get pregnant."
"No. But you could become a father."
I thought about that for a few seconds before answering. "I was ready to marry you and have a family ten years ago. Maybe it's time now."
"Not sure about the married thing yet. There are laws against that kind of thing," she giggled.
"Huh?"
"Sue? You can't marry both of us and you just promised not to play favorites."
"Oh lord."
"Sooooooo. If you're not going to play favorites, I guess you better get ready to have sex with her again. You got some semen to put in her," she said with another giggle. "But I doubt you'll mind too much. The two of you seemed to enjoy it every bit as much as I did."
I looked over to Sue sitting on the sofa, her legs crossed, watching us. "Well, it is Friday. Seems to me like that leaves two whole days and nights to catch up," I finally answered, drawing huge grin from Sue.
"Good boy," Laurie whispered, kissing me on the cheek again.
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It's the fourteenth of February. It's a day that gives most men real difficulty. What to get, what to do, how to show their love for their significant other, or girlfriend or, well, whatever. My wife of thirty plus years isn't big on presents. It took many years feeling like I failed each year to realize that presents just aren't her thing, either receiving or giving. To her time spent together expresses so much more than something bought off the shelf. As a result our 'routine' for Valentine 's Day was flowers delivered to her work, a card and a quiet dinner out. While I'd often hoped for her to wear one of the many sexy little things I'd bought for her over the years and have some hot sex after, somehow that never seemed to transpire.
Last year I went all out. In addition to our usual routine I rented a hotel room with a Jacuzzi tub and set it up with candles and wine and the like. Unfortunately between the wine and the warm water on a work day evening, she fell asleep before...well you can guess what it was before.
For years now, since our kids had moved out and we were alone again, I'd been hinting that maybe it was time to break from our rather boring intimate time and try some new things, some different things, something to spice up our sex lives again. Something to bring it more like it was when we were first married, playful, spontaneous, hot and well...sexy as hell. Now it was sex on every other Saturday morning, in bed, in the same position, doing the same things. Any attempt to talk about it generally ended in an argument ending something like "If you don't like it we don't have to do it at all!" before she stormed off and closed herself into the bathroom for a shower alone. As a result, we were rarely talking about it anymore.
Not that I'd completely given up. Christmas came and she was walking around the kitchen, cleaning up from breakfast in just panties and a bra, not wanting to get her dress messed up before we went to church. I couldn't resist the view and opportunity. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and hugged her to me as I pushed her panties down and stroked the curly brown hairs on her mound. I had every intention of getting her naked and having sex right there on the kitchen table. Boy what a mistake! To say she was angry was an understatement. The thing is, I didn't understand what she was angry about! That I wanted to have sex with her someplace other than the bedroom? That I might actually still be attracted to what I think is a pretty damn sexy body, even though she thinks she's getting fat? That I'd even think about having sex where we eat dinner? Here it was more than six weeks later and I still had no idea why she was so angry, and it didn't appear that I was going to get an answer, even though I'd asked. All asking had done was put a complete end to any sex since then.
So, here it was, Valentine's day again. I'd sent flowers, bought her a card and made reservations at our favorite restaurant. I was on my way home, wondering if she would even be home on time to go to dinner. The last several weeks she'd been coming home late a couple times a week. Most guys would worry that she was seeing someone else, but that just wouldn't be here style, so I wasn't worried. Okay, the thought crossed my mind once or twice. Maybe it wasn't her. Maybe it was me? Maybe sex with me wasn't fun anymore? Was she seeing some young stud that could put out over and over again? It wasn't a long thought process and it didn't last long. She certainly wouldn't step out on me for what I'd been trying to offer her. It certainly wasn't because I was mean or unkind to her. In fact, all her friends keep telling her how lucky she has it because I'm so helpful and attentive and they wish their husband was as good to them as I am to her. So what was I worried about?
I was worried that this was Valentine 's Day and our "fight" from Christmas still was unsettled. I was worried that I wasn't prepared to start dating again at fifty-five. I know we love each other, but I am quite afraid that maybe she's decided that love isn't enough and she wants something that I'm not giving her. I know. It's a stupid idea, but you know guys. As I pull into the driveway and wait for the garage door to motor open, I'm still worried that she wouldn't be home.
I let out an almost relieved sigh as I see her car already in the garage. I pulled into the garage, shut down the car, punched the door button and climbed out, grabbing my computer bag and heading into the house.
"I'm home lover!" I called as I set down my bag and hung my coat up on the hook by the door.
"Hi sweetie!" I hear from the kitchen. Well, that was a good sign. She sounded happy. Must not have been too bad of a day at work. "Thank you for the flowers! They're beautiful! But you know you didn't have to do that. Roses are SO expensive this time of year!" she called back as I picked up my computer bag and walked down the hall towards the kitchen.
I stopped in the doorway, watching her pour water into the vase that held the two dozen red roses I'd sent. Seeing the roses wasn't what made me stop in place. No, not at all. What did make me stop was the sight of the back of my wife in a form fitting red dress that barely came to the middle of her thighs, hugging her round hips and full round butt. Now seeing her in a dress wasn't THAT unusual. But all of her dresses were "professional" dress. To her that means at least down to her knees. I didn't think she owned a dress as short as what she had on.
She turned around to face me, a glass of wine in each hand, the red dress hugging her thirty eight double D's as snugly as I wanted my hands to be at that moment. The deep V down the front of the dress dipped far enough down that I wondered if she had a bra on at all, both the deep V of cleavage and the lack of a bra EXTREEMLY out of character for her. "I take it our reservations are for six?" she asked as she stepped towards me, wobbling slightly in what had to be four inch heels, another thing that stood out of character.
"Uh. Yeah. Damn! You look incredible!" I finally said as she held one of the glasses out to me.
"You like?" she asked, turning slowly for me. Slowly so I could see or slowly so she didn't fall off the heels that she clearly wasn't comfortable wearing didn't matter. It was slow and it was DEFINITLY worth the slow look. "Donna helped me pick it. I used the gift card your mom sent me for Christmas."
"Well. Tell Donna that it was a hit," I answered, thinking I was going to have to thank her best friend in person at some point.
"I'm glad." She smiled, at me. It took at least three more seconds to realize that she had on lipstick. Not bright, gaudy, fuck me red lipstick, but a nice gentle pink lipstick that seemed to highlight her smile just perfectly. I'd only seen her wear makeup half a dozen times as long as I'd known her. One was our wedding, three were the weddings of our kids, and the other two were very special occasions years past. I hadn't seen her in makeup in almost ten years.
I set my computer bag on the counter, took a sip of the wine and then wrapped my free hand around her, gently pulling her towards me. It was a slow soft kiss, and to my surprise, a wet one. My wife had always been a "closed lip" kisser. Oh she knew how. When we were young we'd do those wet sloppy tongue in each other's mouths kisses all the time. Somewhere down the line she stopped doing that, preferring little closed lip pecks like she'd give one of our kid's cheeks. Feeling her open her lips slightly and flick her tongue across my lips was more than a surprise.
"Sorry," she whispered, apparently feeling some physical reaction that went along with my mental reaction of surprise.
"Sorry for what?" I asked in a whisper before leaning my face towards hers again for another kiss. This time I returned the favor, gently teasing her lips like she had done mine. We broke the kiss and she stepped back, blushing slightly.
"We better finish our wine and go or we'll miss our reservations," she said a little huskily before taking a long drink and draining the glass of wine. "I better go easy on this. I have to drive."
"You don't have to. I haven't had much yet, I'll drive."
"Well, I'd planned on driving this time. But if you want to," she said, brushing a stray hair out of her face. "Let me get my coat." She turned and set the glass on the counter, her turned body giving me a profile view of her in the sexy dress, her nipples making two obvious bumps in the red material. I turned as she walked past and watched her all the way to the closet where she pulled out her heavy winter coat and pulled it on, covering the sexy dress. The dress was so short that I couldn't even tell she was wearing anything under the coat. "Coming?" she asked, turning to look at me staring at her.
"UH. Yeah," I answered, setting down the nearly full glass of wine and heading to grab the coat I'd just hung up. I backed out of the garage and my wife walked around and slipped into the passenger seat, her coat completely covering her dress so that as I watched her buckle up her belt she almost looked naked under the coat. It was only then that I realized that her bare legs were anything but, each one encased in stockings with lacy tops that were just peeking out from under the hem of her coat. It took several seconds before I finally dropped the car in reverse and backed out of the drive, my wife clearly trying to suppress a smile as I looked down the street before backing out into it.
"So you had a good day at work?" I asked as we headed down the road.
"It was a pretty good day," answered.
"That's good," I answered, wondering why she hadn't offered any of the usual conversation components that usually came with that question.
"Looks like we're supposed to get some snow tonight," I said after a couple minutes of only the radio breaking the silence.
"It does. We need more moisture. Things are a bit dry," she said before letting that conversation drop as well.
"Did they get your flowers to you early?"
"I came back from a meeting this morning and there they were, on my desk. They're really pretty. I just wish you didn't spend so much on roses."
"Well. Roses are supposed to say love. If I can't splurge on saying 'I love you', what can I splurge on?"
"Maybe. But you know that one rose would have been just as good as two dozen and you wouldn't have had to spend a hundred dollars."
"It's worth every penny if you like 'em," I answered with a smile.
"Well. I do. Thank you."
"So you and Donna went shopping?"
"Uh huh."
"This week?"
"Uh huh."
"Get anything else interesting besides the dress?"
"Maybe."
I had to admit I was getting a little frustrated at her short answers and decided to let conversation go out the window for now. We drove in silence until we parked at the restaurant, where I got out, walking around to open the door for my wife. Yeah, I still do that for what we call dates. That's the way I was raised. She twisted in the seat, her short skirt and coat sliding up far enough to reveal a pair of VERY tiny and VERY see through red panties as she climbed out. I closed the door behind her and we went in for dinner.
I was at a loss for a good part of dinner, almost every topic I brought up for conversation, quickly routed to a conclusive or non-committal statement indicating disinterest in the subject. Finally we chatted about the food, the décor of the restaurant, the weather how nice each of us looked to the other. What I finally, almost stupidly, realized was typical fair for a blind date. Gee, you look nice, gee this food is good, gee that's an interesting painting, etc. It was so far removed from what our usual "dates" are that it took me a long time to digest it.
Dinner done, along with several more glasses of wine, more on her part than mine given that I was driving, we walked out to the car. I held her arm to balance her on the unusually high heels until she could drop into the seat and swing her legs in. This had been one of the most unusual dates that the two of us have had since before we were married.
I pulled out of the lot and headed home.
"Turn left at the light," she said as we approached an intersection.
"Left?"
"Uh huh."
"Okay," I answered, moving to the turn lane. "Wanna tell me where we're going?"
"Nope." Was her simple, short, direct answer. I shrugged and followed her directions until we pulled into one of the local hotels that had a nightclub attached. "Park wherever."
"A night club?" I asked a little surprised.
"What? I can't arrange the entertainment for tonight?" she asked, looking over at me.
"Sure," I answered as I pulled into a parking spot. I got out, walked around and once again got a quick flash of her panties as she climbed out. I let her hook her arm in mine as we walked to the sidewalk in front of the building. Instead of turning right to go to the nightclub, she steered us left, walking us to the doors of the hotel.
"Wait here," said, unlooping her arm from mine and heading to the desk. After several minutes she came back with a key card. "Shall we?" she asked sweetly, hooking her arm in mine again. I let her lead me to the elevator bank and we took the car to the sixth floor. We walked down the hall nearly to the end room and she stuck the card in, pushing the door open when the little light turned green. "Here we are," she said as she stepped into the room, pulling me along behind her by the hand. "So. I'm guessing you didn't expect this?" she asked as she walked around, turning on lights in the king suite.
"No," I admitted, taking my coat off and tossing it on the sofa that was in the room.
"Why not?"
"To be honest? Things have been a little chilly since Christmas," I answered as she set down her oversized purse and took her coat off, dropping it on top of mine.
"True," she answered, standing almost nervously while I once again looked at how good she looked in the dress. "I take it you approve of the dress?"
"Quite." I nodded, stepping towards her with the intention of putting my arms around her.
"Not so fast," she said, reaching for my hands and stopping me from wrapping them around her. "First we need to talk."
"Um. Okay," I answered as she pulled me toward the bed.
She sat down on the end and patted the bed next to her. I turned and sat so I could see her. "I just want you to know, I wasn't mad at you. I know you thought I was. But that wasn't it."
"Okay. What was it then?"
"I was partly mad at myself, partly upset at how I responded and partly upset at you."
"Okay, but we're past that?" I asked hopefully.
"Maybe," she said with a shrug as she stood up. "We'll see."
"Okay," I answered, not at all sure I understood where she was going with any of this. She took my hand and pulled me from the bed, pulling me around to the side and coaxing me to sit on the bed with my back to the headboard and a pile of pillows she pulled together behind me.
"Now. I want you to just sit here and watch," she said as she stepped away. She moved to the end of the bed, and one at a time, pulled off her shoes, lifting them and dropping them on the floor. She looked quite a bit shorter without the heels, but I really didn't have all that much time to notice as she reached behind her back and pulled the zipper of the dress down, the material covering her big sexy breasts spreading slightly as it loosened. I could just make out the slightest bit of red lace hiding under the dress until she eased the shoulder straps slowly off her shoulders. There was clearly something red and lacy under the dress, which she slowly pulled down revealing more see-through lace until I could see that what she had on was a red bra made up of some kind of lace with the cups a thin layer of red translucent mesh, allowing me to see all of her nipples and areola through the top. She continued to pull the dress down until it slipped down her legs, exposing the red panties I'd seen earlier. Her dark brown curls tried to sneak around and through the thin red mesh as she stepped out of the dress, wearing nothing but the sexy translucent panty and bra and her stockings.
One leg at a time, she lifted her foot and set it on the end of the bed, slowly rolling the stocking down her leg until she worked it off her foot and tossed it at me, each one landing in my lap. She stepped to the sofa, dug in her bag for her phone and something else, which she kept hidden behind her back. She stepped over to the bed, set the wad of material in her hand on the table next to the bed and then up onto it, standing with her legs on either side of me so I was looking up at her. "I don't want you to forget how I look," she said quietly, as she took her phone and turned it on.
I sat below her, watching her take pictures of herself, or more appropriately, parts of herself. First her breasts in the bra, and then close-ups of each one, in and then out of the see-through material. She moved the phone farther down and took pictures of the panties on her and up between her legs. She pulled the material aside and took several pictures of her now exposed pussy. "Getting you turned on?" she asked as she settled her panties back in place.
"Definitely," I agreed. "I hope I'm going to get those pictures."
"Eventually," she said with a grin. "Now. Your turn," she said, stepping over me and then off the bed. "Come on," she coaxed, pulling me by the hand. I slid off the bed and let her lead me around to the end of the bed before she walked back and climbed onto the bed where I had been, settling herself against the pillows with her legs spread so that I could see her pussy through the sheer panties. "Now, give me the best strip tease you can!" she said with a grin.
"Sure!" I agreed readily, enjoying the little game she was playing. I was horny as hell from watching her, and the thought of giving her a strip tease was turning me on almost as much. I stepped back from the end of the bed and bent over to take my shoes off, tossing each one aside like she had done with her heels. I'd only gotten my tie off before there was a knock on the hotel room door.
"Oh wait a second. Don't do anything!" she said as she quickly pushed off the bed.
"Huh?" I asked, feeling a little irritation at the interruption as she walked to the door and stood on her tip toes to look out the little peep-hole. I was practically shocked though when she quickly unlocked and opened the door in nothing but her little red see-through outfit. The shock deepened even more as she stood aside to let her best friend Donna into the room. "What the..?" I asked quietly, feeling the sexiness of the night just tumble out of the window all six floors.
"Perfect timing," my wife said as she practically pulled Donna into the room. Donna slid off her coat as she walked across the room looking at me. My wife took her coat and tossed it onto the pile on the sofa and then crawled up onto the bed where she had been before, patting the bed next to her. "Up here Donna."
"I don't understand," I said quietly with a frown.
"Don't understand what? You're supposed to get undressed," my wife said as if it were the most natural thing in the world to have her best friend watching me strip.
"In front of Donna?"
"I don't see why not. I mean you can choose not to, but it'd be pretty hard to have sex if you don't take your clothes off."
"In front of Donna?"
"Uh huh."
Donna isn't a bad looking woman. She's a little shorter than my wife, making her a good ten inches shorter than my six feet. She has a very petite build with a modest size chest, a feature that was well displayed in the short blue dress she had on, looking even a little larger than normal at the moment. It just wasn't that I was bashful per se, but getting undressed in front of another besides my wife wasn't exactly usual for me. "You're sure about this?"



My wife looked over at Donna reclined on the bed next to her. "You still want to see him completely undressed?"
"Uh huh."
"Yeah, we're sure," my wife answered me back. "Just make it nice and sexy."
"I don't think watching him take his clothes off can be anything BUT sexy," Donna said quietly to my wife. "Especially with how big that bulge in his pants is."
"This is what you really want me to do?" I asked one more time, trying to understand what was going on.
"You didn't have any trouble with Donna seeing your cock at the wedding. Why should you be bashful now?"
I pretty much froze in place at that comment. I knew EXACTLY what she was talking about. And it was something that I thought she DIDN'T know about. It was only a few short years ago that Donna had my wife convince me to put my amateur photographic talents to use shooting Emily's, Donna's daughter's, wedding. The girls thought that it would be fun to shoot some "sexy" pictures of the bride before she got married, so I ended up in a room full of naked bridesmaids with the bride tied to a chair, the maid of honor teasing her with my bare cock. It wasn't something I was proud of, and even less so when Donna walked into the room and saw me standing with my pants around my ankles being propositioned by the maid of honor. I was going to refuse anyway, but with Donna there, the uncomfortable situation turned down right embarrassing. It looked like that was now going to come back and haunt me.
So this wasn't going to be romantic sexy Valentine's after all. It was going to be some kind of payback for my indiscretion. I immediately began to wonder if those late afternoons from work really were her seeing someone else and this was her way of getting back at me.
"Well? You going to get undressed or not?" my wife asked, dragging my brain back from where it was.
"I guess that depends," I answered.
"On what? If you still want to have sex with me?"
"No. More like is this revenge for what happened that day."
"Revenge?" my wife said quickly. She rolled onto her knees and knee walked to the end of the bed. She reached for my hands and pulled me towards her until I was as close as I could get to her. She reached her arms around my neck and kissed me. She started with a regular kiss and then opened her mouth to make it as sensual and sexy as she could. While she was kissing me, she reached one hand down to mine, hanging at my sides, and drew it towards her, pressing my fingers between her legs. "Trust me. I'm not upset about it," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "Just get undressed and come screw me. I'm so god damn horny right now that I'm not even sure I can last long enough to do what I planned."
"What did you plan?"
"Just trust that I love you and you'll enjoy it. Besides, when was the last time you refused me anything? Just do this for me, please?"
"Okay," I whispered back.
She let go of me and crawled back to the pillows, pausing only long enough to push her panties down her legs and take them off, setting them on the bed next to her.
I didn't know what to think so I just started to unbutton my shirt. I worked the buttons down slowly, taking my time, watching my wife watch me and trying not to look over at Donna, who seemed as eager for me to undress as my wife. I nervously pulled my shirt off, leaving me bare from the waist up, wondering if this was how strip club girls felt the first time they went on stage. I undid my pants and let them slide down my legs of their own weight, stepping out of them as Donna whistled at me.
"Now that's starting to look pretty damn good!" Donna said loudly. "Keep going!"
I looked at my wife who wasn't smiling, but wasn't frowning either. It took several seconds for me to realize she had the fingers of her left hand between her legs stroking her pussy, her eyes glued to the bulge in my briefs. I took a breath and pushed my briefs down, my cock springing out free, straightening from where it had been uncomfortably bent for so long. I looked down and stepped out of my briefs, my cock hardening the rest of the way so it poked almost straight out at the girls.
My wife reached out to me, laying with her legs wide. "Come on lover. Come here," she cooed softly, Donna sliding over on the bed slightly as if trying to not interfere. I had to admit, I was so damn turned on at that moment that I would have fucked her if we were on stage someplace. I crawled onto the bed and up over her. She reached for my cock and guided me straight toward her pussy. "I know I usually need some lube, but I don't think that's going to be a problem right now." She moaned as she coaxed me to push into her with her heels on my ass. "Ohhhhhhhh yeah. That's it sweetie. This is what I need."
I started to stroke in and out of her, short little strokes at first to let her juices lubricate me and then with long full strokes as I more easily slid in and out of her wet pussy. I hoped she wasn't going to climax fast because I knew right now I wasn't going to be able to hold off long. In and out I stroked, my dick caressing her depths, her soft velvety insides teasing all the most sensitive spots on my cock and around my mushroom head.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhh god William. So close. Oh lover. I'm sorry. Make me come! Make me come hard around you!"
"Oh shit," I grunted as her vaginal tunnel started to convulse around me. I could feel her spasming and squeezing my still stroking shaft as her legs and arms started to tremble slightly, something that only happened on her most powerful orgasms. "Gonna come," I grunted as the tingle spread through my body, radiating from my groin like little electric shocks. My body, unable to hold back any longer, jerked hard, driving my cock deep into her as the first surge of cum lanced out into her.
"Oh yeah," she moaned as she arched her back, pushing her pussy against me as my body jerked again, forcing another surge of cum into her. I held myself over her, my body jerking and spasming erratically for long seconds before she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down tightly to her. "Did you like that?" she whispered.
"Which part?" I breathed in answer.
She giggled slightly. "All of it of course."
"I definitely enjoyed the tease since I got home, the incredibly sexy dress, the strip tease you did and the sex. I give you five stars on all of that."
"But?"
I looked over at Donna laying on the bed next to us, laying on her side with her head propped up with one hand. "I'm at a loss about Donna."
"Yeah. About that. Why do you think I was going to take revenge on you for what happened at the wedding? Did you do something that you deserve to be punished for?"
"I didn't exactly behave like a gentleman," I answered.
"No. You didn't. And you didn't tell me what you'd done either."
"It wasn't something I was proud of."
"Nor should you have been. But from what little I know of the incident, it wasn't exactly your fault either. And you did refrain from doing anything worse."
"So. What's with the audience?" I asked before turning my head to look over at Donna again.
"She's here because I'm here," my wife answered.
"I don't understand."
"You will. But I think you need to climb off of me first," my wife said, pushing me to roll me off of her and onto the bed between her and Donna. I rolled off, my now softened dick slipping from her pussy glistening with both our juices. She set to work fixing pillows behind my back so that we were both sitting against the headboard looking once again at the foot of the bed, where Donna now sat on the corner of the bed.
"So. First I want you to tell me. Well, us actually, the whole story about what happened in the bride's room."
"Not much to tell really."
"No William. I want the whole story. Every detail!"
"Every detail?"
"Every detail," my wife answered curtly.
"Well. It started with Julie, the maid of honor. Julie wanted to know if I'd be uncomfortable shooting some sexy pictures while the girls got dressed. I said okay, assuming they meant in their underwear or something like that. Then she told me to not say anything and then led me into the room. The bride was tied to a chair, completely naked except for a veil that I'm guessing came from the bachelorette party and a blindfold. The other bridesmaids were just as naked, each holding a white feather. She whispered for me to take pictures and then the girls started teasing her with the feathers while I took pictures. The maid of honor, Amanda or something like that, took off her clothes too so that I was the only one dressed at all. They were teasing Emily to 'warm her up' as they put it. After a little while, one of the girls suggested that they give her something a little more substantial in her pussy and fuck her with a dildo. What I didn't know was that I was apparently to be the dildo. Someone wrapped their hands around me from behind and undid my pants. It took three of them before I finally relented and let them pull my pants down. They really wanted me to put my cock into Emily, but I said no. Amanda tried to get me to fuck her, going so far as to bend over and rub her pussy all over my cock, but when she put my head to her pussy and pushed back, I stepped back and refused. So instead, they took Emily's blindfold off and jacked me off all over her. That's about when Donna came in. Just a little bit before I came all over her daughter."
"I never really did get the whole story on that," Donna said. "What I did get was a hell of a view of your cock. Almost as good as the one you gave me today."
"Okay. So I still don't understand."
"We've always been honest with each other, right?"
"Yeah."
"Except for when you haven't told me something, like this wedding thing?"
"Yeah. It was kinda embarrassing and I didn't want you mad at me."
"Well. I kept something from you too. After our last fight over sex, I complained to Donna about how unfair you were being. It took some time, but she tried to set me straight about how lucky I am. I mean you're not an average husband. You make my breakfast, pack my lunch, help with chores, and even go clothes shopping with me. Pretty much you rarely ever tell me no on anything I ask you to help with or let me do."
"Not to mention that you're above average in bed too!" Donna chipped in, drawing a scowl from my wife.
"Anyway. She convinced me that if I didn't see how great I had it with you, that maybe I needed to start seeing someone else."
"So all those days getting home from work late, you were seeing someone else?" I asked, feeling my heart sink at the thought of her seeing another man.
"Yes. But not the way you think. I wasn't seeing another guy, which is what I can see from your face is what you're thinking. I started seeing a woman. In particular, a therapist. It took a while listening to me and listening to Donna, for her to realize that you were a gem and I wasn't giving you a particularly fair shake. You see, men apparently don't respond the same way women do. For a woman, time spent together says more about how a man feels about her than anything else. Little things that her man does, like making her breakfast, or packing her lunch or fixing something that broke for her, all those things say how much he cares about her. What guys seem to respond to is more basic than that. It's how good and how much they get sex. It's a biology thing I guess."
"And her getting mad and cutting off sex was just sending you a signal that you didn't matter," Donna said. "Good lord Elaine. If you don't get this moving I'm going to bust here."
"Fine. Go ahead," my wife answered her.
Donna pushed off the bed and stood at the foot, where we each had, and started to undress. "What your wife hasn't said is that Tara, our therapist, got her to finally understand is that sometimes fulfilling fantasies is the best way to say 'I love you' to her husband," she said as she pulled the dress down, leaving her in a pair of powder blue panties and bra. She quickly unhooked the bra and pushed her panties down.
"Most guys have a fantasy about having sex with two women at the same time. I'm sure you're the same. So. This is part of your present."
"What? Having sex with both of you?"
"Sorta. Within limits. These are the ground rules. You can touch her, lick her and kiss her anywhere and any way you want and she you. In fact, she gets to suck your cock to get you hard again. You get to make love to both of us at the same time, as long as the only pussy you stick 'mister happy' into is mine. Can you accept those rules?"
I looked at a clearly anxious Donna and nodded agreement. "I can."
"Well, he's all yours," my wife said to Donna, who immediately climbed onto the bed. As she crawled up the bed my wife leaned forward and slipped off the see-through bra, leaving her as naked as Donna.
She wasted no time, wrapping a hand around my flaccid cock and closing her lips around the head. My wife leaned over to kiss me while Donna pulled and sucked my cock. I felt her lips open and her tongue tease into my mouth, flicking across my tongue before withdrawing to suck my lower lip.
"You should have seen Tara trying to teach her how to kiss like that," Donna giggled before closing her lips around my quickly hardening cock.
"Oh?" I asked, my mind painting a picture of her sitting on a sofa half dressed, kissing another woman.
"Uh huh. But not half as funny as Donna pushing a dildo into my pussy that was as big as you are and then trying to make me come with one that's really average sized," my wife said softly before pressing her lips to mine again before I could answer.
"Damn he got hard fast," Donna cooed softly, pulling her mouth off my dick. "I think we need to get him into the middle of the bed."
"You heard her," my wife said quietly.
"Yes ma'am," I answered with a grin. I slid down the bed until I was in the middle and then laid down flat. My wife leaned over me, letting her big tits hang down below her, moving her chest around to make them sway and wiggle, her hard nipples brushing against my lips. I felt Donna move over me, settling on me with my cock trapped between us.
"Fuck I'm so damn horny," Donna moaned as she started to stroke herself along my cock, sliding her wet pussy along my stiff shaft until her clit bounced over my head, which slid between her wet lips all the way to the entrance to her depths. It was soooo damn tempting to push my hips up and drive into her at that moment, but I refrained and she slid back again, sliding her wetness all the way to the base of my shaft and my balls. She started to slide back and forth rhythmically, sliding her wet pussy to and over my engorged head with each trip.
"You don't mind her doing this?" I asked as I held and squeezed one of my wife's big tits with one hand while my other found her pussy and began to stroke her wet lips.
"We talked about it," she moaned softly as I flicked my tongue across her nipple. "She's just getting you warmed up for me."
"Successfully!" I groaned as I opened my mouth and drew the whole front of her big tit into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her nipple before closing my teeth on the sensitive nub and pulling gently to let it slip through my teeth.
"Oh god Will. You're making me so god damn horny again."
"Isn't that the idea?"
"Uh huh," she moaned as Donna stroked along my shaft faster, her legs trembling slightly as her own climax started to inch closer.
"I'm gonna come," Donna gasped, leaning her chest down closer to mine as she rocked her hips, pushing back again, this time my cock pushing into her instead of along her slit. "OH SHIT!" Donna cried in surprise and pleasure as her body suddenly reacted to the change in sensation. "Ohhhhhh fuck fuck fuck!" Donna gasped as her body shuddered and jerked, holding herself still on my shaft for long seconds.
"I'm sorry Elaine," she panted as she sat on me, gasping for breath.
"For what?" my wife asked.
Donna just looked down at her crotch and then lifted herself up, sliding her sopping wet pussy up my shaft until I slipped out and slapped against my own belly. "It happened on that last stroke. I didn't do it on purpose."
My wife frowned and pulled her tits from my face. "Well, at least it's someone I know." She waited for Donna to move off of me and then moved around herself. She lifted my cock and aimed it at her pussy, sliding down my engorged shaft in a position she hadn't done in many years. "No point in spoiling the rest of it," she said as she started to ride up and down my shaft.
Donna crawled around and lifted herself up over my head and then settled herself, facing away from my wife, her pussy fractions of an inch from my mouth. Her mound and full outer lips were shaved smooth, her delicate inner lips pushing out at me, still engorged with excitement from having just climaxed. I knew what she wanted without being told. I stroked my tongue up her smooth lips, pressing between them, tasting the sweet juices of climax before letting my tongue bounce across her hard exposed clit. She gasped and twitched each time I flicked my tongue across the hard sensitive nub, her moans almost as loud as those from my wife.
Up and down my wife bounced on me, I knew her tits had to be flying like crazy, but I couldn't see her, only feel her hot wet pussy sliding up and down my shaft. I looked up at Donna, her pussy on my mouth and her smaller tits within reach of my hands. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and reached for her firm round tits, each one about the size of half a grapefruit, her nipples wide and puffy, almost an inch across and sticking out half of that. I stroked my fingers along and across each soft protrusion, drawing moans and gasps from her as my tongue teased her clit and my fingers her nipples.
"SHIT!" my wife cried from behind her, her pussy contracting around me as she started to climax. I felt her jam her pussy down on me as she came, her body trembling while I teased Donna's body with my tongue and fingers. Her body jerked and twitched for long seconds until she pulled off my still rigid pole and rolled onto the bed next to me. "I can't sweetie. I'm done. I don't think my pussy can take any more."
"That's okay," I said as Donna crawled off of my face so I could look over at my wife.
"No. It's not," she answered, reaching for my cock and stroking it slowly.
"I guess it's already been in her once. Don't suppose it'd make a difference if it was in her again."
"You're suggesting what? That I have sex with Donna?"
"It isn't the way I planned on things going. But you might as well. There isn't any point in you being disappointed when there's two of us here."
"I don't have to. I mean I know it isn't what you want me to do," I said, trying to will my body to calm down.
She rolled over next to me and leaned her face over mine, giving me a soft wet kiss. "I think that's maybe the nicest thing you could have said right then. Just this once, okay? Besides. It wouldn't be fair to give her just a taste without the whole meal."
"You're sure?"
"Uh huh. I'm going to go to the bathroom while you do that though. Come join me in the shower when you're done," she said before she pushed away from me. I watched her ass wiggle with each step as she headed for the bathroom and closed the door.
"Well?" I asked, looking over at Donna.
"You want to do something I've always wanted to try?"
"Sure. If you want."
She lay down on the bed on her stomach, spreading her legs. "Take me from behind like this."
"If that's what you want," I answered, rolling over and climbing over her. My cock pointed down toward her smooth glistening lips, making it easy for me to guide my fat head to her. I pressed slowly into her, letting her body expand around me until my body was pressed against her firm ass.



"Let me move my legs between yours now," she said softly, sliding her legs together until they touched mine. I lay heavily on her, moving my legs outside hers and then lifted myself back up again. I started to slide my cock in and out of her, her pussy incredibly tight in this position.
"Oh shit you're tight," I groaned softly, wondering how long I was going to be able to do this before coming.
"God damn you feel so big in me. Elaine is so damn lucky."
I didn't respond as I pushed in and out of her, my body bouncing against her ass, making the whole bed bounce with each stroke. "I hope you're gonna come, because I don't think I can last too long."
"Oh don't worry," she panted. "I am. Oh shit I am. I have been since you started."
"Geez," I grunted as the warmth and tingle spread again, that familiar feeling that forewarned that I couldn't hold back any longer. "Here it comes," I grunted as my body bucked hard, jamming my cock into her and my body against her firm ass. I flopped on top of her, my weight pressing her into the bed as my body jerked and pumped cum into her. I wormed both hands under her, cupping her firm tits and squeezing them in time with my shots of cum lancing into her.
As my climax finally faded to an occasional twitch or jerk, my cock still buried inside her, she rolled us over, letting us lay on our sides. I gently massaged her tits while she pulled her legs up and pushed her ass at me, trying to keep me inside her as long as she could.
"Hope you enjoyed it."
"Oh god yes," she sighed as I softened enough to slip from her pussy.
"I hope this doesn't complicate things between you two."
"Hopefully not as much as it could," she answered, her hand stroking the outside of my thigh.
"How's that?"
She rolled herself half over to look over her shoulder at me. "I'm not seeing anyone right now."
"Yeah. So?"
She smiled at me. "Men. I'm not taking anything."
"Taking anything? I don't get it."
"I mean there isn't much chance. Not at my age. But I'm not playing it safe, if you know what I mean."
"Oh lord," I groaned.
"Like I said. There isn't much chance. I only have a period every few months now. Anyway. Go get in the shower with your wife."
"You leaving or staying?"
"Staying. She plans on us all sleeping together. We're going to make a William sandwich," she said with a giggle.
I pushed out of bed and headed to the bathroom. My wife held back the shower curtain for me to climb in with her, a soapy washcloth in her hand. "Well? Was it good?" she asked as she began to soap my chest, working her way down toward my dick.
"Not bad," I answered.
"As good as me?"
"You know I'm always going to say you're the best. Always have been," I answered as she began to gently wash around my softened cock.
"I know. But I still want to hear it," she said softly, stepping towards me out of the water spray to wrap her arms around me. She rubbed the washcloth up and down my back with one hand while the other played with my butt. Her tits rubbed around my soapy chest as she wiggled against me playfully. "You like this?"
"I do," I agreed, reaching for her ass and cupping both cheeks, pulling her towards me.
"How come you never told me it made you unhappy that I didn't want to be playful in the shower after we had sex?"
"Who said I was unhappy?"
"Tara. She asked me a bunch of questions about how you acted after sex, and what we did and things like that. She's the one that told me that you were unhappy because I didn't want to be playful. Was she right?"
"I think I need to have a talk with this Tara."
"You will, don't worry. I've booked us some couple's sessions. Now answer the question."
"Okay," I answered.
"Okay what? Okay you'll answer or okay you were upset."
"Not upset. But disappointed," I answered her.
"But after we've had sex. Like now. I really don't want more sex. My pussy can't take it like it did when we were twenty."
"Doesn't have to end in more sex. Sometimes just playing around is fun. Kind of opens the door for maybe something later in the day. Something a bit more spontaneous."
She chuckled a soft feminine chuckle. "That's almost exactly what she said you'd say."
"Sounds like she knows guys."
"Seems that way," she said as she tossed the rag aside and pulled us both under the water. "Would you be upset if the three of us sleep together? I don't really want to have to send Donna home this late, not in the snow."
"I don't mind," I answered.
"William. Honest answer. Are you bothered by any of this, or is this what you would expect a fantasy to be like?"
"The thing that bothers me most is how you're going to deal with this. I mean you've pretty much told me that if you caught me putting it someplace else that you'd shoot it off."
"Yeah. I guess I have said that. I didn't expect for that to happen. It did. I guess that's why Tara said if we did something like this it had to be with someone I trusted. Someone that I would know wasn't trying to steal you away. I don't think I knew what she meant until I saw your dick sticking inside her."
"So are you going to be okay with this?"
"I think so," she answered quietly, reaching behind her to turn off the water. "We better dry off and go back out there before she thinks we've abandoned her."
"Somehow I doubt she's going anywhere."
We stepped out and dried each other off before walking hand in hand out into the sleeping area. Donna looked over at us from under the covers. "You two okay?"
"I think so," my wife answered, coaxing me into the bed so that I'd be between the two. She walked around, turning off the lights and then came back and climbed into the bed. I snuggled up against her, wrapping an arm around her and cupping one of her breasts in my hand. I felt Donna slide up against me, her tits pressing into my back and her arm sliding around me to reach down between my wife and me to grab my limp dick.
"You know, Donna. He generally wakes up in the morning with a hardon."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. If it happens to find its way someplace, well, I suppose I won't complain. Since it is just this one time."
"I'll try not to wake you up then," she answered quietly, playing with my suddenly hardening cock. We fell asleep that way, my hand on my wife's breast and Donna's hand wrapped around my firm shaft.
******
I wondered what time it was when I got up to go pee in the middle of the night, working my way from between the two naked bodies on either side of me. I padded to the bathroom and sat on the toilet in the dark to pee.
"Seems like a good idea." I heard Donna say as the bathroom door closed and the light flicked on, blinding me temporarily.
"Donna."
"That's me," she said as she stepped over to me. She reached down between my legs and lifted my cock up before stepping over me and sitting on my lap. She scooted herself towards me until she was over the gap in my legs and over the toilet bowl. She closed her eyes and then started to pee into the toilet, the tinkling water seeming to echo in the small room. I sat and looked at her tits as she peed, my cock starting to harden with the view in front of me. I moved my hands around to her ass and gently stroked her round firm cheeks as much as I could with her sitting the way she was. She reached for some toilet paper and reached down between us to wipe herself, letting the paper fall into the bowl before moving herself closer to me. "You know. It is morning, sorta."
"Uh huh," I agreed as she leaned her chest toward me, one hand sliding behind my neck to guide my face toward one of her breasts, the other sliding down between us to play with my hardening shaft.
"How would you like to let this harden inside me?"
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I might not get to have sex very often any more, but I know a few tricks," she cooed softly as she lifted herself slightly, reaching under her ass to find and move my partly hard dick towards her pussy. I felt my head rub between her wet lips, and then her fingers force my head up between them and into her tunnel entrance. "There you go. Right there," she whispered, using her fingers to push as much of me up into her as she could. "That's it," she sighed as we both felt my cock hardening more, expanding upward into her depths. "Mmmmmm I like how that feels. You?"
"Uh huh," I whispered before leaning my face towards her chest. I sucked one of her puffy nipples into my mouth, drawing it deep as I teased my tongue over its soft surface, letting it pop back out of my mouth with a soft slurp.
"You can do that as much as you want," she whispered, turning her chest to present me with the other nipple, the first now looking like one hill placed on top of another. I drew her left nipple into my mouth and teased around it as well, drawing a soft pleasurable moan from her lips. "Please don't stop," she whispered, starting to rock her hips on my lap, her motion moving my cock inside her tight confines an inch or so. "Oh please don't stop."
I let her nipple slip from my mouth, opened wide and drew a large portion of her firm breast into my mouth again, teasing around and across her broad puffy nipple. I squeezed her ass and helped pull her along my cock, drawing her up my body slightly as she reached down between us to stroke her own clit.
"That's it. Oh keep doing that. It feels so good," she moaned softly as she rocked herself on me. I switched which tit I was sucking and continued to tease and play with her soft nipple as she ground herself on me. "I want to feel you come in me again. I want to feel how it feels again when you're pumping up into me."
"Probably not this way," I whispered. "Stand up." She pushed off my lap, my cock pulling from her with a wet slurp. I turned her around as I stood up and bent her over, letting her hold the edge of the tub as I aimed my cock at her now exposed pussy. She felt my head spread her lips and moaned softly as I pushed my lubricated cock back into her. I reached around her body, cupping both breasts and squeezing them between my fingers and palm, drawing a gasp of pleasure. I started to stroke into her, my thighs slapping more loudly than I would have preferred, into her bare ass. Though I doubted that silence at that moment was even on her mind as she moaned loudly in pleasure.
"Oh god. Do it. Do it. Ohhhhh keep fucking my pussy. Jesus that feels sooooo fucking good!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I pounded into her, my own orgasm growing by the moment. "Almost there."
"Do it. Come for me!" she moaned as my balls pulled up and got ready to unload.
"Uh huh," was all I could grunt out as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her pussy and pumping a gush of cum into her. I stood behind her, jerking and twitching for at least half a minute before she pulled off my cock and turned around to sit on the edge of the tub. She leaned towards me, her ass hanging over into the tub as she closed her lips around my softening but still leaking head. I stood there panting as she licked and sucked out cum from my shaft, finally pulling off and standing up. She wrapped her arms around me, pulled her body against mine and gave me a long slow wet kiss.
"Thank you," whispered before letting go of me and turning the light off. She opened the door and carefully led me through the near total darkness of the hotel room back to the bed, coaxing me into bed before she climbed in behind me.
I wondered only for a moment if my wife had slept through it, getting my answer as she rolled over and lay half on top of me, her hand finding my softened cock. "Was it good?"
"Not bad," I whispered.
"Good. My pussy couldn't do it again yet," she said sleepily before giving my cock a squeeze.
******
I heard an alarm go off, guessing that Donna had set one to make sure we were all awake for work. It was still dark in the hotel room, which didn't surprise me. It'susually dark this time of year when we get up.
I looked at my watch and blinked at the light as Donna turned on a light by her side of the bed. My wife had rolled over away from me again in the night and was stretching and stirring.
"Time to wake up sleepy head. I want one more shot before we have to leave."
"Oh. Okay," I answered sleepily, rolling onto my back. She leaned over and quickly closed her lips around my cock, sucking on it and coaxing it to grow harder.
"You know. I'd kind of like some more, but I still feel like I have a rug burn on my pussy. That's what I get for forgoing the lubricant," my wife said, clearly disappointed.
"So? I know how to make you come other ways too," I said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, you do don't you?"
"Uh huh," I answered, holding a hand out toward her. She slipped out of bed and then climbed back on, on her hands and knees. I coaxed her over my head, facing the wall. She looked down at me and lowered her pussy and her curly brown bush towards my face.
"Would you like it if I shaved down there?" she whispered as I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips.
"It'd have to be something you want to do," I answered before pressing my tongue between her wet lips. I stroked up and down her lips, teasing her clit and doing my best to stay away from where I suspected she felt chafed.
"Ohhhhh that feels so nice. Sometimes it's easy to forget how good you are at that."
"Mmm Hmmm," I answered as I licked and teased her pussy, gently working her clit while Donna fed my now hard cock into her pussy. I couldn't see what she was doing, but then I knew anyway from the feel.
"Remember when the girls were little? And we took that vacation to the East coast?" my wife asked breathlessly.
I nodded as best I could. "Uh huh."
"And we went to that beach and didn't realize it was clothing optional until after we were there?" she said, almost moaning it out.
"Uh huh," I agreed between licks up her pussy.
"And we were laying there making out...oh shit...and you dared me to pull your cock out and play with it? Ohhhhhh shit yes."
"Uh huh," I grunted, thinking back to that trip and what happened next, the memory pushing my level of excitement higher with each new thought.
"And I pulled you out and then pulled the crotch of my suit far enough to slide you into my pussy? Ohhhh god that was so fucking hot. I wanted to just ride you like crazy, but I was afraid how it would look, so I tried not to move too fast? Ohhhh shit. OH LOVER!" she cried as her body started to shake and tremble. "Oh fuck yes!"
I continued to lick and flick her clit as she came on top of me, her juices flowing over my chin and down my neck. I pulled my face away to breath and she looked down at me. I could feel Donna riding up and down my shaft, her strokes growing faster and her breathing more ragged.
"I also remember that you couldn't keep going so slow," I said quietly, reaching my hands up to cup and squeeze her tits as she panted through her fading orgasm. "So you ended up sitting on me, bouncing so hard these fantastic tits of yours bounced right out of the top of your suit."
"Oh god they did. Didn't they?"
"Uh huh. And when you came you squirted milk all over me."
"Oh yeah. I remember that. You came sooo fucking hard in me."
"OH SHIT!" Donna cried from behind her, her pussy clenching and spasming around my cock as she came, her bounces now erratic but still moving up and down on me.
"Did you know that there was a guy watching you?" I asked in a groan, my body pushing quickly toward the point of no return.
"The couple next to us? Yeah. I knew. Did you know the woman was fingering her pussy watching you getting fucked?" my wife asked with a grin, causing me to think about the nude woman next to us.
"Uh huh," I grunted as my body jerked hard, trying to push up into Donna. She pushed down on me, holding me to the bed as my body jerked and twitched, pumping what cum was left in me up into her pussy.
"I had to tell Tara of all the times we did things, what sexual encounter made me climax the hardest," my wife whispered.
"And that was it?" I panted.
"Uh huh," she answered as Donna rolled off my now shrinking dick. My wife slid back down my body and then lay on top of me, pressing her tits to my chest. She leaned her face to mine and kissed me softly. "We better get dressed or we'll be late for work," she whispered softly after she broke the wet seductive kiss. She pushed up off of me and then reached to the table next to the bed and picked up the wad of satin. "I dare you to wear these home," she said with a grin, handing me a pair of black satin boxers.
"I can do that," I answered, sliding off the bed.
"No. I don't think you get it. I want you to wear JUST that home."
"As in no pants?"
"As in, nothing but those and your shoes."
"It's a bit cold for that, isn't it?"
"Okay. You can wear your jacket. So how about it? Willing to take the dare?"
"Okay. One condition. You have to wear that red panty and bra home," I said as I stepped into the satin boxers.
"Oh that's easy. My coat covers it all anyway," my wife answered with a knowing smile.
"Uh uh. You have to leave your coat open," I said with a grin.
"I don't know. I mean how many people might be there to see?" my wife said hesitantly.
"No more than were on that beach that day, right?" I responded.
"Come on Elaine. Tara said you needed to do things that seemed outrageous and spontaneous," Donna said from where she was sitting on the bed, still naked.
My wife looked over at Donna and nodded slowly. "You're right. But then I think you should do it with me."
"I don't have that kind of underwear. In fact, I don't have ANY underwear."
"So go naked under your coat. Just leave the front unzipped like I have to!" my wife said. "Bet you'd like to see that, wouldn't you?" she asked, looking over at me.
I looked between my wife and Donna, trying to gauge what was going on between them at the moment. "Yeah. I wouldn't mind seeing that," I agreed, hoping I didn't get myself into trouble.
My wife stepped over to me and reached for the waistband of the satin briefs. "You better be careful, or you might be going home in the buff," she whispered, snapping the waistband of the boxers. "You wouldn't want to be caught making me think you like how she looks better than how I look!"
"Trust me lover. You always have been and always will be my number one choice," I whispered before leaning my face down to hers and kissing her softly. "Come on. Let's head home. Maybe there'll be time for a quick shower before we leave for work."
"Not likely," she said, stepping away from me and picking up the slinky red panties and bra from the floor. "But then maybe I'll wear these to work today. Let you think about THAT all day long!" she grinned as she started putting on the bra.
I stood and watched until she was done and had stepped into the high heels, Donna already having put her coat on and gathered her dress and stuffing it into her purse. Each time she moved I could see the coat swing open and expose her bare pussy, making my cock start to harden a bit in my shorts.
"You do know we're going to make you walk out there with a hardon, right?" Donna asked with a grin while my wife stepped into her heels and reached for her coat.
"You're welcome to try," I answered, wondering just exactly what she'd do to try and accomplish that.
"I think I'll be plenty successful." She grinned as she headed for the door. I pulled my jacket on, leaving me feeling pretty naked below the waist with only socks, shoes, boxers, and a coat. I followed her out of the room with the rest of my clothes and my wife's dress rolled up and tucked under my arm. I looked back to see the coat swish open as my wife walked, exposing her red panties. We walked down the hall and waited at the elevator, Donna swishing her coat open and closed as we stood and waited. When the car arrived she stepped in and pushed the coat off her shoulders, leaving her arms in it, but letting it hang almost completely off her body, leaving her essentially naked in the elevator.



She looked over at my wife as she stepped into the elevator behind me and I felt a pair of hands slide around my waist and push my boxers down, the satin material sliding down my legs around my ankles, leaving my dick hanging out. "You know I can't walk out like this."
"I know. But I figured Donna deserved one last look," my wife whispered behind me.
I waited until the car slowed and leaned down and pulled up my boxers before the doors could open. The three of walked through the lobby, the eyes of the young guy behind the counter as big as saucers as Donna let her coat flop apart for a few moments. "That was fun," she giggled as we walked out the door into the chilly February morning. "See you later!" she called as she practically scampered, well as best as you can in high heels, towards the parking lot. I stepped next to my wife and wrapped an arm around her, helping steady her on her high heels.
"So. I hope you enjoyed all your Valentine's presents," she said as we walked to the car.
"More than I can ever express."
"Good. Because we have an appointment tomorrow with Tara. She's very interested in meeting you," she said as I opened the car door to let her slide into the cold leather seat.
I climbed into the driver seat and looked over at her after starting the car. "I just want you to know. I love you," I said quietly.
"I hope so. I'd hate to think I was doing all this and you didn't really love me any more after all these years."
"Trust me I do!"
"Good. Now get some heat in here if you want me to open this coat!" she said with a grin.
I backed out of the parking space and drove away, hoping the engine would heat quickly!
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Life has grown quite comfortable. My wife and I are old enough that it's time to start "enjoying" life a little more as we move closer to retirement. Our four kids are all grown and out of the house, allowing us more freedom to do what we want when we want. We've taken the opportunity to not have to worry about kid's schedules and activities and such to try and be more spontaneous in our activities. We can decide on Saturday morning that we want to go drive across the state to go see something, take a hike in a state park, go fishing, whatever we want. It's been enjoyable in that respect. Most days I come home from work and change, working on one of my many projects, or sit around and watch TV, until it's time to start cooking dinner, which I typically do because I'm home from work before my wife.
Yeah. That's right. I still play dad in the kitchen even though the kids are gone and we could choose to eat at whatever hour we want. Habit is a hard thing to change, and quite frankly my body likes to eat between five and six, which we usually do since I'm cooking, my wife rarely home from school before five-thirty or six.
Typically when she gets home she isn't in the best of moods either. Dealing with eighty plus middle schoolers tends to be tiring, and most dinner times are spent listening to her vent about what Johnny or Janey did to piss her off. After dinner, we sit on the sofa and watch TV until she falls asleep, usually after only a few minutes. This has generated the unfortunate consequence that spontaneity in our relationship has translated into most areas with the notable exception of sex. Yep, that's right. SEX!
Don't get me wrong. I LOVE my wife! I've loved her since I saw her the first time thirty-six years ago, and I still love her every bit as much now as I did then. Oh don't get me wrong. Our life has at times been very tumultuous, partly caused by difficult circumstances and unexpected health issues, and partly because, like many men, I am at times STUPID! Yes, I do mean that kind of stupid. Years ago I made the ultimate mistake and got involved with someone that my wife knew. It started accidently enough, helping her friend out on an ice cold winter night trying to thaw the pipes on her mobile home. The pipe burst and I was soaked before I could stem the flow.
As I said, it was innocent enough, having to get undressed and sit around in just a towel until my clothes dried enough to go home. After a little lighthearted joking about the situation, she undressed as well so that we were now both sitting in towels, which somehow turned into tugging at each other's towels until we were both naked. I'm sure you can guess what happened after that. Like I said, STUPID! After a very hard few months my wife forgave me, though she never quite forgot. She blamed me for allowing myself into such a compromising situation, and the marriage counselor did her best to try and impress on her that part of the reason it happened is because men need sex much more frequently than the once per month she was willing or interested in putting out. While sex improved for a while, she resented it, feeling like she was having sex just for my sake, and eventually I got angry and told her that if she didn't want to have sex with me, then don't. I don't think we had sex for almost four months after that. Eventually we got to where we've been for quite a few years now. Sex on Saturday or Sunday mornings every couple weeks. Not nearly as much as I NEED, but it's enough to keep our marriage intact, which is the goal, since it holds so much more for both of us than just sex.
Being a very giving and caring person, it's no surprise that my wife became a teacher. In addition to all the students she mentors and helps, it isn't unusual for her to volunteer to take one of the new teachers under her wing and teach her the ropes. She never ever mentors a male teacher, presumably to prevent anything close to what happened with me from happening with her. Her latest fledgling was Chris. A thirty-five year old teacher transferring in from another district. She mentored her all the previous school year, having her and occasionally her husband, over for dinner or barbeques and even on a couple occasions trips to the lake with our boat. I liked Chris. She was a very effervescent person, always ready with a smile or a joke. She was slightly shorter than me, though only half of my weight if I were to guess. She had a tight, petite body with a good looking chest, and if I were to guess from the size of the bikini she wore on the boat, had all her blond curls shaved off where it counts.
Her husband was about my size, maybe a bit more muscular and seeming to be in a perpetually bad mood. He drank way too much for my comfort and seemed more interested in my wife's chest than anything else, except maybe for the beer in his hand. Clearly my wife has big tits, her thirty-four double D's easily twice as large as Chris's tits. That's not to say hers are bad looking or small. Quite the contrary, from the view I got in her bikini, I'd guess they were nice full C cups and they wiggled almost the perfect amount every time she moved.
At school functions, I never saw Chris in anything but professional dress, skirts down almost to her knees or pantsuits of various styles. Away from school, I'd noticed that she wore much more revealing clothing, frequently tight short dresses or short shorts. I had no idea just how revealing those outfits really could be until she moved in with us. Yeah, you heard that right. She came home from work one day about six months ago and her husband had cleaned out their apartment, right down to the lease expiring that same day. All he left her was her personal items in the bathroom, her clothes hanging in the closet or piled on the floor and a box of trash bags. Everything else was gone. I'm sure you can imagine what happened next. Yep, that's right. She called my wife in a panic who immediately grabbed me to help pack and move her clothes and stuff into our guest room until she could sort things out. That was way back in September. Here it was, February and she was still living with us, in some ways like an adult child. He cleaned out all the money from their account and left her with a pile of bills and no cash, no car, nothing.
She's slowly getting her feet under her. She has her own cell phone now and she contributes to the food budget and is working on paying off enough bills and setting aside money to get an apartment, though she has a little ways to go yet. She's still borrowing one of our cars, fortunately we have three, though she most often rides to and from work with my wife.
Having her in the house has been quite an adjustment. Where I'd gotten comfortable walking around the house in my underwear or pj's, I had to be careful now that I was adequately covered. If I made a trip to the laundry room for a clean pair of pants, I needed to be sure she wasn't going to walk out on me or I had to wear enough that I wouldn't be embarrassed. After six months though, how much it took to not be embarrassed had gotten considerably less. A t-shirt and boxers were now "adequate", even in my wife's opinion. She hadn't even balked at one time sending me in nothing but a towel to the dryer for the load of underwear she'd washed the previous night, needing a clean bra. I was never very good at the tucked towel thing and ended up dashing the last little bit down the hall with my arms full of clothes and my towel laying in the hallway, much to her amusement.
The other thing that was difficult to adjust to was Chris's dress habits. The first thing she did when she got home from school was to change into something "comfortable". During the warm months, this typically consisted of either micro shorts or tiny skirts, each topped with a tank top, frequently without anything under it. Now that it'd gotten to be winter, her 'go to' was either form fitting yoga pants or the total opposite, floppy gym shorts and sweat shirts. True this shouldn't be a problem, but it seemed that virtually everything she wore was in some way designed or intended to showcase or flash body parts. And flash she did, frequently.
Since she had moved in I had learned just how sexy her tits could look, at least the parts that I'd seen. I'd learned that she was indeed shaved completely, and also just how much inner labia protruded when she chose not to wear panties, which were never anything except tiny thongs. Her breasts were indeed C cups, thirty-two C to be exact, and she kept a small assortment of vibrators and dildos in her room in a shoebox.
While these all seem pretty personal, all of these facts were learned quite by accident and innocently. What did surprise me, was that after the first few weeks I heard absolutely no complaints from my wife about her attire, which she frequently lamented was "awfully exposing" while we were getting ready for bed.
Yeah. Bed. I guess I need to say something about that too. For Chris, bed wear seems to consist of one of two things, panties and bra, or a nightshirt with nothing under it. Her choice of a nightshirt is barely long enough to cover her ass, and regardless of which color she chooses, pink, cream, white, all are mostly translucent enough for me to make out the dark circles of her areola. Oh yeah. She never wears panties with it, so it takes nothing in her motions to accidently, at least I presume accidently, to flash her bare pussy. As I said before, her choice of underwear is only thongs, so seeing her walk down the hall to the kitchen is always enticing, given her ass looks completely bare and sexy.
Overall I wasn't minding the titillating views I was getting, but I was concerned. I'd already made one mistake and I wasn't shooting for another. Consequently I was making frequent requests for sex with my wife due to the added stimulation, which were just as frequently rebuffed because she was tired, or just didn't feel like it. Even our Saturday morning sex seemed abbreviated now that Chris was living with us. This left me with little choice but frequent hand jobs in the shower to relieve the pressure.
The few exceptions to Saturday morning sex were Valentine's Day, our anniversary and my birthday. On those three occasions my wife made a special effort to wear something sexy and to be a more active participant. For Valentine's Day, we usually went out for dinner at a nice restaurant, came home and changed into something more appropriate for a sensual date, and then settled down for a romantic movie of some kind before heading back to the bedroom for a little before bed sex. Last year she'd even gone so far as to allow me to start the preliminaries in the living room while we were watching the movie, giving me free reign with her position to play with either her big tits or her pussy. Sex that night seemed even better than most of our "special" occasions, though this year, well today actually, I didn't have much hope for a repeat of that. In fact, I wasn't at all sure what we were going to get to do.
As always, we got up, my wife showered while I made lunches and breakfast. Chris typically showered before bed to avoid any conflicts and tended to stay in bed a few extra minutes.
"Morning Andrew!" she said as she walked through the kitchen towards the laundry room wearing only a tiny white thong panty. "I seem to be completely out of bras this morning."
"Uh huh," I answered, trying not to stare at her tits as they bounced and wiggled slightly with each barefoot step. I watched her bare ass head to the laundry room and then push out at me as she bent over to dig in the dryer. She pulled out a tiny white, lacy bra and stood, facing me, clipping it around her body before pulling the semi sheer lace cups up over both breasts and her clearly hard nipples. By the time she walked back through the kitchen my pj bottoms were tented out obviously. She walked back by me, clearly trying to suppress a grin while she checked out the bulge in the plaid flannel on the way back by.
"Damn," I muttered to myself as I watched her turn and go back into the guest room down the hall. I shook my head to clear the image away and went back to work putting bacon on the microwave tray for breakfast.
"Morning lover!" my wife said sweetly as she walked into the room a few moments later. She walked up behind me and wrapped both arms around my waist, leaning her face to my neck and softly kissing my neck. "Thank you for the card," she whispered in appreciation of the Valentine's Day card I left on her pillow.
"You're welcome lover," I said, turning my head so we could actually kiss on the lips. She pressed her hot lips to mine, the scent of her flowery perfume almost as strong as the minty scent of her mouth wash as she breathed deeply after the seconds long kiss. I felt her hand slide down and grab my half hard cock through my pj bottoms.
"Someone's turned on," she whispered, squeezing my cock for a moment and then sliding her hand farther up to pull the tie on the waistband. I felt my pj's slide down over my ass and then pool around my ankles as her hand moved back down to my now bare cock. "Seems like someone's really turned on," she whispered as she slowly stroked my cock. "Looking forward to tonight?"
"You know I am," I answered before she pressed her lips to mine again, sucking my lower lip gently as she teased my quickly hardening shaft.
"Me too," she whispered as she broke the kiss, smiling at me as she let go of my cock and stepped back. I looked past her and saw Chris standing in the hallway, leaning against the wall, watching us, again, trying to suppress a smile.
"Damn," I muttered, quickly bending down to pull my pj pants up while I blushed. I half expected my wife to say SOMETHING, but instead she walked to the kitchen table as if nothing had happened and sat down to pour a cup of coffee from the pot that I'd set on the table for her.
"What should we eat tonight? Italian or Sushi? Let's do Sushi. I know that's your favorite," my wife said as she stirred her coffee.
"Um. Sure. Sushi sounds great," I answered.
"It does, doesn't it?" Chris added as she stepped out of the hall and sat down across from my wife.
I opened and closed my mouth half a dozen times, trying to figure out how to uninvite Chris from what I was planning as a romantic evening date with my wife. Sadly, nothing came out and my wife didn't object either, leaving me feeling somewhat dejected and frustrated. If she was going to dinner with us, then it was pretty obvious nothing else was happening either, which made what my wife just did to me even more frustrating.
I finished putting the bacon on the tray and stuffed it into the microwave before turning to the stove and cracking some eggs in the pan to fry. I stood there, my pj bottoms tented out obscenely from the hard-on my wife had given me, frying eggs. In just a few minutes I was setting plates on the table with eggs on them, my hard-on somewhat reduced, but still extremely obvious. Neither of them made any mention of how it must have looked, Chris still trying to suppress a smile, my wife completely ignoring the results of her attentions. I got the bacon out of the microwave and set it on the table as well, sitting down at my normal spot at the end of the table with my wife sitting across the corner to my left and Chris similarly to my right.
I almost choked on my mouth full of fried egg when I felt a hand on my right knee. It would have been unusual enough to feel a hand on my left knee, the side my wife was sitting on. But on my right knee? Chris's hand? I set my fork down as unobtrusively as I could and reached under the table to gently remove her hand. Last thing I needed was to have my wife think I've been playing footsie with Chris! Even though I'm completely innocent other than a little looking, trying to convince her would be damn near impossible!
I took a drink of my glass of milk and before I could pick up my fork again I felt a foot on mine. The foot, clearly from my right side, slowly teased up and down my shin, pushing the leg of my pj pants up as her bare toes stroked up my skin. I was powerless to stop her attentions to my leg, and tried to ignore it as I went back to eating. She leaned farther forward toward the table and I felt a hand on my thigh, gently stroking my flannel covered leg.
I nervously looked over at my wife, thankfully seeing that she hadn't noticed what was going on under the table. She seemed intent on reading an e-mail on her phone as the hand on my thigh pushed farther, sliding to my lap, her fingers finding and teasing into the fly of the pants. I sat, trying to look normal, as her fingers teased my cock with nothing between them. After a few seconds Chris removed her hand and thankfully straightened up again, looking as normal as if nothing had happened. Barely three seconds went by before she dropped her napkin and leaned over to retrieve it, her hand reaching out to my lap as she bent over, quickly finding the still gaping fly. She pushed the fingers of her right hand into the gap in the fabric and wormed out my partly hard dick, leaving a good portion of it exposed as she straightened back up with her napkin.
I sat there, trying to be as normal as possible as she reached under the table again, finding my cock and gently stroking her hand on it, slowly teasing it down as far as she could and then letting her hand slide up and over my mushroom head. After about a dozen excruciatingly slow strokes, she let go and straightened up again across the table from my wife as if nothing had ever happened.
"Goodness! We better get going!" my wife suddenly said, clicking off her phone and pushing away from the table. She leaned over and gave me a quick peck on the lips, as she usually did before she headed off to work, and then turned and walked toward the laundry room and the garage.
"See you tonight," Chris said quietly, leaning down and kissing me on the lips slowly and wetly, her hand sliding down my front to my exposed cock. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked it slowly while she sucked my lips, one after the other in a hot sensuous kiss. Without another word she broke the kiss, pulled her hand from my lap and walked away.
"Holy shit," I swore quietly when she was out of earshot. I heard my wife call down the hall that she'd see me tonight and then the garage door closed with a soft bang. "I'm so fucking in trouble if Elaine finds out what Chris did," I muttered, shaking my head.
I gave up on breakfast and stood up, my cock still sticking out like a flagpole. I cleared the table and then headed to the bedroom to get showered and dressed for work. I turned on the light and saw something left on my pillow.
I picked up the small red wrapped package and pulled off the paper, tossing it into the trashcan next to the bed. I opened the box and found a small pair of bikini briefs. My wife, years ago, used to like seeing me in men's bikini briefs, so I was amply familiar with them, even though now I typically wore boxer briefs. These though, were different from what I used to wear in the material selection. These were a bright red, almost fire engine red, mesh that was sure to hide exactly nothing. There was a folded note tucked inside the folded material.
"Lover. You always want me to wear nice sexy see-through outfits. I thought this time you might enjoy doing the same for me. Put these on knowing that I'm wearing something equally revealing under my dress."
Confused. Yeah. Definitely confused! If this wasn't a prelude to a sexy night, I didn't know what was. But her invitation to Chris for dinner was anything but a romantic sexy night. All I could think of as I stood in the shower some minutes later, was that she had plans for Chris to disappear after dinner so we could have some fun. With my mind finally calmed a little with a possible explanation, I finished showering and got dressed for work, wearing the sexy red underwear for her.



Lunch time came after a long difficult morning. Too many meetings and too little accomplished. I was glad that my afternoon was looking a bit less stressful as I sat down at my desk to eat a quick sandwich. I had only been sitting for a few moments when my phone buzzed. I pulled it from my pocket and looked at the screen. I saw a text from my wife that had some kind of picture attached that I couldn't quite make out from the tiny image. I opened the text message and stared. It was a picture looking up my wife's skirt, her legs spread as far as the material allowed, her pussy covered by a practically see-through red mesh panty.
"Oh damn," I said softly, thinking back to the last time my wife sent a picture this provocative to me. I think the answer was...never! A few moments later another picture popped up, this one with her panties pulled aside, showing her full round lips, her brown curls and her delicate inner lips protruding sexily. "Oh god," I groaned, my cock getting hard as I stared at the picture. I was almost ready to flick the phone off and put it away when yet a third picture appeared. Her phone must have been laying on the bathroom floor as she squatted down over it, the panty pulled aside, her dress hiked up to her waist and her middle finger poked into her pussy.
"You Like?" appeared in the next text.
I thought about my response and how best to answer her. With a grin, I pushed back from my desk, looking to make sure my door was closed, and undid the front of my pants. I wiggled my pants down a few inches so she could see the red mesh underwear and then took a picture of my mostly hard cock in the sheer mesh. For a second picture, I pulled my cock out and stroked it a few times to get it good and hard before taking another couple images, one looking at it straight on and the other looking down its length from my head toward my balls. I sent both pictures to her and set my phone down to close my pants just as my office door opened.
"Andrew...Oh shit!" my secretary said in shock as stared at me, standing behind my desk with my dick exposed. I tried to pull up my pants and cover myself mostly unsuccessfully.
"Shit. Amy! I thought my door was locked," I said quickly, pulling my pants closed as I tucked my hardon into them.
"Um. No. Just closed," she stammered.
"I'm sorry. Just something for my wife. Valentine's and all," I said, blushing in embarrassment.
"Well. Hope she liked it," she said, stepping towards my desk with a folder. "I'll just set this here," she whispered, not taking her eyes off my cock as I tried again to tuck myself back together.
"Amy," I said as she stepped back towards the door.
"Yeah?" she asked as I finally got my pants zipped.
"This isn't going to be a problem, is it?"
She smiled slightly. "Not in my book. Just a bit of surprise, that's all. No worries."
"Yeah. Okay. Thanks!"
"No problem boss!" she said with a slightly larger grin now that the tension seemed to be fading away. She turned and headed out the door, pulling it closed behind her.
"Jesus," I whispered, wondering what the hell had gotten into me.
My phone buzzed again. I picked it up expecting an answer from Elaine, but instead found a picture from Chris.
She was squatting over her phone, not unlike my wife had done, a pair of sexy red thong panties with a large white heart on the tiny triangle of red cloth.
"OH SHIT!" I breathed heavily, staring at the picture, the red and white thong nearly see-through and most definitely dark with dampness. "God if Elaine sees this I'm toast!" I muttered as I reluctantly deleted the image from my phone.
Amy came into my office about half an hour later to retrieve the folder of papers she'd dropped off. "Hey Amy. Do you have a few minutes? I could use some advice."
"Sure. What's up?" she asked, pulling one of the extra chairs in the office over by my desk and sitting down, her very nice looking legs sticking almost straight out at me from under the short skirt that was her staple.
"I have a problem. I think Chris is trying to put the moves on me."
"Put the moves on you? God, sometimes you're so old fashioned. Okay, what did she do this time?"
"Well, this morning she walked through the kitchen while my wife was in the shower wearing nothing but a little thong thing."
"Oh? That doesn't sound too bad."
"At breakfast, she reached for my lap under the table and was playing with my dick."
"Okay, now that's definitely more serious."
"Yeah. Just a little while ago she sent me a picture of her pussy in some see-through red panties."
"Is this before or after you sent her pictures of your hard dick. Which looked pretty nice by the way."
"Oh shit," I muttered feeling myself blush. "They weren't for her. I sent them to my wife who sent me some sexy pictures, I'm guessing because of what day it is."
"Oh yeah. It is THAT day isn't it?" she said clearly facetiously. "If you hadn't reminded me, I might have completely forgotten all about it."
"Come on. I need help here," I practically pleaded.
"Okay. So you just ignore it. I mean we both know you don't want to get in trouble with your wife."
"I don't!"
"Then just ignore it. I mean she's not really going to do anything in front of your wife, just don't let her do anything behind your wife's back either."
"I'm thinking that's easier said than done. My wife invited her to come to dinner with us tonight."
"Ohhhhhh. I see. And you're worried that your wife is messing up your Valentine's Day plans?"
"Yes, and no. Yes that she is, but no because I'm really worried about what Chris is thinking! I mean there's no fucking way I'm gonna get caught having sex with her."
"That's an interesting statement."
"What?"
"No way you're gonna get caught? Not no way you're gonna do it? Sounds to me like you want to do it but are afraid of getting caught. May be you ought to talk to the two of them."
"Oh hell no. No way am I even letting my wife think that I have any interest in Chris. That'd be terminal."
"Why?"
I grimaced at the thought of telling her about what I'd done on the past, but my silence apparently said enough.
"I see. You were a bad boy once before. Well, that does make things more complicated. I think you need to talk to your wife about your concerns. Tell her how much you love her and that you're afraid that maybe Chris is getting too familiar and you're worried about what she'll think."
"I could. You think it'll work?"
"Honestly? No. But it's the only play you have," Amy said as she stood up and pushed the chair back to where it was. "Some time you'll have to tell me all the dirty details," she said with a grin as she picked up the folder off my desk and headed towards the door.
By the time work ended and I got home, I'd pretty much decided that I needed to let Chris down easy and try not to make waves. I didn't want to upset her and I didn't want my wife to think that her friend was hitting on her husband. It just seemed like the logical thing to do. I mean it isn't like I didn't find Chris's body enticing. Hell, any guy would jump at the chance to bang a sweet looking woman that was almost twenty years younger than he was. In a lot of ways it was flattering that she thought I was attractive enough to chase, but it was a mistake I had no intention of repeating.
"Hi lover!" my wife called from the hallway as she walked in from the garage. "We're home!"
I stood up and met her at the living room entrance and wrapped my arms around her, the two of us sharing a long wet kiss. "Somebody's horny," she whispered with a grin. "I saw what effect my pictures had on you. I can tell that you're still turned on," she cooed softly as she slipped a hand between us and rubbed my cock through my pants. "How about I go change into something a little sexier for dinner?"
"I'd like that."
"You don't mind me inviting Chris along, do you? I mean usually it's just the two of us, but I didn't want her to be left out alone today after what she's gone through."
"It'll be fine. As long as we get some alone time later," I answered honestly.
"I think we can arrange that," she answered before leaning her face to mine for another kiss. She pulled back, gave me a big smile and whispered, "Be right back," before slipping out of my arms and heading for our bedroom.
My wife hadn't been gone to the back for very long when Chris came out into the living room in a nearly form fitting red strapless dress, her hands holding onto the dress by cupping the material against her breasts with both hands. "Would you be a sweetie and zip me?" she asked, stopping in front of me and standing with her back to me. The hemline of the dress was barely down to her thighs, clinging to her body and the rounded curve of her ass. From where I sat, I could just see a little of the red panties she'd taken a picture of earlier in the day. I stood up behind her and reached for the zipper, sliding it up slowly.
"Chris," I said softly, standing behind her.
"You know why I'm wearing this dress Andrew?" she asked, interrupting me.
"No why?" I answered.
She backed up against me, pushing her round ass against my crotch, rubbing her ass against me as she reached down for my hands, pulling them around to her stomach and then up her body until she held my hands cupping her tits. "Because if someone wants to be naughty, they can do this," she whispered, pulling my hands up higher and then down again, pushing the material of the dress down her breasts, leaving both bare breasts cupped in my hands. "Mmmmmmmmm. Now doesn't that feel good?" she whispered.
"Oh damn," I practically groaned, my cock suddenly starting to grow in my pants, pushing a bulge out between her ass cheeks. "Chris. I really like how you look, and definitely how you feel. But we can't be doing this."
"Doing what?" she asked innocently.
"I think you know what I mean," I said quietly, not wanting to give my wife any indication of what was going on right out in full view.
"Oh you mean this?" she asked, squeezing my hands on her tits with her hands, which were still holding mine in place. "This isn't really anything. I was just showing you why I like this dress. It's completely up to you if you want to be naughty."
I eased my hands from under hers and then gently pulled the dress top back up over her bare tits. "Yeah. I don't think this is the time or place," I answered softly. "But thanks for the feel anyway."
"You're welcome," she said, stepping away from me. She turned to face me and grinned. "Do you think I should leave the panties on or take them off?" she asked, hiking the skirt up and pulling the red semi-see-through thong down almost to her knees. I stared at her bare pussy as she slowly pulled the skirt back down to cover it, twisting slightly side to side as she did. "I'd love to leave them off, but I'm afraid I'd show a bit too much if I had to bend over," she said, turning to face away from me and bending at the waist. The short dress rode quickly up her ass cheeks and I was left staring at her now completely exposed pussy pushing out at me from between her legs. "What do you think?"
I closed my eyes and did my best not to just walk over and stuff my cock into her pussy, which is exactly what she seemed to be offering. I opened my eyes and looked at her again as she straightened up, the sound of heels clomping on the hardwood coming from the hallway. I looked over as my wife walked out into the family room in a very short cream colored dress I was reasonably sure I'd never seen before. I was pretty sure I'd remember if I'd seen my wife wearing a skirt that short, and THAT short was saying something for her. She rarely wore a dress that didn't come almost to her knees, this one, coming only to the middle of her thighs. I'd also rarely seen her in high heels more than an inch or so, and these were easily twice that, making her somewhat short legs look even longer. She had on cream colored stockings or pantyhose, I wasn't sure which.
"So, what's this?" she asked in a quiet voice, looking at Chris with her panties around her knees.
"I was just trying to decide if I should wear panties with this dress or not, but I couldn't get Andrew to give me an opinion. Chris answered as if this were the most normal thing in the world.
"Oh. I see. So?" she asked, looking over at me.
"Um. Uh. Shit. Um. I think it's completely up to Chris," I finally got out.
"Oh. No opinion? That's a surprise. You usually have an opinion about almost everything," my wife said with a slight frown. "Unless you're trying to hide something."
"Huh? Uh. No. Nothing. It's just that. Well. Um. Sweetie. I haven't done. I mean I didn't," I stammered.
"What he's trying to say is that he thinks that my dress shows too much when I bend over. I guess I better keep the panties on," Chris said, her voice sounding almost amused at my inability to spit out a coherent thought. Chris bent over, her ass and pussy pushing out at me again as she reached for the panties that had now slid all the way to her ankles. She pulled them up, wiggling her legs slightly, pausing with them around her thighs to straighten up and pull her skirt up to her waist. She reached down and slide the thong panties up the rest of the way, her bare ass still as bare as it had been as she pulled the skirt back down.
"I have to agree with my husband. I think that dress showed a little too much without the panties. I think it's much better this way, don't you think lover?" my wife asked as she stepped over to me. She reached down and softly stroked her fingers up and down my painfully hard shaft, still bent in my pants. "That looks very uncomfortable like that. What say we fix that?" she whispered, leaning to kiss my cheek while she unbuckled my belt and then unzipped pants. I felt them slide down, grabbing for them as she pushed the front of my mesh bikini briefs down, pulling my cock out and stroking it a few times. "There. That's better, isn't it?"
"Uh. Yeah. I guess," I mumbled as she gently pulled the red mesh up back up over my hard-on.
"What's the matter sweetie?" she whispered, her fingers still stroking my hard-on through my briefs, her nails bouncing over and through the large netting type mesh, her body pressed against me, preventing me from bending down to pull my pants up.
"Guess I'm just not used to you being like this," I whispered.
"What? You're not afraid of Chris seeing your dick are you? I mean it's not like you haven't been looking at her body for the last few months."
"But. I haven't..."
"Come on lover. You can't tell me that you haven't noticed her almost completely exposed when she's sitting on the sofa like she was the other night. Or is it something else? You're not bashful, are you?"
"Maybe a little," I said quietly, hoping that the conversation didn't turn to something I'd have to lie about, like if I'd been thinking about fucking Chris.
"Well, we can talk about it in the car if you want. Let's go to dinner. I'm starved! The kids were little hooligans today."
"Sure," I said as she pulled her hand away and walked toward the hallway to the garage and the hooks with our coats. I followed both of them after I pulled up my pants and tucked my shirt back in.
"I'm surprised sweetie," my wife said, looking out the windshield and not turning to look at me. "With all the times you've worked to get me to go hiking without a bra or even topless, or go skinny dipping when we're out with the boat or go naked in the hot tub, I'm kind of surprised that you'd be bashful about Chris seeing your cock." She twisted around in her seat to look at Chris behind her. "One time he got me to go topless hiking, swearing up and down there was no chance of coming across anyone where we were, only to walk right up on another couple banging away next to the trail. I'm sure her boyfriend or husband or whatever, assured her that no one else would be out there too."
"I apologized. I had no idea you could get into that part of the park from the other end!" I said defensively.
"I know you didn't. But that didn't change the fact that he got one hell of an eyeful. Good thing I didn't cave and agree to go completely naked!"
I sighed. "Yeah. I was disappointed up till then. I wanted to see you naked out there, but it wasn't my plan to show you off to some other guy."
"Just like it probably wasn't his plan to show off his girl to us, complete with all the cash and prizes," she said. I just caught the slightest upturn of the corners of her mouth as she finished her comment. "Don't get me started on the time you tried to get me to have sex out in the woods when we were done turkey hunting. Not that I minded watching you walk through the woods with your hard dick swinging around."
"Yeah, it could have been a more comfortable location, but you know damn well I love making love to you outdoors. I like feeling the sun and wind on my skin like that."
"You're probably a closet nudist, except of course being bashful in front of Chris. That I just don't understand."
"It's not so much bashful as worried that you might think I'm, well, thinking about, well you know," I said hesitantly, almost instantly wishing I hadn't made the statement.
"Oh sweetie. I KNOW you've been thinking about having sex with her. What guy wouldn't when he keeps getting flashed like that? And don't say you haven't noticed, because your hard-on gives you away every time."
"Sorry," I mumbled.
"Sorry? For what? Being a guy? I'm just glad that part still works. At least if you believe all the ads on TV for ED meds."
"So you're not mad that I've seen, well, more than what I probably should?" I asked in bewilderment.
"Honey. After the first week with her living with us, I figured this conversation was inevitable. I'm actually surprised it's taken this long to come up. I suppose that's a testament to how hard you're trying to not go down that road again."
"Yeah. I'm definitely NOT trying to let that happen again."
"And I appreciate it," she said with a note of finality, clearly drawing the discussion to a close. Part of me wanted to ask her that if she knew Chris was flashing me, why she hadn't said something to stop it? Not that I don't LIKE seeing Chris, but it has been a little on the frustrating side to keep being teased like that without significant opportunity to poke something, or someone. It was probably a good idea I only thought about the questions and didn't ask them, being only a minute or two from the restaurant.
I parked and we headed into the sushi place. The restaurant obviously knew that it was Valentine's Day, with most of the more out of the way booths and tables decorated with roses and heart shaped balloons and the like, presumably to be more romantic or whatever. We were quickly shown to a booth toward a back corner that had a small glass bowl in the middle with a candle and rose pedals floating in water. The lighting was dim enough to be considered romantic, certainly dark enough to give me some trouble reading the menu. With drinks ordered, a nice Pinot Noir for each of us, we ordered some sushi rolls and other various seafood delicacies to share, including, at my wife's urging, raw oysters. Not my favorite, but I got them anyway to humor her.
Once the little Japanese waitress was gone, my wife leaned across the table toward Chris, sitting across from me. "One time we went camping with a bunch of scout families when Jerry was little. I think he was like a bear cub or something. Anyway, they had this family campout and it was SOOOO hot! Do you remember that one?" my wife asked, looking over at me.
"Oh god yeah. What was it, like ninety-five at midnight with absolutely no wind down in that bottom?" I answered, leaning forward as well to hear.
"It was so damn hot that everyone was sleeping naked. I mean we all went to bed with clothes on, but it wasn't long before we were sleeping naked with all the tent windows unzipped, wide open. We almost didn't care who saw us like that, pretty much because everyone was doing the same thing. We got up in the middle of the night and went to the bathroom and could see in a few tents."



"Naked?" Chris asked.
"No not naked. But I didn't have a hell of a lot on," she answered with a giggle. "Anyway, after we went to the bathroom, which was down the trail by the river, Andrew talked me into getting into the river to cool off. So we found a place by some bushes and got in the water. Of course all I had on was shorts and a t-shirt, and I didn't want to get them soaked, so I took my shorts off and rolled my shirt up over my tits so that if someone came by I'd at least have something to cover up with."
"So did someone? Come by I mean?" Chris asked eagerly.
"Actually, they did. Just about the time Andrew was getting frisky under the water. We had to sit in that ice cold water for almost ten minutes talking to this other couple before they finally left and we could get out!"
"I bet that was exciting," Chris said with a grin.
"Actually, I was surprised at how wet I was, and not from river water, by the time we got back to the tent. We didn't even bother to zip up the windows before he was plugging mister happy into me."
"Really? Damn! I take it he likes it in a tent?"
"Oh. More than that. He really likes it outside," my wife said with a soft chuckle.
"Really? You wanna tell people that?" I hissed softly, surprised she'd even told her about that camp out, let alone about my...preference for where to have sex.
"A few years ago we started taking a canoe trip for our anniversary. It usually falls just before school starts for the year, so we take the day and just enjoy floating down the river. On weekdays it can be so quiet out there, almost no other canoes. Most times he tries to find a quiet little place on the river out of sight, down a back slew or something. He thinks that he's having to work to coax me out of my swim suit, but the reality is that sometimes I'm almost frustrated that it took him so long to get around to it. I just don't want him to know that I want to have sex with him just as bad right then."
"Seriously? So what? You just throw down and fuck right there?"
"Oh it depends. One year there wasn't much shoreline, so he bent me over the end of the canoe and screwed me from behind. Usually he tries to make me comfortable though, putting life jackets and stuff on the rocks so that I can lay down on my back and watch him. I love to see his face when he comes."
"I'd think you'd get caught doing that out there."
"Well. Usually we don't. But one year we didn't find anyplace to pull off and we were almost to the end of the float, so we stopped and swam. I usually wear a one piece suit, you know how it is. Too much baby belly left. Anyway, after a bit of gentle argument and persuasion he convinced me to let him pull my suit down and screw right there in the river. So there I was, standing thigh deep in the river, my suit around my knees, bent over with him pounding away from behind me and here comes a canoe around the bend!"
"OH NO! What did you do?"
"What could I do? We just lay down in the water to try and hide the fact that we were naked, but that water is so damn clear that I'm pretty sure they could tell what was going on."
"So, then you finished after they went by?"
"That took considerably more convincing on his part, but eventually I gave in and let him finish."
"I wish my husband would have wanted to do something like that. All he really wanted to do was to bang me in the morning in the shower, get off, get out, and get done. You know the kind."
"I do. But you haven't heard the best part yet."
"Don't," I whispered to my wife.
"What? You're not embarrassed are you?"
"Maybe a little."
"Ohhhhh. Sweetie. You're so cute. You know that little red panty that I was wearing earlier? The one I sent you a picture of?"
"Yeah?"
"I'll let you in on a secret. It showed through the dress so I had to take it off."
"Oh? That's a shame. It was pretty sexy looking."
"I figured you'd appreciate how it looked. Wanna know what I wore instead?"
"Something sexy?" I asked her.
She grinned at me and pulled my hand to her lap under the table. She pushed my hand down to her thigh and then slid it back up, my fingers feeling the smoothness of the stockings and then the roughness of the lacy tops farther up her thighs. She kept pulling my hand up under the short skirt until my fingers found the bare strip of skin above the stockings and then the hotness of her pussy. Her completely bare, uncovered by panties, pussy! "Nothing," she whispered in my ear, her breath ticking slightly.
I pressed the side of my pinky between her clearly wet lips, stroking it up and down her slit an inch or so before working it deep enough between her lips to feel her hard engorged clit. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah," she sighed before turning back to look at Chris. "Anyway, the best part was that somehow his swim trunks came all the way off along the way and were nowhere to be found. He had to finish the float, wait for the bus and ride the bus back to the canoe rental place, with nothing on except a t-shirt and a towel."
"I bet you had fun with that!"
"I did. I kept trying to grab him through the towel and once we were on the bus, I kept pulling it open so he was completely exposed to the girl that was in the canoe that went by us. She just happened to end up sitting in the seat right across the aisle from us."
"Really? How did that happen?"
"Easy. Her boyfriend or whatever he was probably was hoping to see my tits," my wife said with a giggle.
"Sounds like it was a fun float."
"You know. At the time I was really upset about it. But the more I thought about it the less it bothered me. I mean they didn't really see anything, at least not on me."
"I understand. My husband seemed to think that flipping my skirt up in public places was fun and games. I finally got to where I didn't much care anymore. It's not like he did it to get turned on or anything. Sometimes we'd get home and he'd just go sit down and watch sports or something, leaving me all horny with no release."
"That doesn't sound like much fun."
"Not one bit," Chris answered my wife. "So did Andrew ever do that on purpose? Try to flash you in public?"
"No! Definitely not. He knew damn well that if he tried something like that I'd kick him right in the balls. No. The couple of times at the rivers and the one time on the hiking trail were as bad as that got."
"So I wanna hear about that hiking trail thing. How did he get you to go hiking topless?"
"Well, we'd been hiking out there a bunch of times. It's a long loop trail with a bunch of smaller cross trails, but everything started from one parking area. We'd taken the kids hiking there before. Andrew would backpack Mindy and I'd carry the baby in a front carrier and Jerry and Kathrine would walk. As the kids got a little older things got busy and we really didn't have much time to hike. But this one summer Andrew arranged for us to get away without the kids. It was supposed to be just a little romantic Spring getaway for a few hours. We went out and we were the only car in the parking area, so we figured that we were all alone out there. He tried to get me to hike naked. That was when Lindsey was only two and I still felt like a bloated whale, so NO WAY I was going naked. After a LOT of convincing along the trail, I agreed to go topless if he went naked. Like he was going to NOT agree to that? He was having so much fun playing with and staring at my tits that every time I slowed down he was pulling my shorts down and sticking his dick, first between my legs and after he had me turned on enough, into my pussy. God I was getting so damn horny I was ready to be screwed. We knew there was this little overlook up a little ways that looked out over the valley so he agreed to wait until we got there. Only thing was, when we got there another couple was already there banging away. God I was so embarrassed!"
"Maybe, but it WAS you who stopped in the middle of the trail and pulled your shorts down for me just a little farther on. Embarrassed or not, you have to admit that we both really enjoyed that climax," I said softly, pulling my hand from her lap where I'd been idly stroking her pussy, and put my arm around her. I pulled her tightly to me and leaned over and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek.
"Yeah. Well, maybe a little."
"More than a little. I bet that couple could hear you when you came!" I chuckled.
"Oh food!" Chris said brightly, leaning back to allow the waitress to set a variety of plates on the table. "Ohhhh. Look at all these goodies!"
We thanked the waitress and got out our chopsticks to begin eating from the variety of plates in front of us. There were several sushi rolls, an assortment of cold fish selections and some warm fish and shrimp choices as well. "Okay. New rule," my wife said quietly. "Chopsticks only AND you can't eat anything yourself. If you want something someone's going to have to feed it to you!"
"Seriously?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh," she answered with a devious grin. "Don't tell me you don't remember feeding me french-fries one at a time on our first date!"
"Well. Yeah, but that was french-fries!"
"So?" she giggled, reaching out to a rainbow roll and selecting a slice with her sticks. She lifted it toward my mouth. "Open up lover!" The three of us were soon leaning over the table feeding each other and giggling like school kids. I clasped a piece of one of the sushi rolls in my sticks and lifted it toward Chris's mouth, which seemed to practically explode just before I got it there, spewing rice on the table, on our hands, and down the gap between her breasts into the front of her dress.
"Okay Mister! You better clean that up!" she said, setting aside her chopsticks and reaching for the top of her dress. Fortunately she was sitting facing the back wall of the restaurant rather than where everyone else was sitting as she pulled the cups of the strapless dress out and away from her body, completely exposing her bare breasts and most of her upper body. "Well?" she coaxed as she held the dress.
I looked over at my wife who just sat there chewing the last bite she'd had put in her mouth. "Don't look at me. You spilled it there," she finally said with a shrug.
I opened my mouth and closed it several times, trying to find something to say before Chris prompted me again. "Well? Or are you waiting for me to take it all the way off?"
"Uh. No," I finally answered, reaching across the table to collect the rice stuck to her skin down between her breasts. As I stroked my fingers along the deep gap between her hanging breasts, she twisted slightly pressing her right breast against my hand.
"There. Much better," she finally said, wiggling the dress back up over her tits. She leaned back and I felt a foot press against my hard-on from across the table, rubbing side to side. "Guess it wasn't too horrible, was it?"
"What's that?" my wife asked.
"Just noticing that he seemed to enjoy feeling me up," Chris said with a soft giggle.
"Really?" my wife asked, reaching into my lap to find Chris's foot pressing against my hard-on. I felt her hand replace Chris's foot. "Ohhh. I'd say he did enjoy that," my wife cooed quietly, rubbing her hand up and down my pants covered hard-on. "Shame on you," she whispered softly, sliding her hand up to my belt and trying to worm it into my pants. She finally gave up and began working to undo my belt as I sat there stunned. "Much better," she whispered, her hand now stroking my hard-on through the mesh underwear, the front of my pants undone under the table. "Mmmmmm. You seem to be enjoying this even more."
"Honey!" I hissed. "What if someone sees?"
"Oh? You mean like out on that trail? You didn't seem to mind it then and you were completely naked," she said with a teasing lilt to her soft voice. "I can stop if you want, but I was kinda thinking I might just keep doing this for a bit," she said as she stroked my cock through the mesh again. She slid her hand up to the low cut waistband of the briefs and slipped her hand in, closing it around my cock and working me completely out of my pants and the briefs, using her fingers to push the elastic band down under my balls so that a significant portion of my bare cock was sticking out of the gaping fly of my pants, her hand wrapped around it. She sat stroking it slowly, watching my face as she did. "I think he likes it," she teased softly.
"I know he does," Chris added with a giggle. "I think he owes me a bit of that sushi roll yet, doesn't he?"
"He does," my wife agreed. Chris leaned forward, pulling the front of her dress down as she did, her tits ending up resting on the surface of the table.
"Here you go sweetie. Now you don't have to work so hard to see," she said with a grin before opening her mouth as an invitation to feed her.
"You are soooo bad!" my wife whispered across the table, to which Chris just shrugged. She clearly wasn't moving until I'd fed her again, so I collected my chopsticks, which didn't seem to be working nearly as well with my wife's hand on my dick. I carefully fed the rice and fish combination into her mouth, cupping one hand under the chopsticks in case the morsel slipped from my grip. Her hand captured my empty hand before I could pull it back and slowly drew it down until she could press it against her bare breast.
"Mmmmmmm much better way to eat sushi! I should let him do this with every bite!" Chris said quietly with a grin as she finished chewing.
"Not unless you want us arrested," I answered.
"Oh? It's not my dick that's sticking out. I'm pretty sure that I can cover up a lot quicker than you can."
"Just the same," I said, drawing my hand back. "I'm sure Elaine isn't going to want me grabbing your tit every time you take a bite."
"Oh I don't know. After having your fingers playing with my pussy, it's only fair to give her a little tease too, isn't it?"
"Seriously honey? You want me to play with her tits?" I asked in confusion.
"Well, it's not like you're going to throw her down on the table and fuck her brains out. It's just a little touching, right? And I'm right here, so it's not like you're doing it in secret, unless of course you HAVE been doing something in secret."
"NO!" I answered emphatically.
"Well, don't worry about it then. If Chris doesn't mind, I'm sure I won't mind this once."
"I don't understand you sometimes," I answered her as she squeezed my bare shaft.
"You don't have to."
We spent the rest of the meal, again, feeding each other, with Chris pulling her top down at every opportunity, while my wife made sure to keep my dick nice and hard under the table. Since I was sitting on the outside I was pretty sure that the petite little waitress got quite the eye full when she came back to check on us, much to my wife and Chris's amusement.
Finally done, my wife let me tuck my dick away before the waitress came back for the check.
"Okay. Have you picked a movie?" I asked my wife as we drove into the driveway a little while later.
"I have," she answered with a nod.
"And it is?"
"You'll see," she said as I put the car in park. She opened the door, not waiting for me to come around, both of them waking into the house in front of me. Chris turned and headed down the hall while my wife headed to the sofa in the living room. Some time back we'd bought a nice sectional sofa with two oversized powered recliners side to side so that we'd have plenty of room to spread out when we were working, which I frequently did on the sofa, or at a time like this, could snuggle together on one. She sat down in her normal spot and patted the sofa next to her. "Come sit," she said with a smile.
I hung my coat up and settled into the seat next to her, after which she motored the footrest up. She picked up the remotes, turned on the TV and the DVD player and started whatever movie was selected. It had obviously been set to start at a particular place, and picked up with the last few frames of the credits. "It's wayyyy too cold to play outside, so I thought maybe playing inside with an outside movie would be nice," she said quietly, turning herself in the seat enough to lean her face to my cheek and kiss me. We sat and watched a young couple hiking up and down some trail that I supposed was in the southwest someplace based on vegetation. They were a younger couple, maybe in their early thirties at most, her breasts fat and big inside the tank top, the lack of a bra more than obvious to anyone watching. As they hiked they found what looked like an ancient campsite, or I suppose was supposed to be some ancient ruins. The young woman found an oddly shaped object that looked like some kind of whistle or flute. She blew on it, noting the strange tone it had. After tucking the flute into her backpack, she stopped and looked at her companion and pulled her shirt up and off.
Before long she had completely disrobed both of them and was on her knees sucking his cock eagerly. "I think you need to undress me," my wife said so quietly that I almost didn't hear her.
"Huh?"
She started to lower the footrest of the recliner. "I said you need to take off my clothes."
"Oh," I answered, standing up with her. I reached around and pulled the zipper of the dress down, letting it slide down her body, leaving her in only her stockings. I knelt down in front of her and slowly rolled the material down her right leg, letting her lift her foot so I could pull it off. I rolled the second one down, again letting her lift her foot. "I bet you could do that," she said softly, pointing to the TV. I looked over and the guy was now kneeling in front of the busty blond, licking her pussy energetically, drawing gasps and moans from her as he licked and sucked her pussy.
"I'm sure I could," I answered, coaxing her to lift one leg and hook it over my shoulder. Her pussy smelled of her excitement and tasted of sweetness that I normally associated with her moving closer to climax. "Someone's turned on," I said after I stroked my tongue up her wet lips the first time, spreading the inner lips that protruded sexily.
"I am," she whispered as I pressed my tongue deeply between her lips, and drew it along her pubic bone before bouncing across her hard clit. She moaned in pleasure as I teased across and around her clit, circling it with the tip of my tongue for several seconds. "Oh god. Stand up lover," she coaxed, reaching down to help me from the floor. She began working on my clothes, tossing them aside as she pulled off each item until she had me down to the red mesh briefs. She knelt down in front of me and slowly pulled them down, intentionally letting my now freed cock slap her cheek. She opened her mouth and gently closed her lips around my engorged head, swirling her tongue around me, teasing, but not earnestly sucking me.
She pulled her mouth off my head and then stood, both of us naked. She pulled me back to the recliner with her, both of us sitting back on it as she motored the footrest back up. "I think we're both way too horny to play any more games," she whispered, hooking her right leg over my body and reaching down between her now spread legs for my hard-on. I wiggled myself into position, letting her guide me toward her pussy as I reached up with my right hand to cup her breast, my left arm trapped under her. "Fuck me lover," she cooed softly as she rubbed my head between her lips, smearing it with her juices.
"Uh huh." Was all I could say as I arched my back and pushed my cock into her sopping wet tunnel. "Ohhhh damn," I groaned as I pushed slowly, driving my shaft into her just as slowly. I could feel her expand around me, taking me into her depths as she bent her knees and tried to pull her pussy closer to my cock.
"Oh god lover. Fuck me," she moaned. I could hear the couple on TV banging away as I started to hump my hips up into her, feeling her pussy already quivering as I slowly stroked in and out of her. "Oh god. Don't tease. Make me come," she begged. There was a time long ago that she and I would play like this, getting her very excited, but rarely making her climax without just a little extra push. I slid my hand down from her breast and stroked her curls on her mound before sliding my finger between her lips. "Oh fuck!" she gasped as I stroked her clit the first time. "Oh Jesus yes," she moaned as I started to stroke her clit in time with my cock sliding in and out of her, her hips rocking and her heels tugging me deeper in time with my strokes. "Oh god sweetie!" she cried in a high pitch voice as her legs began to tremble. "SHIT!" she gasped one last time before her whole body started to shudder. I could feel her tunnel clamping around my hard shaft as she climaxed, the sensations of her pussy trying to pull me deeper, milking and squeezing me making me topple over the edge as well.



"OH DAMN!" I grunted loudly as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock deep into her. I could feel the surge of cum lance out into her, the first of several strong pushes of cum into her. I panted, my body jerking and twitching for several minutes before I finally stilled, my now softening cock still buried in her. We lay like that for long minutes before I softened and slipped from her, prompting her to change positions.
She rolled off of me, then on her side facing me, one leg hanging over my legs, her head on my shoulder and her hand gently stroking my now softened cock. We lay that way, watching the movie, the couple fucking in the woods no longer the view. The scene had changed to a researcher now discussing the flute with the young couple on the back deck of a house in the hills. The researcher, clearly not believing what she had been told blew in the flute, which resulted in an almost instantaneous desire to stand up and strip for the couple. She tossed her clothing aside and stood stroking her body, teasing her pussy and tits before coaxing the couple to stand and join her, the three soon naked.
"Does this kind of thing turn you on?" my wife asked quietly as we watched the researcher feeding his cock into her while he lay on his back on the deck, his wife, or whatever she was, squatting over his face.
"What?"
"Having sex like that?"
"You know I like it when you ride on me. You just haven't done it in a while."
"Yeah. Guess I haven't done a lot of things lately, have I?"
"Not much," I agreed quietly. "But let's not spoil today. This has been so much fun I don't want to ruin it."
"It's been fun for me too. But we do need to talk about this."
"Okay. If you want," I answered, holding her snugly to me. "What do you want to talk about?"
"Actually, Chris."
'Uh oh' I thought to myself. "What about her?"
"Well. We've been talking. She says you look at her a lot."
"I guess I look at her some. Hard not to sometimes."
"You used to look at me like that."
"You used to dress like that," I said with a chuckle before getting serious after noticing the scowl on her face. "Hell honey. I STILL look at you like that, you just don't see it anymore."
"You do?"
"Hell yeah. Why do you think I don't turn the bedroom light off until AFTER you get in bed?"
"Cuz you're nice?"
"Cuz I'm checking your naked body out when you come out of the bathroom!"
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh."
"So why don't you try to have sex with me more than just Saturday mornings?"
"Honestly?"
"Of course."
"When you get home from work you don't want it, you're too wrapped up over your day. At bedtime you fall asleep before I can, and we get up a 5 am already, so morning is out. The only time we have is Saturday morning."
"There's more to the day of Saturday than the morning."
"Yeah. But that doesn't mean you're either interested or ready."
"That's not true."
"Uh huh. Last weekend I stepped behind you and tried to give you a hug and a kiss. What did you do?"
"Snapped at you. But I was busy with dishes!"
"Sweetie, it doesn't matter what you're doing. You always snap at me for doing something like that."
"What do you expect me to do?"
"Turn around and kiss me. I don't ALWAYS want to rip your clothes off and screw you. Sometimes I just want a kiss."
"Uh huh. Right."
"Well, okay. I start with wanting a kiss," I admitted.
"See. That's what I mean. What happened? We used to be spontaneous."
"Kids," I answered. "After the kids started coming, spontaneity went out the door and never came back. This is the closest to the thing I've seen in years."
"Well. This hasn't been exactly spontaneous. Well, maybe parts of it, but for the most part Chris helped me plan this. Not exactly all of it. Not her showing off her tits to you or anything."
"Honey. Her tits aren't the only thing she was showing off today. She sent me a text with a picture of her panties, and when you walked in with her panties around her knees? Well, she was just showing off her pussy to me. Not that I asked for either one!"
"I figured as much," she answered. "But I didn't know about the picture. She was the one that told me to send those pictures to you today. She helped me take them this morning before I left for work."
"Well. I liked them very much!"
"You must have. You're getting hard again," she whispered, her hand still holding my dick, which was growing slowly in her grasp.
"I told you that you turned me on!" I chuckled.
"I guess so. So what do we do?"
"About what?"
She rolled her eyes. "About this silly!"
"Make love again?" I suggested hopefully.
"That's your answer for everything, isn't it?"
"Pretty much. But you have to admit that it's a good one for right now. Isn't it? I mean, spontaneity, right? Pick a position, something different and let's go again."
"You want me to pick?"
"Uh huh."
She looked over at the TV where the researcher was bouncing wildly on the guy as he lay on the floor, her tits swinging wildly as he lay with his face under his girlfriend, licking her pussy to an obliviously faked, but supposedly incredible orgasm. She rolled over almost on top of me before working herself to her knees over me, holding onto the back of the sofa for balance. She was almost at a forty-five degree angle, her big soft tits swinging between us. "You're gonna have to help out here a bit," she said softly.
I reached down and grabbed my firm, but still not rock hard cock, and rubbed my head between her lips. I worked my head up into her and with a little help from my fingers, managed to work my shaft up into her as she settled back down on my lap.
She wiggled around on me, trying to work my hard-on a bit stiffer inside her as I captured her tits and aimed one large nipple to my mouth. "Ohhhhh yeah," she sighed as I sucked her nipple deep, teasing my tongue around and around it. "You haven't forgotten how to do that!"
"Uh uh," I agreed, switching with the nipple I was sucking. I could feel my cock getting harder inside her, slowly hardening as she wiggled around on me. Her motion started to change to lifting and dropping, sliding on and off my cock in slow deliberate strokes. Up and down she moved, her strokes lengthening as the seconds passed.
"You're liking this, aren't you?" she practically moaned.
"Uh huh," I agreed before closing my lips around her nipple again.
"Do you wish you could do that?"
"DO what?" I asked breathlessly.
"What that guy is doing on the movie."
"Probably every guy fantasizes about that." I agreed.
"Really?"
"If he says he doesn't, he's lying."
"I see," she answered, her ass slapping hard against my thighs with each stroke. "Seems to me you're getting plenty out of this."
"Not complaining one bit."
"But it could be better?"
"What? Compared to fantasy? Hell fantasies are always better, that's why they're fantasies."
"I suppose," she said as she slowed her strokes. She settled on my lap and leaned over, pushing the motor button to drive the foot rest down. She pushed off of me, my cock pulling out of her with a wet slurp. "I have another idea. Don't go away." She came back a few moments later with a knit outside hat, the kind we'd wear playing or working outside on a cold winter day. She pulled the hat down until it covered my eyes. "Can you see me?"
"Not really," I admitted.
"Good," she said, pulling on my hands. She stood me up and then pushed me back down again, laying me across the sofa, my head at one arm rest and my feet on the other. I felt her climb back onto the sofa over me and then felt my mushroom head split her wet lips again. "I know you wanna come, but make it last as long as you can, okay?"
"Sure, if you want," I answered as she slid down my shaft. I felt her start to bounce up and down again, sliding slowly, taking her time with each stroke. I was just about to compliment her on how it felt when the sofa shifted again, the cushion bouncing slightly. I felt my arms trapped down by something other than hands and then felt and smelled a wet pussy press against my mouth. I opened my mouth to question and the pussy pressed over my mouth to muffle whatever I might have said. My body knew exactly what to do and reached out to stroke my tongue up the wet slit in front of me. Up and down my wife went, riding me slowly, pulling up until she was almost completely off my shaft before pressing down again.
I licked the pussy in front of me with the same slow deliberate strokes, pressing my tongue deep between her lips and stroking up to her clit and over it. I wasn't sure why she wanted me blindfolded, because I had no doubt whose pussy was pressed to my face. I'd licked my wife's more than enough times to know exactly how it felt and tasted, and this pussy was NOT hers! Not that I cared at that moment. I wormed my arms from under the legs and reached up, cupping both round firm breasts on Chris's chest. She moaned loudly as I squeezed them, my fingers trying to squeeze her nipples separately. "Oh god," she moaned loudly as my wife bounced more quickly on me.
Up and down my wife went, my licks keeping time except when I paused to circle around her clit for several strokes. I could hear her pussy squishing wetly around my shaft with each stroke, her ass slapping gently against my thighs. I could feel her pussy quivering around me, knowing all too well that she was about to climax no matter how hard she was trying to hold off.
Slap, slap, slap, echoed softly in the room as she bounced harder. I could almost picture her big soft tits flying wildly as she pounded herself down on me. "Oh god honey! I'm gonna come!" she cried uncharacteristically loudly. "Oh shit, shit, shit!" she squealed even louder as her body trembled and shook over me, her pussy convulsing and squeezing me as she tried to continue bouncing on me. Her motions became erratic, the rhythmic strokes changing in length as her orgasm washed over her. She finally paused to grind herself down hard on me for several long seconds before starting to slowly slide up and down my shaft again. I could still feel her hot wet pussy contracting sporadically around my shaft as she lifted herself almost off of me before slowly pushing down my engorged shaft again. I hadn't come yet, but that wasn't unusual. She had often complained that it took me a lot longer to "get off" the second time around, sometimes taking longer than was comfortable for her body. I honestly had expected that when she ground herself down on me at the end of her climax that she'd end her participation there, so having her once again riding up and down my shaft was a pleasant surprise.
Of course I still had a pussy over my face to pleasure. Chris was clearly enjoying my attentions as I licked up and down her slit, pausing frequently to concentrate on her clit. She moaned and gasped loudly as I teased and flicked the hard nub, only to groan softly and try to grind her pussy against my face as I went back to slowly licking her wet lips. I held her breasts tightly, squeezing them in time with my licks. I paused my licks again to concentrate on her clit, her body barely able to hold still as I circled and flicked her hard nub.
"Oh fuck Andrew!" she moaned loudly. "Oh god I wanna fuck you so bad right now!"
In response I closed my lips around her clit, sucking and squeezing it briefly with my lips, making her gasp and shudder. I released it and flicked it rapidly with my tongue, making her body shudder harder, her juices flowing over my chin and cheeks as she started to climax.
"OHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she suddenly cried, grabbing hold of my head and grinding her practically gushing pussy against my face. She pulled my hat off so I could look up at her and grabbed my head again, practically suffocating me as she shuddered and jerked over me. I let go of her tits and moved my hands to her thighs and pulled her back just far enough to allow me to breathe again.
I could feel the hot tingle spreading from my groin through my body. My wife must have felt my body reacting again to her strokes and she picked up her pace, bouncing harder on me as my own climax grew closer. "Ohhhhhhh," I groaned into Chris's pussy as my body stiffened. With a hard jerk that tried to drive my cock up into my wife, I felt a huge surge of cum lance up into her. She pushed down on me, grinding her pussy against me as my cock spurted shot after shot into her already overflowing tunnel.
"Ohhhhh. That felt like a big one," my wife said softly behind Chris as she sat on my still twitching cock.
"Uh huh," I agreed, coaxing Chris to climb off of me. My wife did the same and once I was sitting back up, she sat down next to me. She motored the chair back again and rolled over onto me, snuggling against my shoulder with her leg across mine, almost as if she were broadcasting "this is mine".
"You smell funny," she whispered as Chris reclined in the half she was sitting in.
"Pussy juice," I whispered.
"Oh. Do I smell like that?"
"Pretty much."
"And you don't mind it?"
"Don't hardly even notice it once I've had my face between your legs for a little while."
"Oh," she answered. "Did you like doing that? To Chris I mean?" she asked after several minutes watching a guy licking out the pussy of a petite little gal laying on a rock in a stream.
"I didn't dislike it," I answered.
"Do you like doing it to me?"
"Yeah."
"Why do you like doing it more to me? I mean she's a lot better looking than I am."
"So?"
"That doesn't answer the question."
"I like it better with you because I like what it does to you. I care more about how it feels for you."
"Oh," she said before going silent again. We watched the guy finally give the young woman a screaming orgasm before standing up between her legs and stuffing his abnormally long cock into her and starting to pound her relentlessly. "Does sorta remind me of the trail."
"Uh huh."
"Do you wanna have sex with Chris?"
"Huh?"
"This?" she asked, reaching down to grab my again hard dick. "Do you wanna have sex with Chris?"
"Why?"
"Simple question."
"I don't need to. I mean she's teased the shit out of me, but I don't see any particular need to."
"Oh," she answered, gently playing with my dick. "Are you getting turned on again watching this?"
"A little."
"Just a little?"
"I'm thinking about how much fun it would be to replace the two of them with us."
"Oh." She answered, growing quiet again, though still playing gently with my dick.
As we watched another couple of young ladies wander down the trail, the first couple had apparently come down. They stood standing and watching the two of them banging away just a little ways down the trail, each of them clearly getting turned on as they rubbed their crotches and chests. The young woman being fucked noticed them and coaxed her boyfriend out of her pussy, walking up the trail and inviting them to join in. It took only a little persuasion, and one hell of a sexy kiss between one of the new young ladies and the one that was getting fucked, to join in.
"I guess guys fantasize about this kind of thing?" my wife asked as the already naked couple started undressing the new arrivals.
"What?"
"Having sex with multiple women?"
"It's more an ego thing. We'd like to think we can satisfy as many as want our attentions."
"Do you think you can?"
"Dunno. Never tried."
"That wasn't the question."
"What we just did is more than I've ever done before. But I'd like to think I'm good enough to handle more than one if the need arose."
"If the need arose? Or the opportunity."
"I doubt it will either way, so it's all academic."
"Not really," she said quietly.
"What do you mean?"
"Nothing. Tell you what. Why don't you go wash her off of you so we can snuggle better?"
"You don't want to watch the rest of the movie?"
"I didn't say that. Don't worry. I'll save your spot. It won't take long to rinse off, will it?"
"Not long," I agreed. She rolled off of me and I pushed myself out of the recliner and walked down the hall. As I told her, it wouldn't take long. I had the water running in our large walk-in shower and was under it in just a few moments. A little soap and a rinse and I'd be ready to head back out to her. I squirted soap on my luffa and started to lather it when I heard Chris behind me.
"So. I'm supposed to come get rinsed off with you," Chris said as she stepped into the shower with me.
"Huh?"
"Elaine. She told me to come rinse off with you. Her words were 'You might as well see if he needs any help.'"
"What the hell does she mean by that?" I asked out loud, mostly to myself.
"I don't know, but I'm not going to pass up the chance of showering with you!" Chris said with a grin. "Especially if you have a hard-on like that!"
"I don't think she meant for us to have sex," I protested quietly, not really sure how far our voices might be carrying.
"Didn't say that," she said, taking the soapy luffa from my hand. She used it on my chest and then worked down, soaping my dick and balls with one hand and stroking it with her other. "But I have to admit, I wouldn't mind trying it on for size."
"Chris! I'm NOT having sex with you!" I protested louder.
"Why not?" I heard from the doorway.
"Huh?" I said, startled to hear my wife's voice from the doorway.
"I asked why you're not going to have sex with her."
"Because. We've been there. I promised I wouldn't go there again!" I answered her honestly.
"I believe you. But let's face it, there are things you want to do that I'm not as comfortable doing any more. Maybe letting you out to play once in a while isn't the worst thing in the world."
"Wait a second. You're telling me you WANT me to have sex with her?"
"No. That isn't at all what I said. I just know that you've been behaving, even when she's literally throwing herself at you. So maybe on special occasions, I might be inclined to let you play a little."
"Lover. Playing a little is what we did before. My face between her legs is one thing. Something else between her legs? You sure that's what you want?"
She stepped into the shower next to me. "Not if I'm not here to see what's going on. And not if I think you're enjoying it TOO much, and most definitely NOT if I think that there is even the slightest chance that it could entice you to leave me. At the moment, I don't feel threatened. You've proven that you can resist the temptation," she said as she reached down and replaced Chris's hand with hers. "So. Maybe, just maybe, I can let you have a little more fun that my body is willing or able to handle. No way can my pussy handle act three. But I can tell you're still good to go for at least another round. So. Chris has agreed to let you, um, play with her. No you can NOT come inside her. But if you wanted to give her a little taste of your cock, well, I wouldn't stop you."
I looked at my wife like she had three heads, still trying to understand what she was suggesting. Well, not understanding, but accepting.
"What she's saying is that you can fuck me right here, in the shower. Make me come on your dick and then squirt your cum all over my chest. That's what she's saying. Now. I'm ready, are you?"
I looked back and forth between them. "This what you want?" I finally asked my wife again.
"Not completely. But it's what I'm willing to agree to. I love you and I don't want to lose you. Clearly I can't give you everything in the sex department you want. I kinda tried today, but I have my limits. Oh, we'll work on it a bit more often and more spontaneity, but maybe a play date every once in a while wouldn't be the worst thing in the world."
"So. Bring it here honey!" Chris said, turning around and pushing her ass out at me as she bent over, using the far wall as a balance.



"Come on. Let's see if she fits over it as well as I do!" my wife said, pulling on my cock to aim it at Chris's exposed pussy. "You know damn well you wanted to do this when she was bent over in front of you earlier today."
"It was tempting," I agreed.
"Then let it happen now," my wife coaxed, stepping behind me and pushing my ass with her hips to force me closer to Chris.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as my head spread her lips and started to slide into her. I'd been seeing her pussy and tits for six months, and my mind was telling me how it would feel to slide into her. The actual feeling was so much better than my mind had imagined. She was a bit tighter than Elaine, but then she hadn't had four kids stretch it out. I pushed into her, driving slowly in until my hips were pressing against Chris's bare ass. I felt my wife step away and out of the shower as I started to stroke into her pussy, taking long powerful strokes. I felt my head caress the depths of her tunnel, bumping gently against the end of her with each stroke.
"Ohhhh god," she moaned loudly as I stroked in and out, her pussy trying to hold me inside her with each withdrawal. "Just keep doing that," she moaned, her right hand moving down between her own legs. "I can feel you getting bigger inside me. God damn!"
"Uh." I grunted, sliding my hands from her hips up under her towards her tits. I cupped both tits in my hands, pumping my cock in and out of her at a ferocious pace. My hips slammed into her bare ass, shaking her whole body with each stroke, my hands holding her tits from flopping around under her chest.
"Shit. Shit, shit, shit! I'm gonna come. Oh fuck I'm gonna come already!" she squealed as her legs started to tremble. "OHHHHHH FUCK I'M COOOOOOOMINNNNNNNG! She practically screamed into the wall, her cry echoing in the tile chamber. Her whole body seemed to tremble and shake for long seconds before she sagged down, sliding off my cock. I let go of her tits and circled my arms around her as she slumped to the floor of the shower, panting hard. "Oh Jesus. Ohhhh fuck," she mumbled as she leaned her head against the shower wall. After almost a minute she turned her face to look up at me. "What the hell did you do to me?"
"I... Nothing really," I answered, feeling a bit confused.
"Nothing he says. Jesus Andrew! I came like I was getting run over by a fucking freight train! Jesus. Do you do that to Elaine all the time?"
"Not usually that hard," I admitted. "You okay?"
"Oh hell yeah. More than okay," she said with a smile, reaching for my cock as I knelt on the floor next to her. "Now. What are we going to do with this?"
"I don't know."
"Stand up and we can finish what you started," she said, pushing herself up. She moved to the corner of the shower stall, turning off the water on the way. She backed into the corner and lifted one foot to rest it on the grab bar below the soap shelf. "Okay Andrew. Bring it!"
I stepped toward her, letting her guide my still rock hard cock towards her pussy. I felt my head press between her lips and she arched her back as I pushed toward her, sliding my shaft back into her. I held her hips and started to hump my hips towards her, sliding my cock deeply in and out of her. In and out I stroked, her hips rocking in time with my strokes. Each stroke into her seemed to bring a new grunt or moan from her lips as her clit slid along the top of my shaft with each trust.
"Shit," she grunted as I pumped in and out of her. "Gonna make me come again," she panted. "God damn. Tell me you're almost there!"
"Almost," I panted.
"Tell me when," she almost whispered as her legs started to tremble again. "Oh god. Here it comes again."
I continued to pump up into her as my climax inched toward the point of no return. "Almost," I panted.
"Uh huh," she squeaked. "Uh huh."
I watched her tits bouncing on her chest, the large orbs bouncing more than I would have expected for as firm as they were. I knew I was close, but I kept pounding into her, not wanting to lose the sensations just yet, or the view of the body I'd fantasized about on so many occasions in the last six months. "Time," I panted, pulling from her pussy, knowing that I was going to start shooting any second.
She dropped her leg and squatted down, wrapping both hands around my cock and stroking it furiously.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed, a surge of cum gushing from my head towards her. I watched it splatter on her face as she looked up at me, clearly inviting me to add more where that had hit. My body jerked again and again until all that remained was a drool leaking from the tip of my now softening cock.
"Damn!" she said, standing up and letting go of me. "There was a lot there for a third time."
"Uh huh," I said, leaning against the wall and panting to catch my breath.
"Well, sounds like you two finally got done. The movie ended by the way."
"Sorry," I mumbled breathlessly.
"For what? Taking so long? Turn that water on and rinse back off again. You're not coming to bed with her pussy all over you," she said before turning and walking out of the bathroom.
I did as she said, turned the water on and the two of us rinsed off again before shutting the water off. She had left two towels on the toilet for us so we both used one and dried off, Chris wrapping her long brown hair in the towel when we were done. I followed Chris out of the bathroom, turning the light off on the way out, my wife already in bed.
"Good night Chris," my wife said from bed.
"Night Elaine," Chris answered as she walked naked from the room, closing the door behind her.
I walked over to the bed and climbed in into my usual spot, my wife rolling over towards me. She moved my arm and rested her head on my shoulder as she snuggled up close to me. "Don't know if we'll do this again, but happy Valentine's Day," she whispered.
"Thank you. I hope you had a good one as well."
"It was one I won't forget for a while," she said before going silent, clearly not interested in talking any longer. She leaned her face toward mine, gave me a soft kiss on the cheek and then settled down to sleep, while I was left to wonder how this would change the dynamic in the house, both between me and Chris and long term with my wife. I guess only time would tell.
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My wife, or should I say ex-wife, and I probably have one of the most unique postdivorce relationships around. Or at least that's my conclusion based on how most divorces seem to go. For the first ten years of our marriage things were great. Then I made what turned out to be a fatal mistake. Being a firefighter, I thought it would be cool to get my wife a scanner for Christmas to listen to our raid traffic. At first it seemed like a good thing. She could hear when my station house was toned out, and listen to the calls. She seemed to enjoy being able to share in a portion of what I was experiencing. Then IT happened. The IT being a building collapse on a fire I was out on. Three fellow firefighters were killed, and I was missing for nearly thirty minutes before I was pulled from a partially shielded pocket, my sixty minute air pack down to mere minutes. To say it was a close one is a serious understatement, but where I consider it just part of the job it turned the corner into a dark alley for my wife.
She became almost obsessive about listening to the scanner. She became more and more nervous and jumpy. Over the next year she became almost a nervous wreck, losing twenty pounds she didn't really have to lose. I helped set her up with a business to run, a little intimates boutique, something to take up her time so she didn't obsess over my times at work. It didn't really work. She set up a scanner at work and remained consumed with listening for any clue of my activities. Eventually it became too much and I convinced her to get rid of the scanner. But the problems didn't end with the scanner. She became overly possessive and at times almost frantic if I was even slightly late coming home from the station.
In the end we both decided that there were only two solutions. One was for me to find a different vocation, but quite frankly, this is what I'm good at. The other was to no longer live together. After six months of separation we made it permanent. Not that we don't love each other, because we do, though we've both had to deal with the fact that sometimes love isn't enough. I personally, have had a bit of trouble moving on. Getting back in the game, as she puts it. It's been over three years and I have yet to start dating seriously. Oh don't get me wrong, I've gone out on dates, but my heart hasn't really been in looking for a replacement. Maybe someday it will, but not yet, which is something she chides me on almost every time we see each other, which is fairly frequently. We still did favors for each other and even occasionally had lunch together. We were trying hard to make the "friends" thing work without being "lovers". It was harder than one might think, especially after having slipped into "friends with benefits" a time or two.
"Edward! Thank goodness. I so need a favor!" Sylvia said over the phone. "I'm so hoping this is a day off!"
"Yeah it is," I answered my ex over the cell phone. Firefighters work strange shifts, twenty-four hours on and forty-eight off. If it's an easy twenty-four it's great. If it's a busy twenty-four it might take you most of the forty-eight to recover. Fortunately the day before had been an easy one.
"Can you come to the store? Pretty please!" she implored me over the phone.
"Yeah, sure. I suppose I can. What's up?"
"I have an appointment and Janise was supposed to come in and cover for me, but she hasn't shown up and Mindy isn't available. I just need you to cover the store for a little while for me or I'll have to close up," she said, in and almost panicked tone.
"Yeah. I can do that I suppose," I said with a sigh, not really fond of being in the store alone, but willing to do it because she asked. "I'll be there in about twenty minutes."
"Oh you're a life saver, literally! Thanks so much Eddie!" she gushed over the cell phone.
"Alright. Be there soon," I said clicking it off. I sighed again and put down the bait I had out of the box and closed the box again. I was planning on fishing tomorrow and was getting my gear ready, but I supposed it could wait until after dinner. I climbed out of my boat sitting under the carport, dug out my car keys and climbed into my car. I didn't even bother to change from my workout gear, something I seemed to wear an awful lot anymore. Firefighting is a young man's game, and at forty-five I'm no spring chicken. I have to work a lot harder than the young guys to stay in shape. I might be a station chief, but I still have to be able to do everything the younger guys do. Or at least that's how I figure it.
I walked into the store at a quarter to four, my ex-wife giving me a quick kiss on the cheek before practically running out the front door, shouting that she'll be back "in a couple hours" over her shoulder. I walked to the checkout counter after taking a quick look around the store over the tops of the racks. Fortunately, the store was empty except for the wide assortment of ladies underwear, bras, swimsuits and lingerie.
I'd worked hard to get her set up with this store, though the choice of product was strictly hers. I would have been fine with a knick-knack store or bookstore or anything, but I had to admit that ladies lingerie wasn't my strong suit, though she had made a good go of it. She had what she called a regular clientele as well as a pretty brisk drop-in business around certain holidays. Adding swimwear had significantly increased her revenues during the summer when lingerie seemed to slow down. Being spring, not quite swimsuit weather and past Valentine's Day, I wasn't expecting much traffic in the shop. I found a stool and settled behind the counter to play on my phone while keeping any of the racks of sexy lace from up and starting anything.
The little brass bell over the top of the door jingled as the door opened, a quaint little touch that fell in line with the rest of her "oldies" motif. I could see two women, breasts and up mostly, step into the store, one slightly taller than the other. It didn't take more than a few seconds to decide it was a mother and daughter pair as they approached the counter, the mother a bit fuller figured than her otherwise photo copy daughter. She reached up and pushed a few stray blonde hairs out of her face as she stepped up, the multi-diamond ring on her finger probably costing more than my car.
"Hi. Um. You're certainly not Sylvia," she said, looking me up and down almost like a lion sizing up the meal in front of it.
"No ma'am. I'm just covering for my ex-wife," I answered her. "Can I help you with something?" I asked, hoping that she wasn't expecting me to help her find anything in particular.
"Well, as the old line goes, I'm almost immediately tempted to say yes, but maybe I should look around first," she said as she leaned against the counter, bending over it slightly to get a look at me down below my waist.
"Well, if I can be of any help at all, let me know," I said, making no move to come from behind the counter as she turned and started walking down the aisle directly across from the sales counter. She had on a tight fitting blue dress that hugged her body, including her hips and firm looking ass. She stepped one foot across the other in her high heels, the motion making her butt wiggle dramatically as she wandered slowly down the aisle of lingerie. I saw her daughter roll her eyes and shake her head.
"My mother also has an order that's supposed to be in," the daughter said quietly. "Mrs. Daniels?"
"Well, if you'll wait a second, I'll check," I said, as I left the counter and made my to the back of the store and disappeared behind the curtain separating off the small stockroom. I knew where my wife kept the incoming special orders and looked to see what was there. I walked back through the curtain and to the sales counter with the box with her name on it.
"Oh young man," the woman called from down the aisle as I set the box on the counter.
"Yes ma'am?" I asked politely as I walked down the aisle to where she was examining two VERY skimpy pairs of underwear on tiny little hangers.
"Oh goodness. Ma'am sounds so formal. Call me Tina," she said with a large smile. "I'm looking at these but I just can't remember what size I wear. Which of these do you think would fit better?"
I doubted that she couldn't remember what size underwear she wore, I mean even I knew what size my wife wore when we were together. "I think the five looks about right," I answered after several seconds.
"You think? You don't think they'll be too big, do you?"
"No. I think those look about right. But if you're concerned, you can try them on."
"Oh that is a good idea. Maybe I should."
"Changing rooms are on the back wall," I suggested.
"You know. On second thought, maybe we can just check and see what size I'm wearing. I'm quite sure they have a tag in them. I don't think I could see it though. I'm pretty sure it's in the back."
"Excuse me?" I asked, more than a little startled.
"Oh. I'm sure such a handsome man as you is familiar with women's clothing. If you'd be a sweet man and just look at what size I have on."
"Uh. Um. Your suggesting that I what? Pull your dress up and look at your underwear?"
"I don't mind if you don't," she said with a crooked little grin, turning her body so her butt faced me before bending slightly at the waist to push her butt out at me.
"I'm really not sure how appropriate this is," I answered her.
"Oh now, we don't want to be a spoil sport. I mean you'd hate to have me complain to Sylvia that you weren't helpful now, would you?"
"Just between you and me, I don't think it much matters what you tell her."
"Ohhhhh. Now is that any way to be?" she asked as she straightened and turned to face me, still holding one of the little hangers in each hand. "But if you insist, here hold these," she said, holding the hangers out to me. I took one in each hand and then stood there and stared as she reached for the hem of the dress and slowly pulled it up over her hips until her powder blue panties were completely visible, as well as a significant amount of skin above the low cut elastic band. She turned away again, bending slightly so that the tiny triangle of the bikini panty and the significant amount of her bare ass pushed out at me. She looked back at me over her shoulder as she reached with both hands and pushed the sexy little silk looking panty half way down over her butt, almost to her thighs, pulling the elastic to stretch the material so that almost her entire ass was showing, and part of her clearly shaved pussy lips as well. "You know. I really can't see the tag. Would you see what it says for me? Pretty please?"
It was hard not to feel more than a little turned on at the sight in front of me, my cock hardening quickly in my slightly baggy workout pants. "Looks like a five," I answered after several seconds.
"Are you sure? You can look closer if you need to," she coaxed, bending even further, pushing more of her pussy out at me.
"Yeah. Definitely a five," I answered, wondering how I was going to hide the bulge in my pants with my hands occupied with underwear.
"Perfect," she said, standing up and turning to face me, giving me an opportunity to see her completely shaved mound and sexy looking pussy before she pulled her panties slowly back up again, hiding what she had just flashed me. She pulled the dress down slowly, smirking slightly at the bulge in my pants as she reached for the two pairs of panties. "I guess I need the five then," she said, hanging the hanger with the size 3 panties back on the rack and keeping the extremely tiny see-through size fives in her hand. She stepped past me, letting her hand drag across the front of my pant, her palm pressing against my uncomfortably bent hardon.
"I got the order here," her daughter said as her mom laid the pair of panties on the counter.
"Oh good! I think we should probably try em on and be sure they all fit. It'd be horrible to get to the cruise and find out then they didn't fit right. Can you show us to the changing rooms?" she asked me sweetly as she turned to face me as I walked up the aisle from behind her.
"Certainly. This way ma'am," I said, motioning to my right and moving off toward the three curtained changing rooms along the back wall.
"Tina!" she said sternly as I headed towards the dressing rooms with the two of them following. I stopped at the first changing room, pushed the curtain back for her and then stepped to the second and pushed the curtain open on that one as well. Inside each room was a full-length mirror nearly as wide as the three foot square cubicle and a simple padded bench on one wall. The only other item in the room was a small footstool.
"Here you go!" I said as cheerfully as I could, considering how uncomfortable I felt standing next to a rack of practically see-through negligees.
"Would you be a sweetheart and hold this for me?" she asked, handing me the box. I held the box while she opened the top and looked down inside. "Oh yes!" she said as she pulled out a little yellow bikini top, holding it up to admire it before turning and handing it to her daughter. "Perfect, don't you think?" she asked her before turning back to me. She dug into the box again and pulled out the very skimpy yellow string bikini bottom, the triangle of cloth looking like it wasn't anywhere near large enough to cover everything. She smiled and turned again, handing the bottom to her daughter. "Why don't you try this one on while I get one of mine?"
She turned back to me as her daughter walked into the first cubicle, looking almost like she was blushing as she closed the curtain. "Now this one is mine," she said, pulling out a white bikini top with tiny triangles covered with little blue specks that almost glinted in the shop lights. "Perfect don't you think?"
"Um. Sure," I agreed, thinking that there was absolutely no way that the tiny top could possibly cover much of, let alone hold what had to be her at least C cup breasts.
"You don't seem convinced," she said as she looked into the box again and pulled out a little bottom of the same color, but looking more like a pair of really sexy underwear rather than a swimsuit bottom meant to be worn in public.
"I suppose that if you think it is, then it is," I answered her, trying not to jinx the sale considering the number of items I could still see in the box.
"Well, that certainly doesn't sound resounding. Maybe if I try it on it'll convince you. Besides. I'm going on a cruise and if this doesn't look good on me I might need to look at something different."
"Yes ma'am," I answered as she moved to the changing room and stepped inside.
"Tina! Please!" she said sternly as she closed the curtain. I stood there holding the box, looking at the floor, seeing clothing slowly hitting the floor under the curtain of the daughter's changing room before seeing the snug fitting blue dress the mother was wearing fall to the floor. I quickly dug into the front of my pants to move my cock to a more comfortable position as a pair of powder blue lace panties fell to the floor around her ankles. She stepped out of the tiny bikini panties, kicking them aside and accidently, completely outside the little curtained changing room. "How clumsy of me. Can you hand those back in please?" she asked sweetly.
"What?"
"My panties. Would you be a dear and hand them back in for me?"
"Um. Yeah sure," I answered, bending down to pick them up. I stood up, my already hard dick suddenly feeling like an iron rod in my workout pants as I held them, the crotch of the tiny panties clearly a darker color. My body was suddenly reminding me that I hadn't had sex in almost two months as I held the panties in my hand. Her arm reached out of the curtained booth, causing a gap where the curtain met the wall, allowing me to see in. I did my best NOT to look but couldn't quite help but see a brief glimpse of her standing completely naked inside the booth as I placed the panties in her hand.
"Oh. Thank you. That was sweet of you," she said, pulling the hand back in, but not fixing the curtain. From where I stood I could see not only her back side, but also a clear view up and down her whole front in the mirror. Her breasts were easily C cup, maybe even a D, each one firm and rounded like a small melon half attached to her chest. Her areola were oblong, almost twice as high as they were wide, with a rock hard equally pink nipple protruding from the center of each areola. I reached down and readjusted myself in my pants as I looked down her body, seeing her completely shaved pussy mound in the mirror. As I watched she bent at the waist, pushing her ass out toward me, her pussy pushing from between her legs as she lifted first one leg and then the other to step into the tiny swimsuit bottom. She pulled the small strings up her legs and settled them on her body, leaving her ass completely naked except for the three tiny strings holding the triangle of material over her pussy lips. The swimsuit bottom sat so low on her that almost her entire pubic mound was exposed, the top of the small white triangle barely higher than the top of her pussy.
She stroked herself between her legs a few times before bending to pick up the top, her pussy pushing out at me again, this time covered in the tiny white material. Well mostly covered anyway. She tied the tiny top on around her and then twisted it around her body before pulling the triangles up to cover her nipples.
"So what do you think?" the daughter asked as she pushed the curtain apart and stepped out of the little booth, catching me staring into her mother's dressing room with my rock hard cock bulging out the front of my pants.
"Wow. I'd say that you look, well, spectacular!" I answered after several uncomfortable seconds.
"What do you think of your suit honey?" Tina asked her daughter as she pushed the curtain apart before stepping out to see her daughter, her hands going back to finish tying the string around her neck.
"I like it. It's a little skimpy, but not nearly as small as yours mom," she said.
"You like?" Tina asked, spinning slowly for her daughter, giving me a superb view as well, her body almost as naked as you could legally be.
"Let's just say that you're going to make an impression with that one," her daughter said softly. "I mean, our sales guy here was certainly checking you out while you were putting it on."
"He was, was he?" Tina answered, her eyes glued to the bulge in my workout pants before asking me, "Am I to assume that you find this particular outfit alluring?"
"That would be one way to put it," I agreed, trying not to think about how hard my cock was at that moment.
She stepped closer to me and in a rather husky whisper asked, "Is that big bulge for me? Does it make you want to fuck me? Or is it my daughter's sexy little body that has yours so excited?"
While her daughter clearly is a good looking young woman, she was most probably how her mother looked when she was about twenty years younger. But let's face it, the pussy flash she gave me in the underwear aisle is what got things started, only to be reinforced by the view of her completely naked body in the changing room. I doubted it was safe to admit that I'd seen anything through the gap in the curtain for fear of being labeled a sexual predator. A peeping tom. A disgusting pervert. While I was trying to decide what to say, if anything, she looked down into the box I was still holding and smiled. She reached into the box and pulled out a tiny pink wad of cloth and held it out for her daughter. "Why don't you try this one on? I think I might try the red one next."
"Um. You sure mom?" the daughter questioned, clearly blushing now as she moved to the entrance to the cubicle and paused there.



"Sure. You don't think it's too small, do you?"
"Maybe not for you, but for me?"
"Oh trust me. It'll be fine," Tina answered before turning to look down into the box again. She pulled out another tiny bikini, this one made of red cloth and strings. With a grin she reached down under the box and hooked a finger in the waistband of my pants, tugging me toward her as she backing up. "I think you like how I look. I think you're turned on by what you saw. Oh yeah. I know you saw. I could see you in the mirror. Don't worry. I'm not going to tell anyone. I mean how can I blame you for looking at me if I leave the curtain open on my own so you can help me?" she asked, letting go of me after pulling me right to the dressing room. "After all, I AM inviting you to help me. I suppose if your hands happen to touch me while you're helping me adjust the suit, I couldn't exactly complain about that either, now could I?" she asked as she dropped the red suit on the bench and then reached for the box I was holding. I let go of it as she gently pulled it, moving it to the bench as well.
"Now let's get this one off," she whispered, reaching for my hands and pulling them slowly up to her neck. "Gotta untie it first so we don't ruin it," she cooed softly as she pulled my hands up to the tie behind her neck. I gripped the ends of the string and let her pull my hands slowly down, untying the bow. I let go of one string and continued to pull the other, pulling the tie apart and the front of the suit down off her large round breasts. She smiled and then stepped closer to me, making sure she was inside my arms. "Why not get the bottom one too?"
"Okay," I answered nervously as I felt around her back for the tie, her hard nipples pressing against my chest. I felt her hands move to my hips and push down the elastic waistband of my workout pants, inching them down over my hips along with my shorts and boxers all together.
"That's it. Just take it all the way off," she whispered as she pushed my pants down further, my fingers having separated the strings and pulled the almost non-existent top from between us. I dropped the top on the bench with the rest of the items while her hands closed around my now bare cock. "Ohhhhhh. This is a VERY nice dick," she whispered. "Tell you what. I'll turn around and you can take the bottom of this suit off and when you stand up, if your really sexy dick just happens to rub on my pussy, well, accidents happen, right?"
"Uh huh," I answered, not really caring at the moment just who could see us in the open dressing cubicle. I knelt down as she turned around, bending at the waist to push her ass out at me while I slowly slid the little panty down her legs. One leg at a time she stepped out of the panty, setting her feet down considerably farther apart than they were moments before. I leaned toward her fully exposed pussy and gently kissed it, drawing a sigh from Tina. I pushed my tongue between her wet lips, stroking what I could reach of her, tasting the wetness of her arousal as I teased her pussy with my tongue. I reached one hand out between her legs to find one of her big firm tits, squeezing and kneading it while my other hand found her clit and started to draw slow circles with my thumb over it.
"Ohhhh damn," she moaned loudly as I teased her, her pussy growing wetter by the moment. I gave her pussy one more gentle kiss before standing up behind her, grasping my hard dick in my own hand and rubbing my engorged head between her wet lips. I spread her lips with my mushroom head and felt it engage into her tunnel entrance. I pressed forward, feeling her body resist my fat shaft before slowly spreading and allowing me to slip inside her. "Oh god yes. That's it. All the way in!" she moaned loudly as she reached out and put both hands on the mirror for balance. I could see all of her in the reflection, her tits hanging down, her rock hard nipples jutting down, practically crying to be fucked. I could see her spread legs and her shaved mound framed on either side by her hanging breasts. I pushed slowly into her, letting her body expand to accept me, finally stopping only when my hips pressed against her bare ass.
I started to slowly rock myself, sliding my cock in and out of her, her hips rocking in time with my strokes, causing incredible sensations all along my fat hard shaft. In and out I stroked, slowly at first and then faster as both our bodies responded to the sensations. My cock teased the length of her vaginal tunnel, bouncing against her cervix at one end of each stroke, my body pulling back until barely more than my head was still penetrating her at the other. If the sensations of her pussy on my cock weren't enough, I watched her tits swing in time with my strokes, her eyes closed and her mouth half open as she panted for breath. She was clearly enjoying this every bit as much as I was.
"Oh shit. I'm going to come. Fuck me baby. Fuck me harder! I wanna feel you slam it into me!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I started plunging hard and fast into her. Her tits swung wildly as my hips pounded against her bare ass.
Her moans grew louder with each passing moment. "Oh fuck yes. Oh god. Yes. Oh fuck." Seemed to be a never ending stream from her as her legs started to shake. I could feel her hips trembling as her body started to climax, my own moments from its own completion. "God I'm coming," she gasped.
"Me too," I grunted as my body jerked hard, jamming my cock hard into her, my dick spewing a huge load of cum into her. Time and again my body spasmed, pumping more cum into her pussy as we stood there, the two of us watching each other in the mirror as we panted for air.
"God damn," she finally said, pulling off of my cock and turning around to face me, my dick and her pussy dripping cum on the dress on the floor. "I guess I'm definitely keeping the white one," she said breathlessly as she looked me up and down. She reached out and pushed my t-shirt up and off over my head, leaving me in just my pants around my ankles. "Not damn bad looking either."
"I can say the same thing," I said as I worked to catch my breath after the unintended workout.
"Thank you."
"Are you two quite done?" the daughter asked from where she was leaning against the doorway of the changing room, her body now almost encased in a pink bikini almost as small as the one I'd just taken off her mother.
"Oh for now sweetie," her mother answered breathlessly. "That looks really nice!"
"I think it's a bit too little for me," she said as her mother reached out for her hand and drew her into the changing room with us, pulling her hands apart so her arms were no longer crossed over her chest. Her nipples poked the pink material out significantly and I could just make out the very edges of her areola peeking out each side of the narrow triangles covering her nipples. "I feel like my tits are going to pop right out!"
"Really? They don't look like it," her mother answered with a slightly furrowed brow.
"Mom!" her daughter said with a frown, wiggling her chest and indeed making her tits move in the top enough to expose both nipples, which she quickly covered up with her hands.
"Well, the idea is to have as little covering as possible so you get as much tanned as possible, but if you're not comfortable with a top that small," Tina said, stepping between us. I could see in the mirror her reach behind her daughter and untie the top and pull it off from under her hands. She stepped back, leaving her daughter standing with the pink bikini bottom barely big enough to cover her pussy, and her hands over her breasts. "Why don't you go with Roger? It was Roger wasn't it?" she asked looking toward me.
"Edward." I answered.
"Edward. Why don't you go with Edward and find a top that's more comfortable?"
"Mother! HE'S NAKED!"
"Well, so are you, practically!" Tina answered her daughter. "Now go!" she said, giving her a gentle smack on her bare ass cheek.
I bent over to pull my pants up. I was nearly half way up my legs when Tina squatted down in front of me and stopped me. "Why don't you leave these off?" she said with a grin, pulling my pants from my hands and back down. "After all, I still have more things to try on." I allowed her to pull my pants off my feet, leaving me naked except for my running shoes and socks. "Much better," she said as she stood up and reached for my cock. She stroked it several times before letting go of me. "Now go help my daughter find a good top."
"You know. This is totally inappropriate," I said as I turned to walk out.
"Which part, fucking a customer? Running around the store naked? Or fucking a customer's daughter?"
"I haven't fucked your daughter," I said in surprise.
"Not yet," she said with a grin. "Go help her look."
I walked down the aisle and around the end of the rack where her daughter was looking at tops, her breasts now completely exposed as she flipped through the hangers. "OH!" she said, quickly wrapping an arm around her chest to hide her tits again.
"Your mom seems to think you need help."
"My mom thinks I need to get screwed," she said with a frown.
"Just between us, your chest looks really nice, so if you wanna not cover it, I'm not complaining."
"Yeah. I can tell."
"Huh?" I asked. She nodded downward and I looked down and could see my dick sticking out somewhat, starting to harden again. "Oh. Sorry."
With a frown she pulled her arm away, allowing me to see her whole chest, the only thing she had on at all was the tiny pink bikini bottom that covered only her pussy and left most of her pubic mound and her entire ass completely bare.
"So why does your mother think you need to have sex?" I asked as she looked through the tops, her tits wiggling slightly with each move she made.
"Cuz of my ex."
"You're ex? Like Ex-boyfriend?"
"Uh uh. Ex-husband. That's what this cruise is all about. Trying to convince me that I'm still desirable or some such shit."
"I see. You are a bit bashful about your body," I said quietly.
"A bit," she said.
"I guess there's nothing wrong with a woman wanting to not show everything off."
"Not if you listen to my mother. She can be such a slut sometimes."
"Bet that's hard on your dad."
She laughed for a minute. "My dad no. Her husband, maybe. I haven't had a dad in a long damn time. He didn't want anything to do with either of us once I was a few years old. Her husband isn't anything like a dad to me. Is it hard on him with her being a slut? Maybe. But you wouldn't know it by how often he's off banging some cute little thing."
"He plays around?"
"Plays around? That's a laugh. We had a party at the house last summer. He invited a number of people from work. At some point he convinced one of the younger guys' wives to climb onto his shoulders and it turned into a game of jockey or something like that. One of them accidently lost a top, or so they said, and then almost all of them ended up topless. In the end, almost all the young ladies were stripped of their suits and were riding their horses backwards so that their pussies were in their faces. Don't know whose idea that was, but I could guess. I know he fucked at least one or two of them before the day was out."
"Where was your mother?" I asked as she pulled a little marbled color halter style top off the rack.
"She was on one of the lounge chairs, butt naked, with one cock in her pussy and another in her mouth."
"The husbands of the two wives?"
"From what I could tell. She was keeping them busy while her husband kept their wives busy."
"Sounds kind of wild," I answered, easily picturing Tina on all fours on a chair getting pumped from behind while she had some other guys' dick in her mouth.
"So your ex? I take it he was a problem?" I asked as she tried the top on, turning her back to me so I could tie the strap around her neck.
"Yeah," she said as she backed up a half step to better balance, my dick pressing between her ass cheeks. "He couldn't keep his hands off my mom or his dick out of her pussy."
"Oh."
"Uh huh. So somehow she seems to think that getting me laid is going to fix that," she said as she bent to take off the tiny pink bottom, exposing her shaved pussy. She turned and handed me the pink bikini.
"So, you wanna just fuck and get it over with?" she asked bluntly.
"Huh?"
"I didn't think I'd have to ask twice. You wanna fuck?"
"Um. I don't know that it's appropriate."
"Of course it's NOT fucking appropriate," she said, reaching out for my hand. She pulled me down toward the floor, pushing me down and back until I was laying on my back. "This is the only thing that's gonna get mom off my back."
"Don't you think you should WANT to?"
"Who said I didn't? Your cock is pretty nice," she said as she squatted over me, reaching between her legs for my cock and pointing it upward. "Ohhhhhhhhhh," she moaned as she lowered herself down on me, not even taking the time to wet my head with her juices. She just lined my engorged mushroom head with her pussy and settled down on it. "Jeeeeeesus," she moaned as she started to lift and lower herself, holding herself up on her high heels, her legs and knees spread wide. I reached up and undid the top and pulled it off, leaving her naked, her sexy tits wiggling and swinging in time with her strokes up and down my shaft. Her bare ass slapped against my thighs rhythmically as I reached up and grabbed her tits, cupping them and gently squeezing each creamy orb. "Mmmmmmmm nice," she cooed as she bounced her ass on me with a gentle slap, slap, slap.
"Damn," I groaned softly as her pussy caressed and teased my cock with each stroke. Her body quickly had a soft sheen of perspiration, making her almost glow as she pumped her ass up and down, driving on and off my cock.
"I think I'm going to come," she gasped as she worked my dick.
"That's a problem?"
"It's a surprise," she moaned. "Husband never made it feel like this."
"Oh."
"You gonna come too?"
"You keep doing what you're doing."
"That good?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned as she pumped her ass up and down a little faster.
"Oh shit. Oh shit. Here it comes. OH SHIT!" she cried loudly as her body started to tremble and shudder. Her pussy squirted juice out onto my chest and pelvis as she held herself on me, my cock about half a dozen strokes from coming with her. "Ooooooooooooh SHIT!" she gasped as she sat on me, trembling and shaking.
"Well. That seemed like it was worth the effort," Tina said from where she stood after stepping around the end of the rack, still completely naked. "Tell me you're still hard?"
"Yeah," I answered breathlessly. "But not for long."
"Awwwwww. I thought maybe you'd want to let me ride a little."
"Oh mother," her daughter said, rolling off and laying back on the floor next to me, her feet pointed toward my head, her knees in the air and spread so that I could easily see her gaping pussy.
Tina stepped over me and squatted over my face. "Why don't you warm this up first?" she asked as she lowered her pussy to my face. She reached between her legs and spread her pussy for me, showing me her pink inner portions, practically begging me to lick her now exposed clit. I couldn't refuse an offer like that. I reached up and pulled her hips down a little farther, licking up her lips and across her hard clit, bringing a shiver to her body. "Ohhhhhhh. Damn, damn damn!" she moaned loudly. "Just keep doing that. Just keep doing that," she moaned softly, as I licked up her sweet juices and teased her clit. "That's it baby. That's exactly what I need."
"No. I think what you need is down a little farther," I said as I pulled my face from her pussy.
"Yeah. I think so too." She grinned down at me. She pushed herself up and stepped back farther, squatting down over my dick like her daughter had so recently done. She grasped my dick and aimed it at her pussy as she lowered herself down, slowly feeding me into her hot wet tunnel. "Ohhh god yes," she moaned as she pushed down on me until her bare ass pressed on my thighs.
"Ohhh fuck," I groaned as my overly excited dick sent messages of extreme bliss to the rest of my body. Up and down she started to slide, pumping herself up and down my shaft in long slow strokes, her chest heaving and her tits swinging slightly with each stroke.
"Oh god this feels good," she moaned softly.
"Uh huh," I agreed with a grunt as my body pushed quickly back to where her daughter had me before she climaxed, my cock screaming that it was going to come any moment. "Not sure I can hold back much longer."
"So don't," she panted. "Not going to hurt my feelings if you come first. Just says I'm doing a good job."
"Oh fuck. Here it comes then," I groaned, feeling my cock swell even larger inside her as my body inched toward release.
"OH FUCK!" I heard her cry as my body bucked hard up into her as I spasmed hard. I felt a surge of cum lance up into her pussy as she jammed herself down on me, pushing back against my arching body to drive my ass down to the floor as her body started to shudder and shake. I lay below her quivering body jerking and spasming, pumping shot after shot of cum unto her pussy as she let her body lower down on top of me, her tits and hard nipples pressing into my chest. I let my hands move to her ass, squeezing and kneading it as we climaxed together. "You know, for a quickie, you're a damn good fuck. I wonder how you are when there's time to really play?"
"Really play?"
"Yeah. You know. Like for a whole day with lots of fucking and sucking and licking and touching? I bet you're a lot of fun naked in a pool."
"Dunno. Never been naked in a pool," I answered her as she gently stroked my hair.
"I can fix that, if you want," she said with a grin.
"I bet you can. But I think we better get dressed before we get caught."
"Oh? Afraid Sylvia will fire you? Or worse, wanna fuck you too?"
"Neither. Just not sure she'd appreciate how her store is being used. Not to mention what would happen if another customer came in."
"I'm not worried about it," she said with a giggle. "Though it is getting time to go home and start cooking some dinner." She sighed and then pushed herself up, pulling off my softened cock. She held a hand out for me and pulled me up and then held one out for her daughter. "Was he worth it?"
"Like you said, for a quickie, he's a pretty good fuck. Might be fun to have him over some time for a little longer play session."
"My thoughts exactly!" Tina said as she turned and walked toward the changing rooms. I collected up the swimsuits laying on the floor and carried them to the changing rooms to get my own clothes. "Oh damn!" Tina swore quietly as she stood holding her dress. "I can't wear this!"
"What's wrong?" I asked with concern.
"There's a huge wet spot on it that smells of cum," she said, holding it out for me to look at.
"Well, maybe you can find something on the rack to wear?" I asked hopefully, not quite sure what else to suggest. "Or wear one of the swimsuits home."
"I think I know the perfect thing," she said with a smile, walking away still naked. She came back a few moments later with a light green silk kimono style robe. She put it on, the bottom barely long enough to cover her round firm ass cheeks. "Should I wear just this or wear underwear?" she asked, looking at me for an answer.
"It's your choice, but I'm willing to bet you're going to go naked under it," I answered.
"See, we just met and you already know me. That's exactly what I'm going to do!"
Tina's daughter was dressed and carried the suits and her mother's cum covered dress to the counter while her mother took a few moments to kiss me in a long wet sensual kiss. "Why don't you stay naked while we check out? I'm not ready to stop playing with this yet," she cooed, toying with my mostly soft cock.



"I could I suppose."
"Trust me, it'll be worth it," she giggled.
I picked up my clothes and walked to the register, and behind the counter. It took a few minutes to ring all the swimsuits, the pair of panties and the robe up. The total bill was nearly eight hundred dollars, which didn't seem to faze her at all. "You know," she said as she swiped her card. "Next time I have to buy lingerie, I'm going to ask Sylvia to make sure you're here."
"I doubt she'll agree to that."
"Oh? You think you know your ex-wife that well? I'm willing to bet that given the right enticement, she'll not only have you here, but she'll stay and play!"
"Now THAT I doubt," I said, shaking my head. The very thought of my ex-wife having a bisexual encounter, let alone with me, was just beyond reason.
Sher just smiled. "After we get back, we'll have another party at the house. I think you should come," she said before leaning over the counter toward me. "I'm sure my daughter will enjoy having you there."
"Tina. How would it look to your husband?"
"Trust me. He won't care. Not as long as there are enough sexy young things to collect his attention," she answered. "So, how do I get hold of you?"
"Really, I don't think me coming to one of your parties is a good idea."
"Nonsense," she said with a frown. "But if you won't tell me, then I'll get your number from Sylvia."
"Fine," I said, writing down my cell number on her receipt. "There you go. But I'm not saying I'll come."
"I bet you will," she said with a giggle before picking up her packages and heading for the door. I watched her walk out, the wind blowing the bottom of the sexy little robe up and momentarily completely exposing her to anyone who might be walking or driving by.
I shook my head and pulled my clothes back on. Sylvia showed up only a few minutes later. "Hey. How'd it go?"
"Just fine. One customer came in and picked up her order, plus a few things."
"Oh?" she asked, stepping around the counter to look at the receipt log. "Damn! I need to let you sell things more often!" she said as she looked at the amount on the log.
"Yeah. Well. Anyway. I'm going to head home," I said getting up. Sylvia reached out for my arms and held them for a second while she leaned toward me and kissed my cheek. She pulled her face back and looked at me with an unusual look. "What?"
"You smell like pussy!" she said with a furrowed brow.
"Oh. Well. No big deal," I answered evasively as I stepped back. I turned and walked around the counter and headed to the door. "See you later!" I called over my shoulder as I walked out into the late afternoon.
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"I have to pee," Rose said quietly.
"Seriously?" I asked my best friend's 20-year-old daughter. We'd been sitting in the blind since dawn and seen several nice hens walk through our artificial flock of decoys in the last three hours, but to our disappointment no gobblers yet. We knew there were at least two close by, but they hadn't come in because of the real hens. Why go to a hen if the hen will come to you?
"Yeah," she said, biting her lower lip.
"Well. If you go outside the blind, we can give up on any birds today. In here we're masked and they can't see us, but out there it's a totally different story. If you spook one of those hens, they all go."
"So what should I do? I can't hold it a whole lot longer."
"Hold it?"
"Not gonna happen," she said with a frown.
"Okay," I answered, looking around the blind floor. I quickly spotted what I wanted, an empty twenty ounce soda bottle. I picked it up and dug out my knife, quickly cutting the top off. "Here. You can pee in this and we'll pour it outside."
"Pee in this? Really?" she asked, looking at me like I had three heads.
"Unless you have another idea," I said, beginning to regret bringing her out. I'd have thought Don would have taken his daughter years ago, but even now he was reluctant to take her and quickly jumped in to encourage me to take her when she asked me two weeks ago. She didn't ask her dad, but asked me, telling me that her dad just didn't have the patience I did, like when I was teaching her how to fish.
I reluctantly agreed, knowing that she didn't really have all the camo clothing to stalk, so I set us up for a stationary hunt. It was mid-morning and the sun beating on the two man blind was making it like an oven. She'd long since peeled off the sweat pants she'd worn to ward off the morning chill and was sitting in shorts and a light weight long sleeve camo shirt I'd loaned her. I'd ditched all I could as well, and was down to just my light weight camo pants and long sleeved shirt.
"Okay, so I'm going to have to take my pants off to do this. Especially with as little room as there is."
"Okay. I guess I can close my eyes."
"Come on mister S. You want me to believe that you're not going to look, with me half naked in front of you?"
"I won't. I promise."
"Mister S. I've seen you look at me in a bikini. I'm not sure I really believe you're NOT going to look."
"If I say I won't, then I won't," I answered.
We sat in silence for several minutes. "Okay. I have to go and I don't care if you look or not," she said as she stood up, half bent over in the tight confines. I closed my eyes as she started to push down her shorts and did my level best to NOT peek at her while she was going. I heard the sound of water flowing and knew she was peeing in the cut off bottle. "So what do I do with it now?" I heard her ask.
"Just dump it outside from under the edge of the blind." I said, keeping my eyes closed. I could hear her pour it out and then the rustle of fabric which I assumed was her getting dressed again.
"Okay you can open your eyes now."
"OH SHIT! ROSE!" I said in shock as I looked at her, wearing nothing but her shoes as she squatted in front of me, her shaved mound and teen age looking pussy as exposed as her bare tits and rock hard nipples. Her breasts were probably a modest C cup, looking soft and inviting, her pink round areola at least a full third of the front of each breast. Her nipples were nearly as big around as my pinky, sticking out nearly as far.
"Your turn," she said, ignoring my shock at her nudity.
"I didn't say I had to pee," I protested, not sure what to do or say.
"No. But it's only fair, right? I mean you've been looking at me, don't you think I should get to see you back?" she said as she stayed squatted in front of me, one knee on each side of my legs. She reached into my lap with her free hand and rubbed her palm against my inexplicably hard cock through my hunting pants. "Besides, I'd kinda like to see it when it's hard like this."
"Shit Rose! How is this anywhere even close to appropriate?"
"Hey. Come on Mister S. I mean it IS fair, isn't it? You get to see me, I get to see you?"
"Rose! What are you thinking?"
"I'm thinking that you wouldn't want me to tell my dad that you were staring at me naked out here, or Missus S, would you?"
"First off, I'm not staring, and second, I didn't have anything to do with you being undressed!"
"Mister S? Seriously? Who's gonna believe that? I mean here I am, naked, and you're saying you're not staring at my cunt?"
"What is it with kids and dirty mouths these days?" I said, hoping to change the topic and damn fast.
"What's wrong with cunt?"
"Vagina, pussy, but not cunt. Cunt is dirty!"
"Doesn't matter what I call it. You're still staring at it. I just think I should get the same chance."
"Same chance as what?"
"To see you."
"What?"
"To see your dick, cock, prick, whatever you want to call it."
"Jesus you can't be serious!"
"I am!" she said as she rubbed her hand on my groin again. "I mean it's only fair that I should get to see your hardon, since it's making my pussy so wet thinking about it."
"Shit Rose! Put your damn clothes back on!" I swore as I pulled her hand from my lap.
"No. Not until you return the favor."
"Return the favor? Like get naked? You gotta be kidding!" I answered, practically in shock.
"Yeah. I mean why not? You lived through the sixties. You know, free love and all that stuff, right?"
"Rose. I was a KID when the sixties were going on. I wasn't part of the sexual revolution!"
"Well, today kids my age are a lot less uptight about sex and nudity and that kind of thing. So for me, yeah, turnabout is fair play."
"God Rose. I'm more than twice your age. Why the hell would you even WANT to see me naked?"
"Well, this for one," she said, reaching her hand into my lap again and rubbing the bulge there. "I've seen how hard you get in your swim suit when I'm wearing a bikini. I mean you try and hide it, but I can see it. I know you have the hots for me."
"I DON'T have the hots for you!"
"Oh Mister S. You don't fool me. I KNOW you have the hots for my body. I mean come on, how could you not. Nice young pussy, firm boobies. How could you NOT wanna touch it?" she said, moving her hand from my lap where I'd tried to push her hand away, instead pulling my hand with hers to press my palm against her bare breast. "Doesn't that feel nice? Soft and smooth. Can you feel how hard my nipple is? I bet you'd like to touch my pussy too, wouldn't you?"
"ROSE!" I protested as she rolled herself to her knees, lifting her body higher in front of me. She pushed my knees apart with one hand and leaned in closer to me between them, pulling my hand down from her tit to her crotch at the same time.
She pushed my hand between her legs, my fingers feeling her hot wet pussy until she had it far enough between her legs to press my palm up against her pussy. "Oh yeah. Feel how hot and wet I am? God, I'm sooooo fuckng horny right now."
"Rose. This isn't right."
"Oh come on Mister S. You know you've wanted to see me naked. Well, here I am. All I want in return is the same thing. That's not too much to ask is it?"
"I still don't understand why you'd even want to see an old fart like me naked. I mean don't you have younger guys you wanna see?"
"I've seen younger guys. I wanna see you. I wanna see what always makes that bulge. You know, I'll tell you a secret," she said before dropping to a whisper. "I always wear the tiniest bikini my dad will let me when I know you're gonna be around."
"Rose! Why? I'm more than twice your age!"
"So? Come on Mister S. I mean, who's gonna know, right? We're out here in the woods. No one to see, no one to hear except some turkeys. Come on. Do it for me."
"Geez Rose," I said, pulling my hand from her pussy after she let go of my wrist. Her hands moved to my shirt and started unbuttoning it.
"I know you're hot, so why not get comfortable?" she said as she undid the last button at the top. She pushed the shoulders of the shirt off and tried to pull it down my arms until I finally gave in and allowed her to pull the shirt over my head and off both arms. "There. That's a start," she said as she stood up, bending over me, her tits practically in my face as she pulled on my camo t-shirt. "Help me out here, unless of course you LIKE having my tits in your face."
"Can't say I don't," I mumbled, leaning forward slightly to let her pull my shirt up my body. She leaned toward me a little farther, her firm little C cup boob pressing against my face as she eased my shirt up my back. She leaned away to pull my shirt up over my head, pulling her chest away from my face.
"Somebody liked that," she said with a grin as she dropped the shirt. "Help me with your pants and I'll see if maybe we can do a little more of that."
"Rose. This is a bad idea," I said quietly, reaching for and holding her hands. "What if someone comes?"
"If they do, we'll just say we were going to the bathroom. I mean it's the truth right?"
"Rose, there isn't anything that I could say that would convince ANYONE that what we're doing in here isn't inappropriate."
"Well in that case, we might as well be inappropriate!" she said, easing her hands out of my grip and moving back to undo my pants. "Tell you what. It's kinda tight in here. How about I kneel down and you can stand up as much as you can and I'll pull em down, okay?"
"You're sure about this?"
"One hundred percent. Besides, I'm not getting dressed until you take yours off, so you might as well," she said with a grin, kneeling down in front of me. With a sigh of resignation, I pushed myself up from the chair and stood bent over the ceiling of the blind well shorter than either of us are. I mean I felt like she kinda had me over a barrel. I could take my pants off and let her see my dick or we could sit out here the rest of the morning naked, and then what? "Oh damn," she said quietly as she pulled my pants and briefs down, my hard cock nearly slapping her in the face as it popped free of its bent over positon in my pants. She pulled my pants all the way to the tops of my boots and then let go, reaching for my dick with both of her hands.
"Hey!" I hissed as I sat back down, reaching for her hands again. "You said look, remember?"
"Yeah, but damn. I mean Mister S. It's so fucking big."
"It's not that big."
"Yeah it is. It has to be at least, what eight or nine inches? It's enough that both hands won't cover it."
"What. You've never seen one this big? Seriously?"
"Seriously," she said as she stared at my dick in her hands. "But hey. I'm forgetting myself. I promised you something if you helped," she said as she stood back up. She leaned over me, using one hand on the back of my hunting chair to hold herself bent over as she stood between my legs, her titties hanging down in front of my face. "Feel free to touch or lick or whatever you want," she whispered as she reached down into my lap with her free hand to wrap it around my dick.
It was against all my better judgment, but then we were way past that point anyway with both of us naked. I reached up with both hands and cupped her breasts, gently squeezing them and kneading them. I leaned my head back a little and coaxed her farther over me, squeezing one of her breasts to push her nipple out toward me, opening my mouth and drawing the whole front into my mouth.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I swirled my tongue around her rigid nipple, teasing the sides of it and her puckered areola at the same time. Her hand stroked slowly up and down my shaft, her palm sliding over my head with each stroke, pushing my level of excitement higher by the second. "God I love how you do that," she cooed softly.
"UH huh," I answered in a grunt as I released one tit with my hand and reached back down between her legs, this time teasing my fingers not only across, but between her wet lips. I stroked back and forth in time with her strokes of my cock, dipping my finger into her damn tight tunnel entrance at the back of each stroke and rubbing across her hard little clit at the other end of the stroke.
"You trying to make me come? Because you're gonna," she moaned as I pushed my finger slightly deeper into her hot wetness.
"I could," I answered quietly. "About as easy as you could make me come right now."
"I want to feel you inside me," she moaned, straightening up suddenly, pulling her nipple from my mouth. She stepped back and then back forward again, this time with her legs on the outside of mine. I knew what was coming next, but my brain was too clouded with desire to stop her as she moved closer, still holding my cock in one hand. She spread her legs slightly and pointed my engorged mushroom head toward her pussy as she lowered herself down. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned as she rubbed my head between her lips and then settled some of her weight down on it. I could feel my head engage into the entrance to her depths, her body pressing down on me as it tried to expand to accept my substantial girth. "Oh fuck yes!" she moaned as the pressure on my dick suddenly changed, my head slipping inside of her and penetrating up into her a couple inches. She started slowly lifting and lowering herself, my hands almost automatically moving to her soft round tits, her strokes slowly working more and more of me into herself.
"Oh my god you're tight," I groaned as she worked me into herself far enough that her bare ass touched my thighs. "But sweetie you're gonna make me come if you keep doing that."
"That's the idea, isn't it?" she asked breathlessly as she held my shoulders for balance and lifted and dropped herself on my shaft.
"Yeah, but we shouldn't," I groaned, trying to hold back the inevitable. "You should get off now."
"I don't think so," she moaned just before my body jerked hard, jamming my cock up into her. "FUCK!" she gasped as my spasm nearly lifted her off her feet, a powerful surge of cum pushing up into her. "Oh yeah. That's it. Cum for me." She panted as my dick emptied inside her, my body spasming time after time. "You can't tell me you never dreamed of doing that."
"Okay. I did a few times." I panted as I sat there trying to catch my breath after the powerful climax.
"Well, you'll get to again, because I'm not nearly done."
"Yeah, well I don't think my dick is going to be useable for a while."
"I bet it will be," she said with a grin. She pushed up off of me, pulling off my softening dick. She stepped back and pushed my legs apart, kneeling down again between them. With a grin, she leaned her face down toward my dick and engulfed it in her hot mouth.
"You really wanna do that? I mean after I came in you and all?"
"If I have my way, you'll come in me again," she said with a giggle before putting my softened dick back in her mouth. She licked and sucked and slurped on my dick until it was once again growing hard. "That's it," she said, lifting her face off my now mostly hard dick and moving closer to me to tease my head around her hard nipples. "You like this? You like seeing your dick teasing my nipples? Remember the cookout last summer? The one where I had on that little black bikini top and those really tiny shorts? I bet you'd have loved to take my top off and do this then. You were so hard. Did you notice I didn't have any underwear on? I tried to flash you my pussy when no one was watching."
"Ohhhhh," I groaned, remembering the view of her bending over one time far enough that the crotch of her shorts pulled between her lips, giving me a brief view of her pussy before she straightened.
"You do remember. If you'd have come into the house at the right time you'd have seen a lot more. I could have pulled my shorts down and let you really see me, not just little peeks," she said as she stood up again. She bent herself awkwardly in the low ceiling blind, spreading her pussy lips to show her pink inner depths. "You could have seen me do this," she said softly, sliding one hand between her legs and curling two fingers into her own pussy. "Wanna put your dick here again? Wanna let me ride your sexy cock and make you come again?"
"Oh damn," was all I could answer. It seemed to be enough of an answer for her. She moved across my legs again, straddling me. With a grin, she reached down to guide my now hard dick into her pussy as she sat down on me.
"Ohhhh Yeah. That's it!" she moaned softly as my saliva covered cock slipped easily into her hot wet depths. She slowly lowered herself down my shaft, letting her body expand to take me in until her bare ass cheeks were resting on my thighs. "God I wanna come sooooo bad!" she moaned as she started to slide up and down my shaft.
I reached my right hand up to her left tit, cupping and squeezing it while I reached to her pussy with my left. I held my hand so each slide down my shaft trapped her hard little clit between my shaft and fingers. She gasped at the sudden change in sensations and moaned her appreciation. "Oh fuck me."
"I think we are," I whispered back before leaning my head forward to capture her free tit in my mouth. I drew the whole front of her sexy little tit into my mouth, stroking her nipple and areola with my tongue.
"Oh fuck oh fuck," she moaned over and over as she bounced herself faster on my shaft. With each stroke she rolled her hips, pressing her clit harder into my dick and fingers. "Oh fuck! Gonna come!" she gasped after several minutes of this attention. I increased my attention to her nipples, nibbling on the one in my mouth and squeezing the other between my finger and thumb. "OH FUCK!" she practically screamed as she jammed her pulsating pussy down my shaft, her body dissolving into shudders and trembles. I stroked her clit with my finger, pushing her climax even farther up the slope. Her body shook uncontrollably on my lap, gushes of her girl cum pushing out around my dick and finger to leak down around my thighs and into the chair. "Oh fuck! Stop. Stop!" she gasped after almost a minute, reaching down to pull my fingers away from her pussy.
I released her breasts and moved both hands to her hips and rest them there while she sat astride me, gasping for air. "Fuck you can make a girl come!" she finally got out.
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh hell yeah, just give me a minute and I'll return the favor!"
"You don't have to."
"The hell I don't!" she said with a grin.
"I was surprised how much you came."
"Only when it's a REALLY good one!"
"Well. It does leave a little problem."
"You mean you smell like pussy? I was thinking about that. You know there's that little creek we crossed coming in. I bet we could wash off in that."
"You mean out there, naked?"
"You mean you don't want to see me naked anymore?"
"I didn't say that, but hell, anyone could see us."
"Like who? Everyone else is up by the far field. I haven't heard any gobbles, so why would anyone come down here?"
"Bad idea," I said shaking my head.
"Worse than sticking your hard dick in me? Which by the way is still hard," she said as she wiggled herself on my shaft as if she really needed to remind me that I was still hard and wouldn't at all mind coming again.
"More likely to be caught."
"More risk more fun!" she answered. "Come on Mister S! I dare ya. I double dare ya!"
"You like taking risks, don't you?"
"It makes the sex soooo much hotter if there's a little risk."
"Like having sex with me here."
"Sorta kinda! How about it. Take me to the creek and you can fuck me more!"
"I can fuck you more here."
"Yeah. But wouldn't it be more fun out there?"
"More dangerous. We're not the only ones that hunt, and we ARE close to the property boundary."
"Really? So someone could catch us?"



"Hell yeah! Quite a few someone's actually."
"Cool! That makes it even more exciting!" she said, wiggling on my hard cock again.
"You WANT to get caught?"
"NO. Of course not. But isn't the chance of getting caught kinda hot? I mean you could be banging away and someone could be watching us. I bet he'd have to pull his cock out and play with it while he watched us."
"I don't think getting caught would be nearly as much fun as you think. Especially for me. I'd have to worry for years and years that it'd accidentally come out in conversation with my wife around. No. Getting caught having sex with you is NOT something I want to do."
"Oh come on. We can rinse off in the creek and then I'll just bend over like I did that day flashing you, but instead of showing my pussy you can fuck it."
"Or we can stay right here and finish fucking."
"Maybe," she said, going back to sliding up and down my shaft, only this time agonizingly slowly. Up and down she moved, her hot tight pussy caressing my dick in all the right places, but not nearly quick enough to finish me off. "That feel good?"
"Oh yeah."
"Makes you wanna come, doesn't it?"
"Fuck yes."
"Too bad you can't. I can do this all day. Can you take it all day?"
"Probably not."
"Then why not go someplace where we can. I mean you need to clean up before you go in one way or another, why not do it naked in the creek with me?"
"So you're gonna tease me like this the rest of the morning unless I take you to the creek?"
"Pretty much," she said as she stopped stroking me. "So how about it?"
"Fine. Let's get dressed then."
"Uh uh. We go naked. It's not far. You said so yourself."
"Jesus. How much worse can this get?"
"Worse? More fun you mean. If we're already naked we can just stop in the middle of the trail and I can bend over and you can give me a few strokes, just to keep your sexy Dick hard!"
"Uh huh. And be at risk of getting caught even more?"
"I've never heard a guy complain more about getting free sex."
"You've never been fucking a married man either."
"True," she said wiggling her ass on my lap again. "Ready?"
I frowned and hoped I wouldn't regret this. "Fine."
She climbed off my lap and knelt down in front of me, untying my boots and working my pants off before slipping my boots back on. "There!"
"Okay." I sighed. I didn't really think we'd get caught. I mean we are close to the property line with the Dickens place. But they have over 300 acres. So the chances of any of them being out hunting this far north on their place was pretty slim. Everyone else on our place was well north or west of us, so walking the trail along the fence line to the creek crossing probably wasn't as dangerous as I'd made it sound. At least that's what I was telling myself as I climbed naked from the blind. Rose climbed out behind me into the morning sun, the sight of her wiggling tits and tight young body more than enough to keep my dick hard as a rock.
We started along the trail with less than a hundred yards to cover, Rose holding my hand and bouncing and wiggling to intentionally make her sexy breasts sway and bounce.
We'd only covered about a third of the way when she let go of my hand, dashed to a large tree and bent over, pushing her ass out at me. "Come and get some!" she called with a grin, wiggling her ass at me.
I walked over to her, bending my knees slightly to get my dick low enough and then guided it to her wet lips. "Ohhhh fuck," I groaned as I slowly pushed into her, her tight pussy more easily accepting my girth this way.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she answered with a moan as I started to stroke in and out of her, my hips slapping against her bare ass. "You get so deep in me this way. It feels like your cock is pushing all the way to my belly!"
"Does feel pretty nice," I grunted back. We stood there for at least a full minute before she abruptly pulled off my cock and straightened up. "Don't want to spoil all the fun in one go, do we?"
I frowned as she started down the trail again, wiggling her ass at me intentionally. We started down the small hill and I could see the little creek in the bottom. I was just about to conclude that she was going to head straight down when she stopped in the middle of the trail and bent over, her feet spread apart as she reached for her own ankles. It was of course an invitation I wasn't going to turn down. I stepped behind her and slipped my cock into her, grabbing her hips to keep from knocking her over as I started plunging into her again. In and out I slid, driving my cock forcefully into her over and over as my body started to warn me of my approaching climax.
"Not yet," she said, once again abruptly pulling off of me.
"You know, a guy could get a complex with you doing that."
"Not if he knows he's getting the rest of it in a few minutes. Just think how big it's gonna be when you do come. And it'll be all for me. Filling up my hot young pussy? Oh yeah. Gonna be sooooo fucking good!"
"If you say so," I answered, following her down to the stream. It only took her seconds to take her shoes off and wade into the calf deep water near the old log that laid across it for a bridge.
"Come on. Take your boots off and come on in!" she cried to me, reaching down to splash water my direction, her tits hanging down and swinging a surprising amount as she was bent over. I was still bent over myself, untying my boots as she walked out of the stream and to me, reaching around me from behind to grab my hardon. She stood with her body pressed to my ass, slowly stroking my shaft. "You want me? Tell me you wanna fuck me. Tell me you wanna pump my little cunt full of your cum. Tell me how bad you wanna fuck this young little pussy!"
"Oh yeah, I'm more than ready for that," I said as I straightened up and pulled my boots off with my feet.
"Then come get me!" she said as she scampered back into the water. She waited for me to pull off my socks and follow her in, splashing water playfully at me and dodging amount in a clear game of catch me I'd you can. She's splash at me and then dart just out of reach before bending over and doing it again. It took several attempts to catch her before I got close enough to get an arm around her waist and pull her against me.
"Now you got me, you have to fuck me!" she giggled, reaching down between her legs for my hard cock trapped between us. It only took her a few moments to work my dick into her pussy, moaning softly as I slid deep into her, still holding her nude body against my chest. I turned us, her feet not even touching the stream bottom, moving us to face the log bridge. It didn't take much coaxing to get her to bend over.
I stood behind her, ramming my cock into her over and over, her whole body shaking with each impact against her bare ass. In and out I stroked, my climax racing forward at full speed. Before I was ready it burst forth, causing my body to spasm and jam hard into her pussy. I felt the surge of cum travel up my shaft and spurt forcefully into her depths.
"YES!" she cried, her own body jerking and shuddering as her own climax washed over her. I stood behind her for at least two full minutes, my cock flowing cum into her even as I started to soften. I disappointingly slipped from her pussy far too soon, moving to sit on the log next to where she was still bent over. She turned herself and sat sideways on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her tits into my face. "You can suck on em more is you want. They're so sensitive after I've come."
I slid a hand up her front, my other trapped on her back side, stroking her backside. I cupped one breast and gently played with it before sucking the rigid nipple into my mouth. I lost track of how long we sat there, Rose having worked my cock up between her legs where she could stroke it with her finger tips as I gently teased her nipples, first one and then the other. Her strokes on my dick changed as she teased harder again, working my head between her lips and into her tunnel entrance so that as she teased it a lot she could feel it growing harder inside herself.
"I like this," she cooed softly. "It feels so gentle."
"Isn't it supposed to be?" I asked, pulling off her nipple.
"I could stay here all day doing this, trying to make you come again."
"Maybe. But my feet are frozen. I'm not sure how much longer I can stand it."
"We can go back and play more if you want."
"Probably better. We've been lucky so far."
"You mean not caught? Yeah. Almost a shame isn't it?" she said as she climbed off my lap. I followed her out of the stream to where our shoes were. "I like being out here naked like this. Just you and me, having a little fun! I think you were too worried about getting caught. There isn't anyone around here for miles!" she said as I was bent over tying my boots.
"I wouldn't be so sure of that." I heard another female voice say. This one was older and almost familiar, but not quite. I looked around startled, Rose trying to cover herself with her hands defensively. "Don't bother sweetie. I've already seen all you have to offer. And Ron too. Nice cock by the way Ron!" We heard. I had almost narrowed down where the voice was coming from when what looked like a pile of leaves and branches started to move. The pile of leaves turned into a very well camouflaged person standing up. The hunter reached up and pulled the hat and mesh mask off. All I could think was 'Oh shit'!
"Trina!" What are you doing here?"
"Waiting for the gobbler that's been coming down to this clearing every morning for the last week. I'd ask what you're doing, but I've been watching, as has my trail cam. Should be an interesting set of pictures."
"Oh shit," I mumbled. "Worst nightmare just happened!"
"Your wife is gonna be pretty interested in these pictures," she said as she stepped over to a tree and leaned her shotgun against it. It only took a second to spot the camera strapped to the tree. She stood next to the tree and started peeling off the light weight camo gear until she was down to a T-shirt and pair of pants. "Of course, she doesn't HAVE to see em. I mean I can arrange for them to sorta disappear."
"And you'd do that?"
"I could be persuaded to."
"How? Money? My wife would notice any large amount of money missing."
"Oh no. Not money. My husband has all the money we really need. No I was thinking something more substantial. Something that my husband couldn't buy me, or wouldn't even if he could."
"Oh? Like what?"
She grinned and bent over to pull her boots off and then slid her pants down, pulling them off. She stood upright and pulled off her t-shirt, leaving her in just a tiny bikini panty and little lace bra. Trina was basically my age. Thin with maybe a b cup chest, short cropped dishwater blonde hair and generally muscular frame for a woman. We'd met and talked a number of times since we'd bought the property, though I actually had seen Ed more than his wife. She stepped toward us, walking slowly in her stocking feet on the grass of the clearing. "Camera's still running," she said as she unclipped the bra and dropped it on the ground. "So if you fuck me, here, now, we both have a reason to erase the camera chip, don't we?"
"So, your saying you want me to have sex with you in exchange for getting rid of the pictures?"
"Uh huh. Gives you leverage over me too. I can't tell your wife without risking you telling Ed. Sounds like a fair deal. You get to keep your little playmate here a secret and I get to get fucked. Perfect arrangement, wouldn't you say?"
"Dangerous arrangement." I answered.
"A little danger can be a good thing. Or at least that's what your little sex toy thinks. Doesn't she?"
"Would seem that way." I agreed as she stepped closer to me, past Rose and right up to me until she could wrap her arms around my neck. "Let's see how you kiss first while your little playmate takes off my panties and gets me all nice and wet."
"Do what?" Rose asked in shock, still holding her arm across her tits and one between her legs.
"Take off my panties and play with my pussy. You don't think you get off scot-free, do you? Oh no. You're gonna be right in the middle sweetie. You're gonna help me fuck him and then you're gonna lick his cum out of my pussy! Been a long time since I've had a girl between my legs. Way back in my college days actually."
"I don't know if I can," Rose answered meekly.
"I'm sure you can learn. Start with my underwear and go from there," she said in an almost commanding tone. "Now, about that kiss?" she asked more sweetly as she leaned against me and lifted herself up toward my face. She pressed her lips to mine, her kiss surprisingly aggressive. I wrapped my arms around her body and squeezed her to me, as I tried to slow her kiss down. If I was going to do this, I figured I might as well enjoy it. It'd likely be the last sex I ever had if my wife found out about it.
Trina slowed her kiss down, her tongue no longer trying to force itself into my mouth, but more gently trying to coax its way in. I could feel her moving against me and then moan into my mouth. "Oh yeah," she moaned, breaking the kiss for a moment. "She does learn fast."
We stood and embraced for several minutes before she pulled away. "I think it's time for this," she said, reaching down to grab my cock. "Seen some bigger, never had a chance to have one anywhere near this big," she cooed softly. "Why don't you lay down? I think I want to control how fast this happens."
She coaxed me to lay on the grass and then straddled me, squatting over me. Her pussy was surrounded by dark blonde curls, as was her mound. Her fat outer lips allowed a significant amount of dark inner lip to protrude, which separated to tease the sides of my head as she rubbed my mushroom head between them. I felt her find the entrance to her tunnel with my head and then slowly press herself down into me, forcing my engorged head up into her depths. "Oh my god yes," she moaned as she slid down my shaft. "Jesus you're big!"
"If you say so."
"I do," she moaned. I sat there watching you two fuck, with my hand down my pants thinking how it'd feel to get this in me. Trust me, it's way better than I imagined!" She started sliding up and down my shaft, pumping her ass up and down so her firm cheeks lightly bounced off my thighs. "So good. Soooo fucking good!" she moaned as she worked herself up and down my dick. "God. It's gonna make me come so fast. Too fast. I want it to last longer!" she moaned in complaint as her legs started to tremble. "Oh shit, shit, SHIT!" she gasped as she jammed her body down on me, driving my rigid pole up into her fully. She sat on me, trembling and shaking for long seconds before she started to still. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down to me before rolling us over. With her now below me, I lifted myself on my hands and started stroking in and out of her. Her moans and gasps grew as I plunged in and out, her whole body seeming to tremble as my body inched towards climax.
I grunted loudly as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her as a surge of cum lanced out into her. I flopped on top of her, my body jerking and spasming as I filled her with my cum. Eventually I rolled off of her, laying on the ground next to her, panting to catch my breath.
"Damn!" she said breathlessly as I looked around and saw Rose sitting on the grass watching us. "God can you fuck! Just between us, your wife is damn lucky."
"Yeah. Right up until today."
"Just today?"
"Yeah. Seems someone wasn't going to take no for an answer. Shit I ended up with two women refusing to take no."
"You going to tell her?"
"My wife? Hell no! She'll shoot it off! Or at least that's what she's threatened."
"Smart woman. With a dick like that, I'd want to keep it to myself."
"Yeah. How about we erase that camera now?" I said as I got up and stepped to my boots. I pulled them on and walked to the camera, pulling the cover open. "Hey! There's no card in here!" I said, looking at the empty SD card slot.
"Yeah. It's been in my pocket all morning," Trina said with a chuckle. "You don't think I'd actually let any camera take pictures of me cheating on Ed, do you?"
"So you lied?"
"For that fuck? Hell Yeah. It was worth it!"
"Women!" I swore quietly as I started walking back toward the blind, leaving Rose to catch up.
I wasn't sure how I was going to deal with all his down the road, but one thing was for sure. It was time to put some clothes on before anything else could go wrong!
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In some ways it wasn't quite fair. I mean I've never been one to be deceitful, but in this case it seemed like the right thing to do. Kim was waiting at the cabin and my job was to get Amy there without any argument.
"Adam! What's' going on? Your phone call was more than a little bit cryptic," Amy asked as she practically ran across the tarmac at the Chicago Dupage County Airport, pulling the wheeled suitcase behind her.
"Oh. Kim is having an absolute fit. She's demanding that you come at once and refusing to come home until you come get her," I said with a scowl. "You so owe me for screwing up my vacation!" I said pretending to be angry as I took the case from her and stuffed it into the hold under the cabin of my twin engine turbo prop. Truth be told I'd had a bit of a crush on Amy since I started flying her and Kim around the country. I'd of course told her about it, sorta, but been shut down cold every time I'd tried to entice her into anything personal.
As Kim had told me, Amy was the perfect professional personal assistant. She was a whiz at keeping her schedule in order, able to handle a myriad of details without bothering Kim and in some cases, was as adept at running the lingerie business every bit as good as Kim. The only real difference was that Amy wasn't a super model. In her own right she was good looking. Five and a half feet, not skinny but not fat, modestly large chest, creamy white skin and short cut auburn hair. To me she looked damn sexy, no matter what she was wearing. Today, in a tight fitting, short skirted dress, she looked even more so.
I followed her up the stairs to the plane, closing the stairway door just in time to watch her bend over and thread her way into the right hand co-pilots seat of the plane, her skirt pulling up far enough to show me that she had on pink lacy panties under the powder blue dress.
"I'm so sorry. I know I pushed you to take her. I'll make it up to you somehow," she said as I stepped over the center console and settled into the left seat. I handed her a pair of bulky headphones with a microphone attached and then picked up my own somewhat slimmer designed headset and mic. I remained silent as I flipped through the startup procedure, spinning both turbines up before keying the microphone.
"Dupage tower. X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven ready for departure."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf. You are cleared to taxiway W William to Runway 2 Left. Hold at the ramp."
"Roger. Taxiway W William to 2 Left and hold," I answered as I throttled up, the only aircraft at the moment on the tarmac with an engine running. In moments we were bouncing along the narrow strip of pavement that would take us all the way south to the very end of the seventy-five hundred foot runway. It was well more than we'd need with the light load I had on board, but I wasn't going to complain. I stopped just before reaching the end of the runway and checked both engines and props, making sure everything was working properly before radioing the tower back. "Dupage tower. X-ray Alpha Gulf holding at two Left."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf, you are cleared onto the runway. Depart turning left and contact Chicago flight following at five thousand."
"Roger that tower. X-ray Alpha Gulf rolling," I answered. Taking off from a smaller airport like this one was always more relaxing than trying to fight the big boys at someplace like O'Hare or Midway. I let off the brakes and rolled onto the end of the runway, turning the plane to line up down the center line before pushing the throttles full on.
"So how long?" Amy asked over the headset as the plane launched itself up from the pavement and I snapped the landing gear handle into the stow position.
"About four hours," I answered, letting my voice soften, no longer having to maintain the fiction that I used to get her here and on the plane. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the note that Kim had written for her, a note I wasn't supposed to give to her until we were in the air.
"What's this?"
"A note from Kim," I answered.
"What's it say?"
"I dunno. She told me not to read it," I answered with a shrug. "Chicago center, X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven climbing to fifteen thousand."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. Climbing to fifteen thousand."
"And you didn't? Read it I mean?" she asked as she unfolded the paper.
"Nope. I guessed it wasn't my business. I'm just following orders to get you on the plane and get you there anyway I can."
Amy frowned and looked down at the note, reading it slowly. She flipped the paper over and back again, as if looking for more information.
"And you have no idea what this is about?"
"All I know is that I have specific orders from her highness to fetch you. She said everything else you needed to know was in the note."
"But it doesn't tell me all that much."
"Well, she was adamant. She wasn't coming home until you got there. I couldn't very well leave her there forever, could I?"
"Well, no. But what triggered this? I mean did you do anything to her?"
"Besides throw her ass in the lake the first day? Not really," I answered.
"You really threw her in the lake?"
"Yep. Picked her up, hauled her ass over my shoulder to the end of the pier and threw her right into the water. She was none too happy about it either."
"I don't imagine she was," Amy answered quietly.
"All I know is she wanted you to follow the directions in the note. I have no idea what it is, but as long as it doesn't crash the plane, I'd say it'd be best to do them. I mean you know how damn irritating she can get when her suggestions aren't followed."
"Suggestions? Is that what you call em?"
"She thinks they're suggestions." I chuckled.
"She does?"
"Yeah."
"So. In the last three days, you two have, what? Chatted?"
"Well, there isn't all that much to do up there if you don't fish or hike, and you know how much she loves the outdoors."
"Yeah. Sometimes I wonder if she'd even go outside at all if she could avoid it."
"I understand. So what's the note say?"
"Just some personal stuff."
"Personal stuff?"
"Yeah. You know. Personal stuff."
"Okay. So that personal stuff made me fly all the way back to Chicago, not counting the nearly two hours of a rough Jeep ride down the mountain and back up. I'd kinda like to know what kind of personal stuff was so important."
"She's mad at me."
"About?" I asked as I leveled the plane off at fifteen thousand feet. "Hang on a second. "Chicago center. X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven level at fifteen thousand."
"Roger X-ray Alpha Gulf Foxtrot Seven. Contact Minneapolis center on three two one point three zero. Have a good day!"
"Roger Chicago center. Switching to Minneapolis center on three two one three zero." I answered. Before turning back to Amy. "So why's she mad at you?"
"Because of you."
"Me?"
"Uh huh. You told her that I would sleep with you for a weekend if you took her with you."
"Yeah. I did. Just kinda came out in a discussion."
"A discussion? Must have been some discussion."
"Actually, it was an angry one. But then that first day we had more than one of those."
"I take it she didn't much like the trip?"
"She didn't like the ride up to the cabin, she didn't like that there's no indoor plumbing, she didn't like that there's no cell phone service up there, no electricity, and no computer. Should I go on? It only took me about five minutes and I'd had enough and threw her in the lake. The conversation came later."
"So you what? Threatened to bring her home and she's now refusing?"
"Something like that. Said she wasn't going anywhere until I went and got you. So here I am."
"So here we are," she agreed. "What was so bad about the ride to the cabin?"
I looked over at her sitting in her high heels and light weight mini-dress, the front cut down well below her breasts, thinking just how much fun I was going to have on the drive up the mountain, since that particular style dress pretty much prevented wearing any kind of bra. I'd always thought she had pretty nice looking tits, though I'd never seen them bare. I suspected that before the day was out I would.
We made good time and soon landed at Crested Butte. Ten minutes of work to prep the plane for storage again and we were off in the well-worn Jeep. As the wind whipped around through the missing doors it kept blowing her skirt up her legs. I couldn't help but grin to myself at the sight of her lacy pink panties, the hardon growing in my shorts. While I found Kim attractive, physically, I found Amy attractive in many more ways. I'd always wondered why she's spurned my obvious flirts, until Kim dropped the bomb on me that the two of them were more than just friends, but lovers as well. But even knowing that didn't stop my body from reacting to the attraction I felt for her.
I turned off the highway and onto the gravel road, the Jeep bouncing and jolting at each hole, making her large tits bounce enticingly in the dress top. My hardon was almost uncomfortable in my shorts by the time I pulled off the gravel onto the winding dirt track I called a road up to the cabin. We bounced and jostled over the rough track, Amy's breasts bouncing clear out of the top of her dress every so often.
"It's getting late. We should have stopped for supper," she said, hanging onto the seat with one hand and the windshield with the other
"Not a problem. Kim said she'd have dinner ready when we got back," I said as I gripped the wheel with both hands as I approached the same log that Kim had stripped at.
"Kim? Cook? You do live dangerously!" she said as the front wheels launched over the log, the Jeep coming down hard on the other side. I eased the rear wheels up to the log and bounced over it, stopping on the other side. I shut the engine down, letting the sounds of the wind through the pines waft over us.
"So. This is pretty much where it started."
"Where what started?"
"The conversations. She was having some wardrobe trouble, kind of like you," I said nodding down toward the front of her dress where one of her large round breasts had shifted enough to completely expose one of her nipples and about half of her areola.
She looked down, squeaked a little and pulled her dress top to cover her exposed nipple. "Sorry about that," she mumbled, blushing a little.
"No need to apologize. I've been enjoying the view," I answered honestly. "Anyway, she was having more trouble than that, and I said I'd let her change into something more appropriate. Surprisingly, her version of more appropriate was to get naked."
"She stripped? Right here?"
"Uh huh. Rode the rest of the way up to the cabin naked. Worked out okay though. That way she didn't have a lot of wet clothes when I threw her in the lake."
"Well, she's been seen by a lot of guys naked. I guess you're just one more on the list."
"Yeah. Sorta. I agreed that it wasn't fair and let her convince me to strip too."
"You? You stripped naked with her?"
"Well, after her, but yeah," I said suddenly feeling a little self conscious.
"And she wanted you to?"
"She said it was the fair thing to do."
"Sometimes I don't understand her."
"Well, you'll understand this less then. She wanted you to do the same thing. Something about if you showed up at the cabin dressed that she'd personally throw YOU into the lake, and the lake isn't exactly warm."
"She wants me to strip? In front of you?"
"That's what she said."
"And if I don't?"
"You get thrown in the lake, and just so you know, the lake temperature right now is about sixty degrees."
"And what? You're supposed to just sit there and watch me?"
"Nope. I'm supposed to strip with you."
"Wait. She wants both of us to get naked? What's she thinking?"
"She's your boss. You tell me."
"Well, I'm not going to! Not in front of you!" she said, crossing her arms over her chest.
I looked down at my watch. "Well, we've got plenty of time. You made better time to the airport than I expected," I said, leaning back and putting one foot up on the hump between the seats.
She sat for long seconds, her arms crossed in front of her. "Why?" she finally asked.
"Why what?"
"Why do I have to get naked?"
"I guess because she wants you too."
"I think it's just to humiliate me."
"Humiliate you? How so? I mean weren't you the one that suggested that you'd have sex with me for a whole weekend to get me to take her on vacation with me? I mean, come on now. Getting undressed in front of me is now somehow humiliating? You'd have to have gotten undressed in front of me for that, right?"
"Well. Yeah."
"So getting undressed to get me to take her wouldn't be, but getting undressed after I did, is?"
"That does sound kind of stupid, doesn't it?"
"Uh huh."
"So you have to get undressed too?"
"That's what she said."
"Okay. So you go first."
"Alright. As long as you realize that I'm not moving this Jeep until you're naked," I said as I moved to climb out of the Jeep. I pulled my t-shirt off and tossed it on the seat, quickly skimming my shorts off and tossing them on the pile I was making. I took a quick, deep breath and pushed down my boxer briefs, my hardon poking out and waving around as I lifted each leg to step out of my underwear. I added the underwear to the pile and then moved the whole pile between the seats. "Okay. Your turn," I said as I sat back down in the bucket seat, my dick sticking up like a flag pole.
She sat, staring at my engorged shaft and mushroom head. "God you're hard. Are you turned on by this? By me getting naked?"
"A bit," I answered honestly. "I mean you KNOW that I've been attracted to you since I met you. Having your tits popping out of that dress all the way up here hasn't hurt any either."
"God damn. Men are all the same. Fine. You wanna see me naked?" she asked as she undid her seat belt and stepped out of the Jeep. She quickly pulled the dress up and over her head, tossing it between the seats before reaching down and pushing the tiny pink lace panties down and off, her easily D cup tits swinging side to side as she stepped from foot to foot. Her nipples were nearly as large around as my index finger, sticking out almost as far as they were wide, each one centered in the middle of a three inch or larger pink circle of puckered areola. Her stomach was trim, but not muscular, and her thighs looked creamy and soft. Unlike Kim, she wasn't uniformly tanned, leaving large cream colored triangle shaped patches on each breast and between her legs. Unlike Kim, she wasn't shaved, but had a nicely trimmed little arrow of dark auburn curls pointing toward her fat puffy pussy lips.
I lost sight of her below the waist as she walked around the Jeep, stopping at the door space next to my seat. "Well? You wanna do it here?"
"Huh?" I asked stupidly.
She stepped to the side and rested her hands on the back fender, bending over and sticking her ass out, her big tits swinging below her chest. "That's the idea isn't it? That's what all you guys want. Get em naked and then fuck em? Well, I promised you a fuck, why not come get it?"
I shook my head in amazement. "You know. This is the kind of thing I'd have expected from Kim. Not you. You've always been nice, sweet, gentle. This... This is... This is just not the YOU I've seen."
"Well, it's the me you get when you wanna treat me like a piece of meat. So come fuck me and get it over with."
I didn't bother to move from my seat. "Yeah. I'd love to have sex with you. But not like this," I said shaking my head.
"Why not? You're a guy, right? Isn't that the goal? Strip em and fuck em?"
"Not all guys are like that."
"The hell they aren't," she said as she straightened up and started back around the Jeep. She climbed in and buckled her seat belt. "Well. I'm naked. Let's go."
"If you say so." I answered, reaching down and starting the engine. I was more than a little surprised at her sudden change in demeanor, and I had no idea what had caused it. Since I'd known her she'd been nothing but sweet. While the naked thing, suggested by Kim, was supposed to be a bit of an ice breaker between the two of us, something that Kim THOUGHT that Amy wanted. Now I wasn't so sure. Maybe going to get her had been a big mistake. Maybe something in the note, which I hadn't read, and now wished I had, was provoking this response. Either way, I wasn't nearly as turned on as I was only minutes ago. Even watching her bare breasts bounce and sway as we made our way up the rough road wasn't having the effect on me one would expect. No, suddenly I wasn't convinced that the rest of the week was going to be all that my mind had conjured up. "So. What did her note say?" I asked as we bounced through a particularly deep rut.
"Just some stuff," she said evasively.
"Is that what's got you upset?" I asked, gripping the wheel tightly and glancing over at her.
"Partly."
"Partly? What's the other part?"
"You."
"Me? What did I do?"
"Well, for one thing, you weren't exactly honest with me."
I was pretty sure I knew what she was talking about, me telling her it was an emergency to get her out here. But I wasn't going to offer. "How so?" I asked instead.
She twisted herself in her seat and glared at me. "You said this was an emergency. Somehow, getting naked in the woods with you doesn't FEEL like an emergency. You also got naked with Kim. THAT by itself isn't exactly normal. Have you been fucking her too?"
I stopped the Jeep and looked over at her. "I thought you two were lovers. What makes you think that she'd even have any interest in having sex with a guy, let alone me?"
"Just the fact that she told you that makes me believe something else is going on here. She wouldn't say that unless you'd tried to push yourself on her. Is that what made her so mad? You got naked around her and couldn't keep your hands off of her? I thought you were different. I though you weren't like other guys, wanting to get into her pants just because of how she looks. How could I have been so wrong?"
"I think you better ask her," I answered with a frown, dropping the Jeep into a lower gear and letting out the clutch again. I was suddenly glad that the cabin was only a couple more turns away.
We rolled into the grassy front yard of the cabin, the road just sort of ending where the ground leveled out. Kim must have heard us drive in, stepping out of the door as we rolled to a stop a dozen yards from the front porch. She was wearing high heels and a flowery, flowing dress that was semi-sheer, her body teasingly visible through the thin material. Somehow she'd managed to get her hair done up and makeup on so that she looked every bit the model as she did when she stepped onto the plane four days ago.
"AMY!" Kim said cheerfully as she stepped off the porch toward us. "Oh. I see that Adam took my suggestion. Did you enjoy the drive up naked as much as I did?"
"Your suggestion? I thought it was an order. A direct command," Amy said sharply, as she looked over at me climbing out of the Jeep.
"Well, suggestion, order. They're pretty much the same, aren't they?"
"Not so much," Amy said as she slipped out of the seat. "So how much has he taken advantage of you?"
"Taken advantage of me? Why would you think such a thing? He has been the consummate gentleman. He's shown me things that I had no idea existed, and he's included me in things that I never thought I'd do."
Amy looked at me as Kim hooked an arm around her shoulders and drew her toward the cabin while I pulled her suitcase from the back of the Jeep. "He didn't force himself on you? Make you have sex with him?"



Kim laughed. "Make me? When has any man ever MADE me have sex with them?"
"But you told him about us. You told him about our relationship," Amy said in confusion as Kim led her into the one room cabin with me following behind her with her suitcase.
"I did. I thought it was important for him to know, if we were going to be sleeping together."
"Sleeping together as in sleeping, or sleeping together as in fucking?" Amy asked.
"Yes," Kim answered simply.
"So he did force himself on you!"
"Certainly NOT!" Kim answered. "No. he didn't. In fact, the first time we did anything we were laying on the top of the mountain in the sun and I asked him, actually I pulled his hand between my legs, and he fingered me off to a very pleasant orgasm. Sex. That didn't come until later."
"So YOU asked him for sex?"
"I did. And to his credit, he even resisted. He was a perfect gentleman that first night. Even rolling over so that I had privacy while I cleaned up. I wasn't exactly used to washing myself in a little pan of hot water, but I made due. The next day we went on a hike and he showed me the top of the mountain. That's where we played with each other. And yes, it was MY request. Even then, with me laying completely naked next to him, my hand rubbing his quite pleasant cock, he still didn't press me for sex. It wasn't until after the storm and getting warmed up by the fire that I made love to him. I took the initiative and yes my sweet Amy, I made love to him right here in front of the fireplace."
"But you swore off men years ago."
"As did you. Do you remember why?"
"Yeah. Men are thick headed jerks that want nothing more than to bang you and leave you like a used piece of trash," Amy said with a frown.
"Not all men are that way. Some are even pretty decent. But there are some that are even more than decent. The one thing that Adam did that really changed my mind about him was that he threw me in the lake!"
"And that told you he was a nice guy? Hell it sounds like he was being mean."
"On the contrary," Kim said as she started moving around the small room, setting plates on the table. "I was the one being mean. In fact, I was being a royal pain in his ass. And because of that, he threw me in the lake."
"Doesn't sound like a very nice thing to do."
Kim pulled a tray from the ice box and carried it to the small counter by the stove. "Actually, it was exactly what he said he'd do. And he did it, despite the fact that I could have fired his ass for it!" she said as she lit two burners on the stove.
"What are you doing?" Amy asked, stepping over to the stove to see what Kim was doing.
"Cooking dinner. Fried potatoes and fresh trout."
"But you don't know how to cook!"
"I know how to cook this. Adam taught me. Very patiently I might add," Kim said with a smile. "And you know what? The fish? I caught em and cleaned em myself!" she said proudly.
"You? You went fishing?"
"I did. Adam taught me how to cast the fly and coached me. I caught all three of these," she said with a smile. "I never knew something like that could be so much fun!"
Amy looked at me in confusion. "So this isn't an emergency where you're refusing to come home until I come get you?"
"Well. I wouldn't call it an emergency. But yes. I was refusing to come home until you came," Kim answered as she carefully placed potato slices into the oil she'd poured in one of the big cast iron pans. "Now you and Adam go sit on the bed while I cook."
"On the bed?" Amy asked.
"Of course. It's much more comfortable than these hard wooden chairs," she said, as she turned toward me. "Go on Adam. I mean it. Go sit with her on the bed. No better yet, why don't you lay down with her. Much more comfortable. And before you ask Amy, NO, you can not put any clothes on."
"Why?" Amy asked, her brow furled.
"Because. Since you met, he's had a thing for you. He tried to ask you out, but that didn't fly. So now that he's seen you naked, I think he should have a chance to feel you naked. So go snuggle up while I cook this!" I walked to the bed and lay down, propping my back up on a pillow to a reclined position so I could still see Kim working at the stove. Amy seemed irritated as she walked over and sat down on bed hard. She was clearly doing this under protest. Kim turned to look across the small room at us. "Damn Amy! I thought you liked Adam!"
I couldn't see her face, but I could hear the frown in her voice. "I didn't say I didn't, but that doesn't mean I need to lay naked with him."
"Have it your way," Kim said, turning to face the two of us. She reached down to the hem of her dress and pulled it up, skimming it up over her head and tossing it toward the suitcase sitting near the wall, leaving her in nothing but her high heels. I could hear the potatoes starting to sizzle in the pan of hot oil behind her as she stepped over to us. She leaned down and cupped both of Amy's tits as she leaned her face down to Amy's. I could almost hear a moan in the soft sigh Amy let slip as she and Kim's hot wet lips sucked and teased each other, Kim's hands continually working her friends soft round breasts. She let go of Amy's tits and slipped her hands around her sides to coax her to move on the bed, getting her to slide back and farther up toward me before gently pushing her back as she broke the long seductive kiss. As Amy's body pressed against mine Kim reached her hands to mine and pulled them around Amy's body, pressing them over the tits she'd so recently been playing with. "Why don't you let Adam keep you warmed up while I finish cooking?" she whispered before straightening and moving back to the stove.
I gently began to massage Amy's soft breasts, my cock once again rock hard and pressing against her side. This time Amy didn't object as I squeezed and kneaded her soft tits, letting my thumbs gently slide back and forth across her hard nipples and puckered areola. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, clearly enjoying my attention.
I could hear the sizzle of fish as Kim laid the first of the three fish into the second pan of hot oil, though I doubted that Amy was paying any attention. She'd let her head tip back against my chest, her eyes closed as I gently teased her hard nipples. I let my left hand side down from her breast across her firm smooth stomach, gently teasing my fingers through her curly trimmed bush. I felt her stiffen in my arms, clearly unsure if she really wanted me to touch her where my hand was quite obviously headed. She didn't spread her legs or give me any indication at all that she wanted me to either continue or stop, so I let my hand reach to her left thigh and gently stroke my fingers up and down it, while my other hand continued to stroke and massage her right breast.
She slowly relaxed against me as my fingers stroked up and down her thigh, slowly moving to the inside of her leg. I felt her weight shift slightly as she spread her legs, finally allowing my fingers to stroke all the way up her thigh to her pussy lips. I took that as an invitation, though a timid one. I let my fingers slow as they reached the juncture of her legs, letting just one finger stroke up and around the side of her pussy, more in the crease of her leg than on her full round pussy lip. I stroked down again, as far as my arm could reach before starting up again, this time her hand connecting with mine as I approached the end of my stroke.
She drew my hand closer to her pussy, not letting go until my fingers were on her very wet lips. I could feel the hot wetness seep into my fingers as I pressed them gently against her round outer lips and the small amount of inner lip protruding. I pressed my middle finger gently and felt it slip between her lips, easily dipping into the wet depths between them. I slowly stroked my finger up, drawing it along her pubic bone, until I finally felt the hard press of her clitoris.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly as my finger drew along her hard nub, a slight shudder racing through her body. I dipped my finger back down between her lips, sliding it along and between her lips until I could feel the entrance to her soft depths. I curled my finger and let it press into her as she rolled her hips toward me, encouraging me to press into her. I drew my finger slowly out of her again, stroking up the length of her slit until I once again found her clit, stroking across and around it for long seconds. I started back down toward her entrance again, but her hand found mine and drew it back up again. "Don't stop. Please don't stop," she moaned, pressing my fingers against her clit as she drew her feet onto the bed and pushed her knees apart, spreading her pussy for my fingers.
"If you want," I whispered, concentrating my strokes on and around her hard exposed clit. I worked the tip of my finger across her hard nub, rolling it and stroking it before circling my finger around and around it. I heard her moans grow in depth and length as she tried to push her pussy toward my hand, her arms and legs periodically shuddering.
"Oh god," she whispered as the shudders grew in intensity. "OH GOD!" she cried loudly, her whole body seeming to dissolve into shudders against me. I continued to stroke her clit until she reached for my hand and drew it away, whispering "enough" breathlessly.
"If you two are done, dinner is ready," Kim said from where she stood next to the little kitchen table, wearing the gray t-shirt I'd loaned her days before to cook in. Cooking fried food naked isn't exactly what I would call fun. Maybe fun to look at, but definitely NOT fun when the food spatters at you.
"Um. Yeah. Sure," Amy said, gently pushing herself up off of me without looking back at me. She got up and walked to the table without looking at me. I pushed myself off the bed and headed to the table, my hardon swinging side to side with each step. Pulling out a chair I sat down across from where Kim stood, Amy on my left and an empty chair on my right for Kim.
"Looks great!" I said with a smile, looking up at a beaming Kim. "You've got this dish down pat! Ready for something new tomorrow?"
"I think maybe," Kim said as she sat in the chair across from Amy. She looked across the table at her friend expectantly.
"You cooked this?" Amy asked, picking up her fork and using it to flake a section of trout off the bones.
"You saw me. Well, mostly saw me. When you weren't in the throes of ecstasy that is."
"I wasn't in the throes of ecstasy!" Amy snapped as she lifted the fork of fish to her mouth. "Damn! This is good!"
"Thank you!" Kim beamed. "In the morning you can try my other specialty. Ham and eggs. Still trying to get the eggs right though. You know. I never knew how hard it was to make over easy really come out over easy and not broken scrambled messes!"
"You cook breakfast too?"
"Uh huh. Adam taught me. Said that everyone should know how to make enough things to survive on," Kim said as she scooped some fish into her own mouth. "Mmmmmmmm. Almost as good as sex."
"Seriously? As good as sex?" Amy asked with a chuckle.
"Well, average sex anyway. I mean not Adam sex. Hell, I don't think I've ever eaten a meal that tops how that makes me feel."
"So you two have been having a regular sex party?" Amy asked, her face darkening in apparent anger.
"I wouldn't call it a sex party. More like an intimate sharing of some really incredibly wonderful moments. He makes me climax so damn hard, no matter how we do it. I mean it's almost mind blowing how well he can manipulate my body to make my climax hold off and hold off until I'm ready to scream and then it washes over me like a tidal wave! God he's good at that!"
"Well. Glad you're having such a good time fucking him. I guess you don't really need me for anything then, do you?" Amy snapped angrily as she pushed away from the table and got up. She walked out of the cabin in nothing but her shoes, the screen door slamming loudly as she left.
"Oh. I better go talk to her," Kim said quietly as she got up. "It'll be alright. I promise."
"Sure," I said as she headed toward the door her friend had just left through. How could things have gone so wrong? I'll admit that I'd had more than a few fantasies on the way to Chicago and back about having sex with both of them, but suddenly the person I was most interested in having a relationship with was the person that seemed most upset by the fact that Kim and I were having sex. I shook my head and went back to eating what Kim had cooked, partly because I didn't want to waste what she had done such a nice job on and partly because I knew I wasn't wanted outside just then.
Kim came back in about fifteen minutes later, my food gone and place cleared from the table. She looked at me and shrugged, walking to the shelf where we kept bug spray and took a can of deep woods Off down from the shelf. "I'm going to finish dinner. Why don't you go out there and spray her down. If she's going to stay out there naked she's going to get eaten alive."
"Yeah. If you think that's a good idea."
"I think she'll appreciate it later. She's down by the lake."
"Okay," I answered, taking the can from her and heading out the door. I could see her sitting in one of the wooden Adirondack chairs we'd moved from the porch to sit by the little fire pit next to the lake. I walked across the grass toward her and stopped next to her chair. "Kim said I should come out and spray you up. The skeeters will be coming out soon and they love sexy bare skin," I said, trying to lighten what I expected to be an awkward conversation.
"Sure," she said simply, pushing herself to stand up. "Go ahead."
I shrugged and sprayed up and down her legs and across her body before moving to her back side and spraying it as well. "Um. I need to get a few more places." I said, knowing there were a few hidden spots that were still exposed.
"Like?"
"Under your breasts."
"Oh. Go ahead then," she said sounding almost sad.
I stepped towards her and lifted each breast, spraying lightly under each one before letting it hang down again. Last I sprayed some on my hand and gently reached between her legs, rubbing the wet liquid into the juncture of her legs, trying to keep it off her pussy lips. "There," I said when I had finished.
"Thanks," she said, sitting back down, clearly not interested in saying anything else. I moved down wind, well as down wind as I could be in the almost non-existent breeze and sprayed myself down before sitting down in the chair next to hers. "I guess this was my fault," she said after long minutes of silence.
"What is?"
"You and Kim."
"What about us?"
"Well. You having sex with her and her liking it. Hell, she likes more than that. She likes you. She likes how you treat her. She likes how you make her feel. She likes you for YOU!"
"She's a beautiful woman. Not just outside. But when she actually opens up, she's got a very attractive personality. I've never seen it before, but it's there."
"Yeah. It is. I see it when we're alone together. Not when she's dealing with other people, but when we're in bed alone, yeah she's really tender and caring."
"When she said you two were lovers, I kinda thought that maybe it was a sex of convenience thing. I had no idea that you were as emotionally tied to her as you are. And here I was, trying to get you to go out with me."
"Well. It was a little tempting, but when I thought about it, I kind of felt like I would have been cheating on her."
"And here she is, cheating on you with me."
"Something like that."
"Not sure what to say. I had no idea. I mean her getting naked was her idea. Hell, having sex was her idea, not mine."
"I know."
"So where does that leave us? For that matter, where does it leave you two?"
"Does it matter?"
"Of course it does."
"Why? I mean we didn't have a relationship before, why should it matter if we do now?" she asked, never taking her eyes off some distant spot across the lake.
"Maybe because I wanted to have a relationship with you. I'll admit it. Life can be a bit lonely. It's been a long damn time since I've had a woman in my life. Lately, it's felt like my lover is my airplane."
"Well, I guess you don't have to worry about that any more. I'm sure Kim will give you all the sex you can handle."
"Who said it was all about sex?"
"Isn't it? Isn't it for all men? I mean men aren't exactly known for their soft cuddly feelings, are they?"
"Doesn't mean we don't have any," I said with a soft sigh. "It's gonna get chilly tonight. We should go inside."
"You go. I just want to sit here and think," she answered.
I nodded and got up and headed back to the cabin. To my surprise the table was cleared and the dishes were all taken care of. "Nice work," I said with a smile. "We might actually make you into a nice housewife!" I said with a grin, knowing that I was going to get a playful swat somewhere for the inside joke we'd been sharing all week.
She walked up to me, still wearing my shirt, and wrapped her arms around my neck instead of swatting me anywhere. She lifted herself up on her tip toes to kiss me softly, her hot lips pressing gently against mine. "That might not be a horrible thing," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "As I understand it, a housewife also has to make sure her man is taken care of, and from what I could tell, someone was left hanging before dinner."
"I was."
"Is she coming in?"
"Not yet. She will when she gets cold."
"Then I think it's time for another fire building lesson," she said with a grin. "Do you want to help or just watch this time?"
"I'll just watch," I said as she released me. She turned and moved to the fireplace while I walked to the bed and dropped onto it, reclining back as I had before dinner. I watched Kim carefully stack wood in the fire place like I'd taught her, her bare ass sticking out at me and her pussy pushing out between her legs sexily as she bent over. As she stayed bent to light the wads of paper she put on the bottom of her kindling, her hands on her knees to keep her ass pushed out at me. I got up from the bed and walked the few feet to her, my dick swinging side to side with each step.
She didn't move when I touched her hip, or when I rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet lips. She pushed back against me as I pressed my dick into her, my hard shaft sliding slowly into her as she moaned softly. "Ohhhhh yeah."
"Glad you approve," I whispered as I started to slowly stroke in and out of her hot wet depths, my cock quickly working into her to its full length as she reached out to hold herself on the rock fireplace mantle.
"Approve? Oh fuck yeah! I've been missing this all day," she moaned as I stroked long, slow strokes in and out of her. "I don't know what we'll do when we have to go back to civilization. I mean I can't have my pilot fucking my brains out every time we go out of town, can I?"
"That could be a bit awkward. Kinda like doing your chauffer."
"Trust me, you're a hell of a lot more than just a driver, even if it is an airplane," she answered a little breathlessly. "Oh god I've wanted you in me all day. It was all I could do to not walk over and climb on your cock while you were playing with Amy's pussy."
"I was wishing you would. I was really turned on," I grunted out.
"Fuck yes. That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. I wanna feel you pounding into me. I wanna feel your fantastic dick pounding all the way into me as far as you can!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, my thighs slapping her bare ass now with every quickening plunge. "God you feel good."
"You too. Oh shit. I'm gonna come. Oh god I'm gonna come already!" she squealed as her legs started tremble. "OHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her whole body suddenly convulsed, her pussy squeezing around my cock as her juices leaked to the floor between her legs. I continued to pound into her, her moans of pleasure egging me on as the warm tingle spread through my body, the feeling of urgency growing as I kept stroking. I doubted I could stop if I wanted to as the urge to climax washed over me. I felt my body jerk hard and slam my cock deep into her as the first surge of cum lanced out of my head deep in her pussy, filling the almost non-existent space between her walls and my rigid shaft. We stood there, both of us panting as my body spasmed over and over, my cum now adding to the cum trickling from her pussy.



She pushed me back from her and turned to face me. She backed me toward the bed with a hand in the middle of my chest and didn't stop pushing until I flopped onto the bed. She climbed onto the bed and on top of me, her arms wrapping around my neck as she pressed her lips to mine in a hot long erotic kiss. "You know, there'd be a lot of talk, but I don't think anyone would be surprised if my fiancé was fucking me every time we were on the road."
"Fiancé? Wasn't it just a week ago we hated each other?"
"That was before we got to know each other," she cooed with a smile. "Of course it means that you wouldn't be able to play around with other women any more."
"Not that I've really had any time to play with any other women. Hell, as much as we're on the road and in the air, I haven't had a chance to even think about meeting anyone, let alone actually doing it."
"Well, now you don't have to worry about that. You don't have to say yes now. But think about it," she whispered. "I've waited a long time for a man that can make me feel as complete as you do. I kinda wish we'd done this a long time ago. We wasted so much time being enemies instead of lovers."
"What about Amy?"
"That could be complicated," she whispered. "How about we keep this between ourselves until we figure this out."
"How about we keep this between ourselves until I decide if I'm going to say yes or not. I mean a long term relationship should be based on more than a few days of great sex."
"Maybe. But you have to admit that it's a good start."
"It is a good start. But only a start."
"We still need to figure out how Amy fits into a future US. Amy's my best friend, my advisor, my personal assistant and my lover. I don't think I could survive without her by my side."
I looked a little confused. "So where would that put me? A toy in bed?"
"Oh god Adam! Only a man would go there! A woman has two sides, doesn't she? Is there anything that says she can't have a different person on either side of her? A husband and lover at her right hand and a dear friend and assistant at her left?"
"So what about the lover part of that equation? You think she's going to give up that part easily? Based on the jealousy I've seen today, I don't think it's going to be all as easy as you think."
"Who says it has to go anywhere? Maybe it just changes the equation a little so that one plus one equals three?"
"One plus one equals three? What do you think's going to happen? That somehow she's just suddenly going to want to share you with me?"
"Or maybe share YOU with me," Kim whispered. "Why don't you put your considerable charms to work and see if you can show her the tenderness that won me over so easily."
"I have a feeling this is going to end up badly," I answered her.
"What's going to end up badly?" I heard Amy ask from the doorway.
"Oh honey!" Kim said quickly, pushing up off of me.
"It's getting cold out there. At least with no clothes on. If you let me get some clothes I can go sleep outside and you can take me home tomorrow."
"Oh no. No, no, no," Kim said, walking over to her. "No sweetie. I wanted you here to share this place with us."
"It doesn't look to me like there's a lot of sharing to do. You two seem to have turned it into a fuck fest, and I have no desire to get into that kind of a game," she said with a scowl. "So since there's only one bed, I'll let you two have it and sleep outside."
"Actually, that wouldn't be a very good idea," I said as I got up from the bed and walked toward the door. "In fact, now that it's dark, you probably don't want to be outside unless you have to use the outhouse."
"Why not?"
"One is the bugs. They get really bad after dark. The second is the wildlife. I'm sure you could handle a skunk or raccoon checking on you in the night, but if you woke up with a black bear only feet from you, well let's just say it wouldn't end well."
"Bears? There are BEARS up here!?" Amy practically shouted.
"Yeah. Every once in a while they'll wander right up to the cabin. They're attracted by the smells of food," I said with a shrug.
"NO ONE said ANYTHING about BEARS!" she shouted, clearly agitated, looking at the closed screen door.
I stepped next to her and closed the heavy wooden door behind her. "That's what they make doors for."
"Jesus Kim! BEARS?"
"Adam said they were pretty harmless, unless you're carrying food or something. Then just give the bear what it wants and it'll go away. Hell, it's not all that much worse than a panhandler, is it? Give em what they want and they'll go away!"
"A bear isn't a panhandler!" Amy said sharply.
It was getting dark in the cabin with the sun quickly going down and only the fire in the fireplace throwing dancing shadows around the cabin walls. I walked to the table and lit the oil lamp hanging above it and turned the wick up to cast a pleasant orangish glow around the room. "Well. Maybe we better heat up some water and clean up before bed," I said as I moved to the stove and used the water jug to fill the big pot on the stove.
"Clean up how?" Amy asked, looking around.
"Sponge bath sweetie!" Kim said with a grin. "You know, it's a lot more fun if you don't do it alone."
"Maybe for you, but if you don't mind I'm more than capable of washing myself," Amy answered, crossing her arms across her chest. "Besides, no one is going to care if I smell like bug spray or not, since I'm not sleeping with you two."
"There's only one bed sweetie. Where do you think you're going to sleep?" Kim asked her.
"Just give me a blanket and I'll sleep on the floor," she said, moving to her suitcase and knocking it over roughly. She unzipped it, pulled out a pair of running type sweat pants and sweat shirt and pulled them on, before digging into the case for a pair of socks. She walked to the bed, pulled one of the several blankets off the bed, walked to the fireplace and lay down on the floor, wrapped in the blanket and curled up.
I shrugged to Kim and didn't say anything before getting our towels and wash rags from where they were hanging. The water wasn't really as warm as I'd like, but it was good enough. I carried it to the corner and poured it into the basin on the little corner table. Kim and I washed each other as we had been doing every night, before drying each other and retiring to the bed. I turned out the oil lamp, stepped to the fireplace and added a couple logs and then stepped over the still awake Amy before climbing into bed with Kim.
Morning came as it usually did up on the mountains, early! There weren't any windows facing east in the cabin for one main reason, because being that high up dawn came long before dawn came down in the valley below. It wasn't a surprise for me to look at my watch and see that it was barely past six AM. I lay snuggled up against Kim, feeling her warm body heat as she felt me move and snuggled her back against me a little tighter. I lay my arm back down around her body and felt her hand pull mine against her soft breast, sighing contentedly as she squeezed my hand against her soft mound. I closed my eyes and tried to not let the feeling of her hot body against mine cause my cock to harden any more than it was, a somewhat lost cause.
I'd been waking up this way all week, my hardening cock starting to press against her thighs until she felt it and moved it between her legs and against her hot wet pussy. I had to admit it was a very pleasant way to start each morning. With my eyes closed my mind was free to picture any number of instances of sex, but seemed most frequently to enjoy playing the image of her sitting astride me in the bottom of the little boat, bouncing wildly up and down my cock, her big tits flying wildly up and down and side to side as she pounded herself down on my shaft over and over. It was an extremely pleasant memory and soon had my dick rock hard, trying to push itself between her legs. She must have felt it and lifted one leg, sliding my hardon up to her hot wet pussy before letting her leg press down once again, trapping me in a soft hot cave of thigh flesh.
I felt her fingers first, soft and warm, teasing around and under my engorged head as it stuck out slightly between her thighs. Her breathing was still soft and regular, almost as if she were asleep, but her fingers told me another story altogether. She continued to tease my head as she pressed me up against her wet pussy, her fingers slipping occasionally off my head to stroke her own clitoris. Finally she moved her hips slightly, pulling herself away from me enough to press my head up between her wet lips and then back again, my cock slowly sliding into her as her body expanded to accept the intruder.
Her hips rocked slowly, only a few inches, trying not to make the old wooden bed squeak as we made love. In and out I slid, only a very small amount, my cock staying deep inside her. Her breathing changed, as did mine, as she slowly, patiently worked both of us toward climax. It was almost impossible to not push back at her as each stroke slid my cock deep inside her and caressed my head and shaft. Her pussy was almost a perfect fit in this position, my head gently bumping the end of her tunnel with each stroke.
"Oh fuck," she whispered as we drew closer, her pussy clearly wetter with each passing moment. I squeezed and kneaded her breast, my finger and thumb occasionally pinching and twisting her hard erect nipple. "Gonna come," she moaned softly, pushing herself hard against me as her legs started to tremble. I could feel her vaginal walls squeeze around me as she quietly climaxed. Her juices leaking out and running down her thigh. She only stayed motionless for a few moments, her pussy still contracting around me as she began rocking again, this time intent on bringing me along to where she had just reached.
I lay trying not to move, my hips wanting to just slam into her as she worked on and off my rigid cock. It was a game we'd played for several mornings now, though never this quiet. "Gonna come," I groaned softly as the warmth and tingle spread, screaming that my cock was about to explode in her.
"Do it," she whispered breathlessly, continuing to work her still pulsating pussy on and off of me.
"Oh fuck," I groaned moments later, my body jerking and jamming my cock into her. I heard her moan and felt her press back against me as my cum surged into her with abandon, my body jerking time and again as my climax washed across me.
"You guys aren't as quiet as you think you are." I heard Amy say from where she lay curled up in a ball in front of the long dead fire.
"Sorry," I mumbled, even though I wasn't exactly sorry.
"We were just trying to be polite," Kim whispered loudly.
"Polite would have been to take it outside," Amy said, irritation clear in her voice.
"Well. It's a bit chilly outside for that!" Kim said sharply, pulling off my cock and tossing the covers back. She picked up the same gray shirt of mine she'd been using all week and padded over to the stove. She bent over to light the burner and I could see our combined cum leaking down her leg as she lit burners to make breakfast.
Amy refused to move all through Kim cooking breakfast and the two of us eating. Kim encouraged me to go fishing and get out of the cabin to leave the two of them alone to talk, which seemed like a good idea to me. The weather wasn't exactly great, dark clouds sailing over the top of the mountain from the west, periodically blotting out the sun that had risen so cheerfully only a short time ago. Weather had always been quick to change on the mountain top, and it looked like today was going to be no exception.
I pushed the boat away and motored almost silently down about half the length of the lake to a nice weed bed, and started to work a small fly along the edges of the weeds.
The rain started less than two hours later, but I was ready for it, mostly. I pulled on the rain suit I'd taken along to fend off the ice cold drops. The cold began to seep through the light weight rain suit as the temperature dropped precipitously, easily down over a dozen degrees in the first twenty minutes. This storm had all the earmarks of one intending to stay for a while. It was late summer, which meant that the temperatures could easily reach up to ninety if it was clear, but it could also get uncomfortably cold at these altitudes. Not cold enough to snow until late August, but that was only a few weeks away.
I made my way back to the dock with my fish, cleaned them and headed back to the cabin, trying to suppress a shiver. I could see smoke coming from the chimney, the thought of a warm fire extremely inviting. I stepped through the door, closing it behind me and stood in the kitchen area, staring at the sight in front of me.
Kim was on her hands and knees over the top of an equally naked Amy, her pussy pointing toward me, her knees bent and spread apart to completely expose her. Kim's head was thrown back, her eyes closed, her long hair hanging wildly around her face as she moaned in pleasure. I had clearly stepped into an extremely intimate moment between the two, and it equally appeared that neither yet realized that I was there. I stepped to the sink and laid the fish in it and pulled off my rain suit as quietly as I could. I looked over at Kim as I pulled my rain suit pants off and saw her looking at me, smiling with the same smile that she'd given me the first time we had sex.
Amy was still busy between Kim's legs, noisily licking and teasing her pussy with her mouth when Kim motioned me to come closer. It didn't take a rocket scientist to see that she was inviting me to pay attention to Amy's exposed pussy. I knelt at the end of the bed and leaned down over it, licking slowly up her wet and well excited pussy. Her lips were full and engorged, a significant amount of inner lip protruding, glistening in the flickering light of the fireplace. Her juices were sweet on my tongue as I teased up her slit, circling the tip of my tongue around her clit several times, causing her to lift her hips toward me and moan loudly into Kim's pussy. Kim gasped at the sensations racing from her pussy through her body as my attentions to Amy's pussy drove her actions in and on Kim's pussy to be more vigorous.
"Oh god," Kim moaned loudly as I teased Amy's pussy.
"What the hell?" Amy suddenly asked, apparently finally putting together that Kim was impossibly talking and licking at the same time. I felt Amy try to pull herself up the bed under Kim, pushing Kim's body up. Somewhat reluctantly Kim crawled off of Amy, leaving her laying on the bed looking down her naked body at me leaning over the end of the bed, my face now almost two feet from her spread pussy. "What the hell are you doing?" she snapped angrily.
"I invited him," Kim said as she lay on the bed next to Amy, her feet and head at opposite ends of the bed than Amy.
"Why? If I wanted a guy between my legs I'd have a boyfriend!" Amy snapped.
"You seemed to be enjoying it just fine until a moment ago," Kim shot back with a scowl. "Look. You were willing to spend a whole weekend getting fucked by him just so he'd take me on vacation. Not to have sex, but just to get out of town. Now you're suddenly adverse to being touched by him at all? I think you need to reevaluate just exactly what you think is appropriate. Adam and I are having sex. If you want to continue to have sex with me, you're going to have to figure out a way to deal with that. And NO, being pissed off at Adam all the time is NOT an acceptable solution. You've always told me how sweet and kind he is and how caring he is for a guy. Well, guess what? I learned that even better than you can imagine!" Kim said as she pushed herself up to sit on the end of the bed, still facing Amy. "Adam is sweet and kind and gentle and intelligent and wonderful. So much so that I asked him to marry me! So you better get used to him being with us!"
"You asked him to MARRY you? Seriously? You two are getting MARRIED?"
"Well, not yet. He hasn't said yes yet. But I think he will, when he's had a chance to get to know me better."
"Damn!" Amy swore quietly, pushing herself up to sit on the bed, leaning against the pillows and the wall. "I guess you don't need me any more then," she added as she pushed off the bed and picked up the pants of the pink sweat suit she'd worn overnight.
"Oh god Amy! Don't be so dramatic! Of course I still need YOU! You're my right hand girl! How would I ever function without you?"
"Have your new boyfriend do it!" she snapped as she pulled the jacket of the sweatshirt on and zipped it up over her bare tits. She bent down and zipped her suitcase closed and stood it up. She grabbed the handle and pulled it to the door of the cabin and threw the door angrily open before walking out into the still falling rain, leaving the door standing open.
"WHERE ARE YOU GOING?" Kim yelled out the door at her as she stood in the doorway.
"HOME!" Amy yelled back as she started walking down the road leading down the mountain, the rain already having soaked the thin pink sweat suit.
"Come on. We need to go after her," Kim said, walking towards her suitcase. She bent over and pulled out a pair of yoga pants and a tank top, starting to put them on.
"Go after her? Why? She'll come back."
"No she won't."
"Trust me. She will. It's six miles down the mountain and another dozen to town. She doesn't have anywhere to go. Once she finishes her temper tantrum she'll come back."
"You don't know Amy," Kim said sharply. "She's too damn stubborn to come back."
"Fine. I'll go get her," I said crossly, reaching for the recently taken off rain pants. "But you're staying here. No point in you getting soaked too!"
"Fine. I'll wait," she said with a bit of a huff as I pulled on rain pants. It only took a minute or two to get dressed and grab the keys for the Jeep.
If anything, it was raining harder when I went out to get in the Jeep, water pooling on the seat and in the floorboards of the open top vehicle. The floorboards were rusted enough that most of the water had already leaked out onto the ground as I pushed in the clutch and started the engine. I found her only half a mile down the muddy dirt track, her sweat suit already covered with mud and saturated with rain. Her hair was plastered to her head as she walked, head down, intent on going down the mountain. "You're getting soaked."
"So?" she snapped back.
"Kim wants you to come back up. She's worried about you."
"Big deal."
"So you're not coming?"
"NO!"
"You're sure. I mean it's a long ways down the mountain and even farther to town."
"SO!"
"Just saying."
"Well, I don't have any intention of coming back!"
"You're sure?"
She paused for a moment and glared at me. "Perfectly!"
"Okay," I said, letting out the clutch and bouncing my way down the hill. I slid and twisted on the little dirt track that we called a road until it opened up onto a gravel road almost two miles down the mountain. I turned around and headed back up the mountain, stopping at the log that had started everything between Kim and I. I pulled under a big pine to block the rain and shut down the engine to wait.
I saw her long before she noticed me. But then I had an advantage, I knew where she was going to be coming from, she didn't even know I was waiting for her. She was wet and muddy, her rolling suitcase caked with mud almost up to the handle. She looked like she'd fallen in a mud puddle at least once and maybe more times since she'd left the cabin.
"You ready to go back now?" I asked as she stopped next to the Jeep, shivering.
"NO!" she said, shaking like a leaf.
"You do realize that you won't survive the walk to town, not in this weather."
"So? It's not like you care."
"Actually I do," I answered. "But you're trying to make it like I don't."



"You don't want or need me. You have Kim."
"I hate to burst your bubble, but I'm not at all sure that I even want to marry her. Hell, two weeks ago she was a total bitch that I worked for because I needed the money. Now all of a sudden she's different and says that I'm the first man she could respect. Not exactly what I'd call a match made in heaven."
"So? All you have to do is say yes and you're in the money. She's loaded after all."
"So?"
"You need money, she has money, lots of it. What's to not get here?"
"Just between you, me and this pine tree here, I don't give a shit how much money she has. That's not why I'd marry someone."
"Bullshit. She's gotten into your pants and you're playing it for everything you can. You know damn well that as long as she's getting fucked that you have a permanent job. If you play your cards right, you might even have a portion of her fortune."
I sighed deeply. "You know so little about me. Maybe that's your game. Maybe you have sex with her because YOU want that portion of her fortune. I don't know. What I do know is that money isn't what I really care about. Sure I need money to pay the bills, but after that? Life is too short to chase after the dollar just to collect more."
"I wouldn't do that! I care too much for her to ever be that petty."
"Well, you're being pretty petty right now, not to mention stupid."
"I'm not being stupid!"
"You're not being smart either. Hell Amy! Who did I ask out first? You or her?"
"Me."
"And who did I want to be around on all those trips? You or her?"
"Me?"
"So don't you think there's a reasonable chance that I really care about YOU and want YOU?" I snapped.
"But you're fucking HER!"
"I am. It wasn't like you were exactly giving me the green light. Hell, I didn't know you were a lesbian!" I said with a scowl. "You could have told me I was barking up the wrong tree instead of letting me keep trying to convince you to go out with me."
"Who said I was a lesbian?"
"Well, no one actually said it. But Kim made it clear you two were lovers, as I saw a little while ago. What am I supposed to think?"
"Why do men always think that because two women enjoy each other that somehow they're lesbians, or anti-man or some such shit?"
"Probably the same reason that women jump to the conclusion that if a man is having sex with another woman that they don't have any feelings for them," I answered with a shrug.
"Typical man!"
"I could say the same thing. Tell me. Why in the hell is it so hard to believe that I have feelings for you?"
"BECAUSE YOU'RE FUCKING HER!" she practically screamed.
"Typical woman! Maybe if you'd have let me in instead of pushing me away for all these months I wouldn't be fucking her, I'd be fucking you!" I snapped back at her. "Look. I'm getting cold. I know you're fucking frozen. Get your ass in the Jeep and I'll take you back up."
"What if I don't want to?" She snapped.
"Your choice!" I answered, reaching down to start the Jeep. She stood there with her arms crossed tightly across her chest, looking like a very cold drowned rat, her hair hanging down around her face and dripping from the rain making its way through the branches. She had made no move to get in, so I dropped the Jeep in gear and started to let out the clutch to pull away.
"OKAY! WAIT!" she practically shouted. I stopped the Jeep and she hoisted her bag into the back and climbed angrily into the seat. "You would have driven off and left me, wouldn't you?"
"I didn't see that our conversation was getting us anywhere. What did you expect me to do?" I asked as I started up the hill.
"Fight for me. If I really matter to you that is."
"Fight for you?" I asked, slamming on the brakes and staring at her.
"Fuck yes. If you wanted to keep me!"
"Keep you? Hell, I've never HAD you!" I said angrily.
"That's not my fault," she said quietly, looking up the road instead of at me.
"Not your fault? Whose fucking fault is it? Mine?"
"It's not mine. Who else is there?"
I reached down and shut off the key and stared at her, the two of us now sitting out in the rain instead of under the cover of the pine. She continued to stare at the road and ignore my stare. "Fine. That's fucking it!" I said, unbuckling my seat belt. I climbed out of the Jeep and walked around to the passenger side, grabbing her arm and pulling her out of the seat. It only took a few steps before we were back under the relative shelter of the pine tree, standing in the soft bed of fallen needles under it. "So it's MY fault? The only thing I haven't done is this!" I said, letting go of her arm. I reached for the neck of the sweat suit top and held it with one hand while I jerked the zipper down, practically pulling the puller off the zipper when it reached the bottom. I let go of her top and grabbed the material of her sweatpants and jerked them down, squatting down and pulling it down as far as it would go. I reached up for her arms and pulled her down on the ground in front of me and then jerked and tugged the sweatpants off over her muddy soaked shoes, tossing the pink pants aside. I pushed her knees apart, leaving her laying there mostly exposed while I stood up and pushed my rain suit pants and jeans down to my knees.
She lay there without complaint as I knelt between her legs and reached for the pink top, pulling it aside to expose both large soft tits before leaning over her. I held myself up with one hand and found my hardon with the other, lowering my hips and aiming my cock at her pussy. She neither helped nor protested as I rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet lips before pushing it into her.
"Oh fuck," she groaned as I pressed deeper into her, the rain making its way through the many layers of pine needles above us dripping coldly on my ass. I continued to push until I could go no father and then pulled back, leaving just my head inside her before plunging quickly back into her. "Oh god yes!" she gasped as my shaft plunged all the way into her until my head hit the end of her tunnel.
"This what you want? You wanna be taken like a fucking animal?" I grunted as I plunged into her over and over, her tits rolling wildly on her chest as my hips pounded into her thighs with each stroke.
"Oh fuck!" was all I got in response as she lifted and spread her legs farther to give me greater access. In and out I stroked, my cock driving into her with each plunge until her body moved on the needles, pulling back again until I was nearly ready to slip from her hot wet confines. The longer I stroked into her the faster I began to move, my hips driving my cock into her at an almost frantic rate. "OH FUCK! FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed into the trees as her body began to tremble. She reached for my rain suit top and grabbed two handfuls of material and tried to pull me down on top of her as her whole body shuddered and trembled below me. "OHHHHHHH GOD!" she cried even louder as my cock swelled fatter.
"Uhhh." I grunted as my body convulsed and jammed my cock into her so hard she slid on the pine needles. I felt a gush of cum lance out into her pussy as she continued to try and pull me down on her. I relaxed my arms and let her pull me down, my wet rain suit pressing against her bare tits as she pulled my face to hers, her moans escaping into my mouth as she pressed her lips roughly to mine.
We lay there for long minutes, both our bodies slowly returning from their trips to ecstasy, her kisses slowly softening until she was erotically sucking my lower lip, breathing heavily. "Took you fucking long enough to do that," she whispered, releasing my lip and my coat.
"You wanted me to force you?"
"You didn't force me. I didn't fight back, did I? I just wanted you to be dominant. I wanted you to be in control. I wanted you to make me FEEL like you HAD TO HAVE me! That you were in charge of both what we did, and when we did it. I could have thought of a few more comfortable places, but at least you finally did it."
"I don't fucking understand," I grumbled as my cock softened in her pussy and slipped out. "So you were what, waiting for me to do this for months or something?"
"Or something. God I gave you enough chances. How many times did I wear things that were easy to take off with no underwear. You had to know I didn't have a bra or panties on. Hell, how many times did I flash you my pussy and you never fucking got the message!"
"The message? Hell, I just thought you didn't like underwear and flashing me was an accident!"
"God, I'll never understand men!" she said shaking her head.
"And men will never understand women," I answered her.
"Come on. Let's go back to the cabin. I'm fucking frozen!" she said from beneath me.
I pushed myself up and pulled up my pants as she picked herself up from the ground. She picked up her sweatpants and started trying to untangle the legs and turn them right side out before giving up and throwing them a the back of the Jeep. "Fuck it," she said as she pulled the pink top closed and held it that way as she climbed into the seat.
I climbed into the driver side and buckled up, reminding her to do the same before taking off up the hill to the cabin.
"Did you catch up with her?" Kim asked as I walked into the cabin.
"He did," Amy said, following behind, dragging her wet muddy suit case, still naked from the waist down.
"What happened?" Kim asked with concern as she stepped to Amy and wrapped an arm around her to pull her to the fire.
"Just Adam giving me what I've been waiting for," Amy said, kneeling down in front of the crackling fire and pulling the soaked pink top off.
"What's that? A spanking?" Kim asked, looking up at me.
"Yes. But not the kind you're thinking of," Amy answered.
Kim looked at Amy, back at me and down at Amy again in confusion.
Amy rolled her eyes. "He finally fucked me!" she said with exasperation. "Shit. YOU have to know I've been trying to get him to!"
"You have?"
"Oh god. How many times have I suggested that I liked how his cock looked in his pants when I flashed him a titty or pussy?"
"Well... All the time."
"And you didn't realize I wanted him to fuck me?"
"Wouldn't it have been a lot easier to just ask him to?" Kim asked softly, wrapping a blanket around Amy's shoulders.
Amy rolled her eyes and sighed softly. "Sometimes I wonder if you really do know me."
"I know you maybe better than you know yourself," Kim answered her. "The problem isn't that he didn't get your hints. It's that your hints sent so many mixed signals that I doubt anyone would have gotten that message."
"Well. Whatever. He finally did," she said as she rubbed her hands together and held them out to the fire. "So now what do we do? I mean he can't keep fucking both of us."
"Why not?" Kim asked with a grin. "I don't mind if you don't mind, and I'd bet a whole ton of money he won't mind."
Amy looked at Kim curiously before she lowered her face to Amy's and kissed her softly on the lips. "You honestly think he's going to pass up this chance?" she asked as she pushed Amy back onto the floor. "The only real problem will be training him when to just pull my pants down and stuff that fantastic cock into me, and when he should pull YOUR pants down and fuck you!"
"You think it's gonna be hard to train him? Seriously?" Amy asked.
"Well, my ass IS sticking in the air with only a pair of yoga pants on, and he's still standing over there instead of pulling my pants down, so you tell me?" Kim asked Amy loud enough for me to hear.
"Yeah. Men. Pretty hard to understand them."
"Even harder to train them," Kim answered her friend.
I had a hunch that the next few days there was going to be a LOT of training. I'm pretty sure I'm going to enjoy it though.
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"I have a bone to pick with you!" Betsy said as she stepped into my office, pushing the heavy glass panel door closed behind her. As the door clicked shut with a subdued thunk she leaned against the front of my desk, putting her hands on the edge and leaning toward me. The red satiny blouse with several buttons open exposed the deep V between her two full creamy white breasts. It was impossible for me not to notice the cute pink freckles that peppered the round tops of her breasts and disappeared down between them.
"Okay. What's the bone?" I asked the sharp thirty something mechanical engineer. As the senior project engineer for the company I had the opportunity to work with most of the engineers over the years, some of them better than others and some better looking than others. In Betsy's case, her appearance was every bit as sharp as her intellect. If she weren't fifteen plus years younger than me, I might have been tempted to accept one of her less than subtle attempts to get me to date her, if nothing else to actually see out how far those sexy little freckles went. I leaned back in my chair, putting my hands up behind my head, preparing for whatever problem the fiery little redhead was bringing to my desk, a problem that must have been of my making from the sound of her tone.
"Funny you should use those words. You turned down Denise," she said simply.
"Oh, that." I said with a sigh. "Yes, I turned her down. I told you that I'm not ready to start dating again. I'm way too old for those kinds of problems."
She was right though. When the senior secretary for the engineering department tried to convince me to go with her to the company Christmas party, I said no. She did her best to try to change my mind, but ultimately the answer was still no.
Betsy pushed off the front of my desk and stepped around to my side of the desk, leaning her butt against it and sticking her legs out as she rested her weight against it. The black pleated skirt exposed her creamy white legs from the two inch heels all the way to just above her knees, her hands moving to her lap as she half leaned, half sat on the edge of my desk, her legs only a few inches from mine.
"It's been how long? Three plus years now since you lost your wife? Let's face it, it's long past time you got back on the horse and find yourself a good woman to make you happy again. I haven't seen you smile more than half a dozen times in nearly four years," she said plainly, making me glad that the heavy door blocked the content of our conversation if not her relative proximity to me.
"Betsy, I appreciate your concern, but honestly, I'm too old to start dating again. Hell, what woman would really want an old fart like me? I'm too set in my ways to change, and most women aren't going to be interested in accepting all of my quirks."
"Really?" she asked incredulously. "You've had how many of the ladies here ask you out now? Let's see...I can think of at least six, not counting me, and that's just in the last few months. Now you're turning down Denise too? That can't be because of age, she's only a half dozen or so years younger than you are."
"I'm just not ready to date."
"So don't think of it as a date. Think of it as...escorting her to the party."
"Yeah, like a date."
"What makes it not a date?"
"Well for starters, when it's not one guy and one gal."
"Fine, I can fix that. You can escort both of us, Denise and I, to the party," she said firmly.
"And this isn't a date?" I asked, shaking my head.
"Meets your criteria. It's not one gal and one guy. And you can make all the guys jealous when you walk in with two beauties on your arms."
"Betsy!" I protested, planning on saying no just the same.
"I'm wearing a dress that's...ohhhhhh....about this short!" she said, using her hands to pull the material of her skirt up her legs until the hem had inched up her creamy thighs until more showed than was covered.
"Betsy!" I said, looking at the mostly glass door, concerned that someone might look in and misinterpret what was going on.
"Oh? Shorter?" she asked with a devious little smirk, inching the skirt even higher. "Like this?"
"BETSY!" I said, staring now at her thighs as she inched the skirt even higher. I couldn't seem to tear my eyes from her legs, except of course to notice a little flash of pink higher up between her legs.
"You might as well say yes. I'm not stopping until you do!" she said, scooting it even higher and moving her legs apart slightly as she did. "You don't want me to be sitting here on your desk with my skirt all the way up to my waist, do you? Well, maybe you do at that." She giggled.
"BETSY!"
"MICHAEL! You know darn well you aren't going to claim sexual harassment! If you even think about it, I'll counter with how you stare down my shirt every time I come in here," she said, the devious smirk never leaving her face and her hands inching the dress even higher, the hem now so high that the pink panties were clearly visible. I could see the lacy pattern on the front, and little bits of white skin peeking through. I could feel my cock bulging out my pants as it hardened at the sight in front of me.
"Betsy, stop, please?" I practically begged.
She inched the skirt even higher, tugging it up so that I could clearly see the whole front of her crotch, the lacy panties letting white skin of her mound show through as well as little red curls sticking through the lacy material down a bit lower. "Then say yesssss!" she hissed playfully, spreading her legs a bit wider apart and leaning down toward me, her free hand reaching for my lap and grabbing my cock through my trousers. "See, you're turned on! Your body hasn't forgotten what to do with a sexy woman."
"OH damn," I groaned at her touch, something I hadn't felt in a very long time. "Okay, okay, I'll take the two of you, but on one condition!" I said in defeat.
"Sure, what's that?"
"That you don't keep coming in and trying to seduce the hell out of me!" I said sternly.
"You don't like what you see?" she asked, letting go of the bulge in my pants. She slowly lifted one foot up and eased it across my lap, setting her high heel on my chair on the other side from where she leaned against the desk. With her legs splayed much wider than before, she leaned back down and squeezed the even bigger bulge in my pants. "Feels to me like you do!"
"Oh crap. It's just not professional. We have to work together!" I protested, my mind screaming to reach out and touch her as I tried to resist the temptation.
"Honey, I watched you go from a happy, vibrant, intelligent sexy man to a sad tired man. I want to see you back to that happy vibrant playful man. Seems to me that you used to flirt with me quite often. I miss that!" she said, letting go of my cock and reaching for one arm, pulling it down off my head and guiding my hand to her thigh. "I always found your flirts to be sexy and playful, even that time you slid your hand up under my skirt when I dared you. We both knew they were never going to be anything other than flirts, but now...well now if you want, they don't HAVE to be just flirts. They could go farther if you wanted them to," she said, pressing my hand on the inside of her thigh and then sliding both our hands up her thigh until my fingers were pressing against her pink panties, the heat from her obviously wet pussy soaking into them and making my already hard cock grow even harder. "Just think about it, okay?" she asked as a quiet knock tapped on the door.
Abruptly Betsy stood up, smoothed her skirt down and then turned and bent over again, looking at my computer screen as if studying something intently. Amanda, one of the cad specialists opened the door and stepped part way through as one of the other engineers walked past.
Amanda gave Betsy a quiet nod and then turned to step back out of the office, leaving the door ajar.
"We'll pick you up at your house at eight for the party. Only two days away now, so don't forget!" she said as she straightened up. Then almost as an afterthought, she leaned over and gave me a fast peck on the lips with her red lips before she turned and walked briskly and businesslike from my office. Just before she disappeared completely she turned and leaned back in. "If you want it shorter I can do that too," she said in a businesslike tone, even though I knew exactly what she meant.
"No, I think that length will be fine," I answered as Amanda stepped back into the office. She stood there against the glass panel in the door, waiting for Betsy to pull her head out and walk away before turning to face me. While I might, maybe, be able to see my way clear to go out with Betsy, Amanda was another issue completely. She was a young black girl, the emphasis on young. She couldn't be more than mid twenties, even younger than some of our kids....well, now my kids, now that my wife wasn't with us anymore. Don't get me wrong, I thought Amanda looked very nice, well, extremely nice. She always wore short skirts and snug shirts and dark stockings, even darker than her light coffee colored skin, and very high heels. Today she had on a choker of white pearls that contrasted against her darker skin looping around her neck and hanging just down inside the gray blouse she had on that matched her short skirt. Now that I looked at it, it had to be a one piece button down, neck to hem, dress.
"So did you finally say yes?" Amanda asked quietly as she stepped to my desk still holding a folder in her delicate hands.
"How did you know what she was asking?" I asked back in surprise. "Were you her lookout or something?" I asked her bluntly after a few seconds pause where my mind finally put the pieces together.
In reply she just grinned at me, dropped the folder on my keyboard and then turned on her heels and walked out the door, swinging her hips sexily as she crossed the few feet to the door. She didn't have many curves, but the ones she had she knew how to highlight. That included a tight round butt that stuck out a bit more than her maybe B cup breasts.
I picked up the folder and opened it, finding several blank sheets of paper in the folder, answering any lingering doubts that I had just been very effectively set up. Well, Betsy was a very intelligent young woman who had a lot of drive to get what she wanted. I guess in this case, it was me saying yes.
The next day I found a calendar schedule item requesting a time slot in the early afternoon to do a project funding review with Denise and Sandra, our financials wizard. I responded to the request and arrived at the conference room at the appointed time.
"Denise." I acknowledged as I stepped into the conference room. Denise was already seated with an array of papers spread out on the table. I could tell she had on some sort of powder blue dress, the parts of which I could see over the top of the table looked quite becoming on her. It had a significantly deep V down the front where the material crossed over itself as it wrapped around her body. I could just see the edges of a similarly colored bra peeking from one side of the dress, the whole outfit tastefully showing a considerable amount of her C cup breasts and the cleft they created being pressed together by the bra.
"Sorry I'm late," Sandra said as she scurried into the conference room with her laptop in one arm and a stack of papers in the other. Sandra was a very petite woman, probably in her mid to late thirties with a distinctly Asian appearance. She typically wore very conservative, although snug fitting outfits, and today was no exception. She wore a gray pencil skirt, a white blouse with ruffles sticking out the front of the gray jacket. She used the black heels to kick the door closed behind her as she made her way to the end of the table to set down her armload of stuff.
I had to admit, that even in the professional outfit, her hair up in a bun high on the back of her head and her dark rimmed narrow glasses, she looked quite...interesting. But as far as I knew she was married, and well, she was a LOT younger than I was. Maybe Betsy was right. Maybe I did need to think about dating again. I guess three years is a long time without sex, but dating, that was hard work before I met my wife. How much harder is it going to be just on the high side of fifty? And dating someone at work? Was that a wise idea?
My mental meanderings were cut short by Sandra pulling her jacket off, revealing the long sleeved, very thin, silk blouse. I could easily make out the whole shape of the tan bra she had on under the blouse. Come to think of it, this is the first time I'd ever seen enough of her to even guess at a bra size, but based on the size of the cups and the extremely tiny straps, I guessed she was maybe an A or maybe a small B cup at most.
"So, at the current rate of outflow on the Boeing contract we are going to go WAY over budget on the Mechanical side and we need to figure out where to reallocate funding from," Sandra said, sitting down and getting immediately to business as her computer flashed to life in front of her.
Two hours later she finally closed her laptop, happy with the results. "I'll leave you two to take care of the rest of the paperwork," Sandra said as she stood up and slipped on her jacket. She looked at Denise and then at me. "I'll see both of you tomorrow night then!" she added with the slightest bit of a smile before turning and heading for the conference room door. She left and closed the door quietly behind herself.
"What was that about?" I asked Denise quietly as she slid over closer to me so we could look at the paperwork she still had on the table.
"Well, the party of course," Denise said innocently. "Now where were we? Oh yes. We need to look at this part of the schedule," she said as her leg pressed against mine.
As we talked I could feel her leg moving slightly against mine, distracting me from the schedule. "Goodness, it feels hot in here doesn't it?" she said suddenly reaching for the front of her dress and tugging on it to wave it in an attempt to get air circulation down it. The process also pulled the material away from her body sufficiently for me to be have quick glimpses down her dress and see her over full bra cups, the very lacy material allowing me to even see the darkness of her areola and the bumps of her apparently hard nipples. I did my best not to stare, but the sight was definitely giving me a hardon.
Finally she released her dress, the now tugged on material not nearly covering as much of her as it had before, much more of her creamy breasts and lacy bra cups now exposed to my view. If I had a hard time concentrating before, well now it was damn near impossible.
"I think I need a drink of water," she said as she got up and walked to the little water cooler in the corner of the room. "Would you like one?"
"Sure, thanks," I answered, watching the knee length dress pull tight across her butt as she bent over, a slight raised outline of her panties visible through the otherwise smooth material. She stood back and walked over to me, a cup of water in each hand.
"I'm going to have to have maintenance check the air conditioning in here. It seems to be much too warm," she said as she set down the cups. She hiked the front of her dress most of the way up her thighs and sat down next to me again, her leg pressing against mine as she rolled her chair in next to mine.
"Yeah, it is hot in here," I answered, suddenly feeling very warm as I looked over at her. I couldn't help but see down the front of her dress again, and realized that her nipples were probably as hard as my cock at that moment, a fact I was trying hard to hide.
"So what should we do now?" she asked as she leaned back in her chair, tugging on her dress again.
I began to realize that the dress, a wrap around type of thing, was gradually being pulled farther and farther apart across her chest as she tried to fan herself. I was very glad that the door was closed for fear someone might see in and think that something untoward was going on, which it wasn't, I didn't think. I couldn't help but stare as the flapping dress alternately showed and hid the whole front of one breast with each flap, the outline of her nipple and areola obvious each time I saw it.
"You're staring," she said quietly.
"Uh....Yeah, sorry," I said dumbly, quickly looking away from her chest back to the table.
"That wasn't a complaint, but if you want to stare, at least you can complement what you see," she said with a quiet laugh that was almost a giggle. "You do like what you see, don't you?"
"Um. Well, yeah, of course," I stammered, blushing at being caught looking at her that way.
"Well, then just say so. I don't mind. Personally what I see is pretty good looking too," she answered.
"Huh?"
She nodded down to my lap where my practically rock hard cock had my slacks pushed out into a huge tent as it tried to stand erect, but was constrained by my briefs and pants, pointing down my leg.
"That looks terribly uncomfortable," she said quietly, pausing her fanning to hold the top of her dress apart so that I could easily see both lace enclosed breasts.
"Uh. Yeah a bit," I answered, trying to cover myself with my hand.
"You could fix it. I wouldn't mind," she answered with a grin. "I wouldn't mind one bit."
"That probably wouldn't be a good idea. I mean someone could walk in on us and then where would we be?"
"Oh I wouldn't worry about that. The occupied sign is out and Sandra locked it on the way out," she answered with a devilish little grin on her face, swinging her chair to face me as she pushed back from the table. "But if you'd rather, I'd be happy to...rearrange things to a more comfortable angle for you?"
"Denise! Seriously? Here? I mean I agreed to go to the party with you, but I didn't say I was going to have sex with you or anything," I said in shock.
"I wasn't asking you to have sex with me, and I wasn't offering to suck your cock, but of course if you want me to all you'd have to do is say the word. I'd be more than happy to. I know it's been a VERY long time since anyone did that for you," she said as she undid the belt buckle of her dress. She stood up and allowed the belt to unwrap from around her, the dress falling open all down the front as it did. She stood for several seconds, allowing me to see the gap up the front and the strip of white skin running all the way down from her neck to the tiny blue bikini panties she had on. She swept the dress aside, allowing it to hang from her shoulders down both sides of the chair exposing her entire body to me as she leaned back in the chair again, her legs slowly spreading apart to allow me to see anything I wanted.
She wore nude colored thigh high stockings, the frilly tops stopping only six inches or so from the tiny blue panties she had on, which from this angle showed a very definite wet spot low on her crotch. Her body appeared firm and toned, and well, to be honest, quite sexy for someone in their mid-forties. Her lacy bra cupped and squeezed both breasts, each large enough that it would easily fill my whole hand, and each with a large round darkened areola with a hard nipple almost perfectly centered in each one. For a brief moment I considered reaching over and undoing the bra so that I could see her breasts without the lace covering blocking the view.
I saw her lick her red lips with the tip of her tongue before those lips turned into a slight smile. She shrugged the dress off her shoulders, letting it hang over the back of the chair, leaving her in just her heels, stockings, panties and bra.



"This really isn't appropriate. What if someone comes and wants to use the room?"
"Michael, sweetie. Do you think I don't have all my bases covered? Annette will ensure that we have privacy," she said quietly before leaning toward me. "Now how about you let me make that more comfortable, since we're doing a little show and tell."
I moved to stop her as she reached for my belt, but she gently moved her hands to mine and pulled her chair up so that one of her legs was between mine and one of mine between hers. She pulled my hands gently from my belt and rested them on her knees before moving her own hands back to my belt.
"Feel free to touch anything you desire," she whispered as she undid the belt in my pants and then went to work on the button and zipper.
"Goodness, I might have to have you stand up," she said as she reached down into my pants and briefs, trying to coax my cock from its bent position. "Come now, stand for me for a moment. Let me help you get this more comfortable."
I really shouldn't have, but at that point it was the first time a woman had her hand on my cock in over three years and resistance at that point was quite thoroughly futile. I stood up and my pants freely slid down off my butt and down my legs, stopping only when it came to her knee. She shifted her hands and eased my briefs down as well, pulling down until my cock popped out and stood erect, pointing at her face, bouncing in time with my pounding heart.
"Damn that looks like a sexy cock," she cooed as she pulled my briefs down farther. She let go of them and then leaned her face toward me, wrapping both hands around my long thick shaft and closing her mouth around the couple inches still sticking out of her grasp.
"Oh fuck," I groaned softly as she swirled her tongue around and around my head, her head starting to bob on my shaft, more and more disappearing into her mouth with each stroke.
I moved my hands to her shoulders and then idly stroked my hands up and down her back as she made love to my cock with her hot wet mouth. Up and down my shaft her lips went, her tongue teasing the bottom side of my shaft, one hand following her lips while the other moved to my balls and began massaging them. My fingers found the clasp to her bra and played across it idly a few times before going back to stroking her back.
"Feel free to undo it if you'd like," she said, pulling her mouth from my shaft long enough to tell me.
Sexual arousal can be a powerful thing, and at that point I was VERY aroused. I reached for her bra clasp and quickly undid it, coaxing the shoulder straps off her shoulders. One arm at a time she allowed the loops to slip off until the bra fell to the floor between us, allowing her now bare tits to hang freely below her.
I reached down past her sides and cupped both breasts, reveling in the feeling of a soft breast in my hand again, my fingers stroking her rock hard nipples as her mouth plunged up and down my shaft.
"Oh shit, I'm going to come," I groaned quietly, trying to hold back the sudden urge I was feeling. I expected her to pull her mouth from me not sure what she was going to do with the cum I could feel building inside me, but instead she seemed to suck harder. "Denise, I'm going to come!" I warned again, thinking maybe she hadn't heard me the first time. Unable to hold back the flood any longer, my body was suddenly overwhelmed by the urge to push, which I did, driving much of my cock into her mouth, causing her to gag as the first shot of my hot cum lanced into her mouth and throat.
Again I expected her to pull off and cover my cock with her hand or something to contain the cum I couldn't hold back, but she simply aimed my cock to the side of her mouth and sucked each shot of cum from my cock, swallowing down the copious flood. She kept stroking and sucking until I felt myself start to soften in her mouth, only then did she release me and sit back in her chair again.
"Goodness, you stored up a lot," she said with a grin, wiping a little cum off her face where it had trickled down from the corner of her mouth.
"I'm sorry," I said, trying to pull my pants back up but feeling like I needed to sit down at the same time.
"Sorry for what?"
"For cumming in your mouth. I tried to warn you, but I guess I didn't give you enough time."
She leaned toward me again, sliding her chair in as far as she could, pushing me down onto the chair so I was sitting again. She reached her face toward mine and gave me a soft, gentle kiss on the lips. "If I had wanted to pull away I would have, I chose to take all of you in."
"Oh," I answered stupidly.
"Hasn't anyone ever done that for you?" she asked quietly, her hands moving to mine and drawing them up to her chest again.
"No, not really," I answered, suddenly feeling guilty. That was something my wife didn't much like, giving me oral sex.
She must have seen the change in my expression and leaned forward as my hands slid down to her thighs. She scooted off her chair toward me and straddled me on my chair, her panty covered pussy resting against my softened cock and her soft tits pressing to my face. "If your wife loved you even a smidge as much as you obviously loved her, you would understand that a woman always wants her man to be happy, and if she can't be there any longer to do that, she would want him to go on and find what happiness he can. Oh she'd understand it wouldn't ever be the same, but she would want you to try," Denise whispered to me, stroking my head as she sat on my lap.
"I know she would, but it's hard to think of being with someone else," I answered.
"I know sweetie. But for a few moments you let go and I could feel you enjoying me. I'd like to help you find that enjoyment again, if you'll let me," she practically whispered. "I've been thinking about your strong hands stroking my body for so very long. I almost can't believe that it's happening now. I know it's a lot to ask...and trust me, I don't want to push you too far too fast...but would you mind using your hands to pleasure me for a few moments? I'm so turned on that I know it will happen fast, but I really, really would like to feel your fingers stroking me."
I looked up at her eyes, her green eyes soft and inviting, not the hard strict eyes that I have seen in the business setting so often. No, these eyes were almost pleading with me.
"Stand up," I whispered.
She almost immediately complied, allowing me to reach out and hook my fingers in her panties and slide them down, exposing a small matted tuft of brown curls above a pair of full fat outer lips, much of her soft inner lips protruding invitingly out, even though they too were pressed tightly against her fat outer lips from being trapped by her panties. I pushed the material down farther and she stepped from them, leaving her in just her stockings and heels.
I circled my hands around her butt and pulled her back to me, coaxing her to sit back on my lap. It may have been a long time since I had pleasured a woman, but I certainly hadn't forgotten how. I slid one hand down between her legs and gently stroked one finger along her wet lips while my other hand pulled her body closer to me. I moved my head and guided her body to me so I could close my lips around one of her nipples, gently sucking it deep into my mouth while my other finger stroked again along her wet lips.
"Ohhhhhh my yesssss," she hissed quietly as my stroking finger pressed deeper between her lips, finding the entrance to her tunnel at one end of my stroke and her hard clit at the other. Again and again I stroked, sucking her nipple and flicking my tongue across it to tease it. Her hips rocked slowly in time with my strokes while my finger stroked her wet spread pussy. "Mmmmmmm that feels so nice. So gentle and sweet!" she murmured quietly.
I was almost surprised when my fingers banged into my hardening dick, surprised at how quickly I had again grown hard, and surprised at how turned on I was finding myself again. I continued to stroke her pussy and suck first one and then the other nipple, my hardening cock soon pressing against her ass as I stroked her.
She too could feel my hard shaft pressing against her pussy and ass and she began to rock herself, sliding her pussy back and forth across the top of my shaft while my fingers concentrated on her hard protruding clit.
"Mmmmmm so close," she mumbled, sliding herself back farther on my lap so that her lips were sliding back and forth across my bulbous head at the end of each of her short strokes. As I worked on her clit with my fingers, her hips rocked harder, her orgasm slowly building within her. She pulled her chest from my face and leaned back, moaning loudly as she rocked her hips, driving her pussy back and forth across my cock. I didn't know if she planned it, or if it just happened, but either way, happen it did. As she leaned back she slipped back just a little farther, my head pressing between her wet lips and then suddenly sliding upward, engaging into the entrance to her tunnel as she slid back toward me again. She paused briefly, almost as if she were surprised to find the feeling of my cock where it was and then with a low slow moan, pulled her hips toward me with her feet wrapped around the chair, driving herself onto the full length of my cock.
"Oh my god Michael," she moaned as she sat with me impaled within her. She moved her legs to settle her feet, still in her heels, on the floor and then began to slowly lift and drop herself on my lap, sliding her pussy on and off my shaft with each new stroke.
"Oh fuck," I groaned as she rode me, her actions quickly pushing my buttons and working me up the slope towards another climax of my own. I reached my hands from her thigh and pussy, out around her ass and lifted her up, turning to set her ass on the conference room table. She leaned back until she was supported by her elbows, her legs spread wide and sticking in the air on either side of me.
"That's it baby. Fuck me. Let me feel your big fat dick slide in and out of my hot little pussy!" she groaned softly and sexily.
I started stroking into her with abandon, my hips slapping against her bare ass and my cock sliding in and out of her sopping wet pussy its full length, only my fat head remaining inside her before the next plunging stroke.
"Oh god. I'm going to come again," I grunted as I felt that feeling deep inside that told me I couldn't stop what was about to happen.
"That's it baby. Come for me. Come with me. I'm almost there...going to come any second now," she panted, little trickles of sweat running down her body, the perspiration making her whole body glisten sexily.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body spasmed, driving my cock forcefully into her so hard that she slid a few inches on the table. I felt the first gush of my hot cum lance out into her pussy, soon followed by more and more shots of cum.
"OHHHHHH YESSSSSSSS," she moaned loudly, her whole body trembling and shaking on the table as little spasms ran up and down her nude form.
I lost track of how long we stayed like that, her leaning back, breathing heavily and me standing between her legs with my cock embedded inside her. She pushed herself up and wrapping her legs around me so that I wouldn't fall from her pussy, reached for my neck and pulled herself up against me. She pressed her lips to mine in a hot wet kiss that soon degenerated into a game of hide and seek with our tongues.
"You know," she whispered during a break in our marathon embrace, "I've wanted to feel this for almost two years. I'm glad that I finally did."
"Yeah, this kind of got out of hand," I answered.
"Oh sweetie. It didn't. It just became what we both wanted at that moment. It doesn't mean it was right or wrong or anything else. It just means it felt good and we both filled a need each of us had."
"Hell of a way to start dating again."
"Is that what we're doing? I thought we were just having some really intense interpersonal relationship training," she said with a girlish giggle.
"Okay, I'll bite. Why interpersonal relationship training?"
"Oh sweetie," she said leaning toward me and kissing me on the lips again for several seconds. "You were just learning how to help provide for the needs of your coworkers," she said with a grin. "And you did a wonderful job at that."
"Okay," I said with a shake of my head. "But we better get dressed before we get interpersonalled out of a job."
"If you insist, but I thought you liked seeing my naked body."
"I do. I think it's quite sexy."
"Mmmmmm, that's much better. Maybe we'll have to have planning meetings more frequently now? Especially now that I know how well you work to satisfy your coworkers needs!" she said as she released her grip around my legs. She pushed me gently back and then slid off the table, picking up her panties and quickly stepping into them. "Gotta catch the flow of you before it drips all the way down my legs. Goodness you have a lot to contribute."
"Uh yeah," I answered a bit stupidly, pulling up my pants while I watched her dress. I realized suddenly that I was actually disappointed that she was covering up her body. Well, at least it appeared to be time to try and have sex again.
Betsy walked into my office the next morning wearing a knee length navy blue dress and stepped quickly around to my computer without asking. "I need you to look at this," she said as she bent over next to my chair to type on the keyboard. She quickly tapped into the company file server, browsed to a file and entered her password to access it. "I need you to help me decide which pair of underwear to wear to the party," she said quietly as she opened the file, showing pictures of her midsection wearing a tiny red thong and a very tiny bikini panty that was cut so low you almost couldn't call it a panty.
"Damn," I whispered, looking at it. "How am I supposed to choose? For that matter, why am I supposed to choose?"
"Well, because I want to know which you like better. Should I wear this one," she said, pointing to the tiny bikini bottom, "or should I shave off the rest of my curls and wear this one?"
I was...well stunned. "Huh?"
"Which do you think?" she asked again. "For the party tonight? Shaved, or not shaved?"
"I don't know. I guess I don't know how much you have down there," I answered.
"Why don't you find out?" she said quietly. "I dare you to slide your hand under my dress and find out."
She had dared me once before to do this, and that time it was to see if she was actually wearing bikini panties or what she called granny panties. I didn't think she figured I would, and even though it was several years ago, before I lost my wife, I did slide my hand up under her skirt, telling her that she shouldn't dare someone to do something unless she was willing to have them do it. She simply responded that she was always ready for me to feel her up. I presumed the dare was intentionally set to do the same thing.
I moved my hand from the arm of my chair to her left leg and then slid my fingers slowly up the inside of her thigh, pushing my hand farther and farther up until my fingers found her very wet and very bare pussy. I curled one finger on her mound, stroking back and forth across her curly pubic hair, feeling the extent of it, while stroking her pussy lips with my thumb. I pressed my thumb between her lips to the entrance of her tunnel and then slowly pushed it deeper, letting it penetrate into her as far as I could.
"Ohhhhhh damn. I didn't expect that, but Mmmmm that's nice. I wish you would have fed me your cock yesterday like you did to Denise. I'd love to feel that inside me too."
"So does everyone know Denise and I ....uh....screwed in the conference room?"
"Oh no, just a few select people. Girls talk you know," she said, wiggling her hips to rub her thighs against my hand, my thumb still buried deep inside her.
"Well, maybe one of these days you will."
"Ohhhh don't tease me like that and not do it. Just take me. Doesn't matter when or where, just surprise me and take me," she breathed heavily.
"Why in the world would you want to have sex with an old fart like me?"
"First, you're neither old, or a fart. Second, I think you're a very sexy mature man. Third...well, sometimes working close to you gets me thinking about you making love to me, and that gets me so turned on that sometimes I have to go to the ladies room and finger myself until I come," she said quietly.
I sat silently, not at all sure how to respond to that admission. She turned and looked past her body toward me.
"I didn't mean to scare you, but you asked. So back to panties, which ones?"
"I'd kind of like to see you with a little bit of hair," I answered quietly, still in shock.
"Done then!" she said as she closed the file, her ass wiggling a little to move my thumb around inside her. "I better go, unless you plan on taking me right now. I'd love to feel you fuck my hot pussy right on your desk."
"Um, oh, yeah," I said, pulling my hand from her pussy.
"See you tonight!" she said cheerfully as she walked away.
"Damn," I said to myself, realizing I was sitting there with my thumb and half my hand covered with her pussy juice. I walked down the hall to the restroom and washed my hands so I wouldn't be sitting there for hours smelling her. After those two pictures, it was going to be hard enough to concentrate the rest of the day.
"Denise asked me to check and see what you are wearing," Amanda said as she walked into my office.
"Slacks and a shirt, why?" I asked in confusion.
"No, to the party silly!" Amanda said rolling her eyes. "You aren't planning on standing up Denise and Betsy, are you?"
"I suspect I wouldn't live to tell the tale," I answered jokingly. "But just the same, slacks and a shirt. I don't have much of a party dress. Why, what are you wearing?"
"Oh a little black number I have, incredibly sensual, soft as a baby's bottom, completely backless all the way down to here," she said turning around and running her fingers across the top of her butt cheeks. "Guaranteed to turn on any man."
"Wow. Sounds pretty....spectacular."
"Oh it will be," she said as she stepped around my desk and squatted down, bringing her face much closer to the suddenly hardening cock I was trying to hide with the desk. "and the best part is that you can see what's under it any time you want. All you need is this little key," she said, reaching out and setting a small padlock key on my lap, her hand closing over it and my hard cock at the same time and giving it a squeeze.
"Uh, Amanda, whoa girl. I'm twice your age. Don't you think you should give this to a nice young guy closer to your own age?" I said, gently removing her hand and picking up the key.
"You know what they say about older men knowing all the right moves. After what you did to Denise, well I'm game to try it," she said with a huge smile. "Besides, the harder you try to avoid me, the more and more I get turned on."
"And if I'm not attracted to you?" I asked defensively.
"Michael, Michael, Michael. I'm an intelligent girl. I know exactly why you always pull your chair close to your desk when I'm in here. Just like now, you get a huge hardon thinking about my sexy little body, mentally undressing me and stroking my soft skin with your eyes. Mmmmm yeah baby, knowing what I do to you just makes my pussy tingle."
"Aren't you afraid of getting into trouble, sexual harassment and all that these days?"
"You know I was at first. I worried that you might be offended, but then Betsy had me play lookout, and I saw what she did. I saw her pull her skirt all the way up and slide your hand to her panties. Oh yeah, by the time she left I was ready to climb onto your chair and ride you like a stallion. But I waited. Now...well I want you to know that I'm not wearing any panties at all today, and you can touch me any time you want," she said, standing up and pulling her already very short skirt up to expose her completely shaved mound and chocolate colored pussy.



"Oh damn. Put that down before someone comes in!" I hissed quietly.
"Ohhhh, a little danger is fun. It just makes the juices flow a bit more," she said as she flattened her skirt back in place. "Why don't you come by my office later and see just how far you can take it?" she said, wiggling her ass as she walked toward the door. She paused at the door, leaned out and looked up and down the hallway as she lifted the back of her skirt up over her ass. She bent all the way over, her feet a foot or so apart so her shaved pussy pushed out at me while she pretended to pick up the pen she dropped on the floor.
"Oh damn," I breathed as she stood back up, smoothed her skirt down and left without another word.
What the hell was happening? It was bad enough that Betsy had taken our flirts to the next level and well, Denise took EVERYTING to the next level, but now Amanda? What and why? I rubbed my face in my hands, trying to shake the image of her bent over in front of me and the absolutely sudden desire I had to step around the desk and stuff my cock into her pussy. Since Denise rode me yesterday, it seemed like everything I thought about turned into sex. This wasn't any way to conduct business. You can't go around screwing coworkers and expect things to not go south. Tonight had bad written all over it!
By two in the afternoon I had decided that I needed to quench the fires that Amanda seemed to have cooking for me. With a sigh I picked up the key she had left in my lap and headed down to the engineering floor, weaving between the cubicles until I arrived at Amanda's. She was sitting back in her chair, half hidden by the huge computer screens on her desk, chatting with Cynthia, another of the cad specialists.
"Ohhhhh, look who's here!" Amanda said with a grin. She blew me a quiet kiss, held her finger to her lips to ensure I stayed quiet, and then proceeded to tip back in her chair and wiggle her hips, pulling her skirt up until her bald pussy was showing to both Cynthia and myself.
"Amanda!" I hissed quietly, worried about who might come in with her like that.
Amanda just grinned back, spread her legs as wide as the chair would allow and began to stroke her pussy with one finger, letting it slide between her soft feathery pussy lips to dip deep between them.
"I'm not here for that." I tried to say quietly. "I wanted to bring this back down," I said holding the key back out to her.
"Oh, I see," she said quietly. "Not interested in holding onto that asset?" she asked, not bothering to cover her pussy as she stood up, her skirt still bunched around her waist. She took the key from me and stepped up next to me, and leaned against me, using her free hand to guide my hand to her bare pussy. She gently ground her pussy against my hand, making little moaning sounds as she stared at me, her look pure desire. "What do you think Cyn? Should I let him give the key back?"
"Uh uh. Not a chance," Cynthia said from where she was leaning against the cubicle wall grinning. Cynthia had been here for several years, and I guessed she was at least six or more years older than Amanda. Like Amanda, she seemed to revel in the looks she got wearing very short and very tight outfits, her extremely long blonde hair, all the way down past her ass, and frequently hanging over one side or the other of her ample chest, was usually well brushed, but left free to float around her sexily. Every time I saw her recently, I seemed to think of Lady Godiva riding naked on a white horse. Cynthia could easily play that part and look incredible doing so.
"Cynthia, you're not helping."
"Don't blame me Michael, I'm just an observer," she said, holding her hands up in a defensive manner. But the look on her face told me she was very interested in how this was going to turn out.
Amanda took the key from me, and moved it to her teeth. Slowly she stepped around in front of me, and began unbuckling my belt, the key sticking out toward me as she continued to hold it in her teeth. With my belt loose, she undid the front of my pants, and for some inexplicable reason, I stood there and let her do it!!!
She pulled my pants apart and tugged my briefs out away from my body, leaning in with her face to drop the key into my underwear. "Now you have to take it with you," she said grinning, giving my suddenly hardening cock a few strokes through my underwear before she began putting my pants back together. She finally stood back up, smoothed her skirt down and stepped back around her desk, standing there with a devilish look. "Right?"
"Right," I said with a sigh. "You win." I tossed my hands up in defeat and walked out of her cubicle, headed for the men's room to dig the key out.
It was seven o'clock sharp when the doorbell rang. Clearly Betsy and Denise weren't to be deterred.
"Hello girls," I said as I opened the door and stared. Denise had on a long flowing floor length powder blue gown that hugged her curves like it was painted on, the dress mostly backless, except for a variety of ties zigzagging back and forth across it. The skirt, flowing over her hips and then to the cement of the front stoop, had a split up the right side, and I presumed the left as well, running from her blue high heels all the way to the middle of her hip. A tiny slit of white skin showed plainly as she moved to come into the house.
Betsy had on what I could only describe as an itty bitty red dress that went incredibly well with her auburn hair and creamy skin. The front was a halter top that seemed to be split all the way to her navel, eliminating any possibility of a bra, and the skirt portion was spandex, clinging snugly to her down to not quite mid-thigh. She had on red four inch heels that brought her height equal to mine and rust colored stockings that disappeared up under the dress. The tiny bumps and lines that showed through the form fitting skirt made it clear that they were real stockings with a garter belt holding them up.
"You're wearing that?" Denise asked in surprise, looking at my Dockers and button down shirt.
"Yeah, why?"
"Sweetie," she said, stepping into the house and right past me. "The first thing you need to learn about dating is that you have to look the part, not old man fuddy duddy!" she said as she disappeared down the hall. "Well come on. Let's see what we have to fix you up with!"
"You heard her," Betsy said, turning me and pushing me down the hallway in front of her.
We stepped into the bedroom and Denise was in my walk-in closet, digging through what I had in there. "Oh, this looks better," she said, walking out with my suede sport coat, a white turtleneck and a pair of dark brown dress slacks.
I just stood there looking, not sure what to do.
"Well, are you going to dress or do you want me to do it for you?"
"Oh, let me. I haven't gotten to see yet," Betsy said, reaching around me from behind and undoing my belt.
"I can undress myself," I said, moving her hands and undoing my pants the rest of the way. My pants slid down to my ankles and I bent over to untie my shoes.
"White briefs? We'll have to fix that too," Denise said, walking to my dresser and opening drawers. "Ohhhh what do we have here?" she said, holding up a pair of dark blue silk boxers.
"Nice," Betsy said, as I kicked off my shoes and straightened up, working my pants off over my feet. While I was unbuttoning my shirt, Betsy slipped her hands into the waistband of my briefs and started to push them down.
I caught her hands, stopping her before my hardening cock could spring into view. "I am capable of undressing myself," I said quietly as Denise stepped around the end of the bed toward me.
"You didn't have any trouble undressing me the other day, you aren't going to deny me the opportunity, are you?" she asked sweetly, tossing the boxers over her shoulder onto the bed and reached out for the buttons of my shirt.
"I'll be happy to help too," Betsy said from behind me, trying to push my underwear down again.
"Betsy!!!" I said, stopping her again, but not before she had my cock sticking out.
"What a spoil sport," she answered, finally letting go of my briefs. "Well, at least I can watch," she added, stepping around me and settling on the bed sideways, reclined back on her elbows, her legs hanging over the side.
"Well, the view looks pretty good, too," Denise said, finally getting the last button on my shirt and pushing it off my shoulders. "You've kept yourself in good shape!" she added, sliding her fingers down my chest and firm stomach, not stopping until her fingers stroked the length of my hardon. She moved her hands back to my briefs and then slowly lowered herself to her knees, pulling my briefs down with her.
I stood there, feeling a bit embarrassed to be naked in front of the two of them, Denise reaching for my hardon and wrapping both hands around it. After stroking it several times she stood up, with a smile on her face, and stepped to the bed to get the boxers. She knelt down again and helped me step into them, slowly pulling them up my legs. She leaned forward and closed her lips around my cock, sliding her mouth down my shaft and back up again one time before sliding my boxers the rest of the way up, finally covering my cock.
"Much better than those whity-tighties!" Betsy said from her reclined position on my bed. "Lots sexier!"
"Most certainly!" Denise added, holding the white turtleneck out for me.
I pulled the turtleneck on and then slipped on the dress slacks that Denise had also picked. A few more minutes and I was properly dressed, belt, wallet, shoes.
"What's this?" Denise asked, pulling the small key from my pocket.
"Oh that? Something a friend gave me to hold." I said, slightly embarrassed at the discovery.
"Oh really? Wanna share that friend's name?" Denise asked, slipping the key into my pocket.
"Uh, not really." I said, blushing a little.
"Well, then I suppose we should go to the party." Denise said, holding my sport coat out for me. "Much better now, don't you think Betsy?"
"I would say he was passable," she said with a grin. "Don't want him looking so hot that the other girls try to steal him away, do we?"
"True, but certainly, shall we say, dashing?" Denise said, looping one of her arms through mine. "Come along now sweetie, we have a long evening of fun and frolic ahead!"
I let her lead me down the hall, Betsy following behind, turning the lights out as we went. Chilly would be an understatement. It was flat cold outside. I wondered how the girls managed the cold in the skimpy dresses they were wearing as we trudged through the inch or so of snow that had fallen earlier in the day. I stepped to open a car door for Betsy, allowing her to slide into the back seat. She held her hand out for me, inviting me to sit with her.
"Get in before I freeze my nipples off!" Denise urged, pushing me slightly to climb in with Betsy. The door closed behind me and Denise quickly walked around the car and slipped into the driver seat.
I was actually surprised how much room the little foreign four door had in the back seat, space which Betsy didn't seem at all interested in utilizing. She seemed much more eager to utilize the same space I was, snuggling her body up tightly to me and wrapping one of my arms around her shoulders. She snuggled down, pulling my arm around her farther until she could slip my hand into the halter top of her dress and down onto her bare breast.
"Ohhhhhh that's chilly!" She giggled as my hand cupped her bare breast, her rock hard nipple pressing into my palm. Given the number of years we had been teasing each other, it was almost a surprise that this was the first time I'd really been able to play with her bare breast. Once or twice she had me touching her breasts through her clothing, and one time she flashed me a nipple, but this was, well....different, and pleasant. As my hand warmed she reached for my other hand and drew it to her lap, sliding it up her leg to the top of her stockings and the tiny panties she had promised to wear.
"If you make them all wet you can take them off of me and keep them," she whispered. "I'm yours to play with all night."
"I don't know what to answer to that."
"Answer that you'll save some for me too!" Denise said from the front seat as she drove down the streets headed for the highway.
"What? Am I supposed to collect panties tonight or something?" I asked with a laugh.
"Actually, that sounds like a good idea. Why don't you see just how many women are willing to give you their panties, single or married?" Denise asked. "Although you might have trouble getting mine, since they're all still at home in a drawer."
"Oh damn," I mumbled, realizing from her statement that she was in fact naked under the dress, the backless nature not allowing for a bra and the high cut sides not allowing for underwear. That would certainly give me plenty to think about when I was dancing with her, which I assumed she would want. "So Betsy, just why do you want me to make your pussy wet? Isn't that uncomfortable to walk around like that?"
"Oh sweetie, you've been making my pussy wet every day for four years! It just wasn't appropriate to act on that until recently," she said, hugging my arm tightly. "My only regret is that I didn't manage to sample your wears with my pussy before Denise did!"
"Well, age and experience do have some rewards!" Denise called from the front seat as she merged onto the highway.
"And to think, I set you up too!" Betsy answered before reaching up with one hand and turning my head toward her. She spent the next several minutes kissing me hotly, her tongue teasing mine and coaxing it to follow back into her mouth. As her kiss drove my level of desire up, I couldn't help but slowly stroke my finger back and forth across her panty covered crotch, finally worming a finger under her panties and stroking her soft wet lips. She moaned softly into my mouth as my finger stroked across her excited clit, teasing her even more.
"Take 'em off of me," she whispered, undoing her seat belt and lifting her butt off the seat. I tugged and pulled on the panties until I could finally pull them down her thighs, leaving her ass and pussy completely bare. "You know, every time I bend over I'm going to be showing you my pussy now. This dress is way too short to not have panties on and bend over."
"I guess you're going to have to be careful where you bend over then," I whispered back with a grin.
"You are such a dirty old man....and I love every second of it," she moaned as my hand, no longer blocked by her panties, slid up her thigh and my finger pressed between her wet lips. I stroked up and down her slit, letting my finger dig deep into her and then stroke along her pubic bone until it came to her clit. Back and forth across her clit I would flick my finger before pushing deep down between her legs again. "Oh fuck Michael. Are you trying to make me come?" she moaned as I ran circles around her clit with my finger.
"Uh huh," I answered softly.
She lifted herself off the seat again and scooted her skirt from under her, lifting it all the way up to her waist so everything was exposed. I could see the small red garter belt that connected the dark red silk stockings in the strobing light of the passing street lights. Her little tuft of hair was cut into a cute little heart, with the rest of her mound and lips shaved bare. She spread her legs wide, hooking one over my legs, and sinking down on the seat to let me see everything I wanted. I slowly pushed a single finger up into her deep hole, driving it in and out of her slowly while she reached for my belt and began frantically trying to undo my pants.
"I have to fuck you," she moaned, trying to get my pants apart. "I want your hard dick inside me when I come!"
At that point I wasn't even going to think about arguing. Hell, I'd had so little sex in the last four years that if it hadn't been for Denise's little seduction in the conference room I'd be afraid I might have forgotten how! I quickly undid my seat belt, pants belt and pants, pushing my pants and silk boxers down to my knees.
"Don't make a mess on my seats!" Denise called from the front as Betsy crawled over me, straddling my lap facing me. She easily guided my rock hard cock to her pussy and then slowly let her weight down on it, letting it slide slowly into her tight pussy.
"ohmygodohmygodohmygod," she mumbled over and over again as she took more and more of me into herself. With a little moan of pleasure she began to gently bounce on me, driving herself up and down my shaft in short choppy little strokes.
As good as her pussy felt, I also wanted to see her tits. She'd teased me with them so often that I wasn't going to pass up this chance, I simply had no idea when it would come again, if it would. I reached up and undid the fastener around her neck and let her top fall free, exposing her tits, which were already bouncing sexily as she worked up and down my shaft. Her breasts were creamy white with tiny red freckles sprinkled down from her neck to her belly, the number declining as my eyes traveled down. Her areola were almost perfectly round and easily as large as a silver dollar, centered on the front of her grapefruit sized tits. They and her nipples were identically colored deep pink, drawing my attention to the hardness of her nipples, each sticking out almost the thickness of my finger. I cupped both bouncing orbs in my hands, letting her nipples protrude through my fingers.
"Oh yeah. Play with my tits baby. Oh fuck you're going to make me come any second. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" she moaned loudly as her legs trembled on each side of me. "Squeeze em! Oh lord, I love having my nipples squeezed when I come!"
I leaned my face forward, sliding my hand down to cup her breast and leave the front bare and drew her nipple into my mouth, gently squeezing it between my lips and flicking my tongue across the hard tip.
"OHHHHHHH SHIT!" she screamed loudly. "OH SHIT OH SHIT!"
I could feel her pussy contract around my cock while she tried to continue bouncing on me, the additional tightness and the erratic strokes pushing me toward my own climax.
"I'm gonna come!" I grunted, releasing her nipple for a few moments before sucking it in again.
"YES DO IT! FILL ME WITH YOUR FUCK JUICE! COME ON BABY, GIVE ME YOUR WHOLE LOAD! FILL MY CUNT WITH YOUR HOT CUM! OHHHHH Fuck I've waited sooooo long for this!"
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body jerked trying to drive my cock deeper into her, even though my head was already pressed as far into her as I could fit. I felt my first shot of cum lance up into her, squeezing around my cock inside her pussy and flooding her with hot cum.
"YESSSSSS!" she screamed at the top of her lungs, her whole body dissolving into jerks and tremors on top of me until she finally sagged into me like a rag doll.
My cock continued to twitch and pump more into her for what felt like an hour before I felt like I was finally getting control of my own body back again.
"Ohhhh damn baby. Thank you, thank you, thank you!" she mumbled in my ear, kissing my neck and earlobe. "Oh god, I wanted that so bad. I wanted to do that the other day in your office, just pull your pants down and fuck you in your chair until you came deep inside me. Ohhhhhh damn, you feel so good inside me!"
"It's a good thing you didn't," I whispered back.
"Oh? Why, couldn't handle it?"
"Uh uh. If you screamed like that the whole factory would've known what we just did."
"Oh, yeah," she said with a giggle. "When I get excited I get kind of loud."
"So I noticed," I answered, sliding my hands around her back, letting one stroke her back and the other her ass up under where her skirt had fallen back down.
"You two should probably dress, we're almost there," Denise called.



"Oh yeah." Betsy said with a grin. "I better put those panties back on or I'll be leaking you down my legs all night. While I wouldn't mind it, it would certainly telegraph what we've been doing!"
I handed her the panties back and she rolled off my cock quickly leaning back and sticking her feet in the air to work the panties over her high heels. She slid them up and then went to work fixing her dress back up while I worked my boxers up over my flagging cock and then worked my pants up.
"Hope you two are decent, because we're here!" Denise said as she pulled into the circular drive of one of the big hotels downtown.
"We are!" Betsy answered for the two of us, looking like a Cheshire cat that just got the proverbial mouse. The valet opened the door, letting me climb out first. As Betsy slid out of the car, her skirt slid up again, nearly to her waist, exposing herself from her knees to the top of her mostly shaved mound, the tiny red panties not quite covering all of her curls and clearly showing a dark spot along the crotch. I smiled as she adjusted her stockings, pulling them back up to nearly her crotch in front of the valet, and then smoothing her dress back down.
"That was a very naughty thing to do," Denise whispered to Betsy across my body as she looped her arm through one of mine, and Betsy took the other.
"I figured it was the best tip I could give him," she answered with a giggle.
"Now sweetie, I'm the designated driver tonight. Feel free to indulge in whatever your little heart desires," Denise said to me as we walked across the flagstone atrium.
"Anything?" I asked curiously.
"Anything, or anyone. I'm sure there will be a lady or two who might want to...liven up your party!"
"Not a good idea," I answered. "I have to work with these people."
"Uh huh. And what happens at the party usually stays at the party, as long as it doesn't get too vulgar or you start messing with the wrong husband's wife," she said with a slight laugh. "Last year one of the girls down in shipping decided to try and put her moves on an extremely good looking young woman. Only problem was, it was the VP of sales new girlfriend."
"Uh oh."
"It was. He didn't know that his new girl was also into young ladies until the two of them were found in a dark corner with their hands under each other's dresses."
"Well, I'll try to keep my hands under only the right dresses," I answered.
"And which would those be?"
"Yours and Betsy's?" I asked questioningly.
"Uh huh. If I were to guess, there are more than a few that would like to see if you'd feel them up. Tell you what. I'll give you a blow job a day for every pair of wet women's panties you can bring home tonight."
"You're kidding, right?"
"Uh uh. And Betsy's and mine don't count, because she already gave you hers, even if you did give them back, and I'm not wearing any."
"Oh this is going to be fun to watch," Betsy said as we walked into the brightly decorated ballroom, a number of heads turning to see us. With Betsy in her sexy little red dress on my right arm and Denise in her erotic blue one on my left, we attracted a significant amount of attention, mostly from the younger guys, probably wondering how I managed to score two beauties, but also from quite a number of ladies. One in particular, a tall willowy blonde in a strapless evening gown stared at me all the way across the room to where the three of us decided to sit. Slow music was already playing and a large crowd had gathered, some around the bar, some around the tables scattered around the room, and quite a few moving gently on the dance floor.
"So would you like to ask me to dance?" Denise asked quickly.
"Huh? Uh sure," I stammered, caught a bit off guard.
"I figure I need to get mine in early. I suspect you're going to be busy much of the night."
"I don't see why, but if you say so," I said, holding my hand out to her. I led her to the dance floor and then did my best to not step on her feet as we did a slow waltz type step.
"This simply won't do. Too much space and not enough touching," she said quietly, sliding her arm around me and gently pulling me towards her until our hips were touching. Her chest was gently brushing mine as she swayed to the music, coaxing me to move along with her. "Much better," she cooed, leaning forward and putting her chin on my shoulder and letting her head rest against mine. She slid her arms around me and hooked her hands up over my shoulders from my back to hold the two of us together snuggly. "Very much better!" she whispered.
"Been a long time."
"I know," she whispered. "But you're doing fine. Kind of like having sex, once you learn you never forget, and lordy you didn't forget!"
"What do you mean?"
"That little...um...meeting we had the other day? Best orgasm I've had in years."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I answered.
"Oh I did, and I hope too many more times if you'll let me."
"Well, between you and Betsy, I don't think I'm going to have to worry about being bored anymore."
"You don't know the half of it sweetie," she whispered.
"What's that?"
"Nothing. Just thinking out loud," she answered with a smile. She pulled her head back and slipped her arms from around my back and moved them up around my neck. She lifted her head slightly to make up the difference in our height and pressed her lips against mine. Her hot breath breathed into mine as she sighed, her soft wet lips teasing mine gently.
"Damn you can kiss," I muttered as she broke the embrace with the end of the song.
"Just something for you to think about tonight. Don't want you to forget just exactly how good I feel to you."
"Don't worry, I wont," I answered as I led her back to the table.
I was barely back to the table when the willowy blonde I had noticed staring at us when we came in began walking toward me. The room was full of people, yet she looked like the only one in the room as she strode purposefully toward me. She wore a long white dress, extending nearly to her ankles and then up from her slim waist to her full breasts, the dress cupping and lifting them so that the tops were round and smooth, a deep crevice dipping down between them. The strapless dress hugged her upper body, the satin looking material sliding around her and showing all her curves, the flowing skirt swishing back and forth as she moved, each step crossing the one before.
"Damn," I breathed as she aimed her path, winding through the crowd with a distinct goal in mind.
"Well, well, well. Look who took an interest in you," Denise said quietly as she sat down.
"Good evening. A little birdie told me you were going to be attending tonight. First time in...let's see, four years I think, or is it five?"
"Yes ma'am, five," I answered the CFO.
"I'm glad to see you're getting back into the social circuit. I know you got flowers and such from the company, but I've not really had an opportunity to give you my personal condolences on the passing of your wife."
"Thank you ma'am," I said nervously. I might only be a dozen or so levels below her on the org chart, but "chatting" with someone of this level always made me nervous, especially when it includes personal topics.
"Ma'am? Really? That's far too formal for a social event. Please, Michael, call me Evelyn."
"Yes ma'am, I mean Evelyn," I said nervously.
She took a sip of the glass of wine she held, appearing to use it to hide a tiny smile that crept to her dark red lips. "So, are you going to dance with me, or shall we continue to stand here making you more nervous by the second? I've heard you can ...dance...quite well."
"Um, Of course. Please," I said, holding a hand out towards the dance floor. "Although I don't know where you heard I can dance, I feel pretty clumsy on the dance floor."
She set the wine glass down on the table and reached out to take my hand, allowing me to guide her somewhat awkwardly from behind her. Of course, I wasn't exactly sure who was really guiding who as we approached the dance floor. In her high heels she was nearly two inches taller than I was, which felt slightly uncomfortable as I held her loosely with one arm and used the other to hold her hand as we danced to the slow tune. It seemed with each step she slipped closer and closer to me until her hip was nearly against mine.
"You came in with a beautiful entourage tonight," she said quietly, changing the topic.
"Thank you. I thought they both looked quite attractive," I answered her equally quiet. "I have to say, you look quite attractive as well."
"Ahhh, now that is a gentleman's response. Is that your honest opinion or is that your socially acceptable reply?" she asked, the corners of her lips turning up slightly.
"I hesitate to give you an honest assessment," I answered with a slightly forced laugh.
"An honest opinion is the only opinion that matters. I hear far too many gentlemen cloak their answers in what they think I wish to hear and not enough gentlemen willing to express an honest opinion. I've heard you are the later and not the former."
"I try to be a straight shooter," I answered wondering where she'd even heard anything about me, let alone about my personality.
"That's what I've heard around the company. So your assessment?"
"You're not going to let me slide by on that, are you?"
"Not a chance." She said with a soft chuckle. "But if it's not what I want to hear you don't have to worry about your job. If I were try try and fire you I'd have a revolt on my hands."
"A revolt?"
"Oh most definitely. I don't know about men's rooms, but you'd be surprised at the things you hear in a ladies room while they're powdering their noses."
"Like what?"
"Well, let's just limit it to you for the moment. It seems someone made it their goal to try and get you back onto the social circuit, and to that end has been talking up your best traits. So much so that I've wondered if she's exaggerating or if, in fact, she had first hand knowledge."
"Oh lord. Betsy!" I groaned softly.
"An inspired guess. Yes, Betsy." She said softly. "Now, about your honest assessment of how I look?"
"You really aren't going to let me slide on this?"
"Oh most assuredly not!" she said with a laugh. "Especially not when I have you so thoroughly cornered."
I sighed deeply and then quietly said, "As you walked across the room you looked as good as any super model walking a runway in Paris."
"Now that IS an assessment. Thank you," she answered, seeming to actually blush slightly. "So tell me, how has the adjustment gone? I know when I lost my husband that it seemed to take forever before I didn't look down the hall or call out for him. I think that was the hardest part."
"I'm sorry, I had no idea you had lost your husband," I said, looking quickly to her left hand in mine and seeing a large diamond ring on her finger.
I heard her chuckle softly. "I know what you're thinking and no, I didn't. I still wear it because it keeps the money grubbing gold diggers at bay. No, I never found anyone to replace him, and I doubt I ever will. But given the right opportunity, I do still occasionally enjoy the company of a compassionate man."
"I see," I answered, not exactly sure where this was headed. I was silent now that the music had stopped between songs, but continued to hold her hand as we stood only a few inches apart, feeling a bit awkward. A much faster song started, what I had always called a bump and grind number.
"Ohhhh now this could be interesting!" she said with a grin, letting go of my hand and turning to face away from me. She hiked the bottom of her dress up to her knees and backed against me, wiggling and grinding her ass against me as the music picked up intensity. "Come on, don't be afraid. Put your hands on my hips and move with me!" she practically shouted over the significantly louder music.
Following her instructions I put my hands on her hips and tried to move with her as she ground her ass back against me. She started to shimmy lower, drawing her body down until my hands couldn't hold her hips any longer, sliding up the satin sides of the dress until my hands were practically rubbing her breasts. She shimmied back up again, sliding her back up my front until her ass was once again rubbing against my hard cock.
"That's it! Have some fun with it! You're so stiff! Loosen up a bit!"
"I'm not used to dancing this way, and to be honest, with you moving this way it's hard to keep my hands where they belong," I said back over the loud music.
"Then don't worry about where your hands go, if they go where I don't want, I'll move 'em," she shouted back as she started to shimmy down my body again. My hands once again slipped from her hips, up her sides each time she twisted her body the front of her dress sliding around so that my hands were cupping first one breast through the dress and then the other. She did this quite a few times before she shimmied up again, the song finally fading away and ending.
"Whoo. Hot now," she said, standing in front of me and fanning her face with her hands. "This dress isn't exactly made for that kind of dancing."
"You seemed to do okay in it," I answered as a, thankfully, much slower song started. The "older" couples that had vacated the dance floor with the last song started to filter back onto the floor, and Evelyn slipped back up to me. She faced me and wrapped both hands around my neck, arching her back slightly and pressing her thighs against mine as she began to slowly sway to the music.
"This is much better, isn't it?" she asked softly as I moved my hands to her hips and followed her motions. I slowly moved us around a spot on the dance floor, the tiny movements of our feet making progress slow, but at the same time, neither of us in any hurry to go anyplace.
"I'm having a very nice time with you. How about you?"
"Well, aside from being nervous, yeah, I'm doing ok."
"Why are you nervous?" she asked with a smile. "Just because I play at work on a higher level than you do? I'm still just a woman, and tonight that's all I want to be. Since I seem to have to prove that to you, what shall I do to prove it? Take you into the corner and make out with you?"
I nearly choked. "I'm sorry," I said as I regained my composure following that comment. "You want to take me into the corner and make out with me? Seriously? You can pick from anyone in this room, most of them a lot richer than I am."
"Rich isn't what I'm looking for. I don't need for money. You have something much more valuable. You're genuine, you're a gentleman, and if you don't mind me saying," she said, leaning forward to whisper to me, "I think you're actually quite handsome and sexy. I wouldn't mind one bit letting you take me home with you tonight." That time I did choke, bringing a giggle from her lips. "Does it surprise you that someone of my stature in the company wants to be taken to bed by a sexy man?"
"Um, no, just that, well, we don't know each other at all. All I know of you is what I've read in the company news and a few minutes dancing with you. You can't know much more about me."
"On the contrary, I know a lot about you. I know that you're alone and available, I know that you're intelligent, I know that you're dedicated, I also know that you're gentle, I know that you're sexy, I know that you feel good against my body, and I know..." she said before sliding her head next to mine to whisper in my ear. "that the other day you made love to Miss Fensing in the conference room."
I jerked my head back and stared at her deep blue eyes, looking for any indication of what she wanted or intended.
"Yes, I know. I told you, you'd be surprised what a woman hears in the ladies room. In this particular case it was about a certain unnamed engineer that took Miss Fensing in the conference room after a meeting. From what I heard, she enjoyed the hell out of it too. Now it doesn't take a genius to put that and your appearance here with her together," she said quietly.
"I didn't know that what Denise and I did was common knowledge."
"Oh it isn't. Just that a certain young lady from the financial department was lamenting that she missed out on what sounded like a very nice little encounter."
"Damn," I breathed quietly.
"Don't worry, it's only known in small circles, and in her defense, she was only upset that she didn't stay to partake."
"But still."
"But still, so you have a proven track record as a spectacular lover, and with all those other sweet things I said and honestly meant, yes I'd like to take you into the corner and make out, or even better, let you take me home and have your way with me all night long."
"I appreciate that. I don't think I've ever quite been propositioned by anyone as good looking as you, in fact, I don't think I've ever been propositioned like this period. The idea is actually pretty appealing. You have me pretty turned on, and I'd very much like to see what you look like out of this dress, but I did come with Denise and Betsy. It would be much too rude of me to switch dates in mid party. I'd love to take a rain check though, if you're willing."
"You know, I think that makes you even more attractive to me, not less. A true gentleman! Yes, I'll take a rain check. How about a completely surprise unscheduled visit some night, me, you, your house?"
"I think that would be very nice," I answered back to her still smiling face.
"You wouldn't believe how wet I am right now. I can't remember the last time I was this turned on, and I'm not even going home with you!"
"I'm sorry you're going to be left hanging. That wasn't my intention. I'd do something if I could."
"Lord, you just keep getting better and better," she whispered. "Come with me." She turned, looping her arm into one of mine and then guided me, quickly and purposefully out of the ballroom. She led me down the hall toward the pool area in the indoor courtyard and pool. To my shock she turned and pulled me right into the ladies room that was near the pool area. Thankfully it seemed we were the only ones in the restroom as she guided me to the last stall, the handicap stall, and tugged me inside, closing the door behind us. "You know?" she whispered as her hands began fumbling with my belt. "I haven't done anything like this since I was a teenager!"
"I'm still not sure what it is we're doing," I said, even though I could guess.
"Just playing," she said as she undid my pants the rest of the way and pushed them down, revealing my blue silk boxers. "Ohhhh those are sexy!" she said as she used the hem of the leg holes to gently tug them down, sliding them all the way down to my knees, exposing my semi-hard cock. "Your turn," she said, standing up and turning around, pulling her long blonde hair to the side to expose the small zipper going down her back.
"You sure?" I asked as I reached for the small zipper pull.
"Uh huh," she answered. "Don't worry, I won't spoil Denise's fun unless you ask me to." As soon as she felt the zipper slide down to the end she pushed the dress down, exposing her whole body except for a tiny white pantie and a white strapless bra. Before turning back around to face me, she looked over her shoulder with a wicked little grin and reached behind her back and unclipped the bra strap, letting it snap around her body. She dropped the bra and then turned back to face me, her firm round breasts and rock hard nipples fully exposed. She quickly pushed her panties down over her hips, revealing a little well trimmed bush of trimmed blonde curls. She continued to push the panties down until she could step out of them and the dress pooled around her legs. She dropped the panties on the pile and then raised her hands above her head, resting them on top of her head as she slowly turned a slow circle for me. "What do you think?"



"I think you must do a lot of yoga or Pilates or whatever," I answered as I surveyed her obviously athletic body.
"Well, thank you. I try hard to stay in shape."
"Your shape is very nice!" I answered as she came back around to face me and then put her arms down, reaching for my cock as she stepped toward me.
"Tell you what, you can do anything you want to me, any way you want to. I'm all yours. All I ask is that you make me climax before you're done with me. In exchange, I'll give you a Christmas present you'll never forget," she whispered as she began to slowly stroke my cock.
At that point my hands began to think on their own, reaching out for her body and wrapping one arm around her while the other hand slid down to the blonde curls. I lowered my head to one of her very firm breasts and flicked the nipple with my tongue, bringing a shudder from her body. "Goodness. I can't remember being this excited since I was a teenager," she whispered as my fingers curled down between her legs and stroked the length of her wet slit.
Her soft inner lips protruded significantly and were easily spread by my finger. I stroked from the entrance to her tunnel to her hard little clit, stroking my finger across it before moving back down for another stroke. Her hand stroked on my hard cock in time with my finger, my shaft growing harder and fatter by the second.
"Ohhhhh darling, you have such talented hands and mouth. If you do as good with this big cock a girl could be in heaven with you!" she whispered.
I continued to lick her nipple, drawing the whole front of her breast into my mouth so I could swirl my tongue around her areola and hard nipple, my fingers never stopping their trip up and down her wet pussy.
"Ohmygod. I think you're going to make me come. Too soon! I don't want to stop yet," she moaned softly. "Fuck me. Fuck me with this cock."
In response I let her tit slip from my lips with a loud slurp and then turned her to face away from me. She quickly bent over, resting both hands on the stainless bar on the wall while she moved her feet apart.
I stepped up to her bare ass and rubbed my engorged and excited cock head up and down her slit, spreading her juices on it before slowly pushing it into the entrance of her tunnel.
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" she moaned loudly as I inched my cock into her pussy, feeding it into her as much as I could before pulling back to stroke a little more of her juices from her pussy onto my shaft and her lips. It took several long slow strokes before she could take all of me inside her, her pussy tightly holding me as little ripples ran up and down the length of her vaginal walls.
Holding her hips I began to slide in and out of her, my shaft sliding almost all the way out of her before pushing quickly back into her. Time and again I drove into her. I heard her making little moaning sounds and her legs trembled after only a few short minutes of stroking. But I wasn't going to last long either, and as much as my mind told me to stop and pull out, my cock drove me to continue, and continue I did, until my body suddenly jerked, slamming hard into her and unloading the first shot of cum deep into her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh yes, yes, yes," she moaned loudly as my cock spurted time after time, each time associated with a new spasm driving my hips against her ass and my cock deep into her pussy. "Ohhhh lord yes," she squeaked quietly as we stood there, breathing heavily, my cock slowly starting to soften inside her.
After what seemed like five minutes she leaned over and pulled some toilet paper from the roll and covered her pussy with it before pulling off of me, catching the flood that it released. She squatted down in front of me and leaned her head toward me, closing her mouth around my softening cock, slowly licking and sucking our combined juices from it.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she continued licking and sucking. She continued her ministrations until I started to harden again, only then letting me slip from her mouth.
"That was fun...been a long time since I was with anyone I felt like I could be naughty with," she said with a little giggle as she tossed the wad of toilet paper into the toilet. "I'm afraid I got lipstick all over you though."
"Yeah, looks like it," I agreed, looking down at my partially hard dick with a ring of red around the base.
She picked up her panties and then used them to wipe the red from my cock, her motions practically caressing it as she cleaned all traces of her lipstick off. "Can't have you go back to your lady friends with someone else's lipstick on your cock, can we?"
"I guess not," I agreed as she finally stood back up holding the red tinted panties.
"Well, guess I'm not wearing these again," she said with another giggle. "I bet none of the men out there tonight will even realize that I'm not wearing panties....but you'll know," she said with a grin as she squatted down again. She pulled my boxers and pants up and didn't begin to dress herself until she had me fully respectable again. She put her bra on and then stepped into her dress, turning so I could zip it up.
"Thank you kind sir," she said with a grin. Then her face got serious for a moment. "I truly hope we can do something like this again. You made me feel almost like a teenager again. I like that."
"Me too," I whispered back.
She reached over and flushed the toilet and then opened the door, checking to see if the coast was clear, as if we could change things if it wasn't. She led me by the hand out of the stall to the door just as it opened from the outside.
"Oh sorry," A lady said as she stepped into the room, glaring at me as Evelyn led me past her without a word.
"That was so fun." Evelyn giggled as she led me by the arm back to the ballroom. "Any time you wanna play again, come see me. I have an office begging to be christened!"
"You sure that's wise?"
"Sweetie, I'm the CFO. What are they going to do, fire me? Those stuck up assholes on the board would be too busy fantasizing that it was them to bother doing anything about it," she said with a hearty laugh.
She led me across the room to where Denise and Betsy were sitting, finishing some plates of food of various kinds. "Ladies, thank you for letting me borrow your escort. I can tell you he is a true gentleman and if I were you, I'd take good care of him before someone steals him away." With that she walked away, her hips swaying, and her pussy bare under the dress, having just stuffed her panties in my coat pocket before turning to leave.
"Well, well, well. Did you two have fun?" Denise asked as I dropped into the chair next to them.
"I guess you could say that. By the way, did you know that our little exploits of the other day are floating around the rumor mill, only with not so much rumor to it?" I asked.
"Oh goodness," Denise said softly, her cheeks turning red. "And she knew?"
"Uh huh," I answered her. "I think I need a drink. How about you two?"
"Just soda water for me. I'm driving," Denise said.
"I'll come with you," Betsy said, getting up from her chair.
On the way back from the bar I got a plate of food and the three of us sat and chatted while I finished eating.
"So my turn to dance now?" Betsy asked with a smile.
"Sure, why not," I said, getting up, feeling a little more rejuvenated after a drink and some food. I spent quite a few dances with Betsy, alternating between grinding herself against me and trying to coax my hands up under the short skirt in the middle of the dance floor. I finally gave in and spent most of one slow dance with my fingers between her lips, slowly stroking her wet pussy and teasing her clit until she was almost ready to climax right in the middle of the dance floor.
"Do it. Make me come!" she whispered urgently, turning to face me and pressing her tits against my chest as the song started to draw to a close.
With a chuckle I slid my finger back under her panties and flicked my finger back and forth across her clit, holding her tightly to me so she didn't sag too much as her legs and arms trembled. I felt her chest heaving against mine as I pulled my hand from her pussy and allowed the post orgasmic sensations to work their way from her body. Thankfully the next song was also a slow song and we were able to remain relatively unobserved while she regained her composure. I say relatively because Betsy hadn't fully recovered when a pretty hot looking young woman walked up, tapped her on the shoulder and asked if she could cut in.
"Sure," Betsy said as she slipped out of my arms. "I think I need to sit down for a few minutes anyway."
"Most definitely!" The new young lady said as she stepped up to me. "Shall we dance?"
"Uh sure," I said as I held my hands out to take hers, but instead she slipped right up against me and pressed her rather full chest to me and wrapped her arms around my waist.
"You don't recognize me, do you?" she asked quietly as we started dancing, her hips pushing against mine as we swayed in time to the music.
She was only a couple inches shorter than my six feet, but then she had on at least four or five inch yellow high heels that matched her short yellow cocktail dress. The dress, only coming down to mid thigh, seemed to be made of a relatively stretchy material that clung to her body snugly as it flowed up over her hips and thin stomach. It covered her chest, and then angled up over one shoulder, leaving the other bare. Her dark brown hair was shoulder length but was filled with lots of large curls that cascaded one over another. "I'd like to say yes, but I really don't," I answered honestly.
"Well that's nice actually, I'd rather not look like I usually do at work. Jeans and t-shirts aren't flattering," she said with a grin. "Does that help?"
I looked at her quizzically for a few moments. "Stacy? Shipping?" Wondering if this was the same young woman from down in shipping that always personally brought my packages up to my office.
"Ohhh very good!" she answered, "I'd hate to think I wasn't at least a little memorable."
"Oh, you are that!" I answered, remembering how she always leaned onto my desk and pushed her chest out at me, almost as if teasing me to reach out and touch her. She was also one of the ladies at work that had asked me out in the last few months, Stacy asking me out to a movie, which I politely declined. "You just look very different."
"Different good or bad?"
"Now that's a loaded question. If I say good, then that implies that you look bad at work, which you don't, and if I say bad then it implies I don't appreciate the efforts you went to to look very soft and feminine, which you do. So if you don't mind I'll just say pleasantly different."
"Thank you. I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a sweet smile. "So this might not be a movie, but at least I'm getting to dance with you."
"This is true," I answered, quite unsure of what to talk about.
"Soooooo I have to ask. Any particular reason for not going out with me? My tits are too small, my eyes too big, that sort of thing?"
"Well, you're what, twenty-five at most?" I asked, "Half my age?"
"Ohhhh now that IS a compliment. I'm thirty-two."
"Still young for someone my age."
"I always felt that age didn't really matter. It was more how you felt about a person that mattered. But I know that you turned down everyone that asked you out, not just me, so I won't be offended," she said as she pressed herself more tightly against my chest. "Now that you have your hands on me, how are you going to get my panties off of me?" she whispered, leaning her face close to me, her cheek pressing softly against mine.
"What? How? I mean, what?" I stammered stupidly.
"That's easy silly. Those of us who care already know what Denise dared you to do. So now that I know, how will you get me to take my panties off? Or are you going to just reach under my dress right here and pull them down?"
"I...I mean... Oh Geez."
"You're so adorable when you blush. Just like that time I asked you if you were looking down my t-shirt in your office. You blushed sooooo red, I loved it. Tell you what, if you wanna look down the top of my dress now, I won't tell anyone," she whispered just loud enough I could hear her over the music.
"What you want me to just undress you right here?"
"Oh that would be bad, wouldn't it? No, I don't think you want to do that...but I do know someplace we can slip away to, if you really want a peek."
She clearly wanted me to see, and I had a feeling that if I said no, then sooner or later she'd find a way to give me a good look anyway. "Sure, why not?"
"You could be a little more enthusiastic. A girl likes to be wooed into showing her best parts," she said, with a grin, making no move to do anything but continue to sway to the music against my body.
"You want to be wooed?" I asked quietly.
"Uh huh. I want to hear how your bedroom voice is. I've heard you're really good in the sack, well at least on the conference table, but I'd kind of like to hear how you'd seduce a sweet young thing like me into your lair of sexual ecstasy!" she said with a giggle.
"Well, that does sound specific," I answered, digesting her comments. "Alright," I said as I slid my hands down to cup her butt through the dress and give her cheeks a gentle squeeze and lean my head closer to her ear to whisper. "Tell me, which would you prefer? Would you prefer that I take you over behind yon Christmas tree, slowly slide your dress up until I can remove each piece of clothing under it, leaving you nude beneath it, or would you prefer that I spirit you away to the courtyard, find a nice lounge chair by the pool and lay you in it while I kiss and lick my way up your body, taking each piece of clothing I come to off until you're completely naked and at the mercy of my fingers and tongue?" I whispered before gently kissing the base of her neck.
"Ohhhhhh, now both of those sound quiet interesting, but I'm not quite sold yet. Tell me, just exactly what would you do with my body in that lounge chair?"
"Hmmmmm, after I take all your clothes off, leaving you completely naked to anyone who wanted to come watch, I'd lick and suck your pussy until you couldn't help but climax in a loud noticeable way."
"Ohhhh you really wouldn't do that to me would you?"
"I know how," I whispered back.
"Mmmmmm, what would you do if I said do it, strip me bare out there and lick my hot pussy until I came in a screaming orgasm?"
"Well, I guess I'd just take you out there and do it. I am a man of my word after all."
"As much as I would love to feel your tongue dive into my pussy and lick me to that screaming orgasm, I may have to take a rain check on it. I'm not quite sure I'm ready for such a public display, however if you'd like to take me behind yon Christmas tree and take my panties off... well, you're welcome to do whatever you want to what you expose, as long as it doesn't get too public."
"Excellent choice," I whispered, stopping our dance and turning to guide her across the dance floor towards where a number of artificial Christmas trees had been set up in a small "grove" of trees, each overlapping the next so you had to wander around between them to get through to the other side. I led her around two or three trees, blocking us from view from the dance floor and food tables.
"So. I've wondered what you look like without those jeans and t-shirts. Looks like I'm going to find out," I said with a grin as I knelt down on one knee in front of her. I reached for the hem of her dress and slowly eased it up, exposing more and more of her bare skin and then the tiny yellow thong panty she had on. I didn't stop there, but slowly pushed the dress up, leaning my face toward her and gently kissing her stomach as it was exposed. I pushed and kissed her dress up until the white strapless bra came into view. "We really don't need this, do we?" I asked quietly, holding her dress up with one hand and reaching behind her to undo the clasp of the bra with the other. As soon as the hooks were freed the elastic snapped back to shape and the whole bra fell from her round breasts, allowing them to sag down a bit, her nipples, now exposed, pointing upward in front of me. I leaned my face toward her breasts and sucked one nipple into my mouth, teasing around the hard nipple with my tongue.
"Ohhhh, that's a nice surprise," she cooed as she wrapped her arms around my head and gently pulled my face harder to her tit. I released her dress, letting it rest on my head as I sucked her nipple, and slid my hands down her body, catching the strings over her hips that held the tiny triangle of yellow in place, and pulled them down over her hips. I continued to slide her panty down her legs to her ankles. She gently stepped out of them and settled her feet back on the ground a little farther apart, giving me access to her shaved mound and lips.
"Ohhhhhhh, that's nice too," she whispered as my fingers stroked between her legs and across her soft lips. I pressed my fingers deeper between her soft lips, pressing them up between them until I could feel them press against her pubic bone, and then slowly stroked back and forth, letting the side of my finger drag across her hard clit with each stoke. "Ohhhhhhh yeah. That's realllllly nice," she moaned in a soft quavering voice. "But you better stop before you have me coming all over your hand."
"That was the idea," I said as I pulled my face from her breast, her dress falling back down between us.
"I'd just as soon save that for someplace a bit more private," she panted as she reached down to me to tug me up.
I leaned down, collected her panties and bra from the floor, stuffed the panties into my coat pocket and then held the bra out for her.
"I think we'll just leave it here for later. Who knows, maybe someone else will get the same idea and we'll end up with a tree decorated with bras and panties," she said with a giggle as she took the bra and draped it over the branch of one of the trees.
"You look a lot sexier in that dress without the bra," I said quietly as I lead her back out of the tree grove and onto the floor.
"I think it's just because you know I'm naked under it," she whispered back.
"Maybe, but the shipping department isn't ever going to be the same again."
"Just wait till I walk into your office, throw off all my clothes and fuck you silly!" she answered, flashing me a wide grin.
"You wouldn't really do that, would you?" I asked her, suddenly worried that she really might.
"You know, I wouldn't have, until now. Yeah, I think one of these days I will, and you won't even know it's coming until I start pulling my clothes off," she answered with a devilish grin.
"Oh lord," I said under my breath, wondering what sexy little monster I just woke up.
"Well, you have my panties, and I'll have you later, so I'll let some other hot spicy little thing have a turn with you," she whispered before giving me a little kiss on the cheek.
"You'll have me later? What does that mean?"
"Oh nothing," she said with a grin. "Enjoy yourself!" she added before she let go of me, and walked away, wiggling her ass at me as she disappeared into the crowd.
"Well sexy, what are you doing out here alone?" I heard a voice say from behind me. I turned and saw Amanda standing a few feet away. She wore a black leather dress, well, sort of a dress. It was a black leather collar, with a small silver padlock on the front. A series of inch wide strips of shiny black leather extended down from her neck, arrayed around the top edge of the otherwise strapless and sleeveless shiny leather dress. Her breasts were cupped in the dress, pushing up and squeezing together to create a sexy chocolate V of cleavage.
The dress extended down to her thighs, the shiny black leather hugging her form snugly, following all her curves. "You like?" she asked, turning a circle so I could see her all the way around. The back of the dress had a gap about an inch or two wide from top to bottom, tied from side to side with a zigzag of black string. It was definitely clear that there was only the tiniest of black lace panties under the dress, only the thin lace keeping the cleft between her chocolate cheeks from being exposed.



"Wow. That's a pretty... um... revealing dress."
"Thank you. I think it highlights my best assssets!" she answered with a grin. "So back to you. What are you doing out here alone?" she continued, stepping up next to me and wrapping an arm around me as she turned herself to press her chest to mine. "You still got that little key? You can use it now if you'd like."
"Oh? Yeah, I still have it, but I'm not sure this is the place."
"Hmmmmm, well maybe you wanna go someplace better?" she asked me suggestively, grinding her hips against mine.
"Other than a bedroom, I'm not sure there is an appropriate place for what you're suggesting."
"Well, we can arrange that. This is a hotel after all," she said with wicked little grin, her tongue slipping out of her mouth and swiping the tip across her upper lip.
"This is definitely a side of you I've never seen before."
"Honey, there are lots of parts and sides you haven't seen, and I'm offering you the chance to experience every inch, inside and out."
"Um.....wow. I... Thank you. But I might have to take a rain check on that."
"Ohhhh too bad. I was kind of hoping you'd add my sexy little panties to your collection."
"What collection?" I asked innocently.
"Oh sweetie," she whispered, reaching a hand into my pocket and pulling out two pairs of panties. "What are these? Kleenex?" she asked, lifting them to her nose. "Oh definitely not. These smell of hot wet pussy. Just like mine."
"Oh, yeah."
"So... How about you collect my panties? All you have to do is unlock this little lock and I'll strip bare for you and put my panties in your pocket for you. I love being naughty, the naughtier the better!"
"I'm not sure I'm quite ready for you to do that right here."
"Then tell me what to do. Tell me to take my panties off and bring them to you in my teeth,"she whispered huskily. "Tell me what to do, the naughtier the better!"
"Alright. Take your panties off for me."
"Noooooo, not like that honey! More like go sit on that table and stick your legs in the air and slide your panties off so everyone can see your wet exposed pussy."
"Fine. Go find a table to sit on and take your panties off so everyone can see your pussy," I said with a sigh.
"OH sweetie! That's perrrrrrfect," she answered with a very devilish grin. She pulled her body from against mine and tugged my arm toward the bar. We wove our way through the crowd on the dance floor to the bar at one end of the room. She half jumped, half hoisted herself up to sit on the bar, the two bartenders, one woman and one guy, both looking surprised.
Amanda wiggled her ass on the bar, working the panties down over her ass. She leaned back, sticking her legs in the air, and pushing her panties down her legs. She slid the material up her mesh hose covered legs and then off, letting her legs spread wide apart to fully expose her pussy for several seconds before closing them and dropping her legs. She slid off the bar and stepped the two feet to where I was standing and stuffed the panties down the front of my pants, squeezing my cock as she did.
"Thanks. I think that was just....um...fine."
"Ohhhh sweetie. If you only knew. I'm so wet and horny! Take me off someplace and fuck me!"
"I'm not sure I'm quite ready for that," I answered, noting all the people still staring at us. "But I'm sure after that show, you'll find someone to fill that need."
"If you insist," she said with a pout. "But I'll be around if you change your mind and want to use that key."
"Maybe later," I said, giving her a gentle kiss on the forehead.
"Alright. I'll be waiting," she whispered before letting go and starting to walk out into the crowd.
"Whew," I said with a huge breath. I shrugged at the two bartenders and walked around the bar to the wall of floor to ceiling windows that overlooked the lake far below. I stood and wondered just exactly how she could expose herself so easily like that. I dug into my pants and pulled the panties out of my underwear and stuffed them into my pocket.
"Well, that was an interesting show," a woman said as she stepped up next to me. She was about my height, a very large set of full round breasts, a thin waist and a medium sized butt, all encased in a form fitting satin strapless gown. I wondered briefly how the dress managed to stay up and hold those huge globes of creamy flesh, each one the size of a cantaloupe.
"Hi. I suppose we can go over by the Christmas tree grove so I can take your panties off," I said with a quiet sigh. I was starting to get tired of the constant stream of good looking women trying to get me to take their panties off. Not that I minded doing it, but I liked to enjoy the after part as well.
"Oh? Now that is an interesting proposition. Let me introduce myself first. I'm Edna Franklin, you know, wife of Mister Roger Franklin, as in CEO Franklin!?"
"Oh shit," I groaned. I'd just propositioned the company CEO's wife.
She chuckled softly. "I have to admit it was an interesting ice breaker. I'm not sure I'd recommend it for everyone, but then it seemed to work extremely well for that young lady in the black dress. I've seen a few unusual things at these parties, especially after the drinks have been flowing a while, but that...well that was a unique show."
"Who, Amanda? Oh yeah," I agreed, blushing at the idea that I had been associated with her little exposition.
"So tell me, what makes a girl sit on a bar and take her panties off and stuff them down your pants?" Edna asked, turning to face me as she stepped close enough for her big round tits to press against my arm. I felt her hand reach into my coat pocket and draw out the black satin panties along with more. "Hmmmmm. Now this is interesting. More than one pair? Seems you've been making quite a collection here."
"It's really not what you think," I protested quietly.
"Really? Just what am I thinking?"
"That I'm some kind of underwear kink or pervert or something."
"I'd have to say I was thinking something along those lines. So if it's not that, just what is it?" she asked, holding three pairs of panties in front of me.
"Well, it's a long story."
"As compared to being considered some kind of pervert by the wife of the company president?"
"Yeah, I suppose that is stupid. Okay, short version. I lost my wife a few years ago and a few of the ladies at work decided it was time for me to start dating again. It seems that part of their little plan was for them to get me to collect their panties."
"I see, and what were you supposed to do once you collected them?"
"They hadn't gotten around to telling me that part. So far Denise is promising to give me a blow job a day for every pair I collect, but I think they have something more planned if I know them."
"Well... that sounds like an interesting situation. Collecting panties could be a rather fun way to get to know the ladies, couldn't it? It looks like you've gotten a chance to play with a few already. Have you gotten to do more than just collect their panties?"
"Oh, a little," I answered, blushing.
She tucked all the pairs of panties in her hand back into my pocket except for the black pair, which she waved in front of my face for a few moments before drawing them to her own face. "Smells like she was excited for more than just taking her panties off. Now why do you suppose she was so turned on?"
"I have no idea."
"Oh, I doubt that. I have a hunch she knew exactly what you had tucked away in here," she said as she dropped her hand and rubbed my semi-hard cock through my pants with the black panties. "Now I wonder, if it's good enough for her to sit on that counter and pull them off for you like that, trying to entice you to take her, there or anywhere... maybe I should let you make good on your proposal!"
"Oh, that isn't necessary!" I answered, worried about losing my job.
"Ohhhhh I'm sure it isn't, but the question is, would it be worth my while?" she said in a soft sultry voice, her hand rubbing up and down the growing bulge in my slacks. "From what I've felt so far, and the number of pairs of panties in your pocket, it would seem that it might very well be worth my time."
"Misses Franklin..."
"Edna," she interrupted.
"Edna. Playing with a few single ladies at work is one thing, but I really don't want to lose my job, and playing with the CEO's wife sounds like a good way to get the boot!"
"Now you either have very little faith in me, or you just don't think I'm good looking enough for it to be worth taking a chance. Which is it, not good looking or just no faith that I wouldn't tell my husband?"
"Ma'am, Edna, it isn't your looks, by any means. I just don't want to do something that would jeopardize my career."
"I see, so if you could, without jeopardizing your career, take my panties off, you would?"
I felt like a trap was about to be sprung. I thought for all the time I had, the briefest of moments, to find a way out of this that wouldn't cost me. She had to see the concerned look on my face, or the smoke coming out of my ears as I struggled to see if there were a gentlemanly solution.
"Well then. From your silence it would appear you would prefer not to take that chance. Pity, I was thinking that it might be fun to let you explore my breasts while you strip me naked. Oh yes, it would definitely be more than my panties. If I'm going to let a man have my panties, it would be much more than that. Not that I let just any man into my panties. In fact, you would only be the third, or fourth if you include my high school sweetheart. But if you don't think you're man enough to undress and pleasure me...."
Here came the other shoe, so to speak. There was no doubt in my mind exactly where this was headed. I only needed to wait a few more heartbeats for her to complete the sentence that would put me in an untenable position.
"... well then I suppose I wouldn't have much choice but to tell my husband about your propositioning me. Such a shame too, with your cock feeling so good I was kind of looking forward to seeing what you could do with it."
"So...If I don't take you someplace and fuck you, you tell your husband I propositioned you? Isn't that kind of blackmail?"
"First off, I'm not demanding anything, just making a business proposal. You get to undress me and play with the parts you find attractive, and when you're done you get to add my panties to your collection. For me, well I get to enjoy you making me climax and then promptly forget exactly where and how I lost my panties."
"So we're basically propositioning each other?" I asked as her hand moved to transfer the black panties from her right hand to the left hand holding her small red clutch.
"Propositioning...sounds so crude. I'd like to think of it as an enjoyable business association," she cooed softly, her now empty hand worming its way down my pants, her wrist trapped by my belt as her fingers closed around my hard cock. "You know I haven't been with anyone since I married my husband. It might be fun to play on the side once. I clearly don't have to worry about an angry wife coming to hunt me down, and there isn't much chance of you coming back wanting a more in depth relationship, so it seems this is the perfect opportunity for a little vacation, so to speak. Besides, feeling your cock has my pussy dripping wet."
"You're not about to let me off the hook here, are you?"
"Am I forcing you? No, not really. I wouldn't really tell my husband you propositioned me any more than I'd tell him I had my hand down your pants. No, this is purely voluntary. I'd like to think I'm still good enough looking to entice a man my own age to undress me, suck on my boobs and give me a nice orgasm. How about it? Interested?"
"No repercussions?"
"No repercussions. We'll be discrete, have some fun and go our separate ways, and you'll be able to add a pair of very special panties to the pairs already in your pocket," she whispered huskily. "So how about it? My pussy is dying to be touched."
"We probably don't want to do it in the open..."
"Don't worry," she said cutting me off. "Meet me in the lobby in three minutes. Don't be late," she said curtly as she slipped her hand from my pants and turned to walk away.
I watched her walk along the length of the glass wall, her fanny swinging sexily as she strode away, Amanda's black panties still held in her left hand along with the little red clutch purse she had. She turned and walked into the grove of artificial Christmas trees, disappearing from sight.
"I guess I better follow suit," I mumbled to myself as I turned to walk the direction she had gone. It took me over a minute to get through the grove of trees and to the main door to the ballroom. I stepped out into the lobby and saw her standing at the elevator, waiting. I walked up without a word and stood next to her until the doors opened. She stepped in, turning to face out as I stepped in behind her. The doors closed and she pushed the 2 button on the panel. It was only one floor up, but it seemed to take forever before the doors opened again, my own nervousness starting to grow inside me. Messing with the CEO's wife wasn't the smartest thing I'd ever done, and may rank up there as one of the stupidest, which made me wonder just exactly why I was doing it.
We stepped out and I followed her down the corridor to a door where she paused. She dug in her purse and pulled out, not a hotel electronic key, but a real metal key, which she slid easily into the lock. She turned the key and stepped through the door, holding it open for me. It wasn't until I was stepping through the door to a large plush office, not a hotel room with a bed, that I realized the name plate on the door said "E. Franklin. President AKR Properties"
"President?" I asked in surprise as she used one hand to ease me forward enough to close the door, the deadbolt closing with a loud "thunk".
"Oh yes. My husband is a busy man, which leaves me plenty of time to dabble in my love, real estate. I own or control over twenty-seven hotels across four states," she said as she walked over to the big wooden desk. She set the panties and her purse down on the edge of the desk and turned to face me. "So...what shall it be? The desk, the chair or the sofa? Or would you rather just throw me on the ground and fuck me in the middle of the office floor?"
"I really don't know," I answered nervously.
She pushed off the desk and stepped slowly toward me, taking long seconds to close the gap between where she had been resting her butt against the front of the desk and where I stood, barely inside the door. She reached for my hands as she approached and then stepped back again, gently coaxing me to follow her deeper into the office. She stopped a few feet from the desk but continued to pull my hands until she had them past her body. Only then did she let go of them and move her own arms up around my neck.
"I think we're both nervous. I feel kind of like a school girl again making out for the first time," she whispered as I gently closed my arms around her body. I gently let my hands roam up and down her back, from her bare upper back and shoulders to the round beginnings of her butt while she stood, looking into my eyes, gently chewing on her own lip nervously.
I finally worked up the courage to undo the tiny zipper that ran up her back, slowly pulling the little tab down from the top of the dress all the way down to the middle of her back and even over the top of her butt. I slid my hands up her back again, feeling bare skin from the V of the dress to the strap of the bra around her body. I let my fingers close on the bra clasp, and deftly flicked each of the four tiny metal hooks out of their loops, freeing the elastic material to snap around her body.
"Now that was smooth," she whispered quietly.
"Uh huh," I answered as I slid my hands back to her hips, gently pushing her body away from mine a few inches so that the dress was no longer trapped between her big tits and my chest. I pushed down on the red satin, sliding it easily over her hips and tugging the whole top of the dress down at the same time. The dress suddenly slid of its own accord, down her body, pooling around her legs.
She tilted her face up toward mine and leaned in, pressing her now bare tits against my chest and her soft lips against mine. I felt her kiss, nervous at first, become more sensual as the seconds passed, her lips almost hungrily sucking at mine each time she withdrew her tongue from my mouth. My hands wandered her back, sliding over the bare skin from her neck to her waist, where the elastic band of the pantyhose got in the way.
I slipped my fingers into the waistband of her pantyhose and gently pushed down, sliding the thin material over her hips and catching her panties with my fingers at the same time. I eased both layers of material down as far as my arms could reach, using my fingertips to push them as far down her thighs as I could.
I slid my hands back up to her back and slowly turned us, almost like two dancers in an incredibly tight embrace, working our feet in tiny steps until I could feel her desk chair against the back of my legs. I turned her, her mouth still eagerly devouring my lips, until her bare thighs were pressed to the edge of the wooden desk.
I moved my hands around from her back to worm between us, gently cupping both her breasts where they pressed against my chest. I gently pushed back, forcing her to release my neck as I started kissing my way down her jaw and neck.
"Ohhhhh god," she whispered as my kisses worked slowly over her collarbone and began inching down her left breast. "Oh my yesssss," she hissed gently, letting her arms slide from around my neck and reach back to prop herself on the edge of the desk, my kisses having reached her hard nipples.
Her tits were full and round, sagging somewhat, but not unattractively so. She had large, dark brown areola with fat protruding nipples centered in each one, each nipple easily as big around as my pinky finger. I closed my lips around the whole front of her left breast and sucked, drawing the soft flesh into my mouth and swirling my tongue around and around her nipple.
"Oh god that feels good," she moaned as I gently closed my teeth around her nipple and pulled, stretching it before it snapped through my teeth, allowing her whole tit to snap back to where it wanted to hang, the rock hard nipple pointing up toward me.
I gently kissed my way across to the other breast and sucked it into my mouth, flicking her nipple with my tongue as I gently eased her back onto the desk, my hands sliding down her nude body to cup her bare ass and lift her slightly.
Her high heels fell to the carpet as I gently used my face glued to her tit to push her back, her legs coming up and trying to wrap around me, but still restrained by the pantyhose. I let go of her tit with my mouth, her body now leaning more backwards than sitting up, and stepped back to her chair, sitting down heavily in it as my hands reached for her thighs.
With me no longer between her legs I slid my hands to where I had left the pantyhose and slowly peeled the clingy material down her legs, pulling the red satin and lace panties down her legs at the same time. She stuck her knees up for me, her legs bent so that I could roll the material over her knees and then down her calves, finally pulling it from her feet. She stuck her feet in the air, her legs still pressed together as I dropped the pantyhose on the floor by the chair.
I rolled the chair closer to the desk and lifted my hands back to her legs, closing around her thighs and pressing to keep her legs together.
"You know, you have a very, very sexy looking pussy," I told her softly as I admired her fat outer lips and the protruding soft inner lips sticking from between her legs. "I'm not sure if I want to lick it or just pull my pants down and slide my cock into it."



"Ohhhhh either, but choose one please," she practically begged.
With a little grin to myself I slipped my hands around her legs, continuing to slid my hand between her legs until I could spread them wide, my arms looping around her thighs as I eased my face down to her wet pussy. I gently stroked my tongue across her lips, tasting her tangy wetness before pressing my tongue between her soft pussy lips.
I pressed my tongue deep into her pussy, driving the tip into her tunnel opening before slowly dragging it up her pussy, running the tip across her pubic bone and then sliding it out the very end of her pussy, flicking across her hard clit.
"Oh god," she gasped as my tongue found her clit again and began to circle around it slowly, teasing it with just the tip. I let go of her thigh with my left hand and slid it back around, pressing my palm against her ass with my finger gently stroking the very bottom of her pussy and the tiny strip of sensitive space between there and her puckered anus. I continued to tease her pussy, my tongue working across and around her clit while I stroked the other end of her tunnel, her body withering on the desk at my touch, her moans growing louder with each passing minute.
Suspecting she was growing closer to climax, I slid my finger up higher and slowly pushed it into her tunnel, her soft confines squeezing around my finger as I pushed it deeper, not stopping until it was to the last knuckle. I rotated my hand over and curled my finger up, reaching for and finding the top of her tunnel. With my tongue still assaulting her clit, I began to stroke my finger in and out rapidly, curling my finger up with each stroke to rub along the top of her tunnel in places even a cock has trouble really teasing.
Using the one arm I still had wrapped around her thigh, I tried to hold her down as she began to urgently buck her hips against my face and finger, her moans and cries growing in volume and urgency.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! God I'm going to come!" she squealed loudly. "OHHHHHH FUCKING A! GOD HERE IT COMES!" Her whole body bucked against my face, her hands gripping the edge of the desk so tightly her knuckles were blanched white. I finally pulled my wet face from her pussy, her chest heaving to catch her breath as she lay there, little tremors and spasms still running through her body from time to time.
"Oh lord how did you do that?" she panted. "I said you had to make me come, but DAMN did you make me come!"
"Glad you liked it," I said as I leaned back in her chair, wiping my hand across my mouth to wipe off the copious amount of her juices still clinging to my chin.
She pushed herself up on the desk and then slid off the edge, a little wobbly before she dropped to her knees. Her hand went to my pants, pushing my jacket aside to get better access, and undid my pants. She pulled my hard cock out of my pants and quickly closed her mouth around it.
"Ohhhhh yeah," I groaned as she began sliding her hand and mouth up and down shaft. I felt her tongue sliding around my shaft at the end of each stroke, her tongue teasing the underside of my head.
"OH fuck this," she said after only a few short minutes of her oral attentions to my cock. "Come on, get these off!" she practically demanded as she started pushing my sport coat off my shoulders. I stood up for her and helped her work my sport coat off. She tossed my coat across the room and then started pulling on my turtleneck. It only took a few moments for her, with a little help, to work my shirt off, which sailed across the room in a different direction.
"Ya'know, I think these blue boxers are really sexy!" Edna cooed as she squatted down in front of me and pulled my slacks down to my knees. She untied my shoes and jerked them off, working my pants over my feet and throwing them across the room, leaving me in nothing but my socks and blue silk boxers, my rock hard cock sticking out of the fly.
She looked up at my face, rather than my cock as she pulled my boxers down. "I hope you enjoy this as much as I enjoyed what you did to me," she said softly, working my boxers down to my ankles. I lifted my feet in turn and she tossed the boxers over her shoulders. She reached up for my hands and pulled me down to the carpet with her, coaxing me to lay on my back. She swung her leg over my body and worked herself up my body until she was straddling my hips, her big tits hanging down toward me as she leaned forward slightly.
"Ohhhhhh," I groaned softly as she reached behind herself and aimed my cock at her pussy, pushing herself slowly down over my shaft.
"You can say that again," she moaned as she wiggled her ass, trying to work the last couple inches of my length into her hot wet pussy.
I felt her ass press against my bare thighs before she leaned forward, resting her hands on the carpet on either side of my head. She began to rock herself, sliding her pussy on and off my rock hard shaft. "Now it's your turn. Don't worry about making me feel good, you already did that better than I've had in years, this is your turn. Just ask me to do whatever you want. You ask and it's yours!" she said breathlessly as she rocked faster, driving me deep into her with each stroke.
"Oh I think this is just fine," I grunted as her tunnel stroked up and down my shaft, caressing my engorged head and slowly driving my already excited state even higher. I reached up and cupped both her big tits, swinging in front of me, squeezing them and using my thumbs to stroke back and forth across her rock hard nipples.
"You like those do you?" she panted as she continued to rock, her strokes growing more and more energetic as her ass slapped loudly against my thighs.
"Uh huh," I grunted back, "They're very sexy and enticing! I kind of wish I'd pulled the top of your dress down out at the windows. I bet they'd look spectacular sticking over the top of that dress!"
"Oh you do have a naughty mind. Maybe some day you'll get that chance."
"Maybe my Christmas present next year?"
"Maybe sooner," she squeaked as she arched her back and slammed down on me harder, driving my head against the end of her tunnel. "Oh fuck your cock is going to make me come again!"
"You're pussy isn't doing a bad job at getting me there either," I grunted, curling my toes to try and keep my orgasm from firing off too soon. "God you feel good around me!"
"Ditto!" she squeaked as her arms started to tremble. "Fuck I can't wait... any longer!" she said in a squeaky little gasp. "OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!"
I felt her pussy contract around me, her bouncing becoming erratic as her whole body tried to spasm and convulse. To her credit she continued riding me, her body bouncing up and down as she moaned out her request for me to come with her.
"Come on baby! Give it to me! Ohhhhhh fuck yes, come with meeeeee!"
She really didn't have to ask. As soon as her pussy started contracting around me, the sudden change in sensations pressed the magic button within me. My body bucked up into her as my cock surged a huge hot gush of cum deep into her pussy.
"FUCK YESSSS!" she squealed as she felt the copious amount of hot cum force itself into the tight space between my shaft and her tunnel walls, her pussy seeming to spasm all the harder with the new sensations inside her.
The two of us lay there, jerking and shuddering for long minutes before she slowly lowered herself down, her tits smashing against my chest as she aimed her mouth for mine. She pressed her lips hotly against mine, wiggling her hips slowly side to side, moving my slowly softening cock inside herself. "You know," she whispered, her lips so close to mine that I could taste her hot breath as she spoke. "I was worried about doing this because you might want some kind of long term relationship. That's kind of funny, because after this, I'm not sure I'm ready to just let you walk away and not get to feel this again. You've given me two incredible orgasms in less than half an hour. I can't remember having two orgasms in the same day, let alone two mind blowing ones this close together. I wonder how many times you could bring me off in one day? Three, four?"
"Probably," I whispered back. "But wouldn't it be dangerous to do this again? I mean we wouldn't want to be discovered."
"Honey, if you can keep a secret I can guarantee that I can keep it quiet. I have a nice little hotel up on the ski slopes in Colorado. How about a weekend getaway? My private suite has a glassed in balcony overlooking the slopes, a hot tub, a huge bed and a huge shower. How about it? Up for a fuck me crazy date?"
"I wasn't exactly planning on dating married women," I answered softly.
"So it won't be a date. Just a hot sexy little getaway. You'll be my guest for some skiing."
"And your husband won't care?"
"My husband won't KNOW." she whispered before pressing her lips to mine again, her hips wiggling again to grind her clit against the base of my semi-hard cock. "Feels like you like the idea," she whispered after breaking the kiss. "You can have two whole days to fuck, kiss, suck or touch anything you want. I'll be your sex toy. Anything you want, you ask for."
"You sure you want to do that? Maybe I'd ask for something really naughty, like skinny-dipping in the pool, or fucking out on the ski slopes."
"Mmmmmm, now that is a wonderfully dirty, naughty and playful mind. If you're willing to be naked with me at the pool, then yeah, we'll go skinny-dipping. Strip each other naked, ride the elevator down to the lobby and walk stark naked to the pool. I've had a pretty conservative life, but somehow, being just a little naughty sounds kind of tantalizing."
I had kind of expected her to shy away from being that obvious about sex, especially in her own hotel, but it seemed the tables were getting turned on me.
"So how about it? Or do I just keep you locked in here with me the rest of the night until we make each other come at least one more time."
"You might be missed at the party, then what?"
She chuckled softly. "Honey, I bet you're missed before me! How many girls did you say were trying to get you to take their panties off?"
"I honestly don't know," I answered truthfully. "Only Denise and Betsy know that."
"Denise? Denise Fensing?" she asked quizzically.
"Yeah, why?"
"Oh, nothing. I've met Denise. Not exactly the kind of thing I would have expected her to arrange."
"Well, Betsy might have had some input too."
"A friend? Hmmm interesting. Well, just the same I suppose we should get back to the party."
"Yeah we should," I agreed, a bit nervous that her husband might show up, since he was just down at the party.
It took us a few minutes to get dressed again and return to the party, Edna wearing her party dress and heels, and nothing else, the hose and bra still back in the office "on the off chance that she would get to give me that sexy little view I had suggested." With her panties safely tucked in my pocket I entered the party again, expecting her to follow a few minutes behind me.
"Hi ladies," I said as I found Denise, Betsy and Evelyn all sitting around one table, drinking and chatting.
"Well, well, look who's back!" Betsy said. "So you been off playing? Or just ducking our attentions?" She finished with a little giggle.
"Um, just took a breather," I answered, blushing. Evelyn looked at me seriously a long time and then smiled, almost as if she were looking past me. I turned my head and saw Edna stroll in, her tits wiggling noticeably in the dress a lot more than they had when we left. I turned my head back to see a crooked little smile on Evelyn's lips, as if she had already figured out exactly what I had been up to.
"Michael, why don't you ask me to dance?" Evelyn finally said.
"Um, sure," I answered, holding my hand out to her. I led her to the dance floor where far fewer couples were dancing than before, the crowd starting to thin a bit as the hour got later.
"So Michael," she whispered, slipping into my arms and pressing her body against mine. "Have you been saving up a little energy for the rest of us or has Edna drained you completely?"
"Huh?"
"Oh Michael. I'm a woman, and I'm a very intelligent woman who can add simple numbers. I've never known Edna to stray, but I suspect if she were going to, you might be the one. So did you?"
"Isn't it supposed to be bad for a gentleman to talk about things like that?"
"I see, that's as much an admission as anything else you might have said," she said with a soft chuckle. "But that's okay. I'm not bothered. I know what you're capable of and to be honest, it's about time she experience a real fuck."
I stared at her, the crude language surprising me.
"What? It's true!"
"Okay," I answered noncommittally.
"So here's the real question I wanted to broach. I know you came with Betsy and Denise, and yes, before you say it, I know you think it's important to go home with the same date you came with, but would you be open to changing that up a bit if it was something that wouldn't hurt them or their feelings?"
"I don't exactly know how I can NOT go home with them and have that not hurt their feelings. I rather think both of them hope that they're going to be on the short list of dates. And with good reason."
"That didn't answer the question. I know for a fact that they drew straws, and Betsy won. Denise was going to drop the two of you off at Betsy's place for you to spend the night with her. Knowing that, can I interest you in a different arrangement? One that doesn't exclude her but does include me?"
"What, like sleeping with both of you?"
"Something like that."
"I don't know, I haven't ever slept with two women at once. I'm not sure I'd know what to do."
"Oh I don't think that'll be a problem. I think you know all too well what to do, with any number of women in bed with you at the same time. So what do you say, wanna include me in your evening harem?"
"I don't know. I really don't want to hurt either of their feelings," I answered quietly.
She looked at me for long seconds, her lips set in a tight line, almost as if she were contemplating an unpleasant choice. "Michael," she whispered as she leaned herself closer to me, her lips practically brushing my ear as she spoke. "I want you again. I want to spend the night playing and feeling and enjoying your attentions with your hands and your mouth, ending up with your wonderful cock buried deep inside me! I want to taste you and suck you and kiss you and feel your bare skin pressed against mine. I'd like to have all of that to myself, and maybe one night I will, but for tonight I'm willing to share, and so are Denise and Betsy. Come with me, us, and let's, the three of us, have hot passionate sex the rest of the night. Just ask and if it's within my power, I'll do it for you."
By the time she finished her breasts were pressed against my chest so tightly I could feel her heart pounding in her chest, or was it mine? She pulled her face back, looking at mine, her bottom lip gripped between her teeth as she waited.
"They agreed to this?"
She nodded slowly, her head barely moving, her dark red lip still trapped between her white teeth.
"So if I asked you to take your dress off right here, and go naked to whoever's house you decided this was going to happen at, you'd do it?"
She hesitated before answering, looking into my eyes as if there were some message there she needed. Finally her head nodded ever so slightly. "I'd prefer not to be quite that obvious," she whispered as we stood stock still amid the few couples still dancing to the slow waltz like tune.
"Don't worry. I wouldn't want your job in jeopardy any more than I'd want mine at risk. Tell you what. If Betsy and Denise agree, then yeah. But I want you naked in the car. I'd kind of like to see what you look like sitting in the car completely nude."
"If you only knew," she said quietly, stepping back from me and looping her arm in mine. She guided me from the dance floor over to where Denise and Betsy were sitting, both of them looking anxiously at me. "He said yes," she said simply, picking up the small white purse from the table. She led me, her arm still looped into mine, toward the elevators.
"Where are we going?" I asked, expecting to head to the parking lot.
"I got us a room," Evelyn answered quietly as she pushed the button on wall. "Ladies, he did have one request. He asked that I go naked in the car."
Betsy grinned at me. "Ohhhh sweet. That sounds totally naughty. I'm gonna enjoy that."
I looked at her in confusion as the elevator door opened. Evelyn led me into the car and turned us to face the front as the doors closed on the four of us. "We agreed, that whatever you asked of me we'd all do," Evelyn said as she unzipped the back of her gown, wiggling so it slid down her body. She stepped out of it leaving her standing nude except for her stockings and high heels. Betsy was quickly dropping her own dress. Denise was moving a bit slower, having to untie the ties up the side of the dress, finally freeing it. She took a deep breath and then allowed the dress to slide down, revealing her whole nude body, no underclothes of any kind on. I looked down at her pussy and grinned, her own face breaking into a smile at the realization of where I was looking. The brown curls were gone and her mound and pussy were shaved clean.
"Nice," I said quietly as the elevator slowed.
The ladies picked up their dresses and lead me down the hall to a room where Evelyn pushed the plastic key card in. She opened the door to a large suite, a huge king-sized bed, a sofa, couple of chairs, a small table, all the comforts of home.
The door clicked closed behind us and I felt hands slide around me as Evelyn began to undress me.
"Michael, time to see just how much fun you can have in one night," Evelyn said from behind me as Denise kicked off her shoes and climbed up onto the bed. She spread her legs and leaned against the headboard.
"I have one request. I want to feel your tongue on my pussy. I want to feel you make me climax and then stuff your big fat cock into me while I'm orgasming," Denise said quietly. "Then I'll be happy until morning."
"You heard her Michael," Betsy said quietly as she climbed onto the bed equally nude. "Come and enjoy."
I looked at the bed as Evelyn climbed on, the three of them as naked as I now was, and wondered if even after the years of not having sex I had enough energy and capacity to keep three of them happy for the night. Oh well, one way to find out. I crawled onto the bed and up between Denise's legs, planting a soft kiss on her shaved mound. Looking up at her, I pressed my tongue between her lips and gently stroked up between them, drawing a long slow moan from her lips. "I've been waiting all night for this. The four of us are going to have so much fun tonight!"
I had little doubt of that, but I wondered just what would happen tomorrow or the next day. Suddenly dating had turned into a whole different ball game than what it was when I was young. I had a list of ladies looking to get into my pants, and that included Evelyn and Edna. Life had just become very, very complicated. Well, it seemed the thing to do was to enjoy the attentions of these three tonight and let tomorrow take care of tomorrow.
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Authors note: I've always enjoyed Halloween. The costumes lend so much anonymity and interesting events. Of course there is always the mysterious that seems to only happen on Halloween. Bewitched items from long days past of magic and enchantment have been known to exist, and even at times fall into the hands of the unaware...
*
When our kids were little, my wife would always dress up with them in some kind of costume to take them trick or treating. It quickly became something of a tradition for her close circle of friends to do the same. Over the years the costumes grew more involved and the whole group seemed to get more and more into the holiday. Eventually they began taking turns at hosting small get togethers after the trick or treat time was over, typically including only the four or five closest friends. We'd socialize, play some spooky games and then break up in time to get the kids all to bed. As the kids grew up, the parties tended to go later and later until we were breaking up just past the bewitching hour. This year the last of our kids had moved out to go to college and my wife had taken that as a cue to host this year's get together.
The house was decorated inside and out with all assortment of scary stuff, skeletons, huge spiders, tomb stones, you name it. The front porch was decorated as well. The kids coming to our door to get their candy would have to run a gauntlet of hanging spiders and creepy webs just to get to the door, and once there have to deal with spooky ghosts, black cats and scary sound effects. Not so scary that the little kids wouldn't come to the door, but scary none the less.
Usually our gatherings would be done and over just past midnight, but this year it just happened that the 31st was on Friday. That, according to my wife, meant that the party wouldn't HAVE to break up at any given time with no work the next day, and neither would it put a damper on the special Halloween wine she'd bought.
I wasn't ever really a costume person, but I tried to play along every year. This year my wife was making me a costume as she usually did, as a skin diver, from an old wet suit she'd picked up some place. Her costume consisted of gray leotards, a gray one piece body suit, fuzzy kitty ears, and a fuzzy tail. It was clear to me that she'd make a fairly convincing kitty.
The drive home from work was always a boring, monotonous drive on a twisting two lane highway. On a daily basis I passed a myriad of houses and yards, one blending into the other on the half hour drive. It had gotten so that I barely even noticed them as I wound along the top of the ridge before dropping down the long twisting road down into the valley and along the river. It was Thursday afternoon and as usual I was twisting my way down into the long river bottom, breaking out onto the long straight stretch allowing me to whiz by the century old farm houses along the river. It was startling when I saw it, just a bright blue flash, more than a flash, almost like a laser beam flashing out at me from the front yard of one of those houses. My eyes reflexively shifted over to see the yard for a few brief seconds before my car carried me past and on toward the next. It took me almost half a mile before I could get slowed down and find a place to turn around. I drove back to the yard much more slowly, noting first the large sign indicating an estate sale the next day. The second thing I noticed as I approached the gravel driveway were the rows of tables set out on the lawn, at least eight rows deep and a dozen tables long, each white plastic table set end to end in long rows, each covered with a myriad of items. I pulled into the drive and stopped the car, only then noticing the two young women working at setting more items on the only half filled sixth or seventh row of tables. It took several seconds, as I climbed from my car, that I noticed neither were dressed in anything but underwear. Clearly it was a hot day for the end of October, but I didn't think it was hot enough to need to be nearly naked.
The blonde woman looked up and stopped pulling items from the box in front of her and began to walk toward me. She had to be in her early to mid thirties, nicely shaped, fair sized breasts which threatened to spill over the lacy bra she was wearing. "I'm sorry sir. The sale doesn't start until tomorrow," she called out as she walked down the length of the table row toward me.
"Oh. I understand. Something caught my eye and I just wanted to stop and look for a moment," I answered as I started moving toward the second row of tables, unsure why my mind seemed certain what I had seen was on one of those tables.
She walked around the end of the tables to follow me down the gap between the first and second row of tables, nearly catching up to me by the time I approached the next to last table. There on the table was a tarnished silver box almost six inches square with a red velvet lining. In front of the box lay a necklace and what looked like matching earrings of some sort. The necklace was made of a black silk band, almost like a collar, with a single cylindrical gem held by a delicate spider web of silver strands nearly encasing its length. The gem was a deep blue, deeper blue than even an evening sky, yet seemed alive with brilliance from within. The gem seemed to practically glow in the sunlight. I reached out and shielded it from the sun, expecting the internal glow to lessen, but was surprised to see it continue to glow as if powered from within.
"Extraordinary piece, isn't it?" she asked, quietly from beside me. "I couldn't resist putting it on for a few minutes when I unpacked it."
"It is exquisite," I practically whispered. "It practically draws you toward it."
"It does."
"The earrings don't seem to glow the same. Do you think they're the same crystal?"
"I think they are, but they aren't earrings," she said with a soft girlish giggle.
"No?"
"Not earrings no," she answered, suppressing a smile as I looked back at her.
"Then what?"
She grinned at me. "It took me a few minutes to figure that out myself," she said quietly as she reached between her breasts and unsnapped the center clasp of her bra, letting both cups fall away from her teardrop shaped breasts. She reached for her nipples and pinched and tugged them for a few moments, making them harden. "I didn't know they wore these kinds of things so long ago. These have to be at least a couple hundred years old," she said as she reached for the two crystals, each mounted so that it could hang freely on a small chain from a silver spiral cone. She placed each one on her hard nipples, the silver spiral gripping her protruding nipple and allowing the blue cylindrical spiral to hang down in front of her creamy breast. The spiral was large enough to cover only half of her pink puckered areola as she moved her hands to her sides, allowing me to admire the gems hanging from her sexy breasts. I could feel my dick hardening in my pants as I looked down at her, her breathing making the gems swing tantalizingly.
"Damn," I muttered.
"You should see the necklace on me with them," she said huskily, reaching past me to pick up the silk collar. She shrugged off the bra, standing now in only her panties as she wrapped the silk around her neck and tied it in a bow at the back of her neck. The blue crystal hung down and cradled almost perfectly into the small gap at the base of her neck, its glow seeming to draw me like a moth to a flame.
"Incredible, isn't it?" she whispered, her hands moving in front of her, I thought to cover her pussy, but instead to push the front of her panties down with one hand while the other reached between her legs to stroke her pussy. "I don't know why, but it makes me so damn horny."
"I can see that," I whispered back, looking down at her and feeling an incredible temptation to reach out and touch her.
She pushed the panties down so that they were around her thighs, freeing the hand that she had been using to hold the front down. With her now free hand, she reached for mine and stepped closer to me, her gem covered nipples nearly touching my chest as she pulled my hand down to her pussy. I turned my hand and laid my palm on her mound as she removed her fingers from her own pussy, moving that hand with her other to start unfastening my pants. I couldn't help but reach my fingers between her legs and dip my middle finger between her sopping wet pussy lips. I heard her moan softly as my finger stroked between her lips and across her clearly excited clit. "Oh yeah. God I need to be fucked right now," she whispered as she let my pants slide down my legs and started pushing my briefs down to free my now raging hard-on.
"Oh damn," I groaned as her hands wrapped around my dick, stroking it and trying to pull it toward her pussy at the same time.
"Fuck me," she moaned, leaning closer to me as I stroked my finger across her clit.
I'd never cheated on my wife, but at that moment I was nearly overcome by an animalistic desire to throw her on the ground and fuck her brains out! With great restraint I resisted the temptation, continuing instead to stroke her pussy and clit with my fingers, drawing her closer to climax as she stroked my cock with both hands.
"Oh fuck. You're gonna make me come," she moaned loudly as she leaned heavily against me, the gems on her nipples digging into my chest through my thin dress shirt. I could feel her pussy leaking her juices on my fingers as she groaned and stiffened. As her body began to jerk and twitch, I could feel my own climax peak, my cum spraying up between us as my body jerked almost in time with hers.
"Oh Jesus," I gasped as we stood there, in full view of the highway, recovering from our mutual climax.
"Uh huh." She panted, slowly pushing back away from me. Her panties had fallen to her ankles and at some point she had stepped out of them, leaving the tiny bikini panties around one ankle. She reached up and slowly pulled the blue crystals from her nipples, laying them on the table by the silver box before reaching for the tie around her neck.
"God what a mess," I mumbled, undoing my cum stained shirt.
She lay the gem back on the table by the box and then looked down for her underwear. She pulled them up slowly and then bent again for her bra, slowly pulling it on over her cum stained tits. "I'm really sorry," she finally said. "I don't know what came over me. I mean. I'd never do anything like this. At least I didn't think I would."
"It's okay. I think I understand. I've never done anything like this either," I said as I pulled my pants back up.
She stepped closer to me, still wearing only her bra and panties and put the crystal necklace and nipple ornaments into the silver box and closed it. "Here. Why don't you take this with you," she said breathlessly, pressing the silver box into my hands. "I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to..."
"Yeah. I know," I agreed, my mind slowly clearing to realize just what I had done.
She turned and walked away, leaving me to walk to my car alone, carrying the silver box in one hand and my cum stained shirt in the other.
By the time I got home I was feeling pretty guilty about what had happened at the old house. While I hadn't exactly cheated on my wife, I wasn't at all sure she was going to see it that way. I still didn't understand what had come over me for me to even touch her the way I had, let alone finger her until we both climaxed. All I could do was to hope she'd understand. I pulled into the garage and shut down the car, and headed into the house.
"Hey sweetie! Glad you're home. Dinner's almost ready!" she called from the kitchen as I walked in from the garage.
"Hey honey," I said, wondering how I was going to tell her about what had happened.
"Hey there lover," she said stepping toward me as I walked into the kitchen. "What's that?" she asked, reaching for the silver box.
"Something I found at an estate sale on the way home," I answered as she opened the box and peered into its red velvet interior.
"Oh my god. How beautiful!" she said as she pulled the necklace out and stared at the practically luminescent blue crystal.
"It kind of looked like a fancy cat collar and I thought it'd go good with your outfit," I said as she handed me the box and wrapped the black silk around her neck and tied it in a bow.
"Definitely. It's Perrrrrrfect!' she said with a giggle as she reached for the box again. "Earrings too?"
"Not exactly," I said as she pulled one from the box and held it up, looking at it curiously. "I thought so too until the lady at the estate sale showed me. They're nipple ornaments. Kind of like old fashioned nipple rings."
"Showed you? You mean she held one up to her boob?"
"Um. No. Not exactly."
"What exactly?" my wife asked a little testily.
"Well, she put them on."
"You mean like over her shirt, or like on her bare boob?"
"On her bare breasts," I answered.
I saw my wife roll her eyes and shake her head. "Seriously? You let some woman bare her tits in front of you?"
"Well, she was kinda only half dressed to start with, so I didn't realize what she was doing until she had already taken her bra off."
"Only half dressed?"
"Yeah. I mean both of them had on underwear, but they were working outside setting out stuff on the tables just wearing their underwear."
"Yeah right. I'm supposed to believe that these women were out working in their undies and nothing else?"
"No. I mean Yes. They were. I was just driving home, paying attention to my driving and a bright blue flash caught my eye. I didn't even realize there were people in the yard until I doubled back to see what it was. One of the ladies came over to tell me that the sale didn't start until tomorrow and followed me to the table where I found this box."
"Uh huh. And she just pulled out her tits in front of you?"
"Well, not at first. No. She put on the neckless to show me how it looked and I asked about the earrings."
"And then she whipped 'em out and put on the nipple gems?"
"Well...Yeah."
"And I'm supposed to believe that? Really?"
"Honest!" I answered, holding up my hand.
"I'm not at all sure I believe you, but thank you for the present just the same," she said as she pulled one of the silver spirals with its attached gem from the silver box. "So how do they work? Since you're an expert and all," she asked seeming to let the woman flashing her tits at me go for the moment. She handed me the box and set the nipple ornament back into the box before pulling her t-shirt up and off. She tossed her shirt onto the chair and then reached behind her to undo her bra. She reached into the box and pulled out the ornament again and held the silver spiral to her now bare nipple. "So how does it stick on?"
"You have to have a hard nipple."
"Hard nipple? I suppose that you played with her boobs too to make her nipples hard?"
"No. She did that herself," I said a little defensively.
"Well, since you're married to me I suppose you can touch mine to make 'em hard. I'm pretty sure you know how to do that, right?"
"Pretty sure," I answered as I tossed my shirt onto the table and set the silver box down next to it. I stepped to my wife and reached both hands out to her breasts, cupping both large double D mounds the way I knew she loved, and used my fingers and thumbs to gently tease her quickly hardening nipples, pulling and twisting them gently.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she sighed softly. "That feels so nice."
"Uh huh," I agreed as I continued to tease her nipples.
"Hard enough yet?" she asked a little breathlessly.
"Getting there," I said as my body got more excited with each passing moment. I could feel my cock hardening in my pants again, straining to spring forth toward her.
"You are," she breathed as her hand reached for the front of my pants and stroked my hard-on through the material. "You get a hard-on like this when she was wearing these?"
"Uh huh," I said, letting go of her breasts and picking up one of the ornaments, hoping to derail where this conversation was most definitely headed. "Here. Like this," I said as I twisted the spiral a little and placed it over her nipple, the metal springing back to grip her hardened protrusion.
"Ohhh. It pinches it a little."
"Does it hurt?" I asked with sudden concern.
"Uh uh. It's gentle, almost like your fingers on it. And when it moves... oh damn. When it moves it tugs just a little when the crystal swings. Ohhhhh damn that's a serious turn on!"
"Here. Let me do the other," I said, getting the second one from in the box.
"Okay. You do that. I'm doing this," she said, undoing my belt and the front of my pants as I placed the other ornament on her other nipple. "Ohhhhhhh fuck," she moaned, for a moment, standing with her eyes closed, gently moving her chest side to side to make the crystals swing. "For some reason these really tease the shit out of my nipples."
"I can tell," I agreed.
"She wore these for you?" she asked, opening her eye and reaching for my pants again, undoing the zipper and letting them slide down around my ankles. She pushed my briefs down in front and pulled my raging hard-on out and held it in both hands.
"Um. Yeah."
"Did you get a hard-on like this for her too?"
"Sorta."
"Sorta? When have you ever gotten a sorta hard-on with bare tits in front of you?"
"Never."
"So?"
"So?" I asked back as she stroked my shaft with her hands.
"Do I have to ask?"
"If you want to ask if I fucked her, no I didn't."
"But you wanted to."
"Oh yeah," I groaned softly.
"So what'd you do instead?" she asked in a whisper as I pushed the yoga pants she had on down over her ass.
"We just touched each other a little."
"Yeah? How?"
"Like this," I said sliding my hand down between her legs and sliding my finger between her lips.
"I bet she liked that."
"She did. She wanted more, but I couldn't."
"Good thing," she breathed huskily. "Good thing I can have more," she said as she turned away from me, bending over and holding herself on the counter with her elbows.
"Yeah," I agreed as I shuffled the half step to stand behind her, her bare pussy pushing out between her legs at me. I rubbed my engorged head up and down her sopping wet pussy lips and then pressed my head into her, slowly feeding it deeper as she stood there moaning loudly.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned as I started to stroke slowly, pulling my cock most of the way out of her and then pushing slowly back in to work more of my shaft into her. I held her hips and pushed in and out, quickly getting all of my shaft into her and then stroking faster, my thighs slapping her bare ass with each stroke. "Oh my god. I can't believe how badly I want your cock!" she moaned. "Fuck me hard lover. Pound it deep into me!"
I could see down her front in the reflection in the microwave oven door, the crystals hanging from her nipples flying as wildly as her tits, the crystals pulling and tugging her nipples every which way. I pounded into her, my thighs slapping her bare ass as she cried out that she was about to come. I wasn't going to be far behind her, watching her tits swinging and flying the way they were, a serious turn on for me.
"OHHHHHH FUCK!" I heard her scream as her pussy clenched around my shaft. I could feel her trembling and shuddering as she climaxed around me, my thrusts mixed with the crystals on her nipples seeming to push her climax to heights she's rarely felt. "OH GOD YES!" she screamed again as my body jerked and jammed my cock deep into her. I stood there jerking and spasming as my cock pumped shot after shot of cum deep into her spasming pussy. "Ohhhhhh fuck. Ohhhhhh my god," she gasped as my cock eased its spurting spasms and began to soften inside her. "Oh my god. Where did that come from?" she practically moaned, reaching behind herself to push me away, my shrinking cock sliding from her pussy. She finished turning around and sank to the floor, her yoga pants and underwear still around her knees, but otherwise naked.



I stepped back and pulled out a kitchen chair, plopping down hard onto the hard surface. "Damn," I said breathlessly.
"You know it. Fuck that was intense. You sure you didn't fuck that lady at the sale like this?"
"Uh uh. I just fingered her and she jerked me off," I answered.
"Well. I guess I can overlook it this time," she said as she rolled herself on the floor until she could lay back flat on the floor with her knees still in the air. "My god that was a good fuck." As she lay there looking at the ceiling she made the strangest comment. "I wonder if Angie has ever gotten fucked like that?"
"What?"
"Angie."
"I know Angie! I didn't understand the comment," I answered, thinking about her best friend, a rather petite young woman a few years younger than us with a somewhat Casper milk toast husband.
"I was just wondering if her husband ever fucked her like that."
"Why would it matter?"
"Just wondered," she said with a shrug. She looked down at her chest and idly tugged on the two crystals still attached to her nipples. "I wonder if she'd like to try these," she said quietly. "I mean I wouldn't have thought they'd have made such a difference, but DAMN!"
"Well, you can always let her try 'em I guess. They're yours. You can do what you want with them."
"You wouldn't mind that I loan out a present almost as soon as I get it?"
"Honey, you can do whatever you want with 'em. Like I said. They're yours."
She smiled at me and pulled her pants and panties the rest of the way off before getting up off the floor. "I think I'll just stay this way a while," she said with a grin as she stepped to the counter to finish getting dinner ready. It was kind of novel with Jessica naked all during dinner, leaving me more than a little horny as well. Following dinner, I settled into my recliner with my laptop to get some work done while my wife went back to decorating for the next day. I wasn't too far into the document I was working on when Angie, my wife's best friend, walked in from the kitchen door, not knocking as usual.
"Hey Don. Is your sweetie around?" she asked as she paused in the living room. I looked up and saw her standing in a sports bra and a pair of knee length yoga pants, her straight black hair held back with a wide ribbon running across the top of her head and behind her ears, tied under her hair behind her neck. Angie was a petite woman with some pretty definite Asian influence in her recent family tree which left her with the characteristic almond shaped eyes and skin that shaded a bit away from the traditional cream color. Her breasts weren't exactly large, only a 32B, though they didn't look even that large when flattened down by her sports bra.
"I think I saw her headed upstairs," I said as I looked back down at my computer.
"Okay. Thanks!" she said cheerfully as she headed toward the staircase and the upstairs bedrooms.
"Hey Don?" Angie said as she walked down the stairs some time later.
"Yeah?" I asked without looking up from my computer until she was standing in front of me. I was more than a little startled to see her holding the two nipple ornaments wearing nothing but a pair of yoga pants, her chest completely bare.
"Jessica said that you could show me how to put these on."
"She did?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. We tried but they wouldn't stay on," Angie said sweetly, holding the two blings out in front of her as she tilted her head to the side slightly, almost meekly.
"Um. You know I have to touch your breasts to do that, right?"
"Uh huh. Jessica said you wouldn't mind," she said as she stepped toward me, holding the two crystals out to me. She waited until I took them from her and then reached down for my laptop, picking it from my lap and setting in on the end table. She crawled onto the chair over my lap, one knee on either side of my legs, moving toward me until her chest was only a foot and a little bit from my face. "So? Gonna show me how to make them stay on?"
I set the crystals on my lap and reached up toward her breasts, hesitating before closing my hands around her mounds. "You sure she said I was supposed to do this?"
"Uh huh. She said if anyone could make them stay on you could."
I looked over toward the stairs, hearing my wife coming down them. I saw her walk down with a box in her hands, expecting her to go ballistic when she saw her best friend half naked in my lap.
"Did he get them to stay?" she asked as she stepped off the stairs and turned to head toward the front door, still not wearing a stitch of clothing except for the new necklace.
"He was just about to try," Angie answered, reaching for my hands that were still hovering a couple inches in front of her breasts, and pulling them until I had both of her small but firm breasts cupped in my palms.
My wife stopped half way to the door and looked over at us. "Go ahead Don. It's okay."
"Yeah. Come on Don! Play with my little titties. You know you want to!" Angie cooed, letting go of my hands and moving hers to the front of my shirt. She started teasing the buttons down the front open, giggling slightly. "Gotta let me see yours too, since you're looking at mine."
"Seriously?" I asked as I started to massage her breasts, gently squeezing them between my fingers and my palms.
"Mmmmmmm. Nice," she sighed as she pulled the shirt tail from my pants and started working on the last couple buttons. "I love how your chest looks when you're in your swim trunks. So strong and exciting," she whispered as she pushed my shirt apart and began stroking her fingers around my chest. "I bet if you wanted to, you could probably pick me right up, couldn't you?"
"Maybe," I answered, pretty sure I could pick up her maybe hundred and twenty pound frame, even though I couldn't hold it too long. I shifted my hands slightly and rubbed her nipples between the side of my index fingers and my thumbs, tugging and twisting them slightly as I squeezed her breasts.
"Fred can't. Not even when we're play wrestling when we're fucking," she said with a little frown.
"Angie!"
"Ohhhh god yes. You're making my nipples soooo fucking hard," she moaned softly. "God Jessica. Your husband knows exactly how to tease a woman. He's making my pussy soooo fucking wet!" she called from my lap toward my wife who was in the front hall.
"Honey. Put those on her and then come here please. I need some tall help!" my wife called back.
"Yeah. Put those on me," Angie said with a giggle.
I let go of her tits and picked up one of the nipple ornaments and twisted the sterling silver cone to open it a little more and then gently pushed it over her hard nipple, letting the cold metal twist back into shape, gripping her nipple to hold itself in place. "Oh god," she moaned in delight as the ornament squeezed her nipple. Her hands moved to my lap as I picked up the second ornament, her fingers pulling my belt and the front of my pants while my hands were tied up applying the second nipple cover. "Ohhhh fuuuuuck. I'm so god damn horny!" she moaned, as I tried to stop her hands from trying to open the front of my pants all the way. She gave up with my belt undone and my pants button open but the zipper still pulled up. She leaned against me with her hands on my chest, lowering her mouth to mine and pressing her hot wet lips to mine. She sucked my lower lip and moaned softly before letting go of my lip and leaning closer. Her gem covered nipples pressed against my chest as she whispered in my ear. "God I'm so fucking horny. I wanna get fucked soooooo bad right now!"
"I don't think Jess would like that," I answered quietly, trying not to encourage her.
"But I'm soooo fucking wet and horny," she moaned, moving one of her hands off my chest to my right hand resting on her thigh. She pulled my hand down between her legs and pressed my fingers against her yoga pants covered pussy. I could feel the dampness of her crotch as the juices of her arousal soaked into them.
"Hey honey! Can you come help me for a minute?" I heard my wife call from the front hall.
"Saved by the bell," I whispered to myself, pulling my hand from Angie's crotch and gently coaxing her off my lap. "Gotta go help Jess," I said as I pushed her hips gently back until she had to put her feet on the floor or get pushed over backwards off my lap.
"Ohhhh phoo!" she said with a pout as I got up. I walked toward the front hall, buckling my belt.
"Can you put these last three up. I'm not tall enough," she said sweetly as I stepped closer to her.
"Sure," I said as I climbed the stepladder and reached up to the ceiling with a spider on a long string.
"Looks like someone was getting turned on by what he was doing. Not every day you get to play with another woman's tits, now is it?"
"Not at all," I agreed as I took the second spider from her. I stood up with one hand on the ceiling and the other pushing the pushpin into the ceiling when I felt her hand close around my cock as much as the front of my pants would allow.
"Mmmmmm. Someone's awfully hard."
"Uh huh," I answered as I looked down and waited for her to hand me the last spider.
"Seems like you're getting pretty turned on by her sexy little body. Should I be worried?"
"Not at all," I answered, taking the last spider from her.
"You sure?" she asked as she started to undo the front of my pants, leaving my belt buckled but undoing the zipper and worming my hard-on out the front of my pants. "Maybe I should remind you of who's pussy this goes in?" she asked sweetly as she slowly stroked my cock with both her hands. "I mean I AM naked. It wouldn't take you any time at all to push this into me and make me come. I'm already so fucking horny that it feels like my pussy is leaking a river down my legs."
"Oh god," I groaned as she leaned forward and closed her lips around my raging hard-on. She bobbed her head on and off my shaft a few dozen times, teasing my cock with her lips and hand before pulling off of it with a loud slurp.
"Now come down here and fuck me," she practically growled.
I climbed down off the short ladder as she turned around to face away from me. She bent over and pushed her ass out at me and looked back at me with a grin. "Fuck me sweetie!"
"Uh huh," I answered, stepping behind her and feeding my hard shaft into her pussy. I slipped easily into her already sopping wet pussy. Her state of arousal was anything but an exaggeration. Her pussy was practically leaking around my cock as I pumped in and out of her. I looked from the hallway to the living room and saw Angie sitting on the sofa, her legs spread without a single stitch of clothing on. Her finger plunged in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes into my wife, both women seeming to grow more excited with each passing second.
"Oh fuck honey. I'm gonna come. Oh god I'm coooooming," Jess squealed as I stood behind her pumping in and out of her hot wet pussy. I could feel my mushroom head caressing her deep velvety tunnel with each stroke, my head bumping roughly against the end of her insides with each stroke. Other than the surprisingly loud slurp slurp of my cock plowing into her, we were practically noiseless. "OH FUCK!" my wife suddenly cried, her body jerking hard and her pussy clenching around my stroking shaft. Her legs and arms trembled as she climaxed around me, my cock still sliding in and out of her.
I knew that I wasn't going to last much longer, and watching Angie, frantically pumping her fingers in and out of her own pussy on the sofa was going to make that 'much longer' be even sooner. Her pussy looked almost like a teenage girl, her firm outer lips molding around her fingers as she pushed them in and out of herself only small amounts of pink inner lip protruding. Her mound had a small patch of well trimmed black hair on it shaped almost like a triangle. She had her legs splayed wide, sticking in the air in a wide V, her upper body easily seen between them. The nipple ornaments lay on her tits, attached to her hard nipples, her small tits moving a surprising amount as her trembling body jerked and shuddered with her orgasm. "Oh fuck," I grunted as my own climax was triggered as I watched a shower of girl cum spray into the air from her pussy. My body jerked hard and pumped a massive gush of cum into my wife as I stood there, staring at Angie from across the room. Angie and I both seemed to be climaxing together as I stood and watched her, my body jerking and spasming as I filled my wife's pussy with my cum.
As I stood panting, my wife slowly pulled off of me, my flood having seemed to subside. She stood up and turned to face me. Grinning at me, she moved her face close to mine and kissed me with a long hot sensual kiss. "Seemed like someone's little show was appreciated," she whispered as she broke the kiss.
"What's that?" I asked innocently.
"Oh honey. You don't have to hide it. It's okay. I know you were looking at Angie. I could see her too."
"Yeah. I guess I did see her."
"I guess you did, since you came the same time she did." She giggled as she stood with her bare tits against my bare chest and her arms around my neck. "It's okay. I don't mind. In fact, I think it's kinda sexy that you got turned on by that. Would you get that turned on watching me like that?"
"You know I love watching you," I whispered back, sliding my arms around her, feeling her press her mound against my flagging cum covered dick.
"That wasn't what I was asking. Would you get that turned on watching me play with myself like that?"
"I suppose if the situation were right. I mean it's hard to think how much I'd watch before I came over to stick my dick in you."
"Ahhhh. I see. So if you could you would, but if you couldn't? If you had to just watch?"
"Yeah. I'd probably be turned on like that." I finally agreed.
"Mmmmmmm. I'll have to think about that one then. God you came so hard in me. Were you thinking about being in me, or in her?" she asked in a nearly silent whisper.
"You of course," I answered immediately.
"I'm not so sure. You can tell me. I won't be mad. I just want to know. Does she turn you on being all naked in front of you? Did you wanna fuck her when she was sitting on your lap?"
"She sure wanted to."
"That wasn't the question. Did you want to? If she climbed on your lap with you naked, would you have let her fuck you?"
"Probably not," I finally answered.
"No?"
"Probably not. Not that she isn't really hot looking, but yours is kinda where I'm supposed to stay, right?"
"Of course. But if I said it was alright. Would you let her?"
"I'd probably be tempted. But I don't know that I would."
"You sure? I mean she has a really sexy body. And her pussy tastes really good."
"Her pussy tastes good?" I asked in surprise.
"Oops! That was supposed to be a secret," she whispered. "Promise you wont tell?"
"Okay," I answered, curious now.
"One time when Fred and you were both out of town we went out to dinner and had some wine. When we got back, we were both a little tipsy and we decided to just go to bed together. Well, during the night she crawled on top of me and we ate each other out until we both came."
"Oh damn," I breathed.
"Now that got your motor running again." She giggled. "I can already feel you getting a hard-on again. Would you like to see that? Would you like to see us with our faces between each others legs?"
"I don't think there's a guy alive that doesn't have a fantasy of sex with two women at once," I answered.
"I don't think I said anything about you having sex with her. But now that I think about it, I wonder what it'd be like to sit on your face and watch sliding that tight little pussy up and down your big fat cock."
"Or her sitting on my face while you rode me?"
"Maybe," she said with a grin, one of her hands sliding down my chest until it found my half hard cock, stroking it slowly. "For now, why not leave it out and let her have a good look at it. After that little show it's the least you can do."
"And if she decides to take advantage?"
"Well. If she does, come find me," she giggled as she let go of me and pushed away. I watched her walk down the hall and up the stairs again while I stood there with just my pants on, my cock hanging out of the open front. I could see Angie still laying on the sofa, her legs down now, one hand idly stroking herself between her legs while she looked at me.
I figured that the best course of action was to just go back to work and try not to stare at her bare body. Not that I didn't enjoy what I was seeing, but because I was enjoying it WAY too much, and I wasn't at all convinced that this wasn't some horribly complicated test of my fidelity. I dropped back into my chair, much closer to her naked body now, and able to see her pussy in even greater detail. I pulled my laptop onto my lap, trying to hide the fact that my cock was quickly growing hard again.
"Don," she cooed just louder than a whisper. "Oh Donnie!"
"Yeah?" I asked, trying to sound businesslike.
"You know. I'm completely naked and my pussy hasn't had a cock in it for a whole week!"
"Uh huh," I answered, trying not to look at her.
"I want a cock in it. I want YOUR cock in it!" she said as she sat up and leaned toward me on the edge of the sofa. "Don't YOU wanna come over here and put your cock in me? Take that big fat cock and stuff it deep into my hot wet pussy?"
I closed my eyes and tried to put the thought out of my head. "Honestly, I'd love to. But I promised Jess that I wouldn't."
"Awwww," she said as she got up and walked over to me. She stood next to my chair and leaned toward me, pushing her pussy toward my face. "I'm so fucking horny yet. I don't know why, but I really, really wanna get fucked."
"I think you should go tell that to your husband," I answered, trying not to be enticed to pull her over me.
"But he has such a little dick, and you have such a big fat hard cock," she cooed softly, reaching down and wrapping her hand around my dick.
"This one belongs to Jess," I answered, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly.
"You really aren't going to fuck me?" she said almost pouting.
"Fraid not," I answered with more will than I really believed I had at that moment.
She let go and stepped away. "Okay. I'll go find Fred then. But if he can't satisfy me, I'm coming back over and begging Jessica to let me fuck you!" she said as she walked toward the back door. She disappeared out the door without even putting a stitch of clothing on. All I could think of was that Fred better be home and willing to fuck his wife or more than likely she'd be back!
My wife finished her decorating and then spent the rest of the evening in the kitchen working on things for tomorrow's party. Angie came back after about an hour, dressed this time, and spent a couple hours in the kitchen with my wife, seeming to almost avoid coming out into the living room where I was sitting. I heard her leave just before ten, when my wife turned out the lights and came out of the kitchen. "Ready for bed lover?" she asked sweetly.
"Yeah. Be there in a few. Let me finish this paragraph," I answered as she stood at the base of the stairs expectantly.
"Okay. Don't be too long," she said softly before heading up the stairs.
It took me almost another twenty minutes before I'd finished what I was doing and closed down my computer. I headed upstairs to find my wife laying on the bed, naked, sound asleep. I covered her with the blankets and then got myself ready for bed, shutting off the light and climbing into bed next to her.
Other than being extremely touchy-feely and wanting to kiss a lot more than normal, the rest of our morning routine was normal. We showered, made lunches, ate breakfast and went out separate ways for work. My day went much longer than I'd expected and I didn't finally head for home until almost six. Trick or treat was well under way by the time I got to my home neighborhood, and I had to carefully thread my way between trick or treaters to get down the street and into the garage.



"Hey lover!" I called to my wife as I walked in from the garage. It only took me a few moments to find her at the front door passing out candy. She turned and walked out of the darkened hallway into the light of the living room, making me stand and stare. Her cat suit seemed to be much...less than it had when she was showing me a week ago. Instead of her whole body being covered, she now wore a gray one- piece, skin tight, bodysuit that arched high on her hips, leaving a significant amount of skin exposed. Instead of gray leotards, she wore some sock type leg warmers that came up to the middle of her thighs and instead of long sleeves she wore only some fuzzy little bands around her wrists. The skin tight suit was surprisingly thin and I was glad that the hallway was dark or she'd have been flashing the kids a whole lot more than most parents would think was appropriate, given the complete lack of a bra, the blue crystal hanging down between the her tits, which barely seemed to be covered by the bodysuit.
"Gonna come over and pet your favorite pussy?" she cooed softly, giving me a playful little meow.
"Wow. That's some costume," I said quietly as she stepped over to me.
"You like?"
"Yeah. But I thought you were wearing something a little more...um...covering?"
"I was. But I just felt like this was better," she whispered as her tits pressed against my dress shirt. She found my right hand with hers and pulled it down between her legs and pressed it against her crotch. "Can you feel how wet I am?"
"You are," I answered as my fingers stroked her pussy through the material of the bodysuit.
"You can do better than that," she cooed. "It is, after all, a snap crotch and I don't have a thing on under it!"
"I thought you were showing quite a bit."
"Uh huh. But not as much as I'd like to be showing you," she said softly, reaching for my belt. "I'm getting so fucking horny. I really wanna get fucked." Ding Dong! The doorbell rang almost as soon as she got the request out of her mouth. "Damn!" she swore quietly. "Don't go away."
"Where would I go?" I asked as she disappeared into the darkness of the hallway again.
She came back a few moments later after having given the kids at the door their candy. "Well, you could go upstairs and put on your costume," she said with a grin, stepping up to me again and pressing her body to mine. "And then come back and play with my hot wet pussy," she whispered as she slid one hand down my arm to my hand and drew it to her pussy again. She pressed my fingers between her legs and used my fingers to unsnap the crotch of the bodysuit, the material pulling up to completely uncover her ass and mound. I felt the hot wetness of her bare pussy lips as she ground herself against my fingers. "Soooooo fucking horny!"
"Uh. Yeah," I breathed as I pressed a finger between her lips, feeling her hot juices.
"Mmmmmmm. That's almost what I want," she moaned softly in my ear. I felt her hand leave mine and moments later my pants were sliding down to my ankles. She pushed my briefs down to expose my hard-on and grasped it gently. She slipped it down between her legs, moving my fingers out of the way so that her pussy could rub directly against my shaft. "Now this is closer to what I want."
"Uh huh," I breathed, feeling her rock her hips to rub her pussy along my shaft.
"Ohhhhh shit," she moaned as the doorbell rang again. "Why don't you go up and change while I get the door. I left your costume on the bed for you."
"Sure," I responded as she pulled away, walking down the hall with her bare ass completely exposed. I closed my eyes for a moment of disappointment and then pulled my pants up, holding them up as I headed up the stairs. I walked into our bedroom and looked at the bed for my costume. She said I was going to be a skin diver. She'd come up with an old wet suit someplace to go along with a mask and snorkel. What I saw now on the bed was the mask and snorkel and a VERY little red speedo swimsuit. "Hey Hon? Where's my costume?" I called down the stairs as I picked up the tiny swimsuit. "Hell, is this even going to fit?" I asked myself out loud.
"Trust me. It'll fit. It stretches really good." I heard my wife say from behind me. " Obviously I made a few changes to your costume."
"So it seems. Like there isn't any."
"Oh trust me. It's a costume Just instead of being a wet suit diver you'll look a lot more like a real skin diver!" she said as she stepped up to me and pulled my hand from my pants, letting them slide down again. "It's a perfect costume!" she cooed as she wrapped a hand around my dick. "Oh damn," she groaned as the doorbell rang again. She scowled and turned to head out. As she left the room I realized that she still hadn't snapped the crotch of the bodysuit and was answering the door with a whole lot more exposed than she probably intended.
"Hey honey! You better snap yourself up!" I called down the stairs as I shuffled to the bedroom door with my pants around my ankles.
"I'm fine!" she called back up the stairs from the hallway.
"Yeah. Right," I said with a frown as I shuffled back to the bed. I sat down and stripped everything off, not at all sure that the little swimsuit was going to fit regardless of how much it stretches. I worked the little suit up my legs and then stood up, bending my cock to one side to try and tuck it into the tiny swimsuit as I pulled and stretched it up as far as it would go. While the little slip of spandex was pulled over my hard-on, it was quite obvious in the full-length mirror on the closet door that I had a hard-on. "Jesus this looks bad," I said to myself, seeing how much of me showed through the thin stretchy material. "I wonder if this is how women feel when their nipples get hard and show through their shirts?"
"Actually it looks soooo fucking hot!" my wife said as she stepped back into the room, her pussy still completely exposed.
"You going like that all night?" I asked her seriously.
"Like what?"
"With your pussy exposed?"
"Oh," she said looking down and then stroking the little bush of curls with her fingers. "If it keeps you hard like that, maybe I will."
"And show Fred and Zeek?"
"It'd be one hell of a thrill for 'em, wouldn't it? I bet Fred would cream his pants inside the first ten minutes," she said with a devious little giggle.
"You really wanna show off that much? Can't take it back once it's been seen."
"You should talk. I wonder what Tabitha and Suzan are going to say when they see that."
"See what?" I asked before looking down at where she was looking. My already hard cock had seemed to grow just a little more and my mushroom head was now poking over the top waistband of the low cut brief style suit. "Oh damn," I groaned, reaching down to try and tuck it into the material again.
Jess moved toward me and gently took my hands from the front of my suit and pulled it down until all of me was exposed again. "God this is so fucking hot," she groaned as she moved a hand to my chest and pushed me back, flopping me onto the bed. She crawled over me, on her hands and knees, moving her hand back to my hard-on as soon as she was on top of me. With a naughty grin, she lifted my dick until it poked into the air, pointing straight at her puss. "Now this is what it's really meant for," she cooed softly as she rubbed my head around her lips. She lowered her hips down, guiding me between her soft lips until I could feel her body starting to stretch and expand to allow me inside. "Ohhhhhhh yeah," she groaned as she let more of her weight down on me, forcing my dick to slide up inside her hot velvety tunnel. She slide down my shaft until her clit was pressed into the base of my shaft.
She began to slowly slide herself up and down my dick, pulling almost all the way up off of me before dropping back down onto me. Her motions created a gentle rocking of the bed and a rhythmic flup flup of her bare ass against the thin spandex bunched up on my thighs. "Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as she worked on and off my dick. I heard the doorbell, drawing a soft curse from her. "Ignore it," she whispered as she continued to drive herself on and off my cock.
The doorbell rang again, drawing her attention back to it. "Fuck. Trick or treat is supposed to be over. I even turned off the lights," she groaned as she sat on me, no longer riding up and down on me.
"Then ignore it," I answered.
"Jessica?" We heard a female voice call from downstairs.
"Oh Damn. It's Julie," my wife said quietly, with a frown. She sighed deeply and then pulled up off of me, leaving my cock slick with her juices as she pushed herself off the bed. "Guess we're going to have to finish this later."
"Ohhhhhh crap," I groaned in disappointment as she walked toward the bedroom door.
"Come on," she said as she paused at the door and looked back before lifting each leg and pulling the leg warmers back up from where they had slid down to. "Sounds like time for the party to start."
"Yeah. Okay. So seriously. Where's the rest of my costume?" I asked as she stared down the stairs.
"You're wearing it!" she called back as she continued down the stairs, the bottom of her cat suit still unsnapped.
I pushed myself off the bed, wondering what Julie was going to think about my wife's exposed pussy, and what the hell she was going to think of me when I walked down in....this! I tucked my cock into the suit as best I could, the stretchy material forming itself around my hard-on as best it could. There was a rather significant gap between the elastic waistband and my waist where the material just didn't have enough stretch to quite get all the way over my engorged shaft. "I feel awfully damn exposed in this." I muttered to myself as I tried uselessly to pull more slack in the material to cover myself. "I hope Julie enjoys the view, because I don't know how long I can wear just this."
I shook my head and walked out of the bedroom and headed down stairs. I could hear my wife and Julie talking in the kitchen. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, trying to calm my heart. I felt like a teenager doing something naughty that I'd get in trouble for. Flashing my cock this way to our friends wasn't exactly how I'd expected to spend Halloween night. I walked into the kitchen and greeted Julie. "Hey Julie. How's it going tonight."
She turned to look at me and we both stared at each other for long seconds. My wife had said she was helping her with her witch costume, but I wasn't at all expecting what I saw. Julie isn't a skinny-minny. Never has been. She's a plus size and comfortable with that. I'd seen her in two piece swimsuits before, which usually had larger bottoms, styled like shorts, along with LARGE halter style tops to hold her 40D boobs. Her outfit for tonight was much more sexual than I'd thought possible. She wore a black strapless leather look dress that extended from just above the midpoint of her big tits, down over her firm stomach to her waist. The skirt portion was fluffy and pleated, coming down only to the middle of her thighs. Her legs were encased in a pair of black mesh thigh high stockings, the lacy tops left mostly exposed by the shortness and fluffiness of her skirt. Her black high heel ankle boots made her look a few inches taller than her five nine frame usually looked. I saw her mouth a "wow" as she stared at me, or more correctly half way down me, her hand pulling her pointed hat off her head while she rubbed her other hand absently across the two mounds of creamy breast pushed together and up above the top of her black dress top.
"Some costume!" she finally said, looking back up to my face.
"Yours too," I answered. She looked SO much hotter in this outfit than in anything I'd seen her in before.
"Yeah. Jess gave me a few pointers. Said what I was going to wear looked a bit frumpy."
"Well, this one certainly isn't that!" I responded, bringing an obvious blush to both her face and upper chest.
"I wish Josh was here to enjoy it, but he's on the road again," she said with a slight frown.
"Not to worry. I'm sure Don won't mind keeping you company tonight," my wife said.
"Isn't he going to be keeping YOU company?"
"He'll just have to do double duty. I'm sure he's up to it!" my wife said, giving me a little wink before turning back to the counter where she had been working on putting crackers into bowls for the food table. "Speaking of doing his duty. Why don't you take him downstairs to pick a couple bottles of wine. You know he's horrible at that."
"Oh. Um. Sure. Be right back!" Julie said, turning to head toward the basement stairs.
"Take your time. I would!" my wife called after her. She turned to look at me. "Well? You going to go help her or not?"
"Oh sure."
"And if she comes back with her panties still on, I'm going to be disappointed in you. After all the work she did to look sexy, she deserves to have it appreciated," my wife added as I started for the stairs. I stopped and looked back. "No I didn't say fuck her, but you can sure make her feel appreciated, can't you?" she said only loud enough for me to hear. I turned back to the stairs, shaking my head. "And if you do, well just make sure you leave some for me for later."
"Holy shit." I muttered to myself as I started down the basement stairs. "What's gotten into her?"
"What about this one?" Julie asked as she stood at the small wine rack against the back wall of the basement.
"I think your opinion is better than mine, at least according to Jess," I answered her.
"True. Here. Hold this one," she said, handing me the bottle. "I'm kind of surprised at your costume. When she said you were going to be a skin diver, I thought she meant like a scuba diver or something."
"Yeah. That was the idea."
"Not that I'm complaining. I mean, it's a pretty sexy costume," she said, handing me another bottle so both hands were filled. "I heard what she said."
"About?"
"About my panties," she answered quietly, turning to face me. I felt her reach down and press her palm against my still mostly hard dick through the thin material. "I wouldn't complain if you decided to help me take them off," she whispered, sliding her hand up to my bare stomach and then pushing it down so that it slipped inside the elastic waistband. "I have to admit, this outfit makes me pretty horny, and with Josh out of town... Well, there isn't much way for me to get that taken care of."
I reached for the wine rack and placed both bottles in empty slots as she pushed the front of my suit down to free my cock and balls. "You're sure about this?"
"No. But that doesn't mean not to," she said breathlessly, her hands wrapping around my cock and stroking it a bit. "Either I'm a lot wetter than I thought, or your cock already smells like pussy," she whispered.
"I suppose it could be either," I suggested.
"Why don't you find out?" she whispered, almost as if she were afraid to suggest it.
I nodded and lowered myself to my knees, my cock slipping from her hands. She stood in front of me, my face at her stomach height and my hands reaching for her fishnet stocking clad legs. I slid my hands up the outside of her legs from just above her knees, running them up the fishnet to the lacy tops and then to the bare skin above them. I could feel the heat of her bare skin against my palms as I slid higher up under the skirt, several layers of wavy translucent material making the outer black layer fluff out from her body. I let my hands slide all the way up to her hips before my fingers found the sides of the high cut panties. I hooked my fingers into the material and slowly pulled down, hearing her take a long deep breath as the material slid down her thighs.
She lifted each foot in turn, allowing me to pull the panties all the way off over each boot. I reached over and hung them on one of the many bottles of wine on the rack and then reached back with both hands to slide my palms up her legs again. I pushed my hands up past where her panties had been and used my palms to push the multilayer under dress up in front to allow me to see her pussy for the first time. She had a matt of dark brown curls on her mound that matched her hair, trimmed into a neat wide triangle that stopped just above her round, soft looking outer lips. Below that looked recently shaved with only a tiny amount of stubble. She had a significant amount of inner lip protruding from between her slightly darkened outer lips, all of it appearing compacted up against her body from her panties. She reached down and held the dress up for me as I moved one hand between her legs and gently stroked her lips, freeing them from their self-imposed flatness. It only took a few short strokes of my fingers before my middle finger was able to slip between the feathery inner lips and stroke the length of her pussy.
"Ohhh fuck," she gasped as my finger bounced across her clit, encouraging her to spread her legs farther apart to give me even more access. I had a better idea though. I stood up and reached for her hands. She dropped the dress and I backed up toward my work bench and then turned us, putting her between the bench and myself. I let go of her hands and moved mine down to her waist. I gently pushed her back until her butt pressed against the edge of the bench and then lifted her onto the edge of the bench, bringing a little squeak of surprise from her. I let my hands slide quickly to her legs and lifted under both thighs, tipping her back on the bench until she was reclined at an angle. She seemed to know exactly what I had in mind and quickly gathered her skirt up and pulled it above her waist, exposing her pussy to me. She lifted her feet and quickly unzipped and kicked off both boots, resting her now stocking clad feet on my shoulders as I knelt in front of her.
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I slowly traced up her wet lips with my tongue. "Honey you can do that alllll fucking night as far as I'm concerned."
I grinned to myself and then reached my fingers between her legs and spread her lips allowing my tongue to tease deeper inside her, flicking softly across her clit at the end of each stroke. Her body seemed to jerk slightly each time I reached her clit, her moans growing to gasps as I paid more and more attention to her clit. I looked up past her bunched skirt and could see that she had undone the top of her dress, her big tits, apparently unsupported by anything other than the dress, completely bared as she teased first one and then the other nipple.
"Oh fuck Don. You're going to make me come," she gasped loudly.
"Isn't that the idea?"
"It would be better if something was stuffing it full when I came," she answered.
In answer I slid one finger into her pussy, feeling her hot wet tunnel walls try to squeeze and grip it as I slid it in and out of her.
"I was thinking something a little bigger."
I had to admit I was pretty fucking horny already, given that my wife stopped in mid fuck. I stood up and aimed my cock at her pussy, pressing my engorged head between her lips and then forcing it into her. I was surprised at how tight she was around me, her body arching to push her pussy toward me as I forced myself deeper into her. I felt my dry shaft grab at her lips and pulled back a little, before pushing forward again, lubricating her lips so I could get a little more of my length into her. It took several short strokes like this before my cock was fully buried into her.
"That's it Don. Fuck my hot pussy," she moaned as I started stroking in and out of her. "God you're big. You feel like a fucking monster inside me!"
"Have to admit, you feel pretty damn good around my cock."
"I'm so Jealous of Jess. To have this fucking her every night. Ohhhh god what I wouldn't give to have that!" she moaned as she let go of her nipples to reach down and pull her legs up and back, allowing my strokes to drive even deeper into her. I reached up to her big tits and squeezed them both, enjoying the feeling of her soft orbs in my hands. I held them like handles as I pounded harder into her, both of us inching closer to climax. "Oh fuck Don. I'm gonna come. Oh god I'm gonna come," she gasped as each stroke made her whole body shake from the impact of my thighs against her bare ass.



She looked me straight in the eye as my body jerked, jamming my dick hard into her and unleashing a huge surge of cum into her pussy. She closed her eyes and let her own climax wash over her, her body trembling and shaking as my cock jerked and surged inside her over and over, filling her with what felt like a gallon of cum. "Ohhhhh god that felt good," she moaned softly as her trembles and shudders slowly subsided.
"Yeah. It did," I agreed as my cock softened inside her. I pulled out of her after a few more seconds, letting a little flood of our cum leak from her pussy and drip down her ass to the concrete floor. She let go of her legs and reached for my chest, pushing me back with one hand while she levered herself upright with the other. She slid off the bench and knelt in front of me, squatting on the floor while she reached for my flagging cock.
Looking up at me, she opened her mouth and took my softening cock into it, slowly licking and sucking it, almost as if enjoying the taste of our combined cum. I lost track of how long I stood there with her licking and sucking my dick, but when she finally quit my dick was already mostly hard again. "There. Now she won't even know."
"Who won't?" I asked.
"Your wife silly! If you'd have come up without a hard-on she'd have known why. This way she'll have to guess," she answered with a devious little smile. "Besides, it gave my pussy a chance to leak out a bit so I won't have cum dribbling down my legs for the next hour."
"True," I answered, wondering how she'd explain how LONG we'd been down here picking wine.
She stood up and pulled my suit back in place, tucking my semi-hard cock into the thin material, her bare tits swinging freely out the front of her dress. "Should I button up?" she asked, wiggling her chest to give me a little more of a show that she could tell I was clearly enjoying.
"Well, unless you plan on flashing all of us," I answered.
"Okay... You tell me when then," she said, as she started buttoning her dress top.
"And if I say that's far enough with your nipples still showing?"
"Then that's how I'll leave it. Just for you sweetie!"
I watched as she worked the buttons up the front, slowly closing the wide gap and tucking her breasts into the front more and more. "Enough," I said as she finished the third button from the top. The gap at the top still spread enough that if she moved just right her breasts would easily spring out of their constraints.
"You are so naughty," she said, giving her chest a little wiggle, causing her left breast to flip out of the dress. "I'm gonna tease the shit out of you all night with this."
"No more than I'll be teasing you, now that you know exactly what this suit is trying to hide." I chuckled. "We better get upstairs."
"Uh huh," she said as she moved to pick up our wine bottles. "Better not forget these."
"No. Definitely not!" I agreed as I followed her to the stairs. She walked up ahead of me, intentionally pushing her butt out at me so that I got another look at her wet pussy with each step up the staircase.
"Well, that took a while," my wife said as we walked into the living room with the bottles of wine.
"Yeah. I was being picky. I hope everyone enjoys what I chose."
"I'm sure it will be excellent. You always have such good taste," my wife answered while the other couples who had already arrived looked at the two of us. At first I felt like somehow they knew we'd been fucking before it dawned on me that they were looking at how the two of us were dressed.
Angie had come as a ballerina, wearing a pink bodysuit, pink leg warmers and a frilly pink tutu, while her husband looked like a rather thin Batman. Tabitha, being somewhat older than Angie, looked almost out of place in the school girl outfit she had on, her light coffee colored skin a stark contrast to the tight white button down shirt. I could easily make out the dark lacy bra she had on under the shirt constraining her huge tits. I'd have normally thought of the school girl outfit for a more slender woman, and Tabitha was anything but. She was slightly bigger than Julie, but I wouldn't ever dare to call her fat. Either she'd kill me or her fire plug build husband would. Her short plaid skirt showed off her long muscular legs, coming down only to the middle of her thighs.
Her husband, a construction worker with a bit of a beer belly, was dressed as, of all things, a construction worker, complete with ripped white wife beater shirt and a leather tool belt full of jangling tools.
The outfit that really caught my eye, and made my cock start to really get hard in the tiny swimsuit, was Suzan's. Her six foot two thin blonde build and thirty-two C boobs rocked in the Princess Leia slave costume. It immediately brought back visions of Carrie Fisher strangling Jaba during the rescue of Han. The skimpy leather bra top and long flowing skirt that only covered the front and back of her, leaving the sides of her body essentially bare from her ankles to the collar around her neck, had turned me on as a teen, and was doing the same now.
Edward, her husband, had gone along with the 'Star Wars' theme, wearing a storm trooper uniform, though it seemed a bit large on his thin frame.
"Hi. All," I said as I pushed my eyeballs back into their sockets.
A number of hello's were muttered around the room before everyone went back to talking.
"I think you need to go start cooking," my wife said, reminding me to Bar-b-que the pork steaks.
"Yeah. Better go do that," I answered, pulling back from the room. I headed out onto the back patio and fired up the grill. It was a little chilly in the almost non-existent costume, but I was sure I'd make due with the heat from the gas grill right in front of me.
"Hey Don!" I heard Suzan say as she stepped out onto the patio.
"Hey yourself," I answered as I laid the meat onto the grill.
"I saw you checking out my costume," she said quietly as she stepped up to me, pressing her right arm against my left. "Have to admit. I was kinda surprised at yours."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Always thought you had a pretty good sized dick, but this outfit really shows it off. Almost as good as that bush," she said as she let her hand slide in front of me and her palm rest on my dick bulging out the thin suit.
"You keep playing like that and you're going to have to start showing off a lot more than you are now," I teased. Years before she accidently walked behind the same bush I was behind, changing into my swimsuit at a friend's lake place. She happened to catch me completely naked. After seeing me completely naked, she felt it was only fair that she change there as well, giving me the chance to see her as naked as she'd seen me. It'd been our little secret for years. Kind of an inside joke.
"Well. If you'd have paid attention, you'd have noticed what wasn't showing on my hips," she said quietly as she slid her hand up, her palm pressing on my bare stomach. She slid her hand down, pushing the front of my suit down with her fingers until my hard-on poked out over the top. "Seems a bit bigger than last time," she whispered, wrapping her hand around it.
"What wasn't showing?"
"Uh huh," she whispered. "I didn't like the way they showed, now I'm kinda glad I didn't."
I moved a hand to her thigh and then let it push the skirt material hanging down in front of her pussy aside, my fingers teasing between her legs and finding nothing but her wet pussy lips. "Oh damn," I said quietly as I let my fingers tease her pussy. "Eddie must be loving it."
"I don't think he's figured it out yet. He's been too busy staring at Tabitha since we got here."
"His loss," I said quietly.
"Your gain," she whispered. "If you play your cards right, you might get a replay of the bushes."
"Get to see you naked?"
"Or more." She grinned, giving my dick a squeeze.
"Well, right now I need to get this food cooked," I said, picking up the spatula with my free hand and flipping the pork steaks.
"You know. I bet I can turn them. Why don't you stand behind me and show me how to do this," she said, taking her hand from my dick and pushing herself in front of me so she was standing with her back to my chest and my arms around her. She took the spatula from my hand and reached out to flip the steaks the way I had a moment before. "You know. With my hands busy, I wouldn't be able to stop you if you just pulled my dress aside in the back and slipped your cock between my legs."
"True," I agreed, reaching down and sweeping the material aside to expose her bare ass. I squatted down a little and let my hard-on bob out, my engorged head sticking between her thighs. I started to straighten and felt my head nestle against her already wet lips, trying to spread them and slip between.
"Oh god. You really gonna do that?" she gasped as my head pressed up into her slightly, trying to expand her.
"You want it?" I asked, moving my hands around her to cup her tits through the leather bra.
"Hell, I've wanted it since that day behind the bushes. If I hadn't been so chicken, I would have let you then," she whispered, reaching her free hand up to my left hand, pulling it up her chest to the bare skin of her breast above the bra, and then dragging it down, pulling the cup down and replacing it with my bare hand.
I straightened up more, unbending my knees, my dick forcing up into her as she arched her back slightly. I soon had my legs straight, my cock deep in her pussy, the height of her long legs and high heels making it an almost perfect height fit. "I hope it's all you expected."
"Oh Don. It's every inch that I expected," she cooed softly as we stood there, not really fucking, but just standing with my dick deep inside her pussy. I slipped my other hand up to her chest and pulled that cup down, giving me both breasts in my hands.
"You know. I've often wondered what they felt like. Not that you haven't given me a few brief flashes over the years. But it's not the same as holding them."
"I agree. It's not the same as looking," she whispered. "Feels so much bigger than it looks." I felt her wiggle her ass a little against me, moving my dick in and out of her slightly. "God I wanna just bend over and let you fuck me."
"We better not do that."
"You don't want to?"
"Didn't say that. Just rather not have your tits bar-b-qed," I chuckled.
She giggled and agreed. She pulled off my dick with a soft slurping sound and stepped to the side, handing me the spatula. Without another word she walked quickly to the house and in through the patio door. It took another ten minutes for the pork steaks to finish cooking. I pulled them off the grill and onto the platter that my wife had left out with the meat.
"Come and get it!" I called as I walked in. Everyone filed in from the living room into the kitchen, Julie's blouse still open the way I'd asked her to leave it, and Suzan's top back in place where it belonged. No one seemed the wiser to our little tryst on the patio.
"You having a good time?" my wife asked as she walked up to me and wrapped an arm around my waist.
"Sure. Shouldn't I be?"
"Of course! I just thought that maybe you had a little extra fun while you were out cooking," she whispered. "Suzan was still putting herself back together when I walked in the kitchen."
"Oh. Sorry sweetie," I mumbled apologetically.
"Sorry for what? Playing a little? Hell, that's okay lover," she cooed.
I looked down at her in surprise, expecting her to be angry. She was smiling at me, the crystal on the collar seeming to glow blue even brighter against the creamy skin of her neck. "You're not mad at me for touching her breasts?"
"Just between you and me, I think she'd really like to fuck you," she whispered back before giving me a soft kiss on the cheek. "In that outfit I wouldn't blame you if you did. Hell, I might even have some fun with her dressed like that."
"What!?"
"Sure. I mean she's not wearing any underwear under that. That's kind of a turn on, isn't it? You do know she isn't wearing any, right? I mean how could you not?"
"Of course I know." I answered defensively.
"Yeah. So a turn on, right?"
"Well... Yeah."
"For me too. So what are you going to do about our little school girl?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well. She IS the only one not wearing underwear, right? So what are you going to do about it?"
"I didn't know I was supposed to do anything about it."
"Well of course, silly. So what are you going to do?"
"I don't know there's anything I CAN do. I mean Zeek would break me in half if I started playing with his wife."
"I wouldn't be so sure."
I chuckled at my wife. "Okay lover. Tell you what. YOU get him to say he doesn't care and I'll be happy to take care of her underwear. All of it!"
"Ohhhh goodie. That shirt will allow her tits to show right through," she said with a giggle. "You just wait," she added as she moved off to slip in line next to Tabitha.
I shook my head and headed to the end of the line. It took a few minutes, but before long everyone had food and was sitting around the various chairs and seats in the living room. From where I was sitting, I could see Julie's pussy as she moved her knees apart and together to attract my attention. Angie was also trying to get my attention, her fingers playing with the snaps on her crotch that held the bottom of the pink bodysuit together. As I watched, she flicked two of the three snaps, exposing a portion of her pussy. I'd known these women for years, gone to a dozens and dozens of cookouts, parties and just fun get-togethers as couples. In all this time I'd never seen anything like this except for maybe Suzan. We'd seen each other naked years ago, and she had on a few occasions given me some less than accidental flashes of her tits. But NOTHING like what'd happened by the grill.
For that matter, I had no idea what had gotten into my wife! I mean instead of being mad, she actually told me to make sure to take Julie's underwear off, implying that if I wanted to I could have sex with her. I was completely confused, and at the same time, incredibly turned on. It seemed like my cock had a constant hard-on at the moment, more than hard enough to fuck at a moments notice. My wife walked to the kitchen to get rid of her plate and then came over and sat down sideways on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a long wet kiss that lingered well into the minutes before pulling her face away from mine.
"What's wrong lover? You look perplexed."
"I am," I whispered back. "Aren't you at least a little upset with me? I mean you have to know I had sex with Julie downstairs."
"Why would I be upset? I told you to."
"That's just it. I mean years ago I suggested maybe we do a three way with someone and your response was pretty plain. My dick was yours and you had no inclination to share it with anyone. So why today?"
"Does it matter?"
"It does to me."
"Well. I just wanted to let my friends have a little taste of heaven. I mean when we fuck you always send me to the moon. Why shouldn't my friends get a moon shot once in a while?"
"Just because it's kind of out of character for you."
"Maybe this is my new character!"
"New character? Why? What changed?"
"Oh I don't know. I just feel a lot more...um... well horny wouldn't even begin to cover it. Wanting is more like it. I want to be fucked, I want to be around my friends fucking. I want to play with other partners and feel you do it too."
"Feel me? That doesn't make sense."
"It does to me. I know you fucked Julie downstairs. Know how? I could feel it when you two climaxed. I could almost feel the rush as her climax overtook her. I could practically feel your cum surging into her pussy," she whispered, her fingers fondling the little blue pendant. "It was sooooo fucking exhilarating! I could feel it when you pushed your dick into Suzan too. I thought you were going to make her come right there, but not quite. Oh she wanted you to. She wanted you to just bend her over and fuck her until she came. But something held her back."
"It would seem," I answered. "But I still don't get what changed and how the hell you can feel someone else climaxing!"
"Don't worry about it lover. I'm not. But I think you should take Tabitha to our room and put those cute nipple rings on her. I bet she'll love that."
"And get killed by Zeek? No thanks."
"Do you even know where Zeek is?" she asked with a giggle. "He's in the kitchen with his fingers in Suzan's pussy. I don't think she's going to let him fuck her, but she doesn't seem to mind his fingers just like he's not minding her hand."
I twisted in my seat to look into the kitchen, and sure enough Zeek was standing behind Suzan with both arms around her, her Princess Leia costume pulled aside. It didn't take any imagination to tell where her hands were either.
"Go on," she whispered before sliding off my lap. She walked over to Tabitha and bent over, whispering in her ear. The two of them grinned and Tabby stood up and looked over at me with raised eyebrows.
"What the hell?" I asked myself with a shrug, pushing up from the overstuffed chair I was in. Tabby walked over and took my hand, practically pulling me toward the stairs. She walked up in front of me and turned toward our bedroom, walking in and stopping next to the end of the bed.
"Jess says you have a surprise for me, but I have to let you take off my underwear to get it."
"She asked me to put a piece of jewelry on you," I answered.
"Oh? What kind of jewelry needs me to take off my clothes?"
I stepped to the dresser and then turned, holding up the two nipple ornaments. "These."
"Do those go where I think they do?"
"Fraid so."
"Well," she said stepping toward me and taking the two blue crystals from me. "Why don't you get started?"
I reached for the front of her shirt and unbuttoned it slowly, undoing one button at a time until I had the whole front undone. I pulled the tail of the white blouse from her skirt and undid the last two buttons before sliding my hands up to her neck and pulling the narrow black tie apart. The shirt spread, showing her light coffee colored skin and dark brown lace bra. She let me slide the blouse all the way off, dropping it on the bed before I reached around and unfastened the four metal loop clips that held the bra around her body. I eased the material off her big breasts, each mountain of soft brown skin hanging like a teardrop on her chest, her dark brown nipples pointing slightly upwards from the center of each of her large, dark puckered areola.
"So. What part of these needs you to take off my skirt?" she asked softly as my fingers moved to the button on her left hip.
"Nothing, other than I want to," I answered as I pulled the zipper down. Her skirt slid down easily over her hips and round butt, dropping to the floor around her ankles. She grinned at me and lifted one foot out of it and then used the other to kick it aside. I reached for the tiny thong type panties she had on and slid the strings over her hips, crouching down in front of her as I eased the panties down her legs. Her pussy was shaved bare except for a tiny tuft of black curls on her mound shaped in a heart. Her full dark lips looked soft and inviting, a good amount of soft dark inner lip protruding as well. I reached up and gently stroked her pussy with one hand and leaned my face toward one of her hanging tits, drawing the nipple into my mouth and gently sucking and teasing it.
"Ohhhh Fuck. Now I see why," she moaned softly.
I continued to suck her nipple for long seconds before switching to the other breast, finding its nipple and sucking it into my mouth. I stroked her soft wet lips with my fingers, slowly working them between her soft wetness until I was able to slide one finger deep into her depths.



"I think we need to put these on," she said breathlessly, holding out the two crystal pendants.
"If you insist," I answered, standing up. I took one from her and twisted the silver spiral backing to place it on her hard black nipple. I felt her now free hand push my swimsuit down , exposing my cock for her to wrap her hand around.
"Oh yeah. Much better," she moaned softly as the spiral gripped her hard nipple. I took the second one and did the same, allowing both jewels to hang from her nipples. "Come here sweetie," she practically growled, backing toward the bed only a few feet away. She sat on the edge and lay back, lifting and spreading her legs wide to expose her pussy. She pulled me by the cock between her legs and aimed my engorged head for her wet pussy, rubbing it between her lips a few times before letting it find the entrance to her tunnel. "Push it in baby. Alllll the way in!" she moaned as she let go of me and reached for my hips. She helped pull me toward her, driving my cock easily into her sopping wet pussy. "That's it baby. Fuck me with that big white dick!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, as I started to slide in and out of her. It only took a few moments before I was pounding into her with abandon. In and out my cock slid, a loud squish accompanying each thrust before the loud slap of my bare thighs against her bare ass.
"Fuck yes. Pound me baby! Fuck mama HARD!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, pounding into her harder, each impact with her body making her big tits roll and move on her chest, the blue crystals rolling and swinging on her nipples as we fucked. I could feel my orgasm building, the warm tingle of urgency coaxing me to pound her harder. In and out I drove, her moans of pleasure growing louder with each passing second. I nearly stopped as my wife walked in, afraid she was going to be angry and stop me, but instead she walked to the night stand and pulled out one of her dildos we played with from time to time. She unsnapped the bottom of her bodysuit to expose her pussy and then crawled onto the bed, leaning against the headboard. She spread her legs wide and inserted the dildo into her already wet pussy and began plunging it into herself in time with my strokes.
"FUCK! I'm gonna come!" Tabby squealed as I felt my own orgasm built toward the point of no return.
Tabby started to shudder and tremble, her pussy clenching around me, squeezing my dick. I looked up as I heard my wife cry out in pleasure as well, her pussy gushing juices around her dildo like a fire hose. I could see her squirt high in the air, her cum landing on Tabby's face and chest as the two of them climaxed together. It was simply more than I could stand and my body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into Tabby and unleashing a massive gush of cum.
I looked at my wife as my body jerked and shuddered, pumping Tabby full of cum. Jess lay there, jerking and twitching almost in time with my own surges of cum, the little crystal around her neck seeming to pulse with renewed light each time my cock surged into Tabby. Finally my body stilled, as did my wife's. She lay there and allowed her spasming pussy to push the dildo out, her eyes locked with mine. Her stare was practically animal, filled with lust and desire. Slowly the light faded from her eyes and she looked, well, like what I'd grown accustomed to see my wife look like.
"God that was intense," she said softly before leaning forward. She rolled onto her hands and knees and then reached out for Tabby's chest with one hand. She gently rubbed her cum into Tabby's chest like lotion and then climbed off the bed. "Don't stay up here too long," she said as she walked towards the bedroom door, her pussy still completely exposed.
"I guess we better dress and go down," I said, reaching a hand for Tabby's and helping pull her up to a sitting position.
"Just my skirt I think. I don't really wanna cover these up, if you know what I mean."
"Um. Sure," I answered with a shrug, not at all upset that she'd be showing her big sexy tits off the rest of the night.
"What about you?" she asked as I helped her step into her skirt.
"What about me?"
"You gonna leave that on? Or just take it off?"
"You want me to go completely naked?"
"I will if you will," she said with a devilish little grin.
"You don't think people will think...."
"That we just fucked? I bet they do," she said as she took my hands from her skirt and let it slide down again. "How about it?"
"I don't think just yet," my wife said, leaning against the door frame waiting for us, the gray bodysuit snapped back in place.
"No?" Tabby asked.
"Soon," my wife said with a grin. "See you downstairs."
We followed a few moments after my wife, me in my suit, now pulled up to cover my flagging cock and Tabby in nothing but her skirt, stockings and shoes.
"Damn!" Fred said from across the room, apparently the first to see us come down. Everyone turned to look at us, a few gasps coming out.
"Jesus Tabs!" Zeek said from where he sat. "Where the hell is your shirt?"
"Upstairs. I thought it was a shame to cover these up," she said teasing the two crystals hanging from her tits.
"Yeah. But half naked? And what's running down your leg?"
"Always wondered what a white dick felt like. Now I know," she answered with a naughty grin.
"Jesus Don!" he said standing up, clearly angry.
"Oh sit the fuck down Zeek. You think I didn't know you were in the kitchen fucking around with Suzan?" Tabby said snippily.
"I wasn't..." he started to protest.
"Oh the hell you weren't. You had your fingers in her twat. I'm guessing the only reason you didn't have your dick in her is she said no," Tabby retorted. "You had no problem playing with someone else's wife, but you're gonna get pissed because someone played with yours? Grow up."
"Come on everyone. Let's just relax and chill out. This is supposed to be a party," my wife said quietly as she stood up from the chair she'd apparently settled in when she came downstairs. "I think maybe it's time for a game. Who wants to play a game?"
"Well, I'm certainly up for a game!" Julie said.
"Me too!" Suzan agreed. "Especially if it includes playing with someone's cock!"
"Well. Maybe we can find a way to include it. I have bobbing for apples, pin the tail on the donkey, and witches brew for a start. "
"I can think of something else to bob for...or on," Angie said quietly with a grin.
"Yeah. Hands and knees on the floor with your head in a big tub? I mean what could possibly happen while you're like that?" Tabby said with a giggle.
"What's witches brew?" Julie asked curiously.
"Well, it's a team game. You have to carry hard-boiled eggs from the starting line and drop them into the pot at the other end."
"That doesn't sound too hard."
"Well, you have to work in teams of two and you have to carry it pressed between your chests," my wife said with a wink toward me. "If that's what you want to play, sounds fine by me. We can just move some furniture around."
"I'm game!" Julie said with a grin. "I won't mind at all grinding myself against someone else," she said eyeing Tabby's big tits.
"Well, why don't we let you be one of the team captains and you can help Tabby pick teams. Since we have an uneven number I'll act as judge."
"So I get to pick my team?" Tabby asked with a grin. "I pick Don!"
"Oh phoo," Julie said with a frown. "Okay then. Zeek."
"Ohhh my husband huh? Well then, Suzan."
"Hmmm. Angie," Julie said.
"Fred," Tabby said quickly.
"Guess that leaves Edward."
"Okay. Well, let's get the furniture moved," my wife said cheerfully. It only took a few moments to move things around so the center of the living room was cleared leaving a long open space. My wife set two stools with bowls of hard-boiled eggs on them and two plastic cauldrons about a foot in diameter at the other end. "So the rules are easy. In the hallway you can touch the egg any way you want. Once you touch the carpet, you can only touch it with your chests. Run down and drop the egg in the cauldron. If you drop it, you have to go back and start over."
"Sounds easy enough," I said.
"Should be. So, you wanna go with me and let Fred snuggle up to Suzan?" Tabby asked me.
"Why not," Fred answered.
"You better lose that costume though," Tabby said, tugging on his Batman outfit.
"Uh. It's a once piece outfit."
"Well. Better get to it then," Suzan said. "Cuz I don't plan on losing," she added as she pulled the leather bra off, exposing her bare chest and leaving her in nothing but the tiny little half skirt thing.
"Uh yeah," Fred said nervously. "You know. I think this is the first time I've seen your breasts naked."
"Well. Get over it because in a few minutes you're gonna be checking it out up close," She answered.
"Uh. Yeah. Silly of me," he said as he pulled off his costume and stood in the hallway wearing only a pair of boxers.
In only a few minutes Tabby and I were ready to go, our chests pressed against each other so that her big soft tits squeezed together to support the egg I'd placed there. I could feel her grinding her hips against mine while she waited for my wife to start the race. She leaned close to me and slipped a hand between us, pushing down the front of my swimsuit and exposing my again hard dick. "If my skirt just happened to slip up along the way, I won't complain. It'd just make it easier for your cock."
"Are you suggesting I stick my cock between your legs??"
"That's exactly what I'm suggesting, unless of course you think you can get it all the way inside me again," she said with a soft chuckle.
"Isn't Zeek gonna get mad again?"
"I doubt it," she said, nodding for me to turn and look at her husband, who was standing with his dick stuck out of his pants, Julie's top off so that she was bare above the fluffy skirt and mesh stockings. "I seem to remember that you already got her panties, which means that my husband is already doing what I want you to do to me." I felt her hand pull my dick down and slip it between her wet thighs.
"Alright ladies and gentlemen. Time to go. GO!" my wife said.
Tabby and I sidestepped across the living room, our arms around each other to keep our bare chests pressed together. I could feel my dick sliding along her wet pussy as we moved, finally getting over the cauldron. We carefully squatted down as low as we could over it and let the egg roll between her breasts and fall down into the plastic pot.
"One down," I said as we got up and practically ran back to the front hall. We watched Julie and Zeek coming back while Suzan and Fred wobbled their way awkwardly across the living room.
Tabby and I got ready again, pressing our bodies together and putting an egg in her ample cleavage. I felt her hand slide down my cock and guide me between her legs, pressing my head up between her lips while we waited for Suzan and Fred to get back. Over and over we went, making the sixth trip down to the end just a little ahead of Julie and Zeek. We raced back and tagged Suzan and Fred for their last trip. They were about half way down the living room when they stopped, or more accurately Suzan stopped, her whole body suddenly shaking and trembling as the egg slid down between her breasts and fell to the floor.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as she sagged against Fred. It didn't take a rocket scientist to tell what had happened. Angie and Edward passed by them and dropped their egg into the cauldron to win.
"Well, at least Suzan won something," Tabby said with a grin. "I wouldn't have thought Fred was up to it."
"No?"
"With his dick?" I looked back at Tabby quizzically. "He doesn't have the biggest tool in the room to say the least."
"Oh. I see," I answered as I heard another woman close by gasp in climax. I turned to see Julie standing on one foot, her other leg wrapped around Zeek while he plunged his cock in and out of her as they stood a few feet away in the hallway.
In and out he pushed, his black cock a stark contrast to her creamy soft thigh.
Tabby turned around to face away from me, pushing her skirt down as she did. She bent over and reached between her legs for my cock and pulled me toward her, guiding my cock to her pussy. "Might as well fuck me," she moaned as she coaxed me to slide into her.
"Oh damn," I groaned as my already excited cock slipped into her. I looked out toward the living room and saw Angie laying on the floor, her pink tutu pushed up to her stomach and her pink bodysuit completely off. I watched Edward crawl over her body and lower his hips, pushing his short stubby cock into her pussy. Within moments he was pounding into her, stroking with abandon so that her little tits bounced and wiggled on her chest with each stroke. I looked around for my wife and saw her slouched in a chair along the wall, completely naked except for the leggings and wristlets. She sat with her legs dangling over the arms of the chair, her legs spread wide, two fingers pumping in and out of her pussy frantically. The crystal around her neck seemed to glow and radiate in a blue iridescence that seemed to me to be so much brighter than when I'd bought it only two days before.
She seemed to be lost in the sensations of her own hands, but then so much more. Her back arched as Fred grunted, behind me, clearly climaxing either in or on Suzan.
"FUCK YES!" Angie screamed from the floor as her body jerked and twitched in climax, my wife's body seeming to match each spasm and tremor. In and out Edward continued, pumping into her spasming body while his own climax seemed to inch closer.
"Fuck me baby. Only a little more," Tabby moaned, drawing my attentions back to her body. I reached own and cupped her tits, feeling the swinging crystals still on her nipples, in the palms of my hands. I squeezed her soft breasts as I pumped my cock in and out of her. "Oh god. Ohhhhhh fuck yes. That's it baby. Make me come!" Tabby moaned as the first twinges of her tunnel gripped my cock. "Ohhhhhhhhhh fuck," she breathed.
I looked up to my wife again and saw her gasp in pleasure the way I'd only seen when I was fucking her, her whole body seeming to climax with Tabby. The intensity of the sensations she was feeling looked every bit as intense as if she were climaxing around my cock, but even her fingers now were free of her own pussy. I watched her pussy squirt cum into the air, a stream of clear fluid shooting at least half a dozen feet from her chair before hitting the carpet. Again she squirted, almost in time with Tabby's strong spasm around my cock.
"OHHHH FUUUUUCK!" Tabby gasped loudly as her body jerked again, her vaginal walls gripping and squeezing me tightly. "OHHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried softly as her body continued to jerk and twitch.
"AHHHH FUCK!" Edward suddenly shouted as he flopped down on top of Angie, his body clearly pumping her pussy full of cum as he orgasmed in her. My wife's face scrunched up in a mask of pleasure as Edward came in Angie, her own orgasm seeming to be pushed even higher by her friend's climaxes.
I pulled from Tabby's pussy and walked to my wife and leaned down over her. I slid easily into her already spasming pussy. "Fuck me lover! FUCK MEEEEE!" she cried as she opened her eyes to see me over her as I plunged my cock into her. Over and over I drove into her, stuffing my cock hard and deep into her, my thighs loudly slapping against her bare ass. Her big soft tits bounced wildly on her chest as I pumped into her, the loud rhythmic slap of our bodies echoing in the room. "YES!" she screamed as my body suddenly jerked and spewed cum into her pussy. Over and over my body jerked, pumping cum into her with each surge of my shaft until I held myself, exhausted, over her.
I pulled slowly from her, a small gush of our combined cum leaking from her gaping pussy as she lay panting on the chair. I dropped to the floor and looked around at our friends, all naked or almost so, laying, teasing themselves or each other gently, most not even with their own spouses. I closed my eyes and lay my head back against my wife's thigh, the smell of her pussy strong as she lay teasing it with her fingers.
I closed my eyes for a few moments and must have fallen asleep. When I woke I was still sitting between my wife's legs, her soft rhythmic breathing telling me that she too had fallen asleep. I looked around and saw piles of costumes, but none of our friends. I pushed myself tiredly from the floor and checked around the house for them and found none. "Come on. Let's go to bed," I said, gently tugging my wife's hand. She groggily followed me up the stairs to the bedroom. I untied the necklace and dropped it into the box and closed the lid before crawling in bed next to her, quickly falling asleep again.
I woke late the next morning, the sun streaming in the bedroom window. I crawled out of bed and made my way to the shower, turning on the hot water and standing under it for long minutes before my wife joined me. She stepped into the spray and pressed herself against me, her soft tits pressing into my chest as she hugged me.
"Morning lover," she whispered as I turned us so the water would cascade over both of us.
"Morning sweetie," I answered. "So, do you remember last night? I remember bits and pieces, but I'm having a hard time putting the pieces together."
I felt her stiffen in my arms. "That wasn't a dream?" she whispered.
"Depends. What so you remember?"
"I remember us both having sex with our friends. Hell, I think I remember us all being naked and fucking each other. But that didn't really happen. Did it?"
"It did unless we're sharing dreams now. I clearly remember fucking Tabby, at least once, maybe twice."
"And Angie. You definitely fucked Angie. And Julie. Did you have sex with Suzan too?"
"I think so." I answered.
"How the hell are we ever going to look our friends in the eye again after last night?"
"I don't know," I answered her quietly.
We spent a long time in the shower before we felt energized enough to even dress and go down for some breakfast. I cooked some eggs and bacon, hoping a good breakfast would bring some energy back to both of us.
"Hey guys!" Angie said as she walked in the back door without knocking.
"Hey Angie," I answered, the nervousness of what would happen quickly bubbling up again.
"Hey Angie!" my wife said. "God. I'm so sorry about last night."
"What? Not your fault I drank so much wine. I mean you didn't give me a hangover," she said with a shrug.
"But everything that happened..."
"What?"
"You don't remember what happened last night?"
"I remember drinking and eating and playing some games. Did I do something wrong?"
My wife looked at Angie curiously. "Not that I know of. I guess we just all had too much wine."
"Yeah. Fred must have too. To be honest my pussy is awfully sore. He must have fucked the hell out of me when we got home," she said in almost a whisper to my wife.
"I know the feeling. Don had his way with me too," she said, throwing me a glance as Angie dropped into a kitchen chair a little gingerly.
"Yeah. I'm not even wearing a bra today. My nipples are pretty sore for some reason too."
"Don't tell Don that!" my wife said quickly.
"It doesn't matter. He can see 'em if he wants," she said lifting her shirt. "You don't mind, do you?"
"Um. No. Not at all," my wife answered quickly, clearly surprised at how easily her best friend flashed her tits at me.
"I'll get it," I said as the doorbell rang. I headed to the front door and opened it, finding Tabby standing on the other side in a pair of tight yoga pants and a floppy t-shirt. "Tabby!" I said in surprise.
"Hi Don. Is Jess home?"
"Yeah. In the kitchen with Angie," I offered, opening the door wider and let her walk in past me. I closed the door behind her and followed her to the kitchen.



"Jess!" she said cheerfully. "I thought you might need some help cleaning up after last night."
"Tabby! Morning. Boy are you cheerful!"
"I am! Haven't felt this good in a long time. Don't know what was in the wine, but, damn! I feel good. Well, except for my pussy. Zeek fucked the hell out of me after we got home."
"Oh?" Angie said. "Fred did the same to me. At least I think so. I don't exactly remember."
"Oh. Yeah. I know what you mean. I don't know how he had the energy. When I got home I fell straight into bed. I didn't even put anything on."
"No. Me neither. I woke up completely naked." Angie agreed.
"Kind of interesting. My pussy this morning is so damn sensitive. I don't remember the two of us having sex last night, but we must have," she said in a loud whisper, glancing over at me nervously.
"You don't remember?" my wife asked.
"I remember drinking some wine, eating some food and then playing some games. The only one I remember was trying to walk with an egg trapped between our bodies. Seems like Don was my partner though."
"Yeah. I remember that game," Angie said. "I remember Eddie trying to hold the egg in place on my chest with his without grabbing anything personal."
"Yeah? I sort of remember a little bumping and grinding going on as Don and I carried ours. Sorta fun actually," she said before turning to my wife. "Sorry Jess. A little too much wine I guess."
"It's okay. I'm not upset," my wife answered, Tabby visibly relaxing. "After all, we did all have a bit too much wine."
"Yep. Well. Why don't we get started cleaning up?" Tabby said, as she turned. She looked at me as she walked by, her eyes flicking down to the thin athletic shorts I'd pulled on after our shower. "Why don't you come give me a hand."
"Go ahead. We'll start on the kitchen," my wife said as she stood up, giving me a look of concern.
"Sure," I answered, giving her a little nod that I understood her concern before I turned to follow Tabby out to the living room.
"Goodness what a mess," she said as she moved around the room, picking up paper plates and cups and dropping them into the waste basket in her hand. "That was some time last night, wasn't it?" she asked as I walked around the room picking up stray pieces of costumes.
"Seemed like everyone had a good time," I answered evasively.
"I don't know how much I had to drink. But I want to apologize if I did anything, um, untoward."
"Untoward?"
"Yeah. I don't really remember doing anything wrong, but somehow I didn't find all of my costume at home this morning."
"Not all of your costume?" I asked as my heart jumped to my throat wondering just how much SHE remembered.
She turned toward me and then took a glance toward the kitchen before setting the waste basket down. "Yeah," she said with a whisper. "I can't find my bra or my shirt," she whispered as she looked toward the kitchen. "Or my underwear."
"Really?"
"Yeah. And not only that, I was wearing these," she said, digging into the little pocket of her yoga pants and pulled out a cloth. She unwrapped it and held out the two blue crystal ornaments. "I think these belong to your wife."
"Um. Yeah. They do," I agreed.
"I don't want her to think I took them or anything. Would you slip them back where they belong?"
"Sure," I answered, reaching for the two crystals. "You want the rest of your costume back?"
"You have it?"
"Yeah," I said with a nod. "Come on." I led her upstairs to the bedroom and slipped the two crystals into the silver box with the blue crystal necklace. I picked up the shirt, bra and underwear that I'd picked up earlier that morning from where I'd set them on my wife's dresser. "Here you go."
She hesitantly reached out and took them from me. "Um. This is kinda embarrassing. But when did I take these off?"
"Oh. Fairly early. Before we played the games if I remember right."
"Um. Gee. This is even more embarrassing then. If I took these off up here, what was I wearing down there?"
I looked at her a little nervously. "Your stockings and skirt," I said quietly.
"You mean, JUST my stockings and skirt?" she asked, covering her mouth with her hand. "And nothing else?"
"Uh. Yeah. Sorry," I said as l watched her blush. I didn't actually think a black woman could, but yes, I could tell she was blushing.
"So. You saw. I mean everyone saw..."
"Yeah. Fraid so."
"Oh lord," she mumbled. "I'm so embarrassed. How am I supposed to look my friends in the eye ever again?"
"Well. Maybe they don't remember. Everyone was getting pretty snockered."
"You remember," she said quietly.
"I wasn't drinking. You know wine doesn't agree with me."
She turned away and paced the room slowly for a few moments. "I didn't do anything else I shouldn't have, did I?" she finally asked, turning to look at me again.
"Like what?"
"Well. I can see taking my shirt and bra off to put those on, but, well... why did I take my underwear off?"
"Oh. I really can't say."
"Can't or won't? You were here, weren't you? When I put those on?"
I sighed heavily, realizing that there wasn't going to be any good way out of this. "I was," I finally agreed quietly.
"And did Jessica know? That you were up here with me half naked?"
"Yeah. She sent me up here to get them for you."
"She sent you? So she knew that you....that we... that I..."
"She knew," I said. "Look. I don't think it's a huge deal at this point. I highly doubt anyone else remembers that you were topless, let alone bottomless. So as long as you don't say anything, I'm sure no one will remember."
"But that's just it! I don't remember either!" she said with a concerned look on her face. "Did I do anything else I don't remember? Did I do something I shouldn't have?"
"Like what?"
"Well, I didn't have any underwear on and my pussy sure felt used this morning when I got up. I didn't...wait. I didn't...did I?"
"Didn't what?"
"You and me. We didn't... You know. Have sex?"
There it was. Did I lie and say no? Did I tell the truth? What would happen if I did either? Could I just stay quiet and let it pass? "Does it matter?"
"Hell yes it matters!" she snapped back. "Does Jess know?"
"Jess knows everything that happened here last night. Including what happened up here when she sent me up to help you put those nipple things on. The only thing I did was what you asked me to do. I put those nipple things on you. If you think that we did more, you just need to ask yourself if that's something you would have pushed me to do. I'm not taking the hit for messing up a friendship. Hell Tabby. You know Zeek. Would he have put up with you messing around with me?"
"Not unless he was busy messing with someone else's wife," she said with a scowl. "You're sure we didn't do anything else?"
"Would you believe me if I said no?"
"Probably not."
"Then let's not ask the question and I won't have to lie."
She nodded and turned toward the door. She reached the door and stopped, looking back at me. "Did I at least enjoy it?"
"Very much," I answered her before she turned and headed down the stairs.
I plopped onto the bed and let out a long deep breath. "Damn," I muttered as I gathered myself back up and stood up again. By the time I walked down stairs Tabby was gone. "What happened to Tabby?" I asked my wife.
"She said she had to run home a minute. Said she'd be right back," my wife answered.
"Okay. Well. I'll keep going here then," I said as I turned back to the living room. I went back to packing stuff, but couldn't help thinking that the next few days were going to be very interesting, if Tabby was to be any indication. I suppose if she'd taken all her clothes home with her that she'd never know what exactly happened, or at least as much as she's put together so far. Like Angie, she probably would have chalked it up to a strange dream.
My phone buzzed and I pulled it out of my pocket. It was a single sentence text from Tabby. "Yes. I would have."
The end
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It had just started to snow when I left work. I only had to brush about a quarter of an inch of the early December whiteness off my car before I could start my trek home through the Friday night traffic. Unfortunately, the light snow thickened quickly bringing my half hour commute to a virtual standstill more times than I cared for. My wife was both happy she was in Florida and missing the commute, and sad that she was missing the snow, both of us sure that the changeable Missouri weather would clear it away before she could get home the end of next week.
I made my way down the dead-end road we lived on, the car tires crunching through the almost three inches of undisturbed snow well past dinner time. I parked in the garage and stopped to shovel the sidewalk before it got completely dark and the new snow froze into a solid block of ice. With that task done, I headed inside to build a nice big fire in the wood stove and push the winter chill from my aging bones. At fifty I didn't take the cold as well as I used to, and even as short time as it took to shovel the walk was enough chill me.
With a TV dinner cooked, a roaring fire pumping heat out of the stove, and an old western on the tube, I settled into my recliner for a relaxing but lonely evening. The wood stove heated the house nicely, but also pushed the temperature in the living room well into the eighties with a fresh fire roaring in the steel chamber. As I sat in just a pair of shorts and a light weight t-shirt, munching on the TV dinner, I lamented that my wife's new promotion involved as much time away as it did, but then everything in life has its price. In this case, time away from each other in exchange for a challenge she was thoroughly enjoying. Oh yeah, the six figure income doesn't hurt either.
The movie was almost over when I was startled by the doorbell. I groused to myself about the interruption just at the climax of the movie and climbed from my recliner to pad toward the door, pausing just long enough to slip on my slippers.
I pulled the door open, the cold wind easily pushing through the thin athletic shorts and t-shirt I had on.
"Trina?" I asked in surprise, looking at the young lady that lived across the cul-de-sac, her barely year old little girl in her arms, the two of them wrapped in a blanket, neither appearing to be dressed for the weather.
"Michael! Thank goodness you're home!" she said in her thick Slavic accent. "The fire alarm in our house is going off and won't stop, but I don't see any smoke!"
"Well. Get in here before you freeze," I said , opening the door farther. "Is Gregor looking at it?" I queried, referring to her husband. The two were recent immigrants from Romania; Gregor a repair specialist in wind turbine equipment. He made very good money climbing the hundreds of feet up the towers to make repairs, but the job had him gone more than home.
"No. He in Kansas again. You look at for me?"
"Sure. Let me grab a coat and boots," I answered as I closed the door behind her.
"Oh. Thank you! I really don't know what we do without all your help!" she said as she followed me into the living room.
"No problem. Just make yourself at home while I check things out," I answered as I rummaged in the closet for my insulated muck boots. Over the last two years I'd become her emergency help on a number of occasions. While my wife and I had only had them over for dinner a couple of times , I'd talked to Trina on a regular basis out front while she was on one of the many walks she took.
I practically ran across to their house, the wind damn cold on my bare legs. It suddenly made me wonder how women wore skirts in this kind of weather. When I walked in the front door I was assaulted by the raucous squalling of not one but at least half a dozen smoke detectors. It took several moments to identify which of the networked alarms was the offending culprit. "Damn," I muttered as I looked at the carbon monoxide detector, flashing 352 at me. I didn't stay long before jogging back to my house.
"It's not a smoke detector. It's carbon monoxide," I said as I peeled my coat off. I stopped mid motion and stared at her, sitting on the sofa with the blanket hanging on her shoulders and her little girl Miya laying on her lap. Under the blanket she had on a semi sheer nightgown that was short enough to leave her entire long slender legs bare below where her daughter lay sleepily, and even a portion of her butt. My eyes were drawn to her chest, and her dark areola, easily discernible through the thin material. Her breasts weren't large, but the b or maybe c cup mounds looked plenty large on her petite frame.
"Carbon monoxide?" she asked, dragging my brain back to reality.
"Yeah. It's a poisonous gas."
"Poisonous? Oh lord!"
"Yeah. Maybe furnace. Better call the fire department. They can check it out safely."
After a quick call to 911, the fire trucks arrived. Two hours later they declared the house safe, though with the faulty furnace turned off. There wasn't any way she was getting anyone out tonight to work on it, so I offered her the guest room for the night. I showed her the room and put out some fresh towels in the guest bath before returning to the living room to find her again sitting without the blanket, her nightgown pulled up over her right breast to nurse her daughter.
"I should probably leave you alone to do that."
"Oh. Don't be silly. This is your house. Besides, I'm not bashful about my boobs anymore."
"You're sure?" I asked, standing in front of my recliner, only half a dozen feet from her.
"Of course! Sit down. It be fine!" she answered with a smile.
I sat back down with a shrug and turned the TV to the late night news. I tried not to stare, but couldn't stop myself from looking as her daughter unlatched from her right breast, leaving it completely exposed. As she moved her from one to the other, she lifted the night gown above her left breast, exposing not only both breasts, but as she moved her daughter, revealing that the nightgown was all she had on.
I tried to focus on the news program while her daughter nursed on her left breast, but couldn't help but notice that her free right hand had slipped between her slightly spread legs. Her eyes were closed and she let out a soft moan as her fingers moved between her legs. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't keep my dick from hardening and bulging my shorts out obscenely.
"Oh god," she mumbled softly as she sat stock still, her only motion the slight trembling of her legs.
I had to say I was surprised that she had just fingered herself to orgasm sitting only a long arm's length away from me on my sofa. She looked over at me a little guiltily, her eyes dropping to my bulging shorts.
"Sorry," she whispered softly, clearly embarrassed at being caught doing that. Sometimes when she nurses she get me so, how you say, turned on? That I can't help it."
"Um. Okay," I answered, not sure what to say.
"Let me go put her on bed. She's almost asleep," she said as she pushed herself up off the sofa. She turned to walk away, the nightgown still hooked above her breasts, leaving her ass completely bare as she walked toward the hallway, her fat round pussy lips flashing into view with each step. I waited until she'd disappeared down the hall before sticking my hand down my shorts to resettle things.
She walked back down the hall toward me, the little nightgown barely long enough to cover the juncture of her legs, her tuft of dark curls showing through as clearly as her areola and hard nipples. "It a bit embarrassing when that happens," she said after sitting down, her eyes fixed on the TV instead of looking at me. "I'm sorry if it made you uncomfortable."
"Um. No. I mean, maybe a little."
"If you'd rather, I can nurse her in the other room."
"Uuuu. No. It's fine," I answered, having a hard time taking my eyes off of her body. "Does that happen a lot?"
She looked over at me and down to my clearly outlined dick. "Does that?"
"I really can't control it," I answered a little defensively.
"Same here," she said with the slightest of a crooked smile on her lips. "So now you know my secret. I hate to nurse in public anymore because I can no stop it from happening. Sometimes I even, um, climax with just her nursing."
"Wow. That's gotta be tough."
"It is. Can I tell you a secret?"
"I thought you just did."
"Another secret."
"Okay," I answered hesitantly.
"Sometimes after she nurses, I'm still so turned on I have to do it again."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. When Gregor is home it make for some great sex."
"I bet it does."
"It does. But unfortunately he gone a lot."
"I know that problem. Nancy is gone a lot too."
"Makes it hard, doesn't it?"
"Yeah,"
"I have a box of toys I use. Some dildos and vibrators and such. I don't suppose you need that kind of thing. Do you?" she asked, her eyes clearly staring at my hard-on, which simply refused to go down, and with the sudden thought of her playing with her pussy with a dildo, I could feel it throbbing in my shorts.
"Ummmm. Not exactly, no," I answered, suddenly feeling more than a little embarrassed. "Is that your secret?"
"No. Not exactly. The secret is that I have a favorite. It's a vibrating dildo about seven inches long and kind of fat," she said as she abruptly turned and sat on the edge of the sofa.
"I see."
"It's named Michael," she blurted out suddenly, starting to blush almost as soon as she said it.
"Oh. I see."
We were both silent for long seconds, staring at the TV but not paying any attention to what was on. "Do you remember that time you came and fixed that shower head for me?"
"Yeah."
"I took it off on purpose."
"You did?"
"Uh huh. I planned on letting my towel slip while you put it back on. But you fixed it so fast I not have enough time to get my courage up."
"Sorry."
"Don't be," she said with a shrug. "I'm not sure what I have done anyway."
"Oh."
"So do you want to know why my favorite is called Michael?"
"Okay."
"Because you always rescue me."
"I see."
"So I have some little fantasies where you rescue me and I end up naked and you make me come."
"Trina, are you suggesting that we...,"
"No. Definitely not! I'd never ask you to cheat on your wife," she said quickly.
"Okay. That's good."
"But here we are again, me getting rescued. I certainly didn't plan this, but here I am, almost naked, and there you are with a hard-on."
"Trina. I'm not going..."
"I'm not asking you to," she interrupted. "But I was wondering if you'd do me one much smaller favor."
"Such as?"
"Let me see it?"
"Let you see it?"
"Uh huh. You don't have to do anything. Just let me look at it. I'll even get all the way naked and you can watch me."
"Watch you?"
"While I come."
"You want me to just let you look at my dick while you masturbate?"
"Sound silly when you put it that way."
"Kinda," I agreed. Neither of us made a sound as we sat, each with our own thoughts. "Just look?"
"Just look," she said with a nod.
I took a nervous breath and pushed out of my chair. Before I could allow myself second thoughts, I pushed my shorts down and stepped out of them. I skimmed off my t-shirt, trying not to think of how embarrassing it would be if anyone found out what I was doing. I sat back down, completely naked, my hard dick sticking up like a pole from my lap.
"Wow," she said quietly as she stood up. She pulled the nightgown over her head, leaving her as naked as I was. She took a step closer and whispered, "It is bigger."
"Bigger?"
"Than my toy," she said, stepping closer and leaning part way over my lap. "Can I touch it? Just for a second?"
"Just for a second," I agreed, suddenly realizing that if she wanted to do more I was going to have a hard time refusing. She reached her right hand to my dick and closed her hand around it. She moved her body around to the side of my chair and lifted her left leg, resting her knee on the arm of the chair. Her right hand slipped between her legs and started to stroke over and between her full round pussy lips, her hand on my dick moving up and down, her delicate hand wrapping around my mushroom head with each stroke.
"God. It is so big," she whispered as she stroked me. I could smell her arousal as the fingers between her legs became slick with her juices. I watched her fingers curl up and push deep into her own pussy, little moans and groans escaping her. I could feel my own orgasm build as she pushed her leg off the arm of the chair and across my lap, pushing more of her body over mine. She changed her grip on my dick to allow her hand to point my hard-on toward her wet lips, my head now only a couple short inches away from her wet pussy. She moved her fingers from her pussy and pushed her body forward, closer to me, until she could rub the tip of my head between her lips, using it to tease her clit.
"Oh fuck. Gonna come," she moaned as her legs started to tremble. My shaft quickly grew slick with the juices leaking from her pussy, her hand spreading them up and down my shaft as she stroked me and at the same time rubbed the tip of my mushroom head between her wet lips and across her hard little clit. I could feel my own orgasm building, but couldn't tear my eyes from my dick slipping back and forth between her lips.
"Oh damn!" I grunted loudly as I belated realized my body was about to unload on her. I was so intent on watching her that I failed to see my own climax grow to this level, or I did and my mind had other plans for me. I did my best to hold still as my body tried to lift and buck my cock toward her pussy, shot after shot of cum spewing up between her lips only to leak down over my head and shaft.
"Guess I do more than look," she said apologetically as she let go of my cum covered shaft and moved away from me. "Sorry," she added with a weak smile before walking away, the guest bath door closing behind her.
I sat silently until she left the bathroom and the guest room door quietly clicked closed. Only then did I head to my own room and climb in bed, still naked. I was torn with a lot of mixed feelings. Technically I could consider what I did cheating. At the same time I was arguing with myself that I didn't because we hadn't actually had sex and I didn't really do anything but sit there. I was pretty sure how my wife would look at it, even if she hadn't done anything like that with me in years. Hopefully she wouldn't find out about this one small transgression.
I woke to the sound of Miya crying. Light was already filtering in around the edges of the curtains. I climbed out of bed and looked out at the thick blanket of snow coating the ground and the small flakes still gently wafting toward the ground from the thick clouds above. I pulled on a robe and padded barefoot to the living room to load the wood stove, an almost continuous chore in the cold winter months.
I stopped dead in my tracks at the sight of Trina sitting in my recliner, a bath towel spread across the seat under her bare bottom. She had her legs splayed wide, hanging one over each arm of the chair. Miya lay across her partially reclined body, nestled against one breast, her tiny hand pushing and grabbing Trina's other clearly full breast, little dribbles of her milk leaking from her nipple. Trina's free hand was below Miya, her fingers stroking up and down her clearly wet pussy lips. As I stood and watched, I could feel my cock growing harder by the second. I couldn't help but reach down and give my suddenly firm member a few of the strokes it was demanding.
I stood watching her play with herself, her hips starting to rock in time with the slow sliding strokes of her fingers, as she moved them up and down her teenage looking pussy.
"Please fuck me Michael!" she begged in a whisper. "Stop teasing me and push it in!" With her eyes closed, I was pretty sure she was unaware that I was standing there watching and her request was aimed at some fantasy me in her mind. "Yes. Push it in my cunt!" she moaned as first one and then a second finger pushed deep into her pussy. In and out she plunged her fingers, her hips keeping time. She mumbled something in a language I didn't even begin to understand moments before her whole body jerked and stiffened.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted in surprise as a stream of clear fluid squirted toward me from her pussy, its arc making it fly nearly as far as the huge squirt of my own cum as I stood with my cock in my hand and my robe inexplicably open. I was so engrossed in the sight in front of me that I had lost myself into the fantasy that it was my cock inside her, my hand stroking my own shaft toward climax with her.
She opened her eyes and stared as we again squirted together, our individual gushes landing on the floor only feet apart.
"I'm sorry," I grunted, trying to close my robe around my still squirting cock. I stood there breathing heavily, feeling incredibly embarrassed for long silent seconds before I could make myself move. "Just needed to put more wood on the stove!" I said awkwardly as I walked past her. My robe spread apart once again as I opened the stove and put both hands to work stuffing logs into the firebox. "I didn't mean to spy on you," I added as I squatted in front of the stove to poke the coals and bring life back to the fire.
"It's okay. I thought you were still in bed or I'd have done this in my room."
"Well. Um. I'll make some breakfast as soon as I get showered," I said as I stood and closed the firebox door. I turned to walk past and felt her reach out and grab my robe, stopping me.
"Michael. It's alright, really," she said quietly. "You know, you don't have to wear this. I mean we've seen each other naked now." She pulled gently on the robe, clearly trying to coax it off of me. I started to protest and stopped, letting her pull it until it slid off my shoulder. "I know you like my boobs. I've seen how you look at them last night," she said as she reached for my hand. She gently pulled my hand to her still full breast, placing my palm on the warm soft orb. "You can feel," she whispered as I gave it a gentle squeeze.
"I shouldn't," I whispered back as I felt some of her milk express onto my palm as I squeezed.
"I don't think it hurt anything to have little feel," she said as her hand closed around my mostly flaccid dick. "Does it?"
"Um. I guess not," I answered, not really sure if I should be doing this at all.
She let go of my dick when Miya unlatched. She quickly moved and resettled her on the full breast I had just been holding.
As soon as Miya had started nursing on her right breast, she found my hand and pulled it gently down, coaxing me to bend over in order to reach as she pulled my hand down past her breast and between her legs. "You should touch this too," she cooed softly as she pressed my fingers against her wet pussy. "Oh yes!" She practically gasped as I let my fingers press between her firm full lips.
"I don't know how something that big managed to come out of this," I whispered as I pressed one finger into her hot wet tunnel, her vaginal walls clinging to my finger.
"She wasn't all this big when she came out," she said breathlessly as I stroked my finger in and out of her a few times. "You could make me come again."
"Is that what you want me to do?"
"Yesssss," she hissed softly. "Please!"
I hesitated a few heartbeats and then knelt next to the chair, pulling my hand away. I switched hands and slowly pushed two fingers back inside her, pressing my thumb between her lips to find her clit. I moved in front of her as I stroked in and out with my fingers, rubbing her clit in time with my strokes. "Oh fuck yes," she moaned, her hips rocking gently in time with my strokes. "That's it Michael. Fuck me. Fuck my little pussy. God I want you inside me sooooo deep! Please. Push it in deeper!"



I did my best to force my fingers deeper, half tempted to stick my again hard dick into her.
"Oh fuck Michael! I'm going to come! I'm fucking going to coooooome!" Her whole body stiffened and shuddered as she climaxed. Her pussy squirted again, spraying her girl cum on my face and chest. "Oh god Michael! I'm so sorry! I never come like that twice! I'm sooooo sorry!" she apologized as she looked down at me as her orgasm faded.
"No problem. Needed a shower anyway," I answered as I pulled my fingers from her pussy and stood up.
I'd half expected her to show up in the shower with me and was both disappointed she hadn't and grateful that I wasn't forced to make a hard decision. In the end, I came out to find her dressed in the nightgown, such as it was, with Miya sleeping on the sofa next to her.
"You want me to get you something more to wear?"
"Not that I mind you looking at me, but yes, that'd be nice," she agreed with a smile. "There's a dark green dress hanging by the washing machine that would do nice."
I dressed in my heavy winter clothes and trudged through almost nine inches of fresh snow to her house. I easily found the dress, as well as boots and a coat. She hadn't said anything about underwear, but I figured that should be easy to find. Her dresser looked like any woman's dresser, short and wide with half a dozen drawers. I figured the upper ones were my best guess and opened the first. "I guess this is why you didn't suggest underwear," I said as I looked in the drawer. There was a wide variety of thong panties ranging from microscopic to frilly, as well as a variety of other sexy combinations. But what I hadn't expected to see was the array of sex toys that lay in the same drawer. I saw quite a variety of vibrators, both large and small, as well as half a dozen dildos of varying shapes and sizes, including what I assumed was the one with my name attached, by far the largest in the drawer. I sighed and selected a pair of modestly large thong panties and then searched lower drawers for socks. "Wow!" I said out loud as I looked in a drawer filled with all kinds of frilly lingerie. "She does like her sexy things!" I closed the drawer and took the items back home. "Here you go," I said, handing her the dress underwear and socks.
"Oh! You found my underwear drawer?"
"Um. Yeah. Sorry. I didn't know," I answered, quietly, noticing the sudden pink tint in her face.
"Well. I guess you do now," she answered as she stood up. "I think a shower is in order," she added as she walked towards the hall.
It was mid-morning before we could get a service guy to come look at her furnace. Unfortunately, it was going to take a complete replacement. The best he could do was a temporary propane heater that was only big enough to keep the pipes from freezing. Certainly not warm enough for a baby.
My wife called while Trina was finalizing a motel room and insisted that we put her up in the guest room. I wonder if she'd be as insistent if she knew what had happened even that morning. Not that I was about to tell her.
While Miya ate some mashed food, it was pretty clear that she preferred to get the bulk of her nutrition from nursing. It seemed that she also liked to pat and touch whichever breast she wasn't nursing on. The first time Trina just hiked the dress up over her breasts, which left her mostly naked. After that she just took the dress all the way off when Miya fed. Trina also had a hard time NOT touching herself while Miya nursed, and by evening I'd seen her orgasm at least four times. Needless to say I was getting pretty damn horny!
It was a little past eight and Miya had fallen asleep nursing. Trina carried her to the guest room to put her down to sleep. She was gone a surprisingly long time before she came back. She was dressed in long white stockings, a frilly white garter belt holding them up, a lacy white corset wrapped around her middle and a small white tiara with a thin white veil attached. Her pussy and tits were left completely exposed, the corset holding both soft orbs up slightly. "This is what I had on under my wedding gown. I think it is still one of the sexiest outfits I have. What do you think?"
"You look....incredible!"
"Thank you! Now it's your turn."
"My turn?"
"Yes. To get naked. You've been watching me all day and not returning the favor. I think it's time you got naked and let me make you feel better."
"We talked about this. We can't have sex."
"No. But by now you must be getting uncomfortable. I know how a man's body works. I think in this language you call it black ball?"
"Blue ball, actually."
"Blue ball. So I am here to help you with blue ball. I will touch you while you look at me and I will relieve your blue ball. If you are afraid of me touching you, you can do things to yourself while you watch me."
"I'm not afraid of you touching me, but I am afraid we'll go too far."
"So how much is too far? Can I touch you with my hands?" she asked as she walked over and bent in front of me. Her hands went to work on the front of my pants, her tits hanging and jiggling in front of me as I lay reclined in my chair.
"Yes you can touch me," I agreed, moving to help her undress me. She didn't stop until I was completely naked, and then climbed onto the chair, straddling my legs, one of her silk encased legs on either side of mine, her legs spread enough to cause her fat round pussy lips to spread as well. She reached for my already hard dick and wrapped both hands around it.
"Like this?"
"Uh huh," I groaned.
She teased my dick with both hands for some time before asking, "Is it too far for me to put it in my mouth?" She didn't wait for an answer before sliding most of her body off the chair. She lay on my legs, while her tits pressed on my legs. She lowered her face down and engulfed my engorged mushroom head with her hot mouth.
"Oh god," I groaned as she slowly pushed her mouth down my shaft, her tongue teasing along the bottom of my shaft. "No. I think that's okay," I finally managed to get out as her hand and lips stroked up and down my shaft. I was in ecstasy as her talented mouth teased me closer to climax. She quite abruptly pulled off my dick just as I felt my orgasm inching toward the point of no return, leaving me instantly frustrated.
She climbed back onto my lap and walked her knees along my body until her pussy hovered inches above my shaft, my head gently brushing her wet pussy lips as I breathed. She reached a hand to the back of the chair behind my head and lowered her chest and bare tits towards my face. She squeezed one of her breasts gently and pressed it to my lips, teasing the nipple back and forth until I opened my mouth. "Suck it," she whispered as I felt a warm trickle of her milk spray against my tongue. "Is this too far?" she moaned as I sucked her nipple, drawing more milk from her. I couldn't answer with her breast in my mouth, but I don't think it would've mattered anyway.
I replaced her hand with mine, cupping and squeezing each breast in turn as I switched from nipple to nipple. I felt her fingers find my dick and press it up against her lips, forcing her fat outer lips to spread around me. She rocked her hips and stroked her pussy along my shaft, my head disappearing between her soft wet lips with each stroke. "Is this too far?"
"Uh huh," I grunted, feeling her hard clit bounce over my head, teasing my body closer to climax. Back and forth she went, driving both of us toward the climax that felt moments away.
I felt her fingers push harder and suddenly I was sliding not between her lips but up into her pussy. I groaned around the nipple in my mouth as she started stroking up and down my shaft. "Is this too far?" she asked breathlessly as her legs began to tremble.
"Fuck yes!" I grunted as my body jerked and jammed my cock deep into her. I felt my dick swell and gush a massive surge of cum deep inside her. I felt her body jerk and tremble as her pussy spasmed around my surging cock. I felt a spray of milk into my mouth and the wetness of her milk spraying on my chest and neck as she orgasmed along with me.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly. "If that's too far I won't go that far then," she said as we sat recovering from our mutual climaxes, my shrinking dick still deep inside her.
"Yeah. Good," I panted. I don't know how long we sat like that before I slipped from inside her. After that she moved so she was half lying on me and half beside me in the recliner.
"Gregor won't do that with me anymore. That was my favorite way."
"Do what? Have sex?"
"Facing me. Only from behind now. He doesn't like that I squirt milk on him when I come."
"He's an idiot."
"I know. But he's my idiot," she whispered. "I'm sorry for going too far."
"Yeah. Both our faults. Maybe one of us should be dressed."
"I am dressed."
"More dressed."
"But I undress to feed Miya most of the time."
"At home too?"
"Yes. Only in public do I not."
"I see. Well. I'll keep clothes on then."
"That will keep you from blue ball? I know you get hard-on when I feed her."
"No. Won't stop that. Either actually."
"So you must let me take care of what I cause. Yes?"
"Would it matter if I said no?"
"Yes. But don't. I will follow rule. If I am doing to you, I am dressed. If you are doing to you, I am naked and letting you look. Yes?"
"You want to be naked having me jack off to how you look?"
"If I am playing too. Yes. I have more sexy things to wear."
"I'm sure of that."
"Then is settle. You let me do what I can while dressed?"
"Touch, suck, whatever," I agreed with a sigh. She smiled back.
"Is okay to shower together?"
"You have your own shower."
"Yes. But you not in it."
"Yeah. If we happen to shower at the same time."
"Good." We lay for a while before she said anything more. "If I am naked, do you like to touch?"
"You?"
"No your wife. Yes me!"
"It's tempting."
"I do not mind. I like being touched."
"Okay."
"We go shower now? You wash me? I wash you? We make each other come. No have sex though."
"Okay. No sex though." I nodded.
With a grin she climbed off of the chair. She stood in front of me, undressing, always showing me a tantalizing view, including turning around and pushing her pussy at me as she bent and rolled her stockings down. By the time she was done undressing, I had a raging hard-on again.
"Come. We go shower!" she said enthusiastically, holding her hands out to me. I put my recliner down and let her pull me from it and down the hall. She led me to my own bathroom and turned the water on in the shower, letting it warm before pulling me into the stall with her. True to her word we washed each other and then stood in the warm spray playing with each other's bodies until we both came again, her hands aiming my cum at her tits as she quickly knelt in front of me. "Better now?"
"Yeah," I panted as she rinsed my cum off her body. She turned off the water and dried both of us. She led me to the bed and pulled me into it as she climbed onto it.
"Miya will call when she wakes soon," she said as she pushed me to lie back and snuggled against me, our still naked bodies pressing together. "You come in the shower so now is safe. Yes?"
"For a while."
"For a while," she agreed.
It was morning before I knew it and in the dim light I could see Trina's pussy inches from my face as she lay on top of me, her mouth pleasantly sliding up and down my dick. "God Trina. I thought we weren't going to do this again."
"I'm not naked. You come for me and then it's safe to be all naked again. You not get hard, we not fuck," she said before engulfing my head again.
"And you bare pussy?" I asked, letting my hands roam over her silk covered body.
"Something for you to look at while I do this!" she answered before pushing down my cock so far I could feel my head slip into her throat.
"I'm not sure this was what I meant." I groaned softly before pulling her hips toward my face. I reached my tongue out and slowly licked up her wet slit, tasting her tangy juices. I felt as much as heard her moan in pleasure as she pushed her hips back at me. I dipped my tongue between her lips and searched for her hard clit. Her whole body bucking as I flicked the tip of my tongue across the hard nub.
"God do that again!" she begged, arching her back down to push her clit at me. I spread her pussy lips with my thumbs , exposing her pink depths and her hard little clit. I gently teased her nub as she sucked my dick, clearly enjoying my attentions. I could taste the change in her juices as her arousal grew, her hips rocking in time with my licks. I felt her completely stop sucking my cock as her climax approached. "Oh fuck. You're going to make me come!" she squealed as her legs began to tremble. The little trembles in her legs soon grew to be shudders racing through her body as her pussy leaked juices copiously on my face.
Her climax eased, the shudders falling away to an occasional tremble. I felt her lift off my body, giving me my first real view of the green silk nightgown she wore. I watched her tits push the silk down toward my legs, two large dark spots centered over her nipples, as she crawled down my body towards my feet. When her pussy reached my rock hard dick she stopped and arched her back, pressing her wet lips against my shaft.
I groaned quietly as she began rubbing her pussy along the length of my shaft, her wet lips closing around my head with each stroke. Back and forth she moved, pushing herself more upright as she ground her clit into the bottom of my shaft. "Tell me when you're going to come," she moaned, clearly enjoying this every bit as much as I was.
"Soon," I grunted as her clit ground against the sensitive spot under my engorged head.
"Me too," she moaned.
"Again?"
"Uh huh," she answered as she pulled herself back down my shaft. She pushed back again, a little spasm jerking her petite body. "Ohhhhhh fuck."
I could feel the tingle race through my body and knew I was dangerously close. "Almost." I warned, not sure what she was going to do.
To my surprise she quickly lifted off of me and stood over me on the bed. She dropped to her knees and pulled off the silk nightgown as she did. Grabbing my cock with both hands she started stroking me almost frantically, her pussy nestled against my balls. "Close?"
"Very!" I grunted as my dick swelled in her hand. "Here it comes!"
To my surprise she suddenly lifted herself on her knees over me, aimed my cock at her pussy and lowered herself down until my head slipped just inside her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted at the sight of my cock just starting to disappear inside her. My body bucked, jamming a few inches of my cock inside her as the first gush raced its length and jetted deep into her pussy. My body bucked again, driving my cock deeper into her as her fingers frantically rubbed her clit.
"Shit!" she cried out, my next spasm and hers merging to jam my surging cock the rest of the way into her. I could feel her pussy contracting around me as we both climaxed, hers still strong as mine began to fade. She slowed her fingers on her clit and then stopped altogether, just sitting astride me, my dick deep inside her.
"I thought we weren't going to do that again."
"We didn't," she said breathlessly, smiling down at me. "I just catch all your cum so you don't make a mess."
"I guess there's a fine line there someplace," I answered.
She leaned down toward me, her soft tits pressed against my chest. She lowered her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me with a long slow erotic kiss. "Would you have complained if I caught your cum in my mouth?" she asked as she broke the kiss.
"No." I agreed.
"So this is the same thing," she said with an almost devilish grin. "Oh damn!" She suddenly frowned, the soft cry of her waking baby interrupting whatever else she was going to say. "Don't put too many clothes on. I make breakfast after I take care of Miya." With that she pulled off of me and darted from the bedroom.
"I'm not at all sure she understands the no sex thing, or she's pretending to." I said to myself as I pushed out of bed. I showered again and shaved before looking out the window. "More snow. Another inside day," I said as I pulled on a t-shirt and a pair of baggy sweat pants.
By the time I loaded the wood stove, Trina had fed Miya, who was now crawling around the kitchen floor playing with some of the toys Trina had gotten from their house yesterday. She stood in front of the stove wearing my wife's apron, and nothing else. "It is a nice thing you keep your house so warm."
"Yeah?"
"Yes. I like being naked."
"It suits you," I said with a chuckle.
"You like to see?"
"I'd be a fool not to," I answered, thinking she'd make one hell of a strip club dancer.
"But you no like to touch?"
"I didn't say that. But you and I just. You know."
"So? You like to look. I like to be touched!"
"Even after?"
"Especially after."
I shrugged and walked over, sliding my hands under the apron and cupping both soft, slightly smaller breasts. "Much better!" she cooed as she scrambled the eggs.
"Does your husband do this too?"
"No. He will fuck me wherever he finds me naked, when he feels like it. But then he leaves and doesn't touch anymore."
"I see," I said quietly.
"Okay. Now you sit," she said abruptly, pushing me back with her butt. "I finish putting on the table."
I shook my head in wonder and went to sit at the table. She quickly put down two plates of scrambled eggs and bacon.
"So what we do after breakfast?" she asked as we ate.
"I need to go out and plow the driveway," I answered.
"And after you are cold and need to get warm?"
"Probably."
"You come in I show you how Romanian women get her man warm!"
"I presume it involves sex?"
She grinned. "You see."
It took almost two hours before I had the plow hooked up and the driveway cleared. I wasn't frozen, but the twenty degree wind cut through even my heavy winter clothes and had me well chilled.
"You get undressed now," she said as I walked in from the garage. "I get you warm."
"I'm not all that cold."
"You tell me another untruth. You take off clothes and I get you warm."
"Fine." I sighed. I stripped everything off and followed her to the living room.
"On sofa," she commanded. I laid down on my back as she settled a pillow under my head. Then she lay on top of me, pulling a blanket over us. "See. You are cold," she whispered as she lay her head on my shoulder, her legs spread on either side of mine. "Romanian men have to be strong to hold up wife. Many Romanian women much larger than me. When I get married my grandmother say I'm too small. She need to fatten me up."
"I think you're just right."
"Gregor think so too, but now he doesn't take the time to do this kind of thing. I not sure if he doesn't like me anymore or if he now think I'm too skinny."
"What does he say?"
"Just that I need fucking, too fucking much."
"You do seem a little insatiable."
"That be Miya. I think it be less when she grows up."
"Yeah?"
"Yes I think. But now, now I always want my nipples touched. I want to feel big hard cock pushing deep inside me. I want to feel man thrusting his dick hard into me, letting me watch his eyes as he fills me with his cum. I want to feel his strength not only around me, but in me too. I like the way you feel. Your hands, like now on my butt, are gentle and strong at the same time. Your touch says you want me, but also says you want me to feel good too. Your wife a lucky woman. Gregor doesn't have that touch. He used to. But not so much now. Now his touch say let me fuck you now! Your touch says let US fuck slowly. Let US enjoy."



"I don't think my touch says anything like that."
"Not true. Your words. They say we shouldn't have sex. They say you don't want to make me feel good. They say you are afraid of what your wife will say. But your body, your fingers, your hands, and your dick, they all say let us enjoy this moment," she whispered. I felt her push down my body slightly, my surprisingly hard dick nestling between her legs, my head pressing against her pussy lips.
"See. Your dick, it wants to push itself into me," she said as she pushed back farther, my dick finding its way to her tunnel opening without any help. "Ohhhh. Yes. So big and hard and wanting!" she moaned as she pushed farther back down my body, forcing me deeper within her.
"Romanian women know what a man needs to get warm," she whispered as she lifted herself off of me, pulling her knees carefully under her without letting my shaft slip from her. She looked down lustfully as she moved her hands to my chest, her arms squeezing her tits together to make both nipples stick out at me. She started to rock herself up and down on her knees, her pussy wetly sliding up and down my shaft. I reached for her tits and cupped them both, giving each a gentle squeeze.
"This has to be the last time," I whispered as she stroked up and down my shaft. I could feel the hot wetness of her pussy and the surprising strength of her vaginal tunnel as she intentionally squeezed it around me.
Up and down she rode, rocking on her knees, her pussy caressing every inch of me as she lifted until my head threatened to slip out of her. Each time she pushed down she rocked forward so her clit would drag down the length of my shaft until it smashed into the base of my dick.
"Oh god Michael. I have many nights thought of this. Thought I might sneak over into your room and make you hard to ride you like this. Many times I have knelt on the bed and pushed my toy into me, wishing it was you, wishing your hands were on my breasts, feeling you strong gentle touch."
"Why? I mean other than helping you out a few times, we've mostly talked on the road."
"I've seen your eyes, where they look. How they look. They look first at my boobs, then down between my legs. When I go walking I don't wear a bra so you can see my hard nipples, and no panties so you can see my pussy through my tight pants. If I see your car coming soon enough I tease my nipples to make them hard for you."
"Damn." I groaned at the thought of what she didn't have on under her clothes when she walked.
"Sometimes I have to hurry home and take everything off. Sometimes I stand in the front window, completely naked, playing with myself, hoping you come back out and see me that way." She panted as she bounced faster on me, both of us now bouncing slightly on the sofa cushions. "Sometimes at night I sit on the sofa, looking out at your house, completely naked, playing with my toys, wishing you'd look out your window and see me. Sometimes I see you walking around in just your shorts and wonder if you ever pull out your dick and jerk off looking at my house.
"Ohhhhh fuck." I groaned as my cock swelled inside her.
"That's it baby. Let me have it all. Come for me like I've fantasized about!"
"Oh fuck," I grunted suddenly, my back arching to push my dick fully up into her. I felt my cock surge cum up into her, my body egged on by the mental image of her playing with herself naked in front of the window for me.
"YES!" she screamed as her body spasmed and jerked almost in unison with mine. Her pussy squirted her juices out around my cock while it pumped my cum deep inside her.
I lay there, feeling her pussy still spasming even as my dick started to soften inside her. She looked down at me and slowly leaned down, letting her soft tits press to my chest. "Your wife is gone a lot. My Gregor is gone a lot. Maybe you and I could find a way to make the time not so lonely?"
"I think that would be very dangerous."
"I can tell when you are alone. You leave the curtains open. Your wife, she closes them in the evening and opens them in the morning."
"She does?"
"She does. And when Gregor is gone, I'll take my walks in a dress, with no panties," she said with a giggle. "If I could I'd walk naked, just for you. And you can watch my window. Even when your wife is home you can have little show."
"That might make me pretty horny."
"So your wife will thank me for all the great sex she gets when she's home."
"I think you like living dangerously."
"No. I like feeling excited inside as a man takes me."
"If we get caught?"
"If we are careful we will not. You forget I come from country where you hide everything because saying the wrong thing would get you thrown in gulag."
"Here you just get divorced."
"Is same thing really," she said with a little shrug.
I had a feeling that my life was going to get far more complicated than I was ready for. "Yeah. I guess it is at that," I agreed, wondering just how I was going to be at hiding this from my wife.
Trina was still laying naked on top of me when my wife called. "How's it going lover?" she asked enthusiastically.
"Pretty good. You?"
"Wishing I was home with you and the snow. Been a long time since we had a snow day!"
"True."
"How's Trina and the baby doing? Not being a bother, are they?"
"Oh definitely not. She even cooked breakfast this morning," I answered.
"Oh? Well, don't make her do everything. I mean you're plenty handy and I know damn well how good of a cook you are. I don't want you to take advantage of her."
"Trust me. That's not likely to happen."
"Yeah. Right. I know you all too well. She's a nice young lady. Make sure you take care of her while she's there. I mean it can't be easy to not be able to stay in your own house."
"She seems to be settling in well enough," I answered while Trina suppressed a soft giggle.
"It's a shame she's home alone so much. Has to be hard with a little baby. Maybe we need to have her over more often to give her a break. You're good with kids. You could even help a little."
"What are you suggesting?"
"Oh don't be dense. I never see them with friends over. She's probably pretty lonely in this country. Be a friend. I know you help her out if she needs it, but it wouldn't hurt to be a friend and not just when she needs help."
"Yeah. But that's more your thing than mine."
"True. But I'm sure she'd be happy to have someone to hang out with once in a while."
"Probably."
"No probably about it. With her staying with us for a few days is a perfect time to get to know her better. So don't be a stick in the mud. Get to know her. Okay?"
"Sure," I answered.
"That's my lover. I knew you would if I asked you to," she said with a smile in her voice. "So what are you going to do today?"
"Not much. I got the drive plowed, so there isn't much I can do outside. There's probably some good movies on."
"Don't stick yourself completely in front of the tube and ignore your guest."
"I won't lover."
"Oh. Chris is here!"
"Chris?"
"Yeah. The plant manager. I told you about him didn't I?"
"No. I don't think so."
"Oh. Well I'll tell you all about him later. He's going to show me some of the local sites. I guess we're going to have sushi for lunch and then go to a Japanese bath house and get a massage."
"Oh? You take a bath naked at those, don't you?"
"That's what I've heard."
"With the plant manager?"
"Oh. Don't worry. It's not like we're going to be having sex there or anything. Well. I've gotta go. Talk to you later lover!" she said before hanging up.
"Japanese bath house? She's never gone to one of those with me," I said with a frown.
"Sounds like maybe she not worried about another guy seeing her naked now? Maybe that mean you don't need to worry about seeing another woman naked. Like me maybe?"
"Maybe," I answered. "Maybe." It left me wondering just what my wife was doing, not to mention the strange suggestion that I make friends with Trina. My wife had always been possessive about me being friends with other women, so this was somewhat out of character. It left me wondering if Chris had anything to do with the sudden change.
"No worry now. Just get nice and hard again so I can help you get warm again," Trina whispered, snuggling down against me again. "My pussy want to feel your hard in me again."
"Why not," I answered, suddenly less worried about cheating on my wife.
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Like most kids graduating high school my daughters and her friends wanted a senior trip. They started planning a ski trip to Colorado as a group of about eight girls. I wasn't against the idea until she tossed out that she intended me to fly them to Colorado for a long weekend. Don't get me wrong, I love my daughters to pieces, but sometimes they can be a bit selfish. This time it was expecting me to take time out of my planned Christmas break as a charter pilot to fly them to a ski resort. When I informed her that the two flights there and back would cost almost a thousand dollars in aviation fuel, they insisted that I just stay there for the three days. "It'll only cost you food because we already are paying for the rooms!" they insisted. I'd argued, but my stepdaughter Jenny played the mom card knowing damn well that there was little I'd refuse Emily. As much as I tried to get out of it, my wife finally insisted I go, and I acquiesced. Things took a bit of a southern turn only days before we were to leave, the lady planning to go as chaperone backing out, along with her daughter. Because there had to be at least one responsible adult, I was drafted. As much as I argued with my wife over it, it looked like I was stuck.
The day came, I filed the appropriate flight plans, and we were off, winging it to a ski lodge like a bunch of jet setters. My daughter Olivia, my stepdaughter Jenny and their best friends Mandy and Donna weren't a huge load for my ten seat Turboprop, and not quite the load that was originally planned. The group had grown three smaller over concerns there would be a lack of parental supervision. After the three hour flight and another hour to prep my plane for three days of cold storage, we called an Uber and headed to the lodge.
"Reservation for Williams?" I asked the young woman behind the counter.
"Yes sir. Williams, Arnold. One room double queen."
"That can't be right. It should have been two adjoining rooms. I made the reservation myself."
"No, it says one room."
"Check again," I said as I dug out my phone. It took a few moments but I soon had the confirmation e-mail pulled up."
"Don't worry Dad!" Jenny said quickly. "It'll Be Fine! We only need one room."
"It'd be completely inappropriate for me to share the room, especially with your friends along," I said quietly.
"Here it is sir," the young lady interjected.
"That's better," I nodded.
"No sir. It says here in the notes that adjoining rooms were originally requested, but a Miss Long, called and cancelled the second room."
"She did what?"
"It says right here. Jenny Long called and cancelled the second adjoining room."
"Jesus Jenny!" I said turning to look at my stepdaughter.
"Well, with half the girls dropping out we couldn't afford both rooms anymore."
"Well. Un-cancel it," I said to the young woman with a scowl, before looking back at my stepdaughter angrily.
"I'm sorry sir. We're completely booked this weekend. There isn't another room to give you."
"Okay. This isn't going to happen then. We'll just fly back home tonight."
"Oh Dad! Don't be such a prude!" my daughter said testily. "It's just a room. We're all adults. Besides, it's already dark. We wouldn't get home till like two am. We might as well stay the night."
"You're just barely adults!" I shot back.
"Oh Daddy. Come on. Don't spoil the whole trip!" Jenny begged.
"Really?" I asked, looking at the small group.
"Really!" my daughter Olivia answered firmly. "I told you he'd have a fit," she said to Jenny.
"What about you Mandy? Donna?"
"We don't mind if you don't mind rooming with four girls. I mean you'll never get in the bathroom!" Mandy answered with a giggle.
"Yeah. Come on Mister Williams. It'll be alright. I mean we're already here and all," Donna chimed in.
"Fine. We'll stay." I agreed reluctantly after several long minutes of debating with myself. "As long as Mandy's and Donna's parents agree. I don't want to be accused of anything when we get home!"
"Not a problem. I'll call my mom right now!" Mandy said quickly. She stepped aside and made the phone call bringing the phone to me after a few minutes.
"Yes Mrs. Ames," I said as she handed me the phone.
"Mister Williams. I just wanted to be sure I understood. Mandy said something about one room being canceled?"
"Apparently my daughter decided to save some money and canceled the second room."
"Oh goodness. So you'll be sharing the room with the girls?" she asked, sounding anything but upset.
"At least for tonight. We can fly home tomorrow morning if that's alright."
"I thought one of the other moms was going to chaperone."
"Apparently that changed and I got stuck with it."
"I don't envy you that task. Trying to ride herd on four teenage girls," she said with a chuckle. "You've already spent the gas to get there. I'm sure Mandy won't be a bother. She's had to share rooms with her brothers before, so she should be able to handle it. The question is will you be able to handle it?"
"Handle it? I don't want anyone to think..."
"Oh. That's not at all what I mean. I'm not worried about you. If you weren't worried, you wouldn't have called. No, I think it'll be fine. I'll make sure Mandy understands that she'll be on her best behavior."
"You're absolutely sure this is okay with you and your husband?"
"Well, it is with me and that's all that matters," she said with a soft chuckle. "You have fun and try not to get hurt on the slopes. Now if you can hand the phone back to Mandy I'll put the fear of god into her to behave for you."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, handing the phone back to Mandy.
"Well?" my daughter asked.
"She said okay, as long as Mandy promises not to cause any trouble!"
"I'll be a perfect angel!" Mandy answered with a grin as she hung up.
"My mom said it was fine too," Donna said as she hung up her cell phone. "On one condition. She wants to go out to dinner with a guy that thinks he can handle four teenage girls at once."
I rolled my eyes at the comment and turned to the counter and the young lady behind it. "I guess we're staying."
We finished checking in, got our key cards and rolled our luggage to the elevator. I could tell this was going to be challenging as soon as we walked into our sixth floor room. To say it was small would be an understatement. There were two queen size beds with about four feet around each bed, a small dresser with a flat screen tv on top and a low shelf running along the wall on either side of it with room to put suitcases on and under it, a small closet, a small alcove with a sink and a mirror and a phonebooth, I mean bathroom. It had a tub with a shower and a toilet, and almost enough room to stand in front of them. It looked to me like I'd barely have enough room to close the door past myself when I went in. I wasn't sure that the closet wasn't bigger than the bathroom. The only redeeming quality of the room was the huge floor to ceiling window on the far wall that looked out over the slopes. Darkening curtains hung on either side of the almost five foot wide window, allowing us to look out at the lit ski slopes and the myriad of people making their way down them.
"Wow! This is fantastic!" Donna said, walking to the window and practically planting her face against the cold glass to look out.
"Yeah. It's a nice view," I answered. "Why don't we see about getting some food. I'm starved," I said as I stuffed my suitcase under the counter, leaving the countertop for the girl's four suitcases.
"Good idea. We just need to change and touch up our makeup!" Olivia said with a grin. "Shouldn't take too long."
"Good lord," I groaned. "I'll go wait downstairs," I said, starting for the door.
"Nonsense!" Jenny said, grabbing hold of my arm and pulling me back toward the bed nearest the window. She pulled me in the gap between the two beds and pushed me back to sit down on it. "You just sit there and relax. Watch tv or something," she said handing me the remote.
"Honey. It's not appropriate for me to be in here if you girls are changing!" I protested.
"Men. Daddy, we wear bikinis that show off more than our underwear does."
"Not around me you don't!" I said with a look of concern.
"Of course not! Mom said you'd have a fit if you saw what we really wear under the beach wraps. That doesn't change that our bikinis still show more than our underwear. If we can wear that in public, you think we're going to make you leave the room to change into a dress?"
"Honey. It's entirely inappropriate. I'm a man in a room full of girls," I protested.
"Mr. Williams, I know you're worried, but honestly, it's not like we haven't been around a little. We've all been seen naked by boys and had sex, so if you think that you sitting in here is going to somehow cause us to be bashful or say you did something, you can forget it," Donna said with a frown. "Jenny said you were going to be difficult about this," she said as she reached for the waist of the loose sweatshirt she was wearing, and quickly pulled it up and off over her head, exposing her surprisingly large breasts held in place with a lacy bra that showed little bits of her areola and clearly hard nipples. Before I could move she reached for her waist again and pushed the skin tight yoga pants down, her tiny bikini panties sliding part way down and exposing nearly all of her mound and the triangle of dark curls on it. She pushed the pants all the way down, her tits threatening to slip from the bra as she wiggled around pulling her shoes off and then her pants off. She straightened up, her pussy showing briefly before she pulled her panties back up in place. "There. See? Nothing to see, right? I'm not spending all weekend tiptoeing around. We're sharing the room so there's no point in worrying about it."
"Girls!" I started.
"No! Just accept it and we'll have a good time. If you're gonna go hiding in the bathroom or run out of the room every time one of us changes, you'll spend your whole time out of the room. No. It was our decision to only have one room. We'll accept the consequences like adults," Donna said emphatically.
I opened my mouth to protest again and was interrupted by Olivia. "Come on Dad. It really isn't a big deal."
"I'm sorry. Naked with boys and having sex IS a big deal!"
"We'll talk about that some other time. Right now we want to change so we can go eat."
"Fine. I give. I'll just sit here with my eyes closed," I said with a frown. "Your mother is probably spinning in her grave right now."
"Oh Daddy! You were always such a prude!" she said with a frown. "Come on girls, or we'll never get to eat."
Mandy turned away from me and started undressing, as did Olivia. As Mandy stripped off her clothes I was surprised to see her completely bare ass as she forced her skin tight jeans down her legs. Only three minuscule strings across her hips and down between her ass cheeks attested to the existence of any form of underwear at all. Her ass pushed out at me and little bits of pussy peeked around the sides of the tiny thong as she lifted each foot in turn, to pull off her pants.
Olivia was also pushing off her jeans, her butt thankfully covered with a pair of slightly more modest bikini panties. She pulled off the floppy t-shirt off and tossed it into her suitcase at almost the same time as Mandy, leaving only Jenny dressed.
"Come on Jen!" Mandy said as she walked past her toward the mirror, Jenny pulling off her shoes.
"Damn!" I mumbled as I watched her walk by. The little bra holding her modest breasts up from underneath, but the top of each breast, most of her areola and her hard protruding nipples completely exposed.
"Yeah. Sure," Jenny answered, grabbing the bottom of the heavy cable knit sweater. She skimmed it up and over her head, facing away from me leaving her entire back bare. She tossed the sweater on the counter and pushed the knee length yoga pants down off her ass, bending over to push them down her legs.
"Fuck Jenny! Where the hell is your underwear?" I said in shock and surprise as her completely bare pussy pushed out at me from between her legs.
"I didn't like panty lines showing," she answered as she lifted one leg at a time, her actions exposing almost her entire pussy to me. She stood up and turned to face me, her shaved pussy and her breasts proudly on display.
Her pussy looked smooth and firm in the gap between her legs, her round full outer lips incredibly inviting. Her tits were firm looking and easily a full handful each, dark puckered areola covering a portion of each creamy mound, a hard protruding nipple jutting out toward me.
"Damn Jenny!" I said lifting my hand belatedly to block her sexy body from my view. I could feel my cock swelling in my pants, forcing the material up and away as my dick hardened against my will. "Put some fucking clothes on!"
"Really? You don't like the view?"
"You're my stepdaughter, for God's sake."
"So?"
"Just put something on!" I said with a frown. I felt her hand grasp mine and pull it down to uncover my eyes.
"Come on Daddy, it's just skin. Nothing I haven't done around the house."
"Not when I'm home you haven't."
"That's because mom just told me to try and keep something on around you."
"Damn good thing," I muttered as I looked up and down her body. "How is it that I'm just finding out about this now? We've been living in the same house now for over two years and you're telling me that you run around naked all the time?"
"Because mom said you'd react this way!" Olivia said with a frown.
"And I shouldn't?"
"Daddy! It's not like it's anything awful. She just likes to be naked!" Olivia argues. "Even I do it sometimes. Not when Robby or Greg are around though."
"Your boyfriends? You run around the house naked in front of your boyfriends?" I asked staring at Jenny.
"Sure. Why not?" she answered back, turning and sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Well for one thing, you know what boys think when they see a naked girl."
"Of course. I don't mind. I like having sex with Greg."
"And your mother is okay with this?"
"Sure. She doesn't even get dressed around Greg anymore."
"Wait. She's naked in front of your boyfriends?" I asked in shock, looking at my daughters.
"Just Greg." Olivia answered. "Robby is too nervous yet to be naked in front of her. He'll only take his clothes off when she's not around."
"Good lord," I groaned.
"Oh Daddy. You really are a prude," Jenny said with a sigh. She got up and walked back to the counter and pulled a dress from her suitcase. She pulled it on over her head, the very short skirt coming down only to the middle of her thighs. She pulled out some high heels and bent to step into them, her ass and pussy sticking out at me from under the short hem as it pulled part way up her ass.
"Tell me you wear underwear with that dress."
She looked past her own body toward me. "Not if I don't have to!" she said before straightening up. "I suppose you're going to make me?"
"I should, but then what the hell. I apparently don't even know my own wife or daughters!"
"Oh Daddy!" Olivia said as she walked around the bed. She climbed into the bed and across to me, sitting in her underwear and bra, her legs curled under her. "You're just gone too much. I know mom misses you when you're out of town, but life doesn't get put on hold because you're gone. We've grown up. I'm not your little girl any more. I'm a grown adult woman. Things change. I changed. But you still wanna treat me like a ten year old. Emily has been a great mom. We really get along well. But she understands that we're growing up and need some space to explore life. You can't shelter us forever. "
"I can try. That's what dads do," I answered quietly.
"But they also know when to step back and just watch. I know mom dying was hard. It was for both of us. But you couldn't be there every second to protect her, why do you think you can with me?"
"Fine. I'll try and give you some space. Both of you," I agreed.
"Thank you Daddy!" she answered before leaning toward me and giving me a soft kiss on the cheek. She placed her hand in my lap to push herself up and paused a moment, looking down at her hand as it pressed against my trapped hard-on. She looked up at me and grinned. She leaned towards me, giving my dick a squeeze through my pants and whispered, "You better make this a bit less noticeable or the girls will get the idea you're getting turned on with them running around in their underwear."
"But..."
"Shhhh. We both know you are," she whispered before squeezing my dick as she pushed herself up to her knees to climb over me, momentarily sitting astride me, her weight pressing down on my hard-on. She winked as she climbed off of me and walked to the mirror to jockey with the other three girls to use it.
As unobtrusively as I could, I stuck my hand down my pants and straightened my dick so it wasn't bulging things out so much, though I doubted it was all that much less noticeable. Thankfully the girls finished touching up their makeup and getting dressed in a reasonably short time and we made our way down to the restaurant for dinner. We ended up sitting in a booth with Jenny next to me and Olivia and their friends across from me. If I thought my hard-on was going away during dinner, I was sadly mistaken.
Once our food was ordered I felt a hand stroke across my lap and squeeze my dick. Trying not to change the look on my face and alert the other girls to what Jenny had just done, I moved one hand under the table to push her hand from my dick, only to have her drag it to her own lap and push it under the little skirt and between her legs. "Jenny!" I hissed as I tried to pull my hand from where she was pressing my fingers against her wet pussy.
"What?" she asked innocently, finally releasing my hand and moving both of hers to her face to try and hide the impish grin that crept to her lips.
"You know what," I said quietly as Olivia looked over, also trying to hide a grin. I closed my eyes and gave up, deciding it was easier to let her get tired of being a tease and stop on her own than having a hand fight under the table all through dinner. I was reasonably confident that her antics had to do with our before dinner conversation and my daughters conclusion that I was somewhat prudish. Well maybe I was, but this wasn't the place for that argument.
"You know what we need to do?" Mandy asked after returning from the powder room. "We need to go to the jacuzzi. One of the girls in the bathroom said they have two big ones, one that's family friendly by the pool and one they don't let kids in."
"Ohhh. Yeah. A hot tub would feel nice!" Donna agreed. "But you're gonna have to figure out how to get your dad to come. I'm not at all sure he's the hot tub kind of guy and I doubt he'll let us go alone, not with all these hot guys around."
"No. I won't let you go alone," I agreed. "Especially with all these guys around! I'm supposed to be watching over you, aren't I?"
"You are," Jenny agreed.
"Unfortunately I didn't bring a suit," I said, expecting that to put an end to the idea.
"Mom knew you wouldn't. She gave me one to pack for you," Olivia said with a grin. "Hot tubbing is back on!"
"Oh lord," I groaned softly to myself. We finished dinner and somehow I ended up paying the tab. Once we were back to the room, Olivia got out the suit Emily had her pack for me. I had expected the baggy shorts type suit that I usually wore when we went to the lake, not the much smaller what I call mini-shorts style suit that she got me for our honeymoon cruise. "I can't wear this in front of the girls!" I said sharply.



"Mom said you'd say that. Here," she said, pulling a small note from the single little pocket on the suit.
Lover. You need to loosen up and relax. The girls have seen guys in lots less than this. Besides, I hate your other suit. So put this on and RELAX!
"She hates my other suit?"
"She said she'd throw it away if she didn't think you'd go buy another one," Olivia said with a soft laugh. "So go over there and put this on," she said pushing me toward the window, pushing me past the other girls already starting to undress.
"I should go change in the bathroom," I insisted, turning to head back that direction just as Mandy pulled her bra off. "Oh lord," I said, quickly turning away from the girls.
"Over there will be fine," she insisted, pushing me again. I relented and walked around the window side of the bed and sat down. "And put it on. None of us are getting dressed until you do!"
"What?" I said in surprise, twisting around to see Mandy completely naked, Donna just pulling her bra off and of course Jenny completely bare already.
"It's called blackmail Daddy!" Jenny said as I quickly turned back away. "You put your suit on or we don't!"
"And you're all in on this?" I asked.
"All of us!" Jenny answered.
"And if I call your bluff and just turn around?"
"You'll see all of us naked and you'll have to explain to Mandy and Donna's moms about how we all ended up naked with you."
"But I'm not naked!" I protested.
"It's four against one. You will be," Jenny said with a laugh. "So you can do it on your own or we'll do it for you. Either way we're going to the hot tub."
"Fine," I said testily, starting to undress. "And I'm not a prude. Just a little conservative!" I answered back as I stripped. I couldn't believe I was still as hard as I was as I pushed my briefs off and started to wiggle into the snug swim shorts. It took a little tugging and tucking, but I finally did get them on and my cock tucked into the small suit. "There!" I answered, turning around to face them. All four were standing in various states of undress, Mandy and Donna with their suit bottoms on and Olivia and Jenny completely nude. "See not a prude! What? What are you staring at? Am I sticking out or something?"
"Um. Okay. So first off, the window? The curtains are open so you just flashed everyone on the ski slope," Olivia said, trying to hide a smile.
"And second, with it dark out the window is as good as a mirror," Jenny finished. "I have to say, it looks bigger than I expected!"
"What? No! You didn't just see?"
"You trying to tuck your hard-on into the suit? Oh yeah," Jenny answered.
"Oh god," I groaned, turning back around and dropping onto the bed.
"Well, look at it this way, we don't have to worry about who changes where now!" Jenny said as she stepped around the bed, still naked, and sat down next to me. "And for what it's worth, I'm guessing you gained a few new admirers. You're pretty hunky for a guy your age."
"This coming from an eighteen year old daughter. Somehow that doesn't inspire confidence."
"Well take my word for it as a woman. You're still good lookin' Dad!"
"Gee thanks. Now go put something on," I said as I sat on the edge of the bed feeling quite embarrassed.
"Come on Dad," Olivia said some minutes later, handing me a pair of flip flops.
"Sure," I answered, sticking my feet into the rubberized footwear. I stood to look at the girls, my dick, which had finally gotten flaccid again, almost immediately started to harden at the sight of the four of them. Their bikinis were not small, but tiny. The tops barely covered anything, and the bottoms, at least Olivia's and Jenny's seemed to cover even less. Both my daughters were clearly shaved bare, the thong panties leaving little to the imagination. The tiny tops barely covered their areola, and did little to hide the fact that their nipples were rock hard. Donna, who had the largest breasts of the group, maybe a 38c or larger, had a halter type top that was clearly too small and designed to support her large breasts while still showing a fricking ton of cleavage. Only Mandy seemed to have a reasonable sized top on, though she also had the smallest amount to cover, only having breasts that were a small handful at best.
Jenny grinned and stepped over, wrapping an arm in mine to lead me toward the door, Olivia following behind. "You know the best part of the adult jacuzzi?"
"What's that?"
"It's tops optional," She whispered. "And all four of us are planning on going topless."
"Oh lord," I sighed. "How did I get myself into this? I was just supposed to fly you."
"Awwwww. Come on Daddy! Tell me you're not having fun!"
"Fun is taking my wife to a topless jacuzzi. Awkward is taking my daughters to one," I answered as we stopped to wait for the elevator.
"Your body thinks you're having fun!" she answered, stroking her hand across the slick material of the swim shorts, and my rock hard dick it was covering.
"You keep that up and we're going home in the morning," I said quietly.
"You mean we're staying?"
"That's what this is all about, isn't it? Trying to convince me that I'll have a great time if we stay?"
"You think all the sexy stuff and flashes you're getting were to convince you to stay?"
"Why else would you do it?"
The doors opened and we all stepped into the elevator car. As soon as the doors closed Jenny turned to me and pressed her body against my side, lifting herself on her toes to whisper in my ear. "I'm doing it because you make me horny as hell!" I felt her hand worm between my skin and the stretchy suit material, her warm hand wrapping around my hard dick.
"Jenny. You're my stepdaughter!" I whispered back sharply.
"A woman can't help who turns her on. All she can do is run with it when it happens."
I pulled her hand from my suit and turned to look at her. "No!" I said simply.
"God Jenny. You didn't actually tell him, did you?" Olivia hissed.
"I did," she said with a shrug.
"He's gonna make us go home tomorrow now for sure!" she said crossly to her sister.
"I'm inclined to do just that. But I already said we'd stay," I answered. "But no more of this Jenny!"
The doors opened before I got an answer, so all I could do was assume she agreed. I mean the last thing I really needed was to have my own stepdaughter having the hots for my body, though I had no idea why she'd be even remotely interested in someone twice her age and then some.
If the glass partition between the adults only jacuzzi and the pool area with the family friendly jacuzzi hadn't been frosted glass, I doubted anyone would have been able to see in anyway. All the glass partitions as well as the huge bank of windows overlooking the ski slopes were completely misted over from the high humidity in the pool area. The girls led me to and through the door into the adults only jacuzzi room. At least a half dozen couples and several more people were in the hot tub which was at least ten feet across. One younger guy was walking across the stone deck, holding his swimsuit around his thighs, his hard dick swinging side to side as he stepped down into the water next to a topless young woman.
"So you can go naked?" Jenny asked, surprising no one in our little group.
"No." A different, slightly older but equally topless woman answered. "The rules say you have to keep your bottoms on, but everyone kind of takes it the same way as strippers in this state. As long as it's wrapped around your ankle you haven't taken it off."
"Sweet!" Jenny answered enthusiastically. Immediately pulling off her top and then sliding the minuscule thong down her legs. She stepped one foot out and then twisted it until it was essentially tied around her ankle. The two clearly single guys had their eyes glued to her the whole time. "How do they know if you don't leave it on?"
"Same way they know if you're having sex, which is also not allowed. You're on candid camera!" the woman answered, pointing up at a couple security cameras. "So if you're bashful about being recorded, don't strip out in the open."
"Oh I'm not too worried about it!" Jenny answered as she pulled me toward the edge of the hot tub. She stepped us around the edge to where the single woman we'd been talking to was, and stepped down into the water, standing on the submerged bench seat. "Come on Dad!" she coaxed, pulling me down by the arm. I shook my head and stepped down until I was thigh deep in the hot swirling water.
"Kinda hot," I said quietly, not anywhere near ready to sit in the hot water.
"You'll get used to it fast," Jenny said just before reaching for the waistline of my swim shorts. She quickly pulled them down over my ass and down to my thighs, completely exposing my hard dick to everyone, including whoever might be watching the security monitors.
"Hey!" I practically shouted, trying to pull my shorts back up, while she tried to pull them down farther.
"Come on Dad! Don't be a prude!"
"Fine!" I scowled, sitting down in the hot water much sooner then I intended, being scalded preferable to flashing the whole world.
"I agree with your daughter. Nothing to be ashamed of there! I'm Maggy," she said holding a hand out.
"Arnold," I said taking her hand and shaking it.
"I know what you feel like though. I was a bit hesitant to undress too."
"Yeah. Not something I'm used to doing in front of strangers."
"Me either."
"So did you?" I asked, the question clearly hanging between us.
"You're welcome to find out," she said with a devilish little grin. I felt her hand find mine under the water and pull it over to her thigh, and then leave it there.
"I really shouldn't," I said pulling my hand back.
"Well, the invite is open if you change your mind," she said quietly.
"Why would I change my mind? Ohhhh," I said quickly as I felt her hand wrap around my hard shaft.
"Tit for tat maybe? Sign says no sex. Doesn't say a damn thing about playing," she said quietly as she started slowly stroking her hand up and down my shaft.
"I'm married," I said quietly, expecting that to be enough to stop her advances.
"So am I," she said with a grin. "Just makes it that much more interesting, doesn't it? Feeling someone else's hands on your body? Feeling them do things in different ways? Different sensations?" I felt her hand let go of my dick and find my hand under water again. She pulled it to her thigh and then up her leg until my hand was between her spread legs, feeling her bare pussy. Some pressed my fingers between her lips and whispered, "If I have to hold your hand here I can't return the favor. Can I let go?"
"Yeah," I breathed softly, feeling her pussy envelope my finger. In a few moments her hand was again around my dick, sliding it up and down slowly? Each stroke rolling her palm over my engorged head.
She slid down on the seat part way, spreading her legs wider to encourage me more. I curled my middle finger into her depths getting a soft moan from her lips.
"Do to me what you're doing to her," Jenny whispered into my ear before twisting around to put her back against the wall. I felt her pull my other hand down between her legs and against her pussy lips. Her fingers pressed mine harder against her full round lips until she'd forced my middle finger into her own pussy.
"That's it," Maggy moaned, seemingly oblivious to anyone else watching. "Ohhhh Yeah. I love the way your finger strokes my clit."
I looked around and couldn't help but notice that not all eyes were on us as I'd expected. The two young guys were both flanked by Olivia and her friends, sitting boy girl, the guys laying their heads back as they enjoyed the attentions that were apparently being provided under the water. The other couples seemed equally lost in their own activities. The only eyes on us were the other two apparently single ladies whose gaze were clearly fixed on me while their hands were busy under the water on themselves.
"That's it Sweetie. Make me come," Maggy moaned, her underwater stroking getting more enthusiastic as her own orgasm grew.
"Shit!" Jenny suddenly gasped next to me, her whole body shaking and trembling in the water. I hadn't even really been paying attention, inadvertently stroking my fingers equally into the two pussys. Jenny found my hand under water and pressed it more tightly to her pussy, forcing my finger deeper into her spasming tunnel.
"Almost," Maggy moaned loudly. "Just another... oh fuck yeah... that's it! Ohhhhhh. OHHHHH!" I felt her pussy contract around my finger as her body made little jerks and twitches. "Oh yeah," she sighed after two or so minutes of her climax, finding my hand and gently coaxing it from between her legs. She twisted to face me a little more and leaned toward me, pressing her tits around my arm. "Now that requires a special thank you!"
"I thought we couldn't have sex in the tub."
"We could go to my room and finish this properly if you want."
"I'm supposed to be chaperoning the girls. I'm not sure I should leave them alone or they might end up in someone else's room too."
"Well. I can understand that. So we're just going to have to do it the hard way," she cooed, twisting herself around farther so she could hook one leg over mine, forcing it down between Jenny and myself. She got both hands on my cock and whispered, "Let me know just before you come. I only need about five seconds or so to get ready to catch your cum. We don't want everyone in here getting it too, do we?"
"No we wouldn't," I agreed a little breathlessly as her hands worked my cock, one going up and down my shaft while the other teased my balls.
"Such a nice cock. So big and fat. I wouldn't mind at all just bending over and letting you pump this big fat shaft deep into my hot wet pussy. I bet it feels wonderful pumping in and out of me, sliding deep into my pussy with each stroke. I'd even let you fuck me out on the slopes, just pull my pants down and bend me over. Would you like that? To fuck me on the slopes? I can almost feel your hands already sliding up under my coat and shirt to play with my big soft tits while you pump your cock in and out of my pussy."
"Shit almost there," I grunted.
"And when you get done fucking me you can fuck your sweet little daughter. I know you just made her come with your fingers. We could strip her naked in the pines and I could suck her tits while you pump your cock into her hot little cunt."
"Oh god. Any second," I groaned, the mental image she painted suddenly pushing my orgasm racing toward climax.
"That's it honey. Keep your eyes closed as you think of your cock sliding into her hot tight pussy," she cooed as she moved farther over me. I felt my cock slide deep into a pussy moments before my body exploded to the image of me pushing my cock into Jenny's shaved pussy.
"Oh god," I grunted as my body jerked and pumped the massive pent up load into Maggy.
"That's it sweetie. Fill me up!" she moaned. "Not as good as if we were in my room, but a nice finish anyway," she cooed as she sat on me, her tits in my face when I opened my eyes.
"Maggy, isn't it? We're both married. We shouldn't have done this."
"Done what? All I did was catch your cum for you. Didn't want you breaking the rules now would we? No. If we'd have been having sex you'd have known it." She chuckled as she pulled off my now shrinking cock and rolled to sit next to me. "You know, your dad has the hots for you," she said across me to Jenny."
"My stepdad," Jenny answered. "I kinda have the hots for him too. Not that he'll ever do anything about it."
"Okay. Stop talking like I'm not here."
"If you insist!" Maggy said with a laugh. "But you do have the hots for her."
"I don't!" I protested.
"Sweetie. You soooo do. You came right after I talked about stripping her on the slopes and fucking her. Tell me you didn't get excited at the thought?"
"I didn't!"
Maggy laughed. "Yeah. You did. If you wanna come by later for some real sex. I'm in 316," she said as she stood up. She stepped up onto the bench bringing her bare pussy out of the water. She gave me a long look at the dishwater blonde curls on her mound and her sexy protruding inner lips before she reached down and untangled her swimsuit from around her right leg. She stepped back into it and pulled it up, covering up her attractive body a little at a time. "Sure you don't want to come along and take this all the way off of me?"
"It's very tempting, but I don't know how I'm going to explain what we already did."
"Your loss!" she said with a shrug. "See you around the slopes!"
"God Daddy. Did she really stick your cock in her pussy when you came?" Jenny asked quietly.
"I'm embarrassed to say she did. I wasn't expecting it and didn't really have time to stop her. I'm not at all sure how to explain this to your mom."
"That's easy. Don't."
"I know. But your mom would tell me if something like that happened to her, right?"
"If you say so Dad," Jenny answered with an eye roll.
"She would, right?"
"Dad. She runs around the house naked in front of our boyfriends and you had no clue. You think she'd tell you if some guy were to feel her up a little? Not have sex I mean. But just you know, feel her up."
"Yeah. I know what feel her up is."
"You gonna tell Mom you felt me up until I came on your finger?"
"Hell no!"
"Then why tell her about the other woman you did that to you?"
"I think this conversation is a lost cause."
"Maybe. But this isn't," she said quietly as she wrapped her hand around my dick and started to play with it.
"Honey. You can't keep doing this."
"Why not? You like it, I like it. Why not have a little fun?"
"You're impossible, you know that?"
"Uh huh. Mom tells me that all the time."
We sat for about ten more minutes, a number of other people and couples giving up on the hot water before we had. I did get to watch both single women climb out and leave together, both of them completely naked under the towels they wrapped around themselves. It wasn't much after that that I'd had enough of the hot water. "Come on. Time to get out."
"Already?"
"Already!" I answered. "Girls! Time to go."
After only a small amount of complaining all four of them were standing on the cold stone floor, naked, trying to straighten out their suits. It was the first time I'd really seen Mandy's body and I was surprised how much it was turning me on. I'd always been a big tit fan, and hers weren't big at all. In fact I could probably cover her entire breast with each hand. What was so striking is how full and puffy her areolae were, engorging and puffing out easily as far as her nipples did from her areola.
"Daddy. You're staring for one thing and your hard-on is sticking out of your suit again," Olivia said as she walked past. "For someone who was worried about sharing the room with us, you're spending a lot of time checking us out!"
"I wasn't. I didn't. I mean..."
"Don't worry Dad. I'm not telling. At least not as long as you return the favor some more."
"Return the favor?" I asked as she walked toward the door. I pulled the suit higher and tucked my dick in as best I could, though it threatened to pop out again any second. I followed her out of the pool area to the elevator, all of us stepping into a car that had arrived, bringing people from some upper floor down. As soon as the doors closed, I felt four sets of hands pulling my suit down. "Hey!"
"Hey nothing!" Olivia said as she held my swimsuit in her hand. "Our turn girls!"
Within moments, all four were as naked as I was. "Olivia! We're going to get in so much trouble!"
"Not really," she said as she the elevator slowed and stopped. The doors opened and thankfully no one was waiting to get in. The five of us walked to the room naked, the girls being playful while I seemed to the only one nervous.



Finally in the room I turned angrily to Olivia. "What the hell was that about? You could have gotten us thrown out!"
"Probably not. But it met step one."
"Step one?"
"Uh huh. Now for step two!" she said pulling me along across the room until we were at the second bed. "Now. You can do this willingly or we can do it the hard way."
"Do what willingly?"
"You better explain to him," Mandy said as she stood naked and proud in front of me.
"Okay. On the bed Dad. We need to talk."
"And we can't do that standing here?"
"Nope. On the bed!" Olivia said sternly. I sat back and let her coax me back until I was in the middle of the bed with my back propped up with several pillows. "So. We have a confession to make," Olivia started.
"This trip was planned to end up exactly this way all along," Mandy said as she climbed on and sat on her knees only inches from me.
"All of us wanted it this way because all of us have had or do have the hots for you as your generation says."
"We planned things so that you'd be free to be naked with us," Jenny said. "Given what you told me about how guys think, I'm pretty sure you can guess what else we have on our minds."
"Wait. What? You four planned this to have sex with me?"
"Well. Sherry and Linda wanted to come too, but it didn't work out. But we're here. The four of us."
"No. Not only no, but hell no! First off, you two are my daughters. Completely out of the question. Second you two!" I said looking at Mandy and Donna. "I'm supposed to be keeping you from doing this kind of thing. What would your parents say if they found out?"
"Oh. My mom already knows, and I don't have a dad at home to worry about. Why do you think she wants a date?" Mandy said with a soft laugh.
"And your mom. I suppose she knows too?" I asked Donna.
"No. But then I doubt she's sober enough to care," Donna said with a shrug.
"And mom knows too. She said every young woman should have sex with a man that does it right so when they're husband hunting they have something to compare against," Jenny said quietly. "So you see, you're not doing anything you're not expected to."
"But look girls. Sex doesn't work that way," I protested quietly, not wanting to hurt their feelings.
"Are you trying to say you're not turned on by us? We know better Daddy. Hell you had a serious hard-on before dinner. And we weren't all naked like we are now," Olivia said with a grin.
"I did, but that's not the same."
"It is, and it isn't. So we're going to play a game. You're going to be blindfolded and we're going to take turns sitting on you lap. You get to touch us any way you want, but you have to figure out who each of us is by touch before we'll get off your lap and switch."
"That sounds easy enough. What's the catch?"
"We'll not just be sitting on your lap. We'll be sitting on your cock. The girl that makes you come gets to share your bed tonight," Olivia said quietly. "So you not only need to figure out who we are, but you have to decide who's sleeping with you by holding off until they're on you, and we're not telling what order we're doing it in."
"And I'm supposed to just play along willingly?"
"There's good reasons for playing along."
"Oh? What could possibly convince me to do this?"
"Girls!" Olivia said as she backed off the bed. In a moment Donna and Mandy were on me, pressing their tits in my face while Jenny sat on my lap. I saw the flash and looked up at Olivia, who had just taken a picture of us. She held her phone for a few moments as the girls climbed off of me. "Here," she said, holding the phone out for me. There was a singe text picture of us followed by another, incoming picture of a pussy I was well acquainted with.
" looks like he's having a great time. Guess I won't have to teach Greg and Robby how to use this! Looking forward to having you back to fill this when you get home."
"That answer your question?"
"Blackmail!"
"Yep," Olivia said with a grin. "Someone get a blindfold. I think it's time to get started."
"Not so fast!" I said with a frown as I pressed the button on Olivia's phone to call my wife.
" Hi sweetie. Is your father not cooperating?"
"No. I'm not."
" Oh honey. It's you!"
"It is. What's this that I let the girls have their way with me or you're going to start screwing their boyfriends?"
" I thought that might get your attention. The girls need to know how a real man feels. Not a fumbling boy. If you won't show them, what else can I do but teach their boyfriends so they can do the job."
"You'd really do that? Have sex with their boyfriends?"
" Why not. Some of them are pretty cute."
"Some of them? How many are there?"
" Oh I don't know. Of course there's their actual boyfriends, but they have other friends that are boys."
"And they're cute how? Naked?"
" Ah. I see the girls told you about that. They were worried about how you'd take it. But yes naked. They all get invited to be naked. Some are more bashful than others, just like their female friends. Not all are comfortable getting naked."
"And if I don't have sex with the girls you're going to start doing their friends?"
" A select few so the girls get a chance to experience real proper, good sex before they head to college next year. My dad did it for my sisters and me and it made a huge impact on what kind of man we wanted. If they couldn't treat us well in bed, why would we expect them to treat us well the rest of the time?"
"And your dad did that?"
" Of course. And my mom taught my brother. Didn't your mom teach you?"
"Actually no. I learned from an older girl down the street. Wait, how did this turn into how I learned sex? This is about now."
" Honey. You love knowing that you're the only one between my legs. I'm fine being that because you give me everything I need in that way. But if you're not going to give the girls what they need to know, I'll have to teach their boyfriends so they do. I can't do that without letting them in, now can I?"
"You'd what, screw them until they did it right?"
" Oh probably not. I'm sure I'd have the girls participating. It's not like I'd just go off and fuck their boyfriends without them there. But I might have to try out a couple of their friends to make sure I found a good candidate."
"Good god. How is it that we've been together for almost four years and I'm just learning that you and my daughters run around the house naked and expect me to teach them about sex?"
" If you were home more you probably would have seen them and their friends naked, but with as little as you've been home since you got the new airplane, well I didn't want to put any more pressure on you."
"Okay. Okay. I get it. I'm working a lot."
" And you need some R&R. So the girls came up with the trip idea. And I thought it was a great idea. Not only can you teach them, but this resort has something of a reputation for singles. Maybe you'll find a plaything or two."
"Wait. You WANT me to find other women to screw?"
" Well of course! As long as you always come home to me. Let's face it. I made that mistake with my last husband. I told him absolutely no outside affairs. But men aren't wired that way. Biologically they're wired to always look for other partners. It's been wired in since cave man days. Just like animals, one male can create a lot of offspring. Because I demanded he be monogamous he had to hide his flings, and because he couldn't tell me about any of it, well eventually he did tell someone. Just not me. That's when I lost him. I'm not making that mistake again."
"You're not?"
" Nope. I'll stay true to you, just yours, as long as you keep coming back to me. I'm fine sharing your body, but I'm not fine with sharing your heart. Have little flings. Learn new tricks. Even tell me about them if you want. But don't ever EVER get emotionally attached to any of them. That part is just mine!"
"So if I told you some woman stroked me off in the jacuzzi and then stuck my dick inside her when I came, you'd be okay with that?"
" Ohhhh. Now see. That's an idea I'd never have thought of. A pretty hot idea at that. No I'm not upset. I just hope you weren't so stressed about being untrue to me that you didn't get to enjoy it."
"I was stressed a bit."
" Well no need to be. See? But this trip is about the girls. Let them play. They have some deviously sexy little games to play with you. I'm sure at some point you're going to be having sex with more than one at once. It can be hard to wait sometimes. Just treat them the way you treat me and you'll have done more for them than you could ever know."
"I really don't understand you. Or women actually."
" You don't have to. You just have to be a good husband and father. Now go do the father stuff. Just make sure you save the last one for me. My toy will only hold me so long you know," she finished before hanging up.
"So?" Olivia asked.
"I guess I'm playing your game," I answered.
"Good. Now. Mandy, blindfold?"
"Got it," she answered, sliding off the bed.
"Now we have to get this back up and working," Olivia said as she crawled onto the bed, her hand reaching for my mostly flaccid dick. She lowered her face to my dick and engulfed it with her hot mouth.
"Just enjoy Daddy! Olivia's really good at this."
"Oh damn," I groaned, one hand moving to stroke my daughter's blonde hair while the other stroked her back. "I suppose your mom taught her how to do this?"
"Along with a few other things," Jenny agreed as she reached for my hand on Olivia's back. She gently guided my hand down her back, over her ass and then down between her legs. "Olivia likes having fingers in her pussy when she's sucking dick."
"And you know this how?" I groaned as Olivia's mouth traveled up and down my quickly hardening shaft. I found my daughter's pussy and did something I never thought I would. I pressed my index finger between her definitely wet lips and into her vaginal tunnel, drawing an appreciative moan.
"You're not the first dick she or I have sucked," Jenny giggled. "And sometimes we don't suck them alone."
Mandy crawled back on the bed next to me and wrapped a long dark strip of silky material around my head, covering my eyes. "Mrs. Williams says you like to suck on breasts. I love having mine played with," she cooed softly before I felt something soft rub back and forth across my lips. I opened my mouth and the softness pressed against my lips, a firm, rounded nipple pressing into my mouth. I moved my hand from Olivia's head and worked it around Mandy's waist to pull her tighter to me as I swirled my tongue around her hardening nipple. Her areola pushed into a cone in my mouth as it became engorged, the round nipple protruding only a small amount more than it had before. "Oh fuck. Is his dick ready yet?" she moaned.
"Yeah," Olivia answered, pulling her mouth off of me.
I felt Mandy move around me without pulling her nipple from my mouth. I never felt Olivia's hand leave my dick, so I suspected it was her who guided my cockhead between Mandy's wet pussy lips. I felt Mandy lower herself down, her incredibly tight teenage pussy slowly sinking down over me. I could feel the pressure around my engorged mushroom head as her body slowly expanded around it, allowing me to penetrate deeper into her.
"We know you know it's Mandy," Olivia whispered to me. "She gets to be first because she's never has a real dick inside her before."
"I thought you'd all had sex before."
"We have. But there's sex and there's SEX! She's had sex. Just not with a real cock."
"Then who..."
"Me," Olivia whispered. "We use my toy on her, but she likes mom's better. It's bigger, and well, now we know that it's a lot like you."
"Oh damn," I groaned as Mandy began riding slowly up and down my shaft, her hot wet depths caressing over and around my sensitive head. There was little doubt that she could make me come if she kept doing what she was doing, but all too soon she pulled off of me. I felt her move away and someone else take her place. I moved my hands to the newcomer's thighs and gently stroked my hands toward the juncture of her legs as she lowered herself down on me, her pussy engulfing my Mandy lubricated cock. I felt no curls and let my fingers slide up her body until I could cup her large soft tits. I let my hands cup each sexy orb before changing my grip to free her nipples. I stroked my thumbs back and forth across her hard nipples as she began bouncing herself up and down my dick.
"Oh fuck," Jenny moaned quietly.
"I think you gave yourself away sweetie," I said quietly.
"Too fast Daddy! You're supposed to take your time so we get a chance to ride you a while.
"I see," I answered with a chuckle. I shifted my hands on her tits slightly, moving my fingers so I could pinch her nipples between my finger and thumb.
"Oh fuck!" she squealed in surprise. I let go of one breast and slipped a hand down to her pussy. I let her motions stroke her clit along my finger as she bounced up and down on my lap. "Oh god. Ohhhh god," she moaned loudly as she rode me. I squeezed her right nipple, firmly pinching and twisting it as her bouncing became more and more urgent. I was glad that I'd come only a short time ago, the sensations of her pussy quickly pushing me up the slope. "FUCK!" Jenny cried loudly as she jammed herself down hard on my cock. I felt the tremble in her body and began rubbing my finger back and forth across her clit as she climaxed around me. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned after her shudders and trembles faded. "Sooooo much better." She breathed softly as she pushed up and lifted off my cock. I felt her lips press to mine in a long soft erotic kiss. "Thank you Daddy," she whispered before moving away.
"So I don't know what you expected, but whoever's next is getting the whole enchilada if you don't give my dick a little rest after that."
I felt movement around me and then a set of knees pressing against my sides. The scent of pussy became strong moments before I felt a wet pussy gently press against my lips. I reached my tongue out and gently stroked up the unseen pussy, digging in between her lips. Though I couldn't identify the quiet moan of pleasure as I found her clit, the feel of pubic hair on my nose told me exactly who it was. As I stroked my tongue up and down her wet slit, I let my hands roam, working from her soft full tits down to her surprisingly firm ass. She was easily the heaviest of the four, but even then probably only a whopping hundred and ten pounds.
I teased and licked her pussy, paying special attention to her clit while my fingers teased her nipples and then her ass. I could tell by the increased rocking of her hips she was getting closer to climax, and I knew she'd be disappointed if I made her come without riding me. I moved my hands to her hips and gently coaxed her back and down. I didn't let her sit down on me but once she was on her knees, rolled her off until she was laying on the bed on her back. I rolled over her, holding myself up on my hands and knees. Not being able to see made my next task harder, but after enduring several girlish giggles with each miss, I managed to get my dick to find home.
"Oh my god," Donna moaned as I pushed my hard dick into her, easily sliding into her sopping wet pussy. I started stroking in and out of her, driving deep into her with each stroke. I made sure to angle my dick so it would slide along her excited clit. She arched her back up toward me to help hold her clit against me as her climax raced toward completion.
"Ah fuck!" I heard Olivia cry off to one side of us just before Donna dissolved into shudders and trembles. I heard her gasp and moan below me before she wrapped her arms and legs around me, pulling me down onto her. She held me tight as her orgasm washed over her, her body squeezing and gripping my dick as she came.
"Thank you," she whispered before letting go of me. I rolled off her and lay waiting a bit nervously for my own daughter to climb on me. Instead I felt someone lay next to me on the bed, her hand gently stroking my hard shaft. I felt a kiss on my cheek and then a soft kiss on my lips. It was followed by a much longer and much less tentative kiss. After half a dozen kisses, each more confident and erotic than the last, my daughter whispered to me.
"There are two girls in this room who've never felt a guy come inside her. I'm sure you can guess one. I'm the other. I know you can't just get it up and come again, so we decided that you should give one to me now, and then sleep with Mandy tonight, since she's never actually had sex before tonight. I'm guessing you'll be able to give her plenty overnight. I can always get more from you at home if I need to, but I want this one. I want this one very much."
"So you want me to get off in you?"
"I already made myself come watching you and Donna. So I don't have to if you can't hold back."
"Why wouldn't I be able to hold back?"
"Mom said if I wanted to really feel you come hard, well, she made a suggestion."
"A suggestion? How?"
"Well. We've been sharing pictures with her, since she can't be here to be part of it."
"Wait!" I said, pulling off the blindfold and pushing myself up on my elbows. "You've been sending pictures of us having sex? Don't you know how dangerous that can be if someone gets your phone?"
"Don't worry Dad. We're not stupid. The app doesn't save the picture and it sends it encrypted so no one else can see it and it deletes it after it's been viewed." I relaxed a little until it sunk back in that Emily was essentially watching me have sex with the girls. "Anyway, she knows how much you get turned on by women flashing in public, so she thought if you fucked me from behind in front of the window, well it'd be like watching someone having sex in public, cuz people outside could see us."
"Wait. How does she know about the window?"
"Cuz it's been open most of the time you were blindfolded," Mandy answered. "It was Jenny's idea. She wanted to try having sex in public."
"Jesus. We're raising an exhibitionist."
"Sorta," Jenny answered getting up from where she was sitting on the other bed. She walked around my bed and pulled the curtains back again. "There are still some people out there, but not as many as earlier."
I looked at Olivia and asked, "You're sure this is what you want?"
"I think that it'll take your mind off the fact that you're fucking your Daughter. Mom is worried that it might keep you from getting all the way."
"I have to admit that I'm nervous about the prospect."
"I know. I have your dick in my hand trying to keep you hard."
"Well. You have. If this is what you want," I said with a shrug. She smiled at me and pushed off the bed. She turned to face the window , putting her hands on it and bending at the waist. I looked at her young pussy, her fat outer lips hiding nearly all of her inner lips, the cleft between her smooth creamy lips glistening in the room lights invitingly. I pushed myself off the bed to stand behind her, the two of us filling the space between the window and the bed. My dick stood out at an angle toward that sexy pussy, almost as if it were eager to enter.
My dick was slick with Donna's cum and my own pre-cum, easily spreading her equally wet lips as I pressed my head to them. "It's Okay Daddy. I know you want to and I want you toooooo! Oh shit!" my daughter finished with a cry of surprise as I started pushing my engorged head into her depths. "Oh fuck it feels so big!"
"Shit sweetie. I thought you'd used your mom's favorite toy?"
"Just once," she moaned in reply. "Mom wanted me to be ready for how big you are. But god it feels like a fucking log inside me."



"Nope. Just a man sized dick," I groaned as I pushed steadily but slowly into her incredibly tight pussy. I felt my head press against her cervix and held myself there, allowing her body to stretch more comfortably around my thick intruder. Slowly I pulled back, stopping with just my head still inside her before pressing forward again. It only took a few strokes before we were fucking with abandon. In and out I plunged, her body pulling and pushing opposite my motions to drive me quickly and deeply into her. In the window I could see her tits, not yet as big as her mom's were, but filling in nicely, swinging wildly below her. I held her hips, feeling no need to add extra stimulation to her clit, given her gasps and moans. I could feel her body nearing another climax as my own inched closer to the point of no return.
"Oh god Daddy! I'm gonna come!" she squealed loudly as her legs began to tremble. She let her arms buckle, planting her face and bare tits against the cold glass.
"Fuck!" I grunted at the thought of how she must look from the other side of the window. My body bucked hard, jamming my cock into her as a huge gush of cum lanced up into my daughter. Time and again I bucked, filling her spasming pussy with my juice. "Damn," I panted as I stood, impaled into my own daughter, my cock twitching and oozing the remnants of my orgasm into her.
I felt several sets of hands sliding around me, coaxing me back and out of Olivia. The girls moved me to the bed and then Jenny and Donna moved away, leaving me with just Mandy in the bed with me. The girls pulled the covers up over us and then retreated to the other bed.
"I guess I'm you date for tonight?" I asked in a whisper.
"I'm a bit more shy than Olivia. I hope you don't mind if we don't fuck against the window."
"That's fine. I don't expect anything of you."
"Not even sex?"
"Mandy, we don't even have to do that if you don't want to," I answered as the lights went out, plunging us into darkness.
"I liked how you felt inside me. I wouldn't mind feeling that again, when you can again that is."
"I'm sure I can make that happen a bit later," I whispered. "You wanna lay like this or with your back to me?"
"My back?"
"Sure we can snuggle and I can play with your body that way," I answered. I couldn't see her reaction, but in a few moments she'd turned over and we were spooning together, my fingers gently stroking her body. Her hand reached back around between us and gently teased us until I started to harden. I could hear the sounds of the girls in the other bed doing things to each other, soft gentle moans and gasps wafting gently through the darkness toward us. I was surprised at how quickly I started to harden in Mandy's hand. I removed her hand and gently coaxed her to lift one leg and push it back toward me, hooking it over my legs. I reached between her legs and found my hardening cock and gently pressed my head against her lips. She turned her head toward me and we kissed softly and gently as I teased my dick against her wet lips. "You ready?" I whispered.
"Uh huh," she answered back in the darkness.
I would have loved to have enough light to see my cock slowly pushing into her smooth bare pussy. I pressed in slowly, not wanting to rush it for her, but at the same time feeling a surprising urgency to thrust.
"God you feel so big," she whispered as I felt my head pressed against her cervix.
"It'll get bigger too," I answered in a whisper as I started to rock my hips and gently stroke into her. "You really want me to come in you?"
"Uh huh. Will it happen soon?"
"Oh no. Just starting. Just enjoy it," I whispered. I pushed my dick in and out of her as I rocked my hips, driving it only a few inches as I let my free hand stroke up and down her body, teasing and squeezing her nipples before stroking down to her pussy and teasing my fingers across her clit. It didn't seem to matter which I teased, both brought moans and gasps of pleasure from her. I could tell her own climax was slowly inching forward, but I also knew I wasn't as close as I wanted to be if we were going to come together. I pulled from her, getting a groan of displeasure. I moved to my knees, throwing the covers back. I gently lifted one leg and pulled it across me so that I knelt in between her legs. I leaned forward and scooped my arms under her back and rear, pulling her up and to me, so that she was sitting on my thighs while I knelt on the mattress. I lifted her up slightly and aimed my dick for he pussy and let her slide slowly back down my shaft.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I leaned my face toward her chest and sucked one of her puffy nipples into my mouth. I could hear rustling on the other bed and then after a few moments, the curtains slid back from the window, allowing the night inside, along with the glare from the massive lights shining on the snowy slopes.
"Now we can see," Olivia said quietly as she padded naked back to the bed.
Mandy quickly started feeling the intensity of her orgasm as I teased her clit with my thumb and her nipples with my tongue. She planted her feet down under her and lifted herself a couple inches from my lap and then dropped back down again, pulling herself up off my dick part way and then dropping back down onto it. Up and down she lifted, her strokes on my shaft growing more urgent "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck," she moaned as I teased her clit. "You're gonna make me come."
"I know," I answered. "And you me with what you're doing."
"Am I doing it right?"
"You're doing it more than right. You're doing it perfect," I whispered before closing my lips around her nipple again. I teased my tongue around and around her puffy areola as my own orgasm started racing toward climax.
"I can feel you getting fatter in me. Oh god it feels so good."
"Uh huh," I grunted, feeling her tight pussy bouncing on my shaft. I thought to what the woman earlier had said and let my mind wander to imagine her on the slopes, her snow pants pulled off and her down jacket the only thing she had on as I stood and pounded up into her.
"Fuck!" she cried softly as her body trembled, my mind still imagining me driving up into her over and over again as she continued to bounce, though more erratically , on my shaft. Up and down she bounced, moaning loudly as her orgasm raced through her body.
I pushed us over, pushing her back, her legs spread wide on either side of me, practically wrapping around my body as I rolled off my knees to lay mostly on top of her, my dick still deep in her pussy. I started pumping in and out of her, thrusting my cock deep into her with each stroke as my own orgasm pushed ever closer.
"Ohh fuck me. Fuck me!" she gasped as my fat dick plunged over and over into her. Her legs released me and pulled back and apart, letting my cock drive even deeper into her, my engorged head smashing against her cervix. I could see her tits below me, bouncing and wiggling with each impact of our bodies, illuminated by the harsh glare filtering through the windows.
"Uhhh. Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked hard, jamming myself deep into her and pumping a gush of cum into her. Over and over my body jerked, my cock surging and flowing more into her tight little pussy.
"Oh god," she mewed softly in pleasure. "Is that what it feels like?" she asked no one in particular.
I wrapped my arms around her and rolled us over, not wanting to smash her with my weight, leaving her laying on top of me, her tits pressed to my chest and my still twitching cock deep in her pussy. She moved her hands to my face and lowered hers to mine, kissing me wetly. She sucked my lips and teased me with her tongue as I worked to catch my breath. "I want more," she whispered as she broke the kiss.
"You can have more. In the morning," I whispered back as i settled down to sleep.
(More to come)
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Authors Note: This isn't one of my usual long stories. This is a little quickie for those of you who want a hot quick read before bed. I hope you enjoy my little yarn.
*****
It was the end of the year, and this had been a hard one. I sat in front of the tv watching a movie so old that it wasn't even in color. It was the second time in twenty years that I was spending New Year's Eve alone. I had to say, it wasn't what I'd planned or wanted. I sat in my recliner in my empty house, half watching the movie and half watching the fire in the fireplace, wishing that things had worked out differently. I suppose too much time at work and not enough time with her had sealed the deal. The sad thing was that I thought what I was doing was for her, but in the end it was the wrong thing to do. So here I sit, alone, divorced, did I say alone?"
I'd had half a dozen invitations to parties for tonight, some from couples that were friends, wanting me to get out and not sit sulking at home. Some from some of the young ladies at work that had suddenly decided that I needed a sympathy date, or whatever misguided reason they'd invite a man ten years their senior to a party.
Yeah, sitting in the near darkness in my flannel pajamas at ten in the evening on New Year's Eve isn't what I would call an exciting situation, but there it is and there I was. Even the movie that I had on was in black and white, as drab as I was feeling. I muted the commercial and closed my eyes, listening to the warm friendly crackle of the fire I'd built in the fireplace. I'd always loved watching and listening to fires. Camp fires especially. I could sit for hours and watch the coals wiggle and hop deep in the orange glowing pockets between the logs. A jet of trapped gasses hissed and whined briefly in the fireplace, drawing my attention to the fire.
The doorbell startled me from watching the blue base of the flames dancing along, just above the surface of the log. "Who the hell could that be?" I asked with a frown as I put the footrest on my recliner down and walked to the front door. I opened the heavy oak door and stared at the sight before me. Two young women from work, both in extremely short party dresses, each holding a bottle of wine in each hand, were smiling broadly in the light falling snow.
"JIMMY!" Amanda, the thinner of the two in a very tight red dress, cried cheerfully. "God! Let us in before we freeze our cute little asses off out here!" She said as she swept past me from the cold night into my warm living room. She turned and looked at me. "You absolutely positively refusssed. I mean refused, to come to the party with us, so we brought the party to you!" she said emphatically, reaching out with a finger to poke my nose, nearly hitting me with the bottle in her hand at the same time. "OOOPS!" She giggled.
"God Amanda! Are you drunk?" I asked in surprise, as she giggled girlishly.
"Well NO! I'm not drunk. Well, not as drunk as I could be! Am I Jean?"
"You're drunk Amanda!" Jean, her friend replied. "But then that's what happens when you drink half a bottle of wine!"
I've known Jean and Amanda for a handful of years now. Both of them work elsewhere in the company, in different departments than the one I manage, though I interact with them professionally fairly frequently. After my separation, both of them seemed determined to make those interactions more personal. As time has passed, they have both made efforts to press those business interactions toward personal only interactions. Yes, that does mean what you think. They have both suggested at different times that we should go out on...gulp...a date! The last such suggestion came from both of them at once, not only a date, but an invitation to a New Year's Eve party. I of course declined as politely as possible. But they were nothing if not insistent. Between them, they had invited me no less than a dozen times before I finally put my foot down and told them that no amount of inviting would get me to agree. Not only because I was more than ten years older than them, but because I just didn't feel like celebrating. The girls of course insisted that THAT was exactly why I needed to go to the party with them.
"Was it a whole half bottle?" Amanda asked with a giggle.
"At least," Jean answered her friend.
"Oh well. At least I'm warm now," she said with another giggle. "And look at you. Sexy!" She said as she stepped toward me. I stepped back until I was against the wall and she continued stepping toward me until she was pressing herself against me. "Flannel jammies. Bet you're not wearing anything under them either, are you?" She asked, running a finger down my chest, trying to tug on my flannel top with her finger while holding the wine bottle at the same time. She leaned her head toward me trying to look down my PJ top as she pulled it out from my chest.
I reached up and grasped her hand, and the bottle, and pulled it gently from me, unhooking her finger from my top. "There isn't much there to see," I said quietly as she released the bottle into my hand and slipped hers from mine.
"I know. There is a bit lower though," She giggled. "But I've got stuff to see up there. I know you've been dying to see my tits. I bet you've been wishing you could pull my dress off at work. I know you want to see me allllll naked," she whispered, holding her other arm out to hand the bottle in that hand to Jean. She looked over at Jean as she took the bottle and then moved both her hands to the small straps holding the dress up on her body. She grinned at me and pulled the straps off her shoulders, pulling the material down her upper arms, dragging the top of her dress down lower. I stared as she inched the red dress down her top, exposing more and more of her creamy breasts until the dress was ready to expose her areola and nipples. "Want me to keep going? Want me to show you my sexy little tits? Wanna reach out and touch them and play with them?" she asked teasingly, holding the straps so that the dress pulled tight across her breasts.
I reached out with one hand, the one without the bottle, and gently pushed the strap up her arm. "I don't think this is appropriate."
Amanda pouted at me. "You don't wanna see my sexy little titties?" she asked sadly, pulling her left strap down farther until the top of her dress was skewed diagonally across the top of her body, her right breast covered as I pulled that strap up and her left now completely exposed as she pulled that strap down. Her breast was firm and perky, pushing out proudly from her chest easily the size of a coconut half. Her areola was small, barely larger than a half dollar, with a firm nipple almost the diameter of my pinky, pushing out from the center. "Oh look! There one is!" She said, suddenly turning from the sad pouting face to a smiling giggling one. I let go of her right dress strap and shifted my hand to reach for her left one and pull it up as well. She intercepted my hand and pulled it against her bare breasts. "Ohhhhhh. See you did wanna touch it, didn't you?" She asked with another giggle.
"God, you are drunk," I said softly as I eased my hand from under hers and moved it to pull up the strap.
"Not so drunk that I don't know what I'm doing," she said quietly, the giggle disappearing. "And what I'm doing is something I've been wanting to do for months!" She slid her hand down from her still exposed dress top to her hips, grabbing the material of the dress in her fingers and pulled down, sliding the dress down her body even as I tried to pull the strap up her arm. She tugged the stretchy red material down until both breasts were exposed, and then kept on pulling. She moved her hands up, got another grip on the material and pulled down until the top of the dress slid down over her smooth, firm looking stomach and then lower, a pair of tiny pink bikini panties coming into view as her dress slid down over her hips and then down her legs to pool around her feet.
"Amanda!" I said in surprise. "Come on. You shouldn't be..."
"I should be. I've seen you checking me out at work. I've seen your eyes linger on my ass as I walk away, almost as if you're trying to see what I have on under my dress. I've seen your pants bulge out when I come into your office in a dress that just barely shows my panties through it. I've stood in your office and fantasized about doing what I just did."
"Amanda," I whispered as she stepped out of her dress and stood in front of me. Her hands moved up to the flannel PJ top and started to unbutton it.
"You know. In parts of the world it's considered rude to wear more clothing than the woman you're with," she whispered.
"I don't believe I've heard of that," I said, trying to stop her with my one available hand, mostly unsuccessfully.
"It is. Honest," she said as she undid the last button and slid her hands up my bare chest, pushing the material apart and then down off my shoulders.
"Uh huh. In which county?"
"Yugosexia," she said with a giggle, pushing my PJ top down my arms. "There. Now you're not wearing more than I am."
"Honey, you're not wearing anything but stockings and panties," I said quietly, torn between letting her keep going or putting a stop to the whole thing.
"You're right. I am. That means you have on wayyyyy too much," she cooed as she pressed herself against me, her bare tits pressing to my chest and her nipples poking into mine. I felt her hands push my PJ bottoms down, easily working the elastic waistband down over my hips until they slid all the way to my ankles. Her hand slid around between us and grasped my quickly hardening dick. "Ohhhh look. Now I have too many clothes on," she giggled. "Why don't you take my panties off and then we'll be even!"
"You want me to take your underwear off?" I asked as I felt the bottle being gently taken from my hand.
"Well of course. How do you plan on fucking me if you don't take my panties off?" she asked, followed by another giggle. Her hands were between us, stroking my cock as she leaned her face toward mine and pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me with a long wet embrace, sucking and licking my lips in between moments of them pressed together with her tongue trying to tease its way into my mouth. "Mmmmmm. God your cock is getting so big and hard. Do you wanna put it in me? Do you wanna push your fat cock into my hot wet pussy? I want you to. I want you to take me. I want to feel your hard cock driving deep into me. I want to come around your cock and I want to feel you coming deep inside me."
"Amanda," I said quietly. "Really? You just want me to throw you down and fuck you like some common slut?"
She stopped stroking my dick and leaned heavily against me, laying her head on my shoulder, her height in her high heels only a couple inches shorter than mine. I could almost feel her frown. "Is that what you think of me? A slut?"
I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her. "No. I don't actually. You're a good looking intelligent woman. I just don't understand why you'd want to be having sex with an old fart like me. I mean I'm at least ten years older than you are, maybe more."
"A little more maybe. But that doesn't matter," she said as she released me. She stepped back and picked up her dress. "Can I use your bathroom?"
"Yeah. Second door on the right," I answered, pointing down the hall.
She walked away and I pulled my PJ pants up again before looking over at Jean, standing there a little awkwardly. "I think she had a little too much to drink," I said quietly.
"Yeah. She did. But that didn't make her do what she did. That she really has been wanting to do for a long time."
"And I just smashed her dream?"
"Well, you at least poked a hole in her balloon," she said, cracking a little smile. "I have to admit though, you do have a nice looking cock."
I could feel my face warm with embarrassment as I stood against the wall and looked down at my bare feet. I heard her high heels on the hardwood and then saw her feet in front of me. She reached under my chin and gently coaxed me to look up from the floor toward her face. She stepped closer and slowly leaned into me, pressing her body against mine as she softly pressed her lips to mine. I put my hands around her in reflex, feeling her soft round ass through her dress as she pressed herself harder against me. "I'm not drunk and I'm not nearly as pushy as Mandy, but I want the same thing she does," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "I wouldn't at all mind feeling your hands undress me. Feel your fingers caressing my body as you lay down with me and then feel you slowly push your sexy cock into me as you make slow, passionate love to me." She pressed her lips to mine again before I had a chance to answer her. I had to admit that between the two of them, I was getting pretty damn turned on. Instead of objecting the way I felt I should, I let my hands slide down over the curve of her ass and gently squeeze both cheeks. I felt her pelvis push against my hard dick, trapped between us as she moaned softly into my mouth.
I felt her hands slide down my arms and move to my waist, her fingers working into the elastic waistband of my PJ bottoms, slowly pushing them down over my hips. Instead of protesting, I let her push them down, pulling my butt from against the wall to allow the material to drop.
"Pull down my zipper," she whispered, pulling her lips from mine and resting her forehead against mine, our noses almost touching.
"I don't know why either of you want to have sex with me," I whispered as I slid my hands up her back. I found the zipper and slowly pulled it down, the soft click of each tooth seeming loud in my ears as I worked the zipper all the way down to the curve of her butt.
"Does it really matter?" She asked as she stepped back about a foot, coaxing the material off her shoulders until the whole blue dress slid down her body. She stepped out of it and back to me, pressing her bra covered tits against my chest. "You wanna take more off of me?" She whispered as she rested her forehead on mine again.
I didn't answer as I looped my hands behind her back and unfastened the metal hooks of her bra. She let me pull the straps off her shoulders and then gave me room to slip the lacy cups off her large soft breasts. She leaned back into me, pressing her easily D cup breasts against my chest as she slid her hands down my arms again, this time drawing my hands to her hips and the elastic of the bikini panties she had on. I pushed them down over her butt and she wiggled her legs and thighs until they fell down to the floor, leaving her in nothing but her high heels.
"Come with me," she coaxed, stepping back from me, her hands still holding mine. She walked backwards through the doorway into the kitchen and the table sitting in the middle of the room. She let go of one of my hands and pushed the chair at the end of the table away before stepping back to where it had just been. "Ever had sex in the kitchen before?"
"Once or twice," I whispered back.
"Then let's make it three times," she said as she wiggled her butt onto the edge of the table. She leaned back, still holding my hands to draw me towards her as she spread her legs. She let go of my hands and reached down to grasp my cock with both hands, gently petting it with one hand almost like a cat as she gently pulled me towards her by the handle she now had. Her pussy was completely shaved with quite a bit of inner lip protruding from her smooth shaven outer lips. I watched my cock press against her lips and then push between them slightly, my mushroom head spreading her lips apart. "Are you ready?" she asked huskily as she pulled on my dick more, her high heels digging into my butt cheeks to try and coax me into her.
"You sure this is what YOU want?" I asked as I started to press harder, forcing my cock to spread her tunnel entrance. I felt the pressure build on my head and then suddenly ease as I slipped past and into her vaginal tunnel.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned softly as she continued to pull me with her heels, her fingers now reaching out toward my body and my hips. "All the way in baby. Push it all the way in!" I felt my unlubricated shaft start to grab at her lips and pushed back against her heels to pull out slightly before letting myself be pulled back in again. It took almost six of these little half strokes before my cock was buried all the way into her. "That's it sweetie. Fuck me. Fuck my hot pussy," she moaned softly as I started to stroke in and out of her. She spread her legs again, lifting them wide and high, her heels sticking in the air toward the ceiling as my body started to slap into her bare ass.
"You could have waited for me!" I heard Amanda say from behind me moments before I felt her hands around my body, her hands sliding up from my waist to my chest. I could feel her hard bare nipples pressing into my back as my ass slapped against her thighs each time I pulled back in Jean. "I thought you didn't want to have sex with either of us."
"I wasn't actually planning on doing this," I whispered a little defensively.
"That's okay," she said as she let go of me and stepped around to my side. She smiled at me as she pulled a chair out and set one foot on the seat. I watched, pumping my cock in and out of Jean, as she rolled the stocking down her leg and tossed it at my pumping dick after pulling it off her foot. She put the other leg up, facing me more now so that I could see her naked pussy, shaved as smooth as Jean's but looking more like a teenager. She rolled the other stocking down and tossed it at me as well before climbing onto the table. She walked her knees around Jean's head until she was straddling Jean's face. "Since she'd getting your cock, she can warm mine up for me," she said with a giggle.
"Seriously?" I asked a little surprised.
"What? Never seen a woman eat out a pussy?"
"Not in real life, no," I answered honestly.
"Well, now you can," she said as she spread her legs to lower her pussy toward Jean's face. Jean reached up to her hips and pulled Amanda down towards her, her tongue reaching out and licking Amanda's smooth round lips. "Oh god yes," she moaned loudly as Jean pressed her tongue between her lips. I continued to pump my dick in and out of Jean as I watched her lick her friend, my body quickly racing toward climax.
"Jesus. I think I'm gonna come," I groaned, suddenly realizing how close I was and wanting to hold back to not let this end yet.
"Do it!" Amanda said, almost commanding me. "Fill her pussy up with your cum! Pump your big fat dick into her and cum deep in her hot little cunt!"
"Oh shit," I groaned, suddenly unable to hold it back any longer. My hips jerked and I plunged my dick deep into Jean as a massive gush of cum lanced from my engorged head into her depths. I heard her groan into Amanda's pussy as my body bucked again, pumping more into her. It had been a long time since I'd had any sex other than at my own hand, and my body seemed more than willing to fill her with the pent up load I had.
"Ohhhh yeah. That looks so hot," Amanda cooed softly, lifting her pussy off Jean's face. She leaned down over Jean as she rolled forward onto her hands and knees, her face inches from my cock. She pushed on my stomach with one hand to force me out of Jean's pussy and then grabbed my dick with one hand. She leaned farther toward me and engulfed my dripping cock in her mouth, licking and slurping it like a wet ice cream cone. As my dick softened, she continued to lick and suck it until it was clear that my tool was done for the moment. She pulled her face off my dick and then looked down at Jean's pussy, oozing my cum slowly out as she lay on the table, still occasionally twitching and shuddering from her climax.
"Oh fuck!" Jean squealed as Amanda licked up her wet slit, capturing my escaping cum mixed with Jean's. "Oh god Mandy. Really? Now?"



"Fuck yes!" Mandy answered with a giggle. "How often do I get to lick cum out of your pussy?"
I sat down in a chair a bit stunned. "You two aren't, um. I mean. You two don't..."
"Fuck each other?" Amanda asked with yet another giggle, a sound I was quickly getting to like. "Of course we do! We can't always find a hot cock to ride. We gotta do something. Not like you guys. All you gotta do is drop your pants and turn on some porn and you're squirting like a fire hose. Us girls, we gotta work a little harder for it."
"So you're lesbians?" I asked, trying to understand their relationship. A relationship that only minutes ago I had no clue about.
"Of course not. We just like to share sometimes," Amanda said before leaning down to lick Jean's pussy again. After a few more licks up her slit Amanda crawled off the table and stepped to me, straddling my lap facing me, and sat down. "Now. When mister happy here gets back up, we can continue with our little party. When you sent me away I thought you didn't want me. But you didn't have trouble fucking Jean. So, do you want my pussy too? Or just Jean's?"
"I didn't say I didn't want to have sex with you," I whispered.
"You can say fuck. Just say, Amanda, I'd love to fuck your hot cunt!"
"I'm afraid that isn't my style," I answered honestly.
"Then what is your style?"
"This is why I didn't want to go to a party with you girls. I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off of you," I muttered as I coaxed her off my lap. I stood up and then scooped her up in my arms, her hands reaching to loop around my neck as I carried her to the sofa. I plopped heavily under the load and sat her on my lap, her legs sticking on my right side and her body pulled against mine. I leaned my head toward her right breast and gently sucked her nipple into my mouth while my right hand slid up her body to her left breast.
"Ohhhhhhh yessssss," she hissed softly, one of her hands moving to my head to gently stroke my hair. I teased my tongue around and across her nipple while I stroked her left nipple with my fingers. "Oh god, that is such a turn on," she cooed softly.
Jean walked over and sat on the sofa next to us, swiveling around sideways and lifted one leg up and over me to rest on the back of the sofa while the other foot rested on the floor. I pulled my mouth off Amanda's nipple and looked at Jean, sitting with her legs spread wide and her fingers gently stroking her pussy lips with just the tips. "She loves having her pussy stroked too," Jean said softly.
"I do," Amanda answered, spreading her legs enough on my lap to lower one foot to the floor and sliding her right foot between Jean and the back of the sofa. She reached for my hand on her left breast and pushed it gently down to her pussy. I let my fingers start to stroke up and down her wet lips. "Yeah. Like that," she whispered, reaching for my face and pulling it gently toward hers. She kissed me softly, not rushed, not urgent, but sweet and soft, almost lovingly. "Mmmmmm I could get used to this."
"What? Having me play with your pussy?"
"That, and sitting naked on your lap and feeling you kiss me that way," she whispered. "That I could really get used to. Nice long slow wet kisses." I felt her wiggle slightly on my lap as she kissed me again, her hand finally finding my dick and moving it to stick between her legs. She gently teased her fingers around my cock, coaxing it to start to harden and grow. "I think I want this in me," she cooed as she played with my slowly hardening cock.
"Well. It'll be hard soon."
"Uh huh," she agreed as she leaned her lips to mine yet again. I could feel her tongue teasing into my mouth, playing hide and seek with mine while her fingers pressed my dick against her pussy. She shifted her weight and rolled toward me for a moment and then rolled back to sit on my lap, my half hard dick pushing easily into her pussy a couple inches. "Ohhhhh yeahhhhh," she moaned as she found my hand that I'd moved and pulled it back down to her pussy, encouraging me to stroke between her lips and over her clit. "That's it honey. Just like that," she whispered.
"You like that?"
"Oh yeah," she answered, arching her back and pushing her right breast up towards my face again. I opened my mouth and gently sucked and flicked her nipple, feeling her body clench around my hardening dick. As the minutes passed, my cock hardened more, slowly expanding and extending up into her, filling her tight pussy. "God you feel so big inside me," she moaned as she tried to rock her hips on my lap to work me around inside her. "I want to fuck you," she whispered, pulling my head to her chest. "Will you let me?"
"Sure," I answered. She grinned at me and gently pushed off of my lap, only to climb back on again, facing me. She stood on her knees straddling me, both her perky tits now poking nearly in my face. I cupped both breasts and gently kissed each nipple in turn while she reached down and grasped my dick. I felt her lower herself and I felt my hard engorged head spread her lips before sinking deep into her. She spread her knees a little farther and settled down on my shaft, her ass pressing against my thighs.
Slowly she started to lift herself, her knees supporting her until she started back down again, stroking my dick back up into her hot slick pussy. "Just let me do the work now," she cooed softly, riding up and down my shaft. "I want to make you feel so good. I want to make you feel loved and cared for. I want to feel you come inside me and I want your cock to make me come around you. And do you want to know why?"
"Why?" I asked as she continued to slowly bounce on me, my hands reaching up to cup her tits.
"Because you're sweet, and kind, and gentle and loving. I've watched you when the little scouts come around for popcorn and cookies and stuff. You're always so nice and you look so happy talking to them. I know you don't have any kids, yet, but if you wanted to, I bet you'd be a fantastic dad. Even when you're angry, you're not mean or loud or harsh," she said as she continued to stroke up and down my shaft. "I think you'd make a great husband too. I guess that's why I was hurt when you thought I was being a slut. I didn't want you to think of me as a slut. I wanted you to think of me as a desirable sexy woman who just happens to be in love with you."
"I had no idea," I whispered as she continued to slide her pussy up and down my shaft.
"You weren't supposed to. You weren't supposed to know that we both kind of love you. We were hoping that we'd come over and find out which of us you are attracted to. We wanted to let you pick who you liked and then we could work to try to make you happy again. We know how hard it's been. We also know that you deserve to be happy," she said, her words moving close to a moan as she bounced faster. "Oh god. You're gonna make me come. I can feel your cock swelling inside me. I can feel how big and hard and strong you are inside me. God I want to come around you so bad, but I want you to come too. I want to feel you climax deep in my pussy. Come for me baby. Please come for me."
"It'll be soon if you keep this up," I grunted as she bounced harder on me, her ass slapping loudly on my thighs, her tits bouncing in my hands in front of my face. Up and down she went, her soft tunnel caressing my engorged head and the sensitive spot under it. I could feel the urgency building in me, the warmth spreading, the tingle starting to radiate.
"That's it baby. Come in me. Oh god I'm so close. Sooooo fucking close. Please come inside me!" she cried as her pussy clenched and tightened around me. I could feel her legs tremble as she tried to continue stroking up and down my shaft. I reached for her hips and lifted her off my lap as she lost the ability to still ride up and down me. I rolled us on the sofa, laying her on my left side, away from Jean and knelt on the floor with one knee and the sofa with the other. I leaned over her, and started pumping my cock into her, driving deep into her with each thrust, my head jamming hard into her cervix with each stroke. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed loudly as her body started to jerk and quiver.
I could feel my cock swell, ready to unload at any moment. My body knew exactly what to do, and spasmed, jamming my cock deep into her as the first squirt of cum lanced deep inside her. Over and over my body jerked and jammed into her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her.
"Ohhhh god yes," she moaned as she reached up and pulled me down against her, her breasts pressing into my chest. "Ohhhh that felt so good, so sexy. I always knew that you'd be terrific in bed."
"But we're not in bed," I joked. "We're on the sofa."
"I know. Can you imagine how much better you'd be in bed?"
"Doesn't have to be in bed," Jean said from where she was sitting. She rolled over and half piled on top of the two of us, leaning her face to mine and kissing my cheek softly. "I'm willing to have sex anyplace you want sweetie."
"So was it true? What you said in the middle of riding me? That you two are in love with me? Or was that just sex talking? I mean if it was just sex, that's okay. But if it's for real, well, I don't know what to say."
"It's for real," Jean whispered. "But we don't want to push you. You need to see if you have any feelings for either of us. If you don't, that's okay too. We just thought..." Jean said in a whisper.
I turned my face to hers and leaned towards her, gently kissing her on the lips. She returned the kiss with a long, slow wet one of her own. "I think you're both terrific women. If I wasn't so much older than you, I'd probably have tried to ask both of you out by now."
"This isn't something new. We've both kinda had the hots for you for a long time," Jean said quietly."
"Years actually," Amanda whispered. "God it feels like forever."
"We wanted you to know. We'd never steal another woman's man, not ever. But now that you're divorced, well, now we can tell you and show you that we're interested. I mean you might not be, but well, we kinda hope you are. At least am," Jean said softly.
"So don't think about the age thing. Let it go, because we have. It doesn't matter to us. To either of us," Amanda whispered.
"I like you both. A lot. I guess if I didn't I wouldn't have agreed to have sex with you tonight. But how am I supposed to choose one of you over the other? How am I supposed to decide between two incredibly beautiful, sexy, charming, warm, loving women? For that matter, how am I supposed to know what I feel for either of you. I mean this is all kinda sudden for me."
"Well, we could always do it like they do on the bachelor. You date us both and let nature decide," Amanda said with a grin.
"Date you both?"
"Sure. Why not? We don't mind, as long as you don't play favorites. And if you do start playing favorites, well that pretty much answers who you like more," Amanda said with a giggle. "Just like on tv, but you won't be sending a contestant home every week."
"I wouldn't even know how to begin," I answered.
Jean smiled and pushed herself up. She stood and then reached down to help me stand as well. Amanda climbed up from the sofa and the two of them drew me down the hall, Amanda leading the way to my bedroom. "I checked it out when I went to the bathroom. You have a king-size bed. Perfect for spending the night with two hot sexy women," Amanda said softly as she pulled me into my bedroom. "The best way I know to start is to spend the night with us."
"Both of you?"
"Why not? We don't have any other plans and I can't think of a nicer way to start a new year," Jean said quietly.
"Well. Hell, why not? Do you have to let someone know you're not coming home tonight? A roommate or something?"
Jean giggled as she crawled onto my bed, pulling me along behind her. "Hey Amanda. I don't think I'm gonna be home tonight."
"Me neither," Amanda answered Jean. "Okay. That's taken care of. Now who gets to suck his dick first?" Amanda said after a moment with a grin.
"Help yourself. I think I want a little kissing first," Jean said as she pulled me down to my back. "I hope you don't mind being the center of attention for both of us. Cuz if you're gonna date us both, well, you might as well get used to having us both. After all, we share damn near everything except underwear," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine.
It looked to me like the New Year was going to be a lot more complicated than I'd ever expected, and probably a lot more fun. As Amanda engulfed my cock with her hot mouth, I couldn't help but think about how few times my now ex-wife did this to me. She left because I was, in her words, cheating on her using online porn. If she'd have done things like this to me more often, maybe I wouldn't have had the need to look elsewhere and we'd still be together. I briefly wondered how the girls felt about lingerie. Clearly neither had a problem with a little occasional kink in their sex lives. I thought to myself that I wasn't going to need those online sites anymore, as I wrapped my arms around Jean and pulled her over onto me, her soft tits pressing against my chest as her lips pressed against mine. "Nope. Not going to need them at all," I mumbled as we separated to take a few breaths.
"Not going to need what?" Jean asked.
"Online porn sites," I whispered back.
She grinned. "Oh? You have something against watching a fuck flick with us?"
I grinned back. "Not in the least," I answered before she pressed her lips back to mine again. No, I wasn't going to mind that at all.
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As morning dawned, the open curtains allowed the sun to shine in without disruption. It took me several moments to gather my thoughts and the soft warm, young woman in my arms. I was laying in bed with one of my daughter's best friends, naked in my arms, one of her soft round breasts cupped in my hand, and my dick, with its normal morning hard-on pressed between her thighs. My first thought was of course "what the hell have I done?" Only after the first initial panic faded away did I start to remember exactly what was going on. Yes, my wife knew I was sleeping with four eighteen year old girls, and yes, two of them were my daughter and stepdaughter. As I lay there, allowing my mind to come to grips with the view on the other bed, all three girls, completely naked, laying on top of the sheets. I felt my cock twitch as I looked at the closest girl, my own daughter, her completely shaved pussy looking so tempting. My mind didn't have any trouble remembering her request that I take her from behind against the window, pumping into her until we both came, my cum filling her pussy to overflowing.
I felt a little guilty about the whole thing as I lay there thinking about it. But it was her request and with her stepmother not only blessing, but assistance. I was pretty sure she was going to want more sex today, and I was pretty sure she wasn't going to take no for an answer. But then neither was my stepdaughter, Jenny. Between the two I was pretty sure they could keep me busy, but it wasn't just those two. It was also Mandy and Donna. With four young women, I wasn't sure just how I was going to keep up. I have pretty good stamina for my age, and the eroticism of the situation was clearly going to keep my interest. I just wondered if my body could sustain as many times as I suspected was going to be demanded.
I felt a set of soft delicate fingers find the head of my cock between the thighs in front of me, gently stroking around my mushroom head where it stuck out in front of her thighs a slight amount.
"You going to put this in me?" Mandy asked softly, apparently trying not to wake her friends.
"That where you want it?"
"Uh huh," she whispered, pulling the underside of my head to pull me towards her pussy lips.
"Here. Let's move a little," I whispered, pulling back from her and my dick from between her lips. I rolled her onto her face and started to climb on top of her, looking down at her. She placed a hand on my chest to stop me and then rolled over under me until she was laying on her stomach. She spread her legs and waited. Her pussy was completely exposed as I crawled into place behind her, my hard dick aiming down at her pussy. I pressed my head to her lips, feeling her heat and wetness as my mushroom head pushed her lips apart.
"Oh yeah," she whispered softly as I pressed my dick towards her and gently forced it into her. I could feel my shaft slide in several inches before my dry shaft grabbed at her lips. I pulled back a bit, letting some of her juices lubricate her lips again, and then pushed forward again. I did this half a dozen times before I was pressing against her firm young ass cheeks. "Oh god yes. Fuck me Mister Williams. Please fuck me and make me come around you."
"I think I can handle that," I whispered back, starting to stroke in and out of her pussy. Her young body clasped snugly around my fat shaft as I plunged slowly in and out of her. It seemed like her body was more accepting of the intruder this morning, her vaginal tunnel taking me more easily than the previous night. In and out I stroked, slowly teasing her with each stroke, her moans and sighs growing louder with each passing minute. I wasn't worried about coming too soon. My morning woody was generally pretty long lasting, a fact my wife had come to enjoy almost every morning I was home.
"Oh god, that's perfect Mister Williams. Just like that. God you're gonna make me cream so hard any second."
"Just let it happen," I answered in a whisper, not wanting her to rush and not get the whole ride.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh god damn...here it comes!" she squealed loudly as her legs started to tremble. She pushed herself back at me with her hands on the headboard of the bed, trying to force my cock deeper into her depths as her pussy clasped and clenched around my dick. "More. God more please," she moaned.
I continued pumping in and out of her, driving my cock deep into her as her body trembled and shuddered. Her climax went on for at least a full minute before she reached behind her and pushed my body away from hers. I pulled out of her pussy and rolled off her onto my back.
It only took a few moments for her to crawl over me and worm herself back onto my cock, laying on top of me, her bare tits pressed to my chest. She leaned her head down and kissed me, long and slow, breaking the wet embrace only when we couldn't really breathe any more. "I just wanted to say thank you," she whispered.
"That was a nice thank you," I whispered back as she wiggled on my dick.
"I think someone else wants this now though," she said as she slipped her pussy off my dick and then rolled onto the bed next to me. Olivia crawled up my body from the foot of the bed, pausing with her soft round tits hanging down below her as she teased her rock hard nipples back and forth across my rock hard and well lubricated cock.
"My turn," she whispered as she began crawling up again. "Mom says that she loves doing you this way first thing in the morning."
"She told you that?" I asked, a bit surprised that my wife would have discussed our sex life to such detail.
"Oh yeah," she said. "You love watching her tits when she bounces on you," she said with a grin as she pushed herself up over me. She lifted herself on her knees and lifted my cock with her fingers until I was pointing straight up at her pussy. She guided me to her wet slit and then slowly pushed herself down on me. She closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure as she forced herself down my shaft. "Oh god you feel so big."
"God I can't believe how tight you feel around me," I grunted, worried that I'd hurt her if she took all of me inside her, and then realized how silly the thought was since I'd already been fully inside her the night before. I felt her bare ass press down on my thighs before she lifted herself up my shaft again. The first few trips up and down my shaft were almost excruciatingly slow, accompanied by groans and gasps as her body expanded to accept my engorged shaft and head. Her strokes up and down my dick picked up speed and soon she was bouncing rhythmically on me, her bare ass slapping loudly on my thighs.
"Oh fuck daddy," she moaned as I reached up for her flying tits and corralled them, giving each a gentle squeeze. "God mom is so fucking lucky."
"You think?" I grunted in response.
"Oh yeah," she moaned loudly. "Ohhhhhh fuck, fuck, fuck," she grunted as she slammed herself down harder on me, smashing my head into the end of her depths.
"Shit sweetie. You better come soon. I don't know how much longer I can hold off," I grunted breathlessly as my orgasm threatened to push over me any second. I could feel the urgency growing in my body as the warmth and tingle spread rapidly, my hips trying to push up at her with each stroke.
"Oh fuck Daddy. I've been coming for like an hour already!" she squealed.
"Oh shit," I grunted in response, the thought of her climaxing around my dick sending that last little bit of self-control off to never-never land. My body bucked hard, trying to push up towards her as my hands slid from her tits to her thighs, pulling her down towards me. I felt the gush of cum lance up into her, drawing another cry of pleasure as she jammed herself down on me and sat there, shuddering and shaking.
"Ohhhhhhh my god," she finally moaned, lowering herself down to lay on me, her tits pressed to my chest and her head on my shoulder, her face looking at mine. She gave me a soft kiss on the cheek between breaths. "Jesus. No wonder mom likes fucking you so much."
I wrapped my arms around her and held her close as I chuckled at her comment. We lay there for long seconds, my dick twitching and oozing cum into her before it finally slipped from her gaping and sopping wet pussy. "I'm really gonna need a shower before breakfast," I finally said softly to her.
"I think we all do. You don't mind washing a bunch of horny little girls, do you?" my daughter whispered with a girlish giggle.
"Do I have a choice?"
"Like you're really gonna say no?" she asked, pushing herself up on me to look down at my face. "That's not very guy like."
"No. I'm not going to say no," I agreed, rolling my eyes.
"Good. Let's go!" she said, pushing herself up off of me. "God Daddy," she said with a giggle, looking down between her legs at my cum leaking from her pussy. "Kinda a lot, isn't it?"
"You want a man-sized dick, you gotta expect a man-sized load to go with it," I answered with a shrug.
One at a time, the girls cycled through the shower with me. I washed them and helped them shampoo their hair. I was glad there wasn't a limit on how much hot water a room could use, as it took the better part of an hour before all four were washed and I was free to get out. I dried off and wiggled past the door to get out of the bathroom, the air downright chilly after the sauna type air in the shower. The girls were either in towels or just completely naked, seeming unbothered by my presence as they put makeup on or jockeyed for space in front of the mirror to dry their hair. I made my way to my suitcase and pulled it out, laying it on the bed. I frowned as I dug in my bag for underwear, sure I'd packed several sets of boxer briefs.
"Looking for something Daddy?" Jenny asked as she walked over and pressed her still naked tits against my arm.
"Um. Yeah. My underwear," I said with a frown.
"Oh. You won't find any. Mom took 'em back out when you weren't looking. She figured that going without would be a lot more fun. Less stuff to take off when we wanted to play."
"No underwear? Hey wait. Where's my heavy long johns?"
"Those too. But she did put in these for you," she said, digging down to the bottom of my suitcase and pulling out a plastic wrapped package. "Silk long johns."
"Silk long johns? I don't own silk long underwear."
"You do now. Thanks to mom," Jenny giggled. "But for right now, you won't need any."
"I can't go around without underwear on," I hissed quietly at her.
"Oh. You'll have to. We are too. None at all. No panties, no bras. Just bare bodies under our dresses. That way you can touch and play all you want. Of course, without any underwear on, we can touch and play with you too."
"Sweetie. That would be so totally inappropriate."
"More inappropriate than fucking your daughters?" she asked with a grin. "Trust me Daddy. We'll make it worth your while."
"Worth my while?"
"Definitely worth your while," she giggled, reaching down and wrapping her hand around my suddenly half hard dick. "Seems like you like the idea of us running around naked under our dresses."
"I didn't say that."
"You don't have to. Your cock says it for me. Just think, you could just pull it out of your pants in the elevator or stairwell and just push it into any one of these sexy pussies you want," she whispered. "But I kinda hope you'll do it to me. I think it's kinda hot to think about getting fucked in a stairwell."
"You really wanna get screwed in a stairwell?"
"Anyplace you feel like doing it," she whispered. "Absolutely anyplace! If I thought we could get away with it, I'd go to breakfast in nothing but a pair of high heels."
"I think you'd get thrown out."
"Yeah. But you like the idea," she said as she slowly stroked my again hard dick. "I think you like the idea a lot. I'll have to see what I can come up with."
"Just leaving your clothes on would be just fine," I answered back as I reached down and pulled her hand gently from my dick. She leaned up and kissed my cheek and then turned and walked away, her bare ass wiggling intentionally with each step.
I shook my head and dug into my suitcase and pulled out a button down flannel shirt and a pair of pants. It felt a little odd wearing pants with no underwear, but I figured I'd get used to it. It wasn't like I really had much of a choice anyway.
The girls all finished getting dressed, Jenny walking around in nothing but a pair of high heels until the very last moment. Only then did she pull on a stretchy pullover dress that glued itself to her body, covering her from the middle of her sexy tits down her body to the bottom of her round cheeks, and not an inch more. "You like?" she asked, her hard nipples poking the stretchy material out prominently.
"Oh. It's one hell of a sight, but if I say you can't go out like that, I suppose you're going to tell me I don't have a choice?"
"You don't." She grinned, reaching for the top band around her tits and pulling it down to expose her tits. "Unless you want me to go naked."
"In that dress, you practically are," I said with a frown before stepping past her toward the door. I opened the door and let each of them out into the hallway before stepping out myself, almost stepping into a young woman walking past our door. "Oh sorry," I said quickly as I stepped back to let her pass. She was maybe thirty-five at most, wearing a short dress with a pleated skirt that "flounced" up slightly with each step.
"No problem," she answered, with a grin. She stopped at the next door and paused, looking first at the girls and then at me. "No problem at all!" she grinned before sticking the room card into the lock.
"What do you suppose that was about?" I asked no one in particular after she disappeared into her room and I'd turned to follow the girls to the elevator.
"Daddy! You think she can't tell how much fucking has been going on on the other side of the wall?" Jenny asked with the shake of her head. "Men."
I looked back at her door and suddenly felt my face blush with embarrassment at the thought.
The waitress sat us in a semicircular booth, Donna and Olivia sitting on either side of me. We'd barely ordered our food when Donna had found my zipper and had the front of my pants completely open, her hand wrapped around my half hard dick, pulling it out of my pants.
"Mister Williams!" Donna hissed softly after she had me out and was stroking me.
"What?"
"You're supposed to be returning the favor?"
"Oh. Yeah," I answered, shaking my head at the situation. I moved a hand down to her lap and found her dress already pulled up almost to her waist, exposing her pussy to my fingers as she spread her legs. I gently stroked her soft lips, teasing my fingers periodically between her lips. By the time our food had come, her pussy was dripping wet and I was thinking more about fucking her than I was eating. I managed to eat left-handed, not pulling my fingers from between her legs while she continued to play with my dick. A few times I wondered if anyone could see under the table at what we were doing, but decided that it was probably not visible with us in the corner the way we were. With breakfast done I paid the tab, again, and we headed back towards the room. The girls wanted to walk up the stairs, and before we were to the second floor, all four were naked except for their high heels.
If you've ever argued with a woman, you know you can't win. Multiply that by four and you might begin to understand the quandary I was in as these four completely naked young ladies decided that I too needed to be naked. There's only so much physical discourse a man will do when confronted with a combative woman, and it's a whole hell of a lot less when that woman is your own daughter. Needless to say, it wasn't long before I too was as naked as they were. Of course, being naked was only their first step. Donna had distinct designs on the hard-on she'd been nursing in my lap all through breakfast. I was no sooner naked and Donna was bent over in front of me. She stood on the stair in front of me and wiggled her ass side to side provocatively while my two wonderful daughters pushed me behind her. "You know, we'll all get thrown out if we get caught," I said quietly as Jenny stroked my engorged head up and down Donna's wet pussy lips.
"Sounds like a good reason to hurry up," Donna said with a smile, looking back at me. "Not that I don't want you to hurry up and put it in me or anything."
"Like this?" I asked as I threw caution to the wind and pressed my head between her lips and let it slide slowly into her.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I pushed slowly into her. I felt my dick grab her lips a little and pulled back before pushing in again. In and out I moved in short little strokes, working more and more of me into her until there was none left to take. "Ohhhh god yes," she moaned as I started stroking in and out of her. I pushed slowly in and out, taking my time as I let my mushroom head caress deep into her, teasing her orgasm slowly along its path toward climax. I'd already been teasing her clit for almost an hour and the efforts were paying off.
I stroked into her faster as her hips pushed back at me, her climax building as I pounded into her. I could see the sides of her tits swinging below her, her breasts the largest of the girls. In and out I plunged, slapping my thighs into her bare ass as she bent over on the stairs, pushing her climax closer and closer until suddenly she was there. I felt her pussy clench around me and then with a suddenness I hadn't expected, I felt her pussy pumping gushes of her juices out at me. It was like a small waterfall running off my balls as we stood there, her body jerking and trembling in orgasm as her pussy squirted her cum out around my dick.
"Oh god. Mister Williams. I'm so sorry," she said with embarrassment as I stood there behind her still trembling body.
"For what? Having a good climax?"
"No. For peeing all over you," she said as she pulled off of me and turned around to face me.
"It wasn't. I take you haven't ever come hard enough to squirt before?"
"Squirt?"
"Yes. Female ejaculation. It's not something all women do and it's certainly not something that happens all the time. Usually just when a woman is stimulated to an extreme level, kind of like you were. It's nothing to be embarrassed about. It just happens."
"So I didn't pee on you?" she asked quietly.
"No. You didn't pee on me," I said as I stepped up and turned her. I wrapped my arm around her body and coaxed her up the stairs. "I think we better go find someplace else to do this or put some clothes back on. Sooner or later we're gonna get caught."
"But you're still hard. You haven't come yet," Donna said.
"I appreciate your concern, but I have a feeling that getting caught is part of Jenny's master plan, and I for one, don't want to be."
"Well, you're not getting your clothes back, so I guess you'll just have to stay naked all the way to the room," Jenny said with a grin. "Unless you wanna stop on the next level and fuck me too!"
"I think getting back to the room would be in my best interest," I said with a frown.
Jenny shrugged and headed up the stairs in front of me, wiggling her ass at me with each step. Up we went until we got to our floor, Jenny pulling the door open and strutting out into the hallway as if walking naked down the hotel hall was perfectly natural. I steeled myself and was thankful that no one seemed to be out and around. We made it all the way back to our room without being seen. Notice that I don't say INTO our room. Because while Jenny was fiddling with my pants to find the room key, our next door neighbor, the thirty something looking woman we'd seen on the way out to breakfast, opened the door and stepped out wearing all her outdoor gear for going skiing.



"Well now. Isn't this a pleasant surprise," she said sweetly as I stood there with a hard-on suddenly feeling VERY embarrassed.
"Um Hi," I muttered while the girls each said their hellos.
"I'm Tabitha. I'm your neighbor."
"Um. Yeah. Sorry about this."
"Oh don't be sorry. I'm not. I mean you could be a little quieter at night. Being here all alone means I had to take care of myself a few times last night. But now that I see what you girls were working with, I can see why it was as noisy as it was."
"I'm awfully sorry," I started to apologize as she stepped toward me.
"Don't be sorry. Just come over later and finish what you started," she said with a grin as she stepped past Mandy and reached for my hard-on. "Oh yeah. DEFINITLY come by later. I'll knock on the wall when I'm ready," she finished, giving my cock a few strokes. "Mmmmmmm. Already lubricated too. You girls are keeping him very busy, aren't you?"
"A little," Jenny agreed, still not opening the door. "Maybe after we go out for a while we'll meet up. You could come over for some hot chocolate, or something equally hot."
"That sounds like an invitation that'd be hard to refuse!" she answered, turning to look back at me. "Definitely too hard to refuse. Just let me know and I'm sure I can make some time," she said as she gave my dick a few final strokes. "I better go before I get so hot I have to start undressing. And once I start, I doubt I'd stop."
"Yeah. Okay. Have fun," I said awkwardly as she let go of my dick.
"I'm sure I will," she said, looking back at me for a moment before heading for the elevator.
"Jenny! Would you PLEASE open the door now!" I hissed angrily.
"Yes Daddy!" she said loud enough to make the woman turn around and look one more time.
"Good lord," I groaned as I walked into the room.
"So? Skiing?" Jenny asked questioningly.
"Skiing. Definitely Skiing!" Mandy agreed.
"We have skis and boots reserved whenever we're ready for 'em," Olivia said.
"Fine. Let's dress and go try to ski," I said with a bit of trepidation. I'd never been skiing and I had little hope that I'd be a particularly successful.
We'd all brought heavy winter clothes, the girls having talked their mom into splurging for nylon and down snowsuits. I'd brought a bunch of my hunting gear that should more than keep me warm, especially with the heavy long johns I packed. Oh wait. That's right. Thanks to my wife and daughters I don't have my long underwear, only these slinky silky thin things. I shook my head as I stepped into them, having to admit that they did feel kind of sexy against my hard-on. I waited as long as I could to step into my heavy outer clothes, not wanting to be overly hot while the girls dressed.
Within fifteen minutes we were all dressed and headed down to the lobby. The girls had dared each other to wear only t-shirts under their snowsuits and were carrying their coats, the bib coveralls covering most of their bodies. I couldn't help but notice their unrestrained breasts bouncing with each step as we headed to the elevator, keeping my hard-on hard.
Half an hour later we had all been fitted for boots and skis and were standing in the snow in front of the lodge. Since none of us had been skiing before, the lady that set us up with skis was giving us some basic instruction. I wasn't the most graceful student and the girls were more than ready to go hit the slopes for the first time before I was. Part of my problem seemed to be a ski binding that just didn't want to stay latched. They agreed to go head to the beginner slope first, and that I'd catch up as soon as I could after the instructor helped me get a new pair of skis.
"Some group you're responsible for," she said with a smile as we walked into the ski storage shed.
"Yeah. They're a handful."
"Doing it all alone?" she asked as she set my skis on the repair bench and then looked for another pair the same size for me. "Here. Let's try these."
"Yeah. Two of them are my daughters though."
"Really? I could see one of them, but the other three didn't quite look like that."
"One is a stepdaughter," I said by way of explanation. "The other two are just good friends." I added as I stepped onto the ski and snapped my foot down onto the binding. I twisted my foot like I had on the other ski and this one snapped loose as well.
"Well. Maybe it's the boot?" she said questioningly. "Sit down and let's have a look."
"Damn. It's hot in here," I said as I unzipped my coat and sat down. She lifted my boot and then asked me to take it off, which I did, followed by my coat as sweat started to roll down my face.
She peeled her own coat off and pushed the suspenders off her shoulders to push the bib snow pants down to her waist. "Yeah. The thermostat broke the other day and it's hotter than Hades in here! Can I take this off?"
"Sure," I answered as she undid the buckles on the boot and then pulled it off my foot.
"Well. This looks alright. I don't know why it doesn't want to stay in," she said as she got up and walked to the repair bench, her snow pants sliding down off her butt and down her legs. She stood at the bench and snapped the boot in and twisted it, having it unsnap again. "Let's just get you a new boot," she said as she shuffled to the boot rack and picked a new pair from the shelf. She shuffled back, her pants around her ankles holding out a new pair of boots for me.
I bent over and pulled the other boot off and then stood up to step into the new boots. She knelt in front of me and helped buckle them down. "Let's try a ski now," she said, looking up and smiling at me. "So. The girls. You chaperoning them yourself? No wife or anything here to help?"
"No. Just me."
"Really? I bet that's a challenge. How do you keep them under control?"
"Well. So far that hasn't been a huge problem, except for last night."
"Last night?"
"Yeah. They wanted to go to the adult Jacuzzi."
"Oh? And did you let them?"
"Not alone," I answered.
"Oh really? So you went with them?"
"Wasn't going to let them go alone," I said with a slight frown. "Legal adults or not."
"So did you...you know... partake of the partial clothing thing?"
"If you're asking if I dropped my suit, the answer is an embarrassing yes. The girls didn't really give me much choice actually."
"I see. Too bad I wasn't there. Sounds like the girls wanted to get you exposed."
"You go in there?" I asked, trying to deflect and not really respond to the second part of her thought.
"From time to time. Didn't when I first started, but after the first time I kinda find it fun."
"It was more embarrassing than anything else."
"Yeah? Why was that?"
"Not really used to having my dick hanging out in public," I answered.
"Especially in front of your own daughters? Who were naked as well I take it? Or at least nearly so? Oh yeah. I know how it works. As long as it's on you someplace they don't consider you naked. Me, I like to tie a little thong around my ankle. Then it feels like I am completely naked."
"Well, yeah, I was exposed considerably more than was comfortable," I agreed.
"So... You have to hang out with them to keep them out of trouble?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
"Kinda hard if you're in a separate room from them, isn't it?"
"Yeah, it would be."
"So you had to go with them to the sauna to keep them out of trouble there too, huh?"
"Something like that," I answered, suddenly feeling a bit awkward.
"You know, some girls like to go in there to show off their tits and, well, more. Some girls go to check out the guys. I go because I love how it feels to be naked. I get appreciative looks from the guys, which always turns me on. Why do you think your daughters wanted to go?"
"Oh Jenny maybe to be naked. The other girls, I'm not so sure."
"Maybe they had other reasons. Like maybe getting dad naked to check him out?"
"And girls do that kind of thing?"
"Some do. Even some daughters do."
"Before last night, I wouldn't have thought they would. But now? Yeah, that was probably part of their motivation."
"Well, if they think that their dad is hot looking enough to get naked in public with him, well, maybe I should be thinking about getting a look myself," she said with a little giggle.
"I thought girls didn't find looking at guys dicks all that exciting."
"Depends on the guy's dick," she said with a grin. "Given how you look in what I can see, I'm betting the parts I can't see are worth the look. Might be interesting to see what your daughters were so interested in uncovering."
"Are you propositioning me?" I asked in surprise.
"Well, that's one way to put it. I wouldn't. But if you wanted to take a quick walk around the back of the boot racks, you might get to see me taking my sweater off."
"Ah. And you're not wearing anything under the sweater?"
"I am, but you know, sometimes it pulls up with the sweater and I have to take the shirt off too and get it straightened out," she said as she bent to pull her snow pants up. "And then you never know what will accidently show," she said as she started walking toward the rack, looking back at me. "Come on. Don't be shy. It's not like you haven't flashed a little last night, right?" she stopped at the end of the counter and looked back again questioningly.
I shrugged and got up and followed her down the rack of boots and around the corner in the back of the gear room, blocking us from view if anyone came in the shack. She turned to face me and pulled her sweater up and off, pulling her stretchy athletic type shirt up with it, baring her stomach. She looked at me as she stuffed the sweater into the rack of boots and then pulled the shirt up and off, exposing a pair of perfectly formed creamy breasts. She couldn't be more than late twenties at most, and her tits stood out without support almost like two coconut halves stuck on her chest. As soon as she'd stuffed the shirt with her sweater, she reached for her waist and pushed the tight spandex pants she had on down to her knees. She stood straight and let me look for long seconds before reaching for the buckles on the suspenders of my hunting pants. She let them slide down and then gasped in surprise as my hard-on showed through the thin silk underwear. "Sexy!" she said with a grin a she hooked her fingers in the waistband of the long johns and pushed them down to my knees.
Her body was incredibly sexy. Every bit as hot as my own daughters, only a few years older. Her completely shaved pussy looked every bit as inviting as any of the four girls, with full round outer lips and almost no inner lip showing. Her breasts, easily a C cup, stood proudly on her chest with almost no sag at all. Her nipples were hard and protruding from somewhat oblong dark pink areola. I was still surveying her sexy body as she reached for my hard dick now sticking out toward her, suddenly feeling as big as a tree trunk. She stroked it slowly with one hand as she shuffled herself the short foot or so toward me, reaching her free hand for my neck and circling it around behind to draw us together. I felt her tits press to my chest through the thin silk as she pressed her wet lips to mine, eagerly kissing me while she played with my dick.
My hands found her tits almost on their own, squeezing between our chests to cup both firm mounds and gently squeeze them. Her tongue teased into my mouth, flicking mine and playing hide and seek for long seconds as our mutual lust grew. "You know," she whispered, breaking the kiss, "you never told me how you keep track of the girls if you're in another room."
"I didn't say I was in another room," I answered a little breathlessly.
"Then I'm gonna assume that you're in the same room as a bunch of horny young girls wishing for a piece of cock, given of course that they went to the trouble to get you naked at the Jacuzzi. I'm betting they run around the room naked too, just to tease you and get you hard."
"You could assume that."
"Well, then I'm also going to assume that you've gotta be one horny ass dude by now, unless of course you're letting them do things with this sexy cock?"
"I didn't say that," I protested weakly.
"I'm betting that you do. In fact, I'm betting that you let them put this hot cock deep inside their hot young pussies. I'm right, aren't I? You're letting them fuck you?" I opened my mouth to protest, but nothing came out. "Yeah. That's what I thought when you said they'd gone to all the trouble to get you naked at the Jacuzzi. So, how about you put this seriously hard and seriously fat cock into my hot wet pussy before we head out onto the slopes."
"You coming on the slopes with me?"
"Depends on how well you do with your tools as to how much I help you with mine," she giggled softly.
I had to admit, she was sexy and at that moment I was horny as hell. A week ago I'd have never considered what I was about to do, but now, with my wife's tacit permission and having already been fucking my own daughter, I wasn't really all that interested in resisting the temptation. I gently held her shoulders and turned her to face away from me. She bent over willingly and pushed her ass out towards me, holding onto the shelves on either side of us for balance. I rubbed my now excited dick head up and down her wet slit before firmly pushing my hips toward her, forcing my cock to spread her lips and slip into her. My cock slid only the first two or so inches without any trouble before my dry shaft grabbed at her pussy. I was never one to force an issue, and began to pump my dick in and out of her in short little strokes, slowly lubricating my dick and her lips until I was finally sliding fully in and out of her, her tight little pussy caressing my engorged cock.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes. I can see why they want to be fucked by you. God you feel so fucking big inside me. I think maybe the biggest I've ever really let inside me."
"You've had a lot in you?" I grunted.
"Not a lot... but enough to know... a good one when... I see it," she responded in little grunts as I pumped in and out of her.
"You know. You got me a bit excited. I'm not sure how long I can do this without coming," I grunted as I felt the warm tingle spreading through my body.
"Just a little more. I'm already so close," she panted. "Just keep fucking me."
"Uh huh," I grunted as my thighs slapped rhythmically against her bare ass. "Oh shit. Ohhhhh fuck. I don't think I can hold back much more!" She unceremoniously pulled off my dick and spun quickly around, dropping to her knees in front of me. She wrapped both hands around my dick and aimed it at her now open mouth, pumping my shaft almost frantically. "Oh fuck," I grunted as my body bucked and pumped a stream of cum out into her mouth. Time and again my cock squirted powerful streams of cum into her mouth until the shots had reduced to an oozing drool, which she took care of by closing her mouth around my dick and sucking me gently.
"Well. I suppose I should have expected that," she said with a little disappointment as she stood up.
"Sorry about that," I said quietly as she released my dick. She bent over to start pulling her pants up and I reached out and stopped her. "Don't do that."
"Why not? You're done, right?"
"My dick is for a little bit. Doesn't mean that I'm done," I said with a chuckle. I stepped towards her and cupped her ass with my hands. It was easy to lift her thin frame and turn and carry her from where we were standing to the repair bench. I shuffled us to there and set her ass on the bench, pushing her back and lifting her legs a the same time. I pushed her legs, trapped together by her pants around her knees, up into the air until her pussy was exposed to me. I grinned as I looked down at her sexy bare pussy and leaned my face down to it. I could smell her aroma, as I reached out my tongue and gave her pussy a long slow lick. Her juices tasted almost sweet as I went in for another lick and pushed between her lips.
"Oh fuck," she moaned as I let go of her legs and used my fingers to spread her lips, exposing her clit to my seeking tongue. Her whole body jerked as I flicked the tip of my tongue over her hard nub, a low moan of pleasure slipping out of her mouth. I pressed two fingers into her pussy to take the place of my dick and reached my left hand around her right thigh and between her legs so I could hold her pussy apart. I pushed my fingers in and out of her pussy as I licked and teased her clit, flicking it with my tongue as I pumped my fingers into her. "Oh god. Ohhhh fuck. You're gonna make me come. Oh god. OH FUCK, FUCK! SHIT!" she cried loudly as her body started to shake and jerk. I could feel her pussy clenching around my fingers as her climax started to wash over her, low moans and grunts slipping from her as she lay on the counter in front of me.
"Oh shit!" I heard a female voice say from the doorway, causing me to jerk my head and look over. A woman stood in the doorway, the door held open with one hand and a pair of skis in the other. She leaned over and set the skis against the shack wall without taking her eyes off of the two of us. She gave me a little grin and backed out of the shack and closed the door behind her. I wasn't even sure if the young ski instructor noticed the intrusion.
"Come on," I said, pulling my fingers from her pussy. "I think we better get put back together."
"Yeah," she agreed breathlessly before sliding off the bench to the ground in front of me. She pulled up her pants while I did mine, and then stepped past me to retrieve her shirt. "You know. I was going to be disappointed, but I have to say, you recovered remarkably. If you show this kind of flexibility on the slopes, you'll be a great skier."
"I'm not at all sure that translates," I said as I walked to where our coats were laying on one of the benches.
"Maybe. Anyway, I don't have anyone else scheduled until after lunch. Why don't we take a little spin on the slopes?"
"You're going to go skiing with me?"
"No. I'm going to take you skiing with me!" she said with a grin. We dressed in the rest of our clothes and headed out to the slopes. We made two runs down the beginner slope. Jacklyn, as I finally learned she liked to be called, gave me plenty of pointers on how to stay on my feet, and even then I ended up on my ass more times that I could remember. The girls actually caught up with us on our third trip down, bringing Tabitha along with them.
"So is he ready for something more challenging?" Olivia asked Jacklyn. "Or is he relegated to just the bunny slope?"
"Oh, I think he could handle something a little more challenging," she said. "Though he does seem to have a hard time staying on his feet."
"I saw him laying down a few minutes ago. That seems to be a pretty natural position for him," Jenny joked.
"Somehow I can just picture him in that position, though in a much more inviting way," Jacklyn responded.
"Alright, alright," I protested. "Everyone falls down sooner or later."
"Yeah Dad, but not everyone spends half their time on their back. Not unless you're trying to encourage someone to ride you," Olivia said with a giggle. "I'm sure Jacklyn wouldn't mind trying that method either."
"That method either?" I asked.
"Oh come on Dad. We know it was you that got caught."
"Got caught what?" Jacklyn asked with a quizzical look on her face.
"Word has it that some half dressed stud was busy licking the pussy of a sexy even less dressed young woman in the ski repair shack," Tabitha said with a smile.
"Word has it?"
"Oh, you know how us women are. We just talk, talk, talk all the time! Especially if it's something as juicy as this," Tabitha laughed. "Seems your daughters aren't the only ones getting to check out your wares."
"Oh lord," I groaned quietly, feeling my face start to warm in embarrassment.



"Why don't we go run the Ant Colony!" Jacklyn suggested. "Then we can take a break for lunch."
"The Ant Colony?" Jenny queried.
"Yeah. It's a set of short slopes with gentle slope trails leading from slope to slope. It's called the Ant Colony because from the air it kinda looks like a maze of ant tracks."
"Sounds interesting," Tabitha said.
"Good. Follow me!" Jacklyn said, turning and heading off towards a trail that led to a more remote section of the complex. It took about fifteen minutes before we were all up at top of the Ant Colony. Jacklyn led the way down, taking her time so none of us got separated, or in my case, ended up on our butts too many times. The Ant Colony was interesting in that it had narrow trails that had just enough slope to keep you going without having to work hard, which all dumped onto short steep slopes that all ended in a buffer that led to one or more trails. Sometimes the trails forked and split so that you weren't sure exactly which of the slopes you'd end up on.
"You know. I bet if someone wanted to do something private out here, there'd be plenty of chances," Tabitha called to the girls from behind me.
"That there is!" Jacklyn called back.
"You know from experience?" Tabitha called to her.
"Yep. In fact, one of the best places is coming up."
"You gonna stop there?" Tabitha asked.
"I was thinking about it," Jacklyn called back with a laugh. "You think he could handle it if we did?"
"Not likely. Not six of us," Jenny interjected.
"Six?" Tabitha asked. "You girls too?"
"You think not? After what you saw in the hallway?" Jenny asked Tabitha.
"In the hall?" Jacklyn asked as she veered off onto a smaller, clearly lesser used trail.
"I came out of my room and all five of them were butt naked and he had one hell of a hard-on," Tabitha called back as we all skied to a stop because the slope suddenly started upward.
"Oh really?" Jacklyn asked with a smile. "Maybe there was more showing off to each other than just the Jacuzzi then?"
"And fucking," Donna added. "After all the teasing we'd done in the restaurant, I really didn't want to wait until we got back to the room."
"Oh? Well. I didn't want to jump to conclusions," Tabitha answered as we all started to step out of our skies like Jacklyn had.
"No problem. We're all getting our turns," Donna said quickly.
"Well. I have to give you credit, you sure managed to plan yourself one hell of a getaway!" Jacklyn said to me as she stepped back to me.
"I didn't. Seems my daughters and my wife planned this. Not me," I said a little defensively.
"Your wife? Now that IS interesting!" Tabitha said.
"In fact. All I was supposed to do was fly them up. The rest these two planned with the blessing of my wife," I said, nodding to my daughters. "Seems that I've not even been cognizant of what goes on in my own house."
"What he means is that he'd been oblivious to the fact that our friends and us run around the house naked when he's not home," Jenny said. "But that's okay, because so far, I've got no complaints."
"I don't imagine you would with a dick like that to play with," Jacklyn said with a giggle. "Come on," she said, picking up her skis and trudging through the almost knee deep snow up the path. It looked like it'd been walked on, but not recently. As she led us up the hill I realized she was taking us toward a small shelter hidden between some snow drifts. I wouldn't call it a cabin, but more of a lean-to facing down hill with snow drifted around it. "We use this to get away from the wind when it gets nasty," she said as she led us to the lean-to and stood her skis against the wall. Along the long wall of the lean-to was a bench seat made of some kind of smooth looking wood. "So I was thinking. This might be a nice place to play a little, given how chilly it is. Out of the wind with the sun shining on us. It shouldn't be too bad."
"Too bad for what?" I asked.
"Well, I was thinking, you'd just sit there and let us take turns," she said with a grin. "Personally, I wasn't ready to be done when you were. This way, we can all have a little fun."
"Let you all have sex with me at once?"
Tabitha grinned. "I think it's a really hot, sexy idea. Never done anything like this before. I think it'd be fun."
"And you can't tell me that you wouldn't enjoy it Daddy," Olivia said as she stepped over to me. She reached for the zipper of my coat and pulled it down. "So, be good, and let's all have a little fun."
"I agree," Mandy said with a smile. "I mean, after last night, my pussy is plenty hungry for more of you," she said as she moved to help my daughter pull my coat down. She tossed my coat onto the bench and then pushed me back gently, my legs were against the wooden bench. Olivia unbuckled my suspenders and pulled my pants down, leaving me in only my long underwear. Mandy didn't give me any time to respond before pulling down my silk long johns. "There," she said as she pushed me backwards, forcing me to sit down. She reached out and grabbed hold of my half hard cock with her cold hands and began to stroke it.
"Okay. I'm first," Jenny said as she pushed her jacket off and then pushed down her snow pants.
"Wow. Just a shirt?" Tabitha asked.
"Uh huh. Wanted to make it easy if we found a nice place to play. Obviously, nice place, bare ass," she said with a giggle as she shuffled through the snow to stand in front of me. She bent over and pushed her ass out at me. I reached for her hips as she leaned her ass down, Mandy aiming my cock at Jenny's pussy as she sat down on me. "Oh fuck yes," she moaned softly as she sank down my now hard dick. She used her hands on my knees to push herself up as she leaned forward, stroking herself up and down my shaft as she bounced her ass up and down in front of me.
"All of us. Come on sis. My turn," Olivia said, stepping over next to me and pulling her t-shirt off as her pants slid down her legs. "Brrr. It's a damn good thing the sun is out!"
"Yeah," Jenny said, pulling off my dick and quickly pulling her pants back up. "God Dad, you gotta be freezing!"
"It's a bit chilly everywhere but one," I answered as my daughter sat down where my stepdaughter had been moments before. "Oh damn," I groaned as she slid down my already lubricated dick.
"Oh shit this feels good. Mom is so gonna hear about this when we get home," Olivia moaned as she bounced up and down on me. I let my hands slide up her body and cup her tits, gently squeezing her rock hard nipples between my fingers. "Oh shit, shit, shit," she gasped as I pulled and tweaked her nipples a little harder.
"My turn," Donna said, stepping over next to me as she pulled her coat off. Olivia pulled off my dick while Donna dropped her pants. She faced me and climbed onto my lap awkwardly, trying to get her pussy onto my dick with her legs bent up under her. "There we go," she said as she finally got herself positioned so that my cock would slide into her. She began bouncing up and down, her big tits bouncing under her shirt. I pushed the front of her shirt up so I could watch her tits, my cock swelling inside her even harder as I leaned my face towards her and captured one of her nipples in my mouth. I held both soft tits as I sucked her nipple, gently nibbling and sucking it. "Oh shit! God Mister Williams. Oh fuck. You're gonna make me come doing that. Oh shit, shit, SHIT!" she screamed loudly as she slammed herself down on me and sat trembling.
"That didn't take long," I said quietly after letting her nipple slip from my mouth.
"Hell, I've been getting hornier and hornier since we did it in the stairwell," she said breathlessly. "I really wanted to keep going, but after what happened, well I kinda stopped when I wanted to keep going."
"What did happen?" Jacklyn asked, looking at me curiously.
"She came hard enough to squirt on daddy's cock," Olivia answered for us.
"OH! I see. I can see how that might startle someone," Jacklyn chuckled. "Me. I like to when I can, but not many guys can make it happen."
"Do women really do that? I mean I've heard of it, but never done it myself," Tabitha said, looking a little dubious at our conversation.
"Do they? Oh hell yes! No not all women, but if you're one that does, god it makes sex SOOOOO fucking hot!" Jacklyn said with a smile. "So how about it Arnold? Willing to give my pussy another go?" she asked me as she started pulling her coat off.
"If you want," I answered as Donna pulled herself off of me and stepped back to start dressing.
I watched as Jacklyn stripped everything off except her boots and socks before stepping over to the bench. "Stand up," she practically demanded. I shrugged, not sure what she had in mind, and stood up. She stepped onto the bench, bending over so she didn't hit her head, and reached up into the structure holding the lean-to roof up. She grabbed onto a beam and then squatted down, spreading her knees apart, hanging from the rafters. "Come get it stud!" she said with a grin.
"Have to admit. Never quite done it like this," I said as I stepped over to her and between her bent knees. She used the bench to push with her feet, pushing her pussy towards me as I used one hand to aim my rock hard dick at her pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I pressed my head between her lips, forcing my already lubricated shaft into her. I sunk slowly into her depths until our bodies met, her clit jamming down into the crook at the base of my cock. "Okay lover. Fuck me good," she groaned as I pulled part way out of her. I jammed myself back into her, driving my shaft quickly into her until my head hit the end of her cervix and her clit jammed hard into my body. "That's it baby. Do it!" she groaned in pleasure. I held her hips and started pumping into her with abandon, my hips pulling and pushing my dick in and out almost as fast as I could. Suddenly the cold didn't seem nearly as cold as I watched her tits bounce slightly with each impact. I humped my hips up at her as she rocked hers in time with my strokes, banging our bodies together with a rhythmic slap, slap, slap. "Oh god yes. Even better," she moaned loudly. "Fuck me hard baby! Fuck my hot pussy!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, in reply as I worked to keep my overly excited dick from shooting deep inside her. "Not sure how long I can keep this up."
"Getting tired?" she asked breathlessly.
"Uh uh. Trying not to go off," I grunted in reply.
"No worries. You can go whenever," she panted.
"Maybe soon."
"That's fine," she panted. "Almost there. Just a little more." I continued to pound into her, her moans quickly turning to little squeaks. I could feel her pussy contract around me as I forced my engorged head in and out of her depths, her pussy pushing my own climax almost to the point of no return. "Oh shit! OH SHIT! OHHHHHHH SHIT!" she screamed into the woods around us. "FUCK I'M COOOOOMIIIING!" Her whole body jerked and I felt her cum pushing around my dick, the wet slap suddenly sounding even wetter as I felt her juices leaking around me. Little splats sounded each time I slammed into her and I could feel her cum splattering up onto my stomach as our bodies impacted each other.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my own climax finally refused to be denied any longer. My body jerked hard and I pumped a gush of cum deep up into her. Her legs reached out for me as she hung from the rafter and wrapped around my waist before she let go of the rafter with one hand and then the other, wrapping her arms around my neck instead. We stood, with her wrapped around me, her body shuddering and occasionally jerking and my body jerking and twitching as we both climaxed together.
"Now that was a fuck," she cooed softly before pressing her lips to mine. We stood wrapped around each other for long seconds, kissing each other in between gasps for breath. "That was a seriously good fuck. Been a long time since I'd had anyone I wanted to bring out here," she cooed softly as she broke the kiss, our breathing finally starting to grow more normal. She loosened her legs and slid down my body to stand in the snow now that my cock had softened and slipped from her pussy. She stepped to the bench and began putting her clothes back on. "Chilly now that I'm not working so hard," she said with a giggle. "So Tabitha, isn't it? Wanna help me get it hard again so you can have a go?"
"Actually, I'm good."
"Oh come on. You're not really gonna pass up a cock like this, are you?"
"Not that I'm not horny as hell, but to be honest, I'm not a very public person. I'd just as soon not get naked out here. Between the cold and being a bit exposed, no. I'll pass."
"You're loss," Jacklyn said with a grin. "He is one hell of a fuck!"
"That he is," my daughter agreed.
It was almost half an hour before we were all dressed and skied back down to the lodge. We turned in our boots and skis and Jacklyn gave me one more long wet kiss before heading into the ski shack to put away our gear.
"See you later?" Tabitha asked as we started to walk away from the door of the equipment shack back toward the lodge.
"Oh. Why don't you have lunch with us?" Jenny asked, reaching out to gently grab Tabitha's arm before she could walk away.
"Oh. I don't want to monopolize your dad. This should be family time," she answered.
"Nonsense. We have plenty of time with him all night. Come on. We'll go up and change for lunch."
"You're sure?"
"Positive," Jenny said emphatically.
"Well. Alright. If you insist."
"I do," Jenny said with a smile. "Come on, let's head upstairs and change!"
We all followed Jenny back inside the lodge, peeling off our coats almost as soon as we got inside. I'd have peeled off more if I could have, but it would have been way too revealing. We rode the elevator up to our floor and headed to the room. As expected, the girls were all naked in the room the same time I was, and surprisingly I was getting more comfortable with it. So much so that I flopped on the bed naked and just lay there resting while the girls were messing with make-up and such. I wasn't at all surprised to feel a hand on my dick. In fact, I didn't even bother opening my eyes to see which girl was playing with me. It didn't really matter. I doubted that after as many times as I'd already had sex in the last twenty-four hours that there was anything left in the tank. The hand worked my cock for a while and then a warm mouth added to the inducement. Slowly my dick responded, firming up slowly, but none-the-less getting there. I could hear whispering and giggles, but lay there with my eyes closed, not wanting to spoil their fun or the bit of rest I was getting.
I did open my eyes after the mouth pulled off of my cock to be replaced with a soft wet pussy. "Oh damn," I groaned as the pussy slid down my shaft, prompting me to look and see who was astride my tool. "Oh shit!" I said in surprise, practically jumping under her in my shock. Astride me was neither my daughters or their friends, but Tabitha, completely naked and looking incredibly hot as she sat on me.
"Just relax. Your daughter invited me in and, well, I couldn't actually resist," she said with a grin. "Though I have to admit. I didn't actually expect you to get it up again," she added as she wiggled on my lap. "Want me to keep going?"
I reached up and cupped her unexpectedly large breasts, squeezing them and rubbing my thumbs across her nipples. "I suppose that as long as you went to all the effort, you might as well get some enjoyment too."
"I was hoping you'd say that," she said as she started to lift herself. She slid up and down my shaft slowly, working my length in and out of her pussy. "Does your wife know that you're fucking your daughters?"
"Was her idea," I grunted in response.
"Really? Does she know you fuck other women? Like me and our little ski instructor?"
"Was her idea too," I answered, holding both sexy orbs from bouncing as she increased how quickly she was working herself up and down my shaft.
"Really?" she asked a little breathlessly. "Is she one of those open marriage kind of girls?"
"Yesterday I'd have said no. But after the last twenty-four hours... I don't know any more."
"Is this going to be a problem when you get home?"
"Okay. I'm not used to being interrogated by someone fucking me," I said with a frown.
"Oh. I'm not interrogating. Just curious. I can stop if you want."
"Stop what you're doing? No. I'm enjoying it just fine."
"Good. Because I am too," she answered, leaning herself towards me so her tits hung down into my hands more and her bouncing became more of a rocking motion. "I really wanted to climb on you out there like the other girls, but I just couldn't."
"Too public," I grunted.
"That. And too married," she moaned. "You and me."
"Oh? What changed?"
"Seeing you laying naked on the bed. Just too inviting to pass up," she said in a half moan as she pumped herself on and off my cock. "I think I'm going to come."
"Well, let's help it along then." I lifted one of her breasts to my mouth and sucked her nipple in. I let my teeth gently close around it and then pulled her soft breast from my mouth, scraping my teeth along her rock hard nipple.
"OHHHHH SHIT!" she cried in response. "Oh god. Do that again. Please do that again," she begged. I drew her nipple into my mouth, swirled my tongue around it several times and then gripped it lightly with my teeth again. I pulled her soft breast from my mouth, dragging it from between my teeth, drawing another cry of pleasure. "FUCK YES!" she cried as her legs started to tremble. I sucked her nipple into my mouth again, feeling her pussy start to clench and spasm around my hard cock. I swirled my tongue around her left nipple, while shifting my grip on her right breast to close my forefinger and thumb on that nipple. "FUCK!" she cried loudly as I squeezed her right nipple and twisted it gently. "OHHH GOD YES!"
She slammed herself down hard on my dick, jamming me deep inside herself as she climaxed around me, her pussy squeezing and massaging my dick, almost as if it were trying to pull me deeper inside her. "Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod," she moaned over and over as she held herself over me, her body trembling and shuddering, her pussy still spasming around my shaft. "Ohhhhh god that was good. Sooooo fucking good," she panted as her body slowly stilled. She looked down at me lustfully. "I'm so glad your daughter invited me in to do this. Ohhhhhh my god. It's almost like I've never had sex before."
"But you're married," I answered, letting her tit slip from my mouth.
"Being married doesn't mean squat. He's got a little pecker that barely fills me up, when he is home that is, and the only thing he seems to know is the missionary position. Doesn't matter how many times I've tried to get him to do other things. All he wants to do is bang away in me and get off watching my tits."
"Sorry," I said honestly.
"No worries. That's why I'm here and he's not. Not that he'd be in here trying to fuck you, but here at the lodge I mean."
"I think I got it. So first time?"
"Cheating on my husband? Oh hell yeah."
"That going to be a problem when you get home?"
"If I thought it was, I wouldn't have come alone to a resort that has a reputation for hookups," she said with a smile. "No. I was hoping to find some nice guy to bang my brains out. Looks like I found one."
"When you two are done, come down for lunch!" my daughter called from the doorway as she and the girls headed out.
"They're gone. We're all alone. You still have a hard-on. Anything else you wanna do?" she asked with a grin.
"Guess that depends."
"On?"
"If you have any other position you wanna try."
"Only about a hundred," she giggled. "Yeah. I've read the Kama Sutra, but to be honest, some of those positions just seem like they're there to say, hey look at this one. Most of them don't look to realistic."



"I see. So what realistic position are you dying to try?"
"You know. No one has ever taken me from behind," she said with a grin. "I mean I've seen these women being fucked from behind and just getting pounded, and, well, god it looks like the guy's cocks pump into them so deep!"
"I think we can arrange that," I said, sliding my hands to her hips. I coaxed her off my still hard cock onto her hands and knees on the bed. I rolled myself over and knelt behind her, feeding my cock back into her pussy as I inched my knees up between hers.
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I pressed into her. I started to pump my dick in and out, pushing my engorged head deep into her, feeling the tip bump against her cervix as my thighs pressed her bare ass. In and out I stroked, moving more quickly with each passing second.
"You like that?" I grunted as our bodies slapped together over and over.
"Oh god yes," she moaned. "So good. God I could take you forever this way."
"I don't think so," I grunted.
"No? Why not?"
"Because I think you're gonna make me come," I grunted as my dick thrust into her pussy again. I reached down past her right side with one hand and captured one of her big swinging tits and held it firmly, squeezing the soft orb as I pounded into her. I let my palm and fingers slide down her creamy soft breast until just the front of her tit, her areola and nipple, were captured between my palm and fingers.
"OHHHH SHIT!" she cried out as I squeezed her breast, letting the swinging weight of the soft mound try and pull her nipple from my grasp. "OH GOD!" she cried again as I thrust harder into her, jamming my cock into her so hard I could feel my head smash against her cervix.
"Yeah," I grunted. "Definitely gonna come."
"SHIT!" she cried as I jammed myself faster into her, feeling my urgency growing, knowing that I was only moments from unloading into her.
"AHHHHHH!" I groaned as my body bucked and thrust my hips harder into her, almost knocking her over. I could feel my cock surge a gush of cum into her pussy as she cried out again.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped as her body suddenly started to shudder and tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching again around my throbbing dick, the two of us climaxing together as we knelt on the bed. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes!" she moaned as she slid forward, sliding down to her stomach while I lowered myself down on top of her, my dick still buried in her pussy. "Jesus," she moaned breathlessly.
"And that's how it works," I panted as I lay on her back, panting for breath.
"I see. Well, two down and a few hundred to go," she said with a chuckle. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I answered as my softening dick slipped from her. I rolled off her back and lay next to her on the bed, feeling more tired than hungry. She moved over and sprawled across me, almost laying on top of me.
"You know. I might have to seriously think about finding me a young man to help me explore all those other positions."
"Not your husband?"
She snorted. "Honey, I didn't even know that a cock COULD reach that deep."
I felt a little guilty all of a sudden, wondering if I'd ruined someone's marriage, and then suddenly realized that I wasn't all that sure of mine at the moment.
"So why don't you go down to lunch with the girls. I need to make a phone call before I come down."
"Sure sweetie!" she said as she pushed herself off of the bed. She found her clothes and dressed, making sure I had all the looks I wanted as she pulled on each piece of clothing. She finally blew me a kiss and walked out of the room, leaving me alone.
"Hey lover!" I said into the phone when my wife answered.
"Hey sweetie! Everything okay? I didn't expect to hear from you until tonight. "
"Yeah. Well. I wanted to talk."
"The girls not around this time? "
"No. They're down having lunch."
"And you are? "
"Laying here, thinking of you."
"Oh? Wearing what? "
"Nothing."
"Ahhhhh, now that has to look good. "
"Honey, how serious were you that I go out and fuck other women?"
"Why? You found some sweet thing that's tempting you? "
"Come on. I'm serious."
"So was I. I told you, guys aren't meant to be monogamous. I think you need to let those wild horses out once in a while. "
"Okay. Just for a minute, let's say I do. What about you? Don't you have the need for some wild flings?"
"Are you giving me permission to? "
"NO! I'm asking. Is that the price I pay?"
She sighed heavily into the phone. "Honey, I'm not going to go out and start having affairs, if that's what you're worried about. "
"I am actually."
"I told you. I don't need to. You're more than enough for me. I just want to make sure that you feel like you can check out others without worrying that I'm going to be mad. The only thing that would hurt me or make me angry is if you go off and give your heart to another. That part belongs only to me. " She finished in a whisper.
"I'm not sure I understand, but okay."
"So, did you find someone, besides the girls I mean? I'm sure they're keeping you plenty busy. "
"Well, there's no shortage of women seemingly interested around here."
"Good. " She said, practically smiling through the phone. "I want you to sample as much as you want. Then come home to me and I'll show you the difference between fucking and making love. "
"You know I love making love to you. I don't HAVE to sample anything else to know that I love you."
"It's not about love or not love. It's about the grass being greener. The only way to see that the grass really isn't greener is to climb over the fence and see what yours looks like from the other side. "
"Okay I get that. But why all the secrecy about going around the house naked? I mean it sounds like the girls are always butt naked when I'm not around."
"Don't let them fool you. It isn't nearly that bad. It's just a sometimes thing. You know I love being naked. Hell, you've seen how tiny my suits are when we go to the lake or anything. And you know I tan naked in the back yard. "
"Yeah. I know you tan naked. I thought the suits were for me."
"Partly. But partly because I like being naked. If I could run around naked in public I probably would. The bikinis are as close as I can get. "
"And the girls? Around their boyfriends?"
"Oh hon. You know damn well that if they weren't naked in the living room they'd just be sneaking off somewhere else to get naked and have sex. Might as well let them do it where we can see what's happening. "
"I see. And you running around naked in front of them? The boys I mean."
"Makes me horny as hell, but you know I wouldn't mess with the girl's boys. That wouldn't be very cool as they put it. No, it's just me exercising that desire to run around in public naked. Kind of like tasting the wine without drinking the whole glass. "
"I suppose I can see that. But why not tell me? Why all the secrecy?"
"Olivia told me how your wife was. I don't want to throw rocks on anyone's memory, but you have to admit, she was kind of prudish. And almost twenty years living that way, well, I wasn't sure how much had rubbed off on you. "
I chuckled. "I guess not as much as should have, considering I'm having sex with my own daughters."
"They're all adults. Just don't spread it around that you are. Not everyone is as free thinking as I am. "
"Yeah. I get that," I answered. "I think I'm gonna go get dressed and have some lunch."
"You wouldn't have to if I was there. I know exactly what to do with you. If you can still get it up, that is. "
"The lady next door was able to, so I suppose you could too."
"Oh? Wanna tell? "
"You wanna know?"
"I do. "
"Okay. She's thirty something, big tits, not as big as yours, but big. We went skiing this morning. After we got back I was laying here and the girls invited her in and apparently invited her to get me hard. We did it a couple different ways she wanted to try."
"Yeah? Single or married? "
"Married."
"Ohhhhhh, is she sexy? "
"Kinda."
"Sexier than me? "
"Not in a thousand years!"
"Perfect answer lover. Perfect. So. What positions? "
"Nothing wild. She rode on me cowgirl until she came and then we switched and did doggy style until I came and she came again when I did. Said her husband would only do missionary and usually quit when he was done if she was or not."
"Sounds like a real shit. Hope you gave her a good time. "
"She seemed to enjoy it."
"Gonna see more of her? "
"Don't know. She's down having lunch with the girls Given how they've been acting, I don't know how much of this trip is to get sex from me or fix me up to get sex from god knows where."
"Well. They know how I feel about it, so they're probably trying to give you a few fences to cross. Might as well let them have their fun. Play along. I'm sure you won't mind indulging them in a few extra encounters. "
"I'm not sure they'll give me a choice even if I didn't want to," I answered with a chuckle.
"Okay love. Go get some food. You need your energy! "
"Yeah. That's for sure. Love you sweetie."
"Me too. Very much! " she answered. "Bye for now. "
"By love."
I hung up and got dressed, meeting the girls coming out of the restaurant. "Looks like I'm eating alone," I said as I met them.
"You don't have to," Tabitha said with a grin. "I wouldn't mind coming and sitting with you."
"Thanks. But you probably have other things to do. I'll be fine," I answered her.
"You sure?"
"Yeah," I nodded.
I bid them goodbye and headed into the restaurant for my lunch. As it turned out, I didn't have to eat alone. I was joined by a mid fortyish woman with a striking figure, wearing a surprisingly formal dress. She asked if she could join me and only after we had both ordered, did she reveal that she had seen my daughters and me arriving at the Jacuzzi the night before. I tried not to be embarrassed as she complimented my physique, especially down there. She apparently left while I was being entertained by Maggy, so I really hadn't seen anything other than her shoulders and head. She left me with a room number and an offer to remedy the situation as we headed back to our respective rooms, hers on the floor below ours.
"Oh good Daddy! You're back just in time!" Olivia said with a huge grin as I walked in.
"For what?" I asked as I looked around, seeing all the girls wearing nothing but towels wrapped around their bodies and shoes.
"We booked a half hour in one of the sauna rooms. We were just getting ready to leave."
"I didn't even know they had saunas," I answered truthfully.
"Uh huh. About half a dozen. So you have to make reservations, and we did."
"I see. Well, have fun."
"Ohhhhhh no you don't. You're coming!" Jenny said as she stepped toward me. "Now you wanna get undressed yourself or do you want us to do it for you?"
"Girls. Really?" I asked with a wry face.
"Really!" Jenny answered. "All the way naked!"
"Why naked? Don't I wear my swimsuit or something?"
"You could, but you'd be the only one," Mandy said, pulling her towel apart to give me a quick look at her perky breasts and shaved pussy.
"Fine," I sighed. "Give me a minute." I undressed quickly, Olivia holding a towel for me. I wrapped it around my body as Jenny walked up to me with a glass of water.
"Drink this down. We can't have you getting dehydrated!" she said with a grin as she held the glass out toward me.
"But I just had a beer with lunch."
"Beer isn't water. Come on Daddy. Drink it up. Please?"
"Fine," I frowned as I took the glass from her. I downed the glass of water in a few long chugs and handed the glass back to her. "Satisfied?"
"I will be," she said with a wink, leaving me wondering what she was up to.
I followed the four down to the elevator, feeling a little exposed in nothing but a towel. But then if the girls, who had a lot more to show if something happened, could do it, there was no reason I couldn't. I didn't know they had saunas at all, but the girls had found out they did, and scheduled a room for us. I followed them along toward the pool, but instead of turning and going into the door leading to the pool area, they opened a frosted glass door across the hall from it and led me into an area almost as large as the pool. Along the far wall was a series of doors, each a large wooden door with a foot square glass window set high in the door, and a large placard with a number, ranging from one to ten. Olivia led us across to the third one and opened the door, stepping into a wooden room with benches along both sides, and hooks to hang clothing on. The girls, one by one, stepped into the dressing area, took off their towels and hung them up before stepping through a wooden door on the other end and into the sauna chamber. I sighed and hung my towel too, knowing that I might as well give in at the beginning, because they'd just simply gang up on me anyway.
The sauna was surprisingly large, with a wooden bench down each side and the heater and water bucket at the far end of the eight or ten foot long room. The girls sat on the benches and I took a seat next to Donna. Olivia looked at the instructions on the wall, set a dial for the temperature and then ladled some water from the bucket into a tray above the heater and the exposed lava rocks.
We'd barely been sitting any time at all before Donna reached into my lap and grabbed my soft dick. "You know Mister Williams, you have a pretty hot looking cock."
"Oh? Have you seen a lot of them?"
"Not in person. But the internet has a whole lot of them to look at."
"So how many have you seen in person? I mean up close and real?"
"Including yours?"
"Including mine."
"Four. Well. Actually three. You can't count my brother."
"No? So you saw his dick?"
"A few times. He climbed into the shower with me one day. He thought he was going to fuck me in the shower. Even had a hard-on. But I chased him out."
"Oh? How old is your brother?"
"He's a year older than me. He thinks he's a real ladies man, but to be honest I'm not all that impressed. I've caught him jerking off in the bathroom a few times. It's not anywhere as big as yours is. Not to mention I'd be surprised if he knew what to do with a girl if she sat naked on his lap."
"I see," I answered as she stroked my surprisingly hardening dick. To say I was surprised would be an understatement. I'd have figured that after the last one I'd be more than done for a few hours. But here I was, slowly growing in her hand.
"You like the idea of me in a shower? Stepping in when I'm all wet and soapy? My soapy hands rubbing my big soft tits?"
"It's a nice picture."
"Must be. Feels like you like the idea," she said with a giggle. "Of course it could just be you sitting here naked with four naked girls."
"No. I think it's the idea of you in the shower all soapy," I answered quietly.
"Mister Williams? Would you lick my pussy?"
"If you want me to."
"I do," she said, letting go of my dick. She stood up and climbed onto the bench, stepping across me and pushing her pussy towards my face. I reached for her butt and pulled her toward my face.
"You know. I think something's changed here," I said softly as I reached my tongue out and licked up her now completely shaved pussy.
"Olivia convinced me to shave it off," she moaned softly as I teased my tongue between her wet pussy lips. "Ohhhh, god it feels so good when you do that."
"Glad you like it," I answered as I dipped my tongue deeper between her lips. I felt a mouth close around my dick as I searched between Donna's lips for her clit.
"Fuck yes!" she grunted as my tongue flicked across her hard little nub. I held her ass and tried to still her hips as I licked, her hips trying to grind her pussy against my face. "God you do that so good. I can almost feel myself creaming already." I really couldn't answer with her pussy in my face, but I wasn't going to argue. I felt my cock swelling even fatter with the attentions of the mouth stroking my shaft and teasing under my engorged head. "Oh god Mister Williams. Let me fuck you again. I wanna feel your cock inside me."
"Help yourself," I answered, pulling my face from her sweet young pussy.
She pulled herself away from me and squatted down, the mouth on my dick disappearing to be replaced by Donna's pussy as the hand guided me to her wet pussy. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," Donna moaned as she sat down, my own daughter standing up behind her with a grin. Donna settled her feet on the bench on either side of me and started to lift and drop her ass, sliding her pussy up and down my fat hard shaft. "Oh god it feels so good," she moaned, her tits bouncing up and down in front of me. I reached up and cupped both large soft mounds, finding her nipples with my fingers and gently squeezing and pulling each hard nub.
Up and down she stroked, her pussy seeming to get wetter with each stroke. "FUCK YES!" she cried out suddenly, jamming her pussy down my shaft. I could feel her clenching and spasming around me as she climaxed. Her whole body trembled and shuddered as she came around me, my hands teasing her nipples gently to extend the orgasm as long as I could. She leaned toward me and kissed me softly on the lips. "Thank you," she whispered as she pulled up off of me and then stepped down off the bench, leaving me sitting with a glistening hard-on.
"Next," Olivia said, stepping over to me. "You don't mind, do you Daddy?"
"Do I have a choice?"
"Well, I'd prefer it if you WANTED to make me feel good."
"Sweetie, you know I always wanted you to have the best I could get for you."
"Well, your cock is the best," she said as she turned around to face away from me. She bent over and aimed my dick at her pussy and slid slowly down onto it. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I sunk deeper into her depths. She finally sat all the way down on my thighs with her bare ass and then leaned back against my chest. She reached up behind her head and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and pulled me against her, my cheek against the side of her face. I slid my hands up her body and cupped both firm breasts, squeezing her nipples between my fingers and thumbs. "Oh god Daddy. I love having you inside me. I hope mom doesn't mind sharing with us when we get home."
"You want this to continue when we get home?" I asked in surprise.
"Sure. Why not? I mean it feels so damn good, how could I not want it?"
"I don't know sweetie. I just kind of thought this would be a one time thing."
"If you had a new tool, would you only use it once?"
"Of course not."
"Then why would you think I'd only want this once?" she asked as she rocked her hips, working my dick in and out of her pussy a couple short inches. "Just think. Any time I'm naked at home you can just put me on your lap and fuck my hot little pussy," she moaned as my dick moved in and out of her. "Just bend me over the sofa and pump your hot dick into me. Would you like that? Maybe on Saturday morning I'll just come climb in the shower with you and mom," she moaned softly to me. "Fuck me Daddy. Fuck my hot little cunt!"
"You shouldn't talk dirty," I answered, my hips pushing back at her in time with her strokes, making my dick push even deeper into her. In and out I stroked, moving one hand from her tits down to her pussy. I gently stroked a finger up from where my cock entered her, up between her wet lips, to her hard excited clit.
"OH FUCK!" she squealed in pleasure as my finger found and circled her hard clit. Between my teasing her clit and playing with first one nipple and then the other, it was only a dozen minutes or so before I felt her pussy clenching around my shaft. Up and down she continued to pump, driving her pussy up and down my rock hard shaft. "God yes!" she squealed as she climaxed on me, her pussy gripping and clenching around my cock as she sat on me trembling. I held her, gently stroking her pussy, running my finger across her lips as they stretched around my fat hard-on. She sat for long minutes, panting softly, both of us covered in sweat. She finally pulled off of me and sat down next to me, on the other side from Donna. She leaned against my shoulder and kissed my cheek. "Thank you Daddy," she whispered.



I was plenty ready to get out of the hot box when our half hour was up. What was surprising me was that even after having fucked Olivia almost five minutes ago, my dick was still sticking up like a flag pole from my lap. I wouldn't normally be concerned, but I was going to have to walk back to the room in nothing but a towel, and with this hard-on, it was going to be plenty obvious. It also made me wonder. Given the amount of sex I'd had in the last day and a half, the last thing I expected was to have a hard-on lasting this long. "I think I'm ready to head out of here. It's too damn hot."
"That's what a sauna is Daddy!" Jenny said with a giggle.
"Maybe," I answered her. "But I've had enough," I said as I got up from the bench. I was about to reach for the door when it opened from the outside and two women, wrapped in towels, stepped into the hot box.
"Oh! My!" the first woman said, looking down at my hard dick. "Seems like we might be a bit early Jean-Ann!"
"Yeah?" the second woman asked as she stepped into the booth behind the first. "Oh my. I'd say we're pleasantly early."
I stepped back in a combination of surprise and embarrassment, trying to cover my hard dick, mostly unsuccessfully. "Sorry ladies. I was just leaving."
"Not on our accounts, please," the first lady said, grinning and clearly trying to see around my hands. "I mean. No reason to rush off. We don't mind sharing, do we Jean-Ann?"
"NOT...AT...ALL!" the second woman said as she looked past her friend to also try to see what was behind my hands. "In fact. I don't see any need at all to rush off. I mean I'm more than willing to share."
"There you go. Why not just stay a little longer?" the first woman said, reaching for her towel. She spread it open, revealing a body as naked as mine, her forty or so year old breasts large and hanging down like two large teardrops. Her areola were easily three inches across, with a round slightly protruding nipple sticking out toward me. She pulled the towel off and tossed it on the bench before stepping towards me. "We don't want to horn in on anything." Her hand reached out where mine were trying to cover my dick. "Do you mind?" she asked sweetly as she gently tried to coax my hands from in front of myself. "I mean they do bill this place as a great place to meet new people."
"Oh he doesn't mind," Jenny answered for me as I resisted moving them away, still feeling a bit embarrassed.
The woman looked over at Jenny and smiled. "He doesn't?"
"Not one bit, do you Daddy?" Jenny answered with a grin.
The woman stared at Jenny for a few moments and then turned back to me with an even larger smile. "Daddy? Now that makes this even more interesting!" The woman used a little more force to move my hands and I relented, allowing her to push my hands away and then grab my dick, wrapping her fingers around me. "I do like a hard dick," she whispered, looking up from my dick to my eyes. "Feel free to touch if you want. After all, I am."
"I um. I really was just getting ready to leave," I said quietly, trying to figure out how to get past the two new women without being overly rude.
"That's a shame. Just when we were starting to get to know each other," she answered as she reached for one of my hands with her free hand and pulled it up to one of her large breasts. With my hand cupping over the front of her breast, her hardening nipple pressed to my palm she stepped closer, moving half the short distance between us. She still had hold of my hand and gently slid it down the front of her body until she could press my fingers between her legs. "But if you really do have to go," she said quietly, stepping so close to me that her big tits pressed against my chest. My dick was still in her hand, trapped between our bodies. She rocked her hips slightly, grinding my fingers against her pussy. "I really wouldn't mind at all sharing our time though. I'm betting we could find something to do to pass the time?" I felt her push my dick over and down, moving it to the side until it was clear between our bodies where she could press down and aim it at the floor between her legs. I felt her move her hand as she stepped her feet apart, my cock sliding between her and pressing against my hand. I pulled my hand from between her legs as she moved to turn us both around, putting herself toward the back of the booth. She grinned up at me as I stood there, her tits against my chest and my dick between her legs, pressing against her pussy. She moved side to side slightly, wiggling her legs and pressing her thighs together around me, her moving thighs caressing my shaft as her nipples rubbed back and forth across my sweaty chest. "Sure I can't convince you to stay a few minutes longer?"
"I'm afraid I've had my limit of the heat," I answered honestly.
"Well, if it's just that, I'd be happy to walk you out to the dressing room," she said, still moving her legs alternately, teasing my cock with her thighs. I felt her fingers find my engorged head between her legs, apparently reaching down behind and under her nicely shaped ass. She pressed up with her fingers as she wiggled her thighs, working my dick up between her hot pussy lips. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah. I wouldn't at all mind helping you find your towel," she moaned, pressing me deeper between her lips. She wiggled herself more as she stood in front of me, trying to work my head into the entrance of her depths. "I bet you'd feel awfully good inside me. I don't suppose I could convince you to give me a little feel, could I?"
"Really? A total stranger?"
"Honey, you don't have to be a stranger," she said, lifting one leg and setting it on the wooden bench just behind me. She arched her back to change the angle of her pelvis and I felt my head push inside her. "Oh yeah," she moaned as she pushed herself down on me. "So nice. No. Not a stranger any more."
"Might as well give it to her Dad," Olivia said from where she sat on the bench, having slid down towards Donna to give us room at the end of the bench.
"Dad?" the woman in front of me asked curiously. "Really? Both of them?
"Fraid so," I answered as she tried to push herself on and off of me.
"Well Dad. I'm not judging. At least not that. But this...oh yeah I'm judging this just fine," she said quietly, moaning softly as she held my hips with her hands and rocked herself to slide on and off of me. "You just stand there and I'll be happy to do all the work."
Not that I could actually just stand there. Her pussy was stroking up and down my shaft, caressing my head and encouraging me to rock my hips in time with hers. In and out my dick slid, teasing her insides and my own rock hard cock as our motions drove me into her after almost pulling all the way out. I reached up and cupped her big tits, grasping her nipples and teasing them with little twists and tugs. "Oh yeah. Do that. Sooooo nice. Big cock, smart fingers. Ohhhhh, so going to come like this. Sooooo going to come," she moaned as our hips and thighs banged together with wet sweaty slaps. "Just about," she groaned sooner than I'd have expected. "Almost. Oh god. Right there!" she gasped as I changed my angle just a little and pushed a few fractions of an inch deeper. OH FUCK!" she cried before drawing a deep breath and holding it while her whole body shook and trembled. Little jerks raced up and down her body, making it difficult to continue to stand. I let go of her tits and reached down to cup her full, round, firm ass and held her up against me as her pussy clenched and spasmed around my hardon. "Ohhhhhhh god that was nice," she moaned softly, panting a little as the trembles fled from her body. She slowly pulled off my dick, looking down at it and grinning. "Still hard. Jean-Ann. You wanna have a go?"
I looked over my shoulder at the other woman, sitting naked on the bench, her legs spread wide and her fingers stuffed into her pussy, blocking most of my view of her lower reaches. Her breasts were small compared to the woman in front of me, and she looked a few years younger. "I don't know Mary. We said we were coming to find hookups, but now that I'm here..."
"Hell honey. You know you're horny as hell. Just look at you."
"Yeah. Sorta," she said with a giggle.
I looked back at the woman called Mary and leaned toward her. I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. "Thanks. But I do have to get out of this heat and go get a shower."
"You do know there's a shower out in the dressing room, right?" Mary said with raised eyebrows. "I bet Jean-Ann would love to help rinse you off."
"Mary!" Jean-Ann said crossly. "He didn't say he wanted to have sex with me!"
"He didn't say he didn't either."
"Thanks, both of you," I said as I turned and headed out of the sauna room. Sure enough, there was an additional door I really didn't pay much attention to on one side of the dressing area. I pushed the door open and looked into a roughly four foot square shower stall. I stepped in, turned on the water and let the almost chilly spray hit my hot skin. "That's much better," I groaned as I leaned against the wall and let the water cascade over my shoulders and back.
"Your daughters insisted that I come and make sure you're okay," the slender Jean-Ann said from behind me. I turned to look at her, nervously smiling at me. "Actually that's not entirely true. They insisted that I come make sure you're okay and give you a chance to feel me up."
"They said that?"
"Not quite in those words," she admitted shyly. "I'm not sure I can even repeat what she actually said."
"I can imagine," I answered as she stepped closer.
"Would you like to? Feel me up, that is," she asked as she moved closer, reaching out with both hands to grasp my still incredibly hard dick. "I mean I wouldn't mind if you did."
"Just that easy? Both of you?"
"Oh trust me, this isn't easy. We've been walking around ogling guys for two days, just hoping that one would show some interest. No. We've been trying to work up the courage to make a pass at someone. We both had quite a bit of wine with lunch and agreed that we'd both make passes at the first cute guy we had a chance to. Coming in on you naked and, well, ready, was just too much of a coincidence."
"I see. Quite a but of wine, huh?"
"Yes, quite, quite a bit," she giggled.
"So now you have the courage to ask me to feel you up?"
"Something like that."
"What you really want is to get fucked, like your friend?"
"That was one of the goals of the trip," she said with a giggle.
I pulled her hands from off my dick. "Turn around," I whispered. I turned her in my arms and pulled her back against me, wrapping my arms around her body, one hand cupping one of her small firm breasts and the other sliding down her firm stomach and over the curls on her mound. I pressed a finger between her legs and let it stroke the significant amount of inner lip protruding from her curls. "Is this how you expected it to start?"
"Not quite. But it's an awfully nice way to start," she moaned softly. "You have such strong hands but a surprisingly gentle touch."
"Glad you like it," I answered, pressing my finger between her wet lips to find her clit. I slid my finger up and down her wet slit, rubbing my finger across her hard nub. She began to rock her hips in time with my strokes, pushing her own orgasm along. "You still wanna get fucked?"
"Uh huh," she answered breathlessly. I let go of her chest and gently pressed her back, pushing her down until she was bent part way over. I aimed my dick at her pussy and rubbed my head up and down between her wet lips, teasing her and wetting my engorged head. "Ohmygod," she moaned as I pressed my head deeper, slowly sinking onto her. "Oh my fucking god."
"You like?"
"God, you feel like a fucking telephone pole inside me!"
"I take it that's good?" I asked as my hips touched her bare ass.
"So, so, so, so fucking good!" she moaned. I pulled back and plunged into her, driving my cock deep into her until my thighs and hips slapped wetly against her bare ass. "SHIT!" she squeaked in surprise. "OH god. Do that again!" she begged as I stood there, holding my dick deep inside her. I felt a hand on my back and twisted to find Jenny standing behind me.
"Fuck her good Daddy," she whispered in my ear as she leaned against me. "Then stick it in me the same way and pump me full of your cum!"
"Oh god," I groaned as I started pumping my shaft in and out of Jean-Ann. Her ass pushing back at me with each stroke.
"That's it Daddy. Fuck her hot pussy then pull it out and give it to me. I wanna feel you cum deep inside me," Jenny cooed.
"Oh god," I groaned, suddenly trying not to come inside the pussy I was pumping into. In and out I drove, my thighs slapping her firm little ass wetly and rhythmically.
"Oh god. Ohhhhhh fuck. Gonna come. Oh god gonna come!" she gasped over and over as her legs started to quiver. "Oh god. Oh god," she mumbled, followed by a long, deep groan as her body stiffened and her pussy clenched around me.
"That's it Daddy. Feel her come around you. So hot and sexy. Can you feel her coming around your big hard shaft?"
"Uh huh."
"You ready to give it to me? Do you wanna come deep in my hot little pussy? Just push it into me and fill me up with your cum?"
"Oh god," I whispered.
"Do it," she said, coaxing me back. I pulled out of Jean-Ann and turned to my daughter.
"Come here," I said as I stepped towards her. I wrapped my arms around her and cupped her firm ass with both hands, lifting her up. I hoisted her up my body until her tits were in my face, her legs wrapping around me. I freed one hand as she put her arms around my neck to hold her tits in my face, finding my slick dick and guiding it to her pussy. I let her slide down slightly, my cock pushing up into her tight young pussy. "Oh god," I groaned as she clenched her legs around my hips to hold herself up. She used her legs in time with my hands to bounce herself up and down my excited shaft, moaning about how big I felt inside her pussy.
"Oh god that's so fucking hot," Jean-Ann said from behind me, drawing my attention for a moment. She stood in the corner of the shower, her legs spread and her fingers stroking her freshly fucked pussy.
"I don't think I'm gonna last long," I grunted to my daughter as we bounced her up and down my shaft.
"Me too. Oh god Daddy. Fill me with your cum. I want to feel you cum in me," she gasped as she leaned back a bit. "Look at my titties Daddy. I know how much you love seeing mom's tits. Are mine as sexy as hers? Do you like seeing my bare naked tits in your face?
"Oh shit yes," I grunted, watching her young boobs bounce wildly in front of me. I leaned my face towards her right tit and captured it in my mouth, letting the weight of her bouncing breast pull on her nipple as I held it between my lips.
"OH FUCK DADDY!" she cried loudly as she started to climax around me. I felt her already tight tunnel grip my cock and spasm around me. I continued to bounce her on and off my dick, the feeling of impending release washing over me.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked hard and jammed up into her, drawing another cry of delight from her.
"Oh FUCK YES!" she cried as she felt the first surge of cum lance up into her pussy. I have no idea where I was still getting cum to pump into her, or how I'd managed to stay so hard so long, but as I stood there, my dick was trying to pump virtually non-existent shot after shot into her. As my climax passed, I started to feel the exhaustion creep up on me. My cock started to soften and I let her slide down to stand in front of me and then leaned back against the wall of the shower. She leaned her body against mine and pulled my face down to hers, kissing me urgently. "That was perfect Daddy. God I love you," she whispered as she broke the long wet kiss.
I looked over at Jean-Ann, as she stepped over towards us. She reached for one of my hands and gently guided it down toward her pussy. She leaned closer to the two of us and kissed my cheek. "I don't think I've ever seen anything as hot as that was," she whispered. "God I need to come again so badly."
"You want me to make you?"
"Uh huh," she whispered. "Please?" I began stroking my fingers between her lips, teasing her clit with the side of my finger, drawing a moan from her lips. To my surprise Jenny pulled away from me and bent down in front of Jean-Ann, grasping both tits and sucking in her left nipple. "Oh god," Jean-Ann gasped, as Jenny drew the whole of her areola and nipple into her mouth. I pressed my fingers between her lips, stroking from the entrance to her tunnel, along her pubic bone all the way to the end of her slit and her hard excited clit. I circled my finger around the hard nub and teased her growing orgasm closer. Her hips rocked and her gasps and moans grew in intensity as her climax inched closer. "Oh fuck yes. Ohhhhh fuuuuuck. I'm gonna come. Oh god I'm gonna come again. God I wish your cock was in me again. I wish I could feel your cock pumping in and out of me. "OHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed as her body stiffened and shuddered. I pulled her to me as my daughter straightened from Jean-Ann's chest. She pressed her body back against mine in a three way hug. She reached behind me and turned the water off.
"You done in here yet?" Olivia asked, pushing her head into the shower room through the partially open door.
"Yeah. We're done," Jenny said with a grin. She gave me one last squeeze and walked out of the shower, letting Olivia come in in her place.
"So? Have fun?"
"Without a doubt," Jean-Ann said with a smile. "I think I'll go sit in the sauna a while. I think we still have a few minutes left."
"Sure," I answered as Olivia stepped closer to me to replace Jean-Ann.
"You going to tell mom how many women you've been fucking?"
"Probably. Though reluctantly."
"Why?" Olivia asked as she turned the water on.
"Because I feel guilty about doing it. I mean having sex, not telling her. I don't want her to think I've gone wild here or something," I answered as she adjusted the water and then stepped under the spray.
"I can understand that. But you have to admit that you're having a good time, right?"
"It's been...um...interesting," I answered her. "Where are the girls?"
"They went up to the room already," Olivia said as she turned under the spray to rinse off and then turned the water off. "Something about wanting to get more comfortable."
"Oh." I answered, not sure what that was supposed to mean. Olivia opened the shower door and waited for me to follow her out into the changing room. We dried off and wrapped the towels around ourselves before heading out toward the elevators.
"You know, if I wanted to I could just jerk that towel off and flash you to everyone," she said with a giggle as she looked out the glassed in elevator car we were riding up in.
"And why would you do that?" I asked seriously.
"Because I think your body is fucking hot."
"You know. I still don't get that. Hell Olivia, I'm your dad, and I'm more than twice your age."
"So?" she asked, turning to me as the elevator started to slow down. "Aren't you the one always telling mom that beauty is in the eye of the beholder?"
"Yeah. So?" I asked as the doors opened, several couples standing in front of the doors, waiting to get onto the elevator.
"Well... it is!" she said quickly, grabbing my towel and jerking it off before pushing quickly out of the elevator and running down the hall, leaving me standing embarrassingly naked.
I quickly tried to cover my exposed privates, blushing. "Sorry. Ornery daughter," I mumbled as I pushed through the small group, feeling at least one set of hands grab my ass as I walked through them.
"Thanks for the flash!" one of the young women called as I jogged down the hall toward our room, intent on killing my daughter.



"Jesus Olivia!" I snapped as I walked into the room through the door that hadn't closed behind her yet. "I should beat your ass for that!"
Jenny looked at us. "What? What'd she do?"
"Grabbed my towel off of me right in front of a bunch of strangers!" I snapped.
"Gotta learn to go bare bottom in front of strangers sooner or later," Jenny said with a grin.
"Oh? Why is that? Because you want to go down to the Jacuzzi again?"
"Oh we definitely want to do that again. No, I was thinking how much fun it might be to get you and mom to take us to one of those naturalist places."
"You mean a nudist colony? You're joking, right?"
"Daddy. They don't call them that any more. They're naturalist camps. And no, I'm not joking. I bet mom would love it. You could even make it a birthday present or something like that."
"I'm not running around naked in front of a bunch of strangers."
"Why not? Afraid you won't measure up?" Jenny said with a giggle, she jumped onto the bed, completely naked again, and lay back against the pile of pillows, her legs spread apart to completely expose her pussy.
"Trust me Daddy. You don't have a THING to worry about there!" Olivia chimed in. "And she's right. Mamma would love it."
"Well, I doubt I would," I said as I walked over to my bed and plopped down on it. Donna walked over and crawled onto the bed and lay down next to me, laying her head on my shoulder and draping one leg over mine. She pulled my arm around her shoulders and then sighed contentedly.
"I think we need to go back skiing again," Mandy said quickly. "Who wants to go?"
The girls all quickly agreed, while I indicated my desire to take a nap. I was flat tired after all the sex. My brain and my body needed a rest. The girls dressed and I crawled under the covers. I was asleep before they left for the slopes.
"Daddy! You still sleeping?" I heard Olivia say as she shook my arm. "It's almost dinner time!"
"Huh? What?" I asked as I rubbed my eyes and looked at my daughter, kneeling on the bed next to me.
"You slept the rest of the afternoon away. It's almost dinner time," she said with a frown. "How are you supposed to meet women to play with if all you do is sleep in our room?"
"Who said that's a goal? I'm supposed to be chaperoning you, not looking for women to have sex with."
"Actually, that's exactly what you should be doing. I mean mom is expecting you to find all kinds of women to check out."
"She didn't say that. She said if I found someone to play with she wouldn't object. That's not the same thing."
"Actually, she told us the more women we could help you hook up with, the better it'd be. Of course she also wanted each of us to get as much of you as we wanted. But we figure we have the night, since you're not exactly going to invite some strange woman to spend the night with you."
"Probably not," I agreed.
"Here Daddy. Drink this," Jenny said walking over with a bottle of water.
"I don't need water."
"You do. You haven't had anything to drink since lunch, and mom told us to make sure you took care of yourself... so drink up."
"Yes ma'am," I said, taking the glass from her. I guzzled the whole bottle before handing the tall plastic, now empty, container back to her. "There. Happy?"
"YES!" she said, beaming a huge grin at me.
"We need to get ready for dinner," Olivia said as she pushed off the bed. "You don't need to get dressed yet though. It'll take us a little while."
"Yeah. I need to shave," Jenny said as she walked out of the bathroom again, holding a towel and several other things. She spread the towel on their bed on the side toward me, and then sat down on it, scooting back a little bit before lifting a foot off the floor.
"Really? In front of me?"
"What? You've never watched mom shave?" she asked as she sprayed some shaving cream on her already bare mound.
"Well, yeah. But that's not the same as watching my daughter to it in front of me," I said with a frown even though I really couldn't take my eyes off of her fingers stroking the shaving cream around her pussy and firm round outer lips.
She giggled and held the razor out to me. "Wanna do me Daddy?"
"What? Shave you?" I asked in surprise.
"Of course that's what I meant. Unless of course you wanna fuck me first. I wouldn't mind that again."
"Honey. Really? Again? Now?"
"Why not Daddy?"
"Well, for one thing, isn't it about dinner time?" I asked with a frown.
"Yeah. Well. They'd wait," she giggled. "Come on Daddy. I'm just teasing you now. For real though, come shave me."
"You really want me to shave you?"
"Uh huh. Really," she said, holding the razor out. I rolled my eyes and climbed out of bed, still as naked as I was when I went to sleep. I knelt on the bed in front of her and she moved her feet to my shoulders, pushing her knees apart and leaning back on her elbows. She was right, I had watched my wife shave, though she only did it on special occasions. But I'd never actually done it myself. I gripped the razor and moved it around in front of her, hesitant to actually put the blade to her soft skin. "Start up here," she said, reaching for my hand and drawing it up to her cream covered mound. "Just like shaving your face," she said softly.
I began to gently pull the razor over her smooth soft skin, taking away the stubble that had grown in the last few days since she'd shaved last. Once I got her mound done I worked carefully, working the razor around her soft lips, but not over them.
"Put your finger inside me and use your thumb to stretch my lips. That makes it a lot easier," she cooed softly, waiting for me to follow her directions. "Ohhhhh yeah. Mmmmmm. There's a reason shaving makes me so fucking horny," she moaned as I pressed my finger into her. I held my finger in her hot wet tunnel and used my thumb to stretch her soft smooth outer lip on her left side, sliding the razor carefully across it. I pulled my finger out of her and got another moan as I pushed my other finger into her to do her right pussy lip.
"All done," I said, dipping the razor into the water in the ice bucket she was using for a bowl.
"God, I'm so fucking horny now," she said as I started to get up. "Fuck me. Just a quick one," she coaxed, reaching out to grab my arm and keep me from walking away. "Please Daddy! I'll come quick. I promise."
"You shouldn't be hoping to come quick. It's supposed to be slow."
"I know. But if you don't, I'm just going to sit here and play with myself in front of you until I do come," she said with a serious look.
"Yeah. Okay," I said after looking around at the other three girls, all staring at me. I stepped in between her still spread legs and bent over her, resting my hands on the bed as she reached out and grabbed my cock. I hadn't even realized that I was getting hard, but here I was with a massive hard-on again.
"That's it," Jenny moaned as I pushed into her slowly, her wet cleanly shaven pussy easily eating me up. I could feel the wetness of her as I pushed into her, my engorged head stroking slowly along her vaginal walls. "Oh god yes," she moaned ,laying all the way back on the bed. One of her hands reached between her legs as I started pushing in and out of her. "Fuck yes. That's what I've been needing all afternoon," she moaned as I plunged into her faster, driving my cock in and out quickly. Each stroke into her bounced my thighs against her bare ass, making her tits wiggle and roll on her chest. Her hips started to rock in time with my strokes, driving herself up and onto my cock in time with my strokes, her moans growing louder. "Oh god Daddy. Gonna come on your dick. Gonna come so fucking hard!" she gasped just before her body jerked and trembled. I could feel her pussy squeezing around my dick as I continued to push in and out of her, her body jerking and trembling with each plunge I made into her body.
Her legs reached around me and pulled me deep into her as her arms reached up and half pulled me down and half pulled herself up, pressing out bodies together as she trembled and shuddered. "Oh fuck Daddy. I love you," she whispered softly as she held herself against me. "Sooooo fucking much."
"I love you too punkin," I whispered back. She held herself against me for long seconds before she finally released me and I pulled out of her, my fat rock hard cock glistening with her juices.
"Mister Williams?"
"Yeah Donna?"
"I've never. Well, I've never been completely shaved. Would you do it to me? Shave me I mean?"
I looked around at the other girls as they waited for me to answer. "Yeah, sure. Why not."
With a grin she moved to where Jenny had been laying just moments ago, laying back and spreading her legs wide. I looked around at the girls as they gathered around to watch me. I picked up the can of shaving cream and sprayed some on my hand and proceeded to spread it around her mound and over her pussy lips. It took quite a bit to shave all of her curls off, the razor sliding over the curls as much as cutting them for the first few strokes. I gently worked all the way across her mound and down around both sides of her pussy, leaving just those on the pussy directly.
"That feels nice," she cooed softly as I started working down into the junction of her legs. I carefully worked all the hair off the soft skin between her pussy and her thigh, leaving only that on her lips. Unlike Jenny, Donna had quite a bit of soft tender inner lip protruding from her full firm outer lips, leaving me worried I might accidently cut them. Like with Jenny, I pushed a finger deep into her pussy, drawing a soft moan. I used my thumb to pull and move her inner lip and gently scrape the curls off her outer lips. I pulled my finger out and changed hands, pushing my right finger into her to get the other side. With the job done, I gently rinsed her pussy and mound and dried it.
"Kiss it," Olivia whispered. "Kiss her pussy Dad."
"Why?"
"Because it's sexy and it's the first time she'd had anyone do anything with it all shaved," Olivia said softly.
I shrugged and gently kissed her soft lips, tasting the after taste of the shaving cream. I used my fingers to spread her lips and then kissed her soft flowery inner lips and then dipped my tongue between them. "Oh fuck," Donna moaned as I teased my tongue around her now smooth lips. I dipped my tongue deep between her lips again, seeking and then finding her hard little clit.
"OH FUCK!" she squealed in surprise as I flicked my tongue across her clit. I licked and teased her pussy for long minutes, getting both of us seriously turned on before standing up between her legs. I leaned over her and without really asking for permission, rubbed my cock head up and down her wet lips. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as I pressed my hard-on into her hot wet depths. I slid about half way in before her lips grabbed at my dick and I was forced to stop. I pulled back a few inches and then pushed in again, driving another inch or so into her. After half a dozen strokes her pussy had lubricated me enough that I could stroke my full length in and out of her.
Donna wasn't skinny like the rest of the girls, but she certainly wasn't fat either. Each time I drove into her, I smacked my thighs against her soft creamy ass with a soft smack. In and out I drove, her hips soon rocking in time with my strokes, both of us obviously pushing toward climax. Her big tits rolled back and forth on her chest as I pumped my shaft in and out of her, shaking her body with each impact. I loved how her tits looked below me as I pounded into her, and quickly realized that I was getting close to coming. Way too close! "God I think I'm gonna come," I grunted.
"Yeah. Me too," she panted.
I kept pumping into her, feeling the tingle spread through my body as the imminent moment approached. My cock swelled fatter moments before my body bucked, jamming my cock hard into her and smashing my head against her cervix. "Shit!" I grunted as my cock tried to spurt cum deep into her with nothing left to actually pump out.
"Fuck yes," she moaned as I moved a hand to her pussy and quickly began stroking my thumb in circles around her hard clit. "Oh god. Oh god. Oh god Mister William! I'm gonna come!" she squealed as her body trembled and tensed, her pussy clenching around my shaft. I could feel juices leaking around my cock as she came, her body randomly jerking and trembling as she lay panting below me. I waited until her body stilled and pulled my dick from her, surprised to see a trickle of white cum leak from her still gaping pussy.
"Okay girls. Let's get dressed," Olivia said as she climbed off the bed. "Come on Daddy. Let's get you cleaned up so we can go to dinner."
"I can do it myself," I protested as she led me around the bed to the small sink by the bathroom.
"You can. But you shouldn't have to," she whispered as she wet a washcloth and rubbed one of the hotel cakes of soap on it. "You know," she whispered as she gently stroked and washed my cock and balls with the white washcloth. "I might like for you to shave me some time."
"Oh? How come?"
"So that you can fuck my freshly shaved pussy," she whispered with a grin. "God that looked so fucking sexy."
"Haven't you girls gotten enough sex yet?"
"Daddy! We're eighteen years old. There's no such thing as enough sex!" she said with a giggle. "But if you're getting tired of fucking us, we can find a few more pussies for you."
"No. That's fine. I think I've had all I can handle," I answered.
"Um. Dad? I don't think that's quite true."
"Huh? Why?" I asked a little taken aback.
"Cuz you're already getting another hard-on," she whispered, giving my dick a squeeze. She was right. I was starting to get another hard-on, though I had no idea why. After that much sex, my dick should be in cold storage!
"Good lord," I groaned softly as she tossed the wash cloth in the sink.
"Come on. Let's get dressed," she said with a giggle, giving my dick one more squeeze.
I dressed more quickly than the girls, and sat and waited for them to get done, noticing that they had all chosen to go without any underwear, which I was also forced to do. Eventually we were all done and headed down to dinner. Following a nice meal, the girls suggested that we attend the bonfire that was supposed to be just starting. I agreed and we went up to get coats and then headed back down and outside. There was a huge bonfire burning in the middle of a sunken amphitheater type area. The hard wooden benches had blankets spread over them and additional blankets that were apparently to be used to wrap up in stacked on the ends. Olivia insisted that we share a blanket so that our body heat would keep her legs warm, though I doubted that was her real reason. We weren't sitting five minutes and her hand was working my pants apart and fishing my again hardening cock out of my pants. As we listened to the band playing on the small stage area she idly played with my dick, teasing her hand along its length just fast enough to keep me rock hard, but not fast enough to get me anywhere close to coming.
"Hey Dad Jenny said, walking up with a young looking black girl. I looked up at the maybe thirty year old woman that was slender with a chest large enough that it showed obviously even in the heavy down coat she wore. I could also see that she had a rather large trunk, compared to my girls.
"Hi." I nodded politely.
"So. Daddy. I wanna borrow Olivia a few minutes and thought you wouldn't mind keeping Leona company."
"Ah. Really?"
"Sure. Just for a few minutes," Jenny said earnestly. "Come on Daddy. You're not going to say no, are you?" I opened my mouth to protest. "DADDY!" Jenny said with a scowl.
"Oh fine," I said slightly irritated.
"Okay. Here," Olivia said as she quickly pulled the blanket wrapped around us off, and stood up. I barely had time to grab the end still around me and pull it over my exposed hard-on. "Oh it IS chilly out here!" she said as she held the blanket open for the newcomer.
"I'm sorry. We don't have to..." the young woman said as she stood holding the edge of the blanket while my daughters walked away talking about something.
"No. No. It's fine. Sit down."
"You don't mind if I wrap up. It's a little chilly on my legs," she said as she stood almost hesitant to sit down.
"Uh. No. Come on. So how do you know my daughter?" I asked as she sat down and pulled the blanket around her body and over her legs.
"Um. Actually I just met her today," she said as she moved a little closer. "You don't mind if I move a little closer. It's kind of chilly and Jenny promised that I wouldn't be cold if I wore a dress."
"Something tells me that Jenny was planning on this."
"I'm thinking she was," she answered as she snuggled closer, pressing her legs against mine.
"So. Leona is it?"
"Uh huh. I don't love the name, but my mom named me after my grandma."
"Yeah, we don't get to pick our names, do we?"
"No we don't. But other than dad, well, I'm not sure what to call you."
"Oh sorry. Arnold. But most people call me Arny," I answered.
"Well, good to meet you Arny. So what do you do?"
"I'm a private charter pilot. You?"
"Medical lab tech," she said with a smile. "So you fly all over?"
"Pretty much. Continental US at least. Sometimes into Canada."
"Sounds like it's exciting."
"Actually, it's pretty boring. I sit around and wait for jobs, then I sit and wait for the clients, then I plan the flight and fly, only to sit and wait on the other end for them to come back to fly them home."
"You're right. That does sound boring, though not as boring as sticking needles into people to draw blood. That's just the same thing over and over and over."
"Yeah. That doesn't sound too exciting."
"It's not. Which is why I'm here. Looking for some excitement."
"Well, it seems like the place to find it," I agreed.
"So you're here doing what? Waiting for clients?"
"Actually it was supposed to be to chaperone my daughters and their friends for a senior trip."
"Oh. That explains a lot!"
"It does?" I asked as she scooted a bit closer again. "You still cold?"
"I am! The dress I have on is pretty thin."
"Here," I said, pulling my blanket from where it was tucked between us and tossing it across her legs too so that she had two layers of blanket on her legs.
"That is better. You're not weird about being touched or anything, are you?"
"Weird about being touched?"
"Yeah. If my hand accidently rested on your thigh or something?" she asked quietly.
"Oh lord no. Given the last two days, that'd be the least of my worries." I chuckled. "You?"
"Weird about being touched? Not particularly. Why would someone touching your thigh be the least of your worries?"
"I take it you haven't found the adult Jacuzzi?"
"No. There is one?"
"Uh huh."
"From the look on your face, I take it that by adult you mean clothing optional?"
"More or less. You have to leave something on, but it seems that everyone accepts that as long as it's on you someplace, like an ankle or wrist, you're still not naked."
"Oh. Wow. And you've been?"
"The girls insisted we go last night," I said as she scooted closer again, this time ending up with her hand on my thigh. I felt her arm brush against my hard-on and then look at me.
"Um. I don't mean to be rude or anything, but are you wearing pants?" she whispered, leaning a little closer to me so no one else could hear.
I looked around at who might be in earshot before whispering back, "I don't want you do think I'm some kind of a pervert or something... but yes and no."
"Yes and no?"
"Yes I am. But my daughter was determined to get my dick out for some reason and when you came, well, she didn't give me time to fix things," I whispered quietly.



"I see," she said quietly. She sat listening to the music for several long seconds before moving her hand farther up my thigh, slowly sliding it up my pants covered leg until she found the spread open front of my pants. Her fingers slowly crept along the open front of my pants until her fingers found my still mostly hard dick. I felt her fingers slowly stroke across its length as my dick hardened again at her touch. "Goodness," she whispered as she teased her fingers across my hard-on. "I guess she did leave it out, didn't she?"
"UH huh," I said nervously.
"You know. I wouldn't object if you touched my leg. As long as your hands are warm that is."
"I think they are. But you sure you want me to touch your leg?"
"I wouldn't mind," she said as she wrapped a hand around my dick.
I hesitantly reached over for her thigh and stroked my fingers up and down the soft bare skin, running my fingers on the top of her thigh from the hem of her short dress to her knee. "Your daughter said you could be quite playful once I got you warmed up, but that you tended to be a bit shy about starting anything," she whispered as she finally let go of the blanket to find my hand and pulled it down between her legs and then up under her short skirt before letting go of my hand. "So consider this me starting something, that is if you wanna rub on me too," she said in a whisper.
"Um. She said that?" I asked as my fingers almost automatically stroked up the last few inches of her soft thigh to find her pussy, completely bare and wet.
"She did. She also said that if I didn't wear panties that you'd do what you're doing now."
"She did?"
"Uh huh," she answered as I let my finger stroke up and down between her wet lips, her legs spreading apart slightly. "I like that."
"I'm glad," I answered back, feeling like it was pretty safe to sit here and play. Given everything that I'd already done today, a little quiet play like this seemed like a reasonably safe activity.
We sat and listened to the music for some minutes before she leaned her face near mine and whispered to me, "Jenny said you like games."
"Sometimes," I agreed
"You feeling playful?"
"Playful in what way?"
She whispered before grinning at me again, "I dare you to leave your dick hanging out and follow me."
"It's a bit chilly for that, isn't it?"
"What? No balls for a little cold? That's why guys don't wear dresses," she giggled
"Okay smarty. I'll follow you and leave my peter hanging out if you keep your dress pulled up so your ass is bare," I answered, doubting she'd agree to that, given how exposed that'd make her.
"Done. Follow me," she said, tossing the blanket off her shoulders. She stood up in front of me and stood looking around to see just how many people might be watching as she hiked her skirt up to her waist, exposing the bare pussy I'd been playing with. "Well? Gonna come?"
"Maybe," I muttered as I looked at her clean shaven pussy, her body the color of milked coffee, her pussy lips darker and glistening in the floodlights with her juices I'd been spreading around her lips. I pushed the blanket off and grabbed my pants, standing up with my dick hanging out.
"Come on!" she giggled, practically running up the steps of the amphitheater, pausing a dozen or so steps up to look back and see if I was following. I moved quickly up the stairs after her, my dick wagging back and forth like a dog's tail as I bounded up the stairs. She turned away and took off up the stairs, clearing the top and running at a quick lope toward the lodge. I followed along, holding my pants up, with my dick swinging wildly with each step. I didn't dare pull them all the way up or I'd more than likely get bit by the zipper.
She practically dashed across the lobby and turned down a hallway, turning twice more to a clearly less used and narrower hallways. She stopped in a hallway about a dozen yards from what looked like the end of the hall with only a couple doors on one side of the hallway. She turned to face me and pulled her coat off, dropping it on the ground. She wore a thin looking long sleeved dress, her obviously large breasts pushing the material out and wiggling around enough to tell me she didn't have a bra on. "Come on. I dare ya!" she said as she started unbuttoning her dress.
"Dare me to do what?"
"Get naked!"
"You want me to get naked. Here?"
"Uh huh. I dare ya!" she said again as she worked the buttons down the front of her dress.
"Really?"
"Oh yeah. Really," she said with a grin as she pulled her shoulders and arms out of the dress and let it drop to the floor. She bent over, her big tits hanging down and swinging as she took her boots off. "Come on slow poke!" she giggled. "You wanna fuck me? You wanna give me that big fat prick right in my pussy? Gotta get naked first!" she said as she stepped up to me and started pushing my coat off my shoulders.
"Fine. Fine!" I said, as I pulled my coat off and let it drop on the floor. She helped me push my shirt up and off and then knelt down to pull my boots off, leaving me in just my already half off pants and my socks. She reached for my pants and pulled my hands from them, pulling them down and off. She even pulled off my socks, leaving me completely naked.
"That's better," she said with a grin, standing up. "I promised you a game," she said with a grin, taking my hands and pulling me a little farther down the hallway. She pulled me to one of the two doors and turned the knob. She pulled the door and we were assaulted by music every bit as loud as the concert outside, though I could tell this was a popular song and artist, so it definitely wasn't live. She pulled the door open farther and tugged my hand to draw me into the surprisingly dark space, only a very tiny bulb high above us throwing any light into the space. The door closed behind us and we stood still for a few moments to let my eyes start to adjust to the sudden change in light. I could see we were standing amid some long black curtains, almost like it was blocking the door from some larger room that seemed to be on the other side. The curtain split apart and I could see light from the other side spill into our dark little nook, Leona pulling me by the hand through the curtain into a much larger curtained off area. It was pretty obvious that we were in a backstage area, heavy long curtains hanging down from the ceiling area in several layers. Leona pulled me along, turning to hold her finger to her lips in the universal sigh of "keep it quite stupid". She paused at each curtain to peek around it and then finally stopped, pulling the curtain enough for us to see out of the space we were in. The room was fairly large, with an assortment of tables arrayed around the room. Each table with half a dozen seats that were mostly full. There were probably almost a hundred people in the audience, watching and clapping and whistling at whatever was happening on the stage.
She pulled me back and moved us back about two curtains and then crept slowly out along the curtain a dozen or so feet until we could see the stage.
"And that was Tina!" an announcer said over a loud speaker as the music died out. "Our next contestant is Hellen," he said as the music started out again.
I crept out a little farther and looked at the stage, and there, dancing and spinning in the middle of the stage was a large kiddy pool with some kind of shower raining a gentle stream of water down on a young woman wearing a white t-shirt. As she danced and turned the water quickly soaked her shirt, revealing that she had no bra on, but then the way she pulled and tugged the hem of the oversized t-shirt she was making it clear that she didn't have any underwear on either.
Leona pulled my hand down and pulled me down with her until we were both kneeling behind the curtain watching the young woman. The longer we watched the less the t-shirt seemed to cover, until it as falling apart and off of her, almost as if it was dissolving, leaving her dancing completely naked. "God that's fucking hot looking," she said with a grin. "Isn't it?"
"Hell yeah," I grunted in response as the woman turned to face the audience and spread her legs as far as she could. She turned away and then dropped to all fours, throwing water around with her long blonde hair as she pushed her ass out at the audience pushing her knees apart so that her pussy was completely exposed to everyone.
"God this is making me so fucking horny," Leona whispered.
"Uh huh."
"So?"
"So what?" I asked, looking at her.
"Jenny said that sometimes you needed a little coaxing," she said as she reached out and grabbed my hard dick. "Stick it in me silly!"
"Huh? Oh. Yeah," I answered, realizing belatedly that she WAS kneeling right next to me completely naked. I moved behind her and rubbed my engorged head up and down between her lips. Her very wet pussy quickly lubricated my dick and I pushed it easily into her. I felt my dick slide slowly into her pussy as it stretched to accommodate my hard-on. I felt her push back against me as we watched the woman on the stage get up and gyrate a little more before the announcer walked over and held a hand out to help her out of the kiddy tub.
"Alright. Hellen!" he said waiting for the applause to die down. "Our next contestant is Tina! Let's hear it for Alice!" He practically shouted as he held out a hand for a mid fortyish looking woman walking across the stage, wearing nothing but the white t-shirt. She stepped into the pool and the music started again, the woman stepping under the water spray and letting it saturate her shirt.
I couldn't help but push in and out of Leona as we watched her writhing under the spray, helping the disintegrating shirt rip apart until she too was naked, her big bouncy tits swinging wildly as she gyrated under the water. She turned and pushed her ass out at the audience, reaching between her legs and pushing two fingers into her own pussy and pumping them in and out before straightening and turning to face the audience, her hand going back between her legs again as she pushed her pelvis out at the crowd. There was no doubt at all in my mind how that had to look as she pumped her hips, mine rocking almost in time with hers as I pushed in and out of Leona.
"Alright! ALICE!" the announcer called as he came over to help her out of the pool. She climbed out and wrapped her arms around him and gave him a hot wet kiss before walking naked across the stage one more time. "Alright. Our next contestant, or should I say pair of contestants. Jenny and Olivia! Let's hear it for JENNY and OLIVIA!"
"Oh shit no," I whispered as I watched my daughters walk across the stage wearing nothing but white t-shirts. My father part wanted to run out and grab them off the stage, to drag them back behind the curtains and chastise them for planning on strutting their bodies out there for anyone to see. Unfortunately, the part of me that had my dick stuffed in a hot wet pussy didn't move. Who was I to tell them their actions were wrong when I was kneeling behind a curtain, a hundred or so people only yards away, with my dick stuck in a woman that I'd met less than an hour ago? I was still frozen in place, debating if I should walk out there naked and drag them away when they stepped into the pool and under the water spray. As the music started I was transfixed, watching my daughters twist and turn, their hands running up and down each other's bodies as the shirts soaked and were then pulled and tugged until they came off, leaving them naked. I'd never seen either of them act this way, and I had to admit they were fucking hot looking. It was hard to think of them at that moment as my daughters as I continued to push in and out of Leona, almost absentmindedly, watching them grind against each other's bodies. Almost no place seemed to be off limits as they stroked each other's pussies and even sucked briefly on each other's tits. Their hands moved over each other's wet bodies, as they twisted to face each other, the two rubbing up and down so that their tits ran up and down each other's bodies and then pressed together as they stood and wrapped into a long wet embrace. Jenny's hands slid down to Olivia's ass as the two continued kissing each other erotically, her fingers sliding between Olivia's ass cheeks to tease her pussy and rosebud.
Olivia pulled away from Jenny and knelt down in front of her, pushing her face between Jenny's legs, looking like she was licking Jenny's pussy as Jenny pushed it out toward Olivia's face. I wasn't completely sure that Olivia was faking it, though I couldn't tell from my angle. Based on the reaction of the crowd, they seemed to think she was doing it for real.
"Oh shit. I'm gonna come," Leona hissed as she pushed back hard against me. I felt her pussy convulsing and squeezing my cock as she forced her body back against mine to prevent me from pulling my dick from her. Her body shook and trembled, my attention split between her climax and my daughters looking like they were having sex on stage.
The music died and the announcer stepped forward again. "Alright! Jenny and Olivia!" he said, inciting a huge wave of cheering and whistling. "The final contestant on our docket is LAURIE!" he called as another woman, this dark haired beauty probably in her mid thirties, walked across the stage in her white shirt. Her breasts were clearly a bit smaller than my girls, but that didn't stop her from stepping under the spray. Again the music started, and she quickly tugged and pulled the shirt, not content to wait for it to dissolve before ripping it apart and displaying her entire body. She teased herself, running her hands up and down her body sexily, teasing herself and the crowd as her fingers worked closer and closer to her pussy. She'd slide them up and down, squeezing her tits and nipples and then slide them down again between her legs, stroking her thighs but not letting herself touch her pussy. She suddenly turned herself away from audience and bent over, resting her hands on her knees. She twerked her ass up and down, her knees spread wide, giving me the mental image of her pushing her pussy up and down a dick on a guy sitting on a chair. Her hand showed between her legs and to my surprise, this time let her fingers play over and between her pussy lips as her round ass bounced and wiggled.
I was still rock hard and stuck inside Leona, once again absentmindedly stroking in and out of her pussy as the woman on stage used her fingers to pretend to fuck that imaginary cock. My strokes quickly became timed with her twerking, her fingers plunging up into her pussy in time with her hips. I could feel my orgasm building as I watched the woman on stage, my dick sliding in and out of Leona as the music faded away and the announcer came back out.
"Alright folks! That was LAURIE!" he called, pausing to wait for the cheers and whistles to die down. "Alright. Anyone else want to join in the fun tonight?" he called, stepping to the front of the stage.
"Fuck yes," Leona said, pulling off my cock and standing up. "Come on. I dare ya!"
"What? NO!" I protested a little louder than I intended.
"Hell yes! Come on!" she said, pulling my hand and trying to get me up off my knees, her completely naked body no longer blocked from the audience by the curtain.
"Looks like we have another contestant," the announcer said as he walked over to where we were.
"NO! We don't!" I protested, standing up and refusing to move, despite Leona's insistent pulling on my hands.
"I take that back. A couple. Though a reluctant couple from the looks of it!" he said loudly in the microphone. "How bout some encouragement for our only guy contestant ladies?" he said into the microphone as he pulled the curtain back far enough to expose me to the entire audience. "Come on ladies. Let's coax him onto the stage, shall we?"
There were a considerable amount of whistles and calls from the audience as Leona worked at dragging me out from behind the curtain. I looked across the stage and saw my two daughters, both naked, holding their hands over their mouths in shock as they watched Leona trying to drag me onto the stage.
"You said you liked games!" Leona said with a huge grin as she managed to get me pulled over the point of balance so I had to step several steps forward to catch my balance again.
"Not this kind," I said, shaking my head and trying not to stare out into the crowd that contained a surprising number of women.
"Alright And your names?" the announcer asked Leona.
"Leona and Arnold," Leona answered into the mic.
"Doesn't look like Arnold is exactly thrilled about being here," he said.
"He does seem to be reluctant. But then, he's never done anything like this before," she agreed, to a few more cheers from the audience.
"Well, the stage is yours. LEONA and ARNOLD!" he said as he walked away.
"Come on!" she coaxed none too gently, practically dragging me to the pool in the middle of the stage. She stepped in and pulled me in under the water spray with her. "Just move with me," she hissed as she started to sway and grind herself against me in time with the music that was suddenly loud again. I've never been much of a dancer, but I did my best to keep up with her. She turned herself around and pushed my dick down so it stuck between her ass cheeks as she started grinding her ass against me. As she wiggled down her ass cradled my cock, and as she worked her way up again my dick was soon sticking out between her legs, being rubbed by her wet pussy. She reached for my hands and pulled them up to her tits, coaxing me to grab them and squeeze each huge mound. I kinda got the idea what she had in mind and did my best to forget I was on stage in front of a crap ton of people I didn't know, and held and groped her tits as seductively as I knew how. After a few moments of grinding against me, she pulled away and dropped to her knees and pushed her ass out at the audience.
"Slap my ass!" she hissed at me. "Play with my pussy! Do SOMETHING sexy!"
I leaned over her and gave her ass cheeks a modestly sharp slap, loud enough to make a resounding smack and then reached down between her legs and stroked her pussy, letting my fingers spread her lips, exposing her pink depths. I felt her hand close around my dick as I pushed a finger into her pussy. I doubted it was allowed to actually have sex on stage, so I pulled her up and turned her sideways to the audience and pushed her down again to all fours. Water cascaded over us as I pushed my dick between her legs and pretended to fuck her, smashing my thighs into her big ass and making her tits, now hanging down below her chest, swing wildly. My cock slid back and forth between her lips, stroking her clit along the top of my shaft with each fake plunge. I must have fake fucked her with my dick a few dozen times before I pulled back a little too far and rammed my cock deep into her pussy as I pushed forward.
"OH SHIT!" she cried in surprise as my dick slid fully into her wet pussy.
I pulled out of her and pushed my cock downward again as I pushed forward, trying intentionally to NOT drive into her again. She only let me do that twice before she got to her feet, turned me around to face the audience. She stepped in front of me and spread her legs apart about a foot before bending over so far she could practically touch the pool bottom. I heard the music start to fade and felt her hand reach up and push my dick between her lips as she straightened up, forcing my cock deep into her. I heard her gasp and felt her shudder as she stood bent over, her pussy spasming around my cock as she stayed that way for long seconds. Finally she stood upright, with my dick deep in her pussy as the music faded away, apparently at the end of our show, though not quite to the end of her sudden climax.



"Well. Now that was a bit unexpected!" the announcer said over the PA system, walking over to help Leona out of the pool, her pussy pulling off my dick with a slurp, leaving me standing with my cock glistening with her juices. She turned and reached a hand out for me and pulled me along behind her as she walked us to the waiting group of young women standing naked just off the side of the stage behind the curtains on the other side of the stage.
"Damn Dad!" Olivia said as we walked up to the group. "I've heard of getting into it, but that was.. um.. pretty fucking hot out there."
"You two!" I said, standing and looking at them sternly. "What the hell did you think you were doing going out there and stripping like that? You think that isn't an invitation for any guy in the place to take advantage of you?"
"You should talk Dad! Hell, you fucked on stage out there!" Jenny said, standing with her arms crossed in front of her tits. "You think that isn't an open invitation to every woman in the audience to try and get to your dick? And you? Naked out there with my dad? You were just supposed to get him here to watch, not run his naked ass out there in front of everyone, let alone fuck him out there?" she said looking past me to Leona.
"Hey don't blame me! You said get him here to watch. What better way than with sex. And by the way, I can fuck any guy I want, your dad or not!" Leona said angrily. "If you didn't want him watching naked, you should have said so! You thought I was just going to waltz him into the audience?"
"Watching naked wasn't the problem! It was him being out there on the stage naked! Oh my god! I mean you two. Hell you fucked him out there Leona!"
"So? You've been fucking him all weekend! If you didn't want him fucked, then don't give him shit to keep it up!"
"Wait. What the hell did you say?" I asked Leona sharply.
"Nothing. I didn't say a fucking thing," she said quietly.
I turned to Jenny. "What the hell did she mean?"
"Nothing Dad. You're imagining things."
"I didn't imagine what she said. Give me shit to keep it up. What have you been giving me?"
"Just some stuff to give you a little boost. I didn't want you to find someone to play with and not have a hard dick. I mean shit, as much as..." she dropped her voice to a whisper. "As much as we've been fucking you, I figure you gotta be damn near used up."
"Oh Jesus," I groaned as the announcer called all the contestants back out to the stage, though no one seemed at all interested in moving.
"Come on. Might as well finish with a bang," Leona said, grabbing my arm and pulling me back out onto stage. I could feel my dick swinging side to side, still partly hard as she led me to the far side of the stage and stopped, the girls lining up to our left.
"So. Our judges have awarded the places. Third place goes to Suzan!" he said, walking over to stand behind a petite young woman with short cropped hair and large boobs for her size. "Second place to Laurie!" he said walking to the mid thirtiesh woman that danced right before us. There was considerable cheering and whistling that took some time to die down. "Now. Before I announce our winner. The judges have asked me to award a special mention. To Leona and Arnold!"
Almost every woman in the audience stood up and cheered, some whistling and shouting suggestions to me, many of which I couldn't hear, the ones I could were basically propositions.
"Alright. And for first place, our daring young duo, Jenny and Olivia!" the announcer called out.
The cheering was almost deafening. Apparently my girls were a hit on the sex stage. I wondered how the hell I was going to explain this to their mother. For that matter, I wondered how the hell I was going to explain MY being on the stage doing what I was doing.
"What were you girls thinking?" I asked after we made it back to our hotel rooms, all dressed for a change.
"I could ask you the same thing Dad. I mean fucking her on stage? I think you've kinda lost it here Dad."
"First off. I was plenty happy just sitting and watching the fire and listening to the music. I didn't ask for Leona to come and coax me into a sexual encounter. That was you girls. I certainly didn't have any plans on becoming a sexual stage performer! That was Leona's idea."
"Yeah, but Mister Williams, you were fucking HOT up there!" Mandy said with a smile. "I mean, yeah, you were the only guy, but god damn you were fucking hot up there with her!"
"You shouldn't swear," I said quietly, not sure what else to say at that moment. "I think we need to head home tomorrow. "
"WHY!?" Jenny and Olivia asked in unison.
"Why? After this evening? I get it's a trip you're supposed to let your hair down, but damn, a strip competition? And you!" I said angrily, looking at Jenny. "We haven't even talked about what you've been giving me to keep me up? Tell me. Have you been sneaking me drugs of some kind?"
"Just some little pills," she said quietly.
"Some little pills? What kind of little pills?"
"I don't know. Mom gave em to me," she answered.
"I think I need to have a talk with your mom," I said quietly. It only took a few moments for me to pull my phone out and dial Emily.
"Hey sweetie! How's the trip?" She greeted me when she answered.
"Oh. It's been interesting. I won honorable mention at the stripping contest."
"Um. Okay. Were you a judge or something?"
"Uh. No. A reluctant contestant actually. Seems our daughters decided to enter a full naked wet t-shirt contest. They wanted me to be there to watch, but instead of telling me, probably because I would have stopped them, they got a friend they met to coax me there."
"So you saw our daughters stripping in public? I wouldn't have thought Olivia was quite brave enough to do that."
"Oh she was. In fact the two of them put on a show good enough to get any guy in the audience creaming his pants."
"Including you?"
"Including me, if I'd have been wearing any. See the young woman they got to get me there got me there with sex."
"I see. And that bothers you?"
"How easily she did so, yeah, somewhat. But more importantly, was that even though the girls, and a few other ladies I've come across, have kept my dick busy, I still had no trouble getting it up for Leona."
"Well. I always knew you were a stud. So that doesn't surprise me. But how does that translate into being a contestant in a wet t-shirt contest? I wish I'd have been there to see that!"
"No. I don't think so. Anyway. I didn't have any trouble. In fact, I haven't had any trouble at all this whole time. Seems someone has been plying me with a little pharmaceutical help."
"Uh oh."
"Yeah. Uh oh. You gave Jenny some pills to help me keep it up?"
"Well. I did give her a little something. It's just some herbal stuff that I got from a friend. She said it works wonders with her husband, keeping him not only hard, but interested. Actually, she said it makes him horny as hell. But it was supposed to be our little secret. I was worried that the girls might get you so worn out that you'd have trouble keeping an erection. I didn't want them to be disappointed."
"Oh, they haven't been that. In fact, I'd have to say that in addition to them, I've felt like fucking any pussy that winks at me."
"Oh my. So, besides the girls, you've been having sex with a couple other women?"
"Several."
"Several? Like in four or so?"
"Yeah, something like that. I honestly don't remember exactly how many. But it's been at least four."
"Four?"
"I think six actually."
"Six? Well, that and four girls would make you a bit tired. I'm surprised though. I wouldn't have thought a little extra testosterone or whatever would have that much of an effect. I wanted you to have enough sex drive to give the girls all they wanted. Jenny was only supposed to give you a little boost if you started to have problems. I'm guessing she's been giving it to you the whole time. I hadn't expected her to do that."
"Well, apparently she's been spiking my water," I said, looking over at Jenny and seeing her looking down guiltily.
"So, Um. You've been pretty interested in sex then?"
"Yeah. Too much as it seems now. I'm not sure that the maid would be safe if she came into the room right now."
My wife laughed loudly through the phone. "Well, knowing how well endowed you are, I'm sure she'd have a great time at least. So you still haven't told me about being on stage. Just exactly how did that happen?"
"The young lady that the girls got to get me to the strip show had me backstage, naked, fucking her, and all of a sudden decided that we needed to be the last act on stage."
"Oh goodness! You mean you were back stage already naked? Oh god honey, now I really wish I was there. You can't imagine how much the thought of that is turning me on right now. So she got you out there? Naked? In front of the whole audience? Oh god sweetie. Tell me you put on a good show!"
"In every respect. She did the bump and grind on me under this shower thing until she came right there on stage."
"Oh wow! I wouldn't have thought you'd have done something like that! I might have underestimated you! Maybe I should come out and join in the fun? I can't believe you fucked some woman on stage until she came in front of everyone, did you? Tell me you came too and I'm going to come all over my fingers. You know they're in my pussy right now." She asked over the phone with a girlish giggle.
"Fortunately no I didn't come. That would have been even more embarrassing. As it was, we ended up being a spectacle. No. I think it's time to come home tomorrow."
"Really? You want to cut the girl's trip a day short? I thought you were having fun with them? Not to mention all the really hot sex you're getting. I mean I thought you might find one or two ladies to entertain, but on stage? Naked? Fucking another woman no less? Lover, I've wanted to get you just to run around the house naked and didn't think you would. You have no idea how badly I want to come out there right now and fuck your brains out!"
"I'm glad you're getting something out of it. I'm more than a little embarrassed. Besides, why shouldn't we come home? I mean they got everything they wanted out of me. I think I've had sex with all four of them a couple times now."
"And you think that's the only reason they wanted to go there? Oh honey, sometimes you amaze me. So smart and so not smart at the same time. To your daughters you're so much more than just someone to have sex with. You're someone they that can teach them how it feels to feel loved, treated with loving tenderness, and yes, sleep with. You can give them the one thing that no one else can give them, a father's love and tenderness. Yes they had sex with you, but if they just want to have sex with a guy there are lots of other guys there, right? Let me talk to Jenny. Put us on speaker."
"Yeah. Alright. Okay, you're on speaker."
"Hi mom!" Jenny said, climbing off her bed and walking to mine to sit on the edge to talk on the phone.
"Hi sweetie. So, have you gotten your fill of your dad yet?"
"Oh fuck no. I'm going to be wanting to fuck his brains out for a long time. Especially after watching him shake it on stage like that!"
"THAT we'll have to have a talk about when you get home. So, a lot of good looking boys there?"
"Not as many as I thought. A lot of them are older."
"I can understand that. But some huh?"
"Some."
"So you want to come home? Or do you want your dad to stay the last day?"
"Oh definitely stay! Mandy has a guy she's going to get up with tomorrow and there's a cute guy that was checking me out at the contest that I think I'm going to try to find tomorrow."
"I understand. You know the rules though. No going off someplace alone, right? I mean if you're going to go off and have sex, make sure you take someone with you. Right?"
"Of course mom!" she said, rolling her eyes.
"Okay. Just checking. So Arnold. Sweetie. You don't want to spoil their fun now do you? I mean you can handle one more day, right?"
"No I don't want to spoil their fun. But honey. If they dosed me with a crap ton of testosterone or whatever the hell it was, well that can be dangerous. What if it doesn't wear off overnight?"
I heard her giggle on the other end. "No lover. From what I understand, it doesn't wear off overnight. So yes it's going to leave you with a little overdrive in the sex department tomorrow. I'm sure you can handle it until you come home and then you can turn it on me all you want."
"And I expect to be embarrassingly popular after tonight. Hell hon. You really want women chasing my ass around?"
"Tell you what lover. I promise I'll never leave you on your own for this kind of thing again. It's only one time, for the girls. After this, you won't have to do it again, so just let nature take its course and have fun. After you get home I'm going to want some serious fucking with you, and yes, just you, for some time. This got a little more out of hand than I expected, but you might as well enjoy yourself since there really isn't anything I can do about it at this point. It's my fault, not yours. If there's a price to pay, it should be mine, not yours. Hell honey, you think I'd make you walk around and look at lots of sexy women with all that souped-up sex drive and tell you you can't touch? That wouldn't be very fair. And before you say it, NO you can't come home tomorrow and spoil the girl's trip."
"You're sure? I mean. Well. Hell, sitting here right now I have a huge hard-on yet."
"So let one of the girls take care of you. Or if you want, more than one. That's kind of what the trip was about, right? I'm sure you can think of something interesting to do with a couple of them. Or do I need to give you ideas?"
"If I couldn't think of some way to get four naked girls to get me off, I'd have to turn in my man card," I said shaking my head. "Alright honey. I'll stay one more day."
"Good deal lover. Have fun. I'll see you Monday afternoon!"
"Yep. Bye lover," I said before clicking the phone off. "Well. You heard your mom. You girls caused this, you get to fix it."
"Like we're going to say no?" Jenny said as she took the phone from me. "Get him girls. Let's get him naked. Whoever makes him come gets to sleep with him!"
In moments the four girls were stripping me bare, and then stripping themselves. Mandy and Donna both rode me until they came on my still rock hard shaft, finally giving control to Olivia who slid her soft wet pussy down over me. Jenny climbed onto my face and ground her pussy into my face while Olivia pumped herself up and down on my shaft, her soft hot depths caressing my cock. I was hard as hell, but for some reason climax didn't seem all that close.
"So did you like watching us up there daddy?" Jenny asked quietly. "Watching us on stage, pulling our clothes off and teasing each other's bodies?"
"Umph," I mumbled into her pussy, tasting her sweet juices as I pressed my tongue between her lips, searching out her hard little clit.
"Ohhhhh! God Daddy, you are so naughty. Licking and fucking your own daughters pussies. Is that what you were thinking when we were up there dancing? Fucking and licking our sweet cunts? That's how I got Olivia to go out you know. I told her to pretend she was dancing for you, making you all hard and turned on so she could climb onto your dick like she is right now. Oh yeah. She said she loves getting fucked by you and that you could have her any time you wanted."
"Oh?" I asked, taking a breath.
"I love fucking you Daddy," Olivia said quietly. "Do you like how I feel around your big hard dick? Do you like the idea of fucking me? Maybe taking me at home too? I bet some of my friends wouldn't mind having you come into my room and strip their sweet little bodies naked and then push your big fat man cock into their sweet little teenage pussies."
"Oh damn," I groaned as I gasped for breath before going back to work on Jenny's pussy.
"I can tell you like that idea. Maybe Margie? You know how big Margie's titties are. She'd love to wrap them around your big hard dick. She saw you in the shower one night. You thought we were already asleep, but we snuck to the bathroom door and watched you taking a shower. She said how bad she wanted to walk in and join you. She was so turned on that she played with her pussy in the hallway, just outside the door. She took her panties off and fingered herself watching you until she came."
"Oh fuck," I groaned as my body bucked up under her, jamming my cock deep into her pussy. I felt my cock surge and spurt for what seemed like hours, Olivia climaxing with me as she sat gasping and panting on my fat dick.
"Oh god Daddy. That was...fucking massive," she panted. "I think he likes the idea of fucking some of my friends," she giggled.
"I don't think it's appropriate in any way, but yes, it does seem to be quite titillating."
"More than titillating Daddy," Jenny said as she rolled off my face to lay on the bed next to me. "You were positively coming thinking about her."
"Okay. So the idea of having sex with Margie is more than a little appealing," I agreed. "But that doesn't mean it's going to happen, right? I mean we can't have the whole damn town finding out that I fuck my own daughters!"
"Don't worry Daddy. It's our secret," Jenny said as she climbed off the bed. She walked over and turned the light off. Only after the light was off and the flood lights from the runs streamed in the window did I realize that we'd just done all of that with the curtains open.
"I love you Daddy," Olivia whispered as she lay down on me and kissed my lips. She lay her head on my shoulder and we lay for some time before I rolled her off, her breathing steady and soft in her sleep.
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It's hard to believe that it's January and the last weekend of bow hunting season. Usually this time of year I'm bundled up against frigid cold, shivering in one of my tree stands. Not today though. It was well into the forties by the time the sun started peeking through the bare trees. I'd already peeled off my heavy outer clothes and was sitting in just my base camo layer.
Now that the sun was up, I could see the new house they were building just to the north of my property. I was disappointed when they started, bulldozing a good portion of the fifty acres of woods that adjoined my two hundred. Actually I was more than disappointed. More like irritated. It sounds petty, but I'd been working on my property for years to get really good deer hunting spots, and this one, one of my favorites, overlooks the small pond I'd worked so hard to dig. Now, instead of being deep in a woods with a heavy thicket slightly to the north for them to bed in, it was almost on the edge of a small field. Then to add insult to injury, they built a huge two story house less than a hundred yards from the pond, and my stand. I had little doubt that this was going to be the last season for this stand location.
As hunting season progressed since late September I'd watched the house go up, and now, other than the landscape work, it looked done. Just half an hour ago the orange flush of the sun cast itself on the bottoms of the early morning clouds from below the horizon. In just minutes it gave way to long orange streaks and then the first tinges of the huge orange disk crawling up into the sky. It was probably one of my most favorite times of the day, sunrise. I'd watched the disk grow in size until it seemed stuck to the horizon, unable to detach itself and continue its crawl into the sky until finally it broke free and its orange gave way to bright yellow and then stark white as it crawled higher in the sky. Its disk was now clear of the tops of the leafless trees after spending almost half an hour winding its orangish rays through to me.
Hunting wasn't done just because the sun came up. It just changed now. I could see farther and deeper into the woods. I pulled out my binoculars and scanned the woods, the glasses allowing me to focus on the depths of the woods instead of the closer trees. I didn't see any deer, and for fun switched to looking for the unfortunately out of season turkey I could hear calking.
Unable to spot the elusive bird, I aimed my glasses at the house to check out the progress, wondering how soon the new occupants would be moving in.
The house was built with passive and active solar, almost the entire south face built of windows and sliding glass doors. I could see easily into two first floor bedrooms, a large bathroom and kitchen, all exposed to the huge back deck with nearly floor to ceiling glass. I briefly wondered if the owners planned on curtaining the windows or if they felt they were protected facing nothing but woods. I hadn't expected an answer but found one anyway, in the form of a tall thin blonde woman standing at one of the bedroom windows, staring at the sunrise.
Her body was obviously curvaceous, even in the thin green thigh length robe. The lime green material was see-through enough even at this distance to make out the twin dark circles against her lighter breast skin as she stood with her arms crossed under what had to be D or larger breasts, occasionally lifting a cup of coffee to her lips. Her legs were long and sculpted, clearly muscular, but not overly so. Her blonde hair hung down over one shoulder and part way down her left breast as she stood surveying the sunrise. She was distinctly good looking in anyone's estimation, even at a hundred yards away with fifty power glasses.
I was so busy checking out her that I didn't even see the other woman at first, crawling from the big bed behind the green clad beauty. She pushed herself out of the bed and stepped from behind the green clad beauty. Stunning! That was the best word to describe the second woman. Clad in only a small pair of white lace panties, she stepped to the window next to the first woman. Her brunette head was maybe two or three inches taller than the blonde, her breasts slightly larger, though sagging down farther under their own weight, each taking the shape reminiscent of a large water droplet. Her brown hair was cropped moderately short, barely reaching half way down the back of her neck. Her nipples were already hard as they protruded from large, round, puffed out areolas. Her body was slim and toned and I had little difficulty imagining her spending significant amounts of time at a gym to maintain her sexy body.
She turned her body after a few moments watching the sun, turning to face the blonde, and slipped her hands around the blonde's waist, gently turning her so they faced each other.
I sat and stared as the two embraced, clearly the embrace of lovers. Their lips pressed together as did their bodies, the brunette's hands wandering around the blonde's body, both over and under the robe. Before long the robe was pushed off her shoulders to slide down her arms, revealing her completely nude body beneath.
The coffee cup was taken from her and set on the floor as the brunette sunk to her knees in front of her lover. Her kisses started on her stomach, and slowly, tantalizingly, inched around the blonde's mound and thighs until the brunette's face pressed between her legs. The blonde's hands moved to her lover's head and an obvious gasp escaped her lips. It took no imagination to know where the brunette's tongue was.
I felt slightly guilty, sitting in a tree a hundred yards away, unknown to them as they shared their private moment, but I was unable to tear my eyes away from the stunning sight. I touched the focus on my binos and sharpened the image, focusing on the blonde's rock hard nipples and puckered areola as she moaned and mouthed something to her lover.
The brunette pulled her face from the blonde and stood, wrapping her arms around the blonde again, their big tits pressed together. The blonde's hands moved around her lover's body, stroking and caressing as the two kissed again, a long slow, passionate embrace. Her fingers found the panties of her lover and worked them down until her fingers could find their way under the curve of her ass. The sudden movement of the brunette told of the blonde's fingers finding a target, either her ass or pussy. She pulled away from her blonde lover and pulled her back toward the bed, wiggling her legs to dispose of her panties before she sat and then lay back on the bed. Her ass was barely on the bed as she lifted her legs high, spreading them wide to give her lover access and at the same time an unfettered view. The blonde moved between her lover's legs giving me only moments to view of her shaved pussy, her full round smooth lips framing a significant amount of darker flowery inner lip protruding out sexily.
The blonde knelt between the legs of her lover and lowered her face to the pussy I'd just seen, her ass pushing out at me as she enthusiastically began licking her lover's shaved pussy.
I really couldn't help myself at that point. My cock was straining for release from their confinement and I knew I was the only hunter in this part of the woods. I undid my pants and pulled my dick out, wrapping my free hand around it and slowly stroking its hard length as I watched the blonde. She pulled her hair aside as she bobbed her head up and down, driving her lover to the heights of ecstasy with her tongue and fingers. I watched her spread her own knees farther apart on the floor beside the bed, her ass pushed out at me as she reached between her own legs with the hand that had just been moving her hair. She stroked her pussy with her fingers for several moments before withdrawing her hand, leaving me with a view of her spread and wet pussy, her big tits hanging down beneath her, visible between her pushed apart knees.
I imagined myself kneeling behind her and pushing my fat hard cock into her as I slowly stroked myself with one hand, staring at her round lips, only a little inner lip protruding, but glistening wetly in the morning sun. My attention was split between the blonde's pussy and the sudden thrashing of the brunette on the bed, clearly falling into the throes of orgasm. I imagined that I was kneeling with my cock deep in the blonde's pussy, watching her brown haired friend climaxing on her face and clearly talented tongue. I could see her arch her back and push her pussy into her lover's face, her hands moving to her own breasts to squeeze and pull each hard, distended nipple.
"Fuck yes," I mouthed quietly as the brunette climaxed on the blonde's face.
Having climaxed, the brunette moved her feet off of the blonde's back and let them hang down over the side of the bed as she coaxed the blonde up onto the bed with her. She captured the blonde's big tits as she climbed onto the bed and crawled up her body. Her hands cupped and squeezed the big soft tits as the blonde lowered her face to the brunette's for another long wet kiss. Both of their pussies were completely exposed to me as they kissed, the brunette letting go of one breast to slide her hand down between the blonde's legs. Two fingers slid into the blonde's pussy, slowly working in and out as they kissed. Her strokes worked in and out of her pussy, sliding across her clit in the process and causing her to arch her back in time with the brunette's strokes. Minutes passed as the two embraced, the blonde's excitement growing by the moment.
I took my eyes off the pair long enough to stand up in the stand, my cock sticking straight out from my open pants, which tried to slide part way down my thighs. I focused back on the pair and went back to stroking my excited cock, knowing that my own climax was moments away. The blonde began to rock her hips more energetically, helping to drive the brunette's fingers in and out of her pussy, the two never breaking the long kiss. I could feel the warmth spreading through my body and the tingle in my groin grow as my own body prepared for release. I was completely engrossed, watching the blonde being finger fucked by her lover, her climax apparently moments away, as was mine. My mind imagined me standing behind her, pumping my hips to and fro to drive my cock in and out of her hot wet pussy, replacing the brunette's fingers. I saw her legs tremble and I let go of the climax I was holding back, my dick spurting shot after shot of cum out into the air to fall the sixteen feet to the leaves below. I stood until my dick had emptied its load and only an oozing drool remained before I sat down, lowering the glasses while I sat and caught my breath.
After a few moments I aimed my binos at the pair again, the fingers no longer in the blonde's pussy. The two lay half on and half off each other, their legs intertwined as they , touched and caressed each other, their pussies still completely exposed to me.
I felt more than a little guilty at having invaded their privacy and pulled my binoculars down from my face again. I hadn't ever done anything like that. I wondered how I'd feel if someone had spied on me having sex with my wife. Ultimately I decided that it wouldn't matter if I didn't know about it. Just the same, I tried not to look back at them, but couldn't help myself from looking back at the house, though this time without the binoculars. I wondered if I should somehow clue them in on their privacy, or lack of it, when motion at another of the floor to ceiling windows caught my eye. This motion in a window on the second floor at the far end of the house from where the two beauties had just made love.
I lifted my binoculars and focused on the window.
She stood behind a telescope, completely nude, her hands gently teasing across her own body, one hand stroking across from breast to breast, teasing her nipples while the other hand stroked her fingertips across her mound and occasionally between her legs. After us watching each other for what felt like an hour, but was probably only two or three minutes, she stepped from behind the tripod mounted telescope and let me see her. She gave a small wave, letting me know that she did indeed see me watching her. She couldn't be more than twenty or so, where the other two women were more likely late thirties or a little more.
She stepped behind the scope again, watching my reaction. I'd assumed that I was unnoticed in my full camouflage in the woods as I invaded the privacy of the two female lovers, only to find that my own privacy wasn't nearly as assured as I'd assumed. I still sat with my dick still exposed, wondering what to do next.
"Put away your dick!" I mumbled to myself as I pulled the glasses down and let them hang by the strap around my neck. I stood up and gave the young woman one more look before I tucked myself away and zipped up. I sat back down in my stand and focused my glasses on the second floor window again, disappointed to see the young woman gone. I looked down at the first floor again unable to see the two women in the bedroom any longer. A quick search of the first floor windows found them in the bathroom, washing each other in a large walk-in shower, their bodies mostly blurred out by the steam on the glass doors of the shower. I looked back to the second floor window again, finding my young woman again, this time at the window, rather than behind the telescope. She bent over and leaned something about the size of a large book on the window before sitting on the floor in front of the window. She sat on the floor only a few short feet from the window and spread her knees, exposing her pussy and the small neatly trimmed blonde bush on her mound. She leaned back and pulled an overstuffed pillow behind her back, leaving her reclined in front of the window. I watched as she reached between her legs with one hand and teased her pussy, her full round smooth looking lips glistening with her moisture. She pressed a finger slowly into herself before pulling it back out and spreading her juices on the small amount of inner lip protruding. After stroking herself and dipping her finger in a second time she reached for something and drew a long slender pink dick shaped vibrator between her legs. She turned it on and pushed it slowly into her, working it deep into her pussy. She lay there, sliding it in and out a few dozen times before pulling it out and lifting it to her own mouth. She licked and sucked it for several seconds before setting it aside. Sitting up, she reached for what looked like a piece of cardboard that she'd set against the window and turned it around to expose a white side with writing on it. I was still reading the writing on the paper as she got up and walked to the telescope. She stood behind the tripod, focusing it again on me. I looked back to the cardboard and reread the sign.
"Show me again!"
Seriously? She wanted me to just whip it out for her? I lowered my glasses, unsure what to do. Watching someone else was one thing, but intentionally showing off? I'd never done anything like that. Hell, I wasn't sure I could.
I looked back up, planning on saying no, but found her not looking, but moving the scope tripod so it was lower. I watched her maybe C cup tits wiggle as she worked, making my dick swell in my pants once again. With it adjusted, she picked up the board and carried it to the telescope. She sat down so she could see through the scope from her half reclined position on the pillow, and wrote on the board before turning it to show me. She looked through the scope, apparently expecting a reply.
"Not shy are you?"
I put down my glasses and nodded exaggeratedly.
When I looked up again she was erasing the board, which must be a dry erase board, not cardboard. She wrote on it again and then leaned to set it against the window for me to read. The message was much longer and smaller, taking me a bit longer to read in its entirety.
"Please? I want to watch you come when I do! Unless you want to come here and fuck me!"
She was expecting this to be a two-way event. I knew there was no way I'd go there and have sex. I'd never cheated on my wife of forty years and I wasn't going to start now. I was still pretty damn turned on though. What could it hurt to jack off for her, especially if she was playing with herself at the same time?
I stood up and undid my pants, pushing them and my briefs down my legs, letting them bunch up on my boot tops. I skimmed my long sleeve t-shirt off and stood for long seconds, letting her examine my nearly naked body, my hard-on sticking out toward her. I picked my glasses up and sat back down so I didn't fall out of my stand. I pushed my knees apart so she could see as much of me as I now could of her as she sat with her legs spread, pushing the vibrator into her pussy.
She was clearly the daughter of the blonde woman, her features strikingly similar. I sat and watched her push the toy in and out of herself as I sat and stroked myself in time with hers. It didn't take much imagination for me to pretend it was my dick going in and out of her obviously wet pussy. In and out she pushed the long pink dick shaped vibrator. Up and down my hand went, keeping time with her strokes. I let my hand roll over my engorged head to spread my precum over my shaft, my body getting more excited with each passing minute. In and out she pushed the vibrator, watching me watching her. Up and down my hand went, watching her and imagining me pumping my cock in and out of her young wet pussy.
I knew I was getting close again, as was she. The tingle of urgency spread through me and I stood up, letting the binoculars hang from the strap around my neck, freeing my hand to hold the tree as my climax approached. I stroked my dick, imagining pushing in and out of her pussy, the urgency growing rapidly. My hips pushed in time with my strokes and I briefly hoped I was giving her a good show.
I felt my cum race up the length of my cock and jet out into the air as my hips bucked toward her. Shot after shot erupted as I stroked myself, imagining pumping it into her young pussy, filling her deep wet tunnel. Over and over my cock spurted and my hips bucked as I stood with my eyes closed, holding the tree branch for balance as my cum fell to the ground below me.
Emptied and momentarily exhausted, I sat down and lifted my glasses back up to see if my admirer had climaxed as well.
The young lady lay against the pillow next to the telescope, the vibrator sticking from her pussy, her fingers stroking up and down her body gently. It took several seconds before I realized that someone else was kneeling behind the tripod, her knees spread wide to get her body down low enough to look through the scope. I saw the head move from behind the fat tube, seeing the face of the blonde woman look past the scope toward me. I saw her look down at her daughter and say something before stepping over her to the whiteboard. She bent over, still completely nude, her tits swinging and swaying as she picked it up, and staying bent over, erased what was there. She bent farther to pick up the marker laying on the floor near where the board had sat and spent a few moments writing on it. She set it down against the window before straightening and walking across the room and out the door.
The writing was small, but I could still make it out.
"Nice cock. Didn't know we had neighbors. Feel free to watch, but you have to fuck me before you can fuck my daughter. Stop by any time."
I'd been caught! Worse, she had to know I'd watched her earlier as well. I suddenly worried about what she had to think of me, jacking off to the sight of her daughter doing the same. She had to think I was some kind of pervert, though the message on the board left little to the imagination. Did she think I was going to come fuck her daughter? Was having to fuck her first a challenge, or an invitation? Not that I'd take it either way. What a way to meet new neighbors!
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It sucks to get old. When the old calendar ticked to the sixty mark this year it was almost terrifying. Not that I look that old. Most people that see us often guess we're in our late forties at most. My wife still looks every bit as good to me as the day we got married. Well shaped, a bit more sag in the fun bags, but almost no gray in her short cropped brown hair. I have a little gray happening, but only enough to tint my side burns and a little up the sides. Thank god I haven't started to loose any!
I don't feel that old either. A little slower in my step, but hey, just makes me work smarter rather than harder. Working around young college students has done wonders for making me stay young. Hard to see the young ladies walking around in tight yoga pants, shorts or very short skirts and NOT feel a little bit like chasing skirts. But hey, I like my job and wouldn't even think of jeopardizing it for a piece of ass.
My marriage is the same way. My wife and I have been together for over thirty-five years and I'm not about to throw that away chasing a piece of sexy little tail. Not that I haven't had opportunities. My wife works with quite a few younger women and we've always "entertained" them at pool parties at our house, bar-b-que's, trips to the lake with our boat, staff Christmas parties and other such events to help build and maintain comradery with her team. We've done the same with a pretty large block of personal friends, some from, literally, on the block, and others spread around town. These parties have provided quite a smorgasbord of sexy bodies in tiny bikinis, short skirts and occasionally revealing costumes for me to ogle. I've always kept my hands to myself, if not my eyes, and I'm quite confident my wife has as well.
But getting old does have its price. In the last year, we've had to go to no less than three funerals for friends that passed much younger than they should have. The last, a few months ago, seemed to hit my wife exceptionally hard. Angela had been a friend for well over twenty years when breast cancer took her. My wife had that scare many years ago with another part of the female anatomy, which resulted in a stressful surgery and months of watching and worrying. Thankfully that event turned out as well as one could expect, though now she was missing a number of lady parts, which adversely impacted her hormone levels. It was only through rigorous workouts and careful attention to her calorie intake that she was able to maintain her trim figure.
After Angela passed, it seemed like my wife spent a lot of time dwelling on what would happen to me if something like that happened to her. Every time she asked, I assured her that I'd be fine, but that there was no need to worry about it. She was fine and there was no need to borrow trouble. At the same, I couldn't help but notice that some of her behaviors seemed to be changing. She'd taken to consuming a surprising variety of herbal supplements for her health, and she seemed to be more preoccupied of late with sex. Not that we didn't have an active sex life, but in the last couple months she seemed more preoccupied with sex, and in particular, with providing me opportunities for more and varied encounters. I also couldn't help but notice that she went shopping with friends more frequently, her wardrobe seeming to shrink, not in number of items, but in skirt length. Her nearly knee length dresses now barely came to the middle of her thighs. Not that I was complaining, since she has pretty spectacular looking legs. On more than one occasion, I've noticed much younger guys watching her walk past.
Being a good husband I also help with the laundry, and in doing so couldn't help but notice that in the last few weeks her underwear selections seemed to be getting skimpier. I'm not talking just about those times when she's trying to seduce me, but those she wears on a regular basis. No I don't mean skimpier in numbers, but in coverage. Most of what she was now wearing regularly were either lacy or partly see-through and covered MUCH less than what she had been wearing for the last few years. She hadn't quite graduated to thong panties, but the bikini panties she had taken to were extremely attractive and quite pleasantly revealing. Her bra's also were lacier and seemed to cover less than what she used to wear.
In all the years that I'd known my wife, I never knew her to make any significant deviations from the norm without a plan. When she started exercising years ago, she had specific goals and a specific plan on how to get there. It was just how she worked, both at home and at work. So I had to assume she again had a plan of some kind, though she wouldn't give me the slightest hint what it was. None the less, I was sure she had an idea of what she wanted and how she expected to get there. Now all I had to do was figure out what it was and enjoy the ride.
It was a Tuesday night. Nothing particularly unusual to note. We'd eaten dinner and my wife was busy washing up the dinner dishes while I headed to the den to do some work on my laptop. I heard the doorbell and ignored it, knowing my wife was only a few feet from the back door while she worked in the kitchen. The fact that the doorbell had even rung was almost lost to me half an hour later as I worked on the correct wording for a proposal that was due in only a few days.
"Hey sweetie. Sue and I are going out. Thought you might like to put away that stuffy work and come with us?" my wife said as she stepped into the den, Suzanne, one of her thirty something friends from at work following close behind. I looked up at them from my computer and did a quick double take.
My wife had changed her clothes, wearing a formfitting navy blue wrap-around dress that I'd never seen before. The material of the skirt portion crossed in front of her, barely coming down to the middle of her thighs. If anything, it was a good two or three inches shorter than the dress she'd worn to work that day, which was already enticingly short. The smooth satin-like material seemed surprisingly thin as it crossed itself over her chest, creating a deep V of cleavage three quarters of the way down her front before wrapping around and tying to itself on her left hip. The thin material allowed the shape of her full double D breasts to be fully outlined, along with two bumps of her obviously hard nipples. The depth of the V down the front clearly precluded any bra, which was confirmed by the subtle wiggle of her breasts as she shifted from high heel clad foot to foot in front of me. The dress gave me the clear impression that if she bent too far her breasts would tumble right out the front of the dress for me.
Suzanne, standing slightly behind her, had on an equally short strapless body hugging dress whose bright yellow seemed to make her already well-formed chest seem even larger. Her long, slender legs were encased in a pair of nude color stockings that had to be pulled all the way up to her crotch to keep the lacy tops from showing under the incredibly short, formfitting skirt. My mind briefly wondered if she could even bend over without showing off everything before I realized that my wife was in a similar position, with the V of overlapping material threatening to expose her from the front if it pulled up much higher, and the short hem likely to pull right up her ass if she did bend over.
"What are we going out for?" I asked as I closed my laptop and set it aside.
"Oh, just something special for you," my wife said with a grin, reaching up to her chest and giving her big breasts a gentle lift with her hands through the satin like material.
"I see. Any hint on what it is?" I asked, feeling my dick harden in my pants as I watched her play with her own breasts for a few moments.
"If you want to know, you'll have to come with us, won't you?" she said with a devious little smile. "You like what I'm wearing?"
"I do. I haven't seen that one before."
"Sue just loaned it to me. Said it was perfect for tonight."
"Well, it looks perfect on you. I like the look of no bra."
"That's not all I'm missing," she answered, letting her breasts go and sliding her hands down to the short hem where the two wraps of material crossed in front of her crotch. She grasped the two halves of the skirt material and lifted, raising the hem and the slight V caused by the overlapping layers until I could see that she was standing with only the dress on and no panties at all.
"Good lord sweetie!" I said as I stared at her bare pussy. Not that I hadn't seen it before. Hell I'd seen it almost every day. I just wasn't used to seeing her ready to go out anyplace without underwear on.
"What?" she asked innocently.
"No panties? At all?"
She grinned back at me. "It was Sue's idea. She said she goes without any time she has a dress on. Makes her sooo horny by the end of the day."
"So you thought you'd try it?" I asked, my dick hardening even more in my pants as I looked over at Sue's short skirt and thought about her having no panties on either.
My wife walked over to me, letting go of her skirt as she moved, her tits wiggling side to side as she stepped toward me in her four inch heels. She reached out for my hand and pulled it to her thigh as she stepped next to my recliner and slid it up her thigh until my fingers touched her bare pussy lips. "Do I feel as wet to you as I do to myself?" she asked in almost a whisper.
I really couldn't help myself as I pressed my finger up against her pussy lips and let it slip between her copious delicate inner lips that protruded from her full round outer lips. I could feel her hot wetness envelope the side of my finger as I stroked it gently, between her lips. I rubbed my finger to and fro between her lips, the side of my finger stroking against her already engorged clit. "Oh yeah." I breathed quietly. "You sure you wanna go out and not just take that off right here?"
"Tempting. But then I wouldn't get that surprise for you," she said a little breathlessly.
"I personally think this is plenty of a surprise."
"I can see you're enjoying it," she said as she leaned over a bit and grabbed my hardon through my pants, giving it a firm squeeze. "You going to come?" she asked.
I chuckled. "Not yet. But you might."
She looked down at my face with a furrowed brow before she understood. "You're so bad."
"I'm not the one going out without underwear," I chuckled. "So who's the bad one?"
"You could be," she said with a grin. "I bet you'd look pretty good with a hardon and no underwear to keep it tucked away."
"I'd be way to self-conscious to enjoy thinking about you walking around half naked."
"I think you should. I think you should come along with us, but without your briefs," she said in a loud whisper. "Just think how hot it'd be knowing that neither of us have any panties on and your dick is oh so accessible."
"I think that I'll be showing an awful lot," I answered.
"So? It won't matter where we're going," she said with a giggle.
"And where's that?"
"You'll just have to take off your underwear and come with us to find out. Better yet, why don't you let me take them off right here?"
"In front of Susanne?" I asked in surprise.
"You didn't have any trouble going to that beach last summer, did you? You know the one I mean."
"I know the one you mean." I nodded. "But pretty much everyone else was naked too. Not just us."
"So?"
"You want me to just jump up and strip in front of her?" I asked, still more than a little surprised.
"I suppose we can have her come do it for you if you prefer," my wife said with a soft feminine chuckle.
"I think maybe having her step out of the room," I answered quietly.
"If you insist," my wife said with a shrug as she looked over her shoulder at Sue. Sue grinned and turned to face the wall, but made no attempt to leave. "Better?"
I rolled my eyes and stood up, pulling my hand from my wife's crotch. With a grin, she knelt down in front of me and undid the front of my pants, pulling them and my boxer briefs down in one slow motion, my now rock hard dick popping out to almost slap her in the face. She helped me step out of them and tossed my briefs over her shoulder as I stood naked below the waist.
"Wow." I heard from where Sue was standing, no longer facing the wall, but looking at my exposed hardon.
"I know. It's the perfect size, isn't it?" my wife said as she reached for my dick and wrapped a hand around it. She leaned towards me and engulfed my head with her lips, sucking it and swirling her tongue around it, drawing a groan of pleasure from me.
I groaned and closed my eyes as my wife stroked her hand along my shaft, her lips following her hand, teasing and massaging my fat shaft.
"God. It's way bigger than Jerry's," Sue said from a lot closer. I opened my eyes and saw her standing only a couple feet from us, still moving closer. She knelt down next to my wife, staring at my dick as it went in and out of her mouth. Her hands moved to the front of her dress and pulled the material down, exposing both round firm breasts. I'd seen them in string bikinis more than a few times, but this was the first time I'd seen them completely bare. She reached up and teased each firm orb, rubbing her fingers across her hard nipples as I watched.
"Now who's gonna come?" my wife asked with a giggle, looking up at me from where she knelt. "Wanna taste?"
"Really? You mean it?" Sue asked in surprise.
"Sure. What can it hurt?" my wife answered, aiming my dick towards Sue. She looked at my wife and then up at me and tentatively reached out and took my dick in her hand, replacing my wife's. She leaned toward me and engulfed my cock in her mouth and started to stroke her lips up and down the length of my shaft, her tongue teasing the under side of my head with each stroke.
"Oh shit. You keep doing that, you will make me come," I groaned softly.
"That a bad thing?" my wife asked as she stood up. She wrapped one arm around my neck and pulled her face to mine while her other hand found my right hand and drew it back between her legs. "Make me come," she whispered as she started to grind herself against my hand.
I curled a finger up into my wife's pussy and stroked it in and out as she rocked her hips, grinding her clit against my palm. "Oh yeah. Fuck I'm going to come," she groaned softly. "You going to come with me? You wanna fill her mouth with your hot cum? I know it's something I don't let you do. But she will. She loves the taste of cum. Her hot mouth stroking your hard cock? Oh god I'm gonna come. SHIT!" she cried as her body jerked and trembled next to me. I could feel her pussy contracting around my finger as she climaxed, my own racing to completion itself. She held me close as my hips started rocking, pushing in and out of Sue's mouth in time with her strokes.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock almost down Sue's throat. I felt a gush of cum lance from my engorged head and Sue choked momentarily before closing her lips around me again and continuing to suck and stroke my spurting cock. I stood there panting and shaking for long seconds as my cock slowly deflated in her mouth.
"That was a surprise," I said breathlessly as Sue stood up and let go of my dick.
Sue smiled. "Why don't you put his pants on while I thank him for the gift?"
My wife didn't answer, but did release me and step back. Sue stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her bare tits against my chest and her lips to mine. I could taste my cum on her lips and tongue as she pressed her tongue between my lips, coaxing me to give her a long, hot French kiss. I lifted my feet as my wife coaxed me to put my pants on without my briefs and then my shoes, my pants still around my ankles. Only after my shoes were on and tied did Sue let go and step back so my wife could pull my pants up. By then my softened dick was already starting to respond to the erotic kiss.
"I think we're ready," my wife said after she and Sue fixed their dresses back in place.
"Good. Now all we need to go is give him a hardon before we get to the store."
"That shouldn't be too hard," my wife giggled. "I'm sure you can think of something to do."
"I'm sure I can too," Sue answered with an equally feminine giggle.
I sat in the passenger side of my wife's Malibu, Sue sitting behind my wife since I needed the passenger seat pushed back for my long legs. I couldn't help but look back periodically to see Sue illuminated by the occasional lights. She sat crooked in the seat with her back against the driver's side, her dress top pulled down as it had been while she was sucking my dick, and her skirt pulled up with her spread legs so that her pussy was now also exposed. I still couldn't believe that my wife had her suck me off like that, all the while kissing me and having me finger her to orgasm.
We passed through another pool of light and I looked back, getting another short glimpse of Sue. I wished the light had been a bit brighter and longer so I could see more, but the end effect was meeting her stated goal of giving me another hardon before we got to wherever it was we were going.
"You enjoying the view?" my wife asked as she reached over and squeezed my mostly hard dick through my pants.
"Um. Yeah," I answered in surprise. I thought I'd been subtle enough that she wouldn't notice. For that matter, I didn't think she knew just exactly how much her friend was exposing, if at all.
"She does have a pretty sexy body, doesn't she?"
"Uh. Yeah. I'd say so," I almost stammered.
"Me too," my wife agreed, squeezing my dick again. "When we get home, I bet you can convince her to get naked for you. Then you could get a really good look while you get your other surprise."
"And you want me too?"
"Well. How else are you going to help her... oops I almost spoiled your surprise!"
"Yeah. About that...just where are we going?"
"That too is a surprise. I know how much you enjoy surprises."
"Well. I've certainly had a few already tonight. Starting with that dress."
"Sue said you'd like it. Or more accurately, me falling out of it. You know, if you were to pull that little bow on my left hip, well, let's just say I wouldn't be able to keep you from making me almost naked."
I knew my wife, and that was clearly the kind of invitation that was more of a request than a suggestion. It has been years since we'd done anything in a car. But I could still remember the time she stripped completely naked in the front seat of my pickup and gave me a blow job while I drove. It was one of the first times she gave me oral sex and one of the few times she took my load in her mouth.
I leaned across as best I could to grab the bow and unfastened it. Pulling the sash, I unwrapped the dress to find a similar tie on her right hip, inside the dress. That too was quickly dispatched, allowing me to push the dress completely apart. I reached up to one of her now exposed breasts and cupped it gently, teasing her already hardening nipple with my thumb. It didn't take me too long to work my way down over her firm abs to her lap and then between her legs. She shifted in the seat to give me as much access as she could while driving. I changed hands so I could sit straight again and rubbed my pinky of my left hand up and down her pussy lips, gently working it between her soft warm inner lips to rub across her clit.
"Hmmmm. Right to the heart of the problem!" she moaned softly.
"Just don't forget to drive," I chuckled.
"Not to worry. We're almost there."
Almost was about right. In only a few short minutes we pulled into the parking lot of a large windowless brick building with a glass double door about in the middle of the structure. The left side of the building sported a large colorful sign denoting "Flirt" while the right half of the building sported a purple script sign "Rosie's". I wasn't at all familiar with either, though I could recall driving past them a few times on my way elsewhere. There were quite a few cars in the parking lot leading me to believe that even on a weekday the business did fairly well. "Here we are," my wife said as she parked in a spot some distance from the building and turned the car off. "You wanna put me back together or should I go in like this?"



"I'll be happy to put you back together," I answered, undoing my seatbelt and twisting in the seat. I leaned across her to pull the dress back around her abs when I felt her hands close around me, pulling my head down lower toward her chest.
"Why don't you just take a moment and play with the girls," she cooed softly as she lifted her breast up with her free hand. She gently guided my face to her breast. I opened my mouth and eagerly sucked her nipple in, drawing it and her puckered areola in to where I could swirl my tongue around it, teasing both her areola and her rigid nipple at the same time. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah. I love having my nipples played with," she moaned softly.
I pulled away after only a few seconds of teasing. "I'd be happy to do that more if I wasn't twisted like a pretzel," I said with a chuckle.
"Fair enough. I'll hold you to that later then," she answered as I went back to trying to put her dress back together. I crossed the material over her left breast and found the tie by her right hip and tied a bow in it. Then I crossed the remaining material over it, covering her right breast and reaching across to her left hip to tie it in place.
"There you go," I said with satisfaction.
"I'm good to go?"
"As far as I can tell," I answered.
"Then let's!" she said cheerfully. "God Sue, I'm soooo fucking horny already!"
"Just wait till we get inside," Sue said from the back seat, drawing my attention back to her. She was once again "decent" but her nipples protruded obviously in the thin dress and the short skirt was still hiked up to her waist, giving me a much better view of her pussy in the parking lot lights. Her pussy looked more like a teenaged, with full rounded outer lips framing only a hint of more delicate inner lip protruding. Her entire shaved pussy glistened in the harsh parking lot lights from her own juices she'd rubbed around it.
My wife noticed my long stare and twisted around to look over the seat at her friend. "Don't you just want to dive in and lick that sexy little pussy?"
"Yeah... huh? What?" I answered, a little startled at my own initial answer.
"Oh nothing," my wife said with a grin. "Shall we?"
"Of course!" Sue answered enthusiastically, opening the car door. She climbed out with her skirt still open to her waist and only then did she smooth it down and cover her sexy ass and pussy. If her goal was to make me hard and horny, she had wildly succeeded, though I was still mystified by my wife's not only indifference, but actual encouragement to check out her friend's body. I had no idea what she was playing up to, but I highly doubted that it was what my mind was currently picturing.
I was brought back to reality by my wife opening her door and climbing out, her skirt too still exposing a lot, though not as much as Sue had. I climbed out of the car, unfolding my long legs and standing up while my wife smoothed down her skirt. I walked around and the girls each looped an arm in mine, guiding me toward the door. I unhooked my right arm from my wife to open the door.
Once inside the vestibule we could go either left or right, both demarked with a single frosted glass door. The door to the left labeled "Flirt" was clearly the entrance to a rather loud space, probably a bar or similar space. The door to the right was less obvious and marked with "Rosie's". My wife reached for that door and pulled it open.
As soon as I looked in, I could see racks of videos and extremely sexy lingerie. Sue guided me inside and it was immediately obvious that it was an adult store which also made me assume that "Flirt" was a gentleman's club.
Sue was leading me down an aisle between two racks of some pretty revealing lingerie with my wife following us when she stopped and released me. "Damn Joan! Look at this! It'd be perfect for Jerry, wouldn't it?" Sue asked, pulling an almost completely sheer teddy off the rack and holding it up against her body for my wife to see. "And look. Crotchless!"
"Damn that is sexy!" my wife agreed enthusiastically.
"It's perfect, don't you think? I think we both need one!"
My wife hesitated a moment. "It's a little more revealing than I'd thought we'd have," she answered hesitantly.
"No! It's perfect!" Sue responded, clearly enthusiastic about the outfit. "Unless you wanna go even more. I mean we don't have to wear anything if we don't want."
"No. I don't think I could do that."
"Then this is it!" Sue said taking a second off the rack, both in sheer white with white lace around the deeply cut front.
With the two teddies in her hand, she looped her arm in mine again and resumed leading me towards the back wall, which I could see was covered with a surprising variety of sex toys and vibrators. "Okay Scott. Pick two. Any two your heart desires, or your dick finds sexy!"
"What am I picking them for?" I asked curiously.
"That's still a surprise," she whispered. She unlooped her arm from mine and hung the two teddies on a hook holding a number of packages of artificial dicks on straps and stepped around behind my wife. She wrapped her arms around her from behind and slowly pulled the hem of the skirt up with one hand until her pussy was completely visible. With her free hand, she slipped a finger between my wife's legs and teased it along her wet lips. "Think about her pussy. Which of these would you like to see sliding in and out of her pussy? Teasing her and making her come?"
"Is that what I'm picking for?"
"Maybe... maybe not," Sue answered, standing and teasing my wife's pussy right there in the store. "But it's a good picture isn't it?"
"Yeah. It is," I agreed.
"Then choose wisely!" she giggled, slowly teasing her finger up between my wife's wet lips, making her shudder slightly as her finger stroked across my wife's already excited clit.
"Oh fuck Sue!" my wife moaned. "You're not going to make me come right here, are you?"
"I think you need to show him your tits too."
"But someone might see!"
"I know. Naughty isn't it?"
My wife hesitated and then lifted her hands to the front of the dress and pulled it apart until both her big tits were hanging out in full view. I briefly wondered if the store had security cameras, but lost the thought as Sue pushed a finger up into my wife's pussy, making her moan.
"Better choose soon or she might come right here," Sue cooed softly. "Make it a good vibrating one. Or even one that does multiple motions."
"Oh fuck," my wife moaned, reaching up and squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples between her fingers and palms.
I looked at the rack and pulled a mostly clear vibrator down that looked like it had ball bearings in it, the package indicating that it vibrated, twisted and extended two inches at the same time.
"Ohhhh. Nice choice," Sue said, pulling her finger from my wife's pussy. She let the dress fall back into place and then stepped around in front of my wife. "Now it's my turn. Pick something really wicked you'd like to push into my hot pussy!" she said as she turned around and bent at the waist. The short skirt rode up her cheeks as she spread her feet apart and arched her back down, forcing her now exposed pussy at me. "Something you'd love to slide right into here! Something you think would make me come real hard!"
If there was one position that really, really turned me on, that was it. I was tempted to just whip my dick out, public place or not, and shove it into her obviously wet pussy. She wiggled her ass back and forth slowly, making me even hornier than I was watching her finger my wife. "So you going to pick one? Going to find one that'll make me come as hard as if you pushed your dick right inside me? Or are you gonna just pull that fat dick out and fuck me right here?"
"Damn," I groaned as I stared.
"SUE!" my wife said sharply.
"Okay?" she answered my wife, straightening up and turning to face me. She pulled the front of her dress down to expose her tits and stepped toward me. "Maybe you need a little more of this kind of persuasion?" She wrapped one arm around me and pressed her tits against my arm while her free hand pushed down into my pants, grabbing my hard dick. "Think how I'd look if I let you push my dress down farther? Maybe all the way off? I wasn't planning on getting naked just yet, but if you want me to, I will."
"No. I think that's plenty for now," I answered as she stroked my dick inside my pants. I reached for the rack and pulled a fairly large vibrating artificial dick off the rack that advertised it also moved in a circular motion.
"Ohhhhhh. Nice choice. You're going to have so much fun with that!"
"Doing what?" I asked.
She leaned closer to me and squeezed my dick while she whispered in my ear. "Fucking my hot wet pussy with it!"
"Oh damn," I groaned, suddenly feeling like I might come in my pants.
"When we get home, you get to strip us both naked," she whispered. "Would you like that?"
"Oh yeah," I answered in a half groan.
"Me too. I can't wait to see you all the way naked, kneeling in front of me. Oooh I almost gave your other surprise away! But I bet if I ask Joan, she'll let me make you come all over me. Do you wanna do that? Do you want me to make you squirt your cum all over my naked body?"
"Oh damn," I groaned, having to consciously think about not coming in my pants right then.
"I think we better go," my wife interrupted.
"Me too," Sue said huskily. "I can already feel my pussy leaking down my legs."
She pulled her hand out of my pants and pulled her dress top back in place before picking up the two teddies. She took me by the hand and led me to the small counter with a cash register and laid the teddies on the counter. My wife stepped up and, blushing brightly, placed the two sex toys on the counter.
As soon as I'd paid for our purchases, my wife hooked her arm in mine and practically dragged me out of the store. As we neared the car she tosses the little clutch she was using as a purse to Sue. "You drive. I just can't wait any longer!"
Sue giggled in response and walked around to the driver side. I reached for the door handle on the passenger door. "Uh uh. In the back!" my wife practically demanded. I shrugged and climbed into the back seat. Before I could even think about getting settled and belted, my wife climbed in, pushing me over and climbing on top of me. She contorted herself to pull the door closed behind herself and then lay on top of me. Her hands were busy for a few moments and then she wiggled herself completely out of the dress she had on. Laying naked on me, she worked my pants open and hurriedly pushed them down to free my cock. "I just can't wait any more!" she growled as she reached between us for my cock.
She lifted herself slightly with her legs and then let herself back down, her sopping wet pussy enveloping my rock hard dick. "God I'm so fucking ready to come!" she moaned as she began to rock her hips in the tight confines of the back seat. "I can't believe we did that, Sue fingering me in public like that. For a few moments, I thought you might just stand there and watch until i did come!"
"She wouldn't have really done that, would she?" I asked as her velvety soft pussy stroked along my rigid dick, caressing my engorged mushroom head in all the right places.
"Uh huh. Just like she would have jacked you off in your pants if you'd have given her a few more minutes."
"It wouldn't have taken a few more minutes!" I groaned as the tingle began to race through my body. "Just like this won't!"
"Me either. I'm almost there," she panted. "Did you like seeing her pussy? Did seeing it get you turned on this much?"
"I think seeing you half naked in public did most of it," I groaned. "Oh god lover. You ready?"
"Oh yeah. Let me have it. Let me have all of it!" she moaned, pushing herself up enough for me to see her bare tits in the darkness as we drove.
"Here it comes," I groaned as she did her best to bounce on me in the tight quarters, the urgency of release quickly overtaking me. My body spasmed and jerked, jamming my dick hard up into her as the first pent up squirt surged deep into her.
"Yes!" she cried loudly, jamming herself down hard onto me. I could feel her pussy contract around me as her body began to tremble and shudder. She stiffened as my dick pumped another surge deep into her, her own body responding with a spasmodic jerk of her own. I could tell she was having an especially hard climax along with me, our bodies jerking and twitching almost in unison.
She lay on me after a few short intense minutes, her hands moving to turn my face towards hers. She kissed me wetly, her tongue pressing into my mouth almost urgently. We lay embraced for long minutes that way until she pulled her face from mine and hugged me close. She whispered in my ear, "I hope you enjoyed everything so far. I know I am. But the night's not over yet. Not by a long shot."
"There's more?"
"Uh huh. A special surprise yet."
"Trust me. Tonight has already been a surprise."
"Good. I'd hate to think anything I've done tonight was predictable!"
"It hasn't been!"
Sue shortly turned us into the driveway and then into the garage. She hit the button to close the garage door and then swiveled around in her seat. "I know what we planned, but I'm so fucking horny that I don't think I can last that long. How about we get him naked and you let me sit on his face for a few minutes. Just until he makes me come?"
"Well. I said you could later, but I don't suppose it'd matter if you did now," my wife answered. "Besides, this would be a bit more of an unusual place."
"It would. Even Jerry hasn't done it to me in the garage," Sue giggled as she twisted back and opened the driver's door. She stepped back to the back door and opened it while my wife worked my shirt up my body as I lay on the back seat. I lifted myself enough for Sue to help pull my shirt over my head and then lay back down while my wife slid back and opened the other door. I felt a little funny laying on the back seat of her car with my head at one end of the back seat and my legs sticking out the other side, but Sue didn't give me long to think about it as she pulled her dress completely off. Standing in nothing but her high heels, she turned her back to me and then pushed her butt into the back seat over my face. She looked down at me as she lowered her bare pussy down toward my face. I could see some stubble on her mound and around her lips as she lowered herself closer, stopping with her clearly dripping wet pussy hovering fractions of an inch from my lips.
"Any time you want," she cooed almost impatiently.
I reached my hands up to her hips and my tongue out to her pussy. I gently licked along its length, the slight amount of inner lip protruding tasting sweet and wet as I stroked along their length. I felt my pants and shoes being pulled off and then my wife's hand around my already hardening dick as I stroked my tongue again, this time pressing hard enough to spread her lips and stroke the insides of her lips.
"Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned above me as I teased the tip of my tongue across the end of her slit and her slightly protruding clit. "God I wanted you to do this to me so badly in the store."
I pulled her down a few fractions of an inch lower and pressed my tongue up between her lips as she moved her feet to allow her to bow her legs out a little more, spreading her pussy slightly. I felt a hot wetness engulf my dick, as my wife bent over my lower half and started to suck my growing hardon. "You can lick her and suck her or touch her all you want, but this is mine," my wife said softly, clearly laying out the rules.
"MM Hm," I answered as I pressed my tongue up into Sue as far as I could, feeling a little shudder run through her body. Her hips started to rock in time with my tongue strokes, dragging her clit down across my chin a few times. I let my hands slide up her body and find her tits, squeezing each one of the firm orbs. They were firmer than my wife's by quite a bit, but I wasn't sure if they were all real or not, not that it really mattered just then.
"Ohhh god Bill. You're gonna make me come any second," she moaned softly, trying to grind her pussy against my face again. I licked up her slit again, finding her clit and rubbing the tip of my tongue around and around her clit as she began to shudder and cry out in pleasure. "OH FUCK!! OH GOD BILL! OHHHH FUUUUUUUUCK!" she cried as she climaxed over my face, her juices leaking down around my chin and running down my neck. Her whole body seemed to jerk and twitch as she lifted herself up off my face and quite literally sprayed my face with her cum as she held onto the car door and frame for balance. "Oh god Bill. I'm so sorry. I haven't come hard enough to squirt, in well, a damn long time," she panted as she stood over me, looking down at my cum drenched face.
"Well. Um. I have to say, that was a first for me," I answered as my wife pulled her mouth off my dick. "There's some rags on the work bench, if you wouldn't mind."
"Oh yeah," she answered quickly, pushing away from the car to get a rag. I looked at my wife who was grinning at me like a Cheshire cat.
"Looks like you got quite the surprise," she finally said as she played with my hardon.
"Seems like it," I agreed as Sue brought back a rag. I wiped my face and neck and then climbed out of the car and wiped the cum from the seat before letting the girls lead me into the house, the three of us still naked. They led me to the master bathroom where we had a large walk-in shower, and they each kicked off their shoes. My wife turned on the water and adjusted it to the right temperature and then pulled the hand wand from the holder before sitting down on the bench that was built into one side of the shower. She spread her legs while Sue stepped to the sink and got something out. "Remember how you thought I should shave it all off, not just trim it last year?"
"Yeah," I answered, hoping she was saying what I thought she was saying.
"Well, you get to do just that. Sue's going to teach you how to shave me."
"She is?"
"She is," Sue answered from behind me. "And when you get done with her, you can do me."
"Oh?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. Now, here, put this on the floor," she said, handing me a folded towel. "You can kneel on that," she said as she coaxed me down onto the floor. "Now. First you need to lather her up real nice," she said, handing me a bottle of some kind of squirt lotion. "This is real gentle shave cream, so if you accidently get some inside her, it's no big deal."
I squirted some on my wife's curl covered mound and rubbed it around until it made a nice lather, which I worked down around her lips.
"Now it's going to take a few passes to get all of it off, since she hasn't been shaved all over before," Sue said as she handed me a razor. I began to stroke it across her mound, cutting off her dark curls in layers, Sue holding the sprayer to rinse the razor off after each pass. "Good. Now you want to work down around each side. Stick your finger right into her and then use your thumb to pull her lips out of the way. You wanna be real gentle and careful not to nick anything."
"Definitely," I agreed as I pressed my finger deep into my wife's pussy. I used my thumb to pull her inner lip aside and keep it from the razor as I stroked down her full round outer lips, cutting the curls off and then the remaining short hairs, leaving her as smooth as a baby bottom. I couldn't help but notice that as I worked my finger pressed in and out in a slow erratic fucking motion, which seemed to be getting my wife more excited the longer I worked.
I switched hands and worked on the right side of her pussy, my finger sliding in and out of her slightly as I worked. "Now wash it all off and see if you missed anywhere," Sue coaxed, reaching past me to guide my hand flat against my wife's pussy, rubbing it around her now smooth lips and pressing my middle finger between her lips to rub against her clit. "I bet she'd really like to be fucked now," Sue whispered. "Make her come so she'll want you to do it again, but remember, you have to shave me yet and I can tell you, I'm already horny as hell."



I looked up at my wife, who was sitting with her eyes closed, enjoying my touch. I lifted myself on my knees and grabbed my dick, aiming it at my wife's pussy.
"OH fuck yes!" she moaned as I pushed my dick slowly into her freshly shaved pussy. In and out I slid slowly, working my dick deep into her while I used my thumbs to stroke up and around her smoothly shaved pussy. I worked my thumb around to her clit and stroked it slowly, in time with my deep thrusts, increasing her moans of pleasure. I could still feel the wetness of my cum deep in her pussy from our recent adventure in the car, which lubricated us more than adequately. My wife reached out to me and drew my head down towards her chest, clearly urging me to suck on her tits, something she very much enjoys during sex. I closed my lips around one nipple and teased it with my tongue as I continued to stroke in and out of her pussy. "Oh god yes lover. That's it. Shit your gonna make me come again. Ohhhhhhh. God yes... Almost. Oh shit. OH SHIT. OHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried as her body jerked and convulsed in an extremely strong orgasm. I felt her pussy clenching and pulling at me as I continued to stroke in and out of her, not quite to the point of climax myself. I continued to stroke in and out of her, slowing my strokes as her climax slowly passed, finally pulling my rock hard shaft from her, lifting myself up to gently kiss her. "Thank you lover," she whispered breathlessly.
"My turn," Sue said, quickly, sitting on the bench next to my wife and spreading her legs. She hooked one leg over my wife's so that both of their pussies were completely exposed to me. She rinsed her pussy off with the sprayer and then waited for me to move between her legs. I moved my towel and knelt between her legs and gently rubbed the foaming lotion on her mound and around her lips. As I had done with my wife, I pressed one finger deep into her pussy and used my thumb to pull her inner lip out of the way as I stroked the razor carefully down her full round outer lips. She groaned softly as switched fingers and sides, clearly enjoying feeling my finger in her pussy. I finished shaving her and rinsed her off. "I wish I could feel that dick inside me," she said quietly, reaching her hands out for me, grabbing my dick and pulling me towards her pussy. She nestled my dick between her lips, with my head sticking up nearly to her mound. "But I promised Joan that I wouldn't. But if you wanna rub yourself on me until we come, I really would enjoy that."
I looked at my wife who looked back at me. I'm sure she knew what I was thinking and gave the slightest shake of her head no. I nodded in agreement, my silent question answered. No, she wasn't going to allow me to even accidently stick it into her. I looked back at Sue and began to rock my hips, sliding my dick along her wet pussy. Each stroke pushed my head up out of her pussy lips and across her clit while each stroke back let my head press between her lips and in some cases, slide all the way down to her tunnel entrance. I reached for her tits and began squeezing and playing with them, my thumbs stroking side to side across her hard nipples. My wife reached over and pressed her hand on my head, pressing it harder against Sue's pussy, forcing my head deep between her lips with each stroke.
"Oh fuck me," Sue moaned quietly, her hands on my hips, trying to pull me to her. "Fuck my hot pussy. I wanna feel your big fat cock push deep into me and make me come."
After shaving both of them I was more than turned on enough to come, which was going to happen sooner rather than later with my wife pushing my dick against her friends pussy. Back and forth I rocked, sliding my head down between her lips and then pushing back up. My wife slipped off the bench to kneel next to me, her lips reaching out and sucking my earlobe as she breathed heavily in my ear. I felt her hand pressing my dick with each stroke, pushing my head hard against Sue's pubic bone. As she grew closer to coming, her hips started to rock, dragging my dick head all the way down to her tunnel entrance with almost every stroke. I could feel my engorged mushroom head bounce through her opening each time I pushed forward.
I let go of one of Sue's tits and pulled my arm out to wrap around my wife, reaching down to squeeze her firm ass as she pressed herself against me. I continued to stroke, surprised a little at how long I was lasting, but then I had come twice already in the last couple hours, once in Sue's mouth and a second time in my wife's pussy. I could feel my climax building as I slid my hand lower, reaching under my wife's cheeks to find her pussy with my fingers. She arched her back in, pressing her tits harder against me and her ass out toward my hand, letting me feed two of my fingers up into her tunnel to the first knuckle.
"Fuck. I'm going to come," Sue moaned loudly, arching her back more as she tried to drive her pussy toward my dick. I felt my head slide down and my wife push it against Sue, dipping the tip of my head all the way into Sue's vaginal opening. I was close enough to climax that I really couldn't help but push back again, this time driving my cock suddenly and deeply into Sue. "FUUUUCK!" Sue's cry echoed in the shower as she suddenly began to climax. I continued to pump my dick in and out of her while I pumped my fingers in and out of my wife's pussy next to me. I felt my cock swell as Sue clamped and spasmed around me, my own climax moments away. I pulled my dick all the way out, feeling my wife's hand close around it, expecting her to re-aim me to a safer place. My hips pushed forward as my wife held my head between Sue's lips, allowing me to drive deep into her once again.
"Oh shit," I groaned as my body spasmed at the feeling of her hot wet pussy closing once again around my engorged head. I jammed my dick hard into her as a gush of cum lanced out into her. I knelt there, my body bucking and jerking as I emptied what felt like gallons of cum into her. I turned my head to look at my wife questioningly.
"A girl can change her mind, can't she?" she whispered to me before pressing her lips to mine. We kissed for long seconds before she broke the contact. "You were being so good. I knew you wanted to but you weren't, so I thought maybe you needed a little extra reward for being such a good husband."
"Thank you. I did want to, but I wouldn't have."
"I Know. That's why I did it. Just don't get the idea that it's gonna be a regular thing."
"I understand," I whispered back as my softening dick slipped out of Sue's pussy. I got up and helped Sue up, and the three of us showered together. Sue squatted under the shower a few times to let my cum drool out of her freshly fucked pussy, drawing a giggle from both her and my wife at her comments of how much I'd pumped into her. Finally washed and dried, my wife sent me to bed while she and Sue said goodbye and Sue dressed. MY wife came back to bed, still naked, and got me hard one more time so she could ride me until she climaxed one last time. My "payment" for letting me cum inside Sue.
To be continued...



        Partner Games Ch. 02: Fair Play

        Wife and her friend swap husbands.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/partner-games-ch-02-fair-play

Title: Partner Games Ch. 02: Fair Play

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Wife and her friend swap husbands.

Tags: loving wife, hotwife, sharing, wife sharing, wife, husband

Series: Partner Games Ch


Partner Games Ch. 02 - Fair play: Wife tries friend's hubby
Three days passed since Sue's shopping trip. My wife and I had been having extraordinary sex each evening and night, reminding each other of how we felt and the things we'd done only a few days before. Thursday afternoon she called me on my cell phone to come to the garage when she got home from work, and stood in the garage and stripped naked before laying on the hood of her car and inviting me to take her there, which I eagerly did. Clearly the encounter with Sue was providing a tremendous amount of titillating thought and fantasy.
As the last work day progressed, I was surprised to get a few texts from my wife. She wore one of her regular skirts that morning, coming down to mid thigh, and a light blouse with a lacy bra beneath. The first text was of her in the ladies room mirror, or more accurately, a close-up of her chest showing both her nipples poking the lace bra out dramatically. Later in the day I got a picture of her, again in the ladies room, with her dress pulled up to her waist, and clearly no panties on, her pussy, shaved freshly that morning, completely visible. The third and last was a picture of her sitting at her desk, her skirt hiked up her thighs slightly as she sat so she could spread her legs farther apart. The picture included her fingers and pussy, both glistening with her juices, and a note that she was VERY horny walking around without panties on, something she was trying for the first time at work.
I pulled into the garage, finding my wife's car there already. Not that it was overly unusual, but in general I tended to get home sooner than she did, having a shorter drive. Given the texts she'd sent, I wondered if maybe she was waiting for me, ready to have sex. I walked in and found her moving about the kitchen in a light weight strapless summer dress. The way her breasts were moving around practically shouted no bra. I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her, cupping both breasts through the thin dress. "Hey lover," I whispered in her ear as I massaged her breasts through the dress.
"Hey sexy. Did you like my texts?" she asked, reaching behind her ass to grab my dick through my pants.
"Uh huh. Got me really turned on. Wanna go in the back bedroom and have a little fun before dinner?"
"Mmmmmm I'd love to. But we have a dinner tonight with Sue and Jerry," she said softly. "I put your clothes on the bed. Why don't you go change?"
"Damn! I didn't think we were due to go over there until next week," I whispered. Sue and Jerry and my wife and I had alternated hosting dinner at their house and at our house every few weeks. Apparently I'd gotten my dates out of whack.
"Nope. This week," my wife said, turning in my arms. She reached down to my pants between us and undid my belt. "Sue said to make sure you were good and turned on when you came over. She wants to see your hard cock again," she said as she pushed my pants down and worked my cock out of my briefs.
"Oh really? Have you two been planning again?"
"What do you think?"
I slid my hands up from her butt to the top of her dress. I eased the front down to expose her tits encased in the see-through blue teddy that the girls had bought at the store. "Am I to assume that you plan on exposing yourself to Jerry?"
"Well. He's been more than a little resistant to Sue's suggestions. She thought that maybe a little coaxing would be in order. Do you disapprove?"
"Well. Let's see. Three days ago I fucked his naked wife in my shower after licking her pussy and shaving her. It's a little late to ask that, isn't it?"
"Not really. I mean if you don't approve, I can tell her no, and we'll just not do anything like that any more. I know she'll be disappointed, but if you don't want to see her naked again."
"You know darn well it isn't that. She's quite sexy, and you have to admit, it's really spiced our sex life up this week."
"Uh huh. And do you wanna stick your dick in her again?"
I was a little shocked at the question. "I thought that was a one time thing."
"It was. But it wouldn't HAVE to be. It all depends."
"On what?"
"How resistant you are to fair play?"
"Fair play?"
"Uh huh. You can't expect to go around fucking another man's wife without giving him a chance too."
"As in fuck you?"
"That is one possibility."
"And this is something you want to do?"
"The idea is intriguing."
"How so?"
"Well. I've never had another man's dick in me besides yours. It might be nice to see if you're really as good as I've been bragging you are."
"You brag about me?"
"Ohhhhh. Hell yeah. From what I can tell, you're well above average in bed."
"And where, pray tell, do you brag about me?"
"Oh. Ladies talk. You know," she said with a shrug.
"I see. So the question is, is getting to fuck Sue again worth watching you get poked by Jerry?"
"Something like that," she said, her hands still stroking my now rock hard cock. "I can tell you want her again. You wanna stick your big cock right into her. Remember how she looked bending over at the store? For a second, I thought you might just step over and fuck her right there."
"For a second I thought I might too," I said quietly.
"How would you like to do that again? See her bent over with her pussy exposed for you and permission to slide it right into her?"
"And all I have to do is?"
"Let nature take its course. Anything Jerry does to me you get to do to Sue."
"And if I don't want to see him fucking you?"
"Just say so. Anytime you want you can call it all off. But I warn you, Sue has some naughty ideas to get the both of you horny as hell."
"Knowing Jerry, I'm gonna guess he's not too thrilled with the idea of someone else taking his wife either?"
"That seems to be the thought," my wife said. "So if he doesn't, you can't. But trust me, Sue's gonna be doing everything she can to break down his resistance."
"Which is why the teddy?"
"Uh huh," my wife said with a grin. "And just so you know. I'm not planning on letting him cum in me. So when we get home you can pound me as long as you want."
"Okay. I'll play along," I said with a sigh.
"Good. Go get dressed while I get the last of my stuff together," she said as she pulled away from me and pulled the dress top back up over her tits. I bent over and pulled my pants up before I walked to the bedroom. I found a pair of cargo pocket shorts with a web belt laying on the bed, along with a t-shirt and a pair of sandals. "And lose the underwear!" my wife called down the hall.
"Yes ma'am," I called back as I started to undress.
I felt a little conspicuous with my still hard dick bulging the front of the baggy shorts out, but then I suppose that was the idea. There would be no doubt in Jerry's mind when I got turned on, exactly what he was seeing. By the time I got finished dressing, my wife had everything loaded into the car and was waiting on me. "Ready?"
"I guess so," I answered as she led the way into the garage. It was a very short drive to where they lived just outside city limits. I made two attempts to play with my wife's body on the short drive, which both got my hands slapped, and a stern warning to "save it for Sue."
We arrived and I helped my wife carry things inside before heading out back where Jerry was already busy grilling the meat. "Hey Bill!" he said as he turned to greet me. "Grab a brew buddy!"
"Sure thing," I answered, walking to the little fridge on the patio and pulling out a beer. "How was the week?"
"Excruciatingly long. I spent most of the week on the road."
"Bummer," I answered.
"You?"
"Oh. Not bad. It was at least an interesting week."
"Oh? How so?"
"Sue and my wife corralled me into taking them shopping on Tuesday."
"Oh boy. I hate taking Suzanne shopping. She can spend hours looking for just the right dress and wants to model every one of them for me. Sorry you got stuck with that."
"Oh it was no problem," I answered, not at all sure I should tell him exactly what it was we went shopping for.
"Suzanne tells me that they're planning on showing off what they got. I'm guessing that'll be pretty boring for you then, since you already saw them in it."
"Actually, they didn't model everything for me, so I'll be seeing it the first time too."
"Oh. Well. We'll both be surprised then," he said with a grin.
"You boys having a good time?" Sue asked as she walked out of the kitchen with a large tray, my wife following close behind with a stack of plates. I couldn't help but watch as they set things on the picnic table, bending over to reach across the bench seats, the stretch making their dresses both slide up their ass cheeks until their pussies, framed by the crotchless blue teddies, showed.
"Holy shit!" I heard Jerry mumble under his breath as he apparently saw the same thing too. "Shit Bill! Did you see the same thing I did?" he asked quietly as the girls disappeared back into the kitchen.
"I guess that depends on what you saw."
"It sure as hell wasn't a spotted warbler! Did both our wives just flash us their pussies?"
"That's what I saw," I agreed.
"Do you suppose they knew their dresses pulled up that much? It wasn't an accident, was it?"
"Didn't look like an accident to me," I agreed.
"Damn," he said again, adjusting his dick in his pants, trying to make it less conspicuous. I had just turned back to face the grill when the girls came back out, carrying glasses and a pitcher of lemonade. Jerry looked back over his shoulder and watched as my wife bent much farther than necessary to set the glasses on the table, and then his wife bent to pour lemonade into each glass. The end result was almost a full thirty seconds of both their completely shaved pussies on display, the powder blue translucent material spreading to let their lips show unfettered.
Jerry finally let out a low whistle as he watched, his wife hearing it and wiggling her ass a little in response. "No. definitely not an accident," he practically whispered as the girls finished and started back for the kitchen one more time. I looked down at his shorts and saw that his were tented out almost as far as mine after the little show.
"Jerry. The meat!" I said, dragging him back to reality before the meat could burn as the fire flared up.
"Oh. Yeah."
To my surprise, after we took the meat off the fire, we settled down at the picnic table, my wife sitting across from Jerry and Sue sitting across from me. It wasn't long before I felt a foot in my lap as Sue rubbed my dick with her foot, teasing me to intentionally keep me hard. A quick glance told me that my wife was doing the same thing to Jerry. I thought I was going to get a break when Sue pulled her foot away only to have it return moments later. This time it was trying to sneak up the baggy shorts leg. I did my best to ignore it, but before long she had her toes teasing my balls and making my hardon even more rigid. I could tell she was having fun as well, her hard nipples poking out the front of the sundress she wore over the blue teddy.
"So, let's play washers!" Sue suggested as dinner was winding down. "Guys against girls?"
"Sounds okay to me," Jerry said enthusiastically. He usually played a very good game and whoever he teamed up with won frequently. Washers was kind of like the old ring toss game, except you threw large steel washers at a target some yards away, trying to get it into the center hole for five points or the outer box for one point. Missing the box completely, which I seemed to do frequently, got you no points.
"Okay, you go set up while Joan and I clean up the dishes," Sue said as she stood up. The girls collected dishes and carried them to the kitchen while Jerry and I went to set up the game in the yard.
"Um Bill. I don't want to say anything, but, um, how to tell you this... your wife had her foot in my lap during dinner."
"Yeah? I hate to say this, but Sue was doing the same thing," I agreed.
"Suzanne?"
"Uh huh. Snuck her foot right up the leg of my shorts until she was teasing my balls with her toes."
"Oh geez. I'm so sorry. I mean she's been making noises that she wants to get into your pants, but I didn't think she was that serious. Hell, for that matter she's been making noises for almost two years trying to get me to go along with...I'm not even sure what to call it. Swinging?"
"Yeah? My wife has been trying to expand our pallet as she puts it. Hell, Sue and my wife did a pretty damn good job of teasing the shit out of me on that little shopping trip. Whatever your wife has in mind, she found an accepting partner in my wife.
"Teasing the shit out of you?"
"Very skimpy dresses that allowed lots of flashes."
"You mean their boobs? In public?"
"A lot more than their tits."
"Both of them?"
"Every bit as direct as that little show before dinner."
"You think they really intend on getting naked in front of us?"
"I think they intend on a lot more than that."
"Oh god. Kinda kinky isn't it? Swapping partners with another couple?"
"Maybe. I dunno. I mean if Sue wants to get into my pants, I'm not against it. She's a very good looking woman. I just wouldn't want to bet on how far she wants to carry it."
Jerry stepped closer to me. "Before tonight I thought it was all just talk. But now. Well after that little show before dinner... I don't know. What'd you think we should do?"
"We could just play along. See where it goes."
"Yeah. But I don't know how comfortable I'd be seeing your hands on her."
"No more than me watching yours on my wife," I said with a chuckle. "I don't know. I'm willing to bet that if push comes to shove, when the time comes, they'll back off."
"I dunno. Suzanne can be awful determined. If she gets it in her mind to get your dick some place, I'm not so sure I can stop her."
"Would you refuse if your wife asked you to do my wife?"
"Probably," he answered. "Though I wouldn't complain about getting to handle your wife's tits. She has a pretty fantastic pair."
"So we let them have their way a bit and hope they don't quite want go all the way?" I asked.
"Yeah. That's what I'm thinking."
"When they went shopping for stuff the other day, they got some pretty interesting stuff."
"What kind of stuff?"
"Besides a rather interesting outfit, toys. One each."
He shook his head. "Don't underestimate my wife."
"I think that's universal," I agreed.
"So, you boys going to talk about us all day or are we going to play?" Sue said as they walked into the grass towards us.
"Who said we were talking about you?" Jerry asked quickly.
Sue walked up to her husband and grabbed his hardon through his shorts. "Well, if you weren't talking about us, you must have been talking about some other sexy women."
"Guilty," he said quietly.
"So what were you talking about? How wonderful we look? How sexy you both find us? Maybe how you want to get us out of our dresses?" Sue asked with a wide grin. "Tell you what. If you win, you can have our dresses. If we win, we get your shorts. Fair? Of course it is. Joan, why don't you take this end. I'll go down to the other end with Bill. I'm sure he won't mind standing next to me without his shorts on."
I wasn't really given a choice as Sue took hold of my arm and started walking me towards the far washer box. "You do know that we're going to lose the first round on purpose, right?" she asked quietly.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I can't wait to show you how I look in this little blue teddy."
"I bet it's spectacular," I answered quietly.
"Oh. It is. Did you like our little show at the table?"
"We both did."
"Want to see more of it?"
"Of course."
"Wanna stick your hard dick in my pussy again?"
"Do you?"
"Oh fuck yes," she said as she let go of my arm and bent over to pick up the washers, pushing her ass out at me and exposing her pussy. "I wanna get you naked and let you push your dick right inside me just like this."
"Just how are you going to accomplish that?" I asked.
"You'll see!" she said with a grin as she handed me the red washers, keeping the blue ones for herself. We took turns throwing them at the other box, with the girls scoring only one point while Jerry and I scored three total. I couldn't help but watch his eyes grow saucer big as my wife bent over, her dress riding up like Sue's had, exposing her pussy completely only feet away from him. It didn't take long for us to finish the game, the girls loosing by a large point margin. "Okay honey! You get to take her dress off now," Sue called to her husband, and then quieter, "and you get to take mine off. Feel free to play with anything you want while you're taking it off." She stepped in front of me and backed up against me. She pulled my hands around her body and up to her breasts, cupping both of her firm mounds before sliding her hand down between us. I felt her undo my zipper and wiggle my hardon out of my shorts. "Well? You going to take my dress off or just hold my tits? Jerry's already got the idea."
I looked across and Jerry had my wife's dress almost completely off already, her body easily visible through the sheer blue teddy. He dropped it on the ground and then stood there, looking at the sky while my wife's hands disappeared between them. It didn't take much guessing to figure out what she was doing. I reached down and pulled the hem of Sue's dress up, letting it roll up as I pulled. She let go of my dick and let me pull the dress up over her head, before reaching back down and undoing the belt and snap of my shorts, letting them fall to the ground around my ankles.
"Now this is better," she cooed softly, standing on her tiptoes in the grass and pushing my dick down until she could slide it between her legs, my head sticking out the front of her an inch or two. She started to rock herself, dragging her clit along the top of my dick while she used her fingers to lift it against herself. "God I love how your dick feels," she moaned softly. "I want you in me. I want you to push it into me and fill me with your fat cock."
"I don't know that we can do that. I mean, I thought we were going to keep that on the down low."
"Trust me. We will," she said softly before calling to her husband. "Okay Jerry. Loser has to strip completely!"
"Okay. I'm ready to see you two naked," he called back, clearly reluctantly pulling away from my wife and trying to hide the fact that his dick was hanging out of his pants. Sue let go of my dick and stepped to the side so that she wouldn't get hit by any washers, pulling me along with her. She didn't bother to hide the fact that my dick was hanging out as well. It was a surprisingly quick game with us getting our fifteen points before the girls could score more than a half dozen. It took even less time for me to untie the teddy and let it slide off Sue's body. When I looked my wife was equally naked with Jerry standing behind her, his pants around his ankles and his hands on my wife's tits from behind.
"Come with me," Sue said quietly, helping me step out of my shorts so I was naked from the waist down. "And be ready to get your dick sucked."
"What are you going to do?" I asked quietly.
"You'll see," she answered with a grin. "Okay hot shot. One washer. If you win we suck your dicks, if you win you have to lick our cunts until we come. You game?"
"I get more points you suck my dick?"
"Uh uh. You get more points I suck Bill's dick. Joan sucks yours," she said with a grin. "And you get to squirt it all over her tits, because she doesn't like to suck down a load. If we win, you have to lick her to climax."
"What if we tie?"
"Well then, I guess we both win," Sue said with a smile.
"You're on," Jerry answered quickly. He bent down and picked up a washer and chucked it down to the other box, bouncing it on the edge of the center cup and landing in the one point box. "Shit," he swore quietly.



Sue walked over, and bent at the waist to pick up her washer, giving me plenty of time to see her pussy before she stood up. She threw hers and landed in the one point box as well. "Well. Looks like we get to both win," she said as she turned to face me. "Well stud. Looks like you get your dick sucked," she said before kneeling down in front of me.
"Here?"
"Uh huh. Why not?"
I looked around at the six foot high privacy fence and realized that other than a few second story balconies, there weren't really too many people who could see us even if they tried. Not that she really gave me time to answer. She wrapped a hand around my dick and then engulfed my dick with her hot wet mouth. She slid her lips along my shaft as far as she could get my long fat dick into her mouth and then pulled back, following her lips with her hand. My wife didn't frequently suck my dick, so I was pretty sure that I was getting the better end of this swap, but Jerry didn't seem to mind as my wife closed her mouth around his dick, standing only a few feet from me.
In and out my dick went, her mouth sliding on and off of me while I tried to hold my hips still. Between the visual teasing I'd gotten, the under table play and her rubbing her pussy on my shaft, I doubted that I was going to last very long. Moments later I revised my estimate as she added a second hand to the mix, twisting her hands back and forth on my shaft while she licked and sucked just my mushroom head in her mouth. "Jesus," I groaned as she coaxed me quickly closer to climax. She seemed to know that I was getting dangerously close and sucked even harder, drawing my climax even closer. Her tongue teased under my head and her mouth bobbed on and off my head and shaft about two inches while she grasped my shaft with both hands, sliding and twisting them on it.
"Oh god. Here it comes," I groaned as my body bucked, pumping the first shot of cum deep into her mouth. She pulled her mouth off of me and aimed my cock at her tits, watching me squirt shot after shot of pent up cum on her chest and tits. As I started to soften in her hands she stood up and rubbed my cum into her chest, while smiling at me.
"I have just the thing for us," she said after a few seconds. "Don't go away, and definitely don't get dressed."
"Sure," I answered, trying to watch her walk away rather than watch my wife still sucking on Jerry's somewhat smaller dick.
"Oh shit. Here it comes Joan!" he groaned, giving her time to pull her mouth off his dick and aim it at her chest. He squirted shot after shot all over her big soft tits, moaning in appreciation of the view. "God that looks so fucking hot."
"Here we go," Sue said as she walked back up to me with two beach towels and a small paper bag. She lay out one of the towels and then sat down on it and reached into the bag. She pulled out the vibrator we'd bought earlier in the week and held it out to me along with the bag. "You might need this at least until your dick comes back to life." Then she lay back and rested her feet on the towel with her knees pushed apart, her nude body waiting for me.
I looked at Jerry, who shrugged and took the bag from me. He pulled out the vibrator that I'd picked for my wife. I'd expected that I'd be using it on her, not watching someone else do it. Now that I was faced with the prospect, I decided to concentrate on Sue and do my best not to pay too much attention to Jerry and my wife. I knelt down between her legs and leaned over her, holding myself up with one hand. I turned on the artificial dick, which started to vibrate in my hand. The mushroom head moved around in a small circle as well as extending and retracting about two inches. I turned it back off and rubbed the tip on Sue's wet pussy lips before gently working it into her, twisting and pushing it in and out in short little strokes. When I'd worked it all the way in, I turned the machine back on again, feeling it vibrate in my hand and inside her.
"OHHH FUCK!" she cried as I started to push the dick in and out of her. She reached up and pulled my head down to her chest, aiming my face generally toward her nipple. I opened my mouth and sucked her nipple into my mouth and gently nibbled and sucked it while I worked the dick in and out of her pussy. I could hear vibrating next to me and the distinct moan of my wife, even though I couldn't see what was happening. I wasn't exactly sure I wanted to see when Sue reached for my cock and started to massage and play with it, clearly trying to get it hard again.
I worked the vibrator in and out of her slowly, letting the pulsating head push in and out on its own while it vibrated deep inside her. Her hips rocked and pushed at me, her feet occasionally coming off the towel to wrap around my waist. I could feel my cock growing harder in her hand and wasn't surprised when she let go of my neck to reach between us and coax me to pull the dildo out of her. She wrapped her legs around my waist and guided my dick to her pussy as she pulled us together.
"Ohhhh fuck yes! That's it Bill! Fuck me! Fuck my hot cunt!" she moaned loudly as she drew us further together, stuffing my shaft fully into her hot wet tunnel. I held myself over her, looking down at her tits as I started to stroke in and out, my body slapping lightly against hers. She moved her feet back to the towel and spread her knees apart to give me full access. I thrust deep into her, slapping my body against hers harder, making her tits wiggle and roll on her chest.
She began to lift in time with my strokes, driving herself against me and then letting me drive her ass down hard against the ground. Over and over we repeated the intense coupling, our bodies slapping together and then almost bouncing off the ground. "FUCK YES!" Sue cried loudly as we pounded together. I was completely focused on her as I thrust into her, driving my cock deep into her, feeling my cock slam against her cervix each time I drove her ass into the ground.
"Wait," Sue said, reaching to my hips and stopping my strokes. She gently pushed me back and then rolled over, moving to her hands and knees. She pushed her ass back towards me and reached between her legs to find my slickened cock and guided it back to her pussy. I moved forward on my knees and slipped easily back into her. Holding her hips, I started to drive into her again, my thighs slapping wetly against her bare ass as she lowered her head almost to the ground. I reached my hands up under her and cupped both tits, holding her firm orbs as they tried to escape from the bouncing caused by my thighs hitting her ass. I looked over to see my wife on her hands and knees as well, her big soft tits flying wildly as Jerry's thighs slammed into her ass with each stroke.
I'd expected to be upset watching him fucking her, but to my surprise, I wasn't. I could see the look on her face, her eyes closed, her body responding to his strokes, but clearly not the animated enjoyment that I saw in her when we did things that I could see in a mirror. What had me most worried was her finding his "better" than I was. Clearly he wasn't. It was also kind of erotic to see how she looked getting fucked, watching her from a different angle, almost as if she were filmed. Her big tits swung wildly as she held herself on her elbows and knees, her legs spread apart, taking his thrusts almost placidly.
"OH FUCK!" Sue cried, brining my attention back to her. "I'm COMMMMING!" she squealed as her pussy started to contract around my cock. Pulling back became more difficult as her orgasm squeezed around me, changing the sensations just enough to drive my own climax towards its pinnacle. With a grunt I forced myself fully into her, feeling my cock swell and surge a gush of cum into her. She slid forward onto her stomach with me following, my cock still stuffed deep into her as I lay on top of her. I could feel my cock surging more cum into her as I lay on her ass, panting, my body jerking and twitching as I continued to fill her with cum. I lay on her panting, watching my wife.
She looked over at me and frowned slightly. I guessed that she'd already come and was just waiting for Jerry to "finish". She looked back at Jerry, kneeling behind her, his eyes closed as he pumped away at her. She reached back and pushed him back, gently coaxing his dick out of her. She rolled onto her back and reached for him, coaxing him to crawl over her until he was kneeling astraddle her stomach. She reached for his pussy juice slicked dick and wrapped both hands around it.
"Come on. Come for me. Squirt it all over my big tits. You know you want to. You love seeing my tits. Go ahead. You can play with 'em. That's it. Feel how big and soft they are," she cooed as she stroked his cock in her hands, rubbing her right hand all the way up over his head, his hands now squeezing and playing with her tits. "That's it. Give it to me. Let it all go now. I can feel it getting ready, growing fatter. There you go. Almost there," she continued to coo as she watched his face as he looked down, not at her face, but at her tits in his hands.
"Oh fuck yes," he finally grunted, stringy shots of white cum lancing out of his head and flying across her chest and tits. Over and over his cock spurted, covering her tits with over a dozen strings of cum before it tapered off to a gentle drool.
"There you go. SO much better, isn't it?" she whispered softly.
"Uh huh," he panted. "God you have fucking fantastic tits."
"I can tell you appreciate them," my wife answered softly, gently rubbing his cock as it softened.
"I do. I've wanted to see 'em for, well hell, since I met you. But you always wore stuff that kept 'em covered up. You should really wear things that show 'em off more. They're so sexy."
"More sexy than my pussy?"
"Well, I don't know about that exactly. You had me pretty turned on with that little show at the picnic table, and then playing washers, showing me your pussy and then that little teddy? God I was ready to fuck the devil herself," he chuckled. "I'm guessing my wife put you up to this."
"She did. Are you upset with her for it?"
"No. Especially not if she puts you up to flashing me more often. You've always worn stuff that really hid your tits. You should wear things more often that show off your tits. God they're so fucking sexy!"
"And mine aren't?" Sue asked from under me.
"Didn't say that. Yours are real sexy. Just, well..."
"Not as big." Sue finished for him.
He looked a little sheepish. "Yeah. Not quite as big. Besides, I get to see 'em all the time."
"There's always strip clubs, if you just wanna see tits," Sue said sharply as she rolled so I'd roll off her, my softened cock slipping out of her pussy.
"Oh honey. I didn't mean it that way."
"So what way did you mean it?" Sue asked, sitting up on the towel next to me.
"I just meant that... well...um... Shit."
"Yeah. Shit. You owe me an apology buster!"
"I'm sorry sweetie. Honest!"
"Not accepted. I'll think of something though, trust me."
"I have no doubt," he answered quietly, nodding slightly. He had the look of someone that'd been down this conversation before.
"Come on Joan. Let's go clean up dinner," Sue said, pushing herself up. The two walked toward the patio and the still dirty dishes on the picnic table. "And you two might as well stay naked, just in case we decide we're not done with you yet," Sue called over her shoulder.
"Well. Kinda screwed that up," he said quietly as he climbed to his feet, picking up the vibrator he'd used on my wife and the towel. I did the same and then followed him to the patio where we dropped into two Adirondack chairs. "So. Bill. You okay with me screwing your wife?"
"Dunno. You okay with me screwing your wife?"
"To be honest, it sounded like she was enjoying it a bit more than your wife was. I mean she came quickly enough, but hell, I just couldn't quite seem to get there. Not until she jacked me off on her tits."
"Sue did seem to be enjoying it."
"With good reason. Fuck man, your dick is...well... to be honest, a bit bigger than I am. Some guys get all the luck."
"Wasn't lucky in school. When I was a teenager we had to shower in gym class. And we had coed class, so you can guess."
"Oh damn. Let me see. You got turned on and had a hardon showering?"
"That wasn't the problem. A lot of guys did. I was just bigger than most of them, even the jocks, and that pissed 'em off."
"So what'd you do?"
I laughed. "Got tossed naked into the girl's shower on more than one occasion."
"Damn. I bet that was embarrassing!"
"Yeah. It was the first two or three times."
"And after that?"
I chuckled again. "Some of the girls started to figure out that not all guys have the same size hardware, and I became more in demand, if you know what I mean. It all got stopped though when one of the teachers caught the girls trying to hide me in the shower."
"Shit. What'd you do?"
"You mean after she made all the girls get dressed and leave the locker room? I got really late for my next class," I answered.
"No. Seriously?"
"Seriously. Senior year and all, so it was a short-lived problem."
"Why was it a problem?"
I leaned over and said quietly. "She had smaller tits than most of my new girlfriends."
"Always pegged you for a tit man," Jerry laughed.
"Guilty as charged," I answered as I leaned back to watch the sun sink towards the trees. By the time the girls were done with the dishes it was mostly dark. The patio lights flicked on just before the girls came back out of the house, still naked.
"So. We've discussed the problem, and have come up with an appropriate solution," Sue said with a smile.
"What problem is that?" Jerry asked.
"You, my love, leaving Joan somewhat less than fully satisfied."
"I did?"
"You did," Sue said quietly. "But you have a chance to make up for it."
"How so?"
My wife walked over to the table and sat on the end before laying back. "By coming over and giving me a good tongue lashing. Your wife says you make her come incredibly hard that way. It's only fair you show me."
Jerry looked at me and then at his wife. "Really? And you and Bill are going to just sit and watch me?"
"I am," Sue said with a grin. "But if Bill needs to be distracted, I'm sure I can find a way to keep his mind on me."
"I'm sure you can," Jerry answered. "Okay. If that's what you girls want," he said, stepping over to my wife, kneeling down at the end of the table and leaned his face in between my wife's legs while Sue pulled me toward one of the Adirondack chairs.
"Here you go sweetie," she said, pushing me to sit in the chair. She knelt down and leaned her face into my lap and began sucking on my only half hard cock, quickly coaxing it to its fully hard state. By the time she had stood and turned to settle on my lap, my wife was moaning loudly on the table. Clearly Jerry had skills! "Ohhhh fuck yeah," Sue moaned quietly as she sat on my lap, her pussy sliding down over my now hard shaft. She found my hands with hers and pulled them up to her breasts. "That's it," she cooed softly as I massaged her firm tits.
"OHHH FUCK!" my wife cried into the night as Jerry did something apparently very pleasurable. I couldn't see what he was doing, and I wasn't exactly sure I wanted to.
Sue began to rock her hips as she leaned back against me, working my dick in and out of her pussy an inch or so. "Mmmmmm. God you fill me up so full," she moaned softly as she wiggled her hips. "Do you wanna fuck me again? I mean really fuck me?"
"I wouldn't complain," I answered honestly.
She grinned and pulled off my lap and then helped pull me up. She tugged my hands until she was standing at the other end of the picnic table. She turned away from me and bent over the table, her face hovering over my wife's face. She turned to look back at me expectantly. I grabbed my dick and aimed it at her pussy, easily sliding back into her. "Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned loudly.
"He does have that effect, doesn't he?" my wife asked Sue from where she lay.
"God yes. Jerry does a pretty good oral, doesn't he?"
"Oh fuck," my wife gasped suddenly. "Oh yeah. He knows how to get to all the right spots," she panted as she bucked her hips up at Jerry's face.
Looking over the girls I could see Jerry had his face between her legs, his tongue flicking over and around my wife's exposed clit and two fingers stuffed into her pussy, pushing in and out. As I started pumping my dick in and out of his wife I could see he was changing the speed and angle of his fingers, making my wife buck and gasp as he found a good spot and then only teased it for a few moments before letting it drift away. "Oh fuck Jerry. Make me come for gods sake!" my wife cried into the night.
I watched as he lifted his face to look up at us. "You sure?"
"Oh god yes. I can't take that damn teasing any more!"
"If you want," he said with a grin, lowering his face back down to her pussy.
"OH SHIT!" my wife practically screamed, grabbing the edges of the table and trying to lift her pussy toward his face with her feet propped on the table edge. "OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as his fingers plunged rapidly in and out of her pussy while he teased her clit with his lips and tongue.
I couldn't help but stare at the two of them as I pumped my dick in and out of Sue, my wife practically thrashing on the table as he fingered and licked her pussy. Suddenly her body went rigid and I saw him pull his face from her pussy, a gush of clear girl cum squirting out and splashing on his chest, almost as if she were peeing. The stream stopped and he changed the motion of his fingers, causing her to cry out again and emit yet another strong surge of cum. She sagged back on the table, panting as he pulled his fingers from her pussy. He lifted her legs in the air and stepped to her, pushing his dick into her now sopping wet pussy. He held her legs together and rested them on one shoulder as he started to pound his cock into her, slapping his thighs against her wet bare ass with each stroke. Her tits rolled and bounced on her chest as she held onto the table, gasping from time to time as his dick plunged in and out of her pussy.
"Oh fuck yes," he grunted as he pounded into her, slamming his body against hers. He freed one hand and reached for one of her big tits, grabbing it by the nipple and none to gently, squeezing her hard protrusion, drawing another gasp from her.
I watched as her body shuddered again, her climax clearly being pushed back up again as he pounded into her. All of a sudden he pulled his dick from her pussy and grabbed it, pushing her legs apart so that he stood between them. He frantically stroked his cock as he pressed his balls against her bare shaved pussy, grunting and gasping as his own climax neared. "FUCK!" he grunted loudly as a large surge of white cum lanced out of his cock, dropping a long rope of cum across her chest and stomach. I continued to stroke in and out of his wife as we both watched him squirt his cum across my wife's body as she lay panting and shuddering in the aftermath of her climax.
"God. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!" Sue begged, reaching back to try to pull me harder into her. I held her hips and drove hard into her, plunging my dick into her with abandon. "That's it! Fuck me baby! Fuck my hot cunt!"
"Uh huh," I grunted in response, driving into her over and over as I watched Jerry stand between my wife's legs, squeezing the last of his cum out onto her smooth shaved mound.
"That's it! Oh fuck that's it!" Sue cried, her body starting to shudder and her pussy spasming around me. "OH FUCK YES! FILL ME UP! GIVE IT ALL TO ME!" she practically screamed as she jerked and shuddered in front of me.
"AHHHHG!" I grunted as my body jerked and slammed into her. I felt a gush of cum lance into her pussy as I stood with my thighs pressing against her ass, drawing yet another cry of pleasure from her. I stood panting, my body jerking and spasming as it pumped shot after shot into her. "Damn," I panted as my dick started to soften after almost a full minute of twitching and pumping cum into Sue's pussy.



"Told you he could really make a girl squeal," Sue said with a breathless giggle.
"Oh fuck," my wife said as she lay, still breathing hard. "You weren't shitting me."
"I aim to please," Jerry said with a grin. Then he looked up at me. "I have learned a few tricks," he chuckled.
"I guess. I don't think I've ever seen my wife do that."
"All in the fingers!" he answered with a grin. "And hey, I got to cum all over her tits again!"
"So you did," my wife said. "If you're gonna make me come like that you can come all over my tits any time you want!"
"I'll take that as an invitation," he answered.
"Come on," Sue said as she stood up and gently pushed me back with her ass. "You and I need to clean up before we do anything else."
"Anything else?" I asked.
"You don't think I'm gonna let you go home yet, do you? I mean it IS Friday night. Might as well stay till morning. I'm sure Joan won't mind sleeping with Jerry and I'm looking forward to sleeping with you."
"I didn't know we were staying," I answered.
"We don't have to," my wife said as she slid off the table. "But I wouldn't mind."
"If that's what you want," I answered.
"Good. We'll go freshen up and meet you in the family room. I'd be willing to bet Jerry can find a nice sexy movie to watch. How about it Jerry? Think you can find something interesting?"
"I bet I can. How about that one with two couples camping and swapping in the tents at night?"
"Perfect," Sue said with a grin before taking my wife by the hand and pulling her towards the house.
"God I love her tits," Jerry said as the two walked away. "You won't mind if I wank over 'em again, do you?"
I chuckled. "I don't think I'll mind that. Not as long as you clue me in on what you did to make my wife cum so hard."
"No problem. Let's go find that movie," he said as he started heading toward the house.
I followed him into the house, knowing that our fun for the night was far from over.
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Partner Games Ch. 03: Encounter in the park.
After spending the night at Jerry and Sue's, we spent several hours around the breakfast table discussing what happened and where it was all going to go. In the end, we decided to lay down a few ground rules since all of us agreed we did want it to continue, at least in some form. Some of our rules include no secrets. If we do something, it's all out in the open and not hidden. Since Jerry travels a lot for work, he doesn't mind if Sue gets some solo playtime with us as long as when he is home, he gets to participate. Rule two was almost as important. Frequency. This needed to be something occasional, not frequent. We don't want it to become part and parcel to our relationships on a daily basis. Oh, daily teasing is fine, but actual sex needed to be an occasional, "special" event. The girls wanted that rule, presumably because they want to tease me unmercifully.
Rule three was the hardest to define. Sex just because it's good doesn't mean that it won't get old. So every "special" event should be just that, special. To that end, we decided that every get-together we planned on having sex would have some theme, some game, some activity to make it special. We made an envelope of ideas of things we could do, and we planned on adding to that envelope as things developed. At the end of one event, we would pick the next so that we could schedule it and prepare appropriately.
Two weeks after that first event we played again, this time playing naked twister after dinner. Of course we had some modified rules, such as, you had to suck, lick, kiss or fill with fingers or cock, any appropriately sexual place within reach on a partner of the opposite sex. That rule modification led to a wide variety of unusual positions, with my cock stuck in both pussies and mouths of both of the girls during the course of the game. The other main rule modification was that you had to try and make the closest person of the opposite sex climax. This led to multiple occasions of both women trying to make me come, as well as Jerry and I both trying to make the same partner climax, a couple times his wife and a few more mine. We played multiple games before we collapsed in a heap on the final game and fucked each other until we were all satisfied. It bode well for our future adventures.
It was a month and a few days since we started swapping, and this particular challenge looked to be not only interesting, but difficult. I don't know who made this suggestion as an activity, but I could make a good guess. The challenge, if you call it that, was to go out in couples in outfits that allowed you to reveal, or would reveal on its own, your private parts, and to take pictures of each other flashing your partner, starting at modest locations and then getting more and more daring and public until someone called it quits. Then we'd get back together and review the pictures to see who "won" by being more daring. Oh yeah, we weren't going with our own wives, but each other's, and at any reasonable opportunity sex was not only permitted, but encouraged. Oh, did I forget to mention that we got to choose and buy what our partner for the night was wearing?"
I chose something that I thought Sue could really enjoy. The dress was long, reaching almost to her ankles, with two slits up the front, one roughly at the center of each leg, and a third up the center of the back, each slit running up all the way to the waistband of the dress. Of course you could never wear it in public if the material didn't have some overlap, which it did, even then I suspected it was intended to have something underneath. The top consisted of two roughly six inch wide strips of the same soft cotton material extending straight up from the waist band, narrowing as they reached above her breasts, to loop over her shoulders. The strips continued down the back, crossing each other before reaching the waistband again. The soft cotton material was thin enough to outline her hard nipples, and could be quickly and easily pulled off her shoulders, or to the side to expose her breasts. The skirt, equally thin, would be easily blown by the wind, allowing much of her to be seen without her even trying, and if she tried, she could easily pull the material aside to expose herself all the way to her waist. She chose to wear a pair of high heels with the dress, making the look even more sensual.
For me, she chose a long-tailed button down shirt, left half unbuttoned of course, hanging over a pair of lightweight water resistant shorts that had both a zipper and snap in front, but also a elastic waist with enough stretch that they could be pulled down over my hips without undoing the front.
I had no idea what my wife was wearing, and wouldn't until we compared pictures later.
Sue and I headed to a park that had a variety of walking and jogging trails, some more secluded than others. While she wasn't nearly as concerned about someone seeing us as I was, I thought it would be a good place to "work up" to being more daring. We got out of the car and started walking along the first gravel path, the wind blowing her skirt around and flashing anyone close enough to see. I let her get down the path a little farther and took a few pictures of her pussy being displayed as the wind moved the skirt around. We moved into the wood line on the path, the trees now blocking us from the bulk of the park and making me a little more comfortable.
"Your turn," Sue said with a grin, turning to face me. "Let's see it." I looked around nervously and opened the front of my shorts, working my hard dick out of the front so that it stuck out lewdly from under the shirt. "Ohhhh. That's it baby," she cooed as she held her phone up and snapped a couple pictures. She reached up to her top with one hand and pulled the dress material apart to expose her breasts and walked towards me with her breasts bobbing and bouncing with each step.
"Damn," I mumbled at the sight of her, the wind once again blowing the skirt sideways to expose her shaved pussy.
"You should be taking a picture of this," she said with a grin as she slowly walked toward me.
"Uh... yeah," I answered a little dumbly, lifting my iPhone and clicking a quick picture.
"This too," she said as she stepped in front of me and then squatted down, reaching out for my dick with her hand and mouth.
"Oh shit," I groaned as she enveloped my head with her hot wet mouth, teasing under my dick head with her tongue. I looked down and took a quick few seconds of video of her sucking my dick before she pulled off and stood up.
"Wanted to make sure you stayed good and hard, because I want you to leave this out," she said, stroking my saliva covered dick. "See that bench down there?" she asked, nodding over her shoulder towards a bench a hundred or so feet along the path. "I'm going to walk over there, and I want you to take a video of me. And when I get there, I'm going to take my dress off and bend over and I want you to walk right up to me and stick this into my pussy."
"You're going to take your dress all the way off?" I asked in surprise. "Aren't you worried about someone seeing you?"
"If they do they do," she answered, turning and walking away from me. She pulled the back of the dress apart, completely exposing her bare ass as she slowly walked towards the bench. She turned to face me and pulled the skirt apart in front, exposing her pussy, her tits still completely showing. With a grin she crooked her finger at me, signaling me to come with her. She walked carefully backwards the rest of the way to the bench with me following along behind a few yards, filming her. She stopped at the bench and quickly slid her dress top off her shoulders and pushed it down over her hips, letting it slide down and pool around her feet. She stepped out of the dress, leaving it where it lay on the ground, and then stepped to the bench, turning and pushing her ass out as she bent over. "Come fuck me," she said huskily, grinning at me as she wiggled her ass side to side.
I stepped behind her, keeping my phone filming her as best I could as I aimed my still exposed dick at her pussy. "Ohhhhh yesssss!" she hissed as I pushed into her, my dick slowly sinking into her already wet pussy.
"You must really be turned on doing this," I suggested as I started to pump my dick in and out of her pussy.
"I could say the same about you. Fuck you feel huge tonight!" she moaned.
"SHIT! Here comes someone!" I said quickly, turning off the camera and pulling my dick out of her. I tried to tuck my dick into my pants as a woman jogged closer to us, glaring at Sue as she tried to pull her dress back on.
"Get a fucking room!" the jogger said testily as she passed us.
"I wish we could," Sue called back as she pulled the shoulder straps of her dress up her arms. "But this is way more fun!"
The woman, probably in her mid forties or so, stopped and turned back to face us. "More fun? Seriously? Getting caught naked in public is FUN?" she asked incredulously.
"The danger of getting seen is part of the allure. Anyone can fuck in a bedroom. But what happens when you try to do it someplace less controlled?"
"Why would you want to?"
"I can tell you my heart is still pounding from you coming along. Haven't you ever gotten the thrill of flashing your tits at some guy you didn't even know?"
"Hell no! Why would I want to?"
"To get flashed back maybe? Hasn't your husband ever teased you in a public place? Rubbed your nipples or between your legs when he thought no one could see?"
"I don't have a husband, thank you."
"Never had one?"
"I did. But he never tried anything like that."
"Why not? Didn't he find you attractive?"
"Of course he did. He married me."
"But he never tried to tease you except in the bedroom? That's a shame. You really missed out on some exciting sex."
"Exciting? Is that what you call it?" she asked as another jogger ran by.
"It can be," Sue said with a grin. "You ought to try it."
"What? Having sex in public?" she asked sharply. "Not likely!"
"Try smaller first. Flash your tits at a guy. Someone you don't even know. I'd bet you good money that it'd make your heart pound and your pussy get wet."
"More likely get me arrested for indecent exposure."
"Most guys will just grin and watch," Sue answered her, taking another couple steps toward the woman still standing half a dozen yards from us.
"And you know this how?"
"Experience," Sue answered.
"I'm sure your husband enjoyed that."
Sue looked over her shoulder at me and grinned. "My husband did. But this isn't my husband."
"OH god. So you're just fucking some stranger? Good god!"
"Oh of course not," Sue said as the woman started to turn to leave, stopping and turning back at Sue's comment. "He's my best friend's husband."
"I bet his wife appreciates that," she said with a scowl.
"Actually, right now she's with my husband going around and flashing him in public places. That's how we started tonight. It's just I've been thinking about this for two weeks and I just couldn't wait any longer to get his cock in me."
"Good god. You really don't care if your wife is fucking her husband?" the woman asked me pointedly.
"Actually, I try not to think about it. Not any more than I'm sure he doesn't try to think about me screwing his wife."
"God that's... just perverted."
"Not really. It's really made my wife's and my sex life a lot livelier," I chuckled, not at all sure why I was telling her any of this, other than I seemed to be getting dragged along by Sue's conversation, and the fact that I was still turned on as hell after only getting half fucked.
"Seriously? That's...disgusting."
"Is it? I bet it's not as disgusting as you think. Is your heart beating harder? Do you feel your pussy tingling at the thought of seeing his cock?" Sue asked as she walked towards her, pulling the shoulder straps of the dress off again. She let the top of the dress fall down to her waist as she stepped past her and turned to stand behind her, facing me. "I dare you to show him your tits. I dare you to pull your sports bra up and let him see your tits. I bet if you do, he'll show you his cock. I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you? To see his cock again?"
"Here? Out in the open like this?"
"It's starting to get dark. If you're worried about it, we can go behind those bushes. It'd be harder to see you then."
"You really expect me to pull my bra up and let him see my tits?"
"If you wanna see his cock. And trust me... It's a damn nice cock. Big and fat and long. Hits me in ALL the right spots," Sue said as she stepped around the woman so she was between us. She reached out and took the woman's hand. She backed towards me, drawing her along with her. To my surprise the woman allowed Sue to draw her towards me in the fading evening light. "You wanna undress him? Or should we make him do it for both of us to watch?" Sue whispered. "Just think about his cock. Think about how big and hard it'll be when he looks at your tits."
The woman looked at Sue and then back at me. "We won't get in trouble for doing this?" she asked quietly.
"Uh uh," Sue answered, letting go of the woman's hand and stepping around behind her leaving the woman in front of me. "Go ahead. Just reach out and unbutton his shirt," she coaxed as she stepped back behind the woman.
"I don't know if I can," the woman said quietly as Sue slipped her hands around her waist and gently stroked her bare abdomen.
Sue slipped her hands up to the sports bra top and gently stroked her fingers across it. "Are you feeling it?" she whispered. "Right there. Reach out and unbutton his shirt. Is your heart pounding? I can feel your nipples getting hard. Are you thinking about his hands on your breasts? Big strong hands cupping each breast, stroking your hard sensitive nipples? That's it. Unbutton it," she coaxed as the woman reached out with shaking hands for the front of my shirt.
"I don't believe I'm doing this," the woman whispered as she unbuttoned the first of the buttons in the middle of my chest. "God my heart is pounding so hard."
"Exhilarating, isn't it?" Sue whispered. "Just wait until you get to his pants."
"I don't think I could do that," the woman whispered as she undid the second of the four buttons Sue had left buttoned. She worked it through the hole and then moved to the next down and then the final one.
"Now, just push it off his shoulders," she coaxed, pressing her bare tits against the back of the woman, coaxing her to step slightly closer to me. Her hands pushed the shirt off my shoulders and I let it slide down my arms and flutter to the gravel. "Now let's let him see your breasts," Sue whispered, sliding her hands from the front of the bra down to the band.
"No. I can't!" the woman protested, lifting her hands to the front of each breast as Sue started to pull the band up.
"Of course you can. Think about his hands on them. Think about how it'll feel with his hands on your breasts while you stroke his big fat dick."
"His dick?" the woman asked, twisting her head quickly to look at Sue.
"That's the target isn't it? You wanna see his big dick? See how fat it is, how hard it feels in your hand," Sue cooed quietly as she slowly pulled the band up, the woman now letting her roll the sports bra up, a pair of easily C size tits slipping from the restrictive garment. "There. Is your heart pounding now?" Sue asked as she reached down and slid her hands down the woman's arms to her hands. She coaxed her hands out to the front of my shorts and left them there as she removed her hands and stepped around behind me.
"Now, just unsnap his shorts. It's right there. See how hard it is in his pants already?" Sue said from behind me, sliding her hands down my arms as she had the woman's. She coaxed my hands up and out, letting them rest on each breast. "Feel his strong hands on your tits? Big, strong, masculine hands, yet so gentle and teasing. Feel how he strokes your soft skin. Strokes across your sensitive nipples. So erotic. You know you want to feel him, hold him in your hand," Sue cooed softly as she slowly moved back around behind the woman, her hand trailing across my bare back as she moved. She slid her hands down the woman's arms again, moving to her hands that were just holding the waistband of my pants. "Do it," she whispered in the woman's ear. "All you have to do is unsnap his shorts and it's right there. Right in your grasp. How long has it been since you held a man in your hands?"
"Too long," the woman said, staring at her hands. Sue helped her unsnap my pants with her shaking hands and then guided her fingers to my zipper. I heard it click down slowly, one zipper tooth at a time, my shorts slowly spreading apart. Sue coaxed her to let go of the material and my short slipped down my legs, leaving me naked from my ankles up as we stood in the middle of the gravel path.
"There," cooed softly, guiding the woman's hands to my dick. I felt her soft warm hands wrap around my dick and start to slowly stroke it, pointing my engorged mushroom head at her stomach.
"He's so big," she whispered softly to Sue. "Just so big and fat."
"I know. He feels soooo good inside of me. I bet he'd feel good in you too."
"I couldn't," she whispered back, her eyes staring at my dick as she stroked it. I saw Sue's hands slip down to the woman's waist and then down to her thighs, slowly stroking her thighs in time with the woman's strokes of my dick. Her hands slowly worked around her thighs to the insides, her fingers stroking up now and across her pussy through the slick material of her running shorts.
"I can feel you getting wet, his hard cock making your pussy long for its touch. Isn't it exciting? Touching and teasing his hard cock? It makes me wanna come all over that hard shaft when I look at it. Does it make you wanna come too?"
"Uh huh," the woman said softly and breathlessly.
Sue slid her hands up to the waistband of the woman's shorts and slowly rolled them down, pulling them slowly down to the middle of her thighs. She stroked her fingers back up and then pushed the pink bikini panty the woman had on down, exposing the brown curls on her mound and pussy. Sue stroked her fingers up between her legs again, this time stroking her fingers across the woman's bare pussy lips. "You're so wet thinking about his cock. I know you want it. You wanna feel it touching you, stroking you, rubbing all along your hard excited clit."
"Uh huh," the woman answered, almost automatically, clearly getting lost in the moment.
"Just move a little closer and you can rub his head between your lips. Feel his cock tease your clit. I know you want to. Just do it. Feel him. It's right there, so close, so inviting." The woman shuffled the few inches closer, her tits almost touching my chest. I moved my hands to her sides and slid them down to her bare ass, gently squeezing her firm cheeks. She pushed my dick down and pushed her pussy toward my dick, rubbing my head up and down the top of her slit, bumping the tip over her hard clit.
"Oh god," she woman moaned softly.
"There you go. Feel how good it is? All you have to do now is to push it a little lower and you can slide your soft wet lips all the way along his big hard shaft. There you go," Sue cooed as she pushed farther towards me, sliding my dick between her thighs, her wet pussy lips stroking along my shaft. She shuffled her feet closer to me, her hard nipples pressing against my chest as she started to rock her hips, stroking her wet pussy fully along my shaft.
"Oh fuck," she moaned quietly as she rocked, her shorts bouncing off my bare thighs. I could hear a pair of feet running down the gravel behind me, slow to a walk and then stop as the woman moaned loudly. "Oh god. I think I'm going to come." She started stroking herself along my cock more forcefully, banging her thighs into mine harder as she clearly approached climax. "OH SHIT!" she squeaked loudly as she pressed herself against me, I could feel her juices leaking around my dick as she squeezed me with her body and her thighs. I couldn't help but rock my hips a little, pumping my cock in and out between her thighs, my strokes seeming to extend her climax. "Oh fuck oh fuck. Oh fuck," she mumbled over and over as her climax continued to wash over her. She finally started to relax, but didn't pull away as I continued to stroke between her thighs.



I wondered what she was thinking about as she looked off into the tree line by the path, still holding my body close, her bare tits pressing into my chest and rubbing up and down slightly as my dick slid in and out of her thighs.
"You wanna fuck him, don't you? You wanna feel his cock deep in your pussy. I know I would. I'd want to feel him slide right inside me, push deep in me and then fuck me with long slow powerful strokes. You can. You can feel him inside you if you want. All you have to do is say you do and turn around," Sue whispered softly, her hands running up and down the woman's body, sliding down over her butt and between her legs. I could feel her fingers tease my cock head and press me up between her lips harder. There was no way I'd get into her at this angle, but as I stroked I could feel the my head bouncing across her tunnel opening before pushing all the way through her thighs and across her rosebud.
"God Sue. You're gonna make me come," I groaned as my dick slid in and out of the confines of the woman's thighs, Sue's fingers sliding across the underside of my head.
"Do you wanna make him come?" Sue whispered to the woman. "Give me your hand." I felt a hand leave my butt and then Sue's fingers, disappearing, to be replaced by the woman's. "There you go. Feel how hard and fat he is? His dick wants to push into you. It wants to slide deep into your pussy. Do you wanna feel it? Do you wanna feel his cock push into your hot wet pussy?"
"Oh god," the woman moaned softly, my dick still sliding across her clit. I felt her arch her back, my head bouncing slightly harder into her entrance. Without warning the woman stepped back, breaking contact with me. "I can't. Oh fuck I want to but I can't!" she said quickly, pulling her top down over her tits and then pulling up her panties. "I'm sorry. Thank you for making me come, but I can't," she said as she pulled her shorts up. She looked at Sue and shook her head. "I just can't." And walked quickly away.
"Too bad," Sue said with a soft laugh. "Now, what are we going to do about you?" she asked as she pushed her dress down and stepped out of it. "I still wanna come, and I know damn well you do too."
"So do I," I heard a female voice say from up the path, startling both Sue and I. We heard the crunch of gravel and a completely naked woman, maybe in her late twenties, walking towards us, carrying a pair of shorts and a bra. "After watching that, I'm more than ready to feel his cock in me."
"Really?" Sue asked in surprise. "You were watching all the time?"
"Not all the time. But a while," the young woman said. "You're quite convinCyng. You had her eating out of your hand, literally. For a few moments, I thought she was actually going to let him fuck her."
"So you just wanted to watch?"
"Actually, no. I like to run on some of the more sparsely populated trails, particularly in the evening so I can go topless, and sometimes bottomless. I'm not adverse to being seen, and on occasion given a little extra exercise if the guy is good enough looking or entices me in the right way. When I saw you three in the path I didn't want to interrupt, but since she's already gone... I'd be happy to step in."
"And I'm just supposed to fuck you? Just like that? A total stranger?"
She giggled. "Just like you were going to do to her you mean? No double standard there, is there? Tell you what. You sit on that bench, just like you are, and I'll bet you that I can make you last until after I come. If I can't. If you come before me, I'll lick your friend's pussy until she comes."
"I'll take that bet. I wouldn't mind watching Sue get her pussy eaten out," I said with a chuckle.
"And I wouldn't mind getting to ride that cock," the young woman said. "By the way, my name is Cynthia, but my friends call me Cyn for short. I hate being called Cyndy."
"Okay Cyn," I said as I stepped out of my shorts and took the few steps to the park bench. I sat down and Cynthia stepped over to me. She tossed her clothes on the bench and then stepped onto the bench with her shaved pussy at face level. She squatted down over me and reached for my dick, aiming it at her pussy as she lowered herself down.
"Ohhhh this is a nice big one," she cooed softly as she rubbed my head around her wet pussy. "A real nice one," she groaned as she pressed herself down on my head, driving me several inches into her already wet pussy. "OIhhhhhhh fuck," she moaned. "Just to be fair, I was playing with myself over there watching you, so it isn't going to take too long for me to come."
"That's okay. Me either," I grunted as she started to bounce on me. She didn't have huge tits, but they were modestly large, and bounced pleasantly on her chest in front of me as she pounded herself up and down my shaft. Her bare ass slapped loudly against my thighs with each stroke, my fat dick plunging deeply into her.
"Oh damn that feels good," I groaned as she pounded herself up and down on me, my hands sliding up from where they rested on her hips to her tits. I squeezed and teased her nipples while I held her tits, teasing both of us closer to orgasm. "I shouldn't be helping you," I panted, realizing that the idea was for me to come first.
"That's okay. I'll pay up either way. Feels too damn good not to."
"Okay," I answered as I felt her pussy contract around my dick. "Oh shit. You are going to come already, aren't you?"
"Uh huh. I am. Tell me you are too?" she panted breathlessly.
"Any second," I grunted, feeling the urgency push itself along, my hips trying to push up from the bench with each stroke.
"Oh god. Hurry. I don't know if I can hold it any longer!" she squeaked, her strokes becoming more erratic. "Ohhhh shit. Shit, shit, shit!" she cried as she tried to keep bouncing up and down on me.
"Uhhhh," I grunted as my body jerked hard, a surge of cum lancing up into her pussy.
"YES!" she screamed at the feeling of my cock surging cum into her. She slammed herself down and her body dissolved into trembles and shudders as her orgasm washed over her. "OHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried in pleasure as she leaned herself against my jerking and twisting body, pressing her hard nipples into my chest. She pressed her hot wet lips against mine, kissing me deeply as she sat on my dick, her body shuddering and her pussy spasming around my still twitching dick. "I don't care who won. That was worth the price to play," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "Now... It's your wife's turn."
"She's not exactly my wife," I answered quietly.
"Oh? But I thought..."
"We're married? We are. Just not to each other," Sue said with a smile.
"Oh. So you two are having an illicit affair? Hiding it from your spouses?"
"Not exactly. Right now our spouses are driving around town taking pictures of them flashing each other in public places. That's actually what we're supposed to be doing."
"Ohhhhhh I see. Fun and games huh?"
"Something like that."
"In that case," Cyn said, looking at me. "You better find your camera because her husband is gonna want to see this." With that Cynthia pulled off my dick and climbed from my lap. She stepped over to where Sue was sitting. "I take it you've never had a woman lick your pussy before?"
"I have, sort of, once or twice," Sue answered as Cyn coaxed her to swivel around and then spread her legs.
"This way a little more," she coaxed Sue, pulling her hips to the edge of the bench. She looked back at me. "If this gets you all turned on again, feel free to put that meat stick someplace useful. I'd hate to see it go to waste on a handjob." She turned back to Sue and lowered her face between her legs.
"Oh fuck," Sue gasped as Cyn pressed a single finger up into her pussy and licked her shaved lips. "OH FUCK!" she gasped again as she pulled her finger out and inserted a pair, driving them quickly into her pussy.
"My, you are turned on, aren't you?" Cyn said from between her legs with a giggle.
"Well, we were fucking when that jogger came along."
"And you're fucking again," Cyn added. She worked her tongue around and across Sue's lips, using the fingers of one hand to spread her lips and expose her clit, while the other hand plunged two fingers in and out of her pussy. In and out her fingers went, pumping into Sue's pussy with a distinct squish with each plunge. At the same time she teased her clit, licking across and around it to make Sue squirm on the seat of the bench, her hands gripping the edge with a white knuckle death grip.
"Holy fucking shit! This is almost as good as Jerry does!" Sue panted.
"Your husband? Or another lover?"
"Oh god. My husband," Sue panted. "Jesus! Right there. Oh yeah. Right there!" she gasped, her body suddenly jerking in response to something Cyn had done inside her pussy. She moved her feet to the edge of the seat, her legs splayed wide, and tried to lift her pussy up toward Cynthia's face. "God you're gonna make me come! OHHHHH SHIT You're gonna make me come!" Sue cried loudly.
Cynthia pulled her face from between Sue's legs and plunged her fingers in and out of her pussy and used the fingers of her other hand to stroke wildly back and forth across her clit. "Let it happen," Cyn cooed quietly.
"OH SHIT!" Sue screamed as a stream squirted from her pussy, arching up into the air and splattering on the gravel path several feet away from the bench. Her body jerked several times and then stiffened again, squiring a second stream into the air. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!" she moaned as her body sagged back on the bench and seemed to wilt slightly. "God damn," she panted.
"Well. That was successful," Cyn said with a soft feminine chuckle as she stood up. She walked to where her clothes were and started to dress. "So. You're taking pictures of flashing each other?"
"Uh. Yeah," I answered, as my brain switched back to reality.
"I bet I can spice those up a bit, if you want that is," she said as she stepped into her shorts.
"I'm game," I answered with a shrug. "I wouldn't mind seeing your body in a bit more light."
"It is a bit dark out here. Tell you what. Why don't you get your friend here dressed and meet me in the parking lot of Home Depot. The one down the road about a couple miles."
"That's kinda public, isn't it?'
"Yeah. It is," she said with a grin. "But don't take too long. They close soon."
"Okay. We'll be there shortly," I called after her as she started walking towards the parking lot.
"You really wanna do that?" Sue asked as she got up and walked to the middle of the trail where her dress was laying.
"Why not? I mean it's just gonna be a little flashing. I'm sure we can find some place there that we can safely flash each other," I answered as I picked up my shorts and stepped into them. I zipped and snapped 'em and then pulled on my shirt, not bothering to button it.
By the time we walked to the car and drove to the Home Depot, it had been almost twenty minutes. I wondered if Cynthia would still be there, but to my surprise I saw her get out of a car at the edge of the parking lot. I parked next to her car and we climbed out.
"So. You ready to flash each other?"
"Well, we've both seen each other naked plenty of times, but yeah," I answered.
"Then come with me. I have the perfect place," she said as she started walking towards the store. I shrugged and followed with Sue taking a few quick steps to catch up to me. I held Sue's hand as we walked into the store and down several aisles. She led the way to the back of the store and up a set of stairs into an area where wood trim and such were displayed. "Give me your camera," she said quietly.
I unlocked my phone and handed it to her. "Over there," she said, pointing to the end of the aisle, which appeared to be blocked from anyone's view by the stacks of wood. "Well? Don't stand there. Take your clothes off!"
"Off off?" Sue asked in surprise.
"If your gonna do it, might as well do it all the way!" Cynthia said
"Uh. Yeah," she answered, pulling the shoulder straps off her shoulders. In moments she was standing as naked as she had been on the trail, though in the middle of a store! "Come on," she said to me, turning and reaching for my shorts. She didn't even bother to unsnap them, just squatting down and pulling on the legs to pull them down.
"Perfect," Cyn said with a grin as she took pictures of us standing essentially naked. "Stick it in her," she said quietly. "Hurry up, before someone comes."
"Seriously?"
"You're not afraid, are you?" she asked with a nearly silent chuckle.
I turned to face Sue as she turned away from me. My dick was already hard, so I didn't have to worry as I pushed it into her from behind, sliding into her still very wet pussy.
"That's it. Got it!" she said with a grin. "Come on. I know another place."
"Another place?" Sue asked as she pulled her dress up.
"Uh huh. Time for a shower," she said with a grin as she turned and walked away with my phone.
"Wait a second," I said, still pulling my pants up as I tried to follow her. By the time we got to the top of the stairs, she was at the bottom, holding the camera to take a picture of us at the top.
"Show me something," she said with a grin.
"Who?"
"You! You've got the dress on."
"Good lord" Sue said, looking around from our perch up high to see who might be able to see us. We could see quite a bit of the store from this high, though the high shelves blocked much of the store. Trying to look as nonchalant as possible, Sue swiped the skirt to the side, completely exposing her pussy as she walked down the stairs, taking each one slowly.
"Perfect. These are going to be so hot," Cynthia said with a grin. "Come on." We followed her across the store to the plumbing department and walked down the aisle full of tubs and showers. "I promised one of me," she said, holding the camera out to me. "How about it Sue? Wanna get in the shower with me?" she whispered.
"With you?"
"Yeah. Let's give him a really good look before we make him flash us," she said as she stepped into a tub with a sliding glass door. Sue kicked off her high heels and stepped in with her, sliding the door closed. In moments Cyn was pulling her top up over her tits and then pushing her shorts down while she coaxed Sue to drop her dress. The two leaned against the door, pressing their tits against the glass.
"Damn," I mumbled as I quickly took a couple pictures of the two.
They quickly fixed themselves and then climbed out of the shower. "Your turn," Cyn said with a grin. "Show me that hard dick."
"If that's what you want."
"Uh huh," she said with a grin. I stepped into the shower, undid my pants and let them fall to the floor.
She quickly took a picture of me and then whispered. "Stroke it for me!" I rolled my eyes and then wrapped my hand around my dick and stroked it while she took several pictures. "Got it," she said as she lowered the phone. I quickly, and none too soon, pulled my pants back up so I wasn't hanging out.
"Can I help you?" the salesgirl asked as she walked down the aisle toward us.
"No. We were just looking at some shower options, trying to decide if we wanted a tub shower or a regular shower," Cynthia said politely.
"I see. And you've found?"
"Well. The tub is nice to have, but having to step over isn't always optimum," she answered.
"There's larger free standing ones back here," she said, turning and walking down the aisle, looking back to see if we were following. She led us to the end of the aisle and slid the door open on a shower stall almost as big as the one with the tub. She stepped right inside the fake tile stall and stood looking at me. "Come on. It's okay," she said as she waited. "You should see how it fits two, since it seems you like to shower together."
"Huh?" I asked in surprise.
"I think you should know," she whispered "Those tubs down there, they can be seen on the security camera that overlooks the workstation. These back here, they don't show up."
"They don't?"
"Uh uh. So if you wanna come in here and do that again, no one will see you but me and your friends."
"Do what?"
She rolled her eyes and looked exasperated momentarily. "I saw what you were doing. I'd just like a chance to see it in person," she said with a giggle. "Unless of course you're too bashful."
"He's definitely not that!" Cynthia said, pushing me toward the shower door. "Go ahead and try it."
"I don't believe I'm doing this," I said under my breath as the young lady closed the door on the two of us.
"It's okay. I won't tell anyone, and the window is frosted, so no one can really see what you're doing. Not like that clear one did."
"You saw me sticking out?"
"I did," she said as she reached for the front of my shorts. "I shouldn't do this, but..." she said as she pulled the waistband to pop the snap open. "Oh my. Did you know your snap is undone?"
"No, is it?" I asked, deciding to play along.
"It is. I should try and fix that for you," she said, moving her hands back to the front of my shorts and pulling the zipper down. "Oh goodness. No underwear."
"Nope," I answered as she let go and my shorts slid down my legs.
"Oh my. Did you know your pants fell down? Here, let me help you," she said, reaching out and grasping my cock in her hands. "Oh. Wow!" she whispered, her hands wrapping around my tool and stroking it. "You know. We're about to close."
"You are?"
"UH huh. But I don't think they'd mind if I showed you the shower for a few more moments." She said, letting go of my dick and reaching for her shirt. She tugged the tail up out of her pants and pulled the front up, hooking her fingers in her bra, pulling it up also, exposing a pair of nicely formed C cup breasts.
"I see."
She moved closer to me, trapping my cock and her hand between us, pressing her pelvis against my hardon and her bare tits against my chest. She ground herself against me for a moment. "See. This shower is big enough to do, well, just about anything you want."
"Uh huh."
She stepped back and then squatted down. "I better help you with this," she said, reaching for my shorts. She started to pull them up and then stopped, reaching for my dick once again with one hand. She engulfed my engorged head with her twenty something year old mouth, sucking it slowly and then licking it like an ice cream cone for several seconds. "You know. My boyfriend is gonna get his brains fucked out tonight," she giggled as she released me and pulled my shorts the rest of the way up. "I think we should let you go though, since we're going to close."
"I think so too," I agreed as I snapped and zipped my pants. She undid the front of her pants and pushed them down slightly, exposing a pair of white bikini panties. Her pants slid part way down her thighs as she tried to pull her shirt back down and tuck it in.
"Oops." She giggled as she reached for her pants and pulled them back up. She reached out for my hand and pushed it into the front of her pants. "Turn about is fair play, right?" she asked as she pressed my fingers against her panty covered pussy. When she let go of my hand I pulled it up and pushed down again, this time inside her panties, feeling her hot wet pussy lips with my fingers. "Yeah, my boyfriend is going to get so fucked when I get home." She moaned softly before gently pulling my wrist to pull my hand out of her panties. She was breathing heavily as she opened the door and We stepped out of the shower.
"So what did you two do in there? We couldn't see for the frosted glass. Cyn asked as walked away from the young lady. "Seems like she was interested in helping you out," Sue said with a grin.
"She was very helpful," I agreed as we walked out of the store.
"So. I put my number in here. When you get home and share the pics with your spouses, you might want to see if they're interested in playing more games like this."



"Why is that?" I asked.
"We have a little group of friends that do...um...things. It depends on what the weather is and such, but we usually find novel ways to get together."
"So you swap regular partners or something?"
"Actually, sometimes we use random draw. We let chance pick our partners for the night, and sometimes we arrange with particular partners for special games.
"Like drawing cards or something?"
"Something like that."
"And special games?"
"Fantasy, roll playing, that kind of thing." She said with a grin. "I think you'd have a lot of fun with some of the girls."
"Like how often do you do this?"
"Once a month or so. You think you and your wife would like to check us out?"
"Maybe. I'd have to talk to her."
"Well, if you wanna try, give me a call. We have a little selection process we go through. I don't think you'll have a problem though," she said as she stepped up to me. "Personally, I think you're a shoe in. As much fun as the park was, I wouldn't at all mind having a few more turns," she whispered as she looped her arms around my neck. She pressed her body against mine and lifted herself on her toes to kiss me. Her hot lips pressed to mine for long seconds before she slowly pulled her face from mine, her hips pressing against mine and grinding her pelvis against my hard on. "Let me know if there's anything more I can do to convince you. I think you'd be a hell of a lot of fun."
She let go of me and stepped back before turning to Sue. She reached out and wrapped her arms around Sue, and to my surprise gave her a long wet kiss as well. She let her lips separate from Sue's and unlooped one arm from around her neck, sliding it down and into one of the slits of the dress.
"Oh shit," Sue mumbled as Cynthia did something under the dress.
"Sometimes we have singles show up for various reasons. We don't usually do same sex couples together. Most of us aren't into that, but we do threesomes. I think it'd be fun to be partnered with you for a night. Even if you decide not to do our group, let me know and I'll take you running with me some time."
"Uh. Um. Okay. Sure," Sue answered a little uncomfortably.
Cynthia stepped back and then to her car. She waved as she drove off a few minutes later.
"Damn she was a bit forward, wasn't she?" Sue finally asked as we got into my car.
"Yeah. I couldn't believe you got that woman on the track to do what she did."
"Oh she wasn't upset. She was actually sort of intrigued. I mean you can't convince a woman to do something like that if she doesn't want to. Inside, she wanted to. I could see that just by how she was looking at your cock. When she turned around that was all she saw, was your dick. I figured it'd been a long time."
"I guess so," I agreed as we drove across town.
"God I'm horny again," she said quietly.
"Well, we better save some for our better halves," I chuckled.
"True. Man are they going to be surprised at our pictures."
"That they are," I agreed.
When we got back to the house we found Jerry and my wife laying on the living room rug, the two curled up together. They'd clearly been having fun while they waited and had fallen asleep. I found my wife's phone and scrolled through the pictures she'd taken, some were of her alone, some of him alone and some selfies, including one in what looked like a convenience store, the extremely short dress she had on pulled up to her waist, and her dress front pulled down to expose her big tits. It didn't take much imagination to know where his dick was poking at that moment.
"On or off?" Sue whispered.
"What?"
"My dress. On or off? Because I plan on having your hardon in me in about thirty seconds."
"You know. It's such a sexy dress. Why not on?"
She grinned and stepped around the sofa, and leaned over it, pushing her ass out at me. I undid my shorts and then spread the gap of the dress apart to expose her bare pussy. I rubbed my head up and down her lips for only a moment before I fed it into her, slowly pushing it until I was sunk completely in her hot wet depths. "No point in waking them yet," she whispered as I started to slide in and out of her, her walls caressing my shaft and again engorged head.
"Yeah," I whispered as I slid in and out of her, taking my time, but thinking about what would have happened if I'd have had more time with the salesgirl. Sue's moans brought me back to reality quickly enough, but left me realizing that I wouldn't at all mind seeing Cynthia again, even if it did mean a group activity.
"Ohhhhh shit yes," Sue moaned loudly as I plunged into her, quickly driving myself towards climax as I pictured Cynthia spread eagle on the grass with me leaning over her, my dick sliding in and out of her. The sound woke my wife, who groaned and rolled over to see me. She gave me a smile and stretched just before I started squirting deep in Sue's pussy.
"Guess you two had an interesting time?" my wife asked as she watched us. "Too bad you didn't get a chance to do that sooner. We've been back for a long time. I think I wore him out."
"Oh. I wouldn't say we didn't have a chance to have sex," Sue said with a sigh.
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It had been weeks since the encounter on the jogging trail. I'd discussed Cynthia's offer with Joan, and got a moderately cool reception. She wasn't at all sure that "group orgies" were where she wanted to go. Sue was doing her best to convince her, but Jerry was equally resistive, though for different reasons. He wasn't sure he wanted strange men banging his wife, and I could certainly understand the sentiment. I suppose I was ignoring that aspect in favor of thinking about having sex with a large number of younger women.
After much discussion my wife finally agreed that it might be interesting to have some much younger partners. Tonight's get together with Cynthia and her husband amounted to an interview. An effort to see if we were "suitable" for inclusion in the group. When I pulled into the driveway I was a little surprised to see Sue and Jerry's car in the drive as well as half a dozen others. I hadn't known that they had too agreed to try. I parked and walked to the house hand in hand with my wife. Cynthia answered the door in a light satin robe and invited us in.
"This is my husband Dale," Cyn said as a way of introduction as she led us into a nicely furnished living room. The lower level was very open concept, with a huge oak dining table with at least fifteen chairs around it in one portion, and a very large kitchen adjacent to it, separated only by a large island counter top, which too could be used to eat at with a half dozen stools along one side. I could see from where I stood at the entrance to the living space that there were at least two bedrooms that were accessible off the living room area. Each bedroom was separated from the living room by a pair of sliding barn type doors which were now sitting open, allowing a complete view of much of the bedroom and the entire king-sized beds.
Dale walked over to us while I was making my quick assessment of the huge house, reaching out a hand to shake.
"Dale. Bill," I said as I shook his hand. "My wife Joan," I said as he looked my wife up and down briefly before shaking her hand as well.
"Good to meet you. Of course you know Cyn, my wife."
"We've talked, but this is the first time we've met," my wife answered, looking Cynthia up and down critically, assessing the young twenty something woman.
"Well. Let's have a seat," Cyn said, motioning to the couch by Jerry and Sue. She sat down across from us in an overstuffed chair, her husband settling into another one close by. "So. Ground rules. We get together periodically as couples. Not that a single can't come if something happens and their spouse can't make it, but in general our activities are geared toward couples. All of our couples are married, and happily so. Marital problems result in an immediate suspension. We don't want our group to be part and parcel of a divorce. What happens here, stays here. We don't talk about what we do to others that aren't members."
"How many members do you have?" my wife asked.
"Right now, something over twenty couples," she answered. "Not everyone makes every event, so we might have as many as fifteen, but usually closer to seven or eight couples. Sometimes as few as four."
"If we're accepted?" I asked. "So, this is, what, a selection process?"
"Something like that. Most of our couples are forty or younger. I know from talking to you that Bill and Joan are older, but I don't see that as a problem. Some of our couples are in their early twenties. It makes for an interesting group, and sometimes interesting couplings," she said with a grin, looking directly at me. The next rule is secrecy. Not of the group, but between partners. At no time is anyone in the group allowed to get together for a secret rendezvous or meeting or whatever. Not that couples can't get together outside of our group meetings, but it has to be with full knowledge of both partners. This isn't to break up couples, but strengthen them by keeping sexual relations fresh and new."
"Sounds simple enough," I answered.
"Good. Now on to selection. You can get undressed," Cyn said, standing up and pulling her robe open, revealing her completely naked body. Her husband stood up and skimmed his athletic shorts down and stepped out of them, leaving him as naked as his wife.
"Get naked?" my wife asked, a little surprised at the suddenness.
"Sure," Cyn said as she stepped over to her husband, who was again sitting down, and sat on his lap with her legs hanging over one of his. "You're all going to be getting naked in front of the group sooner or later, so we just want to make sure no one has any hang-ups about being naked in front of others."
"I guess that makes sense," my wife said as she stood up. I stood next to her and quickly started undressing, tossing my clothes on the sofa. We'd been advised to wear something easily removable and comfortable, so my walking shorts and t-shirt were quickly disposed of, leaving me naked. My wife pulled off the t-shirt dress she'd worn and her panties, leaving her clearly feeling nervous in Dale's inspecting gaze.
Sue was stripped as quickly as I was, apparently wearing nothing but flip-flops and a dress. Jerry took a little longer, but eventually finished.
"Good. Come with me," she said as she got up from her husband's lap and then held a hand out for him. She walked over to the large table and moved several chairs out of the way to leave about half of the length of the table open on one side. She picked up a stack of eye blinders, the kind one would wear to bed, and handed them out to us. "Okay. Put these on," she coaxed quietly. "Okay ladies, step over here," she said, reaching out and guiding my wife and Sue to stand facing the table. "Put your eye covers on," she said, waiting for each one to pull them down over their eyes. "Can't see? Good. Now, bend over the table."
"Bend over?" my wife asked.
"Uh huh," Cyn coaxed gently pressing on her back. Sue had quickly bent over and was resting her chest on the table waiting. "Okay gentlemen. I want you to get your wife's pussy ready. Tease it, lick it, play with it, whatever you usually do. When you think she's ready, I want you to enter her and make sure she's nice and turned on and wet. Feel free to take a few strokes, but once you have her nice and turned on and lubricated, go ahead and pull out."
"Okay," I answered with a shrug, not at all sure where this was going, besides having sex in front of another couple.
Sue was bending over the table only a foot or two from my wife, and I could tell that Jerry was going to have an easy task. Her pussy was already glistening with the juices of her excitement. I suspected it was going to take Jerry longer to get ready than her. My wife, on the other hand, wasn't nearly as ready as I was. I knelt behind her and softly licked up her lips, teasing my tongue between them gently. She shifted her weight and spread her legs apart about two feet to give me access. Over and over I licked up her slit, tasting her tangy juices slowly turn to sweet wetness as she grew more excited. I stood up behind her and rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit to wet it before slowly pushing into her.
"Oh yeah," she moaned softly as I worked my shaft in and out in short little strokes, lubricating both her pussy lips and my rigid shaft. Before too many strokes I was fully in her and stroking easily into her, her feet pushing up to lift her ass toward me with each stroke.
"Okay gentlemen. Blinders on," Cyn said as she stepped next to me. She pulled me back and away from my wife. "Almost all of our get togethers include sex with partners other than your spouse. Many times we let random chance pick our partners. So we want to be sure that you're okay with, well, not knowing just who you will be having sex with. We have a pretty diverse group, including s members of other nationalities. I've invited a few of them over today. They've been playing down in the rec room, getting ready for this. Gentlemen, ladies. We're going to give you a variety of partners, yes all opposite sex, and gentlemen, we want you carry on just like if she was your wife. Feel free to use your hands on her body as if she were your wife. Remember, a gentleman never fills a lady without permission. Ladies, you're going to get the easy part of this. We have a few gentlemen that are going to take turns with you. Feel free to climax as many times as you want. They have been instructed to not come in you, but if you can make them get off, feel free. You, unfortunately can't touch them. But feel free to move your body or ask them to touch you in any way you want."
"Just how many men are going to be sticking me?" my wife asked a little sharply.
"Oh. About half a dozen, including my husband. If you don't want to, just say so and we'll call it quits now," Cynthia responded.
"Okay," my wife said quietly.
It took a few moments before I heard some bare feet padding across the hardwood floor. My right hand was guided to a soft ass cheek and them my dick was guided to the pussy of a woman that was clearly bent over the table like my wife. I slid easily into an already wet pussy, driving my fat cock slowly into the offered orifice, drawing a moan from a younger young lady. I held her hips and gently pumped my hips back and forth, driving my cock into her over and over, feeling her move around and wiggle herself on the table, clearly enjoying the attentions.
A small timer went "ding" and I was coaxed back from the table, the pussy I was just fucking slipping off my rock hard shaft. I could hear my wife moan softly, and briefly wondered who was fucking her, and then realized that I probably had no idea who it was.
After a few whispered comments between women I couldn't see, I was guided between the legs of another woman, this one laying on her back on the table. I felt her legs with my hands as my cock was guided to her pussy. "Ohhhh fuck!" I heard a feminine voice moan as I pressed my head into her, but not much more. She was incredibly tight around my shaft and it took quite a few strokes before I felt my engorged head hit the end of her tunnel, still a couple inches short of being fully inside her. I slid my hands up her body and found a nice pair of tits that easily filled each hand, squeezing the soft orbs gently. "Oh yeah," she moaned again as I started sliding in and out of her. I felt her wrap her heels around my ass and try to pull me in harder with each thrust, her wet pussy caressing my cock and teasing an inevitable orgasm even closer. Her hips lifted and fell with my strokes, her whole body shuddering after only a couple short minutes. I stopped stroking, partly because I was concerned about lasting long enough to do six women, and partly because I could feel her powerful contractions around my dick as she climaxed. Her moans and panting seemed to only encourage my dick, leaving me feeling like there was no way I was going to get past another hot pussy.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I was coaxed into another tight pussy, again on her back. I slowly pushed into her and while I slid all the way in, I wondered if I'd be able to last? Each stroke was like a whole new set of sensations. Her pussy gripped and massaged my cock every bit as much as mine seemed to be teasing her. I heard her whispering "oh fuck oh fuck" over and over as I held her legs and pumped my hips in and out. Over and over my cock slid into her, caressing my cock and feeling like she had a grip on me with her pussy. "I don't know how long I can do this," I panted loudly.
"Just keep going. Don't stop," the woman moaned. I felt her find my hands and pull them from her hips up her body to hold a large soft set of breasts. I squeezed the soft mounds, feeling her hard nipples press into my palms as I continued to stroke in and out of her pussy.
"OH FUCK!" I heard my wife cry loudly, followed by a low groan and panting. Her grunts almost drowned out the moans of the woman in front of me, causing me to picture my wife being fucked by some monster cock, the only thing that came to mind that would cause such a reaction.
"I can't old back," I groaned loudly, listening not only to the sound of the woman I was fucking, but my wife being fucked, and two other couples. "I'm going to come."
"SO?" the woman I was in answered as breathlessly as I felt. "Just keep going a few more seconds," she added, reaching with her heels to pull my ass. "Harder. Fuck me harder. Oh god yes. HARDER!" she begged as I pounded into her harder, knowing that I was now past the point of no return. I slapped my thighs into her bare ass, driving my cock into her hard as she arched her back to change the angle of my stroke almost each time I pumped into her. "That's it! RIGHT THERE!" she cried, her pussy suddenly contracting even harder around me as her orgasm washed over her. My own body jerked hard and drove my cock deep into her as it surged a huge gush of cum into her pussy. I stood between her legs, my body jerking and pumping cum into her for what seemed like hours as she lay on the table in front of me, shuddering and trembling in my hands.
"Impressive," the woman on the table said as my cock softened and slipped from her. She sat up and pressed my chest to back me away from the table and moments later I felt a hand on my softened dick and then a hot mouth. The sounds of slurping and sucking were distinct as were the sensations of a hot mouth sucking my dick. Her hands teased my balls and sucked both my head and balls, slowly coaxing me toward hardness again. I heard the distinct sound of my wife climaxing only feet away, as she presumably still lay bent over the table.
"FUCK!" she cried as she came, panting and groaning as she has so many times under me. Moments later I could hear a man groan in pleasure, and wondered if he'd just filled her pussy the way I'd filled the woman in front of me.
"There you go. Now you're getting hard again," she cooed at my feet as she played with my growing hardon. "I think you're ready for the next one." I felt her stand up and pull me towards the table and engage my head between a set of soft pussy lips. She coaxed me to push and I felt my dick slip inside another very wet pussy. I felt her body lean against mine and whisper in my ear. "I'm voting for you. Now fuck her silly. She loves it hard and fast!"
I started to stroke, no longer worrying about coming, slapping my hips against her bare ass. I could feel her whole body move with each stroke, her moans growing with the intensity of my strokes. Before long I was pounding hard into her, smashing her thighs against the edge of the table as I felt her push her chest up off the table. The angle of her tunnel changed as she lifted herself, my strokes nearly driving her upward with ach thrust. "OH FUUUUUUCK!" she cried loudly as I plunged into her over and over. "OH GOD! GONNA COME! GONNA! OHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly, drowning out the moans of the woman on the other side of my wife and Sue, who Jack was fucking. I felt her reach back and straighten until she was practically standing in front of me, her arms reaching for my head to pull me against her. She pulled me down with her, laying back on the table with me on top of her. I felt her shudder and tremble as she was trapped between me and the table, panting and gasping as I slowed my strokes, but kept sliding in and out of her.
She shakily pushed herself off the table, and me with her. I felt her turn in front of me and wrap her arms around me before giving me a long wet kiss. She broke the kiss and then pushed me back, moments later guiding me back to the table, her hand finding my rock hard dick and feeding me into yet another pussy.
I pushed slowly into the pussy in front of me, this one again on her back rather than her stomach, allowing her to push herself up on the table so that my strokes, instead of sliding straight into her, slid up into her pussy. She reached her hands around my neck and held me as I rocked, pumping my dick in and out of her. I could feel her gasp as her clit slid along my shaft, her feet reaching around me and resting on my butt as she tried to hold her legs apart for me. In and out I plunged, letting my hands slide up and down her sides and then work around to her chest. Her tits weren't big, they each cupped easily in my hands, firm and round. Her nipples were puffy and pushed out, allowing me to rub my thumbs back and forth across each puffed areola. "Ohhhhhhh," she moaned softly, rocking her hips a little harder as I teased her nipples. "I like that," she whispered quietly. As I stroked longer I felt her rock harder, her body slowly building toward climax again. Her tight pussy and the angle of entry was causing another climax to slowly build in me as well. I had to have been fucking her for almost five minutes when I heard Sue come again, followed moments later by my own wife, her low groan of pleasure distinctive. The thought of her laying on the table, getting fucked from behind, as I'd done only a few times, seemed to be turning me on even more, my mind painting the image of me pounding into her rather than some stranger I hadn't even seen. The young woman in front of me started to climax and was soon gushing her juices around my cock, leaking around and down my legs and dripping from my balls as she shuddered and trembled, her pussy squeezing and spasming around my shaft.
"Oh god yes," she moaned softly, pulling herself tightly against me. "Do you wanna come again? Are you ready?"
"Yes," I whispered back, fully ready to fill the next pussy I was put into. She pushed me back and then led me back to the table a few moments later, aiming my cock with her hand. I felt my head slip between a pair of pussy lips and drive slowly into a very wet pussy. She pressed herself against my arm and whispered, "Fill her up stud!"
I reached out and felt a pair of hips and then started pumping in and out of the pussy. My thighs quickly started slapping against her ass. I could feel her rocking her hips, changing the angle of my shaft with each plunge, clearly trying to make me come. Her body rocked and bucked under me as I worked to push her climax along, feeling her body tremble, more like the renewal of a climax than a fresh one. I wondered how much playing they were doing downstairs before coming up to us. In and out I pumped, waiting for the woman in front of me to climax. I could tell it was building in her as she pushed herself back against me, coaxing me wordlessly to pound her harder. In and out I plunged, my thighs slapping loudly with each stroke.
I slid my hands up the body in front of me and wormed them under her body, coaxing her to lift herself up enough to allow me to cup both tits. I held her tits as I pounded into her, feeling my orgasm begin to grow more urgent. I felt the head of my cock pounding into her with each stroke, smashing into her cervix. I could hear little gasps and moans as I inched closer. Suddenly it all washed over me. My body spasmed and jammed my cock deep into her and I felt a surge of cum lance into her pussy. I stood behind her, my hips pressed to her ass as I shuddered and jerked. I felt my climax fading, my dick shrinking in the pussy in front of me.
The light was almost blinding as the blinders were taken off. I clamped my eyes shut and slowly tweaked them open just the slightest amount to start letting my eyes adjust. I saw Cyn standing across the table from us, still naked, holding a finger to her lips. I looked down and was shocked to see my wife bent over in front of me, her lower back and ass covered with the remnants of multiple loads of cum. I looked over and saw Jerry pounding wildly into his own wife, grunting quietly as he rhythmically slapped against her ass.



My wife twisted around and looked back at me, as shocked to see me as I was to see her. I think both of us just assumed that we were partnered with someone else. It only took a few seconds for things to dawn on me that they wanted us to start and end with our own spouses. I wondered if we'd even be able to find out who we'd had sex with, or if it'd all be a secret.
Cyn walked around the table and handed me a wet cloth to wipe my wife's ass and pussy and my own cock with, and then pointed us back to the sofa. We hadn't been sitting long before I watched Sue climax, followed by Jerry. Cyn walked over to them and removed Jerry's blinders.
"What the hell?" he asked as his eyes adjusted.
"Surprised?" Cyn asked quickly as she leaned over the table to take off Sue's blinders.
"A little."
"Disappointed?" Cyn asked questioningly.
"No. Just surprised. I thought... Never mind. Doesn't matter," he said with a wry face.
"You thought you were going to finish off in one of us? Maybe me?" Cynthia asked, raising her eyebrows. "Not the first time. We haven't even voted to see if you're in, or for that matter if either of you still want to be in," she said as she pushed him back from the table to help Sue up.
"Wow. My pussy feels like a truck drove through it," Sue said as she practically waddled to the sofa to sit down next to us, Jerry following along.
Cyn sat down across from us and looked at us quietly for a few moments. "So what do you think?"
"Personally, I wasn't all that fond of it," my wife said with a frown. "It was pretty much what I expected, but I didn't really enjoy it."
"What about you Bill?" she asked.
"Well. I'll be honest. I don't mind a partner or even two, maybe three on a really wild day, but to just bang away at half a dozen pussies, doesn't really do much for me."
"You don't know what you're talking about," Jerry said quickly. "That was fucking awesome!"
"So you enjoy that kind of thing? Large group sex or what we call trains?"
"Trains?"
"Yeah, where a woman gets slammed by guy after guy, or in your case a reverse train, where a guy just keeps pumping women until he blows a nut," Cyn said, with a slight shake of her head. "Not that we don't do them, obviously, but to be honest, that's not who we are. I'd suggest you and your wife have a long talk about just exactly what you expected from this encounter and how that impacts your relationship," she said as she stood up. "Now. Why don't we get dressed, shall we?"
I wasn't exactly sure what happened in the last few moments, but it almost felt like we were being dismissed. I got up and dressed which didn't take long with how little we'd worn to start with. Cynthia also dressed, as did her husband.
"We have a last few admonishments for you both," he said, looking at the four of us. "We usually only do one couple at a time, so if you don't mind, my wife will take Bill and Joan into one of the bedrooms and I'll stay here with you two if that's okay."
"Fine with us," Jerry answered with a shrug.
We got up and followed Cynthia to one of the bedrooms and she closed the sliding door behind us. She turned and walked to the bed and sat down on the edge. "Come. Sit," she coaxed, patting the bed. "One reason we don't usually interview more than one couple at a time is to prevent such, um, uncomfortable situations. Clearly Sue is the kind of person we wouldn't mind in our group, but her husband, well, not so much."
"In other words, what we experienced tonight is NOT what you really do on any kind of regular basis?" my wife asked.
"Not at all. In fact, other than these interviews, I can't remember the last time we did. Don't get me wrong, we do have large gatherings, what most people like to call orgies. We personally hate that term. We have a summer party and a Christmas party. Both are special. The summer party is women's choice. By that, I mean that they get to choose who and for how long and in what way. The winter party is men's choice. They're both a chance to play with a partner of choice. If we start something and don't like it we can say, okay, let's try something or someone else. It can be a lot of fun. But for the most part we like smaller interactions. Couples, sometimes threes or fours. Once a month we get together and might break up into several small groups. But to do what we did tonight, that's not what we're really all about."
"Okay. So I take it that Sue and Jerry are getting a much different talk?" I asked.
"Quite. Though they still have some rules they have to submit to. First off, no one is allowed to talk to anyone outside the group about what we do here, or more importantly WHO we do it with. What I'll tell you that they don't get to hear, is that a significant number of our members are prominent people in business or the public, and if word of what they do here got out it could be devastating. As a result, we all take a pledge to keep our group secret. No exceptions. Everyone is in the group based on invitation from a long time member. You have to be a member for at least two years before you can invite someone."
"And Jerry and Sue?"
"Sorry. One attempt only. We want to see the real person, and unfortunately, Jerry isn't it. Sue would be. Especially after the night on the running path. But it's couples only."
"I understand."
"That means you can't tell them you were accepted. As far as they're concerned, you all were rejected."
"Okay," I agreed, wondering if my wife could agreed to that. She looked at me and nodded a little sadly.
"So. I told you that you're a bit older than most of the group. I think the oldest we have is about to turn forty. But a lot of us are much younger. Our youngest couple is just in their mid twenties."
"Not much older than you then."
She smiled. "How young do you think I am?"
I shrugged. "Thirty at most. Maybe twenty-eight or so?"
She smiled and looked at my wife. "You must love him. No sweetie. I'm thirty-five." she said to me with a grin.
"Ohh. Sorry."
"Don't be. I love being told I'm younger than I am," she said as the bedroom door slid open.
"All done. They're headed home," Dale said as he walked in. He sat down next to my wife. "I'm personally happy you passed and are staying," he said, reaching a hand over to my wife's lap.
I thought about objecting, but was distracted by Cynthia slipping her dress back off as she got up from the bed. She reached over to me and gently tugged my shirt up. "I think we can get rid of these again," she said with a grin. I lifted my arms and let her pull my shirt off and then she reached for my hands and pulled me off the bed while Dale similarly coaxed my wife to stand up. While Cyn took my pants off Dale was lifting my wife's dress off. "You know. I was one of your partners tonight," she said quietly. "But I wouldn't mind getting off again, if you want to."
"I'm not all that sure I have any more in me," I answered honestly.
She chuckled, "Not surprised."
"So you two are gonna want to get to know Vincent. He's our matchmaker."
"Matchmaker?" my wife asked as Dale pressed her back onto the bed.
"Yeah. One of the most fun things about our group is the ability to live fantasies. We don't do BDSM, but otherwise we try to match people up that have similar fantasies. I can see you meeting a few."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I happen to know of at least one member that has a fantasy of being a pool boy and seducing an older client. You'd fit perfectly, especially with that body. Let me, I mean him, oil you up and take off your bikini and seduce you into sex, or maybe you seduce him into sex?"
"And I can think of lots of places you can fill fantasies, especially with your wiliness for semi public sex. I have at least three girls that have naked coed hiking fantasies."
"One of them you?" I asked as she pushed me back and crawled onto the bed straddling me.
"Maybe," she answered with a grin.
"You ready for us?" I heard a voice at the door.
"We are!" Cyn answered. A number of naked couples entered the room. One couple was definitely Asian, another with dark chocolate skin, the third and forth were white, and the last brown skinned. I guessed maybe from India. "Bill, Joan, I'd like you to meet the people that you have already sort of met. This is Ling and Charn-hu, Alysa and Robert, Sandra and Paul, Jan and Edward and Ashante and Vijay," she said as she pointed to each naked couple in turn. I couldn't help but notice how big Robert's tool was. His flaccid dick looked almost as big as mine when I was fully hard. It was no wonder my wife cried out when that was stuffed in her. As I was thinking about that, the couples split and made their way around the two of us, the ladies all around me and the men around my wife.
"I don't think I can take any more," my wife said again, looking at the men kneeling on the bed around her.
"Not a problem. This is just for fun and games," Robert said with a smile as he walked on his knees toward her face, clearly inviting her to reach out and grab and suck his cock while one of the other men knelt next to the bed and lowered his face between her legs.
"Oh fuck." I watched her moan just before my vision was cut off by a pair of legs and pussy lowering itself over my face.
"Here you go honey. I know you wanna check it out up close and personal," Ashante said quietly while Ling engulfed my half hard dick with her hot wet mouth. I had a hunch it was going to be a busy night.
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Partner Games Ch. 05: "Daddy" takes "daughter" shopping
It had been the first weekend in a long time that my wife and I hadn't had sex. Not that we needed it, but the reality was that Friday night had worn both of us out. We settled for some time snuggling before we got up and carried on with our weekend. It felt bad lying to Jerry later on Saturday, but it had to be done. I didn't want him to know that we'd been accepted and they hadn't. The sad part was that Sue would have been a great addition.
Later that week we had a visit from Vince and his wife Amanda. They explained that a big part of the club was related to roll playing and what he called "setups", where one club member would be set up with another, each playing some fantasy role. They were a very young couple, maybe in their late twenties, though I'd have to say that Amanda could look quite a bit younger with her thin build and long blonde hair.
Vince suggested that he take my wife to the bedroom, while Amanda would stay in the living room to "quiz" us on what kind of things we'd feel comfortable being involved in, which apparently included getting undressed and having sex. Her reasoning was that it was so much easier to learn what a man really liked when he was in the middle of sex. From the moans that came from the bedroom, her husband preferred the same technique. It was probably one of the most pleasant surveys I'd ever taken.
Amanda coaxed quite a bit of information from me before pumping the final surge from me. Whispering different fantasy scenarios in my ear as she slowly rode up and down my shaft, and listening to and feeling my response was an effective method. In the end, she suggested a considerable array of sexy situations that I found surprisingly stimulating. I was quite sure it was based on requests that had come in rather than her own creativity, but I got the distinct impression that she found quite a number of those situations equally titillating. When we were done, or should I say the survey had come to completion, we lay on the sofa naked and listened to my wife complete her own survey which Amanda assured me was as thorough as mine.
After we had all dressed, Vince asked if we would be available the coming Saturday for a trial, just to see how it went. We agreed and plans were made. I would go out shopping with Amanda, playing the part of her father, while my wife would seduce the pool boy at Cynthia's house.
Saturday afternoon came and after dropping off my wife at Cynthia's house, I drove to the address I'd been provided. I hadn't ever really done any role playing so I wasn't exactly sure how all this was going to work, but I was willing to try almost anything once. Of course it didn't hurt that Amanda was a really hot young woman.
I pulled into the driveway and walked up to the house and rang the bell.
"DADDY!" Amanda cried joyfully as she opened the door. "You made it!"
"I did," I agreed.
"Well, I'm almost ready. Come on. Get in here already," she said, practically reaching out to pull me into the house by the arm. "I'm so glad your going to take me shopping. I so need new dresses and stuff," she said as we stepped into the living room of the nicely appointed house. They clearly weren't running short on money based on their house.
"That's a nice dress," I said quietly, not exactly sure what I was supposed to say.
"You like it?" she asked, turning on her toes to show off the short thigh length sun dress. It was cream colored with large print flowers all over it, extending from the middle of her thighs to just above her breasts. The dress was essentially skin tight, maybe even a size too small, so that it formed to her body enticingly, showing off each curve and bump of her body, with the exception of her breasts, since the top of the dress had a frilly "skirt" of its own about six or eight inches long surrounding her chest. "It's getting so tight and threadbare I feel like you an almost see through it. You can't though, can you?" she asked as she ran her hands from her thighs up her dress to her chest, lifting the frilly top as her hands slipped up over her breasts. With the frilly top portion pulled up, I could easily see the shape of her breasts and her hard nipples pushing the material out, as well as make out the darkness of the large dark areola surrounding her erect nipples.
"It might be getting a little bit thin," I answered, wondering if I should be thinking like a father instead of a horn dog. "You might think about wearing a bra with it."
"You think," she asked, looking down at herself, rubbing her hands up and down her breasts. "I don't have any that don't have straps. Maybe we need to get one?"
"If you want to wear that dress, it'd be better," I answered.
"Well. We'll just have to buy one then!" she said cheerfully before walking over to get her purse. She bent over to pick her purse up off the floor, her skirt hiking up her ass cheeks as she bent until I could see the juncture of her legs and her pussy pushing nearly translucent panties out at me. She straightened up and walked over to me, hooking one arm in mine. "All set Daddy!" she grinned.
"Uh huh," I answered, feeling my cock already starting to harden in my shorts, wishing that I'd have not taken my wife's advice and passed on underwear.
I led her out to the car and we started off towards the mall on the far side of town, almost a half hour drive on the bypass. As we drove I couldn't help but notice that she idly played with the hem of her dress, slowly inching it up her legs until I could actually see the white of her panties disappearing between her thighs. We pulled into the parking lot of the mall and got out, her skirt back in place as she stepped around the car and put her arm in mine. "We haven't been shopping together in so long Daddy! You used to take me all the time, remember? When we were little? You always made me get dresses that went all the way to my knees."
"Seemed appropriate," I said. "You were a little girl."
"But I'm not so little anymore," she said with a grin.
"No. You are definitely NOT a little girl any longer," I answered as we walked toward the mall doors. It took several minutes for us to make our way to a store she had in mind and enter it. They had rack after rack of all kinds of trendy dresses, skirts, blouses and even lingerie, all appearing to be geared to younger women, though I saw quite a few outfits that I thought would look pretty damn hot on my wife. Amanda sorted through the racks until she had a number of items and then tugged me along toward the back of the store where the changing rooms were.
There were a number of rooms built along the back wall, most facing the front of the store, though with the number of racks I doubted it would be possible to even see the changing rooms from half way across the store. She found one directly across from a bench that had its door open, and walked in. She hung the dresses and such on the hook and then came back out to have me sit down. "Now. Just wait here. I'll try them on and you can tell me what you think, okay Daddy?"
"Sure honey," I said as I sat down, wondering what she had in mind.
The doors to each changing room nearly reached the floor, leaving only enough gap for me to see her feet if I bent lower than I was sitting. I doubted that anyone could even see her feet unless they tried, or the dress that now lay in a puddle around her ankles. I saw her hand and then the dress disappeared. I couldn't help but get a little hard thinking about her inside, practically naked, a thought I hadn't had about a young woman in a dressing room for a VERY long time.
I was almost startled when she opened the door and stood in a tiny black skirt, her arm across her bare chest, covering her breasts.
"Whoa," I said to myself as I looked at her standing in heels and the tiny skirt.
"What do you think Daddy?" she asked as she twisted and turned, letting me see from outside the cubicle while looking at herself in the mirror in the back of the cubicle.
"I think it's quite nice," I answered as she turned her back to me and dropped her arm, using both hands to smooth the skirt over her butt. In the mirror I could clearly see her now exposed breasts as she twisted part way, side to side. "I like it, don't you?" she asked as she looked at herself in the mirror.
"I do," I agreed, my shorts starting to bulge noticeably as I watched her.
She turned to face me, her hand reaching for the door, her modest C cup tits wiggling enticingly as she leaned towards me to reach the doorknob and pull the door closed.
"Wow," I whispered to myself as I looked around to see if anyone else had seen our little show. I suspected one guy standing at the end of a rack had, but beyond that it looked like no one had.
Moments later she opened the door again, standing in what I could only describe as a lace dress. Presumably it was intended as a swimsuit cover, but without a suit under it her tits showed clearly. She looked around, slightly more nervous this time, and then at me. "What do you think Daddy?"
"I think that your underwear shows through it," I answered her.
She looked down at herself, and then up at me again. With a quick look around the store she hiked the hem of the dress up and hooked her thumbs in her white translucent bikini panties and pulled them down. Her panties fell to her feet before she bent to work them over her high heels before standing straight up again, her pussy and the little triangle shaped tuft of blonde curls on her mound as visible under the dress as her tits. "Better?"
"Well, I can't see your panties any longer," I answered as she quickly reached for the door and pulled it closed rather abruptly. I saw a young woman and boyfriend walk into the dressing room area as she closed the door. The young woman went into one of the changing rooms while the young man sat down across from her changing room, much like I was.
I was disappointed I didn't get to see Amanda in the mesh dress longer than I had, but then, I was certainly starting to think with my other head. I was still considering how she looked when the door opened again, this time with her in an actual dress.
"What do you think about this one Daddy?" she asked, getting back into the role that I had started to fall out of.
"Very pretty," I answered as I looked at how the thin material clung to her body. I could clearly see how her breasts were outlined, and each bump of her erect nipples. When she moved just right, I could see through the material of the dress sufficiently to even make out the lighter curls on her mound and the modest amount of inner lip protruding down between her legs.
She smiled after long seconds of showing off and then closed the door. The door hadn't been closed very long when she called out to me and opened the door again. "Daddy, would you help me?"
"Sure sweetie. What's the problem?" I asked, standing up.
"I can't get the zipper undone," she said, acting like she was struggling with the zipper that ran nearly three quarters of the way down the front of the dress.
I stepped up to her and reached for the zipper. "Here. Let me," I said quietly.
"DADDY! Not out here! Everyone can see!" she said seeming to be surprised that I'd undo the zipper with the door open. She pulled me inside and closed the door. Then saying it loud enough for anyone outside to hear. "Now. You can."
"You sure this is okay?"
"Sure Daddy. I'll just turn around. It'll be fine."
"Okay," I said as I reached again for the zipper and began to slowly pull it down. I eased the zipper down, allowing the material to spread apart as she reached to her shoulders and pulled the sleeveless dress off. As I undid the dress zipper, the dress covered less and less of her until it slid down off her body, leaving me holding it up around her with just the zipper. She held her fingers to my lips and then reached down and took the dress from me. She let it fall to the ground and then turned to bend over and pick it up. I looked at her in the mirror at the profile of her, her tits hanging down and wiggling as she stepped out of the dress in her heels. She leaned back and pressed her butt against my crotch, pressing her pussy against my hard shaft.
"Daddy. Are you getting a hardon?" she asked quietly, wigging her butt to work my hard dick between her ass cheeks. She stayed bent over and reached back between us, feeling my dick with her hand. "Daddy!" she hissed quietly. "You are."
"Sorry sweetie," I whispered back.
She stood up and faced me, wearing nothing but her high heels and looked down at my crotch. She slowly undid the button on my shorts and then equally slowly teased the zipper down, letting go of the material and allowing my shorts to slide down my legs, exposing my hardon. "Daddy!" she whispered again. "Are you getting turned on looking at my body?"
"Sorry sweetie. I can't help it. You aren't a little girl anymore," I whispered back.
She shook her head and then grinned. "Good. I think we're almost done here."
"We are?"
"Uh huh. Just have to get dressed," she said, reaching for her dress. She turned away from me and bent over to step into the dress, her bare ass pressing my dick between her ass cheeks. I felt her pull away as she got ready to step into the dress, pushing back again, this time with my dick pointing almost straight at her pussy. "Daddy," she whispered as she pressed back against me, forcing my engorged head between her lips.
"What is it sweetie?"
"Daddy, is your dick trying to get inside me?"
"Not on purpose sweetie. Just go ahead and put your dress on," I answered, trying not to press my hips forward as my head nestled between her wet lips.
"Daddy?" she asked as she lifted each foot in turn to step into the dress, her body moving from side to side and pushing back against me. I could feel my head press deeper between her lips, almost slipping into her tunnel as she wiggled her ass while pulling the dress up. Too soon to suit me, she straightened up and pulled her pussy off my head, turning around to face me as she pulled the dress up her body. "Are you okay Daddy?"
"Yeah. Fine," I said breathlessly.
"Okay. Would you zip me back up?"
"Of course sweetie," I answered, reaching for the open back of her dress. I zipped it back up slowly, her hand moving behind her butt to clasp around my dick.
"Daddy. You feel soooo big," she whispered as we stood in the room with my shorts around my ankles and her hand slowly stroking my dick. I wanted at that moment to lift her skirt and stuff my dick into her pussy. I was so close only moments ago and my body was screaming at me to finish the job. If I was right, so was hers.
She squatted down in front of me, her hand still around my cock. "It is so big," she whispered as she leaned her face towards my dick. She opened her mouth and engulfed my engorged head with her lips.
"Oh damn," I whispered as she slowly stroked her lips along my shaft as far as she could without choking herself. She stroked me half a dozen times before pulling off and looking down at my feet. She pulled my shorts up, tucked my dick into my pants and then buttoned and zipped them.
She stood up with a grin and whispered, "I think I need some new bras and panties."
"You do?"
"Oh yes. I definitely do!" she grinned before she turned away. "I think I'm going to keep this dress," she said as she bent to pick up the mesh lace dress that was so incredibly sexy on her. She collected her purse and the remaining items, opened the door to look around and then stepped out. I followed, the young man still sitting a few rooms away staring at me as I stepped out, his mouth almost hanging open.
Amanda led me to the register where she paid for her purchase and then looped her arm in mine again to lead me out into the mall and down the long wide corridor filled with people. She led me to a little lingerie section of the Macy's store, steering me around the racks of bras and panties until she had selected a number of items. With a grin, she again looped her arm in mine and led us to the changing rooms. She settled me onto a bench seat in front of a pair of rows of changing rooms that faced each other. Each of the rooms was separated from the aisle they created by a curtain. "You wait here and I'll show you how I look."
Amanda disappeared into the last changing room on the far end of the aisle. I saw the curtain move a few times and then saw her peek out before pushing the curtain apart and stepping out in full view. She had on a bright red half bra, the kind that supports her breasts from below, but leaves most of her areola and all of her nipple showing, and an equally bright red see-through bikini panty. She smiled at me and turned, with her arms out, giving me a complete look before turning back to face me. With a smile, she stood in the middle of the aisle and reached behind her, unsnapping the bra and letting it fall from her chest to her hands, leaving her tits bare before quickly ducking back into the booth. Three times she repeated the process with various bras and panties. The last time, she shrugged the bra off and then bent and pulled the panties off so she was completely nude. She stood there as long as she dared, darting back into the changing room only when someone in another room was stepping out.
A few short moments later she stepped out, dressed again, carrying the bras and her shoes. "Which were your favorites?" she asked quietly as she handed me the wad of lingerie.
"The red thong and the red half bra," I answered.
"Cool," she said with a grin. "Now Daddy. We have one more stop to make on the way home."
"We do?"
"We do!" she said emphatically as she looped her arm into mine and guided me back into the mall. It took quite a few minutes to get back to the car. It was late afternoon by that time and almost as soon as she was in the car she had her skirt hiked up and her legs spread, teasing her pussy. "Oh my god Daddy. I am soooo fucking horny right now," she cooed as she ran her fingers up and down her pussy. "Did I make you horny too? Your dick was so big in that store. For a minute I thought you were going to push it all the way inside me."
"For a minute I was," I answered honestly.
She grinned and leaned over the center console and unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts. She fished my hard dick out of my pants and then lowered her face to my dick, teasing just the head with her tongue. "I'd suck your dick daddy, but you'd probably cum all over my face and I want you hard for our last stop."
"Aren't you afraid of someone seeing us?" I asked.
She sat up and grinned at me. "You mean they might see your dick Daddy?" she answered, sitting up and pulling the top of her dress down to expose her tits while she held my dick with her left hand. "I'm sure they'll be more interested in these," she said as down the interstate highway her hand was gently stroking my cock to ensure I stayed hard. "Get off here," she said as we approached an exit. She directed me off the highway and down the frontage road and into a parking lot of a place called "Cally's Boutique". We parked and she pulled her dress top up. "Come on Daddy. We have one more thing to get," she said as she got out. She met me in front of the car, giving me time to fix my pants as I got out, and then looped her arm in mine again. She led me to the door of the store and I opened it to let us in. The first thing I noticed was that the store was divided into two halves, one half being rack after rack of video and the other rack after rack of very playful clothing. Amanda nodded to the young lady behind the counter and then led me deeper into the store on the lingerie side, guiding me to a rack of tiny almost thong type underwear, only these were for men. She reached out and pulled one off the rack and held it to my shorts. "We need to get you some new underwear Daddy."



"You really want me to wear that?"
She grinned. "Oh yes Daddy. I definitely do." She looped her arm in mine again and practically dragged me to the couple of free standing changing rooms in the back corner. Each room was little more than a set of pipes with some short curtains. I doubted that the curtains would extend even as far as her knees if Amanda went in barefoot. She pushed a curtain apart and then pushed me back in, leaving the curtain standing wide open. She reached for my shorts and undid the front, letting them slide down to my ankles. She squatted down and helped me out of my shoes and then pulled my shorts off my feet, leaving me naked from the waist down. She stood back up, sliding her hands up my body, dragging my polo shirt up. "You know Daddy. It's no fair that I had to get all the way naked and you didn't. But since we're trying on underwear for you, it's only fair, right?" I sighed and lifted my arms and she pushed my shirt the rest of the way up and off and letting it drop to the floor.
"Shouldn't we close the curtain?" I asked as I watched the young lady walking slowly down the rack aisles, looking over the top at me standing naked in the changing room.
"Daddy! Are you going to be bashful?" Amanda asked as she squatted down to help me step into the tiny underwear. She pulled the tiny red underwear up, trying to get it to cover my raging hardon with obvious failure. "You know. We'll have to do something about this."
"I don't think you'll get those to cover me like this," I said quietly, looking up and grinning sheepishly at the salesgirl now standing only two racks away from us. "I think we have an audience."
Amanda stood up and turned to look. "Um. Can you help us? My daddy needs some new underwear and I just don't think these fit right."
"I don't suppose they will," the young lady said, stepping past the rack and leaning against the end of it, standing so that she could watch unimpeded.
"So, do you have some that would?"
"Oh. Not in that style. But I'm sure they would if he weren't so hard."
"He is kinda hard, isn't he?" Amanda asked. "What do you think I should do?"
The salesgirl looked around the store and then said quietly, "Well, it's pretty quiet today, and the security camera's can't see you if you're in there, so, I guess I'd say to get him off and then see if it fits."
"You think I should? Here?"
"Don't see why not. Not if you wanna see how they fit. I mean I'd offer to do it, but I could lose my job."
"Well. We wouldn't want that," Amanda said as she stood up. She pushed her dress down off her chest and then wiggled it back over her hips and stepped out of it so she was nude except for her heels. She turned around and pushed her ass toward me. "Okay Daddy. If we need to get you smaller you're just going to have to come, and unless we're going to make a mess, I guess you'll have to come inside me."
"You sure we should?" I asked.
"Daddy! I'm not a virgin you know!"
"No. I don't suppose you are," I answered as I grabbed my dick and aimed it at her pussy. She pushed back against me as soon as she felt my head slip between her wet lips.
"Oh god Daddy. You are sooo damn big," she moaned as she pressed herself back, forcing her pussy over my fat shaft. I held her hips and helped pull her down my hardon, drawing her back until her bare ass pressed against my thighs. "Ohhhh that's it Daddy. So good," she moaned as I started to stroke into her, pumping my hardon deep into her, slapping my thighs against her ass. I was so horny at that point that I really didn't care if the salesgirl watched us or not.
In and out I pumped my hardon, sliding it deep into her sopping wet pussy, caressing her tunnel and my engorged head with each stroke. Her moans grew louder and I hoped she'd climax soon because my over teased cock felt like it was about to explode. I looked up from Amanda and saw the salesgirl standing at the end of a rack, her skirt pulled up and her panties, tiny as they were, pulled down her thighs. Her fingers were pushing in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes, her eyes glued to the two of us as she worked herself towards climax.
"OH FUCK!" Amanda cried as my body bucked hard, unable to hold back the inevitable any longer. I felt a massive gush of cum lance out into her as her pussy clamped around me. I stood, jerking and twitching behind her as my dick emptied shot after shot of hot cum into her. I held her hips, her hands holding the poles of the changing room as she stood panting as hard as I was. "Oh my god," she breathed. "I feel like you gave me a flood."
"Uh huh," I answered, watching the salesgirl, now standing with her eyes closed, stroking her pussy gently as her own quickly attained climax passed.
Amanda pulled off of me and turned around to face me. She squatted down and pulled the underwear up over my dick, letting the material be smeared with our cum. "I think we have to buy these Daddy," she said with a grin.
"I think so too."
"I dare you to wear them home Daddy," she said with a giggle.
"I can do that," I answered with a shrug.
"No Daddy. Just these... and nothing else."
"Oh. I don't know if I can do that."
"How about if I go like this?" she asked, standing up wearing nothing but her heels. She stepped back out of the booth so she was naked to anyone who might be in the store, even though it was empty at the moment.
"You'll go home naked, if I wear these?"
"That's right Daddy. Do you like it when I'm naughty?"
"I do," I answered.
"So, if I'm naughty enough, you'll have to punish me when we get home?"
"Punish you? Hmmm. What do you think an appropriate punishment is?"
"Well, since I seem to be a horny little girl, I think it's only appropriate that you fuck me again until I come all over your fat hard dick."
"You think so huh?"
"I do. Just as soon as we walk in the door. I think you should just take me and put me on the kitchen table and just fuck me until I can't take it any more."
"I think that's a perfectly good idea," I agreed.
"Good. I'll wait for you at the counter," Amanda said, turning and walking naked to the checkout counter.
I turned to the salesgirl, her panties still around her thighs and her hand under her skirt. "I guess I need to pay for these."
"If I could, I'd give 'em to you for free," she said with a grin. "But before you pay for them, I really should check them for proper fit. I'd hate to have you get home and find they don't fit right."
"I see," I answered as she stepped towards me. She knelt down in front of me and pulled the underwear down again, freeing my dick. She wrapped both hands around me and slowly stroked me, my head pointing toward her face.
She let go with one hand and unbuttoned the front of her dress and worked her tits out of her bra and out of the front of the dress so that her bare tits were exposed. I could feel my cock start to respond as Amanda walked back to where we were.
"Well. Looks like you're getting some special service," she said as she stood behind the young woman. She squatted down and reached around her, unbuttoning more buttons on the dress until she could slip it over her shoulders. She undid the clasp in the middle of her back and then slipped the bra straps off her shoulders too. She worked the bra and dress down to her waist, leaving her naked from there up. She cupped both of the young woman's tits in her hands and massaged her C cup breasts and nipples while the young woman stroked my cock.
"If you keep that up, he might not fit in those anymore," Amanda said from behind her.
"I know," the young lady said with a smile. "Can you imagine him driving all the way home with his cock sticking out of them?"
"I can," she agreed. "How about we give him a little more to look at?" The young lady looked back at Amanda. "Up," she coaxed. As the girl stood Amanda slid her dress down to her ankles and then pushed her panties down as well. "There. Now he can really see."
The young lady didn't seem overly concerned that she was essentially naked as well. She stepped out of the dress and underwear and stood in front of me with her legs spread shoulder width apart. "Might as well give him something to feel then too," she whispered, inching her feet forward until my head was touching her smooth mound. She pushed my dick down and rubbed my head back and forth across her clit and pussy lips, coaxing my dick to get even harder.
"You keep that up and you're going to be fucking him," Amanda said quietly. "And today, that's mine. Maybe another day we'll come back and let you have a ride."
"Too bad. I wouldn't have minded one bit," the young woman said as she stepped back. She reached for my underwear and pulled them up as far as they would go, most of my again hard dick sticking out the top. "Perfect," she said with a grin. She backed out and turned away from me, bending over to push her ass out at me. She rubbed her ass around my trapped dick while she picked up her dress and then walked to the counter, as naked as Amanda. I collected the rest of our clothes and followed her and Amanda to the counter and paid the bill.
To say I felt conspicuous as I walked into the parking lot with my dick sticking out would a huge understatement. Though I suspected by her movements that Amanda was equally nervous. She quickly climbed in when I unlocked the car and I could tell she was shaking slightly.
"Okay. I need something to do," she said as she bent over the center console and grabbed my dick. She pushed the underwear down and leaned her face over my cock and sucked my head into her mouth. We sat for a couple minutes before I started the car which caused her to let go and sit up. "I hope you don't mind a puddle on your seat, because I'm leaking like a firehose," she said with a nervous giggle.
"It'll be fine," I answered as I pulled out of the parking lot for the drive home. More than one car or pickup slowed down to check out Amanda before we got off the interstate and made it to the 2 lane roads. It was a lot easier there as less eyes were taking us in.
"Oh god I'm so fucking horny," Amanda whispered, her hand between her legs teasing her pussy. "I've never done anything like this before."
"Been naked in public?"
"Uh huh."
"Kind of exciting, isn't it?"
"Not sure if it's exciting or terrifying!" she said with a nervous laugh as I pulled into their driveway and stopped behind the car already in the drive. "Damn Vince is already home and I gotta get fucked!" she said as I turned off the car. "Hope you don't mind getting fucked in the car," she said as she leaned across me and found the switch to make my seat slide back. She climbed onto me and then aimed my hard cock at her pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned as she sank down on me in the tight confines. "Isn't the best place to fuck daddy, but we can't have mommy seeing us like this, can we?"
"Uh uh," I agreed as she started bouncing on me, driving herself up and down my shaft. I reached for her tits and held them, rubbing her nipples as she rode me.
"Suck em. Oh god please suck em," she moaned, leaning towards me. I replaced my hands with my mouth, sucking first one and then the other nipple into my mouth, drawing then deep and flicking my tongue across each hard nub. "Oh fuck yes. Fuck yes. Ohhhhh fuck yes," she cried out as she pounded herself down hard on me, her ass slapping my thighs with each stroke. "God I'm gonna come," she moaned as she continued to plunged down my shaft over and over. "Come with me. Oh god, come with me daddy. I wanna feel you come in me again!"
"Almost," I groaned as her pussy started to contract around me, her orgasm almost ready to wash over her.
"OH God Daddy! I'm coming. Oh god I'm coming on your fat cock. Oh god Daddy. Fill my little pussy with your cum. I wanna feel it pushing deep into me!"
"UHHHHH!" I grunted as my body jerked and unloaded the first shot deep into her. She slammed herself down on me, her whole body shuddering as I pumped shot after shot into her. "Oh damn," I groaned as my body drained the pent up load into her.
"Oh god Daddy. Sooooo good," she cooed. "Your cock feels sooooo good inside me. I hope you can take me shopping again. I like going shopping with you."
"We'll see," I answered as she lowered her face to mine. She gave me a long slow wet kiss.
"And trust me, Daddy, you did just fine role playing," she whispered before reaching for the door handle. "Now you wanna know something really naughty?"
"Sure."
"I'm going to walk into the house naked, with my pussy dripping your cum, and make my husband lay me over his lap and spank me for being naughty. If I'm really lucky, he'll fuck my mouth and then my ass, leaving a load in each place so I'm leaking cum all night."
"You like that kind of thing?"
"It makes it ours. We can both go play and come home to our own little perversion," she giggled before pushing the door open. She climbed out and then leaned in over my lap to reach her bags on the car floor. I gave her bare ass a soft swat and then rubbed her cheeks as she looked back at me, startled at first and then with a grin. "Maybe I should have had daddy spank me first."
"Maybe," I agreed as she pushed herself off of me. She leaned in and kissed me again before walking to the house, still naked except for her heels.
I drove home and pulled into the garage. "Well. Looks like you had fun," my wife said as I walked in, my cock still hanging over the top of the skimpy underwear.
"I did. You?"
"I did. The pool boy was a lot of fun. After rubbing oil all over my body for me, he made sure my pussy was amply lubricated as well."
"Good deal. Glad it was fun."
"So, you going to tell me what you did?" she asked, following me down the hall toward the bedroom. I peeled my underwear off and then walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. I stepped out, and pulled my wife by the hand into the shower, clothes and all.
"I'm not only going to tell you about it, I'm going to strip you naked and then fuck you."
"Ohhhh nice," she cooed as she wrapped her arms around me. "That sounds like fun."
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It was almost seven thirty when I pulled into the driveway. I double checked the address I'd been given and reread the instructions. Amanda had been so impressed with my play as a father that she wanted me to help out two of her friends in the group that had been dying for a good father figure for a game they wanted to play. Since it was going to be an overnighter, they also arranged for my wife to have what Amanda called "an equally enticing overnight stay". I looked down at the note again. She wanted to be called Tina, though I knew that wasn't her real name, and we were role playing a sleepover. I was expected to spend the night. Other than that, I really didn't know much.
I walked to the door, still wearing my suit and tie from work, assuming that it wasn't going to matter what I wore before too long. I never even got a chance to ring the bell when the door opened. I was staring at a young woman, maybe late twenties or so, wearing a thin pink nightgown that was barely long enough to cover her crotch. The thin material barely hid what had to be a pair of about 32 B breasts with obviously erect nipples, which swayed back and forth about half an inch in the nightgown as they wiggled. She was moderately slender, maybe a hundred pounds or so soaking wet. She had long brown hair that had been tied up in two ponytails sticking up on each side of her head. She was clearly trying to make herself look the part of a young teen.
"DADDY!" She exclaimed cheerfully, stepping through the door onto the porch to give me a huge hug, pressing her body against mine. "You're home! Donna is already here. We didn't know you were going to be so late getting home from work! I'm so happy you said we could still do the sleepover!"
"Your welcome sweetheart," I answered as she stepped back and tugged my hand to pull me inside. She closed the door and pulled me down the hall to the living room.
"You remember Donna from school, don't you?"
"Hi Mister C," the second young woman said as she got up from the sofa. She was a bit heavier set than Tina, but not unattractively so. She wore a yellow nightie that might have been even a little thinner than Tina's, but didn't cover any more of her body. She too had ponytails in her slightly shorter brown hair, though I'd guessed she was a few years older than Tina. "I really appreciate you letting me stay over with Tina, especially since Mrs. C had to be out of town."
"Sure, no problem," I answered as she held her hands in front of her crotch, idly playing with the hem of the nightgown, pulling it down and making it stretch tighter over her obviously large breasts. She had to be at least a 36 D or larger the way the front of the nightgown pushed out.
"Come on Daddy. You need to change so we can play!"
"I do?"
"Of course! You don't want to spend all night in that stiff old suit do you? Besides, we need you to spin for us so we can play twister!"
"Alright," I answered, pretending to acquiesce reluctantly as she led me across the living room and down another hallway. She guided me to what I presumed was a guest room with a large king-sized bed with the blankets all jostled about as if it'd been slept in. On the bed was a pair of lightweight bed pants, which I assumed were my pajamas from the night before as well as what I was supposed to be wearing tonight.
"We'll wait in the living room!" Tina said exaggeratedly.
"Sure thing sweetie," I answered as I took off my suit coat and hung it over a chair in the corner. She walked out of the room and closed the door, but not all the way, leaving it open a crack. I started to undress, tie, shoes, socks, dress shirt. By the time I got to my pants, the gap in the door had grown and I could hear whispering in the hallway. I pushed my pants off, leaving me in just my boxer briefs with my semi-hard dick clearly outlined by the slick black material. I tossed the pants on the chair and then skimmed my briefs off, bending to step out of them, my cock jutting our lewdly. I heard a slight gasp from one of the women who I could now see through the several inch gap, kneeling to peek in. I tossed my briefs on the pile and reached for my cock, wrapping my hand around it and stroking it slowly a few times.
"God your dad has such a big dick!" I heard Donna say quietly to Tina. "Way bigger than my boyfriend's was."
"Told you," Tina answered back. "You still wanna do this?"
"Yeah. I mean I can't go through all of high school as a virgin, can I?"
I nodded to myself. Now I knew what the game was, which also told me how to play it. I stroked my dick a few more times to get it good and hard and then walked to the bed to get the pajama bottoms. There was no way the baggy material was going to contain my dick, and it didn't. My hardon tented the material out in front making my hardon extremely obvious. "Well. This is going to be awkward," I said as I looked down at myself. "I hope the girls don't notice," I added as I started for the door. I could hear the two running down the hall towards the living room as I approached the door. I walked down the hall, my dick trying to swing side to side in my pj bottoms, making the tented material move with it.
I walked into the living room and saw both girls sitting on the sofa cross-legged, a recliner across the room from it. I suspected that was where the girls wanted me. I walked to it and sat down, looking over at them, their pussies both exposed under the pulled up hem of their nightgowns. "Okay girls. Here I am!"
"Yea!" Tina cried as she put her feet on the floor and slid off the sofa, her nightgown pushing up her thighs and completely exposing her pussy and cleanly shaved mound for a brief moment. "Come on Donna. Help me set up the game!"
"Okay," Donna agreed, sliding off the sofa the same way, exposing her dark curls.
Tina stood straight legged, bending at the waist to pull the plastic sheet from the box, her pussy pushing out between her legs at me. Her full round lips were as shaved as her mound and framed only a slight amount of inner lip that was protruding. Donna walked over and bent as well, showing her pussy to me as well. She backed up as Tina turned, moving towards me, her pussy still clearly showing. She had quite a bit more inner lip exposed, framed by her full, fat outer lips and dark brown pubic curls. The nightgown seemed to gape down farther as she bent to put the sheet on the floor, giving me a long look at the bottom side of her big tits while looking between her legs.
The girls straightened up and then Tina brought me the spinner before stepping to the other one of the sheet.
I spun the spinner. "Right hand red," I called. Both girls bent to place their hand on a red circle. With Donna facing away from me, her pussy was immediately exposed to me again. "Right foot blue." Both girls moved, spreading their legs, and giving me an incredible view of Donna, which I was sure was the idea. "Left foot yellow."
Donna didn't have to move far, but Tina had to contort around so she was reaching a yellow circle with her left foot. It left her holding herself crab like, facing upward, her legs spread apart and her nightgown slid up almost to her waist, leaving her naked from there down. Her spread legs also spread her pussy, giving me a perfect view of her. I could see that her pussy lips were glistening with her own juices of excitement.
"Right foot red."
Donna didn't have to move far, but Tina did, practically pushing her pussy in Donna's face by the time she had her foot on the red dot.
"Left hand green."
Donna crossed her arms to reach and Tina struggled to move her left hand to a green dot.
As she moved her knee brushed Donna's nightgown, which slid up, or rather, down over her body, bunching up around her neck, leaving almost her entire body exposed, including her big tits, which swung side to side under her chest. "Wait. I have to fix my nightgown!" Donna called, starting to lift a hand.
"Uh Uh! You take your hand off, you lose! Just going to have to leave it how it is," Tina called to her friend.
"But your dad can see me!"
"Oh well. Unless you wanna forfeit."
"Not likely!" Donna answered back.
"Right hand yellow," I called out.
Donna moved her hand and quickly got set, though her nightgown was trying to fall over her head and completely off her body. Tina laughed as she moved one hand easily.
"Right foot blue." I called.
Donna this time easily found her mark, but Tina had to cross her legs and quickly fell to the mat.
"I win!" Donna cried, standing up and giving me a view of her naked body as she untangled the nightgown, taking it all the way off before putting it back on again.
"Okay Daddy. Your turn!" Tina said as she stepped to my chair.
"Oh sweetie. I'm not sure that's appropriate."
"Oh come on Daddy. You promised!"
"Oh. All right," I answered as I pushed out of my chair. I handed her the spinner and walked around so I was across from Donna.
"Right hand yellow!" Tina called. I located a yellow dot and bent over. "Left foot blue!"
Again an easy reach for both of us. "Right foot red." A bit of a stretch, but doable. "Left hand red." I bent double, reaching my hand across my body, stretching for the red dot. I felt the snap on my pants pop open as I shifted my weight to hold my hand on its new location. "Shit," I swore quietly, lifting my hand to fix my pants.
"Uh Uh Daddy! You can't move your hand once it's down or you lose!"
"But my pj's!"
"Oh well!" she answered with a grin. "Left foot yellow."
I moved my left foot to a yellow circle, and with my feet nearly together, there was nothing to keep my pj pants from falling all the way to my ankles, which is what happened.
"Wow Mister C. You have a really big dick!" Donna said from where she was squatting, looking at me.
"Okay. I lose," I said, quickly standing up and pulling my pants back up to cover my dick. "Your turn again," I said to Tina.
"Okay Daddy," she answered with a devious little grin. She gave up my seat and walked to the far side of the mat. "I think we just need to get rid of these. They just get in the way," she said to Donna as she pulled her nightgown off and dropped it next to the mat, leaving her completely naked.
"In front of your dad?" Donna asked.
"Why not. It's not like he didn't already see you last round."
"Yeah. I guess," she answered, pulling her nightgown up and off. Unfortunately for me she was facing away from me, which left me looking at her bare back and ass.
"Right foot yellow," I called. "Left hand red." "Left foot green." Donna twisted onto her back to get her left foot to a green dot. She was now holding herself facing up, with her legs spread wide and her pussy completely exposed. Her tits were every bit as large as I thought, with large, round dark areola and nipples nearly as large around as my pinky, sticking out nearly as far. "Right hand yellow."
Donna tried to move her hand and abruptly fell on her butt, leaving Tina the winner.
"Okay Mister C. Your turn," Donna said as she picked herself up.
"Okay," I answered as I got up and relinquished the recliner to her. I stepped to the mat. "Okay."
"Uh Uh Daddy. Naked, remember?"
"Me too?"
"You too. Only fair, right?"
"Yeah. Okay," I answered, reluctantly taking my pj pants off and dropping them on Donna's nightgown. My rock hard dick stuck out at Tina.
"I think Daddy was getting turned on watching us naked," Tina said with a giggle. "Did you Daddy? Did looking at us get you all excited?"
"That'd be totally inappropriate," I answered.
"Do you think we look sexy Daddy? Do you wanna put your hard dick in our young wet pussies?"
"Sweetie, you need to stop that. I could get in real trouble for what you're suggesting."
"But you didn't say you didn't want to," Tina said suggestively as she moved around to the side of the mat. "Okay Donna ."
"Right foot blue," Donna called.
I moved my foot to a blue dot and Tina moved to one almost in the same spot. "Left hand yellow." Tina and I both bent and reached, my body now pressing against her soft naked skin. "Left foot green." I bent over Tina farther, my rock hard dick nestling into the cleft of her butt cheeks.
"Ooooo. Daddy," Tina cooed quietly as she wiggled her butt slightly, rubbing her pussy against my shaft. "You feel so big and hard."
"Right foot yellow."
I reached my foot for the closest yellow dot, feeling my dick slide down between her legs farther, her pussy now pressing against much of my length. She rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against my shaft. "We shouldn't be doing this," I whispered.
"I know. That's what makes it so fun," she whispered back.
"Right hand yellow," Donna called. I wrapped an arm around Tina to reach yellow feeling her grind against me more as she too moved her hand. After several seconds she fell down.
"Awwww. Daddy won," she said as she turned over to sit on the mat. I felt her hand grasp my hardon as I straightened up. She stroked my dick slowly. "You really are big Daddy," she said before she leaned her face toward me and pressed her lips to my engorged head and blew on it.
"What are you doing?" I asked
"Giving you a blow job?" she asked, looking up at me hopefully.
"Um. No. That's not what you do," I said as I stood there.
"Show me?" she asked.
"We shouldn't."
"But Daddy. No one will know. And I have to learn somehow."
"Okay. Just this. And your mother can never ever find out."
"Okay Daddy," she answered enthusiastically.
"Now. Open your mouth. Yeah. Now just put the head into your mouth and gently close your lips around it. Use your tongue on the under side of my dick while you push your mouth on and off of it. There you go. Now apply a little suction. That's it. Very nice," I groaned.
"Donna. Come try this," Tina said as she pulled her mouth off of me.
"I didn't say..." I protested as Donna stepped around me and knelt by Tina. "Okay. But it's gotta be a secret," I said to Donna, who nodded as she took hold of my dick and aimed it at her face. She clearly knew how to give a blow job, but just as clearly wanted me to coach her. The girls took turns sucking my dick and coaxing me toward climax. "Some girls like to wrap their tits around it and stroke it that way too."
Donna pulled her mouth off of me and lifted herself higher on her knees, pressing my dick between her big tits. She wrapped her large soft tits around my shaft and stroked up and down, enticing me to buck my hips up in time with her strokes.
"That's it. If you keep that up I'm going to come," I groaned.
"Let me try," Tina said, rolling to her knees and replacing Donna's tits with her own. "Like this?"
"Yeah. Just like that," I groaned, jumping my hips back at her. "God I think I'm going to come," I groaned. "Just open your mouth and lean your head down. Otherwise it'll squirt all over you."
"Like this?" she asked, tilting her head down and letting my dick slip into her mouth with each stroke.
"Oh god yes," I gasped as my body bucked, driving my cock up into her mouth and squirting a huge hush of cum into it. My body bucked several times, giving her several squirts of my load before she let my cock out of her mouth for Donna to take.
"That's it. Now suck and slide your mouth up and down my shaft to coax the last of it out." I panted as Donna sucked the remaining weak shots of cum from me.
"Is there something like this guys can do to girls?" Tina asked.
"Uh huh," I answered breathlessly. "In my day we called it eating your girl out."
"That sounds gross. What is it?"
"It's when a guy licks your pussy to try and make you come. I guess a guy hasn't done that to you?"
"I feel all funny down there, like I'm all wet and I want to rub myself," Donna said as she let go of my now softened dick.
"That's being horny or turned on," I answered
"Is that good?"
"Yeah. Come here," I said, holding a hand out to her. I coaxed her up and then to the sofa. I sat her down and knelt in front of her. I lifted and spread her legs as I leaned in and gently stroked my tongue up her soft wet lips.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned loudly. "That feels sooo good."
"You think that feels good. Try this," I said quietly as I moved a hand to spread her lips and expose her waiting clit. I licked up her slit and teased the tip of my tongue across and around her hard nub. Drawing a squeal of pleasure. "How's that?"
"Oh god. You can keep doing that all you want," Donna moaned.
I grinned and went back to licking her wet lips, drawing my tongue up the length of her slit over and over. Soon she was squirming on the sofa, grabbing at my head and crying out in pleasure as I drove her closer to climax. Over and over I licked, stroking my tongue between her lips, dipping as far as I could into her tunnel.
"Oh my god! I'm going to come!" she squealed as her body began to shudder. I continued to tease her clit, pushing her climax as high as I could before plunging two fingers deep into her pussy. "OH FUCK!" she cried to the ceiling as her body bucked hard. I plunged my fingers in and out several times, making her buck hard on the sofa. She pushed my head instead of pulling it toward her pussy. "Enough. Oh god enough!" she moaned.
"Oh god Daddy. What did you do to make her cry out that way? I want you to do it to me too!" Tina said quickly, practically jumping on the sofa next to Donna. She spread her legs wide and slid her ass to the edge of the cushions.
"You do, do you?"
"I do!" she answered me enthusiastically.
"You know, if your mother finds out, we'd both be in serious trouble. I mean really bad trouble."
"I've been in trouble before."
"Not like this."
"Well. It doesn't matter. She's not going to find out."
"She better not," I said as I moved between her legs. Her pussy looked every bit a teenage pussy, full round, smooth outer lips, recently shaved baby butt smooth. Her lips spread slight around just the smallest amount of pink inner lip, extending just barely out between her outer lips. Both inner and outer glistened wetly with her juices. I leaned my face towards her and gently licked up her inner lips with just the tip of my tongue. I shifted my weight to sit between her legs and wrapped both arms around her thighs. I used my fingers to spread her pussy apart, exposing her pink depths.
"Ohhh fuck," she moaned as I pressed my tongue into her and stroked it the short distance to her clit, flicking across it. "Ohhh Yeah. There. Please there!" she moaned.
I worked my tongue up and down her slit, stroking and teasing her clit each trip up. Her hips lifted off the sofa towards my face as her climax built. Part of me wanted to just stand up and stuff my again hard cock into her, but I was going to have to play the game to get there. Her cries intensified as her body trembled, her cries and gasps of pleasure signaling the full force of her climax following moments later. She stiffened and let out a long deep groan as her pussy squirted a stream of clear girl cum on my face.
"Oh god. I'm sorry. I don't ever do that!" she said, honestly surprised.
"No problem," I said as I wiped my face and chin with my hand.
She lay for several seconds and then fell back into her role. "I'm so sorry Daddy. I didn't mean to!"
"It's alright. I just need to clean up."
"Let us!" she said quickly, pushing off the sofa. She held a hand out to me and another to Donna. It only took us a few moments to be practically dragged down the hall, through the master bedroom and into the master bath. She grinned at me before stepping into the huge walk-in shower. In moments she had water flowing and turned back to us. She grinned playfully and drew us into the shower with her. We spent almost ten minutes soaping and fondling each other.



"Daddy. Your dick is getting really big again. Doesn't it hurt like that?"
"Hurt? Not really. But it does beg me for certain types of sensations."
"Types of sensations? You mean like we did earlier?"
"That's one way."
"There are more?"
"You know there are."
"You're talking about fucking, aren't you? "
"That is one way."
"I haven't ever done that."
"I'd hope not. You really should wait until you have someone you love to share it with."
She turned to face me and wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her body to mine. "I love YOU Daddy!"
"I love you too sweetie," I answered, wrapping my arms around her.
She pressed her face to mine and practically jumped up into my arms, wrapping her legs around me. She had my cock trapped between us, her hot pussy pressed to my hard shaft. "Take me to the bed and take me Daddy! Make me come like you make mommy come. I've seen you two doing it, sliding your big fat cock in and out of her. I've heard her cry out in pleasure with you. Take me. Take me like you take her!"
"That's really what you want?"
"It is."
I walked out of the shower, not bothering to dry off. I carried her to the big bed in the master bedroom and crawled onto it. I flopped her down with me on top. She released her legs and arms, spreading both wide below me. "Take me Daddy! Make me a woman."
I leaned my body back and reached between us. I felt for my rock hard cock and guided it to her wet lips. I pressed forward, forcing my engorged mushroom head against her. I felt her pussy expand slowly, fighting the invader and at the same time trying to accept it.
"Oh my god," she moaned. Reaching for my hips. "You're so big Daddy!"
"And you're so tight sweetie. You sure I'm not hurting you?"
"No Daddy. You're not hurting me," she groaned as my head slipped past her entrance and slid several inches into her. I pulled back slightly and then pressed in again, working another inch into her. It took half a dozen strokes before I was fully into her. I started to stroke in and out of her, working my shaft in and out almost its entire length. I could feel her incredible pussy gripping me, caressing me, trying to hold me inside as I stroked in and out of her.
"Oh god yes Daddy! Fuck me! Fuck your sweet daughter's pussy! Fill me with your cum. Make me a woman tonight!"
I stroked in and out, my excitement growing by the second. I could tell I was going to come any moment, but I worked to hold it at bay, wanting her to come with me. She arched her back as I plunged in and out of her, her moans growing louder.
"Come with me sweetie," I groaned as I pushed deep into her.
"Almost Daddy. Almost!"
I plunged into her only a few more strokes, the urgency growing and the tingle flowing out from my groin. "Shit!" I cried out as my body bucked, jamming my cock deep into her as I pumped a gush of cum into her.
"Yes! Oh Daddy! Yes, yes, yes!" she cried as she felt the surge flow into her. She shuddered under me, her own small climax flowing over her like waves on a pond. I felt her already tight pussy contract around me, squeezing and milking my last drops of cum from me.
Depleted, I rolled off of her onto my back. She rolled onto her side, one leg over one of mine, her head on my chest. She pulled my arm around her neck and down to her chest, cupping her left breast with my hand. Donna crawled onto the bed, laying on my other side, positioning herself the same way so that I was holding one of her breasts as well.
"Mister C? Will you do that to me? Will you make me feel like that?" Donna asked quietly.
"What would your parents think of me if I did that?"
"They won't ever know. I mean it's almost time to go to college and I can't go never having had sex. I mean I can't can I?"
"I suppose not," I answered quietly. "Maybe later."
"Okay," she answered in a whisper.
"Let's go watch a movie!" Tina said quickly.
"Yeah. Good idea," Donna agreed. "You wanna watch a movie with us?"
"Oh sure," I answered, wondering what kind of a movie they had in mind.
It took a few minutes to get things organized. We all put our pj's back on and the girls popped popcorn and were laying on the floor on a huge soft blanket, their feet pointed toward me as they lay in front of me. Tina reached for the remote and turned the TV and dvd player on. We'd dimmed the lights in the room. I could still easily see both their bottoms with the pj's laying across their butts, but not covering anything else lower. Both girls had their legs spread, allowing me to see their pussies as they lay in front of the TV. "This is a really scary movie," Tina said quietly to Donna. "Robby said that it scared them all when they played it at Jeff's house."
"Your brother is such a nerd. Anything would scare him," Donna said with a frown.
"Yeah. But I still snuck it out of his room when he wasn't watching," Tina giggled as the movie started.
As soon as the movie started I knew what kind of movie it was, and scary wasn't what I would call it. It was a porn flick that started out with a group of kids hiking off into the woods for a camping trip. We watched as the kids set up tents and started fires and such, teasing each other and grab assing around. One of the guys teases one of the girls and pulls down her shorts, revealing that she didn't have any panties on. This soon leads to a number of people getting clothes tugged and pulled, eventually having the first girl, the one that didn't have panties on, wrestling naked in the grass with the guy that had pulled her shorts down. She tussled and wrestled with him until his shorts were pulled off by her, leaving her sitting astride him with her bare pussy rubbing against his hard dick. Anger shifts to desire as she rubs herself on his dick, his mushroom head disappearing between her lips as she stroked herself along his shaft. Before not too long, he's holding her tits and squeezing them as she pushes herself back on his dick, slowly impaling herself on his cock. It isn't long before the rest of them had paired off and were getting naked or were having sex half dressed.
"God that looks so hot," Tina whispered as she watched one young woman being pounded into from behind. "Wouldn't you like to feel that?"
"It looks like he's ramming it into her so deep," Donna whispered back before eating a few more pieces of popcorn.
"My pussy is getting so wet again," Tina said.
Donna giggled. "That's your dad's cum silly."
"Maybe. Bet you wouldn't mind if he did that to you."
"I wouldn't mind at all," she answered quickly.
I got the message. I slipped my bed pants off and then slipped down to the floor kneeling between her legs. Pretending to be "sneaky", I inched up her body, kneeling between her legs and holding myself over her. I lowered my pelvis down, my hardon sticking towards her pussy as she lay on the blanket with her legs spread. I carefully aimed myself at her lips and then gently pushed forward, spreading her lips with my mushroom head.
"I can almost feel him putting it into me," Donna whispered as we watched another guy slowly feed his dick into his female partner, laying on her back with her legs splayed wide.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," Donna moaned as I worked about two inches into her. I started to move my dick in and out, pulling back until I was almost ready to slip out of her and then pushing back in as far as I could before the dry portions of my shaft grabbed at her lips. In and out I poked, working myself deeper into her pussy until my body was pressing against her bare ass. "Oh god look at him fucking her," she moaned as the guy finished pushing his dick into the young lady and was pounding frantically into her, almost as if he were afraid she might want him to stop before he got done. I slid in and out of her pussy at a much more sedate pace, driving into her and pulling back almost my full length. "Oh god that feels good Mister C," Donna moaned.
Tina looked over her shoulder at me and grinned. "Seems like Daddy wants to play like the guys on the movie!"
"Oh god it feel so good," Donna moaned as she lay there, her whole body sliding slightly on the blanket with each thrust into her. I knew she wanted to come, and while what I was doing might make me come, I wasn't at all sure it would make her climax.
"You wanna try some other things?" I asked her, stopping my thrusts and laying on top of her.
"Like what?" she asked softly.
I pulled my cock from her and lay on the blanket next to her. "Take your nightie off and come sit on me."
"Sit on you? How?"
"Don't worry. I'll show you," I coaxed as she moved to her knees. She straightened up and pulled her nightshirt off. "Now come over here. That's it, right over me," I coaxed, getting her to straddle me on her knees. "Now, just reach down and pull my dick up against you. You can stroke it like that if you want," I suggested as she began to rock her hips, working her wet pussy along the length of the underside of my cock, my head disappearing between her lips with each stroke. "That's it. You like that?"
"Oh god yes Mister C. It makes me all tingly down there," she moaned.
"It should," I said, reaching up to her big tits and grabbing hold of them. I massaged each large soft globe and rubbed my thumbs across her nipples while she teased her clit along my shaft, her own motion pushing her closer to her climax. "Now, just slide a little farther along towards me and feel my head bounce into your opening. Feel it?" I coaxed as she lengthened her stroke, my mushroom head now bouncing through the entrance to her depths with each stroke.
"Uh huh," she moaned.
"Now just lean a little more towards me as you do that," I coaxed.
She leaned toward me a little more, pressing my cock between her lips. I felt my head engage into her tunnel and instead of sliding along my shaft again, her push back drove me deep into her. "OH FUCK!" she cried as she drove me all the way into her until my head pressed against her cervix.
"There you go. Now just slide on and off of me," I coaxed as she began to rock herself, sliding her pussy on and off my dick.
"Oh god Mister C! This feels so good!"
"It's supposed to," I said, letting go of one breast and lifting my head to suck her nipple into my mouth, capturing her now swinging tit with my lips. I slid my free hand down between us and let her motions slide along my finger as well, stroking her clit with her own motions.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she moaned over and over as I nibbled her nipple, driving her body closer to climax with each stroke. "I'm going to come. Oh god I'm going to come!' she squealed as her whole body started to shake and tremble, her strokes becoming erratic and less coordinated. She finally slammed herself down hard on me and sat there, trembling and shuddering as her pussy clenched and spasmed around my dick. I released her nipple and pulled her down to me, our chests pressed together as I rolled us over, leaving me laying on top of her. I pushed myself up off her chest and started to stroke into her, driving my cock deep into her with each stroke. Her tits bounced and rolled on her chest as my thighs slapped loudly on her bare ass, her legs spread wide and her gasps and moans echoing in the room as my strokes pushed her climax even higher. "Oh fuck. Enough. Please!" she finally gasped, pushing me away to get me to stop stroking into her.
I pulled out of her and rolled back onto the floor, laying on my back and panting, my rock hard dick glistening with her juices. I didn't lay there long before Tina climbed over me and slid herself down my lubricated shaft. "Ohhhh yeah. I can certainly take more of this," she cooed quietly as she sat astride me. She sat upright and pulled her nightgown up, tossing it off to the side before leaning down. She looked me in the eye and then lowered her face to mine, pressing her lips to mine in a long passionate kiss. I felt her hips start to lift and fall even before she broke the kiss, sliding herself up and down my shaft in long slow strokes. "Fill me with your cum again Daddy. I wanna feel you pumping your cum deep in my pussy until it can't help but leak out of me," she cooed softly. "I wanna feel your strong, fat dick pumping me full of you."
"You keep that up and you'll get your wish," I breathed softly, slightly out of breath from the long kiss.
"I do wish that Daddy. I want to make you come so hard. I wanna feel your cum squirting deep inside me. Donna. Come help me make him come!"
Donna rolled over onto her hands and knees and grinned at me. "I know what Mister C likes," she said as she crawled around. She turned to face Tina and then crawled over my head, and lowered her wet pussy to my face. I lifted my hands and helped guide her to a comfortable place, and began licking her pussy, tasting her wet sweetness as Tina continued to ride up and down my cock. "Oh Mister C. That feels so good. You are so naughty having sex with your own daughter, putting your cum so deep in her. Ohhhhhh MISTER C!" she squealed as I pushed a thumb against her little rosebud, threatening to push it all the way inside her as "punishment" for calling me naughty.
"Oh god. Ohhhhh fuck," I heard Tina gasping, leaving me to wonder what Donna was doing that I couldn't see. "Oh shit. Gonna come! Oh god... Gonna come!"
Her climax started to overtake her and she started to smash herself down hard on my cock, slamming my cock head against her cervix, her already tight pussy gripping and squeezing me. The sudden change in sensations was more than my cock could handle, and my hips tried to buck up against her, my cock swelling and pumping a gush of cum into her pussy. I lay there jerking and twitching for long seconds before Donna crawled off of me and lay down panting next to my head.
"Ohhh Daddy," Tina moaned as she lay down on me, my cock still pumping cum into her. "You did fill me up, so full," she cooed as she looked into my eyes. "I love you Daddy," whispered as she lowered her lips to mine, pressing them wetly against mine in a long erotic kiss.
After what seemed like an hour of her kissing me, I felt my softened dick slip from her pussy. She giggled and rolled off of me, snuggling against me with her head on my chest. "Donna. Turn the lights off," she said quietly. "I think Daddy needs a rest."
I woke in the morning alone in the king-sized master bedroom bed. The strewn covers attested to our middle of the night activities. I looked at my watch and saw that it was already well past eight. I pushed myself out of the bed and made my way to the bathroom. With the necessary duties done, I looked around for my clothes, and was surprised to find none. Not the pj bottoms, and not my regular clothes. I walked down the hallway and heard the voices in the kitchen.
"There's the sleepy head," Tina said with a smile, sitting at the kitchen counter with Donna, both wearing very revealing negligées. The pony-tails were gone and both looked their age, and quite beautiful at that. Tina got up and walked over toward me, the negligee swishing side to side with her breast, the see-through panties framing her pussy sexily. She walked up to me and pressed her body to mine, wrapping her arms around my neck. She lifted herself on her toes to press her lips to mine, giving me a long slow wet kiss. She broke the kiss and whispered, "Take my panties off, please."
"I take it role play is over."
"Uh huh. But that doesn't mean that we can't have one more nice long slow fuck. Does it?"
"No. I don't suppose it does," I answered, sliding my hands down her body. I worked them under the negligee and untied the strings holding the see-through blue panties to her body, letting them drop to the floor.
"That's something you won't need to do to Donna," she whispered as she lifted herself to kiss me again. Her lips teased mine and her tongue slipped into my mouth to play hide and seek with mine, before slowly breaking the embrace. "Because she's not wearing any."
"I see," I answered as she slid her hands down my arms to my hands. She pulled me backwards toward the kitchen table, stopping when her ass pressed against the edge of the table.
"I like that you're hard already, just from kissing me," she whispered as she let go of one hand and reached for my throbbing hardon.
"That kiss kind of made it easy."
She smiled. "Good. Take me. Here. Now. Lay me back and fill me with that fantastic cock."
I nodded and reached for her hips. I slid my hands up under the hem of the negligee and lifted her slightly, pushing her back so that her ass cheeks sat on the edge of the oak table. I slid my hands up her body and gently lay her back on the table, pushing the sheer material up her body to expose her tits. She lifted and spread her legs, reaching down between us to find my hardon, guiding my head to her already wet pussy lips. "Someone's already turned on," I said quietly as I closed my hands on both her soft tits.
"Someone's been playing with her pussy waiting for sleepy head to get up!"
"You could have woken me up."
She laughed as I started to press my dick into her. "After last night you needed all the sleep you could get. Vince said you were a little older and might not be able to keep up, but you certainly met my expectations."
"Glad I could please," I answered as I started sliding slowly in and out of her. "But I doubt there's anything left in the engine for fuel here."
"That's okay." She grinned, reaching one hand between her legs to tease her clit. "I'm just happy that there's enough to fill the gap." I stood at the table, pumping my hips forward and back, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy while she teased her own clit, her breathing growing rapid and her back arching toward me as her climax quickly grew closer. "Ohhhh fuck. Gonna come! Oh shit gonna come!" she cried loudly as her body suddenly dissolved into tremors and shudders. She groaned loudly as her pussy clenched around my dick and squeezed me. "Oh yeah. Ohhhhhh yeah," she cooed as she slowly relaxed, her body stilling as I stood between her legs with my hard cock still stuffed in her. "Ohhhhhh yeah. So much better," she said, moving her hands to stroke my stomach. "God your cock hits all the right places so easily."
I chuckled. "I aim to please."
"And trust me, you do," she agreed with a giggle. She gently pushed me away, letting my dick slide out of her. She sat up and slipped off the table. "Let me make you some breakfast, and if you still feel like putting that anyplace, anyplace at all, feel free," she said before leaning toward me and giving me a quick kiss.
Breakfast was good. It'd been a long time since I'd been fed bite by bite, but Donna wanted one last chance to sit on me, so she straddled me and rocked her hips while she fed me until we both came to a mutual climax. The girls dragged me off to the shower to clean up and only then was I allowed my clothes back. Both hoped that they'd be able to hook up with me for some more fantasies in the future. Tina's parting comment was that she was sure I was going to become a very popular partner.
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We'd RSVP'd for this wedding months ago, long before we had any idea that my wife was going to be out of town and unable to attend. So instead of sitting in the church pew with my wife, I was sitting with my daughter-in-law, while my son was being part of the wedding party for one of his friends from high school. In fact, looking at the program, almost all of the attendants were from his old high school group.
With the change in music, I could tell it was time for the wedding party to start marching in. I twisted in my seat to watch the first of the bridesmaids and groomsmen to come down the aisle, and quite honestly, did a doubletake. The bridesmaid's dress was, well unique. It consisted of a short pleated skirt that came down to mid-thigh in a rather stark pink color, nude stockings and very tall pink high heels. The top portion of the dress was well, only half there. It was strapless and backless, the top starting so low in back to almost reach to the top of her full round butt, and extending around her sides and up until it could cover her large breasts. The lace covered satin material then dipped down between her breasts almost to her navel. The V of the material held from spreading apart by a crisscross of string that looked like a shoelace. I wondered momentarily what, if anything, was keeping her large breasts contained in the dress.
The next young woman was identically dressed, her somewhat smaller breasts not overflowing the dress to near the extent the first young lady had, but there was most definitely plenty of creamy breast showing around and over the lobes of the dress covering her chest. If I had to draw an opinion, the dresses were more like slutty prom dresses than bridesmaid's dresses. I wasn't surprised to see the third young woman, slimmer than the first, but with every bit as much chest, walk down the aisle with my son. It took several seconds before I recognized the young woman as someone my son had dated in high school for some time.
The fourth bridesmaid was a little chunkier. Not fat by standard, but certainly what I called a plus size, with the dress barely able to contain her somewhat larger size. The V of exposed skin down the front was exposing much more of her breasts as it was pulled apart.
The maid of honor wore the same dress as the rest of the bridesmaids, though with her slimmer figure and smaller chest, the dress looked much less slutty on her.
Everyone stood for us to watch the bride come down the aisle, the top of her dress identical to the bridesmaid's dresses, except being white, with the skirt being a more traditional layer after layer of see-through mesh material that occasionally gave a glimmer of leg, not having that heavy layer of satin under the mesh type material. A couple of times as she walked to the altar I swore I could make out white stockings and garters if the material moved just right. It was certainly the most unusual wedding dress I'd ever seen. As the ceremony progressed, I was sure I could see her bare butt through the material, making it difficult to decide who to watch, the bride or the bridesmaids, who seemed to be struggling to keep the tops of their dresses from sliding down as they stood in their row. As the ceremony drew to a close, the new couple was introduced and the wedding party processed out, most of them walking down the aisle with a considerably larger amount of breast showing and in two cases at least some areola peeking over the top of the dress.
Tracy and I waited our turns to be ushered out of our pew and to the receiving line, where we greeted the new couple and the wedding party. I had to admit that it was difficult to keep my eyes on their faces rather than their cleavage. At least two of the bridesmaids that I knew from when my kids were in high school leaned in for a hug instead of a hand shake, pressing their chests against mine, leaving me hoping no one noticed the hardon that was trying to grow in my pants.
Finally through the line I milled about with the rest of the guests, waiting for the departure, the most predominate topic of discussion being the attire of the wedding party, including the bride. The predominant topic though being whispered was that the bride had on stockings and a garter and that was it, a few guys claiming to have seen nothing on the front of her either. We finally threw our bird seed at the departing couples as they climbed into a limo and raced off, everyone knowing they'd be back momentarily to start the picture routine.
Tracy and I walked to my car and climbed in to drive to the reception hall, a rustic venue out in the woods.
"I couldn't believe she wore that dress," Tracy said quietly after we were in the car. "What was she thinking?"
"Dunno. But it was certainly revealing," I agreed as I backed out of the parking space in the church lot.
"That's an understatement. I feel for those poor girls. That dress didn't seem like it wanted to stay in place very well."
"Certainly not on the larger chested ones," I agreed.
"See! Even you could see that!" she said with a frown. "And the guys, I mean all of them. They didn't seem like they could even take their eyes off of 'em."
"Well. It's what you'd expect."
"Not from Robert," she said quickly. "I don't expect my husband to be staring at other girls' tits. And what was that hug you got from the bridesmaid with Robert?"
"Coleen? She and Rob dated a while in high school. I guess she still remembers me."
"She seems a bit slutty," she said under her breath as we drove out of town.
"She generally did have a tendency to wear skimpy outfits."
"I believe it."
"You have to admit, she has the body for it."
"How can you say that? Just because she had a big set of boobs?"
"Tracy! Goodness."
"What?"
"All I said was she had the body for it."
"Well your son seems to think she still does."
"That's not fair to Rob."
"Sure it is. You'd think he never saw a set of boobs before."
I decided to let the topic drop, sensing that it was bound to get worse before it got better. Tracy was a well shaped young lady, though her breasts weren't nearly as large as Coleen's. She had on a mid thigh summer dress that was held up by only two small strings over her shoulders. It was easy to see the strapless bra she had on through the material of the dress, containing her perky 32 B breasts. How did I know she had B cup breasts? Well, one time she left a bra behind and I found it in the wash I was folding. I knew it wasn't my daughter's or my wife's, so process of elimination left her.
I pulled into the lot of the wedding venue, a large log cabin style barn that had to be at least two or three stories high. I parked and we walked in, finding a massive open ballroom set with tables, a dance floor on one end and an upper loft that overhung the perimeter of the lower floor. Then signs pointed to the loft for the bar, and to be honest I was thirsty. "Come on. Let's get something to drink," I suggested, pointing to the sign.
"Good idea," she said with a frown. "Something stiff if I'm going to have to watch Robert dancing with an old girlfriend."
"Come on. It's just a wedding," I said with a chuckle. I led the way up the stairs and found the bar, getting a coke for myself and a margarita for Tracy. It was bound to be a while before the wedding party arrived so we found a table in the loft that overlooked the floor below and settled down to wait. Two hours and two drinks later, we found our seats at the dinner tables on the main floor with the wedding party set to soon arrive.
As they were announced, the collected guests cheered and clapped, each couple doing some kind of dance step entry. They looked like they had already partaken in a fair amount of alcohol, based on the relative relaxation and uninhibitedness of the couples. As they danced in, the larger chested young ladies had more trouble keeping their girls holstered, Coleen having both of them bounce completely out of the dress so she was finishing her dance with her hands clasped over both soft looking mounds, her face blushing red.
"Look at that!" Tracy said angrily.
"What?"
"Her tits bounced out like that! You know she did that on purpose."
"Why would she do that?"
"Just to show them off to Robert," she said sharply before taking a sip of her third drink.
"Tracy! Are you jealous?"
"NO! I'm not. I just don't appreciate some girl flashing all her goodies at my husband!"
"So you are jealous," I said with the shake of my head. "What can happen? It's a wedding for goodness sakes."
"You would say that. You're enjoying it just fine!"
"What are you talking about?" I asked as I stood up with the rest of the guests as the newlyweds came into the room.
"This," she said, reaching over to my front and squeezing the hardon that was bulging out my pants.
"Tracy!" I snapped in surprise, backing away from her hand. "What the hell?"
"Like I said. You're enjoying the view just fine."
"I think you need to stop drinking," I said as we sat down again, the newlyweds and the wedding party taking their place at the head table.
Almost immediately guests started dinging their glasses with their knives, imploring the new couple to kiss. I was unsurprised to see the groom lean over and give his new wife a kiss, but was surprised to see his hand slip into her top and squeeze one of her tits inside the dress, which brought a giggle from her rather than any kind of displeasure.
"Wow. If I tried that at my wedding my wife would have slugged me," I said quietly, mostly to myself.
"Be glad that's all he's grabbing," Tracy said to me.
"What do you mean?"
"She doesn't have any underwear on! What do you think he's going to be grabbing before the night is out?"
"Tracy. Honey. Take it easy. He just married her. He can grab anything he wants."
"But the girls aren't wearing any either, and Robert is married to me, not Carol or whatever her name is."
"Coleen," I corrected her. "And how do you know?"
Tracy rolled her eyes. "Dad! God! Look at what's in their jacket pockets!"
I looked at the groomsmen sitting by each of the bridesmaids and was startled to realize that cloth sticking out of their lapel pocket wasn't a cloth at all, but each had a different color and material that could only be panties. "Oh," I answered quietly, not at all sure what to say. Fortunately dinner started to be served, giving me a chance to deflect the discussion. Through dinner I couldn't help but think about the fact that all the young ladies sitting on the stage were wearing nothing under their dresses, and wondering just exactly how had each of the groomsmen obtained their pocket decorations. Were they freely given, or retrieved? Believing I raised my son to know better, I hoped that they were given rather than retrieved.
With dinner done it was time for the usual special dances and such. Father/daughter, mother/son, dollar dance, etc. Of course it also included throwing the bouquet and garter. Usually the bride sits in a chair and the groom pulls the garter from under her dress, but as with much of this wedding, they chose a much different method. The groom lay on the floor and the bride squatted down over his head, going low enough to practically put her supposedly bare pussy in his face. She stood back up slowly, allowing him to slide the garter down her leg as she got back up, to the fanatic cheers of a good portion of the guests.
Maybe I'm just getting old or something, but I thought that kind of thing was supposed to be left for AFTER the reception.
Shortly after the general dancing started, I suggested that Tracy go dance with her husband and remind him gently who he came with.
"Mister W!" I heard a female voice say from behind me. "Sitting and not dancing?"
I twisted around and saw Coleen standing behind me. "Oh Hi. Want a seat?" I asked, offering her Tracy's chair.
"Not really. I was kind of hoping you'd dance with me," she said expectantly.
"I'm not much on these fast dances," I answered honesty.
"That's okay. I'll help you," she said, holding a hand out for me.
"Yeah. Sure, why not," I finally agreed with a sigh.
"Been a long time since we've seen each other," she said as she led me to the dance floor. "Now. Here. Just like this," she said, taking my hands and making me rock back and forth the way she was. Her tits wiggled and swayed in the dress top, threatening to bound out at any moment, which of course made my cock start growing in my pants again. After some minutes, one did slip out, completely exposing her nipple. She left it hanging out for a few moments, and then, using one of my hands, which she was still holding, nonchalantly tucked it back into the dress. "Thank you," she said as the music ended and transitioned into a slow dance tune. Without missing a beat, she moved in close to me and pressed her body against mine. "Someone got a little excited helping me out," she whispered in my ear as she ground herself against my hard bulge. "When I was in school I always thought you were pretty hot looking."
"I'm twice your age," I chuckled as she continued to dance, pressing her pelvis against my cock, causing it to try and harden even further.
"I know. I kinda of always had a thing for older guys."
"But you were dating my son."
"I was. And I was also flashing you everything I could. Didn't you even notice how skimpy my clothes were?"
"How could I not notice?" I answered, thinking back to all the short dresses and uber tight shirts and shorts she wore when she was over. There were any number of times that we were all sitting in the family room watching something on TV and I'd get up and walk out of the room for something, only to come back to see her legs spread in different ways to expose her panties to me. The thought of those tantalizing views, and the sudden realization that they were anything but accidental seemed to make my hardon grow even more. A fact not lost on her.
"Feels like someone remembers all too well," she whispered with a soft giggle, pressing herself tighter to me for a few moments. "Here, let me fix that for you," she added as she moved an arm from around my neck and slid her hand between us.
"Coleen!" I protested as I started to pull back from her .
She pressed herself back against me and leaned her face closer to my ear. "If you don't move, no one will know." I looked around to see who might be staring at us as her hand slid down inside my belt and fished around to work a gap between my shirttail and the top of my briefs, allowing her to slide her hand down into my pants and straighten my dick. She wrapped her fingers around it as much as she could in the tight confines and caressed it slightly until the song was about to end before pulling her hand back out and sliding it up to rest between us on my chest. "There. That's better isn't it?"
"It is, but I'm not accustom to young ladies sticking their hands down my pants," I answered, feeling suddenly very warm as the DJ put on the next song, another reasonably slow tune.
"Well, fair is fair," she whispered, pulling her hand from between us, finding mine and drawing it down between us. I felt her push it down and under her skirt, leaving it only when I could feel her hot wet pussy between her legs. "There. Now you can feel me up too."
"So it seems," I agreed, letting my hand rest there for a few moments, the side of my index finger rubbing her lips and then slipping between them as she danced. Reluctantly I slid my hand out from its warm nest.
"You know what I have on under this dress?"
"Nothing?" I answered quietly.
"That's right. Nothing at all. So if someone wanted to slip a hand in the top and play with my breasts, well, there wouldn't be anything in the way at all," she said invitingly as she found my hand that had just come from between her legs and guided it up her body. She turned herself slightly so that as she pushed my hand into the top of the dress it was pinned between us, hiding it from most people's view.
"You know. I wouldn't mind if you just took my dress all the way off."
"I don't think that'd be appropriate."
"Well, it might be a little obvious here, but I know a place we can."
"I'm married," I answered.
"Uh huh. So is Robert. Didn't stop him from taking my panties off."
"He did?"
"Uh huh. So, do you wanna take my dress off?"
"Your serious?"
"The whole thing. All I'd be wearing is my stockings and shoes. I mean if someone did that I'd be so turned on I probably wouldn't want to put it back on until someone made me come."
"Honey. Coleen. I'm married!"
"So? Who'd know?"
"I would."
"So would I. It'd be our secret."
"But I can't cheat on my wife."
"So don't. Just take my dress off and you can play with me until I come. You know you wanna see me naked. I can feel it in your dick and see it in your eyes. You want this as much as I do."
"I doubt there is anyplace around here you could do that."
"Look Mister W. I can't think of any other way to say this. This dress has made me horny as hell, and I always thought you looked like a pretty hot dad. Now is your chance to see me naked. What you do with it is up to you, but once my dress is off, I'm all yours."
"I guess I'd be stupid to turn down an offer like that."
"You would," she said with a giggle. "Come with me. I need a drink."
It seemed like an odd change of tact, but I followed her from the main dance floor to the stairs, and then up the stairs, her short skirt showing off her pussy with each step she took. I followed her to the bar and then past it, down a short hallway extending toward the back of the barn from the loft. She pushed open a door and stepped in, closing it as she closed us into the large closet. "Coat check. No one is going to be using it tonight," she said as she reached behind herself and unzipped the zipper from the top of her butt down to the middle of her ass. She wiggled a few times and the whole dress slid down her legs, leaving her as naked as she'd suggested.
"This really isn't a good idea," I said as she started undoing my belt, even though I made no attempt to stop her.
"So? You're here alone, I'm here alone. Might as well be alone together for a few minutes."
"Somehow that didn't make sense," I protested as she pushed my pants and briefs down, freeing my raging hardon.
"Oh god yes. I always knew you had a big dick Mister W. I could see how hard you got when I came over in those little shorts and stuff. Oh yeah," she cooed as she moved to the buttons of my shirt and started undoing them.
"You really wore that kind of stuff to make me hard?" I asked as she pushed my shirt off my shoulders and pushed it down my arms, leaving me naked from my ankles up.
"Uh huh, but I never got to see it or fuck it. I'm one for two now. Wanna let me go two for two?"
"You really wanna have sex with me?"
"When else are you going to get to fuck a twenty-five year old?" she asked with a grin, reaching for my dick with both hands and using it as a handle to pull me along with her. There was a little desk by the door, which she rested her ass on, and then leaned back, spreading and lifting her legs as she continued to pull me towards her, aiming my dick at her pussy. I shuffled to her with my pants around my ankles, turned on enough by watching the sexy boobs during the wedding that I wasn't really thinking all that far beyond the end of my dick.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I pressed my mushroom head between her lips and into her depths. "Ohhhhhhh god damn."
"You can say that again," she gasped softly as I pushed into her, stroking my cock only a little bit to help work it in deeper. I started to slide my shaft in and out of her as she lifted her legs with her hands and pulled herself apart farther, giving me even deeper access to her pussy. "Oh fuck yes," she moaned as I pumped my length in and out, pulling back until nearly all of my length was out, only my mushroom head remaining in before plunging quickly into her. I slid my hands up to her fantastic boobs and cupped each one, stroking my thumbs back and forth across her hard nipples, making them harden even more and her squirm on the desk even more.



"God damn you feel good," I groaned as I looked down at her spread legs, her soft inner lips wrapped around my shaft, her juices looking almost creamy white as I plunged in and out of her rhythmically.
"Uh huh. You too," she grunted in time with my strokes, each thrust bumping my head against her cervix. "Oh god I should have done this years ago," she panted as she arched her back slightly to press her clit against the top of my shaft. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Right there. Oh god that's going to make me come so fast!" she moaned as I continued to plunge into her, my bare thighs slapping her ass with each stroke. I could feel my cockhead banging into the end of her tunnel with each stroke, sending little tingles through my body.
I groaned as I felt her pussy contract around my shaft, her legs and arms shaking and trembling as her climax started to wash over her. In moments her whole body was shaking and trembling as her juices oozed out around my plunging shaft. I squeezed her nipples and pulled them, drawing a cry of pleasure as her climax seemed to peak even higher.
As her trembles and shudders slowly subsided, I continued to thrust into her, plunging faster as the warmth and tingle spread through my body, my climax imminent at any moment. "Fuck. I'm going to come," I grunted, knowing I couldn't hold back more than a few seconds.
She reached both hands for my chest and pushed me away, forcing my cock from her pussy. She dropped her legs and slid from the table, grabbing my cock with her hands as she squatted down in front of me. She leaned her face toward me, wrapping her lips around my head as she stroked me furiously. "Ohhhhhh fuck. Here it comes," I groaned just before my body jerked, trying to jam my cock into her throat and unleashing a huge gush of pent up cum. Over and over my body bucked, pumping more cum into her mouth which she seemed to savor as she continued sucking and pumping her hands on my dick. As the tide ebbed, she slowed her strokes and finally pulled her mouth from my shaft.
"Now that was a fucking lot of cum. I'm glad you didn't put that in me, I'd be leaking it all night long!" she giggled as she stood up and wrapped her arms around my neck. She leaned herself to me, pressing herself tightly to my body, her bare tits and still hard nipples pressed to my chest. She leaned her face toward mine and her lips to mine in a long erotic kiss. "Nice to see a man that doesn't shy away from kissing the woman that just sucked all the cum from his cock."
"Would be rude, wouldn't it?" I asked as I let my hands massage her bare ass cheeks, pulling her tighter to me as we stood essentially naked in the cloak room.
"It would, but most guys don't," she said as she stood looking at me, her arms still around my neck.
"Maybe we better get back?"
"I suppose," she said with a pout. "Not much chance of staying in here and doing it again, is there?"
"Not much," I agreed as I released her from my grip. She leaned towards me, gave me another peck on the lips and then stepped back to find her dress. We dressed in silence and then snuck out of the cloak room, stopping at the bar to each get a drink before heading back down to the reception.
"There you are!" Tracy said as we came down the steps.
"Yeah. Went to get something to drink," I answered her.
"Good idea," she said, stepping past me onto the stairs. "I could use another."
I raised my eyebrows questioningly. It would be the forth that I was aware of.
"I better go find Rob," she said before giving me a kiss on the cheek and walking away.
I walked past the cake table and got myself a piece of cake and went to a table to sit and eat it while I nursed my drink. Tracy soon walked down the stairs and came to sit by me. "So what's with you? You've been kind of angry all evening."
"Ohhh I shouldn't be, but he makes me so mad sometimes."
"Who?"
"Robert. Who else?'
"So what has he done that's got you ticked?"
"It's that girl. Did you know he actually took her underwear off with his teeth?"
"No. I didn't."
"Yeah. I found out from one of the other bridesmaids. They all had to take the panties off their bridesmaid with their teeth."
"Sounds a bit over the top, but it's not such a bad thing, is it? I mean how much trouble can you get into doing that?"
"Oh that isn't the worst part. They had to do it laying on the floor while the bride was sucking their dick. It was her present to them all."
"Ohhh. I see," I answered.
"I think I want to go home," she said quietly.
"Home home or to the hotel home?" I asked, knowing that "home" was several hours away.
"The hotel will do," she said with a frown. "I don't want to be here just now."
"I understand," I answered, getting up from my chair. We walked out of the barn to my car and I opened the door for her to climb in before walking around and getting in myself. It was hot in the car, even with the cooling evening temperatures, and I turned the AC to max as soon as I had it started. The hotel was about fifteen minutes away from the reception location, and we drove in silence much of the way down the narrow two lane road headed toward it.
"I can't believe he'd do that," she finally said. I remained quiet, suspecting that was the better part of valor for the moment. "I mean, how would he feel if I did something like that?"
"Did what?"
"I don't know. Something like that. Showed my pussy off to some other guy!"
"I don't think he'd appreciate it," I answered.
"Damn right he wouldn't," she answered angrily. "So why does he have license to do something like that, just because he had a little bit to drink?"
"Doesn't make it right," I agreed.
"Damn right it doesn't!" she snapped. "I mean if he can, I should be able to, right?"
"Should be able to what?" I asked, getting a little confused.
"Something. I don't know," she said shaking her head. "I mean hell, if he can stick his face in someone else's pussy, I should be able to put my pussy in some other guy's face, right?"
"I suppose," I answered, trying to be agreeable.
"Damn right!" she said, unbuckling her seat belt. She kicked off her shoes and then hiked her skirt almost to her waist, exposing the tops of her thigh high stockings and her tiny yellow bikini panties that sort of matched the color of her dress. She lifted one leg at a time, sliding the stockings down her long, sexy legs and tossing them over the seat into the back seat. She lifted herself off the seat using her feet and shoulders and quickly slid her panties part way down her legs. She sat back on the seat, leaned forward and pulled her dress up. I nearly drove off the edge of the road as she pulled the dress up and off, tossing it into the back seat, leaving her sitting in just her panties, still around her knees, and a beige strapless bra. She lifted her feet off the floor, pulled her panties off and tossed them over her shoulder as well. She put her feet on the dashboard and slouched down in the seat, spreading her knees apart to expose her pussy. "Give me your hand," she said, reaching for my right hand and pulling it off the steering wheel. She pulled my hand to her lap and pressed my fingers against her pussy. "There," she said, almost as if that were some goal she'd accomplished.
"Tracy. This isn't appropriate," I said, drawing my hand back from her lap.
"I don't care," she said, pulling my hand back. "Just...Just... Just play with me," she said, her voice switching almost to a plea.
"You seriously want me to play with your pussy?"
"Well... Yes. And my tits too," she said, reaching to the small clasp between her breasts and flicking it to let both B cup breasts be fully exposed. I'd never seen her naked, or anything more revealing than in a bikini, and I wasn't really sure she wanted what she was asking for as much as the alcohol was asking for it.
"We shouldn't do this," I said again, leaving my hand pressed to her hot, wet pussy lips.
"I don't care. Stroke me, stick your fingers in me, I don't care as long as you make me climax."
"That's what you really want?"
"Yes. I want you to make me come," she said almost defiantly. I shrugged to myself and let my fingers begin to stroke her full outer lips and the slight amount of inner lip protruding. In a few moments I was working my finger between her lips and feeling the hot wetness of her pussy as I stroked from the entrance to her depths to the end of her slit and her hard excited little clit. "OH FUCK!" she cried as I stroked across it the first time, her body practically jerking at the sudden stimulation. "Don't stop. Just keep doing it," she gasped as I circled my finger tip around and around her little nub.
I did my best to keep the car on the road, and eventually pulled off into the entrance to a farmer's field, parking the car near a large steel gate. I turned off the car, and twisted in my seat, unbuckling my seat belt. There was still plenty of light as the sun was sinking behind the horizon, giving me plenty of opportunity to see her whole naked body. In for a penny and all that, I leaned over in front of her, twisting myself somewhat uncomfortably. I lifted her left breast with my fingers and sucked her nipple into my mouth as I continued to stroke and tease her pussy and clit. I slid my finger down her wet lips and pushed the tip of my finger into her vaginal tunnel.
"Ohh fuck yes. Fuck yes!" she gasped as I pushed my finger in to the second knuckle, feeling her tight walls squeeze around me. I started sliding it in and out of her, using my thumb of the same hand to press and rub her clit. "Oh shit! OH SHIT!" she cried loudly as her body started to tremble and shake. "OHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her body dissolved into shudders and trembles. I released her nipple and pulled my hand from her pussy, leaning back into my seat.
"You may want to retrieve your dress before we get to the hotel," I said quietly as she sat in the seat panting.
"Yeah. Good idea," she said breathlessly. Somewhat shakily, she climbed onto the seat and leaned over the back to reach for her dress which had apparently slid all the way to the floor. Her butt shown in my rear view mirror, and as she bent further her pussy was completely exposed. I reached for her right leg and gently lifted it, pulling her legs apart as she held herself up on the back seat with her hands. I twisted to sit sideways on the seat and leaned my face into her pussy, gently licking my tongue up her soft wet lips. "Ohhhhhhh fuck," she moaned as I slipped my tongue between her lips and stroked up the length of her slit, teasing the tip of my tongue into the entrance to her depths. I sat and licked for several minutes before releasing her and letting her sit back down into the passenger seat. "Ohhhh fuck that felt good," she panted.
"For me too," I agreed.
"You like doing that? Licking pussy I mean?"
"Do I enjoy it? Sure."
She looked over at me and then leaned towards me, reaching into my lap and undoing my belt. "Take your pants off," she said as she unbuttoned them.
"Honey. We shouldn't do this," I protested weakly as she tried to work my pants down over my butt.
"Do what?"
"Whatever you're going to do."
"How do you know what I'm going to do?"
"I can guess."
"Good. Help me get your pants off and stop arguing," she said testily. I lifted my butt off the seat and she pushed my pants down to my knees before crawling onto my lap. It was a bit snug between me and the steering wheel, but she reached down next to my seat, found the switch to move it back and motored it back to the limit. Then she hit the seat back switch and reclined the seat back as far as it would go, allowing her to rest her wet pussy against my hardon. She reached between us and rubbed my head around her pussy lips and then settled it between them. I felt her lower her weight on me and force my cock up into her pussy, her wet depths accepting me inch by inch. "Oh my god yes," she moaned as she wiggled herself to force the last of my length into her. She looked at me and leaned her chest towards my face, pushing both perky little tits against my face.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I held her ass cheeks as she began to slowly ride up and down my dick. "You know, I'm not going to be able to do this very long."
"Why not?"
"Because playing with you has me a little excited," I answered as the warmth and tingle started to flow from my engorged cock through my body.
"So? What usually happens when you get excited?"
"I come."
"Uh huh. And you think I don't know that happens?"
"You sure you want it too?"
"I wouldn't be doing this if I didn't," she whispered. "Now shut up and suck my nipples."
I shrugged and opened my mouth to accept one of her hard nipples, flicking my tongue across and around it as she rode up and down my shaft. I could feel her soft depths caress my shaft and my mushroom head, inching me closer and closer to climax with each stroke of her pussy. My hips almost automatically started trying to lift in time with her strokes, causing our bodies to slap loudly together. Up and down she bounced, slightly faster as my cock swelled even bigger inside her. "If you're gonna get off, you better do it soon," I grunted, trying to hold my orgasm from pumping her full of my cum.
"Who said I was?" she asked as she slammed down harder on me. "Just let me fuck you until you come."
"Oh shit," I groaned, knowing I couldn't hold out any longer. I felt my body buck and jam my cock deep into her, pumping a massive squirt of cum deep into her.
"Oh yeah. There you go baby. Give it to me. Give it all to me," she cooed as she wiggled her ass on my lap, feeling my cock swell and surge more into her over and over again. I half lay, half sat in my seat, stroking my hands up and down her nude body as she straddled me, waiting patiently for my hardon to start flagging.
"We shouldn't have done that," I said quietly.
"So? You going to tell on us?"
"Not likely. I don't want to end up divorced."
"Good. I don't plan on telling anyone either," she said as she climbed off of me. She moved back to her seat and pulled the dress on, intentionally leaving her bra and panties off. "I think we should go to the hotel and clean up."
"Yeah. Probably," I agreed, pulling my underwear and pants back up before motoring my seat back up to a sitting positon. It was almost dark by the time I pulled into the hotel parking lot, and I was starting to feel pretty guilty about what had just happened. It isn't like I hadn't fallen off the wagon before, I had, though it'd been a VERY long time ago. Coleen was falling off the wagon, and I wasn't proud of it. But Tracy, hell that was falling off the wagon and chopping it into bits. She had been drinking, though I wouldn't go so far as to call her drunk. And she was my daughter-in-law. If anyone found out it'd not only ruin my marriage, but I don't think my son would be very happy either, to put it mildly.
I parked and got out, pulling our suitcases out of the trunk. I could see her bare tits wiggling in the dress, much more visible without the bra than was normally publicly acceptable, at least by my wife's standards. Personally, she could dress like this in front of me any time she wanted. The guy at the desk must have felt the same way, barely taking his eyes off her tits the whole time he was checking us into our adjoining rooms. With key cards in hand, we headed to the elevator and waited for the doors to open.
"I think we need to fuck some more," she said casually as the doors closed on us.
"Huh?"
"I said we need to fuck some more," she said, turning and pulling the hem of her dress up to expose her pussy and bare stomach. "You can't say you don't want to."
"I don't think it's appropriate," I finally said after staring at her pussy for several long seconds.
"Why? Because I'm your daughter-in-law?"
"Because we're both married," I answered with a frown.
"Going to get a conscious now? After what we did in the car?"
"Yeah. Seems kind of silly, doesn't it?" I agreed.
"So?"
The doors opened and there was a person waiting for the car, the young man staring at Tracy as she dropped her dress back in place. We walked to our rooms and entered without another word. In a few moments I heard a knock on the door that couples the two rooms. I opened it to find her standing naked on the other side.
"So? Where were we?"
"I was telling you what a bad Idea it was to have any more sex," I answered as she walked into the room.
"So? Get naked and let's pick up where we were in the car, only more comfortable."
"Honey, we shouldn't," I protested as she walked up to me and started undoing my pants.
"Yes, we should. You got me off twice in the car, I got you off once. I owe you another," she said as my pants slid to my ankles. "Now are you going to help me or am I doing this alone?"
"Tracy, honey. You really wanna do this?"
"Dad. Look. I'll make this easy for you. Yes I want to. No you don't, but I don't care. You've been trying to see my body since I joined the family, don't think I didn't notice how you look at me when I'm wearing shorts or a bikini. You KNOW you want to. I also KNOW what you did with Coleen in the coat check room. So this and that will be our private little secret. Unless of course you feel like you have to tell mom about this?"
"NO!" I responded.
"Good. Then get naked and come fuck me," she said as she stepped away, crawled onto the bed and lay down, her legs and arms spread wide so I could see everything. "You can take me any way you want."
I shook my head and finished undressing. As naked as she was I crawled onto the bed, my rock hard dick betraying my desire and reluctance. "That's it. Come on over here," she cooed softly.
"You've been drinking and I shouldn't take advantage of you," I said softly as I crawled over her, her hands reaching down for my hard cock guiding it towards her pussy.
"Who said you were taking advantage of me? Who says I didn't want this as much as you?"
"You're mad at your husband. That's a bad reason to have sex."
"It is. That's why I fucked you in the car. This is because I WANT to!"
"You sure?" I asked as I pressed my head against her wet lips, forcing the tip into her but not pushing my whole shaft in yet.
"Yes!" she moaned, wrapping her legs around me and digging her heels into me to force me to push deeper. "Oh my god yes," she moaned as I pressed slowly into her, my engorged head pushing even deeper than it had in the car with her sitting on me. "Ohhh fuck you're so big," she groaned as she pulled her feet against my ass to drive me fully into her. I felt my head press against the end of her vaginal tunnel and started to pull back, drawing back several inches before thrusting it in again, getting a deep guttural groan of pleasure. I started stroking in and out rhythmically, slapping my thighs into her thighs and ass, making her body shake with each stroke, her small tits wiggling enticingly with each impact.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I thrust into her, her tight pussy caressing my cock and engorged head. I could feel every ripple and bump of her insides as I withdrew my head and the pressure against the tip of my head as I thrust myself into her again. In and out I stroked, her hips starting to rock, her body unable to remain still as my head caressed her depths and my shaft stroked her clit with each plunge.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she mumbled over and over as I drove into her repeatedly, the tingle and warmth of an impending climax starting to grow and spread within me. I could feel the need to plunge faster, taking over as my pace quickened, the audible slap slap of our bodies filling the room. I briefly wondered if the neighboring room could hear out animalistic grunts and moans as I pumped my shaft in and out of her.



"Gonna come. Oh fuck gonna come," she squealed as her body started to shake and tremble under me. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes, fuck yes!"
I could feel her pussy contract around me and then felt her hot wet juices spurting from within her around my shaft, wetting both of us as she shook and trembled. The combination of sensations of her hot wet depths caressing my shaft and the feel of her cum spraying us as we slapped together was more than my excited body could withstand. With a massive grunt, my body jerked and jabbed my cock deep into her, slapping the base of my cock hard into her clit, which drew another gush of her juices at the same time my head pumped a flood of cum into her. Over and over I jerked as I dropped on top of her, my body still jerking and spurting cum into her.
Slowly my climax began to fade and I allowed her to roll us over, leaving her laying on top of me instead of me crushing her much more petite body. She lay herself on me, her bare tits on my chest and her nose inches from mine. "God can you fuck," she whispered as she wiggled herself around on me, moving my still partly hard dick in her pussy. "I'm going to have to find a way to do this again!"
"Seriously?" I panted. "Once isn't already too many times?'
"Oh Dad. You can be so silly. No. Just think, every time I'm wearing a bikini or a tight pair of shorts, I'm going to be thinking of how your hands felt in my pussy in the car, and how it felt to get licked by you, getting me all worked up until I just had to have your cock in me. No, I'll always be thinking about how this feels, and if I get a chance, you know I'm gonna come back for more."
"Well. More will have to wait. I'm afraid there isn't anything left in the tank."
"Not surprised," she whispered as she leaned her face down and kissed my lips softly. "You rest. I'll see you in the morning."
"Okay," I agreed as she lifted herself off of me.
"One question."
"Yeah?"
"Do you think I have a sexy body?"
"I think that's a silly question," I answered.
She smiled. "Just checking. Guess you wouldn't mind me flashing it at you from time to time then, huh?"
"As long as no one catches you," I said with a sigh, wondering what other kind of trouble I could get into.
"Good! Night!" she said before she walked through the door and closed it behind her, leaving it ajar. I rolled onto my side, searching for a dry spot on the bed and closed my eyes, exhausted.
Morning came and I crawled out of bed. If I didn't smell like pussy I'd have thought that it was all a dream. The real question now was how I'd deal with the aftermath. I mean once she wakes up, sober, I'd worry that she'll say something to either my son or my wife, and that would be worse than bad. I showered and dressed, putting my ear to the adjoining door to see if she was awake yet before I headed down to the hotel lobby for their free breakfast.
I was eating a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon when I felt a set of hands on my shoulders. I twisted my head around and was face to face with a pair of soft breasts in a skin tight white spandex shirt.
"Good morning stud!" my daughter-in-law whispered as she leaned a little closer, pressing one soft breast into the side of my face before straightening. She moved to the chair next to mine at the little table and sat down, her big tits practically resting on the table top. "What's for breakfast?" she asked in a normal tone of voice, looking every bit as normal as one would expect.
"Eggs and bacon," I answered. "Sleep well?"
"Well enough," she answered. "Though not as well as I could have," she said with a little wink, letting me know just exactly what she meant.
"Well. At least you got some sleep. We have a long trip home," I answered before she walked away to go get food. She came back and sat down directly across from me at the little table. I felt her feet touch mine, nothing overt, but enough to say, here I am. Clearly she remembered the night before and just as clearly she was determined to let me know she did remember and didn't want what happened to be a one and done. As my son walked into the lobby, I wondered just how Tracy would manage to make things "normal" with him and still think about some kind of physical relationship. I had a hunch I was in for a lot of peeks and flashes. "Not an entirely unpleasant prospect at all." I thought to myself as I greeted my son, who struck up a conversation about our trip home. "Yeah, it's going to be interesting going forward," I thought as she rubbed my foot under the table with one of hers while looking completely attentive to my son's comments. "Real interesting."
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Ch. 07: Joan plays at a frat
I sat in front of the house, looking at the address on the yellow stickie note I held in my hand. Why was I so apprehensive? I was the one that started this after all. Well, Suzanne and I were. The only man I'd ever really been with had been Bill. Somehow, I just suddenly felt that life was passing me by and I had all these fantasies that I'd kept to myself over the years. True I probably should have shared this with Bill when I was much younger, but that was water under the bridge. Suzanne was the one that suggested I wasn't too old yet to try a few of them. For that matter, she wouldn't mind trying either.
The first of course was sex with each other. Oh not full sex, but just some simple touching and rubbing on each other. It wasn't all that I'd expected, but then I wasn't sure exactly what I did expect. It did lead to much more intense encounters with each other, which left us both hungry for more. But more of what? Suzanne suggested that maybe a little husband swapping would be what I was looking for. While it was fun, it wasn't the sexual fulfillment that I expected. Suzanne seemed to be more impressed with Bill than I had been with Jerry. Though I had to admit, Jerry did a pretty spectacular job with his fingers and mouth.
Bill seemed completely at ease with having sex with Suzanne, and even his accidental encounter with multiple partners. And here I was, sitting outside a house full of young men, apprehensive to go knock on the door. I didn't really consider that train thing multiple partners. It was more like being used by multiple men than engaging with them. No, this was going to be much more intimate than that.
Vince had assured me that both men I would be with were gentle and respectful. I was playing the part of mom coming to visit her son and his roommate at the fraternity house. I hadn't expected it to be a real fraternity house! He said that there would be other young men there, all legal age to be sure, and that I could choose to allow or not allow them to participate at my discretion and desire. The only two I had to have sex with were Jimmy and his roommate, Eddie. Beyond that, if I wanted the other boys to look at me, or touch me, that was up to me. He didn't recommend having sex with the whole frat house, though being summer there were only a few boys there.
No. I started this to see if I was missing something. There was no way for me to know unless I actually tried. Being with Vince pretending to be a pool guy was an extremely erotic encounter. I enjoyed seducing him, or pretending to anyway. Getting him to rub oil all over my body before I coaxed him to show me his cock. I'm not much on sucking dick, but I did some before I encouraged him to dive into my pussy and then eventually fuck me. As the afternoon went on towards evening I was less inhibited as other couples showed up, leaving me feeling much less nervous about having sex in front of another couple. In fact, it was a little exhilarating to lay on a lounge chair with Vince pounding into me while another couple watched and played.
I unbuttoned two more buttons on my blouse and pulled it apart, checking to see just how much cleavage I was showing. The little half bra I had on supporting my breasts held them up nicely and still left my nipples exposed. I stroked my fingers across my nipples, making sure they were hard. Young men were easily enticed by nipples, or at least I was pretty sure they were. I took a deep breath and opened the car door. If Bill could go pretend to be a father to two young ladies having a sleepover, I could pretend to be a mother to a college boy and seduce him and his roommate. I pulled the little overnight bag out of the car with my purse, the bag holding a few toiletries, a dress that I wasn't sure I was going to even wear, fresh clothes for tomorrow and of course, the sexiest "mom" nightgown I had. It was thin, it was short, and it showed a LOT of cleavage. I was sure it would be effective at seducing Eddie and my son.
I walked to the door and rang the bell. A young man, maybe twenty at most, opened the door. "Yes?" he asked as I looked him up and down. Fit, trim, young, wearing a sweaty tank top and pair of spandex shorts. Yeah this was going to definitely be a different experience. He looked me up and down as well, his gaze pausing at the bumps presented by my nipples and then again at the VERY short black skirt I had on that didn't quite cover the lace tops of my thigh high stockings.
"Hi. I'm here to see Jimmy Allison?" I said after he had a chance to take me in head to toe.
"Oh. You're Jimmy's mom! Come on in Missus Allison," he said brightly, holding the door open for me. "He went to his room to work on homework after dinner. I'm sure he's still up there. Let me show you."
"Thank you," I answered cheerfully as I stepped into the front room and let him close the door behind me.
"Right this way," he said, motioning across the room before he walked that way, leading me across a very large common room with a massive big screen TV and a variety of sofas and chairs. I followed him to the stairs and up, feeling a tingle between my legs as I stared at the tight shorts molded to his young ass. He kept looking back at me, and I wondered what he was looking at or thinking. I looked down and realized that with him walking higher than I was he could see down into the front of my top. I grinned as I realized that he was probably seeing my nipples down my blouse. "So. You're going to be spending the night with us?" he asked politely, looking back at me.
"I am. I haven't seen my son in some months and am looking forward to spending a little time with him," I answered, slowing down as he slowed to look back.
"I'm sure he'll enjoy the visit. You're welcome to come join us later tonight down in the main hall. Some of us are having a movie night."
"Oh. That sounds fun," I answered cheerfully, taking a quick peek at his crotch and the bulge growing there. Yes, he was definitely checking out my breasts. I leaned a little more forward, trying not to blush at the thought of him looking even farther down the front of my blouse. He was an unexpected admirer, but it still gave me a tingle down deep to feel his eyes practically undressing me.
He paused on the stairs, looking down at me. "Can I take that from you?" he asked politely, waiting for me to take another step up toward him as he held his hand out for my little overnight bag.
"Well, that would be nice, thank you," I answered, allowing him to bend over me farther, and get an even better look down my blouse. I handed him my bag and then fanned my face with my now free hand. "I think I'm going to need a shower. It was quite a warm drive," I said as I unbuttoned two more buttons on my blouse, leaving only two near my waist holding it together. I had no doubt that he could now clearly see my left breast as I stood on the stairs with him.
"It is hot out," he agreed, staring at my practically exposed breast. "I was just out running and I feel like I'm soaking wet."
"I can see that. Looks like you need a shower as much as I do," I agreed as he turned to lead the way up the stairs again, his cock definitely larger in his tight shorts.
"Jimmy can show you where the showers are. Most of us use the large shower on the second floor, but there are a few private stalls upstairs if you'd prefer."
"Oh I'd hate to put anyone out," I answered, my heart almost stopping as I realized just what I had just suggested. Taking a shower where I'd be completely exposed to whoever might walk in? Could I really do that? Was I brave enough? Was I turned on enough?
"Well. If you change your mind though, just let me know and we can get you into one of those."
I giggled a little. "I'm sure you could," I answered.
I heard him gasp. "I didn't mean, that I'd personally... I mean. I wasn't suggesting that..."
"It's quite alright. I understood exactly what you meant. But I did mean it. I don't want to put anyone out, so just go about your normal routine. I'm sure it'll all work out," I said as we stepped onto the landing.
He looked back at me almost as if he didn't want to believe that I'd just suggested he show up in the shower when I was. At least that's what I intended to suggest, if he got it. I wondered if we'd even be alone in the shower. "Here's Jimmy's room," he said. A few moments later as we came to a door on a long hallway. He knocked and then pushed the door open. "Jim. Your mom's here!" he said as he stepped into the room.
The room was spartan, with two bunk beds that met in a corner and two desks along one wall. The remaining wall had three dressers, two of which had a number of items on the top and looked occupied. "MOM!" one young man said cheerfully, getting up and walking over to give me a big hug. "I see you met Greg. This is my roommate Eddie," he said, motioning to another young man, maybe mid to late twenties, wearing a pair of athletic shorts and nothing else.
"Hello Eddie!" I answered as Jimmy released me, stepping back in his baggy athletic shorts and t-shirt. I stepped toward him and held my hand out.
"You might want to give your mom a chance to shower after you give her the tour. She was saying it'd been a hot ride, and it's not all that cool in here."
"Uh. Sure. Good idea," Jimmy answered, looking at me curiously.
"I might lie down for a few minutes first," I suggested. "After the tour of course."
"We can arrange that," Jimmy answered brightly. "Thanks for bringing her up Greg," he said as he took my overnight bag. "So a tour?" he said, turning back to me.
"Certainly! Especially if it includes a bathroom. It was a long day in the car."
"Oh sure," he answered. "This way." He walked out into the hallway with Eddie following behind, and guided me toward the far end of the corridor where another staircase led both up to the third floor and down to the first. Before we got to the stairs he turned to open the last door, holding it open for me. Inside was a large bathroom area with several sinks inset in a large counter, a number of toilet stalls and several urinals. "The showers are this way," he said, holding his arm out towards a gap in the wall that led into a large tiled bay with half a dozen shower heads, reminiscent of showers in the schools of my youth.
"Well. That is a large shower isn't it? I'd certainly have enough room in here," I answered him as I stepped into the white tiled room. I turned around and stepped out. "You know. I've always envied boy's ability to go to the bathroom without having to get half undressed."
"What do you mean?" Eddie asked.
I grinned. "You have a built in hose. Ladies don't," I answered him as I walked towards one of the stalls.
"Oh yeah," he answered sheepishly.
"But I suppose, just once," I answered as I turned back from the stall and walked towards one of the urinals. "Since I do have a skirt on." I stepped in front of one of the urinals and hiked my skirt up in the back and then pulled my bikini panties down. I used one hand to hold my panties down between my legs as I stepped to the porcelain receptacle. I hiked my skirt up part way and reached between my legs with my free hand to spread my lips with two fingers. I stood for several seconds, trying to convince my body that it was safe for it to release. Fortunately the urinal stuck out quite a ways from the wall and I was able to pee into it without too much trouble, though I hadn't really thought this through and didn't have anything to wipe myself with. "Would one of you be a dear and get me a little toilet paper to wipe with?"
"Sure," Jimmy answered, stepping to a stall and then back out a few moments later. He walked to me and held the tissue out for me. I took the small wad from his hand and gently wiped the remaining drips from my pussy and then turned around to face them. I let my skirt fall into place, and pulled up my panties before walking to the trash to dispose of the tissue. I walked to the sink to wash my hands and looked at myself in the mirror, my boobs clearly trying to escape out the mostly open front of my blouse. "Goodness," I said as I straightened it up, trying to settle my breasts back into the bra without showing off everything. Eventually I just dipped a hand into each side, cupping each breast and laying it down into the half bra, all three of the boys staring at my reflection as I did. "Sorry about that boys. I didn't realize I was showing so much. Maybe I better button a few buttons back up? You probably don't want to be staring at an old woman's boobs all night."
"Not on my account," Eddie said quickly. "I think your boobs look pretty damn hot."
"Oh. I know it isn't true, but it's sweet of you to say. But, well, okay," I answered him, leaving the buttons undone and moving my hands to my skirt and smoothing it down. "So. The rest of the tour?"
"Sure thing Mom," Jimmy said, leading the way out of the bathroom. We walked around the house, through the huge kitchen, the dining room area, and the great room which I'd seen when I came in. "That's about it," he finally said.
"Where does this go?" I asked, looking at a set of stairs that went down towards a basement.
"Oh. That's just the game room," Jimmy answered. "YOU don't want to go down there."
"Why not?" I asked, starting down the stairs carefully in my high heels. I stepped off the stairs and turned to enter the main room. I saw several pool tables, air hockey tables, a ping pong table, and a large bar on the back wall. The other thing I saw was a wide variety of scantily clad or completely naked woman taped to the walls. "Well. This is certainly a nice place to play games." I nodded as I walked around the room. I heard footsteps come down the stairs and turned to see Greg walk into the room, no longer wearing his workout clothes, but a pair of baggy athletic shorts.
"Oh Hi Missus Allison," he said quickly, looking like he was going to retreat.
"Hello again. Greg isn't it?"
"Yes ma'am," he said, pausing on the bottom step.
"I was just saying that this looks like nice place to play games. Do you boys play a lot down here?"
"Yeah. It gets pretty good use," he nodded.
"Interesting decor. Half naked women? I presume that's because you hope to get your girlfriends that way?" I asked with a chuckle. "Don't worry boys, I won't tell."
"Really Mom? It's just posters," Jimmy said with a sheepish grin.
"Looks like you boys are into all kinds of games. Pool, air hockey, foosball, and look! Ping pong! I haven't played that since I was, ohhhh maybe ten or twelve years old. We should play a game!"
"Well. I don't exactly know that we have any paddles," Jimmy said hesitantly.
"No paddles? Then how do you play?" I asked him curiously.
"Well. We don't usually..." Jimmy started to say.
"What your son means to say is we usually use it to play beer pong," Greg offered quickly. "Not that he plays much, but it's pretty popular at parties."
"Beer pong? I don't think I've ever heard of that."
"Well," Eddie said quickly. "You try to bounce a ping pong ball into the cups on the other side and if you land your ball in one of theirs they have to drink it."
"Drink it? What's in it? Ohhhhh silly me. Beer of course," I said, shaking my head as I walked around the table. "Seems that college games have changed since I was in college. The most outlandish games we played were things like strip poker and twister and such."
"I'm sure some of the kids still play those," Greg said quickly. "Maybe we should go back upstairs?"
"Oh don't be silly. I'm here to have some fun with my boy and maybe learn a little about what his life here is like. Beer pong seems like it might be fun to try."
"Uh. Sure Mrs. A. I bet we have some lemonade we can use to set up a game," Greg answered.
"Gregory. I don't think it's called lemonade pong. I'm a big girl. I'm sure I can handle a cup or two of beer. Set it up, just like you would for anyone else."
"You're sure Mom?" Jimmy asked.
"Sure. Let's see if you can beat your old mom," I answered with a smile. It didn't take long for them to set up two triangles of cups on either end of the table, leaving me standing across the table from Jimmy.
"You go first Mom," he said.
I aimed my ping pong ball and bounced it off the table, sending it soaring over the net and bouncing off the lip of one of the cups and off onto the floor. "Oh phoo," I said with a little pout.
"My turn I guess," Jimmy answered, bouncing the ball over the net and into one of the cups with a splash.
"Oh my. So I have to drink this one then?" I asked.
"That's how the game works," Greg said.
"Well then," I answered, taking the cup and drinking it down. It took more to down the whole cup than I'd have thought, but after a few seconds I drained it.
"Just set it aside and it's your turn again," Eddie said, standing next to me.
"So it is. Here goes," I said, bouncing the ball over the table and completely missing the cups. "It would seem that I'm not very good at this game."
Jimmy bounced the ball onto my side and into another cup full of beer.
"Well. If I keep losing like this I'll be too drunk to even see the cups on the other side," I said as I picked up the cup and fished out the ball before downing the plastic cup of beer. I set the cup aside and aimed my ball, this time landing it into one of the cups on the other side.
"Ohhhh Jimmy. Looks like mom got you that time."
"It seems," he answered, quickly downing the cup. He held the empty cup in one hand and the ball in the other, aiming carefully before bouncing it across the table into yet another cup.
I looked down and momentarily wondered if I'd gotten myself into something I shouldn't have, but then this was supposed to be a game, so... I picked up the cup and downed it quickly before launching the ball back bouncing it off three cups before it fell to the table surface without going into a single one. Plop the ball Jimmy sailed my direction landed into yet another cup. "Goodness," I uttered, picking up the cup. I downed the cup in one long drink, setting the cup down hard on the table. "Goodness. It's getting warm in here," I said honestly, running a hand down into my mostly open blouse to rub it across my breasts. "One more time," I said, bouncing the ball across the table and managing to get it into another cup. I looked at Greg, who was staring wide-eyed at me. I looked down at myself while Jimmy downed the cup of beer, realizing that I had inadvertently pulled the front of my blouse open enough to leave one breast hanging out. I briefly thought about putting myself back into my blouse, but hadn't quite completed the thought when the ball plopped into another cup. I looked down at the little white ball floating in the cup of beer.
"You don't have to drink it. Honestly Mom," Jimmy said after a few seconds.
"No. I said I'd play, but I'm afraid this will have to be the last one. I might be better off playing something a little more tame," I said before picking up the beer and downing it.
"Jim. You ought to play your mom in a game of pool," Eddie said to my son.
"Me? Oh goodness. I haven't played pool since I was very young," I answered him.
"Yeah. That's a good idea," Greg added, stepping around the table next to me. He looped his arm in one of mine and guided me toward one of the tables and then released my arm while he continued over to the wall and flicked a few switches turning on a set of lights hanging over the pool tables.
"Come on Mrs. A!" Eddie coaxed.
"But I really can't play," I protested.
"I'll help you," he said. "How about it Jim? Willing to get beat by your mom? Stripes and solids?"
"What the heck," Jimmy answered with a shrug, walking towards the table.
"I think you need to play girlfriend rules," Greg said as he walked to a stool along the wall near the tables and sat down.



"Girlfriend rules?" I asked.
"Yep. Every time you scratch you have to take something off," he said with a grin.
I looked at him for several seconds, considering just how far I was willing to take it with someone that wasn't part of the club. "Alright." I nodded.
Jimmy was already racking up the balls as I walked to the wall and chose a stick. I really hadn't played in maybe thirty years, so I doubted that I could beat even a novice. "You break Mom," Jimmy said as he hung the little triangle rack on the side of the table.
"Here Mrs. A. Let me help you," Eddie said, stepping behind me as I stood at the end of the table. I bent over and held the stick the only way I knew, Eddie leaned over me, pressing his body against mine. He reached for my hand and helped me form an O around the stick and then slid his hand over my ass as he reached for the end of the stick. I could feel his already growing hardon pressing against my ass through our clothes as he helped guide me to shooting the cue ball. Together we hit the cue ball, which rolled to the triangle of balls, scattering them in all directions. One striped ball rolled to a corner and dropped into the hole. "Looks like we're stripes," he said as he let go of the stick and stood up, pressing his hardon against my ass as he waited for me to straighten as well. He stepped back and looked over the table. "Here Mrs. A. I think this will be the best shot."
"Alright," I answered, stepping around the side of the table where he was pointing. He stepped behind me while I bent over and positioned myself to hit the white ball again. I could feel my tits practically falling out of my blouse and glanced up at Greg to see him staring at me. I almost giggled at the thought of how much must be showing at the moment. I felt Eddie press against me again as he leaned over, his hand rubbing my butt again, this time sliding the skirt up so that all that was between his hand and my ass was my rather thin panties. He moved his hand off my butt and we hit the white ball, knocking another stripped ball into a corner hole.
"Very good!" he said as he stood up, stroking my ass again before stepping away. He walked around the table and then stopped at the far corner. "I think this one."
I followed around and let him hold my hips while he positioned me where he wanted me to stand. I bent over and got ready to have him help me shoot. I felt his hand slide up under my skirt and then felt the back of my panties push down over my butt, his hand stroking my bare butt as he prepared to lean over me. When he moved his hand to the end of the stick with mine, I wiggled my ass, grinding against his now fully hard cock. Together we shot the white ball across the table, hitting another stripped ball, which rolled into the hole, the white ball following right along. "Ohhh! We got two!" I exclaimed.
"Sorry Mrs. A. That isn't a good thing. We have to keep the white ball out of the pockets," he said as he straightened up and stepped back, leaving my panties pushed down below my ass cheeks. He walked to the end of the table and pulled out the white ball and the stripped ball we'd hit, setting them both on the table. "I'm afraid that means you have to take something off as well. Girlfriend rules and all."
"I see," I said as I leaned the stick against the side of the table. I suspected that he planned on having me take my panties off, but I wasn't going to play the game the way he intended. I felt both apprehensive and giddy as I pulled the tail of my blouse out of the waistband of my skirt, unbuttoned the last few buttons and slid it off my shoulders, leaving my chest bare except for the half bra trying to hold my large breasts up. Both nipples stood out exposed and rigid for all to see as I tossed the blouse aside. I walked around to Eddie and tugged on his t-shirt. "I think since you're helping, you have to too," I said, feeling the warmth on my face and chest as I thought about getting him to take his pants off. "Unless you wanna take these off," I added, sliding my fingers down his chest all the way over the hardon I could feel the tail of the shirt hiding. I slid my fingers up under the shirt tail to his bare stomach and then down the couple inches to tug on the waistband of his shorts.
"Only fair," Jimmy said with a smirk. "Maybe you ought to let my mom decide what you're going to take off."
"No. That's fine," he said quickly, pulling his shirt off. The bulge of his hardon in his shorts was now obvious without the long t-shirt to cover it, my fingers still hooked in the waistband of his shorts.
"Why don't you let me fix this," I cooed quietly, pulling the waistband out with one hand while sliding my other hand down into the front of his pants. I wormed my fingers into the elastic waist of his briefs and gently moved his dick so that it stuck up, toward his stomach, still bulging his shorts out, but now not uncomfortably bent. "Someone has an awfully nice feeling cock. I wonder where else I might feel it?" I whispered as I slipped my hand out, stroking my fingers along the length of his long shaft as I did.
Jimmy didn't move until I'd released Eddie's shorts with a snap and then stepped to the table and picked up the cue ball. He walked around the table, partly looking at the table and partly looking at my now exposed tits as I turned to face him, pressing my ass against Eddie's crotch. I could feel Eddie reach around me and slip his hands up my stomach to my chest, lifting my tits clear of my bra and cupping both of them with his warm strong hands. I stood and let him tease my nipples, making me feel even warmer as I watched Jimmy take three shots, sinking three different solid colored balls before he missed. "Your turn."
"So it is," I agreed, stepping out of Eddie's grasp and walking to where the cue ball was sitting. Eddie moved with me and stepped behind me, looking over my shoulder, both hands inching up my skirt in the back, as if I was somehow not going to notice that he was pulling it up. I felt his warm hands on my bare ass and then felt his fingers pushing my panties down farther, working them down my thighs as far as his fingers could with him standing behind me, my skirt again falling down to cover my now completely bare ass and cheeks. I had no doubt that when I bent over he'd pull it up again, this time with nothing between my pussy and his hands.
"I think the yellow one down there," he said as he waited for me to bend over. I held the stick and felt him bend over behind me, his fingers pushing my panties down even farther before his fingers slid up the inside of my thighs, stroking across my now bare pussy. He left one hand between my legs, gently stroking his fingers across my pussy while he held his other hand on the end of the stick. "Nice and easy," he cooed as his fingers worked between my lips, sending a little tingle through my body. I could feel myself getting wet as he stroked slowly along my wet slit, the tips of his fingers just brushing my clit. Together we shot the ball and missed getting it into the pocket.
"Awwww," I said as we straightened. I didn't bother to fix my panties, and walked around the table with my panties part way down my thighs, and, I was sure, completely visible to Jimmy and Greg. I stepped by the wall to make room for Jimmy to take his shots and Eddie stood next to me. Without looking at him, I reached over and slipped a hand down into the front of his athletic shorts finding his hardon inside his briefs and wrapping my hand around it. I played with it gently as Jimmy took several shots, sinking a number of balls before missing.
"Our turn again," Eddie said as I pulled my hand out of his shorts. He walked around to the far side of the table and stood waiting.
I walked over, my panties limiting my steps only a little, but I could tell without looking that they were showing. All I had to do was to look at Greg's eyes. I stepped in front of Eddie again and bent over, feeling his hands on my ass again. I intentionally hit the white ball harder than I knew I needed to, missing the ball I was aiming at and dumping the white ball right into the corner hole. "Oh darn," I said with an exaggerated frown. I stood up, but didn't move. "Eddie, would you help me and unclip my bra?"
"Uh. Sure Mrs, A," he said, his hands leaving my ass and sliding up my bare back. He unclipped the bra and I dropped it onto the table before turning to face him.
"Now. I think these need to go," I said as I pushed the waistband of his athletic shorts down slowly. I didn't rush, just worked them down a little at a time until they could fall all the way to his ankles. I squatted down in front of him and helped him take them off his feet, leaving him in just athletic shoes and his stretchy black briefs. I slid my hands up his legs and stroked his dick through his underwear several times before standing up. I took the stick in one hand and Eddie in the other and coaxed him to back up to the edge of another table. "Your shot Jimmy."
"Geez Mom! For a minute I thought you were going to suck off my roommate," he said, getting almost startled out of staring at my half naked body. He shook his head as he moved to the table and I walked around the table, staying across from him. As he bent to prepare to shoot, I bent over and pressed my bare tits to the edge of the table.
"What if I did?" I asked. I saw his eyes look up from his shot to my face and then back to my tits just before he shot.
"Damn Mom!" he swore quietly as his shot went awry and he ended up sinking the cue ball.
"What?" I asked innocently as Eddie moved to the end of the table and got the cue ball out of the bin. "My bare breasts didn't distract you, did they?"
"I think over here Mrs. A," he said, setting the ball on the table.
"Of course Eddie," I answered, picking up my stick and walking around to him. I could feel my tits swinging slightly side to side as I moved, his eyes watching them hungrily every second. I'd had way too much to drink and was feeling it, but I was also feeling something else. My pussy felt practically dripping wet. I was here to play a game, to be Jimmy's mom and seduce him and his roommate. Right now I was definitely falling full into that little game. I stepped between him and the table and held the stick with one hand and reached behind me with the other. I pushed the front of his briefs down, exposing his cock and hooking the elastic under his balls. "Now I think we're ready," I said quietly, bending over and pushing his dick down as I did. I backed up toward him, sliding his dick between my legs, my pussy rubbing along the top of his shaft as I stepped my legs together to encase his long hard shaft.
"Oh damn," he groaned at the feel of my hot, wet pussy lips wrapping around the top of his dick. I had to agree with his assessment as his engorged head bounced over my hard little clit, sending a sudden jolt though my body. He held my hips and rocked his slowly, working his cock between my thighs and against my pussy while I tried to still my moving body enough to take a shot. My tits were rubbing against the soft green felt of the table as he made my body rock, making it almost impossible to even hit the damn white ball as the tingle from my nipples rubbing on the felt ran through my body.
I stroked the stick in time with his motions and finally knocked the ball across the table, knocking it into several other balls until it came to rest. I reached back and gently pushed him back, straightening myself up and stepping back from the table. I pulled him to another table and pushed my panties down until they slid down my leg. Leaving them hang around one ankle as I sat back on the edge of the table and leaned back on my elbows, spreading my legs and lifting my knees. He quickly stepped between my legs and aimed his young cock at my pussy, pressing his fat mushroom shaped head against my lips and then between them, spreading them, pressing his head just barely into the entrance to my depths.
I felt wet. I felt tingly all over. I felt incredibly turned on, wanting to feel his cock push into me, yet at the same time I felt a little apprehensive. Here I was sitting on the edge of a pool table, my legs spread so anyone, absolutely ANYONE that walked down the stairs would see my most private parts, waiting for a man I'd met less than an hour ago to stick his dick into me. I closed my eyes and waited, feeling his head between my lips, the pressure building as he pressed against me. I could feel his hands, strong and warm, lifting my legs and helping me spread them apart as the pressure of his head against my entrance increased.
Then it all happened. I felt his head slip into me, stretching me, spreading my inner depths as he pushed his lubricated shaft into me, forcing his cock deeper into me. I could feel little jolts of electricity race through me as my clit slid along his fat shaft, drawing a moan from deep within me. Suddenly I didn't care who the hell walked down the stairs and watched us. I just wanted to feel his dick sliding in and out of me. I didn't have to tell him. His body seemed to know exactly what to do, and in moments he was driving his cock into me over and over again.
"God. That's it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!" I panted as he drove into me over and over, his head smashing into my cervix, sending jolts through my body. I could feel my pussy contracting and squeezing around him as the euphoria started to wash over me. In and out he slid, each stroke a new set of sensations that built on each other.
"God. I'm going to come," he groaned loudly.
I'd already thought this out hours ago. It took a moment for my brain to pull itself together I was so close to climax. I hadn't expected to not have come by now, but had taken the time to think through having sex with two men. As a man, how would I want to have sex with me? How would I want it to go? Each of them deserved to at least have one shot at me without my pussy full of the other's cum. "NO!" I gasped, reaching out and pushing my hands against his chest. I pushed him out of my pussy and then myself off the table, dropping to squat in front of him. I leaned towards him and pressed my tits together around his cock. He got the idea and quickly began to stroke into the gap my tits made, each stroke pushing his head up out the gap towards my face. I lowered my face down and let his head slip into my mouth, drooling saliva down his shaft to keep it lubricated as he stroked.
"Oh shit!" he groaned, his cock seeming to swell even larger just before he erupted, the first massive surge of cum lancing up into my mouth. I held my mouth open, letting the shot drool back down onto his cock as he pumped more cum up into my mouth, all of it ending up on my tits along with a lot of saliva. I'd never really loved sucking cock. I could, but I preferred it someplace else. But on occasion I'd suck my husband and pretend to like it, but he always knew. Especially when he came and I'd pull off and let him squirt on my face or tits, but not in my mouth. I just didn't love the taste of cum, but knew how much he enjoyed pumping it all over my tits.
"That's it baby," I cooed as he stood still, his cock still wrapped in my tits as it pumped the last few weak shots of cum onto my tits. I released his cock from the cocoon of my breasts. I wrapped both hands around his shaft, rubbing the cum and saliva into it as I rolled my hand over his head and milked the last of his cum onto my tits. "I'm sorry about that. Just with my husband not...I mean... well, we don't need... I'm not taking anything to prevent..." I said as I looked up at him. "I hope you understand."
"Sure Mrs. A. No problem," he panted as he stood looking down at my cum covered tits.
"I think I need that shower now," I said as I let go of Eddie's cock and stood up. I reached down and stepped the rest of the way out of the of my panties and looked around for my blouse and bra, which I collected. "Jimmy, you wanna be a dear and show me the shower?"
"Sure Mom," he said quickly, setting aside the pool cue. "Back up stairs," he added, waving an arm toward the stairs.
I walked next to him to the stairs and up, cum running down my tits and dripping off as my boobs swung from side to side, his eyes watching while he tried to look like he wasn't. We walked the short hall, my cum covered tits exposed to the three boys we passed, all of them staring slack jawed.
We came to the stairs heading up to the second floor and started up. "You know, I didn't bring a towel with me. Could I borrow one? Oh and could you get my little black bag out of my suitcase? I'd appreciate it." We walked the few remaining stairs to the top.
"Sure," he said as we stepped onto the top landing.
"I'll just go straight in if you don't mind," I said as he headed down the hall toward his room.
"Sure Mom. No problem," he answered, looking back at me. I smiled at him and stepped into the bathroom.
It only took me a few moments to set my clothes down on the counter and the strip off my skirt, shoes and stockings, leaving me completely naked. I took a deep breath as I looked at myself in the mirror, my tits dripping with cum and my pussy completely on display. This was probably the most public I'd ever been naked, except of course that nude beach, but then no one was really looking at me. There were far better women to ogle. No, here I was the ONLY woman, and I was naked and unprotected. I felt a little shudder run through my body. I wasn't sure if it was fear or anticipation. I closed my eyes, and took a deep breath. I could hear one of the shower heads running in the other side and I knew at least one boy was in there, and here I was, going to walk in there completely naked. I took another breath, opened my eyes and walked into the tile covered shower room.
I heard a slight squeak of surprise and saw the young man, maybe twenty at most, quickly cover his privates with his soapy hands. "Oh. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt anything," I said as I walked to a shower head down from him and turned the water on.
"Uh. No. It's fine, really," he stammered, staring at me but not moving his hands from in front of his crotch. I adjusted the water and stepped under the stream, letting it cascade down my body, rinsing the cum off my tits.
Feeling a little burst of bravado, I slid my hands up to my tits and lifted them, squeezing them to make them point almost at him and then let them slide slowly from my hands. I could see him staring at me and I could also see his cock starting to grow larger than his hands could cover. I stepped towards him, causing him to back up one step before he stopped. With a smile, I reached down and moved his hands from in front of his cock and reached for it, wrapping a hand around it and giving it a few slow strokes. "I wont bite. I'm just here for a shower, like you," I cooed softly, suddenly feeling VERY horny again. I hadn't come with Eddie and I was suddenly feeling the desire to have a cock in me again to coax me back to that almost climax and then over the top.
"You in there Mom?" I heard Jimmy call from outside the shower room.
"In here Jimmy," I called back. Jimmy walked into the shower as I let go of the young man's dick and stepped towards him. "Thank you son," I said cheerfully, taking the black bag from him. I unzipped the side and unrolled the hanging bag, each compartment having different personal care items in it. I walked to the shower head I'd turned on and hung the metal hook over the pipe sticking out of the wall. I reached in and pulled a bottle of body wash out and turned to look at Jimmy. "Why don't you take those off and wash my back for me"
He looked around quickly. "Here?"
"Well, you can't very well wash my back in the room, can you?"
"Well. No," he said.
"Then take your shorts off and come wash my back," I said in a motherly command. "You didn't complain about taking a shower with me when you were little."



"Geez Mom! That was when I was little," he said, retreating to the other room. He came back a few moments later with his hands over his private parts. I could see he had a hardon that he was trying hard to hide. At first I thought he was just playing the part, before I realized he was genuinely bashful about his hardon. I stepped towards him and reached for one hand with one of mine, pulling it slowly away from his crotch and drawing him with me toward the water spray.
"Here," I said quietly, placing the bottle of soap in his hand. I turned and pulled a small washcloth out of the holder and turned back, reaching for his other hand and pulling it too away from his crotch. I turned my back and backed up to him, reaching behind me to pull his hips toward me until his cock nestled between my cheeks. It took longer than I expected, but eventually he began to wash my back with the now soapy cloth. I twisted around in front of him and took the bottle of soap away, turning back to the wall and putting it back in its slot in my holder. I stepped back far enough to push us both out of the spray and turned to face him again. "Might as well do these too," I said as I drew his hands to my tits. As soon as he started rubbing the cloth around my breasts I reached for his cock and wrapped both hands around it. "You know. You've really grown up since I saw you naked last," I cooed quietly. I let go of his dick with one hand and used my fingers to tease up and down his stomach while I lifted my other hand to my breasts to take the cloth away from him. I held it over his dick and squeezed suds over it before handing the cloth back to him. I wrapped both hands back around it and started stroking, rolling my hand over his fat engorged head, drawing a moan from him.
"You know. I was almost ready to come when Eddie had to pull out. Would you like to help mommy out?"
"Help you out?'
"Make mommy come," I whispered before I turned around to face away from him. I took the cloth from him and tossed it towards the shower handle and then guided his hands to my tits. Once he had both hands holding my breasts I reached between us, found his hard cock and worked it down between my legs. "Mmmmmmmmm. Nice and hard," I whispered as I rocked my hips, rubbing my pussy along the length of his shaft. I bent over slightly, letting my clit rub along his shaft, his head pressing against my lips and spreading them with each stroke. He started stroking against me, his bare thighs slapping my ass wetly with each stroke, his strong hands holding my tits as they tried to jump and wiggle from his grip. In and out his dick plunged, his long strokes pushing his cock in and out of the tight confines of my thighs, each stroke pulling his head back until I could feel his mushroom teasing the entrance to my pussy. I wanted it, game or not, deep inside me. I wanted to feel his cock stroking deep in me. My orgasm demanded it of me. I bent more, leaning towards the wall, reaching out with one hand to hold the white tile as he slammed into me over and over.
It only took a slight movement, pulling my body forward a little more, only an inch or so, and I wanted it! I let it happen, his letting his mushroom head press up into my tunnel entrance instead of across it. I was used to Bill's girth so taking his long slender cock was easy. "OH FUCK YES!" I cried loudly as he plunged suddenly deep into me instead of between my thighs. I could feel his cock stroking me, his head smashing against my cervix, tingles and jolts of electricity radiating through my body with each stroke. I could hear the soft squish of his cock plunging into me over the cascade of water, the tingle and warmth of my sensitive clit sliding along the bottom of his shaft and his head banging into the end of my tunnel. I closed my eyes and let the sensations wash over me, my legs starting to quiver and my arms trembling as my climax whelmed my body. "I'm coming!" I gasped as I felt my body contract, my pussy squeezing his cock, my overly teased clit spasming my pussy and pushing a gush of my cum out around his shaft.
"OH fuck!" he grunted as his body jerked, jamming his cock into me even deeper. I could feel his surge of cum push into me, hot and strong, as it filled what little space was around his shaft inside me, sending my climax even higher.
"Oh god yes," I gasped as I stood, my legs shaking and trembling, barely holding me up. I looked over at the young man down the shower stall from us as his hands held his cock, aiming it toward me as he to climaxed with us, ropes of cum lancing out of his young cock to land on the tile floor between us. As my climax slowly faded, and Jimmy's cock started to soften inside me, I looked back at him and got back into the "game". "Ohhhhhh Jimmy. What have we done?"
"Sorry Mom. I didn't mean to," he mumbled.
I pulled off his dick and stood up, turning to face him. "It's alright. It'll be fine," I whispered as I embraced him. After hugging him for several seconds, pressing my tits against his chest as he massaged my ass cheeks, I turned my face to his and pressed my lips softly against his. We stood and embraced, our lips gently kissing each other as the euphoria of our mutual climaxes slowly faded. "I guess I should rinse the soap off, shouldn't I?" I whispered as I broke the long kiss.
"Um. Yeah," he answered quietly, seeming reluctant to let go of me.
I pressed my face to his and whispered in his ear. "I'm sure you'll have plenty of time to play with my body once we're dried off. I brought a dress for this evening that I think you can figure out what to do with."
He looked at me and grinned.
I stepped us back into the water, rinsing our bodies off before turning the water off, grateful that they had a massive hot water supply. I reached for the toiletries hanger and walked out of the shower hand in hand with Jimmy. "You know. I really think I need to shave," I said as we approached the counter with sinks.
"Shave?" he asked curiously.
"You know. Down there?" I whispered as I lay the roll on the counter. I dug into it and pulled out a small can of shaving cream and a razor. I hadn't been shaving my pussy long, only a few short weeks now, but I enjoyed how Bill's lips felt on my smooth skin as he kissed me down there. "Do you want to do it?" I asked, handing him the disposable razor.
"Me?"
"You do know how, don't you?"
"Actually, I never have," he said a little bashfully.
"Well, it's time you learned," I said, turning to sit on the counter between two of the sinks. I leaned back against the mirror and lifted both feet, hooking them on the counter edge with my knees pushed wide apart. "First, lather me up," I said with a grin.
His hands were actually shaking as he gently rubbed the cold gel into a lather on my mound. I reached down and guided his hands to spread the thick foam down around my pussy lips before letting go of his hand. He took the razor and began to gently wipe the foam from my mound, stroking so lightly that it almost tickled. I looked up and saw the young man that had been in the shower with us, peeking at us around the wall. I smiled and crooked my finger at him. "Come here." I mouthed, coaxing him to step out from behind the wall, his twenty year old cock already getting hard again as he watched us. "Come on," I coaxed quietly, drawing Jimmy's attention from shaving me. He looked up and then back to see who I was talking to.
"Come on. You can look," I coaxed, feeling emboldened with him now that the three of us had all climaxed together.
"You done Jimmy?" We heard from the hallway door as Eddie walked in, stopping mid step as he stared at the three of us. The young man darted to the counter, grabbed his towel and then, without a word, dashed from the room with the towel held around him.
"I think you scared him," I said to Eddie as Jimmy went back to work, gently stroking the razor around my pussy. "Here," I coaxed, reaching for Jimmy's other hand, which was resting on my thigh. "Push your finger into me and use your thumb to hold my lips," I coaxed, pulling his hand down to my pussy. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah," I cooed softly as he pushed a finger into my sopping wet pussy, sending a little tingle of remembrance through my body.
Eddie walked over to us and stood, looking down at my exposed pussy, holding one knee. "Would you be a good boy and get my washcloth all nice and wet?" I asked him.
"Oh. Sure," he answered, picking up the little wash rag I'd used in the shower. He wet it in one of the sinks and then handed it to me as Jimmy finished shaving me. I reached down and gently wiped away any remaining foam as Jimmy got up and I lowered my legs. I slid off the counter, and turned my butt to them, almost hoping one of them would take advantage of the situation. Unfortunately neither did.
"Well. Shall we go put some clothes on, or would you prefer I go down like this?" I asked with a naughty little grin.
"As much as I wouldn't mind, I don't think Jimmy would appreciate showing you off to all the guys," Eddie answered back.
"So be it," I said, walking out into the hallways carrying my clothes. We went back to the room and I tossed the clothes into my suitcase and stepped into my high heels, still otherwise naked. "Now. What should I wear?" I asked, bending over and pushing my ass out at the two of them. "MMMMMMM. Oh yeah," I moaned softly as a fat cock pushed into my pussy from behind. "Getting shaved always makes me so fucking horny. Did it make you horny Eddie?" I asked as he started stroking his cock, fatter than Jimmy's, in and out of my pussy. I felt his fat shaft slide easily in and out, caressing me deep inside. I wasn't even close to being ready for another climax, but my pussy was still sensitive enough to send warmth and pleasure coursing through my body.
"That's it honey. Fuck me," I groaned as he plunged harder into me, his cock swelling fatter as he plunged into me over and over. I could hear his grunts over the rhythmic slap of his thighs against my ass, each impact making my tits swing wildly below me. I reached for one nipple, using my other hand to hold myself up from the bed. I gently tugged and twisted it, sending little tingles from my nipple to my pussy.
"Oh fuck," he grunted as he slammed into me harder, each stroke seeming to try to jam his cock all the way to my mouth. In and out he plunged, his climax quickly growing. "SHIT!" he grunted as he jammed hard into me, his cock surging gush after gush of cum into my pussy until I felt it leaking around my lips and dripping to the floor.
"Jimmy. Be a dear and grab me that cloth again?" I asked, looking over to my son.
"Sure Mom," he answered as he pulled his hand off his already hard cock.
"God. Young cocks," I sighed as I thought how quickly they could recover. I could definitely get used to this. Jimmy handed me the cloth and I put it over my pussy to catch the cum as I pulled off Eddie's shrinking cock. I turned around and grinned. "I feel like I've been flooded. I'm going to be leaking you two for hours," I giggled girlishly. I squatted down and spread my knees apart letting the rag fall to the floor as I reached out for Eddie's hips. I pulled him towards me and opened my mouth, drawing his cock in.
I could taste his cum and my juices mingling on his cock. For some reason it wasn't as unpleasurable as it usually was. Maybe it was because I was feeling pretty turned on again, not ready to climax turned on, but turned on enough to want to feel hands on my body and cock in my pussy. I sucked on his cock until it started to grow again and then let go, looking up at him with a grin. "Well now. Nightgown or dress?" I asked as I stood up. I pulled both out of the suitcase and held them out for them to look at.
"Dress. Definitely," Eddie answered eagerly.
"I know what you're thinking," I said as I tossed the nightgown back into the suitcase. "You're looking at all these little snaps and wondering if you can get away with unsnapping them and playing with my tits and pussy while we watch the movie, aren't you? If I was a young horny stud, I'd probably be thinking the same thing. I better not waste any time with panties or a bra then, should I?"
"Not really," he answered with a grin, seeming to accept my comment as the invitation it was.
"How about you Jimmy? You going to play with my body too?" I asked as I slipped my arms into the sleeveless dress. I started snapping the snaps from the bottom hem which came almost to my knees, and worked my way up, covering my naked body a little at a time. "If you don't lose the underwear, I'll be really disappointed," I said to Eddie as I walked to the door. With a grin I opened it and stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs.
"Good evening boys," I said as I walked into the dimly lit common room, a number of the frat boys lounging around on the numerous sofas, watching some kind of action movie on the massive screen TV.
"Mrs. A!" Greg said quickly, standing up from where he'd been reclined on one of the sofas.
"Hello again Greg. Or do you prefer Greggory?"
"Only my mom calls me that," he said sheepishly. "Here. Have a seat."
"Thank you," I answered as I stepped around in front of the large slant back sofa. The seat was so long it was almost a single massive chaise, or maybe even a bed. I crawled onto the sofa as Jimmy came down the stairs dressed in a t-shirt and a pair of shorts, which seemed to be the norm for the whole group. I lay back in the middle with Greg climbing onto the sofa on my right and Jimmy on the left.
It felt like Greg was hesitant to even touch me, but then they were supposed to facilitate, not act, unless of course I invited them. He'd been staring at my tits for the entire time we played downstairs, giving him a huge boner. I wondered if he'd jacked off thinking about them? How long since I'd taken those drinks? I couldn't still be drunk could I? Well no. I wouldn't even think to ask the question if I was. But I had to admit, I was feeling pretty damn horny and a little naughty. I let my hands slide down to my lap and subtly unsnapped several snaps of my dress, one at a time, taking several seconds between each one. I'd wondered if he noticed. I reached over to find his hand on the sofa between us and gently coaxed his hand closer to me, touching my hip with his fingers first, holding it there until his fingers started to stroke my hips. I moved his hand lower, drawing it down to rest on my thigh. It took many less seconds before he was stroking my thigh with his fingers.
I closed my eyes and pulled his hand to the gap in the dress where I'd unsnapped it, letting his fingers feel inside the gap, leaving it there in invitation as I let go of his hand. I eased my hand back from his and to the space between us and then to his hip. I gently stroked his hip, and then his thigh, and if he hadn't gotten the idea yet, slid it over to stroke his cock through his shorts. I almost sighed as I felt his fingers slide inside the gap of the dress and press against my bare skin. With a smile to myself, I slid my hand up his body, under his t-shirt and then down into his shorts, worming my hand into his boxers to his rock hard cock. I slowly stroked my fingers up and down his hardon as we sat watching the movie, his fingers slowly working lower over my smooth mound until he was stroking my pussy lips gently. We sat there, stroking each other in the near darkness for at least half an hour until the movie ended.
"What's next guys?" someone said.
"Something good," someone responded.
"Good? As in heavy action?" he asked.
"Not the kind you're thinking of," someone laughed.
"I know what to put on," another boy said, getting up off the sofa where he'd been sitting. He walked to a cabinet by the TV and opened a lower door. A few moments later he slipped a DVD into the player. It was obvious by the credits that it was a porn flick of some kind. I'd seen a few, but not a lot. It wasn't really my thing, but if the boys wanted to watch it that was fine. Someone got up and turned the rest of the lights off, leaving only the TV as the sole source of light. I understood why as soon as the show got past the credits.
We watched a young man sneaking across a large lawn area, making his way to the massive stone mansion. He snuck around the walls, ducking under shrubs and around bushes, checking windows as he went. He saw what I would think are the "usual" things inside an opulent home until he came to a window around the side of the house, one that couldn't be seen from the road or any neighbors, if there were any. Inside he saw no less than half a dozen completely naked girls bending and stretching. We watched as he pulled his already hard dick out and stood staring, slowly jacking himself off in the dark while he watched the bare babes inside the large room, bending and pushing their young sexy pussies out toward the window and him.
I felt Jimmy lean toward me and start to unsnap the long line of snaps down the front of my dress. One, two, three, four, five. He had unsnapped down below my breasts, yet he kept going. Six, seven, eight. I felt my heart catch in my throat as I realized he was going to undo them all. I leaned my head toward him. "If you're going to take my dress open, you better take your shorts off first so I can get to your dick," I whispered.
He looked around in the dark and then slid his shorts down to his thighs before returning to undo my dress. Nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen... He had it almost all the way apart.
The girls on the screen seemed to have finished stretching and were now lined up along one wall which had a row of artificial dicks sticking out of it. He continued to stroke his dick as he watched them all back up to the wall and push their asses toward the dildoes and then onto them. The girls made up a variety of ethnicities, from Asian to African, some with smaller tits and others with much larger ones. He watched, stroking his dick as the entire group began rocking on their plastic dicks, slapping their asses against the glass wall, pounding their pussies with the dicks.
Fifteen, sixteen. All undone. He pulled my dress apart, my skin practically glowing in the near darkness, completely exposed to any of the boys who chose to look back behind them. Jimmy snuggled up to me, my hand barely able to reach his cock as he lowered his face to one of my tits and sucked the nipple into his mouth. I felt his hot tongue swirl around my nipple and then flick over it, sending little tingles of pleasure through me. "Oh yes," I moaned softly as he reached for my other nipple and gently teased it, rolling and squeezing it.
I felt Greg moving and looked over to see him pushing his shorts and boxers down, giving me free access to his dick. I wondered for a moment if he was going to climb onto me and fuck me, but instead he rolled over to lower his face toward my crotch. I spread my legs to give him room, allowing him to lower his face toward my pussy. He softly kissed my freshly shaved mound and then slowly worked those soft, almost ticklish kisses down my pussy, softly teasing my lips with both his lips and his tongue.
I looked back at the screen and saw the young man sneaking into a doorway, his dick still hanging out of his pants as he softly moved along what looked like a rock hallway of an old castle. He waited quietly in a doorway, looking down the hallway as the bevy of naked girls exited the room where they had just been, seeming to all be headed in the same direction. He carefully, silently, followed them down the hall, as they turned and disappeared into another room. He pushed the door open carefully, looking in at the half dozen girls climbing into beds lined up along one wall. With a grin, he waited with the door cracked open until the lights went out and then carefully stole inside. He snuck to the first bed, reaching out and gently laying his hand over the mouth of the busty young lady laying in the bed.



I'd have expected her to jump, startled, but instead she moved his hand and pulled his face down to her to kiss him.
"Ohhhh fuck," I moaned, louder than I'd expected as Greg pressed two fingers into my sopping wet pussy. I arched my back up at him, suddenly wishing he would climb on me and fuck me. His dick was bigger than either Eddie or Jimmy, almost as big as my husband's. I rolled over and pushed Jimmy onto his back, rolling on my side, half on top of his legs. I grabbed his hard dick and aimed it at my mouth as I wiggled myself around to expose my bare ass at Greg. I had barely gotten my mouth around Jimmy's dick when I felt Greg pressing his engorged head against my pussy lips. He pressed harder, spreading my pussy and forcing his dick into my sopping wet depths. "Mmmmmmm," I moaned around Jimmy's dick. I felt him start to push in and out of me, slowly at first, but then faster. I could hear the girl on the TV moaning in pleasure at whatever was happening to her, but I really didn't care at that moment.
In and out Greg slid, pumping his excited dick into my pussy. His strokes were missing my clit except for an occasional stroke which made me try and push back at him, trying to get his cock at the right angle to push me along with him. "Oh fuck," he groaned as he pushed deep into me, unloading his seed in me, apparently no longer able to hold back after the last half hour of teasing. I let him lay and empty into me, somewhat disappointed that I hadn't had a chance to come as well. When he pulled out, I shrugged my dress the rest of the way off, leaving me with nothing but my heels on, and crawled up Jimmy's body. It only took a few moments to guide his rock hard pecker into my pussy as I knelt over him.
"Oh fuck yes," he groaned as I sunk down his shaft. I felt his long slender dick push all the way into me, pressing against the end of my tunnel and my cervix. I leaned over him, dangling my tits in his face as I started to rock, arching my back so that my clit would rub along his dick. Game, no game, audience, no audience. I didn't care at that point. I wanted to come so badly. Greg had done a wonderful job of teasing me, but he left me just short and I NEEDED to come!
I rocked slowly at first, not wanting to make too much noise, but as my orgasm started to grow fuller inside me I didn't care. I slapped back against his bare thighs with each stroke, my tits swinging wildly between us as I pounded down on him. He groaned and gasped as I clenched around him, wanting to get his cock even more excited. I felt like I should be coming, but I wasn't. I was so ready. My pussy ached to come around his dick, but it was hanging just oh so close, but not close enough. Like a kid in a candy store with the glass preventing her from getting to the sweets, my climax eluded me. I continued to pound down on him, slapping down harder, trying to push both of us to the brink. There. There it was. Only a few more strokes. I felt the urgency grow. It was right...Right there! "FUCK YES!" I screamed as I felt his cock erupt in me, pushing that last button. My body shuddered and trembled as I came on Jimmy's spurting cock. My pussy felt like it was flooded, but I didn't care. All that mattered at that moment was the euphoria of my climax. I sat astride him, feeling his cock surging inside my spasming pussy, squeezing around him as my entire body felt like it was submersed in warm oil. I looked down, panting as he lay jerking occasionally, his dick starting to soften. I looked around and was suddenly embarrassed to realize that everyone was looking at me, straddling Jimmy, naked, instead of the movie.
"Sorry," I said meekly, looking around for my dress, suddenly feeling way too exposed. I pulled my dress from the sofa where it lay and clasped it to my chest as I climbed off Jimmy and almost ran to the stairs and up to the room.
I sat on the bed and let my head swirl around me. Yeah I'd had way too much to drink and I was going to pay for it. I pushed the suitcase off the bed and climbed into it, laying naked except for the dress laying across my stomach, and closed my eyes for a moment.
My head ached when I woke up. Clearly too much to drink the day before. I pried my eyes open and saw the sun streaming in the window of the now empty room. Jimmy and Eddie, whoever they were, were long gone, leaving me alone in the room. I got up slowly and picked the red snap dress off the floor and pulled it on. I walked down the hall to the bathroom and used one of the stalls to relieve myself. I could hear the shower running and honestly it sounded good. I stripped off my dress and hung it on a hook meant for towels and walked into the shower room. I walked past a startled young man that I vaguely recognized from the night before. "Don't mind me. I just need a little water," I said as I stepped to the shower head next to him and turned it on. I started the water cool and stepped under it, feeling the cool drops pinging off my skin. I slowly turned the temperature up until I was being cascaded by comfortably warm water. I looked over at the boy, and yes, he did look like a boy. He couldn't be more than eighteen or nineteen at most, standing there hiding his obvious erection. "It's okay. I never bite," I said jokingly.
"I saw you last night. Downstairs," he blurted, suddenly blushing.
"Not my finest hour. Way too much to drink," I said as I let the water cascade over me.
"Actually. I thought it was pretty damn hot looking," he stammered.
I looked over at him, sizing him up, and his apparent desire. "Honey. If you wanna fuck a woman, you gotta at least be able to show her that you have something to do the job with," I said, trying not to be mean, but at the same time trying to dissuade him.
"Sorry. I guess I was just caught a little off guard," he said, letting his hands move from in front of his crotch, his hardon suddenly popping up to stand pointing almost straight at my tits.
I looked at his cock, nicely sized and shaped, and then to his blushing face. "Honey. Have you ever had sex with a woman?"
"Well," he started defensively. "My girlfriend and I..."
I stepped toward him, reaching for his cock and gently grasping it, stopping him in mid sentence. "No honey. A woman, not a girl. That's what you spent the night dreaming about, isn't it? Having sex with an older woman like me? It kept you hard all night and you woke up with a boner and now you were in here jerking off thinking about last night?"
"Well. Sorta," he said shyly now that he had been outed.
I smiled and stroked his cock gently. "So tell me. How did you dream it happened? In here? In your room? Down on the sofa in front of everyone? Or are you the daring type, wanting to go full on in public?"
"Actually. In the kitchen," he stammered awkwardly.
I grinned down at him. "Tell you what. You walk naked into the kitchen in say, ten minutes, and walk right up to me, take my dress off and lay me across the table and you can have me," I whispered. I left the water running, let go of his dick and walked out of the shower, picking up my dress as I went. I doubted he'd have the balls to do so, but if he somehow screwed up the courage to do so, sex is a great way to get over a hangover!
A little less than ten minutes later I was dressed, my bag was packed and I walked down the stairs to the kitchen. A young man was in there cooking some scrambled eggs as I walked in.
"Good morning," he said cheerfully. "Sleep well?"
"Like a log," I answered as I walked to the refrigerator and opened it, looking for some orange juice or something to drink.
"That was some show you put on last night."
"You enjoyed that?"
"Let's just say that we've hosted a few couples before and never had such a...um... enthusiastic evening."
"Well, just shows you what happens when you get a girl drunk. If I were you, I wouldn't make a habit of it or something bad is bound to happen."
"True enough," he said smiling as I poured some juice into a glass he handed me. I drank it down and smiled as I handed the glass back.
"Glad you enjoyed the show. Now I better go see how my husband did last night."
"You're married?" he asked in surprise.
I held my hand up, showing off my ring. "Of course."
"Damn," he said quietly as I walked to my suitcase and picked it up.
"Have a wonderful day!" I said as I headed out of the kitchen for the front door.
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My boat slipped almost silently between the broken off remains and the still standing trunks of trees that were submerged when the reservoir was flooded half a century ago. The morning was already getting hot and it was only nine thirty. I deftly maneuvered the aluminum hull between the solid chunks of oak sticking up like fingers from the soft mucky bottom, trying not to bump them and startle the fish hanging suspended along the fat trunks. My fishing partner and I dropped heavy lead head jigs down along the trunks, trying to entice the bigger walleye to feast on the freeze dried minnow hanging on the single hook.
When the water turned just over seventy degrees, the fish changed patterns, no longer as easily located along the channel edges. Many of the bigger fish moved either to the bottom of the channels or to these stump fields, something only a local like me would know. The "professional" tournament fishermen were all out in the main portion of the lake beating the water to a froth for tomorrows tournament, while my partner and I slowly worked our way up the nearly three mile long finger of flooded timber. Most fishermen would avoid this field if they didn't know that it was still fed by a tributary, creating just enough flow to allow eddies to form around the tree trunks, a perfect place for fish, both small and large to hang effortlessly.
Vanessa and I were after the largest of these, knowing that while we wouldn't keep one today, a couple twenty plus inch fish would put us in good stead for tomorrow, if we could locate them. Vanessa and I worked well as a team and had been doing so for a bit over two years, since she moved into the house behind ours.
Vanessa was a bit of an unusual person. Half tom-boy, half super-model. Yeah, you heard that right. She looked every bit like a super model, right down to the figure, hair and makeup, but loved to fish, hunt and generally be outdoors. Her mother taught her how to be a lady, and her father taught her to love the outdoors. Unfortunately for her, the man who wooed her into marriage was looking only for the first, not the second. He's a work-a-holic who needed a good looking wife on his arm and to handle social events and parties, but has little interest in spending time doing things with her that she likes to do.
Unlike her, I'm only an average looking guy, and while my wife and I get along well, she absolutely hates fishing. So with her blessing I started inviting Vanessa to go fishing, which turned into pretty regular trips during the warm months. During the cold winter months we have her over frequently to play games and hang out.
Today though was fishing. Not just any fishing. An all important pre-fish day for the one walleye tournament held on our favorite lake. I'd been fishing this lake all my life and knew it better than a lot of men knew their own wives. Today we were scouting for the tournament tomorrow, intent on finding out just exactly where those lunkers were hiding, what color bait they were attracted to today and hopefully, tomorrow. It was going to be unseasonably hot though. It was only mid morning and it was already into the eighties and the sun was beating down on us with almost no wind to cool us. Vanessa had on a tank top, a pair of micro shorts and little canvas tennis shoes, while I was sweating in a t-shirt and pair of cargo shorts.
Even before I set my rod down and started to pull off my t-shirt, I knew the comment that Vanessa was going to make. It was the same one that she made every time I pulled off my shirt.
"There it is. Wondered how long it'd take," she said as she dropped her jig down over the side of the boat near a close tree trunk.
"I've said it before," I answered her. "I'm not the one that's stopping you."
"I know, I know," she answered with the shake of her head. We'd had this discussion almost every time I peeled off my shirt, how it was unfair that men could bare their chests and women had to suffer wearing tops of some kind over their breasts. I had always countered that I was equal opportunity, and that if she wanted to strip down, I wasn't going to stop her. As the day got hotter and she did strip down. She generally had on much less than I did, typically some kind of bikini, while I was stuck in my cargo shorts. Then it was her turn to say that I was always welcome to wear something as skimpy as she had. It was an expected but no less enjoyable exchange for both of us.
I got out of my pedestal seat on the bow platform of my boat and stepped down into the passenger well, digging in a compartment for the bottle of sunscreen. I turned to Vanessa, as I usually did, and asked if she'd mind spraying my back. As she usually did, she agreed. She set her rod down and stepped down from the rear platform seat to stand next to me. She took the bottle and I turned my back, feeling her spray the cold liquid across my back and then rub it around to ensure she'd covered everything thing, including my shoulders and neck.
She handed me the bottle when she was done. "Might as well do mine while we're stopped fishing," she said, turning her back to me. It wasn't unusual for me to return the favor, but usually she had already stripped down to her bikini top and covered her arms and front side first. This time she turned her back and pulled the tank top up and off, holding the green tank top over her chest while exposing her bare back to me.
I quickly sprayed her back and then rubbed the clear liquid around her back, getting all the way down to the small of her back and the waistband of the tiny shorts and working up to her neck and shoulders. I was about to declare it done when she tossed the shirt to the deck in front of her and held both arms out, a clear invitation to go ahead and do her arms. I was about done spraying her arms and getting ready to rub the liquid in when it dawned on me. No strings, no straps. Her bikini top usually had strings or straps across her back and around her neck, but today, there weren't any. My left hand held the bottle of spray and my right was running up and down her right arm when I realized I could see the whole side of her breast, and it was as bare as her back. I stared at the tanned flesh for long seconds before moving to rub the lotion into her left arm, my dick suddenly hardening in my shorts.
We'd been joking with each other about "stripping down" in the interest of "fairness" but I'd never really thought that anything would come of it. For that matter, nothing had, except that she didn't have anything on above her waist, even if her back was turned. "Done," I finally said, expecting her to lean down and pick her shirt back up, maybe giving me another little glimpse of her breast.
"Might as well do the front too," she said as she turned to face me. I stared at her completely bare chest, her full round C cup breasts, their weight making them hang down slightly and turn the hard nipples slightly upward. Her dark pink areola were slightly oblong shaped, and centered in the middle of small creamy white triangles where the smallest of her bikini tops usually covered. "Well? It's not like you haven't seen tits before, right?"
"Uh. Yeah," I answered, raising the spray bottle and spraying back and forth across her chest and stomach. "Just not yours," I added, dropping the bottle back onto the storage bin and taking a step back.
"You're not going to rub it around?" she asked.
"Uhhhh. I guess," I answered, reaching for her body with both hands. I started at her stomach and rubbed the clear liquid around as I worked my hands up to her tits, rubbing the liquid around each soft orb. Since I married my wife, I'd not touched another set of tits, and my hands shook slightly as I rubbed over and around her hard nipples. My hands, almost with a mind of their own, gave each soft orb a gentle squeeze before rubbing my thumbs across her nipples a few times.
"I said spread it around, not play with my tits," she said with a scowl. "Did you get into my waistband?"
"Into your waistband?"
"Yeah, of my shorts. I don't want to get burned because the waistband of my shorts puckered out. You gotta rub right down under the waistband."
"Oh. Okay," I answered, feeling like a teenage boy feeling a girl's body for the first time. My heart was pounding as I lay my hand flat on her stomach and pressed my fingers into the waistband of her shorts, my fingers sliding across her smooth skin.
"Here," she said, reaching down past my hand to unsnap the waistband of her shorts and pull the short little zipper down part way. My fingers slid down lower, rubbing across her smooth mound. She raised her arms and turned slowly, allowing me to rub my fingers down between her body and the denim shorts waistband. I rubbed across her right hip and then across the top of her round firm butt, my fingers actually bouncing over the crack between her cheeks. She continued to turn, stopping only when she was once again facing me, her hands still over her head. "You have very gentle hands," she said softly, so softly that I almost didn't hear her over the pounding of my heart.
"Thanks," I answered nervously as I withdrew my hand from her shorts.
"You think I should put on my suit now? Or wait until later?"
"I don't see why you can't wait. I mean no one is going to see you out here," I answered, not at all averse to her leaving her tits out on display a while.
"Oh. Okay," she said, reaching down to her shorts and pulling the zipper the rest of the way down. She pushed the shorts over her butt and let them slide down her legs. She stepped out of them, leaving her completely naked except for the canvas tennis shoes. "I guess you better put some sunblock on my butt then," she added, turning away from me and bending over slightly to push her full round ass out at me. I could see her reach between her legs and give her pussy a soft stroke, freeing her soft inner lips from how they'd been pressed against her body by her shorts. Her lips now protruded sexily, gapping slightly as she waited for me to get the spray and cover her butt. I bent over, getting an even better look at her pussy as I dug the bottle back out. I stood behind her and sprayed her butt before reaching with my right hand to stroke around her tanned cheeks, working my hand lower and lower without complaint. I finally let my fingers slide between her legs and gently stroke her pussy, her ass pushing out at me a little more as my fingers stroked over and around her soft lips.
I would have stood there and played with her pussy all day if she hadn't moved, straightening up and turning to face me, her completely shaved mound and pussy on full display. "You're not going to let this part get burned, are you?" she asked, raising her hands over her head again and stepping her feet apart slightly.
"Uh. No," I mumbled, spraying one swipe across her bare mound and then pressing my palm against it to rub the liquid around. I stroked my fingers down between her legs and rubbed her pussy from the front as well, letting my middle finger dip between her lips a few times.
"Your turn," she said, lowering her arms and reaching for the bottle of spray.
"My turn?"
"Of course. That was always the thing, wasn't it? We got to wear so little and you didn't? Well, now's your chance to wear exactly what I am," she whispered, stepping closer to me until her hard nipples practically brushed against my chest. "Unless you're bashful or something," she added as the fingers of her left hand unsnapped my shorts. I felt the zipper slide down, my shorts sliding down part way as she unzipped the zipper. She gently pushed the waistband of my shorts and they slid down my legs to pool around my ankles. I heard the spray bottle drop to the deck and then felt her hands on my hips, pushing my boxer briefs down my hips. She slowly sank in front of me until she was on her knees, my rock hard dick pointing straight at her face. She looked up and grinned at me. "You going to help me take these off your legs or are you gonna shuffle around the boat all day?"
"Oh," I answered stupidly, lifting first one foot and then the other to let her take my shorts and underwear off over my shoes. She picked up the bottle of spray and then stood in front of me again.
"Turn around," she said quietly. "We don't want you to end up with a burned bum, do we?"
"Definitely not!" I answered, imaging how I'd explain to my wife that I had a sunburned ass. I felt her spray the sunblock on my butt and then rub it around, covering not only my butt but down my thighs as far as the shorts had covered.
"Okay. Other side," she said softly.
"I can do this part," I said nervously as she reached for my hard dick.
"Uh uh. I'll do it," she said, spraying the rigid pole in her hand and then spraying around the base of my dick and my thighs. She tossed the bottle into the bin and then stroked my dick with one hand, while rubbing around my balls with her other.
"Oh god," I groaned as her strokes teased my dick, driving my sudden level of excitement higher.
"That feel good?" she cooed softly, stepping closer so that her left breast pressed against my chest and one side of her pressed to my side. Her hand slid along the length of my shaft, her palm running over my head each time she stroked to the end, twisting slightly as she stroked back toward the base of my shaft again. Her other hand gently teased and toyed with my balls, making it harder and harder to stand still.
"You keep doing that and you're gonna make me come," I groaned, moving my arm around her body, pulling her tighter to me. I slipped my hand around her side far enough to feel the side of her breast with my fingers as she continued to stroke me.
"I think that's maybe the idea, isn't it?"
"Is it?"
"I think so," she answered. I let my arm fall down from her side and slip under her ass and then between her legs, teasing the tip of my middle finger around and slightly into the entrance to her depths. "If you promise to be a good boy, I'll make it easier for you to do that," she whispered.
"Uh huh," I answered, breathlessly, wondering just how l was managing to keep from coming. She let go and turned around, sitting on the front deck and laying back. She pushed her knees apart to completely expose her pussy to me.
"Come here," she coaxed, holding her hands out. I stepped towards her and she guided me to step over her and then turn around. "Down," she coaxed, helping me to kneel down over her, facing her pussy. "Now we can both see what we're doing," she said as she grasped my cock again and started to slowly stroke it. I stared at her completely bare pussy for several seconds before leaning my face down to gently kiss her wet soft lips. "Oh yesssss," she hissed softly, giving my dick an appreciative squeeze. I teased her lips with my tongue, quickly finding her clit as she pushed her legs even further apart. I gently licked and flicked her soft pussy and hard clit while she stroked my hips, both of us rocking our hips in time with the other's strokes. I wrapped one arm around her tight and drew a moan from her as I pushed a finger deep into her hot wet pussy.
I felt her push my hip up and then her hot mouth engulfed my engorged mushroom head. "Oh fuck," I groaned as she swirled her tongue around my head, hitting all the right places one last time. I just couldn't hold back any longer, even though she was fulfilling a fantasy I'd had of her ever since we met. My body bucked uncontrollably, pumping a massive gush of cum into her mouth. I groaned into her pussy, pushing a second finger into her pussy as she squeezed and sucked my cock, my body unleashing shot after shot into her. When my head cleared I concentrated on her clit, licking and flicking it wildly while pumping two fingers in and out of her pussy, her hips lifting and squirming as she pulled my dick from her mouth and lay under me panting.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her climax washed over her, her body trembling and shaking beneath me. I held myself over her, gently teasing her clit and licking and kissing her soft pussy for a minute or two before slowly pulling myself off of her. I crawled off the deck and sat down in the passenger well on one of the seats, looking at her naked body laying on the deck. I was glad that she'd made me come and my dick was deflating, or I'd have had a hard time not crawling back over her and stuffing it into her pussy. "You know, you're pretty good at that," she panted as she lay there.
"Glad you think so."
"I know so. I wasn't expecting that. I was just going to jack you off and then you started playing with my pussy."
"Well, you surprised me when you started playing with me. Hell, for that matter, you surprised me when you turned around bare chested."
"Yeah. Well. Surprised me too. I was just going to let you do my back and then put my swimsuit top on."
"So why?"
"I don't know. We've always joked about making it fair and all, I just thought, well, if we were both naked, it'd be fair right? Then I looked at your cock and started thinking about how it'd feel in my hand, and then I started thinking about how it'd feel in my pussy. I decided I better do something before we got that far, so I figured I'd jack you off. You couldn't fuck me if you had a soft cock."
I chuckled softly. "No. I couldn't."
"So, should we go back to fishing?"
"Like this?"
"Why not? Like you said, no one can see us back here," she said as she pushed herself up to her elbows. "Unless you're too embarrassed and want to get dressed again."
"Not me. If you can stay naked, I can."
"Trust me, staying naked isn't a problem for me," she said with a soft laugh before holding a hand out toward me. I got up from the chair and reached for her hand, pulling her up to stand in front of me. "I have a little confession. Not even my husband knows this, but when I was in college sometimes I'd make ends meet by working as a stripper."
"Well, you sure have the body for it," I said appreciatively as she slipped between my arms and pressed her tits to my chest. She lifted herself on her toes to bring her lips to mine and gave me a long, slow wet kiss. "You sure got the lips for it too," I breathed quietly as we stood with our arms wrapped around each other.
"That was just to say thank you, for being... special," she said before releasing me and stepping back as I loosened my arms from around her. Without another word, she sidestepped me and climbed back on the rear platform and picked up her rod.
I followed suit and we were soon back to fishing, dropping out baits down the stumps and bringing in a number of fish, though not the big lunkers we were hoping for. I couldn't help but stare at her tits each time she leaned forward, the soft mounds wiggling and swinging freely, the sight making my cock harden again. "How about some shade for a few minutes. I'm getting a bit warm," she said as she lay down her rod and stood up.
"Sure," I answered, looking towards the shoreline and finding a number of trees hanging over the water. I turned the electric trolling motor towards them and pressed the pedal, turning my back on her as I steered the boat around the stumps toward the shallow shoreline. I heard her step behind me as I let off the pedal, allowing the boat to coast towards the shoreline.
She stepped around to my side and then swung one leg over me, settling on my lap, facing me, her legs spread over and around me. She reached her hands down to my rigid cock and gently teased it with her fingers, her pussy only a couple short inches from it. "Someone's got a hardon again."
"Yeah. Staring at your tits will do that," I said, trying to joke off how horny I was.
"You want me to cover them up?"
"Not hardly," I answered with a chuckle. "Took me long enough to get you to show 'em, why would I want you to cover 'em?"



"Oh? You think my forty year old tits are sexy?"
"I think they are spectacularly sexy," I answered.
"Ahhh. Then you should see me without a bra in a strapless gown. My husband has a favorite he likes me to wear when we go to parties. If I lean really close..." she whispered, leaning toward me until her tits were almost in my face, "to a guy they can look right down my top and see my nipples."
"And he likes you to do that?"
"Only to the guys he's trying to get something from, like a promotion," she said, holding her chest in my face.
"Doesn't seem fair."
"Using me like a sex object? He likes them to think he's a stud, but the reality is he pretty much ignores me that way."
"Sorry, that has to suck."
"Speaking of sucking," she whispered, reaching one hand up to her right breast and lifting it, aiming her nipple towards my mouth. "How would you like to?" In answer I opened my mouth and sucked the offered nipple into my mouth, drawing a soft moan from her lips. "Oh yeah. My nipples are so sensitive. I love having them sucked and teased. When I was a stripper, we were allowed to let the guys touch our tits, but not our pussies. Sometimes, if I lap danced a guy long enough, he could make me come sucking my titties," she moaned.
I felt her hand shift on my dick and pull me towards her as she scooted herself toward me. She pulled my dick against her hot pussy lips and rocked her hips, grinding her clit into the underside of my dick. I sucked and licked her nipple and then switched to the other, swirling my tongue around each hard nub and then flicking across it. "Ohhhh god yes. Make me come," she moaned, her hips rocking against my dick as I teased her breasts. I let my tongue tease her nipples while I squeezed and massaged her soft mounds, drawing soft moans of pleasure from her. She began to change her motions against my dick, her grinding changing to a stroking as she began to lift and bounce herself on my lap, her wet lips stroking up and down my shaft. I could feel her hard clit rub across that sensitive spot under my head with each stroke, her wet lips closing around my head at the end of each upward stroke.
"Oh fuck. You're gonna make me come," she moaned softly, pressing her forehead against my hair. "Make me come baby. Make me come hard. You can do it. You can make me come just like this," she moaned and cooed softly as she bounced on me, her strokes getting slightly more urgent with each passing moment. "Yessssss!" she hissed suddenly, sitting down fully on my lap again and grinding my cock into her pussy. I could feel her juices leaking around my balls as she shuddered and trembled, her fingers stroking my dick as well as keeping it pressed to her wet pussy. "Pretend we're at a strip club and I just came all over you like that. Come for me honey. Come all over me," she moaned, sliding back on my lap and wrapping her hand all the way around my shaft. She started stroking, arching her back so that her pussy could push against my cock while she used her hand to stroke along its length. "Come all over me. Squirt your cum all over my stomach and tits. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To come all over me? I wanna see you coming on me. I wanna see your cum dripping off my tits," she panted as she pushed me closer to climax.
She'd pulled her tits from my face, but I continued to squeeze and play with her tits, rubbing my thumbs across her nipples as she stroked me, working my engorged cock closer to climax with each passing moment.
"Oh damn," I groaned as my hips tried to rock in time with her strokes. I could feel the urgency growing, the need to complete. My body knew what it needed and tried to stroke in time with her hand, only able to move a small bit with her weight on my lap. Without warning she lifted herself up, shifting her hand to press my cock hard against her pussy again, sliding her pussy up and down my shaft.
"Oh god. I think I'm gonna come again. Oh fuck. Honey I think I'm gonna come again." I felt her lift up and down and then felt my cock press back farther, her downward stroke forcing her pussy over my mushroom head, driving my pussy juice covered cock deep into her with a single stroke. "Oh god. I'm going to come," she moaned as she bounced on me, her fingers now teasing her own clit as she pumped herself up and down my shaft.
"AWWW FUCK!" I practically shouted as my body bucked hard up into her, driving into her as far as her position on my lap would allow. I could feel a surge of hot cum lance out of my cock into her pussy, her own cry of pleasure almost as loud as mine. We both sat there, our bodies jerking and twitching as we both climaxed on and in each other.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as she sat on my lap, panting and occasionally twitching uncontrollably. "I can't believe you made me come twice like that," she whispered.
"Yeah," I answered, unsure that what had happened was really a good thing. I mean, hell, I'd just cheated on my wife!"
"You're worried," she whispered, reaching under my chin and tilting my head up to look me in the eye. "Don't be. I won't make trouble for you, I promise. I didn't mean for that to happen, but it did. I'm sorry if I went too far."
"It's okay," I answered, not really sure if it was or not. She lifted off my softening dick, our combined cum leaking from her pussy as she stood in front of me.
"Maybe we need to get dressed? I don't want to. I'm really enjoying being out here naked with you. But if you want to, we can, get dressed I mean."
"No. It's alright," I answered, part of me wanting to just throw her on the deck and fuck the shit out of her, while another part wanted to dress and put an end to the whole thing. "Maybe we should go back fishing?"
"Yeah. Maybe," she said, clearly disappointed in my reaction. I moved the boat out of the shade and we spent what seemed like half an hour fishing in total silence, the only sound was our reels and the light breeze that had come up. "So, did you do that with guys you lap danced for wherever it was you stripped?" I asked without looking at her.
"What I did in the beginning, sometimes. If they paid to go to a private room, we could get away with more. If he was really hot, I might get his cock out and rub against it. But no, I never actually let anyone put their dick in me like that."
"I see," I answered, not really sure why I'd even asked the question.
"Before your wife, did you ever have sex with any women?" she asked a few moments later.
"A few."
"Like one or two few or half a dozen few?"
"Oh. Half a dozen or so I guess."
"And you got married right out of college, right?"
"Yeah."
"So, unless you were having sex during high school, most of that was after you met her, right?"
I was silent a long time. "Some of them were," I finally answered.
"I see," she answered in the same tone I had earlier.
"Why did you do that?" I finally asked.
"Because I wanted to."
"Why?"
"Because you're sweet, you like me for my personality, not how I look on the outside. Earlier you were attentive, seeming to want me to come every bit as much as I wanted to make you come."
"I see."
"Are you sorry I did?"
I was silent for long seconds before answering. "Yes.... and no."
"Okay. Explain yes."
"I haven't cheated on my wife before. I feel more than a little guilty about it. And I've gotten to know you pretty well, and well, if I wasn't married, and you weren't married, we'd probably be fucking like rabbits. But we are, and we both know that won't change."
"And the no?"
"You're fun, you're sexy, and yeah, I want to have more sex with you, even if I shouldn't."
"Dale?"
"Yeah?" I asked back.
"Find a shady spot," she said quietly, setting her rod down and walking off the rear platform and to mine. She swung herself across my lap again, reaching down to my inexplicably half hard dick. "If you could fuck me in any position, what would it be?"
"With you on top I guess," I answered.
"Cowgirl style, huh?" she asked with a giggle. "Well, put this in the shade while I get you hard and then I'll ride you as long as you want me to," she said as she slid off my lap. She knelt down in front of me and engulfed my dick. By the time I had the boat back in the shade, sitting with the bow pressed against the shore so we wouldn't float away, she had my cock rock hard and ready to be fucked.
She pulled away and held a hand out for me. I slid out of my chair and she coaxed me down onto my back, my dick poking straight up. She straddled me on her knees and crawled up over me, her tits hanging down at my chest as she crawled up my body. She moved higher, swinging her chest slightly to make her hanging tits swing right over my face. She lowered her chest and each time I tried to suck a nipple in she'd pull back and giggle, teasing me with her soft tits and hard nipples until I finally sucked one into my mouth. I felt her grasp my cock and stroke it a few times before she leaned back, aiming my cock at her pussy as she pulled her tit from my mouth. "Ohhhhh fuck," I groaned as she slowly sank down on me, my dick penetrating deep into her hot wet pussy.
"This one is for you. I want you to just relax and tell me what feels good. Don't worry about making me come, that'll happen just fine on its own. I'm more concerned about giving you what you need right now."
"Well, you're off to a good start," I answered quietly.
"Good. Now, do you like it with me leaning over you like this?" she asked, her tits swinging between us as she rocked herself back and forth on her hands and knees, pushing my dick in and out of her pussy as she looked down at me, grinning. "Or do you like it like this better?" she asked, pushing herself up so she was vertical over me. She began bouncing up and down on my lap, driving my cock hard up into her with each plunge down onto my lap. I tried to capture her bouncing and flying tits, but she intercepted my hands and guided them to her hips instead. Up and down she bounced, her ass slapping wetly against my bare thighs each time she slammed down on me.
Time seemed to have no meaning as I watched her tits and felt her hot wet tunnel envelope me over and over. Up and down she rode, her soft depths caressing me and teasing my engorged head with each stroke. She watched my face, her eyes occasionally closing as the sensations of pleasure worked on her as well as on me. Up and down she moved, her actions teasing my body closer and closer to climax.
"There were a few guys I might have done this to when I was younger," she said softly, almost not loud enough to hear over her rhythmic slapping of our bodies. "But none that I ever did," she panted as she looked down at me. "Even Ray doesn't have me do this to him. He likes to be in charge. He wants to control when he comes in me," she said quietly. "I like that you're letting me pick. That you're letting me choose when. How did you know I wanted that?"
"I didn't."
"Liar," she moaned. "But thank you anyway," she moaned as her own climax drew closer. "Come with me baby. Come with me when I come."
"Almost," I groaned, knowing that her efforts were soon to be completed. Up and down she bounced, her soft depths stroking my shaft, teasing around my head as she slipped down over me over and over again. I could feel little spasms and shudders around me as she worked to continue stroking on me, even as her own climax was nearing. I closed my eyes and let the sensations wash over me, the rocking of the boat, the gentle breeze blowing across our bare skin, the soft teasing of her depths, the feel of her cervix banging against my head at the end of each stroke. I opened my eyes and stared at her big soft tits, reaching for them again, this time capturing them. I could feel her hard nipples press against my palms and the rise and fall of her chest as she panted for breath. "Oh god. Here it comes," I groaned as I felt the tingle of imminent release rush through me. My body bucked against her, driving up into as much as it could as I lay on the deck.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed as the first surge flowed up into her. I only had a few squirts left in me, but my body didn't care, spasming and jerking over and over as it tried to pump every drop of my seed into her pussy. I felt her tunnel clasp around me and her bare ass press down on my thighs as she shuddered and jerked, almost in time with my own spasms. She slowly lowered herself down onto me, moving my hands from her chest so she could lay fully on me. I could feel her sweaty tits pressed to my chest, moving as she panted for breath, her head resting in my shoulder and her nose nuzzled into my neck. "Thank you," she whispered.
"For what?"
"For letting me do this for you."
"I didn't do much."
"You did just the right amount of not much," she whispered.
We lay there for some time, my cock having long since softened and slipped out of her. She shifted her legs to lay on top of me, one on either side of hers. "So what now?" I finally asked.
"About what?"
"Us?"
"Dale. We both know that this isn't permanent. Suzan, that's permanent. She's the mother of your children. I'm just...a fishing partner. I'm happy for it to stay that way. If we play games once in a while or take off our clothes out fishing, that's enough for me. Hopefully it'll be enough for you. I don't want to steal another woman's man, so if this is going to get in the way of you and Suzan, then this will be it here. We won't do it again. It's up to you."
I was silent for a long time. "I think it'll be enough," I whispered.
"Good" she said with a smile in her voice. "Now, how long before you can get it up again?"
"More?"
"More," she said with a grin.
"I'm not some young twenty year old."
"No. But I'm betting that you have more in you than you think. I mean, here we are, outside, not a stitch of clothing on, and in a few minutes I'm going to stand up and bend over that chair and stick my ass out at you, and I'm expecting a nice hard cock to slide right into my pussy."
"Well, as long as you put it that way."
"I do," she said as she shifted her weight and rolled off of me. I felt her slide a hand down my body and find my soft dick, wrapping her hand around it and gently pulling and squeezing it. It didn't take too long and she had it growing again.
"We're supposed to be getting ready for tomorrow," I whispered.
"Trust me, I am," she giggled in my ear as she nuzzled me. "Tomorrow we'll have lots of time too."
"I guess we will," I agreed as she moved her hand and stroked it along my mostly hard dick. Yep who cares if we win or not. I had a hunch I was going to win either way.
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Deer season. It had been a long time since I'd slept in during deer season. Not that I wanted to, but a broken foot was giving me a forced holiday. My son and daughter-in-law had come down, my son to take my wife out hunting and my daughter-in-law to keep me company. Not that I needed anyone to keep me company, but the doc had insisted I stay off of it for two weeks and everyone that knew me knew how impossible that was. So, Kaley came to ensure I didn't do anything stupid while my wife was out hunting.
Kaley was a very good looking thirty-five year old with some unusual ideas about life. Take her pregnancy for instance. She'd eat you out of house and home, sugary snacks, chips, crackers etc., but only if they didn't contain a particular preservative. Lunch meat had to be fresh cut or if it was packaged, it had to be microwaved to kill some bacteria that was rumored to be in some of it. In many ways she was a study in contradictions. But I cared for her like my own daughter nonetheless.
"Hey dad? Would you put my lotion on me?" Kaley asked as she walked into the family room where I was laying on the sofa, watching an old western, my foot elevated like a good boy. I twisted around enough to see her walking in the doorway from the hall, wrapped in a bath towel. The towel was barely long enough to cover her from just above the nipples of her modestly large breasts to the juncture of her legs. As she walked toward me, I could swear that her pussy was peeking at me with each step.
"Um. If you want," I agreed a little nervously, trying to will my cock to not get hard, even though I could feel it already was. "Don't you think you should put something more on though?"
"Dad! That would make it hard to put lotion on wouldn't it?" she asked as she stepped over next to the sofa. "Besides, in a few months I'll be sitting in the birthing center, butt naked, with a bunch of people I don't even know, staring at me with my legs spread. I'm trying to get over being bashful about being naked." She continued as she pulled the towel off and dropped it on the floor, leaving her as naked as she'd just described. "Our birth coach said being naked in front of a family member that would make you nervous was a good way to get over it."
"Um. Yeah. Okay," I answered as she swung one leg over me, pressing her knee down between my side and the back of the sofa. Her pussy was fat and round with quite a bit of inner labia protruding, glistening in the morning sun shining through the bay window.
She settled herself on my lap, facing me, as I lay on the sofa. She held out a jar of some kind of clearly homemade cream. "Might as well start with my boobs," she said with a girlish giggle.
"Start with your boobs?" I asked in surprise.
"Sure. This is supposed to help prevent stretch marks," she said, reaching to take the lid off the jar. She leaned over, pressing her nipples against my chest as she set the lid on the floor by the sofa. She sat back up and looked down at me. "Really dad? You're gonna be bashful? Mom said you were a tit man. I didn't think you'd pause half a second if I asked you to do this."
"My wife told you I was a tit man?" I asked incredulously.
"No silly. My mom. She said you couldn't keep your eyes off her tits the whole night at the reception. She said if she'd have known she'd have worn something that would have let you see a lot more."
"More?" I asked, thinking back to the amount of cleavage her mother's dress had shown at the wedding reception. It had been several years, but I wasn't about to forget how sexy she'd looked that night.
"Uh huh. You know. Nipples!" she whispered conspiratorially before giving me another of those girlish giggles. "She also said you were hot in that suit and if she could have spirited you away for a little while, she'd have let you find out just exactly what kind of panties she was wearing, or maybe not wearing."
"Oh damn." I groaned at the thought of her mom being naked under that dress. It was a cinch she was braless, but I hadn't expected her to be pantyless too.
"Now? You going to put some of this on my tits?" she asked, pulling my free hand up to her left breast. "I used to be a thirty-two C. Now I can barely fit in a D and mom says once my milk comes in, they'll get at least one cup size bigger. That's why the special cream. Keep the stretch marks to a minimum."
"I guess that makes sense," I agreed, moving my hand from her breast to get a dollop of cream from the jar.
"You can use both hands," she said, taking the jar back from me. I tentatively started rubbing the cream into her breasts, my palms rubbing over her large darkened areola and her clearly hardening nipples. I spent long minutes stroking her tits and rubbing the lotion in, working my hands over and around her large soft breasts, her body clearly responding to my touch. "Mmmmmm. You have nice hands. Just keep doing that. It's getting me so turned on!"
"Oh. Shit. I'm sorry!" I answered in shock, pulling my hands away from her boobs.
She looked down at me, startled by my reaction.
"Sorry about what?"
"Well. Getting you...you know."
"Turned on? Why are you sorry about that?"
"Well. I was putting lotion on you. Not trying to be sexual."
She looked at me with a frown. "How are you going to make me climax if I don't get turned on?"
"Make you climax? Why would you want me to do that?"
"Didn't you help Amanda do that when she was pregnant with Mike?"
"Well we had sex some, yeah. But that isn't this!"
"But that's what our birth coach wants us to do. I'm supposed to have an orgasm at least four times a day. The harder the better. It's to strengthen my vaginal muscles. Didn't you have to do that?"
"Um. In our day she had exercises for that."
"Oh. Yeah. I heard about those. Kegels or something like that. Our birth coach says that's old tech. Orgasms work the whole muscle set. The more you can do in a day the better."
"Good lord," I whispered.
"You're not going to make me go use my vibrator, are you?"
"You're serious? You want me to make you orgasm? Why not just wait for Mike to come in?"
"Oh I'll get another one or two when he gets back in. But I'm trying for at least eight a day, and that can get hard without varying stimulus."
"You're serious? If I don't give you an orgasm you're gonna go in the bedroom and use a vibrator?"
"Actually I'll probably sit right over there and do it. Mom says teasing a guy can be a real turn on!"
"Good lord," I groaned as she pulled my hands back to her tits.
"Now you go back to playing with these, I wanna check out this big hard stick I'm sitting on."
"What?" I asked, holding both her tits in my hands as she lifted herself on her knees and quickly pushed the front of my sleep shorts down, exposing my inexplicably hard dick.
"Ohhhh my! You are big," she whispered as she sat back onto my lap, my hardon trapped between my body and her hot, wet, pussy lips. "Just rub my tits. I'll do the rest," she whispered, starting to rock her hips, grinding her pussy against my rock-hard shaft as she slid her lips back and forth along the length of it.
Almost automatically I rubbed her nipples and areola with my thumbs, stroking from side to side, teasing and bending her nipples over with each stroke. My attention though, was focused on her pussy, her wet lips sliding back and forth along my shaft, my engorged head disappearing between her wet lips at the end of each stroke. Her hot wetness caressed the bottom side of my cock and I could feel her hard clit bounce enticingly over the sensitive spot on the underside of my head each time she stroked across it.
"Oh fuck yes!" she practically growled. "Your head is teasing my clit sooooo fucking good! I think I'm going to come just like this!"
"Yeah?" I grunted, my own body screaming at me about how good it felt and how turned on her naked body had made me, daughter-in-law or not. "I think you're gonna make me come too though," I warned her.
"Good. We need it!" she gasped. "I'm almost there!" She rocked a little faster, my cockhead slipping along her slit until I could feel the entrance to her vagina at the end of each long slow stroke. At that moment, it was all I could do to not arch my back and drive myself into her. It would have been so easy. Just arch my back a little at the end of the next stroke and when she pushed back, she'd drive me deep into her pussy! Yeah it would be soooo easy! "Fuck yes!" she cried, jolting me from that thought as her whole body shuddered and trembled on me, her pussy leaking juices around my rock-hard shaft. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck yessssss!" she groaned loudly as she climaxed on me, her eyes closed as she sat on me shuddering. "God I should have put it in me." She moaned softly, probably to herself, as she sat on me.
I lay there so close to an orgasm of my own that I had to work to keep from sliding her back and driving into her. My hips were trying to rock my dick along her wet slit as she continued to shudder and tremble, sitting with my head between her lips, trapped against my body. Long seconds passed before her shaking began to fade. She opened her eyes and looked down at me. "God that was intense. Now let's get you done too!"
"You want me to come?" I asked in surprise.
"Of course. We need your cum on my pussy!"
"You need my cum on your pussy? For real? Why?"
"It's a natural skin lubricant. Helps make my pussy more pliable for when the baby comes!"
"So you're telling me you want me to come on your pussy?"
"Uh huh. Till now it's just been Mike's milk. But I don't see why I can't use yours. Now that I've come all over you, it's not like it would be weird or anything, you getting to come too, right?"
"Well. There is that," I agreed.
"Good," she answered as she started to rock again, this time reaching under my head with her fingers to lift me more fully up between her lips. "That's it. Feel my hot pussy," she cooed as she rocked her hips. She used one hand on my cock and with the other she pushed my hands off her tits. She leaned down toward me, making her tits swing with each stroke along my shaft, her rock-hard nipples grazing my chest with each swing. "You like that? You like feeling and seeing my tits like this?"
"God yes," I groaned as the urgency raced through my body. "Ohhhh. Fuuuuuck. Gonna come!" I groaned just before my body bucked hard, trying to jam myself deep in her, even though I wasn't actually inside her. I felt my cock swell, forcing a huge gush of hot cum out into her hand. She held my cock between her lips, lifting her body above mine slightly so she could use her palm to rub my spurting cum around her pussy almost as soon as my body had squirted it out. Her rubbing stroked my cock head between her lips, coaxing several more strong surges from me before my dick started to soften.
"Mmmmmm. Nice," she cooed as she collected the last drooling liquid from my slowly fading cock. "Couldn't ask for better help," she said before leaning down farther and giving me a soft wet kiss on the lips.
"Glad I could help," I answered breathlessly, suddenly wondering what my wife would think if she ever found out what I'd just done. Kaley laid down on top of me, straightening out her legs on either side of mine, her head on my shoulder, the two of us naked except for my sleep shorts around my thighs. As we lay there, I idly stroked my fingers up and down her back and over her round butt cheeks.
"Now I know where he gets it from," she whispered.
"Who gets what?"
"Your son gets his gentleness"
"I see," I answered, not sure really what to say.
I felt more than saw, her reach over her butt and between her legs. She found my cock with her finger and pulled it from between our bodies, letting it lay against her hot wet lips. As we lay watching the movie, she idly stroked my soft dick as I stroked her back and butt cheek with one hand. I was a bit surprised to find my cock hardening again so quickly; I'm not exactly a spring chicken any longer. But her teasing was slowly causing that reaction, my cock slowly growing in hardness.
As my dick hardened, laying against her pussy lips as it stuck up between her legs, I could feel her dip her fingers between her lips for moisture and then use it to rub along my shaft. Just when I felt like her plan was to coax another climax from me this way, I felt her push her pelvis up from me and press my head between her lips. As she settled back down on me, I felt my fat head push into her vaginal tunnel.
"Honey, I don't think this is a good idea."
"It's okay. Unless you wanna use your fingers."
"Use my fingers for what?"
"To massage my vagina of course," she answered as if that were the obvious answer. "That's what I'm supposed to do after my orgasm. Just like you'd massage your muscles after a hard workout."
"I see," I whispered, wondering just where she was collecting all this info. "Is this what Mike does too?"
"When I can get him too. But usually, I have to do it myself. At home, at work in the ladies' room. Wherever I'm at. Sometimes I go for a walk with an egg vibrator and when I get home, I can't wait to use a dildo in me. You know how hard it is to walk and climax at the same time?"
"Can't say I do."
"Well it's hard. But it's worth it. Especially if I go out in a skirt and no panties. I might come two or three times, sometimes on a park bench, or in a store. Wherever it happens. One day I was walking behind this older guy on a walking trail in the park. He had no idea that I pulled my skirt up and was completely naked below the waist while I followed him. If he'd have looked back instead of listening to his music, he'd have seen me climax right there in the middle of the sidewalk," she whispered as she started to lift and drop her hips on me, working my cock in and out of her pussy as she lay on me. "It's hard sometimes to find the right stimulation when you're having to come so many times a day. Doing it in public without being caught has been an interesting diversion."
"I see. And fucking your father-in-law?"
"Right now I'm so turned on. I wouldn't at all mind if you just rolled us over and fucked me really hard. You know, jamming your hot cock into me nice and hard."
"Honey. I don't think Mike would appreciate it. I know Amanda wouldn't."
"I don't know about Amanda, but I keep Mike pretty worn out. I don't think he'd notice. So will you?"
"Honey, it's a bad idea all around."
"You're already fucking me, so what's the difference if we do it in a different position?"
"Intent."
"Please? After that I'll help you shower."
I sighed, giving in to her insistence. It took a little doing, during which my dick pulled out of her. We arranged ourselves so she was laying on her back, one leg over the back of the sofa and her other hanging over the front edge, spreading her legs wide. I knelt on the sofa and wiggled myself toward her, letting her guide me back into her wet depths. I leaned toward her, resting one hand on the sofa cushion by her hip and the other on the sofa back. I started slowly, sliding my full length onto her, pulling back almost fully out of her before pushing in again. As I stroked, I couldn't help but thrust harder, slapping my body against hers, making her big tits roll and bounce on her chest. It was becoming hard to remember that the intent was to massage her vaginal walls, not rut like wild animals. I kind of lost sight of that as she gasped loudly and began to climax around my thrusting cock after only a few short minutes of stroking into her.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped as her vagina spasmed and squeezed tightly around me. I briefly wondered to myself if there was actually something to this method.
"I'm gonna come again," I gasped as my body urgently coaxed me to thrust harder.
"On me. Cum all over my pussy!" she moaned.
I pulled my cock from her pussy and used one hand to stroke it furiously.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuck!" I groaned as my dick started to spurt my load of cum all over her bare pussy and mound. I continued to stroke myself until all that was left was a drool of cum, and then pushed my head down again and shoved back into her as deeply as my fading hardness would allow. I sat there on my folded legs, watching her rub my cum into her pussy lips around my softening shaft.
"Thank you," she whispered as my softening cock slipped from her a couple short minutes later.
"You're welcome. But I think we ought to keep this between the two of us. I'm not sure anyone else would understand."
"Does that mean you don't want to do it again?"
"I don't think it was a good idea to start with, let alone again."
"Maybe I can tease you into it again?"
"Maybe," I agreed reluctantly.
"Good. Now let's get you into the shower."
True to her word, she helped me hobble on my crutches to the shower, tossing my sleep shorts onto the bed before helping me into the walk-in shower. She settled me on the stool so I wasn't standing on my one good foot and then gently washed me with the hand wand. As she moved around me her breasts hung down in front of her, bumping, probably intentionally, into my face frequently. She also stood and soaped my cock, working her hands along it as she stood bent in front of me with her tits again hanging in my face. I teasingly reached out and slipped my fingers between her legs to stroke her pussy with my fingers. She giggled and stood there, allowing me to stroke her wet pussy while she worked my cock with her soapy hands, slowly forcing me harder with her attentions.
After rinsing both of us, she stood in front of me, straddling me with her legs spread as I stroked her pussy with my fingers, pushing two fingers in and out of her while I used my thumb on her clit. She moaned and reached down between us, aiming my cock up at her as she lowered herself, forcing me to move my fingers from her pussy so she could replace them with my hard dick. She was careful not to put too much weight on my lap as she started to stroke herself up and down on me, my fingers stroking her clit as she lifted and lowered herself up and down my shaft. It was interesting to watch her climax again around my cock, but I knew there was no way I was coming again so soon, so I let her stand and slip off my still hard dick. She carefully dried us both and helped me again to the sofa, leaving both of us naked as we sat and watched TV.
The movie ended and a sappy holiday movie started, prompting her to move me to my side and then lay on the sofa in front of me. She settled my dick between her lips, pressing against her pussy lips, drawing one of my arms around her to cup one of her tits while she watched the movie.
It was lunch time before I knew it, time slipping by quickly with a completely naked young woman leaning against me.
"We should go out and get lunch. I can drive us!" she coaxed.
"I thought I was supposed to be resting!"
"Your foot maybe. There isn't anything else on you rested!" she giggled. "I mean, that is your dick between my legs isn't it? Or is that a stick?"
"No, it isn't a stick," I chuckled. "If you wanna go get some food help yourself, but I'm gonna just lay here and keep my foot up. Just help me to the bedroom to get some clothes though."
"Spoil sport!" she said with a mock frown. She got up from the sofa and headed down to the bedroom, presumably to dress. She came back out in yoga pants and a sports bra, pulling a jacket on over it. "You think it's too much?" she asked before pulling the jacket back off. She stripped the sports bra off and pulled the jacket back on, flapping the front open and closed, flashing her tits at me several times. "Something to think about for when I get back," she giggled before walking over and sliding my feet into a pair of light weight athletic shorts. "Clothes. Well sort of." She grinned as she helped work them up my legs and over my dick.



And with that she was gone.
Kaley came back after only a short while, bringing in two bags of food. "I hope you don't mind. My mom was in town shopping, so I invited her over for lunch," she called from the kitchen.
"Your mom? She's coming over? Damn. I better put some real clothes on!"
"Uh Uh. Don't you move. You're supposed to be resting with your leg elevated. Trust me, she won't mind at all what you're wearing."
"It wasn't her minding that I was concerned about!"
"Well don't you worry. You're dressed just fine!" she said as the doorbell rang. Kaley walked to the front door wearing nothing but the yoga pants. "Hi mom. Come on in."
"I see your still running around half naked?"
"Yep. I can be all the way naked if you want."
"In front of David?"
"Oh mom. Really?" she asked as she led her mom into the family room.
"David! Good to see you again!" Darlene said brightly as she walked over to the sofa. "I'd give you a hug, but I hear your convalescing."
"I am. Just a broken foot!" I answered as she sat on the edge of the sofa.
"Then I can hug you!" she answered as she leaned down to give me a hug, her huge tits pushing against my chest through the dress she had on.
"I was telling David how you thought he was a tit man."
"You told him that?" Darlene asked, blushing slightly. "You have to forgive me. I'd had quite a bit to drink," she said very quietly, almost in a whisper.
"Uh huh. He seemed a bit surprised at what you said," Kaley called from the kitchen.
"Well. I'd had my share to drink that night," she answered her daughter, blushing a bit again.
"Oh Mom. Sometimes!"
"What?"
"You play bashful, but we both know you used to dance."
"That was a long time ago. I needed the money," her mother said defensively.
"Yeah. But we both know you enjoyed flashing it all for those guys," Kaley said as she walked into the living room with a plate containing a burger and fries.
"Honey, this isn't the place to talk about that. David will get the wrong idea about me."
"I don't think so. He's been pretty cool about all this. Hell, he's given me four really good orgasms today so far."
"He has?!" Darlene asked with raised eyebrows, turning to look at me.
"Yep. But that's our secret. Mrs. K wouldn't be too happy about it."
"Then we better not tell her," Darlene said with a knowing nod. "So. What else has my daughter blabbed about?"
"Oh. Not much," I answered with a shrug.
"Oh. Like what not much?"
"Well. That you suggested that you'd have worn a different dress if you'd have known how taken I was with your cleavage," I answered. My turn to blush slightly.
"She did, did she?"
"I also told him you weren't wearing any underwear," she said as she walked back into the room, this time carrying a glass of ice water.
She turned her head to look at her daughter in surprise. "How did you know that?"
"You as much as told me. When you said he looked hot in that suit and you'd like to spirit him off and let him find out for himself."
"You told him I said that?"
"Yep. I think it was true too. From the way you were looking at him." Kaley giggled as she walked back out with a plate of food for her mom.
"I couldn't help but look. Maybe everyone else didn't see it, but I could tell he had a hard-on," she answered her daughter quietly.
"You should see it too. It's a really nice cock! Feels as good as it looks," Kaley said as she walked through the kitchen again.
"So you two have been..."
"Oh Mother. He was just massaging my vagina. It's not like we were having sex...as such," she called back.
"Honey, you have some strange notions," Darlene said shaking her head.
"He was hard to convince though. But I didn't really give him much choice," Kaley said as she walked back in with her own plate.
"No?"
"Uh Uh. We were laying there, and I was just teasing it after we came and he got hard, so I just snuck it in me before he could say no. His dick really does feel good. You should try it."
"I don't think that'd be appropriate," Darlene answered, blushing slightly.
"Suit yourself, but after lunch I'm gonna see if I can coax a bit more semen out of him."
"You're going to do what?" her mom asked in surprise.
"Make him come on my pussy. It's the best thing for making it pliable."
"Wherever did you hear that?"
"Found it online in one of my baby forums."
"That sounds to me like it was written by a horny man!"
"I don't think so. It was a dermatologist I think."
Darlene shook her head and took a bite of the food her daughter had given her. We ate in silence, with me wondering what Darlene was thinking of me. Kaley wasn't doing a very good job of keeping things secret, and I was starting to feel like a sexual deviant of some kind.
Kaley got up, collected our plates and took them to the kitchen, coming back completely naked again. "You wanna help?" she asked her mother.
"I don't think..." Darlene started to say.
"I'm not asking you to fuck with him. Just help getting his motor running. You did wanna flash him your tits, right? Come on. Let's get your dress off," Kaley said, stepping to her mom and pulling the zipper down the back of the dress.
"Kaley! I really don't think this is a good idea," she protested as her daughter pulled the zipper down her back.
"Oh Mom. Tell me when you're going to get this chance again?"
"I'm not sure I should have this chance at all!" Darlene protested as she let her daughter push the dress off her shoulders and down her arms, exposing an industrial strength bra containing her mountains of breast. "Forty-two double H, before you ask," she said as she shrugged the now unfastened bra off her shoulders.
"Damn!" I said softly as she pulled her arms out of the straps of the bra and lifted both huge tits for me to see.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she said as her daughter coaxed her off the sofa onto her knees next to the sofa. Kaley then pulled my shorts down, exposing my rock-hard cock. "Oh my," Darlene said quietly as she watched her daughter wrap a hand around my shaft and stroke it slowly, spreading the pre-cum along my shaft.
"I was just going to make him come, but I think I'm gonna have to make myself come on him instead." She said as she climbed over me on the sofa. She lifted my dick straight up and lowered herself slowly down my shaft. "Don't worry Mom. It's not like I can get pregnant a second time. Besides, he's already been in me this morning.
"My daughter has some funny ideas," Darlene whispered.
"When you were a dancer, did they let the customers touch or just watch?" I asked as I reached across my body with one hand and stroked a finger down her big soft breast and across and around her quickly hardening nipple and puckering areola.
"No touching," she breathed raggedly as I moved my finger around and around her nipple.
"Did you ever cheat?"
"A few times," she whispered back as Kaley started to bounce up and down on me, driving my cock in and out of her wet pussy.
"For a hot guy?"
"A few times," she admitted, leaning toward me and lifting herself and the breast I wasn't teasing toward my mouth. "Ohhhhh damn," she moaned as I leaned my face closer to her breast and sucked her nipple into my mouth. I let my hand stop stroking her nipple and grip the whole front of her breast as I teased my tongue around and across the nipple in my mouth.
"Is this making you horny," I whispered to her, letting her breast slip from my lips for a few moments.
"God yes," she moaned.
"I bet I can do something about that, if you want to take off your clothes the rest of the way, that is."
She nodded and stood up, only a foot or so from me and stripped off the dress from where it hung around her waist. She pushed the little white briefs she had on down, exposing her brown curly bush as she kicked her shoes off and then stepped out of the panties. "Now come here," I coaxed, reaching toward her and hooking my hand around her thigh to pull one leg toward me. She quickly got the idea and swung her knee across me, positioning her pussy inches from my face. "Ever want anyone you danced for to do this?"
"Once," she breathed as I lifted my head and stroked my tongue along the length of her pussy lips. "Ohhhhh God," she moaned as I let my tongue work her full feathery inner lips apart, allowing me to stroke deep between them all the way to her clit. "Ohhh fuck," she gasped as I teased and circled her clit.
"Did you let them?" I asked between licks.
"Uh huh," she groaned as I flicked my tongue across her clit. "Just once."
Kaley was busy bouncing herself up and down my shaft, her grunts and gasps telling me how close she was to yet another orgasm. It was amazing to me how quickly she could bring herself to that point. I'd always thought it would take a woman a lot longer than it seemed to take her. I could hear her wet pussy making a noticeable squish each time she dropped down me.
"Oh god. Here I come again! Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck!" she cried loudly as she slammed herself down on my lap, her pussy spasming and squeezing my cock. As her climax slowly faded, she began bouncing again. Up and down she stroked, sliding her sopping wet vagina on and off my shaft as I lay and licked her mother's pussy.
My concentration was on Darlene, and her wet pussy. I licked and sucked her clit, moving a finger into her pussy to stroke in and out of her. "Did you let him do any more than that?" I asked Darlene as I stopped for a moment to catch my breath.
"I did," she panted. "Outside the club in the parking lot."
"Yeah? Tell me about it," I asked before licking along her pussy again.
"Not much to tell. I married him," she moaned.
I pulled my face from her pussy again. "Why don't you slide back a bit. I think my dick wants to be in here."
"Sounds like a good idea," she panted, turning to look at her daughter, still bouncing on my cock. "If my daughter will let me."
"Why not," she answered, lifting off me. Darlene slid back down the sofa, her daughter aiming my rock-hard cock at her pussy as she leaned toward me, her massive tits laying on my chest.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck," she moaned as she pushed back on me, sinking her pussy down my shaft. "Ohhhh my god does that feel good."
"Uh huh," I groaned, wondering for the briefest of moments if any of this was a good idea before the thought fled, replaced by the feeling of lust for the pussy wrapped around my cock. Almost as soon as she started to bounce on me I wasn't so sure I could hold back very long. Darlene rocked herself forward and backwards, pushing herself on and off my engorged shaft, her breathing ragged and her body giving occasional spasmodic jerks.
"I'm gonna come," she whispered softly, pushing herself harder back onto me, making her tits swing and rub against my chest. "Oh God. Gonna come."
"Just think, this is what you wanted to do at the reception." Kaley giggled.
"Ohhhhh fuck," Darlene moaned as she jammed herself back on me. "OHHHH FUCK!" she cried a couple hard strokes later. I felt her pussy contract around me, squeezing me as she continued to try and rock, banging her clit into the base of my cock with each thrust backwards.
"Ohhh. Shit. I'm gonna come!" I groaned at the sudden change in sensations. "Fuuuuuck!" I groaned as my body too jerked, my hips pushing up at Darlene. I felt my head thrust deep into her as the first surge of cum lanced into her pussy. I felt her lean toward me, pulling off my cock before the second strong surge of cum spewed out onto her pussy. My body jerked again, driving the tip of my head between her lips and into her tunnel to pump the third surge of cum into her.
She held herself over me, her tits pressed to my chest, my cock only a couple inches into her pussy as it twitched and leaked the remaining cum into her.
"Oh damn," Darlene panted after a couple short minutes, moving off me and laying on the carpeting, her pussy aimed toward me with her legs splayed wide. "Been a long time since anyone did that to me," she panted as my cum leaked from her pussy.
"Told you he was talented," Kaley said as she lay down next to her mother, pushing her mom's knees apart to see her pussy. She leaned over and collected the cum leaking from her mother's pussy and rubbed it into her own, giving me an incredible view of both their pussies at the same time.
"I think I should get dressed and go home. Your father is going to wonder what became of me," Darlene said after laying naked for several minutes.
"You could stay longer. I'm sure we can find a way to get him hard again."
"I don't think that's a good idea. It might start something I don't want to finish alone," she said as she stood up. I watched her dress, taking her time, seeming to letting me enjoy the view I had of her body. "You're not going to try and do this with your father, are you?" She finally asked her daughter.
"Oh god no. He's having a hard enough time with me walking around naked."
"That he is," she agreed with her daughter. "David, it's been really nice to see you again. I hope your foot gets better soon."
"It's been really nice to see you too," I answered, trying to adjust to her sudden change in tone.
"Maybe some time I can do a little dance for you," she said as she waited for her daughter to zip her dress. "This outfit isn't quite fit for that though."
"Well, I can tell you that I'd like that."
"Maybe a lap dance too?"
"If you let me take my pants off first," I said with a wink.
"You naughty man," she said before turning to head toward the front door. "But I'll think about it," she said before disappearing out the front door.
"I better clean you up. You smell like pussy," Kaley said with a grin. She helped me up and to hobble on my crutches to the bathroom again. Sitting on the stool, she washed and dried me, before helping me back to the sofa, still naked.
"You are going to let me get dressed before they come home, aren't you?" I asked as she pressed her bare body against mine again.
She gave me a naughty grin. "Maybe," she answered. "We still have tomorrow too."
"Oh lord." I groaned inwardly to myself.
-- the end... for today --
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The quarantine sucks! Personal distancing, essential businesses only, damn near everything closed, including my university campus. We all got sent home. Except in my case I couldn't go home. My grandparents had been traveling and were now home, with my parents, in quarantine, which means I can't go home and I can't stay on campus!
Fortunately for me, Mrs. Johnson, one of my parent's friends who lives just down the street, has an extra room which she offered up to a poor college freshman who has no place else to go.
Mrs. Johnson is almost the same age as my parents. I think she's something like forty-five or so, tall, slender with the exception of her chest, blonde and athletic looking. She's actually pretty attractive for someone twice my age. I've known her for years and one of my favorite attributes of hers, besides her bubbly personality, is her fairly big set of tits, but then for a twenty year old almost every set of tits is big. Her husband is unfortunately stuck overseas because of the same quarantine issues that had me home from school.
I was glad she took me in. I'm not quite sure where I'd have gone if she didn't. She and I settled into a routine after a few days. Much of the day was spent with her sitting in her basement office, telecommuting from home to do her work, while I sat on the little sofa in the guest room I was using, doing my school work. When she took breaks she always came to check on me, bring me a snack or make lunch. When we were both done, she made dinner which we shared sitting across from each other at the little breakfast counter. After dinner we spent time in the downstairs den, watching TV. Around nineish she'd change and go to the basement workout room, after which she'd head off to her bedroom to shower and go to bed. Overall it wasn't a bad way to spend the quarantine. It could certainly be worse.
The first few evenings I was still sitting in front of the TV when she retired to the bedroom. Tonight I could still hear her pounding away on the treadmill when I called it a night, having had a pretty tough day studying for a thermodynamics exam. I headed to the bedroom, changed into my sleep shorts, tossing my dirty clothes onto the closet floor. I turned the light out and climbed into bed, my brain tired from studying.
I was still awake when she climbed the hardwood steps and walked past the guestroom door before the light of her bedroom flashed on, illuminating part of the guestroom wall. The light faded, leaving a sliver of light shining in my face, even though I was facing away from the doorway. I opened my eyes and looked around, surprised to see her bedroom door reflected in the full length mirror on the partially open guest room closet door. The sliver of light seemed to grow wider as I watched, the accidently unlatched bedroom door slowly opening on its own. As the door opened, first only an inch or two, before growing to nearly six inches, I realized that I could see into her bedroom and then, looking at the mirror on her dressing table, could see her reflection as she stood across the room near the foot of her big bed, her back to me, peeling her knee length spandex pants down. She had on a pair of tiny lacy pink panties, her butt cheeks pushing invitingly out of the tiny panties as she bent over to work the tight pants down and off her legs. One by one she lifted each foot, pulling the spandex off each foot before tossing it onto the bed. She straightened up and reached for the elastic band around her body that was the bottom of a dark gray sports bra. She pulled the elastic up, turning her body slightly as she did, leaving her standing so I could see her in profile as her breasts, significantly larger than I'd expected, slipped from the confining bra.
I stared at her tits as she pulled the sports bra up over her head and up her now extended arms. Each breast looked incredibly soft, each orb hanging down somewhat on her chest like huge drops of water. I could see her hard nipples poking out from each breast, pointed ever so slightly upward. She tossed the bra onto the bed and then reached with both hands for her huge soft tits, lifting and cupping them for several seconds, while she rubbed and massaged them. Her large tits overflowed her hands as she lifted each soft mountain of sexy flesh. She let her breasts again fall to her chest before reaching down with both hands and hooked her fingers into the tiny elastic band of her panties. She pushed the pink lace panties down, her big tits hanging down and swinging sexily as she pushed the panties farther down her legs. She lifted her left foot to pull it out of the panties and then, standing on her left foot, lifted her right. As she did so I caught a brief glimpse of a matt of blonde curls on her mound and her pussy lips.
"Holy shit!" I whispered to myself as she turned all the way around, giving me the briefest glimpse of her completely nude body before she picked up her sweaty clothes from the bed and disappeared from view.
I'd seen my share of naked girls. Well, half a dozen or so anyway. But this was different. I was quite sure she had no idea that I'd seen her undress.
I waited, watching and hoping that she would return naked. She did return, what felt like an hour later, but was really probably only ten minutes or so, her body wrapped in large pink towels. She stood, rubbing her long blonde hair with a second pink towel, before bending over and wrapping her hair with it. She looked up and seemed to notice the door was ajar and walked to it. In the reflection of the mirror I could see her pull the door open slightly farther, look out into the hallway with a frown, and then push the door closed.
I lay awake in the silent house for a long time, the light under her door still on. I could swear I heard a soft vibrating noise and an occasional cry coming from her room. At first I wasn't sure if it was my youthful imagination or real sounds, but my mind had no trouble filling in a picture of her laying on her bed playing with a vibrator. I finally pushed my sleep shorts down my legs, freeing my hard-on, and lay on the bed listening to her soft moans and occasional gasps. I stroked my hard dick with one hand, letting my palm roll over my engorged head, drawing the precum down my shaft to lubricate me. My hand slid up and down along my shaft as my brain pictured her sitting astride me, her nude form lifting and dropping on my lap, her big soft tits bouncing and swaying with each stroke down on me. I tried to muffle my own groan of pleasure as my body reached its limit and jerked hard, spouting a gush of cum into the air. My cum landed on my hand and stomach as it came back down, splattering on me moments before the second gush of cum lanced into the air. Time and again my body jerked and spasmed, imagining it was pumping my cum up into her pussy.
I lay for long seconds, panting and listening to what was clearly her own climax, squeaky gasps of pleasure escaping her room as I lay in the after glow of my own orgasm. I held my slowly shrinking dick, my cum drying on my stomach, hand and dick, listening to her gasping and trying to muffle her cries of pleasure as she climaxed. My mind painted an image of her laying on her bed, her body twitching and jerking as she came, a vision I suddenly wanted to see very much. A long time later the light finally went off and I was able to close my eyes and go to sleep.
The next morning was as completely normal as any other day, except of course I had a hard time not staring at her. She wore a cream colored blouse that was opaque on the front, but the back and sleeves were semitranslucent, allowing me to see that she wore a feminine and lacy bra under the blouse. One thing about working from home, the only part of her that the computer camera saw was from her chest up, so while she wore a business appropriate top, she had on a much more comfortable pair of sweatpants below. It was an unusual looking combination, but I wasn't complaining. Beneath the hem of the untucked blouse, I could see that her sweatpants were snug enough to show off her clearly firm butt and was snugly drawn against her crotch, drawing the center seam slightly between her pussy lips. It was no wonder that I had a raging hard-on by the time I got done watching her moving around the kitchen making breakfast.
It was almost a relief when she headed off to her basement office, leaving me to head to my bedroom to log on and get some school work done. Time slipped away quickly as I worked and it was soon lunch time. She called up the stairs to let me know and I headed downstairs to the kitchen. I stood next to the counter and stared at Mrs. Johnson's nearly naked back.
She stood at the counter, her back bare except for the thin white elastic strap cutting across the middle of her back and two small white straps looping up over her shoulders. Her blouse hung over the back of one of the stools on the other side of the breakfast counter. She looked over her shoulder at me without turning and then looked back at what she was doing in front of her. "I hope you don't mind. I took my blouse off so I wouldn't spill chili juice on it," she said as she turned to face me, a plate in each hand. Her tits were pressed together and upward by a very tiny lace bra, the top edge of which angled down across her breast so steeply that it barely covered her nipple, leaving almost half of her areola exposed. With each step she took toward the breakfast counter her breasts wiggled slightly, almost as if they were trying to bounce up and out of the snug fitting restraint. As she drew closer, I could clearly see the outline of her dark pink areola peeking through the gaps in the white lace. She leaned toward me, setting one of the plates on the counter in front of me, her right breast suddenly slipping out of the bra into full view. "Oops!" she said, blushing brightly as she tucked her breast back into the top, though not before I was able to get a nice look at her clearly rock hard nipple and engorged areola. "Sorry about that."
"Uh. No problem," I stammered awkwardly, as I continued to stare at her tits as she worked to tuck it fully back into her bra.
"I'm afraid this one is a little too small. I haven't worn it in some time," she said bashfully as she pulled and tugged the too small lace cup over her breast. "All my other ones are in the wash."
"I don't mind. I mean, it's fine with me," I said as I sat down with her, her breasts finally tucked back into the bra.
"I didn't mean for that to happen. I mean. I wouldn't..."
"It's fine. Really."
"I'd hate for your mother to find out I just flashed her son."
"Oh. Don't worry. I wouldn't say anything. Besides, it was an accident, right?"
"Right. Just an accident," she said, still blushing as she looked down at her plate. "You know. I haven't had a Coney dog in years. I'm glad you suggested it."
"Yeah. I love 'em," I answered, looking down for the first time to see what was on the plate. We sat across from each other eating, while I spent as much time as possible looking at the sexy cleavage in front of me. I was disappointed when she stood up, signaling that she had to go back to work as she pulled the blouse back on, covering her wonderful breasts. I headed back upstairs and made a beeline to the bathroom to quickly jerk off my incredibly rock hard dick. Only then did I feel that I was in any condition to take the exam I'd spent the previous day studying for.
I heard her walk past my room a few hours later, heading to her own bedroom. From my perch on the sofa I could see through the partly open bedroom door and watch her take her blouse off again, this time followed by her tiny white bra. Once the restraining device was off, she lifted and rubbed her breasts, almost as if she were glad to have them out of the tiny bra. I watched them wiggle and sway as she bent to open a drawer and pullout a t-shirt, pulling it over her head and arms before tugging the soft looking green material down over her breasts.
"Dinner will be ready in about half an hour," she said, pausing at my door while I looked down at my computer, pretending not to have seen what I saw.
"Oh. Great. Thanks!" I said before she pulled her head back out into the hallway and headed down the stairs. I could feel the obvious bulge in my jeans and wondered if she'd noticed. I waited almost half an hour before I headed down for dinner. I wasn't sure what we were going to have, but Mrs. Johnson had been making food that she thought a college student would like. Truth be told, I'd eat about anything I didn't have to cook myself. I sat down at the counter to watch her bustling around the kitchen finishing whatever it was she was cooking. I couldn't NOT notice the two significant bumps in the front of her shirt, one displaying each nipple prominently. I also couldn't help but notice that as she moved her breasts bounced and swayed, dragging those two bumps around the front of her shirt. As we made small talk, I wondered if the motion of her nipples rubbing on her shirt was stimulating her. I know damn well it was stimulating me!
Mrs. Johnson walked back and forth between the kitchen counter and the breakfast bar, setting it with plates and finally setting dishes of food on the table.
"Wow. This looks fantastic Mrs. Johnson!" I said enthusiastically as she set a platter of sliced roast beef on the counter.
"Are you ever going to start calling me Eva?" she said with a bit of a frown. "Mrs. Johnson sounds way too formal."
"Sorry Mrs. Johnson... Eva," I answered a little awkwardly.
"That's better!" she said, smiling again as she sat down across from me, her nipples clearly pushing out toward me and coaxing my gaze back down from her face to her chest. She lifted a fork of food toward her mouth, still grinning. I did my best to make small talk with her. She seemed interested in my studies and how things were going for my classes. We chatted while we ate the delicious pot roast. "You know. With my husband stuck overseas, I haven't been able to do my weight bench routine in almost a month. I wonder if you'd be willing to do me a favor?" she asked as we finished dinner.
"Uh. Sure," I answered with a small shrug, wondering what kind of favor she needed.
"After I clean up the dishes and such, would you be willing to spot me on the weight bench? I'd really appreciate it."
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I agreed quickly.
"Good! You know, if you wanted to, you could come work out with me. It's really pretty boring working out alone."
"You don't normally work out alone?" I asked curiously.
"Well. No actually. Denise, a friend of mine down the street usually works out with me. We kind of keep each other on track. But she didn't feel like she could with you here and all the social distancing stuff going on."
"Oh. Sorry. I didn't mean to disrupt your routine," I apologized honestly.
"Oh. That's quite alright. It's just the way it is. Not that I wouldn't mind having her come over now and then to help keep me on track. But as long as you're willing to spot me, I'm sure we can manage."
"Sure. I'd be happy to."
"Good. I'll let you know when I'm ready to start working out and maybe you can join me. It'll be fun having a workout partner again," she said with a grin as she stood up and started clearing the dishes and food off the table. I retired to the den downstairs to watch TV. I couldn't help but think that Eva had more on her mind than working out. But then I'm only twenty years old. My mind thought EVERY woman or girl had more on their mind than they probably really do. Though that idea was reinforced in spades when she walked in almost half an hour later and stood by the sofa. She had on a pair of very light weight white nylon workout shorts that were damn near see-through. See-through enough that I could see the definite lack of any underwear showing through. That could only mean that the somewhat darker coloring around her crotch was her, not some dark colored underwear. I looked up her body and nearly dropped my jaw. She wore a bright red t-shirt that had been cut off just below her breasts. From my position below her I could look right up under the shirt and see the whole bottom side of both breasts, each one hanging free and in plain view to me.
"So I'm going to go do my stretches and then run on the treadmill. If you wanna change and come join me, feel free whenever. Otherwise, I'll call you when I'm ready to move to the weight bench," she said sweetly as she looked down at me, clearly ignoring my slack jawed staring.
"Yeah. Sure," I answered her after a few seconds.
"Don't wear too much. It gets pretty warm in the workout room!" she said over her shoulder as she turned and walked out of the den.
I stared after her for several seconds before practically running toward the basement stairs. I bounced up the stairs two or three at a time, turning on the main floor to head up the upstairs staircase as well. I couldn't believe it. She essentially just suggested that I... What? What did she suggest? She clearly wasn't wearing any underwear. I mean none at all. Was she suggesting I do the same thing? Hell, she had to want to have sex with me, right? Or maybe something else. "Slow your roll mister!" I said to myself, trying to still my already pounding heart. All she really did was to suggest that maybe I not wear as much as I might. She had to know that I saw she wasn't wearing underwear or a bra, so maybe she wants me to do the same?
I stripped down to nothing but my socks, my already rock hard dick swinging side to side as I stepped to the dresser to dig for a pair of shorts. I pulled out one of the few pairs I had, a nice light weight pair of Under Armor shorts. I stepped into the dark blue shorts and pulled them up, my cock pushing the front out lewdly. "IF she wants to see, might as well let her," I said under my breath as I sat down to pull my running shoes on. I headed down the stairs again, suddenly becoming a little nervous. What if she didn't mean what I think she meant? What if she told my mom that I was... Well, what was I doing? Working out. Yeah. That's all I'm doing. Working out with her.
I walked past the den and down the little hallway that led to the laundry room and workout room. I turned into the open doorway of the workout room and froze in my tracks.
She stood, her butt facing me, bent over so that her hands were flat on the floor, as were her feet. The side wall of the rubber floored room was mirrored, allowing me to see her, not only from behind, but also somewhat from the side. The small red shirt had fallen up, or down, depending on how you look at it, until it was bunched around her upper chest, kept from falling down her arms only by the neck hole. Her big tits were hanging down and swaying side to side as she slowly worked her feet father apart, step by step. As her legs spread apart I could see her tits from between her legs, her nipples rock hard as they poked toward the floor. My already hard cock seemed to grow even harder as I watched her work her legs farther apart. Her shorts pulled against her pussy, the semi sheer material allowing the darkness of her pussy to show through.
She continued to work her legs apart until she was sitting on the floor in a splits, her bare chest laying pressed to the floor. She slowly pushed her chest up, reaching up and pulling the shirt down over her tits as if nothing at all had happened, not even bothering to look to acknowledge my presence as she sat on the floor with one leg going opposite the other.
"I could never do that," I said quietly as I stood in the doorway.
"Well. You don't get here overnight," she said, twisting herself on the floor, bringing both feet to face me. "Come on. Sit!" she said, patting the floor in front of her as she pushed her feet apart until her legs were angled out significantly. I shrugged and stepped over, sitting down in front of her cross-legged, trying to hide my sudden embarrassment as my dick poked my shorts out. As much as I had convinced myself that she wanted me to show off, I was now equally embarrassed at how much my hard dick was pushing my shorts. "Not that way silly. Legs apart. Put your feet on mine."



"Uh. Sure," I mumbled as I moved my legs to spread my legs wide. I had to scoot myself closer to her to make my feet touch hers. "Like this?"
"Perfect!" she cooed, holding both hands out. "Now take my hands. That's right. Now. When I lean back, you lean toward me and vise-versa," she said, taking my hands in hers. She leaned back, pulling me toward her, my chest dipping toward the floor and my face toward her crotch. She pulled until it was obvious that I wasn't going any further, and then let me pull her back up. I leaned back, pulling her toward me, her chest leaning toward the floor and her face toward my crotch. There was absolutely no way that she could miss the huge bulge of my cock sticking almost straight up inside my shorts. If she saw, she didn't let on, but there was no way she couldn't see.
She again pulled me toward her, pulling me downward as I leaned forward. I looked at her and then down at her crotch, suddenly realizing that I could look right up the leg of her shorts to her completely bare pussy. I could see her full round outer lips, covered in soft looking blonde curls, with darker inner lips protruding into the curls. Her lips looked wet and incredibly inviting, refreshing the hard-on that had started to soften slightly from my embarrassment. "There you go," she said with a smile as I pulled her back up and toward me. "A few more before we do weights."
"Do you and your friend do this?" I asked.
"Denise? Oh yeah, but we've done it enough we're more flexible. We end up almost laying on each other." She laughed.
"Oh," I answered.
"I saw that look. Typical guy."
"What?" I asked as she pulled me down toward her again, and another long look up her shorts.
"Mind straight in the gutter. Thinking about her laying on me."
"I didn't!" I answered as I pulled her back up, leaving the tantalizing view behind.
"Oh no? Then what's this for?" she asked, as her face moved down toward my crotch again. "You gonna tell me that hard-on is for us working out?"
"What hard-on?" I lied as I leaned down again, feeling my dick pressed against the floor as I looked up the leg of her shorts again.
"The one making your shorts poke out," she said as she let go of my hands as she reached upright again. "You can't tell me that looking at an old woman in workout clothes did that."
I blushed, thinking that was exactly what did that.
"Come on. Let's do some weights," she said as she pushed herself up. Standing over me she reached down to help me up. I could easily look up her shirt as she leaned toward me, the whole of the bottom of each creamy orb completely visible, as well as her hard erect nipples. I reached for her outstretched hand and let her pull me up, her eyes watching my tenting shorts more than anything else. "So. Let me set my weights and you can spot me for some bench presses, okay?"
"Yeah. Sure," I agreed as she turned to lead me the few steps to the weight bench, never letting go of my hand completely.
She did let go when she reached the rack of weights. "I think one twenty for today. Don't want to overdo since it's been a few weeks."
"Sure," I said with a shrug as I stepped to the other end of the weight bar and watched which weights she was selecting. I matched her set, slipping each weight on and then putting the clip on to keep them from sliding off. She grinned at me and stepped around to the bench and lay down on her back. It took her a few wiggles to get adjusted under the bar, in the process her red cut off t-shirt worked up her back, pulling the front high enough to completely expose both her large round breasts. Her nipples poked up at me invitingly as she reached for the bar.
"Okay big guy. But I think you need to get a little closer," she said with a smile, looking up at me.
"Uh. Oh sure," I mumbled, tearing my eyes from her bare tits. I shuffled my feet a few more feet toward the head of the bench so I was standing closer to the bar rack, her head now practically between my legs.
"Okay. Here goes!" she said, lifting the bar off the rack and holding it at arm's length. I looked down and could barely see her face past my tented shorts before returning my stare to her bare tits. She lowered the bar to her chest, bringing my hands down with hers, lowering the bar until my fingers touched the bare skin of her breasts. She lifted the bar back up, extending her arms until they were straight and then started down for another repetition. Up and down she lifted, each time allowing my fingers to press against her breasts, and rock hard nipples. After nearly a dozen lifts she settled the bar back into the rack over her head. "That was good. You wanna do a few?"
"Oh. I don't need to."
"Oh come on. I don't mind. How much?" she asked as she slid out from under the bar, her motion pulling her shirt all the way to her neck so her body was damn near completely bare except for her shorts.
"How much what?" I asked, staring at her as she got up, her shirt clinging to the top of her tits so that her nipples and areola stuck out at me.
"How much weight?"
"Oh. Two twenty or so I guess."
"Two twenty. Strong!" she said as she moved to one side of the bar, not bothering to fix her top. Each time she moved her tits wiggled and swayed, making me want to step over and just rip the shirt completely off of her. Clearly she wasn't worried about me seeing her mostly naked. I mean there was no way she couldn't know she was showing me her tits. We stacked more weights onto the bar and then she stepped back to let me lay on the bench. "You know, with this much weight, I'm not sure I can spot you leaning over the rack. You don't mind if I straddle you, do you?"
"Straddle me?" I asked as she stepped next to the bench and then swung one leg over me. She stood across my chest with her legs spread apart, the legs of her shorts pulling out so that I could see up the inside of both legs all the way to her bare crotch. I lay under her, my hands on the weight bar, staring up at her pussy for long seconds before she made a noise to pull my attention back up toward her face. Even then, I couldn't help but stare at her still exposed tits as I looked up toward her face.
"Ready?"
"Uh. Yeah," I grunted, pushing the bar up off the rack. I let the bar down to my chest, her hands following on the bar, her tits hanging down toward me as she bent. I pushed the bar up again, and she straightened up to follow it. Up and down I went, almost a dozen times before I set the bar back onto the rack.
"Wow. Nice work," she said as she started to shuffle her feet back down the length of the weight bench. As she moved down, I could feel my erect cock still poking the material of my shorts out, sticking straight up, rub against her crotch as she moved toward my legs. "Oops. Sorry about that," she said as her crotch pulled my cock down toward my feet, partly pulling my shorts down. My cock sprang back as she moved farther down, a lustful look etched on her face as she looked down at me.
Somehow I got up from the weight bench and managed to not just reach out and grab her half naked body as I stood only two feet from her. We stood, staring at each other for long seconds before she backed away a couple steps. "You know. I don't really feel like doing any more weights. I think maybe just a little time in the sauna," she said as she turned and walked toward a small wooden cubicle in the corner of the room. She stopped in front of the glass door, and turned to face me. She pulled the short red t-shirt up over her head and dropped it on the floor. "So. You going to join me?"
"In the sauna?"
"If you want. You don't have to, if you don't want to," she said as she bent over and untied her shoes, her tits swaying as she worked. She lifted each foot and pulled off her shoe and sock before setting her now bare foot on the floor. Wearing nothing but the white shorts she straightened and looked over at me. "No?"
"Uh. Sure," I finally managed to croak out. I squatted down and pulled off my shoes and socks while she watched me, standing back up in nothing but my shorts. I stood for a moment and then stepped over toward her, stopping only a couple feet from her.
She reached her hands to her hips and pushed the white shorts down, letting them slide down her legs. She stepped out of them and stood completely naked before me. Her mound was covered with a matt of soft looking blonde curls that trailed down between her legs. Through the light colored ringlets of hair I could see her full round lips and her protruding inner lips sticking down into the gap between her thighs. She stood staring at me expectantly. "Shorts?" she asked quietly. "Usually people don't wear clothes in saunas."
"Uh. Yeah. Right," I said nervously. I took a deep breath, wondering where that bravery went that I had in my room when I was changing. I reached for the waistband of my shorts and pushed them down, my cock bending down toward the floor as the elastic waistband pushed it down as I forced my shorts down. Finally my cock freed from the shorts and sprung back up, nearly slapping my stomach before bouncing back down to end up pointing straight out at her.
"If you're uncomfortable, we can cover up with towels," she said softly reaching for two large white fluffy looking towels from a rack next to the door. She pulled the two towels off the rack and held them, looking at me almost hopefully.
"Uh. No. I don't think I need to," I stammered.
She smiled slightly and opened the door setting one towel on the wooden bench seat on one side of the small cubicle as she stepped in. She opened the other towel part way, setting it on the bench across from the first, sitting on the towel and looking back out the door toward me. "Come on. Don't let all the heat out."
"Uh. Sure," I answered, walking to the doorway. I stepped inside the small cedar wood cubicle and sat down across from her on the towel she'd set on the bench, closing the narrow glass door as I did. I moved my hands as I sat down, trying to cover my hard dick, blushing as she looked at my erection.
She lifted her feet and set them on the edge of the bench on either side of me, her legs splayed apart slightly, once again exposing her pussy. "It's been an awfully long time since I've had anyone look at me as lustfully as you have the last two days. It does an old woman good to feel desirable. Maybe this isn't exactly right and proper, but I don't think either of us will mind being naked with each other for a little while, will we?"
"I don't think so," I answered, staring at the little beads of perspiration that were starting to form on her chest and run down between her big soft breasts.
"You have a very nice looking cock," she whispered, leaning toward me. She gently grasped my wrists and moved my hands away from my lap, allowing my boner to be completely exposed. "Very nice indeed." She didn't let go of my hands, but instead gently drew them up toward her chest. She pressed my hands against her soft tits, her hard nipples pressing into my palms. She placed her hands over mine and gently coaxed my fingers to massage each soft mound. "Mmmmmmm. I love having my tits played with," she cooed softly, before releasing my hands. "Do you like my breasts?"
"Uh huh," I answered a bit dumbly as I continued to massage each large mound the way she had started me.
She reached for my lap and wrapped both hands around my dick, her hands actually feeling cool in the heat of the sauna. "Your cock is so big and hard. I bet the girls at school really enjoyed this, didn't they?"
"One or two," I croaked awkwardly as her hands slowly stroked up and down my shaft, one hand sliding over my engorged mushroom head with each stroke.
"Too bad I'm a married woman. Right now I have a VERY powerful desire to just let you push this wonderful cock into my pussy. Feel it slide deep into me. Feel how big and hard it is inside my so very wet pussy," she whispered, staring at my cock as she slowly stroked me. "Unfortunately, I don't think we should let things go anywhere near that far," she said a little huskily.
My face must have betrayed my attempt to look all grown up and not like a disappointed little kid being told that the candy on the table wasn't for me. "I suppose we shouldn't," I finally managed to choke out.
"My breasts are very sensitive. Sometimes when I'm really turned on, I can climax from just playing with my nipples," she whispered as she continued to stroke my cock. She moved her feet off the bench and then stood up between the two benches, her hands still wrapped around my shaft. One knee at a time she crawled onto the bench, one knee on either side of me. She sat down on my legs, her pussy now only inches from my hard cock. She slowly leaned her chest toward my face. "I love having my nipples licked and sucked on," she coaxed, arching her back and pushing her tits farther toward me.
I moved my hands to wrap around her breasts as much as I could, squeezing them both into cones as I leaned my face toward her right breast. I closed my lips around her rigid nipple, opening my mouth far enough to close all the way around her puckered areola. I sucked the front of her breast into my mouth and used my tongue to flick and swirl around her hard nipple, drawing a long low moan of pleasure from her lips. "Ohhhh yeeeeesssssss."
Her hands continued to slide up and down my shaft, drawing the copious amount of precum leaking from the tip of my mushroom head, down over it and my shaft, mixing with our perspiration to lubricate my cock. "I know you'd like to slide just a little more toward me and push this deep into me. I'd like that too, more than you might know. I bet right now your imagining how it would feel to slide slowly into me, stretching my vagina as you press deep into me. Mmmmmmmmm. That would feel so nice, wouldn't it? Sliding in and out of me? I can feel my pussy leaking like a faucet, practically begging to be filled with this big hard shaft," she whispered huskily. "Keep sucking my nipple like that and you'll have me coming like crazy."
I grinned to myself as I switched to her other breast, sucking that one into my mouth as well. I gently closed my teeth on her nipple and pulled my face back, stretching her puckered areola as I let her nipple slide between my teeth before snapping back in place. "Ohhhhh fuck!" she moaned loudly, her hands suddenly less coordinated as she started to stroke my cock more quickly. I felt her legs shudder as she arched her back to push her tits harder toward me. I closed my lips around her nipple again and gently nibbled her nipple. "Ohhhhh fuck yes!" she cried loudly in the small cubicle. "I'm coming! Oh god I'm coooooominnnnnnnng!"
Her hand squeezed and jerked on my shaft, both hands nearly sliding up and off my shaft as she frantically stroked me.
"Shit," I groaned, letting go of her nipple as my body jerked, and spasmed, a sudden gush of my cum squirting up from my cock to splatter on her stomach and the bottom side of her tits. Over and over my body jerked, pumping squirt after squirt on us as she sat on my lap, holding, but no longer stroking my hard-on.
"Mmmmmmmm that was nice," she cooed softly as my dick started to soften in her hands. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I answered breathlessly, my heart still pounding loudly in my chest.
She let go of my cock and slowly pushed herself off my lap, sliding herself back to sit on the bench across from me again. She lifted her feet and set them on the edge of my bench again, this time spread much wider, spreading her pussy apart at the same time. She reached between her legs and lowered both hands to her pussy. With the fingers of her right hand she spread her pussy lips wide, showing me her light pink depths. With the other she dipped a finger deep into herself, drawing it back out and holding it up to show me how wet it was. I sat and watched her, her pink vaginal tunnel still occasionally squeezing on itself. After sitting for several minutes she stood up between us, leaned down and used her still pussy smelling finger to tilt my head up. She leaned her face down to mine and kissed me softly, her tongue teasing my lips briefly before she lifted her face from mine.
"I think I need a shower," she whispered before she straightened and turned to leave. She stepped out of the cubicle and walked away, leaving the glass door standing open. I watched her disappear from the workout room, still completely naked.
"Damn," I said to myself quietly. I wondered briefly if she intended me to follow her, not completely sure if I was supposed to. I got up and padded across the workout room as naked as she had been, making my way up the two flights of stairs. I stood outside her wide open bedroom door, listening to the shower running. I stuck my head into her room and looked toward the open bathroom door. Tentatively I walked into her room, looking around at the bed, dresser, open walk-in closet full of dresses, and laying on the bed a sheer nightgown that would surely show everything if she wore it. I stared at it a few moments, thinking about how she might look, laying on the bed in the sheer powder blue nightgown, before realizing that I was maybe wasting time. I took a breath to calm my jangling nerves and stepped toward the bathroom.
"I was wondering if I'd been too subtle," she said from the glass enclosure of the shower as I stuck my head into the bathroom. "Come on. Don't be shy now," she coaxed, stepping into the open section of the glass wall, white soap bubbles running down and dripping from her body. She held a hand out, which I took as I walked tentatively into the shower. "There. That isn't so bad, is it?" she asked as she pressed her wet tits against my chest and wrapped her arms around me. She turned me under the water and then stepped away enough to use the soapy sponge she had in her hand on my body, rubbing my chest with it. In moments I was as soapy as she was, and with a giggle, she pressed herself against me, wiggling her chest playfully so that her slick tits slid back and forth across my chest. "Oh oh. What's that?" she asked with a giggle, reaching down and grabbing my quickly hardening cock. "You're not trying to sneak that into me, are you?"
"I. Um... Oh shit... No. I mean... Shit."
She giggled again and pushed my dick down, stepping toward me so that my soap slickened shaft slipped between her legs. "It's alright sweetie. I think we can play a little. As long as things don't get too out of hand. I believe they call it thigh fucking, or something like that."
"Something like that," I groaned quietly as she started to push her hips toward and pull away from me, sliding my slick cock between her thighs, her pussy rubbing along the top of my shaft.
"Ohhhh fuck that feels good," she moaned, holding onto my shoulders while she fucked herself along my shaft. Her whole body moved with her hip's motion, grinding her rock hard nipples into my chest. I let my hands slide from her hips around to her butt cheeks, squeezing them each time she slid toward me. "That's it sweetie. Fuck me," she moaned as we stood, driving our thighs together until our thighs slapped wetly. Back and forth we rocked, my dick sliding between her lips in the sexy little cave she had created for me. It wasn't long before the shower had washed away the soap, but her pussy seemed to be making more than enough lubrication for both of us. "Oh sweetie. Come for me. Come for mama. I'm so fucking close!" she moaned loudly.
"Oh god. Almost," I grunted, feeling the tingle racing through my body as it worked quickly toward my inevitable release. She held my arms and pumped her hips toward me, slapping our thighs together as my cock plunged in and out of the slick confines her thighs created. I could feel her legs start to shake and her breathing become ragged as her own orgasm started to overwhelm her. "Fuuuuuck," I breathed as my body jerked hard, jamming my cock between her legs until my head nearly poked out beyond her ass. I felt a huge gush of cum lance out of my engorged cock, shooting past her until it splattered on the glass wall behind her.



We held each other, our bodies pressed tightly together as she shuddered and my body jerked and spasmed. I could feel her rock hard nipples grind into my chest as the two of us stood, our chest's heaving as we worked to catch our breaths. Long minutes passed as we stood there, the water slowly growing cold.
"I think we're done," she whispered, letting go of me and stepping back, my softened cock dripping our combined cum. She turned me around and pressed her body against my back as she reached around me and gently washed my cock and balls. She reached for the water and turned it off. She turned me and pulled me out of the shower, walking backwards, holding both my hands. She stopped and dropped my hands, reaching for a huge pink towel. Smiling at me, she gently dried me with the towel, taking special care to dry my softened dick gently. Once I was dry she took my hand and led me out of the bathroom and across the bedroom. "I'd invite you to sleep with me, but if I did, I don't think we'd make it through the night without... well you know. And we've really gone much too far already," she said as she gently coaxed me out the bedroom door. "Eddie...Thank you!" she whispered as she slowly closed the door.
I stood outside the door for long seconds before turning and heading toward the guest room. I lay on the bed naked, my mind full of visions of her sexy body. It was a long time before I was asleep.
I woke in the morning, the night having been filled with youthful fantasies of fucking Mrs. Johnson in all kinds of positions in the workout room. With the daylight though, I woke and accepted the fact that her final words were more the reality. She'd wanted me but clearly was regretting going as far as she had. I got up and noticed her bedroom door standing wide open and the light on. I padded, still naked, across the hall and quietly into the room, hoping to catch her still naked. The room was empty though. I was about to leave when I noticed a large artificial dick laying on the nightstand by her bed. I walked over and looked at it and then down into the partly open drawer of the nightstand. I eased the drawer open and found quite a number of dildos and vibrators in the drawer, including one unusual one, about an inch and a half in diameter, it's nearly two foot long length bent around to fit inside the drawer. Each end of the soft purple toy had a large mushroom shaped head. I stared at it, realizing that something like that could only have two uses, both involving filling two holes at once.
I put the toys back as close to the way they had been and then walked to my room, grabbing a pair of shorts and stepping into them. I headed downstairs, smelling breakfast cooking in the kitchen. I briefly wondered what, if anything she was wearing. I felt almost disappointed to see her unloading the dishwasher in a thigh length dress. She straightened, put a hand full of plates in the cabinet and then turned to smile and greet me. "Morning sleepy head. I see you finally crawled out of bed."
"Yeah. I guess," I agreed, looking up to see it was nearly eight already.
She closed the dishwasher and wiped her hands on a towel before hanging it on the handle of the stove. "Well. I need to go log in and start work. I left some breakfast on the stove for you," she said sweetly before walking out of the room, leaving me alone. I watched her back disappear down the hallway toward the stairs and then she was out of sight.
I frowned at my own disappointment. I wanted to see her naked, and more, but her demeanor and attire made it quite clear that we weren't going to be having a redo of last night any time soon, if ever. I sighed and served myself the food that had been left for me.
We had sandwiches for lunch and she returned to her office, and I to my room upstairs, still wearing nothing but my shorts. It was almost four and I decided I'd had enough studying. I put on some shoes and headed down to the workout room. Maybe I could work off some of my desire on the treadmill.
Working off my level of desire didn't seem to be working. In fact, if anything I was getting hornier. All I could seem to do is think about her laying on the weight bench naked, with me straddling the bench plunging my cock in and out of her. I looked at my watch and realized that it was after four and that she'd be done working by now. Since she hadn't come in, I guessed she was upstairs changing before coming to work out with me. If I wanted things to happen I was going to have to be bold. I climbed off the treadmill and stripped off my shorts so all I had on was my shoes and socks. I got back on the treadmill, my seeming continuously rigid shaft wagging side to side with each step. Yeah, no way she could ignore this when she comes in!
"Well! Hello!" I heard a female voice say from the doorway. A female voice that was NOT Mrs. Johnson!
"Oh shit!" I squeaked, trying not to fall on my face as I practically jumped off the treadmill, trying to cover my hard-on at the same time. "I wasn't expecting...I mean, I was just...I... Oh shit," I said, scowling at my own stupidity.
"Clearly you were expecting someone else? Eva maybe?" the woman said as she walked into the workout room, moving closer to the treadmill and me. She stepped to the treadmill and leaned on it, clearly looking down toward my partly covered dick. "She's upstairs changing by the way. Now I see why she hasn't been too lonely working out without me," she said with a grin. "I almost feel overdressed," she said, finally making me look her quickly up and down. She was younger than Mrs. Johnson by several years. Maybe ten or so. She was slightly shorter and rounder than Mrs. Johnson, but not unattractive. She clearly had a good sized chest held in check by the industrial strength sports bra, and from what I could see, a fairly nice shaped butt in the multicolored spandex knee length pants. "I'm Denise Edwards, by the way. Eva's regular workout partner."
"Uh. Hi," I mumbled, making no move to take the hand she was offering, lest I have to uncover more of my dick. "Could I have my shorts? Over there?" I asked, nodding toward my shorts laying on the floor behind her.
"Oh those?" she asked sweetly, turning to look and see my shorts on the floor before turning back. "Honestly, I kind of like it like this."
I scowled at her and quickly walked around the end of the treadmill, still covering my dick, and stopping only to pick up my shorts, darted out of the workout room and up the stairs.
"Eddie?" Mrs. Johnson asked as I practically ran up the stair past her, disappearing into my room, almost slamming the door behind myself.
Embarrassed? Ohhhhh not at all! I mean what's there to be embarrassed about? I was just completely naked in front of a strange woman. How was I supposed to know that we weren't alone in the house, I asked myself as I sat on the edge of the bed. The gentle rap on the door broke my thoughts and startled me back to reality.
"Eddie? You okay?" I heard Mrs. Johnson ask softly through the door.
"Uh. Yeah," I answered, scowling again at myself.
She slowly pushed the door open as I sat on the edge of the bed, my shorts playing on my lap over my softened dick. "Can I come in?"
"Uh. Yeah. I guess," I mumbled.
"Is everything alright?"
"You mean other than me making a complete ass of myself? Yeah sure."
"It can't be as bad as all that. Can it?"
"Actually it can. And right now your friend is probably having the laugh of her life at the stupid naked guy she walked in on."
"Naked?"
"Yeah," I answered in a whisper. "I was working out, thinking about you. About what we did. You know. I wanted to make sure you got the message loud and clear that I was definitely ready for more. So I was working out naked, hoping you'd come in and see me and...well..."
"Uh huh. Only it wasn't me that walked in."
"Right," I muttered.
"Trust me. She's not laughing at you. It's sweet that you did that. I mean, I'm flattered that you want to do more of what we did last night. I know I enjoyed it every bit as much as you seem to have. But like I said last night, I'm a married woman and I'm not sure that we should be doing what we did. You're a wonderful sweet young man. Last thing I want to do is to hurt you or lead you on. I'm sorry that I didn't let you know she was coming. She only let me know a little while ago. She brought us some dinner and thought we could work out a little before we ate. So I'm going to go down and work out with her. If you still want to come down, by all means, please... do," she said before getting up from the edge of the bed. She looked back at me as she walked out the door, leaving it ajar as an invitation.
"Stupid. Stupid, stupid, stupid," I grumbled at myself. "I should have listened last night. Maybe then I wouldn't have embarrassed myself," I said as I stood up and pulled my shorts back on before sitting back down on the bed.
"Knock knock," a soft female voice said from the doorway as the door pushed slowly open. I recognized the voice as Mrs. Johnson's friend, and immediately started to feel embarrassed again. "Can I come in?"
"Yeah. Sure. I've got pants on again."
"Eva said you were pretty embarrassed. I guess I didn't help all that much either. I just wasn't expecting to see a good looking young man strutting his stuff. Not that I was complaining. I was enjoying every bit of it. But I could see how you could have been embarrassed. She said you were good looking. I just didn't realize how good looking."
"She told you about me?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh."
"Probably told you what a jerk I was too."
"On the contrary, she said you were a very sweet and caring boy. She likes you a lot."
"Yeah. Well."
"Well. I don't want you to feel awkward," she said with a little cock of her head. "So..." she said, reaching for the bottom of her sports bra. In moments she had pulled the bra up and over her head, standing with the bra in one hand, her tits completely exposed. They were easily a C cup or bigger, each creamy orb looking like it would fill both of my hands if I tried to cover it. Her areola were easily half the front of each boob, with a rock hard nipple jutting out at me from the center of each one. She tossed the bra into my lap and then turned to walk back toward the bedroom door. "You can bring that back down with you," she said as she paused at the door. "Or you can leave it here if you'd rather watch me workout without it," she said with a smile. "Never tried working out naked. Might have to try it, if I was enticed somehow," she added before disappearing out the door. I heard her feet going down the stairs and looked down at my lap and the bra laying there.
So I was either stupid or just plain slow. If that wasn't an invitation, I don't know what was. I tossed the bra aside and pulled my shorts back off and stripped off my shoes and socks so I was completely naked. I took a deep breath, knowing that I was going to be walking into the room with Mrs. Johnson as well. I headed down the stairs after her. By the time I got to the workout room Mrs. Edwards was already inside, stepping onto the elliptical, Mrs. Johnson already running on the treadmill.
"Denise! Really!" she asked her friend, almost tripping as she ran on the belt.
"Uh huh," she answered Mrs. Johnson. "Figured it was fair," she said with a grin, nodding toward where I now standing in the doorway."
Mrs. Johnson shook her head before seeing me in the mirrored wall. "Eddie!" she said, surprised to see me standing there as naked as I was earlier.
I tried not to look at Mrs. Johnson and looked over at her friend instead. "Hi. Thought I might use the sauna," I said a bit lamely.
"I see. Um. Sure. Go ahead," she answered me awkwardly, before looking over at Mrs. Edwards.
I headed to the sauna cubicle and opened the door. It was not cold, but certainly not hot either. I looked around for a switch or control to turn it on. "Here," Mrs. Edwards said, stepping next to me and turning a control just inside the cubicle. "It'll take a few minutes to warm up," she said quietly. "Maybe you can help me stretch while you're waiting?"
She took my hand and pulled me out to the middle of the room and turned to face away from me, still holding my hands. She guided my hands to her hips and pressed my thumbs into the waistband of her spandex pants and then slowly bent over, pushing her butt out at me as she bent, using my hands to push her pants down over her butt at the same time. Slowly she coaxed me to push her pants down farther, her bare ass and pussy coming into view. As she used my hands to push her pants lower on her legs, she drew our bodies together, my rock hard dick pressing against her now bare, exposed pussy. She held herself bent over, wigging her butt slowly side to side, my cock pressed against her exposed inner lips. "Ohhhhh. Something feels awfully hard," she cooed, bending slightly farther, moving her feet as far apart as her pants would allow.
I could feel my head pressing against her lips, her slowly wiggling butt working me into her slightly. Back and forth her ass moved, slowly working my engorged head deeper until I could feel my head press into her.
"Ohhhh yeah," she moaned, my dick only an inch or two into her. She pushed her pants down farther, no longer trying to get my hands to do it. In moments she was pulling her pants off one leg, setting her foot back down, only farther apart this time. She pressed back against me and forced me deeper into her as she continued to wiggle her ass slightly. I reached for her hips and began to push and pull my cock in and out of her, my dick slipping farther into her as each stroke lubricated more of my length. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as my body finally bumped against her bare ass, my head smashing into her cervix.
She straightened part way up and pulled my hands from her hips and drew them up to her tits, cupping each soft mound and rock hard nipple with one of my hands.
I was practically beyond caring who was watching as I started to stroke more boldly into her, my hands holding her jiggling tits. In and out I stroked, pulling my engorged shaft nearly from her before sliding it quickly into her again. I could feel her tits bounce in my hand as my hips hit her bare ass with each stroke. In and out I plunged, my pent up sexual desire for Mrs. Johnson coming out into Mrs. Edwards.
Her moans and cries of pleasure filled the room, Mrs. Johnson staring openmouthed as she watched the two of us rutting in the middle of the room. "FUCK! I'M COMING!" she screamed as her whole body started to tremble and shudder. I could feel her pussy clamping around me, trying to hold my fat shaft inside her as she climaxed, the sensations changing things just enough to send me over the top.
"Ahhhhhh Fuck!" I grunted as my body suddenly spasmed, jamming my cock into her. I felt a huge gush of cum pump down my shaft and deep into Mrs. Edward's pussy. I stood gasping and periodically jerking as my body emptied shot after shot of cum into her. Slowly my body started to settle back to normal, allowing me to actually pay attention to what was around us. Mrs. Johnson was sitting on the end of the treadmill, her pants pulled down past her pushed apart knees, her fingers driving frantically into her pussy. Each thrust of her two fingers into herself sent a soft squish sound across the room, attesting to how wet she was. Mrs. Edwards pulled off my cock and dropped to her knees. I stood and stared in shock as she crawled over to Mrs. Johnson, pulling her hand from her pussy and replacing her fingers with her own. She lowered her head between Mrs. Johnson's thighs.
Mrs. Johnson leaned back, holding the handrails of the treadmill and lifting her butt off the belt to push her pussy toward Mrs. Edward's face. "OHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed as her friend attacked her pussy with both her tongue and her fingers. I walked over slowly, intensely drawn to the scene in front of me. Mrs. Edwards must have felt or sensed me next to her and pulled her face from between Mrs. Johnson's legs.
"Here. Come," she said to me, reaching up to grasp my arm and pull me down toward her. Once on my knees, she made room between Mrs. Johnson's legs for me and gently pressed the back of my neck to coax my head down toward the pussy splayed in front of me. I tentatively reached out and licked up her wet slit, Mrs. Edwards moving her hand to mine to push it toward Mrs. Johnson's pussy. I felt her wetness with my fingers and then gently pressed two fingers into her. I couldn't see her face, but I could feel the hesitation in her stiff body. As I started sliding my fingers into her, I could feel her body relax, her hips starting to rock in time with my strokes, pushing herself on my fingers and her clit toward my face.
"SHIT!" Mrs. Johnson cried suddenly, her pussy pumping a surprising amount of her juices out at me, almost like she was peeing on me. Her body tensed three times, each time showering me with her juices before she slumped back down onto the treadmill, laying on the black belt, panting. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and knelt there, looking at her pussy, wishing I still had a hard dick to stick into it. "Ohmygod," she whispered breathlessly. "I don't believe I just did that."
"Oh sweetie. You most certainly did!" Mrs. Edwards said softly as she moved toward Mrs. Johnson. She reached for her top and pulled it off, tossing it aside before sliding her hands down her body, pausing at her chest to gently squeeze each creamy orb and flick her rock hard nipples. She continued stroking down her body until she reached her pants, still around her calves. She pulled the spandex pants and her panties down, pulling off her shoes before slipping the material off each leg, leaving her as naked as I was.
Mrs. Edwards looked at me and grinned before lowering her face to my lap, opening her mouth to engulf my soft cock.
"Oh damn," I whispered as she began to suck and lick me, sending tingles racing through my body. She teased and sucked my cock, quickly coaxing it to start to harden again. Of course, it didn't hurt having Mrs. Johnson laying on the treadmill, her legs still spread wide and her fingers gently teasing her own breasts and nipples. It didn't take long before her face was pumping up and down my hardening shaft. Almost abruptly she pulled her face off my cock and sat back.
"Now. Why don't you put that where it can do some good?" she said with a grin.
"Huh?" I asked a little stupidly.
She rolled her eyes in apparent irritation and shook her head. "Where have you been wanting to put it?" she asked, holding her hand out toward Mrs. Johnson's prone nude form.
"Denise! NO!" Mrs. Johnson said, quickly sitting up and pulling her legs together.
"Eva? What the hell are you thinking? You're NOT going to let him? After everything you've told me?"
"Denise! I'm married! How can I?"
"The same way we always do it! What George doesn't know won't hurt him, and you sure as hell wanna feel this one!"
"But Denise!"
"No more butts! Lay back and take it like a woman!" she said, leaning over to Mrs. Johnson and pushing her shoulder backwards. Eva lay back on the treadmill and Denise pushed her knees apart. "Well?" she asked, looking at me.
"Uh. Yeah! Sure!" I answered eagerly, rolling onto my hands and knees. I crawled over Mrs. Johnson's body and up the treadmill until I was holding myself over her. I felt a hand around my dick and let it guide me down until my mushroom head touched the wet softness of a pussy. I looked into Mrs. Johnson's eyes. She wasn't scared, but clearly wanted what was to come. She reached her hands to my hips and gently pulled me down toward her, my cock slipping easily into her already wet pussy.



"Oh my god yes," she moaned as my dick slid deeper into her. "Fuck me Eddie! Please fuck me!"
I started to lift and raise my hips, pumping my cock in and out of her, pulling back until I was nearly falling out of her pussy before thrusting quickly back into her. I could feel my head smash against her cervix with each thrust, her whole body moving as mine pushed against hers. Her tits rolled wildly on her chest as my strokes quickened, jamming my cock deep into her with increasing speed. I felt her legs move, feeling her lift and spread them wider. She hooked her heels on the handrails of the treadmill, allowing her to pull her knees farther back toward her chest, giving me even more access to pound into her. Her cries of "Oh fuck yes!" and "Fuck me Eddie! Fuck my hot little cunt!" mixed with the squish of her juices each time I plunged into her. "OH FUCK YES! GOD DAMN I'M COMING!" she screamed as her body started to shudder and tremble. I continued to plunge into her as her body shook, her gasps and cries filling the room. "Oh fuck. Enough," she finally gasped, pushing my hips to gently but firmly push me away and my cock from her pussy. "I can't take any more right now."
"Okay," I panted, a little disappointed as I pulled back from her and sat down on the rubberized floor.
She sat up on the treadmill and then pushed off of it toward me, pushing me backwards until I was laying on my back, her body hovering over mine and her sopping wet pussy trapping my cock between us. "Don't worry sweetie. You're gonna get the chance to come as many times as you want in as many places as you want. I just need to let my little honey hole take a short break before you pump it full of cum."
"You know what I think?" Mrs. Edwards said from where she sat watching us. "I think that we're gonna have one hell of a time for the next couple weeks."
"Yeah. If we're lucky the governor will extend the stay at home order too!" Mrs. Johnson said with a grin. "Now. How about some dinner? Diane brought us a nice platter of lasagna. And after dinner... Well we'll do dishes and you can play with anything you like. Sound good?"
"Sounds like fun to me."
"But don't forget," Mrs. Edwards said quietly. "There's two of us. Think you can keep up?"
"I can sure try," I answered with a grin.
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It was almost Memorial Day and I was looking forward to a long weekend with the family at the lake. I had the camper out and loaded and was sitting in the boat working on fishing lines. It had been a typically stressful day in the home office, everything from work at home was harder than if I had access to all my resources at work. Thankfully, it was a pleasantly cool evening as I sat in my pontoon boat in the super huge carport I had to build to keep it out of the rain. With no breeze in the carport to keep me cool, I sat in front of a box fan as I sat and replaced fishing line on a reel. From my perch, I could see the road in front of our house, my attention drawn to one of the neighbor's cars heading out down the gravel road. I doubted that Vasile even noticed me, tucked back in the long narrow shed, as he took off down the road.
I looked back down at my work, thinking about the upcoming weekend in only two short days. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Vanessa, Vasile's wife, walking along the gravel road. There aren't a lot of neighbors on our dead-end road, in fact, there are only half a dozen total for the whole quarter mile long road. Vasile and Vanessa lived on the very end, their drive only about a hundred yards from ours. They seemed like a nice couple, recently coming over from Romania. Vasile was a hard worker, doing construction for some company and side jobs in the evenings. Vanessa didn't work and took frequent walks along the road, always stopping to talk with me when I was out in the front yard. They were quite a bit younger than my wife and I, Vanessa easily young enough to be my daughter. That didn't stop her from being extremely friendly and kind.
Vanessa must have seen me sitting in the boat and turned to walk down the driveway towards me. She had on her typical warm weather attire, a bare midriff tank top and micro shorts. She was a slender, petite young woman, weighing maybe a hundred pounds soaking wet. She was nice looking, though I wouldn't label her as Playboy quality. She walked into the boat shed, climbed the front ladder on the pontoon boat trailer and stepped into the boat to greet me.
"Hi Scott! How are you doing tonight?" she asked in her heavily accented English.
"Hi Vanessa. Just trying to get everything ready for this weekend."
"I saw you got your camper out of storage."
"Yeah. Gonna have the whole family together at the lake," I answered.
"Sounds like fun. I haven't been to a lake in a long time."
"Maybe some time you and Vasile could come along."
"I'd probably have to get a new swimsuit," she said as she stood a few feet away from me on the wide deck of the boat. She paused for long seconds, almost as if she were going to say more, drawing my attention from my fishing reel up to her. Without another word, she reached up to the bottom edge of the very short tank top she wore and pulled it up and over her head. She tossed the tank top on the bench seat she was standing next to and then reached behind her back, unsnapping the tiny lace bra she had on under it.
"Holy shit. Vanessa!" I said in surprise as she let her hands fall to her waist, giving me an unobstructed view of her now bare chest. Her tits weren't big, maybe a small B cup, with round puffy areola about the size of half a dollar. Centered in each pink puffed out circle was a small rock hard nipple. I didn't have an over abundance of time to enjoy the view before she bent over, pushing her tiny shorts down and working them over the canvas shoes she wore. I stared in shock as she straightened up, tossing her shorts onto the pile of clothing she no longer was wearing. She stood in front of me, looking nervous in nothing but her little canvas sneakers and a tiny white lace panty. Her nervousness turned to a crooked grin as she pushed the panty down, bending over to pull each of her feet out of it before adding it to the pile of clothes sitting on the seat. She stood, completely nude except for her shoes, grinning up at me.
I stared at her, bare body, her nipples invitingly hard and her completely shaved pussy and mound looking like that of a teenager. Her lips were full and round, slightly darker than the rest of her creamy white skin, with a hint of inner labia protruding slightly. She looked... well... incredibly sexy as she stood there. Only after long seconds of staring at her body did it really sink in that she was standing naked in front of me in full view of anyone going down the road. "Holy shit. Vanessa!" I hissed when I could talk again, looking past her to see if anyone was actually on the road.
She just stood there, letting me look at her for long seconds before she reached a hand out toward me and flexed her fingers in the international sign for "get your ass over here".
"What?" I asked as she stood, looking expectantly at me.
She rolled her eyes and then reached for the rod on my lap. She moved the rod aside and then sat down on the bench seat next to me, laying herself back and swinging one leg up and over my head to rest on the seat back. With her laying on the bench, one foot on the seat behind me and the other on the floor, her spread legs pulled her pussy apart slightly, allowing a glimpse of her pink inner depths.
"Damn Vanessa!" I said as I stared down at her, getting nothing but a grin in return. She reached between her legs and gently stroked her fingers along her pussy, letting her middle finger slip between her lips. Her finger glistened with her own juices as she used both hands to pull her pussy lips apart even more, to show me the entrance to her sweet looking vagina, almost as if it were an open invitation. She lay there for several long seconds before she decided I wasn't going to move and lifted her leg up and over me once again. She stood up from the bench and then knelt on the bench next to me, reaching for the buckle on the belt of my shorts. I grabbed at her hands to stop her from unbuckling it.
"Ohhhhhhh? I just want to look!" she cooed softly before giving me an exaggerated pout. She waited, pushing her chest up toward me, her tits inches from my face. She held my buckle until my hands relaxed the slightest bit and then grinned and started to pull it apart again. She quickly had my buckle and button of the waistband undone. Her fingers were pulling my zipper down as she slipped off the bench seat to stand in front of me. With my zipper down, she reached for the sides of my shorts and pushed the waistband down. She couldn't get my shorts down too far with me sitting on them.
As she stood in front of me, bent over, her tits pushing toward my face I made the decision to let her push my pants down. I mean, what could it hurt to just let her look? I lifted my butt off the seat and she quickly slid both my shorts and my briefs down my legs, leaving my rock hard dick sticking straight up at her.
She licked her lips, her eyes like saucers as she stared at my long fat shaft. "Damn!" she finally whispered.
At sixty I'm not quite as large as I used to be. In high school I was always teased in the showers for the size of my boner, which seemed to ALWAYS be hard after a coed session of gym. Later in high school and college I learned that those proportions were more of an attractant than a liability, and more than one girl "helped" me learn just exactly how to use it to my full advantage. After I met my wife, I pretty much kept it for her use, though there were times when I was briefly tempted for one reason or another to let someone "try me for size". One woman wanted to measure me, "just for fun" and after measuring my eight and a half inch length and nearly five inch girth, she just had to see if it would fit. I've shrunk in length a bit, now only a little more than seven inches, but my girth hasn't appreciably changed, especially when I'm really turned on, which at that moment I was.
"Damn," she whispered again, reaching out with both hands. She wrapped her petite fingers around my shaft, her fingertips not able to reach her palms, my engorged mushroom head sticking out at her face from her encircling hands. I sat there, staring at her nude body as she slowly stroked her hands up and down my shaft, her wide eyes watching my head appear and disappear from her sliding hands. She lowered herself to her knees as she stroked me and leaned her face towards me, slowly engulfing my mushroom head with her hot mouth.
After several minutes of her stroking and sucking me, she let go of my cock and stood up. With a grin, she moved to sit down on the bench next to me. She once again lifted her leg up and swung it over my head, resting her foot behind my back. I looked at her laying there, completely naked, wanting to roll over and stuff my dick deep into her, but I wasn't sure that was a very good idea. She let her hands roam around her body for several long seconds before reaching for one of my hands and pulling it to her. She guided my hand to one of her firm little breasts, pressing it to her so her rock hard nipple pressed into my palm. I twisted my body around to lean over her, leaning my head down towards her chest. I closed my lips around her left nipple, gently swirling my tongue around it as I sucked it gently into my mouth.
She moaned in appreciation as I teased her nipple and then released it. I had to twist a bit more to reach her right nipple, and could feel my bare cock pressing against her wet pussy lips as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. She too felt my hard dick press against her lips, and her hips started to rock gently, only a little at first, sliding her lips along my rock hard shaft. I could feel her arch her back and grind her clit into my shaft as her rocking became more vigorous. "Oh fuck," she moaned loudly as she grabbed at my bare ass to pull me tighter to her. I rolled farther and managed to get my knees up on the long bench so I was laying essentially on top of her, letting her nipple go from my mouth and sliding further up her body. "Oh god yes," she moaned as I settled my body between her legs more comfortably, her pussy now stroking nearly the full length of my cock.
Each stroke took my engorged head between her lips, the sensitive spot under my head bouncing over her clit each time. I knew that I couldn't hold back much longer, but based on how her body was moving, I doubted that she was going to last much longer either.
"Ohhhh fuck," I grunted as the tingling warmth and urgency made me start to hump my hips in time with hers. The two of us were grinding our bodies together almost frantically when her body started to tremble. Her legs wrapped around me and her heels dug into my ass as she tilted her pelvis even more, clearly trying to get as much of her pussy in contact with my shaft as she could. I continued to try and stroke myself along her pussy, grinding my cock into her pussy as my own orgasm approached. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuck," I groaned as my body went rigid for a moment, a gush of cum lancing out between us. My body bucked half a dozen times, pumping what felt like a gallon of cum out between us, the hot sticky liquid smeared around on our stomachs. I held myself on top of her for long seconds and then slowly pushed myself up off of her, kneeling on the bench, still between her legs, looking down at her nude form.
"God that felt good," she finally said, looking up at me. "I always suspected you had a big dick, but I had no idea how big."
"It's not all that big," I answered, blushing a little.
"The hell it isn't," she said with a laugh as she pushed herself up on her elbows. "Maybe next time I'll have to see if I can fit it inside." She pushed herself back away from me. She stood up and looked down at the pile of clothes she had been laying on. She picked up the pair of panties and used them to wipe my cum off her stomach and then sat down in front of where I was still kneeling. She lifted my t-shirt up and used the panties to wipe the cum off my stomach before working down to my dick.
"Maybe next time you'll have more time to play with my body. I like your touch," she said with a smile a she gently caressed my cock, wiping the last of the cum off it with the panties.
"Can I ask why?"
"Why what?" she asked as she tossed the panties aside.
"Why this? Why the sudden...well...sex."
She grinned, reaching for her shorts. She slipped each leg into them and pulled them up and snapped and zipped them before answering. "Internet challenge," she answered as she reached for her shirt. "Find a friend or family member you wanna see naked. Get naked in front of them and get them to take off their clothes too," she said before pulling her little shirt on over her head. "I've wondered what you'd look like naked for a long time. Now I know," she said with a giggle as she picked up her bra.
I opened my mouth and closed it without saying anything as she turned and walked to the bow of the boat and the ladder. She turned to face me and grinned. "You can keep the panties," she said as she stepped backwards down the ladder. In moments I could see her walking quickly away from the boat towards her house. About half way to the end of the driveway, she turned around, looked around to see who could see and quickly flashed me her tits again before turning and almost running the rest of the way towards her house.
I sat down hard in the seat she had vacated and wondered what the hell had just happened, and what I was going to do about it. First thing was to pull my pants back up, I decided, standing up and pulling my shorts and briefs up.
** ** ** **
Three days later it was camping time. The whole family gathered along with most of our extended family. When we were raising our kids, we had an open door policy for our kid's friends. As a result, several of them regarded us almost as second parents, and enjoyed the opportunity to spend some time with us at the lake. We ended up taking three camp sites filled with two big trailers and several tents. It was late Saturday morning, breakfast was done and all I had left to do was finish cleaning the dishes. We all took turns cooking and cleaning up after, and this morning was my turn. Everyone else was down the hill at the water's edge, except for my daughter-in-law, Stacy, who was inside the trailer nursing her four month old son. It was going to be a hot day and I was already sweating as I cleaned the last of the pans from cooking breakfast. I put the last pan on the table to dry and dumped the dish water.
I stepped into the trailer and looked over at Stacy, laying on the small sofa, her son curled up and holding her exposed breast, clearly almost asleep. Hell, she was practically naked, wearing that tiny red, white and blue striped string bikini. Even more so with the neck portion of the top untied to let her son get to her right breast. The red, white and blue material was laying across her left breast, only partially covering the large sexy mound. She used to be quite a bit smaller upstairs than she is now. Amazing how much a little breastfeeding could change things. I couldn't help but notice how good she looked, considering she'd given birth only four months before. I don't make it a habit of staring at the girls when they are breastfeeding, though I very much would like to. Today was no exception. I averted my eyes reasonably quickly, trying to make it look like I hadn't been being a letch and staring at her mostly naked body.
I stepped into the master bedroom of the trailer, such as it was, and pushed the sliding door closed behind me, separating the small foot and a half by five foot space beside the queen sized mattress from the main room. I was hot and ready to get wet. I dug in the little closet for my swimsuit and tugged it out, tossing it onto the bed. I heard Stacy getting up off the sofa and briefly thought about pushing the other sliding door closed, the one that closed off the space on the other side of the queen sized mattress from the main room. With both doors pushed closed the master was one of the few places that was private, besides the bathroom of course. I shrugged and decided that she couldn't see me where I was anyway and pulled off my shirt and tossed it aside. My shorts went next, working them off over my sandals. I was just pushing my briefs down, standing with one leg in and the other out as I tried to get my sandals through the leg holes, when Stacy stepped into the space on the other side of the bed. She stood looking at me, essentially naked, except for her bikini bottoms, her string bikini top held in her hand. Her tits were not quite as large as my wife's, but they were still quite large, looking like two huge drops of water on her chest. Her areola and nipples were light brown and I could still see little drips of milk clinging to both hard nipples.
"Stacy! Um. I don't think..." I started to protest, trying to cover my half hard dick with my briefs still around one leg.
"Oh. It's okay," she said quickly, crawling onto the bed toward me. "I was just wondering if you could help me tie my top," she added as she turned herself around on the bed to face away from me. She slowly backed herself toward me, her big tits hanging down and swinging side to side under her chest as she backed her bikini covered ass and pussy toward me. She backed toward me until she could let her legs down into the narrow space I was standing in, one on each side of me. As she pushed herself to a standing position in front of me, her ass pressed against my growing hardon, trapping it between the two of us. She turned part way to hold out the top with one hand, the other lifting her long hair so that it was above her neck.
"Uh. I don't think this is a good idea," I said quietly and more than a little nervously.
"It's okay," she said again. "I mean we're family, right?"
"Uh. Yeah," I agreed, taking the top from her hand, though not at all sure that there was ANYTHING right about this. My best move seemed to be to get her top put on and this over with before someone came up from the water. I reached around her and tied the strap around her back and then reached both hands around her again to find the strings for her neck and pulled them up and tied it around the back of her neck. "There," I said, thinking I was done.
"You've never done this before, have you? Put a bikini top on someone?"
"Yeah. But it's been a few years," I admitted, feeling my heart pounding in my cock as her ass kept it pressed tightly between us.
"You have to settle them in place," she said, letting go of her hair. She reached for one of my hands and pulled it up to her chest, sliding it onto the triangle of material until my entire hand cupped her breast. She eased my hand out again, sliding it across her soft skin and her surprisingly hard nipple, letting the material cup under her soft breast. "Now you do the other one."
"Um. Uh. Sure," I answered, reaching around with both hands to slide my left hand into her right bikini cup. I lifted her breast and let it settle into the triangle of material as I pulled my hand out. "Uh. There you go."
"Thank you," she said sweetly. She wiggled her butt side to side a few times, the sensations of her bikini bottom on my bare dick changing as she did so until I realized that her bare cheeks were now rubbing against my dick. "Mmmmmm," she sighed softly before she leaned away from me. She crawled up onto the bed and crawled away from me, her bikini bottom around her thighs so that as she crawled away her ass and pussy were completely bare and exposed to me. Her full round lips surrounded a significant amount of dark protruding inner labia, her inner lips glistening with her juices as she crawled to the other side of the bed. She slipped off the bed, turning to face me as she did. I could see the small tuft of dark brown hair on her mound as she slowly pulled her bikini bottoms up, clearly giving me the opportunity to look as long as I wanted to. "Guess these slipped a little," she said with a crooked grin as she finally covered her mound and settled the red, white and blue material over her butt and between her legs. "I'll be outside. Try not to wake him," she whispered as she stepped out through the still open door. I heard the camper door open and close quietly, breaking me from my trance.



I lifted my leg and pulled my briefs the rest of the way off and then stepped into my swim trunks. I had to stand there for several minutes, letting my hardon go down before I felt comfortable walking out of the trailer and down to the water.
I stepped out and saw Stacy laying on a reclining lawn chair in the warm sun, her hat pulled low over her eyes. Her chair was facing me, and her legs were spread apart slightly, her pussy clearly peeking out around the crotch of her bikini panties. I guessed it was intentional, given the direction of her chair and all. I took a deep breath and headed down to the water where everyone else was swimming.
There were still a couple floats sitting on the shore in front of the boat, so I grabbed one that you could sit in like a chair, and waded into the water. The water was cool, but not cold by any stretch. I settled onto my float, my weight pushing it down until only my shoulders and head stuck above the water. I paddled it out to where everyone else was floating and talking.
Karen is my son's best friend Mason's wife. Mason and my son have been best of friends since they were one year old. Karen was one of their friend's little sister. When they were kids, I wouldn't have ever figured that she would end up married to Mason or really any of the small group of boys that were so tight back then. Karen had already had two kids, but still looked pretty damn trim at thirty-two. She's taken to running part marathons, and other than her substantially large chest, from breastfeeding, she didn't look like she had an ounce of fat on her. I couldn't help but notice she had on a small white bikini, only the almost too small top visible under the water surface as she floated in a float similar to mine. She wasn't getting too far out from the shore, keeping an eye on her two sons as they played in the sand and rocks along the shore. It looked like they were busy trying to net the tiny minnows that continually swam around the shallows.
Emily was Mason's sister. She was the same age as Karen and the two were good friends. Emily already had two little girls and I understand she was a couple months pregnant. Her husband wasn't on the trip, stuck trying to finish the house they were building so they could close on it in a few short weeks. Her girls, both wearing life jackets, were playing in the slightly deeper water, bouncing on some small inflatable tubes and generally having a good time. I'd known Emily her whole life and had to admit that she grew into a very good looking young woman. There were more than a few times I'd caught glimpses of her that I shouldn't have. Not that I didn't want to see her like that. In fact I did! It just wasn't appropriate. The occasional glimpse of a breast through a partly open door, her wrapped in a too small towel, darting from the bathroom to a bedroom to dress, that kind of thing. Those kinds of glimpses always got my body responding even though I knew damn well it was off limits.
Em was wearing a blue one piece suit that was opaque around her chest and her butt, but the in between portion of her stomach was some kind of knit mesh. She was laying on a float that left most of the front of her out of the water as she lay on her back on the foam pad. It was simply impossible for me to not notice how her breasts looked, poking up in the top of the suit the way the did.
Oh well. I guess my brain was still just lit up from what had happened in the trailer with my daughter-in-law.
My wife reminded me that I hadn't put any sunblock on at all and my back and shoulders hadn't seen sun yet this year. With a sigh I retreated to the pontoon boat, climbing up the ladder and walking to stand under the canopy in the shade to slather up my shoulders, neck and chest.
"I'll get that," Emily said as she stepped onto the boat, water dripping down off her body from her soaking wet swimsuit.
"Sure," I answered as I handed her the bottle of sunblock. She rubbed some around my back and when she was finished, stepped around to stand in front of me, handing the bottle back.
"Mind returning the favor?" she asked.
"Uh. Not at all," I answered as she turned to face away from me and at the same time, away from the family still in the water. I squirted some lotion onto my hand and then tentatively began rubbing it across her shoulders. In all the years that I'd known her, this was the first time I could remember ever touching her bare skin. Not that she hadn't always given me huge hugs, sometimes what some would consider inappropriate full body hugs, but clothed hugs nonetheless. I rubbed the lotion around her back, working from her shoulders down to where the suit came up her back. The top of the suit was held up by only a very small string around her neck which she reached up to untie, pulling the little string from around her neck.
"There. Now you can push it down a little," she coaxed innocently.
"Uh. Sure," I answered, letting my fingers push the elastic band of the suit down to work the lotion slightly farther down her back. She crossed one arm across her chest and used the other hand to pull the suit down almost to the round of her butt.
"Gotta get all the way down there. I get burned right through this suit if I'm not careful," she said as if she were telling me she liked to drink some particular kind of soda.
"Gotcha," I answered nervously, rubbing my hand down her back until my fingers were actually stroking across the tops of her butt cheeks. "I think that's as far as I can go."
"Thanks. You wouldn't mind doing my stomach, would you?" she asked as she stepped around me and sat down on a bench seat, the seat and side of the boat blocking most of her body from the family swimming down in the water. "It's kind of hard to do and keep from exposing myself, if you know what I mean," she said as she slouched down a little in the seat, her arms crossed across her bare tits.
"Uh. Sure."
"Well, Dave isn't here to do it, so..."
"Ah. Okay," I answered, squirting some more lotion on my hand. I started rubbing the white cream on her stomach as she arched her back slightly to push her stomach up toward me. She moved one hand off her chest, leaving more of her breast exposed, though neither nipple nor areola were visible. She pushed the front of the suit down a little farther, forcing the blue material almost down to the top of her mound.
"I won't tell if you don't," she said as she held the suit down and away from her body far enough that I could see the blonde curls on her mound.
"You want me to rub some there?"
"Well, unless you want me to flash my tits to the world," she said, rolling her eyes as if this were perfectly normal.
"Uh. Okay," I answered, rotating my hand so my fingers could slide down into the front of her suit. I let my fingers rub back and forth across her mound and then, without really thinking about it, let my fingers slide down even further, the tips rubbing across the very top of her pussy lips.
"I think that's far enough," she said, even though she made no attempt to stop me or even make me move my hand away.
"Yeah. Sure," I answered, still stroking back and forth a few moments.
"You need to get under my breasts though," she said, starting to let the material move back towards her, forcing me to pull my hand up from her pussy.
"Oh. Okay," I answered as she moved her hands back to her tits, briefly uncovering them as she cupped both breasts in her hands, just her palms covering the front of each one. She lifted them up, allowing me to spread the cream across her stomach and abdomen under her breasts, working the lotion right up to the curve of her breast.
"I think I better do this part," she said, as she moved her hands from her breasts, taking the bottle laying on the seat and squirting some lotion into her hand. She rubbed her hands together and quickly rubbed the lotion around both exposed orbs and then up her chest to her neck. She worked quickly, making no attempt to cover herself from my view, but seemingly more worried about someone else seeing. Then she quickly pulled the suit up her body and covered her breasts with the blue material. "There. Now I won't get burned," she said with a smile. "At least not up there."
"Uh no," I agreed as she squirted some more lotion into her hand and then started to spread the lotion up and down one leg, spreading her legs as she sat on the bench seat.
She worked her way up her leg until she was running her fingers under the edge of the suit bottom, pulling it away from her crotch to allow her fingers to get into the crease of her legs. She held out one hand for more cream while she held the suit crotch away from her body, her action allowing me to see her pussy lips and the protruding inner labia. I picked up the bottle and squirted some lotion into her hand. "Thank you," she said softly as she spread the lotion on her thigh, working it into her leg. She leaned back and lifted one leg in the air, letting the material of the crotch settle on her body, but pulled aside enough that her entire pussy was on display.
I couldn't help but feel my cock grow in my trunks as she rubbed the lotion into her leg. Between rubbing her mound with my hand and seeing her bare tits and now bare pussy, my cock felt like it was a telephone pole. I could see her looking at it, and I wondered what she was thinking. Before I could get too far with that thought, she put her leg down, fixed the crotch of her suit and stood up.
"Come on. Let's get back in the water," she said, walking towards the back swim ladder rather than the bow and the shore. She turned around and climbed down the ladder, floating in the water while holding onto the ladder. I was thankful that no one else in the family could see us for the few seconds we climbed down the ladder, the huge outboard between us. The reason I was thankful was that as I climbed down the ladder she reached up and let her hand slide up the leg of my swim trunks, worming into the mesh pouch, her hand grasping my hard dick. She held it only for a few seconds before she had to release it as I climbed down. She smiled at me and then without another word, swam away and around the back of the boat toward her float, being held by Karen.
I didn't know what the hell was going on, but between my daughter-in-law and now Em, I didn't know what the hell to think. I swam to shore and got my float, doing my best to hide my hardon as I got back to deep water and settled into my seat float where no one could notice it.
Midmorning the kids all decided they wanted to go tubing. We have one of those huge three person tubes that are much more stable than those little one person dudes we used to fling the kids around on. I climbed out of the water and headed up to the truck to get the tube and ropes out. My son and I inflated the tube and carried it down to the water and got everything hooked up.
In a few short minutes, all the people that wanted to tube were on the boat, including several of the small kids. My wife and I stayed to watch the kids that didn't want to go.
We pulled the tube around the lake, switching who was on it every little while. The kids were after me to go, and I finally agreed to go with Karen and Emily. They each climbed onto the tube first, leaving me the middle spot between them. I dropped down in between them as the boat dropped into gear and my son pulled the slack from the line.
"Hang on tight," Emily said as she grabbed one of the handles on the side of the tube and one between the two of us. The only handles I had available were the ones on either side of me, leaving my hands between my thighs and the girl's thighs. Almost as soon as we started to move, Karen reached her hand into my lap and tugged on the bow that held the string of my suit tight. Since I needed at least one hand to hold on I was powerless to retie it. I'm sure my son wasn't trying to toss us around too much, but the lake was busy and that meant lots of wakes to bounce over. More than once the three of us were bounced high enough that there had to be air between us and the tubes, with several times the girls coming down on my hands with their butts. One time Karen bounced almost on top of my lap as she lost hold of one of the hand grips. The whole time I was trying to keep my suit from sliding down over my butt as we bounced on the tube. It was no surprise that when my son finally slowed the boat down so we could pull in and switch riders that both Karen and I had to readjust our swimsuits. Hers was showing a significant amount of her completely shaved pussy and mine was worked down far enough for my engorged mushroom head to be poking out of the waistband.
They pulled us in while we did our quick adjustments, pulling the tube to the side of the boat. The girls climbed out first, scrambling up onto the deck while my son held the rope to pull the tube against the side of the boat. I climbed out, not having been able to tie the string of my suit, but at least having pulled it tight. I peeled off my neoprene life jacket, tossing it onto the bench seat for someone else to use while I stood in the back of the boat.
"Mister Scott. Can you get this? It's stuck," Karen said as she turned toward me trying to get the top buckle undone.
"Yeah. Sure," I answered as she turned toward me. I reached for the buckle and it easily unclipped, which surprised me. I pulled the top of the life jacket open and her tiny white bikini was bunched up over the top of her tits, both creamy white breasts completely exposed, as were her silver dollar sized areola and rock hard nipples.
"Oops!" she said quickly, reaching into the life jacket to pull the cups down over her tits while I held the lifejacket open. "There!" she added as she pulled the two white triangles down over her tits. I wasn't completely sure if what had happened was intentional or an accident, but I wasn't going to complain about the view, even as short as it was. I just hoped no one else saw what happened.
I took back over driving the boat, sitting down in the driver's seat before my still untied suit could slide down an embarrassing amount. My son and Mason climbed onto the tube for the next ride, leaving me with only the girls and kids on the boat. I twisted in the seat to wait for them to be ready, Emily sitting in front of me, turned backwards on the bench seat to watch the tube as my spotter. Karen sat on the side bench across from me with a tube of sunblock in her hand. I eased into the throttle to take the slack out of the rope and also give the kids that were on the boat a chance to find something to hang onto.
The boys like a rougher ride than I would prefer, so I spent a bunch of time weaving the boat back and forth, sending the tube left and right over the boat's wake. I had to watch the traffic pretty carefully. While I drove, Karen sat on the bench seat spreading more sunblock on herself.
She started on her arms and neck, working down to her chest. I had to do a double take as she lifted each cup and spread the lotion across her breasts and clearly hard nipples, taking her time and acting as if it were nothing at all that she was showing them to me. I doubted the boys could see her the way they were bouncing through the spray, but I simply didn't have time to really enjoy the view.
I looked back at the boys and started a long right turn to loop around before we got too far down the lake and then settled back to running the slalom pattern again. I looked over at Karen and about dropped my jaw. She was sitting on the seat, her bikini bottom untied so she was sitting on it, but leaving her crotch completely exposed. She lifted one leg and spread lotion on it, allowing me a long lingering look at least as much as I could and still drive the boat.
She lifted her other leg and spread the cream around on it, working from her ankle up to her thigh. The last place she did was her crotch, spreading her legs wide apart and rubbing her fingers up and down between her spread legs. For a moment, the way she was spreading her pussy lips, I thought she might stick a finger right into her pussy in front of me, but she just teased her finger tip around the outside of her entrance before sliding it up and running her cream covered finger around her clit.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I tried to watch her and drive at the same time. She leaned back and continued to tease her own clit, spreading her pussy lips with one hand and stroking her clit with the other.
"This'd be a lot more fun if I had something to look at," she said, bringing my attention from her pussy to her face.
"I don't think we'd better do that," I answered over the sound of the outboard.
"No?" she asked with a pout. "Seemed to me that on the tube your suit was doing its best to give me a look."
I twisted around to check on the boys. They seemed to be still having fun so I quickly reached into my lap, pulled the waistband loose. With one hand I pulled the suit front down far enough to expose at least part of my raging hardon for her.
"Much better," she said with a smile, looking at my cock as she went back to teasing her own clit. Round and around her finger went, her legs soon trembling slightly. She leaned her head back and I saw her pussy squirt a little stream of liquid out as her legs trembled and her body jerked. She lay back that way for long seconds before she sat back upright and pulled her suit back into place. "Definitely better," she said with a grin. "We probably ought to bring the boys back in."
"Yeah," I agreed, throttling the boat back and dropping it into neutral while Emily got up and walked to the back to pull the rope in. I quickly fixed my suit and tied it, making sure that there was no evidence of what had just happened. Hell, I wasn't even sure what had just happened had happened!"
"Damn Dad! That was awesome!" my son said as he climbed onto the boat. "My arms feel like rubber though."
"Glad you had a good time. We should probably head in for lunch."
"Yeah," he agreed, stepping to the back again to pull the tube in so we could head in. When we pulled the boat in, Stacy was in the water with her son and my wife and the other two small kids that were still chasing minnows. We tied the boat down and headed up to the camp site for lunch, my hardon having thankfully receded.
Lunch was just sandwiches and chips, so I settled into a chair in the shade while everyone else lined up to make their lunch. I wasn't in any hurry and to be honest, it gave me a chance to look at a few butts in bathing suits. After what Karen did, I had to admit I was pretty horney. I just didn't understand what the hell was going on. First it was Vanessa, now the girls. When everyone else had finished making their sandwich, I made my sandwich and settled into my chair with a fresh soda and my lunch. If I didn't know better, I'd have to say that the girls were intentionally sitting across from me, with their legs intentionally spread as far apart as they could be without attracting attention.
The afternoon was hot. I mean unseasonably hot so as a result, we spent the bulk of the afternoon in the water. On more than one occasion either Emily or Karen floated close enough to me to clandestinely slip their hand into my suit. At one point, I was floating vertically with a large noodle under my arms, talking to Karen when Emily floated up behind me and reached around my waist with one hand, quickly untying the string that held the waist of my suit tight. Moments later I could feel my suit being pushed down over my butt, my almost continually hard dick freed. To say I was nervous would be an understatement, with my wife floating only a few dozen feet away. That didn't stop Emily and Karen from taking turns playing with my dick under water. I did my best to not look like anything was out of the ordinary as they took turns slowly stroking me and playing with me under the water. I could tell that the game was to try and make me climax, and to help things along Emily pulled the top of her suit down far enough for both her nipples to be exposed as she floated in front of me, Karen slowly stroking my dick under water. Between the two they succeeded in their quest, leaving me to float with my suit around my knees as my dick slowly deflated under water.



To say I was surprised at their attentions would be more than an understatement. I simply couldn't believe they were doing what they were, and at the risk of us getting caught on top of that! I wanted to pull my suit back up but couldn't do it without being conspicuous as my wife slowly paddled her way over to where I was floating.
"Hey love. Looks like the girls are having fun teasing you about something," she said with a smile.
"Awww. Just my swimsuit," I answered.
"What's wrong with your suit?"
"When we were tubing the string came untied and it kept wanting to try and slide down."
"Oh good lord. That would be embarrassing!"
"Definitely!" I agreed. "No way I could tie it back up without letting go, and that wasn't happening!"
"Well, I can see why they'd tease you about that."
"Uh huh," I agreed, hoping she didn't look too deep into the water and see that my suit was around my knees.
"Well. I'm going to go up and start dinner. You gonna come?"
"In a few minutes. I want to check the anchors before I come up," I said as she turned and started to paddle her way towards the shore.
"Okay. See you in a few."
Thankfully the girl's activities didn't get noticed, so I started working my way around the boat to the boarding ladder. I was able to hang onto the ladder and pull my suit back up with my free hand before climbing up the ladder. Even then the water wanted to slide my suit down over my butt and I ended up almost losing it again as I stepped onto the platform.
Somehow, I managed to NOT let on to anyone what had been happening as we ate dinner as a group. After dinner we headed out for more fishing as the sun started to dip lower in the sky. We loaded about a dozen people onto the pontoon boat and headed to our favorite fishing hole. With as many people as we had that wanted to fish, I relegated myself to just running the boat and helping out when someone caught a fish. Stacy didn't fish either so she sat near me, holding her son and chatting. For some reason, the conversation turned to the 'Naked and Afraid' tv show, with her asking if I'd ever do anything like that. I honestly told her that they were too risky for me. Not the naked part, but that a lot of the contestants ended up with serious illnesses from bug bites. I also said I'd have to have shoes or at least sandals. My feet were far too tender to take it. "So if it wasn't someplace dangerous, and you could have shoes, you'd do it?" she asked. With a shrug I answered that I probably would. That seemed to end that line of conversation. As darkness settled over the lake we packed up and headed in, getting back to the campsite just as the last orange of the fading sun disappeared. Everyone unloaded, leaving me with the task of settling the boat for the night and cleaning the fish.
I got the boat anchored and tied down in case a storm blew up overnight and then went to work cleaning the fish.
"How goes?" Emily asked as she walked down to the water where I was filleting our catch on my makeshift cleaning table.
"Pretty good Em. How about you?"
"I'm doing alright. So glad to be out of the house again though."
"Yeah. Definitely."
She stood next to me, her hip almost touching mine as she watched what I was doing under the small spotlight of my headlamp. "Did you have fun this afternoon?" she whispered.
I froze mid cut for at least three full heartbeats before I continued the cut. "This afternoon?"
"Come on Mr. Scott," she whispered, using the same name she's called me since she was two. "You know what I'm talking about."
I stopped cutting and stood in the darkness, my headlamp illuminating her face. "I didn't start any of that," I whispered before turning back to my work.
"Didn't say you did. Just wondered if you were enjoying it?"
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. You know, I've thought about something for a long time."
"Yeah? Like what?"
"Feeling your cock stroking against my pussy. I used to dream up ways to try and get you naked, but never quite had the courage to actually do it."
I started working on the next fish, trying hard to not react to her statements. "I see. So today was what? A first attempt?"
"Something like that."
"Okay. Why today? With all these people around?"
"Because we dared each other too. Not get you naked, but to flash you. The dare is who goes the farthest."
"You dared each other to flash me? Why the hell would you do that? Don't you know what kind of trouble we could be in if someone found out?" I hissed, trying to keep my voice down.
"Yeah. We were talking about that new stupid internet challenge. God knows we can never tell anyone if we did it or not, but it's still a fun idea."
"Internet challenge?" I asked, thinking back to what had occurred only a few short days before.
"Uh huh. Pick a person you wanna see naked and strip in front of them and then try to get them to get naked too," she whispered.
"Yeah. Well, you three have certainly accomplished that," I answered quietly.
She stepped in front of me, across the other side of the table, standing ankle deep in the water. The only light was the sliver of the moon and the small pool of light my headlamp was creating. She had on what looked like a thigh length t-shirt. She pulled the shirt up her body until it was above her tits, leaving her naked from her chest to her ankles.
She stood in the water, teasing her tits and pussy, clearly trying to turn me on. After several minutes of her little show, she stepped around my fish table again, stepping behind me. I felt her bare tits press against my bare back as her hands slid around my waist. She found the tie for my swim trunks and pulled the string, undoing the bow. Moments later I felt my trunks sliding down my legs and her hands reaching around for my cock.
"You know what I'd like?" she whispered.
"What's that?" I asked, unable to do much with my hands covered in fish blood and slime.
"I'd like to feel your cock pressed against my pussy."
"Em. Seriously?"
"I'm not asking you to fuck me. I just want to feel you against me."
"Em," I said as I turned to face her.
"Shhhh," she whispered, pushing my cock downward. She lifted her shirt again, since it had fallen back down, exposing her pussy. She stepped toward me, sliding her pussy along my hard cock. "Mmmmmm Yesssss. That's what I want to feel," she groaned as she rocked her hips, dragging her pussy along my shaft.
"Shit. Here comes someone," I said as a flashlight started to make its way down the hill from the campsite.
She pulled off of me, squatted down to pull my suit back up and pulled the tie tight, without tying it. Then she stood by the table as innocently as she could.
After Em and my wife left, I finished cleaning the fish, packaged them up for the freezer and cleaned up my mess before finally settling down near the fire and everyone else. It was already late when I settled into my chair, so by the time I had consumed two adult beverages it was getting quite late. "I think I need to go shower and hit the sack!" I said as I pushed myself up out of my chair.
"Yeah. I'm not too far from that myself," Emily said while stretching. "If you don't mind waiting for me to get my stuff, you can walk me up to the shower house."
"Uh yeah. Sure," I answered, looking around to see who else might head that way. Looked to me like we were the only ones. Everyone else was still more interested in more adult beverages.
I headed to the trailer to get ready. The showers weren't bad, they just weren't very conducive to having a lot of stuff. There was a long slender stall, about twice the length of a bathroom stall, with a hard door on one end, not unlike that bathroom stall, and the showerhead at the other. There wasn't a curtain or anything to keep the water spray contained, so anything you set on the one small bench ended up wet. Consequently, I only took my kit bag, a towel and the pair of shorts I'd wear. I could easily slip off my shorts and hang them on the door until I was done, keeping them dry. As a result, I was ready to head to the shower wearing nothing but a pair of flip flops and a pair of athletic shorts, my towel and my kit bag in hand. I stepped out of the trailer and walked around to the road to wait for Emily.
"We're ready," Emily and Karen said as they both walked into the street next to each other from Mason's camper in the spot across the street from me. In the dark I could see that Emily had some kind of wrap around beach cover on, covering her from just above her breasts to mid thigh. Karen had on what looked like a bath towel wrapped around herself, each carrying a bag of "goodies" that probably had shampoo and such.
In some ways I was glad to see Karen, thinking it meant that Emily was more than likely going to behave herself on the way to the showers. I started walking down the paved road into the dark, only the slight sliver of moon giving us any light. Normally on a holiday weekend the whole campground would be packed, but with the COVID restrictions, only those with pre-existing reservations were allowed in, and a good portion of those seemed to have decided not to come. That meant that only half a dozen of the two dozen sites in the loop we were on were occupied, and none of the non-reservable slots in the adjacent loop were occupied. That lack of additional patronage significantly reduced the amount of light, leaving us in quiet darkness very quickly.
Emily and Karen were walking a step or so behind me as we started the walk to the shower house a bit less than half a mile away. "Scott." I heard Emily say from behind me.
"Yeah?" I asked without looking back.
"Scott!" she said again, more insistently.
"Yeah?" I asked, turning around to see what she wanted. "Oh shit," I whispered as the two were standing damn near stark naked.
"Your turn," Karen said as she stood in the middle of the road wearing nothing but her sandals.
"My turn?"
"Uh huh. To get naked," she answered.
"To get naked?" I asked as I stood frozen, looking first at Karen's naked body and then at Emily's. I'd fantasied about seeing Emily naked for years, and here she was, almost as naked as the day she was born. The moonlight provided some illumination, but not enough to see them in significant detail. What detail I could see though, was making my dick quickly grow in my shorts. Both of them had been recently or still were breastfeeding, which gave their breasts that full round look that I found so sexy, along with their obviously dark areola and nipples. Emily handed her wrap to Karen and stepped toward me, reaching out for the waistband of my shorts. She pulled the front out and down, sliding my shorts over my hard cock and then down my legs until they would slide the rest of the way themselves, leaving me naked from my ankles up.
"I dare you to go naked all the way to the shower," Em said as she stood up with my shorts in her hand.
"Really? You want me to go naked all the way there? Isn't that a bit risky?"
"We will if you do," Karen said softly.
I thought about it for a moment. The worst that could happen was I'd need to cover myself with my towel. No way I could ever get my shorts on that fast. And honestly, the thought of walking naked with these two, watching their tits bouncing with each step in the moonlight...yeah that was worth the risk...for now. "Okay. For now. Might have to change my mind when we get closer."
"Works for us," they said almost in unison.
I've camped in this park for years and I would have laid serious cash that there was no way we would get all the way to the shower house, nearly half a mile, without coming across someone else walking the road or worse, meeting a car on the road, its headlights making our nudity more than obvious. As a result, I spent most of the walk ready to quickly wrap the towel around myself instead of enjoying the nakedness of the girls on either side of me. To my complete and utter mystification, we walked all the way to the shower house without either of those happening. We walked into the pool of light created just outside the doors by the overhead light, with me moving quickly toward the men's shower room door.
I stepped into the shower room and noticed that most of the doors were open, with only a couple closed and in use. I stepped into one of the first open ones I came to and turned to close the door, only to see Emily stepping right into the shower stall with me. She put one finger to her lips to shush me while she pulled the door closed behind us with the other.
"You can't be in here," I hissed as quietly as I could, hoping that the other men in the shower room couldn't hear me.
She just silently grinned, tossed her towel over the door and set down her little bag of toiletries. She then took my towel from my hand and tossed it over the door with hers and then took my shorts from me. She turned around and hung them on the single hook on the back of the door, pulled out the small bottle of shampoo and body wash that I'd had stuffed in one pocket and then turned back to face me again. Without a word she pressed herself against me, pressing her big soft tits into my chest and her pelvis against me, trapping my still hard dick between us. She gently turned us in the long narrow cubicle, allowing her to step back from me again, now on the shower side of the space. She again turned away from me, started the water and stood waiting for the temperature to adjust as she twisted the knobs.
I stood there, staring at her bare ass and back in the bright lights of the shower house. Having her standing naked in the shower with me, especially after our last talk, had me getting hornier by the moment. I worried some about getting caught this way but was pretty sure we were safe until we left, unless of course she decided to make noise. Voices carried quite well in the all concrete and metal interior.
She turned back to face me, reaching out with both hands to capture mine. With a smile she backed into the water, pulling me along with her. Once she was under the spray, she slid her hands up my arms until she could wrap her arms around my neck. The difference in our heights made her stand on her tiptoes in her flip flops as she pulled me against her. She guided her lips to mine, kissing me softly and quite erotically. I felt her hand slide down between us and grasp my now hard dick, slowly squeezing and stroking it. She broke the long wet kiss and leaned herself to whisper in my ear.
"Play with my body. I'm sooooo fucking horny right now."
"You really wanna do this in here?" I whispered back as she released [NOTE: What did Emily release?]
"I want you to play with me," she whispered again, taking one of my hands and pulling it down between her legs. I rolled my hand flat on her mound and then started to stroke her pussy with my fingers, sliding them between her legs and between her soft wet lips. Over and over I dragged my finger across her clit, her back arching to push her pussy toward my hand as she held my cock with both of hers. My right hand moved from breast to breast, squeezing and massaging them, making sure to gently squeeze and stroke her nipples, while my fingers worked between her legs.
Without a word, she pulled one hand from my cock and pulled my hand from between her legs. She leaned back against the back wall of the stall, lifting one leg and propping it against the frame of the doorway that once was used for a shower curtain or something similar. She pulled me toward her, aiming my cock straight at her pussy.
"Come on," she whispered. "We don't have all night."
"You're serious?" I asked, in an equally quiet whisper as she guided my engorged head to her pussy lips. Feeling her rub my head between her wet lips, I bent my knees to get a bit lower and pressed my hips toward her, driving my cock easily into her sopping wet pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck!" she moaned softly as I pushed myself deep into her. She leaned back against the wall while I stood in front of her, my hands holding her big soft tits and my cock sliding slowly in and out of her. I could feel my head banging against her cervix with each stroke, making her gasp slightly each time. I squeezed her full round tits as I pushed in and out of her, her nipples sticking between my fingers. Fine streams of breast milk sprayed out at me, mixing with the shower water before hitting my chest. If anything, seeing the streams of milk turned me on even more, pushing my body to drive up into her more quickly.
In and out I pumped my dick, sliding it deep into her vagina, her soft moans telling me how good I was doing. I hoped the sound of the water drowned out her soft sounds of pleasure as she inched her way toward an orgasm. Having my legs bent the way they were wasn't the most comfortable position, but the longer I stroked into her the less I cared. I felt her body tremble and her pussy squeeze around my cock as her orgasm started to wash over her. She lifted one hand to her mouth and covered it as she panted and moaned in climax, my cock pumping rhythmically into her. She sagged a little against the wall as her orgasm started to wane.
I could feel my own orgasm pushing its way toward finality. In and out I pumped, looking at her body, a body I'd fantasized about for years, my cock sliding in and out of her.
"Oh shit," I grunted softly as my body jerked, pumping a gush of cum up into her. Time and again my body spasmed as she wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together. We stood under the water for several more minutes before she released my neck and pushed me away enough that my cock slipped from her. She put her foot down.
"Thank you," she whispered softly. "I think we better wash up though."
We quickly washed each other, trying to keep our own soaps on us so that we didn't go back to camp smelling of the wrong kind of soap. Finally, she turned off the water and we silently dried ourselves off before she helped me put my shorts back on. With my towel around my neck, I poked my head out of the stall and held the door open for her to follow. She stepped past me and nearly bumped into another man as he was coming into the shower room, clearly surprised to see a young woman in nothing but a towel coming out of the men's shower room.
If he was upset or planning on saying anything, he didn't, instead just watching her disappear out the doorway while I followed, blushing in embarrassment.
The three of us walked back to camp almost silently. The only discussion was between Karen and Emily, and that was short. All I heard was "Did you?" I knew the answer to that question already.
They headed to their trailer and I headed into mine. There were still quite a few of the kids around the fire as I stripped off my shorts and pulled on my sleep shorts. I crawled into bed and was soon sound asleep.
The sun was barely up when I woke. That isn't unusual for me though. I have to get up early for work so much of the year I'm actually beating the sun up. Today it beat me up by a little bit, its happy rays sneaking in under the blinds on the window to shine accusingly in my face. Now that I was awake, my body insisted that I get up and go pee instead of rolling over to go back to sleep. With a soft groan I pushed myself up out of bed. I pushed the sliding door open to head toward the bathroom. Even through my bleary, not quite all the way awake eyes I could see that Cody's portable crib took up most of the space between the kitchen counter and the kitchen table bed. I moved slowly so I didn't bump his crib, facing the bed and sidestepping through the gap as I looked down at my sleeping daughter-in-law. In her sleep she'd tossed off the covers and was laying in just a thin pink nightshirt and shorts with plenty of frilly lace around the edges. I paused to look down more closely when I realized that I could see the outline of her dark areola and nipples through the material.



Not that I hadn't seen her tits the day before, but somehow only partly seeing them through the thin shirt made them seem even more forbidden. I let my eyes travel across her bare stomach and down to the shorts, wondering if it was my imagination or if the dark spot above her crotch was her curly dark brown pubic hair. After way too many heartbeats, I continued my trek to the bathroom. It didn't take long for me to finish the required business. I washed my hands and flipped the light back off before quietly as I could, slipping back out to head toward the bedroom.
I took the few steps toward my bedroom turning again to slip between the crib and the bed and froze in place. Stacy was laying nearly the same way she had been, on her back, with her feet pulled part way up the bed so her knees were bent and pushed apart. Only now, unlike my trip to the bathroom, her pink top was pulled up above her breasts and the pink panties were all the way down around her ankles so that her naked body, from her tits to her ankles, was exposed for me to see.
I stopped between the crib and her bed, looking down at her, my eyes taking in how sexy she looked and how inviting her pussy looked, spread as it was. As I stood there her hand moved, finding my right hand. She gently pulled it down toward her, guiding it toward her spread legs and exposed pussy. She didn't stop pulling until she had my fingers resting on her exposed lips. I could feel the heat of her pussy soaking into my fingers as she kept them pressed to her soft, protruding, inner lips. She moved my finger around on her pussy, forcing me to stroke her before she removed her hand from mine. I continued to stroke her gently, letting my fingers trace up and down her wet lips, my middle finger finally slipping between them. As I gently played with her pussy, her hand slipped up inside the leg of my baggy sleep shorts, finding and gripping my hardening cock. I stood there, playing with her pussy while she played with my dick, forgetting for a moment where I was.
The risk of getting caught was substantial, and even as turned on as I was getting, I couldn't help my mind from starting to worry about that. I also couldn't go back to bed with my wife with a hardon poking out the way it was. I reluctantly pulled my fingers from her pussy and stepped away, pulling my cock from her grasp as well. I stepped to the outside door instead of the bedroom door, quietly opened it and stepped outside. It was cool out. Not cold, but not exactly warm either. It didn't really matter. All I was worried about was getting my hardon to subside before I went back to bed. I walked across the bamboo pad to one of the chairs that were left out the night before and settled into one.
I hadn't been sitting long before the door quietly opened again. I turned to look, expecting my wife to step out, but instead saw Stacy stepping out in a pink thigh length satiny robe.
"Morning," she whispered.
"Morning," I answered back as she walked over to me.
She reached for the back of my reclining chair and pushed it back, nearly tipping me over for a moment. She pulled the robe apart, revealing that she no longer wore the pink shorts. Leaving the robe hanging open she stepped across the chair, spreading her legs wide enough to step over the width of the chair, and lowered her now spread pussy toward my face. "You know, you can't leave something like that only half done," she whispered as she lowered her crotch even lower, bringing her wet pussy lips within an inch or so of my mouth.
It doesn't take a rocket scientist to know what she wanted. Thankfully, it was early. Even the early bird fishermen were still just getting up. Our trailer also faced the lake on a curved shoreline, so there were very few people that might be able to see. I reached my hands up her front, sliding them up under the pink shirt to cup her breasts. She lifted her shirt as she lowered herself the last inch to my lips. I gently licked up the length of her slit, teasing my tongue between her wet lips as I searched for her clit.
"Oh yes," she hissed softly as my tongue bounced over the hard little nub at the juncture of her wet pussy lips. She pressed her pussy lower, almost grinding it against my face as I flicked and swirled my tongue over and around her excited clit. She looked down at me lustfully, gasping and panting as I attacked her clit, my hands squeezing her milk filled tits. Small streams of milk sprayed from her nipples in several directions as I squeezed her sexy milk filled mammaries, my tongue continuing to tease her clit. I lost track of how long I was playing with her body, more interested in watching her approaching climax. Her legs and arms began to tremble as I licked and teased her. Her nipples fountained even more milk as her stomach began to tense and spasm. She held her breath for a few moments and then let out a long deep moan of pleasure as her climax washed over her.
She stood there, legs and arms trembling, her pussy leaking juices down my face as she climaxed for long seconds. Finally, she pulled her pussy from my face and stepped back over the chair to stand next to me. Without a word she turned and bent over, reaching for my lap. She fished my cock out one leg of my baggy bed shorts and then bent further, enveloping it with her mouth.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she began to slide her mouth up and down my shaft. Her tongue swirled around my head each time she pulled her face up, swiping her tongue across that incredibly tender spot under my head. As I lay there, watching her bounce her head up and down my shaft, I reached between her legs and played gently with her pussy, finding the entrance to her vagina and pressing first one and then a second finger into her. I started stroking in and out of her in time to her strokes of my shaft, pushing my fingers into her as deeply as I could each time she pushed down on my dick. I felt as much as heard her moan around my cock as her bouncing increased in pace, pushing my impending climax along all that much more quickly.
"I'm gonna come," I grunted quietly, wanting to give her some warning before I started spurting my cum into her mouth. She seemed to either not care or preferred to take it in her mouth, something my wife absolutely refuses to do. "Oh shit," I gasped as her hand squeezed my balls, making me arch my back just as my body bucked. I could feel a gush of hot cum race up my shaft and spurt deep into her mouth. She continued to bounce her face up and down, swallowing down my cum as she sucked and teased each squirt from me.
I lay there panting as she pulled her head from my lap and stood looking at me, my fingers still in her pussy. "You keep doing that and you're gonna have to put more than your fingers in there," she said quietly as she let me slowly stroke in and out a few more times. I finally pulled my fingers from her and she stepped to a chair a few feet away and sat down with a sigh. She closed her robe so I couldn't see any more and I fixed my cock so it was once again hidden. We sat for nearly ten minutes before the camper door opened and my wife came out to join us. I was just glad she hadn't chosen sooner to come out.
The morning went almost normally after my little interlude with Stacy. We went fishing, and caught a number of keepers. The only thing I found out of the ordinary was that both Emily and Karen came along, though neither fish, and it was pretty easy for me to tell that neither had bothered to wear a bra this morning. I wondered what that would mean for the rest of the day, but I was busy enough fishing and paying attention to driving the boat and helping get fish off the lines that I really didn't have time to worry too much about it.
It was nearly lunch time when we got back. Those that didn't go fishing, including all the kids, were swimming when we pulled in. Since it was almost lunch time, everyone went up to the campsites for lunch, except for me of course. I had to clean fish first. We only had four keepers, so it didn't take long. The campground doesn't allow fish guts in the dumpsters, so I normally just tossed them out into the lake to let the turtles and carp clean them up. Unfortunately, since we were going to be swimming, I didn't want to dump them right where we were going to be. I was just untying the boat to go farther out into the lake to dump the bucket when Karen came down the hill from the campsite with a thermal mug in her hand.
"Your wife told me to bring this down to you!" she said cheerfully as she approached me.
"Oh. Thanks!"
"Going somewhere?"
"Just out to the middle of the bay to dump the fish guts," I answered.
"Oh. Can I come?"
"Don't see why not," I answered as I got ready to push the boat away from the shore. I stood aside to make room for her to climb up through the open front gate.
"Cool," she said as she stepped past me, stepping onto the top step of the front boarding ladder. I turned to push the boat out as she lifted herself up, almost bumping my face into her shorts covered butt as she paused before stepping up into the boat. I'd have considered it an accident if she didn't wiggle her butt back and forth before making the step up. I took a deep breath and then followed her up, walking quickly to the stern to grab the anchor line that kept the boat from being pushed sideways to the shore. I pulled the line in and dropped it on the deck with the anchor before starting the big outboard.
She came and sat down right across from my seat on the same bench that she had done such a wonderful job lotioning herself the day before. Just thinking about how she looked doing that had my cock already starting to harden in my shorts. I backed the boat away from the shore, spun it around and let it idle in forward toward the far shore of the bay.
"Did you notice anything this morning?" she asked.
"Besides you not wearing a bra?"
"That isn't the only thing I'm missing," she said as she reached for the waist of her shorts. She unsnapped and unzipped the little denim shorts and wiggled them over her butt while she stayed seated. She pushed the shorts down her legs until she could step her feet out of them and then lifted her shirt up, leaving her naked from her neck down. "You like the view?" she asked as I stared at her nude body.
"Uh. Fuck," I mumbled, looking around to see who in the nearly dozen boats already floating in the cove might be able to see her.
"I'll take that as a yes."
"Don't you think you should pull those back up?" I asked. "I mean it's not nearly as private as going to the shower was."
"Nope. I think if they wanna look, let 'em," she said with a shrug and a crooked little grin. "As long as you're looking, I'm fine being this way."
"Jesus," I whispered to myself as I headed the boat toward the brushy shoreline and away from the boats anchored more in the middle of the cove. If I was careful, I could keep the closest at least a hundred yards away.
"You don't like seeing me this way?"
"I didn't say that."
"I know," she grinned. "Thinking about doing to me what you did to Emily last night?"
"What do you know about what Emily and I did?"
"She told me. She also told me how big you felt inside her. I guess it was a pretty enjoyable shower."
"You really wanna talk about that?" I asked as the boat nosed toward the bushes a few yards away, the pontoons running aground and holding the boat in place.
"Actually. I wanna get you naked and ride you like a fucking horse," she said with a grin as I got up to go dump the bucket.
I stopped mid stride and stared at her for long seconds before shaking my head in disbelief as I restarted walking towards the bow. I grabbed the bucket, dumped it over the side and then knelt down to scoop some water into it to rinse it out. I was bent way the hell over the bow to reach the water, scooping with the bucket into the lake. As I started to pull the bucket up, I felt a pair of hands around my waist, reaching for my belt buckle.
I dumped the bucket and pushed myself back up, turning on my knees to face her as she knelt in front of me, her shorts still laying on the deck. "Come on. Show me," she whispered. "Before we have to go back. Just for a second!"
"You really wanna do this. Here?"
"Uh huh. We don't have much time though. Someone might get suspicious that we're taking so long," she hissed as she worked on the front of my shorts.
"Jesus," I breathed, partly in frustration partly in...well...anticipation I guess. She quickly pulled my shorts down to free my dick and then wrapped both hands around my hardon.
"Quick. Lay down before someone sees us!" she said urgently as she let go of my cock and tried to pull me around by my upper arms to lay on the deck. Shaking my head, I swiveled around and lay back, my now exposed dick pointing in the air.
"I don't get you," I said as she swung her leg over me and quickly aimed my dick at her pussy.
"Just for a second," she hissed, rubbing my engorged head back and forth between her wet pussy lips. She wet my head with her juices and then nestled into the entrance to her soft hot depths. "Ohhhh fuck," she moaned as she let her weight push her down my shaft. I slowly disappeared up into her, her vaginal walls caressing me as I sunk slowly deeper into her. I slid my hands from where they rested on her hips, pushing up under her shirt, which had fallen down as she leaned forward, cupping both her tits and squeezing them gently. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she groaned as she lifted and dropped herself half a dozen times before abruptly pulling off of me. "Not that I want to stop, but we don't have time for what I really wanna do."
"You're gonna stop? Now?"
"You wanna get caught?" she asked as she stepped away from me and moved back to the bench seat. She slipped her feet into the shorts and pulled them back up her legs. "Well?"
"Yeah. Right," I agreed, standing up and pulling my shorts and briefs up at the same time. I settled into the driver's seat as she snapped up her own shorts and dropped the boat into reverse. It only took a few moments before we were motoring at the required idle speed back across the cove. "You know. I don't get either of you girls."
"What's not to get?"
"It's almost like you're playing a game of who can do more, or something like that. If we get caught, you know the consequences, right?"
"For all of us. You're not afraid, are you?"
"Afraid of getting caught? Fucking terrified."
"You can't say you aren't enjoying the attention though. I mean. Hell, you've fucked Emily. She'd wanted to do that to you soooo many years ago."
"Shit why now?"
She laughed. "Hell. She's pregnant. Can't get double pregnant, so it's the perfect time. Ya know?"
"I still don't believe all this," I said as we approached shore, my wife, son and Stacy all back down in the water as I approached with the boat.
"Took long enough," my wife called up to me from where she floated in the water.
"Yeah. Didn't wanna dump 'em where they might float out. I'm sure no one wants to swim with fish guts," I called back to her.
"Yeah. Okay. I can see that," she replied as I dropped the rear anchor as the boat floated the last few yards toward the shore.
I quickly tied off the boat and called back to her. "Gonna go get some lunch. I'll be back down to swim in a few."
"Okay sweetie!" she called from where she floated a few dozen yards from shore.
I saw her husband and kids coming down the hill in their swimsuits as Karen and I started to head back up. "I'm gonna go put my suit on," she said to Mason as they approached each other.
"Okay. See you back in a few minutes. The kids were busting my chops to swim."
"I'm sure," she said, looking at her two boys running ahead towards the water's edge.
I'd continued walking up the hill towards camp.
I was hungry! It didn't take me long after I got into the trailer to make myself a nice thick ham and cheese sandwich and start scarfing it down. I was nearly done with it when Karen opened the door and stepped into the trailer wearing a yellow one-piece swimsuit that seemed to have no back to it. It had basically a boy shorts type bottom and then a halter style front, held up by a single strap around her neck.
"You dressed yet?" she asked as she stepped into the trailer and pulled the door closed.
"Huh? No. Still eating," I answered honestly.
"Oh. Well. I thought maybe you'd wanna finish what you started while you get changed."
"What I started?"
"Well. Okay. What I started," she said as she reached behind her neck and untied the halter top. She walked to the bedroom and pushed the suit down, stepping out of it so she was completely naked. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs for me, planting both feet on the wall. "Well?"
I stood up, pulled my shirt off and walked to the bedroom. She moved one leg to let me step between her legs and then waited while I undid my shorts and pushed them down. Standing in nothing but my socks, I aimed my rock hard cock at her pussy. "You sure this is what you want?"
"Yeah. But we better hurry," she hissed, reaching her hands out towards me, making motions like pulling me towards her.
I leaned towards her and pressed my fat mushroom head against her wet lips and pressed easily into her. I felt my cock slide deep into her wet depths, her vagina squeezing me gently as I pressed my thighs against her bare ass. "Ohhhhh fuck yeah," she moaned as I started to stroke in and out of her, my thighs pushing and pulling my shaft into and out of her sweet soft depths. I moved one hand to her shaved mound and used my thumb to tease her clit as I pumped my hips to drive in and out of her more quickly. "Oh god yes. Do it!" she moaned. "Fuck me hard!"
I grunted and pumped my hips harder, making her whole body shake with each impact of our bodies. Her big tits rolled wildly on her chest as she panted and gasped in pleasure. I felt her pussy start to contract, her legs trembling slightly as I jammed my cock deep into her over and over.
"OH YEAH!" she cried more loudly as her whole body seemed to shudder. I could feel her pussy spasming around my fat shaft, pushing me toward the inevitable.
"Fuck yes," I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming deep into her as my cum lanced out into her depths. Time and again I felt my cock shoot another load into her. I stood there, holding my hard dick deep in her while we both started to recover from our quick rise to climax. I pulled my dick from her, which was only now starting to really soften, and made room for her to roll over and slide off the bed. She quickly stepped into her swimsuit and pulled it up to cover her body. She leaned towards me, gave me a quick kiss on the lips and turned to leave the trailer.
"See you down there!" she said as she stepped out and headed down the hill.
"Damn," I grunted to myself as I pulled my swimsuit from the closet. I stepped into it, pulled the strings tight and tied them before stepping into my water shoes. I still had several uneaten bites of sandwich to finish. I scarfed them down, got another soda from the fridge and then headed out of the trailer.
To say the afternoon went normally, that means it went on as the "new" normal. Any chance they got, the three of them would either flash me, grab me or get my hands on their body in some way. By dinner time, I'd had my hand in all three of their crotches, and my fingers deep into both Emily and Stacy. Things they could do were of course limited to what could be done without tipping anyone off, and quite honestly, a few times I thought that Emily and Karen had been pushing the limits more than I was comfortable with. At least in those cases I couldn't be held at fault. I mean, what blame could I be held with if their tops slipped and I got an eye full. It wasn't like I was pulling their suits off or anything.



Dinner was hamburgers, chips, potato salad and of course baked beans. My son was tasked to cook and his wife helped, so I had a little bit of grandfather time with my newest grandson. After dinner we of course went fishing again, and even though fishing was supposed to be horrible, we managed to catch quite a few nice fish. Of course, that once again meant that I had to stand in the dark and clean fish while everyone else was relaxing around the fire.
It took nearly an hour to clean the dozen fish we brought back. I had finished rising and bagging the fish and taking care of the remains and was getting ready to head back up the hill. I still had to take care of battening down the boat for the night. I climbed aboard and checked the rear anchor only to realize that it hadn't grabbed the rocky bottom at all. Each time I pulled it just slid over the bottom. The anchor is designed to be break away so it can't be permanently trapped by the rocks, but to do that it had a release mechanism. The only way to fix the problem was to pull the anchor up and set it again. I could do that by either backing the boat up and resetting it, or, since the water was so shallow, I could just wade out and take care of it that way.
Since I didn't have the keys down here any longer, I decided that wading would work just as well. Unfortunately, I'd changed out of my suit for dinner and was wearing shorts again. 'What the hell', I thought. It was dark, nearly ten at night, no one was on the shore or anywhere close that I could tell. I stripped off everything but my water shoes and waded into the water naked. It took several minutes, working by the slight light of the moon and my headlamp. I recovered the anchor and carried it back out as far as I could. With the water up to my chin I dropped the anchor to the bottom and then waded back in far enough to be able to pull it to ensure it grabbed the rocky bottom. I waded to the boat and snugged the line to the cleat and cinched it off, making the boat secure in the event of an overnight storm.
I waded around the stern in the chest deep water and started toward the shore up the port side as my headlight picked up a figure walking down the grassy hill toward me. There was no way I was getting out without being seen, so I chose to stay in the waist deep water until I knew who it was.
"You about done down here honey?" my wife asked. "What are you doing in the water?" she asked as she approached the gravelly shoreline, my headlight giving away my position.
"Uh. I had to reset the one anchor," I answered.
She looked around and then frowned. "Naked?"
"I didn't have my suit on and I didn't figure anyone would come down here."
"What if it'd been one of the girls that came down instead of me?" she asked as my headlight lit her face, showing me the frown on her face.
"Well. The water's nice," I said with a shrug.
I could almost hear her roll her eyes as she stood on the shore with her arms crossed. "So you going to get out or just stand there all night?"
"Actually, I was thinking about inviting you in," I said with a grin that I doubted she could see.
"I don't have my suit on."
"Neither do I."
"Seriously? Skinny dipping? At our age?"
"What's wrong with our age? Just cuz we're a little older doesn't mean we can't still act like kids once in a while, does it?"
"What if someone comes down?"
I chuckled. "Sounds like they're having plenty of fun up there. Why would they come down?" I asked as I took a few more steps towards her, reaching up to turn off my headlamp. Even in the dim light of the waning moon there was no way she could miss that my cock was sticking out rock hard already at the thought of getting her into the lake naked, something I'd secretly wished to do for quite a few years.
"But someone could see!" she hissed at me, still standing with her arms crossed.
"Who? Hell, there aren't that many people around to start with. The closest occupied site is way over there. No reason for them to come down here at all. Come on," I coaxed.
"Seriously?"
"Seriously," I said as I waded towards her. "It's not like we're gonna get any privacy up there, is it?"
"No."
"Then why not have a little privacy down here."
"Horney bastard," she said with a hint of a smile in her voice as her hands reached down to grab my cock as I stepped in front of her.
"Uh huh," I agreed as I reached to her waist to pull her shirt up. To my surprise she let go of my cock and let me pull her shirt up and over her head. I laid it on the boat railing with my clothes and then reached around her to find the snap of her bra. When I married her, she had a nice full 32C chest. Now, four kids later, she was a 38 triple D, and I loved every inch of them. I pulled her bra off and laid it on her shirt. Before she could change her mind, I undid the front of her shorts and pushed both her shorts and underwear down over her butt. She let go of my dick and reached for my shoulders to balance herself while she lifted first one foot and then the other. I tossed the shorts and underwear on the rail of the boat and then took her hands, pulling her into the water with me as we waded backwards into deeper water. When we were about waist deep, I stepped towards her, letting my cock be trapped between us as I wrapped my arms around her.
I pulled our bodies together, feeling her soft tits and hard nipples press into my chest. I leaned my face to hers, gently kissing her. I felt the stiffness in her body slowly relax as we kissed, my hands sliding around her back and then under the water to her butt. As we stood in the water, I let our bodies separate slightly, allowing me to slip one hand up her body and cup her breast, gently stroking a finger back and forth across one hard nipple. "Horney bastard," she whispered as we broke the kiss.
"Uh huh. For you," I whispered back as she reached down for my dick once again.
"I suppose you wanna have sex right here, huh?"
"Unless you wanna go lay on one of the benches in the boat," I answered quietly.
She looked at the boat and then back to me. "Not just yet," she whispered. "I think I need a little more teasing first."
"Oh?" I asked as I stepped back. I dropped to one knee and leaned my face toward her right breast, sucking her whole nipple and areola into my mouth. I flicked my tongue across and around her nipple just the way she liked, my other hand moving from her breast down under the water. I let my fingers gently stroke her pussy, teasing around and between her protruding inner labia. After forty years I knew exactly how to turn her on, be it in bed or in a lake. It wasn't long before her hips were gently rocking in the water in time with the strokes of my fingers. "Wait here," I whispered as I let go of her body.
I waded out of the water and climbed into the boat. I pulled one of the seat type floats out of the storage compartment and then climbed back down and waded to her.
"What's that for?" she asked, looking at the noodle and mesh seat attached to it.
"Sit," I said, sliding the mesh seat under her butt and trying to gently push her back. She sat in it, her weight making it dunk down deeply into the water. I leaned down and gently lifted her legs, pulling one on either side of me, the float making her lay back until she was nearly flat with the water. Her big soft tits looked like two islands as I pulled her toward me, her legs spread around me. I used one hand to hold her right leg up and my other hand to aim my cock at her pussy. I nestled my head between her lips and gently pressed my hips towards her, forcing my cock into her a few inches.
I grabbed her other leg and started to make little strokes, driving my cock deeper into her with each stroke. The only real problem was that the water wanted to wash away what little lubrication her body still made on its own. I wade us shallower until I was standing with my dick just above the water and started to slide in and out of her.
"Oh yeah," she moaned softly as I stroked my hard cock deep into her. In and out I plunged, our actions making small waves that radiated out from around us. In and out I pushed my cock, watching her tease her own nipples as I held her up by her legs. I could tell she was getting close, her body stiffening and her back arching the way she always did. Her pussy convulsed around me, making her tunnel tighter around me.
I always enjoyed making her come first, partly because it made her tighter around my dick. It also made her moan sexily as I continued to stroke into her after she'd already climaxed. I liked to make the climax last as long as I could, and tonight was no exception. I pushed into her faster as her body stiffened further, her fingers frozen squeezing her own nipples as she groaned from deep within herself.
"Uhhhh. Damn," I grunted as my own body reached its pinnacle. I felt a gush of cum lance into her depths, my cock surging fatter with each squirt. I stood there, my body jerking and my cock twitching inside her for what felt like several long minutes. I was sure it was less, but who cares. As my cock softened, I pulled her back into deeper water, letting my cock slip from her as she floated higher. I pushed her legs down in the water and leaned over her to reach her face with mine.
"Naughty boy," she whispered as we broke a long soft kiss.
"Uh huh," I agreed with a smile.
"So can I get dressed now?"
"If you really want to. I'm kinda liking this."
"What skinny dipping or fucking?"
"Both," I laughed. "I wouldn't mind getting you naked in the lake a lot more often."
"Don't count on it," she said with a slight frown. She pushed herself up from the float and wrapped her arms around me. The hug was tight and somewhat belied her frown, her soft tits and still hard nipples pressing into my chest. She released me and walked to the front of the boat. She quickly dressed while I waded out of the water behind her, wrapping my arms around her from behind her before she could put her bra back on. I cupped both breasts and gave them a gentle squeeze while I kissed the back of her neck. "Don't you think you've had enough for one day?"
"Not hardly," I whispered with a smile.
I could feel her roll her eyes as she pulled the bra onto her arms. I released her tits and pulled the elastic around her back while she pulled the front down so it cupped both sexy tits. She pulled her shirt on and then walked away without looking back, leaving me standing there still naked.
I looked at my watch. It was only four am, and something had awakened me. Moments later I knew exactly what it was. The trailer shook from a huge gust of wind. The flash of lightning following moments later made the decision a lot easier. I pushed myself out of bed and stepped into a pair of flip flops. I doubted that anyone put the chairs away or snugged down the canopy over the picnic table. I stepped outside wearing nothing but my sleep shorts, sure that I didn't have much time before the thunderstorm rolled through. I could see that several of the chairs had blown over already and even though it was staked down, the canopy looked like it was about to take off. I rushed to the front compartment and grabbed the ratchet strap for the canopy and ran, well as much as I can in damn flip flops, towards the canopy. I was just starting to get the first of the legs lowered when the icy cold drops hit my bare back. Yeah, it was going to suck!
I heard the trailer door open behind me and turned to see Stacy stepping out and closing the door quietly against the wind. "Can I help?" she called.
"Uh. We need to get the chairs picked up and the towels off the line!" I called back as I moved to the second leg. I was working on the third leg when the skies opened up. The rain came down in sheets as I worked on the last leg. I ducked under the canopy, now only five or so feet tall, and flipped the strap under the table. I'd long since learned the best way to anchor this thing was to let the campsite's heavy picnic table act as an anchor. To do that I had to get a ratchet strap around it and up to the center of the mechanism. I was still struggling to get the cable around the table when Stacy ducked under the cover with me, reaching up to hold the canopy from trying to fly away. The wind blew the rain almost sideways, soaking me as I bent under the table to retrieve the tail that just didn't want to behave in the high wind. I finally got the end and pulled it up and hooked both ends on the framework of the canopy. In a few seconds I had it cinched down, and wind proofed.
Stacy and I sat on the top of the table, both of us soaked to the skin. The only light was the single yellow outside light on the side of the camper and the frequent flashes of lightning. While we really couldn't see much of the yellow light through the driving rain, the lightning flashes lit our little corner of the world as bright as day. Each flash illuminated Stacy in her sopping wet pajamas, the thin pink material, nearly translucent. I could see her areola and nipples almost as clearly as if she were wearing nothing, making my dick unsurprisingly grow. We sat there for long minutes before she reached to the hem of her top and pulled it up and off.
"That better?" she asked quietly.
"I wasn't..." I started to protest.
"You were. But that's okay," she said, scooting towards me on the tabletop. She reached out towards my lap and grabbed my hardon through my soaked sleep shorts. "Because I was too."
"Uhhh. Um..."
"It's okay," she said with a soft giggle, using her other hand to pull at the waistband of my shorts. She pulled the front out and down, freeing my hardon and exposing it for both her hands to wrap around it. "You can touch me too, if you want," she said as she scooted even closer to me, her hands starting to slowly stroke up and down the length of my cock. "I like having my body played with too."
"I don't think," I said nervously.
"You don't think we should? Maybe not. But I think it'd be okay this once," she said as she let go of my dick with one hand. She reached for my hand and pulled it to her crotch, pressing my fingers against her wet pj shorts.
I could feel the heat of her pussy through the sopping wet material, practically inviting my fingers to stroke her softness. I sat, with her hands stroking my dick, my fingers slowly stroking her pussy through the material of her shorts. Without letting go of me, she shifted her legs and lay back on the table. She lifted her hips in a clear invitation for me to pull her pants down. I pulled the thin wet pink material down her legs and dropped them on the table, leaving her naked. She shifted herself around again, working one of her legs in front of me so that it rested across my lap. With her legs splayed wide, I reached for her pussy again, this time slipping my middle finger between her lips and then into her vagina. I pressed my thumb against her clit and slowly stroked my thumb across her clit as I pushed my finger in and out of her.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I teased her, her hands stroking my cock more urgently with each passing minute. In and out I pushed my finger while her hand stroked up and down in time with me, her right hand sliding up and rolling over my mushroom head with each stroke. "Oh god you are so going to make me come," she groaned as I pressed my thumb slightly harder on her clit.
"Yeah?" I asked, sliding my other hand up her body to cup one of her big soft breasts. I squeezed it and then let my thumb stroke side to side across her rock hard nipple, stroking it in time with my thumb across her clit.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck!" she squealed quietly, her voice easily two octaves higher than normal. "SHIIIIIIIT!" she cried as her whole body started to tremble. Her hands stopped stroking my cock and just held me while she shuddered, her pussy clenching around my finger as she came. She sat panting for long seconds before she began stroking me again, sliding her hands up and down my shaft. "Tell me before you come," she said breathlessly.
"Uh. Okay," I answered, almost as breathless as she was as my own climax drew closer. "It isn't going to be long."
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah," I nodded.
With a bit of a smile, she changed her grip on my cock and pressed it down, pointing it at her pussy as she used her freed hand to lift her butt off the table. She pushed herself toward me, aiming my cock at her pussy lips. She let my mushroom head touch her lips and then press between them as she continued to move her body towards me. She pushed herself several inches down my shaft before she sat down again, my cock half buried in her pussy. She let go of my cock and used both hands behind her to lift herself off the table. Using her hands and feet on the wooden tabletop, she held herself up off the table, sliding her body closer to me. She rocked herself, sliding her pussy on and off of me while the rain poured down around us.
On and off she slid, her hot wet pussy caressing my cock and mushroom head. I reached for her tits, grabbing both of them as she rocked herself on and off of me. "Ohhh damn," I groaned as my orgasm raced towards completion.
"Do it. Let it go," she whispered over the slackening rain, continuing to rock herself on and off of me.
"Uhhhh. FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked, a gush of cum lancing from my cock deep into her. She pressed herself towards me, driving my cock completely into her as she sat on my lap. She reached around me with one arm and then the other, wrapping them around my neck and pulling my face to hers. She kissed me wetly while my body continued to jerk and spasm, pumping all that I had left into her. She sat on me, holding me tightly against her, my hands now reaching down to cup her firm round ass.
"Thanks pop," she whispered as she broke the long kiss. She pushed herself away from me and off my cock, a gush of cum leaking from her pussy as she did. She climbed off the table, picked up her clothes and ran through the rain to the camper. She stopped outside the camper door long enough to grab a swim towel and wrap it around herself before quietly opening the door and slipping back in.
I sat there, my cock shrinking for several minutes, letting my breathing return to normal before getting off the table. I darted through the rain and then silently slipped into the camper. I dropped my soaked sleep pants on the floor and stepped out of them.
"You okay?" my wife whispered as I slipped into bed.
"Yeah. Just had to catch all the stuff before it blew all over," I answered her.
"Oh. Okay," she said with a yawn before going back to sleep.
My wife was a little surprised when we woke up and I was naked. After a quick explanation about running around in the rain getting our stuff put up, she chuckled. We could hear it was still raining, and there was no reason to get up early, so we rolled over to go back to sleep, with her half rolled on top of me so that her leg was laying across mine and her hand was gently teasing my dick. I wasn't exactly expecting anything, since the kids were sleeping just on the other side of the thin wall and doors, but that didn't keep my dick from coming to life from her gentle ministrations.
After at least half an hour she rolled herself on top of me and pushed herself up to sit astride me. She reached down and pulled up her nightshirt, leaving her surprisingly, sitting on me naked. She rarely came to be without panties on. She grinned down at me and grasped my hard cock in her left hand, holding one finger to her lips to keep me quiet. It only took her a few moments to lift herself high enough to work my cock between her legs and my engorged head between her already wet lips. She settled her weight down on me, forcing my dick slowly up into her, a soft groan slipping from her lips as my fat cock slowly stretched her vaginal tunnel.



"Yessss," she whispered quietly, barely loud enough for me to hear her as my mushroom head pressed against her cervix. She held her hand on my chest and began to slowly lift and lower herself, spreading her juices up and down my shaft with each stroke. I lifted my hands from her thighs to her breasts, cupping each huge mound and trapping her hard nipples between my finger and thumb. "Mmmmmmmm," she cooed, her head tilted back slightly and her eyes closed. I watched her pussy spread around my fat shaft as I disappeared and reappeared over and over from her pussy. She moved slowly and methodically, not wanting to make the trailer bounce or the bed squeak. That didn't stop her from finding just that perfect angle.
"Oh shit," she gasped as her climax started to overtake her. She opened her eyes and looked down at me lustfully as her face blushed and her legs quivered slightly. I could feel her pussy clamping around me, squeezing my fat shaft as she continued to slide up and down slowly, her orgasm flowing over her gently. Finally, she stopped and looked down at me, her chest heaving slightly in my hands. She smiled down at me and leaned towards me, letting her big tits swing into my face as I let go of them.
We didn't screw this way often, but she knew how much I enjoyed it. She started to rock, sliding her wet pussy on and off my cock rhythmically, her big tits swinging in front of me, her chest just low enough to let her nipple graze my lips. I knew it was a game. I wasn't supposed to grab them. Just let them swing and tease me while she worked her pussy on and off my shaft.
My mind went to the three sets of tits that I'd been seeing all weekend, my brain going into overdrive. I could feel my hips starting to push up towards her with each stroke, a light slap sounding with each stroke. The warm tingle spread through my body and the urgency to continue stroking into her, faster, harder, was almost irresistible. My body jerked and my hips lunged up into her as a gush of cum pushed into her. I was surprised there was anything left to give, but my body made the effort anyway. I jerked and spasmed at least half a dozen times before she lay down on top of me, her tits smashed to my chest. I could feel my cock still twitching inside her as she pressed her lips to mine in a short loving kiss.
"I think we need to go skinny dipping more often," she whispered. "I woke up so damn horny."
"I'm not complaining. Trust me," I whispered back.
To say the day was a disappointment would be an understatement. It rained all morning, with the forecast showing that it would continue to rain most of the day. It wasn't going to leave any opportunities to see any more of any of their naked bodies. Everyone decided it was time to go home, so after about two hours of working in the rain to trailer the boat, pack the camper and get things put away, we headed home. I drove the truck pulling the camper in silence, my wife in the suburban pulling the boat behind me. I wasn't sure what exactly had happened, but I knew that a repeat wasn't ever going to happen, with any of them. I also knew that I would never look at any of them the same again, and I doubted they'd look at me the same. We'd always have this shared secret, or at least what I hoped would stay a secret.
Tomorrow was back to work. I wondered if I'd be able to concentrate at all.
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I had to work to keep enough concentration on the twisting two lane highway and still look over at Julie sitting next to me. She had her skirt pulled all the way to her waist, exposing the lacy little thong panty she wore and the top of her dress pulled down to expose her incredibly sexy breasts. I could feel the heat of her pussy flowing into my fingers and the wetness of the material covering her crotch as she pressed my fingers between her slightly spread legs. It certainly wasn't the safest way to drive! I knew I was going to be in trouble with my wife if I did anything more than this. Hell, let's be honest, I was going to be in trouble for what I was ALREADY doing, even if it WASN'T my idea. As she pressed my fingers against her pussy with her right hand, she reached over to my lap with her left, gently running her fingers along the material covering my quickly hardening dick. If I was smart, I'd pull my hand from between her legs and tell her in no uncertain terms that this kind of thing was inappropriate. Instead, my fingers, almost of their own free will moved, stroking up and down her fabric covered pussy lips. She moaned softly in pleasure before whispering, to no one in particular, how good it felt.
How the hell did I get into this mess you ask? Well....it's actually a fairly long story, but it all stems from just being a nice guy.
One day after work I was coming out of the building and saw a young lady bent over the front of her car, the hood open. She wore a short red dress with white poke-a-dots, that pulled so far up her thighs when she bent that I swore I could almost see her panties. Yeah, I know. I can be a dirty old man sometimes. After enjoying the view as I walked towards my car, the fatherly side of me kicked in. She was clearly young enough to be my daughter, and she was just as clearly having car trouble. I'd always hoped that if one of my daughters was having trouble some nice guy would help them out instead of leaving them as prey for some lecherous predator. So I stopped.
I offered to help her which she eagerly accepted. It didn't take long before I had diagnosed a bad battery. It was going to have to be replaced, BUT, to get her home I could jump her car with the cables I kept in the trunk of my car. That would get her home, wherever that happened to be. I jumped her car and sent her on her way, driving out of the parking lot only two cars behind her. I was mildly curious and then amused as each turn she made was the same one I intended to make. I wondered if she thought I was stalking her when we both turned onto the same twisting two lane highway. Twenty-five miles later I saw her car slow and then pull into a gravel driveway. I was about to pass when her driver's side door opened, and she stepped out. I looked in my mirror and saw her put the hood up.
With a sigh, I found a driveway and turned around, driving back to where she was stopped. She was a little startled to see me pull up again, and admittedly a bit leery. I assured her that I hadn't been stalking her, but was headed home myself. Several exchanged comments later we realized that I lived just a bit farther than she did and we actually took the same route to work. Simply coincidence, and for her at the moment, a happy one. She explained that the car had started to stumble and sputter so she pulled off. With the battery still dead, there was no way to do much of anything. I couldn't get my car close enough to hers to jump it without blocking the moderately busy highway, something I wasn't anxious to do.
The driveway she had pulled into was the entrance to some farmer's field. So we called a tow truck and I sat with her, chatting until it arrived nearly an hour later. He hooked the car up and I gave him instructions to take it to a reasonably priced mechanic I knew of. I offered to drop her at her house instead of having to pay the tow truck driver the extra mileage to do so, and we were off.
My wife was somewhat miffed that I was nearly two hours late from work, but after I explained what had happened she realized that I was just doing what I always did, rescue someone in distress. Some people can't stand to see a turtle struggle across a road and have to stop and "help" it get across. For me, young women broken down are my weak spot. I have three daughters and I always hope that if they need help, someone kind will help them out. After I had explained the whole story she suggested that maybe I should offer her a ride to work, since her car was now at the shop. The fact that she was married made that decision a bit easier. I am after all, still a dirty old man!
She had given me her number, so I called and after a short discussion I agreed to pick her up at her house since her husband had to leave for work before she did and she wouldn't have a ride to any place we could meet. I agreed, and the next morning I picked her up on my way to work, having to detour only a few blocks from my normal route. Wednesday led to Thursday which led to Friday which led to a week and longer. Her car was in the shop for nearly two weeks before she got it back. By that time we had discussed that we should carpool and save some money, which I was coming to understand was in short supply for her. I agreed, but suggested that maybe I should drive. Not that I didn't trust her car, but, well, I didn't trust her car. She thought that was amusing, but she agreed. I'd drive and when she could, she'd give me some gas money. My wife was, surprisingly, okay with it. But then she hadn't met Julie yet and had no idea just how attractive she was.
Julie always wore nice looking clothing to work. Dresses and skirts were her norm. Today's young ladies' 'professional' attire has much shorter hemlines than what 'professional' was for my generation. But then she was almost half my age. At twenty-six, she could easily be one of my daughters, but that didn't stop me from admiring her long shapely legs that were on display every morning and afternoon. Even as the cold winter months approached and bore down with their cold and wind, the skirts stayed provocatively short. Usually her skirt would hike up slightly as she sat in the seat only a few feet from me. Sometimes it would hike up more than slightly, and a few times I swore that I could make out the color of her panties, though I never made it at all obvious that I looked or even was interested in looking. But trust me, I LOOKED!
As the months passed, we talked about many things. Politics, work, family, and other things. Some days she spent much of the ride to work venting about her asshole husband. And based on the stories she told, he was just exactly that, an asshole, maybe a dickwad or even a shit head. But asshole really did fit him well. On one particularly warm summer Monday, she spent the ride to work in silence, clearly upset. It wasn't until the ride home that she finally opened up about what happened over the weekend. We had so far managed to avoid any sexually related discussions, but what happened over the weekend seemed to open the floodgate for her.
The two of them had gone to a pool party with some friends. Her asshole husband had, once again, had wayyyyy too much to drink, and thought it would be cute to flash his wife's tits at the other guys. She did after all, have a nice curvy chest. After he had pulled her bikini top off, exposing her to everyone, she ran into the house to the bathroom. He followed a few minutes later to 'apologize'. His idea of apologizing to her was to get her completely naked in the bathroom and fuck her. Unfortunately, he did what she described as his usual performance. He got her turned on, stuck his dick in her and fucked her until HE came, leaving her unfulfilled and alone, still naked, in the bathroom. She was once again left to finish herself off. This apparently was what he considered to be normal sex.
I assured her that was not 'normal' and that he was indeed an asshole, for both pulling off her top and for trying to apologize with sex. She wanted to know what I considered 'normal', in great detail. That discussion led her to a query about my sex life, which I dodged as well as I could before dropping her off at her house.
The next morning she quickly brought the topic of sex up again. I suggested that this wasn't the best subject for two married, but to different partners, people of the opposite sex to be discussing. She disagreed and insisted that discussing sex in general was a healthy topic for friends to discuss, since if you couldn't trust a friend with your secrets, who could you trust.
She badgered me all the way to work to tell me what I thought perfect sex was. It wasn't until the ride home after work that I finally gave in and described what I considered 'perfect' sex. Once that had been described she wanted to know when the last time I had perfect sex was and I had to admit that it had been many years ago. I was also forced to admit to her that sex was fairly infrequent. Not that I didn't WANT IT, but that my wife wasn't nearly as drawn to sex as she had been in our earlier days. Instead of several times a week, it was now several weeks per time. She seemed somewhat stunned by that admission. With some level of frustration she commiserated that we both suffered from a lack of satisfying sex. I quickly added that it was nothing that either of us COULD or SHOULD do anything about. I was glad that the conversation didn't come back up the rest of the week, or even the week after.
It was several weeks later, on a Monday again. It seemed that Mondays were when she was most upset because her jackass husband did stupid shit on the weekends. "I still don't believe what he did yesterday!" she said angrily.
"Oh? What did he do this time?"
"He made a bet with one of his buddies about whose wife was hotter," she said with a scowl.
"Where the hell did he do that?"
"We were at a barbeque with some friends."
"These the same friends as the pool party?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
"I see. So he made a bet. That doesn't sound too bad."
"Oh. Trust me. It was bad. First off, both Sheila and I had to get naked in front of EVERYONE so they could vote on who had the hottest body."
"I can see where that would be embarrassing. Why didn't you just go home?"
"Couldn't. Andrew wouldn't let me. He said I could strip or I could fucking walk home."
"Ouch. I suppose the other woman was just as upset?"
"Surprisingly, no. She didn't seem to mind at all. I think she used to be a stripper or something. Anyway, once she was naked I didn't have much choice."
"Sorry."
"Oh don't be. That isn't the worst of it. All the guys voted and I didn't win. Sheila did."
"Oh damn."
"Yeah. Well then I found out what the bet was. The loser had to watch his wife give the winner a hand job, right there in front of everyone! NAKED! God I've never been so embarrassed!"
"I can see why you would be."
"I had to stand there, with everyone watching, and jack off John. And when he tried to stick his fingers in my pussy, Andrew just laughed! I thought he was going to come over and stop him, but instead he walked over to Sheila, who was watching me jack off her husband, and he hugged her and put his fingers between HER legs!"
"I'll be honest. I don't know why you stay with that dick wad!" I said, feeling more than a little anger at how he had treated her.
"Sometimes I think that if I could afford it, I'd leave the asshole. But I can't," she said quietly, falling into silence the rest of the way to work. She sat in the passenger seat, looking out the window, apparently lost in thought until we parked. "Thanks. I'll see you after work," she said as we walked to the building doors.
"Sure. Have a good day. Well, as good as you can," I said, reaching out to wrap my arm around her as we walked, giving her shoulders a quick sideways hug.
After work we met as usual just inside the exterior door of work, where it was still cool, and then walked to my car. She seemed to have a bit more spring in her step than she did in the morning, which I considered a good thing. She had on a thigh length blue dress that had a halter style top, leaving her back bare. I suspected that was due to the heat forecast for today, which didn't disappoint. It had to be at least ninety-five degrees, but the heat boiling up off the asphalt parking lot made it feel like at least two hundred. I used the remote to start the car even before we got there, giving the air conditioning a chance to start to diminish the heat that assuredly had built up inside. I unlocked the door and dropped into the driver's seat.
I'd watched Julie climb into the car several hundred times over the last eight months. Every time she did exactly the same thing. She placed her left hand on her left butt cheek and swept her hand down to straighten her skirt as she lowered herself gracefully down into the low bucket seat on the passenger side. So when her routine changed, I noticed. Her left hand pressed to her thigh, just below the hem of her blue dress and swept up to her butt as she sat down, giving me a quick flash of bare thigh and butt cheek as she lowered herself down into the seat. "Oooo. Hot!" she said as her bare cheeks pressed on the tan leather seat.
I tried not to make a big deal of her change in habit, but my brain didn't seem to want to let go of it. I forced myself to put it aside as I pressed the ignition button to "start" the already running car. It only took a few moments for me to buckle up and twist in my seat to back out of the parking space. As I turned back to the front I couldn't help but notice just how far down the V of the front of her dress scooped, dipping well down between her breasts. My brain did the math and I realized that with the backless dress top, she couldn't possible have a bra on, unless of course it was one of those glue on things. Either way, my brain couldn't help but recognize that the seat belt was pulling the dress slightly to one side as it pressed between her breasts, exposing a considerable amount of the creamy white skin of her right breast.
I did my best to ignore what my body was doing, hoping that she wouldn't notice that there was now a bulge in my lap that I just didn't have any way to adjust or hide without her seeing it. I drove through the city streets, glancing over at her occasionally as she sat quietly, just staring out the windshield.
"Penny for your thoughts?" I said as I merged onto the four lane bypass that would take us to the two lane highway that made up most of the trip.
"Huh?" she asked, almost startled out of thought.
"I wondered what you were thinking about so intently," I asked her.
"Oh. Nothing really," she said softly, turning her head to look back out the windshield.
I'm not a completely clueless guy. I could tell it wasn't nothing. Her fingers were rolling and unrolling a portion of the hem of her skirt, making it a couple inches shorter before she unrolled it again. Up and down she rolled the hem of the skirt as we traveled down the road, finally slowing and exiting off onto the two lane highway. I knew that she'd talk when she was ready, so I didn't push.
"David. Can I ask you a question?" she said quietly, still looking intently out the windshield.
"Sure," I answered with a shrug.
"Do older guys like looking at younger women?"
I chuckled. "Yeah, right. Come on Julie. You know damn well that most old guys fantasize about younger women. What are you really asking?"
"Do YOU like how younger women look?"
"Of course," I replied.
"Do you like how I look?"
"You're a very pretty young woman."
She turned part way in her seat to look at me. "That isn't what I mean. I mean do I look sexy? If I took my clothes off in front of you, would you wanna have sex with someone that looked like me?"
"Julie, what makes you ask something like that? I mean, we're both married. This isn't exactly the kind of thing we should be talking about."
She looked down at her hands and was silent for several long seconds. She moved her hands from her lap to up behind her neck and in a few moments she pulled down the dress top, completely exposing her from her stomach to her neck. Her breasts were a nice full C cup and didn't look like they needed any support to hold their shape. Her areolae were bright pink and about as large as a silver dollar with a nickel sized flat nipple in the center. I could see that both nipples were puffed out from her areola, shaped almost like two small cones. "Do you think my body is hot?"
"Julie. This really isn't appropriate," I said quietly, not wanting to hurt her feelings. Truthfully, I didn't really want her to put her dress back up. I did like the way she looked and my body was making it clearly obvious, if she chose to look.
"I know. It's not like I'm asking you to have sex with me. I just wanted to know if you think my body is hot or not."
"Is this because of what happened yesterday?"
"Sort of," she answered quietly.
"Look Julie. You're a truly good looking young lady. Any guy would think so. So you don't have to prove anything to anyone. Just know you are."
She twisted back in her seat and looked out the windshield, leaving her breasts completely exposed. Not that anyone could see her anyway, I continued driving down the two lane highway. After she sat for several long minutes she reached down and pulled her skirt up to her waist, exposing all of her creamy thighs and the tiny lacy pair of pink thong panties she had on. She reached across to the steering wheel and gently pulled my right hand off the wheel and to her lap. She pressed my hand between her legs, spreading them as far as the foot well of the car would allow. She shifted her hand on mine, pressing my hand flat on her so my palm was pressed to her mound and my fingers were pressed against her pussy lips.
"If he doesn't care if a guy puts his hands on me, it might as well be someone I want to put their hands on me," she whispered.
I could feel the heat of her pussy flowing into my fingers and the wetness of the material covering her crotch as she pressed my fingers between her slightly spread legs. As she pressed my fingers against her pussy with her right hand, she reached over to my lap with her left, gently running her fingers along the material covering my quickly hardening dick. If I was smart I'd pull my hand from between her legs and tell her in no uncertain terms that this kind of thing was inappropriate. Instead, my fingers, almost of their own free will moved, stroking up and down her fabric covered pussy lips. She moaned softly in pleasure before whispering to no one in particular, how good it felt.
I could feel her hand grip my cock through my slacks, squeezing my fat shaft while my fingers gently stroked the wet crotch of her panties. She moved her hand from mine, waiting with her hand only a few scant fractions of an inch from mine, waiting to see if I was going to pull my hand away. I felt her squeeze my cock in what I took as appreciation that I wasn't jerking my hand from between her legs as her other hand moved farther from mine. I felt her body move and looked over briefly, her legs and back lifting her butt off the seat as she pushed the thong down her hips. She didn't try to move my hand, but pressed the waistband of her panty down between her legs until it cleared my fingers. Suddenly I could feel the softness of her skin, the smoothness of her outer lips and the wetness of her slightly protruding inner lips with my fingers.
Without any obvious instruction from me, my middle finger pressed between her wet lips, feeling her body close around my digit. She sighed slightly before lifting both feet from the foot well. She trapped my hand between her thighs as she pulled her knees to her chest and used her right hand to push her panties down her legs. In moments she had the tiny pink bit of lace laying on the dashboard. She must have discarded her shoes before she pulled her legs up, because when I looked over she had both bare feet on the dash, pushing her knees apart to give my fingers more room.



I slowly stroked my finger up and down her wet slit, the tip of my finger finding and teasing her rock hard little clit. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as she reached down beside her seat and used the little control pad to tilt the back of the seat back. She was practically laying nude in my car, only the bunched up dress around her middle covering any of her creamy white skin. "Oh god. Make me come. Please," she practically begged, letting go of my dick to move both hands to her breasts. She squeezed her breasts and pinched her fat nipples making them puff out even more.
I stroked my finger up and down her slit as I drove, alternately pushing my finger into her tight little vagina before sliding it up to tease over and around her hard clit. Her hips lifted and bucked off the seat as I stroked and teased her, her orgasm growing by the second.
"OHHHH FUCK!" she screamed as her whole body shuddered and jerked. I pressed my finger into her pussy and felt her vagina squeezing me and spasming around my finger as her juices leaked out of her around my finger.
I continued to drive, just holding my finger in her, my palm pressing against the end of her slit where her lips hid her clit. "Ohhhhh fuck," she breathed after several long seconds. "God that was...intense."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I answered her as I almost reluctantly pulled my hand from her pussy. I knew that as soon as I did, this was over and she was going to pull her dress back in place. To my surprise she just lay there for several minutes before twisting around in her seat.
Both of her hands reached into my lap and in moments she had the front of my slacks undone and she was trying to work my dick out of my briefs. I wanted to stop her but hell.... I didn't want to stop her. I was so fucking horny at that moment I didn't care what she did with my cock, as long as it didn't hurt. Getting me out, she wrapped both hands around my shaft and began to slowly stroke up and down my long fat dick. I'm not huge, but I'm not exactly small either. Her hands just barely wrapped around my member and with both hands wrapped around it my head just stuck above her hands.
She stroked up and down, letting her hand rub over my engorged head with each trip, slickening her hand with the precum that was leaking from me. Up and down she went, working me closer to climax with each stroke. "You trying to make me come?" I gasped a little breathlessly, trying to concentrate on my driving while she gave me a hand job.
"That's kinda the idea," she giggled.
"Well. You're doing a good job. You keep that up and we're gonna have a mess to clean up."
"Don't worry. I'll take care of that. You just take care of driving and thinking about what it would feel like if this were stuffed in my pussy."
"Oh damn," I groaned, slowing down for a curve and wondering if there was a place for me to pull off. Unfortunately there wasn't a good place as my orgasm rapidly approached. I slowed the car down until I was barely doing thirty miles an hour. "Gonna come," I groaned loudly.
She leaned her body over farther and closed her lips around my mushroom head just as my body tried to buck up at her. The seat belt held me in place as my body spasmed half a dozen times, each time pumping another squirt of cum into her mouth. I was finally able to accelerate again, getting back up to highway speed as she licked and sucked the remaining drool of cum from me. "Thank you," I said quietly as she gently tucked my dick back in my pants and closed them up.
"You're welcome. Thank you for what you did," she said softly. "Last look?" she asked as she started to pull up her dress over her exposed tits. In way too few seconds she was dressed again, even pulling the tiny panties back on.
"We probably shouldn't have done that, but it was very pleasant just the same," I said quietly. "I just didn't understand why."
"I wanted to know."
"Know what?"
"What it felt like to come without having to do it myself."
"How did you know I'd do it?"
"Because you're a gentleman. At least, what my mama always told me a gentleman was like."
"I don't feel much like a gentleman at the moment. Maybe a dirty old man, but not a gentleman."
"Oh trust me. You are most DEFINITLY a gentleman. If I hadn't gotten your dick out, would you have?"
"Certainly not."
"See? You let me come without worrying about yourself. That's a gentleman."
"If you insist," I responded to her with a shake of my head.
"I do," she said as I let off the gas as we approached the first lowered speed limit section.
It only took a few more minutes before I pulled into her driveway. She leaned across and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek before opening the door and slipping out. "It's just our secret," she whispered before pulling her head out of the car and closing the door. Yeah it was definitely going to be a secret. If I told my wife what happened, IF she believed me, I'd be spending at least the next month sleeping on the sofa.
The next day Julie was as normal as ever. The events of the previous day seemed to be forgotten or at least put away. If anything changed it was that she was a little more at ease or bubbly than she had been in a couple months. As much as I wouldn't mind seeing her body again, the fact that she didn't even bring the discussion that direction was somewhat of a relief. Actually, the entire week was what I would call normal.
The following Monday she was even more bubbly. Her husband had told her that they were going to go camping, something they hadn't done in a couple years. In addition, they were going camping at a nice, secluded camp area that had a nice little creek that was perfect for swimming and playing. She told me that the campsites were situated in a heavily wooded area and were fairly secluded from each other, something they had both enjoyed very much the last time they were there. All week she seemed to grow more and more enthusiastic, barely able to wait to get home Friday night. Maybe the universe had finally bitch slapped Andrew and he realized that his wife was special and needed to be treated that way. I doubted it. As I drove away, I wondered just what the asshole would screw up this time.
When she walked out of the house on Monday I could see in her face she was upset. I could see it all the way from the moment she stepped out the front door. I wondered what the idiot had done this time, as she walked towards the car. Even her clothing looked depressed this morning, a simple black miniskirt and gray satin blouse.
"Morning," she said quietly as she slipped into the passenger seat.
"Morning," I replied before backing out of the driveway. I knew enough of her behavior to not push her. She'd tell me when she was ready. It took surprisingly longer than I expected before she started to blurt out what had gone wrong with the weekend she had been so looking forward to.
"He didn't tell me we weren't camping alone," she said to the car window as she looked out at the trees and fields we were driving past. "He invited John and Sheila too."
"I see," I answered, to let her know I was listening.
"It was all good until Saturday evening. I mean it was hot out and we played in the water and such. Sheila wore one of the skimpiest swim-suits that I think I've ever seen, and Andrew damn well couldn't keep his eyes off of her tits. And it wasn't like she was actually trying to flash him: the damn things kept just falling out of her too damn small top."
"AH."
"So we were all sitting around the fire, just talking. It was just getting dark and Sheila said she was getting warm and wanted to get wet again, but since it was dark we could just all go skinny dipping."
"I see."
"Yeah. So could Andrew. He was more than willing, so was John. The three of them left me sitting there alone. I didn't feel like I really had much choice, so I took off my clothes and followed them. By the time I got to the creek they were in the water, both of them playing grab ass with Sheila as they played keep away with a nerf football. It didn't take much imagination to see that a lot of the "misses" Andrew made trying to grab the ball were intended to rub his body against hers or grab handfuls of tits or butt. John saw me standing there and suggested that we play jockey."
"Jockey?"
"Yeah. You know. Your wife sits on your shoulders and you have races or try to play catch or something like that," she said, turning to look at me. "Haven't you and your wife ever done that?"
"Oh hell. Not in a LOT of years," I chuckled. "This horse couldn't handle a rider any more."
"I bet you could with the right rider," she said with a little bit of a smile. The only bit of smile I'd seen yet this morning. "Anyway, he wanted to switch couples, you know. Let Andrew hold up Sheila and me ride on John's shoulders. Well it seemed innocent enough for a while." "Then Sheila said we needed to turn around. You know, ride them backwards. Andrew thought that was great idea. I wasn't so sure. That meant my pussy was right in John's face! Well, he didn't miss a lick. He had to half hold me up with his hands on my ass and I wasn't on his shoulders thirty seconds and he was sticking his tongue in my pussy."
"Oh lord."
"Yeah. I told him to stop, but Andrew called me a spoil sport and that it wasn't hurting anything. Of course he didn't mind, he had his face in her damn pussy."
"Yeah. I can imagine."
"It wasn't long and I'd had enough and wanted down. John lowered me down and then turned me around, wrapping his arms around me to hold me up against him. He had both my tits in his hands and his dick between my legs."
"This doesn't sound good," I said quietly. "And Andrew didn't make any attempt to stop him?"
"Stop him? Fuck. He was doing the same thing to Sheila. The only difference was that Sheila bent over in front of him and pushed his dick up until he was inside her! John tried to do that with me and I managed to pull away and slap him."
"Good for you."
"Yeah. Well, he wasn't too happy. I mean my husband was fucking his wife and I guess the idea was for him to fuck me. Apparently Andrew knew all about this little plan."
"Yeah. Swingers. Partner swapping. Good lord. Sounds fun, but only if everyone buys into it."
"Damn straight. I mean if I want someone other than my husband's dick in me, shouldn't I be able to choose whose it is?"
"I would think so."
"Yeah! Well. Anyway. John agreed to NOT screw me if I let him fuck my thighs from behind. So I did. He almost made me come from his cock rubbing on my clit. At least he was nice enough to get me off before he let go of me."
"Well. That's something anyway."
"Yeah. I guess the swapping thing was John and Sheila's idea. For some stupid ass reason Andrew thought I'd go along with it. Probably because he really wanted to fuck Sheila. I guess Crystal and Dan have already swapped once with Sheila and John."
"Oh. I get it. They're trying to build up a group. Do couples one at a time so they can have bigger outings. I've heard of that kind of thing."
"Yeah. Well. Sheila hadn't had enough, I guess. Since we were all sharing a tent, during the night Sheila decided she wanted more. We'd all gone to bed naked, with her sleeping between John and Andrew. I woke up to see her straddling my husband, riding him cowgirl style while her husband stood in front of her with his dick in her mouth. I guess I was supposed to just lay there and watch her fuck him. I got kind of mad and climbed out of the tent. I wasn't going to sit there and watch it."
"Good for you."
"No. Not good for me. After they got done Andrew came out and told me that I could fuck John or I could stay outside all night. So, I told him to go fuck off. I had to spend the night outside, without any clothes or anything. I couldn't even sleep in the car because it was locked. At least there was bug spray. I slept the rest of the night in one of the lawn chairs."
"Damn. I'm sorry."
"Yeah. So when morning came, they came out of the tent and Andrew told me that if I didn't suck off John that I could walk home. Naked! God what a shit head!"
"I agree. Obviously you couldn't walk home naked."
"No. I couldn't. So, I sucked him off. But I didn't swallow. I pulled his dick out and let him cum all over my tits. Then I let it stay there for Andrew to see. I don't think he particularly liked watching John's cum dripping off my tits for the next ten minutes. After that I got dressed and went to sit in the car until camp was packed up. Oh, he apologized on the way home. He thought I'd enjoy feeling how some other guy fucked, since I didn't seem to enjoy how he does it any more."
"Shit head," I muttered.
"Yeah. So that was my weekend," she said with a frown. "Sorry you have to listen to me vent like this. But honestly, you're the only person I feel like I can talk to. I tried calling Crystal, but that was a bust. She thought it all sounded like fun and couldn't understand what I was upset about."
"I think you need some new friends," I said softly.
"I know. I do, don't I?" she answered.
She was silent the rest of the way into work, only saying she'd see me after work before walking away.
She was unusually quiet on the way home. She looked out the window and listened to the radio. I have no idea what was on her mind, but whatever it was, she wasn't willing to talk about it.
The next morning she came out in a short form fitting yellow dress that had a zipper all the way down the front. The zipper didn't go up past the top of her breasts, which was also the top of the dress, leaving her upper chest and shoulders bare. She could see me admiring the look as she slipped into the car.
"You like it. I can tell."
"I do. It's quite attractive," I answered as I backed out of the driveway.
"My husband got it for me to wear on our last anniversary. I'm betting you can guess why."
"I can guess," I agreed with a nod.
We had just hit the two lane stretch of highway when she reached to the zipper pull between her breasts, and pulled it down, letting the dress spread apart as the zipper slid down. She pulled the zipper all the way to the bottom and allowed the dress to spread completely, leaving her naked in the seat except for her shoes. "Thought I'd show you what I had on under it," she said with a grin. "It's less than I had on when I wore it for Andrew."
"It's..Um...Wow."
"I'll take that as a compliment. You don't mind if I ride this way, do you?"
"My first inclination is to say Hell No! But we are married, and not to each other."
"Then I'll listen to your first inclination," she said with a little grin. As we drove, she pushed her knees apart and finally lifted one foot onto the seat so that she could spread her legs even farther. She reached for her purse and dug into it. She pulled something out and held it out to me.
"What's this?" I asked, taking what looked like a little remote from her.
"Turn it on," she said, the grin never leaving her face.
I shrugged and pressed the + button on the little pink remote. I heard something start to buzz in her handbag. She reached in and pulled out what looked like a little rounded cylinder with a short little string on it. She held it out towards me and ran it around on my arm, letting me feel the gentle vibrations. Then she moved it to her thigh and teased it up and down her thigh before stroking it towards her pussy lips. She used the fingers of her right hand to spread her pussy lips apart and then teased the cylinder up and down her pussy with her left hand.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly as she teased it over her clit. "As much as I want to make myself come right now like this, I have other plans." She slipped the little cylinder down her pussy lips and then pressed it slowly into her, letting her pussy slowly accept it. She pulled her hands away, leaving only the little loop of string sticking out of her pussy. "Ohhhhhhhh god that is such a turn on. Now turn it up."
"Turn it up?"
"Uh huh," she said, reaching over and pressing the + button a couple times on the little remote that I held in my hand against the steering wheel. "OH SHIT!" she cried as she pulled her hand back. She arched her back and nearly lifted herself off the seat. I could hear the little device buzzing deep inside her pussy as she wiggled in the seat. She quickly reached down for the seat control and leaned it back until she was laying back. She pulled her dress from under herself and tossed it into the backseat and then kicked off her shoes. She put both feet on the dash board and started to buck her hips up from the seat.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she gasped over and over, holding tightly to the door handle and the center console as she rocked her hips into the air. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. Oh god. Oh god, I'm going to come!" she squealed as her legs began to tremble. She stiffened, her whole body gently shaking and trembling as her pussy leaked and dripped onto the seat. "Ohhhhhhhhh god yes. Oh god, oh god," she moaned loudly. She slowly lowered her ass down to the seat and then reached over with her left hand to press the -- button several times. "Ohhh god that was fast," she panted. "Guess I shouldn't have played with it in the house."
"You were playing with it in the house?"
"Before I came out? Oh yeah," she said as she reached down and pulled the looped string, pulling the little device from her pussy. "I'm going to come by your office for lunch today. And guess where this is going to be?"
"Inside you?"
"Uh huh. And guess where the remote is going to be?"
"In my hand?"
"You guessed it. You can either make me come for you in your office, or you can just tease me and save the big climax for on the way home," she said with a grin, slowly motoring the seat back part way back up. "Shit. I kinda made a mess here," she chuckled, reaching into her handbag for a package of Kleenex. She pulled several out and twisted herself around in the seat so she could wipe her cum off the leather seat.
"You better get dressed" I said as we approached the intersection that would put us on the on interstate.
"If you insist," she said with a grin, twisting further around to reach in the back for her dress. I pulled off on the side of the on ramp to give her time to get the dress situated and zipped up before pulling on. Not that I didn't like looking at her, but I wasn't sure that it was appropriate to have every trucker on the road trying to pace me to look into my car.
She did keep the hem of the dress pulled up high enough for me to look over and see her pussy, which was clearly keeping me hard. When we parked, I had to stick my hand down my pants to straighten myself out or I'd be displaying one hell of a bulge!
It wasn't surprising to see Julie walk into my office a little past noon. Our offices weren't even on the same floor, so no one in our little office complex had any idea who she was as she walked past them and into my office, closing the door behind her. "I'm here," she said as she walked to my desk, stepped around the right side of it and pulled her skirt up high enough to show me her pussy as she leaned back against the edge. She spread her feet apart about two feet and then reached into her handbag to pull the little vibrator out. "Here you go," she said with a grin as she set it on my computer keyboard.
I looked up at her questioningly.
"You have to put it in me," she whispered secretively.
"I can't..." I started to protest.
She rolled her eyes and reached for the zipper on the front of her dress. "You don't want me to take my dress all the way off, do you?" she asked, pulling the zipper pull slowly down the front of her. "I mean I can if you want."
"No. You want to get me into trouble?" I hissed, wondering what my employees must be thinking after watching her walk into my office like she owned the place.



"Trust me. It'll be fine," she said, lifting one foot off the ground and stretching it across me to hook her heel on the left arm of my chair, spreading her legs even wider, her motion making the hem of the dress pull up even further.
I reached for the little vibrator and held it out to her. "I can't."
"Sure you can," she said with a smile, reaching for the device. Instead of taking it from me, she gently grasped my hand and pulled it down between her legs. She helped guide my hand to rub the little torpedo shaped device between her definitely wet lips. "Now push it in," she whispered, trying to coax my hand to push the little device into her.
"Fine," I said with a shake of my head. I pushed the little device slowly into her, feeling the pressure created by her tight pussy. The device finally slipped inside her and settled in place, only the stiff loop of string or wire or whatever it was still protruding.
She reached her hand with the remote out to me and held it, grinning. "Now you get to pick how hard to do it."
I took it from her and clicked the + button twice, hearing the little device hum inside her. "You know you can get me into all kinds of trouble."
"Uh huh," she said as she pulled the zipper of the dress down farther. She reached for my right hand and pulled it up to her chest and stuffed it into the open front, pressing my palm against her bare tit. "Oh god that feels so good," she moaned loudly.
"Shhhhh! You want to get us caught?" I hissed.
"No. But god it does feel good!" she whispered back. "Use your finger on my clit and make me come."
"I can't do that!"
"You wanna use your tongue, that's fine."
"I definitely can NOT do that in here either!"
"Come on David. Please!?"
"Oh fine," I said, rolling my eyes. I pulled my hand from her chest and slipped it between her legs. I could feel the soft vibrations of the device inside her as I slowly stroked my finger on and around her clit.
"That's it. Ohhhh. I've been wanting to come up here and have you make me come for hours!" she moaned more loudly than I preferred.
"SHHHH!" I hissed again. "Or I'll stop doing anything."
"Oh fine," she answered, quickly pulling the zipper down almost to her waist. She pulled the front of the dress apart and leaned her chest toward me, pushing it out at me as she aimed her right breast toward my mouth. "Suck my little tittie. Please!?" she begged in a whisper. "Just for a minute."
I didn't really have a chance to say no before her puffy nipple was pressing against my lips. I opened my mouth and suctioned the whole front of her breast into my mouth, my lips around her whole areola. I used my tongue to tease and stroke her puffed out nipple as I felt her grab my cock through my slacks. Her hand tried to stroke me through my pants, but apparently wasn't doing what she wanted. She was panting and clearly near climax as her hand worked on my belt and the front of my pants. I felt her hand close around my rock hard dick and work it out of the front of my pants. "Oh yeah. You're as horny as I am," she cooed breathlessly. "Make me come. Please make me come!"
She really didn't have to ask. I could tell from the way she was breathing that her orgasm was only moments away. Her whole body suddenly bucked and I could feel her juices flowing over my fingers as she climaxed next to me. She leaned toward me, sliding her foot off the arm of my chair and pushing it back from my desk. She slid her whole body over to my left, lowering her bare ass on my legs, straddling me. She twisted to take the remote from the desk and turn it off. She reached down between her legs and pulled out the little vibrator. With a wicked little grin, she turned it on again, letting it vibrate in her hand, and then reached for my exposed cock, wrapping her hand around it and pressing the vibrating little device against my cock.
"Oh shit," I groaned softly as she stroked her hand and the vibrator up and down my cock. "Don't do that. Not here," I groaned, gently pulling her hand from my cock.
"But it felt so good. I could tell."
"Yeah. It did. It felt WAY too good."
"Okay. I won't do it here then. But on the way home?"
"Julie. Really. This isn't right."
"It's just two friends. I mean it's not like we're having sex, right?"
"Honey. There's no way that HR would classify this as anything BUT sex!"
She leaned towards me, pushing both tits towards my face. "I'm just trying to thank you for being such a good friend."
"Thanks. I appreciate that, but it's really not necessary," I said, gently using my hands to grip her hips and push her back from me. I rolled my chair back and stood up, quickly pulling my pants, which were sliding down, back up. I pulled the front of my briefs up and then settled my pants in place again before closing them and buckling my belt.
"You know. You have a pretty sexy looking cock," she said softly. "How about on the way home you let me see it some more?"
"Julie," I said as I sat down. "We're both married."
"I know. I'm just asking you to let me see it a bit more. Okay. So that's not true. I wanna stroke it while you make me climax again."
"I'd suggest that your husband should be doing this, but I know that isn't going happen. Is it?"
"Not likely."
"I'll think about it," I said. "Now go do your work!"
"If you insist," she said, fixing the hem of her dress back down in place and zipping up the dress. She blew me a kiss and then walked around my desk and out of my office, leaving my office door open.
"Who was that?" Darlene, one of my employees asked as she walked into my office.
"Uh. That was Julie. She's just a friend. We just carpool together," I said a little evasively.
"Uh huh." Darlene looked back over her shoulder at the open door and then dropped her voice to a whisper. "Your car pool friend left your zipper down."
"Oh shit," I grunted, quickly grabbing my fly and pulling it up.
"Nice cock," she whispered before setting the file folder of papers on my desk. She turned and walked towards my door, her hips swaying and making her skirt swish side to side a bit more than I recalled seeing before. Her dark chocolate legs seemed to cross over each other with each step as she looked back at me. She winked before stepping through the door and walking quickly back toward her desk.
"Oh lord," I groaned as I rubbed my eyes with my hands. "What kind of trouble am I in for now?"
I had serious doubts about if I should even be driving Julie home tonight. I knew damn well what she wanted me to do, and I wasn't at all sure I should accommodate her. Not that I expected to have sex with her, but she wanted me to be naked WITH her. I suppose the last few dealings with Sheila or whatever her name was, were having some impact. She was waiting inside the door as always when I stepped out of the elevator. I'd have been less nervous if Darlene hadn't been walking to the door with me. She just 'happened' to be leaving her desk the same time as I left my office. Part of me suspected that it was intentional.
"Hi. You must be Julie!" Darlene said cheerfully.
"Yes. Do I know you?"
"Oh. No. I work for David. I just saw you come in earlier today."
"Oh. I see. Um. Sure. David and I carpool."
"Uuuuuh. Huh," she said with a little nod as she leaned closer to Julie. "Just between us girls. The office smelled like fresh pussy after you left, AND you left his zipper down. I'm all for having a little fun, but let's be careful."
"Um. Uh. Sure," Julie said nervously as Darlene turned and walked out through the outside doors.
"Shit. I didn't get you in trouble, did I?" she asked as I pushed the door that Darlene had walked out back open.
"I don't think so," I answered, watching Darlene walk across the parking lot, her legs crossing with each step to make her thigh length skirt swish back and forth.
"She's a pretty young woman," Julie said as I backed out of the parking place.
"Uh huh."
"Do you think she's pretty?"
"I suppose so."
"I think she's got the hots for you," Julie said with a grin. "Kinda like me."
"Julie. You do realize that this kind of thing is totally inappropriate," I said quietly as we waited in line to get out of the parking lot and onto the busy city street that would lead to the interstate.
"And my husband wanting me to fuck his friend so that he can fuck his wife isn't?"
"I didn't say that."
"So? Did you think about what I asked?"
"If I understood what you were asking, yes."
"Then let's not play games. I was asking you to get naked with me and make me come. How you do that, well that's up to you, but I'm not going to limit you to or from anything."
"So if I decide to just strip you and throw you on the hood of the car and fuck you, you wouldn't say no?"
"If that's what you wanna do. As long as we're both naked, yeah, anything goes."
"Why?"
"Actually it's what you said. If I want to have someone other than my husband fuck me, it should be my choice who, not his."
"Oh boy," I said quietly as I finally was able to get onto the main street.
"David," she said in a quiet, but serious tone. "I don't want you to do anything you don't want to. This is up to you. If you don't want to. I understand. I'd be disappointed, but I'd understand."
"I'm glad you understand," I answered her. We were both quiet until I pulled off the interstate onto the two lane highway. As soon as we started down the twisting road, she unzipped her dress and took it all the way off. She twisted in her seat and undid the front of my pants, not satisfied this time with just getting my hardon out of my pants, but working my pants and briefs all the way down to my knees. She went after my shirt next, unbuttoning it and pushing it open as far as she could. She leaned her face down and gently sucked the head of my engorged cock into her mouth, gently playing with it and teasing it with her tongue.
"I promised you something," she said as she straightened in her seat. She dug in her handbag and pulled the little vibrator out. She turned it on with the remote and then leaned back across the center console. She gently stroked the device up and down my cock, teasing it and making the little device tickle me all over my dick and around and under my balls. Her hand, holding the little vibrator slid up and down my shaft, her hand teasing it all around my head before sliding it down to tease my balls. "Oh damn," I groaned, trying to pay attention to the road so I didn't crash us.
"You like that huh?" she asked with a giggle before sliding it down under my balls and then down further between my legs. She pressed it between the seat and my body, the little device vibrating that sensitive area between my balls and my anus.
"Oh god damn," I groaned louder, feeling like my cock was going to grow so fat it might explode.
"Mmmmmm, you do like that, she whispered before leaning her face back over my lap, closing her lips around my engorged mushroom head. She gently sucked on my head and licked over and around it with just the tip of her tongue for what seemed like an hour before she lifted her face from my dick again. "Making you so horny you can't stand it?"
"Something like that," I agreed a little breathlessly.
She grinned and pulled the little vibrator out from between my legs. "Wouldn't want you to come... not just yet anyway," she said with another giggle. She twisted around in the seat so she was facing me, one leg on my lap and the other behind my seat. She pushed the little device into her pussy and moaned loudly. "Mmmmmm. Doesn't mean I can't get myself closer to coming though."
I reached over with one hand and gently stroked my fingers up and down her wet pussy lips. I found her clit with my thumb and started to stroke and play with her little nub. "Ohhhhh fuck. Don't keep doing that or you WILL make me come!"
"I thought that was what you wanted."
"Uh uh. I want to come around your cock," she moaned.
"Okay," I said as I pulled my hand away and started to work to push my pants down farther. It took a little bit of help to get my feet out of my shoes and my pants off, without going off the road, but we somehow managed. My shirt came off next so that all I had on was my socks. We were almost to where I planned on turning off the road. It was a small dirt driveway that led to an abandoned house. I knew the house was abandoned because it had a major fire a year ago. I slowed and turned onto the weedy driveway. The weeds were nearly to the hood as I drove along the dirt track, winding away from the road through the trees. When I figured we were completely blocked from view from the road I stopped the car. I opened the car door and quickly pulled my shoes on.
I walked around the car and opened Julie's door, reaching in to help pull her out. I walked her around to the trunk of the car, leading her by one hand and opened it. I pulled out the rug that lay in the bottom of the trunk to keep the carpet clean when I dumped dirty crap in it. I tossed the carpet on the ground and sat down on it. I lay back on the small piece of carpeting and held my hands out for her. "Now's your chance."
"Oh fuck yes," she agreed eagerly. She stepped across me and lowered her pussy down towards my cock. I held it upright for her as she squatted down farther, aiming her wet pussy at my engorged prick. I rubbed my head around her wet lips to wet it as much as I could and then she pressed herself down on me. "Ohhhh my god you feel so huge in me," she groaned as she slid slowly down onto me.
"Holy shit," I groaned as she pressed herself down on me. She felt as tight as a teenager, her pussy stretching to fit around my fat cock. She slowly sank down onto me, her soft hot insides gently squeezing me as I lay beneath her, letting her choose the speed.
"Oh my god," she moaned as her cervix pressed against my engorged mushroom head. "Sooooo fucking big."
"I'm not that big, not by anyone's standards," I panted, making sure I didn't get overly excited and shoot too soon.
"You are by my standards. I haven't ever had anything this big in me. Not even my toys feel this big," she moaned as she started to slide up and down my cock. I could feel her soft hot vagina caressing my cock, my head feeling every little bump and vein in her stretched tunnel. She felt so good, and I was sooo damn teased already that I wasn't sure just how long I could hold off.
"Honey. You're gonna make me come too fast. I'm not used to that much teasing."
"That's okay. I don't mind," she groaned as she bounced a little faster. She leaned over me more, making her tits hang down in my face as she rocked on me. "I'm so fucking close too."
"Then let's get you closer!" I grunted as I grabbed both tits. I lifted my head and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, trying to accelerate her own climax. I've always been a tit man. I didn't mind what shape or size. I preferred larger, but hers were firm and just the right size to fill each hand. Her puffed out nipple was easy to tease my tongue across, quickly pushing her the rest of the way up the hill.
"OHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she squealed louder as her vagina spasmed around me and her whole body suddenly started to shudder and tremble. "OH GOD! I'M COOOOOOMMMMMING!"
She continued to try and ride me but was clearly failing and I was more than ready to unload. I let go of her nipple, wrapped my arms around her and rolled us over. We ended up rolling almost all the way off the carpet onto the weedy dirt track, but neither of us cared at that point. I lay on top of her, our chests pressed together, our arms around each other as I started to pump my hips, driving my engorged shaft into her.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she squeaked in my ear as I pounded my cock deep into her. I could feel the urgency flowing through me as the warmth spread through my body. With a huge grunt my body jerked, jamming my cock into her until I slid her slightly across the ground. I felt a massive surge of cum lance from my head deep in her vagina, making her squeal in pleasure. Over and over my cock surged more into her as I lay on her panting and allowing the spasms to take over my body.
"Ohhhhh my god yesssss," she whispered in my ear as I lay on her, my cock still twitching inside her occasionally spasming pussy. "I don't know that I've ever come so hard."
"Me either," I panted as I loosened my arms from around her and started to push myself up.
"Not so fast. Let me just enjoy it a little longer," she whispered, not releasing her arms from around me. I lowered myself back down to rest on my elbows, my face inches from hers, our heaving chests gently rubbing her nipples against my chest. "Mmmmmmm. Better. Thank you."
"We can't stay here too long," I whispered back. "I'll be missed if I'm too late getting home."
"I don't want you in trouble, but I also don't want this to end. It will, won't it? End I mean?"
"I think it has too, doesn't it? I mean, as much as I'd enjoy doing this every day, I don't think we can really do that, can we?"
"Probably not. But maybe once in a while?" she asked hopefully. "I mean I can come by your office and we can spend lunch time teasing each other."
"That probably isn't a good idea. I could get in all kinds of trouble."
She frowned unhappily. "I suppose," she said with a sigh. She let go of my body and let me push myself up. I helped her up from the ground and then dug in the trunk for a clean, or almost clean rag. I used it to gently wipe the cum leaking from her pussy, down her legs and then helped her back to the car. She climbed in, not bothering to put her dress back on. "Andrew isn't going to be home, so I'm gonna stay naked all the way. Just for you," she said with a grin.
"If you want," I answered before walking around the car. I wiped my own dick off before dressing. I tossed the rag into the back seat and then climbed in. Julie leaned across the console and pressed her lips to mine, pulling one of my hands up to her chest. I sat and kissed her back, gently massaging one of her breasts while we shared the long wet kiss.
"Thank you," she whispered as she pulled her face away.
"For what? I kind of feel like I took advantage of you here."
"Oh no. Not at all. I got just exactly what I wanted. I got to feel what it feels like to have a real man fuck me. A man that can make me climax FIRST, and then fill me with his cum."
"So what now? I mean what are you going to do now?" I asked as I backed the car out of the driveway all the way to the road.
"I don't know. I might just have to find out if John can fuck like you can. Maybe if Andrew wants to swap partners I should let him. If half of them fuck as good as you do, it could be a lot of fun."
"You're gonna stay with him?"
"He doesn't treat me the way I want, but maybe I can change that? I still love him. I just need to change a few things. Who knows? Maybe I can teach him to fuck me right."
"Maybe you can," I agreed as we drove down the highway. I couldn't help but look over at her, sitting there naked, her legs apart, gently playing with her own pussy, or watch her bare ass as she trotted from the car to the front door of her house in nothing but her high heels. This whole day was going to be something that my wife was NEVER going to find out about, at least if I had anything to say about it.
The next morning, I parked in front of Julie's house with some apprehension. I didn't know just exactly how the previous day's activities were going to affect today. To my surprise she bounded down the stairs and practically skipped toward the car in what I would consider a normal dress for her. Nothing particularly provocative, thankfully. Not that I didn't enjoy what we did, but it wasn't something that we could keep doing.
"Good morning!" she said sweetly as she settled into the seat.



"You're cheerful this morning," I replied with a smile. "That's good to see."
"It is, isn't it?" she asked. I backed out and started towards work, quickly transitioning from the city streets to the highway. "So I talked to my friend Tabitha last night."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. She wanted to meet you before, but now she REALLY wants to meet you," she said with a soft girlish giggle.
"You didn't tell her what we did, did you?"
"Well. Not ALL the details. Okay. ALL the details. But before you say anything, I couldn't NOT tell her. I mean the whole vibrator thing was her idea. She said the first time she teased her husband like that she couldn't keep him from screwing her."
"So it was her idea. To tease me? To what end?"
"To the end we had of course," she said softly. "It was something I needed. Something I had to do, for me. Don't worry. Your wife can't possibly find out unless you spill the beans."
"I hope that's the case," I answered her honestly.
"Anyway, she REALLY wants to meet you."
"This, uh, Tabitha. That the same one that you told me about a month or so ago?"
"The one with the big tits? Uh huh," she laughed. "Will you agree to meet her if she'll get naked?"
"Oh lord. I don't need that."
"You sure? I mean she is pretty hot looking. Even hotter than me," she said as she started looking something up on her phone. "She sent me this picture for you."
"That's fine. I don't need to..." I started to say before she held her cell phone out for me to see a picture of a woman in almost nothing, not quite nothing, but almost, filling the screen. "Oh boy," I said quickly, the dark areola and rock hard nipples showing through the saturated cut off t-shirt she was wearing. The only other thing she was wearing was an equally wet and translucent white bikini panty and white high heels.
"See. She is good looking," she said. "And she LOVES to fuck. Especially older guys."
"You're not really going to pimp me out to your friends, are you?"
"No," she said with a laugh. "Just wanted to see your reaction. Too bad though, she really would like to meet you."
"I'm sure she would," I answered, shaking my head.
She reached over and grabbed the bulge in my slacks. "I'd say you do too. At least your body does," she said with that girlish giggle of hers. She continued to tease me most of the way to work, trying to convince me to meet her friend, with me refusing each time.
I was glad when we got to work, and I didn't have to think about that picture any longer. She chuckled as I adjusted my cock in my pants before climbing out of the car, but there was no way I could walk into work with my cock bent and bulging my pants out that way. We separated at the main door, me heading to the elevator and her heading towards her office.
When I got up to my office floor I walked in through the reception area and then past the other desks toward my office. Darlene was the only one in as I walked past, the other desks still empty. Not an unusual situation, since I tended to come in a bit early to get some quiet time to get work done.
"Good morning David," Darlene said as she walked into my office. She had on a short red dress, shorter than the day before for sure. The dress fit her curves very nicely, flowing over her hips and up her slim stomach before flowing out and around her rather ample chest. Much of her chocolate cleavage was on display as the red dress dipped deeply from the narrow shoulder straps down her front. As she walked intentionally slow towards my desk, I could see her breasts bounce slightly with each step. As my eyes were drawn towards her bouncing breasts, I couldn't help but notice that nearly half of her dark areola on each breast showed above the dress top. She set the folder on the corner of my desk and then leaned forward, resting her hands on the edge of my desk. She pressed her arms together slightly, the motion squeezing her breasts and forcing more of them out of the deep V of red material. Both nipples and her entire areola were quickly exposed as she watched my face. "Oops," she said, clearly squeezing her arms even more tightly, forcing both her breasts to slip free of the material and hang down in front of her like two huge teardrops.
I sat and stared for long seconds before she straightened up. She glanced quickly towards the door and then looked back at me, walking the few steps around the desk with her tits hanging out. She stepped sideways past my desk, standing next to me with her back to the door, her big soft tits swaying slightly. "I'm sorry," she said softly. "This dress sometimes does that."
"Uh huh," I answered as I looked down at her hands, which were slowly pulling the front of her skirt up. She lifted the hem until I could see the tiny red lace panties she had on. Lace wasn't quite the right term. The panties were practically see-through , allowing me to see her dark pussy lips and the significant amount of inner labia protruding. I stared for long seconds before I finally was able to speak.
"You know. The company has very strong sexual harassment rules."
"I know. Good thing, isn't it?"
"Huh?" I asked in surprise.
"Well. With as stringent as the rules are, no one would even consider harassing someone sexually, would they?"
"Uh...No," I agreed, not at all following her train of thought.
"You know. Something was poking me while I was sitting in my seat out there and I just can't get any work done that way. I can't see anything, but would you mind taking a feel and see if you can find what it is?"
"You want me to do what?" I practically squeaked.
She leaned toward me, gently taking my hand and pulling it toward her as she straightened back up. She pulled my hand to her crotch and moved my hand to stroke my fingers across her panty covered crotch. "Something is poking me. Can you feel it?"
"Uhhhhh," I said stupidly as I let her use my fingers to stroke her pussy.
"See. Right there," said, rubbing the tips of my fingers in one particular place. "Can you feel that?"
"Actually I can," I agreed, realizing that I did in fact feel something pokey right there.
"Can you see what it is?" she asked, moving her right leg to lift it and step it across me so it was resting on my left leg, her pussy now practically in front of me. "Don't be bashful. It's okay," she said quietly. "You can just pull it away if you need to."
I looked up at her face, stopping at her rock hard nipples for a moment before looking back down at her crotch. I used both hands to pull the nearly see-through red material down from her crotch, the tiny little strings pulling down her hips and thighs as I did. "There's a little plastic thing," I said as I saw what looked like the end of a plastic price tag holder stuck in the material. I worked the little plastic T out of the panty crotch without ripping the delicate material, and held it out for her.
She reached for it and took it from my fingers. She set it down on the edge of my desk and then reached for my hand again, pulling it back to her still bare crotch. "Better make sure that's all of it," she said a little huskily as she coaxed my hand to stroke her wet pussy lips. My fingers easily slid over and then between her flowery exposed inner labia, my cock growing rock hard in my pants as I softly teased her pussy. "I guess I better put these back in place," she said quietly, moving her hands to the tiny strings of her panties. "Unless you want to do it."
"Do what?" I asked quickly, my brain jumping to another form of 'do it'.
""Fix my panties?" she practically whispered. "Unless you'd rather just take them all the way off."
"I..uh...I probably shouldn't do that," I answered as I moved my hand from her pussy to the strings of the almost thong panty. I pulled the strings up her thighs and hips, settling them against her skin when the see-through material was snugly against her pussy. I let go and pulled my hands back away from her.
She let the hem of the skirt fall back into place, covering her pussy before reaching for my hands again. "I could use a hand up here too," she whispered, pulling both my hands toward her tits. She pressed my hands to her soft breasts, her hard nipples poking into my palms. "If you wouldn't mind."
"Uh. No. Sure I mean," I answered awkwardly as she leaned towards me. She pulled the two sides of the stretchy top of the dress out and towards each other, covering her breasts and my hands at the same time. I gently slipped my hands out from between her bare skin and the dress top, my fingers stroking across her hard nipples as I did so.
"Ooooooooo," she said softly with a little shudder. "They're a little sensitive after you fixing my panties. In a good way though."
"Glad I could help," I answered as she leaned over and grasped my hardon through my slacks.
"Let me know if there's anything I can do to return the favor," she said with a grin, before letting go of me and turning to walk away. I watched her butt swing side to side with each step, the hem of the skirt not all that far below the curve of her full round cheeks. My mind quickly wondered how she managed to get that short skirt to cover her when she sat down. I watched her walk all the way to her desk, having to lean to my left quite a ways to watch her pull her chair out and sit down. The answer was...no. Her bare bottom was sitting on the chair. Lucky chair!
At least half a dozen times during the day Darlene came into my office to drop off papers or just flaunt her sexy body. Each time she made sure at least one nipple was showing, and if she thought she could get away with it, her whole breast. Finally, about mid afternoon I decided I had to do something. "Darlene. Close the door please," I said softly as she stood in front of my desk with both breasts exposed.
With a grin she walked to the door, not bothering to even tuck her breasts away. She closed the glass office door and turned to face me. My office was semi private, meaning that the front wall was frosted glass with a frosted glass door. You could see that people were in my office, but not any detail. It gave me the privacy needed for some of the conferences I had to have. With the door closed she was even less inhibited, pulling the straps of the red dress off her shoulders, letting the dress fall down to her waist, completely exposing her chest. With a grin she walked to one of the chairs against the wall and pulled it over to the side of my desk and sat down. She lifted one leg and rested it on the edge of my desk so that her spread legs let me look up under the short little dress, as if it was really hiding all that much to start with.
"Darlene. We need to talk," I said, pushing back from my desk to swivel and face her.
"Actually, we need to fuck," she said softly. "I don't know about you, but I'm so fucking horny that I'd let you take me right here any way you want."
"Damn. Darlene. You work for me. I can't be caught having an affair with one of my employees."
"Technically, I work for the company. You're just my supervisor," she said with a grin, as if that somehow made it all better.
"No. You work for me. I'm responsible for your evaluations. But that's not the point. The point is we can't be doing this."
"Why not? You fucked that cute little thing downstairs, didn't you?"
"I didn't say I did," I protested.
She grinned. "Now I know you did. Was she good? I know she was teasing the shit out of you. If I were a guy, I wouldn't have said no."
"Darlene," I said, rubbing my face. "We're both married. This is just wrong on so many levels."
"It's okay. My husband won't find out. And if he did, I don't think he'd really care."
"My wife sure as hell would care," I responded with a frown.
"Given how big you feel, I'm sure she'd prefer to keep it for herself. But then she doesn't use it, does she?"
"Huh? What do you...why would you say that?"
She got up from the chair and pushed the dress down, stretching the fabric so it pushed over her hips and then slid easily down her legs. She pushed the tiny panty off so all she had on were her high heels. She pushed my chair back and stepped across me, sitting naked on my lap, one leg on either side of me. "I've watched you for the last three years checking out my body every time you walked by. You thought you were being sly, and I didn't notice, but I knew what was making you hard. I've seen that look before. The hungry wolf look. A wolf that isn't getting what he needs at home. A wolf that would really like to peel the dress off me and taste me in all the right places. Tell me that isn't what you've been thinking about, fantasizing about? Tell me you don't go home at night and think about my dark pussy being wrapped around your hard fat shaft."
"Oh fuck," I groaned.
"Uh huh. You do, don't you. Well, here's your chance," she said softly, reaching down between her legs to start undoing my belt. "You wanna feel me around you. Then now's the time. I'm more than ready and yes, I did lock the door."
"Darlene... We shouldn't be doing this."
"I know," she said with a soft chuckle, her fingers undoing the fly of my pants. She reached into my briefs and worked my rock hard cock up and out so it was pointing straight up at her. She lifted herself up and stepped a little closer to me, aiming my cock at her wet pussy. "Ohhhhh yeah," she moaned softly as I slipped into her wet vagina and she sank down on me. I felt her bare ass press against my legs and then she started to lift and lower herself, slowly stroking herself up and down my cock. My hands seemed to have a mind of their own as they reached up to cup both of her soft orbs, squeezing one into a cone and aiming it for my mouth. "That's it honey. Suck my nipples," she moaned as I swirled my tongue around her hard dark nub.
Up and down she slid on my cock, pushing me quickly towards the inevitable. She'd been teasing the shit out of me all day and now she was going to get the reward. She grinned at me as she bounced up and down a little harder, my slacks muting the slap of her ass against my legs. "Ohhh fuck yes," she groaned softly, continuing to bounce on me, each drop down seeming to be slightly harder. I could feel her tits bounce in my hands as she slammed herself down on me stroke after stroke. "I'm going to come," she whispered. "Your fat sexy cock is going to make me come without me even having to touch my clit."
"Mmmm Hmmmm!" I grunted around her tit as my own climax rushed at me full throttle. I tried to hold back, but my body finally had its limit. I pulled her tit from my mouth and leaned back as my body jerked, trying to stuff my cock up into her. I groaned from deep within me as a massive surge of cum rushed up my cock and pushed deep into her.
"Fuuuuuuck!" she groaned softly as her whole body stiffened on my lap. She sat on me while my body jerked and pumped shot after shot of cum into her, little shudders and trembles racing up and down her body. We both started to relax at the same time, her firm body sagging against me, pushing her big soft tits into my face while I panted for breath, my cock still periodically twitching inside her. "Now that was worth teasing you all day for," she whispered, leaning her face down to kiss my ear. "I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did."
"I have to agree. It felt fantastic. But we still shouldn't be doing this."
She pushed herself straight up and rolled her eyes. "Even after that you still wanna say we shouldn't?"
"We shouldn't. But it was damn good. And before you ask, yes I did enjoy the teases all day."
She smiled back at me. "I'm glad." With a sigh she pushed herself up off my lap, slipping a hand down between her legs to capture the cum that was bound to leak from her. She stepped back off of me and looked around for where her panties had fallen. "I doubt these will hold all this in," she said as she picked up the panties. She held then out to me. "Give me a hand?"
"Sure," I answered, taking the panties from her and holding them out for her to step into. I pulled them up her legs and she moved her cum covered hand to pull them up snug to her pussy. She looked around and for something to wipe her hand on and then, with a devious little look, licked our cum off her palm and fingers. She knelt down next to me and reached for my softening cock.
"Don't want the missus to find pussy juice on your cock, now do we?" she asked as she lowered her face to my lap. She sucked my softening cock into her mouth and teased it with her tongue, cleaning off our cum from it, and all around my balls. Finally clean, she helped me pull my briefs and pants into place before standing up. She stepped into the dress and wiggled it up her body before finally settling her breasts back into the snug material. "You know. My husband bought this for me to wear on our anniversary a couple years ago. I wonder what he'd think if he knew how I was using it now?"
"Isn't he going to know when you get home?"
"Not today. He's on the road traveling. No," she sighed, "he won't even know it came out of the closet, let alone that I wore it for another appreciative man."
"So this will be a one time thing...Please?"
"Sure. One time. Until it's not." she said with a grin before turning to walk to the office door.
Darlene got up and walked next to me as I headed out for the day. "Nice day, wasn't it?" she asked as we waited for the elevator.
"Uh huh," I agreed.
"You aren't upset about today, are you?"
I sighed. "No."
"Good," she answered softly as the car doors started to open. We stepped in, stepping to the rear of the car behind several other people that were already in the car. I felt her reach for my hand without looking down, pulling it over behind her and under her skirt, pressing my palm against her bare ass cheek. We rode down to the main floor with my hand pressed against her ass, a little smile on her lips. When the doors opened, everyone in front of us walked out and Darlene stepped away and followed them out as if nothing had happened. I darted out of the car as the doors were just starting to close, after having stood there in shock for several seconds.
I watched her walk past Julie, who was waiting by the doors. I saw her look at Darlene and then back at me with raised eyebrows. I had a feeling that my whole life just got a whole lot more complicated!
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It was a perfectly lousy time for the elevators to be broken down. It was easily ninety outside, and in the un-air-conditioned stairwell, it had to be a hundred or more. It was just plain stifling. I was beginning to question my decision to get a cup of coffee and Danish from the little shop in the lobby. I was almost to the second floor landing when the door opened and a woman in a blue dress stepped out in front of me with her arms full of boxes of something or other. With people coming down from above, I fell in behind her on the climb upward.
Following her wasn't a bad view at all. Mid thigh length navy blue skirt, long muscular legs, but just enough to show she wasn't a couch potato. Blue high heels to match her dress, and oh yeah, either stockings or pantyhose. I let her get another step ahead of me to get a better angle. Yeah. Pantyhose for sure. Either that or her thigh highs were pulled WAY up! Pretty nice ass too. Plenty of wiggle without any jiggle. I'm betting she works out regularly.
We reached the next landing and I caught up with her again as she stutter stepped to get her foot the right distance on the stair tread. Up she started as I waited for her to get a few steps ahead of me. I looked down at my Danish, thinking of taking a bite and then up to check out miss blue dress's ass again. Only instead of seeing her butt wiggling side to side with each step up, I saw her blue dress covered ass coming straight at me. Instinctively I reached out to stop the blue mass sailing at me, letting go of the Danish and coffee as I lifted my hands.
I felt my left hand tangle in something, preventing it from lifting higher. At the same time I felt my right hand grab nothing but air as the blue blob continued its flight towards me. I felt the impact against my chest, shoving me unceremoniously backward, one foot still on the first step and the other acting as a fulcrum, as her mass added to my own to upset my center of gravity. Good old Newton once again proved himself correct as her momentum transferred energy to me, the two of us now falling backwards at an equal but slower rate. With Newton firmly in control of the inevitable conclusion, all I could do was wait for the impact. Not that my body was about to let that happen.
Instinctively my body did what it was hard wired to do when it felt like it was falling and grabbed at the most solid thing in my field of vision, the lady in the blue dress. By the time my brain realized that what I was grabbing wasn't helping, my butt was hitting the hard tile landing. I may not have stopped my fall, but my brain was still trying to figure out why the seemingly solid object I grabbed to arrest my fall wasn't working, causing me to try to grip even more firmly. I ended up pulling her against me with my right arm wrapped around her, while my left, still partially restrained by whatever had wrapped around it, did whatever it could to try and find something solid to hold onto, gripping whatever it had grabbed even more tightly. Moments later, the pile of small boxes she'd been carrying started to rain down on us. Old Newton wasn't quite done with us as our momentum caused us to somewhat roll backwards, my feet now sticking momentarily in the air, along with those of miss blue skirt.
The air went out of me with a mighty whoosh as her mass compressed my chest, briefly squeezing my body against the unyielding tiles. I gasped for air, still holding tightly to the lady in blue, now laying on her back on top of me. As I lay there struggling for breath, my brain started once again to process the results of the unintended collision. My right hand was clutching something rather roundish and soft, while my left felt trapped in a soft warm confined space with pressure on both sides of my fingers while my palm felt nothing but warm smooth softness.
"I think you can let go of me," the lady laying on me said tentatively as she started to slowly try to roll off my body, prevented from doing so by my right hand. I gulped in my first lungful of air, which allowed my brain to slowly start to work again. I now realized that I was tightly holding her left breast, preventing her from moving off of me.
"Oh. Sorry," I mumbled as I loosened my grip to let her slowly roll to my left, rolling off my body to her knees. If holding her breast hadn't been enough, I realized just exactly where my left hand was, trapped between her thighs up under her dress. I quickly jerked my hand away, hoping she hadn't noticed where it had ended up.
"Ohhhhh. My ankle!" she moaned, ignoring my now retreating hand as she rolled back to the right again to sit on my lap, reaching for her right ankle and letting her butt smash against my dick, which had partly hardened watching her walking up the stairs.
A number of ladies that had been walking down quickly gathered around us, each seeming to ask if we were alright all at the same time.
"I think so," I answered, even as their attention diverted to the apparently injured woman still sitting on my lap.
"Owwwwww. My ankle," she moaned again, clearly not all right.
One of the ladies knelt and looked at her ankle, gently prodding it with her fingers with a concerned look. "Twisted for sure, maybe sprained," she announced as another woman collected the broken heel of her shoe.
"Ohhhhh Damn!" The lady in blue said, practically crying.
"Come on. Let's see if you can stand on it." Another of the women prodded, slipping the broken high heel shoe off her right foot and the unbroken one off her left. Two of them helped her off my lap to stand, the woman gingerly placing a small percentage of her weight on the injured ankle, grimacing in pain before nearly collapsing down again. "We better help you. Where's your office?"
"502," she responded, again almost in tears as two of them started to try and help her up the steps. I pushed myself up and tried to brush the coffee soaking into my butt away uselessly, a scowl on my face. Shaking my head I watched the two women get her to hop gingerly up one step at a time, causing her to cry out in pain each time her body bounced.
"Here!" I said quickly, stepping to the back of the three of them. I almost rudely elbowed the one on the left out of the way as I pushed between them, bending and scooping miss blue dress up in my arms. I started walking up the stairs with the much heavier load than my coffee and Danish as she wrapped her arms around my neck for balance.
"We'll get your things!" one of them called, retreating back towards the landing as I carried miss blue dress up the stairs.
Her face was as attractive as her butt had been only a minute or so before. Blue gray eyes, a subtle layer of makeup, a firm trim body with softness in just the right places. I suspected that if she wasn't in pain that she smiled a lot, given the fine lines around her mouth. She was maybe forty at most, easily ten years my junior. All in all, not an unattractive package. I didn't have a chance to look for finger jewelry, but then a package this nice clearly couldn't be on the market anyway. Not that I was looking. I mean I could look if I wanted too. But after dealing with my ex earlier in the day I wasn't in any mood to chase skirts, even ones as nice looking as this one. Admire maybe, chase, no.
I elbowed the stairwell door open from its partially propped open position, and stepped out into the hallway, which was practically frigid after the stifling heat of the stairwell. It only took a moment to locate the office space 502, a glass faced entry with a series of names that made me immediately think of a law office. I found an overstuffed chair in the waiting area and moved towards it even as the receptionist behind the desk stood up startled and then started to scurry towards us.
"My god! Joanne, are you alright?"
"I will be Missy. Can you go help the ladies in the stairwell with my packages?"
"Sure!" the receptionist said, turning away from us as I gently set miss blue dress in the chair.
"Well. It seems that chivalry isn't dead after all. Thank you kind sir," she said as she started to look at me more closely, in particular my extremely wet slacks. "I'd like to thank you more properly, but I don't even know your name."
"David," I answered quickly. "I'm guessing you'll be alright here now?"
"I think so," she said, reaching for her ankle again. "Hurts pretty badly though."
"Let me see," I said, kneeling in front of her. I gently lifted her foot onto my lap and probed cautiously, letting my fingers trace her bones carefully. "We're gonna have to get rid of these pantyhose," I said as I pulled my ever present pocketknife from my pocket.
"What are you going to do with that?"
"Cut these pantyhose off," I answered with a shrug.
"The hell you are!" she snapped. "Those are one hundred percent silk!"
"Well, it'd be a lot easier to examine your foot without 'em. The medics won't be any more accommodating when they get here. But it's up to you," I said slipping her foot off my lap and standing up.
"Medics? What medics?"
"The ones you're gonna call."
"I'm not calling any medics for a stupid twisted ankle!" she said with a frown.
"Well. I haven't been an EMT since college, but from what I can tell, it'd be smart to get it X-rayed. I'm pretty sure it's broken."
"Pretty sure?"
"Well. As best I can. But then I don't have x-ray vision. Wish I did, but..."
She frowned. "And they'd cut my stockings off?"
"In a heartbeat," I answered her.
"Well. If I don't have any choice, I guess I can take 'em off. Can you carry me down to the ladies room?"
I chuckled as I turned back to her. "You're in no condition to walk into the ladies room, or anywhere else for that matter." I said kneeling back down with my knife.
"I wasn't planning on it. I thought you'd carry me in."
"Seriously? Into the ladies room?" looking up at her in shock.
"Well. I suppose that could be awkward."
"Just a tad, both for me and whoever might be in there when I come barging in with an armful of woman."
"Yeah. I don't think I'd like to be standing with my dress around my knees when you came in," she said with a soft laugh. "Better help me up here then." I stood up and helped her to stand in front of me on one foot, her hands on my shoulders for balance. "Well. I suppose if you kneel down you can do it."
"Do what?"
"Slide your hands under my skirt to unclip my stocking."
"What?"
She looked at me clearly suppressing a smile. "Well. It's just medically Necessary. I can't exactly hike my skirt to my waist here, can I? Besides, you've already had your hand up my dress."
"I...Uh...I didn't mean to..."
"It's alright David," she said with a tiny grin. "I didn't say it was completely unwelcome. It just happened accidentally. Now, are you going to turn down the chance to do it on purpose?"
"It's not exactly gentlemanly to be sticking my hands under a lady's skirt, especially in public."
"Maybe not, but then it's been a long time since I've had a man's hands under my skirt, and I can't reach the clips myself without showing my panties off to the whole world," she said with a soft chuckle as the receptionist came back in the door with her arms loaded with packages. "And just between you and me, if your hands happened to find more than the clips on my garter, you won't hear me complain," she whispered.
If I didn't know better, I'd say I'd just been invited to feel up a very good looking woman. If we weren't in public, I might be more tempted to take her up on it.
"There's a clip in front and back."
"I suppose if that's the way you want it," I said as the receptionist stepped back over to us. I knelt down and reached out for her leg as she continued to hold my shoulders for balance. I slid both hands up her leg and under her skirt. Her silk covered leg was warm and soft and incredibly smooth. I slid one hand up the inside of her thigh, and the other outside, feeling for whatever clips held the stockings up. My right hand found the crotch of her panties, silky smooth, warm and surprisingly wet. I looked up at her face, somewhat surprised.
She grinned and winked at me. "Getting closer."
"It would seem," I answered. I slid my left hand around farther, finding the curve of her butt cheek as well as the top of her silk stocking. I slid my hand slightly higher, feeling the soft bare skin of her butt.
"A little more left," she whispered.
"Right," I whispered back, my brain trying to process what my fingers were feeling.
"No left," she grinned.
"Yeah," I said, sliding my fingers around her butt cheek under the snug skirt, her skin soft and firm at the same time. Did I mention that her butt felt completely bare? My fingers found a strap sticking down across her bare skin. My fingers slid down the strap, to the bottom of her butt, again finding the top of her stocking, and this time some kind of small clasp.
"The button slips up to release the silk."
"Up... to release the silk," I repeated quietly.
"Uh huh," she whispered a little breathlessly. "You can use both hands if you need too. Just slide your right hand a little farther around."
"You okay Joanne?" the receptionist asked with a concerned look, staring more at me with my hands up her boss's skirt than anything else.
"Oh. Just fine Missy," she answered, squeezing my shoulder as I slid my right hand further between her legs, the back of my thumb pressing against the wet crotch of her panties. I slid my fingers around her silk covered thigh, the slick material pressing against my thumb giving way to the bare skin of her cheeks. My fingers finally found the strap and clip as well as my other fingers.
I felt my fingers around the clip, my wrist rubbing against her wet panty crotch as I tried to open the clip, finally getting the button to move and release the silk stocking. "One down," I whispered, as much to myself as anyone as I moved my hands around to the front of her thigh. I found that clip and more quickly undid it. I slid the silk down her leg, sliding both hands along with it before slipping the stocking off her foot.
"Too bad I wore panties this morning..." Joanne groaned as she slowly lowered herself down into the chair, holding her injured foot out in front of her, her legs spreading as far as she snug skirt allowed, but far enough to allow me a glimpse of powder blue between her thighs.
"Joanne!" Missy exclaimed.
"What? You telling me if his hands were between your legs you wouldn't want him to touch you?"
"But Joanne!"
"Oh shush!" Joanne hissed as she let me lift her leg a little higher, sliding the bunched up stocking off her foot while she bent her knee and lifted her foot. As soon as I had the stocking off, she slowly lowered her foot, resting it in my lap against my surprisingly hard cock.
I gently moved my hands to her injured ankle, letting her heel rest on my lap and my hardon as I began gently prodding my fingers around her ankle, feeling while watching her reactions for pain.
"Ow!" she squeaked as I pressed my fingers under the ball of her ankle.
"Yeah. Definitely need to get this x-rayed."
"Is it really that bad?"
"My professional medical opinion? Yeah. It could just be a sprain, but even then, the way it's swelling it needs to be looked at. Either way, you're gonna be off of it for a while."
"But I'm due in court in less than an hour," she protested.
"Well. I think that's gonna be a problem."
"But I can't be late. It's already been continued once."
"Sorry. I doubt you're gonna be done at the ER."
"Not if I don't go."
"Well. You can make up your own mind, but if I were you, I'd go," I said as I slipped her foot off my lap and gingerly lowered it to the carpeted floor.
"How about if I go after?"
"After what?"
"After court. I can go to court and then go."
"I guess if you can find a way to bounce around on one foot. But I wouldn't want to put any weight on that foot. If it is broken, you're not going to do it any favors. And I don't know how you're going to get down the stairs alone."
"I won't be alone. You'll help me...won't you? I mean you're a big strong handsome man. You can easily carry me down the stairs."
"Good lord. So what, you want me to take you down the stairs and put you in cab?"
"Actually, I was thinking you could help me a little longer than that. Maybe help me into court?"
"And my work? I'm just supposed to blow off the rest of the day?"
"You're going back to work like that?" she asked, nodding her head towards my coffee soaked slacks. "Tell you what, you help me and I'll buy you a new pair of slacks. You can call your office and tell them that you're helping out a hurt friend."
I frowned at the awkward position she was putting me in. "Hurt friend? I don't even know you."
"I hope you're a friend. I'd hate to think I had a stranger's hands under my skirt."
"Good lord," I groaned.
"Great. Missy. Run down to the men's store down the street and get another pair of gray slacks size...?"
"34 34". I answered, rolling my eyes, realizing that I'd already given in to her crazy idea.
"34 34? Not bad. Okay Missy. Put them on my charge. But hurry!"
"Right," Missy nodded before turning and practically running for her desk. She pulled a drawer open, pulled out a purse and dashed out the glass doors.
"Now. If you would, hand me my stocking and carry me to my office. I can't go into court looking like this," she said as she pushed herself up out of the chair, trying to balance on one foot.
I picked up her silk stocking and then stood up, scooping her light body into my arms. "Well? Point me to your office."
"Down there!" she said, pointing with one hand while wrapping her other arm around my neck and shoulders for support. I carried her down the hallway past the receptionist desk to a door with an engraved nameplate Joanne Kirkson Senior Partner. I lowered her far enough to get the doorknob. She pushed the door open into a very opulent office space with a huge oak desk, a small conference table and a large sofa. "On the sofa please," she said. I crossed the office and set her down on the sofa gently. "Now. If you wouldn't mind closing the door?"
"Sure," I answered, stepping to the office door and closing it quietly.
"In the closet is a black and white dress. Would you get it out for me?"
"Sure," I answered, looking around for the closet. I saw what I assumed was the closet and walked to it, pulling the door open to find an assortment of clothing hanging before me.
"And that duffel on the floor too!" she said from behind me.
"Yes ma'am!" I answered with a wry smile, feeling a little like a servant at that moment. I found the only black and white dress and pulled it from the closet, along with the small red duffel on the floor. I turned around to walk to the sofa and froze, staring as she sat on the edge of the sofa, pulling the powder blue button down blouse off her shoulders, leaving her chest covered in only a lacy powder blue bra that matched the blue I'd seen between her legs.
"What? Never seen a woman getting undressed before?" she asked with a wicked little smile. "There's a white bra in the bag. Wanna get it out for me?" she asked as she lay the blouse over the back of the sofa. She turned to look at me again, still standing several feet from the sofa, holding the bag and the dress. "It's alright. I don't bite, well not much at first anyway," she said with a devilish little grin, holding her hands out towards me.
"Oh. Yeah," I said as I finally realized she was waiting for me to bring her things to her. I stepped closer and handed her the dress, which she tossed over the back of the sofa and then took the duffel from me. She unzipped it, then dug out a lacy white bra and set it on the sofa next to where she sat.



"You know," she said as she reached her hands behind her. "Normally I wouldn't even think of getting undressed in front of someone I'd only known for a few minutes, but I feel like you deserve some kind of payment for having to carry me around, literally," she said as she shrugged her bra off, freeing her tits completely in front of me. Each soft orb was maybe a large C cup or slightly larger, each with perfectly circular pink areola covering almost a quarter of the front of each breast. Centered in each slightly puckered areola were a pair of hard pink nipples, almost as big around as my pinky finger, protruding out invitingly. She cupped both breasts and rubbed her hands under them, letting her thumbs stroke across her nipples, teasing them to grow even more rigid as I stood staring at her. "You know, if I didn't have to, I wouldn't wear these damn things," she said as she let go of her breasts and picked up the bra.
I stood watching, only a half dozen feet from her as she wrapped the bra around her body and snapped the clasp. She twisted it around her body and then slipped her arms into the small loops before sliding them up her arms and onto her shoulders.
"Okay. Help me up please," she said as she reached her hands out to me. Instinctively I reached out for her hands and helped pull her up onto her one good foot. She reached for my shoulders and steadied herself with a firm grip on my shoulders. "Okay. Zipper is in the back."
"Huh?"
"Zipper? You have to pull the zipper down before you can take my skirt off silly."
"Take your skirt off?"
"Well, you don't expect me to do it on one foot, do you?" she said as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.
"Uh. No. I guess not," I answered, reaching my hands around her hips. I had to step closer to her, her hands drawing me towards her until her lace clad breasts were pressing against my chest on either side of my tie. I felt for the waistband of her dress and found the zipper and a button, which I undid. I pulled the zipper down and then slid the snug material down over her hips, letting it fall down her legs by its own weight.
"You need to pull my garter strap back up a little if you would. You nearly pulled it and my panties down," she said, clearly trying to hide a smile as she watched my face respond to her comment. "It's okay if you wanted to. I mean I wouldn't complain, as long as you put them back on when you're done."
"I..Um...I don't think..."
"It's alright David. I'm just teasing, but I do need my other stocking back on. Let me sit down and you can put my stocking on and then I'll stand up so you can pull it all the way up."
"Uh. Sure," I mumbled as she leaned her butt back and lowered herself back to the sofa. She wasn't wrong about her panties either. The skirt had clearly dragged not only the elastic and lace garter belt down off her hips to her upper thighs, but had pulled the tiny strings holding the powder blue thong panty down as well, the material held in place over her pussy only by her thighs. As she settled down on the sofa, she lifted her good foot off the ground and kicked the skirt out of the way.
"Come on. I really don't bite," she said, holding the stocking out for me as she looked up at me. "Unless you want me to do it myself?"
"No. I'll do it," I agreed, dropping to one knee in front of her. I could see the material of her tiny thong panty gape away from her pussy as she lifted her leg, exposing her shaved lips as she leaned back on the sofa to make holding her leg easier. My cock was rock hard in my pants as I tried to keep my eyes on my work sliding the silk stocking up her leg instead of on her pussy, which seemed to become even more visible as I pretended not to look.
"You know. I usually put my panties on over my garter straps. Makes it a lot easier to use the bathroom. The way it's going, I'll have one over and one under. Might as well take my panties off and we'll just put them back on after we snap the stocking up."
"You really want me to take your underwear off?"
"Well. You can. I will if you're too embarrassed to."
"Uh. No. I can," I said, letting go of her leg and tugging on the strings that were already down around her thighs. Her panties slid easily down her legs, consisting of only a small triangle of satin like material and a few small strings to hold it in place. She lifted her good leg off the ground to let me pull her panty off, and then set her foot back on the floor, this time much farther to my right, spreading her legs in the process and exposing her entire pussy to my view. "Nice," I whispered to myself, trying hard to not stare at her round full lips and the significant amount of soft inner labia that was framed by them.
"I'll take that as a compliment," she whispered. "Along with that."
"That?" I asked in confusion.
"The hardon," she said with a grin. "It looks like it's practically begging to get out," she added as she pushed herself up to sit again on the edge of the sofa. "Okay. Let me stand and then you can fix my garter and clip my stockings into it." She leaned towards me, using my shoulders for balance as she stood up, her pussy now inches from my face as she stood on her good foot. "Just slide it back up. You'll know how far," she said softly, waiting while my hands rested on her bare hips.
"Uh. Yeah," I said a little breathlessly. I could smell her pussy, the scent of her arousal strong as I slowly slid my fingers down her legs to the garter belt around her thighs. I hooked my fingers under it and slipped it up higher, pushing until the straps on her left leg were snug. I let go of the elastic waistband and then moved my hands back to her right thigh, sliding her stocking up until the top was nearly to her pussy. I clipped the back and then the front, wishing it would take me longer than it had.
"You know. If it wouldn't bother your wife too much, I wouldn't at all mind seeing that cock of yours," she said as she stood in front of me, slowly letting her hips push toward my face.
"Not a problem. I'm not married," I mumbled.
"Girlfriend?"
"Uh uh. You?"
"Definitely not a girlfriend, at least not in that way," she said, causing me to look up at her quickly.
"I didn't mean..." I stammered.
She smiled. "I know," she said as she pushed her butt back and sat on the edge of the sofa again. She leaned towards me, her legs spread, reaching down between them towards my waist. I watched her face instead of what she was doing as she slowly undid my belt, working slowly enough to give me plenty of time to stop her. "Missy will be bringing you a fresh pair of pants. Maybe we need to take these off to be ready for her?"
"That might speed things up...when she gets back I mean." As Joanne's fingers started working the front of my pants open.
"My thoughts exactly," she whispered, pushing my pants off my hips. "If you stand up, I can take your shoes off. Can't take your pants off with them on, can we?"
"No," I agreed, standing up in front of her. She bent and untied both my shoes and then coaxed my feet up, one at a time, sliding off my shoe and my pants. With my pants off she slid her hands up my legs, finding my boxer briefs with her fingers.
"These are wet too. Not sure you want to put dry pants on over them."
"Probably not," I agreed, my voice so quiet I wasn't sure she could hear my nervous answer. I needn't have worried. She apparently heard me just fine. Her fingers slipped up my hips to the waistband of my briefs and began to slowly pull them down, inching them down slowly, forcing my hardened shaft to push down and point towards the floor.
"Oh my," she whispered as she uncovered more and more of my fat shaft as she pulled the briefs down. Finally, she pulled the waistband past my engorged head and my dock popped out, sticking towards her face and nearly hitting her in the cheek as it wagged back and forth. "Ohhhh my," she whispered as she pushed my briefs lower. She leaned towards me, pushing my briefs even lower, her mouth opening before she leaned her face close enough to close her lips around my fat head.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she reached both hands for my dick, my briefs now around my ankles. She slid her right hand along my shaft, following it with her lips, while her left cupped and cradled my balls. "Ohhh. You keep doing that you're gonna make me come," I groaned loudly.
"So fast?" she asked as she pulled her mouth off my cock.
"I'm embarrassed to say that you're the first woman to handle it in...well... almost a year."
"Then maybe we should just jump to the main event? I'd hate to get all turned on thinking about how it'd feel inside me only to take it all in my mouth."
"Yeah. Maybe," I agreed breathlessly. She let go of me and leaned back on the sofa, her ass at the edge of the sofa. She lifted her silk clad legs in the air and spread them wide, letting me kneel in front of her. I grabbed my dick and rubbed it up and down her clearly wet lips before working the tip between her lips into the entrance to her depths. I pressed my hips forward, pushing towards her, her body resisting my cock head's attempt to enter her. She bit her lower lip gently and stared at my eyes as I pressed harder, finally expanding her entrance and forcing my head inside. I slowly pushed more of me into her pussy, her body expanding to accept my shaft.
"Oh god you feel huge," she whispered as I forced the rest of my saliva coated shaft into her.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I felt my head press against the end of her vaginal tunnel. I pulled back, slowly, pulling back until I could feel my head about to slip out and then pushed forward again, sliding in more easily this time. When I hit her cervix again, I started stroking out and in again, more quickly this time. Before long I was pumping my cock into her rhythmically, her moans growing in intensity as the seconds passed. I could feel my own orgasm building. It had been nearly a year since I'd had any kind of sex, other than my own hand that is, and having my dick feel the soft confines of Joanne was quickly pushing the inevitable.
I moved my right hand up to her chest, squeezing her breast through the lace while I pressed my thumb against her clit, rubbing it in small circles, my hips continually pumping my shaft in and out of her. "Oh fuuuuck," she moaned, her hips starting to rock in time with my strokes. In and out I went, sliding my head down the length of her tunnel, caressing all the right spots on my cock as I tried to push her climax up more quickly.
"Dunno if I can last much longer," I grunted as my hips slapped her bare ass.
"That's okay. Ohhhh fuck. I don't know how long I can keep coming like this either!" she moaned.
It only took half a dozen more strokes and my body deemed my attempts to hold back any longer futile. My body jerked and jammed my cock into her pussy hard, pumping a strong gush of cum deep into her as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around my shaft. My body bucked over and over, pumping shot after shot into her until all I could do was kneel between her legs, my hands resting on her thighs as I panted for breath.
"OH MY GOD! Joanne! Really? You are so going to be late for court if you don't get your ass moving!" Missy said as she walked in and saw us. She shook her head disapprovingly as she walked over to us, dropping my new pants on the sofa. "Really Joanne? In your office?"
"Gotta get it where it comes," she panted. "How much time do we have?"
"We have? You have maybe five minutes to finish getting dressed."
"Five minutes? What the hell? Is that all?"
"You've already blown twenty minutes, so to speak. For all I know, that isn't figuratively," Missy said as she walked out.
"Shit five minutes. Quick. Put my panties on me."
"Sure," I answered, pulling my softening dick out of her as I reached for the panties I set on the sofa.
"I wouldn't bother with them but I damn well can't go to court leaking your cum down my legs, can I?" she asked as she held her legs in the air for me and pulled the dress off the back of the sofa. I slipped the panties up her legs and over her pussy while she tried to get the dress on over her head. "Oh shit. Help me with this, will you?"
"Sure," I answered, standing up and pulling her back to a sitting position.
"In the bag there's a pair of running shoes. Put the one on my good foot," she said as she pulled the dress over her head and worked it down over her chest to her waist, slipping her arms into the arm holes while I knelt and slipped her shoe on and tied it.
As I stood back up, she looked at me, or more correctly at my softening dick and frowned. She leaned to grab the bag and pulled a small towel out of it. She reached for my cock and dried it, wiping most of our combined cum off of it before tossing it aside. "Better put your pants on, unless you plan on going out like that. Not that I'd mind, but I think you'll draw a lot of attention."
"I would that," I agreed, grabbing the pants and stepping into them.
"Don't worry. As far as I'm concerned, this isn't over yet."
"What?" I asked as I buttoned the pants and zipped them.
"Us. This...tryst. If you're still willing, I'm still willing," she said as she held my belt out for me.
"I'd like to say yes, but the honest fact is that I already feel guilty for what we just did. I mean we don't even know each other."
"Well. We can fix that. We have court, and then the hospital and I'm quite sure after that, that someone is going to have to take me home and help me undress again. Anyone you know interesting in finding out how much we can find about each other before we get done doing that?"
"I might know someone," I said as I stepped into my shoes, Joanne bending from where she sat on the sofa to tie them for me. I held my hands out and pulled her up to stand on her one good foot again.
"Pull my dress down and zip me please?" she asked as she slipped her hands and arms around me. As I leaned towards her to pull the zipper up her back, she leaned her face to mine and kissed my lips. We stood, my hand slowly pulling her zipper up while she wetly kissed my lips. Seconds later she pulled her lips from mine, both of us slightly breathless. "That's a down payment, if you're interested," she whispered.
"I'm interested," I answered just before Missy stepped into the office again to tell Joanne the car was waiting downstairs.
"Time to go," I said, scooping my arms under her and picking her up again.
"I always wanted a dashing handsome man to sweep me off my feet. I just never knew it'd happen like this," she whispered as I carried her down the hall.
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"Shhhhh," I admonished the young woman laying next to me under the bush when she wiggled around, making the dead leaves crackle. We'd spent nearly an hour slow crawling the hundred yards from the edge of the woods through the tall grass to get here and I didn't want to spoil all that progress. True it was only a game. If we were shot it would only sting a while, but I really didn't want to get shot, especially on the very first skirmish with this new club.
Now being empty nesters, the last of our two kids gone to college, my wife suggested we find some activities to do. We'd played paintball years ago and enjoyed it immensely. True, equipment had changed. Instead of a bolt action pistol holding only 5 balls, the new guns I'd bought were AR styled hundred shot repeaters. But the game hadn't changed all that much. Capture the flag was still capture the flag.
The Facebook post she came across for the Midmo ballers, looked like they had just had some serious fun. My wife reached out to one of the members, a young woman named Shelly and chatted online a while. They were a couples only group, which was perfect for us. Besides paintball, they apparently also had other group activities for colder weather, which could be fun. But for now, trying to slip up to the enemy fort and capture their flag without getting shot was what I was concentrating on.
I'd have preferred to have my wife laying in the bushes with me. After almost 25 years together we could complete each other's sentences, and communicate our intentions with a few hand gestures. She was a kick ass hunter and we'd stalked turkeys together many times. This wasn't all that different, except that Shelly clearly wasn't as adept at this kind of thing as my wife. She was laying next to me instead of my wife due to nothing other than she and her husband volunteered to partner with us the first time, while everyone else chose in a random draw. Breaking up couples appeared to be a club rule. No one had explained why, but I supposed it was to make things fair.
With two teams of four couples playing against each other, it could prove to be a short game. I only had one couple to take out and the flag would be ours, but I had to get closer. Even with this fancy gun, the young couple guarding the fort was out of range.
"We don't want to get shot," I whispered to Shelly.
"Or captured!" she whispered back.
I looked over at her. Captured? I'd never played where you could capture your opponent. Only killed them with paint.
"I was captured once. It wasn't nearly as much fun as I'd have expected."
To expect being captured as being fun didn't make much sense. But then I wasn't all that sure how serious Shelly was about this. She seemed much more interested in rubbing herself against me, or grabbing my butt than trying to stay quiet.
"See that bush there? The little scrubby one?"
"Yeah," she whispered back.
"Let's try for it. Nice and slow. Stay on your belly."
"I don't mind slow or on my belly. But I don't like getting dirt down my pants."
I nodded. 'Yep. Not very serious.' I thought to myself. I slowly rolled out from under the bush and started to slowly crawl towards the bush almost thirty yards away. As quiet as I was trying to be I knew the leaves were making more noise than I wanted, but then Shelly was being even louder. I wanted to turn around and shush her, but I never got the chance.
I froze in place, and stared as my wife and the husband of the woman laying next to me, Jimmy were being marched into the clearing, their hands on their heads.
"Shit," I whispered.
"Oh damn. Captured!" Shelly whispered back.
"If I can kill those four, are we allowed to rescue them?"
"Yeah. But they don't get their stuff back until you get them back to our fort."
I nodded silently. I'd have to take out the two sentries first either way. I didn't know how to get the two inside out in the open. But first things first. I started for the bush again. I had to move slowly. The tall grass moving with almost no wind was a dead give away.
I heard my wife shout something before her voice was muffled. I couldn't make it out, but I assumed they were gagging and tying her up.
Only another few yards.
One of the sentries started walking in my direction, apparently sensing something amiss. If I shot her now, I'd never get a chance at the other one. Maybe if I waited she'd turn back or her partner would walk this way too. I held my breath, hoping my camo would keep me hidden.
She raised her gun and pointed it in my direction. I'd been spotted. I quickly pulled the trigger, my gun already aimed at her.
Thwap! The distinctive sound of a paintball hadn't changed much over the years. She looked down at the bright red splatter on her shirt almost dead center between her breasts. While she was still looking, I jumped up and rushed the few yards to get in range of the other sentry. Thwap! Number two down. I ran to the fort and threw myself to the ground, hoping Shelly was following.
I could hear sounds inside the fort. A distinct buzzing or vibrating sound came from within the fort, along with what sounded like female moans. Shelly had said it wasn't as much fun as she would have thought. Were they torturing my wife in some way? The moans didn't sound like hurt, more like pleasure.
I crawled around the side, peeked around the corner and Thwap!
"Shit!" I cursed, feeing the paintball hit me in the middle of my back.
Thwap! Another in my butt! Apparently just for good measure. Thwap! Thwap! Two more. I didn't feel any impact so I presumed they got Shelly. I twisted around and sure enough, she was climbing to her feet, a big blue splatter on the side of her shirt and another on the side of her leg. The guy that had marched my wife in stood looking at us, the hard plastic face mask covering what had to be a huge grin.
I pushed myself up and stood while Shelly was pushed towards me. The two of us were pushed towards the fort door, and shoved in.
I stood and started, completely at a loss for words or actions.
Both my wife and Jimmy were sitting on benches, their hands tied back to the wall, a gag in their mouths. That wasn't what stunned me. They had both been stripped naked, or almost so! I looked at my wife, her feet tied out to the floor to keep her legs spread, the bottom of a large flesh colored vibrator sticking out of her pussy. The only clothing she had on were her socks and her t-shirt, which was pulled up and hooked over her head so that she was bare from her neck to her ankles. Her clothes were strewn around the floor around her, her sports bra clearly cut up to remove it.
Jimmy, equally naked, had a half dressed female standing astraddle his legs, her pants off as well, bouncing her ass up and down on his lap, clearly fucking him.
"Okay. Both of you. Clothes off," the guard said as he took off his mask.
"Wait! What the hell?" I asked, still in a state of shock.
"Those are the rules. You have to strip off where you got shot, and since I killed Shelly, she's mine too."
I looked at Shelly, who had already pulled her mask off and was unbuttoning her camo shirt. She grinned at me as she pulled her shirt off, revealing her thirty year old tits.
Shelly said, "At least we're not out fucking in the bushes."
"In the bushes?"
"Yeah. You have to strip wherever you are when your killed."
All of a sudden things started to sink in. Midmo ballers weren't a paint ball club. They were a swingers club!
"Wait a second. My wife..." I started to protest, looking over at where my wife sat on the bench, her eyes closed, whatever kind of vibrator they has stuffed in her creating sensations inside her that she was unable to ignore. She moaned softly again, her hips moving slightly in a fucking motion as her pussy leaked and dripped onto the rough floorboards clearly in the middle of a climax.
"Don't worry. I'll take good care of her!" the guy who shot me interrupted as he set his gun aside. "Now you gonna strip for these nice ladies or am I going to have to tie you up like your wife?"
I looked around and saw the woman I'd shot stripping her shirt off as well, her large tits as bare as Shelly's. I looked back to the guy that shot me, his pants now open and a large dick sticking out rock hard. He turned away from me and stepped between my wife's legs, knelt down and pulled the vibrator out of her pussy.
"Hey! Wait a second!" I protested again, starting to move towards him before I felt two hands grab my arms and hold me back. Before I could shake the arms off, he pushed the head of his cock into her in place of the vibrator, bringing an even louder moan from her gagged mouth. She opened her eyes and saw him in front of her and then looked down at his cock sticking part way into her. Her eyes got as big as saucers and she shook her head side to side as he started to force his big cock deeper into her. In moments he was stroking in and out of her, working his cock deeper and deeper into her. Her reaction was clearly a no, but he didn't seem to care. In and out he thrust until she closed her eyes again and moaned loudly.
"It's Ben, right?" the woman I shot between the tits said as she pulled me back and stepped against me, her naked body pressing against me. "Let's get these off of you. You wanna help Shelly?"
"Hell yeah," she agreed with a grin. "I've been wanting to get fucked for an hour."
I couldn't seem to look away from where my wife was being pounded by the guy that shot me.
"First time seeing your wife getting fucked by another guy?" the woman I'd shot asked softly.
"Uh huh." Was all I could answer.
"Let's go outside then," she said with a smile, turning me and pushing me gently out the door. We only moved a few steps beyond the door and she was undoing my pants. I stared at her naked body as she squatted in front of me, reaching down to untie my boots, her knees splayed wide, exposing her pussy to me.
She coaxed me to lift each foot, pulling my pants and briefs off and then sliding each boot back on.
"There!" she said, standing up now that I was as naked as she was, nude except for boots. She reached down and wrapped both hands around my dick and stroked it slowly.
The guy still remaining on sentry duty stepped over and reached around, grabbing one of her tits.
"Uh Uh Donny!" she said, twisting away from him. "You didn't kill me, so hands off."
"Okay." He chuckled before looking at me. "Have fun! She can be a real Energizer bunny. She just keeps cumming and cumming."
"Smart ass!" she said as she pushed him away with one hand. "Come on. Let's put this someplace useful, like my pussy." She used my dick as a handle and turned me to face the wall while she moved around me, slipping between me and the wall.
"Oh fuck!" I heard a male voice inside the fort grunt out.
"Sounds like your wife just got her first load."
"Her first load?" I asked as she pushed her butt towards me, guiding my dick to her wet pussy lips.
"Uh huh," she groaned as she pushed back against me, forcing my cock into her pussy. "You fuck what you kill, but if you're captured the whole team gets a turn."
"Not as fun as she thought it'd be," I said, repeating Shelly's earlier statement.
"Depends on how you like it," the woman in front of me said, pushing her bare ass against me, trying to coax me to start pumping in and out of her. I was still thinking about my wife inside as I let my hands slide up from her hips to her big soft breasts, capturing her tits in my hands. I used them as handles as I started pushing in and out of her hot wet pussy. "I personally enjoyed the hell out of it the last time I was captured. Hadn't come so many times in years!"
"How many?"
"Guys or climaxes?" She gasped as I plunged faster into her, concentrating more on what was happening to my wife inside than fucking the woman in front of me.
"Both," I grunted.
"Six guys. Twice that many orgasms. One guy made me come four times. Wanna try and beat his record?"
My mind started to come back to what I was doing, the sensations of my cock sliding in and out of her racing through my body. A combination of images of my wife, spread eagle with that vibrator stuffed in her pussy and the feelings of the pussy around my cock were having a sudden and dramatic effect. "I don't think I'm going to last that long," I grunted.
"Your turn," the guy who shot me said to the sentry as he stepped out of the fort, a gun in one hand and a naked Shelly in the other.
"Hell yeah! New pussy!" he said as he disappeared into the fort.
"That's it," the woman I was fucking groaned. "Right there!" I could feel her body start to tremble and her pussy squeeze and grip my thrusting shaft as she started to cum. The change in sensations was all it took to push me over the top.
"Ahhhhh!" I breathed softly as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her.
"Yes!" she cried as my cock hit against her cervix and gushed a surge of cum deep in her pussy. Time and again my body jerked, pumping cum into her until I felt drained. I moved my hands from her tits and moved them to the wall. I let my weight press us both to the wall while we panted for breath.
I looked over at Shelly, squatted in front of the guy that shot us, one hand on his softened dick, guiding it in and out of her mouth as she tried to coax more life into it, her other between her own legs, at least two fingers pushed into herself.
I felt my softening dick slip from the pussy I'd just cum in, and the woman it was part of gently push away and slip from where my body trapped her against the wall. "I'm going to go get my piece of Jimmy while I can. You can stay out here, or you can watch Thomas doing your wife. Either way, as soon as I'm done on Jimmy, I'll come back, and you can have all of me you want!"
"Yeah, fine." I nodded as she stepped backwards to the door and turned to walk into it. I turned and leaned against the wall, thinking about what I'd just done and then what was happening to my wife. I could hear the sounds of sex coming from inside the fort and pushed away to put a stop to whoever was currently fucking my wife.
I pushed away from the wall and moved to step into the fort, the woman that had been fucking Thomas, my wife's partner for the day, stepping back through to come outside. She was still naked from the waist down and had only a thin t-shirt on above that, her perky tits clearly showing through the sweat soaked shirt.
"Uh uh. She's ours now," the woman said with a grin. "And you're mine."
I looked in through the door and saw the woman I'd just fucked bouncing wildly on Jimmy's dick, facing me, her big tits bouncing and flying just as wildly. I looked at my wife, the guy between her legs with his pants to his knees, pumping his hips to shove his dick in and out of her. I could also hear the sound of a vibrator, and realized the one she had in her earlier was no longer on the floor. I looked up to my wife's face, the gag removed, and her mouth hanging open the way it did when she climaxed at home. Her head rested against the wall with her eyes closed. I wondered how this was going to turn out, how both of us were going to feel later. I'd never seen my wife fucked by another guy, let alone two.
"Come on." I heard Shelly say from behind me. "You don't need to watch," she added, pulling me back by the arm.
"Gabe said you could have my pussy."
"Huh?"
"My pussy. You fuck my pussy and he's going to fuck my mouth. Haven't you ever done multiple partners?"
"Ummmm. No. This is actually the first time for either of us to be with anyone else."
"Oh. Well then you're gonna enjoy this!"
I stepped out and let her lead me to one side of the door where the guy that shot us stood, still looking out over the clearing with his gun ready. "Here we are Gabe!" Shelly said. She bent over, reaching for his cock and quickly engulfed it. He started to thrust his hips toward her face, shoving his cock deep down her throat.
"She's one good mouth fuck," he Said with a grin. "You gonna take her pussy or her ass? She'll do either."
"Uh. Pussy," I answered, looking down at her, her maybe c cup tits hanging down and swinging in time with his strokes.
She pushed him away and gasped for breath before turning enough to look at me. "Waiting for an engraved invitation? After all that crawling around, the least you can do is give me a good fuck!"
"Uh. Sure," I answered. I was a bit surprised at how hard my dick had gotten already, more than hard enough to work into her pussy.
I stepped behind her and aimed my half hard dick at her clearly wet pussy. I worked my head into her opening and then pushed myself into her. I wasn't overly hard, but I could feel myself growing harder by the second as I held myself inside her hot wet confines while Gabe fucked her mouth more.
I was finally getting hard enough to start stroking and in a very short time was humping my cock in and out of her in time with Gabe's strokes. I heard my wife exclaim "Ohhhh fuck yes!" from inside the fort.
"She seems like she's enjoying it!" Shelly said after pulling off Gabe's dick to catch her breath again.
"She really seemed to like mine, once we got her going," Gabe said with a chuckle. "You'd never know she was a first timer. She put up a fight being stripped, but once that vibrator got into her all that stopped."
"Yeah," I said, wondering again how this was going to turn out. Hell, at least she couldn't blame me. This group was her idea.
I wasn't even really paying attention to Shelly, lost in my own thoughts as I continued to stroke rhythmically in and out of her.
"Ohhhh fuck yes! That's it Ben! Just a little harder!" Shelly gasped, pulling her mouth off Gabe.
"Looks like you got skills!" Gabe said with an appreciative nod. "Shelly's notorious for being hard to get off."
"Ohhhhhh fuck!" she suddenly squealed. "God I'm cuuuuummmmiiinnng!"
Her whole body seemed to shudder and tremble as he pussy clamped and released around my hard shaft. I could feel her juices leaking so heavily around my dick that they were running down my balls and dripping, or more accurately, being slung around to the ground.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes fuck yes," she moaned, pulling off my cock and sinking to he knees. "Ohhhhhh. Fuck," she panted again. "I'm gonna need a second here."
"Sure thing. I'm gonna go give Lacy another shot," Gabe said, stepping away and walking back into the fort.
"Shit. How many times is he going to fuck my wife?" I asked.
"As many as he wants to until the game's over!" the woman that shot me said as she walked to the door of the fort.
"When is that?"
"When the rest of the team shows up."
"What if they got captured?"
"Well. Then the game ends at 6."
"That's hours yet!" I said looking at my watch.
She stepped to me and wrapped her arms round my neck and pulled her body against mine, pressing her tits to my chest and trapping my still hard dick between us. "Yeah. Lucky for us, huh?"
I reached up and gently pulled her arms from around me. "I think my wife has had enough," I told her, stepping back. I stepped into the fort and over to Gabe, putting a hand on his shoulder. He looked up at me and then back to my wife. Nodding, he pulled back, his big fat dick slipping from her pussy, leaving it gaping wide open. "I think there's plenty outside."



"Yeah. Sure," he said with a shrug. I stepped to my wife and untied her hands. She tried to move her stiff arms and struggled to try and bend them, so I helped her pull her shirt back over her head and down her chest. I untied her legs and looked around the floor for her pants. I started to slide them over her feet and she just shook her head without a word. I helped her pull her boots on and then found my own clothes, pulling my boots off before I pulled my pants on. I tugged my shirt on, not bothering to button it. I collected the rest of our clothes, leaving the cut up bra on the floor.
I was picking up our paintball gear when Shelly came over to me. "Give me your phone," she said quietly.
"My phone?"
"Yeah. Your wife is gonna need someone to talk to tomorrow."
"Oh. Okay," I answered. I pulled my phone out and unlocked it. She quickly opened my contacts list and added herself.
"Send me directions," she said, slipping the phone back into my pants pocket.
"Yeah. Sure," I answered, stepping to my wife and helping her get up from the bench. She tried to hold her feet apart as she walked, her pussy clearly unused to the abuse that it had taken. It took us at least forty minutes to slowly hike back through the woods to the car, avoiding as many bushes and branches as I could with her bare below the waist.
When we got home I helped undress her and the two of us took a shower, or more appropriately, I helped her shower and then laid her on the bed. She wasn't interested in dinner, and was asleep long before I came to bed. When Sunday morning came, she woke up and turned on the bedroom tv, clearly not interested in getting out of bed. I made breakfast, which she refused, saying as few words to me as possible.
There was a time when we were younger that we contemplated playing with another couple. In that case, the couple was specific and someone we were both physically attracted to. What happened playing paintball wasn't in any way something either of us had considered, and it was pretty clear to me that she was having a hard time with it. I didn't know if she blamed me, or herself, or what. In some ways, she was acting almost as if she'd been raped. I suppose, in a way she was.
I texted Shelly and she agreed to stop by right after lunch. I opened the door and was stunned. She wore a short red dress with white polka dots that showed a significant amount of cleavage, stockings or panty hose and red high heels. Her husband, Jimmy, stood behind her in a suit and tie.
"Just on our way home from church," she said as she stepped in through the front door. "How's she doing?"
"Not speaking. Not eating. Not doing anything. Still in bed where I put her after we got cleaned up.
"Back here?" she asked, pointing towards the hallway.
"Yeah. Last door."
"Got it!" she called as she walked down the hall.
I turned to Jimmy and invited him to have a seat and watch the football game that had just started.
"So. Lacy is not taking yesterday well?"
"Not at all. I can't get her to talk about it so I don't know what she's feeling."
"Well. From what I could tell, what happened was completely unexpected. I didn't get the feeling that she was prepared for any of the sexual stuff."
"Neither of us were. She thought you were just a paintball group."
"Ahhhh. Shelly hasn't said much, but that makes sense. Lacy fought pretty hard when they were trying to tie her up, but when they started stripping her she went kind of wild. If she hadn't been gagged, she'd have been screaming bloody murder. Gabe and I thought she was just play acting."
"Um. No. I'm thinking she was actually terrified."
"Yeah. Well after he stuck that vibrator inside her she settled down. Maybe she figured that was all they were going to do to us. I was actually surprised when they brought you in."
"I was pretty surprised too."
"Well. If anyone can get her settled, Shelly can."
"Why's that?"
"Oh. She's a sex therapist," he answered with a shrug. "She talks to people about their sexual problems all day long."
"That must make it kind of hard."
"Actually not. Sometimes she'll tell me about some story a client told her, no names of course, and it'll get her all revved up. It's led to some pretty kinky sex over the last couple years."
"Which explains the club," I said with a nod. A lot more making sense now. The paintball games gave the group a chance to play act things in a safe setting, including acting out rape.
"Yeah. Some of our group doesn't go in for the paintball and being captured and all that. But there are other things they enjoy. It's a great way to experience fantasies."
"What kind of fantasies?"
"Oh all kinds. Light bondage. Nothing heavy or painful. Um. Multiple partners, gang bangs, things like that. Sometimes around the holidays we play games. It's all in fun though."
"Yeah. All in fun," I answered.
We sat silently watching football for over an hour before Shelly came back out. She sat down on the sofa between us and turned to me. "So. Other than what happened to Lacy. You were okay with yesterday?"
"Yeah. I mean at first I felt kinda guilty about having sex with several women, but right now that's kinda taking a backseat to what she's going through."
"If she's okay or not depends on you. You see, she's been taught all her life that good girls and boys are monogamous. It's frequently incorrect, but that's what we were all taught. When they started to strip her, she fought. She was following what she was taught. But when she couldn't fight any more and she had to just take whatever they did, she realized that she was getting turned on. Not just a little, but a lot. And by more than just being stripped. When Gabe fucked her, she wanted to object, to prevent it. She was afraid that once she'd been taken by another man that somehow you wouldn't want her any more. The situation only got worse when she realized that she was enjoying it. Enjoying it enough that she couldn't keep herself from climaxing while he was cumming in her."
"She's feeling incredibly guilty at how it made her feel, and that she somehow let you down and that you'll see her as dirty and not want her anymore. My professional opinion is that she'll be okay, as long as she understands that you aren't going to throw her away. We need to help her reconnect with the fact that you still love her."
"It was a shock. But I'm more worried about her than I am about the fact that a couple guys fucked her."
"Well. We're going to have to make her understand that. I have something we can do that will help that."
"Okay. sure. Just tell me what."
"We're going to start with a massage."
"Sure. I can give her a massage."
"No. I don't think you understand. You need to give her a very loving, very erotic massage, complete with plenty of kissing all over her body, especially her pussy. You have to be ready to kiss and lick her until she climaxes. Right now she's afraid that you'll be repulsed by the fact that several guys came in her. If there is ANY way at all that you can't love her, orally, then we need to find some other way to do this."
"I'm not worried," I said quietly. "Like I said, I'm more worried about her."
"Okay. Well. Here's what we'll do. We'll put a couple bed sheets down here so we can lay next to each other. You and Jimmy can give us massages. You'll know how far to go and when. Just follow Jimmy's lead. What you can't do, what we don't WANT you to do, is to have intercourse with her. Not today. I'll come back tomorrow evening and we'll work on that part."
"If that's what needs to be done."
"It is," she said as she got up. In a few minutes she was back with the bottle of lotion from the bedroom and a large queen sized flat sheet, which she laid out on the floor. "You two might as well get naked now. I'll be back in a minute."
"Sure honey," Jimmy said, standing up and starting to pull off his tie. "We've all seen each other naked already anyway," he said, looking at me. I shrugged. He was right, we had. I got up and stripped as well. I was just pulling off my briefs when Shelly came down the hall, completely naked, towing my wife behind her by one hand.
"Come on. Looks like our men are ready for us," she said softly as she guided my wife out to us. Shelly let go of her hand and knelt on the sheet, expecting my wife to follow suit, but instead she quickly stepped to me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me against her.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," she whispered. "I had no idea. I really didn't."
"It's okay," I whispered back, holding her tightly to me as she trembled slightly.
"I didn't mean for any of that to happen. I just thought..."
"Shhhh," I whispered, interrupting her. "It's alright. Neither of us knew. It'll be okay. I promise."
"But those men. They..."
"Yes. They did," I whispered. "It's alright. Honest. Come on. Lay down and I'll give you a massage."
"You're sure you wanna still touch me? After what happened?"
"I love you. Nothing is going to change that," I whispered as I coaxed her to her knees. I got her to lay on her stomach and Shelly lay next to her. I started where I always started, her lower back. I straddled her legs, working both hands up and down her back and then slowly down around her sides, my fingers teasing the sides of her breasts. I leaned over her and gently kissed the back of her neck and then around the side, kissing her cheek and then her lips as I coaxed her to roll over.
I spent the next several minutes holding myself above her, softly kissing her neck, cheeks and then lips before kissing my way down her neck to her chest. I softly kissed down and around each breast, softly teasing her nipples with my tongue, bringing a giggle to her lips.
I pushed myself up and began to massage her again, rubbing lotion into her breasts the way I knew she liked it. I looked over at Shelly, laying on her back as well, being rubbed and massaged by her husband. I noticed that she was looking over at me, staring at my rock hard dick, sticking up at an angle as I sat on my wife's thighs.
I used more lotion to rub down her stomach to her legs and then slid back to begin working her thighs, rubbing each one, on top, outside, and then inside, along the tender sensitive spots I knew existed. I shifted myself, pushing her legs apart, one at a time, until I had them spread around me, her knees pulled back part way to expose her pussy. I leaned down and gently kissed her thighs, one side and then the other, as I worked slowly toward her pussy. I felt her tense as I placed my first kiss on her pussy lips, something she hadn't done since we were first starting to have sex. She'd been a little hesitant about oral sex when we were young, but learned over the years how much she could enjoy it. I hoped that we hadn't lost that as I lay down in front of her and licked up her wet lips.
I could tell by the taste that she was excited. Her juices had already lost that tanginess and were now more sweet tasting. I teased up between her lips, teasing her clit and then licking back down again. Her hands rested on my head, her fingers trying briefly to grab my too short hair as she moaned in pleasure. I pressed one and then a second finger into her and slowly pushed them in and out as I licked and flicked her clit. Her hips rose and fell in a gentle rhythm, my attentions pushing her slowly up the slopes towards climax. I could hear Shelly, lying next to my wife, making soft gentle moans as well as Jimmy worked her pussy
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I pushed her ever closer to her climax. "Gonna make me come. Oh god honey. Come up here. Please come up here."
I lifted myself up and crawled up her body as she reached to pull me higher. She spread her legs wider and looked at me like she had a question but couldn't ask. I lowered myself down pressing my hardon against her curly hairs on her mound and whispered to her, "Tell me what you want."
"I want you in me when I come. Make me come around you." I knew Shelly had suggested, no, she flat stated that I was supposed to make her come with oral, but she clearly wanted something else. I pushed back a little and then towards her, letting my head dip between her lips. After twenty-five years I could find the entrance to her vaginal depths with no hands as easily as I could take a leak. "Yes. There. Push it in. Push it all the way in," she moaned as I pressed myself slowly into her. She moved her hands to my hips and started to rock her hips, partly stroking herself on and off of me and partly grinding her clit into the base of my cock. She was going to come, and she was going to make herself come on me. That was what she intended.
"Oh shit. I'm gonna come," she gasped as her pussy started to spasm around me. Her hips continued to move, though now less coordinated as her legs trembled. I started to rock my hips as well, pushing my dick in and out only a few short inches, each stroke pressing my head against her cervix. "OH god! OHHHHHH YES! YES!" she squealed as her climax washed over her. I could feel her vaginal walls clamping around me as I continued to stroke in and out of her, only moving my dick a few short inches. I also knew I was going to come with her very quickly.
"UH. Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her and squirting a gush of cum into her pussy. I lowered myself down on her, my body pressed to her bare skin as my body jerked and twitched, pumping my cum deep into her. She reached up and pulled my face down, kissing me urgently as we climaxed together.
"Tell me you still love me," she whispered between kisses. "Tell me it's okay and that it doesn't change how you feel about me."
"I still love you every bit as much today as I did the day before yesterday," I whispered. "And it is okay. It wasn't what we were expecting. I didn't expect to see you splayed out like that as a toy for other guys, but then I didn't expect to be a play thing for other women either. Neither of us expected what happened. Now we just have to accept that it did and go where life takes us. Together. Always together," I said before leaning my face down to kiss her again.
I heard Shelly moving and then felt her hands on my back before I broke the kiss with my wife. Moments later I felt her cheek against mine, her soft fingers stroking the back of my neck. "That was exactly the right thing to say," she whispered. "Absolutely the perfect thing. I think you two are going to be just fine." Then her touch was gone. I heard more than saw Jimmy getting dressed and then the clip clop of Shelly's high heels down the hall after she apparently dressed as well. The front door opened and closed as my softening dick slipped out of my wife's pussy. She held me on top of her, not wanting to let go, so I stayed there until we had to roll on our sides, my weight too much for her to hold up any longer.
We lay on the floor snuggling, her hands slowly stroking my body until she managed to get my dick hard gain, and then she rolled us over so that she was on top of me. She aimed my dick at her pussy and pressed down on me, holding herself on her knees as she very slowly lifted and lowered herself on me. I felt her pussy sliding up and down my shaft in excruciatingly slow motion, something she has only done a few times, and each time an intentional tease. Each stroke up and down also brought her tits low enough that her hanging breasts brushed my chest, her nipples dragging and bouncing over my own. The last time she teased me like this was when she wanted to ask me if we could have another child.
"Can I ask you something?" she whispered, looking down at me.
"Sure," I answered, knowing that having another kid wasn't what she wanted to ask me about.
"Did you like having sex with those other women?"
"Did I like it?"
"Yeah. Did you enjoy it? Was it better than having sex with me?" she asked, her nipples slowly stroking up my chest.
"It was different."
"That didn't answer my question. Did you enjoy it?"
"I suppose in a way I did."
"Is that why you didn't stop him from screwing me?"
"Gabe?"
"Was that his name? The guy with the big dick?"
"Yeah."
"So was it? Was that why you let him?"
"Actually, no. When I saw what he was going to do I was going to pull him back. But two of the girls grabbed my arms and pulled me back. By the time I got loose of them he was already inside you. At first you were shaking your head no, but then, you kind of just lay your head back and seemed to enjoy it."
"My pussy was so sensitive after that damn vibrator that his dick felt as big as a tree branch."
"Well. It was a bit bigger than I am."
"Jimmy looks smaller than you."
"I didn't really pay attention."
"He is. But Gabe. He's bigger."
"Okay," I answered, wondering what she was driving at. "Do you want me to get a dick enhancement or something?"
She giggled, her hips still rocking very slowly, keeping me hard inside her. "No. I wanted to ask you something important."
"Okay."
"But you have to promise me you won't get mad."
"Okay. I promise."
"You said that when he was screwing me that I seemed to enjoy it. Well. I did. I mean at first I didn't. I didn't WANT to feel it in me. I certainly didn't WANT to enjoy it. I felt so damn guilty because it felt GOOD, and I didn't want it to. But the longer he stroked the less I cared. It felt so damn good. It felt exciting. I was tied to a fucking wall, getting fucked by a guy I'd never met and it felt GOOD! When I felt him cum in me, I didn't want it to be over. I knew that even though I'd already come a shit ton around that damn vibrator, that if he just kept stroking a few more minutes, that he'd make me come too. And I wanted to come again. I wanted to come on that big dick. After he was done, some other guy came in and started to fuck me. He just kind of jammed it in there and pounded away. He made himself cum in me, but worse, he kept me hanging up there, not quite ready to climax but not quite able to let it dissipate away. Then Gabe came back again. He stuck that big fat dick in again and I knew I was going to come around it that time. I could feel it building. Then I saw you come in. You looked at me and I could see that you were concerned, almost afraid for me. You asked him to stop and he pulled it out of me, but I didn't WANT him to. I wanted to come. I wanted to come around that big dick. I felt so dirty, so...guilty for wanting it again, even when you were trying to rescue me from it. I'm sorry. I don't know what to say. I don't know why even. It shouldn't have felt good. It shouldn't be something I wanted. When you brought me home, all I could think about all the way home was his dick. In the shower I looked at your hard-on and it wasn't that big dick and I felt guilty again for wanting it."
"I see." I nodded slowly.
"No. You don't. I love you. I don't want to ever lose you. You're the father of my children and the love of my life. But if that dick walked in here right now, I'd want it in me again."
"So what are you asking me? You want me to just let him take you like that again?"
"I don't know what I'm asking, really. But I wouldn't object to doing things that might lead to having him in me again. Is that wrong?"
"I don't know if it's wrong or not. What I do know is that I love you and if it's something you want to experience again, then I suppose, as long as you don't object to the same with me, my dick in other women's pussies, that we could probably do things that would allow that to happen again. I don't know if we want to make it a regular thing, but as an occasional thing. If you need to feel something bigger. Something bigger than me, I guess we can always go buy something."
"And you aren't mad? I mean I'm not trying to say you're too small. God knows that's not what I'm saying. I'm just... well...it was so different."



"I'm not mad. Maybe a little disappointed that suddenly I'm not enough."
"Honey. I love you. There's nothing that will ever change that. I love how you feel inside me, like now. I love that you WANT me, even in this old fat body. I love that you want me to feel good. Think of it as a new toy. It's fun to play with the new toys. The shine doesn't always last long, but it's still fun for a while."
"Okay," I said with a soft exhale. "I can live with that."
"The other thing. When they were stripping me. I was devastated. Other than you and a doctor, I haven't been naked in front of another guy since high school. I couldn't believe they were stripping me. And when they tied my feet apart so I was completely exposed, I was soooo pissed. I mean how dare they! That woman put that vibrator in me while I was tied there, naked, and I couldn't do a damn thing about it! I could tell they wanted to walk over and fuck me and I was sooo mad about it. But as I sat there with that damn vibrator twisting and vibrating inside me I couldn't help it. I was getting so turned on. I mean everyone could see me. Anyone of them could have done anything they wanted to me and I was powerless to stop them. Well, they sorta did. But before that. Before Gabe fucked me. Sitting there with that vibrator in me, god I was cumming and cumming and cumming. Not just from the vibrator, but from the guys watching me climax. I could see the lust in their eyes. I was so fucking turned on I couldn't help myself. God I came so much and so hard."
"So you liked being tied up?" I asked questioningly.
"Uh uh. I didn't much like that part AT ALL. But I was kind of surprised at how turned on I was at being naked in front of them. Being exposed that way. Being watched while I came."
"You've never really been much for sex outside the bedroom. At least not since we've had kids."
"No. I haven't. I haven't wanted the kids to see."
"So?"
"So I was wondering. If someone saw us. Or someone saw, maybe my pussy, if it would turn me on the way that did. You know. If maybe a guy saw me in the store or something?"
"You mean, like if the curtain accidently opened on a changing room or something like that?"
"Yeah. Something like that. Or if my dress was too short and I didn't have any panties on? Or one of my tits slipped out of my dress?"
"I think I get the idea. Okay. As long as it's something we do together. I mean not that I'm going to flash someone. But I want to be there. Not that I don't trust you. It's that I don't trust some guy to not take advantage of you."
"You mean rape me, for real."
"Yeah. That's exactly what I mean. You have me all turned on, but you haven't finished me off. You have something in mind?"
She stopped moving for a moment. "Yeah. I do. You know that adult store down the highway? The one we pass on the way to the lake?"
"Yeah."
"Will you take me there and buy me a vibrator?"
"Sure."
"Would you be upset if I wore a kinda revealing dress without anything under it?"
"As long as when you're done we have sex with each other."
"That I can guarantee," she said with a grin. She pushed herself up off of me and held a hand out to help me up. "Maybe you should wait here. I'll get dressed and come back out."
"Sure," I answered sitting down on the sofa. Clearly this was going to be an interesting afternoon.
I waited and waited and waited. When she finally came out, she had on a mid thigh wrap around skirt and a spaghetti strap top that I'd only seen her wear underneath other blouses. The material was quite thin and without any bra on I could easily see the outline of her nipples and areola. She also had on either stockings or pantyhose, and the tallest pair of high heels she had. She frequently wore heels, but usually they were fairly short, but the ones she had on were definitely the tallest. She walked to me and handed me a pair of shorts and a light weight under armor shirt. "Well? What do you think?"
"I think that the shirt shows quite a bit."
"The shirt's for you. If you want to, you can step behind me and just slide your hands up and woooo," she said as she slid her hands up her front, sliding the thin shirt up so that it slipped above her tits, leaving both large soft orbs exposed.
"So you want me to show off your tits?"
"If you want to see my tits, it's up to you when you see 'em. If some other guy happens to see them, that's up to you. But the skirt is for me, well if I get brave enough it is."
"If you get brave?" I asked questioningly.
She turned away from me and bent over. I could see the lacy tops of her stockings peeking right at the hem of the skirt. She reached back behind herself and slowly slid the skirt material up to expose that she didn't have any panties on at all, her clearly wet pussy pushing out between her thighs at me. Her inner lips glistened with her own juices as they protruded sexily from her fat round outer lips, her brown curls framing her whole slit enticingly. I was still enjoying the view when she straightened up and then to my surprise, the whole skirt suddenly slid down her legs, falling to the floor around her ankles.
"Oh oh!" she said with a mock squeak as she bent over to pull it back up, her bare ass and pussy once again pushing right out at me. "Wardrobe malfunction," she said as she straightened and turned to face me, fixing the one button it took to make the skirt waist loosen enough to fall.
"Yeah. I'd say."
"Like I said. If I'm brave enough to let it happen."
"Do you feel brave enough?"
"Honestly. No," she admitted. "But if I can, I might try it."
"You're sure this is what you want to do?"
"No. I'm not. But I want to know. I want to see if what I felt there was something I can feel elsewhere. I want to know if it will make sex with us more exciting again."
"More exciting again?" I asked as she stepped over and sat on my still bare lap.
"Way back we used to have sex wherever we could sneak away. In the basement of my parent's house, out in the woods, the backseat. We didn't have a lot of privacy back then and I have to admit, my heart used to pound in my chest at the possibility of getting caught."
"And you want to feel that again?"
"It's what I did feel out there, spread eagle, naked. Yeah. I felt that same pounding in my chest."
I slid my hand from her lap up to her chest, cupping one of her big soft tits through the thin material. I gently squeezed it and then slipped my fingers around it to tease her nipple through the shirt. "Well. You know I'll do anything I can to make you happy, as long as it doesn't break us up or put us in jail."
She leaned over and hugged me, pressing her still bare tits to my face. "I know. And I love you for it."
I couldn't help but suck on her nipple for several seconds before she stood up and pulled the shirt back down. She gave me the shorts and waited while I put them on, the shirt and shorts the only thing I had on besides shoes. "Now if you wanna flash some sexy little thing you can."
"You want me to flash my dick at some woman?"
"Only if you want to lover," she said with a grin as she stepped in front of me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled us together and pressed her lips to mine for long seconds. "You sure you're okay with this? I mean. Hell. I'd had some fantasies years ago about doing things with you, sorta like this, but with the kids, well it wasn't ever going to come true and I'd kind of forgotten about it. So, if this isn't the Lacy you married, we can forget about it. All you have to say is no."
"If I say no, are you going to be the happy wife I had before yesterday?"
She looked at me for long seconds, nibbling her lower lip. "I don't know," she whispered. "But if you don't wanna do this. I'll stop right now."
"You know I wanna make you happy, right? A little exciting sex should help our relationship, not hurt it. So as long as we do this together, I'm willing to try."
"You didn't seem to have much trouble fucking those good looking young women yesterday. I think maybe you've had a fantasy or two yourself," she whispered, moving one arm from around my neck to gently stroke a finger up and down my bare arm.
"Only the ones most guys have. You know. Having sex with other women, having sex with more than one woman. Wet dream kind of fantasies," I whispered back.
"Well. Maybe we need to look at some of those fantasies too," she said with a smile.
"You're sure you wanna do this?"
"I'm sure I wanna go buy that vibrator. I'm still not sure I'm brave enough to do anything else. But just thinking about it is making me so wet."
"Then let's go do it," I said, leaning towards her and giving her a quick kiss. She smiled and let go of me so we could head to the car.
It was a twenty-five minute trip, most of it on the interstate. I could see that the closer we got the more fidgety and nervous she became. I could see her continually twisting her wedding ring around and around on her finger, something I'd picked up on years ago as her 'tell' for how nervous she was. I had my own reservations about doing this, but I figured we weren't likely to run into anyone we knew in an adult store on a Sunday afternoon. I reached over and pulled the front of her shirt up, making sure the top stayed pulled up, held in place by the seat belt, exposing both breasts. I had to pay attention to my driving, but still was able to reach over and gently massage and play with her left tit, teasing and stroking her nipple. She closed her eyes and let the sensations flow over her. It wasn't long before a pickup truck was pacing us, the passenger looking in through my window and across the car to my wife's bare tits. With my wife's eyes closed, she couldn't see, so I just continued to tease her nipple for at least a full minute before intentionally slowing and forcing the truck to continue on by. She'd just flashed a stranger and didn't even realize it.
I pulled off onto the exit and wound around to the outer road and then into the parking lot, her shirt still pulled up over her breasts. I parked the car and turned off the engine. She opened her eyes and looked over at me. "You sure you wanna do this?" I asked quietly as she looked down and undid her seat belt.
"Yes and no," she said as she pulled the shirt down.
"Yes and no?"
"I'm so damn nervous I don't think I can do it. Hell, just getting this far has my pussy damn near leaking. I'd be surprised if I don't have a wet spot on the back of my skirt."
I chuckled at the thought of her walking around with an obvious wet spot. That alone would signal an awful lot to any guys around. Fortunately there were only three cars in the parking lot, and at least one of them had to be the cashier. That didn't leave a lot of guys to ogle her. "Well. We don't have to flash anyone. We can just go in and buy the vibrator, right?"
"Like that isn't going to be embarrassing?"
"I'm sure that the guy behind the counter has seen a lot more than a woman buying a vibrator."
"Yeah. True. I guess I'm just being silly."
"Maybe. Let's face it. This is new ground for both of us. We don't HAVE to do anything, including buying the vibrator."
"No. We don't. But I want to try," she said as she opened the door. She turned to look at me for confirmation. I nodded and opened my own car door. I looked over as she climbed out. She did indeed have a damp spot on the back of the light blue skirt! I climbed out and met her at the front of the car. With my arm around her waist, we walked to the front doors. I opened one and let her step in and then followed. She paused to let me open the other and paused again as soon as she was inside. We stood for a moment and looked around, the large open sales floor divided into two general sections. One full of racks of video's, books and magazines and the other with racks of clothing and along the back wall, packages of adult toys. I looped my arm around her again and led her down the aisle between two long racks of clothing.
Clothing is a bit of a loose term for what I was seeing hanging. Sexy costumes of varying types, extremely revealing lingerie and even a surprising number of things that I assumed were for men. As we got closer to the back of the store, the racks of clothes transitioned to shelves of toys. I saw everything from two foot long dildos to things that were clearly meant to be strapped on to someone. We were pretty much alone on this end of the store. I'd noticed two guys perusing the video section, but back here we seemed to have the place to ourselves. I led her to the back wall where there was a pretty wide selection of vibrators and dildos. It didn't take us long to find one that looked pretty much like the one they had used on her at the fort. It was only about nine inches long, but I guessed it was a little fatter than my dick.
"Think we should compare it?" Lacy said with a giggle, holding the package up to the front of my pants.
"No. I think we know it's a bit fatter," I said quietly, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed.
"You see these little balls inside? When it vibrates it also makes little ripples up the sides."
"And that feels good."
"It feels SOOOOO good!" she said with another giggle. "Too bad you can't feel it like that."
"Yeah. Not sticking that into anyplace on my body," I said, shaking my head with a wry smile.
"We could get you one of those men kind of things."
"Men kind of things?"
"Uh huh. It's like a little pussy, only it's battery operated."
"And how do you know about stuff like that?"
"It's easy enough to find on the internet," she whispered.
"And you've been out perusing sex toys on the internet recently?"
"Well. I did have this idea that I might get you one for last Christmas, just for fun. But to be honest, I chickened out."
I hugged her closer to me and grinned. "Thanks for the thought just the same."
"Well. I thought that maybe a little variety would nice for you. Wasn't expecting the kind of variety we got yesterday."
"Uh. No," I agreed with a chuckle. I noticed one of the guys that had been down in the video section was now looking at items in the clothing racks, more particularly on the racks that gave him a look straight down the aisle at my wife's butt. "You know. I think you should look at that one." I said, pointing to a dildo on the lower portion of the wall.
"Yeah? Why's that?" she asked, looking down at the big brown dildo.
"Because it's on the bottom," I whispered.
"Oh," she said, her body tensing in my arm slightly. "You want me to bend over?"
"Uh huh. But don't look back, just bend over and check it out."
"But don't I have to..."
"Trust me?" I said softly.
"Okay," she said a little hesitantly. She bent over and as she did I let my hand accidently drag her skirt slightly up her butt. I wondered if I'd pulled enough material. Looking out the corner of my eye I could see by the look on the guy's face that I clearly had. She stayed bent over for almost a full thirty seconds, finally straightening up again and shaking her head. "I don't think so," she said loudly, before whispering. "Did he see?"
"Based on his expression, yeah, he saw," I whispered back.
"Oh god. I'm so nervous my legs are shaking."
"How do you feel about trying a top on for me?"
"Really? You want me to try on a top? Like a shirt?" she asked quietly, a look of confusion on her face.
"Uh uh. Come with me," I said, turning her to guide her towards a long rack of various lingerie. I'd seen them as we walked down the racks towards the back wall, and now guided her up the aisle next to the one we came down. As we walked Lacy couldn't help but see the guy that had just stared at her pussy. As we made our way toward the point on the racks that had what I wanted, I noticed he was moving toward the back wall, apparently intent on moving so he could see her better. For what I had in mind, that'd be perfect. I let go of her and rifled through the rack until I found the size I wanted and then pulled the lacy bustier off the rack. It was mostly white lace and looked like it would wrap lace almost halfway down her torso, with the exception of her breasts of course. The top edge basically created a shelf that would hold her breasts up and out, clearly leaving almost her whole breast exposed. "Try this on."
"Um. Okay," she said, looking around for a changing room.
"Uh uh. Right here," I whispered.
"Here? In the middle of the store?"
"Trust me. Only me and the guy pretending to check out vibrators on the back wall can see you."
She looked at me nervously. "Okay," she finally said. She quickly reached for the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up, skimming it up and off of her body, leaving her naked from the waist up. She fumbled nervously with the bustier, wrapping the material around her body and reaching behind her to try and close the line of hook fasteners. The lace was practically see-through, so even if the material had covered her breasts the guy at the end of the aisle would have had a pretty fantastic look. As it was, her chest stuck out toward him as she tried to not look, her hands shaking as she tried to hook the tiny fasteners.
With about half of them done, she put her hands down and turned to face me. "Wha'd you think?"
"I think it's incredible. If I buy it for you, will you wear it?"
She gave me a little grin. "If you buy it for me, I'll wear it to work tomorrow, and you can spend all day thinking about me walking around work with my nipples rubbing bare on my blouse."
"I'm not sure who'll be turning who on with that, but it's a deal. You probably better take it off so we can check out."
"Good idea," she said as she reached behind herself again, her bare tits pushing out at the guy she was still trying not to look at. I reached over and rubbed her stomach as she undid the fasteners, waiting, just stroking her stomach and waiting. She pulled the bustier off and I held the hanger out with one hand while still rubbing her now bare stomach with my other. I let my hand slide down to the waist band of the skirt and as deftly as I could, I squeezed the button on the skirt, making it pop off. Her skirt quickly fell around her ankles, leaving her standing completely naked except for her stockings.
The guy at the end of the aisle must have just about cum in his pants as my wife squeaked in surprise, looking down at the button rolling across the floor. She took about two steps towards it before she realized that her skirt was around her ankles and all her wares were completely on display. She tried to hide her pussy behind the lacy bustier as she shuffled towards the button several feet down the aisle towards the guy staring at her. She squatted down to collect the button, the bustier no longer covering her pussy, her high heels causing her to slightly spread her knees to maintain her balance. He had to have a complete look at her pussy before she grasped her skirt and pulled it back up as she stood.
"Button," she said with a pained look on her face, holding the errant button out for him to see, as if this had all been some kind of accident. She turned and walked back to me, a strange expression on her face. She reached out to hand me the bustier and the button and then reached for her shirt. With my hands full, there was nothing I could do to help her as she started putting on her shirt again. After several attempts, she let go of the skirt, which slid right down again, but allowed her to put both arms in through the spaghetti straps. The guy at the end of the aisle, had his hand on his crotch as she bent over, her bare ass and pussy sticking right out at him as she reached for her skirt. She stayed bent for many seconds longer than required before straightening up, pulling the skirt back up. "I think we need to check out," she said breathlessly.



"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Unless you plan on fucking me right here, yeah."
"So we need batteries for this?" I asked, reaching for the vibrator and holding it up.
"Only if your dick doesn't work," she said with a grin. "God I'm soooooo fucking horny now. My pussy feels like a faucet."
I grinned. "Guess that answers that question."
"What question is that?"
"What it was about yesterday that got you turned on so much."
"Yeah. It does," she said as she held her skirt in place, the waistband no longer able to hold itself closed with the button missing. She started to walk to the checkout counter. "Hey. You see what I see?"
"What's that?"
"A salesgirl, instead of a guy."
"Yeah? So?"
"Turnabout is fair play, right?"
"Right. So?"
"You flashed me. Now it's my turn," she said with a grin, taking my hand in her free hand and pulling me towards the checkout. We walked up to the checkout and the cashier looked up from the magazine she was reading. "Excuse me. Can you help us find something?"
"Certainly," the twenty something young woman answered quickly. "What are you looking for?"
My wife leaned towards the counter and said quietly, in an almost conspiratorial whisper. "We'd like to look at one of those male sex toys. You know the kind that they stick their thing into and it vibrates or whatever."
The young lady nodded. "Sure," she answered, reaching towards the cash register. She pressed several keys and then walked out of the checkout station and headed down the long aisle along the wall. She turned when she got to the back wall, leading us back to the general area we had already been in. She turned up another aisle and stopped part way up the aisle in front of a shelf unit. "We have several different kinds and models. These on the middle shelf are the most popular."
"Wow. There are quite a few," my wife said as she moved a couple around on the shelf. "Which one is the best?"
"Well. This one," she said picking up a tube looking thing that had what looked like a plastic set of pussy lips attached to the end. "Seems to be pretty popular. You can even get it with different celebrity pussy lips if you want."
My wife reached over and took it from her, using her one hand to turn it over. She handed it to me. "Hold this so I can see what it feels like inside," my wife said as she poked first one finger and then two into it. "And it squeezes or something?"
"It sort of moves like a lot of vibrators," the clerk said.
"Ah. I see. Um. So he just sticks his thing in and turns it on?"
"Well. A little lubrication is a good idea."
"And do they come in different sizes?"
"Well. There are a couple sizes, but the regular size fits most guys," she said quickly, looking down at the bulge in my crotch.
"Huh. So can you recommend some lubrication?"
"Yeah. Any of the water based one you use for dildos and vibrators work just fine," she said, stepping past us and leading us to a spot on the back wall with all kinds of little cubicles full of small squeeze bottles.
"Do you have a favorite? I'm afraid we're pretty new at all this," my wife said, looking at different bottles, again, only using one hand, her other holding her skirt up.
"I guess that depends. Are you going for just lube or are you going to have oral sex afterwards?"
"Well. I guess we can assume we might do oral sex after. You never know, right?"
"True. Well. In that case, this one. Tastes like chocolate," she said, pulling a small bottle off the shelf and handing it to my wife.
"Chocolate. That sounds fun," my wife said with a smile. "So. Assuming we're going to buy these, is there anything we should know about using them or cleaning them?"
"Well, actually, there are whole u-tube videos on how to clean them. And it's really important that you do. Last thing you want is to be sticking your dick into a moldy pussy," the salesgirl said with a giggle.
"So. Would you mind showing us how to use it then? I mean, like I said, we're pretty new at all this kind of stuff."
The salesgirl looked around the store quickly. "Well. I'm not supposed to, but if you want to, I can walk you through it."
"I'd love that. But I only have one hand. Seems my skirt popped its button and if I let go, down she goes. But if you wouldn't mind. I'd really appreciate it."
"Well. I'd get into a lot of trouble if I touched a customer's...well, anything actually."
"Well. I have one hand. Maybe we can still get the job done without you touching anything. Does it need batteries?"
"Yeah. But it comes with them in the box," she said, walking back towards the shelf where we got it from. She pulled an empty box off the shelf, shook out the batteries and then installed them for us. We followed her back to where she was installing the batteries and she looked at us. "So now all you need is a hard dick."
"Which my husband is supplying," my wife said with a grin, reaching down and pulling the zipper of my shorts down. She reached into my shorts to fish me out and was having trouble. "Well, crap," my wife said, letting go of her skirt to reach a second hand into my pants. "Oh shit," she said with a frown, bending over to pull her skirt back up again. She reached out and fished in my pants again, trying to bend my hard-on to pull it out of my fly. "I might need some help here," she finally said.
The salesgirl looked around again, this time up towards the ceiling, and turned me slightly so that I faced the shelf. She slipped one hand into the front of my pants and grasped my cock with her soft hand. She used her fingers to tug the fly to one side, finally easing my hard-on out into the open. "Now you have to lube it up," she said quietly, reaching for the lube. She opened the bottle and then grasped my cock again, drizzling a little along my shaft. She wrapped her hand around me and rubbed it back and forth, twisting her hand until she had my whole cock glistening with lubrication. She reached for the fleshlight and aimed my head at the pussy lips. "Then just slip it in," she said, easing the toy down my dick. "And turn it on."
"Seems easy enough," my wife said, reaching out and resting her hand on the salesgirl's hand. "And you just hold it there?"
"Most guys prefer to move it," she said, stroking it on and off my cock a few times.
"You like that honey?" my wife asked.
"It's quite interesting. Beats a hand all to hell. Not sure it beats a climaxing pussy though."
"Well. The whole idea is to use this when you don't have a climaxing pussy available," my wife answered, while the salesgirl continued to slowly stroke the machine on and off my cock.
"Damn. This does feel pretty good," I groaned softly, looking at the salesgirl's chest, her nipples clearly getting hard inside her t-shirt. I reached out to her chest and ran a single finger up the front of her shirt, letting the back of my finger stroke up and over her hard nipple. "You're pretty good with that thing."
"Thanks."
"Can you do as good with your hand?"
She looked around the store again and then slipped the fleshlight off of my cock, her bare hand wrapping around my hard dick. I ran my hand up her front again, this time stopping half way up and gripping the material. I tugged upward and pulled the t-shirt out of her shorts. I slid my hand down again and this time pushed my fingers up along her bare stomach until I reached her bra. I stroked back and forth and was surprised to find a little plastic clasp in between her breasts. She didn't object as I teased the clasp between my fingers and finally flicked it open, letting the elastic straps pull it apart. I stroked my hand across her chest and onto her bare breast. It wasn't large, maybe a little B cup, but her nipple was hard as a rock and I could tell from her breathing that she was getting quite turned on.
"Honey. Do you suppose she should demonstrate how to use that new vibrator?"
"That would be awfully helpful," my wife said. "Maybe we could use one of the changing rooms? I think the three of us could fit in there."
"Um. I'm really not supposed to," she said, looking around. There were still only two customers in the store besides us, and both men had found spots to watch us. One guy had his hand down the front of his pants, clearly playing with his dick.
"It'd just be for a minute," my wife said, reaching for the sales-girl's hand with her free hand. To my surprise the young woman let go of my dick and began to follow her towards the back corner where there were two changing rooms. The clerk looked back towards me as I picked up the vibrator, fleshlight, lube and the bustier that we'd already selected. I followed along moments later, the young woman looking back to see if I was coming.
My wife walked up to one of the curtained rooms and let go of her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and let go of the clerk's hand before pulling her shirt off. She was standing at the now open changing room, but not in it, completely naked. She waited for me to catch up and then stepped back into the booth, reaching for the young woman's hand. "So? How do we do this?"
"Well. We just lube it up like we did his dick," she said, turning to take the lube and the vibrator from me. She turned back around and squirted some lotion on the vibrator and stepped into the booth with my wife. There was a small chair in the corner and my wife put her foot up on it and leaned against the wall. The young lady stepped toward my wife, bent over and slowly pushed the vibrator into her pussy.
"Oh fuck." I heard one of the guys lurking say, making me wonder if he just creamed his pants, or worse, the floor. I set down everything else and stepped behind the clerk, leaning against her to look over her shoulder. My hard, slicked cock pressed against her ass as my hands slipped around her body. I slipped my hands up under her shirt, finding both small firm breasts, wondering just how far she'd let me go.
"Oh, that feels so nice," my wife said as the clerk turned the device on, the soft vibration coming from within her pussy. I let my hands slide down again and pulled her shirt up. To my surprise, she let me pull it all the way up and off, and then coax her bra off, leaving her in just her shorts and shoes. "You should try this. It feels incredible."
"I'm not allowed to play with the toys," she said quickly, clearly worried about being in trouble.
"If the security cameras could see in here, the store would be in a lot of trouble, so who's going to know?"
"Well, maybe."
"Why don't you let my husband slip your shorts off and you can try it. Just for a minute."
"I really shouldn't," she said as she let go of the end of the vibrator, leaving it stuck in my wife's pussy and straightening up.
"But you want to. Your little titties are so hard. I can tell you're as turned on as I am."
"Maybe a little," she said, her hands tugging on the legs of the shorts.
I reached around her, and she let me undo the snap of her shorts and then pushed them and her little white bikini panties down. I knelt down behind her and kissed her bare ass cheek as I coaxed her feet out of her shorts, leaving her in nothing but her little canvas tennis shoes. I slid one hand up the inside of her leg, feeling the heat of her wet pussy against my fingers. "I think you should let Ben put it in you. He's going to need practice, you know."
"Just for a second," she said, turning so that I could see her whole front side. She stepped a leg up onto the chair with mine and reached to my wife's pussy, pulling the vibrator out. I was surprised to see that the sides of it rippled up and down as well as seemed to expand and shrink while it vibrated. I took it from her hand and moved it to her pussy.
She had what I would call a teenage pussy, at least it was pretty much like all the teenage pussies I'd seen on the internet. Her lips were smooth and firm with just the slightest amount of inner lip peeking out. She was shaved baby bottom bare and I could smell the scent of a flowery lotion or shaving cream that she had recently used, as well as the scent of arousal from the moisture glistening on her lips. I gently teased the tip around her wet lips, wondering if it would even fit inside her little pussy. I pressed the tip between her lips and worked it back to the entrance to her vaginal depths. She reached for my shoulders for balance and bowed her legs slightly, allowing the vibrator to press deeper into her. I could feel her body resist, and then as the cone shaped tip stretched her body, the shaft easily slide into her.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, moving one hand from my shoulder to tease her own clit. I moved her hand and leaned my face the few inches closer to her and then gently licked her soft lips. I pressed the tip of my tongue between her outer lips and found her clit, sliding my tongue up and down her wet slit to tease it. I let go of the vibrator and used my thumbs to spread her lips, allowing my tongue to tease across her clit more easily. "Ohhhhhhh fuck," she gasped as I flicked her clit. "Ohhhhhhhh shit, shit, shit, shit!"
"You like?" my wife asked softly, reaching a hand over to stroke the young woman's chest, her fingers teasing her hard nipples.
"Oh god yes. Shit. I think I'm going to come."
"That's good," my wife said with a grin.
"NO. It's not. I'm going to come really hard!" she squeaked, clearly trying to hold back her climax.
"Let it go. It's okay," my wife cooed, tugging on the young woman's nipples.
"OH SHIT!" she cried suddenly, her body bucking and shuddering while a small gusher of juices squirted out at me. Her body jerked three times, each time a new gusher of girl cum sprayed out on my face and chest. "I'm sorry," she panted, reaching for the vibrator and pulling it out of her pussy. She set it on the chair, bent to pick up her clothes and then practically ran out of the changing booth.
"Shit. Put those away you perverts!" I heard the clerk tell the two guys that were lurking outside the changing room, watching us having sex with the clerk.
My wife stepped to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressed her naked body to mine. "I can't believe how fucking horny I am," she whispered. "Watching you licking her pussy, thinking about how that vibrator had to feel inside her, especially with your tongue helping. She came like a fucking freight train. You do know those two guys were watching you two, right?"
"I got that idea."
"And they're still lurking out there, right?"
"I'd presume so."
"Then why not let them see what they really wanna see? Fuck me. Fuck me right here with them watching us. Let them watch me cum all over your cock."
"You sure that's what you want? I mean flashing them, you couldn't even do that without me helping."
"True. But they've already seen me naked, why not let them see the rest. It's not like I'm going to throw myself on the floor and let them fuck me or anything."
"Well, if your sure."
"I am," she grinned at me and stepped past me. She stepped all the way out into the store, letting the two guys still standing in the aisles see her nude body. Both of them had their dicks out of the front of their pants, stroking themselves as they watched my wife turn around and bend over to pick up her skirt. She stayed bent for long seconds, much longer than it took to pick up her skirt. Her bare ass pushed out at them and her sopping wet pussy was completely exposed to them. For a moment, I thought one of them was going to step right up to her and stick his dick in her. But she straightened up and stepped back into the booth with her skirt, turning around to look at them. She reached for the edges of the doorway, leaving the curtain pushed apart, and bent over. Using the doorframe as a brace, she pushed her ass out at me waiting.
I shook my head, wondering just what the hell had gotten into my wife. There was no way that I was going to leave her unfulfilled. Hell, she might just decide to turn around and let one of those two fuck her. I rubbed my engorged cock head up and down her slit and then pushed slowly into her, her wet pussy expanding around me as I slid deeper into her. My hips pressed against her bare ass and I started to pull and push, sliding my cock in and out of her. I was surprised how turned on I was and how quickly the urgency started to rush upon me. I knew that her tits had to be swinging like crazy with her bent the way she was, and both guys were staring at her big tits. One of them stepped closer, his cock out of his pants and his hand stroking it furiously. He edged closer and closer until he was within only a few feet of my wife's face.
With a grunt, his body bucked his cock towards my wife, a gush of cum lancing out towards my wife, splattering on her face. Time after time he squirted, most of it falling short to land on the tile floor below my wife's face and swinging tits. He stood panting in front of her, his dick dripping cum as I felt her pussy start to clench around me. I could tell she was climaxing, her gasps and moans becoming more ragged. I felt her legs start to tremble as my own climax started to rush me.
My body bucked against her bare ass, my hands squeezing her hips as my cum pumped into her. Shot after shot filled her pussy until I was left standing behind her, panting, my cock softening inside her.
She pulled off my cock and stepped as close to the doorway of the changing room as she could without stepping outside of it and spread her feet apart. She watched the second guy, his cock still hard, his hand still stroking it slowly. She reached down and spread her pussy lips, allowing my cum to leak from her, dripping out of her onto the floor.
He stepped closer, only an arm's length from my wife. He reached out and grabbed one of her tits. I couldn't see everything he was doing, but I didn't need to. I saw my wife's hand move and a few moments later his eyes closed. The motions of her body told me that she was stroking his dick with her hand now. "Ohhhhh fuck," he grunted suddenly, his body jerking and twitching. She held his dick in her hand until he stopped squirting and then turned around to face me, cum from the first guy still evident on her face and now the added cum dripping down her stomach and clinging to the curls of her bush.
"That was interesting," she said quietly as she bent over, reaching down for the skirt she'd dropped on the floor. Her bare ass was pushed out again at the guy just outside the changing room. She wasn't bent long, but it was long enough for him to take the one step forward he needed to and reach out to stroke his fingers along her pussy. She quickly straightened, surprise on her face. She turned around to face him, wagging her finger at him. "Uh uh. I didn't say you could touch."
"Sorry," he said quickly, backing up and tucking his now limp dick back into his pants. He turned and left before my wife turned around again. She used the inside of the skirt to wipe the cum off of her and then bent to pick up all our stuff, including her shirt.
She stepped out of the booth and headed towards the checkout, still wearing nothing but stockings and heels. She turned to see if I was following, which I was, after I'd tucked my dick back into my shorts. She set everything on the counter and let the young lady ring them into the register. "That's um. One seventeen," the cashier said nervously.
My wife reached over and tugged my wallet out of my shorts' pocket and pulled it open. She dug into it and pulled out a hundred dollar bill and a fifty, setting them on the counter. "Keep the change as a tip. I hope we didn't get you into any trouble."
"Maybe a little," the cashier whispered. "But it'll be okay."
My wife smiled, picked up the bag and her clothes and headed to the door.
"You riding home naked?" I asked my wife.



"UH huh. I hope you don't mind if I play with my new toy."
"Not if that's what you wanna do," I answered.
She did stay naked, all the way home, the vibrator in her pussy making her climax twice more before we got home, one time sitting at a stop light with a guy in a pickup looking right down into the car as she squirted all over the dashboard.
It wasn't even dinner time yet by the time we got home. She showered and lay down for a nap, feeling exhausted. I couldn't blame her.
I didn't feel like cooking, and it was pretty obvious that Lacy wasn't going to, so I ordered pizza. My wife had got up and joined me in the living room, still naked, before the pizza came. I shouldn't have been surprised when she offered to answer the door. The poor pizza guy got one hell of an eye full when she took the pizza from him.
"So. Why?" I asked after we'd eaten about half the pizza."
"Why what?'
"When we got to the store, you could barely even get out of the car. If I hadn't popped the button on your skirt, would you have even flashed anyone?"
"I'm not sure I would have. I was so nervous. But once I started to get turned on, I felt so much bolder. I mean I was standing there, letting those guys jack off to me and all it did was make me come harder. I don't know what it is."
"So you reached out and jacked that guy off. Am I to assume that sex with strangers is next on the menu?"
She frowned a little. "I don't think so. I think I want to know who's putting their stuff in me. A stranger like that, hell he could have aids or anything. No. I don't want to take those kinds of risks. I think I'll stick to getting stuck by people I know."
"But showing off for strangers?"
"Oh yeah. You can expect to see more of that. But I do need to think a little about how and where. It wouldn't be good for either of us to get arrested for indecent exposure or something like that."
"Yeah. That would be bad. Maybe Shelly has some ideas on how to do this kind of thing safely?"
"Good idea. I'll call her later."
"Okay," I answered, hoping that maybe Shelly could slow her down. My wife had always had a propensity to take things to the extreme. I could remember when she started working out. It wasn't long before I'd had to finish the basement to create a workout room for her. She filled it with equipment that is now rarely used. Not that she stopped working out, but she settled into a much more laid back effort. I hoped that this too was a fad that would pass quickly into something a little more reasonable. Don't get me wrong. I was getting as turned on as she was with the possibility of getting caught or giving a little flash to someone. But there were limits, and at the moment, I didn't think she saw any.
That night I slept restlessly, my dreams invaded by images of the young cashier's pussy, only instead of a vibrator in her pussy, it was my dick.
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Paintball club (part 2)
Author's note: This story is built on situations and characters developed in a previous chapter. Please go back and read the first installment.
I woke up horny as hell after dreaming about that little teen girl at the adult store, but it was a work day and there just wasn't time to do anything about it. I didn't need another shower, not after the one the previous afternoon, but my wife liked her morning shower to wake her up, so I was treated to her bare body showing in the mirror while I shaved. She turned the water off and wrapped a towel around herself as she stepped from the large walk-in shower to the sink. She reached around me, pressing herself against my back and butt. "Someone's horny already this morning," she whispered as she wrapped both hands around my dick and slowly stroked my morning wood. She leaned her face closer to mine and nibbled my earlobe. "Too bad we don't have time for a little quickie. For some reason my pussy is already tingling."
"Yeah? Why is that?" I whispered back, wiping the last of the shaving soap from my face and then turning in her arms to face her.
She pulled the towel from around herself and let it fall to the ground. She pressed herself against me as she wrapped her arms around my neck. I could feel her nipples hardening where they were pressed into my chest and her curly pubic hair pressing against my hard-on. "Because I've been thinking about a promise I made yesterday."
"Yeah?"
"You didn't forget, did you?"
"Forget what promise?" I asked, practically admitting that I had forgotten.
She pressed her lips to mine for a few moments and then rubbed her nose against mine playfully. "The promise to wear that bustier today."
"Oh!" I answered, recalling now that promise and exactly how she looked in it.
"I'm still trying to figure out how to wear it without showing everyone in the office my tits. But then, maybe that's what I should do? Let the office see my sexy tits?"
I chuckled. "That's an interesting thought, but we both know you won't, and it's a good thing. You wanna keep your job. Besides I'm not sure you'd have the courage to actually leave your boobs exposed like that all day."
"You're right of course," she said with a sigh. "But it was a pretty exhilarating thought, at least for a moment. God, can you imagine how David would react if my tits showed through my blouse? He'd probably come unglued."
I chuckled again. "Yeah. He already practically can't keep his eyes off your cleavage. You'd think that after two years he'd get used to seeing it," I answered, thinking about her twenty-eight year old co-worker that seemed to have a thing for her big breasts.
"It's because his wife has such little tits," she giggled as she stepped back. She lifted her hands to her big thirty-eight D's and cupped both mounds, lifting them and squeezing them to make her nipples poke out at me. "He just wants to get his hands on some real titties!"
"You are so bad!" I said as she laughed and leaned towards me again. We kissed briefly and then she pushed me out of the way of the sink with a smile on her face.
"Go get dressed. I've still gotta do my makeup."
"Yes ma'am," I said jokingly as I stepped from the bathroom. It didn't take me long to dress, then it was off to the kitchen to pack lunches for both of us. When my wife finally did come out, I was stunned. She always dressed nice for work, but she had to do some serious digging in the closet for what she had on. I remembered the mid-thigh length black skirt from several years ago, but hadn't seen her get it out for quite a while. When she bought it she really liked it. It wasn't until a friend pointed out that the slit up the back extended high enough that if she bent over far enough you could see her panties. It seemed like after that she rarely wore it, and never to work. The blouse I had seen in recent months, most recently for one of our date nights. The light beige button down blouse only had half a dozen buttons, none of them going any higher than the middle of her chest. She had several bras that were cut down low enough in the front and pushed together enough, to allow this blouse to show a significant amount of cleavage. I'd never seen her wear it to work though. Down at the bottom of the deep vee I could see a little of the white lace peeking up between the beige material. The frilly deep V-neckline also had a significant amount of material that hung down in wavy flowing folds that hung down over her breasts.
She grinned at me and pushed the flowing folds up into the V of creamy white cleavage, allowing me to see that her nipples and areola most certainly DID show through the thin material of the blouse. "I'm going to have to be awfully careful or someone is going to get an eyeful."
"You can say that again." I nodded.
"Who knows. Maybe David will get a little peek at a lot more than he expects."
"Don't do anything to jeopardize your job sweetie. We don't need that kind of trouble."
"What kind of trouble? It's not like I'm intentionally showing anything off."
I stepped over to her and gently smoothed the material down over her tits and then grabbed them through the blouse. I could feel her hard nipples pressing against my palms. "You are turning into a VERY naughty girl all of a sudden."
"I know. Don't you love it?" she said with a giggle before leaning towards me and kissing me. "Now. What's for breakfast?"
We had breakfast and headed off to work to start our days. I couldn't help but wonder if my wife would really partially flash David. I'd met him at the last Christmas party. He was in his late twenties, kind of thin and lanky with an equally tall, thin athletic wife. She'd told me that every time they had to work in close quarters, she felt like he was always trying to look down her blouse. I didn't know if he was or not, but at least my wife felt like he was. With what she had on today, if he did, he was in for one hell of a view.
I kind of forgot about my wife, being buried in my own work. That was until I got a text about eleven o'clock. I pulled my phone out and checked, thankful that I did it in my office and not in some public place. I'd recognize my wife's pussy anywhere. But this anywhere was sitting in an office chair without any panties on. A second text came moments later. "Just couldn't resist taking them off, especially with this skirt. Think about that before you get home tonight!"
My first thought was, who the hell was she flashing? With the slit up the back of that dress, it wouldn't take much to hike the skirt high enough that her pussy would show if she bent over far enough. My second thought was that maybe she needed to talk to someone. I forwarded the picture and the following text to Shelly, asking her if she could come over and see us tonight.
"I'd love to come over and talk, or maybe more than talk? Looks like someone is horny as hell."
That wasn't exactly what I expected, but at least she was going to come over and talk. I felt like I needed to get a handle on this. I texted my wife back. "Love the view, but is that the place to be doing this? Don't get yourself in trouble."
"The only one I might flash is David, and he's just interested in my tits."
She answered back. "But since you're interested, I have my skirt pulled part way up so that I don't leave a wet spot on it, but that isn't helping my chair. At least it's leather. If you were hiding under my desk you could almost lick my pussy my skirt is so far up." A few moments later I was treated to another picture, this time from the side. Her skirt was indeed slid up far enough that her bare ass was sitting on her chair, the tops of her stockings clearly visible. I wouldn't be at all surprised that if David looked straight down at her over her desk that he'd be seeing her pussy. I decided not to answer... for now.
It was late afternoon when the next text came. The image was of her chest, the hanging material pulled to one side so that her nipple was clearly visible through the thin top. "Can't wait for you to suck this."
At five past five the third text came in. It was a picture with her phone being held up in the car, my wife clearly in the drivers' seat. Past the steering wheel I could see her skirt hiked all the way to her waist, her pussy completely on display to anyone that might walk by the car, and her blouse unbuttoned so that both nipples were pushing out the front of the half open blouse. "This making you hard yet?" was the text following. "What would you do if you came home to this?"
She had beat me home, and when I walked in she was moving about the kitchen wearing exactly what she had in the text. Her skirt was pulled back down, but her blouse was open, the white lace and her bare tits were fully on display. She turned toward me and allowed me to step right up against her, my hands reaching up and cupping both her breasts. I could feel her hard nipples pressing against my palms and the feel of her hands working on the belt of my dress slacks. In moments my pants were sliding down my legs. I felt her push my briefs down and free my already rock hard cock. "Someone's horny."
"Like I wouldn't be, after those texts?"
"I was hoping you would be. You know why?" she asked softly as she rubbed her hand gently along my hard dick.
"Because you're horny?" I asked, sliding my hands down from her tits. I gently pulled her skirt up a little at a time, working it up until it was bunched up around her waist. I slipped one hand between her legs, letting my fingers gently stroke her exposed pussy. "Oh yeah. Horny as hell," I whispered. I continued to stroke her lips, letting my fingers dip between them, searching for and finding her clit.
She sucked in a sudden breath as my finger stroked across her hard nub. "OH fuck," she gasped.
"Yep. Definitely turned on," I said as I slipped my fingers out of her pussy. I reached both hands around her to her bare ass and cupped her cheeks. I lifted her, pulling her against me, as she pulled her hands off my dick and reached up to wrap them around my back for balance. I felt her legs wrap around me as I stepped towards the big wooden kitchen table. I set her ass on the edge and reached up to coax her arms from around me, laying her back. She unlooped her legs from around me and let me spread her legs, lifting them until they rested on my shoulders.
I looked down at my sexy wife, laying with her body half exposed on the kitchen table. I'd often fantasized about having her like this, and even tried a few times to make it happen. Each time she protested that the table was where we ate, pretty much killing the mood by the time we got back to the bedroom. She never quite understood that eating was exactly what I had in mind! I looped my right arm around her thigh and used my fingers to stroke her wet pussy lips while I enjoyed the view of her half naked body in front of me. She looked back at me, almost expectantly, waiting silently.
She shifted her legs to move her feet to my shoulders as I lowered myself to my knees in front of her, her knees splaying farther apart to give me access to her wet slit. I leaned my face closer to her and licked slowly up her slit, tasting her wet juices. I reached the end of her slit and pressed my tongue between her lips to find her clit and stroke slowly across it. "So. Did David get an eye full?" I asked before I dipped down for another slow stroke.
"He did. On accident at first. My arm brushed the material out of the way when I was reaching for something. I could see by his eyes that he saw. I could feel my whole body trembling as I did it again, this time on purpose. I walked back to my desk when we were done and took my panties off right there. That's why you got that first text."
"Did you let him see more?" I asked as I continued to slowly slide my tongue up and down her wet slit, pressing between her lips so that I could stroke over her clearly excited clit.
"Oh god," she moaned as I flicked my tongue back and forth across her clit. "I did. I walked back to his desk with no panties on and dropped a folder. It took a LONG time for me to pick up all the papers, the whole time my ass was pushed out at him. From the size of the bulge in his pants, he didn't miss seeing my pussy."
I pulled my face from her pussy and stood up. "Did it turn you on doing that?"
"OH god. By the time I got back to my desk, I just wanted to stuff my fingers into my pussy," she said as I rubbed my head up and down her slit, coaxing it into the entrance to her depths. "I finally had to go to the ladies' room and finger myself," she whispered as I slowly fed my cock into her pussy. "If I could have, I'd have done it right at my desk." She moaned as I pressed fully into her, my fat cock stretching her vaginal walls and my head pressing against her cervix. I'd only started, and I could already feel her legs trembling slightly.
"If you had, would you have let him watch?" I asked in a whisper, reaching up to her tits and squeezing both of them.
"Oh god," she moaned. "I should have. I should have let him watch me climax."
"No way to do that at work," I whispered as I started stroking into her, sliding my dick in and out of her. "That wouldn't be good. Maybe you need to invite him and his wife over. I bet you could find a way to do that here."
"Ohhhh fuuuuck," she groaned as I plunged my cock into her faster.
"Just think about all the time you have to plan it, to figure out how to innocently have him see you naked, or playing with your pussy?"
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuck yes," she moaned as I pushed in and out faster, her pussy clamping around me and her legs trembling as her orgasm started to wash over her.
"Maybe you can think of a way to get his wife naked for me to see?"
"Oh fuck. Get them both naked," she moaned. "God, you are so bad," she squeaked as she came around my thrusting cock. "I wanna do that so bad now."
"UH huh." I grunted as my body bucked and jammed my cock deep into her. I felt a surge of cum lance into her pussy before another jerk spurted more into her. I stood jerking and twitching for at least thirty seconds before I had full control of my body again. "Are you going to try and show him your naked breasts? Accidently I mean?" I asked breathlessly as she lay twitching and shuddering occasionally.
"If I can think of a way."
"I bet they don't turn down the invitation if you do," I whispered just loud enough for her to hear.
"You wanna fuck his wife, don't you?" she asked, looking at me. "After playing with that clerk at the store, you wanna fuck a nice young woman."
"The thought had occurred to me," I admitted. "Okay. Yes. The thought turns me on," I said after she stared at me for several long seconds.
"I thought so," she said with a small grin. "I think that's what you really want. You don't mind me showing off to David as long as you get his wife in return."
I shrugged with a sheepish look on my face. "Yeah. You're right."
"I hope you don't mind me fucking David then."
"I kinda thought that was your plan to start with."
She thought about it a few seconds. "It is now."
"Well. You'll have to be inventive. They'll have to think it's their idea."
"Trust me. Once he sees my bare tits, he'll agree to damn near anything I suggest," she said with a giggle. "You men are so damn predictable."
"And his wife?"
"I have an idea," she said with a smile.
I pulled my now softening dick from her and helped her off the table. She walked around the kitchen, her skirt still around her waist and her blouse open, finishing dinner. I sat in a kitchen chair, my pants around my ankles, watching her, watching my cum running down her legs, my dick slowly getting hard again as she looked over at me frequently.
Lacy decided to stay in her stockings and bustier, and nothing else, "just for me." I honestly think it has to do with her suddenly newfound love for being sexily half naked or all the way naked. We've spent many evenings sitting in the family room watching tv, but this is the first time I could remember her walking around and OPENING curtains instead of closing them. Not all the way open, but open enough that you could get a brief glimpse as she walked by the window. I wasn't quite as comfortable with the naked in public view thing, so I pulled on a pair of sleep shorts, which were loose enough she had easy access, but still covered me if someone showed up at the door.
I'd almost forgotten that Shelly was coming over until the doorbell rang. I answered the door and Shelly followed me in.
"You probably need to close the curtains on the front of the house," she said to Lacy as she sat down on the sofa, leaving a space for me to sit between them. "Not that I'm a prude, but you don't need a visit from the police. In this town, just because you're in your own home does NOT mean that they can't accuse you of exposing yourself. Especially if a child should see you."
"Yeah. That would be bad," I agreed, getting up and walking to the living room. I closed the curtains and then walked back to the family room, headed to the sliding glass door.
"That one you can get away with leaving open. It's on the back of your house so only you and your neighbors can see in. If you don't mind your neighbors seeing you half dressed..." Shelly said. "So. Tell me what's going on. I said I'd check on you today, but the text I got from Ben was, well, interesting."
"Where to start?" my wife said. "After you left, I decided I wanted to go get one of the same kind of vibrator that was used on me in the fort. The more I thought about buying it, the more I thought about maybe flashing some guy. That's all it was going to be. I wasn't going to wear panties or a bra, so I could pull up my shirt or my skirt and give someone a little flash. If I got really brave, I only had to undo one button and my skirt would fall all the way off."
"Okay. That's not so unusual. I'd expect Gabrielle to do something similar."
"Gabrielle?" I asked quickly.
"One of our club couples. Gabrielle and Eddie. They weren't there this weekend. They don't appreciate that kind of action. They're more into teasing with public exhibitions.."
"I don't get it."
"They'll team up with another couple, swap partners, and then go out and flash each other in public places. The idea is to show your partner your wares without showing the whole world. I doubt there's a store in town that they haven't flashed in."
"That kinda sounds like fun," my wife said with a grin. "And after. I mean after they tease, they switch back or they have sex with their partner for the night?"
"Usually they couple up with their partner for the night. Sometimes after that, they get back together and do some shared action."
"Sounds like you know from experience," I suggested.
"I do. Eddie got me completely naked at Home Depot one time. Not that it was that hard to do, given what I had on. But it did lead to some really great sex in the parking lot."
"That does sound sexy," my wife agreed.
"So. Let's get back on track. You went to show off. How did that go?"
"I didn't have the nerve to do it. Ben finally got me to bend over and pulled my skirt up to show my pussy, and then after that he actually broke the button off of the skirt so that it fell down with a guy standing just a few feet away. I had to bend over to pull it back up."
"Sounds like a pretty successful flash. How did you feel about it?"
"God it turned me on soooo much. Ben took me over to a rack and got me this bustier, and had me change into it right there, right in front of the guy that I'd flashed my pussy to."
"Another good flash opportunity. I'm not seeing the problem yet."
"The problem was that she got the idea to flash me to the salesgirl. She went over and asked her to show us men's vibrators and then talked her into helping show me how to use it."



"So she got the girl to be right there when you pulled out your dick?"
"She got the girl to pull my dick out for me and use the toy on me. It ended up with the three of us in a changing room, with the curtain open of course, Lacy completely naked and the salesgirl half naked, with me making her climax with the vibrator we were going to buy."
"Well. That is certainly getting more intense," Shelly said, her hand now pressing down between her legs in her lap, the fingers of one hand pressed to the crotch of her spandex workout shorts.
"Yeah. After she came all over Ben's face, I just had to be fucked."
"All over his face?"
"Oh. Did he forget to tell you that he was kneeling in front of her, licking her clit while he used the vibrator on her?"
"No. He didn't mention that," Shelly agreed.
"Well. I wanted to be fucked and these two guys were standing there, watching us. I faced them and let Ben fuck me from behind. Both of them jerked off watching us. I ended up with some of their cum on my face."
"I see. And you've never done anything like this before?"
"Never. I mean, when I think back, I've had some strange dreams where someone opens the door of a changing room in a store, that kind of thing. Sometimes when I'm trying on clothing in a store, I can feel my panties getting wet. A few times I even thought about opening the door and letting Ben see me half dressed, but I just thought it was, I don't know, some kind of crazy thing. I never thought I'd do anything like that, let alone this?"
"I think you've had these urges for a long time, but just suppressed them because that's what you were taught. Now you've opened the flood gates. You do need to be careful. A lot of couples that discover something new within them like this, well, they have problems. If one of the partners isn't fully into it like the other, well, it can cause some real friction. It has broken up marriages. I've got a number of clients right now going through just exactly that. One partner suddenly wants to do something or be involved in something and the other doesn't. Open marriages don't typically work unless there are ground rules and complete buy in by both partners. And I do me COMPELTE buy in. You can't have one partner just go along to keep the other happy. That will build resentment and eventually ruin the relationship."
"So you don't think we should be doing this?" my wife asked with a furrowed brow.
"I didn't say that at all. Not doing it if you feel these urges can cause just as much resentment. No. What I'm saying is that you two need to be equally agreed on what you will do, when you will do it and who you will be doing it with. Lacy. You clearly are turned on by flashing your body to another guy. Is there anyone else, other than this store incident that you've flashed or are thinking of flashing?"
"David. At work. I let him see my nipples through my blouse and I bent over in front of him in a skirt that showed my pussy."
"Okay. When did this happen?'
"Just today."
"And you're thinking you want to flash him more?"
"I was trying to think of a way to flash him my bare nipples."
"So doing things at work can get dicey. You have a whole raft of HR issues if someone complains. Even if the target of your attentions doesn't complain, if ANYONE complains you could end up losing your job. I don't recommend playing with anyone at work unless you know for a fact they are interested and even then, you don't do it at work. If you have to flash someone, sexting your husband is perfectly legal and can be rewarding in its own way. I can tell you two shared some good sex after work."
"How can you tell that?" I asked.
She chuckled. "There are cum stains down both of your wife's stockings."
"Oh. That makes sense," I agreed a little sheepishly.
"So. You want to flash this David at work. Why?"
"I'm not sure exactly. He's been at work for almost two years and he still can't seem to keep his eyes off my tits any time I'm close to him. Hell, he stares at them almost to distraction."
"And you feel?"
"Well. Until today, it was kind of exciting. Thinking that a young guy that many years younger than me thinks I'm still good enough to lust after."
"And today? That changed?"
"Not so much changed. But when I did accidently flash him my tit, my pussy practically tingled. I got so turned on that I took my panties off and then found a way to flash him my bare pussy."
"And what did you want him to do? Just look? Touch? Have sex with you?"
"Actually, I didn't think about it that far. I just knew that when he was looking I was getting hornier and hornier."
"I suspect that next will be touching and then oral sex, eventually moving to intercourse. That's typically what happens. Unless of course your husband can provide you with all the stimulation you require after you get home."
"Well. Right now..." my wife started to say.
"Right now he does. But after this weekend. I don't see that as remaining the case. You are simply going to want to have sex with other men. You're going to flash them and you're going to want to FEEL their appreciation. So unless you want to limit your flashing to your own husband, both of you need to be prepared for that to happen. We can talk about that more if you want, but I think we need to see how Ben feels about all this."
"Me?"
"Yes. So at the store, you were fucking your wife, in public, with two guys jacking off in her face. How did that make you feel?"
"Well. It was kind of exciting I guess."
"You guess?"
"Well. When it was happening, it was plenty exciting. But after, on the way home, well I did have some second thoughts. About the two guys I mean. Hell. I'll admit that I'm afraid to have her off flashing guys when I'm not around."
"Why?"
"Well. To be honest, I don't want her to end up being a rape victim, or worse, dead."
"Those are very good concerns. So if you're there, how does that change things?"
"I can keep her safe. Not let her go off someplace where she could be hurt or raped."
"Good plan. So what do you get from all this?"
"I don't understand."
"You're watching her flash other guys, making them horny. This David at work. You WANT him to see your wife's bare pussy or naked tits? Is that what you WANT to have happen? Or are you just putting up with it to reach some other goal? What of this makes you feel good?"
"I'm not sure how to answer."
"Okay. Let's put it a different way. In the adult store, did you enjoy showing off your wife, or were you doing it because she wanted to?"
"Mostly because she wanted to, but I did get turned on in the process."
"Because she was flashing another man, or because you were seeing her naked in public?"
"More the second than the first," I admitted.
"So tell me about the clerk. How did you feel when Lacy got her to grab your dick?"
"Kind of excited."
"So you were already hard?"
"Oh yeah. He was like a log," my wife quickly answered for me.
"Why?"
"Um. I guess because she was touching my dick. Before this weekend, Lacy was the only one that did that. Well, since high school anyway."
"So, having another woman playing with you turned you on?"
"Yeah."
"And that's what happened Saturday too? I didn't see you have any trouble having sex with several of us."
"No. Not really."
"But then Lacy couldn't watch you. She was inside and you were outside."
"True."
"So. Lacy, how do you feel about seeing him having sex with another woman?"
"Well. Actually other than the clerk, and he really wasn't having sex with her, I haven't seen him have sex with another woman."
"So what was he doing with the clerk?"
"Using the vibrator on her and licking her clit."
"And how did that feel, for you I mean?"
"I don't know. I was getting pretty worked up watching what he was doing to her. I was thinking about how it would feel if he were doing that to me right then. Then I saw the guys watching and I got more turned on thinking about him fucking me with them watching."
"What about having a strange man watching you having sex turns you on?"
"I'm not sure."
"Is it showing off that your husband has this and they can't?"
"No. Not really. It's more like I want to see them cum."
"Did you like seeing your husband make her climax? The clerk?"
"Actually. I did."
"Well. I think you need to find out how it feels to watch your husband have sex with another woman. He's had to watch you having sex with other guys, and while he put up with it, he clearly didn't enjoy it. In fact, he tried to stop it. The only thing that dissuaded him from putting a stop to it Saturday was two of us. We held him back and got him out of there. I suspect that the part he gets out of this is sex with other women. He's not into it to watch you flash other guys. He's into it to see you flashing HIM in public and having sex with you, or with other women."
"So. What? You want me to watch him having sex with someone? A stranger?"
"Well, a stranger would work. And sooner or later that may be what happens, but for now you should start with someone you know. Normally I'd suggest that you bring a friend to the office and let them have sex in front of you. Do you have a friend that would do that for you?"
"I can't think of anyone. Well. That's not completely true. Trudy might if I asked her. She's ogled him enough times. Several of us went on a hike and we had to cross a stream. Ben, being the gentleman he was, carried each of us across the stream. He slipped on a stone and fell into the water with Trudy in his arms. The two of them were completely soaked, and Ben got a pretty good hard-on looking at her tits through her shirt and she seemed to more than notice how big of a bulge he has."
"Is she married?"
"Trudy? No. She's single."
"If you called her, would she come over?"
"Maybe."
"Well. I think you should."
"Now?"
"Why not? I have time."
My wife got up and headed to the kitchen to get her phone. I could hear her talking, but not quite make out what was said. She came back a few minutes later. "So Trudy said she could come over."
"Did you tell her what you wanted?"
"No. Actually. I was too scared to."
"That's okay. I can talk to her."
"She should be here in about ten minutes."
"Ben, why don't you go take a shower. You don't want to start off sex with someone new with stale pussy cum on your cock, do you?"
"I guess not," I answered, getting up from the sofa. I had to admit I was a bit nervous. Trudy was about ten years younger than we were, had a thin athletic body and a rather nice set of tits. Not nearly as big as my wife's, but definitely nice sized. My wife had been right, I was ogling her tits that time. Part of the reason I was so turned on by the whole thing, cold water aside, was that she ended up sitting on my lap with my hand holding one of her tits through her shirt. I showered quickly, dried off and then had to decide what to put on for clothes. I was standing in front of the dresser when Shelly walked into the bedroom.
"I wouldn't worry about clothes."
"No?"
"Uh uh. Trudy is already here and has agreed to allow you to have sex with her in front of Lacy. It was surprisingly easy to convince her."
"Oh. Okay. Well. Where are we going to do this?"
"Right out there on the floor," she said, picking up a pillow off the bed. She stepped over to me and took me by the hand, gently pulling me across the room and down the hall. I walked into the family room feeling more than a little conspicuous. She led me to the middle of the room where Trudy was standing, her hands clasped in front of her, her body twisting side to side nervously. "So. No introductions needed of course. Trudy, why don't you get undressed?"
"Um. Yeah. I guess I have to, don't I?"
"Works better that way," Shelly agreed, tossing the pillow onto the carpeted floor. "If it makes you feel more comfortable, I'll undress with you."
"Um. Sure," she said with a shrug, looking back at me, standing as nervously as she was. She was clearly dressed for a night in, a pair of pink sweat pants and a t-shirt. I could tell she hadn't even bothered to put on a bra for the short drive over from her apartment. She started to pull her shirt up and paused with it still covering her breasts. She looked at my wife. "You're sure about this?"
"Uh huh," my wife said, looking first at her and then over to me.
She looked back at me and pulled her shirt the rest of the way off. She tossed it onto the floor and then pushed her sweat pants down, exposing a little pink bikini panty. She bent over, having to take her shoes off to get her sweat pants off and then looked at me one more time before skimming her panties off. Her pussy was shaved with just a small triangle of blonde curls on her mound as she stood nervously looking towards me.
Shelly stepped to us, as naked as we were, and reached out a hand for the two of us. She pulled us closer together, guiding her hand to my dick and my hand to her pussy. "So just do what comes naturally. Pretend we're not here."
"It's kinda hard to do that," Trudy said, obviously looking at my face so she wouldn't look towards my wife.
I felt Shelly's hand on the back of my head and felt her coax my face closer to Trudy's. I tilted my head down to make up the four inch difference as she tilted hers back. We pressed our lips together, just holding them at first and then slowly allowing the kiss to grow. "Just pretend you're standing on the bank of that creek. You both were so wet you had to take your clothes off. So now you're standing, completely naked, free to do whatever feels good," she whispered to us.
I let my fingers start to stroke her pussy. Slowly and gently at first, but as she moved her legs apart for me, I pressed my fingers between her lips. She had a significant amount of inner labia protruding, which with my fingers I stroked between them to find her clit. Her hand moved on my dick as our kiss grew more intense. I could feel her tongue tease into my mouth and find my tongue before she pulled her face from mine. She stepped back, using her hand around the back of my neck to pull on me, clearly wanting to pull me down to the floor. I moved my hand from between her legs and the two of us lowered ourselves down, with her on her back and me above her. She reached up and pulled my neck down so that our cheeks touched, her free hand slipping between us again to find my hard-on.
"I want you to put it in me. I wanted so bad to see and feel you that day. I've thought about this more than once and couldn't believe it when she asked me. I want you to take me," she whispered, as she pushed my dick down between her spread legs. "I want you to push into me and make me come with your cock."
"Uh huh," I agreed a little breathlessly as I shifted my weight, holding myself up with one elbow and my knees. I could feel her hand guiding me to her pussy and then felt the hot wetness of her lips engulf my mushroom head. I leaned a little weight forward, pressing my mushroom head against her entrance. A little more weight and I felt my head slip into her. She moved her hand away, wrapping it around my back with her other hand. I pressed myself forward, leaning my head down to one of her firm breasts. Her tits were maybe a small C cup, but perky enough that she really didn't need a bra. Her areola were oblong, nearly twice as tall as they were wide, with a bright pink erect nipple protruding invitingly. I closed my lips around her nipple and sucked it into my mouth while I pushed my hips further, slowly sliding deeper into her.
I felt my dick grab at her lips and pulled back, drawing some of her moisture back to lubricate her lips again. I stroked nearly a dozen short, choppy little strokes before I felt my head press against her cervix. She groaned in pleasure as I pulled back nearly my full length and then pushed in again. "Oh, fuck that feels good," she moaned softly to me. I started to stroke in and out of her, driving my cock fully into her, feeling my head bumping into her cervix just as the base of my cock smashed into her pussy. I could feel her hips rocking, moving in time with my strokes so that my fat mushroom head rubbed both the top and bottom of her vaginal walls. I released her nipple from my mouth and lifted myself on my hands so I could look down at her. As firm as her tits were, they still jiggled and moved with each thrust into her. Her eyes were closed, and her hands were stroking up and down my sides as I drove into her over and over. Each plunge into her gave a soft squish as I pumped my fat cock into her wet pussy.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked softly, her legs pulling back a little more, letting my thrusts hit her cervix a little harder and the base of my cock smash against her clit. "God yes. Right there. Oh fuck. Right there!" she squealed loudly as her pussy started to clamp and spasm around me. Her already tight depths suddenly became even tighter, chasing the tingle in my groin around my body.
"Uh Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and pumping a gush of cum into her pussy. She felt my first surge and wrapped her feet around me, digging her heels into my ass and pulling me deeper into her as my body jerked and pumped more cum into her.
She opened her eyes and looked up at me, her eyes staring into mine. Her chest was heaving as she worked to catch her breath as much as I was. She mouthed 'thank you' before looking away from me towards Lacy.
"Very nice," Shelly said from where she was sitting naked on the sofa, her legs spread, and two fingers pushed into her pussy. She looked over at Lacy. "So. Now you've seen. How does it make you feel inside?"
"I'm not sure. I mean my body is excited, watching him do to her what he always does to me. But when he came, I really wanted it to be inside me, not her."
"So besides that. You felt, what? Okay? Excited, upset?"
"Excited actually. If I'd had a toy I probably would have climaxed with them."
"Good. That's good. So, you girls need to get Ben hard again. Whatever method you want. Then I want him to make Trudy climax on his cock again. But this time, Ben, I want you to not come inside her. I want you to pull out and cum on either Trudy or your wife. Just not inside either one of them. Can you three do that?"
Trudy grinned back at Shelly. "Oh hell yeah. If it means getting it again? Oh hell yeah."
"You don't have to sound so excited," my wife said as she slipped off the sofa and stepped to us. She knelt down next to us as Trudy pushed me to roll off of her, my softening cock slipping from within her. She rolled me onto my back and then slid down so her face was even with my pelvis. She reached for my softening cock and gently gripped it as she leaned her face towards it, opening her mouth and closing her lips around it.
"Go help her," Shelly coaxed my wife. "You can share with her. She is your friend after all. We want you to stay friends, especially since she is giving something very special to help you with your relationship with Ben."
"I guess that's true," Lacy said softly as she crawled around the other side of me. She lay down, my leg splitting her tits apart as she moved her face closer to my dick. Trudy pulled me from her mouth and aimed it at my wife's mouth, letting her lean down and engulf it.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly. "Never thought something like this would happen."
"Why is that?" Shelly asked, sliding off the sofa and crawling closer to me.
"My wife and another woman sucking my cock at the same time? What guy wouldn't be surprised at that?"
"Well. Maybe we should make you even more surprised," Shelly said as she crawled towards me. She turned around and backed herself up towards my head, moving her legs over my arms to bring her pussy within inches of my face. Her feathery inner lips were glistening with her juices and I could see her pink depths showing as her vaginal opening gaped open slightly from her recent finger insertion. She lowered her hips down and brought her wet pussy lips to mine.



"Oh damn," I groaned as I reached up for her ass and guided her an inch lower, allowing me to lick up the length of her slit. I traced my tongue up and around her lips before dipping my tongue into her pussy. Her juices were pleasantly sweet, telling me just how turned on her body was. I could feel my wife and Trudy swapping whose mouth was on my growing member as I licked and teased Shelly's pussy and clit. I heard her moan as she started to rock her hips, my attentions to her clit and lips pushing her towards a climax.
I felt the sensations on my dick change, a soft deep vaginal tunnel replacing the mouths. I could feel Trudy sink down my shaft until her ass pressed on my bare thighs. She started to lift and drop, sliding up and down my shaft, my member being caressed with each stroke she made. I felt hair on my stomach and reached one hand down from where I'd been holding Shelly's hips, finding my wife laying next to me, her head on my stomach, her face inches from where Trudy was riding me. Up and down she dropped, distracting me from the pussy in front of me. I had to consciously shift my attentions to the pussy on my face, and away from the pussy on my dick. I concentrated on working Shelly's clit, quickly pushing her climax higher.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she gasped as I rapidly flicked my tongue across her hard clit. "Ohhhhh shit. You're gonna make me come. Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Just like that. Ohhhhhhhhhhh yes. Ohhhhhhhh yes. AHHHH! SHIT!" she cried as her body jerked, gushing cum over my face. She leaned herself down towards the carpet, pulling off my face as I pushed up on her butt, feeling almost like I was drowning in her cum. "Ohhhh god," she moaned, reaching between her own legs and stuffing two fingers into herself. She plunged her fingers in and out like a mad woman, her body suddenly jerking again and cum squirting all over my face and head.
I wiped her juices off my face and looked down at Trudy, who was bouncing on me, her eyes closed and her hands squeezing her tits as she pounded herself down on me. I could see the back of my wife's head as she lay there, watching Trudy's pussy engulf me, stroke after stroke.
I felt Trudy start to climax, and thought she would stop, but she just continued to bounce on me, driving my cock into her over and over while her pussy leaked and spasmed around my shaft. "Ohhh fuck so good!" she moaned without opening her eyes. Up and down she bounced, my cock feeling like it was going to explode inside her at any moment. It took several seconds before I remembered I wasn't supposed to come inside her.
"Gonna come," I grunted, curling my toes to try and hold back. Trudy kept bouncing on me.
"Do it! Cum in my hot little cunt!" she cried as Shelly crawled around me.
She reached for Trudy and stopped her bouncing with one hand. "Off Trudy," she said quietly. "Not this time, okay?"
"Oh shit. Yeah," she breathed as she crawled off of me. Lacy took my cock and started to stroke it, only to have her hands replaced by Shelly's. Shelly crawled across both legs and settled herself on me, my dick pointing in the air and my balls trapped under her pussy. She wrapped both hands around my dick and stroked it, sliding her hands up and down and twisting them at the same time.
"Ohhh fuck," I groaned at the sudden change in sensations. Her hands kept moving, sliding over my engorged head and then back down again. She must have felt something, some indicator that I was about to come, because she leaned my cock down and pointed it straight at Lacy's face just as my body jerked. With her sitting on me I couldn't move, but that didn't stop my body from trying. Shot after shot of cum lanced out of my dick as I lay there jerking and twitching.
Long moments passed before I was laying there, my dick softening in Shelly's hands. Lacy sat up, using one hand to wipe the cum off her face as she looked down at me. "For number three, there seemed to be an awful lot there."
"Yeah," I panted breathlessly.
"So Lacy. Tell me what you're feeling," Shelly said, still sitting astride me. "You just watched your friend suck and fuck your husband as well as watched him lick my cunt. Tell me what you feel."
"I'm not sure. I mean I should be upset, right? He's just supposed to be fucking me. But I wasn't nearly as bothered as I was when he unloaded in her the first time. When he did that, it kind of hurt a bit."
"Good. That's very good," she said as she let go of my dick. She moved off of my lap. "You know. This would have been a three hundred dollar counseling session if you'd have come to my office," she said with a chuckle. "But there I don't usually get to participate. I usually just have to sit and watch."
"Well, then you did get paid," my wife said as Shelly started to dress.
"I did," she said as she pulled her shorts back on and sat down, still topless. "Okay. Here's what I can tell you. Ben doesn't mind you flashing guys. He's fine with it, friend or stranger. What he doesn't want is to find out you went off somewhere and had sex as part of it. As long as that sex is together, both of you participating in the event, even if that means a guy fucking you, he's going to be okay. That means you absolutely MUST make sure that you keep your flashing to just that. No sex. You might be able to get away with some touching, but I'd be pretty sure that he'll not be happy if that touching includes rubbing on some guy's cock. Now if you're together, all you need to do is ask permission. Lacy surprisingly gets turned on watching you with another woman as much as she does flashing other guys. What she doesn't like to see is you climaxing inside another woman's pussy. So, if you're sharing an event, it's important that you either find a place out of sight, or if you're in sight, pull out and cum on her, not in her. So those are the ground rules you've both just demonstrated to me. I think you need to work with those for a few weeks and then we can look back again. Okay?"
"Sounds like a plan," I answered while Lacy nodded.
"Oh yeah. I'll have Gabrielle and Eddie get hold of you. I'm sure they will have some pointers for you. And Trudy," Shelly said, stopping to look at her and then back to Lacy. "Thank you for helping us today. I know how difficult it was for you to do this. Lacy, I think you owe her one huge thank you for helping you. It's not every friend that would do what she just did. If she can, you should probably invite her to spend the night. Just sleeping and touching. No more sex with her. Got that Ben?"
"Yeah. No more fucking Trudy tonight."
"Right. If you have anything left, use it on your wife," Shelly said as she stood up and pulled her shirt on. "Now. I have to go home and get fucked! Night all!"
"Well. That was certainly not what I expected from tonight," my wife said quietly after Shelly had closed the front door.
"Not at all," I agreed, looking over at Trudy laying on the carpet a couple feet from me. "What time do you have to go to work in the morning?"
"By eight," she said quietly.
"Do you wanna stay?" my wife asked.
"I don't know. I mean I should probably go home."
"But you don't want to, do you?"
"Honestly? Not really."
"Then why don't you stay. There's room in our bed for all three of us. We can make a Ben sandwich and in the morning if you really, really want, you can take a quick shower with us. Ben usually has a hard-on first thing in the morning."
"Are you suggesting what I think you are?" Trudy asked.
"You have to admit. How many friends would come over and get fucked at the drop of a hat?"
"Not too many," she answered.
"Then tomorrow morning you can get one more if you want," Lacy said as she got up. "Now. I need to go wash my face before bed."
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Golly what to classify this as? I could easily put it into several categories. Erotic couplings, light group stuff, a little taboo stuff with sis and mom, plenty of action with older women. Let's just say that if you don't like what you're reading, just skip ahead a little. This story goes a lot of places. It's intended to be a 'what kind of trouble can a guy get into in the pandemic' type story, and trust me, he manages to get himself into a whole lot of situations by thinking with the wrong head."
*
I met Molly when I was eight. We moved in next door and she was the first friend I made. That friendship grew quickly and we saw each other daily. My second best friend was Brian, who lived just a little ways down the street. As time passed, the three of us were inseparable. In the summer we spent hours in the pool behind Molly's house, and played well into the evening almost every day. Only school slowed us down, and not really all that much, since the three of us were in the same class. Elementary gave way to middle school which gave way to junior high. You'd expect us to drift away and find new friends, but that didn't happen. If anything, Molly and I got closer as time passed. By the time we hit high school, my younger sister was hanging out with us, nearly inseparable, from Brian. As high school progressed it became apparent to me that Molly and I were destined to be together.
When I was accepted to MIT Molly was both ecstatic for me and unhappy. It meant that we wouldn't be going off to college together. I'd be going half way across the country and she and Brian would be just going down state. That last summer was so important to us. We spent almost every waking minute together. Several weeks before we had to head off to school, the four of us went on a double date to a late movie. It was nearly midnight when we got back to Molly's house. Brian dared us, all four of us, to go skinny dipping. My sister, a year younger than the rest of us, objected about getting naked in front of her brother, but eventually agreed.
It was the first time I'd actually seen Molly naked. Well, all the way naked anyway. We'd of course played around some, touching, kissing, that sort of thing. We would partially undressed each other as we played and touched. But for outright sex, we'd both agreed years ago that the two of us were going to wait until we got married. We were doing our best to be faithful to that promise to each other... until that night. Rubbing against each other in the pool in the moonlight, feeling each other's bodies pressed together as we kissed, it was more than our nineteen year old hormones could withstand. While my sister and Brian moved off into the dark to "leave us alone", Molly and I decided that it was time to forgo that promise and to do what we had both been wanting to do for months.
We slipped from the pool and stood on the side by the filter, blocked from the view of Brian and my sister by the pool and by anyone else by the seven foot high privacy fence and bushes. We were so nervous that we spent long minutes just standing and playing with each other. We could hear my sister off in the back corner of the yard moaning in pleasure, which made things all the more difficult for the two of us. When she finally did gain enough courage to turn around and bend over, I was nearly ready to explode, and explode I did as she tried to get me lined up to push into her. I embarrassingly came all over her pussy without ever getting inside her. At first we were horribly frustrated. Given the situation I got her to climax using my fingers, which I'd done many times, both of us vowing to try the next day when we could be alone and more relaxed.
The next morning we did try again. The two of us undressed each other slowly, taking our time to touch and kiss and tease everywhere. Molly wrapped her lips around my cock and tasted what it was like to suck on me and I spread her lips and tasted her juices. We were both quite excited again, but determined to actually get me inside before the inevitable happened.
I have often wondered what would have happened, what would have been different, if her mother hadn't walked into her bedroom just as I was crawling over the top of Molly. Mrs. Ericson was surprised to walk in on us, and quickly put a stop to what we were about to do. Not that she objected to what we were going to do, but to make sure that I'd had "the talk" first. I told her I had, after which she asked if I was just stupid or if I intended to get her daughter pregnant. The comment hit me like a ton of bricks. The two of us were so intent on doing what we had failed to do the night before that we didn't even think of birth control, either the night before or now.
Mrs. Ericson took us both down to her bedroom, where she had a huge king-sized bed. She had me methodically examine her daughter's body, instructing me on how to touch, kiss and lick her to make her feel good, on body parts other than just her pussy and nipples. She then had me lay down and did the same with Molly, instructing her on how to touch, kiss and lick a man to make him excited, and more. She instructed her daughter on how to put a condom on a man's dick and then helped guide the two of us together for our first penetration.
I thought the lesson would end there, but to my surprise, she had me watch her undress and then used her own body to help me learn how to pleasure a woman, having me do things to her so she could tell I was doing it right, and then practicing it on Molly. By lunch time, we'd experimented with numerous sexual positions, learning how each one felt different and provided different stimulation to each of us. In the process I'd made Molly climax three more times various ways and Mrs. Ericson twice. The final lesson was what she called "more advances stuff". Laying on the bed, I had Molly over my face, licking her pussy to another climax while Mrs. Ericson straddled me and rode herself up and down my shaft, climaxing on me and bringing me off in my first climax inside a woman without a condom.
That evening she gave us a box of 100 condoms, and hoped it would last us the three weeks until it was time to leave for school.
I thought things were great! But then it was time to go. I missed Molly horribly. We talked and skyped every day. I think my roommate in the dorm was getting tired of listening to the two of us have virtual sex. Then came the call I'd never expected.
My sister called, breaking the news to me that she had been on a skype call with Brian when Molly walked into the camera frame, naked. I of course quickly called Molly and after some prodding, she admitted that she'd been having sex with Brian in my absence. That was the worst day of my life. I lost the girl I thought I was going to marry and my best friend in the same phone call. I hung up on her and refused to take her calls. It was more than I could deal with and there was no amount of apologizing either one of them could do that would remedy the betrayal that I felt.
In an attempt to help cheer me up, my roommate took me along to a party at a sorority house, and talked one of the girls into "cheering me up." Off in her room on the third floor of the house, she took her shirt off, helped me pull my pants down and gave me a very good blow job, aiming my cum onto her big soft tits. In exchange I undressed her the rest of the way and gave her the best oral sex I knew how, making her climax twice in an hour before the two of us fucked for a final mutual orgasm. Somehow, after that, I got very popular in that particular sorority. I had frequent invitations to come over by various girls, occasionally by more than one at the same time. By spring break, I had a number of girls having sex with me on a regular basis, and a reputation as the best fuck on campus.
Then the world changed. The Covid pandemic invaded. All the students were sent home.
I sat at home and avoided both Molly and Brian. They both tried to see me, but I simply refused. There wasn't anything I wanted to talk to them about. It was finally Mrs. Ericson that came to see me.
"Molly told me about what happened," Mrs. Ericson said as we sat on the sofa in the family room, my parents both off in their separate offices working remotely.
"Yeah?" I asked, trying not to be angry, but having a hard time not feeling it. "Did she tell you that sis saw her naked in his apartment?"
"Yes. She said she just was using his shower. But that you wouldn't listen."
"She told me that too. But after awhile she admitted that she was feeling down and alone after I left and that she let Brian give her oral sex to cheer her up, as she put it. After that they just started having sex whenever. I wasn't even gone a week and he was banging her."
"She didn't tell me that."
"Well. That's why I stopped talking to them. There wasn't anything they could say that would fix that."
"No," she said with a sigh. "I suppose if I were in your shoes, I'd have felt the same way."
"Thanks. But it doesn't help that much."
"You two were always so close," she said, reaching out and gently resting her hand on my leg. "I'm truly sorry."
"Yeah. Me too."
"You know. Your mom says you're just sitting around doing nothing when you're not online for school. Would you like to come over and do some odd jobs for me? Since you left for school, a lot of the little things you used to do for me have gone undone."
"Thanks. But I'd rather not see Molly."
"I don't think you will be. Not intentionally anyway. See, she's not living with me right now."
I looked at her curiously. "She's not?"
"No. In fact, she's still down at State with Brian."
"I thought they closed school?"
"They did. But he had to drop out and get a job. He has a family to support now."
"A family? What do you mean?" I asked in confusion.
"Apparently she didn't listen to the talk. You know the one we had that day? She paid attention to everything but the being safe part," she said quietly, rubbing her hand on my leg gently, almost as if trying to ease the blow that her words conveyed.
"You mean? She and Brian..."
"Are expecting? Yes." She nodded. "I know that has to hurt, but you should know. I mean if you should happen to see her, she's starting to show now, and I wouldn't want you to find out that way."
"Oh god," I answered, suddenly feeling even worse than I had before.
She leaned towards me, moving her hand from my leg to my shoulders, pulling me towards her. I felt my shoulder press into her chest, the softness of her breasts pressing against my arm as I leaned my head against her shoulder. "You know that I've always thought of you as the son I never had. I thought you and Molly had something real, something that would last. I'd have never guessed it would turn out this way," she whispered as she stroked my hair with her other hand, gently kissing the top of my head. "I'm so sorry it turned out like this."
We sat like that for long minutes until I gently pressed my hand against her thigh to push myself back upright again. I looked at her and whispered, "Yeah. I'm sorry too."
"You know. If there's anything I can do to help. I don't know what, but if you think of anything, you know, all you have to do is ask."
"Yeah. I know. Thanks," I answered quietly.
"The pool is opened up and ready to use. Water is a bit cool yet, but my yard is as much home to you as yours, so feel free any time you want to come over. Just come on over, okay?"
"Sure. I appreciate that." I nodded.
"Well. I need to go get back online. I'm actually just on my lunch break."
"I thought you were working downtown?" I asked as she stood up.
"No. They switched us to online yesterday. I'm still trying to get the hang of all this tech stuff. I was never all that good at it to start with."
"Well. If you have any problems, just holler. If an electrical engineering student can't help there's a problem," I said with a slight smile.
"I will," she said before leaning down towards me. Her hand reached down and pressed against my leg as she leaned low enough to give me a gentle kiss on the forehead. I couldn't help but notice that I could look right down the front of her blouse and see almost the whole front of her lace clad breasts. She squeezed my leg and then straightened, looking down at me for several seconds before walking away.
The news about Molly had been a shock. As much as part of me had written them both off, some deep down part still cared, a lot. Finding out she was pregnant just finished what she started months ago.
Over the next few weeks I tried to put that out of my mind. I worked on my school work which seemed twice as hard remotely. I also started going over and occasionally helping Mrs. Ericson with some odd jobs around the house. She'd been divorced for as long as I'd known her, but she somehow always managed to keep the house up. Now that COVID restrictions were in place, I learned she'd done that primarily by hiring work done through a number of handyman repair services. Unable to get anyone to come make repairs changed that dynamic, and I offered to help out where I could. I learned that there were actually quite a few places that I could help.
The email I got from the company I planned on interning with over the summer was like getting a dagger to the heart. When I wanted to go to MIT it was clear that the money my parents put away for my college education would be enough to cover the tuition and fees, but I'd have to find a way to contribute to my room and board costs. My agreement with my parents was that I'd work summers at the best job I could find, and put at least six thousand into a fund we set up to cover room and board. The rest I could keep for spending money. But if I didn't have a job for the summer, there was no way I'd make that kind of money, and no way I could go back to school.
Mrs. Ericson, being the clear thinking person she was, had a simple solution. She'd pay me for the work I was doing, and the work that I'd volunteered to do already. It wasn't like she couldn't afford it, and if I wasn't doing the work she'd be hiring someone else to do it anyway, so why not. I agreed.
"Mrs. Ericson," I called as I walked into her home office one morning.
"David! Good morning!" she said, seeming almost a little startled, as she swiveled in her chair from the desk that sat in front of the second story window, overlooking her backyard, to face me. "I thought you were going to trim those bushes along the back fence this morning."
"Um. Yeah. I am," I said, letting my eyes travel down her body. Her hair and face were made up like she was headed out to work as was her cream colored blouse. What didn't look quite so ready to go out the door was below that. She had high heels sitting next to her desk, ready to put on, stockings on her legs, and, well.... From what I could see under the tail of the blouse, underwear, but no skirt or pants. I couldn't help but think to myself that she looked like she was playing with herself. As soon as I got my mind out of the gutter, I stammered out, "I was trying to find the lopping shears you said were in the garage, but I didn't find 'em."
"Oh. Goodness. I'm sorry. Let's go see if we can find them," she said quickly, turning back to the computer and clicking something on the screen before pushing back and getting up from the chair. I couldn't help but notice that the tail of the blouse wasn't quite long enough to completely cover her panties, and the red lace underwear looked surprisingly sexy as she walked past me. I followed her out of the office and down the stairs as she headed for the garage. She opened the garage door and walked out barefoot, heading to the far wall, weaving between boxes and around her car. She moved several boards that were leaning against the wall and low and behold, there, hanging on the wall were the lopping shears that I'd spent half an hour looking for. She lifted them off the wall with one hand and turned around to hand them to me at the same time I was stepping towards her to reach past and lift them from the wall myself. As she turned, we ended up face to face with her chest pressed to mine.
We stood there for long seconds, neither of us moving, both of us holding the shears. After what felt like an eternity I stepped back, suddenly feeling embarrassed. I could see she was blushing as well as breathing surprisingly heavily. "I'm. Um. I'm sorry," I said, stepping back another step, taking the shears that she finally let go of.
"Yeah. Me too. Um. Those should work," she stammered.
"Yeah. These should do fine," I said, feeling my cock swelling in my pants. "I... Um... I better go start," I mumbled, stepping back again and then turning quickly away before she could see the huge bulge I could feel in my pants. I walked quickly out of the garage and closed the door behind myself, standing in the back yard, just feet from the back door, panting as if I'd been running, my heart pounding in my chest.
It was only a year ago that she'd given Molly and I "the talk". It was a much different talk than the one my dad had given me years before. I could still remember the feeling of her bare skin against mine, the hardness of her nipples between my fingers and in my mouth and the soft sweet taste of her pussy as I licked her to climax that first time. All the sensations of that day seemed as fresh as if they had happened yesterday. I know her intent was to teach us, to make sure that I was giving her daughter the fulfillment she felt Molly deserved. But along the way, I couldn't help but feel that she was enjoying it as much as her daughter, especially towards the end.
I stood there until my mind and my body started to slow down and then headed to the fence line to start trimming the row of tall thin bushes that extended well above the height of the fence, effectively adding additional privacy. There were only a couple houses in the whole neighborhood that could see into her yard. One window on the second floor of my house was one, a couple windows on Mrs. Rodriguez's house next door and the second floor back windows on two houses behind her house. Even then, because of the bushes there were large swatches of yard that were completely private, including the pool deck, which was the original intent of the bushes.
I spent several hours working my way around the yard. The day was getting hot and I quickly got rid of my shirt, working in just my shorts and shoes. I stopped a couple times to put on more sunblock and toss some pool water on my head and body. Most of it ran down my body and soaked into my shorts and briefs, but I didn't really care.
"David!" I heard Mrs. Ericson call from the back door.
"Yes ma'am?" I called back from the top of the ladder I was standing on.
"Would you care for some lunch?" she called.
"Sure. Be right down," I called back before climbing down the ladder. I leaned the shears against the bottom of the ladder and headed up to the house, walking past the pool on the way. I opened the back door and stepped inside, sliding the patio door closed behind me.
"Goodness. Look at you. SWEATTY!" she said, crinkling up her nose at me. "Tell you what. I'm still making lunch. Why don't you go take a real quick shower? You can use my bathroom. And leave those soggy shorts in the bathroom! You can put them back on after lunch!" she said as I started towards the staircase near the front door. I headed up and walked to her bedroom, pushing the half closed door the rest of the way open before stepping in. I pushed the door closed and bent down to pull my shoes and socks off. I couldn't help but remember the last time I was naked in this room as I pushed my shorts and briefs off. I carried my soggy clothes with me and dropped them on the bathroom floor before stepping into the shower and turning the water on.



It was a big shower, big enough for three. I should know because Molly, her mom and I all shared this shower once. The only soap was a flowery smelling body wash, but it was better than stinky sweat. I washed quickly and turned off the water. I used the fluffy yellow towel hanging on the wall hook to dry off and then wrapped the towel around my waist.
I was walking out of the bathroom and couldn't help notice that the bedroom window, like the office window, overlooked the back yard. I could easily see where I was working as I stepped near the bed. I turned and started to step away and stopped, something drawing my attention. I looked down at the bed and saw something blue sticking out from under the pillow. I lifted the pillow to find a long blue bullet shaped vibrator laying under the pillow. The same one that she had used to teach Molly and me about adult toys. We'd not spent much time with it, just enough to know how to lubricate it and a few ways it could be used. For some reason, I reached down and picked it up realizing that it was still slick with lubricant. Fairly fresh lubricant. I couldn't help but remember her teaching me how to put the slender tool into her pussy, gently pressing it into her as I rotated it back and forth. I could almost hear the soft moan she made as I slowly teased it into her, the almost identical moan that Molly had made when I did the same to her.
I shook my head to clear the image of Molly's sexy naked body and put the vibrator back, careful to set things back the way they were. I headed downstairs, realizing half way down that my little pause had given me a significant hard-on, which was impossible to hide with the towel. If she noticed it, she didn't say a word about it as I stepped to the table and sat down across from her. As we ate the sandwiches she'd made, I couldn't help but notice the hardness of her nipples in the blouse which seemed to make my dick all the harder.
"I'm sorry about this morning," she said with a little tinge of blush around her cheeks. "I'd never wear pajamas to work, but since they can only see the top half of me, well I was just being comfortable."
"Oh. No problem," I answered quickly. "I shouldn't have been looking at you like that."
"Looking at me like what?" she asked slowly.
I paused, thinking about what I'd just said. "Um," I said quietly, not sure how to answer.
"You were looking at my panties?" she asked very quietly. I could feel myself blushing, and I wasn't sure why. I'd seen her naked. Hell, I'd seen a bunch of girls naked. Why would looking at her panties make me blush? She pushed away from the table and stood up. She stepped around the end of the table and reached for the side of the knee-length black skirt she had on. She slowly pulled the small zipper, the one I didn't even see was there, slowly down. She pushed the skirt slowly down over her hips until it slid down around her ankles. She stepped out of the skirt, her red lace panties again visible below the end of her blouse. She slowly unbuttoned the blouse, starting at the bottom, working her way up the front, one button at a time. I stared as she slowly pulled the blouse apart and slid it off her arms, leaving her in her heels and stockings, the tiny red lace panties and a white lace bra. She reached around her back unhooking her bra and then shrugged the bra off, letting her large soft tits swing free.
She stepped over to me, pushed the wheeled chair back from the table and then stepped in front of me, her legs straddling mine. "If you wanted to see my panties, all you had to do was ask," she whispered.
"I... Um... I didn't..."
"I didn't either," she whispered, reaching down to the towel around my waist and gently tugging it, letting the crossed over front spread apart. She let go of the towel, letting it pool on the chair on either side of me, my big dick sticking straight up towards her. "I'd almost forgotten how hot your cock looks," she said as she stepped back slightly before pushing my knees apart. She knelt down in front of me and grasped my cock in both hands. She shook her head slowly as she began to stroke her hands up and down my shaft. "I haven't forgotten how it felt here though," she said as she lowered her face to my crotch.
"Oh damn," I groaned in pleasure as she slowly licked all the way up my shaft like an ice cream. Her eyes watched my face as she moved back down to my balls, licking and kissing gently on them before continuing her efforts up my shaft, working ever closer to my engorged head. She teased her tongue over and around my head before she engulfed it in her hot mouth, making my whole body shudder in pleasure. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," I groaned as she slid her mouth up and down my shaft. Her lips teased my shaft and her tongue swirled around my head for long seconds before she slowly pulled her mouth off my cock.
"I have an important question for you David," she whispered, giving my cock another long lick. "Clearly you're turned on by my body. Would you like another chance to put this into me?"
"Oh god yes," I groaned without hesitation as she slowly stroked her tongue back up my shaft again, flicking her tongue across that soft sensitive spot under my head.
"Can I tell you a secret?" she whispered as she let go of my cock and stood up.
"Sure," I answered back as quietly, staring at the red lace panties.
"I wore these because I wanted to tease you a little. I'd planned on letting you see me in them accidently. I think I ended up teasing myself more than you. I think you already guessed that when you came into the office while I was playing with myself."
"Yeah," I answered as she slowly pushed her panties down, exposing her curly brown mat. She worked the panties down over her thigh high stockings and then set them on the table. She pushed the dishes aside and sat on the edge of the table in front of me. She spread her legs apart.
"I know you're really turned on. You don't have to wait. Just let it happen," she said as I stood up in front of her. "I was watching you outside, your young strong body making me hornier and hornier," she whispered as she reached for my cock with one hand and guided it to her wet slit. She rubbed my head up and down her wet lips a few times to spread her juices on it and then nestled it into the entrance to her vagina. "I just had to get my toy out and make myself come," she moaned as I pressed towards her, driving my cock slowly into her pussy. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned, lifting her legs and leaning back. She reached behind her to move her own plate to the side and lay back on her back on the table, lifting her legs high in the air and spreading them. "Oh god David. Fuck me. Please fuck me. I've wanted to feel you in me again ever since that one day," she moaned as I started to pump into her pussy.
I reached up between her legs to her chest, capturing her tits and gently squeezing them in time with my strokes. In and out I pushed my cock, my mushroom head feeling every bump and fold of her vagina as I stroked it deep into her. My thrusts picked up quickly, getting more energetic by the second as my already teased body urged me on. 'Fuck her!' it screamed in my head as I pounded into her, shaking her whole body and the table with each stroke. Her moans grew in intensity and depth as I pounded into her. She'd taught me how to feel it, how to see it, how to know her climax was almost there. I knew I wanted to push her over the edge before I couldn't hold back any longer. I pulled my right hand from her tit and slid it down her body. I pressed my thumb against her clit and began to slowly rub it in small circles, partly stimulating it with my thumb and partly pressing it down so that each stroke of my shaft rubbed against it.
"OH SHIT!" she screamed loudly, her whole body suddenly dissolving into shudders and trembles as her pussy clenched and spasmed around my thrusting cock. My own body appreciated the sudden change in sensations as she climaxed around me, urging me to stroke faster, harder.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked hard, thrusting my hips forward and my cock deep into her pussy. I felt a huge gush of hot cum travel up my shaft and burst forth inside her. Time after time my body jerked, pumping more cum into her with each new spasm. I lost track of how many times I added to the load inside her until I was standing, her legs resting on my shoulders, my cock occasionally twitching as it softened inside her.
"Ohhhhhh god I wanted that so bad," she moaned. "I think you did too."
"Me?"
"Yeah. I felt that hard-on you had this morning in the garage. Did you know that after you left, I pulled my panties down right there and fingered myself off?"
"No. I didn't."
"God I wanted you to turn around and walk in right then. I wanted you to catch me playing with myself. I wanted you to know how badly I wanted to feel you inside me. I know I shouldn't. I mean you were Molly's. I shouldn't want this, but GOD, I do. Does that make me a bad mom?"
"Not in my book," I answered honestly.
She lay silently on the table until she felt her watch vibrate. "Shit. I need to get back to work," she said, pushing me back from her. She sat up on the table and then slipped off, quickly picking up her bra and slipping it on. Her blouse came next, leaving her running up the stairs in nothing but her top. I picked up her skirt and panties and carried them upstairs with me. I set them on her bed and put my own clothes back on. I stopped in the kitchen to pick up the half eaten sandwich, chomping on more of it as I walked out the back door to go back to work. It was late in the afternoon before I finished and had all the branches piled up in one corner of the back yard. I was hot, sweaty and ready to be done for the day.
I couldn't help but think about her sitting up in her office, naked from the waist down, looking out the window at me. I wasn't sure she was actually watching as I put away the ladder and shears. I walked to the pool, stripped completely and slipped into the water. I floated there, looking up at her window, wondering if she was watching me. My cock had been rock hard for the last hour, thinking about her naked body, how good she felt playing with my cock and how damn good it felt to cum deep inside her. I stroked my cock as I floated in the pool, hoping she was watching. It didn't take long playing with myself before I squirted my cum into the air for her to see, if she was watching. I floated there until my cock had softened and then pulled myself from the pool. I pulled on my shorts and shoes, and headed into the house to let her know I was done and heading home. "Mrs. Ericson!" I called as I walked into the house.
I didn't hear any answer, so I headed up to her office. I stepped inside the office and froze. I could see her sitting in her office chair, the chair tilted back, her feet propped on the desk. I stepped into the room and around the chair. Her blouse was pulled completely apart and her bra pushed up over her tits. One hand pulled and pinched her right breast and nipple while her other hand pushed the blue vibrator in and out of her pussy. "Oh fuck me David!" she moaned softly as the humming vibrator pushed in and out of her pussy with a soft wet squishing sound.
I pushed my shorts down and stepped out of them before stepping to the chair. I gently stroked her leg, trying unsuccessfully not to startle her. She looked at me with a jolt and then relaxed as I eased her right foot off the edge of the desk. I lifted her foot and used it to twist the chair enough to allow me to kneel in front of it. I set her foot on my shoulder, her eyes never leaving mine as I reached for her hand. I moved her fingers from the end of the vibrator and replaced them, with mine. She moved her hand away as I slowly lowered my face to her pussy. I gently kissed on one side and then the other of her full round outer lips before kissing the juncture of her lips. I wrapped one arm around her left thigh and used my fingers to spread her delicate inner lips apart, exposing her hard excited clit.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, letting her head fall back and her eyes close as my tongue softly stroked across the hard nub. I could feel the vibration of the blue bullet through my tongue as I teased her clit, slowly sliding the vibrator in and out of her as she had been doing. In and out I pushed the little toy while I teased her clit with my tongue. "Oh god David. Ohhhhhh fuck me. Please fuck me!" she moaned as I worked the little device in as far as I could push it without losing my grip on the end. Her juices flowed around it, running down her ass and soaking into the chair. Her pussy looked so damn sexy.
I pulled the vibrator from her pussy and set it aside, drawing her attention back to me. I gently eased her foot off my shoulder and stood up, my cock not quite fully hard, but I hoped hard enough to get it worked into her. She lifted and spread her legs as I reached for the back of her chair for balance. She reached for me, her fingertips grabbing for my side to pull me towards her. She slipped one hand down to my dick, gripping it with her fingers and working the half hard appendage into herself as I lowered myself towards her.
"Oh god David," she groaned as I pushed into her until our pubic hairs mingled together. Her hands reached up to my face and gently stroked my cheeks before pulling my face to hers. She kissed me wetly, her lips teasing mine for long seconds, my dick slowly swelling inside her. I started to rock my hips, afraid to move too much and pull myself out of her, but the worry was unnecessary. My young cock had recovered enough already to stay inside her as I started stroking. In and out I moved, her eyes watching mine while I watched her bare tits wiggle and bounce. In and out I thrust, working my dick into her harder until, completely unexpectedly, the chair tipped backwards, the two of us tumbling out of it onto the floor.
"Oh god David!" she laughed as we untangled ourselves from the chair and each other. Our mutual laughing lasted only a few moments before her face became serious again. She gently rolled me onto my back and then rolled herself over onto me. She held herself over me and reached between us, finding my dick and guiding it to her pussy. "Oh David," she moaned as she pushed herself down my rock hard shaft.
Her big tits hung down in front of my face and I reached for and captured them, gently guiding one to my lips as she started to rock herself back and forth, pushing herself on and off my hard shaft. In and out I could feel my cock sliding, her hot wet depths caressing my hard young cock. I moved my mouth to her other nipple and licked and teased it gently as she stroked herself on and off of me.
"Nibble it. Gently nibble it," she whispered to me. Following her directions, I let her nipple pull gently through my teeth before sucking it back into my mouth again. She moaned loudly and I could feel her legs tremble where they rested against my body. Her pussy squeezed and gripped my shaft as she continued to rock on and off of me. "Oh god David. Come for me. Please come for me," she practically begged. "I want to feel you coming deep inside me. I so miss feeling that. Please come for me."
I felt her climax fade away before she pushed more upright. She looked down at me and pulled her knees farther forward. She started to bounce on me, looking down at me as I stared at her tits. "You like watching 'em bounce?" she asked as she slammed herself down on me over and over. "God damn you feel so good inside me. So much better than any toy," she groaned as she bounced on me, her tits bouncing and flying wildly. "Come for me sweetie. Let me feel your big fat cock cumming deep in my pussy. Oh god yes. I can feel you getting closer. I can feel your fat head getting bigger and bigger. Did you know I was watching you? Did you know I was up here, playing with my pussy while you were laying in the pool stroking yourself? Were you imagining it was me doing this? Riding you? Pushing your fat cock into my pussy over and over until you explode? "OH SHIT YES!" she screamed as my body bucked under her, surging a gush of cum up into her soaked pussy.
My body jerked and spasmed over and over, pumping what felt like a gallon of cum into her as she sat on me, wiggling her hips and grinding her clit into me. "Oh god yes. Oh yes David. I know this is so wrong, but god I want it so bad," she moaned, her eyes closed, enjoying the sensations of my cock emptying into her. "Sooo bad," she whispered as my body slowly stilled, my cock twitching occasionally. She slowly leaned forward and lay on me, rolling off of me to one side, one of her legs still draped across my body, her head resting on my shoulder. With my arm looped around her back I could feel both her soft tits pressed to me, one to my side and one to my chest as she tilted her head and softly kissed my cheek. "David, you don't think I'm a bad mom, do you?"
"No," I whispered back.
"How she could throw this away, I don't understand. You two. You were so perfect with each other. How could she do to you what she did? I'm so sorry," she whispered.
"I know," I answered, not at all sure how to answer. We lay there silently after that for nearly half an hour before she pushed herself up and sat up. She pulled the rest of her clothes off and leaned down to kiss me.
"You better go home before I start things all over again," she whispered after breaking a long wet erotic kiss. "I'm going to take a shower. Maybe I'll see you tomorrow?"
"Maybe," I answered as she pushed herself up and walked away, leaving me laying naked on the floor.
The next morning was Saturday. I spent the morning studying for Monday's exam since I'd pretty much played hooky the previous day. It was early afternoon and something drew my attention to the window. I wasn't sure what drew me there, but something didn't seem right. I stepped to the bedroom window, the one facing next door. I looked out the window and realized that I could see the pool and deck from my window. The reason this was a surprise was that before this, I couldn't. It was blocked by one of the trees that I'd spent the previous day trimming.
I could see Mrs. Ericson laying on a foam float in the pool, wearing a very, very small black string bikini. I could also see my sister floating on one in a somewhat more modest, bikini. Not that more modest really hid all that much more than the one Mrs. Ericson was wearing, but more that my sister had a lot less to cover. Laying on a reclining lounge chair on the wooden deck that circled half of the pool was my sister's friend Toni. I'd met her a bunch of times. She was a senior in high school, like my sister, and was actually pretty damn good looking. Not that my sister wasn't, but then, guys aren't supposed to think their sisters were hot. Clearly my ex-best friend thought she was hot.
As I stood there I realized that Toni was reading a book and had untied part of her string bikini, the string around her neck dangling loosely down each side of her body as her fingers stroked back and forth across her chest. I didn't know what she was reading, but it was clearly getting her turned on as her fingers slowly stroked back and forth, working lower and lower until the two triangles of material covering her nicely sized tits slipped off her breasts, completely exposing them. Her nipples were rock hard, jutting out from the center of two perfect circles of pink areola. The tips of her fingers circling first one nipple and then tracing across to the other, where it repeated its trips around and around the hard nub.
I couldn't help but push the front of my athletic shorts and briefs down as I stood there, staring at her hand, slowly moving lower. She tugged on the strings of the top, trying to pull it all the way off before arching her back and reaching behind her. She never stopped reading as she pulled the top off and dropped it to the deck. Her fingers stroked up and down her stomach, running up between both breasts, circling them and then slowly stroking downward again. Each time she stroked down her fingers moved closer to the juncture between her legs until her fingers pressed against her pussy and stroked up and down on the material covering it.



I had my cock in my hand, slowly stroking it as I watched her fingers slip inside the material. Her fingers bulged the tiny triangle out as she curled them to slide between her lips, her finger appearing to dip deep into herself. I saw her lick her lips as she read, her hand pulling from within the small triangle and pulling the strings on her left hip. She tugged the strings and then, lifting her butt from the chair, pulled the bottom completely off, leaving her sitting completely naked. Her fingers moved back to her pussy, her full round lips allowing only a small bit of inner lip to protrude as she started stroking them again. I saw her press a finger between her lips, driving it deep into herself. She held it there for long seconds before she started sliding it in and out, fucking herself with it as she read.
Part of me wanted to stand there and jack off watching her, and part of me wanted to walk down into the yard and watch up close. I turned away long enough to grab my swimsuit and stood, stroking my cock with one hand, watching her play with herself, and pulling my shorts and briefs off with the other. It didn't take long for me to step into my swimsuit. I pulled away from the window and practically ran down the stairs and out the back door. I paused at the gate to Mrs. Ericson's yard, silently opening the gate and then closing it again. I could see that Toni was still laying naked, playing with herself as she read. I walked to the side of the above ground pool and stood watching her, grabbing my cock through my swimsuit as I leaned on the side of the pool.
Mrs. Ericson noticed me first making no noise but looking at me and then at what I was looking at. She smiled and raised her eyebrows.
"That must be an awfully good book, Toni," she said loud enough for Toni to hear up on the deck.
"Oh god. Jason is sooo making love to Jennifer," Toni answered without looking back.
"Really?" Mrs. Ericson said with a soft chuckle.
"SHIT TONI!" my sister practically shouted, drawing both my attention and Toni's attention to her. My sister floated, seeming to be speechless as she pointed to where I was standing watching Toni finger herself.
"OH FUCK!" Toni cried, quickly closing her legs and trying to cover her tits and then her pussy with the book and one free hand, neither being particularly successful.
Mrs. Ericson laughed and shook her head. "Not much point in hiding it now. He's already seen it all."
"But he doesn't have to keep looking, does he?" Toni squeaked as she dropped the book and wiggled around, trying to keep her hands covering her body and still look for her discarded swimsuit pieces.
"He wouldn't be much of a guy if he didn't," Mrs. Ericson replied.
"DAVID! STOP STARING!" my sister chided me loudly, almost talking over Mrs. Ericson.
"What?" I asked innocently. "All I did was come over to swim."
"But you're staring!" Toni cried as she climbed off the chair, giving me another glimpse of her pussy and then an even better view as she bent over to pick up her bikini, her bare ass and pussy sticking out at me before she scooted around to hide behind the chair.
I chuckled to myself as she wiggled around behind the chair, hiding herself from me as she put her bikini back on. While I watched, still hoping for another glimpse, sis paddled over on the float and half leaned over the side of the pool to slug me in the shoulder. "You don't have to embarrass my friend!"
"Hey!" I said holding my hands up defensively and taking a couple steps back from the side of the pool. "I didn't do anything. Besides, what's embarrassing about looking damn hot?"
My sister tried to reach out to slug me again, this time rolling off the float and into the water. She came up sputtering, water streaming down her long blonde hair. She wiped the water from her hair and tried to lean over the edge of the pool to swing at me again, missing as I stepped back one more step. She levered herself up onto the side, laying almost flat to try to reach me as I backed away to stay out of her range. She cried out in surprise as her swing shifted her center of gravity beyond the side of the pool, her feet flailing in the air as she toppled head first over the edge. Even if she was my sister, I didn't want her to end up hurting herself. I instinctively took a step back toward the side of the pool and leaned toward her to try and grab her falling body as she reached for the ground with her hands. I only partially caught her before her weight toppled me over with her, the two of us ending up sprawled on the grass in a tangle of arms and legs next to the side of the pool. I rolled over, starting to push myself up, my sister half laying on top of me.
"YOU!" she shouted at me as she lay on me, trying to swing at me and push herself up at the same time. "You made me fall!" she shouted angrily.
"I didn't!" I said defensively as I tried to grab her flailing arms, which were trying to hit anything on me that they could. I finally corralled her arms, leaving her laying flat on top of me.
"You did too!" she shouted as she tried to push herself up, only partly successful since I was holding both her wrists. She managed to get her knees under her so she was half sitting astride me and half laying on me. "You embarrassed my friend and now you're trying to embarrass me!"
"I think you're doing a fine job of that yourself. You don't need any help!"
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" she practically spat at me as I held her wrists and started to push her upright.
I chuckled and didn't say a thing, letting her slowly find out for herself. String bikinis are wonderful things. They show off all the things that they are intended to show off. They can be like expensive picture frames, drawing attention to what they are framing without actually showing anything themselves. Unfortunately they lack one important quality. Ruggedness. They just aren't particularly good for things like wrestling. Not if you want your body parts to stay covered that is.
She finally looked down at her own chest and realized that her bikini top was askew, both her tits completely on display only a foot from my face. If that weren't bad enough, her bikini bottom was laying in the grass next to us instead of covering her pussy, which was pressing against my swimsuit covered hard-on as she sat on her knees straddling me. "OH SHIT!" she squealed, pulling her arms back against my grip. I let go of her and she quickly covered her tits with one hand and her crotch with the other, still sitting on top of me. "Well don't just lay there! Help me!"
I opened my mouth to say something and then, with a crooked grin, said, "Sure. Here." I reached up and pulled the strings on the bikini top, pulling it all the way off and tossing it into the grass with the bikini bottom.
"DAVID!" she squealed, leaving her tits once again uncovered to try and batter me with her open hand slaps. "That was fucking mean!" she shouted as I captured both wrists again, holding them apart so that I could easily see her completely bare body. Her tits were nicely sized, maybe a big B or small C cup, but definitely firm with perky, hard nipples. Her mound was shaved as I presumed her pussy was, leaving her looking quite hot.
"Seems to me he deserves the same treatment!" Toni said from where she was walking around the side of the pool, stopping to look at my sister sitting naked on top of me. "You hold him down!"
In moments Toni was leaning over me, trying to jerk on my swimsuit legs. "Move up Jenny!" Toni said as she tried to pull my swimsuit down with my sister still sitting astride me.
"Hey!" I said as sis leaned towards me dragging my arms down the grass, her tits practically in my face. I let go of her wrists and reached for her waist, trying to lift her off of me so I could combat Toni trying to pull my swimsuit down.
"I got him!" my sister said as she slid her body forward, pressing her bare tits in my face as she moved her hands to mine, trying to pull them off her waist. I felt my swimsuit being pulled and tugged and all too soon sliding down my legs.
"Holy shit!" I heard Toni say as my suit stopped sliding down my legs, still wrapped around my ankles. As suddenly as she stopped pulling she started again, pulling it off my feet so that I was as naked as my sister. "I got it," Toni said, backing away.
My sister pushed herself up off of me, rolling away and quickly standing up, leaving me to push myself up onto one elbow.
"Shit Jenny! Your brother has one huge cock!"
"It's not all that big, but it is above average. And he knows how to use it," Mrs. Ericson said from where she was standing in the pool, leaning on the edge. Both girls looked at her in surprise. "Oh no. It's not like that. I helped Molly and David kind of....um....ohhhhhh. No. It isn't like that," she protested.
"Damn. Mrs. Ericson," my sister said quietly. "My brother?"
"Now it isn't like that. Besides, you can't tell anyone!" she protested.
"It sure sounds like it's like that," my sister answered.
Mrs. Ericson sighed. "It isn't. I just helped David and Molly learn a little about what good sex feels like, and I might have demonstrated a few things."
"Demonstrated a few things?" my sister asked, crossing her arms over her tits. "Like what?"
"I don't think we need to get into that. Besides, you don't have much room to talk. You're standing naked in front of him."
"Oh shit!" my sister squeaked, clearly having forgotten just exactly what her own clothing status was. She moved quickly to scoop her bikini off the grass and then ran around the side of the pool and all the way to the house. She disappeared into the house with Toni right behind her, still carrying my swimsuit.
"Well. That, um, could have gone better," Mrs. Ericson said quietly.
I got up from the grass and started around the pool. I climbed the stairs to the deck and then slipped into the water, still butt naked. "Yeah. A little. I guess it never occurred to me someone might find out that we've been...um..."
"Fucking?" Mrs Ericson asked with a grin.
"...Yeah. That."
"Are you embarrassed about it?" she asked quietly. "I mean we are both adults. There's nothing illegal about it. Though I doubt your parents would appreciate the fact that we are."
"Yeah. No, they wouldn't, would they."
"No. they wouldn't."
"Does that mean you wanna stop? I mean, not do it anymore?"
She stepped over to me, sliding her arms across my shoulders so that her hands stuck out behind my neck. She inched herself closer until her pelvis was pressing against my hard dick under the water and her bikini covered nipples were brushing my chest above the water. "Do YOU want us to?"
"It's not like I have anyone else to do it with," I answered, holding my hands on her hips.
"So, I'm just convenient?" she asked with a little bit of a smile tugging on her lips.
"I didn't say that."
"You should. Quite honestly if we're getting at all emotionally involved we need to stop right now. I do care for you. In many ways I care for you like the son I didn't ever get. But I'm twice your age and quite honestly, you should be looking for a nice sexy young girl to be fucking. Someone like Toni. I should be nothing but a little way station along the way to a real relationship."
"Whooaa. Look at you two," my sister said as she waked from the house onto the deck. "You two want us to wait in the house while you do a little fucking?"
"Actually," Mrs. Ericson said with a smile as she slipped back from me a few inches and turned to look at my sister and Toni standing on the deck looking down at us. "We were just talking about fucking. But not each other. We were talking about him fucking Toni there."
"Me!?" Tony squeaked.
"Sure. Why not. You're not a virgin are you?" Mrs. Ericson asked.
"A Virgin? Hell no!" Toni snapped back, maybe a little too quickly.
"Don't need to get defensive. It's alright if you are. He was just telling me how sexy you looked while you were reading your book and that he wouldn't at all mind giving you a little pleasure."
"I'm not fucking him!" She protested.
"Toni," Mrs. Ericson said softly, wading over to the deck and reaching up for her hand. "Come on. I don't bite." She gently tugged Toni's hand until she climbed down into the pool with us. "Toni, there are many ways a man can pleasure a woman without fucking. Sometimes starting with one leads to another, but to be honest, I definitely wouldn't kick David out of bed if he crawled in and wanted to...oh...say...suck on my nipples. I know that because he HAS sucked on my nipples and it made me want so much more."
"But my mom says that sex is something that's supposed to be shared between two people that love each other."
"That's one way to look at it. It's always better if you care about the person you're having sex with. But that doesn't mean there aren't times that just enjoying the sensations aren't just as important. Take you for instance. You were enjoying that book, right?"
"Well. Yeah," she said with a shrug.
"It made you feel so good that you took your swimsuit off and were pleasuring yourself."
"Yeah. So?"
"So, it looked like maybe you'd done that before. Gotten so involved in the book that you wanted to feel the sensations you were reading about."
"Maybe. So?"
"So, why not enjoy those sensations for real? Do you have to be in love for someone to help you fulfill those little fantasy desires?" Mrs. Ericson whispered. "Think about what the characters were doing. Was he kissing and licking parts of her body?"
"Well. Yeah," she answered softly.
"Was he licking her pussy? Stroking her lips with his tongue? Tasting her nectar? Did he press a finger into her and feel her hot wet depths close around it?"
"Oh fuck," Toni answered in a whisper, her eyes closed and her free hand reaching under the water to press against her crotch.
"See. You're still excited. You can imagine how it feels, can't you? You can feel his lips on your body," she whispered to Toni. "His kisses touching your pussy. His tongue gently spreading your lips as he searches for your clit, and then the little tingles as he teases it. You can feel that can't you?"
"Oh god," Toni moaned softly as Mrs. Ericson pulled the strings on her bikini bottom and let it float away in the pool.
"Can you feel his fingers on your nipples, gently stroking them and teasing them as he licks his tongue up and down your wet slit, tasting you, teasing you, making you want to climax but denying it," she whispered as she tugged the strings of her bikini top, pulling it off so that Toni was once again naked. "You can. All you have to do is ask and let him give you those sensations," she whispered.
I saw Toni's eyes open and her head swivel as she looked around, eventually settling on my sister standing on the deck with her jaw practically hanging open. "In front of everyone?"
"It wouldn't have to be. Not if you're not comfortable, but I've already felt his lips, and other parts on and in my pussy. I wouldn't care if it was in the middle of the street if I was as turned on as you are right now."
Toni looked around again, spotting the floating foam pad that my sister had been floating on before the fight broke out. "On there?" she asked Mrs. Ericson.
"If you want," she nodded before looking towards me. "David. Why don't you help her get settled on it?"
"Sure," I answered, wading over to the float. I pulled it to where Toni was standing in the water a little meekly. I stepped in front of her, my hard dick sticking out and pressing against her stomach as I pulled the end of the float down into the water. "Just sit on it," I whispered.
"Your dick?" she asked, the hand that had been pressing between her legs now wrapped around my cock.
I chuckled. "I meant the float, but I wouldn't complain about that either."
"You really think I'm good looking?"
"Jenny. Why don't you help me put some more tanning oil on?" Mrs. Ericson said as she climbed the ladder out of the pool up to the deck. "I don't think they need an audience."
"Uh. No. I guess not," she answered while I stood in front of Toni waiting for her to sit on the float.
"It feels pretty big," Toni whispered to me.
"You wanna try it on for size?"
She looked up at my eyes for the first time, almost as if searching for something. "You won't tell anyone if I do, will you?"
"Our secret," I whispered as she slowly ran her hand up and down the length of my dick.
"In the book, they were making love in an orchard," she whispered.
I grinned and let go of the float. I turned slightly and scooped her unto my arms and waded to the ladder. I set her down to let her climb out and then I followed. I scooped her petite body into my arms and walked to the stairs, her arms reaching out and looping around my neck. She couldn't weigh more than a hundred pounds, soaking wet, which she was. Even then by the time I carried her to the back of the yard, she was starting to get heavy. I knelt down with her in my arms in the shade of two of the trees, confident that no one could see us except my sister and Mrs. Ericson. "This more like what you had in mind?" I asked as she leaned her face towards mine. She pressed her lips to mine hard at first and then slowly softening somewhat. "Take it easy. I'm not going to run away," I whispered when she let her lips leave mine. "Take your time. Pretend you're the heroine in whatever that novel you were reading was. How did she kiss?"
"More like this," she said, pulling her lips to mine again, this time moving her head side to side, brushing her lips against mine before pressing them gently against mine. She opened her mouth part way through the kiss and sucked my lower lip into her mouth and gently pulled on it with her teeth.
"Much better," I whispered as she pulled her face away. I eased her to the ground in front of me and then leaned down, gently kissing her neck. I licked and teased the nape of her neck for long seconds before letting my kisses extend down over her collarbone and to her chest.
"Oh fuck," she sighed softly as my kisses began teasing as low as the top of her perky little tits. Each mound was firm and warm under my lips as I worked around each one and then across to the other. I kissed my way to her nipples, small hard nubs protruding from her slightly oblong pink areola. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned as I swirled my tongue around each one in turn and then sucked each one into my mouth. I released her left nipple and slowly kissed my way down her stomach, working slowly and softly to her mound and the tiny tuft of dark brown curls shaped like a triangle. "Ohhhhh my god," she moaned louder as I pushed her legs apart and kissed down between them, planting each soft kiss on her pussy lips.
Her outer lips were firm and round, framing her protruding inner lips as if inviting me to suck on them. I sucked each side of her inner labia into my mouth and stretched the soft tender skin before releasing it. I could taste her juices on her lips, sweet and wet, clearly excited. I shifted around and laid down between her legs, my face inches from her pussy. I slowly licked up her slit, teasing my tongue between the soft lips with each stroke. I found her clit with my tongue and flicked up across it at the end of each long slow lick.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked. "I think you're going to make me come."
"Good," I answered with a grin, licking yet again up her slit. As Mrs. Ericson taught me, I could tell by the slight tremble in her legs and the deep moan escaping her lips that she was very close to climax. I pulled my face away and crawled up her body. She instinctively lifted her knees and spread her legs to give me access. I aimed my cock at her slit with one hand and lowered my hips towards her. I felt my head press against her wetness. I lowered a little more, putting pressure on my head as it tried to spread her apart, feeling the pressure change just as she moaned out again.



"Oohhhh my god yes," she gasped as I slid several inches into her. I'd never thought of myself as being that big, but Toni was extremely tight around me. Her pussy was certainly wet enough, but I was having to stroke short little strokes to work myself into her further. I felt my head press against the end of her vaginal tunnel before her pussy could accept all of me, so I changed my motion, stroking in and out of her in long slow strokes. In and out I slid, her body slowly stretching to accept me at first, and then clamping around me, practically keeping me from stroking as her climax washed over her. She silently gasped and panted as her body stiffened, laying almost like a board. I held myself over her and slowly lowered down until I was laying most of my weight on her, her tits pressed to my chest, my rock hard dick still stuck deep inside her.
"Is that something like what you expected?" I whispered.
"Oh god no. It was soooooo much better. I didn't think you were going to fuck me though. I thought you were just going to make me come other ways."
"It seemed like what you wanted," I answered quietly.
"I think it was. No. I know it was. I just didn't know I knew. Does that make sense?"
"NO. But that's okay," I answered, rocking my hips slowly to push myself in and out of her an inch or so.
"You haven't cum yet, have you?"
"Not yet," I agreed softly.
"Do you want to? Inside I mean?"
"I wouldn't mind. If you're on something I mean."
"Yeah. My mom made me get an IUD, just in case. I guess this is kinda just in case."
"I guess so," I answered, lifting some of my weight off her. I started sliding in and out of her, pushing into her as deep as I could without hurting her. Her breathing started to grow ragged as I plunged into her more quickly, her feet moving to rest on the ground, her hips starting to lift in time with my strokes. In and out I went, smashing my head on her cervix as my urgency grew. I knew it wasn't going to be long, but was surprised when Toni stiffened under me again with another climax moments before my own took over. My body bucked and I felt a gush of cum lance into her hot pussy, her vagina walls gripping and massaging my spurting cock as I lay on her jerking and twitching.
"I wasn't expecting that," she panted after half a minute of the two of us laying there enjoying the remnants of our mutual climax.
"Expecting what?" I answered, still trying to get my brain back to earth.
"The second climax. No wonder Mrs. Ericson likes fucking you."
"Oh. Yeah," I answered stupidly.
After another minute or so I rolled us over, rolling her on top of me so I didn't squish her. She lay on top of me, her head resting on my shoulder and her body pressed to mine until my dick softened and slipped from her. "I guess we should go back," she said softly.
"We don't have to," I answered, enjoying the feeling of her laying on me.
"Trust me. You're gonna want to," she said with a giggle. "Look."
I turned my head to look back to the pool and saw my sister, topless, bent over behind Mrs. Ericson who was reclined halfway back in the lounge chair. My sister had one hand rubbing and massaging Mrs. Ericson's big tits while her other hand pushed down between Mrs. Ericson's legs, rubbing the tiny black triangle over her pussy.
"Wow. I never would have thought I'd see that," I said in a whisper.
"What? Your sister rubbing another woman's pussy? Why not. She's rubbed mine." I turned my head to look at Toni questioningly. "Come on mister sexy. What do you think girls do when they're horny and there aren't any guys around? Specially after that dork friend of yours left her high and dry."
"Guess I never thought of girls getting turned on that much," I answered honestly.
She grinned. "Guess there's still a few things for you to learn."
"I guess so."
"Come on. We can go watch. Maybe you'll get turned on enough to wanna fuck again, huh?"
"Maybe," I answered as she pushed herself up off me. She held out a hand to help me up and we walked back to the pool, hand in hand. Mrs. Ericson looked up at me as we climbed the steps to the deck, seeing us before my sister did.
"Oh shit," my sister said as she looked up and saw us, jerking her hand out of Mrs. Ericson's crotch. She quickly crossed her arms across her chest to hide her exposed tits. "We were just....um...putting tanning oil on," she added quickly.
"Don't bother Jenny. You've already been laying naked on top of him, and you're gonna try and hide your tits now?" Toni said before turning and climbing down the ladder into the pool. She waded to where the breeze had pushed the floating foam pads against the side of the pool. She pushed one in my direction and then pulled one for herself as she moved to the middle of the pool. She got onto the pad, laying on her back, her legs spread slightly and closed her eyes. "You know Jenny. Your brother is one hot fuck."
"Says the girl who's never been fucked by a real cock before!" my sister shot back.
"Yeah. Well. First time for everything. I mean it's not like we haven't stuffed enough stuff in there. Just not one of those."
"Yeah. Well," my sister said quickly as I climbed onto the foam pad that Toni had given me.
I lay on the pad, floating in the middle of the pool, using my hands to try and keep myself where I could watch my sister and Mrs. Ericson. My sister didn't seem in too much of a hurry to come into the water and after a few moments I realized why. I could see two pieces of material that had the exact same pattern as her bikini, laying on the wooden deck.
"Well, you gonna lay there all day staring?" she said to me curtly.
"Oh Jenny. No need to be upset with him for being a guy. Come on, let's finish what we started or the two of us are gonna be looking for something else later."
"In front of my brother?"
Mrs. Ericson chuckled. "You didn't mind a few minutes ago when he was out in the yard. Why should it matter now?"
"He's closer?"
"You still wanna get off?"
"Well. Hell yeah."
"Fine. David. Come on up here."
"Huh?" Both my sister and I asked at the same time.
"I'm just inviting him for a closer look," Mrs. Ericson said softly. "Come on David. You know I don't bite."
I shrugged and paddled to the ladder and climbed off the foam pad. Mrs. Ericson got up as I stepped onto the deck, reaching out for my hand. "Lay down," she said, motioning to the chair. I sat in the chair and she leaned across me, her big tits bumping into my face as she unlatched the back of the chair and let it lay flat. "There you go Jenny. You can have that end and I'll take this end."
"What? What am I supposed to do with...him!?"
Mrs. Ericson stepped around to my sister and gently backed her up until she had to spread her legs to back up over the now reclined chair. "You said you wished someone would lick your pussy until you come. I can guarantee you that he's VERY good at it."
"But he's my brother!"
"So? It's not like you're asking him to fuck you, right? It's not any different than touching each other, except he's not using his fingers, he's using his tongue. Besides, you two can consider this insurance. Neither of you will be telling anyone about this, now will you?"
"But he's my brother."
"If you prefer you can have his dick."
"NO!"
"Well, I guess you're going to miss all the fun then, because I plan on riding David until he bursts, or I do!"
"Okay. Fine," my sister said quietly, looking down at me as I wrapped my arms around her thighs. "But you damn well better not say anything about this, EVER!" she said as I used my fingers to spread her full round outer lips apart, revealing the delicate inner lips that were trying to protrude as well as exposing her clit.
"Wouldn't think of it," I said as I pressed the tip of my tongue between her lips and slowly licked up her slit until my tongue flicked over her clit.
"Ohhhh shit," she grunted, looking down at me again as I started another lick. I let my tongue trace up her lips, teasing as deeply between them as I could, until I felt her clit. I let my tongue flick back and forth across it several times before pulling away to start another long slow lick. "OH god you are a fucking shit!" she moaned.
"He's pretty damn good, isn't he?" I heard Mrs. Ericson say moments before I felt a hot wet mouth engulf my dick.
"Oh shit!" my sister gasped as I concentrated on her clit once again. "Ohhhh my god."
"You like?" I asked, looking up at her before starting another slow lick up her slit.
"You are such a fucking tease!" she gasped as I teased my tongue back and forth across her clit, her hands trying to grasp my short hair to pull my face against her pussy.
"You wanna come?" I asked, somewhat muffled by her pussy trying to grind into my face.
"God yes. Make me come," she moaned as I pressed my tongue against her clit and gently flicked up and down across it. "Ohhhh shit yes. Do that. Keep doing that. Ohmygod. Ohhhhhhhhhnmygod," she moaned as her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhhh fuck. How are you making me come so fast? Ohhhhhhh shit."
I pulled my tongue away and smiled. "You wanna come?"
"Oh fuck, don't stop," she moaned as I moved my tongue back to her clit. "Oh please don't stop. I wanna come. God I'm gonna come any second." I could feel her legs squeeze my head slightly as they trembled and I saw her stomach tense. Her body jerked and I felt a gush of her juices flow over my face as she rocked her hips and ground her pussy against my chin. "Oh god!" she squealed as her body shuddered and trembled, her hips unable to rock for a few moments. "Ohhhh god. Cumming. Oh so fucking cumming!"
She opened her eyes and looked down at me, panting slightly as she let go of my head with her hands. I couldn't tell what she was thinking, but it was obvious something was going through her head. She stepped away, forcing me to let go of her thighs, and stepped around the side of the chair, opposite of where Mrs. Ericson was kneeling, sucking my nearly hard dick. "I think I need this," she said as she stepped up onto the chair, one foot on either side of my hips. She looked down at me as I looked back up at her completely naked body. Sister or not, she was fucking sexy. Or maybe it was just that I was horny as hell? Either way, I was still surprised when she squatted down over me. She reached for my cock and aimed it between her legs.
"Oh shit," I groaned as she slowly sank down onto my dick, her pussy slowly accepting the fat intruder.
"Oh my god," she moaned. "Ohhhhh sweet Jesus! He feels like... hell, I don't know what. He feels so big," she said to...well, Mrs. Ericson I guess. "Ohhhhhh shit."
Her bare ass pressed on my thighs as she shifted her weight, moving her legs so that she could support herself on her knees. She started to lift and drop herself, her hands moving to my chest where she teased my nipples gently with her fingers. "You like that?" she asked in a whisper. "You like getting your nipples teased?"
"Uh huh," I answered breathlessly as she stroked herself up my shaft so far I thought I was going to slip out of her, before slamming herself down hard on me, jamming my cock deep into her and my engorged head into her cervix.
"So now who's the tease?" she asked softly, repeating the trip again and again. "You want me to go faster? You wanna feel my hot pussy fucking your cock hard and fast? You do, don't you. You don't even have to tell me. I can tell you wanna cum deep in your sister's pussy. You wanna fill her up with your hot cum don't you?"
"Oh fuck," I groaned, the sensations of her slamming down on me sending tingles through my whole body, but just not quite enough to push my orgasm switch to the overload position. I reached up and grasped her tits, not nearly as big as Mrs. Ericson's, but still nicely sized. I squeezed her breasts, allowing her nipples to stick out between my fingers and be squeezed at the same time.
"Ohhhhh. Naughty, naughty," she groaned, reaching for my hands and gently pulling them away. "You had your chance to tease me. Now it's my turn. Tell me David, how long do you think I can do this before I come again on your cock? Five minutes? Ten minutes, More? I'm not going to make you come until I do, so you might as well be ready for a nice long ride."
"Oh fuck," I groaned, partly in frustration and partly in pleasure. She felt so damn good on my cock, I didn't care if she was my sister or not. I just wanted her to bounce a little faster. Just a little faster.
"I think he likes it." I heard Mrs. Ericson say, bringing my attention to where she sat in a regular deck chair, her legs pushed apart, two fingers stuffed in her pussy. "I think he likes fucking his sister."
"Yeah? You think we should let him come?" sis asked, her hands now pinching and pulling her own nipples.
"I thought you weren't going to let him come until you did?" she asked.
"I'm not. But then I'm more than halfway there already," my sister answered, looking down at me. She started to rock on and off of me a little faster. "Oh yeah. Now that feels nicer. How much you wanna bet he can't hold back until I come?"
"Ohhhh shit," I groaned.
"Yeah. You know, don't you? You wanna come? You wanna fill your dirty little sister's pussy with your cum? Is that what you wanna do?" she asked as she bounced faster still, her bare ass slapping rhythmically against my bare skin. "Oh damn. Here it comes. Here comes mine," she moaned. I could feel her vagina squeezing and spasming around my fat dick as she bounced wildly on me. "OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as my body bucked under her and I felt a gush of cum squirt deep inside her. She slammed herself down on me and reached between her legs, one finger frantically stroking her clit as she shuddered and jerked on me. "Oh fuck!" she gasped again as my body continued to jerk and twitch inside and under her. She sat for long seconds, her fingers finally stilling as did my cock. She slowly lifted herself off me and shifted herself on the chair to lay down beside me. "Oh god we're in so fucking much trouble if anyone ever finds out about this," she whispered as she pressed her body against mine.
"So who's gonna know?" I asked with a shrug.
I was worn out after that and spent the evening in front of the TV with my folks, my sister and Toni sitting uncharacteristically close to me. I saw my mom make a face at one point when my sister shifted on the sofa, practically laying on top of me before she pushed herself up to walk down the hall. I finally called it a night around nine and headed to my room. I stripped and climbed into bed and was soon fast asleep.
It was Sunday morning. On a normal non-COVID Sunday morning I'd be up getting ready for church. It was a routine that my parents required of us as long as we were in the house. True, we didn't have to agree to believe, but quite honestly, I did, so church wasn't such a huge imposition. Was I perfect? Oh hell no. If anything, the last two days had proven that to me. I was sinning in ways I'd never thought of. Was I going to hell? Maybe. I hoped not. I'd ask go for forgiveness, the same way I did every Sunday. Just this Sunday I was going to have a bit longer list of things that I KNEW I'd done that I shouldn't have. Including having sex with my own sister.
No, I wasn't getting ready to go to church this morning. Instead I was laying on the bed, my laptop open and booted up. While I didn't mind going to my parents church, being virtual also meant that I could attend church at the church I'd made home at MIT. The service was about to start when my sister walked into the bedroom, pushing the door closed behind herself. She walked over to the bed in a horribly short nightgown that was thin enough I swore I could see the outline of her body through it. She climbed onto my queen-sized mattress next to me, moved the extra pillow to a more comfortable position, and settled in next to me, her body pressing against the side of mine. I couldn't help but notice that as she moved to settle in, the very short nightgown had pulled up somewhat and her shaved mound and pussy were on full display as the church service started.
My pastor would say that the devil has a way of finding our weaknesses and using them to draw us away from God. It was a theme that was used over and over as he tried to convince college students that the pleasures of the body weren't always God's choice for us. He was a believer in remaining celibate until marriage, much like my parents' pastor. He also realized that he was dealing with kids, some of whom were out on their own for the first time, with much less self-control than most adults. I'd never considered myself in that category until I realized that I'd moved my left hand to my sisters lap and was idly stroking her pussy as we watched the church service. Clearly God was going to have a LOT of forgiving to do today!
By the time the service had ended my sister had my hard-on in her hand and I had my sister within inches of climax. How did I know? Thankfully, the church service broadcast was one way, or the pastor would have heard her moaning that she was getting so close. With the service over, she pushed the laptop off my lap, shoved my sleep pants down as far as she could get them, and then rolled herself over on my lap. It only took a few moments for her to get my cock aimed at her sopping wet pussy and work it inside herself.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned as she began to bounce on me. Up and down she slid, her vagina caressing my hard shaft and mushroom head. I could feel that wonderfully sensitive spot under my head being teased by her vaginal walls each time she lifted up, and my fat head smashing against her cervix, sending tingles racing through my body, each time she dropped herself down. She'd long since pulled the front of her nightgown up, allowing me to slide my hands from her hips up to her bouncing breasts, capturing them and squeezing them in time with her plunges down my shaft.
The shudder she made was my first sign. I'd learned that all women have a slightly different tell, not gambling tell, but a climax tell. A little indicator that their orgasm was almost there. Just moments and slight sensations from bursting forth. Molly had always arched her back, surprisingly, just like her mother does. A few of the girls in the sorority moaned a certain way, some stiffened, others got vocal. It took me about three orgasms to find it, but it was something I enjoyed finding out.
Jenny's legs shuddered ever so slightly moments before I felt her vagina start to contract around me. If my goal was to hold her off, to not let her climax quite yet, this would be when I'd change motion and sensations, making her beg for me to make her come. It was a delicate balance. If I didn't keep enough sensation going her orgasm would slip away, leaving her unfulfilled and angry. It was a mistake I'd made a few times with Molly before I learned. If I did it right, I could use it to increase the height of her climax. I'd learned with Molly that if I let her slip back slightly and then push it forward again, that after about three times she'd have the most fantastic climax, sometimes squirting her juices all over me. One of the girls at the sorority would get down right aggressive, one time throwing me on the floor and taking over until we both climaxed. After she apologized and then threatened that if I ever did that again that she'd tie me to the bed and let every girl in the house come ride me as punishment. I never quite got across to her that THAT wouldn't exactly be punishment.
No. With my sister, at least this morning, the last thing I needed to do was to prolong things or get her as vocal as she was by the pool the day before. I dropped my right hand from her left breast and slipped it down her stomach, holding it so that as she pushed herself down she stroked her clit along my finger. It had the desired effect. With a low deep moan she thrust herself down one final time, her pussy contracting around me as she climaxed. I'm sure her intent was to finish fucking me after her climax finished, but my mom knocking on the door put any thought of that out of our minds. She pulled off of me, pulled her nightgown down to cover herself and rolled onto the bed next to me as I covered my exposed cock with the sheet, barely getting everything covered before my mom walked in.



"You two okay in here?" she asked as she walked in, still in her own nightshirt. I could just make out the outline of her areola and the slight protrusion her nipple made in the lightweight summer nightgown. She walked over to the bed, the thin thigh length nightgown allowing her body to be backlit by the sunlight shining through the door from my sister's open bedroom door. For the briefest of moments I swore I could see the outline of her pussy through the teal colored material.
"Yeah. Just talking," my sister said with a shrug.
"Jenny? Really? We could hear the bed banging all the way down in the den. It didn't sound like talking."
"No. Just talking after watching church."
Mom was silent for a few moments. "Do you two have something you want to tell me?"
"What?" Jenny asked innocently. "Okay, fine. We were just wrestling a little."
"Wrestling? Really?" she asked, looking back and forth at the two of us.
"Okay Mom. You caught us. We were just both butt naked fucking like animals. I was just sitting on his cock and bouncing like a mad woman!" Jenny said in an obviously sarcastic voice. "Really Mom? David and me?"
"Wrestling?" my mom finally asked again.
"He said something stupid and I was trying to beat him up over it and we were rolling around on the bed wrestling," Jenny answered.
My mom looked at us like she didn't believe us and then got up and walked to the door. "Next time you have to wrestle, try being a little quieter," she said before she walked out of the room and closed the door.
Jenny broke down moments later, giggling, covering her mouth to muffle the sound in case mom was still standing at the door listening. "Oh my god," she finally managed to say. "She really thought we were fucking up here."
"Well, we were!" I said in a loud whisper. "God, I couldn't believe you said that!"
"Why not? With mom, the best defense is to make her think she was jumping to conclusions. And the best way to do that is to make it sound like her conclusion is completely ridiculous. So ridiculous in fact, that you say it yourself. It always works."
"God. I don't believe it," I said shaking my head.
She reached under the sheet and grabbed my surprisingly still hard cock. "You want me to do something about this?" she asked with a giggle.
"After mom coming in here like that?" I asked. "Really?"
"Suit yourself," she said as she got up off the bed. She walked to the door, opened it and stepped out, leaving it wide open. She walked to her room directly across the hall and stood in the open doorway. She pulled the night shirt off and tossed it towards her bed. Standing naked in the door she reached up and cupped both tits, squeezing them and letting her thumbs stroke over her nipples until they were hard. She blew me a kiss and then closed her bedroom door.
"Damn," I groaned before climbing from the bed, pulling my sleep shorts up as I did so. I walked out of my bedroom and the very short distance to the bathroom that I shared with my sister. It didn't take me long to strip down and get the shower running. I stepped into the shower and let the water cascade over me as I stroked my still hard cock, thinking about how Jenny had looked bouncing on my dick. It didn't take long to finish what she started, my cock spewing several strong shots of cum against the wall.
Sunday was usually a relaxing day around our house. Other than a few chores that needed to be done, I was able to spend the day lounging on the sofa in the basement den, watching movies. I probably would have enjoyed it more if I'd have been picking all the movies, but after Independence Day was over, Jenny changed the channel to a Hallmark movie. The sappy predictable, guy and girl get each other in the end, movie held few surprises. My sister, on the other hand was much less predictable. She started out laying long ways on the sofa, her head on one armrest and her legs stretched across my lap. Halfway through the movie she started to rub my crotch with one foot, getting my cock hard in my shorts. I politely asked her to stop which to my surprise, she sweetly agreed to. At the next commercial she got up and went to the bathroom. When she came back she laid down the other way, laying on her side with her head now resting on my lap and her legs hanging over the armrest at the end of the sofa. It wasn't long before she searched out my hand and pulled it down to her body, placing it on her breast.
In an instant I knew what her bathroom break was really all about. The bra she had on only a few short minutes ago was now missing, and my hand was separated from her bare skin by only a thin layer of cotton t-shirt. The effect was immediate, and as predictable as the plot of the movie. It didn't take long for my cock to be uncomfortably bent as it hardened in my pants. I tried to slip my hand into my shorts to straighten myself out.
"Getting uncomfortable?" Jenny asked quietly, lifting her head to give my hand room to slide into my shorts and briefs.
"A little," I agreed as I straightened my cock and then pulled my hand back out of my pants. She laid her head back down on my lap and reached for her t-shirt. She pulled the shirt tail up her body, baring her stomach and side, pulling it up far enough for her to move my hand under her shirt instead of on top, my palm now on her bare breast. "You trying to get us caught?"
"By who? Mom? She and Dad are on the patio reading. They aren't coming down here," she said as she moved her hand to the crotch of my shorts. She lifted her head and undid the snap on my shorts and pulled the zipper down.
"What are you doing?" I asked, trying to move my hand from her tit, only to have her clamp her arm against her body, trapping my hand against her.
"What? You scared?" she asked, twisting her head to look up at me. "Or don't you like having your cock sucked?"
"I didn't say I didn't like having my cock sucked," I answered quietly. "I just don't want to get caught by mom."
"You weren't worried about that with Molly, were you? I KNOW mom caught you at least once with your cock in her mouth."
"How do you know that!?"
"Easy. She told me," Jenny said with a giggle. "Now you leave your hand right where it is, and let's see if we can make 'mister happy' here even more happy!" She released my hand and then wiggled around to work her shirt a bit higher, both breasts now sticking out of the bottom of the shirt. "There. Now you can play with both of 'em."
"And you're not at all worried?"
"Uh uh," she said. "Brian and I fooled around down here a lot and never got caught."
"You never got caught messing around?"
"Uh uh. Not like you. How many times did mom catch you with your hand up Molly's shirt or down her pants?"
"Too many."
"That's because she figured you'd do that and came to check. She didn't figure that I'd let Brian do anything like that to me. She still thinks I'm a good girl," she said with a giggle. "I dare you to push my pants down and check out what kind of underwear I have on."
"You do huh?"
"Uh huh," she answered as she went to work working the elastic waistband of my briefs down to free my cock.
"Fine. I'll call your bluff," I agreed, reaching down to undo the front of the tiny micro shorts she had on. I worked to push then down, working the material down over her bare butt until she was naked from her thighs to her tits while she gently stroked my now exposed shaft with one hand. "None I see."
"That's right," she said as she let go of my dick for a moment. She reached down and pushed her shorts down her legs far enough to work one leg out of them and then hung her now free leg on the back of the sofa so that her legs were splayed apart. "Now. You make me come and I make you come," she said before engulfing my engorged head with her hot mouth.
I couldn't believe that she was doing this, right out in the den like this, but it didn't take long before I didn't care. I slid my hand down between her legs and gently started to stroke her wet pussy lips. I let my middle finger slip between her lips and push deeply into her waiting depths. I was rewarded with a moan that vibrated my cock in her mouth, adding to the excitement my body was enjoying. She bobbed her head slowly, teasing me with her tongue as she teased me, working me hard enough to push my level of excitement close to climax, but not quite enough to get there.
While she sucked me I played with her pussy, plunging my finger in and out of her like a small dick for a few moments and then sliding it along her lips to her clit, rubbing it in circles before sliding back down again. The movie was long forgotten as we both teased each other, not quite letting the other come to climax, just holding each other within moments. It was a race to see who could keep the other at the edge without going over. Ultimately I lost, or won, depending on how you look at it. My body suddenly decided it had enough and I felt it jerk. Time after time I felt my cock spurt cum into my sister's mouth, while I frantically rubbed her clit to finish her off with me. She opened her mouth and gasped as her own climax overtook her. Her whole body started to tremble and shudder on the sofa as she came. I heard another sound, another gasp, one that wasn't on the sofa. I jerked my head around, and had a fleeting glimpse of my mother, her panties and shorts around her knees, one hand between her legs and the other pushed up under her shirt. I only saw her standing in the doorway for a few moments, maybe two or three seconds, before she realized I was watching her watch us. She quickly stepped out of view and seconds later I heard her feet going up the basement stairs.
"Shit," I whispered as Jenny's climax subsided.
"What? Didn't enjoy it?" she asked.
"No. I mean Yes. I enjoyed it just fine. But we weren't the only one's enjoying it. Mom was watching us!"
"Mom saw us?" Jenny said, sitting up and looking around.
"Yeah. When you were coming."
"Oh shit. If she tells dad we're screwed, and not in a good way."
"I don't think she'll tell dad," I said quietly, maybe hopefully.
"No? Why not?"
"Because of what she was doing."
"Come on spill already. What was she doing that would make her not tell dad?"
I looked at her and softly told her, "She had her pants around her knees and was fingering herself while she watched us."
"OH SHIT! MOM?" Jenny asked incredulously. "For real?"
"For real," I answered her.
"Oh god. Maybe that's why she never caught us. Maybe she did and didn't stop us."
"Why would she do that?"
"I dunno. Maybe she likes to watch me sucking a guy's cock?"
"Maybe not just you. Maybe she just likes to see a guy's cock being sucked."
"Maybe. Shit! What do we do now though?"
"Not much we can do. If she tells dad, we'll know soon enough."
"Yeah. He'll come down here pissed as hell."
"Well. We can check."
"How's that?"
"You know the little window in the furnace room?"
"Yeah."
"You can peek out and see the patio if you stand on a stool," I said.
"Oh? How do you know that?"
"Cuz I used to do it."
"Peek out? At what? Why?"
"Well. Mom used to turn her chair when she was tanning, so that her back was to the fence. I couldn't see from upstairs because of the pergola. But I found out I could look right up between her legs from that window."
"So why would you wanna look between her legs? Jenny asked curiously.
"Think about it sis. I was a teenager with hormones. Why else would I want to look between a woman's legs?"
"Oh shit. You mean she was...?"
"Uh huh. She was. Frequently," I answered.
"So you stood down there and jacked off watching her?"
"More than a few times."
"Damn. You little perv!" she said shaking her head. "If she was playing with herself, maybe she needs a little more attention?"
"You think instead of telling dad she'd doing something with him?"
"Well. He hasn't come down here, right?"
"No."
"So, let's go see," she said, pushing herself up off the sofa. We headed to the furnace room and moved the little metal step stool that dad stored there over by the window. The two of us climbed up onto it, holding onto each other so that we could see what was outside. The window was fairly dirty, but not dirty enough for us to not be able to see. Dad was sitting in one of the Adirondack chairs, his butt slid almost to the edge, his legs pushed apart and his dick sticking up out of his pants. Mom was completely naked, her clothes under her knees as she knelt between dad's legs, one hand holding his cock while she stroked her mouth up and down it, her other hand between her own legs.
"Fuck. Her tits look even bigger than I remember," I said quietly as I stared at my mom's naked tits, one of them being held in one of dad's hands, the other hanging down from her chest like a huge teardrop. Her nipple jutted down from her slightly swinging breast at least as far as my thumb was wide. "God. Now we know why dad didn't come down mad."
"Yeah. She's sucking him like a pro!" Jenny whispered, watching our mom bounced her face up and down, her hand staying just below her lips, her hand twisting as she moved it up and down his shaft.
"Oh fuck honey. That feels so good," he groaned. "If you're planning on getting this anyplace else, you better think about doing it soon."
"Maybe. I can always get you up again."
"Oh shit," he groaned as she put her mouth on his cock again. Up and down her face bounced, speeding up slightly as his hips started to push towards her with each stroke. It was pretty obvious what was about to happen. In moments his body was bucking and spasming. She pulled her mouth off his cock and wrapped both hands around it, aiming it at her chest as she stroked his cock wildly, coaxing shot after shot of cum to spew out onto her huge chest. "Ohhhhhh damn," he groaned as his cock started to soften, mom gently caressing and occasionally sucking it to draw out any remaining cum.
"So. How long do you think it'll take before I can get this into my pussy?" she asked.
"Hell, I'm game if you are," he said. "I don't know what got into you all of a sudden, but I ain't complaining."
"Good," she said with a grin.
"Come on," Jenny said, stepping down and coaxing me down with her.
"Where?"
"You heard 'em. They aren't done, so it's a perfect time."
"Perfect time for what?"
"To fuck again, silly! She's not going to be coming down here if she's trying to get fucked by dad, right?"
"Oh. Yeah. Right."
"Well, sucking your cock was nice and all, but I really want a cock in me," she said as she lifted her t-shirt off. "So you can fuck me here, or in the den, but one way or another you're getting that hard-on into my pussy right now."
"Hard-on?" I asked before looking down and realizing that my dick, still sticking out of my shorts, was poking out like a flagpole. Watching my mom's body had clearly turned me on more than I would have expected. "Fuck," I swore quietly.
"Yeah. That's the idea," she said as she pulled me out of the furnace room and down the short hall to the den. She stripped off her clothes, tossing them aside, before stepping in front of me and pushing my pants down my legs. She pushed my chest, shoving me back onto the sofa, and then crawled onto my lap facing me, her bare tits practically rubbing my face. "I think you like mom's tits," she said as she reached down between us and grasped my dick. "Cuz you got a big fucking hard-on watching her sucking dad. Do you like my tits? They're not nearly as big as mom's, but they're bigger than Toni's and Molly's."
"I think they're...just fine," I answered as I slid my hands up her nude body to capture her tits. I grabbed as much of her tit as I could, squeezing it slightly to make her rock hard nipple poke out towards me. I aimed her right breast at my face and closed my lips around her nipple.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned softly as I swirled my tongue around her nipple teasing both it and her puckered areola at the same time. I felt her hand stroke my cock a few times and then guide me to her wet pussy lips. Her hot wetness pressed down over my head and then slid slowly down my shaft as I continued to tease her nipple. "Oh god I love how your cock fills me up," she moaned as she started to bounce slowly on me, driving me up into her until her bare ass slapped lightly on my thighs. "I don't give a fuck if you are my brother. I haven't had a good cock since Brian screwed us over."
She bounced more quickly, gasping and moaning, maybe a little too loudly for my comfort. I switched nipples and licked and sucked her left nipple as I had the first, now adding a little nibbling and pinching with my teeth, something I'd learned frequently pushes their excitement a little higher. "FUCK! You're gonna make me come," she moaned as she bounced faster, her ass now slapping loudly on my thighs. If anyone came in the house right now, there'd be no way we wouldn't get caught. All I could do was hope that mom and dad were still engaged outside.
I started to think about mom's body. Her big tits hanging down as she bounced her head in dad's lap. She clearly enjoyed seeing him cumming all over her tits. I remembered seeing her lifting and holding one of her big breasts up, teasing her hard nipple across the tip of his dick, wiping his leaking cum on her nipple and then using her nipple to smear it around his head before she sucked it into her mouth again. I could imagine dad sitting in the chair, with mom bent over, her ass pushed back at him as she levered her ass up and down, her big tits hanging down and swinging as she pumped her pussy up and down his shaft.
"Oh fuck," I groaned as my body suddenly jerked and spurted a shot of cum up into Jenny's pussy.
"FUCK YES!" Jenny practically screamed as my head banged against her cervix. She slammed herself down on my spurting cock, her whole body suddenly trembling as she sat on me. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. That surprised me," she panted as we both slowly recovered from our mutual orgasm. "I didn't think you were going to come that fast. I thought I had lots of time yet, and then, wham. You sent both of us over the top."
"Sorry," I panted.
She chuckled. "Yeah. Right. Be sorry for giving me a good orgasm? Sometimes I wonder about you big brother."
"Well, you can wonder while you get dressed. Who knows how long they'll be busy."
"Yeah. Good point," she said as she climbed off my lap, my softening dick slipping from her pussy. "Mom sure enjoyed doing this," she said as she lowered herself to her knees between my legs. She gripped my slimy cock and lowered her face to it, tentatively licking it and then closing her mouth around it. "Not all that bad. I mean I like the taste of cum okay. I gave Brian a shit ton of blow jobs, but I haven't ever tasted my own pussy before."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Not too bad. Have you tasted your own cum?"
"No," I answered.
"But you like pussy? More particularly, my pussy?"
"Yeah. I do."
"Well. You ought to taste them together then," she said standing up.
"How am I supposed to do that?"
She grinned and then stepped up onto the sofa. She pushed her pussy towards my face and giggled. "Dig in!"
"What? Lick you?"
"You expect me to taste me on you, the least you can do is the same, right?"
"Well. Yeah. I guess," I answered, tentatively reaching my tongue out to her pussy. I could taste her wetness and as I licked up her lips, maybe a little slimier than normal, but not incredibly unpleasant. As long as I didn't think about it being my own cum anyway. "Okay. Now get your ass dressed before we get caught," I said, slapping her bare ass cheek playfully.
She squealed and then climbed off the sofa, quickly dressing while I stood up and pulled my pants back up from where they had gathered around my ankles. Fortunately for us we hadn't wasted too much time. Mom came back down less than ten minutes later, her clothes looking a little disheveled and her face still flushed. She settled on the sofa next to me. "So, what's it about?" she finally asked.



"Um. This girl is trying to figure out how to keep her inn and this jerk guy that she's bound to fall in love with is supposed to be sizing it up to be bought by his boss. Kinda predictable."
"Yeah. Most of these are," she said quietly. "Not everything in life is though, is it?"
"Nope," I answered.
Jenny got up from the sofa and walked out a couple minutes later, announcing she was going for a drink and asking if anyone else wanted one. Both mom and I thanked her and I asked for a Coke. Mom asked for a beer, which sort of surprised me. She wasn't the biggest beer drinker in the family.
"I know you saw me," she whispered after Jenny left the room.
"Saw what?"
"Saw me watching you and Jenny."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I'm thinking that you weren't exactly wrestling this morning, were you?" she whispered. "Don't worry. I'm not saying anything to your father. You two are legally adults, even though you'll always be my children. You can choose to do what you want, but you should probably be more discreet. If you know what I mean?"
"More discrete? Like you sucking dad's cock on the patio?" I asked, quickly regretting the defensive response.
"You saw that?" she asked quickly. "How?"
"Does it matter?"
"No. I guess it doesn't. I think we need to talk about this later though," she whispered as Jenny came back down the stairs holding two cans of soda and a beer.
Later turned out to be nearly eleven that night. There was a soft knock on my door and then, before I could answer, mom pushed the door quietly open and stepped inside. She closed the door softly behind her. "I saw your light was still on," she said quietly as she walked towards me. I set the book I was reading aside as she sat down on the edge of the bed. "Can we talk?"
"Sure Mom," I answered with a shrug.
"I don't want you to think I'm judging you. Because I'm not. When I was closer to your age, I had sex with my brother. I understand how devastating that your breakup with Molly was too. It came as quite a shock to all of us."
"Yeah. Not as much of a shock as finding out she's pregnant with Brian's baby," I said with a frown.
"I know. Emily told me."
"Mrs. Ericson told you?"
"She tells me a lot of things," Mom said quietly. "Probably a lot more than you would think."
"Oh," I said nervously.
"Don't worry. I'm not telling your father. I doubt he would understand. He isn't the most accepting of...non-traditional situations. Frankly, I was surprised that he allowed me to do what we did on the patio this afternoon. Not that I gave him all that much choice, once I was standing naked in front of him. Hopefully, he enjoyed it enough that we can do some other things too. But we'll have to see."
"Yeah."
"Speaking of seeing. I know you saw what I was doing while your sister was sucking on your dick. I shouldn't have done what I did, but when I walked in I just couldn't help myself. I wasn't going to say anything, but the longer I stood there the more my body started demanding attention. I'm sure you can understand that, right?"
"Yeah."
"So. Well, I guess I got a little carried away."
"That's okay Mom," I said, still not at all sure where this conversation was headed.
"So, I guess you and Emily have been sharing some extracurricular activities?"
"Um..." I said awkwardly, not wanting to lie to her but also not wanting to exactly admit that Mrs. Ericson and I had been fucking multiple times.
"It's okay," she said quickly, reaching out and touching my leg through the bed sheet. "She told me way back about teaching you and Molly. She said you were a very fast learner."
"She told you about that?"
"She did. She also told me that she participated to make sure you were doing things the right way. She wasn't exaggerating, was she?"
"Uh. No. She helped us get it right. At least I think it was right. I haven't had any complaints."
"I'm sure you haven't. At least not from what Emily has said. In fact, she's indicated that you are quite skilled."
"Uh...Um...Thanks?" I answered, not sure how to respond.
"Am I making you nervous?"
"A little."
"Why?"
"Well. I guess because I figured you'd be kind of upset if you found out I was having sex with Mrs. Ericson."
"You might as well call her Emily, since you're having sex with her," she said with a soft chuckle. "No. Your father would be more than a little upset if he knew, but then, he's always been pretty reserved in that respect. Today was actually pretty out of the box for him. He's...Traditional," she said with a firm nod.
"Yeah," I said with a nod, remembering all the times he laid down the law about something we did as kids that he didn't like because it wasn't how he was raised.
"I love him dearly, and I wouldn't ever do anything on purpose to hurt him, but I was thinking you might be in a position to help me out with something."
"Help you out?" I asked a little confused.
She stood up and pulled the nightgown up and off, letting it fall to the bed. She stood there, letting me stare at her completely naked body. My eyes traveled up and down her body. She was a little rounder than Mrs. Ericson, but certainly not fat. Her mound and pussy were covered in a heavy dark brown mat of curls that hid much of her. Her breasts though were...fantastic, and it didn't take me long to zero in on staring at her tits, mother or not. Each orb looked big enough that I'd barely be able to contain it with both of my hands. Her areola were large and round, slightly dark brown, covering nearly a quarter of the front of each breast. Her nipples were easily as big around as my index finger and protruded twice as far as they were wide. "I see you like my breasts," she said as she lifted her hands to them, lifting each orb and holding them so that they pushed out toward me. She moved back to the bed, crawling onto it and sitting down with one leg cocked under her so that her legs were somewhat spread. I could see her full round hair covered lips and the significant amount of delicate inner lip protruding.
"Jesus Mom," I breathed when I could actually speak again.
"Shhhhh. It's okay. It's not like I'm asking you to have sex with me. I was just hoping that you might be willing to help me out a little."
"I still don't know what you're asking then," I said, looking down from her tits to her pussy and then back up again.
She reached out and drew my hand to her left breast, pressing my palm to her hard nipple. "It's been a very long time since I had anyone touch me in certain ways. Not since before I met your father. I thought, that just between you and me, that maybe you wouldn't mind touching me in those ways. I mean I'd certainly make sure that you enjoyed it, if you know what I mean. I know it's a lot to ask, but after today, well I just thought that maybe.... If not. That's okay. I understand," she said quickly, getting up from the bed, apparently deciding that maybe she'd pushed this too far. She picked up her nightgown and was half a dozen steps to the door.
"Mom. Wait," I said loudly enough for her to hear me. She turned and looked at me, holding the nightgown against her chest. "I didn't say no."
She stood for several seconds and then walked over to the bed again. She sat down, letting the nightgown drop into her lap, leaving her big tits exposed. "You're sure. I mean you don't have to. I understand. It'd be a bit weird, being your mother and all."
"No. It's okay. If I can, I guess I will," I answered. "So what, what do you want me to do?"
"Well. I'd asked your father, but he only did it once for me, and that was a long time ago."
"I can't do it if you won't tell me what it is."
"I'd like you to let me sit on your face and make me climax that way," she said, barely above a whisper. "I know. I know. It's kind of kinky. But if you could, well, I'd really enjoy it."
"It's not all that kinky," I said softly, moving my hand to her bare thigh and stroking it gently with my fingers. "I've done that lots of times. Even to Jenny."
"You've done it to Jenny?" she asked, one hand moving to her mouth to cover it, as if she were saying something dirty. "Really? Did she like it?"
"From what I could tell, yeah."
She stood up and set her night gown on the bed. "Let me go get a towel," she said quickly, moving toward the door.
"You don't need to," I answered, stopping her at the door.
"Trust me honey. You'll want me to get a towel," she said before opening the door. She came back moments later with a big fluffy towel in her hand. She walked to my desk and turned on the little desk light and then back to the door to turn off the overhead light, leaving the room much darker. She walked to me, stopping by the side of the bed. "Let me put this over your pillow," she said softly. I sat up and she turned my pillow sideways and then spread the towel over it. I laid back down and waited. She pulled the sheet and blanket back and then gently pulled my sleep pants off, giving me time to lift my butt to make it easier. With both of us naked, she crawled onto the bed. I expected her to crawl up over my face, but instead she knelt over my feet and bent over. She looked up at me and grinned as she grasped one of her tits and used her big hard nipple to slowly trace up and down my hard shaft, making sure to tease over and around my mushroom head.
"You like that?" she whispered questioningly as she continued to tease my dick with her nipple.
"Yeah. I do," I whispered back.
She grinned and then lowered her head to my dick and gave it a long slow lick. She shifted her weight to her elbows, freeing her hands to gently lift my dick slightly upward while she licked up it like a popsicle. "I can see why Emily likes it so much," she said softly before tilting her head down and engulfing my head with her hot mouth. She slowly drove her mouth down my shaft, pushing her face further and further down, tilting my cock further upright as she pressed further. I felt my head press into her throat, and slide even further into her mouth. I felt her nose press against my body before she pulled herself off of me, my cock now coated in saliva. "God you're big David. I could barely get you down," she said breathlessly before she tilted her head down and pushed her face down my dick again. She let her lips slide down my shaft until she had to open her mouth wider, my head pushing into her throat once again. She held it there and then bounced her head several times, fucking my cock with her throat. "Fuck," she whispered after pulling her face once again off my shaft. She let go of my dick and then leaned her face down to gently kiss my shaft. She started working her way up, kissing my dick inch by inch, until she got to my head. She gently teased it with her tongue for a minute or two before kissing my body just above where my dick was laying. She slowly kissed her way up my body, her soft tits and hard nipples dragging along my body with each inch she worked toward my face.
She paused at my chest, softly kissing her way to one of my nipples, teasing it hard with her tongue before kissing her way to the other. She licked and teased it as well until it was hard. "You enjoy that?" she asked softly as she started to kiss her way back to the center of my chest and then up towards my neck. She buried her face in my neck, her shoulder length brown hair cascading over both of us as she gently kissed and nibbled my neck. I could feel her hot wet pussy pressing against my dick, my shaft slipping between her wet lips as she rocked herself, sliding her slit and her clit along my engorged shaft. I could feel her strokes lengthen, her wet lips closing over my fat head at the end of each stroke. I felt like she only needed to move another inch or so and she'd be pushing herself right down my dick.
She didn't though. She stopped rocking and pushed herself up, looking down past her big tits to the little bit of my cock that was sticking out of her wet lips. She reached down and teased her finger over and around my head, smearing her juices around me. "Don't worry. I'll be back to take care of you," she whispered down towards my dick. She looked up at my face. "You ready?"
"If you are."
"Trust me. I'm so much more than ready," she whispered as she started to move her knees up my body. She walked herself up until her legs pinned my arms down to the bed and then spread her knees apart, spreading her pussy and lowering it to my mouth.
I looked up at her as I gently slid my tongue along her slit, dipping between her already wet spread lips. Her juices were sweet and copious, her pussy already leaking around my chin as I found her clit with the tip of my tongue. "Ohhhh yesssss!" she hissed quietly as I circled and flicked my tongue. She reached both her hands to her own tits and began to squeeze and massage them, letting her fingers occasionally capture her nipples to squeeze them as well. "Oh god you're good at this," she moaned as I worked her clit in little rapid flicks before drawing my tongue away again to lick down her slit. Her hips started to rock, much the way they had when she was sitting on my dick, only this time she was grinding her pussy into my chin and face. I concentrated on her clit with my tongue, unable to reach with my hands to do anything. "I hope you're ready for this," she moaned as her legs started to tremble. "It feels like it's going to be a big one." Moments later her whole body tensed and then suddenly jerked. Pussy juice gushed out of her pussy over and around my face, practically drowning me for moment. Again her body stiffened and then jerked, surging another gush of juices out over my face. "Oh shit!" she cried into her hand as a third massive spasm wracked her body, covering me once again with her juices. She suddenly rolled over, off of my body, onto her back, one leg across my body the other curled under her.
I pushed myself up and used the now very wet towel to wipe my face and chest off. I looked over at my mom, laying naked, panting, her legs spread enough to afford me a full view of her pussy. No way that I would ever have expected to be laying naked on my bed with my own mom, let alone what we had just done. Hell, for that matter I never would have figured I would be fucking my own sister either. I mean I didn't intend it, but then Mrs. Ericson, I mean Emily, kind of made that happen. I was perfectly content to share her body, Toni was just a bonus.
I looked up and down her naked body and felt an odd combination of feelings. I mean I love her like a mom, but I was also lusting after her body. Maybe part of it was what I felt for her and wanting to give her pleasure? I dunno, but I did know that my cock was as hard as it'd ever been and my mom's spread pussy was calling me. I set the towel aside and rolled onto my hands and knees part of my body straddling hers as I leaned my face down to her stomach. She flinched as I kissed her firm stomach and began working my way up her body. Her tits seemed huge compared to almost anyone except Emily. Hers were pretty big but not quite this big. I never knew my mom had such huge sexy tits. I started to kiss around the massive mounds of flesh before zeroing in on her big areola and her still hard nipples. I sucked one into my mouth, drawing a soft moan from her lips. As I teased it with my tongue, I could feel It harden even more in my mouth.
"Clearly a tit man," she whispered softly, her hands stroking my shoulders as I teased and played with her nipple.
"Uh huh," I answered as I moved to her left breast and sucked that nipple into my mouth. I shifted my knees, sliding my legs up under hers, which pushed them back and apart, leaving her laying on her back with her knees pushed up and out. I moved my hips down and felt my hard mushroom head press against the wetness of her lips. It only took a small shift in my weight to get my head between her delicate inner lips, moving my hips to search out the entrance to her vaginal tunnel, a little trick I'd practiced many times on the girls at the sorority. They always seemed to love the fact that I didn't need to interrupt sucking their nipples before pushing my fat cock into them. My head found the entrance to her depths and I started to press forward, my head sliding easily into the juice slickened depths.
"Uh uh. Not there," she whispered, pushing with her thighs to force me back, sliding my head back out of her pussy. I immediately felt disappointed. I suddenly WANTED to be stroking into her, to pump my cock deep into her pussy. I pushed back, forcing my cock back into her an inch or two before she pushed back again with her legs, sliding her body up the bed and out of reach of my dick. "David. No. Please don't make me regret what we've already done," she whispered. "Trust me. I won't leave you unfulfilled."
I pulled my face from her tit and looked up at her, nodding, in frustrated acceptance. I'd never forced myself on any girl and I wasn't going to start now. "Come up here," she coaxed, reaching for my body. "Crawl up here....come on. Trust me. I think you're going to enjoy this."
I did as she asked, untangling our legs and crawling up her body, one leg on either side of her. She reached for my hips and pulled on me gently, coaxing me up until my dick was laying between her big tits. "Now. Sit up. All the way up. That's it," she said as I sat up over her, my legs splayed wide and my hard-on laying between her big soft tits. She reached one of her hands past me and moments later drew it back, her fingers slick with her own juices. She rubbed them around my cock to lubricate me and then moved her hands to her tits, pressing them together so they closed around my cock. "I bet this is something your schoolgirl friends can't do," she said with a grin as she looked up at me. "Go ahead. Stroke like you were going to into my pussy."
I looked down and started to rock my hips, sliding my slickened cock in and out of the soft confines her tits created. She tilted her head down and opened her mouth. Each time my cockhead pushed out of the confines of her tits, it slid into her open mouth. She quickly found a rhythm that matched mine, her lips closing around my head and her tongue teasing over, under and around it with each stroke. Her saliva provided plenty of lubrication and I was soon pumping my hips madly between her tits, my orgasm quickly building. I reached down and held her tits along with her, letting my fingers tease her nipples as I pumped in and out of the sexy confines.
"Oh shit. I'm going to come," I grunted as the urgency pushed higher in me. I wasn't sure I could stop now if I wanted to, but I honestly didn't know what she wanted me to do with the cum that was about to become hers. I continued to pump my hips, my head pushing into her mouth with each stroke. My body suddenly jerked, no longer able to hold back. I felt a surge of cum travel up my shaft and spew out, spraying into her mouth as she held her lips closed around my head. My body jerked and twitched, pumping multiple shots of cum into her mouth before I felt it subside to an oozing drool. Only then did she pull her face back and release my cock.
"What did you think of that?" she asked softly. "I know it isn't a pussy, but I hope it was a reasonable substitute," she said as she reached her fingers to wipe a little cum off the corner of her mouth, licking it off her finger. She leaned her face towards my still softening dick and closed her lips around it again, licking the remaining cum from it, leaving it clean as she released her tits. "I think we've probably done enough for one night. We both need to have some sleep for tomorrow. Hell, I have to work tomorrow too," she said with a smile, verbally coaxing me to move off of her. I rolled myself off and sat cross-legged on the bed as she slid off and stood next to it. She let me look for long seconds before she reached for her nightgown and pulled it over her head. "Thirty-eight triple D," she said as she pulled the nightgown down over her tits. "That was what you were wondering, wasn't it?"



"Actually, it was," I answered.
"And no."
"No?"
"No. I never wear panties to bed. So if you see me running around in nightwear I don't have anything on under it. Ever!" she said with a smile. "Let that sink in a little," she added as she turned and walked to the door. She stepped out and closed the door behind herself. I looked at the clock, it was nearly midnight. I couldn't believe my mom had just spent almost an hour having sex with me. I got up and turned off the desk light and then crawled into bed, the towel lying next to my pillow smelling of her pussy. I closed my eyes and tried to go to sleep.
"She never wears panties under her nightgown?" I asked myself. "Why would...ohhhhhh damn!" I whispered to myself, realizing what she meant. Every morning since I'd come home from school, we'd had breakfast sitting next to each other, her always in either a pair of pajamas or a nightgown. The thought suddenly made it harder to get to sleep.
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It had been a beautiful ceremony. My niece, Christine, looked like an angel as she walked down the aisle. My wife would have simply loved to be here. We'd always had a soft spot for Christine and knew that she'd make a beautiful bride. Unfortunately, her wedding was about nine months too late for my wife.
I sat at the table under the huge tent top, nursing a beer and a small cup of peanut M&Ms. I couldn't NOT come, but part of me didn't want to be here. It was the first time in forty years that I'd come to a wedding alone. Usually we came to these together, both of us enjoying the opportunity to dance with each other at the reception. Not that we were great dancers, but these were one of the few opportunities we had to dance with each other, and we did so enjoy the slow dances.
Everyone was being nice, those that hadn't made the funeral made the usual obligatory well wishes, but the reality is that I felt and probably looked like someone's dog that had been kicked one too many times. I felt about as low as was possible. My sister and her husband tried sitting with me, but I told them they didn't have to hover over me, and they finally moved off to socialize, something I just didn't feel like doing. I guess losing your partner in life after so many years will do that to you.
Oh, I'd made all the usual promises to Shelly on her death bed. I wouldn't curl up and let life run by. I'd find someone and find a way to move on. I wouldn't let myself waste away. You know the promises a wife will make you make because she knows you all too well and knows that is exactly what you'll do. She'd made her best friend promise to make me date again. Yeah, like that's going to happen any time soon! At sixty, I'm way too damn old to start over.
Do I miss companionship? Yeah. But it's that of a certain person I want, and I know I'll never have again, so why bother? That was what was occupying my mind as I sat alone, nursing the same beer for at least half an hour. I'd thought about leaving and going back to the little motel I'd managed to find a room at, but I really did want to stay at least long enough to see Christine do all those bride things, not to mention she'd lined up a special song for me to dance with her after the obligatory dances were done. I didn't want to let her down.
"Mind if I join you?" I heard a soft feminine voice ask me from behind.
"Um. Sure," I answered a bit awkwardly, my brain taking a few moments to shift gears and drag itself out of the pit it was slowly digging.
"Thank you," the young woman said as she pulled out the chair to my left. "I think you found the perfect spot."
"The perfect spot?" I asked as I let my eyes travel quickly up and down the curvy figure encased in the simple yellow sundress. I'd guess she was late thirties or so, slender, but not super model skinny, nicely filled out chest, strong athletic looking legs that looked quite attractive as she slipped easily into the plastic folding chair next to mine. Her skin was the color of heavily creamed coffee, showing some family history of maybe African American or other similar dark skinned race. Her hair was deep brown, almost black, with a little bit of bouncy wave and soft looking. Her face was extremely attractive with full red lips, a short perky nose and extremely attractive green eyes.
"The fan?" she said questioningly, making me realize that she'd had to repeat herself.
"Oh yeah. The fan," I blurted out, twisting my head to look at the huge four foot diameter fan that was blowing air into the open sided tent.
"It could have been a little cooler," she said, waving her hands to move some air across her obviously sweaty face and chest. "I know it's only eighty, but it feels a lot hotter in the sun."
"Yeah. It does that," I agreed, reaching into my pocket and pulling out the handkerchief I always carried. I held it out for her. She looked at it, then at my face, and thanked me with a smile as she reached out and took it from me. She used the soft cotton material to dab the sweat on her forehead and down her face before using it to wipe away the sweat on her neck and finally her chest and cleavage. She looked over at me again, almost as if pausing to think, and then down at herself again. She unbuttoned the two top buttons of her dress and used the white handkerchief to dry down between her breasts as far as the edges of the white lace bra would allow, showing me even more of her easily C or D cup breasts. I was never really good at guessing cup size, but then I didn't have to. It was either "small", "nice" or "big" in my book. I enjoyed big. Sandy had been a triple D. Not when we married of course. She was only a C cup then, but nursing three kids had really made them fill out and it was something I always enjoyed. The young woman next to me was somewhere between nice and big. It took me several seconds before I realized I was staring at her tits, and embarrassingly jerked my eyes back up to her face.
"Thank you," she said softly, setting the handkerchief on the table next to my hand before reaching back to her dress and closing the top two buttons again. "That was nice of you."
"You're welcome," I answered, trying hard to return her smile, but just pasting it on without feeling it inside.
"So? You here alone?"
"Um. Yeah. Fraid so."
"Me too. Your wife couldn't make it?"
I felt the pasted on smile disappear and the look of kicked dog return all too quickly. "No. She's wasn't able to make it."
I looked back up at her just in time to see her eyes search mine for a moment. "You're William?" she asked softly.
"Yeah. Do I know you?"
"Oh. No. I just heard some people talking and all of a sudden... well... I'm sorry. I don't mean to intrude."
"It's okay," I answered, even though it really wasn't. But I knew that if Shelly were here, she'd be pissed if I was rude to her.
She suddenly twisted in her chair to face a bit more in my direction and held out her hand. "I'm Charlotte, but my friends all call me Charlie."
"Charlie?" I asked curiously as I tentatively took her soft delicate hand.
"Yeah. When I was younger I loved the movie Top Gun. And since my name was the same as the woman Maverick fell in love with, my friends started calling me Charlie and it stuck."
I chuckled, the first time in months that humor actually managed to penetrate the darkness shrouding me. "It was a good movie."
"Still is. Classic now though, which of course makes me feel old."
I couldn't help but chuckle again. "Not hardly. Me? I'm old. You're way too young and good looking to consider yourself old," I said, instantly regretting the comment. "I'm sorry," I mumbled.
"Sorry for what? You should never apologize for complimenting a woman," she said with a soft smile. "But just for the record, how young do you think I am?"
"I'm afraid I'm not too good at guessing age," I said, not wanting to insult her if I guessed wrong.
"No? Well, thank you for the compliment anyway, but I'm most definitely NOT young, at least not in my book," she said without the smile leaving her lips. "So? Drinking beer?"
"Oh. Yeah," I said, pushing the half empty cup of warm liquid. "Sort of."
"Looks like it's gotten warm."
"Pretty much."
"Well, if you promise to watch my handbag, I'll bring you a fresh one. If you don't mind, that is," she said as she stood up.
"Uh. No. That's fine. Thanks," I answered clumsily, my focus suddenly on her long slender legs instead of what she was asking. I watched her walk down the aisle between tables, her tall high heels trying to sink into the grass, making her walk more on the balls of her feet. The yellow dress only came to the middle of her thighs, and I swore I could just make out the shape of a very skimpy bikini style panty through the thin material.
I sat, waiting, surprising myself that I was actually somewhat anxious to have her come back. I frowned at myself at the thought. What was I thinking? No. When she came back I'd just have to excuse myself. What would Sandy have thought, me sitting here chatting up a woman half my age? Grow up William!
I saw her coming back, a cup of beer in each hand, again, walking on the balls of her feet to keep her high heels from sinking into the soft grass. The setting sun shown under the edge of the tent roof, shining across her body from her chest down, making the yellow dress look like it was practically glowing on her. It hugged her frame, flowing smoothly down from her slightly bouncing breasts, over her slender waist, to her curvy hips and down her muscular thighs. Her long legs were well proportioned and looked very sexy in the light colored stockings that I hadn't quite noticed before. The light shown on her dress just right so that I could see the outline of the white lace bra through the top of the dress and a very sexy cut bikini, almost thong sized panty below. I was still staring, probably openmouthed, as she approached and set the two beers on the table.
"Thank you for watching my handbag," she said as she twisted the chair out from the table and closer to me. She sat down, facing me, crossing one leg over the other, making the short skirt pull up slightly further. I could see the lacy top of her right stocking peeking from under the hem of the skirt as her knee almost touched my left thigh. She reached towards the beer she'd set down on the table, and picked the cup up, taking a long swallow before setting it back down. "Penny for your thoughts?" she asked sweetly.
"Huh?"
"You were staring. I'd like to think at me, but..."
"Oh God. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to stare," I quickly said apologetically, blushing slightly at the realization that I'd been caught looking where I probably shouldn't.
"Don't be sorry. Like I said, a woman my age... It's nice to be stared at."
"I didn't mean to. I mean."
She leaned towards me and rested her hand on my bare forearm. "It's okay," she said softly, almost soothingly. "I understand. I've seen it so many times. It's been what, almost a year I think I heard? Yet it seems like yesterday?"
"Yeah," I agreed with a nod.
"I understand," she said softly, letting her fingers stroke the hairs on my arm. "I could leave if you prefer. But I hope this doesn't sound too forward. But I'd like to stay, if you don't mind."
"I. Um. Sure. I don't mind," I finally managed to answer. She smiled in response, her fingers starting to slowly and gently stroke my forearm. "You said you've seen it so many times?" I asked curiously after a couple minutes of silence.
"I've had to counsel many over the years that are going through what you are. The loss of a partner after so many years can be devastating. Some sink into a sense of loss that they just can't break out of, others, well, with help, they manage to climb back into life again."
"So you're a counselor of some kind?"
"I'm actually a clinical psychologist. I've helped my share of both men and women who have lost partners. Many, sadly, don't seek help until it's too late."
It didn't take me long to put two and two together. "Well. Thank you. But you can tell my children that I don't need a shrink. I just need to be left alone," I said with a scowl, leaning back in my chair so that my arm pulled from her reach.
"I'm sorry!" she said quickly, seeming to be shocked at my statement.
"My kids. They put you up to this? Right? Dad wouldn't go get help so they brought help to him?" I asked, not trying at all to hide my irritation. "I thought you were too good to be true."
She opened and closed her mouth several times, almost as if she wanted to say something but changed her mind. Finally, she stood up, reaching for her handbag, that was still in front of me. "I'm sorry. I came and sat by you because you looked lonely, and I know that I'm feeling a bit lonely at the moment, and you're an attractive man. I wasn't hired or coerced or even suggested to come and treat you. I came because I was attracted to you. I'm truly sorry you feel the need to be alone, but I will respect your wishes," she said, before turning and starting to walk away.
I could hear the anger in her tone even though her face remained completely neutral. Maybe it was that anger that allowed her mind to not be on her actions as she walked, almost stomped, away from me, her body sending the anger message even more effectively than her tone had. I was just starting to regret my outburst towards her when I saw her go down. Her heel sunk into a soft spot in the grass, causing her foot and ankle to roll to one side, shifting her balance and causing her to topple to her right side. I was on my feet in moments, taking the dozen steps to where she lay on the grass, quickly enough that I was the first to be next to her.
"Are you alright?" I asked, kneeling next to her and sliding a hand under her back to help her sit upright.
"I think so," she said softly, reaching for her ankle. "Ouch. Maybe not all the way okay," she said, rubbing her right ankle as several other people gathered around us.
"Here. Let me," I said, easily scooping under her and lifting her off the grass. I took the two steps to one of the large round tables and gently set her on it, letting her legs hang over the side as she sat on it. I stepped back and knelt in front of her, gently lifting her right leg with one hand while I probed her injured ankle with my fingers.
"Ouch." She grimaced as I pressed on a particularly tender spot.
"I don't think anything is broken. Just twisted," I said quietly, lowering her leg to rest her foot on my leg while I remained kneeling in front of her. I looked up at her, my brain taking long seconds to realize that the sun was shining from behind me, illuminating up under her dress, the crotch of her white panties clearly visible to me. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I'm sorry," I said quietly as several more people gathered around us to make sure she was okay.
"For what? You didn't make me fall," she said stiffly.
"I sort of did," I answered, feeling a little conspicuous kneeling on one knee in front of her this way, practically between her legs. I could easily be proposing to her or propositioning her from this position.
She looked at me for long seconds before her stern look softened. "You kind of did, didn't you?" she finally said, a slight bit of a smile coming to her face. "You big jerk," she added in a playful tone.
I nodded and stood up, stepping over to pick up her shoe and then step back. "I've been called a lot worse," I said as I stepped in front of her and gently lifted her leg again, this time to slip her high heel back on. "I wouldn't recommend walking on this for a little while."
"Well. I can't very well sit here all night," she said, looking up at me now that I was standing in front of her again. "Would you mind giving me a hand to my car?"
"I don't think you'll be driving anywhere for a little while," I answered, stepping slightly to her side, reaching my right arm around her back and sliding my left arm under her legs. The bystanders backed away to give me room as I easily scooped her off the table. "I think you left your drink over there," I said as I turned to carry her back to where we had been sitting. She wrapped her hands around the back of my neck to help support herself as I carried her towards the still pulled out chair. She let go of her grasp behind my neck slowly after I'd set her down in the same seat she had vacated only a few minutes earlier, her slow release holding my face near hers for long seconds.
"I thought you just wanted to be left alone," she said after she let go and I was able to stand upright again.
"And I thought my kids hired you to try and talk me into dating again," I answered as I sat in the chair in front of her again.
"Dating again? Is that it?" she said with a soft feminine chuckle. "You don't want to start dating and they're pushing you to. Let me guess. You also promised your late wife that you would?"
"Yeah," I said with a shrug and a nod. "But I've been avoiding it. My oldest daughter and my wife's best friend have even been trying to set me up on dates. I just don't want anything to do with it."
"I can understand that. I guess I can also see how you might jump to the conclusion you did. I mean, what are the chances that a shrink would just happen to find you and chat you up, right?"
"Something like that." I agreed a little sheepishly.
"Well, your kids didn't hire me, but that doesn't mean that I'm not going to try and help you."
"Why?" I asked, cocking my head to one side and looking at her in surprise. "I mean, after what I just said to you."
She looked at me with a smile. "Because I'm attracted to you," she answered. "If I were an electrician and I offered to help you fix a broken light, would you be suspicious, or would you just think I was being friendly?"
"Being friendly I guess."
"Well, just because I don't fix lights, doesn't mean that I don't want to use my talents to help someone I'm interested in."
"Well. Thank you. For being interested in me I mean. But I think I'm way too old for you. Not that I'm trying to chase you away again, but I need to be honest with myself."
"There's nothing wrong with being honest with yourself. It's healthy. But you should really be at least sure of your facts before you make decisions. What makes you think you're way too old for me?"
"Charlie...I can call you that right?"
"I think I'll let you...for now," she said with a little grin.
"Charlie. I'm no spring chicken. I hit sixty almost a year ago. You've gotta be what, half my age? Maybe a couple years older at most? You should be looking around here for a nice guy your own age. I'm flattered, but still..." I said as she broke out in laughter, her hand partially covering her mouth.
"I'm sorry William. I shouldn't laugh," she said as her laughter subsided. "You assume I'm only thirty something because of how I look," she said, leaning towards me and reaching for my arm again, this time laying her hand on it fully. "I am so flattered by that. But I'm much older than you're giving me credit for. I was married for twenty-four years before my divorce almost two years ago, and I didn't marry young. You look like an intelligent man, I'm sure you can do the math."
"You simply can't be that old."
"I'm not in the habit of telling men my age, but I will tell you if you're close, should you happen to guess."
"My math says you have to be about forty-five, or there about. But I'm having a hard time buying that answer."
"That's actually fairly close," she said with a smile, "And thank you for telling me I don't look it. It takes a woman a lot of work to stay trim, and a lot of makeup to look more than ten years younger."
"You don't have that much makeup on, do you?"
"Some," she admitted.
"So can I ask a personal question?"
"Yes, if you allow me to ask one back."
"Divorced? Can I ask why?"
"Worried you're getting interested in a serial killer, or worse, a serial cheater?" she asked with a crooked little smile.
"Something like that," I admitted sheepishly.
"Since you'd only ask that if you were thinking you might actually be interested in me, I'll tell you. My husband changed jobs about four years before our divorce. He started running around with different people and traveling for work a lot. The first few times I smelled perfume on the clothes he brought home made me suspicious. My suspicions were confirmed when he was out on the road and I called him by FaceTime instead of voice. He must have been distracted and answered the call before he realized it was a video call. When he realized, he tried to shield the camera so I couldn't see, but I'd already seen that he was lying in bed with his head between the legs of a naked woman."
"Ouch."
"Yeah. It didn't take long before he admitted that he'd been sleeping around when he was out of town. When I suggested he stop, he suggested I go to hell. It didn't take long for me to get a lawyer and file paperwork. I took him for every penny that the judge would allow me to. Not that I needed the money, but I wanted to punish him for what he was doing to me. Not just cheating on me, but tearing our family apart."



"I guess I can see that."
"So. Now my question."
"I did promise."
"Good. Cuz it's really personal."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. How long has it been since you've had sex? And I mean with a real woman, not some online porn or something like that."
I looked at her a little shocked. "Uhhhhhh." I managed to get out.
"That long huh?" she asked with that crooked smile again, almost like she knew she was being naughty.
"I didn't say that."
"Okay. So how long?"
I actually had to stop and think. "Year and a half or so," I finally admitted.
"What would you say if I suggested that maybe tonight, just maybe mind you, that if you asked me later, I might say yes to such a suggestion?"
"Why? I mean I'm nothing special."
"Goodness. I've never been questioned about offering sex before, but okay. I told you I was attracted to you. I mean that. I saw where you were looking earlier. I just thought that maybe you and I might find some mutual satisfaction. If you're interested."
I nodded slowly. "I'd be lying if I said I didn't find you attractive."
"Good," she answered. She looked around and then scooted to the edge of the chair she was sitting in. She slipped her skirt up further, and then reached under it. The hem pulled up higher, all the way to the juncture of her legs, completely showing me the tiny white bikini panty. She reached up further under her skirt as she lifted herself slightly off the chair, her wrists pulling her skirt up until the whole side of her butt cheek showed. She pulled the tiny straps on her hips down over her butt and down her thighs as she sat back on the seat, the skirt still hiked up enough that her bare butt was sitting in the chair. She let go of the panty around her thigh and quickly worked to pull the skirt down again. The entire process took only seconds, but gave me a view of the neatly trimmed triangle of curls on her mound and a glimpse of shaved lips between her thighs. With her skirt back down and covering herself, she slid back on the seat and moved her hands to the white panties still around her thighs. She slipped them more slowly down her thighs, stopping with the panties at her knees, looking around to see who might have seen her impromptu removal of her underwear. Confident no one saw or was still looking, she bent over and slipped the panties down her legs, working them over her high heels. She straightened up and laid the tiny, almost string bikini style, panties on my lap. "I hope you enjoyed the preview. You can give those back to me in the morning, if you decide to ask me later that is."
"I don't know what to say," I said, picking up the panties and holding them under the table so I could see them without showing them off. I folded them and lifted them to my nose. I sniffed the clearly wet crotch before reaching down and carefully putting them into my pocket. "Smells like someone is already a bit excited".
She leaned towards me, her hand this time not reaching for my arm, but lower. She slid her hand into my lap and ran her palm back and forth across the bulge growing in my pants.
"I think I'm not the only one."
"You know. If you wanted to, I could take you to my motel room now," I said quietly as she stroked her hand across my hard-on.
"And spoil all the fun? We haven't had dinner or had a chance to dance yet. And you want to cut to the dessert?"
"Sorry. I didn't mean to..."
"Yes you did, before you thought too much about it and chickened out. But sometimes waiting is half the fun," she whispered, before pulling her hand from my lap as someone walked past. She blushed a little as he looked down at her, clearly having seen what she was doing.
Fortunately the wedding party arrived shortly after she gave me her panties. Her ankle recovered sufficiently to allow her to stand, though with some help. I held my arm around her and she leaned against me for support as we watched the wedding party come into the open tent area, one couple at a time. As my niece walked in, in her beautiful white wedding gown, I felt Charlie slide my hand down off her hip until I was holding her left cheek. She pressed her hip against mine as I squeezed her firm ass, digging my fingers into her cheek slightly. With the bride and groom making their way to the head table, she reached for my hand again, pushing it down further and then sliding it up under the hem of her skirt to place my hand on her bare cheek while we sat down, giving me a quick feel of her smooth firm butt. I certainly didn't protest her playfulness. I just hoped no one noticed.
With the bride and groom now seated, everyone made their way to the tables, our round table getting several more couples. We all tried to make small talk as we waited for our table's turn to head towards the buffet line. As we talked, I could feel Charlie's hand under the table move to my thigh, resting on it and gently stroking the inside of my thigh, her fingers slowly working up towards my crotch. I wondered if the other three couples noticed the startled look that had to be on my face as her fingers started stroking my balls through my slacks.
"So. How long have you two been together?" one of the ladies asked Charlie.
"Oh. We're not together," she answered quickly, the smile never leaving her face.
"You're not married?" the woman answered quickly.
"Could have fooled me." I heard another mumble under her breath.
"Oh. No. We just met today," Charlie answered.
"So how does your wife feel about you messing around with other women behind her back?" the one that mumbled 'the fooled me comment' asked, disapproval clearly in her voice.
"What do you mean? Neither of us are married," Charlie answered, sugar syrup practically dripping off her words. I felt Charlie squeeze my leg, apparently in satisfaction, as the woman looked back and forth between us, perplexed. "You see. I'm divorced and William is a widower," Charlie finally said after allowing the woman to stew for nearly a full minute. "You really shouldn't make judgements about things you don't know," Charlie said, looking right at her before she pushed her chair back and stood up. "Come on William. Why don't you take me someplace quiet and fuck me? I'm not sure my ankle is quite good enough to hold all my weight yet, so you might have to hold me up while we do it."
"Uhhh. Um. Sure," I answered awkwardly, standing up next to her and allowing her to wrap an arm around my waist and lean into my side. I couldn't help but notice where the woman's gaze went as I stood, the hard-on Charlie coaxed alive clearly evident in the bulge in my slacks. I could see the lady's husband out of the corner of my eye, trying to stifle a laugh, as I helped Charlie away from the table.
"Busy body," Charlie whispered to me as I helped her walk to the long line waiting for the buffet. "I hope she got an eyeful."
"Of what?"
"Your hard-on of course. You couldn't fuck me if you didn't have one, right? Anyway, I could see her looking at your hand and at mine, judging us."
"Our hands?"
She looked up at me as we stood with her leaning against me. "Honey. Did you forget that you're still wearing a wedding ring?" she asked softly.
"Oh. Yeah. Actually I sorta did. I've been wearing it for so long I feel naked without it, so I just leave it on."
"I think you also leave it on to chase away interested women, like me."
"Not on purpose," I said defensively.
"Yes. On purpose," she said. "Even if you don't know it."
"Maybe," I finally answered. "So where do you really want me to take you. Not that I'd object to taking you some place for some quick sex."
"How about the buffet line, at least for now. The other, maybe later," she said as pulled herself tighter against me in a sideways hug. She reached up and turned my face towards her with her left hand and lifted herself on one foot high enough to match the slight difference in our heights and pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me softly for several long seconds. I could feel the heat of her breath into my own mouth as I finally opened it and allowed her tongue to slip into mine briefly, moments before one of her hands slid down my chest and all the way down to my crotch. She pressed her palm against my hard-on and rubbed it gently as we continued the embrace. She finally broke the kiss after long seconds. "Mmmmmm. I might want to rethink the order of those two suggestions," she whispered.
"What was that for?" I asked as she pulled away from me and turned sideways to me again.
She grinned. "Because I wanted to, and because 'miss judgement' was watching us again."
"You're so bad," I said as I led her the few more steps to the end of the buffet line.
"Uh uh. Just naughty. If I was bad, I'd do this," she said reaching her left hand to mine. She turned herself towards me again, pressing her chest to mine as she pushed my hand down between us. I watched her face and eyes as she gently bit her lower lip, still pushing my hand down. She twisted my hand so my palm was facing her and then pulled my hand to her crotch. She pressed my palm against her mound and then pressed my fingers between her legs as far as the yellow dress would allow. "In case you didn't know, that was woman body language for I wanna fuck you," she whispered, the woman in front of us hearing Charlie couldn't help but twist her head to see who was talking to whom, turning back quickly when she realized I saw her look back at us. Charlie just giggled and stood there with my hand between her legs for several seconds.
The line slowly moved forward and Charlie turned away, moving her pussy from my hand before taking small steps with me. I was mostly letting her stand against me with her right leg cocked and relaxed, my mind lost in the thought of undressing her. We finally reached the buffet line and worked through it, each of us holding one plate and each other. I helped her hobble back to the now empty table, and went to get us some ice tea to drink. I came back and set a glass down for each of us and then sat down, Charlie almost immediately moving her chair closer to me again. I couldn't help but notice that the top two buttons of her dress were once again undone, allowing much more sexy cleavage to show.
"You like being close to me?"
"I like being close enough that we can reach each other under the table, unless of course you have an aversion to touching and being touched?"
"Um. No. I have no such aversions."
"Good. Because after you finish eating, I wanna feel your hand where it was before, only under the dress this time," she said with a grin. "I hope you don't mind the suggestions, you seem a little slow on the take-up."
"A little slow on the take-up?"
She grinned. "You could have easily slid your hand under my skirt when we were over there. Since you already know I don't have any panties on, you could have been touching my bare pussy the whole time."
"Oh geez," I mumbled. "I guess I didn't think of that."
"Not the kind of thing your wife would have done?"
"I'd have gotten slapped in a tender place if I tried to do something like that. At least in the last twenty years. Maybe before that I could have gotten away with it."
"Well. Let this be a lesson. Not all women are like your wife. Some of us might LIKE something like that."
"Yes ma'am," I answered quietly. We were almost done eating before the other couples returned, with the exception of the one that Charlie insulted. They apparently chose to find another table.
"I'd like to apologize for Amanda," one of the ladies said to Charlie. "She can be a bit judgmental."
"What you mean to say is that she can be a stuck up bitch," Charlie answered her.
"Yeah. Pretty much. But just between the two of us, she deserved every bit of what you gave her," the woman responded with a grin. "Oh! Time for the speeches!" she said twisting in the seat around to see the head table as the maid of honor stood up.
As soon as I moved my hand from the table, Charlie was pulling it down to her lap. She pressed my palm against her stocking covered thigh and then slid it slowly up her leg until I felt my wrist pushing her skirt up. I could feel the lacy top of her stocking and then the smooth soft skin of her inner thigh. I could feel the softness of her pussy lips against my finger as she slid her hand to my wrist, pulling me tighter to her pussy. I could see her stifle a little gasp and try and keep a straight face as I wiggled my finger and worked it between her soft wet lips. She let go of my wrist and slipped her hand to my lap, leaving mine between her legs, my finger gently stroking back and forth, the side of my finger gently brushing her clit.
Her hand grasped my dick through my slacks for several moments before I felt her fingers start to fumble with my zipper. It took her almost the entire speech by the best man, but she managed to work my zipper down. I felt her fingers slip into the now open fly of my pants, only my briefs between her fingers and my dick. I could feel her fingers fumbling to try and get into my briefs but failing. Finally, she pulled her hand from my pants and leaned over to whisper in my ear. "Take me to the bathroom."
I pulled my hand from between her legs and quickly zipped myself up before standing up and helping her from the chair. She wrapped her arm around me and we started walking toward the building that housed the bathrooms, her body pressing tightly against mine with each step. I saw my sister raise her eyebrows as she saw me walking with Charlie, to which I just shrugged. After we got off the grass onto the sidewalk she was able to walk a bit more normally, our pace picking up significantly. I opened the door and we walked into the large meeting room, spotting the bathrooms in the far corner. I wondered if she really needed as much help as she seemed to want, but I wasn't going to argue. I led her to the ladies' room entrance, but she steered me instead toward the family bathroom located between the men's and women's bathroom entrances. I opened the door and helped her inside and then stepped back to go back out.
"Where are you going?" she asked as I turned to leave.
"To wait outside."
"What a goof," she said as she started to unbutton the front of her dress. "Well, come on. We can't take all day."
"Um. Sure. Just what are we doing?"
"Taking off things that are making it difficult to play," she said. "You do want me to take my bra off, don't you?"
"Well...Yeah."
"And I sure as hell want you to take your briefs off, so why not do it together? Who knows what might happen if we're naked?" she said with a grin.
"Sure," I said, bending over to undo my shoes. By the time I had my laces undone and my shoes off, she was standing in nothing but her stockings and heels. "Damn!" I whispered as I looked at her soft brown body. Her breasts were definitely on the larger side of nice, each one hanging slightly like a large teardrop on her chest. Her areola covered a significant part of each breast, with a large hard nipple protruding from the center. Her mound was covered with black curls, trimmed in a triangle, pointing down at her shaved lips. Her dark brown outer lips framed soft, protruding inner lips that were almost as black as her curly pubic hair.
She stepped over to me, carefully keeping most of her weight on her left foot, as she reached for my belt. I moved my hands aside and let her undo my belt and the front of my pants, letting them slide down my legs. She reached for the elastic band of my briefs and pushed then down as far as she could without bending too far, my hard dick popping out into the open. "Normally I'd get on my knees and suck a dick as sexy as that one, but I don't think we have time for that. We might have time for a little something else, if you hurry up and take your pants off."
"Yeah. Sure," I agreed, stepping out of my slacks and pushing my briefs down and off, leaving me standing in just socks, my short sleeved dress shirt and my tie. She grinned at me and turned around in front of the toilet. She put the seat down and bent over, using it as a support, pushing her bare ass out at me, her pussy beckoning me between her slightly spread legs. "I hope you don't think I fuck every woman I take on a first date," I said softly as I stepped behind her, my raging hard-on begging me to push it into her.
"Hope you don't think I let every man fuck me on the first date," she answered with a grin, looking back at me as I rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet slit. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I pressed my head into her just a little way. "Don't stop. All the way in," she gasped as I started to rock my hips, pushing my dick into her a little ways and then pulling back to let her lubricating juices cover her lips again before pressing forward again. It took over a dozen strokes to work me fully into her depths, her surprisingly tight pussy grasping at my dick as I pushed it in and out of her.
"Oh damn. I can't do this very much. It's gonna make me come," I groaned, feeling my climax already building incredibly quickly.
"That's what happens when you haven't had it for a while," she said, pushing herself upright and pulling off my dick. She turned herself around and sat on the toilet lid, reaching for my cock and pulling it towards her. "If you don't mind, I'll wait to take it there. I don't want to be leaking down my legs while we're dancing," she said as she leaned towards me and engulfed my head with her hot mouth.
"Oh shit," I groaned as she started to stroke her face on and off my shaft, one of her hands following along with her mouth. Her other hand moved to her chest, cupping and squeezing one of her large soft looking tits. I reached both hands down, replacing her hand on her left breast and cupping the right. She bounced her face on and off my cock, over and over again, while I teased her tits and nipples, my climax growing at an alarming pace. "God. Gonna come," I groaned softly, hoping no one standing outside could hear the wet slurping of her sucking me.
"Do it. We don't have much time," she said as she pulled her mouth off me to catch her breath. She leaned herself back towards me and engulfed my dick again, her other hand cupping my balls and coaxing me towards climax with her fingers and mouth.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body bucked moments later, a surge of cum lancing into her mouth. Over and over I jerked, my body spasming and pumping shot after shot into her mouth. I stood there, twitching for long seconds before she pulled her mouth off my softening cock. She looked up at me and grinned, opening her mouth for me to see the copious load of cum that I'd emptied into her. She closed her mouth, swallowing down the load before opening again to show me it was gone.
"Now you owe me one," she said as she reached for her dress. "But not here. We don't want to get caught like this, do we?"
"Um. No," I agreed as she started pulling on her dress, her bra still laying on the sink. She buttoned up her dress while I pulled my slacks on, leaving my briefs off, which I think is what she originally wanted in the first place. I pulled my shoes on and stood up, holding my briefs. "What do we do with these?"
She took them from me, holding them and her bra. With a grin she tossed them both in the trash can. "Tomorrow you can buy me a new bra and I'll buy you some new underwear."
"Oh?"
She paused a second. "You ARE planning on inviting me to sleep with you tonight, aren't you?"
"Without question," I answered.
"Good. I'd hate to think that you were going to be one and done," she said with a giggle. She unlocked the door and waited for me to step next to her again. We slipped our arms around each other so I could take some of her weight, and opened the door. We hadn't gone completely unnoticed. A young woman was standing at the door, waiting for her turn, a young child standing next to her. "Sorry," Charlie said as we stepped out.



I was somewhat concerned about how much her chest was showing through the dress, but by the time we got back to our seats, the lighting had been changed to focus on the wooden dance floor that had been assembled in the middle of the tent. The outer tables were now in gloom, as the darkness of the night gobbled up the light that radiated from the dance floor area. I helped her back to the table we'd been sitting at, which was now deserted. I could see that the bride was doing the father daughter dance and remembered back to having that dance with my own daughter more than a few years ago.
We weren't sitting more than a few moments before her hand drew mine back to her lap. I slid my hand up under her dress again, letting my fingers find her very wet pussy. With the limited amount of access I had, all I could do was to stroke my finger up and down or side to side a very small amount. I could feel her hard clit press against the side of my finger as she spread her legs as far as the skirt of the dress allowed.
"Oh fuck," she groaned softly, her legs spreading farther apart as she slipped the skirt up her thighs farther. I was thankful that the long tablecloth covered what we were doing under the table as my sister walked our direction. I started to pull my hand from between her legs, but she grabbed my wrist and pulled it back. "Don't you dare stop now," she whispered.
"But that's my sister," I whispered back.
"I don't care if it's God. Don't you dare stop now. Not this close."
"How's it going William?" my sister asked as she sat down on the other side of me.
"Pretty good," I answered, trying to concentrate on what my fingers were doing without letting on what exactly was happening under the table. "You enjoying the reception?"
"Yes. It's very nice," she said, before leaning forward to look past me towards Charlie. "Hi. I'm Mary. Since my socially awkward brother won't introduce me."
"Hi. Charlotte Morgan," Charlie answered, leaning forward enough to reach a hand in front of me to offer to my sister.
"Good to meet you. I see you got my brother to at least smile today. I haven't seen that in a while."
"Oh. He's got it inside. I just had to work at it a little to get it to show," Charlie answered a little breathlessly, clearly trying to keep a straight face as I continued to stroke the side of my finger up and down across her clit.
"Well, whatever you're doing, I hope you keep it up," my sister said to her.
"Oh. Trust me. I plan on both of us keeping it up," she said, her voice cracking slightly as she stifled a gasp. I could feel her leg start to tremble against my hand as her climax started to surge over her. "Oh shit," she squeaked softly, closing her eyes and opening her mouth to gasp for breath.
My sister looked at her with a weird look and then rolled her eyes when she realized that Charlie was orgasming right in front of her. "Well. At least I know now how you got him to smile," she said with a little frown.
"Oh trust me. He did more than smile," she said, her body trying to twitch as I continued to rub slowly. "Okay, William," she gasped, reaching under the table to pull my hand away. "Okay."
"I think maybe I should leave you two alone," my sister said as she got up. "It's a little out of character for you to do something this public, but, well, I'm happy to see that at least she could draw you a little bit out of your shell."
"Please. You don't have to leave," Charlie said, reaching out towards her and patting her hand on the table. "I'd like to talk to you about William a little, if you don't mind."
My sister looked at Charlie and then sat back down.
"Why don't you be a sweetie and go get us something to drink," Charlie said with a smile. "Please?"
"Sure," I agreed, realizing she wanted to talk to my sister without me there. "Back soon," I said as I got up and walked away. I looked over my shoulder and saw Charlie move to the chair I'd been in to get closer to my sister.
I had no idea what they talked about, but I stood for a long time, holding our drinks, before I finally walked to the table. "You didn't really say what you wanted, so I got you a glass of white wine," I said as I set the glass down in front of her.
"Oh. Thank you! That's sweet," Charlie said, turning to me as I sat down. She leaned towards me and kissed a soft peck on my lips before turning back to my sister. "Well. I know you want to get back to your husband. Thanks for talking with me."
"Not a problem," she said standing up. She walked around Charlie's chair to mine and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek. "Have fun Will," she whispered before walking away.
"So? You had a good talk?"
"Very interesting," she said with a grin.
"Anything you want to share?"
"Not a chance," she said. "Looks like the bride is coming to see you."
"Oh. Yeah. She said something about wanting to have a special dance with me."
"Yeah. I heard you two were quite close. Some day you'll have to explain about what your sister called 'the woods'."
I blushed. "Maybe someday," I answered her as I stood up. I stepped to meet my niece and hugged her tightly. I let her wrap an arm around my waist and lead me to the dance floor. The DJ started the music at her nod and I stood in front her, completely shocked.
"This is for you. I know Shelly would have loved to dance this with you, but since she can't. Allow me?" she asked softly, pressing herself against me.
"She would have. How did you now this was the song we danced our first dance at our reception to?" I asked as we started to move together, doing my best not to trip on her gown.
"She told me a long time ago. One time when we were looking at wedding pictures," she said with a smile. "She said it was her favorite song."
"It was. But I never knew why."
"Because of that dance. Is that a surprise?"
"I guess it shouldn't be," I answered her. "It was a beautiful ceremony," I said softly. "You looked like an angel coming down that aisle."
She smiled up at me. "I wouldn't have ever come down it if you hadn't been there for me."
"Oh. You would have been okay," I answered back.
"I'm not so sure," she said. "That was a pretty dark time for me."
"Well, those days are gone. I'm glad things turned out. This guy seems to be a lot better than Marcus."
"Marcus was an asshole. You helped me see that. But yeah. Brian is a sweetie," she said, leaning closer to me. "He makes love almost as good as you," she whispered in my ear.
"Well, let's just keep that to ourselves, shall we?"
"I always have, haven't I?" she asked with a giggle as the music started to wind down to the end of the song. "If you ever need me. You know to call. For anything," she said with a soft smile as she gave me one more hug before stepping back.
"I do," I whispered before leaning to kiss her on the cheek. She smiled at me and then turned to walk towards her new husband.
"Well, that was something," Charlie said from where she sat. "I'm pretty good at my job, and that includes body language. There was a whole lot more being said than was being said," she said with a grin. "I take it that has something to do with 'the woods'?"
I looked at Charlie for long seconds, trying to decide what, if anything I could tell her. "It's probably one of the only things I've ever kept secret from my wife," I said softly.
"But it was important to her?"
"Everyone thinks that I talked her out of killing herself. The embarrassing fact is that I did a lot more than talk. It was what she needed right then."
Charlie looked at me for long seconds, almost as if searching for something in my eyes. "She loves you, doesn't she?"
"I don't know. All I know is she found what she needed to keep going when she was having a difficult time. We've been pretty close ever since. Not just me, but my wife too."
"Do you think she ever knew? Your wife, I mean."
"I don't think so. At least I hope not."
"Are you ashamed of it? Of what you did?"
"Only because it was cheating on Shelly. But Christine. She needed to understand that what her husband was doing to her wasn't right. It wasn't loving. It wasn't anything good. Personally, I wish I'd have shot the bastard."
"That's pretty strong."
"Yeah. I guess so," I answered her, looking down at my lap.
"So. How many times?" she asked.
"What?" I asked, looking up at her in surprise.
"It's my job, remember? I'm an expert at reading between the lines. How many times did she come back, wanting to feel loved?"
"Too many," I answered.
"I think it's a wonderful thing you did, even if it did compromise how you felt about yourself. You reached out and helped a young woman that needed help. Help that only someone who really knew her could provide."
"Yeah. But just the same, I wish I could have found a better way to handle it."
"I think you handed it just fine," she said, getting up from her chair. She moved to sit on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. "I'd ask if you've ever made love out in the woods, but I already know the answer to that. Have you ever made love in the moonlight?"
"Just once. With Shelly, out camping."
"How would you like to make it twice?"
"Here?" I asked in surprise.
"Well, not right here. But close."
"How close?"
"Close enough that you can carry me," she said. I slipped my hands under her and stood up, picking her up in my arms. "That way," she said, nodding with her head towards where she wanted me to head, her arms around my neck again. "Over there," she said, pointing me towards a wooden privacy fence. I walked towards what looked like a gate. Charlie flipped the latch and we walked onto the deck area of what looked like a small built-in pool. Not big enough to be a city pool, but larger than most home pools. There were an array of lounge chairs stacked against the building on the far side, but several also pulled out on the deck, two of them with pads on them. "I saw a couple headed this way earlier. She looked freshly fucked when they came back, so I figured there had to be something good here," she said as I carried her towards one of the chairs.
I set her down on the chair, her legs over one side. She stood up and began unbuttoning her dress. "You going to join me?" she asked with a smile as I stared at her undressing.
"Sure," I answered, quickly starting to pull off my tie. She was undressed long before I was, and lay down on the lounge chair. She slipped her stockings down and off while I took my pants off and then laid with her legs spread, looking up at me. I finished undressing and knelt down on the chair between her legs, looking at her incredibly sexy body.
"William?" she whispered.
"Yeah?"
"Show me."
"Show you what?"
"Show me what you showed her that day. Show me how you made her feel. Show me how you taught her that a man makes love to a woman. Show me the difference between sex and making love. Please?"
I leaned down over her, holding myself on my hands and knees, looking down at her face in the moonlight. I slowly leaned my face down, softly kissing the tip of her nose. Just a gentle soft kiss. I moved my face lower, tilting my head slightly as I lowered my lips to hers, pressing my lips to her hot wet lips. She tilted her head, trying to kiss back, and I lifted my head away, preventing her from kissing back the way she wanted. She got the message without words and relaxed back down again. I lowered my face to hers again, softly kissing her lips, letting mine rub against hers softly. She opened her mouth slightly and lifted her face the few fractions of an inch needed to kiss me back. I held myself there, our lips tasting each other's, our tongues reaching out to swipe across the other's lips or even far enough to touch each other's tongues. Her arms looped around me, wanting to pull me down, but I held myself up, keeping distance between our bodies.
I let my kiss move from her lips, off to her cheek, and then slowly, worked my kisses down her cheek to her neck. I tasted her neck with my tongue, my hot lips kissing each place my tongue gently licked, just the tip, and ever so softly. I kissed my way down to the base of her neck, almost to her shoulder and then worked slowly around to the little depression at the front. She squirmed and giggled softly as I began to kiss lower, working straight down her chest, not aiming for either breast, but between them. I stopped midway down her chest and started to move to her left, kissing ever so slowly up her soft mound, working my kisses so that I tasted her skin all around her soft mound, only then, allowing my kisses to reach her areola and nipple.
"Ohhhh God," she moaned as I pressed my open lips to her areola, suctioning the front of her breast into my mouth, including her already rock hard nipple. I held it there, my tongue teasing around and around her nipple for long seconds before releasing it, letting it slip from my lips. I moved quickly back to the middle of her chest, and started to kiss again, this time the other way, working towards her right breast. I felt her hands reach around me, one stroking my back and the other my short hair as I kissed my way around her right breast, stroking her soft brown skin with the tip of my tongue, following each stroke with a soft wet kiss. Again, I heard her moan in pleasure as I tasted her nipple, this time sucking it a little more aggressively, teasing it with my tongue, but also letting my lips slide across her areola until I could press them against her nipple.
"Oh fuck," she groaned as I pulled gently, stretching her breast, pulling her nipple upward until it slipped from my mouth. I grinned to myself at her reaction as I moved back to the middle of her chest, this time kissing downward again. I worked slowly, letting my kisses now range from side to side, her stomach and abdomen being showered with my excruciatingly slow kisses. She tried to push my head lower, knowing where I was headed and wanting to feel my lips there, but I refused to be hurried. "God what a tease!" she moaned, in complaint. But I knew she was enjoying it. I could already smell her arousal and I was only now kissing around her curly pubic hairs. I moved my body back, working myself down until I could slide my legs off the end of the chair. The pavement was hard on my knees, but I almost didn't care as I kissed lower, working my kisses a little quicker, up and down around her pussy, kissing her round outer lips but not yet on her soft protruding inner labia. I pulled my face away, lowering down towards the pad as low as I could. I slipped my hands under her thighs, slowly working them under and around each one as I kissed first her left and then right thigh, teasing her soft sensitive skin. I reached around her thighs and used my fingertips to pull her lips apart, exposing her soft pink depths.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped as my kisses stopped and I licked suddenly up the full length of her slit from the entrance to her depths to her excited clit. I felt her whole body jerk at the sudden change in sensation, her legs trying to close around my head as I let my tongue linger on her now exposed clit, flicking and teasing it. "Ohhhhhh fuck Yes," she moaned as I moved my tongue down her slit, allowing her to relax. I pressed my tongue into her as far as I could, tasting her sweet juices and teasing the entrance I was soon going to be thrusting into. I licked again, slowly this time, sliding up her pubic bone until once again I could tease her hard clit. "Ohhhhhh shit," she moaned as I flicked across her clit with the tip of my tongue. Her whole body seemed to shudder and tremble as I assaulted her clit, driving the climax she didn't even realize was that close, to its peak in only moments. Her hips lifted and she tried pushing towards my face, her hands pressing my head toward her pussy as I licked and flicked her clit with my tongue.
I heard her panting, her hands easing their press towards her pussy. I unlooped my hands and arms from her legs, making sure her legs stayed splayed apart. I lifted myself and crawled slowly up her body, pausing to gently kiss each nipple before continuing higher. I reached between us, finding my hard cock and aiming it at her pussy.
"Please yes!" she moaned as she felt my head rub up and down her slit, the tip teasing her still excited clit. I pushed my cock down again, letting it settle into her vaginal opening and then pressed my hips down, forcing me slowly into her several inches. As I had earlier, I started to stroke little short strokes, working myself deeper into her. She spread her legs wider, helping me get deep into her, holding them apart until my cock was slick with her juices and I was stroking deep into her. I felt her legs relax, her heels resting on my ass as I plunged myself into her over and over, her body seeming to accept me and want more of me. I could feel the spasms and squeeze of her pussy, her climax renewed with the sensations of my shaft thrusting into her.
"Oh fuck!" she squealed as a second peak of her orgasm washed over her. I knew I wasn't far behind. This time...This time I had no intention of stopping. I thrust faster, driving my cock deep into her with each push. I could feel my head banging against her cervix at the end of each stroke, the impact sending tingles through my whole body.
"OH fuck!" I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming me deep into her, a surge of cum lancing from my cock deep into her pussy. I felt her arms and legs pull me down, her heaving chest against mine, her hard nipples pressing into my skin as she pulled me even tighter. Each jerk added more to the load pumping into her, my body giving her every bit it could.
I finally lay on her, panting, my body occasionally jerking and twitching, my cock having gifted her everything it had, slowly starting to soften.
"Oh my God," she whispered in my ear, holding me close, not wanting to let go. "Now I know why you are so special to her. And why I know you are now going to be so special to me. I was attracted to you before, but now...Now I want you more than I know how to put into words, and for me that's saying something."
"Thank you," I whispered back, starting to push myself up.
"Not yet. Please, not yet," she whispered, pulling her arms tight to hold me down again.
"Alright," I answered, letting myself rest on her, my weight like a heavy blanket. She held me there until my dick softened enough that her pussy expelled me with my cum leaking from her pussy and running down the crack of her butt. Only then did she let me lift off of her onto my hands and knees.
"God, can you fuck," she said with a smile. "You remember that thing I said earlier, that maybe if you asked? Ask. Please ask. I want to feel you in me over and over all night," she whispered.
"You sure you don't want to go back and dance?" I asked in a whisper.
"Oh God no. I want you to take me to your room and let me find a way to make you feel like you just made me feel," she whispered, staring up at me. "Let me love your body like you just loved mine. I've never believed in love at first sight. I've never believed that any couple can be that connected that fast. Let me try and find a way to connect with you like you just did to me. God knows, it may go nowhere, but let me try to be YOUR lifeline. Let me try to be YOUR connection to life again. Maybe. Just maybe, you'll want to share some of it with me. Will you let me try?"
"I'd love to let you try," I whispered before lowering my face to hers again for a long wet kiss.
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Lynn's family and ours have been best of friends for over twenty some years now, pretty much ever since our sons were born. Lynn bought a tanning salon a few years ago as a form of extra income, and her twenty-four year old daughter Emily, frequently helps out with the place. Over the years Lynn and I have done many favors for each other, at one time joking that we were second spouses since her husband is no longer in the picture. My wife didn't mind too much as long as "it wasn't in that way" as she put it. I would frequently get called to come fix things at the house or salon.
In the last few years, Emily has grown more and more "friendly" when she sees me, especially if we are alone. There have been some occasions when I felt like she arranged things so we WOULD be alone, which made me a bit uncomfortable. Not because I didn't like her, and certainly not because she wasn't good looking. In fact, it was because she was so good looking! She's a tad shorter than I am, slender, but built like a brick shithouse! She had to quit gymnastics when her breasts decided to take a huge jump in size, ending up around 34 D's, and she seems to take great pleasure in squeezing them against me when she hugs me, which she seems to do at any opportunity.
Lynn had this great idea on how to draw more customers in to her tanning salon over Christmas. She would have a Santa in the shop on Saturday for the kids to see while mom did her tanning. It really was a pretty good idea. The only problem was a few days before the appointed date, the Santa they had lined up was involved in a traffic accident and was not going to be able to be there. I shouldn't have been surprised that it was Emilie's idea when Lynn called and the two of them tag teamed to convinced me to fill in as jolly old Saint Nick. They would even arrange for the costume for me; all I had to do was show up and be nice to the kids. Reluctantly, I agreed, after my wife pretty much told me too.
Saturday rolled around and I showed up at the shop around eight thirty to get ready since the shop was scheduled to open at nine. They had a number of appointments scheduled in the morning and it looked like it would be busy, even without any walk-in traffic.
Emily greeted me at the backdoor giving me a huge full body hug as soon as I was in the door. She was dressed in shorts and a tank top, with no detectible bra on, even though it was a crisp twenty-five degrees out. One thing that I didn't think about was how hot it was going to be. It was about eighty-five in the shop so that the customers, most of which tanned naked or nearly so, would be comfortable. With me in a long sleeved, furry costume, I was going to roast.
"I hope you got a summer weight Santa suit," I said to Em as she led me to the tanning room I was going to use as my changing room.
"No, I just figured you could go naked underneath," she said with a devilish little grin as she led me into the room. "Do you need any help getting ready? I mean, I'm available if you want."
"No, I think I can manage," I replied as I shooed her out of the room with a firm swat on her butt cheek, and closed the door behind her. I quickly stripped down to my briefs and looked at myself in the mirror. Still not too bad of shape for a nearly fifty year old guy. I was about a hundred ninety pounds, but I had managed to avoid the beer gut and didn't look too fat. All the outdoor work around my house and outdoor recreation I do has kept me fairly fit. I wasn't overly surprised to see that my dick had gotten quite hard from Emily giving me that hug and her suggestion of helping me out. Don't get me wrong, I find Emily very attractive, and have on occasion fantasized about both her and her mother, but I haven't ever thought about acting on them because it would mess up our long standing friendship, not to mention my wife would toss me out on my ass.
I started by putting on the fake stomach pad and was about to pull on my Santa pants, when I decided, what the hell, and pulled off my underwear and tossed them on the pile. If she wanted to be playful, maybe I would tease her back just a tad for fun. I finished getting ready and walked out to see Em.
"Hey Santa! You look pretty good!" she said coming from behind the counter, her hard nipples obvious in the thin shirt.
"HO! HO! HO!" I said in my best Santa voice. "Have you been a good girl this year young lady?"
She walked up and snuggled up to me, trying somewhat unsuccessfully to press her body against mine because of the fake stomach. "I have been a very good girl," she said with a soft giggle, her hand sneaking down between us to press against my pants. "Ohhhhh. But I think I'm about to be a very naughty girl," she said as she grasped my cock through the pants.
"Well. I only bring presents to good boys and girls, so you better be good because I'm always watching."
"You're always watching Santa?" she asked playfully. "Does that mean you watch me at night too?"
"I see you when you're sleeping, and I see you when you're awake!" I answered
"Oh my Santa, then you must have seen me all naked this morning," she said with a giggle. "I was alllll naked, laying on my bed playing with the toy you brought me last year, sliding it slowly in and out of my pussy while I pulled on my nipples and squeezed my tits. Did you see me Santa?"
My dick was already a bit hard when I came out, now it was like a steel rod thinking about what she must look laying there fucking herself. "I'm sorry my dear. I must have missed that this morning. Santa must have been out feeding his reindeer."
"Well, that's a shame Santa. You would have really enjoyed watching me push that shiny silver vibrator in and out of my hot wet pussy," she said in a whisper as she leaned up towards my ear, her hand stroking my cock through the fuzzy pants. "Just sliding it in and out and in and out until I came all over it? Ohhhhh. Does Santa want me to do it again so he can watch me? Just to make sure I'm being a good girl when I do it?"
"I think Santa better go sit down," I said brethlessly, pulling away from her before things got too far out of hand, or in hand, since she was already rubbing my hard dick through the red pants. I took a deep breath, and exhaled slowly as I walked over and sat down. She grinned that devilish little grin at me again as she watched me adjusting my dick to a more comfortable position. I was already hot, sweating in the beard and hat, and I got even hotter when she stepped behind the counter and slowly pulled up her shirt to uncover her bare breasts.
"Maybe Santa will bring me some sexy new bra's this year? Something I can wear that will still show my hard sexy little nipples?" she asked as she ran a finger around one of her rock hard nipples. "Or maybe Santa needs to suck on these and make sure that they're all nice and hard?" This was quickly going well beyond teasing and turning into an outright proposition. Her mother would not be happy. Nor would my wife if this kept up.
"I think you better cover those back up before Santa puts you down in his book as a naughty girl."
She covered her tits back up and put on a pout. Fortunately, customers arrived before things could get any worse. I spent most of the morning telling kids about my workshop, and how ready Rudolf was to make the trip in about a week. Overall, things went pretty well. It was getting to be lunch time and the last appointment for the morning was in her little room and I had just turned on a video of Rudolf for the two kids, a boy about seven and a girl about ten. I got up and walked back towards my changing room to take a break from the hot costume, and wipe some of the sweat off my body. As I stepped to the door of my changing room, the door across from mine opened and I saw the lady peek out through the partly open door.
"Psst. Santa," she said quietly.
I turned and she motioned me inside and then closed the door behind her. She was about thirty years old, five ten or so, slender and not badly proportioned from what I could tell through the towel wrapped around her body.
"Hi Santa," she said almost bashfully. "Would you mind if I sat on your lap too?"
Putting on my best Santa demeanor, I replied, "Certainly young lady," I said as I sat down in the chair in the little room. She moved over and sat down on my lap. Fortunately, she wasn't too heavy.
"I haven't sat on Santa's lap in a long time," she said almost giggling.
"And what's your name young lady?"
"Holly," she said brightly.
"And what would you like for Christmas Holly?"
"Can I tell you a story first Santa?" she asked.
"Certainly," I said. "Santa always enjoys a good story."
"Well..." she started. "A long time ago, when I was a really little girl, you started coming to our house on Christmas Eve. You came every year when I was little. You'd bring a little present for my brother and me, and we would open them up and then we would go off to bed and in the morning all the big presents would be under the tree. You came for years, until I was too big for Santa, and I knew it was really just Mister Johnson from next door, but my little brother still liked you coming. My daddy got busier and he was never home at Christmas anymore. He was always traveling."
"When I was twelve, you came like always and we opened our presents and went off to bed. After awhile I heard some noise and I snuck to the top of the stairs and saw Mommy sitting on your lap naked and you were tickling her breasts with your whiskers. It looked like she really liked it because pretty soon she was wiggling all over your lap. I ran back to bed before anyone saw me. I told a few of my friends but none of them believed me, so the next year after I went to bed I snuck back right away. I saw mommy take all her clothes off and sit on your lap. You asked her if she had been a good girl and she said she had been, but she was about to be very naughty and needed to be spanked. Then she got up and laid over Santa's lap. He spanked her a bunch of times, but she didn't cry, she seemed to like it. Then she got up from his lap and sat down on his lap facing him. She bounced up and down on his lap for a long time while he tickled her breasts with his whiskers. After a little while, she cried out that she was coming and her whole body shook while Santa made some grunting noises. I snuck back to my room after she kissed him and told him thank you for the present. I didn't know what present she meant. Mister Johnson moved away the next year and my mommy was really sad. My daddy moved out that year too."
"I'm a big girl now, and I know very well what Santa was doing with Mommy, and why she liked it so much."
"I see Holly," I said after a long silence. "You were going to tell me what you wanted for Christmas."
She stood up from my lap and dropped her towel, leaving her completely naked, not a tan line on her very sexy body. "I would really like it if you would do to me what Mister Johnson did to mommy," she said blushing.
"I see Holly," I said quietly. It wasn't every day you had a good looking woman proposition Santa. "Have you been a good girl?"
"I have been a very good girl, but I hope I'm going to be a very naughty girl in a few minutes."
"In that case, I think maybe we better spank you right now," I said, holding a hand out to her. If my wife found out I was doing this I would be dead meat, but my hormones were thinking for me right now. She stepped close to me and I leaned her over my lap. I reached under her front and gently squeezed one of her firm C cup breasts with my right hand and gave her a quick swat on the ass with my glove covered left hand. It didn't make much noise, but she jumped in surprise. I stroked her ass with my hand before giving it another swat. I again stroked her ass with my hand, this time stroking down between her legs which she spread to give me access. I gave her a third swat, after which I pulled my glove off and stroked her bare ass and pussy, allowing my middle finger to penetrate her wet lips.
"Oh yes," she moaned quietly as I pushed one finger deeper into her, feeling her hot wet body squeeze around it.
"Would you like to feel Santa's candy cane in here?"
"Oh yes Santa. I would very much like to feel that," she said quietly.
I helped her up off my lap and she untied my Santa pants and pulled them down while I lifted myself off the chair. She straddled the chair and reached between us, guiding my dick to her wet pussy as she sat down, having to lean back quite a ways to slide under my fake belly.
"Ohhhhhh that's a very nice candy cane," she said as she slowly impaled herself on my raging hard-on pushing slowly down my shaft. I could feel her hot wetness slowly envelope me, her velvety depths caressing my cock as it consumed my length. I pulled her to me as best I could around the fake stomach, and quickly sucked a nipple into my mouth as she began to slowly bounce up and down my dick. She pulled up until only my head remained inside her and then slid down until my full length was buried inside her. Each stroke caressed and teased my dick, slowly inching me towards an inevitable orgasm. She had to be enjoying the sensations as well, as she moaned quietly with each stroke down on me. As I sucked her nipple, teasing it with my tongue and trying to keep her bouncing tit in my mouth her speed began picking up. With each stroke, she began thrusting down more forcefully, driving me up into her until my head smashed into her cervix. Up and down she rode, her tits soon bouncing wildly as I gave up trying to suck them, her bouncing increasing its rhythm until she was practically throwing her body down my shaft. I let my hand capture her nipples, her tits pulling against my grip with each thrust down onto my cock. I was soon doing everything I could to keep from filling her pussy with my cream, trying to hold back until she found that perfect amount of stimulation.
"Oh god. I'm going to cum," she suddenly squeaked as she continued to bounce wildly on me, her hips rocking with each thrust down, her pussy starting to spasm and clamp around me. I closed my eyes and tried to push off the inevitable, only to lose the battle after only a few dozen more strokes. My body jerked hard, firing the first jet of cum into her hot pussy the same time her body shuddered, and she slammed down on me. She ground her clit and pussy into me as hard as she could as her body shuddered and trembled. My dick pulsing and spurting cum deep into her with each new jerk of my body. She shuddered and cooed how good it felt, until finally collapsing against me, panting for breath. I held her against me as my dick subsided, only an occasional twitch to match her own body's fading tremors. We sat like that for some time before she sat back up and kissed me on my whisker covered lips. "Thank you Santa," she said quietly. "That was exactly what I have wanted for Christmas for a very long time."
"You're welcome Holly," I whispered, still a bit out of breath myself.
She smiled and stood up, using the towel to clean both of us up. I sat with my pants around my ankles and watched her dress. She seemed to be enjoying dressing slowly, giving me a view of her body from every angle as she put each piece of clothing on. She bent over to push her leaking pussy out at me, to show me my cum slowly oozing from her still occasionally clenching vagina as she stepped into her white bikini panties. She pulled them up her legs ever so slowly to give me plenty of opportunity to enjoy the view of my work. It was almost a disappointment when she straightened and turned to face me, putting on her bra and covering her very sexy breasts. Once she was fully dressed she knelt down and gave my dick a gentle kiss before helping me stand and pulling my pants up. Once we were both decent again, she hugged me as best she could with the fake belly pad on and kissed me softly on the lips. "I hope you play Santa again next year," she whispered before letting go and disappearing out the door. I walked back into my changing room and closed the door, taking a deep breath. That was an interesting but unexpected encounter. I could only hope now that no one noticed my absence.
"Santa, you have visitors." I heard Emily call.
I walked out and did my Santa routine for a little girl who's twenty something mother was tanning. After that things got slow, customer wise.
"So Santa, did she like her Christmas present?" Emily asked.
"Who?" I asked, trying to sound innocent.
"The naughty girl you spanked in the other room."
"You saw?" I asked incredulously.
"Uh huh." She nodded. "I saw her close the door with you inside, but it didn't latch so I snuck back and peeked through the crack. Santa sure does have a nice looking candy cane." She grinned. "I sure would like to see how it fits inside me!"
"Your mother might not appreciate it, and I'm sure my wife won't."
"I don't think either of them would appreciate what you already did," she said with an evil grin. "For a price, they won't ever know!"
Here it came, I was dead meat now. It was my own fault. I should have used my brain instead of my dick to think with. "What price is that?"
"I want you to fuck me," she said simply.
"Why?" I asked seriously
"Men are so dense!" she answered, shaking her head. "I've been trying to seduce you for almost two years. You just never seemed to get the picture. Don't you remember the time at the lake last year when we were riding in the boat and my tits bounced out of my bikini top?"
I did recall that. I tried my best not to look, since her mom was sitting in the boat right next to me. Fortunately, Lynn was looking back at the tubers we were pulling when I hit the big wake and one of Emilie's tits bounced out into plain sight. She seemed to take forever to notice it and put it back in. "I remember," I finally answered.
"It took me forever to get the strings just loose enough for that to happen. I really wanted you to see me. You walked right past the tent window while I was standing naked and you didn't see me."
"That still doesn't answer why," I said, still hoping there was a way out of this.
"Because I've had a crush on you for years, and after I broke up with my last boyfriend, I decided I wanted to have sex with you," she answered, almost as if it were an obvious fact as she walked over to the door and locked it and flipped the out to lunch sign. Then she walked towards the back of the shop, pulling me by the hand. Once she was around the corner, and out of sight of the windows, she let go of my hand and pulled her shirt off. Tossing her shirt aside, she unsnapped her shorts and let them fall to the floor as she walked barefoot down the hall, stepping out of them as she walked. She stepped into the last tanning room on the hallway and waited there for me, and turned to face me as I stepped in.
Her young body looked silky smooth and evenly tanned, without a single line to mar her big soft tits, each drooping slightly and causing her nipples to point slightly upward like little cocks begging to be sucked. Her dark pink areolae were round and puckered, covering a good quarter of the front of each breast. My eyes traveled down over her smooth firm looking stomach to her bare mound and completely shaved pussy, her round full outer lips peeking at me from between her creamy thighs.
"Now. I'm about to be a very, very naughty girl and I think Santa needs to give me a spanking," she said as she took my hand again and pulled me into the room and over to the chair, waiting for me to sit down.
I moved around her and she reached out and untied my pants and let them fall before I sat down. With a devilish little grin, she stepped beside me and then lay across my lap, pinning my quickly hardening dick between my legs and her stomach. I pulled off the white costume gloves and decided that if she wanted to be spanked, I would. I reached my right hand under her and held one of her large tits in my hand, squeezing her nipple between my fingers as I massaged the soft round breast. Without warning I swatted her ass hard, leaving a red mark on her butt. She yelped in pain but stayed bent over my lap. I rubbed across her butt gently stroking her whole butt before giving her other cheek a stinging swat.



"Oh god yes," she moaned as I rubbed her reddening behind. "Please, rub my pussy too, just like you did to her," she begged softly. I stroked across her smooth, now pink, ass and let my hand drift down, pressing my fingers between her legs, no longer really thinking about who this was, but just that she was hot and naked. I pressed my middle finger into her pussy, slowly pushing it as deep into her as I could, feeling her wet tunnel grip and caress my finger. I stroked my finger in and out of her slowly and was soon rewarded with a low moan. With my middle finger still buried deep inside her, I let my pointer finger find her clit and gently rub back and forth across the exposed nub.
"Oh fuck that's gooooood," she moaned to me as she wiggled her ass around, wiggling her firm young body against my rigid cock. After several minutes of this, I felt her hand slide between us and grasp my shaft, squeezing it and trying to stroke it between our pressed together bodies. Wanting more, I pulled my hand from her pussy and helped her stand up, steering her to straddle me. She aimed my dick at her pussy, rubbing my engorged head between her wet lips before slowly pressing herself down against it. She let more of her weight settle on me, building pressure on my mushroom head against the entrance to her tunnel until I suddenly slipped inside. With a soft moan, she allowed her body to slowly settle down on me, her incredibly tight pussy slowly engulfing my hard shaft as it expanded to accept the intruder.
She felt extremely tight around my rock hard dick, her tunnel squeezing me delightfully as she continued to wiggle and work herself down my shaft the last little bit. "Oh fuck yes," she moaned and cooed over and over until I felt my head push snugly to the end of her velvety wet recess. I leaned towards her as far as I could and undid the buckle behind me on the fake belly and pulled it off, tossing it aside. I wanted to give her more room in front of me as well as allow me better access to her nude body. I pulled my beard off and then cupped both her tits in my hands, gently hefting them and squeezing the soft orbs. I leaned my head to her left breast and eagerly sucked the nipple into my mouth. I had secretly fantasized about touching and sucking these tits for a long time but never really thought that I would ever touch them, let alone end up with her sitting on my cock. She started to slide up and down my shaft, allowing me to hold her nipple in my mouth as she did. I worked her nipple inside my mouth, rolling it on the roof of my mouth with my tongue and then flicking it back and forth quickly with the tip of my tongue, drawing a soft moan of appreciation from her.
"Oh god," I panted as I switched tits with my mouth, sucking her other turgid nipple into my mouth.
"OH YES!" she cried as she began sliding up and down my shaft more urgently. Her soft tight tunnel stroked my fat shaft, coaxing it even fatter and longer inside her. I released one of her tits to free my right hand and slipped it between us, letting her stroke her clit along my finger while she was bouncing up and down my shaft. She moaned loudly, and her ass slapped rhythmically against my thighs at the end of each stroke. Up and down she went, her body quickly starting to tremble and shake as she bounced more urgently on my lap. I could hear each stroke of her hot wet pussy make a soft squish as she slid down my shaft. Her soft moans grew louder, and she appeared to be less able to stifle them with her orgasm building to crash over her. I felt her hot wet depths start to squeeze me as her legs and arms started to tremble slightly, her bouncing never ceasing. Up and down she bounced, her body climaxing around my fat shaft and leaking her juices around our coupling. I let her continue to bounce until her orgasm had finally faded and then let my finger pull back so it no longer stroked her clit. I coaxed her to lift off my hard-on and stepped around her until I stood behind her. I bent her over the chair, quickly plunging my dick back into her exquisite pussy.
The rhythmic slapping of our skin was drowned out only by her moaning and crying out as I pounded my dick in and out of her wet puss, her own orgasm renewed with the almost feverish strokes I was driving into her. I felt my own climax building beyond any ability to hold back longer. Had it been anyone else, I doubted I could have come so quickly again, but somehow, it being Em, my body found renewed desire. With a sudden jerk, I thrust myself deep into hot depths pushing against her cervix while my dick was spurting cum deep into her. Pulse after pulse, my dick expanded and pumped my cum into her until there was nothing in the well left to pump. I stood behind her, panting, until she pulled off my softening cock. She straightened up and guiding me to sit down in the chair again. She quickly straddled me, pulling her body against mine, as I wrapped my arms around her nude form, pulling her body to mine and her tits against my bared chest between sides the gaping apart red coat.
We sat like that for some minutes before she moved her face to press against mine, whispering in my ear, "God that was worth waiting for. I hope we get to do that again some time."
"We'll see," I answered. "But right now, we better get things taken care of before we get caught."
"I suppose you're right," she said as she reluctantly got off my lap. She stepped out into the hall to pick up her clothes. "You can use the shower at the end of the hall," she called, pulling her shorts and shirt back on while I collected my clothes.
"Thanks," I answered, collecting my Santa suit parts and stepping to the room I'd used as a changing room. I dumped my stuff on the floor and stripped off the only thing remaining, my Santa suit top, and then headed for the shower, still completely naked.
I stepped into the small room and turned the water on in the shower stall as I pushed the door closed. I stood under the spray of warm water, my eyes closed, just enjoying the tingling spray, cooling off my sweating body. The water felt so good after being hot for so long that I didn't notice the door slowly pushed open by the air flow when the furnace kicked on. I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower in full view of the long hallway leading all the way to the front desk. I didn't even have time to pull a towel from the rack to dry off when a nice looking lady stopped dead in her tracks halfway down the hall, staring at my naked body.
After a rather long and awkward silence, the two of us staring at each other, she smiled and said, "Hell if I knew there was a strip show I would have brought some dollars." I blushed as I reached for a towel on the shelf and then covered myself with it, wrapping it around my body and tucking the end in to keep it in place. I could feel myself blushing, my ears burning as I walked down the hall towards her in nothing but the towel, headed for the room with my clothes. She stood in the hallway, leaning against the wall nonchalantly, almost right in front of the room where my clothes were. As I drew closer, she just leaned there watching me, practically leering at me as I approached, still aiming for the door to the room my clothes were in, and safety, so to speak.
"Can I get in there please?" I asked, the smile never leaving her face as I stepped almost right against her, hoping she'd understand that she was blocking the door I needed. After several seconds, she pushed off the wall and stepped back one step, giving my hand room to reach the door, but barely enough room for me get past her. I reached for the door knob and pushed it open, trying to squeeze past her and into the room. I started to slip past her, my body practically rubbing against hers, her dress covered tits pressing against my chest, as she intentionally blocked my path. I felt her grab the end of my towel and hold it, the towel pulling it off me as I stepped deeper into my room. Embarrassed and completely exposed again, I tried to cover my dick with one hand while I turned to quickly close the door behind me.
I sat down hard on the chair breathing heavily and not quite understanding why I was suddenly getting another hard-on. I hadn't ever thought of myself as an exhibitionist, but somehow, I was quite turned on at the look on her face and the obvious approval of how my own body looked to her. Nervously I got up and stepped to the door, opening it a little and peeking out to see if she was gone. To my surprise, she was sitting in the tanning room across from me, facing my door, just waiting, almost as if she were expecting me to come back out again. Brazenly, I opened the door the rest of the way, my hardening dick sticking out at an angle. I let her look for several seconds and then stepped back to where my Santa suit was. I began dressing back into the red outfit, leaving my pants and boots for last, checking every so often to see what she was doing. I was not surprised to see her still sitting and watching, but I was surprised to see her legs spread and her short dress pulled up to her waist. She was busy, with her panties around one ankle, stroking her pussy as she watched me. I pulled my pants on, and then stepped into my boots, letting my pants fall back around my boots when I was done, leaving me practically naked below my waist. I sat down in the chair, my hard dick sticking up from my lap, and motioned to her to come to me. I wasn't surprised when she got up and walked across the hall to me.
"So, do you want to sit on Santa's lap too?" I asked her as she stared at my dick sticking up at her.
"Oh yes Santa. That would be very nice," she said, pretending to be a little girl. She moved over and bent over me with her butt, holding her dress up. She reached between her legs and grasped my cock, aiming my dick at her pussy as she lowered her ass down toward me. I felt my cock rub against and then press between her wet lips as she sat down on me. With my cock fully engulfed by her pussy, she twisted herself around until her legs hung off one side of my lap.
"So, what would you like for Christmas?" I asked as I slipped a hand between her legs which she readily spread for me.
"I do enjoy long hard things," she said in a sultry voice as I stroked her tiny tuft of hair above her pussy and then worked my way down to her clit. "Uh," she grunted as I found her clit and stroked it once. "I like that too," she grunted as I started rubbing her clit in small circles. "I like that a lot," she panted as I continued to work her clit while she wiggled around on my dick. She caught me off guard with the suddenness of her climax, her whole body shuddering and shaking for several seconds before she sagged against me. "Does this make me a bad girl?" she asked when she could speak again.
"I don't think so," I answered.
"Oh good," she said as she got up, pulling off my dick with a slurping sound. She walked across my tanning room and across the hall to the other room. She left the door standing open as she pulled her dress off, leaving her in only her bra. She unsnapped that and then tossed it aside, her modest sized breasts poking out at me as she stood grinning at me for several seconds. I continued to watch while she picked up a bottle of tanning oil and began coating her body with it, taking special care to give me a good view of either her tits or pussy the whole time. Finally, she winked and closed the door between us.
"Well that was pretty hot," Emily said as she stepped into the doorway.
"What was?" I asked as I pulled up my pants.
"That little show."
"Oh," I said "Well, I'm all ready again."
"I can tell," she said, "but Santa time is over. We don't have any more appointments for now, soooo...you can get undressed if you want."
"Oh, ok."
"Do you want some help getting all that back off?" she asked quietly. "She's the only one in here now, so I have the time if you want."
"Why not," I answered, shrugging my shoulders, knowing exactly what she intended.
She grinned and quickly began pulling my clothes off, followed by her own. She pulled the chair around and bent over, sticking her butt out at me. "Any time you want," she said over her shoulder.
I stepped behind Emily and pushed my dick into her slowly, giving her wet pussy time to expand around me. I started stroking into her, our skin slapping together rhythmically as I pumped in and out of her, my hands reaching for and finding her soft young tits as they swung under her chest. With my back to the door, I didn't hear her come in, but I felt her arms slide around me, squeezing my nipples first and then move lower, stroking my hips and ass. I felt her hands move and her body move closer, my ass bumping against her body as she stood only inches behind me.
Emily looked back at me and saw the lady behind me as well. I half expected her to cry out or something, but instead she smiled and gripped the chair tighter as she closed her eyes. I continued to plunge into her pussy, feeling her soft vaginal walls twitching around my cock as her orgasm inched closer with each stroke. Her climax was a surprise when it finally exploded around my dick, her pussy spasming and her whole body jerking and shaking as she cried softly. Feeling her pussy clenching and milking my plunging cock was more than my overly stimulated cock could withstand. I felt the tingle in my balls spread up my cock, the flow of cum bubbling up until it forcefully surged into her pussy. The two of us stood, my cock pulsing and squirting cum deep inside her, my mind fogged with pleasure.
Even before my body finished filling Em's pussy, the lady pulled me back, quickly turning me around as she knelt down, catching the last few feeble squirts on her tits. She leaned her face toward my cock, sucking it into her mouth and licking and sucking the remaining cum from within me and the cum off me. She licked and slurped for several minutes while Em turned and sat in the chair, her legs spread wide, watching the two of us as she gently caressed her leaking pussy. The woman finally stood up and kissed me sensuously, sharing my own taste with me.
She pulled her lips from mine and leaned towards me, pressing her naked body against mine, her cheek pressing to mine. She whispered softly into my ear, "Thank you. This was a very pleasant change from shopping. I hope you're here tomorrow too." Then she stepped back, reached to the hook on the wall behind the door and pulled her dress on without bothering with putting her bra or panties on. She stepped into her shoes and hanging her bra and panties on my shoulder with a wink. "You can give those back tomorrow," she said before stepping out of the door. I shook my head at the situation I'd found myself in and the insinuation of her wanting more tomorrow. I started pulling my clothes on while Emily sat in the chair watching me dress, her fingers still teasing her own pussy, smearing my cum around her lips as I leaked from her. She waited to dress until I was dressed, only then putting on her clothes and covering her sexy body.
We hadn't been dressed all that long when Lynn walked in. "I met a customer on the way out. She hoped Santa would be back tomorrow too, that she enjoyed her gift. Do you know what she was talking about?"
"I have no idea," Emily said from where she was crouched on the floor packing the costume up. I just shrugged.
"Oh well," Lynn said as she walked out of the room to the front desk. Emily grinned up at me and blew me a kiss before standing up and walking out. I had a hunch she wasn't done with me yet.
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Sylvia was my high school sweetheart. She was tall, gorgeous, intelligent, sweet, and loving. Everything I had been taught to look for in a girl. We dated throughout high school and, as everyone expected, we married shortly after graduation. We had embarked on what we expected to be our own fairytale life.
To many of our peer's dismay and chiding, we managed to both still be virgins on the night of our wedding. In great anticipation on both our parts, we finally had sex for the first time, somewhat clumsily, but enjoyable nonetheless, on our first night of the rest of our lives. And a second time and a third time and several more times the next day. Sex was perfect, life was perfect, everything was perfect.
Off we went a few weeks later to college, and the first of our many arguments. We of course made up in bed, several times. But one argument led to another to another. We always made up but we also always seemed to find another argument. We told ourselves that after the stress of college was gone things would get so much better, so for six years we both struggled through it, putting up with the arguing and making up until we could finally move on to a much more stable and comfortable life.
It should have been no surprise, but it was to us, that things didn't get better after college. I was a slob, which she hated. She couldn't cook, which I hated. She was perpetually late, which when we were younger didn't bother me, but now did. I was always wanting to be early which only frustrated us both more. There was no doubt we loved each other. At night in bed, things were fantastic. Sex was fantastic. We explored and learned, but inevitably morning came and the friction of the night before changed to a different kind of friction.
The opportunity for a big promotion came for her, but with a stipulation. She was going to have to move to New York. It was a move that I had no interest in making. I had grown up a small town boy and living out in the country was all I knew. Even now, as an engineer for a huge corporation we were able to live in a wonderful country setting. The discussion was surprisingly short. I did love her, and I wanted her to be successful, but it looked like success was going to take her down a path I wasn't willing to follow.
I suppose that if things had been better, if our daily life had been better, that a different decision would have come, but in the end, it was my choice. I encouraged her to take the job. She did, and a month after moving out we agreed to file for divorce. The judge that signed the final papers probably wondered what was wrong with us, because instead of angry faces at the last, our final moment of being married was a very passionate kiss.
So how do you move on from something like this? We both knew that our love wasn't enough. There was a lot more to a successful life with a partner than just love and sex. I decided to take a big swing, so to speak, and changed jobs as well. I packed up and moved from the big corporation in the middle of nowhere to a relatively small company on the edge of a moderately sized Midwestern town.
The whole environment was different in the company. Although they had a couple hundred employees, they still wanted it to have a family feel. And it did. Before long I had a whole new bunch of friends, mostly from work, but a few that I met through associations from work. I found a small house in the country and settled in to my new life. The one thing that I found lacking was having the affections of a woman.
My wife and I were still friendly and talked on the phone frequently, both of us finding it hard to start dating again in our thirties. But we talked and encouraged each other. At first, dates were with women that I met in bars. Not that I was a particularly big drinker, but at least there were women my age that were single. The most common came from what I call honky-tonk bars. Cowboy hats, line dancing, cowboy boots and mini-skirts were the dress of the day. Quite a few of these led to one night stands and on occasion several night stands. But the bar scene wasn't me. I loved the outdoors and photography. Didn't much matter what, but if it was outdoors, I loved it. Camping, fishing, hunting, hiking, you name it, I was up to try it. Denise, a sexy young thing I picked up in a bar hit it off well with me. She seemed to like the outdoors as much as I did.
We spent several weekends camping and breaking in my new boat. I kind of thought it had some potential, but alas, at twenty-seven she wasn't quite done sowing her wild oats, and when I stopped by her apartment one day unannounced, I found her riding bareback on some cowboy that didn't even have the decency to take his hat off for a girl.
Back to the drawing board.
It was a Saturday afternoon. Shopping day. I had my list and was at my favorite grocery store. Yes, I did have a favorite store. While Sylvia couldn't burn a paper bag, I on the other hand was a VERY good cook. I loved to cook. I just didn't love cleaning up after myself. Anyway, there I was, standing in the pasta aisle looking at the different jars of marinara sauce, trying to decide if I should actually buy a premade sauce or make my own. I barely noticed her. She was rather petite and unassuming in the baggy gray sweat suit. In fact, I barely even noticed that she was standing next to me as I reached for a jar, the exact same jar she happened to be reaching for. I grabbed at the bottom while she wrapped her fingers around the lid.
Both of us, suddenly realizing we were holding someone else's jar, let go. I saw the jar start to fall from the shelf, and reached for it again to save it from smashing on the floor. She did the same, both of us missing the jar but instead bumping heads in the attempt. We stood back up, rubbing our bruised noggins and laughing. It was the first time I'd had a good laugh in weeks. We exchanged a few words of apology and went on with our respective shopping.
After figuratively bumping into her in several more aisles, we somehow ended up in the same checkout line next to each other. Taking this as a boot in the pants from fate, I suggested that maybe we could share a bite of lunch. Twenty minutes later we were sitting across from each other at a Subway, having finally exchanged names, discussing the usual life kinds of things, like are you single, and are you seeing anybody? Fortunately for me , Crystal answered no to all those important questions, so I suggested a dinner to get even more acquainted.
"So, Michael, where would you suggest?" Crystal asked, a little glint of mischief in her eye, the corners of her mouth turned up in a pleasant little grin.
"Well, actually, I was going to suggest my place," I answered.
"Oh really?" she asked, an eyebrow going up but the smile not leaving her face.
"I didn't mean it that way!" I replied quickly, blushing for some reason. "I just meant that, well I enjoy cooking and I thought maybe I'd cook. No point in paying fifty bucks for a meal that I can make myself."
"Mmmmm he cooks?" she said to no one. "Tell you what. I always go dutch the first date, but since this is an unusual date, how about a deal. You cook this one and I'll cook the next?"
"You know that pretty much locks us into two dates," I said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, it kinda does, doesn't it? Well, we'll just have to hope that the first one goes well, won't we?"
"It would seem so," I agreed.
"So, I usually don't ask this, it's asked of me, but...can I get your address?"
"Huh? Oh God yes," I said, rolling my eyes at my own stupidity. I used a napkin and wrote my address and a small line map of how to get to my house and slid it over to her. "How about six thirty tomorrow?"
"Sounds like a date," she said with a smile.
We finished eating and each went our separate ways.
The next evening found me working away in the kitchen, my spaghetti sauce bubbling gently, having been simmering for several hours. Dinner was parmesan eggplant, grilled Italian sausage and linguini, with of course my homemade sauce. She just struck me as more of a low meat sort rather than steak and potatoes. I'd barely finished changing into a pair of Dockers and a button down sport shirt when the doorbell rang. I dropped down the stairs of my two story, taking them two at a time and ending up at the front door after only the second ring of the bell.
To say I was shocked wouldn't even begin to cover my reaction. Standing at the door was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She was slender, about five and a half feet tall, her hips and ass curving gently to a thin waist which flowed up gracefully to her full round breasts. The red dress she had on clung to her like a second skin from the middle of her thighs to just below her breasts. The belt around her middle separated the skintight lower portion from the two red silk triangles covering the front of her full round chest. The triangles were held in place over each breast by a variety of strips of red ribbon and small round string ties over her shoulders and to a red collar around her neck. The straps and ties apparently extended around her sides and across her back as well. The effect was to leave everything down the center, between her full, round creamy tits from the red satin collar to the belt completely open to my view. She had on red stockings, and four inch red heels. Her long blonde hair was parted on her right side, a portion hanging down on that side of her, with the bulk of her hair trailing down over her left shoulder in a loose braid that ended in several trailing wisps just below her left breast.
I stood there staring, wondering for a moment if this were the same woman that I ate lunch with only the day before.
"So are you going to invite me in?" she asked softly, her lips turned up in a smile.
"Um, yeah, as soon as I scrape my jaw up off the ground," I answered, stepping back and letting her walk in past me.
The red strings did indeed hold the dress together, her back bare except for the strings from the red collar down to just above the curve of her backside. "I'd take your coat, but fortunately for me Spring has sprung and it's warm enough to not need one."
"Fortunately for you?"
"Uh huh. I'd hate to have this view destroyed by a coat," I answered as I closed the door behind her.
"Well now, that is an interesting compliment. You don't mind if I return one, do you?"
"I wasn't fishing for one, but I won't turn one down."
"Good. Because I have to say, you fill those slacks out quite nicely," said with a little smirk.
I looked down and could see that the view had certainly made an impression and my quickly hardening cock was bulging out my Dockers significantly. "Uh, yeah. Sorry about that," I mumbled.
"Don't be sorry. It's a compliment that can't be faked," she said as she stood in the hallway, waiting.
"Well, come on back," I said, offering my hand to her, which she took. I led her down the hall to the large kitchen at the back of the house and then into the dining room. The bay window looked out over the valley behind my house, the setting sun casting shadows on the now greening trees as it sunk lower in the sky.
"My, this is some view," she said, looking out the bay window, across the patio and beyond. "Is all that yours?"
"Oh heavens no. It's mostly government land. Other than the occasional deer and turkey hunter, it's practically mine. For some reason it seems to get very little use."
"It's still a spectacular view." She said looking at the three mile long valley I considered to be my back yard.
"So the land on either side of you?"
"Farms. I only have this little forty acre plot."
"Little?"
"Compared to the sixteen thousand acres of state forest land behind me? Yeah, little."
"If you say so. Nice patio!"
"Thanks. I didn't build the house, but the patio, that was my creation. Couldn't stand that poured concrete. I think the flagstone looks a lot more rustic."
"Hmmm good with your hands, can cook, and has a nice cock. This date is already looking up!" she said with a smile, looking down at my pants.
I rolled my eyes and blushed before having to head back to the kitchen. Saved by the beeper! I put the linguini in to cook and poured two glasses of wine, carrying them out to where she still stood by the window.
"You know, when you come to my place you're going to be disappointed. I don't have anything of a view that's this fantastic!" she said honestly.
"On the contrary, I think the view is quite fantastic!" I said handing her the wine glass and looking down at her body.
"Thank you, sir," she said with a rather demure smile. "I see you have a hot tub out back too."
"Uh huh. It's always on. I've been known to sit out there on a winter night and watch it snow from the comfort of my steaming hot tub."
"It looks big!"
"Actually, it came with the house. It's big enough for at least six people, but I've never had more than two in it."
"Hmmm, for a minute I thought maybe you were into a little bit of kink there."
"Huh? Oh, no," I said, blushing again.
"You are sooooo damn cute when you blush like that. I just can't help myself," she said, reaching out and wrapping an arm around my waist and pulling my hip to hers. "I was just teasing. But you never know. Maybe someday you'll have more than one woman in there at a time."
"With my dating history, I rather doubt it. Women don't exactly flock to me."
"That's because you're bashful. From what I can tell, there isn't a thing wrong with you," she said as the beeper in the kitchen started going off again.
"Ahh. Dinner is done. Please, make yourself at home. I'll be busy for a few more minutes and then we can eat."
"With pleasure," she said, letting her hand slide across my butt as she unlooped it from my waist.
I scurried back to the kitchen and went to work putting the final touches on the serving plates before carrying them out to set on the table. I lit the candles on the table, dimmed the lights, turned on the soft music low in the background and then called Crystal. She walked in from the living room and I held the chair for her as she sat down at the table.
"Wow, this looks every bit as good as a restaurant!" she said enthusiastically.
"Glad you approve. I hope you also approve of my menu selections."
"If it's as good tasting as it is good looking, without a doubt!" she said as I sat down across from her.
We were quiet for the next few minutes as we dished dinner onto our plates and began to eat. She looked alternately at me and then out at the orange horizon as the sun slowly sunk in the western sky, making the few clouds look like they were on fire behind me.
"So you like to take pictures?" she asked conversationally.
"Uh huh. I guess you noticed my gallery in the living room."
"I did. At first, I thought they were all purchased prints until I realized they had your name embossed on the corners. Some of them are...well, spectacular!"
"Which one did you like the best?"
"The sunrise over the waterfall. It looks so peaceful and calm. Not like real life, but more...restful. How did you get a picture like that anyway?"
"Well, I hiked twelve miles out into the woods during a rainstorm and camped overnight so that when the sun came up, the spring rain would still be running off the cliff face."
"Wow. How did you manage to time it like that?"
"To be honest? I had to try seven times before conditions were just right."
"You hiked out there seven times, just for one picture?"
"Well, yes and no. I never take just one picture. The lightning picture was on one of those trips."
"You mean that one with the lightning hitting the lone tree down in the valley?"
"Uh huh."
"Weren't you worried about getting hit by lightning?"
I smiled at her and chuckled. "Not really. I was hiding my scared ass inside a cave at the time."
She laughed as well. I could see her eyes spending much more time on me now that the sun had gone down, and what I saw was an expression of both interest and appreciation.
"You know, I don't think I complimented you on this meal yet. It's every bit as good as those pictures you take. I can tell you have a good grasp of arts. But then photographers usually do."
"That's just a hobby. I'm actually an engineer."
"Ahhhh, that makes sense. Math and art are often connected."
"Yeah, I've heard that," I answered. "Would you care for some dessert?"
"But of course. I wouldn't dream of completing a meal like this without something special."
I nodded and got up, heading to the kitchen. It only took thirty seconds to finish the dessert I had already made, heating the hot fudge in the microwave and pouring it over the small round chocolate cake I had made. A scoop of vanilla ice cream dropped into the now fudge filled depression in the cakes and it was ready to go.
"Here you go," I said as I set one in front of her.
"Ohhh my. This looks decadent!"
"Not too many calories for your figure, I hope," I said suddenly concerned.
"I don't think so. I'm planning on working it off later."
"A little time in the gym tonight? I can understand that. I've got a workout room upstairs. I have to stay fit or I can't make those treks into the woods."
"I bet," she said as she scooped some of the dessert on the spoon and ate it. "Oh my! This is scrumptious!"
"Glad you like it," I answered with a grin, digging into my own.
We finished our dessert and she helped me clear the table, putting the dishes in the sink. "This is the one part I really hate, cleaning up after myself," I said with a chuckle.
"You do have a fair amount of dirty dishes in here, don't you?" she said, looking around my now cluttered kitchen counters. "I'd be happy to help you, if you'd like."
"Well, I'd love to say yes, but this is my mess, and it's supposed to be a date and I'd HATE to ruin such a gorgeous dress."
"Yes, it is your mess, but it is my offer, and yes it is a date, which means you're supposed to do what your date wants, and as far as the dress...easily solved!" she answered, reaching behind her neck and unfastening the red collar. I stood and stared as she peeled the maze of straps down over her arms, the triangles covering her breasts falling away as she did so, exposing her round pink areola and quickly hardening pink nipples. She continued to peel the dress down her body, the material half sliding and half rolling as she dropped the top and started pushing the belt down, wiggling her hips to work the snug material over her butt and hips. The red dress, finally free of her butt, slid to the floor around her ankles, leaving her in nothing but a very tiny red bikini panty with little black hearts stitched into the satin material, red stockings, held up by an equally red and lacy garter belt, and her red heels. Above her waist she was now completely naked, her full round breasts standing firm and round, with only a slight bit of droop, causing her nipples to turn slightly upward.
"Wow!" I mumbled as I stared at her spectacular body. "Not bashful, that's for sure," I said to myself as she stood, allowing me to take in the sight. She waited exactly three of my pounding heartbeats before she stepped out of the dress, picked it up and stepped to one of the chairs at the kitchen bar and hung it over the back. Turning back to face me, she stepped towards me and reached for the front of my shirt, slowly unbuttoning it, one button at a time.
"No point in ruining such a nice shirt," she said as she worked her fingers down the buttons one at a time, making her way down to where my shirt disappeared into my belt. With a grin, and looking into my eyes rather than what her hands were doing, she began undoing my belt. "And spaghetti sauce on these pants would be a horrible stain to get out."




"Uh huh," I said dumbly as she undid the front of my pants and let them slide down around my ankles. One hand went back to the buttons of my shirt while the other slipped under it and rubbed my rock hard cock through my briefs, at least the part that was still covered.
"Mmmmmm look at this," she said as the shirt finally spread apart, the buttons all undone. "Bikini briefs, and oh so much of you sticking out too," she said as she let her palm slide across the material of my briefs and then across the couple inches of cock that had pushed its way out the top waistband.
"Ohhhh," I groaned softly as she pushed the front of my briefs down, exposing my whole cock to her eager hands.
"Tell you what. Why don't you let me finish undressing you, and then you can finish undressing me, and we'll go play in the hot tub before we do these dishes. What do you say? Sound like fun?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned as she sunk to her knees in front of me without waiting for an answer. I looked down and saw her aim my cock at her face and lean forward, engulfing it with her hot mouth while her hands pushed my briefs down. Her head bobbed slowly on and off my cock as her hands worked on my shoes, finally getting them loose and pulling my pants down off my feet. It didn't take long for her to have me completely naked as she stayed squatted in front of me, her mouth sliding on and off my cock.
"Now that's dessert!" she said as she pulled her face from my cock and stood up. "Your turn."
I took one look at her and knew exactly what I wanted to do. She couldn't have weighed more than a hundred pounds as I picked her up and sat her on the edge of the breakfast bar. I lifted both legs in the air, causing her to lean back and catch herself with her elbows on the counter. With a grin, I unbuckled the red shoes, pulling them off one at a time and dropping them to the floor. I slowly kissed my way up her leg, the red silk stocking the only thing between my mouth and her soft skin. I kissed my way all the way up to her satin panty covered pussy and gently kissed her there, making sure to breathe through the fabric to tease her with my hot breath. I let my hands roam to the clips of the garter belt and flicked each open, letting the elastic snap back up towards her waist.
"Oh God you're a tease!" she moaned loudly as I started rolling one of her stockings down her leg, following the rolled material with my lips, kissing every few inches.
"I'm glad you think so," I answered as I pulled the stocking off her foot and dropped it to the floor, turning to repeat the process on the other leg.
"Uh huh. God damn you're making me soooo fucking horny!" she moaned as I worked the other stocking down, leaving her in nothing but the garter belt and panty. I stood upright between her legs, my rock hard cock pressing against her panties as I reached my hands up to her chest, gently squeezing her big round breasts, my thumbs teasing back and forth across her nipples. "You gonna stand there all day? Or are you going to take my panties off?" she gasped as I stroked my cock up and down her panty covered lips, my hands still busy on her chest.
"You in a hurry?"
"I wasn't, but I'm getting that way," she moaned as she tried to rock her hips and grind herself against my cock.
With a grin, I let my hands slide down to her hips, my fingers winding into her garter belt and the top of her panties. She hooked her ankles on my shoulder and lifted her ass off the counter to allow me to slide the material free from her body. She lifted her legs straight in the air in front of me so I could push her panties up her legs and off, leaving her now as naked as I was. She spread her legs again and hooked them around me, pulling me with her heels towards her pussy again.
"So are you gonna stick it in me or just tease the fuck out of me?" she moaned as I let my cock slide up between her fat round lips and her protruding inner lips.
"I don't know. You want me to do more than tease you?"
"We may never get that second date if you don't," she moaned, trying to rock her hips more.
"Well, I definitely want that second date," I answered, pulling myself back slightly and pushing my cock down so the head split her wet lips. I continued to press my cock down, angling it lower until I felt my head engage into the entrance to her tunnel.
"OHHHH MY GOD!" she groaned loudly as she pulled hard with her heels, forcing the two of us together and pushing my rock hard member deep into her hot waiting tunnel.
"Oh damn," I groaned as my head pressed against her cervix, her sopping pussy having taken all of me inside her until her clit was pressed against my pubic hairs.
"Fuck me Michael. Fuck me hard!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I started sliding in and out of her, my mushroom head teasing her velvety walls and her tight wet tunnel caressing the whole of my shaft. In and out I slid, my thighs slapping loudly against her bare ass, her tits bouncing and rolling with each impact. I slid my hands up her body and captured her tits, moving my fingers to pinch and roll her nipples while I continued to pound into her. "I think I'm going to come!" I groaned in warning, the recent lack of sex and the teasing she had already done having well primed the pump, so to speak.
"Yeah, me too. God damn you feel so good. Just come when you're ready. I'll be along shortly."
I pulled one hand down from her breast and pressed my thumb on the hard nub protruding from the juncture of her lips. I began to draw circles with my thumb, pressing down and rolling her hard clit around and around, drawing gasp of surprise and pleasure from her. Her legs began to tremble and shake around me as I plunged into her over and over again, her cries growing louder with each passing second.
I felt her pussy contract around me just before my own body let go, a strong spasm pushing my hips forward and driving my cock deep into her as the first surge of cum flowed up my shaft and erupted inside her. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her own body responded to the surge of hot cum, clenching around me and causing her body to spasm and buck. Each new shot of cum into her seemed to draw a similar response, her body jerking and twitching strongly around my cock.
My cock seemed to shoot up into her forever, but I'm sure in reality it was only a few short seconds. As my cock subsided its flood of cum into her, she pushed herself up, wrapping an arm around my neck and pulling herself against me. "Ohhhh God. I can't remember the last time I came so fucking hard. God damn you fuck good!"
"Glad I could please."
"Please? My God. That was more than please, trust me," she said as she held herself against me, panting softly.
I stood there for almost two minutes, our hands slowly stroking each other's backs and butts, at least what I could reach, before she whispered, "How about we test out that hot tub and finish these dishes later?"
"You still gonna do 'em naked?"
"Sweetie, if doing dishes naked gets me this kind of sex, I'll do your dishes naked every day!" she said with a little giggle.
"Careful, I may take you up on that."
"And me you," she whispered.
I eased back out of her, my softened cock pulling from her and unleashing a small flood of our combined cum to leak from her and drip to the floor. I eased her off the short counter and took her by the hand, leading her to the sliding door and out onto the patio in the cool spring night.
"You don't have to worry about anyone seeing you out here, do you?" she asked as I folded the cover back on the hot tub and slipped it off the side.
"Nope. Pretty secluded," I said as I turned the water jets on and then stepped over the side into the hot water.
"So if someone wanted to make love to you right out here, no one would ever even see, would they?"
"Why, worried someone might see you naked?" I asked as I held a hand out for her.
"Me? That's a laugh," she said with a slight frown. "Just thinking out loud."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Thinking that I want to get you hard again and then ride your fantastic cock until you come. What do you think about that!"
"I think it's a fantastic idea," I said as I sunk down into the water, drawing her down with me and pulling her on top of me as I reclined back in one of the seats.
"Mmmmmmm so it is," she whispered. "Now, you just lay back and let me play with you for a while."
"My pleasure," I answered as she leaned her face towards mine for a long, slow sensual kiss like I'd never quite had before.
She spent the better part of half an hour teasing me, not that it took anywhere near that long to get me hard again, but just having a good time teasing me, and herself as well. She rubbed her tits and pussy all over my body, letting me suck them each before finally sinking down one final time and impaling herself on my cock.
"Ohhhh God," I groaned as she worked in short little strokes, forcing more and more of my rock hard shaft up into her as her body lubricated me. She sat upright in the water, her tits above the water level and began to bounce herself in slow motion up and down my shaft, each stroke jamming me deep inside and her ass bouncing on my thighs.
"Jesus you have a fantastic cock," she moaned.
"You make that sound like you've had a lot to compare to," I grunted quietly.
"More than I'd like to admit. How about you?"
"A few lately, only one before that."
"Married?"
"Ten years," I answered
"How come?"
"We loved each other."
"No the divorce. I presume that's what it was."
"Uh huh. We loved each other."
"Seems like a silly reason to get divorced," she panted as she bounced faster, her tits bouncing up and down on her chest as I tried to contain them with my hands.
"We loved each other, but living with each other just wasn't working."
"Can't believe she let this get away," Crystal panted, her voice quavering slightly as she continued riding up and down my shaft.
"Uh huh," I grunted in response.
"She was your first, wasn't she?" she said, looking down at me.
"Yep."
"I can tell," she said as she slowed down and sat on me, wiggling her hips around. "Sorry, I didn't mean to bring up a painful subject."
"Yeah, it's alright," I answered as she sat on my lap in the swirling water.
"My first was when I was only eighteen. Johnny Eddie. We did it in the back of his dad's Chevy parked out in the corner of a parking lot after a movie one night."
"Doesn't sound too romantic."
"It wasn't. Two young kids fumbling around in the dark. He damn near came before he even got into me."
"Did you? Come I mean?"
She laughed softly. "No. It was rather disappointing. I expected it to be so much more than it was at the time. It got better over time, but still, lots of times I have to help things along. Not too many guys can give me a good orgasm."
"That's too bad. You sound like you've had a lot of partners."
"More than I'd like actually. I'm looking for someone like...well, like you and your wife were. Someone to love and be with. I think in the end that's what all women want."
"So why is it so hard, for you I mean?"
"My job mostly."
"Jobs can interfere," I said.
"How about you Michael? Want me to be your true love?"
"Well, I could certainly get used to the sex, and well in the looks department, you get all six stars."
"Only six?"
"It's a five star scale sweetie."
"Ohhhh, I see."
"I don't know. We've hit it off pretty well, and I'm not opposed to seeing where things go. I mean you seem to be a nice sweet loving woman," I said with a shrug.
"I wouldn't say many men have called me any of those labels," she said quietly.
I reached up to her shoulders and pulled her down towards me and gently kissed her on the lips, her own kiss returning soft and tender. "That doesn't feel like the kiss of anything but a sweet loving woman."
"You're a dreamer Michael," she said as she moved her cheek next to mine and began rocking her hips again. My cock starting to harden inside her again. "But a dreamer with a dreamy cock."
"You're not too bad yourself. You feel fantastic and you look even better. God with a body like that, you could be a stripper and make a mint," I groaned as she rode me.
She suddenly stopped moving on me. I heard her sigh softly, her breath almost stuttering a little. Without a word she pushed herself up off me, climbed out of the tub and practically ran to the house. I climbed out of the tub and walked quickly towards the kitchen door, just seeing her naked ass disappear down the front hall, her dress and shoes in her hands. I heard the front door slam and stood there, wondering just what I'd said. I looked at the floor and saw her red panties laying there, all that was left of her after what started out to be such a good evening. Hell, I'd even started to think that I might ask her to spend the night.
I didn't hear from Crystal for almost a week. I still wasn't sure what I said that scared her away, but it had to be something. It was a shame too, because we were hitting it off pretty damn well. Fortunately, I did finally hear from her, and received an invitation to our second date. She apologized or leaving so abruptly while I was trying to apologize for scaring her off.
"It wasn't anything you did. I just needed to get something figured out in my head. You're a nice guy and I don't want you to end up hurt."
"Why would I get hurt?" I asked.
"Hold that question until tonight. I promise I'll answer it after dinner."
"Okay. Tell me where you live and I'll come over."
"No, don't. I have a different idea. I'll pick you up at seven, okay?"
"Sure if it's important to you."
"It is," she said in almost a whisper on the phone. "I'll be by at seven."
"See you then."
At seven sharp she pulled into the driveway. She was just getting out of the car when I stepped out into the night. "Wow, you look gorgeous," I said as she walked towards me in a brown minidress that had a gold zipper running from her neck down to the hem.
"Thanks. You look pretty wonderful yourself," she said as she stepped up to me. "Michael, you're a really wonderful guy..."
"Thanks..." I started to reply.
"Shhh. Let me," she said lifting her fingers to my lips. "You're a really wonderful guy and you deserve to know all about me before we get too serious. So I want you to just keep an open mind and not say anything until I ask, okay?"
"Why?"
"Please, just promise," she asked, an urgent look on her face.
"Okay. I won't say a word until you ask," I promised.
"Good," she said leaning in and giving me a long, wet seductive kiss. "That's just so you know that, well, for once I've met a guy I care about enough to do this. Okay?"
"Okay," I answered in confusion.
"Good. Come on," she said, leading me to the car. She let go of my hand and I walked around and got into her little Honda on the passenger side. She was silent as she drove down the two lane highways, skirting around town instead of going through it. She finally turned off the highway onto what was little more than a paved driveway that wound around behind a building.
"So where are we?" I asked curiously as she turned off the car and started to get out.
"Where I work," she said curtly, coming around the car to take my hand. "Remember no questions, okay?"
"Sure," I said with a shrug as she led me up to a small glass door in the back of the building. The door was opened from the inside by a burly giant of a man. I'd seen big, but this guy could play linebacker in the NFL.
"Evnin' Crystal!" he said pleasantly as Crystal stepped through the door.
"Hi Evan. Do me a favor and take Michael out to table two. It's reserved for him."
"Sure thing. Come with me please," the burly man said as he headed down a long dark corridor. I followed, as if I was going to say no to him. At the end of the hall he opened a door and led me out into a scene I hadn't expected. I recognized the décor. Raised stages with gleaming silver poles, men sitting around the perimeter of the stages and around tables all set to be able to look up at the young women gyrating on the poles. At the moment, a tall thin brunette was practically naked, swinging herself around the pole in the middle of the largest stage, her nude body bending and twisting to show off her pussy and tits as she twirled around and lifted herself up on the pole.
She soon moved to the perimeter of the stage, her nude body humping an imaginary figure, allowing the men sitting around the stage to get a good close-up of her nude pussy spread before them.
Evan led me across the room to a table in front of the stage. "Drinks are on the house if you want them. Enjoy the show," he said before retreating back to the door we had come through.
I sat down and watched the end of the performance, the young woman moving to sit at the edge of the stage with her legs in the air, the men's faces inches from her exposed pussy as she wiggled and squirmed her way around in front of all of them, some of them reaching out to tuck bills under the gold chain around her waist before she moved on to the next customer. A few minutes more and she pulled herself up from the stage, picked up her clothes, and with a bow, disappeared behind the curtain at the back of the stage.
I sat and tried to understand why Crystal had brought me to this place.
"And next the incomparable Velvet!" the speakers blared before a young blonde came out on stage. She couldn't be more than twenty or twenty-two, her thin curvaceous body encased in a soft white, semi-see-through dress that came down to the middle of her thigh but also had a split from her bellybutton up to her neck, showing a strip of cleavage that was tantalizing at the least. As she spun, I could see she had wings on, her impression of an angel I guessed. She strutted on her heels to the pole and did a number of twirls and swirls around it, lifting and spinning herself delightfully, her legs protruding out toward the crowd so that they could look up her skirt all the way to the tiny white thong. I never even saw her wings disappear, my eyes were so drawn to the panty, almost see-through, but not quite
She slid down the silver pole and then strutted around the stage, her fingers toying with the single clasp between her breasts that seemed to hold the dress from simply sliding apart over her full round tits. One moment it was closed and another it was open, to the energetic whistles and cheering of the men lining the edge of the stage. She continued to strut, the dress being pulled slowly off one shoulder and then the other, to finally slide down her body, leaving her in nothing but the white semi-see-through thong panty. Even with that on she was practically nude, but she continued to strut and dance to the music, finally moving to the pole again and doing some high leg lifts and stretches that I know would have broken several of my joints.
She let go of the pole and walked the edge of the stage, playing with the straps and teasing the guys as to if and when she would pull it down. Down it went and back up again, her hands coaxing dollars to be tossed up onto the stage before she dropped the panty again, for a little longer this time. Three times she did that before finally turning away from the crowd and bending over, pushing the panty down until she could step out of it, her round full pussy lips pushing out between her legs toward us. She let her feet slowly slide apart to the endearing calls of the men around the stage, finally ending in a split with her pussy higher than her tits, which were pressed to the stage.
She rolled over on her back and scissored her legs a few times, letting everyone see her pussy. Her fingers dipped between her legs, teasing over her lips but not quite sliding between them, before she climbed to her feet again. The song ended and she picked up her dress and cash and walked to the edge of the stage.



She came down the stairs and I wondered where she was headed until she walked straight to me. With a smile, she turned and sat her bare ass sideways on my lap while the announcer called that Delilah was finally up.
"Crystal told me to come make sure you had a good seat," the young woman said. She leaned her head down by mine and whispered, "She also said you had a fantastic cock and if I was realllly good to you that I might get a chance to see it."
"And what constitutes really good?" I asked as the next dancer, wearing a Wonder Woman outfit, complete with a mask, stepped onto stage.
"How about this?" she asked, reaching between her own legs and finding the zipper of my pants. She tugged the zipper down, lifting herself enough to also work the snap of my pants apart. I was distracted to be sure, trying to pay attention to the woman on stage as well as the one on my lap.
The woman on stage was strutting around, twisting and twirling on the glistening vertical pole as she teased the guys around the stage. I saw her reach behind her, sliding the zipper of the costume down until the bustier portion fell away, leaving her tits completely exposed and her body naked from the neck to her waist.
"OH damn," I groaned as the girl on my lap suddenly sat back down, this time on top of my cock, my dick unexpectedly penetrating up into her.
"Ohhhhhh God," she breathed softly. "Now I know why she thinks it's so hot."
I was distracted by the girl now sitting on my cock, but my attention was also drawn to the stage for some reason. I couldn't help but think that I recognized wonder woman's tits, or at least I thought I did.
"She's good, isn't she?" the girl on my lap asked, as Wonder Woman sat on the stage, her legs kicking in the air as she let men stick dollar bills in the waist of her short shorts. I saw a few slide their hand down her crotch in the process without a protest from her.
The gal on my lap wiggled around, her fingers between her own legs, teasing her pussy as she tried to rock her hips without being obvious. "We're not supposed to do this," she moaned softly, "But I didn't want to wait. Once I sat on your lap and felt how big it was, I wanted to feel it for real."
"Do what?" I groaned.
"Have sex. At least not out here. We're only allowed to do that in the VIP rooms."
"I see," I said as Wonder Woman got up and began to strut again, collecting the bills from her pants and then pulling them down to reveal a very tiny blue thong. With only the thong and gold knee length boots on, she again worked the edge of the stage, crawling around and letting the guys stick their tips in the string of the thong, a few going so far as to slide their bills under the material covering her pussy. One gentleman, if I could call him that, tried to stroke her pussy, but she waved a finger at him until he reached into his wallet and pulled out a larger bill. She pulled the thong away from her pussy and allowed him to slide his hand right up against her lips while he left his tip.
With a smile to her customer, she wiggled her ass and then crawled down the line again, allowing more guys to deposit their tips. The larger the tip the more they got to touch.
"God she's good." The woman on my cock groaned, watching Wonder Woman and wiggling herself on my cock. She reached for my hand and pulled it down between her legs, whispering urgently, "God make me come!"
I wiggled my fingers across her clit as I tried to watch the woman on stage as she collected her tips and then stood in the middle of the stage, pulling the thong down. With her completely naked except for the mask and boots, she again hit the pole, twirling and twisting, her motions designed to make her pussy spread wide or her tits wiggle for the customers. More dollars flowed onto the stage as she walked around the edge, looking down and wiggling her fingers to encourage them.
Finally, she sank down in front of a man who tossed a fifty onto the stage, her knees on the wood and spread wide. She leaned way over, her tits nearly brushing his face as she whispered something, one of his hands darting up to grope both of her hanging tits. He whispered something back with a grin and she leaned back, spreading her legs as wide as she could on her knees and then teased her pussy with her fingers, finally dipping one finger deep between her lips. With her finger glistening with her own juices, she reached out and ran it across the lips of the man who had been groping her tits so shortly ago.
I didn't even realize just what my one hand was doing while I watched the guy at the stage groping the woman that I was thinking of making my girlfriend. Just what I was doing came back to me in sudden reality as the young lady on my lap shuddered, a long, low sigh coming from her as her pussy clenched around my rigid shaft. "Ohhhhh my God," she breathed softly as she sat, panting, little trickles of sweat running down her neck and between her firm round tits.
"Guess we're both done. Come on. Hold this in front of your cock and follow me," she whispered, holding the dress out to me as she lifted off my cock, the front of my pants wet with her cum.
I got up and holding the wadded up cloth in front of me, followed her to the door I was led in by Evan while Crystal picked up the cash and her costume from the stage floor. "She's the headliner tonight. They'll go back to girls roaming the floor for a few hours and then run a different act," the young lady explained as she pulled me by the hand down the hallway towards the bouncer. Instead of turning and going out the door, which was good since she was nude, she turned and led me through another door and into a world that was, well, a shock.
I'd seen naked women before, but never so many young nude beauties in one place, all in various states of dress. They seemed completely unphased by the presence of a man, even one with a hard-on, as the young lady I was with took her dress back from me and tossed it on a chair as she walked by. She led me to a table with a mirror surrounded by lights, and a variety of makeup items scattered across its top.
"My last task was to make sure you were sitting at her dressing table without your pants on," she purred as she undid my belt and pushed my pants and underwear down. "God I wanna lick that!" she said as she looked down at my glistening cock. "Don't suppose Crystal would mind all that much, would she?" she asked as she dropped to her knees, leaning herself over my knees and engulfing my cock with her wet mouth.
"Ohhhh shit," I groaned as a young black woman came by and leaned over to look down and see what was going on.
"Go girl," she said, her big black tits hanging over my shoulder. "Ohhhh nice looking white cock! I wouldn't mind getting a piece of that!" she purred in my ear. "Even as a freebee!"
"Unfortunately, this one is mine, or so I still hope," Crystal said as she walked up. She tossed her costume and money on the table as the young lady sucking my cock pulled away, gave Crystal a kiss on the cheek and then retreated to give us privacy. "You know, doing a show like that always leaves me sooooo fucking horny," she said as she swung a leg across me, straddling me over the chair. She reached down and found my cock with her hand and held it upright as she lowered herself down, aiming my cock for her wet pussy. "Ohhhhhh God yes," she moaned as she lowered herself down on me, my cock sliding easily up into her. She continued to drop down until she was sitting on my lap, my cock fully engulfed by her pussy, her big tits thrust in my face.
"So you do this all the time?" I asked as she started bouncing up and down on my cock.
"Talk later, fuck now!" she grunted, her pace picking up until she was bouncing wildly on my lap, her pussy plunging down over my cock over and over, her tits bouncing as wildly as she was. Up and down she went, my fat cock teasing her vaginal walls and her walls caressing my shaft, each of us working slowly up the hill towards the inevitable peak.
"God so close...sooo fucking close," she moaned loudly, her eyes closed and her hands on my shoulders for balance.
"Uh huh," I grunted, knowing that I was going to be right with her.
"Do it. Come for me baby. I want to feel it! Shit, you're gonna make me come! Ohhhhhh God yes. I'm commmmminnnnnng!" she cried loudly as her whole body shuddered and trembled over me. Her clenching pussy pushed me over the top and my body jerked, pumping a huge gush of cum up into her. Over and over we both jerked and twitched, finally leaving both of us breathing hard, her forehead against mine, her tits rising and falling in front of me.
"So, what'd you think?" she asked breathlessly. "Was it a good show?"
"It was incredible," I answered honestly. "I've been to some strip clubs, but your show was one of the best I've ever seen."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it. But now that you've seen...well what I do, where does that leave us?"
"I'm not sure. I guess that depends on a lot of things. At first, it didn't bother me a lot, but the more you went into the show and the more guys you had fondling you...well I don't know."
"Do you have a problem with me showing my body to other guys?"
"I don't know. I guess if we were doing some kind of mutual swapping or something, it'd be different. I just don't know if I can get past all this. Like how many guys do you fuck back here?"
"Here, you mean like this now?" she asked hesitantly.
"Yeah."
She looked at me sadly. "Far too many," she answered. "You know, you're the only guy I've ever felt strongly enough about to show all this to. What I do, how I do it, how it makes me feel."
"How does it make you feel?"
"Alive, excited, sexy, horny," she said. "All that I feel now, all that I am now, can be for you, for only you. I'll not do anyone else, just you. Every day I work I'll come home and fuck your brains out."
"I don't know."
"If you'd rather you can come here. Watch me, sample, well, all the girls back here. I have it on good authority that you're a hottie and most of the girls wouldn't mind having a ride or two."
"Crystal," I said quietly, reaching up to her face. "I need to think on this."
"I understand," she said sadly, feeling that she already knew the answer even before I did. "You know, most guys hear I'm a stripper and either can't wait to get me to bed or can't wait to get away from me. I wanted you to have a chance to make up your mind and see what I do before you heard it."
"Let me sleep on it, okay? That's not a no, not a yes. Just a let me think on it, okay?"
"Okay sweetie," she whispered, lifting off of me.
The ride back home was surprisingly quiet, neither of us talking, just thinking our own thoughts. She pulled in the driveway and left the car running, the two of us sitting for long seconds.
"I suppose if I hear from you I'll know, huh?" she asked quietly.
"Crystal, tell me. Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why did you do this tonight?"
"You mean take you to my work?"
"Yeah."
"Michael. I like you, a LOT. I didn't want you to get hurt later. Better rip it open now and let you see me in all my awesomeness instead of letting you think I'm something I'm not."
"Well, I have to admit you were certainly awesome tonight. Do you suppose, besides this I mean, that you could be happy doing something else?"
"Someday maybe. Right now I love doing this and it makes me a good living."
"How good? I mean they don't pay that much, do they?"
"The club? Not hardly. No, it's the tips. I haven't counted yet, but I probably made a grand or two tonight. That's why I only usually work two nights a week. Don't want to get commonplace."
"I doubt you'd ever get commonplace," I said with a chuckle.
"Well, if I do I'll make a lot less money. Anyway, you'll call?"
"Nope," I said leaning over to her side of the car and tuning the ignition off. I pulled the keys from the ignition and dangled them in front of her. "You can have these back in the morning," I said as I turned and climbed out of the car.
"Hey! Wait a second. How am I supposed to get home?" she asked as she got out of the car.
"You can go home tomorrow," I said as I walked towards the front door.
As it turned out, we did have more sex that night, A lot, and a lot of talk. It's amazing how candid you can be with someone when you've both just had a satisfying climax and are laying in each other's arms. I was still having problems with the idea of guys pawing her body on stage, even if she agreed to limit sex exclusively to me. She wasn't ready to give up her stage life. I just wasn't ready to share her body in that way if we were going to be together, romantically, but we both agreed that the spark we felt drawing us towards each other was undeniable. The impasse left us unsure where our relationship was going to go, but we both wanted to try and see where it might go. When she left the next morning, both of us agreed, regardless of where the romantic relationship went, she wanted me to explore other women. I think her hope was that I'd see just how much the two of us should be together. Either way, we were both confident that we could be good friends, maybe even with benefits.
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One of the things about the new company I work for is that they desperately want to stay a small company, even though they are growing by leaps and bounds. To try to keep the family atmosphere they have regular holiday parties and quarterly bonding events. The nice thing about the bonding events is that they hold them on a work-day and close the business down for them. In the past, they'd done a variety of activities like horseback trail riding, ATV riding, a weekend ski trip, and some other lesser events like a trip to a show in Branson Missouri The last trip, an early season baseball game wasn't exactly on the top of my list of activities to do, and to be honest, I was new with the company and a bit bored at the game. Since this trip, canoeing was one of my favorite events, I decided to invite Crystal along. We'd been dating off and on and I thought that this might be a good opportunity for each of us to see the other in a different environment.
Like I said before, the outdoors is one of my favorite places to be. A canoe trip is right down my alley. The morning of the event about forty or so of us met at the company parking lot for the two hour plus drive to the river. Crystal had to cancel at the last minute for some reason which was a bit frustrating, but in some ways not totally unexpected. I wasn't sure just how comfortable she was in the great outdoors. But I still had to go regardless and decided to just make the best of it. I was a bit surprised at the turnout since it was made clear to me that this was highly encouraged, though not mandatory. My estimate was that only about half the staff showed up, some alone, some with their wives, though I was told that quite a few more would be joining us for the cookout at the end of the trip. I suppose spouse's work schedules were a bit of an inconvenience to this type of outing on a weekday, even in the summer months.
Being a weekday, we weren't too worried about how soon we would get there. It was expected to be a typical slow day on the river. A good portion of us were also going to spend the night at the campground there, not coming back until the next morning, so when we got off the river was much less of an issue than if we had all been driving home.
After sorting out who needed to be in which vehicle and which cars had which gear, we set out for the river. I had a pretty full load of camping gear in my SUV, so as a result I had only three passengers. A couple in the back seat and Donna. I'd met Donna a few times before but didn't really know all that much about her. She worked upstairs in the finance department. She was somewhere around my own age, although I wasn't silly enough to actually ask. She was what I would call average build, at least in the waist, butt and height. Her chest was far from average. I didn't know it then, but I'd later learn that it was more specifically a thirty-eight triple D.
Everyone was prepared for the river, our swimsuits already on. Amanda, sitting in the back seat, had a black string bikini on her small frame, while Jack, her husband had on a typical young man's swim shorts that went down to his knees, and what I always called a muscle shirt. The term fit, given his arms were big enough to break someone like me in half. As a result, I did my best not to stare at his wife in my mirror, even though she was VERY alluring. It took conscious effort not to get a hard-on watching her sexy little body in the skimpy suit.
Donna was, well, talkative. She chattered on about one thing and another, the passing scenery, things at work, almost anything she could think of, clearly in an attempt to get me to talk. She seemed nice enough, but I had to admit that her significant chest, practically overflowing out of the top of her tankini, was distracting any attempt to talk to her. It seemed that every time I'd look over at her, her massive tits were bouncing slightly from the unevenness of the road. I finally gave up trying to hide my hard-on and just let happen what would, which did. It wasn't long before my pole was pushing the front of my suit obviously. Fortunately, Jack was sitting behind me and couldn't see, but I had no doubt that both Donna and Amanda saw. I wondered if they were trying to guess which of them had caused the growth.
In some ways it was good to get out of the car after the drive and stretch my legs. It was less good to have to try and readjust and hide the almost perpetual hard-on I'd had for the last two hours. It was clearly time to call up Crystal and see if she wanted to come hang out some evening.
With the cars parked in the camping area, and all our needed belongings for the day gathered up, we all squeezed onto a single school bus for the drive to the launch point several miles upriver. I made my way down the aisle of the bus, nearly one of the last to get on, and had to sit way in the back. A young lady, in her early twenties or so, that I recognized as being from the factory floor dropped into the seat next to me. The tiny little colorful bikini she had on soon had my cock swelling again. As we bounced down the dirt road, I couldn't help but notice that she kept looking down at my lap and trying to suppress a smile. One particularly big bump sent most of us in the back portion of the bus flying into the air. When we came down on our seats, the young woman was half on my lap, my hard-on pressing against the back of her leg.
"Nice one," she whispered as she slid off my lap, her hand quickly replacing her leg on my cock. She grinned at me and gave it a few gentle squeezes while she pretended to look farther up the bus.
Not wanting to draw a lot of attention to us, and of course not wanting to really stop her attentions to me, I dug a towel out of my bag at my feet and dropped it on my lap, covering both my hard-on and her hand. The action seemed to embolden her more and instead of just holding onto me and giving me an occasional squeeze, she began to slide her hand down my suit to my bare thigh, and then back up again, dragging the baggy leg of my suit up until her fingers found my bare engorged head.
She turned her head to look at me, flashing me a huge grin as she teased my cock in the bus full of our coworkers. "Feels pretty nice," she whispered, leaning over towards me, her left breast pressing against my arm. "Wouldn't at all mind getting to see a lot more of it some time."
"Never know," I replied nervously. "But definitely not here!"
"Maybe we should team up in the same canoe?" she asked hopefully.
I looked at her a little stunned and then with a noncommittal shrug answered, "I guess. You don't want to find someone a little closer to your own age?"
"Young guys are all jerks. All they wanna do is try to get into my panties," she said with a scowl.
"Um, and you're not encouraging me to do the same thing?" I practically squeaked as she wrapped her whole hand around my shaft, at least as much as her hand could contain.
"Didn't you know? It's a woman's choice who she lets into her panties."
"Honey, I don't even know your name!"
"Oh, I can solve that. I'm Tanya."
"Um, hi. Michael."
"I know," she said with a little giggle. "I heard a couple girls talking about you. Both of them seemed to think getting you into their pants would be fun too."
"Oh lord," I groaned.
"I've heard tell you're a pretty adept outdoorsman too. Personally, I don't know one end of a canoe from another."
"Well, I'm sure we can keep you from getting too wet," I answered, glad for the change in conversation.
"I doubt that. I'm already wet!" she whispered with a giggle, reaching her free hand for mine and pulling it over to her own lap as she quickly looked around to see who might be watching. She pressed my fingers against her crotch which was indeed wet, right through the tiny bikini panty. "See?" she said, pressing my fingers even tighter as the bouncing of the bus caused them to rub up and down her pussy slightly.
"Oh yeah. I do," I answered, trying hard to keep from doing anything stupid, like ripping her suit off and fucking her right there. I did have a professional reputation to consider. I pulled my hand from her pussy before anyone had time to notice where it had been.
I was actually glad when the bus stopped and people started getting up to leave, encouraging her to finally let go of my raging hard-on. I wondered briefly how I was going to get off the bus with a massive boner showing through my suit. The aisle was clogged with people so Tanya and I sat there, letting my hard-on soften slightly, not that I could get out until she moved anyway. As the last person in the line moved ahead of where we were sitting, I expected Tanya to get up and follow, but instead she spread her legs as far as she could in the seat, pulled the bikini panty aside and reaching for my hand, pulled it to her now exposed pussy and pressed my fingers to her smooth wet lips.
"Mmmmmmmmm God I wanna fuck!" she whispered before letting my hand go. She moved to get out of the seat, dropped her bag on the floor and bent over to get it, pulling her pantie aside again to flash her pussy at me as she bent over, her full round lips glistening with moisture, the delicate inner lips just barely peeking out from between her shaved outer lips. After several long seconds look, she pulled her panty back over her pussy and straightened up, holding a hand out for me.
"Oh boy," I breathed as I got up, wrapping the towel around my waist to try and cover my hard-on. I followed Tanya down the aisle of the bus, her hand sneaking between us to grab at my cock. I decided that turnabout was fair play. I grabbed the back of her suit and tugged it down, exposing her entire ass. I grabbed a handful of her firm little tush and squeezed it a few times, getting a much different reaction than I expected.
She turned her head and whispered back in a sing-song rhythm, "If you wanna play, all ya gotta do is ask." And wiggled her bare ass against my hand.
"So it would seem," I replied as she pulled her bottoms back in place as we neared the exit of the bus.
"You know, I've never been in a canoe before. This should be fun!" Tanya said as she took my hand and pulled me towards one of the two dozen canoes lined up on the shore, assuring that no one else would spirit me away at the last moment. I looked around quickly and saw Donna scowling in our direction.
I gave Tanya a quick tutorial on how to paddle and how and when to move in a canoe while most of the other boats were pushing off and heading down stream. We were nearly the last to shove off, only one or two more following behind. Unfortunately, Tanya was less adept at canoeing than even I could guess. We barely made it through the first small rapids, coming out half sideways. Basically, she had no clue when or how to paddle, even after the instruction I gave her.
The next riffle we did slightly better, but the one after that, well let's just say that I was glad we were the last canoe. Halfway down the riffle she stroked on the wrong side at the wrong time and we hooked a rock, spinning us around and fortunately letting us go all the way around instead of catching broadside.
"Tanya. I know you want to help, but maybe you should just take it easy for a while. I'll take care of the paddling."
"Really? I can help," she insisted.
I chuckled. "Tanya, if you keep helping, you're gonna get us dumped over."
"And that's a bad thing?" she asked with a laugh, grabbing the sides of the canoe and rocking it. She really had no idea how little it took to overturn a canoe, but she was about to find out. Back and forth we went three, four, five...oooooop, there we went!
It was a relatively shallow portion of the river where we tipped over, dumping both of us into the drink. I assumed that she had as much experience in the river as she did in the canoe, so I made my top priority finding her in the mild current. I chuckled to myself as she bobbed to the surface, trying to get her feet under herself, coughing and sputtering indignantly. "Come on. I got you," I said as I looped an arm around her waist and lifted.
"What happened?" she asked sputtering, still trying to get her feet to stay under her in the current. As she struggled her body slipped down in my arm. I grabbed harder and lifted to help steady her as I started wading towards the paddles which were already making their way downstream.
"Just a little dump," I said as I reached for one paddle and grabbed it. "Come on, gotta get the other," I said as I started wading downstream, half dragging her along with me. "Got IT!" I said as I reached the paddle and captured the end of the handle.
"That ain't all you got!" Tanya giggled.
"Huh?" I asked looking at her, her top askew so both small firm breasts were exposed, well except for the one that my hand was wrapped around.
She reached down to my hand and covered it with hers, giving it a little squeeze. "If you wanted to feel me up, all you had to do was ask," she teased.
"Oh damn. I'm sorry," I apologized, trying to pull my hand away, only to have her clamp her hand tighter to keep it pressed to her tit.
"I don't mind. In fact, you can take all the time you want playing with me."
"As much as I might like that, we better go get our canoe before we have to walk all the way down the river."
She turned to look at our still overturned canoe slowly floating down stream away from us.
"OH SHIT!" she cried, breaking free of my grip and trying to run through the water to follow the canoe. Running through water is obviously difficult at best. But she valiantly attempted to do so, the water trying to hold her back as she leaned forward and tried to run with the current.
She did eventually catch up with the canoe, grabbing onto the stern and holding on while I more slowly waded downstream to catch up.
"I got it!" she called as she turned back to face me, a triumphant look on her face.
"You sure did!" I answered, looking at her practically bare upper half, the water having completed the work my hand had started. Her bikini top hung by the string around her neck, hanging loosely between her completely exposed breasts. Each one was a good handful, maybe about the size of a large orange, and looked firm and round. Her bright pink areolae were each about an inch and a little bit across, slightly oblong shaped, with a perky little pink nipple protruding from the center.
"You might want to put yourself back together though," I told her as I reached for the canoe she was still holding.
She looked down at herself and giggled. "Well, at least you're getting a nice look. Do you like?" she continued, striking a sexy pose and holding it for a moment before changing to another.
"Oh yeah. It's a very pleasant view, but aren't you worried about someone else seeing?"
"As long as it turns you on, I don't much care," she giggled, lifting the top up over her head and taking it completely off so she was naked above the waist.
"Come on," I said, dragging the canoe towards the shore. "You take these, and I'll drain the canoe."
"How are you going to do that?" she asked as she reached out and took the paddles from me. I pulled the canoe towards the shore, dragged the stern up onto the shore and then waded back out to the bow. Lifting the bow out of the water, I rolled the canoe over and left barely any water inside as I set it back down right-side up.
"Well, that was pretty slick," she said admirably.
"Well, why don't you get in and we'll see about catching up."
"Sure, I'll help paddle," she said as I scooped her petite frame up from the water and dropped her unceremoniously into the bow of the canoe.
"That's okay. For now, why don't you just ride," I said as I pulled the canoe out into the current. I climbed in and sat down, reaching for one of the paddles. It only took a few strokes to get the canoe sliding downstream.
"Well, if I don't have anything to do..." Tanya said, gingerly twisting around in the canoe to face me. She leaned back, still naked above the waist and tugged on the strings around her hips. She pulled the tiny slip of material down, leaving it trapped between her butt and the aluminum canoe seat, leaving her otherwise completely naked.
"Oh damn," I muttered as she lifted her feet off the bottom of the canoe and propped them up on the gunwales, spreading her knees and exposing her entire bare shaved pussy for me to see. It only took a few seconds for my already partly hard cock to catch up with the rest of my mind.
"Like what you see?" she teased, running a finger up and down her wet lips, letting the tip slide tantalizingly between them. "You know I'm sooooo damn horny right now. I wish I had a big hard cock to look at! Oh wait. I do! How about it, Michael? Wanna show me your big fat hard cock?"
"In the middle of the river?"
"Why not? Who's going to see? You said yourself that everyone else was already farther downstream. You can see my pussy, isn't it fair for me to get to see your sexy big cock?" she asked with an obviously faked pout.
I looked around, realizing that she was right. There wasn't anyone to see, at least not that I could see, and I probably wasn't thinking all that clearly anyway, staring at a young little pussy. I set my paddle down, untied the string in the waistband of my suit and carefully wiggled it down over my hips and ass, working it from between my butt and the seat so I could push it down to my ankles. Naked as she was, I spread my knees and let her see my raging hard-on, my engorged prick sticking out at her lewdly, the shaft bouncing up and down slightly with my pounding heart.
"Ohhhhh now that is a nice cock!" she cooed, her finger dipping deeper between her lips. "Too bad I'm wayyyy up here and that cock is wayyyy back there, or I'd just sit right down on it and fuck your brains out!"
"That I can fix!" I said, not really caring now if anyone saw or not. I aimed the canoe toward the shore and beached it on a small sandbank. I kicked my suit off, leaving me in only my water shoes, and climbed out, dropping gingerly into the knee deep water. I waded to the bow of the canoe, reached for her legs and lifted them up in the air until they were sticking straight up. I swung a leg across the canoe and sat down on the support rail just behind the bow seat, my feet just barely able to touch the river bottom. I spread her legs setting them on my thighs before letting go of her soft creamy skin. I leaned back slightly, propping my arms against the gunwales and causing my cock to stick up at her, her pussy only inches from my cock. "All yours!" I coaxed.
"So it is!" she said, leaning towards me and grabbing my cock with both hands. "And it IS a VERY nice cock," she said as she wrapped her small hands around as much of it as she could and began slowly stroking up and down the shaft. "Tell me Michael. Do you want to fuck my tight little pussy?"
"I want you to do just exactly what you said. I want you to sit on my cock and ride me until I explode!"
"Ohhhh yeah? You wanna come deep in my pussy? You wanna fill Tanya's young tight pussy with your fuck juice?" she asked, scooting herself carefully off the seat and towards me, her weight supported by her legs over mine and her hands on the sides of the canoe behind her. "Mmmmmmm such a big fat cock," she cooed as she slid close enough to rub her wet pussy against it. She rocked her hips, using her thighs on mine as a lever to drag her wet pussy up and down the length of my shaft, trapping it between my own stomach and her wet lips. "Ohhhh yeah. You wanna put it in me? You wanna feel your fat cock inside my tight little pussy?" she asked somewhat breathlessly.
"Anytime you're ready," I half groaned, my body and mind practically overwhelmed by the sensations of her soft lips rubbing the most sensitive spot on my cock.



She lifted herself up as far as she could moving one hand from behind her to push my cock down towards her pussy while I balanced the canoe with my feet on the river bottom. I felt her lips close around the tip of my cock as she pressed me down further, working me down her wet slit until I pressed into the entrance to her tunnel. Moving her hand back behind herself, she pressed her body towards me, trying to force my fat shaft into her obviously small pussy. "God, I don't know if it'll go!" she squeaked as she pressed harder, my head trying to expand her to fit around me. Suddenly I felt the pressure change and my head press up into her tight confines, her pussy engulfing the first couple inches of my shaft tightly. "Oh my God!" she moaned loudly, going back to rocking her hips slightly, working me slowly deeper into herself, her motion stopping every so often to allow her body to adjust to my invading cock.
"God you're tight," I grunted, trying to resist the urge to lift my hips and force more of myself into her.
"Fuck you're big," she gasped at the same time, as she pressed a little more of herself over me. "Fucking fantastically big!" She continued to work herself down my shaft until I felt my head press against the end of her tunnel. Pushing herself off the canoe with one hand, she reached for my neck and levered herself upright, her thighs resting on mine and her hands clasped around my neck. Her firm round tits stared at me practically at eye level as she began to rock herself again, this time her hips levering her up and down, her sexy pussy sliding up and down my shaft several inches.
"Ohhh God," I groaned as she rode up and down, her tits wiggling tantalizingly in front of me as her tight tunnel caressed my cock.
"You can say that again," she gasped breathlessly. "Ohhhh God do you feel good!"
Up and down she rode, her velvety wet tunnel caressing each inch of my cock. Her bouncing grew more urgent as I felt the first tremor in her legs, her orgasm quickly building. I had been doing my best to not let my own climax soar too quickly, but I knew that the quivers in her pussy walls weren't going to let me hold back much longer.
"I'm gonna come," I groaned in warning as my balls tightened and the familiar tingling began to spread through my groin.
"Yes. Do it! I wanna feel you come in me. I wanna feel your cock filling my hot little cunt! Fuck me baby. Fuck my hot little cunny and fill me with your cum!"
"OH SHIT!" I shouted as my body jerked, thrusting my cock up in as far as it could go, the first surge of cum pushing up into the already tight confines. Over and over my body jerked as she sat on me, unmoving, her own body shuddering and shaking uncontrollably.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh my God," she whispered shakily as her body's tremors and shudders began to subside. "Ohhhh my God yes."
"Good?"
"No... good doesn't cover it. Fucking fantastic maybe does," she groaned softly as she rocked her hips a little again, grinding her clit against my body as my cock began to soften and allow her to slide down a little farther.
"I have to admit, you are one hell of a fuck," I panted.
"Glad you think so, cuz I plan on getting more of it later."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Donna thinks she's gonna seduce you into fucking her, but I don't plan on letting her get the chance. I plan on keeping you well fucked all day!"
"This is a contest?"
"Oh, not hardly. Just an opportunity."
"For what?"
"For getting the hottest cock in the plant," she said softly.
"How do you know about my cock?"
"Does the name Jennifer mean anything?"
"Not really."
"Maybe her stage name. Velvet?"
"Stage name?"
"Uh huh. She's a dancer," Tanya said with a giggle.
"Let me guess. You know this Velvet and she knows me?"
"Of course I know her. We share an apartment," Tanya said with a giggle. "I come down and dance with her once in a while at the club, but she came home one night and told me all about this guy in his thirties that had a thing for Crystal. Said you had a fantastic cock. I had no idea it was you until I saw you having lunch with her one day."
"You saw me having lunch with who?"
"Crystal of course silly! The two of you were eating at the Subway in the mall. Looked like you were having one nice conversation too. What did she have in that little Frederick's bag? Something really sexy?"
I thought back to try and place the time she was talking about and realized that she had seen me one Saturday some weeks back. I bumped into Crystal in the mall and we decided to have lunch together.
"I actually don't know. I was just having lunch with a friend."
"Uh huh. Well, from what Jennifer said, you two are more than just friends. Anyway. She told me all about sitting on your lap while you two were watching Crystal's show. She told me all about how you made her come on your cock and how fat and hard it was. Mmmmmm God she was descriptive. By the way, she said to tell you she's game for another go anytime you want, at the club or anywhere else."
"Tanya, how many people know about this?"
"What, that you know one of the hottest strippers in the area, or that you're fucking her?"
"Either, both," I said, suddenly unsure if I even wanted to know.
"Let's just say that your reputation around work is...well...substantial. Mostly just us girls I think, but there might be a guy or two who knows."
"Awwww shit," I breathed, wondering if I was going to have to find a new job when this was all over with.
"Don't worry. No none really cares. You can fuck whoever you want on personal time. At work, that's another matter altogether. I think at work you should save it for me. No point in getting you spread too thin!"
"How about at work I don't fuck anyone?"
"Now what fun would that be?" she asked as my softening cock slipped from her pussy and released a gush of cum that dripped down into the bottom of the canoe. "Feels like we have to get back into the game. By now everyone else is probably wayyyy downstream."
"Yeah, probably," I said as she climbed off me. She sat back on her seat, still naked, while I waded back to the stern and pulled my suit out.
"You don't have to put that on yet, if you don't want. I'll stay naked as long as you do."
"That would be a bad idea. But feel free to stay as naked as you want," I said as I stepped into my suit, pulled it up and then stepped into the canoe.
It took me almost an hour to catch up with the rest of our group, a good portion of that time spent with Tanya turned around facing me, completely naked, playing with herself. I generally enjoyed the scenery on a river, but for some reason I couldn't quite concentrate on it. It didn't help when she decided she needed to put sunblock on and slathered her body with the cream, not stopping rubbing the cream in until she had made herself climax again.
When we did catch up, we were still at the tail end of the pack, but at least we were together again as they pulled onto a large sandbar for a break and swim time.
With my hard-on I headed for the deeper water almost as soon as I was out of the canoe, wading out until I was waist deep in the somewhat chilly stream.
"Hey!" I heard behind me, turning to see Donna wading out into the water behind me.
"Hey yourself," I answered, turning to face her.
"So, seems like you got a little lost back there. I turned around and all of a sudden you two were gone."
"Yeah, just puttering along with the current," I lied.
"Uh huh. You mean that there wasn't even a hint of hanky-panky going on back there?"
"Me?" I asked, trying to look as innocent as I could.
She stepped up next to me and slipped an arm around my waist, turning me toward deeper water. "I happen to know quite well that she had every intention of tempting you with her young body. I wouldn't blame you one bit if you gave in to such temptations, knowing what I do."
"And just what do you know?" I asked as she let go of my waist when the water was halfway up our stomachs.
"Well. I know quite a lot of things actually."
"About me in specific? I mean I've seen you around work, but other than today, well, we really haven't met."
She grinned at me and held a hand out. "Hi Michael. I'm Donna!" she said cheerfully as if we were meeting on the street for the first time.
I rolled my eyes at her. "Good grief."
"So, you're not interested in meeting me?" she persisted. "Maybe a pickup line would work better. Hmmm, let's see. Oh, I have it," she said as she reached out and grabbed my cock through my suit. "I'll let you play with mine, if I can play with yours!"
"DONNA!" I hissed in surprise and irritation, batting her hand away under the water.
"What's the matter? Too forward?"
"Just a little."
"Well, my friends always have said that I'm a bit too direct. Actually, they say I have a lousy social filter, but it means the same thing in the end. How about something a little more subtle?" she asked, reaching up to her shoulders and pulling the straps of the tankini top over her shoulders and down her arms. She slid her hands to her chest, gripping the cups of the top and pulling then down, exposing both of her huge breasts to me. She stood there, her rock hard nipples pointing out at me as her tits sagged over the bra top and her own hands, letting me stare at them for long seconds. "Oops. Looks like a slight wardrobe malfunction. Would you be a sweetheart and help me out?" she asked, reaching for my hands and pulling them to her bare tits before squatting down to cover her tits and my hands in the water.
I felt her hands leave mine after holding them to her bare tits for several seconds, her hands moving to the front of my swimsuit. I pulled my hands away from her tits as she pulled the string that held my suit tight and tugged the waistband down, pulling my suit down my thighs as I tried to grab for it. "Donna!" I hissed again. "Someone'll see!"
"I doubt it. They're all down over there and you really can't see unless you're up close," she said as her hands wrapped around my cock. "My, this is a big one. I thought so looking in the car. And I know you're a tit man," she said lifting herself out of the water again far enough to give me a good look at her big tits again. "You do like how they look, don't you?"
"I'd be an idiot to say no," I answered as she dipped down into the water again, this time lower and also this time dragging my suit down my legs until it floated down my legs past my knees.
"Then why won't you hold 'em?"
"I didn't say I didn't want to," I answered as she slowly stroked my cock under the water with both hands. "I just didn't think this was a good place to do that."
"Seems like a fine place to me," she cooed, letting go of my cock to grab my hands again and pulling them to her tits. I could feel her hard nipples press against my palms as she pressed my hands to her soft breasts. "I like having my tits played with!"
"Oh lord," I groaned as she wrapped her hands around my cock again, one of her hands rolling over my head as the other slid up and down my shaft.
I don't know how long we stood there before Tanya made her way over, wading into the water and heading toward us. "Here comes Tanya," I whispered, thinking Donna would want to change what she was doing.
"It's okay. She's seen tits before, and if I'm right, she's seen your cock too."
"Oh geez," I said as she stepped up by us, the water lapping just below her much smaller breasts.
"Having a good time Donna?"
"Uh huh. Enjoying the hell out of it. Too bad I can't suck it. I'd love to get it into my mouth, at least at first."
"Oh trust me, it's worth getting into anyplace you can, but I think he's already spoken for this trip."
"Oh? By who?" Donna asked. "Seems to me his bare cock in my hands says that he isn't spoken for at all."
"Here comes Mrs. Williams!" I hissed quietly, seeing the owner's wife wading upstream toward us. "Pull up my pants!" I said, pulling my hands from Donna's tits.
"Can't," Donna said with a grin. "It'd be pretty obvious, now wouldn't it?" she asked as she let go with one hand and flipped the cups of her top back up over her boobs, leaving the straps hanging down her arms and stood back up. "Besides, she won't even see unless she comes right over here, and why would she do that?"
"Donna? Is that you?" Mrs. Williams called as she approached.
"Yes Ma'am," Donna answered, turning toward her. Mrs. Williams was, as I said, the wife of the owner. Not a bad looking woman for mid-forties, still fit enough to wear a rather skimpy two-piece suit but looking dignified while doing so.
"I thought you'd made the trip but hadn't seen you. And this is?" she asked, holding a hand out towards Tanya.
"Tanya Owens. I work down on the floor in the lining department."
"Ahhhh yes. That's right. I remember seeing you down there now. You've been with us, what, a year or so?"
"Nine months," Tanya answered politely.
"And it's Michael, right? Robert has said you're quite the engineer. Something about being a great catch steeling you away from Caterpillar like he did."
"Thank you Ma'am," I answered as she took another step closer.
"Looks like these young ladies are both trying to make you a catch of their own. Or am I mistaken Donna?"
"No Ma'am. You're not mistaken. Actually, I'm trying hard to convince him to let me put his big cock someplace useful."
Mrs. Williams laughed softly. "Donna, your bluntness never ceases to amaze me. I see it hasn't changed much since the Christmas party."
"No Ma'am," Donna answered.
To my utter shock, the owner's wife leaned towards us slightly, her hand snaking out under the water, finding my hard cock which was still exposed after Donna's hands had been wrapped around it. "My, it does seem to be nice sized, doesn't it?" she asked as her hand wrapped around my shaft. "Too bad I'm not a few years younger. Back in the day, I would have really enjoyed joining into this game."
"What game is that?" Donna asked bluntly.
"Well, to see who can have the most orgasms of course. My girlfriends and I used to play that one all the time. Best way to drive a guy crazy that I know of. Two girls both trying to get him into them more times than the other. I'm quite sure that with a member like this one, he's keeping both of you quite excited."
"Oh, he's doing that!" Tanya said, drawing Mrs. Williams' attention back to her.
"Really? I would have thought Donna would have been the first to score."
"Oh, I cheated. I dumped us over so we'd be way behind!" Tanya said with a grin.
"Like I said, too bad I'm not a few years younger. I wouldn't be above playing a little, especially with one like this," she said with a smile. She leaned towards me, still holding my cock and gave me a quick soft kiss on the cheek. "If I were you, I'd enjoy every moment you can."
"Yes Ma'am," I answered as she let go of me.
"Just be discrete girls...oh yeah, let me know who wins!" she added with a giggle before she turned and waded away, heading back towards the larger group. She stopped a few yards away and turned back to me. "And Michael. Your secrets are safe with me. We don't have a rule against relationships between employees as long as they're not in the same unit. Enjoy girls!"
"Sounded like she just gave me the green light to fuck you silly!" Donna said with a grin as Mrs. Williams turned and continued to wade through the waist deep water away from us.
"Not that I heard it that way. Sounded like it was a challenge," Tanya said with a grin, stepping over next to me. I felt her hip press against mine as her hand came up out of the water holding her bikini bottom. "Wanna hold this for me for a while?"
"Real discrete!" Donna said with a frown.
"You just didn't think of it first," Tanya told her with a crooked grin. "Now, since we're both bottomless, how about a little more of what we had upstream?"
I reached down into the water as far as I could and pulled my suit up over my hard-on. I handed Tanya her suit bottom back and waded towards shore without another word, tying the waistband string.
It was only a short time, barely enough for me to grab a snack and a drink before canoes started pulling out to head downstream again. I closed my dry bag, tied it back into the canoe again and got ready to leave, looking around for Tanya. I saw her disappear up the bank into the foliage along the river, assuming she was headed to make a last potty trip before we headed away. I waited and waited and waited for her to come back. Most of the canoes were gone when I finally decided to follow her and see if I could get her moving.
I found the trail she had climbed up the riverbank and followed up the short but steep hill until it flattened out and followed the riverbank. I walked only a short distance before I came to Tanya standing naked in a small clearing, looking out over the river. "Bout time you showed up. I was beginning to think you'd never come up here."
"What are you doing?" I asked as she turned and took the few short steps from where she was standing to where I had stopped.
"I am going to fuck you!" she said with a grin. "At least I'm hoping to," she said as she reached for my suit and tugged on the exposed string.
"And if I don't want to?"
She giggled softly. "Michael, as hard as your cock was standing in the river, I KNOW you wanna fuck someone. Might as well be me," she said as she pushed my suit over my half hard cock and let it slide to the ground. She knelt down naked in front of me and engulfed my cock with her mouth, sending little shivers up and down my body.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as her mouth began sliding along my quickly hardening shaft, her hand following her lips, twisting as it slid. Wordlessly she continued, her tongue teasing me and her mouth and hand caressing my cock as I grew back nearly as hard as I was in the river.
"Now," she said pulling her lips from my cock and standing up. "Why don't you put that where it belongs?" she continued as she turned around, spread her feet a couple feet apart and bent over, pushing her ass out at me. "Come on honey. Gimme that cock!"
As if I was going to refuse after that incredible mouth job. To call her forward would be an understatement, but I had to admit she was an incredible fuck. I stepped behind her and rubbed my head up and down her wet lips, pressing it gently between them until I found the entrance to her tunnel. I pushed forward, grabbing her hips and pulling her back towards me as my cock slowly sunk into her incredibly tight pussy.
"That's it baby! Fuck me! Drive it to me hard. Push that cock hard into my pussy!" she moaned loudly. "God yes, fuck me baby!"
I started stroking into her, using her hips as handles to pull her ass hard against me with each plunge into her sopping wet pussy. "God damn," I grunted as I pounded into her, each stroke making her whole body shake, her little tits jiggling and wiggling as they hung down below her.
"That's it baby! Fuck my hot little cunt! Ohhhh God yes! Do you love it out here, completely naked, fucking a hot young pussy in the woods? Mmmmmm God yes. Such a luscious cock. God you feel soooo fucking good inside me! Do you love how I feel on your cock? Do you love standing here fucking me?"
"Oh shit yes," I grunted as I pounded into her, knowing that I was going to come sooner rather than later. "Gonna come soon."
"Do it! God your cock is so big inside me. I've been cumming practically the whole time you've been fucking me!" she gasped.
"Shit yes," I grunted, feeling that tingle start to grow deep inside me.
"Ohhhhh yeah. I can tell. You're gonna come. Fill me up with your fuck juice. Fill my hot cunt with your cum!"
"Ohhhhh God," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock so hard into her that she nearly fell over. I felt the first hot gush of cum push up into her, stretching her tunnel even farther around my spurting cock.



I stood there panting and twitching for at least a minute as my cock filled her and began to soften. Still panting she straightened up, my cock still inside her as she arched her back, her hands reaching up to my neck to pull her back against my chest. She turned her head and kissed me on the cheek. "God can you fuck!" she whispered.
"I think we better catch up. We're falling behind again," I said, as my breathing began to settle.
"Naked or dressed?" she asked with a giggle. "I get the feeling you like a woman that shows off."
"To an extent."
"That's what turns you on about Crystal, isn't it? She shows off. She's damn sexy up there on stage," she said softly.
"I enjoy seeing her dance, but I'm having a lot more trouble with all the guys that paw her body," I admitted.
"That's what makes her all that money," she said as my softening cock slipped from her pussy. She turned around and pressed her body against mine, her small tits squeezed to my chest. "I'll dance for you. I don't have to dance at the club anymore. I only do it once in awhile anyway. Would you like me to dance just for you?"
"Tanya! Hell, I don't know anything about you!"
"So? We can learn about each other. It's not like I'm asking to marry you or anything. It's just that, well, you're single, I'm single, you're a great fuck, and I like to fuck. Seems like maybe we could at least date a while. I mean you're dating Crystal, right?"
"Damn, you are forward, aren't you?"
"I just know what I want and how to get it," she said with a grin. "So how about it? Wanna do some serious dating?"
I'll tell you the same thing I told Crystal. We'll see," I told her. "For now, let's go catch up."
"Okay," she said with a grin, letting go of my neck and pulling back. She bent down and picked up her bikini, walking down the path toward the river without putting it on. "You know, she really does like you. A lot!"
"Who?"
"Crystal. She said she won't push but she wishes you'd call her more often. Says she doesn't know what it is about you, but whatever it is it hits all the right spots, and she didn't mean just fucking."
I sighed and pulled up my own suit and followed her down to the water, finding her sitting in the bow of the canoe naked when I got down there. "You going that way?"
"For now," she answered with a devilish grin. "Since you like girls that show off."
"Good lord," I groaned as I prepared to push the canoe off the shore. I stepped in and paddled us downstream, wondering how long it would take to catch up.
I was surprised that it didn't take more than half an hour before we saw the tail end canoes, prompting Tanya to finally put her suit on. We mingled with the tail end canoes until lunch and then pulled in with the rest for our shore lunch. Donna made sure to hang around close, and by close, I mean practically glued to my hip, with Tanya clinging to my other.
After lunch, Donna somehow talked Tanya into switching canoes, leaving me with Donna sitting in the bow of my canoe.
"So, was she fun?" Donna asked after we pushed off.
"Huh?" I asked, looking around at the people in the other canoes that were still within earshot.
"I just asked if you had fun with Tanya in the front of your canoe. I got the impression she wasn't exactly a canoe expert," Donna said with a grin.
"Yeah, she managed to dump us just after we started this morning," I answered.
"So, did you have fun?"
"Let's just say that she's a bit pushy. She wants what she wants when she wants it," I answered her.
"Ahh, yeah she does strike me as a rather impulsive young lady. Kind of a shame. With looks like that. With a little restraint she could learn to be a really seductive woman."
"Oh? Are you suggesting that you have a different approach?"
"I guess you could say that."
"I'd like to see that." I chuckled.
She turned gingerly in her seat to look back at me, and grinned. "Maybe you will, but probably not today. Today, well, let's just say that I'm more into action than seduction. Seduction implies I want to take my time getting you turned on. Today I think your motor is already revved up and racing."
"Uh, yeah, right," I responded, shaking my head a little before she turned back to the front again. That seemed to be the last of the conversation, at least on that topic. We hung with the last five or six canoes until break time and beached with the rest of the group for a swim. Donna quickly took my hand and led me out into deeper water, stopping only when she was almost neck deep. She stopped and turned to face the direction most of the group was and tugged me around behind her. I felt her hands leave mine and reach behind herself, her hands finding the front of my suit and pulling on the strings. Knowing exactly what she intended, I quickly acquiesced to her desire, and pushed the bottoms of her own suit down to her thighs.
"You know what I want. I'm all yours!" she said, wrapping her hand around me as fast as she could and trying to push me down far enough to get between her legs.
I'm a bit taller than she is, so I squatted down until my chin was almost in the water letting her angle my cock upward towards her pussy. I pushed forward, letting her guide me between her thighs to her soft full pussy lips.
"Hang on a second," she said, reaching behind herself to balance herself while she worked the swimsuit bottom down her legs and then lifted one leg under the water to pull it out. "There!" she said, spreading her legs under the water to give me better access.
I reached between us, realigned my cock with her pussy and gently pressed my head between her lips. "Ohhhhhh good lord," she moaned softly as I pushed my head up into her, sliding in about two inches or so before our skin grabbed. I started stroking, short little jabbing strokes, working more and more of me into her allowing her lubrication to coat me despite the river water flowing around and past us. "God damn you're big," she groaned as I slid fully into her hot pussy. "Sooooooo fucking big!"
"Uh," I grunted in response, sliding my hands up her sides and pushing her top up over her tits to free them to my hands. In and out I stroked, driving us both towards a climax while trying to minimize the obviousness of what we were doing. We stood there, more or less, for almost ten minutes before she moaned loudly to me that she was coming, her pussy clenching around me as I continued to stroke myself deep into her.
"Come for me?" she practically pleaded, her hands gripping and massaging my hips as I continued to stuff myself up into her over and over.
"Oh yeah. Any second," I grunted as that familiar tingle spread through me, my balls tightening up in preparation for my impending release.
"OH SHIT!" she squeaked louder than she intended as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and pumping a huge gush of hot cum into her pussy. "Ohhhhhhhh lord yessssss!" she hissed as my body jerked over and over, adding to the load I had deposited deep in her still spasming pussy.
"Mmmmmmmm," I sighed as my body began to relax, my cock softening inside her hot confines.
"God that felt good. I don't usually come from behind like that."
"No?" I asked back.
"Uh uh. Not enough stimulation on my clit. But today...well today was JUST FINE!" she said with a giggle, wiggling on my cock a few times before I slipped from her.
"Glad you enjoyed it," I said as I pulled my suit back into place.
"Oh, don't be in a hurry," she said, as she turned to face me, reaching up and wrapping her arms around my neck. She pulled herself against me, pressing her still bare tits to my chest as she pressed her soft wet lips to mine. I couldn't help but wrap my arms around her and hold her against me as we embraced, her tongue teasing my lips apart so her tongue could snake into my mouth and tease my tongue. "You know, this is about a lot more than just who can get the most sex," she whispered as she broke the kiss and pulled my neck so my forehead was against hers.
"Oh? I thought it was all about who could get in my pants the most."
"While that's a fun game, this is as much about letting you know just exactly who's...or should I say, what's available."
"Ahhhh I see. So, what you're trying to not so delicately tell me, is that you're available for a...um...romantic relationship?"
"Uh huh. I mean I know you've been dating someone off and on, but well, it's pretty obvious to us that you're not happy being single."
"Us?"
"Well, a few of us girls. We talk ya know?"
"Well, that's something I would have never guessed," I said with a chuckle.
"OH hush!" she said crossly, slapping my shoulder gently. "Seriously. We talk a lot, and well, why did you get divorced? I heard from someone that you loved your wife but couldn't live together?"
"Pretty much it. We just couldn't seem to find a way to keep the daily grind from making life unbearable."
"I see. But you tried, right? I mean you really did try to make it work?'
"Sure. Ten years worth of trying. Counseling, encounter sessions, weekend relationship events. Yeah, we pretty much tried everything."
"And counseling didn't work?"
"One counselor went so far as to say that she'd never seen two so totally opposite people in one relationship. Pretty much told us it was a lost cause because while there were things we liked in common, our daily life habits were just incompatible, and we'd likely never find a way to be happy. Stay together, yes, but happy, not likely. Turned out she was right."
"Like what?"
"I'm a slob, hate to be late, fairly loud, love adventure, including in bed. She was a neatnick, perpetually late, and not by a little bit either, hated that I talked so loud and preferred to keep our sex life in the bedroom."
"I see. Well, that could make things difficult. Do you think you could learn to love someone who was only a little late most of the time?"
"Are you asking me if I could love you?"
"Well, yeah. Just curious if there was an attraction. I mean if you're already interested in Tanya, I'd understand that too. I mean she's a sweet young thing, but a bit young for you, don't you think?"
"Quite young for me," I replied, getting a little grin from her.
"And well, both of us like sex a bit spicier. For her, it's a bit more...um...how to say this..."
"She's a stripper, yeah I know."
"You do? And that doesn't bother you?"
"Donna, if it didn't bother me some, I'd probably be dating Crystal a lot more than I am. I mean hell, I like Crystal a lot. There's a lot of magnetism there, but I'm still trying to figure out how to get past all the guys that fondle her body."
"Well, you don't have to worry about that with me. I'm a one man gal, ya know? Not that Tanya isn't. I mean...hell I don't know what I mean."
"I do," I said, reaching down into the water, cupping my hands under her ass and lifting her up, bringing her chest, and bare tits all the way out of the water. "You're trying to say that you'd be better for me than Tanya. I get it," I said as she smiled down at me, her legs wrapped around my waist. "But how about letting me pick on my own, okay?"
"Okay," she said with a whisper. "But I do wanna know one thing. Do you really like your women to show off to other guys?"
"It's a turn on to see them show off in all kinds of places, but not so much to show it off to other guys, but that some other guy MIGHT accidently get a flash and be jealous of what I have."
"Ahhhh I get it. You like the danger of maybe getting caught, but not exactly getting caught? That's why you got so hard so fast here? The thought of screwing me right here in front of everyone. Hmmm, I'll have to remember that!"
"Good. Now, let's go ahead up to shore. The water's not as warm as I'd prefer, " I said. "Unless you want me to carry you right up on shore like this?"
"No, that's okay. Unlike Tanya, I'm not into showing off for the world, just special guys, one at a time."
"Good," I answered as I let her slide down from my body. "You do realize of course that with us standing out here like this, you pretty much marked me as taken for the weekend."
"Yeah. I know. That was the idea!" she said with a giggle, reaching down in the water for her swimsuit bottom. "Um. Michael. We have a little problem."
"Oh?"
"Yeah," she said, turning around and looking downstream. "My suit isn't on my leg anymore."
"Oh crap."
"Hell, it could be anywhere!" she said with a scowl, looking around at the water downstream.
"Well, looks like you might be showing off a lot more than you intended," I said, suppressing a chuckle.
"Careful buster, or I'll make you cough up your suit for me to wear!"
"Oh, I don't think so. I'll just keep mine if you don't mind."
"Well, go get me a towel or something," she hissed quietly.
"Oh, I don't know. I kinda like the idea of you getting out of the water to get a towel yourself. I'm gonna enjoy a full moon in the middle of the day!" I said, getting splashed in return.
"You really aren't mean enough to make me go up there half naked?"
"Nope. I'm not. But I want something for my trouble."
"What?"
I grinned at her. "You remember how you said it was obvious that I liked being flashed and the danger of maybe getting caught? Well, how about you go the rest of the day in just a towel."
"No top either?"
"Nope," I said with a grin. "Just think how easy it would be to flash me then!"
I could see the gears turning in her mind. "Okay smarty. I will. If you do too. Shuck your suit and wear a towel and I'll give you my top too."
I had to stop a minute and think about that one. "Ohhhhh, not so easy when it's you, now is it?"
My wife had complained for years that I was spontaneous in all the wrong places; that I needed to learn to be more "free and fun" in places other than the bedroom. She said I spent too much time planning my spontaneity. Maybe it was time to see if I could change that! "Okay, you're on. The two of us will wear nothing but towels until we're back at camp."
"Done. Now go get me a towel," she said.
"Your top?"
"When you're as naked as I am," she said with a giggle.
I chuckled and headed for the shore while she fixed her top and started wading in behind me, stopping when she was about waist deep. I grabbed a towel, carried it back out to her and held it to more or less block her from being seen by anyone else while she waded shallow enough to cover herself. With the towel wrapped around her, I followed her out of the water to my canoe, where I pulled my towel out of my dry bag. With a grin, I wrapped the towel around my waist, wiggled my suit off and dropped it into the bottom of the canoe. "Now, your top me lady?"
"Sure, here, hold this," she said, opening the towel and holding it so it was behind her back but her entire front, was exposed. I reached over and held the towel behind her while she pulled the suit top up over her head, dropping it into the canoe with my suit, leaving her standing completely naked and exposed. "Better?"
"Oh much," I said with a grin.
"That's gonna cost you though. From now on if I drop my towel you gotta drop yours too!"
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh. Unless of course you wanna go back on our deal. I can get dressed again, and I probably can even find some shorts or something to put on if I have to."
"Oh fine," I said, thinking that it was a lot harder to be spontaneous than I thought.
"Maybe we should go ahead and go," she said looking down river as she tucked the tail of the towel into itself around her big boobs to make what amounted to a dress.
"Trying to hurry down the river?"
"Not really. Just thought we might try the head of the pack instead of the tail for a change. Not that I'd mind getting to the end faster and getting into a tent with you."
"I didn't know we were sharing a tent!"
"Well, we don't HAVE to, but it'd be fun, right?"
"Yeah, I suppose it would. And you called Tanya pushy?"
"Yeah, she is, isn't she?" Donna said with a grin, while I packed the items I'd pulled out of the dry bag back in. By the time I had my dry bag closed and tied back in, I could see a couple canoes pulling out. Donna and I loaded in and were away from shore in a few moments, ending up running with the lead pack, including the big boss and his wife.
"Michael, Donna! Nice to see you all the way up here in the lead again. You've both seemed to be missing since our first stop."
"Oh, just puttering around in the river," Donna answered, "If you know what I mean."
"Knowing you Donna, I have no doubt," Mrs. Williams answered.
"How about you Michael. Are you enjoying canoeing?"
"Yes Ma'am. I always enjoy canoeing."
"Please, call me Marge or Margarie. I detest everyone calling me ma'am all the time. Not that I don't realize it's meant with respect, but it makes me feel old and I'm not old! Am I Roger?"
"Definitely not my dear!" her husband said from the stern of their canoe.
"How about you Michael, do I look old to you?"
"Uh...Um... No ma'am... I mean Marge," I stammered nervously.
"So, have the girls been taking good care of you today? I'd hate to think you've been lonely."
"Oh yes ma'am. They've been keeping me pretty entertained, both Donna and Tanya."
"I see. Have you connected with Christina yet?"
"Um. I don't think so."
"I'll have to introduce you two tonight then. You are spending the night, right? Well, I'm sure you are. Anyway, Christina is our adopted daughter. She's also QUITE single!"
"I see."
"Oh, silly me. Of course you must think that I'm such a busybody, trying to fix you up with single women. Well in this case, I'm guilty as charged. Christina is recently divorced, and if I do say so myself, QUITE attractive."
"Um, okay sure, I'd love to meet her," I answered a little nervously.
"Donna, how can you stand to be all wrapped up like that out here, aren't you roasting?" Marge asked.
"Well, actually I am. But a little mishap with my suit left me over exposed."
"Oh, I see. Something torn?"
"Something lost," Donna said with a giggle. "I was busy getting boned in the river and I seem to have lost my bottoms. Of course Michael didn't, but we kinda came to an agreement. I'd go buff under my towel if he did."
"Ohhhhhhh, I see," Marge answered. "So, did you?"
Donna set the paddle down and pulled the towel open, flashing anyone within range, which really weren't that many people, but it did include the big boss.
"Wow," Roger muttered.
"Put your eyes back in their sockets Roger. Unless you want me ogling Michael."
"Honey, when have I ever stopped you from being ogled or doing the ogling? Or for that matter, stopped you from indulging in any of your...um...more unusual interests? I was just enjoying the scenery!"
"Never, my sweet. You have always indulged me. Enjoy all you want. How about you Michael? Have you been enjoying the scenery?"
"Um...geez," I said unsure what to do.
"Come on Michael. You can't really tell me that you haven't enjoyed taking in her sexy body!"
"Well...Um..."
"Michael, trust me. There isn't a thing you can say that would shock me."
"Yes ma'am."
"Marge. Yes Marge. Now yes what?"
"Yeah, I've enjoyed the few rather short glimpses I've gotten" I said with a sigh.
"Few short glimpses? Hmmm. Sounds to me like Donna's been short-changing you."
"No, not really. Just not really had that much opportunity," I answered.
"Well, I'm quite sure that she'll find plenty of time to let you thoroughly explore her body, if I know her," she said as she dipped her paddle into the water and gently stroked.
"Oh, I will, preferably while I'm busy exploring his body as well," Donna said with a laugh as she closed her towel around her body.
I shook my head and dug my paddle in again to push us a little more, since we were starting to slow slightly.



"So Michael, how do you like working for us so far?" Roger asked across the short span of water.
"It's been challenging," I answered honestly. "It seems that the more I take on, the more I find that I need to expand too."
"Ahhh, the bane of a small company. Everyone has to wear so many hats, and well, to be honest, Everet has been extremely impressed with what you can do. He's not used to having an engineer that can work across so many system boundaries as you do. You seem as comfortable with mechanical as you do with the computer controls."
"All stuff I love to do. As a test engineer for Cat, I had technicians to set all the tests up, but I still had to do the test design."
"And it shows. I've seen more new stuff happening in the last few months than I have in the last half dozen years. It's good to get some new blood in every now and then."
"Thank you sir. I appreciate it."
"So aside from my wife's obvious comments and this young woman's obvious intentions, how have you been settling in?"
"Quite well. House is comfortable, getting to know the town. Love the area. Really can't complain."
"Aside from Donna's obvious affections, any other attractions? Inside or outside the company?" he asked as we floated along side by side less than five feet apart.
"One or two," I answered.
He nodded gently. "Yeah, it can be tough trying to get back at dating. Marge isn't my first wife, but she's definitely my best wife."
"Flatterer!" Marge said from the bow.
"The point is, don't be bashful. Whoever you find, Donna, not Donna, whomever it is, one thing to remember, they'll be different than your last wife. Sometimes different is good, sometimes not. Just take each one and take your time getting to know them."
"Sounds like good advice," I answered
"Best advice I have, on that topic at least," he said. "Of course the other advice is to never turn down a good thing, and by my view, a naked woman in a towel is a DAMN good thing," he added quietly.
"I understand completely!" I answered as he chuckled.
The last two miles of the float were spent chatting amiably, Marge quizzing me on my past, my ex-wife, what I enjoyed doing in my spare time and what I found interesting in my new life here. I was surprised how fast it passed, and before long we were pulling into the final beach and pullout point.
"Well, Michael. It seems that we're at the end of the trip. I presume I'll see you around camp tonight," Marge said after she climbed from the canoe.
"I expect so," I answered
She leaned close to me and hooked one finger in the towel wrapped around my waist. "I hope you'll still be wearing that. From what I felt in the river, I think I wouldn't mind at all ogling a few minutes," she said with a grin, before letting her finger unhook, and slide down over the outside of it before walking away.
"Wow," I said beneath my breath.
"My wife certainly has a mind of her own. I'd be remise if I didn't say that we have an agreement. I don't complain and she doesn't complain," he said with nod. "See you at dinner!"
"I'm not at all sure what that was all about," I said as Donna stepped next to me.
"Oh, I do. We had a bachelorette party one time for one of the girls in the plant. She paid for the strippers and, well, let's just say that the cream all over her breasts wasn't hand lotion."
"Good lord. The boss's wife?"
"Well, like he said, she doesn't complain about Melisa, his secretary. They've been caught more than once less than completely dressed in his office. It's pretty common knowledge that they periodically indulge all the way. I think he likes the secretary fucking the boss fantasy thing. I've often wondered if she gets a pay raise for banging him or if she considers it a perk?"
"Wow."
"Uh huh. Now about this towel?" she said, slipping her hand in through the overlap in the towel and grabbed my cock.
"What about it?"
"Well, doesn't look like we have a place to change yet. So how about leaving it on while we set up your tent and then we can both change in there?"
"Uh huh. And I presume you're gonna want to take your time doing that?"
"Well, I did think it might be a good time to do that checking out of each other you mentioned," she said with a giggle. "What'd you say? Plenty of time before we're supposed to eat."
"Why not," I answered, figuring spending the time with her might be a good idea. It'd at least keep me out of Marge's sights, if I got her innuendo correctly.
My basement looked like a sporting goods store in many ways. I had a pretty wide array of tents, packs, camping gear, hiking gear, snow-shoes, skis, you name it. My choice for today had been made expecting to be entertaining Crystal tonight. As a result, I picked my Eureka dome tent, with a queen size air mattress about a foot thick. It should have taken me only about five minutes to set the tent once I had it unloaded from the SUV, though for some reason it took considerably longer with Donna trying to pull my towel off. I might have let her have her way, and just left it off if we'd been alone, but her frequent exposures of my hardon drew more than her as an admirer. As I crawled into the tent to pump up the air mattress, Amanda, Jack's wife, grabbed at my towel, leaving me in the tent with nothing to wear or cover myself with. Which was clearly the idea, since she was kneeling inside the tent staring at my hard-on as I sat on my knees, waiting for the mattress to fill. Once the air mattress was full, Amanda and Donna allowed me to recover my towel. I had to get a few more things out of my SUV and ended helping another lady, Samantha, unload her gear from my SUV. For some reason, her hand just couldn't resist being UNDER my towel while I helped her set up her little two man dome tent.
With my tent set, the air mattress inflated, I was ready for luggage. For a long term camp, I'd probably never choose this combination of bed and tent, but for comfort and entertaining a single guest overnight , it was an excellent choice. I'd kind of hoped that my guest was going to be Crystal. I wanted to find out how she took camping, and this would have been a nice try. The air mattress easily filled three quarters of the six foot high tent, leaving room around two sides to stand nearly upright, making it reasonably easy to dress and undress in, compared to smaller more lightweight tent options I had.
Donna carried in our duffel bags and I zipped the door closed behind her. "Now, let's get rid of these," she said, tugging my towel off from behind me. I turned to see her standing completely naked only a couple feet from me. With time to really take her in, I'd have to say she was quite good looking. She reached up and pulled the hair tie holding her brown hair in a bun and let it cascade down over her shoulders, the ends hanging down nearly to her nipples. Her large round breasts sagged down several inches, causing her nipples to turn up slightly, each pink protrusion sticking up at an angle towards me, almost inviting me to suck on them. Her waist was thin, flaring out to her moderately wide hips in a sensuously gentle curve. Her legs looked strong and toned, with only a small gap where they met, her fully shaved mound and pussy showing invitingly.
"So, what do you think?" she asked quietly, holding her hands apart for me to see.
"I think you're quite good looking."
"Not quite a stripper's body, but I think it's alright," she said with a smile.
"Oh, I'd say you could be a stripper, if you wanted to. Not that I'm saying you should, just that with a body like that, you'd do quite well.
"Well, you'd do pretty well yourself," she said quietly, stepping towards me and reaching out for my already hard cock. "I can just see you strutting around a room full of horny women, taking your clothes off, one thing at a time until you're completely naked, all those women trying to grab and suck your big cock!" she said as she sat down on the thick air mattress and pulled me towards her. She pulled me towards her as she leaned towards me and engulfed my cock with her wet mouth.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she slid her mouth up and down my shaft, followed by her hand to cover the length of me that she was unable cover with her lips. "Damn you're good at this."
"Glad you think so. Check this out!" she said with a giggle before wrapping her lips around me again and pressing her face all the way down my shaft, driving my fat head into her throat until her nose nearly touched my body. "God you're big," she said breathlessly after pulling from me.
"So I've been told," I answered, reaching down for her shoulders and pushing her back. "How about I return the favor?"
"With pleasure," she said with a giggle, allowing me to lift and spread her legs as I knelt down next to the air mattress. Her pussy spread slightly, pulling her fat shaved lips apart enough to allow her pink inner lips to protrude slightly. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips even farther. With a smile, I moved closer to her pussy, smelling her arousal and blowing across her hot wetness. "Oh God Michael, you are such a tease!"
"You haven't felt the half of it yet!" I answered before reaching my tongue out to her and softly licking up her wet lips and across her now exposed clit.
"OH SHIT!" she squeaked as I flicked it several times.
I pulled my face down lower and pressed my tongue deep between her lips, teasing it into the entrance to her tunnel before sliding it up along her pubic bone, tracing up until my tongue hit the juncture of her lips and then flicked again across her clit. Over and over I made the same trip, teasing her lips and clit and making her squirm and wiggle on the mattress.
"Oh fuck, you are a tease!" she moaned. "But a fucking God damn good one!"
"Glad you're enjoying it!" I said between licks.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" she moaned as I slid my tongue up to her clit and concentrated on it, circling around and around it and then suddenly changing to flick across it. "OH God!" she breathed deeply. "Oh God you're gonna make me come!"
"That's the idea," I answered, stopping for a moment to take a breath.
"Well, you're well on the way to that goal!" she moaned loudly as I went back to stroking her clit with the tip of my tongue. I unlooped one arm from around her leg and pulled it down, gently stroking her lips with the tip of my finger as I continued to tease her clit.
I teased my finger up and down her lips, slowly working it deeper and deeper between them until I could push it all the way into her sweet tunnel, drawing a gasp of pleasure. I rolled my hand over and crooked my finger, teasing it back and forth across the top of her velvety soft tunnel.
"OhGodohGodohGod!" she muttered over and over as she bucked her hips up in time with my stroking finger. "Oh God. I'm gonna come!" she moaned loudly. I continued to stroke my finger in and out of her, circling my tongue around and around her clit as her body writhed before me, her hips unable to remain still as her climax washed over her. "OHHHHHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed loudly as her body suddenly trembled and shook, her pussy practically gushing her juices out at me as I teased her clit and tunnel. "Oh fuck me! Please fuck me!" she begged, reaching down and trying to pull my head up from her pussy.
I lifted from her pussy and allowed her to pull me up her body, kissing my way up to her big tits. I kissed back and forth across them drawing each nipple into my mouth in turn and teasing her hard nubs before allowing her urgent tugs to pull me the rest of the way up onto her. She let go of my head and reached down to find my hard cock and coax it to her pussy, her legs hooking around me and pulling me down towards her. "Oh yeah," I breathed as I slowly sunk into her wet and velvety soft tunnel.
I sunk into her until her clit pressed to the base of my cock, her hips starting to rock almost as soon as she felt me pressing to her. She wrapped an arm around my neck, pulling me down tightly to her as she rolled us, ending with her on top of me. She smiled down at me, her face inches from mine, and lowered her lips to mine. I felt her wet lips press to mine, sucking them sensuously. Her tongue teased my lips, and I opened my mouth, allowing her to tease my tongue with hers. We lay this way for long minutes, kissing and embracing until she pushed herself up and away. She lifted her chest from me, her big breasts hanging down tantalizingly close. I slid my hands up and cupped each big soft breast, letting my thumbs stroke back and forth across her nipples.
"Ohhhhh God," she shivered as she moved her legs so they were next to mine, her weight resting on her knees and her ass on my thighs. I could feel her vaginal walls squeeze around my fat cock. She closed her eyes and then started lifting and dropping herself on my lap, my cock sliding in and out of her sweet soft pussy, her clit grinding into my body with each stroke. "I'm gonna ride you until you come," she moaned.
"Won't take long," I answered in a soft groan. "Not long at all!"
"Good. Cuz this is gonna make me come again too!" she said as she continued to stroke up and down my shaft, her motion bouncing both of us on the air mattress. As her speed increased, her moans grew louder until the two of us let go at the same time, my body jerking and spewing a gush of cum up into her spasming pussy, her whole body trembling and shuddering.
She lowered herself down on me again, her soft tits pressing against my chest, her soft lips teasing mine. "Mmmmmmm, now that was a good fuck!" she said with a contented sigh. "A VERY, VERY good fuck!"
"Glad you approved," I said with a chuckle.
"You know. I haven't set my tent up yet. I suppose I could leave it and just sleep here with you!" she coaxed.
"Tempting. Very tempting," I answered.
"But you're not going to, are you?"
"Well..."
She took a deep breath and sighed again. "You are one hard man to get inside," she whispered. "It's not like I'm asking to marry you, I just thought we might spend the night together, and of course have some more of this fantastic sex."
"Okay. You win," I whispered back, getting a huge smile in return. We lay there for almost another half an hour before we finally got out of bed and got dressed. Dinner was already underway when we emerged from my tent. The two of us filled plates with hamburgers and assorted picnic foods, potato salad, beans, chips, etc. She followed me to a nearby picnic table and we sat together and started eating.
"Well, well, well. How are the happy couple doing?" Mrs. Williams asked as she sat down on the bench next to me, facing away from the table. She leaned back against the tabletop and looked up at the setting sun. "Sounded like you two were having a rather incredible time," she said quietly.
"Oops," I said quietly. "I guess we did get a little loud."
"No, actually, you were a LOT loud. It was pretty obvious what was going on in your tent was a lot more than just changing clothes," she said with a smile. "Sounded like something I might have done when I was a bit younger," she said only slightly louder than a whisper. "Something I'd still enjoy."
"Um...I...Um..." I stammered.
"Shhhhh. It's alright," she whispered, reaching a finger to stroke down my bare arm before getting up and walking away, her hips swinging exaggeratedly in the tight shorts, her bare midriff showing between the top of the shorts and the snug tank top. I had to admit, she didn't look her age in that outfit!
"Eyes back in your head Michael," Donna said quietly, "Unless you plan on following after her and doing what she's suggested."
"No, I think taking the boss's wife off to my tent to have sex wouldn't be a good career move," I answered.
"You'd be surprised," she answered. "Not that I know from experience that is. Come on. I'm full. Let's go head over to the bonfire!"
"Sure," I said as I got up to follow her. We wandered over to where the bonfire was already burning, easily sixty people already sitting around a huge fire pit on the benches and in folding camp chairs. Donna sat in the last seat available on the wooden benches arrayed around the fire. With no seats left, I told her I'd head over to the SUV and get my chair out of the back. The darkness was growing quickly, especially with my eyes not yet adjusted after looking at the fire for several minutes, so I followed the gravel path that wound through the campsites towards the site where my tent was set up.
I walked up to my SUV and opened the back, digging in for my chair.
"Hi Michael." I heard behind me, startling the shit out of me so badly that I jumped and wacked my head against the liftgate door frame.
"Oh shit. You startled me," I said, trying to get my heart back into my chest as I turned to see who was behind me. I found Samantha, the thirty something woman that had most of her camping gear in my SUV.
"Sorry, that wasn't my intent, at least not that way," she said a bit meekly as I turned back to pull out the chair I was in the process of digging out from under some other gear when she startled me.
"So, I'm almost afraid to ask what way you intended to startle me then," I said as I pulled the bag chair out and set it down against the bumper and climbed back out of the back of my SUV.
"Well, actually. I was talking with Tanya, and she told me how you get turned on by girls that are just a little bit bad, you know, wanna show off a bit, but not too much? Well, after listening to you in the tent with Donna, I kinda got turned on and wondered...well, was thinking that maybe..."
I stood there and stared at her, not at all sure what to think. It almost sounded like she was propositioning me. "And," I said with a little trepidation.
She had on a long gray t-shirt, so large it hung down over her like a sack down to the middle of her thighs. She stood there in the growing darkness, the near full moon so bright it was starting to throw shadows, chewing her lip nervously and playing with the hem of the long shirt. "Well, I was thinking... you know... If you liked women that were a little bad, that if I was a little bad maybe..." she said before suddenly pulling the t-shirt up and off, leaving her standing there completely naked.
I stared at her body, really the first time I'd seen anything significant since we'd left the plant. I'd seen her a few times at work wearing short snug dresses that showed a lot of leg, but on this trip, she'd worn either a t-shirt or some sort of wrap over her swimsuit the whole time. I had to admit, she had a nice looking body. Her petite frame was creamy white, her short cropped red hair framing a pleasantly pretty face and her neatly trimmed tiny triangle of red curls pointing like an arrow to her creamy white lips. In between she had a thin waist and a pair of small breasts, maybe a B cup, if that much, with bright pink nipples and oblong pink puckered areola.
"So wha'd you think? Interested in making a bad girl come?" she prompted, stepping a little closer to me.
"Um. Not that I don't think you're good looking, because you are, but you really wanna have sex with a stranger?" I asked as she stepped closer, leaving me no place to retreat to.
"Well, it's not like you're really a stranger. I mean, after talking with Tanya, I really feel like I know you, and you did help me set up my tent," she said as she took another step closer, reaching out for my shorts and grabbing my half hard cock through the thin material. "God, it really is big, isn't it?"
"It's Samantha? Right?"
"Uh huh," she said, moving her other hand to the waistband of my shorts, pushing the front down as far as she could with her hand holding my cock. She let go for a moment, pushing the front down farther, exposing my cock and grabbing it again. "Ohhh God! It's even bigger than I'd thought," she said, looking down at it in her petite hand, its girth and length growing by the second as she slowly stroked it.



"Samantha. Is this really what you wanna do?" I asked quietly.
"Oh hell Michael. I'm so fucking horny. I haven't had sex in months. Listening to you fucking the shit out of Donna, well, damn..." she said quietly, standing there completely naked except for a pair of sandals.
"Come here," I said quietly, reaching an arm out and putting it around her, pulling her to me. I turned her sideways, pulling her shoulder to mine, my hand around her waist to hold her in place. I reached down past her hand where she was still stroking my cock and pressed a finger between her thighs. I gently stroked it back and forth, wetting her fat wet lips with her own juices. Her pussy felt more like that of a teenager, her full round lips containing almost all of her softer inner lips, her clit tucked neatly in the juncture of her fat lips. She gasped as I pressed my finger deeper, digging in between them to stroke along her pubic bone, dragging my finger across her clit.
"Ohhhhh God," she moaned softly, her hand gripping my cock harder as I slid my finger back down her slit again. "Oh God. I wanna be fucked so bad," she moaned softly, her head leaning against my shoulder.
"That's what you really want?"
"Uh huh."
"Anything I need to know? Like STDs, birth control, that kind of thing?"
"What, you think I'm dirty or something?" she asked sharply, looking up at me.
"See, that's just it. We don't know each other, so how would I know?"
She set her lips in a firm line. "I'm good. I trust you are too, or you wouldn't have fucked Tanya and Donna, and yes, I know you fucked Tanya several times today.
"Don't get mad. I was just trying to make a point," I said quietly, still stroking her pussy, but more softly. "Is fucking a guy you really don't know what you wanna be doing?"
"Isn't that a bit of a double standard? I've heard about Jennifer and Crystal and now Tanya and Donna. Seems to me, I'm the one that should be worried. You seem to be pretty free with where your cock goes."
"Touché!" I whispered
"So, I'll tell all the girls you were a good boy and tried to make sure I was being a good, bad girl, and you take this and fuck me with it. Then we both win, right?"
"Tell me, just what do you do at the company?"
She grinned up at me. "I handle past due accounts," she whispered. "And now this one is getting way past due."
"I'd have never figured, not as timid as you were when you walked up," I answered with a soft chuckle.
"That's part of my method. Get 'em off guard and then go in for the kill. Now you wanna fuck me with this or not?" she asked, still stroking my hard cock.
"You wanna be a bad girl? Okay," I said pulling my finger from her pussy. I turned to face her, reached down and grasped her bare ass and picked her up, her petite form light in my arms, made lighter by her legs wrapping around my waist as she gave a little squeak of surprise. I didn't have far to go. I knew exactly where to put this sweet little ass if she really wanted to be a bad girl, the only Mercedes in the place. Holding my shorts up with one hand, I carried her down the road half a dozen camping sites to where the boss's tent was set up and walked to the front of their car and set Samantha's ass on the hood.
"Seriously? Here!?" she asked in surprise.
"You wanted to be bad," I said as I pulled my hips back a little from her and reached between us to push my cock, which had been trapped between us on the short walk, down between her legs.
"Bad yes, but...ohhhh God," she groaned as I pressed my head between her already wet lips, finding the entrance to her tunnel and forcing it forward, pushing into her tight tunnel two or three inches. "Ohhhhh my God," she moaned louder as I started stroking into her in short little jabbing strokes, working my shaft deeper and deeper into her as more and more of my length became lubricated. "Oh my God are you big," she moaned as my head hit the end of her petite tunnel, still two full inches of me sticking out.
"Tight," I grunted as I began to stroke my full length in and out of her, the end of each stroke rubbing her ass on the hood of the car, her heels, hooked in the small of my back working with my strokes to pull me forcefully all the way into her.
"Uh God. Ohhh fuck yes! Fuck me Michael! Fuck my hot little cunt hard! Ohhhhh fucking A yessss!" she cried over and over as I stroked into her with abandon. She let go of my neck and lay back on the car hood, letting go of my back with her feet and sticking them up and out in a wide V to spread her pussy even wider. "That's it baby! Fuck me hard! Drive that fantastic cock into my hot cunt! OH yeah! Fuck me hard baby!" she cried loudly into the night as her hands started squeezing her own breasts and pulling and squeezing her nipples.
"Shhhh," I whispered as I continued to stroke into her, my hands holding her hips as she tried to hump back in time with my long quick strokes.
"Come on Michael! Fuck my cunt! Drive that sucker into me! I want it hard! I wanna feel you cum in me and I wanna feel my own pussy coming around your big fat cock! OHHHH FUCK YES!" she practically shouted into the night. I doubted there was anyone in the whole damn camp that didn't hear that. "That's it baby! Almost there. I'm gonna come! Your big fat hard cock is gonna make me come so hard!" she squealed loudly. "OHHHHHHH FUCK! HERE IT IS!! AHHHHHHH!" she squealed as her pussy contracted even tighter around me, her whole body shaking and trembling. "Don't stop...oh God keep going. Don't stop until you come too!" she squealed breathlessly as her body writhed on the hood in one long orgasm of shuddering and shaking. "OHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried into the night, her pussy gushing girl cum out around my cock as her body jerked spasmodically in time with mine, my cock jerking and surging my own cum into her clenching pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck," I groaned softly as my body continued to jerk and twitch for nearly a minute, her shudders slowly fading as her pussy juices dripped from both of us onto the ground and the front of the car.
"Ohhhhh God yes!" she moaned softly, reaching up with one hand to wrap around my neck. She pulled me down toward her chest, bending me over both her and the front of the car. "Suck my titties, please?" she almost begged. I opened my mouth and drew one of her hard pink nipples into my mouth, suctioning almost all of her small breast into my mouth as I circled her nipple with my tongue. "That's it baby. I love getting my nipples sucked on after I come. Wanna know why? I know you can't answer, your mouth is full of my tit, so I'll tell you. Cuz it makes me wanna do it more. It makes me wanna ride your big fat cock until I come again. And right now, I wanna come again. I wanna come all over you and around you. Ohhhhh fuck yes. Mmmmmm that feels so fucking nice," she moaned, hooking her legs around me again and pulling herself tightly to me, grinding her clit into my body.
I switched tits and sucked her other nipple into my mouth, closing my teeth on it and nibbling it slightly. "OHHH! Fuck yeah! Do it again. Keep doing it!" she squealed in delight, her hips grinding her clit into my body, my only partly hard cock still buried in her as her pussy tried to squeeze and milk it. "Ohhh God yes. So nice. I can feel it getting hard in me again. Sooooo nice. So big! God damn yes!" she cried, wiggling her pussy juice covered ass around on the hood of the car as he ground herself against me. "My turn to fuck you Michael. My turn to ride your cock and make you come. My turn to make you feel as good as you made me feel!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as her pussy clenched and grasped me, her squirming and wiggling hips working my cock around in her and making me grow again.
"You like that don't you? Getting fucked by a hot horny woman? You like to feel my pussy fucking your big cock? Trying to draw it into me, making it grow bigger and fatter? Ohhhh God it's getting so big again. I think it's gonna make me come again too! Ohhhh fuck! I don't know how long I can hold out. It's hitting everyplace so perfect. Ohhh God Michael! You're gonna...ohhhh FUCK!" she cried loudly as her whole body jerked and little tremors ran up and down her whole body, her pussy clenching and spasming around me as she orgasmed a second time. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yeah!" she breathed quietly, laying mostly limp on the hood of the car for long seconds as I toyed with her nipples with the tip of my tongue.
She pushed my face away from her tits and looked at me in the moonlight. "That's not supposed to happen," she whispered.
"What isn't?"
"Me coming before I make you come again."
"Oh well," I answered with a chuckle. "Not that I didn't enjoy the attempt."
"I'd keep going, but I'm not sure my overstimulated pussy could handle much more."
"That's okay, I'm not sure how much more my cock can take."
"So, was that bad girl enough for you?" she asked with a giggle. "Not often I get to let go and be myself. Hell, I don't know too many guys that even know how I like it."
"I rather figure that there's a whole lot of folks now that do," I said with a chuckle. "You were more than a little loud."
"Oh lord. I do get carried away in the heat of the moment sometimes," she said with a quiet giggle.
"Yeah, you did that," I agreed, pulling my still hard cock from her and reaching down to pull up my shorts which were still hooked down below my balls. "Now I need to go change my shorts. You came so much they're soaked."
"Oops," she said meekly as I helped her off the hood of the boss's car. "Made a mess here too," she said with a giggle. "I think I owe them a car wash."
"I think so."
"And I owe you another fuck yet," she said, looping an arm around my waist as we walked hip to hip back towards my camp site, her in nothing but sandals. We reached my SUV, and she found her shirt, slipping it back on. She leaned to me, kissed me hard on the lips, and with a smile, turned and walked away, flipping the shirt tail up to show off her ass in the moonlight.
I closed the hatchback of my SUV, grabbed my chair and headed back to the tent. It only took a second to dig out a second pair of shorts, which I stepped into before heading back to the bonfire, wondering just how many people heard. I approached the fire, the majority of the large group broken into small groups chatting around the huge fire. Donna was still where I left her, but no longer sitting with the same people. Mrs. Williams was sitting by her, talking and laughing as I walked up.
"Well, Michael," Mrs. Williams said with a bright smile. "Congratulations would seem to be in order!"
"Ma'am?" I asked as I started pulling the folded chair from the bag.
"I'd have to say you're a marketing genius as well as being an engineer. I doubt there's a woman around this fire, or in the whole campground, that isn't aware of your talents," she said, punctuating it with a soft laugh while I turned quite red with embarrassment. Thankfully, I didn't think it showed too much in the glow of the fire.
"I'm really sorry," I mumbled as I unfolded the chair.
"Oh, don't be. I'm sure it wasn't your fault. I'm not sure who the loud young woman was but looking around at those missing I might make a guess or two. Regardless, she was quite clear about just exactly who was taking her to the edge of ecstasy."
"I don't know about doing that, but yes, she was a bit louder than I would have expected," I admitted shyly.
"She was definitely that," Donna added. "Just how did she manage to convince you that quickly to take her like that? I mean you just went to get a chair."
"She was...convincing," I said with a shrug. "Something about a conversation with Tanya and my perceived preferences in women."
"Well, I would say she must have hit the mark. Must have been Samantha. She can be quite convincing," Mrs. Williams said with a smile. "Ahhh, I see I'm correct," she said after I reacted with surprise. "Don't be overly surprised. She convinced my husband to hire her, and we weren't even looking for someone in that department," she said with a laugh. "Her divorce was final almost a year ago now, and as I understand it, she's been taking a break from dating. I wonder if this signals an end to that?"
"I have no idea," I answered, shaking my head.
"Me either, but it would seem that you have a pretty wide array of young women to choose from, if you're interested that is. Or do you have someone outside the company you're interested in? I didn't even think to ask that."
"There is one young woman I have been seeing on and off. I'm not sure how serious that is yet though. We have a few differences that are giving me pause."
Mrs. Williams nodded knowingly. "So that rumor is true then?"
"What rumor?" I queried.
"Well, just a little whisper that you'd been seen at a particular club recently with a locally famous young lady in less than modest dress."
"She means you've been dating a stripper," Donna said, rolling her eyes.
"I've been dating a young lady that does work at a strip club, but then I guess one or two of the ladies around here also fit that category," I said a bit defensively.
"My, a little sensitive about that are we?" Mrs. Williams asked. "No need to be. I'm sure she's a wonderful young lady. Many people take up vocations they are good at, and thankfully we're not all good at the exact same ones. I wouldn't judge too harshly."
"I'm trying to keep an open mind."
"Oh, that is serious then," she said with a smile. "Most men would simply say, 'yes I wanna go out with you', what guy wouldn't, or 'nope, not interested.' Can't get past you taking your clothes off for money."
"Oh?"
"I was once employed that way. I went through so many gentlemen, some wanting to do nothing but have sex with me and then run off, some not interested at all once they found out what I did. Fortunately, Roger saw more in me than what most men did. He accepted my...desires. We have a wonderful relationship. We both feel very deeply for each other and find that being gone from the other for long periods to be quite difficult."
"But someone said that he plays house with his secretary, and that's okay with you."
"He does, and yes, it is. Just as he knows that as much as I love him, sex with just him would soon become boring. No, we both play, within certain limits. It helps keep things fresh and hot. Some of the hottest sex we have is after we've been with another partner. Don't get me wrong, I don't recommend it for everyone. We're both comfortable with our relationship, but I do know others where it has caused innumerable problems. Those where it does work, the pool of partners is limited. In my case, I'm free to play with anyone who walks in the front door of the plant, permanent or temporary, as is my husband," she finished with a smile. "More than once, I've found him playing with a saleswoman, and on a few occasions I've done the same."
"Huh? You mean you and other women?" I blurted out.
"Ohhhhh Michael. Men aren't the only ones capable of providing pleasure to a woman. Some women are VERY adept at it. My head can be easily turned by an extremely good looking young woman as it can by a hard bodied young man. Have you never been with more than one woman and had them play with each other at the same time they were playing with you?"
"No, I can't say that I have," I said.
"Oh my. You are soooo missing out on the fun. I rather think you've got all it takes to keep two women satisfied at the same time. Tell me, what do you think about the idea of having one woman straddling your fantastic sounding cock while another straddles your face and lets you lick her? You do lick pussy, don't you?"
"He not only does, he does so VERY well!" Donna answered for me.
"Well then, I think that's settled. I'm sure more than one woman here would enjoy this, but I'm going to take advantage of this while I can. No telling how long you're going to stay on the market with your talents," Mrs. Williams said as she stood up. "Come along," she added as she started to walk away from the fire towards the road leading down the campsites.
"Huh?" I asked no one in particular.
"Well, you two coming?" she asked as she stopped by the road and turned back to look at us.
"Well?" Donna asked. "You wanna try something new?"
"Hell, it seems like that's all I try anymore," I said as I got up and took the hand Donna was offering me.
"You don't have to if you don't want to," Donna said softly as we walked to catch up with Mrs. Williams.
"Do you?" I asked.
"I'm a bit nervous. I've never done this either," Donna whispered.
"So in other words, if I back out, you don't have to either, but you don't want to say you don't want to?"
"I'm not even sure if I want to or not. It might be fun."
"Mrs. Williams..." I said as I approached her.
"Marge, remember?"
"Marge," I said as she stepped between us and took each of us by the hand, leading us down the road, one on either side of her.
"Marge. I don't know about this. I mean neither of us have done anything like this before."
"Fair enough. But will you at least trust me? I promise, we won't do anything you're not comfortable with," she said with a soft smile.
"Okay. What the hell," I answered. "Donna?"
"I guess we can try it," she said nervously.
"Come here," she said quietly, leading us off the road into a vacant camp site. She led us to the picnic table in the site and let go of our hands. Turning to face us, she reached down and pulled her tank top off, pulling it over her head and tossing it on the table. She reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, shrugging it off and exposing a pair of full round D cup breasts to the moonlight. She tossed the bra onto the table and then pushed her walking shorts down, skimming her panties off with them, adding them to the pile on the table. She stood there completely naked except for her shoes and socks, letting us look at her in the silvery moonlight.
"Now," she said, reaching an arm out for the two of us. "Why don't you two play with whatever you want," she whispered as she wrapped an arm around each of us and pulled us against her, the three of us standing in a triangle. She turned her head to Donna and softly pressed her lips to Donna's, gently kissing her for long seconds. At first, I was pretty sure Donna was resisting, but the longer the kiss went on the clearer it became that she was starting to respond. Her own mouth starting to kiss back, the two of them sucking each other's lips as their breathing became more irregular and ragged.
"Okay. I'll admit that turned me on like crazy," Donna whispered as she looked at Marge and then at me.
"So why don't you suck his cock while I warm up his mouth?" Marge said, turning her face towards mine and leaning it to press her lips to mine.
"Yeah, I can do that," Donna said as she knelt down, pulling my shorts, the only thing I had on besides my flip flops, down to my knees. I felt Donna's lips close around my cock while Marge's kiss grew more sensual by the second. I moaned softly into Marge's mouth as Donna slid her lips up and down my cock, her hand following her lips to stroke the portions of my long fat shaft that her lips couldn't reach.
"Wanna fuck me now?" Marge whispered, her lips practically brushing against mine while she spoke. "Or would you rather lick my pussy and stick your tongue deep into my hot cunt?"
"Either is fine with me," I breathed, extremely turned on.
"Good. Should we do it right here, or do you want to go to your tent and get more comfortable?"
"Maybe my tent would be a bit more private."
"Good choice, but I'm all yours, either place is fine with me."
"Did you used to really be a stripper?" I asked, giving her lips a quick kiss.
"Uh huh. I used to be a real hottie in the back rooms too. Some guys get off on seeing girls getting it on and then joining in. How about you? Does it turn you on to see two girls making out?"



"Yeah, it kinda does."
"Turns you on doing it out here too, doesn't it? Out here where someone might come by and see, or watch?"
"Yeah, I kinda guess it does."
"You'd have made one hell of a Chippendale. A natural. I could just see a whole room of woman screaming for you to get naked and then you going around the room letting them suck your cock or stroke your fat cock between their tits until you chose one woman to fuck or suck you off until you squirted all over their bodies. Yeah, you'd be a real winner there. Still could be if you wanted to," she whispered.
"I don't think so."
"No? We'll see. We'll see. For now, why don't you invite Donna to take your shorts off and then strip her down too? I'm dying for the taste of pussy," she said as she backed away a step.
I looked down at Donna. "Go ahead and take 'em off," I said quietly.
She looked up at me and then pulled my shorts down, her mouth not stopping its travels up and down my shaft.
I stepped out of my shorts and then reached down to coax her back up. She let go of my cock and stood up, allowing me to reach down and pull her t-shirt up and off, over her head, leaving her unrestrained breasts swinging slightly. I turned her so her back was to the end of the picnic table and stepped in front of her. I unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down, reaching out to coax her up onto the table, her bare ass sitting on the rough wood. I pulled her shorts down, her sandals falling off her feet to leave her completely nude. Kneeling in front of her, I reached out and licked her excited pussy, tasting her juices and driving my tongue between her lips.
"Ohhhh God yes," she moaned quietly. "You do that so well."
"Mhph," I answered into her pussy, driving my tongue into her as far as I could make it go before dragging it up her wet slit. She lay back on the table, lifting her feet up and hooking her heels on the edge of the table, her knees spread wide to allow me even more access. I licked several times up her pussy, teasing her clit with my tongue each time before I realized Marge was leaning over Donna's chest, sucking one of her big nipples.
"Ohhhh God," Donna moaned loudly. "Ohhhh shit yes."
I continued to lick and suck her pussy, slowly pushing her towards orgasm. Up her slit I licked, over and over, teasing my tongue along her wet lips, driving it in so the tip of my tongue teased along her pubic bone before stopping at her clit, circling and flicking it. Marge climbed up onto the table and was soon on all fours over Donna's face, Donna's tongue reaching up and licking eagerly along Marge's wet slit.
"Ohhh yeah. That's nice," Marge cooed as she hovered over Donna's face. "You have a nice gentle tongue."
"Mmmmmmm," Donna moaned as I pressed a finger into her pussy, my tongue concentrating now on her clit. I started sliding my finger in and out of her pussy, teasing it along the top of her tunnel as much as I could, her hips starting to lift from the table and humping back at my face.
"God gonna come!" Donna moaned.
"You wanna come on his cock?" Marge asked Donna quietly.
"Oh yeah."
Marge smiled down at her and climbed off. "Come on Michael. Your turn," she said helping Donna roll off the table.
I crawled up onto the table and rolled onto my back, Donna quickly climbing up and settling herself over my cock. I felt her engulf my cock with her pussy, sliding all the way down until her ass was pressed to my thighs. Marge climbed onto the table as well, backing her pussy over my face and holding it just a few inches from my lips.
Donna started bouncing up and down on my shaft, groaning and moaning louder as she rode herself closer to climax. Marge lowered her pussy to my face, my hands gripping her round firm cheeks as I reached out to lick up her pussy. Unlike Donna, Marge had a small tuft of blonde hair on her mound, but her lips were shaved clean. Her soft delicate inner lips protruded significantly from her fat round outer lips, little beads of moisture clinging to the wavy lips as her excitement oozed from within her.
"Ohhhh God yesssss," Marge hissed softly as I licked between her lips, feeling her whole body shudder as I flicked across her hard exposed clit. "God that's good. Only thing better would be getting fucked right now."
"You can have him in a minute," Donna moaned. "God, I'm gonna come any fucking second!"
"Good," Marge groaned as Donna kept riding up and down my shaft. I felt and heard her ass slapping against my thighs with each stroke, her pussy practically vibrating as her orgasm began to approach.
"Yes...YES!" Donna squealed as her body clenched around me, her ass pressing hard to my thighs while her whole body shook. I felt her juices leaking around me and dripping down my balls as she climaxed on me, her pussy spasming over and over around me for long minutes, her ass wiggling and grinding against me to prolong her long deep climax.
Finally, she lifted herself off of me and moved to allow Marge to back up, helping to aim my cock at her pussy. "Ohhhh God they weren't kidding," Marge moaned as she pushed back on my well lubricated cock, sliding all the way into her until her clit ground into the base of my cock, my head pressed firmly against her cervix.
"OH damn!" I groaned as she began to bounce up and down my shaft, her ass slapping loudly on my thighs with each stroke. It seemed like each stroke down on me was a slightly different angle, speed, and tightness. It was incredible the way she made my cock feel. I watched her big soft tits bouncing wildly in the moonlight, the sight pushing my excitement even higher. I could hear a soft female moan filtering in from someplace besides the table. Someone was climaxing, besides the three of us, but at that moment I really didn't care because Marge's talented pussy was moments from making me climax yet again. I had no idea I could come so many times and had doubted that either of them could make me come again, but the hard jerk of my body and the surge of cum up into her pussy bellied my estimation. "OH GOD!" I groaned loudly between bucks as Marge ground herself on me, her whole body shaking and trembling above me.
"Mmmmmm. Now that's what I call a good cock," she groaned softly.
"I doubted I had enough left to do that again," I said as I reached up and toyed with her tits, cupping them and playing idly with her rock hard nipples.
"My experience, get a guy turned on enough and he can come over and over and over. It's all a matter of stimulation. Of course, the sound of Amanda coming again over there may have helped a little."
"Amanda?"
"Uh huh. She was hiding over there, rubbing her pussy and moaning. Clearly you made an impression on her tonight."
"I suppose," I answered as Marge moved off of me. She climbed off the table and then reached to help me down.
"Well, shall we go to bed? Or would you rather spend some more time doing this again?"
"To be honest, I'm beat. I need some sack time."
"I agree. Besides, there'll be time in the morning for a little more, if you and Donna want more that is."
"In the morning?"
"Uh huh," she said, picking up all our clothes, making it clear we were expected to walk naked in the moonlight. "You are planning on sleeping with both of us tonight, aren't you?"
"Um, I hadn't really thought about it."
"Well, I don't HAVE to stay, but it would be nice. Been a while since I curled up at night next to someone other than Roger. And since he's found himself another bed to sleep in tonight..."
"Yeah, sure. What the hell? How can this day get any crazier?" I answered, looping my arm around her waist and pulling her bare hip to mine. I held an arm out and Donna slipped into it, pressing her hip against mine, making me a sandwich between to very sexy women. I led them to the tent, zipping the three of us into it. The three of us lay on the large air mattress naked, covered by a light blanket, ready to go to sleep. As I drifted off to sleep, I wondered how fucking the boss's wife was going to affect my career with the company. But what was done, was done.
When the sun came up, the three of us spent an entire hour playing, each of them taking turns, one riding me, the other being licked, until I had made both of them come twice, Donna getting to ride my still tired cock to completion, before we finally had to dress and start breaking down camp to head back to the shop. Donna sat in the passenger seat with a 'cat that ate the canary' look on her face while Jack and Amanda sat in the back, Jack snoring loudly, Amanda, wearing a pair of micro-shorts and a tank top, gently stroking the crotch of her shorts while watching me drive. Part way home she pushed her shirt up to expose both small sexy breasts, each the size of a small orange, her pink nipples hard and protruding. She looked over at her sleeping husband before pushing her shorts and panties dot her ankles, pushing her knees apart to completely expose herself to me. I briefly wondered if she was thinking about last night and imagining that it was her on me instead of Mrs Williams, as she teased her own pussy. I watched her in the mirror, pushing a finger in and out of her wet depths, stroking herself to orgasm right next to her sleeping husband. The wet spot on my seat and on the seat attested to just how hard she came. I wondered if her husband would even notice, as she sat practically naked in the back seat, watching me watch her.
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Chapter 3
Dating had gotten quite complicated in the months after the canoe trip. I was still seeing Crystal, and with her consent, yes I really did ask first, I was seeing Donna and Tanya, neither all that seriously, but frequently enough that I wasn't at a loss for someone to have sex with when I was interested. Donna had made it a point to seduce me at work on several occasions before I agreed to date her, and Tanya, having less opportunity at work, frequently stopped by my house unannounced. She seemed to always show up in some manner of provocative dress, including on one occasion, completely naked. She seemed to be searching for the one outfit that would entice me to have sex quickly, something that she never seemed to fail at, though sometimes with more effort than others. I wasn't sure she was really interested in a long term relationship as much as a physical one.
But Crystal was still my first choice and my most frequent date partner. Dinner, movies, talking, walking, taking a hike in the woods and even riding bikes. I'd introduced her to fishing, one of my favorite pastimes, and had gotten her all the appropriate clothing for deer hunting, which started in only a few weeks. She seemed to be honestly interested in building our relationship aside from the sex. As she put it, "I could get all the sex I wanted any time I wanted from any number of women," but she seemed to want to convince me that my lower head and my heart weren't necessarily attached. I was beginning to suspect she was right, but try as I might, I was still having a hard time getting past the guys playing with her and touching her during her show. I think she still new that, especially when we were having sex.
Crystal had taken to coming over most nights that she worked, letting her sexual energy vent on me in bouts of wild sex, often followed by long quiet nights sleeping together. She'd promised not to do any more guys in the dressing room, unless I either said she could, or told her we were done. To date, I'd told her I didn't control her, but she was still set on trying to make me her sole sexual partner, even while she was encouraging me to have sex with the ladies at work.
The problem was, the more I saw of Donna and Crystal, the harder it was for me to think of being with only one of them. I was definitely developing feelings for Donna that were starting to rival the intensity of the almost instantaneous feelings I had for Crystal. I wouldn't believe in love at first sight if it had not been for my ex-wife, but that's what Crystal felt like, intense love at first sight.
If I were pushed to choose one right now, I doubted I could. I also knew that keeping both of them, especially in this way, was impossible in the long or even relatively short term. As if things weren't complicated enough, Marge had become an occasional sex partner. She made visits or took me on short trips which almost always ended in some form of sexual play, including several very seductive lap dances. Sometimes she'd just stop by my office to ask how things were going, and sometimes she'd come by my house in her red Mercedes for an evening of casual sex, always culminating in a discussion of how I was feeling and doing. She seemed genuinely interested in helping me sort through my confusing jumble of emotions and find an appropriate, willing, sexually active partner, even if it meant an end to our periodic interludes.
Of course, she was contributing to that jumble in some ways. I always felt guilty having sex with the boss's wife, no matter how many times she had assured me that it was fine by all concerned. I'd talked it over with Crystal on several occasions, and each time the discussion ended in both rather energetic sex, and her pronouncement that this was just something my heart was going to have to sort out on its own, and she was quite willing to wait for that answer. Of course, she hoped that it ended in her favor, which she was doing her best to encourage.
Let's face it. The only real reason I was hesitating was because of her stripping. I just had a problem getting past that, even though Marge and Donna had on several occasions reminded me that I was executing a classic double standard, given my current arrangement of partners. It didn't particularly surprise me to find out that Marge had sought out Crystal and gotten to know her, the two now being quite friendly. I was a bit more surprised to find out that Marge took the time to know which nights Crystal worked, ensuring that she didn't come by and "use me up" before Crystal could come by after work. All in all, this was a sexually satisfying time and an emotionally tumultuous time.
"Hey there lover boy!" Marge said as she walked into my office late one Wednesday afternoon. It was more than late enough to quit for the day, but I still had some paperwork to finish up on the project I was working on, which had kept me a bit past my normal quitting time.
"Marge. What's up?" I asked, looking up from my computer and swiveling my chair to face her. She was dressed in a VERY short dress, the hem of the skirt so short that I could see the tops of her thigh high stockings peaking from under the skin tight red skirt material. The top of the dress was sleeveless and quite obviously backless. The entire front of the dress seemed to be little more than loose folds of material circling around her neck and hanging down until it attached to the waistband of the skin tight skirt portion. The material hung down loosely over her big breasts, which seemed to almost show through the thin material as they wiggled side to side, completely unrestrained.
"Well, I'm taking you out," she said, setting two large shopping bags on my desk and then turning to close my office door. "But you definitely can't go out like that," she said, pointing to my button down dress shirt and dockers. "I got you something more appropriate to wear."
"Oh?" I asked as she stepped back to my desk and started to pull items from the two bags.
"Of course. Go ahead, get undressed," she practically commanded, pausing her unloading to stand and look at me. "Unless you want me to come do it myself, which I wouldn't mind at all!"
"No, that's fine. I'm sure I can undress myself," I said, shaking my head as I pushed my chair back and bent over to untie my shoes. By the time I had my shoes off, she had the bags unloaded and was standing next to my desk looking at me expectantly. I stood up and she reached for my shirt and started to undo the buttons.
"You know that I care about you, right?" she asked as she undid the buttons of my shirt and pushed it off my shoulders.
"Yeah," I answered as she pulled my t-shirt from my pants and pulled it up over my head.
"I care about you both as a good friend, and as my lover," she said as she tossed the shirt aside and reached for my pants, quickly undoing my belt.
"Yeah, I understand that," I answered her curiously as she squatted on the floor in front of me, pulling my pants down, waiting patiently for me to lift my feet so she could pull them off. She reached up for my briefs and pulled them down as well.
"These need to go too," she said with a grin as she pulled them down my legs, leaving me standing there in nothing but my socks. "Ohhhhh yes. Such a nice cock. What say we make this all nice and hard?" she added as she leaned towards me and engulfed my cock with her wet lips.
"Oh geez," I groaned softly as she quickly sucked my half hard cock, causing it to grow rapidly.
"Mmmmmm," she said, pulling her face from my cock. "I know I said I wouldn't have sex with you at work anymore, but how about we have dessert before dinner today?" she asked as she stood up. She reached behind her neck and pulled the looped material over her head, dropping it down the front of her, leaving her bare from her hips up. With a smile she reached for her hips and wiggled them, pushing the red dress down over her hips until it slid down her legs. She stepped from the dress, leaving her in nothing but a pair of thigh high nude stockings and five inch red high heels.
"Marge..."
"Shhhhhh," she said putting her finger to my mouth for a moment. She smiled and reached down to my arms and steered me back to my chair, pushing me back until I had to sit down. Reaching for the back of my chair for support, she stepped herself over the chair, her thighs resting on the arms and her legs spread wide in front of me. "Why don't you help guide yourself into me?" she cooed softly, rocking herself up on her thighs to lift herself high enough for my cock to move under her pussy.
Knowing that she was not to be denied when she got an idea into her head, I reached down and pressed my cock towards her pussy, letting her slowly lower herself down until my head engaged into the entrance to her sweet tunnel.
"Ohhhh yeah lover. Just what I need," she moaned as she slowly lowered her wet pussy down my shaft.
"I think someone's been thinking about sex for a while today," I said, reaching up to cup her large tits, squeezing them slightly and running my thumbs back and forth across her hard nipples.
"You have no idea!" she moaned softly as she began rocking herself on the arms of the chair, using her legs to lever herself up and down and her arms to balance herself. Up and down she moved, lubricating more and more of my shaft until her bare ass was slapping lightly against my thighs, my cock driving up into her until my head pressed against her cervix and the end of her tunnel.
"Ohhhh God," I groaned as she rode up and down, my own hips trying to stroke up into her in time with her motions, driving us both wild.
"Michael... You know...that I care about....you deeply...Right?" she asked breathlessly between strokes as she drove herself up and down my fat shaft.
"Uh huh," I agreed with a groan.
"And you...know that...I wouldn't...do anything...to hurt you...right?"
"Uh huh."
"I want you...to do something...for me...tonight."
"Sure, what?" I groaned, feeling my climax growing closer by the second, her pussy starting to quiver and clench around me as her own orgasm inched ever closer.
"Trust me...and do whatever...I ask tonight... Okay?" she practically begged, her legs and arms trembling.
"Okay," I groaned as her pussy spasmed around my cock. "Oh shit," I grunted as my orgasm hit, causing me to jerk and jam my cock up into her spasming pussy. I felt my cum surge up into her, filling her pussy as my body jerked over and over again, her whole body shaking and trembling as she sat on me, her arms moving down around my neck and pulling her chest toward my face.
"Ohhhhh God yesssss," she moaned softly as her trembles and shudders started to subside. I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her as she pressed her breasts gently to my face, her lips softly kissing the top of my head.
"So what do you want me to do?" I asked after I could breathe more normally again.
"You'll find out. I just want you to promise that you'll do what I want and not ask questions."
"Kind of unusual."
"I know. But you trust me, don't you? You know I wouldn't ever do anything to hurt you."
"Yeah, I believe that."
"Then trust me tonight. Know that no matter what, this is something I believe will help you in ways you can't imagine."
"Now you have me very curious."
"And that curiosity will just have to wait," she said with a smile, pushing her body back from my face so she could look down at me. "Michael, I care very much about you, but I also know that what we have is fleeting and temporary. It can't last, so while I can, I would like to try and do something that can last. You'll just have to trust me that tonight is more about your happiness than anything else. Okay?"
"Kind of mysterious, but okay. I'll trust you."
"Good," she said with a cheerful smile. "Time to get dressed then."
"If you say so," I said as she pushed herself off me, my cum dripping from her spread pussy as she slid back off the chair.
She turned to the desk and pulled a cloth from her purse and wiped my cum from her pussy, holding the cloth against her pussy while she clenched her legs together to keep it there to catch our combined cum. "Here, start with these," she said, holding out a pair of bright red silk boxers.
"Seriously?"
"No questions remember?" she prompted with a little tilt of her head and raised eyebrows.
"Yes ma'am," I agreed.
"You know Michael, someday you're going to have to stop calling me that."
"Yeah, I know. I can't help it."
"Do you do that to Crystal too?"
"Actually, I do," I said with a chuckle as I stepped into the boxers.
"Wait a second," she said quickly kneeling down. "We don't want to leave cum stains in your boxers, not tonight." She grinned, leaning towards me and engulfing my cock in her mouth again. She only sucked and licked me for a few short minutes, and by the time she was done, my cock was half hard again but cleaned of any sign of our recent coupling. "There, that's better," she said as she stood back up.
I chuckled and pulled my boxers up while she turned and got a pair of soft denim pants off the desk. She turned and held them out for me, leaning her nude body against the desk to watch me dress.
"Perfect," she whispered as I pulled the pants up. She held a shirt out for me and I unfolded it, revealing a western style shirt with pearled snaps on the pockets, down the front and on the cuffs. "OH Yessss!" she said quietly with a grin while she watched me snap it up. "Have I ever told you that for a thirty-five year old man, you have a pretty sexy looking body? Not rock hard, but firm in all the right places, showing just the right amount of muscle."
"Yeah, I think you say that every time you get me naked."
"Mmmmmm. Good. I'd hate for you to not realize just how sexy you look," she said as she turned again. She pulled a box from the desk and opened it, pulling out a pair of very fancy looking pointy toed cowboy boots.
"Seriously?"
"Gotta have my cowboy looking like one all the way to his feet, right?" she said holding the boots out.
I stepped into them and frowned. "They fit perfect. How did you figure out what size?"
"I have my sources," she answered him.
"Uh huh. These look suspiciously like a pair of boots that I tried on a few weeks back for Crystal at that big western store. The ones that I said were way too expensive for either of us to buy."
"Huh, imagine that?" Marge said with a crooked grin. "Guess I better dress now."
"I suppose," I said, bending over and picking her dress off the floor. It took me a moment to find the right combination of holding to get the skirt open for her to step into, pulling the material up her legs and over her hips. She smiled and waited patiently for me to straighten the front of the dress and then pull it up as she dipped her head down to allow the floppy loop of material to go over her head.
"You know, you've gotten quite good at re-dressing me. Do you actually enjoy doing it or do you just do it because you feel like you have to?"
"I kinda like it. Besides, it gives me a last chance to play with your body," I said as I reached into the front of the dress and cupped both her big soft tits, teasing them inside the red material.
"Ohhhh, you bad boy! You know how sensitive my nipples are after we've had sex!"
"Uh huh."
"You keep that up and I'm gonna have to pull your pants down and let you bend me over the desk."
"Mmmmmm, that might be fun."
"I KNOW it'd be fun. But not tonight. I have other plans for you. But I promise, any other day you want, all you have to do is ask, and that delight will be yours!"
"If you insist," I said, slipping my hands from her dress.
She leaned towards me and pressed her body against mine, lifting her lips to mine in a soft seductive kiss. "God you're a sexy man!" she whispered before pulling away from me. "Now, off to dinner."
"Yes ma'am," I answered as I bent over and picked up my clothes. She took them from me, stuffed them into one of the shopping bags and then headed to the door with the bag, my clothes, keys and wallet all now under her control, exactly what she apparently intended.
I followed her through the office area, getting a little wolf whistle from the one of the female engineers that was still there working late. "Seems like I'm not the only one who thinks you're hot looking," Marge said as we walked out the front door towards her car.
"So it would seem. I take it that's part of your plan. Am I your boy toy tonight?"
"You promised me no questions, and no, you are NOT my boy toy, or any other kind of toy!" she said a bit sternly as she started the Mercedes. "You are an incredibly intelligent, sensual, sensitive man. One I care about almost as much as my husband. I would never consider you as disposable as a TOY!"
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to offend you."
"I know," she said quietly. "But as I said, trust me, and don't ask questions. Just go with the flow tonight, please!?"
"Okay. I'll try," I said, reaching over and giving her stocking covered thigh a gentle squeeze.
We sat quietly the rest of the drive, the Mercedes turning and twisting down little back roads around town until we pulled into our destination. To say I was surprised wouldn't even begin to cover it. "Here we are," she said as she pulled into a parking space in the lot in front of the strip club where Crystal works.
"Um..."
"Michael! No questions! You promised!" she said sternly.
"Okay," I said a little defensively, wondering just what she was up to. I got out of the car and followed her to the front door which was opened, not by a burly bouncer, but a young guy in a pair of very tight pants, a white collar and no shirt. Normally the club is filled with guys leering at the dancers on stage, but tonight the club was filled not with men, but women, ranging from twenties all the way to the fifties, all sitting around the tables eating. Men dressed similarly to the young guy who opened the door milled about, filling drink glasses and carrying away empty plates.
"Ah, here we are," she said as she led me to a table with a gold "reserved" placard sitting on it and several young ladies sitting at the table eating. It only took a moment for me to realize that I recognized two of them, one being Tanya, wearing an extremely sexy spandex dress, and Donna in an equally sexy strapless dress that was formfitting to her big breasts. "Girls. Glad you could make it," Marge said as she sat down. "Michael, you of course know Tanya and Donna. You might remember Samantha, although the last time you saw her I believe you were making a mess on the hood of my Mercedes."
"Oh Lord," I groaned, covering my face with my hand briefly.
"Oh don't worry. You two still owe me a car wash, but I'm willing to wait to collect. I'm looking forward to helping the two of you wash it," Marge said with a smile. "And this is Jennifer, a friend of mine," she added, motioning to a tall thin blonde woman a bit older than I am. She had on a blue dress that was quite flattering for her slim figure, and a pleasant smile as she held her hand out across the table for me.
"Pleased to meet you," I said as I shook her hand gently, noting that there was one empty seat at the table yet.
"My pleasure, trust me!" she answered with sexy smile, her eyes looking up and down my body like a piece of meat at a delicatessen.
We were no sooner settled when a young man came by, setting a drink down in front of each of us, without any prompting for an order. To my surprise both drinks were our normal choice, mine a light beer and hers a margarita.
"It would seem we were expected," I said loud enough for her to hear me over the din of the several dozen women talking.
"So it would seem," she responded noncommittally. "Trust me, remember?"
"Alright," I said a little nervously.



We didn't have much longer to wait before two plates were delivered to our table, each with what looked like some kind of roast turkey or chicken, roasted potatoes, steamed vegetables and a light coating of gravy on the meat. "Eat up. Not much time before the show," Marge said. "We used up a bit more time in your office than I planned."
"Ah," I said, not at all sure what show or what she had in mind. The crowd tonight was anything but normal. I looked around while I ate and noticed that all the ladies were dressed nicely, some in what I would call sexy outfits and others in more elegant but expensive looking dresses. Size and age ranged across the board from some in their late twenties, like Tanya, to older women that appeared to be fifties or so. Clearly this was not a typical strip club crowd, unless of course this was some kind of a ladies' night event, in which case I wondered what the hell I was doing here? I really didn't have much interest in watching a bunch of guys stripping.
I couldn't help but feel a little uncomfortable with Jennifer looking at me, a little bit of a grin clearly trying to be hidden as she ate. I wondered what she knew that I didn't. I was just about done eating when of all people, Crystal walked out of the door leading to the back. She walked straight towards me, held out her hand and smiled down at me.
"I wasn't sure you'd come," she said quietly. "Better come with me now though."
"Um, okay," I said getting up.
"Michael. Remember your promise. Follow her directions as if it were coming from me."
"Okay," I answered with a shrug as Crystal led me away. She led me to the back room where her dressing area was and set me down without a word. "Okay. What's going on?"
"I'm happy you're here doing this. I really didn't think you would, but thank you for trying this," she said, clearly nervous.
"Crystal. I don't understand. Trying what?"
Crystal stood looking at me for a minute. "Stripping. I mean she did explain didn't she?"
"I have a hunch she left a few things out. Why don't you start at the beginning?"
"Well, Marge and I were talking, and the owner was getting ready to retire. She bought the business and made me manager. This is our first ladies' night."
"Oh, wow. That is a surprise. But what does that have to do with me stripping? Like I'm going to go out on stage and take my clothes off for a bunch of half-drunk hopped up women?"
"Well, she said that she'd convince you to try it...so you'd understand what it's like for me. I thought because you were here that you agreed to do it," she said, clearly upset and maybe even hurt.
"Um. She said we were going to dinner and made me promise to do whatever she asked, no questions asked. Something about caring about me and wanting me to be happy."
Crystal stepped closer to me, reaching for my hands and pulling them to her, clasping both of them tighter, and holding them between her dress covered breasts. "She thought that if you experienced what I do, that maybe you'd be more understanding and less upset about what I do. I think she really thinks we would be good together and this was a way to help us find out if we're really right for each other."
"You two talk a lot?"
"We have quite a bit for a while now, but since she bought the place a couple months ago we talk almost daily."
"That explains a lot," I said. "Seems like every time she and I are together that we end up talking about you and me."
"Yeah. Same here. Seems like a day doesn't go by that she doesn't ask me how things are going with you."
"So, I'm supposed to go out there and take my clothes off?"
"That was her idea."
"I don't have the slightest idea how to do that," I said, "or if I'm even brave enough to do it."
"You don't have to. I mean she didn't tell you. It wouldn't be fair to you."
"She went to a lot of trouble to set this up, right down to these boots!" I said lifting a foot.
"She's been planning it for weeks. She had the idea when she talked about doing a ladies' night and featuring a few local amateurs."
"Good Lord."
"Look. You don't have to do this. Really. It's not that important."
I looked up at her and tugged on her hands. She leaned over and I hooked a finger in the front of her dress, tugging her lower until I could gently kiss her lips. "Do you want me to do this?" I whispered.
"I wish you would," she whispered back.
"Okay. On one condition. Tell me what I need to know so I don't make a fool of myself out there," I whispered before kissing her again.
"Do you really love me that much? Enough to go out there and do this?" she asked breathlessly after several seconds of our embrace.
"Yeah, I do."
"Then I'll make you a promise. She made me the manager so I wouldn't have to strip any more. I make as much if not more than I did stripping. If you do this, and after you say you don't want me to strip any more, then I promise I'll stop."
"That's a hell of a promise. You want me that bad? So bad you'd stop doing something you admit you love doing?" I asked her.
"I don't want to stop stripping. I do enjoy it. It makes me feel good. But if that's what's keeping us apart, maybe it's something I need to change. At least until you and I decide if we're really right for each other long term."
"Okay. I'll go out there, and after...we'll talk. Okay?"
She smiled and planted another soft sensuous kiss on my lips. "Thank you sweetie. I love you!"
"I love you as well," I answered.
"Okay. Gotta go for a few minutes. I'll be back though."
"Okay," I answered as she let go of my hands and turned to walk away. It was only a few short moments before I heard her voice over the PA, welcoming all the women and outlining the program for the evening. She went on to inform them that none of the dancers, most of whom were acting as waiters for the night, were being paid, so heavy tipping either at their tables or however else they wished to express it was highly encouraged. With that said, the DJ put on some music with a heavy beat and she introduced the first dancer.
"Well?" Crystal said as she walked back to see me. "What do you wanna know?"
I laughed. "Everything! I've never done this. I have no clue what to do."
"Come on," she said, taking my hand. She led me to a small office between the two round stages and sat down, flipping on computer monitors. "We record everything going on in the club just in case there's a problem," she said as she flicked through the displays and settled on one watching the stage. "Here. Watch this!" she said, sliding out of the chair and letting me sit down. "Just watch what he does."
"Okay," I said with a frown, watching the young guy on stage gyrate and wiggle around as he pulled his clothes off. "I don't have rip off pants like that," I said.
"Nope. You're going out dressed like that. So just push your pants down and then step on the legs to work them down and off. Unlike guys who wanna see NOW, ladies don't mind if it takes a little longer, especially if there's some tease going on at the same time."
"Okay. I got that," I answered as, now naked guy made his way off the stage by the steps in between the two stages. Crystal reached down past me, flicked to a different camera and let me watch as he worked the crowd of ladies, wiggling and swinging his hips so his cock swung around as he moved from table to table.
"See how he stops when they pull their boobs out? That's an invitation to come play. They'll grab and stroke you or suck your cock. The idea is to let them have a good time."
"Great. What if I come all over someone?"
Crystal laughed and gave me a hug. "Just make sure you do it at the end of your time. Someone will want to. Hell, a few might even want you to fuck 'em a little. Just depends on how turned on they are by what you're doing."
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh. We can't do that in a regular show, but this is a private, by invitation only party, so anything goes."
"Oh."
"Yeah, there he goes. See that young woman getting on the table. She wants it."
"I'm not that big," I said looking at him swinging his big, long cock around. "Hell, he's hung like a horse."
"Yeah, but look at how limp it is. A cock like that is all you get. It doesn't get big and hard and fat like yours does. Trust me, yours is gonna go over just fine!" she said, hugging me with one arm and reaching down to grab my cock through my pants.
"Looks like he's about done."
"Yeah, that woman, the one who has his cock? She just gave him a huge tip to let her make him come. I can already tell she'll suck him until he's about ready and then squirt it all over her face."
"They like that?"
"Oh hell yeah. Sometimes they want it all over their tits, sometimes their face. I've seen a few take it all in their pussy, but usually they wanna come and then let you squirt it on them."
"You've seen shows like this?"
She giggled. "I've been on the other side at a bachelorette party or two."
"I see," I said as the guy stood there, squirting his cum all over her face until it was dripping down onto her tits and the front of her dress.
"Okay. Be right back," she said, giving me a kiss on the cheek. She walked out of the small booth and a few moments later I changed the video feed to the camera facing the stage again. I watched her come out and get the ladies whipped up for the next dancer, after which she disappeared behind the curtain and back to me. "Okay lover. Let's work on dancing."
"Sure."
"Stand up. Can't dance sitting down."
"Guess not," I said taking her hand and getting off the barstool that sat in front of the computer screens. Crystal put her arms around me, turned me so my ass was against her front and began to sway and wiggle with the music, using her hands to encourage my hips to move with hers. "There you go, just let the music take you. Remember that time we were dancing at your house and we were grinding together?"
"Yeah."
"Just pretend you're doing that again and take your clothes off at the same time. Wanna know how I do it?"
"Sure," I said, trying to move kinda like the guy on stage.
"I think about fucking standing up. I get this really good image of a hot sexy guy, you of course, standing on stage all naked with me and I think about trying to rub my body all over his cock until I'm naked and he can stick it into me."
"Really?"
"Uh huh. I used to pick a guy from the audience and imagine him, but since I met you, I can't seem to get you out of my mind when I'm out there. It'd be so cool to stand on stage with you and do that for real, undress for you and let you fuck me on stage!"
"I don't know that the girls in the audience would appreciate that show."
"You'd be surprised. As long as they get some themselves, most women wouldn't mind watching that. A lot of them that come to this kind of thing will get really turned on watching that, imagining it's them, but not being quite brave enough for it to be them."
"I had no idea," I said as we watched him slip from the stage and work through the crowd, stopping at table after table, to be groped and grasped, some stroking, some sucking, some trying to get him to stick his cock right into them. He finally gave in and turned a middle-aged woman over the edge of the table, her dress bunched around her waist and her bare tits pressed to the table as he pushed his cock in and out of her pussy. He stood there, to the cheering of the crowd of ladies until she finally came, after which he pulled out and moved around the crowd some more.
"He's got some staying power. I bet he can do that two or three times before he finally blows his load. Look over there. See the woman in the blue dress at the next table?"
"The one standing up and pulling the front of her dress down?"
"Yeah. I'll bet you he goes for her panties," she said quietly, her hips rocking against mine as she stood behind me, swaying slightly to the music as we watched the young stripper move over and grind himself against the lady in the blue dress. As Crystal had expected, he ran his hands up under her dress, played with her pussy through her panties for a few moments and then pushed them down, continuing to grind against her as she tried to get her panties down and off. "Oh yeah. She wants it bad!" Crystal said as the woman finally pulled her dress up and off, leaving her completely naked. The stripper turned her and lay her back on the table and lifted her legs high in the air to the cheering of the rest of the women.
Even in the office we could hear the chant of "take that dick" filtering in as he teased his cock up and down her slit. The now naked lady on the table squealed in delight as he stuffed his big cock into her and began stroking with abandon into her, her big tits wiggling and bouncing wildly on her chest as the whole table rocked. Crystal and I watched as the woman climaxed on his cock, after which the stripper quickly pulled out and danced his way to the next table. He coaxed another woman, this one wearing a snug thigh length skirt, up to dance, rubbing his cock all around on her. As they danced he worked her skirt up little by little until her pink panties were on display. He suddenly picked her up and set her standing on the chair and proceeded to pull down her panties, exposing her pussy to everyone, causing her to blush and cover her face with her hands before his face pressed between her legs and licked her pussy.
Another lady quickly squatted on the floor in front of him while he was busy licking the woman on the chair, sucking vigorously on his cock. The chants to "Fuck her" rang out as he licked her pussy, his hands alternately pushing her dress up and her panties down further until she stepped out of the pink panties and allowed him to push the dress up above her breasts. He coaxed the woman between his legs back and then moved the woman from the chair to sit on the edge of the table. He stepped between her legs, pressed his cock to her wet pussy and pushed into her, bringing a cry of surprise and apparent pleasure from her.
"God look at him fuck her. I'm getting so God damn horny!" Crystal moaned, her hand sliding around my waist to the front of my pants and undoing them. She pushed them and my boxers part way down and pulled my hard cock from its confines to slowly stroke it.
I watched as the guy fucked her until she came in a huge screaming orgasm, after which he pulled out and stroked himself a few more times before squirting cum all over her pussy and stomach.
"I'll be back," Crystal said breathlessly as she headed out once again to introduce the next stripper.
I was sitting in the chair when she came back, my cock sticking up out of my pants. I grinned at her, pulled her to me and reached under her skirt to pull her tiny thong panties down. "Someone's wet," I said as I helped her take them all the way off. I tossed the panties aside, the material soaked with her moisture.
"Oh yeah. SOOOO damn wet," she said as I pulled her onto my lap, hiking her skirt up so that her bare ass sat on me, my cock sticking up between her legs. We sat there, her fingers playing with me as we watched the next guy do his thing, teasing and playing with Marge, Tanya and Marge's friend Jennifer, who spent quite a bit of time sucking his cock before he danced his way to another table.
"So, can you do this?" Crystal asked.
"Yeah, I think so."
"Nervous?"
"VERY!" I answered honestly.
"Well, you're up next."
"Already?"
"Uh huh. You know what?"
"What?"
"I'm nervous too. I want you to do good, but I'm worried about what happens if you don't, or worse, you really can't stand it."
"Let's cross that bridge when we get there. No point in borrowing trouble," I said quietly as the dancer bent a twenty something over the table and screwed her until he pulled out and squirted all over her ass.
"Well, time to go," she said as she got off of me. "Wait till I announce you and then come on out."
"Got it," I said as I fastened my pants back up. I watched on the monitor as she stepped out on stage, looking very sexy in her silver dress, one shoulder completely bare, her big round tits bouncing slightly with each move she made. Yeah, I could easily imagine undressing her on stage as I undressed myself.
I heard her introduce me as I walked from the office to stand behind the curtain that led to the stage. In a few moments the curtain pulled back and I saw her face, a hopeful, but nervous look on it. I smiled equally nervously and stepped through to the cheering of the audience. I reached out and grabbed her hand as I stepped through the curtain and pulled her back onto the stage as I stepped onto it. "What are you doing?" she hissed quietly as I moved next to her and started dancing to the beat of the music, grinding myself against her.
"Just what you said, only for real," I answered as I started unbuttoning my shirt, my obviously hard cock grinding against her body as she hesitantly started dancing to the beat with me.
"For real?" she asked as I pulled the shirt off and tossed it aside on the stage.
"I thought maybe you wanted to help!" I answered of the loud music as I backed away a little, reaching for her hands and pulling them down to the front of my pants. She grinned at me and rubbed one hand up and down my bulge while the other undid the big belt buckle and pulled the belt from my pants. To the cheering of the crowd, she swung it over her head a few times and then used it to capture my hands, wrapping it around my wrists as if tying me up. I held the belt in place with my fingers and raised my arms while she undid the front of my pants and sank down on the stage, pulling my pants down with her. She exposed my silk boxers and continued to pull until my pants were bunched around my cowboy boots. She pulled one boot off and then the other, tossing them over her shoulders before pulling my pants off and swinging them around her head a she knelt on the stage in front of me.
The crowd seemed to be loving the show, the women all clapping to the beat and shouting to "take it all off". Getting into the spirit, she hooked her fingers into the waist of my boxers and tugged them down slightly before looking at the crowd and mouthing, "should I?", to which they clapped and cheered loudly.
Crystal looked up at me to see how I was doing as she slowly pulled on the waistband, letting the wiggling of my hips work the material down over my ass, slowly exposing my rock hard cock, sticking in the air big and fat. Once my cock was completely exposed, she slid them down my legs, letting me step from them as she crouched in front of me and played with my cock, occasionally reaching her mouth out and giving me a lick or quick suck.
I let go of the belt and unwound it, no longer being her "captive" and pulled her up. I reached for her dress hem and quickly pulled it up, sliding the material up her naked body until she stood on stage in nothing but her high heels. I found the belt I had dropped and picked it up before pulling her to me. I swung her side to side in time with the music until I had her backed up to the silver pole in the middle of the stage. It only took a second to get her hands up and wrap the belt around them and the pole, clearly not enough to really hold her, but enough to give the appearance, which the ladies seemed to love, especially Jennifer, who was whistling and calling loudly to fuck her silly.
Crystal leaned back against the pole, knowing exactly what I intended to do. She spread her legs as much as the high heels would allow her and pushed her pussy out at me while I stepped between her legs and rubbed the head of my hardon up and down her lips to the cheering of the ladies. I heard Crystal moan over the sound of the crowd as I pushed into her slick tunnel and began sliding in and out, my cock stroking deep in and out of her as she tried to hump back against me. We'd had sex enough times for me to realize just how turned on she was and how badly she wanted to climax. I moved one hand to her breast, squeezing and playing with her nipple while my other moved to her shaved mound and teased my thumb across her clit. It didn't take long before she came in a huge screaming orgasm, the whole group cheering loudly as I pulled my girl cum slickened cock from her pussy.



I leaned in, undid her bonds, even though she could have undone them herself, and then gave her a big wet kiss before dancing my way off the stage.
"Good job!" Marge said as I danced my way over to their table, my rock hard cock swinging and bouncing with my gyrating hips. I grinned at her and nodded as I worked around the table, Donna being the first to grab my cock and suck it.
"More for you later," I said as she released me, quickly moving to Jennifer.
She stood up and danced with me as well, rubbing her dress covered pussy on me until I hiked her dress up, finding her bare pussy completely exposed and glistening with moisture. "FUCK ME BABY!" she shouted, causing the group to start chanting "fuck her fuck her."
I continued to pull the dress up as far as I could and then reached behind her to find the zipper that ran down the back of the snug upper part of her dress. I pulled the zipper down, her tits pressed to my chest and my cock between her legs, before backing away and pulling the dress all the way down and off her now naked body. She kicked off her shoes and practically jumped on the table, spreading her legs for me.
She clearly wanted to be fucked, and part of me wondered just what she knew about me, given that it was pretty obvious that she was thinking about it all the way back at dinner. I pushed my cock down between her legs and slid easily into her pussy.
"OH FUCK ME!!!!" she squealed as I started pounding into her. Her orange sized tits bouncing wildly on her chest each time my thighs pounded into her bare ass. I doubted that I was going to last too long doing this and decided to pull out and go on to someone else, not wanting to "spoil" the show on the first woman. Much to her displeasure I pulled from her and headed to the next table, my cock bouncing and glistening with her juices.
I was actually pretty surprised at how many women wanted to suck my cock and play with my balls, even after being stuffed in one woman. A sweet looking little gal that had to be barely twenty-one opened her mouth and managed to push my whole length into her mouth, her hands grabbing at my ass and trying to coax me to fuck her face. I plunged in and out a few times before pulling back to let her catch a breath, bringing another cheer from the group.
I danced my way to the other side of the table where a somewhat rounder woman with massive tits pulled them out and pulled me over to fuck her tits, her mouth closing around my head with each stroke up between her big creamy boobs. Up and down I humped my hips, pumping in and out of the soft cavern of flesh and her hot mouth until she released me to dance my way to another table.
My cock bounced and swung as I moved from woman to woman, many of them reaching out to stroke or suck my cock, about half of them with their tits hanging out in invitation.
"COME HERE BABY!" a woman shouted as I came close to their table, the little mini-skirt she wore quickly sliding down her legs as she bent over the table and pushed her ass out at me. "FUCK ME BABY!" she cried, wiggling her ass at me.
I stepped behind her, rubbed my cock up and down her wet slit a few times and then pushed quickly into her, bringing a loud squeal. I started pumping into her, pulling back until I was almost all the way out and then driving back in again, slamming my hips to her ass, shaking her whole body. I reached down and lifted one of her legs, spreading her legs farther and then hooked my hand down to her curly bush, finding her hard clit and quickly stroking it feverishly. "OHHHHH FUCK YESSSS!" she screamed as her whole body suddenly jerked and shuddered, her pussy gushing cum around my cock.
I pulled from her spasming pussy, leaving her to lay there, dripping on the floor, to a cheering crowd, and started to dance away. A woman in her forties reached over to me and pulled me to her as I came by her table. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me aggressively as she danced against me, finally pulling away after almost a full minute of her embrace. She pulled the front of her dress down to her waist, reached behind her and undid her bra, tossing it aside as she sat back on the table. With a grin, she hiked up her skirt revealing a pair of white lace panties. "Take em and take me!" she said over the din.
I stepped towards her and pulled on the panties, her ass wiggling on the table to let the material work between her cheeks and the smooth table, finally pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. She spread her legs wide as I stood up and waited for me to step between her legs and push into her. I smiled and winked at her as I rubbed my head up and down her wet lips before slowly pushing into her.
"Oh my God yes!" she moaned loudly. "Oh fuck does he feel good!" she said to the other girls around the same table.
"GO JENNA! FUCK THAT STUD!" one of her friends shouted as I started sliding in and out of her.
"FUCK YEAH!" she cried as I stared pounding in and out in time to the beat, cries and chants of "fuck her" and "Fill that cunt!" rang out.
"Do it! Make her come!" her friend called to me. "Fill her pussy!"
I continued to stroke in and out of her, pounding into her, my hands reaching for her big round tits and capturing them, squeezing and pulling her hard nipples. "OH FUCK OH FUCK!" she cried as her climax grew nearer. She suddenly came around me, her pussy clenching and spasming as I continued to stroke in and out of her.
I looked across the room to Marge's friend, and crooked my finger for her to come to me. She stood up, looked at me for a moment, and then headed my direction, pushing the dress back off and leaving it on the floor behind her.
I pulled from the woman on the table and turned Jennifer around, facing the woman on the table and then pushed her forward, leaning her over the woman who just came. I stepped to her and quickly pushed my slickened cock up into her and began stroking with abandon, bringing gasps and cries of pleasure from her as she half lay on the other woman, their tits pressing together as I pounded into her.
"OH FUCK MEEEEE!" she squealed as she climaxed suddenly, her pussy clenching around me. I pulled from her pussy, knowing I was moments from coming myself, pushing her down so she was kneeling between the other women's legs, facing me. I grabbed my cock and started stroking, only to have my hands pulled away by Jennifer. She wrapped her hands around me and stroked me feverishly, sending me over the top. With a loud grunt I fountained a huge gush of cum into the air, landing in a long string across the pussy laying on the table, and Jennifer's face and hair. Again and again I came, spewing more cum out onto the pair until all that was left was a drool of cum from my exhausted cock dribbling on Jennifer's tits. She closed her mouth around my shaft and sucked the last from me before releasing me and standing up. Wrapping her arms around me, she kissed me deeply as the music finally faded to a dull background.
"And that's it for tonight ladies. Hope you all enjoyed the show, and for those of you who asked, no, I didn't plan the little exhibition, but I wasn't complaining! God no. Have a good night, feel free to stay and visit with the dancers to your heart's content, and remember, their only pay is your tips, so be generous." I heard Crystal say over the sound system.
"Well stud, how about coming back to the table with me so I can give you that tip?" The woman with her arms around me asked as she broke the kiss.
"Might as well," I answered breathlessly as she turned and led me through the tables, stopping half way across the room to pick up her dress and then leading me on to the table.
"Well, how was that?" Marge asked. "Learn anything?"
"Oh yeah," I answered as the woman pulled her purse open and pulled out two one hundred dollar bills to stuff into my hand.
"God Marge. You ever wanna do this again, just call. And you sweetie, if you decide you wanna add any new people to your play list, just give me a call. I'd fuck you again in a hot second!" she said as she walked toward the bathrooms, her dress still over her arm.
"Damn Michael!" Donna said with a grin. "I had no idea you were so talented."
"I'm not. First time," I said over the again louder music.
"I know this was about Crystal, but that was something to see," Tanya added. "God you looked good up there fucking her. Is that how I look when you're fucking me?"
"Pretty much," I agreed.
"No wonder it feels so good. You wanna come home with me tonight or you got plans."
"Plans. I promised Crystal we'd talk tonight," I said.
"Guess that leaves both of us out Donna. Marge, thanks for the invite. It was a gas."
"Glad you had fun. I think Michael and I need to talk though before I go. I'll probably see you girls at work tomorrow. I'm planning on coming by. And remember, this is not supposed to be spread around, right?"
"Yes ma'am." They both answered as they picked up their stuff, leaving me alone with Marge.
"So I take it you're not too upset with me?"
"I was. I mean I kinda felt like you were pushing things a bit hard, but to be honest, making her a manager so she doesn't have to do shows, well, I appreciate that."
"You think it'll make a difference? In your relationship I mean?"
"She and I talked a little before. She promised that if I asked she'd quit stripping."
"And will you?"
"I don't know. I mean this was an experience. I'm not sure I'm really the stripper type, but I understand now what she gets from it. When I was out there dancing it was like another world. I didn't think twice before letting them suck or fuck me. How do I blame her for letting guys finger her on stage?"
"True enough."
"But it still happens, and that part I still have to think about. We'll talk and see. I just don't know yet."
"I presume Crystal will give you a ride home?"
"I'm sure she will," I answered.
"Alright. See you tomorrow then. And Michael."
"Yes?"
"That was probably the hottest show I've ever seen," she said with a smile before turning and walking away.
I turned and walked up the stage stairs and through the curtain to find Crystal, sitting in the little booth with the video screens, her eyes red with tears. "Hey, what's going on in here?" I asked quietly, reaching my lips to kiss her forehead.
"Oh...not much," she said with a little sniff.
"Doesn't look like it. Come on. Tell me."
"I watched you out there. You were good. DAMN good!" she said quietly.
"So you're crying because I was good?"
"No. I'm crying because I think I finally understand how you feel watching me. I've known that you're having sex with quite a few women, including Marge. It never really bothered me. I mean knowing it and sometimes even participating along with it, well, it's a lot different than watching," she said as she turned the chair and leaned over and hit return on the keyboard. The video screen bounced a few times and then settled with the image of me standing behind one of the guests, pounding into her vigorously. "Look at that. She's loving it. You don't exactly look like your struggling to carry on either."
"Yeah. Pretty much the same way that it looked to me when that guy was stroking your pussy. Not that you were fucking, but you were definitely enjoying his attentions."
"Yeah. I know I was. It feels good. But now I know how you felt. It just never hit me until now," she said, hitting a key on the keyboard to freeze the image. "So, what now?"
"Well, how do you feel about taking me home?"
"To your house? Sure."
"No. Your house tonight," I said, stepping around the chair and pulling her out of it. "Besides not having a stitch of clothes to wear, Marge drove off with my wallet and keys, so I'm at your mercy tonight."
"I'd be surprised if she didn't plan it that way," Crystal said, giving me a hug. "But just the same. I'll be happy to take you home."
"I hoped you would. I'd like to spend some quiet time with you."
"Having sex?"
"And talking," I whispered back.
"I'd like that," she said quietly. "Would you mind waiting in the back?" she asked, looking down at the live feed, a number of women still in the room, two of the dancers in the middle of what I could describe as nothing less than an orgy, each of them with at least three women.
"Don't want me out there?"
"Not dressed like that!" she said with a giggle.
"Yeah, I'll wait in back," I said, letting my hands slide from around her. She looped an arm around my waist and walked back with me, leading me to her regular dressing table. She pulled on her robe and then gave me a soft kiss.
"I'll see if I can find your pants. I don't know if you really wanna go home naked, although I don't think I'd mind all that much."
"Really? You wanna take me home naked? What about Kaitlyn?"
"My roommate? Trust me, she won't mind either," Crystal said with a grin.
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The next weekend after the ladies' night show I moved Crystal into my house. With her no longer stripping, the biggest problem I had in our relationship suddenly evaporated. I was surprised at how long it took to get only a small U-Haul truck of stuff packed and moved, but then it might have taken less time if we hadn't been screwing half a dozen times, in the truck, in her bedroom, in my bedroom, on her sofa in the truck... You get the idea. We had decided to be as normal a couple as we could, and that included being exclusive.
While I got my wish for her to no longer strip, her being the manager of the club had its own set of issues. She worked late nights both during the week and on weekends, not getting to bed until only a few hours before I had to get up for work. On weekends, I'd get up and do chores around the house and then around lunchtime come back to the bedroom where we'd spend the afternoon playing and screwing until we were both completely worn out. Despite the weekend time, I often felt more like we were roommates passing each other, coming and going with occasional benefits than I did a practically married couple. But it didn't take long to tell that as much as she wanted to be with me, something in our relationship just wasn't working. I could see that she wasn't as happy as we both had expected her to be.
Donna of course was quite upset when it happened, but she smiled her best around me and waited for her prediction of our relationship failure to manifest itself. She was content, for the moment, to wait it out, continuing to visit me at work as much as she could, even though she knew sex was, at least temporarily, off the table. That of course didn't stop her from making sure that I knew just exactly what it was I could be having for a snack though, frequently flashing various sexy body parts "on accident".
Tanya was, well, Tanya was Tanya. She pushed the limits every opportunity she had, making sure to flash me any body part she could get away with anytime she got close, grabbing me and even rubbing herself against me. On more than one occasion she managed to get her hands down my pants, or my pants pulled down in her attempts to get me to fuck her again. Even Marge couldn't quite seem to slow her down.
Marge, happy for Crystal and me stayed constantly involved. She was the one exception to our rule of exclusivity, and then she was only included when both Crystal and I were together. We had mutually agreed that "separate" encounters would be destructive to what we were trying to accomplish. To that end, Marge would invite us over for dinner, or to a party, or come by our place, with the intent of having the encounter end in a nice three way. I did my best to make sure both were satisfied, and they took equal pleasure in trying to ensure that I was satisfied. I loved Crystal and wanted her to be happy, but somehow it just wasn't working out like I had expected.
Try as we might to make her happy, I often wondered if Crystal and I were going to make it. The closeness frequently turned to testiness when one or the other of us were on the wrong end of our sleep schedules. To try and help things, I started showing up at the club to "help out", which seemed to do anything but. Not only did she feel like I didn't trust her, but several of the girls made it quite clear that they wanted to do more than just dance in front of me. Some had heard of the little show I put on for ladies' night and they wanted to be my costar, either for ladies' night, a regular night, or just because. Turning down these extremely sexy, usually naked women became more and more difficult for me as the time between Crystal and my interludes increased. On more than one occasion Crystal had to stop one of the young ladies from trying to seduce and undress me. Things sort of came to a head the night of the Halloween party.
The quarterly "event" for the company turned out to be a Halloween party. With Marge owning the strip club, it was decided that the workers at the club should also be part of the get together, but also knowing that a strip club and a family event didn't necessarily fit together. They made arrangements for kids type events early in the evening with babysitting and a place for the little ones to sleep during the later, more adult part of the party.
I suppose it was a good thing they had, given some of the costumes that showed up, worn not only by the ladies and gentlemen of the strip club, but also some of the workers at the plant. The event seemed to be the excuse some of them needed to "let their hair down" or at least hang out.
Crystal chose my costume from things she had available at the club. With the institution of a weekly ladies' night there was a wide variety of men's costumes to choose from. Unlike the ladies, men's stripper costumes were much more expensive than a scanty dress. So, the club had purchased a number of costumes for the guys to wear, if they fit. If not, they had to supply their own costumes. Crystal chose a Roman soldier outfit because, as she put it, how often was she going to get me into a leather skirt?
With me dressed as a Roman soldier, complete with leather skirt that left me feeling a bit drafty, no shirt, just crossed leather straps over my bare chest, and Crystal dressed in a long silvery white formfitting gown and angel wings, we arrived at the hotel for the party. Marge of course recognized both of us quickly, despite my helmet and Crystal's feathery mask.
"Don't you two look wonderful!" Marge said as she glided towards us in a Victorian queen's costume, complete with powdered wig and crown.
"Thanks Marge!" Crystal said, giving her a hug. "Looks like a good turn out."
"Huge," Marge said with a smile. "Just huge. Who would have thought adding a few young women to the mix would have brought so many of the younger men to the event, even without dates."
"I rather expect they're hoping to get lucky," I said with a chuckle.
"Well, given some of the outfits, or lack thereof, I'd say that is a good probability," Marge chuckled. "Speaking of outfits, Crystal said she was going to get you to wear a skirt. I have to say, it isn't what I expected, but I'm also not complaining," she said as she stepped closer, sliding a hand up under my skirt to check to see if I were exposed or not.
"Yes," I answered as her fingers found my bare cock. "She convinced me that I should come commando, just in case."
"Just in case what?"
"In case he finds someone to play with. I know a few of the girls here would love to get their hands on his ample attributes."
"The other women? You two have stopped being exclusive?" Marge asked, a look of concern on her face.
"Just for tonight. I thought both of us could use a break from it," Crystal said.
"Well, if he looks lonely, I'll make sure to entertain him," Marge joked.
"In that dress?"
"Oh, trust me, I won't wear this all night. I have another outfit selected for later in the evening," Marge answered her with a grin.
"Oh? Wanna clue me in?" Crystal asked with a grin. "Just so I know who my competition is."
"Trust me, you'll know," she said over her shoulder as she turned and glided away, the dress covering all the way to the floor.
"Well, I wonder what she has in mind?" I asked Crystal.
"I have no idea, but knowing her, I'm sure you'll find out. So, do you suppose that there are any gentlemen, or soldiers here, that would like to ask me to dance?
"It would be my pleasure to invite such a stunning angel to dance!" I said as gallantly as I could. She smiled back at me, took my arm and allowed me to lead her across the room full of round tables towards the area set aside to be the dance floor, already crowded with couples.
I'm not a great dancer, but Crystal, well, she has moves that put my meager few to shame. The two of us danced together for quite a few numbers, enjoying each other, and also noting the wide array of costumes. There were costumes that included everything from the normal superhero, Disney princesses, and movie characters to more unique ones, like a pair of dice. There were also many more risqué costumes that ranged from young women in togas with little or nothing under them, some French maids, a few sexy superheroes and even a few sexy variations on movie characters. I saw one young lady eyeing me that was dressed as Dorothy from the Wizard of Oz, or at least that was my assumption.
She carried a basket with a white stuffed dog sticking out, and wore an outfit made of tiny blue and white checkered material. Other than a pair of checkered bikini panties and what amounted to a short apron of the same material extending up over her breasts and held in place by a band around her waist and a strap up around her neck, leaving the front looking like the top of a pair of overalls, her back and sides completely exposed, including the creamy sides of her moderately large breasts. Of course, the red sequined shoes were a dead giveaway, and I don't remember Dorothy wearing a pair of knee high white stockings.
After dancing with Crystal for about half an hour or so, the two of us made our way to the buffet, got some dinner and found a vacant table to sit and eat.
"Well, now this is one very sexy angel!" A young man said from behind her as she and I finished eating our food. Crystal turned to see a tall muscular guy wearing an outfit that was reminiscent of a fireman, although his muscled chest was bare, and his pants were quite tight. "Would you care to dance?"
Crystal looked at me and I gave her a shrug. "It's your coice."
"Well, if you don't mind," she whispered, leaning toward me. "Maybe you should dance with a few of these young ladies too. I've noticed several eyeing you," she said with a grin. "I'm sure thus gallant fireman will keep me occupied if you'd like to dance with a few others!"
"Is that what you want?" I asked back.
She was silent for a few short seconds before nodding. "I think it'd be good for both of us."
"Sure, go for it then," I said as she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before disappearing back to the dance floor with the young man. I sat there watching him bump and grind against her for only a few moments before I realized I wasn't alone either.
"So, what are you doing alone?" A young woman's voice said from behind me as I sat and watched Crystal disappearing into the crowd as they danced.
"Huh?" I asked, turning to see a young woman wearing what I would call a sexy construction worker's outfit. She had on a hardhat, an eye mask to cover the upper part of her face, a pair of suspender shorts that had been modified to be a skirt and an extremely light t-shirt that was almost light enough to see her nipples and areola through. She also had on calf length socks and a pair of work boots. Her tool belt wrapped around her waist and was held up in part by a pair of big yellow suspenders. It seemed to be loaded with a variety of tools that were real, but not overly heavy. "I asked what you were doing alone. If I were your girlfriend, I wouldn't leave you alone for a second in that outfit. Someone might come by and try to take advantage of you."
"Ah, well she just went dancing with a fireman."
"So I saw," she said with a smile.
I looked at her hand and saw that it sported a small wedding band. "Where's your husband?"
"Had to work. Couldn't make it tonight."
"I see. It is Amanda, from the canoe trip, right?"
"Uh huh. How'd you know?"
"I never forget a pair of sexy breasts," I said as I looked up at her, her chest nearly eye level. "And yours are practically showing through that shirt."
"I know," she whispered back. "That was the idea. I didn't think I could get away with no shirt at all though."
"Probably not until all the kids are gone," I agreed before standing back up straight and chuckling. "But if you decide to do that, come see me. I won't mind at all taking another look."
"Well, maybe for now you'll settle for a dance?" she asked with a smile.
"Sure, why not," I said getting up and following her to the dance floor, her wiggling hips making the tool belt shake and wiggle with each step. We got to the edge of the floor and she turned to face me, her body quickly swaying and moving to the music much more fluidly than I felt like I was doing. The two of us danced two songs together before she reached out and pulled my hands to her chest, squeezing them against her t-shirt covered tits as she stepped closer to me, the tool belt almost rubbing against my leather skirt.
"Finding you here alone, I was kinda thinking we might have time for a bit more than flashing my tits at you," she said quietly, releasing one of her hands from mine, and reaching down to my thigh. She stroked her fingers up under my leather skirt and felt my cock, teasing it with the tips of her fingers until it started to grow for her. "Ohhhh yeah. I was hoping to do something with this!"
"You sure you wanna do that?"
"What? Make you all hard and horny?"
"Yeah. You do that and I might try to drag you off someplace quiet and see if I can find a way to get the shorts off under that tool belt."
"Well, actually," she said, pulling the hand she still held down to her own thigh and pushing it up under the modified shorts and tool belt until I could feel a pair of very tiny panties, the crotch sopping wet. "You know that day on the river? I so wanted you to just stop the car and bend me over the hood. Your hard cock in your suit looked so sexy and inviting. I was sopping wet thinking about it."
"Well, you feel pretty hot and excited now too."
"I am. And I know just the place too. See that curtain?" she asked, pointing to a large hanging cloth divider separating the room from some other part of the hotel.
"Yeah."
"Why don't we just take a little walk over there? I think you'll be pleasantly surprised once you have me behind there," she said, pulling gently on my half hard cock.
"You really wanna just go off and have sex?" I asked quietly.
"Honey, I've been wanting to get you into me since the canoe trip. I know you saw me in the car fingering myself. I was thinking about if it had been me on that car hood. Yeah, I saw. I was on my way to the bathroom and saw you pounding that girl. God, I wanted to be her right then."
"What about your husband?" I asked a little surprised at her directness.
"Well, you can fuck him if you want, but personally I don't think he's into that," she said with a little grin as she turned and pulled me towards the corner of the room where the curtain divider met the room wall.
She grinned from ear to ear as she led me to the edge of the curtained area, a large maroon curtain about eight feet tall supported by what looked like a pipe framework. She squeezed between the end pipe support and the wall. I followed through, turning sideways and moving into a large space, maybe as wide as the room but only about a dozen or so feet deep. It was filled with carts of tables and chairs, presumably for the room the party was being held in. "Like I said. Perfect!" she said as she stepped next to a flat rolling cart piled with eight foot long tables, making what was essentially a rolling table about three feet high. She undid the tool belt and set it on the table before unclipping the suspenders from the shorts. She let them slide to her ankles, leaving her standing in her hard hat, t-shirt and a tiny pink thong panty. "So, what do you wanna see first? My pussy or my tits?"
"Both. I'd like to see you butt naked!"
"Ohhhhh. Okay sweetie. You want it, you got it!" she said as she pulled her hard hat and mask off. She pulled her shirt up and off, tossing it onto the table with the rest of her clothes. As she was reaching for her thong panty, I stepped to her and stopped her hands on her hips, holding them there with mine.
"Changed my mind. I'll do that part," I said quietly, pushing her slowly back against the tables until she had to sit back on them. I reached down for her legs, lifting her booted feet up into the air in front of me. She held them together as I slipped the thong down off her ass and pulled it up her legs to her boots. I worked the small string like straps over her boots and then dropped it onto the table. Kneeling down in front of her, I let her legs spread, looking at her full round lips and soft wavy inner lips protruding. With a grin, I leaned my face to her pussy and slowly licked up her wet lips, pressing my tongue between them.
"Ohhhhhh yesssssss," she hissed softly, her hands moving to my head, trying to tangle her fingers in my short hair and pull me closer. "Ohhhhh God yesssssss!" she breathed as I used my fingers to spread her lips and push my tongue between them. I pressed deep, almost fucking her little pussy with my tongue and then sliding it up along her soft wet lips until I found her clit. I circled it several times, bringing a moan from her lips and then sucked it into my mouth, squeezing it gently. "Ohhhhh God," she said, sucking in her breath. "Ohhh fucking God damn that feels good."
"You like?"
"Oh, hell yeah. I heard you were a good fuck, but shit, no one told me how good you were doing this!"
"Am I?"
"At least as good as any girl I've had between my legs."
"You do that a lot? Have girls between your legs that is?"
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. More than you might think."
"Huh," I said as I went back down for another long slow lick.
"I'm not supposed to play with men, according to my husband, but he never said I couldn't get satisfaction with a woman," she moaned.
"I'm not a woman."
"Oh fuck no. And I'm waiting to feel that big cock go into ME!" she gasped as I teased her clit again, making her hips lift involuntarily to try and push her pussy against my face harder.
"You want it?"
"Ohhhh God yessss! I've wanted it for three months!" she moaned as I licked her slit again, pausing at the end to flick my tongue across her clit several times.
I pulled my face from her pussy and stood up between her legs. She spread them farther and looked eagerly at my cock as I held my leather skirt up to expose my raging hard-on. "You want this?" I asked teasingly, squatting down enough to bring my cock to her wet lips and running my head up and down her soft hot pussy.
"Ohhhhh yesssss! Please!"
"You sure?"
"Ohhh God yes. Stop teasing me and fuck me already!"
I chuckled at her frustration and pressed forward, moving my body over her and holding myself up over her with one hand while I guided my cock into her wet lips, finding that perfect spot. I moved my hand to help hold myself up over her body and then slowly pushed my head into her.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh God!" she moaned softly, her hands reaching for my sides and her feet hooking against my ass to try and pull me further. "All the way baby. Push it all the way in!"
"Uh huh," I grunted softly as I started to push my cock in and out of her, driving my shaft deeper and deeper into her as more of it became lubricated with her slick juices. "You like that?"
"Ohhhh yeah. God you feel so fat in me. God damn it feels good!"
"Glad you like it," I grunted as I started stroking in and out of her, my slick cock jabbing her cervix at the end of her tunnel with each stroke, making her whole body shake.
"Ohhh fuck me...fuck me baby..." she moaned over and over, her feet trying to pull me deeper, even though there was no deeper I could go. "Fuck my pussy! Make me come with your big fat hard cock," she mumbled, her eyes closed and her back arched off the table. "That's it baby. Fuck me right here. Make me come all over the hood. Ohhhh fuck yes! I wanna feel you come in me!" she moaned softly. "Make me come like her. Make me come hard all over your big fat cock! Take me Michael! Take me hard! Make me come all over you!" She continued to moan, her legs quivering slightly as I continued to slide in and out of her.



"Gonna come soon," I grunted in warning, not sure if she really wanted me to do what she was half dreaming about.
"Do it! Come for me! I wanna feel you come in my hot pussy! Ohhh God yes. I'm gonna come too! I'm gonna come all over your hot fat cock!" she said in practically a whisper, her eyes still closed as her hips tried to rock up to meet my strokes. "Ohhhhh shit! I'm coming baby! Come with me! Please come with me!" she gasped louder, her whole body suddenly starting to shake and quiver, her pussy clenching and spasming around my stroking cock.
The sudden change in sensations quickly pushed me over the top, the familiar tingle racing through my body as it screamed to me that it was about to release its torrent. With a sudden involuntary spasm, I drove my cock deep into her, sending a stream of hot cum pushing out into her tight, practically vibrating tunnel.
"OH YES!" she squealed loudly, her back arching as my body jerked again and again, putting more cum into her as we climaxed together. I held myself up over her, looking down at her sexy petite body. She opened her eyes and reached out to gently stroke my stomach and sides around the leather straps. "I know now why she screamed so loud. God that was intense."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Still might like to try it on the hood of a car some time, but yeah, that was pretty fucking trip fantastic!"
"Don't think I've heard it quite called that before," I said with a chuckle.
"Too bad. It's true."
"If you say so."
"Wanna suck my titties? I love having them sucked on after sex."
"Not before?"
"Well, then too, but especially after," she cooed.
I leaned down and sucked one of her little nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around the hard nub before gently nibbling it, drawing a long gasp from her. "Ohhhh yeah," she whispered. "You can suck 'em any time you want. Ohhhh God," she moaned as I moved to her other nipple and drew it in like the first. "Ohhhhhhh yesssss. God you do that enough I might come again."
"Oh yeah?" I asked as I moved to suck her other nipple back into my mouth.
"Oh yeah. Definitely!" she moaned softly, her hands trying to pull my head to her bare chest.
I shifted my weight to one arm, resting on my elbow for better balance and reached with my now free hand between us, finding her exposed clit and gently stroking it.
"OH GOD!" she gasped. "Ohhhhhh God, God, God!"
"You like?"
"More than like," she moaned.
I continued to suck her nipple, teasing it with my tongue and then nibbling it, pulling it with my teeth, stretching it before letting it slide between my teeth to spring back to its resting spot. At the same time, I drove my fingers around and around her clit, periodically rubbing back and forth across it, her body jerking and twitching randomly each time I changed.
"Gonna come again," she moaned softly. "God you're gonna make me come again! Ohhhhh shit, shit, shit. Oh shit! SHIT! SHIT!" she cried as her whole body suddenly jerked and shook below me, her pussy clenching and forcing my softened cock from her pussy, her juices practically gushing from her pussy as she lay there, trembling and shaking. "Ohhhhh God!" she squeaked again as her body jerked in response to my stroke of her clit changing. "Ohhh Lord...ohhhhh damn..," she moaned as her body slowly started to still.
I stopped stroking her and pushed myself up, standing and looking down at her naked body, a puddle of girl cum and my cum mingled on the floor next to the tables.
"Oh God that was good. Soooo fucking good!"
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. It's not fair though."
"What isn't?"
"For one guy to be soooo fucking good at fucking. I wish Jack could do to me what you just did. He's tried, but he just can't quite seem to get it to work."
"Well, maybe it's just being different. I'm not Jack. Maybe you're just responding to that."
"Ohhhh fuck no. You're way bigger than Jack, but what you did after... making me come again? He can't do that, and that has nothing to do with cock."
"If you say so."
"I know so," she said as she pushed herself up on the table. "God, did I make a mess!" she said with a giggle, getting up careful to not step in the puddle on the floor. She left her panties off and pulled the shorts back on. She pulled the t-shirt on and then buckled the suspenders of the shorts. "Hate to put this back on. Be hard to grind my pussy against you out there with it on," she said as she swung the tool belt over her shoulders and around her waist.
"Well, you don't wanna monopolize me all night, do you?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Honey, if I had my way, we wouldn't even get dressed all night!" she answered seriously.
"And Jack?"
"He can find his own stud to fuck. If he was that worried about what I was going to do tonight, he could have either come with or fucked me so I wasn't interested. He did neither, so...he gets what he deserves."
"Ah... I see," I said as she stepped towards me and stood on her tip toes to give me a kiss.
"So do I. Thanks lover. Maybe more later?"
"We'll see," I answered as she pulled away.
"I hope," she said with a grin, turning to walk back to the edge of the partition. She blew me a kiss and then disappeared back around the corner.
I shook my head, gathered my thoughts and then followed behind. Part of me started wondering what Donna might be wearing tonight and if a hookup with her might be in the cards. I mean if Crystal and I had free rein tonight, maybe it wouldn't be such a bad idea. I had to admit that I missed her these last few months. Or more to the point, I missed the intimacy she brought to the table. Where Crystal was a wild sex partner, Donna was more exploratory and playful. She liked sex, wanted to have both of us participate and try new things, but even then, there was an intimacy in our sex that was lacking with Crystal. A lot more cuddling and hugging and touching and kissing between rounds of extremely satisfying sex.
Stepping around the partition I put my helmet back on and headed back to the food table, suddenly hungry again. About a quarter of the company's employees were female, with a much larger portion of the club's staff extremely sexy women. Just looking around the room as I walked, it was clear there were a LOT of wives here but trying to pick out who I had seen around and who were dates or wives was very problematic, given the costumes and masks. I was reasonably sure I could pick out quite a few of the ladies from the club based on the sexiness of their costumes, but there were many more that I simply wasn't sure if they were club girls or wives of company workers.
On my way across the room, I tried to see if I could find Crystal, and was a bit disappointed that I couldn't. I suddenly wondered if she had found a quiet place to make out with her fireman. Not that I could blame her, especially after what I just did.
I gathered some more food: shrimp, chicken wings and a few odds and ends, and made my way to a quite table to watch over the dance floor and watch for Crystal.
"Hello there," a tall, thin black woman said as she stepped up next to the table, looking down at me through a gold feather lined mask. She wore what I had to believe was a genie costume made up of a gold brassiere portion holding in a significant amount of chocolate brown cleavage, and a gold chain holding the long purple skirt, if you could call it that, in place. The skirt portion was nearly floor length but started so low on her body that I could almost see her mound over the six inch wide strip of deep purple cloth. The gold chain held the cloth up, looping up over her hips with a tiny gold string mixed in, which probably attached to a very skimpy pair of underwear under the purple cloth. The overall effect was to allow me an almost unfettered view from her neck to her gold high heels, only the few strings and chain obscuring the flow of her smooth chocolate skin. The purple material hung down nearly to the floor, but with her legs slightly spread, I could easily see all of her leg from mid-thigh to her toes. Overall, it was an incredibly sexy view. "Mind if I sit?" she had to ask a second time before I shook my head and responded.
"Um, yeah, sure. Sorry. You were just so stunning that I was lost for a minute," I said as she pulled the chair closer to me and sat down, the purple material draping between her legs and over the seat of the chair, exposing even more of her long slender legs.
"I've had that reaction a few times tonight," she said with a smile. "Each time it was quite pleasant."
"I'd ask you who you are, but I have a hunch you won't tell me."
"Of course I will. I'm the genie of your dreams!" she said with a smile. Then she leaned closer to me, her hand reaching out and resting on my arm, her right breast nearly laying on the table. "Isn't anonymity wonderful?"
"I suppose it can be."
"Oh, trust me. It is. For instance, I can just reach out and slide my hand here if I want," she said softly, moving her hand from my arm to my thigh as she spoke, sliding it up under the leather of my costume until she wrapped her hand around my mostly flacid cock. "Mmmmmmm feels like someone has already been busy," she whispered as I reached down to clasp my hand around her wrist and pull it gently back.
"Sorry. I'm not sure that's available for public consumption," I said quietly as she slid her hand down my thigh and rested it on my knee.
"Oh honey. After what I've heard and seen, you sure you want to say that?"
"What do you mean?" I asked a little surprised.
"Ohhhhh, well it's pretty much public knowledge that you made love to a young woman on the hood of Mrs. William's car, though it hasn't been absolutely confirmed. What isn't public knowledge is just who that young woman was."
"And I suppose you know?"
"I do! I was watching from my camp site across the road," she said. "I wonder how many people would be interested in finding out just who you were doing on her car?"
"And it matters in some way?"
"It does. Or at least I would think it might to you."
"Okay, I'm game. Why would it matter?"
"Because it was your boss's wife!" she said with a little grin.
"Mrs. Williams?" I asked in confusion.
"Nope. Mrs. Markley!" she said with a little twinkle in her eye. "I wonder how long the director of engineering is going to want to keep around the man that fucked his wife on the company president's car hood?"
"Ohhhh shit," I groaned, covering my face with my hand.
"Oh yeah. You see, Don is a rather large and should I mention jealous man."
"Yeah, he's big," I agreed, thinking about how physically large and intimidating my direct boss is. He's not the kind of person you want to cross and then meet in a dark alley.
"Uh huh. I'd hate to see him break you in two, which is probably what he'd do first, before picking up the pieces and throwing them across the parking lot."
"So, you're going to blackmail me into having sex to keep quiet?"
"Something like that. Besides, after what Samantha told me about how it felt...I didn't wanna miss the opportunity to experience such a fantastic cock."
"So, whose wife are you?"
"Ohhh now, that would be completely unfair. We wouldn't want to spoil it, now would we? Just take me as a genie and we'll let it go at that. Except of course you're going to be granting me my fondest wish. So tell me, do you want to grant me my wish?"
"I believe that traditionally it's three."
"Three what?" she asked, her hand sliding up under my leather skirt again.
"Three wishes."
"Oh, trust me sweetie. I'm quite sure one will be enough for now," she said with a crooked little grin. "Now a little birdie told me there's a nice quiet place to make out?"
"Sure, why not?" I asked, taking a deep breath. I hadn't planned on screwing a whole bunch of women. In fact, I hadn't planned on screwing any, except maybe Donna. I'd already gone past that, and now I was about to do someone else. I know Crystal had given me free rein, but I wondered just how she would feel about it if she caught me having sex with, well, whoever this actually was. I got up and led her to the edge of the curtained partition, the music playing loudly bound to drown out any noise the two of us might make behind the barrier.
"Oops. Looks like we're not the only ones with that idea," my genie said as she stepped around the edge of the partition into the storage area and stopped. I stepped around and saw an almost completely naked woman about half way down the row of table carts, laying on her back, her legs high in the air with a guy between them pounding into her, and her head hanging off the other side of the table, tipped back, with another guy's cock in her mouth, her hands and mouth acting as an orifice for him to fuck as wildly as the guy between her legs. "Well, I don't mind if you don't," my genie said, reaching for my arm and pulling me towards one of the racks of tables.
I shrugged and the two of us walked closer to where the other woman was, the genie selecting a table rack and stopping in front of it. In a few quick motions she shucked the gold bra covering a pair of round firm looking C cup breasts and then undid the chain holding the purple cloth in place. She sat on the table and pushed the tiny gold thong panty down her legs, laying back on the table completely naked, except for her face. Normally I'd be staring at a beautiful woman, but I was having trouble taking my eyes off the woman being fucked by two guys. Mostly because I recognized the almost nude body. I'd seen it many times before and knew every inch of it. If there were any doubt, the silver dress bunched above her tits and the silver feathered mask she still wore clinched it.
"Sorry," I said to the genie as I turned and walked away, leaving her laying naked on the table. I rounded the corner of the partition and walked to the door of the ballroom and stepped outside, getting away from the noise. Across the small plaza was a fountain, which I walked over to and sat down on the edge of. I hadn't expected to see that. I don't know what I did expect when she wanted to have free rein, but that wasn't it. I have no idea how long I had been sitting there before the genie walked out of the doors of the ballroom, looked around, saw me and walked over.
"Hey! That was kinda rude!" she said with a scowl. "What the hell was that all about?"
I looked up at her and then back at the tile floor. "That was my girlfriend," I answered quietly. "Sorry."
She sat down on the edge of the fountain and slipped an arm around my back. "I'm sorry," she said softly, her hand stroking gently across my shoulder and upper arm. "Been together real long?"
"Only a few months," I answered. "I guess I shouldn't complain, considering what I was about to do with you. I just wasn't expecting to walk in and find her getting it in both ends at once."
"So, you've never done that? Been with two partners at once?"
"Two women at once? Yeah, I have. I just thought that when we started living together that we'd put all that aside. I guess not."
"She has a beautiful body. I can see why it was easy for her to attract a couple flies to do that."
"Yeah, well, I'm not much better. I was about to have sex with another man's wife, which by the way would be the second time tonight," I said a bit sullenly.
"Well, for what it's worth? That wasn't her first tonight either. I saw her sucking a guy off behind a potted plant and at least one guy dancing behind her in the middle of the dance floor with his cock between her legs. No, I'm pretty sure she's had a full dance card tonight."
"Geez," I muttered. "I know she's been missing her stripping and all, but I didn't expect her to go full out like that."
"Honey, some women just aren't wired to be monogamous."
"What, so you're saying some women can't help themselves?"
"No more than some guys can't. Maybe like you? How many women have you had sex with in the last six months?"
"More than I'm proud of."
"Uh huh. And the two of you were trying to be exclusive and now the first time you have a little freedom from each other, what happens?"
"We both take advantage. I could have said no to Amanda, but I didn't."
"And you could have said no to me, but you didn't. I wouldn't really turn you in to her husband, but hell, I wanted to feel you as much as she did. I tried to give you an out, a way to say that you'd have sex without it being your fault, just in case. I didn't really know you'd already done it once tonight, just guessed" she said with a chuckle. "No sweetie. I suspect that neither of you can be monogamous."
"I was when I was married before. I mean my wife and I had good sex, but we didn't play around."
"So why did you get divorced?"
"We loved each other, but we just couldn't stand living together."
"For how long, did you try I mean."
"Almost ten years."
"And all that time you didn't stray? You didn't sample the forbidden fruit?"
"Nope. I mean there were times I saw something interesting, but I always went home to my wife."
"And her to you?"
"As far as I know."
"So now you're making up for it? Ten years of playing in one or two?"
"Hell, I don't know," I said with a frown.
"Well, either way, trying to have a monogamous relationship with Crystal may not be possible," she said as she stood up. "That said, I don't see any reason why you and I shouldn't enjoy the party. I mean, there's a lot of anonymous he'in and she'in going on out there."
"I'm not all that sure I'm in the mood," I answered, looking up at her.
"How about I improve your mood?" she asked, stepping closer and pulling aside the purple material of her sorta skirt, revealing a small patch of black curls arrowing down toward her extremely dark brown lips. "How would you like to play with this?"
"Pretty sexy, but how does that change my mood?"
"Oh, that's just to tease you," she said with a grin, reaching down for my hand. She pulled, coaxing me up and then tugged me along toward the elevators. She pressed the button and waited patiently for the car to come down and then stepped in. Before the doors had even closed, she was on her knees, pushing my leather skirt up, exposing my cock. She grinned up at me and then opened her mouth, engulfing my cock and sucking my softened member in. She cupped my balls and began sucking and pulling my cock with her mouth, slowly teasing it harder, more and more of it no longer able to be held in her mouth. By the time we got to the top floor, where the doors opened, she had me hard, her hand and mouth stroking up and down my saliva coated shaft. The doors closed again, closing us into the cubicle which was patiently waiting for a call to any floor.
She stood up, turned to face the wall and lifted one high heel shoe, resting it on the handrail so her legs were splayed apart, her legs nearly perpendicular to each other. "So? You wanna stick that in here now?" she asked, pushing her full round ass out at me and reaching between her own legs to stroke her dark lips, her fingers splitting them apart to reveal the pink hidden inside. "How often can you say you fucked in an elevator? Just bring it to me baby and it's all yours!"
"You want me to fuck you here?"
"Hell yeah! Why not? Something you haven't done before, right?"
"True enough," I said. "And since you got it all hard, I suppose it's the least I can do."
"That a boy!" she said quietly as I stepped to her ass, my hard cock sticking between her legs. Her fingers found my rigid shaft and pushed it up to her wet lips, forcing my head between them. She rocked her hips slightly, sliding herself away from me as she pushed my head higher between her dark lips, feeling for my head to engage into her tunnel. "Ohhh yeah," she moaned softly as she pushed back at me, my cock sliding easily into her seriously wet pussy. "Fuck me baby! Fuck me hard!"



I held onto her ass, the back of the purple dress thingie hooked over my wrist so her whole ass and pussy were exposed to me. I started stroking into her, slowly at first, but then faster as her velvety soft tunnel caressed my head and pushed my level of desire slowly up the long slope to climax. In and out I stroked, little moans and gasps coming from her as my hips started pounding against her bare ass, a soft slap quickly climbing to a louder smack of bare skin.
I didn't want to stop, but the elevator started to move, slowly accelerating downward. "Oh fuck no. Not now," she moaned loudly as I continued to plunge into her, waiting for the car to start to slow before I pulled from her pussy. She just got her foot down and turned to face the front of the car when the door started to open, a couple standing waiting.
The two stepped into the car, the guy wearing a pirate costume and the woman with him also wearing a pirate costume, but much sexier than his. She looked around at us standing behind her, the car smelling like sex as the doors closed on the four of us.
"Sex in the elevator? Isn't that pretty daring?" the woman asked.
"Yeah, but worth every stroke!" the genie said, reaching down for my cock, which was bulging out the skirt of my outfit. She pulled the skirt up for the woman to see and wrapped her hand around it.
"Really? Sex in public?" the guy asked with a frown.
"Oh yeah," the genie said with a grin, turning to face the wall again and pulling me toward her pussy. At that particular moment I was almost to the point of not caring who saw anyway, so I followed her lead and pushed my cock into her. I started stroking in and out of her as the car rose past the levels, finally slowing and stopping at the next to the top floor. The door opened and the guy stepped out, pausing outside the car to wait for his wife, who was standing in the car, staring at us.
"You coming?" he asked his wife curtly.
"Yeah, in a second," she said as the doors closed again. She stood staring as the doors opened again, the guy reaching into the car and pulling his wife's hand to draw her out of the car.
"God I'm gonna come!" genie said quietly as the door closed again. "Having her watching us really got me close fast!"
"Oh? You like being watched?"
"I don't know, but it sure as hell had my pussy tingling!" genie giggled.
I pulled from her pussy and stepped back, tugging her arm gently as I pushed the door open button. I stepped us out into the hallway, if you could call it that. It was more a balcony that went around the entire courtyard five floors below. The rooms all opened onto the balcony hallway all the way around for the entire floor, the floors below a similar set up making the center of the courtyard open from the fountain below to the ceiling six floors up. I tugged her along to the corner of the building where a staircase wound back and forth all the way down to the courtyard, with a glassed in landing on each floor. I pulled her out into the stairway and the balcony and turned her to face the glass wall overlooking the fountain below.
I reached for the back of her gold top, unclipped the fastener, letting the gold elastic material snap around her sides, falling to the landing floor. I slid my hands down to her waist, found the clasp holding the gold chain closed and flicked it open as well, allowing the purple material and gold chain to fall to the floor, leaving her completely naked above the ankles.
"Now, you wanna show off, see how this works?" I asked as I pulled my leather skirt up enough to free my still rock hard cock. I rubbed it up and down her slit as she leaned against the glass, pressing her now exposed tits to it while I slowly pushed my hard-on into her pussy.
"Oh God, I hope this glass doesn't break!" she moaned as I started sliding in and out of her pussy. "But oh fuck, am I turned on right now!"
"Maybe you should consider stripping," I grunted as I started plunging into her faster, feeding my fat cock in and out so that my thighs slapped loudly with each stroke and her tits moved around on the glass in front of her.
"Maybe you should consider fucking me on stage!" she moaned as her legs and arms started to tremble. "God I'm going to come!" she squealed as I continued to stroke strongly in and out of her, pushing my own climax closer with each second.
"Did that once," I grunted as her pussy contracted around me, her juices dripping down my shaft and off my swinging balls, leaving a trail of her cum across the floor tiles and the lower portion of the glass below her.
"GOD DAMN!" she squealed loudly as her whole body shuddered and trembled.
"Here comes," I grunted as my body jerked, pushing deep in her and practically pushing her flat against the glass, her thighs and tits both pressed flat to the glass. Over and over my body bucked, pumping shot after shot of cum up into her black pussy, her whole body continuing to shake and tremble for long seconds. Breathing heavily, I pulled from her pussy and stepped back, finding the pirate girl I'd seen in the elevator standing in the balcony by the elevator, watching us through the glass, one hand rubbing slowly up and down out of sight below the level of the half wall that separated us. "We had an audience," I breathed.
"We did?" the genie asked in surprise, looking around and finding the pirate as well. "Ohhhhhh shit, shit, shit!" she squeaked, scrambling around for her clothes and then ducking behind the half wall, crouched down so that she was hidden while she tried to fix her clothes.
"You think that really matters after what she just saw?" I asked.
"Easy for you to say, it isn't your body parts hanging out there," the genie said with a frown.
I shook my head with a little smile. I stepped around the corner, back into the part of the balcony that led to the elevator. "See you down below," I said quietly to the genie. "I'll wait for you down there."
"Seriously?" she asked, peeking around the corner as I walked towards the pirate, still standing in front of the elevator. I walked slowly towards her, her look of nervousness growing by the moment. When I was only about two feet from her, I reached for the elevator button and pressed the down arrow.
"Hey," I said quietly.
"Hey," she said, blushing heavily.
"Got you all turned on?"
"Yeah, kinda," she whispered.
Her outfit was basically a long coat, almost floor length, in a deep purple that had little front to it. The sides of the coat closed around her middle, almost like a corset, squeezing her white blouse and ample chest up sexily. The white blouse appeared to be part of a short white dress, the skirt portion only going to the middle of her thighs, buttoning down the front, as did the purple coat. The whole outfit was finished off with knee length black boots and a purple tri-peaked hat with a huge white feather. I stepped to her, standing only a foot away and reached for the front of the coat, slowly undoing the buttons one at a time until all four were undone and the coat sides could slide free, exposing the thin frilly white dress under it. I reached for the top of the dress, just above the top of her bust and began to slowly unbutton the white frilly material.
"Um, should we do this?" she whispered.
"Up to you."
"Why are you? Doing this I mean," she said nervously, but not stepping away or making any attempt to stop me.
"Because you look really sexy and I thought I might like to see the rest," I said quietly.
"But I don't have a bra on," she said as my fingers worked down below her breasts, nearly to her belly button.
"I don't mind if you don't," I answered as I continued working down.
"But my husband might come out," she whispered as my fingers undid the final button on the dress and let it spread apart, her entire body bare except for a small white bikini panty.
"Okay," I said, reaching for the elevator button again and pressing it, making the doors open. I reached for the front of the dress and pulled her along with me into the elevator and then released her dress, sliding my fingers down her sides to the panty. I pushed the definitely wet panty down her legs, squatting down to work them over the boots until she could step out of them. The elevator slowed at the first floor as I stayed kneeling in front of her, her back to the doors.
I stood as the doors opened and several people stepped into the elevator, the pirate nervously stepping towards me until her bare breasts pressed to my chest. If she stepped back or turned, she would be obviously naked to anyone, but as long as she stayed against me, she would be covered, and she just as obviously knew it. With her panties sitting plainly in the middle of the elevator floor, the car started up, my hand reaching down to the juncture of her legs, finding her curly blonde bush and sliding my fingers between her legs.
"Just enjoy," I whispered as I started stroking my finger between her lips and across her clit. The car slowed at the fourth floor and one couple got off while the other remained, clearly not part of our party but someone just checking into the hotel. I stroked faster, her breathing quickly becoming ragged as the car started up again, heading past the fifth floor to the sixth, my finger teasing her clit faster as I worked her closer to the orgasm she had obviously started herself.
"Ohhhhh God," she moaned softly as her body started to tremble in my arms. The car slowed and the doors opened, the couple getting out and leaving us alone, the woman turning back to scowl at me as the young woman in my arms continued to climax.
"Ohhhhh fuck, fuck," she moaned loudly, her hands under my skirt now, trying to stroke my now soft cock to life. "Got I wanna fuck you so bad," she moaned as I continued to stroke her clit, her face reaching for mine and her lips pressing urgently against mine. The car started down again, not that I'd pushed any buttons, stopping on the second floor and opening. She seemed almost oblivious, her lips sucking and kissing mine urgently as two young women in dresses got into the car, the two turning and leaning against the sides of the car to watch us.
"Ohhhhh fuck. Enough. Please enough," my pirate moaned as I slowed my attentions to her pussy.
"Nicely done. Wish someone would do that to me in an elevator," one of the girls said, still just leaning against the wall, not bothering to push a button to take us anywhere.
"God, I wanna fuck you," my pirate moaned as she leaned her side against me, her chest heaving as she worked to control her breathing.
"I might want to too," the second girl said. "Kinda sexy costume too. Especially if there isn't anything under it."
"Oh, there isn't," the pirate woman said quietly, pulling away and rolling to rest her back against the wall, the front of the dress hanging open as she leaned there panting, her body completely exposed from her knees on up. "I'm sure he wouldn't mind, considering," she said, reaching down and pulling my skirt up to show off my mostly hard cock to the two young ladies.
"Considering?"
"Considering you half undressed me and fingered me in front of total strangers? Yeah, I'd be less than surprised if you agreed to fuck one or both."
"Seemed the thing to do," I answered as one of the young ladies moved closer reaching out to my cock and wrapping a hand around it.
"Kinda like this? Seems like the thing to do!" she said as she bent over at the waist and wrapped her lips around my cock. "Mmmmm God I love cock," she cooed as the car started down, someone on some other floor having called for it.
My pirate girl was still leaning against the wall with her dress open, watching the busty young lady sucking my cock when the doors opened on the first floor, my genie friend standing at the door looking in, her head shaking gently. "Leave you alone for two minutes and one girl turns into three?" She said as she stepped into the car with us.
"Seems like it," I groaned softly before the young woman pulled off my cock and leaned over to push the 2 button.
It was a short ride to the second floor, where the car stopped and the doors opened again. "We're in two seventeen," she said as she leaned her body against mine and gave me a soft kiss. "If you decide you want more later that is," she said, giving my cock one more squeeze before turning to walk out of the elevator with her friend, leaving my cock sticking out from under my leather skirt.
"So? Better now?" I asked the pirate as she stood, buttoning her dress around herself.
"Partly. But now I wanna be fucked!" she said with a frown. "But my husband isn't going to even want to think about that. He went to bed."
"Well, I know exactly what to do about that," the genie said, as the door closed on us again. "I happen to know that this courageous Roman soldier needs to be fucked by as many women as I can round up to do that," she finished with a grin as the door closed on the three of us.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, let's call it girlfriend trouble. My cure, lots of good sex. So, if you wanna..."
"Well, as much as I want to feel that fat cock in me, I'm not quite sure I'm ready to cheat on my husband. I probably should go back up to my room," she said as she continued to button the dress.
"Your loss!" the genie said as she turned and pressed the button for the first floor. The car moved down the one floor and the doors opened again. "Come along Michael. We'll find you another hot sexy woman to plunge that tool into!"
The door closed on the pirate as the genie led me towards the ballroom again. "You know, I'm not at all sure how finding a bunch of women to screw is fixing my problem," I said as she took my hand and led me through the cluster of tables to the dance floor.
"You don't want your mood changed?"
"I'm not sure I want it that way."
"Really?" she asked, leading me around the perimeter of the floor, stopping near a planter and pointing up the row of planters by the dark windows. About three planters farther up the line, I could see the distinctive silver dress Crystal was wearing, bent at the waist, with a caveman pounding away in her pussy.
"Awwwww shit," I groaned, turning from where I was and walking back towards the tables. I found an empty one and dropped into a chair, feeling rather despondent.
"So, now what?"
"Go home?" I asked.
"I suppose that's one choice. There are others. Look out there."
"Where?"
"See that young lady in the school girl outfit?" the genie said, pointing out a young woman who was sorta dancing with two other women, the three of them chatting animatedly as they danced.
"Uh huh."
"I happen to know she wants to fuck you silly."
"How do you know that?"
"Girls talk," she whispered as she leaned down and kissed my cheek from behind. "Wait here," the genie said as she walked away from me and towards the young woman.
The outfit was closer to a fantasy school girl outfit than anything else. It consisted of a plaid micro, micro, micro skirt, maybe six inches long at best, riding low on her hips so that the crotch of her white panties showed easily under the hem. It was held up by a pair of tiny red suspenders that looped up over her shoulders, running over her plaid and white strapless bra. She also had on a collar with a tiny plaid tie that was only a few inches long, knee length white stockings with high black heels, and plaid bows in her long blonde hair. She and the genie chatted quietly for a few moments and then the two turned to walk towards me, the outfit looking even better the closer she got.
"Hi Michael," the school girl said sweetly as she stopped a few feet from me, her hands clasped in front of her. "Suzanne says you need a dance partner," she added, reaching for my hand. She smiled as she tugged on it. "Come on. Dance with us!"
I got up and agreed to be led out to the dance floor and her friends.
"Ladies, this is Michael," she said introducing me to the small group. They were all youngish, no older than thirties at most. One was tall and thin, with smaller looking breasts, dressed as a thirties flapper, only the dress was much more revealing than anything in that era. The dress, if you call it that consisted of a semi-see through bra with long strips of thin round cord extending down to the middle of her thighs, the array of cords taking the place of any real dress material but having the same general effect. Of course, every time she moved at all the curtain of cords around her body swayed and shifted, leaving gaps that showed her creamy white skin and a black thong panty to match the bra, under the sorta dress. She also had on thigh high black fishnet stockings held up by a lacy black garter belt that showed under the short bottom of the cord type dress. Her feathery headpiece was a headband, disappearing under her long brown hair and extending down as a mask over her eyes. All in all, an incredibly sexy looking young woman.
The second young woman was the Dorothy character I had seen earlier, still dressed in the same powder blue and white checkered outfit that left much of her body exposed except for her front and her firm looking ass cheeks.
The third, well, I would have recognized the third anywhere. I started to open my mouth to say hello to her, but she quickly held a finger to her lips, motioning me to apparently not reveal who she was. There was no doubt in my mind that it was Donna, dressed as a very sexy cavegirl, wearing a short animal print skirt and a top that left a lot of skin showing and the outline of her big tits well showcased.
"So, these are my friends, Tina," the young woman said, pointing to the flapper, "Donna and Kathy!" she said pointing then to who I had assumed was Donna and then the Dorothy character. "Suzanne said you needed some company and were up for...well almost anything."
"Wait, wait. Michael? That wouldn't be THE Michael, would it?" Kathy asked, her eyes quite large in surprise.
"What do you mean THE Michael?" I asked.
"You know. From the float trip? The Michael everyone was talking about that screwed on the hood of Mrs. Williams Mercedes?"
"Yep, he's that Michael," Donna offered as I blushed a little, hoping they didn't see it behind my helmet.
"Ohhhh this could be soooo much fun! All the kiddies are gone, all the old farts are gone to bed, that just leaves all of us hot sexy things looking for some fun, and a guy that's known for knowing exactly how to treat a young woman's body! I bet you can think of a thing or two to do with this costume to make the dancing even more fun," Kathy said, stepping to me and reaching for one of my hands. "These panties are suddenly getting quite warm. Why don't you see if you can take 'em off me?" she asked sweetly, pulling my hand down to her hip and sliding it up under the tiny overall skirt thing.
"You want me to take your panties off out here?" I asked her.
"Oh yeah. Trust me, no one will mind a bit, especially not me!" she said with a sexy little grin. She stepped closer, her tits pressing to my chest as she lifted herself on her tiptoes to whisper in my ear. "And after you take them off, why don't you see if you can make that bulge sticking out from your uniform slide into one very wet and ready pussy!"
"Here?"
"Oh yeah!" she said as she stepped back and reached for my hand to push her panties down. The blue and white bikini panties slipped easily over her round butt and hips, sliding down her thighs as she wiggled her legs, allowing the material to slide all the way to her knees. They caught on the bows on her stockings, which she quickly fixed with a wiggle of her legs, and then stepped out of the panties, leaving them on the floor. "Mmmmmm, now I'm practically yours!" she said as she reached under my skirt and found my hard-on. She turned around and tried to coax me to slide my cock between her legs, backing up over it so she could rub her obviously wet pussy along my shaft.



"GeeZ Kathy. You always gotta monopolize things?" the school girl asked as she shook her head.
"Fuck Jenny, as long as it's hard, I'm gonna play with it. You want in? Just take some of that off. Not my fault that your costume is harder to get into than mine!" Kathy said, reaching for my hand that was now resting on her hip and pulling it up her side and pushing it between her bare breasts and the blue and white checkered overall style front.
"I can get naked too, just not sure I wanna do it in the middle of the dance floor. We're not all exhibitionist you know."
"Oh sweetie, you gotta let loose once in a while!" Kathy chided her friend.
"Let loose? Like get naked?" Jenny asked.
"You wanna play with the big girls, maybe you gotta dress like the big girls!"
"Ahhhh yeah," Jenny said, stepping over closer to Kathy. "You mean like this?" Jenny asked, reaching quickly up tugging the tie around Kathy's neck that held the blue and white material in place up over the front of her. Before the material had even fallen completely away, she reached between Kathy and me, found the tie around her back that held the rest of the sorta skirt in place and tugged it, pulling the material the rest of the way off, leaving her in nothing but her shoes and knee socks.
"OH SHIT!" Kathy squealed, drawing even more attention to her nakedness as she grabbed the outfit and ran, well as much as you can run on four inch red high heels, toward the ladies' room, a number of cheers and whistles following her across the room.
"Well now. I guess she really isn't as much of an exhibitionist as I thought!" Jenny said with a smile. "Now I think we were going to dance?" she said, reaching for my hands, pulling them up to the little white and plaid bra, cupping her easily C cup tits with my hands. She let go of my hands and pressed hers to my bare chest, her fingers stroking my chest gently as she ground her hips against mine.
"So, I heard tell that you had sex with two different women on the canoe trip?" she asked sweetly.
"Three actually," Donna chimed in, stepping over to us and gently pushing Jenny out of the way to wrap her arms around my neck. She lifted herself on her toes to lift her lips to mine and kissed me deeply. We stood there, not moving, her lips and mine pressed together wetly, her tongue teasing into my mouth. "Mmmmmmm damn. Missed that," she whispered as she let herself drop back from her tiptoes. "Does this mean you're up for filling a hot wet pussy?"
"Yours? Yeah, I think tonight I'm definitely ready for that!" I answered.
"Good," she said, sliding her hands from around my neck. "Girls, you're welcome to join me, but I got first dibs on his big cock!"
"I'm in!" Tina said, her dress swishing as she followed us, Donna leading me towards the partition.
"I heard that there's a nice place back here we might be able to use for a little fun and games," Donna said as she led us towards the edge of the curtain on the other end of the room from where I had slipped around it previously. She walked us past the food table and around the corner of the partition near the windows.
"It's been way too long!" Donna said quietly as she pulled me to a table and then turned around to face me. It only took a few seconds to pull off the fake animal skins around her waist and chest, leaving her naked except for the calf-length fur boots and animal skin mask. She pulled the mask off and then reached for my helmet. She eased it off my head, dropped it to the ground and then pushed the shoulder straps of my uniform skirt off. She reached for my hips and pushed the skirt down over my ass until it fell to the floor, leaving me as naked as she was.
"Damn, I almost forgot how good it looks," Donna said as she pushed me back on a stack of round tables, crawling up onto them over me.
"Donna? You've done it with him?"
"Uh huh. Bunch of times," she answered her friend with a smile. "We used to do it all the time, before he got serious with Crystal that is." Donna quickly moved her hips over mine, pushing herself up so she was kneeling upright over me, her hand reaching for and finding my hard cock. She pulled me up and rubbed my head between her wet lips and then slowly pressed herself down on my fat shaft. "Just so you know Michael, I didn't wear any underwear tonight just in case I could find a way to do this. I'm damn glad we did!" she moaned softly as she began to ride slowly up and down my shaft.
"Me too," I groaned as her pussy caressed my cock with each stroke, my head pressing against the end of her soft tunnel each time her smooth round ass pressed to my bare thighs.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw some motion and turned my head to see Jenny stripping off the little skirt and top, leaving the knee-length stockings and shoes. She stripped off the little mask that was more a hindrance than anything else and looked down at me as she crawled onto the table, facing away from Donna. She moved over my face and then looked down at me past her round firm tits and curly blonde patch. "Some of the girls say you're as good as it gets. Wanna show me?"
In response, I reached up to her hips and pulled her down, her stocking covered knees sliding farther apart as I pulled her fat round pussy lips towards my mouth. With one long, slow stroke I licked up her fat lips, spreading them slightly with my tongue, teasing the tips of her soft inner lips and then stroking across her hooded clit.
"Ohhhhhhhh you are good," she cooed as I went back for another stroke, sliding my arms between her legs and wrapping them around her thighs. Using my fingers, I pulled her lips apart to expose her deep soft interior. I pressed my tongue up into her as far as I could and then stroked my tongue along her pubic bone, tracing it all the way to the juncture of her lips and her now exposed clit. "Ohhhhhgodyes!" she moaned loudly. "Sooooo fucking good!"
"Glad you like it," I said between licks, tracing my tongue along her lips again, and then again. I could taste her tangy juices giving way to a sweeter more copious flow as I teased her clit and pussy closer and closer to climax, a climax I was getting very close to myself. Donna continued to bounce on me, her moans growing in intensity as her body crept toward its own climax, Donna dragging out every moment she could on my cock.
"God, gonna come baby!" she groaned over the sound of the music on the other side of the cloth partition. I briefly wondered if the people dancing yet had any idea how close they were to a group orgy, and then the thought was gone as Jenny began to climax over my face, her whole body suddenly shuddering and her juices leaking around my mouth to run down my chin and neck.
"MICHAEL!" Donna called loudly as she began to climax. "I Love you!" I felt her pussy clench around me as she slammed down on my lap, smacking her ass loudly against my thighs as she shuddered and shook, her pussy spasming around me. "Ohhh baby I wish we were together all the time. I miss you," she moaned softly as she sat on me, gently grinding her hips to drive my cock deeper into her and her clit into the base of my cock.
Part of me wished we were too.
"Come on Donna. Share?" I heard the other girl, Tina, coax.
"Yeah. Go for it." Donna breathed heavily, climbing off my cock and sitting heavily on the tables as the much smaller Tina climbed on over me. I felt her find my cock and then rub it along her slit before wiggling herself down onto my head, trying to force my engorged mushroom up into herself.
"God...don't know if it'll fit," she groaned as she put more weight on my head to force me into herself. "Oh God, there it goes!" she moaned as I felt my head push past the entrance to her tunnel and slightly into her tight wet confines. She sat for a few moments, letting her expand around me while Jenny climbed from my face. I looked down at the slender young woman, now completely naked, sitting astride me, her small pink nipples engorged and puffed out as she wiggled to drive a little more of herself over me. "Oh my God you're big," she moaned softly as she began her first stroke up, pulling almost all the way off my cock before starting to slide back down. "Soooo fucking big."
"Oh God. I don't know if I can last long like this," I groaned as Tina began sliding faster up and down my cock, her pussy possibly the tightest I'd ever been in.
"Wait on it," Donna whispered as she rolled over, sliding her naked body across the table top towards me. She scooted until her face was over mine and then pressed her lips gently to mine, kissing me softly, her lips sucking mine and her tongue flicking across the tip of my tongue and my lips.
"Oh God," I groaned into her mouth as my body suddenly bucked, lifting Tina off her knees as my cock jammed deep into her and gushed a huge shot of cum up into her.
"FUCK!" Tina squeaked, her body suddenly shuddering and jerking almost in time with the gushes of cum from my overstimulated cock up into her tight pussy. I lay there under her, Donna kissing me and my body jerking spasmodically as my orgasm went for what felt like hours.
"Geez. Sorry. Couldn't hold back any longer," I breathed to Donna.
"No worries. She came with you, can't ask for better than that. She might have wanted it to go a bit longer, but hey, beggars can't be choosers, right?"
"I guess not," I answered as I lay there, with three naked young women around me and my cock slowly softening inside one of them. "Anyone know what time it is?"
"Yeah, about a quarter to one," Donna said.
"Shit, I was supposed to take Crystal home almost an hour ago."
"I wouldn't worry. Last time I saw her she was headed off towards the hotel elevator with three cute guys," Donna said quietly. "Sorry Michael."
"Yeah, well, looks like we both fell off the wagon."
"Maybe," she said quietly. "You wanna spend the night alone or with someone?"
I was silent a long time before I finally answered. "As much as I want to go home with you, I maybe better go to my own house tonight."
"I understand," she whispered. "Come on girls. I think fun's over for tonight," she said louder, pushing herself up off the table.
I sat and watched them dress, sort of sad to see them cover up. Each of them walked by and gave me a kiss, leaving Donna for last. She wrapped her arms around my neck and held me tight for long seconds. "You know, I miss the hell out of you. I really do wanna sleep with you again."
"I know," I said hugging her back. "But you know what I said. I'm trying to make this work with Crystal, although this could really hurt that attempt."
"I know it sounds mean, but I hope it does," she said with a hug, and then she was gone, leaving me sitting naked and alone. I dressed, slipped out and found my car. It didn't take long to recover my keys from my hiding place. I didn't have a phone to track down Crystal, but then she didn't have one to hear me on either. I drove home alone and walked into the dark house, wondering just what was going to happen the next morning.
To no one's surprise the next morning came way too early, and way too alone. Crystal had gotten drunk and spent the night with three guys, two from the club and one from the plant. The three had used her in every way they could before they all fell asleep, Crystal finally getting a ride home from one of them at ten in the morning.
We both had done things we promised the other we wouldn't, and in some ways that made it even harder. How do you tell someone they cheated when you're feeling guilty about the same thing? After some discussion we decided to just let it go and see if we could still make things work. Part of me wondered if I wanted this relationship more than she did. Part of me was probably right.
Life since the party had been more difficult than I could have expected. Though we had agreed to let the night be a one off, I could tell that the loss of her dancing at the club was impacting her. Sex was more than ample, and in many ways, more vigorous than ever. She seemed to want to have sex almost daily, and in a variety of places. Not that I was ever stuck to the bedroom, but with the cold of winter filtering in, places like the garage, on the hood of one of the cars, in the hot tub, in the kitchen, you name it, were starting to get chilly. I had the thermostat in the house turned up considerably, given that our normal attire was little to nothing anymore. In the last few weeks, she had taken to joining me in the shower before I left for work. I wasn't sure if that was to wear me out so no one would take those liberties during the day, or if she just really needed it that much.
I was surprised when she called and invited me to the club one night after dinner.
I drove down to the club and Jerry let me in the back, as usual. I checked the office and then found Crystal in the back, wearing one of her sexiest outfits, putting makeup on. "You going to dance?" I asked in surprise.
"Natasha called in sick. I don't have a headliner for tonight. I wanted to ask if you'd mind if I danced tonight to cover it."
"I guess you're going to either way, aren't you? I mean you're already dressed."
"I won't if you tell me no," she said, turning to look up at me from the bar type stool she sat on. "Michael, please don't say no," she whispered, reaching out to touch my hand.
"You miss this, don't you? Dancing I mean."
"Yeah, I really do."
"You love it more than me?"
"That's not a fair question and you know it. Do I love you? Yes, I do. Do I also love dancing? The attention I get. The feeling inside my pussy when those guys out there are begging me to show my body to them and spread my pussy so they can imagine themselves climbing onto the stage and fucking me? Hell yeah, I miss that."
"Okay," I said. "I won't stop you."
"But will you LET me? I know you won't stop me, but will you be okay with it if I go back to it?"
"That I don't know."
"Were you really okay with it when I didn't come home after the party? Or did you just let it go because you were feeling as guilty as I was?"
"No, I really wasn't good with it. And yes I was feeling guilty."
"Figured as much. When did you know?"
"Well, someone told me you were blowing a guy behind a planter, and then I saw you in the storeroom area with a guy's cock in your pussy and another in your mouth. I was flat afraid to ask how many guys you did that night."
"How many women did you do?"
"A few," I answered.
"Yeah, me too," she answered as well. "Look you danced for me. You went out there and bared it all, and in the process got really into it. Those women, they WANTED you. They WANTED to feel your cock and suck it. They WANTED you to find one of them to fuck in front of everyone. You can't tell me you didn't enjoy it, even though I was watching."
"Yeah, I enjoyed it," I admitted.
"Then why can't you understand that I enjoy it too? That I derive pleasure from it? Look, it doesn't bother me if you show your body to other women. It doesn't even bother me if you play with them and even fuck some of them. I'm fine with it, really! As long as I'm the one you want to snuggle up to and wake up to in the morning, I don't really care how many women you fuck. But I need it to be both ways. I need it to be that you won't mind if I dance and show my body off, or that I get turned on by some hot guy and give him a lap dance, or even ride his cock back in the VIP room. Hell, I need it to be okay if I lay myself across a table and let two guys fuck me from both ends. I NEED that to be okay."
"I don't see how it will ever be okay with me. Can I tolerate it? Maybe, but be happy that it's happening? I'm just not wired that way."
Crystal was quiet a long time before she finally got up from her chair. She hugged me tightly and whispered, "I love you Michael. I always will. I'll move my stuff out this weekend." Then she released me and turned and walked towards the doors leading to the back stage area.
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True to her word, Crystal moved out that weekend, moving back into the apartment she had shared with a friend before meeting me. Donna wanted to move in, which I refused, wanting to spend some time trying to figure life out first. Just what did I want? With Crystal gone, I found that I missed her much more than I would have thought. In those few months we had grown closer than even I realized. In the weeks that followed, she still came by frequently, but always refused to spend the night, saying that she didn't want to go back to that unless we were going to be serious again and not just play. It was just too difficult for her otherwise. I couldn't blame her because even though I still invited her, I knew that in the morning it would be hard to say goodbye.
Marge stopped by frequently as well, occasionally for sex, but mostly just to "hang out" as she put it, trying to help me find some direction to my life. In some ways she was like a mother, in others a lover. She had on some occasions not come alone, which was her version of dating. She would bring a sexy woman, usually younger than her, but not always, and spend an afternoon doing things. Those things didn't always include sex. Often it was just watching a movie or playing some games or the three of us taking a long walk in the woods. As the early winter cold settled in and the much longer nights took over, I was starting to feel quite closed in. It was always this way as winter came into it's own. I was a very outdoors person, and the winter months made it difficult to want to or even find daylight to be outside. With six inches of fresh wet snow on the ground from an early November storm, I was surprised to see a forecast for low fifties for Saturday and immediately started looking forward to getting out for a hike.
"Hello Michael." I heard as I answered my cell, the caller ID showing Williams, but the voice clearly not that of Marge.
"Hi. Christina?" I asked cautiously.
"Yeah, it's me. I was wondering what you were doing this weekend?"
"Well, I was planning on going for a hike. I thought some nice snow pictures would be fun."
"Ahhh, okay, I can do that," she said as if I had just invited her.
"Oh?"
"Sure. Mom said you wanted to take me out this weekend, and that all I needed to do was call and find out what you planned."
"Ahhh, I see."
"She's being a busy body, isn't she? You really didn't invite me, did you?" she asked after a few seconds of silence.
"She means well."
"Yeah, she's been trying to get us hooked up since the canoe trip."
"Uh huh. She refused to tell me what you were wearing to the party though, so I could have met up with you and not even known it."
"Well, maybe some time I'll tell you what I was wearing. Anyway, you seemed like you were pretty busy there anyway."
"A bit," I answered, suddenly feeling embarrassed. "I seemed to attract younger women interested in only one thing."
"And as a guy you're complaining about that?" she asked with a chuckle. "I think my mother may have played some role in that. Oh, by the way, how are things going with Crystal?"
"Oh, I thought your mom would have told you. She moved out. Mutual decision."
"Actually, she did. I just wanted to make sure I wasn't stepping on someone else's toes," she said quietly.
"Nope, none at all."
"Well, I guess that's all I wanted. Have a good weekend!" she said cheerfully.
"Christina!" I said before she could hang up.
"Yeah?"
"You know, if you wanted to, I'd be more than happy to take you along."
"Hiking in the snow?"
"Yeah, take a few pictures. Snowscapes can be nice, especially if it's sunny."
She paused a few moments before answering, "Okay, I can do that."
"Want me to pick you up or you wanna come by here?"
"How about I drive myself over. What time? Tenish?"
"Tenish works fine for me," I answered. "See you Saturday then."
"Sure, see you then," she said before hanging up.
"Marge!" I said looking at the phone and shaking my head. She'd been trying to get me to take her adopted daughter out since the canoe trip. To be honest, neither of us were particularly excited about the idea at the campsite. She'd heard about the antics of some of the girls and after the car hood thing, she seemed more interested in keeping her distance than anything else. Oh well, I wouldn't turn down the company, knowing that Crystal was tied up, or at least she said she was.
The next day was a typical work day, though it seemed to drag on a bit. I was kind of surprised to realize I was looking forward to the weekend, and maybe getting to know Christina, or at least prove to her that I wasn't a complete dip shit intent on fucking every skirt that walked by. I'm pretty sure that was her impression, at least. Someday I was going to have to move on from Crystal and find someone serious. If living with Crystal had taught me anything, it was that I didn't want to be alone any longer. Not that I didn't have plenty of women to pick from, but I just hadn't found that "right" person. I cared for both Crystal and Donna, but the more I looked at Donna the more I realized that I wasn't sure I wanted to end up married to her. And Crystal, well, we all know the problem with Crystal, and it wasn't emotional attachment. They were both fun. I wanted to spend time with them, but marry? No, not really. After Crystal moved out, I realized that we wouldn't have made it anyway, or at least that's what I kept telling myself every time I missed her.
Saturday morning came as quiet and unassuming as always. It was still dark when I got up. I settled in with my laptop to do a little writing and then finally got up for a shower and breakfast about eight. With still an hour before Christina was supposed to show up, I got out my camera gear, checked lenses and batteries, stuffed my gear, some bottled water and snacks into my pack and then dug out what I would call lightweight winter wear. I was used to the winter, so for me a pair of long johns, knee high muck hunting boots, a sweatshirt and a light coat were all that I really needed. Of course, a hat and some light gloves would top it all off, but it wasn't a particularly big load to wear. With things packed and ready I sat back down for some more writing, waiting for Christina to show up.
The doorbell dragged me out of the middle of the science fiction novel I was writing, prompting me to get up and answer the door.
"Wow," I whispered as I opened the door. "Christina?"
"That's me!" the woman on the other side of the door said. She was about five and a half feet tall, wearing a pink down jacket with white furry cuffs and hood trim, pink, blue and gray yoga style pants that tightly encased her shapely legs, and pink calf high boots with white fur trim around the tops. Her brown hair cascaded over her shoulders and the hood of her jacket from under a white and pink knit cap with a pink pom-pom on top. She wasn't thin, but definitely not fat either. Even through the padding of the down coat I could see she was maybe a size ten or twelve and had a very shapely chest. She was a far cry from the last time I'd seen her at the river, her whole body covered in a baggy gray sweatsuit and her hair up in a rather unattractive bun.
"Come on in," I said after a few moments staring at her, stepping back from the door to allow her to walk in.
"So. Where are we going hiking?" she asked as she stepped through the door.
"Well, if you come with me, I'll show you," I said, closing the door behind her and then leading the way to the kitchen.
"Hmmmm hiking as far as the kitchen? Or was the bedroom more to your liking?" she said with a crooked little grin.
"Huh?" I asked in surprise, practically stopping in the kitchen.
"Well, your reputation precedes you. I just wondered if you really planned on hiking or if this was just a pretense to get me to bed."
"Oh, geez. No, we're really going hiking," I said, blushing a bit. "Um, see that bluff out there, about three hills distant?" I asked, stepping to the sliding glass door.
"Uh huh. The one with the big pines on top?"
"Yep. Down at the base is a deep valley shaded by the bluff. I figure that rock wall is going to keep the sun off the snow down there until late afternoon, so it should be nice. When I was down there turkey hunting, I found a nice stream down there. If it's not frozen, I'm thinking there should be some nice shots."
"So, how far is it?"
"Oh, I'd say about three miles, give or take."
"Well, guess we better get started then!" she said with a smile.
"We better," I answered, pulling a package of food from the fridge and dropping it into my pack. It only took a few moments for me to pull my sweatshirt on and my jacket over it. I picked up the pack, slid the door open and motioned for her to head out. I followed out the door and then closed it behind me.
"So, you don't have to go far for a hike."
"Not really," I answered. "I'd usually take the ATV, but this was as much about getting out and enjoying the day as it was getting anyplace in particular."
"Well, an ATV could be fun too, but maybe a bit chilly."
"That it would," I answered as I swung the pack on my back. I pulled on a pair of light gloves as I led the way across my yard and down the hill behind the house leading to the sixteen thousand acres of national forest land.
I led the hike for almost an hour before we topped the third hill, the sun now high in the sky and beating down on us. The snows here had started to melt, and the temperature seemed to be climbing quickly. There was a rock outcropping that the snow had already melted off of and had dried in the sun, a perfect looking place to take a snack break.
"Whew. It's getting warm out," Christina said as she stepped next to where I sat down on the rock and peeled her pink down coat off which had been unzipped for almost the last mile. She had on a long-sleeved spandex workout shirt in a matching pink, blue and gray pattern to the tight pants, the material formfitting over her, her breasts pressed tightly in a sports bra beneath the tight spandex.
"Yeah, warmer than I expected," I said as I dug out my digital Cannon SLR.
She sat down on the rock next to me and I pulled out a bottle of water and handed it to her. "Here, drink this," I said as I stood up. I walked a couple dozen feet away and took a few pictures of the landscape below us, the valley opening up for nearly two miles below us, most of it still in the shadow from the southern bluff wall. I turned back and saw Christina sitting on the rock drinking, brought the camera up and snapped a few shots of her. With the sun shining on her, the tight spandex encasing her body and her long brown hair hanging down behind her head as she tipped it back to drink from the bottle, she looked...well, angelic. No, she wasn't a rail thin woman like Crystal was, but her curves were well showcased in the tight spandex and looked perfectly proportioned on her.
"So, you are taking pictures of me for a reason?" she asked after she drained the bottle.
"Yeah, cuz you look sexy sitting there like that."
She snorted a little. "Sexy, yeah. Too much baby fat!" she said patting her stomach.
"Not hardly," I said shaking my head and lifting the camera again. "Actually, I think you look extremely hot sitting there like that."
"Okay, you can stop any time. I may enjoy the flattery, but unlike my mother, it won't get you into my pants," she said with a scowl.
"That wasn't my intent," I answered as I let the camera dangle from the strap around my neck as I moved back to the rock and sat down. I pulled off my jacket and stuffed it into the pack and then pulled another water out, cracking open the lid and taking a long drink.
"You do have bit of a reputation about that," she said quietly.
"About what?"
"Being a womanizer. I heard about the girls on the river, and about you doing someone on the hood of mom's car. Let's see. There was something about a strip club where you played the part of a male stripper. I understand that my mother sucked your cock in front of everyone there. And let's not forget the Halloween party. I saw you practically fucking one young lady right there on the dance floor. Not exactly a sterling reputation."
"I take it I'm not exactly what you're looking for in a guy?"
"Not even close."
"Then why the date?"
"Two reasons. First, to get my mother to stop badgering me. Second...curiosity I guess. I wondered what kind of man would be so attractive to my mother that she'd take entire days off to go play sex games with him."
"I wouldn't say we do that. She comes by from time to time. Sometimes we do have sex, lots of times we don't do anything but watch a movie or sit and talk."
"So...you do have sex with her?"
"I'm not going to hide it. Yeah, we do. Her idea by the way, not mine."
"I find that hard to believe."
"Why is that?" I asked curiously.
"Well, she's gotta be almost twenty years older than you are. What do you have to offer that she needs or wants?"
"That you'll have to ask her."
"I have. All she says is 'total and complete sexual bliss!'" Christina said with her head cocked and looking at me sideways. "Let's face it, NO ONE is THAT good!"
I laughed. "Yeah, that's what I keep telling her. Doesn't explain this date though, if you wanna call it a date."
"Actually, it does. I wanted to see what kind of a man could turn my mother's head, and well, the heads of quite a few other women."
"And your conclusion?"
"Haven't made one yet. But I am surprised. I half expected we'd never even make it out of the house, and you'd be trying to seduce me."
"What would the point be? You obviously didn't come here to get laid. You didn't even come here to see if there were any relationship opportunities to be had. You came here to measure me up. To see just what kind of jerk your mother was screwing around with. That about cover it?"
"Surprisingly, yeah, it does," she said.
I stood up from the rock and slung the pack on my back. "Sorry to disappoint you," I said as I turned to walk down the long slope that led down into the valley.
"Hey! Wait up!" she called as she got up and ran to follow me. "So, what do you think you're disappointing me on?" she asked after a few minutes trekking down the easily half mile long hillside.
"Not trying to seduce you."
"Okay. About that. Why not?"
"Why not what?" I asked without looking back at her, paying attention to following the trail in the growing snow depth.
"Why not try to seduce me? Am I not good enough looking? Not skinny enough? Not your type? Too many clothes? What?"
I stopped and turned to face her, looking almost level with her eyes since I was standing a good six inches lower than she was on the hillside. "Is that what you think I do? Size up every woman I meet to see if she's potential sex material?"
"Well, sorta. Hell, you didn't get more than a mile down river before you had that little thing's suit off and were fucking her. At least that's the way I hear it."
"For your information. I didn't. She did. It was her idea to seduce ME. It was her idea to dump the canoe so we'd be far enough behind to strip for me and try to get me to fuck her. Did I fuck her? Yeah, I did. But no, I didn't start it or seduce her or even encourage her. That was her idea," I said before turning and hiking down the hill again.
"You don't have to get angry."
"Not angry. Just irritated."
"About what?" she asked.
"Women," I said shaking my head. "Just women."
"Well, that covers a lot. What is it about women that frustrates you?"
"They talk. Mostly to each other. Apparently about things a whole lot different than guys. You take one woman to bed and all of a sudden she's bragging about how wonderful you are in bed and the next thing you know half a dozen women are looking to try and get into your pants."
"I wouldn't think a guy would really care. I mean the more the merrier, right?"
"If you're asking if a guy is unhappy that he's the sexual desire of so many women, there are limits. Especially if that guy is looking for something more meaningful than just a lot of sex and one night stands," I said shaking my head.
"So you're saying you don't want to be having sex with so many women? That doesn't make sense from what I know about guys."
"I won't lie. I love having sex with a variety of women. It's fun, it's lively. But it's also a lot of work. You have to learn each new person, what they like, what they don't like, how they like it, if they like to hear you talk if they like to talk, if they're loud, and if they're not. How to tell when they've had an orgasm, or if they're faking it. Hell, it's a lot easier to have one woman you can really learn about and really enjoy. Of course, when you get a reputation as being a womanizer, not too many women that are looking for relationships suddenly want to date you. But the easy slutty girls that are in it just for the sex, well they're buzzing around you like bees around a flower."
"Mom said you were married once. Why'd you get divorced if you wanted to be with one person all the time?"
"For ten years we did. Sex was great. In bed we were a perfect match. For that matter, we were each other's first match. But life isn't just being in bed. During the light of day, we just got on each other's nerves so much that we couldn't ever be happy. So, we agreed that it was time to go different directions and find happiness with someone else while we were still young enough to build new lives."
"When you put it like that, it sounds pretty sensible," she agreed as she followed me down into the shadows. "Wow! Look at this!" she said looking down the path ahead of us, many of the trees hanging low with the wet snow making the path almost a tunnel.
I pulled my camera up and snapped a few pictures before we made any tracks in the fresh snow. "Go ahead and lead if you want," I said quietly, stepping aside to let her go down the game trail we were walking on.
"It's so pretty!" she said as she walked past me. I stood and took a number of photos of her holding her coat over her shoulder, turning to look up at the snow hanging on the trees. "EEEEEEE!" she squealed as a large blob of snow landed on her head and showered over her, making her cringe down cutely. I snapped a few pictures of her again and then walked to follow her down the trail.
We walked in silence until we came to a dip in the trail with water running about six inches deep and about five feet wide. I took a few pictures up and down the impromptu stream, getting shots of the water frothing over rocks and around stems of small trees before wading out across the stream.
"Um, Michael?"
"Yeah?"
"Your boots might be waterproof, but mine aren't made for wading."
"Oh, sorry," I said, turning back. I let the camera hang around my neck and then stepped to her, quickly scooping up under her knees and back, drawing a squeal of surprise. Her arms wrapped around my neck as I carried her through the shallow stream and set her down on the far side.
"Wasn't expecting that, but thank you," she said, straightening her spandex top, which had slid up enough to show her bare stomach and the small silver belly button ring she had.
"No problem," I said as I stepped past her to head down the valley farther. We walked in silence, enjoying the serene woods as the sun climbed higher in the sky, finally peeking over the bluff and down into the valley. "I think we better go back, or we're gonna end up pretty wet," I said as the first of the heavy snow hanging on the trees started to drip and slide off in the sun.
"Ohhhhh damn that's cold!" she squealed as a large dollop of slushy snow fell from a branch onto her shoulder.
"On the other hand, we may be too late to not get wet!" I said with a laugh as she tried to brush the water off her shoulder.



"Very funny," she said, reaching for a branch and grabbing a handful of snow and throwing it at me. Her impromptu snowball splatted against my sweatshirt harmlessly, falling to the ground after leaving a small wet spot.
With a grin I reached down, picked up a handful of snow, packed it into a ball and threw it, not overly hard, at her. She turned her back and squealed as the snowball bounced off her back, fragmenting into small chunks which rained down on her. Back and forth the snowballs flew until both of us had been evenly peppered, our game ended by the snowballs being tossed by the trees. As the sun warmed the snow on the branches the amount of snow falling on us grew by the second until it was practically raining slush on us. I pulled her to the side of the trail, dropped my pack and pulled out a small plastic sheet that I use for a ground cloth to sit on when the ground is wet. I huddled with her at the base of a large cedar tree and held the plastic over the two of us, diverting the snow that was making it through the branches to us.
"Well, I didn't expect this," she said quietly.
"What? Getting wet? I figured it'd happen once I saw how much snow was hanging over the trail," I answered her.
"No. That isn't what I meant," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
"So? What didn't you expect?"
"To like you," she whispered, her face drawing to a frown as she looked up at me. "I didn't expect to like you. I had you pegged for a jerk, but, well, you seem like anything but a jerk. You're caring, at least you're trying to take care of me, carrying me across the stream and covering me up. You're playful. You're fun. And the thing that surprises me the most, it's obvious that you're sensitive."
"Too much for my own good," I mumbled.
"What? There's too much sensitive?"
"Yeah. It makes it hard to say no," I said. "Which is probably why I end up having sex with so many women. I don't have the balls to say no."
"I have a hunch you have plenty of those, you just don't want to hurt their feelings."
"Something like that," I said as I turned to look at her, my hands still holding the small tarp up over us.
She reached up with one hand, slipping it behind my neck and pulling my head down toward hers, her face turning up to mine and her lips pressing softly against mine. She kissed me softly, our lips sucking each other's erotically for long seconds before she gently released me. "Yeah, she was right. You do kiss good," she whispered a little breathlessly.
"Thanks," I whispered.
"How long do you think it's going to take for the snow to melt off?"
"Oh, not long. Fifteen or twenty minutes," I answered, feeling her scoot a little closer to me and press her body harder against mine, instead of just the incidental contact of our hips.
"Fifteen minutes. What should we do to kill fifteen minutes? And don't say have sex. I know damn well guys can do it in only five."
I chuckled. "Wasn't planning on saying any such thing, and not all guys finish in five minutes. Some of us finish five minutes after our partner does."
"Oh really?"
"Uh huh."
"Okay, question? If you couldn't have intercourse with a woman, what would you do to them?"
"You mean with them? I'm a big fan of oral sex."
"You like being sucked off?"
"Yeah, that gets my motor running, but I really enjoy going down on a woman."
"Going down on? God who says that anymore?"
"I guess I do."
"Just say you like to lick our pussy, or our cunt or whatever term you like."
"Naw. I like 'going down on' just fine. But yeah, I like to slowly lick up between a woman's lips, tasting her juices and teasing my tongue into her and across her clit."
"Hmmmmm okay. What about tits? Do you like looking at 'em, playing with 'em, or don't care for 'em?"
"Love looking, playing, and tasting. Yeah, tits are always fun," I answered. "What about you? What do you like having played with the most?"
"I don't have a favorite. I like both my tits and my clit played with."
"Good to know, not that I'll ever have a need of the information though."
"No, probably not. I'd ask if you've ever been with more than one girl at a time, but I know you have been."
"Yeah."
"How many?"
"How many what?"
"How many women at a time?"
"Oh, about thirty I guess," I answered with a grin.
"That's not what I mean. I mean how many women have you had sex with at once?"
"About thirty," I answered again. "That time I did a male stripper thing. I don't think all of them sucked or fucked me, but most of them managed to get their hands on my junk."
"Okay. I guess I'll accept that answer."
"How about you? How many guys have you done at once?"
"Just singles."
"How many women?" I asked with a little smile.
"What?"
"You heard me. How many women have you been with at once?"
She was silent for a few moments. "Okay, once or twice I wasn't the only woman having sex with the same guy," she said with a frown.
"Figured."
"How?"
"The way you said just singles. It was clearly an unfinished statement. Now you going to tell me how many women you've been with without a guy around?"
"I didn't say I'd ever been with any!" she said a bit testily.
"I know. So, you gonna tell me?"
"Tell you what?"
"Tell me how many women you were with? You've all but admitted that at least once you were in a sexual situation with another woman, or two or three."
"I didn't say that!"
"Uh huh. Right," I said quietly.
She sat there, squatted down next to me under the tarp for long seconds before she whispered, "Alright. If I tell you, you gotta promise not to tell anyone else!"
"Cross my heart," I said with a grin.
"Okay. When I was in college, the sorority I went to. They took us out to this house in the country and we all had to strip down. Then we had to take turns laying on a mat in the yard and having the rest of the girls come on us."
"Ohhhh damn. A squirt party? That is interesting."
"Just remember, you promised not to tell."
"Okay. I won't."
"How about you?"
"How about me what?"
"How many guys were you naked with?"
"Never been," I answered honestly. "At least not on purpose. Unless you count high school locker rooms."
"Not really," she said with a girlish chuckle. "So, you don't have anything back in history you're embarrassed about?"
"Oh, I never said that!" I said laughing. "I've got lots of things I'm embarrassed about. Not all of them in the far past."
"Oh really? Okay, I told you my embarrassing story, you gotta tell me one."
"Seriously?"
"Unless you wanna walk out there and get wet."
"Okay. If you really wanna know," I said quietly. "I was up shopping a month or so ago in St Louis at one of the big malls. I ran into one of your mom's friends, Jennifer or something like that."
"Jennifer Bentley?"
"Yeah," I answered.
"How do you know Jennifer?"
"She was at the strip club that night."
"Oh goodness. She didn't...did she?"
"Oh yeah. I stripped her right there and fucked her on the table in front of God and everyone."
"Wow. I never would have figured."
"So, you want me to tell you the story or not?"
"Oh hell yeah. Tell me!"
"I ran into her again at the mall. She was dress shopping with a friend."
"Who?"
"Oh hell, Gerry or something like that," I said scowling at the interruption. "Anyway, she corralled me, dragging me along to some fancy lingerie shop. Wasn't a Fredricks but it was definitely along those lines. Really high-end sexy stuff. Anyway, she chatted away while she and her friend picked some things, asking what I thought of each item. Some of them were pretty damn risqué, but I was being polite, especially since it was a friend of your mom's. They both picked a few items to try on, and I figured I'd slip away when they went back to the dressing room."
"Didn't happen though?"
"Not even. She convinced the salesgirl that I was going back to tell her which item I preferred, and then led me to the last dressing room. It was a handicap room, so it had lots of room in it and handrails and the like. Well, we barely got into it, all three of us, and she was on me, trying to undress me. Long story short, she insisted that I let her undress me so that she could tell just how much I liked each item. Then the two of them stripped down and tried the little lingerie things they had brought back, one at a time, each time coming over to where I stood, playing with my cock, kissing me and rubbing their bodies all over me."
"Sounds like a real hardship."
"Well, yes and no. I mean I was getting horny as hell with what they were doing. Both of them are really good looking. Gerry's a redhead and she has freckles that go all the way down to her tits. They had to be at least D or maybe double D's cuz they spilled out of damn near everything they put on."
"Ohhhh, this is getting good."
"Yeah, well, long story short, they took turns having their nipples sucked while the other one rode on me. Jennifer came twice that I know of riding me and Gerry, well she started to come and just kept coming until I did too, deep inside her as she could get me."
"Mmmmmm sounds like they had a great time shopping."
"Yeah, but I was nervous. I didn't want to get arrested."
"Not that you would have," she said with that girlish chuckle again.
"Why not?"
"Well, if it was Gerry Cross, and the little place was Sugar Magnolia, there wasn't much chance of it."
"Okay, the names sound about right, but why not? I mean indecent exposure at the very least."
"Not going to happen," she said again smiling up at me. "Gerry owns Sugar Magnolia. Mom takes me up there every so often for underwear and bras."
"Oh geez. You mean I was fucking the shop owner?"
"Uh huh," she said with a giggle.
"Good Lord," I said, shaking my head.
"It's okay. Gerry's a nice woman. Not sure her husband would appreciate what you did, but well, it wasn't your idea from the sound of it."
"No, it wasn't. I was just there to get a few new dress shirts."
"Sounds like you got a new admirer instead."
"Yeah. So...can you see how I end up in these...situations?"
"Oh yeah. No willpower. Too willing to say yes to a woman to please her, even if she isn't anything important to you. How the hell did you manage to not fuck around when you were married?"
"Easy. My wife kept me so worn out sexually that I never had the energy to even look let alone fuck," I said with a laugh. "That was the one good part of our relationship. We did it ALL the time."
"Lots of places? Ever done it in the back seat of a car?"
"Back seat, front seat, on the hood, on the trunk. Hell, one time she fucked me while we were driving down the interstate."
"Really? You can do that?"
"Well, we were on our way back from a friend's wedding, so she had on a pretty little dress. She just pulled it off, stripped her bra off, her panties were long gone from fucking at the reception, and then she climbed onto my lap with her back against the driver's window. She sat on me and rode me until we both came, and I was damn glad it was late and there wasn't much traffic."
"Yeah, I can just see the trooper pulling you over. Sorry sir but fucking and driving are mutually exclusive. I'm going to have to give you a ticket for coming at highway speed!" she said, faking a deep man's voice before breaking into laughter.
"Anyway, that's my embarrassing story."
"I'm not sure it's not more embarrassing than mine. At least all I did was lay there and get squirted all over."
"Yeah. Well," I said. "I think we can go now if you want to."
"I don't know. I'm kinda having fun listening to your sexual exploits. Got any more you wanna share?"
"Actually, my legs need to stretch," I said, standing up and pulling the wet plastic from over us.
"Yeah, me too!" she said, standing up and stretching her arms over her head. "So, back to the house?"
"Yeah, I think so. Unless you're hungry."
"Actually, I am."
"Okay. How about we go back to the creek and we can eat there. There was a nice rock outcropping we can sit on there."
"Sounds good! Last one there's a rotten egg!" she called as she trotted off down the trail we had come down, her boots leaving slushy prints in the wet snow. I folded up the plastic and tucked it under my arm as I followed her at a much more leisurely pace.
"Slow poke!" she said, sitting on the rock by the creek when I got there.
"Yep. Slow. But after lunch we're going back up that, so I'm saving my energy," I said, pointing to the hill you could now make out through the gray skeleton branches of the leafless trees.
"Awww no biggie," she said brightly. "Now what's for lunch?"
I spread the plastic on the rock to keep our butts dry, although hers was already soggy from sitting on the wet rock and pulled my food bag from the pack. I opened it up and handed her a baggie of sliced sausage and cheese, a chunk of pita bread and then held out a bottle of water. That done I dug out my own, quickly stuffing the sausage and cheese into the pita pocket and taking a big bite.
"Good!" she said with her mouth half full. "I'm not usually a meat and potatoes person, but I'm starved!"
"Not meat and potatoes? Too bad. I was going to offer you dinner."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I have a couple top loin steaks defrosting, and of course baked potatoes and grilled asparagus."
"Sounds tasty."
"Guaranteed to be. But you wouldn't enjoy it, it's mostly meat and potatoes!" I said with a smile.
"Huh! Be that way. Just for that, I won't stay!" she said, turning her head and sticking her nose in the air dramatically.
"Well, if you won't stay, not much point in me inviting you then."
"Well...I wouldn't go that far."
"No? Just how far will you go?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Not THAT far either!" she laughed before taking another bite.
It only took us a few minutes to finish the pita sandwiches, and each eat a handful of yogurt covered trail mix. With lunch done, I packed my pack back up and then scooped her up to cross the now much deeper stream. The melting snow had pushed the little stream to a small raging river, nearly a foot and a half deep and easily twenty feet wide. I had on my knee high muck boots, so I figured I'd stay dry, but the current was significantly stronger than I expected, and I stumbled several times on the slick rocks in the bottom of the stream going across.
"Watch out! You're gonna drop me!" she squealed as I went down to one knee in the frigid water.
"Not trying to!" I grunted, picking her nearly hundred and forty pounds or so up, my waterproof boot now filled with water. I regained my balance again and continued across the rushing water, getting closer and closer to the far shore. "OH SHIT!" I swore as a rock I stepped on moved under the water, sliding my right leg completely out from under me.
The water wasn't all that deep, but it was damn cold as I landed on my ass in about six inches of water, Christina's ass sticking down into the swirling water.
"OH shit!" she squealed as she put her feet into the shallow water and pushed herself up, getting her feet soaked in order to get her ass out of the icy water. She jumped and hopped the last five feet to the shore and then stood there staring at her feet and rubbing her wet ass as I picked myself up from the water.
"Well, that wasn't good," I said as I walked out of the water. I leaned against a tree and pulled off one boot after another, draining the cold water from them before pulling them back on. "Come on. We'll be in the sun up there," I said pointing to the trail ahead as it started up the hill, the sun now high enough in the sky to shine over the several hundred foot bluff.
"Ohhhhhh damn that's cold!" she said, scampering next to me.
"Yeah. Gotta get out of these wet things too. Good thing it's getting warm," I said as I started walking quickly towards the beginning of the hill part of the trail and the sunshine there. To say I was cold below the waist would be an understatement. I was FREEZING!
I wasn't even really thinking about anything but getting my ass warm. I pulled out the plastic tarp, laid it on the bare ground and then pulled my boots and wet socks off. Standing on the plastic I undid my pants, pushed them, my long underwear and my boxers off, standing half naked in the sun. "Damn that water was cold!" I said as I started separating my clothes and trying to wring as much water from them as I could.
"Not particularly bashful, are you?" she asked as she dropped her now wet coat next to the plastic. She sat down, pulled her boots off and tossed them aside before taking her socks off and standing up.
"Well, the way I see it, we can be bashful and cold, or not bashful and less cold, I said. "But I promise not to look if that helps."
"Maybe a little. I'm not used to getting undressed in front of strange men," she said as she peeled the spandex pants down along with a pair of thin thermal underwear.
"Well, we both agree I'm strange, so I guess you can be bashful if you want," I said with a laugh.
"I'm not THAT bashful!" she said as she sat down again and pulled the pants off over her feet, leaving her in just her wet underwear.
I finished wringing the water from my clothes as she stood up again and pulled her panties down, slipping them off over her bare legs and feet.
"Nice," I said quietly as I looked at the small brown patch of curly brown hair shaped in a triangle.
"What, are you looking?"
"Nope, just at the tattoo," I said looking at the little heart tattooed on her hip a few inches from her curly pubic hair.
"Uh huh," she said as she wrung out her wet panties. "And that'd be why you're suddenly getting a hard-on?"
"Oops," I said quietly.
"Uh huh. Oops," she said as she bent back over to step into her soggy wet panties. "I better put these back on or pretty soon you'll be trying to stick that thing where it doesn't belong."
"Now that I wouldn't ever do," I said as I wrung my boxers out again.
"Uh huh. I'm sure you've never taken advantage of a girl?"
"Not that I know of," I answered, stepping into my boxers to cover my growing problem. "Gonna be chilly, but I think I'm gonna forgo the pants. They're just too wet."
"That's what you get for not wearing spandex. And don't think I didn't see you staring at my ass every time I was ahead of you."
"I wasn't staring at your ass," I answered, looking at her glare at me. "Okay, I was looking some."
"Uh huh. That's what I thought. Hope you enjoyed the view."
"I always enjoy beautiful scenery," I answered as I stuffed my insulated long johns into the pack and tied my soggy pants on the outside. I wrung out my socks and pulled them and my boots back on. "Ohhhh yeah. It's gonna be chilly. Too chilly I think. I better think again on the long underwear."
"I think so too," she said, pulling her own wet boots on. "Ohhh Lord these are cold."
"Well, it's a half mile hike up this hill to warm us back up," I said as I kicked the boots off again and pulled my soggy long johns out of the pack. I pulled the wet material over my legs and then up over my boxers. "Yeah, that'll be better," I said as I pulled my boots on again. "If we push hard, we can be in the hot tub in about an hour and a half."
"Ohhhh that sounds good right now!" Christina said with a little shiver.
"Otherwise, I can build a fire and you can stay here and get warm, and I'll go get the ATV."
"So I get to stay warm while you freeze your ass off to get the ATV? Do I look like a wimp? No, you walk, I walk," she said as I swung the pack onto my back again.
"Okay then, let's go!"
It was a fairly long hour and a half, almost two hours hiking with little talk. The chill had certainly sapped our energy and the bulk of the trek is literally up hill, a total of almost four hundred feet vertical difference between the house and creek. The only good part was that once we started climbing the sun dried the clothes we were wearing and broke the chill, but it really couldn't do much about the boots, which were miserable to hike in.



"There it is," I said as we climbed the last hill. "You still interested in that hot tub?"
"Well, I'm not all that cold any more, but damn my feet hurt," she answered. "Besides, I don't have a suit."
"I don't usually use one, but if you'd prefer to, there's a spare one in my room."
"I'm not wearing a guy's swim suit!"
"No, no. It's a bikini."
"Who's is it? Or was it?"
"Crystal's. She leaves one here so she can use the tub when she visits if there's other company. She's comfortable enough being naked, but not everyone else is."
"Understandable. Okay. I'll take you up on the hot tub, with the suit."
"No problem," I answered as I trudged up the hill to the back yard. I led her to the back door, dropped the pack on the kitchen table and then went up the stairs to my bedroom to retrieve the suit. "Here you go," I said holding the suit out as I came back down the stairs. "You can change in the bathroom down here if you want or go up to my room or the guest room."
"What about you?"
"I'm fine. I'll see you in the tub," I said as I headed back out the patio door. It only took me a minute to push the top off the tub and strip off all my clothes, sliding into the hot swirling water. "Ahhhhhhhhhhh," I sighed as I sunk into the warmth.
"Here I am," Christina called as she came across the patio. "There isn't much to this suit, is there?"
I turned under the water to see her walking across the patio in the tiny blue bikini, the extremely small triangles barely holding in place over her bouncing C cup breasts and her curls showing over and around the tiny triangle of blue covering her pussy. "I think it looks fantastic on you!"
"More than likely you'd prefer that it was off of me I'm sure," she said as she stepped over the edge of the tub and sank down into it. "Ohhhhhh this feels good."
"Uh huh," I agreed, leaning back into one of the reclining seats, the water jets swirling the hot liquid all around my body.
"So, I kinda got a question" she said as she settled back into the tub across from me.
"Shoot."
"Do you know why my mother bought a strip club?"
"Well, I don't know for sure, but I have a hunch."
"And that is?"
"Crystal. See, Crystal and I were talking about getting serious, living together and seeing if we could make it. Your mom knew that I was having problems with all the guys pawing at Crystal, and I guess she thought that if Crystal were manager that it would be a good compromise."
"Was it?"
"Not so much. Hours sucked and Crystal missed the attention of stripping."
"That's why you're not together anymore?"
"Yep."
"Mom seems to enjoy going to the ladies' nights. Wants me to go, but I've avoided it. Just can't get into watching some strange guy waggling his cock around."
"Well, it's not for everyone," I agreed.
"Did you ever do that before? Dance like that I mean?"
"Nope."
"Was it fun? Dancing in front of all those women naked like that?"
"I'd be lying to say I didn't enjoy the attention, once I got over being embarrassed that is."
"So, you're not bashful in public that way anymore?"
"Some, but a lot less so. I guess if I did it a lot, it'd bother me a whole lot less."
"I'm not sure I could do that at all," she said as she lay her head back and closed her eyes.
"Yeah, I didn't think I could either. I suppose if Crystal hadn't been on stage with me, well I probably couldn't have done it. I just focused on what I was doing to her and ignored the audience until I was naked."
"You weren't on stage alone?"
"Uh uh. Crystal went out with me and I undressed us both and pretended to have sex with her. I think she pretty much enjoyed it too."
"Oh Lord. No way I could stand on stage and let someone undress me."
"It's a lot easier if you can focus on something or someone else and forget about who's watching."
"Ahhh," she said, letting the conversation drop there. We lay in the tub, the water swirling around us, silent, for at least five minutes before she said anything else. "Michael?"
"Yeah?"
"When my mother comes over, does she wear a suit, or get in the tub naked with you?"
"Naked," I answered honestly.
"All the time, or only when she wants to have sex?"
"Well, she always WANTS to have sex, but sometimes we just agree to talk or play games instead. But yeah, she's generally naked or nearly so."
"I don't know how she does it."
"Practice," I said with a chuckle. "We're both totally at ease naked with each other, with or without sex. Surprisingly, we can both be naked and have it not turn into sex."
"Huh. Wouldn't have figured that with a guy."
"Well, we get a bad rap. Not all of us are total butt wads," I said with a chuckle.
"So, if I took my suit off, you'd just sit there and not try to seduce me or anything? Just sit there and ignore that I was naked right next to you?"
"If you're not interested, I'm not going to force myself on you," I said with the shake of my head. "Besides, aren't we having a good time without sex?"
"You mean getting soaked in cold water, hiking cold back here and ending up with sore feet? Is that your idea of fun?"
"Well, not exactly, but I am having fun getting to know you, a bit at least."
"You're a strange man Michael!" she answered.
I chuckled softly. "So I've been told."
I lay there just enjoying the heat soaking into my body for some time before I heard more than felt Christina rustling around in the swirling water. I didn't have to open my eyes to guess what the soft "splat" was that I heard. "So now I'm naked," she said barely above a whisper.
"Uh huh," I answered equally quietly.
"So that means that I can't get out without you seeing my body."
"Uh huh."
"So...do you want to see my body?"
"Well, what I've seen so far looks pretty nice," I answered.
"Are you naked?"
"Uh huh."
"So you can't get out without me seeing you."
"Uh huh."
"So I guess we stay in here until we prune up?"
I opened my eyes and tilted my head to look at her, trying to gauge what she was driving at or looking for. "Christina?"
"Yes?"
"You're beating around the bush, but not driving any birds out."
"Is that a nice way of saying you don't understand where I'm going with this?"
"Pretty much."
"I was just wondering if it made any difference to you if I was naked or not."
"Do you WANT it to make a difference?"
"Maybe."
I sighed. "Come here then."
She looked back at me. "But I'm naked."
"Yeah, so am I."
"There isn't anything keeping you from touching anywhere you want."
"No, there isn't," I agreed quietly. "Do you want me to be touching you? Or do you want to just tease me with the thought of playing with you?"
"I'm actually not sure," she said quietly. "Part of me wants to be touched. The part that's been thinking about how you looked down by the creek and when you climbed in here. Yeah, I was watching from the bathroom window."
"I see."
"But part of me is like, hey dummy, this is the same guy that's been having sex with your mother. Why would you want to do anything with him?"
"I see. Which part is winning?"
"Right now, it's a tie," she said quietly.
I reached a hand out towards her under the water, leaning closer to her until I found her arm. I slid my hand down her arm until I could clasp her hand and then gently pulled, allowing her to choose if she was going to allow me to pull her to me or not. For several seconds she resisted, and then gave in and allowed me to pull her gently through the water towards me, her full round breasts almost breaking the surface as she slid to me. I reached out with my other arm and captured her back before letting go of her hand. As I slid out of my seat and twisted myself, I let my hand slide down her body, stroking down her smooth side and over her hip reaching for her firm round ass. I sort of rolled her and pulled her to me until she was laying across my lap, her feet sticking to one side of the tub from me, her chest practically touching mine as her head rested on my arm on the other side of my body from her feet with me now sitting in a seat perpendicular to where I had been moments ago.
"That was a slick move," she whispered, her face now only inches from mine.
"Glad you liked it," I whispered, letting go of her firm round ass and stroking my fingers up her body until my hand cupped her full round breast. "Now, let's see if you enjoy this too," I whispered as I let my hand gently squeeze her firm breast before sliding my hand down, my finger slowly stroking circles around her hard nipple.
"Yeah, I do enjoy that."
"I'm glad," I whispered as I continued to slowly tease her nipple.
"Mmmmm that is nice. But it makes me want more."
"It's supposed to," I whispered with a grin as I let my fingers slide down her body, tracing her curves down over her stomach to her hip and then down her thigh to nearly her knee. I rolled my hand over as I stroked my fingers across her knee and then slowly up the inside of her thigh, over the juncture of her legs and through her curly bush, stroking all the way back to her breast again, where my fingers returned to circling her hard nipple.
"That was nice. You can do it again if you want."
I nodded and let my fingers slowly stroke down her body, sliding down her stomach, over her side to her hip, and over her hip. I gently teased my fingers back and forth across the outside of her thigh, nearly to her knee, before rolling my hand to the inside of her knee. I felt her lift her leg as my fingers found the soft inner thigh and slowly tease up until I could feel her soft pussy lips with my fingertips. Her full outer lips were round and fat, a lot of soft inner lip protruding and available to my searching fingers. I lingered at her pussy, slowly stroking up and down her lips, letting my fingers tease ever so slowly between them as she closed her eyes and opened her mouth with a soft sigh.
"God you're good at this," she whispered as my fingers stroked deeper, finding the entrance to her tunnel and stroking slowly from there up her pubic bone to the end of her slit and her hard exposed clit. "Ohhhhh so good!" she moaned as my finger circled her clit, making her hips involuntarily push toward my hand. "Very very good."
I continued to tease my finger back and forth, holding her head above the water with my other arm as she relaxed even further into my grasp, her big soft tits pressing against my body, my growing hard-on pressing against her side.
"Someone's getting hard," she whispered.
"Uh huh," I answered, my finger still sliding back and forth in her pussy, teasing first the entrance to her tunnel, pushing in only a fraction of an inch before dragging my finger to her clit and circling over and over.
"Do you treat all women like this?" she moaned, sliding her body back so she could find my cock with one hand and wrap it around my shaft.
"I try to treat every woman the way they want to be treated. Not everyone wants to be treated like this." Her hand slid up and down my shaft slowly, mimicking my strokes up and down her pussy, her hand clenching me more tightly each time I pressed my finger into her pussy a little bit. "You want something else in there?" I asked in a whisper.
"I don't go to bed with men on the first date," she whispered back, still stroking my cock.
"Do you get naked with them?"
"Not usually."
"Well, this isn't in bed," I coaxed softly.
"It's not, but you know what I mean."
"Uh huh," I answered, pushing a finger deeper into her, drawing a small gasp from her lips.
"That's not fair," she moaned.
"Sure it is," I answered, sliding my finger in and out while I pressed my thumb against her clit.
"Ohhhhhh God no it's not. You're making me want you in me sooooo bad!"
"And that's a bad thing?"
"Uh huh," she moaned.
"Why?"
"Cuz if you keep doing that, I'm going to have to put this inside of me," she said, giving my cock another squeeze.
"I see."
"Uh huh. I don't fuck guys on the first date."
"Well, this isn't technically our first date, is it? Wasn't the canoe trip the first date?"
"Not really."
"But if it was, this would be the second date, right?" I asked, lifting her up in the water until her left breast protruded from the water. Without stopping my finger, slowly plunging in and out of her pussy, I leaned my head down and sucked her hard nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it before flicking across it.
"Ohhhh God you're so bad!" she moaned.
"Uh huh."
"You trying to make me wanna have sex with you?"
"Uh huh."
"It's working," she moaned softly. "It's soooooo working."
"It's in your hands," I whispered before going back to sucking her hard nipple.
"Literally!" she said with a little laugh, squeezing my cock. "But yeah, I want it someplace else."
"Would you like me to put my tongue down there first?"
"Mmmmm that would be nice."
"Kinda chilly here if we get out of the water at all. Wanna go someplace warmer?" I whispered.
"Yeah," she agreed, letting go of my cock and pushing herself up. She pulled off my finger and stood up, the water cascading off her full round tits. She stood waiting while I stood up and moved to the side of the tub, stepping over and then holding my hand out for her. Completely naked, she stepped over the side, her full breasts wiggling with each step as we quickly walked to the back door, slipping inside and closing the cold out. I pulled her by the hand through the kitchen to the living room and towards the sofa. She smiled at me as she sat on the soft cushions and I knelt in front of her, lifting and spreading her wet legs to get access to her pussy.
"Ohhhh God yessssss!" she hissed quietly as I stroked my tongue up her lips, spreading them and flicking across her clit. "Oh God yesssss!"
I licked up her slit over and over, each time pausing at her clit to flick my tongue across it, circle around it or even suck it into my mouth. Her moans grew in intensity with each passing minute, her hips trying to buck up towards my mouth each time I flicked across her clit. I started concentrating on her clit, running my tongue around and around the hard little nub while I slowly pushed my finger back into her, crooking it up to the top of her tunnel as I flexed it.
"Oh God Michael!" she moaned loudly, her hands trying to pull me tighter between her legs as her climax slowly approached. "Oh God Michael. I'm going to come so hard!" she moaned even louder, her hips rocking more urgently with each passing second. "OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her whole body suddenly started shaking and trembling. I didn't wait any longer. I pulled my finger and mouth from her pussy and quickly aimed my fat cock at her wet slit. I rubbed my head up and down, teasing it across her exposed and excited clit a few times to keep her climax running high. I pushed my cock down her slit and felt the entrance to her tunnel, pushing against the opening until my fat mushroom head finally pushed into her wet tunnel.
"OH FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" she cried loudly as I pressed slowly into her, working my cock slowly in and out to wet my shaft with her juices for each inch I pushed in. I felt her pussy contracting and spasming as my intrusion pushed her orgasm even higher, her whole body suddenly convulsing and jerking as I started to stroke in and out of her, my plunges driving her wild while her spasming pussy drove my cock wild.
In and out I plunged, my hips smacking her bare ass as I held her legs in the air, each impact making her tits wiggle and roll until they were bouncing as wildly as my plunges were.
"Gonna come!" I groaned as I pounded into her, her hands trying to coax me deeper with each stroke by pulling on my waist.
"Do it! DO IT!" she squealed as my body jerked, driving my cock into her so hard I moved her on the sofa a little. With my thighs pressed to her bare ass, my body bucked over and over, pumping shot after shot of pent up cum into her, each new shot making her gasp in pleasure until my cock was finally drained and began to soften inside her.
"Oh my God," she whispered.
"Nope, just me," I joked.
"Funny. But holy shit that was good. Might have been the hardest I've ever come."
"Just happy you liked it."
"Oh, I more than liked it," she whispered. "Come on up here."
"On the sofa?"
"Yeah, come up and lay with me," she said, pulling off my flagging cock and moving to lay down on the overstuffed sofa. I climbed on, laying next to her, facing her, as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her body against mine. She leaned her face the additional inch or so to press her soft lips to mine, giving me a long soft sexy kiss. "Mmmmmmm. God I feel...contented," she whispered.
I smiled back at her, not sure what to say.
"Don't worry, I won't say anything stupid, like I love you or I want to marry you or anything, but you gotta know that sex that good makes a girl wanna scream for more."
"So I've been told," I chuckled softly.
"OH SHIT! I did it!" she said suddenly, pushing herself up from the sofa and away from me. She climbed off the sofa and practically scampered around the living room and kitchen picking up her clothes.
"Did what?" I asked as she pulled on her spandex pants, not even bothering with her underwear.
"I had sex with the same man my mother is fucking!" she snapped angrily. "God damn! I let you seduce me!" she barked as she pulled the spandex shirt over her head and down over her sexy tits.
"I did? I thought it was a pretty mutual thing," I answered sitting up on the sofa as she bent over to pull her boots on.
"Not even! You orchestrated that!" she snapped angrily as she headed for the door. She headed out the door, not even bothering to close it behind herself.
"Damn!" I said, shaking my head. I got up and walked to the door and closed it, wondering just exactly what I had done to get that reaction.
It wasn't unusual to not hear from Marge for a few days at a time, but nearly a week had gone by since my "date" with her daughter and I hadn't had a phone call, visit in my office or even passing wave. I wondered if they had talked and for some reason, I had become persona-non-grata. I hadn't exactly seduced her, in fact I had pretty much avoided doing any such thing until she started it, or at least that was hot it felt to me. Once she took off her bikini, I was pretty much all in, but who can blame me for that? I mean a hot VERY sexy woman naked in a hot tub.
It wasn't like I didn't have my share of female companionship, even without her or her mom. Donna was still working her angle, coming over at every opportunity I'd agree too, staying over more nights than not, and Crystal still showed up on occasion, just for a cup of coffee or a quick fuck or whatever.
I woke up Saturday morning to very different weather than the previous weekend. The forecast was for a high in the low twenties, A typically cold November day, pretty much restricting my activities to those I could do while staying warm inside. I'd been working on remodeling the master bathroom and planned on spending the day ripping down wallboard and pulling the old tub and shower out. To that end, I dressed in raggedy ass work clothes and after a hearty breakfast of eggs and sausage, went to work.
I spent a good portion of the morning wearing a hot, sticky plasticized hazmat suit, cutting out the old tub unit with a sawzall, chopping the fiberglass all-in-one structure into pieces that would actually fit out the door. By the time I was done I was sweaty and nasty, but unable to clean up I until I had the plumbing capped off and the water turned back on. I stripped down to my work shorts and went to work on the plumbing. It was lunch time before I had the water back on and I could start pulling down the wallboard. I was covered pretty much head to toe with sheetrock dust and feeling pretty disgusting when the doorbell rang, interrupting my efforts. I put down my tools and headed downstairs to the front door, slightly irritated at the interruption. Who the hell would be ringing my doorbell on a Saturday afternoon?



I had my answer as soon as I opened the door. Standing in the cold afternoon wind were Marge and her friend Gerry, both in rather thin, formfitting yoga outfits without any coats.
"Ohhhh finally!" Marge said, stepping past me, her arms crossed across her chest, Gerry following close behind, her large breasts spilling over her crossed arms.
"Marge!? Why didn't you just come in?" I asked as I closed the door behind the two.
"Forgot my key," she said rubbing her arms. "Darn it's cold out there!"
"You look...well, disgusting," Marge said, stepping over and wiping a finger across my sweat and dust covered chest. "What are you up to?"
"Remodeling the master bath. I decided I needed a bigger shower. It was pretty dated looking anyway."
"Really? I'd love to see," Marge said, heading for the stairs.
"Well, not much to see," I answered as I followed her up the stairs, Gerry following behind me.
"Oh sweetie. You ALWAYS have lots to see!" Marge chuckled as she topped the stairs and headed to my bedroom. "Good Lord," she said as she walked in and saw my bed turned on its side and a huge tarp in the middle of the floor stacked with chunks of sheetrock."
"Yeah, it's a bit of a construction zone."
"What are you using for a bedroom?"
"Guest room," I said with a shrug.
"Bathroom?" she asked as she stepped into the room that was now devoid of any semblance to a bathroom except the toilet stool itself.
"Well, I have the guest bath."
"Didn't you tell me that bathroom shower didn't work when you bought the place?"
"Yeah. It's the next room scheduled for demolition, as soon as I get this one done," I said with a chuckle.
"So, what are you doing for a shower? Surely you're not planning on not showering for the next few weeks."
"No, actually, I have a makeshift shower in the laundry area in the basement. Called a garden hose."
"You're not serious!"
"Uh huh," I said. "Come on. I'll show you," I said as I stepped out and headed down the stairs, Gerry and Marge following behind. "You haven't said much Gerry," I said pleasantly as we headed down the second flight into the basement.
"I'm just trying to take it in. Marge said you were handy, but I had no idea you'd take on a task this big. It's more than I could even think about."
"Oh, it's not bad. Just takes a bit of time. When I'm done it'll have a new walk in shower, a corner type whirlpool tub, heated floors, the works."
"Sounds nice."
"It will be. But for now...this is it," I said as I walked across the basement to where I had rigged up a hose on the slop sink to get warm water and build a temporary "shower stall" out of some two by fours and plastic sheeting over the floor drain.
"Well, this is...um...chic?" Marge said with a chuckle. "I thought we might shower over here, but I wasn't expecting to not have a working shower."
"Well, you're still welcome to," I said with a chuckle. "It's just not quite what you're used to."
"No, it isn't that." Marge laughed as well. "What do you say Gerry? Still game?"
"Well, why not?"
"Game for what?" I asked as Marge and Gerry started pulling their spandex shirts up and off, baring each other from the waist up.
"Well, we were both at yoga class and decided that it might be fun to come by and see if you were interested in a twofer."
"A twofer?"
"Uh huh. Two of us fer one of you," Marge said, as she worked her shoes off her feet and then hooked her thumbs into her spandex pants and pushed them down. "Besides, I wanted to show this off," Marge said, standing straight up, her spandex bunched around her knees, her fingers teasing her completely shaved mound and pussy. "What do you think?"
"Nice!" I nodded.
"Thought you'd like it. Did it just for you, you know."
"Uh huh. And your husband didn't mind one bit, right?" I asked as she bent over again and pushed her spandex down to her ankles.
"Not one bit!" she agreed with a wide grin as she pulled her legs from the spandex pants and tossed them aside, leaving both of them completely naked. I'd seen Gerry naked once before, but really didn't have a lot of time to enjoy what was a rather incredible view. Her tits, easily twice the size of Marge's were freckled with little brown dots, her large round areola puckered from the cool air and her large pink nipples protruding towards me as she crossed her arms under her big tits again. Her stomach was firm and flat, her waist nicely shaped, and her butt curved sexily. Her auburn curls on her mound were neatly trimmed into a small triangle that would be easily covered by most bikinis or bikini style panties. Her legs, long and slender looked strong and muscular, but not so much as to be unattractive. Overall, she was a rather hot looking woman, maybe a couple years older than I was, but definitely considerably younger than Marge. "I think it's time to get this dirty boy cleaned up, don't you?" Marge asked her.
"Definitely," Gerry said quietly, uncrossing her arms from under her breasts and stepping towards me.
"I though you wanted a shower?" I asked Marge.
"You think we're going to undress in front of you and NOT undress you too?"
"I've got nothing against being undressed, but you know what'll happen," I said quietly.
"I'm counting on it!" Marge answered with a soft chuckle as she reached for the front of my shorts and unsnapped them. She pressed her bare tits against my dirty chest as she pressed her lips to mine, her hands pushing my shorts down and freeing my already hardening cock. Her lips sucked and teased mine, her tongue coaxing my mouth open to slip in while she played with my cock, my shorts being pulled down by Gerry. "Mmmmmm glad you haven't forgotten how to kiss," she mumbled as I lifted my feet to help Gerry pull my work boots and socks off, my shorts slipping off with them.
"Not likely."
"Gerry told me on the way to class that you two got hot in a dressing room," Marge whispered, her hand stroking my cock slowly as her tits wiggled against my chest.
"Uh huh."
"Bet that was hot. I wouldn't mind doing you in a dressing room."
"Uh huh," I groaned as my mind pulled back images of Gerry and Jennifer both on top of me at the same time in that dressing room.
"Remind me to take you dress shopping. I have just the place." Marge breathed heavily before pulling away. She stepped to the sink and turned on the water, stepping between the shower stall with the hose draped up over the top and hanging down in the center, and the sink until she had the water adjusted to a comfortable temperature.
She reached for both my and Gerry's hands and pulled the two of us into the makeshift shower with her, the three of us pressing together in the tight confines.
"Now this is cozy. Not what I expected, but definitely not bad," Gerry whispered as she pressed one of her large breasts against my chest, her hand reaching down to grasp my hard cock. "Kinda different than the dressing room, isn't it?"
"Uh huh," I groaned softly as she leaned her face towards mine, her full round lips pressing against mine and sucking my lower lip. I felt Marge drizzling some of my Irish Spring body wash over the three of us before her hands started sliding around our bodies. I joined into the fun of washing, rubbing their backs and backsides while they concentrated on getting the grime from my construction work off my body, the hose running a constant stream down over the three of us as we moved around in the small sheet plastic cubicle.
"I think we're clean," Marge said after about fifteen minutes of playing. "And if we're not, I don't care. I'm so ready for that cock."
"Mmmmmmm me too," Gerry groaned, my finger having found her soft tunnel as my hand pressed between her legs from behind, my palm on her firm ass.
"How about it Michael? Ready to make love to two hot sexy women?"
"You think I'd say no after you worked so hard to get me clean?"
"Trust me, it wasn't work. It was ALL pleasure!" Marge chuckled. "But I think there will be plenty more pleasure to go yet."
"I would think," I said as she slipped away from me and stepped out of the cubicle and over to the sink to turn off the water, Gerry reaching to my face and pulling it towards her so she could press her lips to mine again. The hose stopped running above us, but Gerry stayed pressed to me, my finger pushing in and out of her wet pussy while she aggressively kissed me, her moans vibrating both of our mouths.
"Come on," Marge said softly, pulling on Gerry's arm. "Why don't we go upstairs and put something bigger in there?"
"Okay," Gerry said breathlessly. "God damn am I turned on."
"So I can see," Marge chuckled, pulling her arm gently to draw her out of the cubicle. The three of us headed upstairs, still dripping wet, Marge stopping us in the middle of the living room. She took my arm and coaxed me to the floor, rolling me over so my rigid cock stuck up, swinging her leg over my head so I was looking up at her pussy. "If you don't mind, I'll give Gerry the first run on your cock. I wanna see if you like my shaved pussy as much as you claim to."
"I'd think that goes without saying," I told her as I reached up and hooked my arms around her thighs, my fingers teasing her sopping wet pussy lips between her legs as I pulled her down lower. I reached out with my tongue and teased the tip of my tongue up along her lips, spreading them slightly as I drew a long slow line up to the juncture of her lips and her excited, protruding, clit.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" she squeaked as my tongue flicked across her exposed nub. "Oh God I love it when you do that." She grinned down at me.
I could feel a hand wrap around my cock and pull me up, my head rubbing between wet pussy lips before being engulfed by that same hot wet pussy. "Ohhhhhh God yes," I heard Gerry moan as she slid down my shaft, her firm ass pressing to my thighs before she began bouncing up and down my shaft.
I groaned softly into Marge's pussy as Gerry rode me, my tongue diving deeper and faster into the pussy on my face as the pussy on my cock drove my impending climax closer to the surface.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes," Marge moaned softly as I concentrated on her clit, her legs trembling in my grasp as I flicked the tip of my tongue back and forth across her hard nub. "God so going to come...so fucking going to come all over your face!" she cried loudly as her trembles increased, her body suddenly jerking above me. I felt her juices leaking around my face as the pussy on my cock pushed me beyond being able to hold back any longer.
With Marge shaking and coming on my face, my body bucked, pushing my cock up into the pussy plunging up and down my shaft, the velvety soft confines caressing my engorged head as the first strong squirt of cum lanced up into her pussy. Gerry let out a loud squeal and slammed herself down on me, her pussy convulsing around my squirting cock.
"FUCK YES!" Gerry screamed loudly as she ground herself down on me, her pussy clenching and releasing my cock as her own orgasm washed over her. "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" she screamed as my cock continued to squirt up into her, my body jerking beneath the two women.
I groaned into Marge's pussy as she sat on me, panting and shuddering, her own hands pulling and squeezing her breasts as she practically smothered me with the copious flow still leaking from her pussy. "Oh God Michael! You always make me come soooo fucking hard!"
"Glad I can," I gasped as I pulled her pussy down from my face slightly to get a good breath of air which my body was screaming for.
"Oh you do," she moaned. "You soooo fucking do."
"I'll second that," I heard Gerry say breathlessly from behind Marge. "God damn what a dick!"
"Sounded like you enjoyed it a bit more than last time," Marge said over her shoulder as Gerry pulled off my cock and lay down on the carpet next to me.
"Don't get me wrong, last time was pretty damn good. I wouldn't be here if it wasn't, but yeah, this was better. I guess I was more turned on this time or something," she said as she rolled on her side to look at me. "I can't believe Christina is going to walk away from this."
"She won't if I can help it," Marge said as she climbed from my face and slid down my body to lay on top of me, her soft tits pressing to my chest and her face hovering inches from mine. "She was pretty upset. I still don't know exactly what the problem was."
"Last thing she said as she went out the door was she couldn't believe she'd had sex with the same guy her mother was fucking," I said, shaking my head.
"Do you like her? My daughter I mean."
"We had fun together. Wasn't much of a date, just a walk in the woods. We ended up having sex afterwards in the hot tub because we were cold as hell after falling in the creek."
"Yeah, she thinks you dropped her in on purpose," Marge said with a laugh. "I told her that wasn't you, but she was still angry."
"See, I don't get it. She had on a bikini. I didn't even try to take it off of her. We could have just had a nice soak in the tub and called it a day. But then she takes it off and, hell, what am I supposed to do after that?"
"Honey, a woman gets into a hot tub naked with a naked man, she expects to get fucked. The only question is why was she so upset after?"
"No clue," I answered.
"Well, let's change the subject then. How about I get you all hard again and you fuck the shit out of me before we have to go?"
"Such a short visit?"
"Gerry has to get home," Marge said with a shrug. "But we're not going until I get you all the way and then some." She finished with a quick kiss. "Besides, it's been a while since I sucked this cock. You gonna join me?" she asked Gerry as she slid down my body.
"Might be fun," she said, rolling to her hands and knees and turning herself around.
I reached a hand up and stroked her bare ass, now only a foot or so from my head as she closed her mouth round my softened cock.
"That a girl. Suck that dick," Marge cooed as Gerry licked and sucked my softened cock.
I let my hand roam around the bare ass so close to me, my fingers teasing between her wet lips and stroking along between them until I found her clit. "Ohhhhhhhh shit," Gerry moaned, pulling my cock from her mouth.
"My turn," Marge said, closing her mouth around my partly hardened shaft as Gerry pressed her ass back towards me, encouraging me to play with her pussy even more.
"You keep that up I'm gonna have to fuck you again," she moaned, wiggling her ass.
"Not that I'd complain," I answered with a chuckle.
"Tell you what. You make Marge come and then you finish in me. What do you say?"
"I won't make promises. I know how well Marge is at making me come."
"Then I'll just have to help things along," she said pulling away from me and crawling down past Marge. She stopped with her head near Marge's ass and then leaned over, pressing her body against Marge and leaning her face and one hand to Marge's pussy.
"Ohhhhh damn," Marge groaned softly, pulling my cock from her mouth for a moment, her hand still stroking it slowly. "You gonna just finger me until I come?" she asked Gerry.
"Maybe," Gerry giggled. "Is it working?"
"It's getting me damn ready for Michael!" she answered, looking up at me. "How about it? Ready to fuck me silly?"
"Of course," I answered with a grin.
Marge pushed herself up from over my legs and walked to the overstuffed chair by the sofa. With a grin, she pulled it around so the back faced me, stepped in front of it and bent over, pushing her ass out at me as she leaned even farther over it, her feet barely touching the floor. "Been a while since you took me this way," she said, looking back at me as Gerry held a hand out to help me up.
"It has," I agreed, climbing from the floor and stepping over behind her. I wrapped my hand around my cock and gently rubbed my head up and down between her wet lips before slowly pushing my fat shaft into her. I eased it slowly into her, her groans and gasps reaching my ears as I pressed ever deeper, my saliva coated cock spreading her lips as my head slid deeper. "Mmmmmm God yes," I groaned as I hit the end of her tunnel with my head just as my thighs pressed against her bare ass. I grasped her hips as a handle and began sliding in and out of her pussy, slowly at first, but faster with each passing second until I was pounding in and out of her with abandon.
"FUCK YES! Fuck me baby! Fuck my pussy hard!" she squealed in delight as my thighs slapped rhythmically against her bare ass, her whole body shaking with each impact. Gerry walked around the chair and sat down in front of it as I continued to stroke in and out of her. She leaned her head back and then, much to my surprise, lifted her ass off the floor, her back sliding onto the chair, her head under Marge's swinging tits. Gerry held herself with her knees bent, her pussy pointing up as she reached for Marge's tits, corralling the swinging globs and guiding one to her mouth. "OH God damn yes!" Marge squealed as Gerry began to suck and nibble her nipples. "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!" she cried loudly as I pounded into her, her legs starting to shake and tremble.
"Looks like Gerry hit a good spot too!" I grunted as I pounded rhythmically into her pussy.
"Oh fuck! She's biting my nipples!" Marge cried, reaching a hand down to Gerry's exposed auburn curls, curling her fingers between her legs and pushing two fingers into pussy.
I felt Marge's orgasm start. Slowly at first, a little squeeze of her tunnel around my cock, her body trembling a bit harder. Her orgasm washed over her moments later, her body jerking and trembling as her pussy gushed juices out around my cock, her cum running down both of our legs and dripping from her as she cried loudly that she was coming. Her body jerked and trembled for long seconds before she finally pulled her hand from Gerry's pussy and reached around behind herself to push me from her now over sensitive pussy.
"Oh God," Marge gasped as she pushed herself up from the chair and stepped to the sofa, flopping down on it as she panted for breath. "Oh Lord."
"Was good?" Gerry asked with a laugh as she got up from the floor in front of the chair.
"Oh yeah. Fucking damn intense," Marge answered as Gerry took my hand and pulled me towards the kitchen.
"You know, I've always wanted to be fucked on a kitchen table. Yours looks sturdy enough," she said as she stepped to the eating area and turned to face me, her ass pressed against the thick tabletop of my kitchen table. I stepped to her and she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply for what felt like half an hour, her hand snaking between our bodies after a few moments to find my hard cock and stroke it slowly. "Ready to fuck me again?" she whispered between sucking my lips and tongue.
"Oh yeah," I answered quietly, reaching under her firm ass and lifting her onto the table. She spread her legs around my body, and I felt her push my cock down, working it between her lips and then finding her tunnel entrance with my engorged head. I pushed slowly into her, driving my shaft slowly into her sopping wet pussy, little moans and groans filtering into my mouth as she continued the kiss. I held onto her hips as she broke the kiss and leaned back, letting go of my neck only when she was laying back on the table. She reached for my hands and pulled them up from her hips to her big tits and smiled at me, clamping them against her big round breasts.
"Okay Michael. Fuck me! Drive that fantastic cock into me until you fill me with your cum! Make me come with that cock and then keep fucking me until you empty yourself into me!" she said as she lifted her legs and spread them wide.
I squeezed her tits, and smiled back as I started stroking into her, my fat shaft sliding easily in and out of her, my hips slapping her ass at the end of each stroke.



"Ohhhh yeah. Soooo good," she moaned. "God, I don't believe she wants to walk away from this."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. It was my idea to get you naked in the dressing room...At first I was just gonna get you naked and see what her boyfriend looked like, but God, that didn't last too long, did it?"
"Nope," I agreed, plunging my cock into her over and over, each impact of my thighs to her bare ass causing a slap and making her whole body shake and wiggle on the table.
"God damn! I could let you fuck me all damn day!" she moaned loudly. "At least if I wasn't married I would! No fucking way I'd walk away from this kind of sex!"
"You don't know the half of it," Marge called from across the room. "You should have seen him fucking four at once at the costume party!"
"No shit? God I'd have loved to be one of those."
"Maybe you will, who knows. Christmas party is soon," Marge called back with a laugh.
"Oh God yes. How about it stud? Want an early Christmas present? I bet I can find something to wear that you'd love to unwrap!"
"I bet you could too," I grunted as her pussy began to spasm around my plunging cock.
"Oh God. I'm gonna come again. I'm so gonna come again!" she squealed, as her body started to twitch and shudder in front of me. "Ohhhhhhhhhh fuck yes!" she screamed.
I continued to plunge into her, close, but not quite ready to end it all. She cried and screamed in pleasure as I pounded in and out of her, her pussy convulsing around my fat shaft and inching me closer to my own climax.
"Come on baby! Come for me! Fill my hot cunt with your cream! Oh God yes! Fuck me! Fuck me till you come!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, sweating from the exertion as the tingle started to grow deep in my groin. In and out my cock went, my fat head caressing the inside of her still spasming tunnel and her velvety smooth walls teasing the full length of my shaft and the sensitive spot under my head.
"OHHHHHH God. Ohhhhhh shit! I can feel you getting fatter. God damn!" she squealed, rocking her hips in time with my strokes. "Oh God, GOD, GOD!" she screamed as her hand reached for my hips as if to pull herself closer to me.
"UHHHHHHH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked, driving my cock fully into her as a huge gush of cum surged into her pussy.
"YES!" she screamed as she clamped her legs around my ass and pulled herself to me, her own body twitching as she continued to climax around my surging cock. Over and over my body jerked, adding to the cum in her pussy as my cock twitched and jerked in her. "Ohhhh fucking A! God damn!" she panted as she lay there, the two of us slowly letting our combined climax pass. "God damn. I don't remember ever coming that long," she whispered. "Ohhhhhfuck."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I panted.
"Marge!? You sneaky wench. You get this at work, don't you?"
"Me? Not often," Marge answered with a soft laugh. "But I can always come over here for it."
"Ohhhh God. If I wasn't married, you wouldn't be able to pry me away!"
"Yeah. I know what you mean. It's been almost two weeks. Way longer than I wanted."
My cock softened enough to slip from her and release a gush of our combined cum to leak on the floor. "God. I'm making a mess," Gerry giggled as she pushed herself up to a sitting position. "OH fuck. I may be walking bow legged for a while after that," she groaned as she pushed herself off the table. "So, you wanna clean me off before I have to go home?"
"If you want," I answered as she took my hand and led me back towards the basement. She walked gingerly down the stairs and across the basement floor to the makeshift shower. I turned the water on and adjusted it, letting her step into the shower so I could gently run the hose over her, the cascade of water splashing off of her to the floor. I gently rinsed everyplace, washing off the bulk of the scent of sex, but hesitant to use any of my soap, lest she smell like the powerful deodorant soap when she went home. With her rinsed, she stepped out and Marge stepped in, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling my face to hers.
"God, I love fucking you," she whispered as the water ran over our bodies.
"You feel pretty damn good to me too," I answered in a whisper.
"Wash this old woman's body, would you?" she asked sweetly, leaning back from me but not letting her hands leave the back of my neck.
I reached for the soap bottle and squeezed some on my hands, gently washing all over her body. I slid my hands around her tits, cupping and squeezing them teasingly.
"You keep that up you're gonna have to fuck me again," she whispered.
"Not sure that's gonna happen," I answered. "But it's still a pleasant thought," I said, sliding my fingers between her legs and teasing them between her lips.
"Ohhhh fuck," she moaned as I slid my fingers across her clit. "Ohhhhh you know right where to go, don't you?"
"Uh huh," I whispered back, letting one hand play with her nipple and the other stroke small circles around her clit. "You know, someone might get the idea you just come here for the sex."
"Oh no... not even. But I have to admit, it does feel pretty good!"
"Yeah, it does at that," I agreed, stroking my fingers back and forth across her clit. "Bet this does too."
"Oh yeah. It definitely does," she moaned softly, her hips rocking as we stood under the water, my fingers teasing her clit. "So good. So, so, so good," she breathed as her hips suddenly jerked in a little spasm. "OHHHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried as her body shuddered and twitched, her arms pulling her tightly to my body as she twitched and shuddered. "Ohhhhh God Michael. You are soo bad."
"And you love it so much," I whispered back, sliding my arms around her to hold her tightly to me.
"Every second," she answered. We continued to stand there, one minute turning to two to three. Finally, we released each other and stepped out. I turned off the water and then took the towel that Gerry held out to me.
"Too bad you're already dressed. I was enjoying the view," I said to her as I dried off.
"Really?"
"Uh huh," I answered. "Very sexy body."
She grinned and pulled the shirt up over her big tits and then pushed the pants down to the middle of her thighs. "No point in depriving you of a nice view then," she said with a giggle.
"It is a nice view," I agreed as I dried off, my cock having had enough time to begin to recharge once again.
"Too bad I don't have time, or I'd ride that sexy cock again," she said, stepping closer and reaching out for my partly hard cock. "Just push it deep inside my hot wet pussy and ride up and down on you until we both come hard again? Oh yeah. I wish I could."
"Well, maybe another time."
"Maybe," she said with a grin. "By the way. If you wanna come down to the shop, let me know. I'm sure I can arrange a little fashion show for you."
"Oh yeah? Sounds like fun."
"It would be. You remember that little salesgirl, the one who blushed so bright when I walked out and left the curtain open for her to see you? Well, I have it on good authority that she wouldn't turn down a quick ride either."
"Something to remember," I said as I leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
"Oh yeah. I have no doubt she'd be a good fuck. She's only nineteen you know."
"Barely legal."
"Just barely! Think about that. Fucking a nineteen year old and then pumping me full of your cum? Oh yeah, we'd have a bunch of fun."
"I bet," I chuckled. "Aren't you supposed to be going home?"
"Yeah, my husband is going to wonder where the hell we are."
"Bet you don't tell him," Marge said, standing a few feet away, fully dressed again. "Never knew you were a screamer though."
"Neither did I," she giggled.
I followed them up the stairs, Gerry leaving her top up and her pants down for me to enjoy until they got to the front door. After both of them giving me long hard kisses and a few more strokes on my again hard cock, the two left me to my project.
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I woke up slowly, the feeling of my wife in my arms comforting as we spooned together on the bed. I could feel the head of my already hard dick being teased where it stuck between her legs, the heat and wetness of her pussy erotic as she lay on her side, one leg cocked back towards and over mine so that her legs were slightly spread. It was still dark in the room with the only light coming from under the bathroom door illuminating anything in the room. I could hear the shower running and my sleepy brain slowly started to question my situation. "Lacy?" I whispered quietly into the ear of the woman I was holding, suddenly realizing that it might not, in fact, be my wife.
"Uh uh. Trudy," she whispered back, twisting her head far enough to give me a gentle kiss. "Lacy is in the shower. She said she'd stay in there until you joined her so you could finish any way you wanted, but she said not to take too long."
"I don't get it," I whispered after she kissed me again.
"You don't remember last night?"
"Uh. Yeah I do." I half lied, trying to get my brain to make sense of the jumble of images it was telling me was last night. My wife, Shelly and Trudy, all naked, having sex with me.
"Shelly said it'd be good for us to spend the night together. Lacy thought a morning quickie would be a nice way to say thank you to me," she said, her fingers still stroking my cockhead, though slightly harder now, as if she were trying to press it between her lips. "With Lacy in the shower, you can go all the way."
It started to make more sense now. Shelly had 'analyzed' our preferences and pronounced that Lacy didn't mind me having sex with other women as long as she wasn't watching me cum inside them. And I was fine with her flashing other guys as long as she wasn't going and having sex with strangers. Or something to that effect. I wasn't sure last night how accurate it was, but in the dark of the morning with a sexy younger woman in my arms practically begging to get fucked, who was I to argue?
I rocked my body back slightly from her, sliding my cock back a few inches. I felt her fingers press me up into the entrance to her vagina and then rolled back forward, feeling my cock slide slowly into her already wet depths. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I sunk into her, her hand pulling on my hip to work me deeper into her. She slid her leg off of mine and bent them farther. She pushed her ass at me, forcing me deeper into her pussy as she found my hand on her hip and pulled it back to her chest. I squeezed her firm breast as I started to rock my hips, forcing my cock in and out of her several inches. "God she is so lucky to wake up to this every morning," Trudy moaned as I stroked in and out of her, my body slapping lightly against her ass and thighs. "Can you go deeper?" she asked in a half moan.
"Sure," I answered, pulling my hand from her chest. I pressed on her shoulder, rolling her onto her stomach, her legs straightening out as she pulled off my dick. I rolled over on top of her and then pulled my legs partly up under me, one on each side of her legs. I arched my back to push my dick down toward her thighs and then pushed forward, forcing my cock to slide between her soft thighs.
"Ohhhh yeah," she moaned as my cock nestled into her entrance again and then sunk slowly into her incredibly tight pussy. Myself up over her back and started to thrust my hips towards her, driving my cock forcefully into her. She moaned in pleasure and tried to lift her ass up towards me as I plunged into her over and over, my body slapping loudly against her bare ass. I heard the shower turn off as Lacy finished washing, but continued thrusting into Trudy, far too close to climax to stop now. In and out I stroked, Trudy's moans growing in intensity as her climax started to approach its peak. "FUCK!" she gasped as her body jerked under me. I felt her pussy contract around me, squeezing my fat shaft so tightly that it almost stopped my strokes. The change in sensation was all that it took, and my body jerked, jamming my cock even deeper into her. I felt a huge surge of cum lance into her depths as she lay trembling and shuddering below me. My body jerked and bucked, pumping more into her before I finally gained control of it again. I lowered myself down on her back, allowing my slowly softening dick to remain inside her as long as possible.
"Can I ask a personal question?" I whispered.
She giggled softly. "Like this isn't personal enough?"
"Touché. The question is why? Why did you agree to do this last night?"
She twisted her body part way around to look back at me. "You're kidding, right? I mean no guy is that clueless, are they?"
"Huh? What'd you mean?"
She wiggled around to roll over under me, my cock pulling from her pussy, but laying against it again as she lay on her back under me. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled me down against her again. "You mean all those times our bodies bumped together, and you had a hard-on, were really accidents? Those times I got a glimpse of you getting out of the shower or even that time you grabbed my tit when we fell in the stream, those were really accidents?"
"Yeah. They were," I answered, still not understanding.
She laughed softly. "Oh god. I just thought... Well... You know."
"No. I don't."
She whispered softly, "I thought you wanted me as much as I wanted you. But I wasn't going to mess up my best friend's marriage. I mean hell, all I've heard about for the last six years is how wonderful, how thoughtful, how caring and kind and oh fuck how sexy you are to her. To her you're a knight in shining armor and when you take the armor off, you know exactly how to use your lance to give her immense pleasure." She said, looking up at me in the near darkness, "How could any woman say no to a chance to taste that?"
"I. Um. I didn't..."
"You really didn't know I had the hots for you? Hell, you could have had me any time in the last six years. All you'd have had to do is knock on my door and say Lacy said to come fuck you. Hell yes I was going to say yes when it came up last night."
"Oh."
"Yeah. Oh. Fuck, every time I'm over here I go home with a wet pussy."
"I'm sorry. I had no idea."
"I guess I should have expected that. You wouldn't be her knight in shining armor if were looking elsewhere, would you?"
"Probably not."
"Well. She and I are going to have to have a talk. Like Lay's chips. You can't have just one. No way you can lay me like you did last night and this morning and not expect me to come back for more."
"Uh. Okay. I'm not averse to the idea, but it's still in her court for that."
"Trust me. I'll be talking to her about it. But right now, I gotta get home and get ready for work and you have a wife to go kiss."
"Yeah. Probably right," I agreed, lifting off of her. I climbed from the bed, held out a hand to her and let her wrap her arms around my neck to give me a short soft kiss before walking out of the bedroom, still completely naked. I walked to the bathroom and stepped inside, having to cover my eyes against the bright light. My wife was standing in front of the partial fogged up mirror, putting on makeup, the only thing she was wearing.
"So? You two get done?"
"Yeah," I answered.
"She enjoy it?"
"I'd say so."
"You enjoy it?"
"Yeah. Not bad at all."
"Good. I'd hate to think you'd give my best friend anything but the best," she said as she turned around to look at me. "I take it you wouldn't mind seeing her like that again?"
"Uh. No. I wouldn't mind. I'm pretty sure she wouldn't either."
She stepped towards me, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself against me. She gently kissed my lips for long seconds before pulling her mouth away from mine. "I know she wouldn't. She's been wanting into your pants for a couple years at least."
"I had no idea."
"You weren't supposed to," she said with a grin. "Now. Notice anything different?"
"Anything different?" I asked in curiosity.
"Uh huh. Anything different about me?" she asked, stepping back from me. She stepped back until her butt was against the vanity counter. She lifted herself up onto the counter, her eyes watching mine as she leaned back until her shoulders touched the wall. She lifted her knees slowly and spread her legs.
"OH shit," I said in surprise at the sight of her completely shaved mound and pussy. "You shaved!"
"I did. You're gonna need to change your razor blades and you're gonna need to come over here and lick my pussy, because I'm fucking horny as hell now." I stepped towards her and then knelt down. I gently stroked her pussy and bare mound in appreciation, working my fingers up and around her round lips, letting my fingers tease the flowery inner labia that protruded between her now smooth outer lips. "You approve?"
"Fuck yes," I agreed, leaning my face towards her and slowly licking up her wet slit. I looked up at her face as I teased her lips, tasting her juices and bringing a soft sigh to her lips. She looked at me with lust in her eyes, her face practically begging me to give her the kind of pleasure she knows I can. I looped an arm around each leg, using my fingers to spread her lips, exposing not only her pink depths but also her sensitive clit. I licked up her slit one time, very slowly and then flicked the tip of my tongue across her clit.
"Ohhhh shit," she groaned, closing her eyes. "You know exactly where to push my buttons, don't you?"
"I try," I answered as I moved one arm so I could bring my fingers to her pussy. I licked and flicked my tongue across her clit while I slipped two fingers into her depths. I curled my fingers up, finding that sensitive spot on the top of her tunnel, just behind her pubic bone. She loved to have it stroked, but no matter how I've tried, I just couldn't quite get my cock to hit it. My fingers, on the other hand, hit it quite effectively. In moments, her hips were rocking in time with my stroking fingers, moans coming from her lips as she spread her legs even farther for me.
"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!" she cried in little gasps, over and over, as I worked her clit and her depths. "SHHHHHIIIIIIITTTTT!" she cried suddenly, a gush of her juices pushing out around my fingers. She didn't do this often, but when she did, I knew that I'd given her a particularly intense orgasm. I pulled my face from her pussy and my fingers from her vagina, sliding my fingers to her clit and rapidly stroking them side to side. "AHHHHHHHHH! FUUUUUUCK!" she squealed as she squirted a huge spray of juices onto my face and upper chest. She looked down at me, panting as her body spasmed again, giving me a third shower of her cum.
"Jesus," she groaned as I pulled my hand from her and stood up, letting her legs lower back down. I helped her off the counter and started to pull her towards me. "Uh uh stud. I already had my shower. You need to go clean up now," she said as she put one hand on my chest and gently pushed me back. She pushed me all the way into the shower and then backed up while I turned and started the water. "I'm gonna get dressed. You can kiss me when you're clean and dry." With that she turned and walked out of the bathroom, leaving me to get showered and shaved.
By the time I was out of the shower, my wife was down the hall in the kitchen, presumably working on lunches and breakfast. I dressed in my usual work attire, slacks, button down dress shirt and tie. I stopped short as I walked into the kitchen surprised at my wife's clothing choice for the day. She wore cream colored high heels, cream colored stockings and a sleeveless dress I hadn't seen her put on in at least two years. The dress itself was extremely attractive, at least to me. The moderately heavy cream colored dress came down nearly to her knees, and had a significant V in the front that showed a significant but tasteful amount of cleavage. The sleeveless top had two narrow shoulder straps that looped up from the mid chest top, up over her shoulders and part way down her shoulder blades. Almost as soon as the material started down her back, it split off into a wide array of even narrower, maybe quarter of an inch wide, strips. Each strip crisscrossed over other identical strips, weaving a very loose, see-through, mesh that eventually connected with the skirt portion of the dress only a few inches above the curve of her butt. One of the things I always liked about the dress was that the only type of bra that you could wear with it, without it being obvious, were those silly little paste on things that my wife hated. Consequently, she wore the dress without a bra. Oh, did I forget to mention that the closure of the dress was a single zipper that ran right up the front, from the bottom hem to the bottom of the V. I enjoyed the hell out of pulling that zipper because it separated the entire dress down the front, leaving her easily disrobed and her chest completely exposed to my eyes and hands. I used to love it when she wore it because I knew that she wore it expressly for me, and that meant that the nights activities would be pleasant. She unfortunately stopped wearing it because the zipper had developed the unfortunate habit of separating, one time popping apart all the way down to her crotch. Fortunately we were still in the car in the restaurant parking lot at the time and by unzipping it all the way I was able to get it back together and re-zipped. But that was the last time I remember her wearing the dress. To see her in it now was a surprise.
"Wow! You look spectacular!"
"Thank you!" she said sweetly.
"I used to love that dress."
"I know." She grinned.
"Didn't you stop wearing it because the zipper was broken?"
"I did," she answered as she poured the coffee from the carafe into two cups on the table.
"So it's fixed?" I asked, feeling like I was trying to drag some mystery out of her.
She turned to face me and smiled. "Nope."
I waited for her to continue and she waited for me to "get it". "You're planning on having it come apart?"
"Bingo!" she said with a grin before stepping over to the toaster to get the toast that had just popped up.
"So. Sounds like David is going to get that eyeful you were trying to plan?"
She walked past me smiling and set the toast down before turning back. She reached up to the top of the dress and undid a little safety pin. "You see, this little pin? It keeps the zipper pull from sliding up beyond the broken part."
"Uh huh," I said nodding, waiting for her to continue.
"If I take it off, and pull the little pull up just a little farther..." I watched as she put her hands on her hips and then pushed her chest out slightly. With a nearly silent pop, the zipper split apart. She unobtrusively pulled the material on her hips ever so slightly and the splitting zipper extended its split nearly all the way to the hem of the dress, leaving a wide gap up her front completely exposed, including both her tits and her freshly shaved pussy.
"Holy shit," I said, staring at her. "You really plan on flashing him all that?"
She moved her hands up to the top and pulled the zipper pull down, causing the dress to spread even more. She tugged the zipper all the way apart and then bent over to work the zipper back into the pull, her big soft tits hanging completely out of the dress, swinging slightly with each move of her body. She finally got the zipper started and straightened up, pulling the zipper all the way back up, finally covering her naked front. "Actually. I'm not sure I'm quite brave enough to do that in front of him. Besides, it has to look like an accident."
"Yeah. You don't wanna get fired."
"No. I don't. But if I take the clip off and pull the tab up, it'll stay put just fine, until it doesn't. And while I can force it to do it, it WILL do it on its own at some point. I just won't know when, or how far it'll go. But then I have to undo the whole thing to get it fixed, which if I play my cards right, I'll need help with because I'll be trying to hold my dress together with my hands and won't have a free one to work the zipper."
"Sounds like you have this all planned out."
"I do. Maybe. If I can screw up the courage to do it. Doing it in a store in front of people I don't know is one thing. Doing it do a coworker is another."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Wait until lunchtime when there aren't very many people in the office and then have it happen when I walk past his desk," she said as she sat down and refastened the little pin. I stepped over behind her as she sat at the table and leaned down over her. I gently kissed her neck and then her earlobe before reaching for the front of her dress. I cupped both breasts, squeezing them slightly and letting my thumbs slide back and forth over where I knew her nipples were. "You trying to get me turned on? You're doing a damn good job if you are."
"Uh huh," I said softly, sliding my hands up farther. I reached for the front of her dress and carefully undid the little pin. I tossed the pin onto the table in front of her. "If you wanna do this, you might as well do it right. Now you really won't know when it'll happen, will you?"
"It could come open any time. All the pull has to do is work its way up a little more."
"Uh huh. That's the idea, isn't it?" I asked before kissing her on the neck again. I reached around and gently tugged the zipper pull up a little more, pulling it above the spot with the missing teeth. I left it there and walked around the table to sit down and eat. The dress stayed closed until she got up from the table to clear her dishes away, at which time it split about half way down the front. She smiled at me and let the dress top spread, the zipper slowly separating all the way down her front until there was only a tiny bit at the bottom still attached. "Damn that looks sexy," I said as she pulled it apart to fix the zipper so she could leave for work.
"What the dress?"
"And the bare pussy!" I said with appreciation. I'd suggested she shave once years ago, which she did, but she didn't like having to shave it every day to keep the stubble away, and eventually let it grow back. I was glad she had chosen to shave it on her own. I hoped David appreciated what he was about to admire. With her dress once again fixed, and the safety pin still laying on the table she headed out the door for work. I followed about fifteen minutes later, having a somewhat shorter drive to work.
The picture she sent me shortly after lunch wasn't much of a surprise. It suggested that she had accomplished her goal. She was sitting in her desk chair, swiveled around to face the wall. I could see the other desks in the background but no one sitting at them. The dress was open all the way to her waist, pulled apart so that her big soft tits were complexly exposed. The text that followed the picture a couple moments later said it all. "Can't wait to tell you. Worked even better than I planned. God I want you here to fuck me right now!"
Yeah. I wished I was there as well. Looking at her sitting there half dressed in the office was making be pretty horny as well.
I couldn't help myself but to look back at her picture periodically through the afternoon, which of course left me with an almost perpetual hard-on. Not that it mattered. Working from home was great as long as you could get at the information you needed from home. Unfortunately for me, my job required a bit more hands on, so I was one of the very few people that was working from the office. The vast majority of my co-workers were staying home, working in their pajamas, only coming in to work on rare occasions.
About two I got a face time request from my wife. I answered it and saw my wife walking down a hallway, her dress open enough for her tits to be sticking out. "I just couldn't wait any longer," she said as she walked, making sure that the camera was pointing at her bouncing breasts.



"Wait for what?" I asked.
"To get off. You see how my tits look?"
"Yeah."
"That's exactly how they looked when the top of my dress popped open in front of David. I was leaning over his desk to have him look at a document I was working on and all of a sudden, pop. My tits just burst right out of the front of my dress," she said as she turned and entered a doorway which looked like a storeroom. She walked into the room and found a place on a shelf to set the phone, allowing her to back up so I could see all of her. She grinned at me and pulled on the front of the dress, spreading the zipper all the way down. With a little coax, the bottom of the zipper came undone as well. "Did I tell you my dress was open all the way to work?"
"No. You didn't."
"It was. I'm sure some guys got some nice eyefuls," she said with a grin as she slipped the dress all the way off. "God, I wish you were here to fuck me," she said softly as she stepped back and sat on a pile of Xerox paper boxes. She lifted her legs and spread them for me to see her wet pussy. "Come on sweetie. Let me see your dick."
"Here?"
"Why not? There's what half a dozen people in your building? Who's gonna see? Besides me, and I WANT to see it," she said as she started to push her finger in and out of herself, slowly doing what I wanted to do right then. "Come on. Let me see."
"Okay," I said, standing up and looking around the cubicle farm to see if anyone was walking around. I undid my belt and the front of my pants, letting them fall down to my knees. I pushed my briefs down and then sat back in my chair. I moved my phone around until I could prop it up so it was showing my wife my dick.
"Oh yeah. So much better," she moaned softly as she stroked her finger in and out of herself. "Stroke it for me." I started to rub my dick with my hand, watching my wife pleasure herself as she sat on the boxes. "SHIT!" she squeaked suddenly, almost drowning out the sound of the door opening. She quickly closed her thighs together and tried to cover her tits with one arm, her other hand still between her thighs. "Oh my god! David!" she said in surprise.
"Lacy! Oh damn! I'm sorry!" he said quickly. I couldn't see him from where the phone was, but I suspected he was trying to exit the room.
"David. Stop. Please," Lacy said, getting up and quickly walking out of the picture. "It's okay. Honest," she said as she pulled him back to where I could see. She didn't pull him around to where she had been sitting, but was now on the end of the stack. I could see her holding his arms so he couldn't back up again. "You kind of caught me trying to relieve some tension."
"Some tension?"
"Yeah. You know. When my dress popped open? It kind of got me turned on. I came in here to get some relief, if you know what I mean?"
"Yeah. I think so," he said, no longer trying to back up, his eyes traveling up and down my wife's body.
"You like what you see?"
"Uh. Yeah. Damn."
"You wanna touch 'em?" she asked quietly, lifting his hands with hers, placing them on her bare breasts.
"I shouldn't," he stammered.
"But you want to."
"Uh. Yeah," he said, now gently squeezing her breasts as she stood in front of him. I saw her hands move to the front of his pants, his hands quickly pulling from her tits to hold her hands. "Lacy. What are you doing?"
"Fair is fair, right? I mean you're looking at all my goodies, don't I get to see yours too?" she said, moving his hands back to her breasts.
"I. Uh. I guess," he said as she went back to his pants. She undid the front and let them slide down his legs, leaving his obvious bulge covered by a pair of boxers. She slowly pushed then down until his dick popped free and his boxers could slide down his legs with his pants. She wrapped both hands around his dick and slowly started to stroke it. "If we get caught..."
"I know. Kinda dangerous, isn't it? Makes it even more exciting."
"Oh damn," he groaned as she worked her hands on his dick.
"You wanna help me?"
"Help you?"
"Help me come?" she asked, reaching up for one of his hands and slowly sliding it down her body until she could press it between her legs. She backed up the last half step and sat down on the boxes, lifting her knees and pushing them apart. She still held his hand against her pussy. "Go ahead. Stroke me. I really wanna come. You don't have to be afraid. I'm not going to tell."
"Oh my god," he moaned as she let her head fall back, both of her hands now on his dick again.
"Oh. That feels so nice. But I really want to feel both your hands on my tits."
"I can't do that and this both," he said quietly.
"That's okay. We can fix that," she said, gently pulling him closer to her.
"You're not going to..." he asked as my wife rubbed his dick head around her wet lips.
"No. I'm not," she whispered, pressing his cock against her lips. "But this can feel almost as good, for both of us."
"OH damn," he said as he started to rock his hips, his dick sliding along my wife's pussy, his mushroom head bouncing over her clit with each stroke.
"That's it. That's just perfect," she moaned as he kept stroking, his fingers pulling and twisting her nipples.
"Oh god. This is going to make me come," he groaned.
"So let it."
"But where?"
My wife tilted her head back to look at him. "All over me," she said with a grin. "Come on. Give it all to me. Just pretend that you're pushing this cock right in and out of my pussy. Just fuck me with it until you cum."
I sat there watching him thrusting his hips, her thighs blocking the sight of his cock stroking across her pussy, but I didn't need a road map to know what she was doing. It was something we'd done many times over the years when actual intercourse wasn't a good idea. My hand stroked gently up and down my cock as he thrust against my wife's pussy. I could see him tugging and twisting her nipples as her big soft tits tried to bounce and wiggle.
"That's it. Your gonna make me come. Come with me honey. Come with me," she moaned as he thrust his cock along her pussy lips. I could see her arms and legs start to tremble and in moments she was in the midst of her climax. Her whole body trembled and shuddered for long seconds before I saw him groan and jerk. I could see white streamers of cum spraying up from between her legs, hitting her stomach and the bottom of her tits as he came on her body. "Ohhhh yeah," she said softly, moving her hand from between her legs to stroke his cum around her stomach. "Mmmmmmm, you had a lot saved up for me."
"Uh. Damn," he panted, standing between her legs as she let them down and wrapping them around him to hold them together.
"I bet you would have liked to do that inside me, wouldn't you?"
"Uh. Um. I wouldn't cheat on my wife like that."
"Uh huh. Of course," my wife said with a grin. "But it wouldn't be cheating if she was part of it, now would it?"
"Oh. Um. No. But she's not into girls," he stammered.
"Is she into nice, big, fat cocks?" my wife asked with a grin. "I know where she could get one. If you want yours in me that is."
"I. I'm not sure..."
"Sure you do. You know exactly what I'm suggesting. Just a little fun between friends, right? No work, no pressure. Just you and your wife having a nice casual personal get together with my husband and me. You could strip me as naked as I am now and put this nice cock anywhere you want."
"I don't know if... I mean. I'm not sure she'd go for something like that."
"No? Too bad. I mean I don't know how many times I can get away with my dress flashing my tits at you before someone catches on. You do want to play with them again, don't you? Suck on em. Squeeze em? Maybe even feel 'em wrapped around your hard dick? That'd be nice, wouldn't it?"
"Oh god yes."
"Well, you can make that happen. All you have to do is convince your wife to play a bit with my husband. We can do anything she agrees to do with him. So it's all up to you. Maybe Saturday night?"
"Saturday? Uh."
"Why don't you come over for dinner. If it works out, it does, if not... well let's just hope it does."
"Yeah. Okay," she said as she let go of him with her feet. He stepped back and pulled his pants up and fixed them. "I better let you get dressed."
"Uh huh. I could explain being naked in here, but not with you here too."
"Oh. Yeah. Right. Okay. I'll see you later," he stammered as he moved away. I heard the door open and close and then saw my wife get up and walk around to where she started.
"Well. Did you cum all over your shirt yet?" my wife asked as she sat on the boxes again in front of the camera.
"Uh. No."
"So what do you think? Wanna fuck his cute little wife? Don't say no, because I know how you LOVE young pussy!"
"Yeah. Okay."
"We'll have to see what he can do. Maybe it'll happen and maybe it won't. Oh by the way, Gabrielle texted and invited us to dinner. She's the one that Shelly said could give us some pointers."
"Oh. Okay."
"We're supposed to meet them at Ray's."
"The restaurant?"
"UH huh. Five thirty."
"Okay. I can meet you there."
"Hey honey?"
"Yeah?" I asked as she lifted her legs and stroked her pussy again. "I so wanna get fucked now."
"Soon," I answered.
"Hey hon?"
"Yeah?" I asked, expecting her to be ready to sign off.
"You have company?"
"Huh?" I asked questioningly.
"Behind you. You have company."
I spun around in my chair, my pants still around my ankles and my hand on my dick to see one my coworkers, Cassidy, standing in the opening of my cubicle, one hand pressing her skirt between her legs, the other pushed up under her blouse. "OH SHIT! Cassidy!" I cried in surprise.
"OH fuck. Sorry!" she squeaked as she disappeared from my cubicle. I heard the chair squeak in her cubicle next to mine.
"I think I'll let you deal with that," my wife said from behind me.
I turned around again to face her. "Yeah. Shit," I groaned.
"Feel free," my wife said quietly.
"Huh?"
"You just watched David and me. Feel free. You can tell me about it at dinner."
"Uh. Sure. Okay," I said as she sat up and picked up the phone.
She blew me a kiss on the screen and then hung up. I stood up, pulled my briefs and pants back up, took a deep breath and then stepped around from my cubicle to Cassidy's. "I'm really sorry," I said as I stepped into her cubicle. "I didn't realize anyone was here."
"Um. It's okay," she said as she turned her chair so she was facing me. "I probably shouldn't have been eavesdropping," she added, her cheeks slightly pink in embarrassment, her eyes fastened on the hard-on my slacks were having trouble hiding.
"I just wanted to be sure that... well... That there weren't going to be any HR issues or anything."
"HR? Oh. No. Not from me," she answered quickly.
"Okay. Good. Well. Um. I guess I better get back to work."
"Yeah. Sure," she agreed as I stepped away from her cubicle. I stepped back into my own and sat down. I put my phone back into my shirt pocket and tried to think about work. "Ben?" I heard Cassidy say over the cubicle wall a few short minutes later.
"Yeah?"
"Can I ask a personal question?"
"Sure."
"That was your wife, wasn't it?"
I paused for several seconds. "Yeah. It was."
"Um. Do you guys do that a lot?"
"Do what?" I asked.
"Have sex with other people?" she asked, standing in the entrance to my cubicle again.
I turned to face her. "Actually, this is all pretty new to us."
"So. You just kind of decided you wanted to have sex with other people and started doing it?"
"Actually, it was my wife's fault," I answered her.
"Your wife's fault?" she asked curiously. "How could it be her fault?"
"She got us hooked up with this paintball club. Only thing is, paintball wasn't the kind of ball they were interested in. It turned out it was a swingers club, and paintball was just one of the games they played to make partner swapping more interesting."
"So, you guys just started trading partners around?"
"No. Not so much. The paintball game ended up...oh hell. This is really kind of awkward."
"I suppose. Can't be much more awkward than getting caught jacking off online with your wife at work."
"Yeah. There is that."
"So?"
"So, she ended up tied up without anything on in the enemy's fort. I got shot and taken in there and she was tied spread eagle on a bench with a vibrator stuffed in her pussy, climaxing like crazy."
"So she didn't have sex with other guys?"
"Oh yeah. She did."
"And you?"
I took a deep breath. "Yeah. About three different women." I sighed.
"So you two just decided you liked doing it after that?"
"Not exactly. We have a sex therapist now. She's helping us through all this. But what Lacy decided really turns her on is showing off for other guys. The therapist says that her desire to have sex with them will develop shortly, but for now, she loves teasing them."
"Oh. You don't sound thrilled."
"I'm not. I guess I can deal with watching her show off. Hell, it turns me on watching her flashing guys too, but I'm not so into watching her being screwed by other guys. She's not exactly into watching me screwing other women either."
"I see. I guess that makes sense."
"You thinking you want to expand outside the bedroom?" I asked.
"I have to admit I was damn turned on by what was happening."
"Yeah. Well. I'm sorry again. I didn't expect anyone to be here."
"Yeah. I understand. I guess if I was sitting at my desk masturbating that I'd be a bit embarrassed to be seen too."
I could feel myself blushing at her comment as she stood there watching me. Without another word, she stepped out of the cubicle and I heard her sit down in her chair again. I tried to get back to work without much luck, and was even more distracted when a pair of small white bikini panties flew over the partition between us. "What the hell?" I asked myself, bending down to pick up her panties. I stood up and walked the few steps out of my cubicle to hers. I stepped into the entry way and saw her sitting, completely naked, leaned back in her chair with her legs propped up on her desk. She had a finger slowly pumping in and out of her pussy, looking up at me as if waiting for me.
"Took you long enough," she said.
"Long enough?"
"I figured you heard me getting undressed. I finally threw my panties over to get your attention."
"Well. You definitely got my attention," I answered, looking her body up and down. She wasn't thin, but not fat either. I guess you'd call her thick. Probably a thirty-two in waist or so, with slightly wider hips. Her breasts were moderately large, maybe a full C cup or slightly larger. Her pussy was framed by a substantial mat of blonde curls covering her mound and extending down around her full round lips and protruding inner labia.
"So. I've never done anything like this before. How do we do this?" she asked nervously.
"I guess that depends on what this is?"
"I want you to take me. Have sex with me."
"Now?"
She nodded wordlessly. "My husband hasn't touched me in months. Your cock... it looked so...inviting. We don't have to do much, but I'd really like to feel it inside me."
"You're sure? I mean, there's no going back. Once you do this, there isn't any undoing."
"I know," she said as she put her feet down. She stepped around the end of her desk and over to me. She reached for my shirt and started to unbutton it, working from the top down. She tried to pull my shirt off without removing my tie and then gave up and pulled my tie off. "Somehow that didn't work as well as what I expected."
"What? The tie?"
"Yeah," she said, pushing my shirt off now. "I've seen them use it for a handle in the movies."
"Yeah. Real life isn't the movies," I said as she moved her hands to my belt. In moments she had my belt undone and was pushing my pants down. She pushed my briefs down and then backed up to the edge of her desk. She sat on the edge of the desk and sat waiting, leaning back on her extended arms. "You're sure?"
"I'm sure."
"You don't want to start with something less."
"No. I want you to come take me before I can change my mind," she said quietly.
I shuffled the two steps over to her and guided my cock head to her pussy. Up and down I rubbed, spreading her juices around my head before nestling it into the entrance to her depths. "Last chance," I whispered.
"Take me. Please?" she practically begged.
I firmly pressed my hips towards her, feeling the pressure build on the crown of my head before suddenly slipping into her. I slid several inches into her before I felt her lips grabbing at my unlubricated shaft. I pulled back and pressed in again, getting another inch or so into her. It took half a dozen strokes before I was easily sliding my full length into her. I reached for her breasts, cupping them both and gently squeezing and kneading them as I stroked in and out of her pussy.
"Oh my god yes," she moaned softly, looking down at my shaft appearing and disappearing into her. In and out I thrust, quickly working up the slope towards climax that my wife started with her play with David.
"Damn. You feel good."
"Uh. Fuck. You too," she grunted as I drove into her faster. I let go of her right breast and moved my hand down to her pussy, letting my thumb stroke her clit as I plunged in and out of her vaginal depths. Her now free tit bounced and wiggled enticingly as our bodies slammed together.
I was struggling to hold back my own much too quick climax, trying to bring her off first. I felt her legs start to tremble slightly against my sides and then heard her moan long and deep. Her pussy clenched around my stroking dick and I let myself go. In only a few more strokes my body felt the extreme urgency, pumping my shaft in and out of its own accord.
"Fuck!" she gasped as my body bucked hard, jamming my cock fully into her and my head against her cervix. A huge gush of cum pumped into her, followed by half a dozen more, leaving me standing between her legs, panting and gasping for breath. She pushed herself up and pulled her body against mine, trapping her tits against my bare chest. She wrapped her legs around mine, holding us together so I wouldn't pull out of her. My body continued to twitch and jerk occasionally for several minutes as we held each other, my cock slowly softening inside her. "Thank you," she finally whispered. "That felt wonderful."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Felt like you did too."
"I did," I admitted.
"Can you tell me something. Honestly, I mean."
"Sure."
"Do you think I'm good looking?"
"Yeah," I said with a shrug. "You always look pretty when you come into work, and now seeing you naked, yeah, I think you're good looking."
She was silent a long time before whispering again. "John doesn't. He thinks I'm too fat."
"You're not fat," I whispered back. "There's all kinds of body types. Yours is just a little rounder than some others. But fat? Not in my book."
"That's sweet of you," she answered, finally letting her arms and legs loosen from around me. "I guess we better get dressed before someone finds us like this."
"Yeah. Probably," I agreed, letting her finally let go of me. I stepped back and pulled my pants up while she slipped off the desk. She moved around her chair and started dressing, starting with the bra. I stepped around behind her as she was fastening the little hook fasteners. I moved her hands and then unfastened them again, pulling her bra off. I tossed it onto the desk. "If you want to get his attention, try being a little more spontaneous and alluring. A bra like that hides all your sexiest parts."
"I can't go without a bra."
"You can. You just choose not to."
She turned in my arms and looked up at me, still naked. "So if your wife came home without a bra on, you wouldn't be angry?"



"Not as long as she tells me she did it to tease me because she's horny for me," I answered, reaching past her for her blouse. "He doesn't have to know someone else just took his place for a little while."
I helped her put her arms in her blouse and then closed it, slowly buttoning the buttons. When I finished I reached to each breast and gently stroked my fingers up and down over her nipples until they poked the material out. "Yeah. That's definitely an invitation."
"You're sure about this?"
"Yeah. Pretty sure. If he ignores this, he's just not a human male!" I said with a grin as I handed her her skirt. "Let me go get you your panties."
"No. Leave 'em," she said as she stepped into her skirt. "If I don't wear any then it'd be easier for you to play with my pussy, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah. It would. Do you WANT me to?"
"Yeah. I do," she said as she stepped to me again, pressing herself against me. "I'm under no illusions here. You had sex with me. It wasn't love, it wasn't emotional at all other than naked desire. I can live with that. If we're both here and you want to play, all you have to do is say so. I'm ready any time you are."
"Uh. Okay. Thank you."
"Now. I better go before I change my mind and put that bra back on. I hope I don't show off too much on the way home."
"I think you're showing just the perfect amount," I answered her. She stepped to me, gave me a hug and walked away, leaving me half dressed, and half of her clothing behind. I hoped that her husband wasn't as dense as I thought he might be.
I pulled into the restaurant parking lot, not sure what I was going to tell my wife. I'd kind of already broken the rules we set down, and it was only the second day. It didn't take me long to find her sitting next to a tall, thin dark woman and across from a pretty normal looking guy. I walked over to their table.
"Hey honey. This is Gabrielle and Eddie," my wife said, motioning to the two sitting at the table.
"Eddie," I said, shaking his hand before turning to Gabrielle. She was indeed tall and thin, moderately dark skinned, about the color of lightly creamed coffee. Her chest was easily as big as my wife's, with her nipples already prominently poking out the thin top she had on. She was almost the complete opposite of her husband who was almost pasty white with red hair and modestly heavy build. I wouldn't call him fat. Hell, if I did he might break me in half. No, his size was all muscle. I took Gabrielle's hand and shook it before she stood up from her chair and stepped to me, giving me a strong full body hug.
"Nice to meet you Ben. Lacy has been telling us all about you."
"OH? Good things I hope," I answered as the two of us sat back down.
"Most of what she's said sounds very good," Gabrielle said with a grin.
"So. Honey. Did you take care of your friend at work? Cassidy isn't it?"
"Yeah. It is," I said a little nervously.
"He was playing with me on the phone at work and didn't know she was there. When I looked past him I could see her with her hand pushing her skirt between her legs and a hand up under her blouse."
"Ohhhhh. Someone was turned on!"
"How could she not be, with my husband's dick on full display," my wife said with an impish grin.
"I don't know. Maybe I should find out a little later. What do you think honey?" she asked her husband.
"It's fine with me if it's fine with her," he answered.
"Well. We might just have to make it fine with her, won't we?"
"I'm game," he answered, looking at my wife. "You look like you have tits almost as big as my wife's."
"From what I heard, she enjoys showing them just as much," Gabrielle answered. "Anyway, we were just talking about some of the smarts of flashing. The dress, it's a wonderful idea. If the goal is a complete obvious and public flash, it's a nice idea. Most of the time we don't want to do this. We want our audience small. One or two guys. I personally prefer to flash Eddie first and if I can work it in, then let another guy get a peek. Like that guy over there. He's been staring at me for the last ten minutes. He doesn't think his wife notices, but I wouldn't count on it. From where he's sitting, I'm pretty sure he can look right up my skirt."
"So, in the dark, what can he see?" my wife asked.
"I'm intentionally wearing a very small white thong panty. It's easy to see against my dark skin. There, see. Got his attention. All I did was push my legs apart a little farther. Now I'm going to flirt with him a little. Watch his face."
With that she moved one hand up to her mouth and gently nibbled on the top of a fingernail, her head tilted down slightly and her eyes looking straight at him. I couldn't see him since he was behind and off to my right, but the smile she gave let me know she'd connected. Watching him, she moved her hand slowly, sliding it off the table and under it. "I'm hiking my skirt up a little higher so I can spread my legs more. Oh yeah. He's definitely watching now. I hope his wife appreciates what I'm going to do next because when they get home he's gonna want a piece of pussy."
"What are you going to do?" my wife whispered.
"I just pulled the thong aside. He can't see my pussy very well under the table, just too dark, but he'll definitely see this," she said before the expression on her face changed. She closed her eyes and let her mouth hang open ever so slightly, licking her lips slowly all the way around. "Ohhhhhh god I love teasing like this," she whispered before she pulled her hand from her lap. She looked at me and then reached over, taking my hand. "Kiss my hand."
I lifted her hand to my lips and quickly smelled her pussy on her fingers. "You were playing with yourself under the table."
"Uh huh. I had two fingers stuffed in my pussy, which you are now kissing. The guy at the table is wishing he was you right now. I can see his hand in his lap trying to readjust his hard-on. You see. For me, this is fun. Not a lot of risk and as Ben can tell you, I'm very turned on right now."
"So, do you do more public exhibition?" my wife asked.
"Depends on my mood. Sometimes it's very public. I've accidently lost my skirt on the street before, and in a store. Sometimes I'll ask my husband to get something for me in a store and then open the changing room door so that I expose anyone that's out there. We have a code word though. He'll say this is silliness if there are children around. We don't want to get arrested for flashing kids. But if it's just adults, as long as you make it look like an accident, you usually won't get turned in. But it has to be something you can cover up quickly."
"Have you ever had sex in public?"
"We have. We made love on a picnic table in the park one time. I was wearing loose shorts and a tank top, and he could just push the shirt up, pull the shorts aside and I was all his. Speaking of which, I think it's time to give our horny voyeur a little more to think about. He's still trying to look up my skirt, but it's way too dark," she said as she shifted her arms on the table. Her thumb slowly stroked up and down her right nipple, slowly coaxing it to harden more. She definitely couldn't have a bra on with that much showing. "Yeah. I've got his attention to my tits now," she said before she blew him a little kiss. The top of her dress had a deep cut down the front, held together by a series of crisscross strings. I could see her dark cleavage through the gap. She shifted her arms again, squeezing her tits together, pushing more of her ample breasts into the gap. She was interrupted in whatever she was going to do by the arrival of our waiter, who was having a hard time concentrating on taking our order with my wife and Gabrielle's cleavage on display.
"Now watch. I'm going to reach for my purse. When I sit back up, my nipple will be sticking out. Let's see how long it takes him to see it." She bent over to reach the floor next to her, digging in her purse for something. When she sat up, the top of her dress was pulled slightly to one side, exposing her left nipple. "Not yet. Not yet. There it is. He sees it now," she said with a giggle. She looked down and acted startled, as if I'd just told her she was exposed, and quickly adjusted the top of her dress to cover herself. "Now. Lacy. You try. See that guy about three tables over, behind Eddie?"
"Yeah. But he isn't paying any attention to me at all."
"Trust me he is. Watch his eyes. He doesn't turn his head, but he keeps looking over at you with his eyes."
"Oh yeah. I see it now," my wife said after about a minute.
"Good. Now, very slowly, inch the zipper down lower. Far enough down so that it's down below nipple height."
"Okay," she said, reaching up to the zipper and pulling it down about two inches. She tugged it three times pulling it down over six inches. "He's definitely noticed," she whispered.
"Act like you're talking to Eddie. Don't look at him. Just keep playing with the zipper pull. Inch it down a little farther. That's good. Now, drop your napkin on the floor and reach down for it. When you do, squeeze your left breast and make it pop out. When you sit up, frown like it wasn't intended and flash a little more of it as you fix your dress top."
My wife bent over and when she sat back up her breast was hanging half out of the dress top, her nipple clearly visible. She looked down at her breast, frowned and pulled the top out, exposing more of her breast before tucking her tit back into the top.
"There you go. Not a single person realized that you just intentionally flashed that guy. Not so hard, is it?"
"It's not as much in your face as I was trying."
"Oh there's room for that too. We should go shopping after dinner."
"Shopping?"
"Uh huh. Clothing stores have so many opportunities. If it's not overly busy, you can get completely naked and walk around the racks. You can flash from the changing rooms. Sometimes we even have some quick sex."
"In a store?"
"Oh yeah," she said. "Now. I want you to get up and walk around the table. Whisper something to him and then sit back down. When you sit down, hike your dress up a few more inches. Enough to let you spread your legs. Don't make it obvious, but when you sit, spread your legs and give him a look."
My wife nodded, got up and stepped around the table. She kissed my cheek and then stepped back to her seat. I could see her hike her skirt up a half a dozen inches before she sat down.
"That's it. You really got his attention. See how he's looking? Now watch this," Gabrielle said as she reached over into my wife's lap. I saw her eyes close for a second and, while I couldn't see it, it didn't take any imagination to know what she had just done. "Yeah. That got his attention," she said, pulling her hand from my wife's lap as the waiter came towards our table with our food. I couldn't help but notice how he tried to look down my wife's dress top as he served us.
Conversation lagged as we ate, finally finishing. My wife tugged the zipper slightly farther, giving the waiter an even better view. As he set the check down, and started to collect the plates, my wife arched her back and both nipples pushed out the gap of the zipper. She let both nipples protrude in full view while he looked, taking a LONG time to gather up our dishes. As he finally straightened up, she reached to her dress top and subtly pulled it back together over her chest.
"Very nice move," Gabrielle said softly after he left. "That little display even got me turned on. Did you see how big the bulge in his pants was getting?"
"How could I miss it," she answered with a smile.
With the bill paid, we headed out to the parking lot. We left my wife's car at the restaurant for the time being, and headed to the mall across town. Gabrielle settled into my car with me and my wife, at Gabrielle's suggestion, rode with Eddie.
"So. Shelly tells me that you like to play with other women?"
"At the moment that seems to be the advantage for me."
"And that was what, what was her name, was all about?"
"Cassidy? Yeah. That was kind of unplanned."
"But not unappreciated?"
"Definitely not."
"And you're okay with men playing with your wife?"
"I don't have any choice."
"I didn't ask that. And yes, you do have a choice. So?"
"I'm better with it if it's not a total stranger. It bothered me a lot less to see David cumming on her body than it did those two strangers in the adult store cumming on her face."
"Ohhhh. I might have to hear that story. But another time I think," she said as we drove along the interstate. "So. Do you consider my husband and I to be strangers?"
"I get the feeling you're asking if it's okay with me for your husband to have sex with my wife."
"And me with you."
I took a breath and let it out. "He seems like a nice guy. I just worry about her being raped, though it'd be pretty hard to prove rape if she's been flashing them her privates."
"It's not, actually. But it's still a concern. I don't think she'd consider it rape if a strange man fucked her after she'd been flashing him. I'd actually think that she'd welcome it."
"Yeah. I've thought that's where this is heading."
"You don't sound pleased."
"None of this was actually my idea. I'm just trying to find a way to deal with it all."
"And dealing with it is having sex with other women?"
"Yeah. I suppose so."
"If it's worth anything, I was where Lacy is now. Flashing everyone and hoping for some hot guy to make my body sing. That lasted until I got an STD. Now we're MUCH more careful about who we have relations with. I told her this, but it won't sink in for a while. Now I like flashing, both my husband and some strangers. But I get the most out of getting Eddie all turned on. Then we find someplace semi public to have sex."
"Yeah? And that's fulfilling?"
"More than you can know. That doesn't mean we still don't have sex at home, or that we don't participate in swapping parties, but we don't do strangers any longer."
"That to me makes a lot more sense."
"Then you need to tell her that. If not, you're going to go through what we did, and it wasn't fun. Some STD's don't ever go away, and then you're stuck on the outside looking in. The club doesn't allow anyone with a lingering or long term STD at any of their events."
"Sounds like a smart idea."
"It's the only way to keep something like this going these days," she said. "Turn in here," she said as Eddie slowed down in front of me. "Just so we're clear. You're fine with Eddie screwing your wife?"
"Yeah. I guess so." I nodded.
"And you're fine screwing me?"
"Definitely," I answered as we pulled into a couple parking spaces towards the edge of the parking lot.
"Then why don't you come around and help me out of the car. I have something for you to take care of," she said as she opened the car door. I climbed out, stuffed the keys in my pocket and walked around to her side of the car. I reached a hand in and helped her up out of the car, where she stood in the open doorway. She hiked her skirt slowly up her legs until she had the hem practically to her waist. "I won't be needing these, and you might as well see what you're getting into, so why don't you take them off?"
"Um. Sure," I said, kneeling down on one knee in front of her and reaching for her panties.
"You two coming?" I heard Eddie call from a few spots away.
"In a minute honey. He's taking care of something for me," she called back as I slid her panties down. She lifted her feet, one at a time, letting me work the tiny underwear over her high heels. She set her feet down, at least a foot and a half apart, allowing me to see her shaved mound and dark outer lips. She had only a little bit of inner labia protruding, which was pressed up tightly to her lips. She reached down with one hand and stroked her fingers back and forth across her lips. "Fuck I'm already horny as hell," she said before dropping the dress. "Shelly says you're a good fuck. I hope she's right."
"I'll have to take her word for it," I said as I stood up. She stepped away from the car and I closed the door and locked it. She looped her arm through mine and we walked arm in arm to their car, where Eddie was standing, one hand under my wife's dress, clearly playing with her pussy.
"All taken care of?" he asked his wife.
"For the moment," she said with a smile. "So. You two should shop together, and we will. First off, I wanna show Lacy a few tricks, so why don't we go down to that little lingerie place. You know the one I mean," she said to her husband.
"I definitely do," he answered with a grin, clearly expecting something worth looking forward to.
We walked arm in arm behind Eddie and my wife. We got a few admiring looks from guys as we walked down the corridors of the mall, Gabrielle's nipples clearly protruding through the silky material of her dress. After some time we turned into a little lingerie shop on the second floor of the mall. Gabrielle walked us towards a rack of bras and selected two. "Now Lacy. This is what you do. Go into the changing room back there and strip. Then call to Eddie to bring you a larger size. That'll get the attention of the men sitting over there, waiting. When Eddie brings you the bra, he'll open the door part way. Make sure you step as close to the gap in the door as you can. That'll draw even more attention. Now here's the important part. Eddie's done this before, so he knows exactly how to do it. Ben, you'll need to do this at some point. When he closes the door, he'll push it closed. As he does it, he'll slip a tag into the latch. That'll keep it from latching. Then all she needs to do is drop the bra and bend over to pick it up. Her butt hits the door and it swings all the way open. Honey, you have to act the part here. Stand there and try to cover yourself for a few seconds before stepping all the way out of the changing room to get the door. These doors swing all the way back, so if you bump it hard enough it'll swing open. Too hard and it'll bounce open and then swing closed again."
"What do I do after?" my wife asked.
She grinned. "Get dressed and come out blushing."
With more than a little hesitation, she walked to the line of changing rooms across the back of the store, with Eddie following behind. This would be by far the most daring and public exhibition she's done. While the adult store was daring, the small number of people involved, to me at least, made it easier. Here she was going to be flashing at least half a dozen strange guys and a few women. Gabrielle and I stood at a rack watching as Eddie took his seat. It only took a few short minutes before she called to him and he got up and walked past us, a little grin on his face. He walked back with the new bra and stepped to her door. He opened it several inches, enough for us, and at least three of three guys waiting, to see that she was completely naked. As predicted, their attention was riveted on her changing room door. Eddie stepped back over and sat down again. Several seconds passed and then we saw the door spring open, my wife standing, bent over, her bare ass and pussy thrusting out at us. She quickly straightened up and turned to face us, a surprised squeal coming from her. She stood in full view, one arm across her tits while the other, holding the bra tried to hide her pussy. She started to reach for her dress, hanging on a hook next to her, which completely exposed her tits, and then moved her hand back as if grabbing it exposed her too much. She then tried to reach for the door with the hand that held the bra, leaning out toward us. She pulled her hand away from her tits to hold the doorframe while she stretched for the door handle that was nearly three feet away from her. Her motion left her completely exposed, slightly bent, so her tits swung tantalizingly and her feet spread to balance herself.



"Oh damn," I groaned as I watched her make two attempts at the door before she finally grabbed it and pulled it closed. By then the salesgirl was making a mad dash for the changing rooms. I could hear my wife talking through the door, saying how embarrassed she was, and the salesgirl saying how sorry she was. The eyes of every man in the place were glued to her as she walked out of the changing room, telling the little salesgirl that it wasn't her fault and that she was fine. Moments later she headed out of the store with Eddie following close behind.
"Come on," Gabrielle said, taking my hand and tugging me to follow. We met up down the corridor in front of a little sunglass kiosk.
"God. That was...Intense," my wife whispered.
"You did great. Lot's better than I did the first time. I was so terrified that I just stood there trying to cover myself until the salesgirl closed the door," Gabrielle said with a grin. "So why don't you and Eddie go do a little shopping. See what kind of fun you can have? Eddie's pretty bold, so if he thinks he can get away with it, he'll do about anything. So be prepared for him to unzip you or even pull your dress up and stick his dick into you."
"In the store?"
"Oh honey, trust me. It's worth it!" she said with a grin. "I'm just hoping that I can train your husband to be as bold about it as my Eddie."
I watched them walk away, wondering just what my wife was going to do before Gabrielle looped an arm around my waist and turned me. "So. You wanna see my tits?" she asked quietly as she started walking me back the way we'd come.
"Uh. Yeah. Sure," I said, trying to change gears in my brain.
"It's a lot more fun if you pay attention to me than to think about what your wife is doing with my husband," she whispered. "Concentrate on your partner of the moment or the ladies won't want to play with you."
"It's just kind of new."
"I know. So for the moment you have everything you need in your arms. Let's see how naughty we can get? Wha'd you say?"
"Uh. Sure. Why not."
"That's better," she said, giving me a squeeze from the side. "I think we need to go check out this little furniture store down here."
She guided me into the store and then we wound around the showroom until we reached the bedroom section. She looked around to see who was looking and then pulled the string on her dress top. To my surprise, the string loosened the top enough that she could pull the whole front down and hook it under her bare breasts. They were definitely bigger than Lacy's, easily a triple D, with large round dark areola on the front of each dark orb and almost black nipples protruding from the center. "You like?"
"Yeah. I do," I answered, staring at her mammaries.
"I thought you would. You kind of strike me as a tit man," she said as she walked the few steps to me. She reached out and undid my belt buckle. "Let's see what we have to work with here, shall we?"
"Uh. Sure," I answered, looking around to make sure no one was coming.
"Oh, these'll have to go," she said as she tugged the waistband of my briefs with one hand, holding my slacks up so they didn't fall all the way down with the other. "I think I have just the thing," she said as she buckled my pants back up. "So. Do you wanna flash too? Or just watch?"
"I was always of the opinion that women didn't much care for looking at a bare dick just because."
"That's not true at all. Most women want to look every bit as much as a man, but they don't want to admit it," she said with a laugh as she pulled her top back up. "Let's go see what we can do about those briefs." She led me down to a men's store and guided me back to the cloth curtained changing rooms. "Now just go in there and take everything off. I'll be back in a minute."
"You sure? Everything?"
"Trust me honey. I'm sure."
I shrugged and stepped into one of the booths that reminded me of the ones at the adult store. I hoped we didn't end up in the same position. Not that I'd complain about screwing her that way, but it WAS a bit more public. I pulled off my tie and stuck it in my pocket and then took my shirt off and hung it on the hook on the side wall. I sat on the little bench along the back wall and took my shoes off and then stood up and pulled my pants and my boxer briefs off, hanging my pants on the hook and tossing my briefs on the bench. I stood there awkwardly, completely naked, my dick slowly hardening as my mind replayed the changing room events of the past few days.
"Here. Try these," she said, pulling back the curtain several inches and handing in a wad of bright red material. Through the gap in the curtain, I could see a woman standing, patiently waiting for, presumably her husband to finish. She glanced through the crack and then looked back for a longer look as the view she had of my naked body and mostly hard dick sunk in. "Put those on and let's see how they look."
"Yeah. Right," I said under my breath as I stepped into the tiny men's bikini briefs. I had serious doubts about how well, if at all, they could cover my growing hard-on.
"Well?"
"They're on, but I can't come out there," I said quietly, honestly not wanting to draw attention to myself.
"Why not? You're not going to get bashful all of a sudden, are you?" she said loud enough for anyone close to hear, which was probably her intention.
"With these on? Yeah, a bit. They show more than I'd like."
"Then I absolutely HAVE to see," she answered, pushing the curtain aside. I held my hands over the front of my briefs, my mostly hard cock bulging the front out significantly. "Ohhhhh those look so much better!" she said to me as she squatted down in front of me. She reached for my hands and pushed them away, moving her hand back to the front of my briefs and stroking her fingers along my spandex covered shaft, making it grow even more. I looked past her to the forty something year old woman standing at one of the racks behind her, staring at me. She turned to look at the woman. "He promised for our anniversary that I could pick new underwear for him."
The woman looked a little startled at being spoken directly to. "What do you think?" Gabrielle asked as she turned back, pulling the front of the briefs down a little lower, bunching the material around my dick as she pushed it sideways, my head now pointing towards my hip. She eased the front down until the low top was showing a good portion of my pubic hair. "Yeah. I think lower would be better, don't you?" she asked, looking back to the woman.
"Um. I suppose," she said with a mixture of nervousness and surprise.
"I do too. You stay right here honey. I'll be right back," Gabrielle said with a grin, standing up and leaving me standing with the curtain open, the bikini brief feeling like it was halfway off. I covered my exposure with my hands, giving the woman a pained look that I doubt she saw. She was busy staring at the bulging red material. "Here. Let's try these," Gabrielle said, handing me another wad of cloth, this time white. I took them from her and she closed the curtain, thankfully, though not quite all the way. From where I stood I could see the woman out the gap, and it was pretty clear to me that she could see me as well.
I took a deep breath and pushed down my briefs, letting my now fully hard dick stick out. I could see her cover her mouth as I bent over and stepped out of the briefs, standing completely naked except for my socks. I stepped into the even smaller white brief Gabrielle had handed me and pulled them up, doing my best to try and tuck my dick into the less than adequate underwear. "I don't think this is going to work," I said as I pushed my dick to one side and did my best to cover it with the thin skimpy material. As thin as the material was, I could clearly see my dick through it.
"Let's see," Gabrielle said as she pushed the curtain part way back, not quite as far as last time, but more than far enough for the woman standing at the rack to see all of me. Gabrielle squatted down in front of me again, stroking her fingers across my dick teasingly. "Yes. Much better, don't you think?" she asked, looking back to the woman by the rack. She was still looking over her shoulder at the woman as her fingers, stroking my cock, hooked slightly in the waist band of the briefs, which caused my rock hard dick to slip up out of the material, nearly half of my length completely exposed.
"Oh my," the woman said, staring at my dick.
Gabrielle looked back at me. "Oh. I should say! I'm sorry honey," she said quickly, gently tucking me back into the briefs. "There. Yes. I think these will do fine. Why don't you leave them on? I'll just take the tag off so we can pay for them," she added as she leaned her face towards me. She used her teeth to break the little plastic strip that held the tag to the waistband and then stood up. "You get dressed. I'm going to pick a couple more pairs for you. I think you should wear these ALL the time! Don't you?" she asked the woman as she stepped back, once again giving her a full view of me, my dick showing through the thin white briefs.
"Um. Yes. Definitely," she said as Gabrielle stepped towards her.
"Maybe you should get your husband to wear some?" she said quietly as reached for the curtain to slide it closed.
"I wish." I heard her answer.
I dressed the rest of the way, leaving my tie and boxer briefs off. Gabrielle took my briefs from me and stuffed them in her purse before taking my hand and walking me past the woman by the rack toward the cashier.
"God you got her so turned on," Gabrielle whispered as we waited in line at the checkout.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You didn't see her nipples?"
"How could I miss 'em."
"Got someone else turned on too," she whispered to me. "Let's find someplace we can do something about that."
"Like what?"
She just grinned as we stepped to the counter. She laid the tag of the one pair down and then several more pairs of the same style. "My husband decided to wear this pair," she said to the twenty something salesgirl as she slid the tag toward her. The salesgirl looked over at my crotch and then to my face, quickly blushing slightly.
Gabrielle walked us down to the shoe department, right across the aisle from an extremely busy intimates department and had me stand next to a rack of brassieres. "Just stand here and tell me what you see?" she said before stepping across the wide aisle and standing in front of a foot stool with a mirror under the seat. She stood and admired her shoes for a moment and then bent over to look down at them again. From where I was standing I could see right up under her skirt all the way to her completely bare pussy. Unlike the dark of the restaurant, there would be no doubt what anyone could see between her legs from this position. She turned and winked to me and nodded for me to come over. She led me down an aisle of shoes and looked at several pairs of high heels. "Now we wait," she said to me as she examined the shoes.
It only took a few minutes and there were two guys standing, chatting in the aisle, probably waiting for their wives. Gabrielle winked at me and walked to the aisle. With her looks there was no way these guys didn't see her, and as soon as her back was turned, they were looking her up and down like a piece of fresh meat in the butcher shop. She hiked her skirt a little, looking down at her shoes, as if that would give her a better view. What it definitely did was give the guys a better look! I saw one elbow the other and nod towards Gabrielle. A few seconds later I saw his eyes grow wide as she hiked her skirt a couple inches further, her feet already spread apart as she turned first one shoe and then the other. She dropped her handbag, which flopped over and spilled out several items onto the floor. With a scowl, she squatted down to collect her wayward purse, picking up the lipstick and other items that spilled out. The entire time she was squatting down, her knees were about a foot apart and the growing hard-ons of the two guys were clear testament to just how much she was showing them.
She finally stood after about thirty seconds or so and started down the aisle towards me. She turned back to face them, looking around over the shoe shelves and stopped. She slowly lifted her skirt, pulling the hem up all the way to her waist, exposing herself to the two of them. She dropped her skirt back down and motioned for them to follow, turning around and giving me a wink. "Now you can see why I picked this dress. Come on. Come with me," she said, taking hold of the front of my shirt. There were four aisles that all ended with one short cross aisle along the wall. The cross aisle was set back into a shallow cavity, making it only about twenty feet long, but blocked on both ends by little stub walls. She walked to the end and stood in the intersection of the aisle and the cross aisle. She handed me her handbag and the bag of underwear she bought before turning around. One of the two guys had hesitantly followed her part way down the aisle.
She smiled and reached to her shoulders, sliding the two inch wide straps off her shoulders. The straps slid easily down her arms and the top of the dress fell to her waist, completely exposing her big tits. I thought she was done and was going to pull her top back up when she reached down and eased the skirt up again, bunching the dress around her waist so that she was damn near naked.
"God I wanna be fucked," she whispered loud enough for the guy to hear her, her right hand moving off her dress and reaching between her legs. She stroked her fingers between her legs several times before drawing her fingers out and letting him see her glistening fingers.
She very quickly dropped her dress and pulled her top back up, getting her tits covered again just before a woman walked down the aisle behind the man. "Johnathan?" she asked, clearly the man's wife.
"Yeah?" he asked, turning around with a guilty look on his face.
"What are you doing down here? Staring at women again?"
"Sort of," he answered as she turned to walk away, with him following.
"Okay. Now I do need to be fucked," Gabrielle whispered. "And I know just where to do it." She took back her purse and the bag and then took my hand, leading me to the second floor of the huge store and then back through a number of aisles until we were in a corner behind large racks of outdoor coats. She set down her purse and bag and moments later her dress top was down to her waist. With a little push and wiggle, her dress slid the rest of the way down leaving her in nothing but her high heels. With a giggle she stepped back and walked around several racks, clearly daring to be seen by the customers walking around. Fortunately there weren't too many looking for winter coats in the middle of the summer. "When I get back there, you better have those pants down so I can see your cock in that little underwear," she said before she ventured even closer to the main aisle. She stood between two racks, facing the aisle and anyone that would be in the department across the aisle from us. She caught the eye of a guy as she stood completely exposed, lifting and massaging her tits. She waited for him to start making his way toward her and then moved around a couple racks to disappear from his sight.
There was little doubt that he'd find his way to where we were, our heads visible over the top of the racks. She stepped back around to where I was, reaching for my pants. "Well? You do wanna fuck me, don't you?"
"Well. Yeah," I agreed quickly.
"And I wanna fuck you in these little undies. Damn you look sexy in 'em. Wish I could get my husband to wear something like this," she said as my pants slid down my legs. She pushed the front of the underwear down and hooked the elastic under my balls. "We better hurry," she whispered, turning around and holding onto the rack. She pushed her butt out at me and looked over her shoulder expectantly. "Well?"
"Uh. Yeah," I said, stepping behind her. I rubbed my head up and down her wet lips and then slid into her, slipping deep into her in one easy soft thrust.
"Ohhhh fuck yeah," she groaned, reaching down between her legs with one hand. I could feel her fingers brush my cock as I stroked in and out of her pussy, her fingers teasing her own clit. The guy she'd drawn closer was standing several racks away, staring at us as we fucked. I could see the bulge in his pants grow as he watched Gabrielle's big tits swinging wildly beneath her. "Ohhhh shit," she moaned softly, her fingers still racing to tease her clit and make herself climax.
"Someone's coming" I said softly, pulling out of her pussy. We both bent at the same time, me pulling my pants on and her stepping back into the dress she'd left lying on the floor. I bent and picked up her purse and bag as soon as I had my pants buckled, my new underwear still tucked under my balls. Gabrielle walked away from the guy that was making his way toward us, fixing her dress so that she was once again covered. I followed behind as he got somewhat closer. Gabrielle aimed for the escalator and walked quickly down, passing people on the moving steps, with me doing my best to follow behind. She hit the first floor and made a beeline for the entrance, walking so fast that I almost had to run to keep up. Finally out of the store and into the people walking the corridor, she slowed.
"What the hell was that?"
"Store security," she said a little breathlessly. "They usually just watch, but this guy wanted to pull us in."
"That wouldn't be good."
"Well. No. It wouldn't. He was either going to turn us in to the authorities for indecent exposure, or he was going to hold us until he got his piece of ass."
"Does that actually happen? I mean security having sex with you instead of turning you over?"
"If we're lucky. We got tagged one time in a different store. They put us in the back and Eddie talked the guy into letting us go if I fucked him. So I did."
"Sounds like it worked out okay."
"Maybe. I still don't like to do strangers," she said as we headed towards the other end of the mall. "Fuck. I'm so damn horny now I can't stand it."
"Yeah. I know what you mean."
"Wanna do something daring?"
"How daring?"
"Really, really naughty. But you'll get to fuck me some more," she said with a grin.
"Why not."
"Good," she answered. She led me a little further and then turned into a sporting goods store. I was happy it wasn't overly busy, but was still curious what she had in mind. She wound us through the store until she found what she was looking for, a tent. She grabbed a mattress pad from a display right next to the tent and tossed it inside. She ducked down into the small dome tent and moved around, zipping the windows closed. She turned so her head was out, looked around and then ducked back in. "Come on," she whispered. I ducked down and as soon as I was inside she zipped the door closed. "You'll have to be as quiet as you can," she whispered, pulling the top of her dress down again. She hiked her skirt up as she lay down on the mattress pad, spreading her legs and looking invitingly at me.
"Here?" I asked in surprise as I stood on my knees between her legs.
"Uh huh," she whispered reaching out to my pants and starting to undo them. "Why not?"
"We could get caught."
"Yeah," she said with a grin. "Exciting, isn't it?"
"I'm not sure that's the word I'd use," I answered as she pushed my pants down my thighs, freeing my mostly hard dick.
"Come on down here and suck my tits," she whispered, moving her hands to mine. She gently pulled me until I was on my hands and knees over her, her hand on my dick, gently teasing it to get it harder. I lowered my head to her chest and gently sucked one of her black nipples into my mouth. "Ohhhhhh yeah," she whispered softly as I swirled my tongue around and around her hard nipple. I opened my mouth wider and silently drew more of her breast into my mouth, getting most of her puckered areola as well as her nipple. I could feel her hand stroking my quickly hardening shaft, each stroke trying to pull it closer to her pussy.



I lowered myself down, letting her guide my now stiff enough cock to her lips. She lifted her butt off the matt, using her feet as a lever, slowly pushing herself up my shaft. I licked and sucked her left nipple as she lifted and lowered herself under me, my cock sliding deep into her wet pussy with each stroke. She bit her own lip to stifle a moan as I latched onto her right nipple, gently nibbling it before teasing it with the tip of my tongue. Up and down her hips went, my hips starting to move in time with hers, driving into her while trying not to make any noise. The wet slurp of my cock sliding in and out of her seemed loud in the tent, and made me wonder if it could be heard outside.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come," she whispered to me, her legs starting to tremble. I thrust harder down on her, pulling my mouth off her hard nipple, and lifted my chest up to look down at her. I changed my strokes, thrusting towards her instead of down, making my body slap hers quietly. "Ohhhh fuck!" she squeaked, quickly covering her mouth with her hand to stifle whatever else was going to come out. Her body started to shudder and I could feel her vagina clamping around me. I trust into her as hard as I could without making noise, my own climax moments away.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," I groaned softly, laying on top of her as my body spasmed and jerked. I could feel my pent up cum lancing into her pussy as shot after shot filled her. I lay on top of her, panting for breath as she wrapped her arms and legs around me, pulling me tighter. We didn't waste long laying there before getting dressed again. With both of us decent again, I unzipped the tent and crawled out, nearly crawling into one of the employees. "Nice tent," I said as I turned to hold a hand out for Gabrielle. "My wife thinks it might work well for us."
He gave me a scowl. "Yeah. Right."
"Honest. We were just testing out how it would sleep two," Gabrielle said with a smile. "I was worried it wouldn't have enough room. But it turns out there really is."
"Okay fine. But don't do that again, okay?" he said before turning away.
"Oops." Gabrielle giggled. "Good thing we finished when we did."
"Yeah. Definitely!" I agreed as we started for the front of the store. "So what now?"
"Just between you and me? I'm game to go back to the car and play a little more. With everything you put in me, I'm going to be leaking like crazy, and if you've never done it, it's not all that comfortable. That's why Eddie and I wait until we're pretty much done to do that."
"Well. The car it is," I agreed.
We headed back to the car and climbed into the cramped back seat. It didn't take her long to get all of my clothes off, and of course her dress went even more quickly. We lay in the back, naked, playing for nearly an hour before Eddie and my wife came back out. I was a little disappointed at their timing. They COULD have waited about five more minutes and we'd have had a second happy ending. Instead we had to stop and get dressed. My wife and I headed home. I tried to query her about what they did, getting a simple reply that she didn't want to spoil any surprises. She also didn't want to know what Gabrielle and I had done either, saying that I could surprise her some time with the new tricks I'd learned. Part of me was disappointed that I didn't know what they had done, but given the look on her face, I knew that she and Eddie had recently done at least one thing. We picked up her car and headed home.
Both of us were tired enough that we showered and fell into bed next to each other. I cuddled up to her and before either of us could think about sex, we were asleep.
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I didn't have any meetings or anything scheduled, so when Bob called me to his office it felt a little like getting called to the principal's office. Not that I thought I had done anything wrong, but fucking his wife could cause some friction, and not in a good way.
"Michael. How are you doing?" he asked jovially as I walked into his corner office.
"Quite well sir."
"Got anything on the docket you can't drop for a day or so?"
"Well, I've got a couple conference calls on Thursday to China, but other than that, no, I don't think so."
"Good, good." he said leaning back in his desk chair. "I'd like you to go out and talk to Ron Johnson out at FMC. You're working on the design for his system, aren't you?"
"In Philly? Yeah, that's one of my projects," I answered, a bit surprised.
"Yeah, Ron is a really good customer and he has some concerns. I'd feel better if we just went out and chatted with him for a while," my boss said, scratching his chin as he looked at me.
"Well, let me get some flight info and I'll see when he can meet with me," I said, starting to turn to leave. To say this was unusual would be an understatement. In my time with the company I'd never known any engineer to get sent out for a "chat".
"No need. I've already talked to him. The company jet is headed to New York. I'll just have Paul detour to Philly and drop you off. He can pick you back up tomorrow on his way back. Get a good hotel room for the night and put whatever you need on the expense account."
"Oh? Well, okay. Let me run home and pack a few things."
"No, no time. The plane leaves in half an hour. Get whatever you need there. I'm sure you can find a store to get a change of clothes and toiletries there."
I opened my mouth to stay something and closed it again. This was clearly an argument I wouldn't win no matter what I said. "Okay," I answered. "By the way, just where is the company plane?" I asked, not at all sure I knew even what airport I was headed to, though it couldn't be Lambert, not if it was leaving in half an hour. Lambert was easily two hours away.
"Oh sorry. Forgot you're still new to the area. It's up at National. Terry can give you directions," he said, referring to his secretary. "Better hop to it though. You only have twenty five minutes, and it's a twenty minute drive."
"Got it boss," I said, turning and walking quickly from his office. His secretary, Terry Jennings, I'd met her a number of times. She wasn't thin, in fact she was quite round, but she always seemed to select dresses to wear to work that flattered her figure and made her look quite nice, if not sexy. She probably weighed in the area of a hundred sixty or so pounds, but a good portion of that was in her massive chest, which I'd have guessed to be at least a triple D. As I walked toward her desk, she smiled pleasantly at me, and held out a sheet of paper that I saw had a Google map printed.
"Better hurry. Wouldn't want you to miss this flight!" she said with a grin."
"This flight? Is it something special?" I asked curiously.
"Oh, no. Just a plane ride," she grinned. "Better run now."
I grabbed my hat and coat and headed out the door. The drive to the airport was easy. Take the main highway going north out of town, twist and turn along the two lane highway until you come to a big flat spot in the hills with two long wide concrete strips. It was very easy to find. Finding the plane wasn't hard either. It looked to be the only aircraft anywhere near ready to fly, a slightly older Cessna Citation jet idling on the tarmac, its rotating beacon lights winking expectantly at me, practically saying...you're late, you're late, you're late! And I was too. The twenty minute drive was every bit of that and then some, with the somewhat slick early winter conditions.
I walked to the plane as the passenger compartment door opened and the small ladder was lowered by what I assumed was the pilot.
"Michael?" the pilot called over the sound of the idling jet engines.
"Yeah!" I shouted back.
"Welcome aboard. I'm Paul! The boss said you'd be here as fast as you could."
"Thanks!" I said as I stepped up into the cockpit and moved slightly towards the rear of the small plane. The plane was set up to seat six, four in pairs of seats facing each other with a little table between them and an aisle between them with a small cubicle astern of those seats, which I assumed was a toilet. Looking past the cubicle I could see an additional pair of seats that were set together in the narrowing tail space. There was only one passenger on the plane, and I was rather surprised to see her.
"Christina?" I asked as the door closed behind me and the sound of the engines was significantly muted.
"Michael? What are you doing here?" she asked as surprised as I was.
"Your dad is sending me to Philadelphia. He said the plane was going to New York, but didn't tell me what for."
"For me. Mom and dad loan me the plane when I go on buying trips or to shows."
"Sir, you better sit down. We're going to have to get going or I'll have to re-file my plan," the pilot said as he moved back to the cockpit. He stepped behind a heavy curtain, pulled it closed behind him, blocking us out from the flight deck area.
I sat down in a seat across from Christina and looked at her confused. "So if you're going to New York, what exactly is it you do?"
"This trip? I'm going to a show to look at some new spring fashions."
"In general, what do you do?" I asked even more curious.
"You mean for a living?"
"Yeah."
"I own a chain of high-end boutiques. We specialize in modern fashions for higher-end buyers."
"Higher-end? You mean richer?"
"You could say that," she said with a giggle. "I'm sure you wouldn't appreciate any of the price tags. I ensure that what I carry is relatively unique. It wouldn't do for a woman to spend five hundred on a dress and then find out that someone else is wearing the same dress to the same party."
"Yeah, that would be embarrassing, wouldn't it?" I said with a chuckle as the plane started to taxi.
"So what about you? I'm surprised to see you here."
"Me too. I was working away at my desk and got called into your dad's office. Heck, I didn't even have time to run home and pack anything. It's just me and my coat."
"That is a bit unusual. Usually dad's pretty deliberate about anything he does."
"Well, this certainly felt a bit off the cuff, but then I don't know him like you do," I said as the plane picked up speed and launched itself into the air with a stomach sinking climb rate.
"Paul must be ticked. He usually doesn't pull a takeoff like that," she said as the climb settled to a more comfortable rate. "We were supposed to be gone quite a while ago."
"Guess I held you guys up," I agreed. "My bad?"
"He'll get over it. After all, this is what we pay him for."
"Yeah, there is that. So, changing the subject. I haven't heard anything from you since our hike. Everything okay?"
"Yeah, just busy," she said with a non-committal shrug but a bit of a frown on her face.
"Soooo. I can tell there's more to it than that. You sure you don't wanna talk about it? It's gotta be at least two hours to Philly."
"Nothing to talk about," she said curtly.
"Okay. If you say so," I said as I unbuckled and moved to the other forward facing seat across the aisle from her so I could stretch my legs out farther. I looked out the window and watched the clouds go by, occasionally glancing over to look at Christina. She was dressed fashionably in a short length blue dress that molded to her figure snugly, but not obscenely so. Her nicely shaped breasts stood up in the dress, a significant amount of cleavage showing at the deep V of the front of the dress. She played idly with a lock of her brown hair where it touched her shoulder, looking mostly out the window, like I was, but also occasionally looking towards me.
"Okay. So I didn't call you back," she finally said abruptly.
"No, you didn't," I agreed.
"That isn't a crime, is it?"
"I don't think I said it was."
"But you expected me to."
"Yeah."
"Why?"
"Basically, I thought we had a good time and hit it off pretty well. I was kinda surprised when you left so abruptly."
"Yeah....well," she said with a shrug before going quiet again. It must have been almost ten minutes before she spoke again. "Terry thinks I'm crazy."
"Terry who?"
"Dad's secretary."
"Oh."
"You know he's fucking her, right?"
"I'd heard that rumor."
"Well, she wants to fuck you too."
"Oh? I didn't know that."
"Yeah, she's been listening to a couple of the girls at work. Mom says you've become a real topic."
"Oh joy," I said quietly.
"Gerry thinks I'm nuts too."
"Gerry?"
"Lingerie shop? I know you know her. She and Jennifer fucked your brains out in the dressing room."
"Ohhhhh. Yeah, her."
"Is there anything in a skirt you won't fuck?" she asked almost angrily.
"Uhhh. I don't know what to answer on that. Of course there's people I won't have sex with. Most of these, well, I didn't start 'em."
"Oh, I know," she said with a frown, turning back to the window.
"Hey Michael!?" the pilot called from the flight deck, pulling the curtain back to look down the aisle toward us.
"Yeah?" I called back.
"Boss says your meeting is canceled. Wants me to re-route straight to New York. Said you can hang out with his daughter and come back tomorrow with her if you want."
"Okay. Got it. Thanks!" I called back.
"Should have figured," Christina said quietly.
"Figured what?"
"That this was a ploy by my parents to force me to spend time with you again."
"Yeah? I guess I didn't think of that."
"Oh yeah. My dad thinks I should be dating successful men instead of spending all my time running my business. Can't blame him. He wants grandchildren."
"Oh."
"Uh huh. Well. I guess you can hang out with me or hang at the hotel, not that you'll have all that much fun at a fashion show. I'm sure we can get you another room and you can hang out there if you want."
"I don't have anything planned. Might be interesting to see what you do."
"Really? You want to watch a bunch of women strutting around in sexy little dresses and lingerie? Come on. Why would a guy be at all interested in that?" she said, rolling her eyes.
"Yeah, well...."
"Don't think this will get you into my bed," she said sternly.
"No problems," I answered, shaking my own head at her reaction. "But just for the record? I didn't think that last time was all that bad."
"Well, it wasn't all that bad, no," she said, trying to suppress a grin. "You do have me there."
"No I had you there," I joked back, getting her to almost let that smile sneak out before she turned her head back to look out the window.
"I suppose, if you really want to, you can come hang out with me," she said after a while.
"Don't have to. I'm sure I can go buy a book or something to keep myself occupied," I answered back.
"That doesn't sound like much fun."
"Oh, it won't be so bad. I don't get to just relax too often."
"If that's what you want."
"I'm not saying it wouldn't be interesting to see what you do, but I also don't want to intrude."
"Well, I wouldn't mind too much if you came along, but you gotta change. As far as fashion goes, your current wardrobe is...well...disgraceful."
"Oh? This isn't fashionable?"
"Not even!" she said emphatically.
"Well, I guess I could get a different shirt or something."
"You don't have anything with you, do you? What were you planning on doing?"
"Your dad said to get what I needed when I got there. I was going to buy some clean underwear, a toothbrush and razor."
"Well, if we're gonna get you something to wear, it might as well be something nice. Daddy's gonna regret sending you along with me without you having anything to wear!" she muttered as she turned back to look out the window again.
Paul set the jet down glass smooth at MacArthur airport on Long Island. A light snow was blowing almost horizontal in the stiff winter breeze as we walked across the tarmac to the general aviation terminal. "Hate the snow!" Christina complained as I held the door open for her. We walked through the small terminal building and out the front to a waiting car. The driver opened the door and Christina stepped in, waiting for me to follow her. "Well, come on."
"Okay," I said as I lowered myself down into the spacious back seat of the Lincoln.
"Where to ma'am?" the driver asked as he slid into the front seat.
"Saks," she said simply.
"Yes ma'am," he said pleasantly before dropping the car in gear and accelerating away from the terminal. I'd seen traffic before, but this was...well, insane! I'd never seen so many cars trying to all get to the same place at the same time. To top it off, it was a sea of yellow. Yellow taxi cabs as far as the eye could see. I was simply amazed that we even made it at all, the big black Lincoln pulling to the curb in front of a large stone building with brass framed doors. I opened the car door and climbed out, holding a hand out for Christina, who slid across the seat behind me.
She led me quickly across the snow blown sidewalk and through the doors into the warmth. I pulled my coat open and followed her as she led me winding through a maze of aisles of women's clothes, shoes, handbags, undergarments, you name it. She finally arrived at an elevator, which took us to the third floor and the men's department.
"So, let's find you something nice," she said as she led me to a rack of suits. She pulled several from the rack, holding them in front of me until she chose a dark, nearly black suit. "Here try this on."
"Really? This isn't me!" I protested.
"Oh, of course it is," she said as she started walking away, leading me to a rack of dress shirts. She pulled a pale blue shirt from the rack and added it to the suit I now held. "Come along," she said, leading me towards the men's dressing room area. "Go. Put it on!" she said sternly pushing me into the dressing room area.
"Christina!"
"Look, if you're going to hang out with me, you need to look the part, not like some...backwoods hick!"
"Fine!" I answered with a sigh, turning to go put the suit on. The suit fit surprisingly well, only the length of the pants needing to be adjusted. By the time I'd come out she had three more shirts and half a dozen ties picked to go with the suit. The salesman marked the cuffs and I went back and changed out of it, the salesman scurrying away with it.
"Okay, now underwear."
"What about my underwear?"
"Those dreadful boxers you wear? Come on. We can do better than that for you."
"I happen to like my boxers," I said quietly as she led me to the men's underwear section and selected something called a 2(X)IST brand micro bikini brief. "Yes, these should be much better. Go put one of these on."
"Really?"
"You aren't bashful are you? If need be, I can get a room full of women for you to undress in front of."
"No, I'm not that bashful."
"Good! Now put these on!" she said as she pushed me towards the dressing room again. "And I want to see them on you!" she called as I walked into a dressing room and closed the door.
I frowned and stripped, pulling the spandex and nylon briefs on, the pocket shaped front cupping and holding me in place.
"Any time!" she called.
"You really want me to wear these?"
"I wouldn't have picked them if I didn't," she called back. "Unless you want me to come back there and look."
I opened the door and stepped out for her to see me, a large smile coming to her face. "Oh yeah, perfect!" she cooed as she walked back into the dressing area and right up to me, her hand reaching out and cupping me through the thin material and stroking me. "Yeah, those will do fine," she said with a grin. Holding her hand on my balls and moving her other to my chest she pushed me back into the dressing room, the door still standing open. "Yeah, these will do just fine," she said, sliding her hand up to the elastic waistband and then down again, sliding her hand inside the underwear, her palm and fingers against my bare cock. She stroked her hand up and down a few times, sliding her warm hand on my cock, making it quickly grow.
"Mmmmmm, I bet you're thinking about fucking me now, aren't you? Starting to wish you could just undo my dress and take me right here?" she whispered, her hand wrapping around my hardening shaft.
"The thought was starting to form," I agreed.
"Kinda like Gerry? Just fuck me silly in a dressing room?" she whispered again.
"Maybe."
"Not gonna happen," she said curtly, pulling her hand from my underwear, my hard-on sticking up so that only half of it was now contained in the tiny underwear. She reached for the boxers I had sitting on the chair and picked them up, stepping back to look at me. "Yeah, those are perfect! You won't need these anymore," she said turning on her heel and stepping out the door, leaving me standing there with my cock sticking up out of my briefs with nothing else but my socks on.
"But..."
"NO! Just simply NO!" she said, over her shoulder as she walked away. I closed the door of the booth and started dressing again. "Now, put these on," she said as she pulled the door open again with me half-dressed in the new suit pants held out for me. "I'll get you a belt."
"Really Christina. I don't..."
"Shush. I told you. Nice clothes or you can just go check into the hotel and stay there."
"Fine," I said in a little huff, taking the pants from her. I had to admit, the pants fit well, and I did look good in the suit, but it was way too formal for me, a point I didn't finally get her to agree to until after I had a pair of new shoes to go with the suit. By the time I was out of there, I had spent over twenty-five hundred dollars! The boss was going to be pissed.
Christina talked on the phone for a few moments and then headed to the elevator, with me wearing most of my new suit and carrying the rest of my purchases. We exited the store, climbed into the car, and were off again, this time, after fighting the traffic for nearly half an hour, pulled up in front an unassuming building in what she called the fashion district. It looked like any other building, store front windows and all. I looked up at the tall building as I got out of the car, not at all used to buildings this tall. Christina stepped past me and led the way into the building which looked more like an office building than anything else on the inside. She waited somewhat impatiently for the elevator and then stepped in. "We'll be late if you don't hurry it up a little. You act like you've never been in a tall building before."
"Hell, when I fly planes, I fly lower than the top of this building," I joked.
"I didn't know you flew."
"Yeah. Used to fly a lot, but it's hard to find a plane to get time on. I'd need a check ride now to renew my license."
"Hmmm, didn't know that," she said, raising her eyebrows. "Guess you still have a few surprises in you."
"Maybe so," I answered as we stepped out of the elevator car and walked to the only door that seemed to be on this floor.
"Christina!" a...well...gentleman, called as we walked into the large open front entrance to the office area. The walls, ceiling, furniture and even the tile floor were all white, making me feel almost like it was the front of a hospital.
"Robert!" she said, stepping to him and giving him a cursory hug. "This is Michael, he's with me today."
"Oh really? Nice," Robert said, stepping towards me and holding a hand out. I shook his hand which was like shaking soggy spaghetti it was so limp. "Boyfriend?"
"No, and NO. He is definitely not in your market," Christina said with a frown.
"Too bad," Robert said, stepping back. "I like the look. Rugged yet sophisticated. I like the cut of the suit too. That your work?"



"No Robert. It's Armani's work, but yes, I picked it."
"Ah well. Too bad one of us isn't getting lucky!" he said as he turned and walked towards another door in the almost stark white office.
"What did that mean?" I asked quietly as I walked next to Christina.
"It means that the suit I picked makes you look spectacular, even to someone of the same sex who likes the same sex, if you know what I mean."
"Oh... yeah. Queer as a three dollar bill."
"I'd prefer you didn't let him hear you say that," she said with a scowl. She continued walking down the corridor behind the door until it opened into a large open space, decorated in the same white, with a black stage running across the space. She walked directly to a row of chairs and settled in one facing the stage in the middle of the row. "Here Michael," she said, patting the seat next to her.
I stepped over and settled next to her as she requested.
"Okay Robert. What do we have today?"
"The best Christina, simply the best!" he said, clapping his hands.
I really didn't know what to expect, but what I saw was a lot more than I would have imagined. Several young women began walking across the stage one by one, modeling a variety of dresses, starting with elegant, clearly expensive gowns, and working down to much more revealing and sexy short dresses. The four models were as varied as the outfits, not all being the skinny little models seen on the Victoria's Secret show but ranging in body size from size two all the way up to probably a twelve. They varied also in other dimensions, some larger than other. One by one the four girls came out in turn, wearing one outfit.
The range of dresses began with elegant ball type dresses that one might be comfortable wearing to a presidential gala. Strapless, spaghetti strap, floor length mid-calf, pencil thin or flowing. In the first half hour we must have seen just about every possible combination. As the afternoon progressed the dresses changed to what Christina called evening semi-formal wear, and then cocktail dresses. The shorter skirts definitely appealed to me, but I had to admit that one of the middle sized models seemed to make the dresses look even better than the others.
When we got to the end of the cocktail dresses, I already had a hard-on from watching the short dresses saunter by on the sexy models and was glad that I didn't have to endure any more of that particular torture. I had no idea that we weren't done!
The first thin blonde model walked out in a tiny little leather corset, her modest chest poking over the top of the leather and her body completely nude aside from the corset. "Shit," I mumbled as I stared at her completely shaved mound and exposed pussy as she strutted along the stage as easily as if she were completely dressed. One after another they came out, modeling a variety of pieces of lingerie. After the first bustier, the items provided a bit more coverage, but all of it was still quite risqué. Not that I hadn't seen this kind of thing before, I mean the strip club left nothing to the imagination. But this was different. The sheer variety of incredibly sexy outfits had my cock rock hard for hours!
"Damn," I muttered as the large busted blonde that had worn the leather bustier came on stage wearing a teddy that cupped up under her breasts, but didn't cover as far as her nipples, and stopped just about at crotch height, her shaved mound and pussy lips completely exposed through a see-through lace panty, making her even more enticing than if she had been completely naked.
"You like that one huh?"
"Yeah! You'd look spectacular in it!" I said quietly, staring at the blonde as she looked back down at me with a little grin.
"I don't know about that. Besides, it really doesn't matter, it's way out of your price range."
"How much?"
"How much is that one Robert?" she asked.
Robert looked down the list where he had been making notes of how many of each of the items Christina had indicated she wanted. "Oh, that little bit is one eighty-five, your price honey." he answered.
"One eighty-five? Holy SHIT!" I exclaimed loudly.
"And that's before markup sweetie!" Christina answered with a slightly sarcastic smile. "Real silk is not cheap, and this is some of the finest the little wormies can make!"
"Good Lord," I groaned as the model, standing on the stage, smiled down at me, her eyes as much on my package as mine were on the way hers was displayed.
Robert shooed the little model off the way she came, and the show continued, the sexy little items getting down to panties and bras, sometimes worn in sets, sometimes alone, leaving most of the models bodies completely exposed, and my cock so hard in my pants that the tiny little bikini underwear she had me wearing couldn't contain me. I wondered briefly if all the models saw just how big the bulge in my new suit pants was.
"Well, I think that does it," Christina said as the last model climbed back on the stage and sauntered away in a tiny little see-through panty.
"It does...almost," Robert said, squinching up his nose. "I'll have that one little one delivered to your hotel. You staying in your usual?"
"Thank you Robert. I'm sure that Michael will enjoy that," Christina said with a smile. She turned to me, the smile still on her face. "Well, what do you think? Ready for a bite of dinner?"
"Sure," I said as I followed her and Robert towards the door. "I'd hate to see the price of some of that stuff, but a lot of it was pretty damn hot looking."
"Well, I'm glad you think so, because that's the bulk of my spring line. A few special designer dresses yet, but it's too early for those. This is just the mainline merchandize."
"Well, you're going to have some pretty sexy women in your dressing rooms then," I said with a chuckle.
"So I gathered," she said, stopping at the door and reaching out to cup my balls and still hard cock through my suit pants as I stopped next to her. "From the feel of this, I'd say I'm going to have a lot of satisfied husbands too."
"You will that," I agreed, quickly but gently pushing her hand away, Robert staring at my crotch and her hand with a little grin.
"Glad you could come. I hope it's been an enjoyable afternoon," Robert said to me, reaching his hand out to shake mine again. "And don't try to tell me he's not your boyfriend Christina. He's way too hot for you to even think about letting him get away. Especially with that," he said, grinning and motioning with his head towards my still bulging pants as I shook his limp hand.
"Thank you Robert. I'll be in touch," she said, leaving the statement alone. She leaned over, kissed him on the cheek and then turned and walked towards the door, leaving me to follow behind again.
We walked down the now dark streets for several blocks, doing out best to ignore the cold wind and lightly blowing snow, before Christina led me into a dimly lit Italian restaurant. The hostess seemed to know her on sight and quickly showed us to a quiet table in a back corner. Once seated, and with menus in hand, Christina finally spoke to me again. "Well, other than being turned on by it, what did you think of the show?"
"I was actually pretty surprised. I mean I just assumed that you looked through catalogs and such to pick what you're going to sell."
"Some do. Your big box stores and such. I work for a more personal touch in my boutiques. I want the customer to feel that the dress was chosen specifically for them, by hand. And that it's a special dress. Not one of a kind, but certainly one of a very few."
"I guess that extends to bedroom wear too?"
"Oh of course. I'm often selling to wives of powerful men. They want to make sure that their man has every reason to stay in her bed, rather than migrating to some other. To that end, many women look for just the right outfit, something special that they can wear for one special occasion and then more again later to keep him interested."
"Well, some of those were....spectacular. The array of ways they fasten and opened. Man, a guy would have a fantastic time undoing some of those to get to his wife."
"That's the idea. Surprisingly, you seemed most taken with one that was relatively easy to get off, or for that matter, exposed a lot even before it was off."
"Yeah, that particular one...well, it just was... perfect for you," I said quietly.
"Maybe someday you'll see me in one," she said, picking up the glass of water and taking a drink, a little smile on her lips.
The waitress came and our conversation changed from the more personal one to a businesslike tone to order, which unfortunately persisted through the rest of dinner. She was completely quiet on the ride from the restaurant to the hotel she had reservations at. "Come on. I have a suite. You can stay with me," she said as she slipped out of the car.
"Oh?"
"I don't want you to get the idea that I'm inviting you into my bed," she said over her shoulder as she led the way into the hotel. She walked to the counter, checked in and took her small suitcase from the driver, along with the bag from the store that held my other clothes and purchases. She led the way to the elevator and stepped in, waiting for me.
"So?"
"So. Like I said. This isn't an invitation to sleep with me. Simply to share my room. It has two beds."
"Alright," I answered, still not sure what to make of her. Part of me liked her and another part was constantly frustrated by her seemingly random swings in mood.
We exited the elevator and walked down the hall to her room. She slid the card into the lock and pushed the door open, walking in and leaving me to close the door behind me.
"I'm ready for a shower," she said, tossing her bag on one bed and then pulling her coat off. She tossed the coat on the bed, reached down to take her shoes off and then started walking to the bathroom, unzipping her dress on the way. She let the dress slide down and stepped out of it, leaving me looking at her nearly bare ass, covered only in a very tiny pair of bikini panties, panty hose and a small bra strap. She stepped around the corner into the bathroom, no longer in sight, but didn't close the door. In a few moments the bra, pantyhose and then panties flew out before the door closed.
"Hell, I don't know if that was an invitation or what?" I asked myself as I started peeling the new suit off. I hung the pants, shirt and coat on hangers in the closet and then walked back to the bed to take off my socks and underwear. I had just decided to join her in the shower and was headed to the bathroom when there was a knock on the door.
I shifted my path and ended up looking out the little peephole in the door when there was a second knock on the door. To my utter surprise, it was the blonde model that had been wearing the outfit I was taken with at the show.
I opened the door, standing behind it so she couldn't see I was naked, asked what she wanted.
"Robert said he wanted me to deliver something to you," she said sweetly, dressed in a long heavy coat buttoned almost to her neck, a pair of white heels on her slender legs and a bag in her hand.
"Um. Sure," I said holding out my hand.
Instead of giving me the bag like I expected, she smiled at me and walked into the room past me. She walked to the bed, set the bag down and still, facing me, unbuttoned her coat. I stood there, the door still open as she dropped the coat, leaving her standing in the tiny pale blue silk outfit she had on at the show. "So, are you going to close the door?" she said as she turned to face me, her full round tits cupped by the silk material, her pink areola and engorged nipples poking over the top.
"Ummmm," I said as she walked towards me, putting a hand on the door and pushing it closed.
"You seemed very taken with so many of our outfits, I thought that maybe I'd just give you a private showing of this one," she whispered, wrinkling her nose slightly as she grinned at me. "Robert said you weren't...in a relationship with the woman you were there with....sooooo," she said as she lifted herself on her toes to lift her face towards mine, her arms reaching up to circle my neck, her hard nipples poking into my chest. She pressed her lips to mine, her tongue teasing my lips, coaxing me to open my mouth. "Mmmmmmm yessssss," she said, grinding her pelvis against my hardening cock, her lips sucking and playing with mine.
"Um. I really don't think...." I said between kisses, my hands on her hips trying to gently push her back from me.
"Oh but I do. I watched how big and hard you got. I wanted to climb right on your lap and pull it out and ride it right there."
"Ohhhhhhhh damn," I groaned as one of her hands slipped down between us and grasped my cock, squeezing it gently and then slowly stroking up and down my shaft an inch or so.
"I agree. If you want you can undress me. Even better, just leave it on and fuck me. Just take the panties off and stick this big fat cock into me," she moaned softly.
"Oh so tempting," I groaned as her hand slid up over my engorged and excited head.
"Then do it. Just take me. Pull my panties off and push this into me. I've been wet all afternoon looking at your cock, strutting out there half naked just wishing you'd take me right there. Ohhhhh damn yessssss!" she moaned as my hand slipped from her hip down between her legs, my fingers pressing against her full round lips through the sheer wet silk.
"Why don't you Michael?" I heard from behind me.
"Huh!?" I said in surprise, twisting us enough to see Christina standing behind me, wrapped in a towel.
"I asked why you don't take her. I mean she clearly wants it. You clearly want her. So why don't you take her?"
"Uh, well for one thing..."
"For one thing this is my room and not yours? Or you were hoping to see me in something like that? Or you were just plain hoping to fuck my brains out?"
"Uh...Well..." I stumbled.
"UH huh. I thought as much. Any and all of the above. But it would seem that if that's your idea, your hand is on the wrong pussy!" she said with a smirk, turning and walking down the tiny hallway between the room door, bathroom door and main room of the suite.
"Um..." I said pulling my hand from between the young woman's legs. "Hell I don't even know your name."
"Maria," she whispered. "And I'm still game," she said, wrapping a second hand around my cock as if it was going to be taken away.
"I don't know that this is a good idea," I told her quietly.
"So you wanna have her? What about me? It was my body you were lusting for this afternoon, not hers. Admit it. You want me. You wanna take this off of me and lay me on the bed and drive this huge fat cock into me. You wanna plunge into me until I come around you and you come in me!"
"Maria," I started to say.
"Shhhhhhh," she whispered, lifting a finger to my lips and pressing it across them. "Don't say anything else," she whispered, leaning her face to mine and pressing her lips to mine again in place of her finger. She sucked my lower lip with hers, slowly pulling it, while pushing my cock down toward her pussy. "Fuck me," she moaned as she pushed my cock down between her legs, closing her thighs around my hardness.
"Yes Michael! Fuck her," Christina said, stepping back into the short hallway again. She stepped to the two of us, took each of us by an arm, and gently tugged us apart, drawing us both with her as she stepped slowly backwards. "You want to, don't you? Don't you wanna fuck her? Sweet young woman? Maybe, what, twenty-five?" she asked, looking at Maria.
"Twenty-seven," she answered a bit defiantly.
"Ohhh a feisty one!" Christina said with a laugh. "Just chill honey. I don't plan on stealing your hot cock. In fact, I'm gonna help you get it!"
"Christina?" I asked in confusion as she pulled us to the bed, letting go of our arms and moving her hands to the towel around her body. With a small tug she pulled the towel loose, the fluffy white material pooling around her feet, leaving her completely naked. She crawled up-on the bed, moving until she was almost to the headboard and rolled herself over onto her back. Propped up on the pillows, she spread her legs wide, planting her feet on the bedspread and pushing her knees wide apart. I stared at her spread pussy, her fingers now teasing between the flowery inner lips, slowly stroking up and down.
"Come on Maria. Come up here and lick my pussy while Michael fucks your hot little cunt. That is what you want, isn't it? His cock buried deep in your hot little pussy, pounding in and out of you?"
Maria looked at Christina and then back at me. "Fuck yeah. Come on lover boy! You heard your girlfriend. Fuck me!" she said, pushing the panties down over her hips and then climbing on the bed. She crawled up the bed and lowered her face between Christina's legs, holding herself up on her elbows and knees. She pushed her ass in the air in obvious invitation.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck yeah!" Christina moaned as Maria licked up her pussy and across her clit. "Ohhhhhhh my God yes. Time for you to keep up your end Michael. Fuck this little bitch's cunt!"
"Shit, I'm confused," I said, looking down at the sexy young woman on the bed with her head between Christina's legs.
"What's to be confused about lover? I like the feel of a woman's tongue on my pussy before I put a cock in it," she moaned. "Now fuck her so you can fuck me too!"
I looked down again and crawled on my knees onto the bed and to Maria's ass. It only took me a moment to get my cock lined up at her definitely wet pussy, rubbing my head up and down between her lips before settling my head into the entrance to her tunnel. I pushed, feeling the pressure build on my head until my mushroom pushed her far enough open to allow my fat shaft inside. "Ohhhh," I groaned involuntarily as her tight pussy enveloped the first few inches of my cock. I started pushing my cock in and out of Maria, working myself deeper and deeper into her. She arched her back, pushing her ass at me even more as I went deeper and deeper into her, finally banging my engorged head against the end of her tight tunnel.
I held her hips like a handle, driving in and out of Maria while Christina grabbed her own tits and started squeezing them and pulling and pinching her nipples. "That's it you little cunt! Suck my pussy! Stick that little tongue deep into my pussy! Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. There. That's it. Right there!" Christina moaned as her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhh fuck yes!"
I continued to pound into Maria, her body starting to twitch and shudder. I couldn't hear Maria clearly, but there was no doubt in my mind that she was coming equally hard. Her pussy was clenching and spasming around my shaft as I pumped in and out of her, moments from my own release.
In and out I stroked, the familiar tingle growing by the second as it radiated through my body. "Ohhh fuck," I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming my cock into her and sending the first huge gush of cum into her pussy. Over and over my body jerked, pumping shot after shot of cum that had pent up all afternoon into her.
"Ohhhh fuck yes!" Maria cried loudly as she pulled her face out of Christina's crotch, Maria's whole body shuddering on the bed, her hand clenching two wads of the bedspread.
I stayed on my knees behind her, my cock twitching irregularly inside Maria as she lay below me, gasping for air. "Oh God damn. Ohhhhhh fucking God damn," she moaned quietly between breaths.
"Sounds like you enjoyed it," Christina said to Maria as she lay on the bed, her legs still spread around Maria's head.
"Oh shit," Maria panted. "Understatement."
"Michael? Was she worth it?" Christina asked, looking at me from where she was reclined against the headboard, her hands gently massaging her own breasts.
"Worth it? How so?"



"She cost you a hundred eighty-five dollars."
"Huh?"
"The negligee. You don't think I'd wear it now, do you? This one's on you sweetie," she said with a laugh.
"Well, guess you just got a very expensive nightgown," I said to Maria, not at all sure what I'd do with a slightly used negligée. I sure as hell couldn't give it to Crystal or Donna.
"Oooooo sweet!" she said with a giggle. "That entitles you to all you want tonight."
"Next one's mine honey!" Christina said curtly. "You get to get him all nice and hard again. But then he's gonna fuck my pussy until I cream all over him."
"Suck him till he's hard? My pleasure!" she said pushing back against me with her ass until I moved back. She rolled over on the bed, laying down across it, her head under my crotch. She reached for my cock and pulled me down towards her. I leaned over, more in my hands and knees than anything else, my face now between Christina's legs, the scent of her recent climax still strong as Maria closed her lips around my shrinking cock.
She enveloped my cock with her hot mouth, sucking and licking our combined juices from me as if it were a tasty treat. She moaned softly as she licked and sucked, the vibration teasing my cock. Christina sat near my head, her legs spread, a finger teasing into and around her pussy, collecting her juices and playfully wiping her wet finger over my lips, teasing me to suck it.
"How about it lover boy? You wanna fuck me?" You wanna push your fat cock into my hot wet pussy? Mmmmmm I know you do. I know you wanna fuck me again. You wanted to fuck me earlier today too, didn't you? I bet if I'd have let you, you'd have fucked me on the airplane, wouldn't you? Just undressed me and fucked me right there on the plane, wouldn't you? Well, you're gonna get your wish."
"I think he's ready," Maria cooed. "He's so nice and hard and big. God I wouldn't mind having this one in me again."
"Mmmmmm. Maybe later!" Christina said reaching for me. She pulled me up towards her as she pushed her feet out, spreading her legs wider. "Okay stud. You wanna fuck, now's your turn. Fuck my hot little cunt. It's all warmed up, just the way you like it. So fuck me until I come all over you." I wasn't sure I'd ever been with anyone that demanded me to fuck her, but that was essentially what she was doing. I looked at her a little curiously, not moving up her body any further. "That is what you want isn't it? To fuck me like a little slut?"
"What the hell?"
"What's wrong? Isn't this what you expected? A little lesbian action and then a hot fuck? Come on. Someone that's comfortable stripping and fucking in front of dozens of women isn't a little bashful about fucking me here, is he? Or can't you fuck without an audience?" she said snarkily.
"What? Audience?"
"With the curtains open, I'm sure someone out there is watching. Come on. Fuck me. You know you want to! You know, the curtains are open. Anyone could be watching in."
"God, take your clothes off in front of a bunch of women one time and you're marked for life," I said.
"That isn't exactly how I heard it. I heard you undressed and fucked a woman on stage, and then danced around the room, letting anyone who wanted to, to play with your cock, even fucking a couple of them. That is what happened, isn't it? Didn't you fuck my mother there too? Or was that just a dozen or so different times? And now you're bashful about preforming in front of an open window? Really?"
"What the hell?" I asked again, pushing myself back, out of reach of both women.
Christina rolled off the bed and walked over to the window. She stood in front of it, letting whoever might have been watching, have a good long look at her nude form before closing the curtains and coming back to the bed.
"So, now you know why my father wanted you to come. He's hoping that you'll make an honest woman out of me."
"What? Make you stop having sex in front of open windows?" I asked a bit confused.
"Oh sweetie. That isn't it at all. He could care less who I fucked in front of. It's who I fuck that he wants to change. I love being a third in a couple. Two women having fun with one guy. I love being fucked while I'm tasting another woman's pussy and I love having another woman fuck me with her tongue. I'm sure he's hoping that your cock will entice me away from, what he considered, playthings, and into a relationship that will give them grandchildren."
"So he thinks you're a lesbian and that somehow I'll change that?"
"In part. But I'm not that. I love a good cock. I just like a woman's touch too. I like licking a pussy and tasting the cum leaking from her while his cock pounds my pussy. Usually it's a married couple. Less drama that way. I can let the husband fuck me to his heart's content, while I play with his wife's pussy, without having to worry about complications."
"Complications. Like romantic inclinations?"
"Like romantic inclinations," she agreed with a nod.
"Ohhhh I get it," I nodded gently. "But today wasn't a married couple, was it? When you told Robert to send it over, you weren't talking about the lingerie, you were talking about the model, weren't you?"
"A little slow on the uptake, but yeah you got the idea," she nodded. "You didn't mind too much, did you Maria?"
"Uh uh. He has a nice cock. A lot bigger than the last guy we shared."
"So you two have done this before?"
"Uh huh. If a married couple isn't available I'm not against finding a couple. One time I even got Paul in my bed, not that his wife cared too much for it."
"Good Lord," I groaned. "Yeah now I understand a lot more."
"Good. Now, the three of us are sharing the bed, so honey, you get to be a man sandwich for the night. Feel free to touch, lick, suck, fuck or anything else you want until tomorrow morning," she said as Maria climbed off the bed, stripped the silk nightie off and walked to the light switch, flicking it off and plunging us into darkness.
Sleeping was anything but sound. The noise of the city being only part of the problem, Christina being the other. As tired as I was, I wondered where she got the energy to continue with sex for several hours. She'd rest a little while and then be up again, sucking on me to get me hard so she could straddle me, riding my cock until she came, one, two or even three times, typically followed by Maria riding me until I came, and Christina was able to lick my load from Maria. When she finally decided to call it enough it was at least three in the morning and I was exhausted. I finally fell asleep spooned up to Christina with Maria spooned against me.
It was past nine when I woke up alone in the room. I could hear the shower running, but just didn't have the energy to get up and join the ladies in the shower. I decided to just let them play and lay in bed a little longer. To my surprise Maria came out of the bathroom alone, turning the light off behind her.
"Well, finally woke up, huh?" she asked, tossing the towel aside and climbing onto the bed naked, crawling across the bed until she was straddling me on all fours. She lowered her face to mine and gently kissed my lips. "Guess she kinda wore you out last night."
"Yeah," I agreed, reaching up to gently stroke her sides from the curve of her hips to the sides of her sexy breasts.
"You're interested in more sex right now, are you?"
"I doubt I could get it up if I had to."
"Oh, I'd bet I could get you up, if you think that's the problem. No, she seems to have a rather insatiable appetite. She pretty much goes until she has either you or her rubbed raw."
"Well, I do feel a bit tender," I admitted with a chuckle.
"Just a bit? I'd think a lot more than a bit. Too bad too. I was kinda hoping we'd get another round yet."
"Wish we could."
"Maybe you'll make the trip again some time? I know I wouldn't mind."
"Hard to say, but it has been interesting."
"For me too," she said, leaning down for another soft kiss. Then she pushed herself up and climbed off the bed. She slipped on a spandex top, yoga pants that she pulled from her coat pocket, her high heels and then pulled on the coat she arrived in. The last thing she did was pick up the light blue nightie. "You're sure about this?" she asked, holding the negligee out.
"Yeah. Consider it a thank you for a most interesting night." I answered before she blew me one final kiss before heading out the door.
I flopped back down on the bed, wondering if I was going to have to find some other way home. With a sigh I climbed out of bed and headed to the bathroom. The hot spray of the shower felt good against my tired body, but after something more than ten minutes I decided it was time to climb out. I turned off the water, dried off, wrapped a towel around my waist and headed out to the main room.
Underwear wasn't a problem, but beyond that, I was at a loss as to what to wear. It seemed that my new suit, as well as the remainder of my clothes I wore the day before were gone. My keys, wallet and various odds and ends from my pockets were on the table by the TV, but unless I planned on heading home in my underwear, I had a problem.
I was still sitting on the end of the bed pondering my situation when the door opened and Christina walked in, several bags in her hands and a small suitcase.
"Well, awake now? Good," she said brightly as she let the door close behind her.
"Yeah, awake, showered...but not exactly dressed."
"Here," she said, tossing me the bags she was holding. "Since you didn't enjoy my suit choice, I decided to get you something more your style." I reached into one shopping bag and pulled out a pair of western jeans and a long sleeved western shirt. The second bag contained what's commonly called a "duster" or "Saddle coat". A knee length button down coat with a long split up the back that goes almost up to the wearers rear end, intended to let the coat spread down both sides of the horse and protect the wearer from rain and snow down to his or her knees. The final bag contained a pair of high-end western boots, complete with the famous pointed toes. "That should suit you more," she said, standing and waiting for my reaction.
"I don't know what to say. Thank you!" I answered her, bringing a smile to her face.
"You like?"
"Yeah. I do," I said as I stood up and pulled the pants on, waiting to strip the tags off until after I made sure they fit, which they did perfectly. The shirt as well, fit as if it had been tailored, but I knew it couldn't have been. Either way, I looked pretty darn good in the mirror once I had the new clothes on.
"Okay, come on then. Grab your coat. We'll get breakfast on the way to the airport."
"Um, yeah sure. By the way. Maria said goodbye."
"I know. I talked to her on the phone," she said dismissively.
I shrugged, picked up the coat and followed her out of the room. We rode down the elevator in silence and then exited out the front to the waiting car, the driver opening the door so we could slide into the back. "Here. You need this too," she said, handing over a brand new Stetson that was laying on the back seat. "Have to complete the wardrobe!"
"It's...Nice," I answered, pulling it onto my head. I wasn't exactly a cowboy hat person. In fact, the hat I most generally wore was a leather Aussie hat. Kind of a floppy leather cowboy hat, instead of the rigid pressed felt of a Stetson. I had no doubt that I looked the part with the Stetson on though, so I kept my mouth closed and accepted the gift.
We stopped at a small restaurant, had a quick brunch, given it was past ten already, and then headed to the airport where Paul had the jet waiting. We were onboard and in the air surprisingly quickly, winging our way back home.
"So," Christina said quietly. "Come back here and sit with me," she said, getting up and walking to the back of the plane where the two seats were set next to each other. She sat in one and waited for me to take the other before lifting the arm rests between the seats and curling her legs up under herself to snuggle against me. "So. Tell me Michael. How did you enjoy your trip?"
"I'd have to say, it was an experience."
"My father would prefer that I settle down with an eligible single man, or at least try it again. He's done his level best to encourage that. I'm quite sure that if you said this wasn't for you, he'd understand. I of course would as well. But truth be told. I'm not all that interested in setting down with one man right now. After dealing with my former husband, I don't want that kind of pressure in my life. If I did, you'd make a good candidate. Not too many men have been able to keep up with me even for one night."
"I have to say, you were a handful."
"And you were a pussy full! God it was good fucking you over and over. To be frank, my pussy still feels rubbed raw. I honestly don't know how you kept it up for so long."
"Good stimulation?" I said in a questioning tone.
"Flatterer. No seriously. I like my life this way. I like playing with couples. I like feeling the touch of a woman as well as a man. My husband seemed to be more interested in fucking the other woman than me, and that isn't what I wanted. I wanted to be his number one. Unfortunately, that isn't how it turned out. I'm not against being with a man on a regular basis, but I'm not all that sure I can or want to stop what I'm doing with others. I'm particular about who I fuck and suck. I don't just run out and let any woman between my legs, or guy for that matter. You play the field. I understand that. I can tell you're looking for something. I don't know what, but something. I'm not sure if you even know what it is. But if you were going to be with me, you'd have to stop fucking all the ladies you've been poking that into and limiting it to people that I want to have sex with too. No. don't say anything. I said if, but I really don't think that's what you're looking for. I think you're looking for one. Just one. But it has to be the right one and it has to come with the one thing I'm trying to avoid. In the mean time you're going to fuck anything you can, just to prove to yourself that you're NOT looking for that perfect one."
"I don't know about that."
"Oh I do. You had such a hard-on at Robert's that I thought it was going to bust out of your pants. If you could have, you'd have fucked all four of them, wouldn't you?"
"I suppose if the opportunity presented itself, I'd have tried," I agreed. "They all did look nice."
"Of course they did. They're paid to look nice. Angelina, the brunette with the big bust, she's married. I've hooked up with her and her husband a couple times. He seems to enjoy the change of pace, fucking two women at once."
"Not surprised. It's a guy thing."
"Well, he doesn't have the cock you have. Which brings me to the other hang up I have. I'm not sure I can deal with a long term relationship where my primary partner is fucking my mother."
"Oh."
"And don't get me wrong. She'd stop in a hot second if she knew it bothered me, but I don't plan on telling her. No point in depriving her of her greatest fun."
"What do you mean?"
"Oh sweetie. When daddy's not around, you should hear the things she says about you in bed. Between your tongue and your cock, you've given her a lifetime's worth of orgasms in just a few months. She can't wait to find an excuse to stop by your house for some sex."
"I thought she had a lot of sex going on."
"Not hardly. Daddy plays with his secretary and as much as mama talks the talk, she doesn't do the pole any longer. Oh daddy gave her permission to fuck anything she wants that walks in the door, his way of keeping her from hunting down hot men on the street. The reality is that she doesn't have near as much sex as you'd think. I think she got more at the last party than she'd gotten in months, besides you that is."
"I thought she played a pretty wide field."
"Not really. It's mostly talk. She misses her stripping. I think that's why she bought the club. I wouldn't be surprised to see her on the pole some night," she said with a soft laugh.
"I had no idea."
"She didn't want you to. It was more fun for her for you to think you were just one more dick to toy with instead of something much, much, much more important," Christina chuckled. "So, tell my father the truth. It was fun, but you aren't that into me and that isn't your lifestyle."
"So you determine that I'm not that into you? Or do I?"
She looked at me for several seconds. "Okay. Tell me that you'll quit your job and come with me to Paris next week!"
"Why would I have to quit?"
"I travel a lot. And I do mean a lot. The industry requires that I'm bouncing around the country, to my stores, to suppliers, to shows like the one yesterday. If you're going to be my man, I'd expect you to be with me. But that isn't you. You enjoy working, you enjoy the challenge, you wouldn't be happy sitting around alone, waiting for me to come back, knowing that while I was gone I could be fucking some other guy's balls off. Would you?"
"No, I wouldn't," I answered honestly.
"Like I said. Just not that into me," she said softly, lowering her head onto my shoulder. "Though I have to admit. You're one hell of a good lover and one comfortable man to be with," she whispered before reaching over and hitting a release on my seat to let the back lay down until the chair was flat. She did the same to hers, making the seats into a small bed. She curled up against me, resting her head on my shoulder and was soon fast asleep.
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Robert was of course disappointed to hear how things had gone with their daughter, though Marge wasn't surprised it ended as it did. I could tell that she still wasn't completely giving up on the possibility though. I, on the other hand, wasn't interested in pursuing a relationship that was as screwed up as what I had with Crystal. If I was going to allow myself into something like that, it would be with Crystal. At least I had strong feelings for her. With Christina it was only a mild attraction, and I wasn't even sure how much of that was just lustful attraction.
Days slipped by, and I stayed busy. Working in the evenings on the bathroom took most of my time, with Donna spending most evenings and quite a few nights with me. She seemed to enjoy watching me work and of course, cleaning me up after. I'd finally gotten her to agree to stop trying to have sex with me at work since she had pretty much free reign on it outside of work. I cared a lot for her, not nearly as much as I did Sylvia, but still, those emotional ties seemed to be growing stronger all the time. But then I think that was her plan. Be around me so much that I became comfortable with her.
Crystal had stopped by one evening before Thanksgiving. She'd just finished at work having done her show, and wanted to have sex. It was maybe the hardest thing I'd ever done, but I asked that she not do so anymore. It was just too difficult to have her come over for sex and then leave again, knowing that she'd been pawed by guys and would be again. She was crying when she left, but with the last kiss she gave me, maybe the last one she ever would, she whispered that she understood and didn't blame me. Somehow it didn't help all that much as I watched her drive away for the last time.
I was burying myself in my work as much as I could I'd even pushed Donna away to some extent, not that she didn't continue to come by very frequently, most times spending the night as well. She was actually there, sitting on a little stool, watching me working on the plumbing when Marge walked in. As usual, Marge let herself in and found us up in the bathroom. She didn't look at all like she normally did when she came by for fun, wearing a long coat that was buttoned nearly all the way up.
"Hey Marge! What's up?" I asked as I wiped my hands on a rag, having just finished the last of the plumbing inside the wall.
"I was wondering if you'd have time tonight to help me out with something."
"I suppose so. What is it?"
"Oh. Just something. Donna dear, can we have a word, outside?"
"Sure," Donna answered, shrugging at the unusual request. They walked into the bedroom as I stood and watched them, Marge telling her something and then some whispering going on between them. Donna smiled broadly and clearly liked whatever Marge was telling her. "Oh, you're gonna love this," Donna said as she came in and took my hand, pulling me out of the bathroom. I'd kind of expected to end up in the guest room, but instead Donna got us both coats and we followed Marge out to her car. Donna climbed into the back seat, giving me the front passenger seat.
"So. Where are we headed?" I asked Marge as we pulled out of my driveway.
"The lingerie shop," she answered, looking over at me with a grin. "You remember Gerry, don't you? Redhead?" she added when I looked questioningly at her.
"Oh yeah. Red hair, big tits. Yeah, I remember."
"Well, how do you feel about making a fantasy come true for her?"
"I'm fine with that, as long as it doesn't include me getting tied up someplace."
Marge laughed. "No. Not this trip at least. No, on this trip you're going to help make a couple women's fantasies come true, all at the same time."
"Oh? How am I going to do that?"
"You'll see," she answered with a grin. "By the way, you're welcome to unbutton my coat and see what I'm wearing under it."
"Can I guess?"
"You can, but I'd rather you find out in person," she said as we drove through the now dark evening.
I twisted in my seat and unbuttoned her coat, exposing her completely naked body. The only thing she had on besides the coat was her high heels. She reached into her coat pocket and pulled a little device that looked like a small garage door opener remote and handed it to me.
"What's this?"
"Oh. Just a new toy I bought. I thought you might like to play with it."
"Play with it?" I asked as I pushed one of the buttons.
"OOOOOOOOH!" Marge quickly cried. "Oh yeah. That's high!" I heard a faint humming sound and quickly realized that the remote was for a vibrator that was apparently inside her pussy. I pressed a different button and got a more relaxed sigh from her. "Much better."
"So? Want a little teasing?"
"I always love your teasing, but given tonight, I thought I might want a little extra warming up."
"Why would you need that? I always get you off well, right?"
"You do. But tonight I'm going to ask you to get three of us...oh sorry, four of us off before you unload. So I thought it might be nice to have a little head start, for your sake."
"Alright. If you say so. So just what am I going to be doing?" I asked as I reached over and began to tease one of her nipples while she drove.
"You'll see." Was all she would say. It was after eight when we pulled into the parking lot of the little lingerie shop we'd visited, what felt like a year ago. Marge got out, slipping her coat off and leaving it in the car. I climbed out and held the seat forward for Donna, who climbed out every bit as naked as Marge, apparently having taken her clothes off in the back when I wasn't paying attention. She looped her arm in mine and drew me along to the front door which Marge was holding open. "You go pick what you want to wear," Marge said to Donna as she closed and locked the door behind us. "And Michael, you come with me."
"Sure," I answered, still not sure what she had in mind. She walked me down the aisle next to the big glass window where I seemed to remember seeing a series of manikins all dressed up in various pieces of lingerie. Jennifer was standing half way down the aisle, grinning from ear to ear, Gerry, looking considerably more nervous, both of them already completely naked except for high heels.
"He said yes?" Jennifer asked quickly.
"Yes to making the fantasy happen, but I haven't told him exactly what we're expecting of him yet."
"Then let me tell it," Jennifer said, stepping towards me and wrapping her arms around me and pulling our bodies together. "So we had this wild idea. We've all tried stripping at the club now and thought, what if it weren't someplace where the guys were expecting naked women. But it had to be someplace we wouldn't get arrested of course. So we had this wild idea. What if we pretended to be manikins and you dressed us up, right there, in the window?"
"You want me to dress you in the window?"
"Not just dress us, but dress us in sexy lingerie. And the whole time, we'll all be standing there, perfectly still in whatever position you put us in. And whoever happens to come along will be able to see us."
"Well. That is an interesting idea."
"We thought so. We only want one extra special thing from you. We want you to make us climax before you're done. When you dress us, we want you to play with us until we come, preferably on your cock."
"Wow. That is some request," I answered. "Right there in the window?"
"So will you?" she asked eagerly.
I looked at the three of them and then Donna walking down the aisle with a hanger in her hand. "You good with this?" I asked Donna as she walked up to us.
"Me? Hell yeah." She grinned. "Always up for something new."
"Well. If that's what you want, why the hell not?" I answered. "Go ahead and get in the window. Who do you want me to start with?"
Gerry grinned at me. "We can't tell you. We're just manikins. You'll have to decide. Oh. We picked our outfits, there're here on the floor."
I nodded and saw that there was a pile of lingerie at each of their feet as they stood in the store window now, the light from the store and window spot lights illuminating their naked bodies for anyone to see. I stepped over to Gerry and turned her to face the street and then stepped in front of her, sliding my hands up her body to reach her tits. I cupped each big tit and rubbed my thumbs across her nipples, making her areola pucker around each pink protrusion. I slid one hand down her body and stroked my fingers between her legs. "Didn't you have hair down here?" I asked.
"Have you ever seen a manikin with pubic hair?" she asked quietly, taking in a little gasp as my finger pressed between her wet lips and slid across her clit. I looked around, and sure enough, except for Donna, all of them were shaved clean.
"This could be interesting," I answered her as I squeezed her breast. With a grin I turned her around, putting her back to the glass, and then bent her over so her ass and pussy were pressing against the glass, her tits hanging down below her chest. "Now. Let's see what we have to put on you?" I said as I bent over and pulled the lingerie apart. She had a very sheer bra and panty set with a split crotch panty. Definitely designed for fun. I slipped the bra on her arms, one at a time, and then pulled it up against her tits, leaving her still bent over with her ass against the glass. I reached under her chest and gently cupped both tits with the sheer fabric and then coaxed the strap up around her body. I paused for a minute, looking around to see who might be looking, and was almost disappointed to not see anyone. I quickly unzipped my pants and fished my hard dick out, intentionally stuffing it in her face. I hooked the little fasteners on the strap and reached under her to grab both tits again, squeezing them as I let my dick rub around her face. I straightened her up and turned her around, turning her head and leaning her chest against the glass, her tits pressing against the cold smooth surface. I moved her feet to slip the panty on, sliding it up her legs, but leaving it around her thighs. I stood her back up and pulled her gently back towards me, bending her over so her tits once again hung down, straining against the see-through material.
I stood behind her, rubbing my hand up and down her ass before sliding it between her legs. I stroked my fingers between her seriously wet lips finding her clit and gently stroking it with the tips of my fingers.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly, trying not to move as I worked my fingers along her slit several times, stroking her clit, before pushing them deep into her pussy. I stroked them in and out of her, hearing her wetness increase with each passing moment. After what had to be at least five minutes, I pulled my fingers from her and abruptly stuffed my cock into her, driving it deep into her pussy in one quick thrust. "OH FUCK!" she screamed in pleasure as her whole body suddenly shuttered and trembled. I stood behind her, thrusting into her over and over as her body climaxed, the sudden change in sensations and size sending her over the top.
I pulled from her when her pussy stopped spasming, my cock dripping with her cum. I pulled the panties up and then straightened her up, pushing her feet apart so that the panty was gaping slightly, showing off her sopping wet lips. I lifted her arms and placed them over her head, one arm holding the other, so they both rested on her head. I adjusted her tits in the bra, setting them so that her rock hard nipples jutted out over the top of the extremely low cut bra. I gently tweaked each nipple, drawing another gasp from her.
I looked at Jennifer, standing expectantly, her slim body still totally naked. I found what she had picked and smiled. It was little more than a bunch of leather straps that were designed to cover absolutely nothing, but frame EVERYTHING. I took my time putting it on, teasing my fingers along her soft skin as I traced each leather strap. I stroked my fingers over and around her nipples, bringing a soft shudder from her body as she stood staring out the window. I could see what had attracted her attention. There were two guys standing several feet back from the windows, watching what I was doing, or more correctly, staring at the four naked bodies I was playing with.
"So. We have an audience," I said quietly. "You still want me to fuck you? I might have a better idea."
"As long as you make me come," she whispered, trying not to move.
I stepped over to Marge and knelt down in front of her, blocking their view as I pulled the vibrator from her pussy. I stepped over to Jennifer, kneeling in front of her so they couldn't see what I was doing, and then pushed the egg shaped vibrator into her already wet pussy. I found the remote in my pocket and turned it on full, making her gasp and nearly jump in surprise. "Oh fuck!" she cried as I moved her hands to her hips and adjusted her body slightly so that the guys would have a perfect view of her pussy when she climaxed.
"Okay Marge. Let's see what you have for me to put on," I said as I picked up the items. "Someone has naughty thoughts," I said quietly as I separated the school girl costume into pieces. I started with her stockings, leaning her against the window while I bent over to work each white thigh high stocking on her legs. I stroked my hands up each leg, the guys moving closer to the window to watch, her pussy nearly at the same height as their faces. I smoothed the stockings down, letting my fingers slide up to her pussy and stroke between her lips, the two guys outside now taking pictures of her pussy as I pushed my fingers into her. I moved to the side of her and knocked on the glass, shaking my finger. "No pictures," I said. The both nodded and put their phones away.
I stood up and pulled the little shirt on. As I buttoned it down the front, I couldn't help but notice that the material was split up each side where the creases were, letting it gap apart to expose both her tits, even with the shirt buttoned. I turned her around to face the window, put both hands against the glass as I bent her over. I stepped behind her, hiking the short skirt up and pushed my dick slowly into her. The guys outside knew this was a game and they weren't really manikins, but that didn't seem to matter. In moments they were stroking their own cocks in time with my strokes into Marge. Each thrust made her tits swing, sliding momentarily out the slit up the front of her shirt.
"Oh fuck me," she moaned, trying not to move. "God Michael. I love feeling your cock in me."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I thrust into her, pumping my hips to slam into her with each stroke.
We'd fucked enough that I could tell she was close, the first little trembles always started in her pussy and grew from there. "Shit! I'm gonna come!" she squealed, unable to hold completely still, watching the two guys on the sidewalk jacking themselves to the sight of her mostly naked body climaxing.
"OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" Jennifer screamed as I was standing with my cock still in Marge, her body shuddering and her juices squirting out down between her legs. "OHHHHHH FUCK!"
I reached into my pocket and turned off the vibrator, leaving her standing there, shuddering and leaking in full view of the two guys on the sidewalk.
I stepped over to Donna, who was standing stock still, clearly blushing, but not moving. "You don't have to do this," I whispered.
"I sorta do and sorta don't."
"Well, they've been looking at you naked. I think that's probably enough," I said as I gently took her arms and turned her away from the window. I actually didn't want them to take too much interest in her. I pulled her from the store window and led her out of sight before going back and finding the curtains for the window. I closed the curtains to block things out, all three ladies relaxing their bodies. It started with Gerry, and spread, the three giggling wildly as they discussed how it felt to be put on display.
I left them alone to recount their experience and went to find Donna, who was sitting in a chair by the dressing rooms. "I thought I could do it. I thought that it wouldn't be that hard. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to disappoint you," she said quietly, tears in the corners of her eyes.
"Hey, you didn't disappoint me at all," I answered with a smile. "I never said I wanted my girlfriend either stripping or becoming a manikin on a store window."
"You're not mad?" she asked, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling us together.
"Not mad at all," I whispered.
She pulled her face back from mine, looking into my eyes for a few seconds before pressing her soft lips into a long hot wet kiss. As we embraced, she slowly pushed me backward, dragging herself off the chair until I was on my back with her laying on top of me. She lifted her hips and reached between us, finding my cock, still sticking out of my pants, and guiding it to her wet lips. "Ohhhhh yesssss!" she hissed quietly as she lowered herself down my slick cock. She worked her hips up and down, stroking her sweet soft pussy along my over excited shaft, her pussy stroking all the right spots.
"You're gonna make me come," I grunted, trying to hold back the urgent humping up towards her that my body was screaming for.
"Just let it. It's alright," she whispered. "I think you need this more than I do right now."
"Uhhhhhh damn," I groaned as my body bucked under her. She let all her weight on me, pressing her nude body against me, her lips moving to mine. She kissed me softly, letting my climax fill her pussy before kissing me more deeply.
"I love you," she whispered softly. "So much I love you." I opened my mouth to say something back, but she pressed her lips to mine to stop me. After kissing me for long seconds she broke the kiss. "Uh uh. Don't say anything. I didn't say it wanting to hear it back. I said it because I wanted you to know how I felt."
"Alright," I finally answered as she lay on me, my cock softening inside her.
"You know. I've never made love in a store, or surrounded by so many sexy things," she said quietly.
"Why don't you take the one you picked home with you. I'm sure Michael would appreciate seeing you wear it." I heard Marge say from behind us. "It's on me. Least I can do after what you just did with us."
"Thank you," she said, twisting to look up at her.
"I think we need to go. They want to close up, for real this time. Someone has a husband to go home to."
"Sure," Donna said getting up off of me. I got to my feet after she did, tucked my now shrunken cock back into my pants and we headed back to the car, the girls still naked in the cold night air. Donna dressed in the back seat on the way home and Marge drove in just her long coat.
"You know, Donna is going to visit family for the long weekend, and since I know you're not seeing Crystal any longer, why don't you come have Thanksgiving at our house. I'm sure Christina would love the company."
"I don't want to intrude. I'm sure you have lots of family time planned."
"Oh pish posh. You come. I promise not to mother you more than absolutely necessary."
"Well. I guess..." I started to reply.
"Good. That's settled. Christina will come pick you up Thursday morning. Let's say...nine?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Don't you start Ma'aming me again, or I'll stop this car and make you fuck me again until you call me Marge!" she said with a laugh.
"Alright Marge," I said, shaking my head.
Donna spent the night, and we did enjoy the new lingerie, a very sexy little teddy that hugged her sexy curves and made her look even better than she did naked. Thursday morning came and with it, Christina. She walked into my house without knocking, considerably earlier than nine o-clock. She found me in the basement, still showering, garden hose and all. To my surprise, she just sat and watched me, until I was done and dried off. She followed me wordlessly upstairs and watched me dress. "Nothing to say?"



"Well. I was just wondering what you look like every day. I mean I see you naked and fucking, but when you're not, when you're just being you, what do you look like?"
"This I guess," I answered.
"I guess," she said with a gentle shrug.
"Disappointed?"
"Not really. But it is different. I'm just not used to seeing you like this. I kinda like it actually."
"How so?" I asked as I stepped close to her, now that I was fully dressed.
She stood up, lifted her arms and put them around my neck. "You look perfectly...regular," she said softly before leaning her face to mine. She kissed me softly, our lips sucking each other's gently, almost lovingly. "You know, this is kind of comfortable. Not like last time we kissed. That time it was almost like we expected each other to up the ante until we were naked and fucking. This is...nice."
"Glad you think so," I said softly, my hands stroking up and down her back slowly, my finger tips teasing her skin through her shirt.
"Do you always do that?"
"Do what?"
"Touch like that?"
"I dunno. Yeah. I guess I do."
"Why?"
"You're full of questions today," I chuckled.
"Yeah. Sometimes," she said, letting her arms slide from my shoulders and her hands stroke down my arms. "We should go."
"If you say so."
"Uh huh," she said. "Mom likes to keep things on schedule. Only four hours until dinner."
"Only? Seems like a long time."
"Maybe," she said with a smile. She turned and did something I don't think she'd ever done before, she slipped inside my right arm, looping hers around me and pulling my hip towards hers. Not that we hadn't ever walked this way, but this was the first time SHE initiated it. It left me wondering what was going on in her pretty little mind. She led me to her car and in another complete surprise, tossed the keys to me. "You drive."
"I don't know the way."
"You haven't ever been to the house?"
"No," I said, shaking my head.
"No matter. I'll point."
"If you insist." I climbed in, adjusted the seat and started the car. A few snow flurries wisped by the windshield on the way to her house. I drove into the gravel drive and up over a hilltop, revealing a very large house with at least three garages. "Damn."
"Yeah. It's almost too big in my book, but mom and dad really like hosting parties."
"I didn't know they did."
"Yeah. One of these days I'm sure you'll get an invite, if you keep doing what you have been doing that is."
"What I have been doing?"
"Fucking mom," she said with a shrug.
"I thought you didn't like me doing that."
"I don't. But she does. And daddy's having a ball fucking his secretary's brains out. As long as you keep fucking mom, she's giving him the green light to bang her as much as he wants as long as it's not in her bed."
"Sounds like something changed in their relationship."
"Yeah. You and your cock," she said, looking over at me with a grin. "Not that I'm complaining. It is a nice cock."
"Uh huh. Now if it was only attached to a woman?" I said, jokingly.
She looked at me curiously. "Who knows," she finally said as I parked the car in front of the attached garage. "Come on," she said, getting out of the car and walking to an entrance door next to the overhead door. She waited, her hand out for mine expectantly. "Hope you don't mind going in the back way."
"Not at all," I answered, following her in through the garage and into a huge kitchen that was almost as big as half of my house.
"Michael!" Marge said with a wide smile, stepping over to me as she wiped her hands on a towel. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her chest to mine as she squeezed me. "I'm so happy you could come."
"Well. Thanks for inviting me."
"Well. If we're lucky, someday you won't need to be invited, you'll be family."
"Uhhhh."
"On don't worry. It's just me being wishful," she said as she released me. "I have a lot to do, so why don't you two go down stairs and play."
"Mother!" Christina said with a frown. "Really?"
"Well. I know how much both of you enjoy a good fuck. Why don't you show him the toy room? Maybe you can find something to entertain yourselves until dinner."
Christina shook her head and took my hand, pulling me along to a door off the living room. She opened it and pulled me down the stairs. We stepped into a huge finished walkout basement. There were glass doors all along one side of the room, overlooking a huge green back yard with a small lake in the distance. I could see a huge hot tub on the flagstone patio and an arrangement of chairs and oversized lounge chairs more than big enough for two, arrayed around a large stone fire pit.
Inside the room was an air hocky table, a pool table, and several small tables with different kinds of games on them plus sofas and various kinds of lounge chairs. "Nice," I said as I looked it over.
"This isn't the toy room," she said as she walked across the room to what looked like a wall. She pulled on a panel and soon had the room nearly doubled in size. Behind the partition was an entirely different kind of room. The far wall had all kinds of things hanging on it. As I walked towards it I could see a wide variety of sex toys, some things that looked like wrist straps on poles, other things that I had no idea what they were for. There were more regular things as well, fuzzy hand cuffs, feathers and even what looked like a soft leather whip.
"Don't worry. I'm not into the tying and such. Mom and dad aren't either, but some of their friends, well, they don't mind being tied up and treated like property."
"What's this?" I asked as I stepped to what looked like a bunch of straps hanging from the ceiling.
"Sex swing. Never seen one?"
"Uh uh," I answered, moving the straps to try and figure out how it works.
"Here," she said, stepping to me. "Unzip me," she said, turning her back to me. I unzipped the back of her dress and she shrugged it off. She skimmed off her panties and then undid her bra. Last thing to go were her shoes. She stepped to the straps, completely naked, and quickly spread them out. She lifted herself onto what looked like a padded web seat and then leaned back. Her feet found the loops on the ends of the other straps and slipped into them. "Like this," she said, leaning back and pushing her legs apart.
"Damn," I said quietly, staring at her sexy nude body, her legs spreading wide enough to even spread her pussy lips apart. I stepped towards her and knelt down, pulling her on the swing the few inches to my face. I gently kissed her thighs, teasing her sensitive skin as I worked towards her pussy, first on one leg and then the other. She moaned softly as I kissed her lips, tasting her pussy and smelling the faint scent of flowery perfume or soap from her morning shower. I pulled her towards me, my tongue teasing between her lips and stroking up to her hard little clit.
"Oh fuck," she grunted in surprise as I flicked my tongue across her hard nub, feeling her whole body spasm at my touch. I dipped my tongue down between her lips again, stroking up and across her clit slowly, teasingly, until I got yet another moan of pleasure. "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck yessss."
I knelt there, licking and teasing her pussy, her juices quickly growing sweet and flowing more easily as I pushed her slowly building orgasm closer to climax. Over and over I teased her, her legs occasionally clamping around my head when I spent too much time on her clit. I lost track of how long I'd been licking her, her legs trembling and shuddering before she pushed my face away. "Oh Fuck. Enough," she said, leaning forward and slipping off the swing. "God damn," she said, her legs trembling a little as she reached out for me. She wrapped her arms around my body and pulled us together, her lips urgently pressing against mine in a long wet kiss. "Fuck that was good. I can't remember the last time I came so long."
"Glad you approve."
"Approve doesn't even begin to cover it," she said, resting her head on my shoulder. "Can you build a fire?" she asked, before answering her own question. "Of course YOU can. What a stupid question. There doesn't seem to be much you can't do. Will you build a fire? Out there?"
"Yeah. Is there stuff?"
"Up by the house," she said as she walked towards one of the sliding glass doors. "Here. Wrap in this," she said, pulling a fuzzy blanket off a shelf by the door. I wrapped in it to keep the cold morning air at bay and then walked outside to start a fire in the pit. It didn't take long before I had a nice fire roaring away. I walked back into the house, finding her still naked, but wrapped in a fuzzy blanket similar to mine. "Okay sweetie. Take off your clothes," she said, dropping the blanket and reaching for my shirt.
I chuckled. "You want me naked?"
"Of course," she answered with a smile.
I shrugged and helped her take off my clothes until I was as naked as she was. She reached for a third, even larger furry blanket and stepped to the back door, sliding it open. "Well? Come on. It's only cold for a minute," she said before darting out into the cold. By the time I got to her, she had the blanket spread out across one of the oversized lounge chairs and was climbing onto it. She waited for me to get on the chair with her and then she pulled the blanket up until we were both wrapped in it like a furry burrito.
"Now it's my turn," she said, moving inside the blanket, pulling her head inside as she climbed on top of me. I felt her hand find my nearly flaccid cock and lay it so that she could press her wet pussy against it. I felt her grind herself slowly into it, her head moving down as she arched her back and her lips pressing to one of my nipples. She teased my nipple with her tongue, flicking across it and circling around it much like I've done to hers. Between the feeling of her pussy on my dick and her teasing my nipple I could feel my cock quickly growing between us. She lay down flat on me again, popping her head out of the blanket, this time right next to mine. I felt her feel between us, guiding my cock to her pussy, and then felt her slowly push herself back, her pussy lips gobbling up my cock and her other lips nibbling gently at my earlobe. I moved my hands to her hips and tried to push up towards her. "Uh uh. This time you get to just lay here and let me do all the work. Okay?"
"Okay," I answered quietly as she started to rock her hips. I felt her slowly stroke herself on me, working me deeper into her until I could feel her clit driving into the base of my shaft.
"Mmmmmmmmm. Such a nice cock," she moaned softly, her tits pressed to my chest, her hard nipples rubbing my chest with each tilt of her hips. In and out I slid, only a couple short inches, but always deep inside her. I could feel my head press against her cervix as she ground herself against me. I felt her shift slightly, pushing herself up my body until she could whisper in my ear. "Come for me sweetie. Come in my hot little pussy. You know you want to. You want to fill me with your hot cum, pumping it into me, so deep. So full. Come for me whenever you're ready."
"Soon," I whispered back, feeling the tingle and warmth spread through my body as she teased me closer to climax.
"That's it. Feel me stroking you. Your cock is sooooo deep inside me. I can feel it pushing almost all the way to my belly, pressing up inside me so big and fat. I can feel your cock getting fatter too, your cum getting ready to fill me up. Ohhhhhhhh there it is. That's it baby. Let me have it!" she said with a grunt as my body bucked under her, jamming me hard against her cervix, the first squirt of my cum lancing deep into her. "Oh fuck yes. That's it baby. That's what I wanted to feel," she moaned as her pussy clenched around me, my body jerking and twitching as I pumped her full of my cum. "Mmmmmmmmm. Perrrrrrrfect," she purred in my ear, laying her body fully on mine, her hard nipples pressing into my chest. "Tell me that isn't exactly what you wanted to do."
"It was," I agreed a little breathlessly as my cock started to soften, my body still occasionally twitching beneath her. We lay there for long minutes before my cock finally slipped from inside her. She rolled off of me and lay next to me pulling the blanket down enough to lay her head on my shoulder, her nose nuzzling my neck as we let the heat from the fire wash over us, helping to keep us warm.
"You know why my parents were hoping you'd make an honest woman out of me, don't you?"
"Actually, I don't."
"Two reasons. One is they want grandchildren, and they know damn well that isn't going to happen as long as I'm screwing married couples. The second is they want someone to pass the company down to."
"What about you?"
"Me?" she asked with a chuckle. "No. I don't think so. I built my own company and I love what I do. I fly around the world, buying and examining fashion. I'd never make it in a hard product industry. No. that'd be more down your alley."
"Yeah. Except there isn't much chance of us getting married," I chuckled. "Not that you're not sexy and sweet, but we both know that there are limits to how...um...non-traditional I can be."
"Non- traditional? Is that what you call it?"
"Only name I can think of."
"I guess it's as good a name as any."
"I suppose. So you think they'll get their grandchildren?"
"Actually, yes. I hope so anyway."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I've actually thought about it quite a bit in the last few months. I can't be tied down, but if I hired a nanny to travel with me with the children, they can be tutored and they'd get life experiences around the world. It could be great for them."
"It could also be horrible for them. Where do they get friends? No. Kids need constants in their life. A home every day, a school every day, friends that they can see. No, I don't think globe-trotting with them is the answer. Maybe if you had a nanny that stayed here and you limited your trips. You don't always have to be gone."
"See. That's what mom loves about you. You can cut through the bullshit and see problems right off the top," she said, patting my chest with her hand.
"It's not that hard."
"Do you suppose babies inherit that kind of thing? I mean look at you. You're sweet, you're caring, you're loving, and you're smart as hell. Do you think you inherited that or is it how you were brought up?"
"Some of both I guess," I said with a shrug. "Why?"
"What would you say if I asked you to make me pregnant?"
"Wait! What?"
"I think you heard every word I said, or you wouldn't be worried. Don't be. I haven't gone off birth control. At least not yet. But I might."
"You might."
"I might if you agreed."
"If I agreed to what?"
She shifted to lift herself up to look at my eyes. "If you agreed to make me pregnant. I might not be ready to get married, but I sure as hell know what kind of man I'd want my little boys to grow up like. I haven't run across too many of them."
"I'm flattered. But damn. I'd need to think about it."
"We'd write up a contract. I don't want you to feel like I'd be sticking you with anything. You could choose how much you wanted to be in their life, if at all. No child support, no promises of marriage, just your seed and my seed joining. You have to admit, this would be a hell of a lot more fun that buying your sperm from you and having someone inject it into me."
"Well. Hell yeah it would be. But should we be doing it?"
She looked at me seriously. "Michael. You and I both know that you care for Donna, but you don't love her. You DO love Crystal, even though you sent her away."
"How do you know that?"
"Because I've held her while she cried for more nights than I can remember."
"I didn't even know you were friends."
"We weren't, before you. Seems we have something in common. Or at least, we did."
"I just couldn't..." I started to say.
"Shhhhh. I know. She knows. No one is blaming you," she whispered, resting her fingers on my lips. "You've been hurt more than a person has a right to be. You have a big heart and unfortunately that heart attached to the two people that can't give you the kind of life you can be comfortable with. Maybe some day you will. Maybe some day that'd be me."
"You?"
She chuckled, "I can hope, right?"
"Christina, I like you. But love?"
"I know," she said with a sigh. "Like I said, I could hope. But I know it can't happen until someone else is out of your system, and she's not."
"I sent her away," I said, laying my head back and looking up at the tiny wispy snowflakes floating down around us.
"You sent her away, but you didn't stop loving her," she whispered. "How did you put it? An instant chemical reaction. Yes. I believe in love at first sight, even if that person doesn't love you back."
I looked down at her. "You? Hell you were mean and harsh to me."
"I was. Okay. It wasn't love at first sight exactly. You were my father's idea of a good man. I wanted you to go away. I wanted you to be some pain in the ass horrible dick head that I didn't have to deal with or think about. Then you had to come to New York with me. You had to be a damn gentleman. You had to treat me like a lady and make me actually look at you while I was fucking you. You had to make me feel special," she said, her voice falling almost to a whisper. "And now, here I am, trying to ask you to give me a baby, and hoping you'll say yes."
"Damn. That's a lot to drop on a guy."
"Yeah, well, it's a lot for a woman to say too," she said with a sigh, laying her head on my shoulder again. "You don't have to say yes, but for right now, please don't say no."
"How about I say I'll think about it," I whispered, pulling her closer to me, and squeezing her.
If anything, it felt a lot damn colder getting out of our little cocoon than it did getting into it. Marge couldn't help but smile a little to herself as we stood in the basement and dressed, finally heading up to the kitchen for dinner.
Dinner was good. Marge is a surprisingly good cook. By the time dinner was done, I felt like I could roll away from the table. I managed to make my way to the sofa and sit down to watch football with Robert while the girls took care of cleaning up. I could hear them talking, but couldn't make out what they were saying. I supposed that she was telling her mom that I hadn't said yes.
"So, you and my daughter seem to be getting along a lot better," Robert said between plays. "Is this a good thing?"
"Well. I don't know. At least she isn't berating me over something stupid."
"That's her defense mechanism. I look at it as a good thing that she took such a dislike to you. It means that she actually DID like you," he said with a chuckle. "But I know how crazy that sounds. Hell, she spent almost three grand on you in New York. I'd have bet that she wouldn't have spent twenty bucks on you. But no. She wanted to make a statement," he said, laughing softly. "Don't worry. The money is nothing. The fact that she felt the need to make a statement. THAT's what mattered."
"Well. We're getting along better. I guess if we weren't, she wouldn't have asked me to do that."
"Do what?"
I looked quickly at him, suddenly realizing that I'd just sunk my knees deep into the mud. "Oh. Um. Go to the Christmas party," I stammered out, hoping to cover my blunder.
"Oh. Yeah. The party," he said, not quite buying it but also not forcing the issue. "So you're going with her?"
"Probably not."
"No?"
"I'm thinking about not going at all."
"Really? How come?"
"Crystal. I know she'll be there and to be honest, I don't really want to see her right now. It just hurts too much."
"Yeah. I Know what you mean. It sucks to fall in love with someone that can't or won't reciprocate. Been there, got that t-shirt."
"You?"
"Oh yeah. Before Marge. I was madly in love with a little dancer that lived up the street. I kept telling her how I was going to marry her some day, and she kept telling me how I was crazy," he said shaking his head. "It seemed like an eternity when I didn't see her for a whole day. Then I saw her walking with another boy and it about broke my heart. I thought I'd never live to see eleven."



"Eleven!?"
"Yeah. I was only ten. She was my first crush. Oh I went on to know a lot of girls. Even got married once. Didn't work out too well and we broke up. I was in a diner one night when she walked in around midnight. She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. I couldn't believe it. She looked over at me, sitting there eating a cheeseburger, and then turned away, as if she didn't care if I existed or not. I was staring, I knew I was, but I couldn't help it. She got up and walked over to me, wearing a pair of micro shorts and a bare midriff top. The bottom of her tits showed under the bottom of the shirt, and they wiggled so enticingly when she walked. I was mesmerized."
"He didn't even hear me the first time I talked to him," Marge said with a smile from where she stood behind the sofa, a dish towel in her hand.
"I didn't. I was totally oblivious. I did hear the second time. She asked me if I wanted her to just strip down right there or if I wanted to lay her across a table first. I couldn't believe it. I had no idea what she meant. Her anger and distain for me was obvious."
"Huh? That's what he said. Huh?" Marge said with a laugh.
"Yeah. Huh? Then she asked again if I wanted to fuck her there or on the table. I responded the only way I knew how. I told her that a woman of her exquisite beauty deserved to have her body worshiped, from tip to toe, outside and in."
"That was one hell of a pickup line too," Marge said as Christina stepped over to listen in.
"Did it work?"
"Better than he could have imagined. I took him home and let him worship my body all night. In the morning he had to leave but promised to be back that night. I didn't actually expect him to show up, but he did."
"And you've been together since?" I asked.
"I wish," Marge said. "I didn't tell him at first what I did, but eventually I had to. Like you, he had a problem with it."
"Kind of like Crystal did, she took me to the club she worked on and I watched her strip for the first time. It wasn't my finest hour."
"It was less than his finest hour. He demanded that I stop stripping or he was gone. I wasn't surprised. I'd lost more than one potential boyfriend that way," Marge said quietly.
"So how did you work it out?" I asked, thinking about Crystal and myself.
"We made a deal. I wouldn't have sex with anyone but him, but I could dance and let the guys touch to their heart's content. I mean that's where the money is," Marge answered.
"And I could fuck any of the girls that wanted to as long as I was in the dressing room. Some of those girls get awfully turned on out there. Anyway, I could fuck them to my heart's content."
"As long as he didn't come, and he made sure they got satisfaction."
"At first I thought it was heaven. But after while I realized the trap she set for me. I could only come with her which made me frustrated with sex that wasn't with her. She was a hell of a lot smarter than me."
"Not that sometimes a particularly rambunctious girl didn't make him come while she was getting off on him, but for the most part, he stayed to the agreement. It kept him from thinking about or watching what I did on stage. Eventually he got used to both, and here we are."
"So we are," he said, reaching up to grab her breasts and kissing her back as she leaned over the back of the sofa to kiss him. "Though it seems the last few months she's been particularly more playful than in recent years. Hell, the Halloween party was just plain wild. I can't remember a party like that in the last twenty years."
"Well. It was a little too wild," Marge said. "I think we'll have to tamp the Christmas party down a little or we may not be allowed to use the hotel any more."
"True," Robert agreed. "You have ideas?"
"Our new communications and social media specialist made several interesting ideas. Yes. I think we have a plan."
"Good! I'll leave it in your hands then," he answered.
"And I'll leave these in your hands," she giggled, pressing one of his hands against one of her breasts. "We're about done with dishes, if you wanna come help."
"Does that help include you losing your clothing?"
"After a sort," she said with a grin, straightening up and turning away. "You can sit down with Michael if you want," she said to Christina. "Robert will finish drying."
Christina dropped the towel in her dad's lap and walked over to one of the large chaise lounge sections of the sofa and dropped onto it. She rolled onto her side, pulled a pillow over to prop herself up and then another, patting it into place as a backrest. She patted the spot next to her. "Well? Need an engraved invitation?" she asked me as her dad got up and headed towards the kitchen.
I got up and walked the few steps to her and lay on my back, using the pillow as a prop for my back, my head resting on the sofa back so I was comfortably reclined and could still see the TV. She quickly scooted up enough to be able to rest her head on my chest and see the TV as well, one leg cocked and laying over mine, her right hand resting on my crotch. "You know. It won't be long and those two will be naked."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. They do this all the time. She'll spill water on herself so she has to take clothes off, and he'll tease her body until they go downstairs to the playroom. I hope when I'm married that I can still be that playful after so many years."
"I'm sure you will be, if you want to be," I answered. We watched the game in silence for some time, listening to her parents' playful banter. I didn't have to see to know that Marge was now naked and getting her tits sucked on and pussy stroked. I also couldn't help my dick growing under Christina's hand.
"Someone's getting excited," she whispered, letting her hand stroke me through my slacks.
"Kinda hard not to, isn't it?" I asked, sliding my left hand across my body to let one finger stroke across her hard nipple where it poked her dress top out.
"Kinda," she answered in a whisper. "You know. I kinda liked what we did outside."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. It was...I don't know. Comfortable. Kinda sweet. Is that what it feels like to have sex when you're in love with someone?"
"It can," I said with a shrug, thinking back to how Sylvia and I had made love. "Sometimes it's like that. Sometimes it's kind of wild. Just depends on what mood the two of you are in."
"Like how wild?"
"Oh. Not as wild as Crystal and I have been, or Debbie and I have been. Maybe intense is a better description."
"What's the craziest sex you ever had with your wife?"
"We had sex in a dressing room one time," I said with a chuckle.
"Oh yeah? Tell me about it."
"Not much to tell. It was late. The store was going to close pretty soon. She was buying some underwear and asked me to get a different size. When I came back, she opened the door of the changing room to get them and pulled me in with her. It only took her a few moments to get my pants open and get me into her. I don't know what she was thinking about before that, but she was damn ready. I don't think I took two minutes before she was coming around my cock."
"Did you? Come too I mean?"
"Oh yeah!" I answered with another chuckle. "I came like a freight train."
"It sounds like you two were really good for each other. Why didn't it work out?"
"We were too different. Opposites may attract, but they can't live together."
"Explain."
"Easy. The biggest issue was that I was a slob, and she couldn't stand that. She was damn near OCD, and if I left my socks on the floor next to the hamper it'd cause a fight. If I forgot to put my plate in the sink or dropped a piece of trash on the floor, well, it led to way too many fights. We always thought that it would get better, but it never did."
"Do you still love her?"
I was silent a long time before I quietly answered yes.
"Do you love Crystal?"
I sighed softly. "Unfortunately yes."
"Then why did you send her away?"
"Because it hurt too much to keep seeing her, knowing that her stripping was more important to her than any future with me."
"I think I know how you feel," she whispered.
I looked down at her. "This coming from the woman that did her best to embarrass me the first time we met."
"Yeah. Well. My dad says that's my defense mechanism. I can't get too close to anyone if I push them away fast enough. It didn't seem to work with you though."
"No?"
"Uh uh. I mean... don't get me wrong. I'm not at all interested in getting married to you. But I have to admit, you make me feel awfully damn good when you're with me."
"Good as in sexually satisfied?"
"Uh uh. I can get that anywhere. I mean good as in, complete. Like I don't have to look for anything more than what's in my arms right now."
"Christina. I don't think..."
"Shhhhh," she said, moving her hand from my crotch to my lips. She pressed a finger against my lips and looked up at me. "Don't. Just let it be the way it is... Please."
"Okay," I answered her.
"Will you make love to me, the way we did outside?"
"Here?"
"Now. Here," she whispered, pushing herself up. She moved to straddle me and pulled her dress up and off, exposing her entire body to me, including her sexy tits and rock hard nipples. She looked down at me with a smile and slid back down my legs, moving far enough to get to the front of my pants. In moments she had my belt undone and the front of my pants open, trying to work them down, giggling like a little girl as she tried to force them down my legs. She finally climbed off the end of the chaise and pulled and tugged my pants until she could pull them all the way off me. She crawled up my body again, sitting her wet pussy on my shaft, my head sticking out from between our bodies as she unbuttoned the front of my shirt. "What would you do if I just ripped your shirt open?" she asked with a grin as she worked on the dress shirt buttons.
"Probably make you sew them back on."
She stopped working on my buttons, and then with a devilish little grin, jerked the front open, popping half the buttons off the shirt. She pushed it open and looked down at me, stopping what she was doing to just look. Her hands rested on my chest as her face slowly changed from the devilish grin to one of longing. She slowly lowered herself down, aiming her lips for mine. I felt her gently suck my lower lip and then softly kiss me. We lay there, her tits pressed to my bare chest for long minutes, slowly kissing and sucking each other's lips, our tongues occasionally teasing each other.
I felt her lift her hips and move one hand between us, finding my rock hard cock. Without breaking the kiss, she lifted herself enough to work my head between her lips and nestle me into the entrance to her depths. She moaned softly into my mouth as she lowered herself down, letting my cock slowly sink deep into her. She broke the kiss but rested her forehead on mine, her nose brushing mine, as she started to lift and lower her hips, slowly working me in and out of her sweet pussy. Up and down she slid, slowly teasing us both. I moved my hands from her hips to her tits, gently squeezing and kneading them, her hard nipples sticking between my fingers. I squeezed her nipples in time with her stokes, bringing little gasps of pleasure from her. "Oh God I love this," she whispered breathlessly, working her hips up and down.
I could feel her vaginal walls start to contract, to squeeze me as she stroked herself up and down, the tighter confines stroking all the right spots in all the right ways. I could feel her legs start to tremble slightly as she continued to pump up and down, the urgency to feel her strokes on my cock growing by the second. I shifted my legs and started to push back up into her, our bodies now slapping together lightly with each stroke. "Do it. Come for me," she moaned softly feeling my own impending climax building.
"Uhhhhh. Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked hard, trying to jam my cock into her. She forced herself down on me, driving my cock deep into her as the first gush of cum flowed into her.
"Ahhhhh. Yes!" she squeaked about three octaves higher than her usual voice. She held herself over me, feeling my body spasm and jam into her pulsating pussy, both of us riding our mutual orgasm's peak together.
Slowly, our bodies relaxed. I moved my hands from her tits to her bare ass, caressing her ass cheeks as she lay herself flat on me again, her body bent somewhat awkwardly since I wasn't laying flat. She lay there, silently, her eyes looking at mine, until she felt my softening cock slip from her. She slid off me, back to where she had been, between me and the sofa back, her leg once again crooked and laying over mine, her leg gently nudging my balls. She lay her head on my chest and then whispered, "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I answered her softly, my arm around her gently stroking her right butt cheek and hip.
"You know. If you were to say yes, you could do this as much as you wanted."
"Yes to making you pregnant?" I asked.
"Uh huh. That wouldn't be a bad thing, would it?"
"What about Donna? She might not think it's a great thing."
She lifted her head off my chest and looked at me. "We both know Donna isn't your soulmate. She's a wonderful woman, and I think she does truly love you, but you're looking for something a lot deeper than what you feel for her."
"I don't want to hurt her."
"So don't. But don't think that staying with her when you don't find the kind of love you're looking for, is not going to hurt her."
"How do you know what kind of love I'm looking for?"
"I've seen it. I've seen how you look when you think of Crystal. I've heard it in your voice when you remember the good times with Sylvia. You're kind of lucky. You've felt a kind of love I've never felt. I know I'm not your forever girl either. But I know that, and I accept that. Until you find that kind of love, that love that makes you not want to do it with anyone but her, I'll be here."
"If I didn't know better, I'd think you were falling in love with me."
"Yeah. I'd think that too," she said as she lay her head on my chest again.
We didn't talk about it again. Dinner was leftovers followed by a couple typical Thanksgiving movies. It didn't seem at all odd that the four of us were laying naked watching the movies. I shared her bed and we made gentle love twice more before she took me home the next morning. In some ways I was sorry that I had to go home. I had work to do, but I know that we were "friendly". I had to admit that it felt nice. I was going to have to give some serious thought to her proposal.
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The bathroom was coming close to being done, thank God. I was getting tired of showering from a garden hose in the basement. All that was left were some final touches. "I think it needs to be christened," Donna said as I screwed the last faucet handle in place.
"Christened?"
"Yeah. I think we need to have sex in it."
"So, you wanna be the first one?" I asked as she stepped towards me and slipped her arms around my waist.
"Yeah. I wanna be the first. Maybe the only?" she asked, tilting her head up towards me, waiting for a kiss.
"What if I don't want you to be the first?" I joked with a chuckle. "What if I wanna just keep using the hose in the basement?"
"Honey, I'll fuck you in the basement shower any time you want. I just thought..."
"I know. I'm teasing," I said as I let my hands slide up from her round butt to the bottom of her shirt. She released my body and let me pull the shirt up and off, leaving her bare above her waist. I pushed the sweatpants she had on down to her thighs, along with the tiny bikini panty she wore, grabbing hold of and squeezing her sexy butt cheeks.
"Not so fast hot shot!" she said, pushing me back into the new huge glassed in shower stall. She pushed until I was against the back wall and reached for the water control, turning it on and dousing us with ice cold water before enough hot water made its way through the piping for the electronic controls to actually adjust the temperature. She pressed herself against me, pushing me against the back wall as the water rained down on us, her lips pressed to mine. She licked and sucked my lips, while she gently stroked my cock through my pants, encouraging it to quickly grow. Only when I could feel a significant bulge did she shift her grip to work my pants open. "Mmmmmmmm much better," she cooed as she worked my hard-on out of my pants and started to stroke it. "I've been thinking about this cock all day. I almost came to your office at lunch time, just to see if I could get a quickie from you."
"But you didn't," I answered, letting my right hand move down and around her body until I could slip my hand under her round butt and between her legs, my fingers pressing gently against her pussy lips.
"I didn't. But I wanted to. I wish you hadn't made me promise to stop doing that."
"It's that important to you that you can come fuck me at work?"
"I didn't think so, but it seems like lately, yeah, I want to. A lot more," she whispered as she pushed my pants down to my thighs, freeing my cock more fully. She pushed my dick down and pressed her hips forward, forcing me to move my hand from between her thighs, her hot wet pussy lips rubbing on my shaft. "Like today. I wanted you sooo bad. I just wanted to walk into your office and take off my dress and let you fuck me right on your desk," she whispered as she rocked her hips, sliding my cock between her thighs, her clit grinding against the top of my shaft. "Like right now. I want you inside me sooooo bad. I wanna feel you sliding so deep into me."
"Well, then why don't we?"
"I thought you'd never ask," she said with a giggle, pulling away and turning around to face away from me. She reached for the glass wall in front of her and bent over, her pants around her thighs, her bare ass and pussy pushing out towards me. I moved the few inches to stand behind her and then rubbed my cock up and down her wet lips. I pressed forward and slipped into her wet pussy, drawing a soft moan from her lips. "Ohhh, I love feeling you inside me."
"It's not bad on this end either," I grunted as I held her hips and started to stroke in and out of her. My cock slid easily in and out of her wet vaginal depths, her body caressing all the right places on my cock while my cock head stroked her sensitive walls. My body slapped her wet ass over and over, the reflection of in the glass, her tits swinging wildly under her as we pounded ourselves together.
"Shit. I'm gonna come," she moaned. "Oh God. Here it comes lover. Can you feel me? Can you feel me coming around you?" she said, her voice climbing to a squeal before she got her whole statement out. Her legs trembled and I could feel her pussy contracting around me as I continued to plunge into her. "SHIT!" she cried, rocking her hips slightly, trying to coax my climax over the top with hers.
"Yeah. Here it comes," I grunted, the urgency flowing over me and pushing me to that point of no return. My body jerked and I felt a gush of cum lance into her pussy, drawing yet another gasp of pleasure from her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping more of my cum into her until there was nothing left.
She stood there for nearly a minute, finally pulling off of me when she could feel my cock softening inside her. She turned around and turned the water off, reaching to undress me while she tried to step on her pants legs to pull them off her own legs.
It didn't take long before we were both naked, our wet clothes on the shower floor. She gave my ass a playful slap and then scampered from the shower, clearly wanting me to chase her. We dashed, wet and naked, down the stairs and across the living room until I caught up with her near the sofa. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down to the sofa with me. We lay there, laughing and giggling as we tried to tickle each other, stopping only when neither of us could breathe any longer. I lay under her, holding her against me until she pushed herself up enough to turn and lay facing me, her soft tits pressed to my chest and her lips hovering over mine.
"Can I ask you something serious?" she asked softly.
"Yeah. Sure."
"Christina," she said, as if that explained everything.
"What about her?'
"You never told me about the trip."
"Does it matter?"
"No. And yes."
"Yes because you're worried that she's competition?"
"Something like that. I mean you did have Thanksgiving with her."
"And her family. Don't worry. She's not competition. I don't see her and I ever becoming an item. Maybe, just maybe, we'd hook up for some quick sex, but as far as long term? Uh uh."
She smiled at me. "Good," she whispered. "Now. I know that the guy is supposed to ask, but I don't want to wait," she said quietly.
"You're not proposing to me, are you?" I asked with a smile, inside hoping that she wasn't.
"What if I was? Would you say yes?"
"Not today I wouldn't," I answered after a long minute or more. "That doesn't mean that you're not special to me and that I don't care about you. But I'm just not sure that's where you and I will end up. We could. I know you want us to, but I'm just not there yet," I whispered.
"I didn't think so. Which is why I wasn't going to ask that. I had a different proposal in mind."
"Okay."
"The office Christmas party is only a few weeks away and I know for a fact that you haven't asked anyone to be your date."
"And you wanted to ask me to be your date?"
"Well. Since you haven't asked me."
"I haven't because I was thinking about not going," I answered.
"Not going? Why?"
"After the Halloween party? Really?"
"Crystal?"
"Crystal," I answered, nodding.
"I know you sent her away, and I know why, but you still love her, don't you?" I was silent a long time, looking into her eyes, not really wanting to answer because I knew it would hurt her. "That's okay. You don't have to answer. That already did," she whispered.
"It's not like that," I said softly, squeezing her against me. "There was something there. Some kind of magnetic attraction. It was real, tangible..."
"But you don't have that with me."
"I don't," I whispered. "But I also don't have the other issues with you. It hurt every night she worked because I knew that she was on that stage, getting her body pawed by other guys. It was that she LIKED it, even though she knew it hurt me. THAT's why we're not together, and likely never will be."
"So you care about me because I'm safe?"
"I wouldn't put it that way."
"Then how would you put it?"
I squeezed her tight to me and leaned my face up to kiss her, which she backed away from. "Between Sylvia and Crystal, my heart feels like it was put through a paper shredder. I can't do that again," I whispered.
"So I'm safe. You know I won't hurt you."
"I guess so," I answered quietly, feeling a little bit like a heel.
"That's why you won't say yes? Isn't it? You're afraid that I'll hurt you?"
"Yeah. I guess. But also that I'll hurt you. I don't want to do to you what I felt. I don't want YOU to think that I'll love you forever, only to end up not being together."
"Do you love me?" she asked, searching my eyes for an answer.
"I think I do, but it's different. It's comfortable. It's dependable. It's just not the same kind of intensity that I felt with either of them."
"And until you find that, you think being with me is safe and comfortable?"
"It kind of is."
"What if you never find that intense love again? What if it doesn't exist in a person you can trust to not hurt you. Or worse, that kind of love only can happen in a person that CAN or will hurt you?"
"I don't know," I answered quietly.
She pushed herself up off of me and walked away without a word. I heard her go upstairs and then come back down, wearing my bathrobe, her wet clothes in her hand. She walked to where I lay and looked down at me. "God I love you so much. But I can't be second place. I can't be a fallback. You have to either love me with all your heart or I don't think I can stay with you. You think about it. You know where to find me," she finished before walking to the door. I heard the door close quietly and silence fall in the house. I lay there all night, wondering if I'd just thrown away my chance for happiness.
I didn't see her at work all the rest of that week or the next. She was clearly avoiding me, and I couldn't blame her. I'd basically told her that she WAS second place. Worse, she was second place to two women that we both knew I could never live with. That I could never really be happy with. As much as I didn't want to hurt her, I had to be honest with her.
I didn't return my RSVP, which didn't go unnoticed. Marge came by my office several days before the party to ask if something was wrong. I told her about the discussion I had with Donna and my trepidation about a repeat of Halloween. I simply didn't want to SEE Crystal getting banged by another guy. Even though I knew that we'd never be together, it still hurt inside to see it. It hurt to know she wanted it and liked it more than she wanted to be with me. Maybe sometimes love just isn't enough. Marge said she understood. I thought that was the end of it.
"Okay. No way you're doing this!" Christina said as she barged into my office just about quitting time on Friday.
"Huh? What?" I asked in surprise, completely lost. She looked good. I mean she looked REALLY good. Her slender body was encased in a very elegant strapless gown that looked like it was made of dozens of layers of translucent cloth, each layer shimmering beneath the one above in the office lights. Every once in a while the cloth moved just so, allowing me to see what I thought was all the way through to her bare skin as she walked towards me. I could just make out the mother of pearl colored high heels under the edge of the gown as she stepped around my desk carrying a suit bag over her shoulder.
"I said no way you're doing this. Here. Get dressed," she said curtly.
"I am dressed."
"Not for the party you're not," she said, dropping the suit bag on my lap.
"Oh. That. I'm not going," I said, picking up the suit bag and holding it out for her.
"Yes. You are."
"No. I'm not," I said more quietly. "I don't much feel like partying."
She took the bag and draped it over the computer monitor on my desk, pulled the spare chair over and sat down next to the desk, her crossed legs holding her skirt up and her high heels showing. "So it's true? You've given up?"
"Given up?"
"That's what Donna told mom. You've been hurt so many times that you're not willing to put yourself out there any longer."
"If that's your definition of giving up? Yeah. I've given up."
"Explain."
"Two words, or names. Sylvia and Crystal," I said quietly.
She nodded slowly. "I understand. I understood that at Thanksgiving too. It was completely clear to me while I was fucking you, feeling you making LOVE to me, even though your heart was someplace else. It was clear to me that you still had love in your heart, if you could just find a way to let it out. You are an incredibly wonderful man, but one incredibly stubborn one!" She sat staring at me, not saying a word, not moving aside from her foot nervously wiggling from side to side. "So. You going to get dressed?" she finally said.
I sighed and shook my head. "No."
"I can call mom. She'll send half a dozen young ladies down here to strip you naked, so you have to put on your suit," she said with a little smirk. "In fact, I might just call and have her do it just to watch. I wouldn't mind seeing a few sexy little things stripping you."
"Good Lord. You wouldn't. SHE wouldn't!"
"In a fucking heartbeat," she said.
"I'm not wearing that!" I said pointing to the bag.
"What?"
"That suit. The one from New York."
"Who said it was the suit from New York?"
"I just assumed..."
"Uh huh. And made an ass of yourself again. You have a real trust issue right now, don't you?" I looked at her for long seconds without saying a word. "Okay. Trust me. I know it's hard, but trust me," she said a bit more softly. "This is special. From me to you. I think you'll like it."
"And if I don't?"
"Then you don't have to wear it. But you do at least have to try it on. Unless you plan on hurting my feelings."
"No. I don't want to intentionally hurt your feelings," I said as I stood up and started to reach for the bag.
"Uh uh. Take those off first. Unless you want me to. You know darn well I would in a heartbeat."
"I think I can handle it," I answered, walking to my office door and pushing it closed. I walked back to my desk, unbuttoning my shirt as I did. I pulled it off and turned to face Christina as she slid off the chair to her knees. She reached for the front of my pants and unbuckled my belt, pulling it out of the loops and tossed it aside. The front of my pants came next, her fingers unzipping and unsnapping them before letting them slide down my legs. She reached for my boxers, sliding them down and exposing my mostly flaccid cock. With a grin, she reached for it and held it out with one hand, leaning her face towards me. She engulfed my cock head with her lips, sucking me into her mouth and teasing me with her tongue. I could feel my cock start to swell as she reached to the front of her dress and pulled it down, exposing her bare sexy tits.
"That better?" she asked, looking up at me briefly before going back to sucking on me.
"Oh yeah," I groaned as she worked on my hard-on.
"Then why not touch 'em?" she asked softly.
"No reason," I answered, reaching down to cup both tits in my hands, her mouth going back to sliding on my dick. I let my fingers tease her nipples and squeeze her soft breasts as she sucked on me. I could feel the urgency start to build, the tingle spreading through me as my orgasm started to inch towards the moment of completion.
"That ought to do it," she said, pulling off my cock.
"Wait! What!?" I said incredulously as she stood up in front of me.
"I don't want to spoil mom's fun, now do I?" she asked as she backed up and pulled the top of her dress back in place. "Don't worry. I'm quite sure you'll get all the fun you can handle down there if know you what I mean. Now shall we get you dressed?" She knelt back down in front of me, intentionally leaving my dick which periodically bumped against her face, untouched, while she untied my shoes. She pushed me back into my chair, leaving me sitting naked as she jerked my pants and underwear off my legs. She stood up in front of me and leaned over the desk slightly to reach the garment bag. I couldn't help but reach out and stroke her butt, my hand easily slipping between the layers of shimmering cloth. She stood there, immobile, almost anticipating my hand making its way to her bare feeling ass. I could feel she had on a very tiny thong type panty as I let my hand stroke down between her legs, my fingers feeling the heat and wetness of her pussy through the thin material of the underwear. "You keep that up and I'm gonna make you fuck me before we go."
"I wouldn't mind," I answered honestly.
"Yeah," she said, straightening up and turning so that my hand was pulled from under her skirt. "But I'm not gonna let you come, so it'd just be a little more frustration for you."
"What the hell?" I asked.
She grinned at me and pulled a pair of pants off a hanger, holding them out to me. "It's my way of making sure you come tonight, and I don't mean that way. If you're all revved up, I know you'll come to the party. Know why? Because I happen to know that you're sleeping alone, and all the sexy young women that you've been fucking are all gonna be at the party."
I took the pants from her and dropped them on my lap. "Yeah. I know. That's why I don't want to go," I answered quietly.
Christina looked at me for long seconds and then reached for the pants, which I allowed her to pull from my lap. She set them on the desk and then turned herself and sat on my lap, the shimmery material slick against my bare legs and hard-on. She twisted herself and reached her hands around the back of my neck and clasped them there. "Crystal?"
I looked up at her, moving my hands so one looped around her hips and the other rested on her lap. "Yeah," I answered simply.
"God. I wish that I had a man that loved me so much it hurt," she whispered. "But if it helps, I had a nice girl to girl talk with her. Besides telling her she's something of an idiot for not realizing what she was giving away. I'm pretty confident that you won't be seeing her having any orgies tonight," she said softly.
I looked up at her quizzically. "Why? I mean, why would you feel the need to go do that?"
She looked down at me, her soft features almost looking like she was longing for something. And then just as quickly as I recognized it, it faded away, replaced with a mischievous grin. "I wouldn't want her to spoil the party for you. Mom has some really naughty special things lined up. You've had quite an effect on her. Well, not just her, but quite a few women. That last party was a hell of a change from our last parties. For a change, it wasn't boring," she laughed.
"It wasn't that, no," I agreed.
"So, I had this dress specially made. It has a secret that you already sort of found."
I thought for a few seconds. "The back?"
"The back," she said with a grin. "If I didn't have any panties on right now, you could just spread the back of the dress apart and I could be sitting on your hard dick. Wanna try it out and see how it works? Just for a minute I mean. We don't want you to get overly excited."
"Are you suggesting I fuck you?
"Uh uh. I'm inviting you to see if my dress is as sneaky as I hope it is. Imagine, me sitting on your lap, with your hard cock stuffed into my pussy, my legs spread around yours, and a sweet young lady under the table with her head between my legs."
"You're serious?"
She let go of me and climbed off my lap. She spread the back of her dress apart, exposing her naked ass. She leaned forward and pulled the tiny panty aside, exposing her wet pussy lips. "If you aim it, we can try it," she said, looking back at me.
I was a bit surprised, but was also too turned on at the moment to do anything BUT aim it. She moved back, her legs spreading around mine, before she lowered her ass towards me. I aimed my cock at her pussy as she lowered herself down, my head slipping between her already wet lips. She pressed down slowly, allowing me to slowly sink into her hot depths. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yeah. Every time I do this it reminds me why mom wants to keep fucking you."



"Oh damn," I groaned as she settled her ass on my legs, my hard cock so deep in her that I could feel my head pressing against her cervix.
"Yeah. I think this'll work just fine."
"It'd be easier without the underwear," I said as she wiggled on me slightly.
"I know," she said pulling off my cock with a soft slurp. "But don't forget the front. With a little work you can find your way in there too."
"Yeah. I don't quite get you."
"What's not to get?" she asked, picking up the pants and holding them out for me again.
"You, me, sex? I mean I haven't said yes to your proposal yet."
"Ahhhhh," she said kneeling down in front of me again, and lifting one foot off the floor to slide into one leg of the pants. "You don't understand why I'd go to all the trouble to get you naked and sit on your dick if we have no plans on having any kind of a long-term relationship? Is that about it?"
"That's about it," I nodded. "I mean we had this conversation. You aren't giving up what you like any time soon as far as I can tell. Especially not if you're suggesting you want someone licking your clit while you sit on my dick," I said as she coaxed my other leg into the pants. She stood up and held her hands out to me to pull me up. I frowned and took her hands and let her pull me out of the chair, after which she knelt down again and pulled my pants up. "And we both know, that if I could deal with that kind of thing, Crystal and I would already be together."
"You're right. I'm not. You sent Crystal away, not to mention Donna. That had to be a blow to her. I don't think you really know what you want. Oh, you think you do, but I'm not so sure you really do," she said sternly as she snapped my pants closed and zipped the zipper. "I'll give you credit for something I don't give many guys credit for. You're honest to a fault. You could have just let Donna keep hoping and thinking that maybe if she hung around long enough, you'd ask her the big question. She'd have stayed around and fucked you to your heart's content, whenever and wherever you wanted, just in the hope of pleasing you. It had to be difficult to tell her what you did."
"I care about her. I didn't want to hurt her, and I knew if I kept leading her on, both of us were going to get hurt."
"Kind of rip the Band-Aid off, huh?" she asked as she pulled a white western shirt out of the bag and held it out for me.
"Kinda sorta," I said, taking the shirt. "This isn't at all like what you dolled me up in out in New York."
"Oh trust me. It's definitely not!" she said, reaching out to turn me around as I started to snap the front of the shirt closed. I felt her hands on my hips and then felt them slide into the pockets of the very thin slick pants. In moments I could feel her bare hands on my body inside my pants, sliding further around until she could wrap both hands around my dick. "Surprise!" she said, giving me a little kiss on the neck. "Only two people know about this little addition to your pants, my mother and I. Who else you tell is up to you," she said as she stroked my cock inside my pants for a few moments. "But that isn't quite everything."
"No?"
"Uh uh," she said, sliding her hands out of the pockets. She slid her hands around my waist and unzipped my pants. Her fingers slid up to the waist band, leaving me thinking she was going to undo them again, but instead she gave a little tug and part of the front of my pants separated from the waistband, exposing a wide triangle of bare me. "Velcro," she whispered as she tugged the front apart, allowing my hard-on to stick out while the still snapped waistband held my pants in place. "This way I can sit on you without either of us having to undress... or maybe someone else might want to do the same thing? You could even fuck someone while you were dancing and almost no one would know."
"Um. That's pretty nice, but why? Are you planning on having sex with me more tonight?"
"I'm thinking that I might, but I'm not the only one. Not by a long shot." She grinned at me.
"You wanna explain that?"
"Uh uh," she said, pulling a tailored jacket out of the bag and holding it out for me. "Go ahead. Put it on. We're gonna be late for dinner." I slid my arms into the jacket and pulled it on, my dick still sticking out of my pants. "I have to admit, that looks fucking sexy like that. Personally, you can leave that hanging out all night and I wouldn't mind," she said, that devilish little grin coming to her lips. "Oh. Almost forgot," she said, digging into the bottom of the suit bag and pulling out a pair of western boots. "Gotta have something on your feet."
"Yeah," I agreed as she dropped them on the floor.
"Now. I'm your date, and you don't want to keep your date waiting. We need to be there a little early. Mom has some things for me to help set up before dinner."
"You're my date?"
"I am. Is that a problem?"
I took a breath and sighed. "Christina, going with you doesn't change why I don't want to go at all. I mean this is really...fantastic, that you took the time and money to do all this for me. But if this party goes anything like the last one, I don't want to see it."
"You mean her."
"I mean her," I answered as she stepped towards me. She reached down and tucked my cock into my pants and carefully closed the front, tucking the Velcro into its position so that my pants looked normal, except of course for the hard-on that was well revealed through the clingy black material.
"Can you try to trust me?" she asked, stepping towards me, her hands reaching to the lapels of my coat and pulling me towards her. She leaned her face to mine, her high heels bringing her lips to the same height as mine. She pressed her lips to mine in a long soft almost loving kiss that lasted easily two full minutes. She pulled her lips from mine, both of us breathing surprisingly heavily. "Almost forgot just how good of a kisser you are," she whispered. "If you can trust me, you'll find out that I've taken care of that problem. You won't be watching her banging half a dozen guys, or even one for that matter. I promise."
"It isn't that. Well, it is, but it's also that I don't want to see her. That's why she isn't coming over to my house any more. I asked her not to."
"I know. She told me, lots of times," she whispered. "And I know why. She said she didn't want to come to the party either."
"Why not?" I asked, a little surprised. "It's a perfect place for her to get her fill of other guys."
"Believe it or not, she had the same problem with the last party. She told me it hurt to see you being fucked by those other girls. So she didn't want to come to this one and have to deal with that. I told her I understood, but that I was bringing you as my date and I wasn't going to accept no for an answer."
"Alright. I suppose," I reluctantly agreed. She leaned in and kissed me again, softly, for long seconds before pulling away. I thought I heard her whisper "I'm going to regret this".
"What?"
"Nothing. Just mumbling to myself about how good a kisser you are," she said, her face flushed slightly. "We better go."
She didn't let me drive, but instead I rode in the passenger side of her little Mercedes sports car. She seemed to revel in taking the corners on the two lane highway as quickly as she could. She took the long way around town, avoiding the multi-lane highway that ran through town in favor of the more twisty two lane. Eventually we pulled up to one of the few really big hotels in the area and parked in the big lot. I climbed out and met her at the front of the car, her arm looping around my waist as she walked hip to hip with me to the big glass doors. Once inside, she led me to the largest of the meeting rooms which had been set out with dozens of round tables set for a dinner. Each table held ten seats and I could see there were at least thirty tables set out. Along the outer walls there were partitions set up, making a false wall about ten feet from the actual wall. There were occasional gaps in the partitions that looked like they were intended to allow people to walk between. Along these walls were lines of regular folding tables, each with a white table cloth matching the round tables in the middle. Towards the far end of the room, I could see there was a DJ station set up and a large clear area intended for dancing.
Christina gave me a quick kiss and then hurried off to who knows where, leaving me to wander around. Behind the partitions were stacks of boxes wrapped to look like holiday gifts. Some of them were extremely large, nearly the size of a refrigerator box, each with a number on them. I wondered just exactly what they were intended for, but decided that I'd find out soon enough.
"Michael!" I heard Marge call across the room. "There you are!"
I watched her walk across the room, her outfit incredibly interesting. She wore what looked like a one-piece red pants suit, the material covering her from her neck to her ankles. The legs had elastic cuffs around her ankles and were then split up the outside of each leg, from the cuff to her hip. Each step made the material billow and flow, leaving her bare leg exposed all the way to her hip with each step, only to have the material close around it again at the end of the step. Each leg flashed into view and disappeared in turn as she walked towards me. The top was sleeveless, and like the leg, split from her hip to her shoulder, leaving only a very narrow band of material at her hip to keep the outfit in place. She stepped to me and wrapped both arms around me, pulling her body against mine, allowing me to close my arms around her as well. After a tight hug, she moved her face to mine, kissing me eagerly. "You like my outfit?" she asked as she pulled away and slowly spun for me, letting me see that the slit up the side of the top allowed me to see completely through the top, as well as her bare breasts, and that there was a slit down the back, running from the collar around her neck all the way to the top of her curvy backside.
"Wow," I said as I stood looking at her.
"You know, one snap and..." she said, reaching behind her neck and popping the snap on the collar. With a shake of her shoulders the split in the back spread apart and the entire outfit slid down to pool around her ankles, leaving her completely nude. "I saw this online and couldn't resist. I know Robert is dying to get me on the dance floor in this. I'm hoping that you will too."
"How could I not?" I asked honestly as she squatted down, pushing her knees apart to let me see her pussy before pulling the outfit back up.
"I'd stand here, and we could play, but I have so much to do yet," she said as she fastened the snap back in place behind her neck.
"No problem. I'm sure I can find time to enjoy this," I said, reaching out to push the front of the dress together, exposing both her tits. I leaned my face down and gently sucked one nipple into my mouth while teasing the other with my fingers, giving it gentle pinches.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, pulling my head to her breast. "You're making me sooooo wet already."
"Glad I could help," I grinned as I pulled my face from her tit. "We'll see if we can do better later."
"Oh I hope we can," she said, leaning in to kiss me again. "Right now you need to go find my daughter. She needs a hand with something," she said, giving me a wink.
I looked across the room and saw Christina moving from table to table, setting something on them. I walked over towards her. "Your mom said you needed help with something?"
She looked at me curiously for a moment and then rolled her eyes. "Mom. Should have figured."
"Oh? Don't really need the help?"
"No. But if you want to, I wouldn't mind."
"Sure. What do you want me to do?"
"Well, for starters, take my panties off."
"Huh?"
She bent over the table, pushing her ass out at me, the dress spreading around her round full butt cheeks and hanging down. "Panties. Off?" she coaxed.
"Um. Sure," I answered, stepping behind her and pulling the strings of her thong panties down over her butt and then down her thighs, dragging the small triangle of material down with it. She leaned a little farther, lifting one foot and then the other, so I could take them all the way off, her legs spread almost two feet apart as she set her feet back down.
"You know. I wouldn't mind if you gave it a little lick," she said quietly.
"You mean like this?" I asked as I leaned towards her, sticking my face between her cheeks and pressing my tongue between her wet lips. I heard her moan softly as I teased her lips, stroking them with my tongue and driving my tongue between the soft protruding inner labia. As I licked, I undid that special front she created in my pants, my cock quickly growing back to full proportions. I pulled my face from her and stood up, quickly pressing my head against her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she groaned as I pressed myself forward. "I don't suppose it would hurt to fuck a little."
"Uh uh," I grunted, pumping my hips to drive my cock in and out of her. The whole table shook with each plunge, driving my cock into her until my hips met her bare ass. In and out I plunged, the orgasm she'd teased so close to completion earlier, quickly growing within me.
"Oh fuck yes. I think I teased you too much before," she gasped as I slammed into her over and over again.
"Why is that?" I grunted breathlessly.
"Cuz I teased myself toooooooooo!" she squealed softly as her pussy clamped around me, her own orgasm washing over her. I thrust myself into her harder, feeling my head bang hard against her cervix, her vagina unable to take anything longer.
"Shit," I grunted as my body spasmed, driving her hard against the edge of the table, a huge gush of cum lancing into her pussy. I could feel my own hot juices trying to fill the small space left between my fat shaft and her spasming vaginal walls, forcing out around me and dripping on the floor.
"Well, so much for making you wait," she panted, pushing herself off the table and gently pushing me back. She turned to face me and leaned her face to mine. She rested her hands on my shoulders while she kissed me softly, my cock leaking cum on the front of her sexy dress. "I was just supposed to keep you wound up, not finish you off like that," she whispered. "But I'm glad I did."
"You didn't want me to do that?"
"Actually, I did. I just wasn't supposed to."
"I don't get it."
"You will," she nodded. "Now, go take my panties and put them on the table over the paper that says number one."
"On the table?" I asked in confusion.
"Trust me, okay?"
"If you say so," I answered, walking to the tables along the left wall and finding the paper that says one, and setting her panties on it. The paper was little more than a series of lines printed on it with a large 1 at the top. I walked back to find her setting the last of a bunch of little colored strips in the middle of the table. "Done."
"Good. Your turn. Come with me," she said, taking my hand and leading me towards the tables on the right side of the room. She found a small Polaroid camera at the end and took my picture. In a couple short minutes it was developed, and she taped it to the top of a sheet of paper that looked similar to the one with her panties. I wasn't sure what it was about, but it kind of reminded me of a silent auction. "Okay. We're at table 1. Go find your seat and I'll be along shortly," she said with a quick kiss.
I noticed a number of people starting to come in as I made my way to the table she pointed me at. To my surprise, my name was embossed on a little place card. "She had no doubt, did she?" I asked myself as I stood by the table.
"Neither of us did," Marge said as she stepped from behind one of the partitions and walked towards me. "Would you be a dear and tie these for me?" she asked, turning sideways to me.
"These?"
"The little ties. We can't have my tits hanging out ALL night, can we?" I reached into the side of the outfit and found two little ties about half way up. I tied them in a bow, pulling the material closed at her side. She turned for me and let me find the other, tying it in a bow as well. "You can untie them later, if someone else hasn't already!" she said with a grin. "Oh look. We're sitting next to each other. And Christina is on the other side of you. How lucky. If you wanted to, you could easily slip your hand into either of our laps and play with our pussies, since you now know neither of us have any panties on," she said as she turned and pressed herself against me. "You can just slip your hand right into this outfit and find out how wet I am already," she whispered. "I nearly made myself come while you were fucking Christina, so you better be ready to finish the job sometime tonight."
"Careful. I might just do it during dinner," I suggested, trying to turn her naughtiness back at her.
"Ohhh. I hope you do. I've never had anyone make me climax in public, well, this isn't quite public, but it's more public than the strip club." I shook my head as she grinned at me. "Just sit down and enjoy dinner," she said, stepping back and pulling out my chair.
It wasn't long before Christina was back, sitting next to me, having brought me a glass of my favorite kind of beer. People started filtering in more quickly. I noticed Donna come in, though not alone. She wore a surprisingly elegant, strapless powder blue dress, that flattered her curves nicely. Her hair was up in an equally elegant up do and she wore jewelry I didn't even realize she owned. The thin bead of pearls around her neck adding just the perfect amount of accent to attract a man's eye to the sexy cleavage the dress exposed.
"She looks spectacular, doesn't she?" Christina whispered.
"She does," I answered. "I've never seen her look prettier."
"Thank you," Christina said with a smug smile.
I looked at her and then realized exactly what she meant. "Your work?" I finally asked as I watched her sit down a few tables down from us.
"It was."
"Why?"
"Why not?" she said with a shrug before turning and looking at me. "Okay. Fine. Because she's important to you. And I know you want her to be happy." I looked at Donna and was suddenly jealous of the guy she was with which was probably exactly what Christina hoped for. I was about to make another comment when my eye was attracted to the tall blonde woman walking in, wearing an incredible maroon colored dress. The dress was an off the shoulder design, cutting across the tops of her large breasts, attaching to two six inch long sleeves on each slender arm. The dress hugged her sexy curves, from the top of her breasts all the way to the floor, her feet practically disappearing under the flowing hem. She wore a matching three inch wide spandex collar, around her neck, leaving only part of her arms and the space from the top of her breasts to the bottom of her neck exposed.
I recognized her immediately, and while I had long believed she was the most beautiful woman I'd ever met, the way the dress accentuated her incredible body, how it flowed as she moved, and how it clung to all the right spots, I knew that even that estimation was an understatement. She was so beautiful that I barely even noticed the chocolate skinned beauty with her. Her red dress was somewhat brighter than Crystal's, but no less elegant or sexy. The off the shoulder dress dipped down deeply between her C cup breasts, not filling the top out any where as much as Crystal's, but every bit as sexily. The dress clung to her as she moved, the long hem dragging on the floor so that she had to hold it up slightly as she walked, her red high heels poking out briefly with each step. As she reached the table where she and Crystal were headed, she turned, letting me see that the back dipped down even lower than the front, the two shoulder straps clinging to her upper arms, rather than her shoulders. The clingy material conformed to her large round butt, making it slightly more prominent than when I'd seen it naked. Between the two of them, I couldn't help but feel my dick start to swell in my pants.



"That was a dirty trick," I said to Christina as I watched Crystal and Susanne settle into their chairs, their backs to me.
"What was?" Christina asked innocently.
"You knew why I didn't want to come," I whispered almost angrily.
"Yes," she said, sliding her hand over to my lap and pressing her hand against my hardening cock. "Do I need to remind you of your own words? You didn't want to be hurt by watching her having sex with a bunch of guys. Well. Tonight she's not having sex with any guys. Well, not unless she has it with one in particular. But that too is up to you."
"And how are you going to stop it? Hell, look at the guys' heads all turning. Every guy in the place turned to see her walk in."
"Yes. They did," she said, before leaning towards me. She turned her head so her lips practically brushed my cheek and whispered, "Please trust me?"
I took a deep breath and then nodded quietly.
It wasn't long before the staff started to serve the salads. I was able to keep my mind off Crystal for only short periods of time, frequently looking towards her, seeing only her back as she talked to Suzanne or the others at the table.
Dinner was turkey with all the trimmings, a typical Christmas dinner. Overall, the dinner was excellent. Both Christina and Marge kept reminding me of what they didn't have on under their dresses, each pulling my hand under the table to their laps whenever they had the opportunity. With my dinner done, I reached my hand in through the slit of Marge's outfit, finding her bare thighs and teasing my fingers between them. She spread her legs to give me access, continuing to eat and talk with her husband on the other side of her, while I let my fingers stroke up and down her wet pussy lips. I could tell she was trying hard not to react to my fingers slipping between her lips and finding her hard clit, her legs spreading slightly farther apart under the table. I stroked up and down her wet lips, letting my finger drag across her clit with each stroke, the wetness of her pussy growing with each passing moment. I pressed my finger down as far as I could and curled it so I could press it into her. I stroked the tip of my finger in and out of her to my first knuckle, fucking her like a short little cock.
She suddenly clamped her legs tight around my hand, her thighs trembling and her whole body stiffening as she tried to control the shudders as her body finally gave in to my attentions. "Oh fuck," she gasped.
"What's that hon?" Robert asked his wife.
"Nothing sweetie. Just something came over me for a moment."
I could see him looking at her and then past her to me. A small smile came to his lips. "Don't tell me he just made you come?"
"He did," she admitted breathlessly, setting down her fork.
He leaned forward and looked across her at me and grinned. "Nice job. I'm not sure I'd have the courage to do that to her here, but then, you don't have to go home with her, unless you want to that is."
"She's been teasing me since I got here, so I thought I might as well return the favor."
He nodded and then leaned back as Marge looked over at me and whispered, "If I have a wet spot on the back of my pants, you're going to pay for it."
"Well. I'm pretty sure there is, soooo," I said with a shrug.
She glared at me for several seconds and then grinned. "Damn you. I can't seem to stay mad at you for more than a few seconds. It's just going to be a little embarrassing to stand up in a few minutes and talk, with that showing."
"You could just take it off," I suggested with a devilish grin, knowing that she couldn't but, given her past, might well be tempted to.
She shook her head, picked up her fork and went back to eating the last of her food.
"That was bad," Christina whispered to me, sliding her hand into my pocket and through it so that her hand was inside my pants. "Maybe I should do that to you. Make you cream your pants."
"Somehow I think you'd much rather that my cream goes somewhere else."
"Maybe," she said with a grin, pulling her hand out. "Maybe."
"Well. I think it's time," Marge said as she stood up. She walked to the one of the tables along the wall and picked up a microphone. "Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our twelfth annual Christmas party. Now I know some of you expressed concerns about how the Halloween party went, and I have promised that this would be much different tonight. And so it shall. On the table you will find a pile of little colored paper wristbands. Tonight there are some rules. A few ladies got a little more than they bargained for, and I think a few gentlemen did too. So, to keep any misunderstandings from happening, if you are not wearing any wristband, that pretty much tells whoever you're with, keep your hands to socially acceptable areas. No butt pinching or squeezing, no feeling up your partner. Ladies, that means keep your hands out of his pockets!" she said to a round of laughter.
"The red paper bracelet means that you wouldn't complain about a little extra curricular touching, as long as it stays OUTSIDE the clothing. The Yellow means you're willing to let your partner feel a bit more, as long as it doesn't get too serious and you start ripping his clothes off," she said to another round of laughter. The green bracelet means that pretty much anything goes. HOWEVER! We will NOT have a repeat of Halloween. On the back side of the partitions are gift boxes. Inside you will find all the necessary things to make an amorous couple comfortable. The size does limit things a little, but it also keeps things a bit more contained. So ladies, feel free to take him to a box and do whatever you wish. Since it can be very difficult to get comfortable in these formal gowns, feel free to take it off before you climb into your gift box." She finished to a good amount of applause.
"Now as you know, we always do some kind of outreach. Our new director of advertising came up with a simply fantastic idea. All funds from this will go towards the 'Christmas Is Love' campaign that supplies Christmas meals to families that can't otherwise afford it. Now, how do you donate to that? Along the wall to my left are a number of pages for a silent auction. You might notice that there is currently only one item up for bid," she said walking to the table and picking up Christina's panties. "One set of slightly used panties," she said to vigorous men's applause. "So gentlemen. The idea here is that you can bid on the panties that are placed on the table. You don't know whose they are, well, probably not, but you can guess the type of woman that might wear those. Ladies, you may donate your panties to the effort. Simply take them off, or have someone do it for you, and set them on one of the sheets. Men, stop at the end and pick up a poker chip with a number. Hang onto it, and use that number to identify your bids. At Ten o'clock the open dance portion of the evening will end, and we will award bids. Gentlemen will have an hour to dance with the owner of the panties he won the bid on. Those of you who don't bid or don't wish to participate, feel free to stay and dance as well. Ladies. You too will have an opportunity to donate. Gentlemen. There is a Polaroid camera at the end of the table. Take your picture and set it on one of the sheets along the tables to my right. Ladies get to bid on your services. No ladies, that does not mean cleaning your house or fixing your plumbing," she said to another round of laughter. "You will have an hour to dance with your selection, from eleven to twelve. We will be wrapping things up at twelve, except those who are still wrapped up, so to speak." Another round of laughter filled the room.
"So open dancing. As is our custom, tonight is ladies' choice. Ladies get to choose partners. Gentlemen are not allowed to refuse. Gentlemen wearing green wristbands are limited to six dances, yellow twelve and red or none, as many as you want. BUT! If you abandon your partner, he's fair game for another lady to take over!"
"What if you have to go to the ladies' room?" Someone called out.
"Well. In that case, if you don't want to give him up, you might want to take him with you."
"To the ladies' room?" she asked back.
Marge laughed. "Some of these gentlemen have been in a ladies' room almost as much as we have, so..." she finished, drawing a considerable amount of laughter.
"With that all said. Please, everyone have an enjoyable and safe evening!"
Christina reached for two green paper bracelets and slipped one around my wrist. "Perfect," she said with a smile.
"Green? Really?"
"Why not? I'll be back in a minute," Christina said quietly, as people were getting up and milling around.
"Sure," I answered as she got up and walked away.
"Hey stranger. Wanna dance?" I heard from behind me. I turned in my chair to see a young woman that looked vaguely familiar. She was rather petite and slender, probably only a bit over five foot two or three. She had on a what I would have to call a Christmas red jumper. The long billowy legs looked almost like a dress, but I could tell they were individual legs. Above the waist, the outfit hung loosely over her chest until it came to the collar which was snug around her small neck. Long red sleeves covered her arms all the way to her wrists, one of which held a yellow band, which she was holding in such a way that it was obvious for me to see. "You probably don't remember me. You rubbed your cock around on my tits at that ladies' night."
"Oh," I said, pretending to remember, but not quite making the connection with her face yet.
"Anyway, my husband gave me permission to let you take off my panties for the silent auction."
"Oh. I see," I said, standing up, and towering over her.
"Um. This has to come all the way off to do this, so...well...maybe we could go behind one of the partitions?"
"Sure," I answered, letting my arm slide around her, even though I didn't really feel all that into any of this.
"You don't really remember me, do you?" she asked as I walked her through the maze of tables to one of the false walls.
"Honestly? Not really."
"Not surprised. You had a lot to look at that night, and I'm nothing spectacular."
"You shouldn't knock yourself. I think you're a very pretty woman," I said as we found a gap and walked through it. There were more than a few couples already doing the same thing, standing in various stages of undress, getting their panties removed. I walked her towards a tall box and stopped in front of it.
She turned her back to me and pulled her long blonde hair out of the way to expose the zipper going down her back. "You wanna unzip me?"
"Sure," I said, pulling the tab down slowly.
"You know. I wasn't wearing any panties at the show. While you were rubbing your dick on my tits, I was wishing you'd pick me up onto the table and lick my pussy like you did that other woman.
"Yeah? How come?"
"Well. Because it'd been a really long time since anyone had and I was really turned on watching you."
"I see," I said as I pushed the shoulders of the pants suit jumper thing off her shoulders, letting it slide down her body. I could see the strap of a bra across her back and reached down, undoing it as well. She put her hands to her chest, the pants suit still around her waist, her arms holding it from falling any further.
"My bra too?"
I stepped to the side and turned her to face me, reaching for her shoulders and pulling the shoulder straps of the bra off her shoulders, letting them slide down her arms. I reached for one of her hands and pulled it from her chest, gently undoing the button on the red cuff. I coaxed the material down her arm, letting her pull it out of both arms of the jumper and the bra strap. She moved her arm back to her chest, holding the bra to it while I pulled the other hand away. With the jumper now free, it fell to her ankles. Exposing her bare body, only the now half off bra and a tiny red bikini panty still on her. I knelt down and slid my hands down her hips, pulling the panty down, exposing her bare teenage looking pussy. I slid her panties to her knees and then stood back up. I reached out for her waist and gripped her, lifting her light frame easily to sit her on the edge of the box we were standing in front of. Fortunately, it was sturdy enough to hold her up as I reached down to slip her high heels off. I slid the jumper off both feet, leaving it in a pool on the floor as I reached for the panties still around her knees.
I slipped her panties off and dropped them to the floor before reaching for the band of her bra, sticking out from behind her hands. I tugged gently on it. "It's not like you haven't shown me your tits before," I said quietly, coaxing her to let go of the material. Slowly she let her hands move, exposing her now bare tits and rock hard nipples. I dropped the bra to the floor, leaving her completely naked. I reached down and pushed her knees apart, spreading her full, round outer lips, only a small bit of inner lip protruding. I leaned my face towards her, kissing each thigh, one kiss at a time, working closer and closer to her pussy until I was kissing her fat round outer lips. I lifted her legs slightly to force her to lay back, which she did, lifting and spreading her legs. I leaned my face down between her now spread legs and kissed her lips softly, working up and down her slit.
I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingertips to spread her fat outer lips, dipping my tongue as far into her now exposed inner depths as I could. I slid my tongue up her slit until I found her clit and then flicked across it, drawing a gasp of pleasure from her. "Oh God," she breathed as I started to stroke up and down her slit, teasing her clit with each stroke. Her hips were soon rocking in my grasp, her hands pulling and pinching her own nipples as I worked her closer and closer to climax. "Shit. You're gonna make me come," she whispered, almost as if she were afraid saying it would jinx it. I concentrated on her clit, flicking over it with the tip of my tongue, over and over again. "SHIT!" she squealed as her orgasm washed over her, her whole body shaking and trembling. I kissed and licked her wet lips as her body started to relax, taking my time to ease her back down from her peak. I reached for her hand as I released her thighs, pulling her back to a sitting position. I bent down and collected her jumper, sorting it out and pulling it on her legs. I pulled it up to her legs and let her hold it while I got her shoes and gently slipped them on her feet. I reached for her, lifting her off the box and pulling her towards me until her small firm breasts pressed against my chest. I slowly let her slide down my body, my rock hard dick bulging my pants out against her body as her feet touched the floor.
"Damn," she whispered, rubbing her hand up and down the bulge of my pants. "I'm almost tempted to let you fuck me."
I smiled down at her and lifted her left hand. I rolled her wedding ring on her finger and shook my head slowly. "Go find him and let him have it," I whispered, before letting go of her finger. She nodded reluctantly and I helped her get her jumper back on, leaving her bra and panties off. I bent down and gave them both to her, which she took. "Done?" I asked, making sure she was ready to return to the normal side of the partition.
"No, but I think I'll have to be," she said, pressing herself to me and lifting herself high enough for a kiss. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I answered as she pulled away and walked quickly away.
I sighed and shook my head at my own stupidity. Turning down a sweet young thing like that? What the hell was I becoming? I walked back out and dropped into my seat again. I hadn't been sitting too long when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see Donna standing behind me. "I'm surprised to see you sitting alone," she said softly.
"Hi. Yeah. Wanna sit?"
"No, actually, I'd like a dance," she said softly. I nodded and stood up, surprised to see a red band on her wrist. "I didn't think you'd come."
"I wasn't going to," I answered as she led me to the dance floor area. It was a pleasantly slow song, and in moments she was pressed against me, rocking to the slow tune, our bodies pressed together like they had been so many times.
"I miss you," she whispered.
"I'm sorry," I answered back.
"No. It's better this way. You can get your mind settled without me messing it up more. I haven't given up, but I also know that it might be a long time or never."
"I don't want to hurt you."
"I know. Funny thing is, that makes me love you even more. But it's okay. I'm dealing with it."
"I wish I didn't...that I wasn't..."
"I know. It's okay," she said, stopping dancing and lifting herself on her toes. She kissed me softly before lowering herself down. "However it comes out. Know that I do love you," she whispered before breaking away and walking off, leaving me standing alone on the dance floor.
"You look lost," Christina said from behind me.
"Huh?"
"I said you look lost," she said, slipping her arms around me. "Maybe we should finish this dance?"
"Sure," I answered, wrapping my arms around her.
"Michael. I know I've asked this before. Well, several times on Thanksgiving, but anyway, do you trust me?"
"Within limits, yes."
"I guess that's fair," she said as the music faded away and a new, much faster song started. "This isn't quite what I need. Come with me."
"Sure," I said as she slid her arm around me and guided me across the dance floor. She led me not to a table, or behind the partition, but out the doors to the main lobby of the hotel. She guided me to an elevator and pressed the button. "Where are we going?"
"Just trust me," she said as the doors slid closed. She pressed the button for the top floor and then turned to wrap her arms around me, pulling me close. "I'm guessing you're confused."
"A bit. I can't decide if you like me or hate me."
"You've had an effect," she said with a sigh. "More than I ever thought possible. My offer. My, request, it's still there. I'd like you to make me pregnant. I'm not sure yet if you will or even if the decision will be yours alone. But I want you to remember that it's still there."
"Okay. I'll remember," I answered, not at all sure why she would bring that up at the moment.
She held me until the doors opened and then she turned us and led me out. We walked down the balcony that overlooked the plaza area six floors down. She walked me to what I expected was her hotel room door, not that she needed to stay over as home was only half an hour away. She turned me and leaned in to kiss me, long, wet and tender. "Michael. I asked if you could trust me. You said yes. So please, trust me and don't jump to any conclusions, okay?"
"Yeah. Sure," I answered with a shrug, getting more confused by the moment.
She nodded and reached for the door lock with her keycard. She let go of me to unlatch the door, holding it open only a few inches. She reached for me and placed her hand on my back, with a gentle push she moved me to and through the door. I walked through and heard the door latch behind me.
"Hello Michael," I heard Crystal say as one of the table lights flicked on, illuminating her as she stepped to the middle of the very large room. She stood at the end of the single king-sized bed, her hands clasped in front of herself, the long deep red dress clinging to her sexily.
"Crystal," I said quietly, my heart suddenly pounding as I looked at her beauty.
"By now you've probably figured out that you've been set up."
"Yeah. Pretty much," I said. "Crystal. I can't do this. I just can't. It hurts too much," I said as I turned to walk out.
"Michael! Wait! Please! Christina asked you to trust her. Please, trust us both, just for a few minutes. Then if you want, I won't stop you."



"Okay," I said, stopping and turning back to her, finding her only a few feet behind me. She reached out for my hand and took it gently, slowly pulling me into the room towards the bed.
"Sit. Please," she whispered.
I nodded, turning and sitting down, feeling my resolve to not see her slipping away with each passing second. She was so damn beautiful and I was sooo damn in love with her.
"I know why you asked me to leave. I know too that it was the hardest thing you ever did," she said, sitting down on the bed next to me, her knee bumping mine as she reached for my hands and held them. "Turns out it was the hardest thing I've ever had to do to. Something I couldn't do. You said to me that stripping was more important to me than you were. That somehow what I got out of it was more than what I got from you. You were wrong. I didn't know how wrong until I didn't have you. I guess you saw who I was with when I came in?"
"Suzanne? Yeah."
"She's the new manager for the club. I quit three weeks ago. I haven't been back, and if you'll have me back, I don't intend on going back."
"So what? You quit your job?"
"I did. I have a new job. One that doesn't have anything to do with the club or stripping or anything. I'm the new communications specialist for your company. Marge helped set it up. She knew how badly I wanted to be with you. So she set it up so we could, if you'll have me back."
"I'd take you back in a hot second, but how do I know you won't just go back to it later? It's hard to change. God knows I've learned that."
"I can't say I won't want to. But I can promise that I won't unless we do it together."
"Together?"
"One of the things that Marge made me do before I turned over the reins was to come up with ideas the club could do for special events that could give us the opportunity to share some of that, in a safe way. I had a few ideas they're going to try, even if you don't want to do them."
"Like what?"
"Well, they're going to do a wet night. That's where all the girls do their routine under running water, like a shower. Because they'll have to enclose the stage in clear walls to keep the customers dry, there's no way they can touch me. She also said that she'd open it to couples undressing each other. Like you undressing me and making love to me like we did that night. They also want to try a couples night. That's where only couples are allowed, and all the strippers are couples. We could even do lap dances together as a couple, you dancing for the girl and me the guy. But we wouldn't have to! Not if you didn't want to." she said quickly, afraid that maybe she'd pushed too far. "But if you wanted to, we could. If you don't, we don't have to do any of it. But Marge thought that maybe, together..."
"Yeah. That sounds like Marge," I said quietly.
"I asked you to trust me, to let me talk. I have. The only thing that I haven't said is that I love you. I love you more than anything I've ever known. If this is all too much, I understand. You listened. That was all I asked of you," she said as she let go of my hands and stood up. She walked to the window and stood in front of the huge glass pane, looking down at the night below.
I got up and walked slowly. I was afraid I'd regret this, but I didn't have any other choice. Some truths couldn't be denied. I let my fingers stroke up her upper arms, feeling her bare skin under my fingertips.
"Unzip my dress," she whispered, looking at me look at her in the reflection of the window. I moved my hand from her arms and pulled the tiny zipper down the back of her dress, pulling it all the way to the base of her back. I slid my fingers up her back, feeling her soft smooth skin as I stroked all the way to her neck. I let my fingers trace down her shoulders from her neck, finally reaching the couple of inches of material around her biceps that held the top of the dress up. I pushed each piece down, drawing the top of the dress down as well. She let me slide the tiny sleeves down her arms and off over her hands, the top of the dress folded over the lower portion, leaving her bare from the waist up. She didn't move at all as I reached for her hips and gently pushed the material down over her hips, letting it slide down to her feet. I stared at her in the reflection, her nude body so damn sexy as I stood behind her.
She slowly turned to face me. "Michael. What you see. What you are about to have. It's yours and only yours as long as you want it that way. I promise to never show it off or let anyone else touch it without your permission. I won't badger you to do it if you don't want. I'm giving you permission to say if, how much and when, even if that turns out to be never. You were wrong when you sent me away. I didn't love stripping more than you. I just thought I did until I didn't have you any more."
I reached down to her hands and drew her back with me, pulling her towards the bed. I turned her and set her on the end and then stepped back, slowly taking my coat off. Item by item I undressed, dropping my clothes on the floor until I was completely naked. She pushed herself up the bed, moving ahead of me as I crawled onto the bed and followed her. She lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs apart, her body naked except for her red high heels. I crawled between her legs moving towards her until my lips met hers. She wrapped both arms around my neck and kissed me, her lips urgently pressing to mine. For minutes we just kissed, our kisses slowly growing softer and more tender, more loving. I felt one of her arms move from around my neck and moments later her hand wrap around my dick. I felt her gently pull it down, coaxing me lower, coaxing me towards her pussy. She found her pussy with my engorged head and guided me straight to her opening, groaning into my mouth as I slowly sunk into her already wet depths.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," she breathed, breaking the kiss momentarily. "God, I love you so much," she whispered as I started to stroke in and out of her, slowly working all of my shaft into her depths. In and out I stroked, her hands moving around, her fingertips stroking my back and my butt and my arms, never stopping as we moved together, her hips rocking in time with my strokes. In and out I slid, her body responding, her vagina practically trembling around me as I slowly pushed in and out of her. We'd made love enough for each of us to know how close the other was. We both seemed to be working to stretch it out, not making it happen too fast, but at the same time not allowing it to slip away. "I need it now," she begged suddenly. "All of it."
I only had to thrust half a dozen more strokes, my head banging against her cervix, my lips pressing to hers before my body jerked hard, driving me deep into her. "Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned into my mouth as her own climax was upon her. I felt her stiffen with tiny little shudders in her legs and arms and of course, her vagina as it eagerly accepted shot after shot of my cum. Her hand moved to my neck again, wrapping around me and pulling me down to her until our bodies were pressed together, her cheek against mine. I felt her body shake and it took long seconds before I realized that she was crying. What started small was soon huge sobs as she held me, all the emotion of the last couple months seeming to come out at once.
Slowly her sobs faded to little gasps and snuffles, her grip on my body still as tight. Through her sniffs she whispered to me, "I thought I lost you forever. I'm so sorry."
"Nothing to be sorry for," I whispered back. "I thought I'd lost you too. I wanted you so much, but I couldn't keep doing that."
"I know. I'm sorry."
"It's okay," I said, finally getting her to release me enough that I could roll slightly to one side. I looked down at her tear stained face, her perfect makeup no longer perfect, but never more beautiful to me. I used my fingers to wipe the tears from her face, smiling down at her.
"So where do we go from here?"
"Well. I at least have a bedroom and a shower again," I answered with a smile, drawing a giggle from her.
"Is that an invitation?"
"Yeah. It is."
"I only have one question."
"What's that?"
"Is the bed big enough?"
"Big enough? For us?"
"For three of us," she whispered.
"I don't get it."
"You are going to say yes to Christina, aren't you?"
"How did you know... what? Wait. What?"
"I know what she asked and why. I also know that if it wasn't for her, we wouldn't be together. She sat with me every night while I cried my eyes out for almost two weeks. It was her idea to ask Marge to hire me, and her idea for me to think up those ideas. She arranged all this, this night, this way, so that we could get you close enough to me that I could apologize. So that I could prove to you that I really do love you. The least we can do is to give her the one thing she wants most."
"You're serious? You really want me to do that?"
She shook her head slowly, looking at me seriously. "No. I want US to do this. Together. Everything has to be together from now on. I won't go off and do what I know hurts you, but if you're going to do this for her, it has to be us, together."
"On one condition," I whispered.
"What's that?"
"That we get married quickly so that yours doesn't show through the wedding dress too much."
She looked at me for long seconds. "You're serious?"
"I don't have a ring, and this might not be the most romantic way to ask, but yes, I'm serious. About both."
She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down against her, her lips pressed to mine in a most wonderfully passionate kiss. Yeah. I think I finally found what I was looking for and I wasn't going to let go for anything!
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This was seriously stupid. I couldn't believe I let my kids talk me into this. I mean yeah, I always wanted to bring my wife and try this, skiing I mean. It was one of those things on the to-do list that we dreamed up when we were raising our kids. Back when they were too small and we didn't have the money we needed to provide everything we wanted to for them, let along take long vacations with just the two of us.
Once they were all out on their own we finally started working on that list. Our first vacation was the cruise to Alaska. Our second big trip was scuba diving in the Caribbean. This was supposed to be our third, three years ago, before that fucking shit head bastard drunk driver took her from me. We were really starting to get reconnected with the closeness and intimacy we shared when we were newlyweds. Not the same way, but in a much more mature and gently passionate way, but connected every bit as much. We were looking towards retirement and growing old together. We had just started working down the long list of things the two of us had dreamt up together, some of which would be much more fun before we got too old to enjoy them. Then, in a flash it was all gone!
The last three years had been difficult. Being in the fire service and working my way from firefighter to a station chief had presented me with views of all manner of death. I'd held people dying in my arms, carried small children, both alive and dead, from burning buildings and pried countless bodies from mangled wrecks. None of this prepared me for rolling up on the scene of an accident, only to recognize my wife's mangled car under the demolished delivery truck the drunk was driving. I held my wife's hand, the only thing I could reach through the twisted steel coffin as she took her last breath. My ears will always echo with her last words to me. "I love you. Keep living my love."
It was almost more than I could take. I nearly quit the service, only coming back after much professional counseling and months of leave. Now, three years later, at the urging of my shrink and my kids, here I was trying not to fall down with wooden boards strapped to my feet.
"Ohhhhh shit!" I cried to no one in particular as I lost control again, having made only half a dozen what the instructor had called "cut backs" before I dug a tip into the soft white snow and went careening head over heels into the hillside yet again. I took a deep breath, picked myself up, brushed the cold grainy snow from my face and prepared to try again, wondering when this was supposed to start being fun.
It wasn't that I wasn't sort of having fun, but I couldn't help but feel like this would be so much more fun if I wasn't alone. And by wasn't alone, I meant with Grace. She would have loved the view! The white powder glistening in the sunlight, the contrast between the green and blue-green pines that lined the slopes against the stark white of the snow. You could almost see where the light breeze blew, tiny sifting streamers of snow running across the slope sideways before the breeze. Yeah, it was something she would have loved. I adjusted my stocking cap, darkened goggles and my weather proof gloves and started again, keeping my speed down, gently shifting my weight as the instructor earlier in the morning had taught the class of beginners, including me, digging in my pole to pivot my weight.
Back and forth I rocked my skis, one, two, three, four long almost graceful swooshes, the sound of the slightly grainy snow making a soft but audible hissing sound as the skis dug in with each turn. 'I'm getting the hang of this!' I thought to myself as I continued swooshing back and forth, my speed slowly increasing as gravity did what gravity does. Eight, nine, ten, eleven times. "Yeah cool!" I said out loud as I felt a little exhilaration and feeling of accomplishment. I could feel the wind in my face as my speed increased, my knees bent and my legs together as the instructor showed us. Yeah I could almost see why people paid a lot of money to do this.
This was the longest I'd managed to go so far, except of course for what they called snow plowing down the bunny hill that morning. "Eighteen, nineteen...OH SHIT!" I shouted as I got over confident and let my ski tips cross, launching me head over heels, this time collecting a small group of skiers that just happened to not see me turn into some demented tumbleweed of black nylon and expensive sticks.
"I'm sorry!" I said from underneath the woman skier that had landed on top of me. I say her because no self-respecting guy would be caught dead in a bright pink ski suit with fur trim and an equally bright pink stocking cap. I reached for her waist and started to lift her back towards her feet as I lay on the snow under her, thinking it was the best way to untangle the two of us. I had her almost to her feet, or skis as it were, my snow covered nylon gloves slipped on the snow covered nylon ski suit she wore. I did my best to find another grip as my hands slid along the slick material, searching for another hand hold as her face fell back towards mine with surprising speed. I braced for her body and goggle and scarf covered face to land on me when her fall was arrested.
"Oh damn! I'm sorry," I apologized again, as she looked down at me from only a foot or so from my face, both hands cupping the large, round soft protrusions on her chest, supporting her above me. I lay there trying to decide if I should move my hands and let her fall the rest of the way down onto me or to continue cupping her big soft tits to help her back up.
"You know," she said as she kicked her feet loose from her skis and pulled her knees under her. She carefully placed a hand on either side of me and pushed herself up onto all fours over me, her ass resting on my lap, giving me a chance to let go of her tits. "You could have just asked my name!" she said with a hint of a giggle in her voice.
"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to..." I stammered nervously as she pushed herself up to a standing position and then held a hand out for me.
"It's okay. Accidents happen," she said as she helped me to my feet. "I've had a lot of guys try to get my attention, but I have to say, this was the most interesting way!" she said, smiling at me before pulling her scarf back up over her exposed face. She stepped into her skis, snapping her feet into the bindings and then turned herself downhill again. She looked back at me and gave me a little a wave, before pushing off and heading down hill to catch up with the rest of her small group that was clearly waiting just a little way below us.
I stood there, one ski on and one off, wondering what kind of an idiot she thought I had to be. I finally pushed my foot back into my other ski and then shook my head at my own stupidity for doing this.
It took me nearly half an hour and several more spills to finally make it to the bottom of the slope. I skated myself into the lift line and apprehensively made my way with the other skiers to the lift chairs, watching how the people in front of me moved quickly onto the launch pad and then let the chair just scoop them up as it came by.
We'd been taught by the instructor how to do this, and to always expect others to be on the lift as well. I knew someone was moving up next to me as the chair swiveled around the wheel, but I paid little attention as I looked around behind me as the chair was sweeping around the wheel and heading for me. I bent my knees and dropped into the seat as gracefully as I could, the continually moving seat continuing on either with or without me. Fortunately, it was with me. I was already ten feet in the air above the snow below when I realized I was sitting next to a somewhat familiar bright pink ski suit.
"Well, hello again!" the blonde haired woman sitting next to me said as she pulled the safety bar down over the two of us.
"Oh. Hi!" I said startled.
"So I take it this is your first time skiing?"
"Shows huh? I should have stuck to something I'm good at, like ATV's or something."
"Oh. Nonsense. It's always fun to try new things," she said with a smile.
"Well, I'm sure your day wasn't planned around being knocked over by a newbie."
"It wouldn't be the first time. Though I have to admit, your attempt to help me up did have a unique style!" she said with a soft laugh.
"Oh Lord. I'm so sorry about that. I didn't mean to...My hands just slipped... oh shit," I said, blushing in embarrassment.
"Well, if I wondered if you did it on purpose or not, now I know you didn't. And before you ask, yes I cut in line to get the same chair as you. My name is Linda. What's yours?"
"Gene," I answered her. "So why the same chair?"
"Well, to meet you of course Gene!" she said. "You got my curiosity up. So, obviously this is your first time. What brings you out here?"
"Long story," I answered.
"Ahhh. Don't want to say. That's fine," she said, looking up the hill and giving a little shrug. "Perfect day for skiing. Almost no wind, plenty of fresh powder. Couldn't ask for a nicer day. Looks like you're out here alone though."
"Yeah. I'm starting to think that this was a silly idea."
"What was?"
"Coming up here."
"Why's that?" she asked, turning to look at me, though I couldn't see much more than her mouth and nose, her eyes and the rest of her face were blocked by the yellow tinted goggles.
"They thought it would help me heal. So far, it's just hurt in a whole lot of places," I answered.
"Heal from what? Accident?"
"Not mine," I answered.
"Ohhhh. Someone close? Girlfriend? Ohhhh no. Wife." I just nodded in answer. "So this was something you two planned on trying?"
"Something like that."
"How long?"
"Three years," I answered her.
"Oh. I see, I'm sorry. But I actually meant how long you are up here for?"
"Ahh. Sorry. Just one more day after today."
"Well. Maybe I'll see you around again," she said, lifting the safety bar and pushing it over our heads. "Keep your ski tips up or you'll face plant!" she said as the chair quickly moved towards the offload ramp.
"Thanks!" I said as she let the chair gracefully launch her off ahead of me with ease that I couldn't even hope to match. I awkwardly dropped off the seat to my skis and slid slowly off the ramp to the top of the hill and put my wrists back into the straps of my poles. Her two friends having slid off the ramp behind me, met up with her and skied off down the hill again as a group.
"Yep. Bad idea. Well, here goes again Grace!" I said to my wife as I let gravity take hold and start pulling me down the hill. "This would have been a lot more fun with you here."
Forty-five minutes later and not less than six spills, I pushed the release on my bindings and stacked my skis in the rack outside the lodge. I was cold, wet and getting sore and stiff. I peeled off my long one-piece nylon and down ski suit, hung it on a hook on the rack and then got a free hot cocoa from the counter. I wandered to a large curved stone bench in front of an open fire pit and sat down with the steaming cup of liquid, feeling the heat from the fire warmed stone start to soak up into me through my cold wet butt. I shook my head at myself and sipped my cocoa, wondering why I had let myself be talked into this.
"So. This is your rescuer?" I heard a man's voice from behind me. I turned to see two women and a man standing behind me.
"Yep. If I'm not mistaken, it is Gene, right?" the blonde woman in the group asked. She was willowy slender, wearing skintight yoga pants that hugged her legs and ass nicely, her upper half hidden by a large bulky turtleneck sweater, but even through the sweater I could tell that she had a fairly large chest. I guessed that she was much younger than I was, maybe in her mid-thirties at most. I stared at her dumbly, her smile radiating warmth and friendship, and her bright blue eyes looking like you could get lost in them for a week, which at that moment I seemed to be doing.
"This is Larry, and his wife Madison," Linda said as she stepped next to me. "Mind if we sit with you?" she added, settling down on the stone without waiting for a reply, since I was obviously too tongue-tied to invite her.
"Uh. No. It's fine. I was just trying to dry out a little," I finally managed to croak out as they sat down, Larry and Madison to the left side of me on the curved rock bench and Linda on my right, leaving a comfortable distance between us. Both women were definitely in their early to mid-thirties and both serious lookers, by anyone's standards. Madison was a brunette with soft green eyes and, like Linda, well-endowed in the chest, though slightly less so. If I had to guess, and it was hard under multiple layers of clothes, Madison was at least a thirty-two C or bigger.
Larry was, well different. He was more rugged and less refined than the ladies. He was certainly strong and muscular and I doubted that I'd want to take him on in a dark alley. If I had to guess, I'd say he was a construction worker or something similar.
"You do look a bit soggy," Linda said, drawing my attention back to her and breaking the train of thought that was running around like a wild little kid in my head.
"Yeah. I got more than a little snow down my suit on that last face plant." I said, shaking my head. "Graceful doesn't belong in my vocabulary."
"Oh. It takes time. No worries, you'll get the hang of it," Linda said as she held a steaming cup of cocoa in front of her and leaned towards the heat of the fireplace.
"Uh huh. Or end up with something broken."
"So, Gene. Where you from?" Larry asked.
"St Louis. You?"
"Well, my wife and I are from Manhattan," he answered before sipping his cup of coffee.
"Big city. What do you do there?" I asked.
"Fashion business," he said with a shrug.
I looked at him closer. They were far younger than my fifty-two years, but I wouldn't have ever placed him in the fashion industry. That was populated in my very small experience, by what I would call the very gayest of guys. He definitely didn't fit the type.
"How about you?" Madison asked quietly. "What do you do? Besides knocking sexy women in the snow I mean."
"Fire service," I answered, blushing again at her reference to my earlier tangle with Linda.
"Oh?" Madison asked in surprise. "Running into burning buildings and stuff?"
"Not as much as I used to. I'm a station chief."
"Ahhhhhh. I see. Someone has to keep the paperwork flowing."
"Something like that. I still work calls, but instead of doing much training or maintenance, I spend my time in the station pushing papers."
"I bet it's exciting work though. I don't think I could run into a burning building," Linda said quietly. "Seems like it'd take a brave man to do that job."
"I don't think of it that way. It's just what I do. Someone needs help, I help. Nothing special," I answered with a shrug.
"Modest too. Cute," Madison said with a charming smile. "So you're up here all alone?"
"Madison!" Linda snapped quietly, looking past me at her friend.
"What?" Madison asked in surprise.
"Linda is trying to warn you off that I'm here alone because my wife isn't alive any longer," I answered for her. "It's okay. It's been three years. I'm starting to get used to being asked about it."
"Well, I noticed you had on a wedding ring, so I just wondered," Madison said quietly.
"Yeah. Never could bring myself to take it off," I said with a shrug.
"Well, it's a good way to keep single women from chasing you," Linda said with a chuckle. "If I'd have seen it on the slopes I probably wouldn't be sitting here now."
"That's the same thing my shrink says," I said looking down at my hand and the silver band on it, completely missing her comment.
"You're seeing a psychiatrist?" Madison asked.
"Yeah, standard department procedure when you've been in a traumatic situation. Most times it's a single visit after a fatality situation and I'm done, but this time... Well. Seeing your own wife die in front of you changes a man," I said quietly, looking down at my cocoa and suddenly missing my wife again very much.
I felt a hand on my back, gently rubbing across my shoulders. "My turn to be sorry," Linda said softly. "But hey. You're here. I bet she'd be proud of you for trying anyway."
"Yeah. She would. She always said I was brave enough to try anything, if she could get me convinced to do it. When our kids were small we made a list of things we wanted to try and do together. This was the third thing on the list. She would have loved the views out there," I said looking into the fire and watching the little embers of the pine logs wiggle and jiggle as they gave up the gasses that created the flames warming us.
"Well. Good for you, getting out here and trying," Madison said. "I kinda always thought that firemen and cops were indestructible. I mean with everything they have to see and do. I don't know how you do it. I couldn't."
"It's just like any other job. You do what you love," I answered her as I stared at the fire. I sat and stared, thinking about all the times my wife and I sat around a campfire, watching the embers glow like this and suddenly felt very lonely. "So. I appreciate the visit. I think I'll go up to my room and find some dry clothes."
"Sure. See you on the slopes later?" Linda said with a smile as I got up, her eyes clearly searching for an answer, though I had no idea why.
"Sure," I answered with a shrug, not at all sure she would. I suddenly didn't feel all that much like skiing any more. I collected my ski suit and headed up to my room. I changed out of my wet clothes, peeling off my long underwear and laid down for a short nap, groaning as my abused muscles complained to me.
I slept much longer than I'd planned and climbed out of bed after it was dark. I looked out the frosty window over the snow, huge lights lighting some of the slopes and making the snow glitter as the skiers raced down the hills. "You would have loved this view," I mumbled to myself as I watched the skiers sweep back and forth on their way down the mountain side. With a sigh I stepped back to the bed, put on some clothes and shoes and headed down to get some dinner.
I was nearly done eating when I was startled by a familiar voice. "Hi Gene. Mind if I join you?"
"Um. Sure, I guess," I answered, not sure I really had a choice since she was already sliding into the booth. Her movements were fluid and graceful, her motion giving me a quick glimpse of her tights encased legs disappearing up under the short skirt of the blue long sleeve dress. "You're not hanging out with your friends. Mandy and Larry?" I asked questioningly as she leaned on the table, her body tilted towards me slightly. Her hair, unlike earlier in the day, was now cascading down in long fat curls that hung down around her face, framing her smile and blue eyes, making them stand out even more.
"Madison. And no. They're out taking a few more shots down the slopes. My legs got tired so I stayed in this evening. But, hey, look who I found!" she said cheerfully. "I figure the least you owe me is a little company while I eat, after where your hands went this afternoon."
"UH... I didn't...I mean..." I stumbled, trying to figure out just what to say.
"It's alright. I just said it to make you blush. You look cute when you're blushing!" she said with a grin as the waitress came to take her order. "Oh. Let's see. How about scallops and chicken over linguini and grilled asparagus. Oh and wine, let's see, a nice rose. Do you like wine Gene?" she asked as her finger ran down the wine list and stopped about half way down, showing it to the waitress. "Just bring the bottle and two glasses."
"Yes ma'am," the waitress said cheerfully before turning and walking away. "You do like wine don't you? I didn't really give you time to answer did I?"



"No, you didn't. But yes, I do enjoy a glass now and then. Not a huge drinker. Comes from being on call twenty-four seven."
"That must get hard, being on call that much? Do you have to go in for all calls or only really big ones?"
"Just the really big ones when I'm off duty," I answered.
"So. Tell me about firefighting. It must be exciting. As a chief, what do you have to do?"
"Well, typically I just have to determine how and where to deploy manpower and how to attack a situation. I'm responsible for the safety of the crews and civilians in the area."
"Sounds like a heavy responsibility," she said quietly.
"It can be. What about you? So far I know you're in the fashion industry, given what I know about that particular line, I'm clueless."
"Well. I do work in the fashion industry. I have a line of clothing, mostly ladies lingerie."
"I see. Is that hard? I mean I don't know what it takes to sell lingerie, other than going to the store and buying it that is."
"It's lots of travel. I spend more days on the road than I do at home. You like lingerie? I mean it doesn't quite seem like your thing, but then these days..." she said with a smile and a soft giggle.
"For my wife I mean," I said, blushing and rolling my eyes at the thought of what I'd look like wearing ladies garments.
"I know. You are so fun to tease. I love the way you roll your eyes and blush when you're embarrassed and don't seem to know what to say."
"Yeah. Well," I answered, trying not to roll my eyes even though I didn't know what to say. "So. Skiing. Been doing it long?"
"Oh, since I was a kid," she said as the waitress walked up with the bottle of wine and two goblets. She expertly pulled the cork and handed it to Linda, who took it and gently inhaled. "Perfect. Thank you! This will do nicely."
"You're welcome," the waitress said politely as she poured the two glasses full and then set the bottle down before leaving.
Linda handed me one glass and took the other herself. "Here's to new friends," she said, holding her glass out to clink with mine.
"New friends," I agreed, ticking my glass against hers. We both took a drink of the wine which was surprisingly good, at least to my uneducated pallet.
"So. You were telling me about what you do."
"Well, I have to advertise my product of course. So, I do things to encourage it selling," she said, looking like she was suppressing a smile.
"I see. So you have to go to stores and get them to take it or what?"
"Oh. No. I don't have to do that. I have marketing people that take care of that. No. I just go show off my products here and there."
"Ah. Kinda like a model? I guess I never thought about a company owner modeling their own product, but then you do have the looks for it."
"Yeah, well it's something like that. Thank you, by the way, for the compliment."
"Oh. You're welcome."
"So, you like my looks?"
"Well, Um. Can I be honest? I'm not used to paying other women compliments, but personally I think you're stunning, possibly the most beautiful woman I've ever met, aside from my wife of course. I can easily picture you walking down some stage someplace wearing some little outfit or sexy dress," I said, feeling a little guilty at the sudden swelling in my pants.
"It's called a runway and thank you again," she said with a nod as the waitress approached the table with her dish. Our conversation lagged somewhat as she ate, only the occasional question, which left me explaining parts of my life while she quickly polished off the plate of food.
"You know. I think I know exactly where to finish this off!" Linda said, motioning to the waitress. "Bill this to 630 please, and two more glasses!" she said with a smile.
The waitress came back almost immediately with two fresh goblets, which Linda took from her and them stood up to leave, picking up the bottle with her other hand after looping the little gold chain of her clutch over her shoulder.
"You sure they'll let you take that out?" I asked her.
"For three fifty a bottle, they damn well better!" she said with a giggle. "Come on." I stood for a moment stunned before hurrying to catch up and follow her toward the elevators. "What floor?"
"Huh?"
"What floor are you on?"
"Oh. Four," I answered her, wondering what she had in mind. We rode the elevator up in silence until the doors opened, and then she asked my room number, leading the way down the hallway to my room. I pushed the keycard into the lock and then opened the door.
"So. Get your swimsuit. I'll wait," she said, setting the bottle and glasses on the dresser after following me into the room.
"I didn't bring one."
"So how are we going to go relax in the hot tub?" she asked with an obvious pout.
"I have some athletic shorts," I suggested.
"Oh. That'll be fine. It's a private hot tub," she said, moving to the foot end of the bed and sitting down.
"Um. Sure," I answered, digging in my suitcase and pulling out a pair of light weight Under Armor shorts. I headed towards the bathroom and was about to disappear into the bathroom when she stopped me.
"It's okay. I'll just turn my back," she said with a smile, swiveling on the corner of the bed she was sitting on so she faced away from me, looking out the window at the slopes.
"So, I suppose you brought a swimsuit?" I asked as I started peeling my clothes off.
"Of course. I always have one or two. You never know when you'll need one," she said towards the window. "Kind of comes with the territory. I guess your work needs a lot more clothes than mine though," she said twisting and taking a look over her shoulder. "Not bad," she said quietly as she looked at how I looked in just my shorts. I wondered how she knew just exactly when to turn around as I let the waistband snap around my waist.
"What's not bad?"
"You. You look pretty good for a slightly older guy. I mean you're what, ten years older than I am?"
"Oh, Lord. If only," I chuckled. "I'm a bit more than that. I'd guess closer to fifteen or twenty."
"No. You can't be more than forty-two? Maybe three?"
"Add another ten," I answered her.
"Oh good Lord. You are in REALLY good shape then!" she said with a smile, standing up and picking up her glasses and wine. "Come on. My turn."
"Uh huh," I answered, picking up my keycard and slipping it into the pocket of my shorts. I followed her across the room and out into the hall, feeling the chill outside the room as we walked back to the elevator. She pressed the sixth floor button and then we rode up two more floors.
"You know. I don't usually bring men back to my room the first day we meet," she said with an impish grin. "But in your case, I'm making an exception. Only because I know you're a gentleman and won't try to take advantage of me, no matter how much I might want you to," she said as she led me down the hall to a room door. I held the bottle of wine while she opened the door and stepped in. She turned on a light and looked behind to make sure I was following. Her room, should I call it that, was a suite. It clearly had a separate bedroom, sitting room, table and chairs, much like a small apartment. She walked into the main room, set the wine and glasses down on the table and then walked to the window. She pushed the curtains aside, exposing her view of the slopes and waiting for me to walk over next to her. Rather than just a window, the suite had a large balcony with a glassed in area with a medium sized hot tub in it. "You wait here. I'll only be a moment," she said quietly before stepping away.
I heard her high heels disappear into the bedroom and then return a few moments later. I heard clothes rustling and waited patiently, only realizing after almost thirty seconds that the darkness outside made the window like a mirror, letting me see a not so bad image of Linda behind me, undressing next to the sofa. I thought for a moment about saying something and realized that my curtains were open as well, which had to have afforded her the same view, which also explained how she knew exactly when to turn around.
I watched as she slipped her bra off, her breasts full and round, her rigid nipples evident even in the less than perfect reflection of the window. She pushed her tights off, pulling them down and then skimmed her panties off. I waited, watching her turn around a few times as if looking for something on the floor, wondering if she knew I was watching her. She slowly pulled the tiny lime green bikini on over her breasts and completely shaved mound and pussy.
"There. All set," she said, apparently my cue to turn back around. "Nice view tonight?"
"Much better than I'd expected," I answered, letting her know that I had indeed noticed her, while letting her play her little game.
"Good. I'm glad you enjoyed it," she said with a radiant and obviously pleased smile. The bikini she had on was...well...tiny at best. The top was two tiny triangles that barely covered her areola, her rock hard nipples poking the thin material out significantly. The bottom half of the suit was a similar triangle of green material covering her pussy and half of her obviously shaved mound. As she turned, I realized that it was a thong type bottom, leaving her entire ass bare as she bent over to step into a pair of sandals. Without looking back she straightened up and picked up the wine. "You wanna get the glasses?" she asked sweetly, walking towards the sliding glass door that led to the balcony. She opened the door and waited for me, slipping her arm in mine and guiding me quickly towards the glassed-in hot tub.
She leaned over the edge of the tub, her ass bare except for a tiny green string disappearing between her cheeks, found the controls for the water and had it quickly swirling and bubbling. "This is the perfect thing for sore muscles," she said with a grin as she looked back at me. She held the bottle high, kicked off the little sandals and then slipped over the edge of the tub, disappearing down into the water. "Well? Bring the glasses and come on in! The water's a lot warmer than the air!"
I shrugged, and stepped over the side of the tub, sinking down into the water, careful to hold the glasses up from the swirling, slightly foamy water. She reached for my hand and moved one glass to my other hand, so both were now holding the glasses and then she poured them both half full from the bottle.
"You know. You're really a nice man," she whispered.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh," she said with a small smile as she took one of the glasses and then slid around through the water to sit next to me. She said barely above a whisper, "Most men wouldn't have stood and watched my reflection, they would have turned around and just watched."
"I didn't think that was the invitation."
"But the reflection was?"
"Seemed like it to me," I answered honestly. "But I wouldn't have minded seeing more. You're a pretty spectacular looking woman, even in that tiny bikini."
"You should see me in a sheer negligee!" she said with a giggle. "Mmmmmmm this is nice." She reached for my hand and lifted it, sliding inside my arm and leaning her back against one side of my chest, pulling my arm around her neck and resting my hand on her practically bare chest under the surface of the water. "Much better."
"Uh huh," I answered, feeling a bit guilty about my hand cupping her breasts this way, but I had to admit it did feel awfully good.
"So. This helping those stiff muscles?"
"Yeah. It is," I answered her quietly, thinking that it was helping all of them except one. My cock was rock hard in my shorts and I wondered how the hell I'd get out of the tub without looking...well, you know what I mean.
"I'm glad," she said as she wiggled herself tighter against me, pressing my hand to her breasts tighter, her arm rubbing under the water against my cock through my shorts. She took another drink of her wine and sighed contentedly. "You know. I'm not used to being with guys like you. Most guys would have long since tried to undress me."
"Ah. Well," I said awkwardly.
"But not you. You're being a perfect gentleman, even though I've given you a very open invitation."
"I guess it's how I was raised. I mean I just met you."
"We did!" she agreed with a nod.
"So the question is, are you going to take advantage of such an open invitation, or should I plan on finding some other way to get you out of those shorts?"
"I guess the question is, why do you want to get me out of my shorts?"
"You are such a sweet funny man. Why else would I want you out of those shorts?"
"Linda. You're really sexy. I mean let's face it, you have a killer body and could easily be a top end fashion model. But you're awfully young, compared to me that is. Why would you want an old fart like me making love to you?" I asked quietly.
"Gene. If you listen to your words, you'd answer your own question. You're sweet. You're a gentleman. You're concerned about the age difference and you refer to what we would do naked as making love. Not fucking or screwing or any of the other rather rude terms guys today use. You talk about making love. Your touch is gentle and tender, even sitting like this. Your fingers have been stroking my breast for at least five minutes, and you have yet to squeeze or grope it. You're just softly teasing it, and me with it. I want to feel you do that to my whole body. I want to feel your natural gentleness making love to me," she said as she turned in the water to practically lay on top of me. She pushed herself up in the water, her breasts above the surface, reaching for the edge of the tub and placing her glass on it. She reached behind her and untied the bikini top and then pulled the lime green material away, leaving her tits bare. "What would you like to do with these, if you had permission to do anything you wanted with my body?"
I looked up at her blue eyes, losing myself momentarily in the smoldering lust I saw there. I set my glass on the tub edge and reached out with both hands and slowly drew her towards me by the waist, pulling her tits toward my face. I gently kissed her between her two full round breasts and then began to slowly kiss across to her left one, planting soft little kisses on her creamy soft skin and ending each kiss with a tiny lick of the tip of my tongue. I teased my lips around the top of her creamy orb and then moved a hand to lift it so I could work around below her nipple and puckered areola. Kiss by kiss I circled her large round pink areola, drawing ever closer until I opened my mouth and suctioned the whole front of her breast into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her nipple, teasing the sides and then flicking it with tip of my tongue, drawing a long soft moan from her lips.
"Ohhhhh God that is such a turn on," she moaned softly as I released her nipple and began kissing towards her other breast. I worked slowly, kissing soft wet kisses across her breast, down the valley between them and up her left breast. I slowly circled around her puckered areola, working ever closer to her nipple as her breathing deepened in anticipation of what would come next. I sucked the whole front of her breast into my mouth and then flicked her nipple with just the tip of my tongue.
"Up," I coaxed, moving my hands to her hips and lifting her slightly. She grinned at me and stood up, the water cascading down off her lower body and dripping from her tiny green bikini bottom. I reached for the now exposed material and gently pulled it down over her firm round ass and down her thighs, letting her rest her hands on my head for balance as she lifted one foot after the other out of the tiny bottom. I tossed it over my shoulder and firmly pulled her completely shaved pussy towards my face. Her lips were full and round, a significant amount of delicate inner lip protruding, but at the moment smashed flat from the bikini against her outer lips. She arched her back and pushed her pussy towards my face as I gently kissed her shaved mound, her baby smooth skin having only the very slightest hint of stubble against my lips as I kissed around her mound and worked down towards her lips.
I let my tongue reach out and gently stroke her lips, teasing them away from her fat lips and spreading them slightly.
"Ohhh fuck you're so gentle," she whispered, slowly pulling from my face, her hands reaching for mine and pulling me along with her. She backed up in the tub, moving to the far side, tugging me along until she could sit on the edge of the tub. She lifted her legs and spread them wide for me, her now widely spread legs also spreading her pussy slightly and exposing her completely to me. I lowered my face between her legs and gently pressed my tongue between her lips, tasting her tangy juices as I teased up her slit toward her clit. She moaned softly as my tongue delved deep into her, finding the juncture of her lips and the clit hiding there under its protective hood. She reached between her legs and gently spread her lips farther for me, exposing her clit to my hot tongue. "Ohhhh God yes," she moaned softly as I stroked up her lips again, pushing my tongue into her as far as I could and then stroking it up her lips. I teased along her pubic bone, spreading her lips until the tip of my tongue flicked across her rigid little nub, drawing a gasp followed by a soft moan as I concentrated on teasing it with the tip of my tongue.
Over and over I licked up her slit, her hips rocking softly with my strokes, trying to push her pussy closer to my face with each stroke. Finally she reached down and coaxed me up, making me stand in the water before her. She reached for my hips and pushed my wet shorts down, letting them slide down my legs, my rock hard cock jutting out towards her. She smiled at me and wrapped one hand around it as much as she could, her fingers not quite making it all the way around my fatness. She pulled me closer, softly cooing to me, "Push it in. I want to feel it slide deep into me."
"You sure?" I whispered back as I leaned towards her, letting her guide me towards her pussy.
"Oh yeah," she moaned as she engaged my head in the entrance to her tunnel and coaxed me to push into her. "Ohhhhhh yeah!" she moaned again as I pushed several inches into her. I felt her lips grab at my cock so I pulled back, using her own juices to lubricate her lips and allow me to push in another inch or so. It took several strokes before I was plunging my full length in and out of her, my hard fat cock filling her tight wet hole with each stroke. She moaned and grunted softly as my cock plunged into her faster, her hands coaxing my hips to drive hard into her with each trust. "That's it baby. Fuck me!" she moaned loudly. "Ohhhh God damn you feel so good."
"Jesus, you feel tight," I grunted as I plunged in and out of her pussy.
"That's because you're so fucking big. Oh damn you fill me so fucking full!" she moaned loudly, her legs starting to tremble as I drove my shaft in and out of her velvety soft tunnel. I felt my engorged head banging softly into the end of her tunnel with each stroke, her clit smashed into the base of my cock as my pubic hair pressed to her smoothly shaved mound.
"God! I'm going to come. Ohhhhh fuck! I'm cooooooooooomiiiiiiiing!" she squealed loudly, her whole body suddenly shuddering and shaking in front of me. I felt her pussy clamp around me, her already tight tunnel squeezing around me, her muscles rippling and pulling me in as I continued to stroke in and out of her.
"Oh shit," I grunted.
"Yes! Do it. DO IT!" she cried as my cock erupted inside her, my body spasming and jamming me deep into her. Over and over my body bucked, pumping a massive load of pent up cum into her as she sat on the edge of the tub quivering and shuddering. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck yes," she moaned, reaching out for me and wrapping her arms and legs around me. She pressed her body against me and held me tightly to her as we both panted for breath, her tits rubbing on my sweaty chest as we both tried to regain control of our bodies. "Ohhhhh shit that was hard," she moaned softly, turning her head to softly kiss my cheek.



"Yeah. It was," I agreed breathlessly.
"Just hold me. Okay? Just hold me please," she whispered, her legs wrapped around the back of mine to pull her body tightly against mine. I stood there until my cock softened and slipped from her before she finally released me and let me step back. With a soft smile she pushed me back, stepping down into the water in front of me and then continuing to push me until I sat back down in the water. She settled on my lap, facing me, allowing her big tits to once again press to my chest, her cheek to mine as she wrapped her arms around my neck and held herself close to me.
"Are you okay?" I whispered questioningly.
"I am so okay. I'm more okay than I remember being for a long time. I don't know what it is, but it felt like...I don't know how to describe it. It felt like you were making love to me, for me, not like some object."
"You mean there's another way?" I asked seriously.
She chuckled softly and kissed my cheek again. "God you're so sweet," she whispered softly. "Why do I feel safe in your arms? Why do you make me feel like when you look at me or kiss my body that you're looking at me as just ME?"
"Who else would you be?" I asked quietly, getting a soft feminine chuckle back again.
"Yeah. That's about right for you," she said with a sigh. "I'm going to ask you something. And I want you to refuse if it's too much. I know you're still missing your wife. But would you sleep with me? Will you come to bed with me and hold me and make love to me like that again?"
I sighed softly, seriously considering her offer. It had been a long time now since I felt a woman in my arms like this, but now that the hormone overload had vacated my blood stream I started to think again. "I don't know if that would work. I mean, there's so much different between us. Hell, we don't even live in the same place."
"I'm not asking you to marry me. I'm not even asking you to come stay with me. Just for tonight. Hold me and make me feel loved and cared for and safe like you just did. Please."
"Alright," I answered her softly, nodding my head as I realized that I wanted to do that very much at that moment.
She pulled her face back and pressed her soft lips to mine, kissing me gently, her soft lips teasing mine, her tongue gently teasing my lips to open and accept her. I felt her tongue reach into my mouth and gently touch mine, dancing slowly around the tip of my tongue, making my body react, my under used cock already starting to grow again. "Come on. Let's go to the bedroom," she whispered as she broke the kiss.
If you want," I answered as she pushed away from me. She led me from the tub and out through the cold air and back into the hotel room. With a smile, she let go of me and almost ran to the bathroom to grab two towels and then was back, taking my hand and pulling me to the bedroom.
We stood next to the king-sized bed and dried each other off before she turned the light out. She walked to the window and pushed the curtain back, letting the light from the slopes and the nearly full moon fill the room enough for both of us to see each other clearly, but not be overly bright. She pulled the covers of the bed back and crawled onto it, drawing me along with her by the hand. She smiled and encouraged me to lay on the bed, moving quickly over me on all fours. She lay herself on top of me, her body pressing to mine and my growing cock pressed against her smooth shaved mound.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly, her lips pressed to mine. "I'm liking how you feel against me," she whispered after breaking a long soft kiss, her hips rocking to press her body against my now hard cock.
"I'm liking how you feel against me too," I answered her before she leaned down to kiss me again. She gently kissed my lips, spending long seconds sucking and licking and kissing them seductively before moving her kisses off my mouth and to my cheek. She slowly kissed down my cheek to my neck and continued teasing my body down to my chest, her kisses tracing slowly and softly down my chest. I groaned softly as she slid down farther, working down my stomach and teasing gently around my pubic hair. "Ohhh damn," I groaned softly as she blew her hot breath across my engorged head, anticipating her mouth on my cock. I wasn't disappointed, groaning another "oh damn" as she engulfed my head with her hot mouth, pressing me into her mouth as far as she could. She swirled her tongue around my head and the bottom of my shaft as she slowly bobbed her head down along my shaft and back again.
"Jesus," I gasped as she pressed her mouth down my shaft, pushing my fat head deep into her throat. She pulled back up and off my cock, taking a deep breath.
"You like that?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned as she engulfed my cock with her hot mouth again. Up and down she stroked it, using just her lips and tongue to tease me, my hips trying to push up towards her mouth as she again pressed my head deep into her throat.
"As much as I like doing this, I have other plans for this," she cooed softly after pulling her mouth off me again. She crawled up my body on all fours, dragging her nipples along my thighs and then my stomach. She grinned down at me as she walked herself up my body until her tits were dangling in front of my face, reaching for my hands and pulling them away as I tried to capture the sexy orbs. "Uh uh. No touching yet," she said with a smile. "Now if you want to try to use your mouth..." she said, leaving the sentence unfinished as she lowered one nipple to my lips. I opened my mouth, my hands now resting on her slender hips, and sucked the front of her breasts into my mouth. "Ohhhh yeah. God you're making my pussy so fucking wet!" she moaned as I let my tongue tease her hard nipple.
She pulled her tit from my mouth with a loud slurp and then dangled her other breast in front of me. I grinned before opening my mouth and drawing her entire areola and nipple into my mouth. She moaned softly as I teased her nipple and then pulled that tit away as well. "God I love feeling your mouth on my tits. But I think I love feeling your cock in me even more," she cooed softly, rocking her hips back and pulling her tits from my face. I felt her shift her weight and then grasp my cock between her legs. She leaned herself back more and rubbed my engorged saliva covered head between her lips before pushing back harder, trying to force my fat hard cock into her tight pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuck you're so big," she moaned softly as she rocked herself, working me deeper and deeper into her hot wet pussy. She grunted slightly as she pushed back against me, driving my cock deeper into her until I could feel her press down into the crook at the base of my cock. She grinned down at me with almost a look of accomplishment before she started rocking herself, drawing her pussy off my cock and then driving it back down again. "God damn you feel so big in me. Are you enjoying this as much as I am?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned softly, the sensations of her silky soft tunnel teasing me mercilessly as she slid along my shaft. I could feel every little bump and ripple in her deep hot tunnel, her pussy clenching occasionally in anticipation of the climax that she was building in both of us. On and off she rocked, her face alternating between a look of hot lust down at me and a look of pure pleasure as she closed her eyes.
"God. I hope you come soon because I don't know how much longer I can keep from coming around you," she moaned loudly. "I want to feel you come in me. I want to feel your cum pushing into my hot pussy again," she moaned softly, her legs trembling slightly under my hands as she continued to rock on and off me, her tits swinging in rhythm to her strokes. Her big tits brushed my stomach and then swung out until they almost were even with my face as she slid on and off my eight plus inches.
"Gonna come," I grunted as the sensations and the view above me finally pushed me beyond endurance. I almost didn't feel her climax start as my cock spurted the first surge of hot cum into her, my own body bucking hard into her with it. "OH FUCK!" I groaned loudly as my cock unloaded into her, pulsing and shooting hot cum into her over and over. She held herself over me, her whole body shuddering and shaking, a soft low groan escaping her lips as her pussy contracted around my shaft.
I felt my cock still to only an occasional twitch, softening in her still spasming pussy. She pushed her legs out, lying on top of me, her soft tits smashed to my chest, her head resting on my shoulder. Her lips brushed my cheek as she breathed, occasionally closing for a soft kiss before opening again while her body tried to catch her breath.
I wrapped my arms around her and held her to me, one arm wrapped around her slim waist and the other cupping one of her firm ass cheeks. "This is so perfect," she whispered. "Sleep with me like this? Please?" she asked softly, almost begging me.
"Uh huh," I answered, not really wanting to let go either. It had been a long three years, and I don't want to say I forgot how it felt to have a woman in my arms, but I clearly missed the sensations more than I knew.
I woke during the night, the moon gone and the lights of the slope now dark. We had moved on the bed, ending up spooned together, my arm around her, cupping her breast, her ass pushed against me so that my cock was nestled into the crack of her ass. I pulled her snugly to me, drawing a contented moan from her lips before I slipped back into sleep.
I woke up to the orange sun shining in the window of Linda's suite, the huge bed empty except for me. I was going to get up and found a note on hotel stationary propped on the pillow next to me.
I had to leave and didn't know how to say goodbye. I didn't want to say goodbye at all. You are a sweet and kind man, and in one night you made me feel more loved and appreciated than all the nights I've ever spent with anyone else put together. There's something about you that I can't explain that makes me feel safe and loved, even though I know that love is far from your mind now. I know you're not ready yet, but maybe some time we can find that together. At least that's what I'm hoping for. With love, Linda.
I sighed and dropped the note on the bed next to me. I pushed myself out of bed and padded to the bathroom. My shorts were still damp, hanging over the shower bar, with a tiny green bikini hanging with it. I took my shorts and pulled the cold material on and then took the bikini as well, heading out of her now vacant room back to my own. I took the wet shorts off and tossed them aside with frustration, realizing I didn't even know her last name.
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It had been an entire month since his ski trip. Most of the firemen in the station could see the difference, but no amount of prodding or cajoling would break his silence about the trip. The smile of years before had returned, his easy going, happy manner had surfaced many times after being absent for the last three years. To the firemen, there had to be an explanation, and it had to be a woman. The only problem was, no matter how hard they tried, they couldn't catch him calling, texting, e-mail or dating anyone! It was almost as if the woman that had so quickly brightened his life back up was made of smoke and vapor.
Eddie, as the crew called her, knew all too well the look on his face. She'd seen it on men all her life and knew that when he was tipped back in his chair, just daydreaming, that he was dreaming of a woman. Hell, the bulge in his uniform pants made that plain as day, even though the rest of the guys wouldn't admit to having seen it. Yeah, as far as Eddie was concerned, he had met a woman and was probably in love, even though he denies having done anything but take a few tumbles down the ski slopes.
******
Eddie was washing a truck with Roger and Vlad when the UPS driver showed up. It wasn't a large package. For that matter, getting packages at the station wasn't all that unusual. To Eddie, it was the combination of return address and addressee that made it unusual.
"Okay Gene. Quit holding out on us!" Eddie demanded with a grin as she walked into her station chief's office with the package.
"What are you grousing about Eddie?" I asked, annoyed at being interrupted from the report I was working on.
"You got a package boss," she said with a smile. "And it's from a lingerie company, and not a low end one either. You still wanna tell me that you don't have a female friend?"
"What are you talking about?" I asked, furrowing my brow in confusion as I took the box from her hand. I looked at the label and sure enough it was addressed to me. I hadn't ever heard of the company it was from though.
"Okay. Don't tell me you don't know what Caress Me is!?" Eddie asked almost laughing out loud. "It's like Victoria's Secret, only hotter," Eddie said shaking her head.
"I didn't order any lingerie. Hell, who would I buy it for?" I asked in confusion.
"How bout the woman that put the smile back on your face?"
"What woman?"
"Well, maybe someone stole your identity and bought you sexy underwear by mistake then?" she asked with a laugh.
"Not likely," I answered gruffly with a frown as Vlad and Roger stepped into the office to see what I'd had gotten. "What is this, a side show? Don't you three have work to do?"
"Yeah. We got plenty boss. Just as soon as you open this up," Eddie said with a grin. "Come on Gene. You gotta admit you're curious!"
"Fine. But I'm telling you it's a mistake. I didn't order anything," I answered, ripping the end of the box open. I reached into the box and pulled out a pink tissue paper wrapped package with an envelope tied to it with a pink ribbon. I opened the pink wrappings and a very, very, very tiny speedo swimsuit fell out onto the desk.
"WOOOOOO!" Eddie said, snatching the swimsuit from the desktop and holding it up. "Now this is a swimsuit!"
"Give me that!" I snapped, grabbing the suit from her hand feeling my cheeks warm as I blushed. I was certainly NOT used to getting presents from women who weren't my wife and even then I'd never gotten anything like THIS!
"Well. How about this?" Eddie asked, pulling the envelope from the desk. "Damn, sealed with a kiss too. Still wanna tell me you don't have a lady friend?" Eddie chided, waving the envelope in the air.
I grabbed the envelope and growled at the three to get their butts back to work, looking down at the envelope as they left the office. Only after they had gone did I open the small envelope and withdraw a single slip of pink paper with a flowery hand writing I'd seen once before.
Saw you on TV the other night talking about the high-rise fire. So strong and confident. Here's a little something to keep around so you aren't without a suit at the wrong time. L "
I sighed. How had she seen me on tv? For that matter, where was she? New York was a damn long way from St Louis. I still didn't know any more about her than I had, except that now I knew she bought from a very swanky lingerie shop that had men's speedos. I felt like she knew volumes more about me than I did her. What I knew about her would fill a thimble.
*****
I got tired of being kidded by the guys long before things finally settled down. I kept her note in my drawer and had it practically worn out from the couple weeks of pulling it out and reading it. It had smelled of her perfume when I got it, but that had long since faded away. It was almost quitting time when Eddie walked in with a huge vase of flowers, red, white and yellow roses along with assorted other flowers to round out the massive bouquet and set it on the corner of my desk.
"Hey boss. Delivery for you," she said, standing there with a shit eating grin on her face. "You still wanna tell me you don't know a woman? Men don't send men flowers!" she said as she poked at a few blooms and sniffed one of the roses.
"What's this? You playing games again Eddie?" I asked, looking at the vase of flowers.
"Not in the least. These came for you. The flower shop just dropped 'em off."
"Not for me."
"Uh, yeah! See. Gene Coleman. That's you. With love... L Who's L?"
"No one," I snapped quickly, blushing a little at the thought of getting roses from Linda.
"Uh huh. Yeah. Well, we know one thing. She's got the hots for you in more ways than one," Eddie kidded.
"That's enough. She doesn't have the hots for me in any way," I practically snapped.
"Well, now we know for sure there really is a she. I think I'll exit stage left now, before I get my head bit off!" she said with a grin.
I stared at the bouquet and then at the little card on the plastic stick poking up in the middle of the colorful bouquet. That was all it said. With love L. Clearly Linda hadn't forgotten me. I smiled as I thought about that one night together, wondering if this meant she still wanted more. I wished I could ask her, but then this was turning into a very one-sided discussion.
*******
I was frustrated. That's the best way to put it. I was actually more than a little frustrated that I had been completely unable to find anything out about my mystery woman. She knew more about me than I knew of her. The flowers turned out to be a dead end, purchased by a tall thin man in a well-tailored suit. The card was provided by the same man, apparently already written out.
I was torn between the frustration of trying to find her and the guilt at what I felt was emotionally cheating on Grace. Eddie had been far more perceptive than I expected and more than once argued that I was actually doing what Grace would have wanted, what she had asked me to do with her last breath. Eddie didn't know who it was that had tugged my heartstrings, but being a woman, she figured out pretty quickly that someone had, and she wasn't about to let go of that.
It was still difficult for me, after being devoted to Grace for so many years, to suddenly throw it all out and start over. I had to admit I was fascinated by Linda and how it had felt being with her. It felt almost as good as when I'd first met Grace. I felt comfortable with her. I didn't have to pretend, or be something I wasn't. I'd long since decided I wanted to see her again and hold her again. I knew that, I just didn't know if I could allow it to be more than that, if my mind would allow me to set Grace aside enough to have it be more than a one night event like the last time. I guessed that was why she had left the way she did. Somehow she had known that I wasn't ready for it to be more than that and she didn't want to put me in a position where I had to do more than I was ready for. At least that's how it felt when I thought about it, which was more frequently of late.
I sat and stared at the package on the corner of my desk. The package that was the cause of the sudden pot of emotions dragging all this uncertainty to the surface.
"So, you going to open it?" Eddie coaxed.
"I don't know. Last time it was a swimsuit I wouldn't be caught dead in."
"I don't know about that. I think that the person that sent it thought you'd look pretty good in it. I think you'd probably look pretty good in it too."
"Hell Eddie! You're married for God's sake. You shouldn't be even thinking such things!"
"What? I can't look? It's not like I'm trying stuff on, I'm just window shopping!" she said with a giggle. "Damn you're blushing boss!"
"Knock it off or I'll make you go wash hose or something."
"Yeah, right. So, you going to open it?"
"No," I replied flatly.
"Then I will," she said as she reached for the box on the corner of my desk.
"NO!" I answered more sharply than I intended.
"Soooo. Open it already," Eddie prompted again.
"Fine," I answered with a sigh. I slit the tape on the end of the long flat box and pulled out a pink tissue paper wrapped item and an envelope. Unwrapping the package I held up a VERY revealing bra that I was quite sure would fit Linda perfectly, after having seen her bare body. The bra was made of a red sheer material for the cups, held in place by a matrix of straps that would circle around her breasts and cross behind the wearer's back. Each of the three small parallel straps that would go over her shoulders were thin fire engine red satin straps, the cups held together by a tiny front clasp. The panties were similarly shaped with multiple straps that would arch over the wearer's hips before joining and slipping between creamy cheeks. The triangle of see-through red mesh would surely not quite cover the wearer's pussy.
"DAMN! That's one hot piece of lingerie!" Eddie said with a low whistle. "My husband would kill to get me to come home in something like that!"
"What am I going to do with this?" I asked her and the room in confusion. I understood the speedo, but this?
"So open the note!"
I set the bra and panties down and opened the small pink envelope.
With you on my mind so often I thought that I would design something that I could wear that would remind me of you. Fire engine red, strong enough to hold me securely while still tenderly supporting my most sensitive parts. Yes this is definitely you, and each time I wear one of these I will think of you with your arms around me, holding me, making me feel safe. L."
I looked curiously at the bra and panties again, setting the note down on top of them.
Eddie snatched the note and quickly moved it out of my reach as she read the flowery penned writing. "Damn boss. This girl's got it BAD for you! I hope you're not letting her get away!"
"Nothing to not get away. I don't have her. Hell, I don't even know who she is... exactly," I answered with a frown.
"What do you mean you don't know who she is? Hell, you spent the night together, right?"
"Yeah. So?"
"So? So? That's so not you boss. Sleeping with someone and not even knowing her name?"
"I know her name!" I said defensively. "Well, her first name anyway."
"Well, that's a start," she said putting the card down. "But she's got it soooo bad for you. You need to call her or something."
"I can't. I don't know how to get ahold of her. Hell, look at that return address! Nothing I can even try and trace back!" I answered her, poking the box with my finger. I sighed heavily. "She said I wasn't ready and she hoped that some day I would be. Maybe she knows something about me I don't know myself."
"You're not ready boss," Eddie said softly. "Being a woman, I can tell things that guys can't. You're still stuck on your wife. Until you're brave enough to take that ring off, you won't be ready to do more than have a little fling, and I think this woman wants it to be so much more than that."
"How would she know? I mean one night?"
"Damn boss. You are so thick sometimes. They don't grow guys like you on trees," she said just before the alarm claxon in the engine bay sounded. "Well, back to work," she said as she bolted from the chair and dashed out of the office. I sat back and listened to the report before pushing myself up and walking out of the office to my car. I was seated and belted in before the truck had cleared the pad and followed behind, letting the massive truck force its way through traffic, sticking close on its bumper to take advantage of the wake it left behind on the way to the structure fire downtown.
*******
I was almost irritated at the interruption. For a few moments I considered not even answering the doorbell, but ultimately I put the computer aside and pushed myself from my recliner and walked to the front door. More than likely it was a salesman, or worse the Jehovah Witnesses again. Anyone that knew me always came to the back door. I opened the door and stood staring at the vision before me. She stood in a tight fitting red dress, the slick looking material forming to all her curves and her ample chest. Her long slender legs stuck out the bottom of the very short hem and ended in bright red high heels that were at least four inches or higher. Her legs and the halo of fluffy blonde hair glistened in the Spring sunshine as she stood expectantly on my front porch.
"May I come in?" Linda asked quietly after several long seconds of me standing silently with my jaw hanging open.
"Uh. Yeah, sure," I answered, stepping back from the door and letting her in.
"Nice place," she said quietly as she stepped into the house and looked around. "It was surprisingly hard to find. I'm used to big cities, not way out in the country like this. Fortunately the driver was able to decipher the address and find it."
"How did you know where I live?" I asked in confusion, closing the door behind her and closing out the still chilly May breeze.
"Oh. That was easy. There aren't too many Gene Coleman's who are firemen," she said with a giggle. "I had a few hours in town and when I got done with business I thought that maybe I'd come invite you out for lunch."
"Oh. I'm really not dressed to go out," I answered, motioning to my sweat pants and t-shirt.
"That can be fixed. I presume you have something besides uniforms to wear," she said with a crooked grin.
"Yeah. I do," I answered, rolling my eyes and shaking my head.
"Then take me to your bedroom and let's see what we can find," she said, reaching out for my hand.
"You sure you want to go to my room?" I asked, not moving.
"Unless you plan on changing your clothes right here," she said with a grin. "I mean it's not like I'm offering to have sex with you or anything. Just get a change of clothes so we can go have something to eat."
I finally moved after she tugged my hand again, walking across the living room and down the hallway towards the master bedroom. Not that I was at all averse to being in a bedroom with her, or that I didn't trust myself to not ravage her at the first opportunity, but to be quite honest, I hadn't done much since that day. The dressers were still full of Grace's clothes, as was the closet, and even her perfume and such was still sitting on the dresser top, albeit a bit dusty now.
I walked into the bedroom with Linda in tow, expecting a less than positive reaction. Instead she just looked around and nodded before releasing my hand and walking to the closet. She opened the closet, ignored my wife's clothes and quickly picked a pair of slacks and sport shirt that were hanging. "Here. These will do," she said with a smile as she turned to face me, holding the hangers out to me.
"Sure. If you think," I answered, taking the hangers and moving to the end of the bed. She slowly walked around the room, surveying the top of the dressers, mine and Grace's before turning back to face me as I pulled my sweats off, standing in just my boxer briefs. I pulled the pants off the hanger and was about to step into them when she stopped me.
"Uh uh," she said shaking her head. "Lose those briefs. I have something better for you," she said with a grin, reaching into the handbag hanging on her arm and pulling out a pair of red spandex underwear. Well, I call them that, though it was pretty clear that the tiny bikini brief underwear would only contain me IF she wasn't wearing anything sexy, which at the moment she was.
"You sure?" I asked with trepidation.
"I've seen you naked before. You're not going to make me leave, are you?"
"No. I won't do that," I answered with a frown as I pushed my boxer briefs down and stepped out of them, my hard cock swinging freely. I could see her smile slightly as she watched me step into the tiny bikini briefs.
"You know. If you're worried about showing too much, I'm wearing these," she said as she reached down and pulled the hem of her red dress up to her waist, exposing the red see-through panties she had on that were an exact match for the pair she had sent me. Her shaved mound and full round pussy lips were quite visible through the sheer red material, making my cock twitch and grow harder as if signaling where it wanted to be planted.
"And that was supposed to help?" I asked with a chuckle as I pulled the briefs up as far as they would go, half of my cock still sticking up over the top of the very low waistband.
"Uh uh. It was supposed to make sure that you looked just exactly like you do now," she said with a grin, pulling the hem back down and smoothing the material of the dress.
"Women," I said shaking my head and stepping into the slacks she had taken out for me.
"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked, stepping toward me. "Do we make you uncomfortable?"
"Sometimes," I answered as she stepped even closer, her red dress covered breasts practically touching my chest as she tilted her head and pressed her lips against mine. We stood there, my pants in my hands, holding them up so they didn't slide back down my legs while her mouth eagerly sucked on mine, her hand slipping down my stomach to my half exposed cock. I felt the warmth of her hand as she gently stroked the part of me sticking out of the tiny underwear.
"Like now?" she breathed, her lips still brushing mine as she held my cock in her hands.
"Yeah," I answered, having trouble keeping my breathing even.
"You know. I'd like nothing better than to stand here and see if you can find a way to put this deep inside me, but we only have so much time and I haven't eaten since five this morning," she whispered.
"Sure. No problem," I answered, feeling slightly disappointed that I was this close to her again and not able to feel her bare skin against mine.
She smiled halfheartedly, showing me that she too was disappointed and stepped back to allow me to finish dressing. I sat on the end of the bed to pull on a pair of shoes, bent over to tie them. I felt her hands on my head, gently stroking my short hair, my face so close to her body that I could smell the musky scent of her excited pussy. I finished tying my shoe and reached out, sliding my hand up her leg, letting my fingers trail up the inside of her calf and then thigh. I heard her suck in her breath, standing stock still as my fingers stroked up higher, disappearing under the hem of the slinky red dress and finally touching the wet crotch of her see-through panties.
"I think someone is excited," I whispered as I stroked her lips through the thin fabric.
"Oh God Gene. You keep doing that and I'm going to have to throw your ass on that bed and fuck your brains out. I haven't had sex since you and I were together at the ski slope," she moaned softly.
I stopped what I was doing and looked up at her. "Seriously? Why"
"Because I didn't want to. I didn't want sex, I wanted to feel you making love to me," she panted. I stood up and wrapped my arms around her back, pulling her to me and pressing our bodies together, pressing my lips to hers. I felt her hand on my back, stroking and caressing me as we stood and kissed for long minutes. "If we're going to go eat, we better," she whispered.



"Okay," I agreed reluctantly, letting her slip from my arms. She straightened her dress again and took my hand, picking up her handbag as she led me out of the bedroom and through the house to the front door. I wasn't sure why I hadn't realized it when she got here, but it just never occurred to me how she got here. No, she didn't drive a rental car or take a taxi. She actually had what I would call a "short" limo waiting in the driveway. The driver climbed from the front seat and held the back door open for us as Linda led me to the car. I watched her ass wiggle as she climbed in, holding a hand out for me as she settled in the back seat. I ducked down and climbed into the spacious back seat.
The limo had two seats facing each other, one forward and one facing backwards. There was a little bar built into the driver's side and a tinted glass barrier between the passenger and driver's compartment. I sat on the seat facing Linda as the driver closed the door. Linda smiled at me and reached out, taking my hand and pulling me to the forward facing seat with her. She swiveled herself around, pulling her legs up under her and leaning back across my lap, looking up at me. She looped an arm around my neck and pulled her face to mine, pressing her lips softly against mine.
Half an hour. That's how long I held her like that, the two of us kissing and gently caressing each other through our clothing. My hand had long found its way under her dress, caressing her tender wet lips while we kissed. I wouldn't have thought you could kiss that long, but apparently, I can with her. We untangled from each other only when the car stopped and the chauffer opened the door to let us out.
I didn't even pay attention to the name of the little restraunt we were stopped in front of. Basically, I didn't care. I was totally and completely under her spell and only really cared that we were spending time together. We sat across the table from each other, chatting about nothing in particular. Favorite color, favorite activities, favorite way to be held, or kissed or touched. Favorite food, favorite hobby, favorite books, favorite movies, favorite music. You get the idea. Nothing important but at the same time, everything important. I barely noticed what we ate, the meal selected by Linda. The wine, another high quality, rather expensive bottle was down to the last sips when she announced it was time to get me home, she had a flight to catch.
We walked out to the limo hand in hand and allowed the driver to open the door for us. She let go of my hand and slipped into the car, allowing me to follow. The door had barely closed before she was pulling the skirt up, and then, rolling the slinky formfitting dress all the way up her body and off over her head. "We have half an hour," she whispered, sitting there in just her see-through panties and bra. "What do you suppose we should do with that?"
"I think I know what to do," I answered, reaching out to her and pulling her towards me. She smiled back and wrapped her arms around my neck.
"As much as I love your kisses, how about we put this someplace first and then we can make love while we kiss," she whispered, rubbing the bulge in my pants as she swiveled her body around to straddle me on her knees.
"Sure," I answered, letting go of her to undo my pants.
"Uh uh. Let me," she said, reaching for my hands and pulling them from my belt. "You have better things to do with these," she said with a girlish giggle as she pulled my hands to her bra covered tits. "And you don't have to leave that on either, if you don't want to."
"I definitely don't," I answered, stroking my fingers down between her full round breasts to unclip the clasp between the two see-through cups.
"Good. I don't want to either," she answered, pulling the front of my pants apart and working my hard-on out the front.
"I can make that easier," I suggested, lifting my butt off the seat, and her with me, so she could work my pants and the tiny briefs down my thighs to my knees.
"Oh God I've been looking forward to this for so long," she sighed as she pulled the tiny panty aside and rubbed my cockhead between her lips, teasing me as well as herself as she wet my head with her juices. She closed her eyes and settled down on me, slowly sinking down over my shaft as the motion of the now moving car bounced her slightly up and down my shaft. I felt my cock slide deeper into her until I felt the end of her tunnel pushing back against my head. She opened her eyes and looked down at me. "Now I'm ready for that kiss," she whispered.
I tilted my head back and moved my hands back to her breasts, capturing both now bare mounds of sexiness while she pressed her soft lips to mine. I moaned softly into her mouth as she began to ride slowly up and down my cock, her soft wet pussy teasing every inch of my length as she lifted and lowered herself on me. Her motion was slow, caring, hurried but not at the same time. We both wanted it, we both were looking for the release, but at the same time we both wanted to let it drag out as long as we could. She slid up and down, her body periodically moving more quickly, and then intentionally slowing it down again. I could tell she was trying to make it last for both of us. I massaged her breasts as she slid up and down my rock hard shaft, the tingle and urgency building but not quite undeniable yet.
I felt her motion change, her hips rocking more urgently, her strokes picking up speed as her pussy started to contract and squeeze my fat shaft. "My God Gene! I'm coming. Oh shit I'm commmmmmmming!" she moaned loudly as she pulled her lips from mine, her forehead still resting against mine as she started to plunge herself down my shaft with each stroke. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around me as she drove herself down onto me, the increase in sensations pushing my own climax to the very edge. I'd been holding back, wanting to make this last as long for both of us as I could, but her climaxing pussy was more than I could restrain.
"Uh. Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked with an involuntary spasm, jamming my fat cock all the way into her as the first gush of cum pushed up into her. Time and again my body bucked under her, her moans of pleasure increasing with each strong surge of cum into her pussy.
"Oh God Gene!" she moaned as she sat on me, her body still occasionally shuddering and trembling as her orgasm slowly faded away.
"Yeah. I agree," I answered her breathlessly, my brain still somewhat foggy from the intensity of the climax we shared.
She sat on me, not that I wanted her to move anyway, and looked down into my eyes intensely. "God I love how you feel against me and in me and near me. I feel like a moth drawn to a flame. I just can't seem to ever get you out of my mind."
"I know what you mean. My firemen seem to think I'm in love with someone."
"Are you?" she asked quietly, sitting still on me and giving me all the time I needed to find the right answer, but giving me no indication of what she preferred that answer to be.
"I know it sounds pretty silly. I mean this is chick flick movie kind of stuff. Love at first sight and all? That doesn't really happen. But I have to admit, when you stepped through my door today I could barely breath. My heart was pounding so hard I was afraid you'd be able to hear it. When you held me in the bedroom, I didn't want you to let go, not ever. If I were to ask Grace, she'd say that's exactly what love is supposed to feel like. That's what it felt like with her. It's something I wasn't expecting to ever feel again."
"Good," she said softly, leaning over to reach for her small handbag. She opened it and dug into the small clutch and pulled out a long gold chain. "I know it's still hard for you. And I know I can't ever replace your wife, and I don't want to even try. But I do want to find a place in your heart that's mine," she said as she moved her hand to mine. She pulled it from her bare breast, and held it between us. I watched as she moved her other hand down to her pussy and then pulled her glistening finger to my hand, rubbing her pussy juices around my finger, lubricating it to allow her to slide my wedding ring off my finger. I watched as she unclasped the heavy gold chain and then slipped the ring onto the loop of gold. With a smile she put the chain over my head, letting it rest on my chest with the wedding ring suspended by it. "Step one," she whispered. "Is that okay?"
"Yeah. I think so," I answered her.
"Good. Next time, maybe we'll see about leaving the ring on her dresser when we go out."
"When will the next time be?" I asked as the car slowed and pulled off the highway onto the narrow country lane I lived on.
"It's hard to say," she answered with a shrug. "My schedule gets crazy at times. But I know that I won't come to town without coming to see you," she said softly before leaning down and kissing me again.
We felt the car slow and make the sharp turn that probably meant we were back to my house. To my surprise she continued to sit on me, making no attempt to dress or cover herself. "Give me your phone," she finally said, still sitting astride me, my long since softened cock trapped inside her.
It took a little bit but I managed to get my pants up far enough to dig my phone from the pocket. I unlocked it and handed it to her. She sat for several seconds, punching something into it, which I hoped was her phone number.
"This is my private cell number. You are one of a very few people that has it. I can't always answer my phone, but if I can...I'd love to hear your voice from time to time."
"I'd like that as well," I answered as she reluctantly nodded and pushed herself off of me, the car having been sitting still for some time. She helped me pull my pants up and fix them over my shrunken cock and then I helped her dress again. With a final kiss I leaned over, opened the door and slid out. "Linda," I said quietly. "I don't even know your last name."
"Does it matter? I mean, would knowing my name make you love me more?" she asked looking up at me, searching my face and eyes for some hidden answer.
"Probably not."
"Good. Then don't worry about it. Trust that you know as much about me as you need to... for now."
"Okay," I whispered back, leaning down for a final kiss before closing the door. I stepped back and the limo backed out of the drive and headed away. I sighed with disappointment, reaching up and fingering the gold chain and wedding ring around my neck. I wondered to myself if what I felt for Linda would make me push my wife's love away. All that the two of us shared, all that we planned, all that we experienced together. I wasn't sure I was ready to lose that. Still holding the ring on the chain I walked back into the house and closed the door.
I sat down in my favorite recliner and turned on my phone. I scrolled through the contacts list and found what I was looking for. It just said 'Linda' with a phone number. I didn't really know anything more than I did before she showed up at the door, with the exception that I knew I was falling in love with this unusual woman.
It was almost bed time when I finally gave in. I'd been looking at my phone so often that the battery was nearly dead. I plugged the phone in, turned it on one more time as I sat on the edge of my bed and typed out what would be one of the very few text messages I'd ever sent to a woman.
Linda. Just wanted to say thank you for a wonderful lunch. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. Talk to you soon. Gene
I sent the message and then put the phone on the headboard before clicking the bedroom light off and laying down.
I was almost asleep when the phone rang, the vibration making it dance on the headboard. I picked the phone up, not using what I wouldn't call a sweet voice. "Hello," I practically grunted, presuming it was a department related issue.
"Is that any way to say hello to your lover?"
"Huh? Linda? I wasn't expecting it to be you. Sorry," I answered, rubbing the sleepiness from my eyes.
"You sound sleepy. Were you already in bed?"
"Actually. Yeah," I answered.
"I'm sorry sweetie. I guess I just didn't think you'd be in bed already. It's only midnight here."
"Only midnight? Where's here?"
"New York."
"Oh. That makes sense."
"So. You're in bed already? I can let you go so you can go back to sleep."
"Oh you don't have to."
"You sure? You sound pretty tired."
"Yeah. It was a long day. I'm used to getting up pretty early."
"Well, then I will let you get to sleep. I'll just tell you that I wish I was there sharing your bed. Almost every night I go to sleep thinking about you laying with me, your arm around me, holding my breast, holding me against you. I felt so safe and cared for. It's a feeling I don't ever want to lose."
"Well. If I can we'll do it again. I know I enjoyed it as much as you did."
"Good. I'll be out of touch a few days. I'm headed overseas. I'll call you when I get back if you'd like."
"Yes I would like!" I agreed.
"Alright then. It's a date, so to speak. I'll talk to you when I get back. And Gene... "
"Yeah?"
"Thank YOU for today."
"You're welcome"
"Sweet dreams! "
"You too," I answered her before the phone clicked dead. I set it on the headboard and lay there awake for what felt like hours before sleep finally came.
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I was still naked when the sun came up, shining through the sliding glass door. I also had a normal morning woody, compounded by the sensations of Jenny snuggled naked against me, and Chris having played with me last night without giving me an opportunity to get off. I could feel my dick pressed against Jenny's ass and couldn't help myself from gently moving myself away long enough to point my engorged head at her pussy lips. I felt my head spread her lips and slowly sink into her depths as I lay spooned against her. She moaned softly and pushed back, trying to push me deeper, enjoying the feeling of my dick sliding slowly into her either in her sleep or awake. I slowly rocked myself, trying to stay quiet as I worked my shaft in and out of her hot wet confines a couple short inches. She moaned softly again, making me wonder if she was still asleep. As quietly as I could I kept rocking my hips, working my engorged shaft in and out of her sexy pussy, enjoying the sensations as well as the quietness of the interlude, instead of the rushed pushiness that seemed to dominate our awake encounters.
"That's a nice way to wake up." She whispered, reaching behind herself to pull my ass with her hand. She moved her hand from my ass, found my hand resting on her hip and gently pulled it down between her legs, a clear request to play with her clit while I stroked in and out of her. I let my finger slip down between her lips to draw some of her own juices up to her clit and then gently teased it as I pushed slowly in and out of her, working both of us toward the inevitable conclusion.
I froze when I hear one of the sliding bedroom doors, my dick still shoved deep into Jenny's pussy. I held her from moving when I realized that it was Aunt Mary's room that had opened, and she was padding bare foot to the boat's kitchen. I looked toward her, catching a glimpse of her in a semi-sheer nightgown, as she fussed with starting the houseboats generator and then moved to get the coffee maker started. I hoped the noise of the generator would mask the sounds of Jenny and I as I went back to slowly stroking, craning my neck to watch Aunt Mary in the kitchen, worried she might see us. She leaned against the counter, watching the coffee maker while Jenny and I gently, softly, quietly continued to rock into each other.
I froze again and squeezed Jenny against me to coax her to stop as Aunt Mary pushed away from the counter. She walked past us as we pretended to be asleep, walking to the sliding glass door only a few feet from the end of our sofa bed. She stood looking out over the lake, the sun shining in through the window, through her thin gown, silhouetting her body as she stood there. I watched her as Jenny forced me to ease my grip on her and go back to slowly fucking. She rocked slowly and quietly, my body encouraging me to do the same, the two of us taking what felt like long minutes to get back to the level of excitement we'd been at before Aunt Mary walked by. As I watched her standing in front of the window, I could see the silhouette of one hand and slide between her legs, her fingers teasing her pussy lips. She did something in front of her that pulled the hem of the gown up in front, the hem in the back sliding up slightly as well. The already short back of the gown pulled up over her ass far enough that I had a clear view of her pussy and fingers as she stood looking out. She leaned her head against the glass as her fingers slowly stroked her pussy lips, her fingers dipping wetly into her pussy, while I lay behind Jenny, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy and watching her. I wondered if she even realized that she was showing me her pussy, as she leaned against the door and stifled a quiet moan.
Aunt Mary's fingers pushed back and into her tunnel, pushing in and out slowly, almost in sync with my strokes into Jenny. I could hear the soft squish of her fingers pushing into her and my mind started to imagine me standing behind her, pushing my cock in and out of her pussy instead of her fingers, as I drove my dick in and out of my sister. The hot wet depths of Jenny coaxed me closer and closer to climax while Jenny softly moaned, her pussy starting to squeeze and spasm around me as she tried to climax as silently as she could.
"Oh fuck." I heard Aunt Mary whisper as she appeared to climax in front of me, causing my own climax to peak. I grunted softly as I jammed my cock into my sister's already climaxing pussy, spurting a massive gush into her. Over and over I jerked, unable to stay completely silent as my body sent spurt after spurt into her. Aunt Mary stood silently for several seconds with her fingers in her pussy and then slowly drew them out of herself, dropping her nightgown to cover herself again, She pushed away from the window, turned to walk past us to the kitchen again without looking down at us. I quickly closed my eyes and did my best to control my body as she walked across the room into the kitchen.
Jenny slowly moved one hand to my hip and gently stroked my skin while my cock, still buried in her, occasionally twitched, my hardon slowly starting to fade.
I lay there silently, listening to the gentle hum of the generator and the sounds of Aunt Mary pouring a cup of coffee while my softening cock slipped from my sister's pussy. Aunt Mary walked past again, this time opening the sliding glass door and walking out. I could hear her climb the stairs to the rooftop deck and settle into a chair.
Jenny rolled over to face me and gave me a soft kiss. "I can't believe we did that without her catching us." She whispered.
"Me either." I answered, pulling the sheets off of us. "We better put something on before anyone else wakes up."
"Uh huh," she agreed, sitting up to look for her sleep shirt while I looked for my shorts. We both dressed and then lay back down to pretend to be asleep a while longer, Jenny curled up against me, pulling one of my hands around her to cup her tit through the thin shirt.
I heard the girls get up and decided that we should do the same. I gave Jenny a soft kiss on the back of the neck before rolling away and climbing from under the covers.
"Morning sleepy head." Dee said with a grin as she pulled off her shirt, leaving her naked. "I'm gonna go get a shower. Wanna help?" she asked as she tossed her sleep shirt on the bed. She bent over, sticking her now bare ass out at me as she dug in her duffel bag. She wiggled her ass back and forth at me, making sure I had a good view of her full round pussy lips and the inner labia protruding. Her lips glistened with wetness as she remained bent over for me to stare at. She finally pulled a towel from her bag and stood up, turning to face me as she wrapped the towel around herself, giving me one last look at her big round tits before covering them.
About that time Uncle Russel stepped out of their bedroom. "You kids should probably use the shower on the stern. We have a limited supply of fresh water and I know how long you girls can spend in a shower."
"But that's lake water!" Chris complained from where she sat in bed. "Not to mention that anyone can see you out there."
"Actually it's filtered lake water. But if you prefer you can just go wash in the lake. And as far as being seen, if you wear one of those little bikinis you two are so fond of, there isn't a whole hell of a lot that won't get washed anyway." He responded before walking toward the bathroom.
Completely exposed isn't quite what I'd call it. I'd seen the small shower cubicle under the stairs heading up to the upper deck. It was enclosed on three sides, one by the stairs, one by the back of the cabin and the third by a partition between the two. Only one side was open, the side that faced inward toward the center of the boat. If you walked out the back sliding door you had to walk right past the little shower stall, which was probably designed to let you shower off sand and the like after swimming.
"I don't mind." Dee said quickly, stepping toward me. She hooked a finger in the front of my shorts and tugged. "Come on. You can wash my back and I'll wash yours. But you probably better take these off. Don't want to get them wet, do you?"
"But the girls...?"
She turned to look at me, still backing toward the door, drawing me along by the waistband of my shorts. "You are soooo funny!" she giggled. "Not like we haven't all seen your cock already."
"SHHHHH!" I hissed quickly, not wanting to advertise what had happened the day before upstairs. "But...Aunt Mary?"
"I'm sure she'll enjoy the view every bit as much as I did yesterday." She whispered as she reached the glass door with her butt. She reached behind her, slid the door open and pulled me out onto the rear deck. "Now, about these shorts." She said, stepping toward me and moving her hands to my hips, pushing my shorts down and letting them slide down my legs. She reached for my cock with one hand and the towel around her with the other. She hung the towel on a little hook on the side of the stairs while she played with my soft cock. She squatted down to pick up my shorts and toss them toward one of the bench seats on the stern. "You know. Smells like someone's been playing already today." She said quietly, switching hands and lifting her other hand to her nose and sniffing it. "Yep, that's what I thought. Smells of pussy." She said as she stood up in front of me.
"I didn't...We didn't. I mean..."
"Don't worry." She said quietly. "I won't tell anyone you're fucking your sister. It'll be our secret."
"How do you know it was Jenny?"
"You weren't nearly as quiet as you thought you were." She whispered, pulling me by the dick to the shower cubicle. She reached behind her and turned on the water, which was lake water warm as it cascaded out of the shower head onto us. "oops. Forgot soap. Don't go away!" she said as she let go and trotted into the cabin. I looked through the window and watched her dig in her bag and come running back with a bottle. "There. Now we're all set." She giggled as she squirted some soap on one of her hands. "Put out your hand."
I held my hand out and she squirted colored gel onto it and then tossed the container into the bench seat she'd dropped her towel on. "Now. You wash me and I'll wash you." She said with a grin, rubbing her hands together and then reaching for my chest. "Go ahead. No point in being shy now."
I rolled my eyes, wondering how I got into this, and then rubbed my hands together before putting them on her tits. Her boobs were somewhat squishy, but held their shape without the need of a bra. Her nipples were rock hard as my fingers bounced over them, rubbing my hands around each large mound. "You like my tits?" she asked with a giggle.
"They're...um...nice."
"I hope so. They cost a crap ton. How do they feel?"
"Well. To be honest, I've never felt artificial ones."
"They aren't artificial any more than this is." She said, stroking my quickly growing cock. "But they are enhanced, and they like being stroked."
"I see."
"Something else likes being stroked too." She said huskily, reaching for my right hand and pulling it down to her mound. She whispered to me, "After listening to you two fucking this morning, I'm really fucking horny. How about we find a way to make me come?" she asked as she pressed my hand between her legs. "I wouldn't mind finding out how it feels inside me."
"How it feels?"
"Your cock silly." She said, moving closer to me. "I'll bet you breakfast I can get your cock in my pussy like this. You game?" I opened and closed my mouth a few times, not at all sure how to answer. "I'll take that as a yes." She said, leaning back against the back side of the shower area, lifting one leg and resting it on the small nook inset in the side wall meant to hold a bar of soap. She drew me closer to her by pulling my dick and then rubbed my now engorged head up and down her wet slit. "Go ahead. Push it in." She coaxed.
My cock knew what to do better than I did, and my hips pressed forward, sliding my soapy dick easily into her wet pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck." I groaned softly as my chest pressed against her tits and hard nipples. I started to rock my hips, pumping my dick in and out of her pussy as we stood in the shower, the warm lake water cascading down over us.
"Oh yeah." She moaned softly. "Just what I needed!" She added as she rocked her hips in time with mine, helping drive me up into her. She reached one hand to my ass and the other between us, teasing her own clit as I stuffed my cock in and out of her pussy. "Mmmmmmmm. That's it honey. Feed it into me like that. You keep doing that and I'm definintly gonna come." She breathed softly.
I humped my hips, our bodies slapping together wetly with each stroke. She arched her back as she grew closer to climax, her legs shuddering a little and her breathing growing more ragged. "oh fuck. Gonna come. Oh god gonna come." She whispered more to herself than to me. She suddenly stiffened and let out a long slow groan, her pussy spasming and gripping my cock, almost as if to keep me from pulling out of her. I watched her face as she slowly opened her eyes and then smiled at me. "Oh yeah. That was definitely nice." She whispered, moving her foot off the soap dish, trapping me inside her pussy while our bodies pressed together.
We heard Aunt Mary get out of the chair and start toward the stairs as Dee turned the water off. She quickly grabbed the towel and wrapped it around the two of us as her mom walked down the stairs.
"What are you two up to?" She asked as she stepped off the stairs and turned to look at us.
"Just sharing a shower to conserve water." Dee answered quickly as her mom stepped past us and slid the glass door open.
"Make sure that's all you're sharing. I don't want be accused of letting my daughter corrupt my own sisters son."
"Yes mom." Dee answered as Aunt Mary closed the door behind her. "If she only knew." Dee giggled as we stood with my dick still inside her, though softening somewhat. "You can have it where it is now any time you want." She said quietly. "And next time, you don't have to stop either." I could feel my cock start to harden in her again at the thought of pumping her pussy full. "I guess you like the idea as much as I do." She said with a giggle.
"What idea is that?" My mom asked as she stepped out the back door in a red and white pokadot bikini, stopping next to us, looking us up and down critically. "When Mary said you were sharing a shower, I was surprised. Trevor is usually a bit on the shy side."
"I haven't found him to be shy at all." Dee said. "But next time he has to remember to bring his own towel." She said with a giggle, stepping back and pulling off my dick. She wrapped the towel around herself and stepped by my mom as she made room, leaving me standing naked in front of her with my hard dick still glistening with her juices.
"I guess not." She said, suppressing a grin. "You might want to cover that up before you come in for breakfast." She added before turning and walking into the cabin.
Blushing I turned my back on the cabin and stepped into my shorts, covering my half hard dick. I stood, looking at the lake for a couple minutes, trying to get my dick go down, though it seemed to be unwilling to cooperate.
"Mom said to come get you. You better come get some food before it's all gone." Jenny said from the doorway.
"Okay." I said, turning around to face her.
She looked down at my shorts and grinned. "Looking good bro." She said with a giggle before turning her back and heading back inside.
I walked in, still feeling embraced, doing my best to try to keep my back to everyone as I collected a plate and put eggs and sausage on it. I could see Aunt Mary notice my bulging shorts, though she tried to be less obvious than Chris was as I walked to the kitchen table and sat down next to her.
"So, we're headed up lake a ways today." Uncle Russel said to everyone. "Do you wanna stay here and do some swimming first or head upstream and swim later?"
"I think we should stay a little while and swim. It's pretty quiet here." Chris said as she reached into my lap and gave my half hard dick a squeeze through my shorts.
"Why not? We can get some sun on the upper deck while we motor then." Aunt Mary suggested.
"Okay. Two hours of fun in the water then before we head upstream." Uncle Russel said. "I'll go get my suit on." He said before pushing away from the table. Chris and I were the last two sitting at the table while everyone went to get their suits on, Jenny and Dee undressing in front of the sofa bed, now made back into a sofa, ignoring the fact I was still sitting at the table and could watch then getting naked.
"Does it turn you on, watching then getting undressed?" Chris asked, her hand still in my lap, feeling my dick getting hard again.
"Sorta." I answered as her hand moved to push into the waistband of my athletic shorts, her hand now wrapped around my bare cock.
"Would it turn you on to see me getting undressed?"
"Probably." I answered honestly.
"Do you wanna see me get undressed?"
"Kinda, yeah."
She smiled and slipped out of the booth type bench around the far end from me so I didn't have to get up, and walked over to her duffel bag, sitting on the floor in front of the sofa. By now both DEE and Jenny were completely naked, starting to put on the tiny little bikini's they had worn the previous day. I sat and watched Chris pull a swim suit out of her bag and undress, her back to me. She had a very sexy ass and her full round hairless pussy lips pushed out at me from between her legs as she bent to step out of her panties. She stepped into the bikini pantie bottoms and wiggled as she worked them up her body, pulling them up to hide most of her bare ass. She picked up the top and turned to face me as she tied the string around her back, the two triangles hanging down below her full C cup breasts. I could see two triangles of creamy white skin around her round dark areola where her bikini protected her sexy breasts. I could see her blushing as she looked up at me, pulling the triangles up over her tits to tie the strings around her neck.
My mom stepped out of their bedroom in a very skimpy little line green bikini that left surprisingly little to the imagination, looking at the girls finishing tying up their tops and then over at me with raised eyebrows. I sheepishly shrugged, after which she gave me a crooked grin and turned to walk out the back of the boat.
My dad followed her out a few moments later, not seeming to notice or put together what had transpired. I pushed out of the table seat and walked to my duffel, sitting next to the girls. Dee gently tugged my swim suit away almost as soon as I pulled it out of the duffel bag. "You're turn." She said quietly.
"But Aunt Mary might come out." I protested quietly.
"Trust me. Not any time soon. She and Dad are busy at the moment, which leaves you plenty of time for us."
"Okay, whatever." I said, pushing my shorts down and stepping out of them, leaving me naked. "Can I have my suit now?"
"Soon." Dee said, stepping over to her sister. "So, you gonna or do I need to make you?"
"Gonna what?"
Dee rolled her eyes. "We both know you wanna feel his dick in you."
"DEE!" she hissed quietly. "Really!?"
"Uh huh. Now's as good a time as any. I mean you chickened out last night, right?"
"How do you know?"
"Cuz I watched."
"You were watching us?"
"Uh huh. Why do you think I was so horny this morning? Come on now. No one's telling you that you gotta fuck him till he blows a nut, but you at least owe it to yourself to know what it feels like to have one in you."



"Dee! Really?"
"Uh huh. Now come on, before mom gets done doing dad."
"God Dee."
"Don't worry. You don't even have to look. Just turn around and bend over."
"Oh god Dee." Chris said, rolling her eyes in exasperation before stomping off toward the back door of the cabin and out onto the deck.
"Oh well. I tried." Dee said, handing me my suit and then walking away to follow her sister.
"Sisters? Really?" I asked Jenny as she stood with a smirk on her face.
"She wants it. Just isn't sure how to go about it." Jenny answered.
"How do you know?"
"She told me while you were out showering with Dee. Said she wished she was brave enough to take a shower naked with you. When I asked why she said she'd never felt a real cock in her. Just fake ones."
"I see." I answered as I stepped into my suit.
"So, go find a way to fuck her. Trust me, she won't say no." Jenny said with a grin. "And if she does, bring it back to me. I wouldn't mind some more cock."
"You're impossible." I said as I shook my head and started to the door.
"Uh uh. Just learned what a good thing I have right in my own house." She answered, following behind me. I stepped out the back door onto the back deck, Jenny following behind me. Before I could get out much past the doorway, I felt Jenny wrap an arm around my waist, pulling be back into the shadow of the overhang. She wormed her hand down the front of my suit and whispered in my ear. "I mean it. I'm really horny for you."
"I think I got that message." I answered. "But you really wanna do that in front of mom and dad?"
"Mom and Dad already know we're fucking, so what's the difference?"
"I don't think he does. He knows that mom and I are, but I don't think he knows you and I are."
"Well, he will sooner or later then, because I'm not planning on stopping any time soon." She said, pushing the front of my suit down with her left hand and stroking my hardon with her right.
"Horny little bugger." I chuckled as I disengaged her hands. "Tell you what. You strip off your bottoms out in the lake and I'll let you have my cock."
"Deal." She said, stepping past me. She reached for a foam noodle, stepped to the edge of the deck and turned to face me. She pulled the strings on her bikini bottom and dropped it on the deck before jumping into the water with only the miniscule top on.
I grabbed a foam noodle and jumped in after her, bobbing up to the lake surface and wrestling the noodle around under my arms to allow me to float vertically in the water without having to tread. Jenny quickly paddled her way over, trying not to lose the noodle under her arms, and wrapped her legs around my waist under the water. "You want it, you gotta figure out how to get it there." I said, looking around to see where my parents were. They were floating a few dozen yards from the boat. Even from this distance I could tell that he had my mom's bikini top pushed up over her tits and the he was playing with them, trying to convince her to do what Jenny had suggested.
I felt Jenny working my swim trunks down, pushing them down around my thighs, my dick now completely exposed under the water. I felt her hand find my dick as she loosened her grip with her legs. It didn't take her long to find her pussy with my dick and work me into her, using her feet hooked around my butt to pull herself toward me, wigging and stroking in short choppy little strokes to get me settled deep in her pussy. I was surprised how hard it turned out to be to get into her, the lake water washing away her lubrication almost every time I pulled out a little bit. "Mmmmmmmm that's what I need." She answered, holding me deep inside her pussy as she leaned back. She stroked her hands up her stomach to her chest and slipped the bikini top up to expose her tits to me. "A little something to look at while I fuck your cock?"
"I'm not complaining." I answered as Dee and Chris started paddling their way toward us.
"So, Jenny? You really did?" Dee asked.
"Told you I was going to." She answered with a smile. "Every bit of him."
Dee paddled up to us, and I felt her legs wrap around mine as she pulled herself toward me, pressing her big soft tits against my arm. "How about a kiss?" she whispered, leaning her face toward me and pressing her lips to mine. I felt her tongue tease my lips open as her hand stroked up and down my stomach, quickly finding where my sister and I were coupled. She gently stroked up and found one of my hands, pulling it to her chest while she teased my tongue with hers. She moved her hand from mine and then reached behind her neck, untying the bikini top she had on. She pulled the top off, tugging it from between my hand and her boob and then hung it around my neck. "If you get tired of fucking your sister, you can have the other half of my suit too." She said as she slid her hand down my stomach again.
"You're not at all worried about being seen out here half naked?" I asked Dee.
"Not too much. I mean what's a guy going to see? My tits? Hell I paid enough for em, why shouldn't I show em off?"
"Because Dad will have a hissy fit." Chris said quickly. "You know how he feels about you walking around without a top on."
"Better than walking around with nothing on. I do that too."
"Which gets him mad too." Chris added. "Speaking of which."
I twisted to look and saw Aunt Mary climbing down the boarding ladder into the water, wearing a more traditional halter top type bikini that really didn't show all that much, Uncle Russel standing at the top in a pair of baggy shorts type swim suit.
"Mom still won't wear that new bikini." Dee said with a scowl.
"You really expect her too?"
"I hoped. She had a good looking body, she should show it off."
"Like you?" Chris asked her sister.
"I don't mind showing what I have." Dee answered.
"Maybe that's part of the problem."
"You two wanna go someplace else and argue. I'm trying to get fucked here and you're really spoiling the mood!" Jenny said snappishly.
"Come on Jenny. It's not like you haven't already gotten fucked by him today. I mean we all heard you getting it this morning." Dee answered equally sharply.
"I did not!"
"You did. We all heard it." Dee shot back. Jenny scowled in response. "If you change your mind, let me know and I'll give you the other half." Dee said to me before pushing away, leaving me with her bikini top wrapped around the back of my neck.
"Now where were we?" Jenny asked, rocking her hips a little to move my dick inside her. I could feel her arch her back inward and grind her clit against the base of my dick, letting out a soft moan. "Oh yeah. That's right. You were going to make me come around your cock, weren't you?" I felt my hardon slide in and out of her a couple inches as she worked herself on my shaft, her heels digging into me and then loosening as she let herself start to move away from me, pulling part way off my cock. "Oh shit!" she suddenly hissed, quickly pushing my hands off her tits and pulling her top down over her tits, even though it was obviously still askew.
"How are you kids doing?" I heard Aunt Mary ask from behind me.
"Doing fine Aunt Mary." I answered, twisting around to see her as Jenny let go of me with her legs. There wasn't anything I could do that wasn't completely obvious to pull my suit back up, so I just floated there with my legs together to keep it trapped around my knees and not float all the way off of me.
"This is sooooo relaxing isn't it?" She asked as she floated near us, uncle Russel climbing back up onto the boat, leaving the three of us floating alone.
"It is." I agreed. "The water is perfect temperature."
"It is." She said as she let her feet float up between is again, before letting them sink down again. "So, does your mother know?" She asked after a few moments of silence.
"Does mom know?" I asked curiously.
Aunt Mary floated closer to the two of us. "Does she know the two of you are having sex?"
"Huh? Us?" I asked innocently.
"Trevor. Really?" She asked, reaching out for me. I felt her legs wrap around mine and pull us together. She ran one hand down my body to my exposed dick and wrapped around it. "There's only one thing two people without swim suits do in the positon you were in." She said quietly. "Not to mention, you're not nearly as quiet as you think you are."
"Not as quiet?"
"Honey, I could hear you two fucking this morning." She whispered. "Now, does your mom know you're doing it?"
"Yeah. She knows." Jenny said quietly.
"And she's okay with it?"
"She's not telling us to stop."
"Well, I'm not going to tell you not to, but just be warned, that it isn't always everything it's cracked up to be."
"But you and mom...oh shit." Jenny started to say.
"Your mother and I what?" Aunt Mary asked quickly.
"Nothing." Jenny answered quickly.
Aunt Mary was quiet for some seconds looking at the both of us. "So she told you about us and your uncle Jack?"
"It sorta came up when we were talking." Jenny admitted.
"I see. Well, what your mother doesn't know is that your Uncle jack didn't just do it with us that one time. He kept coming back to me wanting more, until he found a girlfriend of his own to do it with."
"And that was a problem?" Jenny asked.
"Not when he was doing it. After it was. You see, we kind of got attached and when he wanted to stop doing it with me, well, I kind of felt like a jilted girlfriend. It was difficult between the two of us for a long time after that." She said quietly, her hand absent mindedly stroking my hardon under the water. "And your uncle Russel doesn't know, so let's try to keep this in the family, okay?"
"Sure Aunt Mary." I answered, feeling the crotch of her suit bottom pressing against my hardon and balls. She ground herself against me, unwrapping her hand from around me and pressing my shaft against her bikini covered pussy.
"I can see why you want it." She said to Jenny. "just try to be a little less obvious, okay? I know Dee's angling to get hers, but Chris is still pretty innocent about sex, and we don't need to push her along, okay?"
"I understand." I nodded, feeling her rock her hips slightly to stroke my cock along her panty covered pussy.
"Now, you two behave out here." She said, suddenly letting go of me and pushing away. I watched her kick away and push the swim noodle in front of herself as she did a breast stroke toward the boat. She tossed the noodle up onto the deck, climbed the ladder and disappeared into the cabin.
"That was kind of odd." I said to Jenny as she floated next to me.
"Definitely." She answered as uncle Russel stepped out on to the rear deck and hollered that it was time to head out.
I reached down, pulled my swim trunks up and swam back to the boat, wondering how Jenny was going to climb back on without flashing everyone everything. We all congregated around the ladder, climbing up one at a time. I followed Chris, checking out her ass as she moved up ahead of me. I turned to help Jenny, who was waiting to climb up after me. I couldn't help but see my dad staring at her bare exposed pussy, as she climbed the ladder.
"Jenny! Where's your suit bottoms?" Mom asked sharply.
"Right over there." She said as she stepped off the ladder. She stepped over and picked up the bikini bottom.
"And what's it doing there instead of on your butt?" Mom asked.
"Mom!"
"Don't mom me. Answer me young lady."
"Trever dared me to go bottomless." She said, looking at me.
"Trevor!" Mom said.
"Hey, don't look at me. She took em off and jumped in. Didn't have a thing to do with me."
My mom swam to the ladder and climbed up, only realizing after she stepped off the ladder that her top wasn't covering everything. "I have a hell of a lot of room to talk, don't I?" She said, looking down at herself and trying to twist the tiny triangles around to cover her nipples. "Look. You two need to cool it. Okay? I don't think your aunt Mary is going to be overly happy seeing you two grab-assing. Got it?"
"Yes mom." We both answered. I headed up the stair to the roof, where the girls had gone, leaving my dad climbing the ladder and Jenny still putting on her own bikini bottom.
Jenny finally came up and sat with us while our parents did the untying and getting the boat ready to go. We motored out of the quiet little cove we'd camped in, and turned up stream, feeling the breeze created by the boat's motion. We ended up all facing the stern, putting the breeze to our backs and out of our faces after only a few minutes. My mom and Aunt Mary came up and settled themselves onto a large foam float pad at the bow end of the deck. The pad was easily large enough for half a dozen people, but also looked like it would make a good place to get some sun, the wind blocked by the solid fence around the front of the deck area.
"Trevor? Would you mind coming and putting some lotion on my back?" My mom asked.
"Sure." I answered, getting up from my chair and walking around the girls to move forward. My mom was laying on her stomach, practically naked, while Aunt Mary was laying on her back in the same bikini she'd been swimming in. I knelt down on the end of the pad and mom handed me a bottle of tanning oil. I started at her feet and quickly oiled her legs, working up her thighs to her butt. She reached down and pulled the ties and pulled the tiny bikini bottom from under her, setting it down next to her and spreading her legs a little wider apart.
I couldn't help but get a hardon as I looked at her pussy, rubbing oil into her bare ass, my fingers stroking down and around her pussy before scooting myself farther forward to work it into her back. "Just untie that." She said when my fingers reached the string across her back.
"Sure mom." I answered, untying the little string, essentially leaving her completely naked.
Aunt Mary rolled over on her stomach, looking away from us as I got done rubbing the oil all the way to her neck. After being half fucked by my sister and teased by Aunt Mary, I was awfully horny. I looked around to check and see that the girls were still looking backwards, and then pulled the front of my suit down enough to free my cock. I scooted back and stretched my legs out to practically lay on top of my mom and then pushed my dick down toward her freshly oiled pussy lips. I gave my dick a few strokes with my oily hand and then pushed my head down toward her pussy. I saw her tense when she felt my cock press against her, but she made no move to stop me as I eased my shaft and fat head into her. I pushed myself in until I was deep into her, my body pressing against her oily ass. I slowly stroked in and out of her, not wanting to make any noise or too much motion.
I saw her move her arm, reaching down under herself. I felt her fingers brush my balls as she started to play with her own clit, my cock sliding in and out slowly. I knew I wasn't going to be able to go too long without coming, but quite honestly, that's what I wanted right then. A nice quick climax.
In and out I stroked, pausing only to push my suit down farther. I could feel my climax already building and I knew I was going to fill her pussy very soon.
"You know Mary, you should let Trevor put some oil on your back so you don't burn." My mom said suddenly, making me freeze in place, my cock twitching and almost on the verge of filling her with cum.
"I wouldn't mind that." She agreed. "As long as he's done doing you."
"I'm, sure he won't mind doing you too." Mom said quickly. "Trevor, why don't you do her back first and work down. Just sit on her butt and you can reach just fine."
"If you say so mom, I answered, feeling more than a little irritated at being cut off so close to getting off.
"And Trevor, take your suit off. It's way too scratchy."
I looked at her as she looked back at me with that look that says, do what your mother says to do. "but the girls..." I started to protest.
"Have already seen you naked, I know. Just do it please?"
Yes maam." I answered, standing up just long enough to pull my suit the rest of the way down. I straddled Aunt Mary's butt, my dick and balls pressing into her butt as I reached for her shoulders.
"Just undo that strap honey." My mom said as I rubbed oil around aunt Mary's upper back.
"Suzana!" Aunt Mary protested.
"Don't worry sis. It's fine. It's just your back." She said, looking at me and nodding.
I reached out and unfastened the elastic strap and left her back bare all the way to the small of her back, which I started to cover in oil. I scooted back onto her thighs, my hardon now pressing against the crack of her ass through the bikini bottom as I oiled her lower back and wrapped my fingers around her sides. Without being asked I hooked my fingers in her bikini bottom and started to ease it down, giving her time to protest, which she didn't. I slowly pulled as I backed my way down her legs, and she lifted her hips slightly, allowing me to pull it down her thighs. I pulled it down and off her legs, setting it aside.
She spread her legs slightly before I could move back up, exposing her pussy and forcing me crawl back up with my legs spread pretty wide to straddle them. Finally back in place over her thighs, my hardon now resting on her bare ass, I drizzled oil from the bottle on her ass and began to rub it around, working it into her butt cheeks and then her thighs, my fingers teasing around and then across her round shaved pussy lips. I stroked a finger up between her lips, her hips rising with my stroke. I could hear her sharp intake of breath, but she let me continue, rubbing my thumb up and down her lips. At the end of one stroke, with my thumb well between her wet lips, I pressed it slowly into her, drawing a soft groan from her. In and out I pushed my thumb, her hips starting to rise and fall in time with my strokes.
Maybe I shouldn't have, but I was really fucking horny at that moment. While I pushed my thumb in and out of Aunt Mary's pussy, I used my other hand to slide up and down my own shaft, spreading some of the oil on it. I pulled my thumb out and leaned forward, pressing my engorged head down between her thighs. I slipped easily between her lips and then slowly let my cock push into her, pressing forward until my body pressed against her bare ass. "Oh fuck." I groaned softly as I started to stroke slowly in and out of her.
She didn't make a sound as I slid in and out of her. I glanced over at my mom, who was laying with sunglasses on, so I couldn't tell if she was watching or not. Either way, I knew that it was going to be short and sweet. Aunt Mary was incredibly tight like this, almost tighter than Dee had been. In and out I slid, her hips rising and falling in time with my slow strokes. I could feel my climax building quickly to where it had been when I was fucking mom, and tried to stifle a soft groan as the urgency flooded over me. "Uhhhh fuck." I grunted as my body bucked hard, jamming my cock deep into her pussy and surging a gush of cum into her. My body bucked over and over, pumping shot after shot into her until I felt drained, and yet Aunt Mary had made no sound or protest. I finally pulled out of her pussy, kneeling over her while my softening cock drooled cum on her thighs.
"Why don't you go down and see how the men are doing with the boat?" My mom said quietly. "I think we need some girl time up here."
"Yes mom." I answered, standing up. I pulled my shorts on and headed past the girls and down the stairs, trying hard to act as if nothing had happened.
"There he is." My dad said as I walked into the cabin. "Come down to join the men?"
"Yeah. They wanted to talk girl stuff now that I got done spreading tanning oil on the parts they couldn't reach."
"Well, here. Take the wheel." Uncle Russel said. "I need a beer."



"Just keep it mid channel. Be right back." Dad said as he walked to the kitchen and got out a beer with Uncle Russel.
It was kind of fun running the boat and I lost track of time. Before I knew it, mom and Aunt Mary were coming in from the top to fix lunch. The two bustled around the kitchen area getting lunch stuff out, acting as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Once they were done, I continued to drive the boat while the adults and the girls ate lunch. After he finished, dad coaxed mom off to their bedroom and within minutes you could clearly hear the grunts and moans of them having sex. Uncle Russel took over the wheel so I could get some lunch.
Aunt Mary and I were alone in the kitchen as I made a ham and cheese sandwich, her eyes following my every move. I sat down at the booth style kitchen table across from her to eat my sandwich.
"So, how long have you and your mom been...you know." I looked up at her startled. "Don't be coy with me. I know full well you were having sex with her up there. I couldn't see, but I could hear."
"You're not going to tell anyone, are you?"
"Depends. Does your father know?" she asked in a whisper.
"No! At least I don't think so."
"Does he know you're having sex with your sister?"
"Yeah. I'm pretty sure he does."
"Well, then." She said, getting up from the table and moving to sit next to me. She reached into my lap and slipped her hand into my swim suit, grabbing my hard cock. "I don't suppose you'd want to do it the right way with me?"
"The right way?"
"Instead of sneaking it into me like you did upstairs. You're not turned off by looking at your old aunt's body, are you?" she asked as she reached behind her neck and undid the clasp holding the halter style bikini top in place. She freed the material covering her tits and let them hang out for me in full view. She reached her free hand up to cup and lift them for me, letting me stare at them as long as I wanted. They looked even bigger than my mom's right then, her nipples rock hard and her dark pink areola puckered up almost as if asking to be played with.
"Uhhhh. No. Not at all." I finally mumbled.
"Good. I'm going to go put on my other swim suit. If you time it right you might catch me in my bedroom completely naked." She whispered with a smile before sliding out of the booth and walking across the room to her bedroom door, her tits still hanging out completely bare. She stepped into the room without closing the door and turned so that I could see her. She took off the rest of the bikini top and tossed it on the bed and then pushed the panty down her legs, wiggling them to get it to slide down. She lifted each foot and pulled the bottom off, leaving her naked. She stepped back and slid the door closed slowly, giving me plenty of time to decide.
I pushed out of the bench and walked to the room, checking over my shoulder to make sure that Uncle Russel wasn't watching. I slid the door open and stepped in, sliding it closed again. I turned and Aunt Mary was laying on the bed, her feet propped on the bed and her knees spread wide, giving me an unobstructed view of her pussy. I could hear the rhythmic slap of my dad fucking my mom through the thin wall, Aunt Mary holding a finger to her lips to tell me to stay quiet. She then held both hands out to me. I crawled onto the bed between her legs, her hands sliding down my sides to my suit, pushing it down and freeing my cock. She reached for my rock hard pole and aimed it at her pussy as she used her heels on my bare ass to pull me toward her, sliding my cock slowly into her hot wet depths.
"Oh fuck." She breathed quietly as I pressed deep into her. She looked at my eyes as she pulled me tightly to her body, grinding her clit into the base of my dick as she started to rock her hips. "Oh yes." She hissed softly as she rocked the motions of her hips caressing my cock slightly, teasing me but not driving me very quickly toward climax. Given how quickly I came upstairs, I was just starting to realize that she hadn't had a chance to climax. As she rocked against me, I could feel my cock moving slightly inside her, my engorged head pressing against the end of her depths, her pussy lightly stroking that oh so sensitive spot under my head.
"Oh yeah. Almost there." She whispered, continuing to grind herself against me. Her heels dug into my ass as she pulled me even tighter, one hand reaching behind my neck and gently pulling my face toward one of her big soft tits. "Suck it... please!" she whispered urgently.
I leaned my head the final few inches to her breasts and sucked her nipple into my mouth. I wasn't sure exactly what to do, so I just moved my tongue around her hard nipple as I suctioned the whole nipple and areola into my mouth.
"Oh yeah!" she squeaked softly, arching her back as she pulled me tightly against her clit. Her legs and arms started to tremble and she let out a long slow groan as her pussy clamped around my rigid shaft, spasming and gripping me, almost as if to try and pull me deeper. "Come for me." She whispered as her body relaxed under me. She moved her heels off my ass and spread her legs wide. "Just do it quietly." She whispered, the sound of my mother moaning and gasping clear through the thin wall of the boat.
I started to stroke myself in and out, careful not to slap my body against hers. I held myself over her, almost as if I were doing a push up, looking down at her big soft tits as she squeezed them and held them for my inspection. In and out I slid, slowly, but not too slowly, feeling her pussy occasionally squeeze me as I plunged into her. I could feel my cock getting fatter as I got closer to my climax, her body seeming to respond as well, her back arching with each stroke of mine, her mouth open in pleasure as my strokes pushed her back up the slope of her recently enjoyed climax.
"Gonna come." I grunted quietly as I plunged into her more quickly, trying hard not to slap hard into her, but failing on several occasions. My hips seemed to have a mind of their own as the last few stokes plunged hard and fast into her. She let go of her tits and reached for my hips to try and slow my strokes, her tits now rolling and moving on her chest as my thighs drove into hers. She finally moved her legs, squeezing then partly together to prevent me from slamming into her as my dick grew closer to release. "Uhhhhhh!" I groaned loudly as my body jerked, driving into her as far as her squeezed thighs would allow, a massive gush of cum surging into her pussy. I panted as she slid her hands up my body and pulled me down onto her chest, squeezing her tits to my chest as my body jerked and shuddered, pumping what felt like a gallon of cum into her.
"Shhhhhh." She whispered, moving one hand to stroke my hair as she held us together. "Let it happen. Just let it all come out into your aunt's hot pussy." My body continued to jerk and spasm for long seconds, finally easing to an occasional twitch as my dick started to soften inside her. "Thank you." She whispered in my ear before releasing me. "Now you better go before we get caught."
Without a word I crawled off of her and pulled my suit back up. I only now noticed that my mom and dad were no longer making noise next door, giving me some concern that maybe they heard me. I stepped to the door and slid it open and stepped out, almost stepping into my mom as she walked toward the doorway out of the cabin. She stopped short, looked at me in surprise for a moment and then grinned at me as she stepped aside and walked out without saying anything.
I was standing behind my dad when I heard the bedroom door slide open. I turned to see Aunt Mary step out in a tiny yellow string bikini that was nearly as small as the one my mom had on. It allowed huge swaths of her creamy breasts to show around the tiny yellow triangles and the one small triangle covering her pussy was so small that it only came half way up her shaved mound. She turned around for me with a grin, the strings coming together on her ass and disappearing as a single string down between her cheeks, leaving her entire ass bare.
"Wow!" my dad said, drawing uncle Russel's attention to his wife.
"Damn hon! You look smoking hot!"
"Well, thank you," she said as she walked to us, reaching out and giving her husband a hug from behind, her hand sliding down his chest to his crotch.
"I didn't even know you had a suit like that."
"Well, I don't have to wear it if you don't like it." She said quietly.
"Oh no! I didn't say I didn't like it. I'm just...surprised."
"Well, I was worried that Trevor wouldn't want his old aunts body hanging out like this, but he convinced me that he wouldn't mind, so here I am!"
"Don't know how you did that Trevor, but thanks!" Uncle Russel said with a grin.
"No problem," I answered, not sure exactly what else to say as she continued to hug him and tease his dick through his shorts.
"You know, if you want a closer look, I'll be in the bedroom for a few minutes looking for my towel." She whispered before she unwrapped her arms from around him. We all stared as she walked toward their bedroom, looking almost completely naked from behind.
"Trevor, why don't you take the wheel a while." Uncle Russel said quickly, getting up to walk away. I slipped behind the wheel as he walked quickly to the bedroom and slid the door closed.
"Well, we know what he'll be doing for a while." My dad said with a grin. "So just how did you convince her?"
"Just put some tanning lotion on her back." I said with a shrug, not at all wanting my dad to know exactly how I'd convinced her, with my dick.
We reached the cove on the map we were planning on staying in, and anchored the boat. It didn't take long for the girls to get the foam pad into the water and jump into the lake to cool off after spending so long sunning on the upper deck. I joined them too and made my way onto the huge foam float, practically crawling on top of Aunt Mary as I tried to get on the float. Dad and Uncle Russel finished tying and anchoring the boat before changing and joining us. The cove was far from private, with a number of pontoon and speed boats lashed together in what was kind of a boat island, their occupants jumping and in and splashing around in the lake. The closest I came to anymore "hanky panky" as my mom called it, was getting out to put sun block on, with Chris and I helping each other in the places we couldn't reach. When we were pretty sure no one was looking we each took a few moments to give some subtle squeezes and touches, leaving me wishing I could just take her suit completely off and see her naked again, maybe this time getting to do a little touching that way as well.
It was early evening by the time dinner was ready, so we pulled the floats out of the water and all dried off, the girls keeping their bikini's on while I quickly changed into a pair of shorts in the bathroom.
By the time dinner was finished and cleaned up, most of the boats in the bay had vacated, just leaving a couple cabin cruisers and another house boat anchored for the night, one of the smaller cabin cruisers anchored only a couple dozen yards from us.
Our parents headed up to the upper deck to talk and drink, leaving us in the downstairs to entertain ourselves. The four of us settled on the floor in a circle to play a four handed game of war. It's a simple enough card game. Each person had a hand of cards. They pick the next card off the top of their deck and lay it down. If they have the high card, they collect all the laid cards and add them to the bottom of their deck. First person out of cards loses. Last person holding all the cards is the overall winner. We'd played a couple rounds already, restarting as soon as one person had lost all their cards, when Dee suggested we "spice up the game a little.
"This time if you lose you have to strip naked." She said with a grin.
"Naked?" Chris said with her eyes wide. "Really Dee?"
"UH huh. Unless you're scared of course." Her sister answered her.
"But why naked?"
"You're right. We all have so little on that that's not near enough of a challenge. I think we need to let Trevor undress us." Dee said.
"Why not just have him fuck us too?" Jenny said with a scowl. "We all know what you want anyway."
"If you mean his dick in me? Of course I do. But that doesn't mean I'm not willing to share him."
"God Dee. You're such a slut." Chris said sharply.
"Just because you're a virgin." Dee snapped back.
"I'm NOT!"
"Yeah right. Just who's ever fucked you? Hell, you were naked with Trevor and you couldn't even let him see your body, let alone fuck you."
"Well... I had sex with Tim Rasmon."
"You gave him a blow job. That isn't having sex."
"The hell it isn't."
"Did he get you off?"
"Yes!"
"Oh? Just how did he do that? I know he didn't fuck you."
"So?"
"So having used a dildo isn't the same thing. You're still a virgin."
"I am NOT!"
"Fine. Prove it. Strip and come sit on his lap."
"Why?"
"You sit on his dick for one whole hand and I won't ever call you a virgin again.
"I'm NOT going to do that!"
"Like I said. Just like a virgin. Maybe we'll just call you Madonna."
"You're sick." Chris said with a scowl.
"Uh uh. I'm one hundred percent woman. I love being fucked and I know how to get it when I want it." Dee said standing up. She pulled off her bikini and tossed it aside, leaving her standing naked. "How about it Trev? Wanna let me warm you up for my little sister? I bet I can make you come long before she's ready for you."
"God Dee. What a slut. Put your clothes back on before mom and dad come back down."
"They aren't coming down. Hell they'll be up there half the fucking night drinking and fucking."
"They will not!"
"You think not? I dare you to go up there and see. I know they're fucking up there. In fact, I double dare you!"
"I'm not going up there."
"That's because they're fucking and you know it. You come sit on his dick for one hand and then tell me why mom wanted to fuck him. Just one hand, I dare you!"
"Mom fuck him? What the hell are you talking about?"
"Mom fucked him. Twice actually. Why the hell do you think she's wearing that bikini?"
"Cuz she wanted to show off for dad?"
"Fuck no. She wanted to show off for Trev here. She's got the hots for his dick."
"No way. You're lying."
"Honest to god. Try it. You'll understand."
"I don't know. It seems kinda weird."
"Better than being a virgin."
"I'm NOT a virgin!"
"Prove it!"
"Just one hand?"
"One hand." Dee said, sitting back down. "We'll play this hand all the way out, the three of us. Winner sleeps with Trev. Can't have him fucking his own sister every night."
"Hey! Wait a second. I didn't..."
"Oh shut up Trevor." Jenny said quietly. "Okay. but if you lose, you leave him alone the rest of the trip."
"Deal! Okay little sis. Strip it down."
Chris looked around a little hesitantly and then stood up, slowly pulling her modest bikini off. She was almost twenty years old, but her pussy was smooth and hairless and her body looked younger. Her surprisingly large breasts were full and round, her pink areola puckered and her nipples jutting out invitingly.
"Okay Trev. Your turn." Dee said as I looked at Chris's nude body.
"Huh?" I asked as my attention was pulled from her sexy body.
"Get naked dude." Dee said with a grin. "You can't just sit and look all day or you'll never get her on your dick."
"Oh." I said, standing up. I skimmed my shorts and briefs off and sat back down as naked as they were.
"Well? Get your virgin pussy over there and see what a real dick feels like!" Dee chided her sister, looking up at her, standing with her arms across her chest defiantly.
"I'm not a fucking virgin!" she snapped back before stepping the two steps over to where I was sitting again, crosslegged on the carpet, my dick sticking up like a pole. She looked down at me and frowned. "So?"
"Turn around stupid." Dee said with a scowl. "Not a virgin my ass."
Chris rolled her eyes and turned around, stepping back unto she was straddling me. She lowered herself to her knees and ended up on all fours in front of me, her pussy pushing out at me. She reached between her legs for my cock and then lowered her hips, aiming my dick at her lips.
I watched and felt my engorged head rub up and down her lips as she dipped the tip of my head between her full round outer lips, teasing her juices from her slit to cover my head. She worked me deeper between her lips as my head was slickened with her excitement, working me down and into the entrance to her tunnel. She pressed back, releasing my cock as her body spread around me and slowly accepted my fat intruder. "Ohhhhh fuck." She groaned softly as she pushed back on me, stopping and pulling back part way off as my dry shaft grabbed at her soft lips. She pushed back again, sliding a little further before having to pull forward again. Four times she rocked herself slowly on and off my cock until I was fully inside her. She pushed herself up, sitting on her knees over my lap with my dick stuffed up into her.
"Well. That's a start." Dee said, as she started dealing three hands of cards.
I couldn't see her tits or anything, but that didn't stop me from letting my hands roam around her body, sliding from her thighs up to her tits, cupping each firm round orb. "Don't do that." She hissed, pushing my hands off her tits as I stroked my fingers across her nipples.
"You don't like it?" I asked back quietly.
"I didn't say that." She answered as I slid my hands back to her breasts and started stroking her nipples again. I let my fingers run up and down her soft creamy skin, bouncing one after the other across her nipples. She let me continue to stroke over them, not pushing my hands away this time, as she continued to play the card game, apparently attempting to ignore my attentions.
As the game progressed she started to rock her hips slightly moving my hard dick around inside her slightly, pushing the head of my cock hard against her cervix and then pulling it away slightly. Again and again she pushed against me, her depths seeming to leak her juices copiously around my shaft until it was running down and dripping off my balls. Not that I minded. It wasn't going to get me off any time soon, but it felt DAMN good. I let one hand slide down her front, stroke across her stomach and then dive down between her spread legs, gently teasing up and down her lips around my shaft, slowly zeroing in on her now exposed clit. "Oh fuck." She groaned softly as I stroked my finger across the hard nub.
"What's that?" Dee asked, a smile in her voice.
"Nothing." Chris responded, using her free hand to pull my hand from between her lips.
"I bet he makes you come before we finish this hand." Dee said with a laugh.
"Shit no." Chris swore quietly, pulling my hand from between her legs again.
"Uh uh. You can't cheat. He gets to touch you anyplace he wants. Trevor, you make her come before we finish and you get to have her all night."
"Who said I wanted to sleep with her?"
"Trevor, honey. I KNOW you wanna full on fuck her. So make her come, and honey, you can fuck her all night long." Dee giggled.
"Fine. But if he doesn't, you have to go out on the deck naked like that and you have to fuck him right in front of mom and dad.
"Fine with me. I don't mind fucking him anyplace he wants." Dee said with a grin. "Trev. Go for it. Make her come."
"You really want me to do that? In front of everyone?"
"I wanna see her face when she comes with a guys cock buried in her for the first time. In fact, if you wanna just push her forward and fuck her from behind while we play, I think you should."
"Wait. No one said anything about doing that. I'm just supposed to sit here and play, remember?"



"If that's what you want." Dee said with a grin.
I could see these two weren't on the best of terms at the moment, but I had to admit, sitting her with my cock shoved up into Chris was feeling AWFUL damn good, and I wouldn't mind one bit feeling her coming around me. I slipped my hand back into her lap and stroked her lips and then her clit, getting a little moan in response. With one hand gently teasing a nipple and the other stroking her clit, it wasn't long before I could feel her starting to lift and fall on my dick slightly, her weight shifting every few seconds to slide up and then back down my dick an inch or so. One minute became two, became three, and she was sliding up and down a couple inches, trying hard to pretend she wasn't.
It was fortunate that the card game didn't require much concentration, because I could tell her's was long since lost from that game. Up and down she moved, grinding herself down on me each time my engorged head pressed against her cervix. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck" she mumbled as she rocked on her knees, lifting and dropping herself faster and faster. She gave up any connection to the game as she bounced harder, no longer able to stay still on my lap. Up and down she bounced, her ass slapping my thighs each time she came down, making her firm tits bounce in my hand. "Shit. Shit I'm gonna come!" She squeaked in a surprisingly high pitch voice.
I felt her legs start to tremble and her vagina contract around me as she continued to bounce, her breath growing ragged with little gasps and squeaks escaping. "SHIT!" she cried more loudly as she pounded herself down my shaft hard, sitting there and shaking as her juices leaked around my rock hard cock. "Ohhhhhhhhh shit." She moaned, leaning so far forward that for a moment I thought she was going to pull off of me. I gently pushed her forward, easing her off my dick so I could slip out from under her as she held herself on her knees and elbows. I climbed to my knees behind her and pushed my cock deep into her again, thrusting quickly in until my thighs slapped her bare ass.
"Oh damn." I grunted as I started plunging into her with abandon, her pussy still spasming and trying to grip my cock as I shoved it in and out of her hot wet depths. I knew it wasn't going to take much longer, she'd already teased the shit out of me with her little bounces. I held her hips and slammed into her over and over, bringing little squeaks and grunts from her as I felt my cock swell. "AHHHHH!" I groaned loudly as my body jerked and jammed hard into her, spewing a gush of cum into her. I held her while my body jerked and bucked, her bare ass pushing back hard against me as I squirted shot after shot into her.
"Damn." I panted as I knelt behind her, feeling the last occasional twitches of my cock inside her. I slowly pulled out of her, my cock, starting to soften, dripping our combined cum as I dropped to my ass and then lay back and closed my eyes for a moment. I felt a hand grasp my wet cock and then a hot mouth engulf me. I looked down and saw Dee, kneeling over me, her mouth around my dick as she licked the cum off of it and sucked the remaining drools and dribbles from it.
She looked at me and saw me looking back and swiveled her body around, lifting a leg over my head until her pussy was hovering over my face. She lowered her hips down, bringing her soft wet pussy inches from my face. I put my hands on her hips and pulled her down lower, licking slowly up her wet slit as she brought it into reach of my tongue.
"Oh yeah. Lick my hot little cunt." She moaned, pulling her mouth from my dick and just holding it as I stroked down her wet slit and across her hard clit. She tilted her hips to give me better access, allowing me to dip my tongue deeper between her lips and push the tip into her vaginal entrance.
"DEE! TREVOR!" I heard Aunt Mary practically shout from the doorway to the cabin. "Jesus you two. Do you have to do that in front of everyone? Fuck. And Christine! Put some fucking clothes on before your father comes down! What's with you kids?"
"Oh chill mom." Dee said as she pushed herself up until she was on her knees straddling my head, leaving me laying with a half hard dick completely exposed. "You act like you haven't ever seen us fucking or something."
"I have, but your father hasn't, so put some damn clothes on!" she snapped back at her daughter. Dee reluctantly climbed off of me and I scurried for my shorts, pulling them on to cover myself while Dee walked to her duffel bag and pulled out a t-shirt to put on. Aunt Mary got what she'd come down for and walked back out, giving us a nasty look before she headed back out the sliding door.
"Well, that kind of put a damper on things." Dee said quietly as she sat back down, again cross legged, leaving her pussy completely exposed. "Anyone wanna finish the game, or should I just declare myself the winner?"
"Uh uh. No way." Chris said as she sat down across from me, her legs also crossed so that I could see under the t-shirt. Based on the pile of cards in front of her, she was clearly winning at this stage.
"Okay. back to the game then." Dee said, laying a card down. It took another ten minutes, but eventually Chris won the game, and with it the spoils of war... She walked to the sofa bed and folded it out, sitting on the edge before pulling her shirt off and tossing it on the ground. She swiveled herself around in the bed and lay down on her side, pulling the covers up.
"Well? Bed time yet?"
Dee chuckled. "Got a taste and now you want more? Fine with me." She said as she walked to the doorway and flicked off the light, leaving only the moonlight shining in the windows to illuminate us.
I stripped off my shorts and dropped them on the floor by the bed and slipped under the covers, spooning up behind Chris. I wrapped an arm around her and gently stroked one of her bare breasts. She lifted her right leg and moved my again hard dick between her legs. She closed me between her thighs, my head sticking out slightly in front of her.
"I like what you're doing." She whispered.
"I like it too." I whispered back.
"If your dick somehow finds its way back into me, I wouldn't complain." She whispered, stroking my mushroom head with one finger.
"That were you want it?"
"Sorta." She whispered.
"Only sorta?"
"Well. Yours is the first one I've had in me. I'm not all that sure what I should do, you know?"
"I do. Just let me then." I whispered in her ear before giving her earlobe a soft kiss. I used my hand to coax her right leg back until it lay on mine, spreading her legs enough to give me access. I teased my fingers around and between her lips, gently stroking her soft inner depths with the tip of my finger, feeling her wetness grow with each passing moment. I finally used my fingers to pull my dick up against her pussy, pressing my engorged head between her lips and pulling my hips back just enough to let me settle my head into her tunnel entrance. I gently pushed forward, feeling her body resist me, but continuing to push until I felt her body stretch and allow me into her vagina. I rocked my hips gently and slowly, pumping my dick in and out of her only an inch or so at first, but slowly working it deeper and my strokes longer as she responded to the sensations it was causing within her. She moved her leg off mine, bending them to give me more room to stroke, my dick now sliding several inches in and out of her each time I rocked.
In and out I slid, her hips starting to rock in time with mine. The blanket worked its way down our bodies, leaving us mostly exposed on the bed as we slowly fucked, not particularly rushed, neither of us seeming to be in a hurry for it to culminate and end.
It was almost silent in the boat, quiet enough for us to hear the soft squish of my dick pushing into her now sopping wet pussy. Fortunately it also meant that it was quiet enough to hear our parents coming down the stairs from the upper deck, giving us enough time to disengage and cover ourselves up to look innocent.
I kept my eyes closed but was pretty sure someone had stopped in front of our bed on the way to their bedroom. I didn't move until I heard both bedroom doors slide shut. Chris must have heard them as well, quickly rolling over to face me and then sliding herself on top of me. I reached around her for my hard dick and aimed it as her pussy as she shifted her weight to rest on her knees. She pushed herself up so she was straddling me on her knees, my dick buried in her sweet pussy. Slowly and quietly she began to lift and lower herself, my dick this time pushing all the way into her until my mushroom head pressed against her cervix.
"Ohhhh shit." She moaned ever so softly, trying to stay quiet as she rode up and down my shaft. I reached for her tits and cupped both of them, letting my thumbs stroke back and forth across her erect nipples. She rode up and down my dick for several minutes before I felt her legs start to tremble, her pussy contracting around my dick as her climax started to wash over her. She slowed her strokes and stopped, panting for breath as she leaned toward me, her head hovering over mine. I shifted my feet and bent my legs, allowing me to start pumping up into her, stroking my dick in and out of her pussy as she held herself over me, her eyes closed and her body trembling slightly.
"Uhhh." I grunted quietly as my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into her, a gush of hot cum spewing into her depths. Over and over my body jerked, pumping more cum into her as she lay down on top of me, pressing her tits to my bare chest. I held her tightly to me as my body jerked and twitched, emptying into her. As we lay there quietly, my dick softened and slipped from her. Only then did she slide off of me, leaving one leg and arm across me, her head on my shoulder. After some time I could tell by her breathing she'd fallen asleep, but I continued to hold her until she rolled over on her other side on her own. I spooned up against her and finally fell asleep.
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Awakening 8
It was mid-morning. The nurse that brought my breakfast said Saturday morning to be exact, but you couldn't prove it by me. My daughter had called the last two days but hadn't been able to come to the hospital after work the last two days because of the distance. She was planning on coming later this morning, so I was just relaxing and watching TV, listening to Jan in the bed next to mine, trying to breath with the oxygen mask. She'd pull it away to talk, but I discouraged it. Her pneumonia seemed to be getting worse, not better. The morning duty nurse was hanging another bag of something on her IV rack and checking her vitals. Word had gotten around the nursing staff to remember to wear gloves when they checked my vitals, which had significantly reduced the number of incidents. I found it amazing the range of fantasies that women had hidden away. Some I found extremely interesting, others, not my cup of tea, but then I was along for the ride either way. I think I had more sex in the last three days than I'd had with my wife in an entire year.
The cheerful little brunette walked around Jan's bed and over to mine, taking her time to take my vital signs and punch them into her little tablet device. "How's Jan doing?" I asked quietly.
She set her lips in a fine line that said a lot more than her words. "She's doing alright."
"Why don't I believe that?"
"I can't really tell you anything," she said. "Patient confidentiality."
"Yeah. I know. But I also lay here and listen to her breathing getting worse. Her first night she had a little oxygen thing in her nose, and now? A full mask? I'm worried about her. We've gotten...um...kind of friendly."
She nodded softly. "It's not good, but we're still hoping she'll turn the corner. This isn't the first time she's been in."
"Chronic?"
"She was involved in a fire years ago. She's really susceptible to viral infections in her lungs now."
"Ohhhhh. I didn't realize that. Thanks."
"For what? I didn't say anything," she said with a small smile, as she pulled the covers off my cast covered leg to check it. "I hear this is coming off later today!"
"Oh sweet. I was hoping," I answered with a huge smile as I watched her pull off one of her gloves and pull a whisp of hair from between her face and her glasses before reaching back down to my leg again. I watched in surprise as she lifted my hospital gown to uncover my cock and then reached out with her bare hand and wrapped her fingers around it.

I looked down from above looking at what I guessed was an operating room, medical equipment lining the walls of the room surrounding an oddly shaped hospital bed. The huge high intensity light was the only light in the room, streaming its harsh glare down onto the white sheet covering the bed. I could see movement, someone entering the door. She walked to the bed and ran her hand up and down the smooth sheet before laying something on it, a small dark blue object maybe an inch in diameter and seven or eight inches long. I could see her, her long brown hair hanging down her back as she slowly pulled the scrub top off, leaving her naked from the waist up. Her pants went next, sliding down her legs until she could use her feet to step on them and work them over her stocking feet. Completely naked now, except for her tiny anklet socks, she stepped to the end of the table and pushed herself onto it. She scooted backwards, carefully moving the object she'd set down, out of the way until she could lay back on the table with her knees in the air and her feet resting on the table near her butt. She let her knees fall apart, exposing her completely shaved mound and pussy to me as I looked down. Her breasts, easily a full C cup, lay flattened on her chest, her nipples hardening in the cool air, her areola puckering around them sexily.
She lifted the item and pressed it to the grayish inner labia protruding from her full round outer lips, sliding the tip up and down slowly. I could see the tip glistening in the harsh light as she spread her juices on it before sliding it down and holding it at the entrance to her vagina. She moved her finger and pressed the button on the end, her mouth opening and her eyes closing at the change in sensation. She slowly pushed the blue torpedo shaped device into herself. I couldn't hear her through the heavy glass window I was looking through, down onto her, but I could easily imagine the sounds she made as she started to push the vibrator in and out of her wet pussy. I stared, stroking my own cock as I watched her below me, pleasuring herself, one hand sliding the vibrator in and out of herself and the other moving from breast to breast, pulling and twisting her nipples.
I stroked my cock as I watched her, her hips starting to lift and rock in time with her strokes, the vibrator teasing her insides. I could almost feel her excitement build, the heat of her excited pussy spreading through her whole body. Little drops of perspiration formed on her chest. I could feel them start to slowly collect into larger droplets and roll down her chest and around her big soft nipples. I closed my eyes and felt the tingle of her clit radiating out, spreading through her body. I could tell she was close. She pulled the vibrator from her pussy, arching her back up and pressing the device directly to her clit.
I couldn't hear her, but I could see her cry out in pleasure as her body convulsed, mine convulsing with hers, shooting shot after shot of cum out onto the window between us as her body squirted fountain after fountain of her cum into the air. I climaxed with her at least half a dozen strong spasms before our bodies began to relax.
I could see her face flushed red as she pushed off the bed. I could sense both excitement and embarrassment in her as she pulled her pants on over her still dripping pussy. She slipped her shirt on and then, looking up at where I was standing, smiled. She blew me a kiss and then, taking her vibrator, disappeared from the room.
"Oh my God," she gasped as she held my rock hard cock, cum oozing from the tip as she held it, my thighs and stomach splattered with what had to be several squirts worth of the white cream. I was breathing as heavily as she was, looking over at her as she was looking back at me. I looked down at her past the bed rail, her pants apparently around her knees or ankles as she slowly stroked her bare shaved pussy with one finger. "I'm sorry," she whispered, moving her whole hand to her mound and curling her fingers to cover her pussy, her face flushing pink. "I had to know."
"Know what?" I asked in a breathless whisper.
"What it was. My secret fantasy. That's what it is, right? You some-how show us our deepest fantasy?"
"I don't know what it is," I admitted quietly, still trying to catch my breath.
"The girls. They say that's what it is. Some of them don't even realize what it is until after they see it with you, then it's like, God yes I want to do that so bad."
"Well. As long as it's what you wanna see," I said. "But next time, ask first please."
"I'm sorry. I was afraid you'd say no," she said a little meekly as she let go of my cock and then pulled her hand back. She bent over and pulled her pants up. "God I wanna fuck you so bad right now."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. They said to expect that. All the girls that have done it felt like that."
"So, who is it? The guy you want to watch you?"
She blushed again as she stood, looking down at the floor. "Just a friend."
"I hope you get a chance to show your friend what you showed me. I'm sure he'll enjoy it as much as I did."
"Thanks," she said as she pulled a small package of wipes from her pocket and used them to clean my softening dick and the cum that splattered all around it. Cleaned off, she smoothed my covers back in place and then leaned over to give me a soft kiss before walking out of the room.
"Well. You're getting popular," Jan said from the other bed, coughing painfully after even the short comment. "I wish I didn't have this oxygen, or I'd come over there and fuck you for real again."
"Right now, you need to rest and get better. There'll be time for fucking later."
"Not if you check out before I do."
"I don't think you're going home before I do," I said with a frown.
"That isn't what I mean."
I thought about it a few seconds and then shook my head. "I don't think I'd like that to happen."
"Me either. But maybe you can give me one more good one before you go home."
"I promise." I nodded.
I was resting with my eyes closed, listening to the TV one moment, and standing in a tent the next.
I could feel the breeze blowing through the open windows as I stood there, completely naked, drying myself, my wet swim suit laying on the tent floor in front of me. I didn't move as the tent door unzipped, wishing to see my wife step through, but instead seeing my nineteen year old daughter wearing the miniscule green bikini my wife found so inappropriate. If my wife had been here, she would have objected and probably not allowed her to wear it, but with her out of the country I relented far too easily. She stood for a few moments, letting me look her up and down while she did the same to my bare body. The triangles that should have been covering her breasts were so small they barely covered her nipples and areola, and sometimes, like right now, not even all of that. The strings and triangles were clearly no match for even her late teen chest. She turned and bent over to zip the door closed, the thong swimsuit bottom leaving her entire ass bare as she pushed it out at me. The green material barely covered her pussy lips, which I could tell she had shaved smooth. The tiny triangle of material and the string holding it had slipped, either on purpose or on accident, between her full round teen age pussy lips, exposing much more of her than she should be. She stood back up, my cock now sticking out like a flag pole after watching her ass and pussy for even such a short time. She stood in front of me and reached to her neck, pulling the tiny string's bow behind her flowing brown hair, letting the two miniscule triangles fall down to expose her nipples and areola. I could see the dark pink rings around each nipple, slightly puffed out, covered in tiny bumps. While I stared at her jutting nipples, she pulled the second string, dropping the top to the tent floor. I opened my mouth to say something, and froze, as she pulled the two strings on her hips at the same time, pulling the tiny triangle from between her legs, leaving her completely naked as the day she was born. She stepped towards me and knelt down in front of me, reaching out with one hand as she did.
I stared, unable to say a word as she closed her lips around my mushroom head, sliding it into her wet mouth. I knew it was wrong. I knew we shouldn't be doing this, but for some reason I couldn't stop myself. Instead, I watched as she slowly slid her lips along my shaft, working about half of my length in and out of her mouth. I groaned softly as her lips caressed my shaft, her tongue rubbing around under my head with each stroke. I lost track of how long she sucked on me before reaching for my hands and pulling me down, coaxing me onto one of the air mattresses covered with the light weight blankets that we were using in the extremely warm nights. She coaxed me down onto the mattress, laying me onto my back as she crawled over me, her surprisingly large breasts for her age hanging down between us, her nipples dragging along my stomach and chest as she eased over me, crawling on top of me until she held herself over me on her hands and knees, her eyes looking down into mine.
"You always said I should wait for a man that loves me to do this, but you're the only man that really loves me and I don't want to wait any longer," she whispered softly as she moved one hand between us. I felt her hand find my dick and wrap around it moments before I felt her hot wetness rub around my engorged head. I watched her face as she stared back at me, her pussy enveloping just my mushroom head at first and then, slowly, more. I felt her body expand and saw her eyes close as the sensations overwhelmed her body. "Ohhhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly, trying to stay quiet as she let more of her weight down on me, slowly feeding my saliva coated cock into her tight vagina. Her walls caressed my dick as she pushed further, not stopping until my head was pressing against her cervix, deep inside her. She held herself over me, opening her eyes again to look down at me as she started to rock, pulling her pussy on and off my dick. Her tits swung in time with her strokes, her nipples brushing my chest with each swing, teasing both of us as they brushed around and over my own nipples.
It took long minutes, quiet minutes, enjoyable minutes as she slowly worked her body towards climax. As much as I wanted to, I knew I shouldn't and wouldn't, but I would allow her to feel her fist climax on a dick around mine. "Almost there daddy," she whispered. "So close now."
"I can tell," I whispered, sliding my hands up and down her bare back, stroking her smooth soft skin all the way to her bare ass.
"Almost," she panted, "Almost there!"
I felt the first tremors of her orgasm start deep inside her, her pussy soon spasming around me as her legs and arms trembled. She collapsed on me, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her to me as she climaxed, her pussy squeezing and clenching around my hard cock. I struggled to hold back, not wanting to empty my desire into my own daughter. Her mother would be appalled at what we were doing, but I knew that neither of us would ever tell her. It would be a secret between the two of us.
My eyes flashed open and my brain tried to process the sudden change in environment. My body was still telling me that I was moments from climaxing, my brain fogged by the sexual euphoria of a building orgasm. My eyes focused on the closest face, that of my own daughter, looking back at me in confusion, her lips only fractions of an inch from my face where she had apparently kissed me on the cheek. I saw her eyes start to focus again on me, the startled expression clear on her face as she started to pull away.
"Good to see you awake Scott!" I heard Amanda, my daughter's mother-in-law, say as she reached out to touch my bare arm.
"No. Wait...." I barely got out before everything changed.
she stood in front of the sink in her red high heels, her short red dress, covered in large white polka dots, looking incredibly sexy on her. I stepped from the hallway to the kitchen, my kitchen, barefoot, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around my still damp body. I'd seen her in this dress before; the last time she had been to the house months before. I remembered her long blonde hair cascading down her back in a long single ponytail, as it was now, her full round butt wiggling side to side as she scrubbed a dish in the sink. I stepped behind her, sliding my arms slowly around her waist, startling her slightly but also causing her to stop scrubbing. She reached out and set the dish and scrub pad down in the sink, as I slid my hands slowly all the way around to her stomach before sliding them upward, cupping her large soft breasts through the dress. She closed her eyes and sighed softly, enjoying the sensations of my fingers stroking her nipples through the dress and bra, something she hadn't felt in far too many years.
I found the buttons on the front of the dress and slowly started to undo them, one at a time, starting at the v of cleavage and working slowly down. She pushed her hips away from the counter to give my fingers room to work lower, my hands finding their way further and further down her dress. I pulled the hem of the skirt up to reach the last button and then dropped it after I had it undone. I slid my hands up again, running my fingers gently up the gap, my fingertips finding her soft inner thighs and then her panty covered pussy. The tips of my fingers stroked slowly up the satiny material, across a tiny strip of velvety soft skin before bouncing over a rough lace band. I felt her smooth soft stomach as my fingers stroked higher, eventually finding my target, her large soft breasts contained in a satiny smooth bra. My fingers teased along the cups a few inches each way before they found the small plastic clasp between them. I flicked the fastener with my fingers, and in moments I could feel the soft skin of her breasts pushing the cups aside. I let my fingers push the cups further away, my hands replacing both satin cups, her hot soft mounds now cupped in my hands. I let my thumbs stroke up her soft skin until I found her nipples and then bounced up and down over them. Amanda let out a soft gasp as my thumbs bend and stroked her hard nipples, my growing hard-on pressing against her dress covered ass through my towel.
I felt her hands move from the sink, slide around behind her and find the towel between us. Her hands easily pulled it apart and let it fall, my rock hard cock now easily grasped in her bare hands. Still cupping her breasts, I pulled her back from the sink and then gently turned her around to face me, my hands pushing the dress apart as I did so. In moments I had the bra and dress, both sliding down her arms, falling to the floor, leaving her in nothing above her waist, but below, a lace garter belt, stockings and silky smooth bikini cut panty. I looked down at her body, surveying her breasts for the first time, taking in the soft smoothness, the tiny bumps of her excited areola and the hard protruding nipples. I could see the few small freckles on her chest and the tiny mole on her left breast, all of these imperfections making her look even more sexy.
I slid my hands to her hips and pushed the garter down, catching her panties at the same time. As much as I loved how she looked in them, what I wanted now, what I needed now, was for them to be gone. I pushed them to her thighs and then gripped her hips, lifting her and setting her now bare ass on the kitchen counter next to the sink. I stepped back and pulled the garter, panties and stockings down her legs unceremoniously, her high heels falling to the floor with two loud clomps.. I tugged the stockings all the way off and tossed all aside, my eyes glued to the small clump of blonde curls between her legs. As much as I love licking and sucking pussy, what I wanted, what I needed was to feel her pussy around my cock. I lifted and spread her legs, looking at the inner labia protruding from her full round lips, as I used my hips to guide my rock hard shaft toward her. I didn't waste time. I knew she wanted it as much as I did. Even without hands I was able to settle my head at the entrance to her vagina and then slowly push into her. We groaned in unison as I pressed myself deep into her. I let go of her legs and let her wrap them part way around me as I reached for her luscious tits, cupping and squeezing them as I started to stroke my fat hard cock in and out of her. It had been so long, so many years since either of us has felt something like this. I could almost feel her enjoying my thrusts, my cock sliding in and out of her. I could almost feel the two of us climbing towards climax together. I felt my own urgency building in my groin as I pumped my shaft in and out of her, but also the tingle of her clit racing through her body, the warmth of her own urgency. She started to rock her hips in time with mine, adding another sensation, another feeling, another urgency. She lifted and spread her legs, pushing them high and wide, allowing that sensation to grow. It started as an urgent tingling inside her pussy each time I drew my head back along her vaginal tunnel and grew into an undeniable demand. It shouted at me, screamed at me, come! Climax with me!



I felt our bodies spasm together, my cock pumping gush after gush into her pussy while hers clamped around me and gushed her own juices out towards me.
I lay there panting, looking at Amanda as she sat on the edge of the bed, one of my hands between her legs, pushed all the way to the crotch of her definitely soaked panties, and the other pushed into the top of her dress, two buttons popped off or torn off to give my hand access. I looked down at myself, one of her hands pulling on the hospital gown, pulling it aside to leave me almost naked, the other wrapped around my cock, my softening dick oozing cum, long strings of it across my stomach and chest. I looked up to her eyes, seeming to just now be starting to focus, her eyes going to my cock in her hand first and then, as she jerked her hands back as if burned, my hand was between her legs.
"What the hell just happened?" she asked breathlessly. "What did you....we....do?"
"I tried to warn you," I gasped. "I'm sorry."
"Warn me?" she asked, confusion and maybe even a little fear on her features.
"About touching me right now."
"What? I don't understand."
"Something happened to me. Something while I was in the coma. When people touch me, they see, we see their sexual fantasies...together."
"So, what I just saw?" my daughter asked, a look of shock on her face.
"A sexual desire or fantasy. Maybe a wish?"
"But..."
"Yeah. I know," I said, pulling my hands back from where they were still holding Amanda.
"So what I saw, what I felt... I mean. I...We... you and I...."
"Uh huh. In just a few seconds we had that. You and I both orgasmed together."
"But I felt like I could feel you. You were real. I could feel your cock sliding in and out of me as if we were really there, doing it!" she said in a loud whisper, looking around to see who might hear.
"Uh huh. And I felt your orgasm every bit as much as mine. I felt your climax build and wash over both of us," I said quietly. "Trust me, it's as unnerving for me as for you. They've been doing all kinds of brain wave thingies trying to figure out what it is, and why it is. All I know is that it's intense."
"And this happens..."
"With anyone that touches me."
"Even men?"
I nodded. "Yeah. they did one test, and I watched a guy live out his fantasy with three female co-workers in just a few seconds."
"And the nurses..."
"Yeah. Them too. In some ways I've become kind of popular."
"Oh my God," my daughter said, looking down at me. "And this is going to go away?"
"God, I hope."
"I'd think you were in heaven," Amanda said. "All those sexy images."
"I get them even if they aren't my cup of tea. Lesbian, bondage, you name it. I can tell you which nurses have fantasies about which doctors, or neighbors or well...you get the idea."
"So, any time you're touched? Even by accident?"
I nodded. "It's muted a little right after I get off. But so many of the women that have it happen to them want to jump my bones right after. There seems to be a pretty strong physical desire coupled with it."
"I guess that explains it."
"Explains what?" I asked, looking at Amanda curiously.
She leaned towards me, careful not to touch me. "I want to take off all my clothes and sit on your dick," she whispered.
I whispered back, "And I want to watch you take them off and do it just as badly!"
"Geeze mom!" my daughter said with a scowl. "Really? You wanna fuck my dad?"
"Well, it's been a lot of years since that part was used and it felt so real. Yeah. I want to feel it again," she said with a smile. "Besides, your dad isn't a bad looking guy. I didn't mind dancing with him at all at the wedding."
"MOM!"
"What?"
"Really? My dad?"
"It's okay Amanda. She's just embarrassed about what went through her mind when she kissed my cheek."
"Ohhhh? Do tell?"
"DON'T YOU DARE!" my daughter snapped at me.
"I won't. But you need to realize that those are coming from YOU, not me. Even that one last time."
"Well. It looks like you have some company!" a little blonde haired nurse said as she pushed a wheelchair into the room.
"I do. This is my daughter and her mother-in-law," I said. "This is Chrissy. She's my nurse today."
"I am. And he's been such a bad boy today that I'm going to have to steal him away for a while," she said with a grin.
"Did you...You know?" my daughter asked.
I saw Chrissy blush brightly.
"She had to go change her panties after she checked my vitals early this morning," I said. "I wasn't awake to warn her until it was too late."
"I heard that there was this guy that made you come in seconds, just by touching you?" she whispered. "But I didn't believe it until I touched his hand. Oh my God did I come hard. Which is why..." she said, holding up her hands with gloves on them.
"Smart move," I chuckled. "So where are we off too?"
"To get rid of that cast!" she said brightly. "I bet you're more than looking forward to that!"
"I'm looking forward to a shower! Someone told me I haven't had anything but a sponge bath in eleven weeks now."
"Well. I don't know that I'll be able to let you, but we can see if the doctor changes your orders once the cast comes off," she said as she started putting the rail down on the bed to help me out. I slid off the bed, my gown pulling aside to expose most of my body. "Well. maybe we'll have to try harder. It looks like someone's been having fun while I was gone."
I chuckled and nodded towards Amanda. Chrissy looked up at her and grinned. "Well, that must have been interesting. At least if I don't have time, maybe she will since you two know what each other looks like naked now. I mean it's not exactly in the rules, but if I get you in there and she happens to help you, I can't stop that."
"Oh dear," Amanda said softly.
"Well, we can talk about that after. For now, let's go get you cut open. You're welcome to wait. It'll be about half an hour," she said, looking over at Amanda and my daughter.
Chrissy settled a blanket over my lap to cover me and then wheeled me out.
The trip down to orthopedics wasn't long, but the wait was annoyingly so. I sat getting cold in the waiting room for almost fifteen minutes before a heavy set, rather stern looking nurse came out to collect me. "Can you get on the table yourself?" she asked curtly, stopping the chair by an exam table you might find in any doctor's office.
"I suppose I can," I said, pushing myself up from the chair, balancing myself on one foot. I twisted around, trying to swivel around on my one good foot, nurse grumpy holding my arm to help balance me. I did okay until she let go with one hand to push the chair back just as I twisted, intending to sit my butt on the edge of the table. She was there quickly, reaching for me as the chair went rolling across the room, both hands gripping my upper arms and my body leaning towards hers.
The noise was almost deafening, between the loud music, the cheering of all the girls and the clapping in time with that music. As seconds ticked by, I realized I was part of that deafening chorus. My hands clapped to the music and each time the male stripper stopped at another of the ladies in the room, who pulled her top down for him, I cheered with the rest. A blonde haired woman grabbed the big black dick that was flopping in front of her face and wrapped her hand around it, moments later leaning her face towards it and wrapping her lips around the head. On and off his cock she pumped her face, sucking his long fat cock until it was hard again. He pulled away to the cheering of the rest of the girls and moved around the room again, carefully avoiding me, but at the same time, watching me, watching my reactions as he came close to me. He let a number of young women suck and stroke his cock, each time coaxing them to flash him their tits or even in a couple cases, their pussy, or more.
A couple young ladies not only flashed him their pussies, but allowed him, no encouraged him, to rub his dick between their legs, grinding their bodies together. Shelly took her dress completely off her annoyingly petite body and was rubbing up and down his sweaty body before he pulled his dick from between her legs to move on to another girl. Around the room he worked, stopping at Donna, sitting only two women down from me, and coaxed her to pull her shirt up, quickly rubbing his long dick around her nipples before she grabbed it and drew it to her mouth. I cheered and clapped, but inwardly felt jealous. Yeah, I'd definitely had too much to drink, but right then I didn't care. I wanted his cock in my mouth, it was, after all, my party.
He pumped his hips and worked his cock in and out of her mouth for almost two minutes before pulling out, dancing back to the middle of the room and then bouncing his dick at all of us in the circle, shouted out over the music for them to point out the bride. Fingers pointed to me from all around the circle as he turned to face me, as if he didn't know that I was the bride with the tiny fake tiara on my head and the white feather boa. "Does she wanna get fucked?" he shouted, to which all the girls cheered.
He danced his way over to me, his cock longer than I'd ever seen before, well in person anyway. He jerked and bounced himself so his cock bounced up and down in front of me, offering me his cock as he moved closer inch by inch. I hesitated. I didn't want to hesitate, but I did. I wanted it. God, I wanted it in my mouth, I wanted it between my tits. I wanted it in my pussy. I reached out and grabbed it, wrapping both hands around it and pulling it toward my mouth.
He climbed onto the sofa to push his pelvis in my face, letting me stroke and suck his cock greedily. I could taste his precum as he became more excited, almost as excited as my pussy already was. I could feel the dampness in my panties and the tingles racing through my body. He stepped back, reaching for my hands and pulling them from his cock. "NO!" I almost shouted as he pulled his cock from me, but instead he pulled my hands, pulling me off the sofa. I stood up and followed him to the middle of the room where there was a big, cushioned hassock. He stopped me in front of it and looked at me questioningly. I knew what he was asking. I knew what he wanted me to do. In moments I was pulling the top of my dress down, exposing the big heavy bra that contained my 44F tits. I reached behind me and unfastened the clips, letting the bra snap around me and then fall to the floor, freeing my big tits. I didn't care who was looking. I wanted that cock between my tits.
I knelt down on the floor in front of him and reached for his cock. He stepped towards me and I pressed his long dick between my tits, using my hands to press them around it. He started to hump his hips up and down, driving that long cock up between my breasts. His skin stroked the soft smooth skin of my boobs, caressing them. I could feel the motion of his body sliding against my nipples, making them tingle, making them want more. I tilted my head down and let him push his cockhead into my mouth with each stroke, my saliva lubricating him again as he pushed up and down the soft confines, his body rubbing my sensitive nipples, sending little tingles through my body, especially down to my God so wet pussy. I could feel how wet my panties were as I released his cock from between my tits and stood up.
It only took a moment to push my dress down over my hips, letting it pool around my high heels. I didn't care who saw my pussy as I pushed my panties down, forcing them down over my thighs. He reached a hand out to balance me, his touch burning hot on my arm as he supported me while I clumsily worked my panties over my shoes. I was briefly worried that he might think I'm too fat, not good enough looking. But that thought evaporated as he knelt in front of me and sucked one of my hard nipples into his mouth, his fingers sliding up my thigh and between my legs. I could feel his fingers spread me, one finger slipping between my lips as he rubbed it back and forth. Little shocks of excitement raced through my body as he teased my clit with his finger, his sucking and nibbling of my nipple seeming to have a direct connection to my pussy.
I don't know how long I stood there, moaning loud enough I could even hear myself over the music. I opened my eyes when he pushed me gently back, laying me across the padded hassock. He lifted my legs and knelt down between them as I held them up and apart for him. He looked down at me, grinning slightly as he rubbed his dick head between my sopping wet lips. I could feel the heat of his cock as it touched my labia, his mushroom head sliding up and down my lips. I felt him press it between my lips, and then the pressure builds for a moment before it slid easily into my vagina. I could feel it stretch me as he pushed into me, sliding deep into me. The sound of the girls cheering was nearly blocked from my mind as he started to stroke in and out of me, his head banging into my cervix with each stroke. Little jolts of excitement like little shocks radiated out from my pussy as he pressed his thumb against my clit, determined to make me climax around his long fat dick.
I lifted my hands to my own tits, grabbing my nipples and pulling and twisting them, sending more sparks through my body. I could feel my own hips moving, unable to stop them as he stroked in and out of me. My hips rocked of their own accord as he plunged in and out. I could feel it building, an urgency, a desire, a need! I felt my body shudder and then my stomach spasm as my body convulsed around his cock. I could hear the cheering grow louder as my body spasmed over and over.
Then I felt it, his big cock pumping cum into me. I could feel his heat, and the power of his ejaculations into me, filling my pussy as he held himself deep in me for a few moments. Only one or two shots surged into me before he pulled out, leaving me suddenly empty. I could feel his cum landing on my stomach and shaved mound as he coaxed it from his cock. Then back in again, filling me again, pushing deep into me as my own climax started to slowly fade. I rubbed my hands in his cum on my stomach, spreading it around and rubbing it into not only there but my tits as well. I could hear cheering and clapping as my mind slowly returned to reality. Eddie would never be able to know.
I sat on the table panting, the nurse leaning against me, holding onto me as her body continued to tremble slightly. One arm was around me, holding me to her, pressing her body tightly to mine, while her other hand had found my dick under the gown. I felt her hand pull from my dick. I couldn't see down her body the way she was holding me, but I could feel motion; I could feel her legs moving as she held me, panting. I felt her push me further back on the table and then one leg lift, moving across me. She pressed her hips towards me as she grasped my cock again. I felt my head bump and rub around her hairless mound and then the hot wetness of her pussy. She groaned loudly as she pressed me to her vaginal entrance and then arched her back, pushing herself down my shaft. With one leg on the table across my lap, and the other on the floor, she started to rock her hips, pushing herself on and off my engorged cock. I could feel her hot wet depths caress my shaft as she worked herself on and off of me. On and off me she rocked, her moans growing as her orgasm pushed ever higher. I was going to come too, in only moments.
"JESUS CHRISTEN!" I heard a young female voice cry out in surprise behind nurse grumpy.
She seemed to startle, shaking her head and then suddenly pulling back from me. She pulled herself off my cock with an audible wet slurp. She looked down at herself, her scrub pants and panties around one ankle, the rest of her naked from the waist down. "OH SHIT! What am I doing!?" miss grumpy cried in surprise.
"Jesus Christen!" the young woman said again as she pushed the door closed. "With a patient?"
"I didn't....I wasn't...God! What was I doing?" Christen asked, clearly confused as the young woman stepped around into view. I recognized the face, but not from here, but from the party that I had just attended as Christen. She was one of the young ladies at the party, the one that pulled her dress all the way off and ground herself against him, no doubt hoping he'd do more than fuck her mouth with his long dick.
"Jesus Christen," the petite brunette said yet again, apparently unable to find other words to express her dismay. She stepped past Christen and reached out to pull us apart, Christen's arm still around me, her hand resting inside the back of my gown.
She stood in front of the table; the room practically dark. Only a small lamp on the desk across the room lit the space at all. She pulled her scrubs off and dropped them on the table, looking at her watch nervously. It was almost time. She looked down at her nude body and stroked her fingers across her nipples, sending little tingles through her body. She stood, teasing her nipples, making her pussy even wetter with anticipation. It had taken her a long time to build up enough courage to do this. She knew she wanted it, but it was still hard. She could feel the butterflies in her stomach as she picked up the note and read the few lines directing her to do this. Her heart pounded as she stood looking at the exam bed, the same bed she had so many patients lay on as she worked on their casts. Like all exam beds it had the requisite attachments for pelvic exams, though in this clinic they were fitted with adjustable supports to rest legs and arms upon. She pulled the arms out and up, setting them apart as far as they would go. She crawled onto the table and lay on her back, scooting her butt to the very edge of the table before lifting her legs and resting her legs on the supports. She took a deep breath, her heart pounding hard in her chest. If anyone would happen to come in... if anyone saw her like this... She took a deep breath and then followed the final instruction. She placed the black eye cover over her eyes and secured it around her head. Now all that was left was to wait.
She waited, nervously, her stomach rolling and churning in both anticipation and fear. Finally, it beeped. She moved her right hand to her watch and pressed the button, turning off the alarm. It was time. She'd done all that was asked of her. Now it was time to see if he would come. If he would accept her offering. Her offering of herself.
She heard the door open and close, and resisted the temptation to look, to lift the eye cover and peek. She still had no idea who it was. She wanted badly to know, but it wasn't allowed yet. He had made that perfectly clear. If she wanted what he had to offer, it had to be on his terms. She had to offer herself to him willingly. She had to be ready to provide pleasure for him when HE wanted it. In exchange, he would pleasure her in ways that she had yet to feel. She knew it would be worth it. She had said it was more pleasure than she could remember feeling, but to get there, to reach that point she had to prove herself. She had to prove to HIM that she was worthy of it, that her body was his to enjoy. Only then, only after she had proven that her body could satisfy his needs, would he include her, draw her into his circle, fill her desires as he filled his own.
It was almost a shock when she felt it. There was no preamble, but she had expected that. There was no foreplay, she had been instructed to provide that for herself. She was expected to be wet and ready, and she was. She could practically feel her pussy leaking and dripping with anticipation, anticipation that would now be fulfilled. She felt his cock spread her vaginal opening, stretching her, as he pressed himself against her. She moaned at the sensation of fullness as his head pushed into her just beyond her opening. She had no idea how big or long he was, but she knew it was enough to satisfy more than one woman. She wanted to be one of those women. She felt him start to push deeper, working his fat shaft into her until his head bumped the end of her vagina, bumping against her cervix.



"AHHHHH!" she cried in both surprise and pleasure as her nipples were pinched, hard. The lighting jolt of pain gave way moments later to pleasure. Her desire built. She wanted to beg for him to fuck her, to start pumping that incredibly sexy feeling cock in and out of her, but the rules had been specific. She would accept what he gave, when he gave. She waited, feeling his pulse in her vagina through his cock. She waited and then he moved, pulling out and then in again, stroking his cock to tease her vaginal walls. In and out he thrust, his strokes growing longer and more powerful with each passing moment. He squeezed, twisted and pulled her nipples, not gently, but roughly. The little jolts of pain served to drive her approaching climax along more quickly. In and out he thrust, his cock jamming hard against her cervix. She couldn't help herself. She was supposed to be silent, but she couldn't help the moans of pleasure that escaped her lips. She couldn't help but arch her back and buck her hips towards his cock as she used her feet on the supports to lift herself towards him. She didn't know what he looked like, but it didn't matter. All that mattered right then, right that second, was her orgasm as it washed over her.
Her whole body shuddered and trembled as her pussy gushed her juices out, coating his cock and more. Over and over her stomach spasmed, pumping what felt like gallons of her cum out at him, his strokes never slowing. In and out he pumped while she climaxed, her clit riding along the top of his fantastic cock driving her even higher.
"Uhhhhh" was all she heard as she felt his cock swell even larger inside her moments before feeling the first surge of cum lance into her. She felt his hot cum filling her, pump after pump, driving her ecstasy even higher, even further. She felt her climax peak and then slowly start to slide down the far slope, his cock still embedded in her, twitching and oozing more cum into her depths.
The touch of his hands changed on her tits. No longer gripping and pulling her nipples, his grip was now tender and gentle, teasing her perky little boobs and stroking over and around her nipples, the change in sensations drawing her orgasm out a few seconds longer. Finally, he pulled from her, a sudden feeling of emptiness left behind. Still, she remained still, her pussy spread wide open, dripping their combined cum down to the floor. She could feel it leaking from her, running down over her puckered rosebud and then dripping to the floor. She wanted to lift the blinder, see who it was, see what he looked like. But not yet. She still had to prove she could be trusted, that she could follow his directions, that she could be his to use. She could hear him moving around and then the door open and close again.
She wondered how long she should wait. How long she should lay like this, completely exposed. She worried about what would happen if someone came in. True there were no appointments on the schedule, but still, if anyone were to walk in with her like this, in this position, in this incredibly compromising position... but then that was part of the test, right? To see if she could follow directions and if she could be worthy of more of what he had just given her? She heard a small timer ding once. One of those old-fashioned egg timers that gave just a single metallic chime. She lifted her hands to her eye cover and removed it. The lights in the room were on, bathing her in their harsh glare. She looked down at her body and smiled. She liked how she looked, she liked how her pussy looked and smelled after being fucked. God, she wanted it again, she wanted it more. She wished he'd come back and fuck her more, but she knew he wouldn't. She looked around the room for something, anything to push into her pussy again. It suddenly didn't matter if anyone came in. She NEEDED to come again. She NEEDED to feel her pussy filled again. She NEEDED to feel a cock in her pussy again as she lay there.
I was almost breathless as I sat there, my cock sticking up exposed as I looked at the young woman. She stepped back and started undressing, pulling her scrub top up and then off, tossing it aside to reveal a tiny lace bra that was more to cover her nipples than hold anything. She reached behind her and then slipped the bra off, exposing her small perky breasts. Her nipples pushed out hard and excited as she bent to push her pants down, along with her tiny panty. In moments she was naked except for her athletic shoes. She stepped towards me, pushing me back, making me lie down on the bed. She pushed the gown aside so that I was naked from my chest down before she crawled onto the bed. She moved over me, using her knees alongside my hips, crawling up over me until she had her pussy rubbing against my rigid shaft.
She lifted herself and my cock, aiming me for her pussy before setting down again, driving her sopping wet slit down my shaft. "Oh fuck!" she gasped as she drove herself down on me. I felt her sink down until her clit pressed against the base of my shaft, her eyes slowly focusing on me as she started to lift and drop on my cock. She was seeing me, but I wasn't sure she was seeing ME. Up and down she rode, little gasps and moans slipping from her as she pounded herself up and down my cock. I could feel her pussy spasming around me, her climax working on her as she continued to drive down on me. "Oh God. Please come in me. Please Master. Please come in me," she moaned as my climax raced towards completion. Between feeling Christen's orgasm and then Shelly's, it didn't take long to drive my real orgasm to its peak. My body bucked under her, pumping a gush of cum into her.
"FUCK YES!" she cried as she felt me surging into her, jamming her body down on mine to feel the full surge into her. Slowly, ever so slowly, she seemed to return to reality. I'd seen and had a number of women want to have sex with me after, but this was the first time I felt like the woman on me was still under the spell, under the illusion of her dream or fantasy. Clearly Shelly felt compelled to ride me as part of her dream state. She looked down at me and then at herself, sitting astride me, nude. She looked at Christen, standing next to us, her hand still on me, on my arm, her fingers of her other hand sliding in and out of her pussy as she pushed herself toward climax.
"OHHHH SHIT!" she gasped as she climaxed on her fingers, leaning her head down to my chest as she panted for breath.
"Oh my God. What did we do?" Shelly gasped as reality set in on her and she started to grasp the enormity of her position. She looked down at her own pussy, my cock still impaled in her, almost as if to prove to herself that it wasn't a dream. She shakily pulled up off of me, our combined cum leaking from her pussy, dripping down onto my softening cock. "Oh God. Tell me I didn't...Oh God Christen. What did I do?"
"Get fucked," Christen whispered back breathlessly.
"I know, but. I mean... Oh God. Christen. Dan. I mean. He won't..."
"He won't ever know," Christen answered her. "Because neither of us are going to tell him."
"But Christen! I'm not... You know."
"Yeah. I know." She nodded, reaching out to help her friend off the table. "You better get dressed."
"Yeah. I better." Shelly nodded quietly before looking at me, almost as if she was just realizing that I was really there. "Um. You wouldn't say anything, about...I mean... this could cost us both our jobs."
"I'm not saying anything," I said quietly, adding almost as an afterthought, "as long as you stay naked."
"What?" she said, snapping her head up to look at me, her panties in her hands as she was about to step into them.
"You heard me. You want to buy my silence, that's my price. You too Christen. I'd like to see those tits in person."
"NO! Absolutely NOT!" she snapped back.
"No? Huh. Okay. Well. I wonder what your boss is going to say about you trying to fuck me right here on this table? It wasn't bad either by the way. Definitely not the worst pussy that I've been in," I said with a slight shrug.
"I don't believe this. That wasn't my fault! I couldn't help it!" she snapped angrily while Shelly stood, still naked, staring at me.
"So tell me. Did you want the stripper to fuck you and he didn't, or did you really go all the way with him?"
Christen stared at me open-mouthed, unable to speak for long seconds. "How do you know about that?"
"Does it matter?"
"Yeah, it does. If one of the girls spilled the beans..." she said angrily.
"So he did. Does your husband know?"
"NO!" she snapped.
"Well, then. Why don't you just take this off," I said reaching over and tugging on the scrub top, "and you two can get to work getting this fucking thing off my leg."
I saw the two of them look at each other for long seconds before she reached for her top and pulled it off. She undid the industrial strength bra holding her tits in place and tossed it aside, leaving her as naked as Shelly. With an angry look on her face, she moved closer to me again, raising the back of the exam table for me to lean against before helping me slide back against it. I looped an arm around her waist and pulled her to me, her tits pressing to my face, one nipple and big pink areola nearly pressing into my mouth. "You know. You do have a spectacular set of tits," I whispered before opening my mouth and drawing her right nipple in.
"Oh fuck," she grunted softly as she closed her eyes. I couldn't see what she was dreaming or thinking, our recent sexual coupling having muted it, but I could tell her mind was definitely going some place as she softened herself and pressed her tits more tightly to me. I could "feel" some of her desire as I sucked her sensitive nipple. Her hand made its way to my lap, gently teasing my cock and causing it to slowly grow as Shelly worked on cutting my cast off my leg. Christen moaned softly as I sucked on her nipple, her hips pressing against the side of the table, almost as if she wanted to climb back onto me.
"Done," Shelly said, pulling the cast off my leg, the cool air caressing my skin for the first time in weeks.
"Oh good," Christen moaned, lifting her leg up and over me, trying to get my cock to her pussy again. "Give it to me."
"Christen! Really!" Shelly asked loudly.
"Uh huh," she moaned. "God look at that cock. Bring it here honey. Oh God yes. That's it. Just take 'em off. I don't mind. Ohhhhh God look at that cock. I want it in me. I want you to fuck me with it."
She pushed herself over the edge of the table further, aiming my cock at her pussy as she tried to lift herself onto the table. She finally swung herself up enough to get both knees on the table, my cock in her hand as she straddled me much like Shelly had only minutes ago. I felt my fat head rub between her full round outer lips and then slip into her wet depths again. She started to bounce up and down, her big soft ass slapping loudly on my thighs each time she dropped on me. Her tits bounced wildly in front of me, my hands not nearly large enough to capture the huge mountains of flesh. Up and down she rode, bouncing herself closer and closer to climax.
"Oh fuck!" she cried as her body shuddered. I could feel her climaxing around me, her pussy squeezing and gushing her juices around me. I held her tits, gently kissing them in turn as she slowly relaxed, her body softening and her trembles and shudders fading away. Slowly she looked down at me, a look of confusion again in her eyes that slowly faded. "Oh Jesus. Tell me I didn't..."
"You did," Shelly said, now dressed again.
"Oh my God," she groaned, pulling off my still hard cock. "I don't believe I did that. I mean... oh my God."
"Yeah. Tell me about it. I rode him until he came in me."
"Oh Lord," Christen said quietly as she climbed off of me. "I have no idea what came over me. I mean I just couldn't stop myself, but it wasn't... I mean... It wasn't you," she said, looking directly at me. "It was...It wasn't you. Why would I do that?"
"Well, why don't we keep it our little secret?" I said, looking at both of them. "I don't think anyone needs to know that you both got naked and fucked a patient."
"No. No one needs to know that," Christen agreed as she shakily bent to pick up her panties. I watched her dress, almost disappointed to see her cover her tits. With them both dressed, Shelly made a phone call and they helped me back into my chair again, only now without that darn cast. Ten minutes later I was on my way back to my room.
"Well, look at that! No cast!" my daughter said brightly as I climbed back onto the bed by myself, turning down help from the little brunette that pushed me back.
"Yeah, definitely no cast! And does it feel good!" I said with a smile. "Now they can't refuse me a shower!"
"I'll let your nurse know you're back," the brunette said as she wheeled the chair out of the room.
"So. Mom went to get a bite for us to eat. She should be back soon."
"That sounds good."
She looked around and then quietly asked. "Can we talk, privately?"
"Yeah. Sure," I said. "Jan knows, so even if she's not asleep, she won't say anything."
"Knows what?"
"What happens. It happened to her, and she slept with me overnight."
"She did? You did? I mean, together?"
"Yeah, together. I know what you're going to say. Yeah, I know I said I'd never do it, but I did, and I don't regret it."
"Okay. So, before mom comes back. About us. About what happened..."
"I know it never happened, so that means it was a fantasy," I whispered. "I never knew you thought about me that way."
"I didn't, but then, I did. I mean I thought about doing just that. In fact, I stood outside the tent and could see you inside. I just couldn't bring myself to do it, to come in and do it."
"It's alright."
"But I WANTED to. That's wrong, right?"
"You know, a lot of girls fantasize about their dads. It's kind of natural. I'm not worried about it," I said to her, my dick getting hard just thinking about how she looked completely naked, knowing that was exactly how she looked to herself.
She nodded and sat in the chair by the bed, careful not to touch me as we chatted.
"Here we are! Lunch!" Amanda said as she walked in with a large McDonald's bag. "I figured you'd like something real for a change. Well, at least as real as fast food can be," she said with a smile, pulling the little bed table over and setting the bag on it. She quickly pulled out containers of fries, and one of my favorites, a quarter pounder with cheese. The three of us demolished the food in record time, with me eating up any leftovers from the girls. We just finished eating when Doctor Shakari walked in.
"Well, Scott. I see we got your cast off. Shall we take a look?"
"Sure Doc," I answered, letting her pull the blanket off my leg, the end of the blanket pulling far enough off to let my flaccid dick lay exposed. It wasn't like she hadn't seen it before, so I ignored it as she checked my leg with her gloved hands, running them up and down the bones.
"Feels good here. Just going to take a while to regain your strength there. Lift your leg for me," she coaxed, holding a hand out over my foot. I lifted my leg until it touched her palm and then pressed against it with all the strength I could, which was apparently not much, given the look on her face. She reached down, leaning over the bed, grasping my ankle and squeezing it, her thumb measuring my pulse. I saw her eyes flutter slightly and then the room faded.
I looked around, confused for a moment. I hadn't ever recalled feeling disjointed like this. It had always felt as if I was suddenly "there". I found myself standing near a pool, the wide flagstone patio around it almost hot on my feet as water dripped from me and my suit. I was still trying to get my bearings when Doctor Shakari walked past me in a tiny purple bikini, water streaming from her body and hair. I felt compelled to follow her, walking along behind her until she stopped in the shade of a pergola and bent to pick up a towel. I stepped right behind her and reached for her nearly bare ass, cupping each firm smooth cheek in my hands. She jumped slightly and cried out.
"Ooooooh," she said, looking over her shoulder at me, almost as if she wasn't expecting my touch. I slid my hands around her body to her stomach, pulling her gently back into me, our wet bodies pressed together as I eased my hands up her body, slowly, teasingly, sliding across her firm stomach until my fingers reached the purple triangles of the bikini top. With a grin to myself, I let my fingers push the top up, sliding the wet material up over her perky little boobs, her hardening nipples providing the only resistance. "Are you being naughty?" she asked, without looking back, but also making no move to stop me. "If you keep doing that, you're going to have to do a lot more. You sure you're prepared for that?"
"Are you?" I found myself asking as I pushed the top all the way up her chest to expose both firm little breasts. I cupped one breast, gently squeezing her nipple between my thumb and finger while I slipped my other hand down again, across her firm smooth stomach to the top edge of the bikini bottom. I used my fingers to push the bottom down, forcing it down between her thighs, the tiny strings coming loose as she pulled the small bows on either hip.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned softly as my fingers slipped between her legs and stroked her soft exposed lips. Her bikini bottom dropped all the way to the flagstones when she let go, leaving her in nothing but the small top pushed above her tits. I felt her hands work between us, finding the tie to my own swim trunks and tugging it, working it loose so she could work my trunks down over my butt. I felt my swimsuit slide down my legs, my now exposed hard-on pressing between her bare ass cheeks. "Oh God. Fuck me. Please fuck me."
"You sure that's what you want?" I ask with a grin, already knowing it is.
"Oh God you are such a tease," she moaned before I turned her around to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her face to mine, pressing her lips to mine in a long wet erotic kiss. I lifted her up, her slender frame light in my arms. She broke the kiss only long enough for me to find her pussy with my cock and settle her down on it. She pulled our faces together again as I held her by her ass, using it as a handle to pull and push my cock in and out of her pussy. In and out I stroked, her moans forced into my mouth as she continued the embrace. "OH FUCK!" she cried after only a few minutes of her sweet pussy stroking on and off my fat cock. "I'M COMMMMING!" she cried into the air as she leaned back as far as her arms would allow without releasing from behind my neck. She ground her pussy hard into my body as she trembled and shook. I lowered her down, kneeling down onto the flagstones and laying her on the lounge chair in front of us. She lifted and spread her shaking legs, knowing what I wanted next, wanting it as well.
I started pumping in and out of her, slapping my body against her wet ass with each stroke. In and out I went, caressing her vagina while it clamped and spasmed around me. I could feel the urgency, the need build. I knew I was moments away and continued to pump myself into her over and over, faster and faster until it happened. "AHHHHHH!" I grunted loudly as my cock surged the first gush of cum deep into her pussy. Over and over I came inside her, my body jerking, her legs and arms trembling as her climax was teased back up again for a few additional moments.
"Oh my God. I love feeling you fuck me like this."
"What if your husband finds out?"
"He won't, as long as we're careful, like today," she whispered back. "How about next time we just forget the suits altogether?"
"That could be difficult. Aren't we all having dinner together next week? Not that I wouldn't mind seeing you running around the yard naked, but my wife might object."



"Hmmmmm. Interesting idea. Maybe I can get her to try on one of my new bikinis and have it accidently fall off in the pool? How would you like to see both of us running around naked?"
"I wouldn't mind seeing you both naked at once as long as I can fuck you."
"Never know. If we can get naked it might just happen to slip in there in the pool or something. Not like Ariel would ever know. He'd be too busy staring at your wife's tits to notice your cock in my pussy."
"I'm game if you are," I chuckled. "Now you want me to fuck you again?"
I sat there chuckling softly, looking at Doctor Shakari, her hand still on my ankle, but her other hand squeezing one of her breasts through her white coat and the dress she had on under it. I stopped chuckling when I looked and saw Amanda and my daughter, Diane staring at me.
"What?"
"What you said," Amanda said quietly.
"What did I say?"
"Your exact words? I wouldn't mind seeing both of you running around naked at the same time as long as I get to fuck you. Unquote," Amanda answered quietly. I looked back at the Doc standing at the foot of the bed, looking uncomfortable, acting like she was pressing her thighs together.
"Oh fuck," she moaned moments later, her legs and arms trembling. She stood panting and shaking for long moments before she opened her eyes and looked around at us. I could almost see panic in her eyes as she stared back at me, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "I'm terribly sorry. I don't know what came over me. I kind of zoned out for a moment," she panted, trying not to admit that she just climaxed in front of a patient. "Will you excuse me please?" she said as she quickly scurried from the room.
"What happened?" my daughter asked after the doctor had left.
"What do you mean?"
"You were like gone for almost two minutes. I shook your shoulder, and you didn't answer. Then you blurt out about wanting to see us running around naked and fucking me."
"Minutes? Not seconds?"
"No. It had to be at least two minutes, maybe more."
"Damn. No. It was her...hell, I don't know. Fantasy or idea or maybe memory. I'm not sure. But all of a sudden I was standing next to a swimming pool dripping wet. When she walked by, I just knew what I had to do. I walked up behind her and pushed her swimsuit off and had sex with her. It was me. I mean I knew it was me, but I was acting like someone else. Someone that I think she'd cheating with. That's what the comments were. She was going to try and get my wife to wear a bikini and then have it come off in the pool so that they were both running around naked, and while her husband was staring at my wife's tits, she was going to fuck me in the pool."
"Jesus," my daughter whispered. "and you saw all that in a couple minutes?"
"Uh uh. I lived it. I have every bit of memory as if I were really there doing it, how she felt, how she tasted as she kissed me, how the wind blew across our naked bodies, everything. For me, I was there. It was as real as if I just walked back in from doing that, having sex with her by the pool."
"But doesn't it only take a few seconds?" Amanda asked with a look of concern.
"It does. Maybe it was different because she had gloves on."
"But she touched your leg earlier and it didn't do anything."
"I dunno. Maybe it's because of where she was touching? The last time it happened with her she had gloves on too, but she was holding my dick. I don't know. It's frustrating. They're getting so real that I'm not sure I'll be able to tell where the fantasy ends and where reality starts!"
"Well, she clearly wasn't done when you were back with us. I mean she stood there and climaxed right there in front of us."
"Yeah. When I went down to get my cast off, the two nurses there both ended up having sex with me. I don't mean the seconds long thing. When they were done, they just kept going and had real physical sex with me. I don't know what's happening to me. Am I going to have to go off and hide myself away? Is this going to happen any time I bump into anyone out in public?"
"I don't know Scott. I mean, I've felt it. It really feels real at the time. I just don't know what to tell you," Amanda said quietly rubbing my leg through the blanket.
"Yeah. Me neither," I said, looking towards my daughter, who hasn't said a word. "The way it's going, I won't even be able to kiss my own kid goodbye or hug her or anything. Hell, I can already tell she's afraid to touch me."
"I'm not Dad, honest," she said, without moving any closer. "I'm just being cautious."
"I suppose it's pretty unnerving to suddenly share your sexual fantasies with your dad."
"That's one way to put it," she answered with a frown. "It's not like I have that many, but, well, they're private."
"Yeah. I know sweetie," I answered as my nurse, Chrissy walked in.
"Good morning! How are doing now, better?" she asked as she rolled the little blood pressure machine my way. "Last set of vitals for me today."
"Oh? Headed home?"
"I am. Just as soon as I'm done with you. I saved the best for last!"
"Uh huh. You just don't want to walk around with wet panties," I said quietly, making her blush as she wrapped the cuff around my arm.
"Well, I have to admit my boyfriend is going to get one hell of a fucking when I get home," she said with a grin as the little machine started pumping the cuff up. She took my temperature. She waited for the machine to finish and then noted the numbers on her little tablet. She reached up and tugged the sliding curtain, pulling it out and around until she, Amanda, my daughter and I were curtained off from the rest of the room and the hallway. "You know. I'm off the next few days, and you'll probably be gone before I get back," she said as she reached to help me sit up. She reached to untie my gown and then pulled it off. "You don't mind, do you? I mean I guess you three have seen each other naked already, at least virtually," she said as she let me lay back down and then pulled the blanket down to my knees, leaving me basically naked. "I want to say, you've been the most interesting patient I've ever had. And yes, I mean that exactly as it sounds." She grinned. She grasped the rail of the bed and lowered it, dropping it down into its stowed position. She stepped next to me and pulled the bottom of her scrubs down to her knees, exposing her pantiles bottom and curly patch on her mound. She bent over, pulling her pants off over her shoes so that she was naked from her waist down. She pulled her top up, skimming it quickly off, exposing that she had taken off the bra she had on earlier, showing me both her big soft breasts, bright white triangles on the front of each where the bikini she wore when she tanned, prevented the sun from reaching. Essentially naked, she climbed onto the bed over me, her knees straddling me but careful not to touch me anyplace the blanket didn't cover.
"What the hell are you doing?" my daughter asked sharply, stepping over to reach for the little nurse and pull her off my lap. She grabbed Chrissy's arm just as Chrissy settled herself down on my lap, pressing her pussy against my partly hard cock.
I recognized the room. I'd seen it before, but from high above instead of here. I turned around, seeing only equipment along the walls, expecting to see Chrissy here as well. The door to the room pushed open and Chrissy walked in, completely naked, followed by my daughter, wearing just as much as Chrissy was. She walked past me to the table and climbed onto it, laying back and spreading her legs as she had the last time. She pulled her knees up and hooked them on the edge of the table, pushing her knees even further apart.
"Fuck me," she moaned softly, rubbing her hands around her body. "I've been waiting all day. I want to feel your cock in me. I want to feel you sliding in and out of my pussy and I want to feel you cum in my pussy instead of all over that window. Come and take me."
I walked wordlessly over to where she lay, my cock now rock hard, pointing towards her pussy as I stood between her legs.
"Go ahead Dad! Fuck her. You know you want to," my daughter said, stepping behind me and running her hands up and down my naked body, stroking my back and chest and then sliding her hand down to my dick. She wrapped her hand around it and then pulled it towards Chrissy's pussy, rubbing my head up and down her wet slit before pulling again, this time coaxing my head into her vaginal opening. "Push into her. Fuck her hot little cunt. Make her come on your big fat cock!" my daughter practically whispered as she leaned herself against me, my right arm pressing between her big soft tits.
I leaned towards Chrissy, drawing a soft moan from her lips as my cock pushed slowly into her wet depths. I felt Diane's hand press against my ass, coaxing me to push back into Chrissy. In and out I started to stroke, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy over and over, her hips rocking in time with my strokes. I could feel her growing wetter, hear her moans growing louder. In and out I stroked, feeling the softness of her walls as I reached up for her tits. I grasped them, squeezing, but not too hard. She moaned in pleasure as I pumped in and out of her.
Diane moved from next to me, climbing onto the table from the other end, crawling on her knees until her pussy was hovering over Chrissy's face. She spread her knees and lowered her pussy to Chrissy, who reached up for my daughter's hips, and pulled her down towards her face. "That's it Dad. Fuck her hot little cunt while she's licking mine. Do you like that little slut? Do you like having my dad fucking your hole while you suck mine? Yeah. You do. Lick that clit. Ohhhhhhh yeah! That's it slut. Lick my cunt. Make me come all over your face."
"Oh God," I groaned at the combination of sensations and visuals. I looked at my daughter, completely on display, her hands sliding up her smooth young body to her tits, lifting each one, almost as if to show them off to me. I looked up to her eyes and saw that she was staring at mine, looking to be sure I saw what she was showing me. Her pussy was nearly shaved smooth, just a tiny patch of blonde hair, her full outer lips framing her protruding inner labia. Her pussy reminded me of her mother's, so soft and sexy. Mom never trimmed, but I didn't mind, and I wouldn't mind Diane trimming hers.
"That's it Dad. Fuck her hot little cunt. Give it all to her. Fill her up with cum."
"Oh God," I groaned as I pumped in and out of her, feeling her insides tense and start to squeeze around my thrusting shaft. In and out I went, my climax growing closer my by the second. I looked past Chrissy's big soft tits, shifting and rolling on her chest with each stroke I made into her, to where she was licking my daughter's pussy. Diane moaned that she was coming, and Chrissy seemed to lick even faster.
"Oh damn!" I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock hard into Chrissy. My first surge of cum forced into her, squirting deep in her pussy. I could feel her climax, which had been hanging oh so close, suddenly wash over her body, her pussy spasming around my cock. I could feel the sense of euphoria as she climaxed around my cock, the little tingles, the sensation of fullness, of desire, of need. I could feel her arms and legs tremble as she moved her legs around me, pulling me deeper as my second shot of cum lanced into her. I looked up at Diane, gasping for breath as she too climaxed, her whole body shuddering and threatening to fall off the table. Three more times I felt my cock surge in her, pumping more cum deep into her before my body started to relax. I stood there, my cock softening slowly inside her as she moaned and sighed with contentment unwilling to let me go.
Finally, after what seemed like an hour, she released me, and I stepped back. Diane crawled off the table and stepped around to me. "See Daddy. You did want to fuck her. You fucked her hot little cunt so hard! I hope you fuck me like that later. I wanna feel you fuck me like you fucked her, driving your cock deep into my naughty little pussy. Oh yeah. Come on Daddy. Let's go find a place to fuck!" my daughter said softly as she took my arm and pulled me towards the door of the room. She pushed it open, and we slipped into the darkness beyond.
"Oh my God yes," Chrissy moaned on my lap as my mind cleared enough for me to look around again. Chrissy was still sitting on me, only my cock was deep inside her and felt like it had just pumped a load into her. Clearly this wasn't seconds. It had to be long enough for her to get me into her. I looked around and saw Diane, standing by the bed, her blue jeans undone and pushed down to her thighs, the small patch of curls on her mound matching the ones I'd seen moments before. She stood with her eyes still unfocused, one hand between her legs, slowly stroking her pussy, which was dripping onto the crotch of her panties and jeans, while the other resting on my stomach inches from where I was coupled to Chrissy.
"Shit. How long?" I asked Amanda breathlessly.
"Long enough for your daughter to get you inside your nurse friend," she answered quietly with a disapproving scowl. "Two or three minutes?"
"Damn. I knew it felt different," I swore quietly as Chrissy lowered herself to lay down against me, her bare tits pressing against my chest.
"You know. I've been having orgasms since I was a teenager. But in all my thirty four years, I've never had orgasms as intense as the ones you've given me this week. Thank you," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine in a long soft kiss. She pushed herself up from me as my daughter, once again focusing on her surroundings, blushed red and started to pull her pants up. Chrissy pushed herself up and climbed off of me and the bed, her pussy leaking our copious combination of cum. She dressed quickly, having to pull on only her scrub bottoms and top. She leaned towards me, kissed me once again and then pulled the curtain back. "Have a great day!" she said brightly as she wheeled the blood pressure machine out of the room with her.
"I'm glad it's you and not me," Amanda said with a frown. "All that sex with all these different women? If it were me and men, I don't know that I could handle it!"
"Sometimes I don't know that I can. I mean, some of the things I see, they aren't exactly what I find enticing," I said as I pulled the hospital gown back over me. "Would you mind tying me?" I asked as I leaned forward, trying to flip the stupid hospital gown back around me.
"Yeah. Sure," she answered, carefully reaching behind me, trying not to touch me as she tied the little bows.
"You're good at that," I joked. "You have something you wear that has lots of bows?"
"Maybe," she whispered as I noticed her face blush pink. She worked her way from the top to the middle and then the lower, the gap between the bed and my back tighter. I was about to warn her to be careful when I felt her hand brush my back.
She stood in front of the full length mirror in the hotel room, admiring herself in the reflection. She wasn't young any longer, but even for late forties she looked pretty good. All those aerobics and yoga classes were good for something, not that there as anyone to look at her that way any longer, that had gone by the wayside many years ago. Tonight though, tonight maybe someone would. She stepped to the end of the bed and looked down at the packages laying out. She knew where to start. She opened a package of black silk stockings. Not cheap polyester wannabes but real honest to God silk. Nothing felt as sexy on her body as silk. She sat on the edge of the bed and rolled the stocking down into a doughnut and then slowly, carefully, she let the doughnut unroll as she slowly slid her fingers up her leg. She pulled it up her thigh, stopping only inches from her pussy. She could already feel herself getting wet just thinking of these being slowly taken back off of her later, hopefully not by her own hands.
She pulled the other stocking up as well, sliding it along her smooth freshly shaved legs, tugging the top up all the way until her fingers brushed her equally shaved pussy. She smiled to herself and bent to pull on her high heels, standing in the six inch high stilettos in front of the mirror. She smiled to herself. If she could get him to go this far, then she knew that there would be no stopping him from going all the way, but that's what she wanted. She stepped to the bed and picked up the black lace garter belt and put it around her hips. She took her time pulling the four hanging straps into place and snapping the clips on the silk stockings. She turned to look at the panties, considering if she should or not. Her pussy was already so wet that if she sat long on the dress that she'd probably leave a wet spot, but she wanted him to be able to feel her wet lips. She wanted to coax him to slide his hand up her silk covered thighs, either in the restaurant or at the symphony, telegraphing to him that she was more than ready for anything he wanted to suggest. Bedroom, car, park bench. She didn't care. She'd been without for so long that she would welcome a man's touch, but not just any man. It had to be a man she could respect, who matched her desires and beliefs. She'd waited to find a man like that, only to find him in the most unexpected place. She wasn't sure he would, but she wanted him to, if only he would, if only she could coax him to.
The lace bra came next. She hoped it would be strong enough to support her, to hold the girls in place without breaking the thread thin straps, but she knew how it would look. She stepped to the mirror again, wiggling her upper body to see how each big soft breast would sway and wiggle. She was sure he was a tit man. She'd seen him look at her, trying not to look as if he were, but he was. He could see his gaze drop down to the deep cleavage she had in that dress that day as they danced. Since then, she wanted to show him more, let something slip, let most of or maybe even all of one breast accidently slip into view. The dress would have allowed it. She had misgivings about wearing it but had anyway. She was glad she had. She watched his eyes look down her front and even though he was keeping an appropriate distance from her, she managed to occasionally bump her pelvis into his growing bulge. She wanted to let her breast slip out, cause her to have to press her body against his to hide it from the rest of the guests. It would only take a few small shoulder shrugs and the dress would slip enough. She hadn't, she couldn't screw up the courage to do it before the slow song ended, but she wanted to. She wanted to see his reaction, she wanted to see the look of desire in his eyes. She wanted to feel his obviously growing erection press against her body. She wanted to feel his hand slide down to her full round ass and pull them together, even for a moment.
She took a deep breath and lifted both breasts in the almost too little bra one more time before turning to the bed once again. She pulled the little black see-through top up her arms. She settled it over her shoulders before pulling it around her. It didn't close around her front until it was well below her tiny bra, extending down to her hips and slightly further. She turned to the mirror and saw that her shaved mound just peeked out under the bottom hem of the top. She stood, pleased with the look as she tied the first of half a dozen tiny red ribbons that contrasted with the black see-through silk. One at a time she tied the little ribbons, single bows only, not wanting to make it too difficult for him. She wasn't sure it would happen, but she wanted it to, and if it did, she wanted it to be easy for him.
With the last bow tied, she looked at the end of the bed and the sexy little silk panties. She wanted to feel the silk against her pussy, stroking her lips, teasing her, but at the same time, she wanted him to feel her wetness, her heat, her desire for him. She wanted to be able to slide his hand under the hem of her dress and pull it up until his fingers found her wet lips. No, the panties would stay off. She was sure she'd be staying more than wet enough just thinking about having him touch her out there in public. No one would know. It would be their secret. She could slip his hand under at the table and no one would know. He could eat and play with her pussy at the same time. She wondered if he'd keep a straight face or if he could carry on the conversation while she was pressing his fingers to her wet sex.



She stroked her own lips for a moment, closing her eyes and imagining it was his fingers. She let one finger slip between her lips and find her clit, little tingles racing through her body as she teased her finger over and around it. No. She had to stop. If she kept doing that, she really would be too wet to go without panties. She didn't want that.
She pulled her fingers from herself and walked to the little closet. She opened the door and pulled out the perfect dress. She'd thought about this a long time. What could she wear that would be easy for him to get into, or her out of, if he decided to take her right there? Not that he would. He'd never do it in public like that, but damn, it would be so worth it if he did. Imagine standing there, in full view of everyone in the room, unwrapping the dress from around her body, letting it fall to the floor, leaving her in just the sexy black outfit she had so carefully put on. Would he kneel down and lick her pussy? Would he just push her back onto a table and pull his dick out and slide it into her? It didn't matter. She'd be too nervous for it to matter. All that mattered is that he'd push his dick into her, filling a place that hadn't seen one in many, many years. If not, maybe in private, the back seat of a car. It had to be something easy to open in the tight confines of the back seat. It wouldn't be exactly romantic, but at this moment, she didn't care. Romance could be overrated. Hard cock in wet pussy was NEVER overrated.
Maybe they'd take a walk along the river. It wasn't far from the hotel. Only a few short blocks. The walkway had all these nice little semi-secluded benches in little stone walled nooks that stuck out into the river. The trees made them secluded. She bet that if he wanted to, he could practically undress her without anyone seeing. Take her dress off and leave her in this little nothing she worked so hard to make perfect. She could sit on the edge of the wall and let him slide his cock right into her wet pussy, the night's darkness being all they needed for seclusion. Yes, maybe he'd take her for a walk. Maybe she should suggest it? Coax it? Or was that too forward?
She carried the thin black dress towards the mirror, stepping in front of it until she could see herself in it. She slipped her arms into the material and then wrapped it around her body, crossing the left over the right. There were two ties, one on each half, but if she left the left tie undone, it would be so much easier for him to get into, even sitting at one of the tables he could easily slide his hand between the layers and find the thin silk she had on under it. If he did, she could suggest an invitation to see what it looked like, all he'd have to do is take her someplace and open her dress. But no. If she left it lose the dress would slip and she'd be unable to adjust it without being obvious, and if she didn't, she'd look like a slut trying to show off too much of her body.
But she wanted to show off her body, at least to him. She tied the tie and then crossed the front over and wrapped the belt around herself. That was all there was holding it on, one belt and one tie. It would be so easy for him to take it off of her. She hoped he would. She hoped he'd want to. True this wasn't a date, but then...one had to be bold if she wanted to capture his attention. She briefly wondered what her son and daughter-in-law would think of her. Going after him in such an obvious way? Trying to catch his eye right in front of them? Did it matter? It was only hours away, and already she was nervous. She wanted him to see her, to touch her, to make love to her. It had been too long for her, but only a few short years for him. She pulled the hem of the skirt up to look at her pussy in the mirror. She didn't have to pull it too far. She hoped he'd pull it far enough.
She closed her eyes and envisioned him standing behind her, slowly undressing her, slowly caressing her body, slowly teasing her big soft tits and her so excited nipples. In a few hours, just a few short hours he could be, he could be holding, touching, caressing her. Her pussy was almost electric, wanting to feel him push into her, wanting to feel his body pressed to hers, wanting to feel him climaxing with her, filling her. It had been too long and now, she wanted it, but she wanted it with him. She could almost feel his hands on her breasts as she let her hands slide down to her pussy. She slipped one finger between her lips, unable to wait any longer, unable to hold back. She stroked her finger across her clit, gently rubbing it just exactly the way it needed to be touched. She was so turned on. She'd planned this for so long. She wanted this to happen, wanted to feel his hands on her, wanted to feel his hard member slide into her. It wasn't right before, it took time, she had waited since the wedding. She had watched him, given him hints, even made sure he saw as much of her body as she could get away with. But now it was time. It had been long enough. Diane knew he needed a woman in his life again, she just didn't know she wanted it to be her. It was time. She moaned loudly as her finger pushed her climax to the tipping point, her body shuddering and her juices squirting out onto the carpeted floor. God, she wanted to feel his cock inside her as she came.
"Amanda?" I asked as I looked at her, looking back at me. She was almost breathless, her chest heaving almost as if they had been making love, but this one, this fantasy, this dream, this... it wasn't that. It was something else, desire, longing, hunger... for him. She never pictured his face, whoever he was, but somehow, he knew, HE was the he she was longing for. "When?"
"Diane's birthday dinner," she whispered.
"My birthday dinner what?" my daughter asked quietly, looking between the two of us as Amanda suddenly blushed.
"The day of my accident. That night. You were getting ready for that night... and he, was me?"
She nodded, still blushing and moved back, letting me lay back in the bed as she retreated to the small chair she had been sitting in.
"Does someone want to tell me what you're talking about?" my daughter asked with frustration in her voice. "It's not like I don't know what happens when you touch, and I KNOW you touched. I saw mom climax." I saw Amanda look at her, almost as if to protest, stopped only by my daughter's words. "Don't tell me you didn't Mom. I can tell, okay?"
"Well, what if I did?" she said with a shrug.
"So, what about dad?"
"Nothing sweetie. Just a little fantasy he and I just shared. I'm sure you know about those."
"Yeah," my daughter answered, suddenly blushing. "I do."
"Well, good morning!" the young blonde said as she walked in. "Remember me? Amy? It's time for your sponge bath. If you ladies want to wait outside, this won't be long."
"Hey! Wait! Sponge bath? What happened to a shower when I get my cast off? It's off!" I said quickly.
"Oh. Well, the doctor didn't change the orders," she said almost apologetically.
"Well, we can do the shower anyway, right?" I asked. "Come on. Help me out here!" I practically begged when she gave me a frown.
"Okay. If you promise not to tell on me. I have to wash your room-mate too, so if I get you in the shower on the stool, can you wash yourself?"
"If I can't, I know someone who can help!" I said, looking at Amanda pleadingly. "Come on. It's not like you haven't seen me naked already."
"I'm not dressed to do that," she protested quietly, looking at my daughter for help.
"So? Take your dress off. It's not like I haven't seen you naked either."
"But you haven't."
"Yeah. I have." I nodded. "Trust me. Amy here knows exactly what I mean and so do you."
I could see her hesitate and then nod, my daughter looking at her almost shocked. "Mom? Really?"
"Unless you want to sweetheart?" Amanda asked my daughter.
"Hell NO!"
"Well, who's going to help him when he goes home?" Amanda asked. "Is he coming home with you? Because no way can he fend for himself until he gets some muscle back into his body. Unless you want to take him home with you, I'm planning on taking him to my house."
"Well. No. I can't take him home," my daughter said quickly, taking a slight step backwards, her eyes almost the size of saucers. "I mean. If I...if we...I can't... No. That wouldn't work," she finally got out, looking at me almost in fear.
"It's alright honey. I wasn't expecting anyone to take me home anywhere. Not with this....thing that happens," I answered her.
"But I wouldn't mind a hand in the shower from Amanda. God, I want a shower so bad."
"Alright it's settled. Amanda, is it?" Amy asked as she stepped to the room door and closed it. She pulled the curtain around us so we were blocked out of the rest of the room if someone stepped in. "So, if you want to get undressed?"
Amanda looked at me and then smiled slightly. "I guess I hadn't exactly planned on you seeing me naked the first time like this," she said as she started undoing the buttons on the front of her dress, at least the ones that I hadn't accidently popped off when she first got here. She stepped out of the dress and pushed her thigh high stockings down her legs, stepping out of her shoes and dropping them and her stockings on top of her dress. She paused a moment to look at me and then undid the back of her bra and shrugged it off. I looked at her breasts, seeing them in every bit of detail that I had earlier, the sight making my dick start to harden under my gown. She held her breath as she pushed her panties down, exposing the small patch of curls on her mound and her otherwise shaved lips. "There you go!" she said, standing straight and holding her hands out for me to look at her. "Like I said. Not how I planned on you seeing me naked the first time, but..."
"I think you look just beautiful," I said with a smile.
"Alright. Well, should we get you to the bathroom then?" Amy asked, dropping the side rail of the bed. "Okay. The only way I'm going to let you do this is to put your arm around my shoulders and let me help you there."
"You know what that'll mean, right?" I asked as I slid to the edge of the bed and let my legs dangle over the side towards the floor.
"I do," she said quietly. "But what else can I do? It's my job to make sure you're taken care of."
"Well, help me get this off then," I said, trying to twist the gown around to get to the ties that Amanda had tied such a short time ago.
"Let me," Amanda said, climbing onto the bed behind me and reaching for the bows. She carefully pulled each bow until Amy could pull the gown off.
"Looks like someone else is happy about getting to the shower," Amy said with a grin. "Or was it looking at your daughter's mother-in-law?"
"Could be," I said sheepishly, not really letting on which.
Amy took a breath and then moved closer to me. "You ready for this?"
"If you are." I nodded.
She slipped against me and I felt her bare arm slide around my back as she lifted my left arm to hook it over her shoulders.
She sat watching the tv, tired from work, staring at the mindless Christmas special on the big screen. The tree sat in the corner, blinking and twinkling in the otherwise dark room. Some light from the street filtered in through the living room window, a light coating of snow reflecting the blinking lights from the house across the street. She felt his hands on her shoulders, touching gently before grabbing more firmly, rubbing her sore shoulders. "Hey Jeremy," she said quietly.
"Hey yourself sis," he answered, rubbing the stiffness from her shoulders. "Tough day?"
"Aren't they all?"
"Most," he agreed as his hands slid down a little further than her shoulders, rubbing her upper chest gently through the thin nightshirt she had pulled on after work. "But there are ways to get rid of the frustration."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," he said as he rubbed his fingers a little lower, stroking the tops of her full C cup breasts. His strokes slowly worked lower, reaching her quickly hardening nipples and stroking his fingertips up and down over them. "Last time I checked, sex was a great frustration vent."
"It is?"
"Yep. You know it is."
"How would I know that?"
"Doesn't it get rid of your frustrations?"
"I don't know. I've never done it."
"Never had sex?"
"With whom? You know I haven't had a boyfriend since high school."
"Didn't Sid take your cherry?" Jeremy asked quietly, letting his hands slide down further and cup both large soft orbs.
"He wanted to," she whispered softly, her breath suddenly hard to come by.
"But you didn't let him?"
"No. That's all he was looking for. I didn't want to let it go just for a quick fuck."
"That's why he dumped you?"
"Yeah," she said, feeling his hands squeeze her tits, making her pussy tingle with sudden desire.
"Ass hole," he whispered, letting go of her tits to slide his hands down further, his fingers grabbing at and bunching her nightshirt up to try and pull it up. He tugged on it but could only get it part way up because of her weight. She shifted her body and let him pull the thin material from between her butt and the sofa cushions, the nightshirt now easily sliding up all the way to her chest. "Lift," he whispered, pulling the nightshirt higher, trying to pull it all the way off.
"Mom might be home soon," she breathed, feeling the cool air of the room teasing her bare skin.
"Yeah. It's okay. We have time," he whispered.
"For what?"
"To get rid of some frustration," he said, still pulling gently on the bunched up nightshirt.
She thought about it for a few moments and then leaned forward and lifted her arms, letting him pull the nightshirt all the way up and off. He dropped it on the sofa by her and then moved his hands back to her tits, cupping and kneading them gently as she sat in nothing now but a very small thong panty. He stood behind her, stroking and rubbing and massaging her tits, making her so damn horny she wanted to scream. Instead, she leaned her head back, closed her eyes and moaned to let him know how fantastically superb his hands felt on her bare skin.
"You like that?" he whispered softly.
"Oh God yes," she moaned softly.
"Then you'll love this," he said in her ear before leaning over the sofa even further. She felt his breath on her right breast before she felt his lips. Little kisses, over and around her puffed out nipple, working slowly all over her puckered and engorged areola.
"Oh my," she breathed as he closed his lips around her whole areola and tried to suction it into his mouth. She could feel the heat of his tongue teasing her soft skin, little glittery tingles flowing through her body, most of them seeming to lead straight toward her pussy. She couldn't help herself. She reached down as she spread her legs and began to rub her fingers across the tiny patch of material covering her lips. Her fingers pressed the material to her lips, trying to force it between them to reach her wanting clit.
She felt her hand stopped by his, moved aside and then his fingers replacing hers. She could feel the strength of his finger as he rubbed up and down her slit, pressing the material slightly between her lips, her pussy leaking juices and soaking the tiny slip of material. "Nooooo," she moaned as his finger disappeared, only to come back again, this time pushing the tiny bit of cloth aside. She could feel the heat of his finger as he stroked up and down her soft delicate inner labia that protruded so slightly. His finger moved up and down, stroking softly, working ever so slowly between her lips, dipping deeper and deeper until she could feel his finger tease both the opening of her vagina and then all the way up to her excited clit. She reached for the panties and forced his hand out of the way as she lifted and bent her legs to pull her panties off, leaving her completely naked. She lay her legs down again spreading them wide, waiting for his finger to come back and tease her again.
She felt his lips leave her nipple and gasped out a long 'nooooo' again.
"Shhhhhh," he whispered. "Patience. Just keep your eyes closed and think how good my finger felt. It'll be right back in a second," he added as he kissed her cheek lightly.
She waited, unsure for what, but kept her eyes closed. She felt his lips come back again, only this time different. The angle was different. He moved in front of her instead of behind. She smiled to herself and let out a gentle moan of appreciation as he teased her nipple again, stroking his tongue over and around it. She pushed her legs further apart, wanting him to touch her again, to stroke his finger up and down her slit. She wanted him to make her come, to help her get rid of the new frustration that was building inside her. Then she felt it, his finger again, rubbing up and down teasingly, just brushing her protruding lips. Then harder again, spreading them apart, but this time different, wider, bigger. He rubbed up and down her slit, teasing both the entrance to her aching vagina and her excited clit. She felt him press against her entrance, pushing hard, trying to force something much bigger than his finger into her. She opened her eyes to look down at him, his cock pressing at her entrance, only to close them again and moan in pleasure as his cock slipped into her a couple inches. She could feel his fat head, wide and hot, so much hotter than the toy she used so many times. She felt him push deeper, her body expanding to accept him, just like it did for her toy, but this felt so much different, so much more real, so much more erotic.
"Oh God yes," she moaned as she felt his hands on both of her tits, squeezing and kneading them as he started to stroke himself in and out of her, using little, short strokes at first, each one allowing his shaft and her lips to re-lubricate before pushing slightly deeper. She felt his engorged head caress her depths, tease her in places and ways she didn't ever remember feeling. She finally felt his head press against her cervix, her clit grinding into the base of his shaft as he pressed tightly to her body. He let go of her tits long enough to loop his arms under her legs, lifting them high in the air as he brought his hands back to her tits.
In and out he began to stroke, driving his shaft in and out of her, each stroke smashing against her clit and cervix, sending little tingling jolts through her whole body. "Oh yes Jeremy! Fuck me! Ohhhh God it feels so good. Don't stop. Don't ever stop," she moaned loudly. "Pinch my nipples. Please. Oh God it feels so good!"
"Scott!" I somewhat heard Amanda say to me through the haze of my extremely sexually aroused state. I could hear her but couldn't seem to tear myself away from the sight of the cock sliding in and out of her pussy, MY cock sliding in and out of her pussy. I could feel not only the sensations on my cock but also the sensations it was causing inside her pussy. I could feel the pressure on her breasts, the squeezing of her firm breast and the tingle of her nipple being pinched slightly. "SCOTT!" I heard louder.
"AMY! SCOTT! What the hell are you doing?" I could hear mom shout at the two of us as I pumped my cock in and out of my sister's incredible pussy. We were both naked, so there wasn't any denying what we were doing, and I didn't want to stop. I slowed my strokes as I looked up to see mom walking into the room, staring at the two of us. "What are you two doing?"
"Fucking Mom!" Amy moaned. "Oh God it feels so good."
I looked back and forth between my sister's pussy and mom, staring at the two of us, more specifically, my cock sliding in and out of my sister rhythmically. In and out I stroked, my hands on Amy's tits squeezing and kneading them, occasionally squeezing her puffed out areola and nipples, but watching my mom watch us, one hand seeming to press against the front of her skirt while her other moved from one huge blouse covered breast to the other.



Her hand on the front of her skirt began to slowly hike the hem up as she rubbed, her fingers intent on getting the material out of the way to stroke between her own legs. Without breaking her stare at my cock sliding in and out of Amy, she moved both hands to the back of her skirt. In a few quick movements she had it sliding down her legs. She stepped out of it as she began unbuttoning her blouse, quickly working it all the way open and then pulling it off. She dropped it on the floor and reached behind her, unclasping the back of the heavy duty bra holding in her massive tits. I nearly came in my sister when my mom's tits came into view, each massive, large, well to my estimation anyway, tit swaying and bouncing. Nearly a third of the front of each huge mound of sexy breast was covered with a dark puckering areola, a large protruding nipple sticking out at me as she lifted and rubbed each breast.
She only rubbed her breasts for a few moments before she moved her hands to her hips, hooking her fingers into the waist of her pantyhose and panties, pushing them both down together. Her tits swung below her sexily as she bent over to work her high heels, pantyhose and underwear off her feet, leaving her as naked as Amy was. I didn't know what to expect as she straightened and stepped toward us. In one easy motion, she stepped across Amy's legs, facing me, her mound, with its neatly trimmed patch of blonde curls, pushing right into my face.
"Lick my pussy son. Make me all wet and ready, and after you make your sister come, I want you to fuck me until you make me scream," she said in a low growl as she pulled my head towards her pussy with one hand. She moved one foot onto the sofa to spread her legs apart and coaxed my face between them. I reached out with my tongue to stroke the inner labia protruding from her fat round outer lips, licking up and down like my girlfriend had taught me. The moan my mom made let me know that she liked that too, liked feeling my tongue slip between her wet lips and find and flick her hard little clit.
"OH FUCK! I'm going to come!" Amy cried from behind her, my hips still rhythmically pumping my cock in and out of her sexy pussy. In and out I pushed, feeling the beginnings of her orgasm, her deep wet tunnel seeming to grow even tighter as her legs and arms shook. I could feel her juices start to flow and her pussy contract even harder around me as she cried out in pleasure again. "OHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed, no longer worried about being quiet. "OH GOD YES! I'M COOOOOOOOMIIIIIING!"
I felt her pussy gushing her juices around my dick while I continued to slide in and out, doing my best not to cum in her pussy, at least not yet. Someone else wanted me to fuck them. I might have thought about fucking my sister, might maybe have jacked off once or twice peeking on her dressing, but mom? I'd never seen her naked, never thought about her naked, until now. Now I just wanted to slide my cock into her pussy and see her big soft tits bouncing on her chest. God, I loved seeing tits moving. I loved fucking my girlfriend from behind and seeing her tits swinging in the full length mirror on the back of her bedroom door. And mom's tits are soooo much bigger. God, I wanted to fuck her so bad.
Mom pushed my face back and then pushed me boldly back, forcing my cock out of Amy's pussy, forcing me back until I had to lie back on the carpeted floor, her body moving with me, her hand reaching for my pussy juice covered cock, guiding me, in one smooth motion to her pussy. I was still rolling onto my back as she followed me down, ending on her knees with my cock aimed straight at her wet, freshly licked pussy. I watched my cock slide easily into her as she settled on me, her hands, now free of my dick, reaching for my chest to both push me back and to also give her balance. I felt her ass touch my thighs and then lift again, her body already starting to ride up and down on me. Her big tits pushed out between her arms at me, her eyes filled with desire and hunger for my cock. Up and down she started to bounce, her tits bouncing wildly on her chest as she drove herself down over and over onto me.
"Oh fuck yes. Let me show you how a real woman fucks! Do you like this? Do you like feeling me riding you? Driving you to new heights? Does it feel good to you?"
"Oh shit yes Mom." I groaned as she pounded down on to me.
"Now you wait. I want your cum, but I want you to wait, wait until I come around you and then come with me. Make me feel your cock spurting your cum into me while I'm coming. Are you getting close? Are you ready to fill your mama's cunt?"
"Oh God yes." I groaned, my legs trembling as I tried to hold back the flood that was building inside me. I could feel my cock getting fatter inside her as it became harder and harder to hold back.
"Now son. Now..." she gasped, still banging down onto my bare body with hers, her tits slapping as loudly as her ass on my thighs as her pussy started to contract and spasm around me. It was just too much.
"AHHHHHH FUCK!" I shouted at the ceiling as my body bucked hard, shooting a massive gush unto her harder than I could ever remember climaxing. My body bucked time and again, pumping shot after shot of cum into her as she trembled and shuddered on me, no longer riding me, but just sitting and panting.
"Damn that was incredible." I heard Amy say. "I didn't know a guy could come that hard!"
"Huh?" I asked, shaking my head for a moment, looking around. I looked at Amy, still pressed against me, my arm around her shoulders. I looked down and saw that her pants were wet, looking like she'd peed them, but I was sure that wasn't what made them wet. Then I looked at Amanda, standing in front of me, completely naked, her face and her big soft tits covered in cum. She looked at me, breathing hard, her body still twitching and shuddering from her own climax, one hand between her own legs and the other on my now shrinking cock.
"I said I didn't know a guy could come that hard," Amy said quietly. "I think that she needs a shower now too."
"Oh my God," Amanda said, letting go of me and stepping back, holding her cum covered hand up to look at unable to see just how much I'd apparently shot all over her face and chest.
"I think that shower would be really appropriate right now," I panted, looking around and settling on my daughter's stunned face. "What?"
"You three. I mean, it wasn't seconds this time dad. It was longer, much longer."
"How much longer?"
"Long enough for me to hear Amanda begging you to fuck her and fill her. It sounded like she thought she was your mother or something."
"I was. I mean I wasn't, but I was. And Scott was...what? Son?"
"My brother," Amy said quietly. "I'd never done that with him, never had sex with him, but there were times I wanted to. Times when I knew he'd seen me in the bathroom that made me so horny I had to make myself come, wishing he'd come in and do it, but he never did."
"Yeah. I see that, but what happened with me? How did I get in the middle of this?" Amanda asked, rubbing cum from her face with her bare hands.
"I've had that happen before. A second person touches and kind of falls into the middle of the thing that's happening. I'm sorry. I mean, I should have warned you about that. I just didn't expect you to touch me, at least not yet."
"Not yet?"
"I mean, I knew you would in the shower. I was kind of hoping that what I knew was going to happen with Amy here that maybe it wouldn't happen then. Sometimes it doesn't after I come."
"And if it did happen?" Amanda asked.
"I honestly was kind of looking forward to having virtual sex with you," I said with a sheepish little shrug.
"DAD!" My daughter cried in surprise. "Really? With mom?"
"Well, the way she looked in that little outfit the last time she touched me. Hell yeah. She looked damn sexy. Maybe even sexier than she looked in that dress at your wedding."
"DAD! You weren't supposed to be looking at her like that! I mean mom had only been gone a little over a year. How could you?"
"Don't be mad at your father dear. The dress was intentionally provocative. And before you ask, YES it was intentionally directed at your father. I liked him, even back then. He was kind of sexy and he raised such a wonderful daughter, how could I not be interested in him?"
"MOM!?" my daughter almost shouted.
"Okay, before we get into a family squabble, how about we make our way to the bathroom?" Amy interjected. "You ready to stand Scott?"
"Yeah. Let's go for it," I agreed, pushing off the bed with her. Amanda backed up and pulled part of the curtain back so we could move to the bathroom. We walked in and Amy led me to the little stool type chair in the small shower stall in the back of the bathroom. There wasn't a shower curtain or anything, the whole bathroom was tiled so it didn't matter if it got wet. She reached for the shower wand and pulled it off its holder on the wall and held it out for Amanda.
"I only have one little towel for the two of you, so when you get done, let me know and I'll bring it to you," she said as she stepped to the door and out.
"Well, shall we?" Amanda asked as she stepped into the shower to start the water, her pussy practically in my face.
I reached out and stroked my fingers up her thigh, causing her to jump in response, but then stand there, adjusting the water while I teased her wet pussy lips with my fingers. "I wasn't kidding you know."
"About?"
"About how you looked in my mind in that little black outfit."
"I see," she said as she used the wand to wet my body down and then started or rub her hand around my body. "I wasn't kidding either."
"About?"
"About the dress I wore at the wedding. It was provocative and I did want to tease you. I hoped that it might entice you to want to do more than just dance. Not that we would have told the kids, but I wouldn't have minded if we did."
"Is that what I saw that first time we touched? You wanting to flash me in that dress? Was that your fantasy?"
She blushed and shrugged slightly. "Actually, until right then, I hadn't thought about it since that night. When you didn't respond to the dress I kind of let the idea of getting with you that way slip away. But now. Now I really would like to feel you inside me for real. God, I want to fuck you so bad right now," she said as she turned to look at me, the look on her face one of pure lust. "I think if I were wearing that dress right now, I'd stand right in the middle of the dance floor and take it off for you if that'd get you to fuck me."
"What's stopping you now? We're both naked."
She raised her eyebrows and then grinned. She stepped across me and sat down on my lap. Using the water wand and the little bottle of soap, she began washing me, doing my chest and dick, then my back and my dick then my thighs and my dick and then... well, my dick again. She turned off the water wand on the little knob on it and set it aside. She reached down between us, her hand dipping into the space between our spread legs again finding hardening cock. She wrapped my hand around it and rubbed it for a few moments before rubbing my head against her wet lips. I could feel it sliding back and forth between her lips, feeling for her vaginal entrance. I felt my head dip into her entrance and then feel her slide her hands down to my butt, pulling us together and my cock into her hot wet depths. I closed my eyes as I felt myself slide into her, her hips rocking slowly, rhythmically, little groans and moans of pleasure slipping from her as we quietly fucked. I opened my eyes to look at her as I felt my body tingle slightly. As I looked at her, I could feel the shower stall fade away.
"It's so pleasant out here," Amanda whispered as we walked down the cobblestone path side by side.
"It is," I answered, trying not to be obvious, but also trying hard to see how her body moved in the incredibly sexy looking dress. The body of the dress was snug to her form, showing all her curves, except for the top of the gold dress, which was loose fitting even around her big soft tits. I loved how they moved in the cups, almost trying to slip out or flash me a little side view of a nipple as the tiny strings holding them up over her shoulders struggled to keep the cups in place. I reached out and quickly grabbed an arm around her waist, pulling her to me and helping hold her from falling as her high heel sunk into the gap between two stones. I pulled her to me, looking down to see that her slip had let the left shoulder string slide off her shoulder and down her arm, her breast now slipping out of the restraint of that side of the dress. She made no move to cover it or fix the slipped strap as I pulled her more closely to me, my quickly hardening cock pressing against her hip through my pants.
"Thank you. I almost fell," she whispered, her eyes looking at mine, almost searching to see if what she hoped was there, was there.
"Good thing I caught you," I whispered back. "Part of you wants out of that dress."
She looked down at her now exposed breast and then back up at me again, still making no move to fix it. "Is that a complaint?"
"Most certainly not. As much of you that wants to fall out of it can, as far as I'm concerned."
"Really?" she asked with raised eyebrows. She reached to her right shoulder and pushed the little strap down off her shoulder. "Better not let go of me, or the other side might slip down too."
"Is that so?" I asked, reaching around her back and shifting my weight so that my right side was now pressed to her body, allowing me to roll my left side away from her. Sure enough, the tiny strap slid down her arm and with it, the smooth cup holding her breast into the dress. I lifted my left hand to her chest, cupping and lifting her breast. "Look at that. Maybe I better cover it up?"
"If you feel the need to," she said, almost pouting in disappointment.
I leaned my head down and lifted her breast at the same time, closing my lips around her hard nipple. I sucked it and much of her areola into my mouth and teased over and around the nipple with my tongue. "Ohhhhhhh. You keep doing that and my panties are going to be soaked," she moaned softly.
"We can't have that," I answered, releasing her nipple and straightening. I looked around and with a grin, turned her to walk down the path again, this time with my arm around her waist and both big soft tits hanging completely out of the dress.
"Oh my. You are bad, aren't you? What if someone sees us?"
"Then they'll know for sure that someone is going to get fucked tonight. One way or another."
"I hope it's me and I hope it's the right way," she whispered, reaching over with one hand to undo the belt of my suit pants. I reached down and grabbed my pants as they started to slide down, the front of my pants hanging open and part way down my thighs. It didn't take her long to push my briefs down so my hard cock was sticking straight out the front of me. "There. Fair's fair," she whispered with a smile.
"I can't argue with that," I agreed, sliding my left hand from her left hip to the middle of her back. I slid my hand up to the top of the back of the dress and found the zipper, pulling down on it enough to inch the zipper down a couple inches.
"You wouldn't, would you?"
"I wouldn't put it past me."
"I don't think you would."
"And if I did?"
"Then I guess I'd be walking in just my underwear and stockings."
"That could be awful nice looking."
"I wouldn't mind you seeing me that way, but is that how we want everyone else to see me?"
"What everyone else?" I asked, pulling the zipper down a few more inches. "We're almost alone out here."
"Almost, but not quite all alone," she whispered as a young couple walked toward us in the near darkness, only the silvery half moon casting its light down upon us.
"Afraid of what they'll think of us?"
"Afraid of getting arrested."
"I don't think that'll happen," I answered her as the young couple walked past us, his eyes glued to her soft tits and her eyes equally glued to my hard cock swinging side to side with each step. I heard the girl giggle and looked over my shoulder to see the young lady pushing the guys pants down as they walked. "Nope, not going to happen from them," I chuckled.
We walked only a little further and we came to what I was looking for. The path wound along the river shore and every so often was a little man-made rock outcropping, a small rock wall hanging out over the river so you could look up and down the shoreline without getting your feet wet. I steered her down into the little well of the outcropping and turned her to face me. I let my hand pull the zipper the rest of the way down and let her dress fall around her feet, letting go of my own pants to do the same. I looked at her sexy body up and down before reaching for her panties. I squatted down as I pulled them down, leaning my face towards her and gently kissing her thighs and then as much of the top of her pussy as I could reach. I stood back up and gently pushed her back, setting her now bare butt on the rock wall. I bent to push her panties off one foot and then used my hands to lift and spread her legs while I stepped between them.
"This what you want?" I asked quietly, moving my cock with my hips until my head was pressing against her soft pussy lips.
"Is this what you want?" she asked back.
"Tonight, it is," I answered, leaning towards her and pressing my lips to hers as I pressed my engorged head between her pussy lips. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together, pressing her bare tits against my chest as she kissed me back, a long wet erotic kiss while I slowly stroked my cock in and out in little, short strokes, forcing her body to accept the intruder little by little.
"Oh God," she moaned as she broke the kiss and lowered her forehead to my shoulder, leaning her head on me as I started to stroke in and out of her. "Ohhhh so good."
"I agree."
"But you haven't been thinking of this for weeks."
"You have?"
"Since the cake tasting. You felt so strong against me as you caught me when I stumbled, like you did just a little bit ago. When I'm in your arms, I feel so safe. I wanted to feel that again. I wanted to feel this, you inside me, you making me feel full again. I wanted to feel you make me come and I want to feel you come too," she moaned softly as I pumped my hips, driving in and out of her, stroking my cock deep into her with each thrust. In and out I plunged, my pace quickening as I felt us both rushing towards climax. It had been well over a year for me since I even thought about wanting it, but right now, I wanted it. I wanted it a lot and I wanted it with HER.
"Oh God Scott. I think I'm going to come," she panted as I thrust in and out of her. "Make me come. Make me come on your dick."
It didn't take many more strokes before I could feel the first little tremors in her legs and her pussy. It took even fewer before her pussy started to spasm and camp around me as her whole body shuddered. The sudden extra tightness did what it was supposed to do, and I felt my own orgasm race toward completion. In and out I continued to plunge, unable to will my body to stop even if I wanted to, and I DIDN'T want to! My body jerked hard, pushing my cock deep into her as the first surge of cum lanced into her waiting excited pussy. Over and over I jerked, my body pumping more seed deep inside her with each jerk.
"Oh God yes. That's what I wanted," she panted. "That's what I wanted to feel."
"I'm glad I could oblige," I panted as she wiggled her hips around, moving her pussy on my still hard cock even though our climaxes had started to fade away.
"I didn't think that happened after you'd already had virtual sex that way," she panted as my cock twitched inside her.



"It hasn't before," I whispered breathlessly. "Did you climax for real that time too?"
"Oh yeah," she said, as she grinned and squeezed herself around my softening shaft. "I think we both did. For real this time."
"So, you two done in here?" Amy asked as she opened the door and stepped into the bathroom, seeing the two of us sitting there, my cock buried in Amanda's pussy as she held herself against my bare body, her tits pressed to my face as she wiggled herself on my slowly softening dick. "Oh. I guess you are at that," she said with a giggle. "Come on, help me get him dried off."
"Yeah," Amanda said as she pulled off my dick, letting a gush of our combined cum ooze from her to drip to the floor. The two of them took turns drying me off until they declared me done. Amy coaxed me up with an arm around her shoulders again. She helped me out of the bathroom and back to the bed, Jan looking over at me from her bed now that the curtain between our beds was pulled back to allow me access to the bathroom.
"Looking good," Jan said weakly through the plastic oxygen mask.
"Felt even better," Amanda said with a grin.
"OH damn Mom. Tell me you didn't!"
"Okay. I didn't," she said with a shrug. "But I really did."
"OH God mother!" she said with a scowl before finding a way out of the curtained area and out of the room.
"Don't worry, she'll be back. I'm driving!" Amanda said with a grin.
"Well. I'm going to let you finish taking care of him while I go change into some dry scrubs," Amy said with a grin. She started to turn and then turned back leaning towards me. She pulled one of my hands to her chest and pressed it to her right breast as she leaned her face towards mine. She pressed her lips to mine in a surprisingly long wet kiss. She slowly broke the kiss that left us both panting for breath. "You know. I wouldn't mind coming back later and letting you undress me. I wouldn't at all mind feeling that cock in me for real," she whispered before she pulled away and pushed her little cart out of the room.
"Looks like you're getting all you can handle," Jan said raspilly from her bed. "But I understand exactly how they feel. I wouldn't mind feeling you in me again either."
"I think you need to concentrate on getting better. I'd hate to be the one that made you kick the bucket," I chuckled.
"Oh honey. I can't think of a better way to go that in the middle of an orgasm," she said, with a laugh that started a choking fit.
Diane finally did come back, although she looked unhappy with her mother-in-law, and of course me. Fortunately, a nurse came in to inform us that I was scheduled to have one more test right after lunch and then I was going to be released that afternoon. Amanda offered to go to my house and get me some clothes since what I had worn in the motorcycle accident wasn't quite serviceable any longer. I was glad my daughter decided to go along with her. Hopefully the two could talk this out. Lunch came and went before the Neurologist came into the room with a wheelchair.
"Well Scott! I hear they're going to let you go today."
"That's what they tell me. Are you the test they mentioned?"
"I am. I was able to get some time on the PET scanner. I really want to do what we can while you're here to diagnose your condition."
"Well. I should tell you, it seems to be changing slightly," I answered. "It's taking longer now. Not just a few seconds, but sometimes a minute or two. And for me, it's a LOT more physical. I'm not just watching one person, sometimes I can feel both people. Sometimes it's me and sometimes I'm in someone else's body. Or at least that's how it seems to the other person."
"I see. I wonder if that's a sign that this is going to fade or if it's mutating into something different."
"I dunno. You're the brain doctor."
She chuckled as she pulled on gloves. "Well, let's get you into the chair and downstairs," she said with a cheerful smile.
"Just so you know. Gloves aren't total protection any longer either."
"No?"
"Uh uh. The doc took my pulse in my foot with gloves on and we...um...connected."
"Oh? She didn't say that when I talked to her."
"I don't imagine she would have, given what I saw and felt."
"No? Hmm. And otherwise?'
"Seems like touching my hard-on even with gloves, will cause it."
"Well, then I guess I need to just be careful," she said as she dropped the bed rail down. "So. Slide out here?" she coaxed, working the chair towards me. I got myself out of the bed and into the chair, after which she covered my lap with a blanket.
The trip down to the imaging lab was short, though chilly. She wheeled me into the PET lab and a technician waited by the long bed sticking out of the giant doughnut shaped machine like a long tongue.
They helped me move to the bed and lie back on it. After securing my head to a little fixture so I couldn't move it, they motored me into the machine until my head was inside the doughnut. "Okay Scott. We're going to start the test. I want you to just relax and close your eyes. We need to get some baseline data and then we're going to let someone touch you and see what happens, okay?"
"Anyone I know?" I asked back.
"Maybe. I want it to be a surprise so that everything happens naturally."
"Okay," I said taking a deep breath. I lay there, listening to the sounds of the machine, doing my best to relax and think about something soothing, like laying on a beach. It brought back memories of my wife and I the time we went to a beach and didn't realize it was clothing optional until we were there for some time, the beach having been nearly deserted when we arrived. I chuckled to myself at the thoughts of how she reacted when the first nude couple wandered by us.
"Come on Scott! You're being a slow poke!"
"I'm not," I answered, hurrying my pace to try and keep up with the young woman in front of me. I'd been trying to get Jennifer to come hiking here with me for at least a year and was practically jumping for joy inside when she agreed to. Little did she know that I was planning on getting her naked out here. Little did I know that those hopes were going to be dashed when she showed up at my front door this morning with two friends. True they were both girls, and both DAMN good looking ones at that. Not that they could beat Jennifer in looks. To me, she was definitely supermodel quality. Curvy in the butt and hips, nice big tits, but not TOO big, nipples that seemed to always poke her shirt out slightly when she was near me. I often wondered if it was only when she was with me, or if it was all the time. Oh well, at least I got to look at that incredible ass in those way to small shorts as I hiked up the hill behind her, panting a bit. Too much desk work will really slow a guy down!
"Coming Scott?" she called again, followed almost immediately by her friend Lisa.
"Come on Scott. Race you to the top of the hill!"
"And If I win?" I called from nearly twenty yards behind the two, only Trish hanging back anywhere near as far as I was.
"Like you're gonna."
"Just say I do?"
"If you do, we'll all strip for you!"
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah! Butt naked," she called. "I know you want us too."
"How do you know that?"
"Why else would you ask Jennifer out here?" she answered. "Unless you were planning on getting her naked up here and having sex with her?"
"LISA!" Jennifer snapped.
"What? It's the truth. You knew he was going to. Why else did you ask us along? Come on Scott! I'll bet you can't catch me before we reach the top."
"I think you have a head start!" I called back, knowing damn well that with the bulk of the pack, the folded blanket and food, there was no way I was going to catch her.
"Too much of one?"
"Way too much of one! And I'm carrying all the weight!"
"I know what to do!" Trish, the tiny little brunette hiking just ahead of me called to her friend. "Make it interesting!"
"Yeah? How?" Lisa called back.
"Stop and take off your clothes. You can't run until you're naked!" Trish called back.
"Why would I do that?"
"You're offering all three of us naked if he wins, don't you think you should put out first then? Come on Lisa. Be a man!"
Lisa laughed loudly. "Alright. You're on. But if he loses you have to strip and give him a blow job!"
"Deal!" Trish called before looking back at me. "You better start running if you wanna get Jennifer naked!"
It wasn't a sprint. No way I could run that long that fast, but I was ahead and stayed ahead of them the last quarter mile up the hill, Lisa running into the clearing at the top of the hill, panting as much as I was, sweat running down her body and dripping from her nipples as she stood, bent over, with her hands on her knees, panting. "Guess I won," I said between breaths, looking at her tits wiggling and swaying as she stood a few feet from me, naked except for her shoes and socks.
"More than you know," she said with a grin.
"Yeah?" I asked as we waited for Jennifer and Trish to reach us.
"Oh yeah. Jennifer guessed what you wanted and asked us along to throw a little water on the idea. But between us, she really needs a good fucking, and I think you're just the guy to do it. So, I hope you're serious about fucking her, cuz Trish and I plan on making it happen."
I looked at her stunned, not at all sure what to think.
"Just take off your clothes and let us do the rest," she breathed, standing up and putting her hands on her hips, which allowed me to see her completely shaved mound and the start of her pussy, which looked equally bare and sexy.
"Now?"
"Now," she nodded.
"Alright," I answered, dropping my day pack off my shoulders. I pushed my t-shirt up and pulled it off. My shorts went next, revealing the significant bulge in my briefs.
"Well?" She asked as I hesitated to push my briefs down. "Unless you want me to do it for you?" she asked seductively, stepping towards me. She leaned her chest to mine, pressing her big soft tits against my chest while she reached her hands to my hips and started to push my briefs down. "So just how big is it?" she asked in a whisper as she let go of my briefs around my thighs and moved both hands to my hard-on. "Oooooooo! Big," she whispered as she stepped back enough to look down at her hands around my hard-on.
"Damn Lisa!" I heard Jennifer say.
"Hey. Don't blame me. You still gotta get naked. I'm just taking advantage of what's here," Lisa giggled.
"Naked?" Jennifer asked quickly. "I thought you were just kidding!"
"Does it look like I'm kidding?" Lisa answered, letting go of my dick and stepping aside so both other girls could see my hard-on sticking out lewdly. "Time to get 'em off."
"For a cock like that? Hell yeah!" Trish answered with a grin, pulling her tank top up and off. She started pulling her bra off, leaving only Jennifer, who I really wanted to see naked, still dressed. "Come on," Trish said, as she pushed her shorts off. "Deal's a deal."
"Oh hell. Alright," Jennifer finally said with a scowl. She pulled off her t-shirt and pushed her shorts down, stepping out of them, leaving her in just a bra and panties. She shook her head as she undid the back of her bra and then released her incredibly sexy boobs. They weren't as big as Lisa's tits, but they were even more incredibly sexy. Each firm orb, maybe as large as a coconut, stood out on her chest without support, sagging only a small amount. Her nipples were protruding out towards me, each surrounded by a bright pink areola that covered almost half of the front of each breast. I was still staring at her tits as she bent to push her panties down, revealing the small, trimmed clump of blonde curls pointing almost like an arrow down between her legs.
"There. Happy?" Jennifer asked as we all stood naked.
"I'm sure he is. Now who gets his cock first?" Lisa asked. "You Trish?"
"Uh uh. Not that I don't want it, but Jennifer invited us. She get's first dibs."
"Wait! The idea was for you two to keep this from happening, not help him!"
"Why shouldn't we help him. We all know you have the hots for him and he sure as hell has the hots for you," Lisa said as she dug into my pack and pulled out a blanket. "And look at this! He even brought a blanket to lay on! Tell me he wasn't planning on getting you naked and fucking your brains out!"
"Oh he was. Definitely was!" Trish agreed, stepping the short foot or so over to Jennifer. "And while she doth protest, her pussy is practically dripping. I can smell it from five feet away!"
"It is NOT!" Jennifer protested.
Trish quickly slipped her hand down to the juncture of Jennifer's legs and slipped two fingers between her legs. She pulled them out and held them up, glistening. "Oh yeah. Not wet here! No way! Liar."
"Ohhhhh HELL!" Jennifer answered as Lisa coaxed me to lay on my back.
"Come on. You know you want this!" Lisa coaxed, as she knelt down next to me and reached out with both hands for my cock. "You know. I might just try this on for size myself," she cooed as she moved to swing one leg over my body. She looked down at me and grinned and winked as she rubbed my cock head back and forth between her pussy lips smearing her juices around my cock head. "Ohhhhh. This is going to feel sooooooo good. It's so nice and fat and hard. How about it Jen? Going once...going twice... You sure you don't want this for yourself? Cuz if I sit on it, I'm not stopping until we've both come."
"Oh hell. Alright!" Jennifer said snippily. Some friends you are!"
"Oh trust me honey. We're GREAT friends. If we weren't, I'd have had his cock in me five minutes ago," Lisa said as she swung back off over me to give Jennifer room. She stepped over me and squatted down while Lisa, still holding my cock with one hand, guided me towards her lowering pussy.
"Ohhhhh damn," Jennifer groaned as she settled down onto me, my fat head stretching her pussy as her wet depths slowly accepted my fat intruder. She settled until her ass was touching my thighs and then began to lift and lower. "Ohhhh my God yes," she moaned loudly as she started to stroke up and down on me. I could feel every ridge and ripple of her vaginal walls as she caressed my cock with her pussy, teasing both of us along towards climax. Up and down she bounced, my hands sliding up to squeeze and play with her firm tits. Lisa swung her legs over my head and started squeezing her thighs together to keep my head from moving, pressed her pussy to my face.
"Lick me. Lick my hot little twat," she cooed softly, practically grinding her pussy into my face. I reached out with my tongue and teased it between her protruding inner labia, licking her wetness and searching for the hard little nub of a clit. "AHHHH FUCK!" she squealed as my tongue found her clit and flicked over it several times.
As much as I liked the pussy on my face and the sight of her big tits swinging over my face, my real pleasure at the moment was the sensations and sounds of Jennifer pushing us both towards climax. Her little grunts and gasps were egging me ever closer to pumping the pent up load deep into her. Up and down she stroked, the urgency inside me building by the second. I didn't know how much longer I could withstand the double sensations of Jennifer's pussy and Lisa's pussy on my face.
"Oh damn," I groaned into Lisa's pussy as my body reached the point of no return. I felt my cock swell inside her just as her pussy started to spasm around me, the two of us jerking almost in unison. I felt my cock gush up into her as she jerked and shuddered on my lap. Over and over, I pumped cum up into her until I could do little else besides lay on my back with Lisa trapping my face between her thighs.
"Ohhhhhh damn." I heard Trish say from near us. As Jennifer groaned out a long contented sigh. 
"Ohhhh God yes." I heard a young lady moan as she wiggled herself on my lap. The restraining device held my head immobile, and I had no idea who was actually on my cock. All I could do was sit there and gently squeeze the pair of bare tits I had in my hands. Slowly the table began to withdraw from the machine, and Andria stepped over next to me to undo the Velcro straps holding my head in place. With my head free I looked down to see a young woman I didn't recognize, but also couldn't help but notice that both Andria and another lab tech were every bit as naked as the young woman on my lap.
"Well, that was...interesting. "I've never participated in a multi partner adventure before, but right now, that's exactly how it feels. I felt like you were actually licking my pussy. To the point that I almost climaxed with you doing it."
"You've climaxed with me before," I said a little breathlessly.
"Yes. I have. In seconds. But this... you've been in the machine almost ten minutes, so at least five of those were with the three of us on that hilltop. THAT is definitely different. I mean look at us. All three of us are completely naked. That didn't happen before. This lasted long enough for us to all undress and for Sophie to actually have sex with you during the whole thing."
"Yeah. Well, I said it was changing," I answered her as the young woman on my lap began to gain a bit more awareness as she looked around. She looked down at me and seemed to realize that she was naked and sitting on my shrinking dick.
"Oh my God. What did I do?" she asked no one in particular as she blushed brightly. She slowly pulled off of me a little wobbly legged, her body still recovering from her intense orgasm. I could see our combined cum dripping from her pussy as she stood next to the narrow bed, holding the edge as she worked to catch her breath.
"It's alright," Andria said with a smile, stepping next to her. "I didn't expect this, but I think the results will be incredible. I wish I could get a PET of someone going under his spell. I'd like to see how it relates to where real stimulation activates the brain."
"I don't think I can do that, at least not right now," she panted.
"I will," The other young lady said, quickly.
"Trish? Really? You know what that could mean, right?" Andria asked the young woman.
"Uh huh. I do," she said as she stepped to the bed. "But God, I'm so fucking horny. I need to get off."
"How about we do that for a start?"
"Okay. If you want. But I really want to be fucked!"
"Well, Scott. How about we get you back to your chair then?" Andria said as she walked to where the wheelchair sat across the room. She pushed it back and helped me off of it before the other young lady lay down. Andria fastened her head into the little retainer and then motored the bed into the machine. She motioned to the young black woman in the control room to start the machine up. "Okay, Trish. Why don't you play with yourself while we get some baseline scans?"
"Okay," she said, reaching down to her own pussy. Her fingers dipped between her legs, and she stroked her soft exposed inner labia, her fingers glistening in the harsh light of the imaging lab as she dipped them over and over into herself. It took several minutes before the operator indicated the scan was done.
"Alright Scott. You can touch her now."
"I don't think that's going to do it," I said as I rolled myself next to her. "Not this soon after having sex for real."
"Well, let's try it anyway," she said as I shrugged and reached out to touch the young woman's leg. It was no surprise to me that nothing happened. "Hmmm you're right. So, what now?"
"Only one way I know," I said.
"And?"
"Earlier today, I'd climaxed with the nurse helping me to the shower and...um...I had sex with Amanda. While we were having sex, I mean real sex, we both kind of drifted off into that state."
"So, you think that if you have sex with Trish for real it'll happen?"
"It's that or wait a while."
"We only have the PET for a little while. Trish, how about it? You up for having sex with him?"



"Oh fuck yes."
"And you aren't worried about what your husband will think?"
"He doesn't need to know," she answered, taking her fingers from her pussy and spreading her legs.
"Alright then," Andria said. "Let's do this." She helped Trish lift her legs and spread then and then Andria and Jennifer helped me to sit astride the bed, my flacid dick pressing against Trish's wet pussy lips. Trish lowered her legs down and wrapped them around me. "So, what now?"
"Gotta get hard enough to be inside her. At least that's when it happened last time. When Amanda put me inside her it happened."
"Well, guess we'll find out then," Andria said, reaching between Trish's legs and gently grasping my soft dick. She leaned against me, pressing her tits to my arm as she played with and stroked my cock, trying to coax it harder. "You know," she whispered. "Right now, I wouldn't mind at all getting this into me. I know what she means about wanting to be fucked. It's even more intense than that time in the elevator or the lab. I came both times, but after, I didn't want it nearly as much as I do right now."
"I only have one dick," I chuckled.
"But you have hands," she whispered, leaning more tightly to me and using her free hand to coax my right hand around her. She lifted one knee onto the table behind me and leaned herself fully against me, allowing me to reach between her legs from behind and stroke my fingers along her wet pussy. "Mmmmmmm much better," she cooed softly as she rubbed her hand along my now hardening dick. "Maybe we should try and put this into her?" she whispered, pushing my dick down towards Trish's pussy. I watched my head disappear between her wet lips and then felt my head slip into her slightly.
"Oh, fuck yes," Trish moaned, pulling on me with her legs, forcing me deeper into...
The noise was almost deafening. I wasn't used to music this loud, but Trish seemed unphased, bouncing and dancing in front of and against me in the middle of the crowd. My hands slid up and down the skintight dress, encouraging her to press herself against me as she danced. She pulled my hands up to her tits, pressing my palms against her small firm tits, her nipples hard against my hands. She pressed her back against me as her hands left mine, sliding down her own body. I felt them slip between us, her fingers fiddling with the front of my pants until she had the zipper and snap open, my pants held up only by my still fastened belt buckle. One hand snaked into my open pants and in moments she had my mostly hard dick out of my pants, the slick material of her dress all that remained between my growing hard-on and her bare ass. She pulled the dress up her thighs and butt, seemingly uncaring about who might see us. But then, we certainly weren't the only ones doing it. I could see at least four other couples with dresses pulled up or down to expose body parts and one couple clearly fucking as they danced.
"Fuck me," she moaned to me as she pulled her dress up, allowing me to feel her bare ass against my hard-on. "Right here, right now. Fuck me and give me your baby."
I didn't need to answer. Pulling my hips back and squatting down to let my cock slide between her thighs was all the answer she needed. I felt her fingers find my head and press me up between her wet lips, working me into just the right place. I felt her pussy slide down around my head, her pussy wetter than I could ever remember. I thrust my hips towards her, driving my cock fully into her as I slid my hands off her tits. I moved my hands to her shoulders and slipped the straps of the dress off her shoulders and down her arms. I expected resistance, but instead she pulled her arms out of each strap, moving her hands after to my hips, giving me tacit permission to do what I wanted. I slid my hands back to her chest and coaxed the material down over her tits until I had each one cupped in my bare hands, her hard nipples pressed into my palms.
She ground and bounced herself up and down with the music, sliding her pussy up and down my cock, pushing both of us towards climax, even though I was more than a little nervous about being so exposed.
I felt a hand on my back and saw a woman, slightly older than either of us, moving around us. She had on a short sexy little dress but seemed much more intent on what she saw in front of her than the band playing on the stage. I watched her look into my eyes and then smile before reaching behind her. She unzipped the sexy little dress and let it fall down her body, leaving her standing in just high heels. She squatted down spreading her legs to show me her pussy as she picked up the dress. She reached it up and around my shoulders, hanging it on my shoulders as she danced herself, nude, in front of my wife. She gently pulled a hand from my wife's tits, guiding it down her body as she stepped around next to me, helping me curl my fingers between her legs and into her pussy.
"That's it. Fuck her but make me come too," she whispered as she pressed herself against me, her tits pressing to my bare arm. She placed one hand on my back, and then her other on my wife's chest, teasing and squeezing one of my wife's tits. She let go long enough to push the top of my wife's dress down to her stomach before sliding up to play with her tit again. I watched as she leaned over and sucked one of my wife's nipples into her mouth, making her moan in pleasure as she continued to grind against me, seeming to not care that the newcomer had not only made her essentially naked, but also was playing with her body.
Her hand, which had been on my wife's tit, slid down to pull the skirt the rest of the way up, leaving only the bunched up dress around her waist. She slid her fingers down to my wife's mound, stroking the little curls there before sliding her fingers between her legs. "Oh fuck yes," my wife moaned, making her grind harder against me as the newcomer teased and stroked my wife's lips and clit. "Shit. I'm going to come. Come with me baby. Fill me with your cum," she moaned over the din of the music.
I felt my wife start to climax, her pussy tightening around me even more, drawing me even closer to climax. I held my hand between the newcomers legs, my fingers in her pussy, letting her bounce and wiggle herself on them as I grew closer to climaxing in my wife's pussy.
"Yes. There." The newcomer moaned as my fingers found her clit and started to rub it. "Right there! OH GOD! HERE IT COMES LOVER!" she cried loudly, drawing the attention of several couples around us. Then it happened.
I felt my body jerk, shoving my cock deep into my wife's pussy as I pumped the first shot of cum into her. Over and over my body bucked, oblivious to the couples staring at the three of us as I emptied shot after shot into my wife. "Oh God yes," my wife moaned as she stood against me, her whole body shuddering and trembling as the three of us climaxed together.
"Oh fuck yes," Trish moaned from on the bed in front of me. I looked down and saw myself still inside her, my cock still twitching after my own orgasm, Andria's thumb gently stroking over and around Trish's clit while her hand rested on Trish's curl covered mound.
Andria leaned against me, panting, as I slowly, absentmindedly, stroked her wet pussy, sliding my fingers between her lips, along her pubic bone from her vaginal entrance to her clit. "Not as good as getting fucked, but I needed that," she panted as she pressed her body against mine.
"I know I needed that," Trish moaned.
"Okay. Trish. I have to know. Fantasy or memory?"
"Some of both I think," she answered breathlessly. "I really did have sex with my husband at that concert, but he didn't undress me that much and there certainly wasn't another woman there touching me."
"Interesting," Andria said, making no move to pull away from me, her gaze clearly still watching my cock where I impaled Trish.
"I think I need a break," I finally said, feeling surprisingly drained. I felt as if I'd just run a 5K. My body was wet with sweat and I felt surprisingly weak, even though what had happened had to have passed in only a few short minutes.
"Oh. Yeah. How silly of me," Andria said quickly, finally pulling herself away and then moving the bed out of the machine and lowering it down to help me into my chair. I couldn't help but notice the cum leaking from Trish's pussy as she moved her own hands up to unstrap her head from the restraint.
"Can I ask a question?" I asked Trish as she sat up on the bed.
"Yeah. Sure," she answered as she swung her legs over the side of the table to face me.
"Did you ever get that baby?"
She looked at me started a bit. "You know?"
"I heard you ask me or him to give you a baby. Did he?"
She frowned a little. "We're still trying. But no luck so far." I looked down at her crotch, her gaze following mine. She spread her legs apart and a trickle of creamy white cum leaked from her pussy. "Ohhhh. Damn," she said as it sunk into her that she wasn't on birth control and I just pumped more than a little cum into her.
"Just thought I'd ask," I said softly, reaching out to touch her leg.
"I probably better do something about that," she whispered.
I looked at her and stroked her knee. "I could feel how badly you wanted that. If you don't do anything about this. It's okay," I whispered while Andria dressed next to us.
Trish slipped off the bed and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek and whisper a thank you before Andria pushed me away, taking me back up to my room. Once I was settled into my bed again, I fell asleep, feeling damn exhausted.
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"Damn boss. You look like you didn't get any sleep last night," Eddie said as she walked into my office.
I yawned and wiped my eyes. "Yeah. Didn't get much sleep."
"That's not like you. What kept you up?" I stared at her trying to tell her it wasn't any of her business. "Her? You heard from her again? Come on boss. Tell."
"Nothing to tell. She showed up at my house and we went to lunch and then she left."
"Yeah. Like that's all that happened. You are such a liar," she said, shaking her head. "You did it again, didn't you?"
"EDDIE!"
"Yeah, yeah. I know," she said as she got up off the corner of my desk to leave. "Wait. Hold it a second. Wow! That is a change!"
"Eddie!"
"Don't worry boss. I won't tell anyone. How did she do it?"
"Eddie!" I said sharply.
"NO! Not that. I'm sure she did THAT just fine. How did she get you to take the ring off?"
"Oh. That. A little special lubricant," I said sheepishly.
"Uh huh. I bet. So where is it?"
I reached into my shirt and pulled up the chain, letting it hang outside my undershirt. She stepped around the desk and looked at the chain with the ring on it. "She said it was the first step."
"That's one hell of an expensive first step. This chain had to cost a pretty penny."
"It's just a chain," I said with a shrug.
"God you are so dense sometimes," she said, shaking her head as she walked to the door. "I know, I know. Go clean some hose or something!" she called over her shoulder.
I pulled the chain off and looked it over. To me it just looked like a chain, nothing special. Even then, I wondered. On the way home I stopped at a jewelry shop and let them look at it. I couldn't believe how much they said it was worth.
**********
"Gene. Are you awake?" she asked when I answered the phone.
"Yeah. Linda! I wasn't expecting you," I answered, looking at my watch to see it was a quarter of five.
"You said you got up at five, so I thought I'd give you a more pleasant wake-up call than an alarm clock.
"Yeah. This certainly is," I answered sleepily. "How did you know what time it was?"
"I can do math. It's getting pretty late here. Not midnight yet this time, but close."
"Where's here?"
"Italy."
"Is business good there?"
"It will be. Mostly I wanted to hear your voice. I said I'd call when I got back, but I couldn't wait."
"I'm glad. I like hearing your voice."
"I should let you get up and start the day."
"I wish you were here," I blurted out.
I could almost hear the smile in her voice as she answered. "Maybe next time I'll wake you up with a video call. I can show you my tits that way."
"I'd much rather have you in my arms."
"You need sex that bad already?"
"No. Just to have you in my arms."
"I know exactly what you mean. I feel the same way. I heard her take a deep breath as if she was going to say something, then she let it out slowly. Have a good day Gene." she said quickly before abruptly hanging up.
I sat looking at the phone for long seconds before I got up and walked to the shower. I took the chain off my neck and set it on the counter. I looked down at it for long seconds before I picked it up. I walked out of the bathroom and set the chain on Grace's dresser. I stood and stared at it a long time before I walked back to the shower to get ready for work.
********
It had been a long, hard fire and the shower felt good. It always did after sweating out that much. I dried myself off and walked to my station quarters with just a towel wrapped around myself. I wondered briefly if Linda ever had her privacy compromised as part of her job. "Probably not," I thought to myself, "clothing designer seems like a pretty safe job." I started to dress, pulling on my briefs and pants before the door opened behind me. "Hey boss!" Eddie said as she stepped into my quarters. "I got a question for you."
"Jesus Eddie! Don't you ever knock? What if I'd still been naked?"
"I guess I'd see your cock again. It isn't like we didn't see each other naked on that hazmat scene."
"Shit Eddie. That was what? Five years ago? You can't keep using that as an excuse to barge in on me. Someone's gonna think you're trying to catch me naked."
"Who says I'm not?" she said with a giggle. "But if it makes you feel any better, I can take my shirt off too."
"Damn Eddie. You know how inappropriate that whole idea is?"
"Well, let's see. You're my boss, so there's that. I'm married, I guess we need to think about that. Oh yeah, there's Linda something or other. Gotta think about her."
"Okay Eddie. Enough!" I said as I pulled a clean t-shirt from my duffel.
"You forget something boss?" sheer asked, leaning against the door while I started to pull my t-shirt on.
I looked down, expecting to find my fly open or something. "Not that I see," I finally answered.
"That sweet gold chain?"
"Oh that. I left it at home," I answered.
She looked started. "Damn. Step two. That was fast. What less than a week? I'm proud of you. This girl must be something pretty special."
"I don't know. She's still awfully young for me."
"But you're still dating her," she said as she walked over to the end of the bunk and looked down. "You got a text," she said, reaching for the phone laying on it. "Oh shit! Look at those sweet tits!" she said, picking up the phone.
"What?" I asked incredulously, reaching for the phone she was holding out of my reach.
"Making plans to be there tonight. Thought I'd give you something to think about till then!" She read.
"Damn Eddie! Give me that!" I said, finally getting the phone from her. Sure enough, there was a close-up picture of her tits with that very message below it. I didn't know Linda was planning on being in town, so it was a surprise to me, but those were definitely her tits. Now I did have something to look forward to! I couldn't help but smile to myself.
"Yeah. You got it bad!" Eddie said as she retreated from my room.
I looked down at the phone and smiled as I looked at her bare breasts. She was playful like my wife had been when we were first married. "I didn't know you were going to be in town. I'll see if I can get off work." I typed quickly before walking to my office and my desk. It only took one call and Rob agreed to come in early. My shift was supposed to go until tomorrow morning, but he'd come in tonight and cover for me. I don't know what Eddie had been passing around, but his last statement before he hung up was for me to "have fun".
I realized after I got home at dinner time that I didn't know when she was coming. I texted but didn't get an answer. I puttered around the house, trying to kill time, but feeling like a teenager waiting for his first date. I finally fell asleep in my chair watching a movie, disappointed that she hadn't made it after all.
"Hey sweetie," I heard her whisper, drawing me from my sleep.
"Huh?" I asked a little confused as my brain tried to turn back on.
"Hey sweetie," she whispered again as I felt my recliner rock. "I made it."
"Linda," I answered with a whisper. "I must have fallen asleep. What time is it?"
"Almost two," she whispered as she settled herself on my lap and leaned over me, resting her chest on mine and lowering her lips to mine. She kissed me softly for long seconds before she broke the kiss. "I hope you don't mind, I let myself in," she said softly.
"Oh. No. That's fine," I answered as my brain woke up slowly, my arms reaching out to circle around her.
"I planned on being here hours ago, but weather delayed my flights. I finally took a cab from the airport."
"Lambert?" I asked curiously.
"Uh uh. O'Hare."
"O'Hare?" I asked, startled, my brain waking up a whole lot more all of a sudden. "You took a cab all the way from Chicago?"
"To spent the night with you? Hell yes," she said softly. I looked at her, only now realizing she was wearing a nearly see-through negligee as she sat on my lap. "It might sound silly, but how do you feel about going to bed? I've been traveling since early morning and I'm completely exhausted."
"Um. Sure," I agreed reluctantly. I'd been planning on an evening of sex and snuggling, but with a sigh, I realized it was an unrealistic expectation.
She smiled and kissed me softly for a moment before climbing off my lap. "I had plans on surprising you with this," she said as she stood in front of me, allowing me to see her sexy body as she waited for me to climb from my chair. "But now it seems a little silly, doesn't it?"
"I think the thought was very nice," I answered as I stood up. She took my hand and pulled me to the bedroom, stopping once she was inside. She turned around and slowly undressed me, pushing off my t-shirt and pulling down the athletic shorts I'd put on earlier.
"You wore them!" she said with a huge smile, squatting down to look up close at the tiny red bikini underwear she'd given me. She reached her hand out and stroked up and down my half hard dick, teasing her fingers across it. She looked up and smiled at me as she pulled the front of the briefs down, hooking them under my balls, exposing my growing hard-on to her bare hand. She leaned her face towards me, engulfing my head and the first couple inches of my hardening dick in her mouth. She looked up at me with her sexy blue eyes as she licked and sucked my shaft, coaxing it to grow even faster than it had. "I think I want this someplace else now," she said as she stood up in front of me. "I was going to tease you with this, but right now I think it's just in the way," she said as she untied the two small bows that held the front of the gown closed. She let it slip off her shoulders, leaving her in nothing but a see-through panty, which she pushed quickly off.
She took my hands and walked backwards, leading me to the side of the bed. She turned to throw the covers back, exposing the slick sheets that I had freshly put on the bed earlier in the day. She crawled onto the bed and lay back, spreading her legs wide for me.
I stood staring at her naked body, her heavy breathing making her breasts move slightly on her chest as she looked back at me. I moved to the edge of the bed, kneeling on it and lowering my face to her right calf. I kissed her leg, a soft little kiss, and then moved a few inches higher, once again kissing her soft sweet skin.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, reaching for my short hair, trying to grab it with her fingers and pull me up her body. "Not tonight. Tomorrow you can tease me all you want, but tonight I need to feel you inside me. I need to feel you pushing into me and filling me with your cock and your cum."
"Yes ma'am," I whispered with a grin, lifting my face from her thigh. I crawled up her body, her hands reaching for my cock. She guided my head between her lips and then groaned softly as I pressed myself into her.
"Oh fuck yes. I need this so badly," she moaned as I worked my shaft slowly in and out of her. Her hands moved to my back, slowly stroking them up and down in time with my strokes in and out of her. Each stroke she tried to lift her hips, changing the angle of each stroke. "Ohhh God yes," she moaned loudly as I continued to push in and out of her. "Don't hold back for me. I'm going to be there with you. Trust me. Just let it go. Let your love flow into me."
"Uh huh," I grunted, pumping my hips more forcefully, driving myself into her until I could feel my engorged head banging against her cervix. Each stroke into her was like a small trip to heaven. I could feel every little ripple and fold of her vagina, my eyes taking in her perfectly flawless skin, her big soft tits rolling in circles on her chest. I could see her hard nipples poking up, practically begging to be sucked on as her areola puckered up around them.
"Shit. I'm gonna come," she moaned. "Come with me lover. Please come with me."
"Uh huh," I grunted, knowing I was only moments away myself. I felt her pussy contract around me as her legs started to quiver slightly, her hands no longer stroking my back but pulling on me, trying to pull me down onto her sweet soft body. My first surge of cum flowed into her with a massive spasm, my cock jammed unto her so hard it almost moved her on the bed.
"YES!" she cried loudly as she felt the first surge flow into her. Time and again my body bucked, pumping shot after shot of pent up cum into her until I could feel it leaking out around my dick. I let her pull me down onto her, using my elbows to hold myself up slightly so I didn't crush her petite body. "Oh God Gene. I love you so much," she whispered. "I've never felt so drawn to anyone before. I've never felt so empty as when I'm not with you. I know it's crazy, but it's true."
"It's alright," I whispered as she brought her face to mine to kiss me again. We lay there, teasing each other's lips until long after my softening cock slipped from her. It was like neither of us could get enough. "Come on. Let's get more comfortable," I whispered after who knows how long. I crawled off of her and let her move to lay with her head on one of the pillows while I got out of bed to turn off the light. I came back to bed, lay down and felt her roll against me, her chest pressing against my side and chest, one arm across me and one leg over mine. She lifted her head to allow me to wrap an arm around her, her head settling on my shoulder.
"I think I needed this as much as feeling you inside me," she whispered softly as I covered us with the blankets. "I promise, I won't run off and leave you with just a note this time." I didn't answer, but simply squeezed her a little tighter to tell her I understood.
The sun was long since up when I woke. She was laying on her side with me spooned against her naked body, much like we were that very first night. It was comfortable. More than comfortable, it felt right. I'd never had another woman in this bed other than my wife, but somehow it didn't seem wrong. I didn't want to wake her, so I just held her close, feeling her soft body against mine, my hand cupping her breast, her own hand over mine, as if she'd pulled my hand there in the night. I could feel her chest moving, her nipple moving against my palm, my cock slowly hardening and pressing against the back of her thighs. I moved slightly, pulling back and then forward again, pressing my body back against her soft velvety skin, my cock now pressed into the small cavity between her thighs at the juncture of her legs. I thought she was still asleep, but the gentle stroke of her fingers on my already engorged head belied that. We were just both enjoying holding each other. There was no rush. The world would wait.
When she did move, it wasn't to pull away, it was for a much different purpose. She rolled her hips, her fingers under my head, pressing me against her soft lips. I felt my head split her lips apart and then press deeper, finally dipping into the entrance to her sexy depths. She pushed back, forcing me into her, forcing her body to expand around the intruder, forcing herself to accept that long, fat intruder deep within herself. She rocked her hips slowly, almost as if not wanting to wake me. I felt her wetness cover more of my shaft with each rock, my dick slipping deeper into her until I was in as far as I could.
We lay there, barely moving, each of us occasionally rocking slightly, just enough to keep my dick hard inside her, but not enough to push either of us toward climax. There was no rush. There was no hurry. We both knew we wanted this moment to last as long as possible. I kissed the back of her neck softly, and she pulled my hand off her breast so she could kiss it back. Softly she kissed the back of my hand and then rolled it over to kiss my palm and my fingers. One at a time she kissed each fingertip before slowly pressing my fingers to her soft skin above her breasts. She slowly, very slowly, slid my hand down her body with hers, stroking my fingers between her breasts then down over her firm smooth stomach. She pressed my hand against her body as she slid it further, down to her completely shaved mound, a little prickle of stubble against my fingers as she slid it over her mound and then lower.
"Ahhhhh," she gasped softly as I let my fingers curl between her legs, my middle finger pressing between her lips to find her clit. She released my hand, knowing she'd told me what she wanted, her hand moving to my hip to gently stroke her fingers there. I slowly, softly, stroked her wet lips, each time running my finger from where my rock hard dick stuck into her all the way up and across her clit. I felt her sigh softly as I started to stroke myself into her slowly, only an inch or two, but it was enough. I let my fingers work their magic between her legs, softly stroking her, teasing over and around her clit each time I reached the end of her wet slit. Her hips started to rock in time with mine, forcing my cock in and out of her a few more inches, the two of us working in unison to slowly tease her body toward climax.
I could tell by her breathing that she was getting closer, her rocking a little faster, a little stronger, pushing my dick a little deeper. My fingers continued their trip up her slit from my cock to her clit, each trip seeming to push her a little farther along the road towards climax. It almost surprised me when she came, her pussy suddenly squeezing my cock and her legs and arms trembling gently. "Ahhh ahhhhh ahhhh ahhhh fuck," she whispered softly, gasping for breath as my fingers pushed her climax even higher. I continued to stroke until she moved her hand to mine, stopping my fingers. I held her to me, my fingers between her legs, feeling the heat of her pussy flow into them and my still hard dick. We lay there like that for long minutes before she pulled away from me. She rolled over to face me and pushed on my shoulder to roll me onto my back.
With a grin she slipped one leg over me and then lay on top of me, her legs spread outside mine. She wiggled around on me, trying hard to get my cock to slip back into her without touching it. She furled her brow and tried several times before her face turned to an accomplished smile, my cock sinking back deep into her. She leaned her head down and kissed my neck, first on one side and then the other, her soft lips hot against my bare skin.
Her kisses moved, working down around the base of my neck, and then lower down my chest as she pushed herself up, bending her body so that her pussy stayed fully on my dick. She kissed down to my right nipple and teased it with her tongue, swirling it around my nipple much as I did to hers. She pulled her face away, looking at me playfully, before lowering her face to my other nipple, teasing that one the same way. I doubted that it had the same effect on me as it did on her, but I still let her know I appreciated her efforts.
She pushed herself up, sitting astride me now, her knees tucked under her, her hands resting on my stomach. I reached up for her big soft breasts, her hands moving to intercept mine. She smiled and pushed my hands to her hips, not saying a word. She started to lift and lower herself on my hard dick, her velvety soft depths caressing my rock hard shaft, the folds and ripples of her vaginal walls teasing the sensitive spots under my head as they stroked my hard dick. Up and down she moved, slowly leaning towards me. She let go of my hands, making it clear she wanted them to remain on her hips. She reached to the bed on either side of me, leaning further over until her tits, swinging with each stroke down my dick, brushed my chest. Her hard nipples grazed my skin with each long, slow stroke she took. I looked up at her face, her blue eyes almost as mesmerizing as her mischievous smile.
She rocked herself on and off my shaft slowly, teasingly, seeming to know that I needed a little more to get over the peak. I tried to lift my hips to meet hers, but she sat back on me, pressing me down to the bed, her smile never leaving her face as she slowly shook her head 'NO'. I took a deep breath and relaxed back, letting her once again start to stroke on and off of me. It was almost impossible to not push my hips up towards her, and she seemed to realize it and my need for just a little more. Her pace quickened slightly, her strokes still pushing me so deep into her that I could feel her cervix at the end of each stroke, pressing against my engorged head. She lifted herself until I threatened to slip from her, stopping just short of that and then pushing back down again.



"Ohhhhh God," I groaned as my orgasm built within me. I could feel little jolts race down my cock and through my body each time she banged her cervix against my head. Soon I was unable to not lift to meet her, her strokes quickening, this time making no effort to stop me from pushing up at her. Up and down she moved, more quickly, seeming to understand how close I was. "AHHHH DAMN!" I cried as my body bucked up at her so hard that I lifted her off the bed. My cock spurted a huge shot of cum deep into her, filling the small amount of space between my shaft and her sweet soft walls. Over and over my body bucked as spasms rocked me, squirting cum into her until all I could do was lay there and pant to catch my breath. My body twitched and occasionally shuddered as she lay down on me, her body pressed to mine, her tits pressed to my chest.
She leaned her face to mine and gave me a very long, slow, wet loving kiss. "Did I do good?" she whispered as she broke the kiss.
"You did incredible," I whispered back, my hands gently stroking her bare ass and back. "I don't think I've ever come so hard."
"Good," she answered with a wide smile. "That was the intent."
"You did a wonderful job," I whispered as I felt my softening cock slip from her. She felt it too and moved her legs, leaving them on either side of me, but stretching them out instead of having them curled under her like a frog. "I wish I never had to let go of you."
"I wish you never did too. But we both know that today will have to end, but not yet. Not until much later today," she whispered.
I chuckled. "I'm so glad to hear that. But what I really meant was I have to go pee," I said softly. She lifted herself to look down at me and then broke out laughing, the two of us dissolving into laugher together. God she had such an angelic laugh!
We agreed that we would stay naked all day. She didn't have to leave until nearly six, which meant that we could have nearly the whole day. We spent the day teasing each other, touching and hugging and kissing while we watched old movies on tv, teasing each other until we couldn't stand it any longer and had to make love. It didn't matter where. We christened the shower, the kitchen table, my recliner and the sofa before my poor dick felt so worn out that I doubted it could get up again. As days went, it was the best day I could remember since I married Grace.
It was the middle of the afternoon and we were once again curled up, this time in my recliner with her curled on my lap, her head resting on my shoulder while I gently stroked my hand over and around her left breast, intentionally avoiding her sensitive nipple.
"Hey Dad! You home?" I heard my daughter call from the kitchen.
"Oh shit! My daughter!" I exclaimed, half trying to get up and half trying to figure out what to do.
"Shhhhhhh," Linda said softly, pressing a hand to my chest to slow me down. "It's okay."
"But my daughter....."
"Gene, are you ashamed to be with me?" Linda asked with a concerned look on her face.
"Hell no!" I responded immediately. "It's just that we're naked."
Linda smiled at me. "Honey. I'm naked a lot. It's alright. It's fine."
"Dad!?" my daughter Jennifer said as she walked into the room and stood staring at the two of us sitting in my chair.
"Uh. Jennifer. Hi. Um. This is Linda. Linda, my daughter Jennifer."
"Hello Jennifer," she said quietly, pushing herself up enough to hold a hand out, which my daughter reluctantly took, a look of shock still on her face.
"Dad?" Jennifer asked again as Linda settled back against me, turning her head to give me a kiss on the nose.
"Yeah honey?" I responded a little sheepishly.
"Your father and I are just enjoying some quiet time. We don't get to see each other very often, so we want to make the most of it when we can," Linda said, clearly taking control of the conversation.
"So, you two, have been seeing each other?"
"Since February. He ran into me on the ski trip. Literally," she said with a soft laugh. "We've been seeing each other when we can since."
"The ski trip? Dad. You never told me you met someone there," she said moving to the sofa and sitting down, more interested in finding out what's going on than the fact that I was naked in front of her. Not that she could really see anything of me, but Linda was pretty well exposed.
"There wasn't much to tell. We collided on the ski slope and things just fell together later for us to eat dinner together. It wasn't anything special or important."
"Well, we did spend the night together," Linda offered, watching my daughter for her reaction.
"But you two... you've been seeing each other since then?"
"When we can. I don't get to St. Louis very often, so it's not been nearly as often as I want."
Jennifer frowned a little. "And you didn't think it was important enough to tell me you were seeing someone?" she finally asked me.
I shrugged. "To be honest, I didn't know what was going to happen, so I just kinda kept it to myself."
"Your father is a wonderful, sweet, caring man. I consider myself lucky to have had him run into me," Linda said with a smile, drawing my daughter's attention back to her.
I saw my daughter look at Linda for long seconds and then down at the floor for a few moments. She quickly looked up, with an almost startled look on her face. "Linda? Linda Cowel? That's not possible!"
"Yes. It is. That's me!" Linda answered quietly, clearly apprehensive.
"Jesus Dad! You could have told me you were dating a famous super model!"
"Super model? What are you talking about?" I asked in confusion. Then I looked at Linda, looking back at me, her face suddenly registering concern. "Fashion industry? All the lingerie? All the travel?"
"Yes. That's me," she said softly, her voice almost a whisper.
"That's why you wouldn't tell me your last name?"
"I was afraid that if you knew who I really was you'd treat me differently. I didn't want that. I wanted to be treated the same way that you did that first night. I couldn't believe that you didn't recognize me, my face is plastered all over the place, but you didn't, and I wasn't going to spoil it. I'm sorry. I'll call a car and have them come get me," she said as she started to push herself up off my lap.
I reached across her lap and gripped her hip, pulling her bodily back down onto my lap, drawing a look of irritation from her. "Why?" I asked.
"Why did I hide it from you? I told you. Men don't treat me like a woman. They treat me like an object. I'm something to add to their resume of sexual conquests, not someone to love."
"No. Why do you have to leave?"
"God Gene. You're such a sweet tender man. God knows that I never wanted to hurt you. But...well...I don't know that you really understand."
"What she's trying to tell you is that she spends her days walking around half naked in front of all kinds of people. Photo shoots, modeling, that kind of thing. They may have all the important parts covered in the magazine, but to get those shots she's got it all hanging out there in between," Jennifer said quietly.
"So what? That changes how you feel about me?" I asked.
"NO! But it changes how you feel about me... doesn't it?"
"Why should it?"
She looked at me for long seconds before I felt the tension relax from her body. She leaned over against me, her side pressed to my chest, her head leaning down to rest on my shoulder. "I don't want it to," she whispered. "But most guys..."
"Like you've said so many times already. I'm not like most guys."
"God don't I know that. With you, when you look at me, I know you're looking at me. Most of the time I feel like a piece of steak. Some commodity to try and bed or sell."
"Well. Since I've never seen a photo shoot or watched you strut down a, what it is? Runway? Why would it make a difference to me? I don't know anything about the fashion industry," I said with a shrug.
She laughed softly. "Madison liked you too, but she said that when you found out it'd be over. She's seen it more than once."
"Madison? Madison Lowery?" my daughter asked. "You met Madison Lowery too?"
"Yeah. At the ski place," I said with a shrug. "Why? Who's Madison?"
MY daughter chuckled softly. "God Dad. You are so fucking clueless. You were with the two hottest super models in the world, and you had no idea?"
"Like I said. My idea of fashion was to wear what Grace told me to. She used to say stripes and plaid don't go together, but if left alone I'd certainly wear 'em together."
My daughter stared at the two of us for a while and then stood up. "Linda, it's been interesting meeting you. I just stopped to check up on Dad, but I think maybe I better go and let you two talk this out." Jennifer stepped towards us, holding a hand out to Linda. "I hope we meet again. Now that I know what has made my dad so happy lately, or who actually, I hope that we see each other again."
"I do too," Linda answered, pushing herself up enough to take Jennifer's hand briefly.
Jennifer leaned down and kissed my cheek. "We'll talk tomorrow," she said before she headed towards the kitchen.
"You have a nice daughter," Linda said as we heard the door close behind Jennifer.
"Yeah. She's a pretty good kid."
"So, now what?"
"Good question. Now what?"
"Gene. You actually mean you don't care?"
"About what?"
"What my job does? What it makes me do?"
"What does it make you do? Wear sexy lingerie in front of other guys? It's not like you're letting 'em fuck you, right?"
"Well, no! I wouldn't but honey, when I'm doing these shoots, everything's hanging out for the whole crew to see."
"So a few guys see your body. I don't love the idea, but I'm not going to tell you that you shouldn't do it. It was your life before you met me. It's not fair for me to change your life."
She leaned back down against me, her head on my shoulder, her fingers gently stroking my chest. "It doesn't bother you that other guys see me naked?" she whispered.
"I'm not going to lie to you. I'm not thrilled about it. I don't completely understand it, but I'm trying. You don't quiz me about Grace, or what I feel or think or even if when I'm with you if I'm thinking about her. So why should I quiz you about your life? It's not my place."
"Honey. I know you're not thinking of her. If you were, that gold chain would be here," she said, pressing her palm against my chest, "Not laying on her dresser."
"You noticed?"
"How could I not?" she said, kissing my cheek. "That's the first think I noticed. It was important because it meant you were being with ME, for ME. I'm afraid that now that'll be gone."
"When I lost Grace, I thought my life was over. I withdrew and contemplated what life meant without her. It was a hard road to get to where I was when we met. I wasn't there skiing because I wanted to. I was there because I felt like I owed it to Grace. I didn't WANT to be there, but I was because it was a way to try and hold onto Grace a little bit longer."
"And then I fell into your lap," she whispered.
"You fell into my lap," I answered in a whisper.
"You wouldn't have come after me, would you?"
"No. If you hadn't come and sat down with me at dinner, I would have let you walk out of my life without a second look."
"Do you know why I invited you to my room?"
"Because you wanted to have sex with me?"
She chuckled. "Was it that obvious?"
"Not at first, but after a while, yeah. 'Fraid so. I just didn't know why."
"Well. The size of the bulge in your pants when we were sitting in front of the fire was part of it. The other part was that there was something about you, something about the way you handled me and then felt so embarrassed about it. It was cute. I can't say too many fifty year old guys fall into my cute category."
"Cute huh?"
"Yeah. The way you blushed and rolled your eyes when you didn't know how to answer. Yeah. Definitely cute," she said with a soft giggle. She was silent a few moments before speaking in a much more serious tone. "But something else too. A gentleness. It was almost like I could feel your eyes caressing my body. Oh, you weren't staring at me. In fact, I could tell you were intentionally NOT staring at me. Almost as if you thought it was wrong to look at me like that. No, when you looked at me, I felt like you were looking at me, not a super model. I had no idea you didn't know who I was until we were in bed. God I watched you watching me in the reflection, expecting you to turn around at any moment, trying to catch me naked. But you didn't. You waited, patiently. I could tell you knew I could see you watching me, but even then, you waited. What did you call it? My invitation was to watch my reflection, not me?"
"It was. If you'd have invited me to see you naked, you would have said something to make me turn around, but you didn't."
"You knew I saw you in the window. You didn't invite me to do that, but you didn't object when you found out. I had every intention of taking advantage of you, of using you for some good sex and then leaving you in the morning."
"How did you know it'd be good sex?"
She giggled. "Honey, with the bulge in your pants? Really?"
"It's nothing special."
She used one hand to turn my face to hers and kissed me softly. "I've seen and felt my share of cocks. Trust me, yours is more than special."
"So why didn't you just leave? Why leave the note, and send the packages?"
"Because of the way you made me feel inside. You didn't just have sex with me, you made love to me, my whole body. You made me feel like a woman, a very special woman. How could I let that get away?"
"But I don't do anything special."
"I bet you said the same thing to Grace," she whispered. "It's the fact that you DON'T do anything special. You treat me that way because you care. You want me to feel special, you want me to feel complete, you want me to feel fulfilled. And you don't even have to think about it. You just do it because that's you."
"Well. I'll have to take your word for it. So what do we do now?"
"You really don't want me to leave?"
"NO! I don't."
She smiled at me and pushed herself up on my lap. She climbed off my chair and then back on again, this time facing me, one of her knees on either side of my hips. "What I'm going to do is to try and make you feel as special as you make me feel."
"That isn't hard for you."
She reached down and gently teased my soft dick, letting her fingers slowly lift and squeeze it. With her other hand she lifted one of mine to her chest, pressing my palm against her hard nipple. "When you look at me, what do you see?" she whispered softly.
"An incredibly beautiful woman," I answered.
She smiled. "Yeah. Any guy would say that. But I feel like when you look at me, you're seeing more than that. What is it you see in me that makes you treat me the way you do?"
"I see a soft, sensitive, playful woman. I see someone I can't get enough of. I see someone that loves how I touch and kiss and caress. I see someone who wants to give back everything I'm trying to give to her," I whispered.
"I think you just described love," she whispered. "I'm not going to ask you to say it. I'm not going to push you to make that leap. But I do want you to know, that I love you. I love you more than anyone else I've ever loved. Actually, anyone that I thought I loved, because sharing with you makes me understand that I never really understood love before this."
I felt her lift my hardening dick up with her fingers, pressing me against her wet lips. She slowly rocked herself, sliding herself along my shaft, making sure that each stroke moved her soft delicate inner lips over my head. She looked at me with a look I hadn't seen before, a look, not of lust, but of desire. Her eyes stared at mine, her lips slightly separated, almost as if she wanted to say something, but not doing so. I felt her hot, wet pussy slide further along my shaft with each stroke until I could feel my head bouncing over the entrance to her vaginal depths. She stopped her rocking, lifting herself slightly, her fingers pressing my cock up between her lips until I felt it engage into her entrance.
"Oh fuck Gene," she moaned softly as she pushed herself down my shaft. With both her hands free, she moved hers to my chest, mirroring my hands holding her soft round tits. She worked herself along my shaft, her legs lifting and lowering herself on me, letting me slide out until I felt like she might pull all the way off, only to reverse and push down again, the wet squish of my cock driving slowly into her pussy turning me on even more. Up and down she rode, slowly, teasingly, drawing it out like she had before. She was learning exactly how fast she needed to move to tease me and how slow she needed to go to keep me from quite reaching there. I could tell she was more concerned about me than her own climax.
"I want to feel you come in me again. I want to feel your cum deep inside me," she whispered, quickening her strokes slightly, bouncing up and down slightly more vigorous. She watched my eyes, waiting, searching, looking for the perfect time to change what she was doing. I saw her smile as I groaned softly, her next stroke slightly different, the angle of her body changed slightly. I could feel the change inside her, how my cock rubbed on her vaginal walls. It was the same thing she'd done that first night, rocking her hips just so, the sensations escalating the intensity of what was building. "That's it. Let it happen. Just let your body melt into me and fill me with cum."
"Oh damn," I groaned, my body stiffening and then jerking under her. She held herself on me, pressing me down into the chair as she wiggled her ass, grinding herself down on my spurting cock. I lay there jerking for long seconds before she leaned further towards me. I moved my hands and she lay her chest to mine, her nipples pressing into my chest, her tits nearly to my chin.
"Mmmmmmm. That's what I wanted to feel," she cooed softly.
"I think I'm falling in love with you Linda," I whispered. "I think Grace would approve."
"I know," she whispered back, her forehead pressed to mine as she panted lightly. "I've known it for weeks. I just didn't know if you knew it yet."
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Ch 4
It had been months since Linda had been at the house and met Jennifer. Okay, it had only been a little over two weeks, but it sure as hell felt like months. I'd managed to keep a lid on the secret of who Linda was, though Eddie was like a bloodhound, trying everything she knew, including flashing me one of her tits and offering to completely strip and fuck me, if I'd just tell her who the mysterious Linda was. It was almost painful to watch how hard she was trying to solve this puzzle. Linda also found it amusing, fortunately. But I just kept to my story that I didn't know. All I knew was Linda. Eddie is smart, or she wouldn't be my deputy in the station, but she didn't know when to quit, at least about this.
Yeah, I did miss Linda horribly, but I was learning to deal with it. It was a different kind of missing than what I felt for Grace, but I was also learning that missing Grace didn't have to be the end of my world. Of course the multiple phone calls a day helped. I had gotten Linda to cut those down on my shift days to one, and also to make sure she understood that if I didn't answer, it wasn't because I didn't want to talk, but couldn't. That unfortunately happened more times than not on shift days, we were, after all, a pretty busy fire station. On off days it was another matter. I was more than happy to set aside whatever I was doing to talk when she called. Usually, she called me during the day when she had a break or was traveling some place and I called her just before I called it a night, each of us giving each other wishes for a pleasant night's sleep and dreams filled with each other. I had to admit, she had my dreams filled quite often, especially when we said goodnight over face time, usually naked. But that also fed the longing to sleep with her again. Not so much for the sex, but just to hold her in my arms all night.
"So, if we push the SCBA certification down a few shifts, we can sneak that new bio training in right up here," Eddie said, reaching to my tablet and dragging her finger, and the icon for the certification training, down the calendar.
"Yeah. But that pushes back the PT test. You know they want that done by the end of the month."
"There's just too much in the schedule. All it's going to take is one big call and the whole thing falls apart. We gotta build more flex days in," Eddie said with a frown. "Can't you get the head shed to back off on a few of these?"
"Hey Chief!" Ricky said as he stuck his head in my office door. "You got visitors!"
"Visitors?" I asked, looking up, my mood meter jetting instantly from irritated to happy at the sight of Linda through the glass windows of my office. I got up and moved towards the door even faster than I did when there was a call, reaching out to wrap my arms around her as she walked in through the door. She almost launched herself against me, wrapping her arms around my neck as I pulled her into me, her cheek pressing to mine for several seconds before she pulled her head back to press her lips to mine. The kiss was forceful and urgent at first, slowly softening to sweet and loving over the nearly thirty second long embrace. "Oh God you feel good," I whispered as we broke the kiss and I let her put her weight down on her own feet. I could hear the guys in the bay whistling and calling as we embraced.
"You too. God, I missed you so much," she whispered back.
"What are you doing here?" I asked as I loosened my grip on her a bit more.
"Surprise!" she said with a wide smile.
"Boss? This is Linda?" Eddie asked from where she sat back in the chair next to my desk, a look of shock on her face, something that was extremely difficult to put there.
"Yeah. Eddie, Linda. Linda, Eddie. Oh yeah. This is um, Madison," I said motioning to the brunette that I'd met at the ski lodge with Linda.
"Eddie! So nice to meet you. Gene has told me so much about you," Linda said sweetly, gently pulling from my arms and smoothing the simple yellow sundress down as she did.
"All good I hope," Eddie replied, standing up and reaching out to take Linda's offered hand.
"Well almost. All except a few not so subtle attempts to bribe him with sex to reveal who I am."
I saw Eddie blush, something else I'd NEVER seen her do before. "Yeah. It was just playful. I wouldn't really do it."
"I know. So did Gene," she said without the smile leaving her face.
"So, what are you doing here? I thought you two were headed to Hawaii?" I asked a little confused.
"I am. But not without you," Linda said, turning back to me, her face still smiling almost as large as I'd ever seen.
"Me? I can't leave. My shift isn't over until tomorrow morning," I protested automatically.
"Actually, you're on vacation for the next four days. According to your, um, battalion commander?"
"My Battalion chief?" I asked, definitely confused.
"Yes. That's it. Battalion chief. Anyway, according to your boss, you have tons of unused vacation and he couldn't wait to authorize you a few days, especially after I suggested that he could pick anything in my line for his wife."
"You bribed the battalion Chief to get me off?" I asked, looking at her in shock.
"Oh, I wouldn't call it a bribe. He was falling all over himself to be helpful once he recognized me. The gift was to seal the deal. I wasn't taking any chances on him saying no."
"I still don't understand."
"It's simple," she said quietly, barely above a whisper as she stepped back in front of me, her breasts nearly touching the back of her hands as she rested both hands on my chest. "If we're going to move forward, I think you need to know what it is I do, exactly. I know you said you don't care, but what I do isn't always easy for men to accept. This is a more private photo shoot than a lot, but...I wanted you to see. I want you to know what it is you're getting yourself into."
"That settles it. You ARE Linda Cowel!" Eddie said with a huge grin. "Jesus. Gene! You're dating a famous super model!"
"Yeah. I know Eddie," I admitted.
"And you wouldn't tell us?"
"Hell no! You think I'd ever live it down?"
"Not hardly," she said with a smile.
"Oh. This is for you," Linda said, turning to take a small, wrapped package from Madison. She held it out to Eddie, who took it. "It's okay. I promise, it doesn't explode or anything."
"Uh. Yeah," Eddie said a little awkwardly, unwrapping the present tentatively. She opened the small box and pulled out a set of the red panty and bra that Linda had designed. "Are these?"
"Yes. The same. Gene told me you like to wear sexy things for your husband. I thought he might appreciate you wearing an LC original. I had to guess on the size based on Gene's description, so if it's wrong, let me know and I'll happy send you the right size."
"Oh no. These look just fine. My husband definitely will enjoy this!" she answered.
"Good. So, Gene, should we go? We have a plane to catch in less than two hours."
"Go where? Hawaii? You were serious?"
"Of course. I was serious."
"Uh. I don't have anything packed," I protested.
She gave me a crooked little grin. "Trust me, you won't need much. I plan on keeping you naked most of the trip! But just the same, I have a change of clothes for you in the car." Then she leaned a little closer to me. "It's a half hour to the airport and I'm not wearing anything under this dress. Can you think of anything we can do in half an hour?" she asked, her face breaking into another grin.
I couldn't help but blush as Eddie stepped over and pushed my back. "Jesus Boss! You gonna pass up an invitation like that? Get the hell out of here! You got a date with the most spectacular woman in the world, literally, and you're arguing you don't have anything to wear. Sometimes I wonder about you boss!"
"Yeah. Okay," I answered, walking through the door with Linda, her arm sliding around my waist to pull herself against me as we walked to the front pad with Madison following close behind, a fairly long limo waiting for us there. The driver opened the door and we ducked in, the door closing behind us.
"Come on. Let's get you out of that uniform," Linda said, moving to kneel on the floor of the limo, her hands reaching to my shirt.
"Here? In front of Madison?" I asked, grabbing her hand and stopping her from undressing me.
"Well. First off, you can't get changed without taking your clothes off. Second, right now I'd fuck you on a street corner I'm so fucking horny for you. Third, you're gonna see her naked tomorrow anyway, so it's only fair, right? And lastly, she's seen me fucking before."
"Okay. If you insist."
"Linda said you were bashful," Madison said from the seat where she was watching the two of us. "So maybe this will help," she said as she began undoing the long row of buttons down the front of her dress.
"Is she going to...?"
"Get undressed too? Uh huh," Linda said as she freed her hands from mine and went back to work on my shirt. "Now, we really only do have half an hour!"
"Yeah. Okay," I answered, moving my hands to help take my clothes off. It was surprising how quickly the two of us got me naked. Linda stripped the dress off in only seconds, and then climbed onto my lap facing me.
"Oh yeah. God, I want this sooooo bad," Linda groaned as she slowly slid down onto my fat hard-on.
"She's almost impossible some days. She's not used to going this long without sex."
"There have always been plenty of guys that wanted where you are now," Linda moaned. "But until you say to go away, this is all yours and only yours."
"Oh damn," I groaned as she began to bounce up and down my shaft, her velvety soft vaginal walls teasing my fat mushroom head in all the right ways. "This is so much better than doing it to myself with you on the phone."
"Definitely," Linda moaned. "God you feel so good. And we're gonna have four days together to do it as many times as we can." Up and down she bounced, my hands capturing her big soft tits. "Make me come and come with me. We'll have lots of time for long slow love-making, but I want to come before we get to the airport."
"Uh huh," I grunted in reply, knowing full well that I wasn't going to last all that long anyway. I leaned my head towards her and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, teasing it with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh yeah. That's it. Nibble it lover," Linda moaned. "God it's going to make me come so fast. Shit. Oh honey. Come with me. Oh damn. I'm almost there."
"Yeah. Me too," I grunted, feeling the rush spread through me as she pounded herself down onto my lap over and over again.
"Oh fuck!" I heard Madison gasp, causing me to look over at her. She was completely naked, her legs pulled up and apart, one hand squeezing her own nipple, the other between her legs, two fingers pushing in and out of her shaved pussy. "OH God," she gasped again as her own climax started to wash over her, her legs shaking and trembling.
"Shit honey. God I'm COMMMMMMIIIINNNNNG!" Linda cried as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around me. Up and down she continued to ride me, my fat cock sliding into her spasming pussy pushing her climax even higher.
"Uhhhhh fuck," I grunted as the sudden change in sensations pushed me over the top. My body jerked and I could feel a gush of cum surge into her.
"FUCK YES!" she cried, slamming herself down on me and wrapping her hands around me. She pulled my face to her chest and held me as my body jerked and twitched, pumping shot after shot of cum into her. "Ohhhhh God I wanted to feel that so badly," she moaned softly after her own shuddering orgasm started to fade.
"God, you feel so good," I whispered. "I wish I didn't ever have to let go of you."
She eased her grip on my head and let me look up at her. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me, long wet and slow, sucking my lower lip and teasing her tongue into my mouth. She broke the minutes long kiss slowly, her forehead resting on mine. "You always seem to know just exactly what I need to hear. I thought men didn't understand women."
"We don't," I whispered back. "I'm just saying what I'm feeling."
"Then we must be feeling the same things," she whispered in reply.
"I think we better get dressed though," Madison said as the limo slowed to get off on the exit ramp.
"Yeah. For now," Linda answered, pulling off my shrinking dick.
I'd never flown first class, so it was an experience. Linda and I spent much of the time snuggling and talking about life in general, Linda intentionally avoiding the upcoming days. Linda also included Madison in some of our conversations, who seemed to love to tell embarrassing stories of she and her friends escapades. After almost nine hours in an airplane, another two in what I would call a puddle jumper, and then a drive in a ten passenger golf cart, we were finally at the end of our trip, a little palm frond roofed bungalow less than twenty yards from the ocean. It might only be ten at night, but according to my body clock it was something closer to two AM. That wasn't about to stop either of us from enjoying each other before bed.
The bungalow wasn't large, but then it didn't need to be. It had a king-sized bed in the middle of the room, with a drape of fine mesh netting hanging from the center of the ceiling and flowing out over the bed. It also had a small bathroom with a toilet, and a shower, though no drain, the water just drained down through the slatted bamboo matting.
We slowly undressed each other, savoring not only the process, but each new exposed inch of bare skin with gentle touches and kisses. She took my hand, and instead of pulling me onto the bed, surprised me and pulled me to the doorway of the little hut. She let go of my hand, bounded down the stairs. She ran towards the surprisingly gentle surf only a hundred or so feet away, calling over her shoulder for me to "Come on!"
I jumped down the three stairs and followed her towards the surf, reaching the hard wet section of sand well after she had crossed it and was already wading out into the maybe foot high waves lapping the shoreline. She stopped in the surf about thigh deep and waited for me to catch up, quickly splashing water at me. We stood naked, splashing at each other like a couple kids until I darted the last few feet to her, scooping her up in my arms. I was always surprised at how light she felt in my arms, and tonight was no exception. I easily carried her out of the water onto the hard packed sand and laid her down. With a grin I crawled over the top of her and aimed my rigid hard-on towards her pussy.
"You're mine now," I grunted as I pressed my head against her wet pussy lips.
She giggled girlishly before replying. "I guess I'm at your mercy. Take me! Take me to ecstasy!" she said with false drama. I grinned down at her and pressed myself slowly into her, the look on her face changing quickly. She closed her eyes and arched her back, reaching her hands up to me and sliding them up around my sides and down to my hips, pulling on me to coax me deeper into her. "Oh God I love how you feel inside me," she moaned as I felt my mushroom head press against her cervix, her vagina almost a perfect match for my length, allowing her clit to press to the base of my cock at the same time. I started to stroke in and out of her, pumping my hips in time with her rocking, causing my cock to slide alternately with more pressure along the front of her walls and back with each stroke.
In and out I slid, watching her face, enjoying the way she looked in the bluish moonlight. I couldn't help my mind momentarily jumping to thinking of Grace and how, years ago, I tried to coax her into making love to her on the beach in North Carolina when we were camping there. Now here I was, in Hawaii, making love to a very special and incredibly beautiful woman on the beach. Sometimes it was hard to comprehend just exactly what twists and turns would drive your life. Being with Linda made me feel almost as happy as I did with Grace when we were first married. Of course these random thoughts didn't do much for spurring on my orgasm, allowing me to continue to stroke in and out even longer, Linda withering and moaning under me as her own climax had long since overtaken her.
"Oh God. Come for me lover. Come for me. Fill me with your love," she moaned, her hands squeezing my hips and her heels digging into my ass to drive me harder into her with each stroke. "Oh God Gene, I love you so much!"
"Almost there," I grunted, my mind refocusing on the sensations of my cock sliding in and out of her, pushing me ever closer. The urgency built, driving my few final strokes into her even harder, sliding her body slightly in the sand before my body jerked and a massive surge of cum flowed into her.
"GOD YES!" she screamed into the night as she felt me pumping shot after shot into her, filling her sweet pussy with cum. I held myself still, my body twitching periodically as my cock slowly softened inside her. I saw her look at me, the look of bliss slowly fading to something else. Fear? Trepidation? I wasn't sure.
"What's wrong?" I asked as she unwrapped her legs from around me and slid her hands up to my back to pull me down tightly onto her. I felt her cheek press to mine and felt a tear slide down and around where our cheeks pressed together. I gently pushed my face from hers to look into her eyes. "Hey. What's the matter? I thought you'd be happy to have me here?"
"Oh God Gene. I wish I was as brave as you are. Right now I'm so scared."
"Brave? I don't get it."
"I've watched footage of you on fires. You stand in front of these huge fires, sometimes walking in or out of the doorway with smoke billowing out around you like someone walking into a grocery store."
"It's just part of the job. That doesn't make me brave."
"Oh God yes it does. You do this all the time. You tell people where to go and what to do and every time you live with the chance that if you make a mistake, someone could die, maybe even you. Yet you do it as if it was routine."
I chuckled. "It is routine."
"See, that's what I mean. You don't even realize how brave you are. I couldn't ever do that. If I make a mistake, the worst thing that happens is I might lose a few dollars or have to take a picture over. If I had to make a decision that could effectively end a life, I'd be terrified beyond words."
"But you don't have to. It's not your job."
"But I did. I had to make that choice. That's why you're here, and now that you are, I'm so scared that I made the wrong choice."
"I honestly don't understand," I whispered, looking down at her.
"When I met you, you had no idea who I was. After that first night, I couldn't help but start to think about what it would be like to have a normal life, a family, a home with an incredibly loving husband. I started to think about that with you. Then Jennifer recognized me and I felt all those dreams suddenly evaporate. I knew that it was all a dream because you'd not want anything to do with me. I mean, hell, I get naked in front of hundreds of thousands of men every year, maybe not in person, but in pictures and video. Why would a sweet, caring, loving man like you want someone like me?"
"Why wouldn't I?"
"Please, let me finish."
"Okay," I whispered.
"I thought that maybe if you saw what I did, how it all really worked, that maybe, just maybe you wouldn't run away. See, I still want to have that family. You've had children. You've watched them grow and turn into wonderful adults. But I haven't, and I'm afraid I never will. You were my chance, and now I'm afraid I ruined it."
"Ruined it? How?"
"By bringing you here. As long as you hadn't seen, it was more distant. Not quite so personal. But if we're going to work, I needed for you to see it, to be there. I don't want it to be a secret. I so badly want you to accept it, but if you don't. If you can't. Then I've made that mistake that would end a life."



"Shhhhh. It's okay. Really. On the plane you asked me to not make any judgments too soon. Just let it all play out and think about it. I promised I would. I won't go back on that promise."
"But I'm so afraid now of what that answer might be."
I shifted my weight to let me move one hand to her head to stroke her hair. "Let me tell you. I've fallen in love with you. No, you're not Grace and you never will be. I've seen that question form on your lips so many times, but never be said. But it's okay that you're not. I'm finding life different with you, and that's okay too. It took me a while to realize that it doesn't have to be the same, in fact, it's better if it isn't. I still love Grace, but I'm finding that I have plenty of room in my heart to love you too. I really don't want to lose you either. So let's just let tomorrow happen and see where that takes us, okay?"
"God Gene. There are things I really want to tell you, but I'm so afraid of scaring you away."
"Like what?" I asked with a grin. "What could you tell me that would scare me away?"
"Well. This isn't the first time I've had sex on a beach. Actually, this beach."
"So? You weren't a virgin when we met. I know that. I don't want to know the details. It's past. This is present. So what else would scare me away?"
"I want to have your baby," she whispered. "I know. You've already raised your family and they're wonderful kids, I know they are. But I've always wanted one of my own. I want it to be yours. I know. It's a lot to ask. It wouldn't be easy to start all over again. But I so want it to be yours."
I took a deep breath. "Yeah. I kind of expected this to come up. I've actually thought about it quite a bit. We might have to hire a nanny or something, but if we go forward, I think I can be talked into it."
"We wouldn't have to hire a nanny. I mean, Madison and I....oh. Don't worry. We'll figure it out," she said quickly, as if she said something she didn't intend to.
"So what else is so scary that it'll scare me away?"
"Just seeing me naked in front of a bunch of men that aren't you," she whispered.
"It'll be alright. Let's not borrow trouble, okay?" I said as I pushed up off of her. I helped her to her feet and then scooped her in my arms and carried her into the surf. I waded out until the waves washed the sand off of us and then carried her back to the little bungalow and bed.
"One more thing. Tomorrow, in the morning. If you want to have sex, we can, but you can't come in me. Okay?"
"Sure. If that's what you want."
"It's not, but it's what I need," she whispered as I lay her on the bed. "I love being filled by you, but I can't have it leaking out of me all morning."
"Ahhh. Okay. That makes sense."
"How did you get to be such an understanding man?" she whispered as I lay down next to her and let her wrap herself around me again.
"I was married to a woman that would accept nothing less."
"Then I owe Grace more than I thought," she whispered.
When I woke in the morning Linda was already in the little shower, such as it was. She left the curtain pulled back so I could watch as she stood under the lethargic spray of water from the small showerhead, soaping her hair. I got out of bed and walked to the shower, still naked from the night before and gently wrapped my arms around her wet body, not wanting to startle her with her eyes closed.
"Good morning," she said softly, her head still tilted back and covered in soapy suds.
"Morning," I answered as I leaned my head down and kissed her softly. She kissed back and then smiled as I pressed us together under the showerhead. I could feel her nipples harden against my chest as my morning hard-on pressed against her stomach. She moved one hand from her hair and slid it down between us, coaxing my dick down until it could slip between her legs.
"Sooooo much sand in my hair from last night," she said with a little giggle, "not to mention a few other places."
"Sorry about that."
"Uh uh. Don't be. I loved every minute of it."
"You alright this morning?"
"You mean besides being as nervous as the first time I hit the runway? Yeah, I'm fine," she said as I replaced her hands, gently working the soap out of her hair. She let her hands rest on my hips and held onto me for balance as I worked my fingers through her long hair, actually enjoying myself.
"So, what's the first order of business?"
"I need to shower and towel dry my hair. Then it's off to breakfast," she said as I finished her hair and pulled my hands from her head.
"That sounds simple enough."
"Uh huh. Then about half an hour in the makeup chair, then we're off to the beach to start the shoot."
"What do you want me to do?" I asked.
She looked at me for several long seconds. "Just watch," she whispered.
"I can do that. I never get tired of looking at you," I said with a grin. She rolled her eyes and turned the water off before reaching for the towel hanging on a hook by the little shower. I stepped back and let her dry herself before she tossed the towel to me to dry myself. She dug a pair of tiny panties from the suitcase and slipped them on before pulling an equally small pair of underwear out and tossing them to me. "These?"
"Uh huh. You'll look like a stud in 'em," she said with a little grin, the kind of grin that said I know something you don't.
"I see. And who, besides you will even see me in 'em?"
"You might be surprised," she answered softly, the grin never leaving her face.
"I'm damn well not complaining!" I heard a voice say from the doorway, the little bamboo curtain pulled aside with Madison standing in the doorway wearing a purple silk looking robe.
"Madison. Come on in. We're almost ready," Linda said, turning to look at her friend.
"Sure. I don't mind waiting," Madison said, still looking at me.
I turned away and stepped into the tiny briefs. "Um. Hon. These are not going to work," I said, turning part way around to show Linda that my still hard dick wasn't going to fit at all in the tiny briefs.
"Gee. Guess I didn't think of that," Linda said with a crooked little grin. "I guess if you want, Madison can take care of that for you."
"Madison?"
"Sure. She's going to be hanging with you most of the day, just to help you out that is. If you want, I'm sure she'd be happy to make 'mister happy' there even happier."
"How about I just put something on that fits?"
"If you really insist," Linda said, reaching into the suitcase and tossing me a pair of light weight shorts.
"Shirt?" I asked, pulling on the shorts and covering my hard-on, causing Madison to pout like a little girl. "What are you pouting for? You're a married woman!" I said with a frown.
"Uh uh. Not any more," she said, holding up her left hand. "Larry just didn't have what it took to keep me happy."
"Oh? How long were you married?" I asked in surprise.
"What, twelve weeks? No, thirteen."
"Thirteen weeks?"
"Yeah. We were at a shoot in Vegas and got drunk. Instead of getting a stupid tattoo, we got married," Madison said with a soft chuckle.
"Told you not to go drinking with him!"
"Yeah. Well. Sometimes we don't do the smart thing, do we?" Madison answered.
"So. Shirt?" I asked again.
Linda walked over to me now wearing a robe similar to Madison's but light blue in color. She pressed her hands to my bare chest and stood on her tiptoes to kiss me on the lips. "Uh uh. You're gonna be watching the girls topless most of the day, might as well join them," she said with a little giggle as she broke the kiss. "Besides. I think you look pretty damn hot just the way you are."
"I'll second that," Madison added. "So. Breakfast?"
It wasn't a long walk. In fact, I'd thought our isolated little bungalows were a lot more isolated than they were. The main hotel space, if you could call it that, was only twice as far from the bungalow than the water. We walked into an open-air dining area and Linda quickly guided me to a buffet of breakfast foods. I was surprised to see how many people were already there, a half dozen or so young ladies in their early twenties that were clearly models, but also a surprising array of other women and men that I assumed were all support in some way. Several of the women in their thirties and even a few that I guessed were mid to late forties were sitting in robes not unlike Linda and Madison had on. "I'm kind of surprised," I said to Linda as we made our way down the buffet line, collecting plates of food, though I had to admit, mine had a lot more meat and eggs than Linda or Madison's plates, which were mostly fruits.
"About what?"
"Well. I guess I'd feel a bit awkward walking around in a bathrobe. But many of the ladies here don't seem to mind, and I can tell by looking, a few of them are completely naked under them."
"You forget. For the models, they're used to having to be naked to change and that's frequently in front of others. After while you just get used to it."
"Oh. I see," I answered, not sure I'd get used to something like that.
The three of us ate breakfast together and then made our way to one of several large rooms in the main portion of the hotel space. Each room was set out with tables with mirrors and lights and an incredible array of makeup items. I was given a chair to sit in while Linda, Madison and a whole bunch of other women were attended to by an equal number of other women, who were apparently the makeup artists. Their hair was styled and makeup applied to their faces over what seemed to be hours but was actually only a little less than an hour. With their faces painted with who knows how many layers of makeup, we loaded into three of the little twelve seat golf carts like the one used to bring us from the airport. This time the drive was slow, probably not over twenty miles an hour, as we wound around a little gravel road that finally exited onto a wide white sand beach, not unlike the one our bungalows were on. I was surprised to see that there were already dozens of people on the beach, along with what seemed like a truck load of equipment. I could see what looked like little changing booths, and racks of clothing and of course camera gear. I saw Larry standing behind a big camera outfit, a young man standing in front of the camera holding up one gray cardboard after another while he took pictures and adjusted the camera. All in all, there had to be at least a dozen guys there, in addition to maybe two dozen women.
"So. I want you to go with Madison. She's your guide for the day. We'll be using her for a few shoots, but most of the day I have scheduled for her to keep you company because I'm going to be awfully busy. If you want to know anything, anything at all, just ask. She's promised to give you an honest answer, even if I might not like you to hear it. Fair?"
"Fair," I answered before she leaned over and kissed me.
"I love you Gene. Please. Don't let this scare you away from me!"
"I'll try," I answered honestly before she turned and walked off across the beach towards Larry.
"So. Larry?" I asked Madison.
"Ex football player turned photographer. Linda uses him a LOT for shoots like this."
"What kind of shoot is this, exactly?"
"This is an e-catalog shoot. So in order to do all the new fancy e-catalogs, we have to model the outfits in different positions and angles. A lot of places do this in a studio, but Linda thinks that having it in a real setting like this attracts a lot more customers. I agree."
"I see. So, they do what, just change into one thing after another and take a ton of pictures?"
"Pretty much. The same model may wear the same suit in half dozen or a dozen different colors and patterns."
"Seems like a lot of changing."
"It is. Sometimes we spend more time changing our clothes than getting photographed."
"And you just change right out in the open?"
"Well, we have changing booths. Some of the girls that are more bashful will actually get all the way in and close the curtain, but most, they'll just step in and strip right there. Come on. We have some chairs set up for you and me under that sun shade over there," she said, reaching for my hand and pulling me out of the little cart. I followed her, hand in hand, to a small canopy with two tall fabric stools situated under it. We hadn't been seated too long before a young black girl that had to be in her early twenties came over.
"Mister Coleman? My name is Jenny. If you need or want anything at all, drinks, food, anything, just let me know and I'll be happy to get it for you."
"Uh. Sure. Thanks," I answered, not really sure why I would get special treatment.
"I think Gene could stand a water for now," Madison said to her before slipping her robe off and sitting down next to me in nothing but the tiny little pink panty she had on.
"Yes ma'am," the young woman said before turning and walking away across the sand.
"How about you? Gonna get rid of those shorts?"
"What? And sit around practically naked? Really?" I asked a bit startled.
"Might as well. I mean sooner or later," she said with a wink.
"Sooner or later what?" I asked.
"Sooner or later you'll want to take 'em off."
"Why would I do that?"
"Well, for that you'll just have to wait to see," she said with a knowing grin.
"Madison, I'm just here to watch, remember? You can go model or do whatever you have to, but I'm just watching. Right?"
"Oh. Yeah. Right. Just watching," she said as we watched the first little model head to the sand in front of the camera. We sat and watched as model after model moved in front of the camera, each one seeming to have a swimsuit they would wear numerous colors or patterns of. They were photographed in the same pose, turned four different ways, which I could tell were all selected to accentuate the models curves.
"My turn," Madison said after several hours of the parade of models. "I think you're gonna love this set."
"None of them looked bad," I said as she got up and walked over to the rack. She pushed her panty off and stood completely naked, almost as if she intended me to watch her. She bent over, pushing her butt out at me, exposing her pussy to me as she stepped into a miniscule bikini bottom. She slipped it up, covering her pussy, but really nothing else. She put on a matching red bikini top that was barely large enough to cover her areola. She walked over and reached for my hands, drawing them up to her chest.
"Do me a favor. Tweak my nipples. The camera loves hard nipples," she cooed pressing my hands to her mostly bare tits.
"Madison. Really?"
"Trust me on this? She not only won't mind, she'll be happy you did," she said, coaxing my fingers to squeeze her nipples.
I felt awkward doing it, but I did, squeezing and twisting until they were nice and erect inside the tiny red triangles. With a wink she walked away, waiting just out of view of the camera for the maybe thirty-five year old woman that was modeling a more conservative bikini bottom, her arms crossed over her bare breasts, to finish. The woman dropped her arms and walked towards the rack to change her bottoms, her big bare tits bouncing with each step, while Madison walked in front of the camera. I watched Madison pose herself, clearly not bashful as she set her legs and body so that the miniscule suit showed just how little it covered. She turned herself and set herself in nearly the same pose four times before walking back to the rack and stripping off the suit again. She replaced it with another of the same style, only a different pattern and walked back, waiting for the bare chested woman to again finish being photographed. The ladies cycled through one at a time again, until I realized that there were fewer and fewer being photographed, the shoot apparently winding down. The rest of the ladies seemed to be milling about as if waiting for some signal that it was time to knock off for the day.
Linda walked over to me and held a hand out for me. I took her hand as she stood in front of me, moving so her legs touched my knees. "Well, all that's left is the cover."
"Let me guess, you get to be on the cover?"
"I do. And so do you."
"HUH? What?"
"You've watched, but remember what I said about not being sure I made the right decision bringing you out here? Well, part of that decision was that you're going to be on the cover with me. That way you can feel as well as see how this all happens."
"Me? Being photographed? I don't get it. It's all women's swimwear."
"Almost all," she said with a nervous smile. "Come on."
"Where?"
"With me," she said, pulling me gently from the chair and then walking backwards to the clothing racks. She let go of my hands and took her robe off and then, still looking at my face, slipped her tiny panty off, leaving her completely naked. She turned to the rack and pulled off a very, VERY sexy looking little skin tone bikini that practically glittered in the sun, changing color slightly as she moved it, from a light tan to almost a translucent white. She stepped into it and pulled it up, turning to let me see just how little of her backside it covered. She turned back around to face me and slipped the tiny top on, the long slender triangles barely wide enough at the bottom to cover her areola, significant amounts of her round breast sticking out the sides and below them. She turned to let me tie the back string and then turned back to face me. "Your turn," she said, reaching for a tiny red swimsuit on a hanger. "Fire engine red, just for you," she said with a smile, holding it out for me.
"You want me to put that on?"
"Uh huh," she said with a grin.
I stepped closer and lowered my voice. "Honey. I really appreciate that you want to do this, but remember that little problem from this morning?"
"Of course I do."
"It hasn't exactly gotten better, if you know what I mean."
She hung the little suit back up and stepped the foot left between us until her body was practically touching mine. "Do you trust me?" she whispered as she pushed my shorts down over my butt.
"Yeah but..."
"No butts. Do you trust me?" she asked again as she let my shorts slide down my legs, her fingers now reaching for the waistband of the tiny bikini underwear she'd had me in all day, most of my hard-on still sticking out of it.
"Yes," I said with a nervous breath.
"You can run into a burning building like nothing is happening, but you're afraid to wear a little swimsuit?"
"Well. I guess I'm just not used to being that exposed," I said as she slowly pushed down the underwear, letting my hard dick stick out completely exposed to everyone watching, which included every woman on the site.
"Trust me," she whispered as she squatted down and helped me step out of the shorts and underwear, leaving me completely naked. She stood up, took the suit off the hanger and then squatted down again, coaxing me to step into it. She worked it up my legs, pulling the stretchy material up over my dick. She gently pushed me sideways and worked the material up until it covered my rock hard dick, but left absolutely NOTHING to the imagination. "We're going to take a few of just you out in the surf too. I'm thinking of including this into this year's product line. I've never done anything for men, so this is a first for me," she said as she took my hand and led me out onto the beach near the camera.
"Wait here and watch," she said softly, letting go of my hand. She waded out knee deep and stood for Larry to take pictures. She turned and twisted and let him take all sorts of different angles before wading back into shallower water and kneeling in the surf to do the same thing again. After what had to be a couple hundred pictures, she got up and walked to me. "Ready?"
"I don't know if I can do this," I said, shaking my head slowly as she pulled me to the edge of the surf in front of Larry's camera.



"You can. I know you. If you can run into a burning building, you can do anything. Just wade out until Larry says to stop and then turn around and think of me. Pretend you're showing off for me."
"I don't know about this," I said as she held my hand at the edge of the surf.
"You might as well. Larry's been shooting since we moved into view, and I'm sure Eddie would love some of what's already showing," she giggled. "Please? For me?"
"For you, yes," I said, with more than a little trepidation. I let go of her hand and waded out until I was waist deep, the small waves pushing me back towards shore as I turned to face the shore. I walked back, looking at Linda, Madison standing next to her, completely naked. If I hoped that my cock would shrink down some, watching Madison idly playing with one of her nipples while she watched me killed any hope of that. I walked back in a few feet, letting the waves wash around me while looking at Linda, trying to smile while the two guys holding the reflector boards tried to stay close to me in the surf, but not so close as to be in the frame. They aimed their reflective boards at me to make the sun shine on me from multiple angles to get rid of shadows, making me feel even more uncomfortable. I paused with the water around my knees and looked down, appalled at how much of me showed through the suit. Not only was the material tight to start with, but now saturated it molded to my body like a second skin, even the bulbous edge of my mushroom head was clearly outlined by the red material.
I looked at Linda almost in shock. She smiled and started to wade towards me, stopping in front of me and pulling me to her. "Just play. Let the camera do its work. It's just the two of us playing in the surf. You can do anything you want, except take off my suit."
"You sure?"
"I guarantee it," she said as she pressed herself against me, wrapping one arm around my neck and slipping the other into my suit so that part of my cock pushed up out and pressed against her bare stomach. She let go of me and lifted her other arm up around my neck lifting her body and kicking her feet back towards the camera. "Spin us," she giggled. "Go ahead. Have fun with it!" she coaxed as I wrapped my arms around her. I took a breath and then spun us around slowly, letting her kick the water playfully while she was pressed against me. "Good. Now let me down and turn me around."
"Like this?" I asked turning her so she was facing the camera.
"Perfect," she whispered, reaching behind her head with her hands as I wrapped my arms around her middle. I could feel my hard-on working out of the suit further as she ground her ass against me, my shaft sliding up into her ass crack. "God you're so fucking hard. I wish I could just fuck you right here."
"That'd be kind of embarrassing, wouldn't it?" I asked.
"Maybe a little, but God I want you so bad," she moaned as she half turned in my arms so she could kiss me. I let her lean into me and then lowered us down until I was kneeling, her body at an angle to mine, her feet sticking out along the shoreline. She pulled my head down to hers and kissed me wetly, letting us pull apart slowly. "God, I want you to fuck me," she moaned, finding my right hand and pulling it down to her thigh and then between her legs. "I'd say you could feel how wet I am, but it'd be hard to tell with the waves," she giggled. She rolled away, rolling down into the water and then climbing to her knees again, showing off her now saturated suit to the camera.
"Damn," I whispered. "You do know how much that's showing, right?"
"Uh huh. Just enough." She grinned as she moved in front of me, still on her knees. She crawled against me, her chest pressing to mine as she pushed her pelvis against my exposed cock. With my arms around her, she bent over backwards, her hair almost touching the waves as she let the suit top pull taut over her rock hard nipples. She straightened back towards me and then slipped one hand down between us. I felt her rub her fingers on my engorged head and then, with a grin, press me against her crotch, her fingers deftly pulling the tiny bikini bottom to the side. It only took her a few seconds to work me between her lips and into place to slip inside her. "Ohhhhhhh yeah. That's what I need," she cooed as she bent over backwards again. She straightened back up and then looked at me. "Can you turn us, sideways to the camera?"
"I can try. You don't think they can see anything, do you?"
"No, but they'll sure assume," she grinned. I worked myself on my knees as she sat on my lap, her legs sticking out behind me and into the air. She twisted her upper body so that the camera could see her tits through the translucent material, her hips rocking a little in the process to move me around inside her soft wet pussy. "Play with my pussy," she whispered. I slipped a hand between us and teased her pussy through the tiny suit bottom, rubbing her clit with my thumb. "Oh fuck yes. That's what I want. I've been thinking about this since we got up. These aren't for the shoot. These are private," she whispered, moving her feet to press on the ocean bottom. She held her arms around my neck and moved herself up and down off of my lap, sliding on and off my cock. She bounced slowly at first, teasing my shaft and herself before moving quicker, pumping herself harder and faster down my engorged shaft.
"Shit. I'm going to come," I groaned.
"Do it. Fuck I've been coming for the last five minutes."
"We haven't been fucking five minutes," I grunted.
"Couldn't prove it by me," she moaned.
I slid my hands up her front, no longer able to hold back from pushing the tiny suit top off. I let my hands replace the small triangles, squeezing her soft tits moments before my body bucked, trying to jam my shaft deeper into her. I could feel my cum surging into her with each jerk of my body.
"Oh God yes," she moaned softly as she pushed down hard on me, her body shuddering and trembling for long seconds. "Sooo God damn good."
"You ever done this before? With someone else I mean?" I asked when I'd regained enough control of my breathing to talk again.
"A couple times," she admitted breathlessly.
"Come on you two. Nice show by the way," Madison said as she stepped next to us in the gentle surf. She held her hand out for Linda and helped her off my lap. "You're gonna be a hit tomorrow stud," she said with a grin.
"Tomorrow?" I asked, looking up at Linda as she stood up off my lap.
"Fuck," Linda swore quietly.
"Madison?" I asked sternly.
"Sorry Linda," she whispered, standing there looking guilty of something, that something apparently being something she wasn't supposed to say.
Linda knelt down in front of me again and took my hands. "I'm planning on you being part of the set tomorrow. We're doing lingerie, and I thought maybe you'd be a male model. I mean you wouldn't be alone. All you'd have to do is lay on the bed with the model and look like you're loving her in what she's wearing. I was going to ask you about it over lunch, once you'd had a chance to digest this."
"Alright. I understand, I guess. But what am I supposed to wear?"
"Nothing," Linda said meekly. "I mean the camera isn't going to see that part of you, maybe just a hip or something. The model will be blocking that part."
"And this is the kind of thing you do? In a regular shoot? Pose with models of the opposite sex?"
"Sometimes," she answered.
"Okay. I guess I can lay with you on a bed. But just because you wanted me to experience what you do," I said with a frown.
"Well, Um. Not exactly. You won't be modeling with me. Jason, that young sexy guy over there? He'll be modeling with all the younger models, and of course me."
"So, what? I watch you in bed with him?"
"That's my job," she said quietly. "That's the part that most guys have trouble with. It's his job to look like he wants to fuck me in whatever I'm wearing, and to be honest, Jason is damn good at it."
"Okay. So I watch him laying with you. Then what?"
"Then you model with Sam, Janet and Trudy," she said. "They're all professionals. It should be fun."
"But not you."
"Not me," she nodded. "Us was today."
"And this is what you really want me to do?"
"Yes and no. I'm terrified that what you see tomorrow will be the deal breaker. I don't want to lose you, but I also don't want you to ever be surprised if you see a picture of me looking like I'm going to fuck some guy. I wouldn't ever do that to you, but it's my job to make it look like it," Linda said quietly.
I looked up at Madison. "And you knew this?"
"Yeah," she said with a shrug. "But I wasn't supposed to tell."
"You know what? When I get you two home, I'm gonna stuff both of you into turnout gear and make you go into a smoke building, just so you know how it feels," I said with a frown.
"If it means we're still together, I'll gladly do it," Linda said with a relieved smile.
"So. What now?" I asked as Linda got to her feet and held a hand out for me.
"We get changed, have some lunch and then go hang out on the beach," she said with a grin. "I really, really want to spend some alone time with you."
"I'd like that," I agreed as I climbed to my feet. I followed her to the rack of clothes and watched her strip and then undress me before helping me into my tiny underwear and shorts. Only then did she pull her robe back on, covering her otherwise nude body. She stepped into her high heel sandals and led me to one of the waiting carts to take us back to the hotel for lunch.
When Linda said we were going to hang out on the beach, I'd pictured sitting in the sand by our bungalow. Instead after lunch we took a boat ride that carried us to a secluded beach with a cabana set up on it. We had the beach to ourselves and after undressing and making nice long slow passionate love, we lay down for a badly needed nap.
"You naughty girl," I whispered to Linda as I woke up and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I looked up at her smiling face as she sat astride me, my already hard dick embedded deep into her hot wet pussy.
"I know. I just couldn't wait," she said with a little giggle. "Besides, this way you don't have to swim with a hard-on sticking out. Well, not at first anyway."
"Yeah. Like I'm not going to get another one swimming naked with you?"
"Oh. We're not just swimming. We're going to go snorkeling. Ever been?"
"I haven't," I answered as she started to slowly lift and lower herself on my lap, slowly sliding her hot pussy up and down my shaft teasingly.
"First time for everything then. Unless of course you want to keep this hard-on and fuck in the surf again."
"You are naughty today, aren't you?"
"Maybe a little," she grinned. "But personally, I'm plenty happy right here right now."
"You like it this way, don't you?"
"I love it this way. Know why?"
"Why?"
She grinned and pulled my hands to her breasts. "Because you can touch me all over, and I love feeling your touch, and when you come I can watch your face. I love seeing you coming and feeling it flowing into me. It makes me feel...so complete. Like I've never felt before with anyone else. It feels so good to know that I could bring you that kind of pleasure."
"You know what I think?" I asked as I gently squeezed her nipples, drawing a little gasp from her.
"What's that?" she asked, sliding up and down my cock a little faster, her motions spurred on by my teasing of her hard nipples.
"I think you're hopelessly in love."
"I don't think so. I know so," she grinned. "You trying to make me come?"
"I am," I answered with a smile as my fingers twisted and squeezed her nipples just the way I knew turned her on the most.
"Then maybe I should return the favor?" she moaned softly, bouncing harder, her bare ass slapping against my skin. Up and down she moved, her soft hot vaginal walls caressing my cock in all the right places. I was glad we'd had the little quickie at the shoot, or she'd already have my fountain spouting inside her. As it was, I could tell it was going to be a difficult task making sure she was fully satisfied before I let myself go.
She bounced up and down, her juices leaking around my shaft as she grew closer and closer to climax. Her bouncing made her large soft breasts bounce and wiggle with each impact of her ass against me, their own motion pulling and tugging her nipples as I held them. "Ohhhh God. You better come soon," she gasped as she pounded onto me over and over. "Cuz I'm not coming until you do."
"Is it a contest?" I asked, breathlessly, barely keeping myself from climaxing inside her, my body demanding that I stroke up into her. I could feel the tingling build deep inside me, threatening to push me over the edge at any moment.
"No. Just a desire," she gasped as I pinched her nipples a little harder. "No fair!" she cried as her body suddenly shuddered, her bouncing motion suddenly erratic as her pussy spasmed around me.
"Oh fuck," I groaned loudly as my body bucked under her, the sudden change in sensations pushing me over the top.
She pushed my hands from her tits and lay down on me, her shuddering body pressing her soft tits to my chest as she pressed her hot soft lips to mine. She kissed me eagerly as my body bucked under her time and again, the two of us barely able to maintain the kiss as we climaxed together. Slowly, ever so slowly, the shudders eased from her body and my cock, still buried in her pussy, was left with just little twitches as I softened inside her. The embrace grew softer and loving as our orgasms faded away, leaving us sated in our embrace.
"Gene," she whispered, pulling her face only inches from mine.
"Yeah?"
"Do you love me?"
"Of course I do. I wouldn't think you'd need to ask that after this morning."
"No. That's not what I mean. Sex. Anyone can have sex. I admit, the sex I have with you is so much better than what I was used to. There's so much...emotion in it now. I think you've spoiled me. No. I want to know if you love me. Do you love me like you used to love Grace?"
I paused for long seconds before answering. "I don't think I'd be here if I didn't," I whispered.
"Do you love me enough to give me a baby?" she whispered.
"We aren't even married. Hell, I haven't even gotten to the point of asking you to marry me yet. Isn't a baby a little quick?"
"No. That's not what I mean. Even if tomorrow doesn't go well. If you decide that this...this is all too much. If you decide that...well...that we aren't all that perfect for each other. Would you still give me a baby? Your baby?"
"That's a tall order. You want me to father a baby even if I wasn't going to be in the picture? I don't understand."
"Being with you. It made me want a family so much. I'd like that family to be with you, with you as my husband. I want to wake up with you every morning and love you to sleep every night. But I know that it's not exactly my decision. I'm worried that after tomorrow, after you watch me....that after tomorrow you're not going to want that, at least not with me. But I still want that family. I still want a part of you to take with me through life. Something that is so uniquely you that I'd be reminded every day of how wonderful you have been to me, how you made me feel. God I've never felt so much like a woman. Not a sex object, but a real woman. Even when we have sex, you're not having sex with a super model. You're having sex with me. Just me. All of me," she whispered.
I could see a tear rolling down her cheek about to drop onto my face. I reached up and gently stroked it away. "Hey. Don't cry," I whispered.
"They aren't tears of sadness," she whispered. "When I think of how you make me feel, sometimes I can't help it. Grace was such a wonderfully lucky woman. She had you for so many years. This. How you make me feel. It's...I wish I could have it forever. I wish I could make you feel the same way you make me feel."
I chuckled softly. "I can't even begin to describe how you've made me feel for the last few months. You've drawn me from just existing to living again. You've made me WANT to be with you more than I can describe. Every day that we're apart I'm just waiting to be with you again, and when you show up, it's like a cloudy day that suddenly turned sunny. I just don't see that tomorrow is going to change how I feel about you."
"I hope not. But... Well...I'm worried about it. There are still things you don't know about me. Things that might change your mind about me. Things that a man like you might not understand."
"So tell me. Are you a serial killer or something? I know you're not a prostitute, so that's not a worry."
"Not yet. After tomorrow, but right now, right this minute, I want your sperm to make me pregnant. I want to know that no matter what, you'll give me that one gift no one else in the world can give me."
"Having a baby is a tough job. Especially for a single mom, let alone one that travels as much as you do."
"Madison and I can handle it. We've talked about it and have everything worked out."
I chuckled again. "Madison is a good friend. But what about when she wants to start a family of her own? I mean the Larry thing obviously didn't work out, but I'm sure there will be other guys."
"I'm not so sure. Besides, I don't think she really wants something like Larry or Jason. I think she wants something a bit more mature."
"Like me?"
"Like you," she whispered.
"Well. I think I'm already taken," I answered, lifting my head to kiss her nose.
"If you weren't with me. What do you think about Madison? Do you like her?"
"I haven't really thought about it," I answered with a shrug. "Not that it really matters. Like I said, as far as I'm concerned I'm off the market."
"I know. But still. Do you think you could like someone like her?"
"I don't actually know her all that well," I said honestly. "So far I can tell that she's almost as good looking at you. She's kind of on the naughty side, even more than you are. She can be sweet when she wants to be. Like her? Yeah. I think I already like her. But she's a friend, right?"
"Uh huh. Just a friend," Linda answered, her tone making me wonder if there were more to it than just a friend.
"Come on. Let's go swim," she said with a grin, pushing up off of me.
Linda already knew where the gear was and had apparently snorkeled before, so I let her teach me what I needed to know and the two of us played in the surf for almost two hours before we retreated to the shade of the little cabana. The cooler was fully stocked with my favorite beer, as well as water and some soft drinks, confirming that she had planned this little getaway well in advance. We relaxed in the little cabana, letting the breeze dry us as we lay on what amounted to a bed, snuggling and relaxing.
It wasn't long before the boat came for us, forcing us to get dressed. The two islanders on the boat clearly were enjoying the views of Linda as she dressed. We took the boat back, dressed in some real clothes instead of swimsuits, and headed to the hotel for dinner. We met Madison there, and spent the evening together, chatting about nothing in particular and enjoying the show the islanders put on for us.
I couldn't help but notice that as the three of us walked back to our bungalows for bed, Linda walked between us, holding each of our hands. Before Madison moved off to her own bungalow about forty yards or so from ours, she leaned in and hugged and kissed Linda in a much more familiar way than I would have expected, and the look on Linda's face as Madison walked off showed what I could almost say was disappointment.
"You and Madison are pretty close, aren't you?" I asked as we walked toward our bungalow.
"Closer than family," she said softly.
"Why is it that I feel like I'm somehow keeping you two apart?"



"Why do you say that?"
"Part of my job is investigating the cause of fires. Part of that is interviewing people. I'm pretty good at reading people and I keep getting this vibe that I'm a third wheel."
"OH LOVER! NO! You'll never be a third wheel. I love you," she said emphatically, stopping our short walk and turning us to face each other, her arms wrapping around my back to pull us together.
"Just the same, I'm picking up on some unhappiness between you two. What are you not telling me about you two?"
"In Manhattan we live together," she said quietly.
"I can understand that. Roommates. Lots of people do that. It's not fun to live alone," I said softly, hugging her tightly against me.
"No. It's not. It was tough for both of us while she was married to Larry. It really disrupted our entire lifestyle."
"You mean he moved in with you?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah. We thought it'd be okay. We set up the second bedroom for the two of them, but even sharing the bathroom was a pain in the butt."
I chuckled at her complaint while her words bounced around in my head. "I think I'm getting the idea. You two share a bedroom, don't you?"
"Yeah."
"A bed?"
"Yeah."
"I know you've said that I'm the only man you've been with since we met at the resort. But that isn't the whole story, is it?"
She pulled away to look at my face. "No," she whispered, waiting for my reaction.
"I'm probably gonna regret this, but go get her," I said with a sigh, feeling like I'd just put a fork into my plans for sex with her tonight.
"You mean that? I mean you really mean what I think you just said?"
"Yeah. Go get her. There's enough room in the bed for all three of us."
She lifted herself on her toes and kissed me before letting go of me and practically running off toward Madison's bungalow. I shook my head and walked the last few yards to the ladder of our bungalow and walked in, turning on the tiny light by the door. I walked to the bed, stripped off my shirt and lay down to wait for the girls. I didn't have to wait long.
Linda and Madison walked into the bungalow and stood just inside the doorway. They stood there looking at me for long seconds before they both started stripping off their dresses. Their underwear went next, leaving them both naked. I suddenly wondered if Linda had misunderstood my invitation, and then felt confirmation that she had indeed misunderstood as they moved to the bed, one on either side of me, both crawling onto the bed and wordlessly working together to pull my shorts and underwear off, leaving me as naked as they were.
"Girls. I think that maybe there's a misunderstanding," I said quietly as the two lay down on either side of me, both snuggling against me, one of their legs over one of mine and their heads both on my chest as they moved my arms around their shoulders.
"No. I don't think so," Linda whispered, tilting her head up enough to kiss my cheek. "I know exactly what you meant."
"And this?"
"Call it a 'thank you' from Madison," she answered softly as a hand closed around my dick, already hardening from watching them undress in front of me.
"Tell me. Just how far does she plan on taking this 'thank you'?"
"That depends on you," she whispered. "She wouldn't mind feeling you as she climaxes."
"And you're good with that?"
"I am. As long as you save the ending for when I come so we can come together," she whispered.
"I'm not sure I understand you."
"How about we talk about it after?" she whispered as Madison pushed herself down my body.
"Oh damn," I groaned as Madison engulfed my cock with her hot wet mouth.
"I understand that she's pretty good with her mouth, but don't let her waste it there. I know how much she's been wanting to get you inside her," Linda whispered.
"I still don't understand. I mean, you're good with sharing me like this?" I asked as Linda pushed herself up onto her hands and knees.
"Within limits," she cooed as she climbed over my chest and then walked her knees up until her pussy was over my face. "Now, how about getting me warmed up?"
I shook my head and then lifted my hands to her hips, pulling her down towards my mouth. I licked my tongue along her wet slit, tasting the juices of her excitement. I pressed my tongue between her lips, teasing it into the entrance to her depths before sliding it along to find her clit.
"Ohhhh yeah. That's it baby," she cooed as I teased my tongue back and forth across her hard nub. I could feel the bed move as Madison moved on it, her mouth pulling off my cock, only to be replaced by a much hotter, tighter wetness.
"Ohhhh damn," I groaned as Madison sunk down on my saliva coated shaft, stopping only when her bare ass pressed against my thighs.
"I understand she's pretty good this way too," Linda whispered as I moved my tongue back to her pussy, teasing between her lips again. "Larry seemed to enjoy having her ride him."
"Oh fuck," I groaned into Linda's pussy as Madison started to bounce up and down on me, sliding my cock deep into her with each plunge down my shaft. I could feel my head smash against her cervix with each plunge, little gasps and grunts coming from her as I continued to lick Linda's pussy. I had to admit, she wasn't Linda, but she was pretty damn good! I was beginning to wonder if I'd really be able to hold off until Linda got her turn when I felt Madison's climax start to wash over her. Her pussy spasmed around me and she gasped something unintelligible as she jammed herself down on me.
"Okay," Madison panted as she pulled off of me and rolled onto her side next to me.
Linda grinned down at me and pushed up off my face. She stood bent over me her tits hanging down at me, as she backed down my body. She squatted down and let my pussy juice slickened cock slide easily into her already excited pussy. She started to bounce up and down on me, using her feet to lift herself, each time nearly pulling off my shaft before plunging back down. We'd had enough sex for me to know how turned on she was, my teasing of her pussy apparently having had more effect than I'd expected. My view of Linda's sexy tits bouncing wildly was blocked by Madison's chest as, now on her hands and knees, she leaned over me and lowered one of her big soft tits to my face.
"Suck it," she whispered as she aimed her nipple at my mouth, rubbing her hard protrusion across my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked the front of her breast into my mouth, teasing her nipple with my tongue while she pulled my hand away from my body. She guided my hand to her pussy, spreading her knees apart on the bed. I pressed my fingers between her lips and then curled two fingers into her hot wet pussy while I sucked her nipple. "That's it. Make us all three come together," she cooed softly. "Fuck your fingers are hitting some pretty good places."
I'd have answered, but it was hard with a tit in my mouth, so I just grunted in reply. I could feel Linda's sweet wet pussy caressing me in just the right way, her rocking hips changing the angle with each stroke, pushing the two of us along quickly towards climax. I knew I was almost there when Linda started to climax. As she had done so many times before, she managed to still bounce on me, her spasming pussy doing the final bit of work.
"FUCK YES!" she cried loudly, slamming herself down hard on me when she felt the first surge of my cum into her pussy. "Oh God yes... ohhhhhh God yes," she mumbled as she trembled and shuddered on my spurting cock.
"That's it. Don't stop," Madison moaned, as I sort of lost track of what I was doing in her pussy while I climaxed. She pulled my attention back to her soft wet pussy, my fingers plunging in and out of her while my palm pressed against her mound. She covered my hand with hers and pressed me harder against her wet sex. "Oh God. Ohhhh fuck. Almost. Almost sweetie!" she moaned loudly. I closed my teeth around her nipple and pinched it gently. "FUCK!" she cried, her chest smashing down onto my face as her body jerked and trembled over me. "Oh God damn yes."
"Gotta let me breath," I said breathlessly as I pushed her chest away from my face.
"Don't want to smother you," she whispered as she rolled onto her back her feet pointing away from me, her head on my chest.
"Ohhhh fuck I love feeling you do that," Linda whispered as she lay down and half lay on me, trying to keep my now shrinking dick inside her.
I closed my eyes and let the tiredness of the day wash over me, the warmth of Linda pressed against me helping to coax me off to sleep.
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It was definitely time for this vacation. I hadn't taken one in almost four years. I spent most of that time driving from one wind turbine farm to another, each day climbing the nearly five hundred foot tall towers to repair and service the electronics and generators on top of the hollow towers. It was terrific money, and I was NEVER out of work. In fact, that was the reason I was no longer married. My ex wanted someone that could not only provide the standard of living I was giving her, but also be there to share it. In the end, she found someone else to share the considerable amount of money she was getting each week from my paycheck.
I didn't even bother to have a house any longer. When I was "home" I stayed in a motel, with most of my belongings, the things she didn't take in the divorce, stored in a storage locker. I mean, why bother with a house if I'm on the road weeks at a time? I guess it isn't the best way to live life, going from one hotel to another, but I figure a few more years and I'll have enough money tucked away to retire and find something less stressful and physically demanding. At forty-eight, I doubted my arms and legs could withstand the strain for too many more years.
Sex, well, that was pretty easy. It's surprising how many middle-aged wives traveling for business... or pleasure... are willing to have a quick tryst with a seriously ripped guy their own age. Almost all the hotel bars had a plethora of targets. I preferred the married ladies, simply because it limited risk. There was little chance of romantic entanglements, and nearly all of them were already on birth control, so I didn't have to worry about that little problem. After spending so much time being faithful while my ex was screwing around behind my back, if a married woman wanted to fuck around, then fine. I wasn't the relationship police.
But vacation for me needed to be totally different. I wanted to go someplace where I simply didn't know where today would take me. I drove thousands of miles just to get to the next job. I wanted to see what there was to see without any schedule or objective. I'd been doing this now for nearly two weeks, driving from attraction to attraction, camping when I got tired. Usually, I picked an out of the way camp ground, many of them being desolate "primitive" camp sites in little out of the way state parks.
That was what last night was. A little out of the way state park in the middle of the desert with only half a dozen camp sites. I had the place nearly to myself with the exception of a young lady half my age that rolled in shortly after I did. I was almost disappointed to not have the area to myself, mostly because I needed a shower, and in a place like this, a shower was standing next to my truck dribbling water on myself from my two gallon solar shower bag. I say I was almost disappointed, because after about an hour of sitting and chatting as the sun set, she agreed to get naked with me and share my shower. In her words, "after three days in these desert sites, she'd get naked with the devil if it meant getting her hair washed." She did get naked, letting me see her bare shaved teenage looking pussy and the two silver barbell type nipple piercings on her erect pink nipples, setting off her perky tanned B cup breasts.
After sharing half the bag of water wetting, soaping, and rising each other, we faced each other. She easily slipped my dick between her legs and held herself pressed tightly to me as I used the remainder of the water to wash her hair. By the time we were done we were both quite horny, her hips seeming to keep sliding along my shaft while I was washing her hair. Unfortunately, I'd promised not to take advantage of her, and being a gentleman, I maintained that promise. After a little discussion, she did agree that she'd go as far as to sit on the hood of my truck, her legs spread, while we both pleasured ourselves only a few inches apart. While it took care of the momentary need, it was far from the satisfaction I really wanted at that moment.
I'll always wonder if it was fear or conscience that made her leave barely after daybreak and well before I planned on climbing out of my tent.
Tonight, it was a little campground, well out of the way, just the way I liked them. Those big KOA campgrounds are just too busy for my tastes. This one looked like it had maybe two dozen sites tucked back in the woods, and of those, only about half a dozen occupied. This is one of the reasons I was kind of frustrated. The rather cute young lady at the counter gave me a site, not off alone, but right across the little gravel road from one of those national chain rented motor homes. There were plenty of sites where I could be alone, instead I was going to have neighbors less than 30 yards away.
I frowned to myself as I pulled into the camp site. I was still irritated as I set my small tent up and strung the extension cord to the electrical pole for the fan and light I used in my tent in hot weather. My irritation had faded to mild musings as I stripped down in the tent and changed to some athletic shorts before going out to start a fire in the little fire pit. The mild musings were dispelled completely at the sound of the three young women walking down the gravel path and into the site across the gravel drive, each of them wrapped in a beach towel as they came from the little pool near the front of the campground. I was sure they had to have on more than towels as the three trooped into the camper and closed the door behind them, but that didn't keep my mind from imagining. Maybe it wouldn't be quite as bad a spot as I expected. True, they weren't middle-aged housewives looking for a naughty experience, but they looked to be late twenties or early thirties. I wasn't against enjoying the view of three younger cuties. True, I wasn't likely to do anything close to what I'd do with a middle-age housewife, but then...
I settled by the fire in my reclining camp chair and pulled out my phone to read my book, the sun still at least an hour from setting. It wasn't long before the three came back out, each drawing a chair around the fire pit that held a small smoldering fire. Two of them looked like sisters, tall thin, long blonde hair, small tits and very tight clothing. The third was a bit rounder, not fat by any means, but definitely larger than the sisters, medium length brown hair, nice ass filling out the somewhat baggy micro shorts and big tits that stretched the tank top tantalizingly. With her back to me I couldn't really tell if she wore a bra, but from the bouncing I noticed between the door and the chair, I suspected not.
I sat, reading my book, but still overhearing small bits of the conversation they were having between giggles and laughs. My ears perked up considerably when I started to hear "I dare you" and "chicken".
"I bet he won't even notice you." I heard one of them say slightly louder.
"But if he does?" another asked, clearly nervous about something.
"Then she has to." I heard the third say, though I couldn't tell which of the three was talking.
Almost suddenly the dark haired girl stood up, turned around to face me and pulled the bottom of her tank top up, showing off a pair of large, nicely shaped breasts. Each tit was mostly white, showing how large the bikini top that she typically tanned in was, but her areola was nearly a quarter of the front of each breast with a surprisingly large hard pink nipple poking out at me. She held the top up for at least five full seconds before pulling the top down over her tits and sitting back down quickly, her back to me as she covered her face with her hands in apparent embarrassment.
"He DEFINITLY NOTICED!" she said after half a dozen seconds, pulling her hands from her face.
"Well, sis. Guess you missed that one. And the way he's staring, he's not about to miss a single detail." One of the blonde girls said to the other.
"Well, it isn't the first time a guy has seen my tits," the second blonde said as she stood up. She walked around the chairs until she was nearly to the road separating us. She pulled up the bottom of the light weight t-shirt she had on, showing me a pair of perky little B cup titties that were tanned completely across with barely a hint of tan lines. She held her shirt up for considerably longer than the first girl did before pulling it back down and turning to walk back to the fire pit in their campsite.
"You didn't have to stop there," I called, hopefully loud enough for her to hear me without the whole campground hearing it. She stopped where she was, reached behind her and pushed her shorts down, the elastic waistband pushing down below the curve of her cheeks. She wiggled her ass side to side for several seconds before she pulled the shorts back up over her sexy little ass.
"That better?" she asked over her shoulder.
"I wouldn't have minded if they went lower," I called back, starting to enjoy the little game, my dick already getting hard in my shorts.
"Oh really? Tell me, just how low do you want them to go?"
"Well, seems to me you were pretty insistent on getting your friend to show off her tits, how about you pull 'em all the way down?"
"All the way as in, to my ankles?"
I chuckled. "That's all the way."
She said something to the other girls that I couldn't hear, the sister looking blonde nodding and giggling, while the head of the brunette shook side to side significantly.
"We're talking about it," the blonde called back before saying something else to the two girls. It seemed like whatever she said was finally accepted by the brunette. She turned around to face me and stepped to the road. "We will if you do."
I was a little surprised. I hadn't played "You show me yours and I'll show you mine" since I was a teenager. I thought about it for a few seconds. "Kind of public for that, isn't it?"
"Well, if you're scared..."
"Honey, scared isn't in my vocabulary. I climb windmills for a living."
"Well then? Unless you don't have anything to show off..."
I chuckled again. "Tell me, what do you do for a living?"
"Wouldn't you like to know?" she answered with a smile, pulling her shirt up enough to expose one of her breasts.
"Okay. If you're not afraid of public, strip for me then. All the way."
"I will if you do."
"And if I do? Just how long will you stand there naked?"
"As long as you do, providing you don't do anything like touch your dick or try to cross the road."
"Hmmmmm, afraid of me being some kind of a pervert or rapist or something?"
"Something," she said. "So?"
"Well, seems a little unfair for your friends to get a free show."
"Oh, they'll be putting up too, but not completely naked. That'll be me. Just like you suggested. Or don't you think you have enough to be worth it?"
"Honey, if you wanna see me naked, I'm game. You wouldn't be the first woman I've been naked in public with in the last few years. So, bring it on!" I said as I stood up, my already hard dick tenting out my shorts significantly. I was suddenly glad I'd decided to wear just the shorts without my briefs.
"Come on girls. Time to put up."
"I don't believe I'm doing this," the brunette said quietly as she got up and walked towards the road with her two friends. They stopped across the narrow gravel road in the growing gloom and waited for me to reach the same spot.
The blonde pulled her shirt up and off and dropped it on the ground at her feet and then stood, waiting for me to respond. "Your turn?"
I grinned at her and then pushed my shorts down, letting it drag my dick down and then pop free, snapping back upwards and slapping my body with a gentle splat. "Good enough?"
"Shit," the blonde whispered as she reached for her shorts. She pushed them down and stepped out of them as she stared at my rock hard cock, bouncing slightly with my heartbeat. Her tits were small and perky. Her entire body was completely tanned with only a hint of a tiny bikini line around each nipple and her completely shaved mound and teenage looking pussy. She looked damn hot, and I wondered if she tanned naked outside or in a tanning bed. She stood naked for long seconds, staring at me before turning to her friends. "Come on you two. You agreed," she said as she stepped her feet slightly further apart. One hand slid up her body to her tits and squeezed one nipple while the other slipped down between her legs to stroke her fingers across her pussy lips.
The sister looking blonde pushed her shorts to her knees, exposing a nearly identical pussy, only with a small patch of blonde curls on her mound and a more definite white patch on her pussy and mound. She pulled her shirt up and held it above her tits. The brunette was considerably slower. She pushed her panties down to her thighs, pushing them barely low enough to expose her pussy and the creamy white triangle that was running between her legs. I could just see a little of her pussy as she held her thighs pressed together, limiting my view. She pulled her shirt up again, exposing a pair of easily full C cup maybe even D cup tits. The white around her breasts clearly said she wore a conservative bikini when she was outside and appeared quite shy about her body.
"Jesus," the second blonde said, staring at my dick. "Can I touch it?"
I chuckled. "I thought your sister, it is your sister, right? I thought your sister was worried about me touching you guys."
"I don't mind if you don't mind," she said as she walked across the maybe fifteen feet of gravel between us. She reached out for my cock and wrapped her hand around me, gripping my hard-on. "Damn! I can't even get my whole hand around it," she said as I gently reached up and teased one of her nipples. She stroked her hand on it a few times, running it all the way to my engorged head before sliding it all the way back to my balls again.
"You wanna play with it or fuck it?" I whispered, getting more turned on by the second, between her hand slowly stroking me, my fingers teasing her nipple, her sister fingering herself a few yards away and the sight of those big tits on the other girl. "You wanna come touch it too?" I asked looking right at the brunette.
"Oh God...No. I couldn't. I mean...No," she said, dropping her shirt and pulling her shorts up as she practically ran to the camper and disappeared inside. That seemed to be the end of the game as the blonde let go of my dick, dropped her shirt and pulled her shorts up before backing away from me and then turning and walking back to the camper as well.
"You?"
"Sorry. I only flash. I don't fuck strangers," the naked blonde said as she picked up her shorts and walked back to the fire pit. She stood there, her ass pointed at me in the growing darkness and pulled on her shorts, giving me a quick look at her pussy from behind. I pulled my own pants up, walked back to the truck and dug out a lantern. I pumped up the gas and lit the mantle. I set it on the tailgate before pulling out a beer and returning to my chair, somewhat disappointed that it hadn't gone further than it had, given she was standing there stroking my dick. I wouldn't have minded one bit if she wanted to get fucked.
I looked over and saw only the one blonde sitting by the fire, so I went back to reading my book.
"Hey Linda!" I heard a voice say as a pair of feet crunched in the gravel.
"Naomi! You missed all the fucking fun." The blonde, I now knew was named Linda, answered the young woman walking into the campsite, her body wrapped in a towel. "They finally kick you out of the pool?"
"Yeah. So what'd I miss?" I heard her say as she dropped into a chair with her back to me. In the darkness I could tell she had long dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, and I could see she was darker skinned, probably not tanned, but maybe some kind of African American or similar lineage. I could tell by the towel wrapped around her that she wasn't fat, but not particularly thin either. Beyond that.... I guess it didn't really matter.
"A little flashing with the guy across the way."
"Oh?" I heard her ask. "How much flashing?"
"Enough."
"Enough as in..."
"Uh huh."
"How big?"
"Big enough Sandy couldn't get her hand around it," Linda laughed.
"No shit!? And he let you touch it?"
"He let Sandy touch it."
"Shit I'd have fucked it."
"So you say. But I've heard you brag about that before."
"What, you think I wouldn't?"
"I think you talk a big game. I bet you wouldn't even let him touch your body, let along fuck you," Linda said with a laugh.
God this girl Linda was a real piece. She seemed to love to goad her friends into doing things she herself probably wanted to but was afraid to do.
"You think not?"
"I KNOW not!" Linda answered.
With that the girl stood up and dropped the towel from around her body and turned to walk towards me. She walked from the darkness into the circle of light being generated by my lantern. To say she was good looking was an understatement. She was maybe twenty years old, definitely, African American several generations back, rounded in all the right places and by that I include her probably D cup breasts that were barely contained by the bright red bikini she wore. The top covered about a third of each large wiggly breast, and the thong style bottom came up well higher than her mound, but I could see the wet red material pulling slightly into her pussy. She walked up to me and stood next to me in the light of the lantern. She reached down and pulled the beer from my chair's cup holder and held it up, looking at the bottle.
"Got another of these?" she asked sweetly.
"I might. Are you old enough?"
"To drink? Maybe not quite. For anything else? Yeah, I am."
"Well, I could get in a lot of trouble giving alcohol to a minor."
"Yeah, you could," she agreed, reaching a hand up to the triangle covering her right breast. She teased her fingers along the edge, slowly working the red material further down her breast. I could see a little sliver of her large dark areola begin to show. "But I could make it worth your while too."
"Yeah? How could you do that?" I asked.
"I could let you see more of me than this shows," she said with a grin, working the cup further to the side, now nearly half of her areola showing with her clearly hard nipple threatening to slip into view.
"Just look?"
"You want to do more than look?"
"With a set of really sexy tits like yours? Who wouldn't?" I answered.
"I suppose I could let you play with them, if you really wanted to."
"You know, I couldn't let you take the beer out of here. You'd have to stay and drink it here."
She looked around. "I don't see any other chairs, so where would I sit?"
"Guess you'd have to share mine."
"I see," she said with a smile. "And you wouldn't mind that, if I sat on your lap or something?"
"I imagine I wouldn't mind that as long as you don't mind if my hands would be busy seeing just how sexy those tits feel."
She grinned at me and walked over to the truck and opened the cooler. She pulled out a bottle and walked back to me. She held the bottle out to me. "Hold this for a second?"
"Sure," I answered as she swung a leg across me. She settled on my lap, wiggling her full round butt on my hard dick through my shorts. She reached behind herself and undid the fastener behind her back, slipping the bikini top off and dropping it on the ground, leaving her in nothing above the waist. She took the bottle back from me and rubbed the bottom edge around her almost black, rock hard nipples, slowly teasing them with the cold water still dripping from it. She teased the smooth cold glass around and around each nipple and areola until her nipples were rock hard and her large dark areola, covering nearly a third of each big soft breast, were puckering and pimpling up from the cold.



"Tell you what," she said in a whisper. "I'll sit here and drink this and if I like what you're doing, I'll drink slow. If I don't, I'll drink fast, but when I get done, I'm going to walk back over there," she said, nodding towards her camp site across the road.
"Sounds fair," I answered, reaching up to her big soft tits. Each breast was well more than my hand could cover. I slowly cupped and massaged the orbs, letting my thumbs stroke across each nipple as she twisted the cap off the bottle and took a slow swig of the amber liquid. She took slow sips of the beer while I massaged and played with her nipples and breasts, squeezing and teasing them. "You know. I can think of something I can do to them that might feel even better."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh."
"So, what is that?"
"Just lean forward a little."
She reached out with her free hand for the chair back behind my head and then arched her back, pushing her tits out and slowly leaning towards me. I used my hand to squeeze her right tit into a slightly pointed cone aiming it at my mouth. She stopped leaning as I opened my mouth and sucked nearly all of her large sexy areola into my mouth. "Ohhhhhhhhh yeah. That is nicer," she moaned as I teased my tongue over and around her nipple. I could see her close her eyes and groan again as I let my lips slide closed so that I had her nipple between them, sucking harder to draw it into my mouth as I teased just the tip of her hard protrusion with my tongue. "Sooo good. But now my other one wants some of that attention," she said, pulling back slightly and pulling her nipple from my mouth. I repeated the attentions to her left breasts and nipple, her hips starting to rock slightly and grind against my hard shaft as I teased and licked her nipple.
Ohhhhhh God," she moaned as I switched back to her right breast again, letting my hand holding her left breast slide around her body and down to her bare ass, the thong type bottom leaving almost all of her full round ass exposed.
I let my hand roam around her butt cheeks for long minutes, my mouth moving from breast to breast as I teased her slowly up the long slope towards an orgasm. As I got braver, I let my fingers work down between her cheeks farther until the tip of my middle finger was stroking across the material covering her pussy lips. Up and down I stroked, her body leaning slightly more towards me as my teasing of her pussy coaxed her even closer to an orgasm. I worked my finger under the material and let it slip between her sopping wet lips, teasing slightly into the entrance to her vaginal depths. Her hips rocked more, grinding her clit against my hard-on, her breathing growing more ragged by the moment.
"You know. I can make that feel better," I whispered.
"Yeah? How's that?"
"Why don't you take that panty off and I'll show you."
"You aren't going to try to fuck me, are you?" she asked in a soft moan.
"Not unless you ask me to," I whispered back.
"How can I trust you?
"I gave you a beer, didn't I?"
"Yeah, but you also said you were going to play with my tits. Your hand isn't exactly on my tits."
"Well, we don't have to if you don't want," I said, pulling my finger from the entrance to her vagina.
"I didn't say I didn't want to," she said quickly, pushing herself upright. She held her nearly empty beer out for me, and I set it on the ground as she climbed off of me. She slipped the bikini bottom down and stepped out of it, leaving her completely naked except for the little slip-on shoes she had.
I reached for my shorts and pushed them down to my thighs, exposing my rock hard cock for her. "Don't want to get my shorts all messed up, hard to do laundry out here."
"Uh huh," she agreed, staring at my hard cock. "God damn that's big."
"Not to worry. You don't have to put it inside you, unless of course you WANT to."
"Yeah. Right," she said as she swung over me again. She settled herself on me, her fat outer lips and the little bit of inner lip protruding, spreading around my engorged head. She settled herself back to aim her tit towards my mouth and I reached around with one hand to stroke up and down the exposed portion of her pussy. She started rocking her hips again, this time sliding her pussy and clit along my shaft several inches before sliding back towards me and rubbing herself across my engorged head. I let my middle finger push into her pussy and start to slide in and out in time with her strokes along my dick.
As her breathing grew more ragged her strokes grew in length until she was sliding her whole pussy nearly off of my cock. Each time she did, I wondered if she was going to let it move up and nestle into the entrance to her vagina. I pulled my finger out and let my lubricated finger tease over her puckered rosebud, drawing a long deep moan from her. She slid forward a little farther, holding herself there, my cock head slowly sliding up between her lips until the tip was nestled where my finger had been moments before. "Oh my God," she moaned as she pushed back, trying to force her pussy around my fat head. "I don't know if it'll fit."
"It will," I whispered, taking the tip of my finger and gently pressing it into the very entrance of her anus.
"OH SHIT!" she cried, her body jerking at the sudden sensation. Her jerk was pushing her back down towards my cock, suddenly jamming me into her about two inches. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she cried into the night as she held herself there, my finger about half an inch into her ass and my cock now stuck into her pussy. She looked down at me and began to rock her hips again, her motion slowly forcing more and more of my dick into her until I could feel my head pushing against her cervix. "Jesus that's big," she moaned as she started to rock, her motions pulling my finger tip from her butt. She lifted herself more upright, pulling her tits from my face and held the chair back behind me for balance. She began to slide long, slow strokes on and off my dick, her tits swinging under her, her rock hard nipples occasionally brushing up and down my chest.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she moaned as she drove the both of us towards climax. On and off my dick she pushed herself, my hips trying to push up towards her as we both neared the inevitable. "Oh God, gonna come. Oh God gonna come," she moaned over and over as her body started to quiver and her pussy started to squeeze and spasm around me. She suddenly froze, her legs and arms trembling as she started to climax on my dick. I reached for her hips and lifted her slightly, so she was standing over me and started to pump my cock up into her climaxing pussy, my own orgasm only moments away.
"AHHHHH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed and jammed up into her. I pulled her hips down onto me, driving my cock fully into her as the first massive gush of cum pumped up into her. Over and over my body jerked and added to the copious load that the girls teasing had primed.
She sat on me for long minutes, sweat running down her body and dripping from her tits as the two of us enjoyed the fading orgasms and worked to catch our breaths again.
"Oh God that felt good," she whispered as my finally softened cock slipped from her pussy. "Now I need a shower though."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. So do you. Wanna share one?"
"We could get in trouble for that."
"It's late, no one else seems to be headed that way. I dare you to. I dare you to come in the ladies shower with me. We can wash each other and who knows... maybe you'll find a way to get that back into me." It didn't take me long to agree. "Good. Let me run over and get a few things. I'll be right back. In the meantime, why don't you get rid of those shorts."
"You don't think I'll need them walking to and from?"
She grinned at me. "I'm going like this. You brave enough to do the same? All you'll need is a towel."
"Okay, come get me when you're ready," I agreed.
She climbed off me, collected her bikini and then walked quickly across the road. I pushed off my shorts and climbed out of the chair. It only took me a few moments to dig my flip-flops from my bag and a towel. I wasn't overly worried about walking there in the dark, I mean, it was full darkness now and the only light between here and there was right at the shower house. As long as there weren't any other women in there, it'd be alright. It wasn't the first time I'd been naked in a public place. One of the women I'd hooked up with in a motel wanted to be fucked in the park and a different one stripped us both in the hotel stairwell to get screwed. If I could do that, I guess I could walk in the dark naked.
I sat in my chair naked, having turned off the lantern and turned on the little light hanging from the top of the tent. No one could really see much with my towel laying on my lap anyway. Naomi walked back over, carrying her towel and what looked like a bottle of soap, wearing absolutely nothing. "Ready?"
"Yeah," I answered, getting up. We walked the couple hundred yards along the curving road towards the shower house, the pool of light the only real light other than the moon filtering through the trees above us. She held my hand and walked as if this were perfectly normal.
"Not used to being naked?"
"Out like this? No. You?"
"Well, some of the bikini's I wear are pretty revealing, especially when wet, so it's not all that much different. Especially in the dark. If it were sunny, I don't think I'd be quite this brave. You ever been out naked like this?"
"I had someone that wanted to be fucked in the park once, that was pretty public, even though it was after dark. And one time I had someone wanna get naked in a hotel stairwell. We did that."
"Had sex there? Ohhhhh that is naughty."
"Not any more than going to shower in the ladies shower house," I chuckled as we stepped into the pool of light. She opened the door, and I could hear a shower running, meaning we weren't going to be alone. "This isn't a good idea," I whispered.
"Come on. She'll be long gone by the time we're done," she whispered back, pulling on my arm to drag me into the shower house. We looked down the line of shower stalls and she pulled me all the way to the end one, past the one that was already in use. She pushed me into the two part stall, the outer part with a bench and the shower part with a sunken floor to contain the water. She hung both our towels on the door and left it standing open. She reached into the shower part and turned on the water and adjusted it before stepping into the sunken floor portion under the spray. She pulled me into the small cubicle and pushed the shower curtain back open after I pulled it closed. "Come on. You're not the bashful type, are you?" she whispered as she opened the bottle of soap and squirted some across her chest and then some on mine. She closed the bottle and tossed it onto the bench before putting her hands on me and starting to rub the soap around. I reciprocated, rubbing the soap around her tits and working it down her stomach until I was rubbing one hand between her legs, teasing her pussy.
"Yeah. Do that," she moaned loudly as I rubbed my middle finger between her lips, stroking her clit while my other teased her soapy nipples. The water stopped spraying apparently being on some kind of timer, but that didn't stop her from wanting my hands to keep working her. "Don't stop," she moaned as she jerked on my cock. "Make me come," she gasped as I curled my finger up into her pussy as she leaned back and lifted one foot to place it on the wall behind me.
I stroked my finger in and out of her pussy as she played with my rock hard dick, rubbing the tip of my head around her hairless mound, but not quite low enough to get to her pussy. "Shit. Gonna come!" she squeaked loudly, the only sound in the shower house now. Her legs trembled, and I could feel her pussy clenching around my finger as she climaxed in front of me. She stood on one leg for almost a minute before she turned the water on again and rinsed herself off. She turned me around, facing the back wall and the shower head and stood behind me. I waited for her to wrap her arms around me and rinse me off, but she didn't. I looked over my shoulder just in time to see her darting out of the shower stall, taking both towels and her soap bottle with her.
"Shit," I swore quietly, quickly rinsing myself off. I stepped out of the shower stall, realizing I had nothing at all to cover myself with, not even my towel. I stepped out of the changing room portion into the aisle that led past all the stalls just as one of the other stalls opened. A middle-aged woman stepped out with a towel wrapped around her body. She froze, the shower stall door held open, blocking the aisle so I couldn't get past as I stood dripping with my hard dick sticking out at her. She stared at me for long seconds before her eyes traveled down to my hard-on sticking out lewdly at her. She stood for even longer seconds, staring at me, before she looked up at me and grinned.
"Ladies room? That's brave," she said, not making any move to close the door so I could get past.
"It was a friendly bet," I answered lamely.
"Did you win or lose?"
"Somehow I think I lost."
"Sounded like your friend didn't," she said with a knowing grin.
"Um... yeah, she didn't."
"I could loan you my towel."
"That would be great," I answered.
"Come and take it off of me, if you want it."
"Ummm. You're sure?"
"Oh yeah," she said, stepping a little closer to me, but still holding the door so it blocked the path past her.
I stepped closer to her and gently pulled the towel where it was wrapped around her breasts. As I pulled it, it unwound from around her, leaving her naked. She had big soft, droopy tits and a considerable sized bush of graying curls on her mound, but otherwise a surprisingly trim body for an older woman, well, at least older than me.
"Oh darn. Now I don't have anything to wear," she said, stepping towards me, her hand leaving the door but now her whole body blocking my path. "But I'm willing to let you borrow it, for a price."
"A price?"
She grinned. "Listening to you and your friend was pretty stimulating. Let's just say that if I'm going to get that satisfied, it'd have to be here. You interested in cooling the fire you started?"
"You want to have sex with me?"
"Maybe," she said, pressing both hands to my chest and gently pushing me back towards the shower stall I'd come out of. She gently pushed me back into it and didn't stop until I was in the shower portion. She turned around and pulled the bench out from the wall and bent over it, pushing her ass out at me. She wiggled her ass side to side expectantly, pushing back until her ass cheeks rubbed against my hard on. "So why don't you see what you can do with that."
I had to admit that I was pretty turned on the way Naomi had left me hanging, so who was I to argue. I grabbed my dick and rubbed my engorged head up and down her surprisingly wet slit, her copious inner lips spreading around me as I settled my head into the entrance to her vagina. I slowly pushed my head into her, letting her body expand around me.
"Oh damn," she moaned softly. "Just so you know...I've never done anything like this before."
"What, had sex with a strange man?"
"Had sex with any man other than my husband," she moaned as I stroked into her in short little strokes, working more of my dick into her as her juices lubricated my shaft.
"Well, I hope it won't be a disappointment," I said softly as I started stroking into her. I slid almost all the way out and then thrust back in, jamming my cock all the way in until my thighs slapped her bare ass. I reached down past her body and cupped both her tits, capturing them from swinging. I alternately pinched and twisted both nipples and squeezed her big soft tits, while I pounded my cock in and out of her.
"Oh damn," she moaned over and over as I plunged into her, the feeling of my growing need racing towards climax. "Oh damn. I think...oh shit. I'm coooooommmmmmmiiiiiiing," she squeaked loudly as her body shuddered and then stiffened, the only indication of her orgasm was the stiffness of her body and the squeezing of her vaginal walls around me. It was only half a dozen more strokes before I began to empty into her, my body jamming my shaft fully into her and spurting a gush of cum deep in her pussy. The two of us stood there, panting, feeling my cock jerking and twitching deep inside her for almost a full minute before she pulled herself off my shaft. She stood up and turned around to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me to her. She pressed her lips to mine in a long wet kiss. "Thank you," she whispered before letting go of me. She stepped back and walked out of the little room. I followed a moment later, pulling the dropped towel from the floor and wrapping it around my waist. She'd stepped into the cubicle she was in previously and stood, with the door still open blocking the aisle, pulling on a pair of underwear.
"So, you had something else to wear."
"Guilty. I was actually standing here, fingering myself when I heard her go by. I guessed she left you hanging. I didn't know you didn't have anything to wear. I was just taking a chance at catching you before you left. I'm glad you didn't," she said as she pulled a thin nightshirt over her head, the hem falling down well past her butt. She stepped towards me again and reached up to wrap her arms around me. She pressed her tits to my chest and then her lips to mine. "I may need to come back and shower again in the morning," she whispered. "If you happen to still be around, maybe you could help me wash my hair?"
I chuckled. "We'll see," I whispered back before gently pushing her hips back to disengage us. She nodded and stepped far enough out to close the door after she picked up her little shower caddy. The two of us walked out of the shower house together and down the road. We stopped at my campsite, and she tugged the towel off of me. She tossed it over her shoulder to free her hand, which reached down to find my dick and stroke it.
"I wish I had time to throw you on the ground and ride you," she whispered as she stepped closer to me, pressing her shirt covered tits against my bare chest.
"Still horny?" I asked softly as I slipped my arms around her, reaching down with my hands to squeeze her butt.
"Surprisingly, yes," she answered a little breathlessly.
I grinned and used my fingers to bunch up her night shirt until I had my hands on her panties. I slipped my hands up enough to get my fingers into them and then pushed them down, forcing the material down over her butt. She let me kneel in front of her, my hands dragging her underwear down her legs as I did. I knelt in front of her and coaxed her to lift her right foot, pulling the panties off over it and then the left. Before she could set her left foot back down, I pulled it to hook over my shoulder. I pushed the hem of the shirt up enough to expose her curl covered mound and then leaned my face towards her, gently kissing her thigh and then her pussy lips. I used my fingers to tease her lips apart and then licked slowly up her slit to her now exposed clit.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck." She shivered as my tongue teased her clit, flicking over and around her hard nub. We stood there for long minutes, my tongue dipping between her lips as far back as I could reach before sliding up to her clit again. I shifted one hand under her butt to help hold her up, allowing two fingers to stick slightly into her exposed tunnel. I pulled away and looked up at her, her hands still holding onto my head and stroking my short hair. I unhooked her leg from my shoulder, a look of disappointment crossing her face in the tree filtered moonlight. I grabbed the towel from the ground where it had fallen and stood up. It only took me a moment to pull her the few feet to the tailgate of the truck. I put the towel on it and then pulled her to the tailgate. I pushed the night shirt up, letting her lift her arms for me to pull it all the way off before I pushed her back against the tailgate.



She leaned back, propping herself up with her elbows as I lifted her legs, her ass half hanging off the edge of the gate. I stepped between her legs and let go of one leg to grab my again hard dick. "This what you want?" I whispered in the dark as I rubbed my head up and down her slit.
"Ohhhhh yessss," she hissed softly, closing her eyes as I pressed my head between her lips and into her vagina. "Ohhhhh God yessss," she moaned as I pressed deeper. I started to push in and out, my short strokes lengthening as her juices lubricated me. In and out I stroked my cock as I moved my hand around her thigh, trapping her leg between my arm and my chest. I held her leg high in the air as I pumped in and out of her, my fingers now stroking her lips around her excited clit. I pressed my thumb between her lips to rub little circles on her clit, her soft delicate pussy lips closing around my thumb as she panted for breath. Her orgasm raced towards climax as my fat head stroked and caressed her tender vaginal walls and my thumb continued to tease her hard excited clit. I slid my left hand up her body to capture one of her wildly rolling tits, squeezing it and pinching her hard nipple gently between my thumb and finger. I twisted her nipple as I continued to assault her pussy, driving harder into her as her orgasm started to approach its pinnacle.
"Oh shit!" she squeaked loudly as her whole body seemed to dissolve in shudders and trembles. I continued stroking into her, trying to drive her climax as high and as long as I could. My thrusting cock pushed and teased her climax for nearly a full minute before she reached down and pressed her fingers against my stomach to stop my strokes. "Oh my God. Enough," she moaned softly. "Ohhhh Lord what an orgasm."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I answered, letting her leg down. I helped her sit up, my hard cock still in her pussy as she pulled herself towards me. "I better go. Gary is going to get worried about me."
"I understand," I whispered as I picked up her nightshirt and helped her put it back on. She held herself tight to me, her legs wrapped around mine, holding my still hard cock inside her as long as possible. With a soft sigh she let her legs loose of mine and I stepped back, pulling from inside her.
"God, I hate to leave a cock like that," she said with a grin. "But I guess I'll just have to find a way to get Gary to fuck me like this."
"Try taking him to the women's showers. Being naughty is a huge turn on for most guys. If he happens to see another naked woman at the same time, just think what that might do for you two."
"He might just like that," she giggled. "Wonder if I can find a way to let him see someone without him knowing I know? I bet I could get Betty to flash him."
"Now you're thinking naughty," I chuckled as I helped her off the tailgate. She collected her towel and panties and then leaned to me to kiss me before walking silently off into the night.
I watched her walk off into the night before heading to my tent. I unzipped the door and then bent to close it back again. With all the windows still open, I crawled onto the big queen-sized air mattress that took up most of the tent. "HOLY SHIT!" I cried in surprise when I touched something on the bed I wasn't expecting. I jumped up and frantically felt around for the little LED light that hung from the ceiling hook. I turned it on and saw the brunette from the camper across the way laying on my air mattress, completely naked, covering her eyes from the light. "What the hell?" I asked with a bit quieter voice as my pounding heart slowly put itself back in my chest.
"Hi," she said, moving one hand from her eyes with a nervous wave.
"What the hell are you doing here? And what the hell are you doing naked in my tent?"
"I...Um....I'm..."
"Come on. Get up and go back home," I said, reaching a hand out towards her. "I'm ready for some sleep."
"I can't," she said quietly. "I'm locked out."
"Well...Get dressed or something."
"Can't do that either. I don't have any clothes."
"No clothes?" I asked, looking around and realizing that my duffel bag and all the sheets and blankets were missing as well. "Shit! Whose hairbrained idea was this? Those two sisters?" I asked angrily. She made a face that left me to believe I was right. "And Naomi? She was supposed to keep me busy while they did this?"
"Sorta. But it wasn't her idea. They said if she didn't, they'd tell her mom that she'd been drinking with you."
"And that's a horrible thing? Drinking with me? Not having sex with a strange man?"
"It is if you come from a teetotalling family. Don't even get started on how they feel about her having sex."
"Jesus," I swore quietly.
"Oh yeah. Definitely."
"No. I mean... never mind. So why you? I guess I'm supposed to have sex with you?"
"Let's just say that...well...I haven't been with a lot of guys."
"So?"
"So, I haven't been with a lot of guys, like at all."
"So?"
"So, Linda and Shelly are determined to get me laid on this trip," she answered.
"And I'm their current target?"
"Well, you have to admit, you did respond to the teases."
"Which you started."
"Yeah, I did. I didn't honestly think you'd pay any attention, let alone stand out there with your dick like that."
"Yeah, well, I'm a sucker for big tits," I answered. "Now what?"
"Well, we can go to sleep and just pretend we did it. Then I can go back tomorrow morning and get back in."
"And get my clothes back?"
"And get your clothes back," she nodded. I shook my head and turned the light out before climbing carefully into bed with her.
"You don't mind if I snuggle up to you a little bit, do you? I feel kind of... ummmmm... exposed laying here naked like this."
"Yeah," I answered quietly. I felt her move on the mattress and then her hand find my arm. She lifted it and rolled herself against me, one leg laying on my left leg and my arm now around her body with her head resting on my shoulder. I could feel her soft breasts pressing against my side, her nipple rubbing against me with each breath she took.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"So you're a virgin and they want me to..."
"Pop my cherry as they put it. Yeah," she answered.
"So why?"
"I guess they just think I shouldn't be a virgin anymore."
"What about you?"
"Well. I tried a few times, but I was too nervous."
"Tried a couple times?"
"Well, tried to do things with guys a few times."
"Like?"
"I was a bridesmaid at a friend's wedding. The groomsman I was with was pretty hunky. We snuck off to play and I sucked him for a while and then he took off my panties and when he was trying to put it in, I guess I had him too excited, and he came all over me before he could get it in."
"That wasn't your fault. It was his," I answered quietly. "When else?"
"Well, a few months ago they took me to a bar. They figured getting me a little tipsy would help. It didn't. Linda coaxed a guy to take us into a backroom, but instead of fucking me he fucked Linda."
"Some friend," I said with a little shake of my head. "She's the one that stripped earlier?"
"Yeah. She doesn't mind being seen. I mean she's done the naked run and nude beaches and things like that. I don't know how many times she's gotten fucked in public. I think she really gets into that. Thinks everyone else is too I guess."
"But you're not."
"I'm not always so keen on how I look. I'm not nearly as skinny as they are."
"Why do you have to be?"
"Dunno. No one wants to have sex with a fat fuck."
"Well, just between you and me, you aren't fat. In fact, I find your body proportions to be a whole lot more attractive than Linda."
"Is that why you were fucking her? The woman out there?"
"You saw that?"
"I was watching. Looked like she really liked it," she whispered.
"Yeah she did, I guess. Hope it doesn't cause problems though."
"Problems?"
"She's married. Dunno what her husband will think. I'm just hoping that she doesn't say what and who until I'm long gone."
"Does that happen often? Women wanting it and then talking about you?"
I chuckled. "I don't know for sure. I'm on the road so much that the only women I really have sex with are on the road, and I try to only pick women who aren't traveling with their husbands."
"But this time you did?"
I chuckled again. "NO. She picked me after Naomi left me stranded naked in the ladies showers. At the time it seemed like the thing to do."
"To have sex with her?"
"She was kind of insistent. I guess she was listening to Naomi and I screwing a few stalls down."
"So, you don't care who you have sex with? What about your girlfriend?"
"I don't have one. I have an ex-wife that took me to the cleaners after fucking another guy for three years when I was out of town. She left me for him and took a shit ton of my money with her."
"That sucks."
"Yeah, it did. So I don't particularly feel bad if some woman wants to get pounded while she's on a trip. At least that way she's not going off and having a fling with someone local. No chance that any of them are ever going to see me again and they can get those wild oats out of their systems safely. Or at least more safely for their relationship than if they start banging someone local."
She giggled slightly. "You sound like you're providing a service to them."
I laughed as well. "Yeah, kind of does. But hell, it's just sex. I mean if the woman I loved could toss away ten years of our relationship because she wanted more sex, what's the point in being in love, right?"
"Sounds kind of cynical."
"Sounds kind of realistic to me," I answered.
"So, you don't ever have feelings for the women you make love to?"
"Honey, I don't make love to them. I have sex with them. I rut with some of them if that's what they want. I'm their wild fling when they're tired of being stuck with one man who doesn't give them the sexual adventure they really want or need. There's no love there. It's just them using me and me using them."
"But I watched you today. With Naomi and with that woman. You were...tender and you seemed to really care about how it felt for them. Not like a lot of guys I've seen. Hell, sometimes it seems like all they want is to get off and get out... or at least that's what Linda tells me."
"She's right. A lot of guys are like that. Me, I've found that if you can concentrate on the woman and make it as good as you can for her, then she'll return the favor. If it means I take a little longer to get off, that's fine. I enjoy doing it, so doing it longer is easy."
"Do you want to do it with me?" she asked in a whisper.
I looked down at her body in the near total darkness, only the light of the moon filtering through the trees and windows lighting her creamy white skin. "Do you want me to?"
"Sorta, but I'm scared at the same time."
"Scared?"
"What if I don't do it good enough, or if you're too big to fit in me?"
I chuckled. "I wouldn't worry about that. I'm sure you'd be just fine doing it with any guy."
"Maybe, but what about you?"
"You really want me to do it with you?"
"I'm pretty turned on after watching you screwing her, and we are naked," she said as I felt her hand grasp my half hard cock. "I mean, I know I'm not very pretty, and way too fat, but I'm not that bad, am I?"
I sighed softly before answering. "You are NOT too fat, and I think you are quite pretty," I whispered. "And you have a great set of tits," I added as I reached my free hand across my body to stroke a finger back and forth across the exposed portion of her left breast. We lay there, my finger teasing her breast and her hand gently stroking my slowly hardening dick.
"It's getting so big," she whispered.
"So far it's always fit," I whispered back. I pulled my hand from her breast and rolled her onto her back. I shifted myself on the mattress, letting her hand pull from my dick as I leaned over her. I gently kissed her neck, a soft wet gentle kiss that made her shiver slightly. I kissed my way down to her left breast, pressing my body against hers as I slowly worked, inch by inch, down to her left breast. I kissed a slow circle around her breast, working closer and closer to her nipple with each soft wet kiss.
"Ohhhhhhh," she whispered as I closed my lips gently around her hard nipple. I teased my tongue across the tip of the hard nub, causing her to arch her back and push her chest towards me. "Ohhhhh goodness," she whispered softly as I suctioned her nipple deeper into my mouth. I closed my lips around her nipple and pulled my head up, holding the sensitive bud in my lips while stretching her soft breast slightly. With a soft slurp, I let it slide out and snap back in place, getting another soft moan from her.
I kissed my way to her other breast, licking around and over her sexy areola and nipple before sucking it into my mouth, as I had the other. I teased her nipple for long seconds before releasing it and starting to kiss my way back between her breasts. I lifted my head and kissed both nipples once again, in turn, before moving my head down to her stomach. I kissed her stomach and then lower, each kiss growing closer and closer to her mound and pussy. I kissed around the untrimmed mat of dark brown curls, working my way to her thighs. I used my chin to push on her right thigh, coaxing her to spread her legs which she did. I softly kissed her thigh, down between her legs, before starting to kiss my way closer to her pussy. I could hear her moan and pant as I grew closer and closer to her pussy. As I kissed, I slid my way down the mattress until I was now laying between her spread legs, smelling the scent of her arousal. I softly kissed the inner labia protruding from between her fat round outer lips, and then gently pressed my tongue between them, down low, near the entrance to her vaginal depths.
"Oh God," she whispered as I slowly stroked my tongue up her slit, teasing her lips apart until I could flick across her hard little clit. "AHHHH!" she gasped as I flicked my tongue back and forth across the hard little nub. "Ohhhhhhhh," she moaned as I licked again, teasing her pussy and then her clit. "Oh my God," she moaned softly as I worked up and down her slit with my tongue, exciting her body more with each lick. Finally, I pulled my face from between her legs and kissed my way up her body again, slow, soft, wet kisses that inched up her body one long second after another. Her attention was fully on my lips and tongue as I kissed between her breasts and started towards one of her nipples. "Oh my," she gasped as she realized just exactly what I was doing down lower, my engorged head now pressing against her sopping wet pussy.
She spread her legs further apart and reached her hands to my back, trying to pull me towards her. I used my hips to push my dick towards her, forcing her lips apart and coaxing my head to enter into her while I also sucked one of her nipples in to my mouth. "Ohhhhhh God," she moaned as I pushed my head into her, her body finally expanding and allowing me to enter. I moved slowly, deliberately, pulling back a little and then pushing forward a little. Each stroke allowed a little more of my shaft to penetrate her, and her body to expand around my fatness. She pulled her legs back instinctively, bending her knees and pushing them apart to allow my body full access to her depths. Slowly my cock worked deeper into her until I could feel my fat head press against the end of her vagina and her cervix. I changed my motion, slowly pulling myself out in a long stroke before slowly pushing in again, only my fat head still inside her at the end of my stroke.
She moaned in pleasure as I slowly increased my pace. I held myself over her, looking down at her sexy tits rolling on her body with each impact of my head into her. In and out I thrust, rhythmically stroking as much of me into her as her body could accept. I continually changed my angle ever so slightly, matching my strokes to her body as she began to rock her hips with my strokes. I made sure my shaft stroked against her clit for as much of my stroke as possible, but it also had the effect of driving the bottom of my head harder against her tunnel walls, making my own body race towards climax.
"Oh God. I'm gonna come," she moaned as her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhhhhhhhh! OHHHHHH!" she cried loudly as her body started to shudder and jerk. I felt her pussy clamping around me and plunged myself harder into her, driving myself to come in only a few more strokes.
"UHHHHHH!" I grunted as my body jerked, jamming into her depths and pumping a gush of cum into her. Given how many times I'd already come today I was surprised there was anything left, but there was, and I gave her every drop as I held myself over her, panting and dripping sweat.
"Oh my God," she moaned under me as she lowered her legs to the mattress and lay panting for breath. "Ohhh God, does it always feel that good?"
"It can," I whispered, laying on her and then worming an arm under her back. I rolled us over, pulling her on top of me without pulling my softening dick from her. I felt her weight on me, her hard nipples pressing into my chest as we both panted for breath. She lay her head on my shoulder as I held her, my softening dick slipping from her as she lay quietly on me. At some point she fell asleep on me and I rolled us over onto our sides. She stirred, made a soft cooing sound and then snuggled herself against my body again before settling into that soft rhythmic breathing of sleep again.
The sun filtered down through the leaves and into the open tent windows, slowly pulling me from my sleep. I didn't usually sleep this late, but I was comfortable, Tina and I laying spooned together. I felt the weight of her breast in my hand as I cupped it, her hand over mine, holding mine against her bare skin. Anyone walking by could easily see into the tent and the two of us on the air mattress, but there wasn't a hell of a lot I could do about that. I didn't even have a sheet to cover us with. Tina stirred against me as I was contemplating what to do, her hand squeezing mine to squeeze her breast. "Mmmmmmmm," she sighed softly. "I could get used to this," she whispered.
"It is a nice way to wake up," I answered her softly, lifting my head to kiss the back of her ear.
"Are you hard?" she whispered back.
"Uh huh."
"Do you always wake up that way?"
"Only when I have a sexy woman in my arms," I whispered.
"Can we do it again? Like this I mean?"
"If you want."
"Uh huh," she whispered back.
"All the windows are open. Anyone could see."
"Right now, I don't care," she whispered.
I kissed her ear again and then pulled my body from hers slightly. I wormed my hand between us and shifted my mostly hard dick up and pressed my head between her lips. She arched her back a little to help me with the angle and then I slid slowly into her surprisingly wet pussy.
"Someone's already turned on."
"Someone's been thinking about you doing this to me every time I woke up in the night," she whispered breathlessly. "Ohhhhhhhh damn you feel so good sliding in me." I chuckled and rocked my hips slowly, working my shaft in and out of her very slowly. I wasn't in any rush, and I doubted she was either. In and out my dick slid, feeling the soft caress of her vaginal walls with each long slow deliberate stroke. "Mmmmmmm sooooo damn good," she moaned starting to squeeze my hand in time with my slow strokes. I took the hint and squeezed her tit gently each time I thrust into her, her body pushing back in time with me. In and out I moved my cock, my morning woody turning into a full blown growing morning orgasm. The two of us panted as our pace quickened, my cock sliding more forcefully into her and her bare ass slapping lightly against my body. In and out I pushed, her soft gentle moans growing louder with each passing minute.



"Oh damn. I'm gonna come," she moaned loudly. "Make me come around you. Make me come like you did last night!" I wiggled my hand from under hers, abandoning her breast, sliding my hand down to her leg. I coaxed her to lift her leg and rest it on mine, the position spreading her legs slightly. I slipped my hand between her thighs and let my fingers stroke up her pussy from where my cock was sliding in and out of her to her now excited clit. I let my finger rest on it, gently moving it in small circles, getting even louder moans and gasps from her. "Oh god. I'm coming!" she said in a squeaky voice as her leg started to tremble. I shifted slightly, pumping my cock harder into her, driving deep into her as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me, almost as if it were trying to draw me deeper. I could feel my own climax growing closer, the sounds of her orgasm pushing my own ever closer. "Come for me. I wanna feel you coming in me," she moaned. "Ohhhhh God you are soooo fucking big! Come for me. Come for me baby!" she moaned moments before my body jerked.
I pulled my hand from between her legs and back up to her chest, pulling her tightly to me while I grasped her tit again, my cock jerking and pumping shot after shot of cum into her pussy.
"That's it baby. That's what I wanted to feel. God you make me feel so good."
"Glad I do," I answered breathlessly as I held her, trying to catch my breath.
I heard the tent zipper unzip. I twisted around enough to see a blonde head tossing something into the tent and then disappear again. I pulled from Tina and looked at the floor, my sheets and duffel laying in the tent along with what looked like a night shirt. "This must be for you," I said, reaching for the shirt and handing it Tina.
"Yeah. I think so," she said, rolling over on the bed to look at me. "I wish I wasn't so fat."
"Like I said last night, you aren't fat."
"Well, not skinny either," she said as I watched either Linda or Shelly walk from the camper onto the road towards the showers.
"Hey, you wanna get her back?"
"Who?"
"Linda."
"Okay. How do we do that?"
"She just went to the showers. Steal her clothes and lock her out of the camper for a while. Tell them not to let her in until I say so."
"She might like that."
"Maybe. We'll see."
"Still a good idea though," she said as she got up and pulled the shirt on. She looked around the floor and found her shoes and then slipped out of the tent, walking quickly towards the shower house. About five minutes later she came back with her arms full of a towel and some clothes.
I pulled on some shorts and sat in my chair while Tina tossed Linda's clothes into my tent and then brought a chair over to my site. We sat and waited. A guy was walking down the road towards the bathrooms. "Hey, buddy."
"Yeah?"
"Got a minute."
"Maybe, what's up?"
"In a couple minutes a young lady is going to come walking back from the showers completely naked. She's getting payback for playing a trick on them last night. They're locking her out of the camper until she makes herself climax in front of anyone out here. So, if you want to watch..."
He grinned. "Yeah, I'll watch," he said, sitting on the tailgate of my truck. Sure enough, about five minutes later a very wet, clearly pissed off Linda came tromping back from the showers.
"Shelly! I'm gonna nail you for this!" she practically shouted as she walked into camp.
"Might not want to shout too loud. As I heard it, they wouldn't let you back in until you stood there and made yourself come for me."
"What?"
"You were the one that wanted to play show and tell. Well, Tina and I had a nice night, now it's your turn."
"Wait, why would they do..."
"They didn't. I did. I didn't like being made a fool of last night. Nice game by the way, leaving me naked in the showers like that. By the way, the woman that was in there with me, she had fun too. Now it's your turn to show us something."
"They're really not going to let me in until I do?"
"That's what I said."
"Oh shit."
"What was it you said? You didn't mind being naked? Well, here's your chance to really show it off. Give us a nice look at your pussy while you make yourself come," I called to her.
"That the way you want it?"
"It seems fair," I answered.
She walked to one of the camp chairs and picked it up, carrying it over to our campsite. She set it down near the fire pit, facing me. She sat down and spread her legs, hooking them over the arms of the oversized bag chair. Her pussy was shaved completely bare, only a small amount of dark grayish inner lip protruding from her otherwise well-tanned pussy. "You like the view?" she asked as she reached between her legs and stroked her pussy lips.
"Very nice. You tan naked outside or in a bed?"
"Wouldn't you like to know," she said with a grin as she let her pointer finger slip between her lips and draw slowly up her slit.
"I can guess, but I'd like to think it was outside," I answered.
"Sometimes it is," she said as she closed her eyes. "In fact, I'm going to sit here and think about just that. Laying out in the yard, all naked and covered in oil. I have a neighbor that likes to look. He's kind of cute. I wouldn't mind if he walked over some time and played with me. Touched my tits," she whispered as she lifted a hand to her breast and gently pinched and twisted one nipple. "And reached down to play with my pussy. I can almost feel his fingers teasing up and down my slit, working between them to reach my clit," she said before sliding her finger across her own clit and drawing a quick breath. "Yeah, I can imagine him doing that while I undo his pants and pull out his hard-on. I don't think he's as big as you are, but I bet he'd fill me up really well," she half moaned, her eyes closed and two of her fingers pushing into her vagina. "Ohhhhhh yeah. I can just see him moving between my legs and pushing it right into me."
I could tell she was getting damn turned on, but I also noticed out of the corner of my eye, Tina, her legs spread apart, and the hem of her shirt pulled up enough to let her stroke her own pussy while Linda described her neighbor doing her.
"Oh yeah. I bet he'd love to push in and out of me. His wife is kinda cute, but she's a tight ass bitch, so I bet he wouldn't mind at all feeding that cock into me. Sliding it in and out, feeling my hot wet pussy around his cock. Oh yeah. That's it Carl. Put it in. Just push it right into me," she moaned.
Tina got up quietly and stepped over to me, pulling the front of my shorts down and then pulling my rock hard cock up to point at the air. She shifted over my dick and rubbed my head between her lips and then slowly sat down on me as Linda pictured her neighbor fucking her.
"Yeah. In and out Carl. Fuck my hot little cunt. You know you want to. You watch me so often, peeking over the fence to watch me. Come on in and touch me. Play with my pussy and shove your cock in me."
"Uhhhhh," Tina groaned as she settled down on my shaft, her eyes closed as she let me penetrate deep into her, too turned on to complain about our guest watching. Well, he wasn't watching her much anyway. He was much more interested in watching Linda. So interested in fact that he was standing up, his dick pulled out of his shorts, stroking it and moving closer to her naked body inch by inch.
"That's it Carl. Fuck me. Fuck my hot little cunt. Show that bitch of a wife of yours what a man can do to a pussy!" she moaned as she plunged two fingers in and out of her own pussy frantically. I could hear her fingers squishing in and out of herself as she drove them in hard, pretending it was her neighbor fucking her. "OH SHIT!" she squealed loudly as she arched her back and pulled her fingers from her pussy. She pulled on her lips with both hands, spreading them wide as she spurted a gush of juice out into the air between us. Our guest, whose name I didn't even know, stood there, staring for a fraction of a second before his own cock spurted the first gush of cum out at Linda.
The two of them spurted several times, her cum landing in the dirt between us and his landing all over her shuddering spasming body.
"Oh fuck. Sorry about that," he mumbled before tucking his still hard dick into his pants and walking quickly out of camp towards the showers.
"Jesus! Did he just come all over me?" she asked, looking down at the cum splattered on her chest and stomach and then back at his now retreating back.
"Who fucking cares?" Tina mumbled as she bounced on me, reaching for her shirt and pulling it up and off, leaving her naked again. She reached for my hands and pulled them up to her wildly bouncing tits. "God, make me come again," she moaned softly.
"Jesus," she groused again as she stood up and walked towards her camp wiping his cum off her as best as she could. "Now I need another fucking shower."
I grinned and squeezed her tits, using the finger and thumb of each hand to squeeze and twist her hard nipples while she slid her hot pussy up and down my shaft. It seemed like the floodgates were open and she couldn't get enough of it, as she bounced on me, completely oblivious to the older couple walking down the gravel road towards the shower house.
"Tell me that doesn't turn you on," I heard the woman say, drawing my attention to them. It only took a few moments before I realized it was the woman from last night, and presumably her husband. I hoped there wouldn't be any trouble which distracted me considerably from the sexy pussy riding my cock.
"So they're naked," he answered.
"And that bulge in your shorts is what? A tennis ball you forgot to leave at the camper?"
"I didn't say seeing her naked wasn't fun to look at."
"I'd do that to you."
"What?"
"Strip and fuck you like that, if you'd let me."
"Why would I wanna see you strip where anyone could see you?"
"What? You don't think my body is good looking enough for that?"
"I didn't say that, but who wants to look at an old woman's body?"
"The hell you say!" she said, stopping in the middle of the road. "You wanna try that again?"
I was glad that Tina was about to push over the edge and climax on me, because I had a hunch the argument in the driveway was about to become a serious distraction.
"Just that no one wants to see old people's bodies," he said again, digging the hole even deeper.
"Really? You're sure you wanna stay with that? Not something like, damn you're a sexy woman and I wouldn't mind seeing you naked anywhere you want to strip?"
"I'm just sayin'," he answered, starting to pull the dirt in on top of him as he stood in the bottom of the hole he just dug for himself.
"Maybe we should just see about that," I heard her say just as Tina started to climax on me, her pussy squeezing and spasming around my shaft as her legs trembled.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck yeeesssssss!" she moaned loudly as she sat on me, no longer bouncing, but just enjoying the orgasm washing over her.
Looking past Tina, I could see the woman in the road starting to pull her shirt up and off. In a few moments it hit the gravel and she bent to push her shorts down her body, dragging her underwear with them. She bent, her ass sticking out at me, showing me her pussy as she worked her clothes over her shoes. She stood there for a few seconds, waiting for a response from her husband, who did nothing but stare. "Alright then," she said turning and walking towards me. "How about you? Interested in playing with an old woman's body?" she asked, giving me a little grin and wink. "My husband doesn't think my body is sexy enough to be naked in public. What do you think?"
Tina looked around, her fading orgasm letting some of that bashfulness slip back out again. She pushed off of me and crossed her arms over her tits before running to the camper across the road, running right past the guy in the road.
"Well now. This IS interesting, isn't it?" the woman asked, stepping towards me. She reached out for my pussy juice covered cock and wrapped her hand around it as much as she could and began to stroke it. "Does this old body look sexy to you? Sexy enough to fuck?"
"With your husband standing right there?" I asked with raised eyebrows.
"I didn't say I was going to fuck you, I asked if you thought my body was sexy enough to fuck? If I sat right there on that tailgate and spread my legs, would you wanna fuck me?"
I chuckled, understanding what she was doing. "Well, you're already naked, so if you walk over there and sit down, if your husband doesn't come fuck you, I'd be happy to."
She winked at me again and let go of my dick. She turned and walked over to the tailgate and sat on the edge, leaning back and lifting her legs much the way I had her the night before. "You mean like this?"
I got up from my chair and stepped over the few feet to the truck and stood between her legs. I let my shaft press against her pussy lips and reached up her body to her tits, grabbing both of them and squeezing them. "Something like that," I agreed as I let her grind her pussy against my dick.
"How about it Gary? You wanna come fill my pussy or should I let this hot stud take care of it. It's not every day you're gonna find me naked on the tailgate of a truck. Better not miss the chance."
"Right there, in public like this?"
"This guy doesn't seem to be bothered," she said, reaching down for my cock and pushing me back so she could rub my head up and down her slit, spreading her lips with it. "Mmmmmmmm. Such a nice hard cock. Is yours hard yet Gary? Or should I let him push this right into me?"
"You wouldn't," he responded.
"Gary, you have ten seconds to get over here and fuck me or so help me, I will!"
"You wouldn't," he repeated.
I could see the look on her face, one of determination. She pulled on my cock, coaxing me to push into her a little bit, my head spreading her as my head started to slide in. I could tell by the way she was holding me she didn't want me to slide all the way in, just a little bit, just enough to tease her husband into action. "Ohhhhh fuck he feels so big. You sure you don't want to come over here and fill me? It's not every day I'm going to offer something like this. You better take advantage while you can."
"In public like this?" he asked again, still not moving.
"Honey, I'm horny as hell at the moment. I have a fat cock already starting to inch into me. I swear to God, if you don't come over here and fuck me, I'm going to let him put it all the way in." He didn't move from the road and she pulled on my cock a little more, inching a little more of me into her. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. You sure you wanna let him do this and not you? If I'm not worried about being naked, why the hell should you be?"
He finally moved off the road and walked towards us. I pulled from her as she gave me a smile and a wink. I quickly moved out of the way as he unzipped his pants and fished out his cock.
"Drop your pants honey. I don't wanna get bit by a damn zipper. If I can be naked you can sure as hell drop your pants."
"Uh. Okay," he mumbled, undoing his pants and letting them fall.
"Oh yeah. That's what I want lover. Fuck me. Fuck me hard," she moaned as he sunk himself into her.
I shook my head, pulled my shorts back up from my thighs and went to my tent. I grabbed a towel and my shower and shave stuff. I walked to the middle of the road and picked up her clothes and tossed them into my chair before starting the walk to the showers, which I seemed to need again after the aborted one last night.
"Hey!" I heard Linda call as I was starting down the road. I paused a second and turned around to find her almost running from the camper with a towel around herself. "You going to the showers?"
"I am," I answered, not particularly sure I wanted anything to do with her after how she treated her friend. "But after last night..."
"Oh. I'm not Linda. I'm Shelly," she said quickly.
"Oh," I answered non-committally as I turned and started to walk again.
"Um. Would you like some company?" she asked sounding hopeful.
"Why? Didn't you have enough fun at my expense last night?"
"That was Linda. She can go a bit overboard," Shelly answered.
"Didn't exactly answer my question."
She took a deep breath and sighed. "Okay. Maybe we were a little hard on Tina, but damn she enjoyed it, didn't she? I mean she said she wanted to get screwed, and well....she sure as hell did. That's all she can talk about now, is how good it felt. I was just wondering..."
"If I'd fuck you?"
I looked over and saw her blushing a little. "Something like that."
I paused in the road and looked at her. I reached for the towel around her body and pulled it, pulling it off and leaving her naked. "It'll be on my terms."
"Okay."
"Men's showers."
"Okay," she said a little hesitantly.
"And you don't get to wear anything, at all, until we're back at camp."
She stood for a second thinking about it. I shrugged and turned to start to walk away, still holding her towel. "Okay," she said quickly, almost running the three steps to catch up. "Nothing to wear until we get back. But you have to promise to fuck me."
"Trust me, I will," I answered her as I continued to walk. She walked next to me, stark naked, not that there were all that many people to notice. The men's showers were empty when we got there, so there wasn't anyone else to see us. I walked to the counter with the sinks and slapped the counter. "Put your ass up here. Ever shaved a man?"
"His beard? No," she answered as she hoisted herself up on the counter.
"You will now," I said as I set my kit bag on the counter and started to pull out my shaving stuff. "Your first task is to get me hard," I said as I stepped between her legs.
"I can do that," she said, reaching down with both hands for my half hard dick, she lifted her feet and wrapped her legs around me, pulling me towards her until my balls were pressed against her pussy. "Wanna play with my tits while I work on this?"
"I wouldn't mind," I answered, reaching up to both perky little B cup tits. I cupped each one and played with them, squeezing them and letting my fingers tease her quickly hardening nipples while she gently stroked and twisted her hands on my growing hard-on. "You might want to think about putting that in you pretty soon, since that's where I plan on having it while you shave me."
"You're going to fuck me while I shave you?" she asked in surprise.
"Honey, I plan on leaving it in you the entire time, including in the shower. Since you guys seemed intent on using me, I'm going to use you for my pleasure. Oh, don't worry," I said as she started to object. "I'll make sure you have a good climax when I'm done."
She paused her strokes for a few seconds and then loosened her legs around me. "Then I guess I better get to fucking you." She pushed my cock down to her pussy and rubbed my head up and down her already wet slit. She nestled me into her vaginal entrance and used her legs and hands on my hips to pull me towards her. "You know..." she gasped as she forced my head into her. "I don't do this a lot."
"What? Tease guys until they fuck you?" I asked, surprised at how tight she was. I moved my hands from her tits down to her hips and slipped them around to her ass, pulling her towards me as I slowly sunk into her pussy.
"Oh, no. Teasing guys is easy. Especially in the neighborhood. Stepping outside naked or sunbathing naked in our back yard. It's the fucking part I don't do very often," she said breathlessly as she stopped pulling me towards her, my cock only about half way into her tight pussy. "Oh, damn you're fat. I've heard about huge cocks like this."
"I've seen bigger," I answered as I pushed and pulled a little, working my dick in and out of her an inch or so.



"Well, I haven't done any," she moaned as I worked myself deeper and deeper into her with short little strokes. "God, I feel like you're going to split me wide open."
"I doubt that'll happen," I said as I held myself into her with my head jammed against her cervix, still two inches of me sticking out of her wet lips. "Why not just let that sit a while."
"Good idea," she panted. "So, what now?"
I handed her a can of shaving cream. "Lather my face."
She nodded and squirted some cream on her hand and used her fingers of her other hand to dip into it and spread around my stubbly cheeks. She was still rubbing it around when the husband from the campsite fuck walked in, stopping to stare at me. "Another?"
I looked at him. "I'm surprised. I'd have thought you'd have jumped at the chance to shower with your wife."
"Over there? But someone else is already in there," he protested.
"Look, there aren't that many people in this campground, and from what I can tell, none of them are going to complain. So go shower with her, and if you see another naked woman, great. I'd be willing to bet your wife wouldn't let you get done showering without trying to have sex again."
"You think?"
"I'm pretty sure," I answered. "Hell, look at me. Anybody complaining because I have a naked woman in here with me?"
"Not me," he said with a grin.
"So go shower with your wife, and if she doesn't object, put her ass on the counter and fuck her. You never know what it might start down the road!"
"Yeah. Maybe so," he said as he walked back out of the shower house.
"You really think she won't complain?"
"I'm pretty sure after the way she fucked me last night that she'll welcome the change," I whispered. "Now. Shave? Just like you do to your pussy." She used my razor to gently remove the stubble while I held her ass in my hands and slowly stroked myself in and out of her. I didn't want to press too hard to make her cut me, but at the same time I wanted to do it enough to keep my excitement growing. Once she finished and rinsed my razor I stroked into her harder, working both of us closer to climax before abruptly stopping and pulling from her. "I think it's time for the shower."
"OH damn. You could have just kept doing that," she panted. "I was getting so damn close."
"I know," I said with a grin. "But trust me, we'll finish this." I pulled back and stepped to one of the shower stalls. I stepped in, leaving the door standing open like Naomi had the night before, and turned on the water. I handed Shelly the bottle of body wash and let her start washing me while I played with her nipples, teasing and squeezing them to keep her body from forgetting just what we had been doing. It didn't take her long to finish washing me and start playing with my cock again.
I lifted one of her legs, setting it so she could hold herself propped between the two side walls of the stall and stepped to her. I squatted down a little to bring my head back to her pussy and then pushed up into her, a long, slow moan of pleasure escaping her lips as I pushed ever deeper into her. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned. "Fuck me. Make me come, please!?"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I started pushing in and out of her, this time allowing my climax to build more quickly, and with mine, hers. The water timed out and we still stood in the cubicle, stuffing my cock in and out of her tight pussy. I could feel her body responding, her hips trying to rock to grind her clit into my shaft and her legs trembling slightly as her orgasm built. Over and over my dick pushed deep into her, the need to complete, the urgency to keep stroking growing more undeniable with each passing moment.
"OH SHIT!" she suddenly cried as her body stiffened, her already tight pussy squeezing me so tightly that it nearly stopped my shaft from pushing back into her. I shifted my hands to her ass and pulled it towards me as I thrust up into her, jamming my cock hard into her half a dozen and then a dozen more strokes.
"UHHHH FUCK!" I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming me hard into her and gushing what little cum I had left in my balls up into her. My body spasmed over and over as she climaxed on my dick until we were left standing, panting heavily. I reached over and turned the water on, the cold water hitting us before it warmed. I eased my dick from her and let her stand as we rinsed each other off. "I think we're done."
"Oh yeah. If I can walk," she said with a little giggle. "God damn my pussy feels like I had a log in it," she said as she kind of waddled out of the shower stall.
I chuckled and walked to the counter, picked up my towel and dried myself off. I stepped into the shorts I'd brought and packed my kit bag. "Ready?"
"As I'll ever be," she said as I walked towards the door. She followed me out of the shower house and down the road towards our campsites. She stopped in the middle of the road and turned to face me. She pulled her body to mine, pressing her tits to my chest as she lifted herself to kiss me. She gave me a long, wet, slow kiss before pushing away and wordlessly heading back to her camper, her bare ass wiggling enticingly. It was already late morning, and I hadn't decided what I was going to do that day yet. I walked back to my tent, climbed in and flopped down, already tired.
By lunch time I'd woken from my nap. The camper across the street was gone. In some ways I was glad and in some ways, disappointed. I set about cooking myself some food since I'd skipped breakfast. Maybe I'd just stay the day and relax. I had no place I had to be, so why not? After brunch I walked up to the office to pay for another day's camping. I walked in and pressed the little door bell to let them know someone was there.
"Hi there!" the young lady said as she came out of what I assumed was a residence behind the office. She had on short shorts and a snug t-shirt that seemed to be molded to her full round tits, two prominent bumps pushing the material out on either side of chest. "Can I help you?"
"Yeah. I need to pay for another night. I think I'm just going to hang out today."
"Oh? Well, we can arrange that," she said with a smile, pulling out the papers for my one night. "That'll be another sixty dollars." I handed her my card to let her run it through the machine. "You know," she said quietly. "There was a lot of interesting stuff going on around here last night," she said, holding my card and leaning over onto the counter so she was leaning on her elbows, her big tits pushing out and down between her arms.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Seems there was at least one man in the ladies showers last night."
"Really?" I asked innocently.
"As long as no one complains, I'm not about to tell people to stop what they're doing. I mean on some slow days I'll go take a dip in the pool and my swimsuit might accidently fall off or something. That ever happen to you?"
"My swimsuit fall off or seeing someone's swimsuit fall off?" I asked.
"Maybe both?" she asked, shifting and crossing her arms on the counter so that her hands were near each breast.
"Hmmm. Can't say I have."
"Mom was kind of surprised last night too. She said she saw a few people headed to the showers without anything on. I told her it made sense, since you didn't wear anything in the shower," she said with a giggle. "She didn't think it was funny, but I think she was kind of having fun looking," she said, one thumb slowly stroking her own nipple. "Especially a the big hardon the guy had wagging around."
"I see. Is that how she found out there was a man in the ladies showers?"
"Well, she saw a man go in there and was going to chase him out, but when she got to the shower house, she said she didn't have the heart to spoil whoever was having fun."
"Oh, well, maybe that was the best thing," I said as she continued to tease her nipple.
"Seemed kind of disappointed though."
"Yeah? About what?"
"Well, it's been an awfully long time since she's had any of that kind of fun."
"I see."
"It's kind of hot today, isn't it?"
"Seems like it," I agreed as she used her fingers to pull on the front of her t-shirt, working the hem of her shirt up her body until she had it bunched up over the top of both her round tits, the bare creamy white orbs sticking out over her arms, both nipples standing erect from the center of the pink circular areola on each mound.
"Well, anyway. I know mom has to clean the showers later. There's the ladies and the men's and then the little one by the pool. As hot as it's supposed to be today, after she finished the other ones and did the little outside one by the pool, she wouldn't be wearing all that much."
"Kind of like you?"
"Maybe even less than me. She might even just decide to take a dip in the pool."
"In the pool where swimsuits sometimes fall off?"
"Uh huh. Usually around the middle of the afternoon...if it happens. I mean not that she always has a swimsuit on. One time I saw her just take her clothes off and get in the water that way. Never know, something might coax her to do that again."
"I see. And what do you suppose would coax her to do that?" I asked as I stepped closer to the counter and leaned on it, my arms crossed so my hands were near hers. My face was only a few fractions of an inch from hers as I let my right hand reach across hers and gently run one finger across her hard exposed nipple.
"Well, she said the guy she saw go in the shower was pretty hunky. Been a while since she called any guy hunky. Well, anyway, if that hunky guy just happened to be around and just happened to have his swimsuit fall off in the pool, never know what might happen," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
I chuckled and asked her quietly, "Are you trying to fix me up with your mom?"
She blushed a bit. "Well, the way the ladies in the RV were talking when they checked out... well, it seems that you're not afraid of a little fun... and well... mom hasn't had any of that kind of fun in a long time."
"That's what you said," I answered, still stroking her nipple, letting my finger run around and around it.
"You know, I'm thinking..." she said as she moved her arms so that her tits were completely exposed in front of me. She set the card back on the counter and whispered, "If you wanted to stay tonight no charge, I'm sure mom wouldn't mind. Especially if you wanted to hang out around the pool this afternoon?"
"I see. I suppose I could arrange to hang out by the pool a while," I answered quietly, straightening up. I reached out and cupped both big soft tits, letting my thumbs stroke back and forth across her hard nipples. "Around the middle of the afternoon... Any chance your swim-suit might fall off too?"
She looked at me with a little surprise on her face. "At the same time?"
"Well, if you're going to give me a free night..." I answered her, giving her tits a gentle squeeze.
"Maybe," she said with a grin. "You never know."
"In that case, I guess I'll just hang out here today and see what kind of fun drops by," I answered her with a grin before turning and walking out of the office. I really didn't have any plans. I just hoped mom looked half as good as the daughter.
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I sat and watched her, my legs spread apart with her between them, sitting on the little half barrel device. It hummed and vibrated, making her moan in pleasure only feet from me. I held her breasts, each large dark orb heavy in my hand, her large fat nipples protruding between my fingers so I could occasionally squeeze them. I stared at her hairless pussy resting on the flesh toned vibrating device. I groaned in pleasure as well as she slowly stroked my lotion covered cock. It had been a silly bet, maybe even a stupid bet, but it let me see my stepsister's naked body. When we found mom's toy, if you could call it that, I bet her that she couldn't help but climax if she were sitting on the vibrating dildo. All I really wanted to do was to see if she'd get naked and sit on it. I hadn't expected her to bet me that she could stroke me to climax before she came riding on it. Now, with her hand stroking me while she rode the device, I was wondering if I could hold back long enough to win.
Though, winning might be a relative term, I'd already won in my book, by getting her naked. Not only naked, but her bare tits in my hands. Yeah, I had to pay the price of being naked in front of her too, but did it really matter at this point? Maybe I hadn't been completely naked in front of another girl, and she knew that. Maybe she expected me to back out because of it. It didn't matter. Her hand on me felt fantastic and her tits in my hands felt fantastic, and the sight of her chocolate brown skin and shaved pussy was almost enough to make me come even before she sat on it.
"Oh God. I'm going to come," she moaned loudly over the vibrating barrel.
"That means I'm going to win," I groaned as her hand on my dick froze while she started to shudder and tremble. She closed her eyes and let it flow over her, her whole body dissolving into shudders and trembles. I'd never seen a girl climax before and the sight and feeling of her dark hand on my white cock was more than I could take. My whole body jerked where I sat in front of her, cum spewing up into the air between us, arcing down and landing on her big soft tits and my hands.
I sat and watched her watch my cock spurting, her eyes wide and almost surprised. It never occurred to me that she might never have seen a guy come before, but right then I didn't care. My body spasmed again, spurting another rope of cum onto her tits. Several more times I spurted up, each time with less force until all that was left was a drool out of the head of my still hard cock, running down over her fingers.
She reached with her free hand to turn off the device she was riding on and then she climbed off of it, lifting her dripping wet pussy off the dildo. She pushed the machine back and moved towards me on her knees. I let go of her tits and let my hands slide down to her hips as she moved closer. I didn't even care about my own face being smeared with my own cum as she pressed her soft tits in my face, rubbing her nipples across my mouth as she moved her knees closer to me. She lowered herself down, my still mostly hard cock head feeling the heat of her lips as she rubbed it back and forth. She slipped down onto me easily, her pussy still stretched from the rubber dildo that had been in her only moments before. I groaned in pleasure at the sensations that I'd never felt before. That neither of us apparently had ever felt before.
I was slowly softening inside her as she sat on me, gently rubbing her nipples on my face as I kissed and licked each one in turn, drawing little shudders and moans from her still excited body. I lost track of how long we sat like that, my lips teasing her nipples and soft brown breasts while she gently kissed the top of my head in appreciation. What I did know was that I could feel myself starting to harden inside her. I could feel my cock firming up and expanding back up into her as she sat on my lap. I knew she could feel it as well. Soon her hips were moving slightly coaxing me harder, teasing my dick to grow further into her hot wet depths.
"Oh God," she moaned softly as she started rocking more forcefully, grinding her clit down into the base of my cock. I squeezed and kneaded her big round ass as she rocked on me, her grunts and gasps of pleasure growing in intensity as my cock hardened even more. "Oh God. Fuck me Eddie. Please fuck me."
We rolled over onto the floor, leaving me on top of her, my chest pressed to her soft tits, her legs wrapped around my hips, her heels dug into my ass to pull my cock deep into her. I pushed myself up onto my hands, guessing the best way to do this, since I never had. Her hands moved to my hips, and she unwrapped her legs from me, spreading them apart and holding them in the air much like she'd seen the women on videos doing. I started to pull back and thrust into her again, banging our bodies together, each impact making her big soft tits roll around on her chest. In and out I thrust, the sensations unlike anything I'd ever felt before.
"That's it Eddie. Fuck me," she moaned softly as I pumped in and out of her, each stroke accompanied by a soft squish as I plunged into her wet depths. In and out I stroked, that familiar feeling of needing to keep going, of my body crying for me not to stop as I stroked my cock coming so much faster than I would have thought. I pumped in and out more quickly, the slap, slap of our sweaty bodies echoing in our parent's bedroom.
"I think I'm going to come again," I groaned softly to my stepsister.
"Oh God yes. I want to feel it. Do it in me. I want to feel it inside me," she moaned. "Just do whenever you want. I'm ready for it."
"Not sure I can hold back much longer," I grunted.
"Do it," she moaned as she felt my body jerk and jam deep into her pussy. "Oh fuck yes!" she squealed loudly as she felt my cum surging into her, pushing her own orgasm over the edge as well. Her body jerked and shuddered every bit as hard as it had when she was riding on the toy, but now I could feel every squeeze of her pussy as my cock pumped cum into her and she spasmed around me. I finally lay down on top of her, our sweaty bodies pressed tightly as she stroked my back, my cock twitching and softening inside her. "Who knew such a bet would lead to this?" she asked softly.
"Not me."
"I had no idea my stepbrother was such a good fucker."
"I had no idea my stepsister was so sexy," I answered her.
"Mom and dad won't be home for a while yet. Wanna take a shower? Together? Maybe explore each other a little more?"
"And fuck again?"
"Hopefully," she whispered, pressing her lips to mine.
It dawned on me slowly that it had happened again. I opened my eyes and saw a young black nurse, laying on top of me on the bed, her bare tits pressed to my chest, her lips brushing my cheek. "Ohhhhh God you feel good Eddie," she moaned as my softening cock slipped from her pussy, her whole body rolling to the side of me as she felt me slide out of her.
I almost felt her stiffen, her head move and her whole demeanor change as she started to realize that she wasn't with Eddie, and that she was naked laying on top of a patient. "What happened?" she asked in confusion. "All I did was shake your arm to wake you up."
"Yeah. I should have an isolation sign hung around my neck," I said as she awkwardly slid off the bed. She looked around and then down at her legs, reaching down to step into the underwear around one ankle. She pulled them up and then looked at me in horror as she realized that she was leaking my cum from her pussy.
"Oh shit! What the fuck did I do?" she asked as she reached between her legs and wiped her pussy with her fingers. She sniffed and licked them, checking to see if what was leaking from her was what she thought. She closed her eyes and moaned softly. "Oh, fuck Eddie." She stood like that, her eyes closed, a little shudder running up and down her body before she opened her eyes again. She looked confused for a moment and then shook her head as if to clear it before pulling her underwear the rest of way on. "I'm so sorry. I have no idea what came over me," she apologized as she reached for her bra that was laying on the edge of the bed.
"Not a problem. It isn't the first time," I said quietly as she tucked her big sexy tits back into the bra.
"God why do I feel like taking my clothes back off and fucking you again?" she asked herself as she picked her dress up off the floor.
"Isn't the first time for that either," I said softly, feeling a little sorry for her. "So? You came for something?"
"Uh. Yeah. You're being released and I needed to schedule your therapy," she said, as she stepped into her dress and pulled it up. "We need you to come in three days a week for the next couple of weeks," she said as she started buttoning her dress. "God. I'm so sorry about this. I mean I don't know what could have come over me. I've never done anything like this with a patient before."
"There's been a lot of that," I answered as she stood looking down at my cock, my hospital gown missing and the blanket on my bed pushed all the way down to the end.
"Damn. I just want to take my clothes back off," she whispered, one hand sliding down to rub her crotch again through her dress.
"So. Therapy?"
"Oh yeah. Ten am Monday, Wednesday, and Friday?"
"Who with?" I asked
"Bonnie or Florence," she said. "That's funny. Don't usually have the director doing therapy."
"Well, she and I got to know each other one day. That's fine," I said as she stood there staring at my cock, licking her lips as if she were about to climb back onto the bed again and suck on me. "Tell you what. Why don't you pull my covers back up for me?"
"Huh? Oh sure. Of course." She nodded, reaching for the blanket and pulling it up, almost hesitantly covering up my dick. I reached for her hand and gently guided it to my dick, knowing full well what was going to happen, but also knowing she wanted more.
I felt her soft tits press against my back while her arms slipped around me, my head covered in lather from the shampoo. It had become commonplace for her to sneak into the bathroom with me, not that I bothered to ever lock the door any longer. I liked having her join me, and of course the sex we had before we finished showering. Her hands slipped down to my cock and played with it, coaxing it to start growing. My days of jacking off in the shower to thinking about some naked girl's body seemed to be a thing of the past. Now I had my step-sister around my cock nearly every other day, and sometimes more often. Since that first day, she seemed almost addicted to my dick, as much so as I was to her sexy body. There was plenty of room in the shower for both of us, so I didn't mind sharing it, just as long as mom and dad didn't get wind of it.
I turned around to rinse the soap from my hair, feeling her sexy body press against mine, her soft tits rub across my sides and then my chest as I turned with my arms over my head. I felt her push my hardening cock down and clamp it between her thighs. "Naughty girl," I chuckled as she lifted her hands to my head and helped me rinse the soap out. I lowered my hands to her hips and pushed my cock in and out of the gap in her thighs while she finished rinsing my hair for me. I let go of her and wiped the water from my eyes and looked down at her with a grin.
"Wait! What?" I exclaimed in surprise. "MOM!? WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?"
"The question is why would you expect my daughter to be in the shower with you?" she asked as I looked past her to the open door of the shower and my step-sister standing outside the shower, naked, but outside nonetheless. "It makes me suspect that maybe you and Jasmine have been being a lot more friendly to each other than I thought. It was nice seeing you two getting along better, I just didn't know that it was THIS good!"
"Uh. We weren't...I mean we didn't..."
"Uh uh. Don't lie. Never lie. Man up young man. You were fucking my daughter, yes?"
I was silent several seconds, staring at her face, trying to gauge the right response. In the end, the only right one was the real one. "Yeah. We have been messing around."
She nodded. "I know. Jasmine already admitted it. And she admitted that she was the one using my saddle machine. I understand she did it in front of you the first time? Something about a bet?"
I nodded sheepishly, feeling myself blush as I looked past mom towards my sister, looking back at me nervously. What did she know that I didn't know?
Mom reached past me and turned the water off, wiggling her legs and rubbing her thighs on my cock, making me remember that I still had a hard-on and instead of Jasmine's thighs, it was between my step-mother's thighs. "So, now let's see just exactly what you have down there and how good you can use it!" she said as she stepped back, reaching down for my hard-on and grasping it with one hand as she pulled her thighs off of it. "Nice size, hard and long. Straight, nice shaped head. I can see why she likes it. Come on. Let's see what you can do with it?" she said as she stepped towards the shower door, pulling me along with it like my dick was a handle. She turned and pulled me out of the shower, and out of the bathroom to my bedroom, Jasmine following along, a look of apology on her face. Apology for what I wondered.
We got to my bedroom and mom pulled me to my bed and then lay down on it, her legs hanging over the edge, so her ass was at the edge of the mattress. She lifted and spread her legs, showing me her pussy. Her mound and lips were completely shaved, her dark, nearly black, inner labia protruding like wrinkled flower petals sticking out from between her full, rounded outer lips. She pulled me towards her, aiming my cock at her pussy until she was able to press my head between her lips. "Now show me what you show her," she said huskily."
I looked at her almost in fear. "You want me to have sex with you?" I asked in surprise.
"No. I want you to fuck me like you fuck my daughter. I want you to show me what you do to her, how you make her feel, how you treat her body. Maybe, just maybe, if you please me well enough, I might forget to tell your father that you've been fucking her. Now, you going to fuck my pussy or am I telling your father?"
In answer I pushed into her, forcing my cock to drive fully into her, drawing a gasp from her as my long, fat cock plunged into her. "Ohhhh fuck. That's a damn good start," she moaned as I started to stroke in and out of her, reaching up to her chest to play with her nipples the way Jasmine loved for me to do to hers. In and out I thrust, pumping my hard-on into her pussy, holding her nipples while my impacts to her ass with my thighs made her tits roll and move on her chest, tugging her nipples in different directions. "Ohhhhhhh fuck. Oh, my yes. Now I see why. Ohhhhh God damn that's good," she moaned over and over, her hips rocking in time with my strokes so that each time I pushed in, I was sliding the top of my cock across her hard clit.
In and out I pumped, driving her climax higher and higher until it crashed down over her, her body shuddering and her stomach clenching up, each time a gush of juices spewed forcefully out around my cock. "Ohhhhhhh yes. God that's a fucking climax," she moaned as she lay panting, her legs closing so she could rest her feet on my shoulders as I stood in front of her. She looked at my face and grinned. "No. I didn't pee on you if that's what you're thinking. That's called squirting. Not all women do it, but when they do, you know you made them come damn hard," she said as she spread her legs again and pushed me back, sliding my cock out of her pussy. She stood up and looked at me for a few seconds. "I think my daughter wants her morning fuck," she said before she turned and walked away. She opened the bedroom door and looked back at me. "Just don't let your father catch you banging either of us," she said before she walked out and closed the door.
"Jesus," I said as Jasmine stepped over to me. She pulled me onto the bed with her and then rolled me onto my back. She crawled over me and settled on my pussy slick cock.
"Got enough left for me? I think my mom just gave us permission."
"Yeah. That's what bothered me," I answered as she started bouncing up and down on me, her big tits flying up and down as she pounded down on me.
"Oh God. I was getting so horny watching you fuck her. I feel like I'm going to blow any second."
"Uh huh. I agree." I panted, feeling the excitement building inside me. Up and down she went, pounding down onto me over and over as she drove both of us to the edge and then over. I felt my cock exploding inside her, pumping her full of cum as she sat on my spurting cock, her body shuddering and trembling.
"What made me nervous was what she said," I panted as I lay under her, cupping and teasing her sexy tits.
"Yeah? What was that?" she asked as she lowered herself down to lay on my chest, her tits smashed to my chest.
"Not to get caught banging either of you," I whispered.
"Ohhhhh shit!" she hissed, closing her eyes.
She opened her eyes, her body still trembling and her chest heaving as she fought to catch her breath, my hand rising and falling with her chest, her bra pushed up over her tits and both big soft boobs sticking out at me, one of my hands gently resting on one. She pulled her hand from my cock and wiped the cum off on the blanket before pulling her bra back down and again buttoning her dress. She opened her mouth to say something, and I just shook my head. "It's okay," I whispered. She nodded, picked up her clipboard and walked out of the room.
"You are so bad," Jan said raspily from her bed.
"You watched?"
"Hell yeah! I love to watch. I just wish I could get mine again, but they have me so tied up with tubes and shit that I can't hardly move."
"Well, maybe I'll fix that before I go," I whispered as I closed my eyes, my body feeling drained at the moment.
"Scott. Wake up." I heard Amanda whisper as my arm shook. I opened my eyes and looked at her, her face smiling at me as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. "They say you can go as soon as you're dressed. I brought you some clothes to wear."
"Oh great. Thanks!" I answered with a yawn. She was wearing a pair of brown jersey gloves, which she held out for me to see before helping me dress. It didn't take long for me to get the sweatpants, t-shirt and a pair of running shoes on, not that I was going to be running anywhere. She left to get a nurse to wheel me out. The nurse came back a few minutes later, without Amanda.
"Your friend went to get the car," the little nurse said with a smile. "I guess you're leaving us?"
"Fraid so." I nodded.
"I hear you've been an interesting patient," she said quietly as she parked the chair next to the bed.
"They say that," I agreed as I slipped off the edge of the bed and swiveled around to sit in the chair.
"They say that you can make a girl live out her secret fantasies," she whispered quietly. "Is that really true?"
"Seems like some do," I whispered back. "Why? You wanna see your fantasy?" I joked.
She looked around to peek out the door and then looked back at me. "Would it be bad if I said yes?" she whispered.
"I don't know, what's your fantasy?" I whispered back.
"That's just it. I don't know."
"How old are you?"
"Twenty-three," she answered. "Why?"
"You're too young to have unfulfilled fantasies. You should be living them with your boyfriend," I whispered back.
"I don't have a boyfriend," she said with a frown.
"Give me your hand," I whispered, holding mine out to her. She gave me a questioning look. "If this is what you want, take my hand." She reached for my hand hesitantly. "You know I'm a virgin," she whispered just before she touched my hand, hers contacted mine just as I tried to pull mine quickly back. "No... wait..." I heard myself say as things faded out.



I found myself standing on the bank of a stream, the quiet of the woods broken by the rustling of leaves in the wind, the sound of birds crying to each other and the gurgling of the brook in front of me. "Okay, you can turn around now, I heard her say. I turned to look and see the little nurse standing behind me, her clothes in a heap on the ground next to her as she stood with her arms across her chest. Her pussy was almost completely bare, just a small patch of downy soft looking blonde curls on her otherwise creamy white mound. "So, what do you think?"
"I think you're damn sexy," I heard myself say, even though I was trying to say, "I don't think we want to do this." I wasn't sure why my own words weren't coming out the way I expected. I looked down to see myself, realizing that the slender body I was looking at was anything but me. I could see my bare cock sticking straight out at her as she stepped towards me. She moved one hand from across her chest, briefly flashing me one small sexy breast before she could cover it with her other hand. She reached down for my dick and gently wrapped her hand around it.
"It feels so big," she whispered. "I suppose I look silly trying to cover my boobs, huh?"
"A little, considering you're playing with my cock."
"I guess if you wanna touch, you can too," she whispered nervously as she moved her hand from across her chest so I could see all of her sexy little tits. I reached both hands up and gently stroked my fingers across her hard nipples, teasing them and making her giggle and wiggle. "I guess if we're going to do this, we should."
"I guess," I answered.
She let go of my dick and took my hand, turning me towards the little creek. She took a deep breath and looked across the creek at the large field just beyond the tree line. "All the way across to the other side."
"Yep."
"And then what?"
"You know what."
"Yeah. I know," she said, squeezing my hand. "And Terri did this?"
"She did."
"All the way? I mean the thing at the end too?"
"She loved it. She said the walk across got her really excited and she couldn't wait for it."
"I don't know. I'm so damn nervous."
"We don't have to."
"Yes we do," she insisted. "Okay. Let's go." She pulled my hand and we hopped on rocks to cross the little brook and then walked up the little rise and out into the large grass field.
She walked quickly, looking towards the left and the road that I could see was there. Several cars drove down the gravel road before we'd made it all the way across, but I wasn't able to tell if they saw us or not. It didn't really matter, just the thought of being seen naked in the field seemed to have her trembling when we reached the far side of the field and the wooded strip between it and the next field.
"We did it," she said, her voice trembling a little.
"We did."
"And now, we do it?"
"If you want to."
"I want to," she said with a nod. She let go of my hand for the first time since we started our walk and stepped to a large tree. She pressed her hands against the tree and stepped back, bending herself over until she was bent at the waist with her feet a couple feet apart. I looked at her cute little ass and her hairless pussy, her fat outer lips framing just the smallest amount of inner lip trying to peek out at me. "I'm ready," she whispered.
"You're sure. I mean we don't HAVE to do this."
"Are you afraid too?"
"Me? Hell no."
"Me neither."
"Alright. Let's do it then," I said with a lot more confidence than I felt. I stepped behind her, looking down at her pussy, my engorged mushroom head inches from touching it, touching my first real pussy. I inched my feet closer to her and let my head touch her lips, rubbing it up and down gently, the precum oozing from my excited cock smearing on her sexy little lips. I leaned towards her a little further, pressing my head to her, my head seeming to push her lips apart slightly. I shifted a little more weight and saw and felt my head spread her lips further apart, more of me disappearing between them. I felt a depression, like a hole that my head seemed eager to nestle into. I let go of my cock feeling like I'd gotten it in the right place and reached for her hips.
I held her hips, and my breath as I pushed slowly towards her. At first, I began to wonder if I'd gotten in the right place, and then suddenly the pressure on my head changed and I could see it slide into her an inch or so.
"Oh God," she groaned softly.
"You okay?"
"Yeah. Just wasn't ready for that. It's okay now if you want to push in further."
"Yeah," I answered, pressing harder, more of me disappearing into her. "Ohhh damn that feels good," I groaned. "So much better than my hand."
"I hope so," she breathed, pushing back at me to try and force more of me into her. "Keep going. All the way in."
"Okay," I grunted, pushing more, forcing my dick deeper into her until I could feel my head pressing against the end of her. I didn't think it could go any further, so I pulled back a little. My body seemed to almost know what to do, sliding part way back out and then pushing forward again. In and out I started to stroke, little moans and gasps coming from her as I pumped in and out of her.
"So good," she moaned softly. "Sooooo damn good."
"Yeah. I don't know how long I can do this. I think I'm going to come."
"Yeah? Can you wait? I mean I'm not there yet."
"I'll try," I said, trying to think of other things. I saw her move one hand from the tree down between her legs, a little gasp coming from her as she began to rub herself while I stroked in and out of her. "Want me to do that?"
"If you want," she grunted, moving her hand. I slid my hand down around her and slipped my fingers between her legs. I'd touched her here before, in the movie theater. I knew where to touch to make her climax, just like she knew how to lick my dick to make me come. I slipped a finger between her lips and teased her hard clit there while stroking in and out of her pussy, doing my best to give her as much pleasure as I could. "Oh yeah. Right there. Keep doing that."
"Which?"
"Both. Oh God. Both. Ohhhhhhh fuck. That's it. Right there. You're gonna make me come. Right there!" she squealed loudly as her whole body started to tremble. I could feel her body squeezing around my dick, making her even tighter and making it impossible for me to hold back any longer.
With a loud grunt my body bucked hard, driving my dick hard into her, nearly pushing her into the tree while my cock pumped a massive surge of cum into her. I stood there, my legs shaking like hers, my body occasionally jerking and spewing more cum into her pussy as I tried to stay standing. I lost track of how long we stood like that, my cock inside her, both of us panting for breath. My dick finally softened and slipped from her pussy. She turned around and looked at me with a smile. "Now we walk back?"
"Yeah."
"When we get back, can we do it again?"
"Yeah. I'm game," I answered as she took my hand. The trip across the field seemed to take much less time, maybe because I was busy looking forward to fucking her again. We made our way back across the field and the creek, stopping after splashing across the shallow stream.
"Lay down," she said pushing me down. "It's my turn."
"Yeah," I breathed, laying on my back and looking up at her sexy little body. She stepped over me and squatted down, lowering her pussy towards my dick. She reached down and wrapped a hand around my shaft, aiming it at her pussy. I watched her rub my head around her slit and then nestle it into that little spot again. I slid my hands up her front and cupped both firm little boobs in my hands, squeezing them as she pressed herself down my shaft. I seemed to go in easier this time, or maybe it was the different position. I really didn't care. It felt so good. She settled down on me until her butt touched my legs and then she reached for my chest. Using her hands for balance, she rolled her legs so she was on her knees and then started to lift and lower herself on me. Up and down she went, her eyes closed as she lost herself to the sensations. Up and down she moved, her motions slow and rhythmic. I was glad. It was fast enough to push me along but not so fast as to make it all happen too quickly. This time I was able to enjoy watching her sexy body sliding up and down on me. I could actually see her stomach bulge out slightly each time she pushed down my fat cock. Little trickles of sweat rolled down her body and dripped from her as she worked up and down my shaft.
"I'm almost there. Come with me," she moaned softly.
"Almost," I whispered, knowing I wasn't as close as she was, but not wanting to disappoint her. "Go faster."
She started bouncing on me and I moved my hands from her tits. I watched each firm little mound bouncing on her chest as she pounded herself down on me. "Oh God. I'm coming," she moaned as she pumped onto to me with abandon. Up and down she went, little gasps and cries coming from her, growing louder with each passing stroke. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she cried into the woods as she drove herself down on me.
"Here it is!" I grunted as my body jerked and tried to jam up at her. Over and over my body bucked under her as my cock pumped shot after shot into her soft pussy. She sat on my lap and trembled in pleasure while my cock twitched and jerked in her spasming pussy.
I squeezed her tits in time with the remaining jerks coming from her. She leaned back, pressing her bare back against my chest as her own hand slipped down to her pussy, gently stroking her lips around my shaft. "Oh God yes," she moaned softly as she sat on me, my pants around my ankles and hers on only one leg. I held her as reality slowly coaxed its way back into both of our minds. She stilled and moved her hand from her pussy and then looked around at the room, almost as if she weren't sure where she was. "Oh my God," she whispered. "Did we really? I mean did I? Did we?"
"We did," I whispered as I held her little tits in my hands.
"Oh God," she groaned, pushing herself upright on my lap. She pushed herself up and looked down at her pussy, our cum leaking from her. "Oh God," she said quietly.
"Well. No wonder it was taking so long," Amanda said as she leaned against the open door frame.
"I didn't mean to....I mean I wouldn't....I shouldn't have....I'm sorry," the little nurse groaned, unable to find the words she wanted.
"It's alright," Amanda said with a smile. "Let's get you dressed though, okay?"
"Yeah. You're right," she said, as she tried to get her foot back into her panties and pants. Amanda squatted down and helped her before looking at me with raised eyebrows.
"Sorry," I whispered.
"Hey. Nothing to apologize for. You and I aren't anything," she said, though she wasn't smiling. "I'm just surprised that you'd take advantage of such a young girl like this, and to take her virginity. Seriously?"
"Oh no. No! He didn't do it. It was my fault. I did it on purpose. He even tried to stop me at the last second when I told him..." she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "When I told him I was a virgin."
"You did it on purpose?" Amanda asked with raised eyebrows.
"Well. I didn't know we'd...you know...but I wanted to see what my deepest fantasy was. I just never knew it was to have my brother take my cherry. Of course, that's not going to happen now anyway, but it was an awfully nice feeling, riding on his dick. I mean, I've used toys and such, but it was sooooo much better."
Amanda chuckled. "Yes. It definitely is so much better than a toy, a fact I was recently reminded of by this very dick."
The little nurse finished pulling her clothes back on and then reached for a small plastic bag hanging on the handle of the wheelchair. "This is the personal stuff we had in the safe for him. Not much. They got rid of all his clothes. They were blood soaked and everything according to the notes. But there's his cell phone, wallet and some keys," she said, handing the bag to me, carful not to touch me again. "Sorry. I'm not ready to do it again right now," she whispered. "So ready to go?"
"Yeah. Almost. Can I say bye to Jan?"
"Sure!" the little nurse said, wheeling me over to the bed Jan was laying in.
"Hey," I said as she looked at me. "I'm not going to touch you. I don't think you'd survive it. But when you get out, call me and we can have coffee somewhere, okay?"
"I don't have your number."
Amanda walked over and dug in her purse, pulling out a slip of paper. She wrote down my phone number and placed it in Jan's hand. "Here. Hope you get better soon."
"Thanks. I hope you two enjoy each other."
"We're not together," Amanda said quickly.
"That's what you think," Jan said with a weak smile. "It might have been true two days ago, but not any more. Not after the shower," she said quietly. "You make a great couple."
"Get better, okay?"
"Yeah. You too," she answered before closing her eyes again.
The nurse wheeled me out of the room with Amanda following close behind. It didn't take long to get down to the entrance and load me into the car for the nearly two hour drive home. "The kids are at the house trying to clean up a bit. It's amazing what happens to food left in a refrigerator for ten weeks," Amanda said. "We walked in to get you clothes and the place reeked. So we have it airing out and they're cleaning things up."
"That's nice. I appreciate it. Gonna have to do some grocery shopping then I guess."
"Not for a while. After we get things taken care of at your house, you're coming to stay with me."
"Stay with you?"
"Of course. You don't think they'd let you out unsupervised, do you? Right after a ten week coma? Ohhhhh no. My name is on the bottom line as your caregiver for the next few weeks. Besides, I have to drive you to therapy three times a week. Two hours there and back."
"Oh damn. But wait, you have a one bedroom apartment, right?"
"So?"
"So where am I going to sleep?"
She looked over at me and grinned. "Like she said, after that shower, might as well just sleep in my bed with me."
"You sure that's what you want? I mean with this....thing. We won't be just sleeping together."
"And your point is?"
"That what you want?"
"Like I told that cute little nurse, you reminded me of how different it can feel to make love instead of play with a toy. I'd like a bit more of the first because I've had way too many years of just the second."
"You think the kids will object?"
"Do I look like I care? We're both single consenting adults. What we do isn't exactly up to them, now is it?" she asked, looking at me with raised eyebrows. "Besides, you already know my fantasy. It was to have you take me that night at the wedding. Oh, I know it was much too soon after your wife passed, but now, that was over four years ago. Isn't it time to start thinking about moving on?"
"This coming from a woman who's been divorced for how long? Ten years?"
"It wasn't by choice. My son didn't exactly approve of anyone I dated. But how can he not approve of his wife's father?"
"You have a point there," I chuckled. "Okay. I'll give in for now. You can take me home like a lost puppy. Only thing is...this thing...this effect. You know I can't control it. I don't even know how long it's going to last. Hell, it might last forever and every woman I touch, even accidently is going to want to have sex with me, and to be blunt, when I'm in the middle of it, I can't stop it. I want it every bit as much as they do."
"Don't worry. I'll deal with that," she said with a smile. I leaned back and closed my eyes, feeling her pat and rub my leg gently before I fell asleep.
"Scott. Wake up hon. We're home." I heard her say as she gently rubbed my arm with her glove covered hand.
"Sure. Thanks!" I groaned, reaching up to rub the sleep from my eyes.
"Now you wait. I'll help you from the car," she said as she got out. She closed the door and stepped around the car and opened my door. She held her hands out for me and I twisted myself and pushed up with one hand, taking hers in my other. I could already feel myself wobble slightly as I held the car, looking at the stairs leading to the front door. I nodded and she held my arm while she guided me to the stairs. The first few were no problem. The next few, I could feel my legs complaining like I was climbing a mountain. By the time I was three steps from the top, I was wondering if I could even get to the top. I wobbled some more and reached out to grab Amanda with one hand, my other reaching for the steel railing. "Easy," she said as I wrapped an arm around her body and pulled her against me, our hips pressed together as she tried to stabilize me. I lifted my foot to the next step when my left, the one that was broken, gave out. I went down in a heap on the next to the last stair, pulling Amanda down with me as I fell. She landed on top of me, trying hard to push herself up so she didn't land hard on my body.
I could feel the warmth of the sand even through the towel I was lying on. The breeze just barely touched us as we lay back, listening to the soft sound of the surprisingly gentle surf. With the breeze blowing out, the waves were barely a foot high, washing up onto the sandy beach dozens of feet, before slowly fading away with a soft gurgling swish. I felt her hand on my chest and opened my eyes to see her smiling down at me, her face lowering to mine. She pressed her lips softly to mine, kissing me slowly, not in any hurry as her hand gently stroked my bare chest.
"What was that for?" I asked in a whisper as she pulled her face away from mine only a few inches.
"I wanted to make sure you were awake."
"I am." I nodded as her hand pushed gently into the waistband of my swimsuit. I felt her fingers find my soft cock and begin to tease it gently, starting it to grow quickly.
"Not everywhere," she whispered.
"Oh. This is nice. I thought you wanted to just stay friends," I whispered.
"I did say that. But you also said you wouldn't mind seeing me without this suit on."
"I definitely said that."
"Seems to me that I said I was much too bashful to even take it off in public, but I might be coaxed into taking it off back in the hotel."
"I do remember you saying that."
"So I got to thinking. If I could take it off in front of you there, what's stopping me from taking it off for you here? It's so pretty here, and like you said before, what's stopping us, besides me being bashful?"
"I did say that, didn't I?"
"You did. And you were right," she whispered back, pulling her hand from my swimsuit. "So, if you take off yours, I'll take off mine."
"You mean it?"
"Why not? Nothing stopping us...but me being bashful. You keep saying how good looking I am, maybe I should take that as truth and not worry about what someone else might think."
"I'm game," I answered, reaching for my swim trunks. I lifted myself enough to get my butt off the towel and pushed my suit down, using my legs to push it the rest of the way down and off my feet. "There you go."
"Oh yeah," she cooed, looking at my quickly growing dick. "Would you mind if I just kinda sucked on it a bit? I mean I know we're just staying friends, but...it really does look awfully inviting."
"I wouldn't mind at all," I answered back. She grinned at me and shifted her position so she was leaning against my legs, her tits pressed against my thigh. She lowered her face to my dick and lifting it gently, closed her lips around my mushroom head. "Ohhhhh yeah," I groaned softly, wanting her to know just exactly how good it felt to have her do that. I wasn't used to it at all, and the sensations caused my cock to grow fully hard in what felt like seconds. Up and down her lips slid, teasing my dick with each long slow stroke. I lay there, enjoying it, not really caring who watched just as long as she didn't stop any time soon.



I opened my eyes when she pulled her face from my dick, grinning at me. She shifted to her knees and then swung one leg over mine, pressing the crotch of the flower print string bikini against my saliva slickened cock. Without the mischievous little grin leaving her face, she reached behind her back and pulled on the string holding the small triangles of fabric over her nipples. She pulled the bikini top up and off, exposing her breasts and clearly excited nipples. "You like?" she asked as I slid my hands up her body to her chest, cupping and squeezing each big soft orb.
"Oh yeah."
"Then you'll really like this," she whispered, reaching down to her hips. In slow motion, she pulled both strings, untying the little bows that held the swimsuit bottom in place. She let go of the left string, but continued to pull the right, lifting her weight off of me just enough to allow the string to draw the bikini bottom down between her legs and then completely off. She settled her pussy back down on my dick, my hard shaft pressing against her hot wet inner labia.
"Oh yeah. I love this," I answered her as she dropped the bikini bottom.
"I'm glad, because I've been laying next to you, thinking."
"About?"
"About being friends. I've heard being friends with benefits can be fun. And laying here, touching you, feeling your arm around me. I was wondering if you'd mind sharing some benefits with me."
"I wouldn't mind at all," I answered, giving her breasts a squeeze.
"Good, because I really want to do something," she said as she started to rock her hips, sliding her pussy along my hard shaft. "I've been thinking about what it would have been like if that night, you would have taken my not so subtle suggestion."
"What suggestion was that?"
"The dress I was wearing. I wore it for you. I was hoping you'd at least touch a little."
"It was too soon. Besides, my daughter would have killed me for making out with her new mother-in-law."
"Maybe. But here we are. It's a family vacation and what am I doing?"
"Sitting on my dick naked," I answered.
"Really? Is that what I'm doing? I shouldn't be."
"No?"
"Uh uh," she said, moving one of her hands from my chest. She slid it down between her legs, her fingers sliding under my engorged dick. She lifted it up as she lifted herself on her knees, creating a gap between us as she tilted my dick higher. I watched her press it between her legs, my mushroom head splitting her wet pussy lips until it was nestled into the entrance to her vaginal depths. She lowered herself slowly down on me, my cock sliding slowly into her velvety soft pussy. "If I'm going to be naked with you, we might as well go all the way, don't you think?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned as she began to slowly lift and lower herself. Up and down she moved, her pussy caressing my cock and my mushroom head teasing her vaginal walls.
"Oh my," she moaned as she slowly lifted and lowered herself. "Oh my yesssss!" I was pretty sure that even though this was a topless beach, not quite a nude beach, but that didn't seem to matter to a lot of people, that having sex on the beach wasn't going to be allowed. But then at that moment I didn't care all that much.
Up and down she bounced, her motions growing quicker as both she and I were pushed closer and closer to climax. I felt her pussy start to tighten around me, her body shuddering slightly as she pounded down on me harder, searching for that perfect spot. "Oh God yes. There! Right there!" she moaned as her body started to tremble all over. I could feel her pussy spasm around my shaft as she continued to bounce, her coordination growing somewhat varied. That change though seemed to be just what I needed. I squeezed her tits as my body bucked under her, jamming my cock up into her. A huge gush of cum lanced into her pussy as she pushed my hands from her tits. She lay down on my jerking body, her whole body trembling and shuddering as she pressed her lips to mine.
I held her tightly to me, her whole body laying on mine as we climaxed together. I could feel my cock surging cum into her as she pressed her lips to mine in a wet erotic kiss, her pussy still clenching and squeezing my dick. We lay there for long seconds before she pulled her face from mine and looked down at me. "We did it again, didn't we?"
"We did," I agreed, sliding my hands down over her skirt covered butt and then back up again to feel her bare ass cheeks.
"Um. You saw all that, right?"
"I did."
"Then my secret is out," she whispered.
"It was out long before this," I answered her. "I know what you want. I know why you want me with you, here, sharing your bed."
"And you don't mind?"
I chuckled. "I'll be honest. I'd be tickled pink if yours were the only woman's fantasies I was seeing."
"I hope we didn't shake up the neighbors," she said with a grin.
"I doubt it. But if we did, oh well." She smiled down at me and then lifted herself off of me. My sweatpants were around my thighs and easily pulled back up as she leaned over and pulled me up. "No panties?" I asked as she smoothed her dress down.
"Guess I was actually hoping this would happen somewhere along the way," she said with an impish little shrug. "Shall we?"
"Yeah," I agreed, letting her help me up the last two steps to the door. "Just between the two of us? I think all of your fantasies so far have been very appealing to me," I said before we reached the door.
She looked at me and smiled before leaning over and kissing my cheek.
I was barely in the door when Lindsey, my two year old granddaughter came screaming across the room, shouting grandpa, and launching herself against my legs. "Hey! How's my little monster?" I asked her, trying to pry her off my leg and hoping that somehow, some way, this THING wouldn't manifest itself with her. Fortunately it seemed that it didn't, or at least at the moment it wasn't.
She unlatched herself from my leg and stepped back slightly, allowing me to squat down in front of her. "RARRRR," she growled. "I'm not a monster any longer! Now I'm a dinosaur!" she said before giggling and throwing her arms around my neck. "I missed you grandpa! Grandma said you were taking a long sleep."
"I was. A very long sleep so I could get better after the accident," I told her, coaxing her tight hug a little looser.
"Don't knock grandpa down!" Diane said as she walked into the living room from the kitchen, looking concerned. I shrugged at the unasked question, seeing a little sign of relief in her face.
"Hey Pop!" David said as he came in from the kitchen. He walked towards me and held out a hand towards me. I held my hands up defensively, stopping him in mid stride. "What? You don't really believe all that, do you?"
"David. Yes," I said.
"Oh come on. Seriously Pop? She told me about how you...um..." he stammered looking down at his daughter. "How she saw stuff in her mind. I don't believe it, unless some UFO took you away in there somewhere."
"Well. Believe what you will," I said, lowering my hand and reaching out for his. I clasped his hand as he stepped closer to me, reaching out with his other to give me a guy type hug.
I sat in my office chair, working, my desk cluttered with papers, the computer screen glowing on the worktable next to me. It was late and my stomach was already growling for dinner, but I wanted to finish this before I headed home.
She stepped in the door and closed it quietly behind herself. I didn't even realize she was there until I heard the door latch click shut. I looked up and saw her standing at the door, her hands behind her butt, forcing her chest out at me and a little grin on her face. The type of grin that made you wonder what she knew that you didn't. She started to step towards the desk, moving only a few short feet before she stopped again. She moved her hands to her hips and gripped the sides of her dress. I could see her shrug her shoulders a little and then the dress slid down her arms and front. She looked sexy as hell in the little blue dress, but as it slipped down her body, she looked even more incredible. The little lace bra held up her soft tits, but only from below, her nipples and most of her large pink areola were exposed above each of the little lace cups. Her smooth creamy stomach showed next, and then her hips and the little black garter belt around them. As the dress slid lower, I could see her whole shaved pussy and mound. Now I knew what the grin was about. She let the dress fall all the way to the floor and stepped out of it towards me, walking around my desk and then pushing my chair back. She stepped between the chair and my desk and then sat down on the edge of the desk. She lifted her feet from the floor and rested her spike heels on the arms of the chair, pushing her knees apart to let me see all of her exposed pussy. Her inner labia pushed out at me from between her full round shaved lips, glistening with wetness in the office lights. She leaned back on the desk, resting herself on her elbows, her tilted back position exposing her pussy even more.
"I've been waiting all day for everyone to go home so I could do this," she said in a husky whisper. "I've been dying to feel your tongue on my pussy and your cock buried deep inside me."
"Leanne, this is..." I started to say before she leaned forward and pressed a finger to my lips.
"Uh uh. Don't say it. Just know that I'm all yours. You can do whatever you want to me. Lick me, finger me, fuck me, make me suck your cock, even stick me up the ass. Take me any way you want. Cum in my pussy or my mouth or my ass or all over my body. Any way you want. I'm yours to use. The only thing I ask is that you make me come. I need to come so badly. I've been waiting all day, playing with myself at my desk, fingering my pussy, making it so wet and ready for you. I want you to make me come. I want you to see me come for you and feel me come around your hard dick."
"Leanne..."
"Shhhhhh, I promise not to tell. Everyone else is gone so we can take as long as we want or be as loud as we want, and no one will know," she said as she reached one hand between her own legs and rubbed a finger up and down her wet slit. She spread her lips apart for a moment and then pushed one finger between them and deep into herself. She pulled her finger out and pushed herself up, reaching for my face, tracing her wetness around my lips before pushing the tip of her finger into my mouth for me to taste her. "God, I'm so fucking horny for you. I want to rip your pants off and just sit on your cock and ride you until you explode in me. I want you to take me over and over until my pussy is so raw that I can't take your cock any longer. Fuck me David. Fuck me hard!"
I reached out and touched her stocking covered ankles, running my fingers up he calves. "Mmmmmmm. Yes. Touch me. Oh God yes touch me," she moaned. "All those times you looked down my blouse, checking out my tits, trying to see my nipples without looking like you were. All those times I wanted to just grab your hand and push it into my blouse, let you cup my breast and play with my nipples. You didn't know, did you? You didn't know that almost every day for months I've been sneaking off to the ladies' room to take off my panties, just so I'd have a bare pussy when I came in here. I'd hike my skirt up as short as I dared, hoping that you'd notice I didn't have any panties on, and you'd just slide your hand up my thighs and touch me.
I let my hands slide up her legs further, running over the smooth silk on her legs, letting my hand run up the inside of her thigh. She reached for my hands and coaxed them to her pussy, moving my fingers to her wet lips. She let go of my hands and reached towards me, gripping my tie and pulling me towards her. I stood up and stepped towards her, her hands moving down to the front of my pants. She undid the front of my pants and in moments my slacks were sliding down my legs. She pushed the front of my boxers down and pulled my cock out of them, wrapping both hands around it.
"Oh God yes. Bring it to me. Fuck me David. I've wanted to feel you in me for so long. So many nights I've gone home and played with myself or had to run to the ladies' room and make myself come, always thinking of you, of what your cock would look like and feel like."
"I hope you're not disappointed," I mumbled as she pulled me towards her. She leaned back again, resting on one elbow while she held my cock and pulled it towards her pussy. I watched her rub it up and down her wet slit, rubbing her juices around my engorged head. She pulled me towards her again, pushing my head down to the entrance to her vagina. I pressed towards her and watched my cock slide into her a few inches.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned, laying back on the desk. I slid my hands from her thighs up her body to her chest, her hands finding mine and guiding them to the front of her bra. She helped my fingers undo the little clasp there, the elastic pulling the cups apart. She coaxed my hands further, releasing them when I cupped and squeezed both soft orbs.
"Ohhhh God yes. I've wanted to feel you touch them for so long."
I started to stroke my dick in and out of her, pumping my hips slowly at first, but quickening as she rocked her hips in time with me. I squeezed her tits and pumped my long, fat shaft in and out of her pussy as she cried in pleasure. In and out I pumped, my cock tingling and pushing me towards climax. She lifted her legs off my chair arms and stuck them in the air in a wide vee. Over and over I pumped into her, her whole body moving on my desk as I now slapped my thighs into her ass, my engorged head pounding into her cervix.
"Oh fuck! I'm cooooooommmmmiiiiinnnnnggggg!" she squealed loudly as her whole body seemed to shudder and tremble. I could feel her pussy clamp around me, spasming and trying to pull me deeper into her as my own body raced to catch up with her. MY body jerked hard and jammed my cock into her as a huge gush of cum lanced into her depths. Over and over my body jerked and shuddered until I was left standing, panting, looking down at her sexy body, my shrinking cock still oozing more cum into her pussy. She smiled back at me, as breathless as I was, her smile an invitation for so much more.
"Oh my God. What just happened?" My son-in-law panted as he leaned against me. He pushed back awkwardly and looked down at the wet spot on the front of his pants. "Oh shit. Excuse me," he grunted, turning and walking quickly down the hallway.
"Well. Maybe now he'll believe me," Diane said with a smirk. "So, wanna tell me what it was?"
"Not unless you want me to tell him about Greg. That wasn't a fantasy, was it?" She blushed in response. "Honey, do me a favor. The two of you need to talk. Seriously. I don't want to butt into your personal lives, but why not lay all your cards on the table with each other and work this out, okay?"
"Work what out?" she asked quickly.
"You better ask him, but you also better be ready to admit your side of things," I said quickly. I shook my head and walked to the sofa and dropped into it, still a little weak and breathless from David's quite intense experience. "So, Amanda. You want to help me get clothes? And there's probably a lot of mail to go through."
"There. Is," Amanda said, bringing a small cardboard box over. "I hope you don't mind. We opened the bills to pay them for you but saw that they were almost all paid already."
"Yeah. Almost everything is electronic," I nodded. "Fortunately, work has been paying me off my sick leave. I had a crap ton built up."
"Good. Diane has kept them up-to-date. They say to come back when you're ready. Oh, except for Naomi. She says she had papers for you. She can bring them over once we get you settled at my place."
"Settled at your place?" David asked as he walked back into the room.
"Yes. I'm going to take him home with me. We have two hours each way three times a week for therapy for the moment. Oh yeah, that nice researcher wants to do some more follow-ups when you come for therapy. I said yes. You were kind of preoccupied when she came by."
"Oh. Okay. Well, help me up and we can go pack some things."
"Sure. Here," Amanda said, reaching out for me.
"Wait! Mom!" David almost shouted as Amanda took my hand and pulled me up. She wrapped an arm around my waist and helped support me as we walked towards the hallway, leaving David standing confused.
"Don't worry honey. We've done this enough times now that I know what to expect. He and I had a little incident outside before we came in, so I'm immune for a little while, unless I WANT it to happen."
I looked at her in confusion. "Huh?"
"I've started to figure out that I have some control too. That one, the one in the shower? I let that one happen. And yes, it was you and it was a fantasy I pictured," she whispered.
"The one outside?"
"Caught me off guard, so you got whatever was on in my mind," she said with a shrug. "God, all of a sudden I am getting soooo damn horny. It's almost like touching you right now is making my pussy wet for you again."
"Then maybe we shouldn't be doing this," I said quietly.
"Silly man. I don't mind being horny for you. But I do think we better get you a cane on the way to my place... Just so you can get around on your own a little without me trying to fuck you."
"Maybe it's a good idea. Not that I've minded us having sex, but..."
"I agree," she whispered. "Now, let's find you something to pack," she said with a smile. It didn't take long for me to point her to what I needed packed while I sat on the edge of the bed. We packed enough for several days, which she said would be plenty, since she could wash things. With the suitcase packed and things added to the pile, like my cell phone charger, my kindle and a few other important personal bathroom items, we made our way back out to the living room with Amanda supporting me and pulling the suitcase behind us at the same time. "Oh fuck, I'm getting so awfully horny. I'm not sure how much longer I can do this."
"Well, just get me to the sofa so I can sit down and then you can let go," I said as we reached the end of the hallway. We were half way to the sofa when my legs started to give way.
"SHIT!" I heard Diane swear as she ran the few dozen feet to where Amanda was trying hard to hold me up. She wrapped her arms around me to help support me.
She looked up the street as she jogged, a smile spreading across her lips as she saw him standing in the yard, watering the garden with the hose. It was almost the end of her jog, and she was hot and sweaty, though she wouldn't mind getting a little sweatier. She stopped in front of his house and stood, her hands on her hips, panting for breath.
"You look hot!"
"I am!" she replied.
With a devious grin he turned to face her, spraying her from head to toe with a fine mist of cold hose water. She squealed and held her hands out in a useless attempt to block the stream of water saturating her jogging clothes. "Ohhhhhh! That's cold!" she squealed.
"That's the idea."
"But now I'm soaked!" she answered. "And I still have to stretch, or my legs will tighten up."
"Well, I don't see a problem."
"You're not standing in soaked clothes."
"I still don't see a problem. Clothes are removable."
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
He turned the hose nozzle off and stepped closer. "Actually, I would," he said softly.
"Oh really?" she said, taking the hose from his hand and turning it on, quickly pointing it at him. She soaked his shirt and the pair of shorts he had on before turning it off again. "Now what?"
"Looks like I'm going to have to take off my clothes too."
She grinned at the response. "My back patio in two minutes," she whispered before she turned to jog the last two houses. She stopped again, looked down the street and then walked across the grass to the gate on the six foot high privacy fence. She opened the gate and left it standing open as she stepped into the backyard. She peeled the wet top off as she walked down the side of the house and stepped around the corner. She walked to the patio and dropped the top on a chair before bending over to take off her wet shoes. Once they were off, she pushed her running shorts down and off, her tiny panties tangled in the material so that as she stepped out of the shorts she was left completely naked. She stepped to the back of the house and leaned her elbows against it and started stretching her legs, standing at an angle. She closed her eyes as she heard him walk up behind her, her ass pushed out at him, her pussy bare and waiting. She bent further, stretching her legs and then spreading them apart so she could bend further, nearly able to touch her own toes.



She was still bent over when she felt his head touch her wet lips. She moaned softly as he pushed into her wet pussy, feeling his big hard dick stretch her until she could feel his hard cock deep inside her. She could feel his head press against her cervix, sending little tingles through her body as he started to pump his shaft in and out, banging her cervix with each stroke. She lifted her body slightly, standing with her chest almost parallel to the ground, her tits hanging down and swinging wildly while he pounded into her. She reached between her own legs, stroking her pussy lips with her fingers and finding her hard clit. She knew she didn't have much time, that this could only be a quick interlude. She knew that his wife would come looking for him soon.
"Is this what you two do when I'm not looking? Play slut for him?" she heard a young female voice say as Greg stopped stroking into her, a voice she knew very well. She just didn't expect his wife to come looking this soon. She felt a hand slide under her chest and grab one tit and squeeze it. "Go ahead honey. Finish fucking your little slut. You might as well get all you want from her, because when you're done with her, I'm going to use her. I'm going to sit on her face and make her lick my cunt until I come all over her face."
"Oh fuck," I groaned softly as Greg started pumping into me again, stuffing his big cock in and out of me. I could hear noises and twisted to see her kissing her husband, his hands still on my hips, her hand still squeezing my tit. God I was so close. I was going to cum any second as I watched her pushing her shorts down. She stepped out of them and pushed her tiny pink thong panty down her legs. I felt his hands move from my hips and lift her shirt, stripping her the rest of the way. She stood naked next to him, kissing him as he pumped his cock in and out of me. I could feel his cock swelling and I knew he was going to fill me any moment. I continued to play with my clit, pushing my own climax right to the edge, wanting to feel him cumming inside me.
"AHHHH. FUCK!" I heard him grunt as his hips thrust hard, pushing his cock deep into me. His wife squeezed my nipple, sending a jolt of electricity through my body, and sending my own orgasm over the tipping point. I felt my whole body shudder and my pussy squeeze around his fat cock as I struggled to hold myself up, my legs going weak as I climaxed with him.
"That's it slut. Come around his cock. Take all his cum in your pussy. Feel how big and fat my husband is? Feel how full my husband's cock makes you feel? That's it. Enjoy it sweetie. Enjoy every squirt because when he's done, you're gonna lick my wet cunt and make me come while he licks every bit of that cum out of your pussy."
"Ohhhh damn," I breathed as he pulled from me. I could feel her let go of my tit and then grab my arm. She pulled me to one of the lounge chairs on the patio and thrust me down on it, pushing me roughly onto the padded chair. She stepped across me and lowered her pussy to my face.
"Now lick me slut. Make me come with your tongue. And you better fucking well do a good job or your husband is going to hear about what kind of nasty, shitty, little slut you really are. Tell me, how many times has my husband fucked your little cunt? How many times have you two snuck around behind my back and fucked?" she moaned as I licked her wet slit, tasting her tangy juices. I could feel her husband's tongue on my pussy, licking up and down my wet slit, sliding in between my wet lips, tasting his own cum as he licked and teased my clit. "That's a good slut. Make me come on your face. I want to feel a nice big orgasm. You used my husband's cock to get off, so now I'm going to use your pretty little face. Lick me you shitty little cunt!"
Up and down I stroked her pussy with my tongue, driving it between her lips, seeking out her hard clit and licking over and around it to force her body towards climax. I could hear myself as well, moaning loudly into her pussy as Greg licked my slit, teasing my hard clit. I knew I was going to come soon, come on his hot tongue, come with my face buried in his wife's pussy. God, I needed to come again. I needed to feel his cock in me again. I wanted his cock in me again as I grew closer and closer to climax. I felt his wife start to climax, her hips rocking and grinding her pussy into my face. I licked her clit and tried to coax her that last little bit, trying hard to hold back my own orgasm while I worked to push hers over the edge. God, I wanted his cock back in my pussy as his wife started to climax, her pussy gushing her juices over my face while Greg licked and sucked my pussy. There it was. "GREG! FUCK YES!" I cried out as my body shuddered and trembled in orgasm.
"GREG! FUCK YES!" I heard my daughter scream out. I felt her body tremble as my brain slowly started processing again. I was laying on the floor, my own daughter completely nude, laying on her back on the floor, one leg under my head and the other laying on my chest. I could still taste her juices on my face as I looked up her body, seeing Amanda on her knees, naked below the waist, sitting astride Diane's face. I could hear her moaning as she shuddered and climaxed above my daughter's face.
I shook my head to clear it and saw David, standing, staring at the three of us with his mouth hanging open in complete shock. "Jesus," he muttered finally as I untangled myself from my daughter's legs.
"Oh my God," Amanda moaned, pulling herself off my daughter's face and rolling to sit on the floor. "Oh shit. What happened?"
"Diane came to help you hold Pop up, and the next thing I knew she was throwing her clothes off and you were pulling your pants off."
"God did she see us? Lindsey?"
"No. She's playing down the hall," David answered. "Who the hell is Greg?"
"Um. No one," Diane answered as she started to pull her clothes back on.
"Yeah. Right. Greg down the street? Have you been fucking the guy down the street?"
"I wouldn't..."
"Don't lie to me. It sure as hell sounded from what Amanda was saying that you were fucking him and got caught. So tell me, have you?"
"Yes. Alright. YES! I HAVE been fucking him. Not that it should matter to you. You don't seem interested in my body any longer. We used to do stuff all the time, but not any more, so the question is, where are you getting it? That little slut at work? Don't say you don't know who I mean. I saw how she looked at you at the Christmas party and you sure as hell saw how little she was wearing. You could almost see her tits through that dress she had on, and I'd be willing to bet she didn't have any underwear on. That one dance you did, she had her tits pressed to you so tight that you couldn't have gotten an oxygen molecule between you two. So don't be all high and mighty and innocent."
"I haven't been. I mean I didn't..."
"Yeah, that's what I thought. And you have the balls to be mad because I've let someone else fuck me while you're banging that little thing at work. Tell me, do you fuck in your office, or do you just go to the ladies' room and bang her there?"
"I didn't say..."
"Hey! Knock it off!" I shouted, drawing their attention back to me. "That's better. I think both of you have plenty of blame on both sides. But for Lindsey's sake, you better get your heads screwed on straight and talk this out. Everyone goes through rough spots. Trust me, it's nothing new. The only thing you have to do now is decide how to get past it."
"That's great advice, except it's bullshit. You and mom never..."
"Wrong. Me and your mother had lots of rough spots, including one like this. But we found a way to forgive and maybe not forget, but at least patch up our relationship so you weren't coming from a broken home. So get it together. Amanda, help me up. I'm ready to go," I snapped.
"Sure," Amanda answered, now dressed. She held her hands out to me and helped me to my feet.
"You two stay here and talk this out. No! I don't want to hear it!" I said as my daughter started to protest. "Figure out what you're missing and what you need to be happy. Clearly, you're not giving each other what you need. If you need to go fuck in the park or wear slinky clothes, I don't care. Just figure out how to meet each other's needs! You owe it to your daughter," I said before turning and walking to the front door.
"You think they'll get it?" Amanda asked as she helped me down the front stairs.
"I dunno. All I know is that neither of them would even know right now if it wasn't for this....this...thing. Maybe they caught it early enough."
"Maybe. Do you think that Greg's wife actually caught her like that, or do you think that was her imagination?"
"I don't know that either. But if I were guessing, I'd say that's what she hoped would be the worst case if she got caught. It would have kept it secret from David, so..."
"Yeah. I agree," she nodded as she helped me slip into the car. "Let's go get you a cane before this wears off."
We drove to the closest drugstore, figuring we'd find some there, and she helped steady me as I walked into the store, my right leg doing much better than my left. We found a rack of canes and after a few minutes deciding, picked one that I thought wouldn't make me look like an old decrepit fart. I used the cane to walk to the counter, supporting quite a bit of my weight on it as I walked, but feeling more confident with each step. I leaned against the counter and paid for the cane and then hobbled my way out to the car, Amanda walking next to me, but not holding me. The drive to her house wasn't all that long, only about twenty minutes, far shorter than the drives we'd be taking for the next couple weeks. On the way I closed my eyes for a few minutes, feeling surprisingly tired. It seemed to me that these...whatever we want to call them... episodes, were starting to take more of a toll on me. I presumed that was because they were taking longer. The few seconds it started with has certainly grown longer. Long enough for my daughter to completely strip and lay down with her pussy in my face.
"Come on hon. We're here," Amanda said softly, gently shaking me awake.
"Huh? Oh. Yeah," I grunted, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. She waited for me to get awake and then opened her door and climbed out. She walked around and helped me out of the car.
"Second floor," she said as I started to hobble to the front door of the apartment building. Amanda went to the trunk to get my suitcase and then started to follow along. One stair at a time I started up, Amanda following behind until we reached the first landing. She stepped past me and walked up the remaining stairs quickly, setting my suitcase down on the top landing before turning to come back down and help me up. I stopped to rest on the landing, taking a few breaths before starting up the next flight. "Crystal! NO!" I heard her call from the landing as I felt a hand on my arm.
"Here. Let me help....."
I watched her move around the apartment, her tits shifting and wiggling in the loose tank top. The oversized armholes let me see vast amounts of her huge creamy breasts each time they moved that direction. If the armholes were any larger her breasts would literally be falling out of them. Not that I was complaining. She was damn good looking, and she knew it. She'd been cleaning my apartment for almost a year now, and I couldn't be happier with her work. She was bright, cheerful, and yeah sexy. But this week, this time, there was something definitely different. Besides the loose tank top, she wore a short skirt instead of her usual tight shorts. I loved seeing her butt in those shorts. Large firm butt cheeks sticking out. I once saw her doing what I think they call twerking to the music in her earphones. I don't know if she knew I was watching or not, but I loved seeing how her cheeks bounced and moved as she bent over, dusting the table, her butt bouncing up and down in time with the music I couldn't hear.
I sat in my chair, watching her clean the living room, watching her move about dusting the mantle over the fireplace and the table tops. Much too soon she disappeared into the kitchen. I heard water running and after some time saw her walking back with a bucket. As she walked, she tripped on the little throw rug in front of the fireplace, momentarily losing her balance. Water in the bucket splashed up and out, down the front of her and onto the floor. She swore quietly, but not so quietly I couldn't hear it. She looked at me with an embarrassed look on her face, as if I hadn't ever heard a young lady swear before. She set the bucket down and walked to the kitchen to get something to clean up the mess with. As she came back in, I couldn't help but stare at the wetness of her shirt.
"You're soaked," I said quietly, drawing her to stop in front of me and look down at herself.
"Yeah. I made a mess of myself as well as the floor."
"It looks uncomfortable," I added.
She looked at me a few moments and then in the sweetest little voice, asked, "I'd like to take it off and let it dry. You wouldn't object, would you? I mean if you don't want me to, I won't. I don't want to offend you."
"Honey, I'm not about to get offended by a young lady taking her shirt off. As long as you don't get offended by me staring." She smiled brightly and pulled the shirt up and off, exposing a pair of lusciously large breasts. I doubted that I could completely contain even one with both hands. "Wow," I said quietly.
"You like?"
"I do. Very much," I answered her.
She stepped closer to me and stood in front of my chair. She leaned towards me, reaching past me to hold onto the back of my chair for balance, her huge tits hanging down in front of me. "If you want to feel 'em, you can. I don't mind," she whispered.
"You're sure?"
"Uh huh," she answered softly, holding herself still while I reached up and cupped both tits. They were heavy in my hands, but also so soft and warm. I let my thumbs slide back and forth across her creamy soft skin and also her dark pink areola. I felt her nipples harden as I rubbed my thumb back and forth across each perky protrusion. Her areola seemed to puff out slightly as her nipples hardened, making part of me harden as well. "I guess I better clean that water up," she said huskily, almost reluctantly pushing away from me. I let her tits slip from my hands as she backed away, finally turning around and walking to where she spilled the water. She bent over and then knelt on the floor, reaching for the sponge she'd dropped on the puddle. I stared at her as she crawled around the floor, the incredibly short skirt pulling up her butt as she worked, exposing not only her bare ass, but also her completely bare shaved pussy. I watched her move around, feeling my cock rock hard in my shorts. I might not be able to move my legs, but that part still worked.
I watched her stand back up and turn to face me, her skirt hiked up enough now that I could see her pussy from the front as well. She smiled and stepped towards me. "My skirt is pretty wet. You wouldn't mind if I took it off to dry too, would you?"
"Uh. Not at all," I managed to croak out nervously. She pulled the little zipper on her hip down and then pushed the skirt down, sliding it down her legs. She stepped out of it and stood in front of me, letting me look at her now naked body, the only thing left on her the tiny pair of canvas sneakers.
"Can I tell you something?"
"Uh. Um. Sure," I answered.
"I kind of like you. No. That's not right. I like you a lot. I've just been afraid to say anything because I'm not sure if you like me."
"I like you fine. I just think that you probably don't want to get stuck with a guy that can't even walk."
"You know, I've been cleaning twice a week for over a year, and in all that time, you've never been anything but nice to me. I'd kind of like the chance to pay you back. Not everyone treats the maid as nice as you have."
"Is that why...this?"
"Uh huh. I know from talking to you that you don't...I mean... you haven't...."
"Had sex with anyone? No. Who'd wanna have sex with a cripple," I answered. She leaned towards me and reached out for my crotch gently grasping my dick through my shorts.
"Would you like to? I mean if you don't, that's fine, but I thought that maybe, if we were careful, that we could," she asked hopefully.
"If we're careful?"
"I wouldn't want to knock you out of the chair or anything."
I chuckled. "Like I said, who'd wanna have sex with a cripple. Hell if you do, I can always climb back in."
She smiled at me and then reached out to lock the wheel locks of the chair. To my surprise, she moved to the side of the chair and then unclipped and removed first one arm and then the other.
"How did you know how to do that?" I asked quietly.
"I practiced," she whispered, reaching to the waist of my shorts and starting to work them down. She pulled the elastic waistband down my hips, working it under my butt until she could slide them down my legs and off my feet. With a grin she stepped towards me, straddling the chair as best she could. She reached down to my hard dick and stood it up, aiming it at her pussy. "Oh yes," she groaned as she pressed herself down on my shaft.
"Oh my God," I groaned in reply, my hands automatically moving up to her big tits. She grinned down at me and then started to lift and lower herself, sliding on and off my cock slowly. "Oh that feels good."
"For me too," she whispered as I cupped her tits. "Play with my nipples. They really get sensitive when I'm having sex."
"Uh huh," I grunted, rubbing her nipples again with my thumbs, drawing a gently moan from her. I lifted one breast and leaned towards her, sucking her nipple into my mouth.
"Oh God yes," she gasped as I flicked my tongue across her hard nipple. I swirled around it, her moving up and down my shaft growing faster as her excitement grew. I held her breast in my mouth, feeling it bounce as I tried to hold it captured between my lips. "Come for me. I want to feel you come for me," she moaned softly.
I let go of her nipple and slid my hands to her hips, watching her tits bounce and fly in front of my face as she pounded herself down on me. "Oh yeah. Almost," I groaned.
"Do it. Oh God yes. I'm so close. But I want to feel you come. I want to feel you letting go inside me."
"Ahhhh!" I grunted as my body jerked. She slammed herself down on me, feeling my cock surge a gush of cum into her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping cum deep in her pussy while she sat on me, shuddering and trembling.
"Ohhhhh yessssss," she whispered, leaning towards me and wrapping her arms around neck, pulling my face to her tits. "Michael. Could you love someone like me?"
"Love you?"
"Michael. I know it's been really hard for you, with the accident and all, but it really doesn't bother me. I like you for you, for the way you are, for your sense of humor, for the way you treat me. I'd like to try and see if it can be more than like. But it has to be something you want too. I know you like me, but could you more than like me?" she whispered, pulling her chest back from my face. She reached down and tilted my head up and kissed me softly on the lips. "Now that we know that part works, wanna see what other things we can do together?" she asked with a grin as she pulled her face back.
"Come on Scott." I heard Amanda whisper, then the gentle tug on my arm. As my head cleared, I could see the young woman, standing there, her big tits completely exposed. Her skirt was pulled up almost to her waist and her panties were around her thighs as she leaned against the wall panting. "Tell me I didn't."
"You did," Amanda said quietly. "Crystal is my neighbor," she whispered as I looked and saw my cum dripping from Crystal's pussy to her panties. "You go up. I'll be right there," she coaxed me.



I nodded and turned to climb the stairs, realizing only now that my dick was sticking out over the waistband of my sweatpants.
"Come on Crystal," Amanda coaxed, putting an arm around her and helping guide her to the stairs. "Let's get you upstairs."
"Amanda. What happened?" she asked, looking down at herself. "Where's my shirt? Why are my underwear... Wait. Did I have sex with someone?"
"Come to my apartment, I'll explain," she said quietly, guiding her up behind me. She and Crystal stepped past me at the top of the stairs and Amanda led her down the hallway to the third door. She used her key to open it as I hobbled slowly down the hall towards them. Amanda coaxed her into the apartment and then walked past me, collecting Crystal's shirt and my suitcase.
I stepped into the room and Crystal was almost immediately in front of me, not angry, but turned on. "God, I want your cock in me," she mumbled, as she tried to push my pants down, freeing my cock. "Oh yeah. It's getting hard already. Look at that. We did fuck out there, didn't we? That was you I was fucking? It felt like Michael, but it was you, wasn't it?"
"Yeah," I answered, gently trying to push past her to the sofa to sit down. I no sooner got sat down and she was pulling my sweat-pants off over my shoes. She climbed onto my lap, facing me, completely naked.
"Crystal!? Stop!" Amanda called as she stepped into the apartment.
"Oh God no. I don't want to. I want to sit on his cock," Crystal moaned from where she sat on my lap, grinding her pussy against my slowly hardening cock.
I looked at Amanda helplessly as she shook her head. "It's okay," she whispered to me, standing next to Crystal, gently rubbing her back as she ground her pussy against me. I slipped my hand between us, letting her grind her pussy against my fingers, her clit rubbing up and down my index finger as she rubbed more urgently. "Oh God yes. Oh fuck. That's it. Gonna come again. Gonna come again," she panted as she started to tremble. I held her right breast while I tried to rub her clit with my right hand, coaxing the climax she was suddenly desperate for to its completion.
She moaned and sagged into me, her body shuddering and twitching for long seconds. After a couple short minutes she pushed herself up and looked at me and then at Amanda in confusion. "I don't understand," she finally said, looking down at herself. "How did I get naked?"
"You sort of did that yourself," I answered.
"I did? I took my clothes off?"
"Fraid so sweetie," Amanda said softly. "This is going to take some explaining."
"Yeah. I think so," Crystal said as she gently pushed herself off of me, rolling to sit next to me. "One minute I was reaching out to help...um... help you, and the next thing I remember is fucking Michael. But that couldn't be. It's not possible," she said quietly, closing her eyes for a moment before opening them again. She looked down at herself and then spread her legs and ran a finger up her pussy. "Oh God. I did. I did fuck Michael. But how?"
"Wasn't Michael. It was Scott. And the how is in your imagination," Amanda said quietly.
"But I remember. I remember spilling water on myself on purpose and taking my shirt off and letting him touch my tits. Then I cleaned up and let him see my pussy, and then I asked if I could fuck him. I mean, I remember doing it with him, sitting on his lap and doing it with him. But that was like two years ago," she said as tears welled up in her eyes. "That was before....before he..."
"Shhhhhh," Amanda said softly, sitting next to her and pulling Crystal towards her. She held her close as Crystal cried in her arms. I looked questioningly at Amanda, completely unsure of what was happening. "Crystal and Michael were going to get married," she whispered. "There was an accident and Michael didn't make it. Someone hit him in his wheelchair in a parking lot."
"Oh damn. I'm so sorry," I whispered, reaching out to touch Crystal and then thinking better of it, pulling my hand back. I felt horrible at making her relive that only to go through what had to be the most painful thing in her life. I knew, because I'd done it myself. I reached out, hoping it wasn't going to start anything again, but needing to touch her. She felt my hand on her shoulder and pushed away from Amanda, rolling on the sofa towards me, pushing her face into my neck and crying more.
"I don't understand. Why did this happen. Why did I have to remember that day? Why now? I've tried so hard to make it go away."
"That's kind of what happens. We don't know why, but it does. That's why I tried to stop you," Amanda said softly, stroking her hair. "I was afraid something like this would happen."
"But why? I mean, why did I have sex with...him? Why did it feel like it was Michael?"
"It's something that happened to him. He had an accident and since he woke up from his coma he's had this....thing. It makes people live out a fantasy or a memory. Clearly that day is still the most important memory you have that includes sex," Amanda said softly. "Come on. Let's get you cleaned up and dressed."
Crystal got up from next to me and followed Amanda to the bedroom, while I leaned back and closed my eyes. I suddenly felt exhausted.
Crystal must have left while I was sleeping, because when I work Amanda was busy making us some dinner. Somewhere along the way I flat missed lunch. "Well sleepy. You woke I see?"
"Yeah. I did." I yawned. "I didn't realize I was so tired."
"Well, between being up and around for the first time in ten plus weeks, and all the sex you've been having, I'm not surprised you're tired."
"Yeah. I guess so."
"You wanna put some pants on? Or you gonna walk around with your sexy dick sticking out?" she asked as I got up from the sofa and walked towards her in the kitchen.
"Might be a good thing to wear pants," I nodded with a grin. "Unless of course you plan on having sex with me again."
She held her hands up and grinned, showing me the bright yellow rubber gloves. "Later I think. It wouldn't do for me to burn your first meal out of the hospital." I smiled back, found my pants and settled at the table to patiently wait for what smelled absolutely fantastic. After dinner we sat on opposite ends of the sofa and watched some TV. About nine I was falling asleep again, so she showed me the shower and the bed and left me to settle in for the night.
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She was an extremely attractive young woman. He had been watching her all summer. It was unfortunate that she seemed unhappy, alone. He watched her as she tended the garden, the two rows of corn, a few rows of peppers, beans and tomatoes. She normally wore tiny shorts and a tank top with her sexy tits nearly showing through as sweat tricked down her face and chest. She stopped frequently, looking around, as if looking for someone or expecting someone.
Sometimes she walked out wearing the tiniest of bikinis, the small triangles of material barely covering her dark round areola and perky nipples on the front of each C cup breast. At the first of the summer, she'd kept the dark curls on her mound completely shaved or trimmed around the tiny bikini bottom, but as summer progressed, she seemed to lose interest in doing so.
At night though, that was when her sadness seemed to be the most apparent. Through the window he watched her undress, item by item her clothing slipping from her young sexy body. She'd shower quickly, washing with a bottle of some kind of liquid that made what appeared to be soothing bubbles. She showered with the bathroom door open, allowing him to see her slowly wash and rinse herself. Some nights she'd slip on a slick looking nightgown and then lay between the covers. Many nights her young body shook as tears overtook her. He didn't know what her sadness was about, but he could feel the intensity of it even through the glass of the window. Other nights she'd lain on the bed with nothing on. Her fingers gently teasing her own body, stroking her creamy soft skin in a way that suggested that she was imitating the touch of another.
He'd watch her tease her body, stroking her soft skin, what she'd called her nipples once, hardening as her body grew excited. Soon one hand would move between her legs, her knees lifting and pushing apart as she lay on her back. Her fingers would slowly tease up and down her thighs and then move to ever so gently touch and stroke her full rounded skin surrounding her slit and the bit of flowery skin protruding. Her fingers would slowly work deeper into herself, stroking her own wetness up and around her. Sometimes she'd use a small device, a pointed cylinder, pressing it slowly into herself. He would watch her arch her back, words he couldn't hear coming from her as her body was wracked with tremors and shudders. Many nights, when she was done with what he thought was pleasurable, she'd roll up in the blankets, still naked, her body giving way to tears before she fell asleep.
He'd watched her from the middle of summer through the beginning of fall. She rarely came to the garden any longer, the vegetables long since having been harvested. It was only a few days ago that she harvested the dry corn stalks, cutting them off and bundling them up. The weather had turned much too chilly for her to relax in the sun and read, so now he only saw her as she prepared to leave in the morning and again as she prepared for bed at night. Some days she seemed to be just going through the motions, no smile, no brightness in her look. Some mornings she didn't even bother to spend time sitting in front of the reflecting glass, painting her face and lips with colors to make her look even more beautiful.
It was still early when he noticed her bedroom lights come on. It was still a long time until bed time when she walked into the room. He watched her take off the small dress she had put on that morning, slipping the material off and laying it on the bed. She rolled what she'd called pantyhose down her legs, bending over, her panty clad butt pointing almost right at him. She worked the slick looking material off over her feet and tossed them onto the bed before straightening just long enough to hook her fingers in the waistband of those same panties. She bent over again, pushing them down, her sexy young slit pushing out between her thighs invitingly, making him wish he were able to be inside with her. She reached behind her back and undid the little strap of the thing that cupped her breasts, tossing it aside as soon as she'd shrugged the little straps off her shoulders.
She showered quickly, not taking nearly as long as many days, almost as if she were in a hurry. She wasn't even completely dried off as she wrapped a towel around herself and darted out of the bathroom and bedroom. He waited patiently, for what else could a scarecrow do? In a few minutes she returned, the towel still around her, but she wasn't alone. The woman who followed her into the bedroom was slightly shorter than she was, and her hair was a dark blonde, almost the color of his own straw stuffing. He was surprised to see her also start to undress, the bright red dress she wore quickly falling around her ankles, revealing her otherwise completely bare body. She was slightly rounder than the young woman that lived here, her breasts a bit smaller, but her nipples and areola both a much lighter shade of pink. He couldn't hear what she said, but it made them both break down in giggles, something he hadn't seen his young lady do very often. For a few moments he could see the gloom lift from her.
It didn't last long. Both of them stopped giggling and a serious look overcame them both. The blonde stepped towards his young lady, and she reached up, cupping both of her breasts, gently squeezing her nipples as she pushed her back towards her bed. The blonde pressed her back until she couldn't step back further and fell back onto the bed, the blonde's hands no longer able to cup her breasts. She reached down and lifted his young ladies' legs, lifting and spreading them. He's seen her in this position many nights as she used her fingers on herself. The blonde knelt down and lowered her head between his young ladies' legs. He couldn't hear it, but he knew the look on her face, he'd seen it each time she used the pointed tube inside herself.
Her body squirmed on the bed, her hands grabbing the bedspread, her back arching, long deep gasps coming from her lips as the blonde moved her head around between her legs. He watched as the familiar shudders and trembles raced up and down her body, her breathing rapid and deep, gasping for breath as if in pain, but clearly not. Finally as her body stilled, the blonde lifted her head. She moved up between her legs and then crawled up onto the bed. He watched as she crawled up over his young ladies' body, moving further and further until she knelt over her face. The blonde spread her legs, allowing her crotch to slowly lower towards his young lady's face.
She seemed hesitant. He couldn't see the blonde's face, only her back and tight little ass. But it was clear that she was anxious for his young lady to do something. He watched as she lifted her head and slowly licked the blonde girl's crotch, slipping her tongue out of her mouth to press between the soft flowery skin that protruded significantly from within the blonde's slit. It appeared to him that what his young lady was doing was pleasurable to the blonde girl. She seemed to like the touch of her tongue. It wasn't long before the blonde was wiggling and moving her hips over her face. The longer his young lady moved her tongue on the blonde girl's crotch, the more she seemed to enjoy it. Suddenly the blonde girl stopped moving, her body completely still for long seconds before she bent over and lifted herself off his young lady's face. She rolled over onto the bed, her legs too facing him. She spread her legs wide, and he could see how wet she was as she reached between her legs and pushed two fingers into herself. In and out she pumped them, her hips moving up and down as her fingers plunged in and out of herself. He waited and watched as she pushed her fingers in and out faster. His young lady rolled over and watched as the blonde worked her fingers in and out of her until she held herself still once again, this time with her butt held off the bed by her bent legs. She pulled her fingers from herself, and a gush of water shot from her, powerfully spraying out and all over his young lady. Three times she sprayed out onto his young lady, who seemed to be anything but upset.
The blonde lowered her butt to the bed and lay there panting as his young lady crawled closer and softly kissed the blonde girl's thighs. Her kisses slowly moved towards her crotch, the blonde seeming to enjoy the new sensations. His young lady pressed her face between the blonde's legs, blocking his view, but whatever she seemed to be doing, the blonde girl was enjoying.
Suddenly everything changed. His young lady rolled away, reaching for the little black box he'd often seen her hold to her face and talk into. She held it there for some seconds before tossing it aside. The two got off the bed and walked quickly to the bathroom. He'd never seen anyone else use the shower, but now the two were curiously using it together. They seemed to be almost in a rush, rubbing their hands around their bodies, the yellow liquid they squirted on each other making white foam that was quickly rinsed off in the cascade of water.
His young lady quickly exited the shower, walking to the bedroom once again to pick up her towel. She held it against her skin while she walked out of the room, coming back moments later with another towel. The two dried and began to dress. He watched as they both first put on a thin belt around their hips, long straps hanging down the front and back of their legs. Next, they rolled something up and slowly slid their legs into the doughnut shaped roll, sliding their hands slowly up their legs, spreading the material up until their legs were mostly covered in the shiny black material. They each did this with both legs.
His young lady moved to put on a pair of tiny black underwear, which the blonde girl quickly grabbed and threw across the room. He could see his young lady protest, but eventually give in and move on to slipping the black lace device around her middle, the lacy material cupping each of her breasts, her hard nipples poking over the top of the lace. He wasn't sure how, but he suddenly realized that he understood the purpose and name of the device, the bra that she was putting on. The blonde girl didn't wear one and slipped the long black dress down over her body, leaving her crotch and breasts exposed under the dress. His young lady also put on a black dress, hers shorter than the blonde girl's. Much, much shorter. The jagged bottom edge of the dress barely came down to the middle of her thighs as she turned to let the blonde girl pull a fastener up the middle of her back. His young lady turned and looked at herself in the mirror, smiling. He was glad she was smiling. He'd seen it so few times.
They walked from the room, turning the light out behind them. He looked around at the garden below him, looking at the few plants that were left and the stubble of the corn stalks. He really had little to do but hang there and listen to the night sounds. He looked to the east and saw the huge orange ball of the moon begin its rise. It looked huge tonight, much larger than most nights. It was only the fourth time he'd seen it completely round like this. As he watched, it grew somewhat smaller, but also brighter, casing a bluish hue across the ground and across him.
It had grown late by the time his young lady returned home. He didn't know where she had gone, but the lack of noises from the house and the unusual sound from in front he'd heard so many times, meant she had gone someplace. He watched her walk into the room, only the light from the moon lighting her bed. She lay on the bed, her legs hanging over the end. She seemed upset. He'd seen her tears many times in the last months, but this time, it seemed to hurt him inside. He wished he could make her feel better, to make her smile again instead of cry. He closed his eyes and knew that he was just a scarecrow, and he had no place in the land of people. His task was to protect the garden from birds, she had made that perfectly clear when she put him up on this stick. "Keep the birds out of my garden now!" she had commanded him.
He looked at the moon again and wished he could make his young lady feel better.
To his surprise he found himself standing on the ground, no longer held up by the stick. He had no idea how, but he was. He looked at the straw sticking out of the arms of the flannel shirt he wore, the sight of it somehow strange. He moved his arms, something he had never done before, and touched his straw hands to each other. He could feel them, smooth, soft and warm. Not at all what he expected. He looked down at his boots, seeming to be able to move them. He didn't know how, but yet, they moved. He willed his boots to move him towards the door of the house, and they did. They carried him step by step to the door. He had no trouble opening the door and walking in. He didn't even understand how to open the door, yet he had. He guessed at where the young lady's room was and moved in that direction, finding all kinds of obstacles, but somehow, he knew how to move around them. The closer he moved to her room, the more and more he understood and felt. He suddenly knew her name was Jenny. He knew she was sad because she had lost the one she loved more than any other. He knew that he wanted to be with her, to...do things to her that would make her feel like what she seemed to feel when she lay on the bed.
She was standing with her back to the door as he stepped through it, her hands just pulling the dress up and over her head. He quietly stepped behind her and wrapped both arms around her, one around her waist, the other around her chest. She jumped and screamed and tried to pull away.
"Shhhhhh. It's alright Jenny!" he said. How had he done that? He'd never spoken before. He didn't even know he could.
"Please! Don't hurt me!" she begged, still struggling but apparently realizing that his grip was too strong for her to break.
"I'd never hurt you," he whispered before lowering his face to her neck and gently pressing his lips to it. He held his lips there, feeling the heat of her body pressed to his body. He realized that one of his arms was across her breasts. They were round and soft. The nipple that stuck out was much harder. As he moved his hand to stroke it, she tried to pull away. He held her to him with his other hand, pulling her bare behind against the front of his denim overalls. It was a funny feeling, a sensation he'd not felt before. He let his hand move across her soft breast, his fingers teasing her nipple like he'd watched her do to herself so many times. She stopped struggling and allowed him to stroke her, teasing the hard protrusion.
He let his other hand slide down, releasing the pressure on her waist, his hand moving down until his fingers teased through the rough curls just above the juncture of her legs. She held still while he moved his fingers lower, gently stroking across the full roundness between her legs. He let the tips of his fingers gently rub up and down across the little bit her inner depths protruding, feeling its softness. He let his finger press between the soft flowery skin, dipping into her hot wet slit, feeling her heat and wetness. He slid his finger up and down until he touched the hard nub hidden within. She shuddered but didn't bolt, allowing him to gently stroke the hard bump.
They stood there, his hands teasing her nipple and her clit while he softly kissed the back of her neck. He wasn't sure why he was doing it, but it felt right. It felt good. It felt like he'd done it before. She reached between them, reaching around her back and unclasping the lace strap holding the bra in place. He let her slide the straps down her arms, freeing her entire breast for him to touch and play with. She slowly turned in his arms, her hands reaching for his and then pulling him back towards the bed. She pulled him along with her until she could back up no further.
He wasn't sure why, but he let her unclip the buckles that held his overalls up, the heavy blue material sliding down his body and pooling around his legs. He easily stepped out of the untied boots, the legs of the overalls staying with the boots as he stepped from them. She worked the buttons of his shirt down until it was open all the way, and then pushed it off his shoulders. He looked to the side, seeing himself in the piece of glass that reflected him. He didn't look like he expected. His straw was all pink and smooth, nothing like the straw that had stuck out of the arms of his shirt. Even further down he had an unruly bunch of straw sticking out, poking up at her at an angle. She didn't seem to be bothered by it, in fact, she seemed eager to inspect it. She leaned closer to it and then, in a surprise move, closed her lips around it.
He closed his eyes and let the sensations overtake him. Her hot wet mouth stroked on him, her tongue teasing under the front of his protrusion, causing incredible sensations. He wanted to move his hips, to push himself towards her each time she pushed her mouth towards him. She held his hips, keeping him from doing just that. He lost track of how long it had been. He could see the moon had moved and more of its bluish light shown on the bed when she pulled her mouth from him. She stood and backed up, pulling him by the hand as she backed to the bed and then onto the bed. She slid up the bed further, pulling him until he had to crawl onto the bed himself. She let go of his head and guided him towards her crotch, pulling his head gently down between her legs.
He hesitantly stuck out his tongue, trying to imitate what she and the blonde girl had done earlier. He stroked slowly up the wet slit between her legs, tasting the sweetness of her juices, the sensation of his tongue pressing into her drawing a contented groan from her. "Oh God David," she moaned softly as he continued to stroke up and down her wet slit. He wasn't sure what it was he was doing, but he could tell that when he ran his tongue over the hard nub he'd felt before, it made her squirm on the bed. He kept licking, her juices flowing more freely, running down his chin and dripping to the bed. She suddenly stiffened as he'd seen her do many times, only to start shuddering and trembling. He could feel her moisture flowing out at him, not spraying as the blonde girl had done, but certainly flowing like a small stream from within her.
She reached down and pulled on him. Coaxing him up her body. She let him linger at her breasts for a few moments, allowing him to lick and taste the hard nubs of her nipples curiously. He closed his lips around one of her nipples, squeezing it with his lips much like he'd watched her do with her fingers. She arched her back and pushed the soft mound of her breast towards him in apparent appreciation.
He felt her reach between them, finding the protrusion she had sucked on before. He felt her rub it up and down her wet slit and then guide it to an opening that seemed to go into her. He'd seen her push the pointed tube into her, guessing that she wanted him to do the same thing. He pushed his hips towards her, slowly forcing himself into her. He could feel the hot wetness envelope him and a strange feeling overcome him. He wanted to be inside her this way. He wanted to slide himself in and out of her. He just needed to.
He began to rock his hips, quickly finding a method and rhythm that pumped him in and out of her. It felt incredible. Even better than the wind sneaking through the gap of his overalls to tickle through his straw body. In and out he made himself slide, his young lady, Jenny, moving in time with him. She seemed to enjoy the sensation and coaxed him to push in harder and faster. He wanted to make her feel better, so he did. He pushed harder and faster, a strange sensation overcoming him. He felt an urgency to push a little harder, to not stop. He felt her body start to quiver below him. He felt her body start to squeeze around his penetrating member. The tighter she got, the harder he had to pump.



Suddenly his body jerked in a way he had no control over. It pushed him hard into her and he could feel something flowing, leaking, squirting from him into her. She cried out, but not in pain, but in pleasure, much like she did with the cylinder stuck into herself. He smiled to himself that he had been able to bring her a little pleasure. He knew that it was only a short time and he'd no longer be overlooking the garden, no longer be overlooking her, watching her, wishing he could be with her. For the moment, he was. He felt his body jerk and twitch over and over again until it slowed and then ceased.
He wasn't sure what to do next. He held himself inside her, hoping that she would show him what to do next. She did, but it was unexpected.
She rolled the two of them over on the bed, so he was under her, and she was sitting over him. He could still feel his penetration of her. She reached for his hands and pulled them to her breasts, coaxing him to cup and squeeze both soft orbs while she started to bounce up and down on him. He could feel himself sliding in and out of her as she lifted and dropped herself. It seemed to bring her much pleasure to feel her wet depths slide down his hard member. He squeezed her breasts in time with her bounces, which seemed to coax her pleasure even greater. Up and down she bounced, her breasts bouncing in his hands, her wet slit caressing him with each bounce. He knew it felt good for her. He'd never heard her make so many noises without words, but it was pretty obvious that she was enjoying it.
The more she bounced on him, the more he felt that strange sensation again. That need to be inside her, that need to rock and push hard into her. "Just let me," she moaned as he tried to rock his hips in time with hers. He nodded without words and let her continue to bounce. The longer she moved up and down on him, the more urgent it became to feel that sensation again, that moment where his body had no control. Up and down she moved until that moment happened. He felt his body go rigid and his member flow a strong surge of liquid into her. She slammed herself down on him and he could feel her squeezing around him as his surges increased her pleasure.
She slowly lay down on him, trapping him between her soft body and the bed. He heard her whisper to him, "God David. I've missed you so much."
He squeezed her in response, not being sure why or even if it was the right thing to do. But she seemed to like it. They lay like that, until she fell asleep. He moved from under her, covering her gently with the blanket and then walking out of the room and the house. He stood in front of the stake he'd been on for his whole life, unsure how to get back onto it. Finally he sat down at the bottom. His young lady would take care of it in the morning.
********
Jenny woke with the sun streaming in the window. She looked around the room anxiously and then let the sadness overtake her once again. It had been just a dream. Her imagination. She had planned to have so much life to live with David, but it was all taken away. She really didn't know how to live without him. He was her life! She slowly pulled herself from being wrapped in the covers. She was still wearing the garter and stockings from that stupid party. She'd let Chrissy talk her into going, and for a time was even excited about it. But once she was there, missing David came back like a ton of bricks. She just couldn't have fun and came home. Still sitting on the bed, she unclipped the stockings and rolled them down, letting them fall onto the floor. She tossed the garter aside and pushed off the bed to go shower.
She looked at the floor, David's overalls and flannel shirt were lying on the floor, the same ones she'd dressed the scarecrow in that spring. She picked them up, unconsciously lifting the shirt to her face. It didn't smell like straw but smelled like David. She stepped to the window to look out. There at the base of the stake was a loose pile of straw. How had his clothes gotten into her room? It had to be a joke. After she fell asleep Chrissy had to have done it. How else would it happen?
*******
It was approaching Thanksgiving and she was feeling ill again. It seemed like she was sick all the time. Chrissy swore she was pregnant. But she knew that wasn't possible. She hadn't been with a man since David was killed, and as much as she thought it was fun to play now and again with Chrissy, there wasn't any way Chrissy could make her pregnant. Unless she was sneaking cum into her somehow. She rolled her eyes and looked at the little tester on the counter. Maybe this would shut Chrissy up.
"Well, what does it say?" Chrissy asked as she walked into the bathroom naked, having spent the night again.
"Not pregnant," Jenny said with a shrug.
"Hell, you haven't even looked, have you?"
"Why should i? We both know it's not possible."
"Well, get ready for the impossible then, because it sure as hell says pregnant!"
"No. Not possible!" she said as she looked at the little tester Chrissy was holding. "But how? When? I haven't been with anyone."
"No? What about that dream you had about David? It was Halloween night, right? Full moon? Maybe he did come back."
"I don't believe in that stuff," Jenny said quietly, thinking back to how real it had felt. How much it had felt like David in her dream. But how?"
"Well, unless you have a better explanation...like you were banging some guy on the side and forgot to tell anyone?"
"But I haven't!" Jenny protested. "I really haven't," she whispered. "Not since David. Never with anyone except David."
"Well, if that's the case, you better get ready to have a little David running around, because this sure as hell says your pregnant!" Chrissy said as she held the tester out for her to see.
Jenny took the tester and stared in disbelief.
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Step Sisters Prank Ch 02
As the days slipped by after Valentine's Day, I began to wonder if my step-mom had forgotten about what had happened downstairs. I knew she hadn't told dad since he hadn't blown up at me, but at the same time, the "talk" she said would be coming, hadn't. All day Sunday I'd expected her to "talk" to me. When she hadn't, Monday came and went as did Tuesday. Neither of which produced the dreaded "talk". Since she became my new mom, she'd always been fair and even-handed in her discipline. It was part of the agreement we had. I wouldn't make life more trouble for Tammy, my new sister, and she wouldn't go out of her way to make things difficult for me. In general I had to admit that most of the punishment I got was deserved. What had me nervous was just what kind of punishment I was going to get for this.
It isn't that it was exactly ALL my fault. I mean Tammy and her best friend Vicki had pretty much lured me into it the first time and blackmailed me the second time, though I'm pretty sure mom only knows about the second time and nothing about how it ended up the way it did. I'd spent much of my waking hours trying to refine my arguments that this wasn't my fault and that Tammy is the one that should be punished. But then, I was fucking HER daughter. Push come to shove, I expected her to believe Tammy over me, and Lord knows what she told her mom about it.
Wednesday night was one of my dad's usual nights to be gone, so as the day progressed, I got more and more apprehensive. If she wasn't going to tell dad what I did, then this would be a good night for her to nail me. My calc class, the last one I had on Wednesday, was almost impossible for me to concentrate on. I mean, living at home to save money going to college seemed like a great idea, until Saturday. I walked in long before mom was due to get home and found Tammy already home from her classes.
"Hey" I said as I walked to her open bedroom door.
"Hey," she answered back from where she was studying on the bed.
"So, um, you talked to mom about Saturday yet?"
She put down her book and looked over at me. "No. And that has me worried. I've never known her to wait this long to mete out punishment for anything. You don't think she's going to let it slide, do you?"
"She's your mom. What do you think?"
"Not a chance."
"What do you think she'll do?"
"You know, I'm not sure. I mean, we're getting kind of old to get grounded. I suppose she could take away our phones or something, since they're paying for 'em. She can't take away my car, or yours. So I don't know exactly what she can do. Maybe she will just let it drop."
"I'd like to think so, but I don't know how to read her on this. It wasn't exactly like she was mad. She didn't even seem upset."
"No. She was clearly enjoying watching us," Tammy answered with a grin. "I wouldn't mind doing it again. It was kind of fun."
"Doing it without getting blackmailed?" I asked.
"Yeah. I wouldn't have really done any of that. I just wanted to get you naked again. It was kinda hot seeing you in the shower like that."
"That why you and Vicki ginned that all up?"
"Yeah. Sorta," she said with a little shrug. "I mean, it's not like I'm a virgin or anything, but you do have a nice cock."
"Yeah, well, you have a pretty good looking body too."
"Thanks," she said before grinning at me. "Wanna see it some more?"
"You gonna just up and show it to me?"
"I will if it gets that dick of yours hard," she said with a giggle, pushing the book off her lap. She sat upright and pulled her t-shirt up and off, tossing it aside and leaving her bare from the waist up. "What'd you think? Should I take off my pants too?"
"I wouldn't exactly complain if you did," I answered, stepping into her bedroom.
"Didn't think you would," she answered as she leaned back and wiggled the spandex pants she had on over her butt and down her legs. She pulled her legs up and stuck them in the air as she worked the snug material down her legs, her butt and panty covered pussy on display. She tossed the pants aside and then skimmed her panties down her legs and tossed them on the pants. She held her legs in the air and then spread them, letting me see her entire naked body. "Your turn."
I hesitated a little, wondering what time mom was going to get home. In the end, a bare pussy staring at me trumped when was mom coming home. I pulled my shirt off and then bent to untie my shoes and kick them off. I pushed my jeans down and worked them over my feet while I pushed my briefs down, leaving me in just my socks, my hard-on sticking out at her.
"That didn't take long to get hard," she said as she lay there, stroking her shaved pussy with her fingers. "Why don't you come over here and do what you did last time. I liked that." I walked to the bed and crawled onto it, laying down on the soft mattress between her legs. She moved her hand from her pussy as I moved myself close enough to gently lick my tongue up her already wet slit. I teased my tongue between her lips as she spread her legs and used her fingers to pull her full round lips apart. "Ohhhhh yeah. That's it. Tease me right there," she moaned as I licked my tongue up and down across her hard little clit. "Oooooooooooh, that feels so nice."
I continued to lick and tease her sweet pussy, teasing her closer and closer to an orgasm as she pulled and pinched her own nipples. "Oh God. You're going to make me come," she moaned quietly as I teased her clit, flicking my tongue back and forth across it. "I don't know where you learned that, but it's soooo good," she moaned. "Just a little bit more. Just...a....ohhhhh.. fuck, Andy! Here it comes...."
I was surprised at how much juice her pussy leaked out at me, almost squirting out at my chin while I teased her clit. I pulled my face from her pussy and crawled up between her legs, more than ready to plunge my hard-on into her. She reached her hands for me and pulled on my hips, barely giving me time to aim my mushroom head at her wet lips. I slid easily into her leaking pussy, drawing a gasp of pleasure from her as I drove deep into her. "That's it. Fuck me Andy. Fuck my hot little twat!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I started to plunge in and out of her, driving my cock fully into her until our bodies banged together. Each time I slammed into her she gasped a little more, my strokes clearly having a huge effect on her. In and out I thrust, watching her little boobs wiggle on her chest as we pounded together. She lifted and spread her legs even wider, encouraging me to drive even deeper into her. "Shit. I'm gonna come," I grunted as my body started to give me that warning signal.
"Do it," she gasped as I continued to pound into her.
It was only a few more seconds before my body could hold back no more. My body jerked and drove hard into her as I went rigid, my dick pumping a huge shot of cum deep into her pussy. I held myself over her, my body jerking and spasming with each new gush of cum flowing into her. I finally sagged down and lay on top of her, feeling her tits pressed to my bare, sweaty chest, her nipples sliding slightly on my chest as we both panted for breath.
"Oh damn that felt good," she said softly. "I should have started fucking you a long damn time ago."
"Yeah. I'm thinking the same thing," I answered, still trying to catch my breath.
"We better get dressed before mom gets home," she whispered after we had been laying together for almost five minutes.
"Yeah. Probably," I agreed, pushing off of her, my softened dick having slid out of her some time ago. I picked up my clothes and padded naked down the hall to my bedroom. I paused at the door, looking at the door handle, and the pair of frilly women's underwear hanging on the doorknob. I looked around in confusion and then pulled the panties off the knob and walked into the bedroom, closing the door behind me. I laid my clothes on the bed and looked at the panties. They were definitely too big to be Tammy's, and the crotch was definitely wet. I'd say they were mom's, but how would they get on my doorknob and why would they have a wet crotch? I lifted the panties to my nose and smelled the crotch. Yeah, that was definitely pussy juice. There was only one conclusion I could draw. Mom had been watching and we hadn't seen her. How else would fresh pussy juice covered panties find their way to my doorknob, unless Tammy was playing another prank on me.
I walked to my dresser, pulled out a pair of athletic shorts and pulled them on. If mom had been watching, then she was home. I padded down the hall barefoot again, walking down the stairs as silently as I could. I wound through the living room to the master bedroom and stopped. I leaned my ear to the closed door and heard sounds. I could hear what I thought was a vibrator, but it was too loud to be that. The moans that were associated with it made me think that it was some kind of great big vibrator. Of course, that also meant that mom WAS home and maybe had been watching us. But why would she watch us having sex? I mean she has dad and they clearly can spend hours having sex if they want too.
I gripped the knob of the door and turned it slowly. I knew if she caught me, I'd be dead meat, but my curiosity was getting the better of me. I pushed the door open a crack and looked in. Yeah, mom was definitely home! I could see her reflection in the full length mirror on the far wall. She was sitting or straddling something that looked like a small half barrel, completely naked. I could see the curly brown matt on her pubic mound and her pussy lips spread around something flesh colored on the top of the half barrel that most certainly was vibrating. Her eyes were closed, and she had both her big tits in her hands, her fingers twisting and pulling on her nipples while she held the big soft mounds up. She rocked herself forward and back on the device, moaning softly as it did whatever it did inside her.
God it was hot! I'd seen her partly naked on Saturday night, but nothing like this. I could already feel my cock growing in my shorts and despite my better judgement, I pushed the front of my shorts down and pulled out my hardening dick. I stood at the door, watching her body be pushed closer and closer to climax while I stood, peeking in the door, stroking my cock. I knew I shouldn't be, but I couldn't help myself. She looked so damn hot sitting on that thing, getting closer and closer to orgasm.
As I watched she leaned further forward, leaning toward the mirror, pushing the vibrating device up against her pussy, her mouth opening in a long gasp. I could see her body start to shudder and twitch, as her orgasm started to wash over her. Suddenly her body jerked, her hands dropping from her tits to hold herself up from falling onto the floor. As she leaned forward, I could see her ass and then her pussy, a flesh colored protrusion sticking up into her pussy. She started to lift and lower herself, dropping hard down onto what I could now see was a vibrating dick. Up and down she slid on it, pumping herself up and down the shaft, her ass bouncing against the machine each time she thrust herself down on it. I stood there, stroking myself, my mind picturing her ass bouncing up and down on me, my cock sliding in and out of her pussy. I could hear her moan and gasp as her body trembled and jerked amid her up and down thrusts.
"Oh fuck," I gasped as my body responded to my own strokes. I hadn't even realized I was so close, but there I was, standing at the door of my stepmom's room, squirting cum on the door, the doorframe and the gap in the door while she climaxed on the machine she was riding.
I closed the door, wondering what the hell I was going to do now, wondering if I had been too loud, wondering how the hell anyone could explain cum dripping down the door and door frame. I pulled my shorts off and quickly wiped as much cum off as quietly as I could and then ran as quietly as I could back to my room.
I sat on my bed, my heart pounding as my mind replayed the view of her ass bouncing up and down and the reflection of her big soft tits swinging wildly in the mirror. I couldn't believe that my dick was already getting hard again from just thinking about it, how she looked, how she might feel. I mean she was my step-mom. It wasn't something I should be thinking about, but then fucking my sister wasn't exactly something particularly kosher either. I lay there, thinking about how sexy her body looked, stroking my dick even harder. The knock on the door startled me back to reality. I looked around and quickly pulled the blanket of my bed over my legs and hard-on as the door opened slowly.
I saw my mom stick her head in to see me and then push the door open a little further to slip through. She closed the door and quietly latched it behind her before turning to face me. She was dressed in a short satin looking robe, her nipples clearly poking the front of the robe out. Her long sexy legs were bare, sticking out from the extremely short robe, barely long enough to cover her round butt cheeks and her pussy. She walked over and sat down on the edge of the bed, her hip inches from my own. She reached out and lay a hand on my covered leg. "Andy. I think we need to have a talk," she said quietly.
"Yeah Mom?" I asked as innocently as I knew how.
She looked at me with a small frown. "Don't play innocent with me. I know you were spying on me a little while ago."
I looked down at the bed, knowing I was caught. "Yeah. Sorry. I didn't mean to. I mean, I came down to see if you were home, and well, I couldn't resist."
"I suppose it was inevitable. I meant to leave you a message, but not the one you apparently received."
"A message?"
"The underwear? I presume that was why you were looking to see if I'd gotten home."
"Actually, yeah, it was," I admitted.
"I wanted you to think about what you were doing with Tammy. I know that at the moment you two are physically attracted to each other. I'm not sure how it started, and I don't really need to know. But I wanted you to think about how and when you were acting on that attraction. There is such a thing as trying to be discrete. Having sex with the door standing wide open doesn't quite qualify as discrete."
"So you're not upset? You're not going to make us stop?"
"Would it do me any good to try? I mean, you two share a bathroom. If you wanted to sneak around and have sex behind my back, the honest truth is, your father and I wouldn't even know. I wouldn't know if I hadn't seen you downstairs. As far as being upset, you're technically not related, so it isn't illegal, but it's certainly not in good taste."
"No. I suppose it isn't," I agreed.
"Good. Now, about us."
"Us?"
"Yes. Us. You clearly were turned on by what you saw me doing. It would be silly of me to expect that you'd let it go as a one time thing. No, horny teenage boys tend to want to go back for another look. It's in their nature. But just between you and me, I'd rather not have you sneaking around to do it. Someone might see and that could cause all kinds of problems, for both of us."
"Yeah. I can see that. I'll not do that again."
"I appreciate you saying that, but the reality is that you probably will. It's the forbidden fruit syndrome. Just like having sex with my daughter, partly because you know that you're not supposed to, heightens the experience, so would be the case with you spying on me. Sooner or later your hormones and curiosity would get the best of you and you'd be peeking in my door again."
I looked down at the blanket, knowing she was probably right. I'd already been laying there thinking about how it looked and thinking about seeing that again. "Yeah, probably," I admitted.
"I've always tried to be open and honest with you, haven't I?"
"Yeah. I can't say you haven't. As stepmoms go, you've been a lot better than a lot of them I know about."
"I appreciate that," she said as she stood up. She moved her hand to the tie around her waist and untied the bow. In moments she'd slipped the robe off and was standing completely naked next to the bed. "This is what you wanted to see, wasn't it? While you were laying here stroking yourself?"
"I...uh...I..." I stammered as she moved to sit back down on the bed.
"Shhhh. It's alright. Boys are all the same, teenager or adult," she said softly, reaching for the blanket that was covering my suddenly hardening dick. "So, let's see what has Tammy and Vickie so excited." I moved my hands to cover my still blanket covered dick, holding it in place as she tried to gently tug it away. "Now, that isn't exactly fair, is it? You were watching me pleasuring myself, but you won't even let me see you naked? Does that seem fair to you?"
"I guess not," I answered quietly, letting go of the blanket and letting her pull it away.
"I can see why Tammy is enjoying you," she said quietly, laying her hand on my thigh and sliding it up my leg until her fingers could close around my hard dick. "We might as well get this out of your system," she said as she stood up and moved a little further up the bed and sat down again, all the while holding my hard-on in her hand. She used her free right hand to reach for one of mine and pulled it to her left breast, pressing my palm to it. "Go ahead. You can touch," she whispered, her hand starting to stroke my dick slowly.
I gently squeezed her breast, feeling its softness as she slowly stroked her hand up and down my shaft, letting her palm run up and over my mushroom head, spreading the precum that was oozing from me down my shaft. "You know. Women like to have their nipples played with," she whispered. I shifted my hand so my fingers could tease across and around her nipple. "You can squeeze it. Gently, not too hard," she urged as I gently pinched her nipple between my thumb and fingers. "Mmmmmmm. That's right. You can even twist it some. Ohhhhh yes," she moaned softly. "That's very nice. Do you like what I'm doing?"
"Uh huh," I answered a little breathlessly.
"Is this what you were doing to yourself outside my door?"
"Uh huh."
"Tell me, when you came, were you looking at my pussy or my boobs?" I was silent for a few moments, trying to figure out how to answer. "I see. My pussy and boobs." She stood up, and for a second, I thought she was going to leave. But instead she stepped to the head of the bed, tossed the pillows aside and gently pushed me back. She knelt on the bed and swung her leg over my head, settling one knee on either side of my head, facing my feet. "There. Now you can explore to your heart's content," she said huskily as she bent forward, holding herself up so that her tits hung down below her, her nipples almost brushing my stomach as she closed one hand around my dick again. I looked down her body, feeling incredibly turned on as I was treated to an incredibly close view of her pussy, and only slightly further, her tits framed by her spread legs.
I tentatively reached a hand up and touched her thigh, letting it rest there to see if she objected, before sliding my fingers up to her full round pussy lips. I stroked my fingers up and down her lips, just barely teasing my fingertips across the flowery inner lips protruding towards my face. I could smell her excitement as I stroked a finger between her lips, sliding it from the end of her slit to the entrance to her depths. I pressed my finger a little deeper and stroked back again, hearing her gasp slightly as my finger teased across her hard clit.
I felt a hot wetness on my cock and looked down to see her drooling saliva down my shaft to lubricate it before starting to stroke it again. Up and down her hand went, sliding on my saliva slickened shaft, her hand moving all the way up my shaft until my head disappeared into her hand. She spread her knees slightly wider, lowering her pussy a few inches towards me, her nipples now laying on my body as her mouth hovered inches from my dick. I circled my finger over and around her clit, feeling her body tremble slightly as I teased over and around the hard nub while she stroked her hand up and down my hard-on.



It wasn't long before I could feel my body trying to force my hips up towards her, trying to move towards the source of the stimulation, my climax starting to race forward, uncontained, unstoppable. "Ohhhh damn," I groaned moments before my cock erupted. My body bucked and jerked under her for long seconds, pumping shot after shot of cum out. My mind didn't initially register the lack of cum landing on my stomach, but as my orgasm slowly faded, she lifted herself up, pulling her face from my crotch and her tits from my body. She climbed off the bed and turned to face me. I could see a dribble of cum on the corner of her lips as she looked down at me.
"Hopefully, now you won't have to go peeking in my room," she said as she pulled the robe back on and covered her body. She walked to the door and out, closing it behind her.
"Yeah, like that just solved anything," I breathed.
I heard mom call up the stairs that dinner was ready. I pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, heading quickly downstairs. I don't know what I was expecting. Seeing her in some sexy little negligee or bra and panty set or something? I was disappointed to see her dressed as normally as any other day...but then, was she? I couldn't help but think that her nipples were showing more through the shirt than normal, but then it was probably just my over active imagination.
"So, I guess mom came to talk to you?" Tammy whispered to me a couple hours later while mom was gone from the family room to go to the bathroom. "I saw her go by my room headed towards yours."
"Yeah. She did," I answered quietly.
Tammy looked past me to see if mom was coming back yet. "So? What'd she say? Was she upset with us?"
"Not exactly. She said she could tell us to stop, but we'd probably just do it behind her back anyway. She just wanted to make sure we were a bit more discreet. Wouldn't want dad to find out."
"That's good, yeah? I mean then we can keep doing it?"
"I guess we can," I answered.
"So what else did she say? I mean, she was in there a long time for just that."
"We had to talk about some other stuff."
"Other stuff? Like what?"
"Nothing really."
"I can tell it's not nothing, I can see your dick getting hard. Come on. Before she comes back."
"We had to talk about me spying on her."
"Spying on her? Why, where you spying on her? WHEN were you spying on her?"
"I didn't mean to. It was kind of an accident. I went down to see if she was home yet and heard something in her room. I cracked the door open, and she was in there sitting on some kind of big sex toy. She knew I'd seen her and wanted to clear the air."
"She knew? Did she see you or something? How did she know?"
"I kinda left something behind that tipped her off."
"Something that tipped her off? Like what? I don't get it."
"I was playing with myself while I watched her and accidently came all over the door."
"Oh my God! You came watching my mom playing with a sex toy? Seriously!?" she asked incredulously. "I mean, yeah, mom is pretty good looking, but jacking off watching her? For real?"
"I couldn't help it. It was so hot watching her ride on that thing, seeing her tits swinging around in the mirror and her pussy humping up and down on that vibrating dick. I just...kinda...got turned on."
"Oh God. I don't believe it. Was she pissed? I mean did she chew you out?"
"Actually, no. She got undressed so I could see her naked and gave me a hand job."
"Shit! For real!?" she gasped, looking past me. "Damn. Here she comes."
"So what are you two whispering about?" mom said as she walked in and settled on the end of the sofa again.
"Nothing," I said with a shrug.
"Oh? Well, that nothing left your pants bulging, so it must have been some nothing. But if you prefer not to tell your mom about it, that's fine. I can probably guess. Let's see. Tammy was suggesting that you two get naked and have sex again, sooner rather than later."
"Something like that," I lied.
"Well, don't let me stop you. Your dad won't be home for at least another hour. That gives you plenty of time to get naked and do the dirty."
"What? Here? Now?" Tammy asked her mother in surprise.
"Why not? You weren't worried about me seeing you when you were screwing with the bedroom door open, or down here Saturday. All three of you were naked down here then, right? Might as well go ahead and get naked now and do it."
"What? Here? Really? In front of you?" Tammy asked her mom.
"Sure, I mean, unless there's something you think I haven't seen before. But I'm pretty sure I've seen anything you two are going to do."
"Oh God Mom! Really!?" Tammy said loudly as she got up and stalked out of the room in a huff.
"Guess she really didn't want to," Mom said, trying unsuccessfully to hide a smile. "Don't worry. She'll be back, probably naked too. You might as well take your clothes off because she will if you haven't already."
"Really? You want me to just stand up and strip in front of you?"
"Like I said, it's nothing I haven't already seen, but if you really need some encouragement..." she said, leaning forward and pulling her tank top up and off. She tossed it onto the sofa and then reached behind her to undo the bra strap around her back, pulling it off and leaning back again. She cupped and rubbed both big soft tits. "You know. I always preferred not having to wear one of these, but your father thinks that somehow, it's slutty if I don't. You don't think it's slutty if I don't wear a bra, do you?"
"Uh, not at all," I answered, staring at her as she cupped and rubbed her breasts, making her nipples grow harder and stick out invitingly.
"So, you going to join me? Or wait for Tammy to come back?"
"You're really serious?" I asked, still surprised she took her top off in front of me like that.
She smiled and leaned over on the sofa, reaching for my pants. She unbuttoned the button of my jeans and then worked the zipper down. "Well, you going to do it, or do I need to stand up and do it myself?"
"No. No, I'll do it," I said, reluctantly standing up and sliding my pants down my legs. I stepped out of them and pulled my shirt off, leaving me in just my briefs.
"Well? go ahead," she coaxed me. I rolled my eyes and pushed my briefs down, letting my hard-on poke out like a flagpole on the side of a building. "There, that wasn't so hard was it?"
"No," I answered, sitting back down, wondering what was going to happen next. I didn't have all that long to wait. Sure enough, only a couple minutes later Tammy walked back into the family room, completely naked.
"You wanna watch us fuck? Fine. Hope you enjoy watching, because I'm going to enjoy getting his cock stuffed deep into me," she said as she walked in, her attitude clearly 'in your face' towards her mother. She stepped in front of me and then knelt on the sofa over me, one knee on either side of my hips. She reached down and wrapped her hand around my hard dick and aimed it at her pussy as she lowered herself down. I felt my head brush against her wet lips as she rubbed it around, spreading her juices on my head. She lowered herself down further, slowly sinking several inches over my rock hard dick. "Ohhhh yes. So big and fat! Do you like how it feels sliding into me?" she groaned as she started to slowly lift and lower herself, each stroke down engulfing more of me as she lubricated both my shaft and her own lips with her juices. Up and down she moved until her ass was patting against my thighs with each stroke. "Oh yeah. Don't you wish this cock was in you Mom? Fucking your hot cunt instead of mine? That's what you wanna know isn't it? How good it feels to have him so deep inside you? Mmmmmmmm. So fucking good to fuck his big fat cock. Ohhhh yeah."
"Oh damn," I groaned as she bounced faster, her tits bouncing on her chest wildly as her pace quickened and she pounded herself down on me, jamming my cock deep into her with each thrust down.
"You watching Mom? You seeing how big and fat he is, how deep he goes into my hot little pussy? Ohhhhhh fuck. I could come on him so fast. It feels so fucking good. But I'm not going to. I'm just going to fuck him like this, and you can watch and wish it was you," she moaned softly, clearly trying to be provocative, despite her body quickly racing towards a climax.
"Oh damn." I heard mom moan softly, drawing my attention to where she sat on the other end of the sofa. She'd twisted herself around to face us, one leg propped up on the sofa and the other on the floor, spreading her legs. She had pulled one leg of her shorts to the side along with her underwear, exposing her pussy to both my view and to her own fingers. In and out of her two fingers plunged, sliding in and out of her wet pussy in time with Tammy's bouncing on me.
"Oh God," I groaned, my mind suddenly responding to the view of my stepmom fingering herself. I started to thrust back up at Tammy, pushing up into her as best as my body could while I was sitting, making her slap even harder into me. Up and down she bounced on me, her wetness squishing loudly with each stroke as my climax raced onward, threatening to over run me at any moment.
"OHHHHH SHIT YES! God Andy! I can feel you getting bigger. Shit, you're going to make me come!" Tammy squealed moments before her legs started to shudder. I felt her pussy clamp around my cock, which was all the change in sensation that I needed.
"AHHHHHHG!" I gasped as my body bucked, jamming my cock up into Tammy and gushing a massive surge of cum into her pussy.
"YES!" Tammy squealed again as she thrust herself down on me, her whole body dissolving into trembles and shudders as she climaxed on me.
"Ahhhhhhh. Fuck," Mom groaned as her body stiffened, her legs trembling slightly, her fingers now still inside her pussy. I could see her breathing heavily as she sat with her fingers ever so slowly moving inside herself. She opened her eyes and smiled at me before moving to put her feet down. She stood up next to the sofa, pushed her shorts and panties down her legs. She lifted one leg, setting her foot on the sofa, and then used her panties to wipe her crotch while I watched. She smiled at me again and then walked out of the room carrying her clothes.
"If I didn't know better, I'd think my mom really does wanna fuck you," Tammy said softly as she leaned towards me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling herself against me. "But, she's gonna have to wait her turn," she whispered before kissing my cheek. "Cuz I'm having way too much fun."
We sat like that for several minutes before she pushed up off me and left the room as naked as she had come in.
It was dark in my room. I'd barely gotten to bed and was half asleep when the light from the hallway filtered in through the bedroom door as it opened. I heard, more than saw, the door close and then bare feet pad across the hardwood floor. The covers were pulled off me.
"Hey!" I groaned at the sudden intrusion of cold air.
"Shhhhhhh." I heard Tammy hiss quietly as the bed moved. In moments I felt her body press against mine, her back pressing to my chest and her butt against my pelvis. Her hand found mine and pulled it around her, pressing my palm against one of her bare tits. "Hope you don't mind," she whispered as she released my hand.
"No," I answered quietly as the two of us settled in to sleep.
To say it was the most pleasant way I'd ever woken up would be an understatement. I'd never had the pleasure of waking up with my cock stuffed inside a nice warm pussy. Especially one that was slowly stroking on and off my cock very gently. Tammy was still curled up in front of me, my arm around her, cupping her soft breast, while she gently rocked her butt lightly, only an inch or two, working herself slowly on my hard-on. "Mmmmmmmm," I moaned in her ear softly. "That's one hell of a way to wake up."
"Yeah. I know," she said breathlessly, apparently much closer to climax than I was. She continued to rock herself on me, slowly stroking me in and out of her pussy a couple short inches. One hand was between her legs, teasing her own clit and pushing her quickly towards orgasm.
"You don't have to rush," I whispered softly.
"Yeah, I do. I have class in less than an hour," she panted. "And I'm not leaving half done!"
"Okay," I answered, starting to roll my hips side to side to increase the amount of me that was sliding in and out of her.
"Oh yeah. That's better," she moaned. "So good. I'm almost there. So close. So fucking close." I shifted my hand slightly and squeezed her nipple pinching it slightly like mom had showed me, pinching and twisting, but not too hard. "Oh God. Ohhhhhh shit. OH ANDY!" she cried as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel her pussy clenching and clamping around my dick as her body shuddered and trembled. "OHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!"
I had to agree with her. I rolled my hips more, shoving more of me in and out of her, feeling my head press deep in her before sliding nearly out of her. In and out I drove it, feeling her pussy clench and spasm around me as I drove myself towards my own climax. "Oh God yes." I groaned moments before my body bucked and I gushed a huge shot of cum deep into her. I closed my eyes and listened to her soft gasps and moans that matched each strong surge of cum into her until there was nothing left to give.
"Ohhhh fuck. I've gotta sleep with you more often," she whispered. "So fucking good. But I've gotta get my ass moving or I'll never get to class on time."
"Sure," I answered her as she pulled off me and headed across the room, her bare butt swinging side to side. She stopped at the bedroom door and glanced back.
"You know, if you promise not to hold me up, you can come shower with me," she said suggestively before walking out of the room towards the bathroom, leaving both doors open.
After school I did what I always did, headed to the bedroom to change and watch a little TV. About an hour later mom called up the stairs that dinner was ready, and I headed down. I was a little surprised at what she was wearing, a t-shirt that came down nearly to the bottom of her butt and a pair of short shorts that left nearly all of her legs exposed all the way to her crotch. As the baggy t-shirt moved, I could tell that she was braless under it, though if dad noticed he was ignoring it. I on the other hand was having a hard time ignoring the slight bump her nipples were making in the front of the shirt.
I did my best to ignore my mom's hard nipples and the hard-on it was creating in my pants through dinner. When we were done eating, she went to work taking care of cleaning up from the meal. Tammy headed out to go study with a friend, and dad headed out to the garage to work on some project or another, leaving me alone in the kitchen with mom. The silence got awkward quickly and I headed down to the family room in the basement to watch tv. It was an old movie, so I wasn't upset at the interruption. In fact, I wasn't at all surprised when mom walked in. She'd clearly been washing dishes and the front of her t-shirt was wet in places, including over one hard nipple, making the material stick to the hard protrusion. "May I?" she asked.
"Sure," I answered as she moved to sit down next to me.
"I wanted to apologize," she said softly.
"For what?"
"For what happened last night."
"Last night?" I asked innocently, looking at her.
"I got a bit carried away," she said quietly. "I shouldn't have done what I did."
"I wasn't complaining," I answered.
"I know. You wouldn't. But that doesn't make it any more right."
"Yeah. I've been thinking about that. You're my stepmom, not my biological mom. If you want to show off parts of you, I'm okay with that."
She chuckled softly. "Spoken like a true horny teenage boy. You wouldn't object regardless."
"Well, probably not. But that doesn't change how it feels, does it? I mean you were definitely enjoying it."
"I was. That was the problem. I was enjoying it way too much. I was enjoying it to the point that I wanted more. MUCH more than just showing off and touching myself. I wanted to be touching you and you touching me."
"Still not complaining here," I said with a shrug.
"Like I said, you wouldn't. But that still doesn't make it right," she said. She pushed up off the sofa and then bent over towards me, lowering her face to mine. She pressed her lips softly to mine and then pulled away, holding herself bent over in front of me. "You are an incredibly sweet boy. You are thoughtful, kind, considerate and very attentive," she whispered as my hands moved almost on their own to slide inside the t-shirt and slip the material up her body until I could cup both big hanging tits in my hands, her hard nipples pressing into my palms. "Mmmmmmmmm," she whispered. "See that's exactly what I mean. You know just exactly how to touch me and make me want you. Make me want to undress for you and undress you. You make me want you in every way. It's wrong, but that's the effect you have on me. I suspect it's the same thing that Tammy feels when you touch her. You're gentle and seductive and you almost instinctively know when and how much. If I let myself go, I have no doubt that I'd end up laying naked on this sofa with your cock sliding in and out of me. But I'm not sure that's where we should go. I'm damn sure your father wouldn't think it is." She kissed me softly again on the lips while I squeezed and teased her big soft tits with my hands, moaning gently into my mouth. "Fuck you are getting me so damn turned on again. Are you getting as turned on as I am?"
"Oh yeah," I agreed sliding one hand out from under her shirt. I reached down between her legs and stroked her pussy through the soft material of her shorts, drawing another moan from her.
"Ohhhh fuck. This is exactly what I'm afraid of. How you make me feel, how much you make me want to just take off my clothes and let you fuck me."
"So why not?"
"So many reasons," she moaned softly as I pulled my hand from between her legs. I slid my hand up to the waistband of her shorts and started to try and push them down over her hip. She shifted her weight and used one of her hands to reach to the other hip and push along with me, forcing her shorts down over her butt to her thighs, letting me reach in between her legs again, this time to her bare pussy. "Oh God. Make me come honey. Please make me come."
I let my fingers stroke between her lips, my middle finger dipping into her vaginal entrance and then sliding up the length of her slit until I found her clit. I stroked over and around the hard nub for several seconds before sliding it down again to her vaginal entrance and pushing into her to my second knuckle. Back and forth I slid, teasing her clit and then her vagina as she stayed bent, her forehead resting on mine as she panted and moaned softly. "Ohhhhhh fuck you're getting me so damn wet."
"Uh huh," I agreed as she reached for my cock through my shorts and squeezed it gently.
"I wish you weren't so good at doing this," she breathed quietly.
"Elaine? You downstairs?" We heard dad call from the top of the basement stairs.
"Yes hon. Be up in a second," she called back as she jerked herself upright, quickly reaching for her shorts and pulling them up before covering them with the long t-shirt. She looked one more time at me and my crotch and then headed out of the room and up the stairs.
"Damn," I groaned softly, sliding my hand into my own shorts and grabbing my dick. I stroked it a few times, wondering if I should just jack myself off here or go up to my room and watch some more mom porn. I decided mom porn was the ticket and turned off the tv.
It was already daylight when I woke up the next morning, thankfully the weekend. Still wearing my pajama shorts, I walked downstairs to get a glass of milk. When I stepped into the kitchen, I saw my mom standing at the stove cooking something. She had on a nearly sheer nightgown that came down barely to the bottom of her butt cheeks, her creamy full round butt showing through the thin material.



I walked quietly up behind her and put my hands on her hips, startling her.
"Ohhhhh! Don't do that!" she said without looking back. "I might burn myself!"
Without answering, I ran my hands up her sides, slipping my hands slowly around her to cup both of her big soft tits through the material.
"I thought you were going out?" she said quietly as I kissed the back of her neck and stroked her hardening nipples through the nightgown. "Mmmmmm that's nice," she cooed softly, turning the stove off so whatever it was in the pan wouldn't burn. I slid my hands down and then back up, pulling the nightgown up so I could cup and tease her bare tits. "Someone's got a hard-on," she said, rubbing her ass back and forth across my hard dick. "You could put it someplace more useful."
I grinned to myself and moved one hand between us and pushed my shorts down, freeing my dick. I bent my legs and pushed my dick down between her thighs, letting it slide into the gap and stroke her pussy lips.
"Oh yeah. Much better," she cooed softly as she reached down to my head and pulled it up, so my shaft pressed against her lips harder. I cupped both tits again, gently tugging and twisting her nipples as she rocked her hips, stroking her pussy along my shaft, making it split her lips apart so her clit could stroke across my hard shaft and bounce over my mushroom head. Her breathing grew more ragged as she teased herself on my shaft, slowly working herself towards climax.
Back and forth she rubbed, her fingers teasing under my head, pushing me closer and closer towards climax. I started to rock with her, my body banging against her bare ass as I thrust my shaft between her legs in time with her own strokes. She pushed my head up harder while she bent slightly, forcing me up until my head slipped into her sopping wet tunnel. I froze, wondering if she really intended to do what she had done. "Don't stop now. Make me come lover."
I started to rock my hips again, stroking my cock in and out of her pussy while she teased her clit with her fingers, my hands still teasing and playing with her big soft tits. "That's it honey. I'm going to come. Oh come with me. Let me feel you fill me up!" she moaned as her legs started to tremble. I could feel her pussy clench around me, making her already tight vagina even tighter as I kept stroking in and out of her. She gasped and moaned as her orgasm washed over her, both hands now holding the edge of the stove for balance as I thrust up into her spasming pussy over and over.
"Uhhhhhhh," I grunted as my body spasmed and jammed my cock deep into her, spurting a surge of cum up into her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping more cum into her as I held her tits, the two of us enjoying the slowly fading orgasms.
"Ohhhhhhh. That was a nice surprise honey!" she said with a smile as she turned, pulling my cock out of her pussy and turning in my arms. "OH SHIT! ANDY! I thought you were your dad! Jesus Andy!" she said, pushing me back. She walked past me and almost ran to her bedroom, closing the door hard and fast.
"Shit," I mumbled, bending to pick up my sleep shorts. I got my glass of milk and headed back to my room, not sure what to do next.
"Hey!" Tammy said, slipping into my bedroom quietly and closing the door. "Mom sounded kind of pissed. What the hell did you do?"
"I fucked her," I said with a shake of my head.
"You did WHAT!?"
"I fucked her. Well, I didn't start out to do that. She was standing at the stove and I walked up behind her and put my hands on her hips. When she didn't complain, I moved my hands to her tits and played with those. When she didn't complain about that, I pulled up her nightgown and played with her bare tits. She asked me to put my dick someplace better and I put it between her legs. She started rubbing on it and then finally pushed me up until I was inside her. We fucked and we both came and when she turned around and saw it was me, I guess she thought I was dad, and well... you heard the rest."
"Oh my God Andy! You fucked Mom? Like really fucked her? Cum and all?"
"Yeah," I nodded.
"Shit. Dad is going to rip you into shreds when he finds out. I mean, mom flashing you or jerking you off is one thing, but fucking her? Oh wow."
"Yeah. I don't know what the hell to do. I thought about going down to apologize, but I don't know what to say."
"I don't know, but you better fucking well figure it out before she tells dad. Holy shit Andy. When you fuck up, you really fuck up!"
"Tell me about it," I said with a slow shake of my head. I got up and walked out of the room, leaving Tammy sitting on my bed. I walked down the stairs quietly, almost tiptoeing to the door of the master bedroom. I stood outside the door for long seconds before I knocked.
"Yes?" Mom called through the door.
"It's me. Can I talk to you?" I asked through the door.
"Um. Uh. Oh hell. Um. Just a second... Oh shit... just a second," she said as I pushed the door open. I saw her sitting on the bed, her back propped up by a number of pillows, pulling a sheet over her naked body. "Close the door," she said breathlessly, smoothing the sheet down over her waist, while also trying to pull it up to cover her bare chest, even though it wasn't quite long enough to do both. I closed it and stood at the foot of the bed.
"I wanted to apologize. I didn't mean to....I mean...I wasn't trying to....Things just...well...um."
She looked flushed and seemed uncomfortable but patted the edge of the bed next to her. "Maybe we should talk."
I stepped around the bed and sat on the edge. I couldn't help but notice that she seemed unable to quite sit still, her legs moving and her hips seeming to wiggle around. I also noticed a small muted humming that reminded me of a vibrator. Her nipples stood out rock hard on each of her big soft tits as she reached down and rested a hand on my bare leg only inches below my baggy bed shorts.
"I know you think it was your fault. But it wasn't. It was my fault," she said, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. "Some of the things I've done, well, they haven't exactly signaled an um... oh fuck... um...an appropriate level of behavior on my part. Letting you see my naked body, or watch me fingering myself, in retrospect, those seem to...um.... Oh shit... they seem to um... be more like invitations."
"Are you okay Mom?" I asked, concerned that she seemed to be having trouble concentrating on what she's saying.
"Andy. Can I be honest with you?" she asked, wiggling her butt on the bed again and moving her legs.
"Sure Mom. Always."
"And you'd never tell your father anything I tell you, would you?"
"Hell, of course not," I answered, not sure where she was going.
"After we did...I mean after I did what I did... um... I came in here and well....oh shit," she half moaned, tossing the sheet aside to expose her whole body. She pulled her knees up and back slightly, spreading her legs and exposing her pussy, a slender pink stick poking out of her. "I was um....I was playing with myself, and I couldn't find the remote to turn it off, and I was afraid that it'd be way to noisy if I just pulled it out," she said, reaching down and pulling on the stick to draw out a large pink peanut shaped device from within her. "You understand, don't you?"
I reached out for her hand and stopped her from pulling it away. I gently coaxed her to take her fingers off the device and took it from her. "Yeah. I understand," I answered softly. "I feel the same way." I pressed the pink vibrator to her pussy lips, sliding it up to find her clit and rested it on it for long seconds. She arched her back and moaned, her hand sliding up my thigh until she had pushed her hand up into the leg of my bed pants. She left it there, her fingers brushing against my rock hard dick as I slid the pink device down again and pushed it slowly into her. I watched her hot wet pussy easily accept the vibrating pink toy. It disappeared slowly into her as her hand pushed a little further and wrapped around my hard dick.
"Oh God," she moaned, pulling her knees back further and spreading them to spread her pussy more for me. "Take off your pajamas. Let me see it, please?" she whispered breathlessly, pulling her hand from my pj pants and tugging on the leg. I lifted myself up off the bed enough for her to pull them down, freeing my hard-on. She pulled them down until she had them past my knees and then slid them down my legs the rest of the way. She reached for me again and wrapped her hands around my dick. "It wasn't right, to do what I did," she breathed as I started to stroke my fingers up and down her wet lips, letting my middle finger stroke up and across her clit. "But it felt so good, having you rubbing on me. I knew inside it couldn't be your father, but I didn't care. By pretending, it let me feel you inside me," she moaned softly. "I wish I could feel you against me again, feel your hard shaft rubbing on my lips and clit. I know it's wrong. I know we shouldn't, but God I want to feel it again so bad."
Truth be told, so did I. I shifted and climbed onto the bed, lifting her right leg up in the air and then down again as I settled between her legs on my knees. I slowly worked myself closer to her, her hand reaching between her legs for my dick. She planted her feet on the bed and lifted her butt off it, tugging on my dick so I would slide closer to her. She lowered her bare ass on my thighs and pressed my cock against her wet lips. I slid my hands up her body and cupped her big soft tits while she rocked her hips on my thighs, rubbing her pussy up and down my shaft. I could feel the vibrations of the toy inside her against my shaft as she rocked herself, sliding up down against the bottom of my cock, grinding her clit hard into it as she pressed me between her lips with her hands.
"Oh fuck Andy," she moaned softly as she ground herself against me. "I want you inside me again so much."
I agreed. I wanted to be inside her again as well. I reached down and pulled the pink vibrator out and started to run it around her lips. She lifted her hips up, pressing me hard between her lips. She kept lifting until her lips closed around my mushroom head, and then kept lifting until I felt the distinct entrance to her vagina. She used her fingertips to push me down and into her.
"Just a little bit. Just let me feel it in me a little bit. Just your head, okay sweetie? That wouldn't be too bad, would it?" I moved the vibrator to her clit and let it sit there, shaking against her hard little nub. "Oh fuck!" she moaned, her hips starting to lift and lower slightly, each time she lowered them she let a little more of me slide into her and her bare ass moved closer to my thighs again. She soon had more than half of my length inside her, her hips bouncing up and down against my thighs as she fucked herself on and off my hard cock. "Oh God. Ohhhhhh fuck. I'm going to come," she moaned as her legs started to tremble, her humping up and down my shaft becoming a little less coordinated.
She gasped again and her whole body stiffened. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around me as she climaxed. For long seconds she lay there, shuddering and trembling before her body slowly stilled. She reached down and took the vibrator from me and set it aside. She lifted her hips to pull off my cock and then settled again, this time pressing me against her lips again. "I suppose we should get you off too, now that you did me," she whispered.
She started to lift and lower her hips again, her fingers pressing against my shaft to hold me against her. "You like that? You like feeling my clit and lips on your dick. Go ahead. Let it happen. I can tell you want to come. I can tell you're close." She was right. I was very close. If she'd have kept fucking me like she was a few minutes ago I'd have already filled her with cum again. But this....this was having a very good effect as well. Up and down her wet lips moved, her clit bouncing over the sensitive spot under my head. "There you go. I can see it on your face. Let it happen. Let it all come out," she cooed softly.
"UHHHH!" I grunted as my back arched, my body trying to push my cock towards her. A gush of cum lanced up into the air, sailing all the way to her tits before it splattered onto her nude body. Again and again my body jerked and pumped strings of cum onto her, leaving a trail down her body from her tits to pussy. I sat there, my softening cock leaking down and drooling onto her pussy lips, still spread around my softening shaft.
"That's it," she cooed softly. "So nice."
"Sorry Mom," I said quietly.
"For what? For doing what we both wanted at that moment. It isn't your fault. I'm the grownup here. I let it happen... I let it happen because I wanted it to. I wanted to feel you inside me. I've been watching you and you get me so turned on, I just want to throw you down and fuck you silly. But I'm your mother, I shouldn't think such things. No, this isn't your fault sweetie. Now, we both better go get showered," she said letting go of my dick and sliding herself up on the bed to pull her pussy away from me. She climbed out of bed and bent over to pick up the little round remote she'd been laying on. "Now I find it," she said with a frown, reaching down and using it to turn off the vibrator. She walked to the master bathroom and disappeared into it. Moments later I heard the water running in the shower.
I wasn't at all sure what I was supposed to do. She didn't invite me to take a shower with her, but at the same time, she didn't say no either. It was the perfect chance to touch her everywhere. I got off the bed and followed to the bathroom and opened the door to the walk-in shower.
"I wasn't sure you'd come in or not," she whispered over the sound of the water. She pulled me closer to her and then turned us both so that the water cascaded over us both and then walked us out of the spray again. She squirted soap all over her tits and then put some on my shoulders and chest before setting the squeeze bottle back on the shelf. "Go ahead," she coaxed, intentionally standing so that the water wouldn't wash the soap off either of us. We stood in the shower for long minutes, each of us rubbing our hands all over the other, my cock once again growing hard at the stimulation of feeling her body like this and the stimulation of her hands teasing it. She finally pulled us both into the water again, rinsing us off. She reached out and turned the water off.
She stepped out of the shower and pulled a towel off the rack and began drying me. "You know. We can't ever get caught doing something like this. It would be devastating for both of us," she whispered.
"Is that your way of saying that we can't be doing anything like this again?"
"Sort of," she whispered, leaning in towards me and pressing her tits against my bare chest. "As good as it feels, it's not right. We both know that," she whispered.
"Then I guess we better make the most of it," I answered, gently pushing her back and turning her around. She got the idea and quickly bent over, resting her hands on the toilet as I stepped behind her. I rubbed my dick up and down her wet lips and then slowly pushed into her, sliding my cock into her until my thighs touched her bare ass and thighs. I held her firm round butt cheeks and started stroking in and out of her, sliding my dick fully into her before pulling back until I nearly pulled out of her.
"Oh yes. God, you feel so fucking good," she moaned as I pumped my hips to drive my cock in and out of her. We stood there, enjoying the sensations as I humped faster and faster. I looked over to the mirror over the sink and saw her tits, hanging down below her chest, flying wildly as I pounded into her. She hung her head and breathed heavily as her pussy started to clench and spasm around me, her climax coming much sooner than I'd have expected. In and out I continued to pump, the view of us fucking and the sensations of her pussy around me drove me closer and closer to climax. I felt the urgency and warmth overtake me, knowing that I couldn't stop now even if I wanted to. My body was practically on automatic as I held her hips and jammed my cock into her over and over.
"Ahhhhhh fuck!" I gasped as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock fully into her. I felt the surge of cum lance into her pussy as my body prepared to jerk again. Over and over my body spasmed until all the cum I had was inside my mom's pussy and I was left standing, panting, behind her, my cock shrinking in her pussy. She made no move to pull away until my cock slipped from her on it's own. Only then did she turn around and press us together, her lips pressing to mine in a long wet seductive kiss.
"Thank you," she whispered. "But you better go before your sister gets curious."
"Okay," I answered softly, slowly letting go of her. I stepped away to the bathroom door and paused, turning around to face her. "You don't suppose that you could still flash me that sexy body once in a while, do you?"
"We'll see," she whispered with a slight nod.
I hoped she would. I walked away, thinking that life had gotten both weird and interesting at the same time. I didn't know if I was going to have any more chances to fuck mom, but I knew that my sister was going to, and that didn't have to be a bad thing, did it?
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I woke in the morning, Linda pressed against one side of me and Madison half laying on top of me, her chest and head resting on my chest like a pillow. I wasn't completely sure she was asleep as she held my hard cock, her hand teasing it just enough to keep me hard. Linda was laying, facing away from me, her back and ass pressed against my side, my left arm looped under her head so that my hand cupped her right breast, her hand holding mine in place as she slept.
I lay there listening to the strange sounds of the island, wondering how I'd gotten into this position. I had to admit that I loved Linda. Not just a little, but a LOT. Like I had felt with Grace, I was learning that I'd do damn near anything she asked me to. Grace never took advantage of that, always making her requests something reasonable, even though she knew that I'd do my best to make even an unreasonable request come true. I wasn't so sure yet that Linda understood just how much of a hold over me she had. She wanted me to experience her world. I was doing my best to do that and to accept it, though I wondered just how well I'd handle watching her pretend to be sexual with some other young guy. I knew it wasn't going to be having sex, but even looking like it, might very well be more than I could handle.
This thing with Madison was another thing all together. When I told her last night to go get her, I just thought the three of us would share the bed. I never figured that would include having sex with Madison. I mean we'd talked on the plane about her. Chatted about what I thought of her and how much I liked her. She even asked if I thought I could be physical with her in any way, hypothetically of course. Only now it wasn't so hypothetical. It had never occurred to me that Linda and Madison could be THAT close. What would you call them? Lovers? But maybe it's even more than that. They've been together for over seven years. That's a damn long relationship. Even though they aren't married, sometimes they look like a married couple. And now I was in the middle of it. Was I about to break them up? Or was Linda's love for me more powerful than her love for Madison? Was it something we even wanted to test? But if we didn't, what did that mean for me? Now that I had started to look at Linda as my future...wife...Yeah. That was exactly what I was thinking.
My head swirled with all these questions as Linda stirred, squeezing my arm against herself, almost as if she were checking to see if I was still holding her, yeah, still here. She finally released my arm and rolled over to face me, pressing her sexy chest against me, her head on my shoulder so she could gently kiss my cheek.
"Morning sweetie," she whispered.
"Morning," I answered back.
"Been awake long?"
"A little while."
"Thinking?"
"Oh yeah."
"I'm guessing last night confused you?"
"Oh yeah," I whispered, not really wanting to wake Madison yet so we could talk.
"When Madison was married to Larry, we occasionally shared him," she whispered. "Until I met you that is. Suddenly I didn't have any desire to be in his bed. But I sure as hell had a desire to be in yours. Now the shoe is on the other foot. I wanted to share some of you with her. Just not quite everything."
"And by everything you mean?"
"Your climax. I wanted to save that for just me," she whispered. "I know how you feel about making love. I know that for you, that's more personal, as much about emotion as it is physical. I mean anyone can fuck. She can ride you all day and it's not really any different than a dildo. But watching or listening to you climax inside her. I wasn't ready to share that with her."
"Okay... I think."
"I know. It's all so confusing. To be honest, it's a bit confusing for me too. I mean she and I are as close as two married people, yet we aren't. I guess you could call us lovers, but it's so much more intimate than that. We've shared every most personal detail of our lives with each other. And yes, before you ask, I have most definitely shared intimate details of our sexual time with her. Not only what we've done physically, but how it made me feel."
"And just how has it made you feel?"
"So loved and cared for. When you come inside me and I can see your face, it makes me feel like you're connected to me in ways that I've never felt before. I feel like there's nothing you won't do for me."
"There isn't. Which I guess is why I'm laying here with two women at once. Something a year ago I would never have even considered doing."
"I didn't realize that until last night. I saw the look on your face when I asked you to let her fuck you. It wasn't just startled. It was... disbelief. I could see from the look in your eyes that you didn't understand why, but because I asked, you were going to do it. I guess I should have stopped it then. But it wasn't until later that I realized that what I asked might well have hurt you in ways I might not even realize. That it might have actually hurt your love for me."
"I'll admit that I don't understand. More importantly, I was seriously thinking that after today, I might ask you to marry me. But now...I don't know what to think. I don't know where I stand with you."
I felt her nuzzle her face against mine, the impact of what I had just said sinking in and saddening her. "I love you. I love you more than I've ever loved anyone. If you say that we can't do this, that Madison can't be part of what we are, I'll understand. You have to be my priority. I hope that after today is over, you'll still love me enough to ask me that question," she whispered almost so quietly that I almost couldn't hear her.
I didn't want to hurt her, but I also knew that at this point, honesty was more important than anything else. "God Linda. I hope so too. But right now I'm so confused that I don't know. I just don't," I whispered.
"Don't know what?" Madison whispered from my other side.
"If he still wants to marry me," Linda answered quietly for me.
"Because of me?" Madison asked quietly.
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Yeah. Pretty much. I'll be honest. Just having Linda falling in love with me was pretty overwhelming, but now, I feel like somehow I'm breaking up your guy's relationship. I knew you were friends. I knew you two were kinda close. But I had no idea until this trip just how close."
"I love Linda," Madison whispered. "If anything, my short marriage to Larry told me just how much."
"And here I am, breaking that up. I don't know if I can do that. But at the same time, I don't know if I can do this. How do I not hurt you? Or worse, hurt Linda?"
"I don't know that there isn't an outcome here that doesn't hurt someone," Linda said softly. "If you leave, you and I are both hurt. If she leaves, she and I are both hurt. If we all three stay together, how do you and I not hurt her? We always assumed that we'd each find forever partners. But now... Hell, is this how men feel when they're torn between a wife and a lover?"
"I wouldn't know. I've never let myself be in that place. Grace and I were completely committed to each other."
"She was lucky," Madison whispered. "I'd give anything to be confident that the man I loved was that committed to me."
"Larry wasn't?"
"Oh no," she answered me. "Hell, the same night we got married he was fucking someone else. I'd had a little too much to drink and passed out, so he got a little from one of the younger models on our shoot. Guess he couldn't resist a twenty year old pussy."
"Sorry," I whispered.
"Hey. It's okay. I didn't really expect it to work anyway," she answered quietly. "So. Back to us. Just so you know. If you hurt Linda, you're gonna have to deal with me. You know that, right?"
I nodded quietly. "I think that it's safe to say, that I really don't want to hurt Linda."
"So let's let it lay there for now. We have a full day and I for one am getting hungry," Linda said, pushing herself up next to me. "You think three of us can manage to shower in one of these little things at once?"
"Only one way to find out," Madison said with a grin. "We know two works, why not three?"
Turns out there was no problem at all fitting three of us in the small shower space. We just didn't bother to pull the curtain closed around the small shower area. Anyone who wanted to look in the door would see us all naked, but that didn't seem to bother either of them. Of course, showering with two of them at once meant that at least one of them, and sometimes both of them, had their hands free to tease me, or each other, all the time. By the time we were done showering we'd managed to each come at least once, though neither let me come inside them.
"So what do I wear?" I asked Linda as she took my underwear away from me and tossed it aside.
She grinned and moved to the suitcase, pulling out a royal blue satin robe. She turned to face me. "No point in wearing more than this."
"What are you wearing?"
"This," she said, pulling out a matching color robe, only much more feminine and even shorter than the one she handed me, which I wasn't sure was long enough to fully cover me.
"You're gonna look awfully good in that," I said quietly as she slipped her arms into it and stepped towards me, leaving the front open, and leaving herself exposed.
"That's the idea. I wanna keep you nice and hard all day," she said with an impish grin.
"You are so bad," I whispered as she slipped into my arms and pressed herself against me.
"God, I can't get enough of feeling you against me," she whispered back. "Bad or not, I just can't get enough of you."
"I'm glad," I answered.
"You're glad I can't get enough of you?"
"I'm glad that you can't get enough of ME. Especially ME!" I answered with a smile.
She hugged me tightly, apparently pleased with my response. I felt a hand on my back that wasn't Linda's. "I wonder if some day you'll feel that way about me," I heard Madison say.
"Come on. Let's go to breakfast," Linda said, intentionally interrupting the line of conversation. I nodded and the three of us walked to the main hotel and hit the buffet. No matter how often I moved the robe back over me, Linda or Madison, one sitting on either side of me, would reach over and just pull it off again, seeming to be intent on keeping me exposed, and hard with periodic strokes of my hard-on. Their efforts didn't go unnoticed by at least two of the models from the day before, the pair giggling and watching us.
I was sort of glad when the little carts arrived to take us all to wherever the shoot was. Linda and Madison were guiding me into one of the wide seats, again, keeping one on either side of me so they both could be pressed against me. "I'm beginning to think that you two are up to something," I said quietly as we rode down the twisting path towards the beach we'd been at the day before.
"What? Us? Not at all," Madison answered while I looked at Linda who was just grinning. It wasn't long before we'd reached the beach, a large canopy bed set on the sand between the trees and surf, which was much rougher today with the breeze blowing into the shore. "So. Linda is going to go first to show you how we do this. Then you and I are up. She designed some really sexy nightwear specially for me that we're going to put into the catalog. You and I are going to model it. You'll also work with a few of the other models on the rest of the items," Madison said as she looped an arm in mine, pulling me off towards the camera rather than the area where the racks of clothing were once again set up.
"This looks different," I said, pointing to the camera and a large video monitor when Madison guided me to a chair behind the camera, not all that dissimilar to what I'd enjoyed the day before.
"Yeah, they'll position us the way they want and take several pictures. Then when we put on a different color or pattern, they'll use the video screen to pull up the previous setting so they can match our position, or at least as close to the same as they can."
"I thought they just did that all digitally."
"A lot of them do. But Linda won't have it. She says anyone who buys one of her outfits deserves to see how it really looks. So we do it all live. Takes a lot of extra time, but somehow I don't think I'm going to mind this time," Madison said, squeezing the arm of mine she'd been holding onto. Madison settled me into a chair in the shade of the tree line, and once again pulled my robe apart to expose me, as we watched Larry talk to a completely naked Jason, getting him positioned onto the bed, laying on his side so he was facing the camera. He propped his upper body up on one elbow and then one of the young ladies assisting helped tuck a few pillows under his upper body so he wouldn't have to hold all his weight up all the time. I watched Linda walk over to the bed wearing a very sheer, long flowing nightgown, looking ravishingly beautiful. I could clearly see her bare ass cheeks through the see-through material, and immediately thought about the view Jason had to have at that moment. Linda lay down on the bed next to him, snuggling her back and ass against him and then twisting herself to reach over her right shoulder and pull his head towards her neck. She lifted one leg slightly and hooked it over his, spreading her legs slightly as she lay on her side. I was about to complain about the view of her pussy the camera had to be seeing, when I realized, I couldn't see it. I looked closer and then looked at Madison in confusion.
"Unlike swimwear, we can't cover our pussy so easily" she whispered, clearly understanding what had drawn my attention. "There are a lot of positions that will show it off, but we can't exactly print that in the catalog, so we wear these," she said, pulling a little tan colored strip of something from her robe pocket. "That's part of the reason we're all shaved. These suck when they pull hairs."
I took it and looked at her again and then at Linda. I chuckled to myself as I looked at Linda, leaning back against Jason, pretending to be intimate, when in fact there was no way they could be with what amounted to a piece of duct tape over her pussy. "And you guys wear these all the time?"
"In front of the camera? Most of the time. The exception is when we're doing a live show or if the outfits can cover us. If we're doing a live show, we have to go 'au naturel' and if people see, people see. Some of the designers are pretty obnoxious about anything affecting their precious designs. So if we flash our tits and pussies to the world, well, that's just part of the job as far as their concerned. But for this. We wouldn't dare let all that show. Someone would have a cow and want to label our catalog pornography."
"But tits are, okay?"
"Some of the more bashful girls will use pasties over their nipples, but otherwise, yeah. Boobs are okay. So, I need to go get my first outfit on. You can wait here and watch. They'll do several more poses before she has to change to a different color. I think there's six in this particular style."
"And they do this for each different color?"
"And each different style," Madison said with a grin. "And before you ask, yeah, we'll be here all day doing this."
I sat back and watched Linda pose several ways, facing the camera and facing away, giving the potential viewer a very good idea of how it will look in person. Then she climbed off the bed and a young woman switched the gown she had on, this one a light pink color. Linda lay down and they repeated each pose, Larry coaxing the two of them back as close to identical position as he could. Finally after doing six different colored gowns, Linda got up and walked towards me while Jason walked off towards the food table, his mostly flaccid cock swinging, completely exposed. It made me wonder how any guy could lay with Linda in that kind of outfit and NOT get a hard-on. Hell, I wasn't even laying with her, and I had one.
"Okay Gene. You're up," Larry called to me as Linda stepped over to me.
"Just go have fun with it. You saw how easy it was. Just pretend it's me you're with," she whispered as I took a deep breath. I got up and walked over to the bed, one of the little female assistants helping me take my robe off and then crawling onto the bed with me to help position me like Jason had been. She stuffed a couple pillows under me to help hold me up and then crawled off the bed to make room for Madison, who had walked up to me wearing an outfit that was much more playful looking.
"You ready for this?" Madison asked with a wide grin as she lay down on the bed, much the same way Linda had, pushing her butt back into my crotch and my surprisingly hard dick. She reached between us and coaxed my cock to lay in the crack of her ass before she twisted herself and reached back for my head, pulling my face towards hers.
"Okay. Gene. Put your hand around her on her body, just under her right breast. Yeah. No. Lower. Don't cover her breast. Yeah," he said, as I slid my hand down off her breast to rest just below it. "That's it," Larry called as he started shooting multiple frames. "Okay. Next pose. Madison, why don't you lay on your back in front of him."
"God, I wish I could fuck you right now," Madison whispered, her lips practically brushing mine as she spoke before she wiggled around to lay on her back in front of me.
"I don't see how these guys don't get turned on," I whispered as Larry called more instructions for me to roll towards her, like I was going to roll on top of her. He shot several frames of that pose, my hard-on blocked from the camera only by her hip, my arm across her body as if I were going to pull her towards me. Larry had her roll over to face me, putting one leg over both of mine so her pelvis was pushing into mine, my hardon poking against her stomach.
"Who says they don't?" she whispered with a grin as Larry started calling directions to me again to fine tune our position. We did this for four slightly different poses until he had the one he liked, and then took several pictures, the look intending to be the two of us having sex in the admittedly very sexy outfit she had on.
Two more poses later, Madison got off the bed to go change and Janet stepped to the bed and climbed on. Janet was what they called a plus size model. If I had to guess, she probably was a size twelve or fourteen. Her waist was pleasantly slender, leaving her with a very hour glass shape.
"Forty triple D," she whispered as she rolled towards me and pressed her soft tits against my chest. "You know. If I could, I'd let you lay here and suck them until I come. My nipples can be SOOOO sensitive," she whispered as her hand squeezed my hard dick between us. "But then so can my clit."
Fortunately, it didn't take Larry long to shoot the four positions he wanted, after which she started climbing off the bed, her knees pushed apart and her butt intentionally pointing right at me. She reached between her legs and with one finger, pulled the crotch, unsnapping it and exposing her tape covered pussy. She reached between her legs again, pulling the flesh tone tape off her pussy and exposing her completely shaved lips to me. "Don't think I really need this for this outfit," she said with a grin as she looked back at me. She wiggled her ass as me and winked before she crawled off the bed.
"Don't worry about her. She likes to tease," Trudy, the oldest of the models said with a grin as she climbed onto the bed in a silky smooth shorts and shirt set. The top was loose and semi see-through, only coming down to just below her breasts, and the bottoms were a pair of opaque but loose short shorts. Each time she moved the wide legs of the shorts would shift and move, giving me brief and teasing flashes of her pussy. "Now me. I always mean business when I tease," she said as she settled down in front of me on her side. She pressed herself back against me and when I laid my hand on her hip, she pulled it down over her hip, pressing my fingers between her legs as she wiggled her butt against me. "And if you couldn't tell, I'm not wearing a blocker," she whispered, pressing my fingers against her satin covered pussy for a few moments before moving my hand back to her bare thigh.



"And you want me to do what with that information?"
"Just hold onto it for the moment," she said with a smile in her voice.
After Larry called this pose done, she rolled to face me, quickly finding my hand and pushing it down to her bare stomach, over the satin shorts and then down further, easing my fingers between her legs as she used them to push the floppy leg of the shorts aside. In moments I could feel the heat of her pussy lips against my fingers. She leaned towards me, whispering, "I've been watching your hard dick all morning and God I want it in me so bad right now," before pressing her lips against mine in a soft kiss.
"Now that looks fucking hot!" Larry said as he snapped several pictures of us in this pose. "Perfect for that outfit. I love how the leg falls down her butt to expose so much of her butt cheek. Let's do that one every time. What do you think Linda?"
"I don't know," she said as she moved out from behind Larry and the camera, walking to the bed. She stepped to the foot of the bed and lifted Trudy's leg and hooked it over mine, spreading Trudy's legs slightly further. She looked down between Trudy's legs and pushed my middle finger, resting it on Trudy's pussy, between her hot wet lips, my finger pressing easily between the large amount of inner labia protruding. She held her hand on mine long enough to ensure I wasn't going to pull it back away before she climbed off the bed and walked around to the head of the bed. She bent over to look at the two of us in the extremely long fake kiss. She leaned closer to me and whispered to me, "If she wants to play, make her pay. I want you to keep your finger right between her lips and tease her clit every time you pose this way," before stepping back and telling Larry to shoot it like that.
I saw Trudy's eyes grow wide as the tip of my finger stroked between her lips and back and forth across her clit while Larry took several shots. "If that's the way she wants it, maybe we should really show them what this outfit is designed for," she said when Larry was done shooting.
"Oh?"
"Yeah," she said, pushing herself up and then pushing my shoulder to lay me on my back She swung her leg over mine, straddling me so that her pussy pressed against my hard dick and her tits, barely restrained in the loose top, were nearly brushing my chest. It didn't take too much wiggling on her part to work the floppy leg of her shorts aside enough that I could feel the hot wetness of her pussy pressing against my rock hard shaft. "Now who's teasing who?" she asked in a soft sultry voice. Almost without thinking I slid both hands up under the loose top, cupping a soft breast in each hand and giving each one a firm squeeze. "Ohhhhhh maybe both of us?"
Linda stepped back over to us and looked down at me with a crooked little grin. "Hey Larry. How's that looking? Does it look like they're having sex?" she called without taking her eyes off mine.
"Almost, but not quite," he called back.
Linda still staring right at me with that little grin said to Trudy, "Trudy, I think you need to sit on it."
"What?" Trudy asked in surprise.
"Sit on it. You know. Put his dick in you and sit on it."
"But he's your boyfriend! I was only teasing," she hissed in a loud whisper intended only for Linda to hear.
"Honey," Linda said taking her eyes from mine and looking up at Trudy as she squatted down. "If you're gonna tease my boyfriend, you better be ready to make him happy. Now put his cock in your pussy or stop teasing him."
"Oh really? Stop teasing him? What if I'm not just teasing? What if I'm just warming up to fuck him?" Trudy asked, a distinctly naughty look on her face.
"Then sweetie, you better fuck that dick like you mean it. And I don't mean just once. Cuz if we put this one in the set, you're gonna do the whole series this way. And Gene being my boyfriend, I'm invested in making sure he's one happy guy. Get my drift?"
"You sure that's the way you want it?" Trudy said.
Linda looked down at me and leaned down and kissed me on the lips with our heads facing opposite directions, then she leaned down to whisper to me, "Trust me, it'll be okay. Just play along with her and enjoy it. And if you can manage to make her climax before the end of the shoot, I'll give you a special prize later."
"And if I can't?"
"Well, the way I see it, you can't lose either way," she said as she lifted her face up to look down at me. Then she looked up at Trudy. "Okay. Have it your way!"
Trudy looked down at me and grinned while Linda was still standing only a foot from my head, my eyes looking right up under her robe at her bare pussy. "So the games afoot thenmy. We might have to hold perfectly still while he's shooting, but anything goes while we're switching positions."
I looked up at Linda a little surprised. "Have fun lover." Was all she said before she stepped away, a huge grin on her face.
Trudy lifted herself up and lifted my dick into the air. She pulled the leg of the shorts aside and sat down on me, easily sliding my dick into her extremely wet pussy. "Mmmmmmmm, I knew this would feel good."
"I don't think I'll ever understand women," I groaned softly as she sat still on me but seemed to be fucking me just by how she was squeezing her muscles deep in her vagina.
"Oh Honey, trust me, you'll never understand women," she groaned softly, her eyes closed as she wiggled her butt slightly moving me around in her pussy. "I know even after ten years my husband doesn't understand me."
"Your husband?" I asked quickly, pulling my hands from under her top.
"Oh don't worry. He doesn't mind when I do this," she cooed softly, still wiggling ever so slightly.
"You're sure? I mean the last thing I want to do is be caught messing around with another man's wife."
She looked down at me as Larry called that he was done with this pose, and grinned. "Trust me. If not, you can ask him," she said as she lifted her hips up and then let them down again, sliding me back up into her pussy. "He's right over there." I twisted around enough to see a man about my age standing next to a rack, looking in our direction, clearly not upset at what his wife was doing. She lifted herself up and down on my cock one more time before pushing all the way up off me. "I'll be back," she said as she climbed off the bed, leaving me laying there with my hard-on glistening with her juices. Madison stepped back to the bed wearing the next color of the sexy little outfit she had on before.
"Looks like someone's getting a little extra special treatment," she whispered as she lay down in front of me as she had done before, pressing her ass against my rock hard dick before reaching back over her shoulder to pull my face to hers. This time she kissed me for real for a few seconds before letting Larry adjust us to the same position as the recorded image. Four poses later she started climbing off me, leaning her face down to whisper that she was looking forward to us being done so she could fuck my hard dick again.
Janet made her four positions tease me as much as she could before she was done, and it was Trudy's turn again. As soon as she was pressing her back to my front, I wormed my hand down between us and let my fingers work between her pussy lips, Linda having to step over and move the shorts' leg to cover my hand in Trudy's pussy, which also gave me more time to tease her clit. As she rolled over to face me, I could see from the blush on her face that my finger had been having more than a little effect.
"Hope you're ready for this," she breathed as I rolled onto my back, and she moved to straddle me again. She lifted herself and pushed down my dick, her wet pussy making a soft squish as my cock filled her. She lifted and dropped herself half a dozen times before settling on me and looking down at her crotch to make sure the shorts were covering her impaled pussy. She leaned down at me, that same playful crooked grin on her face as she leaned down and allowed me to lift my hands under her top and cup her tits.
I grasped her tits again, this time letting her nipples stick through my fingers, squeezing them with the sides of my fingers when she least expected it, causing her to gasp suddenly. "Ohhhhhhh, so you can be naughty too, can you?" she asked as she squeezed my cock with her pussy, almost as hard as her hand had done a few minutes ago. She squeezed my cock off and on until Larry was done, and then she humped her ass up and down half a dozen times before lifting off me to walk away.
"Looks like she's really having fun today," Madison said as she lay down next to me again.
"Today? She's done this before?"
"Oh yeah," Madison whispered. "Linda gives her the opportunity when she can."
"Why would she do that?" I asked as Madison turned to face me.
"Because it's the only time she gets a cock," Madison whispered, holding her face in front of mine until our lips almost touched.
"If she's married...." I asked before Madison could climb off the bed. All she did was smile back at me before walking away to change while Janet climbed onto the bed and lay down again, pressing herself against me.
In some ways this was almost boring. By the time we'd gone through four colors of the same outfit with the three of them, it was obvious that Trudy was getting more and more excited, but for me, well, there was just too much time between each round for me to get anywhere near close. What it was doing was getting me damn frustrated. I was actually glad that Madison only had one left, Janet was done, and Trudy had two.
"God, I am so fucking close," Trudy whispered as Larry finished her fifth color set, my cock stuck deep inside her once again. "Only one left. How about you make me come with you in me?"
"What if I don't want to?" I asked, hoping she'd buy into the tease.
"Well, we'll just have to see then, won't we?" she said as she lifted herself off of me. "Be right back stud."
It didn't take long for her to slip out of the light colored flowery patterned outfit and into a deep blue with tiny little white shapes all over it. She walked back and settled on the bed with her back to me again. I pressed my finger between her lips as I had done each time, teasing her clit with the tip of my finger.
"Oh fuck oh fuck," she whispered over and over as she struggled to hold still while I let my finger circle around and around her hard clit. I let her pull off my hand as she rolled over to face me, quickly sliding my finger back between her lips and across her hard clit. "Oh God. Not yet. Please. Wait until you're in me," she breathed, clearly struggling to not climax.
Larry didn't take long, and she was soon settling on top of me, my cock sliding deep inside her. I moved a hand down and stroked her clit with my finger as she lifted and lowered herself a few times. "Okay guys. Hold still for me. Gene. Both hands under her top please. Yeah. There you go. Trudy, a little more forward. Yeah. That's it," he said.
"Okay crew. Let's take a few minutes break and then we can start the next set."
"Oh fuck," Trudy groaned, almost immediately bouncing herself up and down my cock. She slid up and down as she rocked her hips, grinding her clit into my shaft and the base of my cock with each stroke. "Shit yes," she moaned after only a very short couple minutes her whole body trembling and shaking as she tried to still slide up and down my shaft. She finally collapsed on top of me, her head laying next to mine as her tits pressed to my chest. "Thank you," she whispered softly. She lay on me for a few more seconds and then climbed off of me when she saw Linda walking over.
"Hey stud," Linda said as she crawled onto the bed. "You wanna take care of that or leave it for later?"
"Are you asking if I wanna be fucked? In front of all these people?"
She giggled. "What have you two been doing for the last hour and half? Fucking in front of everyone," she said to me. "It's okay if you wanna wait. And no, no one else is going to try and fuck you, except maybe Madison, but you're gonna get a break here for a while, so if you two wanna go off behind a tree and play while I'm shooting my next set, I won't mind."
"I don't understand," I said as I rolled onto my side and looked up at her. "Why are you trying to get me to fuck other women? I mean, all I need is you. I'm content just with you."
"My experience with guys is that they're never content with just one pussy," she said softly, stroking my face. "I love you and I want to keep you, so I'm willing to let you dabble. I'm trying to show you that I won't mind if you do."
"Honey. Linda. Once I met Grace, I never had sex with anyone ever. Not that there weren't times I might have thought about it, but I never did. It was a pledge we made to each other at the altar. She was mine and I was hers and that was forever. Forsaking all others. We meant it."
"So, you're not really interested in having sex with other people?'
"No. I want you. You're all I need."
"And all this... Hasn't changed your mind?"
"Well. I was a bit concerned at first. I thought that Jason guy was gonna try and put it to you in that sexy outfit you had on. DAMN you looked so good in that."
"Then wait until you see the next one," she said with a grin. "No. Jason wouldn't. And of course he couldn't while I had a blocker on. But if it was you...I might be tempted to do something like what Trudy did."
"Yeah. About her. Why?"
"I kinda feel like I owe her. Her husband got hurt on a set. Hurt in a way that makes things never work again. So she had a wonderful relationship with him, but they can never have sex that way. So every so often he lets her play with someone, as long as he's there to watch. And I let her as well. Today it was you. I thought you might enjoy it."
"Honey, all I want is you. I don't need any of this kind of sex," I whispered, reaching out to her. I pulled her down on top of me and she moved her face to mine, the two of us kissing a long slow wet kiss. "I love you," I whispered when she broke the kiss.
"And I love you," she whispered back. "I'd tell you that you didn't have to fuck anyone else, but we still have a long afternoon of shooting, and I can't guarantee you aren't going to want to stick this into a waiting pussy."
"I have to do this more?"
"Oh you're gonna see Madison, Janet and Trudy in at least three more outfits before we're done. You sure you don't wanna go off and fuck Madison while I'm doing my next set?"
"Welllll. Maybe I might want to get a little relief. But why Madison? I'd much rather fuck you."
"I wouldn't mind, but then neither would Madison, and you've teased the shit out of her already this morning," she whispered.
"What?" I asked.
"Oh trust me. I've been watching you two. You've been teasing each other all morning. I think maybe you like teasing her."
"I haven't been teasing her," I said a little defensively.
"Oh lover. You have sooooo been teasing her. Even if you didn't realize it, you've been doing exactly what turns her on. She loves to be the one doing the chasing. At least until she catches you. Then it's a whole different game."
"But I haven't been doing anything. I swear!"
"It's okay Gene. I don't mind. In fact, I think it's kinda nice. She hasn't had anyone to chase for a long time. Larry gave in wayyyy too easy for her tastes."
"Oh Lord," I groaned, flopping my head back on the bed.
"Trust me. You're doing just fine," she whispered before getting up. "Here comes Madison. You two have some fun, okay?" she added before walking away, her hand reaching out to stroke down Madison's arm before continuing on away from us.
"Hey there stud. Got some time for some serious necking?" Madison asked as she crawled onto the bed and then over me as I lay on my back. She held herself upright on her knees and pulled off the robe that was covering her naked body and tossed it aside. "There. Now we're even," she whispered as she leaned down until her nipples brushed my chest. "Now, we were sorta kissing before. Wanna make it a for real kiss?" she asked in that soft whisper as she leaned her face down towards mine. In moments she was kissing me, not just a little wet kiss, but an erotic 'God I wanna fuck you kiss'. It took a few moments for her kiss to work on me, after which I couldn't help but return the kiss. I reached up to her sides and let my arms slip around her as she lay herself down on me, her tits now smashed to my chest and her pelvis pressing against my quickly re-hardening dick.
"I know why she fell in love with you if you kissed her like that the first time. God that was a 'fuck me kiss' if I ever felt one. Is that what you wanna do? Fuck me?" she asked in a soft whisper. "You wanna put your cock deep in my pussy and make me come around you?"
"Don't you think we should do this someplace a little more private?" I asked, wondering if having sex in the middle of a photoshoot stage was really a good idea.
"Why? Afraid someone might see what a fantastic lover you are?" she asked with a giggle, wiggling her hips to grind herself against my hard-on.
"Not really. More afraid we might end up on the internet," I answered honestly.
"Never gonna happen."
"Oh? All these people with cell phones?"
She grinned and lifted herself up and then called out, "Hey Janet! Come here a second!" then she looked back at my face and grinned. "I know you wouldn't believe it from me. How about Janet?"
"Yeah? What's up? Want a third?" Janet asked as she stood by the bed in nothing but a semi-sheer robe.
"Well. Maybe," Madison said with a grin, pushing herself up so she was sitting up astride me. She held a hand out and helped Janet climb onto the bed. "Gene might enjoy a little scenery while I'm riding this fantastic cock."
"Ohhhhhh. Now that is a nice idea," she cooed softly as she walked on her knees towards my head. In moments she was straddling my face, her robe pulled apart, facing Madison.
"So Janet. Tell Gene why I'm not worried about someone filming me and putting it on the internet," Madison said as she lifted my cock upright with her fingers.
"That's easy," Janet said as she pushed her knees apart to lower her pussy towards my face. She reached down and found my hands with hers and lifted them to her chest, coaxing me to cup her large soft breasts, her pussy fractions of an inch from my lips. "We all sign a NDA. Any of us get caught doing something like that, we not only never work for her again, but we get our pussies sued off," she said softly while I felt Madison slowly sink down my again rock hard shaft.
"How about a race. Wanna see who comes first?" Madison asked Janet as she started to bounce on my dick.
"What do I get if I win?" Janet asked as she lowered herself the last few fractions of an inch to bring her pussy to my lips, her inner labia spreading easily as I licked my tongue along her slit.
"How about you get to finish him off?" Madison said breathlessly as she started bouncing energetically up and down my shaft, her bare ass slapping against my thighs with each stroke.
"Ohhhh. So tempting. But my girlfriend would get jealous," Janet moaned softly as I found her clit with my tongue. "But my pussy wouldn't mind a cum bath."
"I bet we could get him to do that," Madison answered breathlessly. "Of course you have to win, and right now, I'm sooooo fucking on the way it's ridiculous."
"That close?"
"Oh yeah. I've been thinking about this for hours. Shit it's been a long time since we fucked in bed this morning."
"Oh? Linda let you sleep with her?"
"Of course. Why wouldn't she?"
"Just thought she might be a little more protective of this one," Janet groaned as I flicked my tongue back and forth across her clit, making her whole body tremble for a moment. "God, he's almost as good at this as you are."



"That's saying something," Madison moaned, her pussy sliding quickly up and down my shaft as she pounded her ass against my thighs. I could feel my head beating against her cervix each time with little tingles shooting through my body. I could only imagine that it was having a similar effect on her. Each plunge down me made an audible squish as my cock filled her vagina, her soft hot walls caressing me and stroking over and around my fat head.
"Shit. I might beat you," Janet moaned, her legs starting to tremble on either side of my head. "Jesus, he's not wasting any time."
"Yeah. Neither am I. But I still think I'm going to wiiiiiiinnnnnn!" she squealed as she slammed herself down on to me, her whole body shaking and trembling as she climaxed around me. I could feel her pussy convulsing around me, squeezing and trying to draw me deeper into her as she sat on me climaxing.
"Oh fuck!" Janet gasped suddenly, leaning slightly forward and grinding her pussy against my face. "Oh fuck, here it comes. Ohhhhhhhhh FUUUUUUUCK!" she cried loudly as she too climaxed, her juices gushing out of her pussy around my chin to run down my face and neck. Three times her body jerked and issued another gush of cum onto my chin and chest.
I felt Madison pull off of me and sit on my legs, her hands wrapping around my dick. She started stroking me, her hands sliding quickly up and down my shaft and over my engorged head with each stroke. Janet was still trembling slightly as she moved herself off my face and down my body until she was almost sitting on my stomach. "Come on lover. Give her your load," Madison cooed quietly as she continued to stroke me. "Just think about filling me up like you did this morning in the shower, pumping my hot sexy body full of cum! Oh yeah. Give it to me baby. Let it happen," she coaxed as I lay there, panting, my hips barely able to hold still as her hands flew up and down my cock. "Fuck me baby. Fuck me hard!" she said softly just before my body stiffened and jerked. I felt my cock pump a gush of pent up cum out for her. My body jerked over and over until all I could do was lay there and twitch while Madison gently coaxed the last drools of my cum out of me.
"That was a load alright," Janet said as she slid off of me and sat on the bed, lines of cum running from her big tits to her pussy. "I'm thinking that Madison would have rather had this one in her."
"Yeah. But then I'd been leaking it all over the clothes all afternoon," she said with a smile. "But once we're done for the day, then I'll take one like that any time he wants."
"You know. You're one hell of a lucky guy. Who else has two supermodels wanting his dick in them?"
"I have no idea," I panted.
"None Honey. None at all," Janet said with a grin. "I think I better rinse off. Anyone else for a quick dip to cool and clean?"
"I will," Madison said with a grin. "You coming?"
"If you want," I agreed, letting her pull me off the bed. The three of us walked to the water's edge and then into the surf, letting the waves splash us to cool us off and also clean the remnants of sex off of me.
I couldn't help but notice that as soon as we'd vacated the bed, several local men carried it away, a canopied pergola quickly replacing it with a rattan mat for a floor. Madison looped her arm in mine while Janet took my other arm, the three of us headed back to where my chair was in the shadows of the tree and Madison settled me back into it, leaving my robe hanging over the back.
"Break's over. Time for Linda to start her next set," Madison said with a smile. "You're gonna enjoy this outfit."
"I am?"
"Oh yeah. She designed it special for you," Madison said as Janet slipped away.
I watched Linda walk to the mat with Jason. He stood in the middle of the mat, still naked, and Linda stood in front of him. Instead of looking at the camera, she looked at me, her eyes portraying deep lust. She reached an arm back to pull Jason against her back. His hands moved to rest on her hips as Larry started to snap pictures. He called "okay", and Linda coaxed Jason's hands higher on her and more around her front until she was pulling his hands up under her breasts, the material of the dress pulling up in front all the way to the bottom of her breasts, clearly leaving enough room for his hands to slide into the top of the dress from below. He held his hands there while she again reached over her shoulder to pull his head down towards her neck as if he were kissing her neck and she was stroking his hair.
Again Larry did his magic with his camera before Linda moved again, this time holding one of Jason's hands under her breast and pushing the other down to gather and separate an almost unseen gap in the front apart, exposing her entire right leg all the way to the waistband of the dress. It took no imagination at all to know that behind the still hanging portion of the skirt was her bare pussy, ripe for being touched by his hand. Larry again took his shots before Linda turned to face Jason, the two putting their arms around each other and kissing, Linda offering a view of her nearly bare back, only an assortment of thin straps crossing her creamy white skin to hold the dress together, the waistband angling down into a V that ended just barely above the crack of her ass.
"Damn! That's one sexy dress," Larry said quietly as he took the last of the pictures.
"That it is," I agreed as Linda pulled away from the naked Jason and walked away from him.
One of the other young ladies, whose name I couldn't remember, walked over in an incredibly short dress posing in front of Jason, allowing his hands to roam around her front side until Larry had taken his fill of pictures. She turned sideways and let Larry take several snaps before turning all the way around to leave her butt facing the camera, her head leaning on Jason's shoulder as he stroked his hands up and down her bare back and skirt covered ass.
This went on for nearly two hours, girl after girl and outfit after outfit until it was again my turn. Linda had me dressed in a tie around my bare neck and a tuxedo jacket, and nothing else as Madison, Janet, Trudy and Sam, all took turns modeling the same dresses the younger girls had worn. The biggest difference was that this time each worked to accentuate their curves, the biggest difference between them and the young wispy models that they had started with. I had to admit, that I much preferred the curvy women to the slender young models. Each of the four took their time making sure I touched them in all the right ways for the camera, especially Janet, who did her best to coax my hands to her tits at every opportunity. To my surprise, after about two hours of holding, touching, and pressing against them, it was starting to get boring. When Madison pressed herself against me in another sexy dress, and commented on my lack of hard-on, I realized exactly what Linda had done. She intentionally let me see her fondling and being fondled by James in the sexy dress for the camera, and then let me realize just how run of the mill it felt for the models. Unlike the morning session, where the ladies were working to keep me turned on, this part of the shoot was all business like, well, mostly anyway. Other than Janet and Madison trying to get me to touch them, the other ladies came, did their thing and left as if they were getting a sandwich at a deli counter.
No. I don't think I have anything to worry about with Linda doing this, at least not in this kind of setting. Nakedness was just part of the work scene, and it wasn't any more sexual than... a doctor doing a pelvic exam. If you saw a dick or pussy, it was just part of the job.
By the time we were done, I was tired. I had no idea that it took so much energy to just stand there and be photographed. But by the time we got done with a two hour session, my legs hurt, my arms were tired and my back ached. I was more than ready to call it a day!
"Well, what do you think?" Linda asked me as she settled in the little cart next to me for the ride back to the hotel.
"To be honest, it's a crap ton of work. I'm almost as tired and sore as if I worked a fire scene," I answered quietly.
"Ohhhhh. I'm sorry sweetie. How about we have a nice massage when we get back to our bungalow?"
"I wouldn't mind that at all. My back is stiff and sore."
"How about the two of us give you a rub down?" Madison asked from where she sat on the other side of me. "I'm sure Linda and I can get those muscles loosened up."
"I bet you can." I nodded, wondering if sex was on her mind as well. "But I'll be honest. I'd love to feel Linda give me a little massage and then maybe she and I take a snooze before dinner."
"If that's what you want," she said, clearly disappointed.
We rode the rest of the way back to the hotel in silence and then Madison walked away, clearly upset, while Linda and I followed some distance behind her, hand in hand. "I think I pissed her off," I whispered, not really wanting Madison to hear.
"Yeah. I think so too."
"Not that I don't like her, but honestly, what I really would love is some alone time with you," I said softly. "All of this...stuff. It was an awful lot to take in, but some quiet time is really what I need right now."
"So, you're saying that all this didn't chase you away?"
"Well, in the morning I was a bit more concerned. But by the end of the afternoon, seeing them undress right out in the open and then rub all over me in those sexy outfits. Well, it actually got to be no big deal. Other than Trudy fucking me in the morning, nothing else all day was a sexual touch, you know what I mean?"
"I do. And how much sexualization of that touch is really up to the model. You saw how much Trudy pushed, yet Sam was completely dispassionate, only touching as much as needed to get the shot done. Both looked equally sexy in their poses, but clearly Sam did so without making it sexual."
"You know. I get the feeling you picked your models for this shoot intentionally to contrast some of that."
"Me? Would I do that?"
"Yeah. I think you would," I answered as we walked up into the little bungalow.
"Let me take that," she said, reaching out to slip the robe off of me, leaving me naked again. "Now. You lie down and let me give you a nice massage," she said with a smile.
"Sure," I said as I lay down on my belly and pulled a pillow down under my chest to get comfortable. "Can I ask a question?" I said softly.
"Sure. Anything you want."
"If I wasn't here. No. Let me say that different. Before there was a 'me' in your life, would you have been fucking Jason?"
"What you mean to ask is that before I met you, would I have brought Jason back here and fucked him instead of you? That's what you're really wanting to know isn't it?"
"Yeah. Kinda is."
"Gene. I promise to never lie to you, no matter if I think the answer isn't what you want to hear or not. Yes. I would have brought him back here for sex."
"And if we were together but I wasn't here?" I asked as she spread some lotion on my back and started to rub my stiff muscles.
"No," she whispered. "I haven't since I met you. That night we had sex in the hot tub, I haven't had another man with me that way since."
"Why not?" I whispered, not really sure I wanted to hear the answer.
"Because by the next morning, I realized that you were something special and I had experienced something intimate in a way that I hadn't ever felt before. Oh don't get me wrong. I've had sex hundreds of times with all sorts of men. But all of them treated me in a way you didn't. They treated me like a prize. You treated me like what we shared was the prize. You had no idea who I was, yet you treated me like a queen. But not because I was famous, or a supermodel, but because that's the way you treat women that you care about, and yes, I could tell you cared. If you didn't, you would have turned around as soon as I started undressing. But you didn't. You respected me. And that, sir, touched me more deeply than anything you could have ever said."
I rolled over, grabbing her arm in the process. I pulled her down on top of me and pulled her face to mine. She looked into my eyes and then lowered her head the last few inches to press her lips to mine. We lay, embracing for long minutes, enjoying the sensation of our kiss, losing each other into it before finally having to come up for air. "I love you," I whispered.
"And I love you," she whispered back. I opened my mouth to say something, and she pressed a finger against my lips. "No. Don't say what I think you're going to say. Not yet."
"Okay. Why not? Assuming of course that I was going to say what you think I was going to say."
"Oh. I'm pretty sure I know what you were going to say. But there's still one thing left we have to deal with."
"Madison," I whispered.
"Madison," she nodded. "You know that I can't leave Madison."
"You and Madison share everything, don't you?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
"You know. When I was in high school, I dated a pair of twins. They shared everything too."
"Everything?"
"Yeah. Everything, well not at first. They thought it was fun to leave their boyfriends wondering. It chased off a lot of boyfriends. Most of them couldn't get over not knowing who was kissing them. It only took me a couple times before I could tell who was who. They might have looked the same, but they didn't kiss the same. So instead of chasing me away, I bought into their game. Over a number of weeks they just kept ratcheting things up, even swapping on a date. I ended up taking Angel out to a movie and feeling her up. She didn't think I knew, but I could tell, so I turned the tables on them. Before the movie was over, her panties were in my pocket and my fingers smelled distinctly of pussy. She of course wouldn't let me have sex with her that night, but I knew why. That was just taking things a little too far."
"But it didn't end there?"
"Uh uh. One day her sister and I were going to go out and I still had to shower after working out. She was over at my apartment waiting while I was showering, and all of a sudden, she was in the shower with me."
"But it wasn't her?"
"Nope. It was Angel. Took me a while to figure it out because she wouldn't kiss me. It was only after I was pumping my cock in and out of her that her sister stepped into the shower. After that, the three of us spent the night together. Pretty soon it was the three of us hanging out together and on plenty of occasions, the three of us were in bed together. I had to learn quickly how to satisfy two women at once."
"So when did it happen? When did they stop sharing you?"
"When Angel fell in love with someone that wasn't me," I said with a little shrug.
"Angel's sister. It was Grace, wasn't it?"
"It was."
"So what happened when you married Grace?"
"Well, for two years I never knew who'd be stepping into the shower with me in the morning. That was the price of living in the same house with both of them," I said quietly.
"And Grace didn't mind sharing you with Angel?"
"We had an agreement. Angel could have me all she wanted as long as she didn't ask me to cum in her pussy and she didn't monopolize me. Cuming inside her, that treat was for Grace and Grace alone."
"And you kept that bargain?"
"As best I could. There were times that I just couldn't hold back, but Grace understood. Her sister was every bit as good in bed as Grace was, and they were both experts at getting me off. Kind of like you are."
"And that worked... for the three of you?"
"Yeah. It did mostly. At first, we were all sharing a bed more nights than not. Over time Angel spent less time in bed with us and wanted sex with me more at other times. She loved to tease me into sex by doing yoga naked in the living room and that sort of thing. She was a lot more daring with her sexual desires, wanting to have sex in more challenging places. The car, the park, in a movie theater, and a few times in stores. It seemed like that was how she wanted to differentiate herself from what Grace and I had. When she met Ben, she shifted her focus to him. She spent less time trying to tease me and more time trying to tease him. Grace and I got married soon after and neither of us ever had anyone else after that day."
"Did Angel's guy, Ben, the one she finally left to be with... Did he ever have Grace, before you were married I mean?"
"Not that I know of."
"Do your kids know? That you slept with their aunt as well as their mom?"
"I think Jen figured it out from bits and pieces of conversation over the years, but she's never said anything."
"You know. This all explains a lot. You're not being overly freaked out when Madison joined us, or when we asked you to be naked at the shoot. You just seemed to handle it all in stride. I'd never pegged you for someone who had been that... adventurous, but now I'm glad you had been. So, do you think your kids will have a problem with you living with two women at once again?"
"I don't think that either of them would say anything, as long as they knew I was happy."
"You think you're still up to keeping two women happy at the same time?"
"I think that it'll be easier this time."
"Why is that?"
I chuckled. "Because I have one advantage that I didn't have with Grace and Angel. I know damn well that the two of you are going to be having each other as well as me. The girls did that a little, but nothing like what you and Madison have. In some ways, it'll make it easier for you to be on the road. I won't have to worry about you banging some guy model. You get done you can go back to your room and play all night with Madison."
"That is true, isn't it?"
"I guess the question is, will you be happy?" I asked softly.
"I can't think of anything that would make me happier than trying to satisfy you every night," she said with a grin.
"Well, you know it won't be every night. I work one night out of three," I chuckled back.
"In that case, it'll work out just fine. But there is one thing."
"What's that?"
"I won't make you promise not to cum in Madison any more. If she didn't get to share that with you, I think she'd be a most unhappy girl."
"So it's decided then?"
"I think this has to have been the strangest proposal of all time," she said with a grin.
"So we need to set a date I guess."
"I hope you don't mind a huge wedding."
"How huge?"
"Well. I imagine even the press will be there. And don't worry. You won't have to pay for anything. I'll have all kinds of companies and people falling all over themselves to be able to say that they were a supplier for a wedding like this."
"And Madison?"
"Maid of honor of course."
"You think she'll be good with that? She won't want to be a second bride?"
"Silly boy. You know it's illegal to marry two women."
"True."
"But there's no law at all about having a live-in nanny."
"If we have a live-in nanny, doesn't that mean you need to have a baby?"
"Just as soon as you can give me one lover," she whispered. "Wanna start practicing?"
"With pleasure." I grinned back as she climbed on top of me. "Just one question. Won't getting pregnant mess up your career?"
She lifted herself over me and lifted my hard dick towards her pussy and slowly sank down on me, her hot wetness slowly enveloping me. "Actually, I've been thinking. A pregnant woman can still be a sexy woman and there aren't a lot of companies that make sexy stuff for pregnant women. I think it's time we start a new fashion trend."
"Isn't Madison gonna be jealous?" I asked as she started to lift and lower herself on me.
"Not necessarily," Linda said with a grin. "I can think of a way that she wouldn't be jealous."
"Oh? What's that?" I groaned as she bounced faster on me. I was surprised at how turned on I was and how quickly she was pushing my body towards climax. I could feel my hard shaft sliding in and out of her pleasantly snug soft depths, her walls caressing over and around my mushroom head. "Ohhhh God, you're gonna make me come so fast."



"And that's the answer to your question," she panted softly as she looked down at me, her tits flopping up and down with each stroke.
"What? Making me come?" I groaned, feeling the urgency tingle and race through me. "Oh shit," I grunted as my body bucked up into her, pumping the pent up cum of the afternoon into her. Time after time my body spasmed and pumped more into her as she sat on me trembling and shuddering with her own climax.
"Trust me. You do to her what you just did to me and she isn't going to be jealous at all," she whispered as she leaned down onto me, pressing her tits into my chest before she lowered her face to mine. She pressed her lips to mine in a soft loving kiss.
"Why won't she be jealous if I do that?" I asked breathlessly as we broke the kiss.
"You know. For a really smart man, sometimes you can be awfully slow," she giggled. "What usually happens when a guy fills a woman's vagina with gallons of cum?"
"I guess that depends."
"On what?" she asked with a grin, clearly enjoying dragging this out.
"Well. Birth control for one."
"Ahhhhhh. Now he's getting the idea," she said softly.
"Is there something about you and birth control that I should know?" I asked, suddenly concerned.
"Me? Not at all. I won't stop until the day of our wedding. Not that I don't want your baby, but I also want to still look this incredible to you in my wedding dress."
"Yeah. Okay. So then I'm confused."
"Well. Why would Madison not be jealous?" she asked. "Unless she was doing something first?"
I looked up at her quizzically. "What you're saying sounds like Madison is getting pregnant before you. But both of you are on birth control, right?"
"You asked me. You never asked her," she whispered.
"And she's not...."
"Uh uh," Linda whispered, shaking her head slowly. "Not for years."
"But she was married to Larry."
"So?"
"She wasn't..."
"Honey, before Larry, she hadn't had a cock in her pussy for almost six years. There wasn't any need for birth control."
"But I though she was like...sexually active, like you were."
Linda chuckled. "She was. But that doesn't have to mean cocks, does it?"
"Ohhhhh God. I am soooo fucking stupid!" I groaned. "I just assumed..."
"That she and I were alike that way? I'm much more of a switch-hitter than she ever was. The fact that she WANTS yours is really saying something. She and Larry married because they were drunk, and she wanted a baby. It was never going to last, and it didn't."
"But she didn't get pregnant, did she?"
"From Larry? Uh uh."
"But the last few days.... All the times she's tried to get me into her?"
"Oh yeah. She's ripe and all you need to do is plant the seeds," she said with a giggle. "Wouldn't surprise me at all if she gets pregnant first, given how full you always fill me."
"Oh damn," I groaned. "And you're good with this?"
"I can't think of a nicer present to give her, especially since I'm getting the rest of you forever more," she whispered before she lowered her face back to mine for another long passionate kiss. "Now. Can I go tell her the news?"
"I already heard," Madison said as she walked naked into the bungalow. She knelt down next to me, and Linda rolled off to lay on my left side, making room for Madison on my right. She lay down next to me and pressed herself tightly to me, her hand finding my softened, cum covered cock. "If I make this hard again, will you make a deposit in the bank of Madison?"
I looked at Linda who grinned and nodded. "Somehow I think this is going to be even more difficult than Grace and Angel were," I said quietly.
"Grace and Angel?" Madison asked curiously.
"I'll tell you later. But suffice it to say that this isn't the first time Gene has had to tend with pleasing two women at once or married one of them."
"I'm looking forward to that story," Madison said as she leaned her face to mine and softly kissed my cheek. "I think that Linda is the luckiest woman in the world. And I'm the second luckiest," she whispered. "Welcome to the family!"
----The end---
Authors Note: I know from the feedback and comments that chapter 4 of this story wasn't what you expected. I hope that this concluding chapter makes sense of what seems like a departure from the romantic story. I've enjoyed writing this short series and don't expect to continue it on from here. I have too many more my readers are begging for more chapters for. Thank you for being a loyal reader of my works!
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She stepped out of the tent with a towel wrapped around her body, a bar of soap in one hand and a small bottle of shampoo in her other hand. She stepped across the rough ground to me and without a word stood in front of me waiting, a little smile on her face. She stood waiting until I stood up. She took my hand and led me off into the woods and down the hill towards the lake. It was dark out, except for the nearly full moon shining down on us. She led me to the edge of the lake and stopped. Letting go of my hand, she unhooked the towel from itself, letting it fall to the shoreline around her feet. She set down the shampoo on her towel and then waded into the lake, completely naked. She waded out about knee deep and then turned to face me.
Using one hand she scooped water up and drizzled it across her body. She dipped her hand into the water over and over, raining it down on her body as she stood and grinned at me, knowing how much it was teasing me. With her body wet, she started to rub the bar of soap around her body, lathering up her big soft tits. She motioned for me to join her, and in moments I was pulling off my clothes, stripping on the shore until I was as naked as she was. I waded out to her and she handed me the bar of soap. She reached for my hand and waded deeper, stepping backwards and drawing me with her.
She stopped when the water was lapping around her thighs, nearly touching her pussy. She waited for me to start rubbing her all over her body, lathering over her breasts again and then down her body until she was all soapy. She stepped back and dipped down into the lake to rinse off. She stood again and stepped to me, taking the soap from me. She began to rub it all over me. I enjoyed her hands, rubbing on my chest and then lower until both soapy hands were stroking my hard dick.
She held me in one hand and turned around, bending over and guiding me towards her pussy. I slid my hands up her body, cupping each big breast as I pressed my head between her lips. "Ohhhhhh damn," I groaned as I pressed into her, sinking slowly into her wet depths. I felt my head press to her cervix, bumping gently against the end of her vagina. I started to slide in and out of her, driving slowly in and out of her depths, the lake making ripples around our legs as I pumped my hips back and forth.
"Oh fuck," she moaned in front of me, as I squeezed her tits, using them as handles as I pumped harder into her. In and out I drove, stroking my engorged head along her vaginal walls and that sensitive spot just a little ways inside her. "Oh god. Gonna come," she moaned loudly as I pumped my hips in and out, working myself towards the same point quickly.
"OH FUCK!" she squealed loudly, her voice echoing across the dark quiet lake.
"AHHHHHH!" I gasped as my body bucked hard into her pussy as it spasmed around me, her whole body shuddering and trembling. I felt gush after gush flow into her as we climaxed together.
I lay in the bed, panting, her bare back pressed to my chest and my thighs against hers. I could feel my cock twitching inside her still spasming pussy as she lay against me, panting as hard as I was. "Thank you," she whispered quietly as my cock softened inside her.
"You did that on purpose, didn't you?"
"Me?" Amanda asked innocently.
"Yeah. I think you did."
"Okay. I did. I'm enjoying how it feels to be with you and also how it feels inside when we're doing things, you know, out there."
"I have noticed a penchant for being outside in our little encounters. You like having sex outside?"
"I've always wanted to, but my husband wasn't interested, and then it was too late to try and convince him," she said quietly.
"You want to? For real some time?" I whispered as I gently massaged the breast I still had in my hand.
"I'd love to, but I think I'd be way to nervous to really enjoy it," she whispered back. "So, for now, these little encounters will do."
"We'll see," I answered, liking her more every time we had one of these little events.
I closed my eyes and drifted off back to sleep.
It felt good to wake up next to a woman again. It had been a long time, well except for one night in the hospital, but that felt very different than this. Waking up next to Amanda was...comfortable. I doubted that my daughter would appreciate the relationship Amanda and I were having. But she had to have some idea that we were going to be doing this. I won't say sleeping together because it's so much more than that.
I lay there, holding her, feeling her gentle breathing, amazed that it wasn't happening again. Maybe it was because she was asleep, maybe it was something else, but either way, it felt good to hold her and not have THAT happen. It was almost another half hour before she woke up, and again, it still didn't happen. We got out of bed, holding hands to test my theory that it's because we were still in physical contact that we weren't having an episode. We finished taking off what little we wore to bed and then showered together, still holding hands or other body parts.
We got all the way through showering and breakfast without it happening. I hoped that we'd get through the trip to the hospital as well, though I had less confidence in that. I wondered if Bonnie would intentionally make it happen.
The two hour ride to the hospital went smoothly, as did my hobbling down to the physical therapy department, thanks to a pair of brown cotton gloves Amanda was wearing. Not that either of us were adverse to having sex again, but that we weren't sure we wanted to have it in the middle of the hospital corridor. Bonnie greeted us almost as soon as I sat in the waiting room, coming to get me wearing a pair of heavy purple latex gloves.
"Learning, huh?" I asked as she walked with me back into one of the rooms.
"As much as I loved what happened...um...my husband wasn't so thrilled."
"He found out?"
"About you? No. I didn't tell him we had sex. But I kinda let it slip that when I touched you, I had that...um...dream. And he kept poking at me until I told him what it was. He wasn't expecting to find out that I'm bisexual."
"That could be a shock. But you know. If you wanted to, you could take your friend home, and both of you could play with her," I said quietly as she helped me settle on the small bench.
"I don't know how well that'd work," she said softly, looking up as Tracy, the target of her desires, walked in. "We're going to work on some range of motion exercises," Bonnie said more loudly. "Lay back. Now you can have your friend help you do these at home if you want. You need to do them at least four times a day."
"Okay," I answered with a grunt as she lifted my leg and holding it straight, pressed it up and back.
"Feel it stretch here?" she asked, stroking the back of my thigh through my wind pants that's I'd put on that morning.
"Uh huh," I grunted, feeling it burn a little.
"Not too hard but hold for ten seconds and then release," she said, lowering my leg down. "We need to do that about ten times for ten seconds on each leg," she said as Tracy stepped closer, reaching out for Bonnie's shoulder as she knelt down next to me.
She stood completely naked, looking at herself in the mirror, cupping her big soft tits and lifting each one. It was late, everyone else was gone, so she wasn't worried. It had been a long day and she wanted to loosen up before going home, knowing that her husband didn't love it when she did this. She wasn't sure why, but he didn't, so that meant she had to find other places to do it.
She bent herself over, reaching for the floor and pressing her hands to the rubberized mat. It felt good to stretch herself this way. She held her hands to the floor and walked her feet apart, one small step at a time until her legs were spread so far apart that her bare pussy nearly touched the mat. She leaned her body forward, pressing her tits to the floor, feeling the cool rubber press against them as she stretched her arms out in front of her. She closed her eyes and let the stress of the day flow out of her. She slid her feet together, laying stretched towards the mirror, her eyes still closed. She rolled herself onto her back, lifting and spreading her legs in the air. She still didn't understand why her husband didn't love this. She thought he would.
Without opening her eyes, she moved her hands to her huge double D tits and squeezed both soft mounds, letting her fingers and palms slide up her smooth soft skin until her nipples were pinched between her palms and fingers. "Oh yes," she moaned softly, feeling the tingle caused by the pressure. She released the pressure after several more seconds, feeling the tingle race through her body as it demanded she touch herself between her legs. She slid both hands down, reaching between her legs and grasping her inner thighs. She pulled and stretched her legs, spreading herself wide, knowing that her pussy lips were also being spread wide. She thought about her husband and wished he were here to push his dick into her, something that he seemed much less inclined to do these days.
"OH FUCK!" she cried in surprise at the touch of another set of hands on her thighs. Her eyes flashed open to see Bonnie kneeling between her legs, as naked as she was, with a man standing behind her, his cock jutting out towards her, big and fat and long. Her eyes stared at him, or more correctly his dick.
"Relax. It's okay," Bonnie whispered reassuringly, bending over and lowering her face to her pussy.
She couldn't take her eyes off his cock as he stood there, waiting, patiently, but for what? His cock was longer and bigger than her husband's by quite a bit. And it bounced slightly with his heartbeat, almost as if it were waiting for something. "Oh fuck," she moaned as Bonnie licked her tongue up her slit, teasing between her full protruding inner lips, her tongue sending tingles through her body as she found her clit. "Oh God yes," she moaned, feeling like this was exactly what she needed.
Up and down Bonnie's tongue went while she stared at the man behind her, stared at his dick. He suddenly moved, stepping around Bonnie to kneel down next to her, his dick now only a few feet from her face. He leaned over her, his dick pointing towards her face as he crawled over her head. She reached out and grasped it with both hands, feeling his hardness. Her hands could barely reach all the way around it, it was so fat, and even with both hands grasping it, she couldn't cover all of it. It was indeed so much bigger than her husband's. He lowered himself down lower, allowing her to guide his engorged mushroom head to her face and her waiting mouth. She'd sucked her husband before, but she was still surprised at how little of him she could get into her mouth and how wide she had to open to contain it.
She licked and sucked his cock while Bonnie licked her pussy, her tongue making her want his cock more with each passing second. She wanted to feel this big cock in her pussy, she wanted to feel it stroking in and out of her. She gently pushed on his body, trying to push him up, but he stayed over her face, pumping his hips slightly, working his cock in and out of her wet mouth. She pushed more firmly, forcing him up and out. "Fuck me," she said as his cock pulled from her face. "Put this in me and fuck me!"
He lay down on the mat next to her, Bonnie pulling her face from between her legs so she could move. She rolled on her side and let him move behind her, his big fat cock sliding between her thighs. She lifted her right leg, sticking it into the air and allowing him access to her wet pussy. She felt more than saw him move closer to her, Bonnie's hand around his cock, guiding him to her pussy, aiming him for the one place no other man has ever been but her husband. She watched in the mirror as Bonnie guided him to her waiting opening. His head touched her wet lips and rubbed back and forth along her slit, the tip of his head bouncing over her clit and sending little jolts through her whole body. She lay back as much as she could and let it happen, let the sensation of him slowly filling her vagina wash over her. She moaned in appreciation as she felt stretched, his cock spreading her depths more than ever before.
In and out he started to stroke, but that wasn't all. She felt one hand move to her chest and squeeze the front of her big tit, squeezing her soft flesh hard, squeezing her areola and rock hard nipple equally hard. She cried out in pain and pleasure at the same time before her cry was muffled. She opened her eyes and saw Bonnie looking down at her lustfully, her pussy pressed to her lips, her hips rocking gently on her face to grind her pussy into her face.
"Oh, fuck yes. Lick my pussy," Bonnie moaned loudly over her.
In and out his cock slid, making her whole body seem to tingle and shudder. It was like nothing she'd ever felt before, his cock hit places deep inside her that nothing had ever touched. She could feel his hard mushroom head banging her cervix with each stroke sending more jolts of electricity through her. She didn't know how much longer she could take the incredible overload of sensations when it finally overwhelmed her. Her whole body shuddered and shook as he continued to drive into her spasming pussy. She tried to cry out in pleasure, only to be muffled by the pussy on her face. She reached up and pulled Bonnie down towards her more, pressing her wet pussy to her face as she tried to stick her tongue into her depths. She'd never licked a pussy before, and other than her own, hadn't ever tasted another woman. But right now, she wanted it. She wanted all of it. She wanted to feel Bonnie climax on her face. She wanted to feel cum on her face and inside her at the same time.
"Oh fuck," he groaned as his body pushed hard into her. His whole body went rigid for several seconds, his cock seeming to grow even fatter in the moments before his body spasmed. He jerked hard and she could feel his cum flowing into her in strong surges, one each time his body jerked.
Bonnie cried out in pleasure as Tracy sucked her clit into her mouth, wanting to feel her cum leaking on her face as she took the guy's load into her. Her own climax seemed to go forever, her desire, her need for more seeming to never end. Finally, Bonnie pulled off her face, falling to her hands and knees as she crawled off her face. She lay and closed her eyes as the guy's dick slowly started to soften in her. God, it felt so damn good. She never wanted it to stop, but she knew it would. She knew that the afterglow of such an orgasm would only last so long.
I lay on my side, my pants and shorts down to my knees while I lay next to Tracy, who lay on the mat next to me, completely naked. I still gripped her right tit, holding it gently while we both panted for breath. I looked to Bonnie, sitting half naked, nothing on below her waist, her back against one of the mirrored walls, panting.
"Oh fuck," she groaned after several seconds.
"What the hell happened?" Tracy mumbled softly, tilting her head back to look at Bonnie.
"Scott happened," she answered, bringing a look of confusion to Tracy's face. "Remember that guy that I told you about? The one that made people see their sexual fantasies by touching them?"
"Yeah?"
"Well. That's him. But it looks to me like it isn't just seeing them any longer."
"We actually fucked?" she asked, pushing herself up to look at me. "We really fucked? You and me?"
"Yeah. We did," I answered, still trying to catch my breath. I didn't have time to warn you not to touch me."
She looked at Bonnie, almost desperately. "We...I mean you and I... did we really? Tell me we didn't really do that!"
"Have sex too? Oh yeah. I can tell you that the climax you gave me with your tongue was anything but fake," Bonnie answered.
"No. It wasn't fake. This thing. This...whatever, seems to have changed in the last day or two. Now it's taking longer and whoever it is, and I actually have something resembling whatever the dream is."
"Does what's her name know? The neurologist?" Bonnie asked.
"Not yet. I'm going to see her when we're done here."
Bonnie laughed. "Yeah. I'd like to say we're done, but we still have to do most of your therapy."
"Well, let's do it while this is all fresh. If we keep touching, it doesn't seem like it'll happen again."
Bonnie crawled over and reached for my leg. "Okay, then let's do this."
"Of course, if you do keep touching me, you're going to feel a serious need to have sex."
"Well, I'll worry about that. Come on. Let's get you up again," she said helping me up off the floor. She helped me pull my shorts and pants back in place and then started the next exercise with me.
Tracy lay on the floor while we worked, still completely naked, her hands on her face, trying not to watch us, Bonnie still half naked. Long before we finished with all the exercises, Bonnie had my pants pulled down and was bent over in front of me, sliding my cock into her pussy. I couldn't stroke long, hell for that matter I couldn't stand all that long, but it was long enough for her to climax on my cock before I had to sit on the mat and rest.
"Come on. Let's get you dressed," Bonnie panted as she crawled over to me. She helped me up and pulled my shorts and pants into place once again before finding her own shorts and pulling them on. "Tracy. I'll be back."
"Yeah," Tracy said, still laying on the floor, clearly upset by what happened.
Bonnie led me out of the room, closing the door behind her to give Tracy her privacy. "She going to be okay?" I asked with honest concern.
"I think so. We'll talk. We're pretty good friends, so I think it'll be okay."
"She just didn't know you wanted to be that good of friends?"
"I think she's more upset about what she did with you than with me. But don't worry. I'm going to get it all sorted out with her."
"I think I need to ask to have my therapy moved someplace closer. It's a two hour drive each way."
She nodded. "I understand. Today didn't help much either, did it?"
"Not much," I admitted.
She led me out to the waiting room and let Amanda take over for her before stepping to me and giving me a hug. "Just come back soon, okay?" she whispered in my ear before pulling away and walking out of the waiting room.
"Everything okay?" Amanda asked as she led me out toward the bank of elevators.
"Yeah. Something happened with one of her co-workers." I said quietly as we waited for the elevator.
"What I think happened?"
"Oh yeah. Every bit and then some." I nodded. She nodded in understanding as we stepped into the empty elevator car. The doors closed on us and started up to the 4th floor. "Three way sex. And it was a first for her friend in multiple ways."
"She was a virgin?"
"Uh uh. She was still true to her husband, even though he was ignoring her and probably cheating on her. But she hadn't ever done it with a woman before either and she made Bonnie climax on her face."
"Ohhhhh. That could be a shock," Amanda agreed as the car slowed and stopped. We walked out and down to the door marked neurology center. "Hi. I'm here to see Andria?"
"Ahh. Doctor Fleck said to take you right back to the lab," the little receptionist said as she got up from behind the desk. "This way."
Amanda and I followed along, the young lady guiding me to the lab I'd been in once before. We found chairs and then the receptionist disappeared again, letting us know that Andria would be in shortly.
"Scott!" Andria said as she walked in a few minutes later. "How are you doing?"
"Alright I guess," I answered.
"And this is?" Andria asked, holding a hand out to Amanda in greeting.
"This is Amanda, my daughter's mother-in-law. You met her down in the room once."
"Oh yes. I remember now. It is okay to discuss this with her here?"



"If you're asking if she knows what's going on? Oh yeah. She and I have had any number of encounters."
"So tell me, how are they doing? Getting any less intense?"
"No. Actually, if anything, it's worse. It's moved from a few quick seconds of thought to being slower and involving actual physical actions."
"By physical actions, you mean..."
"Sex? Oh yeah. I just came from therapy where I had a three way encounter with two of the therapists down there. And yes, the three of us undressed and had sex, right there in the therapy room."
"And if someone were to touch you, say in the living room of your house?'
"Wherever and whenever," I said with a frown. "Have you made any progress on figuring this out?"
"Well. No actually. But I think I have medication that might slow it down a bit. It's actually something we use for some forms of schizophrenia. It can suppress some of the effects, I think. I'll be honest, I'm just guessing. I've never come across anything like this before."
"Okay. So, what are the side effects of this drug?"
"Not good. But let's first see if it'll work. We'd give you a dose of the drug intravenously so it works faster, and then I'd like to do another PET scan while you're having an episode. See if it dampens the effects at all. You don't mind, do you? I mean having it happen on purpose?"
"Yeah. Fine I guess. Amanda could touch me. We've been through this a few times."
"You're sure? I mean if it happens like you say, she'd be having a physical relation with you right in front of a whole bunch of people."
"Scott. I'm not sure I'm ready for that," Amanda whispered.
"That's fine." I nodded. "Yeah, whoever you want then."
Andria left and came back a few moments later with a syringe and gave me a shot. Then she got a wheel chair and helped me into it. It didn't take long to get down to the PET lab and get me situated on the little table. It motored into the machine and they started taking their measurements, the table moving in tiny increments as it scanned me.
I looked at myself in the mirror, proud of how well I still looked. It had been a long time since we got married. While it had never been a bed of roses, I was anxious about this particular anniversary. He said we'd gotten boring in bed, that sex wasn't all that much fun with me any more because it had gotten all too predictable. Well, this time that wouldn't be a complaint. I'd spent weeks planning this. When he stepped in the door, he wouldn't be able to miss the trail of rose pedals from the door to the bedroom. I lit the last of the candles around the room and then turned the lights out. Now the candles on the staircase and the bedroom were the only lights in the house.
I looked at myself in the mirror one more time, the flickering light seeming to make my slightly oiled body glisten, my pussy framed by the sheer black stockings and garter belt, my first time shaved pussy slick and glistening. I cupped each breast for a moment, my C cup tits sticking out of the framework type bra, which did nothing to hold them or cover them, but made a nice picture frame for them. I stroked my nipples, making them harden and my pussy to start to tingle. I was nervous. I'd never done anything remotely like this, so I was quite scared.
I stepped to the bed and crawled onto it. I laid back on it, stuck my arms and legs out to test how comfortable I would be, and then adjusted the pillow, knowing that once I finished my preparations I wouldn't be able to. I sat up and reached for the soft white cord I'd spent so much time tying to just the right length, the loop on each one loose for the moment. I slipped one loop over each foot and pulled them snug. Not so tight that it would hurt, but snug enough that I could only move a little. I couldn't pull my legs together, I'd be spread eagle, completely exposed and at his mercy. I took a deep breath and tried to move my legs, satisfied I could move them enough for the moment. I checked my watch again; it wouldn't be long now.
I knew once I put my hands in the loops and pulled, I'd be screwed. I planned on leaving one loose until the last moment, only pulling it tight when I heard him walk up the stairs. So I waited. Nervous. Anxious. Scared even. But determined. If he wanted me to be something more, something different, something unpredictable, I could be that. I loved him enough to try to give him what he wants. I saw this on the computer downstairs. He'd been looking at a video of something like this. Not rough sex, but definitely in control, his *woman* completely at his mercy. If that's what he found interesting, then that's what I could do for him.
I heard the front door open. It was time. I quickly slipped the eye blinders on and lay back. I put my left hand into the loop and snugged it down. It took a little work, but wormed my hand into the right hand loop, ready to pull it tight. I heard his feet on the stairs. It was time. I tugged the loop. I was captured, at his mercy. I couldn't even scratch my own nose.
I heard the intake of breath as he stepped into the room, a short gasp followed by silence. I wondered what he was thinking. Then I heard the sound of his belt. Then cloth sliding in the otherwise silent room. Shoes dropping to the floor followed by pants being pulled off. Then I waited, not at all sure what was happening.
"Oh God," I gasped in surprise as a wet kiss touched my freshly shaved mound. He certainly noticed that. He kissed slowly around my mound, teasing me and then kissing down around my pussy. His lips teased my lips, making me even wetter for him. I felt his fingers, touching, stroking and then separating my inner lips. He spread me apart, exposing my pink depths to his view and then to his tongue as he slowly licked my slit, sliding his tongue up and down my wetness. His tongue found my clit and flicked over it, making me squirm and wiggle under his attentions. "Ohhhhhhh God," I moaned loudly as he teased me, driving me crazy. He could so easily make me climax. All he needed to do was to leave his tongue there for a few more moments, but he pulled away. He must have known how close I was, how badly my body wanted it, but then I guess that's what control is about. His lips and tongue left my pussy. I could feel him moving on the bed, being careful not to touch me until I felt his lips on my right nipple. He teased it and licked it, making me want his cock, making me so damn horny for him that I was about to scream.
"Oh, please fuck me. God I'm so ready. Please fuck me," I moaned loudly. He pulled his face from my tit and I felt nothing, only the bed moving slightly before... before his engorged head found my lips. "Oh yesssssss!" I hissed softly as his cock head spread my pussy lips, pressing to the entrance of my vagina, pressing slowly into me. I could feel my body stretching around him, expanding to accept him while he pushed deeper, my clit sliding along his fat shaft. "Oh fuck yes," I moaned as he started to slide in and out of me. My pussy was on fire, little jolts of electricity racing from my clit as it slid along his hard shaft. God I was going to come so fucking hard!
"OH SHIT!" I squealed loudly as he gently bit my nipple, something he'd never done before. But it didn't matter. The pain was as much pleasure as hurt. My whole body seemed to be on fire as I shuddered and trembled. I could feel my pussy clenching around his fat shaft as he continued to stroke into me. I rolled my hips in time with his strokes, trying to coax him deeper, trying to push my own orgasm even higher.
Then I felt it. The first surge of his cum. I felt it push deep into me, flowing powerfully into me. One, two, three powerful squirts as he held himself as deep in me as he could. I lay there panting, waiting. I could feel the sweat drip off his body onto mine as he held himself inside me, his cock slowly shrinking and softening. I waited for what was next. I didn't know what was next, all I could do was wait. I felt his kiss on my tits, each nipple one kiss, almost like a goodbye kiss. The bed moved and then it was silence.
I waited. I could feel his cum leaking from my pussy while I waited. Slowly time passed. It seemed like hours before I heard anything again, but I was sure it wasn't hours. I heard footsteps on the stairs and then the bedroom door open, the telltale squeak of the hinges giving it away.
"What the fuck?" I heard him swear in surprise. The bed moved and then light, bright light practically blinded me as he ripped off the blinders. "What the fuck are you thinking?" he asked angrily, working to pull the knots on the rope on my right hand loose. He freed it and then leaned over, pulling the knots on the other side.
"It was your anniversary present," I whispered hoarsely, unsure of why he was angry.
"Why the hell would you think I wanted this?" he snapped as he pushed off the bed, leaving my feet tied with my legs spread.
"On the computer downstairs. You were watching videos of this," I said a little defensively, wondering why he was angry at me for doing what I thought he wanted.
"Porn? You thought I was watching porn of this kind of shit?" he asked as he paced the floor near the foot of the bed. "Devon! Devon's been watching porn on my computer! DEVON!" he shouted.
"Why would Devon be here?" I asked in shock, having no idea that our son was even supposed to be home. He was supposed to be at school a thousand miles away.
"He was coming home today. Didn't he tell you?"
"No," I whispered as I reached for the loops around my ankles. "He didn't."
"Well, I'm not surprised. They threw him out of school. It's a damn good thing he isn't home yet. Imagine what he'd think if he saw you like this? His own mother? I really don't know what you were thinking," he said angrily as I slid off the bed and padded to the bathroom, feeling cum leaking down my thighs. Cum from my own son.
"Oh damn." I heard from the woman that was sitting on my dick. I couldn't see her, but I didn't need to. I knew intimately exactly how she looked. Forty-two, C cup tits, dishwater blonde hair everywhere except her shaved mound, a significant amount of inner labia exposed between full round outer lips. Yes, very good looking. I could still feel my cock occasionally twitching inside her as she sat astride me and the narrow bed.
"Well, that didn't work, did it?" Andria said as the bed started to motor out. "I see what you mean about getting physical. That was almost ten minutes instead of the few seconds it used to take. I wonder if that means it's fading or getting stronger?"
"I don't know." I said as they unstrapped my head and allowed me to tilt it to see the woman on my lap. Yes, she was exactly as I expected, except naked. She would look really good in that little black outfit.
"Did you see...I mean... Do you know..." she stammered.
"What happened? Yes," I answered her, looking down at her hands. She followed my gaze and held her hands out, a weak smile reaching her lips for a few seconds.
"It didn't work," she said softly.
"He was an idiot," I said quietly.
She nodded as she climbed from my softening cock. "I know." She stood next to the bed and dressed, while Andria helped me off the bed and then helped steady me as I pulled my pants and shorts up.
"Sorry. I hoped that'd work," she said with a disappointed look.
"Didn't seem to have any effect," I said with a frown. "I think it's time to go home. Call me if you think you have any other great ideas."
"Wait. I don't understand why you're upset," she said curiously. "I mean it didn't work, but that doesn't mean we won't keep trying."
I dropped into the chair and then reached my hand to the woman I'd just had sex with. "I'm sorry," I whispered as I held her hand and squeezed it.
"Me too," she said before leaving the room.
Andria looked at me curiously again.
"I just experienced the most embarrassing event in her entire life. Something I think she hoped she'd gotten past, something she didn't need to or want to remember."
"Sexual?"
"Yeah. And no. I'm not saying more about it. Look. In addition to these being longer, slower, more physical, they also leave behind a significant emotional imprint. I FEEL her embarrassment. I felt her excitement, her hope for what it was, and her disappointment when it all went wrong. I know her single most deepest, darkest secret that she's never told anyone. And I have it burned int my mind now. I haven't just been told it, I lived it with her."
"Oh my God," Andria whispered. "I'm sorry. I didn't think of that. That it would leave behind anything."
"Andria. I can close my eyes and SEE myself looking at myself in the mirror, every inch of my, I mean her, naked body. What she wore, how she felt, how she touched herself and what happened. It's all as if I WAS HER! I remember it as if I WAS HER!"
"Okay. This is... I don't know what to say. I'm sorry. We'll find another way to work on this."
"Okay. Thanks," I said softly as she patted my shoulder.
"Let's get you back home."
We stopped at a Wendy's for lunch, driving through to avoid any issues, and then made the long drive home. Amanda told me that my son Robert and his wife were going to come for dinner. She said I looked tired and sent me off to bed for a nap.
Nan walked out of the house onto the patio, feeling quite sexy in the new little bikini she'd bought. She knew that Rob would love it when he saw it. Too bad that wasn't going to be today. She couldn't stay in the hot tub too long before having to go in and start getting things ready for her best friend Steph and her husband to come over for dinner. She slipped into the swirling hot water and lay back to let it tease and relax her body. She let her hands cup and squeeze her big tits, feeling little tingles race from her nipples through her body. She looked around to see who might be watching. Other than the neighbors, there wasn't anyone that could see, and she doubted any of them were home. Even if they were, what could they see as long as she was in the water? She untied the top of her bikini and pulled it off, laying it on the edge of the tub. She smiled to herself and lay back again, letting her fingers tease her nipples, the sensations slowly turning herself on. She let her fingers slide down her stomach to her thighs and then stroked between them to her wet pussy. "Ohhhh damn," she moaned. Her fingers untied the bikini bottom and tossed it onto the edge of the tub with her top, the pair slipping off to the concrete patio. "I'll get them later," she groaned as she started to stroke her pussy, easing her fingers between her lips to stroke slowly across her clit. She lay there, slowly teasing herself toward her coming climax.
"Well. Hello!" She heard, startling her from her self-induced pleasure.
"Greg! What are you doing here?" Nan asked, quickly crossing her arms over her big tits under the water.
"Well, I was supposed to be here for dinner. I'm just a little early," he answered stepping closer to the tub. "But maybe it's a fortunate coincidence."
"Coincidence?" Nan asked.
"That I'm early, and you're...naked."
"I'm not," she protested.
He grinned and bent to pick up the bikini off the concrete. He held it up and smiled at her. "You sure about that? I mean, if this isn't yours, then I'll just wait here for you to get out and we can head back into the house."
"I don't think that'll work."
"No?"
"Not unless you want to toss me that bikini."
"I don't think I'd prefer to do that. But I might be inclined to join you."
"You don't have a suit."
"Neither do you," he said with a grin. He pulled his shirt off and tossed it aside. His shoes came next and then his slacks. He was standing in only his boxer briefs, his boner incredibly obvious to her. She waited for him to push his underwear off, staring at the bulge. He grinned at her, and pushed his underwear off, freeing his rock hard cock. He stepped into the tub, sitting on the edge so his cock stuck out at her face. He wrapped his hand around his dick and started to stroke it.
"What are you doing?" she asked breathlessly.
"Catching up to you. That is what you were doing out here, wasn't it?"
"Maybe," she answered, staring at his cock.
"Wanna join me?" he asked, still stroking his cock slowly.
"Join you?"
"Sure. Stand up."
"Stand up?"
He let go of his dick and stepped to the middle of the tub, his dick sticking out right at her face. He held his hands out for her. She hesitantly moved her hands from across her breasts and reached for his hands. Slowly she stood up, exposing her huge tits to his eyes. "I've always liked how these look in a dress. They look even better this way," he said softly, letting go of her hands. He reached out and gently cupped both soft tits. "They're fantastic," he whispered as he gently cupped them, stroking his thumbs across her nipples. She closed her eyes for a moment and let the sensations flow over her. She felt him let go of one breast and his fingers slide down her firm stomach.
"OH my God," she gasped as he slid his fingers between her legs. She stared at him, but he couldn't quite understand the look. Surprise was certainly there, but also, fear? Excitement? Permission?" She stepped back, and he followed. She lifted herself onto the edge of the tub and sat there, spreading her legs, giving his fingers even more access. He slid them up and down her slit as he leaned his face to her chest, sucking one of her rock hard nipples into his mouth. He teased over and around her hard nipple with his tongue, drawing a long deep moan from her. He wanted her and he knew she did as well.
He stepped out of the tub and helped her swivel around until he could lift her off the edge. He drew her back to one of the two lounge chairs and sat on it. He lay back while drawing her to him. She crawled onto the chair, walking her knees up his body until his cock was below her wet pussy. She spread her knees slightly, lowering her pussy to his cock. He felt her wet lips spread around him as she rocked her hips, grinding her clit into his hard shaft. Back and forth she moved, sliding herself along him, his head disappearing between her lips with each stroke.
"Oh God," she moaned. "I want to feel you inside me."
"Then do it," I answered her.
She grinned at me and lifted herself up. Her fingers lifted my head up and I felt her press it between her lips. She closed her eyes in enjoyment as she lowered herself down my already slickened dick, stretching and filling her as she settled on me. She leaned herself towards me, using one hand to hold herself up and the other to guide one of her big soft tits to my mouth. I sucked her nipple into my mouth as she started to pump her hips up and down, stroking my cock with her wet pussy. Up and down she bounced, moaning and gasping loudly.
"NAN! What the fuck are you doing?" Rob almost shouted as he stood inside the doorway to the room, seeing his wife practically laying on top of his dad, completely naked, one tit pressed to his mouth and her pussy pumping up and down his shaft. He stepped over to her and reached out to grab her arm as Amanda, following behind, reached out to grab him.
"What the fuck are you doing?"
"Looks to me like she's getting fucked," Steph said from behind him. She stepped next to him and wrapped her arms around him, slowly moving around in front of him, putting herself between him and his wife. "I think it sounds like a really good idea. I wouldn't mind getting fucked," she said.
"You wouldn't?"
"Uh uh," Steph said with a grin, moving her hands to the front of his shirt. She started to undo the button of his shirt as he watched his wife pump her hips up and down Greg's hard cock and saw him suck one of his wife's huge tits. Steph soon had his shirt undone and was pushing it off his shoulders, drawing his attention back to her. The smile never left his face as she continued to undress him, seemingly unconcerned about her husband getting fucked only feet away. He looked at Steph as she pulled the small dress she had on up and off and then quickly discarded her bra and panties. With nothing but her high heels still on, she stepped over to the chair, bending over so she could look down at her husband's face. She twisted to look at him behind her. "So? You gonna fuck my pussy, or wait for your wife to get done and fuck her?"



He stepped behind her and rubbed his cock head up and down her slit before pushing easily into her wet depths. "Oh damn," he groaned as he pushed deep into her pussy.
Steph grinned down at me as Nan pulled her tit from me, pushing herself upright. Her motions now made her bounce on me, her big tits flying up and down wildly as she pounded down on me. "Does she feel good?" Steph asked me, looking down and grinning at me. "Are you going to come in her? Do you want to fill her with your hot juice?"
"Oh God yes. So close," I groaned as Nan started to climax around my cock, her pussy squeezing and pulsing around me as she cried out. Steph lowered her face to mine and gently kissed me, wetly at first and then with more eagerness. Her kiss grew more and more erotic and needful as Rob pounded into her. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensations of my wife kissing me while her best friend bounced wildly on my cock. I could feel my orgasm slowly building, my body seeming to be eager to fill the pussy on me.
I opened my eyes to look at my wife, wildly swinging tits, my eyes having trouble focusing for a moment. Each big soft tit swung wildly below her as she pushed herself up from my face, the kiss now broken. I shook my head in confusion for a moment before looking down at Nan, bouncing wildly on my cock, her tits bouncing and flying wildly. She cried out in pleasure, "OH FUCK YES!" as her orgasm intensified even more. My body, unable to hold back any longer spasmed and I could feel a gush of cum lance up into Nan's pussy. I looked at her sexy body as she cried out again, my body pumping shot after shot into her.
I lay there panting, my eyes traveling to Amanda's body, her tits swinging back and forth while Rob pounded into her. I could tell from her face that she was about to climax, her eyes closed and her whole body trembling slightly. "UHHHHHH FUCK!" she gasped as her body stiffened. She pulled off his cock and turned to face him, squatting down in front of him. She grabbed his cock with both hands and began to frantically stroke him while she periodically trembled.
"SHIT!" he grunted as his body jerked, a huge gush of cum spurting onto her face and tits. Half a dozen times he shot cum onto Amanda's face and tits. He stood there panting, looking down at Amanda in confusion, and then at his wife, sitting astride me, my cock shrinking inside her. She was also starting to look around, realizing she was naked, though realizing what we'd just done would take a few more seconds. She was also focusing on her husband, who was looking down at a naked Amanda, his cum dripping off her tits as she wiped her face with one hand.
"What the fuck happened?" Rob asked, looking back at his wife again as she looked down at herself, realizing exactly where my cock was and how naked she was. She looked around and found her dress on the bed behind her and grabbed it, covering her tits and trying to push it down between her legs where my dick was still stuffed in her.
"What the fuck did I do?" she asked, mostly to herself. "Jesus Dad! Did I just fuck you?"
I took a breath and nodded. "It wasn't your fault," I said.
"Jesus Nan! What the fuck did you do? Fuck my dad?" Rob asked, almost shouting.
"Yeah? Well, that isn't mayonnaise all over Amanda's tits, is it?" she snapped back before looking down at me again. "You don't look surprised. What the fuck is going on?"
"Is this that thing that sis talked about, how when she touched you, she remembered things that...she remembered sex things?" Rob asked, still standing in front of Amanda, looking down at her and then back at me. "Is this that?"
"Yeah. Pretty much." I nodded in answer.
"Jesus Dad. This was...this wasn't just in my mind. I had sex. I mean I think I had sex."
"You did," Amanda said softly. "You most certainly fucked me while your wife fucked your dad."
"But why? How?" Rob asked, not fully understanding yet.
"They're still trying to figure it all out, but my guess is that Nan touched your dad to wake him up. Skin to skin seems to be the primary trigger. Then when you came in and saw what she was doing, you reached out to grab her while I was trying to stop you. All of us became connected and melded into that one situation," Amanda said quietly.
"And this happens every time dad touches someone?"
"It's worse than that. It's changing. It was just mental at first. It was all happening in our minds. I'd touch someone and share the memory or fantasy or whatever it is in just a few seconds. But it's been changing. Now it's taking longer and it's more physical."
"More physical?" Nan asked. "Is that what you call fucking your daughter-in-law?"
"Hey! Stop this right now!" Amanda snapped. "He didn't fuck you. YOU fucked HIM. It was your fantasy. It was a fantasy, wasn't it? Not a memory?"
Nan looked back and forth between Amanda and Rob for a few seconds.
"Oh Jesus. Really?" Rob finally said, shaking his head and turning to walk across the room. He leaned on the wall for a few moments and then turned around. "So, you and Greg... You two actually fucked behind my back?"
"It just happened once. It was an accident. It wasn't supposed to happen."
"What wasn't, you seducing him?"
"Hey, hold it!" I snapped. " I live these. I not only feel it all, but it's all burned into my memory because I live it. And she did NOT seduce him. It was the other way around."
"Oh shit. Seriously? You let Greg seduce you into fucking? Does Steph know?"
"Yeah. She does," Nan answered quietly. "She kind of walked in on us doing it."
"And she stopped it?" Rob asked.
"No. She didn't. She...um...she joined us," she almost whispered.
"She joined you?"
"She um... she got undressed and made him lick her pussy while I was on him," she whispered. "I guess it wasn't the first time she caught him with another woman."
"Jesus. That bastard!" Rob swore.
"She said that if you ever found out that it'd to be your turn. She'd come over and you could have her the way he had me. Then it would be all even."
Rob looked stunned. "She said what!?"
"She said that if you found out that you'd get to fuck her. Kind of payback. Not that it'll undo what Greg did, but it'd at least even things out. He had me once, you get her for the whole day. And no, I'm not allowed to object," she said. "That's why I didn't tell you. As long as you didn't know, I didn't have to deal with watching you fuck her."
"Watching me?"
She nodded. "The price I'm paying for fucking Greg. Watching you fuck her."
"Well, that sounds reasonable," Amanda said quietly. "A lot better than divorce court. Trust me, I know."
"Divorce court?" Nan asked before looking at Rob. "It was an accident. I didn't mean for it to happen."
"But it did! Just like this did." My son snapped quickly.
"Yeah. That's right. Just like this did. And in this you quite happily fucked Steph, or Amanda, or whoever. So go tell Steph that you know and fuck her silly and then we'll be done with it all."
"When? When was it?" he asked.
"Almost two years ago. I bought a bikini to surprise you and wore it out in the hot tub. I got kinda turned on thinking about how it'd tease you and then, well, I took it off and was pleasuring myself, and Greg showed up. I didn't invite him in, he kind of invited himself and well... things happened that shouldn't have."
"Sometimes they do. So why don't you two go to the living room and talk this out. Okay?" Amanda said as she stood up. "I need to clean up a little and then dinner's on the table."
She reached for Nan's arm and coaxed her off me, her motion giving me a quick glimpse of her pussy, which is exactly how I remember it from her memory, except now it had a little more hair around it.
Amanda helped me off the bed and into the bathroom. "What's wrong?" she asked quietly as she washed my dick and balls.
"When you kissed me. I came out of it. I saw Nan fucking me, not Greg, but me. I saw Rob fucking you, not Steph. I knew it was you."
"That's different," she said. "Another change?"
"Maybe a good one?"
"Okay. So what do we do about it?"
I felt a little excited. It was the first thing outside myself that switched it off, at least for me. I want to try it with someone and have you kiss me."
"And if it doesn't help? It might just pull me in too,"
"But if it doesn't," I said hopefully.
"We'll try it when we can," she said with a nod.
By the time we got out of the bathroom the kids were dressed again, and while neither looked happy, they weren't fighting either.
"You know Dad. This...um...thing could be really complicated." My son suggested.
"Tell me about it."
"But you're staying here with Amanda. Doesn't it happen with her too?" Nan asked.
Amanda blushed brightly. "It does. I've just accepted that it will, and we'll move on from there."
"But...then you two are...um..." Rob started to say.
"Fucking? Oh yeah. I'm getting my fill of all the sex I haven't had for the last so many years, so I'm not complaining. Besides. I like your dad. He's sweet and caring and is honestly concerned about how this affects me."
"So, you two are good with this happening between you? I mean, really okay with it?" Nan asked as Amanda set dinner on the table.
"I am," I nodded. "Amanda has a very pleasant fantasy life. Nothing too over the top, and actually pretty romantic," I said with a little smile. "And since I feel every bit of what she's feeling, it makes the rest of our time very pleasant."
"Romantic?" Nan asked. "Like in... sweet night walks and things?"
"And things," I said with a little bigger smile. "You'd be surprised how romantic a walk along a river bank can be."
"Or taking a bath together in a lake?" Amanda added as she sat down next to me at the table.
Nan thought about it a minute. "That does sound romantic. I wish we'd do more romantic stuff like that."
"You could," I told her. "Just takes effort."
"What do you consider a romantic walk?" Nan asked me. "Describe it for me."
"Oh. I don't know that I could. It's just a feeling. How things progress. I mean a walk along a river trail could be romantic or it could just be lustful. Depends on the attitude of both parties."
"Can you stop it?" Rob asked. "This thing that happens?"
"Well, I could at first. I actually tried a few times and was able to. Sometimes I also was able to steer it a little. I got into one that was distinctly uncomfortable and I realized that I was actually pushing towards something I could handle."
"So, you can make this stop?" he asked.
"I wish. No, I can't. And since things have gotten more....um...physical, I'm finding I can steer it somewhat, usually by accident, but to a lesser extent."
"So you could have stopped Nan from doing what she did? From having sex with you?" he asked, putting the fork down and looking pointedly at me.
"Trust me. I not only couldn't, but I also didn't even realize it was me. I was part of it. I was feeling HER, I was feeling what she was feeling in the hot tub. I was feeling her sexual excitement, her arousal. She was turned on thinking about you taking that bikini off with you in the hot tub. I was feeling her sexual excitement. I felt her hesitation, her nervousness as Greg started to undress and join her in the tub. I felt how trapped she felt. But I also felt that melt away, not because she was interested in fucking Greg, but because she was so sexually excited, and he played right into it. I didn't start to shift out of her into the Greg persona until he was sucking her nipples. I don't know how to describe it. I flowed into him as her lust for him grew with his attentions."
"So this is Greg's fault?"
"As much as yours," I answered. "If you spent a little more time romancing your wife, she might not have responded to his seduction so easily."
"What? You're saying it's my fault that Nan was easily seduced. Seems to me that it's her problem."
I sighed heavily. "Son. If this has taught me anything, it's that women are incredibly complicated. But there are some universal truths. I've been inside so many women's head, inside their dreams, their fantasies. I'm an engineer. I analyze and evaluate for a living. There's a common thread in all of these encounters. That common thread is that they want to be romanced, they want to be led, seduced, and teased. Oh sure, there are times when wham bam thank you ma'am is what they want or even start. But for the most part, they want to be loved in the way that makes them feel special. Sometimes men like us, we forget that they want to be romanced."
"Forget?"
I chuckled. "There were times when your mother got quite upset with me because I'd forgotten that a little romance was important. Usually, she'd remind me of the day we met, and how that turned out. Yes, romance, seduction, love and sex all go hand in hand, at least for a woman."
"Amanda," Nan asked, setting her fork aside. "Do you feel...um...do you sorta feel the need to have sex again, like I mean, really need to have sex?"
Amanda chuckled her soft feminine chuckle that I was coming to love to hear. "It's something of a side effect. And yes, my pussy is sopping wet thinking about getting fucked again," she said bluntly.
"God it's almost like I can't hold back. I feel like I'm going to go crazy if I don't get my pussy filled. I NEED to have him again," she groaned as she pushed her hands into her lap.
"I think maybe you better take your husband into the bedroom for a few minutes," Amanda said softly. "But I know exactly what you mean. I have an overwhelming desire at the moment, and it's not for Scott's cock, but for your husband's!"
Nan pushed herself up from the chair and stood up. I expected her to grab her husband's hand and pull him off to the bedroom, but instead she stepped around the table, pushed my chair back from the table and sat on my lap. "God, I wanna be fucked by you soooo bad right now. My pussy is leaking so much it's gotta be making a wet spot on the back of my dress."
"NAN!" my son said loudly.
She turned her head to look at him. "Fuck Amanda again! I don't care!" she said before turning back to me. She leaned her face towards mine as she wrapped her arms around my neck. "Fuck me!" she whispered before she pressed her lips to mine in an urgent, wet kiss.
I held her arm in mine as we walked along the winding flagstone path, her high heels in her hand so she wouldn't trip on the gaps between the stones. "These are going to ruin my stockings," she said as she walked across the warm stones with me, clearly in no hurry to get anywhere as the sun drifted toward the hilltops in the distance.
"I could solve that," I said, only partly joking, my eyes never really leaving her.
"Oh you could, could you?" she asked with a crooked little smile coming to her sexy lips.
"Well, not without your permission of course," I answered quickly, not wanting her to think I was some kind of a letch.
"Sarah said you were a gentleman. Offering to take my stockings off doesn't sound too gentlemanly, now does it? That is what you were offering, wasn't it? To take them off for me?"
"I...um...you see... I think...um..."
"Cat got your tongue?" she asked with that smile growing even wider, her eyebrows rising slightly.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to imply that I should...um...be putting my hands under your dress," I answered awkwardly.
"Oh? You don't want to put your hands under my dress?" she asked, knowing full well that she had just successfully trapped me.
I was silent for at least half a dozen steps before answering. "Lilly. There is nothing I would love more than sliding my hands up your legs under your dress and sliding your stockings off for you. Just the touch of your bare arm in mine is almost intoxicating. I can only imagine how much more so feeling your soft legs in my hands would be," I said quietly, doing my best to recover from my awkward stumble. Smooth is not my middle name, but I felt pretty good about that response.
Her smile grew wider and then turned into a giggle for several long seconds before she stopped in the middle of the path and turned to face me. "Well, since you are being so gallant and noble, you may proceed. But do be careful of where you let your hands wander and just exactly what it is your sliding down my legs."
I released her arm and knelt in front of her, looking up at her smiling face. The backless white dress hung around her large breasts, each large mound nearly at eye level as I knelt in front of her, hidden from view by only a thin layer of cloth that didn't quite hide the fact that her nipples were as rigid as the dick in my pants. I reached for her hips and gently slid my hands down each side of her, letting my hands slide down the thin dress's material until my hands touched her stocking covered legs, my left hand touching several inches above her right knee while my right had to move several inches below her left knee because of the angled hem of the summer dress. I lowered my butt to my feet, settling myself lower and back slightly, but providing a place for her to rest a foot on my lap. I moved both hands to her left ankle and gently coaxed her foot to rest on my right leg.
I slid my hands up her creamy white leg, encased in the slick nylon stocking, feeling for the lacy top I expected. My fingers slid higher and higher on her leg, still not reaching the top of her stocking. I continued to slide my fingers up, nearly touching her crotch with my left fingers before I felt the bare skin of her thigh. I looked up at her in confusion, that grin on her face telling me she'd once again turned the game around on me. "You do know what to do with a garter belt, don't you?" she asked almost condescendingly before letting the smile return to her lips.
"I do indeed, so long as you don't mind my hands seeking out the clips."
"I think that I can tolerate that, so long as you are discreet about it," she said with an artificial air of superiority. I let my right hand slide around the top of the stocking toward her butt, finding her nearly bare butt cheek in my hand in moments. I watched her close her eyes as I stroked her soft smooth skin, searching for the clip that my palm had already located. I equally let my left hand slide up her thigh right against her crotch, gently stroking my fingers back and forth across the slick material of her panties.
"When Sarah suggested that she had a date for me tonight, I had little expectation of anything promising, but the touch of your hands is quite exhilarating, though far from gentlemanly. You did promise to take off my stockings, after all, not molest my bare ass and pussy."
"My apologies," I whispered, sliding my fingers back to the clasp. As good as I thought I was with bra straps, this was a different animal. I eventually ended up trying to work the little rubber catch out of the metal loop with both hands, my right around the outside of her thigh and my left looped around between her legs, my wrist rubbing against her panty covered pussy as I worked. I finally got the catch apart and slid my hands around to the front one, which unfastened much easier for me. I slowly started to roll her stocking down, coaxing it to roll into a doughnut as I teased it down her legs, stroking her thigh and then her calf. She lifted her foot from my lap, resting both hands on my shoulders to balance herself as she stood on one foot.
I pulled the stocking off her foot and set it aside as she moved her foot from my lap. She lifted her other foot and rested it on my lap, not this time on my leg, but right on the massive bulge in my pants. I once again slid my hands up her leg, feeling the softness of her thigh and the heat of her pussy as I let my right hand gently stroke between her legs. For a few moments before sliding my hand around to undo the clasp resting just below her bare ass cheek. I rolled the stocking down as I had the first, her foot gently massaging my hard-on through my pants until I had the stocking down to her ankle. She lifted her foot and allowed me to slide the stocking off her foot and then she set it back again right on my hard-on.



"It seems to me someone has become quite excited," she said softly before removing her foot from my lap and stepping back, ending any chance for me to do anything else under her dress. She held her hands out for me and helped me to stand, her stockings now in my hand. She took them from me and held them up between us. "Now, what should we do with these? I have no pockets and my purse is in the car. Whatever shall I do with them? Ohhhhhh. I know. You have pockets. Why don't I just slip them into your pockets?"
Without waiting for an answer, she stepped closer and held her shoes up for me to see. "Why don't you hold these for me for a moment?" she whispered with a mischievous looking grin.
"Uh. Sure," I agreed quickly, more nervous than I had any right to be. I took the shoes and held them as she slowly stroked a finger down the front of my button down shirt. She slid her hand across my crotch, stroking her fingers across my hard-on.
"It seems to me you already have something in your pocket. Maybe there isn't room for these?" she asked softly. "But maybe there is anyway," she added a few moments later. She stepped around me and stepped herself against my back, her big soft tits pressing against my back as her hands slid around my hips. She eased one hand into each of my front pockets, pushing the stockings into each one as before using her fingers to gently tease my dick through the pocket material. "Hmmmm. That isn't in your pocket after all. If that's what I think it is, it would seem to be in a very uncomfortable position," she whispered practically into my ear. "I'd think you'd like that in a more comfortable position."
"Uh. Usually."
"You can fix it if you want..." she whispered. "Or I could. Unless you're bashful. You're not bashful, are you? From the way you touched me under my dress, I don't think you're bashful."
"Maybe a little," I whispered back, looking up and down the pathway to see that we were still alone. It was a public park, but this particular pathway that ran along the brook was much more heavily used by the morning runners in the summer months, not so much in the warmer evenings.
I felt her press herself even more tightly to me as she slipped her hands out of my pockets. She reached for my belt with her left hand and pulled it out from my waist as far as it would go, creating a gap for her right hand to slip into the top of my pants. I felt her fingers work the shirttail out of the way and then work her fingers into the waistband of my briefs. I felt her draw in a breath as her finger touched my hard shaft, slowly stroking down towards the base so she could press the whole of her palm against it. She slowly teased her hand up, this time letting her fingers slide up each side of it, angling it slightly along my body, removing the uncomfortable bend that was preventing it from growing fully. With it now straight, she pressed her hand down again, this time stroking its length with her fingers, before stroking up again. She worked her fingers its full length, pausing at the tip, letting her fingers not only feel around it but also smear the pre-cum leaking from it around my head.
I almost groaned in disappointment as she withdrew her hand from my pants.
"Nicely shaped head. I don't believe I've ever enjoyed a circumcised dick," she whispered before she let go of me, pulling her body back from mine. "I might want to see it, depending on how things go," she said as she started to slowly walk away. I turned and took several large steps to catch up. She slid her arm into mine again and pressed herself more tightly to my arm than she had before. "That's a beautiful sunset," she said softly, looking off to the orange ball of the sun sliding behind the distant hills.
"It is. But not nearly as beautiful as you. Not even a fraction so," I whispered, looking at her rather than the sunset. Her auburn blonde hair cascaded around her shoulders and part way down her bare back, her face, neck and exposed cleavage were speckled with little red dots that I was dying to explore.
"You think I'm beautiful?"
"When I asked James if you were good looking, he shrugged and said not bad. I'm going to have to seriously adjust his perception of what good looking is, because you are absolutely stunning. Your beauty makes the sunset seem almost anti-climatic."
"Ohhhhhh now that is a good line. Have you used that one before?" she asked, squeezing my arm.
"Truly, I've never said that before. Never felt that before. You are incredible looking. I'd like to take a lifetime exploring each and every freckle on your body, no matter where they may be."
"You would, would you? That sounds awfully serious for a first date. A blind first date at that. I mean we haven't even exchanged phone numbers, let along anything more meaningful, like bodily fluids."
"I can remedy that," I said as I coaxed her off the flagstone path towards a massive willow tree. I pushed us through the curtain of branches nearly touching the ground, into the space beyond. There, under the tree was an old wooden bench, made of a single massive cedar log that had been cut in half. The surface was worn smooth from years of butts rubbing on it, but at that moment I wasn't interested in sitting. I turned her to face me and lowered my face to hers, pressing my lips softly against hers. She eagerly returned the kiss in the gloom, pressing her body to mine as she wrapped her arms around me.
We stood and kissed for long minutes, each of us teasing the other's tongues and her sucking on my lower lip several times while we caught our breath. "I really meant it. I'd love to see just how far those freckles go," I whispered during a break in our long embrace.
"Then why don't you?"
With a smile, I moved my hands to the back of her neck where I fumbled with the catch on the chain that held the top of the dress in place. I could almost feel her impatience before I finally worked out how the clasp worked and unfastened it. I let go of the chain and she stepped back from me, letting the top of the dress fall down, exposing her breasts, each so much larger than I had imagined them. Each large soft mound was more than large enough that I doubted I'd be able to contain all if its soft expanse, even using both hands. I stepped to her, reaching out for her hips. I held her, turning her slightly and bending down to gently plant a kiss on one of her rock hard nipples. I heard her gasp softly as I closed my lips around the hard protrusion and teased it with my lips. I felt her hands move to my pants, undoing the belt and then the snap and zipper. My slacks fell to my ankles as I kissed my way to her other huge soft breast, teasing its nipple as well.
I felt my briefs being pushed down and my cock sticking out hard as she wrapped both hands around it, slowly stroking it, her fingers barely able to wrap all the way around my shaft. I slid my hand down, pushing her dress down over her hips until it fell to the ground around her feet. But I wasn't done. I slid my hands back up, finding the strap of the garter belt and removing it from around her, all the while kissing and teasing her sexy huge breasts. The last was her panties. I pushed them down as far as I could, pushing them down her thighs.
She pulled my head from her chest, pulling me up to look at me. "Scott," she whispered. "I've never...I mean....I've never..." she stammered, unsure of herself in my eyes for the first time.
I could see the hesitancy in her eyes, hear it in her voice. I smiled and leaned down to kiss her. I stepped to the bench, holding her hand and pulling her with me. I sat on the bench and then pushed her panties down until she could step out of them, leaving her completely naked. I pulled her to me, sitting her on my lap, her legs both over my right leg and my dick sticking up between her legs. I leaned my face back to hers and kissed her cheek. "We don't have to then," I whispered back, feeling somewhat disappointed, but not wanting her to see it or feel pressured to do something she didn't want to.
I lowered my head to her chest and sucked a nipple into my mouth again as I stroked my fingers along her thigh. She spread her legs apart, allowing me to slip my fingers between her legs and stroke her hairless pussy. Her big fat pussy lips were round and full, and I could barely feel any inner lip protruding as I worked my finger between them. It only took a few strokes before I was rubbing her clit, spreading her juices up across it and stroking it gently. As I worked it, she had one hand around my back, holding on to me, her other stroking my dick.
She breathed raggedly, her excitement growing by the seconds as I coaxed her towards climax. Up and down I stroked my finger, teasing her clit and lips, my tongue and lips on her nipple seeming to just hurry things along. "Oh God," she groaned softly. "You're going to make me climax."
"Good," I whispered, letting go of her breast and straightening so I could see her face. I watched her close her eyes as my finger pushed her right to the edge. I knew she was there, almost ready to fall off the edge when she shifted herself. She opened her eyes and looked down at my dick in her hand.
"I've never climaxed with a dick in me," she whispered before lifting herself up. She pushed it back, trying to find the right spot, rubbing me around her lips as she searched for just the right position. Then it was there, her pussy spreading around my mushroom head. I felt her slowly settle down, pressure on my head building until I slipped inside her. She moaned in pleasure as she slowly sank down on me, her vaginal tunnel expanding around me as she sank lower and lower.
"Oh God," I groaned as she settled back on my lap, my cock now fully embedded into her. I started stroking her clit again, coaxing her climax back towards where it had been. I felt her shudder slightly, her legs first then her vagina. She wrapped her arms around my head and pulled me towards her big tits, gasping and moaning softly as she climaxed around my cock.
"Fuck me," she whispered as her climax faded away. "Fuck me until you come. I want to feel it happen inside me," she whispered.
"You sure?"
She looked at me longingly. "I'm sure."
I coaxed her to stand up and then lay her on the bench with her butt at one end. I lifted and spread her legs, looking down at the sexiest body I'd ever seen. It only took me a moment to get my dick back into her, but then, I took my time, wanting to make it as good for her as I could. I rested her feet on my shoulders as I stroked in and out of her, leaning over her and holding myself up over her. I stroked harder into her, slapping out bodies together and driving the base of my cock into her clit with each stroke into her. In and out I stroked, driving harder into her as my own climax raced toward completion.
"FUCK!" she squealed when she felt my cock surge a gush of cum into her. Her whole body seemed to jerk and twitch in time with mine, my spurting cum adding just the right sensations to her renewed climax. "Oh God Scott. I know it sounds corny, almost stupid, but I think I could easily love you."
"I know I could too," I said breathlessly. "I could spend the rest of my life looking at and loving you."
"Oh my God," Nan moaned as she lay on the table in front of me, once again naked, my cock pumping and twitching inside her as I filled her with my cum once again. I looked up and down her body and then looked around to see Amanda bouncing up and down on my son's cock as he sat in a chair in the living room.
"Dad?" Nan whispered.
"Yeah?"
"Was that the first time? I mean, the first time you met Lilly? Rob's mom?"
"Yeah," I said, pulling from her and sitting down hard, trying to hold back tears. "God, I miss her," I said quietly before I got up. I pulled my pants up to my thighs and walked to the bedroom. I flopped face first on Amanda's bed and cried almost as hard as I did the first night she was gone.
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I woke up feeling drained, alone in the bed. I looked around and realized that the sun was just coming up. I was still dressed, well partly. I had a shirt on and pants on, but they were open and just pulled up around my thighs. I slid off the bed and pulled my pants up the rest of the way. My brain told me things that weren't possible, that I had sex with Lilly, but that wasn't possible. It also told me I had sex with my son's wife, more than once. I hoped that wasn't right, but somehow I knew it was. I walked into the living room and found Amanda laying on the sofa, covered in a blanket. I could tell she wasn't dressed, and I wasn't going to wake her. She looked as tired as I felt. I turned to walk back to the bedroom.
"Scott," she said softly, stopping me.
"Yeah?"
She got up and walked towards me. "Are you okay?" she asked, reaching out for me and then stopping short, not touching me. "Nan...Nan told me about it. About what you shared, about how it felt for you, for her."
"I'm sorry," I whispered. "I don't know where that came from. I don't know why that came out."
"I don't either, but surprisingly, I think both Nan and Rob needed it. I think they needed a different view of what a relationship is. Nan understands. I don't know that Rob does completely, but I think he understands enough."
"I feel bad, having had sex with his wife."
"You didn't. You had sex with your wife," she whispered. "At least to you that's what it was. Nan said when you were making love to Lilly on that bench, and her on the table, she could feel the love you had. It was as if...as if she could feel what you felt for Lilly. I know you said that you could feel what we feel. But I didn't know it went the other way."
"I didn't either," I answered, really wanting to reach out and hug her, but afraid to. Wanting to pull her against me and feel her softness against me. She seemed to see it, understand it.
"Take your clothes off," she whispered.
"Huh?"
"Take your clothes off. Please?" she whispered again.
I nodded and pulled off my shirt and then stepped out of my pants and briefs. When I was naked in front of her, she stepped back to the sofa. "Come on. Lay down," she coaxed, patting the sofa and then stepping back to give me room. I laid down on my back and then she carefully moved over me, making sure not to touch me until she could lay herself flat on top of me, her soft body pressed to mine. She quickly lowered her face to mine and brushed her lips against mine. "I wish I could feel that kind of love," she whispered, both of us waiting for IT to happen and also waiting for the two of us to be transported off to some memory or fantasy. We waited, looking into each other's eyes, waiting more. But nothing happened. No memory no anything.
"What's happening?" she whispered.
"I don't know," I answered back.
"You don't feel it happening?" she asked, her lips almost brushing mine.
"No. Except maybe getting a hard-on."
"Yeah. I feel that too," she whispered. "Feels kinda nice, especially where it's poking."
"It is poking a good spot there, isn't it?" I said quietly, arching my back a little to force it towards her. She grinned and pushed back against me, the two of us forcing my dick into her pussy a couple short inches.
"This is kinda fun, isn't it?" she giggled. "Having sex together, I mean, really together for a change."
"Kinda is," I answered, wrapping my arms around her and moving my feet so that I could push a little more of me into her.
"Ohhhhh yeah. Much more fun," she groaned, arching her back to work me a little deeper. The two of us rocked our hips in time with each other, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy, dragging her clit along my shaft with each stroke. "Mmmmmm this is nice. You keep this up and you're going to make me come all over you!"
"I think that feeling is mutual," I groaned in pleasure, closing my eyes and enjoying the sensations as we rocked together. Stroke by stroke, we pushed each other closer and closer until I felt her pussy start to contract around me. Her legs shuddered and trembled as I took the last few strokes into her. With a grunt, I arched my back and felt my cum lancing into her, surge after surge flowing into her hot pussy.
I felt my body start to relax and stretched my legs out, hers still on either side of mine. She looked down at me with a smile and lowered her mouth to mine, giving me a long slow wet and very loving kiss. I held her close as she moved her face from mine and lay her head on my shoulder. We fell asleep that way, both of us contented for the moment.
I got out of the car and walked around to open the driver's side door. Suzanne looked gorgeous in the long cream colored strapless gown. I held a hand out for her and helped her out of the driver's seat, the slit in the gown's skirt portion spreading until her bare leg showed all the way to her hip. She grinned up at me and pushed the skirt aside slightly more, allowing me to get a glimpse of her bare pussy, her mound and full outer lips shaved clean.
"Just in case you wondered, yes, the dress is all I have on," she said softly before pushing up out of the car and standing, letting the dress once again cover her exposed pussy.
"Suzanne..."
"No. Stop," she said, stepping towards me and slipping her arms around my neck. "I get it. I know exactly why you haven't wanted to come to these for the last few years. I remember dancing with you at the last one you came to, the one where she was overseas. You were happy, you were having fun, even though I could tell you wished she was dancing with you instead of me. But I kept you from being alone and we had a good time. I worked hard to get you to agree to come tonight. I like you. I like you a lot. I have for a long time. So for tonight, just have fun. Do whatever you feel like you want to. You have my permission."
"And if my choice is to just drop your dress right here and fuck you on the hood of your car?" I asked, trying to get an extreme reaction from her.
"If that's what makes you happy, do it," she said with a little grin. "But we're still going into the party."
"You're not letting me out of this, are you?"
"After how hard I worked to get you to agree to come, buying a new sexy dress and three hours of makeup and hair. Not on your life," she said with a chuckle.
"You do look ravishing," I agreed. "But don't you think it's too soon for...."
She leaned her face to mine, her six inch heels bringing her face even with mine. She pressed her lips to mine, stopping my comment. She kissed me softly for long seconds before breaking the kiss breathlessly. "God I've wanted to do that for a long time," she whispered. "No, I don't think it's too soon. But if you do, then don't."
She held herself pressed to me for long seconds before smiling. "Maybe we better go in before I decide to take YOUR clothes off and fuck you on the hood of my car."
"Maybe we better," I agreed. She slipped her arms off my neck and hooked one of her arms in mine. We walked arm in arm to the front doors of the hotel. The company always put on a huge Christmas party, and this one promised to be the best yet. I opened the door and let Suzanne walk into the building in front of me. Instead of heading towards the ballroom, she walked to the front desk and checked into a room.
"Staying the night?" I asked as she looped her arm in mine again and we headed to the ballroom.
Without looking at me she whispered, "I plan on having a good time tonight, which will probably include several drinks. In deference to what you've gone through, I chose to reserve a room for the night so I didn't have to drive. A room with a king size bed. Now, you can choose to stay the night with me, in that nice big king sized bed, you can rent a room of your own, or you can take a cab home," she said before she slowed her steps. She stopped and turned to look at me. "I'd really like it if you chose that first option."
I wasn't sure I was ready to go that far with her. I liked her, and yes, I had, after almost six weeks of badgering, agreed to come as her date. But spending the night with her? I wasn't sure I was ready for that yet. "How about I think about it?"
"I'll accept that... for now," she whispered back before leaning her face to mine and giving me a quick kiss on the lips again. "Now... I'm hungry!"
She stepped back and we headed into the ballroom. Most of the evening was spent with Suzanne hanging close to me or latched onto me in some way. She seemed determined not to lose me to anyone else this evening, though Naomi took one of the very few opportunities that I was alone to drag me onto the dance floor for a slow dance that was playing. I'd seen her in all kinds of outfits, but the sexy little blue dress she had on clung to her like a second skin and did little to blunt the presence of her hard nipples against my chest as she slipped herself inside my suit coat. The only way for the two of us to dance any closer would have been to be undressed. I chalked it up to the alcohol she admitted having consumed.
"I think I'm ready to call it a night," Suzanne said as she came back from the bathroom and found me dancing with Naomi. She hooked her arm in mine and led me out of the ballroom. "You will walk me to my room, won't you?"
"Of course," I answered as we headed to the elevator.
The annoyingly insistent knocking woke me from the most pleasant dream. "Damn who's that?" Amanda grunted as she pushed herself up off of me. She wrapped the blanket around herself and padded barefoot to the front door, looking out the little peephole before opening the door.
"Hi. Is Scott here?" I heard from the front door.
"Oh shit. Naomi!" I grunted, sitting up quickly when I recognized her voice.
"Oh Scott. Thank goodness!" she said as she saw me over the back of the sofa, scooting in past Amanda with her arms full of file folders. She got all the way around the sofa before she stopped, staring at me. "Oh...my...God!" she said as she stared at me. "I'm sooooooo sorry. I had idea that you were...um...that you two were...Oh gosh, I'm so sorry," she said, backing up and then turning around to look away from me. "I'm soooo sorry Scott. I didn't mean to barge in while you were...you know."
I chuckled. "Not a problem Naomi. We weren't. We were..um..sleeping."
"I'm just...I didn't mean to wake you or anything."
"It's alright. Give me a minute," I said as I got up and walked out of the room. I found a pair of shorts and pulled them on and then walked back out. "Okay. You can look now."
She turned part way around, her eyes shielded until she peeked through her fingers to see that I had on a pair of shorts. "I'm so embarrassed. I didn't even think about you not being dressed this late."
"How late is it?"
"Ten-thirty?"
"Oh. That is a bit late, isn't it? Don't worry. I'm not telling anyone that you saw your boss naked," I said with a chuckle. "So, what do you have for me?"
"I have soooo many things that you need to sign off on," she said, carrying the armload to the kitchen table and flopping it down, half a dozen folders skittering off the pile and across the table. "Oh goodness. I'm making such a mess. I don't mean to. I mean I'm not trying to make a mess."
"Settle down. It's alright," I said softly, standing about two feet away. "It's nothing to be upset about."
"But I just barged in and you were all naked and everything and you have such a big cock and...oh shit! Did I just say that? I mean I didn't mean to say that it just snuck out. Oh Lord. I'm sooooo embarrassed."
"Easy," I said shaking my head. She was a wonderful secretary as long as she didn't get flustered. When that happened, it seemed like her black hair turned suddenly blonde and she lost it. Clearly seeing me naked flustered her more than just a little. "Close your eyes and take a deep breath. It'll be alright."
She closed her eyes and took a deep breath and let it out slowly. It seemed to calm her somewhat until she opened her eyes again and looked at me, her eyes immediately darting down to my thin athletic shorts and the bulge in them. Her hands flew to her eyes and covered them. "I'm so sorry Scott. I just looked right at your cock again. Why did I do that? Oh goodness. I'm so sorry. I mean if a guy stared at my tits like that, I'd probably slap him and here I am looking at your junk like that. I'm sooooo sorry."
"Relax," I said with a chuckle. "Look all you want. It isn't going to bother me!"
"OH Lord NO! NO, NO, NO! I shouldn't be looking. I'm not supposed to be looking. You're like, my boss. I'm not supposed to be looking at your...oh God...you have such a big cock!" she said as she looked at my shorts, seeming to be unable to rip her eyes from where she was staring as my cock inexplicably hardened in my shorts.
"Relax. It's just us three here. I promise, I won't tell a soul that you looked," I said in an almost conspiratorial whisper.
"Ohhhh. Okay," she whispered back, still looking at my crotch, one hand pressing her skirt between her legs and her other moving to squeeze one of her large chocolate colored breasts through her blouse. She chewed on her lips and stared at my growing bulge before I called her name again.
"Naomi?"
"Huh?"
"Naomi!" I said again, getting her attention to look up at me.
She looked up at me and I raised my eyebrows and looked down at her crotch. She followed my gaze and squealed slightly, jerking her hand from her crotch. "I...AM...SOOOOOOO Sorry!" she said as she started to wring her hands. "I don't know what to say. I mean I'd never...I mean, I'd want to, I'd thought that...oh but I'd never...not really...I mean you're my boss and all. I'm sorry. Maybe I should go?" she said, finally turning around to face away from me. I looked over to Amanda, standing there with a grin so big that she looked like she'd just won the jackpot.
"What?" I asked her.
"Your secretary has the hots for you," she said loud enough for Naomi to hear as she walked from the front door around to where I was standing.
"Oh Lord no. I mean, I do but I don't. I can't. I mean....Oh God," Naomi groaned as she turned around and looked at me just as Amanda slipped her hands around my waist and pushed the front of my shorts down to expose my cock.
"It is such a sexy cock, isn't it?" Amanda asked before kissing the back of my neck. "And it feels soooooo good sliding in and out of you. Mmmmmmmm I just about can't get enough of it."
"Oh my," Naomi said in a whisper as Amanda wrapped a hand around my dick and started to stroke me, pointing my dick right at Naomi.
I felt Amanda release my dick and slip around me, completely naked, having dropped the blanket along the way. She stepped to Naomi and reached out one hand to her hip. She stepped around behind her and I saw her gently kiss Naomi's neck. "Doesn't it look so good? Do you want to feel it? Do you want to lick it and suck it? Mmmmmmm, it'd taste so good in your mouth, wouldn't it?" Amanda whispered to her.
"Oh God. I shouldn't be looking," Naomi whispered, her eyes staring at my cock.
I saw Amanda's hands move to the back of Naomi and then slide up to her shoulders. She slipped her hands into the neckline of the little gray dress Naomi had on, sliding it off her shoulders. "Wait!? What!?" Naomi said in surprise, moving both hands to cover her tits and hold the dress in place as Amanda tried to slide it down her arms.
"It's alright," Amanda whispered, giving up on pushing the material down her arms and sliding her hands instead down to her hips again. "Look at that sexy cock. You want to touch it, don't you? You want to feel it sliding into your pussy? I know you do. I know I do. We've waited for it for so long," she continued to whisper as she moved one hand down to pull Naomi's dress hem up, exposing the small pair of gray panties. I stared, almost mesmerized as Amanda slipped two fingers between Naomi's legs, stroking her obviously wet pussy through her panties.
"Ohhhhh God," Naomi moaned, pushing her hips slightly at Amanda as she rubbed her pussy.
"Let's get this off," Amanda cooed softly, sliding her hands back up to push on the dress again, this time Naomi letting her hands move to her sides. "Go ahead. Touch it. You know you want to."
Naomi took a half step forward and reached for my dick, her hand wrapping around it. "Oh my God it's so hard," she moaned softly.
I stood in the elevator, staring at Suzanne, already completely naked, her dress laying on the floor while she pushed the skintight blue dress off Naomi. I stared at her big black tits and even darker areola surrounding her rigid nipples. She pushed the dress down until it slid down Naomi's legs, leaving her in nothing but her high heels. "No underwear?" Suzanne asked Naomi quietly.
"I was hoping to get him to touch me," she whispered as she started at the bulge in my suit pants.
The elevator dinged as it stopped, and Suzanne bent to pick up both dresses before coaxing us both out the elevator car with her. She hooked an arm in mine and pulled me along, Naomi, completely naked, having to follow along if she was going to get her dress back. We stopped at a door and Suzanne used a key card to open it, pulling me in with her. Naomi stepped in after us and let the door close behind her.
"Don't just stand there. Come in," Suzanne said with a grin. "If you're as horny as I am for his cock, it should be a fun night."
"But... He's my boss," she whispered as Suzanne started to undress me, pulling my suit coat off and tossing it at a chair.
"Who's going to care in the morning?" Suzanne asked as she unbuckled my belt. "Oh goodness, look at this cock!" she groaned as she wrapped a hand around my fat shaft. "Come suck it with me," Suzanne whispered as she squatted down in front of me. I looked down as she wrapped her lips around my head and pushed her mouth onto it.
I felt Naomi step to me and press her big soft tits against my arm, pressing her body tightly to me. "God, I wanted to undress you down there, when we were dancing. I just wanted to feel your body against mine. That's not wrong, is it?" she whispered as she leaned close enough to turn my head to her and press her lips to mine. She used one hand to undo the buttons of my shirt while she kissed me, her hot wet mouth sensually sucking my tongue and lips. She finally had my shirt unbuttoned and worked it off, leaving me with my pants and boxers around my ankles and only my tie on above that. "Fuck me," she whispered. "Please fuck me."
She let go of me and moved around Suzanne, straddling her and sitting on the edge of the bed. She leaned back until she was lying on her back with her legs in the air. She spread her legs wide and held them like that, looking at me, waiting.
Suzanne moved aside and grinned up at me, one hand still on my cock. "You know. I think someone wants this. Why don't you fuck her? Fuck her like she's been dreaming of being fucked," she cooed, pulling on my dick towards Naomi's young and exposed pussy. I shuffled forward and Suzanne guided me towards Naomi's shaved pussy, her full lips spread and exposing her pink depths. Suzanne settled my head into her opening and then let go, standing up and stepping around me. She pressed herself against my back, her soft tits pressing to my back and her hips pressing against my ass to force me into Naomi.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," Naomi moaned as I pushed deep into her, her black pussy gobbling up my fat white cock. I reached for her big tits, clenching them in my hands like handles as I started to hump my hips back and forth, driving my cock into her over and over. "OH GOD FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" she cried loudly as I pounded into her, my shaft sliding slickly in and out of her tight hole. Suzanne moved from behind me onto the bed, crawling to position her pussy over Naomi's face. Naomi's cries silenced as she started to eagerly lick Suzanne's slit, soft moans slipping from her as Naomi pleasured her.



"Ohhhhh God," I groaned, feeling my climax starting to build. "I'm going to come."
"Do it!" Suzanne moaned. "Fill her hot little cunt with your cum. She's wanted this for a long time. She's wanted to walk into your office and strip in front of you and beg you to fuck her, so fuck her good. Give her a nice big load to remember this. Let her feel you pumping your cum into her!"
"OH FUCK!" I groaned as my body bucked hard, jamming my cock deep into her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping shot after shot of cum into her sweet tight pussy until there was nothing left. I stood panting, looking down at her quivering body, realizing that she climaxed right along with me.
I stood panting, looking down at Naomi's nude form. Amanda, facing away from me, her eyes closed, quivering and climaxing on Naomi's face.
"Ohhhh yeah. So good," Amanda moaned as she pulled off of Naomi and rolled onto her back on the bed. I didn't remember even coming into the bedroom, let alone putting my dick into Naomi.
Naomi slid up the bed, looking at me lustfully. "Come on Scott. Come up here and let me lick your cock hard again so I can ride you. I wanna feel your cum filling me up again." She reached out and pulled me towards the bed. I crawled on the bed and let her roll me onto my back. With a grin, she closed her mouth around my dick sucking and licking our juices from me. I lay there, letting her tease me, slowly, over long minutes, trying to coax me back to hardness. She worked herself around until she had her pussy nearly in my face, her legs straddling my chest. I slid my hands down her body, finding and cupping her big soft tits. I squeezed and massaged them as I watched her pussy leak our cum, her deep pink insides occasionally spasming visibly. I had to admit the view was worthy of any number of fantasies.
She pulled away and turned to face me, resettling herself astride my body, my now hard cock pointing up at her pussy. "You want this again? You wanna feel my sweet young cunt riding your cock? Or do you want me to slide this into my ass. Just tell me what you want. Front door or back door?"
"Oh God. Pussy," I groaned as she rubbed my head around her wet lips.
She grinned back. "I hoped you'd say that." She looked at her own pussy and rubbed my head around her clit a few more times before pushing me back to the entrance to her tunnel. "Ohhhhhh fuck you feel good" she groaned as she slowly slid down my cock again, my white shaft a stark contrast to her nearly black lips. She settled on me and then shifted her weight momentarily. She started riding up and down my shaft, bouncing herself so her tits bounced and flew wildly on her chest. "God, I wanted to fuck you so bad downstairs. Dancing with you. Ohhhhh God I wanted to taste you and feel you and fuck you. I've wanted to fuck you almost every day since I started working for you. You're so fucking sexy. Did you know I never wear panties to work? Just so you can play with my pussy if you want to. When I'm in your office, getting you to sign things, I just want you to slide your hand up my thigh, right between my legs, and stick your fingers into my pussy. God, I've wanted you so badly," she moaned as she bounced up and down on me. I saw her body start to shudder as her own orgasm started to rush on her, little tremors in her legs and arms first and then her whole body. "AHHHHHHH FUUUUUCK MEEEEE!" she squealed as she leaned back, her body spasming as she did so, a huge spray of juices squirting from around my cock to land on my chest and stomach. Half a dozen times her body jerked and shuddered before she stopped lifting and dropping her hips.
She pushed herself upright and then forward, laying down on my chest, her big soft tits sliding around in the wetness she sprayed on me. We lay there, my arms around her, my still hard cock deep in her pussy as she lay on me, panting. Her breathing softened and then I felt her stiffen, her body going nearly rigid. I felt her use her legs to lift and lower her pussy a little, sliding my hard-on in and out of her a short inch or two. "Oh my God," she whispered. She pushed herself up from my chest and looked down at me. "What did we do? Tell me we didn't... We didn't just have sex, did we? Tell me I didn't fuck my own boss?"
"Not only did you fuck him, but you squirted all over him," Amanda said as she lay on the bed next to us, just watching.
"Oh my God. I mean this is so wrong," she groaned as she continued to sit on my hard-on. "I mean, I'm not supposed to have sex with my boss."
"But you wanted to," Amanda said softly.
"Yes but..."
"And it felt good, right?"
"Yes but..."
"So what are you worried about? We're not telling," Amanda said. "Besides. His cock is still hard. You gonna finish what you started?"
"Finish what I started?"
"Fucking him? You're not going to leave him like that are you? Or do you expect me to finish him for you?"
"Finish him? You mean you want me too...."
"Keep fucking him. Might as well. You may not get another chance, so you might as well make the most of it."
"But the party... shouldn't we go back...."
"No party, it was just a fantasy," Amanda whispered, pushing herself up to look at her. "You've been living out a fantasy. Stripping in the elevator at the party and then fucking him? It was all a fantasy. We've been right here the whole time. So go ahead and finish."
Naomi looked down at me, almost as if she were looking for permission. "You want?"
"Go ahead," I coaxed, more than ready to let her make me come again.
She grinned and then started slowly lifting and lowering herself, driving me into her sopping wet pussy. "Just a fantasy?"
"Just a fantasy," Amanda whispered.
"This isn't. This is damn real," she moaned in reply.
I lay there, feeling her bouncing slowly on me, coaxing my body closer and closer to climax. Amanda lay down again, this time with her face next to mine, softly kissing my cheek. I turned my head and let her kiss my lips while Naomi slowly bounced up and down on me. Her sweet young pussy clenched around my dick again as she started to climax yet again, her breathing growing more ragged as she worked up and down my shaft. "Go ahead," Amanda whispered between kisses. "You might as well fill her again."
"What if she's not on birth control?" I whispered back.
"It's a little late to ask about that, isn't it?"
"Yeah. I don't know why I asked."
"I do. She's not," Amanda said with a grin. "And I think we both know it. I don't know how, but I know it's true."
"Yeah, me too."
"Probably isn't the first one that hasn't been," she whispered as she leaned herself back to me, kissing me softly and wetly, teasing my lips and tongue until my body bucked and jammed up into Naomi. Over and over my body bucked as I panted in Amanda's face. "You know, I can't have any more," she whispered.
"Yeah. Somehow I knew that," I breathed.
"When you catch your breath, why don't you two go rinse off. Then you can get to work on those papers," she said as she pushed herself up, looking down at me with a grin. "NO point in putting anything on. She's just going to take it back off a little later."
"You think?"
"I know," Amanda said with a chuckle.
She was right, we took several hours, including a lunch break, to get through all the papers I needed to deal with. It took a little longer than it should have, partly because she kept reaching into my lap and playing with my dick, and partly because during our lunch break I bent her over the table and fucked her while she licked Amanda to a satisfying orgasm. It was nearly four when she finally got dressed and headed out with her armload of papers.
"Can I ask a question?" Amanda asked, pushing me onto the sofa and then sitting on my lap sideways so she could look at me.
"Sure. Anything."
"When she knocked, what were you dreaming of?"
"Dreaming of?"
"Yeah. What were you dreaming of, because when I answered the door, I felt completely and totally drunk? I mean we didn't drink, but I sure as felt well lubricated."
"I was dreaming about the Christmas party this year. Why?"
"It was kind of odd. I wasn't there, I've never been there, but yet, I could feel you dancing with her. Suzanne. The other woman in her fantasy. That was her fantasy, wasn't it? Not yours?"
"I honestly don't know."
"So tell me about it. Tell me first, why you agreed to go as her date if you didn't want to?"
"Well, when Lilly was overseas, I went to the party. I was kind of sitting alone, being bleak and lonely, and she came over to make it her business to help me have a good time. We didn't do anything but talk and dance. After...after the accident, I couldn't bring myself to go to anything like a party. I just missed having Lilly with me. We used to dance almost every slow dance we could get at these and I didn't want to remember."
"But she made you go?"
"She pestered me every single day at work and even texted me on weekends. I finally gave in just to get her to stop bugging me about it."
"She's in love with you, you know."
"Who? Suzanne?"
"You can't tell?"
"I know she wants to get into my pants. She tried hard enough that night."
"Did she make it?"
"Well. Yes and no."
"That needs explanation of course."
"I agreed to spend the night with her. We'd had plenty to drink and I was feeling like we could...you know. So on the way up to the room she took her dress off and tried to suck my dick in the elevator. Wasn't enough time of course. So she ran down the hall to her room naked, with me following, carrying her dress and trying to hold my pants up. She flopped on the bed to watch me undress. I leaned over her and started sucking her tits, she has really sexy tits, and she fell asleep on me. So I got us in bed, and we slept with each other, without sex. In the morning we were too hung over to do anything but take a shower together. We haven't gone out or anything since then, but she keeps asking me if I want to."
"And you keep saying no?"
"Well, until my accident, yeah. It wasn't that many weeks since the party before I crashed the bike."
"Not that many weeks? What was your accident, mid-February?" Amanda said with a frown. "Were you avoiding her?"
"Sorta. I mean, she's nice and all, and yeah, I was drunk enough to have sex with her, but there really isn't any spark, if you know what I mean."
"There might be now. If she was part of one of these."
"If there is, I don't want it to be artificial," I said as my phone started ringing. Amanda got off my lap and walked to the kitchen table to get my phone and handed it to me as she sat back down on me. "Hello?"
"Mr. Rodgers? This is the medical center continued care team. We have an order from a Doctor Shakari for some physical therapy."
"Oh yeah. Sure."
"We'd like to do three a week with you for the next few weeks. How long will depend on how well you progress. Can you come in at nine tomorrow?"
"Yeah. Sure," I agreed.
"Very well. We'll see you at nine."
"Physical therapy here in town tomorrow at nine," I said.
"Oh good. That'll give us time to fuck in the morning," she said with a grin.
"Is that all you wanna do?"
"For your information, YOU haven't fucked me one time yet this afternoon. You fucked Naomi, but not me. I'm starting to feel left out."
"I bet I can fix that," I answered with a smile, tossing my phone aside and sliding my hand up her thighs. She moved her legs apart enough for me to slip my hand between them and tease her pussy lips.
"You sure? I mean the spark might be artificial," she said with seriousness.
"Amanda, one thing I know. There isn't anything artificial about what you and I are feeling for each other. True, we might not have ever gotten together without it, but what I'm feeling isn't fake," I said softly.
"You know just exactly what to say to a girl to get her to let you fuck her, don't you?"
I chuckled as she spread her legs and reached down to find my hardening cock and pull it up against her pussy. She wiggled a little and pressed my head between her lips, nestling it into the entrance to her vagina. I felt her wiggle her butt on my lap as my cock continued to harden forcing its way up into her. "Tell me," she whispered, "Did it turn you on when she undressed in the elevator?"
"Yeah," I answered.
"Would you get excited if I got undressed in the elevator?"
"I'm pretty sure I would," I answered. "Why?"
"Oh. No reason," she said with a sly grin.
We spent the rest of the afternoon and evening relaxing, cuddled together except for when she was up to cook dinner. I had to admit I was enjoying hanging out naked with her, though I didn't think Diane was all that thrilled when she showed up that evening to check on my progress. Reluctantly, I went to put clothes on when she came by, leaving me unable to hear just exactly what she and Amanda said to each other while I was out of the room.
The next morning dawned bright, clear and warm.
We had a casual shower together, breakfast and still had time to kill before my appointment.
"Well Mister Rodgers, welcome!" a young lady greeted me as I walked into the PT department, with only a little help from Amanda. I was feeling stronger all the time, and I think Amanda could tell. "My name is Desiree. I'll be your therapist," she said as she walked towards me with my file in one hand, holding her other out to shake mine which I ignored. "Oh, I'm sorry. Habit," she said, drawing her hand back. "I did note in your file that there was a note from someone named Bonnie, that care should be taken to avoid skin to skin contact. Something about unusual side effects? Oh well. We'll be careful. Now, you're going to need shorts," she said, walking to a shelf. She pulled off a pair of black nylon shorts and handed them to me. "You can change in the bathroom if you want," she said cheerfully.
I nodded and headed to the bathroom to change, pulling off my workout pants and stepping into the shorts, wishing that I hadn't forgone the briefs. I walked out and then followed her out to the main working area.
"So, we want to do range of motion work here, and I want you to walk at least twice a day."
"How far?"
"As far as you can, but at least a mile to start with," she answered. "You can walk a track if you want, but with the weather getting nicer, I recommend being outside." She said as she put on a pair of latex gloves.
"Alright. So what do we do here?"
"Alright. On your back on the mat," she said curtly. She knelt down at my feet and pushed my legs apart, so she was kneeling on the mat between my legs. She lifted my right leg and pushed my leg up and back, stretching me until I grunted in discomfort. "It's gonna have to hurt if you plan on getting all your motion back," she said as she let my leg down. "Other side now," she said lifting my left leg and pushing it up and back. I couldn't help but see where her eyes were looking, nor could I help but feel the cool breeze of the air conditioning blowing up the baggy leg of my shorts. The more she looked the more self-conscious I became, feeling my dick getting hard. We switched legs again, letting her stretch my right leg before going back to the left.
I couldn't help but feel somewhat attracted to her. She had on gloves and was being careful not to touch me, but I could still feel a growing desire to see her pull her shirt up and flash me her tits. In fact, the longer we worked, the more I thought about how she looked, and what her tits had to look like. I began to wonder if she had on a sports bra or a regular bra.
"Sports," she said, almost as if she were reading my mind.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," she answered as she switched legs again.
"I bet I can guess your underwear," I grunted as she pushed my right leg up past the pain point.
"You think?" she asked, lowering my right leg and switching back to my left again.
"I do."
"I doubt it," she answered.
"I'll bet you that I can."
"Oh? Bet what?"
"You have to show me if I guess right," I grunted as she pushed my left leg up with one hand, her other moving to my pelvis and pressing down on my body to hold my butt on the ground.
"Okay. If you guess right, I'll take 'em off and give 'em to you," she said as she lowered my leg and then remained kneeling between my legs. "So what color?"
"Pink," I answered. "Pink thong."
She looked at me a little startled. "Pink thong?"
"Yep," I answered confidently.
She looked at me and then looked around to see if anyone else was around. She stood up, bent over and untied her shoes and stepped out of them. She looked around again and then in one quick move, pushed her spandex pants down, pulling the off her legs. She skimmed the tiny pink thong panties down and stepped out of them, standing for a moment with her bare teenage looking pussy completely exposed.
"Wanna show me your tits while you're at it?"
"Should I?"
"I think so." I nodded.
She looked around again and then pulled her shirt up to her chin and then the heavy sports bra that was encasing her easily C cup boobs.
"Very nice," I said honestly.
She shifted herself to sit on the floor between my legs, her legs sticking towards me, one foot on either side of me. She leaned back, mostly naked, holding herself up with one hand. She reached out with her free hand and pushed up the leg of my shorts coaxing my hard-on, already pointed down my shorts leg, out until it pointed straight at her pussy. She grinned at me and then lifted her butt off the floor, using her feet and one hand as support. She moved herself towards me, guiding me to her wet lips. Her pussy was full and round, only the tips of her inner lips trying to peek at me from between them. She rubbed my head around her lips, dipping just the tip of my head lightly between them. She smeared the precum leaking from my tip around her lips and then pulled herself even closer, letting my head spread her full round lips. "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned as she pulled herself closer yet, forcing my engorged head to spread her lips and slide slowly into her. "Ohhhh my God yesssss! Fuck Jeremy, that's what I wanted!" she hissed.
"Oh fuck Sis," I groaned as she pushed herself further on my cock. "I can't believe you're doing this."
"Why not? Your sister's pussy not good enough for your cock?" she asked as she wiggled her hips to settle herself. She pulled back a few inches and then pushed towards me again, sliding part way off my shaft before driving hard onto it again.
"It's not that Sis... Oh shit that feels good!" I groaned as she started to lift and lower her hips, pumping my cock in and out of her, my hard shaft grinding against her clit with each stroke.
"Better than that slut you call a wife?" she almost snarled as she pumped her hips up and down, driving me into her hard with each stroke.
"She's not a slut," I protested weakly, the sensations of my sister's pussy pushing intelligent argument out of existence.
"Really? Fucking your best friend isn't being a slut?" she asked as she pounded on me harder. "You forgave her and what did she do? Go fuck him again?"
"Ohhhh damn," I groaned.
"Feel good Jer? You like your sister's pussy? Does it feel like your slutty wife's pussy?"
"Oh God Sis. You feel so fucking good doing that," I groaned as my impending orgasm started to race towards completion.
"That's it. Fuck me. Fuck your sister's hot pussy. Forget about that slut wife. She doesn't deserve your respect or your cock. You need a piece of ass, you know where to come. I can give you better sex than that slut any day, and if you want more, I can always get friends to come fuck too," she moaned loudly as her legs started to tremble. "Come on Jer. Give it to me. Give me your cum!"
"Ohhhhhh shiiiiiiiit!" I groaned loudly as I climaxed in her tight pussy, her own orgasm spasming around me as I pumped shot after shot into her.



I lay there panting, looking down at the half naked young lady, who was equally breathless, bare below the shirt and the bra pulled up above her nicely sized tits. "Oh my God," she whispered, looking down at herself, my softening cock still impaling her. "What the fuck did I do?" she asked herself before looking at me, confusion written on her face. "God. I'm so sorry. I have no idea what came over me," she said quickly, pulling herself off of me and then standing up. She started to step into her panties and pants, pausing a moment and staring at my cum dripping from her pussy to the rubberized floor mat. "Oh God what did I do?" she said again as she continued to step into her panties and pull them up to cover her sexy little pussy. "I'm so sorry. I have no idea what came over me."
"Yeah. Don't worry about it," I said quietly. "I'm not going to complain to anyone if that's what you're worried about."
She looked at me, suddenly realizing that THAT is just exactly what I could do. "Oh. No please. Don't. I mean I didn't mean for it to happen. I promise it won't happen again."
I chuckled. "You act like it was something unpleasant. To be honest, it was some very nice physical therapy. You have a wonderfully sexy body and I didn't at all mind your unusual therapy method."
She looked at me and slowly broke into a small smile. "Well, as long as you promise not to tell anyone...like EVER, maybe next time I'll let you see my titties again."
"Just your titties?"
She looked around and then bent over to help me up, pulling me by both hands. As I stood all the way up, she didn't step back, but allowed me to bump the full of my body against her petite figure. We stood for several seconds, our bodies nearly touching. "Maybe even a little more. You need any help changing out of your shorts? Somehow our session time is all gone already."
"I think I can manage," I whispered back before giving her a small kiss on the forehead. I walked a little unsteadily towards the bathroom and stepped into it with my pants to change. I was half changed, meaning I'd gotten my shorts off and was standing in just my socks and t-shirt when the door opened and Desiree stepped in, closing the door behind her.
"I'm sorry. I just needed to make sure you were alright. That you...um...didn't need any help or anything," she said awkwardly.
I wasn't surprised. I'd seen it many times before. The aftereffect, I called it. Her body and her mind wanted more. Wanted another orgasm, was almost desperate for another climax. "Take off your clothes," I said to her, standing with my underwear in my hand.
She grinned and quickly stripped her clothes off, stepping to me and pressing her body to mine. She worked my shirt tail up and pushed my t-shirt up and off, leaving me as naked as she was. "You don't mind if we fuck again, do you?" she whispered as she pressed her tits against my chest and reached a hand down between us to find my soft cock. I closed my eyes, feeling the desire to have sex again building in me, wanting to have her as much as she wanted to have me. I felt it growing and pushed back against it. I was getting tired of being a passenger on this roller coaster. As pleasant of a thought it was to have her sitting on my lap, riding me again, I also didn't want it. I doubted she'd take no for an answer, so I sat down on the toilet and pulled her towards me, coaxing her to spread her legs and sit on my lap.
She pressed one of her tits to my face as I slipped a hand down between her legs, teasing my middle finger between her wet lips. "Ohhhhhhh. Yes. Play with my little clit," she moaned softly as I stroked my finger along her wet pussy. She pressed her hard nipple to my lips as she wiggled on my lap gently. "Come on lover. No more teasing. Give me your cock," she whispered. "Suck on my titty and push that sexy cock into my hot wet waiting pussy. You want to, don't you? You want to fuck me more? God, I wanna feel you inside me again. I want to bounce on you until we both explode. I want to feel you pumping me full of your hot cum," she moaned loudly. "Please?"
I pulled my finger from her pussy, my cock having hardened of its own accord. She grinned at me as she felt my head press to her lips and waited for me to rub it between her lips before pulling her pelvis towards me. "Ohhhhh yes. That's it," she moaned as she forced me into her tight slit. "You're so fucking big. God, I wanna fuck you so bad," she groaned as she started to lever herself up on my lap with her thighs. Up and down she bounced, her soft little boobs bouncing in front of my face. "Oh God yes. That's what we need. Just like this. Ohhhhhh, it feels so fucking good. I can feel you getting fatter and fatter inside me, getting closer and closer to coming. I want you to, I want you to come for me and fill me up with your cum," she groaned as she continued to bounce on me, her pace quickening as her own orgasm raced towards its peak. "Oh God yes. Almost there. So close. OHHHHHH. OH SHIT! FUUUUUUUCK!" she practically screamed as her pussy clenched around me and squeezed my dick.
I couldn't help myself. No matter how hard I tried to not fall into the trap again, I did. I leaned back and let my body climax, pumping my cum deep into her again. We sat there panting, my cock still twitching inside her and her pussy still occasionally squeezing and spasming around my softening shaft.
"Oh God can you fuck," she breathed. "Make sure you forget to wear shorts next time too," she said with a grin. "These nylon shorts are so easy to get you out of."
"I'll think about it. Right now, we better get dressed."
"Yeah. Good idea," she said, standing up and pulling off my dick. She ripped off some toilet paper and wiped the cum leaking from her and then stepped back to pick up her clothes. She was dressed before I was, but then I wasn't quite as steady on my feet as she was. She knelt in front of me to help me pull my pants on, pulling the front of my briefs down to give my cock a quick suck and kiss before covering it up again.
"Good therapy session?" Amanda asked as I walked into the waiting room.
"You could say that."
"I know. I could hear," she said with a little shake of her head. "Couldn't resist, could you? I mean she was awfully sexy looking."
"Actually, I was trying to avoid it. Seems like a hopeless attempt though. No matter how much I try, I get swept away."
"What was it this time?" she asked as I hobbled with the cane and she held one arm.
"Something about her fucking her brother because his wife was cheating on him. Kind of strange."
"You think it was a memory or a fantasy?"
I looked over my shoulder to see if I could still see her, which of course I couldn't. "I think it was a memory. It was pretty damn detailed. Sometimes a fantasy isn't quite as concrete. It might be broken, or I might jump what character I'm inside. No. This was pretty solid. I'd bet it's a memory. My question, is why that memory?"
"Hard to tell. Why were you dreaming about the Christmas party? That was months ago."
I chuckled. "For you. You forget that I'm missing almost three months. The Christmas party was only a few weeks ago to me."
"True enough. So where do you want to walk?"
"Right now, I could stand a nap," I said with a frown. "That's another thing that's changing. I'm getting more and more energy sapped by these things. If this keeps up, I'll die from exhaustion."
"Yeah, but what a way to go, huh?" she said with a giggle as we approached the car.
We did go home and take a nap, together, and then ate some lunch. I was procrastinating and she could tell. She finally coaxed me to agree to a walk by promising to forgo her bra so 'I'd have something to take my mind off the walk'. It seemed to me to be a reasonable bribe. She drove us to a nice park walking path. We parked and using my cane on one side and her arm on the other, we started off down the twisting paved walking path. The scenery was pretty, with lots of trees to shelter us from the sun and a little creek that crossed under the walk several times as both it and the path meandered through the woods. There were also a number of park benches along the way, each one set back from the path slightly, with bushes and trees neatly trimmed around them. I had no idea how far we'd gone before I had to sit down on one of the benches. There were very few people on the path in the middle of the day on a weekday, so we pretty much had the place to ourselves. I took off my already sweaty t-shirt and hunched over a bit, resting my arms on my legs as they trembled a little from the strain.
"You going to be alright?" Amanda asked with concern.
"Yeah. I just need to rest a minute," I answered her.
"I need to pee. I'm going to go in the bushes. Okay?"
"Yeah. Sure. I'm going to just sit here and catch my breath," I answered her as she stepped away. I heard her move off into the bushes a ways, making sure she was well out of view of anyone that might happen down the path at just the wrong time. I closed my eyes and sat there, feeling the sweat trickle down my neck and back as I rested.
"Are you okay sir?" I heard a soft young feminine voice ask.
"Huh?" I asked, looking up a little confused for a moment as my eyes adjusted to the afternoon light again, seeing two young ladies standing in front of me, each wearing exercise shorts and tank tops.
"Are you okay?" the maybe twenty year old girl asked me, reaching out to touch my shoulder.
"Wait. Don't....." I never made it. I felt her hand touch my shoulder gently and then the images and thoughts flooded through me. In moments I was sitting on a park bench, not all that dissimilar from the one I was on, only it was nearly dark, the bench sitting in a pool of light from a small post lamp next to the bench.
"Okay. Off with them. All of them." I heard a girl say from behind me. I turned around but didn't see anyone within the pool of light, but there could have been someone in the darkness beyond. I turned back to look at the two girls in front of me, still looking past me nervously. Almost reluctantly they began to peel their clothes off, pulling their tank tops up and off, exposing their perky young breasts. The little brown hair girl had larger boobs than her blonde friend, almost a nice handful, while the blonde girl's were small and slightly cone shaped. I didn't have long to admire them though before they peeled their shorts down, quickly followed by their very tiny underwear. They stood there, completely naked except for their shoes, their hands clasped in front of their shaved mounds and hairless pussies. "Okay girls. Your choice. You have to go jog all the way around the park, dressed just like this, or you can fuck the dick in front of you."
The two girls looked at the invisible person behind me, and then at each other, wordlessly communicating their discomfort at both choices. The blonde finally frowned and nodded. "Fine, we'll fuck him."
"Alright. Both pussies, both mouths and if you don't end up with cum on your faces you lose the dare," the voice behind me said.
The two girls looked at each other, the brunette taking a deep breath and stepping towards me. She knelt down in front of me and looked up at my face. "This looks like your lucky day mister."
"It is?"
"Uh huh. How often do you get to fuck two eighteen year old girls? Come on. Help us with your shorts," she said, reaching for the waistband of my athletic shorts and pulling on them.
I shouldn't have, but I used my hands to rock myself back and forth, each rock letting the brunette work my shorts farther down, until she was able to pull them down my legs. She worked them over my feet and then tossed them aside. She gently pushed me back and then leaned her face down towards my dick. "Oh damn," I groaned softly as she engulfed my dick with her hot wet mouth. It didn't take long before her friend was on her knees next to her, the two of them taking turns sucking and licking my growing member.
"Okay. We're going to fuck your cock now. Only thing is, you HAVE to tell us before you come. We have to have your cum on our faces or we lose the dare," the blonde said as she stood up.
The brunette looked up at me and grinned. "Which of us do you want first?"
"Why don't you pick. Tightest pussy first?" I asked.
The brunette grinned at me. "That's gonna be tough to tell," she said as she stood up. She turned around to face away from me, bending over and backing towards me. She reached her hand between her legs and aimed my cock at her pussy.
"Why's that?" I asked as she rubbed my head around her sexy little cunt and then pushed back slightly to force my head to start to spread her lips.
"Cuz we haven't ever fucked a real cock before, so you'll have to tell us who's tighter," she groaned as she pushed herself slowly down my shaft.
"Oh my God," I groaned as her pussy slowly engulfed me. As hard as I tried, I couldn't hold still, my hips were trying to push up towards the incredible pussy that was sliding down my shaft.
"Oh shit. You can say that again," she moaned softly as her ass pressed to my thighs. She used my knees for support and started to bounce her ass up and down, sliding on and off my fat shaft, her moans and gasps seeming to grow louder with each stroke. "Oh my God. It's so much different," she moaned.
"Than what?" I gasped, feeling her unbelievably tight pussy pushing me quickly towards climax.
"Toys," she answered. "Just toys. Ohhhhh shit. I can't believe you're going to make me come already. Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned as her body started to tremble. She sat hard on my lap, her pussy clenching and squeezing me as she sat trembling, her juices leaking around my cock. "Okay Brandi. Your turn," she panted as she pulled up off my cock with a loud slurp.
"After watching that, I can't wait," the blonde said with a grin, stepping towards me. She stepped onto the bench, standing over me, and then squatted down, lowering her pussy to my lap while reaching for the back of the bench. She grinned at me and then looked down at her own pussy. "You wanna guide it?" she whispered.
I nodded and reached for my dick. I held it up towards her pussy and let her slowly lower herself down. She rocked her hips a little to rub her pussy lips across the tip of my dick head and then pressed herself down.
"Ohhhhhh. It's a little painful," she grimaced for a moment. "Ohhhh. It's getting better... much better," she said as she slowly sank down on me. "Ohhhhh that feels good. Soooo good." I watched her sexy little body move up and down, her ass slapping wetly against my thighs while she spread her legs to let me see my cock appearing and disappearing into her sweet little pussy. She wasn't nearly as tight as her friend, but she was still a hell of a lot tighter than most of the pussies I'd been in, in the last week. Up and down she moved, sliding her pussy up until my head was almost ready to slip out of her before sliding back down again.
I reached out and let her motions rub against my finger, feeling the side of my finger stroke across her hard little clit. The first time she dropped and stroked her clit on my finger she gasped and shuddered. "Oh my God. What did you just do?"
"Just made it a little nicer for you."
"The hell you did," she moaned. "You made it a HELL of a LOT better! Just keep doing that. Just keep doing that," she moaned again as she bounced on me.
I knew I was going to come soon, and I wanted to warn her, but I also wanted her to climax, and I knew she was damn close. Up and down she rode, while I concentrated on keeping my finger on her clit, intentionally trying to NOT think about how close I was getting.
"SHIT! I'm gonna come!" she cried just before her body shuddered and jerked. She slammed herself down on me and I felt a small gush of her juices squirt out around my dick, wetting my pelvis and running down between my legs to drip through the gaps in the bench seat to the ground. Her pussy spasmed around me with each jerk her body made, several more small squirts of her cum forcing out around my dick.
"I am too," I grunted, trying to hold back what was getting much more urgent. "I'm going to come any second."
"Oh. Yeah. Okay," she said, shakily pulling off my twitching dick. Her friend barely waited for her to get off of my lap and she was trying to push my knees apart.
"You gotta come on us," she said urgently, reaching for my dick. "If you don't, we're gonna lose."
"Well, you better hurry then," I answered her as she started to stroke my dick. "Ohhhhh shit. Here it comes," I groaned as the first surge of cum shot up into the air, generally aimed at her face. I saw the rope of sticky white cum lance up into the air and then fall onto her face and chest. Her friend barely made it onto her knees when the second shot of cum spurted out at her, landing on her face and right tit. My body jerked and twitched as I orgasmed, though little more cum was forthcoming.
"God what a pair of sluts!" an older woman's voice said as the two knelt between my knees, taking turns sucking and licking my still oozing cock.
"Yeah, but we won!" the brunette said, looking up at the woman standing behind her. "You want some of this?" she said, reaching for the woman's hand and trying to pull her towards my dick.
"Oh my God no!" the woman, in maybe her late thirties, said, looking at my dick with a shocked look on her face.
"Well, we won! That means you gotta pay up!" the blonde girl said, looking up at the woman, clearly still stuck in whatever memory it was. I wondered briefly if it wasn't a memory of some kind of college hazing, or if it was some other kind of challenge game they had played some time in the past. As good looking as they were, they definitely weren't still eighteen year olds which was what one of them had alluded to.
"Pay up?" the woman asked, looking down at the two naked girls and then up at me. "Pay up how?"
"You shouldn't bet on things that you aren't willing to lose," the blonde girl said. "You bet we wouldn't pop our cherries on a stranger, but we did. So now you gotta do your payment."
"Yep. Off with them. You gotta strip completely naked and fuck yourself in front of him. And if he wants to touch you, you have to let him. That was the bet."
"Yep. Doesn't matter if he wants to finger your pussy or suck a tit or even bend you over and fuck your pussy or ass, you gotta play with yourself and do whatever he wants," the blonde girl said with a huge grin. "And just so you know, I'm really gonna enjoy watching this. For once you bet on the wrong horse, or in this case, girls."
"This is going to be interesting," Amanda said from behind me, leaning down to practically whisper in my ear. "I was gonna flash you some tit, but you're already getting a threefur. I'm gonna have to put my little exhibition off for another trip."
"I don't get it," I whispered. "I didn't touch her. Hell, I'm seeing this for real, not that...memory that hit me. Shit, did she just say that they were virgins when they fucked that original guy?"
"Sounded like it to me," Amanda answered softly while we stared at the newly arrived woman, who was starting to take her clothes off in front of us. She stood in the middle of the sidewalk and pulled off her shoes before pulling her spandex running pants down and off. She straightened up and pulled the tank top up, leaving her in a sports bra that was clearly struggling to contain a significant chest, and a pair of very tiny bikini panties. The bra went next, unleashing what had to be at least a pair of thirty-eight double D's. They were, compared to the girl's tits, huge. I was so busy looking at her tits that I barely noticed her pulling her panties down, exposing the dark brown curls on her mound and the rather significant amount of inner labia protruding from between her large fat lips. I sat and stared as the woman, wearing nothing but a pair of tiny little socks, stepped to me. She put one foot on the bench to spread her legs and then slid one hand down between her legs.



Her fingers stroked her pussy a few times and then pushed into her depths, her fingers disappearing between her wet lips. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly. "Mmmmmmm. You want me to come for you? You wanna see me play with myself until I come for you?"
I sat silently, Amanda kissing my neck as I watched the woman in front of me. I noticed some movement behind her and saw the two girls picking up their clothes off the pavement, along with the other woman's clothes. With a grin, they blew me a kiss and then ran off down the paved path, still butt naked, but taking their clothes as well as those of the woman fingering herself.
"Oh boy," I said to myself, wondering how THIS was going to turn out, not ignoring the fact that I was as naked as she was. I looked around for my shorts and shirt and saw them on the ground a few feet away from the bench. At least I was going to have something to put on. I wanted to snap the woman out of her spell, awake her so to speak. I reached out and touched her leg in hopes of maybe waking her from this gently. Not that it would be anything gentle when she realized what she was doing in front of a naked stranger. I had a bad feeling about this whole thing.
"Oh yes. Come on. Play with me," she moaned, reaching for my hand, and pulling it to her pussy. She pressed my fingers to her wet lips and held them there as she started to rock her hips, grinding her clit into my fingers. "Yeah Baby. Make me come. Make me fucking come all over you!"
I twisted my head to look at Amanda who was still standing behind me, unsure of what to do as much as I was. We both knew it wasn't a good idea for her to touch; we'd made that mistake before. The only thing I could think of was to help her climax, and then, once she'd done that, she should come back to reality. I pushed my hand further between her legs, curling two fingers up into her pussy, feeling my fingers sink into her as she continued to buck her hips into my palm.
"Yeah. That's it! Make me come. Make me squirt all over you, you horny bastard. I bet you want to fuck me, don't you? You want me to sit on your cock and ride you until I come all over your cock, don't you? Ohhhhhh fuck!" she groaned, pulling my hand from between her legs. She climbed the rest of the way onto the bench, straddling me. She gripped the back of the bench with one hand and leaned back, arching her back and pushing her pussy towards my face. "Lick me! Lick my cunt you horny bastard!" she moaned, grinding her pussy to my face. "Oh yes!" she gasped as I reached up and grabbed her ass, moving her pussy so I could at least breath, and licking between her wet lips at the same time. "That's it. Oh Baby! Here it comes. Lick my clit. Make me come!" she cried as she tried to grind herself against my face.
Suddenly her whole body stiffened, and I felt her squirt a gush of juices out around where my face was pressed to her pussy lips. She shuddered and trembled, letting out a long, low growl like sound as her juices surged around my face a second time, dripping down my chin and her ass. She pulled her pussy slowly from my face, looking down at me with a grin. "Somehow losing the bet just felt more like a win," she said without losing that grin.
I looked up at her and waited. Slowly, her smile faded, and her look changed. I'd seen it already, so I knew what was coming for her. I coaxed her to sit down on my lap as her body relaxed, her knees pushed apart like a frog. The look of confusion slowly replaced the look of post orgasmic bliss. "Who are you?" she asked before looking down at herself, seeing herself sitting naked, her big tits exposed, and her pussy spread, and wet pussy lips split around my partly hard cock. "Oh my God. I'm naked!" she squeaked, pulling her arms back and crossing them over her chest to cover her tits. It took several more seconds before she tried to move off my lap, unable to do so without moving her arms. She reached for my shoulders, and started to stand on the bench, her big soft tits swinging free and slapping accidently into my face as she moved her feet off the bench. "Oh Fuck. We're both NAKED!" she exclaimed as she looked down at me, covering her tits with one arm and moving a hand to cover her pussy. "What did you do to me?"
"Honey. He didn't do anything to you. You took off your clothes and made love to his face," Amanda said from behind me.
"I did that! Why would I do that?"
"Think about it a minute," Amanda coaxed.
The woman stood, her legs squeezed together, a hand over her pussy and an arm covering her nipples, her face a mask of confusion as the memories of what just happened flooded through her mind. "The girls. They were... they were... I grabbed one to stop her." She looked up at me suddenly. "I did. I took my clothes off. I wanted you to touch me. I wanted you to lick me. I even wanted you to fuck me. But we didn't, did we? We didn't have sex?"
"No. Just what you remember doing," I said quietly as she started to look around.
"My clothes. Where are my clothes?" she asked, looking around on the ground almost desperately.
"I think the girls took them," Amanda answered her. She stepped over to where my t-shirt lay on the ground and picked it up, handing it to her. "Here. I'm sure Scott won't mind loaning you his shirt."
"Thanks," she answered, taking the shirt. She turned away from me, sorted out the shirt and then pulled it on. When she turned back her tits were covered, but it was nowhere near long enough to cover below her waist. She stood with both hands now pressed over her pussy and mound. "I appreciate the loan, but the bigger problem is that my clothes had my phone and my car keys in the pocket. I don't know how I'm going to even get home!"
"I'm sure we can help you out," Amanda said with a nod. "Can't we Scott?"
"Sure. I don't see why not," I answered with a shrug.
"You, um, wouldn't mind covering that up, would you?" she asked, waving a hand at my again hard dick sticking up out of my lap.
"Oh. Sorry," I mumbled as Amanda stepped to where my shorts lay on the ground. She picked them up and stepped to me and lay them on my lap.
She raised her eyebrows. "That the usual effect?" she asked.
I gave her a pained look. "Afraid so."
She rolled her eyes and then looked over at the woman, still standing with her legs together, but one hand no longer was interested in covering her pussy, but rather stroking her pussy. "I think if we're going to go, we better," she said quickly.
"Yeah," I agreed, quickly working my shoes through the leg holes of my shorts, and then standing up to pull them up. I picked up my cane and started walking down the sidewalk away from her. Amanda quickly caught up to me and slipped her arm in mine to give me something to support on if my leg gave out.
"God. I feel so fucking horny," the woman said as she walked along slightly behind us. "I don't even know why I said that."
"I do," Amanda muttered. "You know. I never thought I'd feel jealous of another woman getting fucked, but I am."
"You are?" I asked quietly.
"I am. I want you to be fucking me, not her," she whispered. I looked at her in surprise while I waddled my way down the paved path. "Don't look at me like this is a big surprise. We both know that we've been growing attached. It's more than just fun sex for me now. It's grown a lot more personal," she whispered. "You can't tell me you haven't felt it too. I think we've both tried to tell each other that a couple times."
"Yeah. I have," I admitted. "I've felt it and even thought a few times about how Diane would feel about it."
The woman stepped up next to me, carrying the t-shirt now instead of wearing it. She slipped an arm around the one I was using with my cane, pressing her soft and again bare tits against my upper arm. She looked past me to Amanda. "You know. I wouldn't mind sharing, but I really, really need his cock in me," she said quietly. "Just a quick fuck. I promise."
"You knew that was coming," I said to Amanda quietly.
She chuckled softly. "I've been there myself, so yeah. But I was hoping. That's allowed, isn't it?" she answered as the woman twisted herself enough to push the front of my shorts down, hooking the elastic waistband under my balls, leaving my dick sticking straight out.
"Mmmmmm. That looks sooooo fucking ready to be fucked," the woman said as she reached down and grabbed my cock as it waggled side to side with each step I made.
"I think maybe we should stop and let you rest a minute, don't you?" Amanda asked as we approached another bench.
"We don't have to," I answered. "I can still go some more."
"Yeah, I know," she said in a whisper. "But I'm getting pretty fucking horny too. I was thinking that maybe the two of us could..."
"Amanda? Really?"
She looked a little sheepish but then steered us off the path at the odd sounds we were hearing. The three of us moved towards the bench, and then past it, peeking back into the bushes towards the noise. In a small clearing in front of us were the two girls, completely naked, one on her back and the other on her hands and knees over her, each with their faces between the other's legs, licking and moaning in pleasure. "Well now. Isn't that a sexy sight?" Amanda whispered to me. "I wouldn't at all mind having you bend me over and fuck me while we watch them."
"When you're done with her, you can just slide this right into me next," the woman said, standing next to me, her hand slowly stroking my dick.
"I'm not sure my legs are up to doing that with either of you," I answered, knowing that while it was true, that wasn't the only reason. Up to this point, I hadn't actually had sex with her, and I wasn't really sure that once she got over this...thing, that she'd be all that thrilled to find out she'd been fucked by someone other than her husband. Yes, she was married, or at least I assumed that much by the ring on her finger.
"Well. I know exactly what to do about that," she said quietly, pulling me away from Amanda, who was intently watching the girls, her own hand down the front of her shorts. She pulled on my arm, drawing me to the bench. She pushed my shorts down to my knees and pushed me back until I had to sit on the bench. Without missing a move, she climbed onto the bench, facing me, her hand moving down between us to grab my hard-on. "I'm gonna fuck you silly," she almost growled as she tilted my cock towards her pussy. She scooted forward until her knees were actually sticking into the gap between the bench seat and the back, allowing her to slide herself closer to me, forcing my cock into her very wet pussy. "That's it. You just sit there and catch your breath while I make you feel soooooooo good," she said with a grin, grinding herself onto me. She closed her eyes and started to bounce up and down on my lap, her strokes only a couple inches because her legs were wedged between the seat and the back of the bench. Not that it seemed to matter to her. She was quite happily bouncing on me, her huge tits flopping and flying wildly while she pounded up and down my shaft.
I reached my hands up to corral her tits and grasped each one, squeezing them and guiding one to my face. I closed my lips around as much of her big round areola as I could and closed my teeth around her big hard nipple. "Oh yes! That's it Baby. Nibble my nipple. I love it when you tease me that way."
I closed my eyes and let the sensations of her pussy wash over me, her soft depths teasing my engorged mushroom head. Up and down she slid, her ass pounding onto my legs with a rhythmic wet slap, slap, slap. She wasn't nearly as tight as the two younger girls had been, but right now she felt just about perfect. "Fuck. Gonna come," I groaned, letting her tit slip from my mouth.
"Yeah. Me too. Come with me. Let me feel you cum in me. God, it's been so long since I felt that. Since I felt a hard cock pumping cum deep in my pussy. Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. Oh God. I'm coming. Oh God!" she squealed as her pussy tightened around me, providing just exactly what I needed. I grunted deeply as my body jerked, trying to jam into her pussy, my cock swelling and sending a surge of hot cum into her pussy. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as her whole body seemed to start to shudder and shake. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tits to my face, each one sliding to one side of my face until I was buried between them. I felt her body shudder and tremble, giving little jerks each time she felt my dick jerk inside her.
Panting, she pushed away from me, looking down at me for long seconds before the blissful look started to fade. "Oh my God," she whispered softly. "I did this, didn't I?"
"Yeah," I agreed breathlessly.
"What am I going to tell Henry?" she asked, as if I knew what to say or even who the hell Henry was.
"Just that you had a nice walk in the park. And if that isn't good enough, bring him out here, fuck him on this bench and tell him how much you love having him fuck you outside. Trust me, he won't even know this ever happened."
"Fuck him out here? In the open like this? I can't do that!"
"Why not? You just did. In fact, you're still sitting on me completely naked. Anyone could walk by and see you. Doesn't seem to be a problem now."
"Oh shit. I didn't even think of that," she squeaked quietly, looking up and down the walking path. She pulled off of me and then looked down at herself as she dripped cum onto my lap. "Oh God. Did we really...I mean...is that...Did you cum inside me?"
"Looks like it to me."
"Oh God. That's not good. Not good at all. Shit. Where are my clothes?" she asked, getting flustered and looking confused.
"Maybe by the girls?" I suggested helpfully, trying to get her to not think about the cum leaking from her pussy.
"The girls?"
"In the bushes?" I said, twisting around. "They left with your clothes. I figure they might still have them."
"Good idea," she said, becoming more conscious of her nakedness with each passing moment, one arm now across her breasts. She walked to the bushes and looked over them. "Oh my God," she said quietly.
Curiously I got up, pulled my shorts up and walked to stand beside her, looking over the bushes. "Oh my God," I said as well, seeing Amanda laying on her back, completely naked, one of the girls licking her pussy and the other sitting on her face.
The woman stepped through the bushes and around Amanda's head, spotting her clothes under the pile of clothes Amanda had discarded. She picked up her clothes and stepped back through the bushes and walked past me. I stared at Amanda and the girls for several more seconds before I walked back to the bench and plopped down.
She had her pants back on, but hadn't pulled her sports bra or top back on, instead coming over and sitting down on my lap, both legs hung over my right side. She wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled herself to me as she tossed her top onto the bench. She reached for my right hand and pulled it up to her right breast and held it there while she pulled my face to her big soft left tit. "You know. I don't even know your name," she whispered, letting go of my hand and moving hers to stroke my short hair.
"Scott."
"Julia," she said softly. "You know. I don't even understand what all happened here. One minute I was walking down the trail and saw you and those girls, and I wanted to just reach out and give them a piece of my mind, and next thing I know, I'm undressing myself in front of you. Not just undressing myself, but WATCHING me undress myself, completely powerless to stop myself. If I wasn't so sexually aroused by the whole thing, I probably would have been scared. Now, they're over in the bushes having sex with your friend. Just between us, I think I got the better end of the whole thing."
"You did?"
"Oh yeah. I haven't been fucked like that in...well, years. My husband isn't all that excited about my body anymore," she said with a wry face and a shrug. "I don't know. Maybe if I do bring him out here, it might spice things up a little."
"Why don't you get a room!" one of two older women said to us as they walked past, neither of us having even realized they were coming.
Julia squeaked in surprise and then looking at them walking away, half turned back to glare at us, almost shouted to them. "You're just jealous you're not getting fucked!" The women scowled and walked away faster, no longer looking back while Julia chuckled. "Did I just say that?" she asked with a giggle.
"You did," I answered.
"Well, maybe it was true. I suppose I need to go home before this day gets any stranger."
"Maybe," I nodded.
She pushed up off my lap and leaned down, giving me a soft kiss. "Thank you."
"For what?"
"A very eye opening experience," she answered quietly. She reached for her shirt and bra, picked them up and then walked off down the path, still naked from her waist up.
"She seemed like a nice lady. Who was she?" the little brunette asked as she stepped through the bushes with her clothes in her hand.
"Huh?" I asked in surprise.
"That woman. Who was she?"
"Um. She was just walking down the trail when we were...um...you and your friend...you know."
"When we were sucking your cock? Yeah. About that. I want to apologize. Wendy and I...we were just walking along and all of a sudden...I don't know how to explain it. We were getting undressed in front of you just like we did in front of that older guy a few years ago. Hell, it even felt like it did back then."
"Wendy? That's your blonde friend?"
"Yeah. She's still playing with your lady friend. God, she's good at licking pussy!"
"I didn't even know she did that kind of thing," I said as the girl started to dress.
"You know. I'm getting real tempted to not get dressed yet and see if I can get you hard again."
"That's alright. I think I've had enough sex for one day."
"Too bad. You have a pretty fucking good cock," she said with a grin. "I really am sorry though. I don't know what came over us.'
"It seemed like you were playing out some game or something."
"You could see that? Yeah. It's like we were doing that dare all over again."
"What dare?"
"Wendy and I, we've been best friends like forever, and we joined the same sorority. Someone found out we were virgins and, well, you can imagine. We tried to argue that we weren't, but she wasn't buying it. So she said we could prove it. We were supposed to walk down the path and fuck the first single guy we came to. If we didn't or couldn't, we'd have to run all the way around the park naked. Well, we weren't about to do that. But we wanted to force her to back off, so we made the bet that if we did fuck this imaginary guy, she'd have to strip and masturbate in front of him until she came. We figured she'd back off. Instead she was so sure we wouldn't fuck that she agreed."
"And you were just eighteen?"
"Both of us only a few months before. But that was like, five years ago. But this...it felt like it was just today."
"Yeah. I understand."
"Your friend back there? She's a real dynamo. Neither of us would exactly mind if the two of you wanted to get together with us again. If you know what I mean."
"Yeah. I think I do," I answered as Amanda and who I now knew as Wendy walked out of the bushes, straightening their clothing, both still flushed pink in their faces.
"You have fun?" I asked Amanda, who blushed brightly.
"Wendy and Lani are, um, persuasive," Amanda answered with a sheepish shrug.
"I didn't know you were into that kind of thing," I said with raised eyebrows.
"I didn't either," she answered as she sat down on the bench next to me, still breathing hard. "You ready to head the rest of the way home?"
"Yeah. I think so," I agreed, getting up and letting her help me balance me as we walked away from the two girls.
"You know, I wouldn't mind getting their address," she said as we walked away.



"Fine. Go back and get it." Amanda grinned at me, kissed my cheek and ran back to stop the girls and exchange contact info. She caught back up to me quickly and thanked me. "Now that you have it, what are you going to do with it?"
"Just between you and me? I think the three of us could have some real fun in the sack," Amanda said. "I never knew how much fun someone like that could be. Besides, you can't tell me you didn't enjoy fucking those two tight little cunts, can you?"
"Uh no. I can't," I answered, suspecting that she was still somewhat under the influence and might not feel the same way later. It was almost half an hour before we were back to the car and had driven back to her apartment. As soon as we got inside, she got us both naked and we both enjoyed another nice, almost loving, climax before I fell asleep for an afternoon nap.
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It was just past midnight. It had been a wonderful evening, watching the light snow falling, driving around looking at the Christmas lights after church, watching the grandkids run around and play with the special Christmas presents Santa had delivered while we were gone to church. The house was full, but now quiet, as I lay in bed next to my wife content with my life. Not that there weren't things that I could change if I could, but all in all, I didn't have much to complain about. It had been a tough year with all the COVID stuff, but it was almost over. But Christmas was one of my most favorite days and it was hard to be down on your favorite holiday of the year.
I lay, nearly asleep, looking forward to the morning, Christmas morning, when I heard it. It wasn't much of a sound, just a 'thunk' followed by a gentle tinkling sound of glass breaking. I shook my head and climbed from bed, wondering which of my two granddaughters were messing with presents under the tree. I padded barefoot to the stairs, wearing only my sleep shorts. I walked quietly down the stairs, stepping at the sides of the treads to make as little noise as possible, wanting to catch whichever child it was, in the act. I could see the flicking multi-color light bouncing off the white walls, illuminating the room in a flowing, ever changing kaleidoscope of color. I paused on the third step up, looking from the stairs, across the dining room and into the living room.
I could see her standing there, bent over, moving packages about, stacking them higher around the sides and in the back, almost as if she were trying to make room under the front of the tree. She certainly wasn't three or four or even twenty-four. No, she was quite a bit older. She stood and turned towards me, almost as if she felt me watching her. Her hair was short and curly and gray, a red velvet hat perched on her head, the white fur trim making it look almost like she had on a halo. The long dress, coming well below her knees was red velvet as well, but more a dark red, almost burgundy. The material flowed over her clearly large chest and down her body snugly, ending in a white fur trim just below her knees and above her black leather boots. The dress looked to be ancient, or maybe even older, but exquisitely made with gentle darker deep burgundy patterns that seemed to almost move on the material as she stood looking at me.
"Good evening, Scott," she said softly, her voice as silky as the dress looked. "Come. It's alright. I'm here for you."
I looked at her in confusion, stepping off the last three steps and then walking slowly across the dining room. "Here for me?" I asked as I moved closer. I almost recognized her face, pleasant, smiling, radiant. It took long seconds before I realized that I DID know her face. I'd seen it just the day before at the mall. "Mrs. Claus?" I asked in surprise, realizing she was the same woman that I'd seen when I took my granddaughters to visit Santa Claus while their mother was busy shopping for last minute gifts.
"That's right. I'm here for your Christmas wish."
"My Christmas wish?" I asked in confusion, only now realizing she wasn't alone. Standing near her was another woman, much shorter than she, looking almost childlike. The tight green tights and dress screamed elf. Of course the pointed ears didn't hurt either.
"This is...Jan. Her elfin name is so hard to pronounce. She's my favorite helper. She's the one that convinced me to grant you your wish."
"My wish?" I asked again in confusion.
Mrs. Claus smiled at me. "You don't remember, do you? Maybe this will help," she said before lifting her hand and swinging it slowly in a circle around her head. A circle of sparkling light appeared around Jan's feet, spinning and swirling as it slowly lifted upward, seeming to encapsulate her in a glowing, twinkling, circular curtain of sparkling white light. As quickly as it appeared, the light disappeared, leaving Jan looking much different, and much more recognizable. Jan now stood a full six foot tall on her bright red six inch high heels, her green tights molding to her sexy shapely legs. Her green dress, barely long enough to cover her butt, hugged her body, showing off her firm stomach and substantial breasts. Her face was creamy white and covered with red freckles that matched her auburn hair. Yes, that was the elf I had seen helping Mrs. Claus at the mall. The one I'd quickly moved to help up when she accidently fell off her high heels. The one I'd murmured to myself that I wouldn't mind finding under my tree on Christmas morning. "I see you recognize her now."
"I do. From the mall."
"Well, we're going to grant you that wish," she said, raising her hand again. The swirling sparkling circle of light appeared beneath both of them, swirling and circling them as it quickly lifted toward the ceiling. It was only when the glittering curtain had fully engulfed both of them that it disappeared, leaving them both standing completely naked before me.
I took a step back in surprise. Both of them were incredibly sexy. Jan's big tits were sprinkled with tiny red freckles, each big soft orb sporting a large round pink areola surrounding a protruding rock hard, pink nipple. Her curves below were every bit as sexy, as was her completely shaved mound and pussy lips, which she seemed only too happy to have me see. Mrs. Claus was equally sexy. Though her tits were smaller, but only slightly, her body was no less firm and shapely. She had a small tuft of gray hair on her mound, neatly trimmed into what I had to call a Christmas tree. She smiled sexily at me and stepped towards me.
"Here. Take a bite," she said, offering me a small Christmas cookie.
"What is it" I asked, somehow more worried about what was in the cookie that I was being offered, instead of the fact that there were two completely naked women in my living room.
"A cookie," she said, holding it up for me. "You do want your Christmas wish, don't you?" I looked between her and Jan, not sure what to think. "Come now Scott. I heard your wish almost as loudly as if you'd shouted it from the rooftops."
"You did?"
"I did. You imagined Jan laying under the tree naked, your mind trying to picture her with nothing on, imagining just how far the freckles went. That image quickly morphed into an image of your wife under the tree. Your wish included a very vivid image of you finding your wife laying under the tree in a very sexy red lace teddy that hid almost nothing of her body, you and she having passionate sex under the tree. Passionate and intense, as it used to be when you were younger. That was what you were thinking when you said you wanted to see us under your tree, wasn't it?"
I took a breath. It was. I had thought of Jan naked under the tree, wondering just how far the little red freckles went. And my mind did shift to my wife. She'd never wear an outfit like I had imagined, something I saw online, no matter how much I would have wanted her to. And she certainly would NEVER lay under the tree for me in something so sexy. So yes, I was thinking that, as I frequently do when I see women in particularly sexy outfits. "It was," I whispered.
"And you would like this wish to come true?" she asked, stepping so close to me that her protruding nipples brushed my chest. She let one hand slip between us, pushing the front of my sleep shorts down to expose my growing hard-on. She closed her hand around me and gently stroked my dick.
"I do," I whispered honestly.
"Then eat," she whispered back, holding the cookie out for me once more. I took the cookie from her hand and held it, not sure if I should eat it or not. "Go ahead. I promise no harm will come. I am, after all, Mrs. Claus." I took a bite of the small cookie and felt my head swirl. Her arms looped around me to hold me up while my head stopped spinning. "There. Now we can help you make that wish come true," she whispered. I felt my sleep shorts being pulled down from behind and didn't mind at all for some reason. Mrs. Claus backed away, taking me by the hand and pulling me along with her as I stepped out of the shorts that were now around my ankles. "We don't have much time and there is much to do. You have the power to make this Christmas wish come true, however, we can not do it for you. Only YOU have the power."
"I do?"
"You do. To make your secret wish come true, you must make your spoken wish come true. You must have us under your tree Christmas morning. You must make the two of us climax under your tree. Then your secret Christmas wish will come true."
"Make you both climax?" I asked a little stupidly. "I've never been with two women at once. I'm not sure what to do, and my wife..."
"Will never know," Jan said quietly as she stepped around me, sliding down my body so her big tits dragged down my arm. She knelt next to me and reached for my hips to turn me. She opened her mouth and closed it around my engorged head.
"No one will ever know. This is your Christmas wish. No one will come interrupt us, no one will know. If you tell someone, who would believe you? Mrs. Claus and an elf having sex with you? No, you won't ever tell, and no one will ask," Mrs. Claus whispered as she reached for my hands again, drawing them to her chest. "Enjoy yourself. That's what Christmas wishes are for."
I closed my eyes, partly at the sensations that Jan was inducing in my cock and partly from the incredible situation. I felt Mrs. Claus move against me, her hand pulling my head gently down towards her. I opened my eyes and looked in hers as she pulled my face to hers, her lips touching mine. "Mmmmmmmm." We both moaned in unison as a deep warmth flowed over and through me. Her tongue darted into my mouth as I opened my lips, tasting her breath as she breathed into me. I felt my head swirl slightly before our lips parted. "Remember, you must take us both under the tree," she whispered. "And you only have an hour."
I nodded and pulled my face back from hers, suddenly wanting to feel and taste them both. I looked down at Jan, eagerly sucking my dick, her head bobbing off and on my saliva coated shaft. "Who wants it first?" I asked eagerly as I stepped back, pulling my cock from her mouth.
"I do," Mrs. Claus whispered, stepping back and pulling me by the hand. I followed right to the edge of the tree and allowed her to lay me down on my back.
In moments she was moving to step over me, squatting down over my pelvis, reaching down for my dick. She held it vertical and began to slowly lower herself towards me. I watched her rub my head around her protruding inner labia and then work it between her soft lips. I felt her nestle my head into her vaginal opening and slowly lower herself down more. Pressure built around my head and then suddenly changed, my saliva lubricated dick sliding easily into her as she lowered herself down my shaft. I lay there, watching her as she started to lift and lower herself, each drop slapping her bare ass into my thighs, her big soft tits bouncing and swaying wildly as she slowly increased her pace.
My vision of her sexy tits was suddenly blocked by a pussy lowering to my face. Jan squatted over me, lowering her sexy little pussy towards me. Her lips were full and round with only the slightest amount of inner labia peeking from between her lips. The tiny red freckles extended all the way to her pussy, little pink dots scattered across her full round lips, answering my question of the day before. "God, you look like a teenager," I groaned as she lowered her pussy the last few inches to my face.
She reached between her legs and used her fingers to spread herself so I could lick between her lips, my hands moving to her bare ass to help steady her. "I should," she whispered. "I'm barely even a hundred years old."
"Oh damn," I grunted at the sudden thought of age. If she was still young, how old did elves live I wondered. Suddenly that thought didn't matter any longer. I tasted her sweetness and worked to dip my tongue even deeper, her juices almost intoxicating, making my head swirl as effectively as any alcoholic drink I'd ever had. I licked up and down her slit, finding her clit and flicking across and over it over and over, coaxing more and more of her juices to flow, my excitement growing with hers while Mrs. Claus continued to bounce on me. I teased Jan's clit, flicking my tongue over and around it and then sliding down to push my tongue into her as far as I could. She seemed to most like my attentions to her clit, so I concentrated there, feeling her hips rock slightly as she tried unsuccessfully to hold herself still. I reached up her body, past her legs, and grabbed both breasts, squeezing and twisting her nipples with my thumb and finger as I assaulted her clit.
"OH SHIT!" she cried at the sudden change in sensations, her juices flowing copiously from her, running down my chin and neck as I continued to lick her towards her climax.
"I'm commming!" I heard Mrs. Claus cry out as she pounded herself down onto me, drawing my attention back to her. "Now is the time Scott. Now is the time to come for me."
I don't know why, but suddenly I NEEDED to come. I felt the last bits of resistance flow away and my body suddenly wanted to orgasm. I felt my balls tighten and my cock swell as I prepared for the final act. I felt Mrs. Claus start to climax, her pussy clenching around me as she bounced, her muscles strongly pulling on my dick and trying to hold me inside her as she continued to pump herself up and down my shaft. "FUCK YES!" she cried as she slammed herself down on me, feeling the first gush of cum lance from my engorged head. I felt my body buck under her, pumping shot after shot into her, more than I remember coming into anyone else, ever!
I wasn't done. Far from it. I mean, I should have been after a climax like that, but I wasn't. I looked up at Jan. With lust in her eyes as she looked back down at me, grinning and waiting, almost as if she knew what was to come next. I reached my hands to Jan's arms and coaxed her off my face as Mrs. Claus stood up off my still rock hard cock. I rolled Jan onto the floor and onto her back, rolling over on top of her as she did. Mrs. Claus looked at me and grinned as I moved between Jan's legs, holding myself up over her. Mrs. Claus reached between us and guided my cock into Jan's pussy with one of her soft hands. I felt my head slip into position and unceremoniously I shoved my hard cock deep into her still twitching pussy. I couldn't believe I was still hard, not after as hard a climax as I'd just had, but my hard dick hadn't faded one bit. I started to pump into her, driving my cock hard into her over and over. Her big soft tits rolled and moved on her chest with each impact of my body against hers. She reached to her pink nipples and pulled and tugged them as I slammed myself into her over and over. The look on her face was pure ecstasy as I pumped my rock hard shaft into her, banging my head into her cervix with each stroke.
"Oh yes. That's it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!" Jan moaned as I pumped in and out of her. I could feel sweat tricking down my body and dripping onto her, but she didn't seem to care, her own creamy white skin glistening in the blinking colored lights. Over and over I drove my cock into her, feeling her soft tunnel walls teasing me, coaxing me back towards another climax. "So good. Ohhhhh fuck Mrs. C, soooo close!" Jan moaned. "He's going to make me come. He's really going to make me come!" she gasped as she lay under me, her hands moving to my hips to coax me to drive into her even harder. In and out I plunged, watching her face, watching her rock hard nipples get harder, her areola puckering and engorging as her climax worked closer. "OH FUCK YES! OH MRS. C. It's happening! OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" she cried as her pussy clenched around me. Her insides seemed to want to pull me deeper even as I tried to continue stroking in and out, the sudden change in tightness driving me past the edge.
"AHHHH!" I gasped as my body jerked, jamming my cock hard into her. I felt my cock pump a gush of cum into her, and another and another. I had no idea how many times I pumped into her before I collapsed on top of her, panting.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuck yesssss," she cooed softly, moving her hands to my back, and stroking softly along it. "Ohhhhhh Mrs. C. Ohhhhhh. Soooo good."
"I told you," Mrs. Claus answered her, sitting on the floor next to us. She looked at me as I lifted my head and turned it to see her. "You did well Scott. Very well. I told you the power was within you, and it was. I can feel the change in you already, the desire for you growing again. The need for you to be inside me affecting even me."
"The change in me?" I panted."
She lowered her voice to a soft whisper and moved her face closer to mine. "The sexual juices of a virgin elf are especially strong and it is rumored that it can induce a significant elfin magic spell in a mortal man if they are activated by the co-mingling of their climactic juices."
"A Virgin elf? A magic spell? Come on."
"A virgin elf," she whispered with a nod. "You were her first, elf or man. It was her choice when you helped her at the mall. She felt your strength as you lifted her and sat her on the chair, your kindness as you sought to see if she was alright, your gentleness as you checked her ankle, your willingness to help even though she was a stranger. She felt that you were the one she wanted for her first, even though you were a mortal man and not an elf. She chose you for her first."
"So what happens? We're bonded for life or something?"
"Oh no," she giggled. "But every adult woman in your life will now be sexually attracted to you."
"That doesn't sound so bad," I said.
"No Scott. EVERY adult woman: Wife, Sister, adult children, friends, neighbors, co-workers. All of them. They will ALL want to have sex with you. They will be irresistibly drawn to want to have sex with you. The longer they spend in your presence, the more irresistible that urge will be for them."
"Just because she and I climaxed together?"
"As I said, she gave something of herself to you while you were tasting her. The juices of her sexual ecstasy. They have special powers, at least when ingested by a mortal, either man or woman. It changes you, your body chemistry, the scent of you. You were drawn to quickly have intercourse with her as well, a desire created partly by the intoxication of her juices and partly by your desire for her. Female elves can be particularly hard to make climax. But doing so, especially after what she gave you already, your climax together, the comingling of your ecstasy, completed a rare magic elfin spell. One that hasn't been made in many hundreds of years."
"So, because I did these things, I tasted her orgasm and we climaxed together, every woman I'm around will want to have sex with me? For how long?" I asked, suddenly concerned.
"For a year. Longer if Jan comes back next year and renews it with another mutual orgasm. The decision will be yours... when the time comes."
I pulled my still hard dick from Jan and rolled onto my back on the floor. Jan rolled on her side, pressing her sexy body against mine. "I still have a hard-on," I said in surprise, looking down at my glistening cock.




Mrs. Claus grinned at me. "The effects of climaxing with an immortal can have a significant effect on a mortal. And even though I started human, I am now an immortal. The result of making an immortal female climax is to gain the power to hold your erection for as long as you choose. But beware, as a mortal man's erection is driven by sexual desire, as long as you have desire for the woman or women in front of you, it will stay hard, regardless of how many times you ejaculate. It will only go down when your sexual desire fades."
"For how long?" I asked, wondering if it were short lived.
Instead of answering, she leaned towards me and pressed her lips to mine in a soft kiss. She teased my lips sexily and broke the kiss to climb over me again. She aimed my cock for her pussy and pushed onto me again. She looked down at me, slowly rocking on and off my dick. I could feel my raging hard-on stroking deep inside her, my mushroom head clearly coaxing her body towards another climax. I reached for her tits and cupped them, lifting each one and letting her hard nipples protrude between my fingers. She leaned down slightly, allowing me to draw one of her breasts to my mouth. I sucked one of her nipples, drawing it into my mouth and teasing my tongue over and around it while she rocked herself on and off of me.
"Mmmmmmmmm yessssssss," she cooed softly, shifting her knees to start bouncing her ass up and down, driving herself up and down my shaft with more urgency. I could feel her driving harder up and down on me as I continued to tease her nipple. "Feel how big you are? How much you fill me? Think about it. Think about your cock growing fat and long inside me. Think about how it's going to make me come around you. Yesssss. That's it. Feel it getting bigger? Fatter? Keep thinking about it. Keep imagining how big and fat you are inside me. That's it! I can feel you swelling. You're going to make me come again. I can feel it growing in me, growing in you. Can you feel it, can you feel us sharing its growth?"
"I do," I groaned, releasing her nipple from my mouth as I felt my cock swelled inside her. "I think I'm going to come again."
"I know you are. We're linked at the moment, you and I. Linked in a way that two mortal humans can never be. You're going come in a moment, and you're going to take me with you, both physically and emotionally," she moaned, her tits trying to bounce from my hands as she jammed herself down hard on me over and over again. "There. Oh goodness yes. I've wondered if I would feel it, how intense it might be. Here it comes. THERE! OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried as she began to climax, her squeezing pussy taking me with her. My body jerked hard, and I felt my body gush shot after shot into her pussy, the two of us spasming in unison as we climaxed. I lay there, feeling my seed pump into her over and over. She looked down at me and smiled.
"Good lord. What just happened?" I panted.
"Something....unique. It exists in our legends, from the days of Aphrodite, but I never imagined that it would be something I would actually feel, or that I would share. It's called the Kamasra, the joining. It can only happen between a mortal and an immortal, and only if their sexual attraction is particularly strong. It was the thing of legend, that Aphrodite and her temple priestesses used to join over and over with the mortal men that came to sacrifice on her altar, to share their sexual desire and energy with her and her priestesses. That same attraction will now fill all the women of your life, just as it drew me to have you a second time. It would seem that the power of attraction, desire of sexual attraction to you by women is not limited to just mortal women," she said as she smiled down at me, my hard dick still deep inside her. "I just couldn't help myself. I wanted you again, I wanted to feel you inside me again, I wanted to feel you filling me again. Even now, I feel the desire to remain on you, feeling you inside me, feeling you moving yourself in and out of me, feeling you stroking my clitoris and coaxing me towards yet another orgasm." She leaned her face down and kissed me softly before pushing herself up and off of me, clearly reluctantly. "You now have the power to maintain that erection, that sexy hard-on as long as you wish, forever..." she answered.
"Forever? You mean... I can make my dick stay hard as long as I want. Forever?"
"That's what I said," she answered with a grin. "You're guaranteed to be able to please whoever you choose no matter how old you get."
I shook my head in wonder as the grandfather clock in the corner struck one.
"Time for us to go," Mrs. Claus said as she climbed from me. She stepped over me and stood by the tree, the naked Jan stepping to stand next to her. I could see my cum leaking from Mrs. Claus' pussy and down her leg. She waved her hand over her head and the glittering ring of light covered Jan and sunk to the floor, transforming her back into the small delicate little elf she had been when I first saw her. She was still naked, her breasts smaller and her pussy covered with a fine downy curl of blonde hair, a trail of my cum glistening as it oozed down the inside of her left thigh. She blew me a kiss as Mrs. Claus waved her hand again, the glittering circle covering both of them as it drifted towards the floor. When it disappeared, both were once again dressed.
"One question," I asked.
"Yes?" Mrs. Claus asked back.
"Does Santa know you did this?"
She grinned back at me. "We've been having sex for almost six hundred years. I'm sure he won't be bothered to find that I've had sex with you. He knows how important Jan is to me, how much she and I share. I'm sure he won't be surprised to find out that I helped Jan with this. Helped her become a full woman."
"I see," I answered, unsure if I really did.
She waved her hand above her head again...
I could hear the girls making noise downstairs, clearly trying to be noisy to wake us up so we'd come down. I wondered if their parents were up yet, and decided they were probably pretending to be asleep. My wife rolled over against me, pressing her body to mine. "Hey sexy. Sleep good?" she whispered in my ear.
"I had a weird dream, but otherwise I did," I whispered back. The dream was as vivid as if it had been real, but then I knew it had to be just a weird dream. I mean, come on, having sex with Mrs. Claus. Really? I mean, I don't care how vivid it feels, there's no way I was having sex with Mrs Claus and an elf. It was just a lustful fantasy from seeing them at the mall...Right?
"Well, we better go get things started," she said as she rolled herself over onto me. She pressed her nightgown covered pussy against my hard-on. "Someone feels like they want a Christmas present of their own."
"Maybe," I agreed, feeling her grind her soft lips against me through the thin nightgown and my sleep shorts.
She leaned herself down until her tits were pressed to my chest. "Maybe later we can sneak back up here for a quickie. If you got me something sexy to wear, I can try it on for you," she whispered.
"Um. Sure," I answered, not sure what had gotten into her.
She pushed up on me and ground her pussy against my hard-on again. She grinned down at me and wiggled her ass. "Unless you want a quickie now. Feels like someone's already warmed up," she said as she reached down and stroked my dick between her thighs. She wiggled a little and pulled her nightgown up to expose her pussy, continuing to pull it up until she had it all the way up over her tits. "Maybe this will help keep it hard for later?"
"I'm sure it will," I answered as she wiggled around on me a little more.
"Come on. Those girls won't wait all day," she said after a while.
"Probably not," I agreed. She climbed off my lap and off the bed, lifting the nightgown up and tossing it aside. She walked naked to the bathroom and came back out in her bathrobe, her hard nipples poking the thin material out obviously. She stepped towards me and reached out, rubbing her hand up and down the front of my sleep shorts and my hard-on.
"You better do something with that before the girls see it," she said with a giggle.
"I know how to get rid of it," I whispered.
"Oh? And what might that be?" she asked.
I was already out on a limb. She wasn't usually very playful, especially when we had company in the house. So I wasn't expecting anything like what she'd already done. I decided to go way out on a limb. Worst she could do was say no and get mad. "You could just bend over for me."
She raised her eyebrows and stepped over to the bed. She pulled her robe aside exposing her bare ass and pussy. She bent over, pushing her ass out at me. "You mean like this?"
"That's exactly what I mean," I said with a grin.
"Well, don't leave me waiting all day," she said, wiggling her ass side to side. "Those girls are going to want THEIR presents too."
"With pleasure," I answered, stepping behind her. I pushed my sleep shorts down and grasped my hard-on. I rubbed it up and down her slit, surprised at how wet she already was.
"Mmmmmm. Stop teasing me and put it in," she moaned softly. "Oh yeah. Just like that," she moaned louder as I slowly slid my head into her entrance. Inch by inch I pressed into her, slowly filling her depths with my hard-on. "Ohhhh damn. You feel so big today. Someone must have had one hell of a dream."
"It was that," I grunted as I started to stroke in and out of her. I pushed in and out slowly, letting her depths caress my cock and head.
"Maybe you'll need to tell me about it so we can pretend some time?"
"You want to know about my dream?" I asked as I continued to stroke in and out of her wet depths.
"If it made you this hard, yes," she moaned softly. "God, you feel so damn big inside me this morning."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah," she agreed. "You're going to make me come if you keep doing it like that."
"That's what you want, right?"
"Yes. But I wanna hear about that dream too," she moaned softly. I slid my hands up her sides and cupped both her big soft tits. I squeezed them and held them like handles, her hard nipples pressing into my palms. "Ohhhh lover. You cheat," she moaned as I squeezed her breasts while I continued stroking in and out of her. "Ohhhh damn. Ohhhh! Honey!" she squeaked loudly as her pussy contracted around me. I felt her climax start to wash over her, her pussy squeezing and holding me as I pumped in and out of her. "Come on lover. Do it. You know you want to."
"Uh huh," I grunted moments before my body jerked. I closed my eyes and listened to my wife moan in pleasure as my body pumped shot after shot of cum unto her.
She pulled off of my cock and turned to face me. She lifted herself on her toes to get her lips even with mine and pressed them to me in a long, hot sensuous kiss, something that she rarely did after all these years. A hot kiss had somehow become too much trouble for her, or at least that's the way it seemed to me. All I got these days were short, little dry pecks.
"What got into you today?" I asked when she broke the long kiss, leaving us both breathless.
"I dunno. You saying you don't like it?"
"Didn't say that at all," I answered. "I'm liking it just fine."
"Well, later you can tell me all about that dream. While you're giving me a nice long slow fuck," she whispered. "Right now, we need to go let the girls have their presents."
"We should," I agreed as she let her arms slid from around my neck. She gave me one more little peck and then stepped back, pulling her robe closed. I pulled up my sleep shorts and followed her out the door and down the stairs. The girls were definitely ready, rummaging through the packages and figuring out which were theirs.
"Grandma! Grandpa!" The girls yelled as we came down, the two of them launching themselves at us. "Look at all the presents!" We settled into our favorite chairs, letting the girls go back to rummaging through the presents until the kids got up. It wasn't much longer, and our two daughters got up as well as my son and daughter-in-law, finally coming out to join their girls. We let the girls pull all the packages out and play Santa, passing them all out to everyone. We watched the little girls open their presents first, and then the older kids all opened theirs. Finally, my wife and I opened ours.
"Honey! It's gorgeous!" my wife said, holding up a mostly see-through red lace teddy that she had just unwrapped. The only thing is, I don't remember buying it.
"You're welcome," I said, looking at the sexy outfit, realizing it was exactly the same as the one I'd seen on line, the one that I had envisioned her laying under the tree in at the mall only two days ago.
"I have to put it on," my wife said quickly, standing up and dropping her robe right in front of the whole family. While the girls were a little startled, I'm sure they'd all seen my wife naked before. My son on the other hand was clearly shocked as my wife stood in front of everyone, completely naked, putting on the sexy little red outfit. The little lace outfit consisted of a collar around her neck with two wide strips of lace extending down her front, over her breasts, meeting at her waist, the open lace hiding almost nothing of her nipples, even though they were covered. The waist wrapped around and dipped down her butt cheeks, leaving the entirety of her back and almost all of her butt uncovered. Not that it really mattered that much, since the bottom of the outfit was equally see through lace, and was also crotchless, leaving her pussy completely exposed as she turned and twisted to show it off to me.
"Jesus MOM!" my oldest daughter Gabby swore from the chair she was in on the far side of the group. "What the fuck has gotten into you?"
"What? You act like you've never seen my body before."
"I have. All us girls have. But Jason? Your son!?"
"Not like he hasn't seen a woman's body before. Hell, how do you think he got two daughters?" she said with her hands on her hips.
"His wife's, not yours!"
"I just think you're jealous," Sammy, my youngest daughter said to her older sister, leaning over toward me from her chair to gently pat my leg. "Just jealous Dad didn't get something like that to see you in!"
"I'm not jealous. I just think that Mom should be a little more discrete."
"Mommy. Who is this present for?" my youngest granddaughter asked, crawling out from behind the tree with a small box wrapped in maroon foil paper that looked remarkably like the dress the store Mrs. Claus wore. Jessica, my daughter-in-law took the package from her daughter and looked at the label.
"It's for Grandpa," she said, handing it back. "Why don't you go take it to him?"
"Here Grandpa!" she said excitedly as she ran to me with the little package.
"Thank you sweetie," I said as I took it from her. I looked at the tag with confusion. It was definitely female handwriting, but it didn't say who it was from. My granddaughter waited patiently for me to open it.
I pulled the little white ribbon from the box and then peeled the paper back, my wife settling on the arm of my recliner so she was nearly touching me with her mostly bare butt. I briefly stopped unwrapping and looked at my wife's lap only a scant foot from my face, the scent of her arousal obvious. She took the wrapping from me as I pulled it from the box, looking to see who it was from as well. I opened the box and inside found a small note and a very small pair of men's bikini briefs, fire engine red.
'Thank you for the gift. Here is one for you until next year!' The note read. 'Jan'
My wife took the note from me and read it silently while I pulled out the tiny underwear. I wondered if they'd even fit they seemed so small.
"Who's Jan?" my wife asked. "And what gift did you give her?"
"I think we should talk about that alone," I answered quietly.
"Really? I'm sitting here half naked, and you want to play games? If you have a girlfriend, all you have to do is say so."
"No. No. Nothing like that," I answered. "Girls, why don't you go play in the dining room," I coaxed my two granddaughters.
"Okay Grandpa!" they both answered, grabbing some of their new toys and heading out of the room.
"Would you believe she's an elf?"
"No. Wanna try again?"
"Well, she is. She's an elf. A hundred year old elf."
"Really? And what does this elf look like?" my wife said with exasperation clear on her face.
"Oh... about four foot two, impish smile, pointed ears, rather petite."
"I see. And I'm supposed to believe this elf would give you a present like this? And what the hell does 'until next year' mean? And what gift did you give her?"
Everyone was looking at me and I thought about Mrs. Claus' words. No way anyone was going to believe me. "She was here with Mrs. Claus," I answered.
"Mrs. Claus Like Santa Claus's wife?"
"That's the one."
"Wait. I know an elf. She was at the mall. But she sure as hell wasn't four foot anything. She was six foot if she was an inch, long legs in green tights, a really short green dress, big boobs and red hair," Jessica said. "She was at the mall with Mrs. Claus when dad took the girls to see Santa!"
"That's what she looks like when Mrs. Claus transforms her. I never did ask why though."
"Right. And this elf. Jan. What kind of a present did you give her?"
I opened my mouth and shut it again. No way was I going to tell my whole family that I fucked an elf under our tree. They'd have me hauled off to the looney bin. "I just helped her out. She took a tumble up on the stage and I just helped her out. There was nothing untoward about it. Just me being my normal helpful self."
"And this?" she asked, reaching into the box and lifting the tiny bikini underwear out that I'd tucked back into it.
"I guess that was her way of thanking me. Must have slipped it into one of our shopping bags when we weren't looking."
"I'll say one thing," Jessica said, "she's got an eye for sexy men's stuff. I wouldn't mind seeing Dad in those."
"JESS!" my son snapped. "Really?"
"Well, you could stand to wear some sexy stuff once in a while too," she answered him. "Maybe I'll get you a pair of those...or two."
"I think he should put them on," Sammy said quickly. "I mean if they were a present from an elf, it'd be sacrilegious to not wear them on Christmas day, right?"
"Good point," my wife said. "I think you should."
I looked around at the girls. "I don't think that's appropriate. I mean, you want me hanging out like that in front of everyone?" I asked my wife.
"Why not? You got me this and I'm wearing it. Not that it covers shit, but I have it on."
"Yeah Dad. Go ahead," Gabby said. "Mom's wearing hers."
"Maybe I should put mine on," Jessica added. "Michael gave me some sexy looking underwear. Maybe I should put them on too."
"In front of everyone?" my son asked his wife.
"Sure. I mean besides you, who's going to notice?"
"DAD!" he replied.
"Well of course HE'S going to notice. That's kind of the point, isn't it?"
"What, to show off for Dad?"
"Well...duh! If he's gonna wear those, it's only fair, right?"
"I'm not standing up here and putting these on in front of everyone," I answered quickly.
"You're right. It'd be a lot more fun to put them on and then come out. Come on," Jessica said as she stood from the chair she was sitting in. She bent over to pick up a box and then straightened up. She walked to my chair and stopped to wait. "Come on. We'll go change in the bathroom and then show it off."
"You want me to come..."
"To the bathroom. Come on Dad. It's not like we're going in there to fuck. Just to change."
"Oh go on Honey. It'll look so sexy when you come back. I bet she even gives you a hard-on. In fact, I hope she does. Those underwear will look a whole lot better trying to cover your hard dick."



"I don't think her giving me a hard-on is quite appropriate either."
"It's her or me," Sammy said. "I'm willing to come strip for you and give you a hard-on just to see how it looks in those."
"So? Come on!" Jessica said again, holding a hand out for me.
"This is a bad idea," I said as I stood up, letting her take my hand and pull me away, my wife tossing me the tiny underwear as she did. She pulled me toward the first floor bathroom.
"Make sure he comes back nice and hard!" My wife called as she pulled me away.
"I will!" she called back loudly before closing the door on us. She turned to look at me with a little grin. "You can't say you never wanted to see me naked," she said quietly as she reached for the hem of the nightgown she had on. It only took her a moment to pull it up, leaving her in just a pair of bikini panties, her big milk filled tits swaying side to side as she tossed the nightgown aside. She reached down and pushed her panties down, letting them slide down her legs and then stepped out of them, leaving her naked. "Mom said you were really into her tits when she was nursing," she whispered as she stepped towards me, reaching for my hands. She pulled the underwear from my hand and dropped it to the floor before grasping my hand again. She pulled both hands to her tits and pressed my palms to her hard nipples. "Go ahead, you can play with 'em. I like having 'em touched."
"Honey. Jess. This is really not appropriate," I whispered, kind of half heartedly. I did indeed think frequently of how her tits would look and feel, getting little glimpses now and then as she occasionally fed her youngest.
"Now, let's see this," she cooed softly, reaching for my pajama pants and pushing them down. I could feel my cock was already rock hard by the time she had me to the bathroom door, and it hadn't done anything to get smaller since. "Ohhhhhhh. Nice," she cooed as she wrapped both hands around my shaft. She slowly stroked her hands along its length, letting one hand slide over the end and draw my leaking precum down around my head as I gently massaged her big soft tits. "God, she must love feeling this inside her. It's so big and hard."
"Who?" I asked in confusion.
"Mom of course. But if you wanna try me on for size, I wouldn't mind."
"I don't think..." I started to protest.
"It's okay. It's just for a second. Not like we're having sex or anything," she whispered, backing up to the sink and lifting her butt onto it. She leaned back and lifted her legs up, spreading them wide as she pulled me towards her. "Just for a second," she whispered as I squeezed her tits, somehow not having thought to let go of them while she was pulling me to the sink.
"Oh damn," I whispered as she rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit.
She pulled on my cock, trying to force me into her depths. When I didn't push into her, she wrapped her heels around me and ground them into my butt cheeks, pulling me towards her, driving me into her hot wet vagina. "Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly. "That feels sooooo damn good in me. I wish I could come around you. Feel myself climax around your hard cock. You wouldn't mind, would you? Making me come around your dick? I mean it's not like we're doing anything wrong. You're just helping me a little. Helping me climax."
"Don't you think that's your husband's job?" I asked as she reached down and started to rub her own clit, her fingers stroking over and around it.
"Yeah, how would that work? Have him come in here while your dick is in me?" she asked breathlessly.
"Not a good idea."
"Uh uh," she agreed. "Now, make me come. Slide it in and out a little until I come." I almost couldn't help myself. In a few moments I found myself sliding slowly in and out of her. "Faster. A little faster," she moaned softly. "God, you feel so fucking big in me. If you didn't still have to have a hard-on I'd make you come too. Make you come deep in me and fill me with your cum."
"Who says I wouldn't still have a hard-on?"
"You would?" she asked, looking up at my face. "Then do it. Make me come and then cum in me. No one will know. It'd be our secret."
"You think no one will know?"
"Well, maybe. But I don't care. I want to feel you fill me up," she moaned as I stroked in and out of her pussy. I moved my hands to tease her nipples, pulling and squeezing them until little sprays of milk shot out, showering my chest and body all the way down to where we were coupled. I could see little trails of milk forming from the droplets on our bodies, sliding down to run down between us, around her pussy and my dick. "Oh God. I'm so close. Make me come. Please make me come."
I released one of her tits and slid my hand down to her pussy, pushing hers away and pressing my thumb against her clit. I rubbed in circles, drawing a gasp and then a low moan from her lips as rubbed it and stroked my cock in and out of her pussy, unable to hold it still any longer. I felt her legs shudder around me before she spread them wider, pushing them out as far as she could. I watched the breast I wasn't holding bounce and roll on her chest as I thrust my dick up into her over and over. "SHIT!" she gasped as she started to climax, her pussy convulsing around my dick. Her whole body started to shudder, and her tits started to spray milk over both of us.
"Oh damn," I grunted, thrusting hard into her as my cock surged a huge gush of cum. I held myself deep in her, feeling my cock flow spurt after spurt into her depths. I felt her pussy slowly relax; my still hard dick held deep in her.
"God Dad, you ARE still hard. Fuck I can feel how big your head still is inside me," she whispered.
"We better get out there before someone comes looking," I said, pulling my dick from her, my cum dripping from my head. I stepped back and she slipped off the sink counter.
"We better damn well take care of that too," she said, dropping to her knees in front of me. Before I could object, she had my dick in her mouth, sucking and licking our combined cum from me. She didn't spend long before she pulled off my cock and bent a little further to find the red underwear. She helped me step into them and then pulled them up. "Nope, you sure as hell aren't going to cover that with this," she said with a giggle. "God, the girls are going to love this view," she said, leaving at least half of my cock sticking up out of the underwear. "Now, your turn," she said, standing back up. I helped her with the panties and then the bra. By the time I had the bra clipped in place, the front of the cups were damp with her milk and the crotch of the panties were clearly wet. "Okay! Ready?"
"No. But I don't have a choice, do I?"
"Nope!" she said with a grin. She opened the door and pulled me back out towards the living room.
"Holy shit!" I heard Gabby gasp.
"Shit Dad. That's a serious tool!" my youngest agreed. "I can see why it took so long. A lot there to work on to get hard."
"You can say that again," Jessica said with a grin.
"Damn Honey. You look pretty fucking hot in those. Especially with your hard-on sticking up like that," my wife said as she pulled me to the recliner she just stood up from. She pulled me to the chair, pushed me back into it and then bent over, pushing her ass out at me. "Good thing this is crotchless!" she giggled girlishly as she reached between her legs for my cock. She pulled on me and aimed me at her pussy before settling down on my lap, my cock sliding deep into her. "Perrrrrrfect," she said softly, leaning back against me, her legs outside of mine so that her pussy with my cock stuffed into it was displayed to everyone. I could see my son staring openly at his mother's crotch. I also couldn't help but notice his hand between his legs, unconsciously rubbing his hard-on through his pj bottoms.
"I think maybe we should go get some clothes on before the girls decide to come back," I said quietly to my wife.
"Do we have to?" she whispered back. "We could go make breakfast like this and then you could just put it back in any time you wanted."
"And the girls?"
She frowned. "Yeah, I suppose this isn't exactly the best thing for them to see. Oh, alright," she finally said. She leaned forward and pulled up off of me, standing up and turning to hold a hand out for me. I stood up and took her hand. I couldn't help but notice Gabby lick her lips as she stared at my exposed cock, glistening with my wife's pussy juices. Mrs. Claus' words came back to me 'every woman in my life would be drawn to have sex with me'.
I followed my wife upstairs, where she made me leave the tiny underwear on and just put a pair of sweatpants on, "just to make it easy to get too," she said. She took off the lace teddy and lay it out on the bed before going to the closet. She came back out after a LONG several minutes, wearing a little dress I hadn't seen in years. The hem was short, barely to the middle of her thighs, and it had a single zipper down the front all the way to the waist. She smiled at me and reached for the zipper, pulling it slowly down. As the material spread, I could see she had forgone a bra, and now the dress was easily spread apart to expose both big soft tits. "Just so you can play if you want," she giggled girlishly. "And feel free to put that big hard dick you still have right here any time you want," she said, lifting the hem of the skirt so I could see she was pantyless. She stepped to me, leaving her tits exposed, and wrapped both arms around my neck. She pulled us together and pressed her lips to mine in a long wet kiss. "Tell me, why did we stop doing this kind of thing?" she whispered, her lips millimeters from mine, practically brushing mine while she spoke.
"I don't know," I answered, my arms around her waist, pulling her body against mine, my hard-on pressing against her mound and stomach.
"Me either, but I think we need to do it a lot more," she said with another giggle. "Promise me something?"
"Sure?"
"While I'm making breakfast, put that hard-on into me at least once. If you can make me come...all the better."
"I'll see what I can do," I answered her before she released her arms from around me. We walked down the stairs hand in hand, headed to the kitchen to start breakfast.
It wasn't a hard breakfast, just bacon, scrambled eggs, toast, and juice. The usual. I was busy squeezing the still mostly frozen orange juice from the container into a pitcher when I felt a set of hands slip around my waist. Those same hands didn't stay still for long, and soon had my sweat-pants sliding down my legs and the tiny red spandex briefs pushed down my thighs. I assumed it was my wife. "You wanna just bend over the counter for me?" I asked, assuming she wanted me to take care of the promise I'd made her in the bedroom.
"Ohhhhh. I'd love to," I heard Sammy whisper. I froze stock still, not at all sure what to do as her hands wrapped around my suddenly hardening dick. "Bend over and let you slide this right into me from behind? Ohhhh yeah. I wouldn't mind that at all."
"Oh shit. Sammy!" I whispered, not at all sure I wanted my wife, only a dozen feet away, to see my daughter with her hands on my cock. I turned around in her arms, pulling her hand from my dick momentarily, only to find her standing, completely naked, in front of me. She grinned and grabbed my dick again, wrapping both hands around it as she leaned towards me, pressing her perky breasts and rock hard nipples into my chest.
"Mmmmmm. That's even better," she whispered as she tried to pull her hips back from me while keeping her tits against my chest, pushing my dick down to aim it at her pussy. "I'm ready if you are."
"I don't think this is what we should be doing!" I hissed, looking over to see if the mama had noticed.
"Should we? Maybe not, but damn I want to," she said as she pressed me down between her legs and then pushed her thighs towards me, sliding her soft pussy along my hard shaft until I could feel her bald mound press to my pubic hair. She started to slowly rock herself, sliding her pussy and clit along my hard shaft. "Mmmmmmmm...I still want it inside me," she whispered. "We could sneak off someplace and do it. Let you slide right into me?"
"No. I don't think so," I said, reaching down to her hips and pushing her back. I couldn't help but look at her sexy young twenty-two year old body and pussy as I stood there, my hard-on poking out at her. Her breasts were maybe a C cup, but firm and round with pinkish areola surrounding two hard protruding nipples that looked like they were begging to be sucked on. It was all I could to not just pick her up and set her on the counter and suck her nipples, daughter or not. "You need to go put something on!" I hissed as she reached for my hands. She twisted back towards me, pulling my hands around her body as she backed up into me. I felt my hard-on nestle between her cheeks as she pulled one of my hands up to her chest and the other down to her pussy. She pressed my fingers between her legs, her warm wet lips flowing her heat into my fingers as she forced my middle finger between her outer lips. As soon as she had done this, she moved my right hand to her left breast, pressing my palm against her hard nipple.
"Ohhhhhh yesssss. Much better!" she cooed softly.
"Jesus Samantha Marie!" my wife swore quietly, using my daughter's full name, never a good sign. "What the fuck are you doing? And you!" she snapped looking up at me. "You really think it's okay to be feeling up your own daughter like this?"
"Wasn't my idea," I answered quickly, knowing that the excuse was lame at best. I moved my hands from my daughter's body and grabbed her hips, pushing her away. My wife's eyes went immediately to my hard exposed dick.
"So what's next? Laying her over the counter and fucking her right here?" my wife snapped.
"Oh Mom. Chill. It wasn't his idea. I pulled his pants down," Sammy said a little angrily. "You think you're the only one that wants to feel his cock? I mean you made one hell of a show of it in the other room and now you're surprised one of us wants a little too? Get real Mom!" Sammy snapped at her mother before storming out of the room.
"And you! I thought you were going to play with MY pussy, and here I find you playing with your daughter. What's got into you?"
"I could ask the same thing," I answered lamely, reaching down to pull my briefs up from my thighs.
"Uh uh. Not hardly," she said stepping over to me. "If you're horny enough to play with your daughter, you can damn well use that thing someplace more appropriate!" she said as she unzipped her dress and shrugged it off her shoulders. She stepped out of it and leaned over the counter next to where I was standing. "I know you've suggested this more than once in the last few years, so here's your chance."
"Here? Now? With everyone in the house?"
She twisted to look at me, a frown on her face. "You have a problem with fucking your own wife? Or was it your daughter you were hoping to bend over like this?"
"No. I wasn't thinking of doing that at all," I said as I stepped the half step to stand behind her. I rubbed my head up and down her slit and then pushed slowly into her, my dick still partly slickened with Sammy's juices.
"Ohhhhhhh yeah. That's it sweetie. Fuck me," she moaned as I pushed into her, feeling my head press against her cervix. "Mmmmmmmm. I should have let you do this a long time ago," she said as I started to slide in and out of her. My body bounced against her bare ass with a gentle slap, slap, slap, my shaft rhythmically sliding in and out of her. "Give it to me harder. Make me come on your hot dick," she moaned as I stroked into her.
"Uh huh," I grunted, picking up my pace to jam my cock faster and harder into her hot vaginal depths. I could feel her body caressing my head, hitting all the right spots as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around me. I could see my wife's arms trembling slightly as I pumped my hips back and forth, my sliding cock already starting to trigger her orgasm.
"That's it sweetie. Make me come," she panted, bent over so her big soft tits were smashed against the counter top. "Sooooo damn good. I want to feel you come in me. Let me feel you come in me like we did way back, when I could feel each squirt into my pussy."
"Uh huh," was all I answered as my own orgasm built.
"I don't know what you're doing different, but you feel so much bigger, so fat and long. Ohhhhhh. It's like when we were young, and you could pound me all day like this. Ohhhhh shit. I'm cooooommmmmiiiing.! She gasped, "Ohhhhhhhh Come with me! Please come with me and let me feel you fill me up while I come."
"Uhhhh," I grunted as my body jerked and jammed my cock hard into her. I could feel my head smashed against her cervix as the first gush of cum pumped deep into her.
"AHHHHHHH! That's it lover! That's it!" she cried as she felt my cock surging shot after shot of cum into her, her whole body trembling and shaking as her pussy squeezed and clenched around my fat shaft.
I stood there panting, my cock still hard inside her as she lay over the counter, her tits pressed to the cold granite, both of us panting hard while my body continued to occasionally twitch a little more, her body slowly stilling with only the occasional shudder racing through her.
She slowly pushed up and then pushed me back, my still hard shaft pulling from her with a slurp. She turned in my arms and rested her ass against the counter. She lifted herself up onto it and then reached down for my still hard, cum slickened cock. She pulled me toward her, guiding me back into her, using her legs around mine to pull me back fully into her. she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me to her until our chests pressed tighter, smashing her hard nipples into my bare chest. She pressed her lips to mine for long seconds, her tongue teasing my lips and then my tongue as I opened my mouth. She broke the kiss after a surprisingly long time, leaving us both breathless.
"I don't know what you're doing or taking or whatever, but whatever it is, I don't want you to stop." She whispered. "I can't remember the last time I was this horny for you or the last time sex felt this good. It started this morning, and it just seems to keep growing inside me, deep down. I want you to just keep fucking me and making me come over and over again," she said with a soft little giggle, letting her hands move from around the back of my neck down to my chest as I pulled back from her slightly. She gently stroked her fingers up and down my chest and stomach, letting them slide all the way down to my dick, stroking my pubic hair and letting her fingers touch my dick where I was still stuck in her. "But I suppose it'll have to wait for more, wont I? We do have a house full of people to feed."
"I suppose it will," I agreed. "At least until after breakfast."
She looked down at me as I stepped back, my hard dick slipping from her and standing up between us, pointing at her face. "Someone's still horny, isn't he?"
"Maybe a little," I agreed, her hands moving down to wrap around me. She slowly stroked my slick dick for several seconds as she slipped off the counter.
"I think more than a little," she whispered as I moved my hands to stroke her tits, which were pushed out towards me as she squeezed her arms together slightly.
"Been a long time since you wanted me this way." I whispered.
"Well, it is Christmas, isn't it? Maybe it's a little present for both of us?"
"In that case, it can be Christmas every day," I said with a smile.
"Maybe it will be," she giggled, her hands stroking up and down my shaft slowly, lubricated by our combined cum.
"Jesus Mom! Put some fucking clothes on! What's with all you women today? You, my wife, Sammy, all trying to be naked in front of Dad!"



"Well, I'm allowed to be naked in front of your father," my wife said without looking at our son. "And as far as your wife, that's between you two. If she wants to run around half naked, that's her business, not mine." I could hear him huff behind me and then he must have turned and walked away. "She did seem to have fun helping you change into this little underwear. I wonder if she was hoping to get a little more than a look?"
"I know she was trying to get a little more than a look."
My wife moved her hands around me and pulled us together again. I moved my hands from her tits to her butt and squeezed her cheeks while she pressed herself against my still hard dick. "Maybe," whispered softly, "you should let her."
"Let her?"
"Yeah, let her play with it a little. I mean I know she had to have touched it to get you hard like that, but maybe she'd want to do a little more."
"Honey, I have no doubt that a little more would lead to something like what we just did."
"That wouldn't be a bad thing, would it? I mean I've seen you look at her wearing those bikinis. You can't tell me that you haven't been trying to peek at her boobs when she was breastfeeding. Must have been kinda fun being naked with her in the bathroom. Getting to see those big tits all full of milk and everything? I'm thinking that you had to have played with them a little. I bet youwouldn't mind at all if they were wrapped around your cock, sliding up and down your shaft, leaking milk all over you. Seems to me that you used to love it when I did that to you."
"I did. But do you remember how that always ended up?"
"Ohhhh. Yes. I haven't forgotten that. Riding up and down on you, my tits bouncing all over and leaking as I came. Seems to me that always made you come extra hard, seeing my tits squirting milk."
"It did. But that was you. I'm not sure she and I should be doing anything of the sort."
"Oh. I don't think it'd go that far. But if she happened to want to wrap those sexy tits around your cock, I don't think I'd mind too much. At least not this once. It is Christmas after all. I'm pretty sure you could find a way to thank her that she'd appreciate," she said with a soft giggle, moving her left hand to pull one of mine off her butt and around between us. She squeezed my hand gently and stroked it while looking up at me. "You were always pretty damn good with your hands."
"I was?"
"You were. Still are too." She grinned before pushing me away. "Now let me get dressed and finish breakfast or we'll NEVER get to eat!"
"Yes ma'am," I said, stepping back. I pulled my briefs back up and then bent over to pull up my sweatpants at the same time she bent to pick up her dress, her ass and pussy pushing out at me. I could see my cum dripping from her lips and a trickle leaking down her leg. The sight was enough to make me want to stand up and push right back into her again. I closed my eyes and shook my head. Somehow, I was getting the feeling that the females in my life wanting to have sex with me wasn't ALL that was happening. Not only were they attracted to me, but I could tell that my desire for them was at least several notches higher than it should be. Don't get me wrong. I'm easily turned on, especially by exposed tits or pussy. I went to a strip club one time and practically creamed my pants watching them up on the stage undressing.
She straightened and stepped into the dress, turning to look at me as I stood with my pants half pulled up, my rock hard cock sticking out of my briefs. "What?"
"Nothing," I answered, "Just enjoying the view."
She grinned and wiggled her butt before pulling the dress up. "Maybe I'll leave this dress on all day. Then you can enjoy the view to your heart's content."
"That would be nice," I agreed, reaching a hand out to slip it under the hem of her skirt, pressing my fingers briefly between her legs. I stroked my finger across her wet pussy several times before pulling my hand back out and pulling my pants the rest of the way up.
She turned around and let me watch her tits as she slowly zipped the dress. "Later you can unzip it again." She grinned. "Now go play and I'll finish breakfast."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, turning to walk out. She slapped my butt playfully as I walked away.
I could hear the little girls playing in the family room and last thing I wanted was to have one of my big girls decide to get amorous in front of them, so I headed instead down to the basement and my shop. There was an old couch downstairs that I frequently used as a refuge to read when the upstairs was too noisy. I flopped onto the sofa and lay down, thinking about the whirlwind the day had been so far. When I woke up, I was convinced it was all a dream, but once my wife put that lace outfit on, one that I know damn well I didn't buy, it confirmed for me that the dream wasn't a dream at all. Mrs. Claus and Jan had certainly done something to me. I wondered, if it was something they hadn't seen in hundreds of years, did they realize just how strong the effect was? She made it sound like it would entice women to want to have sex with me, but it seems like so much more than that. It feels to me like the longer they are around me, the stronger the effect and soon their inhibitions start to fade and they're not only willing, but anxious to get naked for me, no matter who's watching. I could see a plethora of problems when I went back to work, especially if this effect doesn't fade a whole hell of a lot between now and then.
I was laying on the sofa reading when Gabby came down to find me. "Mom said it was time for breakfast," she said quietly as she walked over to me. She stood for a few seconds as I put the bookmark in my book and set it aside. I was about to get up when she sat down on the edge of the sofa, her hip pressing against mine. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure," I answered with a shrug.
"Do you know what's going on?"
"What do you mean?"
She rolled her eyes. "Come on Dad. Mom, Sammy?" she asked, her hand reaching out and resting on my thigh. "I mean I've never seen Mom wear anything like that, let alone in front of us. Then to sit down on your dick like that, with her legs spread so we could all see. It was almost like she was proud of it," she said quietly as she began to rub my thigh. "Then Sammy running around naked."
"I have to admit it's all pretty strange."
"No, strange doesn't even cover it," she said as she let her rubbing hand move closer to my dick. "I have this urge. This feeling that I want to touch you. I want to take my clothes off for you and sit on your dick. I know it's not right. I'm your daughter. But that doesn't change the fact that I feel it. In fact, the longer I sit here, the more insistent that feeling becomes," she said as her hand moved to rub across my sweatpants covered flaccid dick.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," I answered her.
"Try me," she whispered, shifting so she could pull the front of my pants down with one hand and wrap her other hand around my dick.
"Ohhhhh. Don't do that," I groaned softly, feeling my cock growing within her grasp.
"But I WANT to. I want to see you get hard and I want to put it into me and feel you fucking me. But at the same time, I don't. I mean I know it's not right, but I want it so bad. My pussy is tingling and feels sopping wet."
"It is?"
"Oh yeah," she said, letting go of my pants for a moment. She stood up and pulled her pants down along with her panties. She pushed them all the way to her ankles and then sat back down again, spreading her legs as much as she could while reaching back to hold my pants down and stroke my growing cock. "Go ahead. Feel me."
I couldn't really stop myself. I reached my left hand over and slipped it between her legs, letting my fingers stroke up and down her protruding inner labia. I worked my fingers gently between her lips, stroking my middle and pointer fingers up and down along her pubic bone, letting the tip of my middle finger push into her entrance at one end of my stroke and my pointer finger stroke across her hard clit at the other end.
"Oh God, that feels so good," she moaned softly. "See what I mean. I can't help it. I want to feel your cock in me and it's making my pussy so excited it's leaking. I never get that excited, even when I'm playing with my boyfriend."
"I understand what you mean. I want you to just take your pants off and sit on me, just push yourself down my shaft until I'm buried inside you. But you're my daughter. We shouldn't do that kind of thing."
"I know," she said, letting go of my dick. She reached down and pulled her pants and underwear off one leg and then stood up. She stepped over me on the sofa, reaching down for my cock. She held it up, pointing it at her pussy as she lowered herself. She closed her eyes as her pussy lips touched my head and then continued to lower herself down, slowly sliding her incredibly wet pussy down my shaft. "Oh God, it feels so good," she moaned softly. "I'm just going to sit here and let you play with my clit, okay? I mean, that isn't exactly fucking then, is it?"
"I don't think so," I groaned, moving one hand to her pussy and the other to her chest. I gripped and squeezed one of her tits through her shirt while I started to rub her clit with my finger.
"Oh yeah. That's good. That's real good," she groaned, her hips starting to rock slightly as I stroked my finger up and down her slit. "I'm so turned on I don't think it'll take much to make me come. Just keep doing that."
"Uh huh," I agreed, feeling her hips moving a little harder, making my rock hard shaft move around inside her slightly. I could feel myself swelling inside her as my own excitement grew. She moved her hands to her shirt and pulled the bottom up, pulling it and her bra up to expose her tits to me. "Oh damn. You have very nice looking boobs," I groaned.
"Thank you Daddy," she whispered. "You have a really nice feeling dick." I continued to stroke my finger on her clit, rubbing up and down over it while she rocked her hips, trying hard to hold me inside her without stroking up and down on me. It wasn't really going to matter though. I could already feel my orgasm growing beyond the point of no return. It was going to take almost nothing to send me over the edge. That something came moments later when her own orgasm started to wash over her. "Oh fuck!" she squeaked softly. "I'm coming!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, feeling her pussy clench around me. As hard as she was trying to not do it, she lifted and dropped only an inch or so on my dick, pulling up off me slightly and then dropping down hard again, jamming my cock hard into her cervix.
"OH!" she gasped at the sensation. She did it again, lifting and jamming herself down while her legs trembled, and her orgasm raced through her body. Up and down again, and yet again, her pussy leaking copiously around my rock hard cock. Up and down, a little further, dropping her ass on me a little harder.
"AHHHH!" I gasped as that little bit required was suddenly there. I closed my eyes as my body spasmed, trying to jam me deeper into her, if that were even possible. I looked at her face and saw her gasp and shape an 'OH' with her mouth as my cock surged a gush of cum up into her. Time and again my body pumped my hot load into her, her own body responding by squeezing my dick even tighter. Her whole body trembled and shuddered for long seconds before she slowly stilled.
"Oh shit. We did, didn't we?" she whispered, looking down at me. "I knew we shouldn't, but I wanted it so bad. I don't understand why, but I really wanted to feel you do that."
"I think I better put my clothes back on and we better get up for breakfast, before Mom gets the idea we're doing something down here we shouldn't be."
"You mean like this?"
"Yeah," she said with a wry face as she stood up. Her pussy was dripping my cum as she worked to get her foot back into her pants. I saw her tits, larger and softer than Sammy's, hanging down and swinging around, still exposed, making my cock twitch again. I reached out and cupped the closest one, gently squeezing it and feeling her hard nipple in my palm. "Damn Dad. Don't get me started again please."
"Okay," I agreed as she pulled up her pants. She straightened and pulled her bra in place and then her shirt down before holding a hand out for me.
"Come on Dad. We better..."
"Yeah," I agreed, cutting her off.
"You said you knew why, but I wouldn't believe it?"
"Yeah."
"Tell me later? I'm not sure I could process it right now. I'm just struggling not to take my clothes off again."
"Later," I agreed, following her across the basement and up the steps. When we got to the dining room, everyone else was already seated and eating. I saw bacon and sausage, eggs, and pancakes and of course, juice and milk. I was glad to see that Sammy and Jessica were both dressed, but both seemed to have left one important part off, namely bras. Sammy's shirt was nearly see through as well. Jessica's shirt was opaque enough, normally, but her nipples were leaking, and the milk was making the light green material cling to her nipples like a second skin. The sight of both their tits wiggling around had my deflating cock racing once again towards hardness.
I took my seat at the head of the table, my usual place. Jessica was sitting in the first seat on the left side of the table, and my wife the first seat on the right, the zipper of her dress half way down so I could see a good part of her breasts showing. I had to ask both to pass things, and I couldn't really decide which set of tits I was more attracted to, my wife's bare breasts, or Jessica's milky tits. Yeah, there was no doubt that Jan's pussy juice had not only made women want to have sex with me, it made me much more accepting. The longer I sat there, the more I wanted Jessica to take her shirt off and show me her tits. More than just show them to me. I wanted her to let me suck on them. It was no surprise when I felt her knee pressing against mine, and then her hand stroking my knee. I could feel her fingers trying to work up my thigh, without anyone noticing, which was clearly going to be difficult. I reached under the table with my left hand and closed it over hers, stilling her hand and keeping her from going any further.
When I was done eating, most everyone had already finished and left. Jessica and my wife both stayed, the three of us chatting about underwear of all things such as what kind they preferred to wear, what bra size they were now, things like that. There was no way my dick was EVER going to go down if they kept that conversation up. I finally excused myself and headed down to my shop, the family room TV showing some kind of animated Christmas show.
"There you are," my wife said some time later as she walked into my shop.
"Yeah. Thought this would be a safe place to hide."
"Why would you want to hide?" she asked as she stepped over to me. She grinned and unzipped her dress, letting it drop and then stepping from it. She reached down and tugged on my pants, getting me to lift enough to pull them down. She worked them down my legs and tossed my slippers aside as she pulled them off my feet. She did the same with my underwear, the tiny red slip of bikini underwear that started all this. "Now, we're both naked. All that talk about tits, I thought you might want to play with mine. As much as I know you'd like to have me sit on you again, to be honest, my pussy feels like its got an Indian burn. So if you don't mind..." she said softly, stepping to me and swinging one leg over me. "I'll just sit on you and not put you inside, okay?"
"Sure," I answered as she lowered herself down, trapping my dick between her pussy and my body. She leaned towards me, aiming one of her big soft tits at my mouth. I opened my mouth and accepted her offering, closing my lips around her areola and sucking it, my tongue teasing her nipple.
"Oh yesssss," she purred as she started to rock her hips, working to keep her breast in my mouth as she did. Her pussy slid along my shaft, my head disappearing in between her lips with each stroke. I saw a slight movement out of the corner of my eye.
My wife couldn't see her, but Jessica had stepped into the shop, standing back behind my wife so she couldn't see. She stood watching us, one hand squeezing a breast through the green shirt, the other pressing against her shorts covered crotch.
"Oh fuck, I love feeling my clit sliding on you," my wife moaned softly, her eyes closed, enjoying the feeling of her pussy grinding on my dick and my mouth on her breast.
I watched Jessica lick her lips and then start to undress, pulling off her shirt first, exposing her bare tits. She pushed her shorts down and then the small bikini panties she had on under, leaving her in nothing but a small pair of canvas sneakers. Her hand moved back to her crotch, her fingers now sliding between her pussy lips, stroking herself in time with my wife's strokes along my shaft. Her other hand moved to one breast, squeezing and kneading it, making it periodically spray tiny streams of milk towards us.
"I'm going to come," my wife whispered as she started to tremble. "Oh damn. I'm going to come." She leaned a little further, forcing her clit against my hard shaft as she slowly rocked her hips, pushing her along my shaft and over my engorged head. She started to shudder and I could feel the wetness of her pussy leaking around my shaft as she moaned and trembled. "Ohhhhhhhh damn," she breathed after nearly a minute of her climax. She lifted her chest from my face and looked down at me panting. "God, why do I wanna keep having sex with you?"
"I don't know," I lied.
She must have heard Jessica moan and turned to look and saw her behind. I thought she'd be angry, but instead she climbed off me and stepped to Jessica. She pulled her over towards me. "If you want, he'll suck your breasts," my wife whispered, coaxing her to kneel next to the sofa.
"You really don't mind?"
"It's not like you're having sex with him. And he does love milk filled breasts."
She looked back at me and then lifted one of her breasts in her hand, leaning towards me. She leaned over me and fed me her right breast, allowing me to close my lips around it and suck and tease it. I was rewarded with a stream of sweet breast milk, and a moan. She stayed kneeling for long minutes while I sucked one and then the other of her breasts, her own hand between her legs. She stood and climbed over me, though not the way I would have expected. She knelt over me on hands and knees, her face over my hard-on and her pussy aimed at my face. She backed her pussy towards my face while she moved her chest, making her hanging tits drag along and brush across my hard cock. I could feel a warm wetness as she squeezed some milk from her breast onto my dick.
I reached up to her hips and pulled her down towards me, pulling her pussy to my face. I spread her copious inner labia apart with my tongue and teased it up and down her slit. I stopped momentarily when I felt a different warmth surround my head. Her mouth stroked up and down my shaft slowly, her tongue teasing around my engorged head while I licked and teased her clit. Her juices flowed over my chin and down my neck as I coaxed her climax closer and closer, her fingers having already gotten the job more than started.
"I'm going to come," I warned, pulling my face from her pussy for a few moments before going back to teasing her clit. In way of a response, she seemed to suck harder, her face bouncing up and down more quickly.
I reached down her body and cupped both hanging tits, squeezing and playing with them, feeling little trickles of milk oozing from them as her body started to tremble. She shifted her weight and wrapped a hand around my cock, sliding it up and down my shaft along with her mouth. I knew I was moments from climaxing again but couldn't bring myself to pull from her pussy long enough to even utter another warning.



My body bucked hard, and I could feel a surge of cum race up and out of my engorged head. Jessica choked slightly and then wrapped her lips around me again in time to catch the next surge of cum. I lay below her, staring at her sexy pussy, my body spasming as I pumped at least half a dozen shots into her mouth. I wondered just where all this cum was coming from. I'd never had this much sex at any time. In fact, I'd never come more than twice at once, let alone as many times as I'd come since last night, and the amount of cum I was producing seemed to be every bit as much as if I'd gone weeks without sex.
She lowered herself down on me, her pussy still in my face, her head resting on my thigh as she gently kissed and licked my softening cock. "Such as sexy cock," she whispered. I felt the sofa move, but was unable to see who was on it, Jessica's legs on both sides of my head and her pussy inches from my face.
"It is, isn't it?" I heard Gabby whisper before I felt another set of lips kissing my shaft. "Ohhhhhh. Look at that," she whispered as I felt my cock once again starting to grow in whoever's hand it was in.
"Yeah. I know," Jessica whispered. "Do you think he'd let me?"
"I don't see why not," Gabby answered her.
"Just for a second. Just to see how it fits."
"Just the head?" Gabby giggled. "Can you really make that work?"
"I think I can," she whispered back. "But if I can't, I suppose it wouldn't hurt anything if he slid it in a little further, right?"
"Just a little further?" Gabby asked.
"Okay. All the way in," Jessica groaned.
"I'm sure he wouldn't mind," Gabby said as Jessica started to shift her position. She lifted off of me and crawled down my body, stopping when her pussy was over my pelvis. Gabby stood my dick on end and rubbed the head around Jessica's soft pussy lips. "Just the head now."
"Uh huh. Just the head," Jessica said breathlessly as she pressed herself down on my once again engorged mushroom head. "Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," she groaned as she pushed herself down on me several inches. She held herself there for a moment and then pushed further. "God, it feels almost bigger than before."
"Before?" Gabby asked.
"Well, I kinda tried it when we went to change, you know, to put those little underwear on?"
"Oh, I know exactly when you mean. You mean you did this then?"
"Uh huh," Jessica moaned as she started to lift and lower her butt, stroking her pussy on and off my shaft. "Oh shit. Ohhhhhh shit, shit, shit," she gasped as she moved faster. "He's gonna make me come again. Ohhhhhhhhh Shit."
"Somehow this isn't trying it on for size. I'm guessing it wasn't then either?" Gabby asked her sister-in-law.
"Ummmmm. Not exactly," she panted. "Oh God. OHHHHH SHIT!" she squeaked as her body started to shudder and tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around me as she climaxed, or more likely, just renewed her previous climax.
"Okay Honey. You better get off his cock and get dressed before my brother comes down and finds you on his dad's dick."
"Yeah," she agreed, moving off my dick, letting it pull from her and slap my stomach wetly. She climbed from the sofa awkwardly, her body apparently not quite done. She bent over to pick up her underwear, her ass and pussy pushing out at me. I could see her gaping pussy, leaking her juices down her leg and her pink depths still spasming. She stayed bent over for long seconds before she started to step into the panties and then pull them up.
Gabby crawled up my body, wearing the same dress she had on at breakfast. She moved up my body until her face was even with mine. I felt her pull her skirt up her body until I could feel her bare skin against my dick. With a grin she slid forward more, her tits nearly in my face before she arched her back down and pressed back, forcing my cock into her apparently uncovered pussy. "Just the tip. To see how big it feels," she said softly with an impish grin, looking down at my eyes. I felt my head spread her lips and then start to push into her. She closed her eyes for a moment and breathed deeply as she pressed back, forcing my head and about an inch of my shaft into her wet pussy. "Oh God it feels so big in me," she whispered, holding herself there for a moment. She opened her eyes and reached behind herself, pulling her skirt down as far as she could, as if that would keep someone from realizing exactly what she was doing. "I don't feel like I can get enough of it. I just want it inside me, stroking over and over and over."
"Yeah?" I asked quietly, trying hard not to hump my hips up and push deeper into her, which at that moment was what I really wanted to do.
"Oh yeah. I've fucked a few cocks, but I have to admit, yours...well, yours is probably the biggest."
"I see," I groaned softly, lifting my hips up to push into her. She lay on me, letting my dick slide slowly deeper into her, letting out a long deep breath as I sunk further. She pushed herself back slightly, driving herself down on my cock until I could feel the base of my cock press against her pussy.
"Oh my God," she breathed softly, opening her eyes to look down at me again after a few seconds. "I know we aren't supposed to be doing this, but...oh God, it feels so good." She started to slowly rock her hips, very slowly, teasingly slowly. "So, you said why. You said you knew why everyone, including me, wants to have sex with you."
"I did, didn't I?" I groaned softly as she moved my dick only an inch or two at a time in and out of her hot wet depths.
"So, you going to tell me?"
"You won't believe me," I whispered.
She chuckled softly. "That coming from a man that just finished fucking his daughter-in-law, apparently for the second time today, and is currently fucking his daughter, also for the second time. No, at the moment I think I'd believe anything."
"It was Mrs. Claus and her elf friend having sex with me under the tree," I whispered.
She stopped moving and looked down at me with furrowed brow. "Okay. Now that I wouldn't believe."
"Well, it's true. I took the kids to see Santa the other day. Mrs. Claus was there helping Santa and a really sexy looking elf was too." I breathed quietly, her hips going back to moving up and down slightly.
"Go on. Mrs. Claus, sexy elf?"
"So I was waiting in line and thinking that I'd love to see that elf under my tree. You know the kind of man think."
"Yeah, I'm sure it was naked and ready?"
"Yeah. It was. Well, I started to think about your mom, and how good she'd look in this little red outfit I saw online... actually THAT little red outfit she got this morning. How good she'd look under the tree in that. I wished I could have that. Have her want that again."
"Again?"
"We weren't always relegated to the bedroom you know. There was a time when we were younger that we DID have sex under our Christmas tree."
"Somehow, I can see you wanting that, but not Mom going along with it," she said, her hips still moving slightly. I could see the flush of her face growing pinker as she continued to tease us both. "So, sex under the tree...got it."
"The elf kinda slipped and fell. Like she fell off her high heels. For a second, I started to think how silly it looked and that she must not have much experience wearing high heels that tall. Well, then I realized she was hurt, so I did what I do. I helped her up onto a chair and checked to see if she was really okay. She was. Just a twisted ankle."
"And how does that end up with sex under our tree?"
"I heard a noise last night and went down to figure out who was sneaking looks at the packages and there she was, the Mrs. Claus from the mall and a little short elf."
"You mean the real Mrs. Claus? Like in Santa's wife?"
"I was as surprised as you are. Yeah, she's real. She had her best friend elf with her and when she waved her hand, the elf transformed into the sexy six foot tall redhead from the mall. Next thing I know, Mrs. Claus is waving her hand and they're both naked, telling me that if I have sex with them, my Christmas wish would come true."
"Dad. You really want me to believe you had sex with Mrs. Claus and an elf?"
"It's true."
"Fine. If it's true, then that still doesn't explain why I'm having sex with you. Or why Mom put on that red thing and showed off like that... wait. Mom put on a red outfit..."
"That I did NOT buy for her."
"And showed off like that. That wasn't Mom. She'd never do that."
"No, she wouldn't," I agreed.
"But she did. We all saw it."
"We did."
"And Jan? The elf?"
"The elf," I nodded.
"So it is true? You had sex with Mrs. Claus under the tree?"
"And with Jan. While Mrs. Claus was riding me, not unlike you're doing now, I was giving Jan a climax with my mouth. Apparently if a man tastes the cum of a virgin elf and then shares a climax the other way, it casts a spell that women are irresistibly attracted to him."
"And you...licked her to climax and then fucked her to climax?"
"Along with doing Mrs. Claus twice."
"Jesus Dad. That's kinda a wacky story. I mean first off, we don't believe in Santa any more..."
"We didn't."
"...And second, I'm supposed to believe that you fucked his wife?"
"All I can say is look at what your Mom did. Look at what Sammy has been trying to do and what Jessica has done, twice now. Not to mention what you're doing now."
She stopped moving and pushed herself up so she could look down her body. "Jesus. I'm fucking my own father," she breathed softly. She looked back down at me, and I saw a pained look on her face. "Jesus Dad. What are we doing?"
"What you wanted to do," I answered.
She pulled off my dick and climbed off the sofa. "That was the most ridiculous story I've ever heard," she said with a scowl before she turned and walked off towards the basement stairs.
I got up and pulled my pants up from my ankles and then lay back down and closed my eyes. She was right. It sounded completely ridiculous.
I was getting thirsty and headed upstairs to get a drink. The family was sitting around the living room and family room, either talking or watching the girls play with their toys. I walked to the kitchen and filled a cup with ice before pouring soda in it from a 2 liter bottle. I was about to walk out with my cup when Sammy walked in. "You been hiding from me Daddy?" she asked with a fake pout.
"Not at all," I lied as she stepped up to me and pressed her body to mine, squeezing her tits to my chest and her pelvis to mine. With her arms wrapped around me, she reached down and slid her hands into the sweatpants and squeezed my butt cheeks.
"Really? I think you have. I think you don't want me to be close to you."
"Why would I want that?" I asked quietly, looking past her towards the other room to see who could see us.
"Because..." she whispered, "I wanna fuck you." Her hands pushed my sweatpants down and then pushed the red underwear down my thighs, exposing my cock and leaving me naked except for the bunched up red briefs around my thighs and the sweatpants pooled around my ankles. "I don't have any underwear on. So all you have to do is slide it right into me," she whispered, grinding herself against my now exposed cock. "How about it? Just a little bit? Just for a second?"
"Honey. We shouldn't," I said as she reached down and pulled her skirt up. She pulled it up her body until the dress slid high enough to expose her perky little tits. Then she pressed her tits to my bare chest and let go of her dress, her squeezed tits holding it up, so we were basically naked. She grinned up at me and reached down to find my quickly growing cock.
"Someone wants toooooo," she cooed softly, grasping my dick and moving it between her legs. I could feel myself hardening, my growing member pushing between her thighs, her hot wet pussy pressed against the top of my shaft. "Oh yeah. Someone really wants to," she cooed again, reaching under her butt from behind and finding my dick with her fingertips. She pressed me up against her pussy and rocked her hips, sliding her pussy along the end of my shaft, my head slipping between her lips with each stroke. "Oh yeah. Definitely wants to get into my naughty little cunt," she whispered. "Do you like it when I talk dirty? Do you wanna fuck my hot little cunt while I talk dirty to you? Tell you how good your big fat prick feels inside me? OHHHHHHHH YESSSSSS!" she hissed as she arched her back and pushed up with her fingers, forcing my cock into the soft tight confines of her vagina. "Oh my God yes," she groaned as she started to rock her hips, pushing herself on and off the last few inches of my dick. Her thighs slapped gently into mine with each short stroke.
"We shouldn't..."
"Shhhhhh," she said, pressing a finger to my lips. "You want to. I know you do. I want to too. I wanna feel your cock pumping cum into me. I want to feel you cum in my little pussy," she whispered, rocking more urgently. I could feel her hard clit grinding along the top of my cock, her breathing quickly growing ragged as she worked us both towards that end. She pulled back and her dress slid down her front again. Without thinking, I reached down and pulled it up, once again exposing her little tits. "You like seeing my tits? Seeing my sexy little body fucking you? God, it feels so good inside me. I'm going to come on you. I'm going to come so hard on your fucking cock," she moaned, closing her eyes and continuing to stroke on and off my dick.
"Oh shit," I grunted as the sensations of her very tight pussy pushed me over the edge. I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her towards me, thrusting up into her as far as I could go just as the first surge of my cum pushed into her.
"YES!" she gasped as her body started to tremble and shudder. My cock pumped cum into her over and over, not subsiding until her own climax seemed to start to fade. "Ohhhhhhh fuck Daddy! That was sooooo good!"
"What was so good?" my wife asked as she walked into the kitchen.
"Feeling Daddy come in me," she answered before I could say anything.
"Scott!? Your own daughter? Seriously?" my wife said, looking daggers at me.
"Oh chill Mom. I made him do it. Actually, I didn't. I just didn't give him a chance to say no," she giggled. "After watching you fuck him in the living room this morning, can you blame me? I mean he looked soooooo big and fat when you sat down on him. I just wanted to feel it too. It was SOOOOOOO good!"
"I don't think this is helping," I said to Sammy.
"No. It's not," my wife said, anger gone from her voice. Her face was red, but not from anger, but from embarrassment. "I can't believe I did that either. I mean, I've never done anything..."
"Chill Mom. I didn't mind," Sammy said as she pulled back from me, her dress falling down to cover her tits and bare pussy, leaving me with a mostly hard dick dripping cum on the kitchen floor. She looked down at my slick cock and grinned. "Want me to clean that up for you? I will!" she said, reaching down and wrapping her hand around it. "I'll be happy to suck every little bit of cum from you."
"Thanks, but I think that's enough for now," I said softly. I turned her around and smacked her ass. "Go on. Get out of here."
She lifted the back of her skirt, showing me her bare butt cheeks. "Try that again!"
I reached out and smacked her bare ass this time, leaving a little bit of red on her cheek. She squeaked and then took off running, well sort of running, leaving me with my pants around my ankles.
"Scott!? What the hell is happening to us? Me flashing all my children and you fucking all the girls. What's going on?"
I bent and pulled up my pants and then stepped to her. Holding my pants around my thighs, as far as I could get them with my briefs down there, I stepped to her and wrapped an arm around her. I pulled her to me and kissed her. "You really wanna know?" I asked in a whisper.
"Yes. I do."
"You won't believe me."
"Maybe I will."
I let go of my pants and reached down and pushed the pants she's changed into, down. I lifted her onto the counter and then pulled her pants the rest of the way off. It only took a moment to push her shirt up and make her naked where she sat. I stepped between her legs and rubbed my head up and down her slit. I pushed into her, not all the way, but far enough, just like I had earlier that morning. I moved my arms to keep her from backing away from me, my hands stroking up and down her back. "It's a long story," I whispered.
"So, tell me." She groaned softly, letting herself fall down the rabbit hole of the sensations of our coupling.
I spent the next few minutes telling her the whole story, right down to how having oral sex with Jan and then climaxing together set this elfin spell in motion.
"A whole year?" she asked in a whipser as I slowly moved my cock in and out of her.
"That's what she said."
"And I'm supposed to believe this fantastic story?"
"I think you need to look at the evidence."
"Damn. I stopped believing in Santa when I was ten."
"Yeah, me too," I whispered. "You know that red outfit?"
"Uh huh."
"I didn't buy it for you. I never would have. You wouldn't wear it so why waste the money."
"But it was under the tree."
"And it was EXACTLY the one that I was picturing you in at the mall."
"So barring that we've all been infected with something, or are having a mass episode or something, I'm supposed to believe that Mrs. Claus did this?"
"Only part of it. Jan did the rest. It was her cum that made this all happen."
"Why on earth would you agree to have sex with two strange women?"
I chuckled. "Must have been the cookie."
"The cookie?"
"Mrs. Claus gave me a cookie. Just a little one. She said it would make my dream come true. The one about you under the tree. That was the Christmas wish I really had. The one I wanted more than anything. You like we used to be, having sex under the tree Christmas morning, playing when we felt like it, enjoying sex like we used to. I just never imagined that making that dream come true meant having sex with a myth and an elf."
She was silent for long seconds, sitting on the counter, my dick in her, noe just sitting there, hard as a rock. "All women? What about our neighbors or people at work and things?"
"She said all women. I'll just have to figure out how to hold them off."
"For a whole year? Like that'll happen," she said before sitting quietly again. "Couldn't you have just asked for a stripper or something? Me under the tree in that outfit? Really?"
"I've always loved how you looked and yeah, I like the idea of seeing you in stuff like that. So I guess in a way I did ask for a stripper. Just a very special one."
My wife shook her head and leaned towards me, resting her forehead on mine. "My God. Every woman for a year wanting to get into your pants."
"Unless I make the wish again next Christmas. Jan said she'd come back and do it with me again to renew it for another year!"
My wife straightened and then slapped me hard on the shoulder with an audible smack. "THAT is NOT happening Mister! It's going to be hard enough for me to deal with every woman you get near wanting to get into your pants."
"Guess you'll just have to work to keep my attention."
"Oh yeah? How do I do that?"
"You're doing a pretty good job right now," I said, giving her a few long strokes of my dick.
She chuckled. "I think people might object to me running around naked all the time."
"There's other things besides naked."
"Let me guess. Sexy outfits? Kinky little lingerie?"
"Have to admit, it's a lot more fun when it's wrapped," I said with a smile.
"What about when I'm not around? How do I keep your pecker for me and not someone else?"
I frowned a little. "I wish I had a good answer. I'd love to say that I wouldn't, but what I've already learned is that it isn't one-sided. It's not just the women that want me. If I find them even the slightest bit attractive...well, it makes me want them as well. Even when I knew I shouldn't be doing it, I was fucking Sammy and Jessica. So I can't say I won't because I suspect I won't be able to help myself."



She took a deep breath and sighed. "But it doesn't affect your hard-on, so it's not like I'm not going to be satisfied any time I ask."
"That's true."
"Well. I know I'm going to regret this... Just don't tell me. If you're going get it on with someone else, I just don't want to know. We'll just let that part be your gift from me. For the next year anyway. You do what you're drawn to do and hopefully when the year is up, it'll be over."
"Not what you signed up for when we got married."
She laughed. "Honey, there are a LOT of things I didn't know I was signing up for. I guess maybe it's partly my fault. If I'd have been a little more receptive to your advances, wearing some of that sexy stuff you've bought over the years, being more playful, being a bit more sexual, then you wouldn't have been looking at a hundred plus year old elf and thinking about fucking her under the Christmas tree."
"I suppose," I agreed.
She frowned at me. "You could have at least TRIED to object a little," she said with a shake of her head, getting a little shrug from me.
"Okay. So what now?"
"Depends." I answered.
"On what?"
I stroked my still hard dick in and out of her a few times. "On if you want me to finish this or save it for later?"
She laughed. "My pussy is so worn out I'm practically walking bow legged. No, as much as I want it right now, I think I need to save it for later. Maybe I'll go find that red thing and wear it to tease you a bit just so you know who's be you sleep in at night. Hopefully after a while my pussy should be able to take you again."
"You got it," I said, leaning to her and kissing her lips. The short kiss turned into a long kiss and then a longer kiss and then the two of us kissing and sucking each other's lips while I teased her clit with my finger. I held my dick still inside her, resisting the urge to stroke in and out of her as I stroked her hard little nub. We continued to kiss, her soft moans drowned in my mouth as her hips started to rock, her excitement growing for yet another climax. "Oh fuck." She grunted, breaking the kiss suddenly. I watched her gasp for breath as her pussy squeezed and clenched, her whole body occasionally spasming as I slowed my finger and let her climax fade away.
"Just so you know I still care." I whispered.
"Oh God Honey. I know you care," she whispered back as she panted for breath. "I love you so much. We'll get through this. I know we will. And next year, Christmas will be normal again."
"Personally, I'm not sure I want you normal again. I kinda like having you horny for me like this. That was kinda what my wish was about."
"Well. I can't do anything about it this year, but maybe next Christmas I can make a wish."
"Yeah? What kind of wish?"
"To have this thing...this attraction...this spell, stay, but just between you and me?"
"That sounds like a wonderful wish," I answered with a grin as we hugged tightly. Yeah it was going to be one hell of an interesting year.
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It was a fantastic day! There was no wind, and while the temperature was a crisp twenty-nine degrees, it didn't feel like it with the sun shining, especially the way it made the new fallen snow glisten. My wife and I happily shoveled the drive together, enjoying the first truly white Christmas in several years. It was the twenty-fourth, and we were enjoying the holiday season, getting ready for the kids and grandkids to show up for the big holiday gathering. The tree was long since up, as well as the lights strung over the house and around the yard. The packages were wrapped and under the tree. Our chores were done with hours to spare, so we felt pretty good taking a short break after shoveling to have, of all things, a snowball fight.
We might have been married for thirty years, but we still knew how to have fun with each other like kids, and a good packing snow was nothing to shy away from.
Snowballs flew back and forth, both of us laughing like the kids we felt like. I couldn't think of a better way to spend the day! I threw a snowball that impacted right on my wife's cute ass as she was bent over packing another to throw at me. She squealed loudly as I ducked around the corner of the garage. I scooped up more snow and carefully packed another ball, waiting for her to come around the corner chasing me. I waited...and waited. Finally I peeked around the corner of the garage, expecting to get a face full of snow. To my horror, I saw my wife on her knees, her hands pressed to her chest, a grimace that looked to be a mixture of pain and surprise on her face as she looked up at me. She slowly toppled over into the snowbank she was kneeling in, laying motionless.
It took me a few moments to realize that she wasn't playing, trying to draw me out so she could plaster me with another snow ball. It was something she had playfully done once before. No, this time was different. I raced to her side and knelt in the snow, reaching her as her eyes fluttered a few times and then closed.
It turned out to be the worst Christmas of my life. A sudden Myocardial infarction they said. No real reason, her heart just decided to stop, they told me. Probably a small nerve problem they hadn't found, but any hope of revival was lost when the ambulance, due to the previous night's snow, took more than forty-five minutes to get there. I did my best to give her CPR. But in the end, she was just as gone as if I hadn't.
Christmas had never been the same since. I tried my best to put on a smile and celebrate, for the sake of the kids and grandkids. The little ones didn't deserve to have Christmas ruined for the rest of their lives.
Each year I got out the tree and put it up, but inside...well inside was hollow. This was the fourth time I'd gone through the ritual without her. It was still two days until Christmas. I had the shopping done, but it just wasn't the same. I still had some wrapping to do, but some of the larger packages had eaten up all the paper I had left. I wasn't about to let my granddaughter have an unwrapped box. My wife would roll over in her grave at such a slight. So off to the store I went at a rather late ten thirty at night.
I wasn't worried about getting there, even though it was snowing heavily. My four wheel drive Silverado pickup truck would go through darn near anything. The cold didn't bother me that much, I'd just put on another layer. No, what did bother me was that four years before, my wife would have been riding with me, laughing and cracking jokes about the few idiot drivers trying to make a go of it in the fresh snow with little front wheel drive squash box cars. Yeah, she would have enjoyed seeing the number of cars stuck in the parking lots as I drove into town.
This close to Christmas I expected Walmart to be a bit busier. I wasn't the only car in the lot, but I could count them without having to take my socks and shoes off. I walked in, got my paper, headed out into the snow, and headed home, toasty warm in the cab as the snow blew across the road in front of me.
The roads were, predictably, worse the farther from town I got. I turned onto the gravel road that was a shortcut to our house, went down the hill, barely even able to see the low-water bridge at the bottom through the blowing snow.
Now, I'm from the great north. You know, where the snow starts in October, and you don't see the grass again until March or April. So for me, what they were calling a blizzard was, well, just a heavy snow flurry. It didn't surprise me that people here had trouble with the snow, it just didn't snow and stick like that. If there was snow on the ground for a whole day, it was newsworthy.
I eased down the hill, expecting to have a few slips and slides, even in my four wheel drive, as I hit the washboard section near the base of the hill. I was more than ready for it. What I wasn't ready for was finding a car crossways, half on and half off the road, on the low-water bridge. I grabbed all the brakes that I could in these conditions and slid to a stop less than two feet from the ill-fated vehicle. I could easily go around it, but the good Samaritan in me said to stop and check to see if they needed help. I pulled my coat tight, zipped it, pulled my hat down low to brace against the wind and stepped out, making my way to the car, which I could now see was teetering on the edge of the concrete bridge. It wasn't like it would fall far, the water was only two feet below the edge of the bridge, and the pool of water, only three or so feet deep. Enough to make a mess of a car, but not enough to be overly dangerous, unless of course you decided to go for a midnight swim in the fifteen degree wind.
"Holy shit!" I muttered to myself as I stepped around the car and found the mostly frozen form of a young woman. The water that clearly soaked her clothing was starting to freeze her into a block of ice. She had to have fallen into the water and pulled herself up and out, only to sit and freeze. I reached down and was surprised to see her look up, her face ashen and her trembling lips blue.
"hhhhhhelpppppp mmmmmmmeeeeee?" she stuttered amid her uncontrollable shaking.
"Oh Lord," I said again, reaching down to scoop her up from the pavement. It was like picking up an ice block. Her clothes were stiff from ice and liquid water dripped from her as I carried her towards the passenger side of the truck. Walking on icy concrete is NEVER a good thing to do. Walking on icy concrete that is sloped is even less intelligent, but it was what was needed to reach the passenger side of the truck. I almost made it too, before one foot slipped and I went down on one knee, trying my best to cushion the fall of the woman in my arms. I rolled to keep her from slamming into the concrete and ice, slowly sliding down the short slope into the water running across the concrete bridge. "SHEEEEIT!" I cried as the liquid ice flowed into my pants and coat from every gap it could find. It wasn't deep, only six inches or so, but that was enough. I scrambled out of the water as fast as I could, which wasn't all that fast with the young woman laying on top of me. In fact, it took me three attempts before I had the two of us up on the snow covered gravel.
The wind was cold, but it was one hell of a lot colder now that I was soaked. Not nearly as wet as she was, but close to it. It looked to me like she'd gone all the way under, her hair frozen into an uncontrollable mat of hair and ice. I unceremoniously stuffed her into passenger side of my Silverado and then made my way around to the driver's side. I slipped in and cranked the heater to max as well as the heated seats. No matter how much heat the truck pumped out, it just didn't feel like enough.
"We gotta get you warm. I can take you to the house. It's only about two miles."
"Shshshshshshshure," she chattered. I don't actually think she cared one way or the other where we went. She was so hypothermic that I doubt she was thinking clearly anyway, and I was going to be pretty damn close behind if we didn't do something quickly. I pressed the little blue button on my mirror to call Onstar.
"Yes mister Knight. What can I do for you tonight?" the operator on the other end asked.
"Can you locate my vehicle please," I said, feeling my teeth start to chatter as the cold water did what cold water did.
"Yes sir. I have you."
"Good. There's a car slid into the creek. I want you to get a towing company out here and tow it to my house. I have the passenger, but she needs to get warmed up and we can't sit and wait for it," I said as I dropped the truck into gear.
"That's an unusual request, but I think we can manage that," he replied. "Is the address we have in file still correct?" he asked after reading off my home address.
"Yes," I answered.
"Do you have a preferred towing company?"
"Nope. Any one will do. It's partly blocking the road, so we don't want to leave it there." I said as I turned into my driveway.
"I understand sir. Given the weather, the towing company we are contacting is saying it could be a couple hours."
"Understood. Just have them drop it in my driveway and I'll take care of the bill in the morning," I answered him as I turned off the gravel road onto my driveway. "I'm going to hang up now. I need to get in and get warm," I said before reaching for the button and pressing the hang up on the steering wheel. I shut down the truck and walked around to the passenger side. She gave me no argument at all as I collected her from the seat and carried her towards the house. I practically never lock the door; we just don't have much crime out this far. So it wasn't hard to get the door open. I pushed through with her in my arms, kicked the door closed behind me and walked straight down the hall to the master bedroom. I turned on the light and walked us both into the big walk-in shower. I reached for the handle and turned it on, setting the temperature to something on the very warm side, but not boiling hot. Then I leaned against the wall and slid to the shower floor with her on my lap, the two of us under the spray.
I could feel the warm water seeping through my wet jacket and clothing, slowly spreading warmth. I was far from warm, which meant she was worse off. I decided to just sit and let the water do its thing for a while. After a while I felt her body stop shivering, which was a good sign. The whole bathroom was steamed up, but that was to be expected. I shifted her on my lap and gently started to undo her coat. She didn't resist or protest as I worked her coat zipper down and then worked her coat off of her, the spray now hitting directly on her thigh length knit shirt and some kind of stretchy pants.
"I think we better get you out of this," I said as I tried to work the sweater dress thing from between her butt and my lap. I finally got the material out from between us and worked it up her body. She lifted her arms, letting me pull it up and off of her, leaving her in just a bra above her waist. I tossed the dress onto her coat a few feet away and then leaned towards her while I worked my own coat off. Once I tossed it onto the pile, I leaned back against the wall again and she leaned over against me, resting her shoulder on my chest and her head on my shoulder. Her face still felt cold where it touched mine, the poor thing far from thawed out yet.
I held her sitting on my lap, my right hand stroking back and forth idly along her wet spandex pants thigh and my left stroking up and down her bare back, my fingers bouncing over the clasps holding her pink lace bra on. I really don't know what made me do it, but my fingers seemed to have a mind of their own at that moment. I paused my strokes and let my fingers deftly undo the little hooks holding the bra in place. The elastic snapped apart as the last hook was undone. I wasn't sure why I had done it, but I had. I let my fingers go back to stroking up and down her now completely bare back, my finger tips running up and down her spine from the waistband of her pants to her neck.
She shifted her weight slightly and pulled the bra off, sliding the loops down her arms. She tossed the bra onto the pile of clothing and then leaned back into me again, pressing her shoulder into my chest. I looked down at her chest, both firm mounds exposed, her pink nipples hard and erect, her areola puckered around them. Her hand moved to my right hand, gently resting on it, stopping it from stroking her leg. My mind immediately decided that I'd gone too far, which I certainly had. I didn't need to take her bra off to get her warmed up.
I felt her grasp my hand in both of hers, her cold hands squeezing it gently before her right hand released it. Her left slowly drew my hand up to her chest and then turned it so my palm faced her chest. She pressed my hand against her left breast, softly at first and then harder, pressing her hard nipple into my palm. Her firm breast filled my hand and then some. I couldn't help but gently squeeze and massage it. Once I started to do that, she released her hand from mine. She pulled her knees up making me think she was going to get up, but instead untied and took off her shoes. She pulled each off and then pulled the little ankle socks she had on off as well. She pushed herself upright on my lap, again making me think she was getting up. I slipped my hand off her breast and she immediately grasped my hand and slowly pulled it back, making sure I knew that she wanted it there. She moved her hand from mine and moved them to her waist.
She rocked her body side to side, slowly working her spandex pants down her hips, working the material from between us until she could push her spandex pants and pink panties down her legs. She pushed them all the way off and tossed them on the growing pile of clothing, leaving her completely naked on my lap.
Her hand moved to mine again as she leaned her shoulder back against my chest. She pulled my hand from her breast and slowly slid it downward, stroking it inch by inch down her stomach to her lap. She held it there, gently curling my fingers down between her thighs as she moved her legs apart, pressing the side of my pointer finger against her short blonde curls. She held my hand there until I started to rub my finger up and down, slowly working it between her protruding inner labia, feeling the warm, slick wetness of her pussy. Only then did she remove her hand from mine.
She reached to my face with that hand, resting two fingers on my chin and turning my face towards hers. She leaned her face the few short inches towards mine, her lips brushing mine tentatively for the briefest of moments, almost nervously. Then again, this time with more intent. She opened her lips and pressed them gently to mine, holding them to mine for seconds while her tongue gently teased my lips from between hers. She closed her lips and sucked my lower lip between hers and pulled her face away slightly, pulling my lip before letting it go. She moved her face towards mine again, kissing me slightly more forcefully this time. Her tongue was not only teasing my lips but coaxing them to spread so it could slip into my mouth. She teased my tongue with hers and we embraced that way for long seconds, many long seconds, my finger slowly stroking up and down her slit, the side of my finger rubbing over her clit.
The warm water had gone cool by the time we broke the soft kiss. She pulled from me and leaned enough to turn it off. She rolled from my lap without a word. I moved to try and get up, but she pressed both hands against my chest and swung her right leg over mine, so she was sitting on my lap facing me, her knees tucked under herself. She pulled my shirt from my pants and started to pull it up. I let her work it up and lifted my arms so she could pull it all the way up and off. She tossed it behind her onto the pile of wet clothes and sat on my lap, looking at me. She pressed both hands to my chest and gently massaged it, stroking her hands up and down my wet skin, slowly working lower and lower until her fingers were curling into the waist of my pants. She didn't look at my face, but instead looked down between her legs at the front of my pants and the significant bulge there. She moved her fingers to undo my belt and then the button of my pants. She paused for a moment and then worked the zipper down. She didn't look up at me again until she had her hands on my hips, her fingers curled unto the waistband of my pants and underwear.
The look was one of request. It was clear she was asking permission. I nodded slightly as I rocked my butt side to side, letting her work my soaked pants down over my butt until I could feel my bare cheeks against the heated tile floor. She worked my pants down my thighs, exposing my raging hard-on. She continued to pull my pants down, backing herself up as she did until she was sitting at my feet. She untied my shoes and pulled them off and then my pants and socks, leaving me as naked as she was.
She knee walked back up my legs until she was straddled over my lap again. She reached for my hands and moved them both to her breasts, pressing both palms to her hard nipples. I squeezed her firm tits as she let go of my hands. I felt her grasp my dick and gently rub my engorged head back and forth across her wet lips. She rubbed me between her inner labia, wetting my head with her slick juices as she slowly eased herself lower. I could feel my cock bouncing into the entrance to her vaginal depths and then felt her stop moving it, leaving it nestled inside her. I felt the pressure increase on my head and then suddenly slip inside her.
"Ohhhhhhh," she moaned softly as she held herself in place, just my head and an inch or two of my eight inches inside her. After several seconds she slowly pressed further down, forcing more of me into her incredibly tight pussy. She lowered herself a few inches and then lifted again, sliding up my shaft until only my head remained inside her. She slid down again, this time a little further. Up and down she moved, ever so slowly, working me deeper into her until I could feel her clit pressing against the base of my cock. She reached for the back of my head and pulled my face towards her right breast as she leaned towards me, clearly wanting me to suck on her nipple. I shifted my hand to expose the hard nub and let my tongue tease over and around it as she started to slide her soft wet depths up and down my shaft.
It had been years since I'd been with a woman in any way, let alone inside one. Her incredibly tight pussy was making the inevitable start to race forward, to build faster than I was able to control. Up and down she bounced, her hips rocking at the same time, almost as if she were intentionally trying to make me climax. Each stroke felt slightly different as she changed the angle of her pelvis. I could see on her face the excitement, the lust and desire, but also a determination. She held her lower lip between her teeth as she moved on me, almost as if she were trying to hold back her own climax. I quickly realized that was exactly what she was doing. I could feel her vaginal walls start to clench and squeeze me as she rode up and down my shaft, her own orgasm trying to push through.
The feeling of the beginnings of her orgasm pushed me over the edge of my own. I felt my body spasm, my hips trying fruitlessly to lift off the floor towards her as the first surge of cum lanced up into her pussy.
"AHHH!" she gasped loudly as she pushed hard down on me, forcing my head all the way to her cervix and her clit against the base of my cock. Her body shuddered and trembled as my cock unloaded shot after shot of cum into her. She pulled her chest away, pulling her nipple from my mouth, leaning back so that I could see her whole sexy body as she climaxed on my cock.
I sat panting, my dick still twitching inside her, her pussy still occasionally clenching around me. She panted as heavily as I was, her eyes looking down at me in a look that I could only describe as satisfied. I lost track of how long we sat like that before my dick had completely softened.



"I'm sorry..." I started to apologize, her hand quickly lifting to cover my mouth and stop me. She held her hand over my mouth until I stopped trying to speak, her head shaking slightly side to side. I nodded I understood she didn't want me to say anything and then she removed her hand. Disappointingly she climbed up off of me, standing up. My cum dripped from her gaping pussy as she reached down with her hands towards me. I took her hands and let her pull me up until I was standing with her. She didn't let go of my hands except to open the bathroom door. She pulled me to my big king-sized bed my wife and I had shared for so many years and backed herself up to it. She crawled onto the bed, still holding my hands in hers and then lay down, pulling me down onto the bed with her, pulling me down to lay on top of her. She tangled her legs around mine and only then did she let go of my hands. She reached for the comforter and pulled it up around us as far as she could and then rolled us until I was again on top of her, only now the two of us were rolled in the comforter like meat in a burrito.
I felt her hand slip between us and find my soft dick. Her fingers teased it softly, gently, coaxing it to start to grow again. At almost sixty my plumbing still works, but it's not nearly as quick to recover as it had been in my youth. But tonight she was getting it to do just that. Within a very few minutes, she had my dick growing again. I could feel her teasing my head between her lips, the slick juices from our recent coupling being smeared around her lips with my head.
As I grew harder, I could feel her coaxing it into her opening and then, to my surprise, inside her again. She continued to tease my dick and balls with my head inside her, slowly growing longer and fatter. It wasn't long before I felt an urge to start stroking in and out of her. She moved her hands to my butt, squeezing my cheeks in time with my strokes into her. She arched her back with each stroke into her, coaxing me to push harder, thrust stronger into her. In and out I slid, pushing hard into her, and then drawing back until only my head and a little of my shaft remained inside her. Each stroke pressed her clit along my stroking shaft, bringing little gasps and moans from her, her pleasure clearly growing by the moment.
It had been a long time since I'd had a chance or desire to thrust into a woman, but I did now. I WANTED to make her climax. I wanted to see her face when she came. I wanted to feel her climax around my cock, and I wanted to fill her with my cum again. It was only a few short minutes before I was able to enjoy all of that. Watching her face as her body shuddered and trembled, feeling her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft, trying to pull me deeper into her just a few strokes before I unloaded another stream of my cum deep in her pussy. I lay on top of her, her arms pulling us together, her legs trapping me, so I had to stay inside her as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping cum deep into her. Time seemed to stand still as we both climaxed together, and then together enjoyed the feeling of euphoria as our orgasms slowly faded.
"Alexa. Master bedroom lights off!" was all I said, plunging us into near darkness, only the light from the bathroom illuminating the bedroom. We rolled onto our side, my dick still inside her, our legs still tangled together. I let one hand move to stroke her head, stroking her long blonde hair as she pulled herself into my chest again, almost as if I were a teddy bear to cuddle.
I woke to a feeling I hadn't enjoyed in years. I opened my eyes to see her above me, the two of us still partly wrapped in the comforter. She was astride me, my dick deep in her pussy as she slowly lifted and lowered herself. She smiled down at me when she saw I was awake.
"Good morning," I whispered, only to get her hand over my mouth again and her head shaking. She moved her hand and went back to sliding up and down my shaft, slowly fucking me with her incredible pussy. I slid my hands up her body and cupped both breasts, squeezing them gently and letting my fingers squeeze and twist her hard nipples. Up and down she moved, letting the comforter fall off of us. In the morning light coming through the drapes I enjoyed the view of her sexy body. Her long blonde hair, easily long enough to reach the middle of her back, was a wild mess. Her soft blue eyes looked down at me lustfully as she let her body slowly lift and drop on me. Her lips were red and inviting, her tongue teasing them slightly as she looked down at me, almost as if anticipating the taste of a delicacy.
I wanted to say something, to ask her name, to let her know she didn't need to do this, that I wasn't asking for sex when I took her to the shower. But all I could do was to lay beneath her and let her slowly draw the two of us towards climax again. Her lifting and falling slowly grew more urgent, her body responding to the stimulation of my cock deep inside her, which was responding as well. I could feel my hardness swell inside her as my own excitement grew. I wanted to feel her climax around me again. I wanted to feel myself pumping into her again. The more she rode up and down my hardness, the more my body responded. I felt her pussy start to clench around me, feeling the beginnings of her climax.
"Jesus DAD!" I heard from the doorway to the bedroom, drawing my attention from the woman on my dick to one of my daughters standing in the doorway. She stood staring, her jaw hanging open, her head shaking side to side slightly.
The woman on top of me ignored her, continuing to look down at me, lifting and lowering more quickly. Her climax was nearly upon her, each stroke feeling different around my dick as she rolled her hips. As disconcerting at it was to see my daughter standing in the doorway, my body was beyond the point of stopping. I closed my eyes and felt the first surge of cum pump up into her pussy. She felt it and gasped a soft 'Yesssss', as she pushed down onto me, her own orgasm launching into its climax. I felt her clenching around me, squeezing me and trying to pull me deeper in her as I pumped my cum into her.
I looked over at the door, my daughter still standing, staring as the woman sat astride me, gently stroking her own body as she enjoyed the remnants of her orgasm.
"Jesus Dad! What are you doing?" she finally asks again. "And who is this?"
"Obviously having sex," I answered awkwardly, unable to answer the second.
"I came to check on you because you weren't answering the phone. I didn't expect you to be having sex with some...some...some strange woman!"
"Yeah, about that," I said looking up at the woman on my lap.
"Juliana," she said simply. "Juliana Adams. I take it you're his daughter?"
"I am. And you are?"
"A damsel in distress," she answered. "And your father was my knight in shining armor to rescue me."
"What kind of drivel is that?" my daughter asked. "I was worried about my dad not answering and I come over to find a strange car in the driveway and a strange woman having sex with him, and you want to say he's your knight in shining armor. What the hell am I supposed to think about that?"
Juliana looked down at me. "Four years ago some friends and I went to see a fortuneteller on a whim. She told me that my true love, the man that I would fall in love with would rescue me and carry me away in his arms and on his shiny steed. Last night, that's exactly what happened." She twisted to look at my daughter. "I was frozen and almost beyond help when he showed up. He carried me away, bringing me here, warming me back to life. The fortune teller told me many things about him. She said that he'd share my name, that he'd share my birthdate, but twentytwo years earlier. That he'd be strong, yet shy. She said I'd know for sure when he filled me three times before the sun would shine on us again and that he would be the first man I'd want to enter there. And that's what's happened."
"I don't believe this shit. You mean you think he's your true love because he saved you from some imagined danger and you two fucked three times? You're spastic!"
"It wasn't an imagined danger," I said quietly. "She went off the low water bridge and was soaked. When I found her, she was hypothermic and nearly frozen to death. And yes, if she didn't have help soon, she would have probably been in serious trouble."
"And you believe this shit?" my daughter asked in exasperation.
"Actually, I hadn't heard it until you did. I don't know if I'm supposed to believe it or not. What I do know is that somehow, it felt right. I wanted it to happen with her."
"We'll talk about this later," my daughter said as she turned and walked away. I heard the front door slam.
"Juliana? That's a nice name," I said, looking up at her. "But really, your knight in shining armor? I'd hardly call myself that."
"Maybe, but that's how it feels to me. I've been waiting for four years for you to appear. I'm not about to let you get away now."
"You know nothing about me, and I know nothing about you."
"On the contrary. You're exactly twenty-two years older than I am, you lost the love of your life suddenly, you live alone, you have three children, two girls and a boy and your name is Adam."
"Okay. So you're a good guesser."
"No. These are all things I was told four years ago. I was told you would come to my rescue, that you would be willing but shy, and that if I wanted to make you mine, I would have to make the three times come true, that you would be too much of a knight to take that upon yourself. I was told that warmth would fill my cold emptiness. She was right on all counts. I feel incredibly warm inside."
"But I know nothing about you."
"You do. You know that I was born on August third, I'm thirty-five years old, I'm still single and you are the first man that I've ever had sex with."
"And I know these things?"
"You do now. But they shouldn't be a surprise. Just like it wasn't a surprise how right it felt, the first time in the shower. How right it felt laying in bed together and how right it felt to wake this morning with each other. You don't want me to leave any more than I want to leave. We're drawn to each other like moths to a flame. Tell me I'm not right."
There was nothing I could say. She was right. I didn't want her to leave. Since I lost the love of my life, I'd been going through life on autopilot, just marking days, not living. This morning was the first morning that I felt alive. That I thought maybe there was still life to be led. True she was way younger than I was, but did that really matter? I didn't know for sure, but I wanted to find out. I reached up for her upper arms and drew her down. She lay on me, my now soft dick slipping from her as she stretched out on me. Her hard nipples pressed to my chest, and she lay her head on my shoulder her face facing me. She softly kissed my neck and whispered to me, "Tell me this doesn't feel perfect."
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Family Reunion
I was one of those fortunate kids born into a large family; not just my main family, four brothers and sisters, but also a much larger extended family with five aunts and uncles on my mom's side and the plethora of cousins that brings along. As a young boy our frequent trips to my grandfather's house or lake place were never boring with at least one of the cousins always seeming to be around to play with. As I grew a tad older, I found that I had a much closer friendship with some of my cousins than others. Jenny, who preferred to be called Jen after she turned six, seemed to be my favorite cousin by far.
By age eight, my dad got transferred to a new job several hours from the town that I had grown up in at that point. The move took us several hours from the base of our extended family. I didn't know it at the time, but the same seemed to be happening to many of my aunts and uncles. My grandfather instituted what was becoming popularly known as a family reunion. Yes, back in the late sixties, family reunions were actually a new thing. Once a year the whole dang family would converge on a single location to catch up and keep the close knit family bond strong. It's kind of unfortunate that the tradition is fading away, along with those close family bonds.
We still saw a lot of family at other times of year. We almost never missed getting together with some of my cousins for a New Year's celebration, not to mention Christmas and Thanksgiving. But the highlight of any of my visits was the time I spent with Jen. Yeah, by then I was in that phase that girls had cooties, but Jen was different. She was actually fun to be around.
As the years marched on and my father got transferred farther and farther from "home", we saw family less and less frequently. Eventually we were far enough away that three or four times a year was the norm. The annual Fourth of July reunion was of course one of them. By the time I was in high school, the family had grown so large that it was impossible for the cottage to hold everyone, or even close. At reunion time, the yard became filled with tents and campers to house all the kids, grandkids and now great-grandkids. A few attempts were made to hold it elsewhere, but in the end, we all still preferred the cramped and comfortable location at the lake.
Of course as a high school student, girls no longer had cooties, and Jen was always interested to hear how my "dating" life was going. We'd sit on the dock fishing for perch and bullheads for hours each year, just chatting and catching up on everything that had gone on since our last meeting. I guess it was a bit unusual, but as family goes, Jen was by far the closest to me; not that there weren't other cousins I liked or liked me. Cindy, nearly a year younger than Jen and myself, seemed to ALWAYS want to hang around wherever I was. And though she was bored easily by fishing, she would always volunteer to go in the boat fishing with me if there was an open seat. Cindy wasn't a bad looker, but to be honest, it made me a bit uncomfortable with how close she always wanted to be and when possible, how much skin she made sure I could see. Sitting next to, for her, seemed to mean sitting with her hip against mine.
Don't get me wrong, I liked her well enough, and well, as any high school boy with lots of hormones, her curves and large breasts were definitely something I enjoyed seeing, almost as much as she seemed to enjoy showing them off to me. I mean she was my cousin after all, so bare breasts weren't something you did, but she seemed to always have on the skimpiest bikini or shortest shorts and mini-skirts she could get away with. Jen kept kidding me about Cindy wanting to get into my shorts, a thought that was somewhat attractive given her looks, and unattractive because of our family status and age.
My girlfriend and I turned eighteen only a few weeks before our next reunion, but i couldn't convince her to come along with the family to the reunion. Cindy's attentions were thankfully slightly less forward that year, now that she had a full time boyfriend. That didn't stop her from grabbing me under the water through my trunks and coming down to the dock while I was fishing, wearing a miniskirt with no panties, a fact that she made sure I noticed immediately. If I hadn't had a steady girlfriend of my own, I might have been tempted to enjoy her attentions a bit more, but even in the late seventies having sex with your cousin wasn't cool.
Jen of course teased me relentlessly about Cindy's attentions, teasing me in jest similarly. She came down later that same day in a mini-skirt, and bent over to pick something off the dock, exposing her panties to me. She looked around behind herself towards me and pulled the waistband of her panties down over her firm, round butt part way, mooning me and giggling that maybe she should just keep pulling them down. At that particular moment I wouldn't have objected, and after that, I had a heightened appreciation for her form and shape.
Small bikinis were all the rage with the girls, and I had to admit to enjoying the yellow bikini Jen wore most of the three days we were there. Her breasts weren't as big as Cindy's, but they more than filled out the tiny triangles held in place by only a few tiny strings. I wondered if she noticed that I had a woody almost every time she was around me.
Of course college changes everything. For me it meant that my steady girlfriend was anything but. Having gone to a different college, she suddenly decided that there were more guys to play with than me. Not that we'd done a lot in that respect, but I had enjoyed the many intimate activities we had shared before we split. My time at school was jam packed. Between working on classes and trying to make enough money to stay in school, I had a pretty full schedule, one that didn't leave a lot of time for dating. My favorite free time activity was fishing. It always had been, but one older gentleman I had been doing yard work for recognized my love for it and gave me an old twelve foot aluminum car top boat and its associated 3 horsepower Sears and Roebuck engine that hadn't been started since before I was born. Fortunately, a little sandpaper to the cylinder and a few carefully cut handmade gaskets had the little engine purring like a kitten again.
After classes were over for the semester, I headed home with my boat on the top of my car, and a few weeks later, headed north with my own boat for the first time. Up until now, I was always relegated to borrowing my grandfather's sixteen foot MirroCraft, with a tiller steer thirty-five horse motor. I loved going out, but I wasn't the only one wanting to use it. This year I was going to be able to go fishing when I wanted, where I wanted, well within range of my little motor anyway. I got up there late on Thursday night, planning on staying until Sunday. Four whole days fishing on my favorite waters before I had to return to my summer job.
The yard of the cottage was already pretty full of tents when I got there, but I found room to pitch my little orange two-man pup tent I'd bought for going on fishing trips. I unloaded my boat and carried it down to the water with a little help from my cousin David and had things all set for the next morning before I made my rounds to visit with everyone. My own sister wasn't due in for a couple days and we weren't sure if either of my brothers or my own parents would make it.
The next morning I got up and headed out to fish, spending almost four hours casting along quiet shorelines before a light rain started. It took another half an hour to motor back from the back bays I was fishing, by which time the wind had picked up, pushing me towards home rather than away, thankfully. I pulled my boat up onto the shore with the waves nearly as high as the transom and the rain heavy enough to drown a duck. Even my heavy rainsuit had been unsuccessful at keeping all the water out. I crawled into my tent, grabbed some dry clothes, and made my way to the cottage to shuck the rainsuit and dry off. I was surprised at how full the cottage was with many more of my cousins having arrived while I was out. I ditched my rainsuit and headed to the bathroom to change into dry clothes. I closed the door of the bathroom and started stripping down, standing in just my soggy briefs when the bathroom door opened and Cindy slipped in, closing the door quickly behind herself.
"Hey Scott! Good to see you again!" she said with a big grin, stepping over to me and wrapping her arms around me to give me a big hug.
"Hi Cindy," I said somewhat uncomfortably as she pressed her chest against mine, her tie-dye mini-skirt sundress soaking up the water on my chest and from my wet underwear. "I was changing in here you know."
"Uh huh. But I really just had to go pee," she said releasing me and stepping back. "You don't mind, do you?"
"Really?" I asked incredulously as she stepped around me towards the toilet.
"It's okay, you can go ahead and keep changing," she said as she reached under her skirt and pulled a pair of small yellow panties down to her knees. She pulled the hem of the dress up to her waist and sat down on the toilet, wiggling her legs to let her panties fall to her ankles and then spreading her knees apart so I could see her blonde bush and exposed pussy.
"God Cindy!" I exclaimed quietly, not really wanting anyone outside the door to realize that I wasn't alone in the bathroom.
"It's okay. I don't mind if you don't," she said with a grin, reaching out to the waistband of my briefs, hooking one finger into them, and tugging quickly on them. "I mean it's not like they're hiding all that much anyway," she said as she tugged down far enough to expose the head of my quickly hardening cock before I could grab her hand and pull it away. "Awwwww you're not going to be a spoil sport, are you?"
"What, you just expect me to strip here in front of you?" I asked a bit incredulously.
"Sure, why not. I mean you're seeing all of my pussy, right?" she asked a bit coyly, spreading her knees a bit farther apart and sliding her ass forward until her pussy was hanging over the edge of the toilet seat, fully exposed to me now. She reached down between her legs with one hand and gently stroked her protruding lips and teasingly spread them slightly with one finger.
"Geez Cindy!" I hissed quietly.
"Oh come on Scott! What can it hurt? I mean it's not like you're having sex with me, unless of course you wanna do that too."
"God Cindy!" I said with a frown.
"Awww come on Scott! Don't be such a prude!" she said, her finger still sliding up and down her pussy lips, her own juices making it glisten in the harsh bathroom light. "It's not like I'm asking you to stand there and jack off in front of me, although if you wanted to, I wouldn't mind. Just take 'em off and let me see."
"Okay, fine. But no touching!" I said with a bit of a scowl, reaching for the elastic waistband of my briefs. I skimmed them down over my ass and down my legs, my rock hard cock popping out and sticking out at Cindy lewdly as I let my briefs fall down my legs and stepped out of them. "There, happy now?"
"A bit happier," she whispered, pushing a finger into her wet pussy as she stared at my cock. "I'd be a lot happier if you'd just push that sexy dick inside me."
"That ain't gonna happen," I said as I reached for my dry briefs on the edge of the sink and quickly stepped into them, pulling them up and covering my boner, feeling more than a little embarrassed that I'd just flashed my dick at my own cousin.
"Too bad. I mean you could do anything you wanted to me; I wouldn't mind. You could even come inside me if you wanted. I'm on the pill so you wouldn't even have to use a rubber if you didn't want to," she said as she pushed her finger in and out of her pussy slowly. "I mean that wouldn't be so bad, would it?"
"God Cindy!" I croaked in surprise at her invitation. If she weren't my cousin I probably would have jumped at the chance. Instead I stepped into a dry pair of shorts and pulled them up. "You better cover up. I'm almost dressed, and then I'm going out," I told her curtly.
Instead of pulling her panties up, she pulled her finger from her pussy and reached down, stepping her feet out of her panties. She stood up and stepped to me, pressing her chest against mine and stuffing the panties into my pocket before wrapping her arms around my waist. "If you bring these back to me later, I'll let you put them back on me. Unless of course, if you'd rather, you can take the rest of my clothes off right now and see me all the way naked. My titties love to be played with you know."
"I don't think that's a good idea," I answered hoarsely, my hands sliding down her back not stopping until they were under her dress to cup her bare ass. "If you weren't my cousin, I might take you up on that," I said giving her cheeks a squeeze.
"Just pretend I'm not," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine and giving me the most sensuous kiss I'd ever gotten from a cousin. As she kissed me, she slid a hand around between us, unsnapping my shorts and pulling the zipper down. She used both hands to push my shorts and briefs down over my ass to my thighs, freeing my rock hard dick between us. I moaned softly into her mouth as she began to stroke and play with my cock with both hands, her lips still sucking and playing with mine. "You sure you don't want to put this someplace hot and wet?" she asked quietly, just before a loud rap on the door broke the moment.
"You almost done in there?" a female voice asked loudly.
"Yeah," I answered curtly, reaching for my pants, and pulling them up as Cindy stepped back from me.
"Damn," she cursed softly under her breath as I quickly finished dressing and picked up my wet clothes from the floor.
I opened the door and stood face to face with Amanda, another of my cousins who was a year or two younger than myself. "Sorry," I said as I brushed quickly by, my face blushing red as she looked past me to see Cindy following me.
"Lousy timing," I heard Cindy whisper as she walked past Amanda.
I headed to the door, pulled my raincoat on, and headed out to my tent with my wet clothes under my arm. It didn't take me long to crawl into my tent and zip it shut to keep the rain out. I flopped down on my sleeping bag and looked at the ceiling of the tent, not really seeing the orange, but instead Cindy's exposed pussy as she sat on the toilet, stroking herself. If I wasn't already turned on, the mental image of her finger pushing in and out certainly brought me back. I undid my shorts, pushed them down to my thighs and proceeded to stroke myself as I watched in my mind's eye Cindy's finger stroking in and out of her pussy, her juices gleaming in the bathroom light. With my eyes closed, I could almost feel her climb into the tent on top of me and sit on my cock. I could imagine her hot wet pussy stroking and caressing my hard cock as she rode up and down my shaft, my hands pushing her tie-dye dress up and off so she was naked, her big tits swinging and bouncing in front of me as she bounced her ass up and down against my thighs, my fat cock slipping in and out of her with a wet squish with each stroke. I tried to stifle a moan as I felt the tingle of my orgasm build with me, Cindy cooing for me to cum deep in her wet pussy as she continued to ride up and down my shaft. "Oh shit," I mumbled as I exploded, shooting a huge load of cum on my wet briefs. I lay there for several minutes catching my breath before pulling my shorts and briefs back in place and crawling out of the tent to head into the cottage for some lunch.
While I was sitting in a quiet corner finishing my sandwich, Jen found me and after the last few bites of my sandwich, I followed her outside into the rain. She dashed across the yard to a large blue canvas tent that looked almost as old as I was, because I think it was. It was the same tent I'd camped in here many a year when I was much younger.
Jen ducked under the awning over the door, unzipped it and crawled in, calling for me to follow her. She pulled the zipper down behind me to keep the rain our and then, on her knees, turned to face me. "Hey stranger," she said with a smile reaching out to give me a huge hug. "Long time no see."
"Yeah. Since what, New Year's?" I answered, hugging her tightly back. I was keenly aware of her round breasts and hard nipples poking me in the chest, making my cock quickly grow in my shorts.
"Something like that. It was so busy in there I thought we'd come out here and catch up!"
"Sounds like a good idea," I answered as she released me and scooted herself around to sit cross-legged on a sleeping bag and air mattress.
"So what's new?"
"Not much. Just lots of school. Got my own boat though!" I said brightly in the dim tent. "Dang, it's dark in here."
"Yeah. There's a lantern hanging up there if you want to light it. I hate lighting the damn things," Jen answered
I reached up for the lantern and lifted it off the hook and knelt down with it. I quickly twisted the pump handle and pumped the little gas tank up before sticking it out the door and flicking the little knob that turned a steel against a flint under the mantles. In moments it was flaring into life, flames shooting out of the top vent holes for a few seconds before the gas tube got hot enough to vaporize the gas before it was ejected into the mantle. With the flames now gone, but both mantles burning bright white hot, I pulled it back into the tent and hung it up. "There, now we can see."
"We can! So tell me about your boat!" she said excitedly.
"It's just a little twelve foot V bottom fishing boat. Real light weight so I can haul it on top of the car."
"That explains the car top carriers I saw on it," she said with a grin. "Been out in it yet up here?"
"Yeah. It's only a little three horse. The engine's so old it doesn't even have a reverse; you just spin it all the way around," I said with a chuckle. "But it's darn nice out on a little pond or lake. I use it a lot at home."
"Well, maybe later we can go out and fish in it."
"Sure, when this rain is gone. When I came in, the waves running down the lake were almost as high as the transom. All I could do was to run the same speed the waves were to keep from washing over the back."
"Ugg. Not fun. But hey, it's yours!"
"Uh huh," I answered. So, how about you? What's new?"
"Well, Jack's gone," she said a little sullenly, mentioning the boyfriend she had the last time we talked.
"What happened?"
"Not sure. Mostly he wanted me to put out more than I was willing to."
"Yeah. I know that problem. Tamera did the same thing. She went off to school and suddenly me being six hundred miles away wasn't going to work. Guess I should have done more stuff with her when we were together, now it's kind of hard."
"You were almost broke up at Christmas, weren't you?"
"Yeah," I answered.
"I'd have thought you'd have a bunch of girlfriends lined up and taking numbers," she said with a giggle.
"Not so much. I don't really have time to go party or date."
"Yeah, that is a bite. I have the same problem. Between practices for volleyball and my classes, I'm pretty busy."
"So how was the season?"
"Not much playing time, but that should get better next year. Hey, wanna play some cards?" she asked, reaching for a deck that was laying on the tent floor by one of the pillows.
"Sure, what?"
"War? I haven't played that in ages."
"You're on!" I said, scooting so we were sitting across from each other as she dealt the cards. War is an amazingly simple game, which requires little thought. You just lay down cards, and the high card takes the pair, which you then add to the bottom of your stack. If both cards are the same, you lay down three in a row and the outcome of the third card takes the pile. The big advantage is that you can play and talk at the same time.



We'd played for nearly an hour, listening to the rain come down even harder and chatting about school and life in general. "Damn, it's getting warm in here," I said as I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it onto the sleeping bag next to me.
"Yeah, must be nice," she said as we laid down the next pair of cards.
"What's that?"
"Being able to take off your shirt any time you want. Guys are lucky that way."
"Maybe, but you get to wear dresses where the air can get up under and cool you off, so you don't end up all sweaty."
"Guess it's just different," she said with a laugh.
"Yep, but if you want to take your shirt off, I won't complain."
"Oh you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"I'm just saying, you can take your shirt off. Your bra probably shows less than that tiny yellow bikini you had on last summer."
"You remember what bikini I had on last summer?" she asked in surprise.
"Hell yes. How could I not? You looked smoking hot in it."
"Ohhh thanks, but I didn't know you looked at me that way."
"Jen, I'm a guy. I ALWAYS look at girls like that. It's bred into our genes." I chuckled.
"More like your jeans!" she said with a giggle.
"Hey. Not fair. At least my underwear doesn't show."
"Huh?"
"That white dress you wore to the fireworks?"
"The white mini-dress? What about it? Were you peeking up my dress?"
"Didn't have to. Your blue panties showed through the skirt. Pretty small panties too at that."
"Oh? You don't approve of my tiny panties?" she asked with a crooked grin.
"I approve of all your panties, worn or not," I said with a laugh.
"Oh really? You approve of your cousin's panties? Interesting," she said with a curious look on her face. "So you really want me to take my top off?" she questioned again, bringing the topic back to that.
"Sure, why not. It'd be a lot more comfortable."
"Maybe for me, maybe not for you," she said with a grin.
"Geez Jen, it's not like I haven't seen you in something like a bra. I've seen you lots in your bikinis."
"So that's your final word?" she asked as she moved her hands to the hem of her tank top.
"Sure, why not?"
"Well, maybe...." she said as she pulled her tank top up and over her head, exposing her chest to me, "...I'm not wearing something like a bra today."
"Oh shit," I breathed quietly as I stared at her bare chest. Her tits, each the size of a good half grapefruit, were tanned a light brown except for a very small bright white triangle of untanned skin surrounding her round pink areola. As I stared her nipples hardened and protruded towards me more, making her breasts look all the more sexy.
"You know, I don't always wear a bra," she said quietly. "I take it from your face that you like what you see?" she asked, sticking her chest out a bit farther towards me.
"Uh, yeah," I answered dumbly.
"Good! Now stop staring unless you plan on doing something more about it!"
"Um, er, yeah. Got it. No staring at the sexy tits," I answered nervously.
"Yeah, sexy tits. That's me!" she said, laying a card down and waiting. "You gonna play or just stare?"
"Oh, yeah," I said, reaching into my hand and tossing down the next card on top.
"Thanks!" she said picking up the cards and tossing down a new one. This went on for some time, both of us growing more comfortable with the fact of her toplessness. Her breasts wiggled slightly each time she reached to pick up a card, a sight that I couldn't help but enjoy, my cock rock hard in my shorts the whole time. "So you know Cindy has a thing for you," she said conversationally as we exchanged cards.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. For the last couple years. When we were setting out our sleeping bags, she said she was going to make it happen this year."
"She's sleeping in here?"
"Uh huh. You're actually sitting on her sleeping bag. You could sabotage it if you wanted, turn it inside out or something," she said with a giggle. "By the look on your face, she must have already made some kind of move on you."
"Oh yeah, she did that," I said quietly.
"Oh do tell!" Jen coaxed. "All the details."
"Oh...No. I don't think..." I started to say.
"Come on. Give. You don't want me to put my shirt back on, do you?" she asked, reaching for her shirt and picking it off the sleeping bag she was sitting on.
"NO...No, don't do that," I said much more emphatically than I intended.
"Oh? You really want me to keep it off, don't you?" she said with a grin. "So, give me the details then."
"Nothing to tell really. She just kinda came into the bathroom with me while I was changing, actually she came in while I was in the MIDDLE of changing."
"Oh? Really? And she did?"
"She just used the bathroom while I was changing."
"So she just sat and peed while you got naked in front of her? I didn't think that was your style."
"Well, she was coaxing me a little."
"Getting naked herself?"
"No, just pantiless."
"Ohhhhhh I see. She was busy flashing her pussy at you. Was it good looking?"
"Well, it wasn't bad."
"Must have been pretty good if you got naked in front of her. Is that all it takes to get you naked, showing off a little kitty flash?"
"Not exactly."
"So what exactly?"
"I don't know."
"So stand up and take 'em off then."
"What?"
"Your shorts. You got naked in front of her, you won't even flash me?"
"Well, she was..."
"I know, I know. She was showing you her pussy. Well...I can do that too," she said, setting her cards down and rolling from sitting on her butt to kneeling in front of me. She reached to her waist and undid her shorts, pushing them down with the pair of little white panties she had on under. She pushed them all the way down as far as she could, leaving her completely naked from the knees up. She had a little patch of blonde curls, trimmed surprisingly small, presumably because of the tiny bikini, outlined with a bright white triangle of untanned skin.
"Damn!" I muttered as I stared at her pussy practically at eye level.
"Okay stud. Your turn. I did, so now you do."
"Huh? Oh yeah," I said quietly, suddenly realizing that this was the first time I'd seen her naked body. I continued to stare at her as I moved to my own knees, undoing my shorts, and pushing them down until they, like hers, were bunched around my knees as I knelt in front of her.
"Come here," she whispered, reaching a hand out towards my neck as she walked her knees across the air mattress towards me. She reached both hands around my neck and pulled me gently towards her, my hands circling around her and holding her bare back as she tilted her head slightly and pressed her soft lips against mine. I could feel her breath flow into my mouth as our lips parted and her tongue tried to tease its way into my mouth. For long seconds our tongues teased and played, first in my mouth and then hers before she pulled her lips from mine, our mostly naked bodies pressed tightly together. "Scott," she whispered.
"I know, we shouldn't be doing this," I whispered back.
"Oh shut up," she whispered. "I was going to say you feel awfully good against me."
"Yeah, you too," I agreed.
"So why are your hands still on my back?"
"Where do you want them?"
"Anyplace you wanna touch," she whispered as she moved her face back to mine and closed her lips on my lower lip, one of her hands sliding down from my neck, down my back and then between us to wrap around my hard cock. I let my hands slide down her bare back, over the curve of her firm butt, stopping when I could cup each of her smooth round cheeks. I squeezed and kneaded her cheeks as she slowly stroked my cock with her hand, her tongue and lips dancing and playing with mine.
"Damn I'm turned on," I mumbled as she pulled her face from mine and allowed some space between us. I looked down at her tits and slid my hands up to cup each soft smooth orb as she whispered back.
"Yeah, me too."
"Should we be doing this?" I asked in a whisper.
"Probably not, but I don't really want to stop," she answered softly.
"Me either," I breathed as she tilted her head again and leaned towards me, pushing my cock downward with her hand as she did so. She pressed her soft lips to mine again and then walked her knees forward some more, making sure that my cock slipped into the gap between her thighs, pressing up against her dripping pussy lips. She began to slowly hump her hips towards mine, sliding her pussy and clit along the top of my shaft, slowly driving both of us up the slope towards orgasm.
The sound of thunder almost drowned out the sound of the tent zipper sliding quickly up. "Well, looks like I'm just in time!" I heard Cindy say as she stuck her head into the tent.
"Oh shit!" Jen squeaked, pulling back and practically falling over. She reached for her shorts and jerked them up as fast as she could, scrambling to put her shirt back on as I tried to untangle my underwear and shorts as I pulled them up from my knees.
"Oh sweetie, you don't need to do that," Cindy cooed as she reached out and grabbed the front of my shorts, pulling them back down as I was trying to pull them up. Without a word Jen, her shirt now pulled on, if not quite straightened, practically dove out the tent door, disappearing into the rain towards the cottage while Cindy continued to pull down on my pants and push me backwards, eventually tumbling me back onto the air mattress I had been kneeling on.
"Cindy!" I protested, still trying to pull my pants up as she crawled over me, one hand on my shorts to hold them down.
"Scott!" she chided back, letting go of my shorts to move her hand up to my rock hard cock. She looked down at me, her voice softening. "You know, I still don't have any panties on. If you wanted to, you could just slide this big dick right into me, just aim it at my wet pussy and push it right in. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To feel me around you?"
"Cindy, we really shouldn't be doing this."
"Oh? Like you weren't about to screw Jen? Come on Scott. We both know where that was going. You were both practically naked with your cock between her legs. Something I've wanted for a long time! How about it? Wanna feed this into me? I'll even take my dress the rest of the way off so you can play with my tits."
"Ohhhhh Cindy!"
"What's wrong. You don't like how I look? Aren't I as good looking as Jen?"
"You're fine looking," I sighed.
"Fine? Just fine? Not hot, or sexy? Just fine?"
"Cindy, you look very sexy," I answered honestly. "I just don't think..."
"I know," she said quietly. "But wouldn't it feel so good to do it?" she asked as she let go of my cock and settled herself down on me, my cock trapped between my own body and her obviously wet pussy. She reached to her dress and pulled it up and off, tossing it aside. She reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra, shrugged the straps off and tossed it aside, exposing her full breasts and rock hard nipples. "There, now you can see every bit of me. Completely naked. So, ready to fuck?"
"Cindy! Really!" I said, lifting my hands to her shoulders to try to gently push her up off of me. She reached for my hands and pulled them down to her tits, cupping each with one of my hands, her hard nipples pressing into my palms.
"I know. I've been waiting so long to do this too. I thought last year you were going to take me out in the boat and do this, but somehow we never quite got alone," she purred as she began rubbing her pussy back and forth along my rock hard cock. Her wet lips caressed my cock as she slid to and fro on me, her lips engulfing my head at the end of each stroke, quickly dissolving what little resistance I had left against my own screaming hormones. I squeezed and played with her big soft tits, each nearly twice the size of Jen's firm tits, as Cindy continued to slide her pussy along my cock, each trip forward allowing my head to press up between her lips temptingly.
"Ohhhh damn," I groaned as she leaned a bit more forward, my head lifting up and engaging into her tunnel entrance.
"Uh huh," she gasped in reply as she pushed herself back, driving her wet pussy onto my shaft. I felt a couple inches of my already lubricated cock slide into her before she stopped, allowing herself to expand around my fat shaft. "God you're big. Lots bigger than anything I've had before."
"Oh," I grunted as she pushed back some more, the sensations around my head encouraging me to lift my hips and drive myself fully into her.
"Ohhhhhh my God yes," she moaned, leaning down on me until she was laying on me, one leg on either side of my hips, my cock deep inside her pussy and her tits pressing against my bare chest. "Fuck me baby. Just fuck me nice and slow."
I really wasn't in any mood to argue. I moved my feet up so I could work my hips and then began slowly pumping my cock in and out of her pussy from beneath her. In and out I pushed, her soft sighs quickly turning to moans as she rocked back and forth in time with my strokes. "Ohhhh sweetie. God I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come so fast!" she squeaked breathlessly as her legs began to tremble and shake, barely able to hold herself up as I pushed my fat cock in and out of her. I could feel her pussy clenching around me as her orgasm washed over her, her juices dripping from her pussy onto my stomach as I continued to push in and out, slowly driving me towards my own climax.
"Uhhh. Gonna come too," I grunted as I lay beneath her, my balls tingling and that familiar sensation spreading through my pelvis.
"Do it baby. Fill me with your juice," Cindy moaned as she tried to push back against me in time with my strokes. "Fuck my hot little pussy! Just think about how it would be, you and me, out in the boat all alone, the boat rocking gently as I stood before you, bent over the seat as you pumped your cock in and out of me from behind. Mmmmm, can you picture my tits swinging in time with your strokes as your hips slapped against my bare ass, me without a single thing on?"
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming my cock fully into her and squirting a huge gush of hot cum into her. Over and over my body jerked, filling her with more of my cum until I felt wasted and lay there, my cock twitching inside her as I panted for breath.
"Ohhhh yeah. That's it. That felt sooooo good, didn't it?" she cooed as she slid slightly so her face was over mine. "I know you have a thing for Jen, but God I wanted to fuck you so bad for so long."
"I don't have a thing for Jen!" I protested.
"Oh Scott. Hell, I can see it a mile away. Even if I hadn't found you two practically naked in here a little while ago, it'd be obvious!" she said with a giggle. "I don't mind if you have a thing for her, I just want a little bit too."
"A little bit?"
"Of sex with you of course silly!" she said with another giggle. "We've got three days and you can fuck me as many times as you want. I'm all yours!" she said before lowering her mouth to mine and kissing me wetly and sensuously, like she had in the bathroom. We lay there like that for some time before she finally rolled off of me, letting my now softened cock slip from her and release a flood of our combined juices. "Well, Amanda isn't going to be too happy. I just leaked all over her sleeping bag," Cindy giggled. "Oh well, it was worth it."
"Uh huh," I answered noncommittally.
"Oh come on. You can't say you didn't enjoy that. Can you?"
"No, I can't say I didn't enjoy that," I reluctantly agreed, looking up at the fading lantern which was about to go out from lack of being pumped up.
"And you like how I look, right? I mean you do like how my body looks? Right?"
"Yes, I like how your body looks," I agreed as well.
"And my tits are way bigger than Jen's tits, right?"
"True."
"So, what does Jen have that I don't have?" she asked, rolling on her side and propping her head on her hand to look at me.
"I don't know. I'm just drawn to her personality I guess. We just get along well. She gets me. I don't have to explain to her why on anything."
"I could be that girl, couldn't I?" she asked with a pout as the lantern flickered a few more times and then puffed out, leaving the only light in the tent being from what was filtering in through the still mostly unzipped tent door flaps.
"I don't know, maybe. Jen and I have spent hours and hours talking over the years. She's just my friend, that's all."
"But you were going to have sex with her, right?"
"We hadn't planned on it. It was kind of a spur of the moment thing. I don't even know if we would have gone any farther than it was. It all just kind of started because we took our shirts off cuz it was hot in here."
"I see. So if I run around with my tits out, you're more likely to fuck me? That's kind of shallow, isn't it?"
"Not any more than barging into the bathroom and taking your panties off and playing with your pussy while I'm changing. Now that was really subtle!" I said with a chuckle.
"You weren't complaining then, were you?" she asked as she rolled over to face me and reached for my cock, wrapping her hand around it and gently massaging it as it started to grow again. "Doesn't seem like you're complaining now either."
"Well, once you got my motor running, no I wasn't complaining. But still, we're cousins. We're not supposed to be having sex. It's not only not cool, but it's just wrong."
"It doesn't have to be wrong, does it? I mean as long as no one knows, it doesn't really matter, does it?" she asked as she scooted down on the sleeping bag until her head was nearly even with my hips. She leaned over and engulfed my growing cock with her mouth, gently swirling her tongue around it before sliding her lips up and down my now quickly hardening member.
"Oh God," I groaned softly, reaching down and pushing her gently back from me, my cock slipping from her mouth with a slurp. "We can't do this again," I whispered, as I sat up and found my pants around my ankles and wiggled them up. I found my shirt, pulled it on and stood up, my head nearly banging into the hot lantern.
"You don't have to go, not if you don't want to," Cindy cooed, reaching for my still open front of my shorts, and trying to pull them down again.
"Yeah, I do. If I don't, you know darn well that we're gonna have sex again," I hissed, unhooking her hand from my shorts, and pulling them up and closed.
"Spoil sport!" she said with a pout as I knelt down in front of the door.
"Yeah, I know," I answered her as I crawled out, crouching under the tent awning while I zipped the door flaps closed. I sprinted through the still heavy rain to the door of the cabin and inside before I could get too wet.
It was packed inside with everyone trying to get out of the rain. For the most part, the only people that weren't in the cabin were those off in the campers. I finally found Jen sitting with some younger cousins playing some kind of board game. She made it obvious to me that she was ignoring me intentionally, so I found a quiet place to sit and read a Popular Science magazine that was sitting out on the table. Not what I wanted to do. What I really wanted to do was to talk someplace private with Jen, but that didn't seem likely any time soon. With no TV, I had no idea what the weather was going to do, so all I could do was sit and wait for the rain to quit.
By dinner time I was bored, but the rain had stopped, though the wind was still whipping down the lake, pushing foot high or larger waves into the shoreline and dock. Even going out and sitting on the dock was a lost cause. I filed through the food line with everyone else and found a quiet place outside to eat on a bench overlooking the wind tossed lake. It had started to warm back up, even though the sun was fairly low in the sky.
Jen came and sat down next to me on the bench overlooking the wind tossed lake. "Hey there," she said quietly.



"Hey," I answered just as quietly between bites of food.
"So about earlier," she started.
"Hey, it was my fault. I didn't mean to push things like that."
"I know, but it wasn't just your fault either. I wanted it as much as you did right then."
"It was feeling pretty good, wasn't it?" I asked with a little smile. "And by the way, you look really incredible naked," I finished with a whisper.
"Yeah, thanks. You look pretty good down there too. Too bad Cindy had to interrupt."
"Yeah. For sure."
"So, did you?"
"Did I what?"
"Did you do her?"
"More like did she do me. She really didn't give me a lot of choice."
"I see. Did you enjoy it?"
"If you're asking if I wanted to, the answer is I really wanted to do it with you right then, but you didn't stick around long enough."
"So you did it with her instead," she said, more of a statement than a question.
"Like I said, she more did it with me. She was kind of insistent."
"You could have said no."
"Maybe...before you got undressed in front of me, not after," I answered her quietly. "At that point I was wayyyy too turned on to even think straight."
"Well, was she at least good?"
"Well, yeah, I guess. She was pretty good."
"I wonder if things had happened differently if you'd be telling her right now that I was pretty good?"
"I'd think that I'd be using different terms, like maybe... crazy good, spectacular, um, fantastic?"
"We'll never know I guess," she whispered.
"Yeah... I guess," I said as I felt my heart sink. That was NOT the response I had hoped to hear. Not that I knew what I hoped to hear, but that was definitely NOT it!"
I finished eating in silence and then sat there watching the waves with Jen sitting next to me.
"I'm gonna go get some dessert," she finally said, getting up from the bench. "Want some?"
"Yeah, sure," I answered as she walked away.
She came back a few minutes later with two bowls of ice cream and handed one to me. "Here you go. Chocolate of course."
"Of course," I answered as she sat down next to me.
"I forgive you," she said between bites.
"For what?"
She turned to stare at me. "Maybe I shouldn't, not if you don't know what for."
I was silent a few moments letting things sink in. "Oh. Yeah. That."
"Uh huh. That."
"Sorry."
"It's okay. I forgive you," she said again.
I sat silently, not sure what to say when we were interrupted by my Uncle Bob, Jen's dad. "Hey Scott, we're gonna run up to the Antlers to fish, wanna come along?"
While it was way too rough for my little boat and motor, their bigger eighteen foot boat would handle this rough water without a problem, and the Antlers was one of my favorite places to fish. "Yeah, you bet. Let me grab my rod and box," I said getting up.
"How about you Jenny? You coming?" he asked his daughter.
"No. I don't think so, not today," she said, as I stood in front of the bench.
"Okay, suit yourself," he said as he turned to head down towards the boat landing where Uncle Johnny was backing the boat trailer down to launch the boat. "What's with her?" Uncle Bob asked as we walked down towards the water.
"I don't know. She's mad at me for something, but I don't understand why. Does it get any easier, figuring them out that is?"
"You mean as they get older, or you get older?" he asked with a chuckle.
"Either."
"If you figure it out, let me know, because I still can't figure women out."
"Great," I said as we walked.
Uncle Johnny, Uncle Bob and I spent several hours out fishing, coming in just about dark. We cleaned our fish and headed into the cottage to get away from the mosquitos. Many of the adults were either sitting around chatting or playing cards while the younger kids were already off to bed and the medium sized kids were busy playing board games and such. I found Jen, but she made it a point to ignore me, so I got a soda and headed for my tent. I lay out there for some time, using a small battery lantern to read a book. If anything, it was getting hotter, or maybe it was just me. I stripped all the way down as I lay on my sleeping bag, my tent zipped tight to keep the skeeters out. Finally around ten thirty I turned my light out and went to sleep.
I could smell her soft floral perfume as we lay in the sunshine, Jen crawling over the top of me, her small firm tits sticking down towards me, her nipples hard and protruding from her perfectly round pink areolas. The breeze caressed our skin as it stirred the tall grass around us, shielding us from view as we lay in the middle of the field, both of us naked, my rock hard cock wanting badly to be buried deep inside her bare pussy. Her soft blue eyes looked down at me with desire as she held herself up over me on all fours, her nipples hovering over my face, almost inviting me to reach up and suck them as she lowered her hips down, her wet pussy just barely brushing against my engorged head.
"I want you," she whispered, barely audible over the rustle of the wind in the tall grass, an invitation that I would have heard no matter how quietly she said it. I felt her wet pussy press down against my head and slide back, my cock nestling into the entrance to her tunnel as pressure built against me, as she pressed back harder. I felt my head slowly spread her opening, almost fighting to widen it enough for its fat girth before suddenly slipping in past that initial point and sinking into her hot wet confines.
I heard her moan, or the both of us moan, as she pushed herself back onto me, my fat cock expanding her tunnel as she began rocking herself, pulling on and off my cock in short little strokes, her wet pussy lubricating more of my shaft with each stroke until she had me fully inside herself, my cock penetrating all the way to the end of her tunnel, my head pressed into her deepest recess. She began rocking long and slow, the sun warming us both, the wind caressing us and carrying away the perspiration building on us as we worked in unison to slowly stroke in and out of each other, our individual orgasms building towards a mutual crescendo.
"Ohhhh God yesssss," she hissed softly as her pussy began to spasm around my cock, the added sensations quickly pushing my own orgasm to the tipping point.
It was pitch dark when I opened my eyes, my body involuntarily pushing up into the hot wet confines my cock was embedded in. "Ohhhh fuck yes." I heard whispered over me as the body above me spasmed in time with my own spasms, my cock spurting shot after shot of cum up into her. "Ohhhhh yes," she whispered again.
In the dark and the fog of the dream slowly slipping way, I was unsure who exactly was above me. I reached up and slid my hands along a slender naked body, finding and cupping two small breasts, each barely large enough to fill my palms, but with two rock hard nipples pressing down into my palms. As her orgasm began to subside, she began to rock herself again, sliding on and off my still hard cock as my body drooled the last of the load of cum unto her pussy as she ground her clit into my stomach and pubic bone as my cock began to soften.
In one last stroke she pulled off my cock, leaned her face down to mine, kissed my lips and then pushed herself up and off of me. I could see the vague shadow of her as she unzipped the tent door, picked up something off the end of the sleeping bag and then slipped out into the moonless night, only a silhouette in the light from the cottage to give me any chance to identify the visitor. Tall, slender, small breasts with still hard nipples exposed, and moderately long hair. I could rule out both Cindy and Jen, but beyond that, it could have been any of half a dozen of my cousins.
It left me laying for hours, wondering who it was and of course, why. I finally fell back asleep, no more informed than I had been when my visitor slipped out into the night, still naked.
I had intended on getting up with the sun and heading out to fish, but when I finally crawled from the bed the sun was well above the tree tops. I yawned and stretched as I headed for the cottage for some breakfast. It didn't take long to eat, as most of the clan was up and some had already headed out to fish, so breakfast was long since cooked and waiting.
"I thought you'd be out fishing already," my aunt Emily said as I walked in.
"Yeah, that was the plan. I kind of overslept."
"Ahhh, to be young again and able to lay in bed, even a hard one like that, for hours. If it was me, my back would have been killing me and I'd have had to get up."
"Well, that wasn't a problem. Probably just stayed up too late reading my book."
"Well, have some breakfast," she said, handing me a plate from the counter and uncovering a bowl of scrambled eggs on the stove and a pan of sausage links. I loaded my plate up, ate quickly and then grabbed a few sodas in a bag and headed out the door to get my boat ready to fish. I was anxious to get to the small bay across the lake and see if I could squeeze through the culvert into the bay on the other side of the county highway.
"Hey there, going someplace?" I heard Jen ask from behind as I shuffled gear around in my boat in preparation for dragging it down from where it sat on the shoreline into the water.
"Yeah, over across the way," I answered without looking up.
"Want some company?"
"Sure, if you want."
"Okay. Give me a sec to change," she said as she turned around and jogged up the hill towards her tent.
By the time I had the boat in the water, an extra life jacket tossed in, and the engine filled with gas, she was back, wearing a pair of short shorts and a t-shirt, the strings of a swimsuit top sticking up out the neck hole. "All set!" she said brightly as she carried a fishing rod and a small canvas bag towards me.
"Cool," I answered, taking the rod from her, and putting it into the boat and then pushing the boat into the water. I walked it the few feet to the dock and held it there while she climbed gingerly down in and sat in the middle seat, about three feet or so from where I would sit in the stern to run the small motor. I climbed down in, started the motor, and backed the boat away from the dock before turning it to head across the lake towards the highway bridge.
"So, are we going under to the finger bay?" Jen asked over the sound of the engine.
"Yeah. If I can, I'd like to try and squeeze through the culvert under the county highway and see if we can get back into that little finger bay."
"Ahh, yeah, you almost never see anyone back there."
"It's too soft around the shoreline, real boggy. I tried to walk around it once and there's actually three little creeks back there that feed it. But it takes an awfully small boat to get into it. You either have to put in off the highway or squeeze through the culvert. I think this'll fit."
"Cool. It's worth a try. What then?"
"Fish those lily pads way in the back by the creeks inlets. I'd think those would be the best places."
"Sounds like a plan," she said as we bounced through the water, the small engine not quite able to get the boat up on plane, but not quite plowing through the water either with the bow fairly high in the air. We didn't talk much more as I drove us under the highway bridge and across the bay on the other side, slowing only when we approached the culvert. I shut the engine down and tipped it up as we coasted into the mouth of the culvert. We didn't have much room to spare, but with a few bumps and bangs we were able to ease my boat through the culvert and into the bay on the other side. I started the motor back up and we pushed slowly across the bay, not really sure how deep it might be and not wanting to get stuck in a mud bank. When the motor started to churn mud, I switched to oars and eased us around a small point and into a long narrow bay that was sheltered from view of the road and filled with patches of Lily pads. "Here we are," I said quietly, almost afraid to talk too loud and scare the fish.
"It's nice and quiet back here," Jen said, as I hooked a lure on my rod and handed one to her before she moved up to the seat in the bow to give both of us room to cast.
"Yeah, it's almost like the rest of the world is miles away," I said as I tossed the first cast out toward the Lily pads. The reel made a soft whir sound as I slowly retrieved the lure, waiting anxiously for a fish to bite. It didn't, but that didn't stop me from making another cast, and another and another.... You get the idea.
We worked around deeper in the bay, casting toward the pads, and getting a few hits and one small fish as the sun climbed higher, warming both of us as the temperature quickly soared toward the eighties, a hot day for northern Wisconsin.
"It's getting seriously warm," Jen said, putting her rod down and reaching for her t-shirt hem. She quickly pulled the shirt up and off, revealing a lime green bikini that was, if anything, smaller than the yellow one she had worn the previous year. I couldn't really help myself as my cock hardened in my pants as I stared at her.
She smiled as she reached down to her shorts, unsnapped them, and carefully wiggled out of them, stuffing them into the bag at her feet before pulling out a tube of sunblock. I tried to continue fishing as she slowly spread the white cream on her legs, doing one and then the other, lifting each high in the air as she spread the cream up soft sexy thighs. When she finished her legs, she went to work on her arms, coating each arm carefully, glancing back at me periodically to see that I was indeed staring at her and completely ignoring fishing.
"I'm gonna need some help with my back. Would you mind?" she asked softly, as she carefully moved to the middle seat and sat down with her back to me, holding the tube of sunblock out for me.
"Uh, sure," I said, taking the tube from her hand. I squirted some cream on my hand and began at her neck, rubbing around on her back between the ties for the little green bikini, my cock growing even harder as my hand stroked circles around her back.
"You know, if that tie is in your way, you can undo it," she said quietly as my fingers ran under the string and around her side slightly.
"Uh, which one?" I asked, the tails of the string around her neck hanging down her back and swinging as my fingers pushed it aside again.
"Either, or both if you want," she said, sitting with her hands on her legs.
I licked my lips nervously as I reached for the tie around her neck and gently tugged the string, pulling the bow out and then reaching to her neck to pull the still twisted string apart. The material pulled the strings over her shoulders as it slid down her front, leaving the top hanging by the string around her back, which I pulled next. I was still pulling the string as the lime green material pulled from her body and unwrapped from her, hanging in my hand. "Here you go," I said, holding it out, my hand shaking slightly as she twisted her body to take the top from me, exposing most of one breast as she did.
"Thank you," she said, turning back, clearly waiting for me to work more lotion into her back. I squirted more lotion in my hand and began working it into her back again, working my way down to the small of her back and the curve of her round butt. "You better get all the way down to my butt. I don't want to get burnt because you were too bashful to put sunblock on my butt," she said almost sternly as she leaned forward.
"Um, yeah. No problem," I answered as I started rubbing the lotion into her cheeks by sliding my hand between her bare skin and the lime green material. "About as far as I can go," I said as I tried to stroke my hand in under her as far as I could.
"Oh," she said, lifting herself off the seat and carefully stepping back behind it as she bent over to hold the sides of the boat to balance herself. "That better?" she asked, her ass now only a foot or so from my face.
"Uh yeah," I said as I put my hand back between her suit and her bottom.
"You don't need an invitation to get that out of the way, do you? I thought we covered that with the top," she said without looking back.
"Uh, no. I got it," I said, reaching my hand to tug the strings on her hips, undoing the two bows and pulling the material down off her so she was completely naked in front of me. I sat there, staring at her ass, her round full pussy lips pushing out at me from between her legs as she stood bent at the waist, her feet about a foot apart. I squeezed some more lotion on her butt and began to rub it with both hands, swirling my hands slowly around her tanned globes, a bright triangle of white showing where the skimpy suit had been covering her. I continued to stroke my hands around her ass, my fingers sliding around the sides of her leg and my thumbs running up the inside of her thighs until I could stroke them over and then between her fat round pussy lips.
"I think that's enough of that part," she said breathlessly as she suddenly pulled her ass away from my hands when I tried to push my thumb deeper, entering into her tunnel. She turned around and sat down facing me, her entire naked body exposed to me in the bright sun. "You better get my front done before I burn," she coaxed, spreading her legs slightly and reaching back to the sides of the boat so she was partially reclined. She picked her feet up off the bottom of the boat and set them on the seat on either side of me, so I was sitting between her now spread legs, her whole pussy and curly blonde hair on her mound exposed to me.
"Huh?" I asked stupidly, staring at her body.
"You better put some sunblock on my tits, or they'll burn," she said without moving. "Unless of course you want me to do it myself."
"No, no, that's fine. I'd be happy to do it!" I said quickly, not wanting to miss the chance to rub my hands all over her orange sized tits. I squirted some lotion on my hand and then set the tube aside, reaching for her chest as I rubbed the lotion between my hands. I cupped both her soft breasts, gently squeezing them as I began to massage the lotion into each soft round orb, her hard nipples pressing into my palms.
"Don't forget to get everyplace," she said after I had been rubbing only her tits for at least a full minute or more.
"Yeah, sure," I said, letting my roaming hands reach up her chest and then back down her body, over and around her tits and down to her stomach. I squirted more lotion on her body and started working my hands around her stomach and down to her thighs, periodically running them back up and over her tits again.
"So, I was pretty upset with you yesterday," she said softly as I stroked my hand all the way down to and across her hard mound, my thumb stroking across her pussy lightly.
"Yeah, I got that idea."
"Yeah, but I'm not anymore," She added.
"That's good."
"Well, it was partly my fault," she said with a little shrug. "It just took me a little while to realize it."
"How so?"
"Well, there's a lot of good looking girls up here this week, quite a few your age too. If I want something from you, or more don't want you to give something to someone else, I have to be pretty specific or how would you know? Right?"
"I suppose that's true."
"So... well... Here I am."
I continued rubbing my hands around her body, not exactly sure at all what she was driving at.
"So?"
"So what?"
"Do you wanna have sex with me?"
"Well, I kinda thought we were going to yesterday, in the tent, but it sorta didn't happen."
"So what's stopping you now?"
I stopped rubbing her and stared at her face for a moment, wondering if she was serious. The look of desire in her soft blue eyes answered the question better than any words could have. I quickly pulled my t-shirt off, undid my pants and pushed them down my legs to my knees and slipped off the seat, kneeling in the bottom of the boat between her legs, my rock hard cock pressing against her pussy lips. I reached down for my cock and rubbed it up and down her cream lubricated lips and pressed it slightly into her, working it until I was settled into the entrance to her tunnel. "You're sure?" I asked, hoping and praying that she wouldn't say no.



"I wasn't yesterday, but I am now," she said huskily, her chest rising and falling as she waited nervously.
I pushed forward, my hands sliding from her legs up her body until I could cup both her round soft breasts. I pushed in slowly, going as far as I could and then pulling back some to draw more of her lubrication out across her lips. I pressed in again, pushing a little farther and drawing a long soft moan from her lips as she closed her eyes and let her head fall back, her long blonde hair hanging down behind her towards the bottom of the boat.
In and out I stroked, working myself slowly deeper and deeper into her until I was stroking fully into her, her soft wet pussy caressing the full length of my cock as she lifted her feet off the seat behind me and held them up and apart for me. In and out I stroked, slapping my thighs against her bare ass, and squeezing and rubbing her tits with both hands as I pounded myself in and out of her, my dick pushing deep enough to smash my head into the end of her soft wet tunnel with each stroke.
"Ohhh damn you feel good," she moaned as I pushed in and out of her exquisitely hot and wet pussy. "Soooooo damn good."
"Yeah, you too," I groaned as I held her tits and increased my strokes, feeling my orgasm start to build deep inside me. "I've kind of wished for this for a long time."
"Yeah?" she asked, tipping her head back up and looking at me. "Why?"
"Cuz you're probably the sexiest woman I've ever known."
"Just cuz I look good? That's why?" she asked breathlessly as I continued to pound into her, each stroke making a little squishing sound with her juices as my head caressed her vaginal walls and her walls caressed my fat hard shaft and mushroom head.
"Uh uh. More than that," I groaned softly, feeling the urgency grow inside, the warmth and tingle of my impeding climax growing beyond stopping. "Oh God I'm gonna come!"
"Uh huh. Me too. Any second," she whispered, her legs trembling slightly as she held them up in a wide V.
My hips continued to piston my cock in and out of her pussy, my thighs slapping loudly against her ass and her fantastic pussy caressing my cock with each stroke. Her velvety soft tunnel seemed to quiver around me as I slid in and out of her.
"Ohhhhhhhhh shiiiiiiit!" she squealed loudly as her whole body seemed to quiver and shake in front of me, the whole boat rocking and shaking as I pounded into her even faster, my strokes spurred on by the feeling of her pussy clenching and spasming around me as she climaxed.
"FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed and jammed my cock into her uncontrollably. I felt a huge gush of cum lancing out into her hot pussy as my body jerked hard, driving my head all the way to her cervix. Over and over I jerked, pumping more cum into her as she pushed herself up and reached for my neck. She used her hands behind my neck to pull her body against mine as I let go of her breasts. I wrapped my arms around her and helped pull her shaking body tightly against me as my cock continued to jerk and twitch inside her, our combined cum leaking around where I was impaling her and dripping to the floor of the boat.
"Scott, I love you," she whispered softly in my ear as she pulled her nude body more tightly to mine, her hard nipples pressing into my chest. "I know we're not supposed to and all, but I love you," she said, her voice quavering slightly with emotion.
"I know. Me too," I whispered.
"So what do we do now?"
"I guess pretend it never happened and that we're just close family," I answered, not really wanting to pretend anything of the sort.
"How do we pretend this never happened? Not to mention that I don't want this to have never happened. Hell, I want it to happen again and again actually. How do we fake that?"
"Damned if I know," I whispered back.
"Well, out here, we can be ourselves, can't we?"
"I suppose as long as we're alone," I agreed quietly.
"Good," she answered. "I don't want to get dressed. I want you to be able to look over and see all of me. I want you to be able to just lean over and kiss me or play with my boobie or if you want to, just push your dick into me and make love to me."
"I'd like that too. I just don't know how safe that really is. Someone might see us."
"Yeah, you're right, I guess. But that doesn't mean I don't want it that way."
"Me too. If I didn't have to, I'd leave us both go naked!" I said with a chuckle.
"So, here's the deal. Neither of us wears any underwear the rest of the time, that way we can tease each other as much as we can."
"That sounds kind of fun. Not much privacy around though."
"So we can hope for some rain," she answered with a smile, releasing me, and pulling her face back from me. I leaned toward her, lowering my face down to hers and gently kissed her lips. she sensuously kissed me back for several long minutes before we reluctantly broke the kiss. I looked around and quickly let go of my arms around her, reaching for the oars and pushing them quickly to push us back into the bay, my boat having floated out into full view of the road. "Well, hope no one saw that," she said with a giggle as she continued to hold herself around me as I pushed the oars to push the boat back farther into the cove.
I pushed the bow against the soft shore, sure that no one would walk up to where we were over the marshy ground before letting go of the oars and wrapping my arms back around Jen.
Now in the shade the two of us got more comfortable, laying more in the bottom of the boat, at least as much as we could in the small craft. We spent the next couple hours cuddling and making love again, both of us climaxing hard together before we decided we had to dress and head for home before someone got worried and started looking for us. We agreed to dress each other, since we were both naked, each of us taking our time covering the sensitive spots, kissing and licking them all, leaving us both turned on and wanting to have sex again, but agreeing that we didn't have time.
I finally rowed us back to deep water and started the small motor up, pushing us slowly across the bay towards the culvert. I shut down the motor and eased us into the culver, Jen almost immediately pulling the cups of her top aside to expose her tits to me while I worked the boat through the culvert. With a grin, she pulled the material back over her breasts just as we emerged, looking around to make sure no one could see and then pulling them aside again. I dropped the motor and fired it back up, driving us home as fast as the engine would take us, Jen leaving her breasts out and exposed until we reached the highway bridge, after which the lake would be lots busier and not safe for that kind of display.
We did our best the rest of the afternoon to pretend that what happened in the morning didn't, but in the end the only way was to stay away from each other. I went fishing in the evening with a few other adults, intentionally avoiding going in a boat with Jen, not feeling like I would be capable of hiding it.
It was dark when I crawled into my tent and zipped it shut. I lay back on my sleeping bag and undressed, not bothering to put anything back on as I lay in the tent listening to the chirping of the insects and thinking about a naked Jen in my boat. I was nearly asleep when my tent door unzipped and a form crawled into my tent, pausing to zip the door behind it. With an awkward wiggle, the form silhouetted in the light filtering through the tent walls from the cottage lights pulled the shirt up off of her, her tits now silhouetted as well, two nice orange sized breasts hanging below her body as she crawled over my naked form and lay down on top of me.
"Hi," Jen whispered.
"Hi," I whispered back as she slid her body up mine, her mound pressing against my hard cock until she had slid far enough that it popped up between her legs. She rolled her legs off of mine, one on either side of me and then pushed back, pressing my head against her pussy. She had to try a couple times before she got the spot just right and pressed herself slowly down my shaft, her hot wet pussy slowly engulfing me as I stifled a soft moan.
"Yeah, me too," she whispered as she moved her legs up under herself and began to rock herself slowly on me, sliding her pussy on and off my cock with each stroke. "I've been wanting to do this all afternoon," she whispered in my ear.
"Me too," I whispered back as I let my hands roam over her back and bare butt, caressing every inch of her that I could reach.
"It feels different than before," she whispered. "I like it."
"How so?"
"It hits different places. Maybe it's just because I've been thinking about it for so long, but I feel like I'm going to start coming already," she whispered breathlessly. "Kiss me. Kiss me until you come inside me."
She lifted her face from my ear and pressed her lips to mine as she continued to slowly stroke herself on and off my cock. Her kiss grew more aggressive and sensual as she stroked on me, her body periodically shuddering and trembling as she continued to push down on me over and over. As much as I wanted it to last forever, I could tell that only a few more seconds was as much as I could take. My body spasmed and I felt the first gush of cum lance up into her as she pushed herself hard on me, grinding her clit into the base of my cock, my hands squeezing and kneading her round ass as my orgasm washed over me and filled her with my cum. Only after several long minutes and feeling my softening cock slip from her pussy, did she release my lips and roll off to lay next to me, her head on my shoulder.
The sun was just coming up when I woke, Jen still next to me, naked but awake and dressing in a long sleep shirt. She gave me a smile, leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips and then slipped from my tent, hopefully unseen.
I crawled out of my tent a few minutes later and made my way to the outside bathroom, most everyone else still asleep. My grandfather quickly figured that with the growing family, even two bathrooms in the cottage weren't enough, so he converted the pump house into another small bathroom with just a toilet, sink and small shower stall. It was much too cold to use in the winter, but in the summer months it made a nice addition, even though the only way to get to it was to walk around the cottage on a little gravel path to the woods side of the building. In some ways it was my preferred shower, especially this morning when I really didn't want to see a lot of people.
I turned on the water and stood under the hot spray in the little shower stall, thinking about Jen and how complicated my life had suddenly become. Just the thought of her sexy little body gave me a hard-on, which I started to stroke slowly thinking about her.
"You know, you'll go blind doing that," I heard Cindy say, startling me and making me nearly fall in the shower.
"What are you doing in here?" I hissed quietly.
"Came to see you of course," Cindy said with a giggle. "And I'm seeing quite a bit. You know, I can take care of that a whole lot nicer than your hand."
"Cindy!" I hissed as she stepped into the small shower stall with me.
"Now Scott. I wouldn't protest too loudly. I happen to know that someone spent the night someplace else, and not in her own tent. You wouldn't want that to get around, would you?"
"Seriously? How would I know anything about that?" I lied.
"Oh Scott, don't try to play innocent. You forget, I saw you two together practically naked. It didn't take a genius to figure out what was going to happen next."
"Yeah, until you butted in," I said with a frown as her hands closed around my cock.
"Oh, yeah. And it was so worth it. I wouldn't mind a bit more of that."
"Not likely," I answered.
"Oh really? That's a shame. You wouldn't want Aunt Margret to find out what you're doing with her daughter, would you? You know, it's kind of unusual to find underwear in a boat, and that's exactly what I found in yours. A pair of your own underwear. How do you suppose those got left in there?"
"Cindy!" I said almost angrily.
"Scott!" she said mockingly before dropping her voice to a near whisper. "Look. I know what you two are doing. I just want a little too."
"That isn't the way it is," I protested.
"Well, if you wanna keep your little secret, you better figure out how to give me as good an orgasm as you gave her last night. And yes, I heard you two fucking in your tent last night."
"Awww shit," I groaned.
"Uh huh. Now put this someplace useful before someone else comes to use the shower," she said, tugging on my hard cock. Leaving the water running, she pulled me by the cock out of the shower and turned around, bending over and balancing herself against the wall with one hand while she guided me behind her by my cock with the other. "Come on baby, give it all to me now."
I shook my head in disgust and frustration but rubbed my head up and down her pussy lips before pushing it into her. I felt my head slip into her a few inches and then started making quick little strokes, only a couple inches long, as I worked myself deeper into her. I was soon stroking with abandon into her pussy, my thighs slapping lightly against her ass, my hands holding her big tits which were trying to swing wildly beneath her. She stifled a number of moans, which came out more like soft sighs as I continued to pound into her, my hands holding her big soft tits, my fingers squeezing her nipples.
"Oh God Scott," she moaned softly, "Sooo fucking good."
"Uh huh," I grunted in reply, my own orgasm building and washing away any remaining thoughts that this was being blackmailed from me. In and out I stroked, her pussy spasming around my cock as I kept going, my cock pistoning into her over and over again as she muffled her cries of pleasure with the towel hanging on the hook on the wall. "Fuck!" I grunted quietly as my body spasmed, jamming my cock deep into her and unloading a huge gush of hot cum. Time and again my body bucked, pushing my cock deep into her and adding to the huge load I was leaving inside her. Finally, breathless and shrinking, I pulled from her pussy, a heavy trickle of our combined cum leaking from her pussy and dripping to the floor as she continued to stand, bent at the waist, holding onto the wall for balance.
"God damn," she whispered when I stepped back into the shower to wash off the new sweat and to clean the smell of sex off.
I finished washing, stepped out of the shower and, grabbing her arm, coaxed her into the shower as well. I let her wash herself while I dried myself off, and then quickly pulled on a pair of shorts, ducking out of the little bathroom before Cindy could finish and get out.
I ducked into my tent, pulled on socks and shoes and a shirt and then headed down to the water to get my boat ready. Hoping that Jen was up and in the cottage, I headed up for some breakfast. One of my aunts was busy cooking some bacon and eggs, which I waited patiently for. With my plate of food eaten, I looked for Jen who was sitting at the little game table in the other room with Cindy.
"I'm headed over to the back pond again, wanna come?" I asked, specifically aimed at Jen.
"Oh I'd love to!" Cindy answered quickly.
I started to open my mouth to protest that I wanted to take Jen, but a finger to her own lips prevented me from answering. "I'd come too, but I don't think your boat is quite big enough for all three of us," Jen replied. "Why don't you go ahead and take Cindy and I'll go this afternoon. Sound good?"
"Uh. Yeah, sure," I answered.
"Great! Let me go change," Cindy said enthusiastically.
"I'm ready to go now," I answered curtly.
"Oh, well then I'll go as is!" Cindy answered as she got up from the little table and heading for the door in bare feet, a pair of short shorts and a white t-shirt.
Jen gave me a little wink before I turned to stalk out, feeling like my plans had just gotten totally trashed. Cindy followed me down to the water and stood on the dock while I got the boat pushed in and moved to the dock. She stepped down in gingerly and sat on the middle seat facing the stern where I would be sitting in a few moments. I stepped in myself and pushed the boat off, letting it float out into the lake as I got the little engine started. I turned the boat and headed across the lake at its top speed, Cindy staring back at me with a huge smile on her face.
The little engine was far from quiet while I had it throttled up, making conversation, thankfully, difficult. I was rather irritated with Cindy, and I really didn't feel like talking to her at the moment anyway. I throttled back to go under the highway bridge and then opened it back up full to head to the culvert under the county road, finally slowing and shutting down the engine to have enough momentum to coast into the culvert against the current that flowed through it.
"Well, this is interesting" Cindy said as I stood up in the boat and pushed off the sides of the culvert to propel us through the long dark tunnel. With my hands busy, Cindy took the opportunity to reach for my shorts, quickly unsnap them and pull them down, leaving me standing mostly naked in the boat. "So, no underwear. Guess I can figure out what you had in mind with Jen," she said with a giggle.
"Yeah, something you spoiled."
"Don't worry. You'll have your chance this afternoon," she said with a smile, "assuming of course that I don't wear you completely out, as if that's even possible."
I frowned as I pushed us out of the end of the culvert and quickly grabbed my shorts as I sat down, pulling them mostly all the way up as I dropped to the seat inadvertently leaving my cock and balls exposed to her as I dropped the engine and fired it up before the current could carry us back against the shoreline.
"So what now? You really wanna fish or how about we just go find a quiet corner for some serious sex?" Cindy asked as the engine fired and I started motoring us slowly across the back bay.
"I suppose if I want to fish, I'm going to have to do something with you first, huh?"
"That's the general idea," she said as she pulled her shirt up and off. She reached behind her and undid her bra and pulled it off with us still well in sight of the roadway. With a devious little smile on her face, she undid her shorts and pushed them down, leaving herself completely naked as she sat in front of me, my cock hardening as I stared at her naked body.
Don't get me wrong, she's a VERY good looking girl. Any guy would be foaming at the mouth to fuck her if she were sitting naked in front of them, and while I wasn't quite after it like a rabid animal, my body simply couldn't help but respond to the incredibly sexy view and situation. I ran the boat around behind a point to hide us from the road and pulled into the shade by the shore, running the bow up onto the soft shoreline.
"So, here I am. Anything you want to do," she said quietly, spreading her legs apart so I could see her pussy.
"If you want it so bad, I think you should suck my cock a while, just to get me turned on," I answered her, thinking that might slow her down a bit. Not that I haven't ever had it done, but only twice, and neither time did Tamera seem to enjoy herself, not nearly as much as she enjoyed me going down on her.
"Not a problem. I LOVE to suck cock, as long as that cock ends up fucking me senseless!" she said with a grin as she slipped off the seat to kneel on the bottom of the boat in front of me. She pulled on my shorts, and I lifted off the seat, letting her pull them down, her hands pulling them all the way over my shoes and off completely. "Much better," she said as she leaned her face down to my cock and engulfed me with her hot mouth.
I felt her tongue swirl around my head as her hand closed around my shaft, her hot wet mouth moving up and down slowly on my shaft, her hand following. Up and down her lips went, pushing me into her mouth as far as she could before pulling back, my long fat cock only half gone before she had to stop. "Oh damn that feels good!" I groaned as she bobbed her head up and down in my lap, her hand following her lips, twisting back and forth as it traveled up and down my saliva lubricated cock.



I reached down to her chest, cupping both tits and felt her moan around my cock as I began to knead and play with her bit soft tits, her nipples rock hard against my palms. I could feel the breeze blowing gently across us, little ripples helping to rock the boat along with Cindy's bouncing body, but I couldn't have cared less at that point. After several minutes playing with her tits, I pulled one hand to her ass and reached down, stretching as far as I could to find her wet pussy with my fingers. I pressed one finger between her lips and rubbed it as she continued to bounce up and down my cock.
"Okay. That does it. I gotta fuck you!" she said as she suddenly pulled her face from my cock. She stood up and stepped across me, standing in the small space between the back seat and the transom, reaching down with one hand for the motor behind me to balance herself as she bent her knees and lowered herself towards my lap. She reached between us, her hand going between her own legs to find my hard cock and hold it up while she nestled the head between her lips. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes, fuck yes," she groaned as her pussy enveloped my saliva coated cock. She lowered herself down until she was sitting on my lap facing me, my cock pressing against her cervix deep inside her hot wet pussy, her ass wiggling around on my lap as she moaned softly in pleasure. After several seconds she moved her other hand to the engine and levered herself up, lifting a few inches keeping just my cock inside her pussy before she dropped quickly back down on me, causing the whole back of the boat to bounce in the water slightly.
Up and down she went, using her legs and hands to lift herself and then dropping herself down hard on me. Each stroke drove my cock hard against the end of her tunnel and caused her to gasp, presumably in pleasure. Her eyes closed and her sandy blonde hair was flowing down her back as she tilted her head back. My hands cupped her big tits, feeling the bounce each time she came down, my thumbs rubbing back and forth across her nipples.
After nearly five minutes of her attentions, she looked at me and sat on my lap, wiggling her ass around again. "Scott, would you please fuck me? I want you to fuck me hard. Take me from behind and drive your cock hard into my pussy over and over like you did in the shower. Will you do that? Please!?" she practically begged.
"Yeah, sure," I answered.
She grinned at me, lifted herself up and off my cock with a loud slurp and climbed out of the well to stand in the middle of the boat. She turned away from me and bent over, kneeling down over the middle seat, her knees and hands on the bottom of the boat. She pushed her ass at me and spread her knees apart so her pussy was displayed for me, looking back expectantly for me. I slipped off the seat and knelt between her legs, my cock resting against her firm round ass. "Oh yeah. Come on, fuck me Scott. Fuck my hot little pussy!" she plead.
"Uh huh." Was all I could answer as I rubbed my cock up and down her wet slit to spread her lips and find the entrance to her tunnel. I pushed easily into her, driving my cock into her until my thighs slapped her ass, making her whole body shake before me. I held her hips and started pumping in and out of her, each stroke driving my cock fully into her.
"Ohhhhh God yes Scott. My God yes, yes, yes!" she cried loudly as I plunged into her over and over, her whole body starting to tremble as she held herself over the boat seat.
I closed my eyes and pumped in and out of her, driving my cock into her and my own impending orgasm closer. Almost without warning my body bucked hard, jamming my cock into her so hard she nearly collapsed over the seat, my cock gushing a huge shot of hot cum into her pussy. I held onto her and pumped more cum into her, each new jet accompanied by an involuntary shove of my cock.
"Ohhhhhhh God yessssssss!" she moaned loudly as I leaned over her, letting go of her hips and moving one hand to the boat seat and the other up under her chest to cup one of her soft tits.
"Okay. That's what you wanted?" I asked breathlessly.
"Oh God yes. Geez what a cock," she mumbled.
As my cock started to soften, I pulled from her and sat back on the back seat, allowing her to pick herself up and turn around, sitting on the seat naked in front of me. "You know, you do have a pretty damn hot body," I said as I worked to catch my breath.
"Ohhhh, thank you. You wanna see it some more?"
"I wouldn't complain."
"If you can keep us out of sight of the road, I'll stay naked as long as you want," she said with a grin. "Never fished naked, but I bet you haven't either."
"I haven't," I agreed.
With a grin, she reached for our fishing rods and handed me one, while she turned herself sideways on the seat, waiting patiently for me to get the oars set so I could maneuver us around the Lily pad covered bay.
We floated around the bay for almost an hour, casting out into the reeds and catching a few small fish before we decided that without sunblock we'd get our private parts burned. We dressed and I headed us back for home, declining to have "one more round" as she put it.
We pulled into the dock a little bit later and I pulled the boat up onto the shore to make room for the other bigger boats that were apparently still out fishing or just riding. As I walked up towards the cottage, I was surprised to see my older sister, Trudy, laying in one of the few sunny spots in the grassy yard, sunning herself along with Jen, Amanda and two of my slightly younger cousins, Samantha and Frieda. None of them were clad in much, drawing my complete attention as I walked up and looked down at my sister. "Hey Sis!" I said as Cindy walked up behind me.
"Hey little brother. Having a good time?" my sister responded, lifting herself up on one elbow, lifting her head and shielding her eyes with her other hand to see me.
"Yeah, not bad," I said as I knelt down on the grass next to her. I was kind of surprised at how skimpy her little white bikini was, almost smaller than the one Jen had on again. To say she was hot was an understatement. Hell, I didn't know they made suits that small! Now my sister was a looker, always had been. She had confidentially told me once that her breasts were thirty-eight double d's, which in anyone's book was flat big. But she had the rest of the body to go with it, full round hips, thin waist, firm round ass, short cropped brown hair and blue eyes that could seduce a freight train if she wanted to. Two years older than I was, she was almost ready to graduate college, and last time we talked, get married. "I didn't think you were going to make it this year. A little birdy told me that Marlin was taking you to Florida for the Fourth."
"Yeah, that was kind of the plan, up until May that is."
"Why, what happened in May?" I asked as she frowned at me.
"That's when I caught Marlin messing around with Shannon."
"Huh? Shannon? As in Shannon your roommate at college?"
"Uh huh. Finals week. I came back from my exam a little early and he was on the bottom bunk banging away on my naked roommate," she said with acid dripping from her voice. "Needless to say the engagement is off."
"I don't get it," I said quietly. "I thought you two were going for the whole thing."
"So did I, but apparently a bleached blonde with bigger tits than mine was more than he could handle. In his defense, she came out of the shower naked while he was waiting for me to come back, but hell, I never expected that twit roommate of mine to seduce my boyfriend."
"Man, that's rough," I said shaking my head slowly and frowning.
"Yeah, so boys are off the menu right now," she said as she lay back down and closed her eyes.
"Well, keep wearing things like that and you'll have 'em eating out of your hand."
"This? This is what I bought for our trip. You're actually the first guy to see me in it, instead of him that is. It was supposed to be a surprise for him, along with one or two other little surprises," she added.
"Damn, Sis. Sorry. If you need to talk, well, you know where to find me."
"Yeah, out on the water. Heard you got your own boat."
"Yeah, little but mine," I answered.
"Maybe you can take me out in it after lunch? You always were the best at finding the fish out here."
"Well, we can't go far. It's only a 3 horse, but I'm sure we can find someplace."
"How about the bay on the other side of the bridge. There's lots of secluded little fingers that should be ripe for casting."
"Yeah, I was planning on going over there later today," I said thinking about Jen. "I've snuck through the culvert into that little bay on the far side. Got lots of fish, but only smaller stuff. I'm thinking there just isn't enough deep water to hold the big boys."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll tag along," she said as she lay her head back down, clearly not wanting to be argued with. "Give us a chance to catch up."
"Sure, after lunch," I answered, my heart sinking at the thought of losing the time with Jen. I pushed myself up from the grass and headed up to the cottage to get something to eat.
Lunch at one of these is an informal affair. Food is ready and out for a couple hours, with people just filtering through to get what they want when they're hungry. Sometimes there will be some special goodies, like today, someone cooked up some fish that was caught fresh yesterday, a wonderful change from the usual sandwiches. I ate my fill, leaving plenty for others, and then headed back down to the dock to sit on the bench and watch the water. I hadn't been sitting too long before Jen showed up in her tiny bikini and sat next to me.
"So, gonna take Trudy out later?" she asked quietly as she sat down next to me.
"Yeah, you can come too. I think I can fit three in the boat."
"Won't be the same though."
"Yeah, I know. I would have liked to get some alone time too," I said, barely louder than a whisper.
"I know. When Cindy grabbed my seat this morning, I figured we'd just go this afternoon and have some more time, but this kind of ruins that."
"You don't have to go if you don't want." I said, wondering if it would be more difficult if she did.
"No, that's fine. I'll go," she answered quietly.
"There you two are," my sister called as she walked down the dock wearing a long t-shirt covering her bikini. "Wondered where you got to. You ready to go out?"
"Sure, any time you are," I answered.
"You always had plenty of rods around, you have one for me or do I need to find one?"
"Naw, I got plenty," I answered as I stood up.
"Good, let's go! Been a while since I was able to get any time with my little brother," she said with a smile.
I got up and followed her off the dock and around the shoreline to where I'd beached my boat. I shoved it out into the water and then had her hold it there while I ran up to the garage and got another life jacket. She dropped a small red canvas bag into the boat and a cooler with some drinks and then I climbed in the back. Jen got in next and then finally my sister, pushing the boat out before she stepped gingerly in. My sister and Jen sat in the middle seat, looking towards the bow as I started the engine and backed the small boat away from the shore.
To say it was a slow trip would be an understatement. The small engine was more than enough to get the boat up on plane with just me in it. With Jen the bow rode high, and it tried, but couldn't quite get on plane, still running at a respectable pace. With three of us in the small boat, the little engine had no chance at all of getting up on top of the water and we plowed our way through the waves across the lake at maybe ten miles an hour or even slower.
"So how are things going with my brother?" I overheard Sis ask Jen.
"Oh, we're catching up," she said evasively.
"That isn't what I meant, and you know it. How are things going? I know you two have always been close, but it seems like there's a bit more going on this year."
"Huh?" Jen asked in surprise.
"Come on, just between us girls. I saw the look on his face when I asked to come, and he said he was planning on taking you," my sister prodded. "What's going on?"
"Nothing!" Jen answered sharply.
"Now that wasn't obvious," my sister said. "Come on, give! You two doing horizontal mombo?"
"NO!" Jen protested. "Nothing like that!"
"Uh huh. And I'm supposed to believe that? Look, it doesn't make any difference to me one way or the other, but if you're gonna you need to hide it better. If I could pick it up in only a few minutes, someone else may figure it out too. If it's one of our parents, well, that wouldn't be a good thing, now would it?"
"No, it wouldn't," Jen agreed.
The two sat quietly after that until we motored under the highway bridge. I idled the motor down, letting it just tick over as we got our rods ready to go. I planned on slow trolling crank baits over the numerous gravel points in the bay, looking for those resting but hungry walleye and northerns. My sister and Jen both turned around to face me, their rods sticking out the sides of the boat while I let mine trail straight behind me. I kicked the small engine in gear and began working us slowly along the shoreline.
"So Scott? How are things with what's her name. That little thing you've been dating forever?" my sister asked suddenly.
"Tamera? We're done. She decided that college out East had lots more opportunities to date than waiting to come home for me," I answered with a frown.
"Ohhhh, I see. Sorry little brother. I know you two had quite a long relationship."
"Yeah, well, shit happens," I said as I steered the boat around the end of the little bay and headed for the first point. We were part way down the shore line when my sister pulled her t-shirt off, leaving her sitting on the seat three feet from me in that same incredibly small bikini she had on while she was out tanning. She twisted around to stuff the shirt in the bag in front of her seat, the tiny triangles pulling awkwardly across her breasts and allowing part of one areola to slip out the side of its covering. She turned back to face me and left the top slightly askew, either on purpose or unknowingly. Either way my cock grew quickly in my shorts, extending down the leg rather than tenting me up, thankfully, since Jen and I had made the pact not to wear underwear. I couldn't help but stare at her tits as we worked down the shore, each move she made making her big tits wiggle sexily, the incredibly tiny triangles straining against the tiny strings trying to hold them in place. The amount of her breast exposed was, well, flat incredible. The whole round breast was exposed with the exception of a three inch high by two inch wide triangle sitting right over the middle of her breast, trying to hide her areola and nipple. The material of the triangles was light enough that her partly hard nipple clearly poked it out. The only way she could be more naked was if she took the tiny bits of material off completely.
"So little brother, tell me, what's got you so turned on?" my sister asked part way through the long slow turn around the first point, dragging the lures over the rocky point and hopefully past some of the fish hiding there.
"Me? Nothing," I lied.
"Come on. Your woody is practically sticking out of the leg of your shorts. You getting turned on by your own sister's body?"
"Hell Sis! You're damn near naked!"
"I have a bikini on, you really can't see anything."
"Yeah, sure," I answered, shaking my head.
"What?" she asked, looking down at herself, finally realizing that almost half of one areola was exposed, the nipple almost ready to slip out the side as well. "Oh," she said as she reached up and pulled the material back in place. "That better?"
"I suppose," I answered.
"You'd rather I was just naked? You don't have a thing for your own sister, do you?"
"Sis, you know damn well you're a looker. Shit, every guy within a hundred miles would kill to have you undressed in front of them."
"Yeah, but every guy within a hundred miles isn't your sister."
"Yeah, there is that. Guess I shouldn't be turned on by my sister," I said.
"Or fucking your cousin, but that hasn't stopped you, has it?" my sister said a bit snidely.
"Yeah, sort of," I answered.
"That's what I thought," she said, her face turning back to a crooked little grin instead of the accusing glare of a moment ago. She reached behind her neck, pulled the little string holding the almost non-existent top in place, letting the material fall down and expose her breasts completely. She moved her hand down behind her back and pulled the second tie and lifted the material from her body, leaving her looking like she was completely naked; the only indication she wasn't was the pair of small white strings running up from between her legs and around her hips. "How about it Jen, gonna join me in teasing the shit out of Scott?"
"What? Topless?" Jen asked in surprise.
"Hell yeah. You know a better way to tease him? And it's not like he hasn't seen you naked, right?"
"Well....Yeah, I guess," Jen answered nervously, looking at me for some confirmation of what to do. I gave her a tiny shrug, not knowing what my sister was really up to, after which Jen set the rod down, pulled her t-shirt off and then the tiny green top of her micro-bikini.
"No point in stopping there. Lose the shorts too," my sister said, looking down at the short shorts Jen had on covering her bikini bottoms.
"You sure?" Jen asked.
"Oh hell yeah. Gonna tease a guy, you better damn well learn how to do it right," my sister said as she held the rod with one hand and then pulled the string on one hip. She switched the rod to the other hand and pulled the second tie, pulling the small white triangle away from her body, leaving her absolutely naked. Not that I could really see any more than a moment ago, my sister keeping her knees together, but the thought of her completely naked made my cock harden even a little more.
Jen looked at my sister and them back to me before wiggling herself out of her shorts. My sister reached over and pulled the ties of Jen's suit bottom and tugged until Jen finally lifted herself off the seat enough to slip the material off, leaving her as naked as my sister.
"Damn sis!" I said, staring at the two nude women only a couple feet from me.
"Yeah, I know. Pretty hot huh? How many guys get to have two hot sexy women naked with them? Now you gonna do it, or should I?"
"Do what?"
"Take your shorts off of course. You don't think we're sitting here naked just cuz we like to, do you? We expect you to reciprocate."
"Well, my hands are full," I answered, lifting my hand holding the rod while the other was holding the tiller of the little gas engine.
"Okay. We will then," Trudy said with a grin, leaning towards me and reaching for my shorts.
"Hey!" I protested, pushing the fishing rod down to my lap to try and block her hands.
"Okay, you do it," she said to Jen.
"Seriously?" Jen asked, staring at her. "You want me to take your brother's clothes off in front of you?"
"It's not like you haven't taken 'em off of him before, right? What's the big deal?"
"Well...you're his sister."
"And I'm naked too. So what's the deal?" she said, starting to sound exasperated. "I thought I'd be able to teach you two a thing or two. I know you're fucking and trying to hide it. I thought I'd give you a thing or two to do other than just that so you could still enjoy each other without having to do just that. But if you don't want to...."
"Well, that makes a bit more sense, but why? Why help us?" Jen asked her quietly.
"Simple. I know how hard it is to not have the one you love. I also know that the family would have a conniption if they found out what you two were doing, so, I just thought I'd be nice."



"That I understand," I answered, setting the rod down and reaching for the snap of my shorts. I undid the front and Jen pulled them down, off my butt and down my legs, waiting for me to lift each foot before pulling them off and dropping them to the bottom of the boat. I let her lift my shirt up and pull it off, leaving me as naked as they were except for my Converse tennis shoes.
"Damn little brother. You ain't so little down there, are you?"
"No, he's not," Jen said with a grin. "He's anything but little when he's inside me."
"Lucky girl!" my sister said quietly. "Okay Scott, find a nice place to park for a while."
"Sure thing," I said, taking my hand off the tiller to reel in my lure. With my line in, I aimed the boat towards a tree that had fallen into the lake, easing it gently up so the bow was nestled into the shore and the trunk of the tree, the branches helping hide us from anyone that might come into the bay. I climbed carefully between them to get to the bow and tie it off to the log before turning around and standing there, my cock jutting out at them, waiting as they turned around on the boat seat to face me.
"So. Fucking is great. But sometimes it's nice to do other things. Personally I enjoy sex a lot more after my boyfriend went down on me for a little bit. So I'm gonna teach you a little about anatomy, whether you think you need it or not."
"I think I know the anatomy!" I said with a frown.
"Okay smart ass," my sister said, leaning back and putting both hands on the bottom of the boat behind her so she was almost laying down. She lifted her feet and set them on the sides of the boat, one on either side, spreading her legs wide open in front of me. "Lick my pussy. Show me you know what you're doing!"
"I'm not going to do that!" I snapped.
"Why? Because I'm your sister? Why don't you forget that for the moment, think of me as just another hottie wanting your sexy cock? Get down here and lick my pussy!"
"SIS!" I said in irritation.
"What? I thought you knew what you were doing. Come on and show me!"
"I can't!" I said almost angrily.
"Why? You don't know what to do? Or you just don't want to?"
"Cuz you're my sister!" I snapped back.
She pushed herself up and dropped her feet. "Damn Scott. You're fucking your cousin for God's sake. You think licking my pussy is worse than that? You better think again!"
"Shit Sis, it's a lot different!" I protested.
"Fine. Come here," she said demandingly.
I shrugged and stepped over the little bow seat where I was standing after tying up the boat and stepped closer to her. Her hands snaked out, one grabbing behind me to grab my ass and the other for my rock hard cock.
"Oh shit," I grunted as she leaned towards me and engulfed my cock with her hot mouth. Up and down she stroked, pushing her face closer and closer to my body until I thought she couldn't take any more of me in. In a surprise move she pressed even farther, pressure around my head changing as she pushed my cock head right down into her throat. She bounced her face on and off my cock quickly several times before pulling her face off my cock with a short gasp.
"That's called deep throating. It's where I take your cock all the way into my throat. I'll teach you that if you want," she said to Jen as she continued to stroke my saliva coated cock. "Really nice cock by the way little brother. Now, you ready to lick my pussy and show me what you can do, or what?"
"Hell, I guess," I answered as she looked up at me.
She let go of my cock, leaned back again until she was practically flat and lifted her legs, spreading them in a wide V that split her pussy lips apart, allowing me to see right into the beginnings of her deep recesses. I knelt down in front of her and leaned my face towards her, tentatively licking my tongue up her pussy.
"You haven't ever really done this, have you?" she asked as I licked my tongue up across her lips.
"A few times," I answered. "But she never really cared for it."
"I can see why. Use your tongue to press between my lips. Dig it in there. Pretend that you want to shove it all the way into my belly and then lick along my pussy until you find the end of my pussy lips. Right there you'll find a little hard spot. You wanna play with that. Swirl your tongue around it and flick it. That's my clit. That's the real trigger to sex for a woman. There you go. Lick a bit deeper, really press into there. Ahhhhhh God yes. There you go. Keep doing that!" she said in practically a moan. "Oh God yes. That feels soooo good. Now watch my body. Reach up and play with my tits if you want, but don't get distracted. Listen to my voice and watch my body. See how my hips want to move up to meet you? That means you're getting the sooooo fucking damn good spot. Ohhhhhh fuck yes. See my legs. See how they're trembling? It means you're getting me closer to climax."
"You going to come?" I asked curiously, the fingers of one hand squeezing and playing with one of her nipples.
"Not yet, but you're definitely getting me closer. Ohhhh God yes. You're a fucking good learner. Now forget my tits for a minute. Push a finger into me," she moaned.
I pulled my hand back down between her legs and pushed my index finger slowly into her hot wet tunnel, feeling her pussy grip and caress my finger.
"Now, concentrate on my clit with your mouth. Just circle your tongue around my clit and then flick back and forth across it. At the same time, curl your finger up inside me, try to curl it all the way around my pubic bone. Ohhhh yeah, right there. Not every woman has one, some can't find it, but right around there is what they call the G-spot. If you can find it, rub your finger around it. Oh God, oh God yes. Right there. Feel that. I can. God damn yessssss!" she squealed loudly as her whole body began to shudder and shake, juices leaking from her pussy and gushing out over my hand as her body convulsed around my finger. "Okay, okay. Stop now. Not too much. Too much of a good thing isn't fun anymore," she said, pushing herself back up and pushing me gently from between her legs. "Okay Jen. Your turn now," my sister said, sliding to the side and making the little boat tip precariously for a moment before it settled back into the water.
"I'm not so sure..." Jen started to protest.
"Come on honey. Trust me on this, you'll love it!" my sister coaxed, trying to get Jen to lean back and spread her legs.
"I don't know," she said nervously.
"What? You afraid for him to see you that close? Listen sweetie, if you love him and he loves you, this is easy stuff. Just remember that with lovers nothing is a secret. What's yours is his and what's his is yours."
"If you say so," she said, lifting her legs and propping them on the sides of the boat, trying to sit up at the same time.
"You're gonna have to lay back. He can't really get in there if you don't."
"Okay," Jen whispered, leaning back gingerly, first on one hand and then on the other. Unlike my sister whose pussy had a lot of wavy soft skin sticking out, Jen's pussy was mostly contained in her round firm lips.
"Just use your fingers to spread her apart. Everything inside is just the same," my sister whispered to me as I tried to lick my tongue between Jen's tight round lips.
I pressed my fingers on her pussy and pushed her lips apart, revealing her pink inner depths. I pressed my tongue between her lips and slowly licked up between them, tracing the tip of my tongue along her pubic bone until I came to the end of her slit and found the hard nub hidden right at the juncture of her lips.
"Oh God," she gasped as my tongue flicked across her clit before heading down for another long slow lick.
It didn't take me long to get into a rhythm, licking up her slit and then spending a few seconds teasing her clit. I managed to relocate my hands and use only one to hold her pussy apart, freeing my other to reach up and roam from breast to breast, playing with her tits and nipples.
"God this feels good," she moaned softly.
"Uh huh. Doesn't it?" my sister asked with a grin. "Go ahead and push your finger into her. See if that pushes her a little farther."
"Okay," I answered, pulling my hand from Jen's tits to slip a finger into her tight tunnel.
"Not all women respond the same. Some don't shake hardly at all; others will buck and shake so much they can't sit still. You just have to learn what your partner does and use those cues to know when to push for the end."
"Uh huh," I answered, sliding my finger in and out like a little cock, each trip in curling my finger up so it rubs across the top of her tunnel.
"I don't know what you're doing, but don't stop!" Jen practically demanded in a long deep moan.
"I think you found it," my sister chuckled.
I continued to stroke in and out, tracing my finger across the insides of her pubic bone and across the top of her tunnel as I flicked and swirled my tongue around her clit.
"Now suck it between your lips and squeeze her clit a little," my sister whispered, reaching over to Jen's chest, and squeezing and pulling one of her nipples.
"OH shit!" Jen squealed suddenly, her whole body jerking in a huge spasm that threatened to bounce her right off the seat of the boat. "AHHHHHHHHH!" She cried long and loud as her whole body suddenly seemed to go rigid. Only her hips seemed to move, bucking up at me uncontrollably as I went back to licking her clit. "FUUUUUUUCK!" she squealed again, my whole hand, arm and chest getting doused with a liberal stream of juices from her pussy.
"I think she peed on me," I said with a frown.
"That wasn't pee," my sister laughed. "That was her cum. Just like you cum, a lot of women are capable of coming like that. We call it squirting. It only happens with a really hard climax. So if you're wet, it's because you did a good job!"
"Oh," I answered. Still not sure.
"Taste it," my sister said.
"Huh?"
"Taste it! You don't believe me. Taste it! Go ahead. If a girl can swallow a guy's cum, surely you're not afraid of tasting her cum. I mean you've been licking it for the last fifteen minutes."
I shrugged and ran a finger across my chest and collected some of the juice still hanging on my skin and tasted it. No, it definitely didn't taste like pee to me.
"Okay, now you can fuck her," my sister said with a grin. "A lot of women really enjoy getting screwed right after a good orgasm. Everything inside is really sensitive and it can often give them a second orgasm pretty fast."
"What? Now?" I asked.
"Yeah, you're not bashful, are you?" my sister asked with a giggle. "Oh come on little brother. You got a big cock; I have no doubt you know how to use it. Go for it!"
I looked at Jen who just nodded, her chest still heaving up and down as she worked to catch her breath. I lifted myself to my knees and aimed my cock at Jen's spread pussy. My cock slipped easily into her sopping wet pussy, my head stroking the length of her tunnel as I started pushing in and out of her, drawing my cock out until only my head remained inside before pushing back in.
"That's it. Stroke long and slow at first. You can speed up later, but let her body adjust. Let her feel your cock tease her insides."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I pumped in and out, my hands sliding up her body to her tits, grabbing and squeezing them as I plunged my cock into her over and over.
"Ohhhhh God yessss! God I think I'm going to come again," Jen moaned softly, her hips rocking to meet my strokes.
"That's it. Listen to her, watch her body. Learn to read her signs. See how her hips are trying to meet yours, it means she wants it harder. Drive in faster."
"Okay," I grunted as I started plunging in faster, driving my cock fully into her, my thighs slapping the boat seat with each stroke making the boat bounce and rock.
"Ohhhh God yesss. I'm gonna come again. Oh God I'm gonna come again," Jen moaned loudly as I continued to stroke in and out of her tight little pussy. "OH SHIT! AHHHHHHHH!" she cried loudly again as her body bucked and her pussy clenched around my cock. For almost a full minute she bucked in front of me, her body finally stilling and her hands pushing me away as she gasped for breath. "No more. I need a break," she said. "I'm sorry sweetie."
"Well, isn't that lucky. I got a pussy that wouldn't at all mind getting that cock in it."
"Huh? You want me to fuck you?"
"Sure, why not? I'm still horny, you're still hard. You've already licked my pussy, so what's the difference?" she said as Jen sat herself up.
Trudy moved around to the bow seat and sat down, leaning back in the bow and lifting her legs, resting one on either side of the boat, lifting her knees up and spreading them wide. "Come on little brother. Give me that cock."
"I don't think..." I started to say.
"Don't think. Just do. Don't leave me hanging here. Not with a hard cock like that so close," she practically begged. "Come on, show me what you can do!"
My clouded mind was easily swayed, and I got up and stood between her legs. I leaned over her, resting my hands on the bow behind her head, one hand on each side of her head and lowered my cock towards her pussy. She reached her hands for my cock and guided me to her pussy, moaning softly as I sunk slowly into her tunnel. "Ohhhh God," she moaned as I started stroking in and out of her, her hands resting on my hips as I worked in and out of her. "So much bigger than Marlin ever was."
"Uh," I grunted in response, not really caring all that much as the warmth and tingle started to go through me as my climax, which had been every so close in Jen, began to renew itself. In and out I plunged, driving both of us up the slope towards climax. "Gonna come!" I grunted in warning just before my body jerked, pumping a gush of cum into her pussy.
"FUCK YES!" she cried, one hand moving to her own pussy and frigging her clit frantically as my cock spasmed over and over inside her, adding more to the load until finally my cock began to soften, her pussy still clenching and gripping at me. "Ohhhhh my God yes. Geez Scott, can you fuck!"
"Just do it," I panted.
"Yeah, well you do it pretty fucking good. Damn you've grown up little brother. If the other girls knew how good you were, there'd be a line!"
"Yeah," I said, thinking about Cindy and whoever visited me in the tent that night.
"Ohhhhh that look. God Scott! Have you been fucking someone else!? Who?"
"It doesn't matter," I answered.
"Cindy," Jen answered for me. "He's been fucking Cindy, and I heard Amanda talking that she stole a quick fuck the first night."
"Ohhhh you bad boy! Fucking your cousins!!" she said in a singsong voice with a devilish little grin. "Well, now you can add sister to your list."
"Awww shit," I said, pulling my softening cock from her pussy and stepping back to sit down next to Jen.
"Don't worry...Secret's safe with me," Trudy said with a smile as she sat up, my cum leaking from her pussy and dribbling down to the floor of the boat. "Now, about fishing?"
"Yeah, I guess we better get back at it, if nothing else just to keep anyone from getting too curious. I haven't brought a keeper back yet this year."
"Ohhhh you? That is unusual, but then you've been a bit busy," my sister said with a smile as I found my shorts. "You're not putting those back on yet, are you?"
"I was. We're getting dressed, right?"
"We can I suppose. But personally, I'm planning on teasing you a bit more with these," my sister said, sliding her hands up her body to her tits and hefting them. "I know you like tits, every time we get together you stare at 'em."
"I didn't think you noticed."
"A girl always notices those kinds of things. Besides, this is the first sex I've had in months, you think I'm gonna pass that up?"
"Well, I gotta head home tomorrow," I told her. "Not much time left."
"Too bad," she said with a fake pout. "Well, let's fish a bit and maybe we'll have time for another round before we head back in. Ever had sex with two girls at the same time?"
"Hell no!" I said with a frown. "Besides, how the hell would I do that?"
"Ohhhh you have so much to learn," Trudy said with a grin.
We went back to fishing but didn't get a chance to do anything else since another boat came into the bay, forcing us to scramble to get decent before they could see us. After a couple more hours trolling around the bay and catching several fish, we headed back in, the girls not putting their t-shirts back on until we were almost back in, which left me watching their bouncing boobs as the boat plowed through the waves and wakes of other boats. All in all a very pleasant view, even if it was my sister.
The Fourth is always special, and tonight was not a night to go out fishing. During the hour after we got in, the rest of the boats all came in as well for the big feed. That's what we call it anyway. It's a massive bar-b-que where the whole clan gets together to eat, and then as the sun goes down, we all pile into cars and head the twenty miles to town for the fireworks. As usual, the "feed" had chicken, bratwurst, and burgers, but the bratwurst, fresh ground of course, is the biggest hit. Over the three hours between dinner being called "ready" and leaving for the fireworks I managed to put away four brats heaping with sauerkraut, half a dozen chicken wings, and two burgers piled with tomatoes, onions, and three kinds of fresh Wisconsin cheese. When it finally came time to leave, and the food was put away, I was working on my third can of Pepsi and had changed into a pair of baggy shorts and a t-shirt.
"Hey little brother, why don't you ride with us!" my sister called as everyone started sorting themselves into cars.
"Yeah, sure," I answered, my own car buried deep in the parking lot of other vehicles that were parked all over the drive and lawn.
"You're gonna have to sit in the back though. Someone else already called shotgun!" she said as I approached the car.
"Sure, no problem," I answered as I walked to the passenger side of the car and opened the door. To my surprise and pleasure I saw Jen sitting in the back seat, wearing a short mini-skirt and sleeveless button down blouse. I climbed in with a smile and started to pull the door closed.
"Wait for me!" I heard from just outside the car as Cindy pulled the door back open. "Scoot over Scottie!" she said brightly as she started to climb in, using her hip to try and push me over on the seat.
"Seriously?" I asked as I scooted over, sandwiched tightly between Jen and Cindy in the back of my sister's seventy-one Hornet station wagon. The little car was far from spacious. The back seat, really designed for two, could sit three kids, but with a large frame in the middle like me, both girls were pressed right up against me on one side and the side of the car on the other. The only saving grace for the car as far as I was concerned was the large cargo space in the rear. Station wagons did have their saving graces after all. Something like this would be a lot easier to deal with my boat than my sixty-four Olds F-85.
"Yeah, isn't it cozy?" Cindy asked, her hand almost immediately slipping into my lap and grabbing my cock through my shorts.
"Yeah, really nice," I agreed sarcastically as we pulled out of the driveway with the whole line of cars heading for the highway.
"You three wanna play, that's fine with me," my sister said from the front seat. "But you might want to wait until it gets just a little darker."
"But what fun would that be?" Cindy asked, as she slipped her hand down my leg and then up the leg of my cutoff shorts, worming her hand up the leg until she found my bare cock.
My sister looked at us in the mirror and asked over her shoulder, "You gonna let her get away with that Jen?"
"Actually, no, I don't think I will," Jen said as she leaned forward to look past me towards Cindy. She reached to my lap, undid the button of my shorts and then unzipped my pants. She looked at me, raising her eyebrows to encourage me and then pulled my shorts down to my thighs as I lifted myself slightly off the seat. Cindy had to pull her hand from my cock as Jen slid the shorts down but moved her hand back to my lap and grasped my hard cock again, which was now free. I wasn't sure what she was up to, but I found out quickly as Jen undid her seatbelt, slipped off the seat and squatted down in the small space between the back seat and the back of the driver's seat. Leaning towards me she practically slapped Cindy's hand from my cock and then replaced it with her own. Lowering her face to my lap she engulfed my cock with her mouth, her hot wet tongue swirling around my head as she began to slowly bounce her head up and down, sliding my cock between her lips, her hand following her lips closely.



"Oh damn," I groaned.
"You can say that again," Cindy said, looking down at Jen. "I didn't know she'd do that!"
"I will on his," Jen answered, pulling her face from my cock for a minute and then going back to sucking my cock.
"Well. Might as well give him something else to do." Cindy said, undoing her tight little white shorts and pushing them down to her ankles, spreading her knees as far as she could. She reached for my hand and pulled it to her pussy, pressing my fingers against her lips. "Why don't you play with this for a while?" she asked as she scooted her ass closer to the edge of the seat and leaned her head back as the darkness outside grew.
"Fuck that shit," Jen said crossly, pulling her face from my cock. She lifted herself up, looked around to see how close we were to other cars and then climbed over the seat into the back of the wagon. "Come on Scott," she said, reaching back over for me and pulling my hand up towards her. "Come fuck me!"
"In here?"
"Hell yeah. You've got about, what, fifteen minutes before we get there?"
"Maybe a little less," my sister called back from the front seat. "At least not until we get to the city streets. You won't want to be doing that then."
"Then you better get to work buddy," Jen said as she lay on her side and hiked her mini-skirt up revealing her bare ass in the dim light.
I quickly crawled over the seat and lay down behind her, spooning myself to her and grabbing my own cock. She pushed her ass back at me when she felt my hard cock rubbing her pussy lips, bending her legs to give me more access.
"Oh God you're tight this way," I groaned as I pushed my cock into her a couple short inches and then moved my hand to wrap around her body and cup one of her tits. "No bra either. I like that," I whispered as I started stroking into her in short little jabs, pushing my cock slowly deeper as more of me became lubricated. "God, I don't know how long I'm gonna last!" I groaned as I finally got my cock fully inside her. "Between your sucking and how tight you are, I may blow my load any second."
"That's fine. Just make me come too," Jen cooed, her arm reaching back and pulling on my bare ass.
"Scott. Use your fingers. Don't waste a good fuck!" my sister called back from the front. "And don't waste any time back there."
"Uh huh," I answered, sliding my hand down to between her legs. She lifted her knee slightly to give my fingers room to stroke and then sighed softly as my fingers stroked up her wet lips and across her clit. In and out I pumped, my fingers stroking in time with my cock as I plunged in and out of her incredible pussy. I felt my head bumping her cervix with each stroke, bringing little moans and whimpers from her lips as the tingle grew within my groin. "Gonna come," I groaned, trying to hold back as long as I could.
"Uh huh. Almost," Jen whispered.
It only took a dozen or so more strokes and my body jerked hard, driving my cock into her and slapping my thighs against her bare ass loudly. "UHHH!" I grunted loudly as my cock surged inside her surging what felt like a massive gush of cum strongly into her pussy. I did my best to keep stroking her clit as my cock jerked time and again inside her.
"Right there. God right there.....Yes! YES!" she screamed as my fingers finally pushed her over the edge, her spasming pussy trying to push my softening cock out of her. Her hips bucked and she accidently pulled free of me, her pussy squeezing my cum out into a puddle on the carpet between us. "Ohhhhhh God yes. Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as I continued to stroke her soft wet lips and hard little clit.
"I hope you save some of that for me," Cindy called.
"Not if I can use it all up first," Jen whispered.
"Hey you two. Exit coming up. I'd suggest you get back in the seats."
"Yeah," I agreed, crawling quickly back over the seat and leaning almost on top of Cindy to give Jen room to slip over. The three of us spent the next couple minutes getting what clothing we had taken off, back on, finally looking presentable almost the same time we pulled into the large gravel parking lot of the city park.
"Better not let anyone get too close. The whole car smells of sex," Amanda said from the front seat. "And by the way, I get to sit next to Scott on the way back!"
"Yeah, might be a good idea to change up the spots on the way back. Wouldn't want someone guessing what was going on back there, would we?"
"Not really," I agreed. "I think we better cool it here though."
"As long as I can sit by you for the fireworks," Jen whispered, her hand closing in mine and tangling her fingers with mine.
"Yeah, I'd like that," I agreed before we disconnected our fingers and climbed out of the car.
We did end up sitting by each other during the fireworks, sneakily holding hands as the fireworks lit up the sky. With the fireworks over, we made our way to the car, and I ended up sitting next to the door with Amanda sitting next to me.
"So, what do I get?" Amanda asked softly as we got under way, my sister trying to keep us making progress towards the exit in the ocean of cars.
"What'd you mean?" I asked.
"Well, I wanted to know what you were going to give me on the way home."
"Give you? Like what?"
"I want an orgasm like you gave Jen! I mean you felt so good the other night, my pussy sliding up and down your cock. I really wanted to keep going and come again, but I was afraid you'd figure out I wasn't Jen and get angry."
"So you were the visitor?"
"Uh huh," she said meekly. "And it was sooooo good. But I want more before I have to go home tomorrow. I want you to give me a really good climax."
"Oh Lord," I groaned.
"Scott, I'd suggest it's a good time to practice what I taught you earlier, don't you?"
"Here? Now?"
"Well, until we get out of the traffic, just use your hands. You can go ahead and get naked Amanda. I don't think anyone will notice, not in the dark."
"Now? With all these cars around?"
"Not brave enough? That's fine. I'm sure Scott won't mine just relaxing on the ride back," my sister said over her shoulder.
"Well...okay I guess," she said as she reached up and untied the little strings of the sundress going over her shoulders. She slipped the dress down to her waist and then lifted herself up slightly to wiggle it down, finally letting the material fall to her ankles and lift each foot out. With only a pair of little white panties on, she hooked her thumbs in the tiny bottoms and pushed them down her legs, stepping out of them as well. "There, all naked," she said with a little more confidence that she sounded like she had a few moments before.
I reached between her legs, and she spread them wide and hooked one leg over mine to give me access, my fingers dipping between her soft lips and stroking up between her wet lips to her clit. I dragged my finger over her clit, drawing a quick gasp from her. "Oh God," she sighed as my fingers rubbed lower again, one finger trying to push into her farther.
"Uh huh," she said, grabbing my arm and holding it tight as I worked my fingers in her pussy, slowly stroking up and down to find her clit and then rubbing my fingers back and forth across it. "Oh you are making me so damn horny!" she moaned as we cleared the last of the traffic and my sister turned onto the main two-lane highway. "Oh God, I want you in me," she moaned softly.
"Hell, Amanda, you're only nineteen!" I said scowling at her.
"That didn't stop you in the tent the other night," she whispered urgently.
"Go ahead, give it to her," Cindy said with a giggle. "She's been listening to Jen and me at night talk about it, it's only fair."
"Not to me!"
"Well make me come then!" Amanda practically begged, her hands working my pants open and finding my hard-on. "See, you're hard. You wanna do it too!"
"Just cuz I'm hard..." I protested.
"Uh huh. Tell me boys don't wanna do it when they get hard! Come on. Please!?"
"You wouldn't want her to tell on you, would you?" Cindy said with a little laugh.
"She wouldn't," I said shaking my head.
"No, she's too nice, but I might."
"Now that I believe. Tell you what, you can ride on my lap until we get home. If that makes you come, fine, if not? Well, that's up to you," I told her.
"Oh yeah. Okay," she said as she undid her seatbelt and twisted herself around on the seat. She slid herself back until she was on my lap and wormed herself around until she had my cock sticking up between her legs, my hard shaft pressing against her wet pussy. "Ohhhhh so nice and hard," she cooed as she let the bouncing of the car rub her clit up and down along my shaft.
"Go ahead and put it in," Cindy coaxed, leaning over towards us and reaching for one of Amanda's smallish tits.
"Should I? I mean like this?"
"Why not? He said you could ride on his lap, he didn't say you couldn't ride on his dick, right?"
"Yeah, you're right," she said as she stroked my cock. She leaned forward and lifted herself up, pushing my cock back until I felt my head slide between her wet lips, and then she settled back down, letting her weight rest on my mushroom head. As she settled more weight on me, I could feel my head expand her tunnel entrance and then suddenly burst up into her, sliding easily several inches into her as she let out a sharp gasp. "Oh God he's so big. He wasn't this big last time!"
"That's because I was asleep," I said with a frown. I might have been frowning, but inside my body was screaming to do a lot more inside the incredibly tight pussy enveloping me. She settled all the way down until her ass sat on my legs and then rocked herself slowly, moving me in and out of her pussy only an inch or so with each stroke. She found my hand and pulled it between her legs, pressing it to her wet pussy, inviting me to touch and rub her.
"God, he feels so good," she moaned as my fingers rubbed back and forth across her clit, her wet pussy leaking on my balls and fingers as I teased her closer to climax. "I think I'm going to come. Ohhhhh God yes, I'm definitely going to come!" she squeaked loudly as she rocked a bit harder, trying to use the seat back as a lever to lift herself up and down my shaft. "Oh yeah. Ohhhhh God yeah. This is definitely going to do it," she moaned.
"Uh huh," I grunted, surprised that I was getting close myself. "You keep doing that and you're gonna get a load."
"Had one the other night, another is fine by me," she said breathlessly. "Besides, I don't think I can really stop right now anyway!"
"Uh uh," I said, squeezing her ass with one hand and sliding my other up her body to find one of her small tits. I cupped it with one hand and squeezed it between my fingers and palm as her body trembled on top of me. She continued to stroke herself, her whole body seeming to shake as her strokes became erratic, not that it really mattered. I came a few moments and two strokes later when she screamed that she was coming.
My body jerked, and I jetted a gush of cum up into her, my cock swelling and sending a second shot of cum into her pulsating tunnel, her moans and gasps pushing my own climax a bit higher. I don't know how long she came, but it was a lot longer than I had, but then she had Cindy leaning over to her and sucking one of her nipples, Cindy kneeling on the seat with one of her hands between her own legs.
"Well, I couldn't not," Cindy said as she pulled back when Amanda began to subside.
"Yeah. God that was intense," said as she sat on my lap. "Hope you don't mind; I'm not getting off yet. I wanna let his just sink in."
Fifteen minutes later she finally did climb off, barely able to get her dress on, though not tied before we pulled into the drive. My sister parked in the darkest spot she could, and we all piled out, trying to fix our clothes before anyone noticed. Amanda just held her dress up over her chest and dashed to her tent, squatting down and pulling the zipper open before scooting quickly inside.
"You made a hit," my sister whispered as we stood by the car, letting it block us from the waist down while I fixed my shorts.
"Seems like it."
"Hey, little brother. I got a question."
"Sure," I said with a shrug.
"Wanna sleep with your sister?" she asked loud enough to be heard by a number of adults.
"Huh?" I asked as she laughed loudly pointing to my face.
"God, the look on your face little brother," she said as she laughed, and several adults stood around waiting to see what was next. "I didn't mean it THAT way. I meant I don't have any place to sleep, can I share your tent!?"
"Ohhhhhh," I said sheepishly. "Yeah, sure. It's the orange one over there," I said pointing to where my tent was.
"Okay. I'm gonna hit the sack. See you in the morning."
"Sure," I said as I headed away from her, following the adults into the cottage and heading for the soda cooler for a drink. I stood around for half an hour or so before finally calling it a night at nearly midnight and heading for my tent.
I crawled in and reached up for the little battery light hanging from the ceiling and flicked it on. "Oh shit," I breathed as I looked at my sister, laying completely naked on her sleeping bag next to mine.
"Turn the light out," she whispered, reaching for me. She pulled my shirt up and I lifted my arms to get it off, after which she tossed it aside. She undid my shorts and pushed them down, letting them slide down to my knees as I knelt next to her. "Those girls getting all turned on and fucked really got me going too. I wouldn't mind letting you get me off," she whispered quietly.
"Really? You want me to screw you?"
"Again? Yes, that's exactly what I'm asking."
"Damn Sis," I said as I knelt there, my head practically rubbing the top of the tent and her hands stroking my hard cock.
"Come on. Just push it in. I just want something nice and hard in me when I come. You won't have to do all that much!"
"What the hell. I guess we've already done it once," I whispered back.
"Uh huh. Just crawl between my legs and push it in. I've been fingering my pussy for half an hour waiting for you, so it's already good and wet."
I wiggled my shorts the rest of the way down my legs, pushed off my shoes and then, naked as she was, moved between her legs. I lowered myself over her as she used her hand to guide me to her wet pussy, her legs spread as wide as she could in the tent. I felt my head press against her wet lips and slip easily inside her as I let my weight down until I was laying on top of her, her soft tits smashed against my chest.
"God you really are big," she sighed
"Not all that big."
"Oh trust me. I've had a few, and yours, well yours is really, really nice. Not too long, but longer than average. Not too fat, but fat enough. Oh yeah you have a really good dick."
"I got kidded about it in the showers in gym all the time," I said.
"Jealousy. They all wished they had a cock this nice!" she cooed as I started stroking slowly in and out of her pussy. I slid easily in and out of her hot depths, stroking her vaginal walls with my mushroom head while her walls gently caressed me in all the right places. "Oh God what a cock," she moaned softly. "So much bigger than Marlin."
"He wasn't big?" I asked as I held myself over her, pumping myself in and out, looking down at her tits in the near darkness, rolling and bouncing on her chest each time I slid into her, my body slapping against hers.
"Not like you little brother. Trust me, not at all like you," she moaned. "Soooo fucking good."
In and out I drove, my body seeming to know more about what to do than I did. It felt so good as she lifted in time with me, each stroke seeming to feel slightly different inside her. I could feel my engorged head banging into the end of her tunnel, sending little jolts of electricity racing down my cock and pushing my impending climax closer stroke by stroke.
"Oh fuck little brother. You're gonna make me come," she moaned softly. "Gonna come soooooo hard."
She no sooner got done saying it when her body jerked and shuddered. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, her orgasm spasming her walls tightly around me while the rest of her body trembled and shuddered. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck!" she breathed.
I could feel myself moments away from coming too. My body felt like there was no way to stop, that I HAD to keep stroking. And stroke I did. In and out, her whole body shuddering below me and her pussy clenching around me. "UHHHHH fuck!" I grunted as my body gave that familiar jerk. I felt my whole body jerk as a surge of cum lanced into her pussy. She reached up and pulled me down on her, her soft tits pressed to my chest, her cheek pressed to mine. She wrapped her legs around mine and squeezed us together as my body jerked and surged more cum into her.
"Thank you, little brother," she breathed as her trembles started to soften and fade. We lay like that for some time, my dick softening and finally slipping from her. She let me roll off of her and snuggled against me, resting her head on my shoulder. I lay there, feeling her soft body pressed to me, feeling her softness and warmth flowing into me. I soon felt her breathing, regular and soft as she fell asleep.
It was late, or early, depending on how you looked at it. The tent door unzipped and then zipped again. In the dark I felt her move and then felt her lips press to mine, soft but firm. We kissed softly for long minutes before she lay down snugly against me, her naked body pressing against mine. She kissed my neck softly as she lay her head on my shoulder.
"I just wanted to spend the last night with you," she whispered softly.
The morning sun started to brighten the tent with the filtered light making its way through the pine trees and the nylon tent walls. I felt her against me, snuggled tightly to me as we spooned together. My arm was around her, cupping one of her soft breasts in my hand. Her hips moved slowly, my hard-on already penetrating her sexy pussy, her movements stroking herself on and off my dick a few short inches.
"I thought you'd never wake up," Jen whispered as she started to rock her hips slightly harder. I couldn't help but push back, our bodies pressing together as I pushed as deep into her as possible. I felt a hand slide between us. My sister stroked my chest and found one of my nipples and began playing with it as she pressed her bare tits against my back.
"That's it. Fuck her. Feel your hard cock sliding in and out of her sweet pussy. Never forget that feeling. Never lose how it makes you feel inside to feel her around you like this," she whispered in my ear. "It's a gift only two in love can truly share. I hope you two can share it all your lives."
I closed my eyes, my mind wanting to think about what she's said, and at the same time wanting to pay attention to Jen in front of me. I felt my sister pull on my chest and roll me away from Jen. I felt my cock slip from her as I rolled onto my back. Jen rolled to her hands and knees. She crawled over me and guided me back into her as she knelt over me. She lifted herself up and down my shaft, looking down at me with a smile. My sister moved to her hands and knees and then shifted over my head. She spread her knees and lowered her pussy to my face. I couldn't help but slowly lick her wet slit, tasting her juices and dipping my tongue between her protruding inner lips. She moaned softly as I teased her clit.
It was actually hard to concentrate on licking my sister with Jen slowly working up and down my shaft. She was moving slowly, dragging my growing climax ever so slowly, trying to make it last as long as possible, clearly knowing that this would be the last time. Up and down she slipped, my engorged head teasing her walls and her walls teasing every inch of my cock. I slipped my hands up Jen's body to her soft tits, cupping each one and squeezing them in time with her strokes down my shaft. Up and down she slipped, stifling soft moans that might tell others what we were busy doing in my tent.



I felt Trudy's legs start to tremble around my head as I licked her clit, teasing it with the tip of my tongue. She started to rock her hips, grinding herself into my face as her trembles grew and finally, she stiffened and held herself over my face, her juices gushing around my mouth and threatening to drown me. "Ohhhhh fuck," she breathed as she lifted herself off my face, looking down at me. "She's going to be such a lucky girl," she whispered.
"Who?" I grunted.
"Whoever it is that ends up with you," she panted before climbing off my face completely to lay down again next to me, looking up at Jen. "Enjoy it. I know I would."
"I am," she panted. "I'm so close, but I want him to come with me. I don't know if I can hold it back any longer."
Trudy looked at me with a grin. She leaned over and whispered in my ear. "Look at that body. Can you just picture her doing this down on the dock, both of you completely naked? Mmmmmm, the sight of her sexy little body bouncing on your cock? Her tits bouncing in the sunshine. That's what you want to do isn't it? To hell with everyone and just enjoy her in the sunshine. The wind blowing over your body."
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, her suggestion drawing a picture in my mind of Jen doing just that.
"Give it to her. Fill her with your cum," she whispered before kissing my earlobe.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body suddenly bucked under Jen.
"AHHHHH!" Jen gasped as she felt my cock surge inside her. She jammed herself down on me, grinding her pussy into my cock, pushing her own orgasm over the edge.
I felt her pussy contracting around my spurting cock, squeezing me as she sat panting and trembling on me. I held her tits, looking up at her and then slowly moved my hands from her breasts, wanting to see her whole naked body. "God you're beautiful," I whispered.
She smiled back and leaned down on me, pressing her soft tits into my chest and lowering her lips to mine. We kissed for long seconds before Trudy interrupted us.
"You better get going before someone notices," Trudy whispered. "I'm not sure we could cover you getting out of his tent."
"Probably not. But I didn't want to say goodbye in front of everyone. I wanted it to be like this."
"It doesn't have to be goodbye," I whispered.
"It does and you know it. You're going home this morning and I can't come with you. I'm glad we could be like this, but I knew it would end. It had too," she said as she pulled herself off of me. She rolled onto her back and slipped on a pair of shorts and then knelt again, pulling on a long t-shirt. She leaned over me and kissed me again. "Bye Scott," she whispered before moving to the door and disappearing.
"Damn," I swore quietly.
"That girl has it bad for you," my sister whispered. "And I think you have it just as bad for her. Unfortunately, she's right. You have to go home, and she can't go with you. But that doesn't mean she can't come visit, right? I mean, no one has to know."
I looked at her. "You mean, keep this going after?"
"As long as you don't tell, I won't," she said. "If there's one thing I know, it's that love is hard to find. If you find it, try and hold onto it. It's harder than you think," she said softly before pushing herself up. "By the way. Thank you. I've really enjoyed feeling what you gave me the last two days. But like she said, it has to end. No one would understand that you were able to give me what I needed most right now."
"What was that? Sex?" I asked in confusion.
She grinned and shook her head. "Oh no. You made me feel attractive, sexy, desirable and you helped me remember what it feels like to be treated as a woman. All those things have been missing from my life for a while. Maybe it took a brother to remind me." She dug into the little duffel bag she brought and dressed, pulling on tiny thong panties and shorts, a lacy bra and t-shirt and then a pair of shoes. She looked down at my naked body again and grinned. "Maybe I can come for Christmas. I wouldn't at all mind getting a refresher course," she said before leaning over me. She kissed me wetly, sucking my lower lip and teasing my lips with her tongue. "I love you little brother. I hope you never have to find out how hard it is to have love betrayed."
With that she pushed up and slipped out of the tent, zipping it shut behind her.
Two hours later I had the boat loaded on my car, breakfast eaten, and my tent packed away. I wanted to say goodbye to Jen again, but she made herself scarce. My sister gave me a loving hug and both Cindy and Amanda couldn't help but squeeze their bodies to mine in their goodbye hugs. It was going to be a long drive home.
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Prologue:
August 5th, 1989
It was nearly dinner time when we got to the campground. It took another half hour to get the old canvas wall tent set up with its collection of aluminum poles that seemed like they all had to be held up at the exact same time. My girlfriend, Amy, was a real trooper, trying to hold three sets of poles up at the same time while I tried to connect the poles that went across the roof. More than once we lost the battle and had to start over in the sweltering afternoon sun. Had we gotten here earlier, we might have gotten a nice shady spot like the neighbors. Their bright yellow nylon tent was sheltered under two big oak trees, where our site had absolutely no afternoon shade at all. After the third failure, both of us were getting hot and testy. Amy demanded a break to change, and I agreed. No, we hadn't gotten the tent up yet, but that wasn't about to slow Amy down.
I met Amy one night as I was jogging along a road in the city park just down from my parents' house. She was stuck by the side of the road with a flat tire. My parents had always taught me to be a gentleman, so I put my running aside to help the VERY good looking young woman out of her predicament. Amy had a spectacularly large set of boobs encased in a thin white cotton shirt, completely unbuttoned, but held together in the front with a large knot made of the shirt-tail. Not only was a significant portion of her breast showing through the unbuttoned front, but the material was thin enough that I could easily see her dark areola and nipples through the white shirt. She had on high heels and white knee socks and a tiny red plaid skirt that was so short it barely covered the round curve of her butt. I couldn't help but notice, as I was on my knees, changing her tire, that there was a rather important undergarment missing. She had a completely shaved pussy with full round lips that were completely visible to me as I worked, and she stood next to me.
She of course noticed where my eyes were going, and as I worked, she untied the knot holding her shirt together. She fanned herself with the now completely undone shirt, waving the sides of the shirt to blow air across her bare breasts, making my dick get hard as a rock in my nylon running shorts. I was bent over, putting the spare tire in the trunk when I felt her step against me, pressing her body against my butt. Her hand slipped around my thigh and into my shorts, grabbing my dick through my briefs. I stood there while she worked the front of my briefs down inside my shorts, exposing my dick to her hand. With her hand holding my dick she offered to stop by my house after she got off work at the little topless bar outside of town. I knew the place. Most guys my age did. I also knew they were VERY strict about their girls going out with clients of the bar. They'd been closed once for prostitution because some of the girls were caught playing with the patrons in the parking lot after work. She assured me she was NOT one of those girls.
Later that night she did show up at my parents' house, and explained that she wasn't bashful about her body, and stripped completely for me right out on the back patio. She let guys look at her and for a large enough tip, touch her boobs or pussy. But she absolutely drew the line at letting guys have sex with her. She said that if I didn't mind her work, that she wouldn't mind seeing me some more. I said I thought I could handle it which pleased her. She then undressed me and made sure that I understood that the guys touching and looking at her made her VERY horny and that if we were going to be dating, I could have as much sex as I wanted.
Three months later, it was pretty clear that she was insatiable. She LOVED to be touched, licked, kissed, fingered and yes, fucked! She'd even brought home a friend one night for some "extra fun" as she put it. So it was no surprise when she completely stripped right next to the car to put on the tiny string bikini to cool off. It also wasn't a surprise when she got done and started undressing me as well. She soon had me completely naked next to the car with her on her knees in front of me, sucking and slurping on my hard dick. It didn't take her long to make me come in her mouth, greedily sucking every drop of my cum from my dick before she helped me put on the tiny speedo swimsuit she'd bought me a month before.
Dressed now in as little as was legal, we went back to work setting the tent up, getting the poles all in place on the fourth attempt. I opened the tent up and unzipped all the window coverings to let as much air into the tent as possible, knowing it was going to get darn hot darn fast. She stepped in with the sleeping bags and pillows, tossing them down before pulling her bikini bottom off and begging me to lick her pussy. She had one of the sexiest pussies I'd ever seen in person, and I was always eager to put my fingers, tongue or dick into it. She made sure I had plenty of opportunities to do just that, except of course, right before she went to work. She didn't mind letting me lick or suck her, but she didn't want me to come inside her before work. I guess leaking cum down your legs all night wouldn't be comfortable.
As with all things, there were exceptions. And there was one for this as well. One night she wanted to have sex with me, and made me come in her twice before work, promising me she'd explain after work. When she got home, she showered as usual, and then sat on my lap and explained that she had a female customer that came on certain nights and had promised a huge tip if she could give her a shot glass of cum from her pussy. Apparently that load of cum I'd left in her was enough and she got paid a spectacular hundred dollar tip for a shot glass of my cum. Considering that she only made twenty dollars a week to start with, a hundred dollars for rubbing herself until she climaxed, squeezing my cum out into that shot glass, was worth it to the customer. That tip became the beginnings of what she called our honeymoon fund. We both suspected that it wouldn't end there, but neither of us was worried about that at the moment. The only thing she was worried about was the orgasm I was quickly pushing her to.
I was busy cooking dinner on the fire pit when the neighbors came back. They were young, close to the same age as we were, with a baby that looked to be only a few months old. The guy got busy changing the baby while the wife went into their tent. I looked up past Amy and stared as the woman started to peel her white one-piece swimsuit off. She stood in full view, standing inside the tent with the door unzipped and all the windows completely open. She had her back to the road as she pulled the suit down and off. Through the gap in the door I could see her quickly dry with the towel that had been wrapped around her, spreading her legs a bit to wipe her crotch before tossing the towel aside. She stepped into a pair of shorts and pulled on a t-shirt without anything on under it. I had to admit, from what I could see, she was every bit as good looking at Amy.
"Something catch your attention?" Amy asked quietly, watching my face.
"Uh. Just the neighbors," I answered evasively. I wasn't at all sure how Amy would take me checking out another woman.
Amy twisted around in her chair as the woman took the baby from the guy, who stepped into the tent and took his suit off. "Nice cock!" she whispered. "Wouldn't mind getting my hands on that!"
"AMY!" I hissed.
"What? Can't I look? You're not jealous, are you?" she asked as she twisted back to face me in her lawn chair. "What do you have to be jealous about? You know you're the only one allowed in here," she said as she pulled the crotch of her swimsuit aside and showed me her clean shaven lips.
"I guess it can't hurt to look," I said quietly, not wanting the young woman to notice that I was looking. In fact, I was looking at almost her entire bare tit as she nursed her baby.
Amy twisted around again and looked over her shoulder. "Nice tits. I see why you're looking," she said as she twisted back to face me. "You want me to go invite her over?
"AMY!" I hissed. "NO!"
"Well, if you change your mind," she said with a giggle, knowing she was teasing me intentionally.
I continued to cook dinner, watching the young woman nurse her baby. She switched sides, allowing her breast to be completely exposed for several seconds. Her areola and nipple were dark, almost brown. A stark contrast to her otherwise lightly tanned skin. I could see there was just a tiny bit of a tan line around her chest, which made me wonder how often she pulled the top of her suit down to tan. I finished cooking and Amy and I ate dinner. We headed down to the river to cool off, not coming back until well after dark.
The neighbors were already in bed by the time we returned. I couldn't help but feel a little disappointed. We walked into the camp site and Amy stripped her suit off and hung it over one of the tent poles, the bright moonlight of the nearly full moon making her skin glow a blueish tint. She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around me. "You know what I like most about camping?" she asked in a soft whisper.
"What's that?" I asked as she slid her hands down my body to my swimsuit. She pushed my swimsuit down to expose my already hard cock.
"It reminds me of the first time we had sex. That first night, out on the patio? I sucked on you until you were ready to lose it and then I pulled you to the grass and pulled you down on me. Do you remember what I asked?"
"How could I forget? You asked if I minded if you didn't come the first time."
"I did. Do you remember why?"
"Because you wanted to remember exactly how my face looked when I came in you the first time. And if you were climaxing too, you might not see it."
"And I did see it. You looked sooooo blissful as you came inside me. I loved it. I loved how you looked, I loved how you felt in me, and I loved that when you looked at me you didn't see big tits, or a bare pussy. You saw me as a person, not a sex object. I love that about you. I love you! I hope you've fallen in love with me as much as I have you."
"I do love you. I'm just always afraid someone else is going to steal you away from me. I'm not all that much to look at."
"I think you're very fine to look at," she whispered. "Would you do me a favor if I asked you to?"
"You know I'd do anything you asked."
"I know doing things out in the open makes you nervous. But I want you to lay me on the table and lick my pussy until you make me come as hard as you can. I want to climax in the moonlight and under the stars. Then I want you to put that fantastic dick of yours in me and fuck me until you come. I want to see that look again. That look of bliss on your face. I want to remember this night forever."
"Oh? Why this night?" I asked quietly.
She pulled us together and kissed me, long and slow. It was a wet erotic and loving kiss. She finally broke the kiss and whispered, "Because I know what you are going to do tomorrow."
"How could you know that?" I asked with a furrowed brow.
She giggled. "Because you're horrible at hiding things. Especially little boxes with rings. I don't know what you have planned to pop the question, but all you have to do is take me tonight, and when you're done. Ask. The answer is already given."
"You're incredible," I whispered. I swept my arm under her legs and carried her the few yards to the table and lay her on it. I took my suit off and tossed it over my shoulder dramatically, drawing a giggle from her. Then I lowered my face between her legs as she lifted and spread them.
I just happened to be looking up Amy's body at her fantastic tits when I saw her slip from the tent, the woman in the next site. She walked quickly, almost nervously, towards a tree in the small treeline between our campsites. Her tent was a good forty yards from ours, but the tree-line and the table were much closer to each other. I watched her, squat down behind a tree, shielding herself from the road as she let herself pee. Squatted down completely naked. From where I was, I could easily see her full, milk filled tits and her pussy with its significant inner lips in the moonlight.
Amy moaned loudly as I stroked my tongue up between her lips and over her clit, drawing the woman's attention to us. She had a startled look on her face as she backed around the far side of the tree. I could see her look towards her tent and then towards me, trying to gauge if she could sneak back to her tent. Apparently deciding she couldn't, she cowered behind the tree. With nothing to see, I concentrated on Amy, licking her clit and pushing two fingers into her hot pussy. She moaned and groaned about how good it felt as I teased her. She used her feet on my shoulders to lift herself towards my face, her hands trying to pull my face to her pussy. I looked up her body towards her tits, reaching my free hand to one of her firm breasts, squeezing it and her hard nipple.
I heard a second moan, one a bit past Amy. I looked towards the tree, wondering if the woman was still there, and saw her face poking around the side of the tree. As I continued to work on Amy, coaxing her climax closer and closer, the woman behind the tree got braver and braver, slowly moving out around the tree. She stayed squatted down at first, almost as if she was not as obvious if she did. But she held her knees apart and pushed three fingers in and out of her wet pussy. She finally stood, standing in full view, her legs apart as far as she could while standing, her fingers working feverishly on her clit. She stared at me and at Amy, laying on the table, clearly excited by the sight, and possibly by what she was showing me. Our eyes locked for a moment, confirming for both of us that we saw each other. I knew what Amy wanted; I knew I had her close. I watched the woman standing barely thirty feet away as she started to climax, while Amy was moaning loudly that she was coming as well.
I stood up between Amy's legs, letting her spread them for me. She found my dick and guided me to her spasming pussy, letting me slide into her still orgasming body. The woman stood, playing softly with her pussy now, making no effort to hide herself or her actions from me as she stroked her clit. She used her free hand to squeeze one and then the other breast, clearly wanting more from her orgasm. In the light of the moon, I could see little glistening streams erupt from her nipples, milk spraying out in multiple tiny little streams as her body shuddered again, coaxed to a second peak by her fingers as I plunged in and out of Amy.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I heard from the road only a couple dozen yards from the table.
"What?" I asked in surprise.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing? You can't just have sex out here like this! There are children around! What the hell is the matter with you?" an older woman practically shouted at us.
Amy pushed up onto her elbows and looked at the woman. "What is it to you? It's the middle of the fucking night?"
"I should call the rangers. They'll run your ass to jail for public indecency!"
"Why don't you go get fucked?" Amy said. "You're just jealous that your husband isn't ballsy enough to fuck you in the moonlight!"
"I am NOT! My husband could have sex with me any time he wants!"
"Then why are you screwing up MY time when you should be spread out on your own table!"
"You little hussy! I don't care how good looking you think you are! You can't be having sex in public like this. I'm going to go get the rangers!"
"Come on. We'll go finish this in the tent," I said quietly, looking up to the woman by the tree, who was now hiding from the woman in the road.
"No! Just because she's stuck up. I wanted this! I wanted to see you come in me! It's too damn dark in the tent to see anything!" Amy complained.
"If the rangers throw us out, it'll ruin the rest of the weekend. Come on. We can do this later," I said, coaxing Amy off the table.
"Oh fine," Amy said with obvious frustration. I led her back to the tent, the woman heading down the road towards the bathrooms now that we had given up. I watched her walk away into the dark and then led Amy back to the table, laying her back down while the woman behind the tree tried to sneak back to her own tent.
"Now, where were we?" I asked with a grin, sliding my still hard cock back into my now fiancé. It didn't take long for me to finish what we started, unloading my cum deep into her pussy. She sat up, wrapped her arms and legs around me to keep me from pulling out of her and kissed me deeply. "Will you marry me?" I whispered.
"I would love to," she whispered back. "I've waited a long time for a man to love me for who I am, not what I look like. I always knew one day I'd find him."
I woke up the next morning and crawled out of the tent to start a fire to make breakfast. All I'd pulled on was a pair of shorts and a pair of tennis shoes. I squatted by the fire ring and started working on building a fire. She came out of the tent in a long t-shirt, walking towards the fire ring in their campsite, carrying her baby. She sat on a cut log with her back to the road and partly facing me. I could see her looking at me but wasn't sure what the look meant. Then she shifted herself, pulling the long t-shirt up from under her butt and pulling it all the way up in front to expose one of her breasts. She looked down and helped guide her baby's face to her exposed nipple. Once the baby had latched onto her nipple, she shifted some, spreading her legs. The baby was laying across her lap, but from my view I could see under the baby all the way to her completely bare pussy.
"Just engaged and already looking at other women?" Amy whispered as she leaned against me. I could feel the firm softness of her tits and her hard nipples poking into my back as she kissed my ear.
"I think it's more the other way around," I said quietly, hoping the woman didn't hear me. "She's flashing me."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. She snuck behind a tree over there last night to go pee and then realized we were out there. She hid behind the tree for a while and then played with herself while I made you come."
"Oooooooo. Naughty! Should I go invite her to come over?"
"I don't think she wants to be that obvious," I answered as the woman shifted the baby on her lap, leaving her right breast completely exposed for long seconds. The shirt fell down over it again, but she pulled it up with one hand until both breasts were exposed. She looked over at the two of us, making sure we saw what she was doing, and then down at her baby, getting the little girl latched onto her breast, still holding her shirt up so that her other breast was exposed.
Amy reached around between my legs and stroked my already hard cock. "Someone's getting excited," she whispered in my ear. "Should we show her what she's missing?" Amy continued. I felt her hands move; her chest still pressed to my back. She pushed my shorts down, slowly forcing them over my butt and then down my thighs until my dick was completely exposed. Amy reached around me with one arm around from each side. "I have men that would kill to have me do this for them," Amy whispered in my ear, her breath tickling as she spoke. She started to stroke my hard cock with both hands, slowly running them the length of my shaft, my head disappearing into her hands with each stroke. "Just watch her. She's watching you," Amy said as the woman shifted the baby, allowing her to slip one of her hands between her legs.
Her husband didn't see what was going on, his back to her as he worked at the picnic table, preparing breakfast on their gas stove. The baby finished feeding and she shifted to let her sleep, the shirt still hooked over both breasts for a few more seconds before it fell down to cover both nipples. She stared at my cock as she slowly stroked her own pussy, letting us watch as she played with herself.



"Come for me," Amy whispered. "If you knew how many times men wanted me to make them come like this...but only for you."
"Oh damn," I groaned, thinking about how Amy looked in the tiny little outfit she wore to work, never putting a bra or panties on to coax the most out of her tips. She stroked her hands on my cock and felt me growing fatter as my hips tried to push towards her hands.
"That's it. Come for us. Shoot your cum out for her, show her how strong you are."
"OH DAMN!" I grunted as my cock surged and my hips tried to buck. A huge gush of cum lanced up and out of me, arching towards the fire and into it. Half a dozen times Amy coaxed shots of cum from my dick, leaving ropes of it laying on the rocks around the firepit and in the dust between it and me.
"Mmmmmmm. That looked soooooooo sexy," Amy cooed in my ear. "I bet she enjoyed it." Amy pulled me around and kissed me softly. "Such a hot sexy man. How did I get so lucky?" she whispered as she broke the kiss.
"I think I'm the lucky one," I whispered back. Amy grinned back and helped me pull my shorts back over my flagging dick, then moved around the campfire in a tiny miniskirt and crop top, taking every opportunity to flash me. The guy across the way seemed oblivious to Amy's flashing or was just really good at not looking like he saw. After breakfast he changed into his swimsuit and his wife sent him off to the river, stepping into the tent to change herself.
"I watched as she tied the doors back. She zipped the window that faced the road and then pulled the t-shirt off, dropping it to the tent floor. She turned away from me and bent over, spreading her feet apart. I watched as she started to stroke her pussy, letting me see exactly what she was doing.
"Go ahead. You can get closer," Amy whispered. "Just not too close."
"You sure?"
"Why not? If she wants to show it off, the least you can do is show your appreciation. I always enjoy it when my customers show their appreciation for a little flash. And that's no little flash."
"If you think..."
"You better hurry up. I get the feeling this is a short time display."
I shrugged and got up. I walked all the way to their picnic table and then rested my butt on the end facing their tent. I was only ten or fifteen feet away when she straightened up and turned to look out the door at me. She momentarily looked surprised to see me standing so close, but quickly recovered. She stood, squeezing one nipple and rubbing her clit with a finger, almost looking like she wanted to invite me to touch her. I stood up and pushed my shorts to my thighs, leaning back against the table again. I slowly stroked my already hard dick while she stared at it, teasing her own body. I could see her breathing deepening and her legs start to tremble as she pushed herself closer to climax. She stood frozen, her body trembling ever so slightly while her juices leaked from her, dripping to the tent floor and running down her legs. She stared at my hard cock while I stroked it, little streamers of milk from her nipples spraying off in different directions.
I saw her swallow and then look down at herself. She turned around, facing away from me. She bent over and stepped into the white swimsuit, pushing her butt out at me. She arched her back as she very slowly pulled the suit up her legs, letting me see her pussy spasming and leaking her cum. I pushed from the table and stepped to her as she stood just inside the tent door. I was tempted to stuff my cock into her, but the crunch in the gravel behind me reminded me I was now an engaged man.
Amy stepped behind me, wrapping both hands around me. "Uh uh. This is mine, remember," she whispered in my ear as she removed my hands from my cock. "You can touch it if she'll let you."
Amy started stroking my dick while I reached out and rested a hand on her butt. She stopped pulling the suit up and froze, clearly unsure what I was going to do. She moaned softly as I slipped a hand between her legs and stroked her wet soft pussy. I let my finger find its way between her lips, stroking her clit softly while Amy stroked my cock. "Go ahead. Come for me," Amy whispered, working my precum along my shaft. She knew I was close, and how to make me come. She continued to stroke with one hand and slipped the other between my legs, stroking the sensitive spot under my balls. Her finger pushed back further, stroking the tip across my anus.
"Oh damn!" I grunted as my hips pushed towards the woman's pussy, shoving my head within a very few inches of it. A gush of cum lanced out and splattered on her wet pussy lips. Half a dozen times I squirted on her until all that was left was some cum oozing from my tip. Amy pushed on my ass with her hips, pushing me towards the woman, where she rubbed my head around her pussy, but not letting my head slip the slightest bit into her. As my cock softened, Amy pulled me back.
"Now, let's go make this hard again so you can fuck me," Amy whispered. She took me by the hand and pulled me towards our tent, using her free hand to take her suit off so by the time we got back to our tent, she was once again naked. I looked back to see the woman, now dressed in her suit, walking towards the road and the river.
It was already stifling in the tent, and it was barely nine in the morning. I convinced Amy to go to the river, but only if I promised to let her finish what she started. We dressed and headed to the water.
This park is nice in that the river meanders slowly with a few turns and even a couple tiny sandbar type islands. I couldn't help but notice the woman in the white suit, sitting in the water, her suit pulled down off one arm to nurse her baby, her husband sitting next to her chatting. I wondered if he would ever know what had transpired, either last night or this morning. Not that Amy gave me a lot of time to think about it. She pulled me by the hand into the water and we waded through the chest deep water to one of the small sandbars which had existed at least long enough to grow a number of bushes. She led me around the back side of the island intending to have some privacy. We weren't the first to have that idea.
"Damn. Someone's already here," I groaned quietly.
"I don't care if you don't care," Amy said with a grin, pulling me along to the narrow strip of sandy beach next to the water. Out of sight of the people gathering on the shoreline, Amy pulled her suit off quickly and then pushed mine down. She coaxed me to take it off completely and then waded the rest of the way to the sand beach. The other couple looked over at us and didn't seem to be the least bit disturbed. She was not NEARLY as good looking as Amy, slightly heavier set and a few years older, but she had a HUGE pair of tits that was swinging under her chest while her man pumped his dick in and out of her from behind. Amy pulled me over towards them and knelt down facing them so I could easily see the woman's naked tits swinging. "Okay Joseph. Time to put that sexy cock to work."
I knelt behind Amy and slipped slowly into her pussy, letting her always tight pussy stretch out to accept me. I felt my head hit her cervix and started to stroke in and out of her, unconsciously timing my strokes with those plunging into the other woman. In and out the two of us worked, our bodies slapping our girls' asses with wet rhythmic impacts. I couldn't help but watch the big fat tits on the other woman swinging wildly under her chest. To my surprise, Amy pulled off of me and crawled the few feet to the other woman. She whispered something to her, which seemed to take her by surprise, and then after a few more whispers, she smiled and nodded agreement. The other woman stopped her man from fucking her and crawled over to where I was still kneeling in the sand.
"I'm game if you are," she said to me.
"Game? For what?"
"You were looking at her tits so much, I thought maybe you'd like a closer look. Lay down sweetie," Amy said.
"A closer look?"
"Trust me," Amy said with a grin. I shrugged and lay down on my back. The other woman crawled over me so her tits hung down in my face. Her man seemed to know what to do and moved back behind her, sliding his slick cock back into her.
"Feel free to suck or whatever," the woman moaned as her man started to pump in and out of her again.
I felt Amy straddle me and sit on my hard cock. In moments she was bouncing up and down, no doubt giving the other guy a show that she would never be allowed to do at work. I could tell by her motions how excited she was, and how much she was enjoying both the ride and the show.
I reached for the swinging tits in front of me and captured them, drawing one to my mouth. Her nipples were fat and hard, centered in the middle of two massive areola. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and drew a deep moan from the woman.
Amy bounced herself wildly on my cock, her pussy clenching and squeezing as she climaxed almost continually for several long minutes until she coaxed my climax from me. I felt my body jerk under her and squirt a massive surge of cum up into her pussy. I lay there, teasing the woman's nipples and squeezing her tits while the guy continued to pound into her, seeming unable to quite get over the edge. Finally he stopped and pulled his dick from her, the woman straightening up with an obvious frown.
"Would you mind?" the woman asked me and then looked at Amy for approval as she walked her knees toward my head.
"I imagine it's okay if Joseph wants to. How about it honey? Wanna see if you can get her off? For me?"
"You know I'd never say no to anything you want, with one exception."
"Uh huh, we both know what that is. Okay, we agree," Amy said.
The woman crawled over me and lowered her pussy to my face. She had fat full lips and a copious amount of inner lip protruding, her lips glistening with her juices. I couldn't see what the guy was doing, but it didn't take much imagination from the sounds I could hear. I concentrated on the pussy over my face, trying to ignore the slurping sounds of Amy sucking on the guy's cock. I could feel her hips start to move; my soft cock still trapped inside her. She was clearly enjoying sucking this guy's dick, and he was probably enjoying both her mouth and her tits.
I could feel my cock hardening inside Amy as I licked and sucked the woman's pussy. Like Amy, she was unable to hold her hips still as I flicked and licked her clit, the climax she had been denied on his cock, building quickly under the new set of sensations. The two of them moaned and gasped in pleasure as both rocked their hips on me. The woman on my face, I didn't even know her name, started to climax, her whole body trembling and shaking as she gushed juices over my mouth and chin. I heard her groan something to her man as her climax pushed itself to its pinnacle at the insistence of my tongue. After what seemed like long minutes, she pulled off of me and sat back on her legs, panting and gasping. I looked up at Amy who had one hand around the guy's dick, her hand stroking frantically as she held his cockhead in her mouth. One hand was squeezing Amy's tit and nipple roughly, his other hand holding the back of Amy's head.
"UH FUCK!" he gasped suddenly as his body jerked and started to orgasm. I could tell he was pumping shot after shot of cum into her mouth, his hand holding her head so she couldn't pull off, even though she was clearly choking. I started to try and sit up, to stop him from gagging her, when she pushed his hands away and pulled her head back. She gasped for breath as his cock squirted cum on Amy's tits and face. I don't think that was quite how she intended this to end.
The guy stood in front of Amy, a hand around his dick, rubbing his cum covered dick head around her face, several times pushing it into her mouth again, as if he were anything but done. I got the feeling that he had other ideas of what to do with his cock to my very good looking fiancé.
"I think we need to go," I said to Amy.
"You don't have to. We have all day!" the woman said.
"Yeah. I agree," Amy said quietly, pulling off my dick. "We need to go pack up."
"If you really have to," the woman said in disappointment, clearly hoping that we would stay and have more sex, probably all the way sex.
"No. We need to start packing," I said sternly, coaxing Amy up off my lap. I stood up and found our swimsuits that were laying not far away. I took Amy by the hand and walked down the beach, picking up our suits and then wading back out into the water. We waded back out around the island to where we were visible to others from the beach and then paused in the water to put our suits back on. "That was...uncomfortable," I said quietly as Amy tied her suit top in place. "I was getting the impression that they wanted a lot more."
"Yeah, me too. I mean at the club I feel pretty safe. They can only touch what I let them, when I let them. All I have to do is raise my voice and the bouncer will toss their ass. I've never had anyone fuck my mouth like that, and he sure as hell wanted a lot more than my mouth."
"Both of them did," I agreed.
"Yeah. Maybe four months ago I wouldn't have minded. Hell, I might even have wanted to join in. But now...it wouldn't be fair to you."
"Or to you," I agreed as we waded up out of the water. "How about we head back to camp. I have something there I want to show you."
She stopped me about thigh deep in the water and pulled me around to face her. She pressed her wet body against mine and kissed me deeply. "I told you last night. The answer has always been yes. Ever since that night you changed my tire I knew you were different. You were a perfect gentleman, even though I was standing there half naked. Not all guys would have let that pass without trying to take advantage of me. I knew you saw. Hell, the hard-on you had told me that. But you didn't say anything or expect anything. THAT's why I came back that night to see you. I'm glad I did."
"I'm glad you did too," I whispered. "But just the same, I think I want that ring on your finger."
"And I want it there. I just want you to know WHY I want it there," she said with a grin. We walked back to camp and I dug the ring out of my duffle bag. I knelt on one knee in front of her and got ready to ask. "Not yet," she said with a grin. She pulled off her suit so she was naked and then stood there in front of me again. "Now."
"Amy, will you be my wife?" I asked, holding her hand. I slid the ring onto her finger. It wasn't fancy. Hell, it wasn't even a whole diamond, just a chip. But it was what a poor college student could afford, and the look on her face said it was as important to her as if it were a diamond the size of an egg. I don't think I've ever seen her look so happy.
She pulled me into the tent and lay down, spreading her legs. She waited for me to strip off my suit and then we made love.
We were packing up the tent when the neighbors came back. The husband went into the tent with the baby while the woman stepped over towards the treeline. She hung the towel on the line between two trees and stepped in front of it, putting it between her and the tent and the rest of the campground. She looked directly at me, stopping me in the middle of rolling the canvas tent up. Amy stepped around next to me and wrapped her hands around me, pressing her tits to my back. The woman slowly took off her swimsuit, stripping herself only a dozen yards from us. She turned away and hung the suit on the line before turning back to face us. Amy pushed the front of my shorts down and freed my cock, wrapping her hand around it. I watched the woman stroke her pussy, clearly already excited, one hand moving to one of her milk filled tits, the other stroking between her legs. She watched Amy stroke my dick while we watched her stroke her pussy. I could tell she was getting close to climax when we heard the husband call for her. She turned and grabbed the towel off the line and wrapped it around herself. She looked back at me for a moment and then ran back to the tent.
"You know. I think she was really getting into flashing herself at you," Amy whispered as she tucked my hard-on back into my shorts. "If we get packed up, we can head home. Maybe I can take care of this on the way?"
"In the car?"
"Would you like to see me naked in the car while you drive?"
"Yeah, I would," I agreed with a grin.
"Would you like me to suck on you while you drive?"
"Never tried that."
"Then let's try it," she said with a grin. "Come on. Let's finish getting this tent put away so we can have some fun."
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It was December Thirteenth. Thirteen days until Christmas. It had been a long busy day, but here we were, standing outside in the cold at eight at night, standing on a lonely hilltop to catch a glimpse of comet Leonard, low on the horizon, blazing through space at over a hundred fifty thousand miles an hour. It was still twenty one million miles from us, but that was as close as it was going to get. It was literally a once in a lifetime event, since this particular comet was going to flash through the solar system and then off into deep space, never to visit earth again.
I stepped behind my wife and wrapped my arms around her while she held the binoculars to her eyes to see what looked like just a fuzzy star to the naked eye. It wasn't particularly spectacular, but it was an unusual event, a Christmas star, so to speak. After holding her for some minutes, I unzipped her coat part way and started to unbutton the front of the dress she'd worn to the Christmas party we just left, intending to slip my hands in and play with her big, soft thirty-eight double D's.
"What are you doing?" she hissed at me.
"Playing," I whispered as I stopped unbuttoning and let my hands cup her breasts through her dress and bra.
"Really? Out here?"
"It's a once in a lifetime thing. When else would you ever get the chance to say you made out in the light of a Christmas star."
"I'm not making out, out in the open like this, Christmas star or not. Besides, it's cold and your hands are cold!"
"We have a nice warm car right over there," I whispered, letting my fingers try and stroke her nipples through the heavy padded bra she had on.
"Having sex in the back seat of a car? I'd have thought you'd have grown out of such childish things after forty years."
"What's to grow out of. You still turn me on. You have a sexy body. I THINK you like what I do, why not do it in the car?"
"Because it's not as comfortable for me as you might think it is. Besides, if you really need to get your wickies off, there's a nice warm bed at home."
"But by the time we get home, the mood will have changed."
"Who says there's a mood at all? For you maybe, but it's cold, my legs are cold and now that you have my coat open, the cold air is freezing my boobs. Not the kind of thing to make me turned on. You wanna have sex in the cold? Why not just walk over there and you can wank yourself off in the light of the Christmas star. I'm not getting undressed out here."
"You can be a killjoy sometimes," I said out loud. "I wish you'd be a little more like you were when we were first married. You were so full of fun and adventure," I whispered to myself, thinking...no hoping, she wouldn't hear it, because it'd cause another of our fights over sex. They always turned out the same. We USED to have a lot of fun, before the kids came along. Now that they were all out of the house, I'd hoped some of it would come back. It was an old argument, that I never won. I pulled my hands from inside her coat and zipped it up and stepped back from her, putting two feet or so between us. Yeah, the mood was definitely gone now.
"I heard that," she said as she put the binoculars down. "Trust me, you don't want to open that barn door," she whispered, almost as if she thought I wouldn't hear it. Then she shook her head and added louder, "I think I've seen enough. I'm ready to go home."
"Sure," I said, turning and walking across the small field towards where we parked the car. We drove home without another word. If she was affected by my obvious disappointment, she didn't say anything.
We got home and both of us changed into pj's, me in my usual sleep shorts since I always got so warm in bed at night, and her in a pair of flannel pajamas. Even through the flannel top she had on I could see her breasts wiggling and her nipples push the material out as she bustled around the kitchen taking care of the daily dishes before bed. It gave me a hard-on as I watched TV, and her at the same time. She came in to sit on the other end of our sectional sofa, in 'her' recliner, while I sat on the other end in mine. If she saw my dick tenting up my pajama shorts, she didn't say anything. She just pulled out her phone and started to read the book she'd been reading for the last week. No, there was definitely no mood left, if it even existed anywhere other than in my own mind to start with.
Sunday morning was normally our sleep in morning. We didn't need to leave for church until nine, so lying in bed until eight was a luxury we only got once a week. I felt my wife climb from the bed around what must have been sevenish, given the light filtering in through the windows. I heard the toilet flush and then moments later felt the bed move again. I felt her roll over in the bed and snuggle against my back, my sleepy brain feeling the soft warmth of her bare breasts pressed against my back as her arm snaked around me and her hand pressed against my chest as she molded herself against me. She wiggled around to get comfortable and then I felt the soft steady breathing return as she fell back asleep.
When the alarm went off at eight, I slapped my phone to turn it off. I stretched, or tried too, my wife still molded to my back. "Do we have to?" she groaned softly, not moving her arm that held us together.
"Not if you don't want to be on time for church," I answered back.
"Oh. Alright," she said, releasing me. I tossed the covers back and sat up, looking back at my wife. I looked back at her and was somewhat surprised to see her completely naked. Most of the time she didn't even get completely naked when we were having sex. I looked at her for long seconds. "What?" she asked with a little scowl on her face.
"Nothing. Just enjoying the view."
"What's to enjoy. It's just fat old woman tits," she said without moving. "Now go turn on the water."
"Yes ma'am," I said, rolling my eyes at her obvious lack of mood. I pushed myself out of bed and padded the short distance to the bathroom. I stepped into my custom built walk in shower and turned on both sets of spray heads, the automatic controls set for each of our preferred water temperatures. "Water's warm," I called as I stepped under the spray head on my side. She walked in a few moments later and stepped under the spray on her side. She was only under it for a few moments when she turned around and changed the selector valve so she had water coming from both her overhead and her hand wand. She took the wand down from its bracket and used it to spray over herself and then used it to wet her long brown hair. She put the sprayer back and shampooed her hair while I finished washing myself. I was just about to turn off my water and leave the shower when she stopped me.
"Would you rinse my hair?" she asked sweetly.
"Um. Sure," I responded to the unusual request. We'd had the dual shower for almost three years now and this was the first time she asked me to do anything for her in it. I reached past her and pulled the hand wand down from its bracket. She turned to face me and stepped towards me, her head tipped back so that her long soapy hair hung down her back. I stepped closer to her, stopping just before my chest touched hers, and started to gently rinse the soap from her hair, working from her forehead, back over her head and then down the long strands. She stepped closer to me, pressing her tits into my chest as I worked the lather out of her hair. I couldn't help it. Feeling her slippery tits pressed to my chest had its effect. I could feel my dick growing harder by the second. I could also feel WHERE it was growing, my head pressing against the gap in her thighs. I felt her wiggle a little, her tits slipping on my chest some more and her thighs pushing my hard-on back and forth. She moved one leg and then set it down again, letting my hard-on stick into the gap of her thighs and press up against her pussy. I suddenly had every reason to finish rinsing her hair even more slowly. I felt her work her legs slightly, making her thighs stroke my hard-on one way and then the other, making it harder and press up against her pussy even more so.
"I think it's rinsed," she finally whispered.
"Yeah," I agreed reluctantly, figuring that our little interlude was at an end. It had served to make me horny as hell, but it didn't look like I was getting anything more. I reached up past her and hung the hand head in its bracket and then started to pull back. I felt her hands on my bare ass cheeks pull against me, stopping me from moving away.
"You want to put the conditioner in my hair?"
"Sure," I answered, even more confused.
"It's the brown bottle," she said softly.
I reached to the shelf behind her, pressing my chest harder to hers to reach the bottle. I squirted a pretty good sized dollop on my hand and then put the bottle back. I hadn't done her hair in years, but I hadn't forgotten how. I rubbed the dollop of conditioner on the top of her head and then gathered her hair up. I pulled her gathered hair to the top of her head and began to rub my fingers through it, spreading the conditioner into the mound, working all the strands of hair slick.
While I went work on her hair, she went back to moving one leg and then the other, pressing her pelvis towards me. Her motions soon changed to moving so that her pussy slid along my shaft several inches, caressing my hard-on as she played with it with her thighs and pussy lips.
I felt one of her hands leave my butt and then felt her move her legs apart. Once again, I expected that we were done and whatever idea she'd had was done. To my surprise I felt fingers on my dick head and realized that she had reached behind herself, and under her own ass. Her fingers stroked the underside of my head for several seconds before pressing me up between her lips. She rocked her hips again, this time stroking her wet pussy along and between her lips. I felt her arch her back slightly and then felt her body close around my now engorged head.
"Mmmmmmmm," she said softly as I felt my cock push up into her. Not real far, but far enough to make it feel damn good. She moved her hand back to my butt and started to rock her hips again, this time pushing herself on and off my hard shaft. She stood, her eyes closed rocking herself so that her pussy stroked on and off my cock several inches while her tits rubbed on my chest. "This feels good," she whispered. "I should let you help me with my hair more often."
"Uh huh," I answered, not moving anything but my hands on her hair for fear that she'd stop what she was doing. I felt my cock growing fatter inside her as she teased me closer and closer to climax.
"Uhhh. Right there," she grunted after a few more moments. "Ohhhhhhh. Oh damn!" she gasped as her body shuddered a little and I felt her pussy squeeze around me. She paused only for a few moments and then went back to stroking herself on and off my dick.
"Uhhh. Damn," I grunted as my body spasmed, unable to hold back any longer. I felt my cock squirting into her pussy, pumping shot after shot into her as she held me, her tits squeezed to my chest and her own body still squeezing and spasming around my dick.
"That was nice," she whispered as she opened her eyes a few moments later. "You better let me finish this myself, or we're going to be late for church," she whispered, pulling her hands from my butt and moving them to my hands on her head.
"Yeah. Probably," I agreed as she stepped back slightly, pulling my dick from her pussy. I stood there, watching her rinse her hair while my dick continued to twitch and drool cum as it softened. She finished her hair and then squirted some soap on her washcloth. Instead of rubbing it on her body, she stepped from under the water and used it to wash my dick.
"Can't go to church smelling like sex, can we?" she asked as she finished washing my dick. She pulled on it like a handle, pulling me under the water so she could rinse it, stroking its softened form for several seconds before letting go.
I got the idea we were done and went to dry off and shave my face. I couldn't help but watch her finish showering while I shaved, the glass around the shower fogged over, leaving me with a tantalizingly fuzzy image of her moving as she washed.
We dressed for church, my wife seeming to take a little longer than usual as she dug in her dresser drawers. I watched a little surprised, but knowing I better keep my mouth shut, as she pulled on a pair of thigh high stockings that she NEVER wore any more, always choosing to go with a pair of pantyhose and a slip. Today both were absent. By the time she was dressed, we had only time to wolf down a piece of toast before running out the door for church.
After church we had lunch at Sonic. I couldn't help but frequently look over at her as we sat waiting for our food and then eating. She typically wore a dress that was much longer than knee length to church, but today she wore one that was well shorter than her knees. Don't get me wrong. I'm not complaining. I LIKE looking at her legs, something she complains about any time I make a comment. Today that shorter skirt pulled even further up her thighs in the car seat, the tops of her stockings peeking from under the hem. I didn't dare say a word though.
We got home and changed clothes. I pulled on a t-shirt and jeans while my wife changed into a pair of baggy sweatpants and a sweatshirt. Basically comfortable clothes, since our task for the afternoon was to sit in the workout room and wrap the mass of presents that had to go under the tree. At least we could watch football while we worked.
We'd been at the wrapping for a couple hours and the end was far from in sight. We were running low on tape, and it was getting close to the end of the game we were watching, so my wife volunteered to go to the store real quick and get more tape.
"Hey lover. Can you come in here a minute?" I heard her call about fifteen minutes or so later.
"Sure hon," I answered, pushing from the table and stretching. I walked out of the workout room and down the hall towards the kitchen and family room. I saw her standing in the family room with her hands behind her back and a mischievous grin on her face. "What's up?"
"I need you to hang something up for me," she said quietly, the grin never leaving her face.
"Okay," I answered expectantly.
"Would you hang this on the ceiling fan chain?" she asked pulling her hands from behind her back. She had some kind of little bundle of green oblong leaves and tiny white berries. I took it from her and reached up to the ceiling fan chain, which we actually never used since it was controlled by a smart switch. It took a few seconds to get the little loop of ribbon around the chain a few times so it would hang below the fan. I was just about done when I felt her step up against me, pressing her body against mine while her hands circled my waist and held us together. I lowered my arms from above my head, my work now done, and let my arms come down and loop around her.
"There."
"Good. Now we can try it out."
"Try it out?" I asked quizzically.
"It is mistletoe," she said quietly. "That means you're supposed to kiss me."
"I can do that," I answered, pulling her against me and leaning my head down the few short inches to meet her lips. Now, my wife has never been a big kisser. I mean, don't get me wrong... she does kiss me...frequently. It's just that her kisses are...well...closed lip dry little smooches. They've been that way since we met forty years ago. I never complained, it was just how she kissed. The few times I'd tried to coax her to open her mouth and French kiss, she resisted, and I eventually gave up. So we kissed little dry smooches for several seconds. To my surprise, she didn't let go of me, she continued to hold me as tightly as before we kissed. I took the implied suggestion that she wasn't done yet and leaned down to kiss again. This time she held her lips to mine longer. We broke the kiss after about five seconds and then she lifted her face to mine yet again. This time her lips were partly open. I kissed back, feeling her breath in my mouth for the first time since I'd known her. We stood there, under the ceiling fan, letting our lips explore, though somewhat awkwardly. I kind of felt like a teenager learning to kiss all over again, but then she was in the same boat.
As we kissed, I couldn't help but get turned on. I let my hands slip down into the back of her sweatpants and slide down to her panty covered butt, squeezing both cheeks while she pressed herself against me. We continued to kiss, neither of us seeming to be in any hurry to stop. After squeezing her butt, I couldn't help but to slip my hands into the back of her panties, feeling her bare ass cheeks in my hands.
"Someone's getting turned on," she whispered, her face so close to mine her lips almost brushed mine as she spoke.
"Yeah. Kinda," I answered breathlessly. "I could kiss you like this all day."
"I doubt it," she whispered. "Not that you wouldn't want to, but given where your hands are, how long do you think it'll be before you're pushing my pants down to get to my pussy?"
"I...um...I suppose..."
"Shhhh. Don't. I know you want to. So go ahead," she whispered.
"Push your pants down?"
"You need an engraved invitation?" she giggled, her face still inches from mine.
"Uh... NO!" I answered in a loud whisper. I slipped my hands out of her underwear and moved them to her hips, pushing the sweat- pants and panties down over her butt to her thighs. I felt her hands move from behind me, working around between us to undo my pants. It didn't take long for her to have the front undone and her hands pushing my briefs and jeans down, leaving both of us standing under the mistletoe with our pants equally lowered. She pushed my dick down and let it slip between her thighs before reaching around and pulling us together again, almost as if she'd done this before, though I couldn't remember ever having done so.
"You know. The last time I kissed a man under mistletoe like this, it was the wrong man at the wrong time," she whispered. "Cost me something I couldn't ever get back."
I was silent for several seconds, thinking about what she'd said and wondering what she'd lost she couldn't ever get back. Finally all I could do was answer stupidly. "Yeah?"
"Uh huh."
"That why you don't kiss like this?" I whispered, letting my lips touch hers. "Because of that other guy?"
"I guess so," she said, stiffening a little in my arms, almost as if the memory of something had suddenly changed her desire to be with me the way she was.
"Well, I'm the right man at the right time," I whispered, squeezing her butt cheeks and lowering my face the last inch to hers again to kiss.
She broke the kiss after another minute or two, releasing my waist. She stepped back from me, and I thought I'd somehow messed up. Instead she stood about two feet from me, pulling off her sweatshirt and then taking off her bra. She pushed her sweatpants down and worked them down her legs and then took off her shoes and the bunched up pants, leaving her in just her socks. She moved towards me again and stepped against me, guiding me between her thighs again. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled herself to me. She lifted herself and gently kissed me, more wetly than before. We stood there, her naked, gently rocking her hips to grind her clit into the top of my shaft as I squeezed her butt cheeks.
She moved her hands from around my waist and started to pull my t-shirt up. I let go of her butt and put my arms up so she could pull my shirt up and off. When she tossed my shirt aside, she put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. I wasn't at all sure what she wanted, but I let her push me down, coaxing me lower and lower until I had to sit on the floor, her pussy in my face. I reached for her butt and pulled her to me, reaching out to lick and kiss her soft pussy lips hidden in her slightly graying curls. She let me sit and lick her for some minutes before she started to sink down. She lowered herself to her knees, her sexy tits now in my face. I cupped both big soft mounds and squeezed them before starting to kiss and lick each nipple in turn. I teased each one, licking around it and then sucking it into my mouth to suck and pull it with my lips.



"Mmmmmmm. I almost hate to make you stop," she whispered.
"Then don't," I whispered back before sucking her other nipple.
"There's something I want more," she said, pulling her chest back. I felt her hand wrap around my engorged dick, which seemed to be plenty hard. She sunk down, her pussy hovering over my lap while she used her hand to tease my head between her lips. Back and forth she rubbed me, spreading her juices around my head while I continued to tease first one nipple and then the other. She lowered herself down further, engulfing my engorged head with her lips. I felt the pressure of her body on my head, resisting me as she slowly put more pressure on me. Suddenly my head slipped inside, several inches of my shaft following behind. She held herself for a moment and then started to lift and lower herself, slowly working me deeper into her with each stroke. "Mmmmmmmmmm."
This was something she hadn't ever done in our whole forty years together. Every time I'd suggested something like this, she'd made a face or excuse. It finally dawned on me. "Is this what he had you do?"
"Uh huh," she whispered, shifting her legs so she could lower herself even further, her bare ass pressing on my thighs. I didn't ask anything further, understanding now things that she'd kept secret from me for years. I knew she'd had sex with someone before me who she wouldn't talk about. She'd often mentioned his name when we were in college, someone who I had no reason to think she had sex with. But now I knew that she had been taken advantage of by an older man that was supposed to be protecting her, not having sex with her.
She lifted and lowered herself on me, her hot wet pussy stroking up and down my shaft, pushing me ever closer to climax as she pushed herself there as well. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me wetly while she rode on me, wet and erotic, a kiss that we hadn't ever shared before. "I'm coming," she whispered, breaking the kiss. "Oh Lord I'm coming." Up and down she moved, her pussy clenching around me, drawing me into her, pushing my own climax towards its inevitable conclusion.
With a grunt my body jerked. I felt a strong surge of hot cum push up and into her as she pressed herself down hard on me. I felt my cock surge in her half a dozen times as she sat on me, panting and shuddering as she climaxed around my spurting cock.
"Thank you," I whispered, hoping she'd understand that I understood.
"I should have done this a long time ago," she whispered.
"I guess you just weren't ready yet," I answered with a shrug, moving my arms around her waist to hold us together as my cock slowly shrunk inside her.
"Seems kind of silly. I mean, it's been forty-two years."
"Well. At least you could finally let it go," I whispered.
She pulled my face to her chest and held me. I felt her breathing coarsely and I knew she was silently crying, like she did when she thought I couldn't hear her. I stroked her back and let her hold herself to me until she was ready. Finally she wiped her eyes and released me. She stood up, her pussy leaking her cum as she squatted on the floor, trying to pull my pants the rest of the way off. "If I'm going to be naked, you can be too," she said as she tossed my shoes away and then pulled my jeans and briefs off.
We went back to wrapping presents, finishing those, and then settling on the sofa together. Three times she got me hard and worked me into her pussy, saying she wasn't ready for more sex, but she wanted to feel me inside her. I held her and let her have her way each time, just holding her and caressing her body where she'd let me. Finally, well after dinner, she climbed onto my lap, facing me again, and worked my again hard dick into her pussy. She rode me like she had earlier, drawing me to climax inside her before kissing me softly and then pushing off of me to go to bed. She was sound asleep by the time I got to bed.
To be continued...
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Day 2 - Monday
Five am comes way too damn early. I pushed myself from bed, put on my slippers and headed to the kitchen. My wife had to leave for work way earlier than I did, so I got the task of packing our lunches and making breakfast while she showered and dressed. This Monday was no different than any other, even though Christmas was drawing closer. Work was still work. I was busy making sandwiches when I felt a pair of hands slip around my waist. Her hands slid down and grasped my flaccid cock through my pajama shorts that I routinely wore. She only played with it for a few moments before she pushed my shorts down, letting them slide all the way to my ankles, leaving me essentially naked. I felt her lean against me, her bare tits pressing into my bare back and her lips kissing the back of my neck as her hands grabbed my now exposed cock and started to play with it, quickly coaxing it to harden.
"What do you think it'd take to make this really hard?" she asked in a whisper.
"I dunno," I answered, playing along with her surprise playfulness. "What are you offering?"
"Hmmmm. Don't have much time, not if I'm going to get screwed. How about a quick suck?"
I chuckled, not stopping my work on the sandwiches. "No fair teasing," I said, knowing that she hadn't sucked my dick since our honeymoon when I accidently came in her mouth.
"Who says I'm teasing?"
I set the knife I was using down on the cutting board and turned in her arms. I was actually surprised to see her completely naked. She sunk to her knees while she looked up at me. She leaned her face towards me and closed her lips around my half hard dick. She moved her face towards and away from me, sliding her lips on my quickly hardening shaft. Her hand was soon following her lips, sliding along my long hard shaft teasingly.
"Well, that did the job," she said as she pulled her lips from my dick. She looked up at me with a grin and used her hand to rub my head around her hard nipples, spreading my precum and her saliva on each hard protrusion. She let go and stood up, reaching for my hands. She stepped backward, pulling me to shuffle along with her, my shorts still around my ankles. She reached the table and settled her butt on the edge. Without letting go of my hands she leaned back, pulling me between her legs until my rock hard dick was laying on her curl covered mound. "Okay lover. We only have a few minutes."
"Sure," I answered, never stupid enough to turn down a request for sex. I pulled my hands from hers and used one to aim my head at her pussy. I was surprised how wet she was, and not with shower water. I rubbed my head up and down her slit, spreading her slick juices on my head and then settled it into the entrance to her vagina.
"Ohhhhh God yes," she moaned softly as I pressed myself into her. "Ohhhhh you feel so damn big."
"What do you expect, after playing with me like that," I said as I started to slide my cock in and out of her, slowly working myself deeper as her pussy lubricated my shaft. In and out I slid, drawing moans and gasps from her as I plunged into her, occasionally driving hard enough to bang my head against her cervix and slap my thighs to her bare ass.
"Harder!" she practically begged as I thrust into her over and over, her fingers tried to stroke my stomach, my hands holding her hips so I didn't slide her across the table. It had been a long time since she'd wanted it hard, let along asked me for it. I jammed myself into her harder and faster as my need grew more insistent and her moans grew louder. I didn't have to worry about going too fast and finishing before her, already feeling the first tremblings deep inside her, long before I was at the point of no return. Forty years of sex with her had me attuned to the slightest indications of her climax. It built within her quickly, her pussy moving from little quivers to full squeezing and spasming around my plunging cock as I drove into her, her tits rolling wildly on her chest as we pounded together.
"OH Lover!" she gasped loudly as she started to climax even harder, her pussy now squeezing surprisingly tightly around me, attesting to how hard her orgasm was. I continued to thrust into her, drawing little grunts and gasps from her as my head smashed into her depths, her heels digging into my bare ass to try and pull me in deeper. She arched her back and pushed her pussy towards me, driving me ever so slightly deeper so my cock head pounded into the end of her vagina and her cervix with each plunging stroke.
"Uhhhhh! Damn!" I grunted as I thrust one final time into her with my body helping with a huge spasm. I felt my cum push hard into her, my cock jerking and pumping half a dozen more shots into her as I stood between her legs, panting and jerking uncontrollably.
"Ohhhh perfect lover. Just exactly what I needed," she whispered as her climax slowly faded, making no move to make me pull my shrinking cock from her. "I can't remember the last time I woke up so horny, and it just got worse in the shower. I might be late for work, but it was soooooo worth it. You were so big and hard!"
"Well, I guess you had a lot to do with that. I can't remember the last time you did that," I answered.
"Oh what a liar. You do too. It was the third day of our honeymoon, and I was sucking you off in that little palm grove just off the beach."
"Yeah, I suppose maybe."
"I'm sure you remember. As well as why it was I never did it again."
"Yeah. I remember," I said with a shrug. "No amount of apologizing seemed to help."
"It didn't. But I forgive you."
"Oh. That's nice. After forty years?"
"Well, sometimes it takes a while," she said innocently.
"Well. Thank you," I said. "Now you better get your ass dressed or you really will be late for work, and I don't want to have to wait another forty years for you to forgive me."
She pushed me away and sat upright, slipping off the table in front of me. "Don't worry. You won't have to," she said with a grin, reaching down and giving my slick dick a squeeze before heading to the bedroom to dress.
My wife was home long before I was. It was just how our schedules worked. She started work at least an hour before me and got off a good hour before I did. Not that I minded. I made breakfast and lunches and she had dinner cooking by the time I got home. Usually by the time I got home she was changed into something more comfortable than the dresses or slacks she wore to work. Today when I walked in from the garage, she was still dressed in the same little blue dress she had on when she left this morning. She had a huge closet full of dresses, slacks, blouses and pants suits, many of which she hadn't worn in years. Not that they didn't fit. In fact, she was proud of the fact that she could still fit onto clothes that she bought ten or more years ago. Part of that was due to the efforts of our neighbor Diane.
Diane moved in next door about four years ago and works at one of the fitness centers as a private trainer. It wasn't but a few weeks after she moved in that she found out my wife and I didn't work out and took it upon herself to solve that. To that end, we converted one of the bedrooms into a workout room and three times a week she comes over to play slave driver. Okay, that's not exactly fair. But sometimes it feels like that. My wife took to the workout sessions much quicker than I did. For me, exercise is a twenty minutes and done thing. Diane makes my wife work for considerably longer.
Anyway, blue dress. It was a dress I hadn't seen her wear in a long time. Probably because the hem was considerably shorter than she usually wore these days. With age, her hemline has dropped from mid-thigh to barely above her knee. This one was definitely mid-thigh, if not even a little higher. She was standing at the counter chopping vegetables that looked to go in a salad when I walked up behind her. I slipped my arms around her waist and leaned down and kissed her neck. "Did I tell you how good you looked this morning?"
"You did, but you can tell me again," she said with a little giggle.
"You look incredible. So beautiful and so sexy."
"Liar. We both know I'm an old woman with an old woman body. But if you want to tell me you like it... well, who am I to argue?"
"Well, just so there's no question, I think you're incredibly sexy," I whispered, pressing my cheek against hers and slipping my hands around her and up to her breasts. I cupped each one and gently squeezed them, letting my thumbs stroke across her dress covered nipples.
"Mmmmmmm. I like that. My nipples have been begging for more attention since this morning," she whispered.
"Oh? Did my dick tickle their fancy?" I whispered, still teasing her nipples, which surprisingly, I could feel getting harder through the material of her dress and bra.
"You could say that," she said, still trying to cut the peppers she had on the cutting board in front of her. "But if you're going to do anything about it, you might not want to waste time. Diane's coming over after dinner for our workout."
I slipped my hands from around her and reached them to her back as I straighten up. "Then why wait?" I asked, pulling the zipper down her back. I unzipped her dress all the way down to the top of her butt, as far as the zipper would go. I unclasped her bra in the gap of the dress and then slipped my hands up her bare back inside the dress, pushing the shoulders of the dress and the straps of her bra off her shoulders. She set the knife down and lowered her arms, letting me push the dress and bra down her arms, leaving her naked from the waist up. I leaned back against her, wrapping my arms around her and crossing them so that I was cupping each breast and pulling her back against me as well. I stroked her now bare nipples with my thumbs, teasing the hard nubs and drawing a soft groan from her. "You like that?"
"I think we both do," she whispered, pressing her ass against my quickly hardening cock. She moved her hands from the counter edge and pushed the dress lower, working it down between us until it slid down around her ankles. Then her hand wormed between us and found the zipper of my slacks. She worked the zipper down and slipped her hand in, teasing my brief covered dick with her fingers. "Someone's getting pretty turned on. Either that or you're carrying a cucumber in your pocket."
"That's no cucumber," I whispered back.
She pulled her hand from my pants. "In that case," she whispered, as she worked to undo my belt with one hand. I pulled my pelvis away from her enough she could get both hands behind her and on my belt. In a few moments she had my pants sliding down my legs and was pushing my briefs down. "Definitely not a cucumber," she said, stroking my hard-on. I let one hand let go of her breast and slide down to her crotch, stroking the definitely wet crotch material of her panties. I worked my fingers between her legs, stroking her lips in time with my thumb strokes across her nipple. "Ohhhhhhhh damn honey. You're making me so wet."
"Good," I whispered.
"You keep that up and I'm going to make you put that dick someplace it can do some good," she whispered breathlessly.
"Any time you want," I whispered back.
"How about now?" she asked, letting go of my dick. I held her and felt her pushing her pantyhose and panties down. I moved my fingers to let her push them down to her thighs and then slipped my fingers between her legs again, this time slipping my fingers between her wet lips. I stroked her clit softly as she bent over and rubbed my engorged head up and down between her wet lips. I felt her find the entrance to her depths with my head and pushed into her, my head and about two inches sliding into her. I continued to stroke her clit with my fingers while I started to work my dick in and out, lubricating my shaft with her juices. In and out I moved until my body pressed her bare ass with each stroke. I shifted my grip on her body, cupping her right breast with my right hand now, instead of her left, allowing me to start to stroke more strongly into her. "Oh damn. Ohhhhhhh damn that feels good."
"I'm glad," I whispered.
"Go faster lover. Go faster. Make me come."
I grinned to myself and let most of her breast pull from my hand, just holding her nipple between my fingers and the palm of my hand. I straightened up part way and started to drive into her harder, plunging into her with an audible squish. "Oh damn," I groaned as I felt my urgency building. With her legs pressed together by her pantihose, she was surprisingly snug around my shaft, and the angle was hitting all the right places with ease. I teased her clit and pumped in and out of her, determined to make her climax hard before I couldn't hold back any further. Each slap of her ass made her tits bounce, the nipple of the one I was holding being stretched and pulled by its weight.
I felt her start to climax. The first little spasms of her pussy around me, coaxing me to plunge even faster. Our bodies slapped together loudly as I pumped my hips, her pussy starting to squeeze tighter, her moans shifting to breathless gasps as her body started to delve into its full climax. I just couldn't hold back any longer and drove my cock into her hard one last time before letting a long groan out. I felt my cock pump my cum into her, surprising me a little with how much it felt like I was filling her with after the load I'd given her that morning. I caught just the slightest movement out of the corner of my eye. I looked over and saw Diane standing in the family room, looking right at us, one hand over her mouth, the other over her crotch. I had no idea how long she had been there, but from the look of the bumps on the front of her spandex shirt, long enough to get turned on. When she realized I was looking back at her, she blushed and walked quickly and quietly back out of the room. I heard the garage door open and close while I stood there panting, my cock still twitching inside her.
"Ohhhhh damn," my wife whispered, reaching up and coaxing my hand from her breast. She bent over further and leaned on the counter for support while she panted. "That was...um...intense and unexpected, for both of us, I think. I might have to tease you in the morning a little more often."
"Any time you want. I won't argue," I panted.
"Good," she said, pushing me back and out of her. She turned to face me and pushed me back with one hand on my chest, looking down at my leaking dick, dripping our come. "You better go clean that thing off and change before Diane comes over. I don't think she'd appreciate seeing your old man dick hanging out."
"Never know. She might," I said, deciding I wasn't going to tell her that she'd already seen it. THAT fight I didn't want to start.
"Go on. I have to finish this," she said, pushing me back further and then pulling her panties up. "Damn! I'm going to be leaking you all night!" she said as she bent to step out of her dress and push the pantyhose all the way off. "Bring me something to wear too, will you?" she said as she tossed me her dress and bra.
"Sure," I said, walking down the hall with my pants held up around my thighs. I tossed the dress on the bed and then stepped over and pulled the bra from within the dress. It wasn't even close to one of the regular heavily padded ones she usually wears to keep her rather large nipples from showing through the dresses. She always said it was embarrassing to have her nipples show if they got chilled or anything. This bra would most certainly allow that, the thin lace cups clearly not up to the job of hiding them.
I stripped and pulled on a t-shirt and a pair of Under Armor workout shorts. I walked to her dresser and pulled out some of her spandex workout pants and a shirt. I picked up the sports bra laying on top of her dresser and then grinned to myself, dropping it back where I found it. I walked out to the kitchen, pausing to watch her for a few moments, finishing dinner in nothing but a pair of panties with a very definitely wet crotch.
"Here you go," I said, holding the pants and shirt out for her when she noticed me standing and watching her.
"Having fun watching?" she asked, walking over for the clothes I was holding out for her.
"I was," I nodded, as she took the clothes from me. She set them on the counter and then dug through them.
"No bra?"
"Just figured you wouldn't mind not wearing it this once."
She looked at me for several seconds. "Okay. I won't," she said as she tossed the shirt on the table. She stepped to me and pushed my shorts down. She tugged on the waistband of my briefs. "Guess you wouldn't mind not wearing these then, just this once," she said with a naughty grin. "Hope you don't mind showing Denise your hard-on, cuz you know damn well what's gonna happen if I don't wear a bra."
I knew exactly what would happen if she didn't wear a bra and her tits were bouncing around. Just having had sex or not, I was damn well going to end up with a boner that would be all the more obvious in the thin workout shorts.
"In fact, I insist!" she said, reaching her other hand to my hip and pushing them down. "You take these off and I'll go without the bra in that shirt."
"You sure about that?"
"I insist!" she said with a naughty grin on her face.
I took my shorts and briefs off and then pulled my shorts back on while she watched. I couldn't help but get a partial hard-on just thinking about what was going to happen. Was that bad?
She dressed in her spandex top and knee length pants and then we sat down to dinner, her nipples poking the top out obviously.
We finished dinner and then retired to the family room to watch TV until Diane came over, IF she came over after walking in on us. Unlike normal, my wife didn't sit down at her end of the sofa, instead she sat on the oversized recliner that was "mine" squeezing in with me and pressing herself against me. She wrapped one of my arms around her shoulders and pulled my hand down to her chest as she got comfortable. My fingers rested on her left breast, and my fingers were soon teasing slowly over and around her spandex covered nipple. I guessed she didn't mind since she slipped her hand into my shorts and was playing with my dick at the same time. It was almost like she WANTED me to have a hard-on when Diane came over. If that was her intent, she succeeded.
Somehow thinking that my wife was intentionally trying to show off my hard-on to her friend made it impossible to get it to go down. I could tell it was horribly obvious and I saw Diane looking at it frequently as we stretched. Of course my wife's tits wiggling around in the spandex shirt every time she bent or twisted didn't help. I swore she was intentionally wigging her chest to MAKE them move. It was my night to run on the elliptical while my wife rode the stationary bike. The two machines were set next to each other in the room, so as she rode, I could easily see her tits wiggle around. I could also see her round ass wiggle side to side with each pedal stroke. My mind drifted to a thought that had come all too often when we worked out together, pulling my wife's pants down as she was bent over on the bike and sticking 'ol mister happy' into her, which did little to make 'mister happy' take a nap. No, he stayed quite hard making a significant tent in my shorts as Diane slowly walked around us, encouraging us to push harder, which brought all the wrong images to mind. Normally I did get a hard-on watching my wife work out, but with briefs to keep it corralled it wasn't exactly a problem. Today that wasn't the case and each time she walked past me I could see her eyes flick down to my dick and a little smile creep to her lips.
I knew she had to have seen it pumping into my wife earlier. I also felt like my wife was intentionally trying to flash me, or at least keep me interestingly hard, for Diane. I was tempted to just pull down my shorts and let her get another look! True I wasn't thinking with my brain at that point, but I also knew that there was no way I was going to be cheating on my wife. It hadn't happened in forty years, and it wasn't about to happen now. That didn't stop me from noticing that Diane's nipples were hard and poking out HER shirt!



Thankfully the timer expired, and I stopped the machine and got off, walking in small circles to let my legs cool off. Each loop around the machines took me past my wife, the front of her shirt damp with sweat, her tits swinging and wiggling as Diane coaxed her to push harder for the last two minutes. She lifted herself off the seat and used her weight to push against the increased resistance Diane had dialed in. I stood behind her, watching her ass move side to side with each step, the spandex material of her pants pulled tight to her pussy, the little seam actually dipping slightly between her lips slightly. I don't know what I was thinking. Actually, I do. I was thinking about pulling my wife's pants down and pushing my hard-on into her. Instead I pulled the front of my shorts down without thinking and started to stroke my cock.
"Oh shit," I grunted to myself as I realized what I was doing, Diane staring at me standing there jacking myself off. I let go of my dick and pulled my shorts back in place, blushing at what I had just done. I shook my head and walked out of the room, headed to our bedroom and stripped my sweaty workout clothes off. It only took me a few short minutes to rinse off the sweat before drying and pulling on a pair of shorts and t-shirt. The girls were still working out together as I walked past the workout room, headed to the family room and Monday night football.
It seemed like it was taking a LONG time for my wife to finish working out with Diane, which led me to wonder if they were talking about what I'd done, and she'd seen. That in itself made me wonder if I was in trouble. But I'd long since learned that if I was, it'd come out sooner rather than later.
"Hey there," Diane said as she walked into the family room, stopping under the ceiling fan that had the mistletoe hanging from it, not that I was going to tell her.
"Hey," I answered noncommittally.
"So...I didn't tell her what you did in the workout room," she said from across the room.
"No? Thanks. That was kind of stupid of me."
"No worries. I could tell you were kinda turned on. Not that I blame you after what I saw in the kitchen."
"Yeah. Sorry you saw that. I didn't realize you were coming over so early."
"Well, it happens. Nancy didn't seem overly upset, just wondered how much I saw."
"How much did you see?" I asked quickly.
"Oh. Enough. Actually more than enough," she said with a grin, just standing there. "Guess Nancy wins."
"Huh?"
"She bet me that you'd try to pretend that this doesn't exist," she said looking up at the mistletoe.
"You were talking about mistletoe?" I asked surprised.
"Among other things," she said with the smile still glued to her face. "Have to admit that I liked what I saw."
"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that."
"Oh, I'm not talking about that. I'm talking about seeing that big fat dick sliding in and out of her wet pussy. THAT was worth watching." All I could do was sit there and blush. "So you going to come over here and put this mistletoe to good use?"
"I don't really think..."
"She said you'd try to wiggle out of it. No, it's here, so you gotta come give me a kiss." When I didn't move, she added. "I'm not going anywhere until you do. And if I'm still here when Nancy comes out of the bathroom... well, I just might be forced to tell her just exactly what you were doing while you were watching her ass on the bike."
"You wouldn't."
"I would," she said as she reached for the waist of her pants. "By the way. I'm not wearing any panties either," she said as she pushed her pants down part way, the elastic band around her hips so that her completely shaved mound and about half of her ass were showing. "Come on. Come give me a kiss."
"You'd really tell?"
"In a heartbeat!" she said emphatically.
I groaned and put my recliner down. I got up and walked to where she stood. "I'm doing this under protest," I said quietly. I leaned my head down and gave her a quick peck on the lips. "There."
"Uh uh. Not so fast there stud. THAT wasn't a kiss. I want a real kiss. A real honest to God I wanna fuck your sexy body kiss."
"Seriously?"
"Seriously. After watching you today, I'm so fucking horny I'm ready to throw your ass on the ground and fuck your brains out," she said as she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me towards her. She pressed her pelvis against my cock and her tits to my chest while lifting her face towards mine.
"She wants me to kiss you, does she?" I whispered.
"Uh huh. She bet me you'd try to wiggle out of it," she whispered a little breathlessly.
"Fine," I said, wrapping my arms around her. I pulled her to me and let my fingers slip into the half pulled down pants, squeezing her butt cheeks as I pressed my lips to hers. She moaned softly into my mouth as she slipped her tongue in as well. Her hands squeezed my butt and pulled my hardening cock against her body. I let my fingers dip deeper into her stretchy pants, the tip of my finger finding her very wet pussy lips. I pressed the tip between her lips and just barely into the entrance to her depths.
"Oh God damn," she breathed, pushing her ass out at my hand, trying to push me deeper into her. "I wish I could get my husband to kiss me like this."
"Sorry. That's as far as I can take it," I whispered back, half tempted to pull her pants all the way down and fuck her. Not that I really would, but it was still a damn tempting thought.
"Maybe next time I won't wear a bra either. Imagine how horny you'd be with two sets of tits to watch."
"Imagine how horny I'd be if I was watching them without a shirt too," I said, letting my horniness get the better of me. "But we both know that won't happen."
"No. No, it won't," she whispered, letting her grip on me relax. I pulled my hands from her pants, and she pulled them back in place. "Thanks. For the kiss," she whispered before moving away from me. She walked towards the garage door and turned just before she got to it. She reached down and pulled her shirt up, along with her bra, and revealed her bare tits, each round firm orb, maybe a C cup at most, and her rock hard nipples. Without another word, she turned and walked out the garage door and closed it behind her.
I shook my head. She'd been coming over two or three times a week for almost two years, and I never ever suspected she had any sexual thoughts about me. But then, I wasn't sure what had come over my wife the last few days either. Women were just so damn complicated.
My wife walked out of the back in one of her nightshirts a few minutes later. She climbed into the chair with me, half laying on me, her hair still wet. I could tell she didn't have a bra on under the night shirt, which wasn't unusual, but the look on her face said she was keeping something else from me. "Did she get her kiss?"
"You really wanted me to kiss her?"
"It was the least you could do after what she saw in the kitchen," my wife said with a giggle.
"She told you?"
"Actually, I saw her about the time you were putting something big and hard someplace. I wasn't sure how long she stayed though."
"According to her, long enough," I answered.
She chuckled. "Well. I was much too turned on to stop you at that point. I hope she enjoyed the show."
"She seems to have."
"So. Do you want an early Christmas present?" she asked with that naughty grin on her face she'd had most of the last couple days.
"An early present?"
"Uh huh. I'm not sure I could give this one to you with everyone watching," she whispered before she pressed her lips to my cheek. "It's special only for you," she whispered before kissing and flicking my earlobe with her tongue. "So do you want it?"
"Of course," I whispered back, feeling a chill go down my back as she flicked my earlobe again and then blew gently into my ear, clearly trying to tease me. "Do I need to do anything for it?"
"Actually, yes. Strip for me."
"Strip?"
"Uh huh. Take off all your clothes. I know you were awfully turned on the whole time we were working out. I bet if Diane wasn't there, you'd have been trying to pull my pants down, wouldn't you?"
"More than likely."
"Naughty boy. Well, take your clothes off and I'll give you that present."
"Okay. Going to let me up?"
"Uh uh. You just have to do it with me on your lap," she giggled. "And I'm going to sit here and tease you until you are naked."
And tease me she was. She kissed and licked my earlobe and blew in my ear until I had to lift my arm she was laying on so I could get my shirt off. Once I had my shirt off, she stroked and licked and teased my nipples, much like I did to hers when we were having sex. It took a bit of work, but I finally got my shorts off and ended up with her half laying on my lap. She pushed herself up so she was sitting astride me, facing me, her knees on either side of my hips. My hard-on was poking up under her nightshirt and I could feel her bare pussy lips with my now engorged shaft. She reached down and found my cock and lifting herself slightly, rubbed my head around her lips. Something was amiss. Well, at least different.
"Figured it out yet?" she whispered. "If you have, you can take my nightgown off."
"It feels like you shaved down there."
She grinned and wiggled my dick around until it was pressing between her lips and into the entrance to her pussy. She let go and reached down and pulled the nightshirt up and off, leaving her on my lap, naked, with about an inch of my cock pushed into her wet confines.
"Damn!" I swore silently. Her mat of curls that had covered her mound and pussy were nearly all gone, only a small, trimmed triangle on her mound remained, everything else down between her legs, had been shaved clean.
"I'll take it that you're surprised."
"I am. Seems to me that you said thirty years ago that you'd never do that again, it was too itchy."
"Yeah. I did say that. Diane convinced me to try it again. She says she keeps it all shaved off. She just does it when she does her legs, and it never itches... sooo.... Merry Christmas."
"Thank you," I answered. "How about you stand up and let me see it a bit closer?"
She lifted herself carefully from her knees, to stand in front of me in the chair, resting her hands on the wall to balance herself. I reached for her butt and pulled it towards me, kissing her now nearly hairless mound and then kissing lower, my lips feeling her soft smooth skin around her lips. I reached my tongue out and stroked up her lips, tasting her excitement. "That doesn't feel like looking," she whispered.
"You want me to stop?" I asked.
"Oh hell no. Look all you want," she moaned as I stroked up between her protruding inner lips. I stroked all the way up to her clit and then over the hard nub, making her gasp in pleasure at the sudden sensation. I teased and licked her pussy for long minutes, tasting her juices go from tangy and tart to sweet and gentle. I pressed first one finger and then two into her, curling them up to stroke the top of her tunnel, curling behind her pubic bone, while I continued to stroke and tease her clit with the tip of my tongue. "Oh shit...oh shit...OH SHIT...OHHHHHH SHHHHIIIITTT!" she cried, her voice rising from its normal tone all the way up the scale to a loud squealing cry. Her legs trembled and I could feel her pussy leaking down my hand, her cum dripping off my elbow as she climaxed on my fingers. "Ohhhhhhhh damn!" she squeaked as I continued to assault her clit and stroke her delicate vagina walls. She finally reached down and pulled my hand from her pussy and then sunk down on my lap, my hard-on sticking up between her ass cheeks as she lay against me. Her chest heaved, her still hard nipples rubbing my chest while she rested her head on my shoulder, panting.
"Guess that felt good," I said with a smile. "Thank you for the present."
"Give me a minute," she panted. "I know what you want. I just need a second to catch my breath."
I held her and stroked her back, letting her rest a moment. She soon shifted her feet so she was on her knees again. She lifted herself up off my lap and then down again, this time letting my hard shaft slide easily into her sopping wet pussy. She pushed herself up and looked at me, staring in my eyes as she started to lift and lower herself.
"Ohhhhh. Yessssss," I breathed as she slowly lifted and lowered her pussy along my shaft. I could feel her body still occasionally spasming around me, her body not quite done climaxing now that it was being stimulated again. She held my shoulders and stared into my eyes, looking for what I don't know, but she kept sliding up and down on me, watching my face. I let my hands move to her big soft tits, cupping each one and gently teasing her nipples. "Oh that feels good," I whispered.
"I'm glad," she whispered back, looking almost determined as she moved a little faster up and down. "Are you really turned on now?"
"Oh hell yes," I answered honestly. Surprisingly,she lifted herself and pulled off my dick. She backed off the recliner and then held a hand out for me. She stepped back when I took her hand and she pulled me down the hall. Where are we going?" I asked her as she pulled me along walking backwards.
"You'll see," she said as she stopped at the workout room door and pushed it open. She turned on the light and then pulled me into the room. "You're going to get to do what you wanted to do before."
"What I wanted to do before?" I asked a little confused.
She let go of my hand and stepped to the bike. She stepped on the pedals and then started to slowly ride the bike. She pushed her ass out towards me as I stood behind her. "I saw what you did," she said. "In the reflection of the TV screen. I saw you stroking your cock, wanting to fuck me while I did this. Well, here's your chance," she said, wiggling her butt side to side exaggeratedly.
"You saw me? You're not mad?"
"For what? Getting carried away and stroking your dick in front of my friend? Trust me, she didn't look like she minded, so I'm going to let it slide. Now, if you wanna fuck me until you come, I'm ready. You don't have to wait to make me come. I've already come more than enough for a little while."
I didn't have to be asked twice. I stepped behind her and moved so my legs were spread over the back of the machine, my balls resting on the seat and my dick sticking up towards her. I held my cock with one hand and used the other on her hip to guide her down towards me. "Ohhhhhhh," I groaned as she pushed herself down my shaft. She started to ride the bike again, her pedaling moving her up and down my shaft. In and out my cock slipped, feeling her body shift and squeeze me as she pedaled. Her pussy, tighter than it had been with her legs spread in the recliner, stroked my shaft in all the right places, including that really sensitive spot under my head. "Oh damn. I'm going to come," I groaned as my excited dick went into overdrive.
"Good. Come for me sweetie. Come for me like you made me come for you."
My back arched and I pushed into her as she slid back, and then let her slide part way off of me again. Time and again I arched and shoved into her until that point of no return hit. I grabbed her hips and pulled her to me as I drove myself up into her. I felt my cock surging and pumping into her, filling her with cum I didn't think I had in me. She held herself just barely off the seat so she didn't hurt me, letting my jerking and twitching cock empty itself into her. "Ohhh damn," I groaned as my body slowly recovered.
She pulled off my now softening cock and then climbed off the bike. She took my hand and walked me back to the family room. She pushed me into the recliner and climbed in with me, practically laying on top of me as she reached for the button to recline us. The recliner motored back until we were laying more than sitting. She shifted herself so she was laying with her head on my shoulder, her soft tits pressed to my body and her pussy pressed against my left thigh. I let my arm close around her and pulled her tightly to me. "Thank you," I whispered.
"You're welcome," was all she said as we lay that way, watching the game until it was time for bed. We both went to bed naked, not worried about sex, but just snuggling, feeling more closely bonded to her than I had in years. I hoped she felt the same way.



        Twelve Days of Christmas - Day 03

        Christmas shopping with the wife.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/twelve-days-of-christmas-day-03

Title: Twelve Days of Christmas - Day 03

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Christmas shopping with the wife.

Tags: shoping, sex toys, exhibitionism, flashing

Series: Twelve Days of Christmas - Day


Day 3 Tuesday
The next morning we were still naked, and both felt like we needed showers again, even though we'd both had one after working out. It didn't take long, even though we both were washing each other, or more correctly, feeling each other up. I really couldn't resist stroking her now bare pussy lips with my fingers. She suggested that maybe I should shave mine off too. I said I'd think about it. She said she'd be happy to do if for me if I wanted to do it. I again, said I'd think about it. We certainly didn't have time for that kind of thing this morning.
I finished showering and wrapped a towel around my waist to start making lunches so she wouldn't be late for work. Unsurprisingly, she tugged the towel off when she came out, already dressed, leaving me naked while I finished making breakfast. She sat and watched my hard-on swing around while I worked, a grin on her face. As much as we both wanted to do something about it, there just wasn't time and she couldn't afford to be late today. We kissed each other a much longer and wetter kiss than usual before she headed out the door, calling behind herself to remind me that we were going shopping in the city and not to be late coming home. I of course answered that I remembered, even if I didn't.
At lunch time my phone chirped. I pulled it from my pocket and looked at the text I'd gotten from my wife. To say I was startled would be an understatement. I'd once sent her a picture of my dick as an attempt to start her thinking about sex before she came home. Another of my many failed attempts to kick our sex life back to its feet. She made it quite clear that night that it was unappreciated, inappropriate and unwanted. She said the last thing she needed to do at work was think about sex. Given that rather strong reaction, you can imagine my surprise when I received a picture of a view up her skirt. I could just make out that her panties and panty hose were pulled down, maybe in a bathroom stall, and her skirt was pulled up to her waist, giving me a tantalizing close-up view of her shaved pussy. The only thing I could think of to do was to send back a smiling emoji.
By the time I got home, my wife had dinner ready on the table and she had changed from the dress she wore to work, to one that I hadn't seen in at least ten years, maybe longer. It was a simple green button down dress that had big green buttons running down the front from the deeply cut V neck all the way to the hem, which was shorter than I remembered. That was probably the reason she stopped wearing it. We ate dinner and quickly cleared the table off. She seemed to be in an extraordinary hurry to get done and headed out. True it was an hour drive to the mall she wanted to go to, but there was plenty of time. My second surprise of the night was her choosing to drive. Not that she couldn't, but she seemed to always prefer to be chauffeured. Tonight she drove, which also meant we drove in her much smaller car instead of my SUV.
It was nearly dark out by the time we left, but it was still light enough for me to easily make out the lacy tops of her thigh high stockings, surprise number three. I KNOW she'd headed to work in pantyhose. I had the picture to prove it. The only time she wore thigh highs is when she had on long skirts. Tonight she had on a very short skirt, thigh high stockings and knee high black boots. She made no effort at all to pull her skirt down as she sat down in the car, leaving it up her thighs. It was also unseasonably warm, still in the mid sixties when we left, which meant she chose to not wear a heavy winter coat. In fact, she chose to not wear any coat at all, just tossing a light coat into the back seat in case she needed it later.
When we got to the mall, we parked and walked into the mall hand in hand like we had so many years ago. We both had things we needed to get that we didn't want the other to see. For me it was easy. All I had to do was go pick up a couple of her presents. They were already ordered, paid for and wrapped. I didn't necessarily want her to know where they came from though, since it might suggest what she was getting. So we went separate directions, with an agreement to meet back in an hour.
It took me less than fifteen minutes to reach the store, check in at the counter and get my packages, like I said, already wrapped. The remaining hour I spent browsing a few stores for last minute ideas. I had a few, but I also knew that she wouldn't appreciate lacy lingerie any more now than she had every year for the last fifteen or thirty. She just never quite got the idea that her in sexy lingerie was, to me, like unwrapping a present. To her, it was a waste of time and money because she was just going to end up naked anyway. With a sigh, I walked away from the display window that I had been looking in and headed back to the meeting point. I settled onto one of the benches and waited for her to come.
I saw her from quite a ways away, talking on the phone to someone, a huge smile on her face. She hung up the phone as she approached and walked up to me as I stood up. With her phone hand, she wrapped her arm around my neck and pulled us together, giving me a wet kiss, her body pressed to mine in a public display of affection that she hadn't done since...oh golly, since she was maybe thirty? I wasn't complaining though. It felt good! I kissed her back and held her until she broke the kiss. I took the bags from her other hand and then picked up mine. With both hands full, I walked next to her, and headed back to the car.
As with most malls, there is a main corridor, which is maybe a hundred feet or so wide, with booths scattered along its length, the store fronts facing the main corridor. From the main corridor, there are multiple smaller ones that tee off, some heading to specific main line stores, such as Macy's or Target. Others lead to the food court or out to the parking lots. We made our way down the main corridor to the cross corridor that led to where we parked. There were several smaller stores along that corridor, which was maybe only about sixty feet wide instead of the hundred or so of the main corridor. As we were walking, she stopped and looked into a small storefront. "Oh... Come with me," she said with a grin, using her free hand to pull my arm and pull me into a small lingerie store. It wasn't a main line like Victoria's Secret or anything like that, but they had quite an array of lingerie, though she seemed most interested in a large display of panties. "I need some new underwear, and I KNOW you're smarter than getting me panties for Christmas."
"No. I wouldn't do that. I've failed too many times," I said honestly. And I had. I've bought panties for her lots of times in the past, hoping she'd get the hint, but she never did. She continued to prefer the granny panties that were all too unflattering.
"Okay. So you get to pick six pairs. Whatever you like except thongs. I won't wear butt floss. But in exchange, I get to pick you six pairs."
"And you'll wear 'em? Whatever I pick?"
"As long as you wear what I pick for you," she said with a smile.
It was worth a try. I walked around the large display of panties, looking at what she said her size was, picking up and setting down pairs until I had a selection of six very sexy panties. Two pair were almost completely see-through, two that were different colors of a very soft lace that, while not see-through, didn't leave a lot to the imagination. Think nipples poking through a sweater. The last two were very low cut bikini panties that I suspected wouldn't quite cover the little bit of hair left on her mound. "Those are your picks?" she asked, raising her eyebrows. "This is going to be interesting."
"How so?"
"If you're going to make me wear things this revealing, maybe I can find things that are just as revealing."
"Well, I don't have to if you don't want," I answered, thinking that her deal, if we could call it that, was about to be called off.
"Oh. No. I promised. Diane said you'd go for the really revealing stuff," she said with the slightest bit of a giggle.
"Well, if they're too revealing," I said with a shrug.
"Oh I didn't say that. They're MUCH less revealing than the ones I have on now." I looked at her a little confused. She reached for my hand, looked around to make sure no one was looking and pushed my hand under her skirt and between her legs. My fingers felt her pussy, her completely bare shaved and wet pussy. "Cuz I'm not wearing any," she whispered.
"No, you aren't, are you?" I said as she let go of my hand, leaving it under her dress. "That's not like you. I mean, I don't think you EVER went without," I whispered as I pressed a finger between her wet lips and stroked her for a few moments, letting my finger stroke across her clit, drawing a little shiver from her while l looked around to make sure no one was looking at us.
"Of course I did. Don't you remember that movie theater when we were just dating?"
"Yeah. I remember you being very turned on and we played with each other. Oh yeah. You didn't have panties on then, did you?"
"I didn't. And I have to admit, not wearing any this evening has me VERY turned on," she whispered. "Almost as much as the first time we had sex," she added before pulling my hand from under her dress. She walked to the register and checked out, buying the six pairs of panties.
We walked arm in arm out of the store and out to the car. We loaded everything into the back of her car and then headed home. We were only about fifteen minutes down the highway when she took the off ramp. "We are stopping for something?"
"We are. I have to get you some sexy underwear," she said with a grin. "And the kind of underwear I'm getting you I can't get at a regular store."
"No? So just what kind of underwear ARE you getting me?" I asked as she pulled into a parking lot in front of a building with the name ROMANTIX on the front.
"Something REALLY sexy!" she said as she parked and shut down the engine. "Come on. You might even get another surprise."
"Another surprise?" I asked as I got out and followed her. As soon as we got into the store, I knew exactly what kind of store it was. There were racks of videos on one side of the store and all sorts of very sexy lingerie on the other. I could see the back wall was covered with all sorts of sex toys as well.
My wife boldly walked up to the very young, maybe twenty something, clerk at the register. "I'm looking for something really hot for my husband to wear."
"Yes ma'am. I think we can help with that," the clerk said as she stepped from behind the counter. She had on jeans that looked like she'd been poured into them and a floppy t-shirt that only partly hid the fact that she didn't have on a bra. We followed her down an aisle to a display of all kinds of things that we might be able to stretch to mean underwear. The only thing they had in common with what I called underwear, was that they had a place for my junk. Some were extremely tiny thongs, some were see-through, some had nothing covering the butt area, others had see-through material there as well. My wife took her time, letting the young lady give her opinion, until she had six pairs picked, none of which I would NEVER let anyone but her see me in. After she picked out my underwear, she held her phone out to the clerk and asked if they had one of whatever it was. The clerk grinned and said how that was one of her favorites and led us to the back wall. She selected a package on a shelf under a large display of vibrators and handed it to my wife.
"Have you ever used one of these?" she asked my wife.
"I haven't. It was suggested by a friend," my wife responded.
"Well, then, let me recommend this lubricant," the clerk said, walking a short ways to a shelf unit filled with small bottles of varying colors and sizes. She drew a particular bottle from the shelf and handed it to my wife. "This helps it go in smooth as silk. Do you know how this works?"
"Actually, I don't have any idea," my wife answered.
"Well, let's get you checked out and then I can help with that," she said. We followed her to the checkout and let her ring up the toy, lube and my new underwear. "Okay, now if you two want to come with me," the young lady said, walking away from us. She led us to a door with a "classroom" label on it and opened the door. Inside were a half dozen chairs arrayed around a table in the middle. There was a whiteboard on the wall, making it look very much like a classroom. She closed the door behind us. "Now, this room is NOT monitored like the store front, simply because this is a space where we can teach customers how to properly use any number of toys, vibrators strap ons that kind of thing. This little vibrator can be used both internally and externally, and on either partner. Both the peanut and the controller can be charged from this special USB cable," she said, holding up two different charging cables, which she then put in the box again. She pulled the peanut looking pink vibrator from the box as well as a device that looked like a little donut with a bite taken out of it. "You turn them both on by pressing these buttons. They're all latex covered so they are completely waterproof. You can use them in a bath or shower or wherever, without worrying. The charging cable plugs in here," she said, showing us a small dimple in the covering.
"Now, to use it, just press here, and it'll turn on," she said, pressing a little bump on the surface of the peanut. A dim light shown through the silicone covering. "And here," she said, pressing a power button on the donut. "Now you can adjust the vibration here," she said, pressing the button on the controller to cycle it through a number of different vibration combinations. "So, you just lubricate it up and you can rub it around on any body parts you want or, slip it inside. You can leave it in for a couple hours unless you're allergic to latex. Then you probably want to limit it to less than an hour."
"And I just lubricate it and stick it inside?"
"That's all there is to it. I like to let my boyfriend tease me with it, turning it on and off and things and running it all around my pussy and my nipples first, getting me really turned on before he slips it in me. One time we left it in while we went to dinner, and he turned it on the hardest setting while we were sitting in a restaurant with our friends. I about killed him when we got home. Well, after we fucked that is."
"Here," my wife said, rubbing it up and down the front of my pants. "Maybe we should start with trying it on you."
"You do?" I asked.
"I do," she said, using her free hand to pull down my zipper.
"Hey! What are you doing?" I asked, grabbing my wife's hand.
"What? You don't want to be playful!" she asked with a grin. "Or are you too bashful to let her see?"
"You really want me to just whip it out in front of her?" I asked.
"Why not? I'm sure it's not the first dick she's ever seen."
"Oh trust me, it's far from the first," the salesgirl said. "But if you prefer some privacy while you try it out, I'll be happy to leave," the young woman said, starting for the door.
"Oh, you don't have to leave. If he's too bashful then we'll just take it home and play with it there. I just thought he might want to put it in me and try it out on the way home."
"I didn't say I didn't want to do that," I protested quickly.
"Then if I'm going to let you put this in me, why shouldn't I get a chance to play with it on you?"
"I didn't say you couldn't. I just wasn't sure you wanted to show me off."
She pulled my zipper down, my hands not stopping her this time. "Weren't you the one that wanted to have sex in the back seat a few days ago? Now you want to be bashful?"
I looked at her for a few seconds, trying to figure out what her game was. Yes, I had suggested we have sex in the back of the car. Since then she'd kind of gone sex crazy, having sex several places in the house, sending me pictures of her bare pussy at work and even going out without panties, like tonight. I was definitely not complaining, but I was a little confused. "I did," I finally answered, "but if you wanna try your new toy out on me first, who am I to say no?" I asked, undoing my belt. Without looking at the young woman, I undid the front of my pants and let them slide down my legs, leaving only my briefs covering my mostly hard dick. I pushed my briefs to my thighs, letting my dick stick out at a somewhat drooping curve.
"So what kind of thing should I do?" my wife asked, reaching for my dick with both hands, one around my shaft and the second holding the peanut vibrator against it.
"May I?" the young lady asked, holding her hands out.
"Sure," my wife said, moving aside. She let the clerk take the peanut from her hand and then replaced my wife's hand on my dick.
"My boyfriend likes it when I do this," she said, holding my dick and rubbing the peanut around my head. The vibration almost tickled for a few moments before becoming quite stimulating. I could feel my dick grow in her hand as she teased the device, not only around my head, but down to my balls and even under. She slipped the little device between my thighs, teasing that sensitive spot between my legs while she slowly stroked my cock. She let go of my dick and squirted a little of the lubricant on my head and then went back to stroking me, sliding her hand up and down my shaft. "You want to try?" she asked quietly.
My wife, who had been staring at my engorged dick slipping in the young woman's hand, reached out and grasped my cock, wrapping her hand around me. The young lady wrapped her hand around my wife's, coaxing her to slide her hand along my shaft, stroking me softly while holding the vibrator under my balls.
"Oh damn. You keep doing that..." I groaned, leaving the result unstated but clear none-the-less.
"That's the whole idea, isn't it?" the young lady asked, looking at my face. "To make you come?"
"You're going to do that," I groaned, barely able to hold my hips still, my body wanting to push into my wife's hand with each stroke.
"I don't know what to do with it if he does," my wife said, looking around for a cloth or paper towel or something to catch my cum in.
"Just take it in your mouth," the salesgirl said, kneeling down in front of me so her face was at the same level as my cock. "I know I'm getting turned on enough to take it."
"But I don't...." my wife started to say as I felt my body tense.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body jerked, my hips thrusting forward. I watched the spurt of creamy white cum shoot out and hit the salesgirl in the face. She wasted no time at all moving her face the few short inches to catch the second surge in her mouth. Her lips closed around my head just before the third spurt lanced from my dick. I felt but didn't see the remaining shots as she sucked eagerly on my head while my wife held my cock in her hand, feeling it surge and twitch while staring at my dick in the young woman's mouth. "Oh damn," I panted as my dick started to soften, the young woman finally pulling her mouth off it.
"You can say that again. Yum!" she said with a giggle as she wiped the cum from her face and licked it off her fingers. "Obviously that stimulation can be a bit of a surprise if you've never felt it before."
"It was that," I agreed.
"You like that? Taking his semen like that? Isn't that gross? I mean it isn't even your boyfriend!"
"I don't mind. In fact I enjoy it. Makes me soooo fucking horny!" she said, standing up and rubbing the crotch of her tight jeans.
"I think it's your turn now," I said to my wife, reaching for her hands. I took the peanut from her and dribbled more lube on it before turning my wife and pushing her back against the table we stood next to. I set the peanut aside, pulled her skirt up to her waist and pushed her back until she sat on the table. I reached for her legs and lifted them, making her lean back as I spread her legs apart. If she wasn't worried about showing me off to the salesgirl, then why should I be worried about it?



"Now, just rub it around her lips and across her clit," the salesgirl coached as I picked up the vibrator. "That's it," she said softly as I worked the pink peanut between my wife's protruding inner labia and up to her clit.
"Oh fuck," my wife grunted when I pressed the vibrator to her, letting the humming little device press against her clit.
"Now don't leave it there too long. Move it up and down her lips a bit and then push it into her. That's it. Slowly... Just ease it into her."
"Oh damn that feels good," my wife moaned.
"Now with it inside her, if you want, you can either stroke or lick her clit and I can guarantee she'll come for you."
"Just like this?" I asked, stroking my thumb up and down her lips, running it over her clit with each stroke.
"Oh yeah. God, I wish you were doing that for me," she said quietly. "Oh hell with this. I'll be right back." She disappeared and I continued to rub my wife's pussy while the little toy vibrated inside her.
"You going to make me come in front of her?" my wife asked breathlessly.
"Why not. You made me come in front of and on her."
"I didn't expect you to come so fast," she moaned as I let my thumb circle her clit a few times.
"Neither did I," I answered quietly just before the young lady came back in.
"For big vibrators, this is the one I usually recommend," she said as she set a rather large vibrator on the table. It had what looked like ball bearings inside it and had an unusual prong looking thing sticking out of the side. The young lady pushed her pants and tiny thong panties down to her ankles and then sat on the table next to my wife. She leaned back, hooking her heels on the edge of the table and pushing her knees apart to completely expose her shaved pussy. She picked up the vibrator and turned it on. The long, fat shaft started to twist and actually extend and retract a couple inches while it hummed its vibrating tune. She put the tip to her fat, round outer lips and then pushed the lubricated shaft slowly into her pussy, letting out a long low moan. "Ohhhhh God yes I need this," she moaned.
"Oh shit. Honey. I'm gonna come," my wife gasped, drawing my attention back to her. I was torn between looking at my wife and looking at the young lady next to her, working the vibrator deeper and deeper into her pussy.
"OHHHHHH!" my wife cried suddenly, her whole body suddenly dissolving into shudders and trembles. I held my thumb on her clit and watched her shake, her pussy leaking copiously around the little stick still sticking out of her pussy.
I reached out and pulled the vibrator from inside my wife as her climax seemed to fade, turning it off and standing with my limp dick pressing against my wife's pussy. The young lady reached over to me and pulled my hand from my wife's thigh to the vibrator.
"Just hold it like this," she moaned, pressing it deeper into her and working the little forked appendage between her lips. "On my clit," she moaned as she let go of my hand, now holding the vibrator inside her. She pulled the front of her shirt up and then her bra, exposing her little C cup breasts. She squeezed and pulled her nipples as she panted and let the vibrator push her towards climax. "Almost. Oh God. Almost. Ohhhhh Yes. OHHHHH YES!" she cried loudly as her body shuddered and then spasmed several times. I saw her stomach tense and her whole body seem to stiffen several times as she orgasmed. "Okay. Pull it out now," she panted after maybe two minutes, her hand reaching to mine to help pull it from inside her. I pulled it all the way out and then turned it off. "Oh God that felt good."
"Looked like it felt good," I agreed.
"Oh God it did. How did the peanut feel inside?" she asked my wife.
"Good enough to make me come," she answered, sitting up and pushing me back so that she could cover her pussy again, almost as if she had forgotten for a few minutes that she was half naked. It took just a couple minutes for us all to be properly dressed again. We headed out of the classroom to find that there was a third person there, now manning the register. We thanked the young lady and headed to the car.
"God, I don't believe we just did that," my wife said as we drove out of the parking lot.
"Which part?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Well, you sticking your dick in her mouth for one thing."
"I didn't. She did that on her own. Besides, who made me climax right in her face?"
"Well, alright. I guess you got me there... But I wasn't expecting you to come like that!"
"Neither was I," I chuckled as we drove out of the parking lot. It was another half hour to home and by the time we got there, we were both tired and headed to bed shortly after.
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Day 4 - Wednesday
The next morning was as normal a morning as we'd had in several days. Other than my wife picking another short dress she hadn't worn in years and pulling down my pajama pants to play with my dick while I was making lunches, yeah, it was a normal morning. I also learned to check my text messages more carefully BEFORE I open them in front of anyone. I opened a text from my wife in front of my secretary, which startled both of us with the leg spread shot, obviously taken with her phone under her desk in a pair of those new see-through panties. The second picture that popped up before I could close things was my wife with her panties half way down her thighs. I was sure as hell embarrassed. I think initially Sam was too, but that seemed to fade pretty quickly in favor of a knee pressing against mine and a short struggle for her to take my phone from me to see the third picture which was of her without her panties on and her legs spread wide for me to see her shaved pussy. The exchange spawned a short discussion with Sam about being shaved or unshaven, and my preference there. After that, I swore her to secrecy. Last thing I needed was for people at work to find out I was getting sexts, even if they were from my wife!
When I got home, we barely had time to do anything other than rush right back out the door to church. It was half an hour drive to church from the house, during which my wife quizzed me about the pictures she'd sent and how much I liked them. I did my best to keep from her that her pictures didn't end up quite as private as she anticipated, but I got the feeling that she suspected someone else saw. Fortunately, that discussion ended when we arrived at church.
"So, who was it?" my wife asked almost as soon as we pulled out of the parking lot and headed for home.
"Who was what?" I asked, not at all following.
"Who did you show my pictures to? Those weren't meant to be shared you know."
"I do know. And NO, I didn't share them with anyone," I protested.
"You didn't?"
"Nope."
"I see. So why are you lying to me?" she asked.
"Who said I'm lying?"
"Lover, after forty-three years, don't you think I can tell when you're telling the truth or not?"
"I suppose you should by now," I answered evasively.
"So, who was it? Terry?"
"No. I definitely would NOT share pictures like that with Terry!"
"Then Randy?"
"Nope. No way."
"Not Eddie?"
"Not unless he wants to share the same kind of his wife. Then maybe," I joked, getting a slap on the arm for my trouble.
"Then who?"
"Sam. She was where she could see my phone when I checked your message. I had no idea that you'd sent anything like that."
"Sam? You let Sam see my pussy?"
"Not on purpose!"
"Well...every woman at work is going to know that I send you dirty pictures now!"
"I don't think so. I swore her to secrecy," I answered emphatically.
"Like that'd help. What was she doing sitting so close to you anyway?"
"We were working on a spreadsheet on my computer," I answered. "You jealous?"
"Of Sam? Oh, I don't know. I could see you getting interested in her. She's pretty good looking. Not as good looking as me, but not bad."
"She doesn't hold a candle to you," I answered.
"Uh huh. Liar. If she took her clothes off, I'm quite sure you wouldn't complain."
"I'm a guy. Of course I wouldn't complain. Doesn't mean I'd do anything with her, but I'd sure as hell look."
"You wouldn't? Really? If she took her clothes off and spread herself on your desk, you wouldn't do anything?"
"Who said anything about spreading herself over my desk? I didn't even say she took her clothes off! You said that."
"So you admit it. You would do something if she spread herself over your desk. I thought as much. She's such a slut, always looking to get into your pants."
"WHAT are you talking about?"
"At the Christmas party. Don't think I didn't see you two dancing together."
"Honey. It was one dance and YOU told me to dance with her."
"Uh huh. And she spent the whole dance rubbing her body allll over you. Did you feel her hard nipples digging into your chest? How about her pelvis pressing against your hard-on. NO, don't deny it. I SAW the hard-on! I'm not blind!"
"Honey! NOTHING happened! We danced. Yes, her chest brushed mine a few times, but that was it. You're making a mountain out of a molehill."
"You honestly want me to believe that her hand on your ass was an accident? That she wasn't trying to get into your pants? Trying to get to that sexy cock of yours? You know she wants it. She wanted to pull it right out and fuck you right there!"
"She did NOT!" I protested, unsure of just where this all came from.
"So, when she comes into your office, does she pull up her skirt and show you her panties? Maybe even pull them aside so you can see her pussy? Is she shaved like me? That's why you like shaved pussy isn't it? Cuz she's shaved?"
"Oh Lord," I groaned as I drove.
"Maybe I should invite her over some time. Let you take her dress all the way off, not just a little flash. Let you strip her completely naked and fuck her shaved little cunt. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Fucking her tight little cunt?"
"Good Lord. What the hell has gotten into you?" I snapped angrily. "You should know by now that I wouldn't EVER do anything behind your back."
"Right," she said.
"Look. If I'm going to fuck anyone, it's going to be you. I'm not fucking my secretary or anyone else, just you."
"Fine. Prove it."
"Huh?"
"Prove it. Fuck me."
"Now?"
"Right now. Just pull over somewhere and fuck me."
I drove for almost three minutes in silence, trying to figure out if she was serious or not. I spotted the little abandoned convenience store and pulled off the road into the parking lot. I stopped the car and turned off the ignition, throwing us into darkness, only the light of the half moon lighting us. I got out of the car in the cool of the night and walked around the car. I opened her car door and stood there. "Come on. Out."
"Out?"
"Out!" I said, reaching in and pulling her hand. She resisted slightly and then gave in, climbing out of the car. I reached for her coat and unzipped it and then pushed it off her shoulders. I tossed it into the front seat and then turned her around. I unzipped her dress and pushed the shoulders off her shoulders and pushed it down her body, letting it fall to the ground around her feet. I unsnapped her bra and pushed it off as well. I turned her around and took her bra off her arms, tossing it into the car. I reached for her panties and pushed them down over her thigh high stockings, pushing them down her legs. I turned her around and pushed her towards the car, making her lean towards it, her panties caught around her ankles keeping her from moving far. I undid the front of my pants and pulled out my dick, letting my slacks fall to my ankles. I pushed down my briefs and then moved the short step to stand behind her. The cold air was making her have goose bumps, but at that point I didn't care. I squatted down a little to let my cock aim up between her legs. I rubbed my head between her wet lips and then pushed slowly into her.
"Oh fuck," she groaned as I pushed slowly up into her depths. Her very wet pussy lubricated much of my shaft before I had to pull back and let it spread more of her lubrication on her lips. Up again I pushed, this time driving me into her until my head was pressed to the end of her tunnel. I started to pump my hips, driving into her in short hard strokes, one hand moving to her chest to squeeze one of her puckering nipples, and the other wrapped around her to slip a finger between her wet lips from the front, teasing it to her clit. "Oh fuck yes," she grunted as I started pounding up into her, making her tits bounce and sway in the moonlight. She pushed away slightly and then bent over, resting her hands on the car seat so her upper body was almost horizontal. In and out I thrust, driving hard into her with each stroke.
"This what you wanted? This what you think I've been doing with Sam? Fucking her over my desk like this?"
"Mmmmmmm, it is a sexy picture, isn't it?"
"It would be if it were you. I'd fuck you bent over my desk any time you want," I grunted as I pounded out bodies together. "And I didn't show her your picture on purpose, but she sure as hell wanted to see the last one. I think it turned her on."
"Or the hard-on it gave you turned her on."
"How would you know I had a hard-on?" I asked, still thrusting into her.
"Why wouldn't you. Look at what I got you to do without even working at it," she breathed as her body grew closer to climax. "Come with me. Come with me lover. You have me so close, come with me."
I could feel her pussy almost quivering, her tits swinging wildly with each smash into her ass. "You wanted me to do this? You were just goading me?"
"Of course I was just goading you lover. I know you wouldn't fuck anyone else! But God, when you're aggravated you fuck soooo fucking hard!"
"Oh damn," I groaned as it all sunk in. I could feel her pussy contracting around me as her climax started to wash over her.
"FUCK!" she squealed loudly as she climaxed around my thrusting cock. In and out I plunged as my own orgasm inched the last tiny bit towards the tip over point. My body bucked hard, driving into her hard and pumping a gush of cum into her. Over and over my body spasmed, putting more cum in her quivering pussy. "That's it lover. That's what I've been asking for since I sent the pictures."
"Why didn't you just ask?"
"It was more fun to see you get turned on, thinking about fucking her. You did you know. You had a nice big hard-on when you were talking about her. I bet if she did strip for you that you'd fuck her."
"No. Probably not."
"Not even if I told you to?"
"Why would you do that?"
"I dunno. Just a thought. Now. I'm cold," she said as she pushed her coat aside on the seat and twisted, pulling off my dick and sitting into the car seat. She swung her legs into the car, leaving her panties around her ankles. She bent out the open door and collected her dress from the pavement. "We going home? Or we going to stand here until your pecker freezes off?"
'You riding home like that?"
"Why not? It was sexy enough for you to wanna fuck by the side of the road."
"Whatever," I said, not at all understanding her. I pulled my briefs and pants up and then walked around the car and climbed in. I drove the rest of the way home looking at her sitting naked in the passenger seat, ending the trip with a hard-on. I put up the garage door and drove into the garage and parked. I reached up to press the button to close the garage door, but she reached out to stop me.
"Leave it up." She said with a grin. She climbed from the car in nothing but her stockings and heels and walked around the back of the car to my side as I was climbing out. She started to undo my shirt buttons, a little grin on her face.
"What are you doing?"
"Stripping you. You gonna help?"
"Here? In the garage?"
"Why not?" She answered without losing that grin. "You afraid someone might see?"
"Other than the neighbors?"
She pushed my shirt down my arms, my hands stuck in the sleeves because the cuffs were still buttoned. "What if they did? Would that bother you?"
"Depends," I answered quietly as she undid the front of my pants and pushed them down, followed by my briefs, leaving me naked from my ankles up, except for my hands, which were still stuck in my sleeves, limiting how far I could move my hands, including not far enough together to get the damn things unbuttoned. "You wanna help with these?" I asked as she knelt down in front of me.
"Uh uh. I want you just the way you are," She said with a soft giggle. I saw her look out of the garage toward the street and then turn back to me, leaning her face toward my dick. She opened her mouth and engulfed my head, sucking and licking my head, almost as if she were trying to show off just how long I was. She licked and sucked my head, pulling her face off of it a few times to leave my entire cock visible. She continued this, teasing me more and more until the garage opener light timed out and we were thrown into darkness in the garage. The only light now was the bit that filtered into the garage from the streetlights and the moon, not enough to see much of anything, but enough for us to make out each other as our eyes adjusted to the darkness. She stood up and turned away from me in the narrow confines between the car and my work bench. She reached for my dick and aimed it at her pussy, pushing her ass back toward me, pushing me slowly into her sopping wet pussy. She held onto the work bench for balance and twisted enough to look back at me. "Now, fuck me like you did out there. Fuck me nice and hard."
Who was I to argue. I held her hips and started to pump my hips, driving my cock in and out of her wet pussy. I thrust hard into her, each slap of my body to her bare ass making her tits swing wildly. In and out I plunged, her moans and gasps filling the garage.
"That's it. You know you want too," My wife whispered.
"I want to what?" I asked breathlessly.
"Not you. Cloe," She panted, looking out the garage door. I turned my head to look and sure as hell, Cloe Rodgers, the lady that lived across the street was walking out to the garbage can with a trash bag, wearing a bath robe. Cloe was far from our favorite person. She was perpetually bitchy, and took it upon herself to "inform" everyone in the neighborhood of their wrongdoings, from leaving their trash cans out too long after garbage day to your grass being too long. It seemed like she spent her entire day and evening sitting in her livingroom, looking out the picture window. I sort of felt sorry for her. She wasn't a bad looking woman. In fact, I was pretty sure that if she chose to she could be a very sexy woman. But she had the personality of a witch and had driven her husband away years ago. "That's it honey! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Give me that big cock of yours!" My wife said more than loud enough for Cloe, now standing by the garbage can, trying hard to look into our garage. "You're gonna make me come. Oh god! Fuck me!" My wife cried louder. Then she did what I didn't expect at all. "Alexa, garage light on!"
I enjoyed my toys. One of them being the smart switches I'd installed all over the house, along with several echo dots to allow voice control of various lights and fans. I found it quite useful at times to be able to turn the garage lights on or off without having to use my hands. We were thrown into brightness as the four hundred watt equivalent LED lights blinked on. Maybe Cloe couldn't see us before, but she sure as hell could now!
"Oh damn. Gonna come," my wife half whispered half squeaked. "Sooo damn close. Ohhhhhh god! Gonna come!"
I knew she was close, her pussy had been twitching around my pumping cock for several minutes. It only took a few more strokes before she did climax, her pussy squeezing around me as I continued to thrust into her hot depths. She gasped and moaned as her legs shuddered, her pussy clamping and squeezing me as if trying to pull me deeper into her. If I hadn't already come a little while ago, it probably would have sent me over the edge too, but I wasn't quite there. Almost, but not quite.
I continued to pump into her pussy as her orgasm played it's tune with her body, holding her in ecstasy for at least a full minute before she started to soften and the trembles stopped. I saw her look toward the street moments before she pulled off my cock. She turned around and squatted down in front of me, grabbing my cock with both hands. She started to stroke me feverishly, working to push me over the top. "Come for me lover. Let me have it all over my face and tits!"
"Oh damn." I groaned moments later. My body jerked and a jet of cum lanced out toward her, landing in her open mouth. She continued to stroke me, letting my cum drool out of her mouth down onto her tits, making my next shot feel all the more powerful. Half a dozen times I pumped powerful shots onto her face and into her mouth until all that was left was long drooling strings dripping down onto her bare tits. She let the cum that had landed in her mouth drool down onto her tits before letting go of my now softening dick. She stood up and turned to face the open garage door, and Cloe, still standing across the street, staring at her. She moved her hands to her tits and rubbing my cum into her skin.
"Alexa. Close garage door." She said, still standing watching a very shocked Cloe. "Damn that felt good," my wife said as the door closed and the opener shut off. "I'm so tired of that judgmental bitch!" To say I was shocked at her behavior wouldn't even begin to cover my emotions at that point. She looked at me, staring at her. "What?" She asked innocently.
"Um. Nothing." I said awkwardly.
"Good. Now take me in and help me shower. After that little show, I need to climax again. My pussy is practically buzzing with excitement!"
"Yes Maam!" I said, still not sure what had just happened, but more than willing to help my wife have an orgasm any time she requested one.
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Day 5 - Thursday
The next morning I was making lunches as usual when my wife came out of the bedroom. She had on a knee length sweater dress and knee length boots. She stepped up behind me, wrapped her arms around my waist and leaned into me, kissing my neck softly. Her hands slipped down to my pj shorts and pushed them down until they slid to the floor. "I think you should make lunches this way every morning," she whispered as she grasped my soft dick and started to tease it. I turned in her arms to face her, sliding my hands up the front of her dress to tease her back by squeezing her tits. I grasped each soft orb and raised my eyebrows.
"No bra?" I asked in surprised. She NEVER went anywhere in public without a bra on.
She grinned. "Being without panties was such a turn on, I thought maybe I'd try wearing nothing under."
"Is it working?"
"You tell me. I'm standing in the kitchen playing with your dick. Am I getting turned on?"
"From the feeling of your hard nipples, I'd say so," I said quietly. "So, you want me to throw you down on the table now or later?"
"Gonna have to be later. If you fill me up, I won't be able to send you sexy pics later."
"No?"
"Uh uh. I'm willing to walk around work half naked when no one else can know, but I'm not walking around with a wet spot on the back of my dress or your cum leaking down my legs."
"Good point," I agreed.
"Now, you finish lunches and I'm going to get breakfast ready."
She kissed me goodbye a half hour later and I went to shower and dress for work. I still didn't know what had gotten into her, either the night before or this morning, but I was enjoying it none-the-less. After my shower, I got ready to dress and found the only underwear in my drawer was the new stuff.
It was midmorning when she texted me a picture of her sitting at her desk, her skirt pulled up far enough that if someone walked by, they could easily see her whole pussy. It was followed by a request for me to send one back. I walked to the door and made sure it was locked and then walked back to my desk, dropped my pants and pulled the tail of my shirt up so the see-through briefs were clearly seen, and then sat in my chair. I pushed my knees apart as far as the arms of the chair would allow, and then snapped a picture of my partly hard dick. Wanting to give her something really good to look at, I pulled my cock out of the briefs and stroked it, thinking about her sitting at her desk with her pussy exposed until I had a nice fat hard-on. I carefully tucked my dick into the briefs so that it was completely covered and still completely visible. I snapped the picture and then sent both pictures to my wife, watching my phone to make sure they both sent.
"Hot damn!" I heard from the door of my office.
"SHIT! SAM!" I gasped in surprise as I looked up from my phone to see her stepping into the office and pushing my door closed behind her. I tried to cover my dick with one hand, wanting to pull my pants up but realizing they had slipped all the way down to my ankles.
She stood there, watching while I finally stood up and pulled my pants up, giving her a much better view of my dick through the see-through underwear. "I'm sorry. I mean I was trying to be playful with my wife. I thought a locked door was a locked door."
"Normally it would be, but after the other day, I couldn't resist peeking. I had no idea I was going to see you half naked. You know. Maybe one of these days I'll let you catch me with my pants down... or off," she said with a giggle.
"Maybe I should ask for my key back?"
She held up the key and then to my surprise, pulled up the hem of her dress, exposing a pair of tiny white bikini panties. She made a show of slipping the key into her panties and then making sure it slid far enough down that it'd be hard to get out without pulling her underwear down. "Any time you want it back, come get it." She grinned before dropping her dress back down and then turning to slip out of the office.
I saw Sam in my office four more times that day, each time she pulled up her dress close enough for me to see the key outlined in her underwear, just daring me to go after it. The last time was nearly quitting time. She pulled up her dress once again, this time I reached over and grasped her panties and pulled down quickly, flipping the key out of the material. I didn't stop there though, I pulled her panties all the way down past her knees. Surprised, she stood there, letting me look at her brown curl covered pussy, for several long seconds before she pulled her skirt back down. "I didn't think you'd do it!" she whispered, turning bright red in embarrassment.
"Gotta be careful what you wish for," I answered her, reaching to her thigh and sliding my hand up between her legs until my fingers found her pussy. "You might get it," I added as I stroked her wet pussy lips, letting my fingers slip between them and feel her hot wetness. She took a deep breath and then bent over to pull her panties off over her high heels. She stepped away, pulling from my hand and then tossed the panties into my lap before walking quickly out of my office.
"So did you like my pictures?" my wife asked when I walked in the kitchen after work.
"I did. I hope you liked mine too. They were expensive."
"Expensive?" she asked looking at me.
"Sam walked in while I was taking them. She got a pretty good look."
"Oh really?" Didn't you lock the door?"
"Of course I did. But Sam had a key. Not any more, but she did."
"Not any more?"
"I took it from her. At least now when I lock it, it'll stay locked."
"That's good. I'm sure she didn't mind the view though."
"Oh, she definitely didn't. In fact, I'd say she was interested in returning the favor. Hopefully I put a stop to that."
"Well, come eat. Dinner is ready," my wife said as she put the roast onto a plate and carried it to the table.
After dinner we settled on the sofa to watch football. Unlike normal, she chose to sit with me in my sectional recliner, half laying on me in the sweater dress. As we sat, I couldn't help but play with her bare breasts through the dress and then after a while, her bare pussy under the dress. At halftime she got up and disappeared, coming back naked.
"Let's get you naked too. It's only fair." She said as she stood in front of my chair.
"It is," I agreed, helping her undress me until all I wore was the see-through briefs.
"So, did Sam enjoy the view?" she asked as she slowly worked the briefs down my thighs.
"She must have, she was wet enough!" I said as she slid the briefs down my legs.
"She was wet enough? How do you know she was wet? What aren't you telling me?" she asked, stopping pulling the underwear down.
"She put the key in her underwear, so I'd have to either go after it or pull her underwear down to get it."
"So...which did you do?"
"Both I guess," I said sheepishly. "I pulled them down, but then decided she needed to be teased back, so I played with her pussy for a few minutes. I know I shouldn't have, but I couldn't resist."
She chuckled, shook her head and pulled my underwear down the rest of the way, tossing them behind her before climbing back into the chair on top of me. "Well. As long as that's all it was, I guess I can forgive you. Now... let's see what we can do with this!" She set the peanut vibrator in my hand and kept the remote for herself. "Let's see if we can get it to vibrate both of us at once!"
She lay half on me and we played around until we found a spot where I could hold it against her clit, and against my engorged head at the same time. It was considerably more effective on her than me, but it definitely had me as hard as I'd remembered being in a very long time. I held her as the little vibrator did its thing, pushing her quickly to an orgasm in my arms. After she climaxed, she took the vibrator from me and began to tease me. She worked it over and around my dick and between my legs, almost like she was trying to get me as excited as possible without letting me climax. She was laying on her side, her legs bent over mine, one tit pressed to my side, her right hand holding my rock hard cock and her left teasing the vibrator around on me. The game was long forgotten as she teased it over and around my dick, my nipples and her own nipples. Finally after an almost unbearably long time teasing me closer to climax and then backing away again, she shifted to sit astride me, guiding my dick to finally slide inside her hot wet depths. She slowly started to lift and lower herself, slipping her pussy on and off my dick. She held the vibrator against her clit so that it also vibrated my shaft. "I have to remember to thank Diane for turning us on to this little toy. Can't remember the last time I was so turned on again so quickly. Maybe it's just that the first time wasn't quite enough because it wasn't with your dick in me."
"Oh? What about last night?" I groaned as she slowly lifted and lowered herself, the little vibrator pressed to her clit and my shaft at the same time.
"I guess I was pretty turned on," she admitted breathlessly. "It felt so good to show that witch just what she was missing."
"Well, you did that." I groaned.
"You seemed to enjoy it, from how much you came all over me."
"It was kind of intoxicating. You shocked the hell out of me when you aimed me at your mouth."
"You liked that, did you?"
"Let's just say the sudden change had an impact."
She giggled softly. "Yeah. I could tell. Maybe you should do that to Sam. I bet she wouldn't mind getting a mouth full of your load."
"I bet she wouldn't. Especially if I made her come first."
"Ohhhh yeahhhhhh. I can just see her, kneeling in front of you in your office, all naked, taking your load all over her face and in her mouth. Your cum dripping down her glasses and onto her big soft bare tits. Tell me. Do you want to lick her pussy or fuck her? I know how much you like to lick pussy."
"I'd do either." I groaned softly.
"I bet you would. Maybe I should call her and tell her to strip for you and suck you off. I bet she would. I bet she'd do anything I asked her to if it meant getting naked for you," my wife panted as her climax inched closer. "I can see you now, her bent over your desk, your cock sliding in and out of her pussy. Do you want to fill her pussy with your cum? Do you want to fuck her until you shoot her full?" My wife asked as her legs started to tremble and her pussy started to clench and squeeze around me. "Oh god. I'm going to come thinking about it. OH SHIT!" She cried loudly as her body spasmed and shudders started to race through her entire body. Her climax lasted long seconds before she had enough control to start bouncing on me again, this time more vigorously.
Up and down she bounced, her tits bouncing and flopping wildly as she pounded harder on me. I could feel her pussy still clenching and squeezing me as she bounced, her orgasm apparently far from being done. The sensations were growing with me to the point that I couldn't hold back any longer.
My body jerked and I surged a gush of cum into her. She felt it inside her and slammed herself down on me, letting my surging cock fill her as she sat panting, her pussy spasming around me.
"What were you thinking about? Licking her pussy or fucking her over your desk?"
"Who said I was thinking of her?" I asked quietly, trying to catch my breath.
"Because I did everything I could to MAKE you think of her. So, was it licking her or fucking her?"
"It was watching her undress for me. You know how I love watching you undress."
"You do." She agreed with a grin. "Maybe I should call her and have her tease you by undressing for you?"
"You do and she'll probably not stop until she gets fucked."
"Well, I'm not so sure I want THAT to happen. Thinking about it is one thing, but doing it? I might not complain of you make her climax with your fingers though. You do a pretty good job there."
"You're going to tell me that if I stick my hand under her dress you're not going to be upset?" I asked a little incredulously.
"Maybe." She said with a shrug. "Now. Let's go to bed. And NO pjs tonight! I want us to lay naked all night, just in case I decide I need something to play with."
"I doubt I will ever understand you!" I said with a shake of my head as she pulled off of me, our combined juices leaking down from her pussy.
"Good." She whispered as she crawled off of me and off the chair.
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Day 6 - Friday
It was Friday morning. My wife convinced me to stay naked overnight and while doing my morning chores. So it wasn't a surprise when she walked out after her shower equally naked and started playing with me. I was getting to quite enjoy the morning play. It didn't take long for her to get me warmed up and hard. I'd set her on the counter and was just pushing my rock hard dick into her when we heard the back door.
"Nancy! Can you give me a ride to.....oh shit! I'm so sorry!" Diane said as she stopped at the entrance to the kitchen, looking at the two of us naked, in the act, so to speak. She started to back away and turn to walk out the garage again.
"Diane, stop! Don't go!" my wife called, pushing against my chest to push me away.
"I probably should. I mean you're kind of busy," she called back from out of sight near the garage door. My wife pushed me back enough to slide out of her and then she slipped off the counter.
"No. Wait. It's okay," my wife called, walking out of the kitchen toward where Diane was apparently standing near the garage door. "What's going on?"
"Didn't you notice it snowed last night?" Diane asked.
"No, did it?" my wife asked. I could hear her coming back, pulling Diane by the hand back into the kitchen. Diane's eyes finding my glistening hardon as I tried unsuccessfully to cover it with just my hands, as my wife pulled her by me headed to the French door leading to the deck. She stopped and turned on the outside lights. "Oh damn. It must have snowed six inches!"
"Yeah, I know, right? I can't get my car out of my driveway."
"How long do we have?" my wife asked her.
"Honestly, no way I'll be on time, even with your all wheel drive."
"Okay. Let me get dressed," she answered as she walked away, leaving me standing naked in front of Diane, still trying to cover as much of my hardon as I could. She slipped her coat off and walked past me again, looking down at my exposed head as she walked past. She continued into the family room to set her coat on the sofa before turning around and looked at me again, a crooked little grin coming to her lips as she looked at my dick and took half a dozen steps back toward me.
"Sorry I interrupted. Looked like you were about to have a nice start to the day. Wish my husband would start my day that way once in a while." She said, looking down at me as she stood in the middle of the room, swinging her body from side to side slightly, her hands behind her back so that she could push her chest out toward me.
"He doesn't, even if you ask him?"
"Not even if I tease him." She said, that little grin never leaving her face.
"Tease him like how?" I asked, trying to nonchalantly cover my thankfully, finally softening dick.
She was wearing a festive,short red dress that came to the middle of her thighs, stockings and equally red six inch high heels. Without a word, she reached down and pulled up the hem of her dress, exposing the narrow strip of brown curls on her mound and her otherwise shaved pussy. "Like this?" She said, still turning her body side to side slight, her motions making sure I had a really good look at her pussy.
"Damn!" I muttered, my dick suddenly starting to get seriously hard again.
She looked up holding her gaze above her head until I looked up as well. "Isn't that mistletoe?"
"It is," I answered.
"Aren't you supposed to kiss me now?"
"Really? You want me to come kiss you? Like this?"
"I think it's perfect. Considering what I'm showing you!"
"I'm not sure it's all that appropriate."
"After what you did in the workout room? I think it's quite appropriate," she said stepping towards me. She reached for my hands and held them while I still tried cover myself. "I've already seen it. A couple times now, so I don't know what you're trying to hide. Now come kiss me." She said, pulling me by the hands.
I let her pull my hands from in front of my crotch, allowing my now completely hard dick to stick out at her while she pulled me back to the fan. She stopped and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling us together until my dick was trapped between us and her dress and bra covered tits were pressed to my bare chest. "Nancy says you can really kiss. How about you show me?"
"She did, huh? Are you trying to get me in trouble with Nancy?"
"Not at all. Just asking you to show me. I'm sure she won't mind."
"If she does, I'm blaming you." I said, as she tried to lean her face toward mine, not taking no for an answer.
"That's fine!" she answered as I wrapped my arms around her. I pulled her tightly against me and leaned my face down to hers. She lifted herself on her toes to bring her lips to mine and kissed me hard. If my wife hadn't already had me so damn turned on I probably would have thought things through before I let my hands start to wander. But I didn't, and slid my hands down her back, bunched the skirt of her dress up and cupped her bare ass cheeks. She felt my hands squeeze her and pressed herself against me, grinding her pelvis against my hard-on.
"Oh fuck," she whispered as we broke the long wet kiss. "I see what she means," she said before pressing her lips to mine again. I felt her arms pull from my neck, while she still pressed her body to mine. I felt her hands worm between us, one wrapping around my hard shaft and the other pulling her skirt up until I felt her bare skin press to mine. She pulled her face from mine and stepped back a fraction of an inch. She pressed my dick down until my head slipped between her legs. She rubbed my head around the end of her slit, working it between her lips and across her clit. "Ohhhhhh. Fuck I'm so horny now!" she moaned.
"Kissing under the mistletoe?" my wife asked as she walked into the kitchen. Diane pulled her skirt down in front, letting go of my dick guiltily, leaving me holding her butt under her dress. I slipped my hands away from her cheeks, wondering just how much trouble I was going to be in.
"Just a little," I answered.
"With a little ass grab? I suppose since you're naked I should have expected a little grabassing. Come on Diane. Let's go!"
"Uh. Sure," she said stepping back to grab her coat. She stepped to me and gave me one more quick kiss before heading to the door.
"Sorry to leave you hanging lover," my wife said as she gave me a quick kiss and a quick grab of my dick. "I'll try to make it up to you tonight!"
It was nasty out. No, nasty was a poor description. The roads were crap and getting worse, at least by local standards. Where we came from previously, six inches was a snow flurry. Here, it's a blizzard. Definitely not enough to slow down either of our four wheel drive vehicles. With the weather the way it was, I wasn't surprised to be the first one in the office. That was okay too. Gives me plenty of time to concentrate. It was nearly nine before Sam came in, wearing a short black skirt and blazer, red sequined top and red heels. I had to admit she looked pretty darn good.
"Morning! Looks like it's only a few of us today. Most of the department called in sick."
"Whimps!" I said jokingly.
"I know, right?" she answered as she stood by my desk. "Notice anything?" she asked expectantly.
I looked at her quizzically. "Other than you looking very nice today, no. What am I missing?"
She grinned. "Thank you for the compliment, but you should look up."
I looked up at the ceiling and shook my head at seeing something dangling from a string attached to the ceiling tile grid. "Is that what I think it is?"
Sam grinned. "I think tradition says your supposed to kiss me now." She said as she walked toward my desk and leaned on the edge of it with her hands.
"How did that get there?"
"Elves? So how about that kiss?" she asked leaning down further expectantly. I leaned towards her and gave her a quick little kiss. "That's it? That's how you kiss?"
"That's how I kiss my secretary. Only my wife gets more than that."
"Only your wife? Is there no hope for me then?" she asked with a pout.
"Sure. You can call Nancy and ask her, but the answer will be the same," I answered her.
"Maybe I will," she said as she turned and walked back out of my office. I shook my head and watched her go before going back to work. A few minutes later she came in with a lit candle in a jar and set it on my desk. "Just brightening up your mood!" she said before leaving again.
It was nearly eleven when she came in again, leaving my door open and walking to my desk. I came back for a better kiss. "
"Sam, I told you..."
"To ask your wife. Well I did!" she said, holding out her phone for me to see. The text screen was open so I could read the text exchange.
'Nancy, do you mind if I steal a kiss under the mistletoe from your husband?'
'Doesn't he want to?'
'Says only you get good kisses'
'And you want a Christmas present?'
'I wouldn't mind'
'As long as it's in public he can kiss any way he wants.'
'Can I tell him that?'
'Tell him to make it a good Christmas kiss.'
"So. A good Christmas kiss?" she said taking the phone back.
"This is in public?"
"There's more hanging over my desk."
"You were really covering your bases huh?"
"You know me."
"I thought I did," I answered. "Okay. I'll give you whatever kind of kiss you think you want out there."
"That a promise?"
"Have you ever known me to go back on my word?" I answered as I pushed back from my desk.
"Any kind of kiss I want?" she asked as she led me out of the office to where her desk sat, facing the little aisle that the rest of the underwriters' cubicles made.
"Where is everyone?" I asked as she took off the black blazer and tossed it at her chair.
"Didn't you get the message? We closed up because of the snow. We're the only two left!"
I shook my head. "That was sneaky."
"I know, wasn't it? Now about that kiss. Just how sexy can you kiss?"
"How sexy of a kiss do you want? I mean you ARE my secretary!"
"Scott. After what I saw the other day, there is no kiss that'd be too sexy!"
"Nothing too sexy huh?" I stepped to her and wrapped my arms around her and pulled against me. I pressed my lips softly to hers. She kissed back, her arms wrapping around me and pulling us together. We teased each other's lips and tongues for long minutes, both our hands roaming over each other's backs and butts, the both of us getting more turned on by the minute. I slipped one hand between us and fondled her left breast through the sequined top.
"Unzip my top," she whispered, her lips almost brushing mine.
"Sam. I can't..."
"But you can kiss me, right?"
"I can," I agreed.
"Trust me," she whispered.
I slipped my hand back from between us and reached around to unzip her top. "Pull it up," she whispered. I used both hands to pull her top up, revealing her lacy bra. I didn't need to be coaxed to take that off as well, freeing her sexy C cup breasts. Her large pink areola puckered around two large protruding pink nipples. I reached a hand to cup one of her surprisingly firm breasts, the smooth creamy skin barely fitting in my hand. She twisted around and then straightened again after getting something off her desk. "Kiss me?" she asked, holding a little sprig of mistletoe over her right nipple.
I bent over and closed my lips around her nipple, sucking it gently and teasing it with my tongue. I licked and kissed it for a while before kissing my way to her other breast. I knelt down and felt around for the zipper on her skirt. I probably shouldn't have, but while I kissed and sucked her nipple, I slid her skirt down. She stepped out of her skirt and kicked it aside, sending me the clear message that it was what she too wanted. I pulled down her small bikini panties, and helped work them over her high heels, leaving her in nothing but her heels and thigh high stockings. I pulled my lips from her nipple and pushed her back until her bare ass rested on the edge of her desk. I pulled her hand back around in front of her, holding the sprig of mistletoe inches above her mound, her brown curls framing her pussy, her outer lips rounded and engorged around the significant amount of inner labia protruding.
I lifted her legs tipping her back as I leaned towards her, kissing her soft smooth mound. It only took a few moments to kiss my way lower, spreading her legs and with them her incredibly sexy pussy. I kissed her lips and then spread her inner labia with my tongue, tasting her excitement. "Oh damn. Ohhhhhh. God!" she groaned as I stroked my tongue up and down her slit, flicking it across her clit with each stroke. I was every bit as turned on as she was, my dick rock hard in my pants. I undid my slacks and pulled out my engorged shaft and stroked it slowly as I tried to stick my tongue into her. I WANTED to stand up and shove into her. After being left hanging this morning my body was eager to climax, my mind making every argument in the book as to why I SHOULD just do it. Fortunately my tongue on her clit brought her to climax before I could lose my resolve to stay true to my wife. At the moment, I could still say I didn't do anything other than kiss her.
I lowered her legs and let her straighten back up, her chest heaving as she panted for breath. I stood up, my pants falling around my ankles and my tiny red micro briefs pulled down my thighs. She looked at my hard dick sticking out towards her. She wrapped both hands around my shaft and leaned back again, pulling me towards her. I let her guide my mushroom head to her pussy and then without stopping to think further, pushed into her hot wet pussy.
"Oh fuck," I groaned as I slid into her, her climax lubricating me as her pussy eagerly accepted me. I could feel her vaginal walls clench and release around me as my fat head caressed her insides, pushing her back towards another climax. I felt my head press against her cervix, and pulled back, leaving just my head inside her. I pressed slowly in again, closing my eyes and enjoying the sensations. In and out I stroked, her body reacting with another quick orgasmic peak, while my own overstimulated body pushed towards its own.
"Oh God yes! I'm coming again! I'm coming on your sexy dick! Come in me Scott! Fill me with your cum!" she cried loudly into the room.
"Oh God. What am I doing?" I grunted, looking down at my secretary's naked body, my dick stuck deep inside her. I pulled my dick from within her and stood looking at my cock, still pointed at her gaping, dripping pussy. I wanted to come. Hell, I NEEDED to come! I wrapped a hand around my shaft and started to stroke it, intending to just finish myself off. I leaned forward until I could rub the tip up and down her slit, teasing myself with her clit. Up and down I rubbed, my hand sliding on my shaft at the same time. I closed my eyes and groaned as my orgasm pushed closer to the inevitable. I felt her heels dig into my bare ass and pull me towards her moments before my body jerked. Between my jerk and her heels, my cock drove deep into her pussy, surging the pent up shot of cum deep inside her.
"YES!" she practically screamed as her body started to tremble, the shudders growing stronger with each new surge of my cum. Her pussy squeezed and clenched around my shaft as we climaxed together.
I stood, looking down at her, panting. I slid my hands up her body to her tits, grabbing and squeezing them for a few brief moments before my fading climax allowed my brain to start functioning again. "Shit," I whispered to myself. How the hell was I going to explain THIS?
"You look worried?" she asked as my dick slowly shrunk inside her.
"A bit. How are we going to explain this to our spouses?" I asked, my hands idly teasing her tits and nipples.
"I'm not too worried. I could walk in just like this, my pussy leaking cum, and my husband would barely notice. He hasn't touched me like this in months."
"I can't say that about Nancy. I'm quite sure she'll notice!"
"Just tell her it's my Christmas present to you," she said with a smile, pulling with her heels to pull me tightly into her again. "The real question is, how do we explain it next time?"
"Next time?"
"Sure. You don't think you can give a woman a pair of climaxes like that and then walk away, do you?"
"I don't think again is in the cards."
"We'll see," she said, releasing her grip with her legs, splaying them wide and lifting them to completely expose her body to me. She let me step back, pulling out of her, my cock dripping our combined cum. She pushed up and slipped off the now messy desk, dropping to her knees. "How about I get this cleaned up for you?" she asked, looking up at me and reaching for my flagging dick.
"Sam, we shouldn't," I said, trying to stop her from what I knew was next.
"Honey, if you think I'm letting you go home like this, you have another think coming. We already fucked, what's my sucking your cock going to do?"
"I suppose," I agreed letting her lean her face to my dick. She quickly engulfed it with her mouth, licking and sucking my cock and balls until I was most definitely clean, and also once again hard. I stood there enjoying the kind of attention my wife hadn't done in years. I reached down and cupped both tits, squeezing and massaging them while she coaxed my body closer to another climax. "I think we ought to stop," I whispered.
"You sure?" she asked looking up at me with a grin. "I'm more than happy to take it, unless you want to put it someplace else again. Maybe bent over your desk this time? I really wanted you to do that the other day, when I caught you texting your wife. Just pull down my underwear and feed this into me."
"I don't think we should," I said actually feeling a little disappointed. "But the thought is nice just the same. "
"Well," she said standing up. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together, pressing her tits to my chest. "I'm gonna hope you take advantage of this offer. No more underwear when I'm here, so any time you want to put your hand under my dress, or your dick in my pussy, you have my permission."
"I probably can't, but I like the offer just the same," I said quietly. "Now can you get home, or do you need me to drive you?"
She grinned. "If your offering, I'll take the ride. That way you'll have to come pick me up in the morning too! Now, you just leave that out while I dress!
"Why?"
"I've got one more trick up my sleeve," she said with a grin. I shook my head and watched Sam dress, clearly making every move count as a tease. She put on her bra and top first, followed by her blazer. She stepped into her skirt and pulled the hem up to leave her pussy exposed. "I wanted to help you see just how easy it would be," she whispered as she moved towards me. She reached for my dick and pressed it between her legs. I felt it slip into her as she arched her back, pushing up into her very wet depths. "This is one way," she said before rocking her hips to slide me in and out. "And this is another," she said, pulling off my dick. She turned around, bent over and backed herself towards me. I felt her wiggle my dick around until my head slipped back into her. She pushed slowly back towards me, pushing me deeper into her pussy. "Just think, you can do this any time you want. Just call me into your office and I'm all yours!"
"Oh damn. As much as I want to, we can't keep doing this," I told her as I reluctantly pulled out of her wet depths.
"That's okay. I understand. Maybe another day. Now let's get you cleaned up again before we go home," she said as she turned to face me and squatted down. She grasped my rock hard cock and closed her lips around it again. In moments she was bobbing her head on and off my shaft, inching my excitement higher and higher. I closed my eyes, unable or unwilling to stop her, maybe some of both. I let the sensations wash over me pushing my desire higher. I reached down for her and drew her back up, pulling her off my cock. It only took a moment to turn her around. She knew what I wanted and was bent over in moments. I rubbed my saliva coated head between her lips and then thrust quickly into her.



"Oh fuck yes!" she cried as I plunged into her. In and out I started to thrust, pumping my hips and driving into her pussy with abandon. It only took a few moments to finish what her mouth started. My body jerked and I could feel my cum gush into her, my fat shaft feeling like it was surging inside her. She panted and shuddered as my cock pushed her to a small climax. "I thought you didn't want to do that."
"I didn't. But I couldn't help myself. You were just making things feel too good!" I said quietly as I pulled my still mostly hard cock out of her. She tuned and squatted down and once again sucked on me until I was clean. I finished getting my pants back in place and the two of us headed for the parking lot. She gave me directions to her house, which thankfully wasn't very far out of the way, and then headed home, pulling in the drive a little after one. I was a little surprised to see my wife's car in its usual spot in the garage. "Hey lover! I'm home!" I called down the hall.
"In here!" I heard her call back from the workout room. I walked to the workout room and froze when I stepped in the door. "Your home! I kind of expected you a while ago," my wife said, standing with her hands on her hips, looking at me. "I called the office, and the recording said the office was closed."
"Um...I had to drop Sam off at home," I answered, still stunned at the sight in front of me. I'd never seen my wife work out naked, but I could imagine her doing so after the last few days. It was Diane that had me startled. She was one hundred percent butt ass naked as well.
"Well. At least you're home. So, you going to get undressed and join us?"
"Um. Sure," I said starting to undo my tie.
"Diane and I were talking on the way to work. She thought it wasn't fair that she'd seen you naked and didn't have a chance to return the favor. So here we are! I'm sure working out like this will give you a chance to see everything you want. Assuming of course that you want to."
"Um. Sure. Just a little startled is all," I answered, unbuttoning my shirt. I quickly stripped it off and then kicked off my shoes. My pants went next leaving me in the tiny bikini briefs.
"Those are sexy!" Diane said with a grin.
"They are, aren't they?" my wife agreed. "Why don't you leave those on while you get your shoes?"
"Sure if you want." I walked out and headed to my room to change socks and shoes. I walked back in to see them both bent over in front of me, their bare asses and pussies completely on display as they stretched to touch the floor with their legs straight and their feet spread. Just because I'd come in Sam twice didn't mean that the young pussy in front of me didn't turn me on. Within seconds, my already partly hard cock was straining at the material of my briefs. I stepped behind Diane and pressed my hard dick against her ass as I rubbed both hers and my wife's bare cheeks.
"Ooooooo! I like that! If you weren't my best friend's husband, I'd let you pull that out and let you put it somewhere hot and wet!" Diane said, wiggling her ass to rub it back and forth across my hard-on.
"If you think that's good, you should feel it inside you!" my wife said as she straightened up a small amount and twisted to look at me.
"Is that an invitation?"
My wife laughed. "No. Just a statement."
"Too bad. I'd have been willing to try it."
"I'm sure you would. I'm just not sure I'm willing to see it in someone else."
"Well, in that case, how about you take the bike and I'll take the elliptical?" Diane said.
"Okay, but what's Scott going to do then?" my wife asked as she stepped to face us, Diane upright again but still pressing herself back against me.
"Actually, I'm going to dare him to finish what he was starting with you this morning."
"What? Have sex? That's not a challenge. At least not for him."
"Maybe it will be. You see, you have to keep to the bike's plan. If you slow down or stop...well then Scott gets a chance to use that little vibrator you bought, on me, and see if he can make me fall off the pace. What do you think?"
"I think you know damn well that if he makes me climax there's no way I can keep pedaling. You're just trying to get to his dick. Right?"
"Well...maybe a little," she admitted. "You can't blame me, can you? I mean we got pretty damn close this morning."
"Which is why you suggested working out naked?"
"Less clothes, more opportunity," Diane said with a grin.
"Well honey? You think you can make me come while riding?"
"I might. With a little help," I said honestly.
"A little help?" my wife asked quizzically. I walked out and then back in a few moments later, holding up the small vibrator Diane had just mentioned. "Ohhhhhhhh...sneaky! Alright. You game to let her try?"
"Let her try, as in have sex with her?" I asked a little surprised.
"Come on. You can't tell me the thought hasn't crossed your mind, like maybe this morning? Or maybe the other day when you whipped it out in front of her?"
"I won't say the idea hasn't come to mind. Especially a few minutes ago."
"Yeah. I know you, that had to push all the right buttons." She stepped towards me, pushed the underwear down and grabbed my rock hard cock. She wrapped her hand around me and stroked me silently for a few minutes. "I can tell you like the idea. Tell you what. I'm going to do something I've never done before. I'm going to give you a chance. But just this once!" she said with a stern look. "I'll ride for twenty minutes. You make me come, dick inside, and whatever time is left you can use to try and make her climax."
"Ohhhhh. Sweet!" Diane exclaimed.
"Within limits!" my wife said, looking at Diane. "You have to keep running on the elliptical, if you stop, then it's done and over with. If he doesn't get it in you...too bad."
"And he can do anything?"
"Anything you can manage, and yes, that includes getting it into you if you can figure out how. The second restriction is you have to get him off. If it doesn't happen in the twenty minutes, then you have to kneel right there and suck him off. Those are my rules."
"Sounds fair to me!" Diane answered quickly.
"Alright then. Why don't you take these off and we'll see if you can give me an interesting bike ride," she said, pushing the underwear down my thighs. She let go and stepped to the stationary bike. She stepped onto it and looked over at me. "Twenty minutes starts now."
I stepped behind her and adjusted the bike seat as low as it would go. Straddling the back of the bike, I held my dick and leaned towards her poking it between her ass cheeks. She felt it there and leaned a little further forward, letting my head press against her lips. I let her rocking motion work my head between them and then into her, my head and a couple inches of my shaft slipping inside her.
"Ohhhhh fuck you feel fat!" my wife groaned as she continued to pedal, though significantly slower. I pushed as much of me into her as I could and then took the remote from my left hand. I turned the vibrator on and reached around her with my left hand, rubbing the little vibrator around her left nipple. "Oh damn. That feels sooooo sexy!" she moaned, rocking her body with each stroke of the pedals. Her butt moved, not only side to side, but up and down as well, stroking her pussy on and off my shaft with each turn of the pedals.
"Fuck. I don't know that you're going to need the vibrator sweetie. Just this motion is going to drive me there pretty damn fast!" my wife panted, looking over at Diane to see her riding the elliptical, but watching us as she did.
"Yeah, me too. Diane may not have anything left to play with if this keeps up!" I groaned.
"Wouldn't hurt my feelings," my wife answered breathlessly. "I'm not really sure I really want to share you."
"You don't have to if you don't want," I groaned, feeling the beginnings of her orgasm clench around me.
"Oh damn!" she squeaked as her legs started to tremble. I hadn't even used the vibrator on her clit yet and she was already sailing over the top. "Oh shit! I'm coming lover! I'm commmming!" She did end up stopping, bending over the handlebars, panting and shaking as her pussy squeezed around my hard shaft. If she'd have kept pedaling, she probably would have taken me with her, but she stopped just soon enough to keep me from tumbling over the edge with her. "Oh damn. That was interesting. If you did that every time we exercised, I'd have no problem being motivated!"
"I can agree with that. You almost took me with you. Another quarter mile and you'd be leaking me for the rest of your ride."
"Yeah. I can feel you're still hard, but I guess I did promise Diane."
"You did, and I'm more than ready!" Diane said from the elliptical.
"Well...go on. You know you want to!"
"You're sure? I mean there's no undo button," I asked as I pulled from her pussy.
"No, but go ahead anyway. It might be interesting to see if the grass really is greener."
I shrugged and stepped around the elliptical machine. Somehow, I was going to have to climb on with her already moving. I set the vibrator in the drink holder and stepped to the big wheel housing at the back. I straddled it and lifted my legs to rest my feet on the foot pads next to Diane's. With my feet moving with hers, I slowly moved forward, sliding off the wheel and standing up. It took a few seconds for us to get in sync, but we were soon moving together on the machine, our bodies pressed together.
"Take the handles. Keep us moving!" Diane told me. I wasn't sure what she had in mind, but soon understood as she reached behind herself and lifted herself on her toes. "Oh my God!" she gasped as she guided my fat head between her lips and pushed back against me. It was a surprisingly uncoordinated attempt. Neither of us seemed to quite get the right motion, though what motion we had was extremely effective for my already primed cock. I was just getting the vibrator pressed to her clit when the continually changing stroke on my shaft pushed me beyond the ability to hold back. "Oh fuck!" Diane cried in frustration as my body jerked and pumped a gush of cum into her. "Damn! I wasn't ready yet!"
"Sorry. Couldn't help it," I panted apologetically as we stopped moving, my dick still jerking and twitching inside her.
"I've still got a couple miles to go. If you wanna lay on the weight bench and let him finish you with the vib!" my wife said from the bike. "I know what I said, but I never figured he'd come first."
"You did too good of a job on him."
"Come on. If you want me to finish you," I said, pulling out of her and stepping off the machine. I stepped back to give Diane room to climb off and step to the weight bench. She lay down on her back, her head towards the weight bar and her ass at the end of the bench. I knelt down and lifted one of her legs. She lifted the other and spread them wide for me. I felt like I owed her a decent orgasm after unloading in her like I did, so I pressed and twisted the little peanut shaped vibrator into her pussy, coaxing it to settle how my wife prefers it, hoping she'd find it equally good. I lowered my face to her smooth bare pussy and used my fingers to spread her fat outer lips and the short flowery inner lips to expose her pink depths. I licked up her lips, tasting some of my own cum as I licked up and around her hard little clit.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she gasped as I attacked her clit with the tip of my tongue. "Oh my God does that feel good!"
"Doesn't Tom do that?" my wife asked as she looked back at us, still riding, but much more slowly.
"Oh hell no. He expects me to suck his dick and swallow him, but there's no way he's putting his face between any woman's legs," she answered breathlessly. "Oh my God....ohhhh fuck!" she gasped as I squeezed the top of her lips to push her clit out at me and closed my lips around it. I sucked it into my mouth and teased it again, flicking rapid fire across it. She arched her back and pushed her pussy at me, moaning loudly. "Oh God. I'm gonna come. Oh fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she almost screamed as her whole body tensed and shuddered. I could feel her juices gush out at me around the vibrator, squirting onto my neck and chest. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh. Fuuuuuuuuuuck," she moaned.
"Oh fuck!" I heard my wife gasp. I pulled from Diane's pussy far enough to see my wife grinding her clit on the bike seat, climaxing again, her juices visibly dripping down around the pointy bike seat.
It hadn't been all that long, but I was hard as hell again. I lifted myself and knelt between Diane's legs and rubbed my again engorged head up and down her slit. I looked at my wife, who sat panting on the bike, looking back at me. I wasn't sure what she was thinking as I slowly pressed into Diane. She moaned softly as I pushed into her vaginal tunnel, driving myself deeper until my head hit her cervix. I moved my hands under her legs, lifting and holding them high and apart as I started to stroke into her.
After a few moments she pulled her knees back, holding them back and apart even further, letting me drive hard into her with each stroke. I reached for her wildly rolling tits, gripping and squeezing them as I thrust in and out of her, my thighs slapping her bare ass. At that point it didn't matter to my body that I'd already come three times today. It was going to make a valiant effort to find something to give her as the sight of her sexy younger body and the sensations of her tight pussy pushed me ever closer to another climax. I'd been taught by an older woman when I was much, much younger, that a gentleman ALWAYS waited for the woman to come first. I'd been unable to do that on the elliptical, and I was determined to give her the chance this time.
My wife climbed from the bike and stepped to us. I wondered for a moment if she was going to make us stop, but instead she stepped over the bench, facing me, her pussy hovering over Diane's face as she stood there, staring at my cock sliding in and out of Diane, her fingers teasing her pussy yet again.
In and out I thrust, jamming my cock hard into her, smashing my head against her cervix with each stroke. It was something my wife didn't enjoy, but it seemed to be driving Diane to even higher heights as her climax started to wash over her. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, making the already tight depths even tighter. Her body shuddered and trembled in front of me, her open mouthed gasp of pleasure triggering my own conclusion. My body bucked hard, jamming me deep into her, my cock surging what little it could find, into her hot depths. I knelt there for what felt like minutes, my cock buried inside her, jerking and twitching as she spasmed around me.
"OhmyGod," Diane mumbled as we both slowly drifted down from our mutual climax. "I don't think I've ever been fucked so deep!"
"Tom doesn't screw you that way?" my wife asked breathlessly as she slowed her own motions on her clit, her sopping wet pussy practically dripping on Diane's face.
"Oh Nancy, you have no idea how good you have it. No, Tom will fuck me hard when he feels like it, but it's nowhere near that deep and most of the time he finishes before I'm ready. You're so lucky to have a man like Scott. And not just for the sex. He treats you like a queen and you don't even realize it."
"I know he treats me well, but as far as sex, don't all guys wanna just keep going until the girl comes a couple times?"
"Only in porn movies. Before I met Tom, I'd say only one or two were considerate enough to let me come first. I think most guys are shoot first and let her get off later. At least that's been my experience."
"Oh. Well, Scott's never been that way."
"Like I said, you have no idea how good you have it. I couldn't believe you'd turned into a once a month'er. It's nice to see you taking advantage of that dick again," Diane said as I pulled out of her and flopped onto my back on the floor, trying to catch my breath. Diane moved from under my wife and off the bench. She reached for one of my wife's hands and pulled her until she was laying half on top of me on the floor. "I'll see you later," she said as she picked up her clothes and walked out of the room.
"I wonder if that's what I look like when you're fucking me?" she whispered, her face inches from mine.
"Probably not," I answered. "Your tits are way bigger, and you don't usually lay on the weight bench!"
"Smart ass. You know what I mean."
I hugged her tight to me. "Yeah, that's pretty much how you look."
"You like seeing me like that? When I climax I mean?"
"I love watching you get naked, I love seeing you naked, and I love how you look when you come. So yes, I do! I wouldn't mind at all seeing you naked more often. It really turns me on."
"Hmmm. Have to see what I can do about that then," she whispered before lowering her face to mine for a long soft kiss.
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Day 7 Saturday
I woke up to the incredible feeling of my sweet wife straddling me, slowly fucking herself on my hard-on, something she used to do frequently when we were first married. Now, with her very much larger boobs, the view was even more tantalizing, and I was soon trying to lift up towards her with each stroke. It was too slow an action to get me quite to completion, the grin on her face telling me that she knew very well that it was. Each stroke teased both of us, her soft wet pussy caressing my head and shaft in just exactly the way it needed to, to push me ever so close to climax, but not over that edge. From the look on her face she was intentionally doing the same thing to herself, enjoying how close she was to climax. She lifted her hands from my chest to hers and teased her breasts, lifting and squeezing them, sliding her fingers to her nipples and pulling on them. She'd release them after a soft groan and then circle her fingers around each nipple, the same way that I would tease them with my tongue. I don't think I'd ever seen her tease herself this way, bring herself, and me, so close to climax, but not allow either of us to slide over the top. In all reality, I didn't even know she was that attuned to just where that point was, or how much she apparently enjoyed being teased just barely there. Most times I was so much more concerned with helping her climax before I did that it never occurred to me that she might enjoy extending the ride.
She rode on me for at least ten minutes before increasing her pace, moving her hands back to my chest for balance and then bouncing harder, making her big tits bounce and flop on her chest. Her breathing grew more ragged, interspersed with soft moans and groans of pleasure. "Come for me." She breathed when I was sure she couldn't keep from climaxing any longer. But longer she went, teasing me finally over that point, slamming herself down hard on me over and over, her pussy clenching and tightening around me as her own climax began to wash over her. My body spasmed hard, my back arching and my hips trying to lift up to her as I began to cum in her hard, my dick spurting what felt like buckets of cum deep in her pussy. Only after what felt like a half hour of our mutual climax, she lowered herself down on me, straightening her legs out to lay flat on me, my now softening dick still deep in her pussy. She lay her head on my shoulder and gently kissed my neck and cheek the same as when we were newlyweds, soft and gentle and loving. I'd almost forgotten how sensual she could be after sex, not stopping teasing me with her lips and the tip of her tongue until my softening cock finally slipped from her. Only then did she get up and invite me to share a shower before she kicked me out of the bathroom.
I was glad it was the weekend. If nothing else, to give me a break from the craziness with Sam at work. I'd felt pretty guilty about what we'd done in the office the day before, but somehow my wife 'giving' me to Diane the way she did dulled that a lot. Not that I was going to tell her that I did anything other than kiss her everywhere if she asked, the extra, non oral stuff, would remain a secret.
She came out for breakfast in a crop top, shockingly without a bra, and a pair of loose fitting gray shorts, both of which had to come from the dark recesses of her drawers. The lack of a bra allowed her tits to swing with each move of her body, and the crop top was so short I could see the bottoms of both boobs showing. After we ate, I watched her unload the dishwasher, the floppy top hanging low enough that from behind her, I could easily see both her big breasts hanging down. If her clothing selection wasn't meant to intentionally tease me, it was one hell of an accidental choice, because it had me hard in a very few minutes. Unfortunately, my first chore of the day was to clear the nine inches of fresh snow from the driveway.
I put on my heavy winter gear and headed out into the frigid morning. I'm never one to do anything by hand if I can get a power tool to do for me. So instead of shoveling, all I had to do was drive the garden tractor with the plow blade around. Of course I wasn't stingy. I always took care of the whole neighborhood sidewalk and the driveway for the old lady down the street. When I was done with that, I pushed most of the snow off Tom's driveway.
"Hey Scott!" Tom called coming outside. "Appreciate it!"
"Yeah. No problem. Just a little bit I can't get," I said, motioning to the few feet along the garage door. "How are things?"
"Usual. Lots of work, grouchy wife, the usual."
"Yeah. I hear ya."
Tom laughed. "Yeah, right. You love your job, and your wife doesn't bug you for sex all the time."
"Diane giving you trouble?"
"Her usual. Fuck me Tom, make me come Tom. You'd think I wasn't giving her any, but she ALWAYS seems to want more. Guess it's her job being a trainer, seeing all those young guys at the gym."
"And that's a problem?" I chuckled. "I wouldn't mind that problem!"
"Maybe we should trade wives for a while. Maybe you could wear her out."
"I don't think my wife would be interested in trading."
"How about I loan her to you then?"
"Jesus Tom. You'd really loan out your wife to have sex? Really? I mean my wife would be seriously pissed if I even suggested something like that!"
"Maybe you're right. Besides, who'd want her anyway? I mean she's not all that good looking."
"Hell Tom. She's a good looking woman. Especially in all the spandex she wears."
"Not really. I mean when she was twenty, she was one hot piece, but that was nearly twenty years ago." I shook my head, the conversation going downhill fast. "We still on for the game tomorrow?"
"Yeah, sure. Kickoff at three fifteen."
"Good deal. See you then, and thanks for the plow job."
I started the tractor back up and headed to my yard to put it away. After walking in and stripping my heavy clothes off, I found my wife vacuuming the living room floor. I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around her, letting my hands slip up under her top, capturing both big soft tits in my hands.
"Oooooooo! Damn your hands are cold!" she squealed. I kissed the back of her neck and squeezed both tits. "I hope you're planning on doing something besides make my boobs cold!"
"Anything you want," I said, kissing her neck.
She reached behind her butt and found my hardening dick in my pants. "I know what you want."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. You wanna take mama's shorts off and put mister happy in. So why don't you?"
"Here?"
"You know a better place?"
I chuckled and moved my hands from under her top. She stepped the half dozen steps to the coffee table, pushed down her shorts and stepped out of them. She spread her feet and bent over, pushing her ass out at me. I undid my pants and pushed them and the men's bikini underwear down as I stepped behind her. She looked back at me expectantly, slowly wiggling her ass side to side. I held my hard-on and rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet lips. Before coaxing my dick slowly into her, my shaft spreading her lips and sinking slowly into her wet depths.
"Ohhhhhhh. Fuck," my wife moaned as I stroked slowly in and out in short strokes lubricating us both with her wetness. In and out I stroked, working my strokes longer until my body gently slapped her bare ass.
"Tom was complaining that Diane wants sex too much. Wanted to swap wives because he thinks you don't want as much sex."
"Really? He doesn't want to have sex with her?" she asked a little breathlessly.
"Yeah. He doesn't seem to think she's all that good looking anymore. Not like when she was twenty," I grunted, stroking harder into her, looking down past her a little to see that her swinging tits had pushed the shirt up enough to be completely exposed and swinging like huge creamy pendulums.
"What a dick. She's way good looking, isn't she?"
"I think so!" I grunted, feeling my cock swell in her, my orgasm suddenly pushing up as my mind went on a tangent and imagined Diane standing in front of us undressing. "Shit honey. I don't think I can hold back any longer."
"Don't worry. Just let go. You can owe me one." She panted.
"Uh huh," I grunted as my body jerked hard, driving me deep into her and filling her with a second load for the young day.
"You never answered, unless that was the answer."
"Yeah, She's good looking. Dressed or undressed, she's damn hot," I panted.
"I always thought you liked how she looked."
"Yeah, not bad."
"Didn't look like just not bad under the mistletoe the other day. Looked to me like you were ready to fuck her right there."
I pulled out of her and turned her to face me. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her as an answer.
"That was an I'm guilty kiss if I ever felt one," she whispered as she rubbed her nose against mine playfully. You were, weren't you? Going to fuck her right there?"
"It was tempting, especially when she started to play with me under the mistletoe."
"She was thinking about it too. She must have thought about it all morning and worked out how to get the two of you naked in the same room. You didn't seem to be exactly disappointed when I gave you permission either."
"Not really. She's always been attractive, and since she saw us having sex the other day, she's been even more provocative."
"Speaking of provocative, seems to me Samantha was trying awful hard to get you to kiss her."
"She was. And not just any kiss, but a sexy kiss. Since she saw you sexting me, she's been kind of provocative too," I said quietly.
"Yeah. I got that idea. So she got her kiss?"
"Kisses," I admitted.
"Oh! My. You want to tell me just how many kisses?"
"Well, roughly four."
"Four kisses? Long wet fuck me kisses? Right out in the office?"
"When you gave her permission, everyone was already gone. It was just us left, so we were in the public office, but it was just us."
"And you kissed her four times?"
"Uh huh,". I whispered. "Once here," I said kissing her lips. "Once here," I said pulling her top up and kissing her left nipple. "And once here," I whispered, kissing her right nipple.
"I think I can guess where the fourth was," she said with a frown. I reached down and stroked her pussy lips. "That's what I thought. So she was naked? By her hand or yours?"
"Mine," I whispered.
"Did she kiss back?"
"Oh yeah, she definitely did."
My wife kissed me softly, pulling us together so her tits pressed tightly to me. "So.... you know what I'm going to ask next, right?"
"You know I won't lie if you ask, so don't ask what you don't really want to know," I whispered back.
"Thank you, lover. I suspected as much."
"You did? When?" I asked, expecting her to be angry, and surprised she wasn't.
"When you took off your clothes yesterday. There was lipstick on your dick."
"Oh damn. You know it wasn't my idea."
"I know. I wondered how she talked you into it. Getting naked would do it. You can't resist a naked woman. I suppose that's partly my fault, being so prudish about when and where I'd get naked. Partly her fault too for letting me think it was more public than it was. I never thought she'd let anything get too far in the middle of the office."
"I'm sorry lover. I shouldn't have let it get that far to start with either."
"No, you shouldn't have. But I'll forgive you...this time. But I'm going to have to have a chat with her. Now, let me get back to my chores. I need to get everything cleaned before the kids come," she said before kissing me again. We broke the kiss and she stepped to her shorts and pulled them on, my cum visibly leaking from her pussy as she bent over to step into them.
I had chores as well, and went about mine, finishing my 'have to get done' list by dinner time. Nancy wasn't done yet, and after a dinner of delivered pizza, she went back to work.
It was getting late in the evening when she walked into the family room. She stood in front of the TV while she loaded something into the blue ray player. She turned and walked to me, climbing into the recliner with me. "I was digging some stuff out from under the bed and found a shoebox."
Uh oh, was all I could think. I knew exactly what shoebox she found.
"It was full of DVD's. I thought maybe if we watched one, we'd figure out who they belong to!" she said, laying on me enough there was no way I was getting up to turn off the player. The title screen told me everything I needed to know. This particular movie had been one of my favorites before internet porn became popular and free. Back when I was using DVD movies to masturbate to. My favorite scene was one of the first ones, where a couple hiking in the mountains found the strange looking ancient flute, and when they tried to blow in it, the tune made the two undress and have sex right there on the trail. I loved watching the guy undress the buxom blonde and lick and fuck her.
We watched the movie unfold, her hand gently rubbing my growing hard-on as the guy on the screen undressed the incredibly sexy girl. She was soon standing on several rocks with her back against a huge boulder, the guy standing between her legs licking and fingering her to the first climax of the day.
"So, these were your way of dealing with not enough sex?"
"Yeah," I admitted quietly.
"I'm guessing you like what's on?"
"Pretty much."
As the movie progressed, she rubbed my hardened dick through my pants. Part way through the first of several sex scenes, she started to undo my pants, and soon had the front of my pants open and my hard dick sticking up. I was a little surprised when she shifted to climb onto my lap, straddling me. She pulled her shirt up and off, baring her chest. "I don't think my tits are as big as hers."
"Not quite, but they're pretty spectacular to me,"
"I'm not blonde," she said as she pulled the leg of her shorts aside and guided me to her pussy.
"That's okay."
"Is this when you'd start stroking?"
"Sometimes."
"Does it take a long time to make her come?"
"Not too long, at least not the first time."
"She comes more than once before he comes?"
"Uh huh."
She started to ride slowly up and down on me, very slowly sliding up and down my shaft. "Is this what you'd imagine?"
"Sometimes," I admitted.
"And other times? You fucking her out there?"
I hesitated, not wanting to cause an argument. "Sometimes," I finally admitted.
"With those tits and being outside, I guess I can see why you liked this," she said softly. "I suppose you'd like me to do that, strip out there and let you lick and fuck me."
"I wouldn't mind," I admitted.
She lifted and dropped faster, making her boobs bounce with each stroke. "This better?"
"Uh huh," I grunted as her faster stroke and the combination of her tits bouncing and the blonde on TV tits swinging wildly now that she was bent over with the guy pounding her from behind, pushing my excitement level higher by the second.
"Are you going to come? I can feel you getting longer and fatter inside me. Are you thinking about me being her? Me being naked like that?"
"Oh yeah!"
"Come for me. You don't have to wait for me, just let it happen. Think of me there, riding you, begging you to come for me. That's it, that's it baby. I can feel it growing, getting so close as I rub my pussy up and down your big fat hard cock. Ohhhhhh. That's it lover. Come for me. Fill me up with your come!" she cried as her own orgasm started to wash over her. Her pussy clenching and squeezing me as she tried to continue bouncing on me, though without the coordination of a few moments ago.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body jerked hard, shooting a gush of cum up into her hot pussy.
"That's it," she panted, pressing herself down on me hard, driving me fully into her. "Come for me baby. It feels so good when you come in me. Did Sam moan like this too? Could she feel you filling her up?" She asked breathlessly while her pussy clenched and released around me, her chest heaving as she worked to catch her breath.
Her comment almost ruined the climax she'd teased out of me. She'd never shown any interest in porn, so to bring it out and appear so understanding, actually playing along with it, was a shock. Introducing Sam into the mix was even more of a shock. I felt like I'd just been set up for a major tiff. "Sam?"
"Uh huh. She and I had a nice little chat this afternoon. She tried to take full responsibility for what happened, but we both know it takes two to fuck," she said as she sat on me, wiggling slightly to feel me still inside her.
"And?" I asked when she didn't add any more.
"She and I came to an understanding about who this belongs to!"
"Oh?"
"Let's just say that she can't expect to keep borrowing you to make up for her husband's lack of attention."
"Ahhh. I see."
"Good," she said softly as she rolled off of me, my now soft dick slipping from her. She lay down next to me, or half on me, her head on my shoulder. She kissed my cheek gently several times.
"You want me to turn this off?"
"Did you masturbate to other parts of it?"
"On occasion," I answered.
"Then let's watch it so I can see what else turns you on."
I was surprised, but held her to me, gently teasing one of her nipples with my finger while we watched. When the movie was over, we went to bed and snuggled, spooned together. It didn't take long for her to work my hard-on into her pussy from behind. She just wanted me to hold it there while she teased her own clit to a small climax before we fell asleep together, linked by our sex in a way that I couldn't remember sharing in years.
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Day 8. Sunday
Most of the snow had melted with the slightly above freezing nighttime temperatures, which made the trip to church easier, which was good because I had a hard time keeping my eyes off my wife. She had on a short black skirt that was shorter than she'd worn in years. In fact, it was so short that the seatbelt nudged it up high enough to actually see her panties, a pair of very tiny dark blue briefs. She had on knee length black boots, a semi-translucent white blouse with a lace bra that was just visible through the top, and a black blazer. She looked SMOKING hot! Okay, I know smoking hot to me isn't the same as a twenty year old, but I'd like to think she'd be attractive to any guy. The only thing that really bothered me at all, was that I hadn't seen her dress like this for church EVER! Since our first daughter was born, she grew more conservative each year, finally reaching what I call granny stage. You know, skirts well past her knees, maybe even to her ankles, ESPECIALLY to church. There were a good number of ladies in her age group at church that dressed much less like grandma's which of course drew my attention. Today I suspected Nancy would be the one drawing attention, and I didn't mind one bit!
Church was interesting, at least for me. I've never had to actively think about NOT having a hard-on during church, but between how she looked and the constant little touches of my arm or leg and her sitting with her thigh against mine, I did today. The touches weren't MEANT to be sexual. In fact, they seemed to be just very loving. Her hand resting on my leg, her fingers gently stroking my thigh, almost absentmindedly, or her hand holding mine, her fingers intertwined with mine, hers moving against mine ever so softly. No, definitely not sexual, but they had the same effect anyway.
Now the drive home...that was a different story. It was a struggle not to get a speeding ticket. We were barely out of the parking lot before she wiggled herself around on her seat, working her panties down and then off. She's already taken her blazer off before she got into the car, and each mile we drove saw another button on her blouse undone. By the time we were half way home, every button was undone, and the front clasp of her bra was open, letting her big soft boobs be completely exposed. She reached across with her left hand, leaving her breasts pushed out so I could see them, and undid the belt of my pants.
"You're simply going to have to help if you want me to play with it," she said grinning at me.
"You want it out?"
"You don't think I bared myself just for you to look at, do you? I want a little too."
I helped, as well as I could while I was driving, and soon she had my pants and tiny briefs she's chosen for me that morning, down to my thighs. I sat with my hard-on being stroked by her left hand as I tried to concentrate on driving and her bare tits at the same time, finally getting home without incident. I pulled into the garage and put the door down. I got out, holding my pants up around my thighs, while my wife got out on her side. She walked around to the hood of the car and hoisted herself up onto it, sitting on her partly pulled down skirt to keep from toasting her tush. She looked at me with a very expectant, very sensuous grin, the kind of grin a stripper might give you when trying to coax you into a lap dance. "Come on sexy. Bring that over here."
"I guess you're turned on a bit," I said as I stepped over to her, standing between her legs as she lifted and spread them.
"Oh much, much more than a bit. All through church I kept getting wetter and wetter. You weren't doing anything, just glancing at me and smiling as I touched you, but by the end of church I really wanted you so bad." I grasped my dick and rubbed my head slowly up and down her wet slit, wetting my head and letting the tip of my head tease across her clit. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she stuttered as I stroked across her clit.
I let my head nestle into the entrance to her depths and pressed into her. She spread her legs slightly wider as the first few inches of my shaft slipped into her. I pressed into her until I felt her lips stick to my shaft and then pulled back, lubricating them again with her own juices. I pushed in again, slipping a little deeper, and a third and forth time, finally driving fully into her until our bodies pressed together.
"I love you," she whispered as I started to stroke in and out of her slowly, pulling back until just my head remained inside her, and pushing slowly until I could feel my head press against her cervix. "You feel soooo good in me, so perfect."
"You too. I love being in you like this, feeling you, seeing you, seeing your sexy body. I don't know what switch you turned on, but I'm loving it. It's so much more like we used to be all those years ago," I whispered as I continued to stroke in and out of her, the sensations of her velvety vaginal walls teasing me closer to climax with each stroke.
"I don't know what switch you turned on in me, but I'm enjoying the hell out of it too!" she said breathlessly. "Teasing you until you put this in me and stroking me until you make me come! Speaking of which, you're about to make me come someplace we've never done it before."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. Soooo close. Soooooo very close. Kiss me. Kiss me while I come!"
I leaned towards her, continuing to stroke in and out of her. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together, pressing her lips to mine. She kissed me urgently, her lips sucking and kissing mine as I worked my cock in and out of her. I felt her climax start, just little tremors and squeezes of her vaginal tunnel around my shaft at first. I slipped one hand between us sliding up to her right breast and cupping it. I felt her hard nipple against my palm as I squeezed her; the sudden additional sensations pushed her up the final inches. She stopped kissing me, her lips still pressed to mine. I felt and heard her moan into my mouth as her body trembled, climaxing against and around me. It was something I haven't felt since our first night together as a married couple. I felt my own climax push over the edge at the remembrance of our first sex as a married couple. My body jerked hard, driving into her and surging a gush of cum deep into her. Her shudders increased as my body jerked and spasmed against hers. We let out lips separate as we both panted for breath in the throes of our mutual climax, emotion roiling in me at least as strongly as the physical climax. We held each other while we worked to catch our breaths, Nancy occasionally whispering how much she loved me.
Sunday is football day. My wife is a BIG football fan. I enjoy the game but nothing like she does. Tom, next door, is a huge sports fan as well, and since we support the same team, for big games we frequently get together and have a mini-party, which is what was scheduled for today, a big game between the Packers and the Bears, a rivalry running the entire history of football.
My wife is a real people person, much more than I am. When I took over the department at work, she encouraged me to spend a little time with each of my people and find out about them. She also encouraged me to find ways to spend some time socially with each of them, either with a department wide gathering or individually. Most of my people I gather with as a group, but Trish has resisted those gatherings. She's a very good looking, girly dressing twenty-five year old tomboy. She LOVES sports. Baseball, football, you name it. The only way I really connected with her was to invite her over to our house to watch a football game. I'd NEVER have a private social meeting with any of my female employees but having her over for a small party with my wife present is acceptable, socially. So occasionally we do get together, especially when the Bears, her favorite team, are playing the Packers. When the doorbell rang a little past noon and my wife answered it, I was only slightly surprised to find out it was Trish, arriving to cheer on her team against my team.
"Hey boss! I come bearing wings and beer!" she said as she followed my wife into the family room.
"Trish! I wasn't expecting you today."
"Are you kidding? With the Bears tromping the Packers today? How could I not be here?"
"Well, put the wings and beer in the kitchen and pull up a seat. Game should start in a few minutes."
"Hey Neighbor!" I heard Tom call from the back door. "We're here!"
"Come on in Tom."
"Hey Scott!" Diane said as she walked into the room with her husband. "Oh hey, Trish. Hi! Didn't know you were coming."
"And miss the chance to needle my boss? Of course I'd be here," Trish said from where she'd settled on the sectional sofa. Diane headed over and sat down next to her, the two starting to chat quietly while the pregame show wrapped up on TV.
I got out of my chair and headed to the kitchen to grab a beer before the game started. I stepped to my wife, who was standing at the counter. I slipped my arms around her from behind and hugged her, kissing the back of her neck. "Hey sexy," I whispered.
"Hey yourself," she answered, letting me slip a hand up to cup one of her tits through the spandex shirt she wore. "Naughty boy," she whispered as I squeezed her breast through the slick material.
"No bra?" I whispered, realizing just how much I could feel through the top."
"Well, I thought it was just going to be the four of us, and I didn't think you'd mind, especially if I gave you permission to play. I wasn't expecting Trish."
"You wanted me to play with you in front of Tom?"
"He ignores his wife. I just thought maybe if he saw how a loving husband treats his wife, he might wake up a little."
"Well, I guess Trish might put a damper on that. Not sure we want all my employees thinking that I'm some kind of sexual animal," I said with a chuckle.
"You mean you're not? I kind of thought you were a real tiger," she said with a giggle as I slid my other hand up from her hip, this time sliding it up under her shirt to cup her bare right breast. I squeezed her breast, letting her hard nipple stick out between my fingers so I could squeeze it at the same time.
I felt a hand on my back and then a hand on my hip. The hand on my hip slipped slowly around me, sliding down to my hardening dick, stroking me through my pants while I teased my wife's breast. I twisted my head to look back at Diane and froze. The hand left my back and Trish moved it to her lips, indicating for me to be quiet.
"You didn't have to stop," my wife said without looking back at me.
"Sorry," I answered, playing with her breast again.
Trish pulled her hand away from my pants and slipped it up to my stomach and then back down, trying to push it down into my jeans, her fingertips reaching far enough down to touch my dickhead. She gave it a few strokes with the tips of her fingers and then slipped her hand back out of my pants.
"Naughty man," my wife said, pushing her butt back at me, rubbing it back and forth across my hard-on.
"Hey, need any help in here?" Trish asked as if she had just walked into the room.
My wife quickly pulled my hand out her top. "No. I think I have it covered," she said quickly, turning around to face the two of us.
"Okay, well holler if you need help with anything...anything at all," she said with a grin before walking back to the family room.
"Goodness. That could have been embarrassing. Do you suppose she saw?" my wife whispered as she reached for my hands and pulled them to her waist and then part way up her body, pushing her shirt up part way as she coaxed my hands under her shirt. "But I really didn't want you to stop."
"You didn't?" I asked as I slid both hands up her shirt to her breasts and gave each of them a squeeze.
"Uh uh. It was feeling nice."
"Maybe I'll play with them during the game," I said, giving both of them a squeeze.
"Then maybe I'll just sit on your lap," she said with girlish giggle.
"Any time you want," I said before kissing her.
"Now go," she said, turning me and pushing me towards the family room.
I passed Diane as I headed back to the family room and my sectional recliner.
My wife came out as the game started and climbed into the oversized recliner section, half sitting next to me and half on me, her arm around my shoulders. She leaned towards me and kissed my cheek several times before I turned my face and she kissed me on the lips. Tom was watching the game and both Trish and Diane were sitting on the curved section of the sofa, chatting while Trish watched the end of the pregame. I tuned out their girl talk and concentrated on my wife, who seemed more than happy for me to tease her nipple through her shirt. While the girls could see, Tom only saw her back, if he was paying any attention at all.
As the first quarter progressed, the trash talk between my wife, a HUGE packers fan, and Trish, rooting for her Bears, picked up in intensity, which didn't surprise me much. Both of them can be quite competitive. I coaxed my wife off my lap so I could make a bathroom trip and get some snacks. On my way back I ran into Trish, literally, coming out of the kitchen. I almost bumped into her and then did, when she put her arms around my waist and pulled us together. I was still getting over the shock of her doing that when she looked up.
"Imagine that! Mistletoe! Isn't it customary to kiss under mistletoe?"
"That's what they say."
"So where's my kiss?" I shrugged and leaned my head down and gave her a little kiss on the lips. "Really? You consider THAT a kiss?"
"What was the matter with it?"
"That isn't anything like the kiss you gave Sam in the office," she said quietly. "Now THAT was a kiss. Does your wife know you kissed her like that?"
"She knows we shared a kiss," I answered evasively.
"Well, how about a good kiss like that?"
"Be careful what you ask for," my wife said as she walked by with a glass and a plate of assorted cheeses and meats and crackers.
"Oh? Is he a good kisser?" Trish asked my wife, who paused to turn around and look back at her.
"Trust me, if I let him, he could give you a kiss that'd make your clothes fall off."
"Ohhhhhh? Really? That good?" Trish asked her with a grin. "I don't think I've ever had a kiss like THAT!"
"Trust me, he can," Diane called across the room.
"You know this from experience?" Trish asked, Tom looking back and forth between his wife, Trish and me standing under the fan, waiting for his wife to answer.
"I caught him under the mistletoe the other day and, well, I teased him into giving me his best kiss. Let's just say that it was all it's advertised to be."
"Mmmmmmmm. Now you have my curiosity up."
My wife stepped over to us, Trish still pulling us together at the pelvis, and whispered. "Be careful what you wish for. If I turn him loose, and you lose anything, it stays lost until you go home. You still sure you want that kind of a kiss? With Tom sitting right there?"
"He can really give you a 'make your clothes fall off' kiss?"
"I thought you saw him kissing Sam at work?" my wife asked.
"I did... but I didn't stay for the whole thing, only long enough..." Trish said, stopping short of finishing the sentence.
"Naughty girl. Did you play with yourself watching my husband?" my wife whispered questioningly.
"Maybe," Trish said meekly.
My wife looked at me and grinned. "It's so tempting."
"Maybe after the game? I mean, with Tom here and everything."
"I'm sure he won't mind watching," my wife whispered. "Besides, it's not like it hasn't dipped into more than mine already, right? Might be interesting. I'm starting to get wet just thinking about it. Gonna have to save a little for me though," she said leaning against me and giving me a kiss on the cheek, her hands still busy holding the plate and glass. "And I have a hunch that I'm going to need one of those kisses when you're done with hers."
"In front of everyone?" I asked a little surprised.
"You jealous?" my wife asked with a grin. "It's not like I'm going to have sex with him or anything. Besides, it WOULD be an interesting experience, would it not? That is what we have been enjoying isn't it? Some very interesting experiences? We haven't reached the end of your courage level, have we?"
"I'm more than willing to partake in any experience you want. I'm just not so sure that this experience is what you really want. At least it isn't what I would have expected based on the last years."
She walked to the coffee table and set down the plate and glass. She walked back and stepped up to me. She gently disengaged Trish from me, turned me to face her and pressed herself against me. She pressed her lips to mine, and we shared a wet kiss that lasted long seconds. I could feel my cock stiffen in my pants at the intensity of the kiss, and her nipples hardening against my chest. She broke the kiss slowly and breathlessly for both of us, her hands holding my face, her lips practically touching mine. "A year ago I wouldn't have gotten a kiss from you that made my pussy wet and my nipples hard. So I'd say something changed for both of us, and I don't really want it to stop."
"Alright," I breathed.
"So, interesting experiences. Let's see if your kiss has the same effect on someone else, or just me. But if you're worried about it, I'll leave it up to you. Anything you leave covered, I'll leave covered," she said with a little kiss.
"If that's what you want," I whispered.
She pulled away from me and smiled. "He's all yours," she said to Trish with a crooked little grin. "It is what you wanted, wasn't it? If not, now's the time to say so." She turned and walked to my recliner and sat down while Trish stood a couple feet looking a little stunned.
"Did she just tell us to do what I think she did?" Trish asked.
"I think so," I answered, watching my wife intentionally watching TV instead of looking at us. "Sort of."
Trish looked at me, clearly unsure of what to do. "Maybe later," she finally said quietly before she turned and walked back to the sofa and sat down where she had been before, her face blushing pink.
"Done already?" my wife asked me as I stepped back around the recliner to sit back down. She got up, let me sit and then sat down again with me, once again half on me half on the chair with her right breast pressed against my side. She leaned to me and kissed my cheek and then rested her head on my shoulder to watch the game.
She had to know that I was going to play with her nipple. It was sticking out prominently through the spandex shirt she had on. As the game went on, I couldn't resist teasing her left nipple. My finger idly stroked over and around it, keeping it hard and her pressing against me tightly.
"You know, if you pulled my shirt up, it'd feel even better," she whispered with her lips nearly touching my ear.
"You sure?"
"Uh huh," she whispered back.
It wasn't like Tom could see anything but her back anyway the way she was sitting, even if he was only three feet away. I worked the shirt up out of the waistband of her jeans and pulled it up her body until both her breasts were below the bunched up shirt. She kissed me again on the cheek and nuzzled my neck gently with her nose as I started stroking my finger over and around her nipple, drawing a soft gentle moan from her lips.
"Open my pants. I want to feel your fingers down there," she whispered some minutes later. "Yes, I'm sure," she added before I could even ask.
I shrugged to myself and moved my hand down to the front of her jeans. I unsnapped and unzipped her pants, but it still didn't give me much access. Certainly not as much as I needed to get down to where she really wanted me. She realized it as well and rolled across me to reach for the power button for the recliner. She motored us more upright and then stood up. She looked back at me, and then, hesitating slightly, looked back to see Tom staring at her. She closed her eyes and pushed her jeans down over her butt. She bent over, working the tight jeans down her legs slowly, her butt pushing out towards Tom, her bottom nearly completely bare in the red semi translucent panties. She pulled the pants off each leg and then, facing away from Tom, reached to the hem of her spandex top, still hooked over the top of her breasts. She pulled the top up and off, tossing it onto the floor by her jeans, leaving her in nothing but the little see through red panties.



Keeping her back to Tom, she climbed back onto the chair with me, half laying on me again, her back side facing him, and her front side pressed to mine. She lay further onto me until she could reach the switch for the chair and then motored the recliner up and back until we were more laying than sitting. She rolled back, squeezing herself against me as she pushed herself up further, bringing her left breast right to my face. "You know how I like having my nipple sucked," she whispered quietly as she cupped her own breast and guided her nipple to my lips.
I wasn't sure what was going on with her, but I wasn't about to refuse to suck her nipple. Tom couldn't exactly see what was happening, even though he was only a few feet away, and I couldn't see what he was looking at or doing, so all I could do was accept my wife's offering. I closed my lips around her nipple and drew it into my mouth, teasing my tongue around the hard protrusion.
Her hand found mine and pulled it to her panties, coaxing me to slide it down into the front of her underwear. I let my fingers push in between her legs as she shifted her left leg, resting her foot on her right leg so that her knee stuck in the air, spreading her legs. "Ohhhhhh yesssss," she whispered, nuzzling her face against mine as my fingers pressed between her very wet lips. I let my finger stroke up and down her slit, spreading her lips and teasing her clit with each stroke. Her hand found the front of my pants and opened them, working my hard-on out of the tiny bikini briefs I had on under my jeans.
When we were first together, we'd occasionally play with each other in places where we couldn't get away with sex, but still wanted release of our pent-up desire. Places like the movie theater, or more importantly, her parents' house before we got married. It had been a VERY long time since we had played this way, and it brought back many pleasant memories. Her hand stroked my cock, in clear view of both Trish and Diane, sliding slowly up and down until her hand covered my head and then pushed back down until the side of her hand pressed against my balls.
"Oh that feels so good. Make me come. Make me come like you used to do," she whispered, her lips brushing my cheek. "I'm so fucking turned on I feel like I'm going to explode."
I rubbed her pussy, letting two fingers curl into her depths while my palm pressed against her clit. Her panties rode down my hand, leaving both Diane and Trish able to easily see what I was doing. I had no idea how much Tom could actually see, but there was a distinct possibility that he could see her pussy if he leaned forward enough. Nancy began to rock her hips as her orgasm grew closer. She rolled herself part way away from me to allow her to rock her hips more aggressively against my palm, pulling her nipple from my mouth. She gasped deeply and rolled a little further, nearly on her back on the divider between my chair and the one Tom was in. I could see him staring at my wife's now exposed boobs, his own pants open and his hand stroking his dick.
"Oh God. I'm going to come," she breathed quietly, her body starting to tremble slightly as her orgasm crept towards its climax.
At first, I thought Tom was staring at my wife's tits, that was what had him turned on, but when I looked back at him again, I realized he was looking past my wife, past both of us, looking at the L portion of the sectional. I held my fingers in her pussy and glanced over to see Trish, sitting with her shirt pulled up over her tits, and her hand down her own pants, clearly fingering herself. Then I realized why Diane had been acting the way she had. Her husband had an eye for younger women, younger than her.
Nancy lay with her chest completely exposed, my hand in her panties, two of my fingers still sliding in and out of her pussy as her body shuddered hard and then stiffened. I could feel her juices pushing out around my fingers as she climaxed, a long deep groan escaping her lips. She flopped her left arm over onto Tom's chair, her hand finding his thigh. She kept her eyes closed as she climaxed, her fingers stroking his thigh in time with my fingers, much as she did to me when we played, and she was enjoying the sensations. It was her way of encouraging me to keep doing whatever it was I was doing.
Tom moved his hand to hers and coaxed it to his hard dick, leaving her laying mostly on her back, with her right hand wrapped around my dick and her left around his. He coaxed her to slide her hand up and down, but wasn't really watching my wife at all, he was staring past her climaxing body towards Trish.
As my wife's climax passed, she looked down, realized what she was doing and released his cock. She also let go of mine, pulled my hand from her panties and then rolled back towards me, once again blocking her naked parts from his view. She snuggled against me, nuzzling her face to my neck, her hand moving back to my dick.
"Mmmmmmmmm. That felt so nice," she whispered. "I guess I got a little carried away with Tom, grabbing his dick and letting him look at my boobs. You're not upset with me, are you?"
"Not if it's what you wanted to do," I answered quietly. "Especially after Sam."
"You know what I was thinking about?" she asked in a whisper as she curled her legs up on my lap, her leg nuzzling against my cock, still held in her hand.
"No, what?" I asked as I moved my hand to rest on her bare thigh.
"Do you remember, just before we got married, we were at my parents' house, and it seemed like we couldn't get a minute alone to do anything?"
"Oh yeah. We were so frustrated."
"Of course we were. We were having sex at least once a day, sometimes more. Then all of a sudden...nothing. My mom was seeing to that."
"She was doing a good job."
"You remember how we solved it?"
"Yeah. The movies."
"Uh huh. Mom wouldn't even let us go alone, we had to take Jenny along. We sat in the very last row and the three of us played with each other for the whole movie," she whispered.
"Well, almost," I agreed with a soft chuckle.
"Almost. You wanted to fuck me sooooo bad, but I wouldn't. Not there. But after, I wished I had."
"I wished you had too."
"Do you remember what happened?"
"Oh yeah." I said, remembering how she'd teased me beyond holding back. I hoped she'd take me in her mouth or something, instead, when I was ready to come Jenny leaned over and sucked me off.
"You remember Jenny taking your whole load in her mouth?"
"Yeah. I thought you were going to slap her at first, but it was the only way. I was going to come like crazy after playing with both of your pussies for that whole movie," I said, remembering how Jenny slipped off her seat and leaned down and sucked on my dick until I shot my whole load in her mouth. She just didn't stop until I had a hard-on again. At the time, I was pretty sure her maid of honor was every bit as horny as we were and wanted to fuck me right there. She probably would have if Nancy hadn't stopped her. I mean I had her panties off and her dress wide open. She was as naked as I could make her, even her bra was undone, though still hanging around her chest because of the shoulder loops.
"I was. I was about to kill her. she admitted later that if I hadn't stopped her, she'd have fucked you, right there in the theater."
"I suspected as much."
She lifted her head and looked over at Trish on the sofa half a dozen feet away. "Hey, Trish!"
"Yeah?" she asked, her shirt once again in place.
"Come here."
"Huh?"
"Come here," my wife said, stretching out so she was laying next to me and less on me. "You wanted his best kiss, didn't you?"
"I...um...Nancy, I didn't," Trish started to protest awkwardly.
"Trish, it's alright. I'm not upset. Just come over here," my wife coaxed softly. Trish hesitantly got up from the sofa and took the single short step between where she had been sitting and the footrest of my recliner. My wife held out her hand to her and Trish hesitantly took it. My wife pulled her gently until she had to climb onto the recliner with the two of us, Trish crawling on top of me. "Okay honey, why don't you give her that kiss she wanted before," she said softly before leaning her face closer to mine. "Let's see if you can really make her clothes fall off." I turned my head and looked questioningly at my wife who was smiling at me. "All those years ago, if I'd have let you, you'd have let Jenny, wouldn't you?"
"As turned on as I was, yeah, of course. But I didn't. I was getting married to you."
"Oh lover," she said softly, "getting married or not, if I wasn't there you know damn well you would have. So, why not now? So we're acting like a couple horny teens. You really wanna say no to kissing her?"
I looked back at Trish who looked as unsure as I felt, but she crawled up a little further and lowered her face to mine. It started off a little awkwardly, her lips pressed to mine. I only had one free hand, my wife laying on my left arm, but I moved it to her back and began to stroke her back and butt through the slick material. Her kiss grew more erotic and wet, her lips sucking mine and her tongue darting into my mouth to tease mine. I squeezed her butt cheek as I got more turned on. I felt something moving and, in a few moments, she lifted from my face, pushing up with both hands. My wife was pulling her shirt up, trying to work it up Trish's body with one hand. Trish arched her back and lowered her head, letting my wife pull it over her head. One arm at a time, she pulled them out of the shirt until she was bare above the waist.
"Why don't you scoot up? He loves to suck nipples."
Trish did just that. She slid up on the chair further, bringing one of her probably C cup boobs even with my face. They were surprisingly firm, which explained why she wasn't wearing a bra, her hard nipple poking out of her oblong areola. She guided her nipple to my mouth, and I closed my lips around it, teasing it with the tip of my tongue and sucking on it.
I could feel more motion as Trish squirmed around on top of me, my hand resting on her butt feeling the spandex pants she had on disappear. I felt her bare skin on my hand and pretty soon felt her wiggling her legs. It didn't take much imagination to realize that someone was pulling her pants off.
"You willing to take his load? All of it?" I heard my wife whisper quietly.
"Uh huh," Trish answered breathlessly. I felt a hand around my rock hard cock and then felt my engorged head rubbing between wet pussy lips. When Trish pulled from my face and pushed back towards my lap, I knew that it was her pussy that was being rubbed with my dick. I looked down and saw my wife's hand around my dick as Trish pushed herself back, forcing her pussy down over my dick. "Oh my God he feels so huge," she moaned as my wife let go and let Trish's body gobble up the rest of my length. She shifted her hands to hold her chest above mine and then started to use her legs to rock herself to and fro, driving herself on and off my fat shaft.
"Oh damn," I groaned at her tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft, pushing my faded excitement back to full throttle. Up and down she moved, sliding her pussy along my fat shaft, her eyes closed and her lips moving silently in little mumbles of pleasure.
I saw movement and saw Tom stand up from his chair and step closer to my recliner. He had his cock out and was stroking it. He reached down to my wife's hip and rolled her towards me. He tried to pull my wife's underwear down with his free hand, but she reached back and stopped him, pulling it back up. "If you want to fuck my thighs, I'll let you, but not more," she said, looking back at him. He nodded and pushed his cock between her thighs, her panties between her pussy lips and his dick. He started to slide in and out between her thighs, his strokes timed to Trish's strokes on me. I could feel my wife's breathing on my cheek, growing more ragged with little groans now and then. Tom hadn't been stroking too long before he pulled his dick from between my wife's thighs, reaching again for her underwear. He pulled her panties quickly down and stuffed his dick back in again before she could object, but I had a hunch that she wasn't about to. I could feel her body shuddering as he stroked his cock between her thighs, his bare hard-on pressed to her wet lips this time.
In and out he stroked, sliding his cock along my wife's wet pussy, rubbing her clit with his shaft and head. I couldn't see his dick, but I could see his movements and knew he was getting closer to coming himself.
"Oh damn," my wife groaned softly as she started to push her ass back at him with each stroke, her own climax moments away. I should have expected it. He pulled back a little further and then moved slowly, pushing forward. My wife moaned in a low deep tone. It didn't take any imagination to know where his cock was going this time. "Just don't come in me. That's for Scott only," my wife moaned breathlessly.
"Uh huh," he grunted as he started to push in and out of her pussy. I hadn't ever seen another guy fucking my wife...for that matter I hadn't ever seen another guy fucking anyone in person. For a few moments I wondered if she had planned this, making it so I couldn't complain or stop it, not with Trish riding up and down my cock. That maybe was her idea all along. But I discounted the idea a few moments later as my own level of excitement fogged my brain. I could tell by the way he was driving into her that he was getting close, and he wasn't going to have to wait for her as her second orgasm in a short time washed over her. He drove hard into her, pushing her orgasming body against me, smashing her tits to my side and chest as Trish continued to bounce wildly up and down my dick.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body spasmed and jerked, a huge gush of pent up cum forcing into her. I heard her gasp and then cry out as she jammed herself down on me. My cock pumped shot after shot into Trish as I lay there watching Tom stand behind my wife, his hand wrapped around his cock, cum squirting out onto her bare ass as he jerked off the final few strokes.
Trish shuddered and trembled for long seconds as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around my fat shaft. Slowly she relaxed and looked down at me and then at my wife's face, trying to process what had just happened.
Tom moved back to his chair and sat down, his pants around his ankles. I looked at my wife questioningly. "That wasn't what I planned, honest. I just wanted him to watch us," she whispered.
I tried to pull her towards me, but she had to slide up the chair again, finally allowing me to pull her face to mine. We kissed wetly and softly, even lovingly, as Trish sat on my shrinking dick. I had no idea what had gotten into her. I'd never seen her with ANY interest in something like this. When I'd suggested years ago that we try going to a nude beach, she shot down the idea, claiming that no one wanted to see her old woman body, and all I was interested in was seeing a bunch of young naked girls. She wouldn't accept that I was still turned on by her body and no, it wasn't all about sex, but sex on the beach or in the ocean wouldn't be a bad thing. Today was pretty much a complete reversal of that.
"I'll be right back," my wife said pushing out of the chair. I watched her walk away, her panties still around her thighs, Tom's cum running down her leg and butt cheeks.
"I guess I better get dressed," Trish said, pulling off my dick and starting to climb out of the chair.
"Not on my account," I chuckled quietly. "As far as I'm concerned, you can stay naked all day. Didn't she say anything you lost had to stay off?"
"If I do, I'm probably going to want more sex."
"And this is a problem?" my wife said as she walked back into the room, rubbing Tom's cum off her leg with a towel, her panties now gone. "I'm not against getting it all out of our systems, but I think Diane needs some attention first."
"I'm alright," Diane said from where she sat.
"Tom? You want to help out your wife?" my wife asked.
"I could I suppose, but if Scott wants to, he's welcome to."
"You'd really rather have another man pleasure your wife than do it yourself?" my wife asked with a look of shock on her face.
"To be honest, fucking you was a lot more exciting than anything she's done to me in years," he answered with a shrug.
"Really? Your own wife? When she told me you weren't interested in her anymore, I didn't believe it. Guess I should have," my wife said looking at Tom. "You really think your wife isn't sexy? Isn't...enticing?"
"She's about as enticing as a sack of potatoes. You're sexier than she is," he said with a scowl. "I'd fuck you again in a hot second."
"You didn't really have permission the first time," my wife said with a frown. "I was willing to let you just slide it between my thighs, not inside me."
"No, but you sure as hell liked it."
"I didn't mind you fucking my thighs. I didn't even really mind when you pulled my panties down but waiting until you had me close to climax and then putting it in me without asking was kind of a dirty trick."
"I still say you liked it," Tom replied.
"But you don't want to even fuck your wife? Not even when it's obvious she's turned on? I mean, fuck, look at her crotch. It's wet as hell!"
"Not if I have other pussy to fuck. I can have hers anytime I want."
"You really think that little of your wife?"
"Tell you what, Scott can fuck her to his hearts delight. I don't care."
"Not as long as you think you're gonna fuck me or Trish, is that it?"
He shrugged in response.
"I'll make a bet with you. I'll let Diane have her way with Scott. If she doesn't manage to make him come twice before the end of the game, I'll bend over and let you fuck me...all the way. But if she does, then you have to stand in front of all of us and jack off as a way to apologize to her."
He laughed. "Seriously? You think he can even get it up twice more after what he just did? This is an easy win for me. I'll be more than happy to pump your pussy full."
My wife turned to look at Diane. "Have at it. I'm counting on you."
"Don't worry. I have no doubt I can do that," she said with a grin.
"Wait a second. Hold on here. Did you just bet your body? With Tom?"
"Seems that way," my wife said. "When it was to your advantage before, you said if it was what I wanted, it was fine with you. Does that only work one way?"
"Well, of course not, but betting sex? Really?"
"What? You afraid she can't do it?"
"It's not that. But if she doesn't..."
"Then you're going to watch Tom fuck me. But I'm not worried."
"I still think this is wrong."
"Diane's my best friend. You think for a second that I wouldn't do anything in my power to help her out?"
"Including pimping out your husband or yourself."
"Come on honey, after Friday? Just this time she can do whatever she wants to get you there. I have confidence she can be as seductive as you are." She bent over and knelt on the recliner with one knee, leaning past Trish. She kissed me and said quietly. "I'm counting on you to make sure I don't have to pay up on that bet. After Friday's workout, I'm pretty sure you can find a way to let it all hang out twice. Besides, Diane has to do all the work. She has to get you off twice, not the other way around. But if you wanna make her come, I'm pretty sure she isn't going to object." She pushed up off the recliner. "I'm afraid the two of us are going to have to just sit back and watch," she said to Trish.
"Yeah. I guess so," she said, slowly lifting off of me, my flaccid cock no longer plugging up her vagina. Our combined cum leaked out of her onto my lap as she worked herself off the recliner. "I can help him get naked though, right?"
"Of course," Diane said as she stepped towards me. "You take off his clothes while I get rid of mine. Damn this is going to be fun!"



It only took a minute for them to strip me naked. Once I was, Diane motored the recliner back as far as it would go. She crawled onto the chair and turned around, facing away from me. With a little careful work she backed up and bent over, putting her sexy pussy in my face and her face over my crotch. She quickly grabbed my cock and went to work licking and sucking my shaft until she had coaxed me back hard as a steel bar. Of course having her pussy in my face didn't hurt.
She had a very sexy teenage type of pussy, even though she was nearly forty. I guess not having kids helps. Her full round outer lips framed just a small amount of inner labia protruding, and her outer lips were tight and firm enough that I had to use my fingers to spread her apart enough to get my tongue to her clit. I could taste her excited juices leaking from her as I teased my tongue up and down her wet slit. There isn't much that turns me on more than the sight of a pussy from behind.
While I was busy with her pussy, she was working overtime on my dick, licking and sucking it with abandon. I felt her push her face down my shaft several times, forcing my head into her throat.
Without warning, she let go of my dick and turned herself around, pulling her pussy away from my face. She straddled me, resting on her knees and then guided my hard-on to her pussy. If anything, she felt even tighter than when I was pounding her on the weight bench. Her velvety soft walls squeezing me tightly as she pushed down on me as far as she could go. She hadn't even gotten fully down on me when she started slowly lifting and lowering herself, slowly working down further on my fat shaft.
When her bare ass pressed against my thighs, she leaned towards me, pressing her cheek to mine.
"Close your eyes," she whispered as she started moving again. "Use your hands to feel my body, feel my tits, feel how ready I am for you. Remember how I looked in my workout clothes as you stood behind your wife, staring at her ass. Now think of me there, on the bike, my tight little ass bouncing up and down with each pedal stroke. That's it. Picture me there. You want to pull my pants down. You know you do," she whispered as she pumped herself up and down on my shaft, teasing my body and mind towards climax. "Reach out and pull them down while I ride, sliding them down over my butt, pulling them down until you can see my sexy little pussy," she cooed softly. "Do you want to stick it in me? Standing there stroking yourself, watching my now naked pussy."
"Oh yeah," I breathed, imagining that picture.
"That's it. Just step up to the bike and rub your head on my lips. So soft and smooth and sexy. Can you feel your head spread my lips, my slick juices coating your big fat mushroom head? I can feel it. I want you to push it into me. I push my ass back at you, begging you to push it in. Finally you do. You push slowly into me, letting my pedaling action work you into me, each stroke pulling and pushing me on and off you. Sliding deeper and deeper into me. I can feel you there too, filling me with your big fat shaft. In and out. Your head stroking my vagina, teasing me closer and closer to climax. I want you to come with me. I beg you to come with me as my pussy starts to clench and grip you. Can you feel it? Can you feel me about to climax on your fat sexy dick?"
"Oh shit yes," I groaned. "I can feel you squeezing me."
"Come for me, fill me with your cum! I'm ready for it. I want it. I wanna feel it surging in me as I slide on and off your big hard shaft.
"Ohhhhhh Damn!" I groan as my body arched and pushed up towards her. I could feel her pussy start to clench harder, her nipples hard as diamonds in my hands.
"That's it. Come for me," she groaned as her own orgasm started to wash over her. I did as she wanted. My body wasn't going to let me not do it. My body jerked hard, forcing up into her as I gushed a huge surge of cum into her. I lay with my eyes closed as she lay on me, pressing her nipples into my chest as she panted for breath. I'd moved my hands from her tits as she lay down on me and now grabbed her ass, pulling us together as she ground her clit into the base of my cock, driving me deeper into her.
"Oh God yes. Ohhhhhh. God yes," she moaned as her body trembled, her pussy spasming and squeezing my shaft. We lay on the chair, gasping for breath as we let our mutual climax fade away. "Oh my God," she whispered to me, her face pressed to mine again. "Soooo fucking good. I can't remember the last time I came so hard."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I panted.
"I hope you're up for it again."
"Once my dick rests a little," I answered breathlessly.
"Not too long. The game will be over before we know it."
She rolled on her side next to me, pulling off my shrinking cock. She lay next to me, her fingers teasing my dick as she lay half on top of me. I knew what was at stake, but I didn't see how my dick was going to be ready to go again inside the next half hour. That wasn't going to stop her from trying. As the minutes on the play clock ticked down, Diane worked with her hands, her breasts and her mouth. She managed to get me hard and was working us both toward climax again, bouncing on my lap, my cock sliding wetly in and out of her with each bounce.
"Ohhhhhh shit," my wife swore quietly.
"You should never bet what you aren't willing to lose," Tom said as he stood up, his hard dick jutting out lewdly. He wasn't nearly as big as I was, though he was probably as long. He stepped over to my wife and stood expectantly.
"Shit," my wife said as she stood up. She stepped to the middle of the room and bent over.
"Wait," Trish said as Tom stepped behind my wife.
"For what?" Tom asked, my wife straightening up. "Let me talk to Nancy for a minute first."
"If you want," Tom said, stepping back. Trish walked over to my wife and drew her to the kitchen and the two talked quietly for a couple short minutes before walking back in.
My wife walked to the sofa and sat down, Trish standing in the middle of the room. "Okay Tom. Here I am."
"What? I don't get it," he said as he got up again.
"Easy, I'm taking her place. You don't mind, do you?"
"What? Getting to fuck you instead of her? Hell no I don't mind!" he answered eagerly as he stepped behind her. He grabbed his dick as she bent over between us and the TV. He rubbed his cock up and down her slit a few times and then grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, forcing his cock into her tight little pussy.
Diane twisted to watch her husband start fucking Trish, driving in and out of her until his body slapped against her bare ass. Her tits, hanging slightly below her chest, swung and wiggled wildly as he pounded into her. Diane began to ride up and down my shaft again, facing away from her husband again. I, however, couldn't seem to take my eyes off Trish as he pounded into her. I felt my orgasm climbing, growing by the moment until I closed my eyes and tilted my head back with loud groan.
"FUCK YES!" Diane cried as she felt my cock surge in her, pumping cum into her again, feeling like I was draining the last little bits of me into her pussy. Her body shuddered and I felt her squeeze around me as she climaxed with me, doing what she'd promised, only slightly too late.
Tom pounded into Trish, pulling her hips with each thrust, ramming hard into her. The look on her face was anything but pleasure. As I lay panting, my cock still jerking and twitching inside Diane, realizing that Trish took my wife's place, not for pleasure, but something else completely. She was putting up with him using her, but for what gain? Something she had worked out with my wife, apparently.
"Uhhhhhh!" Tom grunted as his body jerked hard, jamming his cock hard into Trish. He stood behind her, his cock clearly pumping his cum deep into her. After nearly a minute he pulled out of her pussy and stepped back, sitting down on the recliner with his flagging cock dripping cum. Trish straightened and walked out of the room and down the hall towards the bathroom without a word. Diane rolled off my cock and lay next to me in the recliner, laying her head on my shoulder where she could see my shrinking dick and her husband.
My wife got up and headed to the kitchen to start preparing dinner. After a few minutes, I coaxed Diane out of my chair and then followed my wife, stepping behind her and wrapping my arms around her waist. I pulled us together and kissed her neck.
"She didn't have to do that. I would have," my wife whispered.
"I know you would have. But you shouldn't have had to. She had me close, but just not quite there. I'm sorry."
"It's not your fault. It's hard to come that many times that close together."
"It is."
"So, it was a bad bet on my part."
"Why did she?"
"Trish?"
"Yeah."
"She knew I didn't want to. I'd kind of overextended myself on that."
"Didn't look like she wanted to either."
"She offered to take it for me... for a price."
"And that price is?"
"Next week she gets you for the first half."
"Gets me?"
"Uh huh. Anything she wants."
"Anything?" I asked.
"Yep. Anything she wants," she said as she put down the knife. She turned in my arms to face me and pulled herself against me with her arms around my neck. "Was she good?"
"Who?"
"Diane. Was she good?"
"Not bad," I said with a shrug.
"Did you like fucking her?"
"I'd be lying if I said no."
"You want to fuck her again?"
"Maybe."
"Is it like Tom says? Is it more fun to fuck someone who isn't your wife?"
I took a deep breath. "If I packed you a salami sandwich every day for lunch, except one day, I packed a turkey sandwich even though you love salami sandwiches, the turkey sandwich would seem special, wouldn't it? I mean if you always had salami, it'd be fun to have that turkey sandwich, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah. I guess."
"Well, I love my salami sandwiches, but it was fun to have a couple different kinds of sandwiches today. But if I had that all the time, it'd soon get old, wouldn't it?"
"I suppose."
"There's your answer."
"Okay. I'm not sure today was as much fun as I thought. I really liked what we did together in the chair, even with the girls watching, and maybe even Tom. I enjoyed having you get me off like we did when we were first together. I guess I didn't even mind when Tom wanted to fuck my thighs. I mean I kinda started it so I couldn't exactly say no. Even when he pulled my underwear down it was still okay. But it kind of started going downhill when he went further. I guess maybe that's why I made that stupid bet. I wanted to get back at him and having him watch you fucking his wife seemed like a good way to do it."
"But it didn't turn out that way?"
"It didn't. I figured she'd have an easy time getting you off twice."
"She almost made it. But that isn't the real issue, is it?"
"No," she said with a frown. "I didn't mind you having sex with her in the workout room. Actually, I kind of enjoyed it. Maybe it was because it was spontaneous, or maybe because I was part of it, but I didn't mind it. But today, with both Trish and Diane, it felt different. It wasn't enjoyable to watch. It kind of felt awkward. Maybe even forced. It wasn't fun for me."
"What about me and Diane under the mistletoe the other day? I mean we were getting pretty hot and heavy there and you didn't seem to mind. Hell, I thought you were encouraging it."
She thought a second. "That turned me on. Made me really horny. If we hadn't had to go to work, I might have joined in and helped you undress her. I don't even really mind that you had sex with Sam. I wasn't there, but it doesn't bother me. Maybe because she seduced you? I don't know."
"So what do you want to do?"
"Well, for starters, I'm not letting Tom fuck me again," she said with a frown. "Otherwise, we're all still naked. I guess we eat dinner and see what happens."
"Sounds like a plan. You want some help?"
"Actually, Diane can help me here. Why don't you go check on Trish."
"Sure," I said before giving her a peck on the lips.
I let go and walked down the hall towards the master bedroom, none of the lights in the other rooms on besides the master bedroom. She wasn't in there, but she was in the master bath. I walked in and saw her in the shower, standing with the water cascading down her back as she rested her head and hands against the tile wall. I stepped behind her and laid my hands on her hips gently. She reached for my hands and drew them slowly from her hips to her breasts, pulling me towards her until I was pressed against her bare ass.
I held her breasts and gently cupping them. "Why?" I asked.
"I did it for you."
"For me? I don't understand."
She lifted her head, let the water pour over it for a few moments and then leaned it back, pulling her face from under the water. She lifted her hands to her face and squeegeed the water from her face and the top of her head, her short cropped hair no longer streaming water. She leaned her head back against my shoulder, pressing her back against my chest. "I've known men like Tom, a lot of men like Tom. I've had sex with men like him. They're all about their own gratification, nothing about the woman they're having sex with. I doubt your wife has ever had to put up with that kind of sex. She's spoiled. She's been having sex with you forever. She wouldn't do well with that kind of guy."
"But you would?"
"I've been there. I knew what to expect. He didn't have sex with me or make love to me or anything. He used me, plain and simple. He used my pussy as his little fuck toy and when he was done...well, you were there."
"I was. I'm sorry."
"It was worth it," she said quietly.
"It was?"
"Well, it will be... next week. But for now, I could really use an orgasm. You want to help me with that?"
"I guess it's the least I could do," I answered.
"And that's why you'll NEVER be THAT kind of man!" she whispered. She reached for one of my hands and pulled it from her breast and pushed it down between her legs. "Make me come Scott. Make me come like you made your wife come."
I started to stroke her pussy with two fingers, the shower water cascading down her body, between her legs and over my fingers. I stroked my fingers up and down her slit working them between her lips until I could feel her pubic bone. I let my index finger find her clit with each stroke and teased over and around it, stroking the hard little nub and feeling her body respond, her hips moving ever so slightly in time with my strokes. I felt one of her hands slip between us and find my partly hard dick, wrapping around it instead of leaving it nestled between her ass cheeks.
With my other hand I moved from breast to breast, gently squeezing and massaging each one before letting my fingers squeeze and twist each hard nipple. Her hand started to stroke me, rubbing both her ass and my body as she gripped my cock between our still squeezed together bodies. "Put it in me," she moaned. "Put your sexy cock into my pussy."
"I doubt I can come again, not after three times already."
"I don't care. I just want to feel you in me when I come," she moaned, pushing away from me slightly to bend back over under the water. She tilted my dick down and pulled me towards her, rubbing my head around between her cheeks until she found her pussy, and then guided my head to the entrance to her vagina. "Just push it in," she moaned softly.
I pressed forward, my head slipping into her pussy. I forced a couple inches into her and then pulled back, trying to lubricate her pussy with her own juices. Water cascaded off her back and ran down her butt and over her pussy, washing away what I was drawing from her with my cock, both her juices and the remains of Tom's efforts. I wasn't worried about coming myself, I could tell I was a LONG way from it. But I could tell her body was growing closer by the moment. I continued to slide in and out of her, one hand stroking her clit and the other teasing a nipple.
Her climax was hard and fast. Her pussy clenched around me and her whole body stiffened, only her legs trembling the slightest bit as the water cascaded over her body. I pushed in and out slowly, trying to coax her climax to hang longer. All too soon her body softened, and she sagged away from me. I pulled from her and released my grip around her hip. She turned in the spray and practically launched herself at me, pressing her body to mine, and her lips against mine. She kissed me aggressively, breathing into me as she panted for breath, unwilling to break the kiss even to take a breath. Finally after nearly two minutes she pulled away, stepping back and turning away to turn off the water.
"I'm sorry. Your wife is one hell of a lucky woman," she said before moving past me, trying not to look at me. She practically ran out of the shower and bathroom, not even stopping to dry off. By the time I dried and walked to the family room, she was dressed and gone.
"What was that about?" my wife asked. "She said thanks for the fun, pulled on her pants and coat and dashed out the door. What happened?"
"I helped her climax. She kissed me thank you and then ran off. I don't understand at all."
"Me either," my wife said. I looked around and realized that while Diane was still here, and still naked, Tom was dressed and gone.
The three of us ate dinner and then lounged together in one recliner, gently stroking each other, but none of us trying to make the other climax. As the evening wore on, Diane excused herself and went home, leaving the two of us alone.
"I'm kind of confused." I whispered.
"About what?"
I chuckled. "I'm laying here, naked, with you naked, having just had sex in front of and with our friends and neighbors and you ask about what? Two weeks ago you'd have been completely appalled at even the suggestion of going braless in front of any of them, yet today...today you encouraged me to have sex with not one, but two other women. You let another man put his dick between your thighs while you laid on me while you helped another woman fuck me. How can I not be confused? How can I not be concerned? What's going on?"
She was silent for long seconds, almost as if she were trying to figure out what she could say or how to say it. Finally she leaned over and kissed me with a long wet kiss. I could see a little tear run down her cheek as she broke the kiss. She pushed off of me and walked away, toward the bedroom, without a word. I've seen that walk before. It's her please don't follow me walk. It's the walk she uses when she wants me to know she wants to be alone. I've not seen it a lot, usually only after we've had some argument. But there was no argument. There was no explanation. Just a kiss and a tear. By the time I followed about ten minutes later, she was in bed, either sleeping or pretending to sleep. I climbed into bed and turned off the lights, understanding no more than I had half an hour before. I lay awake wondering if there was something going on that I needed to be concerned about. I was pretty sure she wasn't cheating on me. She hadn't been to the doctor recently, so some kind of fatal illness wasn't likely. I was mystified as to what could possibly have changed her so completely from the woman i'd known for the last three decades. The only thing that I could point to was that stupid comment when we were looking at the comet. That seemed to be the night when things changed. But let's face it, wishes on stars were something you told children to do to make them feel better. They didn't actually come true, did they?
I fell asleep, having not drawn any conclusion, only more confusion.
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Day 9 -- Monday
If you can imagine a normal day, this had to be it. The two of us had been pretty much sexed out the night before, so getting ready for work was a little bit of teasing, but no outright sex. She did look hot as hell as she went out the door.
I got myself finished up and headed into work. I was first there, as usual, and headed to my office. I left my office door open and kept watch for Trish to come in. Almost everyone else had gotten in before she showed up. I picked up my phone, dialed her extension and when she answered, asked her to come to my office.
I got up and pulled one of the spare chairs around from in front of my desk to the side as she walked the short distance from her desk to my door. I was still standing when she stepped in. "Close the door please," I said quietly.
She closed the door and stepped to my desk a little nervously. She had on a short dress that looked extremely sexy on her, stockings or pantyhose and high heels.
"Sit," I said, softly, sitting down in my own chair. I scooted towards her and leaned towards her as she settled in the chair. "You alright?"
"Yeah. I'm alright," she said softly.
"The way you left last night. I wasn't sure."
"I couldn't stay any longer," she whispered. "You're married and I'm not into stealing other women's men."
"Stealing me? Why would you think you were stealing me? Everything that happened was consensual. We all knew what we were doing, right?"
"I thought so...until that kiss. All of a sudden I wanted you."
"You had me already."
"No. Not like that. I wanted you with me, in my house, in my bed, waking up with me in the morning and having sex in the shower, having sex with me when we go to sleep. That way."
"Oh," I whispered. "I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to be sorry for. You just did what you do. What you always do with your wife. That kiss... It was... Loving. We just had sex and all I could think about was doing it again with you, feeling you stroke into me until you came in me, to see your face when you came. I knew that's exactly how your wife must feel every morning, every time you kiss her. I just didn't want to let that grow," she said, looking at her hands in her lap.
I rolled my chair closer to her, reaching out and resting a hand on her knee. "Trish. I didn't mean to cause a problem. I mean, when you came over I had no idea we were going to have sex. It just kind of happened. I'm not going to hold anything against you, if that's what you're worried about."
She looked up at me a little surprised. "I never thought that. I know you wouldn't ever do anything like that. That's not the kind of person you are."
"Then why do you look like you just lost your best friend?"
"Because, right now, all I want to do is to lay myself on your desk and let you fuck me, just to feel you in me again. I know I can't, but that's what I want. I've always respected you. Now in addition to respecting you professionally, personally I want you. Oh, I know I can't ever have you in the have you at home sense, but now, here? Oh yeah. I want you bad."
She stood up, reached behind her back, and in seconds her dress was sliding down her body, leaving her naked except for her stockings and heels. "You can have me any time you want. Just ask and I'll come in here and suck you or fuck you or let you take me any way you want. All I ask is that you treat me with the same gentleness you did last night."
"Trish. I had a lot of fun with you last night, and yes, I'd love to have more fun that way, but are you sure you wanna go there? I mean, what about a boyfriend or something?"
"I don't have one, and if I did, he'd have to be as gentle and caring as you are. If not, I'm not interested," she said as she stepped towards me. She reached out for my head and gently stroked my hair as she stood in front of me. She lifted one foot and rested it on the arm of my chair, spreading her legs wide. "Please lick me," she whispered. "All the wetness there is me, no one else. Definitely nothing left of what Tom put there."
"I wasn't exactly worried about that, but having sex at work isn't the best idea. We could get into a lot of trouble," I said quietly, looking at her pussy only inches from my face. I could smell how excited she was already, her lips glistening with her juices. I leaned towards her the last couple inches and reached my tongue out for her pussy.
"Ohhhhh yesssss," she moaned softly as I stroked my tongue up her lips. I stroked again, spreading her lips with the tip of my tongue until I felt her hard clit. Her body jerked slightly as I flicked across it, a slight gasp coming from her. "yessssssss" she whispered softly.
"Is this a private party, or can anyone join?" I heard Sam ask as the office door clicked shut.
Trish whipped her head around and pulled her leg down. "Sorry. I was just leaving," she mumbled as she stepped to her dress and picked it up to sort it out.
Sam walked the rest of the few dozen feet to where we were and reached out, putting a hand on Trish's dress. "You don't have to. I wasn't intending to interrupt, just maybe...join in?"
Trish looked at her for a few seconds and then went back to trying to step into her dress. "I shouldn't have... I mean we shouldn't..."
Sam reached out for her arms and gripped them gently. "Trish, stop. It's me, Sam." Trish stopped what she was doing and stood looking at Sam. "Trust me, I know how you feel. I came to work hoping to feel him in me again too. After Friday."
"It did look like you were enjoying it," Trish said quietly.
"I thought someone was watching, but I wasn't sure who," Sam said as she reached up behind her neck. She undid several buttons across her left shoulder and then reached down to the hem of the sweater dress she had on. She pulled it up and off, dropping it on the floor, leaving her in nothing but high heels. "So, should we enjoy his attentions for a few minutes before we get back to work?"
"You really want to have sex with both of us?" Trish asked.
"Honey, I don't care if I had to strip on the street corner, as long as I get to feel him do to me what he did Friday!"
"You too, huh?" Trish asked, looking back at me. She looked back at Sam. "You sure?"
"I am if you are. But I can tell you that he has a meeting at ten."
"Sam, Trish," I said, standing up. "As flattered as I am, to be wanted by both of you, we really can't be doing this. Imagine what would happen if we got caught?"
Sam took the half step towards me reaching for my belt. "It would be a horrible scandal. Imagine, the head of the department fucking not only his secretary, but one of his workers?" she said as she worked to undo my belt despite my attempts to prevent it. Despite my best efforts to fend off her hands, my pants were sliding down my legs, leaving me covered by the extremely scant briefs my wife had bought me, and the tail of my dress shirt. I was glad of the shirt tail, since I'd had a raging boner since I started playing with Trish's pussy. She started working on the buttons of my shirt while I stood there shaking my head.
"I don't think you got the idea," I said to her.
"Oh I got it just fine. You need to start wearing things that are easier to take off if we're gonna sneak fucking in during the day," Sam said with a giggle.
"And if someone walks in on us?" I asked as Sam knelt down in front of me and pulled my briefs down, exposing my dick.
"You want this, Trish?" Sam asked, looking up at a very unsure Trish. "I bet he wouldn't mind if you bent over his desk," she added with a grin.
"Seriously? You want me to just bend over his desk?"
"Honey, we don't have a lot of time. If you don't want to, I will!"
Trish looked at me and then took a step back. "I think I'll wait," she said, squatting down and picking up her dress. "I'm not sure a rushed quickie is exactly what I want," she said as she stepped into her dress. "You two have fun. I'll just let myself out."
"If that's how you want it?" Sam said, turning to face the door. She sidestepped between me and the desk and then bent over, leaning over the desk and resting her elbows on it. She wiggled her ass side to side, waiting for me. "Well? Don't want to take all day, do we?"
"Sam," I said quietly, resting a hand on her bare ass.
"I know, I know we shouldn't be doing this. We're both married and you're my boss. But honestly, I don't care," she said, straightening up and turning back towards me. She sat back onto the edge of the desk and reached down to grab my dick. She pulled me towards her, using my dick as a handle, guiding me between her legs as she lifted and spread them. She leaned back further as she pulled me towards her, aiming my fat mushroom head at her pussy. "Now, we're both seriously turned on, so why don't we see if we can get a little mutual satisfaction?"
"Sam," I started to say as she hooked her heels around me and pulled on my ass with her feet. I slowly sunk into her hot wet depths. "Oh shit," I groaned softly as I slid deeper and deeper into her. "Maybe just a quickie."
"That's all I'm asking for," she moaned. "Just make me come around this fantastic cock."
"Somehow I don't think that'll be a problem," I whispered as I started to stroke in and out of her slowly.
"Me either," Sam whispered back as she released my ass from the grip of her heels. She spread her legs wide, letting me slide in deeper with each stroke.
In and out I pumped, pushing quickly in until I was almost fully into her, and then jamming even deeper. Each impact made her soft tits bounce and roll on her chest, the sight pushing me even closer to climax, along with the sensations of my plunging cock. I could tell that her own climax was racing towards its pinnacle faster and faster, her legs and arms starting to tremble as I held her hips and plunged into her. I moved my right hand up to her chest. I gripped one of her tits, squeezing it between my fingers and palm as I pounded into her faster.
"Oh shit. Yes. I'm coooooommmmmmiiiiinnnngggg!' she squealed quietly as her pussy squeezed around me, her whole body shaking harder as her climax washed over her. "Oh God. Come for me. Let me feel you come!" she begged breathlessly.
She didn't have to wait long. Less than half a dozen strokes more and my body took over. It jerked spasmodically, jamming me hard into her and gushing a surge of hot cum deep into her pussy. I stood leaning against her, holding myself deep in her as my cock surged shot after shot of cum into her.
Finally I stood panting, my twitching cock no longer adding to the copious load I'd left in her. "That what you wanted?"
"Ohhhh yes. It is. Maybe another time we'll have more time, and you can do to me what you started to do to Trish. I wouldn't at all mind feeling you make me climax that way. Something my husband hasn't done to me...well... since we were married."
"Sounds like your husband doesn't much care for making you feel good."
"Trust me, making me feel good isn't on his radar," she said as I pulled out of her, and she slipped off my desk. I pulled my pants up as she stepped to her dress and pulled it on. With both of us dressed, she stepped to me and gave me a quick kiss. "We better get some work done, or someone will wonder," she said with wink.
I stepped out at lunch time to try and catch Trish and talk to her, but she was already gone. I felt like she was avoiding me. But then I guess she had a reason to. I saw her at her desk all afternoon, but decided to let her choose when to talk, or anything else. Honestly, I wasn't sure at all what to tell her if she came in and wanted to talk about it again. Mostly I was worried about her, and how she was going to be.
"So, I had an interesting morning," I said to my wife as we ate dinner.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. It started out with a visit from Trish. Actually, I called her into my office. I wanted to make sure she was okay. She seemed really upset when she left last night."
"She did, didn't she. Did she say why?"
"As I understand it, it was because she realized last night that I was the kind of guy she wanted, and she wasn't going to steal your man."
"That's nice of her. Not that I'd let go all that easily. So what happened?"
"Well, she took off her dress and threw herself at me, told me I could have her any time, any place, as long a I treated her as gently as I did last night in the shower."
"Did you?"
"Didn't really get a chance. Sam came in and wanted to horn in. Trish left, leaving me alone with a naked and horny Sam."
"Oooooooo. Did you?"
"Just a quickie," I said with a shrug. "I guess her husband doesn't treat her very well, sexually I mean."
"There seems to be a lot of that going around. You do know that you can't be every troubled woman's fuck toy, right?" my wife said with a frown.
"That's why I'd like you to say something to Sam. I thought you said you had it all worked out with her."
"So did I. I'm clearly going to have to talk to her again," she said with a scowl. "What are you going to do with Trish?"
"I dunno. Just not sure what to do," I said quietly.
"Well, be gentle. She's a sweet young woman and there's no point hurting her. I'm sure with a little talk you can work it out."
"Maybe, but I'm not sure that working it out will end up not involving sex."
"Well, I know you. You'll give in to make her feel better, even if it doesn't make you feel better. I guess that's part of your charm," she said, reaching across the table and stroking my hand. "I don't blame you. I kind of started this with Denise, and now it's gotten a bit out of hand. Years ago you talked about wanting to try something some time with multiple partners, and I thought this was the perfect opportunity. Somehow it got sooooo out of hand yesterday. I honestly don't know what I was thinking... to bet my body? Trish kind of saved my ass on it, but I still don't understand why."
"She did it for me. She said that she'd had sex with guys like Tom before and that you had no idea what you were in for. She was right. He used her as a place to get off, never caring about how it felt for her or even letting her get an orgasm. It's no wonder Diane jumped at the chance to get fucked by me."
"Ohhhhhh. I could have taken it. But she's right, I wouldn't have been very happy, especially if he came in me like he did her. Since we met, I've never had another man's sperm in me. I'm honestly not sure how I'd react to it now. Hell, just having his dick in me was a bit of a shock. If I hadn't already been so close to orgasm I probably would have slapped him silly," she said, her finger stroking my hand. "I guess I got mad at how he was treating his own wife and wanted to stuff his face in it. That's why I did it. Stupid reason. The question is... now what do I do?"
"What'd you mean?" I asked curiously.
She got up and stepped around the table, pushing my chair back. She sat on my lap sideways, her legs hanging over my right leg. With her arms around my neck, she pulled my face towards her, pressing me to her soft breasts through the dress top. "I created a monster. Sam wants to fuck you silly; Diane wants you any time she can sneak one in, and now I feel like I owe Trish. I love you, but it's not fair to you to expect you to ignore those kinds of advances, even with the amount of sex I'm giving you here. Guys are wired to have sex with other partners. It's in your genes from the days of cavemen. Same with animals. You're wired to impregnate as many women as you can to expand the gene pool. I can't fault you for that. Society says you should be monogamous, and you were, up until I threw that under the bus. So I ask again, what should I do?"
"I wish I knew," I answered, holding her tightly to me. "But I know I love you and you're the one I wanna be going to bed with and waking up with every morning. I don't HAVE to have sex with other people as long as I have you."
"That isn't what you said a few months ago."
"No?"
"Uh uh. You said, and I quote, 'We might be getting old, but my body still wants to have sex with you a hell of a lot more than once a month."
"We were arguing. I didn't mean that literally."
"Yes you did. And you were right, mostly. Maybe not quite once a month, but when I thought about it, I could see how often you were asking, and I was turning you away. I'm kind of surprised you didn't go find someone else to fuck, as horny as you had to be all the time. How did you manage anyway?" she asked seriously, pulling away enough to look down at me.
"Internet porn and mister right hand," I said quietly.
"Ohhhhhh sweetie. I'm sorry," she answered, pulling my head to her chest tightly. "Let's see if we can find some other way to keep your hand busy without having to resort to that, okay?"
"Sure," I answered, not really sure any longer how we ever got on this topic.
"Now, about Sam. I'll talk to her again. But Trish, you do what you have to there. I suspect a few times and she'll tire of it."
The doorbell rang, and my wife frowned as she looked at her watch. "DAMN! I was hoping for a little after dinner loving."
"So why not?" I asked as my wife pushed off my lap.
"Did I forget to mention that Lydia is coming tonight instead of tomorrow night?"
"Oh," I answered as she pushed off my lap and headed for the front door.
My wife cared a lot about her sister. Fortunately we got along well since my wife frequently invited her on family type outings and of course all holidays. A year older than my wife, she's been married and divorced twice. I wouldn't call them carbon copies of each other in any way. There were times when I wondered if they even really were sisters. Where my wife had soft curly brown hair that she had to constantly work at to keep straight, Lydia had straight dishwater blonde hair that almost refused to take a curl, even when she wanted it to. They were both roughly equal in body size, same height, same hips size, etc., but bust was another matter altogether. Where I considered my wife to be pleasantly large at thirty-eight double D, her sister got the really big tit gene with a pair of massive thirty-eight F boobs.
I'd never seen her tits all the way bare, but a few years ago she decided to try and wear a bikini at the lake with us, which ended up disastrously, at least for the bikini top. While the large triangles covered her massive mammaries, the bouncing in the boat was more than the top would take, and she ended up wearing a t-shirt the rest of the day. Not that I complained all that much. When we went swimming the t-shirt gave me enough of a look that my wife made me turn around while Lydia climbed back in the boat and wrung the shirt out before I was allowed to look again.
The most frustrating thing with Lydia was that she was a tease. She KNEW that I wouldn't do anything. She was one hundred percent confident that no matter how much she teased me, I'd just smile and walk away. One time we were playing pool and she wanted to bet underwear. Another occasion at the lake we were swimming and she wanted to race me from one point to another with the loser having to take off their suit for the swim back. A few times she stepped into the bathroom and if I was where I could see in, she'd leave the door open while she pushed down her pants or pulled her skirt up, showing off her underwear. Over the years she'd teased me in about every way possible, but the last couple years, since her last divorce, her teases had become much more overtly sexual in nature. Instead of suggestive comments and partial body flashes, she'd graduated to physical actions. Things like patting or rubbing my ass as she walked by, rub her hand across my crotch when no one was looking, backing up into me with her butt and rub it back and forth across me. But her all time favorite seemed to be sitting as close as possible to me so her hands could tease me when no one was looking.



With all that had happened in the last few days, I'd almost forgotten she was coming. I sighed and got up from my chair and walked to the living room where my wife was greeting her.
"Scott! How nice to see you again!" Lydia said, stepping towards where I'd stopped, wrapping her arms around me for a hug, her huge tits pressing into my chest through her open coat front. I let my arms go around her to hug her back resting them on her lower back. I felt her grind her pelvis against the hard-on I didn't even realize I had as we hugged.
"Good to see you too Lydia. Have a good trip down?"
"Long as usual. But I'm sure it'll get better," she said brightly, not letting go of the hug yet. "Tell me sis, does your husband ALWAYS run around with a big hard-on, or is he just really glad to see me?"
"Well, you know Scott. Always ready to please!" my wife said with a naughty looking grin. "Scott, don't you think she deserves a kiss?"
"A kiss?" I asked in confusion.
"You did stop under the mistletoe on purpose just to steal a kiss from my sister, didn't you?"
I looked up and groaned softly. I had inadvertently stopped under the mistletoe that had already caused me all kinds of problems.
"Mistletoe? How sweet. Of course I'll take a kiss," Lydia said with a grin. I sighed again and leaned my face to hers, lowering it the couple inches needed to match our heights. I gave her a short kiss on the lips and then pulled away. "You call that a kiss? Come on here stud. Give me a real kiss!"
With everything that had happened in the last few days, giving her a "real" kiss wouldn't be any more outlandish than what I'd already done standing on this same spot, and it might be just what she needed to get her to back off on the teasing. I mean, there's got to be a limit to what she'll do with her brother-in-law in front of her own sister.
I let go of her waist, pulled my hands back and then slide them inside her nearly knee length coat reaching both hands around her and down to her butt as I lowered my face to hers again. I pressed my lips to her and used my tongue to coax her lips open. She tilted her head to one side and began to kiss back, her tongue dueling with mine and her lips sucking on mine as we stood embracing. I could feel the slickness of her yoga pants under my hands and figured that with her long coat I could get away giving her more than she bargained for. Going for shock value, I moved my hands up to her waist and pushed her yoga pants down with my hands sliding inside them, my fingers pushing her panties down as well. I didn't stop pushing until they were down on her thighs and her whole ass was bare to my hands.
I'd expected her to be shocked and even pull away, but instead I felt her pull a hand from my back and slide down between us. She pulled her pelvis from mine and began to rub my hard-on with her hand through the front of my pants. Two could play this game, and I knew damn well I had the upper hand. I slipped one hand from her bare ass around to her front. I could feel the curls on her mound as I pressed my fingers against her body and then between her legs. I felt her groan into my mouth as I let my middle finger slip between her very wet lips, stroking her clit as we continued to kiss for a few more moments. She finally pulled away from my face and looked at me, her hand squeezing my dick through my pants.
"I'll tell you one thing sis. Your husband can really kiss when he wants too. No wonder you have mistletoe hanging up. If he kissed me any more I think I'd have to throw his ass on the ground and fuck his brains out!"
"Well, I have to admit, he does have that effect at times."
Lydia stepped away from me and pulled her coat closed around her to shield the fact that her pants were around her thighs. "I think I better go use the bathroom before I do anything else. It was a pretty long drive."
"You know where it is," my wife said as Lydia stepped past me and headed for the bathroom, leaving me standing with a grin on my face.
My wife stepped over to me and slipped her hands around my waist. "So, just what did you do?" she asked in a whisper.
"Promise you won't get mad?"
"I can't promise that, but I'll try not to. Now what did you do?"
"I got tired of her teasing me all the time and figured it was time to put an end to it. So I pulled down her pants and played with her pussy."
"Oh SCOTT! You didn't!" she exclaimed in shock. "Really?"
"Yep. She's been sexually teasing me since her divorce. I figured it was time that I pushed it past her comfort level and maybe she'd stop."
"Oh honey," she said, shaking her head. She lowered her head to my shoulder and shook slightly as she laughed quietly. "You DO NOT know my sister. You may have just unleashed a beast," she said trying to suppress the laugh.
"Uh oh," I said quietly.
"Yeah. Uh oh," she said, lifting her head and looking at me. She leaned to me and kissed me softly. "So, you gonna give ME a real kiss? Or do you save those just for my sister?"
"I'll be happy to give you a real kiss," I answered, leaning towards her and kissing her lips. I let my hands slide down her back to her butt. I bunched up her skirt in my hands until I could feel her slick little underwear she had on. I pushed her panties down to her thighs and then, as we embraced, I slid a hand around to her pussy. I felt her moan into my mouth as I slipped my fingers between her legs and one finger between her wet lips. I stroked my finger back and forth across her clit as she worked her hands between us to undo my pants. I felt my slacks slide down my legs and them my tiny briefs pushed down. Her hands wrapped around my already excited cock and started stroking it slowly. I moved my free hand to her chest and began to rub one of her tits through the material.
"Why don't you open my dress. You'll like the new bra I have on," she whispered as she broke the kiss for a few moments.
I did as she instructed, one handedly undoing the buttons that ran down the front of her dress. I slipped my hand into the gap and found the little plastic clasp between her breasts. It took a few moments for me to figure out how to do it one handed, but when I succeed, the cups pulled apart, leaving her breasts supported with a framework of straps, holding them up as if the were still in the bra cups, but now the entire front of each one was exposed to my hand.
"Much better," she cooed as I stroked her pussy and nipple. "But I think you should move your finger."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. If you want this there," she said, squeezing my dick. I moved my hand from her pussy and held the hem up to leave her bare pussy exposed. She leaned my dick down and slipped it between her legs. I felt her arch her back and then the delightful feeling of her pussy engulfing my dick.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh," she moaned softly, pressing her lips to mine again as she pushed herself onto my dick. She rocked her hips while I moved my other hand to her other breast, now squeezing and teasing both nipples at the same time. We tried to keep contact with each other's lips, and frequently broke the kiss with a giggle as we failed, before trying again.
"Oh God. There's so much pressure on my clit it's gonna make me come," she breathed. "So close. Ohhhhh so close," she gasped as she rocked her hips, sliding me in and out of her and sliding her clit along the top of my shaft. "Oh my God does this feel good! Why haven't we done this before?"
"I don't know, but you're going to put us both over the top at this rate," I groaned softly.
"Good. I want you to come with me."
"Then you better hurry," I groaned in reply, the urgency for me to push into her growing by the moment. It seemed like each time she pushed herself onto me, I was going to explode in her as I tried to hold back the inevitable.
"I am. Oh shit lover. OHHHHHHH!" she squeaked as her body started to squeeze tighter around me. I let my body start to rock in opposite motion to her, driving me into her as her strokes grew shorter with her orgasm taking over her body. It only took a few dozen strokes and my own body jammed into her as far as it could. I held her and we kissed each other hard as my body jerked and spurted shot after shot into her spasming pussy. "Ohhhhh God," she panted as she broke the kiss. "You can kiss me like that any time you want."
"I was going to say the same thing. This was...quite erotic."
"Oh fuck!" I heard from the kitchen. My wife and I both looked over and saw her sister sitting on the edge of the counter, her pants pulled to her knees, which were pushed apart as far as the pants would allow, her fingers pushing in and out of her climaxing pussy.
"Oh damn," my wife said, pulling off my dick. She pulled her dress closed and then walked quickly past her still climaxing sister towards the bedroom, leaving me standing there with my cock hanging out.
I pulled my pants up and then followed my wife, trying not to stare at Lydia's pussy as I walked past. I found my wife in the bedroom nearly naked, changing her clothes. All she had left on were her stockings and high heels. I stepped behind her and pulled her to me, wrapping both arms around her. I held her for a few moments, and then turned her enough to allow me to lean my head down and kiss her left breast. I gently kissed all around it until I felt her reach up and pull my head to her breast. Only then did I close my lips around her nipple and suck it into my mouth. She moaned softly as I teased her hard nub. She took two steps back until she could sit on the bed, and then she pulled me down on top of her. I let go of her left nipple and moved to her right, sucking it in as well.
"You know me so well," she whispered. "I love having my nipples sucked after having sex. It helps keep that warm feeling flowing through my body.
"I know," I answered with a grin.
"I don't believe we just did that."
"What have sex in front of your sister?"
"YES!" she said emphatically.
"Why? We had sex in front of Tom and Diane. That didn't seem to bother you."
"That's because we were all involved in it. I mean, you were fucking his wife, so what was there to be embarrassed about? But this was my sister!"
"Who seemed to enjoy it just fine. Did you see her fucking herself with her fingers? She was having a very nice orgasm."
"How do you know it was nice?"
I chuckled. "Cuz how much she was leaking. I mean she was literally dripping all over the floor."
"Oh that's funny. She really made herself come that hard watching us? We must be awfully good looking doing it."
"Or she's not getting any anywhere else," I answered as I lay on top of her looking down at her. I wiggled up just a little further to kiss her and softly kissed her lips. "And no, I am NOT volunteering to take care of that. Sister or not."
"I wouldn't ask you to," she answered. "Now, unless you're going to put that dick someplace, why don't we get up and go see sis. I'm sure there's lot to catch up on."
"I don't think it's quite ready yet," I said as I pushed up off of her, my partly hard dick drooping as I stood between her legs. "Damn you look sexy like that. Just stockings and heels? I love it."
"I have an old woman's body, but I appreciate the compliment just the same."
"Trust me. You have as sexy a body as the day we met," I said as I helped her up off the bed.
She stood up and leaned towards me, pressing her body against mine. "Maybe I should walk around like this ALL the time."
"I wouldn't complain, and I guarantee you'd be well fucked if you did."
My wife giggled, gave me a kiss and then pushed me back away from her. I undressed and watched her take off her heels and stockings, my dick growing as she did. She put on a pair of spandex workout pants and a t-shirt before stepping over to me again. "You better put that away, or she's going to think you're giving her an open invitation," my wife whispered, grabbing my dick and squeezing it. "You know she's not going to stop teasing you."
"I'm a little surprised you haven't told her to knock it off," I said, wrapping my arms around her and pulling us together again.
"It wouldn't do any good. She teases you because it makes her feel sexy. Even though you don't take her up on it, she pretends you do and uses that to get off. I can only imagine what would happen if you really did respond."
"You mean, like today?"
"Oh yeah. That was not what she expected. But it seems to have had an impact. Not sure it's what you expected, but it did."
"And you're not afraid that I'm going to just throw her down some day and fuck her brains out?"
'Well, before last week, no. I wouldn't have expected you to do that even if she threw herself naked at you. Now? I don't know."
"Would it bother you if I did?"
"If you fucked my sister? I don't know. I mean, she is my sister. But she surely could stand a good fucking."
"That's true."
"You get dressed. I'm going out to talk," my wife said, without ever really answering the question, or getting dressed. I watched her walk from the bedroom in just her stockings and heels, looking back at me with a mischievous little grin. I could only imagine what that was going to result in, but I suspected I was going to be treated to just exactly what her sisters body looked like, including those fantastically huge tits.
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Day 10 -- Tue
The girls stayed up late talking as sisters are prone to do when they are catching up on all the gossip. My wife stayed naked, except for her heels and stockings, just to tease me, nearly all evening, while her sister seemed determined to tease me just as much by removing her clothing one piece at a time over the course of the evening, leaving me with a significant hardon in my pants and her as naked as my wife. As much as I was enjoying the view of her incredible tits, I gave up and went to bed a bit after ten, hoping my wife would call it a night soon enough to go around one more time. Unfortunately I was asleep before she came to bed.
In the morning my wife took her time getting up and by the time she was dressed and ready, I had lunch packed and breakfast ready to eat, including breakfast for Lydia who had yet to make her appearance. Nancy kissed me goodbye and headed off to work and I headed to the master bedroom to start getting ready for work. I stepped into the shower and turned on the water. I spent my entire shower expecting a visit. My wife had suspected that her sister would be emboldened to push the envelope further after my response to her request for a "real kiss" under the mistletoe rather than back off as I had intended. My spur of the moment actions were intended to make her realize how inappropriate her continued teasing was, and that if she kept teasing, she might end up with more than she could handle. It was probably not a good choice to make.
I finished showering, shaved and brushed my teeth. When I opened the door I froze. Sitting on the middle of the bed, completely naked, with her knees in the air and pushed apart, was Lydia.
"There he is. Wondered how long it'd take you to finish up."
"Lydia!" I said in shock. "What are you doing?"
"I thought maybe you wanted to finish that kiss."
I stepped into the bedroom and looked at her naked body. She was every bit as shapely naked as she was in a swimsuit or yoga pants or sexy dress. Her tits were indeed VERY large, and her nipples poked out from the middle of two large round pink areola. It might have been inappropriate, but that didn't stop my body from reacting to the view in front of me. I could feel my dick hardening as I stood there. "I don't think we need to be naked to kiss," I finally said.
"Well, it helps, especially if the kissing is happening on my other set of lips."
I looked at the ceiling and rolled my eyes. "In other words, you want me to kiss you down there. Don't you think your sister will object?"
"Not particularly, unless of course you fail to make me climax."
I stepped to the bed, my dick pointing straight towards her clearly wet pussy as she teased her lips with one finger. "I'm pretty sure she'd object."
"She didn't object to you pulling my pants down and playing with my pussy. And since you started it, I thought it wouldn't hurt to finish what you started."
"Lydia..." I said as she slid herself on the bed closer to the edge and to me.
"Scott..." she replied, making another slide so that her butt was almost at the edge of the bed. She stretched her feet out and hooked them around me, pulling me the last two feet towards her. My thighs pressed to the edge of the bed and my dick rested on her wet lips. "If you don't want to kiss, I'm more than willing to accept other forms of expression."
"Lydia," I said quietly as she reached for my dick and gently started to stroke it. "We can't be having sex."
"You don't want to? You don't think I look sexy?"
"You have an incredible body. I've always thought you were hot as hell. But you're my sister-in-law."
"I've spent years teasing you, trying to coax you to play with my body, to touch me. You've always refused...until last night. So here we are...naked... ready for whatever happens. The only question is... what are you going to make happen?"
"I don't think we should be doing anything, but most certainly not having sex."
She continued to rub my dick, pushing it down towards her pussy lips until my head was rubbing between her lips. I felt her pull my butt with her heels, trying to force me into her. "I think, you should just let nature take its course. You're dick clearly wants it. My pussy definitely wants it. And you do owe me from yesterday. Why not just let it happen?"
"Because you're my sister-in-law," I said with a shake of my head.
"But we're both sooooo horny! I know I am. I can feel how hard you are, why don't we just make each other feel better? Besides, didn't Nancy tell you to kiss me last night, a real kiss? That kind of sounded like she intended for you to make me feel good."
"A kiss is a kiss, not fucking," I said, pushing back and unhooking her feet from my ass. "But if it's a kiss you want..." I said as I knelt down. I leaned towards her and licked my tongue up her wet slit. Her full round, completely shaved, outer lips, framed a copious amount of inner lip which protruded dark and flowery, just like my wife's. It was a little spooky at how close the two pussies looked. I suspected that if it weren't for the patch of dark blonde curls above her slit, I might not be able to tell the difference, just based on looks.
"Oh fuck," she gasped as I drew my tongue up her slit, spreading her lips and sticking my tongue deep enough to find her clit at the end of her lips. She was indeed turned on, her juices watery and sweet tasting. I let my fingers spread her lips apart as she lifted and spread her legs wide apart for me. I licked up her slit over and over, teasing her and making her hips lift towards my face with each stroke. I reached down to my dick and stroked myself as I licked her, my own excitement growing by the moment. She moaned and cried louder and louder as I worked her closer to climax. I knew she was about to climax and I was horny as hell after licking her, but I still wasn't going to fuck her. She was my sister-in-law and it wouldn't be fair to my wife to do that. She could probably accept fingering her or licking her, but definitely NOT fucking her! I pulled my face from her pussy and stood up between her legs. I stood there for a moment and stroked my cock, looking at her wet pussy and her big tits which she was busy squeezing and playing with.
I lowered my cock to her pussy and rubbed the tip of my head up and down across her clit, teasing her and making her beg me to fuck her. When I didn't stick it in her, she lowered her legs and dug her heels into my ass again, trying to pull me into her as I inched her closer to climax. I too was getting close and I finally couldn't resist the urge to fuck her. I pulled my dick from between her lips and let her pull me to her until my hard shaft pressed against her pussy lips.
I held my dick down against her lips with my fingers and started to rock my hips, sliding my shaft along her lips and stroking her hard clit with the bottom of my shaft. I pulled back far enough to let my head dip between her lips, bouncing over her clit and sliding down low enough to nearly enter her depths. We both felt how close I was to her entrance, and she dug her heels in, lifting her hips slightly and trying to drive me into her. Instead, it drove me up her slit again grinding her clit along my shaft. She moaned at the sensations and let me slide back again. Again and again we repeated the process, my head getting tantalizingly close to slipping inside with each stroke. I wanted to tease her with it, to let her feel it ever so close, but not quite there. I wanted to tease her like she'd teased me for so many years. It was having its effect. Both of us were on the brink of orgasm, the tease of almost sliding into her a more intoxicating tease than I had ever experienced.
"Oh God. Fuck me Scott! Stuff it in and fuck me!" she moaned as we stroked my cock along her slit, her fingers taking over for mine, holding me tightly to her pussy. Each stroke got dangerously close to driving me into her depths, and with each stroke my orgasm inched closer. I could feel by the trembling in her legs that she was already climaxing, but that didn't stop her from trying to force me into her with each stroke.
It was finally more than my body could take. Teasing her was also teasing me beyond my limits. My body jerked hard and pushed me towards her, sliding my shaft up along her slit as a huge gush of cum lanced out of the tip. I saw it fly through the air and land on her right tit and across her stomach. I tried to stroke down her slit again, her fingers pushing my head between her lips as my body spasmed again. She lifted her hips just as my body jerked again, this time driving my cock fully into her in a single quick plunge.
"FUCK!" she cried as my rock hard cock drove deep into her, spurting another gush of cum into her as I plunged into her. Her heels clamped me hard against her, holding me deep in her as my cock spurted again and a fourth time into her pussy. I stood there panting, my body jerking occasionally while I tried to catch my breath. This was NOT what I intended! I wanted to tease her, to make her think I was going to fuck her any second, but not give in. Yet in the end, she managed to get what she wanted.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh God yessss," she moaned as she lay trembling in front of me, her pussy squeezing and spasming around my still hard cock. "Damn you feel good," she whispered after a few seconds, still holding me inside her with her heels. "Don't worry. I'll make sure she knows you tried hard not to fuck me."
"I'd rather you didn't tell her at all. I hadn't intended to end up this way."
"I know. I could tell how hard you were trying to tease me, planning on not giving it to me. But honey, you think I can finally get fucked by you and NOT say anything to her?"
"Probably not," I agreed. "But now you need to let me get ready for work."
"If you want."
"Not a matter of want," I said as she let go of me. I walked back into the bathroom and turned on the shower. I stepped under the water and started to wash the cum off my cock. I felt her slide her hands around me, pressing her nude body against my back. Her hands moved to my softened dick and gently stroked and washed it until it was clean. I felt her kiss the back of my neck and wiggle her chest slightly, rubbing her hard nipples against my back. I was a little surprised to feel my cock harden in her hands as she played with it.
"Mmmmmmm. Someone's getting hard again."
"Maybe, but I still have to go to work," I said quietly.
"Too bad. I wouldn't mind seeing this sliding between my tits. Giving it little licks as you stroked it up and down. Mmmmmm. Yeah, I wouldn't mind that at all, and from the feel of it, I don't think you'd mind it either."
"I probably wouldn't mind it," I agreed quietly. "But you're my sister-in-law. We're not supposed to be doing things like this."
"Then why did you do what you did last night?"
"To try and get you to stop teasing me. I thought it might cross the boundary so far that you'd back off."
"Ohhhhhh. Here I thought it was because you were attracted to me."
"I am. That's the problem. Physically I AM attracted to you. You're basically my wife with bigger tits. But you're still my sister-in-law. We aren't supposed to be attracted to each other."
"So? I've been attracted to you since you started dating my sister. I can't help it. The body wants what the body wants."
"Maybe, but just because the body wants it, doesn't mean it should get it," I said, reaching out to turn the water off. I turned in her arms and faced her, her hands cupping my butt and pulling my hard-on against her and her tits to my chest. "I DO need to go to work."
"This isn't over," she whispered before kissing me and then stepping back.
"That'll be between you and your sister. As far as I'm concerned, it is," I said as I stepped past her. I dried off and made my way back to the bedroom to dress. In truth, I wasn't sure I wanted it to be over, and I knew damn well that if I didn't leave now, it wouldn't be over.
I wasn't first in to work today. In fact, I was last in to work. I said good morning to Trish, who greeted me as I walked into the office area, and to Sam, who was sitting with a shit-eating grin on her face as if she knew something I didn't. I walked into my office and to my desk. Trish was standing inside my office with her back to the low closed door by the time I turned to sit down at my desk.
"Scott, can we talk?" she asked softly, barely audible across the short space of my office.
"Of course."
"It's personal. Is that okay?" she asked without moving.
I leaned back in my chair and looked at her. "I think it's safe to say that you can talk about anything, given what we've already shared."
"That's true," she said as she stepped towards me, stepping next to my desk and stopping. She sat down on the corner of my desk, one leg holding her up and the other bent, hanging over the back of my desk. "Do you think I'm pretty?"
I looked at her a little stunned. "Of course I do."
"No. I mean, am I attractive to you?"
"Trish. What are you asking, exactly?"
"I've been over to your house a bunch of times. We've watched, I don't know how many football games. You see me everyday here at work. Then all of a sudden, out of the blue, we have sex. Not just sex, but sex in front of another couple. I just wanted to know if you thought I was sexually attractive, or if it was all some kind of crazy kinky bet or challenge or something. You haven't ever shown any interest in sex with me before this. And it's not like I haven't advertised. I wear short skirts and low cut tops and tight clothes. I just wondered what changed?"
"What changed? That's a good question. I've been asking my wife the same thing. She's the one that told me to go check on you in the shower. She had to know what I'd do."
"So she sent you to have sex with me?"
"Not exactly. She knew that I cared enough about you to try and help make you feel better. That it ended in sex wasn't much of a surprise to her and she didn't seem to mind. I'll admit, I don't understand what's going on with her. The last week she's kinda gone through the 'old wayback machine'. She talks about things we did when we were a new couple like they just happened. She's wearing clothes that I haven't seen come out of the closet in decades. So, what changed? I don't know. She's acting like a twenty year old."
"So it wasn't like some kind of dare or bet that you had to do? You had sex with me because...you wanted to?"
"I did want to. Not only because you took my wife's place in front of Tom, but also because I think you're a sweet, sexy, intelligent young woman and if we weren't boss and employee, and I wasn't married, I'd have been trying to find a way to get you out of those sexy short dresses a long time ago."
She rolled her eyes. "Hollow words. Look. I know I'm nothing to look at. I'm skinny, I have no butt, my boobs are small, and my pussy looks like a little girl. I'm twenty-five and I look like I'm sixteen. Guys don't want to have a relationship with me; they want to use me like a little girl and then toss me away. Guys like Tom. So don't say I look good or look sexy or anything else. I've heard it all before."
I looked at her in confusion. "I don't get it. Yesterday you came in here and threw yourself at me. Today it's like...I'm not sure what it's like. You act like you hate yourself, your body, your...sexuality."
She stood off my desk and stepped to the other side of my desk and sat down hard in the chair. "This isn't working," she said quietly.
"What isn't working?"
"Trying to pretend that we don't really want each other."
"If I was confused before, I'm even more so now."
She looked up at me and frowned. "You don't, do you? You really have no idea what I'm talking about, do you?"
"Apparently not."
She sighed and got up and walked out of the office, leaving me as confused as ever.
Trying to work was almost hopeless. I couldn't concentrate on anything. Between Lydia, Trish and my wife, I was sure I had no understanding of women at all any longer. My wife seemed like she was regressing to a teenager, a wild one at that, Lydia acted like having sex with her was almost an obligation, and Trish, I had no idea what to think about Trish. The weekend was almost a blur of sexual situations that a week ago would have seemed completely outlandish. I'd had sex with my secretary, my employee, my neighbor's wife, and now my sister-in-law in less than three days, and my wife seemed fine with that. Well all of it except her sister. She didn't know about that yet. The closest I'd ever come to anything like that was playing that silly dare game in college.
I don't know how, but I was visiting my then girlfriend at her sorority house and she got me involved in some goofy game with little dice that told you who you were supposed to do what with. It was tame enough, at first. Kiss the second person to the right, grab a private part on the person to your left, that kind of thing. Somehow it turned into taking clothes off and doing sexual things. I wasn't at all sure my girlfriend enjoyed seeing me with my dick in three other girls, or two of them taking turns sitting on my face, but I didn't start it and her friends didn't seem willing to let her...or me...quit, at least until I made the other four climax. It was the first time I'd had to consider different women's tastes at the same time.
Of course there was also the movie theater with my wife and the maid of honor a couple days before the wedding. Other than those two times, I was pretty much a one woman at a time guy...until now.
While I'd packed a lunch, today I just didn't feel like eating my tuna fish sandwich. The clock said lunch time, as did my stomach. I pushed away from my desk and headed out of my office, intending on going to the little shop down in the lobby of the building to get something hot. A bowl of broccoli cheese soup to go with my sandwich sounded quite appealing. I paid for my purchase and then stood with the others in the small shop, waiting for it to be made.
"Hi boss." I heard from behind me. I turned and looked to see Rose, a young lady that had just started working for me a few months ago. Rose was maybe thirty or a tad older, thin and curvaceous, especially in her butt and chest, and oh yes, her skin was the color of dark chocolate. "Don't usually see you down here."
"Yeah. Wanted something hot for lunch today," I said with a shrug. "You?"
"Soup. I'm on a diet again," she answered with a chuckle.
"Like you need one," I said without thinking.
She looked at me and grinned. "Thank you. But my husband says I'm starting to get a little plump." I opened my mouth to say something and then closed it, considering it inappropriate. "Go ahead. You can say it," she said, pulling her blouse up to expose her bare stomach. She pinched a little skin on her stomach and frowned. "Getting a little pudgy."
"Not hardly," I said quietly as she dropped her blouse back down to cover her stomach again. "If you think that's pudgy, we're going to have to look at what you use for a dictionary."
"That's sweet of you to say. Trish said you were being overly nice lately."
"Just lately?"
"Well, you have to admit, I was in the dog house with you over the Jefferson policy."
"Oh that. I'd think by now you'd know that I growl when I'm unhappy. It never lasts long. If you think I was still upset at you over that..."
"Well...to be honest, I've kind of been avoiding you."
"You have? Why?"
She leaned towards me and whispered, "Samantha made it clear that if anyone was getting a piece of you, it'd be her. And I got the feeling I didn't want to cross her."
I looked at her stunned. "Sam said that?" Rose shrugged and stepped to the counter to get her order that had just been called. She got her food and stepped back next to me. "I'll wait and we can ride back up together," she said softly. "I have a question I'd like to ask, but not here."



"Um. Sure," I answered awkwardly, not at all sure what she was thinking about asking. My food came up a couple minutes later. I collected it from the counter and the two of us headed to the elevator.
"So, us girls are having a little New Year's party get together," she started saying. "It was supposed to be a girls' party, but Trish insisted that I invite you and your wife."
"I appreciate the invitation, but I don't want to disrupt your plans," I said honestly.
"Of course I can't force you to come," she said as she pulled out her phone. "But it's a pajama party..." she said as she fiddled with her phone for a few moments before holding it up. "and this is what I'm wearing."
"Holy shit," I said quietly, getting the only other person in the elevator, an older woman, to turn and look at me with a scowl. I looked back at the picture of her wearing a tiny white lace teddy that was barely big enough to cover her breasts, and I say cover because the lace left very little to the imagination. In fact, the whole outfit left little to the imagination. "Won't your husband be there?"
"Actually, no. He'll be out of town. So we're having a girls' night. Well, mostly a girls' night. You think you can find something to wear that would fit in?"
"Can I see that again?" I asked. She held the phone out and I took it from her. I opened a contact and put my wife's name and phone number into it. "You ask my wife. If she wants to, I'll be happy to come," I said as the elevator stopped on our floor. I handed her phone back and stepped off the elevator with her following. I walked into the main entrance and then back to our department area. I kind of expected her to stop at her desk, but she continued and followed me all the way into my office.
"You don't mind if we eat together, do you? Maybe chat a little?"
"I suppose not," I said as I sat down behind my desk and made room for my soup container by moving my keyboard aside. She set her food on the edge of the desk and pulled the chair around to sit at the side, facing me.
She picked up her soup and started eating it. "You know, Trish and I are friends," she said.
"Yeah. She recommended you for the job. I think it was a good recommendation. You've picked it up quickly."
"Thanks, but I wasn't talking about work. She and I are... friends outside of work. She's told me that sometimes you invite her over to your house to watch football. You and your wife that is."
"Yeah. She and my wife are pretty rabid fans."
"For different teams," she said with a grin.
"There is that," I agreed.
"So, what did you think of that picture?"
"The one of you? It was... stunning," I said. "Caught me completely off guard."
"Good. I hate to be predictable," she said with a grin. "So, did you enjoy the snow day last week?"
"The snow? Um. Yeah. I did."
"I heard Samantha did too," she said with a little grin and a sideways look.
"Um... Sam?"
"You don't have to be coy. Everyone knows you and Samantha had sex in the office when we were all gone. I imagine it started under the mistletoe. She didn't make a secret of it that she was putting it up to try and get you to kiss her. My guess...she got a lot more than a kiss."
"I don't understand. How...?"
"Her underwear. They were on my chair when I came in Monday. Didn't take much to put two and two together."
"I see," I said as she put the container of soup to her lips and drank the last of the broth.
"I hope so, because you, sir, are sitting under the mistletoe and I'm here to collect a kiss."
"You want me to kiss you?"
"I do," she said with a grin. She got up and walked to the office door, closed it and then walked back. "Are you ready?" she asked, stepping around my desk. She carefully moved my lunch aside and cleared away a small space in front of my monitor. Then she turned around to face me and reached to the hem of her skirt. She pulled the hem of the black skirt up, exposing first the tops of her thigh high stockings, which nearly reached the juncture of her legs, then the black lace panty crotch and then her whole lace panties. She continued to pull the skirt up until she had it to her waist. "I want a kiss like you gave Trish. A nice, long, slow one," she whispered as she reached for her panties and pushed them down over her butt. She sat on the edge of the desk and lifted her feet off the floor, slowly lifting them in the air as she pushed the panties down her thighs. She bent her legs and worked the lace underwear down her calves and over her spike heels. She held her legs bent and angled to one side for a moment, letting me see her pussy between her thighs, and then slowly spread her legs apart, exposing her now completely bare and shaved pussy. She spread her legs wide, reaching between her legs to stroke her dark black inner lips before spreading them apart to reveal her pink depths. "I'm ready any time you are."
"Rose. We shouldn't," I said quietly.
"I know. That's what makes it so delicious. You shouldn't have with Samantha, and I suspect she got thoroughly fucked. You shouldn't have with Trish, and I know she was in here completely naked with your head between her legs, and I know that when she was at your house this weekend, she got fucked, more than once. So, no we shouldn't, but that's what makes it all the more fun."
"She told you that?"
"She didn't have to. I could see it in her eyes when she came back out of your office. She's got it sooooo bad for you, and I wanna see what's so special.
"And you think you can just walk into your boss's office and demand that I kiss your pussy?"
"Nope. I know I can!"
"You do?"
"Uh huh. I mean let's face it. If someone walked in right now, who do you think they'd blame?"
"Not you!"
"Nope. Not me. I really wanna see that cock though. I wouldn't even mind feeling it someplace, if you know what I mean."
"Rose, you're a married woman!"
"So? You're a married man and you've fucked Samantha and Trish. What's one more?"
"Just like that? I'm supposed to just whip it out for you?"
"You wouldn't be the first guy to do it," she said as she sat up. "Especially for a chance to play with the girls here," she said as she started to unbutton her blouse.
"Rose. We really can't do this," I said with a frown, staring at the huge amount of chocolate brown cleavage that was appearing in front of me. The white blouse seemed to just enhance the erotic view as she undid button after button. She finished undoing the front and then unbuttoned both sleeves. She pulled the shirt off and held it to the side, letting it flutter to the floor. She reached behind her and undid the back of her bra and slid it off, releasing her very large tits. Each soft breast looked like it would easily take both of my hands to close around one. Each massive mound of chocolate brown flesh had a palm sized areola that was even darker, almost black. Her nipples protruded nearly an inch and were easily as big around as my index finger. Her nipples were simply every bit as overly large as her tits.
She sat on my desk, wearing nothing but stockings, heels and her skirt pulled up around her waist. She cupped and lifted both big soft tits. "So, you wanna start kissing here?" she suggested, letting one finger reach to the front of her right breast and tease her nipple. "I mean the mistletoe is right there. What can a little kiss hurt?"
"Rose."
"Honey, I'm not getting dressed until I feel your lips on these nipples and my pussy, so I can either sit here all day or you can get to kissing."
"Really? You'd do that?"
"I probably shouldn't tell you this, but I lost my last job because the bosses wife caught me working on my next promotion."
"You were having sex with your boss?"
She pushed off the desk and stood in front of me. Her hands reached to my pants and started undoing the belt. "Let's just say I enjoy playing with the cock of power. I'm not asking for anything," she said as she let my pants fall around my ankles. "I'm not asking for favors," she said as she pushed my briefs down. "I'm not asking for a good review, or promotion or anything else. I just want to feel you making love to my body... just once." She reached her hands to my chest and slid them up towards my neck as she stepped the half step towards me. Her nipples brushed my chest through my shirt as she gently clamped one hand behind my neck and the other behind my head. She coaxed me to her as she stepped back to the desk, pulling more forcefully with the hand behind my head to pull me down to her left breast as she wiggled her ass back onto the desk. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck yess," she groaned as I closed my lips around her hard protruding nipple.
I sucked her big hard nipple into my mouth and teased my tongue around the hard nub, making her squirm on the edge of the desk. I felt her hand find my rock hard cock and begin to stroke it, pulling me towards her as she did. She spread her legs wide as she coaxed my engorged head to rub up and down between her lips.
Sucking and licking her nipple turned me on even more than seeing her naked body in front of me. I felt my cock nestle into her vaginal entrance and without another thought, I pushed my hips towards her, sliding my hard shaft slowly into her extremely wet pussy.
"That's it honey. Push it in. Oh God it feels so good. You're nice and big and fat. I love a fat cock stretching my hot little pussy. Fuck me honey. Fuck my hot little cunt!"
Her pussy, as advertised, was hot and tight. I straightened up and started to plunge in and out of her, driving my cock hard into her with each stroke. My body impacted her and made her huge tits roll and move on her chest, pushing my excitement even higher. "Oh damn," I panted as I thrust hard and fast into her.
"That's it baby. Fuck me. Don't stop. Fuck me hard. Oh God. You're gonna make me come!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, feeling my own orgasm growing rapidly. The hesitation I felt at having sex with her, and with her here, had vanished in favor of the desire to climax in her sexy black pussy.
"Oh God. OH GOD!" she squealed as her already tight pussy began to clench and spasm around me, making her even tighter.
"Oh shit," I grunted as the sudden changes in sensation and the view of her sexy nude body pushed me right to the edge. Only a few more strokes would see me over the edge. I thrust into her hard, smashing my thighs into her ass, feeling the sexy slinkiness of her stockings on my own ass as she let her legs slide along my thrusting body. I was beyond stopping now. Any second I was going to explode inside her.
"ROSE!" I heard Trish say loudly from the door of the office. "YOU PROMISED!"
I looked up and saw Trish standing in the open office door, staring at the two of us. I wanted to stop. I wanted to apologize for fucking her friend, but at that moment I was beyond the next stroke. My body jerked hard and jammed into her, spurting a gush of cum into her. I stood, staring at Trish's surprised look while my cock surged over and over inside Rose, the two of us climaxing together.
Trish shook her head and turned and walked out, leaving the door standing wide open behind her. I stood between Rose's legs, panting, suddenly feeling like a heel. I was supposed to be making Trish feel better about herself, and what do I do? Fuck her best friend. Not a good way to make my words to her mean anything.
Sam stepped into the open door, looked at me, mimed "oops" and then closed the door as she stepped back out.
"I think Trish might be mad at me," Rose said quietly. "I kinda promised her I wouldn't do this again, or she wouldn't recommend me for the job.
"Probably mad at both of us," I said as I pulled my wilting dick out of her, our combined cum dripping from her gaping pussy.
"Oh well," she said as she pushed herself up. She picked up her bra and started to put it on. I reached out and gently tugged it from her hands.
"Uh uh. I'm keeping this," I said as I took it from her.
"But I'll show everyone everything!" she said with a look of shock on her face."
"Only if they look close," I said. "There has to be a price, right? You wanted me to fuck you, and you got your wish. My wish is I want to see your tits bouncing around without this bra. That's my price."
She looked at me for several seconds to see if I was serious, then nodded and started pulling her blouse on. "Fair enough," she said. "It was worth it. Might be worth it again."
"Don't count on it," I said quietly. "I've never had a woman working for me fuck their way up the ladder. You advance on your work, not how well you fuck. That won't change."
"And if I go to HR and tell them you fucked me?"
"Sam tells them that you walked in, stripped and tried to fuck me and I said no and that if you tried it again I'd have you fired. Who are they going to believe, as you put it?"
"Me?"
"Not you. So let's just accept the fact that this was fun, but unless you plan on walking in completely topless, I don't plan on a repeat performance."
"I can sure as hell guarantee we'll both end up naked at the New Year's party. How about then?"
"You still have to convince my wife we should come."
"It'll be worth it if I can," she said as she pulled her panties up and then pulled her skirt down. "By the way, you are a whole lot better fuck than my last boss."
"Glad to hear it," I said as she stepped from between me and my desk and started for the door.
I bent over, pulled my underwear and pants back up and sat down in my chair.
"Well, seems I'm not the only one wanting to get into your pants," Sam said as she walked in, closing the door behind her. "Anything you wanna tell me?"
"Yeah. She got fired from her last job for trying to fuck her way up the ladder." I tossed the bra to Sam. "You can give this back to her at the end of the day. While I don't mind embarrassing her here at work for trying it with me, I'm not out to get her husband pissed at either her or me."
"Smart," She said. "Trish seemed upset."
I leaned back and looked at Sam. "Yeah. I'm not sure what to think about her. She's gone from extreme to extreme today. Saying she isn't good looking, she isn't sexy and at the same time that she feels like all guys do is use her. I don't really know what to say to her at the moment."
"Then don't say anything. Just show her," Sam said as she turned to walk away. "If I walk in naked, do I get fucked?" she asked over her shoulder.
"You were listening?"
"On the intercom," she said with a grin. "Don't worry. I'll back you up with HR if it comes to it, for a price."
"And the price?"
"Your cock whenever I want it!" she said before opening the door. She stepped out and left the door open as she returned to her desk.
Rose walked in just after four thirty. Her big tits were definitely visible through the white blouse, her dark areola showing through prominently considering the blouse wasn't intended to be see- through. She walked to my desk with her bra in hand, and stood on the other side, taking her shirt off to put her bra on. She seemed to be making sure her tits wiggled as much as possible before she put the bra on and then pulled her blouse back on. "Topless, huh? I might have to try that," she said before turning and walking out of my office again.
When I got home I found my wife, Lydia and Diane all in the workout room. When I stepped in they were all three, facing away from the door, their butts in the air and their chests on the floor. I guessed they were doing yoga today. With their butts in the air in the downward fish or some other such named pose, the last thing I wanted to do was stand there and watch. If I did, I'd be trying to pull down at least one of their pants before long. I headed to the bedroom to change into some more comfortable clothes and then headed to the family room to watch some TV.
"Thought you'd come work out with us," my wife said as she came out of the workout room with her sister and Diane.
"Yeah. Looked like you were in the groove, so I didn't."
"In the groove? Really?" my wife questioned, standing with her hands on her hips, looking accusingly at me.
"Okay. After last time, I wasn't walking in there in shorts with your butts all in the air that way," I said defensively.
"Now THAT I believe," she said more softly. She stepped to where I was reclining on the sectional and climbed in with me, straddling me. "Just which butt were you worried about?"
"Does it matter? If I'd have pulled any one of your pants down, it would have turned into a free for all."
"You're against a free for all?" she asked, slowly pulling the spandex top up, inch by teasing inch, exposing her sexy tits inches from my face.
"You really wanna watch me fucking your sister?"
"You think she doesn't deserve a good fuck?"
"That's not for me to decide! I'm just the husband, and I'd really like to keep it that way!"
"That implies that you think I'd be more upset with you fucking my sister than your secretary!" she whispered as she played with her now exposed nipples.
"Actually, I'm surprised that you're not upset that I fucked Sam!"
"That reminds me. Did you talk to Trish?" she asked, circling both clearly excited nipples with one finger.
"Oh we talked. I'm just not sure what was said."
"Why's that?"
"At one point she was trying to convince me to have sex with her again and at another point she's trying to convince me she's somehow damaged goods or something. I was confused."
"It's easy to confuse men. They're so one dimensional."
"Yeah. And women are always predictable!" I answered, as my wife moved her hands to the front of my pants and started to open them.
"Well this is predictable; I haven't had your cock all day and my pussy wants it soooo bad!" she said as she wormed me out of my pants and started to stroke my half hard dick. "Hmmm. Is there some reason you smell like pussy?"
"Well...um...Rose kinda got me into her," I stammered awkwardly.
"Rose? That sweet young black girl with the absolutely massive set of tits?"
"That's the one."
My wife climbed off of me and off the recliner section. She stood in front of me for a few moments, making me think that I'd made her, rightfully, angry at my infidelity. Just when I was about to start apologizing, she pushed her yoga pants down and then worked her feet out of them, leaving her in nothing but her spandex shirt pulled up over her tits. She crawled back onto the chair over me, guiding me to her pussy. She rubbed my now engorged head between her soft lips and then worked me into her entrance. I slowly slipped into her as she wiggled and worked her way down towards me, little groans of pleasure escaping her lips as she did so. "Alright. Now that you're where you belong again, it's time for you to start telling me exactly what happened."
"Well, I ran into Rose down in the sandwich shop. I wanted some soup to go with my tuna fish. She rode the elevator up with me. Along the way she invited us to their New Year's party. It's apparently a pajama party and she showed me the pajamas she was going to wear," I explained as my wife slowly lifted and lowered herself a few inches, sliding herself along my hard shaft.
"I take it, it was sexy?"
"Very," I agreed as she pressed down on me and wiggled herself to grind her clit hard into the base of my dick.
"Go on. How did she get from the elevator to naked on your desk?"
"She followed me into my office and wanted to talk and eat lunch together. When lunch was done, she wanted to get a kiss under the mistletoe like Trish had."
"I wasn't aware Trish got a kiss," my wife said lifting on my dick again. "Just what kind of kiss did she get?"
"One down here," I said, reaching between us and stroking a finger up her lips.
"Oooooooooooo. There, huh?" she asked, starting to slide up and down my shaft again.



"Uh huh. Just for a few moments. Anyway, Rose wanted one there too, and to get it she sat herself on my desk and took off her underwear."
"Ohhh? Tell me more."
"When I hesitated she took off her shirt and bra and told me that the reason she got fired from her last job was that the boss's wife caught her working on her next promotion."
"Oh my. She was fucking her way up the ladder?"
"That's what she said," I groaned as my wife started to ride me harder, her ass now slapping lightly my pants with each stroke.
"And she had her big tits out? Were they sexy? Did she want you to suck on them?"
"She did," I answered.
"Show me," she said, reaching to the back of my chair with her hands. She leaned towards me, arching her back, pressing one of her hard nipples to my lips. As soon as I grabbed it with my hand and sucked her nipple into my mouth, she started to ride on me again, sliding up and down my shaft. "I know you. You can't resist a sexy pair of tits. I bet once she got your lips on her tit, it didn't take much to get your cock in her."
"Uh uh," I mumbled with her tit in my mouth.
"Oh yeeeeeees," she moaned as she rocked on me, sliding more of me in and out of herself, my lips sucking her nipple and my teeth occasionally teasing it. "I can just see you sliding your cock in and out of her until she comes in a huge screaming orgasm," my wife breathed softly. "Did you make her come good? Did she enjoy it?"
"Mmmmm Hmmm," I answered as she grew closer to climax.
"Oh God lover. You're going to make me come," she moaned loudly as her pussy started to spasm and contract around me. "OHHHHHHHHHHH!" she cried as she slammed down on me, shuddering and letting out a long moan. I felt her climax around my shaft, her whole body trembling slightly. Finally she pulled her nipple from my mouth and sat up, panting. "Did she come hard like that?"
"Yeah, she did."
"Then what? Are you going to have to keep fucking her now?"
"Probably not. I told her that if she tried to blackmail me with sex again that I'd turn her in for trying to seduce me. Sam would back me up on it."
"I'm sure Sam would, as long as you keep fucking her too."
"Pretty much," I answered.
"I know how tempted you are by a big set of tits. And I know how turned on you are right now. How would you like to suck on a pair of nice hard nipples?"
"When have I turned down playing with your boobs?"
"I don't think I said they were mine, did I?" she asked as she pulled up off my hard-on. She slipped off the recliner section and stood at the foot of the recliner, tugging on my pants legs. "This would go a lot easier if you'd help."
I shrugged and lifted my butt off the chair, allowing her to pull my jeans down. My underwear went next before she walked around behind the sofa and pulled my shirt up. She leaned down over the back of my recliner and pressed her lips to mine. "Now I think you're ready, being naked and all."
"Ready for what?" I asked as she stepped around and reached for the button to power the footrest down and straighten the recliner into a sitting position. She took me by the hand and coaxed me from my chair. She walked backwards until she had me under the fan with the hanging mistletoe. She pressed her naked body to mine and kissed me wetly, our tongues teasing each other as her hand slipped between us to stroke my still hard cock.
"Just stay here," she whispered as she stepped back from the long embrace. She turned and walked down the hall. She came back a moment later, pulling her sister by the hand from the guest room, still wearing her spandex workout clothes. She pulled her to me and then leaned to me and whispered in my ear, "Now you get to finish that kiss. You can do anything you want together, as long as you stay under the mistletoe, and she has her clothes on. You started a kiss last night, now is your chance to make all those teases play out. When you're done, you know where to find me."
She turned and started to pull away, but I pulled her back with the arm that I'd let slip around her waist. I looked at her with a little confusion. "Hang on. Are you telling me to have sex with your sister without taking her clothes off?"
My wife giggled girlishly. "As long as they're still partly on, they're on, aren't they? And I know all too well that she's been teasing you for years, trying to get into your pants. Well, this time you have no pants to get into, so whatever the two of you decided to do...as long as it's under this mistletoe..." She slowly spun herself around and out of my grip before walking down the hall to the bedroom.
"You told her?"
"Nope," her sister said quietly as she stepped to me. "But she did promise that you'd suck my nipples... after we kissed."
"You want me to kiss you?"
"I want you to do what you did last night, but I don't want you to stop, not until I feel you filling me up like this morning," she whispered. "And I'm pretty sure that Nancy just gave you permission to do just that."
"I'm not sure why, but yeah, I think that's exactly what she intended."
"Then why don't we get started? As I recall, you started that kiss," she whispered as she pressed herself against me. She tilted her head up and lifted herself the two inches on her toes to bring her lips to mine.
We stood and kissed for long minutes, our mutual embrace warming both of us up. My arms had long since slipped around her waist and my hands were playing with her butt. I let my hands stop squeezing her cheeks and slipped them up high enough to push her spandex pants down over her butt. I worked them as low as my fingers could reach, about the middle of her thighs, and then slid my hands back up her body. I pulled her shirt up over her stomach and then she broke the kiss and let me pull the shirt up over her big tits, leaving her naked from above her breasts to her thighs. She pressed herself back to me, pressing her bare tits against my bare chest as she renewed the long kiss, her lips sucking mine and her tongue playing with mine. I let my hands stroke up and down her body, teasing every inch of bare skin that I could feel with us pressed together. I felt her pull her hips back as she slid one hand between us finding and pushing my dick down.
She pushed her hips back towards me and I felt my cock slide between her thighs and along her wet pussy lips. She moaned softly into my mouth as she started to rock her hips, slowly teasing her slit along my rock hard shaft, her clit grinding into the top of my shaft. She gave me just enough room to slip my hands between our chests so I could cup and tease her big soft tits. They were surprisingly heavy, each orb more than overflowing my hand. I let her nipples protrude between my fingers and squeezed them with each squeeze of her breast.
"Oh God. Fuck me," she moaned. "You have me soooooo turned on. I want to feel your cock sliding in and out of me, teasing me inside."
"I thought you wanted me to suck your nipples," I whispered between kisses.
"That'd just turn me on more," she moaned.
"Then I think that's exactly what I need to do," I said, pulling my lips from hers. I turned my body, pulling my cock from between her legs.
"Wait!" she gasped, as if I was going to take away her new toy.
"Don't worry," I whispered as I turned her slightly. I wrapped an arm around her waist and slid it down to her butt cheek as I bent over and lifted one of her big soft tits to my mouth with my other hand. I closed my lips around her nipple and areola and sucked a part of her into my mouth, teasing her hard protrusion with my tongue.
"Oh God," she moaned softly, rubbing one hand up and down my back and pulling my head tighter to her tit with the other. "I wanted you to do this at the lake so bad. I wanted you to just walk over to me and pull the top of my suit down and suck my nipples like this," she moaned.
I wasn't done with her yet, mostly because it was what I was so very tempted to do, especially when the two of us were alone down by the boat. No one would have known, and her nipples were so hard inside her suit. I wanted to just wade over to her and pull the straps off her shoulders and suck both nipples. But even then, it wasn't all I would have done. I let my hand slide down under her butt cheek and in moments I was stroking one finger along her wet lips, finding the entrance to her depths and slowly pushing one finger into her.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked in a high pitch voice as my finger pushed in and out as far as my first knuckle. "Oh God! I'm gonna come!" she squeaked again as her legs started to tremble. I continued to lick and suck her nipple as her climax drew closer. I gently nibbled the hard button, pushing her orgasm over the edge. She stood and shuddered, her juices flowing over my fingers as she climaxed. She squeezed my head hard to her chest, as she panted for breath and shuddered.
I waited, teasing her nipple and keeping my finger moving inside her until her orgasm had nearly passed. Her shudders started to still and her legs once again held her up. I pulled my face from her, turned her to face away from me and then placed a hand on her back. She knew what I wanted. She bent over as I grabbed my raging hard-on and aimed it at her sopping wet pussy. I pushed easily into her still trembling pussy, feeling her vaginal walls squeezing and trying to pull the new, much larger, intruder into her. I reached for her tits and squeezed both of them for a moment as I slowly slid in and out a few strokes to get everything wet and settled.
I noticed our reflection in the window of the family room. I looked over my shoulder to check the front curtains and was glad to see they were closed. I looked back at our reflection in the family room windows, overlooking the back deck and yard. I doubted anyone could see us, but if they could, they were about to have one hell of a view. I held her hips and started to pump in and out, driving my cock hard into her. "If I'd have pulled your suit top down and played with your tits, I wouldn't have stopped there," I said quietly as I drove in and out of her, her tits swinging wildly below her chest. "I'd have ended up pulling it down until you were naked from your knees up and fucking the shit out of you like this."
In and out I drove, slapping my thighs loudly against hers as my orgasm raced towards completion. I could see her body shuddering again as my plunging cock pushed her back to climax, her pussy leaking copiously around my sliding shaft. Her vaginal walls squeezed and spasmed around me as my shaft grew thicker and fatter inside her, my engorged head feeling like it was going to explode after the last hours worth of teasing by both my wife and now her sister. I felt the sensations race through me, my body taking over and plunging the last few strokes hard into her. My body jerked hard, jamming me fully into her and unleashing a huge gush of cum deep in her pussy. Time and again my cock surged and my body spasmed, mother nature making sure each new gush of cum was deposited as deep in her pussy as possible.
I stood there panting, looking at our reflection in the window, realizing that in my mind's eye I had just fucked her in the lake next to the boat, not caring at all who might be watching us.
"Oh God," she moaned as she straightened up in front of me, trying to keep my now softening dick inside her. I reached around her and cupped both tits, holding them and gently teasing my thumbs across her still hard nipples. "No wonder she loves being fucked by you," she whispered.
"She does? For the last few years it hasn't seemed like it," I whispered back. "Not based on how much sex we've actually shared."
"I don't know about that. I just know that every time we talk about sex, you get like twelve stars in her little book. I never thought she'd ever let this happen...not ever!"
"Yeah, me either," I answered breathlessly. "After all the teasing you've done since we were married, I hope it measured up to your expectations."
She pulled off my dick and turned to face me. She leaned to me and lifted herself to once again press her lips against mine and her bare body against me. She kissed me softly for long seconds before she broke the kiss. "I hope that answers the question," she whispered. "When she came and got me, she said I had to return you clean and ready to play. As I see it, that leaves two options. I can take you to the kitchen and wash you off... Or I can do it right here."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh," she said with a grin. She let her arms slide from around my neck and then knelt down in front of me. She grasped my dick and then slipped it into her mouth, gently licking and sucking it. She spent long minutes teasing my dick with her lips and tongue, cleaning every bit of our cum off of it and my balls, before concentrating once again on my growing hard-on. She finally pulled off my dick and stood up. She pulled her shirt down and her pants up before looking at me again. "As much as I want to do that until you blow, I think you should go use this on your wife. She probably wouldn't forgive me if I used you all up."
"Probably not," I agreed quietly.
"Go!" she coaxed, giving me a pat on the butt.
"Yeah," I answered, turning and walking to the bedroom. I pushed the door open and stepped inside, looking at my wife. She had clearly done some digging. Years ago, when I still had hopes of her wearing sexy little lingerie for me, I'd bought quite a bit for her. Finally I stopped when she made it clear that she had no interest. If she wanted to have sex, she could just take her clothes off, according to her. Lingerie was a waste of money. So it was a surprise to see her in a purple flowing lace negligee that framed every bit of her curvaceous body, her pussy peeking out through a pair of crotchless lace panties. She had the TV on and was gently teasing her exposed pussy with a single finger, while she watched one of the very old porn videos I'd thought, until the other day, I'd had safely stashed away.
She looked over at me and grinned. "A hard-on. Perfect," she said with a grin. "And just in time too. I think I see what you liked about this video. That girl is getting really eaten out and I bet he's going to be fucking her any second. Why don't you come lick me like he is and when he fucks her, you can fuck me like he does."
I looked at the TV again, and saw a rather muscular guy, licking the pussy of a very buxom brunette as she hung from the top bar of a swing set, her feet in a pair of rings to help hold herself up. Her legs were spread wide and the naked guy with a seriously big dick was standing between her legs, his hands holding her butt up and his tongue working feverishly on her slit.
"Come on. Before he finishes and they start fucking," she coaxed, spreading her legs even wider. I crawled onto the bed and lay down with my face between her legs. She moved her hand and allowed me to start licking her pussy as it stuck between the soft lace of the panties. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I dug my tongue between her lips and stroked it across her hard clit. "That feels soooooo good."
Of all the things that had changed in the last few days, this was one I would never complain about. I loved licking her pussy and I'd always loved seeing her in sexy lingerie, at least the few times early in our marriage when she'd actually wear it. I worked my tongue up and down her slit making her legs quiver and tremble slightly. "Not yet lover. Don't make me come yet. I want to come around your cock when she does." I pulled my face from her and climbed to my hands and knees. I'd seen this video about a hundred times, and what was coming next was definitely my favorite part. "You stopped."
"Don't worry. You'll enjoy the next part," I said as I coaxed her to move to her side with me behind her. We barely got situated when he lowered the brunette to the ground and pulled her by the hand around to the monkey bars. She climbed up several bars and used them to hold her feet apart as she leaned through one of the holes. With her tits hanging down, he stepped behind her and rubbed his huge fat head between her lips and then pushed into her.
"Oh God. Look how big his dick is. Yours feels that big sometimes," she said as I rubbed my head up and down her slit and then started to push into her. "Ohhhhhhh yesssss. God honey, I love feeling you sliding into me," she moaned softly. I started to slide in and out, trying to keep time with the guy on TV. The brunette on the video was growing more and more vocal as she inched towards climax. "God, she's going to fake coming," my wife whispered. "I'd come for real with a cock like that fucking me," my wife said as she watched.
"Trust me, it's for real," I whispered as I reached around her and found one of her tits through the soft lace.
"How can you tell?" my wife asked.
"Just keep watching," I said as I slid my hand down from her breast and worked it between her thighs. I coaxed her to lift and shift one leg and rest it on mine to spread her just enough to let me get my fingers to her pussy lips. I stroked between her lips in time with my strokes into her pussy, my fingers bouncing across her clit with each stroke.
"Oh God. Ohhhh honey. You're going to make me come!" she moaned loudly. I could feel her leg trembling a little where it rested on me and slowed my strokes and the pressure of my fingers. "Wait! Don't stop!" she gasped, reaching to my hand between her legs and trying to press me harder again.
"Just wait. Just another minute or so," I coaxed, "you wanted to know how I knew she was orgasming for real. Just wait."
"Okay," my wife said breathlessly. I watched the woman on the video. I'd enjoyed this scene so many times that I knew by heart just when to push to climax. I started stroking harder again, my fingers teasing my wife's clit again, watching as the angle of the camera changed to look up at her pussy. The guy slowed his strokes and lengthened them, pulling all the way out of her and then plunging into her again. She cried loudly and then her pussy began showing the guy's cock and legs with squirt after squirt of girl come. I thrust hard into my wife, timing my strokes to match his as the guy on the video coaxed the woman into another spasming peak that showered him again with her cum.
"Oh fuck!" my wife cried as she started to climax with the woman on the TV. I'd timed it perfectly and the feeling of my wife coming around my dick and the sight of the woman squirting all over pushed my own over the edge. My body jammed hard into my wife, and I felt my cock gush into her, my body jerking hard half a dozen times before the peak had passed and I lay panting, holding my wife. I slipped my hand from her pussy and slid it back to her chest, gently stroking her nipple through the lace to try and keep her climax going as long as I could. She shuddered and panted in front of me, her pussy squeezing and gripping my cock as if it didn't want to let go of it. "Oh damn. Ohhhhhhh damn that was...that was...unreal. Do women really do that? Come like that?"
"Some do apparently," I answered breathlessly.
"I take it, you like seeing it?"
"You could tell, huh?"
"Oh yeah. I could tell," she agreed as breathless as I was.
"Only some women can come like that?"
"I don't know. I've never made anyone come like that, but most of my experience has been with you."
"I wonder if you could make me come like that. I mean it'd be messy as hell, but it might be fun to try. Just to see how it feels."
"Maybe it would," I agreed, suddenly feeling pretty worn out.
"You want to go to sleep?"
"It's early, but maybe a nap would feel good."
"Honey, it's almost nine thirty," she said with a laugh. "Between my sister and me, you've been fucking for over two hours."
"No wonder I feel worn out."
"Go to sleep. I'm just going to lay here and watch the rest of this," she said quietly. "Alexa! Bedroom light off!" she said before the bedroom light blinked off, plunging us into darkness except for the light from the TV.



        Twelve Days of Christmas - Xmas Eve

        A Christmas Eve that no one can forget.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/twelve-days-of-christmas-xmas-eve

Title: Twelve Days of Christmas - Xmas Eve

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A Christmas Eve that no one can forget.

Tags: sister-in-law, daughter-in-law




Day 11 Christmas eve
I woke up with my wife in my arms. Somewhere in the night she got up and got us under the covers. I could still feel the soft lace in my hand as I moved my hand to cup her breast. I smiled to myself as I realized she's stayed in the soft lace negligee all night. It was a first. The kids would be here later in the day and I was sure there would be plenty to do before they showed up, including getting the ham in the smoker. That didn't mean I wanted to get up. I postponed it as long as I could, and then finally climbed out of bed to go to the bathroom. When I came back my wife was laying with the blanket tossed aside, displaying just how incredibly sexy she looked in the soft purple, almost lavender lace.
"Wow. You look spectacular!" I said as I stood at the foot of the bed and stared.
"Thank you. But I'm still an old woman with an old woman's body."
"Not hardly," I said with a smile and a growing dick.
"I'd have thought you'd have had enough sex last night. Rose, me twice AND my sister? That's a lot for one day!"
"I don't know that there's a lot left in the cum department, but that doesn't stop my body from wanting to try."
"Well, as much as I want to let you come have fun with me again, my pussy feels a bit overused. The last few days have been hard on it, so if you don't mind, how about I just wear this little nothing around and tease you for a while, then we can figure out later where to put that sexy cock, okay?"
"Sure. I mean if I wore it out..."
She rolled over on the bed and crawled towards me, reaching out for my mostly hard cock. "Honey, it has been WELL worn, but if you can keep it up, I'll be happy to find a way to make it feel happy." She used my dick as a handle to pull me towards her and the foot of the bed, opening her mouth and closing it around my head. She swirled her tongue around my head a few times and then let me pull from her with a slurp. "I've never really gotten into sucking dick, yours or anyone's. Maybe my sister will enjoy a little suck? You wouldn't mind that, would you?"
"Probably not."
"Want me to call her in here?"
"You really want me to stand here and let her suck my dick?"
"Actually, I think you should stay naked and let me flash you my body until you can't stand it any more, THEN you should let her suck you off."
"You really want to tease me that much?"
"I do. I love seeing your hard-on swinging around, wondering what you're thinking about doing to me and where?" she said as she stroked my cock. She leaned towards me and licked my head like an ice cream cone before closing her lips around me again. She bobbed her head a few times on my dick and pulled off again. "Do you remember that time we went camping after Christy was born? How hot it was?"
"Oh yeah. It was like ninety degrees at midnight. It was sweltering. I forgot all about that. I'm surprised you remember it."
"I remember it like it was yesterday," she said quietly as she shifted to sit on the end of the bed, my dick head brushing her tits. "We had all the tent windows open and were laying completely naked. Anyone could have walked by and seen us."
"If I remember right, I got up in the night to go pee and just walked out and peed on a tree."
"Uh huh. You didn't even bother to get dressed."
"Who was going to see me that late at night anyway? It was only thirty feet or so away to the trees anyway. Not like I had to cross the road or anything."
"A little later, after you went back to sleep, I did the same thing. I snuck out and peed behind the same tree. But when I was ready to come back, I heard a noise and looked around. That's when I realized the couple in the next campsite were starting to have sex on the picnic table, completely naked."
"You watched?" I asked in surprise.
"I didn't have a choice. I wasn't going to walk back to the tent in full view of them, not completely naked. I mean I didn't look all that good. I still had all that baby fat, and my tits were so full of milk they looked like boulders. Uh uh. So I hid behind the tree until I could sneak back. Only problem was, I could hide so they couldn't see me or I could hide so someone on the road couldn't see me."
"You never told me that," I said with a grin. "If I'd have known I'd have come out there and fucked you behind the tree while we watched."
"I know you would have. In fact, I was thinking that the whole time I was watching. It made me so horny I had to make myself climax, right out there behind that tree."
"You could have told me."
"Uh uh. You'd have wanted to do the same thing the next night," she said as she teased my head back and forth across her nipples, her free hand slipping down between her own legs.
"And what would have been wrong with that?"
"I wasn't the only one to see them. Someone else saw them just after I got off. They threatened to call the park rangers on them. If she called the ranger, there's no way they wouldn't find me too. No way I could sneak back to the tent without getting caught. I'd be arrested too, hauled off to jail butt naked, paraded through the jail with no clothes on, thrown into a holding cell without so much as a leaf to cover myself from the stares of the men in the cell. I'd probably end up raped by morning. Humiliated and raped, all because I snuck out naked to go pee. The only thing that saved me was the other couple stopping and going back in their tent. If it was us getting caught like that, I'd be so embarrassed we'd have to leave."
I thought a moment, trying to remember the incident clearly. "They didn't leave, did they?"
"No. All the next day, any time I saw them, all I could think about was them sitting at the table, watching me, naked, taking pee and it getting them turned on enough to have sex."
"And that was a bad thing? The thought of you looking so good it made them horny?" I asked, pushing her back so she lay back on the bed, her legs spread. I stroked my hands on her legs as she lifted and propped them up on the edge of the bed with her heels, my dick laying on her lace covered mound. I pulled back and let my dick slide down her lips, protruding from the lacy panty's split crotch. I pressed my head between her lips.
"Ohhhhhh, that does NOT feel good lover," she said, reaching for me and pushing me back from her pussy. "The mind is wanting but the body just isn't ready for more. I'm sorry lover," she said, dropping her legs and sitting up. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled my pelvis against her lace covered chest. "I'm sure Lydia would be happy to suck you off if you want."
"No. That's okay. We don't need to," I said, trying to hide the disappointment in my voice.
"Anyway, I was telling you about that couple. They kept looking at me the next day. When I put on my swimsuit to go to the river, they were definitely looking at me. I figure they were hoping I'd strip for them again, this time in the daylight so they could see me more than the moonlight allowed, or worse, he was hoping for a chance to have sex with me."
"Could be they saw, but to have sex with them?"
"Anyway, that's what my mind at the time thought."
"And it spooked you and that's why after that you didn't want to do anything where anyone else could see us?"
"Something like that," she said slowly.
"And all this time I figured it was having a baby that did that."
"I'm sorry lover. I know it was silly, but I couldn't ever shake the feeling that guys were looking at my body and thinking about having sex with me."
I chuckled. "Of course they were. It's what guys do. They're hard wired to examine the female of the species as potential mates for procreation. We can't help it. And I think there are a lot of women that dress just to accentuate their wares, unconsciously of course. Women are hardwired to show a potential mate how advantageous it would be to have babies with them."
"I think a lot of women just enjoy the thought of sex, period," she said with a frown.
"Could be," I agreed, not wanting to start any kind of an argument.
"Well, now you're going to have to count me in that group. For the last few days, that seems to be all I can think about. Having sex, with you. I think about it driving to work, I think about it sitting at my desk. Sometimes I imagine you under my desk licking my pussy while I work. I think about you undoing my dress while I drive home. Hell, once I get home, I can't wait for you to get home just to feel your dick inside me again. I honestly don't know what's come over me, but I WANT it as much as I did when we were first married. We couldn't seem to get enough of each other back then."
"I don't think that's a bad thing, but we're married, we're supposed to be attracted to each other like that. But if that's the case, what I don't get what's with Denise and your sister? I mean, how does having sex with them fit?"
She looked at me seriously and tugged my cock to pull me between her legs until my balls pressed to her pussy. She gently stroked my dick, looking up at me. "You have to promise not to be upset with me."
"Upset with you about what?"
"A secret. Something I haven't told you...ever."
"Okay."
"Promise?"
"Okay, I promise."
"The reason I remember that camping trip so well is because of what I haven't told you. I told you I hid behind the tree and made myself climax while I watched them having sex. While it's true, it's not completely accurate. I DID hide behind the tree, but I had to choose between hiding from them or hiding from the road. At first, I tried to do both, squatting down behind the tree and trying to keep as much of the tree between me and them. But when a car drove by and the headlights flashed across me, I realized how exposed I was, and I moved farther around. There was no way he couldn't see me in the moonlight. I felt like my white skin was showing up like a beacon. So I stayed crouched down, hoping he wouldn't notice. The longer I squatted down there, watching, the more I was getting turned on. Before long, I realized I was playing with myself. As I got a little braver, I stood up. I knew he could see me, twice I saw him looking right at me. But I still stood there, playing with my boobs and my pussy until I started to climax. He had to hear me. I felt like I was making a ton of noise, but he just kept screwing his girlfriend. That's when the woman on the road saw them. I was glad she didn't see me. I tried to stay hidden, afraid she'd see me and call the ranger on me too. I hid behind the tree, waiting for her to leave. When she finally did, I dashed back to the tent and climbed in. Thankfully, you were still asleep."
"And you didn't want to tell me?"
"I was ashamed. But I was even more ashamed of what I did the next morning."
"Okay... What did you do?" I asked with some trepidation.
"While I was out feeding Christy by the fire, and you were cooking, I let him see both my breasts. All of them. At first it was just pulling my shirt up a little more than it needed to, but then when Christy switched sides, I left my shirt pulled up so he could see my bare breast. I couldn't believe how turned on it was making me feel. When Christy finished, I left both tits out for him to see while I shifted Christy to the carrier. I was so wet I felt like I squished when I moved. He kept looking over our way, I guess hoping for more. Remember me sending you to the river with Christy while I changed into my suit? I left the tent door open and undressed in front of it, getting completely naked while he watched from his campsite. I stood there and played with myself again until I came, right in front of him. It felt so...exhilarating, and at the same time, so...embarrassing that I did that. It was not something a good girl did. My mother taught me better than that. The only thing that kept me from stepping out of the tent naked was being afraid of getting arrested. When we got back from the river, they were packing up, but I still wanted him to see me again. I made sure he saw me. I walked to the clothesline by the trees, hung my towel on the line and then stood in front of it and took my suit off. I let him see me completely naked as I hung my suit up, and then turned to face him. He had walked part way to where I was standing, so he was only a couple dozen feet away. I let him look at me as I started to play with myself again.
He pushed the front of his shorts down and started to stroke himself while I stood there, where anyone could have seen me, playing with myself. If you hadn't called for me that you had Christy changed, I probably would have come again, right there, right where anyone could see me. I jerked the towel off the line, wrapped it around me and ran back to the tent and safety. They finished packing up and left before I could try to flash him again."
After we were home, I thought about it and decided that it was way over the line. It felt so good and at the same time, sooooo wrong. I swore I wouldn't ever do anything like that again. Being the good girl became my normal. I didn't flash anyone, I didn't watch anyone else having sex, and I didn't even watch US having sex in the mirror. I just couldn't allow myself to become THAT kind of woman!"
"So all this time, you've pretended that you didn't agree with flashing your body, even to me, or wearing sexy lingerie like this, or even allowing me to mess around with you outside the bedroom? Because of what? You were afraid it was wrong?"
"I was afraid. Afraid that I'd do all those things a good girl shouldn't. Run around naked, have sex anywhere, anytime, watch other people having sex. Oh, a few times I was tempted. A few times I slipped a little, like when we'd had a little too much to drink. I'm sure if you think about it, you'll remember times when I let a little more show than normal, or even a lot more, supposedly accidentally. Dress pulled up a little too far, bathrobe slipping, getting something down my swimsuit so I had to practically take it off to fix, dress zippers accidentally getting unzipped, that kind of thing. When I got brave enough, I tried to make accidents happen, enjoying how much it turned me on, but never letting it show. Mostly I was afraid. Afraid of being caught by people that would judge me, people that could impact my career, even you. Afraid that if you knew, you wouldn't want me any more, wouldn't want that kind of girl."
"I don't think there's anything you can say or do that would cause that. I love you. I always will, unconditionally," I answered. "If that's what you're afraid of, me not loving you, you don't have to worry, but I don't know how to prove it."
"I think this proves the idea excites you. The question is, will knowing this, knowing what I have been hiding for so long, will it change how you feel about me," she said squeezing my dick, which she had still been stroking.
"I can't imagine it making me love you less," I whispered.
"No? What would happen if I walked out into the middle of the street naked, or dropped my dress at church? You don't think that would impact how you feel about me?"
"Maybe, but why would you do that?"
She looked as me for long seconds. "Because I'm afraid that now that I started, I won't be able to reign myself in. I'll just keep wanting more and more and more until there is nothing I wouldn't do to get that rush of adrenalin as I climax someplace outlandishly public."
"You sound like it's an addiction."
"It sort of felt that way all those years ago as I stood there, letting another man, not you, but another man, watch me orgasm, not once, but twice, because I couldn't help myself. I couldn't keep myself from wanting that rush a second time."
"That was a long time ago," I said.
"Tom wasn't. I let you finger me to climax in front of him. I know he couldn't see much, but it felt sooo... naughty. I loved how it felt, how it made me come so hard, knowing he was watching my ass. I wanted you to pull my underwear down and let him see your fingers in my pussy, let him see me climaxing. But you didn't. You were protecting me. After I came, I still wanted more. I wanted to watch you come, I wanted to come watching you come, and I was willing to let you fuck Diane again just to see it.
I didn't want Tom to fuck me, but I didn't at all mind when he wanted to touch me. In fact it was incredibly exhilarating to realized I was laying naked, stroking both your cocks at the same time. I was so fucking turned on having you make me climax in front of him that I didn't mind when he wanted to touch me. I wasn't sure I wanted his dick in me, so I said no to my underwear being pulled down. But after feeling his cock stroking me through my panties, and watching your cock disappearing into Trish's pussy, I couldn't say no when he pulled them down again. Right then, I wanted him to see my cum leaking from me. I wanted him to see how you had made me orgasm. I wanted to feel him touch my pussy and make me come, not just look at me, but to touch me. When he pulled down my pants I almost came right then. My heart was in my throat, and I knew he was going to touch my pussy with his dick. He was going to do something that was forbidden, something totally bad. He was going to stroke his cock between my thighs, touching my bare pussy. When he put his cock between my thighs, I DID come a second time. I was coming so hard and so long that when he pushed it into me, I didn't have the strength to say no. What if that's not enough? What if I start letting strange men fuck me, just to get that rush again? Hell, I bet my body KNOWING that I might lose, and he'd get to fuck me. Maybe part of me WANTED to lose. It wasn't until after the euphoria of my orgasm fully faded that I realized what I had done, what I had put up for grabs. All I could do then was to hope that Diane could make you come twice. When she didn't, I was devastated. I knew that you were going to have to watch something I never intended to happen or have you see. If Trish hadn't stepped in, I don't know what I would have done."
I shook my head. "Is that what you see happening? Looking for sex from other men?"
"No. But what if I do? It's not like we have a lot of opportunity to watch other people having sex. I watched you play with Diane, touch her, stroke her pussy, make her climax and I came while you did that to her. I wanted to see her climaxing again, so I let you have sex with her, just to see her climaxing, so I could get that rush that made my own climax so hard.
"Is that what you've been doing? Setting things up for me to have sex you can watch?"
"I've been willing to let you have sex with other women in front of me, just to get that rush of climaxing while watching you make her climax. And don't think I haven't been watching. I watched everything you did to my sister standing out there in the middle of the room. I came when you came. I stood there, my own juices leaking down my leg as she knelt in front of you and sucked your dick. When you came into the bedroom, I was more than ready. I wanted you in me so bad. I wanted to feel you pumping into me and making me climax like you'd done to her. God I was so fucking horny I almost couldn't stand it."
I really didn't know what to think. This was a side of her I definitely had never seen and never knew about. It was a side she'd kept well hidden for so long. I'd always wanted her to be a bit more free, a little more outgoing, sexually. Now I had it, and she was afraid that a monster had been unleashed.
"I can see that I've kind of overwhelmed you. Why don't we just take a little break and I'll make you some breakfast and maybe we can do something later." She whispered, on her face a look of concern I don't think I'd ever seen before.
"If that's what you want." I answered, still trying to process all the things she had spilled.
She let go of my dick and reached for my hands. She pulled on them until I climbed on the bed on top of her. She pulled us together and our lips together in a hot wet kiss that lasted several minutes. "I want to climax again, but my poor pussy feels like it's been sandpapered. My body isn't used to all the sex we've been having. I hope you don't think I don't love you because I can't satisfy you right now."



"I'd never think that," I whispered.
"And you're not angry because I get turned on flashing my body and watching other people have sex."
"I don't love you any less, but it is a lot to take in. All these years I've been wishing for you to be a little more like this, and now...hell, it's like a wild woman has been released. I don't know what to do."
"Neither do I," she whispered. "That's why I hid it all those years. I was afraid of this, of what starting down that road would lead to. Hell, I even gave you to my sister last night. Not that she couldn't use a good fucking, but I ENJOYED watching you seduce and fuck her last night. I got so turned on that I climaxed without hardly touching myself. Right now, I feel like I need it. Like a druggie needs his next fix, I need to feel that rush as I orgasm. I want you to make me come, but I know that it's gonna hurt if we have sex."
"So let me make you come another way," I whispered before giving her another kiss.
I scooted back until I could slide down to my knees at the end of the bed, her legs spread around me. I lifted her feet and let her set them on my shoulders and then leaned my face to her pussy. "I think we need to give you a little shave touchup," I said softly as I licked her lips, a little stubble forming on her lips and mound.
"Maybe later you can do it for me," she said softly before moaning with the feeling of my tongue sliding between her lips. I stroked over and over, up her lips, teasing her clit with each stroke, coaxing her already horny body towards a much higher level of excitement. I started concentrating more on her clit, teasing it with my tongue, her hips no longer able to hold still. She lifted and lowered her ass on the bed, moaning loudly as I continued to flick and circle her clit with my tongue. I'd done this so many times over the years that I knew exactly how to lick her and how to coax her to orgasm. I knew she was almost there as well when I was startled. I felt a hand on my shoulder that made me jerk back in surprise.
"NOOOOOO DONT STOP!" my wife cried in instant frustration. I looked at her sister standing naked behind me and turned back to my wife's pussy. "Ohhhhhh yes, yes, yes. Oh yes. More," she moaned as I went back to licking and teasing her clit. I felt softness on my back as her sister knelt down behind me and pressed her bare breasts to my back. Her hands moved around me, holding my chest with one hand and the other sliding down to my hard dick. She grasped it gently and started to stroke it while I continued to lick my wife closer to orgasm. "Oh! There lover! Right there! Oh shit! HERE IT IS LOVER!" she cried loudly as her body started to shudder and tremble. Her juices flowed around my chin as I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked it with the tip of my tongue. "OHHHHHHHHHH YESSSSS!" my wife cried loudly as she shuddered, and her stomach tensed with small spasms. I continued to lick and tease her clit for long seconds while her orgasm washed over her and then began to fade.
"I wouldn't mind at all if you did that to me," her sister whispered in my ear.
"I think you better ask Nancy," I answered her.
"Ask me what?" my wife asked me breathlessly before looking down and seeing her sister between her legs with me.
"If you'll let him do to me what he just did to you."
"I will, on one condition," my wife said, looking down at us. "When you get done, you have to get him off. I can't right now, and he deserves it."
"I'd be more than willing to let him come on me or in me any way he pleases, if he makes me climax like you just did."
My wife moved her feet, slid up the bed to lean back against the headboard with a couple pillows behind her back. "Right here. So I can watch."
"If you want," Lydia said, climbing onto the bed. She laid down with her head between my wife's legs, her ass at the edge of the bed, her legs spread around me. She had a neatly trimmed bush of brown curls that were starting to turn a little gray, and her pussy had quite a bit more inner labia protruding than my wife. Not that it wasn't a sexy pussy. It was just different. I wrapped an arm around one of her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips apart. Her depths glistened with moisture; her body already excited to be touched. I licked up her slit, tasting her wet sweetness. Yeah, she was VERY ready for this.
Unlike my wife, her pussy wasn't going to be hands off, so I slowly pushed a finger into her as I started to lick and tease her protruding clit. I used my finger like a little dick, licking her clit in time with my strokes. "Oh God that's good," she moaned loudly. In only a few short minutes she was barely able to keep her butt on the bed, each lick I made causing her to lift her ass to push her pussy towards my face. I couldn't help but enjoy the view as she squeezed her big mounds and pulled on her own nipples.
I pushed a second finger into her and plunged both fingers in and out as I licked and flicked her clit, slowly driving her already excited pussy higher. Her hips lifted and lowered, unable to keep up with stroke of my fingers, but apparently feeling the need to help pump me in and out of her. I looked up past my sister-in-law's tits and saw my wife squeezing one of her own, her hand down between her own legs, the view of what she was doing blocked by Lydia's head.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy and moved to my knees, pulling my face from her pussy. I looked at the two of them, both pulling and squeezing their boobs. I aimed my rock hard cock at Lydia's pussy and jammed it deep into her in one swift stroke.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as the sudden intrusion pushed her orgasm over the top. I pressed my thumb against her clit and started stroking hard into her, her hips lifting off the bed with each stroke I made. "OH FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" she practically screamed as she climaxed around my dick. I felt her pussy clenching and squeezing me with each thrust into her. I looked up at my wife, her finger frantically frigging her own clit as I pushed myself closer to climax.
"Let me see it when you come!" my wife groaned. "Let me see you squirt."
She didn't have long to wait. I pulled from Lydia's spasming pussy and stroked my pussy slickened cock frantically. I looked at Lydia, pulling and stretching both big fat nipples as she climaxed, my body about to burst. My hips shoved towards her, my dick head pushing out of my hand as a huge gush of cum lanced out of my cock in a massive squirt. The long stream of cum landed on Lydia's face and chest. Three more huge shots arched through the air as my wife started to climax again, watching my cum spurting out and landing on her sister. I knelt, panting, my balls pressed to Lydia's wet pussy, my cock drooling cum onto her curl covered mound.
"Oh damn. I think that's the first time I've seen you climax like that. In fact, I think it's the first time I've ever seen ANY guy come like that," my wife said breathlessly. "Thank you, lover."
"You're welcome," I panted as I knelt between Lydia's legs, watching her play with her breasts. I stayed there, enjoying the view of both of them until my dick softened. The three of us shared a very quick shower and then headed back to the bedroom to dress. My wife dug in her drawers and pulled out a crop top t-shirt I hadn't seen in God knows how many years and pulled it on. She used to use it to work out in the summer, but always wearing a sports bra. It wasn't quite long enough to even cover all of her breasts, the creamy white curve of the bottom of each breast showed under the bottom hem. When she bent over to dig in a lower dresser drawer, her top sagged down enough to give me a nice view of her breasts, all the way to her nipples. I was still staring at her tits when she pulled out a pair of red flannel shorts. She stepped into them and then straightened up, pulling the shorts up.
"I don't think I have anything even close to that comfortable, or revealing," her sister said.
"No problem. I have just the thing," my wife said, bending over again.
"If your goal is to tease every man in the room, that outfit will do it. The shorts are so short your pussy shows completely, and your tits are exposed as well." I said with a grin.
"Then Scott is going to spend a LOT of time with a hard-on," Lydia said. "And don't bend over in front of you son."
My wife straightened and tossed a bundle of yellow fabric to her sister. "Then you better not either. Not with that."
"Oh?" Lydia asked as she stood up and shook out the yellow material into a very short terry cloth skirt with a top.
"Scott got it for me right after Jason was born. He thought it'd help when we were camping so it would be easier to breast feed. The top doesn't have any straps or anything so you can just pull it down and there you are. I had to stop wearing it because he kept pulling it down."
"Who? Jason?"
She laughed. "No Scott. He couldn't keep his hands off of me when I was wearing that because I didn't wear a bra with it."
"Ohhhhh. That sounds like fun," Lydia said as she stepped into the material and pulled it up. "Damn this skirt is SHORT!"
"I dare you to wear it without panties," my wife said with a grin.
"I can imagine I'll be showing everything off."
"As did I when I wore it," my wife said. "Probably contributed to why he couldn't keep his hands off of me." She stepped to my dresser and pulled out the lightest pair of workout shorts I owned and tossed them to me. "And you, sir, get to wear these."
"It's a good thing I have bigger tits than you or this'd keep falling down," Lydia said as she tugged gently on the yellow top, making it easily slide down and expose her breasts.
"Yeah. If my boobs hadn't been filled with milk, I think it would have kept sliding down. As it was, after I got done nursing, it had a tendency to slip all the way to my nipples."
"I bet that was embarrassing," Lydia said. My wife looked at me before agreeing with her sister. It at least SHOULD have been embarrassing, but now I know it wasn't.
Lydia stood up and bent over for me, the short skirt pulling up her bare ass cheeks until her whole pussy was exposed, pushing at me from between her thighs. "Oh yeah. That's a tease."
"Good," my wife said. "Now, you put those on, and we'll go make you some breakfast."
"No underwear?"
"Uh uh. Not a stitch," my wife said with a grin. "This time I want to see the results of our teasing."
"Our teasing?" Lydia asked.
"Of course. You don't think I gave you that to wear because I DIDN'T want him to see your pussy, do you? He's already been in it, I don't see any reason he shouldn't be teased with it. In fact, I WANT you to tease him. I just want to see it." She looked at her sister quizzically. "Just trust me sis. Flash him, touch him, pull his cock out and stroke it, whatever you want. Hell, if you want, you can even sit on him. I'm not going to complain. You can even let him make you climax as many times as you want," she said as she walked over to her sister. "I wanna tease and I wanna see him teased. I also get turned on watching other people having sex in various ways, including my extremely sexy husband. I'm just not so sure I like seeing him leaving his load in other women. Does that make sense?"
"Not completely, but we'll talk about it later," Lydia answered.
"Good," Nancy answered her sister. "Now I'm getting really hungry!"
The three of us went to the other room and I got well teased while they made breakfast, and then as the two of them finished cleaning up. Every time either bent over, I was treated to a hell of a view. In fact, I got treated so many times that I started teasing back. If they bent over in front of me, my wife got a kiss, and a lick and Lydia got my cock pushed all the way into her. I was more than ready to just strip one or both of them right there and fuck the shit out of them when play time ended. My son and his wife showed up a little early.
Tara, my son's wife, is a fairly petite redhead with a rather hot temper at times, but we get along pretty well. My wife and I do our best to treat her like a daughter. She's VERY good looking and has never been shy about that fact, which has left me on more than one occasion with an inappropriate hard-on. She is also, at the moment, VERY pregnant.
After they got here, the girls all went off to chat while my son and I settled in to watch an old western on TV to pass the time. Plans were for him and his sister to show up here early afternoon, have dinner, go to church for candlelight service and then home for gifts. The kids would then take off for the other side of the family some time early tomorrow. It's a drill we went through a lot when we were younger, trying to spread ourselves between both our families.
"Scott!" I heard my wife call from down the hall.
"Yeah?"
"Would you come here?"
"Sure," I said, giving my son a shrug. "Duty calls."
"Have fun," he answered as I walked out of the room.
My wife opened the door for me and then closed it after I walked in. I wasn't at all sure what they wanted but stopped dead in my tracks when I looked at the bed. Tara was laying on the bed, rolled partly on her stomach and partly on her side, a large towel crossways on the bed under her butt. She had a small towel draped over her side and breasts and another over her butt, covering the bottom of her butt cheeks and her pussy. Other than that, she was completely naked. "Scott, we need you to fix Tara's back. You know, like you do to mine," my wife said before I had a chance to ask what was going on.
"You want me to fix her back?"
"Yeah. You do such a wonderful job of making mine feel better. I thought you could help Tara. The drive down really has her back messed up."
"Um. I suppose I could. But..."
"No. Don't say it. I know what you're thinking. Trust me. It'll be fine."
I doubted she knew what I was really thinking. I've worked on her back very frequently for years, ever since she was pregnant with Jason. For some reason, working on the pressure points that made her back hurt when she was pregnant were apparently very close to some pressure points that had a lot to do with her getting very horny. I hadn't tried working those points on anyone else, and they didn't seem to have the same effect when she wasn't pregnant. But when she was, it was like pushing a start button and I wasn't done working on her back until I'd also satisfied her other ways. "You're sure?" I asked hesitantly.
"It's just a back rub," my wife said, rolling her eyes.
"I hope," I answered quietly to myself. They already had the massage oil out and looked like they had tried to find those pressure points on their own. "You sure you don't mind your dad's hands on you like this?" I asked Tara.
"I'm sure you've actually seen more of me than this in my bikinis," she said, twisting a little to look at me, which showed more of her big belly and also part of her left breast and her nipple.
"Looking at you in a bikini and rubbing on your body are two different things," I said as I started to climb on the bed.
"You're going to take your shorts off, aren't you? You know how hard it is to get the oil stains out," my wife said quickly.
"I really shouldn't," I answered just as quickly.
"Afraid of me seeing you?" Tara asked with a crooked grin. "I can close my eyes if you're bashful."
"It's not that. It's being naked with my daughter-in-law."
"Well. If she's okay with it and I'm okay with it, what's the problem?" my wife asked. "Just take them off and fix her back you goof!"
"Alright," I agreed reluctantly. I pushed off my shorts and crawled onto the bed in nothing but my socks and knelt at her butt. "I'm going to be rubbing your lower back and down around your butt. You sure you're okay with that? I mean doing this on my wife and doing it on my daughter-in-law are two different things."
"I don't care if you have to stick your fingers all the way up my pussy, as long as it makes my back stop hurting, I'm good with it."
"Well, that's pretty blunt," I said. "Alright." I moved her upper leg and cocked it at an angle so I could roll her as far towards her big round stomach as I could. Then I squirted a bunch of massage oil on my hands. The first thing I needed to do was get her lower back and butt cheeks nice and slick. A chiropractor friend had shown me a few tricks for lower back pain. He called it trigger point therapy. I'd been using it on my wife to fix her back for years but hadn't ever tried it on anyone else. My friend had no idea why it had the effect it did on my wife when she was pregnant, other than there were a few acupuncture points in the same vicinity that had correlation to certain nerves and muscles in the vagina. I hoped that Tara wasn't going to do the same thing as Nancy had. I started to rub on her lower back with my thumbs, finding the little knots in her muscles.
"Ohhhh that feels goooooood!" she groaned as I rubbed around on her back.
"This is going to hurt," I said quietly before I pressed on the first knot with my thumb, forcing the lactic acid out of the knot.
"Trust me. It's a good hurt," my wife said quickly from where she was sitting on the bed as Tara let out a deep moan that was anything but pleasure. I'd heard that moan from my wife on a regular basis, so it wasn't a surprise. It would change.
I let up the pressure and began rubbing my thumb in a circle, slowly working my way out from where the knot had been. With the first of several obvious knots done, I began massaging again, searching her lower back for more. Over and over I repeated the process, slowly working from her lower back down to her butt cheeks. It had always surprised me how many knots could form in a pair of butt cheeks. But I was making progress. I knew it because the moans slowly changed from painful to something else altogether. In the process the towel over her breasts had slipped off and she had pulled the other off, leaving her completely naked.
"Oh damn," Tara moaned as I pressed on a knot deep in her butt cheek, my thumb nearly at her bright pink pussy. "How something so painful can feel sooooo good is beyond me," she moaned softly.
"That's the last one on this side. You're going to have to roll over for me to get your other cheek. I can just close my eyes while you get covered again, if you don't mind. Otherwise, I can turn my back."
"I don't think you need to do that," she said softly as she rolled towards me onto her back, lifting one leg high in the air to swing it past me to my other side. She smiled as she set the leg down, leaving me kneeling between her spread legs, her body completely naked and exposed to me. She seemed to enjoy showing everything off to me, regardless of how uncomfortable it made me. "I mean you've seen me in some of my tiniest bikinis, this isn't all that much more, is it?" she asked as she used her feet to lift her butt off the bed and scoot herself even closer to me. She bent and spread her legs apart even further, pulling herself towards me until her butt cheeks were pressed to my legs with her pussy as close to me as she could get it.
"This certainly is a showing a hell of a lot more than any bikini I've EVER seen you in," I answered as she reached for me between her legs, her fingers wrapping around my rock hard dick. "Tara! What are you doing?" I squeaked in surprise as she grinned and tugged my dick to try and get it aimed at her pussy.
"I thought I felt a hard dick pressing against me. And BOY is it a nice big hard one."
"I don't think we should be doing something like this," I said, quietly, gently getting her hand to release my cock. She reached for my hands again, this time pulling them up towards her chest and her bare tits.
"Why don't you just rub a little oil on these too," she cooed, pressing my hands to her breasts. Her chest was maybe a small C cup, but each soft mound felt firm and her slightly darkened nipples pressed hard into my palms as she made sure I didn't pull my hands away. I couldn't resist squeezing and massaging them a little with my oily hands as she let go of me. Her hands, now almost as oily as mine, reached down for my dick again and tried to lift her butt towards me, getting as far as slipping my engorged head between her lips.



"Oh damn," I groaned as she stroked her oily hands on my shaft, trying to pull me towards her and more of me into her. I pulled my hands from her tits and looked down at her. I gently disengaged her hands from my dick, reluctantly. "We can't," I said quietly. "If you want me to finish working on your back, I can do that, but this...I don't feel comfortable with this."
She looked up at me and pouted. "You sure?"
I looked to my wife who just shrugged and then to Lydia, hoping for support, but instead saw nothing but a look of lust as she looked at my glistening cock. "I'm sure."
She lifted her left leg and swung it in front of me, rolling her onto her right side. "God I can't believe how fucking horny I am right now."
"It did that to me too. Just when I was pregnant though. When I wasn't it didn't seem to have the same effect," my wife said to Tara.
"What did you do about it?"
My wife chuckled and shook her head. "The exact same thing you were just trying to do."
I squirted some fresh oil on her butt cheek and started rubbing, searching for the knots I couldn't get to with her on her other side. I felt at least a dozen that were going to have to be worked on, ranging from quite large to small. One at a time I worked on them, leaning towards her each time I pressed on one to give my tired arms a little help. Each time I did, my bare cock rubbed against her oily ass, making it feel like it was growing even harder, if that were possible. I had just finished pushing hard on one of the larger ones when she reached behind her, finding my dick and pushing it between her thighs while I worked the knot out the rest of the way.
"Better," she groaned as I found the next knot.
I knew I shouldn't have my dick where it was. Somewhere deep inside, I knew how this was going to end up, but my willpower to prevent it seemed to fade further away each time I worked a knot, my hands rocking her slightly and, in the process, moving her soft slick thighs back and forth on my dick. I was nearly done. Only a few more small ones to go when she lifted her leg and reached her fingers to her pussy and my fat head pressed against her lips. I pulled back slightly and then, when I leaned forward again to put pressure on the next knot, felt my oiled head slip easily into her an inch or two. I worked the knot out with my head just inside her, the gentle rocking motion working her pussy on and off me slightly, teasing me even more.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned. "That's what I need."
I gave up on working on her butt and lifted her leg into the air. I pulled it up and past me until she was laying on her back, my cock pulling from her as I did. I slid my knees apart and pushed my head down between her lips again, feeling it slide between them and into her a couple inches. I squirted some oil on my left hand and reached for her tits, the motion pushing me slightly deeper into her. I grabbed one of her tits and massaged it, squeezing her nipple between my fingers and palm. With my right hand, I reached down to her pussy and using my thumb, began to stroke small circles over and around her clit. It had the desired effect. In moments she had her feet on the bed by my knees and was lifting and dropping her hips, working my cock in and out of her pussy just a little bit while I teased her clit. Maybe I was kidding myself by saying it wasn't really having sex, I was, after all, just helping her relieve her need.
It didn't take long. It never had with my wife, and Tara seemed to respond about the same. I was hoping for that. As much as I wanted to fuck her, as much as I knew I WAS fucking her, I wasn't at all sure I wanted to be pumping a load into her. If I could get her off before that happened, if I could get her to climax while I had a little self control left... I was pretty sure either my wife or Lydia would be more than happy to finish me off, IF I could get that far! I continued to work on her clit, her moans growing much louder than I wanted, her hips still pumping up and down, working me in and out of her a couple inches. "Oh God. Gonna come," she moaned loudly. "Soooooo going to come."
"That's it. Just let it happen," I coaxed, trying hard not to let her surprisingly tight young pussy get the best of me.
"Almost," she whispered. "Almost! OHHHHHH!" she squealed as her body started to squeeze around my hard cock. She held her ass up off the bed as her body shuddered and trembled. I couldn't help but push in just a little more, a little deeper, feel her spasming pussy around my shaft, my brain no longer thinking clearly. As much as I wanted to pump into her, I pulled out of her and grabbed my dick. I started stroking it frantically as I inched my already close orgasm closer. She reached for me, pushing my hands from my dick and replacing them with her own. Her oily hands stroked me as I looked up from her sexy body towards my wife. If I expected anything, it wasn't what I saw. She was on her knees, her legs splayed apart. She had her shorts pulled aside and two fingers rubbing her clit frantically. One hand was under the short crop top, clearly squeezing and playing with her own breast. I looked up further, looking to her face, to her eyes. She stared at me, looking first at my eyes and then down to Tara stroking my cock.
I jerked with an uncontrollable spasm, a gush of cum squirting up and over her big belly all the way to Tara's face. The long white rope of cum landed on her chin and down her chest between her tits. The second jerk added to that, missing her chin by a few inches but landing on one tit and her stomach.
"Oh fuck!" I heard my wife grunt, pulling my attention from Tara. I watched her shudder and tremble for long seconds, her fingers now slowly stroking herself, her hand squeezing and pulling one nipple yet. "Ohhhhhhhhhh," she groaned with a little waver in her voice, her eyes now staring at my spurting cock.
My cum had reduced to a drool out of my quickly shrinking cock, still held in Tara's hands, leaking onto her auburn curls and pussy. I frowned and looked down at my cum on her body and felt more than a little guilty. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that. Hell, I shouldn't have even been rubbing on your body this way."
"You did exactly what I wanted. I wanted my back to feel better and mom warned me. She said what it did to her. I told her I didn't care. If it made my back stop hurting, I was more than willing to do anything with you," she said. "And it did fix my back. It was also one of the hardest orgasms I've had in months. So I'm not complaining."
"What's Jason going to say?"
"Who plans on telling him? I'm not," she answered with a soft chuckle.
"Secrets aren't good in a relationship," I said, looking up at my wife, who suddenly got a guilty look on her face.
"Secrets are better than divorce," Tara said. "It'll just be our secret. No one else needs to know."
It seemed like secrets were what my life was turning into. Secrets and sex. I wasn't complaining about sex. The secrets though..."
"I think you should go take a shower. Get all that off of you," my wife said.
"And while you do that, I think I'm going to see if I can coax him to give me a little. Watching him has me really horny!" Lydia said. "How about it Scott? Willing to let me get that dick hard so I can ride on it?"
"Now?"
"Can you think of a better time? You just lay down here and let me do the hard work."
I lay down and Lydia crawled over me, her face over my dick and her pussy over my face. I pushed the short skirt up over her bare ass and pulled her down towards my face. She spread her knees apart to get more comfortable as I looked at her dark blonde curl covered pussy. I tentatively licked her lips while she started to lick and suck my dick. I pulled the top of her dress down over her tits and started playing with them, gently pinching and pulling her nipples while I worked my tongue between her lips to find her clit.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned with my soft dick in her mouth. She seemed not to mind either the oil or the pussy juice as she worked to get me hard again. The two of us teased each other for long minutes. Tara came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel and crawled on the bed next to my wife. She reached out and stroked her fingers through my short hair, watching me licking Lydia's wet lips. By the time Lydia declared my dick hard enough, I could hear the soft squish of fingers rubbing pussies. When Lydia pulled off of me, I looked over to see both my wife and Tara playing with their pussies.
Lydia stood up on the bed, pulled off the dress and squatted down over me. She aimed my dick at her pussy and sunk down onto me as she rolled her legs to her knees. She started slow, lifting and lowering herself on my shaft in long even strokes. I watched her tits sway and wiggle with each stroke. I reached for her big tits, cupping each massive mound, squeezing them. She moaned quietly and started bouncing faster, her ass slapping loudly against my thighs as she pounded down on me.
Tara interrupted my view of Lydia's fantastic tits when she leaned over me, her towel unwrapped so her front was exposed. She leaned her chest over my face and aimed one of her perky breasts at my mouth. "Suck on it! I wanna feel you suck my nipple."
At that point, I didn't care what tit was in my mouth. Sucking a sexy breast just heightened the whole experience. Tara moaned softly as I sucked and nibbled her nipple, and Lydia panted and gasped as she pounded herself onto me. I knew it wasn't going to be much longer for either Lydia or myself.
"HOLY SHIT! DAD! AUNT LYDIA! WHAT THE FUCK?" I heard my daughter Christy cry out.
Tara pulled her tit from my mouth, wrapping the towel back around herself. Lydia abruptly pulled off of me, grabbed the dress off the end of the bed as she crawled off, darting into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. That left me laying with my dick sticking in the air, glistening with Lydia's juices. I looked towards the bedroom door and saw my daughter and her husband staring, her at me, him at Tara.
"What the fuck Dad?" my daughter asked again, "fucking Aunt Lydia?" I sat up and looked for my shorts. I didn't find them, so I pulled the towel Tara had been laying on across my lap to cover my hard-on. "And Tara naked in here? What the fuck is going on?"
"It's not what you think," my wife started to explain. "Your father was just fixing Tara's back. Lydia got a little turned on and wanted a little sex."
"And you're alright with that? Dad fucking your sister? Jesus Mom, what the fuck has gotten into you? I mean, look at yourself. Your boobs are practically hanging out of that shirt and those shorts aren't covering anything. Your whole pussy is showing!"
"HEY! Just can it. We're consenting adults. What we choose to do is our business. I don't give a crap if you approve or not. It's not your life, it's ours. And if you wanna chew someone out, you can start with your husband, since he's staring at your Mom's pussy and rubbing his dick." I snapped at her angrily. "Where the fuck do you get off judging us anyway?"
She turned and looked at her husband. "RUSS! Shit! My mom?" He just shrugged and looked sheepish. She pushed past him and stormed out of the room. Russ turned and followed. Tara slid off the bed and closed the door.
"I better get dressed," she said, dropping the towel and stepping to the pile of clothes sitting on the dresser. I watched her dress and then pulled a pair of underwear from my dresser drawer. "Thank you...for fixing my back and the other."
"You're welcome," I said after she leaned to me and gave me a kiss.
The remainder of the afternoon was...awkward. Russ was trying to look at my wife without looking like he was. Christy seemed to be on a slow burn. Lydia had changed into something more covering and blushed every time she looked at Russ. Jason just seemed confused. I wasn't sure what he'd been told, but I was pretty sure it wasn't what I'd done to Tara.
After dinner we all changed for church, Nancy putting on a short red dress and stockings, intentionally leaving the underwear on the end of the bed. Not that I was complaining. She looked FANTASTIC! I wore my suit and tie, as usual.
Lydia looked equally good in a knee length dark blue dress and my daughter in a dress almost as short as my wife's. Tara wore a midthigh cream colored sweater dress that stretched snugly over her big belly, and a pair of knee length black boots. When we got to church I found myself seated with my wife on my right and Tara on my left, my son on the other side of her.
Each time we sat, my wife pulled my hand to her thigh, making sure my fingers were curled to the inside, able to stroke her soft skin. Each time she seemed to inch it higher as well, working my hand slowly up to the hem of her skirt and eventually under it. During the message, she lay the hymnal on her lap to cover the fact that she pulled my hand all the way up until my fingers touched her bare pussy. Her wetness was evident to my fingers almost as soon as I touched her lips. The excitement she described from last week was apparently equally evident this week.
One unique thing about the Christmas Eve service is the candlelight portion. Every parishioner is given a candle and the church lights are turned off. We then sing Silent Night by candlelight. I held the now lit candle in my right hand, holding it up to help light the hymnal in my wife's left hand. As soon as the lights went down, I felt a bump against my hip and then a hand find my left hand. In moments my left hand was drawn to the hem of Tara's sweater dress and coaxed up under it. She pulled my hand up her thigh until my fingers found her completely bare pussy. She didn't let go of my hand and used her fingers to rub my fingers between her lips. I could feel her wetness as she stroked my fingers up her slit until I could feel her hard little clit. Only then did she remove her hand, clearly intending me to leave mine where she had moved it.
I glanced down and in the dark, I couldn't see that my hand had her skirt hiked up, or more the point, with the cream color of the dress, I couldn't tell where her skirt ended and where her now bare thigh started. I let my fingers gently stroke her clit, which is what I expected she intended.
The song ended all too soon to suit me but left me no choice. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and tugged her dress hem back down where it belonged, hopefully no one the wiser.
I half expected that on the way home there would be some conversation about what had happened today, but my wife, Lydia, Chrystie and her husband seemed determined to avoid the subject.
When we got home it was time for the all important present pile. With the kids now having to share Christmas time with another family, we'd decided that we'd do presents on Christmas Eve and then the kids would share Christmas with their other families on Christmas day.
The kids distributed the pile of presents around the tree, and is our tradition, we opened them in age order, youngest first. We all watched as one at a time the kids opened their gifts. With the four kids done, my wife was next, younger than me by only a month. She worked her way down her pile of gifts, leaving the two store wrapped gifts for last. She knew where I had purchased them, so I was sure she had some expectation of what kind of gift they contained. Over the years I had tried getting her sexy nightgowns and other such things and had long since given up. Though the last few days made me suspect that those gifts would no longer be frowned upon. Just the same, I suspected that the nightgown and satin bathrobe I got her this year would be well received.
She picked up the first one and grinned at me. "If I were to guess, I'd guess someone got me lingerie!"
"Guess you'll have to open it to find out," I answered her with a smile.
She tore the paper open and opened the box within. She looked down into the box curiously and then looked up at me with a grin. "I wouldn't have expected this from you." She reached into the box and pulled out two packages. The first was a pair of lacy black thong panties, which was a surprise, because I hadn't ordered underwear. The more shocking thing was the small vibrator and remote that were clearly intended to be used with the underwear. "Wearable vibrators? Seriously naughty." The other package she held up looked kind of like a letter C that had been sat on, with one half being quite a bit fatter than the other. One portion presumably to insert into her vagina and the smaller portion to rest between her lips against her clit.
"I didn't..." I started to say as she leaned towards me.
"I LOVE THEM!" she cried excitedly before she kissed me on the cheek. "I can't wait to see what else you got me!"
She set them on her lap and picked up the other package and ripped it open quickly. She opened the box and looked down at it. One at a time she pulled the contents of the box out. The first piece looked like a corset or something similar that appeared to have part of the cups of a bra. It was made of a slick looking black leather but seemed to be soft and flexible. Hanging from the bottom edge were long straps that seemed to have some kind of clips on the ends. She next pulled out a package of black silk stockings. She set those both down and pulled out what looked like a bathrobe, but it was made of black sheer material. She leaned over and rubbed it against my face. "Silk. Real silk. I gotta go put this on!" she said jumping up and practically running towards the bedroom.
"Well...um...Lydia, maybe you should go. She'll no doubt want to be back to watch me open mine," I said awkwardly, knowing that I hadn't bought either of those boxes of presents. Someplace there is a woman looking at a silk nightgown and wondering what her husband had been thinking.
Lydia was nearly done opening her small pile of gifts when Nancy came back from the bedroom. I was shocked she walked out in front of everyone dressed the way she was. The sheer black robe did nothing to hide the fact that the corset or whatever it was, cupped and lifted her big tits, making them stick out significantly from her chest, her areola and rock hard nipples poking out completely exposed. Her legs were cased in the black silk stockings, held up by the garter straps on the bottom of the corset, leaving a wide swath of bare skin from her upper thigh to her hips completely bare and exposed, including her entire pussy. She had added her tallest pair of black high heels to the outfit, making her look incredibly sexy. Though not appropriate for the present company, I had to admit that it was the kind of look I'd wished to see on her for many years. She walked towards me and swooshed the see-through black robe out and over my head as she sat down on my lap, her legs both hanging over one side of mine. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled our faces together in a long wet kiss.
"I love it. It's just perfect," she said quietly while everyone stared speechless at her. "We'll have to try the vibrators later. I'm afraid this will make all my gifts for you seem pretty tame. I had no idea you could be so naughty!" I didn't have the heart to tell her that I haven't bought any of that for her and that somehow there was a mix up at the store. She pulled the sheer robe from over my head and settled into the recliner with me. "You're turn now."
I couldn't help but see Russ staring at Nancy's exposed breasts and pussy while I unwrapped my packages. My son was looking also, even though he was trying not to. Christy was sitting with her arms crossed, clearly upset, but trying not to lash out with the anger she clearly felt.
I worked my way down the pile, until I opened the last box. It wasn't large, and the tag said it was from my wife. She grinned at me as I unwrapped it. It was a tube shaped container that contained long sticks. Each stick had either a question or action on it. A sexy truth or dare game. "Just a little something to play when we have friends over." She whispered before kissing me softly.



We watched Lydia open the last of her presents and then called it a night. It was late and bedtime was long past. With everything open we all retired, though not without Christy taking several minutes to discuss strongly with her mother, her displeasure at her mother's behavior. Needless to say it wasn't going to end well, so I headed for the bedroom, more than ready for sack time.
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Day 12 - Christmas Day
It had been a most unusual Christmas Eve. My wife and I enjoyed trying one of her new toys while she was still wearing what I now knew was a bustier. The bent looking vibrator did indeed go inside her and vibrate her clit at the same time. It was also shaped so it stayed inside her without holding it, which brought several very naughty ideas from her, including wearing it or the underwear mounted vibrator out shopping or to a restaurant.
It was still early. The morning sky was just starting to lighten through the bedroom window when she woke me. "I've got one more present for you!" she whispered as she pressed her naked body against mine. "Do you remember our first Christmas together?"
"I do," I answered, remembering the morning of our first Christmas together and how we had made love next to the tree, and promised to do it every Christmas. Unfortunately, it was the one and only time we had done it.
"Good! Let's go!" she said, tossing the covers off of us. She climbed from the bed and pulled me along with her. She held her finger to her lips as she opened the bedroom door. She pulled me down the hall with her, the two of us sneaking naked to the living room. She pulled me to the tree and lay down, spreading her legs. "Lick me," she whispered.
I knelt down and lowered my head between her legs. I licked her lips slowly, teasing her at first, and then working my tongue between her lips to seek out her hard little clit. She tried to stay quiet, unsuccessfully, as I worked her pussy, making her squirm and wiggle on the floor. I very much enjoyed licking her pussy and liking doing it made me so much better at it. I alternated between digging deep into her, almost pushing my tongue into her depths, and then moving to her clit and flicking and swirling the tip across her hard nub. Her moans were growing louder, and I was concerned it might wake someone. I pulled my face from her pussy and moved to crawl over her.
"Uh uh," she said, pushing me away. "My turn," she said as she rolled me so I was laying on my back. She crawled over me and looked down at me with a grin. "Last time you did all the work. How about this time I do it?"
"Have at it," I whispered back, surprised because before a few days ago she would never have done this.
She moved over me and held my dick upright. She rubbed my head between her sopping wet lips and then lowered herself down onto me. "Ohhhhhhh," I groaned softly as she enveloped me, her body lit by the changing colors of the twinkling tree lights. She worked slowly, teasing me much like I had teased her. She knew from many years of having sex with me how fast I stroked into her, the speed that I used to make her climax and also the speed I shift to when I'm ready to come. She chose the slower, knowing that she was close to climax while I still had a ways to go. She clearly didn't want to come yet and was determined to bring me along with her.
"Oh shit," I groaned as she slowly stroked up and down my shaft, her pussy teasing me as she settled into a low easy rhythm. Each stroke slapped her butt down on me, making her sexy tits bounce and wiggle. I wanted this moment to last forever.
I was momentarily distracted from her bouncing boobs by movement behind her. Tara stood behind her, slowly slipping her bathrobe off and letting it fall to the ground. She began unbuttoning the row of small buttons down the front of her maroon nightshirt letting it flop open. She pulled it back off her shoulders and let it slip down her arms to the ground with her robe. She stood naked behind my wife for several seconds before stepping closer. She let one hand touch my wife's shoulder. I expected my wife to react, but instead she just smiled at me. Tara stepped around her and then over my head. She squatted down over me, bringing her pussy to my face. "Merry Christmas," my wife whispered as Tara lowered her pussy to my mouth.
I grabbed her hips and helped position her to where I could lick her wet slit. I felt my wife pick up the pace of her strokes, now clearly trying to coax my orgasm along faster. Between the pussy on my face and my wife's pussy on my dick, I had no doubt that they would make me come quickly. I concentrated on Tara's clit, licking and flicking it as my wife pounded down onto me harder. I felt her pussy quiver around me, her own orgasm starting to wash over her. The change in tightness was all it took. I felt my cock swell inside her plunging pussy and my body spasm. I surged a gush of cum into my wife as the first of several climactic spasms wracked my body. I could hear my wife trying to muffle her moans and gasps as she climaxed around my surging cock. My only regret was that I hadn't gotten Tara to climax before my wife and I did.
I was more than willing to finish her off as well, but as soon as my wife orgasmed, she pulled off my face. She quickly dressed and then padded off barefoot back to one of the guest rooms. My wife rolled off of me and then got up. She helped me up and pulled me down the hall to our room. She pulled me onto the bed on top of her and wrapped her arms around me, giggling like a little girl until she pressed her lips to mine. "Merry Christmas my love."
"Merry Christmas," I whispered as we broke the kiss. We cuddled back up together and I fell asleep again.
When I woke up I was alone in bed. I climbed from the bed and headed to the shower. I turned on the water and stood under my preferred spray head, leaving my wife's already set to her temperature, off. I closed my eyes and leaned my head against the wall, taking the moment of solitude to try and make sense of the previous day.
I hadn't been in the shower too long when I heard a squeak behind me, and my daughter's startled cry. "OhmyGod! Daddy!" I turned just in time to see her naked butt darting out the bathroom door. I shook my head and walked to the door, water still streaming off of me. I stepped out the door to find my daughter, standing facing away from me, completely naked and fumbling to straighten a pair of underwear to pull on. I stepped behind her and gently grasped her shoulders. "Oh God Daddy! I. So sorry. I didn't know it was you in there. I thought it was Aunt Lydia."
"It's alright sweetie. No harm no foul. It's not like you didn't see me naked yesterday."
"When mom said I could use her shower if I hurried, and then heard water running, I assumed it was Aunt Lydia. I wouldn't have come in if I'd have known it was you. Mom must not have realized you were showering."
"Or she did," I said quietly.
Christy spun around in front of me, her eyes the size of saucers. She looked up at me in surprise and then realizing we were both still naked, spun back around just as quickly. "Why would she do that?"
"Maybe to give us a chance to talk, privately?"
"Naked, in the shower?"
"Given your reaction yesterday, yeah. But if you don't want to talk about it..." I said, letting go of her shoulders. I walked back into the bathroom, leaving the door standing open. I walked back into the shower and under the water again. I reached over and turned on my wife's side of the shower and waited, facing the wall again.
It took a couple minutes, but Christy came back in. She stepped under the other shower head with her arms across her breasts and a pair of bikini style underwear on. "Okay. So talk."
"When we were first married, we had a pretty active sex life. There were some things your mother refused to do, but we enjoyed sex in different places and ways. About what you'd expect for a new couple. We didn't have a lot of free money to throw around, so for fun we went camping a lot. After you were born, we were camping and it was uber hot, so we were sleeping naked. Your mom had to pee and didn't want to have to get dressed and walk half a mile alone in the dark, so she just slipped out of the tent and went to the tree line a few dozen yards away to pee behind a tree. When she got done, she realized she wasn't alone. The couple in the next campsite were out making out on their picnic table. Probably because it was so hot inside the tents. She couldn't get back to the tent without being seen, so she just decided to wait them out. Only problem was, they were just getting started. She ended up hiding behind the tree watching them have sex. The longer she watched the more turned on she got, until she was playing with herself. I guess the guy knew she was there and kept looking over at where she was trying to hide. After some time, she got brave and stepped out from behind the tree. The way she told me, the rush of being exposed like that made her climax really hard."
"That isn't horrible."
"Well, before she tried to get back to the tent, some lady came down the road and saw this couple screwing on the table. She was threatening to call the park rangers, and she realized that if this lady did, she was sure to get arrested for indecent exposure. Fortunately the lady didn't call the police. After she got back to our tent, she had nightmares about being hauled off to jail naked. "
"I can imagine that. I'd probably have nightmares too."
"Well, apparently those nightmares weren't enough to stop her from doing it again. Later that morning, I took you to the river and she stayed behind to change. Apparently she left the tent door open and got undressed and played with herself again until she climaxed in front of him. When we got back, she stood next to the tent in plain view of anyone around, took her suit off and stood completely naked while she hung it on the line to dry. He was in his campsite packing and she let him walk almost all the way to her while she played with herself before she wrapped in a towel and ran into the tent. She thinks she might have let him touch her, if she hadn't chickened out."
"Seriously? Mom? And you didn't get upset?"
"I never knew until this week," I said quietly as I stood with my back to the wall, the water just hitting my stomach and lower. I couldn't help but notice the water had made her tiny white cotton panties practically translucent, or that her arms were no longer hugging her chest as tightly, allowing one of her nipples and half its surrounding areola to peek out at me. I couldn't help the almost immediate reaction at the sight, my own daughter or not. Before she could see my hard-on, I pushed off the wall and turned under the water, getting my washrag and squirting some soap on it. "Your mother kept a number of secrets from me," I said as I started to wash myself to try and prevent what I could feel happening. "There were a couple of things she never wanted to do. She wouldn't give me oral sex, even though she thoroughly enjoyed getting it, and she wouldn't go what you girls call cowboy. I never understood it until now. Before we met, someone she trusted took advantage of that. I don't have all the details, but I know enough to tell that he made her do those things, so to her, doing them made her feel...used I guess," I said as I tried not to look at my daughter while I washed myself.
"I don't get it. How did she hide all this from you? I mean, you were obviously intimate all these years."
I turned to look at her and nodded. "She retreated to the bedroom, literally. She wouldn't do anything outside the bedroom. When I tried, she'd either shut me right down, or worse, sometimes she'd let things start and then all of a sudden, she'd slam the door. I always figured it was something I was doing, or not doing. Turns out it wasn't. She made the comment that her mother taught her that good girls didn't do things like that."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"It took me a couple days. Her mother taught her that good girls don't do things like that, taught her that before we even met, before she even tried anything like at that campground. I'm thinking her mother did things like that, or maybe worse? I don't know. It's not like we can ask her. She was raised when things were even more strict than now. So what did she do that she felt she had to teach your mom not to do them? I don't know."
"But that doesn't explain yesterday."
"Doesn't it? About two weeks ago, she seemed to suddenly...change. It's like she gave herself permission to do all the things she had been denying herself for all these years. Now she's like a teenager, exploring the limits and boundaries. That's all I can say."
"There you are!" Tara said from the bathroom doorway as she stepped in and closed it behind her. "You and Christy? I wouldn't have expected that."
"Wait! What?" Christy exclaimed. "I'm not...we're not... what are YOU Doing here?"
"I'm here to get to finish what Dad and I started this morning."
"This morning? What you started?" my daughter asked incredulously.
"Yeah. While you were sleeping, your mom and I had sex with your dad under the tree. Well, not exactly under the tree. And I guess technically only your mom had sex with him. But he did get to start licking my pussy."
"And Mom LET you do that?"
"Let me? Hell, she invited me!" Tara answered as she stepped over to me. She stepped under the water and pushed me back out of it. She turned to wet herself and then twisted the handle to shut off the water. She picked up the bottle of my body wash and squeezed some back and forth across her chest. She set the bottle back on the shelf and then stepped to me. She took my hands and then turned her back to me, pressing back against me until I backed up to the wall. She wiggled her ass around on my half hard cock as she pulled my hands to her tits. "There's taking a shower and then there's TAKING A SHOWER!"
"Really Tara? This? My dad?"
"What? You have something against a girl getting a little satisfaction?" Tara asked, as she helped me to start rubbing my hands around her body to spread the slick soap on her wet skin.
"But fucking my dad?"
Tara pushed my right hand down to her crotch. "If he wants to, I'm more than willing. But I'm not going to force him to do anything he doesn't want to. I already know from yesterday that he's REALLY good with his fingers."
"From yesterday?"
"Oh come now. You don't really think he could rub all over my sexy little body and NOT rub there, do you?"
"He did? To you? Does mom know?"
"She was there, stroking her pussy, watching everything he did. She got excited watching us, watching his hands play with my body, stroke my nipples and pussy," she said as she slipped a hand down below mine between her legs. I felt her fingers find my now engorged head and pull it up between her legs, pressing my head between her lips. "She watched me tease him between my lips and then, as he played with my clit, push his fat head inside me. She sat and made herself climax watching him make me come, not all that unlike you."
"What?" Christy asked, startled, jerking her hand that had made it to her crotch away, wrapping it around her stomach, and pulling the one that had been squeezing one of her tits down with it, leaving her tits completely exposed.
"That's right. Why don't you just take those panties off and let it happen. I know I'm going to enjoy the hell out of the next couple minutes either way. You might as well too." Tara leaned back into me harder, tilting her head back to rest on my shoulder. I let my hands roam up and down Tara's body, caressing her breasts and sliding over her soapy stomach to her pussy. I worked my fingers between her lips to tease her clit before pushing one far enough back along her slit to push into her depths. She moaned softly as I pushed her closer and closer to climax.
I couldn't help but watch my daughter, stroking her own tits now, her hand between her legs, pushed down into her sopping wet panties, as if wearing them was actually hiding anything she was doing.
"Oh God Sis. It looks so sexy, doesn't it? His hands playing with my body, teasing me. He's getting so hard too. I can feel his dick between my cheeks, getting harder and harder," Tara moaned. "Fuck Dad! You're going to make me come, you know that? I'm getting so close. I wish I was still sitting on your face, letting you lick me when I come, or better yet, pumping your cock in my pussy. It felt so good yesterday. I just wish I could have gotten it deeper. Oh shit, I'm sooooo close now. No way I'm letting you stop. Ohhhhhhhh shit yes. DAD!" she gasped as her body suddenly started to tremble in my arms. I held her as she climaxed in my arms, shaking like a leaf for long seconds.
Tara turned the water on again, the automatic temperature taking only a few seconds to adjust before the cold water turned pleasantly warm again. She pulled away from me and stood under the water, panting, rising the soap from her. She stepped back and reached for my raging hard-on. She pulled me under the water and then reached for Christy's hand. She pulled it to me and wrapped it around my dick. "I think I'll let you have the pleasure of taking care of this."
My daughter pulled her hand back. "Tara! I Can't! He's my dad!"
"Before you make any snap judgments, I think you should know... when I came in here Mom was laying on the weight bench in your room with her feet propped up on the weight bar. She seemed to be enjoying one of her new vibrators."
"So?"
"So Russ was standing right next to her with his pants around his ankles, letting her stroke his cock. Looked to me like he was getting ready to give her a load of cum all over her tits. Before you run off to try and stop him, I'm sure he's long since finished that little job. So maybe you should finish this. Later Sis!" Tara said as she took the two towels hanging on the bar and walked out, closing the door behind her.
"She wouldn't...you know...have sex with Russ, would she?"
"Probably not. The one time she let another guy fuck her it didn't end up as pleasant as she intended, so no. But letting him play with her body? Finger her while she played with his dick. Maybe. She's had fun watching me having sex with her best friend, so I'm not really sure how far she'd go."
"And you won't stop her?"
"When have you ever known mom to be stopped once she puts her mind to anything?" I answered. "Besides, the only thing I've asked is for her to not have sex with men I don't know."
"But sex with men you do is alright?"
"Not really, but I can't be a hypocrite. She's letting me have sex with women she knows, as long as she gets to see or I tell her all about it. At first, I didn't understand what was going on, then my secretary let slip that Nancy gave her permission to get frisky with me. I put two and two together. I'm not sure your mom intended it to go as far as it did, but it did, and she hasn't tried to stop it."
"But she knows Russ!"
"She does," I agreed.
"Oh damn!" she swore quietly. She turned the water off and darted out of the bathroom, dripping wet. I chuckled and turned off the water and padded naked out of the bathroom and down the hall to get a towel from the linen closet since Tara had been nice enough to leave me without one.
I wrapped the towel around my waist, unable to NOT hear the argument coming from the workout room.
"And you just let her!?"
"Didn't seem to be any harm. Besides, you should talk, you were in the shower with your dad."
"Talking. I wasn't having sex with him. Hell, I wasn't even naked!"
"Close enough."
"No, NOT close enough."
"What, because you left underwear on? Everything else was bare."
"Those bikinis you keep wanting me to wear show damn near as much boob as if I wasn't wearing anything. Hell, if I didn't keep shaved, I couldn't wear those bottoms either. And you want me to run around in public like that, but have the balls to complain I stood in a shower with underwear on talking to my dad? That's a far cry from mom letting you jack off all over her tits!"
"She invited me!"
"If she invited you to stick your cock in her, would you have done that too? I mean she invited me!" she added in a mocking tone.



"Oh come on. That's not fair!"
"No? Tell me Russ. What's fair? You jacking off in front of mom? Or letting her jack you off? How about sucking you off? Would that be alright too? Maybe we'll just jump to the end game. Why not just throw her ass down and go for the big score? That be alright with you? Shit Russ. It was my MOM!"
"I didn't start it. She just walked in while I was getting dressed, laid down and put her feet up on the bar. I didn't even know she had the vibrator until she spread her legs."
"And of course you just dropped your pants."
"Not at first. She just asked to see it. Just for a second. I figured it couldn't hurt anything."
"And that turned into jacking off on her?"
"She just wanted to touch it. To feel it. I didn't know she was going to make me come all over her."
"And you were in a big hurry to stop it too, weren't you?"
"Well....no. Fuck hon. Your mom is fucking hot! I mean she's smoking hot! What was I supposed to do?"
"I don't believe you! Sit there. Don't move! I mean it! Just sit your ass there and don't move." The workout room door opened, and Christy stepped out into the hall. "Good! I don't have to come looking for you. Come with me." She pulled me into the room by the arm leaving the door open. She pulled me past the inflatable bed we'd put up for their visit, Russ sitting on it in nothing but a pair of briefs. She stopped by the weight bench and let go of my arm. She bent over and pushed her underwear off, stepped to the bench and lay down with her head near the end. She lifted her feet up and set them on the weight bar, much like I'd guess Nancy had. She spread her legs and then reached out to me. She pulled the towel off from around my waist and dropped it. She reached out to grab my flaccid cock and pulled me towards her face. "Since my asshole husband seems to think it's fair to jack off all over mom, then he's going to sit and watch while I do the same for you. You're going to play with my pussy while I make you come all over my tits. And NO, you do NOT have a choice!" she finished before she pulled me the last few inches towards her face. She opened her mouth and closed it around my soft cock, swirling her tongue around it to tease it to grow.
"You're not really going to do that are you?" Russ asked quickly.
"The hell I'm not! And if you know what's good for you, you'll just sit there and watch, because if you don't, you never know. I might just turn around and let him take me all the way home!" she snapped at her husband. Then she looked at me. "And you better damn well start playing with my pussy or I'll throw your ass down on the bed and do it myself."
If I knew one thing about my very strong willed daughter, it was that she usually followed through on her promises...or threats. I reached a hand out for her pussy and gently stroked my fingers along her full round naked lips. Unlike my wife's pussy, Christy had full round lips with only a small amount of inner lips protruding. Her lips were smooth and firm, gripping the tip of my finger as I stroked it up between her lips. I felt my dick start to grow in her mouth as I looked at and stroked her pussy, her oral encouragement of my head coaxing me to find and tease her hard little clit. She moaned loudly around my dick, rocking her hips towards me to encourage me to do more.
I moved my finger up and down her slit, sliding it from her clit to her vaginal opening, pressing one finger into her, slowly sinking into her up to one knuckle. "Oh fuck," she moaned, pulling my now hard dick from her mouth. I continued to push into her with my finger, her feet pushing on the bar to lift her butt off the padded bench towards me. I leaned a little farther over, pushing my finger deeper and curling it up behind her pubic bone. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck!" she groaned in pleasure as I started to stroke my finger back and forth inside her, rubbing the top of her vagina behind her pubic bone. With my dick out of her mouth, I could now reach down to one of her tits, gripping it and squeezing her areola and nipple. She stroked my cock with one hand, moaning softly as I teased deep inside her. "Is this what you did to her? To Tara yesterday?"
"One thing I did," I answered quietly.
"Why don't you fuck her?" I heard my wife ask from behind me. I stopped what I was doing and turned quickly in surprise, pulling my finger guiltily from Christy. She stepped behind me and pressed her bare tits to my back. She slipped one hand around my body, down to my dick and wrapped her hand around it. She slid her other hand down my arm to my hand and guided me back to Christy's pussy, pressing my fingers to her wet lips. "Don't stop. She was enjoying it, weren't you honey?"
"Uh. Yeah," Christy said awkwardly.
"Do you like your dad's big dick?" she asked as she gently pulled Christy's hand back to my dick. "Do you like how big and long and fat it is?"
"It is pretty big," she answered, looking between my dick and her mom's face.
"Then do whatever you want with it," she said, stepping back from me. She stepped around the weight bench and leaned against the wall. She stepped a foot up into the weight rack, spreading her legs and began to run her hands up and down her body, teasing her fingertips across her nipples and her very wet lips.
I pushed my finger back into my daughter, stroking my finger on the back side of her pubic bone again, bringing another moan from her lips. I worked my finger in and out, letting my palm press against her mound, my curled finger stroking across her clit each time I slid my finger in and out of her depths. Her hips lifted and lowered in time with my strokes, her orgasm growing closer by the moment. "I'm coming," she whispered softly as I felt her pussy clench around me. Her legs trembled and shuddered as she leaked copiously around my finger. She held and squeezed my dick while she climaxed, grabbing it almost like a handle as she shuddered and climaxed.
My wife moved from the wall and stepped to the weight bench. She stepped over the end, her pussy above my daughter's face. She pulled my hand from Christy's pussy and then looked at me. "Fuck me," she whispered before bending over the bench. She lowered her face between Christy's legs and I could see her start to lick and play with her pussy.
I stepped around behind her, my dick hovering over Christy's face and aimed my head at my wife's pussy. Her lips were sopping wet as I rubbed my head up and down her slit. I held my breath, almost expecting her to stop me as I slowly pushed into her. She moaned into Christy's pussy as I sunk into her hot depths. I started to stroke slowly, moving rhythmically, pulling almost all the way out before pushing slowly in again. Her hot silky depths seemed to almost quiver each time I pushed into her, her walls squeezing me slightly when my head bumped into her cervix. Over and over I pushed into her, my pace quickening as my excitement grew. I felt Christy's hands on my body, reaching around my wife's legs to rub my butt. I felt her hand slide around my thigh and let my balls slide along her hand with each stroke.
Her hands disappeared and I heard my wife moan into her pussy as she did something I couldn't see. My wife pulled her head from between her daughter's legs as she gasped loudly, whatever Christy was doing, it was pushing her orgasm to its pinnacle. I felt her depths squeeze around me as she climaxed, the sudden change in sensation pushing mine over the edge with her. My body jerked hard and I felt my pent up cum push forcefully deep into her spasming pussy. Time and again my body jerked uncontrollably, filling my wife with the cum that had built up with the teasing I'd gotten from Tara and my daughter. I stood panting, my cock still twitching as it started to soften.
I felt Christy push her mom forward a little, my cock slipping from her. Christy's mouth replaced my wife's pussy, sucking the remaining cum from my shrinking dick. She licked and played with me until there was nothing left to get from me. She pushed me back, leaving me standing, looking down at her while she started to lick the cum drooling from my wife's pussy. My wife shifted a little and I thought she was going to move off of Christy, but instead she lowered her head again and began licking her pussy again. I watched the two of them lick each other until Christy once again was climaxing under her. Her body shuddering uncontrollably as my wife licked and flicked her clit.
My wife finally lifted herself off of Christy, stood and turned to me. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me wetly, smearing Christy's cum on my face as she did. "Now that was interesting," she whispered as she broke the long kiss. "I've never tasted pussy before. I see why you like it."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. Might have to try it again some time, if you don't mind."
"As long as we're sharing it together," I said softly.
"That sounds fair. I can think of a couple pussies who you've been playing with that I might need to taste. You don't suppose they'd mind, do you?"
"Probably not as long as you don't cut them off from my dick," I said with a chuckle.
"So...Is this what you expected?"
"What I expected?"
"When you made that wish."
"What wish?"
"You think I didn't hear you that night? Looking at that stupid comet? What did you say? You wished I'd loosen up and be more like I was when we were first married? Or something close to that. Is this what you wanted?"
"I'm not sure I understand."
"Still? For years I resisted doing things I wanted to, things that I was afraid you would find so abhorrent that you wouldn't want me any more."
"Why would you think that i wouldn't want you? I mean unless you're going out and having sex with other guys and not telling me."
"No. I haven't ever done that. Before we met, I started to explore these feelings, the desire to be seen... and to watch. I let a man, a man I trusted, watch me. At first, that's all he did, watch. It was exhilarating to stand there and undress for him, sometimes to music, sometimes not. It was a rush to watch him stroke himself while he watched me tease my body. Sometimes it'd be in private, at his house, when his wife wasn't home. Sometimes we'd go for a hike, and out in the woods I'd undress for him, and we'd stand in the breeze and enjoy touching ourselves. One day he asked if he could touch me, and me touch him. I was excited and I thought I was ready for the next step. At first it wasn't much, just touching each other, stroking our fingers on each other's bodies, me stroking his dick, him playing with my nipples and putting his fingers in my pussy. I was young and stupid. I should have known he'd want more, but I trusted him. One day out in the woods he pulled me to him. He lay down and pulled me down with him and pulled me on top of him and told me that I had to fuck him. To ride on him. I told him I didn't want to, but he said I could either do that or walk home naked. I didn't feel like I had a choice. I told him I didn't want to get pregnant, so after I rode on him for a while, he let me get off and suck his dick until he came in my mouth. It was less than enjoyable, but worse, he broke his promise. It was a promise that he'd never ask me to do something I didn't want to. After that, I never did anything like that again... Not until that night out camping."
"And it scared you?"
"It terrified me how easy it was for me to fall into that, to drink up that rush again, to feel so turned on I wanted him to see me climax. After that weekend I knew I couldn't ever let it happen again. Oh, a few times I pushed things, trying to accidentally be exposed. It gave me the same rush, maybe even a little more of one, but it was also dangerous. I had a reputation to worry about. There were only so many times I could accidentally be exposed before someone got wise. So I worked hard to avoid anything that might coax me to do those things. Keep sex to the bedroom, only do it when no one else was in the house with us, ALWAYS wear clothes that made it hard to expose myself, just in case I felt the urge too strongly. God, how many times I was naked in a dressing room, touching myself, wanting to step out completely naked. So many times I wanted to tell you. To beg you to let me feel that again. I'm sorry. I know this is a shock. I'm not the person you thought you were marrying. I hope you don't think less of me."
"Of course I don't think less of you. If it turns you on to show off your body, that's fine. We just have to make sure it's safe. But what about Diane and Sam?"
"That's easy. If you were having sex with other women, how could you object if I said I wanted to show off my body to some guy? Diane was easy. She wanted to fuck you for a couple years. I dared her to sneak into the bathroom while you were showering one time. She had to walk in and take her clothes off and sneak back out without getting caught. I kind of hoped you'd catch her, but you were washing your hair and didn't see her. Sam...Sam's had a crush on you for a long time. All I had to do was say that if she wanted to get frisky, I wouldn't stop it. She asked how frisky she could get. I just said if she could do it at work, it was fine with me. It never occurred to me that she'd find a way to get completely naked and fuck you in the office."
"Good Lord... So what now?"
"I'm not going back. I'm not going back to having to hide this, to not get this rush. That's not happening. So you might as well get used to buying me lingerie and taking me places where I can get naked. Taking me places where I can flash some unsuspecting man. I'll always be yours. I don't have any desire to be fucked by other guys. Be touched a little maybe, but sex? Not interested. So the question is, will you still have me, knowing this?"
"I've never not wanted you. This doesn't change that at all."
"Come on honey," Christy said to her husband as she got up from where she was sitting on the weight bench listening to us. "I need a shower and I need you to help me with it."
"Help you with it?" he asked as she stood at the door, waiting for him to get off the bed.
"Are you that dense? I want you to fuck me in the shower!"
"Oh yeah," he answered, following her out of the room.
"I bet if we waited a few minutes, we could go watch them."
"That what you want to do?"
"Actually, I wouldn't mind joining them," she whispered. "If you think you can get it up again."
"I'm willing to try," I whispered back.
"Good. Come on," she said with a grin. "How would you feel about me daring one of my friends to sneak into the shower with you again? As long as I can watch."
"I'm game, as long as you get naked too."
"Just naked? I was thinking about using that new vibrator while I watched."
"Yeah. About that. Those weren't what I ordered for you."
"I know. I found the receipt and changed the order," she said. "I hope you're not angry with me," she said as we opened the bathroom door and stepped inside.
I looked over at my daughter bent over, being pounded by her husband, her tits swinging wildly under her chest. "Not a complaint in the world," I answered. I had a hunch the next few months were going to be very interesting indeed.
I could see that my new job was going to be coming up with novel and workable ways to let my wife show off to guys without making it obvious that she was doing it on purpose. I had a few ideas. Of course I was pretty sure that setting things up for her to watch me having sex was going to be easier. I just had to find women that wouldn't mind my wife joining in.
Who knew wishing on a Christmas star could bring so much change?
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It had been almost six months since I started this project. I'm pretty good with my hands, but this job has challenged me in new ways. At almost sixty, my body isn't as limber as it used to be and I don't have the stamina, but that didn't stop me from taking on this modest remodeling project. At least it started out modest. Somehow that's not how it ended up. It sounds easy to put in a lipless walk in shower, but creating a sloped shower floor is anything but trivial. Between the concrete floor and tile, the engineer in me pretty quickly realized that it was a much larger project that I'd initially expected. Normal floor joists aren't designed to carry the load of two inches of concrete and hundreds of pounds of tile and mortar, let alone AFTER they've been cut into to create a slope from one end of the shower to the other. I spent almost two weeks just beefing up the structure under our new walk-in shower before I could even start getting ready tile. Of course there's also the usual plumbing to be changed and added, new electrical runs, and and and. I think you get the point.
Six months and it was finally ready to use. Jenny and Eddie, my next-door neighbors had come in a number of times to check out my progress. They're a younger couple, mid thirties, two careers, no kids. You know the type. They've been living next to us for almost three years now. Eddie isn't a bad guy. He just isn't very handy. A few months ago they had a washing machine hose burst and Jenny came running over for emergency help. Eddie couldn't even seem to figure out how to shut the water off to the machine for gods sake. No, he's not exactly what I'd call handy.
Jenny in many ways is more handy than Eddie is. She's taken a keen interest in my bathroom project with the idea that she might like to try and redo one of her own bathrooms. She's crawled into the crawlspace with me to see how I modified the floor joists, watched me apply the heated floor tapes, floor tile and wall tile. She, not Eddie, helped me carry the vanity in one evening and set it in place and then stayed and watched while I installed the sink top and hooked everything up. I was more than willing to show her how it all worked, but I doubted that she'd really have the skills to do a bathroom tile job without a LOT of help.
"Hey Robert!" Jenny called as I was dragging the packaging cardboard from the new stool out to the garbage cans.
"Hey Jen. How's it going today?" I asked, looking over at her as she stood in the yard near one of her many gardens. She had on a tank top that was pretty much glued to her body with sweat, her easily C cup tits pushing the front out in two large mounds with prominent bumps in the material where her nipples would be. As she walked toward me, even from thirty plus feet away I could tell she didn't have a bra on, given the way each sexy breast wiggled with each step, as if the damp top being partly translucent didn't already tell me that. Her shorts were, well, short. If they were any shorter or tighter, they wouldn't have legs at all. Yeah, she was definitely a looker on a slow day, and in this outfit I had to admit that my dick started to harden in my shorts almost immediately.
"Hot. I wanted to get some of this gardening done, but it's just miserably hot out. How about you?"
"Pretty good. I'm declaring my project done." I answered with a smile as I stood and watched her walk toward me, my cock getting harder in my shorts with each step she took.
"Yeah? I bet Anne's happy about that."
"She will be when she gets back. She's out of town for a few days." I answered as she stopped less than a dozen feet away from me.
"So do I get to see?" She asked as I tried not to stare at her breasts, now showing much more plainly through the wet material of her white tank top.
"Uh. Sure. If you want." I answered, having to take a few fractions of a second to drag my brain from her tits to what she was saying.
"Cool!" she answered, turning to start walking toward the house. "I'm really looking forward to seeing how those body sprays came out."
"Yeah. Sure. I don't think I had them fully installed last time you saw it." I said, having to walk fast to actually catch up with her. I couldn't help but watch her ass wiggle side to side with each step, my brain jumping to dirty old man mode, wondering how firm it would be if I reached out and squeezed it. My cock was already rock hard in my shorts when she stopped to bend over and take off her shoes. Her shorts pulled tightly to her pussy as she bent over to untie her sneakers, almost pulling in between her lips as she kicked off her dirty sneakers. She straightened up and stepped into the house without even looking back, heading down the hall toward the master bedroom and bathroom.
Now when I do a project I really do it all the way. The shower was no exception. A doorless walk-in shower with digital temperature controls for each of the two identical multifunction shower heads, body sprays and hand wands. It was some of the best stuff Delta had to offer.
"Wow. This is REALLY nice!" she said as she stepped into bathroom with the new five by ten foot shower cubicle. She ran her hands across the tile and the transition to and from the six inch band of glass accent tiles midway up the wall before turning the control selector knob above the flow control knob. "Nice! Can I turn it on?"
"If you want. Just be careful you don't get soaked. You have the body spray selected at the moment."
"Oh. We wouldn't want that." She said a she stepped back.
"You can turn it on, just turn that top knob back straight up so it's only the shower head."
"But then the side spray's don't work?"
"No. But you won't get wet either." I chuckled.
"Have you used them yet?"
"Actually, I haven't." I admitted. "I've just run them to make sure they work and don't leak."
"Well, we should then!" she said with a grin. In one surprising and quick motion she turned toward me and pulled the white tank top up her body and over her head, tossing it past me to land on the bathroom floor near the sink. I stared at her evenly tanned tits, easily a C cup, maybe even more, each with a large pink puckered areola covering a good portion of the front of each sexy breast. Her nipples were every bit as hard as my dick felt, each as big around as my pinky and protruding out nearly twice that much. I really didn't have time to even think to protest before she was unsnapping her shorts and pushing them down. She turned away and bent over, her almost completely bare ass sticking out at me, except for a few tiny strings attached to a white thong panty, that had pulled down nearly to her thighs as she pulled her shorts down. She stepped out of the denim micro shorts and tossed them toward her shirt before reaching up and skimming her panties off a moment later. Still bent over to pull the tiny panties over her feet, her bare ass and clean shaved pussy lips pushed out at me from between her muscular thighs, her lips full and round with only a small amount of delicate looking inner lip protruding.
"Jesus Jenny!" I blurted as she turned to face me, giving me a view of her completely nude body from tip to toe. Her tits swayed and wiggled slightly as they came to rest after her sudden turn, leaving me having to decide whether to stare at her incredibly sexy breasts or her completely shaved mound and pussy.
"What? Never seen a naked woman before?"
"Um. Yeah, but not in my shower. Except for my wife of course."
"Well, how can I see how it works if I'm dressed. For that matter, how are you going to be in here if you're still dressed?"
"Uh. Um. Who said anything about getting into the shower naked with you?" I asked in shock.
"What? You bashful?" she asked with a laugh as she turned the knob to select the body sprays, the two little aimable heads popping out of the wall and adding to the cascade of water coming from the main head.
"Well, somewhat." I said, still clearly shocked by her actions, but not so much that I wasn't going to look at her definitely sexy body. "But won't Eddie be upset with you naked in my shower?"
"Oh. I doubt Eddie will care. It's just a shower. Not like I haven't been naked in front of other men before."
"You've been naked in front of other guys?"
"Uh huh. No big deal." She said with a smile, stepping to the second shower head and turning it on as well. She adjusted the temperature on the second control and then turned that body spray on as well creating a cascade from above and the two sides of the cubicle. "Well? You coming in?"
"Not dressed!" I answered.
"So? Undress."
"I don't think my wife would like that."
"Come on Robert! It's not like I'm inviting you to fuck me. It's just a shower!" She said with a hint of either exasperation or amusement in her voice. I couldn't quite decide which.
"Yeah but..." I said as she stepped to where I was standing. She grabbed my shirt and pulled me into the spray. In moments my clothes were soaked as I stood in the combination of sideways and downward sprays.
"Well, might as well take em off now, since they're already soaked and all." She said with a girlish laugh.
"Jesus Jenny." I swore quietly, not at all sure how to respond to her surprising actions.
"What? Need help? Okay." She said as she reached for the tail of my t-shirt and pulled it up. "Come on. Help me out!" she coaxed. I waited until the look on her face finally did turn to irritation and then with a sigh, finally lifted my arms so she could pull my shirt up. Her smile returned as she tossed my soaked shirt on the floor with a loud plop of wet before she squatted down in front of me, her hands going to my shorts. I couldn't help but look down at her as she squatted in front of me, her knees pushed apart, her shaved mound clearly visible past her big tits, hanging down with water streaming off of them. As she pulled my shorts and boxers down my unsurprisingly hard dick popped free, nearly slapping her in the face as she leaned a little closer to push them down to my ankles. "Shoes? Really?"
"Um. Yeah." I answered, feeling a little embarrassed as my hardon brushed against her face and hair as she worked to take my shoes and socks off. She finally pulled my pants off over my feet, leaving me as naked as she was.
"Nice dick, by the way." She said, reaching up with both hands and giving it a few strokes before standing back up. "Bet Anne loves working this!"
"Not really appropriate." I said as I blushed at comment.
"If you say so." She chuckled as she turned her back to one wall and backed up toward it. "But it is a really nice looking cock." She added as she reached down behind herself for the lower spray head and angled it upward. "Ohhhhh. Now THAT's a useful shower head!" she squealed as the water sprayed up between her legs, the tiny streams beating against her pussy. She stood in the spray, leaning slightly toward me, her tits swinging side to side as she moved her hips slightly to help aim the spray in just the right place. After several seconds she turned around to face the wall and spread her legs, positioning herself to let the spray bounce off her pussy again. I could see her reaching down to spread her lips and let the water hit her clit. "You should try this. I bet it'd feel good on you too."
"Try what?"
"Men are so dense some times." She groaned. "Jesus this feels good. I bet if I stood here long enough it'd make me come."
"If you say so."
"What? You never played with a shower?" She asked, turning her head to look at me. "Oh lord. Come here." She said, stepping back and turning toward me. She twisted me to face the side wall and the body spray head and pressed herself against me, her soft tits and rock hard nipples pressing into my back as she reached around me to grasp my eight inches in both hands. She pressed herself against me to coax me forward, pushing me with both her tits and hips until she could reach the spray head and adjust it up to spray on my balls. She slowly stroked my cock as the water beat gently on my balls, making them tingle. I let out an involuntary groan at the sensations her hand and the water were having an effect on me. I could feel her body rubbing against mine, her tits and hard nipples sliding side to side on my back as she slowly stroked my cock with both hands while the spray teased my balls.
"You know. You keep doing that you're going to have to do more than stroke me with your fingers." She cooed softly from behind me.
"OH. God. Sorry." I said quickly jerking my hand from between us. Without realizing what I was doing I had let my hand slip between us and I was stroking her pussy with a finger as she stroked my cock.
"I didn't say I wanted you to stop." She cooed, taking one hand from my dick to find and pull my hand back between us. She coaxed my fingers back between her legs before whispering, "I was enjoying it just fine." We stood there for long seconds with her hand stroking my cock while my fingers nervously stroked between her legs. "Why don't we swap?" She whispered huskily.
"Swap?"
"Yeah. Why don't you let me be in the spray a little." She said, pulling away from me, but holding onto my dick with one hand. She turned herself around to face the other wall and stepped toward the spray, pulling me along with my dick. " I wonder if we can both get tingles at the same time?" she asked a little breathlessly as she pushed my dick down and pulled on it, trying to coax me closer, aiming me down between her legs. "Come on sweetie. I don't bite."
"We shouldn't." I protested weakly as she guided my dick down between her ass cheeks before letting go of it. She moved her hand to my hip and pulled me to her until my cock slid between her legs, my head sticking out between her thighs into the water spray pinging off her pussy.
"Doesn't that feel good?" she asked rocking her hips slightly to slide her pussy lips along my shaft. In only moments she was rocking herself too and fro enough to slide her lips all the way along my shaft until my engorged head disappeared between her lips. Each thrust was a combination of hot wet pussy and hot tingling spray. "God. This feels really good to me." She cooed softly, reaching one hand down between her legs to pull my cock up tighter against her wet lips.
"Uh huh.' I agreed, reaching both hands around her to cup each large tit. I hefted each orb in the spray, letting my thumbs gently stroke back and forth across her hard nipples as I moved them slightly from side to side so that the water spraying from the other side spray was alternately teasing one and then the other nipple.
"Oh god yes." She moaned as she rocked on my dick, the little cave she made around my shaft sliding on and off of me, pushing me very much closer to climax. I felt her fingers press against the bottom of my head, pulling me up tighter to her pussy as she slid forward. I think both of us knew what was going to happen next, and as much as I felt I should protest, my brain just couldn't. She pulled forward until my head slipped up between her lips, far back along her slit, right to the entrance of her vagina. She pushed me up and leaned farther forward, forcing my engorged mushroom head up into the entrance of her tunnel before pushing back again, driving me several inches into her. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck." She moaned, moving her hand from between her legs to push against the wall for balance. She leaned even more forward to provide me a better angle while pulling me by my hip, moving us slightly so that the water sprayed up between her legs and against her pussy.
"Fuck me. Make me come." She moaned as my body almost automatically started to slide in and out of her, not really thinking about what I was doing so much as reacting to the sensations of her hot wet pussy around my shaft. I held her tits in my hands, squeezing both soft orbs and hard nipples, as I plunged in and out of her, my hips slapping her bare ass and making her whole body shake with each impact. Her tits were practically bouncing out of my hands as she pushed back at me with each plunge, banging our bodies together hard with each stroke.
"Fuck. I'm gonna come." She moaned. "Gonna come so fucking hard."
"Uh huh." I agreed in a grunt, my body screaming that it was going to explode in her at any moment. I suddenly felt her pussy squeeze me, her vaginal tunnel spasming to clench around me as her orgasm washed over her. I continued to stuff myself in and out of her for at least a couple dozen more strokes, her pussy seeming to grab and hold me as my already engorged shaft seemed to swell even larger. My body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into her and unleashing a huge gush of hot cum into her tight pussy.
"Oh fuck!" she squealed loudly as I stood behind her, my body bucking and spasming as I unloaded shot after shot of cum into her pussy.
"Oh damn." I groaned as I stood behind her, my body finally letting my brain process what we'd just done.
"You can say that. God what a fuck!" she panted as she leaned against the wall with both hands. "I can't remember the last time I came so fucking hard!"
"Um. Yeah." I said, panting behind her. "But we shouldn't have. God how are we going to explain this?"
"Explain what? Shower works fine from what I can tell." She said as she slowly pulled off my softening cock and turned around to face me. She stepped against me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her body tightly to mine. "You worried about what your wife will say?"
"Yeah. Shouldn't I be?"
"Probably. But you don't have to tell her you know. I mean what good would it do?"
"You gonna tell Eddie?"
"Maybe." She said with a shrug. "He's been warned that he needs to put a more effort into the bedroom scene."
"You don't think he'd say anything to my wife just to get back at me?"
"Not if he knows what's good for him." She said softly. "I suppose I don't HAVE to tell him. I mean not if you don't want me too."
"I DON'T!" I said quickly, not wanting to end up with a problem of that magnitude with a neighbor.
"So, you feel like you have to tell your wife?" She asked, raising her eyebrows questioningly.
"I feel like I need to, but I don't really want to."
"Well, you don't have to. I mean you could just not say anything."
"I don't want to lie to her either."
"Not telling her isn't exactly lying. Besides, what's to say that she hasn't thought of cheating on you?"
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Oh, just that we've talked a little about fantasies. Maybe trying something or someone different has crossed her mind too?"
"Are you trying to say that my wife has been talking about cheating on me?"
She laughed softly. "Slow down there stud. I didn't say that at all. Remember asking me about getting naked in front of other men?"
"Yeah, you kind of blew it off."
"I know. When I was a lot younger I used to dance. It helped pay for college."
"Oh."
"I can see that look in your eyes. No. I didn't fuck all my customers. That'd be prostitution, and I wasn't about to get arrested, even for that kind of money. But I did get undressed and rub my body all over them. And if they were real nice and tipped me really well, I'd even let them pull out mister happy and I'd rub my tits and sometimes even my pussy on their dicks."
"Oh." I answered, not sure what else to say.
"It's okay. I understand. Men like to go watch women get naked for them and rub their bodies all over em, but they aren't the kind of women most men take home to mama."
"I suppose not."
"Well. Until just now, you saw me as a hot sexy woman. One that incidentally didn't have too much trouble seducing into real sex. You going to think differently about me now that you know what I used to do?"
I was silent a few moments before answering. "No. None of my business what you did in the past."



"You're right. But in this case you might want to be interested. You see, I learned something from all those encounters. I learned that there are two kinds of men. Men that are interested in getting their needs met and men that are interested in sharing getting needs met. That means not only theirs, but the woman's as well. Eddie's kind of forgotten that part. It's ususally older men that fall into that second category. They tend to be more gentle and thoughtful. There were one or two regulars that I even let go a bit farther than others. Sucking my tits, pushing their fingers into me, maybe even pushing something else into me for a moment or two."
"Oh?" I asked raising my eyebrows.
"One or two. I found I liked older men. I liked how they played, I liked how they treated me. I also learned to like women. Sometimes it can be fun to play with a woman."
I looked at her in surprise.
"Yeah. I expected that look too. It started as some game playing with my room mate and got hooked for a while on playing both sides of the fence. Seems guys can't resist joining in with two women."
"I suppose that's true."
"It is. But just think. What if you happened to find your wife and I doing a little touching and fondling."
"My wife?"
"You're wife. I've made some subtle hints. Even getting naked in front of her and showing her how I used one of my little toys. She seemed interested or at least curious."
"Jesus. MY wife watched you playing with yourself?" I said, shaking my head, not quite sure what to think.
"Actually she took her top off and let me play with her tits while she rubbed the little vibrator around my clit."
"Holy shit."
"So if you just happened to find the two of us, say, naked on your bed, doing things, wouldn't you be interested in joining in?"
"Hell yeah."
"And if along with that you ended up with your sexy cock stuffed in my pussy, there wouldn't be much to tell her about today, would there?"
"Wait. What?"
"Just saying. Maybe some girl thinks some guy is kinda hot looking and wanted to find a way to be more than just a neighbor. Just sayin' you understand."
I stood staring at her "So you're telling me this wasn't just... spontaneous?"
"Honey, how many girls do you know that garden in a white tank top with no bra, short short and thong panties?"
"Well. Now that you mention it. None I guess."
She grinned at me. "I think that answers your question."
"So. Okay. Still doesn't tell me what we're going to do, now that you got me into this...situation."
"I'm planning on getting to fuck you again, this time in front of your wife."
"Not fucking likely!"
"Oh. You have no faith! If you just happened to be gone and came home early and just happened to walk in on your wife in a slightly compromising situation, well you never know what might happen."
"So you want to set things up to have sex with my wife?"
"Uh uh. I want to set things up for you to walk in on me having sex with your wife, and joining in."
"Somehow that seems not only dishonest, but downright wrong."
"Well, you could just tell her that we already screwed, then what?"
"Well, it wouldn't be good."
"Soooo? Any reason that you DON'T want to have sex with both of us at the same time?"
"Not that I can think of."
"Good. Then next Saturday go fishing. Just come home really early, like say, ten o clock? Maybe you'll find something interesting going on."
"And if I dont?"
"Well, you can either miss a really sexy time or you can miss a little fishing." She said as she reached down and grabbed my still flagging cock.
"I'm not sure you're gonna be able to get my wife to do anything compromising." I said with a frown.
"Sweetie, I didn't have any trouble getting you naked in the shower did I? Trust me here." She said with a giggle.
"No. You didn't really."
"Want a lap dance? I won't even make you get dressed." She whispered.
"All of a sudden that sounds like a really fun idea." I answered as her hand slid along my hardening cock.
The next Saturday I was headed out to go fishing well before dawn, which was my norm when I went. I'd kissed my wife goodbye before heading out in the dark, my mind more on my plan to come home early than on actually fishing.
It was an hour drive to the lake, three hours on the water actually fishing and then an hour back home. I walked into the house and called out, though not too loud, "I'm home lover!" and got no response. I looked around the family room and could see my wife's clothes laying around the sofa and floor, as if they'd been carelessly tossed away. As I stared, somewhat surprised that Jenny had gotten my wife undressed out here, I could hear moaning coming from down the hall. Very familiar moaning!
I quietly took off my shoes and gently set them aside so that I wouldn't make too much noise. I walked quietly down the hallway, stepping over a tank top, shorts and shoes that I knew damn well didn't belong to my wife. I paused at the open bedroom door and looked in, seeing Jenny's completely bare ass and pussy sticking in the air in the mirror over my wife's dresser. To my surprise I saw my wife leaning back against the headboard, propped up by several pillows, her hands tugging on her clearly rock hard nipples, her knees in the air, spread wide. Jenny had her head down between my wife's legs, her big soft tits were pressed against the bedspread, visible between her own spread legs. I peeked between the edge of the door and the frame, seeing a sliver of the two of them, Jenny's head bobbing up and down as she licked and teased my wife's pussy. I could also hear the soft hum of what had to be a vibrator. I looked to the mirror again and saw the red metal box of the vibrator I'd given my wife some years before, open and empty on the bed.
I stepped back from the doorway, my heart pounding in my chest so hard that I worried they might hear me. I stood, wanting to burst into the room and join them, but at the same time scared at the reaction my wife would have. After what seemed like an hour of listening to my wife moan and gasp "right there. Oh god yes, right there." I started undressing. I've been having sex with my wife for over thirty years, and I've NEVER heard her be this vocal! EVER! I stripped everything off so I was as naked as the two of them, my cock sticking out like a flagpole as I softly stepped into the doorway. I knew the door was blocking my wife from seeing me as I stood there, watching her from the waist down, Jenny licking her pussy, my hand stroking my cock slowly.
"OH SHIT!" my wife suddenly cried, trying to cover her tits and pussy with her hands and push Jenny's face away from her pussy at the same time, failing at all three while looking at me in the mirror. "What the hell are you doing here?" she squealed at least two octaves higher pitched than normal.
"Came home early." I answered as she tried again to push Jenny away from her pussy, the purple vibrator finally pulling out of her pussy as Jenny backed away enough to sit up on her knees, still between my wife's legs.
"Uh. Fuck! I didn't think. I mean. We weren't. We were just... Oh. Fuck. We didn't mean too.... Oh FUCK!" She finally finished, covering her face with both hands. "God I'm so embarrassed." She whispered.
Jenny stood up, looking back and forth at the two of us. "Hey. It's all good. No problem." She said softly. "Why not just have him join us. I wouldn't mind."
"I WOULD!" my wife snapped loudly, hear arms across her chest to hide her hard nipples, trying to pull her legs together as much as she could with Jenny still between them.
"You would? Really? I mean we're in here having sex and you don't want your husband to be part of it?" Jenny asked, looking a little sideways at her.
"We weren't having sex! We were just, experimenting a little."
"Uh huh. Having sex. Robert. I think you need to come give your wife a little love."
"No. wait. Don't." My wife started to protest, as I stepped fully into the room and started moving toward the bed. "We can't. I mean. I can't.."
"Relax sweetie." I said softly as I reached out to her on the bed. I knelt onto the king sized bed and crawled close enough to lean over, my face near hers. I leaned my face down to hers and gently kissed her, her lips hard and unyielding at first. Slowly she relaxed and kissed back, though quite tentatively.
"You're not angry?" She whispered as we broke the kiss.
"I'm not upset. Hell I think it looked pretty hot actually." I said with a soft chuckle, getting a scowl in response from her. "Honey. Honestly. I'm not upset. I suppose if you did this and didn't tell me, I guess I'd be kind of upset. I mean if you couldn't tell me your fantasies, but you could share them with the neighbor? Yeah that would upset me."
"I wasn't sharing a fantasy. I mean. I didn't plan on doing any of this. It was just... I don't know... spontaneous. I haven't ever even thought of doing anything like this." She said barely louder than a whisper, her eyes searching my face for my reaction as I still hovered over her.
"Well. It looked to me like you were enjoying it, so why stop?" I whispered before reaching a hand out to gently coax her arm from across her breasts.
"You're really not upset?" She whispered.
"Uh uh." I answered back as I lowered my face to her left breast and gently flicked my tongue across her exposed nipple. "as long as you don't mind me playing too." I whispered before sucking her nipple into my mouth.
"Oh god." My wife moaned, clearly still turned on. I heard the vibrator click on again as I sucked my wife's hard nipple. "oooooohhhhhh god." She gasped again as the sound of the vibrator changed, Jenny apparently sliding it into her pussy again.
I pulled off my wife's tit and looked at Jenny, who was grinning at me from where she was lowering her face between my wife's legs again. With a grin I watched her work the vibrator in and out of my wife's pussy as she lowered her head back down, sticking her tongue out to lick my wife's clit. Jenny was once again on her knees, with her head down in front of my wife's pussy, which pushed her pussy out invitingly toward the reflection in the mirror. I climbed off the bed and stepped around to the end of the bed, crawling back onto it behind Jenny. I stared at my wife's closed eyes as she was once again being pushed toward climax. I rubbed my engorged head up and down Jenny's wet slit and then slowly pushed myself into her, forcing my cock past the entrance to her depths and then smoothly and slowly deeper into her. I held her hips and began to slowly slide in and out of her hot pussy, watching my wife's face as Jenny continued to tease her.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna come!" My wife gasped without opening her eyes.
"That's the whole idea." Jenny answered. "For all of us to climax."
"I don't think anyone has ever done that except Robert." My wife moaned softly.
"He does it good?" Jenny asked, lifting her head from my wife's pussy for a moment.
"Very good." My wife moaned as Jenny pushed the vibrator in and out of my wife's vagina, making her lift her butt off the bed and push it toward Jenny. "You should feel how big he gets right before he comes in me."
"Maybe I will." Jenny answered, causing my wife to open her eyes and see me slowly pumping my cock into Jenny from behind.
"ROBERT!" My wife said quickly, pushing herself up onto her elbows. "What the hell are you doing?"
"What I invited him to do." Jenny said with a grin, lifting herself up onto her hands. "I was getting horny too."
"But you and I... I mean it was never... we'd... I mean...You and I..."
"Would have a little fun with each other? We are. You made me come with our little toy friend, right? I'm going to make you come too, right? You don't want Robert to have a little fun too?"
"But I wasn't planning on having him..."
"Fucking another woman? Probably not any more than he expected to come home and find you fucking another woman. Just relax. Close your eyes and let it happen. You were enjoying it. Go back to enjoying." Jenny said softly as she lowered her chest back down and dipped her head between my wife's thighs.
"Roger!?" My wife asked, almost begging me to say something.
"Was it feeling good?" I asked.
"Well. Yes. But..."
"Then let it feel good. It's just us. What can it hurt?"
"Are you afraid he wont want to fuck you after he fucks me? Trust me. He'll be making you come on his cock before we're done here." Jenny said softly without lifting her face from my wife's pussy. "Unless of course you'd prefer to have him hold it and come in you. Then I could lick his cum from your pussy."
"Oh shit. NO!" My wife moaned, her body still extremely close to climax, seeming to be indecisive about either laying down and letting Jenny finish or somehow making me stop fucking Jenny.
"Here. Let's do this." Jenny said, pushing herself up and pulling the vibrator from my wife's pussy as she forced me out of her. "Lay down here." She said, patting the bed next to my wife, who now had her arms across her chest again. I crawled around Jenny and lay down where she indicated, reaching out to stroke one of my wife's breasts, only to get my hand pushed away. "Now. Anne. Lift your legs. That's it." Jenny cooed as my wife reluctantly lifted her now pressed together legs. Jenny pressed on my hip to get me to scoot around on my back until my wife's legs were over me, my dick sticking up between her thighs. Jenny reached for my cock and stroked what suck up through my wife's thighs a few times. "Now roll toward Anne." She said softly, pushing my dick toward my wife's pussy. I got the idea and rolled on my side, letting her feed my dick into my wife's pussy as my wife relaxed her legs, letting them spread apart somewhat. "That's it." She cooed softly as I started to rock my hips, pushing my cock in and out of my wife.
It didn't take too many seconds of my cock sliding in and out of her already excited pussy for my wife to lean back and close her eyes again. I gently pulled her arm down from her breast and toyed with her again exposed nipple.
Jenny was far from done though. She eased herself over me, lowering herself down until her pussy was inches from my face. She leaned over me, lowering her own face down to my wife's pussy. I could feel her big soft tits press against my side as she reached down to lick my wife's clit.
"OH SHIT!" My wife said in surprise, not at all ready for the sensations of a tongue on her clit while we were fucking. "Oh god Jenny! No!"
"Just relax. Enjoy it." Jenny said before turning her face back down to the pussy in front of her. Jenny started licking my wife's clit again as I stroked in and out of her, her body finally relaxing back against the pillows again.
Jenny pushed her knees apart a bit further, lowing her pussy right down to my face. I reached out with my tongue and licked up her incredibly wet pussy lips. Her slit was leaking juices almost to the point of dripping on me as I licked up between her soft lips, seeking out her clit. I heard a moan of pleasure as I found the hard nub with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhhh fuck fuck fuck. I don't believe this. I don't believe I'm going to come like this." My wife moaned loudly, her legs starting to tremble as I continued to plunge my cock into her hot wet pussy. I knew my wife well and it wasn't a surprise for her pussy to start squeezing my cock moments later. A long deep groan came from my wife as her orgasm stiffened her body, her pussy clamping around my still sliding shaft. The change in sensations was all my overly excited body needed. In moments my own orgasm was upon me, my body jerking and spasming as it tried to jam my stiff pole deep into my wife's vagina, unloading shot after shot of cum into her.
I had to turn my face from Jenny's pussy to try and catch my breath as I lay panting beneath her. I saw my wife gently push on Jenny, trying to push her away, but Jenny was having none of it. She moved her face from my wife's now oversensitive clit, but otherwise remained over me, rocking her hips slightly to coax me to go back to licking her.
"Enough." My wife said after a couple minutes of me licking Jenny. "I think we've gone far enough."
Jenny pushed up off of me and moved to sit next to use, her legs curled under us. She reached out and gently teased her fingers along my softened dick where it still stuck out of my wife's pussy. "But I still need to come." She said with an obvious pout. "You don't want me to go home like this, do you?"
"Jenny. This has been. Um... Interesting. But don't you think we've done enough?"
"I don't know. You think you'll wanna do it again some time?"
"I dunno." My wife said with a shrug. "Maybe. Maybe not."
"Well. If it's gonna be maybe not, don't you think I deserve this once?" she asked wrapping her hand around my softened dick.
"You want to fuck Robert?'
"It felt pretty damn good when it was in me before. You know Eddie doesn't get the job done. How about you let me see if it's an Eddie thing or a general man thing?"
"A general man thing?"
"You didn't have any trouble making me come with the vibrator. How bout we find out if a dick can get the job done."
"I don't know. I mean. We've only had sex with each other, Robert and I I mean."
"Until today." Jenny said with a grin. "Now you've had sex with me too."
"I don't think that what we were doing was sex." My wife protested.
"Oh honey. It was most certainly sex." Jenny said with a grin. "Every bit as much as what Roger did a few minutes ago. The only difference was you and I didn't share a dick. Not that we couldn't. I mean there are all kinds of toys for that kind of thing too."
"I don't think I'd ever be good with that."
"Maybe not. Especially not if Robert does as good a job on me as he seems to do on you."
"You really wanna do that?" My wife asked her.
"I'd like to. If Robert's willing." She answered. They both looked at me expectantly.
I shrugged as if it didn't matter, fooling neither of them.
"Maybe this once." My wife said. "Assuming you can get him up again."
"Somehow I don't think that's going to be a problem." Jenny said, squeezing my already growing dick gently. She grinned at me, leaned over my wife's legs and lowered her head between them, engulfing my half hard cock with her hot wet mouth.
"Oh damn." I groaned softly, unused to the stimulation so quickly after cumming in my wife. Not that my wife doesn't love me, but there's just no way she'd ever suck my cock after sex. Not going to happen. So having it done to me was not only incredibly erotic, but also a surprise my body only knew one way to respond to.
In only a couple short minutes she was sliding her lips up and down my fully hard cock, slurping loudly as she sucked and licked my hardon. Without a word, she coaxed my wife's legs up and off of mine, getting her to turn sideways on the bed like I was, leaving her laying on her side right next to me. Jenny quickly straddled me and then, aiming my cock at her pussy, lowered herself down on me. I slid easily into her very slick, wet pussy, her weight driving her down on me until her bare ass pressed against my thighs. I glanced over at Anne, her eyes glued to Jenny's shaved pussy as it slid up and down my fat shaft.
Jenny pushed up and down my shaft slowly, lifting herself until I was nearly ready to slip from her depths before thrusting quickly down onto me again, driving me hard and deep into her. She used her legs for leverage, using her hands on my chest for balance as she rhythmically lifted and thrust down onto me. Without really thinking about it, I lifted my hand to her chest, capturing each of her C cup breasts in my hands, the soft flesh just barely spilling over my hands as I let her nipples poke between my fingers. Each squeeze of her soft breasts was accompanied by my fingers squeezing her hard nipples, making her groan in pleasure.



Up and down she moved, her pace quickening, no longer lifting as far to prevent me from sliding out, but still pulling up most of the way along my shaft before dropping herself down hard enough to bounce her ass off my thighs. Up and down she plunged, her ass slapping my legs with a rhythmic wet slap that echoed slightly in the room. My wife watched, her head propped up on her hand, almost mesmerized as she watched my cock appear and disappear from Jenny's teenage looking pussy. I couldn't help but notice that her hand was squeezing her own tit in time with my squeezes of Jenny.
I let go of Jenny's breasts and twisted my torso toward my wife, reaching out to her and pulling her toward me. She ended up pulling her hand from under her head as she rolling toward me. I awkwardly lifted her breast and pushed my face toward it, sucking the whole front of her breasts into my mouth. I heard her groan softly as I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple, teasing it and her areola at the same time.
Jenny continued to bounce on me, her tits now bouncing wildly on her chest. Each drive down on me slammed my engorged head into her cervix, sending little tingles through my body and making her grunt slightly. I could feel her pussy start to tighten, her orgasm reaching its climax at any moment. "FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body spasmed, slamming her hard down on my cock. She sat on me, her hands holding onto my side as she shuddered and trembled. I could feel her pussy squeezing and releasing around my hard cock as she came, her juices leaking around my cock and running down my hip. "Ohhhh my god. Ohhhhhhh shit." She panted as she sat astride me, looking down at me as I let go of my wife's nipple and rolled back flat under her. "God I don't believe you haven't come yet." She said breathlessly.
"You want him to? Inside you?" My wife asked quietly.
Jenny looked at my face and then my wife's trying to determine how to answer. She finally whispered softly. "Yes."
"Then why don't you come finish what he started." My wife said, rolling on her back and spreading her legs wide apart as she angled across the bed. She reached for Jenny's arm and coaxed her off my cock. "Kneel between my legs." She whispered to Jenny, her voice quavering a little with the sound of nervousness. With her other hand she reached for the blue vibrator laying on the bed next to her and handed it to Jenny.
Jenny grinned at her and turned the little device on before slowly pressing it into my wife's pussy. I heard the sound change as it slid slowly into my wife's wet depths, and then Jenny lowered her head to my wife's chest, sucking one of my wife's nipples into her mouth. I pushed myself up and crawled on the bed around behind Jenny, her ass in the air and her pussy sticking out at me. I aimed my still rock hard cock at her pussy and pushed slowly into her, enjoying the feeling of her tight wet confines around me. I held her hips and started stroking in and out of her, watching my wife's face as I pushed in and out of Jenny. Her eyes closed as the vibrator did what vibrators are supposed to do. "Mmmmmmmm." She moaned softly as Jenny switched which breast she was sucking on. I looked over my shoulder at the mirror over my wife's dresser, the view of the three of us incredibly erotic.
Jenny's tits were swinging in time with my strokes and her hand was thrusting the vibrator in with my plunges into her pussy. The sight of it, her swinging tits, and her fucking my wife with the toy was enough to push me up that little bit. In only a few more strokes I groaned loudly and jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into Jenny. I felt the surge of cum flow up my shaft and push out into her tight confines, drawing a groan of pleasure from her as well. I knelt behind her, jerking and spasming for long seconds, still watching her fucking my wife below her.
I pulled out as my cock softened, my dick covered with cum, and rolled onto my back next to them. I watched as Jenny let go of my wife's tit and crawled back enough to lower her face to my wife's pussy.
"Oh fuck!" my wife cried in surprise as Jenny sucked her clit into her mouth. I watched with a smile as Jenny licked and sucked my wife's clit, still sliding the vibrator out of her and dropping it on the bed. Jenny pushed two fingers into my wife's pussy and began thrusting them in and out of her. "SHIT!" My wife cried loudly after only a very short couple minutes. She lifted her hips off the bed, pushing them up toward Jenny as her arms and legs trembled. "Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck! I'm coooooommmmmiiiiinnng!" she cried as she held herself half off the bed, her whole body seeming to tremble and shake.
"Oh god. Enough." My wife finally said, gently reaching down to push Jenny's face from her pussy. "I can't take any more."
Jenny grinned, her face glistening with my wife's cum as she lifted herself upright. She looked over at me and mouthed a silent 'thank you' before pushing off the bed. "I better run home and get a shower before Eddie get's back from golfing." She said as she walked around the end of the bed. "I hope we can do this again!" she called from the hallway as she walked down it, collecting her cloths. "I had fun!" she said as she stepped back into the room.
"I did too." I agreed with her as I watched her dress.
"You okay with all this Anne?"
"I think so." My wife answered quietly, watching Jenny pulling her shirt back on.
"Good. I'll talk to you later." Jenny said as she turned and walked out of the bedroom.
"Well. Now what?" I asked my wife as she rolled over, pressing her body against mine and laying one leg over mine.
She settled her head on my shoulder and lay there quietly for some seconds. "I'm not sure."
"Did you enjoy it? Was it what you thought it would be like?"
"Actually. I kind of did enjoy it. I wasn't sure I was going to. I mean having another woman touching me the way you do. But it was enjoyable in its own way. Not that I'd want to do it every day or anything."
"No. definitely not. But isn't that kinda what exploring a fantasy is about?" I asked. We lay there for several minutes, gently stroking each other's bodies while I waited for an answer that didn't appear to be coming. "So. Did you seduce her or did she seduce you?"
"She thinks she seduced me." My wife whispered. "Did I protest enough?"
"Yeah. I don't think she knew." I answered.
"I'm glad you told me and we had time to talk about it. If you'd have surprised me for real, I'm not sure what I'd have done."
"I doubt it would have turned out like this." I chuckled.
"Yeah. You know. She's going to want to fuck you again. I mean with Eddie not paying attention to her and all."
"Yeah. I think that she's gonna want some time with you too. She told me that she used to play with her roommate."
"You want to fuck her more?"
"It could be interesting. You?"
"Like you said. It could be interesting. Not sure I want it to become a regular thing. I mean trying it once as a fantasy. Hell we've joked about adding another partner more than once over the years, but I never thought we'd actually do it. It was just talk." My wife agreed. "But now that we have....Rules?"
"Oh yeah. There's gonna have to be some rules!"
"I agree. No bedrooms unless you and I are together." My wife said. "I don't want to have to wonder if I'm sleeping on the same sheets that you've been fucking her on."
"Agreed. If we're doing it in here with her, we have to be together."
"And you don't need to tell me unless I ask."
"No?"
"Uh uh. What you two do is up to you. Just like what she and I do is up to us. Don't expect me to offer up that she and I were playing or anything."
"I can live with that, as long as you don't start deciding you'd rather have her than me." I said with another soft chuckle.
"Not likely." She answered. "But it might be nice to try a few things that you and I couldn't do."
"You know. She want's to give me a lap dance. How much you wanna bet she gets me naked and fucks me while she's dancing for me."
"Mmmmmmmm that sounds interesting. I wonder if there's a way I can watch without her knowing?"
I thought about it for a second. "I have an idea or two." I whispered. "If that's what you really want."
"I think so." She said softly before going quiet for long seconds. "This is going to take some getting used to."
"Yeah. I'm still wondering if she got me to cheat on you just so she could arrange this thing we did today."
"When you told me how she was going to fix things, I thought the same thing. She'd made some noises in the last few months that kind of led me to think she wanted to have sex with me."
"Yeah? I didn't know that."
"Uh huh. A couple times I was naked in front of her, or almost so, and she always seemed to find a reason to touch my body. Seemed to me she always came over if you weren't home yet and I was changing."
"Hmmm You never told me that."
"Didn't think much of it until you told me she seduced you in the shower."
"Speaking of the shower. You wanna go try out that shower that way?"
"Not right now. I just wanna lay her and cuddle. Maybe in a bit." She said with a sigh.
"Okay." I agreed, letting my mind wander away from my wife's body to Jenny's. I wondered how many ways and places Jenny could find for us to 'clandestinely' have sex before she figured out that today wasn't as much of a surprise as Anne made it out to be. She had certainly convinced me.
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This sucked. I mean it sucked ass! Traveling goes with the job, and that's fine, but when the weather doesn't cooperate it makes any trip a pain. Wind, tornadoes, floods, hurricanes, and yes, even blizzards are part of the job. I've been stranded in truck stops in the Rockies and the Appalachians but never would I have expected to be snowed in on a Virginia interstate! But here I was. If I'd have gotten started just an hour, one stinking hour, sooner, I'd have been past the wreck that stopped traffic. It was quite literally the perfect storm. With snow coming down at nearly three inches per hour, the snow was piling up quickly. With traffic at a stand still, the plows were helpless to clear the road. With the snow piling up, the cars were going to be buried. Trucks without chains were going to be stuck. Nothing was going to move until the storm blew itself out and they could start digging cars out one at a time. The reports showed a fifty mile jam of stuck cars and trucks, and I was five miles from the closest exit. Already a lot of cars were running out of gas, their occupants unprepared for being stranded, having to run their engines to stay warm.
I wasn't in that category. I knew not to run continuously to stay warm, just occasionally if I needed it. Most of my heat came from my special made emergency candles. A little shop in Colorado makes them. Six wicks in a small quart size can capable of burning for a full twenty-four hours. I had three. I hoped I wouldn't need them all. One could keep the inside of my suburban above freezing as long as it was above zero outside. With my sleeping bag, blanket, emergency food and water, I was good for three days if need be. I hoped it wouldn't need to be that long.
I'd long since rearranged my cargo to give me a space the full length of the rear for me to lay down. I'd pulled out the backpack air mattress and let it inflate itself. Night had fallen so there was no point in sitting in the driver's seat waiting. Nothing was moving tonight. I stripped down to my briefs, actually pulling on a fresh pair, pulled on my knit hat and slipped into my winter weight down mummy bag. With the emergency candle lit, there was nothing to do but wait, and I could do that asleep!
I woke up to pounding on my window. I rubbed sleep from my eyes. "Yeah yeah! Just a second!" I snapped loudly. I looked at my watch. Just past midnight. No way they were moving cars yet. I unzipped and crawled out of my nice warm bag. I heard the pounding again, passenger side window. I crawled into the passenger seat and cracked the door open, the electric windows not working with the ignition off. "Yeah?" I grunted.
"Oh thank goodness. We saw light and hoped you still had gas!" a snowy looking young woman said, clearly shivering.
"I do, but I'm not running my engine."
"We ran out about two hours ago. We're both frozen! Can you at least let us in to warm up?"
I scowled. I was already getting cold and leaving the door open any longer was just going to make it worse. At least it was warmer in here. Maybe forty or so. "Yeah. Come on. Get in!" I said, letting the door open further as I let go and started climbing into the back again. The door pulled wide open, and I could feel the cold wind and blowing snow fly into the truck and try to freeze my ass. By the time I got into the back, two young women had climbed in and pulled the door closed, the two of them trying to share the single seat.
"Oh my God!" The second woman shivered. "Sooooo cold!"
"Alright. One of you get in the driver's seat. I'll run the engine for ten minutes," I said starting to crawl back out of my bag.
"Just ten minutes?" one of them asked.
"Just ten minutes. It'll be enough if you do what I say. So who's moving?"
"I will," the one who climbed in first said.
I waited for her to clumsily climb over the console, her long bare legs revealing three facts. One, they weren't dressed for cold weather. The second was she was a black girl, not that it mattered. The third was that she was probably around mid twenties to early thirties. I based this on the skimpiness of her underwear. It was far too revealing for anyone over thirty-five and they were old enough to be out alone. Once she was settled in the seat, I crawled between the seats enough to reach the ignition button. "Step on the brakes."
"What?" she asked
"Step on the brakes so I can start the engine."
"Oh. Okay," she said. I reached down and pushed the button starting the engine.
"As soon as it starts blowing warm, take off the coats, hats and your shoes. Don't forget to take off your shoes," I said as I crawled back into the back and into my warm sleeping bag.
"How come you're naked?" the one in the driver's seat asked.
"I'm not naked. Just almost. Don't you know about winter survival?"
"Just that you have to stay warm."
"Warm and dry. Dry first. If you're not dry, you can never get warm. The clothes you wear all day. They have moisture in them. Some of it from the environment, some from sweat. If you go to sleep in them, it's a losing battle because you're sleeping in wet, and it wicks away your body heat."
"Oh. That makes sense," she answered. "You know a lot about survival stuff?"
"Enough to not get caught unprepared."
"Good point!" she said.
"It's blowing warm enough. Take off as much as you can. You want the air to warm your skin, not your cloths. Don't worry, I won't look. You have about five more minutes before I shut it down."
"We're supposed to just undress up here?"
"Your choice," I answered, laying down looking at the ceiling. Nothing like rescuing people that were clueless. When ten minutes had elapsed, I called, "You can turn it off now."
"For how long?" the one in the passenger side asked.
"Till morning."
"What do we do until then?"
"Try and stay warm. It shouldn't get below forty or so."
"Wait! How are we supposed to stay warm?"
I sighed. "Okay. It'll be tight. But you can come back here. I have an extra blanket."
"Back there?"
"That or up there. Your choice."
There was silence for long seconds before the black girl spoke, "So...can you help us keep warm? I don't mean like make us warm, but help us so we can?"
"I can tell you what I'd do. What you do...I'll leave it to you. I don't want to be accused of taking advantage of anyone. These days, it's way too easy to get accused of things."
"Fair enough. What would you do?"
"First thing is to put your coats on the floor. The floor will suck a lot more heat from you than the air will. Then take off everything you can. Anything you've been wearing all day. Put a hat on if you have one. If not, wrap something around your head to keep from losing heat. Lay on the blanket and wrap yourselves together in it. The more skin contact you can get the warmer you'll be. Pile your clothes on your feet. They're going to get cold first. The extra insulation will help."
"What do I call you?"
"Tom."
"Thank you, Tom. I'm Emily. This is my friend Cindy."
"Hi Emily. I'll keep my eyes closed while you get settled. Watch out for the candle when you come back here."
I heard a lot of shuffling and movement before they crawled back. "I don't have to worry about any jealous boyfriends or husbands, do I?" I asked as I lay with my eyes closed. I didn't know how much they took off, but I promised not to look, so I didn't.
"No. No boyfriends," Emily said from a lot closer to me than I expected.
It must have been ten minutes before they finally settled down. "Getting warm?"
"Surprisingly, yes," Emily answered.
"Good. So what were you two doing out here?"
"Headed home from work," Emily said. "You?"
"Working, sort of. Just finished at a place down the road and was headed to Chicago."
"Driving? Not flying?"
"See all this stuff you're sleeping next to? I need it to work, so flying isn't an option."
"I don't suppose you have anything to drink?" Cindy asked, probably the first thing she's said since getting in the truck.
"When was the last time you ate?"
"Lunchtime," Cindy answered.
I shook my head. I turned on the dome light and looked at the two girls pressed against each other. Emily was indeed a black girl with light chocolate skin, maybe late twenties. Her friend was a blonde, maybe a few years older. Thirty or so. I crawled halfway out of the sleeping bag and dug down under the folded down back seat. I pulled two bottles of water and a fat brown plastic package. It took a little twisting around, but I pulled the pocket knife from my pants and cleared a small work space where I'd been laying. I set the bottles down and cut the package open. "Lasagna. Not horrible once it's hot," I said as I poured water into the little heater bag. I slipped the dark brown package of food into the heater pouch and set it aside. "You're going to have to share. I only have so much."
"We understand. Thank you for sharing."
I dumped the rest of the contents of the MRE onto the floor. "You can split it up between you. The hot stuff will be hot in a few minutes. If you want, I can turn my back if you're not decent."
"Considering that when morning comes, we're going to have the same problem, we might as well get it out of the way now. They're just boobs, and if you were going to take advantage of us, you wouldn't be sharing your supplies with us."
She sat up and slid back until she was half out of the wrapped blanket. She was a very nice looking young lady, slender with firm maybe c cup breasts. I could see I hadn't missed on her underwear. It was a tiny red thong that left her entire butt bare. Given how small it was, I doubted she left any hair when she shaved. She reached for the two bottles of water, holding one out to Cindy. She sat up to take the bottle, trying to keep her chest covered, but failing. Her tits were quite a bit larger than Emily's, and she was a bit thicker. Not unattractively so, but definitely heavier. Her areolas were dark pink and covered a significant portion of her breast with big fat nipples poking out. The cool air was making her areola pucker and her nipples to harden enticingly.
She took the bottle and drank down half of it in one long swallow. "Damn that tastes good. We tried eating snow, but it just made us colder."
"It'll kill you, doing that. You have to melt it, or it'll just make your hypothermia worse."
"You know a lot about survival, don't you?"
"Some."
"More than some. Military?"
"Was."
"I was military. They didn't teach us that kind of stuff," Cindy said.
"What branch?"
"Army. MP's."
"Ahh. That explains it."
"So you?" she prompted again.
"Air Force."
"Not a grunt for sure. Pilot?"
"Good guess."
"Had to be. Explains the survival training," she said as I reached over and pulled the pack from the heater. I used my knife to cut the top open and stuck the spork into it before handing it to Emily. "So. Not a pilot any more, or you wouldn't be driving. What do you do now?"
"Contractor," I answered evasively.
"So in other words, you can't say?" Cindy said, taking the pouch from Emily after she had taken several bites. "Our work isn't that exciting. I'm afraid we're just lowly bookkeepers," she said as she ate another bite of food, the blanket falling down enough to expose her other breast. She handed the pouch back to Emily and then took another swig of water. "How long do you think we're going to be here?"
"If we're lucky, they can start clearing things out sometime tomorrow. I wouldn't be surprised if it takes another day to get this far. The closest exit is almost five miles away. That's a lot of cars to have to dig and tow out."
She looked at the water bottle. "Do we have enough food and water to last that long?"
"Water's not a problem. We can melt snow and refill the bottles. Food, well, if it was just me, no problem. I have three MRE's left. We'll just have to make it last."
"So, we're eating a quarter of your food supply?" Cindy asked, looking down at the pouch of food in her hand.
"I have some granola bars and junk food too. We'll make it last," I said with a shrug. "Our stomachs might growl a bit, but we have enough calories to last a couple days. We're in a lot better shape than a lot of people out there," I said, motioning to the darkness outside.
"I'm glad we knocked on your window," Emily said with a soft feminine chuckle.
"Better finish up. It'll start getting cold in here soon." I dug under the seat for one of the empty water bottles. I used my knife to cut the top off the bottle. I held it out to Emily. "You might want to use this before we go to sleep. It'll be a lot colder later."
"Use this?" she asked, holding it up and looking at me curiously.
"Bathroom," I answered. "Unless you want to go squat outside. I'll try not to look. Or if you're bashful, you can crawl up into the front passenger seat. Just make sure after you go, that you dump it outside. And try not to spill it in here. We don't want to smell it for the next two days."
"So, we're just supposed to pee in a bottle?" Cindy asked with a little shock in her voice.
"You don't have to. You can step outside, but in your current dress, it might be a bit chilly. Your choice though."
"What about you?"
"I do the same thing," I answered her. "Look. I'm sorry there isn't a bit more privacy here. If I could, I'd try to put up a curtain or something for you. All I can do is offer to turn my back. I'm sorry."
"Well, I'm not. You've brought us in and fed us and quite honestly kept us from dying. I'm not going to play bashful," Emily said quickly. She rolled onto her butt and slipped the tiny red thong panty down her legs and off, leaving her naked. She took the cut off bottle from Cindy and rolled to her knees. She knelt, somewhat bent over in the short confines, spreading her knees wide and lowering her definitely shaved pussy down towards the little bottle. I watched as she peed in the bottle, not bothering to hide any of herself as she did so. Her mound and pussy were completely shaved, her full dark outer lips framed a fair amount of even darker, almost black inner lip protruding. As she peed, I couldn't help but notice her nipples hardening, more than I could account for in the cool air inside the truck. She finished peeing and looked around.
"Here," I said, leaning closer to pick up the little package of paper wrapped toilet paper that was part of the MRE. My face was only a foot or so from her hardening nipples. I handed her the paper and then slid back away. She wiped with a few squares and then moved towards me, turning around to point her butt at me. She bent to open the car door a few inches and then bent even further to hold the bottle out the door and pour it on the ground. Her ass pushed out at me, and her pussy pushed between her thighs sexily. I couldn't help the reaction it was causing as she remained bent over for what seemed like a long time. She finally closed the door and crawled back up to where she had been sitting, her back against the driver's seat again.
"Here. Your turn," she said, holding the cup to Cindy.
"I don't have to."
"Of course you do. Are you afraid to let Tom see your pussy?"
"Well... to be honest," she said meekly.
"That's okay. I'll turn around," I said, starting to twist myself around in my sleeping bag to face the back of the truck instead of the front and the girls.
"Don't be silly. It's your truck. If she doesn't want to pee in front of you, she can either climb in the front seat or go squat outside," Emily said, looking at her friend with a frown.
"Oh fine. You want me to get naked? Fine!" She crawled out of the remains of the wrapped blanket and lay down on top of it. She pushed the tiny bikini panties down her legs as she lifted her butt off the blanket. She slipped them down her legs and off over her feet. She set her feet on the blanket with her legs bent and then pushed her knees apart, leaving her entire body exposed. "There!"
Her pussy lips were shaved but she had a small triangle of blonde curls on her mound that pointed down like an arrow to her full round lips and flowery inner lips.
"God Cindy. You are always soooooo dramatic! You couldn't just pee in a cup like a normal person?" Emily asked.
"Okay fine! I'll pee in the stupid cup!" she answered, rolling to her knees. "Just one question," she added as she maneuvered so she was kneeling with her knees spread so the cup almost pressed to her pussy.
"What's that?"
"Does he have to get naked and pee in the cup too?"
"CINDY! It's HIS truck! For that matter, you didn't HAVE to get naked. You could have just pulled the crotch to the side."
"No? Then why didn't YOU just pull it to the side. Some reason you WANTED to get naked? I watched you make sure he could see everything he wanted. I watched you make sure your ass was pointed at him when you dumped it out and how long it took you. If I didn't know better, I'd say you WANTED him to see you naked."
"How can you say such a thing?"
"One plus one sweetie," her friend answered just before she started flowing into the cut off bottle. "Ohhhhhhhh. That feels good. I guess I did have to go." She finished peeing and then carefully crawled over her friend laying across her legs, so her butt stuck in the air. She opened the door and dumped the bottle out and then closed the door again. She pushed herself up and rolled back to sit down next to her friend. She intentionally pushed her feet apart to expose her pussy and set the cup on the floor between her legs. "Your turn." I looked at Cindy, sitting there with a crooked little grin. "What? If I'm going to tell the story to all our friends, at least I can make it a juicy one."
"A juicy one? Really? You girls realize that I'm probably twenty years older than you are."
"So?" Cindy said.
I frowned and moved closer to her, reaching for the cup. She reached out and put her hand on the cup as well, keeping me from pulling it to me. "I think you should just do it right here. I mean you watched us, right?"
"That turn you on? Watching guys pee?" I asked.
"Uh uh. But I've been watching that bulge in your underwear getting bigger for the last ten minutes. I'm ready to see what's making it."
"You expect me to have sex with you or something?"
"No. I don't expect it. But Emily probably wouldn't mind if you tried. She said she thought you were pretty hot."
"This is ridiculous. I have no intention of having sex with you girls. It'd be nothing but trouble. But if you're dead set on seeing my dick, so be it." I sat down, pushed my briefs down and then rolled to my hands and knees so I didn't hit my head on the roof, my hard-on sticking down. I worked my briefs down and off my legs, leaving me completely naked and crawled the few feet to where Cindy sat. I settled on my knees, my head brushing the roof. I was still almost a foot and a half from the bottle. "I'm going to regret this," I said as I lifted and spread Cindy's legs so I could scoot myself toward the cut off bottle. As soon as my dick got close to the cut off bottle, she pulled her legs back together so they rested on my bent legs, my hard-on jutted up at an angle pointing straight at Cindy's face as I sat on my awkwardly bent legs. "Well, there you go. Happy now?"
"A lot happier than I was a minute ago," she said with a grin before looking over at Emily. "What do you think?"
"I think getting stranded just got a lot more interesting."
"Very funny," I said with a frown. "Now. If we all can get settled again and get some sleep."
"As soon as you go pee," Emily said.
"You got a thing about watching guys go pee?"
"You got a thing about watching girls go pee?"
"Not really."
"Oh? That hard-on says different."
"The hard-on is from looking at two sexy young bodies, not watching you go pee."
"You think we're sexy huh? I was afraid we were a bit young for you," Emily said.



"You are. You're damn near half my age," I said. "But that doesn't mean I don't find you attractive."
"Well for an old man, you have a pretty sexy looking cock," Emily said. "Don't you agree Cindy?"
"Oh hell yeah," Cindy agreed quietly, still looking at my dick. "So... You gonna pee? I'm starting to get cold."
I sighed. "Yeah." Peeing with a hard-on isn't exactly easy. I pushed my head into the open top of the bottle and closed my eyes. No way I was going to be able to pee while looking at those sexy pussies. I took a few slow deep breaths trying to will myself to pee. I was glad I hadn't started yet when I felt a hand on my dick that wasn't mine. My eyes shot open in surprise and I jerked. "HEY!"
"It's okay," Emily said as she gently removed my hand from my dick. She continued to hold me, aiming me down into the cup. "Go ahead," she whispered. I closed my eyes and gave in to the urge that I had been trying to force. I could feel it coming, flowing out, the gentle sound of it hitting the small bottle. I worried that it was going to overflow, but felt my flow subside, leaving me just a few squirts before it was done. I expected her to let go, but instead I felt her hand lift me and aim me back up toward Cindy's face. Her hand started to slowly stroke me, my dick growing hard again in her hand. I opened my eyes and looked at Emily. She was on her knees, leaning over Cindy's leg, staring at my dick. She slowly stroked it, making it grow harder by the moment.
"You shouldn't do that," I whispered, wanting her to stop but not wanting it at the same time.
"I know," Emily answered, not stopping her strokes. I reached out and started to stroke her bare back, slowly sliding my fingers up and down her back in time with her hand sliding along my dick. Her hand slipped over my head with each stroke, teasing my engorged mushroom head. I let my hand slide further down her back, sliding it down over the curve of her amply round butt. She leaned over further and I watched as she engulfed the head of my dick with her mouth.
"Ohhhhhhh," I groaned softly as she teased her tongue around my head, taking her time. The motion rocked her forward, pushing her butt up in the air. I let my hand slide down further now, stroking under her butt, my fingers finding her hot wet pussy lips. She started to stroke her mouth slowly on and off my dick, her mouth following her hand. I stroked her lips, teasing my fingers between them, sliding them in time with her mouth. I felt her moan around my shaft as my fingers found her clit and bounced across it.
The two of us lost ourselves in the sensations, her mouth teasing my cock and pushing my impending orgasm closer and closer to release. Her pussy was getting wetter, her hips lifting and lowering in time with my strokes, my fingers trying to push into her depths and then sliding along her pubic bone until my fingers bounced one after the other over her hard clit. Her moan around my dick signaled her climax, her motions suddenly less smooth. She continued to try to suck me, but for nearly a minute she was lost to her own climax. I gently stroked her pussy as her climax faded, her mouth once again working to push me over the top.
"Oh damn," I grunted as my cock started to spurt my cum into her mouth. My body jerked and twitched as I emptied shot after shot into her mouth. She pulled off of me only after sucking on me until I started to soften. She pulled her mouth off my dick and then lifted herself towards my face. She pressed her mouth to mine, giving me a long deep kiss. I could taste my own cum on her lips as we kissed. The kiss slowly softened and became gentle, her lips sucking on mine and her tongue teasing my lips.
"Thank you," she whispered as she finally broke the kiss. She pulled back and then moved the little bottle to dump it. She turned around and her butt pushed at me as she bent to reach the door handle to open the door. I couldn't resist, and pulled her butt towards me slightly, kissing her wet pussy lips. She held herself there while I teased her pussy with my tongue, taking the opportunity to try something I'd never done before, taste black pussy. She opened the door and emptied the bottle, trying hard not to pull her pussy away from my eager tongue. She finally did have to pull away to turn around. "I wouldn't mind more of that," she said with a grin.
"I wouldn't either, but it is getting colder in here. Something even your nipples are announcing."
"Too bad," Emily said quietly with a grin.
"Come on. I'll help you girls get tucked in," I said. It took a couple minutes for them to get situated, both of them laying on their left sides, facing the passenger side. For whatever reason, they had chosen for Cindy to be on my side of the pair. I tucked them in and laid their dresses on their feet to help keep them warm. I slipped into my sleeping bag, zipped it up to my neck and then rolled onto my left side as well, spooning myself against Cindy's back as best I could to try and give them as much insulation as I could. It wasn't long before their breathing fell away to the soft rhythmic breathing of sleep. I followed shortly after.
I don't know how long I'd been asleep, I couldn't see my watch. It took me a few moments to even realize that what had woken me was a draft. Somehow my zipper had come undone. I sleepily reached for the zipper and my hand ran into an obstruction. It took a few more moments for my brain to register a soft body. I was pushed further awake as a pair of VERY cold feet slipped down into my mummy bag against my bare legs. Mummy bags are designed for backpackers that need something small and compact, or to use in cold weather. It takes much less heat to warm a smaller bag. They are designed to be a one person sleeping, not two, even if I had chosen a somewhat larger version for my own comfort. The soft body wiggled into the bag with me, her bare skin pressing against me as she tried to work the zipper closed again. I slipped a hand around her and used it to pull the zipper up in place, glad that it didn't split at the snugness of the material around us.
As I finished pulling the zipper up, she grasped my hand and kept me from pulling it back down again, clamping it against her breast. I could tell by the size of the breast in my hand that it was Cindy who had joined me. I hadn't completely understood her. Emily seemed more forward and unashamed when she had to undress. Cindy, however, struck me as more bashful and reserved, right up until Emily challenged her to just go pee in front of me. She then seemed to throw caution to the wind and not only strip the rest of the way, but to ensure that I had every opportunity for a good long look at her body. Now here she was, naked, in the same sleeping bag as me.
I felt her work her hand behind her and between us, her fingers finding my soft dick. She wrapped her hand around it and began to gently squeeze it, not hard, but hard enough to cause my body to respond and push towards her. Over and over she squeezed me, my cock seeming to grow slightly with each squeeze. Soon she had my cock hard, my head pressed between her thighs, each squeeze causing my hips to involuntarily push towards her. I could feel my head brush her pussy lips with each push of my hips, at first just stroking her lips, but then she adjusted her hand ever so slightly, allowing my engorged head to push between her lips and eventually push into her vaginal opening.
"Oh shit," I whispered as she shifted her hand again, this time just after I had pushed forward, forcing my head into her an inch or so. She moved her hand and pushed her soft butt back at me, forcing her pussy further on my dick. There wasn't much room in the bag, but I made the most of the little movement we could manage. I was able to push against her bare soft butt cheeks, sliding my dick in and out of her about two inches. I squeezed her big soft tit with each stroke of my cock, little moans of pleasure coming from her. I felt movement of her arm and the occasional touch of her fingers between her legs as she stroked her own clit.
It was unexpected, having her join me, but not unpleasant, for either of us. We rocked in time and slowly teased each other closer and closer to orgasm. I felt her body shudder and then her pussy start to squeeze me, much like her hand had done. I thrust into her as much as I could while my orgasm raced to its own completion. I panted as I pulled her tightly to me, my body jerking and twitching as my cock pumped my seed deep in her pussy. It wasn't until well after I'd filled her that any thought of protection occurred to me. As my cock softened and slipped from within her, all I could do was hope that she was on some kind of birth control. I fell back into an uneasy sleep, still wondering.
It was still dark when Emily pushed on us to wake us. "Hey. You two might be toasty, but I'm freezing my pussy off over here. I hope you have room for me in there."
"There's not supposed to be room for two," I answered sleepily.
"Then maybe we need to do something else, because I'm getting damn cold."
"Yeah. Okay. I'll run the car for a few minutes and warm us up," I said as I worked the zipper open. I crawled out of the bag and into the front seat of the truck, needing to push on the brake pedal to start the truck. I turned on the seat heater and waited patiently for the engine to heat up. I had the blower running full blast, aimed at me so I'd stay warm while I waited the ten minutes. I shut the engine off and crawled back between the seats, only to find that Emily and Cindy were now snuggled together, zipped into my sleeping bag. I frowned and growled to myself about being too nice of a guy. By rights, I should throw their asses out of my sleeping bag. Instead I made myself into a burrito with the blanket. It'd be a lot easier keeping warm in the blanket if I wasn't alone. I closed my eyes to get as much sleep as I could before it got chilly again.
Emily sat over my face, grinding her pussy into my chin as I licked her sweetness, digging my tongue deep between her soft lips. I could feel my cock swelling, practically begging to push into her pussy. My hands reached up to her surprisingly firm tits, squeezing them while I attacked her clit. I rolled her off my face and crawled up over her body, aiming my cock for her wet pussy and thrusting it into her soft wet confines. She moaned loudly as I pumped in and out of her pussy. Her friend shooshed her as she rocked herself, sliding her pussy on and off my engorged shaft while I held her firm tits in my hands. I could feel my cum getting close to release as she worked her black pussy on and off my dick.
My mind struggled with the inconsistency for a few moments before realizing that my hands were touching a soft, smooth, warm, body. I opened my eyes sleepily and looked up to see Emily's face over mine. I should be cold, but I felt warm air blowing across my uncovered body.
"You looked cold, so we thought we'd warm you up. I won, so I got to lay on you while Cindy started the truck," she whispered. "Only someone had a hard-on, so I couldn't resist," she added, wiggling her hips a little to move my rock hard cock in her pussy slightly.
"Oh my," I whispered.
"I didn't think you'd mind, since Cindy already had you in her and how much you were enjoying licking my pussy."
"No. I don't mind," I answered back quietly while she shifted her weight slightly. She pulled her knees up under her without lifting her firm little tits from my chest. She began to lift and lower her hips, sliding her pussy up and down my shaft.
"God, you feel so big inside me," she moaned softly. "Soooooo damn big and hard."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I tried to lift and lower in time with her strokes, our bodies slapping together softly. I heard the truck shut off and, in a few moments, felt Cindy crawling back into the back with us. She lay down beside us and scooted towards my head. She gently used her hand to turn my face towards her and then leaned her chest towards my face, letting one of her nipples brush my lips. The only thing I like better than licking pussy before fucking it, is sucking tits while I'm fucking. I'd only had one other time when I was able to enjoy two women at once and I wasn't going to refuse when it was thrown at me. I sucked and licked Cindy's nipple, teasing it until she moaned in pleasure.
"Oh God Em. He's making me so fucking horny again."
"Yeah. I'm sure," her friend panted as she continued to slide up and down my shaft, pushing her own climax closer and closer. "Oh God. Too soon. Ohhhhhh God I'm going to come!" she squealed a few seconds later as she jammed herself down on my cock, her pussy squeezing and spasming around me while she shuddered and trembled gently. "Ohhhhhhhhh damn. Ohhhhh shit," she panted.
I turned my face from Cindy's chest and lifted Emily higher up my body. I planted my feet on the floor and arched my back, pushing my cock deep into her while I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her chest to my face. I closed my lips around one of her nipples and started to buck my hips up and down, driving my cock deep into her hard enough to make her whole body bounce slightly. I sucked and nibbled one of her rock hard nipples, keeping her orgasm going while I pounded into her spasming pussy. "OHHHHHH SHIT!" Emily cried loudly as my body bucked hard and pumped a gush of cum deep into her.
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!" she cried in a squeaky voice as my body surged inside her over and over. I released her nipple from my mouth and flopped my head back down, panting for breath.
"I hope that was a good oh shit," I panted breathlessly.
"Oh my God yes. Ohhhhh such a good oh shit," she breathed heavily. "You sure know how to make a girl feel good."
"You do a pretty good job of making an old man feel good too," I breathed.
"I'd hardly call anyone that can fuck like that, an old man!" she said with a girlish giggle. "I think if you don't mind, I'll sleep with you the rest of the night. I bet we can find a way to keep each other warm."
"And Cindy isn't going to think it's unfair?"
"She gets the sleeping bag. We get each other," Emily said, looking at her friend, right?"
"Unless you want to switch."
"Not likely," Emily said with a grin. We waited until Cindy had gotten herself settled in the sleeping bag and then Emily slipped off of me. The two of us spooned together and covered ourselves with the blanket. "You know. If that gets hard again, you know what to do with it? Right?"
I slid my hand down from where it had been cupping her breast, moving until I could slide my fingers between her legs. "Put it here?" I whispered as I stroked my fingers on her soft pussy lips.
"Exactly," she whispered, pushing her ass back against me.
The downside of sex before bed is that after a little while I have to get up and go pee. I really hated to wake the girls, so I slipped out of the covers and carefully covered Emily back up. I crawled gingerly over them and down into the passenger side of the front seat. It didn't take long for me to empty my bladder and dump the bottle outside before carefully crawling back up between the seats. Cindy had rolled onto her back in the space where I had been laying, so I started to crawl over her before trying to roll her back over to make room for me to lay again. I was on my hands and knees over her when I felt her hands come out of the sleeping bag, one reaching for my flaccid dick, the other my butt. She held my soft dick in her hand and pulled me down until she could envelope it with her hot mouth.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she sucked on my cock, teasing it with her tongue. She let go of my butt and moved it to the zipper of the bag, pulling the zipper down until the bag was open as far as she could reach. She pulled her knees up through the gap and pushed them apart, spreading her legs with my head hovering over her pussy. There was no doubt in my mind what she wanted. I lowered my head down and gently kissed her pussy lips, getting an appreciative moan around my now hardening cock. I was actually kind of surprised that she was getting me so hard so fast. I hadn't had this much sex at any time in years. But then having a young pussy in my face was clearly a stimulating situation.
I licked up and down her slit, enjoying the sweet taste of her juices, her hips lifting off the floor towards my face. I shifted my weight and rested on my elbows, allowing me to wrap both arms around her thighs. I used the fingers of one hand to spread her lips and two fingers of my right to push slowly into her hot pussy. She moaned loudly and let go of my dick with her mouth as I pushed my fingers in and out of her. I continued to lick and tease her clit while I worked my fingers into her, her hips lifting even more as I worked on her pussy. "Oh fuck," she groaned as I teased her, trying to push her to climax. She arched her back and pushed her pussy towards my face as she started to shudder, her legs stiffening and shaking. Her hand squeezed my cock almost in time with the spasms of her pussy around my finger. I sucked her clit between my lips and gently held it with my lips while flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue.
Her body bucked under me, her feet pushing her pussy and my face up from the floor. I felt more than saw the gush of cum spray from her pussy as she held her butt almost a foot off the floor, her whole body stiff and shuddering. She started to relax slightly and then stiffened again, spraying another huge jet of girl cum, this time all over my face and beyond that, all over the sleeping bag and the side window of the suburban. "Oh God," she panted. "Ohhhhh God."
I'd only met a few women that were what they called squirters, but I got the feeling this was the first time Cindy had done so. Not that it mattered, other than the mess it made. I crawled down her body, turned around in the tight confines and crawled up her body again. I lay down on top of her, my weight pressing her to the floor. I reached under her thigh and used my fingers to align my engorged dick with her dripping wet pussy. I slid up her body, forcing my cock into her and drawing a long deep moan from her. I could still feel her pussy spasming as I started to pump myself in and out of her. I drove in hard, jamming my head all the way to her cervix, causing her to shudder again and expel yet another stream of cum around my hard dick. I started pumping with abandon into her, jamming hard into her with each stroke. She planted her feet on the ceiling of the truck to hold her legs up and back, giving my dick even more depth.
In and out I stroked, pumping my cock into her as she moaned and gasped under me, clearly enjoying the sudden attention. I could feel my cock swelling, warning me that I was going to be filling her sweet young pussy in a very few moments. I'd already filled her once, so there was no point in ruining a perfectly good fuck. I jammed deep into her as the first spasm took my body. I felt the cum push into her as my body jerked and twitched.
I lay on her, panting, my cock buried deep inside her, still oozing my cum into her hot womb. She used her hands to guide my face to hers and kissed me wetly, aggressively. She lowered her legs and wrapped them around me, tangling her legs around mine, her arms moving around my neck to keep me from moving away. I was quite literally captured, and she seemed to want it that way. We kissed for what felt like an hour but was probably only a few minutes. She pulled her face from mine slowly, panting for breath. "Does it always feel like this?"
"What?" I asked.
"Sex. Does it always feel like this?"
"I don't know. It feels different between you and Emily, but I don't know how it feels for you. Why?"
"Because I don't think I've ever felt anything so...so...fantastic."



I looked at her with a frown and l lifted myself up on my elbows. I looked down into her eyes and saw an innocence there I had taken before as shyness. "Tell me you've had sex before."
"Of course. I mean, everyone my age has, right?"
"Uh huh. What Kind of sex have you had?"
"Oh. The usual kind."
I took a deep breath and lowered my head for a moment. I lifted it and looked at her again. "Cindy. Have you ever had intercourse with a guy?"
"You mean like we just did?"
"Yeah, like we just did."
"Yes and no," she said quietly.
"Yes, and no?"
"Well, we did it earlier, in the sleeping bag. That counts, right?"
"Besides that."
"If you're asking if she's a virgin, the answer is yes," Emily said. "One hundred percent dick virgin. Oh, she's jerked off guys and sucked on them a few times and stuffed all kinds of toys in her pussy. She even let one of her boyfriends try and put it in her, but she got him so excited before she let him try that he came all over her ass before he could get it in her. So...yeah, she's a virgin... or was before tonight."
"Oh Jesus," I swore quietly. "And you knew this?" I asked Emily.
"Sure. Didn't seem like it was important. You two were enjoying each other."
"We were!" Cindy said. She used her fingers to make me look at her. "Hey. I don't regret this one bit. You were a prefect gentleman and went out of your way to make us comfortable without any expectations from us. That we had sex... well, as far as I'm concerned, it's just a nice thank you from us."
"But if I'd have known," I protested.
"What? You'd have not had sex? Is being a virgin somehow make me not worth having sex with?"
"I didn't say that."
"Then let it be. We had sex. We both enjoyed it... twice. The first time you were gentle and let me take the lead and I enjoyed it so much I wanted it again. The second time you made me climax harder than anything I've ever felt. I have no regrets. I hope you don't either."
"Good, now that's settled, bring your naked ass back over here. I'm getting cold!" Emily said before I could answer Cindy.
I shook my head and climbed off of Cindy. She worked herself back into the sleeping bag while I settled down on my right side and curled up with Emily. She pressed herself back against me and pulled my arm up to her chest after I got us covered with the blanket. "I just hope you have some left for later," she whispered as she snuggled down into me. "Because when I wake up, I'm going to want a good morning fuck."
Morning came more abruptly as I had intended. That came in the form of someone pounding on the driver's side window. I presumed it was daylight, though I couldn't really tell through the ice that coated the inside of all the windows. "Anyone in there?" a guy shouted.
"Yeah. I'm here," I answered him.
"You need water or anything? You okay in there?"
"Yeah. We're fine. I have some water. How soon do you expect to get us out of this mess?"
"Wreckers are working as fast as they can. I'd say a couple hours. You know anything about that little blue car in front of you? No one seems to be in it."
"Yeah! That's our car," Emily called. "We ran out of gas. This gentleman is keeping us warm."
"Okay. If you're good to go. I'd guess a few hours and a tow truck should be by. They'll have some gas so you can get to a gas station," he said.
"Okay. Thank you!"
A few moments later we could hear him pounding on the window of the car behind us.
"A few hours. It'll take at least an hour to thaw all the ice off the inside of the windows," I said as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I pushed the blanket off and crawled into the front seat. I started the engine and then crawled back again. "Probably better put some clothes back on. Once it starts to melt, we ought to be dressed."
"Afraid someone'll see us?"
"That's up to you. If you want to show off your bodies."
"Well, I for one am NOT getting dressed until I get that good morning fuck you promised me last night."
"I don't recall promising any such thing."
Emily rolled on top of me, pulling the blanket back over the two of us. She scooted herself until her face was over mine. "You want me dressed, you have to make me come first," she whispered with a grin. "Otherwise, I don't plan on moving."
"You mean that?" I asked.
"I think you know I do," she whispered. "And based on how hard you're already getting, I'd say you're looking forward to the prospect."
"You think so?"
"I do," she said as she wiggled back a little. I felt my head press against her pussy lips. She rocked her hips a little, coaxing it into the right place. I felt my head spread her lips and start to push slightly into her. I reached for her hips and held her as I shifted my feet. I pushed my hips up and arched my back, forcing my cock into her hot wet depths. She moaned softly as I pushed deeper into her. "Ohhhhhhhh yes. That's it. Fuck me with that fantastic cock!" she moaned loudly. I held her hips and she lifted herself slightly off my chest to help my angle. I started to push and pull my hard-on in and out of her, drawing gasps and moans of pleasure from her. Her tits wiggled and swung slightly with each impact against her bare body.
As much as I was enjoying this, if this was going to be our last time, I wanted a little more than a quick fuck. I slid my hands from her hips to her butt and pulled her up my body. I pulled her so far that her tits were in my face. She moaned softly as I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, my tongue teasing over and around her hard nipple. I pushed my hand over the back of her thigh and stroked my finger up and down her wet lips, teasing my finger tip over her clit. We lay there, with her tit in my mouth and my finger in her pussy as the warm air started to blow across us. I teased her clit until I felt her body start to shudder, her climax growing closer by the second. It took a moment to turn us, lying her on the blanket and moving myself over her. She spread her legs and planted her feet on the ceiling to hold them apart as I moved up her body. I rubbed my head between her lips and then pushed into her sopping wet pussy.
"Oh fuck me," she moaned softly as I started stroking in and out of her. I wondered if anyone would notice the truck rocking as I plunged in and out of her hot wet depths, my own climax growing by the second. Her body shuddered and I felt her pussy tighten around me as her orgasm washed over her. It was only a few more strokes and my body joined hers. My body spasmed and jammed me deep into her as I gushed a flood of cum deep into her. She reached up and pulled me down on her, her legs wrapping around mine to hold me to her as my body spasmed and jerked, filling her with my cum. I lay on her, panting, feeling her pussy still clenching and releasing around my now softening shaft. "NOW we can get dressed," she whispered.
I nodded, knowing she was right. I watched them as they dressed, both intentionally leaving bras and panties off as they pulled on their dresses. I dug out a fresh t-shirt and pulled it on, Cindy pulling my underwear away from me when I tried to put it on. I allowed her to keep it and pulled on my pants without. I pulled on socks and then tossed my shoes into the front seat.
As the ice melted off the windows, I could see it was indeed morning, late morning at that. The wind was still whipping the snow around, and the truck said it was a frigid six degrees outside, but at least the snow had stopped falling. I could see snow drifted around their car and figured I was going to have to help dig them out. Of course they didn't have a shovel. I left them in the truck and climbed out, pulling my stocking cap on and my gloves on. I dug the shovel out of the back of the truck and went to work digging the snow out from under the wheels and around the car. It took the better part of an hour to get it where I thought they could drive out, once they had gas. I walked back to the truck, stowed the shovel and then climbed back in.
"Oh my God! You're like...freezing!" Cindy said with concern.
"It is cold out."
"You get that coat off and get your butt back here!" she demanded.
"Or what?"
"Or...Or...Or I'll come up there and start stripping you right there!"
I looked at Emily. "Would she?"
"This time yesterday? Not a chance. Today? Yeah, I'm pretty sure she would!"
"Okay," I answered, pulling my coat off. I climbed up between the seats into the back. I no sooner got back there, and she was pushing my t-shirt up my body.
"Come on, don't make this difficult."
"Make what difficult?" I asked, not quite sure what she was trying to accomplish.
"I'm going to make you warm. Body heat, remember?"
"I'll warm up just fine," I said as she moved to straddle my legs. She pulled the blanket around her shoulders and then began to unbutton her dress. She undid the entire row of buttons until she could spread it apart, leaving herself completely naked except for the now open dress. She reached for my pants and started to undo them as well. "What are you doing?"
"Getting you warm," she said with a grin. "I wanna make sure that you don't get frostbite down there."
"I'm sure I won't," I said as she spread my pants apart and pulled my half hard cock out of my pants.
"I know. And I'm going to make sure," she said as she scooted towards me. She lifted my dick up and rubbed my head between her lips. She worked me into her, and I felt my dick hardening further as she settled herself on me. She lay herself against me, pressing her bare body against my chilly skin. "Ohhhhhh. You are cold. I better try and rub on you to get you warm," she said, moving her body around against mine. She rubbed her big tits on my chest, her hard nipples squeezed to my chest. I was pretty sure her actions were warming her a lot more than me. Her hips started to lift and lower, sliding me in and out of her pussy under the blanket. "Are you starting to get warm?" she panted as she lifted and lowered her hips.
"Not as warm as you are," I chuckled. "Are you trying to make yourself come?"
"I wasn't. But I am now," she groaned. I slid my hands around inside the blanket and started to squeeze her butt cheeks in time with her strokes. "Oh yeah. Oh God you feel so good. I think I'm going to....oh god. I'm going to... OH SHIT!" she squealed as she started to climax around me, her whole body trembling as she lay on me. I let her lay on me and shifted my feet. I started to lift and lower my butt, driving my cock slowly in and out of her quivering pussy. She gasped and moaned as I pushed in and out, working my own orgasm closer and closer to climax. She lifted her chest so I could see her sexy tits, looking down at my face as I pushed myself closer.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my body hit the point of no return. I lifted and pushed as far into her as I could while my cock surged shot after shot of cum into her. I lay panting beneath her, my cock slowly softening inside her.
"There. I think you're warmed up now," she whispered, looking down at me. "Thank you for letting me do that. I know you're worried, but it's what I wanted."
"You know. I meant to ask before. Are you...I mean...do you have... Should we be..."
"Are you trying to ask if I'm on birth control?" Cindy asked with a smile. "A little late to ask now, isn't it?"
"I guess it is."
"What does a dick virgin, as Emily calls me, need with birth control?"
"Oh shit! You're not on anything?
"No. But I just had my period a few days ago. It's Emily you need to worry about. She isn't on anything either and I wouldn't be surprised if she isn't ovulating. She gets so super horny that time of the month."
"Wait! What!? Oh shit," I groaned.
"Don't worry. I'm not asking for anything," Emily said with a grin. "I got everything I could possibly ask for."
"Wait. I don't get it. I asked if you had a boyfriend or husband or anything and you said no!"
"We don't. Neither of us have a boyfriend."
"So how do you know she's ovulating...unless... tell me I'm not that stupid!"
"Okay, you're not that stupid," Emily said. "And no, I didn't plan any of this, but once you looked interested in our bodies, how could I help but let you take it where it was going to go. I had fun, you had fun. What's the problem?"
"But if you got pregnant?"
"I hope I did. I think having a little boy with your qualities would be pretty special."
"Oh fuck."
"If you want. I wouldn't mind adding more to what you already gave me," Emily said with a grin. "But hey, never know. Maybe both of us will be pregnant together."
"Or if you come back out this way, we can meet up and let you try again with me," Cindy said as she still sat on my shrunken dick. "I'm getting kind of used to feeling this in me."
I stayed in the back, and we ate another two of my MRE's while we waited, shutting the truck back off again as soon as the windows were all cleared. We were limited to what we could do with the windows no longer iced over, but that didn't stop the girls from taking every advantage of me under the blanket, especially Emily.
It was almost dark before the flashing lights of the tow truck made it to the girl's car. By then the girls and I had spent a considerable amount of time under the blanket staying warm. It took some convincing, but eventually Emily convinced me that there wasn't any point in refusing to have sex again and managed to get me to fill her up three more times, pretty much draining any reserve I had. They promised me that they wouldn't be coming looking for child support or anything else, and I reluctantly exchanged contact information with them, promising that I would indeed check in with them next time I was out this way. It wasn't that I had a wife or anything to worry about, but it was just kind of against all of my morals to have a child running around that I didn't know what was happening too. They assured me that it was just that kind of thing that made them want me to be the father all the more.
My plan was to find some serious food and then a hotel room. No point in starting the drive to Chicago at night. If I'd have been smart, I might have asked to stay overnight with them. Oh well. If I can't find a room, maybe I will. I have a phone number.
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Imagine a daughter coaxing her dad into hosting an outdoor/camping bachelorette party for her best friend, along with a sneaky plan to get her widower dad involved with the bride's mother. When plans go wrong our main character is left in an awkward position that is quickly taken advantage of by the girls.
When I started this story, it was intended to be a titillating exhibition and voyeur story. As with many of my stories, they take on a life of their own and grow in ways I don't always expect. This story did just that. So while it is still mostly an exhibition/voyeur story, it does include a considerable amount of group type sex and even a little bit of incest. If this portion turns you off, just skip over it. I hope you all enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Oh yeah...before you ask, the obviously needed sequel is already being written.
It had been almost two years since I'd put either of my boats in the water. I just didn't feel like it. Too many difficult memories I guess. But when it came to my girls, they'll all tell you that they have me wrapped around their little fingers. I suppose it's true. So when my oldest, thirty-two year old Jenny, came to me and begged me to take her and some friends out, I said no. I said no for nearly two days before I finally relented. Of course, nothing is that simple. After I said yes, she revealed the full scope of her plans and just how much I was going to have to do. She didn't just want to go out on our big family pontoon boat, she wanted to camp in the middle of the lake on Sand Island overnight. And not just her and a couple friends. Oh no, her best friend Carrie, who was about to be married, the bridal party, and a few select friends. Eight in all, including my daughter.
I'd heard of all kinds of bachelorette parties, but this was a new one on me. Carrie was a sweet young lady, only a couple years younger than my daughter, that I had met numerous times over the last several years. She's my daughter's best friend, and like Jenny, VERY outdoorsy. She loves horses and she and my daughter would frequently go off on overnight trail rides and the like. Sleeping on the ground and camping were fun to both of them. It was something she enjoyed almost more than anything else. So I suppose it made a certain amount of sense to do a camping trip instead of something like a spa day.
My daughter let me know that they planned on spending a considerable amount of time around the fire swapping stories and drinking adult beverages. I told her that was fine with me. I'd just set up a second tent a bit away from them and they could have their privacy.
Sand Island was out in the middle of the lake. It was maybe a hundred yards across with the north end sloping gradually down to a two hundred yard plus long sand bar that lent itself very well to allowing boats to anchor and the kids to safely play and swim in water that ranged from a few inches deep to about six feet. On any given weekend, the sandbar became what is commonly known as a redneck yacht club, dozens of boats anchored and tied together while the families swam and drank and generally hung out. As evening comes the boats head home, leaving the island quiet. Occasionally someone, like us, would camp on the island instead of one of the state park's camping areas. There was nothing to prevent it, but there weren't any services, so if you wanted anything, like a bathroom, you had to bring it yourself.
To my girls, all older and out on their own now, sitting around a fire on the island after dark, talking and hanging out seemed to be their preferred evening activity when we went to the lake, even if we didn't camp there. As the family grew and my kids got married and started to have kids of their own, we decided to get a larger boat... ending up with a twenty-four foot pontoon boat. My wife and I would load all the camping gear in the boat and meet the kids at the lake. We'd motor to the island, set up camp, and then spend the rest of the day fishing and swimming and tubing. When evening came, we'd anchor at the island and enjoy the solitude. Of course, with three girls having a bathroom instead of just bushes became more of an issue, especially with husbands in the picture. So now our camping load included a porta-potty with a little tent thing around it for privacy.
With our large wall tent that would sleep eight and my dome tent that would sleep another four, we had enough sleeping space for everyone without trouble. It was these resources my daughter had come asking for. It had been hard for them to lose their mom, but they seemed to be more resilient than I was proving to be. But then, after being married to the same woman for thirty-five years one should expect it to be difficult to move on, and it was being that...difficult. I couldn't count the number of times in the last year that a friend or my daughters hadn't tried, unsuccessfully, to set me up on blind dates. I just wasn't ready for dating. It was hard enough when I was in high school, but now? No. I wasn't going to start chasing women.
It was typical summer weather. Hot, dry, not a cloud in sight as I hooked the truck up to the boat, which was already packed with all the camping gear. I'd loaded the two coolers of food and drinks into the back of the truck only a short time earlier, leaving me only to hook the trailer up and then wait for the girls to get here. My daughter promised they would all be here by nine, and she was rarely late, and today was no exception. At five till nine three cars came down our road and pulled into the driveway.
I had a crew cab truck, so I could easily hold four of them, so they'd still have to drive one other car, but I didn't see any need for three cars, unless they had packed like they were going to Europe instead of the lake.
"DADDY!" my daughter Jenny called as she climbed from her car and walked towards me as I walked across the yard towards her. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a huge hug. "How are you feeling today?"
"About normal," I answered her, hugging her back.
"I was hoping maybe getting ready to go to the lake would be better than normal," she said as she let the hug go. "Your new normal isn't going to make it."
"It is what it is," I said with a shrug.
"Well, here are the girls," she said, turning to motion to the gaggle of girls that were walking up to us. They all looked young, late twenties to early thirties, with one notable exception.
"Mister C!" Carrie said brightly as she walked up and gave me a not too unfriendly hug. Carrie never seemed to have anything on her face but a smile when she greeted me, and after the first two or three times, had always greeted me with a huge full body hug, just like my daughters did. Today was no exception. "I'm soooooo glad you agreed to do this for me. You don't know how much it means to me," she said as she let the lingering hug go and stepped back, but still stood with her hands on my hips facing me. "Now, I know it was a tough sell, having to ride herd on a bunch of girls for two days, but I promise we are going to take care of EVERYTHING and all you have to do is drive the boat for us and relax. Well, we might need a little help with the tents," she added with a little grin.
"You're welcome," I answered as she turned and moved to slide to my side, letting go with her left hand but sliding her right around my waist until her hip pressed to mine.
"So, this is Tabitha and Lizzy, my bridesmaids," she said, pointing to a chocolate skinned young woman that was strikingly pretty, followed by a petite little brunette that didn't even come up to my shoulders, that I guessed was in her late twenties. "And this is Shani," she said, motioning to a thirtyish blonde girl with a significant amount of curve to her body and a massive amount of cleavage showing through the cut top of her t-shirt. I wondered how she'd fair on the great outdoors with her designer micro shorts and high heels. "This is Hanna." Carrie motioned to a young lady that was probably the roundest of the group, not being nearly as thin as most of them, but not unattractively heavy. She stepped forward and reached out to shake my hand, which felt a bit awkward.
"Nice to meet you Mister C," she said quietly, almost shyly.
"Hanna." I nodded, getting a little smile in return.
"This is our fiery little Lillian," Carrie continued, motioning to a slender thirtyish redhead, who stepped towards me and instead of shaking my hand just walked up, leaned towards me, lifting herself on her toes and kissed my cheek, not that she had to lift too far in her extremely tall high heel sandals.
"Mister C," she said with a smile as she stepped back. "I figure any dad who would agree to this trip deserves more than a handshake."
I started to open my mouth to question what that meant, only to be interrupted quickly by my daughter. "And this is Abby,"
"Mister C," the very petite little black haired girl said. She had to be the youngest of the group, maybe middle twenties at the most. Like Lillian, she stepped to me and stood on her very tip toes to reach my face and give me a kiss on the cheek, nearly loosing her balance and ending up leaning her chest hard against mine, which seemed to make her blush before she turned around and walked back to the group.
"And this is my mom, Melissa," Carrie said.
"Mister C?" she said with a questioning look as she stepped from the group, wearing only a pair of baggy shorts and an equally baggy T shirt that failed miserably to hide the fact that she had a fucking huge chest.
"Dale," I answered her as she stepped to me and, like the last two girls, gave me a kiss on the cheek, leaning her chest against mine. I could feel two very hard nipples through her shirt, making me wonder if she had on anything at all under it.
"Dale. It took a little convincing by the girls to get me to come along. I know you only planned on eight, so if I'm one too many, just say so," she said quickly.
"It'll be fine Mom. I promise," Carrie said quickly. "Mom was a little reluctant to join our little party, but she eventually gave in."
"I think the girls were trying to set us up for a little blind date as part of their party," Melissa said, looking a little sternly at her daughter. "So if you would prefer I not go, I'll be more than happy to head home.
"It'll be fine, won't it Dad?" my daughter said quickly. "I mean there's plenty of room."
I looked at my daughter, sighed and rolled my eyes. "Yeah. Sure," I finally said, Carrie turning her body to wrap her other arm around me and hug me tightly, pressing her soft tits into me again. Carrie is what I would call a blonde bombshell. I'd seen her in tight shirts and tiny shorts and every time ended up with a hard-on. I wasn't sure what size exactly she was, but I guessed at least a thirty-four double D, which at that moment were smashed against my side and rubbing up and down as she actually bounced a little in excitement. If she wanted to, there was no doubt in my mind that she could easily give any Playboy model a run for her money. Now I knew where she got it from. Her mom was every bit the looker that her daughter was, just a couple dozen years older, and a little fuller. She wasn't quite as thin from what I could see, and her chest was a bit larger, but she had the same general features, including nicely shaped legs and a full round butt. If I had to guess, I'd say she topped out, soaking wet, at maybe a tad over a hundred forty pounds or so. When Carrie released me to take the girls to go get their stuff loaded in the truck, I caught Melissa trying to hide a bit of a smile while she looked awkwardly at the ground. It wasn't until I turned around to walk to the truck that I realized that my swimsuit, which I was 'ordered' by my daughter to wear so I could enjoy the lake too, was tented out lewdly.
"Jesus," I whispered to myself as I blushed. I looked up at her and shrugged. "You need help with your bags or anything?"
"Actually, my daughter insisted that she had everything I needed packed in her bag already. You see, she just dropped this on me this morning. The only thing I was allowed to do was to pick a pair of shorts and shirt to go on over the swimsuit."
"Ahhh. A real set-up." I nodded.
"Maybe more than you realize. You see, a lot of these bachelorette parties they all get t-shirts that are the same? Well, it seems that Lizzy's idea was that they all get string bikini's that match. Something about a game they were going to play later."
"Oh Lord. String bikinis? Seriously?"
"Oh trust me. I'm more than serious. I hope you don't mind seeing a lot of cleavage, because what they picked is a little...um...small for me? If you know what I mean?"
"You're wearing one also? Wow," I said with a chuckle and shake of my head, letting my gaze slide up and down her body, my brain immediately trying to imagine her in a string bikini with the obvious size of her chest. "Explains why my daughter insisted I wear my swimsuit today."
"I really will not go if you prefer. I don't want to make you uncomfortable. The girls filled me in a little on what happened."
I felt my all too infrequent smile fade as the thoughts of my wife came surging back. "Yeah. It was a shock," I answered quietly before turning abruptly to walk to the truck. Moving on after losing her was hard. So hard, that I hadn't really done it yet. Oh, don't get me wrong. All my friends at church, my friends at work and even my daughters had all tried hard in the last year to set me up with women to date, but I just wasn't interested. It looked like my oldest had finally found a way to set me up on a blind date that I couldn't get out of.
The girls didn't take long to load things, including two more big coolers, which I discovered contained a variety of wine, wine coolers, hard lemonade and beer. It looked like enough to keep an entire football team drunk, instead of eight slender young ladies.
It wasn't a surprise that Melissa ended up riding shotgun with me, with Abby, Lillian and Hanna all sitting in the back seat, for the hour plus drive to the lake. Melissa and I spent the trip talking, getting to know each other, so to speak, or more correctly, getting to know how each of us ended up alone. If it hadn't been for the depressing tone of the conversation, watching her tits bouncing in the shirt, almost as if she had nothing at all on, would have kept me hard the whole trip. As it was, it was only towards the end of the drive that our conversation lightened up to discuss the upcoming wedding, and my body started to respond to her bouncing boobs. It wasn't until I heard the girls in the back seat giggling that I realized that my swimsuit was once again tented out, practically advertising in neon lights that I had a hard-on.
I unobtrusively as possible worked it to a little less noticeable position, though I was sure Melissa noticed, Lillian's giggle and whisper pretty much shouted that she noticed.
I was almost thankful when we arrived at the lake. It let me get out and reach into my swimsuit and adjust myself so I wasn't nearly as obvious. As long as I stayed hard, it'd probably stay put. I doubted that given what I was looking at, it wouldn't stay hard.
Don't get me wrong. My wife would be horrified if she knew...if she was around to see me staring at the butts in tiny shorts as the girls loaded their coolers and duffel bags into the boat. For some reason I was having a hard time NOT thinking about half naked girls. Could be the lack of any sex for two years. Either way, I could tell by the looks my daughter was giving me that she knew EXACTLY what my mind was thinking, and instead of being upset or offended, she seemed actually...pleased.
"Did you have anything to do with these girls all wearing tiny little shorts and tight shirts?" I asked her after she bumped her hip against mine, clearly intentionally.
"What? You mean you see something? Besides the ugly darkness you seem to have been wallowing in the last two years?" she asked.
"Okay, I get the point. I haven't been exactly good company for a while."
"Dad! You have been miserable for two whole years. It's time to realize that life didn't end with mom. Trust me," she said softly. "So, in answer to your question. Yes, I DID have something to do with that. But I promise. Carrie's mom being here was Carrie's idea and everything else...well, you'll just have to wait and see."
"Wait and see what?" I asked quickly as she walked away.
"You'll see!" she said over her shoulder as she walked along the boat and around the back. She came all the way around and then smiled. "Looks loaded to me. Wanna put it in the water?"
"I'm ready if you are."
It only took about ten minutes to get in line at the landing, back the trailer in and then switch with Jenny so she could back the truck in further. We usually had to get the rear wheels well back into the lake to get the boat off the trailer, but with the load of gear she ended up with all four wheels in the lake before the boat could pull itself off the skids on the trailer. While I motored it to the dock for everyone to climb on, Jenny drove the truck and trailer up and parked it, walking back down to us after only a couple short minutes. When I got to the dock I was surprised, or more shocked, that all the girls had lost their shirts and shorts, including Malissa, who's huge breasts were threatening to fall completely out of the obviously too small string bikini top. Yeah, I was going to have no trouble at all keeping a hardon.
While I was waiting for Jenny to park the truck, I put up the shade canopy and moved a few things around to give the girls more room to sit and to balance the load just a little better. A few coolers were moved to the back, and we were ready. I pulled away from the dock and we started out for Sand Island. Sand Island got its name from the locals because it was one of the very few sandy beaches on the whole lake. Much of the sand on the lake is closer to pulverized rock than it is sand. Very gritty and course. Sand Island, being far up the river, right on the inside of the old channel, had gotten a lot of sand deposited over the years before the Corps of Engineers dammed the river to create the reservoir. Over time the island was slowly disappearing. I could tell the difference now from when we started playing at this lake. Sand Island was slowly, and sadly disappearing, the winter ice eating away at its shoreline a little bit every year.
There were still plenty of trees on the island, not to mention plenty of shrubs and grasses, but it wasn't hard to find enough open space to set up our two tents.
"Okay girls!" Lillian said as the girls congregated on the boat. "We're on the lake. Now's the time!"
"Holy shit!" I muttered as I watched the girls all stripping off their t-shirts and tiny shorts, leaving them in nothing but matching little navy blue bikinis, except of course for Carrie, whose bikini was snow white.
While the bikini looked really nice on Lillian and Addy with their much smaller breasts, my daughter, Carrie, and Lizzy, were all showing a considerable amount of breast trying to peek around the tiny triangles of the top. Even Hanna, who was slightly heavier than the rest of the girls, had her top stretched tight to try and hold what had to be at least 40D tits in place. But when Shania took her shirt off, I about dropped my jaw. Her creamy white breasts looked like two melon halves glued to her chest, probably measuring at least 34E. How would I know? I'd bought enough bras and things for my wife to know how big hers measured and her 36 DD's were definitely not as big as Shania's were. And formed? Damn! Unlike the other girls with bigger breasts, the bikini failed miserably to hold them up enough, but Shania's breasts seem perfectly formed, the two tiny triangles of blue covering her areola, but failing to hide just how hard her nipples were.



"Sorry guys. Watching Mister C's hard-on in the truck was kinda a turn on," she said meekly before she sat down on the seat again.
"Come on Mom. Your turn," Carrie coaxed.
"Do I have to?" Melissa asked quietly.
"Yes. You do. All of us are."
She took a deep breath and then pulled up her t-shirt, exposing a pair of breasts that were every bit as big as Shania's but without the firm shape. The tiny triangles covered her areola and nipples, but the strings were obviously straining to hold her boobs up where they belonged. She wiggled herself on the seat to work her shorts down without standing up, pushing them down her legs and kicking them off. I could see she had on the same tiny blue bikini bottoms the rest of the girls had on, but there was something a little different. It took several moments for me to realize the material was darker. Not because the material was different, but because it was wet. I closed my eyes and tried to will my dick to stop throbbing, completely unsuccessfully.
It was only about twenty minutes to the island, during which I was treated to an incredible show of boobs bouncing in their tiny tops each time we bounced over another boats wake. With a throbbing hardon, I concentrated on driving the boat, easing it into a small cut in the shoreline on the deeper side of the island, allowing me to run the pontoons right up onto the island a foot or so. I left the engine idling, in forward, holding the boat tight against the shore while I quickly jumped out and tied two lines to the front of the boat from trees on the shoreline. I climbed back in and shut down the outboard. "Okay girls. Everything up there and these coolers all need to get unloaded. I've been promised that you girls are doing the hard work, so have at it!"
In moments the girls were all up and milling around, my daughter having done this enough times with our family to know how to organize the process and where things needed to be put. Tents, cook boxes, coolers, camp chairs all had their own place. Even the porta-potty got set in an appropriate location. Once everything was unloaded, my daughter set up a chair in the shade of one of the taller trees and forced me to sit in it, insisting that she had it all under control.
It was all I could do to NOT grab hold of my cock and stroke it, watching the girls working to set up the tents. The string bikinis that had been chosen by Lillian I think, had extremely tiny little bottoms, nearly thong type, leaving all the girls butts almost completely naked. Each time they bent over to get a pole or try to lift part of the tent, they flashed their crotches, and in more than a few instances, those tiny bikini bottoms seemed to no longer be staying in place. At first, I thought it was accidental, until I happened to catch Lillian pull the crotch of her suit out, presumably to settle it back in place. Only she didn't. She very intentionally settled it so that it was to the side of her pussy, so that when she stepped in front of me and bent to pick up a tent pole, her entire pussy was exposed.
Between seeing her pull the crotch away and her bending over, I could tell she had a small patch of auburn curls on her mound, neatly trimmed into a little triangle pointing down at her smoothly shaven pussy lips. Her lips, creamy white with tiny red freckles, were full and round, framing only the tiniest amount of inner labia trying to peek out. The sight of her pussy reminded me of how my youngest daughter, and her friend's pussies looked the time I was working out on the elliptical machine in our workout room and the two came in to do yoga, naked. I was just thankful that both of them were over eighteen, or I'm sure the parents of Mary's friend probably would have had a fit that I didn't chastise them and leave the room immediately, instead of finishing the last five minutes of my workout before leaving.
I wasn't at all sure what was the intent, but not only had Lillian shown me her creamy white pussy, but Tabitha had flashed me her dark, nearly black pussy lips and all the flowery inner lips she had protruding, when she pulled her bikini bottom away from her pussy for a moment, while bent over where I could easily see her.
Shania appeared to get frustrated that her big tits kept falling out of the tiny top, and eventually took it off completely, walking around bare chested, her big firm looking breasts and rock hard nipples jutting out as she helped set up the first tent.
"Mister C? Would you set up the bathroom? I really have to go," Lizzy said as she walked up, clasping her hands in front of her crotch.
"Um. Sure," I said, getting out of my chair. I looked around and decided to set it up a short distance from the tent, in a small clear spot between a few trees. "It'll take a few minutes to set up the enclosure."
"Oh, I don't think I need that. I mean, I don't think I can wait that long and...well...other than you, it's just us girls, right?"
"True," I said as I carried the small portable toilet to the gap in the trees. I set it down and opened the lid. "To flush, you pump this to put water in and then you pull this handle," I said before turning to look at her. She stood in front of me with her bikini bottom all the way off, leaving her curly brunette bush and pussy exposed. "I'll get the paper," I said, trying to pull my eyes from her. I got up and walked away, leaving her to sit down on the only foot high little toilet. I walked to the cook box, retrieved a roll of toilet paper and then walked back. She was still sitting on the little toilet, her knees pushed apart, a look of relief on her face as she peed in the small toilet. I carried the paper to her and held it out as she finished. She took the roll from me and, smiling, stood up, with her legs apart, giving me one hell of a view of her unshaved lips and the inner labia protruding from between them.
"Thank you. That's soooo much better," she said, spreading her legs even wider as she wiped herself. She dropped the paper into the toilet and then bent over, leaving her legs straight. "Just pump this?" she asked, starting to work the hand pump. Her pussy pushed out at me from between her thighs and I had to admit that the temptation to just pull my suit down and stuff my rock hard dick into that pussy was...well, almost overwhelming. "Then what?" she asked.
I stepped closer to her and bent over her back. "Pull that handle down there."
"This one?" she asked, leaning back towards me a little, pressing her bare ass against my swimsuit covered hard-on. "Yeah. That one," she said with a smile in her voice.
"There you go," I said, quickly stepping back and walking back to my chair. I plopped down and sat, staring at the girls working to start setting up the second tent, trying to make some sense of what had just happened. If that wasn't an invitation, I didn't know what was. But an invitation didn't make sense. I mean several of these girls I didn't even know before this morning. I watched them work, nearly all the girls, with the exception of Carrie and my daughter, flashing boobs or pussy at me teasingly. I'd long since abandoned any thought that it was accidental. No, this was completely planned. I just didn't know why.
Soon both tents were up, and the girls were working on blowing up the air mattresses. The queen size one went into my tent, where it usually went, and the three full sized ones went into the wall tent.
"Dale," Melissa said as she walked up to me. "I've been told I'm supposed to help you set up the tube, whatever that means."
"It means the girls want to go tubing. Come on," I said, getting out of my chair. I led her to a large green plastic tub container that had been unloaded. I opened it to reveal a tow rope and the 'big bertha' three person mega tube. Unlike the little one person tubes that were little more than doughnuts, this was a large triangle shaped inflatable with a back and handholds. I used the battery powered inflator that was in the tub to blow it up, and then the two of us carried it to the water. I took the tow line and carried it through the boat to the stern and showed Melissa what I needed her to do, and then slipped on one of the neoprene life jackets we used with the tube. I put down the swim ladder and lowered myself down until I was floating. I eased myself around the engine and into the gap between the pontoons.
"Okay. You want to hand me down the first hook?" I called up to Melissa. She leaned over the stern reaching down with the hook in her hand. It really wasn't fair, expecting that tiny little bikini top to hold those huge tits. The top was clearly meant for someone of much smaller chest proportions. As she bent over, not one, but both breasts shifted in the little top and then slid right out the top of the tiny triangles as she leaned herself over to give me the hook. I could see the look on her face, feeling her breasts slip free and dangle down, unrestrained towards me. She shifted, thinking about straightening up and fixing herself, but she misjudged her grip on the rail, and her hand slipped off the smooth aluminum.
Everyone has seen those slow motion accident scenes on tv shows. I wonder how many have seen them in person. As her hand slipped off, she reached down with the other, looking for anything solid to arrest her forward roll. I already had one hand on the edge of the deck to steady myself, so it made perfect sense to reach up to steady her. I reached up as she reached down, our hands missing each other by mere millimeters. She continued to tumble, and I continued to reach up to catch her. I felt my hand connect with her body and used what force I could put into my arm to try and steady her, slowing her slow tumble.
We hung there, her waist bent over the railing, her legs sticking in the air, one of my hands holding the boat and the other fully gripping her right breast, holding her up. She couldn't get enough leverage to pull herself back upright, and I couldn't lift any further. If I let go, she was going to tumble straight into both me, the water and the pontoon, which in all likelihood would not end up well. Her hand finally found my shoulder, her weight pressing down on me through her arm more so than her soft breast, but all her efforts to push herself up did was to push me further down into the water.
I wasn't sure who started laughing first, her or me, but we both ended up laughing at the absurdity of the situation, both of us trying to find a way out of the precarious position. I certainly didn't want to let go, not only out of fear she'd tumble down and hurt herself on the pontoon, but also because with her balanced as she was, I had something in my hand that I hadn't felt in over two years, and it was having its impact. No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn't get enough leverage to get her pushed back up again, even pulling myself hard up towards her with one hand. So there we were, stuck, one hand on one of her soft tits, the other tit hanging a foot from my face, her feet stuck in the air, and my cock growing inside my swim trunks. I don't know how long we'd have hung like that before my arms gave out and she tumbled, out of control, into the water. Suddenly I felt the pressure ease and she began to straighten up. I pushed myself up harder to help as the pressure eased and I buoyed up in the water nearly a foot. I looked up as she settled herself back on the bench on her knees in the boat staring at her completely exposed breasts before my daughter's face appeared over the stern rail with a goofy smile.
"You okay down there?" she asked while Melissa worked to tuck her tits back into the tiny bikini top.
"Yeah. Fine."
"Here," she said, taking the rope and hanging the hook down within my reach. I took the hook, clipped it in place and then by the time I had maneuvered myself to the other side, she had that hook hanging down in my reach. I clipped that one on as well and then climbed up the ladder back into the boat, water streaming from my long shorts style swim trunks and the neoprene life jacket. "Oooooo. Nice Dad! Didn't know you were into that flashing scene."
"Huh?" I asked in confusion as I took the life jacket off.
"Look down Dad!" she said with a huge grin on her face.
"Whoa!" I gasped in surprise. Apparently as part of the little issue with Melissa, I'd caught my suit on something sharp, probably the little bracket that holds the live well pump, and ripped my suit open, leaving my seriously hard dick sticking out, fully exposed. I quickly tried to cover myself with my hand while Melissa stared at my long fat dick.
"If you want, I'm sure the girls wouldn't mind you running around like that," my daughter said. "They were a little disappointed I hadn't hired a stripper."
"Very funny Jenny," I said, trying to pull the material of the ripped suit over my hard-on to cover it, since my hands weren't quite up to covering it all. "Why don't you make yourself useful and go get me some shorts out of my duffel bag."
"You know, I think Mary was hoping for that view when she and Diane did yoga for you that day," my daughter said, quickly changing the subject and not making any attempt to go get the shorts I'd requested.
I looked at her startled. "You know about that?" I asked quicky.
"Come on Dad. She's my little sister. You think she could keep a secret like that?"
"That was so embarrassing," I muttered, remembering my daughter and her friend coming into the workout room naked while I was working out some years before.
"Oh, I don't think it was that embarrassing. She said how far your shorts were bulged out. So you must have at least liked the view."
"Are we going to talk about your sister flashing me, or are you going to get my shorts?"
"Yeah. About that. I hadn't actually planned on you finding out about this until bed time...but yeah, your duffel bag kinda got left at home," she said quietly, looking down at the deck and fidgeting a little.
"What do you mean left at home? I put it in the truck myself this morning."
"Uh huh. And it kinda got taken out of the truck and put in the trunk of my car," she said with a little shrug of her shoulders. "Looks to me like the girls may get their wish to have a stripper after all," she said awkwardly.
"Wait. You're telling me you took my clothes bag out?"
"Me? Oh no. I wouldn't do something like that. Lizzy on the other hand..."
"You let her take my stuff out?" I asked angrily.
"Chill Dad. No. I didn't let her take it out. She kinda did it on her own. She told me on the way here. She figured that if Carrie's mom didn't have anything to wear, and you didn't have anything to wear, and you two were going to spend the night together in your tent...well...mother nature would take its course."
"Oh my God," I groaned, almost letting go of my torn suit front as I rubbed my face.
"Why would I have nothing to wear?" Melissa asked almost as startled as I'd been.
"Well, because Carrie didn't pack anything for you to wear," my daughter said with a shrug.
"Okay. But I still have my shorts and t-shirt. Dale can wear those."
"Welllll. Not exactly," my daughter said, scrunching up her shoulders and face as if expecting an explosion.
"Why not exactly?" I asked, knowing that I wasn't going to like whatever the answer was. This was shaping up to the most skillful setup to date.
"Because Carrie tossed them over the side of the boat on the way here. Basically you two have what you have on."
"Oh my God," I groaned, stepping to the closest bench seat and flopping down on it. "Is every girl on the trip in on this...this...whatever you want to call it? Set up?"
"Well. Not everyone. Abby and Lillian didn't know until we got here."
"I'm so sorry Dale!" Melissa said quietly, sitting down next to me. "I had no idea that my daughter had planned anything like this."
"It's not your fault. It seems my daughter was as guilty as yours," I said, looking up at my daughter. "Aren't you?"
"Well, at least I'm too big to spank!" she said with a half grin.
"I wouldn't be so sure of that," I answered with a scowl. "What am I supposed to do for clothes now? Run around naked the rest of the day?"
"Well. I'm sure the girls would enjoy it," she said, with a grin that faded when she saw my scowl. "We hadn't expected you to rip your suit. Soooooo....um... Maybe you could wear a towel?"
"That's your solution, for me to wear a towel the rest of the day?"
"Well, the girls did say they wanted a stripper," she said with meek grin.
"I am NOT a stripper and I have no intention of becoming your friend's entertainment. So you just go find me a towel. You did leave me one of those, didn't you?"
"Well....not exactly. But don't worry! I'll find you one," she said meekly, almost looking disappointed as she turned and headed towards the front of the boat.
"I think she was hoping you WOULD be their stripper," Melissa said quietly.
"Yeah. Not happening," I said firmly.
"Too bad. I think you'd have looked pretty hot waving your dick around in front of a bunch of half-dressed young women."
"You do huh?"
I felt her hand slip across my thigh and push into the front of my suit, grabbing my still half hard dick. "Oh yeah. From what I saw, it looked like a pretty sexy dick," she said softly, stroking me gently and making me grow again. "I can imagine a few wouldn't mind getting their hands around this too."
"And you think I should just run around naked for them or something?" I asked, trying to gently coax her hand out of my swimsuit. I didn't want to be mean, but I wasn't sure we should be playing around in front of the girls and giving them more ideas than they already seemed to have had.
"I know I wouldn't mind you running around naked for me," she said with a grin, refusing to let go of my dick.
"Really?" I asked with a frown. "You wanna run around naked for me?"
"Maybe," she said with a grin. "Not like you haven't already seen my boobs."
I looked at her for a moment and then reached my left hand around her back. It didn't take long for me to pull both bows on the string bikini top. "There. How's that?" I asked as I looked at both of her bare tits.
"You know. I've never done anything like that. In fact, this is the first time I've worn a bikini since I was about twenty. But, yeah, if you do, I would, run around naked that is."
I looked at her with a surprised look. "You would?"
She leaned towards me and whispered, "Bottoms too. The way these girls are flashing you, and yes, I've seen them doing it, and how hard it's made you. If you ran around with that cock hanging out, I'd be more than happy to run around just as naked for you as the girls seem to be willing to do." She kissed my cheek and grinned at me. She moved off the bench to kneel in front of me. She took her hand off my dick and reached for the string on the waistband. "We might as well get rid of these; they aren't doing much," she said as she pulled the bow. She tried to pull my torn suit down without any success and then looked up at my face.
"Okay," I said with a deep sigh. I pushed myself up off the bench enough for her to pull my suit down over my butt and then down my legs. In only moments I was completely naked, except for my water shoes, with both her hands wrapped around my hard-on, stroking her hands up and down along its eight and a half inches.
"Here you go Dad," my daughter said as she walked across the boat to me, a beach towel in her hand, trying to hide the smile that was trying to sneak out as she saw Melissa playing with my dick.
"Thanks," I said, taking the towel from her. I looked at her and at Melissa. "I don't suppose either of you are going to make this easy are you?"
"Not even," Melissa said with a grin.
"Fine," I said, standing up, my again rock hard dick sticking out and bouncing slightly with each beat of my pounding chest. I wrapped the towel around my waist and tucked one corner into the part wrapped around my waist so I didn't have to hold it the rest of the day. I looked down and saw my hard-on poking the towel out at least half a foot from my body. "Yeah. This is going to work just fine...NOT!" I said, hoping that my dick didn't suddenly poke out of the overlap of the towel.



"Actually, I think it's perfect," my daughter said with a grin. "Now, it's about lunch time, so how about you two come sit in the shade and I'll make you some lunch."
"Yeah. I think I need to have a talk with them too," I said, irritation clear in my voice. Every girl around the single folding table that held the makings for lunch stared as I walked into camp from the boat, wearing nothing but a towel, the front tented out obscenely.
I looked around at them, little grins coming to their lips as a couple "innocently" moved their tops around to "fix them" flashing me nipples, and in the case of Tabitha, pulling her suit bottom down until her fully shaved pussy lips were on display for long seconds before she pulled it up again. "You know Melissa, I'm beginning to think that maybe my daughter ISN'T too old to spank!" I said as the girls stared at me almost like hungry animals.
I saw Hanna practically step forward. "OH! If you want to spank some one, I volunteer!" she said eagerly, drawing a look from the other girls. "What? Haven't you ever been spanked?"
"Well, yeah, but I never enjoyed it," Abby said quickly.
"Me either," Shania said, standing with her hands clasped behind her butt in case I really did decide to spank her.
"No. This is my problem," Carrie said quickly, stepping forward. "This was my idea, making it so Mom and Mister C didn't have anything to wear. I thought that if they had to spend the night together well... Anyway. If anyone gets spanked, it's gonna have to be me. I'm to blame. The girls helped me, but it was still my idea."
"Carrie!" Melissa said in surprise. "You did this? Threw my clothes overboard and...everything?"
"I never thought that Mister C would ruin his swimsuit. I just thought that when night came, you two would find out you didn't have anything to wear to bed and...well... we kinda arranged it so that you would have to share the same blanket."
"I'm beginning to understand," Melissa said. "It explains a lot. I've never spanked you before young lady, but I'm sorely tempted right now to start. Look what you caused! Dale is going to have to, not only go around all day in nothing but a towel, when we get back to the boat ramp he'll have to load and drive home without anything on but a towel. Do you have any idea how embarrassing that will be for him? Especially if the towel were to slip or anything?"
"That'd look pretty damn hot," Lizzy said with a grin.
"Lizzy!" Melissa said sharply. "You're not too far from getting spanked yourself, taking all Dale's clothes out of his truck! What if he'd had medicine or something in there he needed?"
"Oh he didn't. I checked," she answered quickly.
"Wait! You dug through my bag too?"
"Just to see if there was anything we needed to bring for you. We didn't want anything to end up hurting anyone. It was just...well...Carrie thought that maybe a little sex would help both of you."
"Carrie!" Melissa said with a surprised look on her face.
"It's true Mom. You haven't had sex in what, five years? Both of you could stand a little."
"Okay. That's it. Dale, you have my permission to spank my daughter." I looked at her a little surprised. "No. I mean it. What she's done has not only embarrassed me, but it's embarrassing you a whole lot more. I think maybe getting her bottom warmed up in front of everyone would be a fitting punishment."
"You're sure about this?" I asked.
"I am!" she answered with a stern glower at her daughter. "In fact, you, young lady, can just take that suit off right now. You might as well get a taste of your own medicine."
I stood there and stared as Carrie reached behind her back and pulled the strings to take off her bikini top. I'd seen her in all kinds of t-shirts and tank tops and tight shorts, and even on occasion a rather modest bikini, but I had NEVER seen her without some kind of top on. Her areolas were round and slightly puckered and her nipples protruded long and hard, almost as if begging to be played with or sucked. I was still staring at her incredibly sexy breasts when she pulled the strings on her bottom, letting it fall to the ground with her top. Her pussy was completely shaved, and her full round lips framed a significant amount of inner lip pushing down between her legs. I stared for several seconds and then turned to find an appropriate camp chair, one without arms. I walked the few paces to one and sat down, my rock hard cock poking my towel up from my lap.
Without being ordered to, but knowing what was needed, Carrie walked over to me. She stood to my right side and then carefully bent herself over me. I couldn't help but notice that as she rested her hand on my thigh as she lowered herself over my lap, she made sure that the towel pulled apart and my dick stuck up, completely bare, from between the spread edges. She lay down on me, using her feet and hands to position herself so her stomach was on my thighs, my hard-on pressed between my stomach and her side. I moved my hand to her bare butt and gently stroked my hand in circles around her creamy cheeks. I looked to Melissa who, with her lips pressed in a thin line, nodded.
I pulled my hand back and landed my palm on her left cheek with a loud smack. I heard her gasp at the impact, but otherwise stay quiet. I rubbed her brightening left cheek for several seconds and then gave her right cheek a hard smack. This time she let out a little yelp of pain. I gave her butt two more smacks, one on each cheek before Hanna stepped over to me. I wasn't sure what she was doing as she reached for my hand. She used her hand to guide my hand between Carrie's legs, pressing my fingers to her pussy. Then she used her hands so to coax Carrie to spread her legs apart. She leaned over to me and whispered, "Make sure you play with her too. Make her climax and then finish spanking her while she's climaxing."
I looked at her in surprise. "You want me to..."
"Uh huh. Trust me," she said as she stepped around behind me.
I shook my head a little, but I had to admit, having her naked over my lap was probably not making me think as clearly as I should have. I let my fingers gently stroke up and down her slit, slowly working between her lips. I could feel her wetness as I teased my fingers deeper between her lips, now running from her clit to the entrance to her vaginal depths. I let my pointer finger push into her pussy and stroked it in and out a few times, and then slid my finger down to her clit, where I let my middle finger circle around and around it, only flicking over it a few times before I started stroking up her lips again. I moved my left hand from her back to reach under, cupping one of her big soft tits. I squeezed it gently and teased her hard nipple while I stroked her pussy.
"Don't forget to spank her too," Hanna whispered in my ear from behind me.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy and smacked her ass once on each cheek, not nearly as hard as I had at first, but enough to renew the redness of her cheeks. I pressed my fingers back between her pussy lips and was surprised at how wet she was. She gave a gentle moan as I stroked around her clit, clearly enjoying at least this part of the attention.
I felt Hanna's bare tits press against my neck and shoulders and then felt her hands slide down my chest. She stood behind me, stroking my chest and nipples while I continued to play with Carrie's pussy, stroking and teasing it. Hanna leaned down further, letting her hands slide down until she was able to worm them between Carrie's side and my stomach, slipping her fingers over my engorged head.
"Make her climax," Hanna whispered. "Pump your fingers in her pussy until she can't take it anymore."
I had no idea where Hanna had learned this stuff. I'd have never even considered spanking my wife. Hell, she'd have turned around and punched me. But Carrie seemed to be enjoying it as I pushed two fingers into her, sliding them in and out while I played with her soft tit and rock-hard nipple. I could hear the soft squish of my fingers pushing in and out of her clearly excited pussy. I pulled my fingers out and slid down to her clit again, this time rubbing it quickly, making her dig her toes into the ground to lift her butt towards me. Her motion made a bit of space between her side and my stomach, which Hanna took advantage of. Her hand began stroking slowly up and down my dick. She let go briefly, kneeling down behind me, her obviously bare tits pressing into my shoulders just above the back of the chair. She slipped her arms around me and the chair back to grasp my dick with both hands. She slowly teased my cock with her hands, letting one hand slide up over my head with each stroke.
I almost lost track of what I was doing to Carrie, her hips lifting and dropping as she drew closer to climax. I continued to stroke her clit, pushing her closer to climax. I pulled my hand away and smacked her cheeks again, one smack on each side, her response a long deep moan. I slipped my fingers back into her pussy and started to pump them in and out again. "Oh fuck. Fuck me Mister C. Fuck me. Make me come," she moaned loudly. "God, I want your cock in me."
To say I was surprised would be the understatement of the century. I mean there was no way I was going to do that. Hell, she was getting married in a few days, why would I do something that stupid? Instead I pulled my fingers from her pussy and moved to her clit again, this time determined to make her climax.
"Oh shit. Oh shit!" she squealed as her legs started to tremble. "OHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her body spasmed, and her pussy squirted a gush of juice out between her legs.
"Now. Spank her hard!" Hanna whispered.
I pulled my fingers from between her legs and slapped her ass cheeks twice, once on each side, the impact making a surprisingly loud slap.
"OHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" Carrie gasped as her whole body suddenly jerked and shuddered, another huge gush sprayed out between her legs.
I sat there, rubbing her bare bottom with one hand and gently teasing her tit with the other while she continued to lay on me, little shudders racing up and down her body and then slowly fading away. She used her hands to push herself up from the ground. She was halfway up from my lap, her face almost even with mine. She paused there, panting softly, and then turning her head, pressed her lips tightly to mine. She kissed me eagerly, her hands holding onto my thigh for balance. I couldn't help but reach up with my hand and stroke her bright red cheek while she sucked and kissed me. She finally pulled her face away from mine and then blushed brightly before pushing herself up the rest of the way. She walked back to where her bikini was and turned to face me, slowly dressing again.
"Now it's my turn," Hanna said, standing up from behind me. She stepped around in front of me, completely naked. She turned to face me and then stepped over my lap and the chair. I was still stunned by the look of her body, her brown curls almost hiding her pussy, her big tits swaying and wiggling as she moved over me. She reached for my dick and held it up as she sat down, aiming for her pussy. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as she sank down on me, her vagina sopping wet with excitement. "Suck my tits. Please," she practically begged, lifting one of her big tits to my face. I no sooner got her nipple into my mouth than she started bouncing on me, working her pussy up and down my shaft. I could feel the back of her thighs hit my thighs with each stroke, a gentle slap sounding in time with her moans.
Up and down she worked, sliding herself on my cock and pushing my urgency towards the point of no return incredibly quickly. I could tell her own climax was nearing as well, her pounding growing harder as she plunged down on me, panting and moaning.
I was going to come any second. I had no idea if she was as well, but I knew that with all the teasing I'd had that morning, I just couldn't hold back any longer. I'd never done anything like I did to Carrie, but it left me unbelievably excited, and I didn't care at that moment if a whole stadium of people watched me climax in Hanna.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my body jerked, spewing a gush of cum up into Hanna's pussy. She felt it and gasped in pleasure, slamming herself down on my lap even harder. I heard the creak and then the snap. The chair, designed to hold only a little over two hundred pounds, finally gave in to our combined weight and the impact of her body on mine. The first leg collapsed, and the chair started to topple to the side. Both of us felt it happening, and together we reached out to try and catch ourselves before we hit the ground hard, both of us still within the throes of our mutual orgasm. We fell to our sides and my dick pulled from her pussy, squirting my next gush of pent up cum up her body to land on the side of one of her tits. I lay there, spasming between her legs, my cock pumping its shots onto her body before all that was left was little squirts and drools oozing onto her right thigh.
"Never seen that before," one of the girls called. "That a new orgasm method Hanna?"
"You're just jealous you didn't think of it first. Besides, it was worth it," Hanna answered back, looking at me. "Hope you didn't mind. I was just so turned on...I didn't think..."
"It's fine," I panted. "I doubt I could have said no even if I wanted to."
She smiled widely. "Good. Now, wanna come to the water and help me wash off?" By the time we walked the short distance back from the lake, having dipped in the lake and rinsed each other, most of the girls were mostly done eating. Hanna and I made sandwiches and then one of the girls vacated a still intact chair for me to sit in. Melissa was eating as well, though she seemed to be avoiding looking at me. Maybe I took a few more liberties with her daughter than she intended.
After lunch I found my towel again and wrapped myself in it, apparently it was ALL I was going to get to wear, even if one of the girls happened to have something that MIGHT fit me. Hanna was probably the only one that would, and she wasn't about to let me cover my dick any more than it had to be.
"That was some show Dad! Jesus!" my daughter said as she carried a chair over and sat down next to me while several of the girls finished cleaning up from lunch.
"Yeah. Well, didn't plan on any of that, or this," I said, motioning to my towel covered lap. "At least they've all seen it, so now maybe I'll stop being the center of attention."
Jenny laughed for a few moments before looking at me. "You're serious, aren't you?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"Damn Dad. You have a few things to learn about girls. Half of them are trying to figure out how to get you to fuck them and the other half are trying to figure out how to keep you out of that towel."
"Oh Lord," I groaned. We sat quietly for a few minutes before I added, "Looks like I messed things up with Melissa too."
"Why?" she asked looking curiously at me.
"She hasn't looked at me since I spanked her daughter."
"Trust me. It wasn't the spanking. I don't think it was really the orgasm you gave her either."
"Then what's the problem?"
"She's embarrassed."
"About what?"
"Maybe you didn't notice. While you were giving Carrie her spanking...and her orgasm, about half of us were busy playing with ourselves too."
"Oh. I didn't notice. But what's that got to do with Melissa?"
My daughter leaned over to whisper to me, "She had her bottoms down to her knees and she climaxed when Carrie did. And not just a little one. I mean a huge gasping, moaning orgasm. I don't know HOW you didn't hear her."
"I guess I was preoccupied," I answered.
"You must have been."
"So how many?"
"How many what?"
"How many were playing with themselves?"
"Oh, about half."
"Which half were you in?"
She grinned at me and reached over for my hand. She pulled it to her lap and pressed my fingers between her thighs. "My suit isn't wet because I went swimming. I'm almost ashamed to admit that I got off pretty damn hard watching my dad finger fuck my best friend."
As much as I wanted to leave my hand where it was, I pulled it away, feeling more than a little embarrassed at having my hand between my own daughter's legs.
"Okay ladies!" Lizzy said, stepping out into the middle of the campsite. "I understand the next event is to go tubing. But before we go, while you might feel comfortable with the wind from the boat, that sun will still get you. So, sunblock time. And given the games we have planned, I suggest everyone make sure EVERYPLACE is covered. It sucks to get a sunburned nipple or tush. But, just to keep this all fun...everyone gather around in a circle. Carrie, you come to the middle."
I sat and watched as the girls all gathered in a circle, Lizzy also pulling Melissa into the circle. She then blindfolded Carrie and spun her around a few times. Carrie was then instructed to, while blindfolded, pair up the girls. When she was done everyone had a partner, except of course Carrie.
"Okay. Name of the game here is wipe and switch. Each pair has to get naked, of course, cover each other with sunblock, and then dress again, but in each other's bikini. Except of course for Carrie and Mister C. Since he doesn't have a suit any more, we can't exactly ask him to switch with the bride to be, can we?" she said as she walked the few yards to where I was sitting. She pulled me by the hand. "Well, come on. We've all seen you naked, you do want a chance to see the other way, don't you?"
"I suppose," I answered, getting up from the chair and being led to the middle of the circle.
"Trust me, you're going to enjoy this," she said with a grin as she led me to where Carrie was standing. She let go of me and walked to the tent, leaving us all standing in place, wondering what was next. She came back a few moments later with a little bag and started walking around the groups, handing each pair a flesh colored dildo. "Did I forget to mention that while you're being covered in sunblock you have to have this in you?" she asked, holding up one of the dildos.
"Wait a minute," Lillian said. "There's only four of those. What are Carrie and Mister C going to use?"
Lizzy grinned. "Do you really have to ask?"
Several girls laughed and a good number gave quiet cheers or comments. For my part, I just stood there staring at Lizzy. "You're not serious, are you?" I asked, looking first at Lizzy and then at Carrie, who looked as stunned as I was.
"Why not? I mean if we'd have hired a stripper, he probably would have at least stuck it into her for a few strokes."
"But I'm not a stripper!" I protested.
"You don't mean you expect her to have sex with him, do you?" Melissa asked, stepping forward. "I mean she's about to be married!"
"Well, it's not really having sex. Just think of it as a live dildo," Lizzy said. "Besides, who'd tell Robert anyway?"
"That's not the point! And it IS having sex!" Melissa answered quickly.
"Well, since there are only four dildos... someone's going to have to share with Dale. Are you offering to take her place?"
"Well..." she started to answer, looking at me and then at her daughter before Lizzy interrupted.
"Remember, if you do... you'll have to keep it inside you some way until you're both completely covered."
"You don't have to Mom. Really. It'll be okay," Carrie said with a grin. "I don't think I'll mind all that much."
"NO! No daughter of mine is going to have another man's dick in her less than a week before her wedding. It's not happening!"
"So, you're going to take her place?" Lizzy said, almost as if she were either expecting it or hoping for it.
"I am!" Melissa said, stepping towards me and pulling the strings of her bikini bottom, leaving her completely naked, her suit top still laying in the boat. She stepped to me and pulled the towel off my waist, revealing my hard dick. "Let's get this going then."



"Alright girls. You heard her, let's gets going!" Lizzy said, pulling a bottle of sunblock from the bag and handing it to me. She winked at me and grinned before stepping away. That's when I knew that I was never intended to actually have sex with Carrie. It was all part of an elaborate plan to coax Melissa into getting me inside her.
"So how do we do this?" she asked, holding my dick with one hand and pushing a few strands of her hair out of her face that the breeze had blown there.
"Why don't we start with you," I said, reaching for her arm and gently coaxing her to turn around. "Bend over a bit and I can start with your back and butt."
"But don't you have to.....Ohhhhhhh shit," she groaned as I pushed my head between her lips and into her a few short inches, interrupting what she was going to ask. "Ohhh Lord."
I stroked into her half a dozen times, lubricating my dick and letting her body get used to the intruder. I looked around and was stunned by the array of naked girls, including my own daughter, who was standing only feet way, trying to work the dildo into her pussy as she stood bow-legged. It didn't take much to realize that if I let myself, I'd be creaming inside Melissa LONG before we got each other covered in sunblock. Hell, I had eight completely naked young ladies standing around me, half of them working on putting a dildo in their pussy and the other half rubbing white cream into the body of the girl with the dildo. I was pretty sure that it wouldn't be particularly long before at least some of these girls started to get off, which would make my job of NOT coming in Melissa all the harder.
I started with her back, rubbing the lotion into her back and her butt, making sure I covered everywhere, while I watched my naked daughter being lotioned by an equally naked Carrie, while she worked the dildo slowly in and out of her pussy. I'd never seen my daughter naked and was almost mesmerized watching her slide the big pink dildo in and out of her shaved pussy. I could see her inner labia pushing out between her outer lips, closing around the pink shaft. It didn't take much to imagine that it was my own dick sliding in and out of her. I was almost embarrassed when I realized that I was stroking my dick in and out of Melissa in time with my daughter stroking the toy in and out of her own pussy.
I looked down at Melissa's back and then coaxed her to stand more upright. I squeezed some more lotion into my right hand and then reached around her, spreading the lotion on her big soft tits with one hand. Melissa moaned softly and started to wiggle her butt, sliding me in and out a little bit as I spread the cream around her chest and over both big soft tits and her rock hard nipples. I let my hand roam down lower, spreading more cream onto her stomach and then her thighs and between her thighs. I used my fingers to spread cream around her pussy lips, stroking enough to work it through her coarse hair to her skin and outer lips.
I looked around at the sounds I heard and saw Tabitha standing with Shania in front of her, pumping the dildo frantically between her dark brown, almost black, lips, her body seeming to gobble the pink shaft up with each stroke. I slipped my finger between Melissa's lips and stroked my finger across her clit while I watched Tabitha fucking herself closer and closer to orgasm while Shania teased and played with her big black nipples.
"Oh fuck!" Tabitha screamed as she jammed the dildo deep into her pussy and started to climax around it. Her body trembled and shook as she climaxed, her eyes seemingly fixed on me as she did. It was all I could do to NOT climax inside Melissa at the same time, my finger having pushed Melissa to that same point. I felt her pussy contract around me as she gasped for breath, my eyes still glued to Tabitha.
I gave up any pretense of NOT fucking at that point. I held Melissa's hips as she stood with her upper body bent away from me slightly. I started pumping in and out of her pussy, watching Tabitha until another female voice drew my attention away. I looked back to Carrie and my daughter in time to watch my daughter climax. Her body trembled and shuddered as she pumped the dildo in and out of herself. In moments my own dick was plunging in and out of Melissa in time with my daughter's hand pushing the pink dildo into herself.
"Oh damn," I groaned as my body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into her and emptying the first surge of cum deep into her pussy. I stood there panting, watching my daughter climax, her body still shuddering slightly as I stood, my body occasionally jerking. As her orgasm slowly faded, she looked up, looked at me, our eyes meeting for long seconds before she blushed and looked down. She said something to Carrie, who looked back at me with a grin and then went back to covering my daughter in cream.
"I wonder if we get a penalty or anything," Melissa said as she pulled off my dick and turned to face me, as breathless as I was.
"I hope not," I said as she stepped to me and pressed her slick breasts against my chest. "But it was definitely fun."
"It was, wasn't it?"
"Maybe we better finish. We DO have to go in the boat and I don't want to get burned."
"Me either," she said with a grin. "So, where do you wanna rub next?"
We spent the next five minutes making sure each other were covered, stepping around each other and rubbing the lotion into all the spots that might get exposed, as well as a few that might not. In the process, I was treated to a view of at least five of the girls climaxing on the toys, and ohhhhh so much bare skin being rubbed on. By the time we were done, my dick was more than hard enough to ensure that Melissa could thoroughly coat it with lotion. With everyone done, so to speak, the girls all dressed, leaving me the only one still naked, much to the pleasure of Lizzy, who made sure to give my dick a few extra strokes before she brought a towel for me to wrap in. She put it around me and adjusted it so that the gap was in the front with my dick sticking out for all the girls to see any time they wanted.
My daughter waded into the water to hook the tube up to the ropes, so at least I didn't have to go out into the water and do that with the number of boats now anchored less than a hundred feet off the shoreline. I wasn't overly worried about what we had done in the campsite. While it's possible someone saw, there was enough brush and tree cover between the campsite and the shallow water that it would make it difficult at best. However, once I started messing with the boat, there was no doubt that I would be easily seen.
The first group of three girls got their lifejackets on while I got the boat running and pulled away from the shoreline. I eased us out and around the shallows and headed for deep water before shutting down the engine and getting the first three girls settled. The tricky part was always the start. The rope was designed to float, but it didn't take much for one errant loop to get sucked down into the prop and create a mess. I carefully bumped the throttle and pushed the boat at a creep until the slack was out of the rope and then opened it up.
We couldn't go fast, not much over twenty-five or so miles an hour, but even at that speed it felt like you were screaming. The lake consisted of two dammed up rivers that met where the dam now stood. The leg we were on was only about fifteen miles long, with the other being about twenty, each leg disappearing into the old river. The result was that where we were camped was fairly narrow, not much more than a quarter mile wide, but by the dam it widened to be at least half a mile at its widest point. With all the boats running around near the dam the ride in the tube became much bouncier, so much so that on occasion even a big tube like I had could flip. Wishing to give the girls a good ride without the risk of flipping them out, I stayed pretty far away from the dam, but still managed to find plenty of wakes from other boats with the same idea, to bounce the tube over.
The girls on the tube indicated they'd had enough, and I pulled towards the shoreline, out of the main traffic way, and shut down. I walked to the back, careful to not lose my towel, and pulled the tube to the boat to allow the girls to climb up.
"Damn that was fun!" Shania said with a huge grin as she stepped past me and started to undo her life jacket, not realizing that her bikini bottom had worked its way down low enough to completely expose her butt.
"So you gonna moon Mister C all day?" Abby giggled.
"Huh?" Shania asked, looking down. "OOPS!" she cried, letting go of the now unstrapped life jacket to pull her panties back up. With her bottom covered, she pulled the life jacket off, her big tits completely exposed, her bikini top having worked up and off her tits with all the bouncing.
Lillian also complained that her bottoms kept sliding down when they went over the wakes.
"I think we ought to just go naked," Tabitha suggested.
"IN front of all the other boats?"
"What can they see? You have your tits in a life jacket, and you're sitting down. I will! Who's with me?" Tabitha asked as she pulled the strings on her suit bottom and took it off. Her top went next, leaving her naked as she started putting the lifejacket on over her bare breasts.
"Wait a second. You can't just go out there naked!" I exclaimed.
"Why not?" Tabitha asked.
"Well, for one thing, there's the water patrol."
"The water patrol?"
"You know. The lake police."
"I haven't seen them around. How do you know they'll even see us? And if they do, why would they stop us?"
"Cuz your naked?"
"You can't tell once I'm sitting down. I could be wearing a brown bikini and you'd never know, would you?"
"Well...maybe not."
"Then I'm going!" she said as she pushed her bikini bottom off, leaving her standing in just her life jacket.
"What the hell. I'll go too!" Lizzy agreed.
"Hell, why not," Hanna said, starting to pull her suit off as well.
I knelt on the deck, holding the rope for the tube, three bare naked pussies nearly in my face as they stood and put on their life jackets, my dick quickly growing in response to the incredible visual stimuli.
I helped each of them down onto the tube, Tabitha making sure she pushed her pussy right into my face as she stepped towards the tube. Needless to say, I was rock hard and unable to keep my dick from poking out the gap of the towel as I made my way back to the driver's seat. I got us going again and ran up and down the lake, bouncing them over wakes and zig-zagging to send the tube over our own wake until we were back where we started.
"God damn! That was a blast!" Tabitha said as she stepped onto the deck next to me. I helped Lizzy and Hanna into the boat and then waited for the next three, which included both Carrie and my daughter, both naked of course, as well as Lillian again, this time without her bikini bottoms. Once again it was up and down the lake, pulling to the shoreline when we got back to our starting spot.
"Okay Mister C! It's your turn," Tabitha said after I helped the three off the tube, watching them getting dressed again.
"No. I don't think so," I answered.
Why not? Afraid to go?"
"No. I've gone before. But usually I have a swimsuit."
"Well, we aren't wearing one," Tabitha chided me. "Come on. I'll go with you."
"Someone has to drive the boat," I protested
"I've been watching. I'm pretty sure I can do it," Melissa said with a grin. "Besides, I wouldn't at all mind watching you out there without a suit on."
"Come on Dad. I'll go too. The three of us," my daughter offered.
I sighed. "You're not going to take no for an answer, are you?" I asked my daughter.
"Not even!" she said with a grin as she started taking her swimsuit back off. "But you better hurry up. I'm not planning on putting my life jacket on until you do, so if you want me standing here naked..."
I knew this was going to be a bad idea. I mean, it was bad enough with the girls running around naked, and me in nothing but a damn towel, but naked on the tube. Like my dick sticking up wasn't going to be obvious as hell? I shook my head and watched my daughter drop the top of her bikini to the bench seat she stood next to and then reach for the strings of her suit bottom. It wasn't that I hadn't already seen her naked. Hell, I'd seen ALL of them naked just a little while ago, but that didn't stop my body from responding as she pulled the bikini bottom off, exposing her shaved pussy again less than two feet from my face. I sat for several seconds, staring at her shaved lips and the inner labia protruding. "So you gonna stare at me or put on a life jacket?" my daughter asked me, breaking my completely inappropriate thoughts.
"Yeah. Sure," I answered, standing up. I reached for the life jacket I was offered by Melissa and started strapping it on while my daughter did the same, covering her sexy tits but definitely not her equally sexy pussy. I wouldn't have thought that I'd have these kinds of thoughts about my own daughter, but after watching her make herself climax at lunch time, I couldn't seem to stop thinking about what it would feel like to be inside her. Someone pulled my towel away while my hands were busy with the clips of the life jacket. My dick had already been sticking out of the gap, but somehow, standing there, with it pointed at my daughter's half naked body, set my heart pounding. I shook my head and walked to the stern where Abby was leaning over, holding the tube so it didn't float away. I awkwardly stepped onto the bobbing tube, the boat plenty stable in the wakes, but the much smaller tube bouncing up and down over each wave that washed past.
I stepped onto the tube and practically fell down onto it, rolling as I did so my back ended up against the inflated backrest. I settled myself in the middle, my dick sticking straight up as I waited for my daughter and Tabitha to join me. My daughter stood on the stern for a few seconds and then stepped onto the tube. As she did another wave rolled the tube and she lost her footing on the water slickened material, practically falling on me.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped as she landed on me, her life jacket pressed to mine as she dropped to her knees, one on either side of me.
"OhmyGod," I grunted as her life jacket slid down mine, leaving her sitting on my lap, facing me, her face only slightly higher than mine. She sat there, a surprised look on her face as the two of us felt the result of her inopportune fall.
"Damn Dad. I'm sorry," she mumbled as she remained sitting on me for a few more seconds. She finally rolled herself off of me, pulling herself off my rock hard cock.
"Yeah. No problem. It was an accident," I said breathlessly, my mind not wanting her to move off of me.
"Hell yeah." I heard Tabitha say from the back of the boat. She stepped down onto the tube with more grace than my daughter had, but in her case, she intentionally dropped to her knees, facing me. She reached for my rock hard cock and aimed it at her pussy. She made it quite clear by the look on her face that she had every intention of my dick ending up inside her, unlike what had just happened with my daughter. "Mmmmmmmm yes. I'm so going to enjoy this."
"You can't do this."
"No? Why not? I think it could be fun," she answered as she wiggled her hips to sink me the rest of the way into her hot pussy.
"Until a wake tosses you off into the water."
"Really? That's what you're worried about?" she asked with a grin. "I'll bet you that I can stay right here the whole ride."
"You do? Bet me what?"
"I'll bet you my swimsuit! If I fall off, you get to keep my swimsuit the rest of the day."
"And if you don't?"
She grinned. "If we get back here and I haven't fallen off, you let me ride you until we both come. Right here on the tube."
I had to admit the thought of her running around naked all day was very enticing. And it wasn't like the girls hadn't already seen me climax with Melissa. "Okay. You're on."
"Great!" she said with a giggle, wiggling her hips again. Abby pushed us away with Tabitha sitting on my lap and my daughter next to me. It didn't take long for my daughter to find my hand and pull it to her lap, pressing my fingers between her legs. She clamped my hand between her thighs as the boat took the slack out of the rope and we started to accelerate away from the shoreline.
It didn't take long before both of us realized that the bouncing of the tube, while erratic, was more than sufficient to provide enough fucking motion to work both of us towards climax. Up and down she bounced on me, her pussy sliding up and down my shaft, her shifting body continually changing the angle of the strokes and the sensations. We weren't even close to half way done with the ride before I felt her pussy contracting around me, her climax washing over her as she gasped and moaned. My right hand was holding the tube handle to my left, while my right held the handle to my right between my daughter's spread legs. Each bounce seemed to rub her bare pussy against my hand and wrist, her grunts and moans growing almost as loud as Tabitha's. Between the two, I really never had a chance. We'd made the turn in a wider part of the lake and were headed back up stream again, heading to the quieter portion of the lake when my body had its limit. The tube bounced, lifting Tabitha's leaking pussy up my shaft again, slamming down hard onto me moments later.
My body spasmed and I felt my cock pump a gush of cum up into Tabitha's pussy. I struggled to hold onto the tube as I pumped shot after shot into Tabitha, panting and moaning as she had a second climax at the feeling of my cock pumping into her. We continued to bounce over wakes, only less frequently as we made our way back up the lake, my dick softening inside Tabitha until it finally slipped from her pussy as we bounced over another wake. It was only a few short minutes before we slowed and Melissa aimed for the shoreline, where we had been before.
"Now I know why Hanna wants to get you to fuck her again. Damn you feel good sliding in and out of my cunt," Tabitha panted. "The only question is, who won the bet?"
"I think we both ended up winning, so I'm willing to let it go if you are," I said breathlessly.
"Well, since I don't have any way to ride you until we both come, at least not until you get hard again, I guess I have to go with that...for now. But trust me, I'm getting this cock again."
"If you insist," I said as she pushed up off me. She turned around and crawled to the front of the tube on her hands and knees, reaching for the boat to help steady the tube as it was pulled in. Her pussy pushed out at me between her dark brown thighs, and I could see my creamy white cum leaking out of her pink depths.
"That was one hell of a load you left her," my daughter said quietly as Tabitha climbed onto the boat.
"Yeah. Now, about you. What's the idea of putting my hand between your legs?'
"What, you think your daughter doesn't get horny too? Especially after accidently ramming you into me like that. Mary would be so pissed if she knew that I finally got your cock in me, and she didn't," my daughter said with a giggle as she rolled to her hands and knees, crawling to the front of the tube like Tabitha had, her pussy pushing out at me sexily, my mind demanding that I grab her hips and pull her back so I could lick that incredible looking pussy. She was all the way on to the boat before I realized WHY I wanted her pussy so badly. Quite honestly, it looked sooo much like my late wife's it was almost irresistible. Hell, her whole body looked so much like her that I could easily pretend that I was making love to her instead of my daughter. I shook the thought from my head and crawled to the boat and climbed from the tube.



I shed my life jacket and watched my daughter pull her bikini on again as I wrapped my towel around my waist.
"Okay. The girls are looking for a quiet place to swim for a while," Melissa said.
"Sure. Let me get the tube hauled in and secured." Letting the air out of the tube was a pain in the butt, and more easily done on shore. To that end I kept a strap in the boat so I could pull the tube up and tuck it over the back rail, between the rail and the outboard, and strap it in place. I'd tried pulling it with no one on it, which turned into a disaster. I stood outside the rail, one foot on the deck and the other on the center pontoon, ratcheting the strap down. "There. Good to go!" I said, as much to myself as anyone else.
Suddenly the boat dropped into gear and took off. Momentum being what momentum is, the boat took off out from under me, leaving me tumbling backwards into the water. I landed with a loud splash and dunked completely under water before coming up, sputtering and angry. I saw the boat run for almost a hundred yards before it slowed and turned around, finally realizing that they'd left me behind. I treaded water while they circled back and slowly approached me. Melissa was behind the wheel, and she shut down the engine, just like I had always done when changing riders on the tube, just to be safe. I swam the few dozen feet to the boarding ladder and pulled it down. I climbed up the ladder and stood on the stern, my hands on my hips, looking angrily at Melissa.
"What the fuck?" I snapped.
"Abby said you were ready!" she protested.
"Ready, and ready to take off, are two different things!" I said loudly. I heard a whistle and looked to my left, a runabout that I had seen a few times already with about three couples in it, was motoring by, one of the women standing up in the back and waving before pulling her bikini top up to flash me her tits. "What the hell?" I asked quietly.
"Dad!" my daughter said. "Look down."
"OH SHIT!" I said, realizing I was standing completely naked, my towel having apparently disappeared during the fall into the lake. I quickly stepped into the main passenger area, found a spot on one of the bench seats and sat down, the best I could do to cover myself at the moment, though not before getting another whistle from the woman in the other boat. "Jesus that's embarrassing," I muttered. "Anyone got another towel or anything?"
My daughter handed me one of the life jackets to lay on my lap, but otherwise all that there was were a couple small hand sized towels. All the rest of the larger towels were apparently at camp. "We'll just have to go back to camp and get one," I said.
"Why?" Lizzy asked. "We're going swimming. Who's going to see?"
"What, you want me to just go swimming naked?"
"Might as well. I think all of us are planning on skinny dipping."
"Oh Lord I groaned.
"Come on Dad. It's not like we all haven't seen each other naked, right? What can it hurt?"
"You're serious, aren't you? All of you are planning on going skinny dipping. In broad daylight?"
"You mean it's more fun after dark?" Shania asked with a grin. "I'd have thought you wanted to be able to see all our sexy bodies."
"It wasn't me seeing you all I was worried about," I said quietly.
"Awwwww. Mister C. That's so cute, worried about someone seeing us naked," Carrie said with a grin. "But once we're in the water, who'd notice?"
I opened my mouth to answer and closed it, not sure how to argue that one. "Alright...fine," I said as I stood up. I stepped to the drivers' seat and let Melissa get out before sitting down, still using the life jacket to cover myself. I started the engine, and a lot more gently than Melissa had, started us off. The girls all found seats, except for Carrie, who stepped to my drivers' seat. She held onto the console for balance and then pulled the life jacket from my lap, handing it to one of the other girls. Then she sat down on my lap, settling herself so my hard-on poked up between her legs, her back pressed to my chest. I used one hand to steer the boat while she pulled the other around her and pressed it to her bikini clad chest. Apparently unsatisfied for me to just hold her breast in the top, she pulled the triangle up over her breast and pressed my hand to her bare breast. I could feel her nipple harden against my palm as we drove up the lake. She took my other hand from the wheel, taking over steering from me with her free hand, and pulled my hand to her other breast, so I was holding both of them.
Once I had my hands holding her breasts, she used the hand that had just been moving mine, to reach down between her legs. I couldn't see, but I could sure as hell feel her pull the crotch of the bikini aside and press my hard-on to her bare pussy lips. She fiddled with the crotch of the panty, and I soon had my dick pressed and held to her pussy by the material of her bikini bottom. While the boat didn't bounce at all like a runabout over the wakes, there was some motion and each time we surged over a wake I could feel my cock slide up and down a little against her wet lips, the suit material also stroking the underside of my head as it held me in place.
I let go of one breast and helped pull the wheel around to aim her across the lake towards a bay on the far side, and then pulled the throttle back to about half throttle before letting my hand reach for her breast again. I felt her let go of the wheel with one hand, now that we were going slower, and felt her fingers press against my cock. She looked around the boat to see who was looking at us, but only Lizzy was watching us. I felt her press my dick a little harder and lift herself slightly off my lap.
"Oh shit," I whispered to myself as I felt her hot wet lips engulf my head. I felt the pressure of her vaginal opening press against my hard mushroom head and then, as she settled back down on my lap, my dick slowly slid into her wet depths. I presumed the move was to get me into her without anyone else noticing, and I wasn't about to let on what was happening. I lowered my right hand from her breast and slipped it to the crotch of her suit, and then under the material I stroked the tip of my finger up and down along her wet slit from where I was penetrating deep in her to her excited clit.
I felt her suck in her breath the first time I stroked across it, and then grow quiet again, clearly trying to hide what she was doing. We motored down the length of the long bay and I had to pull my finger from her to pull the throttle back to idle and help aim her around the small rocky point, giving it a wide berth, knowing how far it jutted out into the bay. I pulled the throttle back and turned off the key, letting us drift the last thirty or so yards. I slipped my finger back between her lips and stroked her gently. "Jenny, you wanna drop the front anchor?"
"Sure Dad!" she said, getting up from where she sat and walking to the bow. She pulled the anchor from the storage compartment, a surprising number of drink bottles and beer cans falling out to the deck as she pulled the anchor out, the girls apparently using it as trash can for their empties. She leaned over the side and dropped the anchor, letting the line pay out from the compartment, a few more cans making their way out at the same time. It only went down about ten feet or so before hitting the rocky bottom. She tied it off and then began tossing the cans and bottles back into the compartment. I was surprised at how much alcohol the girls had already consumed, and there was still a lot of day to go. "Okay girls! This is what you wanted! A nice out of the way place to skinny dip!" my daughter said with a grin as she started to untie the suit top. I sat with Carrie on my lap, my dick still tucked inside her, hopefully unnoticed. As my daughter took off her bikini bottom as well, I couldn't help feeling my cock twitch a few times, looking at her sexy pussy and tits before the rest of the girls started doing the same thing.
The wind slowly blew us around the anchor line until the stern pointed towards shore, which was still about twenty yards or so away, by the time all the girls were naked with the exception of Melissa and her daughter, still sitting on my lap.
"You coming Carrie?" Tabitha asked as she walked to the stern.
"In a minute," Carrie answered breathlessly while I continued to play with her clit.
Tabitha stopped and looked down at her lap and then grinned. "You can come as soon as you come," she said with a giggle before looking at me. "Make it a nice one Mister C."
"I'll do my best," I answered quietly, realizing that now EVERYONE in the boat knew exactly what my hand was doing and if they didn't know, they probably assumed where my dick was. To my surprise, no one made another comment and all of them headed to the stern and down into the water, except for Melissa, who sat watching us.
My daughter was the last to walk by, stopping to lift the bench seat in front of the drivers' station to pull out the variety of floats and noodles we kept under it. She tossed most of them over the side to the other girls and then walked by, looking down at my lap and grinning.
I wasn't sure Melissa realized yet where her daughter had gotten my hard-on. I suspected she was worried about what I might do to her daughter, but it wasn't what I would do, it was what her daughter had already done. I reached with my free hand to untie her top and pull it the rest of the way off, and then untied the bottom, letting it hang down between our legs, giving my finger free reign with her clit, and at the same time, exposing to her mom exactly where my dick was.
I stroked her pussy softly, moving my other hand back to her breast, no longer worried about anyone seeing me play with her nipple. Melissa sitting on the bench across from us, stared angrily at her daughter before leaning towards us and turning my swivel chair to face the aisle, and her, her daughter spreading her legs apart to give my fingers more access to her clit. If there was any doubt where my cock was, it was dispelled now. Her angry glare moved from her daughter to me.
I shook my head and preemptively said, "Wasn't me. She made that choice."
"Carrie? You did?" her mom asked with a scowl.
"Uh huh," she answered in a moan. "God. Gonna come. I need to come soooo fucking bad." I continued to stroke her clit, feeling her pussy start to contract around me, squeezing my dick as her climax started to wash over her. "OH FUCK YES! OH FUCK!" she gasped as I squeezed her nipple and stroked my finger quickly back and forth across her now excited clit. I felt her body stiffen and her stomach clench as her climax raced through her body, gasping for air as it constricted her body. She slowly started to relax, and then lifted herself off my lap, pulling the bikini bottom from between us, but not lifting herself up far enough to pull off my long fat shaft. She sat back down and leaned against me again, pulling both hands to her breasts and pressing them to her soft mounds. She twisted herself around on me far enough to rest her head back on my shoulder, turning her head so that her lips brushed my cheek. "Mmmmmm. That felt good. Somehow, it's not fair that I should get to come, and you don't."
"It's alright," I answered back.
"I'd solve it, but I think if I didn't leave you with a hard-on, a few of the girls would be rather upset. You see, while you were on the tube a few of the girls decided that they wanted to feel what Tabitha was getting. So we all decided that while we were swimming, you got to stick whoever, whenever."
"I see. And I was supposed to know this how?"
"Because I was supposed to tell you after we got here. You can, whoever you want. The only restriction is you can't come in me, and you can't come in Hanna. I don't think she's on birth control."
"That would have been nice to know before I came in her!" I said quickly.
"Oh well. Anyway, you can fuck anyone you want," she answered quietly, reaching up behind her to stroke my hair with her right hand. "God, I wanna feel you fucking me though."
"As long as I don't come, right?"
"That was the rule," she whispered.
"Get up," I said quietly.
She pushed up off me and stood up. I stepped to the backrest of one of the padded bench seats that curved around from the side of the boat to stick out into the aisle way. I lifted her naked bottom onto the padded back and then stepped between her legs. "How long have I known you?" I asked quietly.
"I dunno. A few years."
"And how long have you thought about this?" I asked as I aimed my dick at her and pushed into her sopping wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," she groaned. "Since the first day, when I came over to pick up Jenny and you were out working in just a pair of shorts. You got soooo hard looking at me in that little halter top. Part of me wanted to just flash you my boobs right there. I almost did, you know. If Jenny hadn't gotten done in the house so fast, I might have."
"I wondered. Jenny told me that you had a crush on me after that first day."
"I did," she whispered as I started stroking in and out of her. I pushed my dick in and out fully, driving myself all the way as far as I could go, lifting her legs and spreading them to make sure I got as deep as I could.
I looked at Melissa and grinned. "Take it off."
"What?"
"Your suit. Let me watch you strip."
"Naked?"
"Not like you haven't done it already for me. I'm going to give your daughter the best climax I can, as her wedding present from me, and then I'm going to put your butt right here and I'm going to do the same thing to you."
She blushed and looked at the deck. "Okay," she said meekly.
I watched her slowly, teasingly pull her bikini off, first exposing her big soft tits and then her sexy pussy. She really did look so much like her daughter. Watching her undress made my cock swell inside her daughter, making her moan loudly as I pumped my hips, driving me deep into her. In and out I stroked, her recent climax easily pushing back up again. I let go of one of her legs and moved my thumb to her clit and pressed against it. I started working it in small circles as I continued to pump my cock into her, part of the time watching her tits bounce in time with my strokes and part of the time watching her mother, sitting with her legs now spread, teasing her pussy with one finger while she watched me fuck her daughter.
I wasn't sure what had changed since earlier, when she was adamant that I wasn't going to fuck her daughter, except maybe a few adult beverages. And I really didn't care all that much. I'd come already several times and even though I knew I felt like I would come any second, I suspected that my body wouldn't quite get there.
"Oh God. Ohhhhhh God!" Carrie gasped, taking a deep breath. "OH SHIT, SHIT!" she cried loudly, her whole body seeming to suddenly spasm, her pussy clenching around me and a surprising gush of wetness flowing from her pussy onto me. I continued to pump in and out of her, her juices leaking around my cock to the point they were dribbling onto the deck like a leaky faucet. I felt her vagina release and squeeze me again, her whole body spasming again as well. Four times she squeezed me tightly that way, each time a copious amount of her wetness pushing out of her pussy. After the fourth time, she reached for my stomach with one hand and pressed on me, silently asking me to stop pumping into her.
She gently pushed me away from her, my hard cock sliding from her pussy. She pushed me back until she could stand between me and the padded seat back. She leaned over for her mother's hand and pulled on it until Melissa stood up and let her pull her to where she was standing. She stepped away and pulled her mother to where she had been standing. She looked at me and breathlessly whispered, "Do that to her. Make her come like that."
Then shakily she walked to the stern and climbed down into the water, one of the girls pushing a pool noodle toward her.
I looked back at Melissa and pushed her back. She wiggled herself onto the padded seat back and I lifted her legs, laying her back until she was flat. She watched my face as I aimed my slick cock at her pussy and then pushed it slowly into her, feeling her body stretch to accept the fat intruder into her vagina. I pushed into her until I had to lift her legs higher, lifting them up and resting them on my shoulders, letting me push into her until my balls pressed to her ass and I could feel my fat head pressing on her cervix. I wrapped both arms around her thighs, my right fingers spreading her pussy lips, and my left gently stroking her now exposed clit.
"Ohhhhh damn," she moaned as I squeezed her pussy lips slightly to make her clit protrude, my left index finger ever so gently stroking across the hard little nub. I started to stroke in and out of her, slowly at first, making my strokes in time with the strokes of my finger on her clit. In no time at all, she was moaning loudly and could barely keep from trying to lift her hips. She pressed her legs down to my shoulders to lift her ass off the padding with every stroke I made with my finger, drawing some of her juices up from her slit to her clit. "Oh my God. I'm going to come," she moaned loudly, getting a response from several girls, some calling for me to 'give it to her' and others to her. The closer she came to climax, the closer she seemed to pull me. Her pussy squeezed and almost vibrated around my fat shaft as I pumped in and out of her, my strokes growing faster as she moaned again that she was going to come.
I felt the familiar urgency to thrust into her, a sure sign that I too was about to come. To be honest, I was a little surprised. After the number of times I'd already come, I doubted there was anything left in the tank, but that didn't seem to be stopping my body from feeling the need to release into her.
"OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her whole body stiffened and trembled. I could feel her pussy contract hard around my shaft, encouraging me to thrust even harder. I watched her tits rolling wildly on her chest as I pounded into her, slamming my thighs against her bare ass with a wet slap ending each stroke. "UH! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" she grunted with each stroke as her body trembled and shuddered. I could feel her juices pushing out around me with each stroke, almost like a piston pumping water. Her juices ran down my balls and dripped to the deck as I jammed myself into her again and again.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed hard, ramming my cock deep into her. Surprisingly, I could feel my head surge a gush of cum into her, not once, but three times as I stood there, spasming and panting while her pussy clenched and released around me, almost trying to draw me into her.
Her body finally stopped trembling, and she lay panting while I stood between her legs, my dick still surprisingly hard inside her. By now my dick was typically softening and completely useless, yet even now, I could feel it still firm inside her as I moved my hands up from her pussy to her big tits to gently stroke and play with them.
While this was a quiet bay, rarely getting much traffic, except of course from fishermen, I'd been completely oblivious to the fact that a bass boat had indeed come around the point. They seemed to be trying to give us a wide berth, or at least the guy in the front seemed to be interested in doing that, while the woman, sitting in the pedestal seat in the back of the boat seemed more interested in watching us than fishing.
I pulled from Melissa, and helped her up from the padded seat, the guy in front now taking a much more interested look. "You might want to cover up for a minute," I whispered. "We have company."
She looked around, covering her breasts for a moment, until she saw them. To my surprise, she answered, "Let him look." And she walked to the stern and stood there, letting the guy look at her naked body for long seconds before she climbed down the ladder, leaving only me standing naked. The bass boat grew closer, the guy now realizing that if one woman in the water was naked, maybe more were. I wasn't sure the girls wanted that kind of attention, but there was little I could do about it. I walked to the stern and stood there, my hard-on still poking out in full view of the woman, who was wearing a pair of shorts and a string bikini top.



The boat eased slowly closer to us, now only ten or twenty feet away, the woman clearly staring at my cock, one hand rubbing her own crotch almost absentmindedly, while what I guessed was her husband, stared at the girls in the water, a few of them, like Lizzy and Tabitha, intentionally standing up in the water enough for them to flash their boobs at him.
"Hell of a cock," the woman finally said across the narrow strip of water between our boats.
"AMANDA!" the man snapped, suddenly drawn from the sight of the girls tits back to his own wife.
"What?"
"Really? Hell of a cock?"
"What? Can't a girl enjoy the look? It's not like you aren't trying to see their tits."
"Yeah but..."
"No buts, unless you plan on us dropping our shorts and letting them look. You can just let them swim and have their fun," his wife said.
"Yeah, like you'd do something like that?" her husband asked.
"Maybe," she answered.
"I'm sure," the husband said with a frown.
"What? You think I'm not capable?"
"Capable maybe, but not daring enough. Not in a hundred years," he answered.
"Well, at least I have something for him to see. You'd be so nervous I bet you couldn't even get it up if one of them wanted to see it."
The comment seemed to almost piss the guy off, but then maybe that was exactly what she intended. He dropped his rod to the deck and turned to face her. "Fine. Go ahead, I dare you. Prove to me you aren't too scared to show him your pussy."
She stood up and set her rod down gently in the boat. "You sure you wanna that?"
"Why? Afraid you can't follow through?"
"Oh, I can. The question is, can you?"
"I can not only show them my cock, but I'll give them something to really look at."
"Oh? You gonna stand there and jack off for them?"
He looked stunned for a half a moment before he said, "I will. I dare you to strip and suck his cock."
"Well, you might want to move the boat over there then, unless you want me to swim."
"HA! No way you'd do that!"
"If I do, I'm gonna do more than suck his dick."
"Okay smart ass. Go head, swim over there and suck his dick. I dare you to let him make you come."
She bent over and started pulling her shoes off, dropping them on the deck and then pulling her socks off. She undid her top and dropped it onto the deck, revealing a nice perky pair of maybe C cup tits with small round pink areola and small erect nipples. "You really gonna do it?" the guy asked, apparently surprised that she was actually going to do it.
"Of course," she answered as she pushed her shorts down and then bent a second time, pushing her panties down. She stepped out of the shorts and panties, leaving her completely naked. She stepped to the stern of the boat and pulled the little boarding ladder from its stowed position and then gingerly climbed down it, lowering herself into the water. Her husband just stood there, stunned, as she swam the couple dozen feet to the stern of my boat. She climbed the ladder part way and then held a hand up for me to help her up. "Hi! I'm Amanda," she said as she stepped on the deck from the ladder. Much more quietly she whispered, "I don't know if you really want your dick sucked, but if I don't my husband will never let me live it down."
"I guess I don't mind if you don't," I answered back quietly.
She grinned at me and reached for my dick wrapping one hand around it and stroking it. "I've never done anything like this, done something with a strange man. I'm not sure how to even start."
"We could start with a kiss I suppose unless you want me to just toss you onto a bench and fuck you," I said with a soft chuckle.
"No. I don't think I'd like you to do that. Actually, I'm a little surprised I let him goad me into this."
"Well, I'll make it worth your while. Why don't you suck on me for a couple minutes and then I'll return the favor?"
"Lick me? Down there? You'd do that?"
"Sure. Why not?"
She grinned at me and then turned her head to her husband. "You naked for those girls yet? Cuz I'm about to suck a cock!"
"I'll get naked when I see it going into your mouth!"
"Then you better start undressing!" she called as she lowered herself to her knees. She knelt in front of me, her hand around my shaft, aiming it at her face. I suddenly realized that this was something she really had never done, sucking a strange man's dick. With a look of resolve coming to her face, she opened her mouth and closed her lips around my fat head. She started slowly, licking and sliding her tongue around my head, pulling it out of her mouth to lick it like an ice cream cone, her licks sometimes going all the way from the base of my dick up my shaft to my head, where she licked around it and then slipped it into her mouth again. The longer she licked the more earnestly she seemed to do it, sucking and driving her face down as far as she could. On and off her mouth slid, slurping loudly as she seemed to get more and more excited. I looked down past her and realized she had her free hand between her legs, teasing her pussy as she licked and sucked my dick.
I reached down and coaxed her to stand up, drawing her to the back of the bench I'd just fucked Melissa on. She looked a little worried as I pushed her back against it, making her lift her butt to sit on the edge and then lean back until she was laying with me standing between her legs, my hard cock resting against her pussy. She raised her eyebrows almost as if asking if I was really going to do what she was thinking.
I squatted down and leaned my face to her pussy, her full round lips framing a significant amount of delicate inner labia. I brushed the dishwater and slightly graying curls away from her with my fingers and then licked my tongue up her very wet lips. "Oh damn," she groaned. "You better be standing there jacking off for those girls," she called to her husband.
"He is!" I heard Tabitha call back.
I didn't bother to pull my face from her pussy, but started to lick her in earnest, pushing my tongue between her lips and slipping one finger into her tight depths. In and out I pushed my finger while teasing her slit and clit with my tongue. It didn't take long before she was trying to use her heels on my back to pull herself towards my face and lift her butt off the cushioned back, moaning loudly with her growing orgasm. I felt the first tremors of her pussy around my finger as her legs started to tremble slightly. A few licks and teases later she stiffened, letting out a long, slow groan of release as her orgasm made her legs shudder harder and her pussy clench tightly around my finger. I pulled my face from her pussy and stood up again, my head brushing up against her wet lips. I looked over to where her husband was standing in the bow of his boat, floating only a couple dozen feet from the front of my boat. Tabitha was laying on two noodles, horizontal in the clear water so that her entire body was exposed, while the woman's husband stood, his pants around his ankles, stroking his cock.
I gently slid my dick along her slit, her fingers finding my shaft and pressing me against her wet lips, while the two of us watched her husband jacking off while looking down at Tabitha. He suddenly groaned and we watched his cock spurt several times, shooting his cum out over the side of the boat to land in the water where Tabitha lay, the water keeping the cum from actually hitting anything of her body besides her two big tits that floated up out of the water like a couple islands.
He stood there panting, holding his now softening dick, looking down at Tabitha playing with her pussy under the water.
"You done over there yet?" her husband called as he started to pull his pants up.
"Oh, I'm almost done," she called back. "He gave me a very nice climax. I'm just thinking about if I should let him fuck me in exchange."
"You do and you can swim all the way home."
"Somehow that was about what I expected," she said to me, clearly loud enough for him to hear her. "Then you better get your ass over here. If I have to swim, I'm going to let him stick it in me first."
It didn't take long for him to spin the boat around with the electric bow motor nosing it to the bow of my boat. "Looks like your ride is here," I said quietly.
She reached down between her legs and pushed my head down between her lips. "Help me down?" she asked sweetly, clearly for his benefit. I wasn't sure he was able to see where she had placed my head, or where it went as she sat up and slid off the pad. She wrapped her arms around me, my cock buried in her pussy as she stood in front of me. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a long, slow wet kiss. "I'd let you finish what I started if I thought I could," she whispered. "Guess this kiss will have to do."
She broke the embrace, pulled off my dick by just stepping back, blocking the view of her husband with the angle of her body. "Maybe one of those young ladies will take care of it for me?" she asked softly before turning and walking to the bow to step onto her husband's boat.
"Took you long enough," he grunted as she stepped to the rear of the boat and started to dress again. She blew me a kiss as he started motoring them away from us, probably trying to get out of range before his wife changed her mind.
I walked to the ladder and slipped down it into the water, doing a little breaststroke to where the water was shallow enough to stand.
Lizzy paddled over on the little float pad she was resting her chest on to keep her up. I could see her bare butt sticking above the water as she got closer. "I've never been fucked in a lake before," she said. "And right now, I REALLY need to be fucked."
"I don't think I'd object right this second," I agreed, reaching out to pull her towards me. She rolled herself off the float to stand in the water in front of me, reaching around my neck with her arms. She pressed her lips to mine in a hot wet kiss. Each of us used one hand to hold the other to us and used our free hand to tease and stroke all over each other's bodies. If you could consider any kiss as sexual, I'd have to say that I'd just received a class A1 fucking. When she broke the kiss, we were both out of breath and my dick was once again as hard as an iron bar and stuffed inside her as she wrapped her legs around my waist. DAMN that girl could kiss!
She leaned back a little giving me room to see her sexy tits, and we started to slide her on my cock, partly using her legs around my waist and partly from my hands under her firm ass. Up and down she moved, sliding her hot, wet pussy on my shaft, her tits slapping the water with each stroke down my shaft. She groaned softly as we stood in the water, bouncing her on my cock, her orgasm building quickly. "You looked like you wanted to fuck that woman," she whispered.
"I did," I answered a little breathlessly.
"If I got my mom to wear something sexy to the wedding, would you try to fuck her?" she asked as she continued to bounce on me. "Find a nice quiet place and pull up her dress and let her feel your fat cock sliding in and out of her?"
I looked past Lizzy towards movement on the shoreline. Hanna and Shania were both standing with their tits above the water and my daughter was wading towards the shallows, only knee deep in the water. She bent over to catch her balance, her pussy pushing out at me from between her slightly spread thighs. "Ohhhhh damn," I groaned.
"You like that idea? Being naughty at the wedding?"
"I hadn't thought about it, but I have to admit..." I stammered a little, trying to get my brain away from the sight in front of me.
"I'll have her wear a sexy slinky dress and no underwear. Maybe you can just pull up her skirt on the dance floor and feel her bare ass and maybe play with her pussy?"
"You really want me to do that? What about her husband?"
"She's not married any more," Lizzy panted. "But she's really good looking. She just needs to feel a real man between her legs again," she said just before she gasped and started to shudder. "Oh yes. Make her do this. Make her come like this for me and you can fuck me any time you want," she panted as she clamped her legs tightly around me, holding me deep inside her spasming and trembling pussy. She pulled herself to me, pressing her tits to my chest and her lips to mine again. I held her butt as she kissed me, her breathing ragged and making her break the kiss frequently before I felt her vaginal tunnel slowly release me, the tight clench becoming small, short squeezes. "Oh God did you make me come hard."
"So what did you mean feel a real man between her legs again?" I asked as I held her, glad that the water helped float her a little bit.
"She swore off men after dad left. Now the only dick she gets is the kinds that straps onto her friend Julie. But I know it doesn't satisfy her. She's always frustrated and bitchy after Julie spends the afternoon or overnight."
"Well, you get her to ask me to dance, and I'll take that as an indication that you got her to want sex. I won't push it on anyone that doesn't want it. Understand?"
"I do," she said, releasing her legs. "God, you are still so fucking hard," she said with a grin as I lifted her off my dick. "I can't believe you didn't come when I did. I wish she was here right now. You could fuck her all day with a hard-on like that."
"Yeah, well, I almost did."
"Thinking about taking her off and fucking her at the wedding?" she asked with a grin, still standing against me. "Or thinking of her in a slinky dress with no underwear or any kind on, just the dress?"
"Maybe a little of both."
"I'd wear a slinky dress without underwear if I could. Then you could sneak me off somewhere and fuck me at the wedding."
"Aren't you one of the bridesmaids?"
"Yeah. That means I have to wear that stupid dress," she said with a frown. "Hey! What if I talk the girls into not wearing underwear? I mean then you could fuck any one of us."
"Um. Aren't some of you married?"
"Well, yeah. But that doesn't mean they still don't want to be fucked."
"I don't make it a habit of fucking married women."
"You've been fucking Tabitha. She's VERY married!"
"What is VERY married? I mean you're married or you're not, right?"
"Tabitha has only been married, what, six months? I was kind of surprised she went after you on the tube like that. She's been saying how big you are compared to her husband, so maybe she wanted to taste a bigger cock."
"Oh shit. Seriously? Only six months?"
"Uh huh. But don't let her know I told you. She wants you to think she's still single so you'll fuck her again."
"I'll try."
"Better yet. Why don't you swim over to her and use this? I know you want to come, and I know damn well she wants it. Why not pump her?"
"I don't know that that's a good idea."
"Why not?"
"She's married! I'd been pretty pissed if I found out my wife was getting it from someone else," I said quietly, feeling more than a little guilty all of a sudden.
"It's her choice who she puts between her legs, right?"
"Once you're married, I don't think it works that way," I answered.
"Didn't your wife ever have sex with anyone other than you?" she asked curiously.
"Not that I know of."
"And you didn't either? I mean you never had anyone but your wife?"
"Not once we were married. Before that I did, but not after. It wouldn't be right. Hell," I said looking around at the girls, some of them floating so their bodies showed and others standing so that the water was only waist high. I looked towards the shore and saw my daughter squatting in the shallows, taking a leak. "My wife has to be turning over in her grave right now," I said as I gently pulled Lizzy off my dick. I pushed away, leaving her with a confused look on her face, turned and swam back to the boat. I climbed the ladder and walked to the coolers. I dug through looking for something significantly harder than beer, but that looked like the strongest thing in there. I twisted the top off and downed three quarters of it in one long swig, partly because I was thirsty as hell and partly to dull the sudden feelings that were overtaking me.
I plopped down on the bench seat under the shade of the canopy and sat, staring at the bottle for a couple minutes before I downed the rest of it and went back for a second. I was sitting on the bench looking at my second half empty bottle when Melissa sat down next to me. "You alright?" she asked softly.
"I dunno," I answered.
"Wanna talk about it?"
I looked at her for a few seconds and then back down to my beer. "I dunno," I answered. The two of us sat quietly for a long time. She seemed to be just waiting for me to talk. She went and got a wine cooler and sat down again, still silent. We sat, letting the wind play across our completely naked bodies for long minutes. "I guess I'm feeling kind of guilty," I said quietly.
"About what? The girls?"
"Partly."
"What's the other part then?"
"That woman on the bass boat."
"I didn't see a lot to feel guilty about. You just did what she wanted."
"Yeah, see, that's the problem. I did what she wanted, I did what Tabitha wanted, I did what your daughter wanted...Hell, I spent all day doing what everyone wants me to do. Don't get me wrong. Like any guy I have fantasies...but this...this is way beyond anything I'd ever fantasized about, and I've let it carry me away. Having sex with you. I mean you're not married any more. But Tabitha. She is. That woman was."
"I didn't know Tabitha was married. And...well...my daughter... she isn't yet, but it was her choice... but what did you do to that woman? I didn't see anything."
"When she slipped down off the seat, she slid right onto my dick. And I let her, knowing her husband was right there."
"Yes, her husband was right there. Jacking off to the sight of another naked woman that wasn't his wife. Those two have issues they need to resolve. I don't think you're feeling guilty for letting her have what she clearly wanted will fix anything, or even make anything worse."
"Maybe not," I agreed before falling quiet again.
"What's really wrong?" she asked after a minute or so.
"Isn't that enough?"
"No. I don't think so. I think that's what you're saying is wrong, but there's something else. What is it?" she asked, twisting to face me more. She reached her hand for my shoulder and gently stroked my skin with her fingers while she lay her palm on my shoulder.
"You know. Until this trip I could count on one hand the number of women that I'd been naked in front of... and had been naked in front of me."
"Well, they do seem to have embraced that today. Mostly to tease you, actually."
"I was getting that idea."
"So who in specific is it bothering you being naked in front of? I know it's not me, or we wouldn't have had sex earlier. Who's the problem?"
"I didn't say there was a problem."
"You didn't need to. I've seen that look on men's faces before."
"You have?"
"Sure. Usually when they're trying to explain to me why they haven't called me back after a one night stand."
"Wait. I thought you weren't dating?"
"My daughter thinks I'm not. And right now, I'm not. But she isn't privy to all of my life choices. After...well...I dated some right after. But it didn't work out well with any of them."
"Oh."
"Does that change your opinion about me?"
"I don't think so," I said with a shrug.
"Good. I have no illusions that you and I are going to become romantically involved. I'm not looking for that. My daughter arranged this so I would have some fun and sex. And that's what I'm going to do. I'm going to enjoy every bit of you that you offer me. The question is... what's bothering you so much that you'll sit there and ignore a completely naked woman trying to throw herself at you?"
I looked around to see who was close in the water and then turned to look at her again. "Did you see what happened on the tube?"



"With Tabitha riding you? Yeah. We all did."
"No. Not that. Before that."
She looked at me curiously. "I don't understand."
"When Jenny got on the tube. She lost her balance and when she slid down life jacket...well... she kind of... oh hell."
"Are you saying you accidently ended up inside your own daughter?"
"Yeah," I answered quietly.
"It was an accident. I'm sure she understands that."
"I'm sure she does," I said quietly.
"Then what is it?"
"A few minutes ago... I'd just finished having sex with Lizzy. She was inviting me to try and fuck her mom at the wedding."
"Ohhhh. Now there's an idea!"
"Yeah. But while she was still... while I was still... while we were still...engaged. I was looking around and saw Jenny taking a leak."
"So?"
"So Lizzy thought my body was reacting to her suggesting I be naughty at the wedding."
"But it was something else?"
"Yeah," I said, feeling myself blush. "I saw Jenny bent over, only knee deep in the water."
"And you suddenly realized that you wanted to have sex with your daughter."
"Yeah. I'm sure you find that completely disgusting."
"Actually, I'm not surprised. Most dads don't get the chance to see their daughters, as adults at least, naked. I'm sure if they did, a lot more of them would feel what you feel. You wanna know why?"
"Sure. Why? We're all perverts?"
"Not at all. Most of our daughters look like us. Which means that your daughter reminds you a lot of your wife, who you loved deeply and shared sexually with for years. How could you not look at her and feel things?"
"So you're not disgusted?"
"Not at all," she answered, leaning towards me. She set her bottle down and reached for my lap, wrapping her hand around my half hard cock. "I think in your position, I'd be tempted myself. And if I were to guess...I'd be surprised if that accident was actually an accident," she whispered.
"You mean..."
"Why not? I mean, she stood there, and made herself orgasm right in front of you. She didn't turn away or try to hide it or even try not to climax. No, she stood so that you could see every bit of her sex while she made herself climax, probably thinking about your cock inside her instead of that dildo. Does that sound like a woman that's repulsed or embarrassed by the sight of her dad's naked and very hard cock?" she asked, stroking my dick which seemed to be incredibly hard all of a sudden. "It wouldn't surprise me if she was trying to think up some plan to get you into her again, without looking like she was trying to," she whispered.
"You think?"
"I do. I also think I wouldn't mind getting fucked in the lake like Lizzy did," she said with a grin. "Besides, naked or not, it's getting warm up here. Why don't we get in the water and see what happens?"
"If you want to."
"I think you want to as well," she answered, standing up.
I did let Melissa ride herself to climax on my dick again. I also watched the girls climbing in and out of the boat, giving me fantastic views of their bodies when they headed to the boat to get another drink. They were managing to polish off quite a bit of that alcohol. While I didn't think any of them were drunk, a few were definitely feeling it, including Shania who brought me a drink when she retrieved one of her own.
"So, you got a tip for a sexy waitress?" she asked, pressing and rubbing her huge tits around my chest.
"A tip huh? What kind of a tip?"
"Well, since we don't have any money, how about this tip?" she asked reaching down between us and stroking a finger around my fat head, my cock unable to NOT be hard with her rubbing her tits on me the way she was.
"And just what would you like me to do with this tip?"
"I want you to stick it into me as faaaaaar as you can and make me come on you. I've been watching you and I'm soooo horny for your cock."
"You sure it's not because you're drunk?"
"Mister C. I wouldn't be brave enough to ask for it if I wasn't," she whispered, pushing my cock down until I could feel her working my head between her thighs. "Jenny said how big and fat it felt inside her. I know you like my titties. You keep looking at them. I wanna know if you like my little pussy just as much, and this is the perfect place."
"Why is this the perfect place?" I asked curiously.
"Because that way no one knows," she said with a giggle.
"No one knows what?"
"What happens when I come," she whispered.
"What does happen?"
She looked around and then leaned to me to whisper in my ear. "I squirt. And I don't mean a little. I mean a LOT!"
"I see. And in the lake, no one can tell?" She just grinned at me and started working to try and get my dick into her.
"Aren't we going to have to put these down?" I asked, holding the bottle up in my hand.
"Maybe," she said with a crooked grin. "You promise to still fuck me if I don't stick you in me right now?"
"Why don't we go back to the boat. There's a lot of sunblock tubes there and I'm sure a little lubrication would go a long way."
"But someone might see."
"I don't mind if you don't," I whispered. "Besides, I'd like to suck on those nipples and maybe your pussy first."
"You do?" she asked with a smile. "I'd really love that. But you'll have to be careful."
"About what?"
"You probably don't want to be licking my pussy when I come," she said seriously, the smile leaving her face. She leaned towards me and whispered, "My boyfriend won't lick me anymore because I accidently came in his face one time."
"Well, why don't you let me worry about that," I whispered back, pulling her tightly to me with my free hand, smashing her tits against my chest and causing my head to push into the vaginal entrance she had been trying to get me into.
"Oh fuck," she breathed. "Jenny was right. You are soooo fucking big. You have to promise to fuck me though. Promise?"
"I promise," I answered, back, looking around and finding my daughter standing neck deep watching the two of us. I couldn't help but think that the look on her face was one of wishfulness. Maybe wishing it was her that my dick just forced its way into.
The two of us separated and swam awkwardly, one handed, to the stern and climbed up onto the boat. I set both our bottles in cup holders and then pushed her gently to sit in one of the swivel chairs in the stern. I knelt down and leaned towards her, letting her put her arms around my neck and pull my face to hers. We kissed wetly for long seconds before she let go, panting for breath, my fingers having found her wet pussy lips and started stroking her. She let go of me and I lowered my face to her breasts, gently kissing around and around her massive right breast. My wife's tits had been big, but Shania's were even larger. They had to be at least a triple D or maybe even an F. I cupped and kissed her right breast until I'd made my way to her nipple, which I sucked into my mouth, along with a significant amount of her large dark areola. I teased her nipple with my tongue, squeezing and sucking her nipple. I suddenly felt a warm wetness flow into my mouth. I pulled away in surprise, looking to her face. I saw the look of concern on her face, and I smiled back.
"If I'd have known, I'd have been sucking these sooner," I said with a grin, lowering my face back down and feeling her breast surge more milk into my mouth. I hadn't enjoyed this since my own kids had grown out of nursing stage, and I always found it such an erotic turn-on. I let one hand slide back down between her legs, teasing her pussy lips while I switched to her other side. I quickly felt her milk flow into my mouth as I sucked, her letdown reflex triggering as she relaxed, realizing that I was enjoying the feeling of her breastmilk, instead of being repulsed. I worked from breast to breast, sucking each nipple in turn while I teased my fingers up and down her slit. I finally let go of her tits and kissed my way down her stomach, realizing that the stretch marks I was seeing were from having a baby.
"Maybe later you can do that again. I'm going to be so over full by the time I get back if I don't express some."
"I'd be happy to." I grinned before leaning my face to her already wet pussy.
"Be careful. You have me so turned on already," she moaned.
"Let me worry about that," I said between soft gentle licks. She lifted her legs and rested her heels on my back as I licked up her slit, her hands spreading her legs wide for me. I could taste her juices already flowing, leaking from her and dripping from my chin. I let my tongue attack her clit, stroking and flicking it and teasing it to the point she could barely sit still. She used her feet on my back to lift her pussy towards my face, her moans growing louder by the moment, until it happened.
I've never had trouble telling when a woman was going to orgasm, either with my late wife or any of my previous girlfriends, but in this case, there was NO missing it. I've heard of squirting. I've seen it on some porn videos. I even got a little taste of it when I spanked Carri. But this...this was totally on another level! Her body stiffened, her feet pressing into my back to lift her pussy up towards me and then a massive gush of her juices spraying out at me, hitting my chin and spraying to the sides and down my front. I was so surprised that I pulled my face back only to be hit by not one, not two or three, but four gushes of cum that drenched me down my chest as thoroughly as if I'd just been in the lake.
"OH God. I'm so sorry!" she panted, her feet no longer on my back but laying on my shoulders as she settled down onto the seat again.
I chuckled and shook my head. "For what?"
"For doing that all over you. I tried to warn you to do it in the lake."
I let her feet fall off my shoulders and moved back towards her, letting my dripping cock aim towards her pussy as I straightened to my knees. I rubbed my head up and down her slit for a few seconds and then pushed easily into her. I lifted both legs and held them up and started pumping my shaft in and out of her. My body slapped wetly against her bare ass as I drove hard into her, pushing her orgasm back up the slope towards another climax. She panted and moaned as I pounded hard into her, driving my fat head into her cervix. "Oh God. Oh God," she gasped over and over as her body started to tremble again. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" she screamed as her body again spewed a huge gush of her cum out at me. I kept pumping into her as I reached around her legs to her huge nipples, her areola puffed out significantly from her creamy breasts. I squeezed her nipples as I continued driving into her, little streams of milk spraying onto both of us as her pussy convulsed around me again, another slightly smaller spray from her pussy adding to what was already dripping from me. I wouldn't be surprised if she'd already sprayed a quart of...well...I wasn't sure exactly what it was, girl cum? She'd already sprayed maybe a quart of her cum at me before she once again sprayed again, this time in response to the feeling of my cum shooting deep in her pussy. I squeezed her breasts nipples again, watching her milk spray out towards me as I shot another gush into her.
I knelt there, panting, her body still twitching and occasionally spewing a little stream out at me, until that too faded away, leaving us both panting for breath and wet beyond words. "Okay. Now that was intense," I chuckled.
"You aren't mad?"
"Why would I be mad?" I asked. "Seems to me that you enjoyed the hell out of it, which was the idea, right?"
"Well, yeah. But..."
"But what?"
"My boyfriend will only have sex with me in the shower because I can't help it."
"Well. It would be hard on bed sheets," I said with a grin.
"Yeah. It would, wouldn't it," she said, smiling back now.
"And since we have a whole lake to wash off in..."
"And you didn't mind it? Really?"
"Do I look like I minded?"
"Well...no, not really."
"Good," I said as I leaned down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth again. I squeezed her tit and sucked her nipple getting another shot of milk from her.
"Ohhhh God. You trying to get me going again?" she asked as my dick slipped from her.
"Nope. Just enjoying. I didn't realize you were breastfeeding until we started this. If you need help getting rid of some milk later, I could be convinced to help."
"Convinced? After the way you sucked on my boobs, I don't think you need much convincing."
I was silent a few moments. "True. When my children were little, my wife used to love dangling her milk filled tits in my face while she rode on my cock. She said it'd make her come really hard, having me sucking her tits while she rode me. If you hung your tits in my face that way, I can pretty well guarantee that I'd get a hard-on, if you catch my drift."
"I think I'd love to feel that," she answered in a whisper.
"Good. Now how about we get in the lake and rinse this off?"
"Yeah," she agreed, letting me drop her legs and help her stand up, while I stayed kneeling. I leaned towards her and gently kissed her mound and pussy before standing up and moving to the ladder with her. Instead of climbing down, she just jumped in off the stern. I waited for her to come up and then followed suit.
I swam towards shore where I could stand again and used my hands to wash my face a bit more thoroughly.
"That was pretty nice," Jenny said as she waded over towards me.
"What was?"
"Helping her climax. She doesn't get the chance very often."
"Why not?"
My daughter laughed. "Only you would ask that Dad. Not everyone is as accepting of things as you are. Some people get really grossed out by that kind of thing."
"She felt good, I felt good, what's the problem?"
She pushed off the bottom and floated to me, unable to stand in the depth I was in. She wrapped her legs and arms around me, pressing her bare body against me as she hugged me. "That's why I love you Dad. No matter what, you always worry about the other guy."
"If you say so," I answered, letting my arms slide around her and then cup her ass. I couldn't help myself from squeezing her butt cheeks as she hugged me, her pelvis pressing against me to grind her mound and pussy against my deflated cock.
"Mmmmmm that feels nice. I like having my butt played with," she whispered. "I'm sorry things got so messed up. I mean, we just planned on having you have sex with Melissa. I never thought the girls would go all out naked on you," she said as she pulled her face from mine to look at me.
"Well, it's given me something to think about anyway," I said, trying not to think about how hard her nipples felt at that moment.
"Lizzy can be a bit...um...sometimes she's..."
"Yeah. I get it," I answered back. "She wants me to try and have sex with her mother at the wedding. She's even suggested that if you guys don't wear underwear, I can play with you to my hearts content."
"Ooooooo. That sounds like a really nice idea," she said with a smile. "I'd go without if you'd..." she stopped mid sentence and held onto me, not letting go but looking at me. "I shouldn't have said that."
"And I shouldn't have been thinking what I was just thinking," I agreed.
She was silent, a long time, me standing, holding her against me. "Do you remember that party Mary talked you into while mom was gone? The one right before graduation?"
"Oh yeah. She had to do a lot of talking after what she did..." I said, stopping mid-sentence awkwardly.
"After what she did?" Jenny asked with a little smile. "You mean after she and her friend walked in naked while you were working out?"
I looked at her a little stunned. "You know about that?"
"Come on Dad. I've known about that since it happened," she said. "I also know all about the party."
"You do. Just what do you know?"
"Well, let's see. I know that one of the girls came out of the house naked and laid down right in front of you while you were grilling the hamburgers and played with herself until she climaxed. And I know that all the girls came to eat topless."
I groaned, remembering almost as if it were yesterday instead of ten plus years ago. One of Mary's friends did indeed walk out completely naked and laid down in a lounge chair on the patio right in front of me. She laid down and played with herself until she climaxed, giving me a massive hard-on. I'd have left when she came out, but if I did, the burgers would have burned to a crisp. I wondered if Jenny knew that after Mary's friend climaxed, she walked over to me, and from behind, pulled my shorts and underwear down, exposing my raging hard-on and played with my dick until she made me come, squirting all over the front of the grill. I hoped not.
"I also know other things," she said softly, wiggling herself against me a little, making me realize that my dick was getting hard, and where it was getting hard was between my daughter's legs, pressing up against her pussy. I could feel the heat of her body flowing into me where I pressed against her.
"Like what?"
"I know that every one of those girls walked through the family room in front of you, naked, every single one of them."
"Yeah. I didn't understand why."
"To get you turned on."
"But why?"
She looked at me curiously. "You don't know?"
"Know what?" I asked, honestly confused.
She grinned. "You really don't know?"
"Come on. Know what?"
"While you were in the shower Mary came in, completely naked. She was going to set up the camera and video it for the girls, and then get in the shower with you. But when she looked in you were busy, and she got worried that it wouldn't fit. So she just videoed you and snuck out again."
"Oh God. You mean she...and then... oh shit. How do YOU know about it?"
"I've seen the video. She shared it with me," she said with a little grin. "All the girls have a copy, or they did."
"Oh God."
"Let's face it Dad, you have a big dick!"
"Not that big," I muttered.
"Yes Dad. That big. Why do you think all the girls here wanna fuck you?"
"I just thought they were all horny or something."
"Well, yeah! With a cock like that in front of them. Hell Dad, you'd give a real paid stripper a run for their money with that one."
I scowled. "I don't think that's funny."
"I wasn't trying to be funny," she said, letting go of my neck with one of her hands. She reached down behind her and then I felt her fingers on my again hard dick and head. She lifted herself up using her legs around my waist and pressed my head up between her lips.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked, clamping my arms around her waist to keep her from lifting high enough to actually get my dick where I was pretty sure she was aiming.
"I didn't get a chance to really enjoy it on the tube," she said, looking at me seriously.
"And you think I'm just going to let you? I mean... you're my daughter."
"So? Mary has."
"Mary has what?"
"Fucked you."
"What? When? No way. I'd know if I'd had sex with my daughter."
She looked at me for long seconds, then smiled slowly. "You didn't know?"
"What?" I asked again, wondering what else she knew I didn't.
"The girl in the night. It was Mary." I stared at her incredulously. Not only did she know that during that damn party one of the girls had snuck into my bedroom and started fucking me while I was asleep, but she was telling me that it was my own daughter and not who I thought it had been. "It was. She snuck into your room after you fell asleep and sucked on your dick until you were hard and then sat on you. She managed to get you all the way into her and was riding you before you woke up. When you asked her to stop, she just kept going until you got upset and rolled her over onto her back. She thought you were going to pull out and stop, but instead you said something about if she wanted to fuck around then she might as well learn what it is to get fucked. Then you fucked her hard until she came and then you came inside her. It was Mary. That's how I know."



"Oh shit. I did that to my own daughter! I thought it was Rebecka, or whatever the hell her name was, the one that came out and finger fucked herself in front of me on the patio. I mean, it was dark, but I figured I'd know my own daughter."
"Apparently not. It was her. The dare was to get you to cum inside her, and then she had to go back and show it off to the girls to prove it. And she did."
"Oh God," I groaned, letting my arms loosen a bit. She quickly lifted herself the rest of the way and I felt my head engage into her pussy. I clamped around her again, holding her with my head only a few short inches into her.
"Come on Dad," she whispered softly. "I want this as much as you do. I saw how hard you came in Melissa when you were watching me in the campsite. I know you want this as much as I do." She leaned her face towards mine and gently kissed me. The kiss turned into a long erotic passionate kiss. Somewhere during the kiss she began to use her legs around me to lift and lower herself on me, her pussy stroking up and down my shaft. I could feel myself getting even harder inside her as she moaned into my mouth and finally broke the kiss, gasping for breath. "Oh God Dad. You really are a fucking monster," she moaned. "A monster cock."
"You need to stop," I groaned softly, trying to squeeze her waist again.
"Why? Because you're going to come? I want you to. I want to feel you pumping into me like you did to Mary. I wanna feel you come inside me. I've wanted it for a long time. Since Mary showed me that video and told me about fucking you that night. She told me all about how she sucked on you until you got big and hard and how she had to be so careful not to wake you up while she was trying to get you into her. She said you were so big it took her nearly five minutes of sitting with her pussy on your head before she finally stretched out enough to slide your head into her, and then another couple minutes before she stretched out enough to get you all the way in as far as you'd fit. She said she played with her clit and climaxed on you even before she had a chance to start riding you."
"Oh shit," I groaned, imagining my youngest daughter straddling me, working me slowly into her tight teenage pussy.
She leaned towards me and whispered in my ear, "She'd had toys, but you were her first real cock."
"Oh shit," I groaned, my body suddenly bucking hard and driving my dick into her. There wasn't much cum left after all the sex I'd already had, but it didn't matter to Jenny as she felt me climax, her own orgasm following only a few seconds later.
"God, I wish you'd done this to me years ago. I wish you'd been my first too. I'd have gladly given you my virginity like Mary did," she whispered while she held me tight, our bodies pressed together as closely as possible while she trembled, and her pussy squeezed around my still twitching cock. I felt my body twitch hard again, involuntarily pushing my still hard dick back up hard into her at the comment, smashing my head against her cervix. I heard and felt her grunt at the impact and then chuckle softly. "You didn't know that either, did you."
"No," I answered quietly. "I guess I'm lucky I didn't get my own daughter pregnant and end up in jail for incest."
"You didn't have to worry. She'd taken care of that for the night. She wanted you to cum in her, but she was smart about it. She'd gotten mom to put her on the pill a couple years before to help with her period."
"Tell me," I asked, pulling my head back to look her in the face. "How long had she been planning on trying to have sex with me?"
"I guess she'd been thinking about for a while, but it wasn't until her friend dared her to do the naked yoga with her in front of you that she started to seriously think about making it happen. She kind of hoped that you'd do both of them that day, but when you left the room, she was...well...disappointed. She thought it'd be easier to get you to than it was."
"So the little accidental flashes coming out of the bathroom and the short skirts with no underwear and stuff, wasn't accidental at all?"
"Jesus Dad. Are you that oblivious?"
"Apparently," I admitted.
"That's okay. The girls are having fun trying to tease you into stuff. The fact that you resist just makes it all the more fun for them."
"Did Melissa know anything about this?"
"Uh uh. Not a bit. She's as clueless as you. Every one of the girls here agreed to try and fuck you, although I think Tabitha and Lizzy have been the most successful."
"Yeah. If I'd have known Tabitha was married, I probably wouldn't have done that."
"That's okay. You're not her first white dick, but you might be her biggest."
"Do I have to worry about any of these girls getting pregnant?"
"I don't think so. Tabitha's already pregnant, so you can't make her pregnant again. Though you might want to be careful with Carri. She's off the pill so she can get pregnant with Robert. Not sure how long she's been off though."
"What about Shania?"
"Not sure, actually. She just gave birth about seven months ago."
"Well, let's hope not. I've given her quite a load. I have no idea how. Hell, I shouldn't have a hard-on at all at this point. I'm not some young teenager."
She closed her eyes and then sighed. "Promise not to get mad?"
"What do I have to get mad about?"
"Well. You remember that soda that Lizzy gave you on the way to the lake?"
"Yeah? What about it?"
"She told me when we got here that you wouldn't have any trouble keeping it up all day for us. When I asked her why, she just grinned and said Viagra."
"She gave me a Viagra laced drink?"
"Two actually. One on the way and a second one at lunch."
"Jesus. No wonder I feel like I've had a boner all day," I groaned.
"She was trying to help."
"I'm sure she was," I said with a scowl.
"You're not mad?"
"Let's just say that I'm going to be taking it up with her one on one later," I said. "So since she planned on me keeping it up all day, am I to assume that there are more fun, and games planned?"
"I don't have an itinerary, but I'd expect so."
"Great!" I said with a sigh.
"After dinner, if you get a chance, pick Shania."
"Why would I have sex with any of them tonight?"
"Let's just say that Lizzy has a couple games planned that are intended to ensure all the girls have a chance to try you on for size. But you'll get to pick one what she calls the winner. But don't tell her I told you."
"So why Shania?"
"Her boyfriend has asked her to marry him because it's his baby, but she's not sure and to be honest, I don't think he really appreciates her. He'll only have sex with her in the shower and he won't go near her tits. He's completely grossed out by...well, you know what."
"I do. So how did he end up making her pregnant?"
"That's easy. She liked him but she didn't let herself climax when they were having sex. She faked it because she was afraid that if she came...like she did with you, that he'd leave. I guess it's happened before."
"That's a shame. She's a sweet girl."
"She is. She's a little young for you, but you know, you two would make a really good couple. She loves showing off and flashing, and you definitely enjoy seeing it. Not to mention you and her fit together, size wise."
"Are you suggesting I take up with a girl almost half my age?"
"You know Dad, age isn't everything. Yeah, you'll get some looks and comments, but if you let yourself..."
"Why would she even be interested in me?"
"Trust me Dad. She's interested. You're all she's talked about since the wedding shower."
"The wedding shower? A couple months ago? Why would she be interested in me over that? I mean I didn't do much but cook for you guys."
"Us girls and a few moms," she said. "You were quite the topic of conversation for much of the party. As I understand it, any dad that would not only put up with his daughter throwing a hen party, but then cooking all the food for it, well, he's something special."
"I'm nothing special. I'm just as sucker for my daughters," I answered.
"Maybe. But you have to admit, Shania did expose a LOT of her breast when she was feeding. A LOT more than was required to get the job done. I'm sure you can guess why."
I shook my head. "I was trying hard not to look."
"Not even when you walked into the bedroom with both her tits hanging out?" she asked with a grin. "I told you she liked to flash."
"Well. I might have looked a little... while we talked."
"Uh huh. She said she managed to get you to not run away right away. She also said she could tell you liked what you saw. It was an impressive bulge in those shorts. Even I could see that."
"Oh Lord. Who else noticed?"
"Who didn't Dad? Lizzy, and her mom got an eye full, which is probably why Lizzy wants you to fuck her mom. But to be honest, I think Shania was most taken with you. She's even asked if I can invent a reason for her to come visit with me."
"Good Lord," I said. "If I started dating someone that young..."
"No one would care," my daughter said with a huge grin. "And the fact that you've even thought about what people might say, well, that means you're already thinking about it. She's a sweet girl. I'm not sure you're ready to become a father of a toddler again, but...well...you'd do as wonderful a job with him as you did with us."
"No. No way. Not at my age. I don't think I can go down that road again. I'm way to old. Hell, I'd be retired before he'd even graduate from high school!"
Jenny chuckled in her soft, quiet, feminine laugh her mom used to have. "Dad. You're hard."
"What?"
"Your dick. It's still in me and it's hard again. I mean...really hard!"
"So?"
She rolled her eyes and shook her had. "Sometimes I wonder about you. Who have we been talking about?"
"Shania," I answered.
"Uh huh. And you're hard as a rock. What do YOU think that means?"
"I don't know," I lied. "Too much damn Viagra?"
"Yeah. Right. You know exactly. I think you should be thinking about inviting her over to the house one day, just to talk. You never know."
"I can't do that. What would people think?"
She twisted herself around and looked over the water. "SHANIA! Come over here!"
"Don't do that!" I hissed as Shania swam in our direction. It suddenly seemed like everyone was giving Jenny and I some space, which could only mean that they knew what the hell we were doing under the water.
"Yeah Jen?" she asked as she floated a few feet away, treading water that was slightly deeper than she was tall.
"If you won't invite her over, then you can talk right here," my daughter said as she released herself from me. She pulled off my surprisingly hard dick and backed off a little treading water. "My dad wants to talk with you," she said before swimming away.
"Mister C?" Shania asked curiously.
I took a deep breath and sighed. "My daughter thinks we need to talk," I said. "Come here, before you get tired of treading water."
She moved closer and I reached out and looped an arm around her waist and pulled her towards me. Like my daughter had, she wrapped her legs around mine and her arms around my shoulders, pressing her huge tits against my chest. The two of us held each other tightly so she didn't have to tread water.
"So?" she asked quietly.
"My daughter thinks you have a crush on me."
She blushed. "I sorta do," she admitted.
"She also thinks that based on a dubious physical reaction, that I have an interest in you... maybe more than just physically. And she thinks we need to talk about it."
"Your daughter is perceptive. Yeah. I've had something of a crush on you since Carrie's bridal shower."
"Why?"
"Honestly, partly because of the way you looked at me and partly because of the way you were with all the girls. I mean, you were sweet and kind and helpful. Even when we broke the wine bottle all over the kitchen floor. You were more worried about one of us getting cut than the mess we'd made. And Jenny has told us how much you hate house cleaning, yet you didn't complain. The house looked spic and span for us. I wish my dad had been as caring about his daughter as you are about yours. So... yeah, I was impressed... and turned on."
"Don't you have a boyfriend?" I asked quietly. "The father of your baby?"
"Yeah. The big jerk. He got me pregnant and now he doesn't even want to hardly have sex with me. He barely comes over to see the baby."
"I guessed he was living with you."
"Uh uh. I'm living with mom. No," she said with a sigh. "He comes over when he's been drinking and wants to fuck, but the only place he wants to do it is in the shower... just in case I get off too. Half the time we go to bed I've not gotten off, so I have to go sit on the toilet and finish myself off after he goes to sleep."
"That isn't much of a way to start a relationship."
"No. It's not. And I realize that it would be a stretch to think that you would be romantically interested in someone my age, but a girl can wish."
"Well. I AM attracted to you. But is that attraction purely physical? I don't know exactly. I haven't had much time to think about it. Actually, I've had just a few minutes to think about it. Maybe we can talk about it some more. Maybe even go out once and see what happens."
"If we have a chance. I know Carrie and Jenny are hoping you'll hit it off with Melissa."
"I like her. She's been fun to be around today. But I'm not feeling anything romantic. I don't think she's interested in a romantic relationship either. So I wouldn't say that I'm anywhere off the market," I chuckled.
"Well, then a little more sex here and maybe a date isn't a bad idea."
"The way you girls are wearing me out...there may not be much left in the sex department. Hell, I haven't had this much sex in...well...ever."
"Well, you're hard now. I can feel you against my stomach. So if you want... I wouldn't mind another orgasm around your cock," she said as she slid one hand down between us and wrapped it around my hard shaft. "You don't have to do anything. I'll do all the work," she suggested.
She let go of my legs with hers and then arched her back to lift them and wrap them around my waist. She leaned back, letting her tits break the surface between us as she reached down and found my hard dick. It didn't take much for her to get me aligned and into her hot wet depths. "Mmmmmmmmmm," she moaned softly. "You feel so good in there."
"You feel pretty damn good around me too," I answered as she started to rock her hips. I reached down with one hand, letting my thumb press on her slit over her clit and the other on one of her big soft tits. I squeezed her breast and then moved my fingers to her nipple, getting a series of tiny little streams of milk spraying into the air as she groaned in pleasure.
I worked my thumb between her lips to her clit and then began to rub up and down across it as she rocked her hips. She let out a deep groan of pleasure as she rocked on me, sliding herself on and off my cock only an inch or two, but with my head pressing against her cervix, this was apparently enough. Back and forth her hips rocked, her hands clasped behind my neck, her big tits bouncing in the water and making small waves between us. I had to admit it was one hell of a sight. One I could easily get used to.
"I'm gonna come," she panted as I rubbed her clit, and she humped her hips against me. "Gonna come," she moaned as she closed her eyes and leaned her head back. I felt her pussy spasm and her whole body jerk like it had before. I was confident that her orgasm was every bit as wet as the last, only this time under the water. I let go of her breast and used both hands under her butt to hold her up. She unclasped her legs and stretched them straight behind me, her whole body trembling and shuddering. I felt her pussy clench around me hard a second time, this time sure she had squirted, the warmth of her flow overriding the cooler water temperature. A third time she stiffened before pulling herself to me and sagging against my body, her legs stuck past me, and her full round butt clasped in my hands to hold her up.
It took a few moments for her to gather herself and then she lifted her head and leaned it towards me. She kissed me softly, the kiss seeming to go on for long minutes, her lips finally leaving mine after a final soft kiss. "You have no idea how good it feels to be able to climax without holding back, without having to hide what happens. Thank you," she whispered, her lips only a fraction of an inch from mine. "I knew you would be special when I first met you. I'm glad I was right," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine again for another second long soft wet kiss. "I could stay here in your arms all day if you'd let me. Making love with you, kissing you, feeling your body pressed to mine and inside mine."
"I know..." I started to say, but she pressed her lips to mine again, clearly to stop me from talking.
"Don't. Please. I know the score. Just let me pretend for a few minutes," she whispered when she broke the kiss. She held me for another minute or so and then pushed away, floating away and pulling my still hard dick from her pussy. She took a deep breath and then rolled over in the water, ducking under and swimming a ways away before popping up again.
I pushed off and swam to the boat and climbed up. I grabbed another beer, suddenly very thirsty, and plopped on the seat. I laid down in the shade of the bimini top after draining about half the beer and closed my eyes for a few minutes.
I felt the boat rocking and ignored it, figuring it was just one of the girls getting something to drink. I kept my eyes closed until I heard the outboard start up. I opened my eyes to see all the girls back on the boat and the sun considerably lower in the sky. I looked at my watch and was surprised to see I'd slept almost two hours.
I started to get up and Shania sat down next to me, pulling me back down so that my head lay on her lap. Tabitha lifted my legs and sat down under them as I was still taking up a considerable amount of the bench, but at least two of the girls were sitting with me. Jenny was at the controls of the boat as she motored it slowly out of the cove.
Shania looked down at me and grinned before pulling the cup of her bikini top, which all the girls were once again wearing, up so her big tit hung down with her nipple right in my face. If I wanted to, all I'd have to do is turn my head and it would be right at mouth height. I wasn't planning on it until Tabitha started to stroke my soft dick with her fingers. It only took a few moments for it to start responding to the sight of Shania's big tit bouncing in my face, and sometimes on my face, and Tabitha's fingers. I wondered what it looked like to passing boats as I lay there, slowly getting a hard-on. Shania looked down and grinned at me before pulling the other breast from her top, her tits completely exposed to anyone that wanted to look. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised. She coaxed me to turn my head and then pressed her nipple to my lips.
I opened my mouth and closed my lips around her nipple and gently teased it with my tongue. I could feel little drops of milk forming but didn't really want to suck it in front of everyone, though I doubted she would have minded.
Tabitha seemed intent on getting me hard again, which didn't take long, her hand soon gently stroking along the length of my shaft and occasionally pulling all the way off to let her fingers tease over and around my head. It wasn't long before I felt another set of hands on my body, stroking up and down my chest and thighs. I couldn't see who it was with my head turned to Shania, but I could make a few guesses who might be that forward. It wasn't long before Tabitha's hand was replaced by a hot wet mouth, her tongue teasing over and around my head before slowly sliding her lips up and down my shaft, Tabitha's hand stroking along with the lips.



I closed my eyes and gave in to the sensation and sucked Shania's nipple hard, drawing a long stream of milk, along with a gentle moan of pleasure. The mouth on my dick didn't seem interested in getting me off, but instead making sure I was once again, very turned on. I didn't release Shania's nipple until my daughter throttled the boat back.
I let go of her nipple and sighed, knowing that even if I did get to suck it again, it wouldn't be under nearly as comfortable circumstances. My daughter shut down the engine and walked quickly to the bow to toss the anchor onto shore and pull the rope taut. I looked down and found my guess correct. Lizzy was sucking my dick. She pulled off of me with a huge grin. "That feel good?"
"You know it did," I answered her. "You're pretty damn good at that."
"Lots of practice," she said with a grin. "You sure you don't want to play male stripper tonight? You're already dressed for it."
"What good is a stripper that's already stripped? Isn't the fun in watching him get naked?"
"Uh uh. The real fun starts after, when he starts rubbing his cock on our tits and pussies."
"I really don't understand you girls," I said as I sat up from Shania's lap. I walked to the stern and set another anchor in the deeper water so the boat didn't spin in a wind, and then followed the girls off the bow and the short walk to the campsite on the other side of the row of bushes along the shoreline. One luxury I have always allowed myself when camping is a comfortable chair. Since I didn't have to do anything for dinner with my daughter taking care of the cooking, I found my reclining bag chair and set it up under the shade of one of the trees where I could watch the camp. All the girls were once again dressed, leaving me the only one naked as I settled into my chair. Lizzy brought me another beer to drink, and a few minutes later Shania walked over.
"You know. My boobs are so full they almost hurt, and I know how much you like to play with them. Would you mind helping me express some milk to take the pressure off?"
I grinned. "I'd love to. On one condition."
"What's that?"
"You take that bikini back off and sit on my cock, and I promise to get your breasts well expressed." Without a word, and with a huge grin on her face, she stripped the tiny blue bikini back off, leaving her as naked as I was. She carefully stepped over me, threading her legs through the gap of the arm rests of my chair, and then reached down and aimed my cock at her pussy. She settled down on me with a smile and a contented groan.
"Soooooooo good," she said a little breathlessly. "I could really get used to feeling this."
"Well, let me help you with those sexy tits," I said as I reached up to her left breast and gently wrapped both hands around it. I gently squeezed it and kneaded it until I saw little bubbles of milk start to appear on her big erect nipple. I slipped my hands down and gently squeezed and pulled her nipple, drawing tiny streamers of milk from her, which flew in all directions, much of it landing on my face and chest.
"I don't think I've ever breastfed a man before today, but I have to say, in the boat, I was getting really turned on," she whispered as she leaned closer to me. "Suck on it again?"
I opened my mouth and she leaned towards me until I could close my lips around her nipple and areola. I sucked on it and was rewarded with a surge of her warm breast's milk. When my kids were young, I would frequently get some milk from my wife's breasts when we had sex, but I'd never just out and out sucked to this extent. The warm milk flowed down my throat, and she moaned softly in response.
I didn't need my hands on her breast any longer, so I let my left hand lift to her right breast and squeeze it, showering my chest with more milk, while I let my right hand slide down until I could feel her hot wet pussy lips. I let my finger work between her lips so the tip could stroke on her clit, and I gently began to rub it ever so gently. I was surprised at the sudden surge of milk I received, along with a gasp of pleasure.
"Oh Jesus," she mumbled as I teased her hard nub unexpectedly.
I sucked on her nipple, drawing more milk while I stroked her clit, her hips less and less able to stay still on me. She was soon lifting and lowering herself on my dick, her tit glued into my mouth as I continued to suck, each stroke down onto me sliding her clit along my finger. Her moans grew in intensity as she worked both of us closer to climax.
I pulled my mouth from her tit and panted to her that I was going to come, which she answered that she was as well. I knew what to expect, and I was not disappointed. I felt her pussy clench around me as she continued to stroke up and down, determined to bring me off with her. I felt her pussy squirting her juices out around me, onto my stomach and pelvis as she drove herself down hard on my shaft.
"SHIT!" I grunted as my body bucked under her, driving up into her as she came down on me, jamming my head hard into her cervix. I felt a gush of cum push up into her as she sat on me, quivering and trembling, both nipples spraying little streams of milk onto me as she climaxed.
We sat panting and sweating for long seconds until she bent herself enough to reach my face with hers. She kissed me softly, sweetly, taking long seconds to suck my lower lip. "God I can't get enough of you," she breathed as she broke the kiss. "That felt so fantastic. I can't remember the last time I was able to climax more than once in a day, and...without having to be or do anything special. If you're hoping I don't fall in love with you, you're definitely NOT doing it the right way."
I chuckled a little. "I'm not sure if I should be sorry or not."
"Please don't be," she whispered. "I don't want you to feel sorry for anything. I never expected this to happen, for me to feel the way I do, for me even to have sex with you. It's kind of...overwhelming. I don't think I ever realized just how it could feel, not having to worry about what he might think about...well...about how I climax."
"There's nothing wrong with how you climax. And if he thinks there is, then he's an idiot. I'll admit, it can be messy, but it's part of you, part of who you are. You shouldn't have to worry about changing that."
She leaned down and kissed me again. "Thank you."
"Now, I better finish getting these babies milked, or we're not going to get dinner," I said with a chuckle.
By the time I finished squirting myself with milk from both breasts, and getting them emptied, I was covered in her milk and her cum. She helped me to the shoreline and gently rinsed me off. Then she cleaned my chair off so that at least it was only lake water wet instead of sticky girl cum soaked. By then the fire was more than ready for cooking, and I settled back in to watch the girls make the chicken and shrimp stir-fry.
When dinner was ready, Carrie was handed a plate and a fork and brought it to me. "Okay Carrie," Lizzy said with a grin. "You have to sit on Mister C naked and feed the both of you. You can't touch anything but the plate and the fork, but HE can touch you anywhere, any way he wants."
"Any way?" I asked with a grin.
She carefully settled herself on my lap, trapping my half hard dick between us, tucked perfectly between her wet pussy lips. She was handed the plate and a few moments later Jenny brought us two sodas and put one in the cup holder of each arm. "No more beer for you Dad. I think you've had enough for a while."
The food was good, and I spent the time sliding my fingers all over her body, teasing her to within a few breaths of climaxing, but not getting her pushed over the edge before she finished feeding us. I hoped that I'd have a chance to finish the job later, preferably with something besides my finger.
Camp was cleaned up by several of the girls, under direction of my daughter, while Melissa and I sat and watched, the sun sliding quickly towards the horizon. I directed my daughter to set out the assortment of citronella candles I had in one of the boxes of supplies to try and keep the mosquitoes at bay. I figured the little blood suckers would really enjoy all the soft tender flesh that was still on display as darkness closed in. The girls sat around the fire and traded embarrassing stories about both Carrie and each other, but mostly Carrie.
I heard a wonderful description about how she lost her swimsuit bottom at a pool party one time, and another of her friends swiping her clothes in a store dressing room, leaving her stranded in it, naked, until Robert showed up with something for her to wear, which was apparently the first time he'd seen her completely naked. I also heard the story about how my sweet little daughter managed to strip both Robert and Carrie at a party, leaving them both naked for more than long enough for nature to take its course for the first time. And nature HAD to take its course because my sweet kind daughter refused to give them their clothes back unless Carrie could prove they'd done it, which was done by showing off to her and her friends the results leaking from her.
All in all, I was starting to get pretty damn turned on by the talk, as was Melissa, from what I could tell by her very hard nipples poking out the tiny bikini top. Talk made way for dares, which started out as simple things like, kissing another girl, running over to me and kissing an exposed body part. This made its way to Abby being dared to deep throat me...if she could.
"Come on Mister C. Stand up for me," Abby said as she walked over to where I was sitting.
"For what?" I asked innocently.
"You know for what," she said with a frown. "I have to try, right? I mean it's a dare, right?"
"So you do anything you're dared?"
"Not ANYTHING. But this isn't such a bad thing, is it?"
"No. I suppose it isn't," I agreed as I pushed out of my chair and stood up.
"Over here Abby!" Lizzy called.
I could see Abby roll her eyes, even in the darkness. She took me by the hand and pulled me forcibly over by the fire and then stopped. She knelt down in front of me and grabbed my dick and stroked it a few times.
"Make sure it's all nice and hard!" Lizzy called. "I mean, no fair doing it on a dick that isn't COMPLETELY hard."
"And how do you expect me to prove he's all the way hard?" Abby asked.
"That's easy. Fuck him!" Lizzy said. "You're one of the only ones here that hasn't."
"I can't! You know I'm not protected! I told you that!" she hissed at Lizzy.
"No one is asking you to fuck his brains out until he pumps you full of cum! Just fuck him enough that he's big and hard!"
"And then suck his dick?" she asked with an obvious displeasure.
"Unless you want me or Tabs to do it for you, but then you're sucking our pussy juice," Lizzy said with a grin.
"Oh shit no! Okay fine. I'll let him," she answered, pulling her bikini bottom down to her thighs and staying turned away from me. She looked back over her shoulder at me. "Don't come in me...Please!"
"I'd never do that if you said not to. But we don't have to do this. I mean, I don't have to if you don't want to."
I could almost hear her roll her eyes. "Oh yes I do. If I don't I won't hear the end of it for...well...forever."
"Go for it Mister C!" Tabitha said with a grin. "She's got no idea what she's in for."
"How did this turn into me having sex with you girls anyway? I thought I was just supposed to run the boat?"
"Well...Seemed like a good idea to us," Lizzy said. "And you haven't exactly objected."
"I guess I haven't at that," I answered quietly. "Okay Abby, you ready for this?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," she said as she bent over further, putting her hands on her knees. I took the half step to bring my cock near her bare ass and then rubbed my head up and down her slit, spreading her juices on my fat head. I settled into the entrance to her vaginal tunnel and then moved my hands to her hips. I could tell she was going to be tight, but I had no idea how tight. "Oh my God," Abby moaned as I pressed myself forward, pushing my head against her tunnel entrance, slowly expanding it. I felt my head slip into her and heard her gasp. I stood there, holding it just inside her vagina, letting her body expand around my dick before pushing in a little deeper. "OhmyGod! Lizzy! He's...shit!" she gasped again as I pushed in a third time, feeling about half of my length sink into her. I pulled back and slid forward again, pushing my dick a little deeper. I hit the end of her depths, banging my head against her cervix before my body hit her bare ass. I started to slowly stroke in and out of her, pushing into her until I felt my head bump her cervix and then pulling back, leaving just my head inside her. "Jesus Lizzy. He's so fucking big," she moaned.
"Told you," Lizzy said. "I'm sure you can stop now...if you wanna suck his dick now."
"Who wants him to stop?" she panted. "Jesus."
Several of the girls laughed at her comment and offered comments of their own, all leading to the same place. "Go ahead Mister C. Make her come on your cock," Tabitha said as she walked over to me. She leaned her body against mine and pressed her big soft tits into my arm as she leaned her face towards mine, kissing my cheek softly. "Doesn't she feel good? So young and tight? Not every day you get to fuck a twenty year old, is it?"
"Uh uh," I grunted as Abby pushed back at me in time with my strokes, plunging me even harder into her pussy.
"Don't forget to play with her tits. She loves having her nipples pulled on." I slid my hands up her body from her hips, pushing her bikini top up her chest until my hands closed around her small little A cup titties.
"That's it. Squeeze them," cooed as she rubbed one hand on my bare ass while she pressed her body to mine. She used one hand to pull the strings of her top and then pulled the top from between us, letting her now bare tits press against my arm. "Do you like looking at my black titties? Does it turn you on to fuck my tight black pussy?" she whispered. "When you get done with her, you can do me. Make me come around you again. Fuck me until I can't take it anymore."
"Oh damn," I groaned, stopping my stroking. "You keep doing that and I'm going to do what I'm not supposed to do."
Tabitha grinned. "Yeah. I know."
"Don't stop," Abby grunted. "I'm almost there."
I looked down and started thrusting into her again. It only took another minute and I felt her already tight pussy grow even tighter, her legs trembling and shaking as her orgasm started to overtake her. I closed my eyes and thrust into her a few more times and then stood still, feeling my cock twitching inside her, moments from filling her pussy.
"Oh God. Don't stop," she moaned. "Please keep going."
"I can't," I breathed, "Not unless you want me to come in you."
"Just a few more strokes. Please!?" she begged, her mind clearly clouded with her orgasm. I closed my eyes and tried to think about anything except coming. I stroked into her again, slowing my pace and letting her body use my cock to finish its orgasm while I tried not to have one of my own.
She suddenly pulled off my dick and dropped to her hands and knees, panting, her legs no longer able to hold her up. "Jesus," she said between gasps. She turned around, still on her hands and knees and lifted herself on her knees. She reached out for my cock and stroked it a few times before leaning her face towards me. She opened her mouth and pushed her face towards me, gagging and pulling back before she even got half of me into her mouth. "No way. No way I can get this down," she said, letting go of me. She stood up and pulled her bottoms up and walked back to the circle. "You try it. I bet you can't either. I bet none of you can," she said.
"Bet I can," Tabitha said with a grin.
"Bet me what?"
"Okay, okay. Let's not get carried away if we're going to play the game!"
"What game?" Hanna asked, still looking at my hard-on, almost looking like she wanted to walk over and try to deep throat me as well.
"Oh, that's right. You haven't played. Well, all you do is draw a card out of the can and do whatever it says."
"Like what?" Hanna asked.
"Like sexy things," Lizzy said with a giggle. "REALLY sexy things!"
"We've all played before, except for you and Abby," Lillian said, "but usually we have our boyfriends and husbands too."
"And since Mister C is the ONLY man here, I had to modify the deck some. Wouldn't do to wear him out completely."
"Wait. Who said I was playing any sex game?" I said quickly.
"Trust me. You'll love this game," Lizzy said. "I helped with some of the cards, and you will DEFINITLY enjoy playing."
"I don't know," I answered hesitantly.
"Mom is going to play too," Carrie said quickly.
"I am?" Melissa asked as quickly as I had.
"Of course you are Mom. You wouldn't want to be the only one not playing, would you?"
"I don't know about this."
"Trust me Mom. It'll be fun!" her daughter coaxed. "Okay. I'm the bride, I go first!" she added, stepping to Lizzy who was holding two small plastic coffee cans. She dipped her hand into the one marked 'cards' and pulled out a small paper about the size of a playing card. "With the girl of your choice, make out for three minutes. The two of you must put at least one finger inside each other while making out. Okay. Let's see. Who to pick? No contest, Jenny! Get over here."
I stared, almost shocked, as my daughter eagerly got up and stepped to the fire. Without hesitation she stepped to Carrie and the two quickly embraced, wrapping their arms around each other and pressing their lips together. As I watched they kissed wetly and softly, but most certainly erotically, their hands beginning to roam around each other's bodies. I couldn't help but feel turned on as Carrie's top was pushed up to expose her tits while she in turn untied my daughter's top and let it drop to the ground. I felt my dick, which had started to droop, suddenly surge harder as she pulled the strings on my daughter's bikini bottoms and pulled them away, leaving her naked, while my daughter pushed Carrie's bikini panties down over her butt.
My daughter wasted no time moving her fingers to Carrie's pussy once she had it uncovered, slipping one finger between her lips. Not that Carrie was exactly staying idle either. Their bare tits pressed together as she started to squeeze my daughter's butt and finger her pussy. Everyone could easily hear the two moan into each other's mouths as they teased each other's pussies, exciting each other's bodies. It was pretty clear that this wasn't the first time these two had done this in view of the rest of the group.
"Time!" Lizzy called, my daughter and Carrie pulling apart breathlessly. I looked around realizing how turned on I was and how hard my cock was watching the two of them. I could also feel myself blushing as I turned to walk away, not sure at first where to go. I decided on the boat and walked the short distance to the brush line. I stepped through and climbed onto my anchored boat. I plopped down on one of the bench seats and rubbed my face, feeling more than a little ashamed at how I was at that moment thinking about my daughter.
"You okay Daddy?" I heard my daughter ask quietly from the bow of the boat. I felt the boat bounce slightly and looked up to see my daughter walking towards me in the moonlight, her bikini back in place again.
"Yeah," I answered quietly, leaning back on the seat and taking a deep breath.
"You look a little upset. Was it seeing what Carrie and I did?"
"No. Not exactly. Though I don't exactly understand that either."
"So what was it?"
"A father shouldn't think the way I was thinking about you," I answered.
"Because what you saw turned you on?" she asked as she sat down next to me. She reached over and grabbed my softening dick and squeezed it, startling me. I reached for her hand and tried to pull it off my dick, but she just squeezed harder. "Don't...please?"



I let go of her hand and she eased her grip on me. "Did it ever occur to you that some of us wanted to get you turned on? Including me?"
"I'll be honest. Seeing all of you running around in those little bikini's had me pretty turned on, and no, I wasn't using my best judgement, especially after I ended up naked because SOMEONE conspired to leave my clothes at home. True, I've been playing along all day, but I don't claim to understand why any of you seems to think that it's okay to run around naked like you have."
"Too good to be true? That a bunch of sexy young women would run around in front of you naked?"
"Something like that," I admitted.
"Believe it or not, it's what we all wanted to do. We needed someone that we could trust and wouldn't cause problems. I knew that if we set you up with Melissa you'd think exactly what you did, that this was some elaborate attempt by me to get you to date her. So while I DO want you to date her, and of course have sex with her some more, it was just a means to an end. That end being that we could go skinny dipping and riding the tube naked. We knew you'd never agree if we told you that's what we wanted to do."
"You're right," I answered, looking down at her hand gently stroking my again hardening dick. "I wouldn't have. Just like I wouldn't have ever approved of you doing what you are right now."
"But you liked what you saw me doing a few minutes ago, didn't you? It turned you on?"
"It shouldn't. I mean, you're my daughter."
"So is Mary, but that didn't stop her from being naked in front of you."
"No. But that's not quite the same thing."
"You're right. It isn't. She'd have never thought of accidently landing on your dick," she said with a grin.
"But you did? That wasn't an accident?"
"Well, not completely. I DID intend on falling on you and sitting on your dick. I just had no idea I'd be quite so lucky as to actually end up with it where it did."
"But why?"
"For the same reason Mary got naked in front of you. She wanted you to have sex with her... just like I did. It was so worth the wait too, feeling you so big and fat in me out there. I could feel your cock swelling in me each time you pumped your cum into my pussy. That's what she wanted to feel."
"Honey. Look. It wasn't right before, and it still isn't right. True you're an adult, but don't you think Martin would have something to say about you getting fucked by another guy? Especially your father?"
"Why? Do you think he's the only dick I've had in me?"
"Well, before you were married, I'm sure you had some experience."
"Of course I did. But I'm talking about after. His isn't the only one, just like mine isn't the only pussy he's been in."
"Wait. You two have cheated on each other?" I asked a little confused.
Even in the moonlight I could see her roll her eyes just the same way her mother used to. "Sometimes you are so slow Dad. You must have been too busy staring and not listening. Didn't you hear Lillian? The game we're playing. Our husbands and boyfriends have been part of it."
It took a few seconds for me to puzzle that one through. "Oh Jesus Jenny. You mean, like what you did before, the guys took part in? Having sex in front of everyone?"
"To a point," she said. "It all started innocently enough. One girl dared another to make out with another girl. We'd all been drinking, and she did. It kind of turned into a case of seeing who could kiss better. Someone decided to get handsy while they were kissing and before long it wasn't just kissing, it was touching and rubbing as they were kissing. A few of us were gotten off doing it, but we all thought it was a one off. Except Lizzy. The next time we all got together for another girls weekend, she had the game all set up. Little cards you drew that said what you had to do, and another set of cards you drew who to do to. The first time it was all pretty tame, but the second time we played she had a box of sex toys to make things a bit more interesting."
"So how did that get the husbands involved."
"Allysa's husband came home unexpectedly and found us all sitting around naked and...well...I was laying naked on the floor with Lillian sitting on my face, pushing a vibrator in and out of my pussy. Needless to say, he wanted in. We had a discussion and agreed to let him watch, as long as he got naked too. It was all going alright until Tabitha decided she didn't want to use a toy and walked over to him and sat down on his cock. If we hadn't all been drinking, we probably wouldn't have done what we did, but we all ended up taking a turn on him. Of course, that opened a new can of worms. Some of us decided we had to tell our husbands what we'd done. So it was decided that we'd all bring our husbands to a pool party, which turned into a skinny dipping party, which turned into a dare you to put it in to her party. By the end of the night, every husband or boyfriend had been into almost every one of us. Once that was done, introducing them to the game was easy enough."
"Damn. And he's okay with it? You're okay with him fucking other women?"
"We have some rules," she said, letting go of me and standing up. She started untying her bikini top as she continued. "You can only do what the card says. No freelancing." She dropped the top to the deck and then untied her bikini bottom and let that drop as well. "If it calls for a toy and a guy gets picked, he can substitute his dick for the toy," she said as she stepped the short step towards me and crawled onto the bench seat with one knee on either side of me. She reached down and pulled my hands to her tits, holding them there until she was sure I'd leave them there. Then she reached down and guided my dick to her pussy and slowly sank down on me, her pussy surprisingly wet and slick. "And the final rule. No husband or boyfriend is allowed to come inside anyone else's wife or girlfriend," she said breathlessly as she started to ride up and down my dick. "So while he's been in several pussies, and made a lot of us climax, he's not yet done that."
"Has anyone?" I asked quietly, letting her bouncing carry me away towards the climax I had been so close to unloading inside Tabby.
"A couple have. But we make them pay penance," she panted as she bounced more forcefully, her tits bouncing in my hands as I squeezed and massaged them. "One of them we made them lie down and lick his cum from her pussy and then every girl got a chance to sit on his face and get licked to climax. I can tell you, one or two girls is fun. Having to lick seven or eight off is difficult."
"Ohhhh damn. You need to stop then. Because I'm going to come if you keep doing this."
"Good," she panted. "I want you too. I want to feel you filling me up again while I come around you."
"Ohhhhh. You better hurry then," I groaned, no longer caring if she was my daughter or not. I couldn't even keep my hips still as I tried to push up into her, my urgency growing to the point of no return. My body couldn't hold back any longer. I felt my whole body spasm and my body try to push up into her as the first surge of cum lanced into her. I have no idea how much cum I had left, but my body did its best to push every bit of it into her.
She sat on my spurting twitching cock, trembling and shuddering in climax, her breathing a hard pant as her body took her to ecstasy and beyond. I could feel her squeezing around me as I released her breasts and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her chest to my face as I held her tightly.
"That's what I wanted," she whispered softly after several minutes.
"I don't understand why."
"Just call it a daughter thing. A lot of daughters have a thing for their dads."
"If you say so," I whispered as our breathing got slowly closer to normal.
"You know, any one of the girls would love to do this with you tonight," she whispered. "They all think you're pretty damn hot. Not to mention they've been seeing your dick all day."
"Thanks to someone taking my clothes. At least you girls got plenty of time to see it."
"We did, and I can tell you, they want more of it," she said with a giggle. "Should we go back and watch the fun?"
"Actually, if you don't mind, I'll just sit here a while," I said, not sure that I was really up for whatever games they might choose to play with me.
"You sure?" she asked softly.
"I'm sure," I answered her, letting her tip my chin up to give me a kiss.
"Thank you for this though. Mary is going to be so pissed when she finds out I got to fuck you more than once."
"You have to tell her?"
"I don't have to. I might be convinced to not tell her."
"Convinced how?"
She leaned down to whisper to me, "Maybe a little instant replay from time to time?"
"Blackmail?" I asked with raised eyebrows.
"I promise to make it interesting each time. I know how you enjoy watching women take their clothes off," she said with a giggle. "and I have a closet full of interesting things to wear."
"How do you know that?" I asked in surprise.
"Mom told me one time," she answered with a grin. "Don't worry. It'll be our little secret."
I shook my head as she climbed off my now soft cock and walked away.
I lay down on the seat, facing the stern, resting my back on the inclined backrest and watched the moonlight dancing on the water. I'd often wished that I could convince my wife to do this with me, sit naked on boat at night, or take a midnight skinny-dip, but she never would. Now it's too late. I could hear the girls playing, both cheering and occasionally loud moans and cries. I could even hear the occasional buzzing of a vibrator and knew they were having fun. I guess that was the idea.
"Hey there," I heard Shania say softly. "You really missed it. Carrie had to make her mom climax using a vibrator."
"I'm glad she's having a good time. She seems like a nice woman."
"She is," Shania said as she walked over to where I was laying, taking her bikini off and dropping it to the deck. She gently swung one leg over mine and forced her knee between the back of the bench and my leg. She lowered herself down until she was laying on top of me, her big soft tits pressed to my chest. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me softly. I wasn't sure how long she wanted to kiss for, but I wasn't complaining. We kissed for at least ten minutes, the whole time both of us growing more and more excited. I could feel my dick harden between her legs and press against her bare ass. My hands had long since moved to her firm butt and I couldn't help but shift her weight on me long enough to get my again engorged head pressed into her. She moaned softly into my mouth as I felt my dick slip into her pussy, her hot wetness enveloping my head.
I was kind of surprised at how hard I'd gotten, especially so soon after filling Jenny, but then a double dose of Viagra probably was helping.
She broke the kiss and pushed back, forcing herself down my shaft again. "You sure?" she asked in a whisper.
"Lake is right there to rinse off in," I whispered back, knowing exactly what she was asking. In response she smiled at me and shifted her weight, pushing herself upright so I could see her huge milk filled tits in the moonlight. She sat on me, very slowly lifting and lowering herself while she squeezed her tits, spraying her breast milk out in a tiny shower that rained down on my chest and my face. I lifted my hands and cupped under her breasts while she continued to squeeze each nipple in turn grinning as she made the little streams play across my chest and face. I could tell she was having fun, teasing me with her milk while she teased herself on my dick. It was something I suspected her boyfriend would never allow. The moonlight bathed her body a blueish color as she bounced slightly faster, her excitement growing inside her as she worked my shaft in and out of her pussy.
She let go of her tits and let me stroke her nipples with my thumbs, her hands moving to my milk wet chest, to press on my chest and let her fingers slide back and forth across my nipples. "Did you like that?" she whispered with a grin. "Feeling me spraying all over you?"
"I did," I answered honestly, squeezing her breasts and getting another shower of milk from them. "Are you having fun riding on me?"
"I am. I'm getting soooo damn turned on. And you know what happens when I climax hard."
"I do."
"You want me to?"
"I want you to enjoy yourself, and if you climax hard, that's fine with me," I said as I let go of one tit, letting it bounce and swing with each stroke she took. I slid my fingers to her pussy and pressed one finger between her lips. Each stroke now slid her clit along my finger, drawing a deep growling moan from her lips.
"Ohhhhhh God. That's exactly what I needed," she gasped. "You feel so good sliding in and out of me. I wish I could just ride you all night like this."
"So take your time. I'm in no hurry," I whispered.
She smiled down at me and slowed her strokes a little, letting my finger still tease across her clit as she came down with each stroke. Up and down she moved, deliberately keeping her pace just fast enough to keep her orgasm slowly growing, but not fast enough to cause her to climax overly soon. The boat made little splushing noises with each stroke as it rocked gently on its anchor lines. Up and down she rode, her pace quickening as her climax started to build. I knew now what to expect, and I was ready when the first spasm hit her. Her pussy spewed her juices out at me like a giant squirt gun, spraying all the way to my face and neck. She stopped stroking as the next spasm wracked her body, spewing another gush of cum. She panted and moaned in pleasure as my finger started to rub up and down her slit and over her clit, coaxing a third forth and fifth gush from her pussy before she gently pushed my hand away. "Oh God," she moaned. "It feels so good to just be able to let go and let it happen."
"I don't mind," I answered quietly.
"I mean, I CAN orgasm without coming all over you like that, but it's almost frustrating to have to hold back when what I really want to do is let it take me completely over."
"You shouldn't have to hold back. Unless of course you're doing it someplace public. That could be difficult."
"Someplace public?" she asked, looking down at me.
"You know, like at a wedding or something?" I said with a grin. "Never know what might happen at a wedding, especially if you have a dress and no underwear on."
"Mmmmmmm. What a naughty mind," she said with a grin. "I'd even go without a bra if I could, but I think I'd be leaking milk all down the front of my dress if you started playing with me."
"Hmmmmm. Now that's an idea. Maybe lose the bra part way through the reception? I wonder how much nipple would show if you did?"
"Depends on my dress. Some more than others. Do you like the idea of seeing my nipples showing through a dress?"
"I have to admit, it's a tantalizing thought," I answered honestly.
"I might have to think about it then for sure," she said with a wide smile. "You know. I need a date for the wedding, and my boyfriend isn't the least bit interested. Maybe you'd consider being my date? I mean you don't have to answer now, but think about it at least?"
"Carrie wouldn't even think about not letting me go, but I was going to go alone, so I'll think about it," I agreed. And I would have to honestly think about it.
"Come on. Let's get cleaned up and we can go watch the rest of the fun. By now the girls are probably getting down to the finish me off stage and you'll enjoy that," she said as she lifted off my now soft dick and climbed off the bench.
She helped me up and we walked to the bow, climbed off and then waded into the water until we were waist deep. She gently washed my body with the lake water, while I did the same to her, the two of us ending up in a long wet, soft, gentle kiss that I would have to consider loving. "I can't remember the last time I felt this contented. Not just with sex, but with being in your arms. It feels so..." she paused searching for the right word. "Loved," she finally whispered. "That's what you make me feel. Loved and cared for. Like I really AM something special to you. Not just a hot fuck, but a woman you have feelings for. No don't say anything," she whispered as I started to say something in response. "I know that I'm too young and I have a baby and all that. But for now, for today, making me feel this way inside is probably the most special thing you could have ever done for me. Thank you."
"You're welcome," I answered in a whisper, more than a little confused about my own feelings.
"Come on. Maybe you'll get to see Jenny again."
"Jenny?"
"Honey, you can pretend to not understand what I mean, but we both know that she's fucked you twice today and it turned you on both times. It's alright with me. I don't mind sharing you with your daughters."
"My daughters?"
She chuckled a soft feminine laugh. "Don't think that Mary won't try to get hers again now. I know that girl too."
I shook my head as she pulled away and then took me by the hand. She led me back up to the camp and to my chair. I sat down and looked at the blanket laid by the fire, Hanna laying on it with her legs spread and Abby laying on top of her with each other's faces buried between the other's legs, Hanna squirming and writhing as Abby did her best to make her climax.
Shania brought her chair over and set it down on the other side of me from Melissa, sitting close enough she could easily reach into my lap and gently stroke my thigh next to my crotch.
"So how long have you girls been doing this?" I asked as Hanna clearly started to climax, her hips lifting and her cries echoing in the night. I watched her shudder and tremble as she held her butt off the blanket,
Abby almost frantically working her tongue between her lips. Finally Hanna started to relax, and Abby climbed off of her and walked to where Lizzy sat. Abby then pulled a card from the can she held, while Hanna shakily picked herself up and moved back to her chair, clearly very close to climax. "Use the double ender," she said before turning to look around the group. Her eyes settled on me and with a grin she said, "Jenny!"
"About three years," Shania answered. "This is the last round, so all of them will get to climax. You can only pick someone that hasn't finished yet," she added as my daughter got up from her chair.
"Jenny told me how it got started."
"Yeah. None of us had ever done anything with another girl before this."
"Jenny said that you guys don't allow your husbands...or boyfriends I guess... to come inside each other?"
"Yeah. If they do, they get punished."
"What? Like spanked or something?"
She looked as me and grinned. "Before the guys were allowed to participate, that was one of the things we really wanted to avoid. First, because no one wants to be licking a pussy filled with cum...well most of us. And second, what fun is it for us if they fire and can't get it back up? So Lizzy sat down with each girl, and they wrote down the punishment to be paid if their husband did. No one gets to see the book, but Lizzy keeps it just in case."
"Has anyone done it?"
"Two that that I know of. Amanda's husband and Valarie's husband. Could be others. We don't all play all the time so there are different people mixing it up all the time."
"What happened to the two you know of?" I asked as I watched my daughter lay down on the blanket with Abby.
"Well. Amanda's husband was a pretty good lesson for the guys. He let go in Hanna. So he had to watch while Hanna jerked off every other husband that was there. And not on her, but she got to put their heads inside her as they came and filled her with all the guys cum, then Amanda sat on his face, and he had to lick her to climax with all those loads in her."



"I think that'd be pretty gross," I answered.
"Yeah."
"So that's the punishment for everyone?"
"Oh no. Valerie's husband shot Demmi. You haven't met her. She's our other black girl. She got to fuck him in the ass with a strap on while he watched Demmi's husband fuck Valerie in front of him."
"For how long?"
"Until Valerie and Demmi's husband both came."
"Sounds like Valerie made it fun for her as well."
"That's the idea. The wife gets to do something that she might not get to otherwise, and the husband gets the punishment."
"What about your boyfriend? What would happen to him?"
"He'd have to lay down and all the girls could pee and come on him."
"And what do you get out of it?"
"Any guy that wants to, gets a chance to make me come all over my boyfriend," she said with a grin.
"Do a lot of guys want to do that?"
"Only a couple," she said quietly, reaching for my hardening dick. "Some men enjoy a woman that squirts."
"Well, one thing is for sure," I said as I watched my daughter and Abby laying on the blanket, their legs intertwined, feeding a two foot long purple double ended dildo into their pussies. "There's no faking it when you climax."
"No. There's no faking that," she agreed as she played with my quickly hardening dick.
I watched Abby and my daughter laying there, their pussies facing each other between tangled legs, Jenny pushing the purple dildo back and forth so it pushed into and out of both of them at the same time. I couldn't see my daughter's face, but I could tell she was enjoying it every bit as much as Abby. I could hear the gentle squish as it pushed first into Abby and then into my daughter. I glanced over at Melissa, who'd been sitting without a word, next to me. Her hand was between her legs and working a finger in and out of her pussy. I looked back at Shania, who raised her eyebrows and grinned a small smile at me.
I reached over to Melissa's lap, startling her for a moment, as I slid my hand down between her legs, my fingers rubbing her soft creamy inner thigh. She let me replace her fingers with mine, her bikini bottom pulled aside to expose her pussy. I started to stroke my finger up and down her slit, working from the entrance to her tunnel to her clit. She leaned back as far as she could in the chair and rocked her hips, trying to push them closer to my fingers as she grew more and more excited. I wondered which would climax first, my daughter, Abby or Melissa.
Abby did climax first a few moments later, crying out loudly before letting out a long low groan of pleasure. Melissa watched Abby climaxing, and I felt her pussy suddenly get much wetter as she groaned along with Abby, clearly climaxing herself. "Oh damn," Melissa moaned as her legs trembled, my finger still stroking her hard little clit. "OHhhhhhhhhhh yesssss!" she gasped as her climax peaked within her. I barely noticed that my daughter had pulled the dildo from their pussies and gotten up.
"Free style!" Lizzy announced, reading the card my daughter had picked while I was watching Melissa.
"Oh damn! Freestyle!" Shania said with a grin, squeezing my dick.
"What's that?" I asked as I idly stroked Melissa's pussy while her orgasm slowly faded.
"Last time one of the girls drew that card, they let all the guys take turns until she finally came. Whichever guy made her come got to finish in her pussy without penalty, and with his wife's permission of course. It's one of the few exceptions to the rule. Free style is only valid during the last round of the night, and there's only one, so it doesn't come up very often."
"Well, since Lizzy hasn't gotten done yet, and I KNOW she wants to feel my dad in her again, I'm picking Lizzy to use a vibrator of her choice on me, while my dad fucks her from behind until she comes!"
"Looks like Jenny isn't letting you be done yet," Shania whispered as Jenny walked across the campsite to where I sat.
"Come on Dad. I know you got one more good fuck in you yet tonight!"
I looked up at her and knew that I wasn't getting out of it. Not that I was really going to mind fucking Lizzy again. While doing it in the lake had been fun, this had the potential for being even more so. I took her hand and let her pull me up. Lizzy was already standing by the fire ring, waiting, a long multi-function vibrator in her hand. She turned it on, and I could see that it pushed in and out a couple inches as well as rotated the tip around, all while humming away. Jenny lay down on the blanket and Lizzy knelt down between her legs. She squirted some lube on the vibrator, tossed the lube bottle to the side and then slipped the vibrator easily into my daughter's already gaping pussy. Then she leaned down, sticking her butt into the air as she lowered her head to lick my daughter's pussy.
"Oh shit," I mumbled as I watched my daughter spread her legs and lift her feet to rest them on Lizzy's back, giving me a view of her pussy I hadn't gotten before. Her hands moved to her big soft tits and began to play with them and tease her own nipples.
"Come on Dad, fuck her for me!" Jenny said, already a little breathless from Lizzy's attentions.
I knelt down and aimed my dick at Lizzy. I slid easily into her clearly excited pussy, pushing into her until I felt my head press against her cervix. I held her hips and started to slide in and out of her while watching my daughter close her eyes and enjoy the sensations Lizzy was giving her pussy. In and out I slid, banging hard against her with each stroke, moans and groans seeping from her as she licked my daughter closer to the climax that she nearly had with Abby. I thrust into Lizzy harder as I watched my daughter's body respond, little tremors starting in her legs and then moving to her arms as she pulled and twisted her nipples. She let out a long moan and I knew she was climaxing, hard. Her body shuddered and stiffened for long seconds before she started to relax and open her eyes.
Lizzy pulled her face from my daughter's pussy and the vibrator from her depths, lifting her body up onto her hands and knees. I let my hands slide up her body and cup both C cup breasts, using them as handles while I plunged into her over and over. Jenny rolled to her knees and knee walked over to me and pulled my face to hers, her lips pressing to mine in a long wet kiss that seemed to suddenly push my own excitement higher with incredible speed. She pulled one of my hands from Lizzy and pulled it to her own big soft tit without breaking the kiss. I squeezed her breast and felt the hotness of her breath as I continued to plunge into Lizzy over and over.
I could hear Lizzy's moans and gasps as her own orgasm started to overtake her, her pussy squeezing around me as she climaxed. I was surprised when I felt my body push urgently into her spasming pussy, forcing me to jam into her harder with the last few strokes before my own body spasmed and pushed me hard into her. I doubted there was any cum left to flow, but my body made a valiant attempt just the same.
I knelt there, panting, my lips brushing my daughter's as she held my face to hers. My body struggled for breath as I held her breast and she rested her forehead on mine, our lips now only a few inches apart. "I love you Dad," she whispered a few seconds later.
"I love you too," I whispered back as Lizzy pulled off my now shrinking dick and lay down on the blanket. She rolled over and looked back at me with a smile.
"God, can you fuck," she said softly, one hand reaching between her legs to gently stroke her slit. "Tabby and Lillian! You two are all that's left. You wanna pick a method or draw?"
"We'll let you pick," Tabitha said. "Not that it'll take all that long."
"Fine with me. Tribbing," Lizzy said. "Might as well give our guest a real show."
"Come on. Let's give them some room," my daughter said as she stood up. She helped me up and walked me to my chair. I sat down in it, and she sat on my lap, twisting around so she could press her side to me and rest her head on my shoulder. I watched in fascination as Tabitha and Lillian sat down with their legs intertwined and their pussies pressed together. They began to rock and grind against each other, pressing their wet lips tighter and trying to grind their clits into each other. I was surprised at how quickly they both seemed to respond, finding a position that had both their clits apparently grinding almost against each other. I'd heard of this, but never seen it in person. I had to admit, it was a bit of a turn-on to watch. The two kept at it until they both climaxed within only a minute or two of each other.
"I don't know about you girls, but I think it's bed time!" Lizzy said from her chair as she got up. She walked to the big wall tent and unzipped the door.
"I think I agree. Let's get you to bed," Jenny said softly before pushing off my lap. She led me to the tent with Melissa following along. "Don't do anything I wouldn't," she said with a grin before pushing me into my tent. I flopped down onto the mattress and Melissa ducked in behind me. She zipped the door closed and lay down next to me, pulling the blanket over the two of us.
She leaned her face towards mine and gave me a gentle kiss. "Been some day, hasn't it?"
"It has," I agreed quietly.
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
"What do you think about me?" I was silent a few moments and was about to answer when she spoke again. "I thought so. I like you. You're a sweet man and a fantastic fuck, but I don't think that spark is there, do you?"
"Not really."
"Don't get me wrong. I wouldn't at all mind sharing a lot more sex with you if you're interested. But as a romance goes...I just don't feel it."
"I understand."
"Don't think it has anything to do with all the pussies you've filled today. Carrie said that was one of their goals, and they did a good job of making it happen. But her second goal, to get us together...it just doesn't feel right. Not that it's wrong, but it's almost like...I don't know...maybe forced? Who knows, it might grow later, if you decide to date me. But tonight, it's just not there, is it?"
"No."
"Then why not sleep with someone that does share that spark?"
"Huh? I don't understand."
"Dale. I can see you care for Shania. I know she's young and she has a baby, but when you touch her, when you two are tighter, or even close, I can see how gentle and caring you are. There are feelings there. I think you ought to sleep with her tonight." She leaned towards me and kissed me softly on the lips. "I really do hope you decide to date me. But tonight, enjoy holding her," she said before pushing away. She walked out of the tent, and I heard the zipper of the other tent open. A minute or so later Shania stepped into the tent and closed the door.
"Melissa said you wanted to see me?"
"Melissa wants us to sleep together," I whispered.
I could just make out the smile on her face in the gloom inside the tent. "I'd like that...if you want to."
I tossed back the covers in way of an answer, and she slipped under them onto the air mattress. She snuggled against me, pressing her big tits against my side and chest as I covered us with the blanket. I felt and heard her sigh softly as she let her body melt against mine, my arm around her shoulders holding her close. Melissa was right. There are feelings here, but there are also huge obstacles...maybe too huge for me to get past. With that thought swirling in my mind, I drifted off to sleep, exhaustion taking over everything else.
*-**********
It's been a LONG time since I woke up with a soft woman in my arms, and I have to admit, I missed it. I could hear some of the girls up and around, one of them my daughter, working on breakfast. I'd planned sausage and scrambled eggs, which she was more than capable of making, so I just decided to lay where I was and enjoy being spooned against Shania. We were pressed together and my hand cupped one of her big breasts. I could feel the firmness of it brimming full of milk and smiled at the memory of how I helped her the day before.
I wasn't exactly surprised that my dick wasn't hard. I'd had so damn much sex the day before it might not get hard for a week. It didn't hurt that the girls, unbeknown to me, had double spiked me with Viagra. Wonderful stuff. Only thing was, my poor cock felt like it had been run over by a bus. It didn't hurt exactly, but it also didn't feel particularly happy, which was unfortunate, considering what I had in my arms.
I lay there pondering my situation. I was sure Jenny wouldn't have any problem if I decided I wanted to explore a relationship with Shania, but at the same time, I knew that it would raise a lot of eyebrows everywhere else. Hell, if I took her out somewhere, everyone would think it was my daughter, or worse I was a cradle robber. At my age, acceptance by your peers is important. She was truly a wonderful young woman, and extremely beautiful. I enjoyed my time with her, making love to her...yeah, that's really the difference. I had sex with Tabitha and even Melissa. But with Shania, I made love to her. I WANTED to make her feel special, feel like a complete woman. I wanted her to feel like she could let herself BE herself, even when she orgasmed. There was no doubt that it had been difficult for her to do that. She'd told me how she'd had to hold herself back with guys, afraid she's scare them away if she let herself go. Maybe that's part of what I'm feeling. In a way, yesterday I let myself go in a way my wife would never have accepted or approved of, let alone participate in. For once I let myself go as well. Maybe that's why I identified as much as I did with Shania.
"Are you awake?" she asked quietly, not moving away from me.
"Yeah," I whispered.
She rolled herself over to look at me, her tits pressing against me. "This is nice."
"It is."
"I don't want to be pushy, but I'd really enjoy having sex with you again."
"I'd love to, but I think my poor dick is kind of used up," I whispered back. "But if you want, I'd be more than happy to do something else."
"I know you would," she whispered. "Maybe after we take care of my boobs. God, they feel like boulders."
"They do feel a bit full. How would you usually take care of it? Pumping?"
"Yeah. But I didn't bring a pump. I just figured I'd express some and let it go where it goes."
"I could help you if you want," I said quietly.
"What did you have in mind?" she asked with a smile.
"Well, we could sneak off into the little bit of woods that are here and get rid of some of it. Never know. Might get me hard too."
"If there's a chance it'll get you turned on, I'm game," she said with a giggle.
"All you need is your shoes," I said as I tossed the blanket off of us.
"Lover, you can have me naked any time, any place," she said with another playful giggle.
I pulled on my water shoes and then unzipped the tent door. She padded to her tent while I walked behind mine to the wood line. I also had to take care of my morning pee. I was still watering a small tree when she walked up behind me. I felt her press her tits to my back and her hands slide around me, one of hers replacing mine on my dick. She held me while I finished peeing and then began to gently play with me, softly tugging on my flaccid dick until it started to grow slightly. "Hmmmm. Looks like there's some hope yet," she whispered in my ear before she let go of me. She stepped to my side, took me by the hand and walked me a little further into the sparse tree line. She stopped and squatted down, spreading her knees apart and letting me see her pee as well. She stayed squatting for a surprisingly long time before she stopped peeing. She used her fingers to wiggle her lips and shake off the couple remaining drips and then stood up. She took me by the hand again and led me through the trees to the shoreline on the far side of the island. "Now, play with them to your hearts content," she whispered as she stopped and turned to face me. "I'm going to play with this," she said as she lifted one of my hands to her breast and the other moved to my hard-on.
I stood with her nipples only a few inches from my chest, squeezing her big firm breasts and her rock hard nipples, spraying milk from her all over my chest with each squeeze. She seemed pleased that I was enjoying our 'special' way of expressing milk, and soon leaned towards me to press her lips to mine. We stood, her hand stroking my dick, my hands squeezing her tits and our lips sucking each other's erotically for long minutes. I felt her shift slightly before pulling her face from mine. "I'm so fucking horny," she whispered as she pushed my dick down. It took a little squatting from me and back arching from her, but she fed my hard shaft into her sopping wet pussy. She moved her hands to my hips and pulled herself to me until our thighs pressed together, my dick buried almost straight up into her. "You just keep playing with my boobs while I take care of everything else."
"Sure," I answered, her nipples pressed against my chest, but still squirting out quite a bit of milk with each squeeze of her breast. Her milk ran down my body in little streams, some running all the way to my feet, some running down to my cock to drip off my balls.
She started to rock her hips, working me in and out of her as we stood there. As we stood there, I saw a boat that had been running across the lake slow as they noticed the little show they were being provided, but Shania didn't seem to care. She was too far into pushing us both towards climax to care who watched. Her thighs slapped mine wetly, splatting audibly the milk running down my body. Her breathing grew deeper and more ragged, and the amount of milk I got from each squeeze seemed to increase as well. "I'm going to come," she whispered. "Oh damn...I'm coming!" she squeaked a few seconds later. She pulled us together and I could feel her pussy pumping her cum out against my body and around my cock, running down my balls and our legs. Her body jerked and shuddered several times, her pussy squeezing around me in time with her jerks. She stood panting, just holding us together for long seconds before she leaned her face to mine again, giving me a long aggressive kiss.
Her hips started to rock again, her pussy even wetter than before, but still squeezing and tightening around my shaft as she worked it in and out of herself. I was a little surprised to feel the urgency growing, my body telling me it was going to give it the old college try in a few seconds. She must have felt my dick throbbing fatter inside her and broke the kiss just far enough to beg me to come inside her again. She got her wish a few strokes later, my body jerking hard, jamming me into her as she pulled us together tightly. I stood there, jerking and twitching, feeling like I'd pumped at least some cum into her. I stopped squeezing her tits and we just stood there, panting, our foreheads and noses touching.
"I hope they had a good look," she whispered.
"Who? The boat?"
"Yeah. They've been pretending to fish for five minutes watching us fuck."
"Does it bother you? Them watching?" I asked.
"Not really. I've had enough guys want me naked, that another isn't much of a problem."
"Why so many guys?" I asked curiously.
"Unlike you... most guys only made it one time with me and then went elsewhere. In high school, I had a bit of a reputation as a slut. Not because I was, but because word got around with the guys, and they wanted to see what squirting really was. I swear, sometimes I thought I should just set up a meeting on the football field and strip and squirt for them all at once."
"I'm sorry," I said, not sure how to respond.
"It's okay. If nothing else, I learned a lot of ways to fuck."
"Is that how you ended up with the guy you have now?"



"Pretty much. Met him in a bar and we had sex in his car. He wasn't happy when I came all over his back seat. But I was drunk and changing my birth control method and it kinda got caught in the middle. Wham bam and I was preggo. He's been trying to be a father, but his heart isn't in it," she said as my softening dick slipped from her. "Should we give these guys one more good show and wash each other in the lake?"
"I kinda do need to clean up."
She grinned and stepped back from me. She took me by the hand and led me about knee deep in the water and then gently washed my body from my shoulders down, cleaning off both her milk and her cum. It was my turn to wash her, and I leaned over and sucked both nipples in turn for a few moments before rinsing her sexy tits with lake water. She turned so the boat could see her whole body and spread her legs while I washed between them. She turned around and bent over, pushing her ass and pussy out at them, using her fingers to spread her lips. "Better wash that again," she said with a grin, her now spread pussy lips leaking my cum. I gently washed her lips and teased them, including her clit, playfully stroking it and making her shudder slightly. "I wish you were hard again. Right now I want you to stick it into me and fuck me until I come again."
My dick wasn't hard but playing with her had it back partly hard. I stepped to her and with a little work, managed to feed my partly hard dick into her. I couldn't stroke much, but I held her hips and started to rock an inch or two, pushing my still mostly soft dick in and out of her. I saw the boat shift out of the corner of my eye and tried to ignore them as they moved closer to shore to see us from the side. I could see her big tits swinging in time with my thighs slapping her ass and could also feel my cock growing harder inside her, my strokes lengthening with my now more useful shaft length.
In and out I pushed, drawing moans and gasps from her. I could tell she had one of her own hands between her legs, teasing her clit as I stroked in and out. I didn't expect it to take too long for her to get her already excited body to climb to another orgasm, and it wasn't. I could already feel her pussy starting to clench around me periodically as her body responded to both my strokes and her fingers. "That's it lover. That's what I need. Oh God. Ohhhhhh shit. I'm going to come again. Ohhhhhhh!" she moaned loudly as I thrust harder into her, trying my best to push her orgasm towards climax. "There! OH GOD YES!" she squealed loudly as her body, still bent over, jerked. I could feel her pussy squeeze hard around me and heard her cum spraying into the water like a forceful stream of urine. Four times she squeezed around me before she pulled her fingers from her pussy and pulled off my shaft. She turned around and wrapped her arms around me, pulling my face and body to hers. We stood and kissed for long minutes, my hands stroking up and down her back and butt until she finally broke the kiss.
"He would never have done that," she whispered.
"I'm sorry," I answered.
"Don't be. If nothing else, you've taught me that I've been fooling myself, thinking that this guy is at all right for me. I've been hoping, but you've shown me it was a dream that wasn't going to work."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Give him his walking papers. Or at least, tell him he can learn to treat me like a woman, or leave. I'm not going to accept halfway anymore. I deserve better."
"You do," I agreed.
"I bet breakfast is long since ready," she said.
"I'm sure it is," I agreed.
She led me by the hand up out of the water, my still hard dick swinging side to side. She paused just before the tree line and blew a kiss to the guys in the boat that had been watching. "Guess they had a nice show."
"I'd say so," I agreed as we walked through the trees towards camp. When we got to camp, I was a bit surprised. All the girls were wearing pink mini-skirts and cut off t-shirts, except of course Carrie that was wearing a white one that had "Bride" stenciled on the front. The shirts were so short that the barely covered their areola, leaving the bottoms of their round tits all exposed. The skirts were likewise short, short enough that they barely covered their pussies, and if they bent over would most certainly leave everything available to view. "I thought you didn't have any other clothes?" I asked loudly as I looked around the camp.
"Well, we had these, but I didn't think you'd want to wear a pink miniskirt," Lizzy said with a grin. "Unless you want to. I bet Hanna's would fit you."
"Hey, I'd happily let him wear mine," Hanna said with a grin. "As long as I get to play with the parts that show."
"That wouldn't be fair," Lizzy said. "This is Carrie's day."
"Carrie's day?" I asked as my daughter walked towards me with a plate of food, her tits wiggling under the little shirt almost to the point of her nipples peeking out from under the short hem.
"That's why the little dresses. Any time you get a hard-on around Carrie, she has to put it in her," my daughter said with a grin. "And I see a very hard dick at the moment."
"Wait. Everyone's good with this?" I asked, looking at Melissa who was standing a ways away, also wearing a pink skirt and shirt, her emblazoned with "Bride's Mom".
"It was her choice," Melissa said with a shrug.
"Her choice? Choice between what?"
"The girls gave her several choices. Having all her clothes taken away until she gets home, having you fuck her any time she saw you with a hard dick, walking around bottomless all day with a vibrator in her, one that you control incidentally, or inviting the guys in boats to come jack off on her tits."
"Which is the reason for the tiny skirts and shirts," Lizzy said as she walked Carrie over to me. "To keep you hard as much as we can."
"You picked this?" I asked Carrie.
"Given the choices, this is the most pleasant. Besides, I kinda wanna feel you cum in me."
"I thought I wasn't supposed to?"
"Well, I kinda changed my mind," she said with a shy little shrug. "If you want to that is."
"Well lover. I think I better let you get at it," Shania whispered, kissing me on the cheek and stepping away.
"And how long am I supposed to fuck her?" I asked my daughter who stood there with a shit eating grin on her face.
"Until one of you comes, or you aren't hard any more. Now, you have the choice. You can sit in your chair and Carrie can sit on your dick and feed you breakfast, or you can bend her over right here and I'll feed you breakfast while you fuck her."
"Fuck her while you feed me?"
"Good choice!" my daughter answered with a grin, as if my question was my selection.
Carrie bent over and pushed her butt out at me, Jenny grabbing my dick and pulling it towards Carrie. She rubbed my head up and down Carrie's wet slit and then let go of my dick and used her leg on my butt to push me towards Carrie to drive me into her. "The only rule is, you have to keep your dick moving in her. Other than that, you can take as long as you want and in any position you want."
"Something is definitely wrong about all this. Isn't Robert going to be upset at her getting fucked so much?"
"I doubt it. They had their party last night. According to Martin, they had three strippers and all three fucked him at least twice, one of them four times."
"I see," I said, feeling like bachelor parties had changed a lot since I got married all those years ago.
"Come on Dad. Fuck, right?"
"Sure," I answered, starting to slide my dick in and out of Carrie.
"Here," Jenny said, scooping some scrambled eggs onto the fork and holding it out for me. I took the bite and chewed it. "Did you and Shania have fun this morning?" she asked quietly, quietly enough that only the three of us could really hear it.
"I did," I answered before she fed me another bite.
"Looked like it."
"You saw?"
"I saw you two standing face to face fucking if that's what you mean."
"You were checking up on me?"
"Let's just say that it was obvious who was missing from breakfast, and it didn't take much guessing to figure out where you went. Seems to me you've taken quite a liking to her."
"She's a sweet girl," I answered.
"Melissa thinks you're more than a little taken with her."
"Oh? I was the topic of conversation?"
"Only all through breakfast. How big your dick was, how many times each of us got fucked by it, how many times you were going to fuck Carrie today, and of course, how attached you two had become. It's no secret you slept with her last night instead of Melissa."
"That was Melissa's choice," I said quietly between bites.
"I know. I also know you think she's too young for you."
"She is."
"Bullshit!" Carrie said a little breathlessly. "If you have feelings for someone, who cares about age?"
"Yeah, who cares about age?" my daughter agreed.
"A lot of people."
"You really think so?"
"I know so," I answered.
"Okay. How about a bet. I bet that no one at the wedding cares one bit. You two go to the wedding next week and I bet no one even blinks," Jenny said. "If someone complains, I'll...I'll..."
"Have an accident that drops your dress in the middle of the dance floor," Carrie said.
"Yeah...I'll have an accident...wait a second! I'll do what?"
"You'll have an accident with your dress that makes it fall off in the middle of the dance floor. Guaranteed to take any attention off your dad!"
"Really? You want me to flash everything on the dance floor to everyone?" Jenny asked a little startled.
"You want him to feel confident no one is going to care, you have to be willing to bet something pretty provocative, right?"
"Well... yeah, I suppose. But that...I've never done anything like that in public."
"Neither have I," Carrie said with a little groan. "Oh damn. Mister C. You are getting so fucking huge in me! I think he likes the idea."
"Dad!?"
"What?" I asked defensively.
"Trust me. He likes it," Carrie moaned again. "Oh damn. I think he's going to make me come!"
"Fine. You do the same. Your wedding dress is strapless. If I have to, you have to," Jenny said to Carrie.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. Sure!" she moaned moments before I felt her pussy start to clench around me. She shuddered and started to climax on my dick, the thought of the two of them standing on the dance floor naked was almost too much of a mental image to withstand. Awwww hell. It was too much. I felt my body jerk and attempt to pump cum into Carrie, as my swollen cock surged inside her. Several times my body jerked, jamming my cock hard against her cervix while she too climaxed.
"So it's settled. If anyone makes any rude comments, you and I will drop our dresses on the dance floor," Jenny said.
"Wait. My wedding dress?"
"That's what you agreed to," Jenny said with a grin. "And just because you were climaxing doesn't change the bet."
"Oh Lord," she groaned before looking back at me. "You wouldn't make me do that, would you?"
"Me! I didn't make any bets," I said as my softening dick pulled from her as she stood up and turned to face me.
"Really? In my wedding dress? At my own reception?"
"That is a bit awkward, isn't it?" I asked. "I suppose you could always talk your bridesmaids into doing it for you, but I'd still expect you to at least lift your skirt for me," I said with a grin. She looked horrified at me for a few moments before I started laughing. "Trust me, I wouldn't do that to anyone on their wedding day. And no, I don't expect anyone, as titillating as it sounds, to drop their dresses at your reception. I haven't even decided if I'm going to make Shania my date."
"Well, you ARE still showing up, right?" Carrie asked demandingly.
"I might, as long as you show me that sexy pussy at the reception," I chuckled.
She rolled her eyes and then looked down at her legs. "God. I'm leaking you!" she said with a frown.
"Sorry. I wasn't expecting to have anything left to give."
"Well, you did."
"Now, a question for you two. Since someone clearly planned on clothes for you guys, did anyone by chance have a towel or SOMETHING I can wear?"
"We have a couple towels in our tent, but I can pretty much guaranteed that it wouldn't stay on you very long," Carrie said. "I know these girls are still wanting to see you. But I'm pretty sure I can get a pair of shorts that might fit you. But you gotta promise to wear them if I get them for you."
"I gotta promise before I even see them? Hmmmm. Sounds like a set-up."
Carrie grinned. "Well, after all, you've got free access to my pussy until we get home. All you gotta do is bend me over and pull those shorts down. How bad can it be?"
"Some shorts are better than no shorts. Okay. I'll wear them."
"Ohhhhh he is going to look so sexy in those pink shorts," Carrie said with a grin before she walked away.
"You wouldn't really make her drop her dress at her own wedding, would you?"
"No. But you have to admit, that could be fun to see," Jenny said with a grin.
"It would," I answered. "Your mother teased all night that she didn't have any underwear on under her dress and was just waiting for a chance to flash me at the reception. When we finally got to the hotel, I found out she was actually wearing one of the sexiest little panties I'd ever seen, complete with a very wet crotch from teasing me all night. And I was hard as hell from waiting and watching for that flash all evening. Even though we'd had sex plenty of times, it was probably the single most intense orgasm either of us had since we'd met."
"DAD! TMI!"
"No, it's not. The point was, that sometimes a good tease is as effective as something much more obvious."
"Here you go Mister C!" Hanna said as she walked up with Carrie following close behind. "I understand you want to borrow my shorts?" She held out a pair of very short legged shorts, bright pink, with white lacy ruffle around each leg hole as well as around the waist. They looked to be some kind of thin semi-stretchy material.
"I can't wear those!"
Hanna grinned. "Actually, I'd kind of like to see you in 'em. I think they'd look damn sexy on you."
"It's that or a towel again, and we know how the girls love to pull off your towel. Imagine trying to get the boat all tied down in just a towel and someone pulls it off, right there, in front of everyone?"
"You wouldn't."
"Me? No way. But I can think of a few that might."
"Okay. Fine," I said, taking the shorts. I stepped into them and pulled them up, the material stretching around me. I was definitely a little bigger in some places than Hanna, but overall they at least fit, as long as I didn't have a hardon. Hanna stepped towards me until her big tits pressed to my chest, only the thin layer of her shirt between her hardening nipples and my bare chest. She reached between us and rubbed her hand up and down my dick in the shorts while she wiggled her chest to intentionally work the little shirt up over her nipples. "No fair," I whispered as I felt myself growing in the shorts, my hands moving almost of their own accord to her hips and then to her round full ass.
"Perfectly fair," she whispered back as my cock grew long enough that I could feel her fingers stroke my head, now sticking out above the uber short waistband. "Ohhhhh geee. Look at that. You have a hard-on again. Guess that means you have to fuck Carrie again," she said with a soft whisper, adding, "but that doesn't mean after you make her come that you can't use this in me again." With a squeeze of my butt.
"Or I can just throw you on the ground and fuck your brains out now," I whispered back, squeezing her bare butt under her skirt.
"Oooooooo. Naughty. Why not just bend me over and fuck me right now?"
"If I do, I won't stop until you come."
"Isn't that the idea?"
"You'll have to get Carrie to agree. I mean as I understand it, she owns my dick today."
"I bet she would."
"And your husband?" I asked. "Seems to me someone told me you didn't even know about this until yesterday."
"I fucked you once already, didn't I?"
"You did."
"Then maybe you shouldn't worry about what my husband thinks and just pay attention to what your cock thinks."
I looked around and was surprised to see almost all the girls looking our way, almost like they were waiting for something.
"You know, as much as she was talking yesterday about any time, any place, I think she ought to get naked and let you fuck her right out there in the shallows," Carrie said with a grin.
"Out there?" Hanna asked quickly, clearly startled by the suggestion. "Not here?"
"Well, if all that was just talk..." Carrie said with a wide smile.
"Out there? Near those boats?" she asked hesitantly.
"Uh huh. Shania didn't mind. It's just some fishermen."
"Out in front of them?"
"Naked," Carrie said.
"Naked."
"Bent over with your tits swinging and Mister C pounding you from behind. But if you don't want to."
"I didn't say that," Hanna protested quickly before pausing. I looked out through the scrubby trees between us and the long shallow point, seeing two bass boats out there fishing. "How far?"
"Close enough for them to see anything they want," Carrie said. "Unless you want to just walk out there and let one of them fuck you?"
"No. I don't think I'd do that," Hanna said hesitantly.
Lizzy walked up and started to pull the little pink skirt down Hanna's butt, squatting down as she did so. "Wasn't it you who said last night that you'd fuck him anywhere, even if it meant dropping your dress on the dance floor? You weren't afraid of anyone seeing you naked?"
"Yeah. I'm pretty sure that's what she said," Carrie agreed. "She said she'd take everything off and dance with him naked until he had to fuck her."
"I was a bit drunk," Hanna protested.
"So it was all talk then?" Lizzy asked. "Too bad. Could have been fun. I'd have walked out there with you, just to draw an audience."
"It wasn't just talk."
"Alright. Then I dare you. Right now. You and me. Naked. We wade out there and talk to those guys in the boats," Lizzy said. "Unless you'd rather really drop your dress at the wedding. I'm pretty sure I can arrange to make it happen. You dance with Mister C, and I walk up and pull your dress down? You have to keep dancing until the song is done."
"And if I do it? Go out there naked?"
"You walk out there naked with me, and I'll flash my tits at the reception. You suck one of their dicks and I'll drop my entire dress in front of everyone," Lizzy said with a smirk.
"And all I have to do is walk out there naked and talk to them?"
"Yep."
"And you're coming with me, naked like I'd be?"
"Yep," Lizzy said with a grin.
"You better have this cock ready for me when I get back," Hanna said as she stepped back away from me. She pulled her shirt off and stepped out of the skirt around her ankles. "Okay Lizzy. Let's go! I got a dick to suck."
Lizzy raised her eyebrows, stripped off her skirt and shirt and handed them to me. "I'm not convinced she'll do it," she said as she walked off after Hanna.
"This I gotta see," Carrie said with a chuckle. She looped her arm in mine and led me after the girls through the trees, my daughter walking along on the other side. It wasn't long before all of the girls, including Melissa, had joined us on the shoreline, watching the two of them wading out on the hundred yard long sand bar towards the two bass boats that were fishing the edge of it. We all stood and watched them wade out and one of the boats move closer to the two women, meeting them only about a hundred feet or so away. I wasn't overly worried about their safety, unless of course they chose to climb onto the boat with them.
It wasn't long before the two were standing in water just below their breasts, leaning on the edge of the boat talking to the two guys in it. The other boat had moved closer and was floating only a few yards away, more than close enough to be part of the conversation we couldn't quite hear. We watched and waited for them to either come back or to suck one of the guys' dicks. As we watched, both guys in the boat started taking their shoes and pants off. Even from here we could see their hard-on, a few of the girls giggling a little.



The two sat down on the edge of the boat and Lizzy and Hanna stepped between the legs of the two men. No doubt now what was going to happen. We watched as the girls started to suck and lick their dicks, Lizzy quickly sinking her mouth down the entire guy's cock, her tits brushing the water as she bent over. Hanna's head bobbed up and down on her guy's dick, her huge tits splashing in the water with each stroke down his shaft. The guy in the back, still sitting, started to pull off his shirt, and in moments, was naked, Lizzy was helping him slide off the boat into the water with her. It didn't take long for her to get turned around with her ass pointed at him. She bent over and we could tell he was working his dick into her under the water, the waves from the rocking boat and Hanna's efforts brushing her nipples. Apparently, the guy finally got his dick settled in Lizzy, and he grabbed her arms and bent her a little further as he started to hump his hips, pumping his dick in and out of her. Her tits bounced and splashed and flopped in the water as the two jammed themselves together with each stroke. I could feel my cock twitching as my body responded to the sight in front of me.
"Holy shit!" Tabitha swore quietly. "She's actually going to let him fuck her!"
"Why not. Looked like a nice cock from here," Carrie said quietly.
"Because I bet her that if she walked out there naked and got one of them to be naked and fuck her, that I'd wear a vibrator to the reception."
"You did what?" Carrie asked in shock.
"Wear a vibrator, and she gets to control it."
"For how long?"
"All night, unless I get someone to replace it with a cock. Someone other than my husband."
"That was a stupid bet. You think your husband is going to let some other guy fuck you at the reception?" Lillian asked.
"He will if I can get someone like you to take his cock first."
"What? You want me to fuck your husband at the reception? For real? Are you crazy?" Lillian asked. "You must be bonkers. Gary wouldn't ever allow me to do that."
"Why not? You've both been fucked by and fucked a number of people at the parties. What's another cock?"
"Yeah, but at the reception?"
"Just have to make sure he's had enough to drink. I bet with a few nice drinks in him, he'd even strip you for him."
"Gary? Nope. Never."
"Too bad. Marlin has a pretty nice sized cock. Even a little bigger than Mister C. Does a damn good job with it too."
"This is going to be one hell of a reception," Carrie said quietly. "Between those two trying to flash body parts, Tabitha trying to get someone to fuck her so she can get rid of the vibrator that I am quite sure Lizzy will keep busy, and a few others I know about," she said looking at my daughter. "This is going to be interesting."
"Oh shit. There he goes," Abby said as the guy Hanna was sucking started shooting cum in the air, half of it splattering on Hanna's face and the rest back onto him. Hanna pushed away from the boat and sunk down into the water, ducking all the way under to wash her face and hair before standing back up again. She was still rubbing the water from her face when the guy Lizzy was fucking started to cum in her, his body jerking and grunting loudly. I wasn't sure Lizzy had gotten off yet, which would certainly leave her frustrated.
She pulled off the guy she was fucking and turned to face him. "Jesus. You couldn't wait a little longer? Thanks for nothing!" she snapped at him.
"Not really," I heard him answer.
"And I suppose you're done now? Not even going to try and finish me off?" she asked as he turned his back to wade the few feet back to the boat.
"Not much I can do," he said with a shrug, not even looking back at her.
"No wonder your wife doesn't give a shit if you fuck someone else," Lizzy said angrily as she turned and started to wade back toward us, trying to wade fast to catch up to Hanna that was already well ahead of her.
"Looks like someone's pissed," Tabitha said quietly.
"No doubt. You would be too if he did that to you," Abby said quietly. "Dumb ass."
Even I knew what the guy had done. But I guess that's kinda part of the game. If you're going to fuck a guy with no link to you or the future, he's going to do what feels good for him, not you.
"I hope you got that dick ready," Hanna called as she got most of the way back to us.
"It's definitely hard!" Abby called back to her.
"Good!" Hanna said as she waded onto the shore. "Come with me," she said, taking my hand and pulling me forcefully to turn and follow her. She led me back to camp, dropped her hand and walked to the tent. With some effort, she pulled one of the air mattresses out the door of the tent, squeezing and bending it to fit out the hole, and then carried it to the fire ring. She dropped it on the ground near the smoldering fire and then stepped to me again, pulling me towards it. "Come on. Lay your ass down. You need an engraved invitation to get fucked?" she asked sharply.
"You better do as she says," Carrie said with a laugh. "I've seen her get like this with a stubborn horse once. I don't need to tell you who won!"
I let Hanna push me down onto the air mattress and then she knelt down over my legs. She reached for the shorts I had on and pulled them down to my thighs before climbing up my body on her knees. She grasped my dick and held it upright and aimed it at her pussy. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as she pushed herself down on me. "Ohhhhhhh yesssss!" she gasped as she settled all the way down on me, her pussy sliding wetly down my shaft until I could feel her cervix pressing against my engorged head. She started to lift and lower herself up and down my shaft, groaning in pleasure. "Did you like watching me suck that guy's cock? You're so fucking hard. I could fuck you all day long!" she moaned as she bounced, her huge tits bouncing and flopping with each stroke down onto me. I reached to grab her tits and she pushed my hands away, pushing them down to rest on her thighs. "Just let me," she whispered breathlessly.
"What the fuck. I want some attention!" Lillian said, stepping over and squatting down over my face without even taking the little skirt off. She lowered her freckle covered pussy lips to my face and gently rubbed the tiny bit of protruding inner lip to my lips. "Lick me. I wanna get off so bad. Lick my little pussy," she whispered.
Carrie stepped forward. "I thought he was mine today?"
"He can lick you too," Lillian gasped as I spread her lips and pressed my tongue between them.
"Okay girls. You want him to do this. It'll cost you. Since Lizzy is already going to drop her dress, anyone that wants to use Mister C today has to pay. Sitting on his face, you'll have to bare your tits or pussy for him at the reception. And I don't mean just a little flash. You have to bare them until he kisses your nipples or your pussy. If you wanna fuck him, you'll have to drop your dress. Maybe not in public like Lizzy, but somewhere, someplace at the reception, you'll have to get naked above your knees until he sucks both your nipples."
"For how long?" Hanna gasped breathlessly. "Cuz I don't plan on stopping yet."
"As long as he wants to do it I guess," Carrie said with a smile.
"Wait! What? In public?" Lizzy asked quickly.
"In public. Right on the dance floor!" Hanna answered her. "Just like you were going to make me do."
"Shit. I can't do that! Not at the reception!" Lizzy said.
"Only seems fair," Jenny said. "You left my dad naked all day yesterday and today he's wearing girl shorts."
"But on the dance floor!? In front of everyone?"
"Seems that was the bet," Carrie answered with a grin. "You didn't seem to mind having Mister C running around naked in front of everyone all weekend. It's only fair that you drop your dress while you're dancing with him...Right? I mean it is a strapless dress, so it shouldn't be a problem to make it happen."
"Jesus. And if I don't?" Lizzy asked.
"There's always the penalty book," Shania said. "What was it you put down for your penalty? Let's see. I usually have a pretty good memory for this kind of thing. Was it having to strip and pretend to take a shower in one of the displays at Lowes, wasn't it?"
"You wish!" Lizzy said with a frown. "It was tying me to a table and letting all the guys fuck me as many times as they wanted in any hole they wanted."
"Oh, yeah. That's right," Shania said. "But if you'd rather do that."
"NO I would NOT rather do that. Dance floor it is," she said with a frown.
"As long as I don't have to do it on the dance floor, I can live with finding some place to strip for Mister C," Hanna moaned as her ass slapped down on my thighs wetly, her hair still dripping and running lake water down her body.
"No. The only one that has to do it on the dance floor is Lizzy. What do you say Mister C? That sound fair?"
"Sounds fair to me," I mumbled with my mouth still on Lillian's pussy. I just hoped whoever my date was would understand. Given what Lizzy's little game had done, leaving me naked in public, it was a fitting return.
"Let's just try to keep it for later in the evening. Not all of the guests would understand," Carrie said. "I'm not at all sure what Robert's parents are going to think."
Hanna started to shudder a few moments later, her pussy clenching around me as she jammed herself down hard on me. I continued to lick and tease Lillian, pushing her towards her own orgasm, her body already apparently well turned on after watching the girls sucking those two guys dicks.
"Oh shit. Ohhhh God. Here it comes. Here it comes..." Lillian said, her voice dropping to a whisper as her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhhhh here it comes," she mumbled in a whisper again before her body started to tense and jerk slightly. I could feel an increase in her juices leaking from her pussy over my chin and into my mouth, but nothing like what Shania produces. She rolled her knees forward and pulled off my face, holding herself on her hands and knees while she gasped for air, her body still trembling. "Ohhhh damn," she gasped as her legs finally stilled. "I so needed that."
"Anyone else?" Carrie asked, looking around.
"I will," Abby said meekly. "Not sure how I'm going to manage to flash my whole body, but yeah, I wouldn't mind riding him."
Hanna climbed off my still hard dick and Abby stepped over. She knelt over me and aimed my fat dick at her pussy and slowly settled herself on me. Like before, she was tight. VERY tight. It took almost two minutes for her to work herself down my shaft and start to lift and lower herself. I let my hands move to her tits and was just starting to squeeze and play with them when a new crotch appeared over my face.
"Surprise Dad," my daughter said as she squatted down towards my face, her body completely naked.
"Jenny? You?"
"Yeah," she whispered. "I don't think I could convince you to do this at home, so I better take advantage while I can." She lowered her pussy towards my face, her inner lips glistening wetly with her excitement, her pussy looking so much like her mother's had. I let go of Abby's breasts and moved my hands around Jenny's body to cup and squeeze her big tits. I gently kissed her pussy lips and then slowly stroked my tongue between them, teasing as deeply into her as I could. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned loudly. "If you only knew how many times Mary or I wished you'd do this to us. You used to do it to mom all the time and it made her feel so damn good."
"How would you know?" I asked, turning my head enough to get room to talk.
"Cuz we'd watched enough times to know what sounds she made when you did this. She told me once how much she loved feeling you doing this to her, how turned on it made her and how much it made her want your dick in her."
"She told you all that?" I asked in surprise.
"Only after half a dozen glasses of wine," she answered with a smile, looking down at me between her legs. "The way she made it sound, it was the next best thing to heaven."
"She did enjoy it," I agreed quietly, looking up past her body and big tits to her face. "That's what you want? What I used to do to her?"
"Uh huh," she whispered.
I nodded as best I could and pressed my tongue between her lips. I closed my eyes and squeezed her big soft tits the same way I used to do to her mother. I let my tongue push into the entrance to her depths and then drew it along her slit until I found her hard little clit and stroked it with the tip. She moaned loudly and her hands reached for my head, trying to grab my short hair and pull me towards her pussy.
"Oh fuck," she whispered as I flicked across her clit and teased it with the tip of my tongue. She ground her pussy to my face, driving herself onto my chin as I tried to continue stroking and teasing her clit. I finally had to let go of her sexy tits and reach down to lift her off my face enough that I could actually breathe. She closed her eyes and continued to rock her hips, letting me tease and flick her clit as I drove her slowly up the slope towards climax. "Oh damn Dad. Ohhhhhh fuck. So good. So God damn good! You're gonna make me come. Oh shit," she mumbled, clearly getting closer and closer to what I was trying to push her to. I sucked her clit between my lips and gently squeezed it, flicking my tongue across the very tip that stuck into my mouth. Her reaction was almost instantaneous as I had hoped. "OH SHIT!" she squealed loudly as her body jerked, pulling her pussy from my face.
Her hands let go of my head and reached for the ground, holding her suddenly trembling body just above my face. I moved my hands to her ass and squeezed her cheeks as I pulled her down towards me, driving my tongue between her lips. "OH GOD!" she gasped as I swept over her clit again, her body jerking and giving me a surprising squirt of her cum. Three times her body spasmed, each time a small jet of her girl cum sprayed out onto my face and into my mouth. She held herself on her hands and knees, shuddering and trembling as I continued to gently stroke her clit, slowing my strokes as her shudders and trembles faded.
"Better?" I asked, focusing back on the young pussy riding up and down my dick.
"Oh God Dad. Ohhhhhhhh my God. Better is NOT even close," she panted. "No wonder Mom loved it when you licked her."
"Maybe we should switch," Abby said. "I think he was too interested in you."
I coaxed my daughter off my face and looked at Abby. "You not getting what you wanted?"
"Not exactly," she said with a shrug, sitting on my dick, which I could tell was hard, but not the iron pole I'd expect.
I reached for her arms and pulled her down towards me, rolling at the same time to leave her on her back, with me laying on her. I moved to my knees and pushed her legs further apart before reaching for my dick and aiming it for her pussy. I shoved myself back into her, driving me hard into her, drawing a small gasp from her. I started to stroke in and out, her petite little body bouncing on the air mattress in time with my strokes. In and out I shoved my cock, once again hard as hell. I drove into her, my head hitting her cervix with each stroke, sending little tingles through my body. In and out I plunged, watching her body start to tremble. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh fuck!" she gasped as I plunged in and out faster, each stab into her pussy sending a little jolt of electricity through my body, making my hard cock swell to its largest potential. I could tell what was going to happen. I was waiting for it. I looked at my daughter, now sitting on the edge of the air mattress, her legs cocked so I could easily see her sopping wet pussy. In my mind I was fucking her, driving my dick into her.
I felt Abby tremble and her pussy clench tightly around my shaft, nearly stopping my strokes for a moment, as her climax started to break over her. I plunged in and out of her spasming pussy, my fat head stroking her vaginal walls along its full length. I could feel my urgency building. I probably couldn't stop now if I wanted to. My body was on automatic, and my mind was picturing my daughter wrapped around my shaft. My body jerked hard and drove into Abby deeply, a gush of cum lancing out of my head while she lay gasping and moaning in pleasure. Over and over my body jerked until all I could do was to flop onto the air mattress, panting for breath. I was half between Abby's legs, laying on my back, my cock no longer buried in her. I could feel it still twitching as it leaked the remaining cum onto my body.
"Holy shit," Abby panted. "That's all I can say. Holy shit!"
"Sorry," I said breathlessly.
Abby propped herself up on her elbows and looked at my now shrinking dick, still oozing cum and then shifted her weight to reach down to her crotch. She slipped two fingers into her pussy and drew them out again. "Oh my."
"Yeah. Sorry."
"Nice move Dad," Jenny said looking at my dick.
"Kinda got carried away," I said as I lay panting, looking at my daughter sitting there, still naked.
"Well. What's done is done," Abby said quietly as she pushed herself up and walked away, headed towards the lake, presumably to try and get rid of as much of my cum as she could. I wasn't exactly sure how that was going to work out.
Shania came over and lay down next to me, pressing herself against me and looping one leg over mine. She propped her head up with one hand and reached for my softening dick with her other, gently playing with it with her finger tips. "Damn that looked hot. I'm so fucking horny for you right now," she said before leaning her face down and kissing me. I kissed back as I heard my daughter get up and call to the girls that it was time to start breaking down camp. Shania and I lay there, not helping at all, just kissing in all sorts of places and ways. In our day it was called necking. I had no idea what today's generation called it. Regardless of what it was called, I was enjoying the hell out of it.
We finally had to get up when all that was left to pack was the air mattress we were laying on. I pulled on the girly shorts, my dick having already started to harden after nearly an hour's rest, which bulged the front of the pink shorts out, the thin stretchy material forming around my shaft and head, making it extremely obvious.
All the girls were once again dressed, this time in their little pink skirts and shirts. All of them had gone pantyless except for Melissa, who decided to wear the bikini bottom under her skirt but left the top free. We pushed off the boat and headed back to the landing. It was still early, not even eleven yet, so I knew that most of the traffic would be putting boats in, not taking them out. We had to wait almost ten minutes to get a spot at the dock.
To say I got a lot of looks as I walked to the parking area with the truck keys, it'd be an understatement. I could feel myself blushing as a few ladies made comments about my attire. I finally had to respond when one woman asked if I always dressed this way. "Only when my swim suit gets ripped off by a bunch of sex crazy women," I answered as I walked past, still headed for the area where long trailers were parked.
I finally got to the truck and climbed in, glad that no one could really see what I was wearing any longer. I drove to the ramps and waited in line to get a chance at a landing. I sunk the trailer in until the back wheels of the truck were in the water and then climbed out. The girls all were off the boat and waiting on the dock when I walked back around. I pushed off and my daughter walked to the truck to take over the driving duties.
I didn't have to worry much about anyone paying attention to me. Every eye around seemed glued to the girls, the short skirts barely covering their pussies and the short shirts not even covering all of their breasts. I drove the boat onto the trailer and climbed to the trailer hitch to snap on the bow line. I snugged it up and called for my daughter to pull up. She drove up the hill from the landing and stopped along the parking area so we could put the cover on. I dug the cover out and climbed up into the boat with it. It took a few minutes to get it unrolled and stretched out over the boat. Once that was done, I put the canopy down and secured it. Jenny showed the girls how to clip the little hooks under the railing and the girls set about doing that. I climbed out of the boat and looked around. Every guy around was watching us, the girls nipples and pussies in plain sight as they stretched on their tiptoes to reach the little hook fasteners.



I briefly thought about telling them what they were showing, before realizing that they knew exactly what was showing. I took the armload of poles that held up the center and stuffed them under the cover. I climbed the boarding ladder in the stern and then crawled under the partly snapped cover to start putting the poles in. I only got the first one put in before I felt a set of hands pulling my pink shorts down.
I turned and looked over my shoulder to see Tabitha under the cover with me, pulling my shorts down to my thighs. I sat down and rolled onto my back in the low confines, and she grinned and moved closer to me. She grabbed my dick and closed her lips around it, sucking and licking it as she coaxed it hard as a rock again. "You trying to make it impossible for me to wear these shorts?" I asked quietly, not really wanting to draw attention to us.
"Yeah. Is it working?"
"I think you know it is," I answered as she crawled up my body.
"Good," she whispered, moving far enough up she could reach behind her and aim my now hard cock at her pussy. She pushed herself back and forced herself on my cock. "I watched you fucking Abby. I watched how hard and full it made her feel. I want you to fuck me like that when we get home. I want you to make me feel what you made her feel, make me come as hard as you made her come," she whispered as she gently moved her body to stroke her pussy on and off my cock, her chest held low enough to drag her nipples across my chest each time she pushed down, dragging the short shirt up off her tits.
"If that's what you want," I said. "But you have to get permission."
"From who?"
"Shania," I said quietly. "I promised when we got home that I'd give her everything I could."
"Well, maybe the two of us can share you?"
"Again. You have to ask her. I don't go back on promises."
She grinned and then slipped off my dick. "Trust me. I can convince her," she said. "Now. I'm supposed to be helping you put these poles up," she said, pushing one of the aluminum poles in the stack next to me.
"Well, turn around and we can work our way out."
She turned around and took the first pole. "Into that hole up there," I said pointing to the round black connector on the canvas. As she aimed it for the hole, I held her hips and pushed my cock back into her pussy, giving it a few slow strokes as I told her how to adjust the height. She pulled off of me to crawl to the next location and I handed her the pole before pushing into her again. Might as well enjoy it if it's there, right?
As we worked our way down the length of the boat, putting the seven support poles in, I'd managed to tease both of us pretty good. I'd also ended up with a rock hard cock that wasn't even going to be covered by the low waisted pink shorts. I really didn't have much choice, by my own making this time, I'm afraid. I did the best I could to get the low cut shorts to cover as much of my hard-on as I could and then climbed out, hoping that I could get to the truck and in it before too many people noticed how much of me was sticking out the waistband.
With all the attention on the girls, I felt like I had a pretty good chance of doing just that. Unfortunately as I stepped around the stern corner of the boat I ran face to face with a woman around my own age, wearing a rather conservative string bikini and a rather angry look on her face.
"What's the big idea, parading these girls around in such skimpy outfits?"
"Excuse me?" I asked startled.
"You! What's the big idea parading these girls around like this? Don't you have any self-respect? Or any respect for them!?" she snapped angrily.
"What are you talking about? I'm not parading anyone anywhere!" I answered sharply, not particularly happy about being accused of what she was accusing me of.
"These girls! They're with you, right?"
"Yeah. So?"
"And they're all walking around flashing their butts and private parts and nipples at the men. How can you take advantage of them like this!?"
"I think you have it all wrong ma'am. I'm just the boat driver. The girls are part of a bachelorette party. What they wear is completely up to them. I have nothing to do with it," I answered.
She looked me up and down and then gasped. "Shit! Your dick is hanging out! And those shorts! They're...they're...obscene even on a girl. What are you doing wearing them?"
"Well to be honest, it's better than walking around naked. And since I didn't have anything to wear but my swimsuit which accidently got ruined and unwearable..." I said leaving the statement unfinished.
"Well...Cover your dick up then! You shouldn't even be wearing something like those...those...shorts."
I looked at her and then at the girls clustered around the back of the truck watching and giggling quietly. "You know. You're absolutely right. It's scandalous for me to wear shorts like this. I should have absolutely refused when Hanna offered them to me so I'd have something to wear," I said before quickly pushing the shorts down. I bent over and stepped out of them hearing her gasp as my hard dick stuck out lewdly when I straightened up. "There. No longer wearing those scandalous shorts. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a long drive home."
I intentionally decided to move past her between the boat and her, rather than around the outside, "Just a minute buster! I'm not done with you yet!" she snapped.
I stopped between her and the boat. She looked every bit as if she wasn't going to back down...or back up... wanting to press her particular moral imperative on me. I've met people like this before. It only took half a second for my anger at her self-righteousness to boil over and cloud my better judgement. I took half a step towards her, the look in my eye daring her to step back. She took the bait and stood her ground, the engorged head of my pussy juice slickened cock pressing against her stomach. "I'm not taking to explaining to strangers, but in your case, I'll make an exception! My well intentioned daughter set this up to get her widower father involved with a very nice woman. Unfortunately her plans to give me limited options of apparel didn't go as planned and I ended up without anything to wear. One of the girls was nice enough to loan me a pair of shorts so I wouldn't have to run around naked the whole weekend. What the girls choose to do or wear to their bachelorette party is their choice. If they chose to run around naked, that's for them to decide, not me. Now, maybe next time you'll keep your narrow-minded opinions to yourself," I said very quietly, almost growling at her as I bent my face closer to hers. I kept my hands down for two reasons, I didn't want her to even think I'd get physical with her, and secondly, because I had every intention of them being busy with something else. As I talked, I intentionally moved my body side to side slightly, making sure she felt my hard-on pressing against her stomach. With my comment done, I straightened up and stepped away from her and headed back towards the truck, leaving her somewhat shocked at my reaction. "Let's go girls."
Half of the girls headed to the second car, the ones riding with me moved to get into the truck, including Shania, climbing into the passenger side and Melissa and Lizzy both climbing into the back seat. I opened the door of the truck and turned to look at the woman, still standing open mouthed. "You know. If you paid more attention to yourself and less to what other people are doing, you might have a different view of the world!"
"What the hell are you talking about?" she snapped.
I grinned and stood with my hard-on poking out at her and held up the pink shorts for her to see before tossing them into the truck so that she could see me completely naked. "Next time if you want me to see you naked, just ask," I said with a chuckle.
She looked confused for several seconds, before I finally mouthed a silent "look down". It took a few more seconds before she did finally look down at herself and then cried in surprise. "OH SHIT!" She quickly tried to cover her pelvis that was completely exposed when I pulled the strings on her bikini bottom as I chewed her out. The two men laughed louder and harder as her bikini bottom fell all the way to the pavement as she tried to cover herself with her hands, to which she snapped angrily. "Shut up George!" Apparently referring to her husband.
"He's right dear," one of the men answered, trying to stifle his laughter, mostly unsuccessfully.
I climbed into the truck and started it up. I looked at her in the mirror, in time to see her run bare assed around the back of my boat towards the women's bathrooms with her hands holding her bikini bottom over her pussy.
"That was so mean...and sooooo fucking good!" Shania said with a laugh as I put the truck in gear, and we started for home.
The ride home was an hour of excruciatingly erotic teasing. Shania left her tits uncovered the entire trip, reaching over frequently to stroke and even sometimes crawling half way across the center console to suck my exposed dick. Along the way it apparently got too much for both Melissa and Lizzy, who I watched in the rearview mirror, take turns laying on the back bench seat with the other's head between their legs until they'd made each other climax. The whole inside of the cab smelled like sex.
When we got home, I backed the boat into the carport where I stored the huge boat. I wormed my way into the pink shorts, at least half of my rock hard dick sticking up from the waistband and got out to unhook the truck from the boat. I live in a quiet neighborhood set back in a wooded area, so we had no neighbors behind us to worry about and only three or four across the road and next to us, with the three across the road the only ones able to see most of my yard and house. I could see Martha, the lady across the street, watering her flowers. Otherwise I didn't see anyone that could really see me in the absurd little pink shorts.
I unhooked the boat and pulled the truck in front of the garage next to where Jenny had parked her car, the girls all getting out of it, still in their little pink outfits.
"Okay girls. We're not done until all the camping stuff is put away. Dad will show you where it goes in the shed, but we have to get it out of the boat," she announced before walking towards the boat shed. She guided the girls to pull the front of the boat cover back to uncover the load of gear that was piled there, and one by one, started bringing arm-loads of gear towards the shed. I pointed to where each armload went, standing in the shed. As each armload was put on the appropriate shelf, then each girl came to me and did something from pressing their bare tits to me, to kissing me, to stroking my cock, my shorts having already been pushed down to my thighs by Tabitha, and in Lizzy's case, sucking my dick.
It was going to take several trips by each girl to get it all put up, as they were intentionally making the armloads less than full. As they started the second trip, I realized that this too was part of their plan. Jenny informed me that I was going to be required to give them each six strokes, with her being the first. She bent over and waited patiently for me. I hesitated and then said the hell with it. I stepped behind her, pushed my dick into her and stroked six times into her. She pulled off of me and Abby walked into the shed, putting her chairs on the shelf and then turning around and bending over expectantly.
It took almost fifteen minutes to get all the gear put away, and by the end of it, I was teased almost to the point of no return. "Last load," Tabitha said with a grin as she set the last box on the shelf. "The girls are putting the cover on the boat now," she said as she stepped to me and pushed her little skirt down. She let it fall to the shed floor and then stepped to me, pulling the front of her top up over her tits. She pressed herself to me and kissed me wetly. "I drew the long straw, so I get to let you fuck me. I know you want to come. I get to let you fuck me and cum in me," she whispered as she broke the kiss.
I didn't argue. I was way too horny to care. I turned her and set her ass on the edge of the chest freezer and lifted her legs. I stepped between her legs, hooked her knees over my arms and aimed my cock at her pussy. My slick cock slid easily into her pussy, and I started pumping into her. She moaned loudly as I drove my hard shaft in and out of her, our bodies slapping together rhythmically. Each smack of my body to her bare ass made her tits bounce and wiggle, adding to the level of excitement I felt. I knew I was going to come soon, and as hard as I wanted to, I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold back. Not after the last hour and a half of teasing. She reached out to my chest with one hand, the other holding her up on the freezer at an angle and started to tease and play with my nipples. "Come on. Do it. Fill me up. You know you want to. We've been teasing the shit out of that sexy cock, so I know you want to come."
"Oh damn," I groaned as my body jerked hard, driving into her and feeling my cock surge and spasm. I felt a gush of hot cum lance into her, drawing a gasp from her. She let go of my chest and moved her hand to her own crotch. She started to rapidly stroke her clit, trying to push herself over the edge herself.
"Oh fuck," I heard gasped from the shed door. "Oh my God."
I jerked my head that way, seeing Martha standing in the doorway, her erect nipples pushing the material of her t-shirt out, her hands clasped in front of her shorts covered crotch. Martha was a few years younger than I was and wasn't bad looking with a slightly rounded figure and fairly large breasts, which she seemed to usually leave free under her t-shirts when she worked outside. She suddenly backed away several steps and turned to walk quickly away from the shed. I got just the briefest glimpse of the front of her navy blue shorts, the crotch clearly darkened with wetness as she turned away.
"Oh shit," I groaned as Tabitha began to climax on my still twitching cock. By the time Tabitha and I finished, and I walked to the shed door to look out, Martha was long gone, and I wondered what kind of trouble this might cause. It wasn't like she had a husband to go blab to, but she was known as the neighborhood gossip. The two of us were passing friends, but she and my wife had been very good friends, and I could only imagine what she was thinking of me at that moment.
I pulled the pink shorts back up, my now softened cock able to be covered, and walked out to say goodbye to the girls. Each of them came up and gave me long wet kisses, leaving Melissa and Shania for last. I kissed Melissa and thanked her for her playfulness and said I'd see her at the wedding. Everyone had backed away enough that I could talk to Shania somewhat alone as we broke the long and very tender kiss.
"I suppose you're going to go to the wedding with your boyfriend?" I asked barely above a whisper as we held each other, her big tits pressed to my chest and her pelvis pressed to mine.
"Actually, no," she whispered back.
"I know it might be out of place, but...well... I don't know if it's appropriate or not..."
"Are you asking me if I'd go with you?" she asked with a whisper and a wide smile. "I'd love to. I was really hoping you'd ask."
I smiled back. "I don't know if it's appropriate, but if you'd like to stay longer..."
She leaned towards me and kissed me again. "As much as I'd love to. I need to go pick up my son," she whispered. "I hope you ask me another time though. I'll leave him with his grandma for the wedding and won't pick him up until morning...if you get my drift?"
"I do," I nodded. "Should I pick you up?"
"Why don't you let me come pick you up," she said with a smile. "Until Saturday then."
"Until Saturday," I answered quietly before she leaned in and kissed me again.
Yeah, I know what you're thinking. Dating a woman half my age. What a dolt. What a jerk. I can just see the kinds of trouble that are going to come of it, but I have to admit, when she's in my arms I feel something very much different than when any of the other girls were in my arms. It was clear that for each of them, it was sex, desire, lust driving them, and to a large extent me. But with Shania, it was...gentle, sweet, almost loving. It made me feel warm and contented inside. And... it was actually hard to watch her climb into the back seat of my daughter's car and drive away. There was a sort of emptiness after she'd left. I began to wish that instead of Tabitha, she'd drawn the long straw.
I headed to the house and a much needed shower.
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It was finally time to move. We'd long since outgrown this house but didn't want to move until our youngest graduated high school. With that finally complete and her off to college, it was time to move to a house that would provide us space for my workshop, my wife's workout room and still have enough guest space for three young families with the hope of plenty of grandkids. We looked for a while before finding what we thought was the perfect spot. It was a brand new subdivision. True it wasn't very close to town, but the pie shaped lot we chose backed up to the border of fifty thousand acres of national forest. From the backyard, we could see across the valley almost five miles to the next ridgetop. In the morning, when the sun was rising over the trees, it was incredibly beautiful. The morning we looked at the lot a heavy fog blanketed the depths of the valley, fed by the stream that apparently ran down through it.
There wasn't much front yard, but there was well over an acre and a half of backyard. The lots on either side of us were not quite as large, but both had a lot more front yard, and what I wanted was plenty of room for the grandkids to play. We worked with the builder to design what we thought was the perfect house. Two stories with an unfinished basement, a large patio the width of the house and a second story covered deck that ran the width of the house, only accessible by French doors from the master bedroom and another set on the other end from a guest room we planned to use as our workout room. From there, we could use our exercise equipment and watch the sun come up over the far ridgeline.
The master bath was big. A lot bigger than I had expected my wife to want, but she was tired of living with two little bathrooms. Twin shower heads in a walk-in shower with independent temperature controls, twin vanities and a large triangular whirlpool tub. The new bathroom was easily as large as our master bedroom had been in the old house.
We chose to leave the basement unfinished, with just the drain plumbing for a bathroom roughed in, assuming that I'd put in the additional two bedrooms, the family room and the workshop, adding almost another thousand square feet of living space to the existing twenty-five hundred of the main and upper floors.
A month before we were to move in construction started on the lot to our left. I didn't really mind too much, except when I saw the excavation for the in-ground pool. Since a portion of the view of the valley was across the back corner of the yard, if they constructed the typical six-foot dog-ear wood privacy fence, we'd loose a considerable amount of the view from the back patio. There was of course nothing I could do about it, but grouse. Not exactly the best way to start things with new neighbors we hadn't even met yet. My fears were allayed as construction progressed, and instead of a six foot wooden fence, a six foot chain link fence was put up, still allowing a good amount of view to be had, from both of our houses, as well as providing the requisite security insurance companies demanded of in-ground pools, one of the reasons we had decided that we'd do an above ground pool once the grandkids got old enough to enjoy it.
By the time we moved in, nearly half the lots in the subdivision had been sold and were being built on. We got settled in and watched the progress in the neighborhood. The house next door was also a two story. I'd poked around a little to try and figure out the floor plan, and what you could and couldn't see in our house. We had the large French doors facing the backyard, and I was mostly concerned that we'd be forced to put curtains on the door, spoiling the view we had already come to love first thing in the morning. In the end, I decided that the only thing you could see, other than the side window of the master, which WAS curtained, was into the master bathroom at a pretty significant angle, and even then, only if the bathroom door was open and only from their much smaller second story balcony. All in all, we weren't going to need to curtain either the French door or the picture window over the tub.
We watched the moving van arrive on a Friday morning as we were leaving for work. By the time we got home, the van was just about ready to leave. My wife, Nancy, headed into the house to get dinner going while I decided to go over and introduce myself to our new neighbors. Not that I was LOOKING to make new friends, but I figured being on decent terms with your neighbors couldn't hurt. Besides, my wife insisted! Case closed.
I walked up the driveway, loosening my tie as I headed for the garage clearly full of boxes yet. I was greeted by an incredible sight. I stopped at the garage door and stared. She wore a pair of what I call micro shorts. You know the kind, no leg, like underwear? The legs on her shorts were so short that I doubted they were longer than her crotch. The blue spandex was stretched tightly across an incredible looking butt and pulled tightly against her pussy. So tight in fact that the seam clearly pulled into her pussy between her lips, in what kids today called a camel toe. It wasn't intentional, but I could feel my dick start to harden at the sight. I was still staring at her when she stood up and turned around, a box in her arms.
She cried out at the surprise of someone standing only ten feet or so from her and nearly dropped the box. I apologized for startling her and introduced myself. She set the box down, revealing she was wearing a tight spandex top, clearly soaked with sweat, the thin damp material outlining not only her nipples, but the shape and size of her areola, even though the multicolor pattern didn't allow me to see much more. She obviously didn't have a bra on under the bare midriff top, and I guessed her breasts had to be something on the order of a thirty-six D, a full two cup sizes smaller than my wife's thirty-eight triple D's. I did my best to not stare at her tits, although she was clearly staring at the bulge in my slacks as she stepped forward and introduced herself as Jasmine, or Jaz for short. I guessed she had to be about mid thirties or so, as was her husband, who came out of the house a few moments later. Greg was clearly built sturdy. Without a shirt on, I could see his abs and figured he was some kind of workout nut. The three of us chatted for a few minutes before I invited them over for dinner. Obviously, they weren't set up to cook and even fast food was a good fifteen minutes away, round trip.
During dinner we learned that they were both thirty-four, a dozen plus years younger than we were. He was a personal trainer, which explained the chiseled body that my wife was having a hard time keeping her eyes off, and she was a medical records auditor. Not particularly exciting work but they both made plenty of money and hadn't gotten around to starting a family yet but had started thinking about it.
It turned out that we did end up friends. Greg was pretty smart but didn't really have any experience with all the house kind of things, and in exchange for teaching him all that kind of thing, we had a free invitation to use his pool any time we wanted, even if they were using it. The spring turned to summer, and I was treated to watching Jaz creating and tending a number of gardens around her yard. I'd come to realize that she had pretty much three types of clothing she wore. Dresses to work, very nice looking short hemmed dresses that showed lots of cleavage, spandex micro shorts and spandex tops, and bikinis. It wasn't unusual for me to see her out on her hands and knees in the garden wearing some of those spandex shorts with a bikini top that seemed to struggle to hold her boobs in place. When she was sunning or swimming, she had on only the smallest of bikinis and more than once, either working on a garden or swimming, I saw one of her breasts pop out into view. Sometimes I wondered if it happened on purpose.
When it happened in the pool in front of my wife, she would nudge me to make me stop staring, and then chew me out after we got home. But eventually she stopped complaining. I didn't know if she just didn't care any more or if the two of them had hashed something out, or if it was the fact that I'd caught her staring at Greg from the second story balcony while he worked shirtless in the yard, mowing or trimming or whatever. He seemed to always work outside in those really tight, stretchy material shorts that molded to him quite snugly. Whatever the reason, when her boobs happened to pop out, she didn't seem overly anxious to put herself back away, so after a few months I'd gotten quite a few long looks at her boobs.
Unfortunately, summer turned to fall and then winter, and bikini tops were a thing of the past. Now it was long spandex pants, tight sweaters and dresses. Her dresses were ALWAYS nice looking, or more to the point, nice to see her in. One side effect was that when my wife went shopping, she generally took Jaz along, which has resulted in my wife's hemlines getting a bit shorter. And believe me that is NOT a complaint. As our kids were born, she seemed to get more and more conservative in her dress, the nice tight short dresses she once wore a thing of the past, as well as the active sex life we used to enjoy. That too seemed to be having something of a resurgence, along with the short hems. In the last six months she had started to come down in the morning after getting dressed for work, tossing her panties and pantyhose on the counter next to me, indicating she wasn't wearing anything under her dress, as an invitation for a morning quickie before we had to head out to work. At first it was only once in a while, but lately it seemed to be at least twice and sometimes three times a week. I always found her wet and ready, almost as wet as if she had already climaxed once, making me wonder if there was something going on that I was missing. I trusted her implicitly, so I had no worries that she was cheating on me or anything of the sort. It was simply not in her personality to do such a thing. So for now, I'd just enjoy the attention I was getting, and hope it didn't end any time soon.
It was a cold spring day, still well below freezing, when I got a call from Greg to come over and help with an emergency. The washing machine had stopped working and was full of water. I headed over with my tool bag to see what we could do.
I found Greg laying on the floor in front of the washer, with the front compartment door off, poking around. "What's up Greg?" I asked as I followed Jaz to the laundry room.
"Damn thing stopped draining. It's full of water and the pump runs but doesn't want to pump the water out."
"So, let's take a look," I said, laying down on the floor so we could both look into the washing machine. "So, look back there. See the pump?"
"Yeah."
"On the side of the pump, you see that thing that looks like a round bump with two wires on it?'
"Yeah."
"That's the drain valve. Basically, it keeps the water recirculating in the machine until it's ready to drain. So, what we want to do is to put our meter on those wires and see if it's getting turned on."
"Oh. Okay," he said as I sat up and dug the meter out of my tool bag and handed it to him. He reached in with both probes in one hand, extending his arm in about halfway. It took a few moments for him to figure out how to hold both probes so that they both made contact at the same time. "Okay. Now what?"
"Now we tell it to drain and see if we get voltage there," I said, sitting up part way to reach the dials.
"I'll do it!" Jaz said cheerfully, stepping across me, one foot on either side of me. She bent slightly to turn the knobs. When I looked back, or more correctly up, I couldn't believe what I saw. Jaz was wearing a dress, which wasn't unusual, but under the dress she didn't have anything on. Her pussy, every completely shaved detail, was completely exposed. I quickly looked away, embarrassed for both of us, but she continued to stand straddling me. I couldn't help but look back up again, her pussy looking incredible with only the smallest amount of inner labia protruding from her full round smooth lips. It was no wonder she looked so damn hot in those spandex shorts of hers. I could feel my dick growing in my pants as I looked back under the machine as it started to run.
"There. It has voltage. So now let's see if it's switching. Jaz. Can you turn it on and off a few times?"
"Sure!" she answered.
"Now reach in there and feel it with your fingers. You want to feel if it's clicking when she turns it on and off," I said, dragging my eyes from her exposed pussy.
"Okay," he said, rolling on his back and pulling his arm with the probes back out. He dropped the probes and pushed his arm in again resting his hand on the pump. "Alright Jaz. Try it."
Jaz turned the machine on and off several times while we lay on the floor. On my back I couldn't help but look up at her pussy, feeling more than a little embarrassed at checking out my friend's wife, and he sure as hell had to know what I was seeing, because he was seeing it too! I waited for something, some kind of complaint or comment, but he didn't say a word. In fact, he acted as if it were perfectly normal for her to be exposing her pussy that way.
"It has to be a blocked hose then," I said, trying not to look up her skirt again, and failing. I started to try and sit up, Jaz still standing over me. As I sat up, she moved slightly, and my head ended up even closer to her bare pussy as I ended up with it stuck under her skirt. I was completely stumped as to what to do. Here I was, sitting up with my head under her skirt, and he wasn't saying a word. I could smell her pussy and see the little beads of moisture gathering between her lips, I was so close. Finally, she moved back and allowed me to get up the rest of the way up, the smirk on her face telling me that she had indeed intended for that to happen. I could feel my face burning from embarrassment as I turned to lean over the washer, trying to reach to the drain hose. I felt a hand on my butt, which started to rub in small circles as she leaned over the machine next to me, her arms pressed together so that even more of her breasts pushed up in the dress, one of her areolae even trying to peek out over the top.
I pulled the hose out and looked into it. "How about a coat hanger? You know, one of those old metal ones," I asked Jaz.
"Sure. I probably have one upstairs. You want to come look?"
"Thanks, but I better stay here," I said as she gave me a fake pout before turning and walking away. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly as Greg stood up.
"I wouldn't worry about it. She never wears underwear under any of her dresses," he said quietly.
"I'm sorry. I mean I didn't mean to look," I said awkwardly.
He chuckled. "I hate to say this, but she's been talking for months about how she's wanted to flash you her pussy. I guess she finally found a way."
"And that doesn't bother you?"
He grinned at me. "After you're gone, I'm pretty sure she's going to fuck my brains out." I shook my head, trying to understand it all. "Come on. You have to know all those boob flashes all summer were intentional, right?"
"I was guessing they were. I just don't understand why."
"I'll tell you the story some time. But not right now," he said quietly as Jaz's high heels clomped down the basement stairs on her way back. "Just know that I know and it's okay."
"Here you go!" Jaz said as she walked back to us. The red dress with white polka dots was gone, and in its place was a very short, very tight black dress that was practically see-through. I could easily make out the size and shape of her areola and nipples as the thin black material clung to her like a second skin. The skirt portion was so short that it was barely able to cover all of the curve of her butt cheeks and as she walked towards me, I could see a little peek of her pussy with each step. I was more than sure that she had purposely adjusted the length for exactly that effect. It took me three tries to take the hanger from her, as I struggled to not stare at her body. "You like?" she asked as I took the hanger from her hand. She made a slow turn, allowing me the opportunity to see the curve of her butt cheeks before turning back to face me, the dress seeming to have pulled up a little more while she did that, so that her completely shaved pussy lips were now easily visible. I could feel my already partly hard dick grow into a steel rod in my pants, bent uncomfortably. She looked down at my dick and grinned, apparently happy with the results.
"Uh. Yeah. That's some dress," I finally managed to mutter, wondering exactly how much trouble I would be in with my wife if she saw me staring at her friend's pussy. I shook my head and then bent over to dig a pliers out of my tool bag. Jaz stepped slightly closer, her crotch only a foot or so from my face when I looked towards her. I could smell her clearly aroused pussy and even see a tChris le of wetness seeping between her lips and running down her right thigh. Whatever the "story" was, it was pretty evident to me now that she got excited by showing me her body. I wasn't sure how far she intended things to go, especially in front of her husband, but even the thought that my looking at her was making her sexually excited was...disconcerting. I'd never cheated on my wife, and I didn't intend to start now, but her dress was practically an invitation.
I pulled my face and my eyes from her exposed pussy and then cut the hanger, straightening the bends and then making a small hook in one end. I shoved the hanger down the drain tube, and sure enough where the tube narrowed coming out of the machine, I found a blockage. I wasn't sure what it was, but I made several attempts to hook it and drag it up out of the tube.
Jaz had stepped next to me and was leaning her breasts against me in the thin material. The warmth of her skin against my arm was incredibly distracting. Or was it her hand, resting on my butt, her fingers slowly stroking down low on my jeans covered butt cheek.
"How about if we put some water pressure on it and push it out?" Greg suggested.
"That could work," I said as I tried to hook the blockage that I now had about halfway up the tube. If I'd have been paying a lot more attention to what I was doing and less attention to the distraction Jaz was causing, I probably would have heard him more clearly. His statement didn't finally sink in until the machine started and a couple seconds later, the blockage was forced from the hose. I stood there, trying to uselessly to hold the water in the drain tube as the washing machine tried to push it out. Water sprayed everywhere, dousing all three of us before he was able to turn the machine off.
Jaz stepped back looking down at the water dripping off her dress, and then at me, looking more like a drowned rat, and started laughing. Before long, all three of us were laughing loudly. "I guess that fixed it," I finally said, leaning over the machine to put the hose back in the drain.
"It would seem," Greg agreed.
"You do realize, I can't let you go home like that," Jaz said, causing me to turn and look at her, her dress now completely off so she was standing in nothing but high heels. She must have seen my startled look. "What? My bikini's show almost this much. You don't mind, do you?"
"I don't guess so. As long as Nancy doesn't find out you're flashing me like this."
"She already knows I've been flashing you on purpose."
"She does?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. She said as long as I behave myself, and I think we both know what that means, she doesn't mind."



I stared at her for long seconds before asking the obvious question that she had clearly not planned on answering on her own. "Why would she do that?"
She gave me a little shrug and stepped towards me and pressed her body against my wet clothes. "Now, let's get you out of these wet clothes. I'm sure Greg has something you can wear so you don't catch cold walking back to your house."
"I'm sure I do," Greg said after a few seconds, turning and heading up the stairs, leaving me alone with his naked wife while she undressed me.
Jaz pushed my t-shirt up until I had to lift my arms to let her take it off, before answering her husband. "Now, why don't you let me get allllll these wet things off of you while Greg goes and finds something for you to wear," she said as she started to push my pants and underwear down over my butt. She pushed them down until my rock-hard cock popped free and then paused, looking down at me. "Mmmmmmmm. A very sexy cock. I was hoping all summer that you'd just walk over and pull your pants down while I was flashing you my tits, or maybe pull your suit down in the pool. I almost did a few times, pull your suit down, just to see the hard-on that was showing so big in your suit. Damn it's such a nice size. Can I touch it? Just for a minute?"
"I guess," I answered, awkwardly, turned on more than I should be, and wanting her to touch me, and not wanting her to at the same time.
She wrapped both hands around it and stroked me slowly. She let go after a few seconds with one of her hands and pulled my hand to her crotch. She pressed my fingers between her legs and moved her hand back to my dick. "Maybe one day things will align, and you and I can do this until we both come. Just for fun."
"Maybe," I answered as I rubbed her pussy with my fingers, working my middle finger between her lips and feeling her wetness. I slid my finger along her slit until the tip found her clit and bounced across it, causing her to gasp in surprise and pleasure.
"Yeah, I think we definitely have to put this on the 'to do list'," she said huskily as she pulled her hands from my dick and squatted down, pulling her pussy out of my reach. She pulled my pants down my legs and then looked past me to the stairs. She looked up at me and then leaned towards me, opening her mouth and closing it around my head. She pushed her lips down my shaft and back a few times before pulling her face from my crotch. "Yeah, that too," she said before she bent further to undo my shoes. By the time Greg came back down, I was completely naked except for my socks, and she had sucked my dick again for a few short strokes, her own hand between her spread legs. She stood up as Greg came down the stairs, carrying a pair of wind pants and a t-shirt.
"Here you go," he said, handing them to me.
"Thanks," I answered as Jaz stepped back.
"I better go up and call Nancy, or she's going to wonder why her husband is coming home with his clothes in a bag instead of on," she said as she walked away and climbed the stairs, still naked.
"Now that Jaz has kind of opened the gate, you know, I wouldn't at all mind seeing your wife naked. I mean, the most I've seen is in a swim-suit and I can tell she has a terrific pair of tits. You don't suppose you could find a way to get her to undress for me like that some time, do you?"
"Honestly Greg. My wife can be pretty conservative, so I don't know how I'd ever convince her to do that. But if something comes up, I'll be sure to keep it in mind."
"You don't mind, me looking at your wife, do you? Well, not looking, but wanting to look," he asked with concern.
"I suppose there isn't any harm in looking. Hell, I've been looking at your wife's tits all summer. I really don't have any room to complain. At least now I know it was all on purpose and she'll be looking for ways to get me to flash her back."
"Yeah. She's been wanting to do what she did today for a long time. Get completely naked in front of you and undress you. I think I'm going to get one hell of a fucking after you leave." He finished with a huge grin. "You've never watched, but Jaz can be pretty damn energetic when she's turned on."
"That doesn't surprise me." I nodded as I pulled the t-shirt down. I put my wet shoes back on and then picked up my wet clothes and my tool bag. We headed up the stairs and I headed for the door. We walked past the living room sofa and Jaz was laying on the sofa, one leg hooked over the back and the other hanging over the front, her legs spread wide and her fingers rubbing her pussy frantically.
"Oh God Greg. Hurry up. I need to come so bad!"
"See you later buddy," he said, stopping by the sofa. By the time I got to the front door, he was naked and climbing on top of his wife, her hands guiding his hard dick towards her waiting pussy. I shook my head at the thought of how horny I suddenly was and the likelihood that I was going to get what he was getting...or more to the point, NOT getting what he was. While this had all been a turn on for me, my wife wasn't getting anything to excite her, and I doubted that I could get her motor running any time soon. I closed the door as Jaz started to climax, her moans loud in the living room as her body started what I expected would be one of several orgasms yet today.
I really didn't know what to think. I didn't tell my wife about getting naked in front of Jaz, or her being naked in front of me. I wasn't sure what kind of fight it might start.
It was the middle of the week, and I was running a bit early since I had a working lunch planned with a vendor. That meant I didn't need to pack my lunch and got done much sooner than usual. I walked up-stairs, realizing I'd left my keys and wallet on the dresser. I pushed the bedroom door open and froze. My wife's clothes were laid out on the bed, a lacy bra, her dress, pantyhose and panties. That wasn't what had me shocked. What had me shocked was that she was standing, completely naked, in front of the bedroom window. The curtains were only pulled apart a couple inches, enough to look through but not obviously be seen in through. Even though I was looking at her bare back and butt, I could tell one hand was squeezing a nipple and the other was between her legs, furiously rubbing her clit.
She arched her back slightly and let out a long, low moan and I saw her shudder a little for several long seconds. She stood there panting for even longer, staring out the window at what, I wasn't sure, before pulling the curtains closed again and turning around. "OH SHIT!" she cried in surprise at seeing me standing there. "You startled me."
"I guess," I answered.
"Someone left the drapes part way open," she said as she walked by me towards the bed. She picked up the pair of underwear and quickly stepped into them. She pulled on the bra and snapped it around her back before looking up at me. "You want something?" she asked as she stepped into the dress and pulled it up her body. She zipped the zipper and then stopped to look at me. "What?" she asked innocently.
I stepped to the curtains and pulled them open several inches to look out. I couldn't help but notice that the curtains to Greg and Jaz's bedroom were fully open and I could look across into not only their bedroom, but clear into their bathroom, where Greg was standing, now starting to shave, completely naked. I stood for several seconds, trying to absorb what I was seeing. Finally, I asked, "So, were you ever going to tell me?"
"Tell you what?"
"That you've been spying on Greg in the shower."
"Spying on Greg? Why would I do that?" she asked as she headed back into the closet of a pair of shoes.
"Oh, I don't know. Maybe because you like how he looks? It's not like I haven't seen you checking him out when he works outside or anything."
She froze, her hand balancing herself on the closet door frame, one high heel on and one off. She stared at me, her face slowly turning red. It was all I needed as an admission of guilt. "I wouldn't do that. It'd be wrong," she finally said, her face still red, going back to putting her other shoe on. "Is breakfast ready?"
"Almost," I answered her as she walked towards the bedroom door. "So, were you ever going to tell me?" I asked again.
She stopped in the doorway, turning and looking at me defiantly. The longer she had to stand there, looking at me, the less sure of herself she seemed. I could see her inside wilting slowly. She walked to the bed and sat down. She looked down at her lap, clasping her hands together and then toying with the hem of her skirt. "I'm sorry. The first time, it was an accident. I just happen to be going to close the curtains and saw him. I told Jaz that she needed to close her curtains because I'd accidently seen Greg naked. To my shock, she said she left them open on purpose, just in case one of us wanted to watch them. Oh, I tried not to look, but it seemed like I just couldn't help myself," she said quietly. She looked up at me. "I'm so, so sorry. I know I shouldn't have done it, but I just couldn't not look. I know, it makes me sound horrible."
"So how long?"
"How long what?"
"How long have you been doing it?"
"Oh, I don't know. Since the beginning of summer," she said, looking down and blushing brightly.
"Wow. So, all of those morning quickies? They were because of him?" I asked, suddenly more upset than I probably had a right to be, given how often I'd gotten flashes of Jaz's tits.
"NO! NO... Yes. I watched him and yes, I did get off pretty often, especially when he did what he did this morning. But...that didn't mean. I mean. It wasn't like it was him I was thinking of when we were... This isn't going well, is it?"
"Not really," I said stepping to the bed and sitting down next to her. She leaned over into me, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her as she lay herself over until she was laying across my lap. "Don't I turn you on anymore?"
"Oh, it's not that. You do still turn me on, most of the time. It's just that, oh, I don't know. It was an accident, the first time. I just couldn't stop watching. I mean, you're the only man I've ever seen completely naked, before Greg."
"So, have you been doing anything besides watching?"
She pushed quickly up from my lap. "On God no. I wouldn't ever cheat on you! Not ever!" she said emphatically.
"So, when we're having sex, are you thinking about him or about me? Are you imagining yourself in the shower with HIM?"
She was silent for long seconds, pretty much confirming what I suspected. All those morning quickies weren't about me, but about watching Greg. Her response startled me though. "No more than when we're doing it, and you're sucking and playing with my boobs, you're thinking about hers." She had a point. I guess I didn't really have any room to complain. "Maybe because it IS so wrong that it feels so good? I don't know. I don't know what to tell you. I'm sorry honey. Honest I am. It's just that seeing him standing there naked, stroking himself. It gets me sooo damn turned on."
"Anything else you want to tell me? Since we're suddenly being honest?"
"There's this guy at work...Chris," she said. All I could do was think, shit here it comes. She's cheating on me with some guy at work. I held my tongue, hoping that wasn't where it was going, but feeling like it was. "Every time he comes into the office, he gets a hard-on. I can tell he's trying to look at my tits. We haven't done anything! I mean don't think I'm cheating or anything! We haven't done anything. I don't think he even realizes I know. But...well... lately I've been wearing things that are a little more provocative."
"The dresses," I said, starting to understand. "Do you WANT to have sex with him?"
"OH NO! No. That's for you. Always and only. But I can't help but fantasize a little about what would happen if he pulled his pants down and stroked his dick for me."
"You know, when guys do that, they usually expect something in return."
"Yeah. I know."
"So, if he wanted to fuck you?"
"OH NO! I'd NEVER allow that," she said, looking like the suggestion was shocking.
"So, what then? What is it you want from him that you can't get from me?"
She sat next to me and blushed as she covered her face with her hands. "You're going to think that I'm sick or something," she said quietly.
All I could think was she wanted him to come someplace really strange, like in her butt or something. "I promise. I won't think you're sick or anything."
"Do you remember that time when we were out at the river when Don was a baby?"
"I don't think so."
"Sure. You must. You were trying to get me to take my swimsuit off all day and have sex with me, and I wouldn't."
I chuckled. "Honey, that's like almost every time we went to a river or lake."
"Yeah. I guess it is," she said, looking at me and smiling a little. "But this time I finally relented. You stood in front of me, and I wouldn't suck on you, and you know why, but I let you stand in front of me while I was on my knees, and I pulled the top of my suit down and jacked you off. Do you remember now?"
I thought for a minute, finally vaguely recalling what she remembered. "Yeah, I think so."
"When you came. Where did it go?"
"I don't think it was what you intended, but if it's what I remember, it was all over your tits."
"It was. And when I asked you to clean me off, what did you do?"
I grinned, now sure I was remembering what she was talking about. "Yeah. I rubbed it in like lotion. As I recall you were kind of upset with me."
"I was. But not for why you think. I was upset with myself because of how turned on I got, between stroking you off and watching you come all over me and then rubbing it into my tits and playing with my nipples. I was soooooo damn turned on. I wanted to just pull my suit down all the way and let you fuck me, but I'd just used you up with my hands. By the time you were hard again, there wasn't a time or place to do it." She stood up and unzipped her dress. She took her bra off and then knelt down on the floor a couple feet in front of me. "Pull it out."
"What?"
"Your dick. Pull it out," she said, looking at me with almost pleading eyes. I stood up and undid my pants, letting them slide down my legs, and then pushed my briefs down, letting my half hard dick stick out at her. She scooted towards me and reached for my dick. She wrapped one hand around it, pulling it gently in a stroking motion to coax it to grow harder. She leaned towards me and sucked my head into her mouth, teasing it with her tongue as I grew harder with each passing moment. She pulled her face from my dick and smiled. "Don't move."
"Okay," I answered, not sure at all what she had in mind. She crawled to the bedside table and crawled back again with a bottle of lotion. She pumped some on her hand and then wrapped it around my dick.
"There. Better?" she asked softly as both hands stroked my shaft, my head disappeared into her hand. She stroked my shaft with both hands for a while and then moved one hand from my dick, sticking it down between her legs. She worked it into her pantyhose and panties, stroking her pussy with her slickened fingers while stroking my dick, her face inches from me. "Come for me honey. You want to see what I imagine when I'm watching him in the shower? This is it. This is what I am imaging him doing. I want you to come. I want you to see what it is I imagine."
I had to admit I was kind of shocked. While this was a little kinky, it wasn't at all the horrible, dirty, nasty thing she seemed to think it was. In fact, it was kinda hot. Not to mention she was pretty damn good with her hand. She moaned softly while she stroked me, twisting her hand while she stroked me, making sure her hand slid all the way forward over my head with each stroke. "Oh fuck. Come for me lover. Come for me," she moaned. I looked down at her, past my dick, down her body, and realized her legs were trembling. As she stroked me and played with my dick, she was pushing herself closer and closer to climax.
"Gonna come," I grunted as the urgency to come grew swiftly. My hips no longer were able to be held still, and within a few strokes I was rocking my hips, more fucking her hand than having her stroke me. Each time she pushed her hand hard towards me, pressing it against my body, before I rocked back, and she pulled her hand back. She made sure that her hand never slipped so far as to let go of my dick, but still held around my head before we pushed forward again. "Oh shit," I grunted as the first shot of cum surged forth, squirting towards her, splattering on her face.
"FUCK!" she cried, not in surprise, or disgust...but in pleasure. She aimed my cock down and sat shuddering, trying to keep stroking my cock as squirt after squirt of my cum lanced out onto her tits. She sat, trembling and panting, my cum dripping from her face and running down her tits while she slowly played with my softening dick, squeezing the last drips from me, before leaning her face towards me and rubbing my dickhead and those last drips on her cheeks and chin. Then she let go of my dick, pulled her other hand from her pussy and began to massage my cum into her tits, taking special care to tease and pull her cum covered nipples. She continued to rub and play with her tits until all trace of my cum had been wiped from her face and rubbed into her soft creamy breasts.
She looked up at me for the first time since I started to climax. I could see concern and maybe even fear in her face. "So now you know. I'm sure you're disgusted, but I can't help it. When I see him in the shower, I think back to that first time you came on my tits and how turned on I was. I love what I just did. I love stroking your dick and watching you come. I love seeing your cock pumping your cream out at me. I love feeling my fingers in my pussy while you're coming on my breasts, and I love the feeling of your cum when I rub it into my tits. If you were hard right now... well hell. I want you to fuck me so bad right now. I know you can't, but God I wanna be fucked so bad. But I don't want it to be him, or Chris or anyone. I want it to be you."
I looked down at her, realizing that she had just revealed probably her deepest secret to me. I reached down and coaxed her to stand up. It only took a moment for me to push her panties and panty hose down. I gently turned her and pushed her back until she flopped on the bed. I lifted her legs in the air and pulled her pantyhose off one leg, leaving them hanging on her left leg while I pushed them apart. She was right. I couldn't fuck her, but I could do the next best thing. I stepped to the night table and pulled the drawer open. Inside was a small torpedo shaped vibrator that we played with from time to time. I pulled it from the drawer and stepped back to her. I knelt down and pushed her legs apart again. I leaned my face down between her legs and licked her slit before pushing the vibrator slowly into her. I pressed the button to turn it on and then began to lick her clit while I stroked the vibrator in and out of her, pushing it as deep into her as I could.
"Oh God," she moaned, her body still sensitive from the two climaxes she had already had that morning. She reached for her knees and pulled them towards her and apart, spreading her pussy even wider, allowing my tongue to stroke across her now exposed clit. "OH FUCK!" she gasped as I sucked her clit between my lips and squeezed it slightly. "Oh fuck honey! I love you soooo much!" she cried as her legs started to tremble. I was amazed at how quickly she started to climax again, attesting to just how turned on, what she had done, had made her. All these years she had hidden this, thinking that for some reason I'd find it wrong or dirty or whatever. All these years I could have happily let her pleasure me that way, and me pleasure her this way in exchange. After what happened the other day with Jaz, being naked and having her touch me, I suspected that it wouldn't be hard to talk Greg into pleasuring himself in front of her or coming on her. The question might be how to do it without letting him know that he was being spied on for the last six months.



"OHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" my wife cried as her body tensed. I'd thought her climax had about run its course. I was apparently wrong. Her whole body tensed and trembled for several seconds. I could see her stomach tighten and then her body bucked, not unlike mine does when I climax. Her body jerked and I felt the gush hit me and soak into my shirt. Half a dozen times she stiffened and jerked before she lay, practically limp, on the bed.
I pulled the vibrator from her pussy and my face from between her legs. She slowly lowered her legs, letting them hang over the side of the bed as she lay panting. I pushed away from the bed and stood up, looking down at myself. My dress shirt and tie were soaked, her juices dripping from my tie to the floor and my pants still pooled around my ankles. She looked at me and then gasped, covering her mouth with one hand.
"Oh my God. I'm SOOOOOO sorry!" she finally managed to say as she pushed herself up after staring at me for maybe half a minute. She sat up and pushed me back. "I don't know what happened. I've never done anything like that. I mean....oh Lord honey! I'm soooo, soooo sorry!"
I looked down and chuckled. "For what? Coming hard?"
"NO! For peeing on you!" she said, reaching for my tie with her fingertips as she finished standing up in front of me.
"Is that what you think you did? Pee on me?"
"Well. Yes! What else? I've never done that when we've had sex. I don't know what happened," she continued as she tried to take my tie off with her fingertips.
I laughed, looked at the ceiling and shook my head. I looked back down at her and grabbed her hands. "It isn't pee," I said quietly. "Trust me. I'd have known if it was."
"But what else? I mean..." she said.
"Here. Smell," I said, lifting my tie to hold it out for her.
"What? No! That's disgusting!"
I chuckled again. "It would be... if it were pee. But it's not. Trust me."
She scrunched up her nose and reluctantly smelled my tie. An odd look came over her face and she sniffed again. "It sorta smells like pee, but it also doesn't."
"Yeah. It is and it isn't. I mean it comes from the same place but it's not quite the same."
"I don't understand."
"You haven't heard of squirting?" I asked curiously.
"Heard of it. Don't really know what it is."
"It's when you orgasm so hard, that your bladder fills with fluid and then when you climax it ejaculates it, kind of like a guy does."
"That's gross!"
I started unbuttoning my shirt. "Maybe. But it also means that it was a very powerful orgasm."
"Oh. And you're not grossed out?"
"Nope," I answered. "It's just you. I lick the cum from your pussy, it's still just you."
"I still think it's gross."
"Was the orgasm gross too?"
She looked at me sheepishly as I pulled my wet shirt off. "No," she said quietly. "It was...well...pretty intense actually."
I turned and sat on the bed and bent over to take my shoes and socks off. I pulled my pants off and then stood up. I took her by the hand and led her back to the shower. "I think we both need another of these now," I said as I led her into the shower and turned on the water.
"We're going to be late for work."
"Oh well," I answered as I pulled her into the water with me. "So. I want you to be honest with me. When you came, what were you thinking about? What was the picture in your mind?" She was silent for long seconds, clearly hesitant to answer. "Okay. That's alright. Everyone needs a fantasy," I answered.
"I didn't say..."
"Hey. It's okay," I interrupted her. "I'm not mad or upset. I'd be lying if I didn't admit that sometimes I think about her half naked in the yard when I'm having sex with you. Sometimes I think about you out there, half naked, sometimes both of you."
"At the same time?"
"Together. Yeah," I said as I pulled her against me.
"You're getting hard again."
"Would seem that way," I answered, wiggling myself so my hardening dick pressed between her thighs. "But I'm willing to wait until I get home. I have an idea that you might enjoy."
"Oh?"
"If you get home before I do, it'd be nice to find you laying somewhere naked."
"Anyplace in particular?"
"Surprise me," I answered. "Right now, we better get moving."
She agreed, and we showered and dressed quickly. Fortunately, breakfast was ready, though now cold. We both headed off to work.
I spent much of the day thinking about what had transpired and what I had learned about my wife that morning. When I got home, I found her in the middle of the living room floor, naked. I let her watch me undress and play with myself for a while. Then I moved between her legs and fucked her until she climaxed. I stopped short of coming myself, though I was plenty close, and climbed up her body. I let her play with my cock until I came all over her tits and chest, a few of my first shots getting all the way to her face. Then I rubbed my cum into her tits like lotion with one hand while fingering her to another climax at the same time. I wasn't sure I'd want to do this all the time, but she seemed to enjoy my efforts, as well as my willingness to do what she considered somewhat perverted.
"So, what do we do now?"
"Eat dinner? It smells fantastic."
"It should, it's one of your favorites."
"When did you have time to do all this?"
"Actually, I called in some help. Jaz came over and started dinner and helped me so I could get it all done before you got home...then you were late. For a while I thought you were being late on purpose."
"Nope. Not on purpose," I said, kissing her again.
"But you didn't exactly answer my question. Where do we go from here?"
I looked at her a little confused. "I don't get it."
"Well, I'm sneaking looks at her husband because he's so damn ripped, and she's flashing her goodies at you. Yeah, she told me what happened with the washing machine, how you all got soaked and she decided to help you change. So now you've seen all of her nakedness, what do we do now?"
"Well, looking at her gets me turned on, and looking at him gets you turned on, so as far as I can tell, we ought to just look when they offer and just make sure we bring it back to OUR bed."
"And you don't mind me fucking you, thinking about his dick?"
"Is that what you were thinking about? His dick?"
"Kinda... just before I came. I think you're bigger than he is though."
"What were you thinking...exactly? Describe it for me."
She blushed. "Do I have to?"
"Yeah, you do."
"I was thinking about standing in the shower in front of him in nothing but a wet t-shirt. He took my shirt off and started to play with himself with one hand and my pussy with the other. Then he pulled his hand from my pussy and pushed me down so he could come all over my face and tits.
"You weren't thinking about fucking him?"
"Oh no. No... I wouldn't do that to you. You're the only dick that's been in there since we started dating. So, no... I don't think I could let him in there. Why? Do you think about fucking Jaz?"
"I hadn't, until she undressed me. It was pretty hard NOT to think about fucking her when she's rubbing her bare tits on my chest."
"She did that!?"
"Just for a minute, while she was trying to take my shirt off," I answered.
"Did she do anything else that I should know about?"
I thought for a few seconds and then decided it was best not to tell her that her friend had sucked on my dick. "She grabbed my dick and stroked it a few times. I guess just to see what it felt like. Kinda hard to ignore when it's sticking you in the belly."
"Yeah, there is that," she agreed. "Do you like looking at her?"
"Of course. Guys are wired to look."
"Do you like looking at her more than me?"
Now we were getting into really dangerous waters. "It's new and different, so yeah I like looking, but I love looking at your body too. I mean hell, I love playing with your tits and licking your pussy and making love to you."
"That didn't answer my question. When you were fucking me, were you thinking of me or her?"
"Honest answer?"
"Honest answer. You made me describe it. You describe it."
"Alright. I was sitting on the shoreline of the river, both of us butt naked, and you were riding me, the sun shining on us and the wind blowing. Just as you were about to come another canoe came down stream and they floated past us as you climaxed on me. The only thing they could see was your bare back and ass, but the thought if it made me come even harder."
"That's...pretty detailed," she whispered. "Do you think like that every time we have sex?"
"Oh, the places differ, but yeah, I think about sex outside with you most."
"But we almost never have sex outside. I mean, we haven't for at least what, twenty years?"
"Almost," I said. "Skinny dipping in that creek when Don was less than a year old. Remember that?"
"Ohhhhhh. Yeah, I do. I felt so naughty stripping right next to the trail like that. But it was soooo hot."
"And you came so hard when I was fucking you from behind too," I chuckled.
"Uh huh. And we almost got caught by that other couple. I barely had time to get something held over my tits and hide behind a bush before they walked by."
"They never knew we were there. They were too interested in each other."
"I know. But I hated the feeling of being so exposed. I know I know. You got turned on like crazy after and wanted to stop and fuck again along the trail."
"I thought we might when we stopped so you could feed Don."
"I never understood that."
"What, that your body turned me on so much?"
"I mean I was just breastfeeding."
"I know. Milky tits, big and firm, milk leaking from them or squirting on me when you climaxed. Oh yeah. Sooooo good."
"You're weird," she said with a frown.
"Says the woman that's been playing peeping tom on the neighbor," I answered, causing her to blush again.
"Okay. You got me there. But what do we do?"
"You wanna stop peeping on him?" I asked quietly.
"Would you be upset if I said no?"
"Not particularly. Not since I don't want to stop watching Jaz flashing me. If it spices up our sex life like this, what's the harm? Neither of us are any way interested in breaking up our relationship. If they want to flash at us, why shouldn't we enjoy it?"
"Well, we can try it I guess," she said hesitantly. "But no telling Greg that I watch him, or what I fantasize about. Promise?"
"Promise," I agreed.
By weeks end she admitted that she hadn't spied on Greg any more that week but didn't know how long she could refrain. I asked her why she felt like she needed to refrain, and she simply answered that she didn't think it was fair to be having sex with me while she was thinking about another man. She had a point, but I doubted that she could NOT think about him while we were having sex, any more than I could NOT think about Jaz. We were due over at their house for dinner Saturday, and I expected the topic to come up.
It had been a typical spring week. Cold as hell for a few days and then temps soaring into the high sixties by the weekend. It was still pretty warm when we headed over that evening for dinner. It was a little bit of a surprise to see what Jaz was wearing. It was a short yellow spandex dress that came down almost to the middle of her thighs and the top extended above her nipples by only a small amount, the strapless top barely hiding her areola, leaving LOTS of cleavage exposed. While she loved wearing dresses, this seemed awfully exposing for a friendly dinner. As she worked in the kitchen, the three of us were chatting around the table while we watched her put the finishing touches on dinner. I couldn't help but notice that with each step her dress seemed to hike up a little further. By the time dinner was being put on the table, I had no doubt that her pussy was peeking at me from under the hemline, yet she made no move at all to pull it back down. I looked at my wife, who simply raised her eyebrows as she looked back at me. What the hell did that mean, I wasn't sure. After dinner, Greg and I went onto the patio to start a fire in the fire pit, since Jaz had suggested we go out and sit under the stars after the dishes were done.
By the time dishes were finished, the fire was crackling away merrily. It was still nearly fifty degrees out, but in what Jaz was wearing it would be more than a little chilly. They had three, what I called love seat lounge chairs, arrayed around the fire pit. Each one was like a regular padded patio lounge chair, except these were big enough to comfortably fit two people if you snuggled together a little. Jaz and Nancy came out with two huge king-sized blankets to wrap up in. Jaz spread hers on one of the chairs, kicked off her heels and sat down, pulling her legs up so that they were on the blanket as well. Her position exposed her pussy obviously before she wrapped the blanket around herself and Greg. I helped Nancy settle on the chair much like Jaz, her legs hooked over mine, her body leaning against me with one of her soft tits pressed against my arm. She lay her head on my shoulder and we sat watching the fire crackle away.
"Can I ask you guys a kinda personal question?" Jaz asked, looking at the fire more than us.
"Yeah, sure," I answered with a shrug she probably couldn't see because of the blanket.
"Have you ever had something happen, some accident or something, where you ended up naked in front of someone you didn't expect to? I mean before this week," she added, looking at me directly.
"I'd guess everyone has. Walked in on in a bathroom or the like," I answered.
"No. I mean more than that. Something really embarrassing?"
I wasn't sure where this was going, but I hesitantly answered, "Yeah. Why?"
"We did too. A couple years ago," she said, falling silent again for long minutes. The fire crackled and popped, and we watched the flames in silence for maybe five minutes. "If I told you what happened to us, would you tell us what happened to you?"
I was a little stunned. First off, I wasn't exactly sure why she wanted to know, and second, I wasn't really sure I wanted to share what had happened to me so long ago. I was VERY sure that Nancy wouldn't want to tell about the changing room incident. She swore if I ever told anyone she'd kill me. "Maybe," I answered. "But why?"
"Sometimes things happen, and you learn something about yourself you didn't even know. I did. Or at least I think I did. I was kind of wondering if anyone else had a super embarrassing naked moment."
I chuckled, "Embarrassing naked moment as in us being naked and getting in an embarrassing situation?"
"Yeah, kinda," she said, being a lot more bashful about sex than I'd ever seen her. "So, if I tell you what happened to us, would you tell me what happened to you?"
"I can't promise for Nancy, but yeah, I'll tell you about my most embarrassing naked moment."
"Okay. So it was just a little over two years ago, Greg and I went hiking. It was early Spring, and it was so nice out. We had a few places we liked to hike, but this one was way out in the country and when we got there, we were the only car in the parking area. We got our packs and headed out for a hike. Greg had always been trying to get me to hike topless, and this trip was no exception. He kept badgering me until I agreed. I took my shirt and bra off and put them in my pack and we went back to hiking. Every time I stopped to look at something, or to get a drink or anything, he'd step up behind me and play with my tits. It was getting sunny, so we stopped to put sunblock on, especially in all the sensitive spots. Last thing I needed was burned nipples! Anyway, he didn't stop there. He didn't stop until he had me undressed and covered in sunblock from head to toe.
"And she returned the favor," he said with a grin.
"Who's telling this story?"
"You. Sorry."
"You should be. Anyway, I figured if I was going to be hiking naked, he should too, so I undressed him and made sure he was all slicked up as well. We put our clothes in our packs and headed up the trail. Now every time I stopped, he was trying to put his dick in me. Not a surprise really. I was getting pretty turned on and I started letting him just get it into me before I'd take off again. He was getting so damn frustrated at being teased like that. Finally, I stopped, took off my pack and bent over, holding onto a tree. He stuffed his hard-on in me while I held onto this tree right on the edge of the trail. We hadn't seen anyone all morning, so we weren't worried. Then what happens? Some guy walks around the curve in the trail, and there we are, butt naked fucking away!"
"Oh shit. You must have been so embarrassed!" Nancy said. "Mark's been trying to get me to hike naked for years and that's why I wouldn't!"
"I was embarrassed, sort of. Greg apparently had his eyes closed and didn't even see him. But there I was, bent over, my tits swinging like mad with him slamming into me from behind. The funny thing was, I didn't feel embarrassed for long. The guy stood watching us and then slowly walked towards us. I had no idea what was going to happen. He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his dick and was stroking it as he walked towards us. I wasn't worried about being molested or anything. I mean hell, Greg could have broken this guy in two without even trying. But he was standing there, only about two feet from my face, jacking off while Greg fucked me. God, I came soooo fucking hard around Greg that it pushed him over the edge too. When he opened his eyes, there was this guy, standing there, jacking off in front of his wife. He started to say something, and I pulled off his still twitching cock and turned to face him."
"She said, this was your idea, now be quiet!" Greg said. "So, I shut up and she turned back to this guy. I had no idea what she was going to do, if she was going to fuck him or what."
"But I didn't, did I?"
"No, you didn't."
"What I did do was to turn around to face him again. I stepped to the tree so I was even closer to him, hell, his dick was only six inches or a foot from my pussy as I leaned against the tree. I pushed my pussy out at him until it almost touched him and started to stroke my clit. I don't know why exactly, but I kinda felt like I needed to. So I stood there, watching him jacking his cock while I stroked my clit, holding my lips apart so he could see Greg's cum leaking out of my pussy. He started to lean towards me, rubbing his head on my lips like he was going to fuck me, but I pushed him back away, just far enough, a couple inches. It was enough to get the point across. He stood there, his cock inches from my pussy, jacking himself off. It wasn't long before he started to come, squirting all over my stomach and pussy and then moments later I came too. I came so hard that I did something I'd never done before. I sprayed cum all over like a damn hose. Half a dozen times my body spasmed. I could feel it, deep inside me, my vagina squeezing so hard. It was so intense. When I got done, this guy's hands and dick and shorts were dripping with my cum. I offered him my t-shirt to wipe himself with and after he headed down the trail again, Greg and I continued on."
"Funny thing was, after that I wasn't nervous about being naked out there any more. I actually enjoyed it."
"She enjoyed it so much we had sex twice more in the woods and on the hood of the car in the parking area."
"And I rode all the way home completely naked!" Jaz said. "I haven't worn panties with a dress since. I like the feel of the air around my pussy, and I love the thought that some guy I don't even know might get a little glimpse of my pussy. It makes me soooo fucking horny to go to a store and drop something so I have to bend over, knowing damn well that my pussy is peeking from under my skirt. I suppose, maybe that's kind of weird. But if that hadn't happened, I don't know that I ever would have realized I love how it feels to have men look at my body."



"So why not just do exotic dancing or something?" I asked curiously.
"It's not the same. What really gets me turned on is the accidentalness of the flashes. Getting caught doing it, not stripping in front of some dude that paid to see it. No... I like it to be unexpected by the guy and I like it to look like an accident."
"Which explains the boobs falling out of your top in front of Mark," my wife said quietly.
"Pretty much. It was sooooo exciting to see how hard he got when my tits would fall out while gardening."
"So, you did it on purpose?" I asked.
"Not really. I set up the possibility on purpose, but if it happens and when. that I like to be as much as surprise to me as it is to you."
"You do this to a lot of guys?" Nancy asked.
"Not a lot. Sometimes when I go shopping, I try to make it happen. A few times I've squatted down and spread my legs, just hoping a guy would come around the corner of the aisle and see me, but I'd still never know when it was going to actually happen. At work, I have a few guys that might be able to see, if things happened just right, but I don't TRY to make those things happen. Like one day my computer didn't want to work and I had an IT guy come to work on it. He had to get under my desk to check a cable on the computer and I sat there with my legs far enough apart that if he looked up my dress he could see me, but I didn't make it obvious."
"Did he? Look up your dress?"
"Oh yeah. He didn't think I could see him doing it from under the desk, but yeah, I could tell. It took him a LONG time to unplug and replace that one cable," she said with a giggle. "Okay. Your turn. How about it Nancy? Never had an accidental exposure?"
"I'm NOT telling that story! Not ever!" Nancy said firmly.
"I'll tell it," I said with a grin.
"Uh uh. You tell yours and we'll call it good."
"I don't know if I should."
"Oh come on," Jaz coaxed.
"Fine. Then I will," my wife answered quickly. "One time we were on vacation at a public beach on the ocean. They had these little shower houses so you could rinse off the salt water and change. Mark had gotten some sand in his eyes and hair and wanted to wash off. So, he went to the shower house and accidently walked into the women's side. He didn't realize it until he had gotten into a shower to rinse the sand off. When he came out there were a couple naked women standing there."
"But he wasn't naked? Was he?" Jaz asked.
"No. But he was embarrassed as hell," Nancy said with a grin.
"That wasn't the story I was going to tell. Yes, that was embarrassing, but it wasn't nearly as embarrassing as my senior year of high school."
"Your senior year? What happened then? You never told me about any embarrassing situations," my wife said quickly. "Keeping secrets?"
"You should talk," I said quickly, "but yeah, a few. Because they're embarrassing... duh!"
"Okay. Now I gotta hear this," my wife said quietly.
"So back in my day, we had to actually have PE. We did things like basketball, and flag football and kick ball and track stuff and swimming. We were required to take a shower after PE before we could leave for class, and if we were doing swimming, we had to take a shower before we could get in the pool. I kind of put off PE until my senior year. All year I'd been putting up with being picked on by the bullies, especially in the shower. I wasn't exactly big back then. Hell, just a bit over a hundred pounds and a bean pole. Unfortunately, compared to the rest of me, my dick seemed to be considerably larger than the rest of me. Considerably larger than a LOT of the guys' junk in the class. It also seemed to ALWAYS be hard after an hour of coed gym, especially in the pool. We all wore the same swim trunks. These black nylon things. The girls all got black one-piece suits that were not only unflattering but didn't always fit right. It seemed like I was always staring at them, looking for an accidental tit or crotch flash, so when I went to the showers...well you can imagine."
"Yeah. I can," Greg said. "I would have been one of those bullies."
"Yeah. Well, it was the last day of class before we graduated, and we were finishing up the swimming section of PE. A couple football players thought it would be fun to prank their girlfriends who had PE swimming the next hour. So they grabbed me out of the shower, and they used a jump rope to tie my hands, and as soon as the girls were done in the locker room, they hauled me in there still naked, and tied my hands up to a shower spigot. When the next class came in, the first couple girls that came in found me and ran back out shouting there was a guy in the showers. A few of the girls decided to come check out what was going on, and there I was, tied up, completely naked.
I don't know what the football guys expected, but I don't think what happened next was what they expected. Instead of all running away, about six of them, a few of them cheerleaders, came into the shower, a couple in their underwear, and the other four naked. They kind of grouped around me and started playing with my dick, with the explicit intent of making me come in front of them all. A few more half dressed or naked girls joined to watch while Vickie, one of those foot-ball player's girlfriends, started rubbing her tits all over me and stroking my dick. Needless to say, it wasn't long before they realized just how big I was, which seemed to bring more girls to check things out. Vickie was getting me really close and one of the other girls decided to suck on me and knelt down in front of me and started sucking my dick.
About that time, the girls' PE instructor came in, wanting to know what the commotion was all about. She pushed through the girls and found me tied up, with Vickie rubbing all over me and another girl on her knees sucking me. Vickie let go quickly, but the girl sucking my cock didn't realize the teacher was behind her until she got pulled off my dick, moments before I came. I ended up shooting my cum all over the teacher. I mean I got her shirt and her shorts and legs. It was NOT a small amount of cum, considering that it was the first time I'd had a blow job and I had over a dozen bare tits staring at me."
"Which was more embarrassing? Coming on the teacher, being sucked off or being tied naked in front of a bunch of naked girls?" Greg asked with a grin.
"Actually, coming all over the teacher. I was sure I was going to get suspended or not allowed to graduate or something. But she chased the girls all out and then untied me. She had one of the other girls that was dressed, go find the boys instructor and have him get my clothes."
"So, if I wasn't embarrassed enough, after the girls all got sent out of the locker room to the pool, she made me stay in the shower with her. I figured I was in real trouble. But I was surprised as hell when she got undressed and made me kneel down in front of her and wash my cum off her legs. Shit, she was completely naked with my face inches from her pussy. I couldn't help it. I got hard as hell again. She pulled my face to her pussy and made me lick her pussy until she made me stop. I hadn't ever done that either, so I didn't realize that I'd made her climax. Then she pulled on her underwear, pulling it part way up her thighs, leaving her pussy exposed. She made me stand there in front of her and jack myself off again until I came, rubbing my head around her pussy lips and even a few times, stroking it between her lips. When I came again, she made me squirt it into the crotch of her panties while she played with her nipples. I had no idea at the time just how much trouble she would have been in if I complained. She made me promise to not tell anyone in exchange for not suspending me for being in the girls' locker room. I was just glad that I wasn't being suspended. It would have meant I couldn't graduate. So I said, sure. Then she let me get dressed and leave."
"Oh my God. I had no idea," my wife said. "You never told me."
"I never told anyone!" I said. "I don't think it matters any more. I don't even know if she's still alive. But the most embarrassing part was having to stand there, in front of her, and jack off until I came. I thought that and licking her pussy was part of my punishment. It never occurred to me until way later that she wanted me to do it for her own pleasure."
"I wonder if she ever did anything like that to anyone else?" Jaz wondered.
"I dunno. Never heard anything. I suppose she could have. I mean, I'd be surprised if she'd come up with that on the spur of the moment, but I suppose she could have, and it was a one-time thing."
"I doubt it," my wife said quietly. "Well, at least you're no worse for the wear."
"No, other than I have a thing for licking pussy and half-dressed sex," I chuckled.
"Yeah, you do that," my wife said.
"Wait? What?" Jaz asked quickly. "Half-dressed sex?"
"Oh yeah. He's always wanting to pull my swimsuit or my pants down and fuck me from behind with my clothes still around my thighs," my wife said with a grin. "Sorry lover, your little secret is out now!"
"It is. But guess what...yours will be too!" I said with a grin. "You see, it was way back when she was pregnant with our first."
"NO! You can't!" she complained, trying to cover my mouth. "You promised never to tell anyone!"
"Then you tell it!" I said looking back at her.
"NO!"
"YES!" I said as loudly back. "Or I will."
"Oh shit. Okay. fine. Like Mark said. I was pregnant with Don. We wanted to go swimming and I needed a bigger suit. So we stopped at a swim shop on the way to the lake. We found a couple to try. I reluctantly gave him permission to pick, because he said the one-piece suits I usually wore were not flattering. I told him as long as it was one-piece and it covered all the private parts, he could pick. So he picked several for me to try on. I went into the changing room and one at a time, tried them on and then opened the door to show him how they looked. He liked one but it was a little small, so I handed it out to him to find a bigger size. While he was gone, I got this stupid idea to tease him. I stood there, playing with my pussy and my tits to get my nipples all hard and my pussy wet, so that when he came back with the suit I'd be standing there, playing with myself.
When the door opened, it wasn't Mark. It was some other guy that didn't realize that the changing room was in use because I hadn't locked the door so Mark could get back in."
"So here I was, walking down the aisle, only to see my wife, standing there with her mouth open, this twenty-year-old guy, standing frozen in place, staring at her naked body and ALL her private parts."
"Yeah, I didn't stand there long. I tried to reach the door and close it, but he was still holding it open, so I tried to cover my tits and turn around, but that just showed him my butt and my pussy from behind."
"He didn't finally let go of the door and realize what he'd done until I got back there and took the door from him. He apologized profusely, but he had one hell of a hard-on poking out his shorts," I said with a chuckle. "I never would have exposed her like that on purpose, but it had its impact. Later on, while we were at the lake, she was so horny that she had me pull the crotch of her suit aside and fuck her right there in the swimming area of the beach."
"I couldn't help it. I was soooo damn turned on... and I don't even know why! I mean it was embarrassing as hell! But looking at that guy's shorts poked out, damn! Why would that make me sexually excited?" my wife said, shaking her head. "Ever since then, any time we're swimming, he's trying to get my hand into his swimsuit or my swimsuit off."
"Do you ever let him?" Jaz asked.
"Sometimes I let him play with my tits and pussy through my suit under water and once in a very great while, I've let him pull his suit down and fuck me like we did that one day."
"Yeah maybe half a dozen times," I said.
"At least it was that many," my wife said quickly. "So don't complain."
"I'm not. Just saying, I wouldn't mind if it were more," I answered.
"So, I guess we've all had an embarrassing naked situation," Jaz said with a smile. "Kinda sexy, weren't they?"
"Depends on how you look at it," my wife said.
"Soooooo. I told you what happened to me and how it felt. I was wondering if I could ask a favor."
"A favor?"
"Well, I guess you could call it a favor. I know you've been watching Greg in the shower..."
"She has?" Greg asked his wife quickly."
"She has. I left the curtains open for a reason. She can look from her bedroom window all the way into our shower, and we both know what you like to do first thing in the morning," Jaz said.
"Has Mark been looking at you shower?" he asked quickly.
"I don't know. I intentionally haven't tried to find out. If he is, then good for him," Jaz answered. "Anyway, she finds you pretty good looking, and from what she told me, she gets off pretty well to watching you. And we both know what happened when I had a guy jacking off right in front of me. I was wondering if you two would do me a favor."
"I'm not having sex with your husband!" Nancy said quickly.
"And I don't want you to. That isn't at all what this favor is. Trust me. I don't want another man's dick in me any more than you probably do. I'm quite satisfied with my husband's tool, thank you very much."
"Then what's the favor?" Nancy asked.
"I told you how hard I came out there in the woods. I haven't come that hard before or after. I have really satisfying climaxes after flashing your husband. I mean, sometimes I can't even wait to get inside the house and I'm playing with myself. Sometimes I'll do myself if Greg isn't available, but other times I'll just walk up to him and ask him to fuck me. It's good, but it's never been quite like that."
"Okay. And?" my wife asked when Jaz paused.
"I want Mark to stand in front of me naked and watch me play with myself. If he wants to jack off and come all over me, that's fine, but I really want him to watch me climax. I want to see if I come as hard as I did that day."
"And this has what to do with me?"
"Since Mark and I are both going to be naked, I thought that maybe you'd like to watch Greg stroking up close. I know he wants to get a chance to see you naked, so this one time, I'm suggesting that we both get naked in front of each other's husbands and let them jerk off for us."
"And I'm supposed to sit here and play with myself while he does that?" Nancy asked quietly.
"Nope. I don't care if you do or not. I just thought that you might want to see him up close, and the price of admission is being naked for him. Not too hard."
"And you're going to sit and watch Mark jack off while you play with yourself and make yourself come?"
"That's it. No touching, no fucking, no anything. Just watching each other," Jaz said. "What do you think?"
"I suppose Greg has been part of all this. Planning all this?"
"Nope. In fact, he didn't know anything about it until right now."
"So, am I supposed to get him turned on or something?"
"You don't have to. I've been playing with him since we started talking. His cock is plenty hard and ready," Jaz said. "All I'm asking you to do is take your clothes off and let him see you while he does it. At the same time, you get to watch him and do whatever you would do at your bedroom window."
"This sounds kinda weird," my wife said quietly. "And while we're doing that, you'll what, go off with my husband and do the same thing?"
"Uh huh. Right here. No one is out of sight of the other. No one touches anyone. It's just looking and touching ourselves."
My wife was silent for long seconds. "No touching?"
"No touching," Jaz confirmed.
My wife looked at me. "You wanna do this?"
"Actually, I think it would be kinda fun," I answered. "But it might be a bit easier with some lotion or something."
"I can solve that," Jaz said, tossing the blanket back, revealing that she was already completely naked, her dress having been taken off sometime while we were talking. She walked away naked into the house and came back a few moments later with a bottle of body lotion in her hand. "If you want to put it on Greg, I won't complain. But if you do, I'd like to put it on Mark too. I guess that is a little touching, so maybe not a good idea."
"Just to put the lotion on?" my wife asked. "I suppose we can do that. But only for a moment."
"Only for a moment," my agreed.
Greg threw the rest of the blanket off himself, revealing that the shorts he had on were already open and his dick was sticking out. He stood up and pushed his shorts the rest of the way down, his now hard dick jutting out like a pole. He stood waiting, looking at my wife.
"You sure?" my wife asked me quietly. "I mean we can still back out!"
"I know you want to. After the other day. So why not?"
"Sorta yes, sorta no," my wife admitted. "I mean, I've been watching him from a distance. Might be nice to see him doing it up close. But I haven't been naked in front of anyone other than a doctor since...well, for a damn long time."
In answer I pushed the blanket off the two of us and then sat up. I started undressing, pulling off my t-shirt and then pushing my jeans down. I bent over to untie my shoes and pull them off and then worked my jeans down. I'd already seen Jaz naked, and she'd seen me that way, so it wasn't anything new, but with my wife sitting right next to me, my heart was pounding. I stood up and pushed my briefs down, leaving me naked except for my socks. I stepped over to Jaz and stood with my already hard dick bouncing in time with my pounding heart. She squirted some lotion on her hand and then handed the pump bottle to Greg. She looked at me and rubbed the lotion between her hands before reaching out for me. I stepped closer and she wrapped both hands around my dick, massaging a considerable amount of lotion onto my shaft. She stroked her hands along it, sliding her hands over my engorged head several times before letting go and leaning back.
Jaz looked over at my wife who was clearly watching her closely. "Okay?"
"Fair enough," my wife answered. She held her hand out and Greg walked towards her. My wife followed Jaz's pattern and squirted a liberal amount onto one hand, and then after rubbing her hands together, tentatively reached out for Greg's bare hard-on. She wrapped both hands around it and stroked it slowly, pulling both hands off his shaft over his head before pushing them back down the length of his shaft. He groaned softly as she rubbed the lotion on, looking disappointed as she pulled her hands away. She pushed him back a little as she climbed off the lounge chair. "You stroke and I'll undress," she said quietly, bringing a grin to Greg's face.
"I've been wishing I could see those tits," he said with a grin plastered on his face.
I wanted to watch and see what my wife did, but at the same time the sight of Jaz laying in front of me, her legs spread, one hand teasing her breasts and the other stroking her pussy lips was almost too much to tear my eyes from. I heard Greg say DAMN at least three times as my wife undressed, watching him stroke himself. I glanced over and watched my wife drop the last of her clothing on the ground, leaving her completely nude with a neatly trimmed patch of curls on her mound and around her lips framing her already wet looking lips. She stroked her fingers between her legs several times, coaxing her inner lips to spread and stand out now that her underwear wasn't pressing them against her. She sat down on the end of the chair and lay back, laying herself flat. She slowly lifted and spread her legs pushing them apart in a wide V while her fingers continued to stroke her own pussy. She was watching Greg stroke himself, while she played with herself, her fingers dipping between her lips and even occasionally pushing into her vaginal depths.



I looked back at Jaz, two fingers pushing eagerly in and out of her pussy while the other hand stroked her clit almost frantically. I could tell by her breathing that she was making her climax race towards completion, but her eyes never left my cock and my hand stroking it.
"Closer," she whispered huskily. "Come closer."
"Any closer and when I come, it'll be on you."
"I know," she said matter-of-factly. I stepped right to the end of the chair, my legs almost touching her thighs as we both played with ourselves. I stroked my slick cock with my hand, imagining that I was pushing it into her sexy little pussy in place of those fingers. I could imagine how tight she must be as I stroked myself closer to orgasm.
"OH SHIT!" Jaz cried loudly into the night air, pulling her fingers from within her as her body tensed. I could see her stomach muscles tighten and then a spray of liquid spewed from her pussy towards me. It splattered my dick, balls, thighs and stomach from where she lay at least two feet below me. She continued to stroke her clit frantically, this time using her fingers to spread her pussy lips. She tensed again, spraying me again, this time with even more force than the first time. Four times she sprayed me as I stood in front of her stroking. My dick dripped with a mixture of her juices and now watered-down lotion. There was an audible slurping sound as my hand stroked my dick, the urgency growing by the second. I stared down at her tits and shaved pussy and pushed my dick down to aim at her. My body spasmed and jetted out a string of white sticky cum, landing on her pussy lips, her fingers, still rubbing herself, rubbing the cum into her lips like lotion. Again and again I spasmed, pumping the pent up cum from the last few days onto her pussy and mound.
I thought she was done after the first four squirts she gave, but she wasn't done yet. Twice more she sprayed as her climax was pushed to a second peak, her body tensing to push her cum from her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh my God," she panted as she stopped stroking her clit, apparently finally done. "Jesus, that was intense."
"I'd say," I agreed before hearing my wife gasp softly. I looked over and saw her head tilted back, her eyes closed and her finger frantically rubbing her clit while the fingers of her other hand held her lips apart for Greg to see.
"UH!" he grunted as my wife orgasmed below him, several jets of cum sailing across the few feet between them. The first two powerful squirts landed on her pussy and hands, the rest falling just short. I watched as she slowly stroked her lips as her climax faded, his cum drooling down her fingers and across her dark curls until a little of it dripped into her splayed pussy. "Okay. I'm getting cold," she said after laying there a few moments. She put her legs down and slid back up the chair, wrapping the blanket around herself.
"Yeah. it is," I agreed, stepping over to the chair and pulling the blanket so I could get into it with her.
"EWWWWW! You're all sticky!" my wife said as I sat down next to her. "I don't mind sitting out here naked with you, but you need a shower!"
"Yeah. I guess so. I could run home and take one real quick," I said. "If you promise to wait for me dressed like this."
"You mean naked? I will if you shower," my wife answered.
"You can shower here. I probably need one too," Jaz said from where she was pulling the blanket over herself.
"Uh...No. You think I'm going to let you and my husband share a shower? Unsupervised? Right after sex? That's a prescription for trouble. No, I think we don't want to do that," my wife answered much more quickly than I would have expected
"You can come along. Just to supervise," Jaz said with a grin.
"Or we could go to our house. We have a lot bigger shower," I suggested, trying to find a way to NOT make this end.
"I'm kind of in agreement with Nancy. I think you two need to be chaperoned. Not that I don't trust you Nancy, but I think I might want to keep an eye on my wife as well. I've seen that look in her eye before. Usually right before she throws my ass down to fuck me. I'm good with sharing a shower, but ours definitely isn't big enough for four," Greg said. "Besides, it might be fun to help you shower."
"You just want to get your hands on her tits," Jaz said sharply. "This was supposed to be just looking, remember?"
"Okay. Then we either split up to shower at our own houses, call it a night and just go home, or run over to our house where the showers big enough for all of us."
"I vote for a combined shower," Jaz answered. "If my husband can keep his hands to himself."
"It might be too much. I think we'll just go home for now," my wife said, the look on face clearly portraying her trepidation, most likely at the prospect of being in the shower with Greg and things getting out of hand.
"And ruin this perfectly wonderful snuggle time? I mean how often can I get you naked in front of a fire like this?" I asked quickly, still trying to salvage the situation.
"I suppose you wanna fuck? Right here? In front of them?" my wife asked, with an almost angry look.
"Somehow I get the feeling they're going to be doing it anyway," I chuckled.
"All the more reason to go home," my wife said firmly. Clearly the decision was made.
"Sorry guys. I guess we're going to be party poopers," I said with a frown. I pushed off the blanket, slipped my shoes back on and picked up both our clothes. At least I got to watch my wife walk back to our house naked. I followed her up the stairs, my dick already getting hard again as I watched her butt and exposed pussy ahead of me. She glared at me as she turned the water on, definitely disapproving of my obvious arousal. She turned on the water, washed the cum that Greg had shot onto her off, and then turned her shower off. She left the bathroom, wrapping a towel around her body. I was disappointed, hoping that the night wasn't exactly over yet. I washed Jaz's cum off my body and then shut the shower off. I wrapped the towel around my waist after drying off and headed to the bedroom. I was a bit surprised to not see Nancy already in bed.
It only took a few moments for me to realize the sliding door was part way open. I walked to the door and saw my wife standing on the balcony, leaning on the railing, looking down into Jaz and Greg's yard. I stepped out behind her, gently reaching to place a hand on her back so I didn't startle her.
"They look like they're having fun," she said quietly.
I leaned closer to her, pressing my towel covered dick against her butt, looking down to see Jaz laying on the chair with Greg between her legs, pumping in and out of her with abandon. Her moans and cries easily carried up to us. "Yeah. They do."
"Doesn't look like they're too bothered about who can see them. I mean, Jason and Terri can probably see them if they look outside," my wife said, referring to the neighbors on the other side of Jaz and Greg.
I chuckled, "Yeah, and they could sure as hell see us both naked if they'd have looked."
"Good point," my wife said before going silent again. I stood and rubbed the bare part of her back above the towel, her skin cool to the touch in the night air. "You think we should have stayed, don't you?"
"I think if we had, we'd be doing that right now too."
"Was that what you wanted to do? Have sex in front of them?"
"Dunno. Never tried it in front of anyone. Hell, never jerked off in front of anyone either, not even you."
"Did you like it?"
"Kinda. You?"
"It was different," she said quietly.
"It was that."
"When you came, were you thinking of fucking her?" I was silent long enough for her to turn her head and see if I was going to answer. "Honest answer," she said, like she usually did when she knew I was avoiding the answer because I didn't think she'd like it.
"I was thinking about being in her and wondering how tight she was."
"Compared to me?"
"Compared to you."
"You think she is?"
"She hasn't had three kids squeeze through there," I said softly. "Logically she should be."
"Not to mention how she looks?"
"How she looks?"
"Come on. Don't play dumb. Not now. You like how she looks?"
"She looks like what I imagine a teenager would look like."
"And that turns you on?"
"I'm not into young girls, but she has a very attractive body."
I felt her reach back and pull her towel up from between us, mine getting pulled along as well since I was pressing us together. I felt my hard dick press between her butt cheeks as she remained bent over, leaning her elbows on the railing. I stood there for a minute or so, looking down at Jaz getting fucked. "If I told you to, would you?"
"Huh?"
"If I told you you could fuck her, would you?"
"I'm not sure. Probably, if the situation were right."
"What if Greg wanted to fuck me? Would you let him?"
"I don't think so."
"Not even if it meant you could fuck Jaz?"
"Not even if it meant getting to fuck Jaz," I answered.
"What if I wanted to fuck him? Would you let me?"
"Do you want to?"
"No. Not really."
"Then why did you ask?"
"Because while I was laying there, I wondered what it would feel like inside me, if it would really feel different than yours. I wouldn't be surprised if Jaz wondered the same thing with your dick so close to her pussy."
"I'm not at all sure I'm up to partner swapping. Once you go down that road, you can't undo it," I said quietly.
"No. You can't," she said quietly. "Are you going to put that in me or just let me freeze to death?"
I wasn't about to turn that down. I pulled back a bit, took my towel the rest of the way off and then aimed my dick at my wife's pussy. She moved her feet apart and arched her back down to help me as I rubbed my head around her very wet lips. I pushed slowly into her, feeling her depths expand and caress me as I pushed slowly into her. She groaned softly as my head pressed against her cervix. "Someone's awfully turned on," I said quietly, as I held her hips and started to slide in and out of her.
"A little," she whispered. "Play with my tits."
I slid my hands from her hips up her body and pulled the towel apart, leaving it draped over her back, and cupped both her big soft tits. I held and squeezed them just the way I knew she liked, her nipples sticking out between my fingers so that my squeezes also squeezed her nipples. In and out I plunged, feeling her pussy around me, but watching Jaz get fucked. Yeah, I wouldn't mind feeling what she was like, especially if she came like she did earlier around me. My attention was drawn back to my wife with the question she asked.
"If we'd have showered together, all of us, would you have minded if he played with my boobs?"
"Would you have let him?" I asked.
"I didn't think so then, but right now. Maybe."
"What if I wanted to play with Jaz's boobs?"
"I doubt she would have let you."
"I wouldn't be so sure. Not after the little accident with the washing machine."
"How so?"
"She helped me get undressed... and doing so she managed to rub her tits all over my chest."
"You told me that already."
"She also stroked my dick for a minute and pulled my hand between her legs so I could feel how wet she was."
"Oh. Anything else I should know?"
"You mean besides her sucking my cock for a second? Nothing at all."
"Why would she do that?"
"Curiosity. She'd been watching me get a hard-on all summer and hadn't had a chance to see it, so she wanted to make sure she got to check it out up close."
"And you didn't tell me?" she asked as I continued to stroke in and out of her, not wanting to stop and partly afraid she was going to be angry if I didn't.
"Didn't want you to be mad at her."
"Or you?"
"Or me."
"And it was her idea to shower together, right?"
"It was," I grunted.
"So, what do you think she wanted to do... besides shower?"
"I think she was hoping that we could do some touching. Maybe play with her tits or even stroke her pussy," I said, feeling my urgency building. "I think she wanted us to make each other climax."
"I think you're right," she said, leaning over a bit more. I could feel her pussy start to clamp around me as I looked down at Jaz, looking up at us. She had clearly seen us and was watching us doing the same thing. "Oh shit. Ohhhhhhhh shit. I'm gonna come. OHHHHHHH!" my wife cried, uncharacteristically loudly. I felt her pussy clench around me, squeezing me tightly as she orgasmed. I could also feel her body shudder in my hands, also something uncharacteristic. I felt my body spasm and a gush of cum lance into her pussy. Half a dozen or more times I pushed into her spasmodically, pumping more cum into her before my body started to give control back to me.
"You came hard," I panted.
"Uh huh. You too."
"So, you're not mad at Jaz for what she did?"
"No."
"So, what made you come so hard. I mean, I haven't felt you climax that hard in....well...years."
"I dunno. Maybe it was knowing she was watching you fuck me. Maybe it was thinking about what would have happened if we all showered together...the four of us."
"What would have happened?"
"I think she would have suggested we wash each other. And by that, I mean her washing you and Greg washing me. I think she'd have used that as a segway to fondling each other."
"And that idea turned you on?"
"Actually, it did. Maybe I'm getting kinky in my old age, but hell. I've been spying on my neighbor's husband in the shower and making myself come while watching. I laid naked and let him jack off on me. And now I let you fuck me right in front of them. She was watching you know. Probably imagining that it was her up here."
"Probably."
"I'm still don't have any interest in getting fucked by Greg, but it might be fun to do a little touching and rubbing, if the circumstances were right."
"And what circumstances would those be?"
"I don't know. Just have to wait and see," she said as she pulled off my now shrining dick. She turned around, letting the towel fall off her body, and wrapped her arms around me. She kissed me wetly for long seconds before breaking the kiss. "I'm getting cold. Why don't we go snuggle in bed and get warm?"
"Sounds good to me."
'** ** ** **
The way she talked before bed, I would have expected the two of them to concoct something that would once again end up with all four of us naked again. But that hadn't happened. In fact, I was surprised that she hadn't even peeked at Greg until Thursday.
"I think you need to go look in the bedroom," she said as she walked into the kitchen after dressing in a fairly short, almost black, skirt and white button-down blouse under a charcoal gray blazer. I could see the frilly lace bra she had on through the thin material of the blouse where the unbuttoned blazer spread apart.
"I do?"
"You do," she said as she walked over to take over stirring the scrambled eggs in the pan.
"Alright," I answered, letting her take the spoon from me. I walked upstairs and looked into the bedroom. I'd expected the curtains to be a couple inches apart, how they usually looked if she'd been peeking at Greg. Today they were nearly completely open, pushed wide apart. I raised my eyebrows and walked back downstairs. "The curtains were pretty far apart."
"They were."
"Did he notice?"
"Oh yeah. Let's just say that Jaz is going to have to clean that window big time!" she said with a soft chuckle. "I think he came even more than the other night."
"And you let him see you naked?"
"Well, he couldn't see what was happening below my hips, but he didn't need to see to know what I was doing."
"Was it a good climax?"
"I didn't say I came. I just said I played with myself," she said with a little devilish grin. "I think I'm going to be wet all day now. Maybe you should find out how wet?"
I stepped behind her and wrapped one arm around her waist and let my other hand slide down to the hem of her skirt. I felt the slickness of her stockings as I slid my fingers up her inner thigh, which gave way to a thin rolled top before my fingers found her bare skin only mere inches from the juncture of her legs. "Not thigh highs? Real stockings?"
"And a real garter belt. I'd forgotten you even got me these it was so long ago."
"Oh my. No panties either?" I asked in a whisper as my fingers stroked the soft flowering inner lips protruding from her full round lips.
"Nope. And there won't be any all day."
"No?"
"Uh uh. Jaz dared me to go pantyless next time I watched Greg, so here I am. I hope you plan on working hard when you get home, because I'm already so fucking horny I feel like I'm going to burst."
"Well, I can fix that," I said as I pulled the hem of her skirt up.'
"Uh uh. Gotta wait. Part of the dare with Jaz."
"Oh? And what part of the dare does she have?"
My wife grinned at me. "Be prepared for some sexy text messages," she whispered as she moved the pan off the stove so breakfast wasn't completely burned. She turned in my arms and wrapped them around my neck to pull herself to me. "Her dare is to get naked at work, and just to prove she is, she's going to text you pictures as she does it."
"Wow."
"So, you should be plenty horny when you get home, which is good, because you're gonna need to do some pretty heavy duty fucking!"
"I don't think I've heard you talk like this in...well...ever?"
She leaned to me and kissed my lips in a long hot wet kiss. She pulled her face away and whispered, "I can't remember being this turned on in the morning before, and I'm going to have to wait all day to satisfy it."
"Too bad," I answered quietly, grabbing her bare ass in my hands. "Cuz I'd fuck you right now if you'd let me."
"And leave me leaking cum on my dress all day? I don't think so. You'll just have to wait until we get home."
Reluctantly I let go of her and we sat down to eat breakfast before heading off to work. I got three text messages from Jaz that day. The first was a picture of her from under her desk, a blouse, stockings and heels on, but no skirt or panties. She had her legs spread wide enough for me to see her pussy as she sat at her desk. I wondered how many people were around to see what she was doing.
A little while later a second text came, containing a short selfie video of her walking down the hall and walking into what looked like a supply room. She made sure to say that the door was unlocked. The third text was a continuation of the first, her phone clearly propped up on a shelf as she quickly took her skirt back off, this time also taking off her blouse and bra. She sat back on a pile of boxes of what looked like copy paper or something and lifted and spread her legs. It only took her a very short two or three minutes before she came, her legs in the air, cum spraying out towards the phone as she climaxed. Once she was done, she searched around for something to wipe her pussy with and then quickly dressed. She was JUST buttoning the last button on her blouse when the door opened. I couldn't see who it was, but I heard another woman's voice before Jaz picked up the phone and clicked the video off. She had come VERY close to getting caught, and I wondered what kind of problems that might raise in the future.
Of course, the videos did their thing. It was all I could do to not open my pants and stroke myself watching her play with herself.
When I got home, I was more than ready to get some relief. I'd been so horny all day that my balls felt like basketballs between my legs. I'd beat my wife home, so when she walked in the door I was in the kitchen, starting dinner, completely naked.
"Oh thank God," she said softly as she started undressing as she walked from the garage door across the family room to the kitchen. I continued cooking while she finished taking her blouse, bra and skirt off. I stopped her there, preferring to have sex with her in the stockings and garter. I picked her up by her bare butt, her legs spreading as I lifted her off the floor. I set her on the kitchen counter by the sink, her legs wrapped around me as I lifted her. She spread her legs to give me room, and I quickly guided my cock to her pussy and slid into her sopping wet depths. "Ohhhhhhh Fuck yes," sh moaned as I reached for her legs and used her high heels as handles to loft and spread her legs. She leaned back as far as she could, her back hitting the cabinet before she could tilt back hardly at all, but I didn't care. I started thrusting up into her, pushing my engorged cock and head fully into her.



"Did you have fun being bare bottom at work?" I asked as I stroked slowly into her and then started to pull back and shove in slowly again, rhythmically, wanting her to enjoy every second.
"Oh damn! I'm going to come," she squeaked. "Oh shit!"
"Oh damn is right," I grunted, thrusting a little harder into her.
"Did you get texts...from Jaz?" she asked breathlessly.
"Oh yeah. First one was her sitting at her desk without her skirt on at all."
"Ohhhhhhh. I wish I could have gotten away with that. Especially when Chris came in."
"You like seeing him get a hard-on?"
"I didn't before. I though he was just being a perv. But now... well, as turned on as I was all day, it was kinda flattering that a guy that young has the hots for me."
"I also got a video of Jaz undressing in a storeroom and then playing with herself until she climaxed," I said as I felt my own orgasm building. "She sprayed all over like the other night."
"Wow. That had to be intense," my wife breathed. "Look honey, you gotta hurry. My pussy isn't going to keep taking this."
"I was waiting for you."
"To climax? Hell lover, you can't tell I've been climaxing since you shoved it into me?"
"No. I didn't."
"Ohhhhhh shit. One long slow orgasm. Fill me up. Finish off in me."
"Uh huh," I grunted, driving into her a bit harder and faster. I could see her body respond to the increase in sensation, of course mine did too. Her pussy clenched harder around me as I drew ever closer to my own climax. My body spasmed and I started pumping shot after shot into her, each one accompanied by my body jerking uncontrollably, jamming my dick deep into her as it spewed another gush of cum.
I stood between her legs, panting, feeling her pussy still squeezing my now softening shaft as she leaned to me and wrapped herself around me, both arms and legs. She pressed her lips to mine, and we kissed wetly for long seconds before we both had to break the kiss to breathe. "Damn. I love how you feel having sex with me. I was so turned on all day, thinking about you. I could hardly keep from touching myself all day. I almost got caught with my hand between my legs once. It felt sooooo naughty to know that if it weren't for my desk, anyone that came in my office could have seen my pussy because I had my skirt up so high. A few times I thought I would come right there in my chair! I didn't know if I could even make it home."
"Damn. Sounds like you had fun. So, what happened when Chris came in? I don't understand."
"He always gets a hard-on when he's in my office. I don't think he thinks I see it, but I do. I used to think he was a perv of some kind, but I talked to a few of the other ladies, and he gets them there too. I think he just has a thing for cleavage. Imagine how hard he'd get if he knew I was sitting without panties on and my skirt halfway to my waist."
"You could always let him know and see what happens," I said with a grin.
"Oh? And how do I do that without getting in trouble?"
"I dunno. Drop your panties on his desk chair so they're there when he comes in? I mean who'd know who left them, right? It'd be up to him to figure it out."
"It sounds like you're suggesting I flash him my pussy!" she said with a frown.
"I never said that. I just said let him know you didn't have underwear on, just to see what happens. It's not like he's going to do anything at work, right?"
"Well, no."
"Now Jaz. She'd accidently bend over in front of him and make sure he knew whose panties they were," I chuckled.
"Oh. Yeah, I bet she might," she said grinning. "I'll have to ask if she ever did anything like that. Now, let's finish dinner. I'm getting hungry."
"Only if you promise to stay like this all night," I answered with a wide grin.
"Fine. You stay naked and I will."
It didn't take long for my dick to return to full mast, watching my wife move around the kitchen in just heels, stockings and a garter belt. When dishes were done, she climbed into the recliner with me, the two of us playing with each other while we watched TV. Neither of us was in any hurry to get the other off. This was all about gentle, loving teasing. I stroked her nipples or her pussy while she stroked my dick with one finger or teased that finger around one of my nipples. We'd been at it for nearly an hour, starting to think seriously about having sex again, when Jaz walked in through the sliding kitchen door unannounced.
"Oooooooo. Looks like I'm just in time!" she said as she walked into the family room. She walked to one of the overstuffed chairs by the TV and sat down. "You ARE going to screw, right?"
"We were thinking about it," my wife said quietly.
"Good. You owe me one."
"Owe you one what?" I asked.
"Chance to watch. You guys were watching me and Greg the other day, right?"
"I thought you liked to be watched?"
"I do. But I also like to watch," she said with a grin. "But I'm not alone. Someone else was watching the other night."
"Someone else?" I asked.
"Yeah. That's what I came over to tell you. I just came from Miang's house. Seems she was watching from her bedroom window."
"OH shit," I groaned. Miang was Daro's wife, on the other side of Jaz and Greg. We were friends, just like we were neighborly friends with Jason and Teri who lived next door to us. Miang was what I would call a pretty typical Chinese woman. Slender, petite, based on what I'd seen at Jaz's pool parties, maybe B cup breasts and almost no hair down there, if any. Like Jaz, she wore the tiniest of bikinis, but then she didn't have nearly as much to cover as either Jaz or my wife. Daro is kind of standoffish, but I found Miang to be extremely friendly. Almost too friendly when my wife wasn't looking.
Last year I was in Jaz's to go to the bathroom at one of their pool parties, when I stepped out, Miang was right there, almost as if she were about to walk in while I was still in the bathroom. She didn't move away, instead actually moving closer to me, reaching out and rubbing my dick through my wet swimsuit as she stepped herself right against me. She apologized, verbally, for accidently blocking my way, but continued to stand there, rubbing my dick through my suit until I started to get hard, her bikini covered nipples pressed right to my chest, almost as if she were trying to push me back into the bathroom with her clearly hard nipples. The implication was clear, take a step back and feel free to touch whatever you wanted. I doubted her husband or Nancy would have approved, but it was momentarily tempting. Now to find out she was watching, I was somewhat concerned what might transpire now.
"You're not upset she was watching you, are you?" Jaz asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Oh, not that. I just ...it's that...well...sometimes..."
"Spit it out!" my wife interrupted. "It's not like you to be at a loss for words."
"It's just that...well... from time to time...once in a while... Miang has left me with the feeling that she'd really like to get into my pants," I finally blurted out.
Jaz laughed loudly for several long seconds. "Of course she does. She's tried to get into Greg's pants too. That's what happens when your husband has a tiny little ding-a-ling! All you've done is given her a little more reason to try. Call it advertising!"
"How do we stop it? Or her?"
"Why do you want to?" Jaz asked. Then she looked at my face and Nancy's. "Okay. I think I know what to do. Just trust me, we can solve this."
"If you think so."
"I do, no problem. Now, you two gonna fuck or just lay there?"
'** ** ** **
It was Saturday and I had plenty to do if I was going to get the basement finished any time soon. The girls, my wife, Jaz and Miang, were all going shopping someplace. I wasn't going to complain, it meant that I had the house to myself while I worked. When I work, I get hot, so other than my toolbelt, I had on a pair of summer weight cargo pocket shorts, and my work boots. I'd ditched the shirt almost as soon as I started. I knew that Jason and Terri were supposed to have us over for dinner that evening, so I was already starting to think about showering when the wife got home. I looked at my watch when I heard their high heels on the hardwood floor above me. I still had about another hour or so to work, so I continued to work, standing on the ladder and tying the wires inside the junction box in the ceiling. I heard the high heels again, this time walking across the floor and then down the basement stairs, clomping one step at a time. I'd often wondered how the hell women even managed to stay standing on those skinny little heels.
"Wanna see what we bought?" I heard Jaz ask from the bottom of the stairs. I looked down from what I was doing and stared, with my mouth hanging open. Not that Jaz didn't look incredible in the skimpy off shoulder top she had on with the micro skirt, that probably didn't have any underwear under it, or Miang in the stretch dress she had on. No, my mouth was hanging open looking at my wife.
She had on a white dress that was mid thigh length, or a little shorter, made of a thin material that was gathered in small horizontal bunches up the front, with a tie hanging down, that looked like if she pulled the tie a little tighter, the dress hem in the front would get even shorter. The top of the dress was some kind of criss-cross halter type thing that tied behind her neck. It left a large bare diamond from her belly button up to midway between her breasts, about half the width of her body, and the most stunning thing, the side and part of the under side of each soft breast was exposed by the thin material. It was easy to see she had no bra, her nipples poking out prominently.
"Damn!" I said as I shook my head. "That's...um...Some dress," I finally got out. "Did you know your underwear shows through though?" I said, seeing the tiny pink bikini panty through the white material
"I do," she said. "Now close your eyes."
"Okay," I answered.
"You can open them again," she said after a few moments. I looked again and the panties were no longer on her, but in her hand. "If I walked by your desk with the panties showing, and then again later, and they weren't showing, what would you conclude?"
"That you took them off."
"Uh huh," my wife said with a grin. "You think Chris would notice?"
"Only if he's alive," I answered.
"Then there's this," she said, turning around to face away from me. She stepped her feet apart about a foot or so and then, keeping her legs straight, bent over. The short skirt pulled up her butt until her pussy showed below the hem.
"And you're going to bend over in front of him like that?" I asked with a frown.
She straightened and then turned back to face me. "Well, I could do this," she said, dropping the panties she had in her hand to the floor. She squatted down in her heels, her legs together. She looked up at me and just before she started to get up, she pushed her knees apart slowly, her pussy starting to show with her knees only a few inches apart, and then as she continued to spread them, more of her was exposed. Eventually the dress started to slide up her thighs as she continued to spread her knees apart until her whole pussy was showing.
I walked over to her slowly, looking at her and her smiling face. She was clearly pleased with herself for finding this way to tease Chris to let him know she was pantyless. I stepped in front of her and stood inches away from her. "I know what you want from him. You want him to do this," I said, reaching behind her neck and untying the bow that held the dress top up. I pulled it away from her body so that now both her tits and pussy were exposed. I undid the front of my pants, struggling a little with my toolbelt still on, and pulled out my hard cock. "You want to see him do this," I said, stroking my dick. "But what if he doesn't. What if he sees you when you're standing up?" I asked, reaching down and using one arm to coax her up. "Show me again how you plan on teasing him?"
She grinned and turned around, bending herself over so her pussy was clearly on display. "What happens if he does this? Do you let him?" I asked rubbing on her butt, half of it covered with the skirt material and the other half bare.
"Probably," she answered quietly, only starting to see where I was going.
"What if he decides to do this?" I asked, sliding my hand down to stroke her pussy lips. I let one finger slip between her lips and search out her clit, knowing damn well that once I start rubbing that she'd want me to keep going. Want ANYONE to keep going.
"Maybe," she answered with a little quaver in her voice.
"What if he wants more? You've basically offered this," I said as I quickly aimed my mushroom head at her pussy and in one smooth motion, pushed my head between her lips and then thrust into her.
"OH FUCK!" my wife gasped at the sudden intrusion, my cock suddenly buried all the way into her. "I...I....I don't think I'd let him," she groaned as I started to stroke in and out of her slowly.
"No? You think if it was displayed like that, he wouldn't take the opportunity? It didn't take me long. And once he does..."
"Yeah. I know," she answered as I pulled out of her, my rock hard cock glistening. "Maybe that is a bit much," she finally said, turning around to face me, fumbling with the strap that would go around her neck.
"Jesus Nancy! Tell me that thing is real!" I heard Miang say.
"Huh?" I asked.
"Your husband's dick. Is that real?"
"Well, yeah," my wife answered. "Why wouldn't it be?"
"Can I touch it?" My wife looked at Miang a little shocked. "It's,well, I don't know how to put this. He's fucking huge!"
"He's not that big," my wife answered.
"Compared to Daro he his. I mean, damn! Can I touch it?"
My wife looked at me with raised eyebrows and I just shrugged. "I guess," my wife answered.
Miang stepped closer and reached out towards my dick with one of her petite hands. She tried to grasp around it but was unable to reach her fingers all the way around. "Oh my God. It's huge. How do you get it in you?"
"What? It fits fine. Why do you think it's so huge?" my wife asked.
"Daro. He isn't, I mean, he's quite small by American standards, and compared to this. Does he come a lot?"
"What?" both my wife and I asked at the same time.
Miang looked from my wife to me and back. "I know it's kind of personal, but does he come a lot?"
"Well, I don't know."
"Trust me. He does," Jaz said. "He came like a gallon all over me."
"Wait? He came a gallon, on you?" Miang asked in confusion. "But he's Nancy's husband."
"And there you have it. Cat's out of the bag. Yeah, we did a little play the other day and let each other's husbands come on us. And yeah, he came a shit ton."
"I'd like to see that in my panties," Miang said quietly with a grin, stroking my cock with a little more determination.
"Wait, wait, wait. Let's hold the show a second," my wife said. "You want to see him come where?"
Miang suddenly stopped stroking me and looked around at the three of us. "I didn't say."
"You did," Jaz said quickly, interrupting her. "You said you'd like to see his cum in your panties. Or was it you wanted to see him come in your panties. Not that it makes that much difference, unless you're still wearing them. Ohhhhhhhhh. MIANG! You dirty girl!" Jaz said quickly. "I've heard about that particular little kink."
Miang blushed brightly while my wife and I looked confused. "What?" my wife asked.
"You want to tell them, or should I?" Jaz asked Miang.
"I don't like to have my husband come inside me. I like him to pull out and cum in my panties and then I can pull them up with his cum in them," she said quietly, still blushing.
"And let him play with your pussy with your panties full of cum too I bet. Do you like to come that way? With your panties full of cum?" Jaz asked.
"Really?" I asked a little confused. "Why would you do that?"
"In a lot of poorer areas of our country there isn't a lot of birth control," she said with an embarrassed shrug. "In this country, we take birth control for granted. But not all countries have it like you do. Many families can't afford birth control, even if it were easily available. So, pulling out is fairly common, and it has to go somewhere. Some women like it on them, some in a rag or something and some...well, some like the feeling of their husband's cum in their panties, much like some American women like to feel their husband's cum leaking from them."
"Oh! I get it," I answered, understanding a lot more. Her hand was still on my dick, stroking me slowly, her petite hand sliding over my head gently with each stroke. Even though my wife was standing only a few feet away, I couldn't resist reaching one finger up to the front of Miang's tube type dress and pulling slowly down. Neither she nor my wife stopped me as I pulled the stretchy material slowly down her breasts.
"You did say it would," Miang said to Jaz."
"See. So if Daro pulls it down, how far is up to him?" Jaz answered with a grin. "Go ahead Mark. Keep pulling."
I looked at Jaz and then at my wife who was still tying the top of her dress in place seemed to be ignoring it. I continued to pull down, exposing both of her small B cup boobs with their small oblong areola and small rock hard nipples. She turned to me slightly, still stroking my dick allowing me to pull the dress down lower and lower, until it was all the way to her waist. "Go ahead. You know you want to," my wife finally said as she finished tying the bow behind her neck. I turned a bit, my hard dick now pointing directly at Miang's stomach as I used both hands to pull the material down further, sliding it over her small butt and then down over her hips. The stretchy material finally slid down her legs on its own. She stepped out of the dress, standing in front of me now in nothing but a very tiny pair of light blue bikini panties and her high heels. She used both hands on my dick now, stroking it towards her, moving so close that it was almost touching her stomach.
"I can't believe how big it is," Miang whispered. "I don't think I could get this in me, not all of it. I'm not sure even his head would fit."
"You should try it," Jaz said.
"Wait! What!?" my wife asked quickly.
"Just for a second. I mean, what can it hurt?" Jaz said. "It's not like they're having sex. Just trying to see if it would fit."
"Yeah. Sorry. That's having sex in my opinion. Trying a fat dildo is seeing if it would fit. Putting my husband's cock in there isn't."
"And you were saying that it might be interesting to try and see if Chris's cock is as big? How do you know unless you try it on for size?" Jaz said.
My wife turned to Jaz, anger flashing in her eyes. "That was a secret!" she hissed. "I told you that in confidence. I wasn't going to do it, I just wondered if it was."
"Oops," Jaz said with an impish grin. "To be honest, I wouldn't mind trying it on for size too. Maybe that's what we should do, let him slip it into both of us, just to let us see how wonderfully big it feels. I mean you get it every day. To you, it's just ho hum. But I bet he can't get it into Miang without her climaxing."
"That's the third time you've suggested trying him on for size. I suppose if I say no, you'll just find a way to sneak it in. Maybe one day in the pool or maybe getting your pipes fixed?" my wife said irritably.
"Never know. I mean if we're tussling around in the pool, who knows what parts of whose swimsuits might get pulled off and where a hard appendage might accidently slip," Jaz answered my wife with a grin.
"You know, I have no doubt that you would. Okay. Fine! Let's do this. Get your clothes off. I know it won't take long, given you bought them so you could drop them in public. So, get 'em off and bend your ass over the worktable."



"You mean it?" Jaz asked with a surprised look. "I was just kidding. I mean, I didn't really mean to do it!"
"You might learn to be careful what you ask for. You saying now you DON'T want to feel it?" my wife asked.
"Well. Um, I guess I wouldn't mind, but Greg."
"Yeah. That's what I thought," my wife said, shaking her head. She turned to look at Miang. "Come on girls. Let's let him work. I'm going upstairs to shower and change for dinner. I don't think I can wear this over there now," my wife said as she turned and walked towards the stairs.
Miang reluctantly let go of my dick and picked up her dress. She headed up the stairs leaving Jaz to still look longingly at my dick before she too headed upstairs. I had no doubt that they both would have liked to do a lot more than look at it.
I pulled my pants up and headed upstairs. I found my wife in the shower, like she said. I headed into the bathroom without taking any clothes off and leaned on the glass partition frame of the walk-in shower. "So, you really thought you'd bend over and show all that off at work?" I asked her as she stood under the water.
"Actually, I think it was more a fantasy than anything I'd really do," she answered as she started washing herself, not looking at me.
"Really? You fantasize about showing this Chris guy your pussy at work?"
"It's not any different than you looking at one of your secretaries or something and thinking about her taking her dress off, is it?"
"You think I do that?"
"All men do that."
"Based on what?"
She stopped washing and turned to face me. "Chris is sure the hell thinking that when he's staring at my boobs."
"Maybe he is. Does that mean you need to indulge him?"
"You let Jaz take off all your clothes and even stick your dick in her mouth. Did you need to indulge her just because she fantasized about getting naked with you?"
"So that's what this is about? Getting back at me for what she did?"
She looked at me with anger flitting into her eyes for a few moments before she turned back away. "No. It's not," she said quietly. "I know you didn't ask for her to do that."
"Then what is it?"
"I don't know. Really, I don't," she said turning around and looking at me again. "I'm confused, and excited, and turned on, and scared, and hell, I don't even know what all is swirling around up there. When I watch Greg playing with himself, I get so turned on. And then when I opened the curtain and let him look at me while he was jacking off, and when he stood there, stroking himself, right there with his dick between my legs, I got even more turned on. I know it's silly. I just don't know how to deal with what I'm feeling. I've never let myself feel anything like this before."
"Let yourself? You mean you've had these feelings before?" I asked curiously.
"There were times when I was breastfeeding that some strange guy would try to sneak looks at my tits. It always made me feel like I had butterflies in my stomach. A few times I actually did things like leave my boob hanging out while I changed sides, just so he could see my whole tit. I knew it was wrong and after, I kind of felt ashamed. But I still did it, more than once. When the kids got bigger, well, that didn't happen anymore. A few times I caught some guy trying to look up my skirt across a restaurant or something. I always had underwear on, but a few times I spread my legs enough to give him a better look. It always made my panties wet. Once I even went to the ladies' room and came back without my panties on and let him peek up my skirt that way."
"And you never told me?"
"I didn't want you to be angry with me," she said, turning back to face the shower again.
"How often did this happen?" I asked quietly.
"Not very often. But if you think about it, you'd know when they were."
I did think about it a bit. There was a long period of time when our sex life kind of sucked. But in that time, there were also times when she came home and practically threw herself at me. At the time it had made me wonder if she was cheating on me, but I never found any evidence of it, and when she did, her pussy was definitely wet. "Yeah. I think I do. So why not just let it happen more, if that's what got you turned on. I mean the reason we didn't have sex was that you were always tired and weren't interested in being turned on. It was almost like it was a chore for you to have sex with me."
"You don't think that I wanted to?" she asked, turning to face me again. "I was afraid if I did it too much that you'd find out and be angry with me, or worse. I mean, it isn't exactly a ladylike thing to do."
"It's also not like you were a stripper at a club either."
"So now you know. And all this stuff with Jaz and Greg just seemed to draw it back out again. Chris is just a guy. Nothing special, except that he looks at my boobs and I get that tingle between my legs. I kinda like that feeling."
"And the more you show, the more tingle you get?"
"Kinda," she answered sheepishly. "Are you angry with me?"
I stepped into the shower, still dressed, and wrapped my arms around her. I pulled her against me and held her close. "I'm not angry. A little perturbed that we went through all those years with a lousy sex life when we had a way to fix it. But you know, I can't stay mad at you for anything."
"I'm sorry. I just felt like it was so wrong. I didn't want to mess up our marriage. And I thought if you knew, it would."
"A lot of things make more sense now," I whispered.
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
"I'm sorry you didn't feel you could tell me," I answered in an equally quiet whisper. I turned off the water and scooped her up. I carried her to the bed and lay her down, my clothes still dripping on the floor. I undid my pants and pushed them down and then pushed my engorged head between her lips.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned as I pushed all the way into her and started stroking. It didn't take long for either of us to reach the point of no return and share a satisfying mutual orgasm. As we started to dress, it occurred to me that my wife was missing an opportunity. While she wanted to flash Chris, and her fantasy had clearly run amok, I didn't see any reason that she couldn't try and flash Jason a little, just to see how it feels. While we've known Jason and Terri almost as long as Jaz and Greg, I wouldn't call us anywhere near as close. Maybe that was because they HAD built a six foot privacy fence around their yard, which meant we could only see down into their yard from our second story, or that he was a construction worker and gone for considerable amounts of time. Or maybe it was because Terri was every bit Playboy model material. Whatever the reason, they were slightly more standoffish. That didn't mean we didn't have a neighborly friendship that included them having the group of us, my wife, myself, Jaz and Greg and Miang and Daro, over for the occasional get together. That was what was happening tonight. A little Spring get together at their house.
"I think you should wear that white dress," I said as I was pulling underwear and socks out of my drawer.
She stopped and looked at me. "I should?"
"Sure. That way you can flash Greg or maybe even Jason a little bit. Just to see how it feels. If it isn't what you hoped, no harm done. Greg has already seen you naked. It'd be a lot better than flashing Chris at work and getting a reputation if he reacts badly."
"I suppose that makes some sense," she said as she stood at the dresser. "Guess that means I don't need a bra then."
"Nope."
"Underwear?" she asked, turning to look at me.
"That's up to you," I said after a few moments.
"Would you be upset if I didn't?"
"It's your choice," I said as I turned to look at her, still standing there naked. "But let's be pretty clear here. This is about looking, not having sex, right?"
She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around me. "It's ALL about how hot it makes me feel to be looked at. I'm not at all interested in having anyone else's dick in me."
"Not even Greg?"
"Well," she said after pausing a while. "It was a little tempting to let him put it in when he was jacking off in front of me. But it's not like you weren't thinking the same thing about Jaz, right?"
"The thought crossed my mind," I answered back quietly.
"Yeah. I know. In the heat of the moment," she whispered. "I think we better limit it to just looking and touching."
"I think so too," I agreed. She gave me a short kiss on the lips and then stepped back to let me watch her put the dress on, and then a pair of high heel sandals.
"You have a hard-on," she said with a grin. "Do you like the idea that this is all I'm wearing?" she continued as she teased the hem of the dress up until I could see her pussy.
"You know damn well it's making me horny," I answered her.
"Then how about something for me," she said as she stepped over to me. She pushed my briefs down over my butt and squatted down, pulling my boxer briefs all the way to my ankles. She reached for my dick and wrapped her hand around it before closing her lips around it. She licked my engorged head a few times and then stood back up. "No briefs tonight so I can see how hard you get?"
"If that's what you want."
"It is," she nodded as she backed away. She watched me pull on the lightweight cargo pocket shorts and grinned as she looked at the bulge my hard-on was producing. "Someone's gonna get an eyeful," she said with a grin as I pulled my golf shirt on over my head, trying to pull the tail down far enough to at least partly cover the very obvious bulge.
"I don't think I can go like this. Terri is going to think I'm some kind of pervert or something."
"Only if you walk around with a hard-on all night," she grinned.
"And I'm NOT going to? Knowing that you will be flashing boobs and pussy?"
"Well, there is that," she said stepping up to me and wrapping her arms around my waist. She kissed me, her face now even with mine in her high heels. "Thank you."
"For what? Not wearing underwear?"
"No. For being understanding. For allowing me to, well, experiment," she whispered. "I'm not at all sure most husbands would be all that thrilled to have their wife flashing their body at other guys."
"I just want us to be happy. And if letting you show a little nipple or pussy makes our life together happier, why wouldn't I?"
She squeezed me and then slipped from my arms, pulling me from the bedroom and down the stairs. Terri answered the door and gave my wife a hug before leaning in to give me a short hug, her very large tits, pushing out the front of her satin tank top so far her nipples touched my chest while her hips were easily still more than a foot from mine.
"Daro and Miang are out on the patio if you want to go out!" she said cheerfully as she stepped back from us. "I still have a bit to do in the kitchen."
"You need any help?" my wife asked her quickly.
"Oh, that's okay. Go ahead out back and relax. I've got it covered," she answered as we moved to follow her through the house to the back patio door off the kitchen. We stepped out back and said hello to Jason, who was standing in front of the grill cooking something. Jason is a construction worker, so he's pretty muscular, something that I could tell Miang was checking out as she sat in one of the chairs on the patio. I don't think I'd like to meet a pissed off Jason in a back alley anywhere. He could easily break me in half! But it was never lost on any of the ladies, including my wife, just how muscular he was and how good he apparently looked to them. Even my wife's eyes traveled up and down his rugged frame as we walked out onto the patio.
"Hey guys!" he said jovially, turning to look at us. "Can I get you a beer or something? Maybe a wine cooler for you Nancy?" he added as he stepped to a cooler by the back of the house and reached into it. He pulled out two bottles, handing me the beer and the other to my wife. "Here. Got some of those ones you liked so much last time," he said with a grin, looking my wife up and down without looking like he was trying. "Hell of a nice dress."
"Thanks!" my wife answered with a smile, taking the bottle from him. We moved over to the chairs across the patio, near where Miang and Daro were seated. "I think he saw my hard nipples," she whispered before we got too close to them. I just grinned in return. We sat down and I couldn't help but notice she settled in a chair that left her legs pointed towards Jason.
Jason turned to look towards us once and then again, a little bit of a startled look on his face. I saw him grin a little before looking at me, the grin quickly disappearing as he turned back towards the grill. I glanced over at my wife, just catching her pressing her knees back together after apparently spreading them for Jason. I was a little surprised at how quickly she had done that, barely waiting five minutes.
Jaz and Greg arrived a few minutes later, and Nancy got up from her chair and then bent over, mostly straight legged, to set down her drink. Once again, Jason was looking and this time there was absolutely NO DOUBT about what he saw. Not only once, but a second time when she bent to pick up her drink again, waiting several long seconds before pulling the skirt hem, that had ridden part way up her butt, back down. Yeah, based on the bulge in his shorts, there was no doubt he saw what my wife intended.
Fortunately, dinner was ready a few minutes later and we all headed into the house to eat. Through dinner I couldn't help but think about how far my wife's skirt had pulled up on her thighs as she sat next to me. Daro sitting on her other side, was able to see down into her lap. When Terri brought dessert out, I noticed her hand slip to her lap and pull her skirt up her thighs a little further, slipping two fingers down between her thighs to stroke her pussy. Daro didn't miss it either and could hardly keep his eyes off her lap as she ate her dessert and stroked her pussy at the same time. I wondered just how far she would go as she shifted her hand enough to push a finger into her pussy.
I could swear I heard Daro groan slightly as his hand squeezed his hard-on through his pants, clearly thinking about doing a whole lot more than looking. I reached over to her lap and gently pulled her skirt down over her pussy again, moving her hand from between her legs. I leaned over and whispered in her ear, "You better stop before Daro creams himself, or worse, you."
She looked at me in surprise and then over at Daro's lap. As I watched, she looked away, and slipped one hand into his lap. It didn't take much to figure out she was trying to unzip and unsnap his pants, and after a few moments, she succeeded. She worked his dick out of his pants and gently stroked it a few times. It was small, compared to mine, but that didn't stop her from teasing it with her hand. Up and down her hand slid, working over his mushroom head, trying hard to keep a straight face and eat her dessert while she stroked his dick with his wife sitting right next to him.
He closed his eyes and stifled the little grunts as his body tried to spasm, her hand wrapped around his head to keep his cum from spurting everywhere. She finally removed her hand from his lap and used her napkin to wipe her hand, his cum covered dick still sticking out as it slowly shrunk. She looked at me and grinned slightly, almost proud of herself. I leaned over and whispered, "I thought we were just looking and touching a little."
"That was touching a little. If I hadn't done that, he'd have been trying to fuck me all night," she whispered back.
"You two telling secrets?" Terri asked from across the table.
"Nope. Just saying how good dessert was," I answered.
My wife got up with Terri and the girls and the four of them quickly cleared the table and got the dishwasher loaded. Every time my wife bent over, her pussy showed off to the four of us still sitting at the table. The only one of us NOT to have a hard-on seemed to be Daro.
"Okay. Everyone outside!" Terri said, as the last of the dishes were dealt with. "Except Mark. I need him to do me a favor."
"I can do it for you honey," Jason said quickly.
"No. You have other duties. Why don't you start a fire in the pit? We'll be out in a minute or two." She took me by the hand and pulled me towards the hallway, stopping once we were far enough down the hall that we were out of sight of everyone else. "Mark. I need to know. Is Nancy trying to have sex with my husband?"
"What?"
"Is she trying to have sex with Jason?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"Because I know you aren't either stupid or oblivious. She's been flashing her pussy at you guys for the last half hour, and during dessert she jacked off Daro."
"How could you know that?"
"I've done the same thing to Jason in restaurants before. I know what it looks like. Now is she trying to have sex with my husband?"
I took a deep breath. "No. She's just, I don't know how to explain it. We did some things with Jaz the other day and she thinks that flashing herself to other guys turns her on, so she's kind of experimenting."
"Ahhhhhh. Now I understand. How far did you plan on letting her take it?"
"We agreed to just looking and a little touching."
"Does that include you?" she asked, stepping a little closer to me. She reached a hand to my pants and started stroking her hand up and down my rock hard dick inside my shorts. She leaned closer, putting a hand on the wall and leaning towards me until her very large firm tits pressed against my chest. "Does that include you touching and being touched?"
"I suppose so," I whispered back.
"I can help her, show off that is. If you want me to."
"Why would you do that?"
"I'm sure my husband wouldn't at all mind watching her. And I know I wouldn't at all mind getting touched by you."
"Your husband won't get upset at that?"
"Uh uh. He'll think it's just fine. As long as he gets to touch a little too."
"He's not going to try and fuck her, would he?"
"Not unless you try to fuck me. You see, we play games sometimes too. Follow the leader can be a very fun game. You do things to me, and he does them to her. If you want to kiss me, he gets to kiss her. If you play with my pussy, he gets to play with her pussy. You make me come, he makes her come. You let me suck your dick, well, if she wants to, she can suck his dick. Sound like a fun game?"
"And you play this with other couples?"
"Uh huh. Interested? Interested in seeing and feeling my naked body? I've seen you watch me from the balcony when I'm out back relaxing. You like how my body looks? Does it turn you on? Come on, you can tell me. I know it does, I just like to hear it."
"Yeah, it does."
"Then you give me permission and we'll play a little game. Otherwise, ask her to slow down her roll. It's really not fair to tease the guys and not give them something in return," she said as she slid her hand up to the snap of my shorts. She undid the snap and then pulled my zipper down, pulling my shorts down part way as the zipper came down. "Mmmmmmm now this feels nice," she said as she wrapped her hand around my hard dick. "I think I need to take my bra off. Why don't you help me do that?" she coaxed, straightening up to pull her tits from my chest.
"You do?"
"Oh yes. If your wife is going to flash her pussy, I definitely need to take my bra off."
"And Jason isn't going to get upset?"
"If I know Jason, by now he's trying hard to get another look up her skirt, or maybe even daring her to let her boobs show," she whispered. "Now we don't have all day. So take my shirt and bra off and we can get something else to put on. Unless you want to just bend me over and push this into my pussy. I'm not wearing any underwear, so it wouldn't take much to push my shorts down and put it in me."



"I don't think I should do that."
"Then take my shirt off. Please?" she asked.
"You sure?" I asked before reaching for the tail of her shirt as she nodded. I pulled it from her shorts and pulled it up, forcing her to let go of my dick long enough for me to pull it up and off. She leaned closer to me, allowing me to reach around her and undo the four hook fasteners of her bra. I pulled it and the shoulder straps around and down her arms. She let me pull it all the way off before leaning against me again, pressing her tits to my chest, her hard nipples pressing hard against me, as she pressed her lips against mine.
"I could fuck you so easy right now," she whispered huskily.
"I don't think we should."
"No. But I could," she whispered before she pushed away. She pulled me by the hand down the hall to her bedroom, leaving me one hand to keep my pants from falling all the way to my ankles. She let go of me and stepped into the closet. It only took a moment, and she was back out of it, a red dress in her hand. She grinned. "Wanna see my pussy too?" she asked dropping the dress on the end of the bed. I'd seen her in tiny bikinis quite a few times, and was always impressed by how her large tits, easily big enough I'd barely be able to enclose one with both hands, didn't overly sag. A lot of big tits hang down halfway to the woman's belly button, but hers barely sagged more than half their size. Now as I stood there staring, I could for the first time, see all of her sexy breasts. Her areolae were dark and round, much darker than her light brown skin, puckered and inviting, surrounding a large even darker nipple nearly the diameter of my pinky, pushing out at least as far as it was around, maybe more.
She took two steps towards me and reached for my hand and used my fingers to undo her shorts and push them down. She held my hands as she stepped out of her shorts and then pulled one of my hands between her legs. I could feel the smooth skin of her shaved mound and lips and the wetness of the significant amount of inner labia as she pushed my fingers to her pussy and started to rock her hips. "Oh fuck. I need to come so bad. Make me come," she whispered as she held my hand between her legs, grinding her pussy against my fingers and forcing my fingers between her lips to her clit. Back and forth she pumped her hips, her big tits pressed to my chest, her nipples rubbing up and down as she worked herself closer and closer to climax. "Oh God yes. Ohhhhhh shit," she breathed as she stopped moving and held herself still, her legs trembling as she orgasmed. "Ohhhhhhhh damn. I would have rather done that on a dick, but I needed that so much."
She stepped back a little and lifted my wet fingers to her lips and sucked them clean, one at a time. "If you change your mind and wanna stick that in me, just say so," she said breathlessly before pulling away. She walked to the bed, picked up the little dress and stepped into it. It had a short flowing skirt that only came to the middle of her thighs, leaving most of her light brown legs visible. She pulled the top of the dress up, which was little more than two wide strips of bright red material attached to the waist of the dress, reaching up over her voluptuous breasts, attaching to a collar around her neck. As she moved to fasten the collar, I could tell that it would take nothing to make the material move side to side enough to expose her breasts and nipples. "You like?" she asked with a grin. "I have to admit, I didn't think I'd be wearing anything like this tonight."
"You wear things like that a lot?" I asked, staring at how incredibly sexy she looked.
"On occasion," she grinned as she stepped over. She squatted down to collect my shorts and pull them up, closing her lips around my hard head for a few moments before pulling my shorts all the way up and helping me tuck myself into them. "There. All better," she said with a smile. She took me by the hand and pulled me along back outside.
"That took a while," my wife said, staring at Terri's change in outfit.
"It did take a bit longer than I expected. I wanted to change my shirt, but I just couldn't find what I wanted, so I put this on instead," she said as she led me to where my wife was sitting and then moved to another free chair of her own. She sat down and crossed her legs slowly, giving us all a quick glimpse of her bare black pussy lips. "Mark was a dear, helping me out."
"I'm sure he was," my wife answered, looking at me with a frown. I just shook my head to let her know I hadn't done what she was thinking I might have done. She nodded and the frown disappeared.
"So, what would everyone like to do tonight?" Terri asked. "We have our usual assortment of games," she said, almost as if leaving that open for someone to suggest something different.
"You have something in particular you want to play?" Jaz asked curiously.
"Well. I was kind of thinking maybe we'd play a new game. Something we haven't done before," she said with a little grin. "If everyone is up to a challenge that is."
"What kind of a challenge?" Daro asked quickly, being one of the most reserved of the group.
"Something a little sexy. It's intended to push you from your comfort zone a little bit," she answered.
"You play this game with other people?" Daro asked. From the look on his face, I could tell he was hesitant, but at the same time I could also see that he was staring at her half bare tits in the dress.
"We do. We have a few other couples we've played with before," she answered with a little grin. "I've always found it to be quite, um, stimulating."
"So, what is this game?" Miang asked quietly. "And how do you play it?"
"Well, the rules are simple enough. The ladies and the men take turns. It's called dare me. The last person that did a dare, makes a new dare. It can be anything you want, within the limits the group specifies. Then each person draws a card, and the lowest card does the dare. Like I might dare to, oh, flash your boobs. The ladies all draw a card, and the lowest card has to flash her boobs. Then the men do a dare and when the girls dare again, whoever did the dare makes the next dare. It could be the same dare, or something completely different."
"Sounds like it could get interesting in a hurry," Greg said with a grin.
"It can. But I think we'd want to make the rule for us like, no sex, or something like that. I don't think any of us would mind getting flashed, but I don't know that anyone's ready to go home with someone else's cum in them."
"Do they really get that daring?" Daro asked quickly.
"Depends on the couples. We had one person that made the dare to go stand in the middle of the street and let someone else put their dick into her."
"How'd that turn out?" Jaz asked.
"Let's just say I was glad it was the dark out," she said with a grin. "Oh yeah. If anyone pulls an ace, it's kind of the wild card. Everyone does the dare at the same time. And guys can only make dares for the guys and girls can only make dares for the girls. That doesn't mean that it can't include a guy. Like I might dare to sit on a guy's lap and French kiss him for a minute. That kind of thing."
"Sounds kinda sexy," Jaz said. "I'm in. How about you Nancy?"
"I don't know. I suppose it could be interesting. Miang?"
"I'm game to try if Daro is. I wouldn't mind having to sit on Mark's lap and kiss him a little bit."
Terri got up and headed into the house, coming back out a few moments later with a deck of cards. She spread the cards out on one of the little glass topped side tables between two of the chairs. "I'll go first, just to start the game out," she said as she stood by the table. "Let's start with something simple. I dare to sit on someone's lap, other than your husband, and kiss him with your sexiest kiss while he has his hand between your legs."
"Whoa. Seriously?" Miang asked as Terri drew a card off the table.
"Uh huh. Come get a card," Terri said as she held up the queen of hearts. Nancy and Jaz both drew cards, leaving Miang to draw the last one. They all held them up and Miang ended up the low card with a four of clubs.
"So, what now?" Miang asked.
"Well, you get to pick whose lap you're gonna sit on," Terri answered with a grin.
"Well, since Mark just helped you change clothes, I'm going to assume he isn't going to be offended if I give him a sexy kiss. Especially after earlier today."
"Earlier today?" Terri asked as Miang got up to step over to my seat.
"Let's just say that I got an unexpected look at certain parts of him," she said as she sat down on my lap, her legs hanging over one side of mine. She leaned against me and wrapped one hand around my shoulders, the other finding my left hand and drawing it down to her crotch. She had on a pair of thigh length walking shorts and a tank type top. "Too bad I have the shorts on," she whispered as her hand left mine pressed to her pussy and moved up to wrap around my neck. She pulled her face to mine and started to softly kiss me. I kissed back a little hesitantly before Terri spoke up.
"Feel free to get into it there Mark. I mean, chances are you're going to be watching your wife kissing someone else before the night is over, and you wouldn't want Miang to think you aren't a good kisser, would you?"
"Trust me. He's a very good kisser," my wife said from next to me. "Might as well have fun with it honey," she said.
"Since this is the first one, and clearly we're still getting our feet under us, I'm going to give them a little more time," Terri said.
"Good," Miang whispered, moving one hand from around my neck again to the one between her legs. She forced my fingers to rub up and down the cloth of her crotch, rubbing her through the material as she went back to kissing me. I started to kiss back and before the minute was up, we were both kissing pretty heavily, not to mention my fingers pressing hard enough as I rubbed to stroke her pussy through her shorts.
"Time," Terri announced. "Okay Mark, why don't you start us out with a good dare for the guys?"
"Uh, sure," I answered a little breathlessly as Miang slowly got off my lap. "A guy challenge, huh?"
"Yep. But remember, you might also draw the low card and have to do the dare."
"Yeah. Right. "Okay. Does it have to be generic, or can it be specific, like do something to a particular person?"
"It can be either," Terri answered.
I thought about it a minute, not sure if I should do what I was thinking. Finally, I decided. "I dare you to stand by the fire and drop your pants and give every one of the girls a look at your dick."
"WHOA! Seriously? Getting into the hard stuff pretty fast, aren't we?" Terri asked.
"Not really. Let's face it, every guy here is trying to see your pussy, might as well give you an equal chance," I said with a shrug.
"So be it! Guys, draw your cards."
We all pulled a card and Greg came up with low card. "What the hell. Nancy's seen it already anyway," he said as he stood up. He walked to the middle of the group by the fire pit and undid his pants. "Hope none of you are afraid of seeing a big cock," he said with a grin as he dropped his pants and slid his boxers down. His cock stuck out at Terri as he stood there fore several seconds, and then slowly turned so that both my wife and Miang could see it. Then he bent over and pulled up his pants and went back to his seat.
"Miang. You're turn to make the dare," Terri said. "I'm betting after that kiss, you're more than a little warmed up."
"I AM!" she said with a grin. "And I know just exactly what to dare. I dare you to pick someone and bend over and kiss him, but you have to have your hands behind your back, so he has to hold you up by putting his hands on your tits."
"Shirt on or off?" Terri asked.
"Off! Definitely off!" Jaz said.
"Okay. Off it is," Miang said. The girls all pulled a card and my wife ended up with the low card this time. She stood up and stepped to Jason.
"How long?" my wife asked.
"I didn't say, so I guess as long as you want," Miang said.
My wife reached behind her neck and untied the top of the dress. "You do realize that this dress isn't staying up without the top tied," my wife said, twisting to look at Miang.
"Too bad, so sad," she answered.
My wife looked back at Jason and let go of the straps of her dress. The halter top fell fully down to her waist, leaving her exposed from the waist up, and then as she started to bend over towards him, the dress fell the rest of the way down, leaving her completely naked. Jason reached out for her tits and cupped each soft mound, holding her chest up and helping her lean further over him until their lips met.
"Jesus," Daro whispered as my wife's naked pussy pushed out from between her thighs as she tried to maintain some semblance of balance.
She stood and kissed him wetly, letting him squeeze and massage her breasts as he held her up for long seconds before she finally reached out to his shoulders and pushed herself back up. She bent over again, this time even further, pushing her pussy out even more dramatically toward Daro as she pulled her dress up. I was sure that both he and Jason were disappointed when she covered herself back up.
"I dare you to take all your clothes off and let each of the ladies stroke your cock without you coming," Greg said quickly. "God, I hope I lose."
I think all of us laughed as we took turns drawing cards. "Oh damn," I said quietly as I turned my card over and dropped it on the pile. "Don't get much lower than that," I said looking down at the ace of clubs.
"Actually, that's interesting. The ace is a wild card. All of you men have to do the same dare! I think I'm going to damn well enjoy this," Terri said with a feminine laugh. "Come on boys. Time to strip 'em off!"
"Well, isn't this interesting," Greg said with a chuckle. "Here I was hoping that the girls would dare to show off their tits and look who's doing the showing off. Not that Mark is gonna mind. I think all the girls have seen his junk except for maybe Miang."
"Not true. Miang even got to see it. Not only see it but see it in action!" Jaz said. "Not that I'm going to mind one bit playing with it."
"They've all seen you?" Daro asked, cocking his head. "Even my wife?"
"Fraid so," I answered.
"When did she see it?"
"When my wife was showing off this dress. She bent over for me, and I had to show her what any red-blooded man would do if she did that in front of him."
"So, he pulled it out and pushed it right into her," Miang said. "God, it looks so big. I'm glad we can't do sex because if we did, there'd be no way I could with that."
"It's not that big," I protested.
"Politely putting it, it's large," Terri said. "Trust me. I've seen my share of dicks."
"Not that large," I said again.
"I think it is. How about it ladies? Is it big?" Terri asked.
"I think so," Jaz said.
"Come on ladies. Really? I'm NOT that big! You make it seem like I have a horse cock."
"Not a horse cock, but I wouldn't mind fitting it in me," Terri answered.
"It's really NOT that big!" my wife chimed in. "I mean, large, yes, but not that much."
"I'll bet it's the biggest here," Terri said. "In fact, I'm willing to bet on it for real. You let me measure it and if you're not the biggest here, then I'll lay right here and play with myself while all of you gentlemen jack off all over me. But if I'm right. If he is the biggest here, then you lay here and let each of us try to sit on you. What do you say?"
I looked at my wife who shrugged. "Just sit on him? Not like fuck him or anything?"
"Well, maybe bounce a few times, just to make it all wet and fun," Terri said with a grin.
"Wait a second. You telling me that if he does have the biggest dick, all you girls are going to try and sit on it? Even you Miang?" Daro asked quickly. "I don't think that's fair. What are we supposed do, just sit here and watch our wives fuck him?"
"You're right," Terri said. "Not only that, poor Nancy doesn't get anything out of it. So, I'm going to offer my husband up to Nancy. He'll lay down and she can let him play with her body, lick her or even fuck him if she wants to. Daro and Greg should get something as well, so I'll lay down and the two of you can take turns with my mouth and pussy as long as your wives are still busy with Mark. That more fair?"
"This sounds like it's going to turn into a sex orgy," my wife said with a frown. "I'm not sure I'm all that into something like that. For that matter, I'm not at all sure I'm ready for my husband to be sticking his dick into a bunch of pussies besides mine."
"You know. I had the same trepidation the first time I let someone else have sex with me," Terri said. "But it was surprisingly liberating. I mean Jason and I started out with a little flashing in closed settings, and then expanded that to flashing in public. God, I loved the feeling of sitting in a restaurant, knowing some guy sitting with his wife was peeking at my bare pussy under my skirt, or following me around a store, hoping I'd bend over again. It got me so damn turned on. One time I was out with another man doing this, while Jason was with his wife. They dared us to find a public place to separately slip their dicks into us. I was nervous as hell. There I was, standing in a park with my shorts around my thighs and my tits hanging out while this hunky looking guy slowly pushed his cock into me from behind right next to the jogging trail. I came so fast and so hard I couldn't believe it. When we got home, we talked about what we did and how it felt and then we had some of the best sex we'd had together in years. It's not for everyone. And maybe this is much too soon for you all. So why don't we step back and stay with non-intercourse challenges."
"I suggest we all stand up and take off all our clothes and get comfortable seeing each other," Jason said. "We'll park ourselves on the recliner chairs and the girls can take turns moving between us. They can sit on our laps and let us tease and suck their sexy nipples and play with their pussies. Terri can start a timer for like five minutes or something and we'll just get comfortable playing."
"That sounds a little more reasonable. I know I wouldn't mind getting to play with your wife's tits and pussy, but I'm not so sure I want my wife getting fucked by someone else in the process."
"I had the same trepidation at first. But we got used to playing as friends and then it wasn't difficult at all to migrate to that first intercourse. And if that's not for you, then you just don't go that far," Jason told Daro.
"Well, I'm going to go over and undress Daro, and let him undress me. Ladies, pick a man and help him get naked," Terri said as she got up.
She walked around the fire pit to Daro, undid the collar of the dress she had on and let it fall to the ground so she was completely naked in front of him. She held a hand out for him. "Shall we?"
I could see he was nervous and hesitant as she helped him stand up and started undressing him, but I didn't have long to watch before Miang stepped over and took hold of my hands. She coaxed me to pull her shirt up, revealing a lacy little bra containing pair of perky little B cup breasts with small pink areola and hard little nipples. I reached around her and unsnapped the bra, letting it fall to the ground at her feet. I undid the front of her shorts and let them slide down her legs. She reached down and quickly pushed her panties down and off, apparently not wanting to waste any more time. With her naked except for her low high heels, she reached for my pants, quickly opening them and working my dick out.
"God, I wanted this so bad this afternoon," she whispered as she wrapped both hands around it. I stepped out of my shorts and pulled my shirt up and off before moving back to settle on the chair, her hands never letting go of my dick as she climbed onto the chair over my legs. She slid up my body allowing me to see her pussy for the first time. She had full round lips with no inner labia protruding and not a speck of hair to be seen, either on her lips or on her mound. She moved up and lowered her pussy to my dick, trapping it between us, her hot pussy pressing against the underside. She leaned forward and moved up a little further, allowing me to reach her nipples.



I licked and teased one nipple while she started to rock her hips, her tight little lips pressing against my engorged head as she rubbed back and forth over it. I could feel her wetness spreading and her lips parting slightly to let me push between them. "Oh fuck," she moaned softly as she started to grind her clit against my head. The harder she pushed the more of my head I could feel being enveloped by her wet lips, her hips moving far enough that my head was soon dipping completely between her lips and pressing against her vaginal opening.
I knew what she wasn't supposed to be doing, but I also knew what she was doing, and I was quickly getting to the point of not caring. She slid forward again, just that slightest bit further. This time the tip of my head pushed up and engaged her vaginal entrance. "Just the tip. I just want to see," she whispered breathlessly as she pushed back against me. I could feel the pressure of her body pushing on the crown of my head, my body trying to expand her entrance to let me slip inside. She pushed harder, trying to force me into her without success. I moved my hands from her thighs to her hips and held her. I lifted my butt off the chair a few inches, pushing up at her. She moaned softly and arched her back to get a little better angle and then gasped as my head pushed into her, my fat long dick only slipping in an inch or two. I lowered myself down and left her sitting on my dick, my cock impaling her only an inch or so, but ever so slowly sinking deeper into her as she slowly pushed back further. "Oh my God," she moaned softly to me as the timer Terri had started on her phone started to chime.
Miang looked down at me with disappointment. "God, I don't want to get off."
"I understand," I agreed as she reluctantly pulled off my shaft, leaving me feeling a little guilty and a LOT turned on.
Jaz knew exactly what to do and wasted no time in pressing my shaft between her inner lips and grinding her clit against it, arching her back to push her nipples in my face. "Suck on them. Oh God Mark. Please? I wanted you to do this the other day when you were jacking off in front of me. Just let you press it against me and rub it on my hard little clit until you made me come."
"Believe me. I wanted to as well," I mumbled around her big soft tit. I licked and sucked her nipples, one after the other, until I felt her legs quiver and her grinding on my dick stop. I pulled my lips from her breast and looked up at her face, her eyes closed and her breathing short little pants as she climaxed. Inopportunely, Terri's phone timer started to chime. Jaz continued to sit on me while her climax ran its course, finally and somewhat shakily, moving off of me to move to Daro while Terri took her place.
"Looked like she had some fun," Terri whispered as she began to grind her pussy against me, arching her back to tease my lips with her nipples. "I'd so love to just let it slide into me," she breathed, pulling forward until my head moved from being pressed between my body and her pubic bone, settling into the entrance to her pussy. "Would you like me to? Just tease it in a little?" she asked in a hoarse whisper, moving her chest from side to side to tease her big black nipples across my lips. I felt her push back slightly, putting pressure on my head, but not quite enough to push me into her. I could feel her hot wetness around my head as I slipped one hand down between us, using the other to capture one of her tits. I squeezed the soft orb and closed my lips around the hard nipple while I let the fingers of my other hand search between her wet lips. "Ohhhhhhh damn. Naughty boy," she whispered in a soft gasp as I let my finger stroke across her clit.
"Naughty girl," I moaned softly as she pressed back a little harder, forcing about two inches of me into her pussy. I briefly wondered if my wife was being naughty as well, and then decided she probably wasn't, making me feel more than a little guilty. "We aren't supposed to be doing this," I groaned, lifting my hips to drive myself fully into her, drawing a gasp from her, before pulling down and out of her. I let my dick slap down against my body as she lowered herself back down, no longer on my dick.
"At least I got to feel it," she whispered as she settled back down on my shaft, trapping it between us again. "I hope I get to have you give me a real fucking with it before long."
"I wish I could," I whispered. "But I kinda promised my wife we wouldn't do that."
"Well, maybe the next game will change that," she said with a whisper. She continued to gently rock her hips, not moving on my dick much, but allowing me to tease her clit with my finger while she teased my lips with her nipples, letting me suck them for a few moments before pulling them from my mouth. As the timer on her phone went off, she leaned her face down to mine and kissed me softly before climbing off without another word.
"Alright ladies and horny gentlemen," Terri said as they started climbing off of the men they were sitting on. My wife climbing off of Greg's lap with a very guilty look on her face. "Join up with your husbands ladies. You're going to have to make a decision on this next game."
"What game is that?" my wife asked as she moved next to me, completely naked now that she had even taken her shoes off.
"We call this one in or out. Sometimes couples are little hesitant to mix things up, if you know what I mean, when they are in sight of each other, but at the same time, new couples should NEVER be having their first encounter away from each other. I know you men are all as turned on as us girls are, and we definitely don't want to call it a night without some relief. So, this game is designed to let couples mix it up without knowing for sure, who is and isn't. Ladies, talk to your husbands. First question is do you want to climax on another man's lap or on your husband's lap. I guess at the same time, that's also deciding if you're okay with him helping another woman climax. The second question is that the two of you decide. Do you allow the man you're climaxing on in if he asks?" I'll give you a few moments before we set the game up."
"What do you think?" my wife asked softly, "God, I'm so horny already I feel like I can come in nothing flat."
"Yeah. I know what you mean," I answered, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her to me so her tits smashed flat to my chest. With my face inches from hers, I asked quietly, "You had an awfully guilty look on your face when you got off of Greg. Anything you want to tell me?"
"Only if you promise not to get mad."
"That answers the question right there. Do you want to do it more? Or do we want to not go down that road any further?"
"Would you be upset if I wanted to? Just this once?"
"I suppose I should admit that both Miang and Jaz tried me on for size, just for a second."
"Well, Greg did it for more than a second. I think if I'd have let him, he would have come in me."
"Did you want to let him?" I asked softly. She was silent for several seconds. "It's okay. I understand. So, it sounds like we've already crossed the line. Do we want to keep going all the way?"
"Do you want to?"
"I'm so damn turned on I'd bend any one of them over and fuck them right here. So yeah, of course I do. The question is, in the morning will I be happy we did?"
"I have the same worry."
"Okay ladies," Terri said, interrupting us. If you're going to stay with your husband, take him over to the tub and climb in. If not, you stay here, and you gentlemen can all get into the tub." To my surprise, all of us headed to the tub, leaving our wives standing. "Alright. The way this works is simple. We'll draw cards. High card chooses first. She has to climb into the tub on the lap of the man of her choice, facing him. Once we've all gotten settled with our guy, we can start playing. You have to play with each other until you have both climaxed. Since the motion of riding on his cock and just sliding your clit along his cock is pretty much the same, husbands won't know if they are riding along or on their partner's appendage. At the same time, the wives won't know which way their husband chose. And yes ladies, it's the man's choice this time. If he tries to put it in you, you have to allow it. So, one more chance. Any of you want to go sit on your husband, now is the time. Otherwise, draw a card. While I turn the patio lights off."
Terri walked to the house and the patio lights flicked off, leaving us in the gloom of dusk. Enough light to see who is who but not much detail. The first of them to walk to the hot tub was Miang. She climbed into the tub and then slid through the water until she was straddling me. "It's okay isn't it?" she asked quietly.
"Sure," I answered, wondering how long I would be able to last inside her incredibly tight pussy. While the other girls were picking their men, Miang settled on my engorged head and slowly let my dick penetrate her. I tried not to groan and give it away, but I couldn't help see the look on my wife's face as she settled on Jason's lap. There was no doubt about if it was on or in with that look.
Miang began to slowly lift and lower herself, rocking her hips at the same time. I let my hands move to her back and pull her chest to my face, licking and kissing her nipples each time they came in range. Up and down she moved, her incredibly tight pussy stroking up and down my shaft, my head banging into her cervix before she was able to quite take me all the way in. I let my hands move to her butt and squeezed it in time with her strokes, her tight pussy quickly pushing me towards the inevitable. I hoped she came first, unsure just how long I could hold out. I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on NOT coming as the urgency built in me, my hips trying to push up at her in time with her strokes. Thankfully I felt her start to shudder and her already incredibly tight little pussy try to clamp around me even tighter. Her bounces slowed slightly as her pussy clenched around me, the suddenly tighter grip sending me over the edge.
I sat under her, trying hard not to lift her up as my body spasmed, wanting to push deeper into her. I felt my cock start to spurt into her, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into her with each jerk of my body. She leaned against me, panting, holding herself still, her legs trembling as she gripped me both with her arms and her pussy. She moved her face to mine, pressing her lips to mine in a long, wet, sloppy slurping kind of kiss, her mouth trying to suck my tongue as she climaxed around my spurting dick. Her urgency of her kiss faded slowly, as did our mutual climax. I felt my dick slip from her after several minutes. She leaned against me, her cheek against mine, holding me tightly as she panted for breath.
The change in position let me see my wife, across from me, bouncing like crazy on Jason's lap. I could tell from the look on her face that she was about to climax, and moments later heard her normal grunts and gasps as her body dissolved into shudders and trembles. I could tell that Jason hadn't gotten off yet and was trying hard to lift her so he could stroke up into her. I wasn't unhappy about that. Does that make me a bad person? I watched his wife pounding on Daro's lap, her tits slapping the water each time she pushed down on him. I could tell by the look in his eyes that he was in heaven, her big, light brown, tits bobbing in front of his face as she worked to climax before he shrunk inside her. I heard a grunt and looked back to Jason, his head back and his body jerking as he came, most likely inside my wife.
The grunts and sighs and gasps and moans faded away until all of us had climaxed and were now sitting side by side, though not necessarily with our spouses.
"Jason. I think we found some new playmates," Terri said from where she sat next to Daro.
"I think so too," he answered with a smile, his hands clearly playing with my wife's body under the water. "I hope they all come back to play again. I found a couple sweet pussies that I wouldn't mind playing with again."
"I think I should point out there is an unwritten rule about a group like this. You can tease each other any time you want. But do not start having sex with each other without your spouse present, or at least in the know. Sneaking around behind your spouse's back is bad for a relationship, and I'd prefer not to be the cause of any divorces. If I find out that any of you have been sneaking around behind each other's backs, your inclusion in this kind of thing will cease. Do I make myself clear?" Terri said sternly.
I nodded, as did most everyone else.
"Good. Because I know all kinds of sweet games we can play. Now, go home, take a shower, wash your dicks and ladies, make sure to clean anything that was left in you, out, and then get some sleep. Tomorrow morning you will probably need to have some conversations, but it's best to sleep on it first. Alright. Go home! Shower, fuck, and sleep!" Terri said with a smile.
One by one, as couples, we slipped from the tub and headed home. Most of us slipping out of the back gate to sneak home without getting dressed again. Jaz stopped in our yard and gave me a kiss before heading off with her husband.
"She still wants to fuck you," my wife said quietly as we stepped in the back door.
"Yeah."
"You wanna let her?"
"How about I let her try and seduce me? I love looking at her body."
"One time," she said with a stern look before it softened. "Okay, maybe more than once, but once for now, okay?"
"Yep," I answered as I followed her up the stairs towards our bedroom and the shower. I had a feeling the next few weeks were going to be very interesting.
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I was glad it was Friday. It was going to be a wonderfully long relaxing nine days. Two weekends, four vacation days and the 4th itself. Not many vacation days to get such a long July break. I planned on doing some fishing and relaxing. Maybe I'd go camping a few days. Anything that keeps me away from work to unwind.
I was surprised to see Jen standing on the top of the ladder in front of her house across the street, trying to replace a bulb on the security light. Jen is about my age, her 32-year-old body is an incredibly sexy and curvy size ten. Not thin, but so damn sexy just the same. Five and a half foot tall, brown hair, green eyes, 40D boobs and a good-looking ass. I'd seen her in bikinis dozens of times in the last three years that we'd known each other. If she wasn't such a good friend, and helped me along after I lost my wife, I might even think of trying again with her. But the reality is she knows just how hard it was for me and knows that my heart is still with Angie, even though she's gone. So, it'd never work. She'd always wonder if I was thinking of her or Angie.
"What are you doing up there?" I asked as I walked up to the ladder and looked up at her, realizing suddenly I could see right up the little dress she had on, all the way to the tiny white thong panty. "I thought you'd be packing," I said as I looked back down, feeling embarrassed as she looked down at me.
"I'm not going," she answered, going back to work on the light.
"Not going? It's like a family reunion. How can you not go?" I asked in surprise, looking back up at her.
"Because my sister decided to come," she answered with a shrug,
"That's great!"
"NO! It's terrible!" she said, looking down at me with a scowl.
"It is?" I asked confused. I was sure my face showed just how confused I was.
She stood on the ladder, twisted around to see me, looking down at me. "Yeah. I can't go now!"
"Why not?" I asked, my confusion clearly not dispelled.
"Because," she said, turning back to face the ladder and bending slightly to step down the ladder towards me. I couldn't help but see that bare ass even better as she did, "I got tired of her badgering me about getting married. "
"So?"
"So, I told her I was seeing someone."
"Okay. Little white lie. No big problem."
"That was months ago. She kept wanting more. So, I told her he was tall. Six two to be exact. Hot, hunky, handsome, my age, sandy blond hair and beautiful blue eyes."
"Sounds like your perfect guy. Besides all the hot hunky stuff, it sounds like you're describing," I was saying before she interrupted me.
"You. Yeah. I needed a description and I just blurted it out. Now she thinks I'm seeing you and you're going to pop the question any day now," she said, cringing at the expected response.
"Say what?" I squeaked. "Pop the question? As get engaged?"
"Yeah. God I'm sorry! It kind of got a life of its own. But you see, if she comes, I can't go! She'll know I was faking the whole thing and blab it to everyone!"
"Like they won't know now? I'm mean she's bound to have told your mom. And she's sure to have told everyone else," I said, still a little shocked.
"Oh God. You're right. Now I really can't go. Not ever."
"Boy, when you dig a hole, you dig a deep one," I chuckled. "You're just going to have to tell your sister that you broke up or something."
"I can't. She'll think I made it all up!"
"You did."
"But she can't know that!"
"Well. I don't see any way around it," I said with a shrug.
"Me neither. Unless," she paused mid-sentence and I looked at her for long seconds, waiting. "You know. Maybe there is a way."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. What if, well, what if you went with me?"
"Huh?"
"Go with me. Pretend you ARE my boyfriend."
"Wait? What? How does that help?"
"Well, I know, we could have a big fight and break up and then that'd fix everything!"
"Except your family will hate me," I said with a frown.
"I'm not worried about that. I can straighten that all out some day when I find a real boyfriend."
"Like that's going to happen any time soon. That's why you want to try this crazy idea, because you haven't found anything you really like in a guy."
"That's not true. I like a lot in you!"
"Yeah. But we're friends, not boyfriend girlfriend."
"Well. Yeah. But still. You're going to help me out on this, aren't you?"
"It's nuts!"
"So? What were you going to do with vacation anyway? Go fish a few days? You can do that there."
"I was going to RELAX!"
"And you can't relax there?"
"With everyone watching my every move and evaluating me? THAT is not relaxation! Besides, we could never pass as lovers. Hell, we haven't even ever kissed each other, let alone shared a bedroom."
"But you know everything about me, and I know about you. All we have to really fake is the intimate stuff. You can't tell me you wouldn't like to see me naked, right?"
"Fake the intimate stuff? Really? You want to just fake hugging and kissing and snuggling in front of everyone? Like your sister isn't going to see through that?"
"Well...we'll just have to fake it good. We can do that. I'll show you. Kiss me."
"Huh?"
"Kiss me. You don't want to get all the way there and never have tried kissing me, right?"
"Out here?"
"Might as well. I mean we're gonna have to do it in front of my family."
"Wait! I haven't agreed to anything!"
"You will. You always do."
"I do? Really?"
"Uh huh."
"What about Gina? Um, Tammy? Let's see. Amanda? How many other friends of yours did you try to set me up with?"
"Okay. So maybe dating wasn't something you agreed to. But pretty much everything else you've done."
"Everything else was a reasonable request. I'm not so sure this is."
"Maybe it isn't. But you will anyway, right?" she asked hopefully.
I looked at her with a frown for long seconds. "All I have to do is pretend to be your boyfriend for a couple days?"
"Yep. Just pretend a little. Give me a few hugs and kisses in public. It'll be easy!"
"That's all? A few hugs and kisses. Like that's all it's really going to take? I think you're crazy!"
"Of course I'm crazy. But I know you'll do it, because I'm asking you really, really nicely," she said with a wide grin.
"Uh huh. And what about sharing a bedroom and little things like trying to show that we're two lovers? You really want me running my hands all over you? I mean that's what a guy in love does. Grabs your butt or your tits when he thinks no one is watching. That's really what you want me doing?"
"Well, I'm sure we can manage to share a bed. We're big boys and girls, and I'm sure I won't mind too much if you maybe grabbed my butt or boob once in a while. Just for pretend of course."
"Just for pretend. Yeah, how do I pretend to squeeze your sexy ass?"
"You think my ass is sexy?"
"Of course I think your ass is sexy. But that isn't the issue. You're my friend. I shouldn't be grabbing anything, butt or boob or anything else."
"You really think my butt is sexy?" she asked again.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. "Yes. If you really wanna know, yes. I think your butt is sexy, as is everything else about your body, at least the parts I've seen. There! I said it. Happy now?"
"Yep. Now kiss me," she said with a huge smile, stepping the remaining half step towards me, her arms reaching up to circle my neck. "And if you happen to squeeze my butt, I guess I wouldn't mind too much," she whispered as I let my arms slip around her, pulling her gently towards me. I let my arms rest around her waist and leaned my face down and gave her a short soft kiss. "You're right. No one will believe we're lovers if you kiss me like that. Is that the best you can do?"
"What? Not a good enough kiss?"
"Michael, I've seen how you kissed Angie. How you held her, how you squeezed her to you, how your hands used to hold her to you. Those kisses dripped 'I love you'. What you just did was a ho-hum kiss."
"What? You want a curl your toes, make your clothes fall off, wanna get fucked kiss?"
"Is that how you kissed her?"
"Her?"
"Angie."
"No. This is," I answered, sliding one hand up to the middle of her back to pull her tightly to me, the other sliding down to the round of her butt. I pressed my lips gently to hers, letting my tongue tease across our joined lips until hers parted and let my tongue tease hers. My arm held her tightly to me, her hardening nipples evident against my chest even through her bra and dress. My other hand slid down to the hem of the short dress and pulled the back up, sliding my hand up her bare skin until I could cup her bare ass cheek the tiny thong underwear left exposed. For long seconds we kissed, her body melting into me as we sucked and teased each other's lips, my hand massaging her bare ass cheek and my fingers slowly working between her legs until the tips of my fingers rubbed gently against the narrow strap sliding up between those smooth round cheeks.
"Holy fuck!" she whispered breathlessly, her lips only millimeters from mine as we broke the kiss.
"Sorry. Kind of got carried away," I breathed, slipping my hand from under her dress and moving it back to her back, still not letting up the pressure of my other arm holding us together. I could feel her hard nipples moving against my chest as we both panted for breath, her pelvis pushing against mine, my suddenly growing hard-on obvious to both of us.
"What's to apologize for? I asked for a kiss and God did you give me one. What was it you called it? A make my clothes fall off and want to be fucked kiss? Jesus. That's a pretty damn good description. My pussy feels like a waterfall right now. So, you're going to have to either take me into the house and fuck me or let me go in and fuck myself."
"Sorry. I guess I haven't kissed anyone in a while, and you wanted it to be good."
"Trust me! It was! You kiss me like that in front of my sister and she won't have any doubts."
"Yeah. About that. You sure this is a good idea? I mean fooling your family like this?"
"Michael, after a kiss like that, I'd be a fool to pass up the chance to get kissed by you again."
"It was that good of a kiss?"
She pulled away slightly and slid one hand down from my neck and down my arm. She drew my right hand from her back around between us and then pushed it down. She pressed my hand down below her skirt and then back up again, pressing my fingers against the crotch of the tiny thong panty. "Feel how wet I am and then see if you still need to ask that question."
I let my fingers stroke her through the material of panty, feeling both the wetness of the material and the softness of the pussy it covered. It'd been over three years since I'd felt a woman in my arms, or had my hand between her legs, and my lower head insisted that I let my fingers linger there, rubbing and stroking her softness much longer than my higher brain knew was appropriate. "Yeah, you are a little wet," I finally said as I drew my fingers from between her legs. "This isn't going to be a problem, is it? Not going to mess up our friendship?"
"It might change that relationship a bit," she whispered. "But I think we can weather it. I mean, it's only a few days of pretending, right? I mean we're just pretending to be lovers. We don't actually need to go that far, unless of course you want to. I mean, we don't have to. But if you wanted to, I suppose we could. Just to keep up appearances. It'd be hard to deny if sounds of fucking just happened to come from our bedroom. Not that we'd HAVE to have sex. We could just pretend to."
"Yeah. We could pretend to," I agreed, suddenly thinking that maybe pretending to be lovers was going to be a lot harder than she was suggesting.
"Why don't you go pack some clothes, and I'm going to go in and pack. We can come in the morning, I mean you come over in the morning and we can take my car. Okay?"
"Yeah," I agreed as she pushed away, but not so far away that if I wanted to I couldn't just reach out and pull us together again. I took a deep breath and stepped back further.
It was Saturday morning. To say I was full of trepidation would be the understatement of the month. I'd had a long night to think about this hairbrained idea as well as the very intimate embrace I'd shared with Jen. I'd let things get very out of hand. True, she was a very good-looking woman, and the conversation had seriously aroused me, but I still should have controlled myself. I wasn't looking for a replacement as I'd told her every time she tried to set me up with one of her friends. I'd broken down on two occasions and agreed to go out with her offerings, but neither was going anywhere. Not because they didn't look good, or because they weren't provocative or even because they weren't sweet young women. No, the problem was that I just had a hard time feeling comfortable with some other woman in my arms, let alone my bed. Maybe that's why yesterday bothered me so much. When I kissed her, I WAS comfortable. I WAS aroused and I enjoyed the hell out of both the kiss and the reaction. And maybe even more importantly, because I walked away wanting to kiss her again and take her clothes off. I wanted to see what her bikinis hid from me. I wanted to take her to bed. And that scared me. It's only been three years. Barely a drop in the time bucket. I didn't want to lose those memories of things that I shared with Angie, things I hadn't shared with any other woman, ever.
"All set?" Jen asked as she walked out the front door of her house. I hadn't even realized I'd walked across the street and was standing in her driveway by the car.
"You sure this is a good idea?" I asked as I looked down at her, the short yellow sleeveless sun dress molding itself to her sexy curves. I could feel my dick start to harden in my shorts as my body remembered how she felt against me the day before.
"I think it's a terrible idea, but it's the only one I have," she said as she stopped less than a foot in front of me. "You going to kiss me? I don't mean like yesterday, but a nice sweet 'I love you kiss'?"
"Do I need to?"
"I think we need the practice, if we're going to pull this off."
I nodded and reached out to her waist and slipped my arm around her and pulled her to me. I lowered my head and softly kissed her for several short seconds. "Better?"
"Yeah," she said a little breathlessly. "That'll do. You can throw your bag in the trunk."
"Sure," I answered, finally letting my arm release her from against me. I turned and rolled my suitcase to the back of the car and hefted it into the trunk, closing the lid. I walked to the passenger side and slid into the bucket seat while she started the car. I couldn't help but think how sexy she looked in the short dress, which almost immediately led to wondering if she again wore a pair of thong underwear. This was going to be a lot harder than I thought. We weren't even out of the driveway, and I was thinking inappropriate things. How the hell were we going to share a bedroom?
"We'll manage," she said as she looked over at me. "And yes. Yellow to match my dress."
"Huh?"
"You asked if I was wearing a thong again and how we were going to share a bedroom if you were already thinking about me naked."
"I asked that?" I said in shock. "Out loud?"
"Not overly out loud, but enough for me to hear," she answered with a grin. "You frequently do that, mumble what you're thinking. Didn't you know that?"
"Ummm. No. I didn't. No one has ever told me that before."
"Well, maybe it's just me then. But you better be careful what you mumble in front of my parents. They may not understand."
"Yeah. I guess I better," I agreed.
We were probably half an hour into the nearly six hour drive before either of us spoke again. "You know," she said softly, "most guys like to touch their girlfriends."
"Huh?" I asked, drawn out of the thoughts I was lost in.
"I said most guys like to touch their girlfriends. It seems to me you might need some practice."
"I do?"
"If you have to ask, yes, you do," she answered, reaching over with her right hand to find my left and pull it to her. She placed my hand on her bare thigh. "If we want them to think we're lovers, you need to get used to touching me."
I let my fingers slowly stroke up and down the inside of her thigh, my fingertips just teasing the soft creamy skin. "You're sure you don't mind me touching you like this?"
"Trust me, I don't mind at all. You have my permission to touch anyplace you want. If you'd have touched Angie that way, you should probably figure on touching me that way too."
"You're sure that's what you want?"
"If we're going to pretend, we need to pretend all the way. I promise, I won't get mad or hold it against you after this is over. So go ahead. I know what you're thinking. I won't stop you."
Maybe she did know what I was thinking. I let my stroking fingers begin to slowly work up her thigh towards her crotch, the short yellow skirt material pushed up, millimeter by millimeter. I let my fingers tease her bare skin, stroking my fingertips in small, slow gentle circles until I could feel the smooth slick material covering her pussy. I let my pinky start to stroke up and down the crotch of her panty, gently teasing what was hidden beneath.
She held both hands on the steering wheel, staring out at the road, but I could see her breathing deepen as my teasing fingers gently aroused her. Without looking over at her, I let my pinky worm its way beneath the thin panty material until my finger was stroking up and down over her wet pussy lips. Her inner labia spread and allowed my finger to slip between them, my finger now rubbing up and down across her hard clit hidden between them.
I was a little surprised when she put on the turn signal and exited the interstate, so I pulled my hand from between her legs.
"Don't you dare stop that," she hissed as she pulled the car onto the shoulder of the exit ramp. "We may only be pretending to be lovers, but there's nothing pretend about my body and what you're doing to it again," she said as she looked over at me. She put the car in park and then spread her legs as far apart as the confines of the car would allow.
"So, you want me to keep going?"
"I think that's about the stupidest question you've ever asked me," she said as unbuckled her seat belt, shifted in her seat and then lifted her butt off the seat as she pulled her skirt up nearly to her waist. She reached for the strings of her panty and pulled them down, sliding the tiny bit of material down her thighs. She lifted each leg in turn until she had the panties completely off. She lifted herself on the seat again, pulling the skirt up in back so she was no longer sitting on it. She settled back on the seat, her skirt now bunched around her waist and spread her legs again. "You're going to see it sooner or later, so we might as well make this easy for you."
"Make it easy for me?"
"To play with my pussy. There's no way I'm driving another five hours all teased and turned on like this. You got me turned on, you need to finish the job," she said as she reached over to pull my hand back between her legs.
I nodded and let my pinky start to stroke up and down her slit again, rubbing up and down over her hard excited clit. She reached up with one hand behind her neck and untied the little string that held the top of the dress from falling down off her big soft tits. She pulled the top of the dress down, exposing a tan colored strapless bra. It only took a moment for her to pull the front of the bra down and completely expose her tits to me for the first time. I was a little surprised to see a small silver barbell shape poked through each big hard nipple. I continued stroking her clit while she used her hands to pull and tug each nipple, using the little barbells as handles to tug and twist them.



She closed her eyes and arched her back as her orgasm drew closer, her body suddenly stiffening and trembling as she came.
"Ohhhhhh fuck!" she moaned as she reached between her legs and pulled my hand against her pussy, her hips rocking to grind her pussy against my fingers as her legs trembled and shook. Long seconds passed before her body stilled and she released my hand. "Ohhh God," she moaned quietly. "Damn I needed that!"
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. Not as good as a cock, but I still needed it."
I nodded, looking at her big tits, unable to resist moving my hand from her crotch to one of her big soft breasts.
"You know, it'd probably be a good idea to know how big you are before my sister starts asking."
"She's going to ask that?"
"Oh hell yeah," Jen answered. "Without a doubt."
"Well, what are you suggesting?"
"It's pretty obvious you're turned on, with the size of that bulge. How about you let me see it?"
"You want to look at it?"
"Well, actually I'd like to return the favor."
"Return the favor? As in make me come too?"
She grinned at me. "If you're up to it. I wouldn't mind sucking you off. I mean just for practice. I haven't done that to a guy in a few years. And if we're going to pretend..."
"Uh huh. Just for practice," I answered. I let go of her tit and straightened in my seat. I found the little button to motor the seat back down, reclining me back until I was laying halfway down while Jen slid her seat back as far as it would go. She shifted to her knees and bent over the center console of her little car and undid the front of my pants.
"Oh fuck!" she breathed as she pulled my hard-on out of my briefs. "God Michael, I had no idea you were this big!"
"It's not all that big," I said with a shrug.
"Yeah honey, it is!" she said as she started to stroke her hand up and down me. She lowered her face to me and engulfed my engorged head with her hot mouth. I felt one of her tits rub against the back of my hand as she started to bob her head up and down on my shaft. I turned my hand over and grasped her breast, squeezing it in appreciation. Up and down she bobbed her head, sliding her lips and hand up and down my rock-hard shaft. She tried to push her face down my shaft further, driving my head into her throat for several seconds, before pulling up and gasping for breath. "Damn!"
"Oh don't stop," I groaned as she wrapped her lips around me again. "I'm so damn close."
In response, she bobbed and stroked faster, coaxing my orgasm closer and closer. I could feel my hips trying to lift off the seat towards her, powerless to stop myself as she plunged her face down my shaft over and over. "Oh fuck! Here it comes!" I cried in warning, moments before my body jerked and a huge surge of pent up cum shot into her mouth. Over and over my body jerked as I pumped more of my seed into her waiting mouth.
She slowed her strokes as my body stilled on the seat, finally pulling her mouth up and off my dick. She shifted, leaning over towards my face and pressed her lips to mine for long seconds. I could taste my own cum on her lips, but at that moment I couldn't care less. I slipped my right arm around her back and pulled her down to me making her roll in the seat until she was sitting sideways on my lap, her legs in the driver's seat. I still had my hand on her bare breast as she laid her head on my shoulder.
"This is going to be harder than I thought," she whispered.
"How so?"
"I didn't think it would be this hard to pretend."
"Seemed like you were doing a pretty good job."
"No. You don't understand. I wasn't pretending. I WANTED to do that. I WANTED to make you feel good and make you come and take your cum in my mouth. Just like right now, I want you to make my clothes fall off and have you fuck me."
"Believe me, I'm very tempted to do just that, but the side of the highway isn't quite the right place."
"It's not. But we'll be sharing a bedroom tonight. Maybe we can practice pretending then. I wanted to have my sister hear what she would think was us having sex, maybe we ought to give her the real thing?"
"I suspect that once the afterglow of our impromptu fling here fades, you may have second thoughts about it, but for now, those are pleasant thoughts," I agreed.
I spent much of the next couple hours, other than lunch, sitting with my hand on her lap, contemplating what the days ahead might bring. Lunch was pleasantly spent looking at each other across a table at Wendy's. I think we were both wondering what the other was thinking. I know I was having very conflicted thoughts, about her, about where my life was going, and even about how I felt about what we were doing. That, in itself, was difficult. Just exactly how did I feel? We'd been friends for several years. She'd been a shoulder to cry on for almost a year before I could find it in me to smile again, and then only at some silly antic of hers.
That kiss yesterday, and now today, I was attracted to her in more than just a friendly way. But her friendship was what had pulled me through the roughest of times. I didn't want to lose that. My thoughts were redirected by the sexy little grin she flashed me while clandestinely stroking one of her own nipples where only I could see.
"Penny for your naughty thoughts?"
"How do you know they were naughty?"
"Because you were staring at my tits."
"Guilty as charged," I nodded. "I was just thinking about us."
"Us? There isn't an us. Not in that way. You made it clear long ago that we were friends. That was all you wanted from me. That's why I tried to get you dating some of my friends. I wanted to see you happy again. Like you were before."
"Yeah. I know. Maybe pretending is making me think that maybe I was wrong."
"It's a hell of a time to rethink that! I mean we're about to create a massive scene in front of my whole family. That won't go over very well with anyone."
"I don't suppose it will. But that's the plan, isn't it?"
"It is. Maybe we better call this off. We can turn around and I can just tell everyone I got sick."
"That doesn't solve the longer-term issue, does it?"
"Not really, but then this really isn't your problem. It's mine. I made this mess. This was a bad idea. No. It was a stupid idea. I shouldn't have dragged you into it. We'll head home," she said standing up. "It was kind of fun pretending though."
I got up and followed her to the car. "Maybe I should drive for a while?"
"Sure," she agreed, tossing me the keys. Minutes later I pulled onto the interstate.
"This is the wrong way. Home is south!"
"Yep, it is," I answered with a shrug.
"We're not going home, are we?"
"Not yet," I answered.
"You're going ahead with this anyway?"
"That's what friends are for, right? Besides I'm not done having fun pretending."
She unbuckled her seat belt, rolled to her knees and leaned to kiss me on the cheek. "I'm glad."
Another two hours had us at her parent's house, if you could call it that. It was more like a massive two-story log cabin. There were several cars parked in front of the large structure. I climbed out of the car as Jen walked around it to me. "You ready?"
"Is it too late to change my mind?"
She leaned against me, kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear, "Wanna know a secret? I sleep nude. Think about that!" I looked at her in surprise. "Uh huh. Makes sharing a bedroom more interesting, doesn't it?"
"It does that."
"Still wanna change your mind?"
"Maybe not so much," I chuckled.
The next hour was probably the most uncomfortable of my life. Every member of the family wanted to know all about me and how I met Jen and every detail of my life. The most critical though were her dad, to be expected, and her older sister Sue, who clearly didn't expect me to be real.
Dinner was a fish fry, which was apparently a family tradition, with fish caught right out in the umpteen thousand acres of water the cabin was built on. Fortunately, I like fish and was able to avoid conversation somewhat by keeping a mouth full of food.
"Done eating?" Sue asked as dinner wound down.
"Um. Yeah."
"Good! Let's go for a walk!" she said, looping her arm in mine and turning me away from the house and the picnic table I'd just eaten at. She led me off towards a trail in the woods that followed the winding shoreline. "So. My sister seems taken with you."
"Seems that way," I agreed.
"So, just what are your intentions towards my sister?" she asked as the trees closed off the view of the house.
"We'll, that's kind of up in the air."
"Oh? You're not the fuck 'em and leave 'em kind, are you?"
"Not that I'm aware of."
"So, you're going to make an honest woman of her?"
"When the time's right."
"And when exactly is that?"
I looked at her with surprise. "I think that's between her and me."
"But not soon?"
"Maybe, maybe not."
"That's evasive."
"It is, isn't it?"
We stepped into a little clearing along the shoreline a few moments later. She let go of my arm and stopped on the small sandy spot. "Wanna swim?"
"Um, I don't have a suit."
"So? Neither do I," she said as she started pulling off the little dress she had on. Her lacy bra went next, exposing a pair of tits almost as big as Jen's. I was still staring at her naked chest as she bent over to push her bikini panties down and step out of them. "Well?"
"Well what?"
"You gonna get naked and come with me?"
"You don't think your husband will mind?"
"I don't care if he minds or not. This isn't about him, it's about you!" she said as she stepped closer to me and started undoing my shorts.
"I'm still not sure this is appropriate."
"Not into swimming? Then fuck me," she said as she pushed my shorts down despite my attempts to prevent it. Her hands were on my briefs as soon as my shorts were sliding down my legs, pushing them down and grabbing my hard-on. "Ohhhhh. Now that is a dangerous tool. I hope you know how to use it safely!"
"I'm pretty sure I do."
"Oh? Then show me. My pussy is wet, your cock is hard, I say we have a little fun."
"You know, if this is to see if I'll cheat on Jen, you're barking up the wrong tree."
"And just what tree should I be barking up?"
"If I'm sticking it anywhere, it's in Jen, not you."
"You're sure about that?" she asked, pushing my dick down and stepping towards me, so that my rock-hard shaft slipped between her thighs, her hot pussy rubbing against my shaft. She pressed her chest to my still shirt covered chest and rocked her hips to drag her pussy along my dick. I could feel her wet lips spread and partly wrap around my shaft, my mushroom head slipping between those hot soft lips with each stroke. "All you have to do is say yes, and my hot sexy pussy is all yours. How about it stud? Fuck my hot little cunt! Just push it right in. Let me feel this big fat shaft slide right into me."
"Not happening," I whispered.
I felt her fingers stroke the bottom of my shaft, her hand under her own butt, pushing me up between her lips. I could feel the entrance to her depths with my head. All I had to do was let her keep doing what she was doing. It felt like each stroke she made put me closer and closer to slipping inside her.
I closed my eyes for a moment and then reached for her hips. I pushed her back, pulling my dick from between her thighs. "Sue. No!"
It took a moment to get my briefs back up from my thighs and then I pulled my shorts up. "I think I better go back to the house," I said as I turned away and headed back down the trail, leaving her standing naked behind me.
"Hey! Where did you disappear to?" Jen asked as I walked back into the house.
"Your sister took me for a walk in the woods."
"Uh oh."
"Uh huh. Uh oh. She's not only not convinced that I'm the real deal, she stripped and tried to fuck me or more correctly tried to get me to fuck her."
"Did you? Fuck her?"
"No. She got my dick between her thighs before I put a halt to her plans. "
"Damn! Lucky girl. That's closer than I've gotten," she said with a grin. "You better fucking well put that thing in ME tonight!"
"Are you kidding? I'm about ready to make those clothes fall off and do it right here!"
Jen squeezed me and giggled. "If you wanna show off, we can go on the boat dock, and you can stick it between MY thighs. Or WE can take a walk in the woods."
"Why not? The woods sound good to me, as long as you promise to get all the way naked for me."
Jen smiled at me and stepped away, pulling me by the hand out of the house. We practically ran together towards the little trail her sister had taken me down. In only a few short minutes we were standing in the same place Sue, and I had been, slowly undressing each other. I'd already seen her tits, but she did hold one surprise yet, her now completely shaved pussy and mound.
"God you're beautiful," I whispered to her as I stepped to her. "I think your sister is spying on us."
"Yeah? Well, we better make it look good then!"
I grinned and took her in my arms kissing her like I'd done the day before. By the time we'd shared several minutes of the embrace my dick was between her thighs, the two of us rocking in time with each other. I felt my cock sliding between her soft wet lips, my head completely covered at the end of each stroke. I lifted one of her legs and reached down under her butt to push my head up with my fingertips. I felt her freeze as I let my head slide between her lips and press the very tip of my head into her entrance. "God, I want this," I whispered as I held my head at her entrance.
"Michael, I've fantasized about this for two years," she whispered back. "Take me and make me yours," she whispered back loud enough for only me to hear.
I pressed up, forcing my head against her vaginal opening, coaxing her body to expand and accept me. Slowly I began to slide into her, my already lubricated shaft slowly sliding deeper and deeper into her. She let out a soft moan before pressing her lips urgently back to mine. I held her tightly to me, her nipples pressing into my chest like two hard marbles. Very slowly I started to push in and out of her, keeping our kiss going as I pushed deeply into her vagina. In and out I slid, her hips already trying to rock in time with mine after having already teased her clit for so long.
"Oh fuck! Gonna come Michael!" she groaned as she broke the long kiss.
"Me too," I grunted in response as her pussy started to clench and spasm around me. I held her close, continuing to stroke in and out of her hot wet depths, the urgency building in me by the second.
"Not in me. I'm not on anything. Just pull it out, please!" she begged.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted as I pulled my engorged cock from within her, moments before my body jerked. I felt a surge of cum flow up the length of my rock-hard shaft and then squirt out onto her body and mine. Over and over I jerked, pumping shot after shot of hot cum on to her sexy body.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck!" she moaned as her arms pulled me tighter to her as her own climax did its thing within her. "God, I wish that was inside me," she whispered as her climax slowly faded.
We stood holding each other, kissing softly until my softening cock slipped from between us. "I think we ought to get dressed and head back, before someone comes looking for us?"
"Your sister already did."
"I was thinking my mom, actually," she said. "I'm not sure you want her finding us like this."
"No? She prudish or something."
"Not exactly."
"Then what exactly?" I asked curiously.
"Let's just say that if you were shocked by my sister, you're gonna love mom."
"Are you saying she'd."
"Try to fuck you? I've only brought one potential boyfriend home, and that's what happened. Most guys don't think it's appropriate for their future mother-in-law to be trying to fuck them."
"Good Lord," I answered, shaking my head. "Wait! You expected this!" I said, looking down at her as she bit her lower lip.
"I did," she admitted quietly. "Remember me saying we'd have a fight? Well, this is what I expected would be what we'd use to start that fight."
"So, what? We just wait for her to put the moves on me and then we have a big fight?"
"Something like that," she said with a shrug.
"What happens if I don't want to have a fight?"
"But that was the plan, right? We'd have a fight and break up. Remember?"
"Yeah. I remember. It's just that, well, I'm kind of enjoying pretending with you. Kind of wondering if maybe we aren't really pretending all that much."
"Are you saying," she asked in a whisper, leaving the question unfinished.
"I'm saying that maybe I might not want to keep pretending."
"You want to call it all off?"
"No. I'm saying that I might not want to have that fight."
She looked at me for long seconds. "Michael, playing at pretending like this and actually feeling for real. They're two different things. I care about you, a lot, but are you really ready for that? Ready for. me? I mean this is fun. I love feeling what you do to me, but for real?"
"I don't know. But I'm not sure I want to kill the possibility, and that's what's going to happen is we have that fight."
"It would."
"Then maybe I'm not ready to have that fight."
"Jesus Michael! I'm not saying I don't want to make it real, but are you sure?"
"No. I'm not sure of anything at the moment."
She nodded and pushed away from me. "Let's get dressed. It's getting dark."
We didn't talk all the way back to the house, ducking in away from the swarms of mosquitos that were coming out. It seemed like everyone was gathered in the main room; her mom Trina, and her dad Don, as well as her sister and her husband. There was another young woman there, maybe late twenties that had to be the younger sister Karen.
"You two have a nice walk?" her mom asked.
"We did!" Jen answered with a smile.
"I bet," her little sister answered. "By the way, your shirt is on inside out."
Jen looked down at herself and practically ran from the room blushing.
"Oops," I said quietly. "Guess that wasn't such a good idea."
"Oh. Fucking in the bushes is a fine idea. I wouldn't mind trying you out like that. But if you want to keep it a secret, well you either gotta go naked or make sure everything is put back on right. Personally, I'd go for the naked route!" Sue said with a devious grin.
"Jesus Sue!" her mom said. "Does everything revolve around sex for you?"
"Is there anything better?" she answered her mom.
Jen's mom patted the sofa next to her. "Come on Michael. Come sit."
"Sure," I answered with a shrug, stepping over and sitting down between her and her youngest daughter.
"So, what do you like to do in your spare time?" Trina, her mom, asked me.
"Besides fuck my sister?" Sue added from where she sat in a chair not far away.
"Read, write. Watch old movies," I answered with a shrug.
"You write?" her mom asked curiously.
"Yeah. Science fiction mostly."
"Oh? Tell us!" her mom coaxed, twisting in her seat slightly, her leg now pressing against mine. I tried to move my leg away while I explained about my books, but hers followed and I soon had one of her hands resting on my bare thigh. Uncomfortable would be an understatement. Not that she wasn't still very good looking for her age, or that her selection of evening attire didn't show a surprising amount of skin, or that her nipples poking out the thin shirt wasn't provocative, but with her husband sitting in his recliner only a dozen feet away, the last thing I wanted to do was anything inappropriate. When Jen had come back, she settled in a chair half-way across the room, watching me, trapped between her mom and younger sister. I wondered if she was going to start that fight when her mom reached for my hand and slowly pulled it into her lap. I couldn't see much, but my fingers told the story of baggy legged shorts and missing underwear. Twice I slipped my hand out of her crotch when she let go of it, only to have her find my hand again.



"It's been a long drive. If you all don't mind, I think I'll call it a night," I said as I pulled my fingers from where she had worked them between her wet pussy lips.
"If you must," Trina said with a smile. "Sweet dreams!"
"Thank you," I answered as I got up from the sofa. "Jen? You wanna show me where we're sleeping?"
"Most definitely!" she answered as she got up. "Don't expect Us early in the morning," she said as she took my hand and pulled me towards the stairs. She led me to a bedroom across the hall from a bathroom and closed the door. "So, sure you don't want to have that fight?"
"I'm pretty sure I want you to get naked. You know, I've barely even gotten to see you completely naked."
She grinned. "I'm going to take a shower. When I come back, you can inspect anything you want as close as you want. But turnabout is fair play!"
I grinned as she walked out of the room. It didn't take long for me to strip everything off and lay on the queen-sized bed butt naked, anxiously anticipating Jen's return. I didn't have long to wait. Only a few short minutes later she stepped back in the bedroom, wrapped in a towel. She closed the door and turned to face me.
"Ready?"
"I am," I answered as she let the towel fall from her. While I'd seen most of her between the car and woods, seeing all of her like this with enough light to enjoy it, made my dick quickly start to grow. She walked to the bed and took the hand I offered. I coaxed her onto the bed and then over me, pulling her on her knees until her pussy was inches from my face. I lifted my head slightly and gently kissed her full outer lips, intentionally avoiding her clearly wet protruding inner lips.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly. "What a tease."
"You don't like being teased?"
"I love being teased, usually. But right now, I'm way too turned on for that. I'm ready to feel your tongue or fingers or cock or something."
"Well. Let's start here and see how long you can last?" I said before reaching out with my tongue and slowly licking up her slit, letting my tongue spread and slide between her soft hot inner lips.
"Oh fuck yes," she whispered as I flicked the tip of my tongue over her already excited clit. Up and down I stroked her, pushing my tongue into her entrance like a little cock before sliding all the way to her clit where I spent long seconds stroking and flicking it. I was completely absorbed in my attentions to her pussy when her orgasm started to peak. Her legs trembled and I could feel her juices leaking into my mouth and down my chin as her orgasm washed over her. I held her thighs and gently teased her clit until her body started to relax.
"My turn," she whispered as she lifted herself from my face. With a grin she worked her body down mine, staying upright over me on her knees until I felt her hot lips rub against my engorged head. She reached her fingers between her legs and pressed my head up deeper between the soft wetness until I felt her force me into her vaginal opening. With the smile never leaving her face, she moved back more, my cock tilting up to a more comfortable position as I slowly penetrated her. "Ohhhhh. Fuck," she moaned softly. "You know, after that kiss the other day, I was so turned on that I went into the house and took my dress off right in front of my bedroom window, just in case you were watching. Then I sat on one of my toys, pretending that it was you, just like this," she whispered. "But this is soooooo much better!"
She began to lift and lower herself over me, sliding up and down my shaft with her wet pussy. It didn't take too many strokes before I could feel her pussy begin to squeeze and clench around my fat shaft as her so recently spent orgasm began to soar again. She closed her eyes and bounced on me faster, the bed bouncing with an audible squeak each time she drove down on me. Her big tits flopped and bounced on her chest until I slid my hands up to capture them. Up and down she bounced, clearly lost in her own orgasm, yet continuing to pound herself down on me, trying to coax my building orgasm along.
I felt the urgency and warmth spread throughout my body, the sight and sensations driving me closer and closer to completion.
"Oh fuck Jen," I gasped as my body neared the inevitable. "I'm going to come." She lifted off of me and sat back down, trapping my head between her lips and rocked herself, grinding her clit into my fat head. Moments later my body bucked under her, spouting a gush of cum between her lips. Time and again my body jerked and spasmed under her as she sat on me, reveling in the feeling of our mutual orgasm.
Slowly it faded from both of us, and she lay down on me, her big soft tits pressed to my chest as she lowered her lips to mine. I held her tightly to me, returning her gentle kisses.
"How was that?"
"Perfect," I whispered. "Just wish I could have finished inside you."
"I know. Me too. But since I'm not seeing anyone, I'm not on anything, so we'll just have to fake that part."
I hadn't slept this well in...well, years I suppose. The sun was already shining into the second story bedroom as I blinked away sleep, the soft warm body of Jen pressed against mine. My arm was wrapped around her, my hand cupping her soft breast as we spooned together. I knew she was already awake, her fingers gently stroking the underside of my head as her wet pussy lips spread around it.
"Good. You're awake," she whispered as she stopped stroking and pressed my head up between her lips. She shifted ever so slightly and then I felt my shaft slowly slide into her depths. "Mmmmmmmmm. Much better," she cooed softly as she wigged her butt ever so slightly. "Fuck me. Make me come around you," she whispered.
Who was I to argue with something like that? I started to roll my hips side to side, pushing my shaft in and out of her a couple short inches. She shifted her right leg onto mine, spreading her legs enough to allow my hand to slide down to her pussy. "Ohhhh yessssss," she hissed softly as I started to stroke her wet lips and her hard little nub hidden there. I kept my strokes rhythmic, letting her body feel each push into her depths, while my finger teased around and over her clit. "Oh God," she moaned softly, her hips now trying to push back in time with my slow teasing strokes. "Oh Michael! You're going to make me come!"
"That's the idea, isn't it?"
"Oh God yes," she panted. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yessss!" she cried softly as her body began to tremble and shake. "Ooooooooooh!"
Her whole body jerked and spasmed, her pussy clenching around me as she quietly climaxed around me. I let my hand slide back to her breast, teasing her nipple gently as I concentrated on stroking in and out of her. Slowly my body began to feel it, the urgency, the need to let go of my load. In and out. So soft and warm. Her hand slipped between her legs and teased my balls as I worked in and out of her. "Oh God you feel so big. I wish I could let you finish like this, inside me, filling me up," she moaned as she reluctantly pulled off of my dick and then trapped it between us, her pussy lips on the top of my shaft and her soft warm fingers along the bottom. "Think about the other day, right out in the front yard. Think of me taking my dress off, my panties and then my bra, taking everything off just so you could see me naked while you took me for the first time. That's it. I can feel you getting closer. Feel your body imagining what it was. Ohhhhhhh. Yes. That's it!" she groaned as my body tensed and shot squirt after squirt of cum into her spread pussy lips and palm.
"Mmmmmmmm. Yes. Now this, I could wake up to this every day!" she whispered as I held her, my body still occasionally spasming.
She rolled over to face me and gently kissed me. "I didn't know pretending to be in love could feel so real," she whispered. "If I didn't know better, I'd have thought we woke up with that kind of intimacy every day. I kind of wish we did."
"Felt good, didn't it? Did you sleep well?"
"Fantastic!" she answered. "You?"
"Honestly, I slept better than I have in a long time," I answered her honestly.
We lay for some minutes before we decided it was time to get up and dressed. We headed down to the kitchen to see what was for breakfast. I was kind of surprised to see Jen's mom bustling around the kitchen in a thin tank top and tight short shorts, the wiggling of her tits clearly telegraphing the lack of a bra holding her tits, which were definitely bigger than Jen's.
"Morning!" she greeted them brightly before turning back to the counter she was working at. "Just in time for breakfast! Sausage, eggs and gravy are done. Biscuits in a couple minutes. Why don't you go up and call your sisters?"
"Sure thing Mom," Jen answered quickly, before turning and practically bouncing up the stairs they'd just come down.
"Michael, mind getting the orange juice out of the fridge?"
"Um. Sure!" I agreed quickly, turning and walking to the refrigerator. I pulled out two large pitchers of juice. "Where would you like it?"
"Over on the counter," she motioned with her head.
I helped her set out several things before Jen came back down the steps and walked to me, slipping her arm in mine and hugging it as she pressed herself against me. "Being helpful?"
"Trying," I answered.
"He's doing a fine job," her mom said. "Seems like he knows his way around a kitchen."
"He does. He's quite the cook!"
"Not that good," I protested Jen's comment
"Hah. That seafood boil you made a few weeks ago was almost as good as sex!"
"Honey," her mom said, "I've been cooking for half a century and haven't made anything anywhere near as good as sex!"
"What's as good as sex?" Sue asked as she came down the stairs in nothing but a pair of loose baggy gray shorts.
"Oh. Suzie! Really?" Jen's mom said.
"What? Not like everyone here hasn't already seen my boobs," Sue answered. "Hell, Michael even already saw this!" she continued as she pushed the baggy shorts she had on, down, stepping out of them. She left them laying on the floor as she walked towards Jen and me. She stepped right up to my right side, Jen still clutching my left arm in hers. Jen squeezed my arm tighter to her chest as Sue stepped to me and pressed her tits to me, my arm nestling between them. "Isn't that right Michael?" she asked as she reached her right hand down to my crotch and squeezed my mostly hard cock through my thin fishing shorts, making me regret letting Jen talk me out of wearing briefs this morning. "In fact, he more than saw my sexy little cunt, didn't you? Did it feel good rubbing your shaft against my pussy? Making me all wet and ready? Were you standing there thinking about how good it'd feel to let me just push your head up ever so slightly and slide right over your big fat head?"
"Okay Sue. Let him be." I heard her husband Mark, say from the stairs. "If you need it that bad, you know where to get it. Stop trying to get Michael to fuck you."
"Sure I know where to get it, but that would defeat the purpose."
Mark walked over and gently pulled his wife away from me before turning to me again. "My over sexed wife seems to think," he said before slapping her bare ass and gently pushing her towards where her shorts lay, "that you aren't really in love with Jen and are just stringing her along for sex. I told her it isn't any of her business for starters and even if it were true, there wasn't much she could do about it."
Sue picked up her shorts and turned towards me. "If he's going to be part of the family, he's fair game, isn't he? I mean I'm ready if you are Michael!"
Jen scowled at her sister for a moment and then smiled. "You know, Michael honey, I think you should. Just drag her naked ass out on the porch, bend her ass over the railing and fuck the shit out of her. Make her come like you made me come last night. I don't mind. Give her an orgasm like she's never had before. Make her jealous of what I get every night," she said, squeezing my arm to make me understand. Problem was I didn't know If I was supposed to actually do it or if she was being sarcastic.
"You're right. Come on. Let's see if you're as good as Jen thinks you are!" Sue said as she walked back over towards us.
"Seriously?" Mark asked quickly, intercepting his wife. "He isn't exactly part of the family yet, is he?
"No, but if he's going to be... You're not worried that he's better, are you sweetie?" she said as she stepped past her husband and took my arm. "Come on. Show me!"
"Sue! That's enough!" Jen's mom snapped. "This isn't a sex competition and getting him to have sex with you doesn't prove anything about how he feels for Jen. All it does is prove Jen has more confidence in him than you're willing to admit!" she finished as she gently removed her daughter's arm from mine. "Now go get some damn clothes on! Michael, come with me. Being our guest, you get to start the food line." She led me to the counter we'd been putting food on and handed me a plate.
"Michael! Come take a walk with me!" Jen's mom said with a smile after all the breakfast dishes were cleaned up.
"Yes ma'am," I answered respectfully
"Trina! Please!"
"Right, Trina," I answered trying again to get used to calling her what she had requested the day before. We walked to the narrow, paved road and turned north to follow along the wooded shoreline.
"We were lucky. We purchased our property before the Corps of Engineers redrew the safe pool lines. Since we'd already built, the courts said they couldn't make us move. As a result, we're one of the few houses right on the waterfront on this end of the lake."
"I'd wondered how you managed to not have any neighbors."
"Just woods and animals," she said with a smile. "But I'm sure you don't want to talk about woods and animals," she said with a smile as we walked along the road, slowly putting more distance between us and the cabin. "Obviously Suzie isn't convinced that you're in love with her sister. She thinks you're in it just for the sex."
"Well, she'd be wrong."
"Is she? You see, Jen's told me a lot about you. The loss of your wife, her friendship. She's often asked for advice on how to help you. But she's always given me the feeling that you are, were, just friends. Not even friends with benefits. Suddenly you two are in a committed relationship? Something doesn't add up," she said as she stepped off the road and onto a narrow path. "You want to tell me the real truth?"
"You should ask Jen."
"I did. I got some unusual answers. Almost like she's confused about just exactly what the two of you are. Oh, this should be far enough," she said stopping in a wide spot on the path. She pulled her shirt off and then bent over to push her shorts down, exposing her full round pussy lips and the copious amount of inner labia protruding from between them. She stepped out of her shorts, each step spreading her pussy lips slightly, leaving me with an incredibly inviting view. "So, how about you take off yours now," she said as she straightened up and turned to me.
"Excuse me?"
"Take your clothes off."
"Uhhhh. Mrs. Colton. I really don't think having sex with you is appropriate."
She chuckled. "It's okay. We're not going to have sex, at least not at the moment. I've found it's hard to lie when you're talking with someone naked. You don't have to, but it'd go a long way to me believing you."
I nodded and quickly stripped off my shirt and shorts, leaving my surprisingly hard dick jutting out at her.
"Nice. Very nice."
"Um. Thanks, I guess."
"So," she said as she started to walk again, "you were going to tell me what's actually going on with you two?"
"Well. We're just kind of getting started. I mean as boyfriend and girlfriend."
"Uh huh. Just getting started? Seems to me you two have known each other for several years, and it took this long to get started?" she asked as we walked along the path. "So why did you think I was going to ask you for sex?"
"As I understand it, the last guy she brought here had a big fight and broke up with her over just that."
"Oh that. Let's just say he wasn't as open-minded as you seem to be. When I asked him to take this walk with me, he assumed that I wanted sex."
"I see."
"Not that I'd say no if you did. I mean it's not like you'd be cheating on her," she said as she reached over and grabbed my cock. "Jen did tell you about me, didn't she?"
"Well, yeah. She told me some stuff."
"Oh. Well, I noticed last night you kept moving your hand away. I was giving you every opportunity to touch me, but you didn't. How come?"
"I don't know. Nervous about being so close to your husband I guess."
"No need to worry about Don. I'm sure Jen told you, he can't, so he lets me play. He's not here now either, so you're free to touch. In fact, I invite you to. Given we're alone, naked, and horny. You can't say you aren't."
"So, you just want to have sex out here?"
She smiled. "It's what I'm allowed, and that happens very infrequently. I know you aren't exactly part of the family yet, but I know I wouldn't mind stretching that line a little. Especially after what I heard upstairs last night."
"You're really sure about this?"
"Honey, with the size of the hard dick in my hand, I'd be a fool to pass up the chance."
"So you want me to just up and screw you?"
"That's the invitation. We have a little fun, I get a big cock in me, we both get a good orgasm and everyone's happy. Right?"
I stopped in the path near the lake and faced her. I reached to her chest and gently grasped both tits, holding them so my thumbs could stroke across her nipples. I rubbed back and forth as she stepped closer to me. She pushed my dick down and arched her back to push her pelvis towards me and still give me room to hold her tits. "You know, I haven't felt a real cock in me in almost six months. I'm awfully turned on. I hope you won't be disappointed if I climax quickly."
"I'm sure it'll be fine," I answered as she began sliding her pussy along my shaft. Back and forth she rocked, holding my arms for balance as she slid her wet pussy and clit along my rock-hard cock. "Oh fuck," she squeaked in a high-pitched voice as her legs and body began to tremble. I could feel her wet juices leaking over my cock as she climaxed. "Ohhhhh damn!" she moaned. "Too soon. Way too soon."
"Well, I assume it's a fair walk back through the woods? I'm guessing we can find a likely spot to continue this?"
She smiled and agreed. "I'm positive we will."
She stepped back and bent to pick her clothes back up. We walked for a hundred yards or so before we stepped from the woods onto a little piece of shoreline. There was an old tree that had blown over by the wind years ago. The smooth, barkless trunk looked like just the place to sit her. I gently pulled her hand to draw her to the tree and sit her on it. I turned her so she was straddling the tree with her back towards the massive root wad. I helped her scoot back until she could lean back against the roots like a backrest, and then stepped over the tree myself. I lifted her knees and pulled them apart as I moved closer to her, my rock-hard dick pointing right at her hairy pussy. She reached down with one hand and guided me to her wet slit. Rubbing my head up and down between her lips, she spread her lubrication onto my mushroom head and then nestled me into the entrance of vaginal depths.
"Oh fuuuuck!" she moaned loudly as I slowly pushed into her. "Sooo Damn good!"
I felt my dry shaft grab at her lips, so I pulled back almost until my head pulled from her, drawing her own juices out to lubricate her lips again. I pushed in again, sliding further into her. It took half a dozen strokes before I was fully inside her, my head bumping the end of her vagina and her cervix. "Oh God. Fuck me. Please fuck me!" she moaned as I started stroking in and out of her hot wet tunnel. In and out I stroked, letting my hard shaft pull nearly all the way out of her before thrusting quickly back into her.



Each thrust rammed me deep into her, our bodies slapping together around where we were coupled, the impact banging against her clit and making her tits bounce and roll wildly on her chest. I drove into her over and over, slowly coaxing another orgasm to build within her while doing my best to keep my own at bay.
"Oh God! Oh fuck yes!" she cried loudly into the woods as I pounded into her over and over. "Fuck meeeeee!"
In and out, back and forth. I worked to keep my rhythm, making each plunge into her powerful and enjoyable for her. I hoped I could push her over the edge before my own building orgasm became undeniable. In and out I moved, straddling the tree trunk, holding my legs spread enough to keep from chafing on the raw wood. "Oh God! OH GOD!" she cried more loudly as her pussy started to clench around me. The sudden change in sensation, the increasing tightness was all the trigger my body needed. No longer able to hold it back, my body gave in to the orgasm. Spasm after spasm rocked my body, jamming me deep into her as I unloaded shot after shot of cum.
I finally sat on the log, my dick still twitching deep inside her as I let her legs down over mine. She pushed herself up and reached for my shoulders. She pulled herself up until she was sitting on my lap, my softening cock still buried deep in her, now trapped between us. She pulled her face to mine, her soft tits pressing into my chest.
"Thank you," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "My daughter is a lucky woman." We sat silently for long seconds until my dick had shriveled inside her. Only then did she move off of me. We climbed from the log and stepped to the edge of the lake. She carefully scooped water to wash me off and then, squatting down, rinsed herself.
We walked the rest of the way back to the cabin with our clothes in our hands, Jen's mom convincing me to remain undressed with her all the way to the cabin. "I enjoyed our walk," Trina said softly. "I hope you did as well."
"Yes. Actually, I did. Now I know where Jen gets her sexiness."
She patted my arm. "Flatterer, but I'll take it," she said with a smile as we walked arm in arm across the lawn.
By the time we got back, Sue was laying out in the yard with Jen, Jen wearing a tiny bikini and her sister unsurprisingly naked. Karen was walking out to where the girls were laying wearing an even smaller bikini than Jen. "Hey Michael!" she said as she walked by. "Mom!"
"Someone else likes what they see," Trina said as we took the first steps up to the cabin. "It's not so bad being naked, is it?"
"I feel a little conspicuous walking around with a hard-on."
Trina laughed softly. "Trust me. You have nothing to be ashamed of," she said as we walked into the cabin.
I was kind of surprised to see Jen's mom still walking around all the way naked after lunch. I'd gotten uncomfortable being that way and dressed, especially after the girls came back in. Not that it bothered me to be naked in front of Jen, but Karen was eyeing me somewhat lustfully and Sue, well Sue couldn't keep her hands to herself. She seemed honestly intent on finding some way to get me to have sex with her, even if it meant sitting on my dick right on the living room sofa in front of everyone.
Just before dinner two more cars pulled in. I was soon introduced to Jen's aunt Jolene and her family including her husband Rick, and three girls, Samantha and her husband Ray, Teri and the youngest, Vanessa who had just celebrated her twentieth birthday. None were particularly surprised to see Sue running around naked.
After dinner nearly everyone gathered around a huge fire pit between the cabin and the lake, reclining in an assortment of lawn chairs, trading stories and getting caught up since they had seen each other last.
I was unsurprised to have Sue quickly take over the spot Jen had been occupying on my lap as I sat in a large Adirondack chair, when Jen got up to go to the bathroom.
"Now this is more like it!" Sue said as she settled on my lap and drew her legs up to sort of curl up on my lap. She also wasted no time moving one of my hands to her chest, making darn sure I knew exactly what she wanted it to do. "Too bad you had to get dressed. I bet I could have found a way to make both our evenings more pleasant."
"I'm sure you could."
"I could just take your pants back off," she cooed as she started to work on the zipper of my shorts. "I'm pretty sure you're still not wearing underwear, are you?"
"Would it matter?"
"No, but it's a lot more fun without," she giggled softly as she worked my hardening dick out of my shorts. "Mmmmm. I think you like the idea. Getting all nice and hard already."
"Play with it all you want. I'm sure Jen won't mind one bit when I stuff it into her later."
"Ohhhh. You mean you'd leave a girl hanging? I've been trying to get you all day."
"Why? Just to say you fucked her guy. Or because you think that if I fuck you, you can tell her I'm not really in love, just looking for sex? Well guess what? She told me hours ago that I could fuck you any time I wanted, because she knew that it'd just be sex, not what she and I share!" I snapped at her. Everyone was silent, staring at the two of us.
"Sorry everyone, didn't mean to raise my voice," I said as I unceremoniously lifted Sue up as I stood up. My shorts fell to my ankles as I got up, but with my arms full of Sue, there was little I could do at that moment. I turned around and plopped her naked ass into the chair, bent over and pulled my pants up, and stalked away to the cabin, fastening my shorts to cover my hard-on as I walked.
"You okay?" Jen asked as she met me on the stairs as she came back out of the cabin.
"Yeah. I'm going to our room," I said as I walked past her, just wanting to be alone right then. It wasn't all that late, but it was late enough. I stripped and climbed into bed. I lay there thinking about what I said, rethinking the words and why I'd said what I said. I fell asleep thinking that I'd said what I felt, what Jen and I were sharing was no longer pretending, if it had ever been. There was too much emotion in our kisses, in our cuddles and in our sex. Despite my oath three years ago to never fall in love again, that's exactly what I'd done. The question now was, what was I going to do about it?
I felt her slip into bed sometime later, snuggling up to me as naked as the night before. I pulled her against me and went back to sleep. Morning came and we were curled up against each other. I kissed her cheek as she stirred in my arms, my dick hardening as I felt her soft body in my arms.
Jen rolled over in my arms and kissed me softly. I smiled back at her as she pulled her face from mine.
"Morning lover."
"Morning Michael."
"Morning Michael? Seems a bit distant for a couple naked in bed together."
"Did you mean what you said to Sue last night?"
"I did."
"I was afraid of that. Look Michael, I'm sorry I got you into this. It's gotten way out of hand. Mom suspects that we're just pretending, Sue is trying to get you to fuck her, and I know she isn't the only one eyeing your dick. I think it's time we call it off and go home."
"We don't have to. Hell, it's become a lot more than pretending to me."
"I know. That's the problem. We both know you can't be in love with me. We're friends, that's all we're supposed to be. You don't love me. You can't."
"What? Why can't I? I don't understand."
"You're still in love with Angie. I don't know what you think you feel, but it isn't love. Infatuation, lust, I don't know. But it can't be love. So, you need to stop thinking that way. I think we need to go home and call this all off," she said before pushing herself up and climbing out of bed.
"Wait! How can you just walk away from what we feel?"
She pulled on a long t-shirt and turned to look at me. "Michael. You forget, I know you. I've watched you struggle the last three years. You can't love me. You can't build a life out of a friendship based on one kiss and some pretend sex. Sure, it felt good. Sure, it made my heart and pussy tingle. But it was all pretend. It isn't real!" With that she walked out of the room, leaving me confused as hell.
I finally climbed out of bed and dressed after who knows how long. I headed down to the kitchen, not sure what to do. Trina gave me a long look of sadness as I walked into the kitchen. I presume Jen told her what she told me. I didn't see Jen around at all.
The guys were all going fishing, all six of us. Don didn't give me the option of saying no. Presumably, he too knew now what was going on. I love fishing, but today it just wasn't in me. All I could do was think about what she said. Hell, what did she expect me to do? To say?
We pulled back into the dock just about lunch time. As we were walking towards the cabin, I could hear Sue calling my name. I looked over to where she was laying in the yard in a sunny gap between the trees, getting up from the towel she'd been laying on, naked of course.
"Michael!"
"I don't have time. I need to go find Jen!" I called back.
"I know, but we need to talk first!" she called as she walked towards me.
"Later, okay? Right now, I need to find Jen!" I answered, continuing towards the cabin.
"MICHAEL! STOP! I need to talk to you NOW! Before you see Jen!"
I stopped and stared at her as she walked towards me, trying not to look at her bouncing and swaying tits.
"Why?" I asked as she stepped up to me.
"Trust me," she answered, looping her arm in mine and trying to steer me towards the towel and the other two girls still lying by her towel. Teri was lying in a one-piece maternity swimsuit, and Vanessa was lying topless next to her, only a tiny slip of bikini bottom covering her otherwise oiled up body. "Sit down," she said as she pulled me to her big beach towel.
"Sue. I really need to find Jen. I have to get her to understand how I feel."
"No! You need to sit down and listen before you make a fool of yourself!"
"Fine. What's so important that I hear it before I talk to Jen?"
"Okay. I'm sure by now you think we're a really weird, perverted family. I mean, mom having sex with you, me trying to. It definitely isn't a normal Family dynamic. Which is probably why Jen doesn't bring her boyfriends up."
"She brought me."
"Michael! We all know you aren't her boyfriend. She told us all about the whole pretend boyfriend thing to get me off her back. Truth be told, I'm impressed that you were willing to do that for her. You're a better friend than she realizes. So, you don't have to pretend for us."
"Who else knows?"
"Everyone that didn't go fishing," Teri answered for her.
"Everyone?" I asked
"All of us girls," Sue answered. "So, no point pretending anymore."
"Well, I'm not so sure I'm not her boyfriend at this point."
"That's what she said. Only problem is, well, two problems are, she doesn't think you can really feel for her what you think you do. And second, she's confident that there's no way you'll ever accept our rather unusual family dynamic."
"I think she's wrong. I need to convince her of that."
"After last night, I think she's wrong too. And you might find this confusing, but I'd like to help you prove it to her. You're a better man than she thinks, and she definitely deserves someone like you."
"Okay. So how do I prove it to her?"
"Well. First you have to understand our family secret and just exactly why mom had sex with you. You see, she thought you really were Jen's boyfriend and she'd explained it all to you. She was horrified to find out she'd had sex with you without you knowing."
"Knowing what?"
"So a couple years ago, we were all sitting around the fire on Christmas Eve, there in the cabin and mom and dad left the room. He came back a few minutes later and set up a table. Kind of a padded table like a massage table, but with those stirrups they put on exam tables for ladies. Anyway, he walked out again and led mom back in, wearing nothing but a blindfold and a pair of headphones so that she couldn't see or hear anything. He put her on the table, with her feet up in the stirrups and her pussy completely exposed. He went on to say that he couldn't give her a hard dick any longer and hadn't been able to for a long time. His Christmas present to her was as many hard dicks in her as she could handle before midnight. Then he left the room. Well it took a few minutes, but eventually Mark stepped up and fucked her, right there, giving her a huge orgasm. I'm sure dad knew that Mark would, since we kind of do some couples swapping. Mark convinced all the guys to give her a go. So, they took turns until midnight, when dad came back out and helped her back to the bedroom. She didn't know who did or didn't do her. When summer came, she announced that she had permission to be fucked by any man in the family that wanted to. So, she made an open invitation that any time she was without underwear, she was fair game. Of course my husband didn't hesitate, but after a few days most of the guys were giving her their dicks. After a few days we girls decided to change the rules a little. They could give her as many orgasms as they wanted, but they could only come once a day. And after dark their dicks became the property of their wives again. They could still play with her, but they couldn't fuck her anymore."
"So when she was getting me to fuck her,"
"She thought you knew all this."
"But you've been trying to have sex with me. How does that fit?"
Sue grinned. "We girls decided that we ought to get some fun too, so we're allowed to invite any of the family men to fuck us, again, only until dark."
"So as Jen's boyfriend..."
"You were fair game."
"So Jen's fucked..."
"No one. Neither has Teri, Vanessa or Karen...that I know of."
"So how does this help me show Jen that I'm okay with this?"
"Because you're going to fuck me," Teri said from where she lay behind me.
"Huh?"
"Because Jen thinks that the only reason you feel the way you do is because of the sex," Teri said.
"And we're going to prove her wrong," Sue added.
"But why you?" I asked Teri.
"Dan And I were trying to get pregnant. Wouldn't do to have another man's sperm running around in there. But obviously since I'm already pregnant, I can't get pregnant again. So...we thought maybe you could be my first, besides Dan I mean."
"And he's okay with this?"
"Well, I caught him fucking my mom at Christmas time. Mistletoe has a whole new meaning now. Anyway, he's had his fun plenty of times I'm sure. My turn now."
"And you think that this will convince Jen that it isn't just sex?"
"We're sure," Teri answered.
"Okay. So how do we do this?"
"Why don't you start by getting undressed. Then you can take her suit off and put some tanning oil on her. I'm sure you can figure it out from there," Sue said as she lay back on the towel to watch me.
With a shrug, I stood up and quickly stripped, feeling more than a little self-conscious with my hard-on hanging out. I knelt between Teri's legs and helped her pull her suit down her body.
She lay on the towel and lifted herself with her shoulders and feet until I had her suit down over her butt. She settled on her back again and stuck her feet in the air so I could pull it the rest of the way off. She settled her feet back on the towel, one on either side of me, and scooted herself towards me until her butt was nearly touching my knees.
Sue handed me a bottle of oil and I squirted some on her tits and stomach. Her breasts were only maybe a c cup, but her areolae were dark and puckered around her rock-hard nipples. I started to rub and massage her surprisingly firm tits, squeezing them gently as I massaged them. I was definitely surprised when tiny little sprays of breast milk squirted from each nipple, all at different angles, some hitting me, some spraying Sue and some landing on Vanessa, causing her to giggle.
I pulled my hands back in surprise, but Teri found my hands with hers and gently pulled them back to her tits. "Don't worry. It's alright. It just means my body is getting a little excited."
"Alright, if you say so," I answered, going back to massaging her breasts. My hands were soon sliding from her breasts up and down her stomach to her curl covered mound. I squeezed and played with her nipples before sliding my hands back to her mound, letting my oiled thumbs slide down between her legs and rub her fat outer lips. I wasn't exactly used to playing with another man's wife, but my body seemed to know more about what to do than my brain. My thumbs were soon stroking between her copious amount of protruding inner lip, one thumb sliding into her vaginal opening while the other rubbed on her clit.
"Oh God. Stick it in me. Stop teasing me and fuck me," she groaned, her hands reaching down between her legs to try and find my dick.
"You know. Mark has fucked a few pregnant women. If you're worried about hurting her, I know a position you can use," Sue said helpfully.
"Yeah?" I asked, holding my hands on Teri's pussy, my thumb stuck inside her.
"Here," she coaxed, getting me to move until I was sitting on the towel with my legs spread and under Teri's legs, my hard dick pressing against her wet pussy. Teri lifted herself on her elbows and feet, allowing Sue to guide me to her vaginal entrance and then slowly lowered herself down again, my dick sliding slowly into her wet depths.
"Ohhhhh fuck," Teri moaned as she lay back on the towel again. She began to lift and lower her hips, sliding my dick in and out of her hot wet pussy. I used one hand to hold myself up and the other I put on her mound, letting my thumb stroke her hard clit in small circles. Up and down her hips moved, sliding me in and out of her pussy while I stroked and teased her clit, her moans growing louder by the second. "Oh God. Gonna come. Fuck! I'm gonna come!" she squealed as her pussy started to spasm around my cock and her coordination went to hell. Her tits sprayed little streamers of milk as her body shuddered and trembled. She lay there for nearly a full minute before her body started to still. She pulled shakily off of me and then rolled over and carefully moved to her hands and knees over me. "Fuck me. Finish in me like this. I wanna feel you come in me."
I was definitely turned on enough to finish in her. If I wasn't, the view Vanessa was now giving me, her bikini bottom removed and her fingers stroking her own pussy while I watched would have easily convinced me to put my dick SOMEPLACE! I moved to my knees, aimed my dick at Teri's pussy and shoved it deep into her, getting a groan from her. In and out I started to plunge, driving my cock into her and slapping my thighs against her bare ass with each stroke. I could feel my orgasm building as hers renewed itself, her pussy twitching and squeezing me as I plunged into her over and over. I watched Vanessa push two fingers in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes, as if I were fucking her as well. The sensations and the view were more than my body could take.
"Here it comes," I groaned moments before my body jerked, jamming my cock deep into Teri's pussy. I felt my cum boil out into her, filling her with shot after shot of hot cum.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck yessssss," she moaned softly as her pussy squeezed and kneaded my cock, trying to squeeze all of my cum into her.
I pulled out of her and flopped onto my back across the end of the three beach towels.
"Since we're doing firsts, I'm going to do something I've never done," Vanessa said as she pushed herself up off the towel. She stepped over me and sunk to her knees over my head, aiming her pussy at my face. "Make me come," she said quietly, looking down past her sexy tits at me. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to pull her lips apart, exposing her clit. I lifted my head and pulled her down at the same time, reaching my tongue for her clit. "Oh fuck!" she gasped as I flicked my tongue across her clit. I licked over and around her clit for only a few short minutes before she started to shudder and tremble. I felt her juices flowing over and around my face as she climaxed on my face, her whole body shuddering and trembling while she tried to grab my short hair and pull me tighter to her pussy.



"Better?" I asked as she released my head and her trembling seemed to stop.
"Oh God yes," she panted as she moved off of me, her body still not quite fully under her own control. She lay back on the towel with her legs spread, one laying across my chest and the other sticking past my head. "Ohhhhhh fuck, that felt good."
"Just wait till you feel a cock in there," Sue said with a small laugh. "Welcome to the world of men!"
I still wasn't completely sure how this was going to make Jen understand what I felt for her was real, but I was willing to try anything. The four of us dressed and headed into the cabin to eat lunch, Jen giving me a curious look as I walked in with the girls. I wondered what was going through her mind, but by the time I got some food, she had disappeared. "Don't worry. I'll talk to her," Sue whispered as she stood next to me making her sandwich. I turned to start leaving but she reached out and grabbed me. "Uh uh. Not so fast," she said. "Just wait a few more minutes."
"Sure," I answered, not at all sure what I was supposed to do. I stood waiting until she finished making her sandwich and then looped her arm in mine, steering me towards the cooler at the end of the room. She pulled two beers from the cooler and handed them to me before once again pulling me along and out onto the screen porch. She settled on a wicker sofa and pulled me down to sit next to her. To my surprise, she didn't do anything sexual at all, other than to sit next to me, VERY close next to me, and talk while we ate.
"Hey Michael! Why don't you come take a ride with me?" Jen's aunt Jolene said as she walked up to us. "You're done eating, aren't you?"
"Yeah. I guess."
"Good. Maybe you should put your swimsuit on though. It might get warm."
"Where are we going?" I asked as she led me by the hand back into the house and up the stairs.
"I thought we could take a ride on the pedal boat. All the rest of the guys are stick in the muds and don't like to pedal anymore."
"Oh. Okay," I answered as she led me to the room Jen, and I were sharing.
"Get your suit and then we can go get mine," she said, letting go of my hand and standing expectantly.
"Um, sure," I answered. I got my suit and turned, expecting her to step out while I changed.
"Okay, come on. We can go to my room and change," she said, stepping to me and reaching for my suit and then for my hand again. She pulled me from the room and down the hall to another bedroom. She walked in, pulling me along and then closed the door on us. "You're not shy, are you?" she asked as she started pulling her shirt off.
"Um," I started to answer.
She stopped and frowned at me. "Honey, I saw you fucking Teri out on the lawn. You can't claim bashful."
I opened my mouth and then closed it, knowing that it was a lost argument. I started to undress along with her, the two of us getting naked about at the same time. She bent over to get her swimsuit out of her suitcase, pushing her ass out at me, her full pussy showing between her legs. It was a sight that was bound to make my dick start to grow and grow it did. By the time she finally stood up with a small bikini, my dick was poking out at her. She turned to face me and acted surprised that my dick was hard and that my suit was laying on the bed next to where she stood instead of on me.
She stepped to me and reached down for my dick. "This is nice sized, isn't it?" She wrapped a hand around me and stroked my hard-on a few times. "You can touch too. I'm not bashful. In fact, I'd like for you to touch me. Play with my tits and my pussy. I hear you're pretty damn good at it."
"You do?"
"Oh yeah. I do," she said, tossing the bikini onto the bed and reaching for my closest hand. She pulled it towards her crotch while she stepped closer to me, her right tit nearly touching my chest as she coaxed my hand between her legs. "Go ahead. I don't bite."
I let my fingers slip between her legs, stroking her protruding inner labia gently. I let one finger slip between her lips and search out her clit, finding it and teasing it with the tip of my finger. "Ohhhhhh. Yeah," she said, sucking in a breath. "Right there you naughty man."
We stood there, playing with each other for several minutes before she abruptly pulled her hand from my dick and stepped back. "We better save something for later. You keep doing that and I'm going to just pull you down on me and ask you to fuck me silly."
"Later?"
"Out in the boat silly," she said as she reached for her bikini and started to pull it on. It was surprisingly little, but then, she had a pretty good-looking body for what I guessed her age was. I stood there watching until she was dressed and then handed me my suit. I got the idea that she wanted me naked as much as possible, which pretty much followed with several others. Both of us dressed, I followed her down the stairs and down to the dock. We walked a short distance down the shore to where a little pedal boat was sitting, half in and half out of the water. It looked like it would seat six, three across the front and three facing backwards. Only the three front seats faced pedals. She pushed the boat out until it was floating and then climbed in. "Well?" I waded out and climbed into the other outboard seat. "How about the middle?" she coaxed.
I shifted myself so we were sitting together, the crank having pedals that matched each other so that her right leg and my left leg were pressing together on pedals only a few inches from each other. I followed her lead and let her set the pace, pedaling backwards to pull away from shore. She used the rudder handle in front of me to turn us and then we pedaled our way down the shoreline, staying in the shade of the trees.
"This is nice, isn't it?" she asked quietly as she steered us towards a little island with a small gap of water between it and the shore. We slipped behind the island, the waves that had been bouncing us now blocked by the long slender strip of land. We were no sooner behind the island than Aunt Jolene started to take off her bikini. Not that the tiny thing covered all that much to start with. Her tits were full and round, like her sister, but her areolae were puffed out almost as far as her nipples were protruding. Her big soft tits wiggled and moved sexily as she wiggled on the seat to work her bikini bottom off of herself. "Going to join me?"
"I guess I'm expected to," I said with a sigh, working my swimsuit down over my butt and then down my legs. I dropped it onto the seat next to me while Aunt Jolene shifted herself and climbed onto my lap, facing away from me.
"Mmmmmmm. I started thinking about doing this last night when I saw that sexy cock Sue was trying to get to," she said softly as she gingerly shifted her weight, trying not to tip the boat too far as she lifted herself and reached between her legs for my dick. She rubbed my engorged head between her lips and then slowly sat down on me, sinking her wet pussy down my shaft. "Oh yes. That's it," she moaned softly as she settled on me. She sat down and carefully put her feet on the pedals outside my feet and the two of us started to pedal the boat awkwardly with her sitting on my hard cock.
I had to admit it was an unusual sensation, but not necessarily a bad one, as her body rocked side to side on my lap. I used one hand to reach to her left breast and cup and play with it, while my right hand made its way between her spread legs to tease her pussy and clit. "That's it sweetie. Make me come. Make me come on your long, fat cock. It's been a while since we had any new dicks to fuck," she moaned as I teased her clit, her coordination to pedal the boat failing as her orgasm inched closer. Soon we were just floating, letting the light breeze take us where it wanted while I teased her closer and closer to climax. "Oh fuck. Yes. There. OHHHH GOD YES!" she gasped loudly as her whole body started to shudder and tremble on me, her pussy squeezing around me with each wave of shudders. She sat still on me for almost two full minutes before she gently pulled off of me and plopped wetly into the seat next to me again. "DAMN!" she swore quietly. "Jen doesn't know what she's throwing away."
"What she's throwing away?"
She looked at me and smiled softly. "She told us all about how she asked you to pretend to be her boyfriend and that this weekend was the first time you two had actually had sex, or kissed or anything. She says you don't really love her. I'm not so sure that's true, but she doesn't want to hear it."
"It's not true. True it started out as us pretending. But from the first kiss, I couldn't help but think about how she made me feel. She filled a void for me, helped me, after I lost my wife. But now. Now it's different. I don't WANT to stop being her boyfriend, pretend or not."
She looked at me and smiled. "I kind of got that idea. My sister asked me to bring you out here so we could talk away from her and figure out how to convince her that she's wrong."
"And we needed to have sex for that?"
"Oh of course not. But I couldn't resist," she grinned. "Now what are we going to do about my niece?"
"I don't know. She won't even talk to me. She's made it a point to avoid me since she gave me the talk this morning," I said glumly.
"So why does she seem to think that you two shouldn't be more than friends?"
"She says it's because we ARE friends and it should stay that way. That I'm still in love with my wife. Yeah, listen to me. That I'm still in love with my late wife and that when I look at her, I'm really thinking about Angie. I don't know how to combat that. I don't think I can."
"So, you're going to give up?"
"I'm getting close. Sue says the best way is to fuck everyone here and prove to her that I can adapt to this, um, unusual family. I'm not sure how that really shows Jen that I love her."
"It probably doesn't. But it gives Sue ammunition to argue in her favor. It also gives Jen ammunition to say that it's just the sex talking."
"Double edge sword. I don't think I win either way."
"No, but you get a lot of good sex. I understand you were Teri's first, besides her husband I mean."
"That's what they said."
"Well, you damn well made an impression on her. She's telling Jen that she's a fool to give you away like that."
"I don't think that's going to convince her."
"Michael. Let's pretend that a year has gone by. This is year two with you two. Would you ask her to marry you?"
"Feeling like I do now? Hell yes."
"So if you were going to pop the question, how would you do it?"
"I don't know. Probably a romantic dinner, candlelight, overlooking some really romantic place. Maybe outside someplace. I love the outdoors. Little tiki lights flickering around us to keep the bugs away. A nice dinner, maybe some steak tips or something. I know she really loves those. With grilled peppers and onions, maybe even some asparagus. A little bit of wine, just to smooth things out. Maybe a tossed green salad for a starter, or even French onion soup. I know she loves it. After dinner, I'd get on one knee and tell her how much I loved her and how much she means to me and ask if she'd be willing to be my partner for the rest of our lives. After she said yes, I'd like to be able to pull her over to a nice bed or hammock or something and make love to her."
"Is that how you asked your late wife?"
"No. I wish I did. When I asked her, I wasn't nearly as romantic, and I regretted it our whole relationship."
"So, you get the food delivered?"
"Oh no. Definitely not. I'd cook it myself," I said quietly. "I love to cook, and she seems to enjoy what I make."
"I think if I was asked like that, I don't think I'd ever be able to say no."
"Yeah. But it's not going to happen. She's never going to give me the chance."
"Would you? If you could? Would you ask her?"
I thought about it for a long time, the boat rocking, Joline watching me ponder it. "I think that other than Angie, Jen is the best thing that's ever happened to me. I don't want to lose that. I don't want to mess it up either, but I don't want to lose it. When I think about it, I've been falling in love with her for the last two years. I just didn't let myself think of it like that. I told myself that it was just loneliness talking. But after yesterday and today. No. It wasn't just loneliness. I could easily get anyone I wanted for sex, but, well, don't get me wrong, it was good sex, but it wasn't special."
"What would make it special?"
"If it were Jen," I whispered.
"I think that answers what I suspected. I'm happy for you," she said as she put her feet on the pedals and started slowly pedalling, turning the boat around to head back to where we started.
"Happy for me?"
"To be in love like that? I wish my husband loved me like that."
"He doesn't?"
She chuckled. "Oh no. We got married because he got me knocked up, not because of love. Oh, we get along well enough, but love? I don't think so. Romance? He doesn't know the meaning of the word. You want to keep Jen? Do what you just said. Tonight. Make it special and ask her. I know a bunch of women that will help you get it all together so it's a surprise to her, myself included."
"You mean ask her, to marry me? Now? She won't even talk to me."
"Trust me. We can make it happen," she said with a grin. "Who says romance is done?"
By the time we got back, it was getting pretty warm. Joline and I both took a short swim, yes naked yet, to cool off before she headed to the house to gather the girls. I didn't see Jen anywhere around and headed to the house to look for her there. I finally found out she'd gone for a walk and didn't want to talk to anyone.
Within an hour, Don had his UTV bed filled with stuff. A table, short pole, and other things I couldn't quite figure out what they went with. He came and got me and the two of us drove down the road a ways, and then down onto a narrow dirt track. I had no idea where we were going until we reached the water's edge at a nice grassy clearing.
"My wife said I was to help you set this stuff up," he said with a smile. "You just tell me where you want things and I'll help."
"I don't get it. What is it all?"
He pulled a list from his shorts pocket. "A small table, tiki torches, a full-size cot, two chairs, a box of glass candles. I think that's it. She said you'd understand."
"Don. I appreciate this. But this isn't going to work."
"She said you'd say that," he answered, holding out a piece of paper.
"She?"
"Trina, Jen's mom," he said as I took the note from him. He started unloading things from the UTV while I opened the note.
Michael. I know you don't believe it but trust me. My daughter is very much in love with you. She would never have come up with the pretend boyfriend thing to get you here if she didn't actually want you to meet us. I think she hoped it would scare you, but it didn't. Instead, what I saw was the love you two felt for each other actually come out on the surface for maybe the first time. She's scared of it, but at the same time, she's so in love with you. Follow through on what you described. We'll take care of making sure she's there. Trina (mom)
I stood and stared at the note, not sure what to think.
"So, where do you want the table?" Don asked.
"Over here I guess," I said pointing to a flat spot near the water. Before long we had the table set up, a ring of tiki torches surrounding the clearing, the biggest cot I'd ever seen, set up off to one side, ringed by small glass candles. We drove back to the house, after which Jolene, Sue and Teri loaded the back up again with boxes of stuff and drove off.
"You need to go shower and change," Trina said as I walked in.
"Change into what?"
"Whatever you have with you that you think would do."
"Would do?"
She smiled a little crooked smile. "To ask my daughter to marry you. Trust me. Just ask."
I headed upstairs and showered and shaved, pulling on a polo shirt and the best pair of shorts I'd brought. I didn't exactly feel well dressed, but it was the best I could do. I headed back downstairs and was ushered onto the back porch and handed a beer. It was almost half an hour later when the UTV drove back into the yard and the girls piled out, all except Sue, who sat waiting.
"Go on!" Jolene said with a smile. "I told you we'd take care of everything. Now go. You don't want to be here when she gets back."
I shook my head and let her pull me from the porch and deposit me in the UTV with Sue. She smiled and drove off, taking me back to the same dirt track that her dad had driven us down. She took me most of the way there and stopped just a little short of the clearing. She turned the UTV around and then sat there. "Out. Go." she said. I climbed out and stood there, confused. "Michael. I envy you two. Show her how much you love her and trust her," she said as she put the machine in gear and drove off, leaving me standing there.
I walked the rest of the way to the clearing, surprised when I stepped into it. The cot had been moved a little bit, and now had a small fire pit near it with a fire crackling away. The cot had been covered with a pair of white sheets and decorated with what looked like garlands of white and pale blue flowers. The tree above the cot was also decorated with little bunches of the same flowers. The table had a cloth and China dishes on it. The whole thing looked surreal, even better than I could have imagined when I was describing my idea to Jolene. The girls, all of them, must have put their heads together on this. I sat down in one of the two chairs and sat looking at the lake, pondering what was happening. Did I love her? Or was she right that I was still rebounding. I got up and found some flat stones on the shore and stood skipping them across the nearly glassy lake. "Yes," I finally said out loud. "I do love her. Holding her, sleeping with her last night. It was the way I want to wake up every morning," I said. I looked up at the sky and wondered if Angie would understand, if she would approve. I hoped she would.
The UTV returned about half an hour later, just before dark. Sue and Karen quickly placed the food on the table and then dashed off again without hardly saying anything. I walked to the table and looked under the metal pan. To my surprise, there was a platter of grilled beef cubes, sliced peppers and onions, also grilled perfectly, a collection of asparagus stalks, grilled but not killed. The plastic bowl contained a tossed salad and the small cooler had two types of dressing in it along with a bottle of wine. I was still looking at it all when I heard the UTV coming again. This time it stopped at the edge of the clearing and didn't come all the way in. As soon as someone stepped out of it, it backed up and headed away again.
I watched Jen walk towards me, wearing a very sexy little white summer dress with flowers all over it, her shoulders bare, the top dipping deep between her breasts. Her legs were bare from the middle of her thighs down to the white high heel sandals she had on. She looked incredibly gorgeous.
"They wouldn't tell me what was going on, just that I was to get dressed up and that they'd be back at midnight, not a second before," she said as she walked into the circle of flickering candles and tiki torches I'd lit while I was waiting.
"It's dinner for two," I said as I stepped towards her. I gently took her arm and guided her to one of the chairs and helped her sit.
"Dinner for two with a bed?" she asked with a little smirk.
"Might want something to do for relaxation after dinner," I answered, hoping she couldn't see me blushing in the darkness. I uncovered dinner and served two plates full, as well as offered her dressing for her salad. I poured wine in both our glasses and then sat down across from her.



"I get the idea this isn't spontaneous," she said softly as we started to eat.
"Actually, it was. I was surprised at how quickly things came together with your family helping."
"They seemed to be keeping a secret from me," she said with a grin. "I guess now I know what it was."
"Just enjoy," I whispered. The two of us ate, saying very little until we were both done.
"You know. When you suggested I pretend to be your boyfriend, I was kind of shocked. I mean, we've been friends for so many years, it had never occurred to me to even pretend to be intimate. The funny thing is, once I started touching you, kissing you, holding you, I simply couldn't imagine why we hadn't done those things sooner."
"I know what you mean," she whispered. "I thought you'd be repulsed at kissing me, but instead it seemed to just turn both of us on. I don't think I'd ever felt so close to anyone as I did when we were kissing that first real kiss at the house."
"Yeah. I know. It turned me on so much I kind of felt guilty about it."
"Michael. I know you think you love me, but you know you can't. You still love her. Every time you look at me, you think of her. I can see it in your eyes."
I stood up and stepped around the table. I held my hand out for her and helped her stand. I wrapped my arms around her and slowly pulled us together, her breasts pressing against my chest and her pelvis pressing against my hardening dick. "I think you better look again," I whispered before lowering my face the inch or so to hers and softly pressing our lips together. We stood and embraced for long seconds, our tongues teasing each other's, our lips sucking and brushing, both of us growing in excitement.
"This isn't love. This is lust," she whispered as my hand cupped her bare butt under the dress.
"You're right. It is lust. But what I felt when I woke up this morning with you in my arms. The contentment, the desire, the gentleness. No, what I felt this morning was definitely love. Something I haven't felt since Angie died. I think you felt it too, and it scared you."
"It did," she answered softly. "I don't know if I'm ready to be attached to someone, to be responsible for how someone else feels."
"You don't have to be responsible for how anyone feels but yourself. All I ask is one question. If you had to choose someone to wake up with every morning for the rest of your life. Who would it be?"
She giggled a little. "Gosh, that's a hard question. There are so many possibilities. So many movie stars. Who could I possibly choose?" I frowned a little, making her giggle again. "Michael. If I could, I'd wake up in your arms every morning from now until eternity."
"Then why not? Because I feel the same way."
"What are you asking me?"
"Marry me. Become my wife and partner. Wake up with me every morning from now until eternity."
"Are you really ready for that?"
"Only if it's you," I whispered.
"Then the answer is yes," she whispered almost so quietly that I almost couldn't hear her. I pulled her more tightly against me and held her, her nose touching mine as her forehead rested on mine. "Aren't you supposed to have a ring or something?"
"I am. But if you'll take a rain check, we can fix that on the way home tomorrow."
"Tomorrow? Are you in a hurry? I didn't think we were going home for four days yet."
I grinned and felt for the zipper on the back of her dress. I pulled it down and then slipped the dress off her shoulders, letting it fall to the grass, leaving her in nothing but her shoes. I scooped her up and took her to the cot and lay her on it. She watched as I stripped as naked as she was and then crawled onto the cot over her.
"Let me feel you make love to me. Taste me and lick me and kiss me and then put that incredible cock of yours into me and fuck me until you come."
"You sure? I mean, I thought you weren't on birth control."
"I'm not," she whispered as she reached for my neck and wrapped her arms around me. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me for long seconds, a long wet seductive kiss. Finally, breathlessly, we broke the long embrace. "Now, I think you have some kissing to do a bit lower."
The UTV did come back for us at midnight, after she and I had both climaxed twice, this time with me deep inside her. The girls of course all wanted to know what she said. In response, she pulled her dress up letting them see her cum filled pussy still leaking our last climax only minutes before. They hugged each other, before coming to hug me and "welcome" me to the family by trying to undress me and play with my still soft dick. I finally agreed to ride back in the four seat UTV, naked, with Karen sitting on my lap. Almost everyone was still awake, apparently anxious to find out how things had turned out. Karen walking me naked out of the UTV seemed to answer the question for everyone. I had a hunch the next few days were going to be quite interesting. But it could all wait until morning. Right now, I wanted to sleep with my new bride to be!
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Prank 3
Class was canceled because the prof had gotten sick. I wouldn't have minded so much except I'd hung around campus for two hours between classes when I could have gone home. Being Tuesday, Tammy should have still been on campus doing her workout thing with her friends, so you can imagine my surprise when I walked into the house and heard the distinct sound of female moans, Tammy's to be exact. Over the last month she'd taken to sleeping with me almost every night, though not always for sex. Most nights she was content to just snuggle up naked with me. Mornings were a different matter altogether. Once mom and dad were gone to work it seemed like it was open season on Andy's dick. I don't think there was a room in the house we hadn't screwed in, including on moms bed. One morning we were startled when mom came home for something and found us banging away on the kitchen table. Needless to say we both got a stern talking to about being more discreet. If it'd been dad that found us all hell would have broken loose. As it was, mom thought he was getting suspicious and to be more careful.
Leaving the door standing open with someone else, someone female, between your legs was far from discrete. Her room was surprisingly dark for the middle of the day, a combination of the dreary weather and heavy curtains. I could see the creamy, white ass sticking in the air near the foot of the bed, my sister lying spread-eagle in front of whoever it was that was giving her a very good tongue lashing.
It had been almost two weeks since Vickie was over early enough in the day for the three of us to play. Vickie was just too vocal for us to play when dad was home. So I wasn't about to miss this chance.
I undressed in the hallway and stepped quietly into my step sister's room, slowly stroking my already hard shaft. More than once Vickie had made sure I knew that any time her pussy was exposed, I was more than welcome to fill it up. And exposed it was.
I stepped to the end of the bed, aimed my cock at her pussy and abruptly pushed it in several inches.
"Oh fuck!" the girl in front of me cried out, pulling away from me and rolling over on top of my sister to stare back at me angrily.
"You're not Vickie!" I exclaimed in surprise, staring at the naked body in front of me. Her tits were easily twice as large as my sister's, each with very large, dark areola and hard, protruding nipples.
"What the fuck are you doing here? Who said you could stick that thing in me?" she snapped angrily.
"Sorry! Thought you were Vickie!" I mumbled in embarrassment as I backed away and then exited the room. I grabbed my stuff off the floor and headed to my room, closing the door quickly behind myself. "Jesus." I muttered as I flopped onto the bed.
The door opened slowly a few moments later, my sister poking her head in. "Hey, can I come in?"
"Yeah, sure."
The door pushed open the rest of the way and my sister stepped in, followed by the other girl. I grabbed the pillow on my bed and quickly covered my flagging dick.
Tammy said from where she lay under the other girl, "Andy, this is Erin. Erin, my brother Andy."
"Um...sorry about that. I thought you were someone else." I explained lamely.
"Yeah. I figured that part out." she said as she stood a few feet away, her hands clasped in front of her clearly shaved pussy. I couldn't help but stare at her boobs, each one hanging from her chest like a massive teardrop. Her breasts were at least as big as mom's, but on a much more petite frame. "For what it's worth, she's lucky."
"Huh?"
"The friend you thought I was? She's lucky."
I looked at her curiously. "How so?"
"Just between us, I don't usually do cocks; I mean, I can, but it has to be a pretty good one. Which kind of makes it hard, because once a guy whips it out, he kind of expects her to do something with it. So I don't usually let it get that far. Guys can be such assholes about it, you know?"
"I see." I answered, realizing now that she preferred girls and my sudden intrusion was less than welcome. Having a bi sister was getting to be a real pain in the ass. I had no idea which of her friends were 'safe' and which were 'hands off'.
She sat on the bed next to me and reached into my lap for the pillow. She tugged on it and after several firm tugs I let it go, my now hard dick sticking up on full display.
"I'm sorry I wasn't who you thought I was. She would have gotten treated pretty well, from what Tammy says."
"Well, stuff happens."
"Yeah. It does. I kind of got horny at the gym, and your sister invited me over for a shower and a little fun. She said you'd be on campus for at least another hour and we could help each other out."
"Sorry. Class got canceled."
"We'll, I'm not. Like I said, I don't usually do cocks, but I have been known to get the hots for a guy, especially if he's cute and seems nice. If you're interested, the three of us could play a little. Who knows, you might come out a winner."
"Play how?"
"Sometimes you can be so dense Andy. How do you think you play with two naked girls?" Tammy said, finally moving closer to me, standing only a foot or so in front of me. "Erin said if you could keep from blowing your load in me while you're giving her one with your tongue, that she wouldn't mind feeling you finish what you started in my room."
"You interested?" Erin asked.
"Sure."
"I'm going to warn you, I'm a squirter. Not many guys like to lick me because of that."
"I don't mind." I said, thinking back to making both my sister and Vickie squirt at different times.
"Good," my sister said, pushing me back and crawling over my lap, grinning down at me as she aimed my dick at her wet pussy. "Ohhhhh yeah. Seems like I can never get enough of this!"
Erin crawled onto the bed as well, swung one leg over my head to bring her pussy to my face. She looked down at me, past those huge sexy tits. "You like my tits?"
"Yeah. They're fantastic."
She shifted herself so my arms wrapped around her thighs, pulling my hands to her big orbs. She pressed my palms to the big, soft mounds, her erect nipples poking into my palms. "They like to be played with, too." she whispered as she spread her knees a bit more, lowering her pussy to my mouth. Her pussy and mound were indeed shaved, freshly so, with big full outer lips and a significant amount of dark, flowery inner labia protruding. Her pussy spread easily with my tongue and I could feel her pubic bone with the tip. I'd barely started to lick and play with her, my tongue sliding over her clit several times, before she was rocking her hips, trying to grind herself into my face. I would have objected, but it was pretty clear she was very excited and no doubt her climax wasn't all that far away. On the positive side, her exuberant actions were distracting me from the sensations Tammy was imparting to my cock as she bounced up and down wildly on it.
"Oh fuck. That's it. Lick my clit!" Erin gasped as I tried to tease my tongue over her clit in time with her grinding strokes. Back and forth she moved, grinding herself against my chin while I squeezed her big, soft tits and tried to keep my tongue on her clit. "Oh fuck! Right there! Do that again!" she gasped again as I flicked the tip of my tongue across her hard nub. "Oh shit. Here it comes. You ready for this?" she grunted breathlessly. "Uh! Fuck!" she grunted moments later, her body spasming and gushing her juices over me, flowing over and around my chin. She looked down at me and rocked her hips a little differently, the next surge of her orgasm flowing right into my open mouth. The look in her eyes was a combination of lust and satisfaction as her body spasmed a third time, more flowing into my mouth, leaving me no choice but to swallow the copious flow. "That's it! Drink it! Just hold your mouth open and drink it!" She gasped as she reached down and replaced my tongue with her finger. She frigged her clit back and forth rapidly until her body spasmed yet again spraying her fluids into my mouth once again. Only then did she pull herself from my face. "Okay. I promised you." she panted, rolling to her knees and pushing her ass up in the air like it had been in my sister's room.
Tammy had apparently finished, even though I was too distracted to notice. She pulled off of me and crawled onto the bed next to Erin, lying with her legs spread wide to give me the view of her pussy she knew I loved, pulled apart so I could see her body still occasionally spasming, where my cock had so recently been. The only thing missing was my cum leaking from her.
I rolled to my knees and crawled behind Erin, grabbing my already pussy- slickened dick and rubbing my head between Erin's lips., I nestled my head into her and gripped her hips as I pushed slowly into her.
"Ohhhhhh fuck he's big." Erin moaned softly.
"Told you." Tammy answered as I started to slide in and out of her friend's sopping wet depths.
"If you'd have told me at the gym that you liked to fuck your brother, I'd have called you one sick bitch...but oh god he feels soooooo good. I think I'll call you one lucky bitch instead!"
"I am. And he'll give it to me as often as I want!" Tammy whispered as she stroked her body with her fingertips.
I pounded into Erin, driving my engorged head hard into her cervix with each stroke, the loud, rhythmic slapping filling the room. In and out I plunged, my climax racing toward completion, as was Erin's. Even though she'd already climaxed, it was pretty clear to me that she was going to have another, which was just fine with me.
"Gonna come!" I grunted as my body screamed for release.
"Not in me. On my tits!" Erin cried just as my body bucked and jammed hard into her. I felt the first squirt of cum lance deep in her pussy as her body trembled with her own orgasm. She started to pull off of me as the second gush lanced into her pussy. She pulled completely off of my cock and rolled onto her back on the bed, her whole body still trembling. I grabbed my dick and stroked it as up crawled back between her legs, the next gush spraying a rope of my cum across her shaved mound and stomach. Twice more I squirted on her until all that was left was cum oozing onto her now still body.
"Shit. I didn't mean for you cum in me." she said breathlessly as she lay in front of me.
"You didn't say." I protested breathlessly.
"I did!" Erin snapped.
"You didn't!" Tammy said, "If you had, he wouldn't have."
"Shit!" Erin swore again.
"What's the big deal? So you don't like cum in your pussy. It's not the end of the world." I said with a scowl, wondering why she was so pissed off about a little cum.
"I don't usually do dicks, so why be on birth control, asshole!" she snapped.
"Hey! That's not fair! You didn't say. How was he to know?" Tammy snapped at her new friend.
"I said!" Erin protested.
"No! You didn't! You said he could finish what he started. Nothing there said don't come in me!"
"We'll, I thought I said!"
"But you didn't." Tammy said as she climbed off the bed. "Come on." she said, holding a hand out toward both of us.
"Where?" I asked as I climbed off the bed.
"Mom's bathroom. The shower is bigger and she has stuff we can use."
"Stuff?" I asked as Erin climbed off the bed.
"You know, girl stuff?"
"Oh," I answered, not sure what kind of girl stuff she was talking about. I followed them down to mom's room and then into the big master bedroom with its big, walk-in shower.
"You start the water." Tammy said, pushing me toward the shower. "You go with him. I'll be right there." Tammy added as she stopped at the sink. She bent over and rummaged under the sink while I stepped into the shower and started the water. Tammy stepped in a few moments later with what looked like a squeeze bottle. "Squat down Erin. She commanded her friend. She knelt down in front of Erin and stuck the bottle into Erin's pussy squeezing the liquid into her. "Now push it back out!"
Erin kept squatting and a gush of water sprayed from her pussy that made the spray of her cum seem like a trickle. "That might work." Tammy said.
"We can hope!" Erin said with a frown, "Pregnant is NOT on my to do list!"
"Then next time tell him!"
"Who says there will be a next time?" Erin asked.
"Really? Two monster orgasms in half an hour and you're gonna walk away from it? I doubt it!" Tammy said with a shake of her head. "Your choice, though."
We spent the next half hour washing each other before we headed to our rooms again, the time for mom to get home quickly approaching. We each went to our rooms to dress. I heard Erin leave a little after that.
"Can I come in?" Mom asked as she opened my door. I looked at my watch and realized that it had been almost an hour since Erin had left.
"Sure, mom."
"I understand you had a little excitement this afternoon."
"Excitement?"
"Uh huh. You know, it's always a good idea to know the boundaries before everyone gets excited."
"I don't know what you mean."
"Andy, I've already talked to Tammy. She told me all about it."
"How did you know?"
She chuckled softly. "Your sister left the douche bottle in the shower. That, and the wet bathroom floor where the three of you dried off."
"Oh."
She sat on the edge of the bed and rested her hand on my thigh. It had been weeks since she and I had done anything. I was sure she didn't want a repeat performance, much to my disappointment. She slid her hand back and forth across my thigh, her fingers getting closer and closer to my jeans-covered dick, the tease making it grow quickly. "There was a time when I was younger, well, quite a bit closer to your age actually, that multiple partners at the same time was a growing trend in our age group. The seventies and eighties really allowed a lot more freedom in sexual expression with our parents, and that translated to an acceptance on their part when their children started to experiment. I lost my virginity to my younger brother and my older sister. I walked in on them having sex and learned how it felt to have sex with both women and men. So... I can understand the attraction you and Tammy have. It's close, it's convenient, and it feels good... Don't!" she said as I started to protest, "I know you're sleeping together, and I know you've been experimenting with different places and things. I also know that given the chance, Vickie would be in either of your beds in a hot second. But what happened today is preventable. I know. I made the same mistake. What I'm going to tell you I haven't ever told anyone, not even Tammy. You have to promise not to tell her or your father."
"Okay."
"I'm trying to not be involved with you, even though we both know we want it. Right now I'm wishing I could just take my clothes off and let you take me. But I can't, and you have a right to know why. It was my first time with two boys. I wasn't on birth control and we were using condoms. One of the boys decided to go without, planning on pulling out before he came. But when the time came, I couldn't pull off because the other boy was fucking my mouth, and, well, he didn't get out in time, or just gave up trying. I ended up with a full load in me. My parents were devastated when I announced I was pregnant. My parents of course wanted me to have an abortion. I disagreed."
"Tammy?"
"Tammy. She never knew her real father. I barely knew him and he didn't want anything to do with the baby or me. He was just in it for the fun. I was just a freshman in college at the time and now I had to support my daughter. I was waiting tables and one of my friends suggested I go wait tables at this little club downtown. I did. It didn't take long before I realized that the topless girls got way more tips, and with the size of my tits, even back then, it was easy money. One night they were short of dancers."
"It was a strip club?" I asked in surprise.
"It was. One night they were short of dancers and one of the girls suggested that I dance. I got paid the same amount as waitressing, but if I did lap dances I could make ten times the tips. So I tried it. I found out I was pretty good at it. Oh, the guys weren't allowed to touch our pussies, but I didn't mind having them fondle my breasts while I wiggled around on their laps. It was forbidden to touch a guys bare cock or let them pull it out, but one of my regulars offered me a fifty dollar tip to sit on his bare cock. Well, needless to say, fifty dollars was a lot of money to me back then, so I let him pull it out. It wasn't exactly a surprise when it somehow managed to find its way inside me."
"Oh damn."
"After we were done with the dance, he hadn't come, thank god, and he asked if I was interested in doing a private party, someplace away from the club. He promised it wouldn't involve pain or being tied up or abused or anything. All I had to do was to dance, and of course take the lap dance all the way. I said I could, but I wasn't on birth control, so he paid me an extra fifty bucks tip and said if I was protected when he came back in four weeks, he'd offer the private dance again. So I went to the doctor and got pills. Four weeks later he came back and I agreed.
When I got to his house, he and his wife walked me down to the basement. They even had a small stage and a pole set up. There were three other couples there. They had me dance, and then they had me keep dancing, undressing his wife first. Once I had her undressed she coached me to suck her nipples and play with her pussy until she climaxed. I did the same thing to the other three wives. Then it was the guys turns. They were all naked and stroking their dicks by that time. They lay me on a padded table and took turns fucking me. Their wives took turns on my face too. At first I was a bit nervous about it, but the longer it went the more fun I had. At the end of the night they paid me a thousand dollars. That was more money than I had ever seen. So when they asked again, I said yes. I kept doing that until I graduated college and went to work for real."
"I've heard of girls doing the strip club thing for money. I guess it's pretty good money if you don't mind showing off your body."
"It is, and I don't. I really enjoy showing it off to a guy or guys and having them fondle me and, eventually, fuck me. So, I met Tom, Tammy's step dad. We fell in love and got married. When Tammy was twelve, my boss's wife invited us to a party. I thought it meant I was moving up in the company world. That wasn't it at all. Once we were there and the other couples started flirting with both of us I knew what kind of party it was. When one of the other wives put her hand down Tom's pants... well, he got irate and wanted to know what the hell was going on. Turned out the wife recognized me from one of the parties I did. She just assumed that when I didn't turn down the dinner offer that I was still into that kind of thing. On the way home I had to explain to Tom just exactly what I had done in the past. He dropped me off at home and went to spend the night in a motel. When I got home from work the next day, all his stuff was gone. He left me a note saying he never wanted to see or talk to me again because he couldn't live with a whore. We saw each other only one more time, at the divorce. Otherwise I've never seen him again. So, I found a new job, a new town, someplace where I wouldn't be recognized and started over. When I met your dad I was deathly afraid he'd find out. I've done everything I can to hide my past from him. I don't want to lose him too! You see, that's why I can't do this. Why I can't let myself fall back into that life. I yearn to climb into bed with you and Tammy and Vickie and enjoy all we could share, but I don't dare. You understand, don't you?"
"Yeah, I do."
"I've never told your father any of this. I'm afraid of what he'd think of me. Incest, multiple partners, good girls don't do that kind of thing."



"That sucks."
"It does. I don't want you to be that boy that knocked me up, trapped between having to marry somebody you don't love, or leaving your child without a father."
"I understand."
"Good. Just know that if there's anything about sex or women or anything of the sort, you can always come to me. I'll be happy to answer or help, but don't ask me to make love to you again, please."
"Okay. I'll do my best."
She started to get up and walk to the closed door. "I do have a question." I asked
"Sure. What is it?"
"Did you like it? What we did together?"
She stepped over to me and stood next to the bed. She undid her slacks she'd worn to work and pushed them to her thighs and then after a short pause, down her legs all the way. She stepped out of her high heels and then out of her pants. She reached under the bottom of her blouse and pulled her tiny, white lace panties down. She stepped out of them and then straightened, her pussy just peeking from under the edge of the blouse. She lifted her panties to her face and sniffed them before tossing them onto my lap. "Go ahead, smell them."
I lifted them to my face, sniffing her scent on the clearly wet crotch.
"I'd like to let you touch me and see just how wet I am. I'm like that every day when I come home from work, my mind fantasizing about undressing for you and letting you between my legs again. I'd let you touch me and feel how wet my pussy is, but I know that I'd never be able to stop you if you chose to go further. Do you understand?"
"Yeah, I think so." She nodded and bent to pick up her pants and shoes. "I think I'd still like to see you dress more sexily again. You have a good looking body. You shouldn't have to feel like you have to hide it."
"I appreciate that. But for now, it's probably better I do. "
Almost a week had passed. I hadn't seen Erin back, Tammy telling me she was still pretty pissed at me. And Vickie apparently had a new girlfriend and wasn't coming by the house as much. I was beginning to think that, other than Tammy, I'd pretty much worn out my welcome.
It was Thursday. That was my late day. It was also the day my dad didn't get home until late. So when I walked in the kitchen door and heard the humming noise, I knew exactly what it was and what to do about it. By the time I got to mom's bedroom door, all I had left on were my pants and underwear. I pushed those quickly off so I was naked and then slowly opened the door.
There mom was, sitting astride that same half barrel in front of the mirror, completely naked. Her eyes were closed and she was pulling and twisting her big nipples, clearly getting close to a climax. I walked over and stood between her and the mirror, listening to her moan my name.
I stepped toward her and let my engorged mushroom head brush her lips.
"Oh shit!" she cried in surprise, her eyes flying open. It took several seconds for her to settle on reality. I knew she had when she reached up and grasped my cock, pulling it toward her mouth. She closed her lips around it and began to slide her lips and hand along my shaft. I stood there, feeling her tongue teasing me, as she stroked on and off my shaft, getting more excited with each passing second. I tried to reach down to her tits, but they were just out of reach.
She pulled her mouth off my dick and stood up. Still holding my cock, she backed up to the bed. She didn't have far to go. When her butt bumped the bed, she let herself lean back, lifting and spreading her legs. She never let go of my cock until she had my head between her soft lips. I leaned toward her, sliding easily into her already toy-fucked pussy. I reached for her tits and grasped them, squeezing each full handful of soft flesh.
"Oh fuck yes Andy!" she moaned loudly. "Fuck my hot cunt. Make me come around you like you did last time."
Using her tits like handles I started to thrust in and out of her, pushing and pulling my cock deep inside her, both of us racing toward climax. Our bodies slapped together rhythmically, drowning out the continued hum of the vibrator on the floor behind us. In and out I plunged.
"Fuck yes. Oh god Andy. I'm coming. I'm coming on you again! Come for me sweetie. Fill me with your cum!" she cried as her body started to tremble and shudder. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes!" she cried loudly as my body bucked, jamming my dick deep inside her. I felt the first surge of my cum pump deep in her pussy.
"Fuck Elaine! What are you doing!?"
It took my mind several seconds and two more gushes of cum into her before my mind processed that mom didn't say that. In fact, it didn't come from the bed at all! It came from the open bedroom door, and the feminine voice wasn't Tammy!
"Jesus Elaine!" the voice said again, "Your son for god's sake!?"
"Oh shit!" Mom gasped, realizing that our neighbor Marlene, was standing in the doorway, watching us. She tried to push me back, my dick sliding out of her just before my next surge of cum sprayed from me, landing on mom's stomach and pubic mound.
"And you're letting him come in you?!" Marlene cried, "Jesus Elaine!" she said as she turned and walked from the door.
"Oh Jesus." Mom swore quietly as I pushed back toward her, my still coming dick leaving its remaining load on her mound and pussy. "You better.... You better go get dressed. I'll go talk to her."
"Sure. Sorry mom. I didn't mean to get us in trouble."
"Not your fault. I can't blame a boy for being a boy." she said as she pushed me back. "Go on now."
"Okay." I answered, walking from her room. I walked through the house, picking up my clothes and then went to my room, afraid that I'd just screwed everything up. No way dad wasn't going to find out about this!
I was down watching tv in the basement when Tammy got home. "Where's mom?"
"She went next door to talk to Marlene."
"Oh? No dinner?"
"Guess not," I answered, looking at my watch. It was nearly seven. Mom had been over at Marlene's for over an hour. I wondered if that was good or bad.
"That's kinda unusual." Tammy said, dropping onto the sofa next to me, "Think we should order some pizza or something?"
"Probably a good idea."
"You don't think she'll be back soon?"
"Dunno. Depends on what Marlene says."
"About what?" she asked as she picked up her phone to open the pizza store app.
"About mom and me having sex."
"Okay... tell me the whole thing!" She said excitedly, turning on the sofa to face me, "I mean mom told me she was trying not to do that anymore."
"Well, when I got home, she was in her room riding that thing and I couldn't resist. I got undressed and walked in on her. She sucked my cock while she was riding it and then got off and pulled me to the bed. Of course I fucked her. That's what we both wanted anyway. Well, I guess I left the bedroom door open. Marlene walked in on us just as we were coming."
"Shit. That's not good."
"Nope. I'm figuring dads gonna find out his time. He'll kill me. Maybe both of us."
"Maybe he won't find out." Tammy said after several quiet seconds, making me look at her curiously. "I mean, don't you find it suspicious that Marlene walked just as you two were climaxing? Kinda suspicious timing isn't it?"
"I dunno. I guess so. What? You think she was watching? But she sounded appalled that we were screwing and even more when she realized I was coming in mom."
"I'd bet money she was watching. Don't know how long, but I bet she was and either she came before you did, or she was frustrated that the show was going to be over before she could come. I mean she couldn't just sneak away, right?"
"Yeah. I suppose so." I agreed. "I didn't think of it that way."
"That's because you're not a woman. A woman would have trouble watching her friend get herself in trouble, even if it did turn her on to watch. No, I think she watched, maybe the whole thing. At least enough to get off herself, and then she waited until mom came before she busted up the party."
"You think so?"
"Pretty sure. How did she look? Clothes not all in place? Face flushed? A little breathless? Nipples poking out?"
"Well, now that you mention it, she did look a little flushed. I thought it was being angry, but her shirt wasn't tucked all the way into her slacks and her nipples sure were showing through the t-shirt."
"There you go. I'll bet she was standing outside the door playing with herself."
"Why? I mean, she could have just walked in."
"You mean like you did to me and Erin? How'd that work out for you?"
"Not so hot."
"Answered your own question. Now I'm hungry. Supreme?" she asked, lifting her phone again.
Mom showed up before the pizza and Tammy headed to her room to give us privacy, but I think only because mom asked her to. I'm sure she would have preferred to stay and listen.
"I don't think Marlene will say anything."
"No?"
"No we had a pretty long talk."
"Yeah. Hour and a half."
"It's complicated. She and Henry aren't doing so hot in the bedroom department."
"Explains why she watched then."
"How do you know she watched?"
"Actually, Tammy helped me put the clues together. The timing of her intrusion, the open bedroom door, her shirt not tucked in all the way, like she did it in a hurry, and her nipples. I could see them right though her shirt. Now that I think about it, it didn't look like she had a bra on at all from the front, but when she left i could see the straps."
Mom took a deep breath. "She did watch. She even saw you undressing. At first she just thought you were spying on me and going to whack off outside my room. Kinda got her turned on watching you. Then you walked into my room. She snuck over and saw what I was doing, riding my toy and sucking your cock. Then she saw us move to the bed. The rest you know. About the bra? You're right. She had on a front clasp and once she had it open to get to her boobs she couldn't get it clasped back fast enough and just left it open. She didn't think you'd noticed. Or at least she hoped you didn't."
"Okay. So she watched. I guess I can live with that. But she's not going to tell?"
"No. But I need a favor from you. I need you to stay at school tomorrow afternoon."
"Sure. I guess I can. Why?"
"I'm going to show her how to use my toy."
"You are?"
"Now don't get any ideas. I'm doing it because she and her husband are having problems, not to give you a chance to see her naked or anything. She can't keep one at home, so I said she could come use mine during the day."
"I guess it won't matter, you two sharing pussy juice on the toy, since you already did." Tammy said from the doorway.
"How long have you been standing there?" Mom asked testily.
"Long enough." Tammy answered as she walked in, "You did more than talk, didn't you?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you and Marlene did more than talk. Right? Not that I'm judging. I enjoy licking pussy as much as I like getting it licked. It's pretty obvious to me that you've been between someone's legs. I guess she's a squirter?" Tammy asked, looking at mom. She shrugged when she got no answer. "Part of your hair is still wet from taking a shower to wash the pussy smell off, without looking like you took a shower. Anyway, I just came down to tell you pizza's here." Tammy said before turning to walk back upstairs.
"That true? You two... you know?"
"It's not something I do often, but yes. We did...you know."
"Would have loved to see that."
"I bet you would have. Now let's go eat, since your sister went to all the trouble to make dinner."
"Mom. It's delivery!"
"I know." she said with a smile as she stood up and held a hand out for me. "Marlene also said I should go back to wearing what I used to. Changing what I wear is a giveaway to your father that something is going on. So you're going to get your wish."
"Cool!" I answered as I followed her out of the basement den.
It was Friday. If mom hadn't said anything I probably would have stayed on campus till four or so. She had to know that I'd come home early just to catch them. Mom always got off at 2 on Friday, so when I got out of class at a quarter till three I beat feet for home. I walked in, making as little noise as I could. I was encouraged to hear the vibration of mom's sex toy as soon as I walked in. I took off my shoes, snuck to her bedroom door, quietly turned the knob, and opened the door an inch or two. I wasn't disappointed at the sight. Both of them were completely naked, Marlene sitting astraddle mom's toy, mom on her hands and knees sucking one of Marlene's nipples. Mom's ass was pointed toward the door, practically inviting me to walk in and fuck her. Her body blocked much of my view of Marlene, but I could see enough. Her breasts were quite a bit smaller than mom's, but otherwise her slightly younger body was pretty damn hot looking. As I watched through the crack in the door, I undressed myself, freeing my cock. I stood stroking it, my attention split between my mom's exposed pussy and Marlene's naked body. Marlene was facing me, but her eyes were closed as she drew closer and closer to climax.
I stroked my raging hardon, sliding my hand along its length, drawing my precum down my length as I did.
"Oh fuck!" Marlene gasped as her orgasm pushed to its climax, the vibrating cock deep inside her and the little, soft, bristly patch in front of it pressing between her lips to stimulate her clit. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as she sat on it, climaxing. Mom pulled from Marlene's nipple and sat back on her knees, giving me a clear view of Marlene's naked body from neck to knees. She had a significant amount of inner labia protruding from her firm looking lips, partly hidden by the curly, brown hair around them. Her lips were spread around the fake vibrating cock, her body leaning forward to drive that little patch of short fingers up toward her clit. Her tits were indeed smaller than mom's, maybe half as big, with fairly small, pink, puckered areola surrounding her small, erect nipples.
She opened her eyes as her climax started to fade, her eyes growing wide, her arms pulling up to cross over her exposed boobs. I could see her unsuccessfully trying to squeeze her legs together to hide her pussy, the sex toy preventing her from really hiding anything. "Andy!" she whispered, "Andy's at the door."
"I know." Mom said as she stood up, "Might as well come all the way in." she said, opening the door further. She reached for my arm and pulled me in, pushing the door closed behind me. "I'm sure you were enjoying the show, including my bare pussy. How about you make me come while Marlene watches again. This time she doesn't have to peek around the corner."
"You want me to..."
"Fuck me. We both know we want it. No pretending we're trying not to. Fuck me like you fucked Vickie up in your sister's room." she said as she knelt down again. She lowered herself to all fours, facing the mirror, her butt in front of Marlene. "Come on. Dad will be home soon."
"Uh, yeah." I whispered, dropping to my knees behind her. I shifted to kneel between her legs and rubbed my mushroom head up and down her wet slit.
"You knew he'd come home and catch us." Marlene said accusingly as she stared at my cock sliding slowly into mom.
"I did exactly what you wanted me to do. I asked him to stay at school so we could do this."
"But you knew he wouldn't." Marlene said as mom groaned from deep within as my shaft pushed all the way to her cervix.
"I didn't KNOW, but if I was a guy I'd sure as hell have tried to watch." Mom moaned as I started to slide in and out of her. Her big tits hung down below her, swinging in circles as I pumped my hips, pushing my rock-hard shaft in and out. Each stroke my thighs smacked against mom's bare ass, making a muted, slapping sound. Marlene gave up on covering her tits, and leaned slightly toward me using the front edge of the barrel for support. Her arms pressed her tits together, making her hard nipples push toward me as the toy vibrated itself against her clit.
In and out I thrust, drawing gasps and moans of pleasure from mom. Marlene reached for one of my arms, pulling it toward her. She slid her hand to mine and pulled it to one tit, inviting me to play with her breast while I fucked mom right in front of her.
"Oh god Andy. You're going to make me come! Ohhhh shit yes! Ohhhhhhhhh. Andyyyyyyy!" Mom cried as she started to tremble and shudder. I could feel her pussy clenching around my stroking shaft as she came. In and out I slipped, pushing my own climax closer with each stroke.
Suddenly, mom pulled off my dick. She stood up and stepped to Marlene. "Your turn."
"I can't! I can't do that."
"You can...if you want to. You know you want to feel it." Mom said, reaching down to take the control away from Marlene. She turned the toy off and then pulled on one of Marlene's hands. "Just let him put it in and I'll make you climax around him."
"Just put it in and hold it there?" she asked.
"For as long as you want him to."
"Okay. Just for a second." Marlene said as mom moved her to the foot of the bed. Mom lay her back with her butt on the edge just like we'd done the day before. I followed and stood between Marlene's legs as I lifted both up.
"Here." Mom cooed softly as she guided my cock to Marlene's pussy. She settled my head between her splayed lips, nestling me right into her gaping vaginal entrance. She let go of me as I started to slide into her. "I'll be right back." Mom said as she crawled up the bed. She dug in the nightstand drawer for a few moments and then crawled back. By then, I was pushed fully into Marlene, moving my cock in and out very slightly, unable to hold myself still inside her, my excited cock demanding that I start pumping in and out of her.
"Oh fuck!" Marlene gasped as mom pressed a tiny vibrator between her lips, pressing it against her clit. "Oh my god...oh my god...oh my god." Marlene gasped over and over as mom worked the tiny clit vibrator around Marlene's clit. Her hips started to buck up and down, Marlene using her legs in my hands as leverage.
I didn't have to stroke myself in and out of her, she was doing that just fine by herself. Each time she lifted she pulled off of me a couple inches, sliding me quickly back in when she thrust her hips down. As much as I wanted to hold still, her motions were pushing me toward climax, and my body was insisting that I stroke as well.
Within a few short minutes any pretense of me not fucking her was lost. The two of us moved together, our combined motion pulling and pushing me in and out nearly my full length. "Oh god I'm coming. I'm coming!" she mumbled over and over, her pussy clenching and spasming around me. It was more than my young, overexcited cock could take. With a grunt, I jammed into her spasming pussy, my cock surging as a huge gush of cum pumped deep inside her.
"OH FUCK!" Marlene cried in ecstasy as she felt me emptying shot after powerful shot into her. I stood there, panting, between her legs, letting my cock ooze the remaining cum into her while mom moved to straddle her. Mom wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her lips to mine in a long slow, wet kiss. Her soft tits and hard nipples pressed against my heaving chest, rubbing our nipples tighter as we kissed.
"You better kiss her too." Mom whispered as she finally pulled her face away from mine and swung her leg back over Marlene so she was kneeling next to her instead of over her. I let go of Marlene's legs and reached a hand out to help her to sit up. I pulled her hands and helped her stand, wrapping my arms around her waist. We pressed our lips and bodies together, Marlene tentative at first, and then with growing lust and passion as the seconds passed.
"Wow." Marlene said breathlessly as we broke the nearly two minute embrace,. "He's a good kisser too,"



"He is," Mom agreed as she put the sexy toy in the closet. "but play time is over. His dad will be home soon and I don't think any of us want to be caught like this."
"Probably not." Marlene agreed.
"Go! Go!" Mom said, pushing me toward the door. I walked out, picked up my clothes and headed to my room to get dressed again.
It was March and, as with every spring, dad had a list of chores for Tammy and I to do. It was, as he put it, the cost of living at home. There was virtually no wind and it was forecast to be a balmy sixty degrees. True, that's not all that warm, but after braving teens and below over the winter it felt downright hot. Tammy and I were both out in shorts and t-shirts raking the dead brown leaves that the stupid oak trees held over the winter. There was leaf raking in the spring, lawn mowing in the summer and even more leaf raking in the fall. It was beyond me why anyone would want a yard! Well, that was until we were working on leaves in the back yard and Vickie showed up, along with her new friend, Samantha. Sam as she liked to be called, or so she told me when we were Introduced, was a little shorter than I was, a bit rounder than Vickie and a whole lot bigger in the chest than even moms 38DD's. To say she filled out her t-shirt was like saying the titanic was a rowboat. Oh yeah, I almost forgot to mention she had the black girl booty, which was appropriate, since she had the coffee color skin tone to go with it.
Anyway, we were raking the leaves from around the inside of the privacy fence, cleaning them from the patio and around the pool while the girls talked, Tammy leaning on her rake more than using it, leaving me to do most of the work.
"Hey sis. Gonna help or talk?" I called to her in irritation.
"Talk! It's about you anyway!" my sister called back.
"Oh? How much you're admiring my physique?" I asked flexing one arm to make a muscle.
"Physique yes, arm muscles not so much. Think a little lower!"
"We're talking about how big your dick is." Vickie called across the above ground pool at me. "Care to show Sam how big?"
I stopped raking and leaned on the edge of the pool. "Didn't think she was into dicks."
"Why is it that every time a guy sees two girls together, he assumes that they don't like dick?" Sam asked Vickie, loud enough for me to hear across the pool.
"I dunno. Mental block? Lack of intelligence? Hard to say. I like dicks! Do you like dicks Tammy?"
"Me? I like dicks just fine!" my sister answered.
"How about you Sam? You like dicks?"
"Me? I'll take a dick, if it's big enough. I'm definitely not into little pencil dicks, no matter how long. I like mine big and fat."
"I thought you two were...um...". I stumbled
"Lovers? Lesbian play things? Snatch lickers?" Vickie asked with a grin, "Seems to me licking your sister's cunt didn't stop me from fucking your balls off!"
I raised my eyebrows, not sure how to respond.
"So how about it stud. You wanna show Sam that big fat cock of yours?" Vickie teased.
"What? Just whip it out and show it off?"
"Oh Andy. You know me better than that. If we wanna see it big and fat, we gotta get you all turned on and hard. Maybe we should show you our boobs?"
"All three of you?"
Vickie looked at the two of them and then back at me. "Tell you what, you throw me your shorts and we'll throw you our tops."
"That's tempting, but we both know how much of a prankster you are."
"Well in that case I'll go first, just to get things started." She quickly pulled her t-shirt up and off and then unclipped her bra and shrugged it off. She wadded them up and threw them across the covered pool toward me, the wad of clothes sailing over my head and landing in the yard behind me. "Your turn!"
Vickie had a pair of really fantastic looking tits. I always got a hard-on looking at them. They weren't as big as moms or my sister's; what they lacked in size they made up for in firmness and what I called nipple sexiness. I pulled off my shorts, wadded them up and threw them across the pool.
"Briefs too!" Vickie called. I hesitated, remembering that it was her idea to dump that pink shit on me in the shower. "I don't think he trusts me. Better give him your shirts, girls."
Vickie collected Sam and Tammy's shirts and threw them, leaving both of them in just their bras. Pretty certain she wasn't playing a prank, I slipped my briefs off and tossed them across to her, the material unbunching part way across and fluttering to land on the pool cover several feet short.
"Well now. Isn't this interesting. I'm betting the only thing he has on now is a t-shirt. What's the going price for a guy's shirt? A look at our pussies?" Vickie asked.
"You haven't finished your tops yet." I protested.
"We threw you our tops."
"But not your bras."
"Don't think I said we would. I gave you mine as a bonus."
"Well, you want my shirt it's gonna cost you."
"Really? This coming from a pantsless guy? Just what is it going to cost us?"
"I want your bras and I want your pants to your knees, underwear included."
"Hmmmmmm. Sounds expensive." Vickie said, "What do you think girls?"
"Doesn't bother me. He sees me naked damn near every day." my sister said, reaching behind her back. She shrugged off her bra and then pushed her shorts and underwear down as well, exposing all of her sexy young body down to her knees.
"How about you Sam? You willing?"
"Maybe. If he lets me come over there me check it out. How about it? Going to let me see it?"
"I don't see why not." I answered quickly.
Sam took her bra off first, unleashing the biggest set of tits I'd ever seen in person. They were so large that I suspected it'd take both hands just to cup one of her big mammaries.
Her areola were nearly charcoal colored and covered a huge amount of the front of each breast, each one nearly as big as my palm. Centered in each quickly-puckering areola was a nipple as large as the tip of my finger down to the first joint. They were freaking huge! I was so busy staring at her tits that I'd barely noticed her take her shorts and underwear completely off. "Okay stud. Lose the shirt!" she said as she started to walk around the pool toward me, carrying her clothes. I only had a few steps to see her smooth, shaved mound and lips, and the dark, almost black inner lips that were still smushed up to her outer lips from her underwear. In a few steps side of the pool blocked my view of her pussy, but left me with the tantalizing view of her big tits bouncing and swaying with each step.
"Damn." I muttered as she walked around the pool. She walked up to me and dropped her clothes.
"You're gonna have to lose this." she said, lifting my shirt tail, "Ooooooo. That is a nice fat one. Seen bigger. Been fucked by bigger, but only once." she said as I lifted my arms to let her pull my shirt off. Standing completely naked in front of her, she squatted down and wrapped a hand around my shaft. She leaned her face toward me and closed her mouth around my engorged head.
"Oh fuck." I groaned as she slid her lips and hand along my shaft, her other hand moving between her own legs.
"Told you." Vickie said as she knelt down next to Sam, her shorts still around her thighs. "Gonna join us?" Vickie asked my sister. "There's room for three."
Tammy knelt down on the other side of Sam, and Vickie reached across Sam and drew one of my sister's hands down between Sam's legs. "There you go. Play with her pussy while we suck his cock."
"Oh damn!" I groaned as Sam and Vickie started taking turns on my cock.
"Hey Andy! You working or resting?" my dad called from the back door.
"Just talking a few minutes break." I called back, suddenly scared he'd walk out here and find me with three naked girls, including my sister!
"You seen Tammy?"
"I think she went to the bathroom!" I called back.
"Okay. Don't rest too long. I want you done by dinner time!"
"No problem dad! I will be!" I called back, relived that he'd gone back inside.
"Okay. THAT made me even hornier. You ever fucked black pussy?" Sam asked huskily.
"First time for everything. I'd think it's the same as white pussy."
"He's got a lot to learn, don't he?" Sam asked Vickie. She pulled away and turned around on her hands and knees. "Bring that cock down here and show me what you can do with it."
Vickie pulled her mouth off my shaft and used it as a handle to pull me onto my knees behind Sam. She pulled me until my head split her black lips and then let go. She waited for me to push into Sam, a soft, deep moan slipping from Sam as I sank into her. "Fuuuuuuck. That is a good dick!"
"Told you," Vickie whispered.
I held Sam's big ass in my hands, squeezing her butt cheeks while I pumped my hips back and forth. Her vaginal depths were hot and wet, caressing my cock in all the right places. As I pumped into her, she started to rock her hips, making her ass cheeks bounce up and down. As I stroked my hard shaft in and out of her, her bouncing ass was constantly changing angles and seemed to even change tightness.
"Oh god," I groaned at the continually changing stimulation.
"You like that?" Sam asked breathlessly.
"Oh yeah."
"You gonna come?" she gasped.
"Damn soon." I groaned.
"You fucking well better wait for me. I don't plan on being left high and dry!"
"He always waits." Vickie said as she pulled her shorts off one leg and moved to lie on the flagstones in front of Sam. Sam lowered her head down, her tits resting on the big flat stones of the patio around the pool, "Oh yeah. That's it Sam. Lick my hot little clit. Ohhhhhh yeah. That's it! Fuck my cunt with your tongue. Push it right in there. Ohhhh yeah. That's it! Fuck me!" Vickie cried loudly.
I felt Sam start to climax, her legs shaking and trembling as she licked Vickie. I couldn't hold back any longer, with a grunt I jammed my cock into her so hard it drove her face hard into Vickie's pussy. My dick surged shot after shot into her, unloading a huge load in her pussy.
"Oh damn." I groaned as my cock started to shrink inside her.
Sam pulled from my dick and crawled up Vickie's body until her freshly fucked pussy was over Vickie's face. She spread her knees and then pushed herself up so she was upright.
"Here you go. You wanted to lick his cum from my cunt, well here it is. Lick me. Taste our cum." I could see her looking down at Vickie's face, her hands playing with her own tits while Vicki licked her pussy, softly moaning in pleasure. I almost couldn't help myself. I crawled the couple feet forward between Vickie's legs and reached down to her pussy. I slowly pushed two fingers into Vickie, feeling her tight vaginal walls resist my fingers. I pressed my thumb to her clit and started finger fucking her pussy, drawing more moans from her. I stroked my fingers in and out of her, while I let my thumb stroke across her clit at the same time. It wasn't long before she was rocking her hips, lifting her butt off the ground as she moaned into Sam's pussy. I felt her pussy clench around my fingers as she started to climax. Her whole body shook and trembled as she came around my fingers, little gushes of her juices pushing out.
"Good girl,". Sam cooed softly. "Did you like that? Tasting his cum from my pussy? That was what you wanted, wasn't it?"
"Uh huh. It was." Vickie agreed as she lay under Sam, panting for breath, her pussy still occasionally squeezing my fingers.
"Andy!?" I heard mom call from the house.
"Shit." I whispered, pulling my fingers from Vickie. I stayed crouched down, hoping she didn't call again. I heard the door close and sighed in relief.
"You know, if your father saw this, he'd ground you for the rest of your life." my mom said from behind me, "When you get done, make sure you get back to work on the leaves. You know how he gets if the chore list doesn't get done."
"Uhhhh. Sure mom." I answered without looking back at her.
"By the way. Samantha, isn't it? You and Vickie are welcome to stay for dinner."
"Thanks Mrs C." Vickie answered from where she lay, still under Sam's pussy.
"Have fun you three." she said as her voice faded, walking back toward the house.
"Well, that was awkward," Sam said, pulling off Vickie's face and rolling to lie back on the grass. She lay with her legs spread, her pussy in full view, as was the rest of her body. "Guess that means we need to go."
"Not really." Vickie answered, "The invitation was genuine. Mrs C is pretty cool. She's even fucked Andy there."
"Oh really!?" Sam asked, twisting around and looking back at me.
"Yeah. Like I said, she's pretty cool about it all." Vickie answered.
"We better get to work." I said, standing up and looking around. "Oh yeah." I said, realizing I'd thrown my shorts to the girls. I walked around the pool, pulling my shirt on and then retrieved my briefs from the pool cover and my shorts from the patio. By the time I found my shorts, the girls were all dressed, with the exception of wearing their bras. When I went to dress, Sam made sure I didn't put my underwear back on.
"We decided to keep teasing you a bit more." Vickie said, "I like seeing that hardon, so..."
"Yeah. I get it." I answered, retrieving my rake.
Tammy and I had to actually work hard to get everything done before dinner. We made it, but barely, and only with help from both Vickie and Sam. We could have gotten done a lot quicker if it hadn't been for Vickie and Sam "helping" by undoing my shorts every so often or pulling up their shirts to demand that I suck their nipples. But we did finally get done.
Dinner was some kind of chicken stuff in sauce over noodles. It was pretty good, but to be honest, it was hard to enjoy it. None of the girls had put their bras on before coming in for dinner, leaving all three of them with nipples poking out obviously. I wondered how dad could ignore it all, but he seemed to not even notice. Sam on the other hand, made damn sure I noticed as she sat next to me. Her hand was in my lap even before I had foot on my plate, undoing the front of my shorts and pulling my dick out. It was the first time I'd eaten dinner with my dick in someone else's hand... or anyone's hand for that matter.
Dinner was done and I was just going to sit there for a minute until dad left, unable to get up with my pants open and my hardon poking out. It'd be more than a little obvious. For that matter I didn't know HOW the hell he hadn't already noticed that Sam was playing with my dick all through dinner.
"When you get done eating, I could use a hand with something in the garage." he said as normally as if he were asking me to pass the potatoes.
"Sure, no problem." I answered, now totally convinced that Sam's hand hadn't been overlooked, but intentionally ignored. The fact that he was completely quiet about the request was even more concerning. The last time he wanted to talk to me with that tone of voice I was in seriously deep shit after he found the six pack I had stashed in the garage.
"Thanks." he answered as he got up and walked toward the garage door.
"God you are soooo fucking dead!" Tammy whispered.
"What? Why?" Sam asked curiously, "He didn't seem upset."
"Him and mom are the worst at that. The less they show the worse it is. I'd rather have mom screaming at me over having her politely ask me to come have a talk with her." Tammy whispered.
"I heard that young lady." Mom said from behind her.
"I better go see what he needs." I said, standing up, my shorts half falling down while I tried to catch them as I stood up.
"I think it's a pretty forgone conclusion what he wants to talk about." Mom said as she looked at me, slowly shaking her head, "At the dinner table? You had to expect to get caught."
"Wasn't my idea and I figured it'd be less obvious if I let her have her way." I answered as I tucked my hardon into my pants and zipped them closed.
"Was nice knowing you bro!" my sister called as I walked toward the garage door.
"What'd you need help with dad?" I asked as I stepped into the garage.
He walked to the refrigerator and opened it. He pulled out two bottles of beer and headed to the back door leading out to the deck. I followed, not sure what else to do. He walked across the patio to where a couple of lounge chairs sat. He stood by one and held a beer out toward me. I walked over and took it from him. "Have a seat." he said as he twisted the top on the beer and then sat in the chair overlooking the back yard.
I opened mine and sat down in the other chair, not at all sure what was coming next.
"I fixed the bathroom window. You know, the one in yours and Tammy's bathroom?"
"Oh. Good. Thanks."
"You know, from up there you can see just about everywhere in the yard. Even over behind the pool."
OHHHHHH SHIT! HERE IT COMES! "Uh. No. didn't know that."
"Yeah. Was some view earlier." he said, pausing to take a sip, "That black girl, Sam? She has one hell of a set of tits, doesn't she?" he asked without looking toward me.
"Um. Yeah. she does."
"Vickie's not a bad looker either."
"No. Definity not." I agreed.
"Tammy sure has filled out a lot too. I can see why you and she are playing around." he said as if he were talking about the kind of clouds in the sky.
"Uhhh. Um..."
He looked over at me and shook his head. "No point in denying it. I've known for weeks."
"Shit." I said quietly.
"Look son. You're an adult. You can have sex with whoever you choose. That Sam girl, Vickie, even Tammy. I can't and won't stop you. But you might want to be a bit more discrete. I'm not sure how her mother would take it if she knew you two were having sex."
"Okay."
"You know. Your mother would roll in her grave if she knew I was telling you this, but after what I saw today...well, maybe it's something you should know. But I need you to make me a promise. You can't ever tell anyone what I'm about to tell you. I mean not anyone. Not Elaine, not Tammy, no one."
"Okay dad." I said quietly, not sure where this was going.
"I guess we were about your age. We were engaged, but not married yet. It was in the post seventies and sex was a different animal than it was with our parents. For us it was almost recreational. Your mom and I got invited to a friend's house for a party. I didn't know what kind of a party at the time, but your mom apparently did. She knew it was something about sex and swapping couples, which she thought would be a lot of fun. So we got there and socialized and had some drinks and ate dinner. After dinner we were told if we wanted to be part of the group we'd have to go through initiation. That didn't sound too bad. I was hauled off to a bedroom with five sexily dressed young women, while your mother was taken down to the basement by their husbands."
He took a breath and then looked out over the yard. "I was told that once I had made all of them climax, by whatever method I chose, that I could go down and join my wife. Until then their husbands would be pleasuring her. I had no idea what they were doing to or with her, but they assured me that there was no pain or torture or anything of the kind. It was just sex. So I enjoyed myself, believing that your mom was doing the same. It took a while, but I did get all five of them off, and then all of us went downstairs naked. I was kind of shocked. Your mom was tied to a big X shaped thing. She wasn't being hurt, but she also wasn't able to control anything happening to her, or even speak. She had some kind of gag in her mouth. She was covered in cum and had it dripping from her vagina. Apparently they gagged her before she had a chance to tell them that she wasn't on birth control because we were planning on having a baby as soon as we were married."
"Damn."
"Yeah. Damn. So we waited, four weeks and then five and then six. I guess you can imagine. We got married with her eight weeks pregnant, not knowing if I was the father or not."



"I take it you were."
"I was. Apparently I'd managed to get her pregnant accidentally several days before that. It was the one time the condom had failed on us and fortunately, you were the result."
"That's a good thing."
"Yeah. But your mom, once we got past the trauma of nine months of not knowing, she wanted to make sure it never happened again. You see, she wanted to keep doing the swapping thing. She liked it. She decided that she liked taking multiple guys at once. I didn't much like seeing her do it, but I kind of liked what it left me with: multiple women at the same time. I had a lot of different women I had access to have sex with, and to be honest, I'm not the biggest in the barn, but I'm not bad and I know how to use it. Anyway. You don't really need to know my sexual perversions. To make sure it never happened again, we both decided that one was enough and she had her tubes tied and I had a vasectomy. That way we could have all the sex we wanted without worrying."
"I guess that explains why I'm an only child."
"It does. When I met Elaine, I put that life aside. She'd probably be mortified if she knew that I liked that kind of sex, probably end up divorced. So I hide the fact that was ever that way. When I saw you down there today, doing what I did so many times, I couldn't help but watch, and wish. Anyway, I don't know what your plans are, but there are a lot of choices out there for birth control and for things if something goes wrong. I'm not saying you should go get cut, but if you're going to head down that path with multiple partners, unprotected like today, you might want to think about the ramifications. I'd hate to see you end up having to deal with a family out of requirement instead of love." he said, "Darn, my beer is empty. Want another?"
"No, this one is fine." I said lifting the bottle that I'd barely drunk from. He walked to the garage and came back.
"I think that girl Sam wants more sex." he said with a chuckle as he sat back down with another bottle.
"yeah?"
"Well, she was playing with your dick all through dinner, what do you think?"
"Probably right,"
"And those tits. Damn! I wouldn't mind getting hold of that pair either. At least they all went braless at dinner. Been a long time since I've had a chance to see that many nipples. Wonder if you could get them to take their shirts off and give us a show?"
"I think mom might object, especially with Tammy."
"Elaine? I love her dearly, but she can be a little stuck up about sex. She's a real dynamo in bed. Sometimes I can't give her enough. Don't tell her I know, but she has this toy in the closet. She uses it when I'm not around. She thinks I don't know it's there. She hides it under a folded blanket. One of these days I'm gonna have to try and catch her using it, just to see what she looks like doing it. But so far, I haven't been able to get her to even think about having sex outside the bedroom. I suggested we skinny dip out here one night and all she did was get up and walk off to the bedroom. I guess she thinks it's inappropriate to let someone else see her naked body. I'd hate to think what she'd think of me if I suggested we have sex with another couple."
"You might be surprised." I mumbled.
"What?"
"Nothing. Just thinking to myself." I answered him as we sat and looked out at the yard.
"You know, you when summer comes, maybe you can get Sam to come back over and go skinny dipping. Wouldn't mind seeing those tits again. Damn. Those looked so hot swinging around while you were having sex with her." he said quietly, "Hell, I wouldn't mind getting my hands on em either, but THAT ain't gonna happen."
"Maybe." I answered, thinking about how screwed up this all was. Both of them had done things in the past that they liked but thought the other would think they were horrible people for, and I was caught in the middle. I couldn't tell either one about the other without breaking my promise. Though I was tempted to, they trusted me to keep their secret. What in the hell was I going to do? I sat staring across the yard, thinking about how I could arrange things so that they discovered each other's secret without me telling them. Yeah. That was what I needed to do. I needed to find a way to have them find out on their own. But how? And how to keep from Tammy that her dad wasn't her dad, or why who she thought her dad was left her mom! THAT was something her mom needed to tell her, not me. No, the next few weeks could be very difficult.
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The beautiful, warm day was quickly turning chilly as the sun slipped over the horizon. That was to be expected for the beginning of April. Having had the daytime temps soar well above the projected sixty-five was a pleasant surprise and made the quick, playful tryst with Vickie, Sam, and Tammy behind the pool even more pleasurable. I kind of liked being naked outside with them. I might even try to do something like that again when it warmed up again.
Having dad see us was also an unexpected surprise, though I wouldn't say a pleasant one. Tammy and I had been having sex since Valentine's Day, trying to hide it from dad on the belief that he'd go ballistic, only to find out he already knew. You'd think that would make life easier, with both parents knowing. Too bad the little talk dad gave me did just the opposite. He still thought mom didn't know and that we should keep it that way. Mom thought dad didn't know and we should keep it that way. Only problem was, I couldn't tell either of them that the other knew without spilling the secrets they both swore me to.
"Was it bad?" Mom asked as she stepped up behind me on the patio, dad having already gone back inside.
What to say that wouldn't give things away? "Could have been worse," I answered evasively.
"What was he upset with you about?"
"He um... he saw Sam and Vickie and I behind the pool while he was working on the bathroom window."
"Oh my! Did he see Tammy?"
"He did."
"That explains it."
"What's that?"
"When he came in, I asked what was going on. He just said it was between the two of you and it was taken care of. I hope whatever punishment he gave you wasn't too bad."
"Could have been a lot worse," I said quietly.
She patted my shoulder. "I'm sorry. Anything I can do to help?"
"I don't think so, unless you wanna take off your clothes and have sex."
"I don't think we can be doing that anymore. Especially if he's seen you and Tammy together."
"Well, he didn't see us having sex, but he did see me having sex with Sam."
"Well, that's one good thing," she answered, "Let me know if there's anything I can do, besides ride that sexy cock of yours!" she said as she gave my shoulder a squeeze before walking back into the house.
I didn't stay out much longer. It was getting chilly and I wasn't dressed for it. I headed in and went to the family room in the basement. Vickie and Sam were still there, braless, talking animatedly with Tammy about something or other. Dad was down there as well, watching some kind of action movie. Knowing what I knew now, it wasn't hard for me to pick out how little he was focused on the tv and how much attention he was paying to Sam's wiggling tits. I flopped onto the sofa and Sam immediately moved to sit next to me, her hip and leg pressed against mine.
"You know, we ought to play something," Sam suggested to the room.
"Like what?" Tammy asked as mom walked into the room.
"Maybe that card game?"
"Sam! No!" Tammy shot back.
"Sure. I dare you!"
"Here?"
"Right here! There's four of us so it's even teams."
"In front of mom and dad?"
My ears perked up at that. What about a card game that she wouldn't want to play in front of mom and dad?
"You ought to get them to play too!"
"Ohh god Sam. You are soooo bad!" Vickie said.
"How about it mister C? You and Mrs C wanna play cards with us?" Sam asked as if Tammy hadn't batted an eye at the suggestion.
"We don't even know what you're playing," Dad answered her, having difficulty keeping his eyes up at her face. I doubted she missed where he was looking as they talked.
"It's kind of like rummy. We'll teach you!" Sam said with a huge grin, "Andy can be my partner and you and Mrs C can be partners."
I looked at Tammy's face, wondering why she had a horrified look while Vickie was grinning like the cat who ate the canary.
"I guess we could," my dad answered.
"Cool. Tammy, wanna get some cards?"
"This is a bad idea!" Tammy hissed at Vickie as she got up. Vickie and Sam move the coffee table to make a big, clear space on the floor. "Okay. So you want to sit with your partner across from you and we alternate," Sam said, sitting down on the carpet, "Andy you there. Mrs c next to him, mister c next to me and Tammy and Vickie between them." We all settled on the floor as Sam started shuffling the deck of cards Tammy got. "So the rules are simple. Everyone gets five cards. You have to draw one card and then discard one card every turn, unless you have less than five cards, then you don't need to discard. You can pick from the discard pile or the deck," Sam said as she started dealing the cards, "The goal is for you and your partner to collect sets of four cards to lay down. The game ends one of three ways. The first team to lay three sets of four ends the game, or if there are no more cards left to play the game ends, or if someone lays the four aces, the game ends, even if that's their only set. When the deck is used up we shuffle the discard stack and flip them over. There's some strategy though. You don't want to end up with aces or the royalty of hearts in your hand at the end. I'll explain why after the end of the first game. Ready?" Sam asked with a wicked little grin as she set the remaining deck in the middle of the circle and flipped the first card over.
We went around the circle drawing and laying cards in surprisingly quick succession, occasionally someone laying down a set of four of something. I'd managed to lay a set of sixes, with Sam dropping a set of threes. I kept seeing the hearts being discarded as well as aces. As the pile in the middle grew lower and lower, it became obvious that someone was going to have to start holding face cards and aces. I opted for the queens and was almost ready to drop a set of them when Tammy dropped the kings, ending the game.
"Okay, game over. So now we have to assess the penalties," Sam said trying to suppress a wide grin. "Lay your cards down so everyone can see. Mrs C, you have a black ace so you have to take off one piece of clothing below the waist. I got stuck with an ace of hearts so I have to lose something above the waist. You can take anything you want off, but whatever you take off stays off. For instance, I could take my bra off, but I'd have to do it without taking my shirt off or my shirt would have to stay off too." Sam quickly pulled her shirt up and off, exposing her bare tits. "Unfortunately, I don't have a bra on!" she said, looking at me with a grin, "Does anyone have the jack or queen of hearts?"
"I have the queen," I answered.
"Oh nice. So, the winner was Tammy because she laid the last set. If you had the jack you'd have to play with her boobs and pussy with your fingers for two minutes. If you had the king you'd have to stick your dick in her for two minutes, but since you have the queen, you have to lick her pussy for the two minutes."
"Whoah! Wait a second!" Dad said quickly, "Are you saying that if I'd have had the king of hearts I'd have had to..."
"Yep. Stick your dick in her any way she wants it," Sam answered with a grin, "Of course if you'd have won then it would be her stroking, sucking or fucking you!"
"I'm not sure we should be playing this!" my dad protested quickly, looking around the small group but quickly looking back at the bare boobs Sam was displaying.
"Come on, mister C. I saw you watching us from the window. You didn't have any trouble standing up there jacking off while you watched us, least you can do is give us a chance. Right Mrs C?"
"I...um...I suppose so," Mom replied hesitantly.
"But I wasn't..." Dad started to protest.
"Really Mister C? You really want to say you weren't standing up there jacking off watching us play?" Sam asked quickly with a frown. She looked back at me and the smile returned. "So Andy, queen of hearts. Tammy, you don't have to strip, but you have to give him enough access to do the job. Position is your choice as the winner."
"Wait. What happens if more than one hearts card is left in play?" Mom asked.
"Whoever wins that hand is lucky!"
"Wait a second. What if the winner is like a guy and I'm holding one of those cards?" Dad asked while Tammy was stepping over to me.
"That's why we have partners," Sam said with a grin, as if that explained it all.
"So, Andy wins and I have the king..."
"Andy gets to do the honors with your partner," Sam said as Tammy bent over in front of me, pushing her shorts and underwear down to her knees. She pushed her ass at me and I held her hips and licked up her slit like I had so many times before, teasing between her sexy lips, searching for her hard, little clit.
"So, that means he'd be sticking his dick in my wife?" Dad asked while I was licking Tammy.
"Sure. But there are lots of ways that could happen. She could be holding the king and he was winner, or he could be holding the king if she was the winner. Kinda fun isn't it? Never know who you'll be touching, licking or fucking!"
Two minutes ended much too quickly. I decided that holding the queen of hearts wasn't all that bad.
The next hand Sam won, I was holding the ace of spades and mom was holding the ace of clubs. We both stood up and took our pants off. Leaving me in a t-shirt and briefs and mom in just a sexy little pair of bikini panties below her t-shirt. Dad was holding the jack of hearts along with both black jacks.
"Okay. Stand up," Sam commanded him. Once he stood, she turned her back to him and stepped back, pulling his hands around her. She pressed one to her left breast and pushed his left hand down into her shorts. "Someone, time us," she whispered as she closed her eyes and let his hands tease her, his right hand playing with one nipple and then the other right out in the open. I could see his left hand moving in her shorts and could picture his fingers playing between her lips. He'd wanted to see or touch her tits, so this was probably far more than he expected and the look on his face showed just how much he was enjoying it. When the two minutes were up, she moved away revealing dad's bulging crotch that had been pressed to her shorts covered butt.
The next hand, Sam won again, laying the third of our three sets. This time I didn't have anything bad in my hand, though dad had a black ace and Tammy had a red ace. Dad took off his jeans and Tammy pulled off her shirt. Mom was holding the king of hearts, and I wondered from the smirk on her face just how long she'd been holding it, probably hopping either Sam or I would win.
She didn't have to work to get me hard, watching Sam's bare tits and being treated to Tammy losing her shirt had done the job. Mom stepped over to me and squatted down facing me. She pulled my briefs to my knees without me having to get up, with a little help from Sam sitting next to me. She stepped over me and squatted over my rock hard cock. She looked down between her legs as she pulled the crotch of her panties aside with one hand and rubbed my head around her wet lips with the other. She took her time spreading her juices around my head and then, shifting her gaze to my face, slowly lowered herself down, sinking me deep inside her very wet pussy.
"Time starts when he's all the way inside you," Sam said as mom looked lustfully at me. While the game was clearly not something most kids would play with their parents, it gave mom an opportunity to get me into her pussy right in front of dad. No hiding, no lying. She slid about half way down my shaft and then started sliding up and down, working me deeper and deeper into her until, fully lubricated, she was able to push down on me until her ass pressed to my thighs. This morning if this had happened I'd have been waiting for dad to go ballistic, but now it was pretty obvious to me that he was more turned on watching her than upset his wife was fucking her step son.
Two minutes went way too fast. We both wanted to keep going. "Sam? What happens if a guy...you know?" I asked a little breathlessly.
She giggled. "If a guy you know? Too bashful to say 'cum in my pussy'?"
"Okay. What happens if a guy can't keep from coming?" Dad asked.
"Penalty box," she said.
"Penalty box?"
"He has to lay completely naked and lick his cum from her pussy while all the other girls tease him until he's hard again!"
"Oh, I see," was all I could say, not sure how I felt about that. I'd have no problem licking any of their pussies, but licking my cum from them? I wasn't so sure I'd enjoy that.
The next few hands saw Tammy lose her pants and underwear, Sam lost her shorts and Vickie lost her shirt. Mom was naked except for her bra and dad was in just his briefs. I got to watch Vickie lick Sam's pussy, Tammy rub all over Vickie and on the last hand ride my cock just like mom had done.
This hand, I was stuck with the jack and dad was stuck with the king while Tammy won.
The two minutes feeling up Tammy went quickly, Tammy opting to lose the little lace bra she had on, just to make it easy. She sat on my lap with her back to my chest, letting me tease her tits with one hand, her legs spread wide while I fingered her pussy. I could see dad staring at her wet pussy as my fingers stroked between her lips. When they called time, Tammy reluctantly climbed from my lap and moved toward dad. The next two minutes were going to be more interesting. Dad looked up at Tammy as she stood in front of him. The look was a mixture of lust and nervousness. Tammy looked just as nervous as she stood there, her already teased pussy sopping wet and smelling excited. His face was only inches from her pussy as she stepped over his lap, and for a moment I thought he was going to pull her to his face and lick her. She squatted down and used one hand to guide his cock to her pussy. I watched his face as she sank down on him, his look one of pure ecstasy. She started to bounce up and down on him, his cock teasing her excitement even closer to climax. Her bare ass slapped rhythmically on his lap, only her moans of impending climax louder. Her tits flopped and bounced wildly in front of his face until he reached up between them and captured both big, soft orbs. He aimed one at his mouth and sucked the nipple in, making her loans grow even louder. She slammed herself down his dick hard with each stroke, gasping as his long tool hit the end of her vagina. Until that is....
"Oh god," Dad gasped, "Oh shit no!"
"Oh fuck!" Tammy cried as her orgasm hit its pinnacle and she started to climax around his cock while she continued to bounce on him. I knew from experience exactly what he had to be feeling. Her already tight pussy growing tighter as she spasmed around his shaft, her pussy slick with her copious cum. It'd frequently pushed me over the edge with her. I saw his body spasm and jerk as he came inside his stepdaughter, the look on his face one of surprise and horror.
"Oh my god. I'm sorry honey!" he panted as the two sat, climaxing together in front of everyone.
"Looks like penalty box for those two," Sam said, "One thing I failed to mention about that. The guys not in the penalty box have free access to any exposed pussy."
Mom looked at me and raised her eyebrows.
Dad suddenly rolled Tammy off his lap, letting go when she was lying on the floor on her back. He pulled his shrinking dick from her pussy and stood up, his cum leaking from her pussy and from his softening dick. He stood over her for a few moments, a long streamer of his cum leaking from his head and reaching toward the floor before he turned abruptly to leave the room.
"Tom?" Mom called, getting up to follow.
"This was wrong. We shouldn't have done this!" he growled angrily as he headed to the stairs. I couldn't hear what mom said, but his reply was plenty plain as he paused on the basement stairs. "No! I don't want to talk about it. There's nothing to talk about! I should have known better! You should have known better. Fucking our own kids for gods sake? What were we thinking?" And then I heard him head up the stairs and slam the door.
"What was that all about?" Sam asked, "I thought we were all having a good time?"
"We were. Maybe too good?" I answered, disappointed that this impromptu card game didn't solve my problem. I mean, I couldn't have planned it better. Dad getting to watch girls undress and then having sex with them? It was perfect for what he liked. Mom got to undress in front of me, out in the open and then sit on my dick, that played right into what she liked. Not as much as dad, but the whole thing certainly opened up the opportunity for the two of them to talk it out, but that didn't sound like it was going to happen. I was going to have to find a different way to get it out in the open. I just didn't know what.
"What's that mean? Too good of a time?" Tammy asked.
"Nothing." I said as I got up from the floor. I picked up my clothes and then looked at Sam and Vickie. "Thanks, for outside and for the card game. Both were fun. Maybe we can play again."
"You don't want to stay and keep playing?" Vickie asked, "I haven't had a chance to rid that sexy cock yet!"
"Another time. I just can't right now. Kind of lost the mood," I said as I started for the stairs.
"What got into him?" I heard Vickie ask, "Never known him to turn down sex."
"Dunno. Something's bothering him. I can tell. I'll talk to him later," Tammy answered before I got far enough away to not hear any more.
I felt her slip into bed with me, the soft warmth of her breasts and the hardness of her nipples against my back letting me know she was naked. Not unexpected, she usually was when she joined me. She spooned against me and wrapped an arm around me, hugging it to my chest. "You okay?" she whispered in the dark, her lips inches from my ear. She pressed her cheek to my head and gently, caringly kissed my earlobe.
"I think so."
"What happened? Was it mom and dad? Are you...are we in trouble?"
"No we aren't, but I'm not so sure about mom and dad."
"What do you mean?"
"You know mom knows we're screwing. But she's afraid what'd happen if dad found out. Turns out dad knows, has for a while, but he's afraid of what'd happen if mom found out."
"Hell, that's easy to fix. We tell them."
"We can't. It'd open a huge can of worms I don't know if they can deal with. It could break them up."
"What do you mean? Break them up how?"
"I can't tell you."
"You can't tell me what you mean?"
"Not without breaking a promise to both of them and dumping that can of worms out on the floor."
"You and worms. Can't you just tell me what It is?"
"Would you ever tell someone a secret your friend entrusted you with?"
"Of course not! But what does that have to do with this?"
I rolled over in her arms to face her.
"Let's say a new girl moved in next door and you became friends. After a while you heard a story about her. Where she lived before, the mean girls in the school stripped her and tied her to a pipe in the boy's locker room showers so when the football team came in from practice they found her, naked, tied up and unable to defend herself. What if several of the players fondled and even fucked her before the coach found out and put an end to it.
Pretty soon the whole school would know what happened and the mean girls would try to throw the blame on her, saying she didn't struggle because she asked them to because she liked being fucked by multiple guys while tied up.
So you ask her about it. Did it really happen? She swears you to secrecy and then admits it did happen, and while she did try and fight them off at first, with her hands tied to the spigot over her head, and being gagged, there wasn't much she could do. But she admitted that the more it went on, the more she realized she DID like it. But there was no way she could ever say that because then everyone would blame her for what happened instead of the mean girls.



So she'd have to pretend that she hated it and avoided anything, any situation that might result in having sex with multiple guys, even though deep down she really wanted to do it again. What would you tell your other friends if they asked about it?"
"Of course I'd say it was a vicious rumor started by the mean girls because they were jealous of all the attention she got from THEIR boyfriends."
"See my problem? I know something about mom, something she doesn't want anyone to know about, something she's hiding from everyone, including herself. But she told me because it explained things that happened between her and me. I know something about dad that no one else knows, and he's kind of ashamed of it. He's hiding it from everyone because he thinks people would think less of him if they knew. He told me so I wouldn't make what he sees as his mistakes. Mom needs to know dad's story and dad needs to know mom's story. They need to be able to be honest with each other, but they're both hiding it from each other. If it ever came out in a bad way, it'd ruin their relationship. But I can't tell anyone, even them. Especially them. They have to learn it from each other by accident."
She leaned her face toward me and kissed me softly on the lips. "I wish every guy was like you," she whispered.
"Cuz I'm stupid?"
"Because you're honest and caring. I can't think of any guy I'd ever trust to share a secret with, besides you. You'll find a way. Now go to sleep and tomorrow it'll look better," she whispered, stroking her fingers on my face.
Sunday morning I woke with Tammy still in my bed. She'd usually have gotten up and gone to her own room by then. But this morning she was still in my bed, naked, awake, looking at me thoughtfully, her fingers gently playing with my dick through my sleep shorts. "Morning," she whispered.
"Shouldn't you be in your room?"
"The way I see it, after last night you and I can pretty much do what we want around the house. Not much they can say after both mom and me ended up sitting on your dick and dad fucking coming inside me. I mean, what are they going to say?"
"They might know but still get upset."
"I don't think they will," she answered quietly with a smile, "Now that I've had both of you, can I tell you a secret?"
"Like I need more secrets to keep."
"Okay. This one you can tell anyone you want. I think I like your cock better than any I've had so far. Just sayin'."
"Thanks I guess."
"Wanna know something else?"
"Sure."
"I took a shower last night before I came to bed so that if you wanted to we could have sex without having dad on me or in me."
"You did?"
"Uh huh. I don't mind if your dick has pussy juice on it. I mean, I lick girls just to taste their cum, but I know guys are a bit more hesitant about that kind of thing and I didn't want you to be uncomfortable."
"That was nice," I whispered as she slipped her hand into my sleep shorts and wrapped her hand around my shaft. She stroked me slowly until I lifted my butt and pushed my pajama shorts down. She let go of my dick and rolled herself over on top of me, her soft tits hanging down and her face inches from mine. I felt her lift herself on her knees and then felt her grasp my cock in her fingers again. She smiled as she rubbed my mushroom-shaped head along her pussy lips, gently wetting it until it was slick with her juices. I felt her nestle it into the opening to her vagina and then slowly push back, forcing me into her.
I reached up for her breasts and cupped each of them. One hand at a time,, she captured my hands in hers and pulled them from her body, pushing them to the bed near my head. She interlaced her fingers with mine and then held them on the bed near my shoulders, letting her hold herself up off of me just far enough to let just her nipples brush my chest.
"Nope. Just let me do all the work this time," she whispered.
She began to lift and lower her butt, sliding herself on and off my fat shaft. Each stroke slid her nipples back and forth a couple inches on my chest, clearly trying to make them tease over and around mine. Up and down she moved, just fast enough to push my orgasm along, but not so fast as to rush it. She watched my face, my eyes, watching my excitement slowly grow. I lost track of time as she worked up and down on me. The blanket had long slipped off of us, leaving us both exposed to whoever might walk in the still open door. I almost didn't see the movement as mom stepped silently into the room. She moved from the doorway around behind Tammy. Up and down Tammy continued to move, sliding me in and out of her soft, wet depths. I saw mom slip her nightgown all the way off, leaving her naked, watching us. One hand moved to her breast and the other between her legs, her fingers teasing both while she watched, while she watched me watch her. She let our eyes lock multiple times, each time seeming to make her more excited. I stared at her teasing her nipples with one hand while her other slipped between her lips, her feet spread apart enough so I could easily see what she was doing.
Up and down Tammy moved, my cock swelling inside her as I watched mom stroking herself. I could also feel Tammy getting closer to climax. We'd done it enough that I could feel it inside her, her vagina starting to quiver and squeeze tighter. I knew we were both moments away when I saw mom close her eyes and stand statue still. Well, almost. I could see her legs tremble as one finger continued to stroke her clit.
"Uhhhhh!" I grunted as my body spasmed and jammed my cock into Tammy. Tammy in turn gasped and started to shudder and tremble, her pussy squeezing and spasming with my spurting dick inside her. We lay on my bed, slowly allowing our combined climax to fade away. Mom slipped back out of my room silently, blowing me a kiss before closing the door behind her.
"Did you like that?"
"I did. It felt great."
"Did you like watching mom too?"
"How did you know she was?"
"I wasn't sure until now. But I thought she'd come in and was playing with herself."
"How'd you know?"
"I smelled her perfume," she whispered, "Only one reason to wear perfume in your pajamas, if you're intent on seducing someone."
"You think she was here to have sex with me?"
"Probably," she whispered, "Glad I was here first. I love how you feel in the morning. You're so big and hard, but at the same time it takes you longer to come, which is good because it means you give me a bigger load."
"You like that? Feeling me coming inside you? You can really feel it?"
"Every squirt," she whispered, "Now let's go share a shower. I'm sure by the time we're done and dressed for church mom will have breakfast ready.
Going to church was a mixed bag. It made me feel guilty about what I was doing with Tammy and mom, but not enough to make me stop, which also made me feel ashamed of myself. But then I guess that's what's supposed to happen. On the positive side I got to see both mom and Tammy in very nice dresses, which got me turned on and made me feel even more guilty for getting turned on in church. Sitting in the pew with their skirts pulling up high on their thighs, all that sexy leg showing, yeah, I loved it. I just didn't love the guilty feeling, but then I suppose that's kind of the point, right? This week I was more than willing to put up with feeling guilty. I needed help and only the man upstairs could do it. Assuming of course that he wasn't mad at me for the other things I was doing wrong. I'd never quite felt like I could tell if God was answering a prayer or not, but sometimes it felt like a situation unfolded in just the right way to help me when I needed it. Call it fate, coincidence, God, doesn't matter. To me it was his handiwork, and today I had a lot of help that I needed to solve this problem.
I was reasonably sure, not one hundred percent, but maybe ninety percent sure, that if I could get mom and dad to both learn about each other's sexual pasts, that they'd have a much better relationship. The trick was how to make it happen in circumstances that would help rather than ruin their relationship. I actually cared for mom, no that's not fair. Step mom or real mom, it didn't matter. I'd come to love her as much as any son could. I wanted them to be happy together and for me, that meant that they should be able to embrace who they were sexually, and not be ashamed of it. I mean, my dad did with my real mom, why not with my step mom? And my step mom's husband was a dick, leaving her and Tammy like that. She deserved to have a man that would allow her, or better yet, support what made her feel good. Maybe I'm naive, but if they love each other they shouldn't be hiding who they really are from each other. Anyway, that's pretty much what I told God. Now it was in his hands to figure out what was right and how to make it happen.
Did I mention that Jenny Tungstal was home from school, sitting in the pew right across the aisle from me? She looked smoking hot in that little pokadot dress, showing a lot more leg than even Tammy was, which was saying something. She still gave me that little feeling in the pit of my stomach seeing her again. Yeah it made me feel a little guilty, thinking the things I was in church, but the little smile she gave me right after she looked at the bulge in my slacks made me think she was feeling a little guilty too, but not so much as to not look. It'd been a long time since I'd seen her. Well, since august. It wasn't exactly the best goodbye. No, that's not right. She was downright hurtful. I'd thought we had a future, she thought otherwise and let me know that she'd just been stringing me along, though she never told me WHY she was stringing me along. It didn't really matter, she was going off to college half way across the country with no plans on coming back.
After service was over I took the time to go see her, telling her how nice she looked and inviting her over to hang out for a while before she had to head back. After I made the invitation, I chastised myself. She probably wasn't at all interested in renewing our connection, let alone any of the physical stuff that was swirling through my head. I'd become much more sexually active since she left and I doubted she had. I blushed a little when she caught me looking at her chest and the two prominent bumps that were suddenly protruding from the front of that sexy, little dress. I didn't bother to stop and think about WHY her nipples were so hard, probably because I was dealing with my surprise that she agreed to come over after lunch for a while.
Jenny and I had been pretty serious during high school, never quite reaching the point of out and out sex because she was saving that for the "right guy", but we did enough to know what each other's important parts looked like. She'd never let me get her completely naked, as if that would somehow keep us from going too far, but then maybe it did. Unfortunately, college plans were going to keep us apart and neither of us were too keen on a long distance relationship. Unfortunately, the way she put it, when she was ready to have sex, she wanted it to be in person, not across the internet. That didn't mean I didn't still have feelings for her, but I wasn't exactly sure what they even were at that moment. I hadn't expected to see her and dredge up all that crap, especially not with my head lost in the problems I already had. Before we headed home, I couldn't help but notice that Tammy and Jenny were clustered with quite a number of other girls their age, apparently catching up the latest gossip.
I was in my room trying to do physics homework when Tammy walked in. "You have company!"
"Oh?" I asked, looking up to see Jenny step into my room, still wearing that blue and white polkadot dress. The hem barely came half way down her thighs, probably not even that far, and I suspected that if she did a quick twirl the pleated hem would spin out and show off whatever panties she had on. Her breasts poked the top out sexily and I could see her nipples harden even as I sat looking at her.
"I'll just close this," Tammy said as she pulled the door closed, leaving Jenny standing with her hands clasped behind her butt.
"I don't have another chair, but the bed is available," I said, motioning to the bed for her to sit.
"Get right to the point, don't you?" she asked with an impish grin.
"What? Huh? I didn't mean, Um, I mean I didn't intend."
"It's okay. I was just teasing. Wanted to see if college had worn off any of that bashfulness. I'm glad it didn't. It was always one of your cuter traits."
I blushed at the thought of how she always said little things that embarrassed me, but only when we were alone. I never quite understood it, but she seemed to enjoy it. Intentionally taking things out of context as if I were suggesting something more sexual than I was trying to say.
"So, I hear you don't have a steady girlfriend."
"Nope. You?"
"Oh. No. No girlfriends," she said, grinning at me and making me blush again.
"I didn't mean that you had, were um, seeing other girls," I stammered out.
"Oh. Okay. No boyfriends either. But I hear you've been seeing a few, girls that is, not boys."
"Oh. Um. Not really."
"No? From what I hear Tammy's friend Vickie would be disappointed to hear that."
"Vickie? Um, she's kinda into other things."
"Oh? What kind of things? I didn't think you went in for the kinky stuff."
"Oh not that kind of thing. More like other kinds of people."
"You mean girls? Can't a girl be into both? You used to say you'd never understand how someone could swing both ways, has that changed?"
"Um, I don't, I wasn't..."
"From what Tammy said you're still a straight shooter, and you don't mind treating a girl to a fabulous ride, even more than one at a time. That sounds suspiciously like starting to get out of the one girl one guy thing."
"Um, well." I mumbled as I started to protest but couldn't find the words.
"You're still cute when you blush," she said as she still stood only a couple feet from me. "You certainly keep your bedroom hot. I'm roasting! Do you mind if I take my dress off?" she asked, not waiting for an answer before she was pulling the dress top down and the short sleeves down her arms. She let the dress slide down her body and pool around her feet, leaving her in tiny, blue, bikini panties and a lacy bra that made her c-cup tits look even more spectacular. "Seems to me you never minded seeing my boobs when we were dating."
"Um. No. I didn't," I agreed as she reached behind her back and unclipped the bra strap. She shrugged it off and let it flutter to the ground. "Still don't," I mumbled as she stood almost naked in front of me at least as naked as I'd ever seen her.
She stepped to me and reached for my hands. She pulled me out of the chair until I was standing in front of her. "Kneel down," she whispered. I knelt down in front of her and she pulled my hands to her hips. "When we were going together I let you see and touch my pussy a few times, but I had this silly rule that said you could only see either my boobs or pussy, but not at the same time. I thought that would be a good way from letting things go too far. Since I went to school I got an education, about boys. I kind of didn't realize how special you were. Turns out not all boys will respect a girl's wishes. I've just about lost my virginity unwillingly a couple times now. I think I'm willing to lose it now, to you, if you're interested."
"I thought you were saving this for that special guy?"
"Andy, there are times to ask questions and times not to ask questions. I am saving it for that special guy, and I just offered it to you. That should tell you something."
"Long distance relationships can be hard."
"Yeah," was all she answered. I slid my hands to her hips and started to pull her underwear down. "Just be as gentle with this as you always were with everything else," she whispered.
I nodded as I pulled her panties down. She stepped out of them, leaving her naked. When we were younger, we were each other's first kiss, first grope, first touch and first real love. Or at least for me they were. We shared oral sex with each other and we taught each other how and where we liked to be touched and kissed. We even experimented with her mom's vibrator a couple times. But I'd never seen her completely naked or put any of my dick into her. Today that was changing.
I gently pushed her back to the bed, and helped her scoot back on it until she could lay down. I stood by the bed and undressed, taking my time, seeing no need to hurry. Had this been six months ago, it would have been different. She watched, anticipating seeing my dick more with each thing I removed, leaving just my briefs and the bulge. "You're sure?"
She whispered, "I don't want you to think that just because we start having sex that you have to cut off all your other girls," she said nervously, "I'm a long way away and I kind of left you high and dry when I left. It had to hurt, seeing me leave like that. I'm sure it'll take some time for us to get close again. But this is my offering, my way of saying that I think you're that special guy and I want to open the door I closed when I left."
She did hurt me when she left, mostly because of the things she said. I thought we had a real chance. She thought she'd go to that big college and get her eyes opened. I guess she did in a way. I pushed my briefs down and stepped out of them, my hardon jutting out at her.
She gasped a little. "It looks bigger than I remembered."
I crawled onto the bed and pushed her knees apart. I started on her left ankle, and began slowly kissing up her leg using a little kiss followed by a wet stroke of the tip of my tongue that Vickie loved so much. It was pretty obvious that Jenny liked it just as much. I worked all the way to her knee and then slowly up her thigh. I could sense and smell her excitement as my lips worked closer and closer to her pussy. Just before I reached it, I moved away again, moving to her other knee, starting the tease all over again. I'd learned from Tammy just how powerful turning that momentary frustration into anticipation again was. I kissed up her right thigh, kiss lick, kiss lick, until I was again nearly to her pussy. Tammy also taught me that too much of something wasn't always good, and when it came to sex, frustration and anticipation were awfully close to each other and easy to overdo. Her pussy had full, round outer lips framed by tiny blond curls around a significant amount of protruding inner labia. Tammy had taught me just how sensitive that dark, ruffled skin could be. I reached out with my tongue and stroked the tip of it up along the very tips of her lips. She moaned softly as I started another lick, this time between those same flowery lips, tasting her excitement and anticipation. The third lick was deeper, more like what I'd done to her that first time I'd licked her, but much slower and more teasing. This wasn't about making her climax, not yet, this was about exciting her for what was to come.
I licked faster, moving my tongue up and down her slit while I shifted my arms, wrapping them around her thighs so I could use my fingers to spread her wide apart, another trick Tammy and I discovered together. With her spread wide I had easy access to her clit which was now sticking out from between her lips. I stopped licking, intentionally making the sensations stop abruptly. She moaned in frustration just like Vickie did when I did that to her. But I wasn't worried. I knew what was coming next, and neither of us were disappointed. I used just the tip of my tongue and flicked it quickly across her clit. She gasped and involuntary arched her back to push her pussy toward my face. It was a natural response to the sensation that told her body a dick was coming. One was, but not yet. I stroked over and around her hard clit with my tongue, teasing it and pushing her up the slope toward climax. I watched and felt her body, tasting her juices as they changed from tangy to sweet. I knew from Tammy and Vickie that I was getting her close. Her hips rocked and she moaned loudly. When her hands found my head and tried to push my face harder to her pussy, I knew it was time.



"Nooooooo!" she moaned loudly as I pulled my face from between her legs. I started kissing up her curl covered mound as I unwrapped my arms from around her.
I kissed slowly up her body, finding her soft breasts and rock hard nipples. I paused to lick and kiss and suck each one. I knew how excited we both were, how ready I'd gotten her. Neither of us wanted to be denied what we knew was coming next, though I doubted she knew how different the sensations of having a real dick inside would feel. I kissed up her chest to her neck as I brought my hardon up to touch her lips. I shifted my weight so I could reach between us. I found my hardon and moved it up and down, sliding my head between her inner lips, collecting her slick juices on my head. I felt for that perfect spot, her hips rolling and trying to push toward me involuntary when my head nestled into her vaginal opening.
"Oh my god," she moaned softly as I pushed a couple inches into her. I shifted weight again, holding myself up over her as I started to move in little, short strokes, pulling out enough to draw more of her slick juices to her lips and then back in again to use them to lubricate my shaft. It took nearly a dozen such strokes before I felt the smoothness of my stroke being fully lubricated. In and out I started to stroke, pushing in until my head banged gently against her cervix and the end of her vagina, and the crook at the base of my cock smashed into her clit. In and out I stoked, Jenny lifting and rocking her hips in time with my stokes. Her moans grew louder with each passing minute and her body started to tremble. I knew she was almost there, as was I.
"Oh Andy! Wait," she gasped moments before her pussy clenched around me. The change in tightness was enough and only a few strokes later my body spasmed as well, jamming me hard into her. I felt a gush of cum lance into her depths. "Ohhh god," she gasped as she felt it too. Half a dozen times I felt my cum surge into her. She shifted her feet and wrapped her legs around mine to keep me from pulling my still twitching dick from deep in her pussy, holding us tightly together while the last of my cum drained into her hot, wet pussy.
"You okay?" I whispered, lowering myself to my elbows so our chests brushed each other as I panted for breath, my face hovering inches above hers. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled our faces together. We shared a long, wet kiss that left me even more breathless.
"I'm so okay." She smiled at me. "That was so perfect."
"I felt like right before we came you were trying to get me to stop?"
"I was, but i changed my mind."
"About what?"
"About letting you come inside me." I looked at her curiously. "Please don't be upset with me. I didn't plan this. I didn't even think about it until I was looking at you in church. I was praying for some direction in my life. Since I left I haven't felt connected. I've kind of been floating along, waiting for life to show me the path it has for me, but never quite finding anything that felt right. That's why I'm home. I wanted to talk to mom, in person kind of talk."
"Okay," I said, not sure what to say.
"Then I saw you this morning. I saw you looking at me. All those things I felt for you when we were dating all came bubbling up inside. I suddenly realized that the direction I'd been looking for was right here the whole time."
"I still don't understand."
"Andy. I wasn't planning this. This was spur of the moment."
"So?"
"Andy. I'm a virgin, well, I was. I haven't been taking anything because I haven't been having sex."
I suddenly understood. "And you wanted to stop me from coming inside you because."
She nodded. "But I changed my mind. Suddenly it felt right. What I was looking for, that path that never seemed to show itself, in those few seconds I knew that I was on it all the time. It was going east that was off the path. All of a sudden, I wanted to feel us climax as one, sharing the one thing we never did when we were dating. I wanted to feel us together that way, the one way no guy had ever been with me. Not only with you in me like you were, but with you sharing part of yourself that I'd carry inside me."
"But getting you pregnant
"I don't think it'll happen. I just finished my period a few days ago, so it's probably fine. I'll get started on something. Mom and I talked about an IUD yesterday. Not sure why, but she felt it was time for me to do something. I guess she knew me better than I knew myself."
"This is all kind of sudden for me."
"For me too. I don't want you to think I'm trying to force you or trap you into something you don't want. I don't want you to have to change your life. Mom saw me looking at you in church. On the way home she told me that I gave up any right to expect anything when I broke up with you to go find the world. If I wanted you back I was going to have to earn you back, and that included accepting that your life is different now than when I left and different than if I hadn't left. I'm not part of that life any longer and if I want you, I'd have to find a way to be part of the life you have now, not the one I imagine it would be if I hadn't left. I know you're having sex with more than one girl. Sometimes more than one at a time. I'm good with that. I don't want you to change that because I want back in. All I ask is that you include me and give me a chance to be part of your life again. We'll just have to see what happens after that."
"Massachusetts is a long way away."
"I was already thinking about changing schools and coming home. Now I have a better reason to."
"You're really sure that's what you want? I mean, my life isn't exactly figured out."
She chuckled and tried to roll us over. We got half way and both of us started laughing at the failed attempt. I finished rolling us so she was lying on top of me, her soft tits pressed to my chest. She stopped laughing and looked at me seriously. "It's okay. I already figured it out. It won't last forever."
"Figured what out?"
"That you and Tammy are lovers."
I looked at her in shock. "She told you?"
"She didn't have to. I could see how every time your name was mentioned she'd glance over at you with that look. How long have you two been sleeping together?"
"Since she played a prank on me on Valentine's Day. She and her friend dumped pink powder and paper hearts on me in the shower. Later on, I found her blindfolded and tied to her bed naked. So I was teasing her with the toys they had out when her friend."
"Vickie?"
"Yeah. When Vickie came back, she had me put my dick into Tammy, letting her think it was Vickie with a strap-on."
"Did Vickie fuck you too?"
"Yeah."
She grinned. "Did I ever tell you you're gullible?"
"What'd you mean?"
"It was a setup. Vickie set you up sweetie. Set you up so they'd both get your cock!"
"She's never admitted it, but I suspected it. The whole thing was Vickie's idea, right down to catching me in the shower."
"And the three of you have been having sex ever since?"
"Yeah."
"Do your parents know?"
"We'll. Sort of. It's complicated. Both of them know, but neither knows the other knows and thinks if they did that they'd be upset."
"You're right. It is complicated. Why not just tell them both?"
"Hence my prayers this morning. You see, they've both confided in me with something from their past because Tammy and I are sleeping together. But neither one knows this thing about the other and both made me promise not to tell anyone."
"And this thing? It's about sex, isn't it?"
"Yeah."
"And thinking about it turns you on?"
"Why do you say that?"
"Cuz your dick is hard again and poking me between the legs."
"Sorry," I whispered.
"Don't be. I don't mind, if you don't mind letting me feel you in me again."
"No, i don't mind."
She moved up my chest a little and then slid back. I felt my mushroom head press between her lips and then sink slowly into her depths. "That was nice. No hands. I thought that would be harder to do than that."
"It usually is."
"So without telling me everything, can you tell me what part makes you excited?"
"No. But I can tell you about a game we played yesterday. But you have to promise not to tell anyone either."
"Cross my heart."
I explained to her about the episode by the pool, and mom and dad both seeing us doing it out there. After I told her about the girls tricking my parents into playing the sex car game, I explained about Dad ending up coming inside my sister.
"He really came Inside Tammy?" She asked quietly.
"Uh huh."
"But you didn't come inside your stepmom?"
"Um, no."
"Because....?"
"I should have?"
"I'd have thought it'd have been hard not too. Young guy getting into a pussy that's both new and forbidden, Unless."
"She's snuck into my room at night a couple times. And I've caught her using sex toys a few times."
"How many times?"
"Which?"
"Both."
"In my room three times. The sex toy: three or four since valentines."
"Andy. Once is an accident, three or four is on purpose. Sounds like her secret is that she likes to show off. She likes to be looked at and it turns her on. Probably likes sex with whoever, men or women, that she's showing off to. She can't show off for anyone outside the home, or her secret would be out and her reputation would suffer, so she has you. She shows off for you and then wants to have sex with you because you were the one she showed off for. Am I right? Is that her secret? She was a dancer?"
"I can't tell you that."
"That's as good as admitting it. The fact that your dad was overly excited watching the girls getting undressed, to the point of not being able to hold back, even with his own step daughter, tells me he likes to watch and touch multiple women getting undressed. They should be a great fit."
"If they knew about each other maybe, but they don't. Okay. I shouldn't have said that. You're a good guesser, but you can't say anything to anyone! I promised them both I'd never tell."
"No, I'm not a good guesser. I'm a psychology major and for some reason I've been doing a lot of reading about sex and sexual behaviors. I was thinking about going into sex therapy. So many things have been normalized that used to be considered perversions. Don't worry. I'd never tell if it involves you. It'll be our secret."
"So what's my sexual perversion?"
"Well you like fucking your mom, because you haven't stopped her. And you like fucking your sister, and of course her friends. I think you're closer to your dad than you'd like to admit. How many girls? In like the last month?"
"I don't keep track."
"Only prostitutes don't keep track and you're not doing this for money. How many?"
"Six. Seven counting you."
"That's not a bad number. How many at once?"
"Never more than three. Except for the game."
"Yeah. The game. How did that turn out?"
"Not good. After dad came in Tammy, he got angry and left. I didn't get the idea he was angry with us, but more at himself. He said he shouldn't have let any of it happen. I thought he meant the game, but I'm not so sure anymore."
"It was probably more than the game. Probably thinks that his desires are damning and feels like he shouldn't have ever let them be part of his life. So tell me about your mom and sex toys," she asked, moving her knees under her, straddling me. "I wanna hear what turns you on while I'm trying to make you come."
"She's got this thing she sits on. The first time I saw her use it I watched through the door. I didn't go in, but I jacked off. She looked so hot sitting there rocking on it. Later she came to my room to tell me she knew I was watching. She got undressed and showed me what she looked like naked and let me touch her while she played with my dick until I came. Another time I caught her using it and I walked in. We ended up having sex right there on her bed. Another time I did the same thing, walked in on her and we were having sex when the neighbor lady walked in on us just as we were finishing."
"And the last time? The one you weren't going to tell me about?"
"I walked in thinking it was mom, but it wasn't. Well, not exactly. She was there, naked, but the neighbor was sitting on the toy and mom was in front of her, sucking her nipples."
"And you had sex with them?"
"Yeah."
"Well, I can see I have my work cut out for me."
"Your work cut out for you?"
She stopped her slow strokes up and down my shaft and looked down at me. "I told you I wasn't making you change anything in your life. If I want to be part of your life, I'm going to have to get comfortable IN your life. So I better be prepared to be seen naked and having sex with you, because your fetish, so to speak, is risky sex. Doing it with people or in places that you shouldn't, watching women getting naked or being naked and then having sex with them. As fetishes go, it's not a horrible one."
"Like having sex with my sister with the door open?"
"Exactly like that," she said as she started to move on me again. "I can't tell you how big you feel right now. It's pretty clear you've enjoyed all those risky encounters. It's got you super turned on just thinking about them."
"I guess I have," I groaned as she started to stroke faster, her bare ass slapping me loudly.
"Should I go open the door?" she whispered as she stroked herself up and down on me, "Would you like your mom to find us and undress for you? Ohhhh. This feels so good. I'm glad I waited for it to be you!"
"You are?"
"It's going to be challenging, but I think I can do it. I just have to be sure to wear things you can get into easily. Dresses with no panties, front closures on my dresses and bras. I'm going to have to learn to take those risks with you."
"Yeah? Is that a problem?" I groaned as she pushed me closer to climax.
"As turned on as I am thinking about it? I don't think so!" she moaned as she bounced harder, "I'm kind of surprised how tingly my pussy is from talking about it. I'm going to come on you so hard! Come with me. Let me feel your cum pumping in me again!" Up and down she bounced her ass, her butt slapping against my thighs as she pushed us both closer to climax. "Gonna come," she panted, "Tell me you're close. I can't hold it off much longer!"
"Don't," I grunted as my own orgasm started to flow over me. I felt her pussy contact around me, the next few strokes pushing me over the edge. My body spasmed and I felt a gush of cum pump up into her. She felt it as well and slammed herself down on me. By the second shot she was lying on me, her tits squeezed between us, panting.
"That's it lover. Fill me up. I don't know that I'll ever stop wanting to feel you do this!"
"Any guy can do this."
"No. It wouldn't be the same. The only one I want doing this is you."
"Massachusetts is a long way away."
"But there's only two months in the semester left. Then I'll be home and we can do this as much as you want, wherever you want. I have a few friends I might even be able to talk into stripping for us. As long as you promised to save all your cum for me that is."
"When do you go back?"
She looked at her watch and scowled. "My ride is picking me up in fifteen minutes."
"Oh," I said, trying not to be disappointed.
She held my face in her hands. "Hey! It's alright. We'll have plenty of time once I'm home, and if somewhere along the way you want me to leave, you say so. If you want to make us more permanent, all you have to do is say so. Either way I'll do what you ask, but I'm hoping for the second.... No, not a word. I don't want you to say anything you'll regret. I don't want to hear promises that you can't keep. I didn't expect today to be, well, today. I went to church wishing to find direction in my life. I never expected it to be you or this. I can't expect you to get over the hurt I caused just like that. It'll take a while, but I'm willing to be your friend, with benefits, as much as you want, until we know if you can get over the hurt. Guys don't have a lock on doing stupid shit. Me leaving like I did, it was stupid. I didn't realize, even until today, just what I was throwing away. Not all girls get a second chance. I'm hopeful that this is the start of that second chance." She leaned down and kissed me for long seconds before pulling her face away. "Now. Don't say anything. Just lie there while I get dressed. I want to remember you just like this until I get home again."
She pushed up off of me and I watched her pull her dress on, leaving her underwear and bra on the floor. She picked up both and tossed the panties on my now shriveled dick. "You hang on to these. I'm gonna be leaking your cum half way to Pennsylvania. Karen, my ride, she'll notice for sure. She also knows I'm not on anything, so we'll have a lot to talk about on the way back. She stepped to me and kissed me. "See you soon!" And then turned and walked out, leaving the door wide open.
"So, what's new?" my sister asked as she walked in unannounced a while later. She sat on the edge of the bed and picked up the panties from where I'd dropped them next to my pillow when I got dressed again. She sniffed them. "Yep she was horny alright. How many times?"
"Twice."
"So I have competition?"
"She wants a second chance."
"And after the things she said in august, you're going to let her?"
"I'm thinking about it."
"How do you know she's serious?"
"She gave me her cherry."
"I guess she is serious. I suppose that means we have to stop sleeping together."
"Nope."
"No?"
"She says she knows she hurt me and that I have a life that's different that if she'd have stayed. She doesn't want me to change it for her, she's making it her task to find a way to fit into my life. Not take it over."
"Well damn! What If she finds out you're screwing my mom?"
"She knows."
"And it doesn't bother her?"
"She figures it's temporary."
"And me?"
"Same. She doesn't want me to change anything to suit her. She said we'll find a way to work out with my life the way it is, or we won't. But if not, it'll be her fault, not mine."
"Wow. Going to school out East really opened her mind up."
"Seems that way."
"Figured out what to do about mom and dad?"
"No. But I think Jenny is my sign that God has an answer. I just need to be ready when I see it."
Tuesday was my short day. When I got home I heard that familiar humming sound, along with soft moans. I grinned to myself and undressed as I walked to mom's room. My dick was already hard when I opened the door and stepped in. I froze in place, staring at the naked woman riding her sex toy, the not mom naked woman. "Shit! Marlene! I'm sorry! I thought you were mom," I said, suddenly blushing as I backed out of the room.
"Andy! Wait!" I heard her say as I walked away quickly. I went back through the house picking up my clothes and then bounded up the stairs toward my room.
"Jesus that's embarrassing," I said as I tossed my clothes onto the bed and then flopped down face down.
"Andy?" I heard her whisper as she touched my leg, "Andy. Look at me please?"
I rolled half way over. "It wasn't your fault. I've been sitting on that thing for over an hour, waiting for you to come home. Your mom told me what time you usually came home. I figured you'd think it was you mom and come in like you did last time," she said, crawling part way onto that bed. She reached out and pushed my hip, rolling me over. "That's what I wanted. I wanted you to find me. I wanted you to walk in and see me naked, having an orgasm. I wanted you to stand in front of me and play with yourself until you couldn't wait and then you'd pull me to your mom's bed and fuck me the way you did that day to her, standing between my legs, pushing that dick into me instead of her.



I'm sorry if an old woman's fantasy embarrassed you. You see. It's been a long time since anyone looked at me the way you did last time. Looked at me with lust. Looked at me like I was sexually desirable. I wanted to see that in your eyes and feel it inside me again. I know. It was a silly idea. A silly old woman fantasy. I'll go now. I just wanted you to know it wasn't your fault." She moved off the bed and started to walk away.
"Marlene." She stopped at the door and looked back. "You're not going to go without making me come, are you? After getting me all turned on?"
She smiled and stepped back toward me. "You know what I want, don't you?"
"Yeah. You want to feel me fucking you. The only question is how do you want me to do it?"
She crawled onto the bed. "I'd kind of like to see your face when you come in me," she whispered.
I pushed her onto her back and rolled onto her, lying between her legs. I moved up until I could slide into her sopping wet pussy. As I pushed in and out slowly, I had the germ of an idea. "What is it you like about having sex with me?" I asked as I stroked in and out slowly, teasing both of us.
"I like the way you look at me. The way you want me and then take me. I like feeling you come inside me while I'm coming. The way you wait to make sure you and, well, whoever you're fucking, climax together."
"Does it excite you to think of turning me on with your body?"
"Oh yes. More than it should."
"If I asked you to come over, dressed in something sexy and undress for me, would you?"
"Oh yes," she breathed, clearly excited about the prospect.
"What if I made you wait to have my dick until you rubbed your tits and pussy all over it while you danced for me? Danced sexily as you took your clothes off, teasing me, showing me your breasts and then your pussy. Rubbing both on me, making me taste your nipples and pussy before sliding down and sitting on my dick. What if I made you ride up and down on me until we both came, pretending we were at a strip club and you were the stripper. Would that turn you on?"
"I don't know how to, but I'd love to learn if you'd like to see me do it."
"I would. I'd love to see you sexily strip for me and get me all turned on dancing for me, rubbing your tits on my hard dick and then sit on my lap and feed me your nipples while you sit on my dick, sliding it deep inside you. Would you like to do that?"
"Oh shit. I'm going to come!" she gasped.
"Do it. Come for me. Let me feel your excitement for me in your climax. Let me feel you come around my dick!"
"Oh god!" she cried as her pussy clenched around me, "Ohgodohgodohgod!" she moaned over and over as she came. I thrust in and out hard, pushing me right to the edge and then over the cliff. My body bucked hard, jamming deep in her as I unloaded spurt after spurt deep in her pussy.
"Oh god. Oh my. I came so hard. So hard thinking about it, about teasing you that way. I want to, but I don't know how."
"I do."
"You do?" she asked breathlessly.
"I do. I know someone who can teach you, but if I told you who, she'd know I broke a promise."
"Well, how do I know who unless you tell me?"
"Think about it a minute. I'm sure you'll be able to figure it out."
"Tammy?... no. Elaine. Your mom. She knows how to lap dance?"
"You can never ever tell her that even the idea was from me."
"Do you think she'd teach me?"
"You're her best friend."
"She would."
"You'll be the envy of all the housewives. I mean, how many would love to try and strip in front of a bunch of young studs? I bet you know a few. A few that would take a chance dancing like that for some guys they didn't know, knowing that they'd be expected to do the full dance, right down to riding them until they come? Pushing their pussies in their young guys faces, letting them lick them and taste them before they sat on their laps and rode their cocks until the came in them?
"I do." She giggled. "I can think of a few that wouldn't mind feeling a young cock again."
"You'd have to have a way to get them all in the same place, someplace they could all get naked."
"No, even better, sexy lingerie. They can dress in sexy lingerie and then dance and strip for a few hunky guys, like you, you'd have to be one. I'd want to do it for you. Maybe you could even watch us trying on the lingerie. I know you'd enjoy it. You seem to like seeing me undressing."
"I could find a few guys I can trust. The moms might want to wear masks so they can't be identified."
"Ohhhhh. Good idea."
"But now you have to convince mom, and you have to do it so that no one knows that I told you any of this."
"If she asks you can honestly say that you didn't tell me she knows how to do it. I don't know HOW she knows, but you didn't tell me. I guessed it on my own. So you can say no without lying if she asks."
"I can," I agreed.
"Andy, Is it alright?" she asked, looking up at me with concern.
"Is what alright?"
"Is it alright that we're doing this? I mean, having sex, planning to have more. Is it wrong?"
"That's a question only you can answer, but if you do this, you can go home and do it for your husband. Maybe it'll give you a little of what you're looking for."
"Or it won't and then what?" she asked, "I can't go through life fucking the neighbor boy."
"I can't tell you how to live your life. But if you love having sex and your husband has gotten tired of your body, maybe you need to find things that challenge that. Find ways to tease him sexually, send him sexy texts at work or even sexts. If that isn't enough, find out what turns him on and set up things like that, even if it's with other couples and stuff. I don't know exactly, but if it was me, I wouldn't be content to live the rest of my life without sex. But It's not my life."
"No. it's not," she said softly, "But for someone so young you certainly have clarity. You're right, the ball's in my court," she said, pushing on my hips. She coaxed me from between her legs and then climbed from the bed. She looked down at herself, my cum oozing down her leg. "Part of me says to go home and let Tom see me like this, naked and freshly fucked. It probably wouldn't have the effect I want, but it's tempting as hell to show him that someone still wants this old woman's body."
"You're younger than mom. Old woman," I said, shaking my head, "I think you look sexy as hell, and there isn't a guy in this neighborhood that wouldn't like to see you doing a strip tease for him."
She smiled as she knelt back on the bed. She leaned down at me and kissed me softly for long seconds. She pulled her lips from mine a few fractions of an inch. "You are such a sweet boy. You always know just what to say," she whispered. And with that she stood up and walked out of the room.
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It had been a quiet two weeks. My plan for getting mom and dad connected was moving slowly. Mom had asked me if I'd told anyone about her secret, which I could honestly answer that I hadn't. When I asked why, she just answered that she had a rather unusual conversation with Marlene. She wouldn't say more, but it didn't matter, I expected Marlene would fill me in on Tuesday. She let me know to expect her so I wouldn't hang out at school too long.
When Tuesday came I headed into the house. I was sort of disappointed I didn't hear moms vibrator, but not for long. A note taped to my bedroom door gave me directions. 'You know where to come, the back door is open. Leave your clothes in the kitchen. You'll know where to go next. You may not speak or touch unless invited. I hope you enjoy your surprise!'
It was pretty straight forward. I walked out our back door and across our two yards. The back door of her house was indeed open. I walked into the kitchen and looked around. I wasn't sure when the last time was I'd been in her house. It was immaculate, but then since she didn't work I wasn't sure what else she had to do. I found a little card on the island in the kitchen. It simply said 'Start here.' I'd never really undressed at anyone else's house before, except maybe Jenny's. I undressed and then, completely naked, walked through the house. I heard music upstairs and followed it to what must have been the master bedroom.
I found Marlene standing by the big, four post queen-sized bed, waiting expectantly. She had on a pale blue summer dress that came down to her knees, surprisingly long for as young as she was. I mean she wasn't that much older than I was. If I had to guess, I'd say she wasn't even forty yet. Nearly two thirds of the front was fastened with little, white buttons, her long, blond hair cascading down over one shoulder until it nearly reached half way down her right breast. She had on either stockings or pantyhose and white high-heeled shoes that made her luscious legs look even longer. She stood, watching me look at her, not moving. I saw a kitchen chair and got the idea I was supposed to sit in it. She smiled as I sat down and stepped over so she was six or eight feet from me.
She stood in front of me and moved her fingers to the top most button of her dress and began to undo it. She slowly worked her way down the front of her dress, undoing one button at a time. I could see her chest start to become visible as she worked lower, and then the swell of each breast. She worked the buttons apart lower, taking her time, her expression both nervous and playful.
I saw the lace of her bra become visible as the front of the dress spread more. Marlene worked the buttons all the way down past her waist, finally stopping when the last button was undone, nearly at her crotch. She slipped her hands up the now unbuttoned edges of the dress until her fingers were at her shoulders. Marlene slowly pulled the dress top apart, exposing more of the white lace bra, spreading the top of the dress wider than her shoulders and allowing it and its short sleeves to slide down her arms. The dress slipped all the way down, leaving her in a lacy, white bra, light-blue bikini panties, stockings that came up to the middle of her thighs, and her high heels.
She smiled and turned away from me as she bent over. She kept her legs mostly straight as she stepped out of the dress and picked it up off the floor. She partially straightened up to toss it on the bed, staying halfway bent over. She moved her feet apart to shoulder width and arched her back, pushing her panty-covered pussy out at me. She reached between her legs and stroked her clearly wet crotch. I watched as she stroked herself, pressing the wet material between her lips slightly. After several long seconds teasing me she straightened back up. She stood still, facing away from me, crossing one arm over her chest. With the other she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra strap. With her back now bare, she turned to face me. Holding her arm over her breasts, she pulled the bra from between her chest and arm, tossing it toward my lap and my now rock-hard dick. She stood, her arm across her chest, hiding most of her breast and her nipples. Watching my eyes, she slowly let her arm drop, exposing her breasts and erect nipples. She let her hands drop to her hips and the elastic waistband of her panties. Slowly turning to face away from me, but still looking over her shoulder at me, she slowly bent over, pushing the waistband down over her butt. She paused part way and wiggled her butt at me. With a grin she looked away and bent further, slowly pushing the underwear down. The waistband slowly slid down her thighs, the crotch still pressed to her pussy. Slowly she bent further, pushing the panties, the crotch slowly pulling away until her whole pussy was exposed. She bent further, dragging them down her legs. She carefully worked the panties over her high heels, gingerly stepping out of them. She dropped them to the floor between her legs as she set her other foot on the floor, with her legs slightly spread. She stroked her fingers up her thighs to her lips and began stroking over and between them, teasing herself and me along with her.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly before straightening and turning. She stroked her fingers from between her legs up her stomach to her breasts, leaving a little trail of wetness up her stomach. She cupped both big, soft orbs and let her thumbs tease back and forth across each hard nipple, letting another soft moan slip from her lips. She looked at me lustfully, stepping toward me slowly, in tiny little steps that extended the time I had to take in her beauty. When her knees nearly touched mine she bent over and rubbed her hard nipples across my lips, pulling away with a giggle as I tried to capture one of them in my mouth.
Seeming pleased with her work so far, she let go of her breasts and straightened up. She lifted one foot, setting it on the chair between my legs. She leaned down and undid the little strap. She reached her hands for mine, pulling them to her foot. She straightened up slowly and gently pulled her foot from the shoe. She bent toward me again, resting her foot on the chair between my legs so her toes were touching my balls. She pulled my hands to her right leg and pulled them up her leg until I had her thigh in my hands. She coaxed me to grip the lacy top of the stocking and pull it down, helping me stroke her leg with my fingers as I rolled the stocking down. When I had it rolled all the way to her toes, unable to pull it off because her toes were pressed to my balls, she pulled her foot from it and switched legs. She held her foot between my legs expectantly. I undid her shoe and pulled it off before teasing her stocking down her left leg, her toes teasing me as I did.
I was incredibly turned on and hoped that sitting on my dick was next, but alas... it was not. She pulled me from the chair by both hands and drew me along as she walked backwards into the bathroom. She led me to the shower and into it. She pushed me firmly to the little built-in bench in the corner of the walk-in shower. She turned on the water and squealed as the cold spray hit her back. It took several long seconds before the warm water came out. She backed under further, wetting herself. She stepped forward and, using a bottle I hadn't noticed her pick up, drizzled a colored liquid over her chest. She set the bottle aside and began gently rubbing her hands through the liquid, spreading it over and around her breasts and then down to her stomach, turning it into a fine, white lather. She let one hand travel down between her legs again, rubbing and caressing her pussy while her other hand teased her breasts and nipples. The tiny soap bubbles slid down her breasts and dripped from the bottom of each teardrop shaped orb. More suds slid down her stomach and between her legs to be rubbed into her pussy by her own hand.
She suddenly turned under the water and rinsed, almost rushing to finish what had been a very tantalizing display. She turned the water off and turned to me again, reaching for my hands. "I hope you've liked what you saw," she said as she backed up out of the bathroom, pulling me by my hands. "Because I don't think I can wait any longer."
"For?"
"Your cock silly. I want to feel you pushing into me," she whispered as we reached the bed. She sat on the edge and lay back, lifting and spreading her legs wide as she pulled my hands to draw me between them. "Fuck me Andy. Please?"
I was more than ready to do that. My dick stuck out at an angle, my engorged, purple, head rested against her freshly washed pussy. She pulled my hands to her breasts and then reached hers to my dick. She rubbed my head up and down her wet slit. "I've been doing what you saw, imagining you were here to watch. Then I laid down like this and made myself come with a vibrator. Today I wanted you to be here for real, be in me for real," she whispered as she pulled on my dick, forcing my head into her opening. I squeezed her breasts and pushed myself slowly into her. "Ohhhhh. Yessss!" she gasped as my overly excited dick slid deeper into her. "God you're so big today! I must have really gotten you turned on!"
"I love watching women undress, and you did a really good job getting me worked up."
"I'm glad," she moaned as I started sliding in and out of her equally excited pussy. "God, I'm so close already. Watching you watch me got me soooo fucking turned on!"
I stroked myself in and out, slowly at first and then quicker as my own excitement grew. She rocked her hips in time with my strokes, moaning loudly in pleasure as her vaginal walls squeezed and spasmed around my thrusting shaft. "Oh god. You make me come so hard! Sooo fucking hard!" she moaned as I let go of her breasts. I slid my hands to her legs and lifted them, grasping under her knees and spreading her legs even further apart. With the change in position I could feel my dick banging into her cervix with each stroke, forcing her climax even higher. "OH SHIT!" she cried into the room as her whole body shuddered and trembled. I could feel her pussy clenching around me and her juices pushing out around my fat shaft with each stroke into her. I felt my urgency to drive into her grow by the moment, the warm tingle spreading through my groin and dick as I pumped into her faster, slapping our bodies together. Her tits rolled wildly on her chest as I pounded into her, my own orgasm only moments away.
"Uhhhhh. Coming!" I grunted as my body surged, forcing me to thrust deep into her. I felt the first gush of cum spurt out into her, then a second and third. My body spasmed on its own account, my cock jerking and twitching inside her as I stood between her legs groaning and watching her gasping as her climax hit yet a third peak.
I stood there emptying my balls into her, my dick twitching inside her until she felt me start to soften. Breathing heavily yet, she pulled away, sliding onto the bed further, reaching out to me. I crawled onto the bed with her, actually, on top of her and she rolled us over, me under and her half lying on me. She rested her head on my shoulder, and her leg across mine, her thigh nuzzling my softening dick and balls. I felt her soft, warm body pressed to mine, one of her soft breasts pressed to my side while the other lay on my chest. We lay there, breathing heavily for and stroking each other softly while we recovered from the intensity of our climaxes.
"Ohhh. God I wish I could get you like this every day." she whispered after several minutes. "Ever since you walked in on your mom and I, ever since that day, I realized that I didn't just have to fantasize about you, watch you mowing the lawn without a shirt, imagine that you'd walk over to my yard, take your shorts off and then make me take my clothes off for you, only then to feed your big, hard dick into my mouth or pussy. I've watched you for years... now I have you just the way I'd imagined, at least for a little while."
"I'm glad I could make your fantasy come true."
"You have. Any time I'm out tanning, or working in the garden or anything outside, you can come over. Tease me, let your hands roam anywhere you want. If you're daring enough, maybe pull down my pants and play with my pussy or even feed that sexy cock into me."
"You don't think your husband would mind?"
"If he minded he wouldn't leave me wanting almost every day. I've been thinking about what you asked. His loss is your gain. I could fuck you every day and never get tired of it," she said with a soft chuckle. "As long as you don't get tired of an old woman like me."
"You're not that old. I mean, what, thirty five?"
She lifted her head up and kissed my cheek. "Oh god I love you. No, I'm not thirty, but I appreciate the compliment."
"Then how old?" I asked curiously.
"Not quite old enough to be your mother," she whispered. "Now, about trying to get women over to undress for you and maybe a couple other guys. I've been thinking. As much as I now know you love watching us undress, I think you have other motives here. I think you want me to make it so your mom is doing it too. That's the point, isn't it? Getting her to do it in front of some guys, including your dad. Maybe even arranging it so someone besides your mom is doing the lap dance and riding your dad's dick. That's it isn't it?"
"Pretty much."
"What I had in mind isn't going to do that, but I might have another idea. But it'd mean you might have to watch them one at a time, just one of them, and me and you, maybe your mom. Are you okay with that? I mean, watching them undress for you and then letting them ride you?"
"How many are we talking about?"
"I don't know exactly. Maybe four, five with me."
"If they look as good as you do, I'm fine with that. I mean what guy wouldn't be?"
"Good. I need to talk to your mom. I may let out more than you want, but I'll make sure she understands. I think you're going to enjoy what I have in mind."
"You think so?"
"Yeah. I think so," she whispered. She lifted her head and looked toward the dresser. "See that dresser?"
"Uh huh."
"Did you know I undress in front of it every night and every morning I dress in front of it?"
"I didn't."
"You know what else?"
"What's that?"
"My bathroom has a window. And it looks alllll the way from the shower to the door, right past my dresser."
"It does?"
"Uh huh. I don't think I've even looked out that window until today. You know what I noticed?"
"No."
"If I leave the curtain open I can see your bedroom window from inside the shower, and from my dresser I can see all the way into your bedroom. Isn't that interesting?"
"It would seem to be, if there weren't a curtain on it."
"Yeah, I think that curtain is about to have an accident. My husband isn't too good at getting things fixed, so it might be a while before he gets the curtain rod put back up."
I chuckled. "If I didn't know better, I'd think you were having fun showing off for me."
"Who says you know better?" She giggled before rolling back on top of me and kissing my lips. "Now, all this talk about showing off for you has mister happy getting hard. How about we just tuck him someplace useful?" she whispered as she shifted her knees under herself. She reached between us, staying leaned over so her breasts rubbed against my bare chest, I felt her find my partly hard dick and lift it as she lowered her hips down. She wiggled it around her opening until she managed to make it slip inside her. "Ohhhhhh yeah. What would you do if I was out sunning my sexy little body in the back yard while you were mowing and I just sat up and took my bikini off, first the top and then the bottom? And I laid back down and played with myself where you could watch me while you mowed? Ohhhh. Naughty naughty boy. I can tell exactly what you'd do. Wanna know why?" she whispered, her hips wiggling a little while she pressed her lips to mine, keeping me from giving any answer. She broke the kiss, breathing heavily. "Because you're getting so hard inside me. I can feel you growing inside me, getting fatter and longer, thinking about me lying out in the yard naked, playing with myself. I might just have to do that, just to see what you'd do, just to see if you'd really come over and fuck me." she said, her voice falling off to a very soft whisper as she started to lift and lower her ass, sliding her wet pussy up and down my shaft. "Letting you fuck me right in the back yard." she breathed, not even loud enough to consider it a whisper, the look on her face one of pure lust. "Lying there, feeling you stroke into me like this?"
Up and down her hips moved, slowly at first, her chest pressed to mine and her lips hovering over mine as if to kiss me again at any moment. "God Andy. You make me feel so good, so special, so sexy. I love how it feels to have you inside me and have your hands stroking my soft body. I love feeling you filling me with your cum as I climax around you. Let me make you come in me again. Let me feel your strong young cock filling me up again." She breathed as she pumped her hips faster, her pussy making an audible squish with each stroke down onto me. She held her face inches from mine as she pushed us both toward climax, toward the point of no return. I saw her face scrunch up, as if trying to hold back the floodgates. She chewed her lower lip as she bucked her ass up and down, stroking my swelling cock in and out of her pussy. "Oh shit!" She squeaked as I let my body go. I could feel my swelling head inside her moments before the first spurt of cum pushed into her. "AHHHHH!" she cried as she felt me start to come inside her. She pressed down hard and I felt her whole body tremble as she let the squirts of my cock push her over the edge. She lay on me, trembling and twitching for almost two minutes before she pressed her lips to mine. I held her in my arms, pulling our chests together while we both climaxed together. "I know I'm married and I know we can't really love each other, but god I could so fall in love with doing this with you."
"Just love me for sex?"
"Oh honey, never underestimate the power of an orgasm." she whispered. "Each time we have sex, you give me a gift. You make sure I come with you or before you. You never leave me hanging. Wanting more maybe, but never not satisfied. I can't say that about my husband. That makes this soooo dangerous."
It was two days later when Jenny caught me standing at my bedroom window, naked, watching Marlene standing in the middle of the space in front of her dresser, slowly rubbing lotion into her skin.
"What'cha doing?" she asked as she stepped around next to me.
"Oh! Nothing!" I said, startled.
"Uh huh. Nothing, with your hand around your hardon? Seriously?"
"Well, maybe not nothing," I answered as she pushed me out of the way to look out the window.
"Ohhhhhh you bad boy! Does she know you're watching her bedroom?"
"Actually, she does," I answered quietly. "She arranged it."
"Ohhhhh. I knew you were a voyeur, but I didn't know she was an exhibitionist."
"Well, maybe just for me."
"Uh huh. She must know you're looking," she said as I blushed a little and stepped away from the window.
"Why's that?"
"Come see," Jenny said, making room for me to come back to the window. Marlene was standing, facing the window, one foot on the end of the bed, her legs spread and her naked body completely exposed. Her right hand was stroking her pussy and her left was teasing one of her nipples. "Looks like she's having a pretty good time thinking about you. Have you been sneaking over there when we aren't looking?" When I didn't answer, she turned around to look at me. "You have! You've been fucking Marlene?"



"Just once in a while," I said defensively.
"You bad boy. I might have to tell mom," she said as she turned around to face the window again.
"She knows," I answered, looking past my sister again at Marlene as she teased her body closer to orgasm.
"You like this? Looking at her doing that? Why not just go over and fuck her?"
"She's got me turned on enough that it's tempting, but her husband is home. That could be a bit messy."
"It could," she said as she reached down and grabbed my cock. "I'd hate to waste a good hardon. Why not let me have this one?" she said, pushing my dick down as she stepped in front of me. I squatted down a little and let her aim me at her pussy and then stood back up, driving my dick slowly into her surprisingly wet pussy. "Mmmmmmm nothing like a morning fuck."
"Uh huh," I said, looking past her and watching Marlene tease her body as I started to thrust into Tammy from behind. I let my hands slide up her sides and then around her front, cupping both her soft boobs.
"Oh yeah. Play with my nipples like she is," Tammy groaned softly as I started to pinch and twist her nipples, all the while stroking in and out of her. I could feel her wetness grow as we screwed, both of us watching her as she teased her body toward climax. "I think she's going to come. Watch her. She's getting ready to come."
I watched, pumping in and out of Tammy, while Marlene arched her back and then sprayed out a gush of her juices toward us. Her body shuddered as she frantically stroked her clit, twice more pumping her cum out at us. I continued to stroke in and out of Tammy, playing with her nipples while I watched Marlene. She put her foot down and walked toward the window, apparently coming to see if maybe by chance I'd watched. She looked almost surprised to see Tammy and I both looking at her, Tammy visible from just below her waist and up. She grinned and watched as I continued to stroke in and out of Tammy, pumping myself closer and closer to climax. Tammy's tits bounced against the window pane with each stroke into her, pushing her body toward Marlene and the window. Marlene smiled at us as she walked to the window and stood, only visible from just below her breasts and upward. She leaned toward the window and pressed her big soft tits against the glass and smiled at me, giving me a kissing motion.
"Oh fuck," Tammy grunted as her pussy clenched around me. She closed her eyes and hung her head as her climax started to wash over her, her arms and legs trembling as her pussy continued to clench and spasm around me. Her whole upper body pressed to the glass, as she climaxed, her chest heaving as she panted for breath.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I started to cum inside her. My body spasmed and jerked with each new spurt of cum into her pussy.
"Oh yeah," Tammy groaned as my surges faded away and her own body seemed to still. "You were turned on." She panted, pushing away from the window.
"Yeah. I guess," I said, looking up to see Marlene blow me a kiss before walking away from the window. I stood with my dick softening in Tammy, watching Marlene dress and then leave the room. Tammy turned, pulling off of me, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers. "That was even more fun that sneaking in and fucking you in the shower." She giggled. "Which, by the way, was what I was planning on doing if you weren't in here."
"You're insatiable," I said quietly.
"You don't know the half of it. Now come on. We both need a shower before class, right?"
"Right," I agreed, stepping back when she released my neck. We shared a shower and then headed off to get to class.
Thursday night had been dad's usual late night, but tonight, Friday, we were surprisingly all in the same room at the same time. Dad had of course picked the movie we were watching, Tammy on one end of the sofa, with the recliner extended, me sitting close next to her so I could share the foot rest. On my other side was mom, with her feet curled up under her, leaning against dad, who had the other recliner end of the sectional sofa reclined. My pocket vibrated and I dug my phone out and looked at the text message I'd gotten. Surprisingly it was from Jenny. It was a picture of her face pressed cheek to cheek with another girl. 'My friend Karen who gave me a ride back said I needed to send you something so you don't forget. So here goes.'
A few moments later the phone chirped with another message. I looked and saw the two of them in the frame, Karen holding the phone out to take the selfie. But what was different was that I could see most of their bodies instead of just their faces. Both had taken off their shirts and were sitting with their bra-covered breasts pressed together. Karen was every bit as well endowed as Jenny was, but her skin was much darker. At first I thought maybe she was just very well tanned, but the following picture, showing them now pressing their breasts together, changed that. The two had their breasts pressed together so that their nipples were pushing into each other, Karen's large, dark areola much larger than Jenny's pink, puckered areola and nipple.
"Ooooooo. Sexy!" Tammy cooed, looking at the phone from where she was leaned back in the recliner. "That'd make you think about her."
"Who's that?" Mom asked as my phone chimed again.
"Jenny. She's trying to get lover boy here to take her back."
I looked at the next picture, both of them now kneeling on the bed, facing each other, neither wearing anything but underwear. Karen had both of Jenny's nipples in her fingers and she was obviously tugging on them while Jenny had one of Karen's big black nipples in her fingers.
"Is she serious this time?" Mom asked, looking at me but not expecting me to answer.
""I think so," Tammy answered for me. "She gave him her cherry."
"Really!? That serious? Wasn't she planning on waiting for the right guy to come along?" mom asked, this time clearly expecting me to answer.
"That was her plan," I answered noncommittally as my phone chirped again. I looked at the picture and saw the two of them laying back on the bed with their legs crossed over each other and both pussies clearly visible. Karen's dark inner lips pushed out of her otherwise shaved outer lips and mound while Jenny's much lighter colored inner lips protruded from what looked like a freshly shaved pussy.
"Oh damn! That looks so hot. Don't you think mom?" Tammy said.
Mom pushed herself up and leaned toward me to look at my phone as I hid it against my chest. "Come on. Let me see," she said, reaching for my phone and pulling it from my hand. "Ohhhhh that is sexy. Isnt it?" she asked as my phone chirped again and another picture popped up. The two pussies were still on display, but now both had a vibrator stuffed into them. If you were here this could be you...in both of us. "Oh my. Now that would be fun," Mom said with a grin, holding my phone out for me to see.
"I think you should return the favor," Tammy said.
"What?"
"Return the favor. Show them your hard dick," Tammy coaxed, shifting on the chair to reach down toward my pants and start trying to pull my belt apart. I stopped her for the moment, holding her hands. "What? You don't think she wants to see it? Of course she does!"
"I'll ask her," Mom said, with a grin, moving the phone from my reach. "Do you wanna see me?" she said as she typed it. I let go of Tammy's hands to reach for my phone, which mom was holding out of my reach. As soon as her hands were free, Tammy was back to taking my pants apart. 'DEFINITLY!' Jenny responded, followed by a close up of her pulling the vibrator partly from her, her juices glistening on it.
"Ohhhhhhhh. Now that is a view. If that doesn't make you horny, I don't know what will," Mom said quietly before leaning over to show my phone to dad. "What do you think hon? Is that a turn on or what?"
"Wow," Dad said quietly before mom scrolled back to show him the pictures of both pussies. "Now that is a view. We probably shouldn't be sharing those. I mean, if she meant them for Andy."
"True, but you have to admit, it does get your juices flowing," Mom said as she rolled back toward me. She pressed the picture button on the chat window and held the camera out so that it showed my hard cock in Tammy's hands. She took the picture which quickly sent. She handed me back the phone and leaned against me, clearly waiting for the reply.
'Oh fuck yes. Is that Tammy stroking you? I wish it was me. But if it was, I'd be sucking it by now.
"Good idea," Tammy said with a grin. "take a picture of me sucking it," she said as she lowered her face to my cock and closed her lips around my now engorged head. Up and down she slid her lips, her hand following. Mom leaned down and took a picture of Tammy's mouth around my shaft and sent it.
'Oh god. I wish I was there. If I was I'd sit on your cock until you exploded. Even now I can almost feel how big you were in me last time, how much I want to feel that in me again. I'm lying here with karen, and we're playing with our toys, wishing they were you instead.'
"I think we need to send one of him inside a pussy. Maybe even a short video of him coming," Tammy said. "I think you should mom. I mean I can't really take the video and ride him at the same time."
"Oh sweetie. I can't. you know that."
"Sure you can. I bet dad would love to see you on him again, like in that game. You could ride him until he's about to come and pull off so she can see him come, and then let dad fuck you. It's not like he's going to come in you. It's just riding him for a few minutes."
"Oh sweetie. No. I can't. I mean that game was one thing. It was just sitting on him for a minute, but to have sex like that. No, we couldn't."
"Then you take the pictures," Tammy said, getting off the sofa and stripping her clothes off. She didn't just take off her pants, but everything so she was as naked as the girls in the picture. She turned around and worked my pants down to my ankles and then backed up over me. "Okay mom. Take one of him about to stick in me. This'll really make her want it."
Mom climbed from the sofa and knelt on the floor in front of me, holding my phone out to take the picture while Tammy rubbed my head around her wet pussy lips. "Hold it there," Mom said as she aimed the camera and took the picture. "Now slide down it a little."
"Oh damn," I groaned as Tammy pressed down on me, forcing a couple inches of me up into her. Mom took another picture of me sticking inside Tammy and then as Tammy started to work up and down my shaft, she took a few more, one with Tammy stuffed fully down on me and another with her almost ready to pull off, my cock covered in her juices.
I could see mom watching me sliding in and out of Tammy, one hand stuffed down inside her slacks, rubbing her own pussy. I looked over at dad, his eyes wide as he started at Tammy's tits bouncing up and down with each stroke. Mom put the phone down and pushed her slacks and panties down to her thighs and then, still kneeling in front of us, started to stroke between her legs. I watched her fingers slide between her legs and then dip between her lips. I thought about how good she felt sliding up and down my dick, not that Tammy didn't feel good, but for some reason the whole idea of having sex with mom was a bit more tantalizing. Maybe it was the forbidden fruit thing, but at that moment I really wanted mom to step over and slide down my cock, dad sitting there or not.
"Go ahead." I heard dad whisper. "I can see you want to."
"But I shouldn't," Mom answered looking at him. "We talked about it after the game."
"I know. But I also see how badly you want to be there. Let Tammy take the picture and you do it."
"Are you sure?" Mom asked him.
"I'm sure," he said as he stood up from the recliner. He stepped over to where mom was and reached down for her. He helped her stand up and then started to undress her, taking off her shirt and bra and then kneeling down to take off her pants and underwear, leaving her completely naked. He reached for the phone and took it from her before turning her to face me.
Tammy climbed from my lap and made room for mom to step over to me. She turned around to face away from me and bent over. Her ass pushed out at me, along with her pussy, and I reached out and gently grabbed her hips. She aimed my engorged head at her wet lips and lowered herself down, impaling herself on me. "Oh god he feels so big," she moaned softly. She wiggled herself around until she was settled on my lap with my legs between hers. She used her hands on my knees to steady herself and started to lift and lower herself on my shaft, pushing me deep inside her with each stroke down.
Tammy took the phone from dad and used it to take several more pictures, some that looked like they were closeups of my dick inside mom and others where she was taking a much more wide angle, getting mom's tits into the picture, but not far enough back to get her face.
I saw dad standing behind her, his pants around his ankles and his hand around his hardon. He stroked himself in time with mom's strokes up and down my dick, clearly excited at the sight of his wife fucking me. He knelt down behind Jenny and then I saw him coax her to get up and then settled her back down, aiming his cock at her wet pussy as she lowered herself down onto his lap as he knelt behind her. She shifted her legs and began to stroke herself up and down his dick, sliding his hard on in and out of her pussy as she moved in time with mom.
"Oh god. I'm going to come," Mom moaned softly. "I don't think I can hold off much longer. Are you sure you want me to do this? Go this far?" she asked, looking at dad.
"Let it go." Was all he said as Tammy kept riding him in time with mom's strokes.
I felt the first tingles of her climax as her pussy started to spasm and squeeze around me, her hot, wet depths teasing me even more as she continued to bounce. I saw Tammy stop moving, and lean toward me, almost pulling off of dad's dick as she moved to her hands and knees, my phone in one hand. Dad moved with her, keeping his cock in her as he moved to his knees. He started to stroke in and out of her while she aimed the camera at my dick.
"I'm coming," Mom gasped as her legs trembled and her pussy squeezed me even tighter. "Uh! Fuck!" she grunted as she felt my cock surge inside her. She pushed down hard, her whole body trembling as she climaxed on my spurting cock. Over and over I felt my body jerk and pump more cum into her. She finally leaned back, pressing her back to my chest, my softening cock slipping from her as Tammy continued to video us.
"Oh god look at that cum leaking out," Tammy said with a grin. "She is going to so love seeing this."
"I hope so," I said, wondering if showing me fucking my mom was really a good idea.
She pressed the send button and then set the camera down. She closed her eyes and I could see her concentrating on dad's dick sliding in and out, letting herself feel his motion and the tease of his head in her pussy. I'd seen it many times in the mirror just before she climaxed, her mind concentrating to bring it to full flower at just the right time. "OH FUCK!" she cried loudly as her whole body spasmed. She pushed back at dad and trembled as she climaxed around his cock. He held her hips and pounded harder into her, making her body move with each impact, her big, soft tits swinging below her with each impact. It I hadn't already come, that sight alone would have been enough to push me over the edge.
My phone chirped, but she ignored it and I wasn't anywhere near being able to reach it. Dad thrust hard into her one last time and then let out a long groan as he pumped his cum into Tammy, this time letting everything go instead of trying to hold back like he had at the game. He knelt behind her, holding her hips as he pumped shot after shot into her. He looked at mom and then at me and pulled from Tammy. Without a word he stood, stepped out of his pants and then walked out of the room, his cock dripping cum as he did.
"He going to be alright?" I asked softly.
"I hope so. After the game he was really upset with himself. He didn't seem to blame me for sitting on you and enjoying it, but he was angry with himself for enjoying what he did to Tammy. So honestly, I don't know," Mom said as she got up. She walked from the room, naked, after him.
Tammy picked my phone up when I vibrated again and looked at the screen. "So listen to what Jenny sent. That is soooo fucking hot. Watching you getting fucked, first by Tammy and then by someone else. Not sure who she is, but if you didn't say I wont ask. Just wish it could have been me. I really want to be there right now, letting you push that into me. I'm going to watch that video again now, this time making myself come when you do. God this girl wants you soooo bad."
"Seems that way."
"So... mom just fucked you with dad watching, actually, he was fucking me while he was watching you. I've gotta say, I'm surprised. Is this all part of that secret thing you won't tell me about?"
"Well, I still can't tell you much, but you're a smart girl. I'm guessing you can figure out a lot of it on your own."
"Okay," she said rolling over onto her back, lying with her knees in the air and her legs spread, her pussy pointed toward me. "Let's see. Mom has been fucking you more than he knows, so mom has a thing about having sex with other guys, and she's fucking you because you're safe. How am I doing?"
"Keep going."
"And dad, he just told her to fuck you. But he wasn't upset. In fact, from how big he got in me when you came inside her, he's got a thing about watching someone else fuck his wife while he's maybe fucking theirs? So he likes to swap partners?"
"And?"
"And neither one knows that the other likes that."
"Now you know and I didn't say a word."
"Oh shit. So if this is their secret, don't you think they'll figure it out on their own?"
"Not if dad keeps doing what he did after the game and what he's probably doing now. He's gotta talk, and saying what he did was wrong and bad and such, they wont ever talk about their real desires. He thinks there's something wrong with him and she'll be horrified to find out that he wants to do that. On her side, she screwed lots of guys before dad. She was a dancer, and with the way dad has been saying how cheep sex can be if it doesn't involve love... well, mom's afraid that he'll be horrified to find out she danced and she liked it. She likes to show off for guys and then to have sex with one or more of them. It turns her on to be watched undressing."
"Good lord. I had no idea."
"Tammy. Do you remember your dad?"
"yeah. He was a jerk. He moved out because he didn't like my mom any more when I was young."
"Some day, not today, some day, ask your mom about it again. You might have a hard time hearing the answers, but you should know."
"What should I know?"
"You should hear it from her."
"Why?" she said, rolling over and getting up. She tossed my phone onto the sofa and then stepped to me. She knelt over me, pressing her pussy against my softened cock, her hands on my shoulders. "Tell me what you know."
"I can't."
"Because you promised." I nodded at her statement. "I don't care. Tell me."
"I can't."
"You can! And you will! Or I'll....I'll...I'll tell Jenny that the pussy you were fucking was my mom! I can imagine what she'd think of that!"
"You wouldn't," I said, shaking my head.
"I would. Now tell me!" she snapped.
"You never knew your dad."
"Of course I did."
"No, you didn't. He wasn't your dad, he was your step dad."
"Then who was my dad?"
"When your mom was younger, she was having sex with two guys. They were using condoms, but one of them pulled it off and fucked her without it and came in her. I didn't get the impression that they were close friends, but someone at a party or something. She didn't tell me everything."



"So my dad..."
"Was your step dad. And he was a jerk. Before they met, your mom was making a living to support you by dancing at private parties."
"You mean sex parties?"
"Yeah. Well, it started at a strip club just serving drinks and then turned into dancing. Along the way she was invited to do some private parties. She'd go and strip for them and let them have sex with her. She made really good money. But when she met your step dad, she stopped doing it. Then when you were a preteen, your step dad and her got invited to a party. At first he didn't understand, but after a little while he got the idea it was a swap party. You see, his boss's wife recognized her from one of the parties before... she just assumed she still did that kind of thing. I guess your step dad couldn't handle that she did that kind of thing and walked out."
"What a shit head!"
"Well, because of that, she thinks that my dad'll do that same thing. Walk out if he finds out what she used to do."
"Oh god. And here we are, fucking them both. That can't be helping."
"I'm sure it's not. Marlene guessed part of the problem too. I don't know what she and mom talked about, but I think mom opened up to her about it. She has some kind of plan that she thinks will bring it all out. I don't know what it is, but she thinks it'll help."
"So what kind of plan?"
"I don't know. But she wanted to know if I'd mind getting naked with some women."
"And of course you said you'd love to."
"Well....."
"Yeah. I get it. You love watching us undress. Nothing wrong with that, as long as you're not afraid to return the favor."
Saturday morning was quiet. Just after lunch dad asked me to take care of getting the pool uncovered and going. Since I'd helped him build and install the solar heaters, I knew pretty much as much about it as he did. Of course, there were other things involved, including cleaning the pool and getting the pool shocked to kill anything that started to grow in the stagnating water over the winter. It was another of those almost too warm days, which is probably why dad thought it was time to open the pool up. A couple weeks of this kind of weather and the water would be more than warm enough to swim in. As the temps pushed the ol' mercury up I stripped down to just my shorts and shoes as I stood by the pool, pushing the little vacuum tool around the bottom.
Tammy had long since come out into the yard to find a sunny place to start working on her tan, naked of course, not that I minded. In fact, it made the tedious task of vacuuming a lot easier. The sun was getting hot, and I decided to head in and get some water, passing mom as she walked out in a tiny little bikini, headed toward Tammy. I couldn't help but think how sexy she looked in that almost-not-there bikini. I'd seen her naked and fucked her, but looking at her in the bikini was still one hell of a turn on.
I put some ice in my glass and stood at the sink after filling it with water, watching mom and Tammy from the window. Tammy was still lying naked, but mom was standing next to the other lounge chair, her top laid on the chair, spreading some kind of oil over her body. Her hands stroked the oil over and around her big tits, making them glisten in the sun. As I was standing there I felt a pair of hands slip around me, both of them reaching for my crotch. I initially thought it was Marlene.
"Hey sexy. Thanks for the show yesterday!" I said without looking back at her, her hands unsnapping my shorts. Her fingers found my zipper and pulled it down and then pushed my shorts down until they fell around my feet. She pushed my briefs down until they too slid down my legs, leaving me almost as naked as my sister. "Mmmmmm. Someone's horny," I said as both hands closed around my hardon. The hands disappeared and moments later one reappeared, setting a foil wrapped condom on the counter.
I looked down at it and then turned around to find, not Marlene, but Tammy's friend Erin, pulling her shirt off. "Erin!"
"Yep. All day. So tell me, just who was it you thought was playing with your dick?" she asked as she pulled her bra off and tossed it onto the counter.
"Oh... Um... Just a friend," I answered.
"Uh huh. And the show? That wouldn't be the neighbor lady, would it? You been fucking the neighbor lady?" she asked as she pushed her shorts down. She let them slide down her sexy legs and then stepped out of them, leaving her in just a pair of little, white canvas shoes. "I came over to lay out with Tammy, get a little sun on my body in places I usually can't. Didn't expect to find you almost naked, staring at your mom. Tell me, does it turn you on? Watching her stroking that all over her body?" she asked as she stepped to me again and wrapped both hands around my dick. She stroked me slowly, moving toward me until her big soft tits pressed against my chest.
"I guess everything came out alright?"
"If you mean did you knock me up? No, my ugly mistress came on time."
"That's good."
"I think so. Now, I can see you're turned on and I know I'm turned on. How about we go outside and you can put that little package on your big package and you can fuck me while we watch your mom and sister oil themselves up."
"You sure?"
"Well, from what I can tell, you're not bashful about fucking your sister, and you already know I'm not, so I'm planning on letting her oil up while we watch and then see what kind of fun we can have out there. Maybe oil me up while you get yours?"
"I suppose I wouldn't complain," I answered her as she pulled me by the hand.
"Don't forget your condom!" she said, pausing as I reached back for the little foil pack. "You know," she said as she pulled me toward the kitchen door. "If I thought I could trust you, I'd let you do it again without that. It feels a hell of a lot better on my end without a shitty layer of rubber between us."
"I could promise, but I doubt you'd believe me," I said as we walked outside, hand in hand.
"Yeah. probably right," she said as we walked across the patio, mom stopping her rubbing and looking our direction.
"Company?" Mom asked, looking at us and covering her boobs with one arm.
"Hi Mrs C. Just stopped by to do a little tanning with your daughter and found this in the kitchen. Did you know he was watching you?"
"I'm not surprised. In fact, I'd be surprised if he wasn't," Mom answered. "So, you're going to lay out with us?"
"That's the idea."
"No swimsuit?"
"Well, I don't mind getting all my bits and pieces tanned, and Tammy said she wasn't wearing one, so I figured why bother. So, Tammy, your brother here had one huge hardon watching you two. I thought maybe I could enjoy the show too?"
Tammy grinned as she sat up, looking at her friend. "You wanna watch me oil up or you wanna spread it on me?"
"Watch. I kind of promised your brother he could fuck me while he oiled me up."
"Ohhhhh. Sexy. Why didn't I think of that?" Tammy asked before she tossed the bottle of oil from the foot of the chair toward me. I caught it and Erin turned to face me.
"Have at it stud." She giggled.
I opened the bottle while she grabbed my dick and I drizzled oil down her chest and over her shoulders until it ran down her back to her butt and dripped off her tits. I tossed the bottle back down on the chair and Tammy stood up and picked up the bottle. She drizzled oil on herself like I had done to Erin.
"You might have to help me out," Tammy said, stepping to us and turning her back to Erin. "If you think you can rub my back while he fucks you."
"I'm sure I can mange," she said, rubbing one hand across my sister's ass and then rubbed it on my cock. She looked at me and raised her eyebrows. "You promise?"
"I promise." I answered as she stroked my oiled cock. With a grin she turned and pushed my cock down while she bent over and backed toward me. I felt my head slip between her lips while I moved my hands to her oily butt. I started rubbing her ass while she rubbed my head between her lips, and then backed slowly toward me, forcing me into her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh yes. That's so much better this way," she moaned while she pushed herself upright. She reached for my hands and pulled them around from her ass to her tits. "Rub these. It'll feel better for both of us."
I started to rub her tits while she reached out and pulled Tammy toward her. She reached out and started to rub her hands around Tammy's big breasts, squeezing and massaging them as she teased her hands over and around her nipples. I slowly rubbed Erin's tits while I started to just as slowly, push my hips to move my cock in and out of her pussy. She stayed bent over just enough to keep me from sliding out, but a good portion of me was sticking out and there was no way I was going to last long at all, with my head just barely in her depths. I pulled out of her abruptly. "Hey!" she said.
"Let's try something more comfortable for all of us," I said gently pulling her from Tammy. I turned her around and laid her on the chair, her ass at the edge of the chair. I pulled Tammy by one arm until she was leaning over Erin, the two of them with their hands on each other's breasts. I knelt down and fed my cock back into Erin, pushing my hips forward while I leaned back. With my dick in her, I leaned forward, my face already nearly in my sisters butt. I spread my sisters cheeks, exposing her butt hole and her pussy and leaned my face down to lick her pussy lips.
"Oh fuck," my sister moaned as I pressed my tongue between her lips. "That feels so fucking good."
"He a good pussy licker?" Erin asked with a grin.
"You might want to try him later," Tammy moaned.
It took some coordination, stroking in and out of Erin and licking Tammy at the same time, but never let it be said that I wouldn't do my best no matter what. I pulled my face from my sister's pussy to catch a breath, and noticed that mom was naked, well almost naked, she had the bikini bottom hanging on one leg and was reclined on the other lounge chair, stroking her oily fingers in her own pussy.
In and out I stroked myself, feeling Erin occasionally squeeze herself around my cock, presumably intentionally. It had an effect. In fact, it had a substantial effect, on both of us. I was busy teasing my sisters butt, stroking rhythmically into Erin when she started to climax. The first squeezes weren't much different than what she had been doing, but then it changed, becoming much stronger and almost trying to pull me into her. "OH FUCK!" she cried out into the yard as she climaxed around my cock. "Oh god. Just keep doing that. Just a little more...OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she practically screamed, her hips lifting from the seat and lifting her pussy toward me, driving me as deep into her as I could fit. I pulled my face from Tammy's pussy and saw the reason for the sudden outburst. While I was sliding in and out of her, Tammy was stroking her clit. Erin reached up and pulled Tammy down toward her, kissing her hard, as she climaxed.
I heard my sister moan into Erin and knew she was close as well. I pulled out of Erin and stood up, plunging my slick cock deep into Tammy in one quick thrust. I couldn't hear her words, but there was no doubt the sudden change in sensations pushed her over the edge. Her whole body started to shudder and tremble, her pussy clenching around me as she pulled off of me and knelt between Erin's legs. I was close and I knew it. I also knew I wanted to finish inside someone! I looked around and found the discarded condom. I pulled it from the little package and rolled it onto my dick. I scooted on my knees to the girls pussies and pushed deep into Erin again. I started stroking in and out, muffled moans and gasps coming from her as Tammy continued to play with her clit while I fucked her. My stomach slapped against Tammy's pussy and ass as my cock thrust hard into Erin.
"OHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" I groaned as the urgency burned in me. I knew I was going to come and damn soon. Seconds later my body bucked hard, jamming my cock deep into Erin and pumping a gush of cum into the condom. Over and over my body bucked as I came inside her. I knelt there, panting for long seconds before I felt a hand on my shoulder, clearly coaxing me out of the way. I turned to see my dad's dick nearly in my face as he tried again to coax me out of the way.
I pulled from Erin and moved over. My dad knelt down and shoved his cock quickly into Tammy, drawing a gasp from her. He held her hips and started to plunge in and out of her, driving hard into her. She pulled her face from Erin's kiss and looked at me and then back at dad, kneeling behind her.
"Oh god. Yes. Do it. Make me come dad. Make me come hard around you. Ohhhhhh yeah. I can feel you getting fatter. Oh shit. OH SHIT! I'MMMM COOOOOMMMMMIIIINNNGGG!" she cried as she started to shudder and tremble again. I could see the look on dad's face as he felt her squeeze around him. It wasn't more than half a dozen more strokes and he thrust hard into her. I watched him stand there, jerking and twitching as he emptied into her. He stood there, panting, stroking her back as she stayed bent over Erin, Erin playing with her tits and no doubt having had some input on making her orgasm hit so quickly.
"I'm so sorry sweetie. I shouldn't have done that. I really shouldn't have," he said as he started to back away from her, pulling his still hard dick from her.
"Wait! Dad!" she said as he turned and walked quickly away, leaving his shorts and briefs laying in the yard behind us. "Shit," she said as she stood up and turned to see him disappear into the house.
"I better go..." Mom said, starting to get up.
"No. Mom I think I need to go talk to him. You just lay there and...hell... do whatever. I'm going to talk to dad. This is stupid."
"What's stupid?" mom asked as Tammy started toward the house.
"Nothing. Don't worry about it," she said over her shoulder before disappearing into the house.
"That was kind of weird. Kinky, but weird too," Erin said a she looked at me, propped up on her arms. "Your dad fuck your sister often?"
"Just pretend you didn't see that," I answered.
She twisted around on the chair so her feet were at the head and her head was at the foot. Laying on her stomach she held herself up with her elbows and looked at me. "Not that I care one way or the other who in your family fucks who. I mean my brother has snuck into my room and the shower more than once to fuck me. So hey, no biggie. As long as he doesn't unload in me, I guess it's not the most horrible thing he could do, right?"
"I thought you didn't do dicks... at least unless they were special."
"Didn't say he gave me much of a chance to say no, but he doesn't have a bad cock, and he makes sure I get off too. So I can deal with it. But most guys, why bother? I can get off with a girl just as easy and I don't have to worry about some shit head fawning over me in the morning wondering if I'm going to call him or having him call me a dozen times the next day. It's just easier to leave em out of the picture."
"Kind of cynical isn't it?" Mom asked.
"Maybe, but it keeps life from being too complicated. I know if I come over here Andy'll fuck me in a hot second, and if he's not here, Tammy'll feel just as good. She's pretty good with the double-ender. Almost feels like a guy sometimes."
"I never understood that. If you want a cock, why not just have a guy fuck you? Why go to the trouble to get a girl to pretend she's a guy?" I asked quizzically.
"She isn't pretending she's a guy. It fucks us both at the same time, and I don't care how good you are, a guy doesn't lick cunt like a girl does. It's just not the same."
"If you say so," I answered. I stood up and headed back to the pool to finish what I started there, my shriveled cock slipping easily out of the cum filled condom.
I was done vacuuming the pool bottom and was working on switching over to the little automatic unit that slowly worked around the pool floor on its own, continually vacuuming junk off the bottom of the pool when Tammy finally came back out.
I looked over at her and she walked toward me. "Did you tell him?" I asked quietly.
"Nope," she said as she walked the few dozen more feet toward mom and Erin. "I told him that it's perfectly natural to be sexually excited looking at and feeling younger women's bodies. I also told him that some women liked being looked at, that it turns them on and then they want those same men to fuck them. Kind of like the way he was watching us having sex out here." She looked at mom with a frown. "You know, I know you and dad have secrets from each other, but it'd be a lot easier if you two just got it all out in the open."
"What secrets?" Mom asked, looking first at her daughter and then over to me. "Did you tell her?"
"Oh, don't get mad at him. I figured some of it out on my own. He just filled in the blanks. You know... I don't think dad is going to do what he did. If he was, he wouldn't have been out here fucking me in the back yard, or fucking me again in your bedroom."
"He had sex with you again?"
"Sure. Why not. How else was I going to convince him that there wasn't a damn thing wrong with being turned on looking at naked women. Even women my age. Now I know why he was so upset the other day too. He gets turned on watching Andy fuck you. In fact, if Andy were to walk over to you right now and fuck you, I bet he'd be watching from upstairs."
"And you know this how?"
"Because I told him that you were horny as hell and you've been fucking Andy for weeks."
"You didn't!"
"I did. And you know what, he came damn hard while I was telling him about how you stood downstairs and played with yourself watching us. Played with yourself until you had to take it further. He wasn't upset, he was excited. So, if I were you, I'd go drag Andy over here and ride him until you come and then go fuck your husband."
"Tammy! That was so inappropriate!"
"yeah? You mean like not telling me that I never knew my real father? When were you going to tell me? Ever? The only man I knew as dad left because he couldn't handle the fact that you enjoyed showing off and you enjoyed fucking men that watched you. I know damn well that Andy watched you on your toy and it got you so turned on knowing that he was watching you, that you had to fuck him. So don't pretend you don't like it. I don't want to lose another dad because you can't or won't talk about what you like." With that, my sister turned and walked back to the house, slamming the door behind her.
"Is she right?" Mom asked, looking at me. "Does your dad like to see me fucking? Does it really turn him on?"
"I can't tell you without breaking a promise. The same one I made you," I answered.
She stood up and walked to me. She pulled me gently by the hand back to the lounge chair and pushed me down onto it. She stood next to it, and took off the bikini bottom she still had on and then climbed onto the chair over me, her pussy hovering above my again hard dick. She reached down and drew my dick up toward her, pressing my head between her lips. She settled her weight down on me, letting her sink down and envelope my fat cock with a soft moan. "If he likes to watch, then maybe we should give him something to see," she said as she started to lift and lower herself on me, stroking her pussy up and down my shaft. "Let him see me bouncing on you, driving you wild until you can't help but come inside me." She breathed quietly as she moved more quickly, her ass slapping my thighs with each stroke. Up and down she bounced, driving me deep into her until my head hit the end of her tunnel with each stroke. "Tell me when you're going to come. I want you to let me do something else when you come." She panted as she bounced, her tits bouncing and flopping on her chest with each stroke down my shaft.



Up and down she bounced, her body quickly growing more excited. I could feel her pussy almost vibrating as her climax grew closer, little quivers and shudders in her legs and her pussy gripping me tighter as she came closer to climax. "Oh fuck. Ohhhhhh fuck!" she gasped as she started to climax. Her pussy squeezed around me as she continued to bounce, stroking up and down, her now tighter, pussy drawing me closer by the second.
"Almost there mom," I groaned as she climaxed around my dick.
"Oh god. I can't stop now. I want you to cum all over me, but I don't want to stop."
I reached for her chest and pushed her back, rolling her onto her back on the end of the chair, her head hanging off the end and her legs poking up in the air. I pushed myself to my knees and then grabbed my cock. I straddled the chair and pushed my dick into her again, pumping in and out of her spasming pussy. "OH FUCK!" she cried as my dick plunged into her again after being out of her for so short of a time. In and out I stroked, pushing her climax along and pushing mine closer to release. "OHHHHHHHH GOD YES!" she cried as she came harder around me, her pussy gripping me so tightly that she felt like a different person. I knew I couldn't hold out much longer, but I had to. I had to go just a few more strokes...
I pulled from her and wrapped my hand around my cock. I squeezed my shaft as the first shot of cum lanced out, shooting all the way to her tits. Again and again I came, spreading more strings of my cum across her tits, stomach and mound. When my dick had pumped half a dozen long white strings on her body I pushed my head down again, plunging back into her, stroking my still spasming cock in and out of her still climaxing body.
"Oh god," she panted as I stopped stroking, my softening cock leaking the remains of my cum into her. "Oh god that was intense. I came almost as hard as that first time you and I did it together."
"Because dad was watching?" I asked as I held my shrinking cock inside her pussy.
"I think so."
"I bet he's got a hardon by now. Standing up there, stroking himself? You want to go up and see him?"
"I do. I want to feel his cock in me now."
"Well, you wont have to wait," I said, as I pushed myself up off the chair. "Cuz here he is."
Dad walked across the yard as naked as we were, his cock swinging side to side with each step. I couldn't help but compare his hardon with mine, wondering if I really was bigger than he was. Tammy walked behind him, following along as if maybe they had been watching together.
Dad walked to mom and stepped across the chair where I had been. He leaned over mom a bit and aimed his cock at her pussy. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as he pushed slowly into her. "Oh that feels so good."
"It does," he said as he started to stroke slowly in and out of her. He moved his hands to her tits and began to massage her tits, rubbing my cum into them. He slid his hands down to her stomach and then pushed them up again, squeegeeing my cum all the way to her tits, where he began rubbing it in again.
"You want face or cock?" Tammy asked Erin. "I mean you HAVE to be as horny as I am!"
"I'll take face, for now," Erin said, reaching for my hand and pulling me toward the chair. It only took a moment for her to move and have me lying on the char, my legs from my knees down hanging over the end as she swung a leg over me and lowered her pussy to my face. "You got me horny, you get to make me come," she said, looking down at me before moving so that her butt cheeks were in my face and her pussy was pressing down on my mouth. I felt my legs being pushed apart and then moments later a hot wetness enveloping my shriveling cock.
"ohhhhhh damn," I groaned into Erin's pussy as she ground herself on my face, grinding her clit on my chin while I tried to stick my tongue into her pussy. I couldn't see much other than the sky and Erin's ass, but I knew that mom was getting it hard just from the sounds. I could hear their bodies slapping together loudly and dad's grunts as he shoved hard into her. Between the pussy on my face, the sounds of my parents having sex right next to me and Tammy licking and sucking my cock, I wasn't at all surprised to feel how hard it was already growing.
I felt her mouth disappear and then her hot, wet pussy slowly sink down on me. She started to lift and lower slowly, almost like she was savoring the sensations. Her pace rhythmic and consistent. Up and down she moved, each second a new stroke on me. Her ass settled on my thighs with each stroke, not heavily, but just resting for a fraction of a second before she started up again. I heard her moan soft and deep as Erin gasped and shuddered. I could feel her still sliding up and down my cock while I tried to move Erin off my face enough to let me breathe.
"Oh shit. I'm coming!" Erin gasped as her pussy gushed her juices in my mouth and over my chin. She sat on me, shuddering and trembling while Tammy stroked up and down my cock in almost frustratingly slow strokes. At this speed it'd take all day to get me to come. Not that I was complaining....but...maybe I was. We'd already fucked enough times today that I'd have thought she had enough. But twice with me and twice with dad... she had to be tired, I know my dick was. Erin trembled and shuddered on my face, her pussy leaking copiously now, but no longer deluging her cum on my face. Whatever Tammy did, it made her come damn hard.
Unexpectedly, Erin lifted off my face and pushed back, moving over my head and sitting on the chair with my head between her legs. Her fingers gently teased my hair and cheeks while I looked at the woman on my dick. I'd never seen her before. She was tall and thin, with modestly small breasts, her pussy was completely shaved and her skin was almost olive colored. Up and down she stroked, looking down at me lustfully. Her eyes didn't leave mine as her fingers moved to her own pussy and began stroking her clit in small circles.
"Oh god," she groaned softly. "Gonna come. Gonna come." She continued to slide up and down on me, her legs lifting and lowering her slightly quicker. Her butt started to slap against my legs more earnestly with each stroke down. "oh god. Ohhhhh god yes," she groaned louder as she continued to bounce on me, her strokes growing quicker. Her little tits, maybe a b cup at most, started to bounce slightly with each impact of her ass on my thighs, the slapping growing wet and louder as she grew closer and closer to climax. I could feel her pussy start to quiver, almost shiver around my cock as she started pounding hard on me. She moved her fingers from her clit and leaned toward me, resting her hands on my chest. She held some of her weight on her arms, her hands squeezing my chest in time with her strokes.
"Oh fuck. Oh god. Gonna come. Oh shit I'm going....I'm going to coooooommmmm!" she squealed loudly as she pounded herself down even harder on me. I could feel her pussy squeezing me, trying to pull me deeper into her, as if I could go deeper. I could feel my head smashing into her cervix with each stroke, sending little jolts of electricity down my shaft to my balls. "OHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as my body bucked under her and surged a gush of cum up into her pussy. She slammed down hard on me, grinding herself into my body, my next surge pushing up against her cervix and making her gasp loudly. Half a dozen more times I pumped up into her, unsure exactly how many were actually productive, as if my body really cared at that point. I let my hands slide up her body, cupping her little tits and squeezing them between my palms and fingers as she sat, panting, on my lap. "Oh god. Oh my lord," she breathed heavily. She looked down at me and gave me a half-hearted smile. "Sorry. I hope you didn't mind too much. I haven't had a cock in...well, a damn long time."
"Andy, this is my mom. Mom, this is Andy." Erin said from where she was sitting, her pussy practically touching my head. "Hope you don't mind, Andy. She came over to give me a ride home and I saw her come in the yard while I was riding you. Figured since you didn't mind fucking me, you wouldn't much mind fucking my mom."
"My friends call me Mandy. I think we're close enough now for that. Let's see... Divorced, unattached and not dating anyone, so no worries there, and oh yeah. Unlike my daughter, I DO take little pink pills, just in case I have an amorous date," she said as she leaned down toward me, crossing her arms and resting them on my chest with her face a foot or so from mine.
"Um. I see," I said, looking around. Dad was still sitting with mom's legs over his hips, his by now shrunk dick still stuck in her, looking at the newcomer with a crooked little embarrassed grin on his face.
"You know. When she told me you had a fantastic cock, I thought she was exaggerating, since she doesn't usually allow guys to fuck her. But now that I've felt it, yeah, it wasn't an exaggeration. It's just the perfect size. You ought to come over some time and have an adult play date."
"Adult play date?" I asked in confusion, letting my hands slide from her tits to her hips.
"You haven't ever had an adult play date? You know, where you play adult games?" she asked looking almost surprised as she looked first at me and then at my dad. "Really?"
"What kind of games?" I asked curiously.
"Well. I've always enjoyed strip Twister. When you fall down you're not out of the game, you just have to take something off and start over. Of course, you can distract your opponents by kissing or licking anything within reach. Then there's Trouble. Any time you land on someone and send them home they have to take something off. When you run out of things to take off you have to stand up and play with yourself for them to see. If you get a player to the end you get to pick another player to pleasure you for a minute. If you win, you get to pick any of the losing players to pleasure you until you finish. It can be a really fun game!"
"Sounds like it," I said quietly.
"But my most favorite game is sexy student."
"Sexy student?"
"Uh huh. You're the teacher and I'm the student. I don't wear a bra to school so I can flash you my tits and pull my panties aside and flash my pussy while you're teaching class. Sometimes we have more than one girl in class, which gets really interesting when I have to come to detention after school for being so naughty."
"Detention?"
"Uh huh. I have to be punished for being naughty don't I? I love it best when the teacher makes me undo his pants and suck on him until he's nice and hard. Then he makes me take my panties off and lay over his lap and spank me."
"You like to be spanked?" I asked in surprise.
"A little. Not too hard, and it's a lot more fun if you play with my pussy between swats. But the most fun part is after you spank me. Then you get to get me undressed and lay me on the desk and fuck me. The last time I played that the teacher made me sit on his lap with his dick in me while the took my shirt off and sucked and played with my tits. Mmmmmmm I can just feel you in me like that already. In fact...It feels kind of like someone's already starting to get hard again. Does that turn you on? Thinking about punishing me for being a naughty girl?"
"It sort of does," I whispered, feeling a bit embarrassed.
"Then you definitely have to come over. I haven't had anyone come and play that with me in...oh gosh...maybe two or three years! Bring Tammy along. I bet we can think of all kinds of ways to punish three of us."
"Three of us?" I asked in confusion.
"Erin makes a real damn sexy school girl," she whispered as she wiggled her hips. "I'd love to stay and take another ride on this, but I promised a friend of mine that I'd meet her for dinner down town and now I need to shower and change. As much as I'd love to go smelling like sex, that isn't as sexy as it sounds," she said with a sigh. She lifted up off me and pulled off my half hard dick. She stood over me, letting me look at her body, taking in her small breasts and her shaved pussy. "If you want a closer look, come play. You can see as much of me for as long as you want. I'll have Erin give you my number later," she said before looking up at Erin. "You ready to go sweetie?"
"Yeah. Just gotta put some clothes on," she said, climbing off the chair over my head so her pussy hovered in front of my face for a few moments. "Mister and Missus C. Talk to you later. Thanks for having me over."
"Any time Erin," Mom answered her as she walked toward the house to get her clothes. Her mom stopped in the middle of the yard, picked up her clothes and turned back to me to let me watch her put her shirt and pants on, leaving her bra and panties off. She grinned and blew me a kiss before walking to the side gate and out of the yard.
"Well...Um...That was interesting," Dad said, sliding back until he could lean back in the chair. He held his hands out and pulled mom up so she was sitting. "I guess I need to explain."
"Not really. You like to look at naked women. That's a regular guy thing. Nothing wrong with that. It's me who needs to explain."
"No. Honey. You don't understand. I guess I should have told you a long time ago. It's not just looking at naked women. All guys like to do that. I like to look at naked women, yes, but more than that, I like to watch them getting undressed and then watch them having sex."
"So what's terrible about that? Watching someone else have sex gets a lot of people turned on."
"Honey," He said, reaching out for her hands. She sat looking at him, waiting. "It isn't just women in general. It includes one particular woman."
"Me?" she whispered.
He nodded gently. "I told Adam, but made him promise not to tell. I'm guessing from what's been happening that you told him a secret too. He's tried hard to keep my secret, but honestly, he shouldn't have had to. It wasn't fair that I told him and made him promise not to tell you. I was just afraid that if you knew, if you knew what kind of person I was, that you'd not want to be with me anymore," he said very quietly.
"Oh Sweetie, no. Of course I still want to be with you. I love you. It's me that you might not want to be with any more. My past."
"Unless you're a serial killer or something, I can't imagine anything you could do that would make me not love you."
"Love isn't it. I've been... well... a lot of people call it prostitution. It wasn't, but it was."
"I don't understand."
"Okay. I know you've seen videos of those guy strippers at, like, a bachelorette party, getting naked and rubbing their dicks all over the women's tits, right?"
"Yeah. Sure. Sometimes they even fuck the bride to be or one of the bridesmaids. So you've been to those?"
"No. Not exactly.... I was the stripper," she admitted after a long pause. "I had to support myself and Tammy, and the money was really good. So I'd go to parties and strip for the men and sometimes women too. Sometimes... most of the time, I let one or more of them have sex with me."
"It was a way to make money. A fair number of young women turn to stripping to make money for college or living expenses or whatever. That isn't horrible."
"No. you don't understand. I didn't just do it. I liked doing it. I liked undressing in front of them. I liked having them touch me as I danced sexy little dances in front of them. I liked when they pulled out their cocks so I could rub my tits and pussy all over them. And I liked it when they let me slide their cocks into me. The money was good, but I kept going back because I liked doing it. When my last husband found out, he left me. He didn't want to hear any explanations or excuses. He just said he could never live with a prostitute whore. He said he was disgusted that he ever had sex with me and he moved out that same night. I've been afraid ever since you met me that if you found out... that you'd do the same thing. I'm so ashamed of myself for what I did. I let men treat me like a whore, like a slut... and I liked it. I'm sorry." My dad was silent for a long time, sitting and looking at mom, his face not showing any emotion as he processed what she'd told him. "I guess I'll pack my stuff. I can move out to a motel tonight," she whispered after what had to be at least half a minute of silence. She let go of his hands and pushed off the chair, standing up and straddling it for a moment.
"Why?" he asked before she could step off the chair and away.
"It felt good. It felt sexy to be wanted and desired and it felt damn good to feel them coming in me when I was so turned on from stripping in front of them."
"No. Why move out?"
"Because... You don't want a slut like me around. I get it."
He leaned toward her, grabbed her hands and pulled her back down. "I never said I didn't want you around. And I never called you a slut."
She looked at him curiously. "I don't understand."
"That's why you've been having sex with Andy? Because he's a different guy? Someone else besides me? Answer me one thing. Have you been having sex with other guys, besides Andy I mean?"
"NO! I wouldn't ever do that to you. I'd say I'd never cheat on you, because I love you, but I have. I cheated on you with your own son. Not on purpose. Not at first. It was an accident... sort of. He saw me... um... I have this sex toy... in the closet..."
"I know. I've known about it for a long time," Dad said quietly, interrupting her.
"Well, I was using it and Andy saw me. I went up to explain to him, to get him to understand that sometimes I need more than what you can give me. It didn't happen at first. It was days later, but eventually, I couldn't resist the temptation to feel him inside me. I love you. I love your cock, but sometimes... sometimes I need more."
"What you mean is sometimes you need a different cock. Someone that isn't your husband. And you could ride on that and pretend it was Andy, or someone at work, or a delivery guy or whoever you wanted to fantasize about. You could sit on that fake cock and pretend it was that person, fucking you for real, even though it wasn't. And you could keep from cheating on me. But it didn't work did it? When you had Andy so close, it was just too much temptation."
She looked at him almost startled. "It was. But how...?"
He looked over at Tammy, sitting on the end of my chair. "I owe you an apology. I'm afraid I haven't been a very good father."
"You've been a great father," she protested quickly.
"No. I haven't. I've been a horrible father. If you look in the cold air return register of your room you'll find a small camera. I've been watching you for almost a year, watching you get dressed and undressed, watching you with your friends, watching you playing with your friends... naked. I even watched my son take you while you were tied to the bed, the first time you two had sex I think. I came hard watching him fuck you while you were tied to the bed, unable to see that it wasn't really your friend with a stap-on. I watched Andy fill you with his cum and wished it was me. I'm sorry honey. I really am. If word of this got out, that I filmed you or your friends... I'd be put in jail. But I just couldn't help it,." hHe whispered. "When I work late on Thursday nights?" he said, Turing to mom. "I'm not working late. I go to a little strip club over in Rockton. I watched the sexy eighteen year old girls strip for me, but it wasn't enough. I needed to be able to stroke myself while I was watching, and I couldn't do that there. God, there were so many times I'd go out to the car and jerk off after, and then come home and have to pretend I was working, when what I really wanted to do was to watch you and Tammy strip for me. "
"Oh honey," Mom said softly.
"One day I was working on something and it came to me. I could watch Tammy's room and no one would ever know. So I did. I watched her getting ready for bed, or getting dressed after a shower and I'd jack off watching her. Then one day I saw her with her friend. The two of them got undressed and played on the bed for a long time. I didn't see them live, but I watched that recording over and over, each time coming hard as I watched her friend make her climax. So when we played that game with her friend, it was like I was in heaven. I watched each of you getting undressed, slowly, hand by hand, getting naked for me." He looked over at Tammy again. "Then I watched your mother riding Andy's cock I was about to come right there. When you climbed onto me, there was no way I could hold back. It felt so good being inside you for real, being where my mind had imagined so many times. I couldn't help myself. I couldn't keep myself from coming inside you. And once I did... well, I felt so embarrassed about what I'd been doing for months. I'm sorry sweetie."



"Okay. so we both have done things we shouldn't have. I think the camera needs to come out. Don't you?" Mom asked dad.
"Yeah. I'll take it down this evening," he said quietly, clearly embarrassed.
"The question is, what do we do now? We both have needs that aren't being met. But it seems to me that maybe they align better than we know. Marlene has been pressing me to help her learn to do a striptease and lap dance. I've been helping her a bit. I don't know how well she's doing, but I've been helping. She wants me to help a few friends too, and to dance with them. It'd be a private little show. Just Andy and a few friends for our make believe audience. Maybe... maybe we can both find ways to help each other meet our needs. Maybe I do help her friends, and I do dance with them, and maybe you're in the audience and you get to have one of the girls give you a full lap dance, and maybe I do one on someone else. We'd both get what we are looking for, right?"
It sounds like it," he answered quietly. "You're not disgusted with what I've done?"
"No. I'm not. But I'm not the one that has to forgive you." Mom answered.
"Just delete the videos," Tammy said quietly. "I guess I don't even mind that you watched. But I'd hate to have someone find the videos."
"I can do that," he whispered.
"Then I can forgive you. You've been awfully good to mom. I'd hate to be the reason you two split. I'd really hate to lose another dad, even if he is a little pervy."
"I suppose I need to stop having sex with Andy then," Mom said a little sullenly.
"I don't see why not. As long as you don't mind me watching once in a while," Dad answered. Mom looked up at him in surprise.
"You mean that?"
"I mean that." He nodded before looking over at me. "I don't want you to take advantage, but if you wanna experiment a little with your mom, it's a good place to learn. And I'd be willing to bet that she'd be extremely turned on by being teased and taken, say... in the kitchen cooking, or folding laundry, or who knows, maybe even being surprised in the shower. Clearly you don't have any problem surprising her in the bedroom while she's playing with herself."
I looked at him, a little startled. "You really don't mind me having sex with mom?"
"Like I said, not as long as you don't mind me watching once in a while."
I had a hunch this was going to be a strange summer. But at least mom and dad got their secrets out and I didn't have to hide them any longer. Now all I needed to do was figure out what to do about Marlene.
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I followed the path laid out before me, a scattering of rose petals along the hardwood floor, the narrow path outlined by the only lights in the room, small candles in tiny glass jars. I walked across the living room and down the hall, my curiosity and excitement growing as I got closer to the bedroom. I could already see a gently yellowish glow flickering even before I reached the doorway. I stepped into the room and stopped to take in the scene before me. Amanda was on the bed, rose petals spread around her as she lay spread eagle in the middle of the bed, her body encased in a shimmering white, see-through teddy. The whole room was lined with little candles in an assortment of clear and colored glass jars, each shining a small pool of light around itself and casting a soft glow across the room.
"I've been waiting for you," she said softly, not making a move from her spread eagle position, her back and head propped up on pillows. "I'm so hot and horny for your big, hard dick. I'm yours to take." I moved closer and realized why she hadn't moved, her ankles and hands were secured to the bed by tiny white lace ribbons, clearly fragile enough to break if she chose, but strong enough to remind her of her intent. "Why don't you take off your clothes and join me."
"Sounds like a good idea," I answered, pulling off my tie and then my shirt. I was naked in record time and climbing onto bed on my hands and knees. I crawled to her and looked down to see that the teddy was crotchless, leaving her pussy completely exposed to me. I leaned down and kissed her soft, freshly-shaved mound and her full outer lips before slowly kissing my way up her body to her breasts. I tugged gently on the single bow between her breasts, the material clearly held together by that single tie. "Hmmmmmm. What happens if I pull this?" I asked.
"Why don't you pull it and find out?"
I grinned at her and tugged the little bow, pulling the material away from her body. When I released it I could easily spread it apart, freeing her breasts and letting my kisses slowly work across and around each soft sexy breast.
"Oh, such a tease. I've been waiting for your cock all day. Come and fill me with that fantastic tool. Fuck my hot, wet pussy and make me come!"
"With pleasure," I answered her, lifting off her body and reaching down between us. I grasped my hardon and rubbed my head up and down her wet slit, slowly working the tip between her flowery inner lips.
"ohhhhh please stop teasing me," she moaned as I rubbed my head across her hard clit. "Push it in. Push it deep inside me. Make me come around you."
"Uh huh," I grunted, getting more excited myself. I pressed my head down to the entrance to her vagina and slowly pushed myself into her, drawing a long, deep moan from her as I sank deeper into her. I felt my head press against her cervix and slowly pulled back, leaving just my head inside her before thrusting quickly back into her.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked as my shaft drove into her, not stopping until the base of my cock smashed against her clit. In and out I slid like that, each stroke seeming to take less and less time until I was thrusting quickly in and out of her, her wet pussy squishing with each stroke. "Oh god yes. Ohhhhhh. You're going to make me come," she gasped as each impact of my body made her big, soft tits move on her chest, each one seeming to trace small circles in the air with her nipples. "OH SHIIIIIIT!" she cried as her body shuddered and trembled under me, my own body jerking as I pumped shot after shot of cum deep in her pussy. Her spasms of ecstasy caused her to jerk her arms and break the small ribbons. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down on top of her. I closed my eyes, feeling the heat of our bodies seeping into each other as the two of us enjoyed the soft aftermath of our mutual orgasms.
"Oh god Scott. I am so falling in love with you," she whispered in my ear as she pulled her arms more tightly around me, holding me close in the near darkness of the early morning.
I hugged her back and sighed softly. I had to agree. I was falling in love with her. At least I thought so. There was an incredible difference between the images and situations that I had with her, compared to those I did with other women. Those with her were, well, soft, sweet, erotic and loving. I enjoyed them. While I couldn't say I didn't enjoy the encounters with many of the other women, I couldn't help but note that they were very different. In a lot of ways, I wished this...thing...would go away.
I rolled off of her, and lay back down with her to cuddle before falling back asleep for a little while, each of us content for the moment, enjoying the aftermath of the sensual mental fantasy and physical intimacy we both just shared.
Today was supposed to be my off day. All I had on the docket was to walk twice. No PT today. As a result, Amanda and I planned on having a quiet day, taking our two walks on a little, wooded trail that she found on the internet, and quiet time at home in between. We were just getting ready to go for our first walk of the day when Andria called, wanting to come spend a little time with me, or more likely interrogate me some more. I reluctantly agreed that we could meet after our walk. It would take her nearly that long just go get to Amanda's house.
When Amanda and I returned to the apartment we found Andria sitting in her car waiting for us. Amanda invited her in and helped me up the stairs, my legs a little tired from the rather long walk we took.
"So, Scott, Amanda. You both know I'd love for Scott to come back and see me in the lab, but I also know that you've rejected that request, at least for now. So we'll just have to do what we can without that. Amanda, I see that you can touch him without triggering an event?"
"Yes and no," Amanda answered as she unlocked the door. "If we've had sex and then keep close contact, frequent touching and the like, it doesn't happen. The longer we go without touching, the more it starts coming back."
"Oh? To varying degrees over time?"
"Oh yeah. I mean, sometimes it's a full on sexual fantasy with him, but with shorter times not touching it can be as light as feeling slightly woozy or even intoxicated."
"Is that how it feels for you too Scott? Intoxicating?" Andria quizzed me.
"Actually, no. It's a lot different feeling for me. It's like...um... getting into her skin, so to speak. I can feel what she's thinking and to some extent, what she's desiring. It's only after we've been physically separated for more than an hour or so that it slips all the way into one of those sexual events."
"Are they all similar, like in the lab? Or is it different?"
"Oh hell, they're all different. Some are really crazy wild, some are tender and caring, almost romantic," I answered.
"And does the person matter, or the situation?"
"Oh person, definitely person. In fact, I've noticed that Amanda's sexual desires that we've lived out have become much more sensual and romantic than what I'd call lustful."
"Don't forget Naomi and Suzanne. Both of those were clearly emotional," Amanda added.
"How so? How could you tell?" Andria asked, clearly interested in this new direction.
"I could feel it. Scott and I were sleeping together and he was dreaming of this party. I wasn't there, but I was, if you can understand how that feels. It was like I was part of this woman at his work, Suzanne. She was definitely feeling a massive romantic attraction to him."
"And Naomi?"
"Naomi is his secretary. She came over yesterday to get some papers taken care of. She happened to see him naked and got all flustered, saying how wrong it was for her to be checking out his dick, but when I undressed her and pushed them together, we were back at that party again, sort of. And this time I was more of Suzanne than me."
"Wait! You undressed her? Why?"
"I don't know exactly. I was feeling...well, honestly, I felt like I'd had more than a few drinks. I was sloshed, even though I'd just woken up after sleeping on him for hours."
"Really? Okay. Go on. You undressed her?"
"Yeah. Like I said, touched him and then I was this Suzanne woman. I got him into the elevator with me, and Naomi and I undressed in the elevator, trying to tease him to come to my room and have sex with us. But the way Naomi was acting then, she wanted him to want her, and not just in bed. I mean she wanted him to approve of how she looked and felt around him. Oh yeah, she's definitely wishing he'd be romantic with her," she told Andria before turning to look at me. "You do know that, right? That she wishes that the two of you could be a lot more than boss and secretary. And I don't mean just in bed."
"Actually, I didn't know that... or maybe I did?" I answered, suddenly feeling confused about my young secretary.
"So this thing is more than just sexual encounters? You're feeling their emotions?" Andria coaxed, moving to the edge of the chair and closer to me.
"And these events are taking longer. When Naomi was here, Scott came out of the event, or whatever we're calling it, way before either of us. He was actually having sex with us, only we were still in that dream state a lot longer. Eventually we both came out of it, but we all chose to keep going."
"What about this desire afterwards. Is that still happening?"
"Oh yeah. Those two girls in the park? Oh god yes."
"Girls in the park?" Andria asked quizzically.
"Amanda had to go pee while we were walking, so I was sitting on a bench while she went into the bushes. While she was off there these two young ladies came by. They were concerned about how I looked and one of them touched me. All of a sudden, I was in the middle of this thing where they undressed and screwed this stranger that was sitting on the bench. It was some kind of dare or bet. Anyway, after, we found them up the trail a ways, off in the bushes, doing sixty nine with each other."
"I see. Did you join in?"
"He didn't, but I did," Amanda said with a crooked grin. "Never done girls before, but I couldn't resist for some reason."
"So Scott, why didn't you join in?"
"That's easy. He was busy with the third woman," Amanda said with a chuckle.
"Third woman?"
I frowned. "Some lady decided she was going to scold the girls for being naked and sucking on my cock in the middle of the park and touched one of them. Next thing I know she's in the middle of this whole thing stripping and making herself climax in front of me. While she was doing that the girls took off with her clothes and everything. So we were going to give her a ride home. When we got to the girls in the bushes she decided she wanted to ride on me."
"So, I'd say that's a pretty intense aftermath. How long does this go on?"
"Oh, half an hour to an hour before it fades," Amanda answered, "there is a really urgent desire to have sex with him during that time. And not fantasy, sex, real in your face, fuck me silly sex."
"I see. I certainly have experienced it myself, so I understand. So, Scott, do you want to be rid of this?"
"As great as all the sex is, yeah, it's too much to handle sometimes. I'm afraid to touch anyone, including my family. It's somewhat disconcerting to get hugged by your daughter only to get sucked into some fantasy where she's having sex with you."
"I can see where that might be disconcerting. I've spent a lot of time working on not only what happened, but how to try and block this for you."
"And?"
"And, the honest truth is that I have no idea how this happened, or why it keeps happening. It's almost like some part of your brain rewired itself while you were unconscious. I simply can find no other case like it. I think, though, that this new drug that is being experimented with that deals with multiple personality disorder, might be just the ticket.
"And what's involved?" Amanda asked quickly. "I don't want to do anything that will change his personality. I love him just the way he is!"
I looked over at her, a little surprised. She looked back and me and blushed. "I told you I was falling in love with you," she said softly. "I don't want you to change!"
"Well, this shouldn't. It just suppresses certain parts of the brain that are over active. It's just a pill every day, and if it's not working, you can just stop taking them. But first I'd like to give you a shot of the active ingredient. It's a test shot, to see if it impacts the part of your brain we want."
"And there are no risks?"
"Not that I can identify," Andria said with a shrug. "But we're going to have to test it."
"Test it... by someone touching him?"
"Yes, ah. I'm afraid so. If you have someone you want to do that with, besides Amanda, we can do that, or I can stand in. I don't actually expect anything to happen, so I don't mind it."
"And if it doesn't work?"
"Then I guess I'm in for another ride," she answered.
I looked at Amanda and sighed. "Okay. Let's try it."
Andria nodded and opened her purse. She pulled out a pair of latex gloves, put them on, and then pulled out a syringe and a vial of some kind of liquid. She drew some of the liquid into the syringe and then slipped the thin needle into a vein on my arm. She patted the spot and then put the syringe and vial away, peeling off her gloves. "So, how does that feel?"
"Kind of funny, actually," I whispered, feeling like suddenly every noise in the apartment was getting louder. I closed my eyes for a moment, feeling my head spin a little. I looked at Amanda, feeling panic rise in me as the edges of my vision started to darken. In moments all that was left of what I was seeing was a dark ring with a pinhole, which quickly closed. I could hear Andria and Amanda both calling my name as I fell, falling further and further, as if falling off a cliff. I waited in the dark for the impact as I fell ever faster. It seemed like I would never hit the bottom. I saw a pin prick of light ahead of me. Slowly that light grew and grew, expanding into a pool of harsh, white light showing down on a circular stage, two large silver poles sticking up from the stage. As I drew closer I could see a woman on the stage, long blond hair flying around as she swung herself in circles on first one pole and then the other. She had a scrumptiously voluptuous body, covered only in a tiny cream colored dress with a halter top that was no match for her large, bouncing tits. As she swung in circles on the pole I could see she also wore no underwear, her pussy completely exposed to me as she did a slow upside-down pirouette on one of the poles.
"Hello my love." I heard the woman say as she stopped spinning and settled to stand on the stage, her back resting against the pole, one of her big tits sticking out the side of the top while she bent one leg, sliding her high heel up her other leg until she could push her knees apart and expose her entire pussy to me. I looked up from her sexy body to her face and nearly choked.
"Lilly!?" I exclaimed in shock. I tried to get up and walk, but I didn't seem to have legs or arms, at least none that would move. "Lilly? How?"
"I know what you're thinking. How am I here? The answer is, I am, but you're not. Not yet anyway. You have a long path to walk before you come join me."
"A long path? I don't understand."
"It's not your time yet. Not for a long time."
"So you're what, a ghost?" I asked in confusion.
"I am what I am. You'll understand when you come and join me. But for now, you have a physical body and like I said, a long path to walk yet."
"I don't understand," I said, shaking my head.
"I know. It's alright. I talked to you before, but he told me that you wouldn't remember."
"Talked to me? When?"
"After your accident. He let me see you again, though to you it probably seemed like a dream. It was only a few seconds."
"A few seconds? When?"
"In the hospital. I'm sorry. I still have trouble relating to things. Time here, it isn't the same. A second, a day an eternity, they are all the same thing," she said as she moved her foot up and down her leg, drawing my attention back to her exposed pussy. "Do you like how I look?"
"You look fantastic."
"You once said I was hot enough to be a stripper. You seemed almost disappointed when I said I could only preform for an audience of one. I find it interesting that this is how you chose to see me again."
"How I chose?"
"Yes. This is of your making. I have no body, at least not one that you can visualize. So your mind has to conceptualize me in a way that it can handle. I do like the look. I think we both would have enjoyed this, and what I'm sure we would share after."
"God I miss you," I said after staring at her for long seconds.
"You shouldn't swear. He doesn't like it, though he tolerates it to some extent because he understands that it's not meant negatively. Scott... He's letting me do this because of my last prayer to him."
"Your last prayer?"
"Yes my love. There wasn't much time. I knew I only had seconds left. I prayed that he would help you find what you needed to move on and love again. He said that because my prayer was unselfish and not for me but for another, that he would grant my prayer when the time was right."
"And this is granting your prayer?"
"Oh no my love. This is him letting me help you one last time. You already received his gift. The gift to understand a woman's deepest desire at the touch of her. I have to admit, that I never would have expected it to manifest itself the way it has. You always did have a deviously, wonderfully sexual mind."
"I'm not sure that's a compliment," I said.
"Oh it is. Because it was always directed toward me. Since the day we met you loved me and you made me feel special in every way you could, including sexually. One time when stress was getting the better of you and you became a bit distant from me, I worried that you might wander, that maybe I wasn't giving you what you needed. I had a friend of mine intentionally try to seduce you. I have to admit, I was pleased when she told me that she completely failed. She said she had your hand under her dress, your fingers practically touching her bare pussy, and when she released your hand you withdrew it, excused yourself and walked away. She threw herself at you, gave you the perfect opportunity, yet you walked away. I don't think I've ever loved you more than when she told me that. I knew then that you were mine forever. I just didn't expect my forever to be as short as it was."
I thought back to that night, sitting in a bar, drinking too much to try and wash away the stress before I went home to Lilly. I remember having that dark-haired woman try to seduce me. She intentionally flashed me both a nipple and her bare pussy lips, dropping her purse and getting off the bar stool to bend over, in the process flashing me her bare pussy. After she sat back down she dug her key out of her purse and set it on the bar before reaching for my hand and sliding it up her thigh under here dress until my fingers were indeed nearly touching her excited pussy. I was tempted for a few moments. "She wasn't you," I whispered.
"And now I'm gone, at least in any way that can physically interact with you. Now it's time for you to move on. You have the tools."
"The tools?"
"The tools to discern at a touch what woman loves you and which only lust after you. At a touch you can feel their deepest emotions. That was the gift. This..." she said as the image of her disappeared and was replaced by Jan, astride me in the hospital bed, both of us naked as she bounced up and down on me before laying at my side for the rest of the night. I saw images of nurses undressing and climbing onto me. I saw Bonnie, the therapists, taking everything off and riding me until we both came together. I even saw Andria and I having sex. She came back into view again, this time wearing a tiny bikini that failed to cover her curl covered mound, with a top that struggled to barely hold her big tits, the tiny triangles not even large enough to cover her areola. "This isn't love. This isn't what you long for. I know you, my love. But there are three women that do love you. Three women that could make you happy, if you let them," she said softly as her image on the pole faded.



I saw in the spotlight on the stage, Suzanne and I dancing, slowly, rocking to the music, her arms around me and her hands sliding up and down my back under my suit coat. I watched us in the elevator as she took off her dress and then ran down the hallway naked, begging me to follow her. I watched the two of us kiss as we stood in her room. The kiss long and wet and passionate. I hadn't even realized just how passionate it was until I watched us from this perspective. No, it wasn't a lustful kiss, it was a very tender, loving you and wanting to be loved back, kiss.
I watched Naomi dance with me as well, I looked stiff and awkward as she practically melted into me. We were only there, dancing, a few moments before the image was replaced by Naomi sitting atop me as I lay on my back, her body bouncing on me and driving us both toward climax. Up and down she bounced, her chocolate body a contrast to mine, as she pounded down on me, mumbling how much she loved me and wanted me. I didn't remember her words before, but hearing them now, feeling her at that moment, her body climaxing around my cock and her eyes looking at me with a longing that I had missed when I was under her. Yes, there was no doubt that it wasn't lust. It was love in its rawest form.
The image slowly faded away, replaced by Amanda, holding me in the night, spooned against me, a contented smile on her face.
Lilly faded back into view as Amanda faded away. "All three of them love you. The question will be, do you love any of them? Do you WANT to love any of them?"
"Right now it's hard to love anyone. I'm almost afraid to touch anyone."
"Why?"
"Because it takes me to their fantasy land. It would be easier if I didn't have this...thing."
"It's the gift you were given. That it draws out as a sexual experience is of your choice, not his."
"You mean I'm causing this?"
She chuckled softly in a way that I always loved so much. "Yes my love. It's up to you how it comes out. It's up to you as well, who it comes out from."
"I can stop it?"
"You can. All you need to do is concentrate on the woman you love, like you did with me."
"But I think of you all the time."
"Not me my sweet. I can no longer be that for you. No, you have a long path to walk and you have to find a new love to walk it with."
"You keep saying that. What does that mean? A long path to walk?"
She smiled at me and didn't answer for long seconds. "All I can tell you is that you needn't be in a rush to come to me here. You have life. You have the chance to be happy and be loved and to love. There is much for you to experience and memories to make in your world. There is time to be happy and to share love. Take that! Use it! Enjoy it. Know that with my dying breath THAT is what I wanted for you." I could feel tears welling up in my eyes, because I knew, somehow I knew, that this would be the last time I'd ever see her. "Be safe and find happiness my love. I'll be with you always, even if you can't see me. Now you have three women that want to love you and feel your love back. You may decide that none of them are for you, or you may choose to focus on one of them over the others. It's your life. You must choose how to live it and with who. Just know, that whatever your choice, you will not disappoint me. It's time to go. You are being called back to your own world again. Remember to love and to allow someone to love you back. Goodbye, my love," she whispered as she slowly faded out of my sight.
The pinpoint of light grew slowly, as did the sounds. "Come on Scott! Don't do this!" I heard Andria practically shout at me. I could feel pressure on my chest, over and over, squeezing and pushing. At first it was just pressure, then it was pain. I felt myself choke and thankfully the pain stop, along with the pressure. I tried to open my eyes, holding them mostly shut for moments, blocking the brightness to a tiny slit.
"Oh thank god," Amanda whispered in my ear before her lips touched my cheek. "I thought we lost you. Andria had to do CPR. Your heart stopped."
"Don't worry, I have a long path to walk yet," I croaked out, having some trouble getting my breath. I looked up at Andria, who looked relieved but also seemed covered in sweat, wiping some of it away with her hand.
"I'm so sorry. I had no idea that kind of reaction was even possible. This medicine... It wasn't supposed to do anything like that."
"It wasn't your fault. Lilly had to talk to me," I whispered.
"Lilly?" She asked looking confused.
"His late wife," Amanda said pushing up and looking down at me. "You saw Lilly?"
I nodded weakly, trying to remember what I'd seen and heard, as it seemed to slowly be fading away, the sharpness of the images slowly growing fuzzy. What wasn't fading was her last words do me. To love and to allow someone to love me back. I realized that my shirt was gone and Andria's hands were bare. I reached out and touched her thigh as she knelt next to me, drawing her attention to my hand. She looked down at it, apprehension written on her face. I squeezed her leg and let my mind flow into and with hers, relief flooding her thoughts. I could feel her desire for learning about my problem, I could feel her desire for another man, and at the same time the disappointment that he didn't return that desire. The desire for him grew in my mind, started to bloom. I could see her undressing, slowly removing all of her clothing until she stood nude in front of me. She stood waiting, patient, but expectantly.
"I'm not him," I whispered into her mind.
"No."
"Do you want this? With him?"
"Yes. So much," she whispered back.
"Then go find him and tell him," I answered her whisper before I stepped back. I walked backwards, one step at a time, watching her nude body become more distant until I turned and walked from her.
She shook her head and looked down at me, curiously at first and then with confidence. "I will," she whispered for real.
"Will what?" Amanda asked curiously.
"Tell the man that I love, that I want him," Andria said. "Just as soon as the medics come and check you out."
"The man you love?"
Andria smiled at Amanda. "Don't worry. It's not Scott. He's a curiosity, not my lover."
I reached a hand out to Amanda and held it, lying patiently for the ambulance crew to get there. I had much to think about. Not the least of which was Suzanne and Naomi. How does a man choose between lovers? How does a man know the right person when she appears? I knew with Lilly. I always knew with her from the instant I saw her.
"Scott." Andria said softly. "You ended that, didn't you? You chose to end that fantasy."
"Yeah." I answered her quietly. "Lilly said I had the power to. I just didn't know I could. Now that I know I can, somehow I also know how."
"But It's not gone, is it? It's still there."
"If I wanted to I could send the two of us to any fantasy in your mind. I know how to reach into your mind, find the strongest sexual images and pull both of us there. Or I can find something else. I know how to find emotions besides lust and desire. I know how to find where you keep love." I looked at Amanda and reached out for her hand, letting my mind slowly filter into hers. In moments the two of us were floating on a foam pad in a pool, naked, cuddling and kissing tenderly. I could feel her desire, not just for my body, but for my love. I pulled away and back to my reality, leaving her there for the moment. I pulled her face down to mine and kissed her for real, a soft loving kiss. Yeah, Lilly was right. I have the tool. And now I know how to use it.
She said I had a long path to walk. Suddenly I wasn't so scared to walk it without her.
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Henry was a cordial old gentleman. I'd met him a few years ago when I moved to my current house. We ended up being neighbors, even though we had several houses between our two. The property I'd purchased had a bit over a hundred acres in an L shape that wrapped around behind three smaller properties to my west, eventually butting up against Henry's eight hundred acres.
Henry had inherited the land from his father, who had inherited it from his father. It was a nice piece of property, sections of rugged woods mixed with cleared fields that used to act as pasture land for cattle. I say 'used to' because Henry just didn't have the physical ability to handle the cattle any longer and much to his disappointment, his wife had not born a son to pass it off to, but three girls.
When I met Henry, he was energetic enough to run a few hundred head of cattle and still have time for his favorite pastime, hunting. Not having a son to hunt with and teach, he was more than happy to have me hunt with him. Along the way he imparted much of the tremendous amount of knowledge he had accumulated about hunting. Many hunters know how deer move and when deer move and where deer move, but not why, and it's that why that often makes the difference between a successful hunt and a disappointing day.
Now with Henry's health failing I pretty much had the run of his land to myself, although his middle daughter, Amy, had started to take up hunting in the last few years, learning some of it from her father and some from me. Amy was in her mid-thirties, five and a half feet tall without her almost perpetually worn high heels and weighed maybe a hundred twenty-five pounds soaking wet. She had thin but strong legs, nicely shaped hips and ass, thin waist, a thirty-six C chest, according to her, and long blonde hair that came down to the middle of her back. All in all, she was a very good looking young woman. Being divorced, I might even have thought about her seriously if she wasn't nearly twenty years younger than I was.
Francine, her older sister was married and lived up state and her four year younger sister, almost the spitting image of Amy except with a somewhat larger chest, had just moved back to the area after her own divorce. Amy was single after losing her husband to a drunk driver a few years ago and seemed to be enjoying getting out in the woods working on the food plots and stands as a way of getting away from thoughts of him. She said the solitude helped her clear her head.
We were only a week from the beginning of bow season, and I had one last stand to erect. I had bought a stand special for Amy for this season, being her first year to hunt "on her own" without someone up in the tree or blind to coach her. She was excited and I thought it was the least I could do to get her a new stand and set in over the newest food plot that was thick with clover and turnips growing vigorously, a definite deer attractant.
I loaded the new stand, still in the box, onto the trailer behind my ATV, grabbed the tools I needed, a couple drinks because of the unseasonably warm weather, and headed down the road to Henry's to get Amy. I pulled in, drove right around to the rear of the house and stopped by the back deck.
"Well, Hi Roger!" Francine said, getting up from the lounge chair she was sitting in, closing the book in her hand and walking to the edge of the deck. She leaned against the railing, leaning slightly over the railing to look down the half dozen feet that she was above me.
"Hi Francine. Didn't expect to see you down today," I said pleasantly, my eyes taking in her good looks. She had on a rather short green sun- dress; the very thin material slightly translucent from my vantage point with the mid-morning sun behind her. She was a very good looking woman, blonde like her sisters, though she kept her hair quite a bit shorter than both. The green material of the sundress clung to her body, accentuating her curvy hips and what I could see of her butt. I let my eyes travel up the clingy material flowing over her trim torso until my eyes settled on her modestly large chest, her breasts wiggling slightly as she stood partly bent over the railing. I was surprised to see her areola and nipples obviously profiled by the thin material.
"Yeah, just came down for a few days," she answered as I ripped my eyes from her boobs to her face, feeling a bit embarrassed that I had lingered there so long.
"Well, nice to see you again," I answered quickly. "Is Amy around?"
She smiled down at me, almost as if she knew that in my mind the 'nice to see you' meant a lot more than just a polite response, given her dress. "She had to run to town for something. She said she'd be back in a little while."
"Ah. Okay. Well, I was going to ask if she wanted to go out and set up her stand, but if she's not here..."
"Well, I'll be happy to tell her you were here," she said with a pleasant smile.
"I appreciate that. I better go get to work on this," I said as I settled back onto the ATV and reached for the starter. "You don't want to come out, do you?" I asked belatedly.
"In this dress? Really?" she asked with an almost girlish giggle. "I don't think it's quite the right attire for working in the woods but thank you for the offer."
"Well, personally, I think that dress is just fine, coming to the woods or relaxing on the porch. But, just thought I'd offer," I answered, feeling a brief flash of disappointment, probably caused by my lower head thinking about what was under the dress. I'd invited her a number of times to come out to the woods with me, but she had always turned me down. I presumed that was because of her marital status, which was tumultuous at best. I hit the starter and headed off down the little dirt track that led down into the woods.
I drove down to the food plot, about a quarter mile down from the house, and started working to assemble the stand. In general these are not difficult, but they can be tedious with all the little nuts and bolts that are included in the bag of hardware. Half an hour into the task, with the stand pretty much assembled and almost ready to stand up against the tree I'd selected, I heard an ATV coming down the trail. I stopped my work and turned to see Amy riding towards me on her big Polaris.
"Hi!" she said brightly as she pulled up and started to climb off the machine.
All I could do for several seconds was stare. I'd seen Amy in a variety of clothing over the last couple years, from heavy hunting gear to sexy looking dresses, but the outfit she had on at that moment was....jaw dropping. She wore a powder blue t-shirt that had been cut off half way up her torso so that it barely came down below her full round breasts, and a pair of baggy shorts made of some kind of ventilated material that was at least half way see-through. If she did have any underwear on at all, you couldn't prove it by me at that moment! "Um. Hi," I said, finally gathering my wits about me and trying to put the really naughty thoughts I was having away.
"Sis said you came down to put up the new stand, so I thought I'd come see if I could help?" she said sweetly as she walked towards me, the well-tanned round of the bottom of her breasts poking out from under the incredibly short shirt and swaying side to side with each step she took.
"Yeah. All put together. All I have to do is put the straps on and it's ready to stand," I answered her.
"Sweet!" she said as she stepped up next to me and looked down at the assembled tree stand, her hands on her hips. "I can put them on if you show me where they go!"
"Sure," I said, stooping down to retrieve the straps from the bag they were in and hold them out for her. She took them from me, stepped across the stand and squatted down in front of me, reaching for the top of the stand. The baggy leg of her shorts gaped wide as she lowered one knee to the ground for balance, the other pointed towards me. I wasn't trying to look but hell, I couldn't help but look right up the leg of her shorts clear to her other thigh, and to my shock, her completely bare and shaved pussy. Her fat outer lips were as tanned as the rest of her body and shaved completely hairless. A bit of pink inner lip pushed out between her outer lips, glistening wetly and very invitingly at me.
"Here?" she asked cheerfully, dragging my attention to her hands from the gaping leg of her shorts.
"Uh...Yeah," I answered after dragging my mind away from the seriously sexual thoughts that were suddenly flooding me. I stayed squatted down in front of her as she worked on the straps, helping her roll the stand one way and then the other to help her access where the straps had to be attached. By the time we were done, she was sweating almost as much as I was in the hot sun.
"There!" she said as she pulled the last strap tightly in place, her hand moving to the bottom of her shirt and suddenly pulling it up. I stared at her completely bare chest as she pulled the shirt up enough to wipe the sweat from her brow, her breasts tanned completely around except for the bright pink of her three inch or so areola and her obviously hard nipples.
"What," she asked, catching me staring at her tits?
"Nothing," I said shaking my head.
"No, that's not true. You looked like you were going to say something."
"I don't think so," I answered.
"No, I'm pretty sure you were," she said again.
"I guess I was just wondering if you tanned in a bed or outside?" I said evasively.
"Oh, well both," she said with a smile. "Why? You like my tan?"
"Um. Yeah, it's a nice tan," I answered awkwardly.
"Not like your farmer's tan, huh?"
I looked down at my arm and pulled the sleeve of my t-shirt up a little bit, exposing a band of white untanned skin. "Yeah, not too uniform," I answered before looking back down at her wiping her face again, her big tits completely exposed.
"Well, let's go ahead and get this up then," she said, standing up and dropping her shirt back in place.
"Sure," I answered, bending to lift the stand. It took two of us to stand the ladder straight up and walk it into place where it could lean against the tree.
"I'll go up and strap it," she said as she stepped on the first rung of the ladder, pressing it into the ground with her weight. Strapping a stand to a tree can be challenging. Climbing up, the only thing holding it in place, is your own weight. If you shift left or right too much you can easily roll the stand around the side of the tree and take a nasty fall. Once it's strapped, it's stable and safe, but until then....
I stood on the tree side of the ladder holding the bottom to help steady it and looked up to watch her progress. The view I had was, well, incredible. From below I was looking straight up the baggy shorts, getting a full view of her pussy with each step. I also could see right up the front of her shirt, her big tits wiggling and swinging with each movement she made. I watched as she made her way carefully and slowly up, rung by rung until she could reach the first strap. She leaned over the foot platform towards the tree, reaching for the strap and trying to work it around the tree, just slightly out of her reach. In frustration she stepped up another step, leaning farther so she could reach her arms all the way around the tree, pulling the tail of the strap around towards the ratchet end.
"Got it!" she said to herself as she fed the free end of the strap through the ratchet handle and then cranked the handle, tightening the strap and securing the stand against the tree.
I let go and stepped around the stand and looked up at her as she crawled onto the foot platform and reached the second strap around the tree. She knelt there for nearly a full minute as she worked the strap through the ratchet buckle and then ratcheted the handle to tighten it.
"There!" she said, pleased with her own work. "All set!"
"Good. Go ahead and sit in it and see how it looks. Let me know if I need to trim anything."
"Sure!" she said, spinning around and sitting on the seat. She spent a couple minutes looking around at the potential shooting lanes and finally nodded. "I think it looks good. As soon as the leaves drop, it'll be a lot clearer."
"Yeah," I agreed.
"Still, it's pretty sunny. I could almost work on my tan up here!" she said cheerfully, reaching for the bottom hem of her shirt and pulling it up and off in one smooth motion. She leaned back against the backrest of the stand, letting her head fall back against the tree trunk, her body naked from the waist up. I stood there, staring at her now completely exposed tits, the sun making her lightly perspiring body glisten as she leaned back, her chest rising and falling with her breathing.
"God damn." I muttered to myself as I adjusted my suddenly rock hard cock in my boxers and shorts.
"What's that Roger?" she called down without moving.
"Nothing. I didn't say anything," I answered.
"I think you did," she said, opening her eyes and sitting up to look down at me. "I think you're embarrassed that I'm topless."
"I'm not sure embarrassed is the right word," I answered her as she smiled down at me.
"Oh?"
"Awkward would be a better term."
"Why awkward? You don't like what you see?"
"That I didn't say!" I answered as I stood looking up at her. "But hell, you're almost young enough to be my daughter, and besides, I don't think Henry would appreciate me staring at his mostly naked daughter."
She tossed her shirt down at me with grin. It only took a moment to lift herself and stand up. In one smooth motion she pushed the colorful shorts down over her ass, letting the material slide down her legs before stepping out of it and kicking it off the platform in my direction. "There, now I'm not half naked!" she said with an even bigger grin. "And don't tell me you don't like it. I can see the bulge in your shorts!"
"I didn't say I didn't like what I saw, I just said...oh never mind," I said as I looked down and shook my head. Hell, she was way too young for me, and we both knew it. I just didn't understand why she was so interested in essentially throwing herself at me. I wasn't stupid enough to know that this wasn't planned on her part. She was more than old enough to know exactly what she was doing and in all probability, what it would do to me.
I looked back up to see her sitting with her legs spread apart, the fingers of one hand teasing up and down her wet slit while the other hand teased one nipple and then the other. She sat there, playing with herself for long seconds before she looked down at me with a grin and started climbing down. Wearing nothing but her hiking boots, she looked unbelievably sexy, her pussy and bare ass sticking out at me with each step down the ladder. "You know Roger. We've been coming to the woods together for what, three years. In all that time you've never once made a pass at me, made any suggestive overtures, nothing. You have to know by now from some of our conversations in the blinds and such, that I wouldn't complain if you did!" she said as she made her way slowly down the ladder.
"Amy," I said quietly as she stepped to the ground and walked the half dozen steps to where I was standing. "Don't you wanna get involved with someone more your own age? Hell, you're what, thirty-two and I'm fifty-two!"
"So? It's not like I'm asking you to marry me. I'm asking you to fuck me!" she said as she reached out for the front of my shorts, one hand cupping across my rock hard cock and the other starting to work on my belt. "I mean, I know you aren't getting any anywhere else, so what's the harm? Right?"
"Amy!" I said, reaching for her hands, stopping her motion and bringing a pout to her lips.
"What?"
"This isn't a good idea," I said quietly.
"So who's going to know besides us? Besides, you can't tell me you haven't thought about fucking me out here. That one day this spring when we were turkey hunting you had a hard-on half the morning."
"That was because you were telling me all about that sexy lingerie you were shopping for," I answered quietly. "That mental image is enough to make any guy get a hard-on."
"That was the idea!" she said, pulling her hands from mine and then reaching back to start undoing my belt again. "So...Why not? I know you have a nice big cock. I know you don't get much sex, and neither do I. So why not?" she asked as she slid her hand, palm towards my stomach, down into my shorts and boxers, her warm hand cupping my raging hard-on.
"Oh damn," I groaned, making no attempt to stop her other hand that was sliding my zipper down. She worked my shorts down over my butt, letting them slide down to my feet before working my boxers down over my hips as well, the whole time, stroking my hard cock with her palm and fingers.
"Ohhhhh fuck, this is a nice looking cock," she cooed softly as she squatted down in front of me. I looked down as she wrapped both hands around my fat shaft and leaned her face towards me, engulfing my engorged head with her hot wet mouth.
"Oh God," I groaned as she started sliding both hands and her mouth along my shaft, plunging her face farther and farther along my shaft until I could feel my head slipping right to the opening of her throat. "Oh fuck. You're gonna make me come!" I groaned, trying to hold back the much too quickly growing climax.
"Uh huh," she mumbled, pulling her mouth off my cock for a moment and then plunging it back on.
I couldn't help myself. I just stood there, her hands and mouth sliding along my cock, my hands resting on her blonde head, knowing that I was beyond stopping what was about to happen. "Oh God. I'm gonna come!" I grunted seconds before my body jerked, jabbing my cock at her face and unleashing a huge gush of cum. My body bucked over and over, her hands holding my shaft so that I didn't jam it all the way down her throat, her mouth taking all that I had to offer. I stood panting, my cock softening in her mouth as she continued to gently tease, lick and suck me.
She finally pulled her mouth from my cock and stood up, stepping herself against me and wrapping both arms around my neck. She tilted her head and pressed her lips to mine, pulling her body tightly against mine, smashing her tits into my chest. I felt her tongue tease my lips and I opened to allow her to dart her tongue into my mouth, a slightly salty taste still lingering on her tongue as it teased mine. We stood there, our tongues playing hide-and-seek for what felt like hours, my hands teasing her back and ass as her embrace maintained the arousal that had so quickly brought me to climax.
I felt her hands slide down from my neck, looping around my own arms, her hands grabbing the material of my shirt and pulling it up. She broke the kiss and stepped back half a step to allow the material to slide up my body. I lifted my arms and let her pull the shirt off, watching it fly over her shoulder as she tossed it aside before stepping back against me, her bare breasts now against my own bare chest. She pressed her hot lips to mine again and slipped one hand between us, feeling for my flagging cock.
"Wanna taste my pussy?" she whispered, pulling her lips from mine, the tip of her nose rubbing back and forth across the tip of mine.
"Do you like guys to do that to you?" I whispered back.
"Uh huh," she breathed. "I've been wanting to feel your tongue on my pussy for...well, hell, forever just about."
I stooped down slightly, hooked my hands under her incredibly firm ass and lifted. She quickly wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist as I shuffled, my shorts and boxers still around my ankles, toward my ATV. I leaned forward, setting her gently on the seat and then stepped back. She held onto the handlebars and swiveled herself around, using her feet to draw herself towards the back of the ATV, leaving her laying on the seat, with her ass at the back of the ATV and her legs in the air. While she was doing that I bent over and worked my shorts and boxers off my feet over my hiking boots, leaving me as naked as she was. I stepped across the trailer tongue and sat on the front of the trailer, allowing me to bend over and bring my face right between her legs.



"Ohhhhhhhhh God yessss!" she breathed in a quavering voice as I licked slowly up her protruding inner lips with the tip of my tongue.
I could taste her tangy juices as I licked deeper, drawing my tongue the full length of her pussy. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, letting my fingers reach to her labia and pull her outer lips wider to give me even more access to her pink depths.
"Ohhhh fuck, fuck, fuck!" she moaned as I worked my tongue up her slit over and over, each time flicking across her clit and making her whole body jerk and twitch uncontrollably. I don't know how long I did that, five minutes, an hour? I didn't care either. I was enjoying the fuck out of having a hot, sexy woman in front of me. Finally she pushed my head away and pushed herself up. "Fuck me Rog. Fuck my hot pussy!"
"Sure. Where?" I asked, looking around.
"Right here," she said, climbing off the ATV. "Come on. Right here," she said, patting the seat she had just vacated. I shrugged slightly and climbed onto the ATV. "No silly. Turn around!"
"Oh, duh," I said, climbing off and then back on again, this time facing backwards on the machine. She pushed me back until I was leaning back against the handlebars and then she climbed onto the ATV, swinging her leg over me to mount me like a horse.
With a grin she reached down, grasped my cock and aimed it upward, lifting herself as high on the foot steps as she could, pushing my cock between her legs and rubbing my engorged cockhead between her wet lips. "I've wanted to do this all summer," she whispered as she settled her weight on me, my head engaged into the entrance to her tunnel, her tight opening resisting the intrusion of my fat cock. "Ohhhhhh yeeeeahhhh!" she sighed as my head finally spread her enough and pushed into her tunnel, allowing her to slowly sink down onto me. "Ohhhhhh God yesssss!"
"Uhhhh fuck," I groaned as she slowly began to lift and drop herself on me, her pussy lubricating more and more of my length until she was sliding up and down the full length of my shaft, her firm ass banging against my thighs as she dropped each time. Up and down she went, driving herself faster and faster, her big tits bouncing wildly on her chest as she slapped herself wetly against my body.
"Oh God, oh God," she moaned over and over as she rode me, her pussy caressing my whole length as she lifted and dropped herself wildly on me. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna come again!" she squealed loudly as she bounced on me. "OHHHH FUCK YES!" she practically screamed into the trees.
"Oh my God," I grunted as her spasming pussy clenched around me, her legs still bouncing her up and down my shaft as best she could. "Fuck. Gonna come," I grunted, knowing that I was beyond being able to hold back any longer.
"Do it! Cum for me baby! Cum in my hot pussy!" she practically shouted.
My body jerked so hard I lifted her feet off the steps of the ATV, my cock surging a huge gush of hot cum up into her. Over and over my body jerked and twitched, flowing more and more pent up cum up into her pussy until both of us sat still, her chest heaving as she worked to catch her breath, and my cock twitching randomly inside her as I slowly began to soften.
"Oh my God," she sighed. "That felt so good."
"Well, I don't think we should tell anyone though," I said quietly.
"No, probably not. But then don't think this is it. Honey with a cock like yours, you can't honestly think I'm going to let this be a onetime thing."
"As much as I enjoyed it, and I DID enjoy the hell out of it, you are still almost twenty years younger than I am."
"So?" she asked, resting her hands on my chest and leaning over a bit more to look down into my eyes. "Do I look like the age difference bothers me?"
"Maybe it bothers me."
"Well, get over it," she said with a grin, "cuz I don't plan on stopping any time soon. You're a sweet, gentle, caring man who just happens to be one of the best fucks I've ever had. You don't really expect me to ignore all that, do you?"
"I'm not sure what I expect," I answered honestly.
"Well, let me tell you what to expect. Expect me to want to fuck your brains out and expect me to do everything I can to entice you to stuff this cock back into me again. I already know that lingerie turns you on, now I also know that you're not afraid to fuck outdoors. I think I'm going to have a lot of fun finding out what else you like to do. I can be pretty daring, when I wanna be," she finished with a giggle.
"Daring? Like how?"
"Oh, just wait and see. I'm sure it'll be fun for you too," she said with a devious little grin. "Come on. I think we should get back. It's getting hot out here."
"Yeah, I could do with a shower," I answered.
"Or a swim? You do have a pool, don't you?" she asked as she lifted off of me, unleashing a gush of cum that dripped partly on me and partly on the ATV as she climbed off.
"Of course. A pool for the summer and a hot tub for the winter," I answered, pushing myself up on the seat and sliding off.
"Good. I'll be over later," she said with a smile as she picked up her shorts. In just a few minutes we were dressed, our stuff picked up and headed back towards her house. I waved as I passed by and headed for my house for some lunch and probably a swim.
Lunch was left-over Bar-B-Que from the night before. I always try to make enough to have delicious leftovers. Of course before I bothered with food, I stripped down and dove into the pool to cool off, in more ways than one. Amy was a very good looking woman, and while I hadn't really considered having a relationship with a woman twenty years my junior, she obviously did. True she said it was just sex, but how in the hell did a physical relationship amount to just sex without some form of emotional attachment? That I just wasn't wired for and really didn't understand.
I floated in the pool naked for almost half an hour before climbing out and heading inside for lunch before the sun turned my less tanned parts into fiery little cherries. I pulled on a pair of workout shorts, heated up some left-over ribs, spooned out a few dollops of macaroni salad and sat down with that and a cold beer to eat and ponder.
Ponder may be too strong of a word. As much as I wanted to, my mind couldn't quite push away the mental image of her riding up and down my rock-hard cock, her tits bouncing sexily with each stroke as her shaved pussy plunged down on my shaft over and over again. She was by any estimation, a very sexy woman, and now I knew that she was as good at the physical part as she was looking it. She'd spent a lot of time this spring sitting with me under trees and in blinds waiting for those damn turkeys, all the time talking about things like what kind of lingerie she bought the last shopping trip, or what kind of sexy little dress she was thinking of wearing out to the bar or dance club that night. It had never even occurred to me that the sudden change in topics from the previous fall were attempts to get me interested in a physical relationship with her. I mean my hard-on had to be obvious enough, like it was at the moment, but acting on it...well it just never occurred to me.
Apparently, she did though, and today was her way of forcing the issue. The question was, what was I going to do about it now? I only had two choices, rebuff any further advances as not fitting of my friendship with her dad and family, or I can choose to run with it and enjoy the attentions of a very good looking woman.
I walked out to the patio and over to the pergola, dropping into my favorite reclined deck lounger with the nice thick four inch pad, cracked open another bottle of beer and lay back in the shade to enjoy the music filtering out from the stereo inside the house.
I stood behind her bent form, her camouflage pants around her knees and her thin camo shirt pushed up her back far enough that her big tits hung down below, completely exposed. I held her hips and pushed in and out, the gentle slap of my thighs against her full round ass lost in the green trees as she moaned in pleasure at my cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
"That's it Roger. Fuck my tight little pussy!" Amy moaned as she held onto the tree in front of her for support.
In and out I stroked, her pussy leaking juices around my shaft as she called my name over and over. "Roger. Oh Roger!"
"Roger!" A soft female voice whispered. "Roger!" she whispered, again her hand gently rubbing my chest and tracing down my chest towards my engorged cock. I waited for her hand to close around my shaft and stroke it....
"Huh?" I asked sleepily, my mind trying to deal with the disjoint of the sensations and now mismatched images.
"Roger... Wakey wakey!" Amy whispered again, her finger teasing across my stomach.
I blinked a few times and looked at Amy's face only inches from my own. My eyes traveled down to her hand, her fingers teasing my stomach just above the huge bulge contained in my athletic shorts. My eyes were also drawn to her big, full tits, hanging down and straining against two small triangles of blue material that constituted a bikini top. "Damn," I whispered, staring at her tits swinging slightly in the top as she breathed.
"Have a good nap?" she asked, straightening up as she stood next to me. She had on a matching blue string bikini bottom; well it was almost there. The tiny bit of fabric covering her pussy was barely big enough to do the job and was thin enough that I could easily see the shape of her pussy through the obviously damp material.
"Um. Yeah," I answered, shaking the sleep from my slightly addled brain and taking in the scene in front of me. Not only was Amy there, but just behind her and slightly to the side was Francine in a slightly more conservative white string bikini with little red and black polkadots.
I'd seen Francine a bunch of times over the years, sometimes with her husband, sometimes not, but never in anything even remotely this revealing. "Hi," she said almost meekly. "Amy said you invited us over for a dip."
"Um. Yeah. Sure did," I answered, trying to get my mind sorted out. I had invited Amy, and even thought that maybe we'd have time to talk about what happened in the woods, but with Francine here, that wasn't about to happen.
"Good. Come on then!" Amy said cheerfully, taking my arm and trying to pull me up from the chair.
"Really?" I asked.
"Hell yeah. What's the point of having a pool if you don't swim in it?" Amy chided.
"I did swim in it, just a little while ago," I protested, not letting her pull me up too far.
"Oh? Then why aren't you wet?" she asked, continuing to try and pull me up. "Come on Sis. Get his other arm!"
"Really! I did. Just before lunch," I answered with a frown.
"Oh? Doesn't look like you're wet! But we can fix that!" Amy said with a playful laugh, tugging harder on my arm. "Come on Sis. Help me here!"
To my surprise Francine stepped around the other side of the chair and grabbed my other arm, pulling with Amy. "Okay okay!" I said as I somewhat reluctantly let them pull me up from the chair. "Just let me go get a suit on."
"I don't think so!" Amy said, pulling harder and laughing at the same time. The two of them tugged hard enough to set me off balance and continue to pull me towards the pool, fully intending on trying to throw me in.
"No, I don't think so," I said, shifting my weight back so they couldn't pull me the last dozen or so feet to the pool. "You're not throwing me into my own pool!"
"Try to stop us!" Amy laughed as she tried to keep pulling my arm with one hand, her other reaching for my other hand. "You push Sis!" she called to Francine as she got both my hands and leaned back herself, trying to pull harder. To my surprise, Francine, now behind me, didn't push, but rather reached both arms around my waist and lifted, making it impossible for me to withstand any of Amy's efforts to pull me towards the pool. It took an incredibly few seconds for the three of us to cover the last few feet to the pool and topple in head first into the deep end of the pool, all three of us coming up sputtering and shaking water from our faces and hair. "WOO HOO!" Amy cried, laughing playfully as she splashed water at me with one hand.
"What a turd!" I said, reaching for her as the three of us tread water in the ten foot deep section of the pool.
"Uh uh. Gotta catch me...if you can!" she called as she pushed back in the water, quickly rolling to her stomach and starting to swim away.
I lunged for her as best I could with nothing to push my feet against, grabbing her ankle as she tried kick away. I started to pull back on her leg, drawing her back towards me even though she was trying to swim away. "Help Sis!" she called to Francine behind me.
I was somewhat surprised to feel Francine grab around my waist again, trying to pull me back, but succeeding instead at pulling the two of us below the surface. I let go of Amy's leg to free both hands to pull myself back above the surface, Francine coming up with me as I tried to keep both of our heads above water. I felt her arms loosen around my waist and assumed she was letting go, so I started after Amy again, who now had a considerable lead on me. As I started to swim, I heard Amy shout to Francine that I was getting away and felt Francine grab at my waist again. I was already moving forward and knew she had little chance of actually slowing me down, let alone preventing me from reaching Amy, not that I knew what I was going to do when I caught her. I dug my arms in and kicked hard in the water as Francine grabbed at my waist to stop me.
I felt her hands slide down my waist as I kicked towards where Amy was pulling away. I felt my shorts slip down my hips some, not intended to or designed for swimming, and tried to ignore it as I tried to propel myself through the water. As I started to make some headway through the deep water, I felt my suit slip further as Francine's hands lost their grip on my waist and slid down off my waist to my hips. She realized she was losing her grip on me, and I felt her fingers grabbing at the only thing available to try to stop me from reaching her sister, my shorts. There was little I could do to prevent the wet floppy shorts from slipping farther down my body as I rolled over, giving up my pursuit of Amy in favor of rescuing my quickly sliding pair of shorts, Francine still holding onto one leg of the saturated material.
As I rolled onto my back, I swung one arm down to try to grab my shorts as they slid down my thighs. My momentum was still carrying me away from Francine. I desperately squeezed my legs together to try and keep them from sliding any further, but the damage was done, they were nearly to my knees by the time Francine let go. I let my legs sink down into the water as I tried hard to reach down in an effort to pull them up again.
Somehow, my attempts to chase Amy had dragged Francine with me through the water, so when I stopped, her momentum continued to move her through the water towards me. She put out both hands to stop us from colliding, her hand sliding across my body as Newton's laws continued to move us together. I felt her hand slide off my hip as we softly collided in the water, my now naked and rock-hard cock pressing against the polkadot bikini bottom as our bodies pressed together, her legs spread outside mine, her tits bumping roughly against my chest just before our heads banged together.
"Owwww!" I groaned, forgetting my shorts for a moment while I reached for my head, the two of us remaining with our legs tangled and our bodies smashed together for long seconds.
She looked at me with a horrified look, her face blushing pink, one hand on her own head as she tried to push herself back from me, my hard-on pressing right against her pussy before we separated. Even after we separated, it took me a few moments to get hold of the waistband of my shorts and get them pulled up again. Francine was treading water a few feet away with a surprised and horrified look still on her blushing face.
"What's the matter? Too slow to catch me?" Amy called from the far end of the pool while Francine and I treaded water a few feet from each other.
"Sorry," Francine said meekly.
"Um. Yeah. No worries," I said almost as embarrassed as she was.
"I didn't mean to...I mean I wasn't trying to..."
"Uh huh," I answered with a chuckle. "Just surprised me a bit."
"Both of us I think," she said, starting to relax a little.
"What's with you two? Playing footsie or something over there? I thought you were trying to catch me!" Amy called from where she stood in the waist deep water of the shallow end.
"Yeah, I think that's not happening," I said with a chuckle, pushing away from Francine and doing a modified breast stroke to the shallow end. When I could stand, I waded shallower, finally reaching the end of the pool and pushing myself up to sit on the edge, rubbing my head again as Francine was wading in my general direction as well.
"What? No one wants to play anymore?" Amy asked as she waded over towards us, Francine reaching the side of the pool and levering herself up to sit on the side next to me.
"What's with you two? You act like kids that just got caught doing something you weren't supposed to be doing," Amy said with a small frown. "I thought we were having fun."
"We were," I agreed without moving.
"Uh huh. We were," Francine agreed, "right up until we bonked heads!"
"Well? Come on then!" Amy said, splashing the two of us with some water.
I looked at Francine who looked back, the two of us deciding wordlessly to gang up on Amy. We must have telegraphed our intent, because as soon as we started moving to slide off the edge of the pool where we were sitting, Amy was running as fast as she could through the water towards the deeper end of the pool. I'd spent a lot of time in this pool since I moved in almost five years ago, so I knew that the fastest way across the pool was to push off and go under water, which is exactly what I did, stroking my way towards the tanned legs churning their way through the water. I caught up with her in just seconds, grabbing her legs and standing up in the chest deep water just before the drop-off, my arms circling her legs and lifting her up out of the water as I stood up.
I'd used the motion with my own kids many times over the years and launching Amy from that position was a simple task. She flew through the air towards deeper water, her arms and legs windmilling madly to try and catch her balance even though she stood no chance of righting herself. She hit the water with a big splash, her left shoulder hitting the water first before the rest of her body splashed down behind. Francine caught up with me about the time Amy surfaced, her hands trying to wipe the water from her face and tread water at the same time.
"Ohhhh that was cruel!" Amy sputtered as she swam back towards me.
"You better fix yourself before you start attacking again," Francine said as Amy reached shallower water and stood up, her tiny bikini top askew and both her big breasts on display. I wasn't quite sure what caused them to slip out, besides the suit not being anywhere near rugged enough to withstand this kind of horseplay, but exposed they were, water streaming down her body and dripping from both golden tanned globes.
She looked down at her front, saw her boobs sticking out and looked up at me with a devious smile. "So that's how you want to play, huh?" There wasn't much doubt in my mind to what she meant. I started to backpedal even as she dove under the water. In the clear water I could see her kicking, propelling herself quickly under the water, her arms outstretched towards me. I had little or no chance, as she used the same technique against me that had allowed me to catch her only minutes before. Her hands found my legs and then reached up for my shorts, aggressively tugging and pulling them down even as I tried to grab the material. I fell over backwards, my legs now restricted by the shorts being tugged down my legs, allowing her to pull them down farther, and eventually completely off.



She stood up, holding my shorts triumphantly as I gained my balance and stood in the clear waist deep water, my hard-on sticking straight up so my head poked up from the water.
"Damn Amy!" Francine said, staring at my cock rather than at Amy.
"What? You said you wouldn't mind seeing his hard cock. Well, there it is!" Amy answered, taking my suit and throwing it towards the side of the pool where it landed on the patio with a loud splat. "Come on. Might as well get naked too!" Amy said, pulling the strings on her suit and then walking over to the side to add it to the pile, leaving her completely naked in the water.
"AMY!" Francine said almost angrily. "What are you doing?"
"Sis, you know damn well that Walter hasn't paid shit to you for attention in how many months? If he wants to fuck his little whore receptionist, then I don't see why you can't enjoy a little fun too. I mean we both know this isn't the first time he's stepped out."
"Yeah, but shit!" Francine said as Amy waded from the side of the pool to where Francine stood a half dozen or so feet from me.
"Come on. Don't be a stick in the mud!" Amy said, reaching up behind her sister and pulling the ties of her more modest bikini.
Francine squeaked something unintelligible and grabbed at her chest, her hands and arms covering her tits just as the material of her top was pulled away by Amy. With her hands covering her chest, she was helpless to stop Amy's next target, the bikini panties. Amy dropped below the water level and jerked the white and spotted panties down her sister's legs, stopping only when Francine refused to lift her feet and she couldn't hold her breath any longer.
"AMY! What are you doing?" Francine asked as she moved one arm from her breasts to try and reach down and pull her bottoms back up, only being partly successful and getting them up as far as her thighs. Amy dunked under water again and pulled them back down, intentionally pushing her sister over. Francine let out another squeal just before she flopped under water, coming up a few seconds later with water streaming down her body and out of her short cropped blonde hair, her full round tits completely exposed, and Amy standing back up with her sister's swimsuit in her hand.
"There. That should be more fun," Amy said with a smile as she threw the swimsuit as far from the pool as she could.
"Amy!" Francine protested, putting her arms across her tits again.
"Awww Sis. Loosen up! You know you wanted to see his cock, what better way?"
"Yeah, but that didn't mean being naked in front of him!"
"Fuck Sis. What do you think, he'll just whip it out for you to check out? God, sometimes I wonder if we even came out of the same mother!"
"That's a terrible thing to say!" Francine protested angrily.
"Ohhh can it Fran. We're all adults. If we can't skinny dip on a hot summer day, then what the hell fun is there in life?" Amy said, as she waded away from the two of us, making three points of a relatively uneven triangle. "So, last time I checked, Roger was it. Catch me if you can stud!" she said splashing water at me.
I looked over at Francine again and then lunged in the general direction of Amy, splashing into the water and pulling myself under. If she wanted to play, what the hell, I could play too. I mean it wasn't like I had to be worried about what a wife or girlfriend thinks, since I had neither. I could see Amy trying to run through the water as I swam after her, stroking strongly under the surface, catching up quickly. I reached out, wrapped an arm around her and pulled my legs under me.
"NOOOOO!" she squealed like a little girl as I stood up, holding her over my shoulder and wading back to mid pool.
"You're it!" I said loudly before tossing her naked body into the pool as far as I could throw her.
She bobbed up with a huge grin and started swimming towards me, her arms splashing madly as she tried to catch up while I waded away as fast as I could. I turned back just in time to see her dive under, her arms quickly wrapping around my legs under water. I fell over, going under as she lifted my legs to topple me. By the time I was up again, she was swimming madly towards the deep end of the pool, laughing loudly as she swam. "Help me Sis!" she called as she swam past her sister, still standing in the water with her arms across her chest to hide her breasts.
If Francine didn't want to play, that was fine. Amy had certainly piqued my interest earlier in the day and if she wanted to frolic naked, I wasn't going to complain. As a matter of fact, I was getting seriously turned on and wouldn't at all mind finding a way to get some alone time with her naked again. Clearly the age difference didn't matter to her as much as it did me. Maybe she was right, maybe I did need to loosen up a bit. But then that might just be the arousal talking.
As I swam after Amy, the sixty feet of the pool seemed to be a lot longer than I remembered, or maybe I was just getting winded. It became even longer when I felt a set of arms wrap around my waist. Apparently Francine decided to dive into the fray after all. I held my breath as her weight took me under. I twisted and turned to get my feet on the bottom of the pool, planning my next move. I doubt she expected what I was planning though.
With my feet on the bottom of the pool it was a relatively simple task to twist my body a little farther, wrapping my arms around her waist before standing up. I felt her arms let go of my legs as she was turned upside down, her head under water until I could lift her high enough to sling her naked body over my shoulder.
"NOOOO! Let go!" she squealed as I carried her a few steps shallower, her legs thrashing and kicking the water behind me, threatening to upset my balance while at the same time squirming and twisting in my arms. "AMY!" she squealed for her sister as she tried to pry my arms loose, her soft tits pressing against my face as she tried to twist and break free.
I was almost waist deep when Amy caught up to us, her own arms grabbing at one of mine in an attempt to break my grip on her sister. "I'll save you!" she cried with a laugh as she pulled on my arms and worked to try and get Francine free. Unable to get my arms loose, Amy switched tactics and went for one leg, kneeling on the bottom and wrapping her arms around one leg and lifting.
I felt her body press against mine, her face inches from my hard-on as she lifted. It had her desired effect, setting me off balance and tumbling backwards into the water with her sister still over my shoulder. A graceful tumble it was not, with me ending up under the water with Francine and Amy on top of me. The two held me down until I let go of both of them and pushed myself out from under the pair.
"Okay. I give," I said breathlessly after coming to the surface. I waded to the edge of the pool and hoisted myself up to sit on the rather warm tiled edge of the pool while the girls gave each other high fives for "winning". I'm not sure that I was really losing, sitting there watching the two bounce and celebrate, their big tits bouncing and swinging making my hard-on grow again by the second. Done celebrating, the pair waded over to where I was sitting.
"I think you better get some sunblock on. I think you're already getting pink in a few areas and I don't think you wanna get burned here!" Amy said, reaching out for my cock, which was jutting up at an angle towards them, wrapping her hand around me and giving my shaft a couple of quick strokes.
"AMY!" Francine said sharply. "You can't just go around grabbing a guy's cock like that!"
"Why not? He doesn't mind, do you Roger?" Amy asked, looking up at me as if to say, "you better say you don't mind!"
"Uh, no. I guess I don't mind," I stammered slightly, feeling just a little embarrassed that Amy was being so forward about my body in front of her sister.
"See?" Amy said, continuing to stroke my cock more slowly. "Besides, there are advantages to getting a guy turned on."
"Yeah, like getting raped?"
"Sis, it's not rape if you want it. Besides, Roger is too much of a gentleman to take advantage of a woman. Aren't you Roger?"
"Uh huh," I half groaned, trying not to let my mind go too far down the path it was headed.
Amy pulled her hand from my cock and reached over to grab Francine's hand and pull it towards my exposed cock.
"AMY! What are you doing!?" Francine hissed as she jerked her hand back.
"God Sis. You wanted to see it, well, here it is and you're not going to even touch it?"
"Not like this!" Francine protested.
"Oh? When, like in the dark or something?"
"I didn't say that. But not in public!"
"Like this is public Sis? Come on, it's the three of us and you already saw me stroking it."
"Yeah but..."
"No buts unless you plan on playing with one," Amy said with a giggle. "Now come on. Feel it already," Amy said reaching for Francine's hand again. To my surprise, she let Amy pull her hand to my rigid shaft and warp her fingers around it. On her own, Francine gently stroked her hand up and down it slowly, looking up at me nervously.
"It is pretty damn big," she whispered, looking to see if I was "accepting" her attentions willingly.
"It is that. You should feel it inside you!" Amy said quietly.
"You two have fucked!?" Francine exclaimed in surprise, her hand stopping mid stroke as she looked between her sister and myself.
"Yeah, but don't tell daddy. I kinda tricked him into it, but it was worth it," Amy said quietly, reaching for Francine's hand and making it stroke up and down my shaft again. "I guarantee that he'll fill you up if you let him," she whispered to her sister, barely loud enough for me to hear her say it. "Come on. Let's get some sunblock on him before he turns into a pink cherry!" Amy said, letting go of Francine's hand and wading towards the ladder in the corner of the pool.
Francine continued to stroke my cock slowly, her eyes glued to my engorged head slipping in and out of her hand. Truth be told, I liked what she was doing to a point, but the lack of lubrication was quickly becoming less comfortable.
"Come on," I coaxed slowly reaching for her other hand and pulling her closer to me. "I'll help you up."
She looked up at me from the waist deep water while I slipped my hands down to her waist. She let go of my cock and put one hand on either side of my legs to lift herself as I lifted her. She quickly settled her knees on the edge of the pool, one on either side of my legs, her big tits practically slapping me in the face as she tried to gain balance on her knees. She scooted her knees farther onto the side of the pool one at a time, walking herself closer to my body. We both froze suddenly, my cock pressing against her pussy lips as she started to shift her weight from her arms to push herself upright again.
"Sorry," she whispered quickly, moving to stand up and pull her fat pussy lips away from where my engorged head was trying to split them apart.
"Um. Sure," I mumbled as she stood up, her pussy now at eye level as she continued to stand straddling me, her hand reached down for my own. Her fat outer lips were shaved, but her mound had a small triangle of short curls indicating it had been shaved at one time in the not too distant past. A significant amount of feathery inner lips protruded from her fat outer lips, dripping with water from the pool as she stood over me. Part of me wanted to just reach out and pull her ass towards me to lick those extremely sexy lips, but I held back and lifted one of my hands to hers, letting her help pull me up to standing.
We stood there, her rock hard nipples poking out from her full round breasts gently brushing my chest with each slightly ragged breath she took, her face flushed pink as Amy walked over toward us. "Well, I guess I took the long way," Amy said, startling Francine to suddenly back away from me. I reached out and looped an arm around her back as she started to lose her balance to fall back into the pool, pulling her towards me to catch her, ending up with her tits smashed into my chest and my cock pressing against her blonde curls. "And missed some of the fun too," she added as I stood there with my arm around Francine, holding her against my body, our noses inches from each other. I could practically feel the desire boil up inside her for a moment before it faded as quickly as it appeared.
"Um. Thank you for the catch," she whispered. "But you can let go now."
"Uh, sure," she I said, stepping back and gently releasing her to make sure that I didn't let her fall back over the edge into the water.
"Come on you two, unless you're gonna throw down right there and do it!" Amy said as she walked up to us. She reached out and grabbed my arm and pulled me towards the pergola as both Francine and I mumbled a protest that I didn't think was all that serious. "You got some sunblock around here someplace I presume?" Amy asked as she pulled me across the hot patio stones and into the shade of the pergola.
"Yeah, that cabinet over by the shower," I said, pointing to a shower head and control valve mounted to the side of the house in the corner of the patio.
"You know, I've always wanted to try showering outside. I bet it's fun!" Amy said as she walked towards the shower and the brown cabinet that was sitting on the patio.
"Well, you're already dressed for it," I called to her as she opened the cabinet.
"Don't I know it!" she called back as she pulled out a plastic bottle of Bullfrog and a towel and headed back over to where I was standing with Fran also stepping into the shade provided by the covered pergola. "Now, I think we should both do Roger together. You take the front; I'll take the back and we'll meet in the middle." Amy said, holding up the bottle and wiggling it in the air as she looked past me at her sister.
"Okay, fine," Fran said with a frown. "Seems like you'll go to any length to get me to touch him."
"Well, it's not like it's a horrible proposition, is it? I mean come on!"
"No," Fran answered with a sigh. "Not horrible, but I am still married you know."
"Yeah, but for how long?" Amy asked, holding the bottle out expectantly for Fran to put her hand out.
"I guess that's the hundred dollar question, isn't it?" Fran asked softly as she held her hand out and let Amy squeeze a large dollop of cream onto her palm.
"Trouble at home?" I asked as she swiped her hand across my chest to spread some of the sunblock and then placed both palms on my chest to start rubbing it in with long slow circular motions.
"You could say that. Walter has been ignoring me and I'm pretty sure he's screwing around on me too," she said as she rubbed lower on my body her hands working closer to my cock as she rubbed some of the cream into my stomach, having done my shoulders and chest.
"Ah. I guess that explains a lot," I answered her quietly.
"Come on you two. This is supposed to be fun time, not grouse about an asshole day!" Amy said from behind me as her hands slid down to my ass and began rubbing some of the cream into my cheeks. She pressed her bare tits against my back and wiggled around on my sunblock slickened skin instantly making my somewhat flagging cock start growing again. "You do his legs. I'll get his arms," Amy said from over my shoulder.
"Sure," Fran said a little sadly, reaching for the bottle that Amy had set on the ground next to me. She squatted down in front of me, my cock practically in her face as it stuck straight out. She started at my ankles and began slowly rubbing the lotion into my leg, working higher until she was reaching between my thighs, her thumbs brushing my sack and making my hard-on grow even more pronounced. I could see her looking at it rather than what her hands were doing and wondered what she was thinking. She stopped and got more cream and started up the other leg, her eyes practically glued to my cock as it stood sticking slightly upward, bobbing with my suddenly pounding heartbeat.
"Mmmmm," I moaned softly as her hands closed around my shaft again and began to stroke my fat cock, her slick hands quickly pushing me up the slope towards unloading the copious load that the play time had queued up.
"Why don't you do Fran? I have to go pee," Amy said from behind me, holding the bottle of sunblock to me from over my shoulder.
"Uh, yeah, sure," I answered, looking down at Fran as she pulled her hands from my cock and stood up. I heard more than saw Amy head to the house as I squeezed some of the cream onto my hand. I rubbed them together briefly before reaching out and gently stroking my hands across Fran's two large soft breasts. Gently I rubbed the cream across her chest and down and around her breasts, lifting and cupping each individually. They were full and round, sagging somewhat so that if left to the forces of gravity, each nipple pointed slightly upward towards me. Unlike Amy, each breast had a large white triangle of untanned skin around her slightly oblong pink areola.
"That feels nice," she whispered softly as I stroked my thumbs back and forth across her nipples.
"I'm enjoying it," I said with a grin.
"So, you really did have sex with Amy today?"
"Uh huh. She kinda teased me into it out in the woods.
"Was it fun? To have sex out in the woods I mean."
"Actually it was," I said, sliding one hand down to her mound and cupping it so my fingers could slide between her legs. I gently pressed my finger between her lips and stroked it back and forth, teasing her clit with my middle finger.
"She'll be back pretty soon," Fran whispered.
"Uh huh."
"If you're going to...probably better soon," she suggested huskily.
I didn't even answer. I just pulled my hand from her pussy and gently reached for her arm. Holding one tit and her arm, I drew her back to the end of the chase lounge and sat down, pulling her towards me so she had to step across it. She didn't waste any time straddling both the chair and my body, squatting down to spread her legs apart while I held my cock upright. She looked down between us and lowered herself down until my slick cock pressed between her lips and slipped easily into her.
"Ohhhh fuck," Francine moaned as she lowered herself down on my shaft, her tight tunnel expanding to accept my fat cockhead. She lowered herself down until I could feel my head press against the end of her tunnel, the tip of my head bumping against her cervix. "God she was right. You feel so fat inside me," she moaned softly more to herself than to me as she started to lift and drop herself, fucking her pussy up and down my shaft.
I cupped both tits and teased her nipples, trying to distract my mind from the incredibly quickly approaching climax that I could feel building inside me. Up and down she rode, slowly at first, but her pace quickening as I squeezed and twisted her rock hard nipples. Her tits were definitely not as large as Amy's, but I couldn't complain one bit about the mounds of creamy soft flesh that were overflowing both my hands. I continued to squeeze and massage her breasts, alternately pulling or twisting her nipples and rubbing my thumbs back and forth across the hard sensitive nubs.
"Oh God yesssss," she groaned breathlessly as she continued riding up and down my shaft, her tight soft tunnel caressing my cock and teasing me ever closer to a climax I was desperately trying to hold back. "God damn. I'm gonna come!" she moaned urgently after only a few minutes of plunging down onto my cock. "God, I can't believe I'm coming this soon!" she moaned as her pussy started to clench around me.
"Oh God," I groaned, unable to hold back against the increased sensations her quivering tunnel was imparting. "Fuck. I can't hold back any longer," I grunted as my body jerked, trying to drive up into her, but unable to really move too much because of my position. I felt a huge surge of cum lance up into her pussy, causing her to cry out in pleasure and jam herself down on me.



"YES!!!" she squealed loudly, her whole body suddenly shuddering and trembling as her pussy convulsed and clenched around my spurting cock. She ground her pussy hard against me, rocking erratically as she climaxed around my spurting shaft, her moans slowly trailing off to whispered gasps as her body started to slowly relax. Her trembles faded to intermittent shudders as my own body twitched erratically, my now spent cock starting to soften inside her.
"Well, it's about time," Amy said, walking over to us from where she had apparently been watching in the house.
"What do you mean?" Fran asked breathlessly.
"Bout time you got fucked by someone. Not like your husband has been taking care of you," Amy said as she sat down on the edge of the chair next to where I was laying, Fran still sitting astride me.
"That doesn't give me the right to cheat," Fran answered quietly, looking down with a downcast look on her face.
"Like he hasn't been fucking anything in a skirt for what, almost three years now? About time you got some of your own."
"Still not right," Fran answered softly.
"No, but I bet it felt pretty fucking good!" Amy said with a grin. "I know it felt God damn good when he fucked me!"
"Yeah, he does feel pretty good," Fran agreed with a crooked little smile, wiggling her hips to grind her pussy against me again. She slid her hands around my chest, letting her fingers tease my nipples lightly like my thumbs had been teasing hers.
"Ohhhh fuck yeah he does!" Amy agreed enthusiastically. "Come on. Let's go have some girl talk!" she said, standing up and tugging on her sister's arm.
"But..." Fran started to protest.
"Don't worry. I have a hunch he won't have any trouble giving us more later," Amy said with a grin.
"If you say so," Fran said, standing up and pulling her pussy off my cock, releasing a small flood of our combined cum.
"Oh trust me, I know how to get him hard again. Come on. We'll go cool off and chat," she said as she pulled Fran towards the pool.
"Damn," I muttered as I lay there watching two naked, very sexy women walk away, their asses wiggling back and forth as they strode to the pool. "What the fuck have I gotten myself into?"
"I heard that!" Amy called over her shoulder. "If you're a good boy, maybe I'll give you a treat later!"
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Amy had promised a treat, and a boy what a treat she gave me. She and Francine cooked me a wonderful dinner, completely naked of course, followed by an opulent dessert of two tasty pussies as many ways and times as I could handle. When they finally went home shortly after dark, I was wasted. I could have easily fallen asleep between the two for the night, but neither wanted to leave questions in their father's mind about what, if anything, was going on.
I spent much of Sunday relaxing, trying to settle in my mind the results of the previous day. Nothing had really prepared me for what had happened. Had I really been oblivious to signals that Amy had been sending? Or were her signals so subtle that they weren't really as visible as she thought? And Francine! Hell, she's still married! Amy clearly encouraged her to "step out" yesterday, which was apparently a first for Francine. Though I guess her marriage is probably already over, even without yesterday. I did finally find out that was why she was down this weekend, trying to get some space before she announced to him that she was done because he couldn't keep it in his own pants. I wonder what effect our play of yesterday will have on her over time.
Yes, much of the day was spent watching tv, relaxing and pondering. By bedtime, I felt like I had "adjusted" to the situation with Amy. Yes, she was much younger than I was, but if that didn't bother her, why should I let it bother me? No, I wasn't sure that a relationship that was going to end up romantic was the best idea, but I doubted that it would get that far. I figured that she would soon tire of fucking around with an old fart like me and move on to a man more her age, but in the meantime, why not enjoy her attentions?
By mid-week I was ready for bow season to start. I couldn't quite help but wonder if Saturday's attentions would be repeated in any way and decided that in all likelihood there wouldn't be much of an opportunity. That train of thought made the Thursday afternoon text even more surprising. It was from Amy and simply gave an address and "dinner, 6:30 sharp". Of course the "don't be late" added to the end of the text made it clear she didn't expect me to skip out on her.
The rest of the work day zipped by, with quitting time coming much sooner than I would have expected. I headed home thinking that maybe a quick shower would be in order. Given Amy's obvious desires, I expected that this was going to end up physical and didn't want to smell like tired old fart. I still didn't quite understand her fascination with me, physically, but then I hadn't done so well on the dating scene since my divorce, so maybe I just didn't understand in general. Whatever the reason, the attentions she and her sister showered on me over the weekend had removed nearly all of my self-imposed barriers on younger women.
I followed her directions and pulled into the parking lot of a condominium complex. It was pretty upscale for the area with a small lake centered in the green space between the dozen or so buildings, a long windy road running around the complex from building to building. I followed the road around until I found the building number indicated in the address, found an empty parking spot and pulled in. I checked my watch as I climbed from my SUV. Right on time! I climbed the short flight of stairs to the front of the building and knocked on the door with her unit number. The door opened almost immediately. I stood there, unable to say a word, as I took in the sight before me.
Amy was dressed in a loose, flowing, cream colored sleeveless blouse that was just barely see-through. It was see-through enough for me to make out that she had on a bra that cupped both of her large round breasts, lifting and holding them so that her nipples, exposed over the top of the bra, pushed out the material in one incredibly sexy view. Her skirt, a short spandex tube of cherry red material clung to her body like a second skin, covering from her waist down barely below the curve of her round firm ass and the juncture of her legs. The hem of the skirt was so short a good portion of the lacy tops of her stockings showed below the hem.
"Damn," I finally got out as I looked her up and down.
"I'll take that as a compliment!" she said with a smile, pulling my eyes back up from her long slender legs, encased in nude stockings and a pair of red high heels at least four inches tall, to her smiling face. She had on enough makeup that I could tell, but not so much that it looked forced, and her long blonde hair was nicely done up off her neck in a hair style that I had no idea what you would call it.
"I'd say that was a good idea," I answered her as I finally got myself to move and step through the door past her.
"I'm glad you came. I wasn't actually sure you would, after Saturday," she said behind me as she closed the door. "I'm not used to asking guys out on a date, but I figured if I didn't, you weren't going to."
"Probably a safe assumption, given that I still don't understand why you're attracted to me," I said, stopping in the hallway and turning around to face her.
She stepped up to me, her nose almost even with mine in her high heels and wrapped her arms around my neck. I could feel her body slowly press against mine, her hard nipples pressing against my chest as she eased her face closer to mine. "The mysteries of a woman," she whispered. "Now are you going to kiss me or make excuses as to why you shouldn't?"
"Kiss you I suppose," I managed to whisper back before her lips pressed gently to mine. Her soft lips pressed against mine gently, seductively, her tongue quickly slipping between her parted lips to tease my lips and encourage me to allow her into me, which I did. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and teased my tongue, flicking across the tip several times before withdrawing to allow her to gently suck my lower lip accompanied by a soft moan.
"Mmmmmmmm God yes," she moaned as her nose rubbed against mine, her hips pressing to mine and trapping my quickly growing appendage between our pressed bodies. "I love the feel of your cock," she whispered as she ground herself very slowly against me.
My own arms, now around her as I rested my palms on her firm round ass, pulled her slightly tighter to me as her grinding teased my growing hardness.
"Feels like you like it too," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine again. We stood in the hall embracing for long minutes, her lips sucking and touching mine, her tongue teasing my lips and encouraging me to do the same. "Oh God, I'm so fucking horny now," she moaned softly, my now rigid cock pressed between us.
"Well, I know what to do about that," I whispered back, reaching my hands down farther on her ass to begin pulling the skirt up her round cheeks.
"And I want you to, so badly right now, but not yet. I have other plans along those lines," she said, letting go of my neck to bring her hands down to mine on her ass, making me pull the skirt back down to cover her soft cheeks. "Trust me, you'll get your chance."
"If you insist," I whispered, squeezing her cheeks and bringing another soft moan from her.
"Unfortunately, I do," she said as she pulled away from me. She took my hand and drew me down the hall into a partially darkened living room/dining room area lit with a variety of candles; the early evening sun mostly blocked out by Venetian blinds hanging over the two west facing windows.
"Very nice," I said as I surveyed the dining room table, set for two, complete with two single candles.
"I'm glad you think so," she said a little meekly as she stood next to me. "So, we have dinner, of course, and a little during dinner entertainment that my roommate came up with," she said, looping one arm in mine to steer me towards the table.
"Entertainment?"
"Uh huh. After each course you get to pick one of those little scrolls in the cup," she said, pointing to a large coffee mug sitting in front of what I assumed was my place at the table. "And you get to do what it says."
"Sounds interesting."
"I'm hoping it is, and I'll be honest, I have no idea what they say on them. My roommate came up with this idea. She said that she'd always wanted to try something like this, sooooooo," she said, slipping her arm out of mine and stepping to the other chair across from the one she left me standing by. "Should we start?"
"Why not?" I said, stepping over to where she stood, pulling the chair out for her to sit in.
"Ohhh. Wasn't expecting that," she said, looking at me with a huge smile before sitting in the chair I held for her. Once she was seated, I stepped over to the chair she had originally left me standing by and sat down, smiling across the table at her. "I hope you like chowder," she said to me as she reached for a small glass bell on the table. She gently rang the bell and a few moments later a young woman, about Amy's age or so, came from the kitchen wearing a little French maid costume that looked more like something a stripper would wear than a roommate. She set a bowl of some kind of white creamy soup in front of each of us and then with a grin and a curtsy that flashed a pair of white lace panties at me, turned and headed back to the kitchen.
"Ummmm."
"Yeah, that's my roommate Devon. The maid costume was her idea. Thought it would set the right mood. Acting as our server was also her idea. I cooked, well most of it anyway, but she said she wanted to help me make tonight perfect."
"Well, it's certainly off to an interesting start," I answered as I picked up a spoon and ladled a sip of the warm creamy mixture. "Potato chowder? It's very tasty!" I said.
"Thank you," she answered with an appreciative smile.
"So, your roommate? Nice looking young lady. I didn't know you lived with a roommate," I said, trying to make conversation.
"Devon? Yeah, she's a year or so younger than I am. She moved in with me when I moved into this place. It let me afford a much larger space."
"I see," I said with a nod.
"I mean she has her own bedroom and such, we just share the main living areas."
"I assumed," I said with a soft chuckle. "I wasn't trying to imply anything."
"Oh, no. Definitely not. I mean not that sometimes girls don't...you know, play both sides of the fence, but no, Devon and I don't go that way, well, not very much anyway," she said obviously blushing, even in the dim candlelight.
"You're blushing," I said with a smile.
"No, I'm not," she said defensively before dissolving into a soft giggle several seconds later. "Well, maybe I am a little."
"Just a little," I agreed with my own chuckle.
"So, since we're done with soup, shall we find out what kind of entertainment Dev has dreamt up for us?"
"I suppose we should," I agreed a little nervous as I reached for one of the scrolls.
"She said anything but the red one. That's for dessert."
"I can probably imagine what that one is then," I said as I picked up one of the small, rolled pieces of paper and pulled the little ribbon that was holding it in a roll. I unrolled it and read it aloud. "Remove her stockings while she removes your pants. Feel free to touch, suck, lick, kiss, tickle, caress and anything else sexy you can think to do to the skin exposed by this."
"Ohhh, my. That sounds interesting."
"Uh huh. Good thing I put on clean boxers," I said jokingly.
"Uh huh," she said quietly. "Is there a time limit or anything?"
"Nope, that's it," I said turning the paper over to make sure I hadn't missed anything.
"Well, I guess the sofa is as good a place as any for this," she said, pushing her chair back and standing up. She stepped away from the table and walked across the room to the sofa and stood there expectantly, waiting for me to join her. I stood up and walked over, stopping a couple feet from her.
"So, how do we do this? Together?"
"Actually, I think it could be hard to do it together. How about I go first, then you can go?" she whispered.
"You just wanna get me out of my pants, that's all," I joked quietly as she stepped towards me, reaching for my belt. She quickly undid the belt and front of my pants, letting them slide down my legs to pool at my feet.
"I think you're going to have to sit down," she said huskily, turning me and pushing me back towards the sofa so that I had to sit down. She knelt at my feet, untied my shoes and pulled them off, tossing them away before pulling my pants off of my feet and dropping them to the floor. With a grin, she reached her hands out and gently stroked her fingers up and down my thighs, slowly working them from the front of my thighs around to the inside, her fingers finally brushing against my balls inside my boxers, my cock bulging the front out as it tried to harden even though it was bent and trapped by the material. "How about I fix that," Amy said, sliding a hand up the leg of my boxers and closing it around my cock. She pulled the leg of my boxers up, easing my now hard cock out the leg hole, stroking it softly a few times before leaving it sticking out and pushing herself away from me. "Your turn."
"So it is," I said, reaching for her hand and pulling her down onto my lap, my exposed cock sliding up her leg and under the edge of her spandex skirt as I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her body and face to mine, partially rolling her on her side until her chest pressed against mine as she lay across my lap.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned softly as I gently kissed her lips, her mouth eagerly returning my attentions as I let my hand roam up and down her left leg, stroking all the way from the middle of her calf all the way up under her skirt until my fingers felt bare skin only fractions of an inch from her lace panties. I stroked my fingers up and down her leg several times, teasing her before finally curling my fingers into the lacy top of her stocking and gently pulling it down. Once I had it started, I let go and started slowly stroking my hand, up and down her leg, sliding my hand up her bare skin until my hand rested near her pussy, and then stroked back down, rolling the stocking several inches before my hand continued down her smooth silk encased leg to the middle of her calf. I continued stroking, each trip up brushing my palm across her creamy ass cheeks and my fingers between her legs from behind to tease her already wet pussy through the lace panties.
"Oh God, I'm so fucking turned on!" she moaned as I worked the stocking farther down, finally having to break the embrace to reach down to her foot and pull off her shoe and the stocking.
"And I haven't even gotten to the other one," I whispered.
"Oh God," she moaned softly as my hand stroked back up her now bare leg, cupping her ass cheek momentarily and then sliding around to press her hip to roll her on my lap until she was laying flat across me, facing upward. My attentions had pushed her skirt all the way to her hip on the left, and the spandex easily tried to follow on the right, leaving her lace covered crotch completely exposed. I slid my hand across the tiny lace thong panty, pressing my palm across her obviously shaved mound and began to stroke my hand up and down her other thigh. She whimpered slightly as my fingers curled around her thigh, teasing up between her legs and stroking her pussy through the panties as I played with her silk covered leg. Finally, I rolled the top of the stocking down, teasing it farther and farther as I stroked her leg, each stroke sliding all the way to her calf and then stroking back up again until my fingers could stroke up her pussy lips.
"God you're sexy," I whispered as I pushed the stocking and shoe off her foot.
"And you're incredible," she moaned as my fingers made one final trip up her leg to play with her pussy. I stroked her lips through the lacy material, teasing her as best I could without taking off her panties. I pulled the panty material aside and stroked one finger up and down her now wet exposed lips. "Oh fuck. You'll make me come like that," she moaned loudly as I stroked my finger between her lips and up to the juncture of them and across her still hooded but engorged clit.
"Is that a good thing?"
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "You can make me come as many times as you want. Maybe we should see if I can come more times than I did Saturday!"
"That would be something," I answered, remembering that she had come at least four times before she and her sister left for home. "I might like to see if you can," I added as I stroked my finger up between her wet lips again, teasing the tip of my finger across her clit once again. I circled my finger around her clit several times, teasing the hard nub in a small circle. I heard her gasp as her whole body went momentarily rigid, my finger still circling her clit. Small tremors ran up her legs and through her body as I held her.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly. "Ohhh fuck yes."
"You like?" I asked quietly as her body slowly relaxed on my lap, her arms sliding up around my neck to pull herself against me, trapping my hand between her legs.
"Ohhhh yeah I like. Damn. You wouldn't believe how horny I was. I've been thinking about tonight for three days," she said softly, her cheek pressing against mine.
"Oh yeah. I think I can believe you were horny then," I chuckled.
"Are you two love birds ready for your salad?" I heard another female voice say from across the room. I looked over to see Devon standing, her hands behind her back, looking slightly flushed in her tiny maid costume. From my vantage point, I wasn't sure is she had on tan panties or no panties, but I could have sworn that I saw white underwear when she served the soup.
"Yeah Dev. I think we're more than ready for salad," Amy said, easing her grip on me and rolling on my lap. We disengaged from each other and walked back to the table hand in hand. I allowed Amy to sit before walking the rest of the way to my own seat, my hard cock still sticking out of the leg of my boxers, swinging with each step.
Devon brought out a salad for each of us along with a variety of salad dressings. It felt like both Amy, and I rushed through the salad in order to get to the next scroll. There were two choices, not counting the red one. I selected one and read it aloud. "Roger, remove Amy's shirt and bra, Amy, remove Roger's shirt, and if not already exposed, enough clothing to completely expose his cock. Touching him with nothing but your breasts, rub the provided lotion into his chest, stomach and cock."
"Well, that sounds interesting," Amy said with a grin. "A titty massage,"
"It does sound interesting. I suppose we should start with me taking off your clothes," I said as I stood up.
"Well, some of them anyway," Amy said as I stepped by her chair and held a hand out for her. We walked back to the sofa, and I carefully unbuttoned the front of the semi-translucent blouse.
"Just for the record, I really enjoyed the tantalizing view this gave me," I whispered before pulling the slick silky material apart to push it off her shoulders.
"I'm glad. It was meant to," she answered back as I reached around her body and undid the clasp of her bra, allowing the rest of her big sexy tits to be exposed. With her now naked except for the skin tight skirt and tiny panties, she went to work on my shirt, pushing it up my body so that I had to raise my arms to let her get it off. As she lifted it higher to clear my arms, she pressed her tits against my chest, her hard nipples poking into my chest. She leaned her face towards mine and gave me a quick, soft kiss on the lips before pushing the shirt up off my hands and tossing it aside. "I'm supposed to expose your cock, so these might as well go too," she said, sliding her hands down my body to my boxers and pushing on the elastic waistband.
"Not going to leave me wearing much," I said as she pushed them down over my butt, forcing them down in front to slide over my protruding hard-on.



"Yeah, I know," she said with a giggle. She squatted down in front of me, my cock almost slapping her in the face as she pushed the boxers down so I could step out of them. "So, I guess, lay down on the sofa," she coaxed, now that I was naked. "I need to find this lotion the note talks about."
"I have that," Devon said from the kitchen, where she had apparently been watching. She came out and walked across the room with a bottle of hand lotion. Stepping next to the sofa, she stood and drizzled lotion across my body, allowing the lotion to drizzle in long thin strands up and down my body and across my cock. She smiled down at me lustily as she took her time squeezing the lotion bottle. I couldn't help but notice from my vantage point that she was indeed naked under the tiny maid's dress, her neatly trimmed brown curls pointing like an arrow towards her obviously wet lips. Her spread and exposed inner lips looked like they had been being well fingered recently. After a much longer time than required to drizzle me with lotion, she stepped back and walked away, swinging her ass as sexily as she could, her creamy cheeks clearly on display under the back of the skirt.
"I think she's as turned on as you are," Amy said as she crawled onto the sofa over me.
"I hadn't noticed."
"Liar," she said with a grin. "How could you not notice that she's lost her panties and has been fingering herself. Hell, I could smell her pussy from where I was standing. But I appreciate the lie just the same."
"Uh huh," I said as she leaned her chest down towards me, using one hand on the sofa to hold herself up and the other to squeeze one of her tits into a cone and start rubbing the lotion around my chest. Her already hard nipple drew lines in the lotion, rubbing it across my chest, her nipples bouncing over mine before she began rubbing lower. She let go of her tit and using both hands for support, lowered herself lower, pressing both big soft tits almost flat. She began to slide up and down my body, her tits smashed against me and spreading the slick lotion around my body, from my chest to my thighs. My cock slipped easily between her big soft tits with each stroke she made down my body, poking erotically between them and stimulating me closer to climax with each stroke. "You keep that up, I'm going to be adding more cream to the mix here," I warned her.
"Good. You made me come, I think it's only fair I do the same to you," she said with a grin. "Besides, I've never had a guy come between my tits before. I'm kinda interested to see what it looks like from up close."
"Well, you're gonna find out pretty damn soon," I groaned as the tingle in my balls began to spread, quickly growing through me in a signal that I had long learned meant there was little hope of me holding back much longer.
"Good. Just let it go then," she cooed as she continued to slide her body up and down mine, concentrating on rubbing her tits down my thighs and trapping my cock between the two huge soft orbs.
"Yeah, not a problem," I groaned as I watched my cock poke in and out of the lotion slicked crevice between her tits, my engorged head almost purple as it grew a final few millimeters in diameter. "Uhhhhh FUCK!" I practically shouted as my body jerked and the first huge surge of cum shot from my cock just as my head poked up between her tits again. The creamy white rope of cum lanced out from my cock, launching itself towards my face. Gravity finally won the battle of trajectory and the rope of cum landed on my neck and chest, missing my own face by only an inch or so. Again and again my body jerked, my cock spewing shot after shot of pent up cum out onto my chest, Amy holding herself still so she could watch each spurt lance out. "Ohhh God," I groaned as my cock's surges reduced to little oozes as I stuck out between her tits, the hardness of my shaft starting to quickly fade.
"That was pretty cool," she whispered as she began sliding again, rubbing the combined cum and lotion into both our chests. "That usually happens in my mouth or pussy. I've never really gotten to see a guy come like that."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I said breathlessly.
"Oh I did!" Amy said. "So did Dev!" she added in a whisper. "Look towards the kitchen."
I turned my head to look over and sure enough, there was Devon, her skirt pulled up to completely expose her pussy, two fingers stuffed into herself, pumping frantically as she leaned against the doorframe. "Oh wow," I chuckled.
"So, should I keep doing this until you get hard again?" Amy asked with a grin.
"I'm not telling you to stop."
"Good, because I don't want to," she answered. "I'm getting so fucking turned on again I feel like I'm going to explode."
"What did you have in mind?"
"How about you take off my skirt and I show you?"
"With pleasure," I said, reaching my hands for her waist. I pushed the skirt down over her hips and ass, dragging the tiny panties along at the same time. She pulled herself farther up my body, her lotion and cum covered tits sliding past my face as she pulled herself up far enough for me to push the panties and skirt down off her legs as she pulled them up one at a time. Now as naked as I was, she spread her legs on either side of me and began to slowly slide her wet pussy lips up and down across my half hard cock, dragging her clit across it with each stroke.
"Oh yeah," moaned softly, her tits hanging in my face as I reached for them and began massaging them. "I love having my tits played with."
"Good. I like playing with 'em," I muttered as she ground her pussy against my cock.
We lay there for long minutes, her pussy grinding and sliding along my again growing hard-on, her lips nestled on either side of me. Each stroke brought her wet lips across my head before pushing back to ride her clit the length of my shaft. Over and over she stroked, her breathing becoming more ragged with each passing moment, her strokes getting more and more animated as her climax build within her. "Oh God yes!" she squealed loudly as she pushed herself back, my cock slipping into her hot wet tunnel on this stroke. She pushed back hard until she had me completely inside her, her clit pressed against the base of my cock. Her strokes quickly grew quicker, driving herself closer to climax equally quickly. "FUCK!" she suddenly cried, her whole body going rigid, little tremors running up and down her arms and legs as her pussy contracted and spasmed around my fat cock. "Oh my God," she moaned softly, lowering herself down on me until her tits rested on my chest. She leaned her mouth to mine and eagerly sucked and kissed my lips. "God, you make me feel so good," she whispered after several minutes of our embrace.
"I have to admit, you feel pretty damn good around me too."
"Good. I'd hate to think it was all one sided."
"Oh, definitely not," I answered her.
"I guess we better go eat the main course, now that we both had dessert."
"Dessert? I thought this was just the appetizer course," I said with a chuckle.
"Mmmmmm. I hope that's the case," she said before giving me another long, wet kiss. "Come on. Let's eat the main course. I'm dying to know what she has planned for dessert," she said as she broke the embrace. "Gonna be another first. Never had a first date dinner with a guy naked before either."
"I agree, this is a night of firsts I think," I agreed as she climbed off me, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her juices.
We made our way back to the table, while a very flushed looking Devon brought the main course and set it before us. She came back a few moments later with a bottle of wine, which she poured for Amy before moving towards me. As Devon stood next to me, her bare leg practically pressing against my arm, I looked across at Amy, who was motioning with a nod of her head towards Devon.
I wasn't exactly sure what she was suggesting I look at or do, so I just sat there and waited until she left.
"Well?" Amy asked after Devon was back in the kitchen.
"Well what?"
"She was trying to get you to touch her silly," Amy said rolling her eyes.
"Oh, I see. And you wanted me to?" I asked a little confused.
"Sure, why not?"
"Um, I guess because this is our date?"
"So? You're pleasing me, well, more than pleasing me. I'm not afraid of Devon stealing you away or anything, I just think that we could liven her part of this little game up a little. The little scrolls were her idea after all."
"Oh, I see," I answered, not at all sure I did see.
"Devon, can we have some ice water please?" Amy called towards the kitchen.
"Just a moment!" Devon called back.
Amy started eating the main course, what appeared to be sirloin tips and peppers in a gravy over a bed of egg noodles. I joined her while we waited for Devon to come out with a pitcher of ice water and two glasses. She stopped at Amy's seat and bent over to place a glass on the table and then reach the pitcher to fill it.
"You know Dev. I think that you're way over dressed, given our current state of dress," Amy said as she reached up to Devon's back and pulled the little zipper on the black maid's dress down. Devon froze in place, the pitcher half tilted while Amy pulled the zipper as far as it would go and then reached up to one of Devon's shoulders and pulled the shoulder strap off her shoulder. The tiny maid's dress slipped down one arm, hanging half on and half off her body, trapped by the arm with the pitcher. "I think Roger is waiting for water too," Amy said with a devilish little grin.
"Yes Miss," Devon answered, playing the part of the servant as she straightened up. Her new position allowed the dress to slide even farther down, now hanging in the crook of her arm, the dress down her body, exposing her almost completely from the waist up. She had much smaller tits than Amy, maybe a big B or small C cup, but each one had a wide, round puffy nipple that covered nearly a quarter of her breast and puffed out at least a quarter of an inch. Her body was doing everything it knew to in order to telegraph that it was very turned on.
Devon walked over to me, reached out for the table and set the glass in front of me. Leaning over, she started to pour the cold water into it as I reached up and gently cupped one of her breasts with one hand, squeezing her fat puffy nipple between my finger and thumb. "Oh Lord," half moaned as she stayed bent, her tit in one of my hands and the other sliding up under the dress along her thigh. I let my fingers slide around to the inside of her thigh and stroked her very wet pussy with my fingertips, searching out her clit. "Oh God," she moaned loudly as my fingers bounced one after the other across her hard engorged clit. I held her breast, teasing her nipple and squeezing her soft flesh while my other hand slowly stroked back and forth across her clit.
She finally set the pitcher down, using both hands to hold onto the edge of the table, the dress sliding down even farther. It probably would have slid all the way down to her spike heels if my hand between her legs wasn't holding the dress up. I continued to stroke and tease her pussy, her breathing growing more and more ragged by the moment until suddenly her whole body jerked, a tiny squeak coming from her lips as her body orgasmed in front of me. Her body jerked and trembled as her pussy gushed juices over my hand, dripping to the floor as she stood there gasping.
I withdrew my hand and used the napkin to wipe her cum from it as she continued to stand there, leaning on the table, the dress now almost completely off, held only by her wrists in the arm holes.
"Thank you Devon. You may go. And, leave the dress."
"Yes Miss," Devon answered a little shakily, pushing her hands off the table and letting the dress fall to the floor where she stepped out of it. She walked away, her bare tush swinging side to side as she walked slightly spread legged.
"I think you definitely hit the right spot with her," Amy said as she got up from the table. She stepped over to my chair and stood there. "So, let me show you where the bathroom is."
"Good idea," I answered, as I pushed my chair back. I followed her from the living room to a small bathroom. She pulled me by the hand into the bathroom and took my hands, spinning herself slowly as she pulled my hands around her, pressing her back to my chest and her ass to my hard-on.
"Mmmmm, now this is the way to wash hands," she said softly, drawing my hands towards the sink as she rubbed her bare ass against my cock.
"I bet I can make it better," I said, pulling one hand away. I reached down between us and guided my engorged head to her pussy and gently worked it into her as she bent over the sink. "There," I said after a few strokes, sliding my hands around her body again to cup both her big tits.
"Mmmmm. Oh yeah. Much better," she said, wiggling her ass so that my cock moved a little inside her. She pulled my hands from her tits down to the running water and gently soaped my hands, teasing my fingers and seductively massaging my hands while she worked my cock in and out of her pussy an inch or so. "Yeah, this is definitely the best way to wash hands."
"I couldn't agree more," I agreed, rocking my hips slightly to help push my cock in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
"Ohhh fuck yeah," she groaned, letting go of my hands and holding the edge of the sink as she bent over to allow my strokes to lengthen. I raised my hands up to her tits and played with them with my soapy hands as I stroked in and out of her.
"You two do know that dinner is getting cold," Devon said, sticking her head around the edge of the bathroom door. "Not to mention there's still the dessert scroll."
"Yeah, that's true, but God damn this feels good," Amy moaned as I stroked into her, my thighs banging against her ass and making her big tits giggle and bounce in my hands.
"Come on," she said, reaching into the bathroom and pulling gently on Amy's arm.
"Ohhh spoil sport," Amy chided with a frown.
"Trust me. You'll get more," Devon said with a smile. "God, I wish I'd have thought about washing your hands," she said to me as she looked down at my glistening cock as she pulled Amy out of the bathroom.
I followed the two back to the table and sat down, wiping the remaining soap and water on the cloth napkin before going back to eating. Devon was right, the food was cold, but I was still hungry enough to eat it. "Sorry it's cold now," Amy said. "But I know how to fix this. Devon!"
"Yes Miss?" Devon asked, coming out of the kitchen again.
"Please take these to go microwave them."
"Yes Miss," Devon answered, picking up her plate from in front of Amy. She walked over and collected my plate and then headed for the kitchen. She came back a couple minutes later with the plates heated and set them back in front of us.
Amy and I finished dinner, the sole topic seeming to be sex related, starting with how I felt about her little surprise in the woods to how I was feeling about her now. With dinner done, we pondered the last two scrolls. "I wonder what the other brown one said?" Amy asked.
"We can find out," I answered, pulling the scroll from the cup and opening it. "Roger, remove Amy's skirt and panties, and if not already exposed, open her shirt to expose her nipples. Amy, remove Roger's pants and underwear. Using nothing but your hard cock, rub the supplied lotion into her nipples and pussy."
"Ohhh that could have been fun. Almost as much fun as me lotioning you with my tits."
"I venture to say I'd have ended up stuffed inside you just as effectively!" I laughed.
"Okay, so what's the last one? Equally sexy I hope."
"We'll see," I said as I pulled the last scroll from the cup and opened it. "Remove any remaining clothing. Amy, with Roger sitting on a chair, sit on his cock. Dessert is molten chocolate love cake. Roger must use his hands to stimulate Amy. The more stimulation he provides, the larger portion of the dessert she will share with him."
"Ohhh. Now that sounds like one hell of a way to have dessert," she said as she stood up. "And since you're already naked and hard," she said, stepping herself carefully across my lap, squeezing her ass between me and the table as she reached down and guided my cock towards her pussy. She sat down on me, straddling my legs and facing away from me before settling herself comfortably before pulling my hands to her bare breasts. "Okay sexy, stimulate."
"My pleasure," I said, stroking the fingers of one hand down her front to her pussy. I rolled my hand over and teased my fingers down to her clit, stroking it slowly while I squeezed and massaged her big tit.
"Ohhh yeah. That's exactly what I wanted. Your big cock deep inside me, your hands on my tits and your finger teasing my clit. Fuck, can it get any better than this?"
"Maybe," I answered, twisting her upper body slightly and lifting her tit enough to get her hard nipple to my mouth. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and nibbled it gently while stroking my finger back and forth across her exposed clit.
"Ohhhh fuck, fuck, fuck," she moaned as I applied as much varied stimulation as I could. She began to bounce herself on my cock, adding the strokes of my fat cock to the mix. Up and down she bounced, her moans and cries of pleasure growing by the moment. "OHHHH FUCK YES, YES, YES!" she screamed as her whole body began to quiver. I could feel the tingle spreading through my crotch, my engorged cock ready to explode. "YES!" she screamed as my body jerked, jetting a gush of my cum up into her. Her whole body went rigid on my cock, her chest heaving as she fought for breath in the midst of a massive orgasm, my own body jerking and twitching as I emptied shot after shot of cum into her.
"Ohhh damn," Devon said from where she was looking around the kitchen doorway.
"Oh yeah," Amy moaned as she began to relax, both of us breathing hard after our mutual climax. "Seriously oh damn!"
"Guess that was dessert," I answered, as she sat on me, her pussy still spasming randomly around my fat cock.
"I guess if you still want chocolate, Devon can serve us," Amy panted.
"Maybe in a little bit. Right now, I'm pretty much worn out."
"Yeah. How about some snuggling on the sofa with a good movie?"
'Sure, what's your idea of a good movie?"
"Well, I know you like adventure, so how does Gravity sound?"
"Sounds pretty good to me," I agreed.
"Good," she said with a grin. She pushed herself up off of me and climbed off my lap. Taking my hand, she pulled me towards the living room again. She coaxed me onto the overstuffed sofa and then sat down next to me, swinging her legs across my lap and laying back, pulling my hand to lay me over next to her with my head resting on one of her big tits. She wrapped an arm around me and sighed contentedly. "Now this is the way to watch a movie."
I had to admit it was a comfortable pillow. We watched a good part of the movie, her fingers gently teasing my hair or stroking my back for a good part of the movie before I had to get up and go to the bathroom.
"Hurry back," she said, letting me get up from our tangle.
I made my way to the bathroom and closed the door. I had finished taking care of business and was washing my hands when I heard moaning on the other side of the wall. I opened the door and walked quietly to the kitchen doorway, the room on the other side of the bathroom wall and peeked around the corner. Devon was sitting in a corner of the kitchen, her bare ass on the counter, with one leg pointed towards the kitchen sink and the other pointed to the stove, spreading them wide apart. One hand was busy squeezing and massaging one of her own tits while the other was frantically plunging what looked like a cucumber into her pussy.
"Oh yeah. That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck me hard with that fat cock. Ohhhhh God yes Roger. Fuck me baby! Fuck my hot little cunt!" she moaned loudly as she plunged the makeshift dildo in and out of her sopping wet pussy, the squish it made with each stroke just barely audible across the room. "Ohhhh God yes. Make me come sweetie. Make my hot cunt climax around your fucking hot dick! Ohhhh God damn yes!" she squeaked, her legs trembling as she worked the green vegetable in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhhh God yessss!" she squeaked louder, her whole body suddenly jerking and shaking, her hand no longer able to manage the coordination to push her imitation cock in and out of herself.



I backed away and headed to the living room to rejoin Amy.
"Well, that took a while."
"Sorry. Got sidetracked," I mumbled as I snuggled back down with her.
"Oh? Anything you wanna share?"
"Just that if Devon offers you a salad, skip the cucumber," I said with a chuckle.
Amy looked at me curiously for several seconds before rolling her eyes and giggling. "I'll remember that."
If I didn't have to go to work the next day, I might have been tempted to stay overnight, but as it was, this was a busy week and with hunting season starting Saturday, I needed to get things done at work as much as I could now. After the movie was over, I kissed her goodbye, dressed, well mostly, and headed home.
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Part 3
It was Saturday morning, the first day of bow season. This was far from typical weather for deer season. I couldn't remember the last time it was over seventy before the sun even came up! It didn't bode well for the deer moving once the sun cleared the trees. I had serious doubts about how good the hunting was going to be until the weather broke and we got some really cool nights down in the forties.
I was moving about the kitchen at all of five fifteen, making myself a quick breakfast before heading out.
"Morning Roger!" I heard Amy say as she walked in through the kitchen door from the garage where I had the overhead door already up to get out the ATV and load gear.
"Huh? Oh, morning," I answered in surprise. "Wasn't expecting you. I thought you'd go straight out."
"I thought about it, but then I figured we've been going out together for opening morning for three years, not much point in changing the tradition."
"I suppose not," I answered her. "Did you eat?"
"Yeah, I did," she answered as I pulled the microwave breakfast out of the cooker and carried it with a hot pad towards the kitchen table.
"I'll be ready in a few minutes," I said as I stepped back to the refrigerator.
"No hurry. Won't be light for almost an hour yet," she said as she stepped up behind me, pressing her body against my back and ass, her hands sliding around my body. I felt her hands undoing my belt as I stood at the refrigerator pouring milk in a glass to go with my breakfast.
"What are you doing?" I asked, as if I really needed an answer when her hand pushed into my pants and boxers to grab my cock.
"Having fun. You're having fun too, aren't you?"
"I didn't say I wasn't," I said as I stood there with the glass in my hand. "But I do need to eat."
"Spoil sport," she said with an audible pout in her voice as she pulled her hand out of my pants.
"No, just want to eat while it's still hot," I answered her.
"Does that mean I can play after you eat?"
"Depends. Do you want to go hunting or stay here and screw around?"
"Hmmmmm, damn that's a tough choice!" she said before breaking into a grin. "As much as I'd love to stay and fuck all day, we should probably go ahead and hunt since we're all dressed and all."
"Sounds like a good idea," I answered as I scooped a mouth full of eggs from the bowl.
"Of course, if we weren't dressed, it might be a different answer," she said teasingly as she pulled the front of her camouflaged shirt up to reveal a black lacy bra.
"You are so bad!" I said with a shake of my head before taking another bite.
"You didn't think so Wednesday night, now did you?"
"I have to admit, it was a fun game."
"Oh yeah. And now I know just exactly how good you can be with those fingers and mouth too!"
"Like I said, you are so bad."
She sat down at the table next to me while I finished my breakfast and then got up to follow me to the garage. Most of her gear was laying next to the ATV, so I helped her pack it next to mine on the machine and then climbed on to head out. She put the garage door down and then climbed on the back for the half mile ride down to where we'd park and walk the rest of the way in. The deer never really seemed to mind the ATV, but then I suppose they heard enough of it all summer that it wasn't particularly different, other than the time.
We got off, picked up our packs and bows and walked through the moonlight down the dirt trail towards where our stands are.
"This is nice, a moonlit stroll," she whispered softly.
"Yeah, it is."
"The stroll, or the company?"
"Both I suppose."
"So how come you never made a pass at me, until I did, I mean."
"Didn't think you'd want to be saddled with an old fart like me."
"Shouldn't you let me be the judge of that?"
"I suppose," I whispered with a shrug as we approached a fork in the trail where we'd split up. "Good luck!" I whispered.
"Hey!" she whispered a bit louder as I turned to walk down the trail.
"What?" I whispered back, turning to face her.
She stepped over to me, set her bow and pack down and wrapped her arms around my neck, lifting herself on her toes to press her lips against mine. She kissed me for long seconds, a long, slow, soft, erotic kiss that had my cock quickly growing in my pants.
"Now that's better," she whispered breathlessly as she broke the kiss.
"Um, yeah," I breathed as she slipped her arms off my neck and stepped back.
"Something for you to think about while you're sitting all alone on your stand. If you decide you want company, I'm just down there," she said, motioning towards where her stand was set about another hundred yards down the trail.
"Uh huh," I answered as I watched her walk the few paces to her gear. She looked back over her shoulder at me, still facing away from me, and pushed her camouflaged pants down, along with her black lace panties, as she bent over, pushing her bare ass out at me in the moonlight.
"Just something to think about," she said softly, wiggling her ass back and forth a few times, her pussy pushing out at me between her thighs as she bent a little further.
"Oh damn," I groaned to myself as she picked up her pack off the ground and stood up, her pants still around her knees. She turned to face me, grinned and then pulled her pants up to mid thigh before bending to pick her bow up off the ground. She smiled and walked away, holding the bow in one hand and her pants around her thighs with the other, her creamy ass cheeks practically glowing in the moonlight. "Damn," I muttered before finally turning and walking down the trail to my own stand, my pants bulging out in front. "Hell, three years in the woods with her I never knew I could have been playing like that with her," I muttered to myself.
I walked down the trail to the big double stand that she and I had shared multiple times the last two years, my mind filled with the image of her bare naked ass wiggling away into the dark. If her intent had been to get me thinking about screwing her again, it worked. I reached the stand and climbed up the fifteen feet to the tree stand platform and settled myself on the wide padded seat, my pack set next to me, and my bow hung on the peg screwed into the tree.
It wasn't even close to daylight yet, but I knew it was approaching. The first indicators always seemed to be the whippoorwills singing away just as the inky black of the night sky started to fade ever so slightly towards charcoal gray. I always enjoyed sitting in the woods, listening to mother nature wake and yawn from her overnight slumber. The barred owls and great horned owls soon joined the whippoorwills with their mournful call. The barred owls always seemed to have that deep throated trill at the end of their call, chatting amongst themselves as the sky lightened further.
It seemed that theirs and the whippoorwills morning chats ended as the skies began to grow pink with the approaching of ol' mister sun. The first orange rays peeking over the trees on the distant horizon as the squirrels and other birds began their morning hunt for breakfast. This morning it seemed as if the squirrel union had called in extra workers, each furry tree rat making me think there was a deer skipping joyfully along through the dead leaves. I wondered how much the deer paid the squirrels in acorns to frustrate hunters in this way?
It was already warm, and I had donned my scent proof pants and shirt over my existing camo pants and shirt, adding to the layers trapping my own body heat in the already warm morning. By ten, I was convinced that the morning heat had done nothing to help the hunting and was seriously considering calling it a day when I heard the leaves crunching.
Deer are funny animals. A deer trotting quickly through the underbrush frequently sounded just like a squirrel, but a large buck, slowly and carefully walking could be deadly silent or sound like another hunter. I had often mistaken the sounds of footsteps for being other hunters and discounted the sounds only to later see a huge bodied buck slip between the trees without giving me an opportunity for a shot. As a result, I had learned always check!
This set of footsteps was being careful, which meant either a hunter stalking, which there shouldn't be on private property, or it was a big deer being very cagy. I gently and slowly notched an arrow in the bow sitting on my lap, confident that my body was blocking my movements sufficiently. I didn't dare turn around, that much movement would be sure to attract its attention. All I could do was wait for it to pass by and hopefully remain in shooting range long enough for me to get a good look and shot.
The footsteps continued, gentle crunches at irregular intervals. This sounded like one sneaky deer, or else it could smell me but wasn't sure where it was coming from, making him skittish. I waited patiently, waiting for the first glimpse out of the corner of my eye. If this was an interloper in our hunting space, I was going to be very irritated!
I finally saw movement directly below my stand. I looked down, and there, staring back up at me was not a deer, but instead a completely naked, except for her boots, Amy!
"What are you doing?" I asked in a loud whisper, slipping the arrow off the string and tucking it back into the quiver to protect its razor sharp point.
"I was hot," she whispered. "And horny!"
"I guess," I answered as I hung the bow on the hook next to me and shifted my weight to look down at her as she moved around to the front of the ladder. "So what do you want to do?" I asked as she started climbing the ladder up to where I sat in the stand.
"Oh, something I thought about a lot last year," she said as she reached the top and slipped under the shooting rail that circled the dual seat stand. There was plenty of room for two to sit in the stand, although that meant my backpack had to be moved, which she took care of by simply tossing it over the side of the stand to land on the ground below us with a loud whump! "Now," she said, sitting down next to me and turning to face me. "Let's get rid of these."
"Uh huh," I answered as she began unzipping the light weight scent lock jacket I had on. She pushed it off my shoulders and pulled it down my arms before tossing it over the sided to land on the ground with my pack.
It took her several minutes to get me as naked as she was, wearing nothing but my untied boots and socks with my hard cock sticking up from my lap. "I have a confession to make," she said quietly.
"Oh?"
"Uh huh," she said, reaching over to my lap and wrapping her fingers around my hard-on. "You remember last year, we were sitting in this same stand on opening day?"
"Yeah, I remember."
"Well, do you remember how late morning you had to go pee and you got down to do that?"
"Not really, but I'll assume I did, since you remember it so well."
"Oh yeah, I remember it. Anyway, my confession is that when you were going pee, I could see you. Well, more accurately, I could see you with my binoculars, and I really, really liked what I saw."
"Ohhhh, I see," I answered, suddenly understanding a lot more. Hell, there wasn't a day I didn't sit in a stand or a blind with her that I hadn't at some point had a hard-on from her bumping against me, even if those bumps weren't meant sexually.
"Yeah, you were pretty hard, and it took you a long time to get it down enough to go pee, and well, while you were doing that, I kinda had my hand down my own pants."
"Ahhh. I'm beginning to understand," I answered.
"I hoped you would," she said standing up. She stepped carefully in front of me, one leg swinging across mine to straddle my legs. With one hand on a branch of the tree and the other on the shooting rail, she lowered herself down, bending over to push her ass towards me. I felt her grind her pussy against my hard-on for several seconds before she reached between her own legs to find my cock with her hand and guide it to her wet waiting pussy.
"Never fucked up in a tree before," I groaned as she slid slowly down my cock.
"Me either, but damn I wanted to do it a lot of times last year. Fuck, if you'd have pulled my pants down last year, you could have had me any time you wanted."
"I'll remember that," I said as her bare ass pressed against my thighs. She began to gently and slowly lift and lower herself, not going overly fast, presumably because she didn't want to rock the stand right out of the tree. Whatever the reason, her motions were incredibly erotic and stimulating, not enough to make me come, but definitely enough to drive me way up that slope. She moaned softly as she rode me, her silky pussy walls caressing every inch of my shaft as she lifted until I was almost ready to slip out and then pushed slowly back down again until her ass was pressed against me.
"This is fucking wonderful," she moaned softly as she lifted and lowered herself, the tree stand rocking ever so gently from her motions.
"You can say that again," I groaned, feeling my balls tightening and tingling in anticipation of the quickly building orgasm.
"Okay, this feels fucking wonderful and I'm going to God damn come like a fucking freight train any second!" she moaned loudly. "God damn, you feel good inside me!"
"You feel pretty fucking good around me too," I answered breathlessly as I felt my cock growing a bit fatter in the final moments.
"Fuck, I can tell you're gonna come!" she breathed softly, still stroking herself up and down my cock, my hips trying to push up into her with each downward stroke she made.
"You can tell?"
"I'm learning to!" she gasped as my body jerked suddenly, jamming my shaft up into her as she came down, a huge gush of cum pumping up into her hot pussy. "YES! That's it baby! Give it to me!" she squealed as she slammed herself down on me, my surging cum triggering her own climax. I could feel her pussy spasm and quiver around my pulsing cock, my juices filling her as she ground herself against me, moaning loudly as she enjoyed her own climax.
"Oh God," I groaned after I could breathe again. "Damn that felt good."
"Uh huh!" she answered emphatically. "VERY good! I may never think about hunting the same way again."
"I fucking well know I won't," I answered with a chuckle. "So what now?"
"Well, we're naked in the woods, what do you suppose is next?"
"I dunno. More sex?"
"Uh huh. And I have a perfect idea, as soon as I get you hard again," she said as she wiggled her ass on my thighs. "God, I love feeling you inside me!"
"I get that idea," I said with a chuckle.
"Fran does to. God she couldn't stop talking about hot big you felt inside her," Amy said, twisting around on my lap enough to see me.
"Yeah, that was a bit awkward," I answered.
"What part, having sex with two of us at once? I wouldn't have thought that was a problem. At least it didn't seem like it was a problem," she said, wiggling on me a little.
"Oh it wasn't that. I just felt like I was contributing to her marital problems."
"Oh sweetie, there isn't anything you could do to make that worse. It's pretty much a done deal now. He's been fucking around on her so much that he doesn't even care if she knows any more."
"Oh."
"This conversation is NOT making you hard again. I wanna feel you getting hard again. So let's change to another topic, shall we?"
"Sure, what do you have in mind?"
"What did you think of Devon. Did you like seeing her playing with herself? Sliding that big cucumber in and out of her hot little pussy?"
"Oh God," I groaned, her comment bringing back the image of her roommate sitting on the counter fucking herself with the fat green vegetable.
"You can say that again. She so wanted to get fucked by you. In fact, she asked if the chance came up again, if I'd mind if she took a little ride on mister happy."
"Seriously?" I asked in surprise. "And you of course said no."
"On the contrary. I don't mind if she wants a little of this. Since I know you enjoy a little three way action, and I certainly don't mind playing with her sexy little body, what the hell, it could be a lot of fun!"
"Oh Lord," I groaned as I pictured myself laying down with Amy on my face and Devon bouncing up and down on my hard cock.
"Ohhh yeah. Now that did it. I can already feel you getting fat inside me. That's it baby. Now I know what really trips your trigger. You love having more than one woman at once!"
"I didn't say that!" I protested, unable to keep my cock from responding to the images my mind was playing.
"Ohhh you are a naughty man. Have you ever watched two women having sex? In person I mean? I bet you'd love that. Kneeling behind me, your cock sliding in and out of my pussy while I had my head buried between Devon's legs, licking her pussy until she screamed? Oh yeah. Or maybe the other way around? Fucking her while she licks my hot cunt? Ohhh God, you are getting so hard again. What a naughty, naughty man!"
"Hey, whose idea was it to suggest the two of you at once?" I asked a little defensively.
"Well, mine of course," she answered with a giggle. "You don't think I'd suggest that if I minded, did you? I mean it shouldn't take a rocket scientist to know that two girls living together might occasionally see each other naked when they're drunk and do things they wouldn't usually do, does it?"
"No, it doesn't take much imagination for that," I agreed.
"Good. Now let's head home. I have something special in mind for the ride home, now that you're all nice and hard again," she said, wiggling her ass on me to move my again hard cock around inside her.
She pulled off me, releasing a little flood of our combined cum that leaked down her legs as she turned and climbed down the ladder. I followed behind, my bow in my hand, my clothes spread around on the ground under the stand. We picked up all my clothes and pack and the two of us hiked back toward the ATV, her hand occasionally reaching over and giving me some strokes to keep me hard.
"You keep that up and I'm liable to stop and just bend you over," I said quietly after the third time she grabbed my cock.
"Ohhhh sounds so nice! Any other day I'd say bring it on, but today I have other plans," she said with a grin. "Trust me, I think you're gonna enjoy this."
"If you say so," I answered as we came to the fork in the road and stopped to pick up her clothes and gear. It was a short walk from there to the ATV. We stored all the gear and our clothes in the ATV before she let on what she had in mind. With me sitting on the seat, reclined part way back against the packs on the back of the machine, she climbed on, straddling me and lowering herself on my cock. Sitting astride my lap, she started up the machine and we headed back up the trail towards home, the bouncing of the ATV working my cock in and out of her pussy in short little stabbing jerks.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned after a particularly big bump that bounced her up almost off my cock before slamming her back down onto me. "God damn. That keeps up, you might have to steer!"
"Why is that?"
"Because I'm fucking close to coming again!" she moaned as we bounced over another bump.
I chuckled and reached my hands up from her hips, where I was holding us both onto the ATV and grabbed both tits. "Tell you what, I'll squeeze the left one to turn left and the right to turn right," I joked, squeezing both her big soft tits at once.
"Ohhhh God damn. You are so bad!" she cried as she hit the brakes, her whole body suddenly shaking and shuddering on me as she sat, gasping for breath as I squeezed her soft tits and nipples, her pussy clenching tightly around my fat cock. "God, I love coming around your cock," she gasped.
"You certainly have some interesting ways of getting there."
"Oh honey, I have all kinds of ideas I want to try. I've been dreaming up ways for you to make love to me for a whole damn year."



"Wow," I muttered as she let the brake off and drove slowly up the trail, her pussy still spasming around my cock from time to time.
"Ohhhhh God, you are so fucking big inside me. How big are you?"
"I don't know. Never measured myself," I chuckled.
"I may have to do that, just for fun," she said as she drove us into the yard and around to the front of the house.
I was glad we lived on a country road and not in the middle of the city, since she didn't seem overly concerned about who might drive by as she climbed off my hard-on. I climbed off and keyed in the code to put up the garage door and Amy drove in and parked while I walked to the other end to put the door down. "Now your turn to get off," she said as she climbed off and turned around, pushing her ass out at me. "I know you love taking me from behind."
"Yeah, I do," I agreed as I walked over to her. It only took a moment for me to guide my already slick cock into her and start sliding in and out, her pussy occasionally spasming around me as the stimulation of my engorged shaft began to renew her recent climax.
"Ohhhh fuck yeah. God damn yeah!" she moaned as she bent over the seat of the ATV, my thighs slapping her bare ass with each stroke. I reached around her and captured her swinging tits by her nipples, pinching and tugging them gently as I continued to plunge into her over and over. "Oh God. You're gonna make me come again!" she squealed loudly as her pussy started to spasm hard around my stroking shaft.
"OH shit!" I grunted as I pushed hard into her and started unloading deep in her. My body jerked time and again as I stood there, emptying cum into her until I felt wasted and pulled out, cum oozing from my cock and dripping to the garage floor from my cock and her pussy.
"Ohhhh God," moaned, leaning farther over the seat and gasping for air. "Fuck you make me come so hard!"
"Glad I could be of service," I said breathlessly as I plopped down in a folding chair that was sitting a few feet away.
"Oh yeah. Seriously of service," she giggled, pushing herself up. "I wonder if I should drive home like this or get dressed?"
"Probably better dress," I answered. "You don't live out in the country like I do."
"Yeah, probably right," she agreed, somewhat reluctantly as she walked around to the back of the ATV. It only took a couple minutes for her to dress. "How about dinner tonight?"
"Where?"
"My place?"
"Is Devon going to be there?"
"Hmmmmm, what if she is?"
"Then I'm not so sure."
"Well, she won't be, so you don't have to worry," she said as I stood up. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me long and wetly. "You know, I could get very used to feeling like this," she whispered.
"Uh huh. Me too," I agreed as I held her tightly against me. "See you at dinner?"
"Uh huh. Unless you want to undress me and go again."
"Maybe later," I chuckled.
"Okay lover boy. See you at six."
"I'll be there," I agreed
As requested, I was standing at Amy's door at six. I pressed the doorbell and then looked back around at the car going down the street. Hell, it'd been almost two years since I'd had any kind regular sex, only the occasional one-night stand. All the sex of the last two weeks had been fantastic, but I wondered where it was going to go. Was this a long-term relationship with Amy what I really wanted, or needed? Was it even right? For that matter, what about that crazy interlude with Francine? I really didn't understand that. When my wife and I split it wasn't over sex, there were plenty of other issues to drive us apart after twenty plus years, but sex wasn't one of them.
"So you gonna come in or just stand there staring off into space?" Amy asked from behind me from the open door. I turned around and saw Amy standing in the doorway wearing a light weight red flowing dress that came down to the middle of her thighs, her long sexy legs glistening in her stockings, red four inch heels making her nearly as tall as I was.
"Come in of course," I answered, stepping to where she stood in the door, her arms reaching for my neck as I did. I slipped easily into her arms, my own arms circling her body and pulling her to me. I could feel the heat of her body through the thin dress and my polo shirt, the softness of her breasts pressing against my chest, the hardness of her erect nipples as she pressed her lips wetly against mine. Yeah, I may not know where this was going, but at that moment, I really didn't care.
After a long embrace she slipped from my arms and walked into house, taking my hand and pulling me in along with her. The living room was dimly lit by an array of candles. In the middle of the floor was a large blanket and several pillows, along with what looked like a picnic basket. "You know, I was thinking about how nice a picnic would have been this afternoon, and decided, why not have a picnic here?"
"Sounds like fun," I answered, following her as she pulled me along towards the blanket. The two of us sat down, and with a grin, she pulled a bottle of wine from the basket and poured a glass and handed it to me. She poured another and then set the bottle aside.
She leaned towards me, gently touched our glasses together and whispered, "Here's to many good times to come."
"I'll drink to that," I whispered back before the two of us sipped the wine.
"Now, I have freshly fried chicken," she said after looking at me quietly for long seconds.
"I love fried chicken," I answered.
"I got that impression. I read about this little game once. Not a first date game, but definitely one for later dates. We take turn asking questions. If the other person can accurately answer the question, you get to take off a piece of clothing. Sound like fun?"
"Yeah, it does."
"Good. I'll go first. What's my favorite color?"
"Oh, that's easy. Pink," I answered.
"Pink? How do you figure?"
"That's the only color underwear I've seen you wear," I answered with a grin. "Until I took it off of you of course."
"Well, you're close, but wrong. It's red."
"Oops."
"Uh huh. Oops. Your turn to ask a question."
"What's my favorite hobby?" I asked.
"Oh that's too easy. Sex and hunting."
"That's two."
"Uh huh. I think after today it's just one though," she said as she reached for my shirt and started pulling it out of the waistband of my pants. I set my glass aside and let her pull the shirt up and off of me. "Okay, my turn again. What's my favorite hobby?"
"Besides chasing me? I honestly don't know."
"Awwww. I thought you'd know this one. Reading. I LOVE to read!"
"Ooops. I'm not doing too good at this."
"Not too," she agreed with a pout. "Okay give me another one."
"How old am I?"
"Oh sweetie, that's way too easy. Fifty-two," she said with a grin. "Stand up and let me take these pants off."
I stood up and she slowly undid the belt and the front of my slacks, pulling them down slowly to expose my boxers. Once she had them to my thighs, she let me sit down while she pulled my shoes off and the legs of my pants off my legs. "Okay. Let's see. This one you should know very well now. What's my favorite sexual position?" she asked with a grin.
"Oh, I think I can get this one. You love it doggy style," I answered quickly.
"Ohhh so right. Actually, I love it any way that gets you into me, but doggy is my most favoritest because I can feel you sooooo damn deep inside me." She answered with a sexy smile. "Now what do you want to take off first? My dress or my stockings?"
"Dress or stockings? I was thinking panties," I answered, smiling back at her.
"Awww that would be nice, but I'm not wearing any," she said in a loud whisper as if exposing some deep secret.
"Ohhhhh now that is interesting. I guess given the choices, I'm going to go with the stockings."
"In that case," she said, swiveling herself around to point her legs towards me. She spread her legs apart and set one high heel shoe on either side of me. "All yours lover."
I looked down at the short dress, the hem hiked all the way up her thighs, her completely bare shaved pussy exposed between her spread legs. I slid my hands up her left leg, sliding my palms up her thighs until my fingers were gently teasing her wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhh, now that's not quite fair," she sighed softly.
"But you're enjoying it," I answered as I stroked my fingers up between her lips a few times. I slid my hand slowly down, curling my fingers into the top of her left stocking, pulling it slowly down until I had my hand at her ankle. I tossed aside her red high heel and then pulled the stocking off her leg, tossing it over my shoulder to flutter to the floor someplace behind me. I slid my hands up her right leg, stopping only when I had two fingers stroking between her lips.
"Ohhh God. No fair at all," she moaned softly as I stroked my fingers up over her hard clit.
"That's the idea," I answered her with a smile, letting my fingers slip from her pussy and grasp the top of her right stocking. I slowly pulled the stocking down until I could pull it and her other high heel off. "Okay. Next question. What's my favorite sex position?" I asked as I sat back.
"Picking an easy one huh? Okay hot stuff. Your favorite position is cowgirl. You love me on top because you can watch and play with my tits while I ride up and down your cock until you explode, which is exactly what I plan on doing in a very, very short time."
"You got that right," I answered.
"Good. Now stand up. I'm gonna take your boxers off, and in the process, see if I can turn you on as much as you just did to me."
I stood up as she rolled to her knees in front of me. She reached up to my chest and slowly drug her fingernails down, scraping them slowly down to the waistband of my boxers. She hooked her fingers in the waistband and gently eased it lower, pulling it down and forcing my already mostly hard cock down along my leg as she pulled the boxers lower. My hard cock finally popped free of the elastic band, spring out to stick out towards her face. She pulled my boxers down my thighs until they could slide down my legs. Letting go of my boxers, she grasped my cock with both hands, wrapping her warm soft hands around my shaft and leaning her face towards me. She licked my cockhead like an ice cream cone, swirling her tongue around my head and teasing the tip of her tongue across the very tip of my engorged head and then down around the most sensitive spot under my head. "Ohhhh Lord yeah," I groaned as she teased me with her tongue.
"Fuck the game. Take my dress off and let me ride this sexy cock!" Amy said, letting go of my cock and holding her hands up. I reached down and gently unzipped the delicate zipper down her back and then gently lifted the dress up her body, tossing it aside to leave her completely naked.
I sat down on the blanket, and she pushed me back, rolling me onto my back as she crawled over me, straddling my body as she worked her way up my body until her pussy hovered over my engorged cock. She smiled down at me as she reached between her legs, lifting my cock up towards her pussy with three fingers, pressing it tightly to her wet lips. She rocked her hips gently, stroking her clit along my cock, teasing both of us each time her hard clit stroked across that oh so sensitive spot under my head. I reached up and cupped both tits, rubbing my thumbs back and forth across her rigid nipples.
"Oh yeah. God, I love it when you play with my tits!" she moaned, pressing my cock even tighter to her lips, pushing the head up between her lips until my head engaged in the entrance to her tunnel. She pushed herself back, forcing her already excited tunnel down over my pussy juice slickened shaft. "Ohhh fuck yeah!"
"I agree," I groaned softly as she slid all the way down until her ass was pressed to my thighs. She began to slowly ride up and down my shaft, her moans and sighs mixing with my own as she slowly rode both of us up the slope towards climax. "God, you feel so fucking good doing this," I groaned softly, my hands squeezing and kneading her tits as she rode slowly up and down my cock.
"Uh huh. You feel pretty fucking good inside me too. God, I love fucking you!" she moaned as she started riding faster. Up and down she went, her pussy making soft squishing noises with each downward stroke. "God, I love coming around you. I'm getting so close. I feel like I'm going to explode!"
"Yeah, me too," I grunted, feeling the tingle spreading through me, knowing that I was almost to the point of being unable to hold back any longer.
"Come for me baby! Fill me with your cum! Oh God, I'm so close. I wanna feel your fat cock filling me!" she moaned, coaxing me to let go before her voice rose and she squealed, her entire body going rigid with little shudders running up and down. "Ohhhh God damn, I'm going to coooommmme!"
I felt her pussy contract around me, her orgasm going full bore as she ground herself against me, driving my cock as far into her pussy as she could. The sensations were enough to push me over the edge as well and my body was bucking under her moments after her own orgasm started, my cock surging hot cum up into her with each new uncontrollable jerk.
"Yes baby! OH YES, YES!" she squealed loudly as I came deep in her, her pussy convulsing and squeezing around my spurting shaft. I held her by her tits, her body trembling gently as she sat on me, trying to catch her breath. "Ohhhhh fuck, you make me come so hard!" she finally moaned as she started to lower herself down onto me. I moved my hands to her firm round ass as she lay down the rest of the way on me, her soft tits pressing against my chest as she lowered her soft wet lips to mine, kissing me as gently and sensuously as her still heavy breathing allowed.
"Damn," I said softly as she broke the minutes long embrace.
"Oh, sweetie, you can say that again and again and again!" she said with a giggle.
"So it seems," I chuckled.
Her face took a very serious look to it, and she lifted herself slightly so she could look at my face. "At the risk of scaring you away, I think you should know, I think I'm falling in love with you."
My hands, that were busy gently teasing her smooth ass cheeks, froze in place as my brain assimilated her comment. "Why?" I finally asked after several awkward seconds.
"Well, you're sweet, you're caring, you're damn good looking, you're very sexy and an incredible fuck, and most importantly, you care very much about everyone. I mean, hell, let's face it, you could just fuck me and run, but you don't. You truly care about making it special for me every time, putting my satisfaction above yours. Hell, don't even think I can't tell when you're holding back and waiting for me to come, because I can."
"Oh," I said quietly.
"So basically, you're everything I ever thought a lover should be, and I don't want to lose it."
"Um, okay. I guess that answers the question," I said softly, going back to stroking her ass.
"Don't think that I expect you to love me back, at least not now. Hell, I don't want to do anything to change you or tie you down or anything. I just want you to know how I feel. You can fuck anyone you want, whenever you want. You can decide you don't want to fuck me anymore if you want. I don't blame you for being scared and wanting to run away, but please....don't."
"Okay, I won't," I whispered as I slid my hands up her back and pulled her back down until I could lift my head enough to press my lips to hers. She pressed back against my lips, kissing me eagerly as she lay on top of me.
"I'm going to read a lot into that kiss," she whispered when she broke the long embrace.
"You were supposed to. I don't want to say I love you. Hell, a couple weeks ago I thought of you more as a daughter than a lover. But I have to admit, I have been very much enjoying your attentions, and I'd be a fool to cut it all off because you were brave enough to tell me how it's affecting you. I can't say it's not affecting me; I just don't quite know yet what I'm feeling."
"Well, that's good enough for me for now," she whispered.
"Good. How about some dinner. I'm starved!"
She smiled at me and pushed herself up, climbing off me so we could sit on the blanket. We sat and chatted quietly as we ate fried chicken and drank wine, her face beaming the entire time. With dinner done, we lay back down on the blanket to watch a movie, which she had chosen particularly for tonight. The movie, Avatar, was a good combination of chick flick and action movie, and we were both enjoying it. We were laying on our sides, our heads supported by pillows so we could both see the screen, her back pressed to my chest and my arm wrapped around her, cupping one of her soft breasts. I couldn't help but stroke it gently from time to time, which elicited her own responses, generally stroking my thigh where I was pressed against her.
As the movie progressed, I couldn't help but notice that her stroking became more and more sensuous, her fingers stroking gently across my skin and occasionally using one or two of her red painted fingernails to tease my skin. "I can feel your hard-on. Put it in me, please," she whispered, gently rocking her hips slightly to wiggle my cock back and forth where it was nestled in the cleft between her cheeks.
"Horny again?" I whispered.
"God, for you? Always," she whispered back, lifting one leg and reaching between them with one hand to tease my balls. I rolled my hips and allowed her to grasp my cock and guide it towards her pussy, rubbing my head back and forth across her wet lips before settling it into the entrance to her tunnel. "Ohhhh yeah," she whispered quietly as I rolled back, slowly sinking my cock into her.
"Mmmmm. That does feel nice," I cooed softly as I started rocking my hips side to side, sliding my shaft in and out of her a couple inches with each stroke.
"Oh yeah. Very nice," she whispered, putting her leg down to clamp herself even tighter around my now lubricated shaft. "You just keep that up and you'll have me coming in no time."
"Good. I like feeling you come around me," I answered softly, feeling my shaft slide in and out of her tight tunnel. I continued to rock, only partly paying attention to the movie as my engorged head stroked in and out of her velvety soft tunnel with each rock of my hips. I continued to play with her tits, moving from breast to breast, gently stroking her nipples and occasionally squeezing them as well.
"I'm going to come," she whispered urgently after nearly half an hour of my attentions.
"Good. Do it," I urged.
"Come with meeeee," she moaned loudly.
"Not there yet," I answered honestly.
"Roll me over. Lay on my back and fuck me from behind. You can stroke longer," she coaxed, grabbing at my arm and trying to roll the two of us over. I let her roll us, pulling me over onto her so that she was trapped on her stomach between my body and the blanket covered floor. With one hand trapped between her and the floor, cupping her left tit, I used my other hand to help move me a little, sliding my knees on either side of her legs. I started using my knees to lift myself slightly, feeling my cock stroke out of her pussy, nearly pulling all the way out accidently. I adjusted my stroke so I was pounding my cock into her, my hips bouncing off her bare ass as my cock plunged in and out of her suddenly spasming pussy. "Ohhhh fuck yes!" she cried loudly as her whole body trembled under me. "FUCK ME BABY!" she cried loudly.
In and out I plunged, my engorged cock growing slightly fatter as I inched towards another climax. "Gonna come," I grunted as I plunged in and out of her incredibly tight pussy, the familiar tingle racing outward from my groin.
"DO it baby! Come for me!" she coaxed, trying to push her ass back at me a little each time I plunged into her.



"AHHHH! FUCK!" I practically shouted as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her as a gush of cum lanced out into her tunnel.
"Quick... Roll back. God, roll back baby!" she encouraged, trying to roll us over and hold my ass with one hand at the same time. I moved my legs onto hers and the two of us rolled over, ending up spooned together like we started, my cock still twitching inside her and my body occasionally giving little jerks and twitches. "Ohhh yeah. Perfect," she moaned. "Now we can stay this way and you'll stay inside me. I love feeling you in me after we fuck. Feeling your hot wet cum leaking around your cock as you slowly soften inside me. It shows me just how good it was and how big you really are when you're hard."
"You're an odd woman," I answered her with a chuckle. "But if that's what you want to feel."
"It is. I love it," she sighed softly, using her hand to hold my ass so I didn't roll away. I pulled her tighter to me with the arm wrapped around her and she cooed softly in pleasure. All in all, this was a pretty fucking good date!
"God look at that," Devon whispered as she walked in the front door of the condo and looked at the couple bathed in the light of the TV, the guy on his back and the woman curled up next to him, her head on his shoulder, captured by his arm.
"Ohhh wow. They look comfortable," Devon's friend "Judy whispered. "Maybe we shouldn't."
"What? And miss this chance?" Devon asked in a whisper as she slipped her shoes off. "Come on."
"I don't know."
"Look, trust me, he isn't going to complain," Devon whispered. "Just wait till you see how big he is."
"I'm still not sure this is a good idea," Judy whispered back as Devon pulled her dress up and over her body, tossing it on the sofa as she gently stepped closer to the sleeping couple.
"Trust me. It'll be worth it," Devon said, sliding her panties down her legs and stepping out of them. "You going to get undressed or what?"
"We really have to? I mean I don't know him at all!"
"Trust me. He wakes up and you're not naked, he's not going to go along with anything."
"I still think this isn't a good idea," Judy stated quietly.
"It's a fine idea. Besides, I don't want to miss this chance. Last time I saw him naked, I had to get myself off instead of riding him," Devon hissed as she reached behind her back and flicked the clasp of her bra. She tossed it aside as she stepped next to him and knelt down, her hand tentatively reaching out for his flaccid cock. "Oh yeah," she said, grasping his cock and gently stroking it, feeling it almost immediately begin to grow in her hand. She stroked it slowly, teasing it harder before leaning down over him and closing her lips around the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around it several times before sliding her lips down it as far as she could. He groaned and pushed his hips up at her as she pulled her mouth up his cock and let it slip from between her lips.
"God it is big," Judy whispered, standing over Devon, her hands unconsciously kneading her B cup breasts through the light weight bra that she still wore.
"Yeah, it is, isn't it? Just think about how it would feel riding it?" Devon whispered, rubbing both hands along his shaft as she leaned her chest down, teasing the head back and forth across the hard nipple jutting from one of her full C cup breasts.
"You're not really going to, are you?" Judy asked hesitantly as Devon began to move her body to carefully straddle his legs.
"Fuck yeah," Devon answered as she squatted over his now rock hard cock and aimed it at her pussy. She gently rubbed his engorged head back and forth across her wet pussy lips, wetting his head and teasing her own clit at the same time. "Ohhhhhh Fuuuuuuck," she moaned as she slowly lowered herself a few inches, pushing his fat cock up into her pussy a few inches. She felt his still unlubricated cock grab at her lips and lifted herself a little, letting his cock drag some of her copious moisture out to wet her lips before sliding down farther. Up and down she went with slow little strokes until his whole cock glistened with her juices as she slowly lifted and lowered herself on him.
"Oh God. I don't believe you're doing this Dev!"
"I can't believe you haven't gotten naked yet," Devon retorted in a soft moan. "Fuck this feels good!"
"Shit Dev!" Judy said after watching Devon ride up and down on his cock for a couple minutes, her own fingers pressing against her own lips through the thin material of her panties.
"Oh just get naked for the God's sake," Devon said slightly irritated. "I'm not going to last too fucking long doing this and if you want a shot, you better be ready!"
"Oh hell," Judy swore quietly, undoing the clasp of her bra and tossing it aside. She stepped out of her panties and stood near Devon as her breathing became more ragged, her whole body seeming to quiver in the dim light of the TV.
"Ohhhh shit!" Devon squeaked, trying to stay quiet as her pussy leaked around his fat cock, her orgasm crashing like ocean waves over her. "Ohhhh my God yes!" she said almost too loudly as she stopped riding him, no longer able to manage the coordination required. She held herself, squatting down over him, feeling her pussy clamp and release around him as she gasped for breath. "Oh fuck. Your turn," Devon moaned, pulling herself up off his cock and gingerly stepping to the sofa to half lay on it, her body still feeling the effects of her climax.
"You sure?" Judy asked quietly.
"Hell, if he hasn't woken up yet, then what are you worried about?"
"Okay," Judy whispered, reaching down to his cock as she squatted down over him. She aimed his pussy juice covered cock at her pussy and gently rubbed his head between her lips as she found the entrance to her tunnel with it. She lowered herself slightly feeling his huge head push against her opening, spreading her, working her pussy wider and wider until, with a groan from her lips, he slipped into her tunnel. "Ohhhhh fucking A!" Judy moaned as she slid down the length of his cock, stopping only when she felt his massive head press against the end of her tunnel. "Jesus he's big!"
"Uh huh," Devon answered, looking at Judy beginning to ride up and down his fat shaft, the glistening cock disappearing up into her friend with each stroke she made down. Devon stared, her fingers teasing her own pussy again, stroking back and forth across her engorged and exposed clit as Judy stroked her pussy up and down his cock.
"God. I'm gonna come," Judy moaned. "I can't believe I'm gonna come so fucking fast!"
"Yeah, I know. Really hits all the good spots, doesn't it?" Devon asked, pushing two fingers into her pussy.
"Shit!" Judy suddenly squealed as the cock she was riding suddenly fountained up inside her, the body below her jerking as he came inside her orgasming pussy. Over and over his hips jerked before they stilled, Judy still sitting on his cock gasping for breath.
"Come on. Before they wake up," Devon whispered as Judy pulled off his shrinking cock.
"God, don't you think they'll notice?"
"What?"
"Cum all over him?"
"He's less likely to notice that than a head bobbing on his cock to clean him up," Devon hissed. "Come on."
"Alright," she whispered back, picking up her clothes from where she had tossed them before following Devon to the stairs leading up to the loft and the second bedroom and bathroom.
"That was nice of you." Amy whispered in my ear as we lay there, my cock slowly shriveling, cum still oozing from the tip.
"What was?"
"To pretend to stay asleep. It'll be interesting in the morning, wont it?"
"Guess that depends if I spend the night," I whispered back.
"Oh, I think you should," she said with a grin. "I have a hunch I can make it damn interesting for you if you do."
"Alright," I agreed in a whisper, rolling on my side and wrapping both arms around Amy. "As long as I get to sleep with you naked in my arms."
"That's a no brainer. I'm not about to put anything on!" she answered with a soft giggle.
If I thought Amy was a complex and confusing woman before, this morning made that even worse. Let's face it, last night was rather interesting, pretending to stay asleep while her roommate and friend rode me was, well, unique. I partly did it because I didn't want to make Amy upset when I woke up part way through and didn't stop Devon. Partly it was because when Devon was playing maid, I was pretty turned on by her act and body and would have loved to fuck her then but didn't have a chance.
Yeah, last night was alright in my book, and getting Amy's "blessing" after was just icing on the cake. But if that was cake icing, this morning had to be the scoops of chocolate ice cream.
Amy and I woke up fairly early, no more than six in the morning. I didn't have to get up to get to work, being a Sunday, but Amy unfortunately did. She had to be out of the house by six thirty and was quickly rushing around to get herself showered, dressed and presentable before racing out the door. Her final parting words were to be sure to "enjoy the company to the fullest!" whatever that meant, and to use the upstairs bathroom to shower in. With her gone, and nothing particularly pressing to make me run out the door, I decided to shower before heading home.
Normally Sundays were leisurely, except during hunting season. Under other conditions, I'd already be out sitting in a tree stand hunting, but last night was anything but ordinary. I headed up the stairs and padded, still naked, to the bathroom at the end of the hall and closed the door. The whole house had a "woman's touch", and this bathroom was every bit feminine. Pinks of various shades, lots of make-up and assorted woman's appliances like hair curlers and straighteners and dryers hanging on a rack by the sink. It was a fairly good-sized bathroom with a large walk in shower that sounded really good. I turned on the water, got it nice and hot and then stepped under the warm spray.
"I'm all for waking up like this every morning." I heard Devon say, my eyes popping open to see her standing completely naked in the shower a couple feet from me. "Been a long time since this bathroom saw a man in it, let alone me with a man in it.
"Oh, um, hi," I muttered. "Amy said I should use this bathroom to shower."
"Oh? Now that's interesting, since this is my bathroom. She has her own downstairs. Sooooo, if she wanted you to shower here, I have to assume that she wanted me to find you in my shower."
"Um. Okay. If you say so."
"Well, it does stand to reason, doesn't it? My shower, not hers? Her gone and me here? What else could it have been?"
"I don't really know," I answered as she stepped closer, her hands reaching out for my flaccid cock and gently grasping it.
"Oh I do," she said as she started to stroke my slightly hardening cock as she reached for the soap bottle with her other hand. She squeezed a drizzle of soap across her hand and my cock and then continued to trail soap up her stomach and across her tits. She reached to set the bottle back on the shelf and pressed her chest to mine, gently rubbing it side to side, teasing my nipples with hers as she stroked my quickly hardening cock. "Mmmmmmm, almost as hard as last night," she whispered.
"Last night huh?"
"Oops," she said meekly. "I guess I have a confession to make. Last night I stole a fuck."
"Last night I let you. I woke up about the time you were sliding down my cock," I whispered back.
"Ohhhhhhh. Interesting. So, which pussy was better? Mine or Judy's?"
"Does one need to be better?"
"Uh uh. Not as long as you wanna put this back in me again," she said, looking up at me. "How about it? Wanna fuck my pussy again? Or do you wanna go really wild and take me in the ass?"
"I'm afraid I haven't ever done that. I'll stay with the pussy."
"Awwwwww. What no challenge?" she asked teasingly.
"No. Just not sure that even sounds like fun," I answered with a frown.
"Well, if you're sure," she said, turning around. "I'll take it any way I can get it!" She bent over and pushed her ass out at me and reached between her legs, grasping my cock and pulling it down towards her pussy. "Come on baby. Fuck Devon!"
"What is it with the women in this house? They're insatiable!" I said as I pushed towards her, my soap slickened cock pushing easily into her.
"Ohhhh fuck yeah. But we're not insatiable. It's just your cock that makes us seem that way," Devon moaned as I held her hips and started sliding in and out of her pussy.
In and out I pushed, driving my cock into her hard with each stroke, my thighs slapping wetly against her bare ass, making her whole body shake with each impact. Devon reached out for the wall in front of her to balance herself and moaned loudly in pleasure as my engorged head stroked the length of her soft sensitive tunnel.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuuck!" Devon moaned loudly, starting to rock her hips with each stroke, changing the sensations along my shaft with each stroke. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Devon moaned loudly as I continued pumping my cock in and out of her. "Fuck I'm gonna come," she groaned as her legs and arms started to shake. "Gonna come so hard!" she groaned breathlessly.
"Good," I grunted, knowing I could go a while yet but pleased just the same that I was going to give her a good orgasm. Maybe I'm weird, but I love seeing a woman having an orgasm, and even more so if I'm the one giving it to her.
"Oh shit! I'm cooooommmiiiinnnngggg!" she cried loudly as her whole body started to jerk and spasm. Over and over she jerked and twitched in front of me, my cock still sliding in and out of her spasming vagina.
She finally pushed me back pushing my rigid pole out of her pussy. "Enough. God enough," she moaned as she turned around to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her body against mine, pushing me back under the spray of water again. She pressed her cheek against mine as she squeezed her body against mine, my arms looped around her waist. "God damn, you have a fantastic cock!" she moaned softly. "No wonder Amy wants to fuck you all the time."
"She said that?"
"She didn't have to. I've heard her playing with herself in her room and moaning your name."
"Oh."
"Hey, you wanna fuck Judy again? I know you haven't come, but I don't think my pussy can take you again just now."
"I don't think I need to," I answered.
"Honey, I can't let you go home like this," she said, sliding a hand down from my neck to slide between us and squeeze my rock-hard cock. "Unless you wanna change your mind and fuck my ass?" she asked hopefully.
"No, I'm not sure I wanna go there."
"Awwww," she said quietly. "Well, come on then," she added, pulling her hand from my cock and reaching behind me to turn off the water. She pulled her body from mine and pulled me by the hand out of the shower. I stood and allowed her to dry my body off, and then took the towel and patted her body dry. She took the towel from me, tossed it aside and then pulled me by the hand out of the bathroom and down the hall. She tugged me along through the door to her bedroom and stopped with me inside to stand and look at Judy, laying on the bed in a small pink nightshirt that was bunched up around her waist. "Tell me. Doesn't that look enticing?"
"Yeah, but she's sleeping."
"So? She thought you were sleeping last night, and I can guarantee once you start fucking her, she isn't going to stay asleep very long."
"I don't know about this," I said quietly. "Maybe another time."
"Man, you are a Boy Scout, aren't you?" she said as I backed out of the room. I headed downstairs and found my clothes, pulling them on as I collected them around the room. Devon came down the stairs, wearing a tiny thin robe that left a broad strip of exposed skin down her front, including her exposed, completely shaved pussy.
"See you later Devon," I said as I headed to the front door.
"See you soon, I hope," she said before closing the door behind me.
Devon kind of surprised me, trying to get me to have sex with Judy, even though it was obvious I was doing things with Amy. Sometimes I really didn't understand women. Fortunately I planned on spending the day with things I did understand. I changed into work clothes and headed into my garage to work on the cabinet I had been building. I loved working with my hands and the new cabinet I was building to display my collection of antique fishing lures and rods was most of the way done. All I had left was some finishing touches, and of course, finishing. After about two hours sanding, I was ready to apply stain, which I unfortunately had to go buy.
I changed from my wood dust covered clothes into some clean shorts and a t-shirt and headed out to Home Depot to buy stain and polyurethane sealer, getting back about an hour or so later.
There was a car in the drive that I didn't recognize, a small black Honda something or other. I put up the garage door and dropped off my purchases on the way into the house. I walked through and looked out back, wondering who was here and where they were. They couldn't get into the house, so I figured they would be in the backyard.
Sure enough, I could see a blonde head sticking up from one of the reclining deck chairs sitting out in the sun on the deck. I opened the sliding door and stepped out, making my way to see who it was that was here. As I walked up from behind her, I was treated to a view of a nicely tanned body, full round breasts and long blonde hair. The young woman in the chair was wearing nothing but a VERY skimpy pair of pink panties that bordered on being thong underwear, and an equally skimpy pink bra. As I stepped around to see her, my eyes were glued momentarily to the bra cups, each one brief enough to barely contain her large soft looking mounds, half-moons of her areola exposed above the top edge.
"I think that's the first time I've ever had you look at me like that!" a familiar voice said, pulling my eyes from her significantly exposed body up to her smiling face.
"Suzie! What are you doing here?" I asked surprised to see Amy's younger sister here, let alone dressed, or more accurately, undressed this way.
"Well, I came to talk to you, but after that look, I'm not sure talking is what you were thinking about," she said with a smile, not moving a finger to cover any of her exposure.
"What'd you mean?" I asked, still surprised to see her, let alone understand what she was trying to tell me. Admittedly, I was distracted by a view of her I hadn't ever seen before. The several dozen times I'd seen her, she had always been dressed. Sometimes that dress was rather sexy and occasionally skimpy, but nothing like this!
"I feel like you were just undressing me with your eyes," she said softly, almost softly enough that I had trouble hearing her.
"I guess I kinda was, given what you're wearing," I answered a bit sheepishly.
"Why? My bikinis cover even less than this," she said, holding her hands out from her sides which seemed to display even more of her, even though nothing else was really showing.
"Damn Suzie," I said quietly. "If you were my wife, I wouldn't let you go out in public in something skimpier than this."
"Who says I go out in public like that?" she asked with a grin. "Not every bikini I own is meant for public display. Some of them are intended to be enticing in private. Although I kinda like the effect this outfit is having on you. Makes me almost wish I had brought along one of my teeny weenie almost naked bikinis."
I looked down where she was looking and saw that my quickly growing hard-on had bulged my shorts out rather dramatically. I blushed, feeling a bit like an old letch as she leaned forward, more of her big tits spilling over the top of the bra as she did so. "What are you doing?" I asked, reaching for her hands, which were reaching towards the front of my shorts.



"Just thought I'd make you more comfortable. Looks to me like that would be very uncomfortable," she said, gently using one hand to remove mine from the hand that was closest to my pants. "Now just relax. I promise not to bite!" she said with a giggle as she reached her hand now free of mine for the snap on the front of my shorts. She quickly pulled the snap apart and unzipped my shorts as I stood there, frozen in place.
"Suzie! What the hell are you doing?" I asked again as I grabbed for my shorts, which to my surprise she was quickly tugging down.
"I told you I was going to make you more comfortable, didn't I?" she asked sweetly as she let me grab my shorts and moved both of her hands to the front of my boxers and hooked the fingers of one hand in the waist band and reached quickly down into my boxers, grasping my hard-on and gently pulling it up until it pointed up instead of being bent in half. "There, that wasn't so bad, was it?" she asked as she slid her hand out of my pants and let go of my boxers, the elastic snapping back against my body. "Although I have to say, that is one hell of a nice feeling cock. It's no wonder Amy is so taken with you."
"She said that?"
"Oh honey, she's said tons more, not to mention Fran's comments on the matter," she said as she leaned back and wiggled her back against the thick padding before lifting one knee and propping a foot on the pad to allow her leg to splay out slightly, exposing the obviously damp crotch of the pink panties. "I have to admit, I wondered what could possibly get both of my sisters so hot and bothered? Now I think I understand."
"I hardly have them both hot and bothered," I retorted with a frown.
She smiled up at me and slid her other leg off the side of the chair as she sat up, leaning forward and patting the padding between her legs. "Come on, sit down. Oh come on. I promise not to bite. I just want to talk," she said, patting the thick pad again.
I rolled my eyes and sat down on the end of the chair, my legs sticking sideways to hers. She lifted the foot that had been on the ground up, hanging it over my legs so that her bare leg was draped across my lap, the back of her knee practically pressing against my hard-on. "So, what do you want to talk about?"
"My sister of course. She may be my older sister, but I still have to try and make sure she's being taken care of. The way she gushes about you, well, I sometimes wonder if she's being blinded or being honest with herself."
"Talking about me? How? I mean we just started having a physical relationship what, two weeks ago?"
"Oh honey. She's been wanting that for a long time now. No, she's been gushing about how sexy you are, how nice you are, how much she loves being out in the woods with you. Hell, it sounds to me like she's just infatuated with you."
"She's been talking about me like this for a long time? I had no clue."
"Yeah, well, men are usually pretty clueless about the women around them," she said with a frown. "That's the problem Francie has too. Her husband doesn't have a clue about what it takes to make her happy. He just wants to point the finger at her and go fuck around."
"Yeah, he sounds like a jerk," I agreed.
"Me, I don't have that problem. Dave and I have an understanding. One private date a week, no exceptions, and we can play with who we want and when we want outside of that. It's a nice arrangement. Let's us learn new tricks and try things that our partner may not particularly want to try," she said with a grin. "But right now I'm feeling a bit warm. What say we take a dip?"
"Now?"
"Hell yeah. It's a good looking pool," she said with a wink.
"Yeah, alright. Let me go get a suit on," I said as I moved my hands to her leg to move it from my lap so I could stand up.
"Oh, I wouldn't bother with that. I don't have one."
"You wanna go skinny dipping?" I asked with a frown. "You do realize that the last time a woman suggested that we ended up having sex."
"Ohhhh, now that makes it sound even better!" she said, leaning forward and reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra. She pulled the bra down her arms and off her body, completely exposing the rest of her D plus sized breasts, her rock-hard nipples poking out from the center of two large round pink areola. "You're not afraid of that idea, are you? That we might get so turned on looking at each other naked that we might want to fuck?"
"Well, you're married and you're Amy's sister," I answered, as she reached for my shirt and tried to start pulling it up my body while she slid farther down the chair towards me, her leg that was across my lap now hooking farther around my waist.
"And that stopped you from fucking Francie?"
"Well, no it didn't," I agreed while acquiescing to her efforts to pull off my shirt.
"So why let it stop you now?" she said with a grin as she used her hands to push herself around on me until she was sitting on my lap, her legs sticking out on either side of me and her spread legs on my lap. Her big tits pressed to my chest as she leaned her face towards mine, pressing her soft lips to mine in a slow, wet, sensual kiss.
"Damn," I muttered as she broke the kiss that had lasted several long enticing minutes. "What is it with you girls?"
"We know what we want, and we go for it," she breathed heavily as she lowered her hands down between us and pulled the front of my boxers away enough to get hold of my engorged head trapped between us. "Now how do we get these off of you?"
"Not sure we can without standing up."
"I'm good with that, as long as you promise to sit right back like this once we're naked. I've kinda thought about doing exactly this from time to time in the last couple years," she said as she started to climb from my lap. As soon as she was standing, she skimmed her very skimpy panties down, and off, leaving her completely naked as she reached for my shorts. I lifted myself with my hands, her tits hanging down nearly in my face as she worked my shorts and boxers over my ass and down my thighs. I sat back down on the cushion and let her pull them the rest of the way down and over my shoes. Naked now except for my shoes and socks, she squatted down and pulled those off, tossing them over her shoulders as they came off, finally leaving me completely naked. "God, I love the look of that cock. I've wondered if it looked as good out of your swimsuit as it did in it," she said as she climbed back onto my lap, her now bare pussy pressing against my rigid shaft while most of her weight rested on her knees on either side of me.
"Wha'd you mean?" I asked, looping my hands around her back to rest on the round of her ass while her hands moved between us to capture my cock.
"Hell, it's always been obvious that you get a huge hard-on when we're over here in our bikinis. Why the hell do you think I always wore such a tiny little one? I was trying to get you all turned on. I've had little fantasies of you sneaking into the bedroom or bathroom while I was changing and just taking me right there and fucking my brains out," she said as she pressed her wet lips against my head. "This...This is more than I'd ever expected though," she said as she lifted herself slightly and pushed my head up between her lips until she felt my head engage into the entrance to her tunnel.
"Oh God," I groaned as she let her weight down, forcing my fat head to spread her entrance until it finally popped into her, and she slid a couple inches onto me.
"Ohhh fuck, they were right," she moaned as she began sliding up and down my shaft, her legs lifting and lowering her weight with each stroke until she had my whole shaft lubricated and sliding up and down into her.
"How so?" I asked as I watched her big tits bouncing and swinging with each energetic stroke up and down my shaft.
"You feel fantastic. Not too big, not too small. I've had bigger in me, but you're practically perfect, as they say!" she gasped as she rode up and down my cock.
"Shit. You're gonna make me come!" I grunted.
"So quickly? I'm surprised!"
"Well, let's just say that pump was already primed this morning," I answered.
"Well, we have lots of time. Let it go honey. I'm more than sure I can get it up again."
"Somehow, I don't doubt that," I grunted as I tried to hold back the impending climax that I could feel building inside me. Somehow, the feeling of her pussy stroking me and the sight of her big tits bouncing inches from my face were just proving to be way too much stimulation after the brief interlude this morning. Devon had me damn close to shooting and then I got left hanging, so I guess I shouldn't have been surprised I was peaking this quickly. "Shit. Here it comes," I grunted as my body jerked under her, my cock surging a huge gush of cum up into her pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck that's powerful. I can feel every squirt filling my cunt!" Suzie said as she continued to bounce on my shaft, my fat cock surging cum up into her time after time.
"Ohhhh God," I groaned softly as she slowed her strokes on my now shrinking cock and then stopped completely.
"That's it baby. Just relax and let it flow," she whispered, wrapping her arms round my neck and pulling me towards her big soft tits. I rested my face on her breasts and sat there, panting slightly as my body struggled to recover from the natural high that orgasm always brings. "That's it," she cooed softly, stroking my hair and wiggling her hips slightly.
"Sorry. I know that wasn't quite what you had in mind."
"It's all fine," she cooed. "I can see why Amy likes riding you though. You are a really good fuck. But God, am I turned on."
I wrapped my arms around her and twisted, pushing her over so that she flopped on her back on the chair with a girlish squeal. My cock slipped out as she rotated and fell, her legs spreading in the process so one was hanging off each side of the chair. I twisted myself further, pulling my arms from around her and reaching to her legs, lifting and spreading them even farther until they were hooked over the arms of the partially reclined chair. I leaned down to her gaping pussy, drooling my cum in a trickle that flowed down across the pink rosebud of her ass. I pushed two fingers into her sopping wet pussy and reached my tongue for her exposed clit.
"OHHHH FUCK!" she squealed, suddenly pulling my head towards her pussy as my tongue flicked back and forth across the exposed nub. "Oh God, oh God! I didn't expect that," she moaned as she tried to rock her hips in time with my stroking fingers, which I was curling up to find the top of her tunnel, and hopefully that perfect spot inside her.
I pushed my fingers in and out of her, curling them up with each stroke so that they rubbed along the top of her tunnel as she lay back, her moans growing with each passing moment. I grinned inside as she tried to grab my short hair and pull me closer to her rocking hips, her cries and moans growing by the moment as my tongue assaulted her engorged clit and my fingers drove into her.
"SHIT!" she screamed loudly as her whole body suddenly jerked, a huge stream of fluid jetting from her suddenly convulsing pussy. "SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!" she cried over and over as her body bucked on the seat, more of her cum jetting out at me along with the remnants of my own cum. By the time she pushed my head from her overstimulated pussy, my chest and neck were drenched with her juices and she lay back, gasping for breath. I pulled my hand from her pussy and watched it for several seconds, her bright pink insides spasming yet and clenching around the non-existent cock.
"Good?" I asked simply.
"Ohhhh my God. Good doesn't even begin to cover it. Where in the fuck did you learn to get a girl off like that?" she panted.
"Oh, I had a friend teach me," I answered, thinking back to a woman I had met up with for a weekend of fantastic sex some years before.
"Well, I hope the hell all your girlfriends since have sent her roses. Jesus that was intense."
"Ah, well, the old man still knows a trick or two," I chuckled. "Come on. We need to clean up. We're both covered with cum now," I said, standing up.
"Oh, you go. I'll just lay here a minute," she panted.
"Suit yourself," I said, heading for the pool and diving in.
I swam for several minutes before looking over and seeing Suzi still laying on the chair, her legs spread with her knees hooked over the arms of the chair. "I thought you were hot!" I called to her.
"I am. I'm just waiting for you to come back and fuck me again!" she called back across the patio.
"And what makes you think that I'm going to come over there and do that?"
She looked at me and grinned. "Because you're a tit man, and I'm gonna make you an offer you can't refuse."
"Like what?'
"Well, how about sliding your nice hard cock between these two sexy tits?" she asked, moving her hands towards her tits and squeezing them.
"Ahh, I see. And couldn't I do that with Amy? She has some nice sized tits."
"Maybe, but they aren't this big, now are they?"
"No, but then size isn't everything, right?"
"Honey, don't let a girl kid you. Size is everything! Doesn't matter how good you are at movin' it, if it ain't big enough to do the job!" she said with a laugh.
"I see," I said with a laugh. "And I'm to assume that I'm sufficiently large?"
"Let's just put it this way. If there was a fucking contest to get into heaven, you'd be one of the few that made it."
"Into heaven?" I asked curiously.
"Oh fuck yeah. Everyone's view of heaven is different. For me, it's an abundance of hard cocks free to fuck my pussy any time I want," she said with a girlish giggle. "And just between you and me, it'd be either my husband or you at the front of the line. I haven't quite decided yet."
"Well, you think about it," I said as I hoisted myself out of the pool, water streaming off my body as I padded across the concrete towards her chair. "But I have work I need to get done," I said as I picked up my clothes to put them back on."
"Like what? What's more important than fucking a hot sexy woman who's laying naked in front of you?"
"I can fuck you after dark. But I need the sun to dry the stain on my cabinet," I said with a chuckle.
"Well, tell you what," she said, moving her legs down from the chair arms and leaning towards me, grabbing at the clothes I was holding. "Why don't you work without these. That way if you get tired of working, you can just slide right in, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I know, but you want me to stand in front of the house and work naked? I don't think so."
"Well....Tell you what. I'll come out there with you. I'm pretty sure if anyone looks, they'll be more interested in looking at me than at you painting a silly cabinet."
"Really? You're that much of an exhibitionist?"
"Sweetie. I've been naked in front of all sorts of people. About twenty is the most, that one time we went to that swinger party. Laying naked next to a road is nothing!"
"Maybe for you," I chuckled."
"So, don't be a stick in the mud. What'd you have to lose?"
"My dignity," I answered.
"Come on. Live a little. Be daring!"
"Fine. You come help dressed just like that," I said.
"Done!" she answered, pulling the clothes from my hands and tossing them aside. She pushed herself down the chair and stood up.
In the end, I didn't exactly stand in the front yard and paint the cabinet. I did however, work in the garage for almost two hours, with the overhead door open, staining the hardwood cabinet, with a completely naked Suzi helping. Only after I had it completely stained, did we move it out into the sun to dry.
With the staining done, much of the time with my hard cock swinging around because of Suzi's huge tits swinging around, we retired to the house to make some dinner. Suzi offered to cook, so I sat in a chair in the kitchen and watched her bustling around the kitchen, making hamburgers, salad and some macaroni salad. I had to admit that she was one hot woman, her big tits swinging side to side each time she bent over and bouncing and wiggling with each step she made across the kitchen. Yeah, I was getting damn horny!
With her standing at the counter, her back to me, I got up and stepped over to her.
"Took you a hell of a long time to come up with this idea," she cooed softly as my hands slipped around her waist and cupped her big tits. She wiggled her ass against my hard-on, trapping it between her ass cheeks and then rubbing up and down on my shaft to tease me even more. "But is that all you're going to do?"
"Doesn't have to be," I answered.
"Good. I can think of lots more things you could be doing with your hands...or preferably other body parts."
"Oh? You mean like this?" I asked, bending my knees to allow my cock to slip between her legs. She arched her back as I slowly straightened my knees, lifting my engorged head to her lips. It took us several attempts, but my head finally found its mark and pushed into her sopping wet pussy, a long soft moan slipping from her lips.
"Ohhhhh yeah. Now that's exactly what I needed," she moaned as I started sliding my cock in and out of her pussy. "Perrrrrrfect."
In and out I slid, her hands holding onto the counter as I held her big tits, my strokes becoming more forceful with each passing minute, her tits bouncing in my hands and my thighs slapping loudly against her ass as I plunged into her over and over. We slowly backed away from the counter as she pushed her ass out at me, my strokes finally driving in and out of her as she was bent completely at the waist, her big tits hanging down in my hands as my head pounded into the end of her tunnel with each stroke.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried over and over as I pounded into her. "SO FUCKING GOD DAMN GOOD!"
"Glad you're enjoying it. Planning on coming any time soon?" I panted.
"Honey, I've been coming for at least five minutes!" she gasped.
"Well hell," I grunted.
"You waiting for me?"
"I was," I grunted as I pounded into her. "Not now!"
"Oh fuck yeah. Tell me when you're close," she grunted.
"You mean like now?" I asked, knowing that now I was letting myself go that I was going to blast off any minute.
"Fuck yeah!" she said, quickly pulling off my cock. She spun herself around and squatted on the floor in front of me, quickly grabbing my cock and pressing it between her huge tits. "Come on sweetie. Fuck my tits. I wanna see you come all over 'em."
"Oh shit," I grunted as I rocked my hips, plunging my shaft in and out of the soft confines created by her two huge soft globes. She tipped her head down and with each of my strokes allowed my head to slip into her mouth, keeping me lubricated and adding even more stimulation to the mix.
"Ohhhhh FUCK!" I groaned as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock up between her tits and shooting a string of white cum up to splatter on her face. My body bucked several more times, each time shooting another string of sticky cum into the air to drop back onto her chest, a cry of delight coming from her lips with almost every new shot.
"Oh sweet!" she said as my cock slowed to a drool of cum that was running down my head and puddling in the soft confines of her tits where she still squeezed herself around my now softening shaft. "God that looked good," she said before leaning her head down to close her mouth around my cock head, sucking some of the remaining cum from me before releasing me. "So much cum!" she teased as she began rubbing it into her tits. "I wouldn't have thought you'd have had that much the second time around."
"Yeah, well watching your bare tits for a couple hours must have juiced things up a bit."
"So that's the secret? You see sexy tits and can't resist cumming all over em?" I heard Amy say from the kitchen door.
"SIS!" Suzi exclaimed, more happy sounding than concerned.



"Yeah, it's me. Somehow, I'm not surprised to find you here though, and covered in his cum," Amy said as she stepped closer, still wearing the small white dress she wore to work that morning.
"Well, you know me. I can't resist a great cock, and from what you said, this was one fantastic one."
"Well, was it?"
"Ohhhh sweetie, it was spectacular. You are such a lucky girl."
"Well, mostly lucky. I've been horny all day thinking about Robert fucking my roommate in the shower. I was kind of hoping I'd come over and he could relieve some of that tension."
"How did you know I fucked Devon in the shower?" I asked in surprise.
"Because silly, there was no way you were getting out of that house without fucking her and I told you to use her shower. If she let you get out without fucking her brains out, I'd be disappointed in her."
"You set him up with your roommate? Sweet idea. You're really getting the hang of this open relationship idea."
"Yeah, but sometimes I'd just like to keep him for myself, like now. I'm so fucking turned on I think I'm gonna burst!"
"Robert, why don't you go take your girlfriend over to the table and have a little appetizer. You know sis, he has a pretty fantastic tongue too."
"Don't I know it," Amy said with a little giggle as she stepped to the kitchen table and turned around to face us. She quickly wiggled out of the tight white dress and then quickly slipped off her stockings, bra and panties, sitting down on the edge of the table as naked as Suzi and I were. "Come on lover. My pussy is dying to be played with," she said as she spread her legs and leaned back to give me a fantastic view of her shaved mound and glistening pussy lips.
Well, who was I to turn down an invitation like that, or more importantly, to disappoint what was becoming a very important woman in my life. I stepped over to the table, pulled a chair up to the table and sat down, leaning my face between her legs. "You weren't kidding about being turned on," I said quietly to her as the aroma of her arousal flooded my senses. I leaned in farther and gently licked up her lips as I wrapped both arms around her thighs, her feet moving to rest on my shoulders with her knees splayed wide for me. I rested one hand on her mound, now covered with a short scratchy stubble, as compared to the baby soft, freshly shaved skin of the night before, and stroked from there up and down her firm stomach as I let my tongue tease across the tips of her exposed lips.
"Oh fuck lover. Stop teasing," she moaned as my hand found her left tit and began to gently stroke my fingers across her nipple in time with the slow licks I was placing on her lips.
"Oh? You want something more?" I asked with a grin.
"Oh fuck you!" she groaned as I used the fingers of my left hand to spread her lips a little more, exposing her clit and flicking my tongue across it ever so lightly. "Ohhhhh God no. Fuck ME baby! God damn!" she moaned loudly as I swirled my tongue around and around her hard clit, making her whole body suddenly jump and shudder.
"He is good, isn't he?" Suzi said from behind me.
"Oh shut up sis!" Amy moaned as I started working my tongue deeper between her lips and dragging it up her wet slit to flick across her clit. Over and over I stroked my tongue up her wet pussy, tasting the tangy sweet juices leaking from her as she tried, unsuccessfully, to hold still on the table. Her hips rocked with each stroke, little tremors running up and down her body each time I circled my tongue around her clit. "Oh fuck me baby! God damn fuck me!" she moaned loudly.
I pulled my hand from her tit and pressed two fingers into her pussy, drawing another long moan from her lips and a loud squish from her other lips. In and out I began stroking, curling my fingers upward as I did, making her squirming even worse as I teased her climax even closer. "OH DAMN!" she cried suddenly as her whole body went rigid momentarily before spasms wracked her, her hips jerking towards my face as her pussy gushed squirt after squirt of clear cum around my fingers to spray on my chin, neck and chest. By the time she finally relaxed, her cum was running and dripping down my front into my lap and on the floor.
"Why don't you two clean up while I finish cooking," Suzi said with a laugh. "I think Robert needs another shower."
"Yeah, me too," Amy panted as she lay on the table in front of me, her pussy gaping wide at me, little spasms clenching her opening every so often.
"Come on sweetie!" I said, standing up and reaching to the table to help Amy slide off. I led her out the back door to the little open air shower on the back of the house. I turned it on and warmed up the water and then pulled her under the warm spray. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled her naked body against mine, holding me tight and resting her head on my shoulder.
"Mmmmmm, this is nice," she sighed. "Good sex and gentle hugs. Doesn't get much better than this."
"Glad you think so," I answered. "Your sister is a bit of dynamo."
"If you're trying to say she's a sex maniac, yeah she is. But it works. I mean she and her hubby seem to have a good thing going. They both get lots of sex and never seem to be bored. I kind of like the idea."
"I see. She said they had an open relationship."
"Yeah. Maybe if Fran had tried that, she wouldn't be going through what she's going through now," Amy said quietly. "I feel sorry for her. I mean they never had kids or anything, but he's turned into a real asshole, fucking around on her and rubbing her nose in it."
"So why doesn't she do the same thing?"
"Because he won't let her. Says if she does, he'll throw her out on the street."
"Might be the best thing from the sound of it."
"Yeah, I agree, but she seems to think she needs to try and fix it. Sometimes I wonder if she isn't an abused woman the way she keeps going back."
"Oh well," I said, turning the water off. "I don't think we're going to solve her problems in the shower."
"You might if she was in the shower with you," Amy answered with a giggle. "She sure as hell liked what you did last time. I think she could use a few more good fucks!"
"Maybe. Now it looks like your sister is calling us for dinner."
"So she is," Amy answered, looking over to where Suzi was waving at us through the kitchen window. "Let's go eat."
"Wonder when the last time I ate dinner with two naked women....Oh yeah, that's right. I never have," I chuckled as I let Amy lead me back to the back door by the hand. One thing was for sure, since starting this physical relationship with Amy, life has been interesting as hell.
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Part 4
Monday was a positively normal day at work, thank goodness. I needed some normalcy in my life at the moment. Monday night was equally quiet. Tuesday seemed to be going along the same lines as Monday, thankfully, until mid afternoon when I got a text from Amy informing me that we "had to go shopping tonight". I had no idea what it was we were shopping for, or why, but I suspected that I'd find out soon enough. My time with Amy could be described as anything but normal, but I guess that is more a discomfort than a complaint. I was really enjoying my time with Amy, age difference and all, even if she managed push my boundaries to and beyond the breaking point at times.
So, it wasn't much of a surprise to have Amy stop by shortly after I got home from work to "collect" me. She was secretive about our destination, but it was pretty clear to me once we were on the road that we were headed to the big city, a bit over an hour away. Fortunately our trip included a stop at a fast food joint for some dinner and then back on the road. She pulled into a small western apparel shop on the south side of the city, giving me my first hint about what we were even going shopping for.
"Here we are," she said brightly.
"Western wear?"
"Oh yeah. I'm quite sure you don't have anything remotely Western in your closet, and, well, I never turn down a new dress."
"I see. So you get a dress and I get?"
"Jeans, boots, shirt," she said with a grin.
"And I want to wear Western why?"
"Because tomorrow night I'm taking you dancing."
"And I presume it's Western dancing?"
"It is lover. You haven't ever done Western line dancing, have you?"
"Not even close!" I agreed with a chuckle.
"Then this'll be a new experience. Hopefully a fun one. But you gotta dress the part."
"So, I have to buy a whole new outfit?"
"Tell you what. You buy my dress and I'll buy your outfit," she said with a grin.
"Okay. It's a deal," I agreed.
"Good. Let's go shop!" she said, opening her car door and starting to climb out. I climbed out as well, following her to the door of the shop and in. The building was stuffed with rack after rack of Western jeans, shirts, skirts, dresses, shelves of boots and hats. Pretty much anything anyone could imagine that a real cowboy or a city cowboy or girl, would need.
"May I help you?" a young blonde girl asked us as Amy flipped through a rack of men's jeans.
"Yes. I need a full outfit for my boyfriend," Amy said as she looked at the young woman in a rather short, snug fitting Western dress, boots and hat.
"Sure, do you want to start with pants, or would you like to do shirts?
"Well, pants probably."
"Fine. What size? He looks like about a thirty-two waist, maybe a thirty-four long?"
"Actually, that's pretty much exactly what size I usually wear," I answered her.
"Well, do you want something durable, or more dressy?" she asked.
"Well, we're going to the Circle Bar S tomorrow," Amy told her.
"Ohhhhhh. I see. Well, in that case," the young lady said, turning to lead us towards another rack of pants. "I'd suggest these," she added, pulling a pair off the rack. "Would you like to go try them on?"
"Yeah, sure," I answered, taking the pants from her. They looked like regular denim but were softer than I expected for pants that I'd wear out in the woods.
"Okay, this way," she said, leading the way to a group of dressing rooms on the back wall of the store. She pushed the curtain aside and let me walk in. "I'll be right here if you need anything," she said, closing the curtain slowly, her eyes clearly appraising me from head to toe, feeling almost like she was undressing me.
"Yeah, sure," I answered, shaking my head slightly. I wondered what the Circle Bar whatever had to do with shopping and why she suddenly seemed much more interested in what was in my pants than me putting them on.
I took my slacks off and wiggled into the snug denim, the material almost molding to my thighs and butt as I pulled 'em on. My thighs were always a little larger than average, presumably from all the hiking I do, but this was tight even for my "normal" fit. "These seem a bit tight," I called through the curtain.
The curtain pulled aside, Amy and the salesgirl both standing in front of it as I tried to pull the front of the pants closed over my boxers. "They are supposed to be snug," the salesgirl said, reaching out to run a hand over my ass as I turned to face away from her, my pants still open in front.
"Hey!"
"Don't worry. I'm just checking fit," she said as she pulled her hand from my butt. "Let me get one size larger and see if that's more comfortable," she said, walking away. "You can just take those back off if you want," she said over her shoulder.
I reached for the curtain, but Amy reached as well, taking it from my hand. I expected her to close it but to my surprise, she stood there holding it open, waiting expectantly. "Go ahead. There isn't anyone to see," Amy coaxed me with a wink.
"Just remember this later," I said as I started to peel the pants off while she grinned at me. I stood there waiting for the salesgirl to bring another pair of pants, wearing only my shirt, boxers and socks, feeling quite conspicuous.
"Oh, don't worry. I'll remember. Maybe I'll just take everything off while I'm picking my dress. Can you see me walking around the racks completely naked? My tits bouncing completely exposed and my freshly shaved pussy exposed to anyone who might walk in? Mmmmm yeah. Maybe some more guys will show up by then so they can see me too. Oh, I see you like that idea. You're already getting hard just thinking about it. Thinking about me in the store completely naked," she said as she reached for her shirt and pulled it out of her pants waist. She pulled the shirt up and over her head, tossing it into the dressing room on my pants, leaving her tits covered with just a lacy little bra that didn't seem quite big enough to really contain her large breasts. She reached behind her back and flicked the bra clasp and shrugged it off, exposing her bare tits as she stood in front of the dressing room, making my cock grow significantly in my boxers. "I knew that'd work. It always does. You can't help but get a hard-on when I show you my tits."
"Yeah, so true," I answered sheepishly. "I suppose you wanted me hard for some reason?"
"Hell yeah," she answered with a grin. "Gotta see how the pants fit with you like this cuz I guarantee you're gonna have one tomorrow."
The salesgirl came back with another pair of pants and stopped short, staring at the bulge in my boxers after frowning at Amy's bare chest. "Um. Here, try these," she said, taking a hesitant step forward and holding the jeans out for me.
"Thanks," I said, taking them and stepping into them. I tucked my boxers down into the pants and then wiggled the stretchy denim up over my ass.
"Oh God," the salesgirl said, as I pulled the blue cloth closed over my bulging cock, making the front of the pants bulge out as well. "Yeah," she said breathlessly, those fit just fine."
"Oh yeah," Amy said with a grin as she stepped forward. She ran her hand up and down my cock, stroking it. "This looks awful uncomfortable though," she said as she reached for the snap and zipper. She pulled the front of my pants open and fished my cock from where it was bent down my leg and pulled the front of my boxers down until she had my cock free. She stroked it several times, making sure that the salesgirl got a good look before she allowed my boxers to cover it again.
"I think a shirt now," Amy said, looking over her shoulder at the sales-girl, leaving the front of my pants open, only my boxers covering my hard-on as she pulled my shirt up.
"I have just the thing," the girl said, clearly blushing as she turned to walk away.
"That was terrible," I said quietly.
"Awww, come on," she said with a crooked grin. "Just having a little fun."
"I see. Will you think it's fun too if I do this?" I asked, reaching over to her pants and undoing the snap and pulling the zipper down.
"Well, go for it stud!" she said, moving her hands to her hips and pushing her pants and panties down over her ass until they were around her thighs, now wearing nothing above her thighs as she stood in the dressing room in front of me. I reached down between her legs and gently stroked her wet pussy lips. "Mmmmm yeah. You're making me God damn turned on," she whispered huskily. "You keep doing that and we're gonna have to find someplace to fuck before we head home."
"I doubt that they want us banging away in here," I answered her. "In fact, if the store were busier, they'd probably not appreciate how you're dressed right now. Not to mention the security cameras I'm sure are looking in our direction."
"Ohhhh God. I forgot about the cameras. Some security guard is gonna get one hell of a turn on," she said, rolling her eyes. "No point in being dressed like this alone though," she said, taking a step closer and reaching for my pants. She pushed and wiggled them, working them down over my ass until she had them down to my thighs, my hard-on poking straight out at her.
"Here's the shirt," the salesgirl said, stopping in front of us and staring at my cock. "Oh God." She whispered.
"Yeah, that's what I say every time he pushes it into me," Amy said with a giggle as she reached for the shirt, then pulled her hand back. "You want to put it on him?"
"Oh, um, yeah," she whispered, stepping towards me as Amy stepped to the side to make room for her.
I held out an arm and she slid the sleeve on my arm, allowing me to turn to get the other arm in, with me ending up facing away from her. Her arms wrapped around me, and I could feel her body press against mine, her tits pressing into my back as her hands reached around me to start snapping the little pearlized snaps down the front. One at a time she clicked the snaps, her hands working down the shirt until she was doing the last two at the bottom, her hands brushing against my rock-hard cock as it jutted out. When the last snap was fastened, I felt both her hands close around my cock and gently stroke it, the fingers of her delicate hands not quite able to close all the way around the girth of my hard-on. "Wow," she whispered as she ground her hips against my ass, her hands slowly stroking my shaft. I suspect that something more would have happened if it hadn't been for the little electronic bell signaling that the front door of the store had opened. "Oh shit," she blurted, jerking her hands back away from my cock. Without another word, she backed out of the dressing room and pulled the curtain closed over Amy and me.
"Well, that spoiled the fun," Amy said quietly.
"Yeah, well," I said, pulling my pants up and trying to tuck my hard-on into them.
Amy pushed the curtain back to look out and with a smile pushed it all the way open again. I could see two young ladies, maybe in their mid to late twenties, walking across the store towards several racks of Western dresses. "Maybe not all the fun," Amy added.
"May I help you find something?" We heard the salesgirl ask as she walked through the racks towards the two young women.
"I think it's time for me to get a dress, don't you think?" Amy asked, kicking her shoes off and bending over to pull her pants the rest of the way down her legs. Standing completely naked, she stepped out of the dressing room and walked nonchalantly towards several racks of dresses. She had just about made it to the dress racks when the stock-room door near the racks opened and a young man stepped out wearing jeans, a Western shirt and cowboy hat pushed back on his head. He stopped dead in his tracks and stared at Amy as she walked right past him towards the dresses.
"Oh Lord," I groaned as Amy started perusing the dresses, pulling one after another off the rack and holding it to her naked body before putting it back. The two young women also stood and stared as Amy looked through first one rack and then another, finally selecting a dress to try on. Instead of bringing it back to the dressing room, she stood there in the middle of the store, and tried it on. I had to admit that the light blue material and very short hemline looked damn good on her.
With the dress on, she walked back past the stockboy and back to me, turning and spinning before asking me if I liked the dress.
"Yeah, it looks fantastic," I answered honestly.
"Good, let's get some boots now," she said, taking me by the hand, my cock still jutting out the front of my open pants. She towed me down the aisles to the stockboy. "Can you help us try on some boots?" Amy asked politely as she walked past him heading towards the wall with all the cowboy boots. She towed me down the aisle the two young women were now in, the "show" over, and the two looking at dresses themselves. One, a redhead with modest size tits and a snug fitting little dress, stopped and stared as Amy towed me past, my hard-on swinging back and forth with each step.
"Ohhhh fuck," she murmured, elbowing her friend to look as she stared at me walking past.
Amy led me to the wall of boots, stood for a few moments, and then pulled two different boots off the wall. She smiled at me and the stock-boy who was following behind and took my hand again, pulling us to wooden bench and sat down. "I think I need to be measured though," she said to the stockboy who stood there staring as Amy hiked the hem of the skirt up her thighs far enough to expose her shaved pussy lips to him.
"Yyyyes ma'am," he said nervously as he scrambled to find the foot measuring tool and a little stool. You could see his eyes were more on her pussy than the tool as he sat down in front of her and set the metal gauge on the floor. "If you could stand on it, please?" he asked politely.
Amy got up from the bench and stepped one foot on the gauge, pulling the hem of the dress up until her whole mound was exposed, and then leaned towards the stockboy, his face practically against her bare skin as he bent to measure her foot. "I think an eight," he said nervously, his hat falling off his head as Amy leaned a little closer in an apparent effort to look down as well, his cheek pressing against her bare mound.
"Hmmm. Okay. We'll try an eight," Amy said pleasantly, stepping back and sitting back down next to me.
"I'll be right back," he said as he abruptly got up and headed to the back room, a huge bulge in his pants from his sudden arousal.
"I wonder if he's going to jack off back there before he comes back?" Amy whispered.
"You are so bad!" I whispered back to her.
"You should talk. I see your cock is still out and hard, and those two young ladies are making one hell of an effort to stay close," she said, reaching over and grabbing my cock to give it a few strokes. "God, I wanna sit on this so bad right now."
"Trust me, that's two of us," I agreed as the stockboy came back with two boxes of boots. He sat down in front of Amy on the little stool and then opened one box, pulling out a boot.
"Here we go ma'am," he said, clearly still nervous. Amy hiked the skirt up again so her whole leg and pussy lips showed as she lifted her foot off the floor to allow the young man to slide the boot on her foot. He leaned towards her to help force the boot onto her foot, his eyes staring at her pussy the whole time.
"That feels pretty good," Amy cooed softly as she put the foot on the ground and lifted the other off the floor, placing it against the bulge in his pants. "Maybe we should try the other one on this foot?"
"Uh, uh, uh, sure," he stammered as Amy rubbed her foot on the front of his pants, grinding her toes into his hard-on as he reached down to open the other box. He pulled the right boot out and held it out for Amy, who moved her foot from his crotch and slid it into the boot. With two boots now on she stood up, letting the hem of her dress drop as she walked over to the mirror to look at herself in the boots.
"What do you think Robert? Right or left?" she asked as she turned and twisted slowly, looking at the boots from several angles, the angled mirror allowing us to see right up her dress as we sat looking at her.
"Right," I said, indicating the boot with the light blue highlights that matched her dress.
"I think so too," she said, with a smile, turning back to us. She walked over and sat down, letting the stockboy pull both boots off and put them back in the boxes, her dress again "accidently" hiked up to expose her pussy to him.
"Your turn," Amy said. "Miss, can you help my boyfriend pick some boots?" she called to the salesgirl who was clearly watching us while the two young ladies continued to browse the racks, never straying too far from being able to see my exposed hard-on.
"Um, sure," she said, walking over towards us.
"Robert, why don't you go look and see what you like?" Amy suggested as the salesgirl walked over to us.
"Okay," I answered with a shrug, getting up and following the salesgirl to the wall of boots.
"What style to do you like?" she asked, her eyes more on my cock than the wall of boots.
"I'll be honest, I've never worn cowboy boots before."
"I see. Well, then how about something not too flashy. Maybe these," she said, pulling a plain black pointy toed boot from the wall. "What size do you wear?"
"I've no clue. I wear a nine and a half in regular hiking boots," I offered.
"Well, we better measure you then," she said, walking over to where Amy was still seated, the stockboy quickly vacating the stool to allow her to take it. She sat down and slid the foot measuring tool over and waited for me to step on it. I heard her moan softly as her cheek brushed my hard-on as she bent over to measure my foot. "I think we should try a ten," she said breathlessly after she spent several long seconds measuring my foot, her cheek gently stroking my engorged head, almost as if she wanted to just open her mouth and suck it right in.
She got up and walked away, her face flushed pink as she quickly disappeared into the backroom. She came back nearly two minutes later with a brown box containing a pair of boots. She squatted down in front of me, her knees splayed wide apart, intentionally letting me see up her skirt to her now bare pussy, a neatly trimmed patch of blonde curls framing her full round teenage looking pussy. She pulled one boot out, pulled the paper out of the boot and then held it out for me. I put my foot into the boot, trying to slide it down in. "You may have to stand up," she said huskily as she let go of the boot.
"Alright," I said, pushing myself up from the bench and putting weight on my foot to slide it down into the boot. "A bit tight I think."
"Alright," she said. "Let's take it off. Dave, would you get me a ten and a half in this?" she said to her co-worker.
"Sure Tris," he said, quickly scurrying away as she lifted my booted foot to try and pull it off.
"Definitely too tight," she said, trying to slide the boot off my foot. She stood up and turned around, stepping across my leg and bending over to try and pull.
I really couldn't resist. With her short Western skirt pulling up over her round ass as she bent over in front of me, and with my hormones raging, I slid a hand up her thigh and gently stroked her pussy lips, bringing a moan from her lips as she paused her efforts to get my boot off. "You keep doing that and I may have to just sit on that cock," she whispered.
"Ahh," I said, stopping my stroking and just holding my fingers on her pussy as she went back to pulling on the boot. It took several more seconds, but she finally got it to move and slid it off my foot, stepping away and out of my reach. She turned around and sat on the stool in front of me, her chest rising and falling as she breathed harder than she had been when we started. I wasn't entirely sure if it was from exertion or excitement, but I expected a combination of both.



"Here you go Tris," the stockboy said, coming out of the backroom and handing her a box.
"Tris?" I asked her as she pulled the boot from the box.
"Short for Tristan," she said with a shrug.
"You don't like your name?"
"Not particularly. It's more a boy's name," she said as she held the boot out for my foot.
"I think it's a pretty name," I offered as she pushed the boot up my foot. "That feels a lot better."
"Good!" she said brightly, leaning down to grab the other boot out of the box. She pulled the paper out of the boot and then pushed it onto my foot, waiting for me to stand up. I pushed myself up from the bench, my cock practically slapping her in the face she was sitting so close. It didn't surprise me to feel her hand grab my cock and squeeze it as I stood in front of her.
"So all you need now is a hat," Amy said from where she was sitting on the bench. Why don't you take him over and find a nice hat?"
"Oh, certainly!" the young woman said brightly, letting go of my cock and standing up next to me. "Come with me," she said with a grin. "I think have the perfect one."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh," she said, taking me by the hand and pulling me towards the stockroom door. "I'm not really supposed to take customers back here, but I think we can make an exception this once."
"If you think it's okay."
"Oh trust me, it'll be just fine," she said, pulling me through the curtained doorway and into the stockroom, a large back area of the store with a maze of shelfs full of merchandise. She pulled me to the end of the first row of shelfs and then turned, quickly wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling my face towards hers. "Quick, unzip the back of my dress," she urged quietly before pressing her lips to mine. She kissed me wetly, waiting for me to unzip her dress. "Well, you gonna or not?"
"Gonna what?"
"Fuck me, silly. God, you know you want to, and I sure as hell want you to," she said urgently, letting go of my neck to reach behind herself and pulling the zipper down herself. She shrugged the dress off her shoulders and let it slide down her body while she was undoing the strap holding her bra in place. In moments she was completely naked except for her boots and hat. She pulled me by the hand to a stack of boxes on the end of the row of shelfs and sat on the edge, leaning back and lifting her legs, spreading them wide to completely expose her pussy for me.
"You sure about this? I mean we don't even know each other."
"Hell yeah, I'm sure. Your girlfriend told me I could if I wanted to."
"She did huh?"
"Uh huh. She was going to try and tease Dave into fucking her. Don't know if he will, but I'm sure as hell not waiting around to find out," she said, grabbing my cock and pulling me towards her, using it like a handle. She aimed me towards her waiting pussy and used her boots on my ass to pull me closer to her. She rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet lips and then moaned as she pulled me into her with her heels. "Oh God yes. You are so fucking big inside me!" she moaned.
I couldn't really not fuck her at this point. Amy had teased the shit out of me so bad that I felt like I was practically ready to shoot already. I reached for her breasts, grabbing as much of the C cup or more tits as I could and started sliding in and out of her pussy. I rocked my hips rhythmically, pumping my shaft deep in and out of her tight tunnel caressing every inch of my shaft. "Ohhh fuck. I won't last long doing this," I groaned.
"Me either. Oh fuck. My pussy feels like it's practically vibrating," she moaned softly. "I can't remember the last time I was this turned on."
I continued to drive into her, my thighs slapping against her bare ass with each stroke, her whole body shaking with each impact. I could feel my head beating against her cervix with each plunge into her wet tightness, the tingle growing rapidly in my groin, warning me that I was getting danger close to unloading.
"YES!" she squealed suddenly as her whole body convulsed around my cock. I felt her pussy clench and spasm around me with each involuntary jerk of her body. I tried to keep sliding in and out of her even tighter pussy, my fat head seeming to drive her climax even higher with each stroke.
"Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her until there was no room for more of me. I felt a huge gush of cum flow out powerfully into her, drawing another cry of delight from her lips as she lay back even farther, her jerks and twitches having changed to rocking motion that tried to grind her clit harder into my body, the heels of her boots digging into my ass.
"Ohhhhh God damn!" she moaned loudly. "Ohhhh God what a fuck!" she panted after a few seconds more. "God your girlfriend is a lucky woman."
"How so?" I asked a little breathlessly.
"Oh God. Getting fucked with this cock all the time? Shit, I'd do it in a heartbeat!" she said with a soft giggle. "God, you fill me up so full."
"In more ways than one," I joked. "She really told you to fuck me?"
"Uh huh. Way back when she was picking a dress. She said if I wanted to fuck you that the ball was in my court."
"Huh. That's a new one on me."
"We better get back out there," she said with a soft sigh. "They might think we're doing something back here."
"We are," I answered as I pulled my shrinking cock from her pussy, a small gush of cum leaking out and dripping down the front of the stack of boxes to the floor from her gaping pussy.
"Yeah, but we don't want to make it too obvious."
"Like it won't be with your pussy leaking like that?"
"Oh pooh," she said with a frown. "Stay here. I'll be right back," she added as she slid off the boxes and disappeared around the corner deeper into the stock room. She came back a few moments later with a box and a smaller package. She ripped open the package and pulled out a pair of small lacy panties, which she stepped into, then picked the box up from where she set it, pulling out a leather hat. "This isn't exactly a regular cowboy hat, it's actually an Australian cowboy hat," she said as she put it on my head and moved it around slightly. "Yeah, perfect!" she said with a smile. "Now, help me with my dress please?"
"Uh sure," I answered as she bent to pick up her dress. She stepped into it and turned her back to allow me to zip it, not bothering with the bra at all, which was fairly obvious through the thin material as she turned around. She quickly tucked my cock into my boxers and zipped my pants up for me, lifting herself on her toes to reach up and kiss me.
"There, all put away. I hope the other girls aren't disappointed."
"Yeah, about that. Who are they?"
"Damn if I know. They just came in to look at dresses. Why? Wanna take a go with them too?"
"I didn't say that," I said with a frown.
"Just wondered. I mean, you do a pretty nice job of pleasing a girl."
"Yeah. Well," I said, leaving the sentence unfinished as we walked back out of the stockroom to find Amy putting her clothes back on.
"Well, you two have a good time back there?" she asked with a grin.
"Oh...I'd say it was a nice time," the salesgirl said with a grin. "Let me know when you're ready and I'll check you out," she added as she walked away, the two other girls following along behind her now that there wasn't anything particularly outstanding to see.
"Come on stud, let's get your clothes out of the dressing room. You have a dress to pay for after all."
"Yeah, I guess," I answered, following her as she led the way back to the dressing room, carrying her new boots and wearing the new dress. I didn't see the stockboy around and wondered what happened to him.
We collected our things and headed to the counter to check out. The young lady checked out Amy first, with me paying for her dress, boots and hat, and then rang up the items I was wearing. Once Amy had paid for my new duds we headed to the car, the salesgirl wishing me a quick return, to the immediate giggles of the two other young women in the store.
"You have to know those two are going to be playing with each other as soon as they can, right?" Amy said as we climbed into her car.
"Huh?"
"You mean you couldn't tell?"
"Tell what?"
"That they were into each other. You might have been able to screw them, but they were definitely into each other big time," Amy said with a chuckle.
"Which reminds me, what happened to the stockboy?" I asked curiously as she backed out of the parking spot.
Amy chuckled and snorted a little. "Poor guy took off as soon as I started undoing his pants. I guess me being naked just wasn't enough to cover that he was about to get his cock exposed to those two young women."
"He ran out of the store?"
"Uh huh. And never came back."
"Ahhh. Well, then, I guess you're still way worked up then?"
"Lover, I'm so fucking horny right now I'd fuck a hood ornament!"
"Now that might be interesting to see," I joked.
"Easy for you to say. You got yours with that little salesgirl. You know, this only works if both sides get to play, right?"
"Well, first off, this was your idea, not mine. Second off, the only reason I did was because you told her to. Thirdly, all you have to do is find a place and you can have all you want."
She grinned back at me. "I know a place on the way home."
Turned out she did know a place. She got off the highway at an exit that looked fairly deserted and turned down the little two-lane paved road. We'd only gone a mile or so and she pulled off the road onto a little gravel driveway that curved into the trees. She drove around the curve and parked, leaving the headlights on. She climbed out of the car and walked in front of it, stripping everything she had on except her boots, off. "Well? You coming?" she asked with a grin, rubbing her pussy with one hand and one of her big tits with the other.
I stepped out of the car and walked to her, her hands reaching for my shirt and undoing the snaps. "So, how is it you know this place?" I asked as she pushed my shirt off my shoulders.
"Oh. Well, I've stopped here once or twice with guys on the way home from dates," she said as she tossed my shirt on the hood with her dress and then started undoing my pants.
"So, you've used the hood before, have you?"
"Not on my car. But have I been fucked on the hood of a car? Oh yeah. On the hood, the tailgate, in the back seat, bent over outside the door. Yeah, I've done it a few places. But never with a perfect cock."
"A perfect cock?" I asked as she pushed my pants and boxers down my thighs.
"Oh yeah. Trust me, you have the most perfect cock I've ever sucked or fucked," she said as she stepped back to the car and lifted herself onto the hood of her car. She lay back and lifted and spread her legs. "So, now you wanna fuck me? Or just stand there and enjoy the view?"
I stepped between her legs and aimed my dick for her pussy. I pressed easily into her wet slit, drawing a long deep moan from her. "Tell me," I asked as I started sliding slowly in and out of her. "Just how many dicks have you experienced to name me a perfect dick?"
"It's not like I've spent my life a virgin," she moaned softly.
"Never said you did. But that didn't answer my question," I grunted as I started plunging faster into her.
"Oh. Plenty," she moaned. "Oh damn you feel good."
"Uh huh. I guess asking how many plenty is would be being too personal?"
She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me against her, stopping me from stroking. She propped herself up on her elbows and looked at me with a serious expression on her face. "Are you jealous?" she asked softly.
I shrugged. "Maybe a little," I answered quietly.
"Why? Why does it matter how many men I've had sex with before you?"
"I didn't say it mattered."
"Oh yes. You most certainly did. Tell me, why is it important?"
"I didn't say it was."
"But it is. I can see it on your face. Tell me what's going on," she said, pushing herself upright and reaching out to pull herself against me. She pressed her tits to my bare chest and brushed her nose against mine gently. "Tell me what you're thinking. Please?"
I looked at her and wrapped my arms around her. "Look. I know that Suzi has pushed you for a more open relationship. It works for her. That's fine. I have to admit that I've enjoyed all the sex. Both with your sisters and with Devon."
"And that cute little thing in the store?"
"And the cute little thing in the store," I nodded.
"But, somethings is wrong."
"There is. You know I have a huge problem with the difference in our age. I'm sure my ex will have no problem making many disparaging comments about you at any chance she gets. Lord knows what my kids will think. Hell, they're almost as old as you are."
"Sooooo?"
"Soooo. Hell Amy. How do I say it? I'm finding that every day I miss you more. At the end of the day, I want to come home and find you there. I want to have you in my bed at night, not just for sex, but for the closeness that you bring. Sleeping on the floor that night in your living room? Devon and her friend not withstanding, I liked that. I liked sleeping and snuggling with you."
"It sounds like you're trying to tell me something."
"I am. I'm afraid that I'm falling for you. But all this extracurricular sex. I'm not at all sure I can do this. I was raised to be a one-woman man, and to have a one-man woman. Does that make sense?"
"It does," she said quietly. "It sounds like you're saying you want us to be exclusive, or there won't be any us. Is that about it?"
"That's about it. I played along because I didn't really think this was going to go anywhere and it was fun to have all these younger women fawning over my dick. But today... it was kind of too much. You didn't need to strip for me in the store and walk around like that. Oh I loved it, don't get me wrong. But if you're going to do something like that, I want it to be for ME and not some random guy that just happens to be there. You want to strip me and show me off to some young sweetie, fine, do that, but at the end of the day, it's your pussy I want to be stuffing it into. When I got done with her, I felt guilty about it."
"You felt guilty because you had sex with her after I told her she could?"
"I did," I said with a shrug. "I can't explain it, but yeah. It was fun, but it wasn't you. I stood there in the store, fucking her and wishing it was you. I wouldn't at all mind sneaking into the back of a store and stripping you and fucking you. I wouldn't mind you seducing me in a changing room or wherever your heart desires. I guess maybe on a rare occasion we might include someone else, but on a regular basis? That just isn't me."
"So what is it you want from me?" she asked softly, her fingers gently teasing my back.
I took a deep breath and whispered to her, "I want you to be mine and only mine, and I want you to want me to be yours and only yours. I don't know if you can do that. I hope you can. If you don't want to, just say so. If you need all that extra sex, tell me now. Tell me before I fall any deeper in love with you."
She pressed her lips to mine in a long wet kiss. We were both panting when she broke the kiss, resting her forehead on mine, our noses touching once again. "I'd love nothing more than to be that woman. To be yours and only yours. I have no need for you to have sex with Devon or anyone else. I thought that maybe after your last marriage, that being free to have sex with lots of women, that you wouldn't get bored with just having me."
"I can't imagine ever getting bored with you," I whispered.
"You're sure? Because honestly, I don't really like seeing you fucking other women," she whispered back. "I want to be selfish. I want to keep you all to myself and to have you want me to be just yours."
"Then it sounds like we both want the same thing."
"I think we do," she whispered. "So what do we do now?"
"Well. I guess we start dating exclusively. Unless you want to just jump ahead and move in with me. I wouldn't complain."
She grinned at me. "I've love to move in with you," she whispered. "The only problem will be my sisters."
"Your sisters?" I asked curiously.
"Uh huh. After having fucked you, you don't think that they won't want to again, do you?"
I chuckled, "Yeah. You're right."
"Do you suppose you could make an exception to us being exclusive for them?"
"Are you asking me to keep fucking your sisters?" I asked, raising my eyebrows.
"Well, not all the time. But if maybe we have a little pool party, and they happen to get naked. I don't see any harm in a little play. As long as I'm part of it that is."
"I think I could make an exception there," I nodded.
She slid her arms up my body and pulled us together, her chin resting on my shoulder and her cheek pressed to mine. "I think you just made me the happiest woman in the whole world."
"Really? I though you already were," I whispered.
"Uh uh. I'm even happier now," she whispered back. "Now, you want to finish fucking me so you can take me home to my new bed?"
"I'd be happy to," I answered as she loosened her grip on me. Surprisingly, my dick hadn't softened in her and it took no time at all before I was pounding into her again, the two of us climaxing together in what I hoped would be the start of many happy years together.
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"Mister Parks?" the gentleman at the now open front door of my house asked.
"Yes. Mister Dorcey?"
"That's correct," he said as I held the door open for him to come in.
"I presume you're going to tell us what this is all about?" I asked as I closed the door behind him. "Have a seat." I said, motioning to one of the chairs in the living room. I moved and sat down next to my bride of forty years, Jennifer.
"I'm sorry about the secrecy. This kind of thing can be somewhat delicate," the lawyer said as he opened his brief case. "Do you recall a young woman named Sally Mcdaniels?"
"Sally McDaniels? Geeze, I haven't heard that name in a long time. Yeah, I dated her for a while before I went to college. Why?"
"Who is this woman?" my wife asked me quickly with a concerned look on her face.
"Sally was one of the secretaires at the plant I worked at between high school and college. We dated for about six months or so."
"I see," she nodded.
The lawyer pulled an envelope out of the briefcase and held it out for me. "Miss McDaniels wanted you to have this."
I took the envelope he held out, withdrew a single piece of typed paper and looked at it.
David. I'm sure by now you've forgotten all about me. After what happened and the way we parted, it wouldn't be a surprise if you pushed me completely from your memory. I know you don't believe me, at least you didn't then, but I really did care for you deeply. Anyway, that is water under the bridge. If you're reading this it means that I am no longer among this world and have been called home to the lord. There was one thing that I felt you should know about, though. In the weeks after our breakup, I found out I was pregnant. I never told you because I knew you would do the "right thing" and want to marry me, even though we both knew it was never going to work. I wanted to spare you years of unhappiness, so I kept it from you. But now you should know, you have a son. I wasn't sure it was yours until it came up on a DNA test my son did, naming you as the father. Gregory is a wonderful young man. Some day he may wish to reach out to you, and I didn't want you to be unprepared if he did. I hope you can forgive me for keeping this from you. I've tried to keep tabs on you as best I could and know you have a wonderful wife and family. I wish you all the best in your life. Sally."
"Is this real?" I asked the lawyer quickly, handing the letter to my wife to read.
"It is. Unfortunately, Gregory McDaniels was killed in the same car accident that claimed the life of his mother."
I looked at him in shock. "They were both killed. Did he leave a family or anything?"
"He was an only child. While Sally had married, her husband passed away some years ago. Gregory never married or had a family that we are aware of."
"I see. So I'm confused then. If they're both dead, why now? Why bring this up?"
"Mister parks, I'm the executor of their estate. As part of those duties it is my job to try and maintain the estate and pass it on to the next of kin. You are the only remaining blood relative, and as such their estate passes to you, upon approval of the probate court."
"Their estate? I don't understand."
"Some background is in order. Sally's uncle, a mister Thomas Waston, obtained a parcel of land from the federal government after world war two. It was a lease purchase proposition. The land was leased for one dollar, with the stipulation that it be lived on by Mister Waston or a blood relative of his, for no less than six months out of each year, for the duration of the lease, and also have a productive business on it for the entirety of the lease period."
"Okay, so?"
"So, when Mister Waston passed he left the property to Sally McDaniels, who moved to the property to maintain the conditions of the lease. If she hadn't, the property and all improvements would have reverted to the federal government."
"I see. And now with Sally and Gregory dead-"
"You are the only remaining blood relative that can fulfill the terms of the lease."
"I see. And the length of this lease?"
"Seventy-five years. There are approximately four years left on the lease, at which time the property in its entirety becomes the property of the leasee, which would now be you, should you choose to reside on the property."
"And what kind of property, and where is this?"
"It's a former air force training facility near a town called Lovelock Nevada. A little north east of Reno."
"And just how big a piece of property is it?"
"It's approximately one-hundred and seventy-thousand acres."
"A HUNDERD-SEVENTY-THOUSAND ACRES?" I asked stunned. "And I'm somehow inheriting this?"
"The land, the air strip, and the two businesses: the Wild Horse ranch resort and the Watering Hole dance club and spa," he said, holding a stack of papers out to me. "Its current net worth on the open market is around three-hundred and five million dollars for the land. Unfortunately, until the end of the seventy five years it has no value and cannot be divided or sold. The businesses currently gross around seven million per annum and net a little over six-hundred thousand in income for Sally and her son last year."
"Wait, you're telling me I'm inheriting a multi-million dollar estate?"
"That's correct sir. What I need to complete the process is your signature on this document which states you will abide by the terms of the lease for the remainder of its duration."
"Of course," I said with a chuckle, taking the papers from him.
"Sir, before you sign, you need to understand. You have to reside on the property for at least six months of the year for roughly the next four years."
"You're saying I need to move there?"
"That is correct. You can of course keep your current house, and commute back and forth, but you have to spend at least one more day there than you do here to meet the terms of the lease. Failure to do so will result in the immediate closure of the businesses, and the property and improvements revert to the control of the federal government."
"Immediate closure of the businesses? How many employees are we talking about?"
"Roughly two-hundred and fifty or so, give or take. It changes on an almost weekly basis as staff move in and out of the facility."
"Staff?"
"Yes sir. For the club, spa, restaurants, that kind of thing."
"And this is some kind of resort?"
"It's advertised as an upscale adults only vacation resort. There is also a rather large residence on the premises that Miss McDaniels and her son lived in."
"Honey, before you sign that, you better look at this," my wife said, holding her phone out for me to see and resting her hand on my arm.
Wild Horse ranch and resort. A vacation spot catering to adults and adult activities for those who wish to get away from the world for a while. Activities and facilities include horseback riding, four wheeling, hiking, rock climbing, swimming, evening activities, and parties. Included is a full service spa with massages, steam rooms, saunas an indoor and an outdoor pool, manicures, and pedicures. Let us pamper you to while you let go of the problems of the world.
"Adults only? Adult activities?" my wife said. "What does that sound like?"
"This isn't a nudist colony, is it?" I asked him quickly.
"It is my understanding from talking to Miss Evelyn, the manager of the resort, that it is indeed a clothing-optional resort."
"And the dance club?"
"I've never been there, but I've been told by a colleague who was there once, that it's an anything-goes adult entertainment club."
"A strip club?" My wife asked.
"For the right price, yes. Remember, this is Nevada we're talking about."
"Yeah, anything goes," I muttered. "And in order to inherit this, we have to live there for four years?"
"That's pretty much the size of it. Just between the two of us, I can handle just about anything for four years to inherit over three-hundred million dollars."
"Can we have some time to think about this?"
"I can give you no more than five days before the terms of the lease would be in default. The federal government has been throwing all kinds of road blocks up to the probate court. The judge issued an emergency decree two days ago when he realized that the government was trying to cause the default. There are only five days left until the property would be in default after the accident almost eight months ago. To keep the lease from being defaulted on, you would have to arrive within the next five days and stay every day until the end of the calendar year. I suggest you visit the facility and make your decision. I can come to you there in four days to get your signature on the final documents."
"And we have to live there, in this, um, resort, every day for the rest of the year?"
"Actually, your wife does not. As the blood relative, you will need to be there in residence every day."
"What constitutes residence?"
"You must eat at least one meal per day there and sleep there every night."
"I see."
"You really should go look at the facility before you make any decisions. Maybe charter a plane to fly directly there."
"Um. Sure. Like I can afford that," I said with a shrug.
"Oh yes," he said, reaching into his briefcase again. He pulled another envelope out and handed it to me. "I almost forgot."
I opened it and pulled out a check for a-hundred-eighty-five thousand dollars. I sat staring at it.
"Since you are the surviving relative, the income generated by the business is now yours. This is the check for the second quarter income," he said. He pulled one more envelope from the briefcase and handed it over. "Here is the information for miss Evelyn. You should contact her and let her know when you will be arriving. The resort has its own air strip, but you need to contact them in advance. They take their privacy there very seriously," he said as he stood up. "I'll see myself out. Have a good day!" he said cheerfully as he walked across the livingroom. "One last thing. I'm sure this will take a while to process, but you have in your hands the fate of quite a number of employees. If you chose not to maintain the lease, all of them will be out not only their jobs, but their homes, since nearly all of them live at the facility due to the location. Just something to think about." And then he was gone.
"Okay honey. First off, explain Sally?" my wife asked.
"Sally and I dated for a while before we even met. We were sleeping together frequently. One night, I went over to her house and let myself in. I had a key. I found her in the bedroom with four guys, and tons of cum in and on her. I just left. She told me that she'd been drugged and didn't know what she was doing, but when It got down to it, she and her friend had invited them over before the two of them were drugged. If it wasn't for sex, what else was it for?"
"So you broke up with her?"
"Yeah, I did," I answered.
"And now we're inheriting a, what, sex shop?"
"I don't know that it's a sex shop, but clearly sex is part of it. At least the club. I suppose if we have to we can close the club, or get someone else to run it."
"Maybe. I suppose we could always build a new house somewhere else on the property for that kind of money. Just because you own it doesn't mean you have to live in it, does it?"
"I presume not," I agreed. "Now, how do we charter a plane?"
******
When the plane touched down it was late afternoon. I'd flown cross country before, but never in anything as small as the eight passenger turboprop we just landed in. Even with a stop in Denver for fuel and food, it had been a grueling eight hour trip. Unlike a larger airliner, there was no getting up and moving around and certainly no drink service, since there was nowhere to go to the bathroom.
We set down on what looked like an old, abandoned airstrip surrounded by scrubby brush, trees, and cactus. The only sign of civilization was the one modern building that housed what the pilot called flight services and the brightly-colored overgrown golfcart parked near the building. The pilot taxied over to the lone building and shut down his engines. He climbed from the pilots seat and opened the side door, stepping out into what I could only describe as oppressive heat. "Here we are," he said cheerfully as he helped my wife out of the plane, then I unfolded myself from the copilots seat and followed her out.
"Mister and missus Parks!" a voluptuous, scantily-clad redhead said brightly as she walked around the nose of the plane to greet us. "Welcome to Wild Horse ranch! I'm Miss Evelyn." I looked the newcomer up and down with interest. She had on a black mini-skirt that was so short I doubted that it covered all of her butt, and a see-through red shirt that did more to frame her probably triple D boobs than to hide them. Her areola were large, slightly oblong, and framed two large nipples nearly as big around as my pointer finger. Her red hair was pulled back in a long braid that hung over her left shoulder, nearly to her waist. She stepped closer and held her hand out to me, which I took. "It's so good to meet you, though I am truly sorry it's under these circumstances."
"Thank you," I answered as I shook her hand and then let it go.
"Missus Parks!" she said, holding her hand out to my wife, who took it reluctantly, her eyes more on her chest than her face. I could see the frown of disapproval painted on her face, but nonetheless she took the offered hand and shook it. "Jason! Get the Parks' luggage and load it please." Then she turned to the pilot. "You are welcome to spend the night at the ranch if you wish. Otherwise we can arrange transportation down to Reno if you'd rather. It's a bit late to start a trip back tonight."
"I appreciate that, maam," the pilot answered. "I'll need to tie down and such."
"Not a problem. When you're ready, let the attendant in the shack know. I'll send the buggy back for you shortly."
"Thank you maam," he answered with a grin, clearly having trouble keeping his eyes off her big tits before turning to walk to the luggage compartment. He opened it, pulled out our two suitcases and handed them to the young man waiting for them.
He had to be maybe twenty five or so, sculpted in all the right places, wearing nothing but a perfect suntan, a pair of skin tight shorts that were oh so small, and sandals. He easily hefted the two cases and started to walk around the plane toward the buggy. I glanced at my wife, who couldn't seem to take her eyes off his skin tight shorts, making me chuckle a little.
"Why don't you ride in the front seat with Jason. I'll take the back with, um, David, isn't it?" Miss Evelyn said.
"That's right. Thank you," I answered as we followed Jason around to the golf cart. He hefted the bags into the back of the buggy and then slid into the drivers seat, holding a hand out across the bench seat toward my wife. She looked at me with raised eyebrows questioningly and then took the hand and slid into the seat next to the young man.
"Mister Parks," Miss Evelyn said, holding a hand out to indicate I should get into the back seat.
"David, please," I answered. "And my wife Jennifer," I added as I slid into the back bench seat.
"A pleasure to meet you, Jennifer," the young man said with a smile.
"Just call me Evelyn please," she said as she slid into the seat next to me. "No one who knows me uses my full name."
"Which is?"
"Evelyn McLay," she said with a grin. "You can see why."
"I can indeed." I chuckled. "Must have been some name to grow up with."
"It was that. Okay Jason, take us to the main house please."
"Yes Miss Evelyn," he answered before turning the key and starting the small gas engine. I was surprised how quickly the little buggy moved. We must have been doing at least forty miles an hour down the dirt track that pretended to be a road.
"How far is it?"
"Not far. About two miles. But we'll start seeing some of the compound long before that," Evelyn answered. It was that. Within a few minutes we noted a few ATVs and 4 wheel buggies bouncing around some trails that crossed the road. Neither my wife or I missed the fact that all the women in them were topless, and on one ATV completely naked. We passed a small group of five people on horses, three women and two men. Again, everyone wore pants, but all the ladies were topless. "As I am sure you have surmised, this is a clothing optional resort."
"Like a nudist colony?" my wife asked, twisting in her seat to look back at Evelyn.
"We have a section called north face which is just that. We'll see that tomorrow. But the main facility is anything but. This is Nevada. Almost anything is legal."
"So, there's a lot of sex that goes on?"
"There is a lot of sex that goes on," Evelyn agreed with my wife.
"That sounds disgusting," my wife said, crinkling up her nose.
"Our customers pay a lot of money to come here and make small fantasies come true. Some just to try the natural environment, some wanting to dabble outside of their relationships, some wanting to try and dabble inside the relationship. Everything here is safe and available, for a price."
"Isnt that, like, prostitution?"
"I've been asked that question many times. It's exactly like prostitution. The main difference is that our players don't stand on street corners and sell their wares. Our staff always have the option to say no, and we take very good care of them in all ways, including medically."
"So what you're saying is we just inherited a sex farm?"
"I suppose that's one way to look at it. But our resort is for so much more than just gratuitous sex. We have myriad activities and opportunities. If you want to hang out in a hot tub or at the pool, or have a spa day, you can. Horseback riding, rock climbing, four wheeling, hiking, secluded picnics with your spouse, skinny dipping with your spouse or another couple. All of these are part of the package," Evelyn answered. "Clothing is optional. Don't feel that you must run around naked, wear what makes you feel comfortable. Most of our staff are encouraged to wear as little as they can to make the other guests feel comfortable. What I'm wearing now is more or less as much as I ever wear. Most times I have on either nothing or just a thong bikini bottom."
"There's no way I'm running around naked," my wife said emphatically. "Not happening."
"Well, after you've done it a while it becomes second nature. I hope you decide to stay long enough to enjoy it."
"I don't think I could ever enjoy it," my wife replied.
"No? I think you'd look quite good without clothes on," Jason said, looking over at my wife.
"How come you're not naked, then?"
"Miss Evelyn asked that I wear something so I don't make you uncomfortable when you arrived. She was afraid this might be a lot to handle the first day. I could take my shorts off, if you prefer."
"Oh, heaven knows we don't want to keep you from running around naked!" my wife said sarcastically.
The buggy slowed down and then stopped. Jason climbed out and quickly stripped off his shorts, leaving him in nothing but his sandals. He set the shorts on the seat and then sat down on them. I couldn't help but chuckle to myself as my wife stared at his well tanned and partially hard appendage. Jason dropped the buggy back into gear and took off again.



It wasn't much further and we started to see spots of green, trees large enough to give shade, spots of grass among the green painted gravel, little cabins, and of course, a wide variety of aged people either naked or partly naked. It was a voyeur's paradise, and to be honest I couldn't help but get a hardon with all the skin showing.
"So all the guests stay in these cabins?" I asked.
"We have three levels of guests. Silver, gold and platinum. These are the platinum quarters. Jason. You want to stop at number seventeen?"
"Yes ma'am," he answered, pulling off the road and down a side path. He stopped in front of one of the little cabins.
"Come on," Evelyn said, climbing out and walking to the front door. She opened it and waited for the two of us to get out of the car and follow her inside. There was a king sized bed, a sofa, a couple recliners, a small kitchenette area, and glass. Lots of glass. The bathroom area was partitioned off so you could, if you wanted to, sit on the toilet privately, but if you chose to leave the curtain open, you would be completely exposed to the huge, glass wall. There was a jacuzzi tub and a free standing shower with no walls at all.
"How does someone stay in here with all the glass? Everyone can see what's going on in here."
Evelyn smiled and stepped to a small panel on the wall. She toggled a switch and the huge glass wall almost instantly turned frosty white. "Some of our guests like the idea of someone seeing them in the act, some want privacy," she answered. "This way they can have privacy if they want." She walked to a big red button on the wall and pressed it. The glass turned clear again. "In the event that one of the guests goes out of bounds, our staff can hit this and everyone can see what's happening. There is also an audio pickup, they can use a key word to trip the alarm. It's based on alexa style technology. We take the safety of our staff very seriously."
"So it seems," I agreed as she headed back to the front door.
"All our platinum guests have these quarters. Gold have suites in what is similar to a hotel arrangement and our silver guests get single or double king beds in a regular hotel-style room."
"It looks like an advantage to be a platinum guest," my wife said as we filed out of the little cabin.
"At a thousand dollars a night, it should be," Evelyn said with a grin.
"A thousand dollars a night, for this?" my wife asked incredulously.
"I hadn't planned on getting into the business side until tomorrow, but for a thousand a night, they get an all inclusive experience. The dining facility, the upscale restaurant, pool, spa, activities, saunas, you name it. Even free entry into the club. It's well worth the money, even if all you're here for is time with your spouse."
"So sex is free too?" my wife asked with a scowl.
"Not even. Our staff make a lot of their money on tips. We can talk about it later, but a young lady working the club at night and one of the staff jobs during the day can easily clear forty to fifty thousand dollars or more a year. We've had some clear as much as a hundred. And that doesn't include the free housing and meals."
"Free housing and meals?" I asked curiously.
"Jason can tell you. It's a fair drive from Reno. Not a fun thing at two in the morning. We have dormitory style facilities for them to live in, which includes free access to the pool and facilities, the dining hall and any activities on a space available basis. They also get a free weekly medical screening. The perks here are quite impressive, but we do it to keep our staff happy, safe and private. Last thing we need is some big company executive to take a vacation here and find his picture on the internet, banging some little waitress or maid."
"That would be difficult," I agreed.
"Our staff are allowed cell phones, but if they are ever caught taking pictures of the guests, it's immediate dismissal and a violation of their NDA. Let's just say they don't want to get caught doing that," she said with some steel in her voice. "Okay. Jason, the main house please?"
"Yes maam," Jason answered, as we settled back into the little car.
I couldn't help but notice my wife's eyes, looking down at Jason's growing hardon, her own shirt poking out slightly over each nipple, even through the heavy bra she always wore.
We wound through an assortment of buildings and ended up at what I could only call a large log cabin style house. Jason parked in front of it and walked to get our suitcases. Evelyn slipped out and held a hand out for me. I took her hand, slid out of the car and stood while my wife got out as well. "This is the main house, where George and Sally lived and ran the business from," she said as she led us up the staircase to the wrap around porch. There were a wide variety of chairs scattered around the porch, as if it was often used for siting and relaxing. She opened the front door and led us into the air-conditioned comfort of the house. A young lady walked across the room toward us. She was maybe in her early twenties at most with large, firm breasts that bounced with each step, a tiny see-though skirt that didn't cover all of her shaved pussy, and long blond hair, nearly down to her butt.
"This is Candice," Evelyn said. "She's the housekeeper for the main house. Anything you need, just ask," Evelyn said as Candice walked to me and held out her delicate, little hand.
"Pleasure to meet you Mister Parks, missus Parks," she said, shaking my hand and offering her hand to my wife.
"You could put on some clothes," my wife said, after shaking her hand briefly. "You really need to be naked to clean house?"
"No, it's habit. Greg used to enjoy watching me clean. He'd often tease me with his fingers or other parts while I worked," she said. "I assume things will be different, so if you prefer, I can certainly be dressed." She answered, looking disappointed.
"You like being naked?" my wife asked in surprise.
"I do. It's very comfortable. I'll dress in something appropriate if I'm doing something that needs it, but otherwise, I'm very comfortable naked."
"Well, as long as you don't expect my husband to be teasing you, I suppose if you're comfortable that way," my wife said with a small sigh. I'd seen her resign herself to other things in life, and each time I saw that same little sigh. Then she looked at me. "Just because you keep seeing all these boobs and booties, don't think that I'm going to suddenly become a little sex pot for you."
"Wouldn't think of it," I answered, making damn sure I didn't let any disappointment show.
Evelyn said, "Jason, why don't you take their bags up to Sally's room. Then you can go. Candice, why don't you give them a quick tour and then let them take a rest. I'll be by in about an hour to collect them for dinner."
"Dinner?" I asked.
"Yes. I thought we'd eat in the formal dining room tonight. It'll give us a chance to talk more and might make you feel a little more at home."
"Is there a dress code? Or an undress code?"
Evelyn laughed softly. "There are three dining facilities. The Kitchen, which is a buffet type, very informal hall. There is the Spot, which is a mid level dining room. Guests there can be dressed or undressed. And then there is the Point, where we will be eating. It's a formal five star restaurant on our facility here. Guests are expected to be dressed, though the wait staff is not, intentionally."
"I see. I didn't bring any fancy clothes."
"Fancy is not required. Men can wear anything, as long as their tool is covered. Women typically wear lingerie of some kind or a light dress."
"I don't think I'll be wearing any lingerie to dinner any time soon!" my wife snapped quickly.
"Not an issue. You should wear what you are comfortable in, whatever that happens to be. For our guests, typically they want to wear something more revealing. That's partly why they come, to dabble in an area that would otherwise be off limits." Evelyn answered. "Whatever you choose to wear, I'll come by around six thirty if that's okay?"
"It'll be fine," I answered for the both of us before my wife could say anything else. I turned to Candice. "So? A tour?"
Evelyn left and Candice took us around the house, showing us the formal living room that we were already in, the rec room with games, a pool table and the like, a den or family room area with a tv and lots of comfortable furniture to lounge in, the kitchen and dining room, which both looked spotless and rarely used, but were big enough to easily host a party of thirty or more. There was a powder room on the main floor as well as an office that was clearly the business center for the entire facility.
She took us to the basement area, with another lounge room, bathroom with a shower, a workout room and a game room of a totally different sort. Even though the 'toys' were gone, it wasn't hard to imagine the kinds of games that were once played in that room.
Finally she took us to the upper floor where the three bedrooms were. One was a smaller guest room, easily as big as the master bedroom of our current house, two very large bedrooms, both with walk-in closets that were large enough to be rooms by themselves, and the single bathroom that served the entire floor. Each room had access to the bathroom, which had two toilets on opposite ends, that were blocked from the bulk of the bathroom by small translucent glass partitions, see through enough to see that someone was there, but not really see what they were doing. There was a large jacuzzi tub, large enough for at least three people, a free standing soaking tub, a vanity with twin sinks, and the shower.
The shower was a wallless multi rain head shower area large enough to easily hold several people without getting the rest of the bathroom floor wet. The entire bathroom was larger than all three bedrooms of our current house combined. The other interesting, or disturbing, depending on your point of view, feature was that the back wall, covering the width of shower, except for two small portions where the controls were put in the wall, and both tubs, was floor to ceiling glass overlooking the distant mountains. If anyone was walking or driving any of the trails leading off in that direction, which there were several I could see, anyone on those trails would have a complete view of whoever was in the shower. When my wife displayed her amazement, Candice, with a grin, stepped to the shower controls and above each control was what appeared to be a waterproof button. She pressed the button and lower half of the glass panels all turned a snowy white, just like the glass panels in the cabins.
"Well, that certainly helps," my wife said with obvious relief.
"Sally almost never used them though," Candice said. "She enjoyed the feeling of showing in the outdoors. That's why she had another shower installed on the back deck near the hot tub. Some days she'd just stand out there and shower, letting the wind blow across her. She always found it exhilarating and it left her extremely turned on."
"Somehow I can see Sally doing that. When we dated she loved to have sex outside. Someplace, anyplace," I said with a chuckle.
"Anyplace?" my wife asked, looking at me.
"The more public the better," I answered.
"That explains a lot," my wife said with a frown. She looked at Candice. "David seems to have a desire to play outside as well, through I'm definitely NOT a sex in public person."
"Well, maybe you two will find a little bit of fun outside here. It's not at all unusual to see couples engaged in various levels of play outside here."
"That I am sure of," my wife answered.
"Well. I think I'll have a short nap, if you don't mind. It's been a hell of a long day already," I said, trying to cut off that conversation before it turned out poorly for me in some way. "Come on, hon," I added, taking her hand and walking her toward the bedroom where our suitcases were.
"I'll be happy to unpack your things if you want," Candice offered, standing inside the bedroom door expectantly.
I sat down on the bed and took my shoes off while my wife asked Candice a question. "So why do you do it?" my wife asked as she sat on the other side of the bed.
"Do what?"
"Do this? Clean house naked?"
"Well, actually, it started out with Gary. He did all the auditions for the dance club. Every girl has to show her stuff on one of the amateur nights. If he thinks you have potential, he'd give you a private audition. Basically, you'd dance for him and then give him the best lap dance you could. He wanted to make sure that every girl he hired would give the patrons a really good experience. Anyway, I was a little reluctant to take it all the way."
"All the way as in sex?" my wife asked quickly.
"Yes ma'am. One of the hallmarks of the club is that for a fee, you can have almost any level of lap dance you want. From the normal thirty minutes of bouncing and rubbing on you, dressed of course, all the way to where we undress you, put a condom on you and ride you to completion."
"And that means, until he comes in you?" my wife asked sharply.
"Yes ma'am. Some of the girls have no problem doing that. I wasn't quite so keen on it. I didn't mind rubbing on him naked, and even rubbing his penis on my pussy and sucking on his dick. But I really didn't want him inside me. At the time I was a virgin," she said, blushing.
"So what would a virgin be doing trying to get a job in a sex den?"
"Well, I'd always heard the rumors about the place, that for the right price you could have sex with the dancers, but I never really believed them. I didn't mind stripping and dancing and showing my body off to a guy. I could do that. Hell, I needed the money. If I didn't come up with some serious cash soon, I was going to have to drop out of nursing school. Anyway, when Greg asked the same question, I told him why I needed the money. He offered me this job. But if I really wanted to make big money, I'd have to dance. He didn't mind that I didn't want to take dicks, as long as the rest was good. I could give a MEAN blow job. That's kinda how I managed to still be a virgin at twenty-four."
"So you took this job and danced? To keep yourself in school? Sounds like he really took advantage of you."
"Oh my no. He was so nice. Greg let me dance within the limits I was comfortable with. I didn't make quite enough money, but that ended up not mattering. He gave me the money to get into school that semester. Never asked for it back, either. He even paid for me to travel down to Reno for class once a week and helped me work with the school to do class remotely for the lectures. He set up a special computer in the office just for me to use. No, he was fantastic about it."
"So you slept with him to pay for it?"
Candice made a wry face. "Actually, no. He didn't even ask me for sex. I asked him for it after a few months. The only thing he did was to ask me to do my cleaning naked so he could watch. Sometimes he'd play with himself, and after a few months, he'd watch me and jack off. But he never asked me for sex. One day I did that on my own. I walked over and climbed on his lap and asked him to put it inside me. I gave him my virginity because I was falling in love with him. After that we slept together more nights than not. We both knew it wasn't going to last. I was going to graduate this December and then I was going to have to leave. I want to have a family, and I can't do that here. No kids allowed. He was trying to find a way to make it work for both of us when the accident happened. I cried for two whole days when I found out. I don't know what he was working on, but he told me not to give up on him or having a family. I guess that's all gone now. In December I'll move on to a new life. I'll always have Greg to thank for it," she said, wiping tears from her eyes. "Sorry. I better go before I start blubbering again," she said before running from the room.
"I think you misjudged both Greg and her," I said quietly to my wife.
"I'm beginning to wonder if I've misjudged a lot of things. I walked in with a lot of preconceived notions about these girls and this place. Right now I feel a little guilty about how I just treated her. I'm supposed to be better than that."
"We all are," I answered as I stood up and took my pants off. I stripped off my shirt and lay down in nothing but my briefs and socks to nap.
I was having one hell of a sexy dream, Candice sitting on me, bouncing on my dick, her tits flying wildly as her pussy stroked and caressed my engorged head. Up and down she bounced, moaning softly, oh so very softly that I could barely hear her. The smile never left her face as she rode my hard, fat cock. I couldn't help but push my hips up toward her in time with her strokes as my orgasm grew fuller and fuller, nearing the point of no return. She smiled down at me as I felt my body buck hard, pumping shot after shot of cum up into her pussy. "Oh damn," I groaned softly as I felt myself coming. My brain took several long seconds to realize that my body was indeed shooting cum, and that my cock was indeed engulfed by a hot wetness. I looked down toward my hips, my brain expecting to see Candice naked on top of me, but instead I saw a head of red hair over my dick. I could feel a hand gently stroking as she sucked my mushroom head, drawing every drop of my cum into her mouth. "Oh shit," I grunted in surprise, seeing Evelyn twist her head to look at me, trying to grin around my still leaking cock.
She pulled her face from my dick and held a finger to her lips to keep me quiet before lowering her face one more time to softly lick and suck my now softening dick. She stood up next to the bed and pulled my briefs back up over my now deflating dick, and then turned to look down at me as she stood completely naked. She had a tiny triangle of trimmed red hair pointing down between her legs to her creamy, full, round lips and the bright pink inner lips protruding. She reached a hand to mine and guided my fingers to her lips. She adjusted her position so that my hand was in a comfortable position and then mouthed the words "Make me come," silently.
I pushed one finger up into her pussy and rested my thumb on the end of her slit. It only took a few moments for me to work my thumb between her lips to her clit. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back as she lifted her hands to her own breasts. She stood, squeezing and twisting her nipples as I pushed my finger in and out of her pussy and rubbed her clit. She opened her mouth wide and let out a long nearly silent gasp of pleasure as I worked my finger and her thumb inside her. She moved one hand from her breast to her face, covering her mouth and letting out a muffled moan. Moments later her legs trembled and I could feel her juices leaking around my finger as I continued to work it in and out of her pussy, her insides squeezing my finger like it was trying to milk cum from it.
My wife groaned and moved on the bed. Evelyn pulled my hand from between her legs, bent over to pick something up off the floor and then dashed silently out of the bedroom. She walked back to the bedroom door a very few minutes later and knocked on the door frame before walking in.
"Hello? Are you two sleepy heads awake?" she called cheerfully from the doorway. She had on a knee length kimono type robe that was sheer enough as to be partly see through. I could easily make out the bright read areola and the protrusion of her hard nipples above and the triangle of red curls below.
"I'm awake now," I groaned, pretending to just wake up. "Is it dinner time already?"
"I'm afraid so!" she answered.
"Alright," my wife groaned as she pushed herself up to a sitting position and moved her legs off the bed to sit on the edge. "Now I have to figure out what to wear."



"Actually, I have a suggestion, if you're willing," Evelyn said as she stepped into the room. "I know you said you didn't bring anything for a fancy dinner, I thought maybe I could loan you something that would be quite appropriate, yet comfortable." She walked over to the bed and around the end to my wife, holding out a folded, something, hanging over her arm. I watched my wife stand up and take the garment from her. It looked to me to be more of a sexy bathrobe than any kind of dress. She frowned a little and slipped it on, wrapping the material around her body and tying the waist belt similarly to the outfit Evelyn had on. The only real difference was the color and the thickness of the fabric.
"What do you think?" my wife asked, turning to face me. The kimono robe came down to the middle of her thighs and looked to be real silk. "It's a little short."
"I think it's perfect. Only thing that would make it better was if you didn't have a bra on under it," I said, still feeling the effects of the impromptu oral sex Evelyn had given me.
"No bra? Really? Are we back to that again?"
"Just saying, you have a very good looking chest and I like to be able to see your boobs moving around."
"Really? you want me to run around with my tits hanging out?"
"I didn't say hanging out, I said bouncing around. I don't mind if they bounce inside the dress."
My wife shook her head. "Do you believe that?" she asked, looking at Evelyn.
"Actually, I tend to agree. If he likes the look of your breasts unrestrained, why not? Maybe it'll keep his eyes more on you than the other girls?"
"I doubt it," my wife said with a frown.
"Well, you wouldn't be out of place. I doubt there will be a single bra anywhere in the place," she said with a smile. "I'll meet you downstairs in a few?"
"Sure," I answered as she walked to the door and out. "I still think it'd look better without a bra," I said with a shrug as I walked to the suitcase and pulled out a pair of lightweight fishing shorts.
"And of course, if I told you to go without underwear, you'd just take em right off and go without? In those shorts? Knowing just how much they can show?"
I looked at her for a moment. "I will if you do."
She stared back at me for a moment. "Okay, deal. I think you're going to be more embarrassed than I am before the night is done," she said as she started taking the dress back off. I pushed my briefs down, stepped out of them and into the fishing shorts. By the time I had my shorts on and closed up, she had her bra off and the dress back on, her nipples poking the material out on each side. "There! Better?"
"Much!" I agreed with a grin as I walked back to the bed to sit down and put on my shoes again.
"You're not wearing those socks, are you?"
"Why not?"
She walked over to my suitcase and pulled out a pair of ankle socks. She tossed them at me before turning to her own suitcase. She pulled a pair of high heel sandals from the bag and moved to the end of the bed to put them on. It only took a few moments to strip off my socks and put the others on, and the pull my athletic shoes on. We walked out of the bedroom together and headed down the stairs. She held my hand as we walked down to help keep her from accidently falling on the stairs.
"Well, you both look relaxed. I take it you had a nice nap?"
"We did," my wife agreed.
"Good. So, here's a present for you," Evelyn said, holding a small bracelet out to each of us with our names on them.
"I've seen everyone wearing them. Something special about them?" My wife asked, looking at the little bracelet curiously after taking it from Evelyn.
"We are nothing if not high tech. These are your RFID identity bracelets. Everything that happens here, from buying a drink to paying for a massage, or tipping the waitress, is all done by your RFID bracelet. For the customers it detects if they are all inclusive and makes a record of the purchase. For those that are not, it bills everything to the account they have identified. For each purchase, from a drink to paying for the tip of a lap dance, is charged off. The patron makes the purchase on the small pad device the staff all carry, and once it's confirmed it lets them know. For something like a lap dance, the patron makes payment, and the system puts a hold on the funds in their account. Once the dance is done, the patron and the staff both tap the pad with their bracelet and it transfers the funds appropriately. We can get into specifics later. For now, you should know that yours are special. Since you own the place, everything that you pay for comes out of the operating funds. If you tip the waitress at dinner, she gets paid out of our operating budget. Each of you have a special account we set up that tracks your expenditures. Yes, it's private. Your husband doesn't need to know you went to the spa unless you WANT to tell him," she said to my wife with a grin. "Just like if he tips a girl at the club, you won't know unless he tells you."
"Why would he be tipping a girl at the club?" my wife asked quickly.
Evelyn looked at her. "Well, I kind of assumed that you would follow the same pattern that Sally and Greg had. You're in charge of the spa, David is in charge of the dance club, and you both share the responsibilities of the resort and North face."
"I'm in charge of the spa?" my wife asked.
"Yes. You have to audition, for lack of another word, all of the staff in the spa. Your husband is in charge of making sure all the dancers meet the club standards. But we can get into those details later."
"I'm not sure I like the idea of him around all those naked dancing girls," my wife said with a scowl. "Especially after hearing just how far they're expected to go with the customers."
"Just as I'm sure he won't like the idea of you being around all those naked masseurs. We have as many masseurs as we do masseuses. Let's face it, the ladies prefer a naked man rubbing them to a naked woman, and men are just NOT into men rubbing on them at all!" she said with a grin. "And you get to make sure all of them are capable."
"Why are they all naked? Do they have to be? I mean, isn't that an invitation to just do things they shouldn't?" my wife asked.
"What shouldn't they do?"
"Well, have sex?"
Evelyn laughed. "I can tell, you, half of the women that come in to the spa hope that the masseur is a hunky guy and gets a hardon. Some of them will want him to give them a happy ending, some of them will want to play with his dick, as if they are secretly doing something naughty they shouldn't, and some of them will definitely want to feel him massage everywhere, if you know what I mean."
"And you allow that?"
"Jennifer. One thing you have to realize. These couples that are here have already decided on their own, long before they get here, that they are willing to do things they wouldn't do elsewhere. They expect to have interactions, that would normally be forbidden. They have to sign off on a contract before they come that they understand that any actions resulting in extramarital sex are the result and responsibility of the customer. The staff are forbidden from attempting to coerce a customer into sex. They can touch, they can tease, but any actions that involve sex between a customer and staff have to be initiated by the customer, either physically or verbally. We're not going to get pulled into some divorce fight because the wife got fucked when the husband didn't want her to. If she gets fucked, it's because she asked for it, very plainly."
"I see," my wife said quietly. "And I'm supposed to somehow make sure these girls and guys are good at this? Just how am I supposed to do that?"
"I presume just like David will deal with dancers. He has to audition them. I presume you will have them give you a massage and see how well they do."
"Just a massage?" she asked.
"That's up to you," Evelyn said. "If it was me, I think I'd be at least trying to find out just how good some of these young studs are." She paused to let that sink in and then turned to me. "Shall we go eat?"
"I suppose," I answered, suddenly feeling a little overwhelmed at the prospects just lined out. Clearly there was going to be ample opportunity for both of us to engage in plenty of sex outside our marriage. I wondered if our relationship was going to be strong enough to withstand it.
The walk from our residence to the restaurant was only about a quarter mile, several long blocks at most. Along the way we saw any number of people, different ages and shapes and sizes, walking from place to place in the evening light, all completely or mostly naked. Some were clearly enjoying looking at others, hard dick and nipples testifying to their excitement, others seeming to not be the least bit bothered by the nudity around them, or their own. I felt a little conspicuous, both because I was dressed, and also because even though I was dressed, my growing hardon was making a significant bulge in my thin shorts. The bulge was NOT unnoticed by Evelyn, who took any opportunity to brush her hand across it when she thought my wife wasn't looking.
Along the way Evelyn pointed out different important points, such as the general dining hall where the clients and staff both ate, portions of the silver and gold hotel spaces and the path to the staff dorm spaces. She promised a more thorough tour tomorrow. We arrived at the restaurant, which was a bit of a surprise. It was a two story building, with the Point, the high end restaurant, on the second floor, and the Spot, the mid range restaurant, on the first floor. The smells coming from around the building attested to the barbeque being cooked outside the kitchen area, and left my mouth watering.
We walked up the stairs and were immediately guided to a table that I learned was perpetually reserved for us. It was a round table with four seats, all set with silver and crystal, and one seat already filled by a tall, slender blonde woman. She stood up as we approached and stepped toward us. "Mister and Missus Park. I'm glad I get to finally meet you!" she said energetically, holding a hand out to me. "I'm Rachel Evans, but you can call me Rachel or Miss Rachel. I'll be helping you both manage the club and the spa."
I took her hand and shook it, trying not to stare at the semi-sheer, powder-blue gown, made of several layers of cloth, which shifted against each other as she moved, making her body become visible and then invisible again as they moved. It was an extremely tantalizing effect. I looked up at her face just in time to see where her eyes were fixed, which made her blush slightly when she realized that we were both doing the same thing. I let go of her hand and she moved it to my wife. "I am so looking forward to working with you on the spa and the store. It's been almost overwhelming trying to keep both the club and spa running alone since the accident."
"The store?" my wife asked.
"Oh, maybe I'm spilling the beans. We recently opened a store in the spa. Massage and tanning oils, lubricants, toys, and lingerie. We only opened about a month before the accident and it's been such a hit we can barely keep the shelves filled," she said as she stepped back.
"Um. I see. This is the first I've heard of that," my wife said, looking at Evelyn.
"I'm sorry. I really didn't want to overload you with too much at once," Evelyn apologized. "We'll get a chance to see it tomorrow. I've booked a mid morning couples massage for you both tomorrow. I thought it would be nice after running around in the dirt on four wheelers," she said with a smile.
"Well, okay. I guess I can see that," my wife answered as I stepped behind a chair and pulled it out for her. She settled into the chair and I took the one next to her. Evelyn sat next to me and Rachel moved back to the seat she had previously.
The waitress came almost immediately to suggest drinks and take a drink order, as well as place the single sheet of the night's menu before each of us. She was naked, except for a black satin collar with a single gold button, a pair of black satin cuffs, that looked like shirt sleeve cuffs without the shirt sleeves, also with a gold button, a semi-sheer apron with pockets on the front to hold her pad and other items, her bracelet and a pair of black high heels. She had a pretty substantial chest that wiggled and swayed with each move she made, her nipples pierced with two large, silver barbells. It didn't take long for me to realize that her movements were very deliberately designed to make her big breasts either push out toward me or to hang and swing as he bent slightly more often than she really needed to. Once our drink order was made, she departed.
"Tell me, was the waitress chosen for us, or was it random?" I asked Evelyn quietly.
"I'll be honest. I'm making personnel choices to maximize the impact. It didn't take long for me to realize you enjoyed big breasts and adjust my staffing to enhance those attributes," she said with a smile. "Just like tomorrow will include some eye candy for your wife."
"Well, you've done a superb job so far," I said with a wink. "So, what's good to eat?"
"Oh lord, everything. I'm going to have the grilled snapper tonight. It's one of my favorites," she answered.
I looked at the menu. "This is all pretty expensive," I said quietly.
"Actually, no. Cost wise it's about a third of what the menu price is. But even then, you don't pay for it. It comes out of the business expenses. We're catering to couples paying a thousand dollars a night, they expect absolute quality and pampering."
"And this is how it's always worked? With Nancy and Greg?"
"Absolutely!" Evelyn assured me.
"In that case, I'll have the surf and turf special," I answered, looking up at the waitress who had come back and was hovering nearby with her little pad. Almost as soon as I said it, she'd recorded it and was waiting for the next order. "How about you hon?"
"Shrimp alfredo sounds perfect. I could use some pasta. Can they do a nice salad with it?" My wife asked Evelyn.
"What kind of dressing would you like?" the young waitress asked almost immediately, startling my wife who apparently didn't realize she was standing behind her.
"Oh, um, what kind do you have?"
"Anything and everything. If we don't have it, we'll be happy to custom make it."
"Then a raspberry vinaigrette would be nice."
"Done!" she answered.
"I'll have the boneless wing selection," Rachel added to the order.
"Very well. We'll have that all up in a moment. Would you please swipe your bracelet Mister Parks?" the waitress said, holding out her pad.
I held up my arm and she tapped the pad to it and then, with a smile, tapped her own bracelet to it and walked away.
"Is that woman pregnant?" my wife asked suddenly, looking at the waitress a few tables away, leaning toward a male customer, her big breasts and very dark nipples and areola hanging down tantalizingly.
"Yes, that's Tasha," Evelyn answered quickly. "No matter how hard you prepare, sometimes mother nature bypasses mister science. In this case, we're pretty sure that the antibiotic she was on for an infection on her ankle reduced the effectiveness of her birth control."
"So what happens?"
"Well, just like we're not responsible for marital issues arising from the visit, we don't hold the customer responsible for something like this. If it does happen, the young lady has several choices: abort the fetus, carry it to term and let it be adopted, or carry it to term and keep it. The third means they have to leave the resort. Children are expressly forbidden on this side of the fence. In this case, Tasha didn't believe in abortion, so she's carrying it to term. A nice couple down in Reno that has been trying unsuccessfully for several years to have one of their own is going to adopt it at birth."
"I thought you didn't allow unprotected sex?" I asked her quietly.
"In the club, absolutely not. You never know what is going to happen there. On this side of fence, all platinum guests must have a standard STD screening test before coming. And our workers are all screened weekly as well."
"Why only platinum?" my wife asked.
"Platinum customers are the only level that the staff is allowed to have unprotected sex with. It's one of the perks they enjoy. Any staff member that they can convince is welcome to pleasure them completely. Of course, those same staff are well compensated."
"You mean you pay them to have sex?" my wife asked incredulously.
"Of course not. If the customer wants to enjoy something like that, they have to come to terms with the staff themselves. Look over at Tasha. She's already given them dessert and now the man is going to try and buy her favor. See how she's already letting him rub her stomach? He probably has a fantasy of having sex with a young pregnant woman," she said as she raised a hand and another young woman came over. "May I have your pad a moment? Thank you," Evelyn said, taking the small pad from the waitress. She touched her bracelet to the pad and scrolled down a few pages of information I couldn't quite see. "Ahh. Yes, I see. This could be quite interesting, and instructive," Evelyn said, touching something on the pad to log herself off and then handing it back to the waitress, who then scurried off.
"The gentleman has had several encounters, apart from his wife. She may or may not know about them. They've been here almost five days and are due to leave tomorrow. She had her first sexual encounter today, skinny dipping in the river with three other women who convinced the male guide to have sex with them all. He probably doesn't know that yet, either. If you look at him, he thinks of himself as god's gift to women. Right now he's asking permission to touch her breasts, to which she just said he could, if he made it worth her while."
"How can you know that?"
"I've learned to read people, and lips," Evelyn answered with a grin. "Just watch now. He just tipped her a hundred dollars," she said as the man started to stroke her big tits. Tasha leaned toward him, allowing him better access and also almost touching his face with her big, soft breasts. "He just asked if he can suck her nipples. I'm sure you can guess what her response was."
"More money?" my wife asked, watching the couple.
"You got it. He agreed," Evelyn said as Tasha twisted a little further to bring one of her now-hard nipples to his lips. "Oh this is going to get quite interesting. Look at the body language of the wife. She's figured out his game."
"What is his game?" my wife asked quietly.
"He wants to have sex with her. Right here in front of his wife," Evelyn answered. "If I were a betting woman, after yesterday she's not going to let it go unchallenged."
"Unchallenged how?"
"His wife will let this play out until he's having sex with her. Then she's going to get that busboy she's been eyeing for the last ten minutes to do the same to her."
"And you know all this?"
"I've seen it played out so many times I've lost count. Just watch, you'll see."
While we waited for our food, we watched the story unfold. The man's fingers, stroking her stomach, started to move down to her pussy. Tasha let his fingers get all the way to the ever so tiny strip of curls on her mound, and then pulled his hand back to her stomach, all the while letting him suck her nipples, one after the other. He broke his suction on her nipple after she moved his hand away a second time and whispered something to her. She laughed and shook her head. He kissed her nipple and then nibbled it, drawing a little gasp and moan from her lips, which I wasn't entirely sure was real. He whispered something again. She seemed to think about it for a few moments and then nodded, this time not moving his hand as he stroked slowly down over her mound and pressed his fingers between her legs. I could see his fingers working between her legs, teasing her lips and then, finally, pressing one finger between them. Her hand came down quickly, pulling his back away and then setting it on her lips again. Apparently the agreement had been to touch her, not push into her lips. He groaned in frustration as she let her hand move to his lap, apparently trying to balance herself, but in the process landing her hand on the bulge in his pants. He chuckled and whispered something again, to which she thought for a moment without answering. He whispered again and she nodded, moving her legs apart to give him more access.



I could see her hand moving but the table blocked me from seeing what she was doing. It didn't take much imagination as he closed his eyes for a moment. I was sure she'd just opened his pants and worked his dick out. He groaned softly and his left hand worked between her legs, stroking her clit, while his right slipped between her legs from behind. She let out a gasp and gave him a stern look. No doubt he'd pushed a finger into her pussy. He chuckled and whispered again. She tilted her head back and pushed her pussy toward him slightly. Her hand lifted from his lap and pulled the pad she'd set on the table toward her. I saw her touch the screen and then touch her bracelet to it. He grinned and touched his too.
She pushed the screen away and then moved to sit on his lap, sitting astraddle him, facing him. Both hands lifted to her breasts, guiding first one hard nipple to his mouth and then another. Her hips worked back and forth, grinding her pussy against his dick, little moans and gasps seeming to come from her. One hand reached from her tit and wrapped around her. She stopped moving, staring at him intently. He looked back at her almost shyly and then whispered something more. She shook her head in response. Again he whispered, and she shook her head again. The third time she thought about it, looked around the room, as if checking to see who might be watching, and then nodded. She twisted to get her pad again. After they touched bracelets to the pad, she set it down. She looked around the room again, clearly pretending that this was something she wasn't supposed to do. She lifted herself, without looking at him, looking across the room as if checking for someone or something, and then sat down again.
From the look on his face, there was no doubt what she had done. She began to slowly lift and lower herself, slowly fucking his cock right there at the table in front of his wife. It was her turn to say something. We couldn't hear it, but the look on his face was almost startled for a moment. Then he shrugged as Tasha continued to ride up and down on him. He said something to her again, this time she shook her head emphatically. I couldn't see her face, but I got the idea that whatever he asked for was a very hard no. He asked something again as she went back to riding him, the two of them ignoring the wife, who got up and walked from the table.
Just as Evelyn had predicted, she walked straight to one of the bus boys. She stood in front of him, clearly asking him a question. He shrugged a moment, and answered something. In response she turned around and he reached for the zipper of her dress. She shrugged it off and stood completely naked in front of him. She reached for his dick and grasped it, stroking it as it slowly hardened. I was so busy watching him, I almost didn't see Tasha say no again to something. The man got a frustrated look on his face and then said something again. Tasha looked around the room and then nodded. She twisted to get the pad again as the wife walked back to the table, the busboy following, holding her hand. She stood in front of her husband as Tasha started bouncing on him more earnestly. She took the tablet from the busboy and tapped something on it, to which he smiled and nodded.
The wife, not bad looking at all for a forty year old woman, bent over the table, staring straight at her husband and giving us a fantastic view of her partly-shaved pussy. She spread her legs apart and the busboy stepped behind her. We could see him rub his head up and down her slit several times and then push it into her. She stiffened and moaned so loudly we could hear it halfway across the room.
Tasha never stopped her bouncing, completely ignoring the wife and busboy. The husband however, was torn between what Tasha was doing, playing with her tits while she rode him, and watching his wife now being fucked right in front of him. In and out, the busboy pushed, driving hard into her so the table shook each time he slapped against her bare ass. She watched her husband intently as Tasha pushed the last buttons and he stiffened and groaned. I knew he was coming inside Tasha, who climaxed with him, though I doubted it was genuine. To her this was a game, a game that made her lots of money.
The wife was clearly getting closer and closer to climax herself, the busboy pounding into her. She lifted herself onto her elbows, and I could see her C-cup tits swinging wildly under her chest as she was fucked from behind. It was easy to see her orgasm wash over her. Surprisingly, the busboy continued to stroke into her as she climaxed, pushing her orgasm even higher until she was shaking and trembling. I could see her juices dripping in a small stream down his balls to the floor as she climaxed around his cock.
"And there you go," Evelyn said after a few moments. "That couple just did something they never expected to do, they both enjoyed an intense and probably fantastic orgasm, and you made a ton of money, as did Justin, the busboy, and Tasha."
"We made money?"
"Certainly. Knowing Tasha, he probably paid a thousand dollars for that orgasm. She gets half, the house gets half. The busboy probably settled for a lot less. The guys don't make nearly as much. I'd say about six hundred for that quick fuck. And he didn't have to come, so he's still hard and can go around again with another customer once he washes up."
"And Tasha?"
"She'll go clean up and be back waiting her tables in ten or fifteen minutes," Evelyn said. "Ahhh. Dinner!"
I looked and our large-chested waitress was bringing a tray of plates out. She set our food out for us, made sure we were settled, even opening my napkin and setting it in my lap. She pressed her hand against my hardon as she did, letting me know that she understood I was turned on, opening the door for me to make any suggestions I wanted.
I nodded my appreciation, but let it go at that.
"And this kind of thing goes on all the time?" my wife asked quietly.
"It does," Evelyn answered my wife. "The customer provides the fantasy, we provide the means to achieve it. Be it being pleasured during a massage, taking a dip with a hunk in the river, or getting fucked while tied off to the side of a mountain."
"And the other levels? Silver and gold?"
"They can still do all those things. The only limitation is silver and gold level MUST wear condoms if they penetrate one of the girls and our gentlemen will wear a condom to penetrate them. Otherwise, it's whatever you can talk your guide or server into."
"How do you hang around this all day without getting turned on all the time?" I asked.
"Who says we don't?" Rachel asked me. "I do all the time."
"So, what do you do?" My wife asked.
"What else? Have sex. I can choose to let myself be seduced by a guest, just like the rest of the staff, or I can choose to play with one of the off duty staff members."
"I think I should explain the rules, so to speak, that the guests are given," Evelyn said quietly. "Since all the guests are here for the same thing, anything between guests is quite fine. No holds barred, except things like rough sex or bondage. There are just too many problems with that kind of thing. We specialize in sensual contact, not the really kinky stuff. Our staff are not allowed to start anything sexual, but they are allowed to respond. If a guest starts to flirt, they are allowed to flirt back. If a guest asks for a sexual favor of any kind, the staff is more than able to respond, for a price of course. That said, you might have to decide very soon if you are going to allow yourself to be included in these interactions."
"You mean, have sex with guests?" I asked a little surprised.
"Yes, that's exactly what I mean."
"Why would I have to decide that soon? We're just here to get a feel for what this all is," I answered.
"You may get a lot more feel for the business than you planned. Greg used to enjoy interacting with both the staff and the guests. In this case, look over there. The lady in the gray dress."
I looked across the room and saw a table with a single woman sitting at it in a lightweight, gray summer dress. She was staring directly at me, and smiled when she saw that I was looking at her. She sat, a half-eaten piece of cake on the plate in front of her. She had one hand on her face, the fingernail of her pinky finger was in her mouth, between her red, lipstick-painted lips. Her other hand was gently stroking one fingernail back and forth across her right breast, teasing her hard, protruding nipple through the thin material of her dress. "She's flirting with me? Why?"
"Not all women want their men to be twenty something. Some like their men a little older, a little gentler, a little more experienced," Rachel said with a grin.
"Well, she's definitely flirting with you," Evelyn said quietly. "And she's not the type that takes no for an answer."
I looked at Evelyn in surprise. "How would you know that?"
"I make it a point to know the important guests. She's the CEO of a large company. Her husband is currently off on an overnight camping trip with one of the staff members, so that leaves her alone tonight to find companionship of her own. And it looks like she's found a target of opportunity."
"And if I don't want to be her target of opportunity?"
"I guess that's up to you. But it would be unfortunate if she was left with a bad taste in her mouth."
"So, you're telling me that my husband is supposed to go play footsie with a bigwig to keep the company reputation up?" my wife said.
"Well, I wouldn't call if footsie. But you might consider taking her to the luau tonight. Spend a little time with her. She might NOT want to go take a tumble in bed."
"Or she might," my wife said.
"I think I need to go talk to her," I said. "Make my apologies. I'm not sure I'm quite ready for all that yet."
"That's your choice. You could just sit here and ignore it."
"I vote you ignore it," my wife said sternly. "I'm not comfortable with any of this."
"I'm not sure you have the choice any longer," Evelyn said quietly. "She's coming to you."
I looked up, and sure enough, the woman was coming toward us. She walked up to the table and stood expectantly. "Good evening," she said with a smile.
I stood up and stepped around the table. "Good evening. I'm David Parks. This is my wife, Jennifer," I said, motioning to my wife.
"Mrs Parks," the woman said with a smile "I'm Felicia."
"Felicia. I don't want to sound rude, but we just took over the facility and we're just here to get a handle on what all it entails."
"Ahhhhh. New ownership. That can always be exciting," she answered. "So then you're technically staff?"
"I suppose you could consider us staff," I agreed.
"In that case," she said with a smile, stepping closer. She reached out as she stepped closer, letting her arms slide around my neck and pulling us together. "Since it's the goal of the staff to make the guests happy, that sounds like a perfect opportunity to get to know each other better."
"Felicia. I really don't think," I started to respond.
"Oh, but I do. I think you are EXACTLY what I need."
"You do? Why?"
She grinned. "Your wife knows exactly what I mean."
I looked over my shoulder at my wife, who was rolling her eyes and shaking her head slightly. "I really don't think this will work. Maybe another time," I said quietly.
She shrugged and leaned her face to mine and kissed me in a long, slow, erotic kiss that was actually quite a turn on. She broke the kiss and loosened her grip on my neck. She stepped back and let her hands slide down my chest to my shorts. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of my shorts and tugged, just hard enough to pop the snap. "Oops. Look what happened!" she said with a grin.
I reached down and held her hands. "Felicia. Please. Not here," I whispered.
She made a little head bob, the smile still on her face. "Well, if you want me to finish the job, you know where to find me. I'll be all alone all night, and naked of course. If you have to, bring your wife. I'm sure we can keep her busy as well." With that she turned and headed back to her table. She sat down and went back to looking at me.
"That was, um, uncomfortable," I said as I moved back to my seat.
"I think you handled it quite well," Evelyn said with a smile. "Said no, but left the door open. Couldn't have done better myself."
"She really wanted me to come along and, what? Have sex with her too?" My wife asked incredulously.
"Some women don't mind playing both ways," Evelyn said with a grin. "I know I don't. Some women even enjoy it. Take that couple over there, across the room in the far corner. I can tell from here what she's looking for."
We both looked across the room to a table in the far corner, a very young looking waitress laughing and flirting with the couple. As we watched, the woman dipped her finger into the chocolate frosting of the half-eaten cake in front of her and reached up to rub some on both the young waitress' nipples. She licked her finger clean and then circled her arm around the waitress to draw her to the table between her husband and herself. The two licked the young woman's nipples, making her giggle and wiggle until they had cleaned the chocolate off both nipples.
"Is that girl even old enough to be here? I mean she can't be more than sixteen." My wife said. "That's disgusting. A young girl like that!"
"Trust me Jennifer. She is NOT sixteen," Evelyn said. She motioned to a waitress walking by and asked her to go get Marylyn. The waitress walked away and across the room to the young girl. She looked over at us and walked toward us. Her body looked every bit that of a sixteen year old. Not a hair on her pussy or mound could be seen as she walked toward us.
"Yes Miss Evelyn?" she asked as she approached our table.
"Marylyn. This is mister and missus Parks. They are the new owners of Wild Horse. Would you tell them how old you are?"
"I'll be twenty two next week," she said with a grin.
"You look, well, like a teenager!" my wife said quickly.
"I know. I know it won't last forever, though," she said with a sigh.
"So what's the arrangement?" Evelyn asked her quietly. "Baby sitter?"
"Yes ma'am. I'm supposed to be there when they get back from the show at nine. They want to catch me playing with myself on their sofa."
"Not surprised. That seems to be a popular choice. How much?"
"Twenty five hundred for the night," she answered. "She wants to watch her husband fuck me and then lick his cum from my young, little pussy," she said with a naughty grin.
"And you let them do that? Just fuck you like that?" my wife said in surprise.
"Missus Parks is still trying to understand what motivates the girls here," Evelyn said quietly.
"Actually, I enjoy the role playing. When I was a teenager I'd have never even considered doing something like this. but some couples fantasize about this kind of thing. Mrs. Eddings over there caught her babysitter actually masturbating on the sofa one time. This is just living out what she wanted to do, but couldn't."
"But you LIKE doing this? Having sex with who knows how many people?"
"It's just sex. I mean, if I have it, why not use it to make money."
"Is that all it's about? Money?"
She laughed a little. "I enjoy the attention, and I have enough money in the bank now to buy a house when I decide not to work here anymore. By the time I'm done I'll have finished my degree online in Human Resources."
"All our onsite staff, with a few exceptions, are required to be working on some kind of continuing education. We want our staff to be able to move on to a regular life when they choose to leave. No one stays in the industry for that long. It's not a life long profession," Evelyn said. "Thank you, Marylyn. You can go back if you want."
"Yes ma'am," she said before turning and walking away.
"She'll make half of that. Twelve hundred dollars for a night isn't exactly bad money," Rachel said. "So, now that we've eaten. Should we talk about the club and spa?"
We talked about the spa first, learning all about the different things they had to offer, from massages, to saunas and pools and soaking mineral baths. It seemed like there wasn't anything that you couldn't get there. Sally had previously been in charge, and it seemed that my wife would be the most logical person to manage that facility, releasing Rachel to return to managing the club.
That was the next topic, the club. I was surprised to learn that in addition to being a regular men's fare strip club, there were some nights reserved for other things, like twice a month lady's nights with male dancers, twice a month amateur nights, where local girls could come in and dance, as well as any guests who would like to take a stab at the pole. They even had once a month lesbian and gay nights. The thing I found most interesting was the couples nights. The dancers paired up as mixed couples and danced on stage together, and would then mingle with the couples only crowd to encourage them to do private dances.
"So, I don't get it. Sure I can see a woman giving a man a lap dance, but how does a guy give a woman a lap dance? I mean, having a guy grinding his butt on my lap isn't going to entice me to do anything," my wife said with a frown.
"You've never had a lap dance?" Rachel asked, looking a little surprised. "Not at a bachelorette party or anything like that?"
"Never," my wife responded with a little shrug
"Would you like to find out what one is like? We could have one of our male dancers give you a short one."
"Male dancers?"
Rachel motioned to the far wall where several young men sat, watching the dwindling number of attended tables. "All of our busboys also work in the club as dancers. As do our masseurs, our horse trail guides, and four wheeler guides, and mechanics," she answered y wife. "It helps keep them busy and ads extra money to their pockets."
"So, they're all dancers?" my wife asked, looking across the room at the four young men sitting on stools against the wall chatting with each other.
"They are. Is there one that you find attractive?"
"Attractive?" my wife asked. "I've never really thought about it. I guess that one with the short, blond hair isn't too bad looking."
"Ahhh. Eddie. Good choice," Rachel said with a grin. She motioned and in a few moments the guys figured out that the blond one was being called over. "Eddie. This is Missus Parks. She's one of the new owners."
"Good to meet you ma'am," Eddie said politely, holding his hand out. My wife took his hand even though I could tell that her eyes were glued to his completely bare dick that was at eye level.
"Yes," she said, blushing slightly.
"Missus parks has never had a lap dance before. She's kind of curious about what a man can do in a lap dance that is, let's say, stimulating. I thought maybe you'd give her a short one, just to give her an idea."
"Be my pleasure," he said with a smile. He moved to my wife's chair, and with little effort managed to lift her chair with her in it, pulling her back from the table a couple feet. "Feel free to ask anything you wish," he said as he stepped in front of her.
"Here," Rachel said, setting her cell phone on the table, which started to softly play a rock song that would certainly have been appropriate for a strip club.
Eddie reached out for my wife's hands and pulled them to his hips as he started to rock and gyrate, swinging his dick around in front of her. He only did it a few moments before he moved her hands to his dick, letting her hold him while he rocked and gyrated. I could see his dick starting to grow in her hands as he moved, his motions almost fucking her hands. It hadn't gone on too long before his hands were rubbing her shoulders and slowly working down the front of the kimono style dress. I saw my wife blush as his hands reached her nipples, rubbing them through the thin, silky material. It didn't take long for me to realize that her nipples were definitely growing more prominent in the thin dress as she held his dick in her hands.



His hands moved side to side and up and down over her big breasts, finally sliding up far enough that as they slid down again, they were inside the dress. She gasped slightly as his fingers closed around her nipples inside the material of the dress. The most surprising thing was that she neither let go of his dick, nor stopped his hands from playing with her breasts inside the dress.
"And you do this with all your clients?" my wife asked breathlessly.
"To start with," he answered. "If they want to tip more, I do more."
"How much more?" my wife asked in a whisper.
He grinned and pulled his hands from her dress and then reached down to the waistband. He untied the square knot holding the belt closed and then as he danced, teased the dress slowly apart. He put his hands on hers and guided her to move his dick head to her nipples and then wiggled himself so that his head rubbed back and forth across her hard nipples, which were now completely exposed as the dress spread wider and hung from her shoulders. He took her hand and guided them higher too, sliding his dick in and out of her hands so that his head disappeared into them and then pushed out again toward her. He moved his dick toward her face and then rubbed his head across her lips. I was shocked to see my wife open her mouth and let him push his dick inside, pumping it in and out of her mouth and hands half a dozen times before pulling back fully clear of her hands.
"About now, for a big enough tip, I'd stand her up and take off all her clothes and put this someplace else," he said softly, letting his hands tease across her bare breasts and rock hard nipples.
My wife blushed brightly and pulled the dress closed around her again. "I think I get the idea," she whispered breathlessly.
"Usually a single woman is more cautious and reserved," Rachel said quietly. "But if you get them to go two or three in a group, then they get quite a bit more active, sucking and helping him rub it all over them. Some dancers like to have a little spray whip cream that the ladies can lick off. We of course keep lubricant and condoms in the rooms so that the dancers, both male or female, are protected. It's a requirement that condoms are used in the club at all times."
"So, all the male customers wear condoms in the club?" I asked a little surprised. "Even our platinum customers?"
"Required," Rachel answered as the dancer knelt down in front of my wife and leaned toward her, pushed her dress apart again. I was surprised to see her not object to his opening her dress again or leaning toward her to gently kiss each nipple before moving up to kiss her lips.
He pressed his lips to hers for long seconds before he pulled away and whispered, "I hope I'll see you later and get to finish this?"
"Oh goodness," my wife whispered, blushing even more brightly. She looked over at me with her eyes wide and then frowned. "What? It's not like Evelyn didn't suck your dick before we came to dinner." my wife said accusingly, clearly trying to shift things away from what she had just done in front of me.
"Huh?"
My wife rolled her eyes. "You think I didn't hear you coming?"
"I didn't know you did," I answered honestly.
"So, I guess now you know what a male lap dance is like," Rachel said quickly, trying to abort the fight she thought was coming. "Anyway. On ladies night the gentlemen dance for the ladies, and on couples nights the men dance for the ladies and vise versa. Like I said before, inside the club, on that side of the fence, so to speak, our staff ALWAYS use condoms. We don't know where it's been or what it might have. So we protect our girls. If a customer tries to penetrate without a condom on, they are summarily tossed out, naked or half naked, doesn't matter. All the girl has to do is press the red button in the private room and they'll get a bouncer. On this side of the fence, obviously, for a price you can go bareback. That's' because on this side of the wire, we have traceability. We know exactly which guests each staff member has been with and how far they went. Platinum guests have to have an STD test before they come, and they are not required to wear condoms at any time. Gold can buy their freedom from a condom for a price and a check for STDs at the camp infirmary."
"Sounds like a lot of trouble to get rid of the condom," I answered.
"That's the idea. Sex work is legal here in the state, but we want to minimize the risks to our staff, so we minimize methods of transfer. With things like AIDS, well, you can't be too careful."
"Sounds reasonable," I answered. "So, what else do you do at the club? I guess there's a bar?"
"We have a full-service bar. We also have dance cages. Once the girls are off the main stage, they can either mingle, or they can dance in a cage. If they mingle they must have their pants on, so to speak: some kind of covering over their pussy. Patrons are not allowed to touch inside there unless they have gone to a private room. For a tip a girl can dance in a cage for them, and they can do that naked. A lot of girls use it as an invitation to go to a back room. They dance and play with themselves with the customer standing right there next to them. They just can't touch through the cage bars. Some of the girls push that a little, especially if it's a slow night. I've seen a few back up to the bars and push their pussy right into the face of a patron. If he happens to lick it, well, not much we can do to prevent it. Once they go to the private room, the minimum is a hundred for three songs, with full nudity of the dancer by the end of the second song. The patron is not allowed to be naked for that and they are not allowed to touch the dancers between the legs. They have to go to the two-fifty level for a thirty minute private dance if they want any of that. For two-fifty the dancer will be naked by the end of the third dance, about ten minutes, and by the end of the sixth the patron, if they want it, can be naked. That costs another hundred. She'll rub and grind all over him until the end of the thirty minutes. If he wants more. For another hundred she can stroke him off, or if she wants, she can allow him to put on a condom and penetrate. Most girls only go that far for a total of six hundred or more."
"That's a lot of money," my wife said, "for a little sex."
"It's a lot more than a hooker will cost you, but then, hookers don't dance and who knows where it's been. Our girls are all checked out weekly," Evelyn said frankly.
"So you said that I would be responsible for auditioning new girls?" I asked.
"Yes. Basically you have to come to amateur night and watch. If you see a girl with a red bracelet, they are auditioning. You look and see if you think they're sexy enough. If so, you can have them do a private dance for you. How far you let that private dance go, well, Greg used to enjoy this part of the job, so he let the girls go as far as they wanted," Rachel said with a grin. "And some of these girls really want the job."
"I don't know that my husband is going to be letting a bunch of naked girls spent time on his lap, so just put that out of your mind, honey!" my wife said quickly.
"Well, just remember," Evelyn answered for me, "you have to audition all the male dancers. And some of them really want the job as well. the only difference is those aren't done on amateur night. They're all in private auditions!"
"You're saying I have to audition men to do what, well, what he did?" my wife said, looking almost shocked.
"I'm sure you don't want David auditioning them, do you?"
"CERTAINLY NOT!" my wife responded.
"Well, if you stay, that's part of the job. One of the more pleasurable parts too, in my book." Rachel grinned.
"So who'd doing it now?" my wife asked.
"I have," Rachel answered her. "And I make sure they can give a woman a really good time!"
I could see a young lady wave to us from across the room and then disappear. "Well, one thing that we pride ourselves on is letting the staff have input on how things run. If they have good ideas, we try to incorporate them. Some time back one of the young ladies working for us asked if they could make their own show on the off nights. It's become a regular and decidedly popular attraction. We don't derive any income from it, but the dancers are free to mingle and even invite the guests to participate. Whatever tips they get from the show, or after, are theirs. It just so happens that tonight is the off night for the club and it's the hula show. So if you'd like to retire with us to the patio, you can get a firsthand look at how seriously the staff take their jobs here," Evelyn said before standing up.
I stood up and held a hand out for my wife, who picked up her drink, the third of the night. We walked to the huge patio by the outside pool which had dozens of small, round tables with umbrellas on it. At one end was a slightly raised stage area under a pergola that was laced with all kinds of rope and small, hanging lights, giving it a very intimate soft lighting. Evelyne led us to one of the small tables, each only large enough for three or four people. This one had a reserved sign on it. We turned our seats toward the stage and settled into them.
The show was a Hawaiian hula type show. A myriad of topless girls, wearing nothing but grass skirts, demonstrated a variety of native Hawaiian dances, from the very soft and fluid hula to much more energetic dance moves that had their tits bouncing and flying wildly. In between the girls' dances were some combination dances that included some of the male dancers. I was actually surprised at how many there were. Evelyn informed us that many also worked in the horse stables and ATV barns as well as the spa. We were even treated to one young man doing a very good act juggling burning torches.
I kept glancing at my wife, who I would have expected to be frowning and generally displaying disapproval at the half naked women on the stage. To my utter surprise, she seemed mesmerized by the act.
At the end of the act, all the dancers, men and women, moved out into the guest area and selected guests to draw up onto the stage with them. I wasn't at all surprised that my wife and I were included. Jason, the young man that had driven us from the airstrip pulled my wife by both hands to the stage while a very buxom, long-haired brunette pulled me from my chair. We were drawn to the stage and music started again, this time one of the middle speed Hawaiian songs that they had danced to. The music had just started and a misting system that was used during the day to cool the pergola area turned on. The roughly four dozen of us on the stage area began being rained on by a pleasantly warm mist, the water not evaporating nearly as quickly now as it did during the day.
As the young woman tried to teach me the dance moves that seemed so natural to her, the water collected on us, beading up on her body into tiny droplets that rolled down her and dripped off her big, lightly bouncing breasts. My shirt was quickly getting wet and, almost as if planned, she moved her hands to mine, and pulled them up into the air. She coaxed me to hold my hands above my head and moved her hands to my shirt tail. She pulled my shirt up and pushed it up my arms until she had it off, her big, soft tits now pressing wetly to my chest.
I glanced over at my wife. Jason had undone the belt of her kimono style dress and was pushing the now open dress off her shoulders, completely exposing her body as it down her arms to the deck. He leaned toward her and pressed his chest against her tits as he began rubbing his body against hers as they danced, his fat hardon working between her thighs. My attention was pulled suddenly back to the young lady in front of me as she the front of my shorts open. I looked down at the young lady in front of me, grinning up as she let my shorts fall around my ankles, letting my raging hardon poke out at her. She squatted down in front of me and coaxed my feet up one after the other, until my shorts were free and I was standing there in nothing but my shoes.
The young lady closed her lips and hand around my hard dick. "Oh damn," I groaned softly as she pressed my cock deep into her mouth. I glanced over at my wife, Jason's hands massaging her breasts and teasing her nipples. Somewhere along the line while I was distracted by my dancer, he had pushed her panties down to her thighs, and as he stood in front of her, his hands holding hers high above her head, he pressed himself to her again Her soft tits pressed against his chest, and his hardon, poking out of the grass skirt he had on, slipped between her thighs, this time rubbing against her now bare pussy.
I expected an explosion from her, but instead she just gasped blushed red behind the droplets of water that were dripping down her face from her now saturated hair. The two of them moved to the music, his dick sliding between her thighs, stroking her pussy with each push they made at each other.
"Now this is interesting," I heard from bedide me, recognizing the voice as the woman from across the restaurant.
"Huh?" I asked as the young woman that was slowly sucking my dick pulled off my cock and moved back, pushed slightly by one of Felicia's hands.
Felecia took my hands and lifted them in the air, holding them up like the other guests and dancers were doing, pressing her body against mine, her rock hard nipples pressing to my chest as she moved herself to let my dick slip between her thighs, much like Jason had done to my wife. "Mmmmmmmm I like this," she whispered as the young woman stood next to us, pressing her tits against us as she rubbed her hands up and down both Felicia and my bare backs and butts. Felecia rocked with me, pulling my attention back from what Jason was doing with my wife every time I glanced back at them.
"This is very nice," she whispered, "but it could be nicer. Why don't you make it nicer for us, sweetie?" she added turning her head to the brunette that was rubbing herself against us.
"With pleasure," she whispered back. I felt her shift her body and moments later I felt the young lady's fingers pushing against my cock head. Felecia arch her back and I felt a warm wetness envelop my head and much of my rock hard shaft.
"Oh god yes," Felecia moaned softly as my cock pushed into her further, standing with our hands clasped high above our heads. "Fuck me," she whispered before pressing her lips softly to mine.
I didn't even have to work at it. Felecia was doing all the work stroking herself on my cock, moaning softly into my mouth as she tried to keep her lips pressed to mine. After watching all the sex play going on in the restaurant, and the young lady's fantastic tits jiggling around, I couldn't help myself. I started humping back at Felecia, pushing my cock hard into her with each thrust. She moaned into my mouth again before breaking the kiss to whisper that she was coming. I felt her pussy contract around me as she stopped moving, her whole body seeming to tremble and shudder in climax moments before my body bucked hard. I felt surge after surge of cum push into her pussy as she dropped her arms and pulled us tightly together. I could feel her chest heaving as she panted for breath, her hard nipples rubbing my chest as we stood there.
"OH FUCK!" I heard my wife gasp, causing me to jerk my head to see what had happened. To my total and utter shock, she was standing, her tits pressed against Jason, her body jerking and shuddering in a massive orgasm. I'd only seen her climax that way a few times in all our married life, but the times she had there was no denying the intensity. She stood there, his chest pressed to hers, his hips pushing slowly in and out of her climaxing pussy. I could see little beads of water running down her body and her legs, soaking her underwear, which was still bunched up around her thighs. Her face looked anything but placid. She looked almost terrified, but she stood there, her feet rooted to the stage, unmoving. "Ohhhhhh god," she moaned as the jerks and tremors faded from her. She stepped back from Jason abruptly and looked down.
I could see his cock glistening with her cum, a little string of his cum leaking from the tip of his head to drip down toward the deck. As she looked down at her own crotch I could see a glob of cum drip from her pussy to the crotch of her panties. She reached down between her legs and wiped her crotch with her fingers, pulling away her cum covered fingers. She looked at Jason, a cross of shock and pleading on her face, almost desperate for him to say what had happened hadn't actually happened. She looked over at me next, her head shaking slightly side to side as if to say no, but at the same time, staring at me, this time definitely pleading, though for what I wasn't sure.
She suddenly pulled up her underwear, turned, and practically ran from the patio.
"Oh shit," I said quietly.
"I think you have a job to do."
"Yeah?"
"Of course, It's your wife. You need to go tell her it's alright. That's what she's afraid of, that you won't accept what just happened, that somehow it will affect how you feel about her. She's a woman that just cheated for the first time, not only on her husband, but in front of him. She's scared. Go take her. Hold her. Love her. Tell her it's alright and it won't change how you feel about her. And if I were you, I'd make damn sure you're convincing, even if you don't believe it right now."
"How do you know?" I asked as she pulled back, sliding off my softening dick.
"Because I've been there already. Trust me. Maybe we'll cross paths tomorrow. I'd like to, just to know how it came out," she said softly before leaning toward me. She kissed me and then pushed me away. "Go! Be a loving husband!"
"Yeah," I answered, turning and walking off into the dark in the general direction of the house. I walked all the way to the house but didn't see any lights on, worrying me more than a little. I walked into the house and up the stairs, expecting to find her in the bedroom, but she wasn't there, and it didn't look like she had been. I walked back down the stairs, wondering where she might have gone, having no idea since this was such a strange place to us. We hadn't even spent one night there yet. I walked outside and sat on the front steps, hoping she'd show up. The night was almost totally silent. Almost, because I could hear water splashing. It sounded like a shower. I got up and walked around to the side and then the back of the house. The solar lights were flooding the patio area with small pools of orange-yellow light. Across the patio I could see the outdoor shower that we had been shown earlier. The water was raining down onto the flagstones, and on the nude body of my wife. Her white panties and her shoes were tossed aside near the shower, leaving her completely naked.
She stood under the water, well, partly way under the water, her arms crossed and leaning against the wall, her face pressed to her arms. I could hear the soft, gentle sobs coming from her over the sound of the water as I walked closer. I stepped under the water and pulled her around to face me. I pulled her against me and held her as she rested her face to my shoulder, still crying. I held her for a long time before she finally said anything.
"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to. I just couldn't help it," she said between gasps and sobs. "You must think I'm horrible. Doing that right in front of you. I just couldn't. I mean. I wanted to stop but I just couldn't stop myself."
"Shhhhhh. It's okay," I whispered.
"No it's not. It'll never be okay. I cheated on you. And I wanted to. I wanted to feel him do that. I wanted to feel him inside me. I shouldn't have, but I couldn't help myself. I wanted it so badly right then."



"Shhhh. It's really okay," I whispered, rubbing her back under the raining water.
"I shouldn't have wanted it. I should have stopped myself," she said, barely slowing down her sobs. "You must think I'm horrible! Letting him do that in me. And it wasn't like he had to force me. I WANTED IT!" she almost shouted. "I'm so sorry."
"Shhhh. It's alright. I'm not upset with you. It's this place. I let that woman from the restaurant, Felecia? I let her do the same thing to me. I just stood there and let her get me to have sex with her," I whispered.
"You did?" she asked looking up at me.
"I did," I said with a slight shrug and an embarrassed look on my face. "I was watching you being stripped, and played with. After watching all those bouncing boobs and half naked girls, it was getting me really turned on watching you getting naked. It didn't even occur to me that he was going to have sex with you until I heard you climax."
"He made me come so hard," she whispered, her crying now dissipated to just a few shuddering gasps now and then.
"I could tell. Last time you came that hard was that time we played with that vibrator," I whispered.
"Yeah, it was kinda like that," she answered softly. "I shouldn't have wanted it though. I should have been good and walked away."
"But you didn't. Neither of us did."
"No. I let him play with my nipples. You know how I get when my nipples get teased. Just like when you play with them. After watching his dick bouncing around while he was dancing. I just wanted to grab it and play with it. Then he put it between my legs and I felt it against me. He was so hard and so big. His fingers were playing with my nipples and it was like there was electricity between my nipples and my clit and god I wanted it to be touched and stroked. I wanted to come so badly. When he asked me if I wanted it, if I wanted him to make me come. I just nodded. I couldn't even talk. I didn't know he was going to do it, not until he slid it into me. God it felt so good. It felt so, so wrong and so good at the same time. Hell, he made me come so fast. And then I felt it. I felt him coming in me. He whispered to me that he'd been wanting to do that since he took his shorts off in the cart this afternoon. He'd been hoping that he could get me alone and naked. He wanted me to feel him inside me. He wanted me to feel him come."
"And you did," I whispered.
"You must be so mad at me."
"Why?" I whispered.
"Because I wanted him. I wanted him like I'm only supposed to want YOU!"
"Really? Did you want to take him to bed and have him make love to you over and over again? Did you want to wake up in his arms? Did you want to shower and get dressed and eat breakfast with him every morning?"
"Well, no."
"Then you didn't want him like you want me. You gave in to lust in a very very lusty situation. I get it. It's not like you love him. It's not like you're going to throw away our marriage to run off with him. It's not the same thing at all."
"I think we should leave," she whispered.
"You do?"
"Uh huh. I don't want to cheat on you again."
"And if we stay? You will?"
"Probably," she whispered. "it's just too easy to get sex here."
"It is that," I agreed. "You want to walk away from half a billion dollars, and let all the people you met today be out of a job and their home?"
"You bastard," she whispered.
"What?"
"You know damn well I don't care about the money."
"But you do care about the people," I whispered.
"You knew I would," she said, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly. "So what do we do? We haven't even seen the whole place yet and look what it's done to us."
"What has it done?"
"You mean besides cheat on each other, lust after these, these, people?"
"So? Sex isn't love. I love you, you love me. Just because you had sex with a guy doesn't mean you don't love me."
"What if I start liking it too much? What if I find myself wanting it again and again, like tonight? What if it makes me stop wanting you?"
"If it makes you stop wanting me, I'd be upset. Somehow I don't think that'll happen."
"But they want me to, to audition naked men. And they made it pretty clear that they let these guys fuck them. You want these guys fucking me?"
"Probably not any more than you'll want those young things lap dancing on me," I said.
"And of course you're going to let them go all the way."
"Good possibility, unless you tell me you don't want me to."
"Which means you'd try not to, but if she was insistent to try and get the job, she'd probably convince you to let her, right?"
"Possibly."
"Probably. I know you honey. No way you can pass up a pussy pushed in your face. My sister proved that."
"That isn't a fair comparison. I didn't know it was your sister. I thought it was you."
"Well, maybe. Either way, you let her. I don't think you'll do any less with a sexy little thing bouncing her boobs and pussy at you."
"Well, I guess we can hire someone else to take care of that part of the club. One of the bartenders maybe?"
"And I don't have to audition the male dancers. I can let Rachel do it. She's doing it right now," my wife said. "And it's not forever. Just a few years, right? Then we can go home?"
"Just a few years," I agreed.
"Take me to bed. Make love to me," she whispered.
I found the controls for the water and turned it off. The dry desert air almost immediately started to evaporate the warm water off of us, not only cooling us, but almost chilling us before we made it into the front door. I took her up to the bedroom and laid her on the bed. I crawled on top of her and lowered my face to hers. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her lips to mine. We kissed for long minutes before I felt her reach between us. She found my hard dick and guided me to her pussy without breaking the kiss. I pushed easily into her wet pussy, trying not to think about what all the wetness was really from. I started sliding in and out of her, working slowly at first, pushing it all the way in so that when she rocked her hips the base of my dick pressed to her clit, just the way I knew she liked it. I could feel my engorged head pressing against her cervix with each stroke, the bump sending little tingles down my cock.
In and out I stroked, working into her at a steady pace, not too fast, and not too slow. She broke the kiss and closed her eyes, moaning softly that she loved me, begging me to make her come. I knew it wasn't going to take very long and continued to push into her as deeply as I could.
"I love feeling you so deep in me," she moaned as she uncharacteristically pulled her legs back and hooked them around me, resting her heels on my lower back as I plunged harder into her, smashing my head against the end of her depths. "Oh fuck. Just like that. Just like that, lover. You know how much I love feeling you come in me. Come with me. Please come with me!" she moaned loudly.
"Almost." I panted as I pounded into her. I couldn't quite get the image of the young woman in the grass skirt rubbing herself on me out of my mind. In my mind's eye I could feel her tits rubbing up and down my chest as I pushed my dick in and out between her thighs. I felt my wife start to climax, her pussy squeezing and spasming around me as she gasped and moaned for me to come with her. Moments later, the urgency built beyond the holding point and my body jerked hard, jamming my cock hard into her. She gasped and cried out as my body spasmed and pumped her full of cum, shot after shot pushing deep into her hot, wet depths.
"Hold me. Hold me tight and never let me go," she breathed into my ear as she held me tightly to her body, her heaving chest rubbing her big, soft tits against my chest as I lay on top of her. "I love you. You're the only one I'll ever love. I don't want you to forget that. I don't want you to love anyone else but me. Just you and me, loving each other forever."
"Trust me. I'll love you until the end of time," I whispered, wrapping my arms around her. It took a little bit, but I forced us to roll over. She moved her legs to let herself lie flat on me, my softening dick still inside her as she lay on me, her head on my shoulder, my hands gently stroking from her neck to her butt.
"I don't want to lose you," she whispered.
"And you're afraid a little sex will make me stop loving you?"
"You having a little sex with someone else? No. Me having sex with someone else? Maybe. You can be kind possessive sometimes."
"Just when you're in danger," I answered her. "It's my job to protect you."
"What if I can't not help it again? What if I like it so much I can't help it?"
"It's just sex. I think after while it'd get old, for both of us."
"You think so?"
"I do," I whispered.
"Just hold me while we go to sleep. Please?"
"I won't let go. I promise."
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Wild Horse Ranch - Chapter 2
I woke up to the sun shining through the huge floor-to-ceiling windows along the east wall of the bedroom. It took a few moments for me to realize where I was and get my bearings. I was alone, not only in the bed, but also in the bedroom. I climbed out of bed and looked for my clothes, realized I hadn't worn any back from the dance the night before, and then looked for my duffel bag, which I also didn't find where I left it. I headed out of the bedroom and down the stairs looking for my wife. I found her in the huge kitchen, sitting in a silk bathrobe I hadn't seen before, at the kitchen table, across from the young lady that I had been intruded to as the housekeeper.
"There he is! You finally awake sleepy head?" my wife asked cheerfully.
"Uh. Yeah."
"I agree. Not bad for his age," the young lady said with a grin, wearing a similarly semi see-through robe, letting her D-cup tits show through.
"I was just telling Candice that you had suggested that we pay her last semester's tuition and living expenses to finish her nursing degree, now that Greg is gone."
"Oh, yeah," I answered, agreeing with my wife, even though I had no idea what she was talking about. We hadn't discussed Candice at all, let alone doing something like that.
"Well, I want to thank you for the offer. But I really do prefer to work for it. If it's okay with you, I'd still like to stay on here," Candice answered.
"Well, um, sure. So just exactly what do you do, besides clean house?" I asked as I sat down, still naked, in another of the kitchen chairs.
"Coffee?" she asked as she stood up.
"Uh, sure. Cream and sugar please."
Candice walked to the counter, got down another coffee mug, filled it from the carafe of the coffee maker and put sugar and milk in it before turning to walk back. The robe swung open and exposed her from neck to toes, her big, soft tits pushing out the open front, spreading it and allowing me to also see her completely shaved pussy and the slight amount of inner labia protruding. "So, besides make coffee, I clean the house, I make sure you have the day's menus for all three restaurants, I run and get whatever you choose for breakfast and if you want to eat in, I also order and get your dinner from whichever restaurant you choose. I keep the fridge full of your favorite drinks and snacks. I take care of your laundry and run errands for you."
"And you do all that, um, naked?" I asked.
"Well, actually, you pay me a hundred dollars a day for that. I work three hours in the morning and three in the afternoon, unless you're doing something special and need me. Naked, that costs more," she said with a grin.
"I see."
"Greg used to pay me an extra two hundred a day."
"Two hundred. That seems like a lot. What did that get him, besides you naked?" I asked, looking at my wife who had an unusually crooked grin on her face as if she knew something I didn't.
"Well, I do all my work naked, except for a few days of course. You get to watch, touch, fondle and tease me in any way you want. You can even sit me on the counter and lick my pussy to your hearts content, or suck my nipples. I'll suck your cock for you if you want, and generally be your plaything. Sometimes I'd even slip into the shower and wash his back, or other parts. You get all that, except of course for sex. If you wanna stick your dick in me it costs extra."
"Extra?"
"Uh huh. An extra two hundred for that day, or an orgasm. Either one."
"Wait, what?"
"You heard her." My wife said over her coffee cup, holding it almost as if to hide the fact that she had a very naughty looking grin on her face. "If you wanna fuck her, it'll cost you two hundred dollars extra, or you have to bring her to orgasm."
"Seems like the second is a lot cheaper," I chuckled.
"You'd be surprised,." Candice said quietly. "The downside of working here is that it kind of becomes so common place to get fucked and we fake our orgasms for the customers so often that sometimes it gets really hard to actually climax. So, if you're going to fuck me, you get to either pay like any other customer and I'll pretend, or you can actually do what it takes to make me climax for real."
"I see. Well, I guess that all depends on my wife. I'm not sure she's going to want me walking around grabbing your crotch or anything all day long."
"Actually, I don't think a hundred dollars a day is near enough for what she's expected to do around this place. Certainly not enough to pay for her schooling. I'm willing to give her the extra two. But I'm not paying an extra two hundred to have you fuck her, so if you decide to dip into it, you better do a damn good job of it!" Then she looked at Candice. "Trust me, if anyone can get it done, I'm confident my husband can."
I sat and stared at my wife for a few seconds, realizing she just gave me permission to fuck the housekeeper. "You're serious?"
"Shouldn't I be? Let's face it. No way you can walk around with her naked all day and not be enticed to do something. She's not interested in stealing you away. In a year she'll be done and graduated. What could it hurt to let you play around a little? It's not like you're not going to be getting enough chances to get fucked auditioning dancers. Hell, both of us are going to have plenty of chances for that from the sound of it."
"I don't get it. Last night you were, well, you were upset that you'd done what you did. Now today it's fine?"
"Candice and I have been chatting. If we're going to stay, it's not reasonable to try and pretend that what happen last night might not happen again. I think we have to expect that it's going to, probably for both of us. So I think we just need to find a way to make it okay with each other or we'll be trying to sneak it in behind each other's backs."
"That just sounded like you were telling me that I can have sex with other people?"
"Well, I didn't exactly say that. But let's face it, you're going to be like a kid in a candy store for a while. What I'm going to demand from you is that you and I have sex with each other every night. That means you're going to have to save up enough for me, and I'll have to do the same. If we are intimate every night with each other, I don't think we'll have to worry about losing our relationship. How does that sound?"
"Well, it sounds like you put some thought into this since we went to bed last night. But this isn't exactly you. I mean there was a time when you threatened to shoot it off if I dipped it in someone else's honey pot."
"It's not, is it? It was actually Candice's idea. It's what Sally did with her husband when they moved out here. It was kind of hard at first, but they settled on this plan and it worked for them for several years. Until he couldn't because of his medical condition. I figure if it worked for them, maybe it'll work for us."
"Okay, but that doesn't answer why."
"It's actually not the money. You know I don't care that much about money. But after talking with Candice and finding out more about all the staff that work here, I just can't see myself putting them all out of work."
"Not to mention that after last night she kinda wants to be able to do those auditions." Candice said with a grin.
"SHHHHH! You weren't supposed to tell him that!" my wife hissed before rolling her eyes and looking over at me again. "Okay, so I might want to see what it's like. It felt awfully good having Jason doing what he was last night. I mean I was really turned on, a lot more than I ever thought I would be. Standing out there, letting him undress me in front of everyone? I was so wet it was nuts, and my heart was pounding so hard. I might want to try that again, maybe."
"Well, now that that's settled, what do you want for breakfast?" Candice asked.
"What do you have?" I asked Candice.
She turned a sheet of paper, already laying on the counter, around for me to read. "The kitchen is your number one choice for breakfast and lunch. They have a buffet, but they can also make to order. Here's the menu. Lunch, you have to go fetch yourself. Personally I recommend that you go eat lunch at the Kitchen and mingle with the guests."
"So you're actually going to go chase food for us?" I asked.
"It's part of what you're paying me for," she said with a smile. "You can't live on eating pussy."
"No he can't, but I bet he'd try!" my wife said with a crooked little smile. "He really enjoys boobs and pussy munching."
"Hey!" I said sharply.
"It's true, isn't it?"
"I like yours. I haven't tried any others."
"Well, I guess this is your chance, then," my wife said. Looking back at Candice she said, "Ham and cheese omelet, white toast with grape jelly, a few strips of bacon and a glass of orange juice."
Canice looked at me. "Well? Or do you want me to sit on the counter and be breakfast for you?"
"I better eat something else first. Maybe keep you for desert. How about sausage links, scrambled eggs and buttered white toast. Oh, and a glass of milk."
"Done! I'll be back before you get done showering," Candice said as she got up and walked to the back stairs that led down to the back patio.
"Come on stud. Let's go shower," my wife said, standing up and taking my hand. I got up and we walked to the master bathroom hand in hand. I stepped into the shower and turned on the water and then reached for the button Evelyn had shown me to frost the windows. My wife stepped into the shower and reached for the button, flicking it off to make the windows clear again. "If we're going to do this, we better get used to being seen naked, right? Besides, I want you to fuck me. I need to make sure all the ladies know that you're mine," she whispered, keeping her back to the glass wall.
I chuckled. "If you want," I answered as she wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together.
"I don't know how this is going to work, or even if I can do what I suggested, but if we do, you and I are going to be learning to have sex all kinds of places. Maybe if we do some of that with each other, it'll stay fresh and fun for us, too?"
"Oh? Like where?"
"I don't know yet. But it was kind of exciting to have sex last night on the patio, even if it wasn't you. I wonder if it'd be as much fun if it was you that made me come out there instead of Jason?"
"This is a side to you I haven't ever seen," I admitted.
"It's a side of me I haven't ever seen either," she said seriously. "Last night, with Jason, it make me feel, oh, I don't know. Bad, wrong, sexy, sensual, desirable, all those things and then more. When I came I was so embarrassed. As I stood in the shower on the patio, trying to wash off all that was wrong about that moment, I realized that making me feel desirable and wanted and sexy and all those other things was exactly what he gets paid do to with the guests. In that moment, with him, I was just another woman to be teased and fucked. And it felt so good to have him pushing in and out of me. Almost as good as it feels when you do it. But it wasn't you. It was supposed to be you, and that's what had me so screwed up last night. I didn't know how to deal with the fact that it wasn't you."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I think you should do it now, just to make sure you don't forget how."
I chuckled softly. "Seems to me you haven't ever liked being made love to in the shower."
"I can change my mind, can't I?" she asked as she reached between us and coaxed my now hard dick between her legs. I could feel her rubbing my head between her lips, feeling the wetness of her pussy that had nothing to do with the shower. She arched her back slightly and I pushed my head into her a couple inches. "Ohhhhh damn. Why does this position feel soooooo good?" she moaned as I pushed her back until her back and ass were pressed to the glass wall. I started pumping in and out of her, stroking my dick deep into her as we stood there where anyone could watch.
"I think it's because it teases your clit," I groaned as I pushed in and out of her.
"Oh fuck honey. I don't care as long as you keep doing it," she gasped as I drove hard up into her.
It didn't take too many minutes before the two of us had climaxed and were left to wash each other. We giggled like two teenagers, tickling each other as we washed each other's bodies, stopping only when Evelyn walked into the bathroom.
"Well, this looks like fun. Can I join in?"
"Huh? Oh," I said, turning away and blushing when I realized it was her and I was quite naked.
"You don't have to be coy. I've already seen it, remember?"
"Yeah," I answered, still feeling a little embarrassed.
"Well, maybe later," she said from behind me. "I'll wait downstairs. Shorts and a t-shirt should be enough for this morning. We're going to take a tour of the grounds on four wheelers. If you wanna forget the bra, I'm sure your driver will enjoy the trip all the more. Those heavy ones big girls like us are partial to are pretty uncomfortable in this heat."
My wife turned toward the window and stepping under the water to rinse off, the look on her face one of embarrassment. "We'll be down in a few," she answered.
I heard Evelyn walking away out of the bathroom.. "So what was embarrassing. Not like you weren't naked in public last night." I whispered as I stepped under the water next to my wife.
"It just made me think about if Jason was taking us again and me without a bra. What it would do to him."
"And that was embarrassing?"
"No. what was embarrassing was what my mind jumped to when I thought it."
"Which was?"
"Playing with his hard dick again." She whispered. "You know, Evelyn wants to have sex with you." She said, quickly changing the subject. "Maybe we should let her? Get it out of her system?"
"Would one time with me get it out of your system?"
My wife laughed. "Lover, it's been almost forty years and you're still not out of my system," she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me softly. "And you never will be."
We dressed, me in a t-shirt and shorts, after my sweetie showed me where Candice had put my clothes. I was sans underwear, at my wife's request. As she put it, if she was going without a bra I could damn well go without briefs. She wore a pair of soft shorts made of some kind sweatshirt material, only thinner, and a lightweight lime green tank top. I could tell I was going to enjoy this, her nipples were already prominently showing through the thin fabric and if I looked hard I could see the faint outline of her areola.
We walked down to find Candice back, sitting at the table with Evelyn, chatting. We sat down at the two plates that were sitting covered on the table.
Candice looked across the table at my wife. "If you're going over the mountain, you probably want a bra on. Ev might like bouncing like that, but I've never found it too comfortable."
"All I have is heavy ones and Evelyn said they'd be too warm."
"I can fix that," she said, getting up. She walked out of the kitchen while we ate and then came back a few minutes later. "Here, this should fit," she said, dropping a small lace bra on the table that didn't look to me to be anywhere near big enough to hold my wife's big boobs.
My wife picked it up and looked at it, and then me and chuckled softly. "I bet you're going to enjoy this!" she said as she stood up. She pulled her top off and put the bra on, the lace cups designed to cradle both her large, soft breasts, her areola and nipples completely uncovered. She adjusted herself in the cups and then bounced up and down a few times, making her tits bounce in the cups. "Yeah. this is a lot better," she said as she reached for the shirt and pulled it back on.
We finished eating and followed Evelyn down the front stairs to the waiting cart. We climbed in and drove through the resort housing area, letting her point out different things. I have to admit it was a bit distracting, seeing all the partially or completely naked bodies. They seemed to range from late twenties to maybe sixty. Some were single people walking or lounging in one of the many manmade shade spots, several running mist machines to cool them, but the vast majority were couples. After we passed the last of the cabins for the platinum guests, things thinned out quickly.
She drove us past the horse stables, which she said had twenty mounts in it and was worked by a half dozen staff, not counting the young men and women that acted as guides. And continued on to a large garage-looking structure and climbed out. We followed her into what seemed almost like a large warehouse.
"This is the ATV barn. We have a number of regular 4 wheel ATVs, but the most popular are the two seat sport utility vehicles. Sally and Greg each had their favorite, which was held aside for them. We'll be using them today. If you want to keep one or both for your personal use, we can do that, or you can select another that you like better," she said as we looked around the large open warehouse looking area. "All our guests are required to wear helmets when they are driving or riding. To make things easier to communicate, all our helmets are set up with short range wireless com systems. If you're within about twenty or thirty feet of another helmet that person can hear and talk with you. If you're farther away, well, they can't hear you. It makes multiple couples traveling together seamlessly able to talk. All they have to do is pull up next to each other and they're automatically connected. When they take off again their conversation is basically private," she explained as she walked us toward a large counter with a rack of helmets behind it. There were two young men at the counter, one working on a computer and the other selecting helmets off the rack. "Gentlemen. This is mister and missus parks, the new owners. David, Jennifer, this is Adam," she said motioning to the young man at the computer, "and Terry."
"Hello," the well tanned, shirtless young man said with a broad grin. "I heard we had new owners, but I didn't realize that you were as young as you are," he said, looking directly at my wife.
I glanced over at her just in time to see her blush. "As much as I appreciate the compliment, I'm afraid I'm old enough to be your mother."
"You don't look it," he said, making me feel like he meant it honestly. "Well, anyway. We'll get you new helmets that are just yours once I know what size you need," he said, stepping around the counter with two silver open-faced helmets. "How about we try one of these on you?" he continued, stepping up to my wife. He set one on the counter and then held the other out for her to take.
"Just put it on?" my wife asked.
"Yes ma'am. Slip it on if it'll fit. If not, I have other sizes."
My wife tried to put the helmet on, without success. "Too small," she said, handing it back.
"Let's go with this, then," he said, taking the second one and holding it out for her. She took the helmet from his hands, and put it on her head, successfully this time. "Excellent," he said, stepping closer to her and buckling the strap under her chin. "That comfortable?" he asked, his hands moving from the strap to slide down the front of her shirt, bouncing his fingers over her nipples.
"Ohhh!" she squeaked in surprise.
"I'm sorry. Didn't mean to startle you," he answered as he stood only inches from her, her hands on the sides of the helmet, moving it around slightly.
"I just wasn't expecting it," she answered. "I think this helmet will do fine."




"Do you prefer an open face with goggles, or would you prefer a face shield type? We have these real nifty ones that have a slide down face shield like a fighter pilots helmet."
"I could try one of those," my wife answered.
"Well, let me help you with this one. Adam? You wanna grab a large?"
"Yeah. I have a new one I just put together," the other guy answered.
"Yeah, let's do that," Terry said, reaching to my wife's helmet to undo the strap again. He let go of the helmet and this time let his fingers linger on her nipples as she pulled the helmet off and shook out her hair. I was a little surprised she didn't object, but then I knew that my wife was a real sucker for having her nipples teased. It was always my secret weapon when she was mad at me, wrap my arms around her from behind and let my fingers tease her nipples while we talked out what had made her mad. It usually, not always, but usually ended in makeup sex. He continued to tease her nipples with two fingers of each hand until Adam came back with the new helmet. He took it from Adam and held it out for my wife to take. While she put the helmet on, he gently used the finger and thumb of each hand to squeeze and tease her now rock-hard nipples until he had to withdraw his hands to adjust the strap. "Perfect," he said. "Now you, Mister Parks?"
"Sure. Probably a large like hers."
Terry walked around the counter and pulled a silver helmet off the rack and held it out to me. I took it and slipped it on my head and made sure it fit right and adjusted the strap. "Yeah, this'll work great," I answered, playing with the slide down face shield.
"Adam and I will be right back!" he said before turning and jogging across the warehouse floor. In a few moments we heard two engines start, and not very long after that, two sporty-looking four wheel drive buggies came shooting down the long aisle and slid to a stop in front of us. One was pink and the other pure black.
"We'll take Sally's," Evelyn said, stepping past me and reaching into the pink buggy to pull a helmet off the seat. She strapped it on as Terry stepped around the black one and held a hand out for my wife.
"Let me help you get in," he said as he stepped up to her and scooped her up much more easily than I could have. He rolled her body toward him in his arms as he stepped toward the side of the buggy. I heard my wife squeak in surprise through the speakers in my helmet.
"You alright?" I asked as I turned to look at her.
"Uh huh," she answered a little breathlessly. Terry had her rolled in his arms far enough that her left breast was pressed to his face, and he appeared to be taking advantage by letting her nipple press into his mouth through the thin shirt. "Just getting a little, um, attention from Terry."
I frowned. I wasn't exactly sure I liked what was happening, but then, it was what we had talked about. If we were going to make this work, we'd have to be comfortable with each other having sex and being played with. I felt a hand on my back and turned to see Evelyn standing behind me, her hand gently pressed between my shoulder blades. "I wouldn't worry about her. Terry likes to play, but he is a very good ATV driver. Why don't you help me get in? You can drive if you'd like."
"Sure," I answered. She stepped to the passenger side of the buggy and sat on the edge. She held out her right hand for me, which I took. Holding my hand and the roll bar, she lifted one leg and then the other, the floppy shorts she had on pulling the crotch aside so that her pussy was exposed to me before she lowered her left leg down into the buggy, intentionally slowly.
"Oh my," my wife gasped.
"You okay?" I asked as I watched Evelyn sling her other leg into the buggy and then twist around. Evelyn pulled my right hand around her waist, so that when she slid down into the seat, my hand pulled the shirt up her body, stroking my hand up and over her big, soft tit.
"Yeah. he's just, um, helping me put my seat belts on."
"It didn't sound like just that."
"Let's just say that he was, um, letting his hand wander down a bit lower than I expected."
"Oh?"
"Like this," Evelyn said, pulling my hand down, making me bend over her in the cart until she had my hand between her legs. She rubbed my hand up and down her crotch a few times, looking up and grinning at me.
"Ah. I see," I answered as she let go of my hand. I held my hand there for a moment and then pulled it away. I walked around the buggy and slipped myself into it, adjusting the seat for my long legs. I spent a few moments working out how to buckle the four point harness and then tighten the belts, by which time Terry had his helmet on and was in his buggy, buckling himself in.
"Are we all set?" Evelyn asked over the radio.
"Oh yes!" Terry answered.
"Uh huh," My wife breathlessly answered.
"You okay hon?" I asked quickly.
"Um. Yeah. I'm fine."
"David, let it go," Evelyn said softly. "You don't want, or need, to know every little thing that might be done to her. Our gentlemen are trained to tease their female clients to generate larger tips. That helps you and them. As a result they will take any reasonable opportunity to touch, stroke, kiss, lick and if requested, fuck their clients. Right now I wouldn't be at all surprised if your wife is enjoying a little gentle stroking between her legs."
"I'll stop if you prefer me too," Terry said over the radio network.
"NO. Don't." My wife answered before I could. "We'll get used to it. I'm sure that my husband will be too occupied before long to care. That is, if I read Evelyn right."
"I think she reads me just about perfectly. In fact, I wouldn't at all be surprised if the bouncing made my shorts fall off along the way," Evelyn answered my wife. "Shall we go?"
I started up the engine on the buggy and drove out of the garage. Terry followed a ways behind, trying to let the dust settle a little before they drove through it, but it also took them out of the very short range of the radios so I couldn't hear what they were saying to each other. I followed Evelyn's directions and we wound our way up a twisting mountain path. I hesitate to call it a road, since it would take a goat, horse or, one of these machines, to make the climb. True to her word, as we climbed higher, her shorts seemed to be working their way down her thighs, with a bit of her help. Every time we hit a straight portion of the trail she'd reach for my hand and pull it down between her legs. It didn't take too long before I was putting my hand there on my own, her shorts were completely off and her shirt was pushed up to expose her tits.
She had me stop at the top of what seemed like a mountain. There was a picnic table and a pergola for shade where she pointed for me to pull off the trail. I was surprised to see the picnic table covered with a table cloth, and the two coolers sitting by it. Evelyn undid her belts and climbed out, shedding her shirt to leave her naked except for her hiking boots. "I thought we might want a snack while we talked," she said as my wife and Terry pulled in next to us.
"Talked?"
"Well, I thought it might be a good idea to chat before we went down into the north side," Evelyn said as I climbed out.
"This is nice," my wife said as she took off her helmet and unbuckled her belts. Terry stepped around the machine and reached to help her climb out. As she stepped out of the seat, he helped lift her legs over the side. As he set her down his hand slid down her back, and pushed her shorts down over her butt and hips. "OOOOOOH!" she cried in surprise, "TERRY!" as her shorts slid all the way down to her ankles.
"He's just helping you out," Evelyn said with a grin. "Before we go down below you're going to have to lose it all anyway."
"I'm going to have to lose what all anyway?" my wife asked as Terry pushed the shirt up her body until it was bunched under her arms, exposing her body from there to her ankles.
"Your clothes. We're going to go see the other side of the fence," she said with a grin, stepping over to me. She reached for my shorts and unsnapped them, looked down at me as she pulled the zipper down and then pushed my shorts down, freeing my hardon. "There is a strict no clothing policy there. It is, after all, a nudist camp."
"So of course, we have to be naked," I said as she started pushing my shirt up.
"We all do," Evelyn said as Terry coaxed my wife to lift her arms. He pulled her shirt up and tossed it on the table before moving his hands to the back of the bra my wife had on. He unclipped it and helped her take it off and tossed it onto her shirt. His hands moved back to her hips and pushed her underwear down to her thighs before sliding his hands back up her body, cupping and squeezing her tits and nipples while Evelyn tossed my shirt at the table and then squatted down in front of me. She helped me step out of my shorts and then tossed them at the table as well.
"Let me help you with yours," Terry said quickly, scooping my wife up again, this time essentially naked, and set her on the end of the table. He pulled her shorts and underwear off her legs and then pushed her knees apart. "You have a very nice looking pussy," he whispered as he leaned his face between her legs and kissed her pussy lips.
"I wouldn't mind if you did that to me," Evelyn whispered, having stood back up again in front of me. She pulled me to the table and sat on the end, lifting and spreading her legs. "Unless you want me to take care of that hard cock."
I heard my wife moan softly, drawing my attention to where she sat on the other end of the table, Terry's face between her legs, licking her pussy.
Evelyn took my face in her hands and made me look at her face. "Nuh uh. You need to learn to let happen what's happening there, and pay attention to what's in front of you. Trust me, if you don't, you'll be frustrated and upset all the time. It can be hard for a man to watch someone else pleasure his spouse," she whispered, one hand moving from my face to my dick. She coaxed me closer with her hand on my shaft and her heels on my butt. "Trust me, Terry is very good and very gentle."
"You planned this?"
"I did, to help you two get used to this. If you're going to stay, and I do so want you to stay, you're going to have to get used to this. You can't walk around this all day and not be tempted to taste it. No matter how hard you try, sooner or later one of you is going to take the trip again, the trip you both went on last night. You need to accept that it's all part of normal life here," she whispered, rubbing my dick head up and down her wet slit. "Now, fuck me and pay attention to me; know that she's enjoying herself as well and that at the end of the day, you two will go to bed together, still loving each other."
"Was last night planned too?" I asked quietly.
"Actually, it wasn't. Today was, but since last night happened and you both seemed to have weathered it well enough, I felt confident that today would go as well," she whispered as she pulled on my butt with her heels, easing me into her hot wet pussy. "I have to admit. I was a bit jealous of Felicia last night."
"Yeah?" I asked as I sunk deeper into her. "Why is that?"
"Dancing with you, naked, under the mister. It's one of my favorite ways to have sex," she whispered as she spread her legs apart again, allowing me to start stroking in and out of her, slowly at first.
"Oh, damn," my wife groaned loudly. I glanced past Evelyn and could tell that Terry was doing exactly what I was doing, pushing himself into my wife's pussy.
"Nuh uh, pay attention to me," Evelyn whispered, reaching up to turn my face back to her. "She'll be fine. You want to pay attention to me. If you start paying attention to what's happening to her you're going to get sidetracked, or worse, upset. Just let what happens over there happen. Let her decide what she wants and when. You decide for you what you want, and how, and when." I nodded and started to stroke faster into her, moving my hands to her tits to play with her nipples. "That's it. Now you're cooking. Play with my body, my tits. Make my nipples cry for more and then make me come around you. Fuck me until you can't hold back any longer and then pump me full of your cum! I know you want to. I know you want to stuff me full of your cum."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I pushed myself in and out faster, stroking my shaft deep into her and letting my shaft stroke along her clit with each thrust.
"Oh yes. Ohhhhh god yes. So good. Sooooo fucking good," Evelyn moaned as I pumped my dick in and out of her. "Make me come. So close. Make me come for you."
I pulled and pinched her nipples as I drove my cock hard and fast into her, pushing both of us toward climax. Her tits bounced on her chest with each impact of my body into her bare ass. In and out I plunged, trying, only partly successfully, to ignore the moans and gasps from my wife as Terry pumped his dick in and out of her.
"Oh shit. OHHHHH shit. I'm going to come," I heard my wife moan. "Not in me. Please not in me," she added breathlessly just before I heard the long deep groan of her climax. "Oh god. Oh god yesssss!" she groaned, letting her head fall back as her body trembled.
"Come on David. Look at me. Not her. Look at me as you make me come. Look at my tits and pussy and think about your cock filling me up," Evelyn panted. "You have me so close. Make me come for you. Make me come around your cock."
"Uh huh," I grunted, looking at her tits. Little dots of perspiration were appearing on her chest, coalescing into drops that ran down and around her big, soft tits. I looked down at my cock sliding in and out of her, watching me push into her until her small patch of curls pressed into my pubic hair.
"That's it. Here I come. Oh god yes David. That's it. Make me come around you. Let me feel you fill my hot cunt with your cum!" she cried.
"Shit," I grunted as I felt her pussy spasm around me. My cock surged and flowed a gush of cum deep in her pussy.
"FUCK YES!" Evelyn screamed into the sky as her whole body suddenly jerked. I felt her pussy gush her juices over me, wetting my crotch and running down my legs as she jerked in time with my surges of cum deep in her pussy. I stood there, sweating and panting as we climaxed together.
I looked over at my wife as I stood panting, my climax starting to fade away. I could see Terry holding one of her legs up on his shoulder, the other in his hand as he slowly stroked his dick, coaxing the remaining cum out onto her stomach as she craned her neck to see me.
"You okay?" I asked quietly.
"Yeah," she panted. "I heard everything she said. She's right, we have to get used to it or we can't stay. It was hard listening to you fucking her. It was hard to hear you coming, knowing you were coming inside her. I know how it feels, I wanted to feel it in me, but from you, not Terry. I hope you're not disappointed, Terry."
"It's okay. You have sexy tits and I didn't mind coming all over em," he said. "I know my business, not all women want to take a load inside. I'm used to it."
"Does it happen a lot?" my wife asked as she half sat, half laid in front of him.
"Women seem to be more reluctant to let a strange guy come in her than a guy is to coming in a stranger's pussy," he said with a chuckle. "My sister gets filled at least twice a day."
"Your sister works here?"
"Uh huh. She works in the spa," he said. "Maybe you'll get to meet her."
"I think we plan on meeting everyone, sooner rather than later. So I'd say we will."
"Good. From what I can see, I think your husband has enough to actually get her off."
"Has enough of what?" my wife asked as Terry helped her sit up and slide off the table. I could see as she turned, her tits and stomach covered with strings of cum that had turned clear, slowly dripping and sliding down her body. "God I'm covered with you!"
"His dick," he said. "Yeah, you had me pretty turned on from the ride out here. I didn't know how you'd take me playing with you. I wasn't expecting you to play with my dick the whole way."
"Only seemed fair, since you had your hand down my pants. Now explain. His dick?"
"You have to know." Evelyn said to her from where she still lay on the table, pushing herself up on her elbows.
"Have to know what?"
"He's trying to tell you that you're exceptionally lucky. Your husband's hardware is probably in the top twenty percent. Long, but not too long, fat but not too fat. Perfect proportions but still above average size. We only have a few young men that are bigger," Evelyn said.
"He's not really that big, is he?" my wife asked, looking curiously at Evelyn.
"Yes, he is," she said with a chuckle. "I wasn't sure just how well endowed he was until I had it in my mouth and couldn't get it all the way down. Not only large, but he knows how to use it. I love that little dip he makes while he's pumping in and out. It makes him press against my clit each time he pushes in. Couldn't ask for a better fuck, unless he was sucking my nipples at the same time."
"He does that too," my wife whispered, blushing suddenly as Terry, squatting in front of her and using some wet wipes to clean his cum off of her, leaned toward her and closed his lips around one of her nipples. "Oh damn. Are you trying to get me started again?" she hissed at him.
He pulled his mouth off her nipple and grinned. "Why not?"
"No. Not now," she protested. "I'm not going into a nudist camp with my pussy leaking like a faucet."
"I doubt they could see it," he answered with a grin, "but I'll wait until we come back for your clothes."
"Come on. Let's have a snack and some water. We all sweat quite a bit out, even if we don't realize it, and we need to replenish," Evelyn said as she slipped off the end of the table. She bustled around, setting out some crackers and cheese plates and bottles of flavored waters for us. I sat down next to my wife to eat.
"You okay with this?" I asked quietly.
"Not yet. But I'm getting there," she answered, barely louder than a whisper. "If I keep getting fucked like that, I may not ever want to go home!" I looked at her with a little surprise, to which she blushed brightly. "What?"
"Nothing, nothing at all," I answered her chuckling to myself. I'd known her to blush on occasion, but I don't think I'd ever seen her blush as many times in one day as she had the last two days.
We finished eating our snack and then stood overlooking the valley below. There were rows of little bungalows, an area for campers, and several large buildings. "This is completely family friendly. No public sex or groping. It's a traditional nudist resort. The clients pay a fee per year and as part of that they can come as many times as they want, on a space available basis. We've expanded the camping area twice now to meet the demand." Evelyn told us as we stood looking down over the camp.
"How many people come?"
"We have over three-thousand clients that pay an annual fee. At any given time there could be as many as a hundred and fifty families. There are about a dozen staff there, not counting the camp director. You'll meet her in a little while. She's responsible for keeping everything going. Maintenance and such happens by contractors or our maintenance staff from the other side."
"She must have a busy job," I answered as Evelyn walked to the box of stuff that had contained portions of the food. She pulled out orange bottles of spray sunblock and several tubes.
"Since we're going naked, camp rules, we better cover up with some sunblock. You two have gone long enough without and sunburned nipples suck," she said tossing one of the spray bottles to Terry. "We found the spray works really well for almost everywhere, except, one or two places. Nipples, pussy lips, and dicks. So we can spray each other down and then do the cream on the more sensitive parts."



"Okay," I answered as she handed me the spray bottle.
She turned away from me and held her arms out. "Don't miss anyplace!" she said, holding herself that way, clearly waiting for me to spray her.
"Turn around," Terry said, causing me to look over at my wife and him. She hesitantly held her arms out and turned her back to him. He started spraying her down, working from her ankles up her body, including up her butt cheeks and crack, making her squeak in surprise.
"Well?" Evelyn asked.
"Oh, yeah," I answered as I started spraying her down at well. I worked the bottle over her whole body and then she turned around so I could repeat it on the front. Once I was done she took the bottle from me and started spraying me down. Not having to look at her I looked over and watched my wife doing the same to Terry. It didn't take too long before we were all covered in spray sunblock. She took the bottle from me and picked up one of the squirt bottles.
"Now, rub some of this on my nipples and my pussy," she said, holding it out to me.
"Um, sure," I answered squirting some on my hand.
"I'm having you do me first on purpose. You need to have a hardon when I do you, otherwise if you don't, it doesn't get everywhere and you'll end up with toasted pecker."
"And if rubbing you doesn't get me a hardon?"
"Like that's going to happen?" my wife said as Terry picked up a tube and carried it to the other end of the table where he was working on her.
"Probably right," I answered as Terry started rubbing his hands around my wife's big, soft boobs.
"Uh uh. Look at me David. Remember what we talked about before."
"Yeah," I answered, looking back at her. I slipped my hand between her legs and massaged some of the lotion into her pussy while she stroked my hard cock even harder. She reached for the tube and squirted some on my dick. She rubbed it in, sliding her hands along my shaft and twisting them, teasing me up the slope toward climax again, if she kept it up.
"So what if he isn't all hard?" my wife asked from across the table.
"The guys get played with and have so much sex that sometimes it takes a bit of stimulation to get them up. Just suck on it a bit. I'm sure he'll respond to that."
"Suck his dick?"
"Yeah. You do know how, don't you?"
"Well, actually, I haven't done it in so many years," my wife said hesitantly.
"You don't suck on David's dick?" Evelyn asked in surprise.
"Well. Um. No."
Evelyn walked around the table and stepped next to her. She reached out for Terry's dick and then knelt down next to him. "Come on down here," she said to my wife. "Now, watch and do what I do." Evelyn held his dick up and licked up the bottom side of his shaft, stroking it with her tongue from his balls to his head. Then she pulled it down toward her face and closed her lips around it, sliding her mouth onto him several inches before pulling back off. She used her tongue to tease over and around his head before pulling her face back. "Your turn."
"You make that look almost pleasurable," my wife whispered as I stood a few feet away and watched her.
"It is, if you want it to be," Evelyn answered. My wife tentatively took Terry's dick in her hand and licked slowly up the bottom of his shaft. "look up at him. Make him your focus," she whispered to my wife. My wife licked up again, reaching the bottom of his now engorging head, flicking the tip of her tongue over the bottom side before pulling it down and closing her lips around it. She pushed her mouth on to it a few inches. "Use your tongue to tease under it as you push your mouth on and off of it."
"Oh yeah. Like that," Terry groaned suddenly. "Just like that."
"See, youcan do it!" Evelyn said with a chuckle. "Slide your hand along it. Stroke him with your hand while you stroke him with your tongue and mouth. That's it. Just like that," Evelyn whispered. She looked up at Terry and asked, "How's she doing?"
"For someone who doesn't, she does damn well," he groaned.
"How well?" Evelyn asked.
"Well enough that she better stop if she wants me hard," he groaned softly.
"That's enough, Jennifer," Evelyn said, standing up. "We do want him hard to coat him with cream. But not that kind of cream."
"Okay," my wife said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That wasn't really that bad."
"I'm surprised that you don't do David that way."
"We had a little accident early on," I said quietly. "I accidently fired off in her mouth and she hasn't sucked on me since."
"You don't like to take his load?" Evelyn asked. "I'm surprised. I love to get a load of cum in my mouth."
"Not me. Kinda disgusting," my wife answered.
"You let your husband lick you, right?"
"Well, yeah. He loves to."
"And you climax for him?"
"Of course."
"So he takes your cum, but you won't take his?" Evelyn asked with raised eyebrows.
"He's not. I mean. He doesn't."
"Oh yes he does," she answered before turning away. "Well, finish Terry's sunblock and then let's head down."
It only took a few moments for us to get our helmets all on. I was climbing in my cart when Terry picked up my wife again, clearly pressing her nipple to his mouth as his hard dick tried to push up between her legs. I was going to have to learn to accept that she was a big girl, and if she didn't want the attention, she could stop it on her own. That didn't stop me from seeing him set her half in and half out of the cart and thrust his hips toward her. Whether he was just very practiced or lucky, I didn't know, but I could tell by the look on her face that his cock had driven right into her pussy. She closed her eyes as he rocked his hips a few times, working his dick in and out of her before pulling out and letting her slide down into the cart. I'd never known her to be anything like willing to be playful that way with me in the past. But this was, well, all new and different. I was going to have to just get used to it.
"Remember, she's a big girl." I heard Evelyn say over the radio.
"It was no big deal," my wife said over the radio. "I kinda liked it."
"I could tell that," I answered.
"Not like you haven't already been playing. I mean, were you going to tell me that Evelyn sucked your dick?"
"I. Um. I was. Um."
"Uh huh. Thought as much. This is going to be a two way street honey. If you get to enjoy things like our housekeeper, then I'm sure as hell going to get to enjoy a little too."
"Fair is fair," I answered.
"Good," she answered as I started up my cart. We moved out as soon as I had my seat belt buckled, my wife and Terry lagging a ways behind to avoid some of the dust, which also put them out of radio range again.
"I take it you're having trouble with her liking his attentions?" Evelyn said over the radio.
"A little. She never played like that with me. In fact, if I'd have tried anything like this with her, she'd have been angry."
"You have to realize. It isn't you. I'm sure you've heard, what happens in vegas, stays in vegas? There's a reason for that. A lot of women, and men, will allow themselves to let their hair down and do things that they wouldn't otherwise. Away from their normal life, where they have to maintain the appearance of decorum and propriety, here they can let all that go. I think your wife is doing just that: letting go of all those things she pretends to be to maintain her reputation at home and letting the moment overtake her. I suggest you do the same thing. She's a big girl. If she wants something to stop all she has to do is say stop and they will. The staff is very well trained to never force anything on anyone that doesn't want it. Just like that. If she'd have objected to his mouth on her nipple, he would have never done what he did. Understand?"
"I guess so," I answered. "I guess I was just kind of disappointed that she's done things today with a total stranger that I would have loved to have her do with me anytime in the past."
"But that's just it. He is a stranger. She doesn't have to worry about what he thinks of her. She does have to worry about what you would think of her if she'd have let you do that before this week. Don't forget, you've done your share already too, between last night and today. How do you think she feels watching you fucking me until we both climax? That used to be just her domain, now it's not."
"Yeah. I suppose," I answered as I slowed down to approach the camp that we seemed to reach a lot sooner than I'd have expected.
"This is the north point camp. No public displays of sex. It's family friendly. If you want sex, do it out of sight. There is the camping area to the north. Stay on this road and we'll go right through the middle."
"Got it," I answered as I slowed further as we started seeing more people. We passed several rows of cabins, a large building that Evelyn said was the shower facility, and then the pool. It looked every bit as normal as any city pool, except that no one except some of the small children were wearing swim suits, and no one seemed to care. There were all ages, sizes, and body styles on display, and like I said, no one seemed to notice or care that everything was on display. It was what I would have expected in a nudist camp I suppose.
"Pull up in front of that building," she said, pointing to a long log cabin type building. I pulled in front of it and stopped, my wife and Terry pulling in next to me. "We're there."
We all climbed out and I did my best to try and hide my hardon with my helmet as long as I could, until Evelyn stepped around and took it from me, hanging it on the hook on inside the cart, leving me jutting out obscenely. I was actually glad to get into the building and out of sight, since I felt like I was sticking out like a sore thumb. My relief at being inside was short lived. The completely naked twenty-something year old redhead sitting behind the counter made me suddenly self-conscious as her eyes immediately went to my rock hard dick. I saw her lips turn up momentarily in a grin as she looked at me and then licked her lips and tried to hold a straight face as she asked what she could do for us.
"This is Mister and Missus Parks: the new owners. We have an appointment with Sophia," Evelyn said without stopping, continuing to walk past the counter toward a hallway.
"Oh! Well, good to meet you Mister Parks!" the young lady said quickly, moving along the counter to meet me as I reached the end, following Evelyn. Without being prompted, the young lady stepped to me and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her body to mine in a tight, full-body hug. I could feel my hard dick trapped between us as she pressed her hips and chest to mine.
I loosely wrapped my arms around her waist to hug back, feeling more than a little awkward. I could feel my face blush a little as the hug dragged on more than a few moments. She finally released me and stepped toward my wife, not giving her a chance to back away before she hugged my wife, their bare tits pressed together as the little redhead embraced her.
"Sorry," the little redhead said as she backed away. "I'm kinda a hugger," she said with a crooked little grin. "I hope I didn't embarrass you."
"You did, Donna," Terry said from behind my wife. "I thought you were going to stop doing that?"
"Well, I only hug special people now!" she said a little defensively as she backed away from my wife several steps.
"It's fine," my wife interjected. "I'm Jennifer and my husband is David. So, I take it you work here?"
"Yes ma'am. I do the front desk most days."
"Which includes what?"
"Well, I check people in and out, I arrange for any maintenance work, I handle any questions or problems, schedule the housekeeping, typical hotel front desk type stuff."
"And she does a fantastic job at it," I heard from behind me. I turned to see a tall black woman, easily as tall as I was, with large breasts, no, that's not accurate, really large breasts. If I had to guess, I'd say she was a gazillion D cup, easily the largest tits I'd ever seen in person. Her skin was that of uncreamed coffee from head to toe, with the exception of her areola, which were easily as large around as a coffee cup, and were darker brown, almost black in color. Her nipples protruded from the center of each, almost as thick around as the tip of my pointer finger. The only other place that was a different color was between her legs. Her entire mound and outer lips were very dark, and the lips of her protruding inner labia were even darker, except for the tiny little bits of pink that showed as her moved toward me. Her hair was woven in a long braid that wrapped over her left shoulder and extended down past her left nipple. "I'm Sophia," she said, extending a hand toward me as she walked across the short distance from the hallway to where I was standing.
"David," I said as I took her hand. She stepped closer, holding my hand but pulling me closer to her, pulling my hand across her body, until she could touch her left cheek to mine and then her right.
"It is so good to meet you," she said pleasantly, standing so close to me that my engorged head brushed against her stomach and her nipples brushed my chest. "I've heard some about you from Evelyn. I think I'm going to enjoy working with you."
"Um. Yeah, me too," I answered as she leaned a little closer, pressing her nipples to my chest.
"Thirty eight double G," she whispered before straightening and stepping back. She let go of my hand and let hers stroke down my chest to my dick, brushing my hardon as she stepped past me toward my wife. "Jennifer isn't it?" she said as she stepped to my wife, and like me, took her hand. She leaned in and kissed my wife gently on both cheeks, stepping close enough to let her nipples brush my wife's. "Evelyn's description didn't do you justice. You are indeed a very beautiful woman. Not all women carry their looks as they age, but you have."
"Um. Thank you," my wife said, blushing a light pink as Sophia stood with their nipples still touching. "Your accent sounds foreign."
"Yes. I am French. I get quite a bit of ribbing that I have been here for almost ten years and still sound like I just got off the boat," Sophia said with a smile. She slowly stepped back, not taking her hand from my wife's, using it to pull her along with her for a few feet before releasing it. "Please, come to my office where we can get comfortable."
I glanced at Evelyn who had a crooked little grin on her face as if she knew something we didn't as Sophia pulled my wife between us on her way to the hallway. I followed behind as my wife was led to a door down the hall and into a large, spacious office. It had a large desk, several comfortable looking chairs and a sofa. Sophia led my wife to the sofa and then sat down, drawing my wife to sit on one side of her before patting the sofa on the other side of her while looking at me. I moved to it and sat down. Sophia leaned back and rested one hand on my thigh and the other on my wife's thigh. My wife looked slightly uncomfortable, but didn't pull away.
"So, you run North Point?" I asked to get the conversation started.
"I do. Well, run it isn't really the right word. I see myself as a coordinator, a facilitator. I try to make the guests comfortable in their own skin. They come here to get away from life where they are limited and constrained, even by clothing. So the rule here is absolutely no clothing for adults. It's up to parents how much they push that on their children."
"So you go naked all the time?" my wife asked.
She laughed softly. "My wardrobe is extremely sparce. This time of year I'm naked from when I get up to when I go to bed, and usually while I'm in bed. The only time I really wear anything is some late nights when it gets cold, and during the winter of course. It's pretty quiet here in the winter. Not that it ever snows or anything, but let's face it. No one wants to run around naked when it's only fifty degrees."
"I can understand that," I answered.
We spent the next half hour discussing how the North Point operated and where resources came from and how it's all paid for before going on to start discussing future plans. All the while her hands seemed to inch closer and closer to both my dick and my wife's crotch, her fingers finally wrapping around my hard shaft. I could see her hand in my wife's lap, slipping closer and closer to my wife's pussy any time my wife relaxed her legs so her thighs weren't pressed tightly together. I finally understood exactly what the grin Evelyn had was. Sophia liked to fly over both sides of the fence, preferably at the same time. It made me wonder if our overly huggy, little red head was a frequent play thing.
"You know, we have to get back for an appointment at the spa." Evelyn said, interrupting us.
"Ohhhhhh? A Spa appointment? Your first?" Sophia said with a huge smile.
"Yes, their first. I thought they should enjoy a nice relaxing couples massage," Evelyn answered.
"Ohhhhhh I envy you. Those are SOOOO Much fun," Sophia said, squeezing my dick and then stroking it slightly. "You know, if either of you ever need a partner for one of those, let me know."
"I think maybe you should come for dinner tomorrow night. You can continue to discuss plans then," Evelyn said. "I'm sure David wouldn't mind coming over the hill to pick you up."
"I'd love to. I haven't been to the big house in, well, a long time," she said with a smile. "It could be a little late when we get done. You sure you're up to driving me home after dark?"
"Oh, I'm sure they can find room for you in one of the guest rooms." Evelyn said as she stood up.
"Ohhhh. That would be wonderful," Sophia said, letting go of my dick and standing up. She held out a hand to me and helped me stand and then pressed her body against mine. She kissed me on both cheeks and then gave me a slow, wet kiss on the lips. She stepped back and held a hand out to my wife. Like she had with me, she held my wife's hands and pulled their bodies together until their nipples pressed to each other. She leaned to kiss my wife on both cheeks and then pressed her lips to my wife's, who pulled back quickly, a look of surprise on her face. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to startle you," Sophia said with a look of concern on her face. "I thought, after we were sitting there all this time. I just thought that. I'm sorry."
"It's, um, okay," my wife said haltingly. "I was just caught off guard."
Sophia smiled and pulled them both together again, this time letting go of my wife's hands and wrapping her arms around her to pull them tightly together. "I'll try not to be quite so forward next time," she said quietly to my wife before releasing her. Then she turned to me and looked down at my dick. "Angie wouldn't mind taking care of that for you, if you wanted."
"Angie?"
"The girl outside? She loves a hard cock," Sophia said. "But she's not allowed to play with the guests, so she hardly ever gets a chance to enjoy one."
"I, um, I'll pass for right now," I answered.
"Maybe a good idea. You want to be fresh for your massage!" she said as Evelyn moved to the office door and opened it. "Come!" she said, taking us both by the hand and walking us across the office. "I'll see you both tomorrow night then?"
"Yeah. Sure," my wife answered a little nervously.
We walked out and started putting our helmets on to leave. "Why did I feel like she wanted to have sex with both my husband and I?" I heard my wife ask Terry, inadvertently asking the question over the radio at the same time.
"Because she did," Evelyn answered over the circuit. "You'll find there are many ways to enjoy sexual encounters. Sophia came to us from a facility in France. They didn't have the same restrictions there that we have on our staff, and she regularly enjoyed couples."



"Both at the same time?" my wife asked in surprise.
"She likes nothing better than to have her face between a woman's thighs while her husband is pumping her pussy full of cum. Trust me, if you like your husband licking your pussy, you'll love having her do it. I don't know of anyone that she hasn't been able to get to climax."
"People really do that? Have sex with two people at the same time?"
"Two men and a woman, two women and a man, sure. Threesomes are extremely common for couples, and even singles, that want to experiment and try different things. Hell, I've done it myself. And with as attractive as you are. I wouldn't mind letting you sit on my face while David pumps me."
"EVELYN!" my wife exclaimed loud enough that we didn't need the radio to hear her.
"Just saying. Not that I'd ever force the issue, but I almost joined you two in the shower this morning."
"Evelyn! Really? In the shower?"
"Why not? Good clean fun!" Evelyn said with a grin. Terry, if you want in me, you gotta beat David to the top!"
"You're on!" he said as he backed up their cart and he took off up the road at a breakneck pace.
"You want him to fuck you?" I asked as I turned around and followed.
"Sure. Sitting there watching her. Fuck yes I'm turned on. And we wouldn't want to wear you out. You have an appointment for a massage and tonight is couples night at the club. I think you two should go enjoy it and see what it's like." she answered as I took off after the other cart.
To say I was dusty by the time we got to the top of the hill would be an understatement. Terry and my wife had arrived easily a full minute ahead of us and were both out of their cart when we pulled in.
"Why don't you take your wife in this cart, so you don't miss your appointment," Evelyn said.
"I don't know that I can find my way back," I answered quietly, hating to admit I paid more attention to Evelyn on the way here than watching where we were.
Evelyn had already taken her helmet off. "Not a problem." She reached to the center of the dash and pressed on a touchscreen. A map lit up in the display that I hadn't even noticed. "All our trails are marked out. You can enter in 'spa' and it will direct you, or you can just follow the track we created when we came up," she said, pointing to the trail in red. "If you happen to get lost, or break down, just press the red button. It'll send a contact message to the ATV barn, and they'll send out a repair buggy."
"Technology. Go figure," I said as she started to climb out of the buggy. She helped my wife slip back into the seat she just vacated and handed my wife her helmet.
"I'll bring your clothes down with me. Right now, Terry is going to demonstrate his talents to me," Evelyn called over her shoulder as she began walking away from our buggy. I started it up and pulled away, heading back along the path toward the ATV barn.
My wife pulled my right hand to her pussy and pressed my fingers against her wet lips, pressing hard enough to push my middle finger between her lips. I glanced over from my driving and asked the obviously stupid question. "You turned on?"
"Hell yes. Terry was driving like a wild man while he had a hand between my legs. That turd managed to get his fingers to my clit and still drive fast enough to put his dick in me for a half dozen, very stimulating, strokes before you caught up." She answered, surprising me a little. "What? You didn't think he would?"
"No. It wasn't that. It was, well, I'm just surprised, that's all."
"Why? I'm not immune to being turned on."
"You just haven't ever been a particular fan of quickies." I said with a shrug.
"Well, maybe I am now."
"Sure, okay." I answered with a shake of my head, my hand still between her legs, slowing my driving down considerably. "What did you think of Sophia?"
"She's a very dynamic person. Sounds like she's perfect for that job."
"What did you think about the idea of her staying the night?"
"You want her to?"
"I've never had sex with a black girl before," I answered.
"Not to mention those tits. I know how you like tits." She said a little breathlessly, my finger pushing in and out of her pussy clearly having an effect on her. "You assume she's going to want to have sex with you."
"I kind of got the idea that was Evelyn's plan."
"You know she's gonna wanna have sex with me too. I don't know if I'm up for something like that. I mean I was with a girl once in college, when I was drunk. But since I met you, I haven't had any need to do anything crazy like that." I looked over at her in surprise and stopped the buggy in the middle of the trail. "What? You think I was lilly white when we met? I wasn't exactly a virgin."
"I just never knew you tried anything like that."
"Well, I did. Now I suppose you're gonna want me to do it again so we can have three way sex? That's why I never told you before. I knew what it'd make you think."
"Okay. So, did you like it? When you did it?"
"Hell, I was drunk. I don't remember exactly."
"You like it when I lick you, right?"
"Yeah, but it's you."
"So close your eyes and pretend it is me. Who knows, maybe you'll really enjoy it, not being drunk."
"Maybe. I'll think about it. And that is NOT a yes."
"Evelyn said tonight is couples night at the club, thinks we should go check it out." I said as I started down the hill again, slipping my hand back between my wife's thighs.
"I'm sure you said yes to that."
"Well, if you liked fucking Terry, I'm sure that some of the dancers there will be just as tempting." I said, looking over at her with a grin.
"Uh huh. And some of the girls for you?"
"Maybe. Even if we don't do a lap dance, we ought to check it out."
"I'll think about it." She squeajed, her voice at least an octave higher than normal, moments before I heard her gasp over the radio.
"Fair enough," I agreed with a grin to myself, knowing that I'd pushed the magic button far enough to make her climax.
It took us another half an hour to reach the ATV barn and then ten more minutes to switch to our 4 seat, souped-up golf cart and make our way to the spa. I couldn't help but notice that my wife was sitting awkwardly in the golf cart, trying to cover herself as much as she could, without looking like she was. We got to the spa and I climbed out, waiting in front for my wife to slide out of the cart and catch up with me. The trepidation on her face was clear, though I wasn't sure if it wa about the upcoming massage or the ride across the busy compound naked. She hadn't been nearly as bothered riding in the ATV, which I took as a positive sign that maybe she was getting used to some of this.
The young woman behind the desk was apparently waiting for us. She immediately led us to a large shower room, not unlike a gym shower, though this one did have a few shower-curtained cubicles at one end for people that were more "bashful" as she put it. My wife and I showered the combination of sunblock and road grime off our bodies and out of our hair, all under the watchful, almost lustful, eye of another young woman standing by with towels. She held out a big fluffy towel to each of us to dry with and then replaced them with two fresh towels to wrap ourselves in before she led us to a modestly large room with two massage tables. She had us lay down on the tables naked, and then covered us with the towels before disappearing.
"Mister and missus Parks," I heard a soft female voice say from behind me. "Welcome to the spa! We would like you to just relax and enjoy yourselves. Before we start, I have you down for a masseur for you missus Parks, and a masseuse for you mister Parks. I also see here that you both are down for platinum level care. Do either of you have any limitations or restrictions you would like us to follow?"
"Limitations or restrictions?" I asked curiously.
"Yes. Such as no intercourse, or use of condoms, that sort of thing."
"I'm not sure. You have any limitations honey?" I asked, turning my head to look at my wife.
"I don't want to walk out leaking cum down my legs, if that's what you mean." She said in a surprisingly sharp tone.
"Trust me Missus parks. We would never let a client leave that way. We always clean up after ourselves. Miss Evelyn made a note that this is your first ever couples massage and that we should give you the full experience."
"What exactly does that mean?" my wife asked.
"Just that you are free to touch us back and encourage anything that you find pleasurable. Since you have already expressed concern about walking out with cum leaking, can I assume you are amenable to Thomas massaging you internally?"
"If that means fucking me, what the hell, why not? If he can get me turned on I suppose he can." My wife muttered. I could almost hear her roll her eyes as she shook her head in a move I was well familiar with. I usually saw it when I was trying to coax her to have sex when she really wasn't interested.
"Are either of you allergic to anything in particular? Latex, any certain oils?"
"Not that I know of." My wife answered for both of us.
"Excellent. Then let's get started. Just enjoy," she said.
I felt a set of petite hands touch my leg and then warm oil being dribbled over my legs. Her hands began to massage up and down my legs, working her thumbs into my muscles and finding knots that I didn't even know I had. She continued to work her hands up and down my legs for long minutes before moving around the table to my head. I was looking at my wife and saw her masseur move to the front of her table as well, his dick rock hard. With her laying with her face looking down through the little pillow face rest, I wondered if she could even see his dick. It was answered for me a moment later as he stepped closer to the table, his hardon sliding under the face pillow.
"Oh my," I heard her gasp as his dick stuck right under her face. He pushed the towel down her body until it was bunched up over her butt cheeks, and began to massage her back. His motions moved his dick in and out from beneath the face rest, and her face. A few times I thought I saw his engorged mushroom head lift high enough to even bump against her face. Suddenly her hand moved from beside her and captured his dick. She held it, as he rubbed her back and shoulders, his motion making it slide in and out of her grasp right below her face.
I lay still, letting the young lady massage my back with her oily hands while I watched as my wife being massaged. As he worked her back, my wife moved his dick closer and closer to her face, tilting it up slightly until his fat head finally disappearing up into the gap of the face rest. There was only one place for it to go from there. His sudden stop of motion pretty much told me exactly where his head was. He held himself there for long seconds before he pulled back again, sliding his hands up my wife's back. He leaned toward her, rubbing all the way down to her butt, but letting his dick slip through her hand and into her mouth again.
"I think we should roll you over now," the young lady that was massaging my back said softly.
"Sure," I answered without knowing much about how she looked, other than she was slender, well-tanned, had a sexy, almost teenage, looking, shaved pussy.
She pulled the towel off of me completely and I rolled onto my back, getting a look at the masseuse for the first time. She was indeed slender, almost petite, and young, maybe twenty-two or so? Her evenly tanned body sported modest-sized breasts that were easily a full handful, but were, at the same time, clearly firm enough not to need a bra to hold their shape. She had short-cropped blond hair that was in tight little ringlets around her face. "Let's start with your chest," she said with a smile, climbing onto the table as my wife rolled over onto her back.
The young masseuse sat astride me, her knees on either side of my hips, my rock hard cock, pressed between us. I could feel the heat of her tight little pussy lips pushing against the bottom side of my shaft, my engorged head sticking out from between her legs. She reached to a bottle sitting on a little rolling table next to my table and squirted the oil all over my chest and then, to my surprise, squirted almost as much on her own chest. She set the bottle aside and lay down on me, pressing her firm boobs against me. I could feel her hard nipples press into my skin as she began to move herself around on me, using her tits to massage my chest. She wiggled and slid her body on mine, rugging her tits as far down as my dick and as far up as just below my chin.
I glanced over at Jennifer, seeing her with her hands over her head, holding the masseur's dick, as his hands worked over and around her tits, massaging them and teasing her rock-hard nipples. I closed my eyes a moment, took a deep breath and then turned back to look at my own little masseuse. I knew exactly what that kind of massage on my wife's breasts was going to lead to. Hell, I'd used that to my advantage for years. If she had any interest in sex at all, sucking and massaging her tits was almost a guaranteed way to get her to have sex with me. For her, there was a definite connection between her pussy and her nipples. After the kind of massaging they were getting, I doubted that she'd turn down a hard cock in her pussy. I looked down at my little masseuse as she stood up on the table and turned around. She lowered herself down again, facing my feet and let her tits settle on either side of my dick. She pushed back toward me, rubbing her tits along my hardon as she pushed her pussy right in front of my face.
"Feel free," she said quietly
I took that to mean that I was free to lick her pussy, if I could. She kept sliding it away from me, almost teasing me by pushing it into my face for just a few seconds and then sliding down my body, dragging her tits over my dick and thighs.
"Oh fuck," my wife grunted, drawing my attention back to her again. I could see Thomas standing next to her, his dick in her hand, and his right hand on one of her tits, the other between her legs. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she groaned as he pushed two fingers into her.
"Come, on honey. Pay attention over here. My pussy is getting lonely!" my masseuse said as she slid her pussy back toward my face. "Or don't you enjoy licking pussy?"
"Trust me, I do," I answered looking back to the sexy pussy inches from my face. I reached for her hips and pulled her to me, reaching out with my tongue to stroke up her wet lips.
"Ohhhh yes. Much better," she cooed softly before I felt her mouth engulf my dick. She began to stroke and lick and suck me while I licked and teased her lips, dipping my tongue between her tight, little lips as deeply as I could. I could hear my wife moaning and gasping softly as Thomas did whatever he was doing to her, but with my masseuses butt in my face, I couldn't really see what he was doing.
As the mouth slid up and down my shaft I felt myself growing closer and closer to climax, my hips trying to push up at her face. To say she was damn good at sucking cock would be an understatement. She wasn't good, she was fucking fantastic, and was going to get me off so much faster than I thought was possible. "Oh god. Gonna come," I groaned into her tight little pussy lips. "OH SHIT!" I grunted as I felt pressure around the base of my cock, her hand squeezing the base my shaft almost painfully, but not quite, as she pushed the base of my cock toward my pelvis.
"Can't have that yet~" my masseuse cooed as she pulled her face off my dick. She held me tightly for several seconds and then pulled her pussy from my face. She turned herself around without climbing off the table and positioned her pussy over my dick. "You wanna have a chance to put that into me, don't you?"
"Oh yeah," I breathed as she lowered her pussy to my dick and began to grind herself against me. I could feel her pussy lips spread around my shaft as she worked her hips back and forth again, this time dragging her wet slit all the way up to and over my engorged head.
"Why don't you play with my tits?" she whispered, looking down at me from only a foot and a half or so away from mine. "I like feeling my nipples being teased."
"You do?" I asked just before I heard my wife cry out in pleasure. I looked over and saw her jerking and shuddering in a massive orgasm, her pussy spraying her juices into the air as Thomas continued to almost frantically plunge his fingers in and out between her spread legs.
"Mmmmmmm. He's so good at making women climax, isn't he?" my masseuse asked softly. "Don't worry. He's not done yet. I bet she comes at least one more time."
"Really?"
"Oh yeah. Last time Thomas and I played he made me come three times in half an hour. You wanna try that? Make me come three times? I'm pretty damn close right now. I bet if you licked me just a little more I'd come on your face. Do you want me to come on your face? Let my sweet, young pussy climax right on your soft tongue?"
"I wouldn't mind," I breathed, picturing her teenage-looking pussy in front of my face. She grinned down at me and crawled up the table until she was upright on her knees, looking down at me. She spread her knees as far as the table would allow, and lowered her pussy to my mouth. She moved one of her hands to one of her own nipples, and the other down between her legs, her fingers nearly touching my face. She used her fingers to spread her lips apart, sticking her clit out from between her tight, little lips so that I could get to it more easily.
I reached out with my tongue and flicked over and around her hard nub, bringing a soft moan from her lips. "Oh yes. That's it. Make me come. Make my hot little pussy squirt all over your face," she moaned as I flicked across her clit. It didn't take too many licks across her sensitive clitoris before her legs began to tremble as she tried to hold her hips still. She clearly wanted to grind herself on my face, but was working hard to hold herself still so I could continue to lick her clit. "Oh yes. Ohhhhhh yes. Ohhhhhhh god. Gonna come. Gonna COME!" the young woman squealed as her body suddenly jerked and her juices squirted out all over my face. Three times her body spasmed, wetting my face with her copious flow until it was running down around my neck and even some through my short cropped hair. She looked down at me lustfully before pulling her pussy from my face and backing down my body, pulling from my face. "Now l wanna feel you in me. I wanna feel your fat cock fucking me," she whispered as she worked her knees back down alongside my body.
She moved back until she could lift my cock up and aim it at her pussy. She rubbed my already slick head around a moment and then slowly pushed herself down on my shaft.
"Oh damn, you're tight," I groaned in pleasure as she forced herself down my shaft.
"Maybe, but you're so fucking big inside me," she moaned. "Your wife is so lucky."
The mention of my wife made me look over at her. Thomas had shifted her to the end of the table and was standing with both her stuck high in the air, her calves pressed together to his cheeks as he reached around her legs to get his hands to her big soft tits. He was squeezing and playing with her soft mounds while he stroked his cock in and out of her pussy. The look on her face was pure ecstasy, her hands holding the edge of the table in a death grip as her body trembled and she gasped for breath. I'd seen that look many times over the years, and I knew that she was about to have another massive climax. I couldn't help but feel a little jealous of what Thomas was about to enjoy before that thought was pushed away and my attention drawn back to the young woman on my lap by the sensation of her starting to lift and lower herself on my shaft.



"Oh fuck you feel good in me. Sooo big. So long. I don't know how long I can do this without coming again," she moaned as she bounced up and down on me a little faster. I reached both hands to her chest and started to squeeze and tease her tits and nipples while she rode up and down my shaft, quickly pushing my recently aborted orgasm back to life. Up and down she bounced, slapping her ass into my thighs before rebounding back up again. "Oh god. Ohhhhh fuck. You wanna feel me come around your cock? You wanna fill my sweet pussy with your cum? Come for me sweetie. Come in me while I climax on your fantastic cock!"
I felt her already tight pussy squeeze tighter around me while she continued to try and stroke up and down my shaft, her orgasm making her coordination fail. If anything, the more erratic strokes served only to push me closer to the edge. I could tell her climax was starting to fade away just as mine was getting ready to peak. My hips pushed up at her in time with her strokes, the urgency to shove deeper into her growing by the second. "OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked hard, my spasm lifting my hips up toward her and driving my head all the way into her as she lifted herself. I felt the surge of cum flow into her, and moments later a cry of pleasure as her own climax was suddenly renewed by the changing sensation. I felt her pussy squeezing me, trying to draw me into her as she slammed herself down on me. The second and third powerful squirts of cum into her were joined by her own squirts of cum, spraying out onto my body and the table. Long, powerful gushes of her juices that seemed to flow from around my cock before spraying out across my chest and stomach, some reaching all the way to my neck and face. My body bucked and jerked under and inside her as I filled her little pussy with my cum at the same time.
I lay panting and trying to catch my breath as the sounds of my wife's climax filtered through. I looked over and saw her body shuddering and trembling again in what I guessed was her third climax, as Thomas stood between her now widely spread legs, his body jerking and shaking as he emptied his cum into her. I lay there, with mixed feelings, as I watched him fill her with his cum, knowing that I had just done the same thing to the young lady on my lap, but still having a little difficulty watching him emptying into her. I wondered briefly if my wife seen that I had come in the young lady still sitting on my lap, or if her attention was so completely on what Thomas was doing that she hadn't noticed.
The young lady on my lap lay down on me, turning my head to look back at her and bringing her mouth to mine. She gave me a long, slow, wet kiss that felt extremely heartfelt and unfaked. We lay there for several minutes until our breathing was back to normal and the effects of our climaxes had faded away. I looked at my wife, lying on the table, looking at me, her expression almost one of concern. "You okay with what just happened?" she finally asked.
"Which part?"
"All of it. Having him come in me? I didn't have him pull out. I let him go all the way. I didn't mean to, but it felt too good and I didn't want him to stop."
"I can't exactly complain. I did it too."
"I know. I expected you to. The question is, how do you feel about me getting it done to me?"
"If I said I didn't feel anything I'd be lying. But I can't exactly do what I just did and say that you shouldn't. How do you feel about it?"
"Less upset than I did last night," she said softly as Thomas moved from between her legs. He helped her sit up and held a hand out to help her off the table.
"Come on. Let me take you to the shower and get you cleaned up," he said with a smile.
"Without David?"
"Trust me, he'll enjoy Mandy getting him showered. But if you want to stay together, he's welcome to come with us."
"You sound like you plan on more than just showering," she said to him.
"I aim to please, and I feel like you wouldn't mind a little more yet. By the time we get showered, I'm sure I'll be recovered enough for a little more."
"I think we should let them go shower and catch up with them in a little bit," Mandy, as I now knew, said softly. "I can already feel you starting to get hard again and I know I wouldn't turn down a little more of this. We have plenty of time left in our hour session."
"We do?"
"Oh yes, plenty of time. Besides, they're going to shower in the same shower as when you came in, so we can see what they're doing when we go shower." I didn't really answer, but watched Thomas leading my wife away and out the door, leaving the two of us alone in the room. Mandy pulled off my dick and slipped off the table. She bent over and began to massage and tease my cock with her hand and mouth, moving her butt close enough to the table that I could reach down and tease her pussy with my fingers. "Mmmmmm. I like being played with," she moaned around my dick, wiggling her ass side to side a little. I lay there feeling her working on my dick, which she was having good success with getting hard again for long minutes before she pulled off me. "So, how would you like to fuck me? Anything goes."
"Do you have a favorite position?"
"Any position that gets your cock in my pussy is my new favorite position. It's not every day a girl gets to fuck the owner."
"Is that why you want to have sex with me again? Trying to make inroads with me?"
"Hell, I'd fuck Godzilla if he was the owner. It's kinda my job. But honestly, I like your cock and if I can help convince you to stay and keep us open, why wouldn't I?"
"At least you're honest," I answered while she continued to stroke my dick with one hand. "Why don't you climb back on me and give me a nice slow one while we chat."
"If that's what you want," she said with a shrug. She climbed onto the table and settled on my dick again and began to slowly ride up and down on me. "How's that?"
"Just fine," I answered in an almost groan at how tight she was. I let her ride me slowly, running my hands up and down her body slowly, teasing her nipples for a moment and then sliding down to let my thumb rub her clit. "So tell me, do you enjoy doing this?"
"Having sex? Hell yes! I love it."
"So, having strange men fuck and fill you with cum is alright by you?"
"For enough money," she said with a shrug.
"Like how much?"
"If you were a paying customer? Oh, I'd say this hour would cost you about six hundred. It'd only be about three hundred if you didn't want to come in me."
"That's a lot. You think you're worth it?"
"Wrong question. Do you think I'm worth it?" she asked me back with a grin. "You've seen my figure and my pussy. I get a lot of requests because my body looks eighteen, not my actual age. There are a few of us that do. Lots of older guys fantasize about fucking a daughter or babysitter. I fit the bill on a lot of those."
"So you pretend to be a daughter?"
"If he wants me to," she said with a smile. "Like this." She leaned down toward me, moving my hands off her body and shifting them to her bare ass. She continued to slide up and down my dick slowly, bending over until her tits pressed against my chest lightly. Then she whispered to me, "Do you like how I feel around you daddy? You're so big and fat in side me. I've always wondered what a man's cock felt like. It's not too tight is it? You're just so big and you feel so good inside me. Do you want to show me what it feels like to have a man come inside me? Do you want to, daddy? Do you want to fill your daughters hot little pussy with your cum? Do you want to make me climax around you for my birthday? That'd be such a nice way to finish this birthday present. Make me come and then fill my hot, little virgin pussy with your cum?"
"Oh damn," I groaned. "That definitely is tempting."
"See what I mean? Or baby sitter. Men love to think about fucking the baby sitter. I'm sorry mister P. I didn't mean to be naked when you came home. I was just sitting there and I got so turned on. Please don't me mad. I'll do whatever you want me to. Just don't tell my mom what I was doing. Ohhhh you feel so big and fat. I've never had a real cock in me before. Are you sure it'll fit? Ohhhhhhh, it's so big. So fat. I think you're going to make me come. OH Mister P! OH SHIT! OHHHHHHH I'm coooooommmming!" she cried softly before looking back down at me, her body shaking slightly and her hips bucking. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, attesting to the fact that she did just climax, thought not nearly as hard as she had when I was licking her. She continued to ride up and down my cock as she panted for breath.
"You can climax on request?" I asked.
She grinned. "To tell the truth, before I started working here, I had a few families I'd baby sit for to make gas money. I'd try and flash them and tease them when their wives weren't looking, just wishing one would fuck me. So pretending to get fucked as the baby sitter is an easy turn on. If I think about it, I can let myself climax pretty easily. But it helps to have a good cock in me."
I chuckled softly. "I guess that's a lesson for me. I just assumed girls would fake it."
"Oh we can. But if a guy is paying good money to come in you, he better damn well feel you coming around him first. If not, he's going to be disappointed. All guys like to feel like they're god's gift to women. Sad but true, most of them aren't."
"Like me?"
She laughed again. "You? Seriously? Um, no. I saw you out there on the patio giving that woman an orgasm. I don't know her name, but I can tell you, she didn't fake that one. She had a massage and told the guy that did her that she really wanted to have sex with a normal guy, not someone paid to have sex. I'm guessing you were that normal guy."
"I guess so. I wonder why me?"
"Why not you? You're older, I can see that, but not bad looking. You have a nice looking cock too. Maybe you just interested her?"
"Maybe. So, do you dance too?" I asked as she started rocking on me again, this time with her chest rubbing against mine, teasing her nipples along my chest with each stroke.
"Uh huh."
"What do you think about that part of the job?"
"It's not bad. It was a little tough at first, stripping in front of all the guys instead of just one or two."
"How about lap dances?"
"Some guys get so handsy. They think that every woman wants to be touched everywhere. I've even had guys stick a finger up my ass, as if that was going to somehow make me wanna let them take the condom off and go bareback."
"Does it?"
"Not ever. I don't do bareback in the club, not ever. You don't know where it's been. I don't mind doing the guys here. Miss Evelyn makes sure everyone is clean before they come, so it's pretty safe. But even then, if you want to fill my pussy, you're gonna pay for the privilege."
"Does that include me?"
"Honey, you own the place. You can have me any time any place you want. You want me to come by the house and fuck you, no sweat. A little quicky in the pool? I'm down for it any time you want. Wanna go out into the brush and fuck in the sand? As long as you promise to wash the sand off of me when we get back, I'm game. Hell, if you wanted to fuck me on the stage, I'd even go along with that. Without you I don't have a job here, so yeah, you get the best of me any time you want it."
"I see. You're good at what you do, you know that?" I groaned.
"I know. Tell me, do you want me to make you come? Otherwise I can make this last almost the whole rest of the hour. Tease you close and let it slip away, and then tease it close again," she whispered.
"I bet you can make a guy come fast too."
"Uh huh. That's the goal in the lap dance. Find what triggers them and push them over the edge. Most guys are done after that."
"And what triggers me?"
"You really wanna know?"
"Sure."
"I'll bet you I can make you come hard in only two or three minutes."
"Okay. What are we betting?"
"Tonight is couples night at the club. Couples dancing for couples. I'll be dancing with someone. If I can make you come in less than three minutes, then you have to be my partner tonight. You have to dance with me and fuck me on stage and then do at least one lap dance with me for another couple."
"And if you can't?"
"Then I'll be your fuck toy for a whole day. Fuck you as many times as you want, all day."
"You seem sure of yourself."
"I am."
I moved my arm to see my watch, and started a stop watch. "You're on the clock."
She pulled her pussy up off my dick and reached between us for it. She grasped it softly in her hand and leaned her chest harder into me until she could whisper in my ear. "We shouldn't be doing this daddy," she whispered softly, using her hand to rub my mushroom head around her wet lips. "I've never had a real dick in me before. You sure you want to do this? If mommy found out she'd be so angry with me," she whispered as she rubbed my head up and down her slit, pushing it between her lips. I felt her lower her pussy onto my engorged head and force an inch or so of me back into her. "Ohhhhhh daddy, you're so big. I don't know if you'll fit, but I'll try," she whispered as she pushed more of herself down onto me. "Oh daddy. This feels so good. You feel so good inside me."
She started to lift and lower herself on me, working me deeper and deeper into her as she bounced her hips slowly. "Ohhhh daddy. This feels so good. I hope it feels good for you too. I'm just afraid that it'll feel too good. Mary told me that if it feels too good it can make a boy squirt his stuff inside you. You aren't going to do that, are you daddy? You aren't going to squirt your stuff in me, are you?" she asked as she bounced her butt up and down faster. "Oh daddy. Ohhhhhh daddy this feels so tingly and good. I don't want to stop. It's making me feel all funny inside and I don't want to stop. Oh daddy. You're getting fatter. You aren't going to squirt your stuff in me, are you? Ohhhhh daddy. Ohhhh daddy you're making me feel so tingly inside. I feel like I have to pee. Oh daddy! OH DADDY! Mary said when she feels like this it makes her have an orgasm. Oh daddy, I think I'm having an orgasm. Ohhhhhh daddy! Oh Daddy are you squirting in me? Are you squirting your stuff inside me?" she panted in my ear as her pussy clenched and spasmed around my spurting dick. I lay there jerking and spasming for long seconds with her laying on me, her chest rubbing against mine as we both panted for breath.
"Damn," I panted.
"Almost every dad has a fantasy of taking his daughters virginity. It works almost every time." She grinned. "How long did it take?"
I looked at my watch. Three minutes was just passing. "Less than three minutes," I breathed.
"You are going to be so sexy up there when I undress you," she said with a grin.
"I could just refuse. I don't know how to be a stripper."
"You won't refuse. I can tell. And you don't need to know what to do, not for what I have in mind. You see, I'm going to do all the work, seducing and undressing you on stage until I bend over and let you put your dick right into me. I want you to stick it in and fuck me, not for long. We wouldn't want you to come and not have a hard dick for the ladies. Just fuck me and make my tits bounce and swing for the guys for a few minutes. Miss Rachel was right. The ladies are going to go gaga for you."
"Miss Rachel?" I asked quickly. "What does Rachel have to do with this?" Mandy got one of those "uh oh" looks on her face as she looked down at me without answering. "Did Rachel plan this?"
"She thought that maybe if you were part of it, you'd be more inclined to keep the club. She got the idea after dinner that maybe you and your wife were thinking about closing the club."
"She did, did she?"
"Yeah. So she picked Thomas and me to service you today, so that we could convince you to try things out."
"And my wife is going to be doing what? Stripping too?" I asked. "I doubt it."
"Actually, Thomas's job is to convince her to let him undress her on stage and then do at least one lap dance with a couple that Miss Rachel has picked."
"And you think he can convince her?"
"About as easily as I convinced you," she whispered. "Thomas can be very persuasive. By now I'm sure he's made her climax at least another time, with an audience in the shower, which was also carefully chosen."
"I think we better go join them," I said quickly, coaxing her to sit all the way up and then climb off my shriveled dick. "Knowing my wife, this might not turn out the way Rachel planned." I said as I walked to the showers we came in through, Mandy following close behind. When I walked into the shower area, there were at least half a dozen young guys standing around the showers, either stroking their dicks, or looking like they had very recently shot their loads. My wife was leaning against the shower wall with her arms, her head resting on her arms and her butt pushed out at Thomas. He held her hips and was plunging himself into her over and over, her tits swinging wildly with each impact against her bare ass. I could tell by the way she was panting and pushing back against him that she was about to have another orgasm. Part of me wanted to step over and stop it, guessing that he'd bet her something similar to what Amanda had bet me.
Instead I stood and watched as she started to climax in front of the group of guys, something that I would have never thought she'd ever do. One of the guys that was stroking his cock started to shoot his cum in her direction as she shuddered and trembled. "Oh fuck. Not another," she groaned at the sight, confirming that she did indeed see him come.
"That's four," I heard Thomas say, his back to us so he didn't know we were there. "I win," he added as he slowed his strokes inside my wife. He finally stopped and pulled his still rock hard cock out of her pussy. She turned around to face him, seeing us behind him.
"Oh shit," she said quietly, barely loud enough to hear over the running water. "How am I going to explain this to David!"
I walked closer to her and stopped a few feet away. "Let me guess. Thomas made some bet with you that he could do something and if he won, you had to dance on stage with him in the club tonight and do a lap dance?"
My wife looked at me with a furrowed brow. "How did you know? Did you plan this?"
"No. Let's just say that I got trapped the same way. So just exactly what do you have to do?"
"I have to let Thomas undress me on stage."
"And to win he had to what?"
"Get at least four of the guys that were showering to jack off to us fucking before I finished climaxing, without saying anything to them."
"I think you should know, we were set up. Rachel got the idea we might close the club, and wanted us to really get the feel of what it was like on stage. So she arranged for Mandy here to bet me that I'd let her seduce and strip me on stage if she could make me orgasm in under three minutes. She'd already figured out how to do it before she made the bet, so naturally I lost. It looks like the two of us are going to be on stage tonight."
"No, we don't have to. I mean, we don't, do we?"
"Technically? No. We own the place, so if we don't want to, we don't have to. That said, they went to a lot of trouble to set this up. Maybe it wouldn't hurt to try it, just to know what they go through before we make a decision on what to do about the club. "
"But going out and dancing in front of, well, who knows who?"
"It'll all be couples," Mandy said. "Some from down in Reno. There are a few regulars that come up for couples night. And of course any guests that want to, there's usually a couple dozen or so of them."
Jennifer looked at me with almost panic in her eyes. "You've been getting naked in front of dozens of people already. You showered in front of the window this morning," I said to her quietly, trying to calm the look in her eyes. "Besides, it was your bet."



She looked at Thomas. "I can't do this. I don't care what kind of bet I made, I can't, not in front of a bunch of people watching me."
"How about if I blindfold you? Then you don't have to see them. It's like it'd be just you and me."
"Blindfold me? Really? Well, maybe. I won't promise. I still don't know if I can do this. Besides, who wants to look at an old woman getting undressed?"
"Tell you what. I'll come by and help get you dressed in something that will be really head turning. Then all you have to do is let Thomas take you on stage and do his thing."
"Do his thing. Undressing me? What about him? How do I undress him if I'm blindfolded?"
"Trust me, he'll take care of getting himself undressed," Mandy said with a grin. "You'll be great!"
"I doubt it" my wife said quietly, shaking her head. "You do this kind of thing all the time?"
"Several nights a week," she answered.
"And I only have to do this once?"
"Just once." Mandy said. "Unless of course you like it. Then you can do it as much as you want."
"I doubt there will be any replays. Okay. If you blindfold me so I can't see, I'll try," she said to Thomas.
"Good. That's settled. We'll come get you from the house when it's time. Now, your sweet husband and I still need a shower, and I think there are four young studs that wouldn't mind helping you finish yours," Mandy said with a grin, reaching out to pull me across the shower room. "Might as well give them some room."
I let her draw me to the far side of the room and under a shower head she turned on. From there I could see the four young men move around my wife. She looked at me across the shower room over the shoulder of one of the gentlemen, before looking down again. I wasn't sure if she wanted me to rescue her or if she just wanted to make sure I was there, as a safety net. I assumed the second, since I was quite sure none of them would hurt her in any way. In moments they all had soapy hands and were rubbing them all over her body, from her neck to her toes.
Mandy pulled me back under the water and started to soap me with liquid soap from a dispenser on the wall, washing my chest and lower by reaching around me and pulling my back to her chest. "She'll be fine," she whispered. "Remember. We're here to make guests feel good, not to hurt them. All she has to do is say stop and they will. Trust me."
"If you say so," I answered, feeling her hands working down further. I felt her grasp my dick and play with it, surprisingly coaxing it to start growing in her hand again, even though at the moment I wasn't exactly turned on. I turned around to face her and reached out for soap. We stood and lathered and rinsed each other before I turned back to look at my now rinsed off wife, rubbing her hands almost eagerly over the firm stomachs of the four guys. Whatever trepidation she had felt had apparently disappeared.
Mandy dried me off and then let me wrap the towel around my waist while Thomas dried my wife, the four studs watching him dry her naked body while they played with their again hard dicks. Once she was dry and had the towel around her body, she stepped to each of them and leaned toward them. She gave each a soft kiss on the lips and squeeze of their dicks before Mandy led us back out to our cart.
"Feels funny driving around in a towel," my wife said as we headed back to the house.
"You can take it off," I said.
"Not on your life," she said with a smile, and then more quietly. "Not unless there are a bunch of hunky guys waiting to jack off for me."
"You enjoyed that, did you?"
"I know it was all faked. I mean, what young guy wants to jack off to an old woman's body? Hell, even Thomas must have been faking it."
"Oh? Did he come in you or not?"
"Well, yeah."
"Hard or just kinda uh?"
"Well, hard I guess."
"You can't fake that. I keep telling you, you're a damn good looking woman for your age. Some day you might believe it."
"I'm not convinced. But it did feel good just the same." She said as I parked at the back of the house. We walked in, in just the towels, a fact that didn't escape Candice's notice.
"Been having a good time?" she asked as we walked into the kitchen.
"Oh yeah," my wife answered. "Just got suckered into the two of us getting stripped on stage tonight!"
"Really? You're going to dance tonight? Sweet! Maybe we can dance together."
"We'll see. Mandy is going to be stripping me and then having me fuck her on stage. Thomas is going to strip Jennifer." I said.
"Oh damn! How cool! How did you ever agree to that? I didn't think you were all that interested in the club."
"Let's just say that we honor our bets, and we both got suckered."
"Miss Rachel said she had an idea on how to get you to learn about the club. I had no idea it would be from the stage! I am soooo going to be there to watch this one!"
"Yeah, thanks for that," I said. "I think I need a nap."
"Well, if you wanna pick dinner I can have it here when you wake up."
"You pick for me, honey. I'm going up to bed." Jennifer said as she headed to the stairs.
"You know, the middle aged couples that come to these are going to go nuts for her. She has such fantastic tits," Candice said quietly while I looked at the menus on the kitchen counter. I felt her hand slide under the towel and find my dick while I was reading. "And I know that the ladies are going to want this put someplace tender," she whispered. "Such a sexy cock. If you didn't need it tonight, I'd be tempted to bend over the counter and let you take me right here, for free even."
"That's big of you," I said as I circled the selections I thought we'd want. "How about dinner at seven."
"Done," she said, letting go of my dick. "Go have a good nap. And if you decide you wanna exercise him before the show, let me know," she said with a giggle.
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I knew that if I didn't deal with Martha, the busybody neighbor across the street, that word of me fucking a black girl in my shed would spread all over the neighborhood like wildfire. While my daughter may believe that it doesn't matter what people think, the reality is that I have to live here and THAT does matter. My late wife would have been appalled at my behavior with the girls over the weekend, though I'm not at all sure how much of it was my choice. The girls wanted a sexy stripper for their bachelorette party and my daughter had unwittingly played right into their hands in her attempt to get me and the bride's mother together.
In her defense, I'm confident she didn't intend for it to end up the way it did. There was no way she could ever have guessed that the only thing they had left me to wear, my swimsuit, was going to be ripped and unwearable, and a bunch of half-drunk, sex crazed women weren't about to leave a guy with only a towel around his waist alone. In one respect, my daughter had gotten part of her wish. She wanted me to crawl out of the hole I'd dug for myself after my wife passed, and I would say I was now definitely out of that hole.
When I pulled into the driveway after work, I could see Martha standing outside, watering her flowers in her usual t-shirt and shorts. After what I saw yesterday when she had watched me filling Tabitha, I suspected that the shorts and shirt were ALL she had on, at least they were yesterday. I stood next to the car and took off my suit coat and tossed it into the car, followed by my tie. I unbuttoned a couple buttons of my dress shirt and headed down my long gravel driveway, headed to see what I could do to fix this. About halfway down the hundred foot long drive an idea hit me and I headed back to the house. I grabbed two beers out of the refrigerator in the garage and headed towards her house again.
"Hey Martha! You look thirsty," I said from about twenty feet from behind her, trying not to startle her. She spun around in surprise, apparently not having heard me walking across the grass towards her. The hose, apparently not an automatic shut off kind of nozzle, spraying me with its wide stream for two or three seconds before she realized what was happening, and then she twisted the nozzle the wrong way, turning the wide cone of spray into a straight stream before finally turning it back to the wide cone and then off. I stood there, the front of my dress shirt and slacks dripping as she stood with her hand over her mouth, shocked at what she had accidently done.
"Oh damn. Dale! I'm so sorry!" she finally said, stepping towards me and reaching out to try and uselessly brush the water off my shirt, her hands running down my soaked chest and even down across my crotch a few times, trying to wipe the water from my dress pants.
I chuckled and looked down at myself. "Well, that wasn't quite the reception I was expecting."
She looked at me laughing and then broke into laughter herself, taking a couple steps back when she realized that brushing the water off my now soaked shirt wasn't going to accomplish much. We stood there, laughing at the situation for almost half a minute before we let it slip to smiles. "I brought you a beer. I thought you looked thirsty," I said as I held one of the bottles out towards her.
"Cooled off enough? Or should I hose you down a bit more?" she asked awkwardly, trying to make a joke out of the absurd situation before reaching for the offered bottle.
"No. I think I'm cooled off enough for the moment," I joked back as I cracked the lid on the bottle of beer I still had. I took a short drink and then waited for her to do the same.
"Should have had the hose with me yesterday," she said, her face turning serious. "Sam would have been shocked to see what I saw."
"Yeah. I kinda thought we needed to talk about that."
"What's to talk about? You're a big boy. You can have sex with anyone you want," she said, looking down at the ground. "Just wouldn't have thought you'd go for the young ones. What was she? Twenty-one or two?"
"Just over thirty I think she said," I answered her.
"And the rest of the girls? They weren't exactly wearing a hell of a lot."
"Yeah. That was a bachelorette party," I answered her. "I never quite understood why a bunch of girls would get together and feel the need to wear such skimpy stuff and want male strippers and stuff."
"Didn't look like you were wearing much more," she said.
"The pink shorts?"
"Oh? Did you have shorts on? Didn't look like it to me," she said with a frown.
"Yeah. Well, that was Tabitha. She had the honors of letting me take care of the results of all the teasing they'd been doing all morning."
"The two of you seemed to be enjoying it," she said before taking another swig of the beer. "Like I said, you can have sex with whoever you want. It's none of my business."
"Come on Martha. We've known each other way to long to play that kind of game. We both know that if you didn't care what was going on, you wouldn't have walked over yesterday to find out."
"Maybe."
"Am I proud of what I did? Not really. Hell, there's a lot of the weekend that I'm not particularly proud of. But if you're going to get stuck naked in front of a bunch of girls for the better part of a day...well, I guess girls get turned on too."
"Naked? Why the hell would you run around naked in front of all those girls!?"
"Wasn't my choice actually," I said with a short chuckle. "See, Jenny thought that it would be a perfect way to force me to get to know the mother of the bride. And before you ask, yes that is exactly how she meant it. So, before we left she snuck my bag out of the truck and I ended up going to the lake with nothing to wear but a swimsuit. They did the same thing to Melissa, the bride's mom. They figured if they forced us to share a tent and we didn't have anything but wet swimsuits, that we'd end up in bed together...naked. Nature being what nature is, they figured they had a foolproof plan. They didn't count on me having an accident with my swimsuit and tearing it so it wasn't wearable."
"Not at all?"
"Well, not that it would have made any difference if I was naked. The whole front was torn open."
"Oh my. I'd have been so embarrassed."
"I was. Especially since they had on these tiny little bikinis, and you can imagine the effect of that."
"So, there you were, naked and...well...hard."
"That's about the size of it."
"And the girls? They just what? Watched?"
"Ohhhhhh hell no. Seems they really wanted to hire a couple male strippers but couldn't find a way to get them to where we were camping. So, they just decided to turn me into their sex toy instead."
"And you let them!?"
I took another swig of my beer and then looked at her. "Honestly Martha, by that point I'd been teased and touched so much by them that I wasn't thinking very clearly. Once the first one managed to get me to have sex with her... well... it was pretty much open season on me. As soon as I'd get hard again, one of them would be trying to get me into her."
"All of them? I mean... ALL of those girls?"
"Like I said, I'm not proud of some of what happened. But it happened and I won't throw blame on them. They may have started it, but I let it happen."
"And the shed?"
"Tabitha? She said she drew the long straw. Which was her way of saying the girls elected her to make sure I wasn't left hanging and horny."
"Well. Seemed to me like you were enjoying it."
"I'd be a fool not to. Just like you enjoyed watching," I said quietly.
"I didn't! I was...I started to...I came over to..." she said before turning and storming away, throwing the bottle of beer to the side as she stomped across the grass towards her house.
"Well, that didn't help much, did it?" I asked myself as I turned around and headed towards my own house. After drying off and changing into some shorts and a t-shirt, I headed out back to start the grill for dinner. If there was one thing I loved, it was grilled food. Brats, steaks, pork chops, you name it. Grilled is my favorite way to prepare meat. I lit the charcoal and settled into one of the lounge chairs on the deck with my Kindle to read the novel I'd started a few days before. After reading for about ten minutes, I set the book aside and lay my head back, thinking about Shania.
With my eyes closed, I could easily picture her sitting in the truck next to me, her big breasts out, wiggling slightly with each bump the truck ran over, and her knees lifted and spread so I could see her pussy. My mind imagined her gently stroking her wet slit, dipping one finger between her lips intentionally teasing me, trying to make me hard so she could sit on my hard cock. It didn't take much to remember her sitting on me in the boat, my hands squeezing her huge tits, drawing milk from them with each squeeze. I pushed the front of my shorts down and wiggled my butt until I could push them down to my thighs. I let my hand slowly stroke myself, thinking about Shania slowly sliding up and down my dick, almost afraid to climax that first time.
"Oh Jesus," I heard Martha say from the side gate to the backyard.
I opened my eyes and looked across, and sure enough there she was, just inside the gate of the chain link fence, realizing what I had been doing.
"Sorry," I grunted, trying to cover my hard-on with one hand while I fumbled with my shorts with the other.
"I came over to apologize," she said as she shook her head. "Seems to me your head is stuck in sex right now," she said as she turned away and started to open the gate.
"Martha! Hang on! Wait!" I said, getting up from the chair and trying to pull my shorts up as I walked towards her, my hard-on once again completely on display until I managed to get my shorts up. "I need to apologize too. I shouldn't have said what I did."
"No. Actually, you should have said what you did," she said as she stood at the gate, looking at me where I stood at the bottom of the steps. "You were right. I did enjoy it. Hell! I stood there and watched you climax, and when you did...I...um...I sorta did too. I just wanted to apologize. I shouldn't have been spying on you like that," she said before turning and starting to walk through the gate. She paused without looking back. "Just so you know. I think it looks pretty sexy," she said before closing the gate without looking back at me. And then she was gone, headed back home.
I stood there, not at all sure what to think. Finally, I turned back and walked up the stairs to my chair. By the time I ate dinner I decided I was being stupid. I texted Shania and suggested that she was welcome to come over if she wanted. She said she didn't have a sitter and I told her I probably had to meet her son anyway, and to bring him. I doubted an eighteen-month-old was going to even notice his mom having sex with another man.
It was an hour before the doorbell rang. I answered it and smiled when I saw Shania standing there. She had a toddler holding her hand and introduced me to her son, Scotty. I closed the door behind them, and Scotty went toddling off to explore the many new things he saw in my living room while Shania practically threw herself at me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us tighter, pressing her lips to mine in a very long, very wet, very urgent kiss.
"I was afraid that I was reading too much into your invitation to take me to the wedding," she whispered as she broke the long kiss. "I'm hoping that I'm not reading too much into this invitation either."
"I said I'd have to think about a lot of things. Him included," I said, turning enough to see her son checking out everything on the coffee table. "But I was sitting out back, waiting for the grill to heat up and found that I really missed you. I caught myself playing with my dick thinking about you."
"Ohhhhhh. Sexy man!" she grinned, sliding her hands down from my back to my waist and pushing my workout shorts down. She felt my hard-on push against her once my shorts were down far enough and then pressed her lips to mine again, clearly inviting me with that kiss to anything I wanted. I let my hands work up to her neck, untying the knot that held the halter top in place, and then down to the middle of her back to unfasten the bottom strap around her. She let the kiss go and stepped back enough to let the top fall to the floor. She reached for her short skirt and pushed it and her panties down, wiggling her legs and then stepping out of it until all she had on was her high heel sandals. "Fuck me," she whispered. "Take me out where you were playing with yourself and fuck me."
It was an invitation I quickly accepted. I took her by the hand and pulled her towards the kitchen sliding door and out onto the patio.
"Let's just fuck and get the urgent out, and then we can cuddle and have more gentle sex if you want," she whispered hopefully. "I wanna feel you so bad I can't stand it."
"I understand," I whispered back as I pulled her towards the lounge. I started to coax her down onto it, but instead she pushed me down first, and once I was seated, she climbed onto the chair over me, aiming my dick at her pussy.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned as she slid down my shaft.
"Someone is very wet," I said with a grin as I reached up for her tits and squeezed them both.
"Should be. I came twice already today thinking about you," she said breathlessly as she started to lift and lower herself on and off my fat hard dick. "But I can tell you, you feel sooooooo much better than any of my toys."
I held her tits and let her lower her chest towards me, allowing me to suck her nipples, each in turn, getting little bits of milk from them, but not nearly what I had during the camping trip. But then, I wasn't exactly trying to either. I wanted to tease her nipples, not milk them. Up and down she moved, sliding her pussy on my shaft, her sexy hot vaginal walls stroking my shaft and head sexily. I could feel myself growing fatter inside her as the sights and smells and feeling of her on me, making love to me, pushed my excitement higher.
"Oh God. I think I'm going to come," she moaned after only a few short minutes. "I want to come. I want to come like I came for you out there."
"Do it," I whispered, knowing exactly what she meant. There was always the shower to clean up with.
Her ass slapped wetly against my thighs, her pussy juices leaking from her even before her orgasm started to push itself upon her. I could feel her start to clench around me, making my dick grow inside her until I felt like it was an iron rod. I wanted to come with her, to feel her climaxing while I pumped my cum into her. I rocked my hips up in time with her thrusts down, drawing gasps and grunts from her as my cock pushed up until it hit her cervix and then her downward trip pushed my ass back against the padded chair, banging my head against her as second time. Up and down we repeated the dance, my urgency growing by the second. "Come with me," I grunted, knowing I could wait no longer.
She slammed down hard on me as my body spasmed, jerking hard and shoving up into her, the two of us making my cock jam hard into her as the first surge of cum lanced up into her. I felt her body tremble and her pussy clench around me as her juices gushed from her, the spray attenuated only by her body pressing against mine. I could also feel milk leaking from her tits as her nipples pressed to my chest.
Somehow she managed to press her lips to mine while we climaxed, the awkward kiss urgent and needy, but slowly softening to a long tender embrace as our mutual orgasms faded away. "God, can you fuck," she whispered softly as she lay on me, her face inches from mine as we panted for breath. "I could fuck you all day and never get tired of it."
"It feels pretty fantastic from my end too. You are incredible," I whispered moments before we heard a crash inside the house.
Shania pulled from me and almost jumped away as she dashed into the house. She came back a few moments later with Scotty in her arms. "I hope that mug on the end table wasn't anything important," she said, looking at me hopefully.
"No. It won't matter," I answered, only partly being honest. It did matter to me, but I could live without it. It was a beer stein my wife got me from Germany on one of her out of country trips. "I'm afraid my house isn't very baby proof."
"That's okay. We can always fix that...if you decide you want us around," she said quietly.
"I know you like the fire. I have one of those propane fire things in the front yard," I said noticing that it was actually starting to get dark.
"I suppose we could get dressed and go out there, if that's what you wanna do."
"We wouldn't have to," I said with a grin. "All we need is a blanket."
"You gonna run out there naked and start the fire?" she asked.
"I wasn't going to."
"But you would if I dared you to?"
I was quiet for a moment. "I would if you dared me to," I agreed after a few moments.
"Then get me a blanket and I dare you to," she said with a grin. "I love seeing you running around outside naked. I think it'll always remind me of our first night together."
I chuckled and went to find an appropriate blanket. One light enough for the warm night and large enough for both of us to wrap up in. I found what I wanted and took it to wrap up Shania and Scotty before walking out the front door, naked. I walked to the middle of the yard, where the fire pit and an assortment of lounge chairs and benches sat and lit the propane fire pit. Scotty was fascinated with the flames flickering on top of the crystal rocks in the center and was soon standing there, watching and pointing while Shania and I settled into an oversized lounge chair to watch him and the fire.
"This is nice. I could get used to spending evenings like this," she whispered. "Is it okay to ask why?"
"Actually, this was my wife's idea. She liked to be able to chat with the neighbors and when she sat out here, they could walk over and talk with her," I answered quietly.
She turned her head a little more and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you for telling me. But that wasn't what I meant."
"Why did I call you tonight?"
"Yeah."
"I thought that was obvious."
"You were a horny bastard and wanted to get fucked?" she asked with a crooked little grin.
"Well, there is that," I answered with a smile, then leaned towards her and kissed her nose. "I missed you. I started missing you when you drove off yesterday. I really wanted you to stay."
"I know. I wanted to, but I couldn't."
"No, I suppose not."
"You know. We're not in love."
"No?"
"Uh uh. We're just infatuated and on a sex high," she said. "Not that that's a bad thing. But it's not something to build a relationship on."
"Probably not."
"Definitely not. Once the new wears off, where will we be? You stuck being dad to a toddler? Me with an old man that no longer excites me. Neither of us happy?"
"That's quite a jaded view."
"I can't afford to not be realistic. I like you...A LOT. But I also know that we may not be what either of us thinks we are. No. For right now you and I need to be friends. Friends with benefits, fuck buddies. Whatever you want to call it. I love having sex with you, but right now we shouldn't be exclusive."



"By that you mean..."
"I have a boyfriend. If I stop fucking him, he'll know I'm getting it someplace else and if we don't work out, where would that leave us? And you. Hell, you have women to fuck this weekend."
"I do?"
"Uh huh. Let's see. There's Charlotte, Lizzy's mom? You did promise to fuck her if she asked you to dance and I can guarantee that Lizzy will make sure she does."
"Okay. That's one."
"And of course Lizzy. You know she won't drop that dress unless you're watching and then she's going to want you to fuck her."
"She will?"
"She ALWAYS gets horny when she'd been flashing her pussy," Shania said with a grin. "And then there's Abby."
"What about Abby?"
"You don't think she's going to drop her dress on the dance floor do you? No...she'll find someplace nice and quiet to get naked. And she'll expect a hard cock to sit on when she does. And don't forget about me. If I'm spending the night, you know we're gonna fuck at least two or three times."
"I kind of thought that was what the invitation included," I whispered, kissing her on the lips for a few seconds. By the time we broke the kiss, I'd rolled her onto her back and was half laying on top of her, stroking her pussy with my fingers.
"Lover, you can do that any time you want," she breathed. "Dressed, undressed, I don't care where. You get your fingers in my pussy and I'm all yours." We continued to lay there while I teased her pussy and nipples playfully until she stiffened. "Uh oh. Company," she whispered.
I twisted to look and sure enough there was Martha, headed across the street, definitely coming in our direction. "Remember me telling you the gossip saw Tabby and me fucking in the shed?"
"Uh uh."
"That's her," I said quietly as she walked closer. I arranged myself so I was laying next to instead of on top of Shania making sure all our important parts were covered.
"Dale," she said as she sat down on one of the benches. "If I'd have known you were entertaining, I wouldn't have come over. Wouldn't want to interrupt anything private."
I rolled my eyes. "Shania, this is Martha. Martha, my friend Shania and her son Scotty."
"Shania. Pretty name. Have we met?"
"Maybe. I was here yesterday when we got back from the lake."
"Oh yes. I thought I recognized your face. You were the one running around topless."
"Actually...I was," Shania said as she pulled the blanket down to expose her tits again. "Sorta like this."
Scotty took that moment to become less interested in the fire he couldn't quite reach, in favor of climbing up onto the chair with his mother and me.
"You don't have any shame, do you?" Martha asked pointedly. "Running around topless? Aren't you worried about what people will think?"
"Actually, I'm not topless," Shania answered with a grin sounding in her voice as she pushed the blanket apart to reveal all of her. "I'm naked!"
"Good Lord!" Martha exclaimed, covering her mouth with one hand. "Why on earth would you sit out here naked?"
Scotty wormed his way between me and his mom and quickly lay over her chest to suck on one of her nipples while Shania reached for one of my hands and pulled it to her crotch, pressing my fingers against her pussy. "Well for two reasons. First is, it's a lot more fun to fuck naked, and second, Dale likes his girls to be a little on the naughty side. But you knew that already."
"I knew what!?"
"Oh, come on. We're big girls here. Your nipples are standing out like two little Mount Everests, and even in the dark I can see you don't have any underwear on under those shorts. Hell, you've got them pulled so tight he can't help but see them pulling into your pussy."
"What does that have to do with anything?" Martha asked defensively, crossing her arms over her chest to hide her clearly rock-hard nipples.
"Are you ashamed of him seeing your tits? Or is it you're ashamed to admit that you're turned on?" Shania asked pointedly. "You see, I'm not ashamed of my body. I think I have a very good looking, sexy body, and I'm not afraid if a few people see it. Oh, I'm not going to go strutting across a stage or anything, but with the right coaxing, I might be tempted to do a wet t-shirt contest or something. Might even flash 'em for all the guys. But at the end of the day, I want my man to know what he can have and let him have them when he wants."
"I'm NOT ashamed of my body," Martha retorted.
"No? Then why are you covering your tits right now? Unless your ashamed to admit that you're turned on?"
"I'm not ashamed to admit I'm turned on," Martha stammered. "I just don't want to advertise it to the world."
"We aren't the world. It's the three of us and it's fairly dark. Who's going to see besides us? I bet you haven't worn a bra outside since Samantha passed, has she?" Shania asked, looking at me.
"Uh. Um... I don't know."
"Oh come on. You can't tell me you haven't noticed," Shania said with a grin, reaching under the blanket that was still covering me and grabbing my dick. "She'd be horribly disappointed if you didn't."
"I would NOT!" Martha protested.
Shania giggled and let go of my dick. She tossed the blanket back so I was as exposed as she was and reached for my dick again. "Oh honey, you might think that, but I think you've been wanting him to notice and do something about it. Why don't you show him? Go ahead and show him your breasts. That's what you've been wanting to do, you just haven't been brave enough yet to make it happen."
"I have NOT!" she protested again. "I don't have to sit here and take this?" she snapped without moving to get up and leave.
"Go ahead. Take off your shirt. I dare you! You want him to see you, you want him to notice you, so take it off. Show him!" I expected another outburst from Martha, but to my surprise she sat there quietly. I could almost hear her heart pounding across the short distance and the crackling fire. I didn't need a billboard to realize she was thinking about doing exactly what Shania said. "Go help her. That's what she really wants. She wants you to undress her," Shania said quietly. "Go ahead. I don't mind." She let go of my dick and moved her hand to my butt to try and push me, finally coaxing me to stand up, my hard-on poking out at Martha. "Go on!"
I looked at Martha who looked back at me, the look on her face almost hopeful. I stepped around the fire pit and then stepped around the bench. I leaned over the back of the bench and over her and reached down to the hem of her t-shirt and started to slowly pull it up. She moved her arms and let me pull the material up her body until she had to lift her arms for me to pull it all the way off. I let the shirt drop to the bench as she moved her arms to cover her breasts again, holding them over her nipples while I let my hands rest on her bare shoulders. I rubbed her shoulders gently, slowly letting my fingers work down around the base of her neck and then slightly down her chest. As my fingers rubbed gentle circles around the swell of her upper chest, she let her arms slide down to her lap, slowly uncovering her easily D cup breasts. Definitely not as large as Shania, but pleasantly large for a breast man. I let my strokes move lower and lower, until my fingers were gently stroking back and forth over her nipples and areola.
"Oh damn," she breathed quietly, barely loud enough for me to even hear as I let my fingers bounce over her nipples one at a time with each stroke. Shania got up and stepped around, unnoticed by Martha's closed eyes. "What are you doing!?" Martha snapped, suddenly surprised when she opened her eyes to find Shania kneeling down in front of her, her fingers slowly stroking up Martha's thighs.
"Shhhhh," Shania answered. "Just helping you do what you want to do but are afraid too," she whispered as she let her fingers hook into the waist band of the tight shorts Martha had on, one hand on each hip. Shania tried to pull the shorts down, getting them only as far as where she was sitting on them. "Come on. You know you want to. You want to feel his fingers stroking you, touching you. You want him to see you and see how sexy you look. You know you do. Help me show him." Martha hesitantly moved her hands to the bench and lifted herself enough to pull her shorts down over her butt and then lowered herself again. Shania slipped the shorts down her legs and then over her shoes, leaving her in nothing but her running shoes.
I stood behind her and looked down, seeing that she had a small patch of dark curls on her mound that seemed neatly trimmed into a wide triangle. Shania stood up and stepped around to me and gently turned me from Martha to face her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a long wet kiss. "I need to go home," she whispered.
"Because of..." I started to ask.
"No of course not. I have to get Scotty to bed, and I have to work tomorrow. As much as I'd love to stay and see how this turns out, I need to be home tonight," she whispered. "Show her what you show me. Show her how gentle and caring and sexy you are. Watch Scotty for a moment, would you?"
"Sure," I answered with a shrug as she stepped away from me. She turned and walked towards the house.
"Is she leaving us?" Martha asked, once again self-conscious and covering her breasts with her arms, her legs pressed together to try and cover her exposed crotch.
"She has to go home," I said quietly, stepping around her and the bench to sit on the end of the lounge to keep Scotty from tumbling off.
It wasn't long before Shania came back, dressed again. She picked up Scotty and stepped over to Martha and whispered something to her I couldn't hear. Then she straightened, picked up Martha's shorts and t-shirt and started for the car.
"Will I see you tomorrow?" I called.
"No. I'm on call tomorrow night. I can't."
"Wednesday?"
"Uh uh. The girls and I are going dress shopping for Friday evening. We decided what we were going to wear wasn't going to work. Maybe Thursday. We'll see," she called over her shoulder as she walked towards the car. She loaded Scotty into the car and drove off, leaving Martha and I alone.
"You like her, don't you?" Martha finally asked.
"I do."
"Do you love her?"
"I honestly don't know. She says no. Says it's just infatuation and great sex. I'm not so sure."
"You and I have been friends for a long time," she said quietly. "In all that time, I think this is the first time I've been naked in front of you."
"For either of us," I answered, looking over at her. "Martha?"
"Yes?"
"Is she right? Have you been out there watering and gardening without a bra on hoping I'd notice?"
She was silent for long seconds before very meekly whispering, "Yes."
"Can I ask what she told you...before she left?"
"She said that you liked your girls a bit naughty and if I couldn't be that, then to leave you for a woman that could be," she whispered so quietly that I barely heard her.
"What is it you want to do? Be naughty for me?"
"I'm not sure," she whispered again almost silently. "I haven't been with a man like this since...since...oh hell, I can't even remember the last time."
I stood up and stepped over to her. I held a hand out and she hesitantly took it. I pulled until she stood up and then drew her around the fire pit to the lounge chair. She turned and sat down in the chair and scooted herself back until she was sitting all the way against the inclined backrest. I stepped to the back of the chair and gently lowered it until it was flat, making almost a small bed. I stepped around and crawled onto the chair over her, straddling her, and lowered my face to hers. I kissed her gently, her lips tense and almost resisting. I didn't linger long. I kissed her cheek and then down to her neck, nuzzling it and kissing it softly, making her squirm slightly. I let my kisses work down from her neck, down her chest, to her big soft tits. I kissed around her right one, kissing slow circles around the big mound of sexy flesh working ever closer to her rock-hard nipple.
She gasped as I sucked her nipple into my mouth and teased the tip with the tip of my tongue. I shifted my weight, getting into a more comfortable position. I could feel my engorged head press against her curl covered mound and she quickly moved her hands, pulling my dick from being anywhere close to her crotch, her hands holding it almost as if trying to keep it from getting too close to her body. I released her nipple and kissed and licked around it and her areola before kissing my way slowly to her left breast. This time she let out a long low moan as I licked a circle around her left nipple, her hands squeezing my cock slightly as I teased and licked the rock-hard nub.
I wasn't sure how she was going to respond to what I planned on doing next. For years she was a constant fixture in our house, my wife and her frequenting each other's house and kitchens. On many occasions I'd wondered what she looked like naked, fantasizing what would happen if she walked in on me in the shower or some other less than likely scenario. I knew it'd never happen. She was too nice a person to do that to her friend. But now, here I was, with her naked below me, and I wanted to enjoy exploring what I'd never seen until tonight. I started kissing my way down her body, her hands releasing my hard-on as I kissed lower and lower, finally finding her curl covered mound. I could tell from the stubble around it that it was indeed trimmed to the shape I now saw, the smooth skin around it frequently shaved smooth. I crawled back further, gently using one hand to spread her legs. She resisted for several seconds and then with a quiet sigh, let me push her legs apart and expose her surprisingly shaved lips. She had almost no inner labia protruding from between her full round outer lips, her pussy looking much younger than her real age. I lowered my face to her curly trimmed bush and gently kissed her mound through the curls. One kiss at a time, I slowly moved down between her legs, giving her a chance to accept my advance with each long slow kiss.
I was finally kissing her directly on her lips, soft wet kisses that followed with a very slow wet lick up her lips. I felt her moan and spread her legs further apart, finally accepting my attentions fully. I shifted so I was laying on the foot of the lounge, my arms under her thighs. I curled my arms around her and lifted and bent her legs as I reached my fingers to her pussy to spread her lips, much the same way I'd done to my wife both in bed, and a few times out here, though never as naked as the two of us were right now. I let my tongue slide between her lips, pushing into the bright pink depths of her vaginal opening and sliding up to the end of her slit and her hooded clit. "Oh fuck," she gasped as I let my fingers press against her spread lips, forcing her clit out of its protection and into range of my seeking tongue. I slowly, deliberately, stroked the tip of my tongue across her clit, drawing another long, slow moan from her as well as a shiver that seemed to run all the way up her body. I licked her slit over and over, enjoying the taste of her juices as they slowly changed from sharp and acidic to wet and sweet. I knew by taste that she was getting closer to the climax I was trying hard to provide her.
As I licked and teased her, her hips started to lift in time with my strokes, her hands trying to grab my much too short hair, finally giving up and trying to pull my face tighter to her pussy. I grinned to myself as she started to shudder, her pussy leaking her juices. I let her pull me to her as she ground her pussy to my face, humping me as her climax washed over her. I licked and flicked her clit, trying to hold her climax as long as I could, finally easing my attentions as her body stopped grinding against me and started to relax. I pulled my arms from around her thighs and then lifted myself back up to crawl up the chair over her again. I moved until I was over her, my body still between her spread legs. I let my engorged head rub against her curl covered mound, giving her a chance to protest before I let it slide down across her lips.
I pushed myself forward, letting my head spread her lips slightly, but not pushing into her but the slightest bit. Again, I waited, giving her a chance to protest. Instead, I felt her legs move to wrap around mine and then pull us together, forcing my rock-hard cock to try and push into her wet depths. I felt my head spread her, stretching her as she tried to force us together. Suddenly I felt the pressure change on my head and knew I'd moved into her and began to slowly sink into her tightness. She was every bit as tight as Abby or Lillian had been, her vaginal walls slowly expanding to accept the fat intruder. "Oh my God yes," she moaned softly as I started to rock my hips, stroking in and out of her a few inches, to lubricate my shaft with her juices. I pushed in and out slowly, her hips rocking in time with my strokes as my dick worked deeper into her, finally pressing my head against the end of her depths. She moaned loudly as I started to stroke more forcefully, pulling nearly out of her before pushing quickly back into her. It took only a few dozen strokes for me to set up a comfortable rhythm, sliding in and out in time with her rocking hips. I could tell she was letting my shaft stroke her clit with each withdraw, and then rocking back up to feel my head pound against the end of her vagina at the end of my next stroke.
Over and over we played this dance, pulling nearly all the way from her and then plunging into her again. Her moans grew louder in the night air as my strokes pushed her towards another climax, or a renewal of the last one, not that it mattered. In and out I pumped, feeling my own urgent need rising with each stroke. She stiffened under me, her legs trembling and her hips no longer rocking as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me. I knew she was climaxing again, and I hurried to finish as well, my strokes suddenly growing faster and more urgent.
"Oh damn," I grunted as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock deep into her and feeling a gush of cum lance out of me deep into her.
"Oh fuck!" she cried, her legs pulling me into her but her hands on my hips pushing me away, almost as if she wanted me out of her, but at the same time didn't. Her hands finally stopped pushing and wrapped around my waist, pulling me tightly down on her as my cock pumped its fourth surge into her. We lay there panting for minutes, my cock slowly finishing its twitching and then starting to soften. Even in the dark, I could see the look of concern on her face.
"You okay?" I asked in a whisper.
"Yes and no."
"Let's try the yes first then."
"I can't remember the last time I felt like this...so...so...full," she whispered.
"And the no?"
"We shouldn't have done this."
"Why not? I thought you wanted it."
"I did! I do! It's just that...Well... Dale, I haven't been with a man in years."
"So?"
"So, I'm not on any kind of birth control," she whispered.
"I see," I answered as quietly. "Well, I guess we'll deal with that if it becomes an issue."
"No. We need to deal with it now. You've already had your children and they're grown. I've never really wanted to have small children. I let my career rule that out years ago. Now it's too late to start all that. Don't worry. I'll take care of it."
"You sure? I mean, is there anything I need to do?"
She pulled me down and kissed me, hesitantly at first and then with more feeling. By the time we finished kissing for at least two or three minutes we were both out of breath. "Trust me. Nothing you can or should do. This is my problem," she whispered. "I think I should go home though. I have to work tomorrow."
"Sure," I answered, pushing off of her. I helped her up from the chair and she looked around for her shorts and shirt.



"That little..." she said with almost a snarl before she shook her head and laughed. "She said you liked your girls a little naughty. I guess walking home naked is definitely on the naughty side."
"You wanna use this blanket?" I asked, pulling the blanket from the chair.
She looked at it, and almost started to take if from me before pulling her hand back. "You know? No, I don't think so. You like naughty girls, I can be a naughty girl too." She leaned towards me and kissed me again, this time softly. "I'll see you tomorrow?"
"I'll be here if you wanna come over," I answered.
She smiled and turned and headed home wearing nothing but her running shoes, the moonlight shining on her creamy bare ass. She stopped in the middle of the road and turned to face me, waving and blowing me a kiss before walking the rest of the way to her house and into it. "I never would have expected that," I said to myself before taking the blanket and heading in. I took a shower and climbed into bed naked, my mind filled with the sensations of both women.
To say I was well rested when I woke in the morning would be less than accurate. I slept, but my dreams were convoluted scenarios of sex with Shania, Martha and my daughters. I got up and showered again, even though I'd showered before bed, and got ready for work. I couldn't help but look at Martha's house as I drove by, wondering how well she slept.
I looked at her house again as I drove into my driveway around dinner time. She was usually out watering, but this evening I didn't see her, or her car. I assumed that meant she wasn't home. I had a quiet evening reading and then hit the sack.
I didn't have a lot of time to think about either Martha or Shania on Wednesday, running from meeting to meeting all day. By the time work was done, I was mentally exhausted and ready for some downtime. I pulled into the garage at home, closed the overhead door and climbed out of the car. I walked to the kitchen door and stopped to read the note taped to the door.
Don't get undressed yet. You know where to come. I'm waiting. Use the back door, I've left it open for you."
It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out who left it. There were only three choices that had access to the garage. My two daughters and Martha. I headed for Martha's house.
When I got to her house, I walked around to the back door and slid it open. I could smell something scrumptious cooking in the oven. There was a small candle burning on the kitchen table by a note folded to make it stand up.
"Follow the path if you dare. At the end, you will find your reward. Use me any way you wish. The only thing I ask is that you make me come before you're done.
I wasn't exactly sure what she had in mind, but I followed the obvious trail, a line of candles in small glasses. I followed them down the hall to an open door. I stood in the doorway and stared. Martha was laying spread eagle on her bed, completely naked, her hands and feet tied to keep her spread for me. She had on a blindfold, a pair of headphones that seemed to be playing some kind of music and sticking from her pussy was a vibrator humming along quietly. Laying on the bed was a feather and a small container of ice cubes. It didn't take much imagination to guess this was her idea of naughty.
My wife and I had experimented with all sorts of things over the years, even a couple times allowing each other to be tied up. The one thing I remembered from being tied and at her mercy, was how much trust I had to have in her. If I didn't trust her to do anything painful, I could never have allowed myself to be tied up. The feather told me she didn't mind sensations, but she wasn't into pain. The fact that she was tied and blindfolded told me that she was showing me she trusted me.
I stepped into the room and started to undress. I knew she couldn't hear me with the headphones on, but I wondered if she sensed she wasn't alone any longer the way she was starting to move. I stripped everything off and then stepped to the bed. I reached for the feather and carefully reached out, not wanting to let her know I was doing anything. I reached with the feather to gently tease her right nipple. As soon as the feather touched her, she jerked hard, gasping and clearly trying not to cry out. She settled back as I stroked her breasts and nipples, teasing her ever so gently. I slowly worked the feather down her body, stroking her stomach and then her thighs. I moved to the end of the bed and crawled onto it, pulling the vibrator from her pussy. She was extremely wet with excitement as I teased the feather around her pussy, stroking her fat, full lips with it before reaching for her lips and using two fingers to spread them apart.
I used the feather to stroke up between her lips, drawing its full length across her clit, also drawing a gasp and moan from her lips. Over and over, I teased the feather between her lips, the soft feather slowly growing wet as it absorbed her moisture. I set the feather aside and reached for the ropes holding her legs in place and carefully slipped the rope loops off her ankles, freeing her legs. I knelt down and slowly worked my way up under her, lifting her butt up to rest on my thighs. I worked closer, slowly sliding my rock-hard shaft into her, drawing yet another moan of pleasure from her. I wiggled myself forward until I was as deep into her as I could get in this position and then picked up the vibrator. I grinned to myself and turned it on again before using my fingers to once again spread her lips and expose her clit. She had to know what was coming and let out a long, deep moan as the tip of the silicone vibrator touched her clit.
I just held my dick inside her, letting her use her feet on the bed to lift and lower her hips as I teased her clit, pushing her slowly towards climax, and me along with her. I pushed the vibrator down between her lips further, letting the side rest against her clit and the tip against my hard shaft. I closed my eyes and groaned softly as the vibrations, along with her pussy sliding on my dick with each lift of her hips, pushed me along towards climax. "OH FUCK!" she cried as her climax started to overtake her whole body. She shuddered and twitched as her pussy squeezed me, I was close, and I knew it, but I wanted to make it last as long for her as I could.
I pulled out of her as her climax started to fade and the shudders settled from her legs. I crawled up her body, straddling her, until I could aim my dick into her mouth. She felt it and opened, allowing me to slide it into her mouth. I had no idea if she'd ever done anything like this, but I know I'd only done it once. Tasting her own pussy was not something my wife appreciated. I leaned forward, letting her suck and tease my cock as I carefully untied her hands one at a time. With her free of her bonds, I pulled my dick from her mouth and moved off her body. It only took me a moment to get her rolled over, and then onto her hands and knees. I knelt behind her and pushed my hard-on back into her pussy, groaning softly as my body cried for me to get back at it.
I noticed the full-length mirror in the corner of her room by the head of the bed and watched the two of us as I started to slide in and out of her. I watched her tits swinging below her chest, the sight making my excitement grow even more. In and out I pumped, jamming hard into her to make my legs slap hers and make her tits swing even more. I could feel my climax growing, my urgency to stroke into her almost undeniable. If she asked me to stop now, I doubted I could. Half a dozen strokes later my body jerked, and I jammed my cock deep into her as the first shot of cum lanced into her pussy. Again, my body jerked and a third and fourth time, each adding more to the cum deep inside her. I momentarily thought about the previous night and wondered if I'd just made things worse, and then decided if she hadn't intended me to fill her with cum, that she would have made that clear.
I removed the headphones from her and dropped them on the bed as my cock started to soften inside her tight pussy. I pulled out of her and let her roll onto the bed on her back before I pulled the eye cover off. I lay half on top of her and leaned my head down to kiss her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed back, long and wet, her kiss hot enough to start my cock hardening again.
"Was that naughty enough for you?" she whispered as we broke the kiss. "It was the naughtiest thing I could think of."
"I loved it," I answered. "I'm not usually into bondage or anything, but this time it was just right."
"I'm glad you came. I wasn't looking forward to having to lay there like that half the night."
"Is that what was going to happen?"
"If you didn't come over? Yeah. My friend would have come and let me out later if I didn't text her."
"Pretty confident, weren't you?"
"No. Hopeful. I'm also hopeful you'll stay for dinner. I thought we might eat on the patio...naked of course. And after dinner if you wanted dessert, you could have me again any way you wanted."
"Unlike my house, the neighbors might see you naked out there."
"Might see US naked out there. Scandalous, isn't it? But then, if you like naughty..."
I chuckled. "I love naughty."
"I thought as much. Having sex out in the shed? If I walked over and took my clothes off in your shed, would you fuck me there too?"
"Without a doubt," I agreed as I followed her to the kitchen. She took dinner out of the oven, poured drinks and we headed to the patio. We settled at the small round table and started to eat. Somehow, I don't remember exactly how, eating turned into feeding each other the pasta and meatball dish, each of us giggling like a couple teenagers when the bites didn't come out quite right. The first time I dropped some pasta into her lap I had to go after it, which turned into a game by itself, my fingers stroking her pussy before I recovered whatever was dropped and her hand stroking my dick the same way. By the time we were done eating, we were both very horny.
I was surprised that she really did have dessert. Chocolate mousse. She brought out two dishes of it and two spoons but didn't sit back down at the table. "Why don't we sit on the swing," she said, motioning to the yard swing in the back corner of the yard, between a few flower gardens.
"Kinda exposed out there, isn't it? I mean, not like my back yard where no one can see me."
"Yeah. It is. A bit more exposed than I'm used to. But if that's the kind of thing you like, I better find out if I'm up to it. Besides, Greg's been trying to get me to flash him my body for years. Keeps suggesting that maybe I need to use that hot tub without a swimsuit."
"Is that why you put up the privacy partition?"
"Pretty much. He keeps trying to peek at me from his bedroom window. Sometimes I think he's naked when he does."
"Well, you're not going to leave much to the imagination," I said as she started walking across the grass. We settled on the swing, and she handed me my dish and I scooped some, holding it out for her to take, like we had done with dinner. She giggled and ate the offered scoop, before offering one of her own. About the third scoop I dropped some on her chest, landing on one of her big soft tits. I quickly leaned down and licked the chocolate from her tit, and before straightening back up again, licked and sucked her nipple for a few moments. She moaned in pleasure and looked disappointed when I straightened back up.
She scooped some and held the spoon out and turned it upside down, intentionally dumping the scoop on me, most of it landing on my rock-hard dick. "Oh darn. Guess I better clean that up," she said with a grin, leaning down and licking my dick like an ice cream cone. She didn't stop there, and before she straightened, she had taken my whole head into her mouth and pushed her face down as far as she could, getting almost half of my length into her mouth before pulling back.
"That was unexpected...and nice," I answered as I scooped another spoon full and held it out. Like she had, I turned it over and let it dump onto her crotch, most of it landing between her legs. "Uh oh. I guess I better clean that up."
"I guess you better," she said, spreading her legs apart as I slipped off the swing. I knelt down and crawled between her legs and leaned my face down to her pussy. I gently stroked my tongue up her lips and licked the chocolate from them, getting little moans of pleasure from her as I did. Suddenly she clamped her legs closed, clamping my head between her thighs. "Damn. He's watching!" she said in a hiss.
I coaxed her to spread her legs again and looked up at her, her arms across her tits to hide them. I moved to my knees and moved closer, letting my engorged head press against her wet lips. I reached for her hands and pulled them away from her chest, pulling them towards my hips. "If he's going to see, he's going to see. Maybe we should give him something to really see."
"What are you going to do?"
"Close your eyes," I whispered, letting go of her hands and moving mine to the swing. I pulled the swing towards me, forcing her pussy to spread around my engorged head until I slipped inside her. I pulled the swing towards me, forcing me deeper into her already wet pussy.
"Oh God," she moaned. "Soooo good. I can't believe how turned on I am!"
I moved my hands and slipped them under her legs and used them to lift and spread her legs before grabbing the frame of the swing seat again. If he was watching, he was sure to have one hell of a view now. I started to pull and push the swing, sliding her on and off my dick, stroking her soft wet walls along my engorge head. "Oh damn this feels good," I groaned, watching her move her hands to her tits. With her eyes closed, she started to twist and tease her nipples, her breathing already becoming ragged and deep.
"Shit. I think I'm going to come," she moaned.
"Already?" I asked a little surprised.
"Uh huh," she gasped as her legs started to tremble. "But don't stop. Keep going. I want to feel you cum in me again."
I continued to pull and push the swing, her orgasm obviously building towards its climax, her pussy walls clenching around me as she gasped and moaned loudly. I couldn't hold my hips still and was rocking in time with the swing, jamming my dick into her harder as my own excitement built, my own orgasm racing up the slope as I watched her climax in front of me. The extra tightness of her pussy as it clenched around me helped accelerate that need, that desire to fill her with my seed. I jammed into her over and over, my urgency growing by the second until it finally washed over me, making my body jerk uncontrollably. I jammed hard into her and felt a surge of cum lance into her depths, drawing another gasp from her, though I wasn't sure if it was from the hard impact of my head against her cervix or the hot flow of my cum into her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping my juice deep in her pussy.
"Oh God yes," she moaned as I held her legs up and apart, my cock twitching deep inside her still spasming pussy. "A real cock is so much different than any damn toy."
"I bet," I panted.
"I wonder if he enjoyed the show?" she asked opening her eyes and looking briefly past me towards the neighbor's house.
"Is he still watching?" I asked.
"He is. I think he's jacking off up there."
"Then he'll love this," I said, sliding my dick out of her pussy. I shifted my grip on her legs and lifted and spread them even further, giving him an unobstructed view of her bare pussy, my cum oozing out of her as her insides still clenched and released periodically. "Might as well give him the whole show," I said quietly. "Since we're being naughty."
"You are so bad. Now he's going to be pestering the hell out of me to show it off again," she said.
"Maybe. But if he does, tell him you'll be happy to show him more, when he's returned the favor and made love to his wife in the backyard for you to watch."
"I doubt that'll ever happen."
"I know. Gloria won't ever do that. I don't think she's even ever been outside the house in anything as small as a bikini, let alone naked," I said with a chuckle. "So, he'll just have to live with the memory of us doing this today...unless we decide to do it again some time."
"I might be convinced to do it again," she said with a grin. "It's kind of exciting actually, once I got over feeling embarrassed at him watching us."
I smiled back. "Wanna go hang out in the hot tub a while?"
"Naked? You know, I've never done that before."
"Neither have I," I answered, letting her legs down and helping her up from the swing. We walked to the patio, and the hot tub. It only took a few moments for her to uncover it and start the pump. "You know. He's going to know we're naked out here."
"How could he not?"
"Wanna make any bets on him coming down for a closer look?"
"You think he would?"
"I would after watching that show we put on," I chuckled as we settled into the water. As it turned out, he didn't come down. I lost the bet, not that we bet anything anyway. After about half an hour I was getting pretty warm and it was getting dark, so we climbed from the tub. She turned on the rope lights that arrayed around the perimeter of the pergola and settled on the one lounge chair she had. I pulled it over by the tub, the foot pointed towards the house, and lay down, pulling Martha down onto me. I sort of lost track of how long we lay there kissing, her laying either on me or half on me, before my clearly hard dick was poking up between her legs. With a wide smile, she resettled herself on her knees, straddling me, and worked me into her depths. She started to slide up and down my dick, looking down at me and smiling as she moved only fast enough to tease us both, but not fast enough to rush us towards climax.
We continued to talk as she rode me, our conversation turning towards past sexual experiences and preferences. I learned a lot in that next half hour, including that she loved having her nipples played with...to an extent. Once they got over sensitive, she preferred that I not do anything at all with them. She held my hands in hers while she slowly lifted and lowered herself.
"Have you made love outside a lot?" she asked in a whisper.
"Some."
"I wouldn't have thought Sam would enjoy that too much."
"I think she put up with it. If we went canoeing or something, I could usually talk her into it, as long as there wasn't anyone around to see her getting naked."
"I can see that. I don't think I've let anyone see me naked outside, well, before today," she said softly with a smile. "I have to admit once I got over the fact that I was naked, it was kind of fun to tease him, knowing we were doing something he'd never get to do with me."
"and I thought I was naughty," I answered her with a soft chuckle.
"He's been a pain the last few years. Sometimes I like to lay out and get some sun and he'll invariably suggest that it'd be okay with him if I did it nude," she said as she closed her eyes for a moment.
"Did you ever think about doing it? Sunning naked that is?" I asked as I noticed movement in the house behind her. I looked past her and saw a woman, a little younger than either of us, walk to the sliding glass door. She very slowly and silently opened the door while Martha answered me.
"A few times. I considered taking it off and giving him a thrill. Maybe even playing with myself and letting him watch. But I was never quite brave enough," she answered as the woman stepped out onto the patio and held a finger to her lips. I almost lost my train of thought watching her slip her high heels off and then reach for her dress and start to pull it down her body.
"You think he'd have done anything but watch?" I asked as she dropped her dress and stepped out of it. I watched her reach behind her back and undo her bra, dropping it on her dress, revealing a pair of nicely shaped C cup breasts with large oblong areola and very hard pink nipples jutting out towards us.



"I know if he had, Gloria would have cut his pecker off," she said with a chuckle. "But I'd like to think that he wouldn't have been able to not come and touch me."
The woman behind Martha pushed her panties down, revealing her completely shaved mound and pussy, some inner labia protruding, though it was hard to really tell how much with it plastered to her body yet. She bent again, sliding one of her thigh high stockings down, lifting her foot and letting me see her pussy even better.
"If I'd have seen you out here naked, I would have done a lot more than touch," I answered as she slipped the other stocking off and dropped it. She moved silently to the hot tub and slowly, silently, slipped over the edge into the water.
"Just how much?"
"Well, before this weekend...I'd have been hard pressed to do much more than finger your pussy and suck your nipples. But now..."
"How many of them did you fuck this weekend?" she asked, her motions slowing considerably.
"All of them," I answered truthfully.
"Even the bride. What was her name? Caroline or something?"
"Carrie," I answered. "And yes. I did. More than once."
"You think her husband will find out?"
"I know he will."
"And he won't be upset?" she asked, looking down at me.
"I doubt it. His buddies got him two strippers which fucked him several times each."
"And she's not mad about that?"
I was silent for a few moments, not sure how much I should tell her. "I bet you think I was a horrible cad for fucking all of them, don't you?"
"The thought had crossed my mind."
"What if I told you that it was their idea and that I was far from the first non-husband in each of them?"
She stopped riding me altogether and looked down at me. "What are you saying? They were all cheating on their husbands? Even your daughter? Wait. Did you fuck your daughter too? You said all of them."
"No and yes," I answered.
"No to which."
"No to cheating. You see, they play this game. They and their husbands. It's all kinds of little sex challenges, and yes, some of those include fucking each other's wives and husbands."
"All of them?"
"Apparently," I answered, hoping she'd let it drop there.
She started to ride up and down on me again, renewing the hardness of my dick, which had started to slacken a little after she stopped. "Even the bride's mother? I'm sure she didn't play that game."
"No, she didn't play, but the girls pretty much made it so it would be hard to resist. For instance, we had to put sunblock on each other. And they required it everywhere. So, they made a circle around us and paired off. Melissa and I were touching everywhere while the girls did a hell of a lot more than touch. Apparently before the trip even started, they came up with some dares for everyone in the group to be part of. One of those was to play with themselves with toys while their partner was covering them with cream. Needless to say, watching a bunch of girls getting themselves off had its impact and Melissa and I ended up having sex in front of them."
"If I had been there, do you think you'd have done that to me? Had sex in front of all of them?" she asked quietly. I couldn't help but notice her strokes were moving a little faster.
"I'd have done the same thing I did to Melissa. I'd have stripped you naked, covered your body in sunblock and then stood there and fucked you until you came," I said quietly, feeling her shiver slightly.
"What else did they do?" she asked, looking down at me.
I couldn't help but notice that the woman that had slipped into the hot tub was moving out of it, sitting on one corner with her legs spread so that her feet rested on two of the sides. She reached to her pussy and slowly stroked her fingers along her slit as water dribbled down her body. "They all went skinny dipping."
"All of them?"
"Uh huh," I answered. "For a few hours. But that was after we went tubing."
"Did you go too?"
"Jenny coaxed me to go, even though I didn't have anything to wear except the life jacket. She and Tabitha went naked with me."
"The black girl?"
"Uh huh," I answered. "She rode on the tube facing me with my dick inside her," I said, watching the woman push her fingers into her pussy. "Every bounce made her slide up and down my cock," I said quietly, reaching for Martha's pussy. I let my finger rub against her slit, pushing between her lips to rub against her clit as she bounced up and down on me.
"Did she come?" Martha asked a little breathlessly.
"Yeah. She did," I whispered. "Nice and hard." I let my other hand slide up to her chest and squeeze one of her nipples. "Just like you're going to do."
"Oh shit. I am. I don't think I'd be brave enough to go tubing naked, but the idea is...God I think I'm going to come. You really rode it naked? Nothing at all on?"
"Just a life jacket."
"And she sat on you the whole time?"
"Uh huh," I answered, feeling my body start to respond more forcefully as I watched the other woman stroking her fingers in and out of her pussy while Martha rode up and down on me. "My cock sliding in and out of her each time we bounced over a wake. Sometimes with her slamming hard down on me over a bigger bump. No one knew that we were fucking right there in the middle of the lake."
"Oh shit."
"The only thing I regret was I couldn't see her sexy tits bouncing at the same time. Her chocolaty black breasts and hard almost black nipples. Oh yeah. Just like they looked in the shed."
"OH FUCK!" Martha gasped as she dropped heavily on me, her legs starting to tremble and shake as her pussy squeezed around me. I kept moving my finger up and down her slit as she climaxed. It took nearly a minute for her to relax, after which she leaned towards me and gave me a long slow wet kiss. "Dale. I wish it was me. I wish I was brave enough to do those kinds of things with you. I don't think I am. I don't know that I am anywhere near that brave, to go naked like that."
"I bet you could if you wanted to. I mean you just had sex with me with Greg looking."
"True. So, all those girls were naked. Did you have sex with more than one at once?"
"A few times," I admitted.
"I don't know if I could do that. Have sex with you and another woman. Did they play with each other a lot?"
"Oh yeah. I think they were more than comfortable kissing and touching and even licking each other."
"I can see why you were turned on so much. That'd be hard to resist for a guy."
"It was."
"Did she have sex with you too? Your daughter? Jenny?"
I wasn't sure how she was going to react, but I figured I better tell her the truth rather than have her find out later I lied. "Yes."
She was silent for a long time before speaking again. "When you had sex with two girls at once, what did you do?"
"I licked one while the other rode on my dick."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"What guy wouldn't," I asked back.
"Maybe I could do that. With the right woman I mean. I'm not usually this way. Hell, I haven't ever even been naked in my own hot tub, and here we are, laying naked having just had sex... outside! I'm not sure I could have done it without what she said."
"You mean Shania?"
"Uh huh. I saw how she looked at you last night. I also saw the look on her face when she left. She didn't want to go. She wanted to stay and probably spend the night. But she didn't. She left to give me a chance. I hope you haven't been disappointed."
"I haven't," I answered pulling her back down to kiss me again. I held her face to mine, and we kissed for long seconds, my still hard dick asking for attention. I started to try and rock my hips to move it in and out of her pussy, the hot kiss reigniting the flame deep inside.
"I don't know that my pussy can take another one. I'm sorry," she whispered. "I suppose those girls could go all night."
"Actually, they have their limits too," I whispered. "It's alright."
"I can take over," the woman sitting on the tub said, her legs no longer spread.
Martha whipped her head around and gave a startled little squeal. "SHIT! Janine! What are you doing here? Why are you naked?" she asked, covering her tits with her arms.
The woman, Janine apparently, stood up in the tub and moved to our side and climbed out. "I came over to make sure you weren't still tied up. When I got here, I could see you were tied up in a different way, so I thought I'd just borrow your hot tub while I waited. I have to admit it's been an interesting conversation. Tubing naked, skinny dipping with a bunch of girls. Having sex with more than one at a time. And you! Having sex in front of Greg? That's your neighbor, right? Wouldn't have expected that from you. But to be honest, I'm curious about what kind of man and what kind of cock could handle all that and still convince you to have sex in front of another guy."
"Jesus Janine! How long have you been listening?"
"Long enough to get horny as hell. Looked like a pretty damn good orgasm too. But if he's still hard, offer stands. If yours is worn out, I'll gladly spell you. How about it Dale? Need a pussy to finish fucking?"
This was a date with Martha. I wasn't about to say anything to spoil what had been a spectacular evening. Martha looked down at me and then grinned. "It's tempting," she said quietly. "But I was about to ask him if he wanted to spend the night."
"He could spend the night with both of us," Janine said with a smile, stepping over to us and gently rubbing Martha's back with her fingertips.
"As tempting as it is, I think I've tried enough new things for one day," Martha said with a smile, looking down at me. "I hope you're not disappointed."
"Definitely I am!" Janine answered.
"Not at all," I answered softly. "Maybe we'll have to try it some other time though."
"Maybe," Martha whispered. "You know. I'm going to go in and take a shower. I'm guessing you can find your way to the bathroom in a few minutes?"
"That what you want?" I asked quickly. "I mean, I'm satisfied the way things are."
She smiled down at me. "No, you're not. I can feel how hard you are in me yet. And if Janine wants to try and take over for me, as long as it doesn't take you too long, I do owe her for helping set this all up. Hell, a lot of it was her idea."
"Not all of it. Just the tying up and teasing," Janine said. "But I'm assuming that went well?"
"It went very well," Martha answered without looking at her. "We both enjoyed it."
"Good," Janine said, still standing naked only a few inches from me.
"You will come inside in a few minutes, won't you?" she asked apparently worried that I'd run off and leave.
I pulled her down for a kiss and then let her go. "Just as soon as I take care of your friend," I whispered. "Keep the shower warm for me?"
"I will," she whispered back before pushing up off of me. She climbed off and stood next to Janine for a moment. "I guess I do owe you this one."
Janine grinned as Martha walked away and moved to climb on top of me where Martha had been a few moments ago. She wrapped her hand around my fat cock as she settled herself over me on her knees. "This is a nice sized dick," she whispered as she rubbed the head between her lips. She lowered her weight down on me, slowly forcing my slick cock into her hot wet pussy in one long, slow push, stopping only when her ass rested on my thighs. She shifted her feet so that they were on the chair by my hips and then leaned back to hold herself up with her hands on my knees. Her tilted back body almost sparkled a little in the faint rope lights, drops of hot tub water still clinging to her body. She looked at me with a lustful grin and started to lift and lower herself on me, sliding me in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhhhh God damn!" she groaned as my fat shaft started stroking in and out of her. "Now this is a cock! I wish my husband had something this big to play with!"
I reached out with one hand and stroked her lips and let my finger find her clit. I let her rocking motion stroke my finger back and forth across the hard nub, making her groan and moan in pleasure. She was already well along from watching us and playing in the tub, and I got the impression that this wasn't going to take long. She stroked herself on and off of me, moaning louder with each passing moment until she pushed herself onto me and moaned that she was coming. She sat on my legs, hers trembling and shaking as her climax coursed through her body. I could feel her pussy squeezing me but was powerless in this position to do anything about it. She started to move again, sliding up and down my shaft as her climax started to fade, coaxing it to hang on a little longer as she worked me towards my own climax. "That's it. Come for me. Fill my tight little cunt with your cum!" she moaned. "God, you feel so fucking big inside me. I could fuck this cock all night."
"We don't have all night," I grunted, feeling my climax creeping up towards completion.
"Then you better get at it," she mumbled as she nearly pulled all the way off my cock with each stroke. "God damn! You're getting fatter. I can feel it. Your head feels like it's even bigger."
"Gonna come," I grunted, watching my cock appear and disappear in her clean-shaven pussy lips, her tits wiggling slightly with each impact of her ass on my thighs. I felt my head swell a little larger and then my body uncontrollably jerked hard. I felt a surge of cum lance up into her pussy, just one shot, before my body continued to spasm and jerk, trying to pump more into her, even though there was nothing left to give. She sat on me, holding herself still, her body giving little trembles and shudders as her second climax worked itself through her slender body.
"God damn that felt good," she said with a smile, still breathing heavily. "Now I know why she wanted to do what she did. Fuck! I'd let myself be tied up and fucked all night by a cock like this."
"Well. My guess is this is your only shot," I answered. "Unless I'm reading Martha wrong."
"You might be surprised yet," she said as she pushed herself up to sit fully on my shrinking cock. "I watched you making love to her. I watched how she responded and how good it felt to her. All I need to do is convince her that it'd feel even better if we played together."
"You might have a hard time with that," I answered. "Either way, I promised her I wouldn't be long."
She frowned and climbed from me, allowing me to stand up. She stepped to the hot tub and climbed into it. "I gotta get cleaned off before I go home," she said with a smile, "And I don't think I was invited to the shower."
"Night," I said as I stepped into the house and slid the door closed behind me. I found the bathroom and the shower, Martha still standing under the warm spray.
"All taken care of?"
"If I understand things right, your debt is paid," I whispered as I pulled her into my arms.
"You know. I do need to get some sleep. I have to work tomorrow."
"Me too."
"So, if you plan on staying up all night making love to me, while I might enjoy it, I really can't"
"I know," I whispered, pulling her tightly to me.
*-****************
When morning came, she got up and bustled around the bedroom, getting out clothes and then sitting naked at her dressing table, putting on makeup. "You know. I haven't done this in front of anyone in years."
"Does it bother you?"
She chuckled a soft feminine laugh. "It'd be a lot easier for me to concentrate if I wasn't watching you stroking your dick in the mirror."
"You want me to stop?"
"I do not! But it's making my pussy awful wet."
"Bet I can make it wetter."
"I bet you can. But you'll have to wait until I finish this," she said, going back to putting makeup on her face. I waited, watching her tits wiggle enticingly as she moved, finally standing up and pushing the little chair back under the dressing table. She stepped over to me. "Think we can have a quickie without messing up my hair and makeup?"
I grinned. "Gonna wear a dress?"
"I usually do."
"Then put it on," I said as I stood up from the bed.
I watched her go to the closet and come out with a knee length dress. She put on a bra and then slipped the dress on. I stepped behind her and pulled the dress hem up and coaxed her to bend over, her hands on the bed. I stepped behind her and rubbed my head up and down her slit before pushing my head into her. "Ohhhhh yes," she moaned softly.
"Now you can think about me fucking you in this dress all day," I said quietly as I started to work my dick in and out of her. It only took a few strokes to get my hard-on lubricated and fully inside her depths. I stroked long and slow into her, reaching around her thigh and finding her clit with the tips of my fingers. In and out I thrust, teasing her clit and trying to push her to a climax before I pushed myself to one. I knew I wasn't going to last long, not after laying there, playing with my dick and watching her naked body for half an hour. In and out I thrust, working us both closer and closer. I heard her moan in pleasure and felt her legs tremble slightly. Moments later her pussy contracted and clenched around me, squeezing me and making her vaginal tunnel even tighter. It was all that I needed. A few more thrusts and my body spasmed, jamming me deep into her. I felt my dick surge a gush of cum into her pussy. Half a dozen times my body jerked and tried to add more to her, finally leaving me standing there panting, my dick shrinking inside her.
"Now you have something to think about all day,"
"Not to mention leaking from me," she said with a soft sigh. "God, I wish I didn't have to go to work right now. I'd love to let you undress me and make love to my whole body again like you did last night."
"Maybe tonight we'll have a replay?"
"Not tonight," she whispered. "You promised Shania tonight."
"I don't have to. I mean it was all tentative."
"No. I remember how she looked when she left the other night. She didn't want to. She wanted to stay with you. I suspect that if you asked, she'd have spent the night. No, I had my night last night. Tonight is hers."
"If you insist," I said quietly as she leaned towards me for another kiss. She pressed her lips to mine for a long wet kiss and then silently left the room. I heard the outside door in the kitchen close, leaving me standing naked in her bedroom. I pulled on slacks and shoes and gathered the rest of my clothes before heading home to shower and get ready for work.
I spent most of the day thinking about Shania. As it got closer and closer to quitting time, I was getting more and more excited about seeing her again. I kind of felt like a teenager getting ready for his first date. Unfortunately, life often intrudes at unexpected times, and once again it did. A problem developed at work, and I ended up texting her that I was stuck at work and would have to have a rain check on her visit. She said it was fine and she would pick me up Saturday afternoon. It was nearly eleven when I finally hauled my ass home and fell into bed exhausted. Fourteen hour days suck.
I was tired when I pulled myself from bed the next morning and barely made it through the day. I picked up carry-out for dinner on the way home and after stripping out of my suit and pulling on a pair of athletic shorts I plopped on the sofa to eat. Part of me wanted to go over and see Martha, but I really just didn't have the energy.
I was watching some mindless old movie on TV when I heard the garage door open and Martha walked in wearing a t-shirt and shorts, like she usually did when she was watering. "Hey there. The garage door was open so I let myself in. Hope you don't mind," she said as she walked into the family room and stood in front of the sliding glass door that went onto the deck. "Didn't see you at all yesterday, you okay?"
I chuckled. "Martha, it was always okay for you to come in unannounced."



"Except maybe that time I walked in on you and Sam having sex on the sofa," she said with a bit of a grin.
"Except maybe that time. Or the time I walked to the laundry room naked and didn't notice you were here."
"Oh yeah. That time was most definitely NOT okay... but in retrospect."
"Yeah. Anyway, I got stuck at work with a problem and didn't get home until late," I answered as she stepped over and sat down on the sofa next to me. "Didn't get in until almost eleven."
"You look tired," she said quietly, reaching out and stroking her fingers down the side of my face and then down my arm. "I was going to ask if you wanted to come over for a while, but maybe you just need to rest."
"I'm not going to be much company, but you're welcome to hang out here if you want."
"If you don't mind," she said softly. She twisted and leaned back against the armrest. She pulled my arm until I lay over towards her, while she shifted her right leg behind my back. She pulled me down until I was laying on my side between her legs with my head on her lap. Sam used to lay with me this way when she new I was exhausted. I closed my eyes as Martha began to stroke my hair with her fingers and was soon asleep.
It was the middle of the night when I woke up, my head still laying on her lap. The TV was off, and she was leaning awkwardly against the sofa back, asleep. I pushed myself up, my movements waking her. "You're awake," she whispered.
"SHHHH," I said as I got up. I turned and scooped her up in my arms and carried her to the bedroom. I set her on the edge of the bed and then lifted her shirt, pulling it up and off. She held my shoulders and stood up while I pushed her shorts down, and then sat back down. I pushed her back until she was laying on the bed with her butt barely on the mattress. I slid her shorts down and worked them over her shoes, leaving her in nothing but her shoes. I picked up each leg and gently took off her shoes until she was naked. I pushed my own shorts down, freeing my already hard dick. I crawled onto the bed and slid my hands under her, scooting her across the sheets to the middle of the bed. I lay down with her and pulled the covers over us. She rolled onto her side and snuggled her back up to me. She lifted her leg under the covers and found my dick and settled it between her legs before settling her leg down to capture me between her thighs. She pulled my hand to her chest and pressed it to her soft breast. The two of us drifted back off to sleep again, snuggled this way.
It had been a long time since I woke up this way. I could feel my hard dick surrounded by warm wetness, a gently rubbing of a soft butt against my thighs as she moved only a little bit to work a slight bit of me in and out of her. I knew she was awake, and I suspected that she was very turned on, but didn't want to wake me. I let her move, holding her, letting her move me in and out of her only an inch or two. I could feel other motion and knew she was rubbing her clit. I waited, gently holding her, cupping her soft breast as her breathing slowly grew more ragged. I wondered if she'd make herself climax on me while trying not to wake me.
I felt her gasp a few times and then the tightness of her pussy squeeze around my dick. Her body twitched and her legs trembled as she teased her climax to the forefront. I squeezed her breast gently, letting my fingers squeeze her hard nipple, drawing a gasp from her. "Oh fuck. You're awake," she managed to gasp out as her climax made her body shudder and tremble.
"I am now," I whispered as I held her. As her climax started to fade, she pulled off my dick and rolled over to face me. She pulled herself towards me and then moved her face to mine, kissing me softly. We embraced for long seconds, my arms wrapped around her. I pulled on her, rolling onto my back and pulling her on top of me until her tits were pressed to my chest. I moved one hand to her leg and pulled on her knee, cocking her leg and bending her knee until I had her knee and thigh up on my body higher than my rock-hard dick. I let go and reached over her now bent leg finding my hard-on and shifting it until my engorged head found her wet lips. She moaned and shifted onto me further, pushing me back into her depths as she did.
I started to push my hips to fuck her, but she broke the kiss and whispered for me to stop. She pushed up until she was sitting astride me like she had been the night on her patio and began to ride up and down. "Just let me," she whispered, smiling down at me. Up and down she stroked, the sensations clearly pulling her recent climax back to the forefront. She closed her eyes and gasped as she rode me faster, my dick swelling inside her as I came closer and closer to my own release.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body spasmed and tried to lift her up off the bed. I felt my body surge a gush of cum into her, and then a second and third and even a fourth weaker surge before I lay under her trembling body. She lay back down on me again, smiling at me before pressing her lips to mine again in a long, wet kiss that lasted until my softening dick finally slipped out of her.
"I told myself I wasn't going to make you come. You need all you can get for later," she said as she pushed herself up to sit astride me again.
"For later?"
"You have a wedding to go to, and from what I understand, there's more than one woman expecting you to preform," she said quietly.
"And you'd prefer that wasn't the case?" I answered.
"Honestly, yes and no," she said. "It's been a long time since I was with a man this way. I kind of like it. A lot more than with my husband, actually. Oh, don't think that I'm in love or you're in love with me or anything of the kind. I don't believe in that 'love at first sight' stuff. Lust at first sight yes, but not love. Love takes time to build. Time and closeness. I have to admit, the idea exploring that closeness is attractive. I wasn't brought up in this free sex world of today. I was brought up that a man dated one woman at a time. So, it might take me a little to deal with this."
"Are we dating?"
She looked down at me for long seconds. "That's a good question. What do you think we're doing?"
I slid my hands up her arms and pulled her down towards me and kissed her. "We're exploring," I whispered. "I didn't start out to seduce you or even have any idea that we'd be anything other than neighbors. But now that we are, I'm not sure I want to stop. Hell, we've known each other for years. I'll admit that more than once I had thoughts about undressing you, and maybe more. Now we're exploring just that. I don't want it to stop, and I don't think you do either."
"Not really. But I also know I have competition."
"You do?"
"You know darn well I do. Shania. I saw how you looked at her. I saw how she looked at you. I'd have to be blind to realize there isn't a spark, a desire, there. But I'm not going to give up. Not yet anyway. You go and fuck who you want, but when you get tired and come home, I want you to know that I'll be here. Any night you need someone to hold you, to cuddle you, to make you feel loved. I'll be here."
"I..." I started to say before she moved her hand to my lips and pressed her fingers there.
"No. Don't. There isn't anything you can say right now. I came over to see you and we spent the night. It was comfortable, the sex was good. Let's not make it more complicated than it already is," she whispered before she pushed off of me. She found her shorts and shirt, slipped them on and then pulled on her little canvas sneakers. "I'll see you around soon," she said before blowing me a kiss and walking out of the bedroom.
I got my Saturday started, showering and eating some breakfast before starting to work on some chores. It seems like there are ALWAYS chores to do around the yard. It was starting to get fairly warm by the time I quit for lunch. After lunch I showered again, shaved and then waited for Shania to come for me.
When I opened the door to let her in all I could do was stand there and stare at her. She looked...incredible! I don't think there were enough words to describe how sexy and sensual she looked. The dress was gray in color, covered in sequins. The skirt portion was short. VERY short. It didn't even come halfway down her thighs at its lowest point. Maybe as little as a third of the way. The left side of the skirt hem started high on her left hip, almost to her waist, and then angled lower as it crossed her body until it made the turn around her right hip, at least four inches down on her right thigh, leaving her entire left hip and even a portion of the top of her left butt cheek bare. The top consisted of two strips of material about four or five inches wide, running from where it connected to the skirt waist, well below her exposed belly button, up her body, over both her huge tits. The material covered the front of both breasts but left a LOT on both sides of each breast exposed. It continued up, narrowing to only about two inches wide where it looped around the back of her neck. The only thing keeping the two strips of material from puckering out and completely exposing her tits was a belt like strap of material that extended from her left waist, where the zipper holding it together was, across and around her stomach, leaving a triangle of bare skin exposed around her belly button and all of the front of her stomach and chest between her big tits. The material was pushed out by her breasts, leaving at least two thirds of them exposed to anyone who wanted to look. And I expected there would be a LOT of guys looking!
"Oh my God," I mumbled staring at her. "You look incredible. I don't think anyone will be looking at the bride with you there!"
"Oh. I'm sure they will," she said with a grin as she stepped towards me and pressed her chest to mine. "I got this especially for you so you could play all you wanted. You know what I can't wear with this, don't you?"
"Absolutely nothing," I said with a grin.
"You got it in the first guess," she whispered. She pulled my hands up and slipped them under the material to her soft breasts. "You can play like this all you want. And if you want even more access," she said, slipping my hands from between the straps of material and her warm soft breasts. She helped my fingers pull the straps to the side, until both tits were completely exposed. Then she moved my hands back to her sexy breasts.
"Hmmmm. I think if I do that, a lot of guys are going to be enjoying the view," I whispered.
"I know. Sooooo naughty isn't it?" she giggled, pulling one of my hands from her breast. "But even more, try this," she said, slipping my hand down to her crotch, under the short skirt and leaving it there. "Go ahead. See how wet I am already just thinking about you," she said, as her fingers reached for my zipper. She got it undone while my fingers teased her wet exposed pussy and then she pouted. "Underwear? You trying to spoil all my fun?" she asked.
"Not at all," I answered.
"Well, those are going to have to go," she whispered as she worked the waistband of my briefs down until she had them pushed low enough for me to get my hard dick out. "Better," she whispered as she pulled my dick down and towards her. She moved her hips to mine, and I felt the hot wetness of her pussy close around my head. She arched her back slightly and I felt my cock slip into her sopping wet pussy. "Ohhhhh God yes. I've been waiting for his all week," she moaned. "I bet we can fuck on the dance floor, and no one will even know."
"They'll know when you start moaning," I said quietly as she started to rock her hips, pretending to slow dance in a way that moved my dick in and out of her pussy.
"Oh my yes," she moaned as she held me tightly to her, wiggling her hips side to side and to and fro slightly. I could feel my dick sliding in and out of her an inch or two with each movement she made. "Just think," she said softly, "standing on the dance floor, moving like this, fucking each other and no one would ever know."
"Oh damn."
"You better pull the front of my skirt up," she whispered as she moved her lips towards mine. "I don't want to get it wet." I let both hands move to the skirt and pulled it up her hips moments before her body shuddered. I knew what was happening, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. She came hard around my cock, her pussy spraying out onto my pants, soaking them as she jerked and shuddered. She let the kiss break and gasped for breath. "Now, come for me. Just like this. Come for me."
"If you want," I groaned as she started moving again. In and out I slipped, my hips helping her so I slid in and out further. I could feel my urgency growing and knew it wouldn't be much longer. She pressed her lips to mine again and sucked on my tongue as I grew closer and closer to climax. "Oh shit," I groaned into her mouth as my body jerked hard, driving me deep into her pussy and gushing a surge of cum into her.
"Oh yes," she breathed as she pulled her lips from mine, letting me pant for breath as my body jerked and twitched, filling her pussy with cum. "That's what I needed to feel."
We stood in the doorway, neither of us caring who might have just watched as we recovered from our orgasms. "You did that on purpose, didn't you?" I asked in a breathless whisper.
"I did," she whispered back, one hand behind my neck, gently stroking my hair and neck while she looked at my face. "You aren't mad, are you?"
"I don't know. Depends on why I guess."
"Partly because I've been dying to come around you all week and I knew I couldn't do it at the reception. And partly because I needed an excuse to get you naked," she whispered. "Will you get naked for me?"
"Here?"
"We could close the door if you're bashful, but after last weekend..." she said, leaving the sentence unfinished.
"Apparently not bashful enough," I answered as her hand left the back of my neck. Both her hands worked on my pants, undoing my belt and pulling it from my pants completely. She tossed it aside and then finished undoing the front of them. They slid down my legs and she started unbuttoning the front of my dress shirt. She worked from the bottom up as my dick softened inside her and finally slipped out. She smiled slightly as it fell from her, presumably uncorking my cum to leak from her. She pushed my shirt off my shoulders and tossed it aside. She reached for my waist and pushed my briefs down as she squatted down in front of me. She held her knees wide so I could see her leaking pussy, my cum drooling from her onto the tile entryway floor while she undid my shoes and then helped me get the rest of the way undressed. She stood up and pressed her bare tits to my chest as she kissed me again.
"Now, you stay right here," she said with a grin before running off out the still open front door. She came back with a small plastic type store bag and stood smiling. "I have something for you to wear," she said with a grin. "I'm hoping you like my taste."
"Guess we'll find out," I answered.
She pulled out a pair of fairly thin material slacks with lots of pockets. "They call them tactical pants," she said with a grin, holding them out. "Go ahead!"
I took them and pulled them on. The waist was kind of stretchy and they fit nicely. They did seem a lot more comfortable than the dress slacks I had put on. She handed me a short sleeve pullover shirt that felt almost like silk. It had a fairly deep V-neck and hung down over the waist of my slacks. "It's not supposed to tuck in," she said as she reached for my hands as I tried to tuck it in.
"Oh," I answered.
"Damn you look sexy," she said with a grin. She dug in the bag again and pulled out a canvas belt with a hook type buckle. She helped me slip it through the loops and then stood back to look. "Perfect. This'll work just perfect."
"If you say so."
"You know what's so perfect?" she asked as she stepped towards me again. She reached between us, undid the single snap and pulled the zipper down. She easily slipped my still soft dick from within the pants. "It's perfect because if you wanted to, you could open your pants and fuck me in the middle of the dance floor and no one would even know," she whispered as she pressed herself against me, her hand playing with my flaccid dick. "This is going to be sooooo much fun. Wait until Charlotte gets her chance with you."
"Charlotte?"
"Lizzy's mom? You did promise to fuck her, didn't you?"
"Seems that I did," I admitted. "But I don't have to. I mean, you are my date."
"Oh lover. If I took you off the market before this wedding, I don't think half of my friends would ever talk to me again," she said with a giggle.
"I don't understand you," I answered with a frown. "You seem to want an emotional relationship, yet the other night you walked away and left me to Martha. Now today, you actually WANT me to have sex with another woman."
"No, not at all. I want you to have sex with all the women that you want to, with all the women that proposition you. I WANT you to know, without a doubt, what it is you're getting if you choose me. I don't want you to have any doubts or misgivings. I don't want you to think I trapped you into something or even kept you from exploring other options. I know it sounds silly, but the more women you fuck before choosing me will only cement in both our minds that I'm really what you want. No... don't say anything. Just trust me that this is how I want it, even if it doesn't make sense to you."
"It doesn't," I said softly.
"How many women did you have sex with before you married your wife?"
"I don't know. A few."
"Was there ever a time that you wished she was something different?"
"I don't know what you mean," I whispered back.
"Yes you do. You and your wife had a great sex life. I understand that. But what did you say to me at the lake? She'd be rolling over in her grave if she could see what it was you were doing? That tells me that there were things you wanted to do that you never could, because you knew she'd never approve of them. I don't ever want you to think that about us. I want you to be able to find out just exactly what kind of woman you want. I hope it's me. I don't know that it is. I know you're sweet and kind and gentle and sooooo accepting of my little issue. But am I the partner you want for the rest of your life? Hell, is any of this what you want? I mean, until this weekend you never even thought about doing some of the things I enjoy. And you haven't seen all of it yet."
"Like what?"
"Did you wonder why it didn't bother me to have sex in the lake in front of that bass boat?"
"Actually, I did. Most of the women I know are a bit more bashful than that."
"I'm not. Neither are some of my friends. Didn't it strike you odd that they'd all want to go skinny dipping or riding the tube naked?"
"Yeah. It did kind of surprise me."
"It's because some of us, not all of us, but some of us play with a second group of friends. This group switches partners and goes out to do things that you might think are outrageous. We earn points exposing ourselves. Going to stores and walking around half dressed or going to a public place and stripping or even having sex. We take pictures and video of what we do and show it off after we get back together. We count up points and see who won for the night. That kind of thing excites me. It makes me so damn horny, so turned on. I've even masturbated on a street corner until I came, yes that way. Once a bunch of us even went out of town to a strip club amateur night, just to see what it was like to get up and strip on stage."
"Some of your friends? Like?"
"I think you can guess. Carrie and her fiancé are one."
"Jenny," I said quietly.
"Uh huh. And Mary."
I looked at her a little stunned. "Mary?"



"Uh huh. Your sweet little girl. The strip club thing was actually her idea."
"Oh my God," I said quietly.
"Like I said. I'm not ready for you to choose me. I want you to explore. Find out what it is you like to do. I'll gladly take you along and we can try that kind of stuff too. Learn how it feels and what excites you. THEN you can choose what kind of woman you want to spend the rest of your years with. I honestly do hope it's me. But if the kind of things I like, you don't enjoy... that would be sad, for both of us. I don't want either of us in a relationship that we're not completely free in. So please, please, take advantage of what's here, what you can experience and THEN you can decide if we're right. Yes, I'm falling in love with you. Yes, I want to be with you a LOT more than I have been this week. But I need you to know that I'm the one before we get deeper. Does that make sense?"
"I think so," I whispered.
"Good. Now, let's finish this," she said, stepping back and bending to reach into the bag again. She pulled out a pair of bright colored socks and a pair of canvas slip on shoes.
"How did you find out my sizes?" I asked as I pulled the socks on, my dick still hanging out as I leaned against the front door.
"Easy. I told Jenny what I was doing, and she was more than happy to help. She came over and looked at your clothes for sizes," she said with a smile.
It wasn't much longer, and we were headed to the wedding. We still had plenty of time for the forty-five minute ride. "I think I should tell you something," she said quietly. "I hope you don't mind."
"Don't mind what?" I asked.
"Well. After the reception, a bunch of us are staying over at what the place calls the lodge. It's apparently like a massive bed and breakfast for guests that use the event venue. There aren't any hotels close so a bunch of us booked the whole thing. It seemed like a better idea than driving home late after partying."
"Probably a good idea. I'd planned on asking you to spend the night anyway. If you'd have told me earlier, I could have packed something. I don't suppose you did that, did you?"
She looked over at me and gave a weak little smile. "Sorta like we packed for you on the boat?"
"In other words, you're leaving me naked again?"
"Sorta. Just for the night," she said letting her smile widen as she realized I wasn't angry. "I have things for you to wear home."
"Well. I guess I can't be mad about that. We've been naked together enough anyway." I looked over at her and she had a little bit of a pained look. "What aren't you telling me?"
"I'm really glad you're taking this good," she said with a smile. "But...um...I hope you don't mind sharing a room."
"You mean a bed?"
"Well, a room and a bed. Um.... when I found out about it, all the rooms were taken so I agreed for us to share a room. There's two beds, but...um..."
"But what?"
"There's five of us in the room."
"Five of us? Five of us who?"
"Well. Amanda, you heard of her. She was the one whose husband got punished? And let's see... Um my friend Tracy and then there's Liana, Tabitha's sister."
"At least tell me Tabitha's sister isn't like Tabitha?"
"Um. She's a couple years younger. Otherwise they look about the same."
"That isn't what I meant, and you know it."
"Yeah. Well. Let's just say that Liana makes Tabs seem a bit reserved. She ALWAYS wears something just plain outrageous. I think she likes the attention."
"Just how outrageous are we talking about?" I asked curiously.
"Unzip your pants," she said with a grin, looking over at me for a moment and then back to the road.
"Now?"
"Uh huh."
"What does this have to do with Liana?"
"Trust me."
"Alright," I answered, unzipping and opening my pants so my dick showed. I looked over at her and she had pulled the material of the dress top apart so both tits were on full display.
"This making you horny? Looking at me, knowing that anyone can see either of us?"
"A bit," I answered.
"If it were Liana, she'd have stripped completely and reached over and started playing with your dick."
"While she was driving?"
"One time she and I and Tabitha were on our way back from some shopping. She pulled into a rest area and stripped, and drove the rest of the way home naked, just for fun."
"So, she likes to show it off. Why doesn't she become a stripper?"
"She did for a while. Problem was she got herself so turned on showing off that she couldn't keep her hands off the clients."
"Oh. That'd get someone in trouble."
"Tabby told me that they were on vacation on the Gulf. And Liana gave Tabby a new bikini. The two of them walked to the beach from where they were staying, with just their bikinis and a little bag of sunblock and such. When they got there, they went swimming. Turns out that Liana got them both dissolving bikinis. They ended up butt naked, five blocks from the house, with a beach full of people. When Tabby asked how the hell they were supposed to get home, she said they could walk home naked, or she could talk a couple guys out of their suits. She actually did talk two guys into giving them their swimsuits to wear home, in exchange for sex of course. They had to fuck them in the ocean before they'd give up their suits and then they followed them home to get their suits back and got to fuck them again."
"I can see how that would be a little extreme."
"Look at your dick there buster," she said with a grin. "Thinking about being one of those lucky guys, or watching them walk home naked?"
I looked down at my rock-hard dick. "Guess either one was an interesting thought."
"Good. I like that," she said with a smile. We rode the rest of the way there exposed to each other, leaving us both pretty horny by the time we arrived. We had some time to kill, but not much, as we made our way towards where the ceremony was obviously going to be. The venue was huge. There was a massive three story tall white barn that looked to be about a football field long. I could see past it that there was a large area of woods and fields and even a couple small lakes. The ceremony looked like it was going to be held near one of the lakes, with a bunch of white wooden folding chairs lined up. We walked towards the people milling around the group of chairs.
It didn't take Shania's friends long to find us. I did my absolute best not to let my tongue hang out any further than it needed to be. These young women had selected outfits that were....um...spectacularly inappropriate! Not that they didn't look good, but DAMN! Her friend Amanda was the first of the group to find us. At thirty-eight, according to Shania, and standing as tall as I am in her high heels, she had a killer set if probably D or larger tits encased in a pink bra type dress top made of some kind of almost terrycloth material. She wasn't thin by any means and the rest of the pink outfit extending down almost to her knees, clung to her like a second skin. The skirt portion was held up by an arrow shaped portion covering her stomach and attaching to the bra top between her breasts. The only thing keeping the bra top from being pulled down by the skirt portion was a single small string type strap running up around her neck. She had a large butt that screamed 'grab me'. She hugged and kissed Shania wetly on the lips before turning to me. Shania introduced us as she moved closer to me, not stopping until her big tits pressed against my chest and her pelvis pressed against my hard-on. She let her hands slide around me and rub up and down my back before sliding down to my ass and squeezing both my butt cheeks. She leaned her face to mine and gave me a long, wet kiss that was easily two or three times longer than what she had given Shania, leaving me breathless by the time she broke it. "I hope I get to see what's making that bulge later," she whispered before stepping back away from me.
I didn't even have time to catch my breath before Tracy was introduced to me. She slid easily into my arms where Amanda had been moments ago, pressing her slender body against mine. She was Asian in decent, with shoulder length black hair and that telltale slant of her eyes, which made her look all the more exotic in the simple black strapless dress that hugged her frame and accentuated her probably C cup tits.
Lillian saw us and practically ran over to see us, almost pushing Tracy out of the way to press herself against me before pressing her mouth to mine in an eager, lip sucking, fuck me right now, kiss. She had on...well I guess it was a dress. The best description was a halter type swimsuit top with a diamond shaped piece of material attached to the right side. The material, at its longest point went well below her knee, but both front and back angled up until it ended high on her left thigh, the top portion angling from there up across her stomach to where it attached on the right side. The front and back didn't quite make it all the way around her body and was attached by two strings, one high on her thigh and the other low on her hip. The end result was that she was essentially naked from breast high on her left side all the way down to her ankles, with the exception of the two small strings. There was, of course, no way to wear anything at all under it without it showing, and there was NOTHING showing. My mind couldn't help but think about how easy it would be to slide my hand from her thigh, right between her legs, without even barely moving the dress as she pressed herself against me in the kiss.
"That's some outfit," I said quietly as we broke the kiss.
"You like? Wait till later. Maybe you can explore it a little more. I've SOOOO missed your cock. I dare you to try and fuck me on the dance floor later."
"How come I get the idea that you've been planning that all along."
She leaned to me and kissed me again. "Because I have," she whispered.
I squeezed her ass for a moment and then let her slip out of my arms when my daughter tapped her gently on the shoulder. "You don't mind if I say 'hi' too, do you?"
"Jenny? Hell no. Damn girl! That is one hell of a hot dress," Lillian answered as she turned to see my Jenny standing behind her. She had on a fire engine red long sleeve dress, just that some of it was missing. The top was sort of shaped like two triangles, pulled around her body from the sides, meeting at the middle a little bit above the bottom of her breasts, the points of the triangles held together by a small fastener between her small perky boobs, leaving most of her chest exposed, right down to her areola, which were just barely covered.
The skirt portion attached to the triangle of her top on both sides of her and angled down to the front of her left hip, where again, the two points met and were attached with a small clasp hidden by a fabric knot. The skirt then extended down to her right ankle, leaving her entire left leg exposed and no doubt at all about the lack of any bra or underwear under it.
She stepped between my arms like Lillian had and wrapped her arms around my neck. She lifted herself on her toes, trying to get taller, even though she had on at least six inch heels already, practically falling against me and pressing her hard nipples to my chest. I wrapped my arms around her as she leaned her face up towards mine, clearly asking for her kiss as well. I let her kiss me, or more correctly suck my tongue and lower lip alternately before pressing her cheek to mine. "If you don't slip your hand unto the back of my dress and grab my ass, I'm going to think that you don't like how I look. And I worked VERY hard to make sure you like how I look."
"You mean like this?" I asked, sliding my hand down to her thigh and sweeping it around and under her skirt until I had a hand full of bare cheek. I only left it there a moment before squeezing her and sliding my hand back out again.
"Ohhhh yeah. So, you do like how it looks! I bet you can figure out what to do with the clasps too, can't you?"
"I'm sure I could, but why?"
"Because I have a debt to pay. Sometime tonight I have to lose my dress. I'm sure that Carrie won't mind if it's not completely off of me, since my whole front will be exposed. You'll do that for me, won't you? Sometime tonight?"
"If that's what you want me to do."
She grinned. "I'd rather have you fuck me," she whispered before letting go of me and standing up again on her own two feet.
"There seems to be a lot of that going around," I answered her.
We sat down to wait, chatting until Shania gasped, "Holy shit!"
I twisted around to look where she was looking. I saw a fairly large black man walking towards us with Tabitha on his arm which confused me, since Tabitha was one of the bridesmaids. She looked like she was damn near naked. From high on her thighs to low on her big tits, she looked like she had nothing on, with the exception of a whole bunch of black strips about three quarters of an inch wide. If I took a roll of black electrical tape and just randomly wrapped it around her body, leaving huge open sections, but making sure that it crossed over her nipples a few times, that was what it looked like she was wearing. "Tabitha?" I asked as I stood up when they stopped near us.
"No, Liana actually. Tabitha is my twin sister." She said with a wide grin.
"I see," I said, still staring at her dress, if you could call it that. She wasn't actually naked, but the material the black strapping was stitched to was almost a perfect match for her light chocolate colored skin. The effect was striking, if not a little slutty for a wedding.
"I take it you're the famous Mister C?" she asked, holding a hand out to me.
"Famous?" I asked, taking her hand which she didn't seem to want to let go of.
"Well. I'm not sure what else to call it, given what she told me of the weekend," she said, pulling on my hand to draw me out from where I stood a few seats down the row towards her.
"She told you about the weekend?" I asked, looking briefly at the guy she had her arm locked with. He was easily big enough to break me in half.
"She did," the big guy answered.
"This is Marlin, Tab's husband," Liana said with a little grin, as I stepped past Jenny into the aisle.
"She told me about riding the tube naked. I have to admit, I wouldn't have been brave enough to do that."
"Well, I wasn't left with a lot of choices."
"Sex at the same time? That had to be something," he said, clearly not upset. "It definitely made her day."
"Well, it did seem to be that. She could be a little..."
"Insatiable?" He finished for me. "She can wear me out and still take more."
"A few times she tried to do that to me as well," I agreed.
"So maybe later you can give me a taste of that sexy cock she was bragging about getting fucked by?" Liana asked, finally letting go of my hand, unlooping her arm from Marlin's arm and then stepping towards me. She slipped her arms around me and pressed herself against me, leaning up to kiss my lips softly for a few moments. I hesitantly kissed her back. "Mmmmm. Come on. You can kiss better than that."
"Go ahead," Shania said from where she sat. "Show her that kiss of yours."
I looked around at the assembly of people and shrugged. "What the hell." I leaned down and kissed her softly until she started to respond. Her hands stroked up and down, one landing on my butt, the other on the back of my head. Her fingers stroked both while we kissed, her pelvis pushing against my hardening dick and her big tits pressed to my silk shirt. I let my right hand slide down to her butt and squeezed it a few moments before the two of us broke the long embrace.
"Now that's a kiss," she breathed, not letting go of me as we stood there. I didn't answer, but her hands soon released me, and she stepped back. "I can see she didn't exaggerate about that. Let's hope she didn't exaggerate about the rest too."
"Guess you'll have to wait to find out," I answered. "I've already got a date for tonight."
"Well, maybe your date won't mind if I get a chance to sample the wares?"
"Like he can keep you from trying," Shania replied with a laugh. "I think it's time."
"Yeah," I agreed, seeing Melissa, the mother of the bride, being walked down the long paved path towards us from the barn structure. She looked beautiful; her long hair put up in a very beautiful up do. She had on a pale pink dress that was ankle length, with a long slit up nearly to her waist just to the left of the middle of the front. Each step she took almost her entire left leg slipped from the split, exposing all the way up, high on her thigh, nearly to hip height. The top of the dress clung and molded itself to her, encasing her breasts with two large triangles, extending up from the waistband of the dress, held in place by only one small string looping up around her neck. It looked like her entire back was bare from her waist up. She looked spectacularly beautiful in the light weight dress. I sat back down, as did the rest of us, and watched her be led by an usher up to her seat in the front. She was seated and next came the groom and the pastor. The groom was in a white tux with a pink sash around his waist and pink pocket handkerchief.
Next came the bridesmaids, Lizzy first, escorted by a groomsman in a gray tux with the same pink trimmings as the groom. The dress Lizzy had on was slick looking, maybe satin or even silk. The material looked thin and clung to her. The skirt was one of these slanted cut hems, the front being halfway up her thighs, and the back as long as her ankles. The bodice clung to her body from the high waist of the skirt to just under her breasts. Above there was a single layer of the material, form-fitting to her breasts, thin enough for me to easily see the bumps of her nipples and even the slight bump of her areola. I honestly didn't know how the material was staying up over her breasts, with no straps or strings to keep it in place.
Tabitha came next, her light chocolate skin a striking contrast to the delicate pink material. Her long slender legs almost glistened in the afternoon sunlight, even though she didn't have on stockings.
And finally, my daughter Jenny, I couldn't help but feel aroused at how sexy she looked in the dress, her nipples pushing the thin material out significantly, her creamy breasts trying their best to push out of the clinging material. I knew she didn't have on a bra, and as she walked by, I could tell by the way the material clung to her round ass cheeks that she didn't have any underwear on. Something that was suggested would happen.
I could see Carrie walking this way, alone. She stopped a bit before she reached the area of the chairs and her mother got up to walk back and meet her. Carrie had on a thin veil over her face and her dress was...spectacular. It was lace down the front, widening over her breasts and pelvis. The rest of the dress was thin mesh material that was essentially see-through. I'd heard there was a name for this style, but I couldn't remember what it was. What I did know was that the dress had a layer of material, much like Liana's, that matched her skin color and made me think she was naked under the dress. As she walked down the aisle, I realized that the nude-colored material ended at the edge of the lace, and through the gaps of lace knots I could just make out the pink of her nipples and areola and even a little of her shaved pussy, if you knew what to look for. The back of the dress had even less lace, covering only her butt, but still allowing me to just make out the cleft between her cheeks. Otherwise, she was indeed naked above the waist in the back.
I couldn't help but be turned on by the dress and I had a boner the entire ceremony. Apparently Abby was turned on as well, her left hand slipped under her dress, stroking herself between her legs. In some ways I wished I could do the same, but it would probably be obvious if I pulled out my dick. Instead, I let my hand rest on Shania's thigh, after which she pulled my hand up under her skirt. Instead of playing with my dick, I gently stroked Shania's soft, wet pussy lips, making her as horny as I already was.



After the ceremony we had to wait our turn to make our way past the receiving line. The girls were lined up past the bride, and the groomsmen before. I went down the line and shook hands until I reached the bride, who gave me a huge hug and a kiss on the cheek. I looked down and tried to not look too lecherous as I saw her nipples through the lace, growing harder as I stood there. She gave me a knowing smile before I moved on to my daughter.
I hugged her and told her how beautiful she looked, after which she whispered that she couldn't wait for the reception and to dance with me. I suggested she might want to dance with her husband, which she said she was planning on it, and with me as well.
I moved on to Tabitha, who didn't just hug me, but also grabbed my dick though my pants. "I feel someone is excited," she whispered.
"Maybe."
"That's okay. I am too," she whispered with a grin before letting go of me.
"I think we all are," Lizzy said quietly as she hugged me. She pulled my hand to her crotch and under the hem of the dress.
"So you are," I agreed quietly as I stroked her bare wet pussy.
"I want you," she whispered. "I want you now. Right here."
"I think that would be a problem," I whispered back, pressing my finger between her lips for a moment, "but maybe later."
I stepped to Melissa. "You look incredible," I said with a smile as she pulled me close against her.
"I want you too," she whispered before releasing the hug enough to bring her lips to mine in a short, wet kiss. "You will dance with me later, won't you?"
"Of course," I answered with a smile before she released me. I stepped away and waited while Shania finished hugging Melissa who then followed me away from the line, looping an arm into mine and leaning against me. "I love weddings," she said softly.
"Why is that?"
"Something about watching two people, truly in love, declare their love and desire for each other. Was it like that with your wife? Was she your true love?"
"She was."
"Do you think you can love someone like that again?"
"I don't know. I hope so," I answered quietly as Abby stepped next to me and looped an arm into my other arm.
"Hey there. Mind if I hang out with you two?" she asked as we gathered with the rest of the guests, getting ready for the newly married couple to depart on the white lace covered golf cart waiting not far away.
"Not going to hang out with your husband?"
"He didn't make it. He had a fishing tournament."
"Oh? I assumed he was one of the groomsmen."
"Nope. I'm here alone," she said with a pout. "But I wouldn't have to be."
"Well, after they leave, we have a couple hours to kill before the reception. I was planning on asking Shania if she'd like to take a walk with me. Looks like there are some really nice walking paths around the two lakes and woods."
"I'd love to," Shania answered quickly, squeezing my arm.
"So would I," Abby answered as well, squeezing my other arm.
I paused a few moments, not sure what to say, before Shania looked past me to Abby. "I think he was planning on finding someplace quiet for the two of us to take care of a little desire," Shania whispered to her across me.
"Sounds like a great idea. I wouldn't mind a little of that too. Those dresses are soooo sexy. I know they were all picked to be cool in the heat, but they were soooooo hot looking too. Did you notice all the groomsmen had hard-ons the whole time?"
"You would notice that," Shania said with a laugh before looking at me. "Well? Room for a third?"
"Why not," I answered, feeling like it was going to turn into a raw sex session instead of what I wanted it to be, a little more romantic sex session.
It wasn't too much longer, and the happy couple made the dash between the lines of guests pelting them with bird seed. They climbed into the lace covered golf cart and raced off down one of the trails toward the woods, presumably to spend a few minutes alone before returning for the picture session. With Abby on one arm and Shania on the other, I started off down a path towards one of the lakes, the hard packed cinder and clay covered path hard enough for the girls' high heels. We wound around through a small grove of pines before breaking out into a wide grassy area with several small pagodas scattered around it, the white cinder and clay path winding across the field towards the farthest of the lakes. As we approached the lake, I could see there were small clusters of willows, their long leaf covered branches hanging down like curtains. The first one of these clusters had a little deck that stuck out over the lake, two benches sitting on the maybe ten by ten wooden deck. The trees provided a considerable amount of privacy from the field as well as the path until you were right there. The view across the lake was beautiful, the light breeze making little ripples that washed onto the shoreline and the pilings for the deck.
Shania turned to me and wrapped her arms around me, drawing me to her while we stood in the middle of the deck. She pulled my face to hers and we shared a very long, very wet kiss. We broke the kiss a little breathlessly. She whispered the simplest of suggestions, "Make love to me."
I let my hands move to her hips and pulled the little zipper on her left hip down, and then slipped my hands up her body to her neck, undoing the small clasp holding the strap together around her neck. "You know, if this came loose while you were dancing, it'd be one hell of a show," I whispered as I let go of the strap. The front of the dress fell down between us and the whole dress slid down her body to pool around her high heels.
"It would, wouldn't it," she answered as she moved her hands to my waist and started undoing the canvas belt of my pants. In moments I could feel my slacks sliding down my legs and her fingers pushing my shirt up. I stepped out of my shoes while she pushed my shirt up and over my head and arms, tossing it onto one of the benches. I stepped out of my slacks, and she stepped out of her dress. I was about to bend over and pick it up when Abby stepped over and picked it up for us, already naked herself.
I wrapped my arms around Shania again and pulled us together, feeling her hard nipples press to my chest. I lowered my face to hers and we embraced again, kissing long and slow as she found my dick and worked it down between her legs. I could already feel the wetness of her pussy on my head as she rubbed my head between her lips. "Ohhhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as I slowly penetrated up into her. "I've been this since they started coming down the aisle."
"Me too," I answered honestly, starting to rock my hips to push my dick in and out of her pussy. I could feel myself sliding in and out several inches as we kissed, pulling our faces apart to catch our breaths and then kiss again as our mutual orgasms slowly grew with each of us. I felt hands on my feet and looked down to see Abby trying to pull my socks off. I stopped stroking long enough to let her take my socks off, leaving me completely naked. I understood exactly why she had, and with a smile slipped my hands under Shania's butt. I lifted her off the ground and she wrapped her legs around me as I moved us to one of the benches. I set her on the bench as I knelt down, leaving her sitting on the bench while I knelt between her legs. She released her legs and held them out and up in a wide V, letting me stroke hard into her.
Our bodies slapped tighter wetly as her juices leaked not only from her pussy, but milk from her tits as her orgasm raced towards its climax. In and out I thrust, feeling the need to push hard into her, jamming my head against her cervix. I knew what it would do, and I didn't care. I drove hard into her, watching her face and her tits as she gasped and moaned loud enough for anyone nearby to know what we were doing. Again, I didn't care. If they wanted to watch, so be it. All I cared about at that moment was making it the best orgasm for Shania as I could.
I reached my hands up to her tits and squeezed both of them, letting my fingers and thumbs trap her nipples and squeeze, not so much to get the milk, but to increase the pleasure that I knew it would bring. I twisted and tugged both hard protrusions as I pumped my rock-hard dick in and out urgently, my orgasm building to the point of no return. "Gonna come," I grunted, knowing that I couldn't hold back much longer.
"Uh huh." Was all she gasped in return. I could feel her pussy occasionally clenching me for the last few dozen strokes and suspected that her climax was almost upon her. Unable to hold back any longer, my body spasmed and jammed me hard into her, smashing my head against her cervix. "FUCK!" she squealed loudly as her body spasmed as hard as mine had, a gush of cum squirting out of her onto my stomach and dick. I felt my body spasm a second third and fourth time, each in time with hers, and each flowing a gush of cum into her pussy. As her jerking lessened, she reached for me and pulled me to her, kissing me again in an urgent wet kiss. Slowly her kiss softened from the urgent almost aggressive kiss I'd come to expect after her climax, to the soft, sweet, wet, loving kiss that immediately started to turn me on again. I felt my cock softening inside her, but not nearly soft enough to fall out of her, before my body started to harden it again in response to the erotic, sensual kiss.
I don't know how long we kissed that way, but by the time we broke the embrace my dick was rock-hard again and I was slowly sliding in and out of her, despite how much my knees hurt from kneeling on the hard wood. "God. I could let you fuck me all day like this," she whispered breathlessly. "You make me feel so special. So loved. I wish all the sex I've had was like this. It feels sooo fantastic to not have to hold back or pretend."
"I don't ever want you to have to pretend with me," I whispered.
She lowered her legs and wrapped them around my hips, trapping me so I couldn't move in and out of her. "Suck my nipples," she whispered. "I want to feel your lips on my nipples."
I had to bend a bit awkwardly at first to reach her breasts, but she quickly realized that and arched her back to lift her boobs up to make it easier for me. I drew her right nipple into my mouth and sucked, getting the surge of milk I expected, and she apparently wanted me to have. I used both hands on her breast, squeezing it and sucking on it. She moaned softly, clearly enjoying it, loosening her legs just enough for me to be able to slide my dick in and out a couple short inches.
"Let me help," Abby said, kneeling down next to me, leaning in to close her lips around Shania's left nipple. "Ohhhhhh. That's different," she said, pulling her face off the nipple after a few moments. She grinned at me and then leaned back down, sucking again, even harder.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," Shania moaned. I felt fingers touching my shaft where I protruded from Shania's pussy and pulled from her sexy tit to look down. I expected to see Shania's fingers, but instead it was Abby's slender fingers stroking around my dick and running across Shania's clit. "So good. Don't stop," Shania moaned loudly.
I lowered my face back to her breast and sucked her nipple and massaged her tit with both hands while I stroked in and out of her pussy. She loosened her legs further, letting me stroke even longer into her. I could tell she was working towards another climax, this one brought on by stimulation almost everywhere imaginable. "Oh fuck, oh fuck," she moaned over and over as her pussy started to tighten round me. Her cries grew louder as her pussy spasmed around me and a small gush of cum sprayed out onto my stomach. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she cried out into the trees as her whole body tensed and I felt a long, wet spray splattering against my body. Her legs and arms trembled and shook as she sat on the bench, stiff and almost rigid. I could feel a surge of milk from her nipple as she climaxed around my dick, the tremble of her legs soon spreading to her whole body.
As suddenly as it started, she sagged down against the bench seat, no longer arching her back, pulling her nipples from both our mouths. She sat panting and occasionally shuddering as I felt her pussy clench and unclench around my shaft. "Oh my God," she mumbled. "So strong."
"That did look like a good one," Abby said with a grin. "How about we let Dale put that nice hard dick into me for a while?"
"Sure," Shania said, breathlessly.
Abby turned to me and pulled my arm, pulling me from between Shania's legs as she spread them to let me out. She pushed me back onto my back and quickly squatted over me. She aimed my rock-hard dick at her teenage looking pussy and worked my engorged head between her fat outer lips. She moaned loudly as she settled down on me, her extremely tight confines struggling to expand around my fast shaft. "God, you are sooo fucking big," she moaned as her ass finally touched my thighs. She looked down at me, sitting and waiting for her body to stretch a little more. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her little A cup titties and smiled when I started to squeeze and play with her nipples. "This is NOT going to take long," she said quietly as she reached for my chest for balance and began to lift and lower on my dick. Up and down she moved, her strokes short at first, but growing longer by the stroke until she was pounding hard down the length of my shaft. Over and over her tight little ass slapped my thighs, her gasps and moans growing louder as she worked us both towards climax.
I closed my eyes and tried counting, and thinking about other things, trying to stave off the reaction her incredibly tight pussy was making almost irresistible. "Oh God!" she gasped as her body trembled and she sat on me, no longer bouncing on me. I let go of her nipples and grabbed her hips. It took nothing to roll her small frame over until I was laying on top of her, still embedded in her pussy. I started stroking hard into her, driving my cock deep into her, making her cry out in pleasure. In and out I plunged, knowing my cum was going to be pumping into her any moment.
"SHIT!" I grunted as my body spasmed again, driving my cock hard into her and shooting a gush of cum into her pussy. My body continued to jerk and twitch for long seconds, pumping more pent up cum into her before I felt my dick start to soften.
I rolled off of her, panting hard to catch my breath. Shania slipped off the bench and lay herself on top of me, once again trying to kiss me as I struggled to catch my breath.
"I love you," she whispered softly.
"For fucking your friend?" I asked, still gasping.
"For making my friend have the most fantastic orgasm you possibly could. I could tell you were holding back, waiting for her. Not a lot of guys care enough to do that. I know you do for me, but thank you for making it special for her too."
"You're welcome," I answered softly before she pressed her lips to mine again. We lay there, kissing for long minutes before Abby stood up and to my surprise, squatted down, leaning against the bench with her elbows, her ass on her heels and her knees spread wide, giving me a view of her pussy I wasn't sure I'd seen before. She moved one hand to her pussy and pushed a finger in, slowly stroking it in and out of herself several times before pulling it out. I watched as my cum drooled out of her pussy into a small puddle on the deck boards.
"Didn't really need that leaking from me all night. No panties, remember?" she said with a grin.
"Yeah. I should probably do that too or it'll all end up in my high heels!" Shania said with a grin. She pushed herself up, stepped over to Abby and squatted down next to her, pushing her knees apart for me to see. She pushed one and then a second finger into herself and in a few moments drew them out, a small stream of cum drooling and dripping down from her pussy. Then she did something completely unexpected. She reached over between Abby's legs and stroked her pussy lips. Abby just stayed squatting there and reached between Shaina's legs and in moments the two of them were stroking each other and pushing their fingers into each other.
In and out they pushed their fingers, pulling out every so often to tease each other's clits. I shifted to sit against the bench across from then, my legs spread and my dick slowly hardening as I watched them stroke and play with each other. I knew it was for my benefit, by the grin on Shania's face... well a grin until Abby was close to making her climax again. "Oh shit," Shania grunted as she climaxed, her spasming pussy pushing more of my cum out of her pussy and sending a squirt of cum spraying out towards me to land on the deck between us.
Shania seemed to increase her efforts in Abby's pussy until she too climaxed, her squeezing pussy pushing the remaining bits of my load onto the puddle below her. "There. That should do it," Shania said with a grin. "Enjoy the show?"
"Definitely," I answered as she stood up and stepped over to me. She squatted down over me, sliding my again hard dick into her pussy before settling on me to just sit and lean against me. She lay her head on my shoulder, her tits pressed to my chest and my dick buried deep in her pussy.
"God I could sit here all day like this," she whispered.
"We're in no hurry," I answered her, only briefly wondering how many people had already or would wander by and find us naked before then.
"Oh shit," Abby said, quickly moving from where she sat on the other bench, moving over to the bench I was leaning against, sitting with her back partly towards the lake.
We looked across the lake, which was only a hundred feet or so wide, and saw the wedding party walking down the path on the other side of the lake with the woman photographer leading the way. "This looks good," she said and the bridal party gathered around. She said something we couldn't quite hear, and then watched as the group spread out around the bride and groom. It looked like a typical bridal group picture, except for Melissa and what I figured were the groom's parents, standing by the photographer. I about dropped my jaw though when the guys all dropped their pants, including the groom, and all the bridesmaids pulled the tops of their dresses down and their skirts up. The photographer took several shots and then repositioned the bride and groom so that she was facing her bridesmaids and the groom was standing behind her. Several shots were taken with him pulling up her dress at various heights until her bare ass showed. The final three shots were of him sticking his dick into her while my daughter held her hands for balance.
"Those won't be in any public album," I said quietly as my dick, long since having softened inside Shania, started to harden again.
"Feels like you're enjoying the show," Shania whispered as the photographer rearranged the bridesmaids slightly so they were slightly staggered, looking at the bride.
"Oh damn," I breathed as all of the bridesmaids dropped their dresses and let them pool around their ankles. The groomsmen were moving around to stand behind each of them. I watched the best man line his hard-on up with my daughter's pussy and push into her, as the other two groomsmen did the same thing to Tabitha and Lizzy. The pictures were taken with it seeming like they were fucking the bridesmaids while the groom fucked Carrie. I couldn't help but notice that the best man, who I didn't know, pumped in and out of my daughter several times before pulling out of her.
The girls then all squatted down to suck the cocks of the groomsmen while Carrie did the same to her new husband. It was pretty obvious that the girls weren't even faking it as they sucked the guys' dicks for about two minutes. I wondered what was coming next as the girls, all naked, surrounded Carrie. The two groomsmen used their arms as a seat and picked up Carrie in a sitting position. The best man held up her dress while Robert knelt on one knee below her. Lizzy and Tabitha stepped around the groomsmen, their dicks still sticking out, and helped Carrie lift and spread her feet so that Robert could bury his face in her pussy.



"OH FUCK!" she cried loudly in surprise as Robert apparently didn't fake it either. The photographer took several photos, including a few down under Carrie to make sure she got his face between her legs doing...well we all know what.
I felt Shania shift on me, sitting up so she could start to move on my quickly hardening dick while we watched the photographer set the scene of the still naked girls pretending to pull down the groom's pants. This was followed by Melissa being asked to bend over in front of him, with Carrie, standing behind him, aiming his dick at her mother. I didn't actually think he would, but clearly Carrie had other ideas and actually pushed him with her hips to drive his cock into her. We could hear the cry of surprise all the way across the lake as he was forced into her. I half expected her to pull off and react, but instead she just stayed bent over while the photographer took several more shots, a couple with him still stuffed in her and his hands undoing her dress enough to grab her bare tits.
"Oh damn," Shania said as she bounced on me a little harder. "This is getting you so turned on. I can feel you getting so big in me watching," she whispered.
It was almost disappointing when the girls all started dressing again and then the whole group headed off down the path again the direction they came from. "Do you want me to finish this? Or was there someone in that group you'd like to save it for?" Shania asked with a little grin. "Jenny maybe?" I looked at her in surprise. "You can't hide it from me when I'm doing this. I can feel it twitch when I suggested it. It's okay. I don't mind. Daddies and daughters have a special connection. It's not uncommon for a daddy to be turned on by their daughters."
"That isn't appropriate."
"Maybe not, but it didn't stop you from fucking her, lets see, three times this weekend?" she said with a grin. "Don't worry. It's our secret," she whispered. She climbed up off of me, my glistening hard-on standing straight up for her. "I guess we better dress and head back. If they're about done with pictures, we should probably head for the reception hall."
"Too bad," Abby said. "I was kind of enjoying sitting out here naked."
"You don't have to get dressed. I mean, why not walk back naked?"
"I couldn't do that. Being out here naked is one thing, but everyone seeing me?"
"Aren't you supposed to drop your dress tonight?" Shania asked with raised eyebrows.
"I never said I'd do it in public," she said quickly.
"Why not? I dare you to. In fact, I bet Dale will be happy to dance with you while you drop it," she said with a grin. "I'm sure a lot of guys would love to see that sexy little pussy you have. It looks like a little fifteen-year-old pussy."
"I don't think I could. No. Definitely couldn't," she said shaking her head. She picked up her dress and started to dress while Shania helped me up from the deck. The two of us dressed and then all three of us, again arm in arm, walked back to the reception hall.
Calling it a reception hall was maybe a misnomer. It was a three-story high barn that had been cleaned up and converted. There was an open area maybe half the size of a football field down the middle of the barn. Along each side were a series of rooms built out from the outside wall. Some were open and others I presumed were storage rooms. Above the rooms was a balcony that was roughly thirty feet deep, about ten feet off the ground. The balcony seemed to act as the ceiling for the row of rooms below. Above that, the ceiling arched over the open space below. There was a dance floor taking up about half of the open space, starting near the far end and extending to about the middle of the barn. Across the far end of the dance floor was the head table. A long table with about a dozen or so seats set up for the bridal party. Around the dance floor was an array of round tables, each set with eight seats. To make finding your seat easier, there was a large chart showing each table, labeled with numbers, and then an alphabetical list of names. I found my name and it guided me to table number 2, one of the first round tables closest to the long head table. Abby was seated at table four, on the other side of the dance floor from us. The place was filling quickly, so we first found the room along the left side that held the bar, and the two of us got something to drink, me a beer and Shania a margarita. Then we headed off to find our seats.
It didn't take long to find. We were the first table on the bride's side from the head table. From the place cards and those already seated, I could see was had Melissa and the groom's parents, Marlin and Liana and Charlotte. I introduced myself to the groom's parents, Devon and Sarah. My initial impression was that they weren't particularly happy people. Or more accurately, when Sarah introduced Devon, she was quite clear to indicate he was her ex-husband, so maybe it was that she just wasn't happy about having to be here with HIM.
Melissa came in shortly after, and settled down right next to me, leaving me with Shania on my right and Melissa on the left. Devon and Sarah were seated to her left, Charlotte, Lizzy's mom, across from me and Marlin and Liana seated between her and Shania. With Melissa's arrival we knew the happy couple would be arriving soon.
The DJ struck up an appropriate tune, and the bridal party was announced. Lizzy and her groomsman danced their way down across the main floor towards the head table, her tits bouncing wildly in the dress, twice bouncing enough to have to quickly pull the top of the strapless dress back in place to cover an escaped nipple.
Tabitha and her groomsman came next, the two dancing a bebop step across the floor, her tits wiggling wildly, but staying put in her dress until they separated at the head table, Tabitha walking past me, running her hand across my back as she walked the length of the head table and around it.
My daughter came next. Without a doubt, other than Carrie herself, my daughter had the largest chest of the wedding party. As they bebopped across the dance floor, she struggled to keep her bouncing boobs covered, and then just gave up, letting them bounce over the top of the dress for the last couple dozen feet, only the head few tables able to really see her bouncing boobs. When she separated from the best man, each walking their separate ways around the table, she was able to pull the top of the dress back in place over her breasts. I could see her blushing slightly as she walked past with a slight smile on her face.
Finally, the bride and groom were announced, and everyone stood up. Sarah caught me trying to readjust my hard-on in my pants and gave me a little grin before turning to watch her son dance his way along the floor with his new wife. Something was different. It took long seconds for me to realize, the inner layer of the dress, the one that matched her skin tone, was no longer there. The see-through spaces of the dress, including the lace, were now exposing bare skin. As she came down the aisle at the ceremony, I could tell her nipples and areola were definitely exposed under the lace, but now, as she moved past me, I could tell she was completely naked under the dress except for a single white garter on her left leg, the cleft between her cheeks clearly visible through the lace covering. As she moved and the dress shifted on her, half a dozen times I was sure I could see her pussy through the thin see-through mesh.
With them at the head table, sharing a long, wet kiss, everyone else sat down to wait. The first order of business was eating. EVERYONE was hungry. The head table was released first, followed by the two tables closest to the head, mine and the one on the groom's side that had the spouses of the bridal party.
I got up and led Shania to the buffet line, with Sarah following close behind. "So, Dale," she said as we stopped at the food line to wait. "Is this one of your daughters?"
"Actually, no. This is my plus one," I answered as Shania turned and frowned at her. "Shania and Carrie are close friends, and since I'm alone, we came together."
"I see," she said quietly. "That explains the dress."
"What does that mean?" I asked, quickly, trying to keep Shania from launching. I could see the anger in her eyes and didn't want to make a scene.
"Well, Carrie and her friends seem to be, how should we say it? Slutty dressers?"
I was about to respond when Shania gave her a little grin. "Yeah. We kind of got that way thanks to Robert. He kind of got Carrie started on the flashing thing."
"My Robert?" she asked in surprise.
"Oh yeah. Didn't you know? He started Carrie on doing that kind of thing. Going out to stores and flashing and having sex in public. I mean it's all part of that game group he's part of."
"Game group?" she asked, still looking shocked.
"Oh yeah. They get together, change partners and then go out and earn points for flashing tits and pussies and dicks. They get points for how long and what they flash. They get a LOT more points for being completely naked and even more yet for fucking your partner in a public place. Yeah, he likes to win, so you can imagine some of the places he's fucked girls. On the bus, in the park, even in a store one time. He's REALLY a naughty boy. So a dress like this? It's pretty tame compared to what he's used to. But then... you were there when they did pictures. Didn't you wonder why they were taking naked and fucking pictures?"
"I just assumed that was Carrie's idea."
"Actually, I doubt it. Carrie loves flashing her body, but fucking in public? Not so much. That's Robert's kink."
"I'm not sure I believe that!" she said with that still shocked look.
"Well, you can believe it or not, but it's true either way. From what Carrie said, he's got some late-night fun planned for later in the reception. Not until all the old farts and young kids go home though. Wouldn't want to offend those old farts or do something bad in front of children. No, I'm pretty sure you're going to be surprised," Shania said before turning. "Just so you know. I'm here with Dale, but he's got permission to strip and fuck anyone he wants tonight. So, if you want some, you'll have to get in line."
"WHY would I want to do that!?" she exclaimed.
Shania grinned at her, leaned towards her and whispered, "Because he'd the best fuck in the house and trust me, all us girls in our little group know."
"You are sooooooo bad," I whispered as she turned around to look away from her.
"Can you believe that?" I heard Sarah ask someone behind us.
"That he's the best fuck in the house? I haven't fucked every guy, but I'd say he's at least in the top five," I heard Melissa answer the woman, leaving her silent.
Shania and I started down the buffet, selecting out choices and filling our plates without the groom's mother uttering another word. I chatted with Melissa and Shania as we ate and felt like Sarah was doing nothing but glaring at me. I noticed her husband, sorry ex-husband, was silent about the whole thing. I did notice that she and Charlotte chatted quietly, quietly enough that we couldn't hear what they were saying, even across the table.
We'd finished eating about the time they started some of the obligatory festivities. Toasts and speeches came first. The best man telling everyone how wonderful Carrie had been for Robert and how Robert was a different person with her in his life. It was a nice speech. My daughter was up next, telling embarrassing little stories about her time with Carrie, including the time she went skinny dipping to cool off and her horse ran off with her clothes and she had to ride all the way back to the trailer on the back of my daughter's horse, stopping along the way to pick up various pieces of her clothing, though far from all of it. It was an amusing story to say the least, to which Carrie responded that my daughter, being the wonderful friend she was, couldn't loan her even panties and bra to ride home in, since she hadn't worn any.
Carrie stood and made a short speech, thanking her mother for raising her and also, much to my surprise, thanking me for teaching her over the last few years, what having a real, in person, father, could be like. I was just glad that her reference to me helping them with their bachelorette party was rated G.
With the toasts and speeches done, it was time to toss the bouquet and garter. Most of the bridal party walked to the dance floor and gathered near the head table. The two groomsmen linked their arms together while Carrie stepped between them, wrapping her arms around their shoulder. Lizzy and Tabitha lifted her skirt all the way up her thighs until her pussy was almost showing, but also showing off the garter high on her left thigh. The boys reached down, and each grabbed under her thigh closest to them and lifted her until her butt was more than waist high off the floor, looking much like she was partly reclined in a chair, though that chair was made out of two guys. They pulled her thighs apart and the girls held the dress hem up and out to cover her, but with her pointed right at our table, her entire bare pussy was completely on display. I could see the wetness of her lips as she looked directly at me. I stared at her pussy for several seconds before turning to look at the rest of the table. I looked across the table at the groom's mother, expecting a reaction but who was surprisingly NOT looking surprised at the show. His father though was VERY shocked was also looking. One of the last things she did before leaving my house after the party, was to make me promise that if she flashed me her entire pussy, in the middle of the dance floor, that I would dance with her new mother-in-law at least once. I supposed this classified as doing just that.
My daughter and the best man led the groom out from where they had him, completely blindfolded with his hands tied behind his back with a white lace ribbon. I wasn't sure if he knew where he was or how his new bride was displayed. He was told he had to find the garter and remove it without using his hands, and then pushed him between her legs. It took him a moment to find one leg and then slide his face up her leg, feeling for the garter. Only problem was, the garter was on her left leg, and he started on her right.
"OH SHIT!" Carrie cried out a few moments later as he apparently found her wet pussy and took a moment to tease her. "You better save some of that for later!" she said as he started working his way down her left thigh. He found her garter and pulled it down her leg with his teeth, finally pulling it as far as her foot. He had to use his mouth to pull off her high heel and then locate the garter again and slide it the rest of the way off. From the view I had, I now knew for sure that what I had been seeing was indeed her bare skin under the dress. Other than her shoes, I had no doubt she was naked under the thin, mostly see-through dress.
I wasn't going to get up, but Melissa and Carrie both worked to physically remove me from my chair and get me out to the dance floor for the toss. Robert was still blindfolded, though he now had his hands free. I stood with about eight other guys, some of them clearly teenagers, while he got ready to throw it. I had absolutely NO intention of catching it, yet ended up with it bouncing off my face.
With the preliminaries done, it was time for dances. The first was of course the bride and groom dance, their first together as man and wife. The second was the parent dance, where the bride danced with her father and the groom with his mother. It wasn't a surprise to see Carrie come collect her mother for that dance. What was a surprise was for halfway through the dance for them to come and collect me, and have me finish the dance with Carrie. I danced my half of the dance with her trying her best to press against me, the view down at her lace covered chest giving me a sexy view of her nipples and areola trying to peek at me through the dress. I couldn't help but think back to the party and having sex with her, making my dick embarrassingly hard by the end of the dance.
The next dance was me, as the bachelor catching her garter, with the young lady that caught the bouquet. That turned out to be one of Shania's friends, Amanda. She had on an interesting dress that was made out of some kind of slinky pink material. The dress had long sleeves which didn't actually connect to the dress, running from her wrists to her biceps. Her very large chest, for her five foot eight frame, were encased in a bra type top, that was held up by only the smallest of strings and I was pretty damn sure there wasn't a bra under it, based on how hard her nipples felt against my chest. The lower portion of the dress extended from her waist down to the middle of her thighs, held up by the material in the front arching up to the bottom of the bra top, connected there by only a small bit to the center of the bra. The end result was that her back was practically all bare from her waist up, and that bare skin wrapped around her body to her stomach. She also didn't miss the fact that I had a hard-on and made sure to rub our pelvises together during the dance to keep it hard while she whispered suggestions on what I could do with her dress.
Following that dance they did the dollar dance, the guys all lining up to dance with Carrie. Quite a few young ladies lined up to dance with Robert, but not nearly as many as wanted to dance with his sexy looking wife.
The dollar dance finally ended, and the floor was opened up to everyone. I asked Shania to dance with me, which was happily accepted. Fortunately for me the first dance was moderately slow. I was never much at the fast dances. We held each other and moved somewhat fluidly around the dance floor, holding each other close, neither of us feeling like anything needed to be said. I could feel her hard nipples through the material of the scant dress top as she moved against me to force one of her breasts out of its restraint. At least half the dance was spent with her bare right breast pressed against my chest. "God I wanna fuck you so bad right now," she whispered as the music ended.
"We could go and find someplace," I suggested with a grin, pretty damn turned on myself at the moment.
The music started for the next number, and it was a pretty fast tune. Not the kind of thing I was used to dancing to. I started to leave the dance floor and was pulled back by Shania. Reluctantly I agreed to try and let her teach me to dance. More than anything, it was a bump and grind song. I did little more than shift and wiggle back and forth while she moved towards and away from me, both forward and backward, grinding herself against me. She ground her pussy against my bent leg, forcing her skirt up her thighs further, which she very intentionally did not fix. She also took a LONG time to fix her breasts each time they worked their way out, bouncing and wiggling enticingly in front of me. She finally turned herself around and ground her butt against me, pulling my hands around her and sliding them into the dress top to cup both big soft tits while she teased me with her full round ass. I was pretty sure that if the song had gone longer, she'd have been getting my dick between her legs. Not that I was opposed to it, but I didn't really want to be doing that in front of the teenage kids that were present.
I reluctantly agreed to two more fast dances with her before suggesting we go find something to drink.
We went to the second floor to overlook the dance floor, where the second bar, as well as the snack table was located. I suspected it was going to be a long night, one I couldn't escape from early, since Shania had effectively cornered me into staying the night with her here. I chose a light beer and got a small cup of snack mix, peanuts, chocolate etc., to munch on with it while we leaned against the railing and looked down at the dance floor below us. I spotted my daughter dancing with her husband, the two of them shaking and wiggling to the very fast song, my daughter's tits practically falling out of the top of her dress. A few moments later it did, both her big round tits slipped from the strapless dress, completely exposed. She grinned at Martin and left them out on display for several seconds before pulling the dress back in place. I had little doubt that it was intentional.



A slow song started, and Shania turned to me. "Dance with me?" she whispered, setting her drink in the railing.
I set down my beer and wrapped her in my arms, feeling her melt into me. We moved together gently, our bodies rubbing and pressing together. I felt her hands move from my back and slip between us. In moments she had my hard-on out of my pants and her skirt pulled up to let me stick between her thighs. I separated her dress top, hooking it around her big soft tits, not to expose her to anyone, but so I could feel her breasts against my chest as we went back to moving to and fro. She moved to stroke my cock with her thighs and then unsurprisingly, reached under her own butt to push my head up between her wet lips. I slid easily into her very wet pussy and we continued to dance, fucking each other as we moved.
I'm sure the guys at the bar and those near the snack bar could see us, but at that moment I didn't care. I was just enjoying the feel of her as she enjoyed the feel of me. There was no urgency, no need for either of us to push to climax. It was just gentle, soft, lovemaking while we danced. For me, the song ended much too soon. The look on Shania's face told me she felt the same way. "I think you have some other duties you need to take care of now," she whispered as we stood there, ignoring the faster music and just standing there with my dick still inside her pussy.
"I do?"
"As much as I wouldn't mind monopolizing you all night, I told myself I wouldn't. And you promised Lizzy you'd try and strip and fuck her mother."
"I did, didn't I?"
"You did. And you still need to drop Lizzy's dress. That should be interesting too."
"She doesn't really want me to do that in public, does she?"
"Seemed like it to me. Right in the middle of the dance floor, was her comment, if I remember right," Shania said with a naughty little grin. "I think that's exactly where you should do it. Just dance with her and unzip the back of her dress. When the song ends and you separate, well, you can figure it out."
"You really want me to embarrass her like that?"
"Trust me. She'll act embarrassed, because she has to. But she won't really be. If anything, she'd just as soon stand there in front of everyone and finger herself."
"I don't understand you women," I whispered.
"Why not?"
"I guess I lived with a wife that would truly have been mortified if her dress fell off in the middle of the dance floor. And she'd still have had on panties and a bra so no one would actually see anything."
"You see. We've been doing this long enough it isn't embarrassing. It's an incredible turn on. At least it is for me. I LOVE how it feels inside when some guy I don't know, stumbles on us playing like that, my pussy showing or my boobs hanging out. They stare, the get a hard-on, but they never ever complain. The wife? Oh yeah, she complains. Mostly because she can see that it turns her man on and isn't brave enough to try it herself."
"I don't think that's why my wife would have complained," I said with a chuckle.
"You sure about that?" she asked. I thought a few moments and then realized that I had no idea why she would complain, just that she sure as hell would. "That's what I thought. Now you go find Lizzy and I'll stay up here and watch," she said with a grin, stepping back to let my slightly softening dick slip from her. She stepped back and tucked me into my pants and then gave me a gentle swat on the butt to send me on my way.
I made my way down the stairs, looking back up at Shania, almost able to see her bare pussy under her skirt as I looked up at her.
After my interaction with the groom's mother in the buffet line, I really didn't much want to have to dance with her, so I avoided her and looked instead for Lizzy.
"MISTER C!" she cried, seeing me before I saw her. She almost ran across the dance floor from where she had been talking to several people, and launched herself at me, smashing her chest to mine as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her lips to mine.
"Whooaa. How about letting me breath," I gasped after several seconds of trying to pry her from me. I finally got her to stand on her own feet, her body still pressed to mine.
"You like the dress?" she asked with a grin. "It's pretty damn sexy for a bridesmaid dress, don't you think?"
"It is that," I agreed over the music pumping from the speaker not all that far from us.
"And guess what I'm not wearing under it."
"Let me guess. No underwear."
"Not a thing," she giggled, finding my arm and sliding her hand down it until she found my hand. She drew it to her crotch and guided it under her skirt to her very wet pussy lips. She lifted herself on her tip-toes and whispered to me. "Wanna see me naked?"
"I don't know. You want to be naked?"
She looked at me and pouted. "You're not going to make this hard, are you?"
"Make what hard?"
"Stripping and fucking me? Or would you rather strip and fuck my mom. You promised, didn't you? If she asked you to dance, you would."
"I promised," I nodded. "I don't think I promised to be the one to take your dress off."
"Trust me. I can't think of anyone I'd want to do it for more. I know how turned on you get looking at our sexy little bodies. Mmmmmmm. I can feel your hard-on. You do like the idea, don't you?"
"I have to admit, it's a tempting thought."
"Then just unzip me. When I'm done kissing you, I'm going to walk away and when my dress falls off, I'll head to the family bathroom WAY over there. EVERYONE is going to get to see me naked by the time I get there. If you bring my dress, you can fuck me before I put it back on."
"Why do I think you're obsessed with me having sex with you?"
"Cuz I am. You're so damn good at it."
"What if I don't bring you your dress. What if I just carry it away and leave you naked?"
She grinned at me. "Now THAT would be interesting. I might have to run back from the bathroom to the bride's room all the way across the room again."
"You're horrible," I said.
"You don't know the half of it," she giggled before digging between her tits. She pulled out a little doughnut looking device with a blinking pink light on it and held it up for me. She looked around and stuffed it into my pocket before anyone could see.
"What's that?"
She grinned. "The remote for Tabitha's vibrator. Right now, it's turned on and she doesn't know where the remote is."
"So, she's walking around with it."
"Running. Uh huh. I've seen her climax twice already. I'm just waiting to see who she grabs to fuck her. That's the only way she gets to take it out."
"You girls are horrible," I said with a chuckle.
"So, you gonna help me?"
"If you want me to."
"I SO want you too," she giggled.
I pulled my fingers from under her dress where I'd idly been teasing them over her wet lips and reached around behind her. I turned her with her back towards the head table so no one could see what I was doing and unzipped it as far as it would go, all the way down past the curve of her butt to the middle of her cheeks. "There you go."
She grinned at me, and stepped back, using her arms held tightly to her sides to hold the dress up. She stepped past me and started walking across the room loosening her arms. I watched the dress slide down her body and almost trip her as she got it tangled in her high heels. She cried out in surprise and crossed her arms over her tits before looking back my direction. She bent over to pick up the dress, pushing her butt and wet pussy out at everyone behind her. She started to pick up the dress and then turned and ran to the family bathroom, intentionally making her tits bounce.
I started to walk over to her dress to pick it up. Someone else got to it first; a guy I didn't know walked quickly towards the bathroom with the dress over his arm. Both of them were in for a surprise.
"I didn't think she'd do it." I heard from behind me.
"Huh?" I asked turning around. Charlotte, her mother, was standing behind me.
"She said she'd talk you into taking her dress off in the middle of the dance floor. I didn't think she'd actually do it."
"She can be pretty stubborn," I answered.
"Well. That leaves me in a predicament," she said quietly.
"Leaves you in a predicament?"
"Yes. You see, my daughter tricked me into agreeing to a dare. If she dropped her dress in the middle of the dance floor, I'd have to either allow you to undress me in the exact same spot as she dropped her dress, or I'd have to let you undress me someplace a little less obvious and let you have sex with me."
"A little less obvious?"
"Either one of the balconies would work. Can't be in a room with a closed door."
"I see."
"No. I'm not at all sure you do. I don't have sex with men. Men are demons in snazzy clothing. Men are the bane of women all over the world. Last thing I want is a man's dick pumping into me. She knows that."
"So, then the choice is easy. You stand there and what? I undress you? How far?"
"All the way. Dress, bra, panties, stockings and shoes. And I'm not allowed to leave that spot until you're completely done. How humiliating."
"I suppose getting stripped could be."
"It's not so much that I'd be getting stripped, but that YOU would be doing it."
"Me? In particular me or just a man in general?"
"No. You in particular. Especially after what you did to all the girls last weekend."
"Ahhhh. Now I get it."
"How could you? Run around naked all weekend and fuck those poor girls any time they wanted?"
"I think you have the wrong idea here. I didn't plan any of that. Your daughter did. She arranged for me to be without clothes. She arranged all the games, if you call them that, and she arranged for the girls to have sex with me anytime THEY wanted."
"My daughter wouldn't do that."
"You think not?"
"I know not."
I chuckled. "You don't know your daughter all that well then."
"I know my daughter just fine. She wouldn't do something like that."
"Sure enough to bet on it?"
She paused a second. "And how do we prove it?"
"Trust the bride to answer your questions honestly?"
"Of course I do. And when she proves it wasn't Lizzy's idea, you can, you can."
"Tell you what," I interrupted her, my hand feeling the remote for Tabitha's vibrator in my pocket. "If she proves me wrong, I'll stand right here and let you strip me and do whatever you want with me, except hurt me. But if she's as guilty as I say she is, then," I paused a moment thinking and then grinned, "then you have to stand right here and let me put a vibrator inside you, and it doesn't come out until I decide to replace it with something else."
"Like your dick?" she asked with a scowl. "Seems like a good deal for you."
"Depends on how much you trust your daughter," I chuckled. "I know I'm going to win. No doubt about it. So I'm not at all afraid to make the bet. You on the other hand, have a lot more to lose."
"I do trust my daughter! And I know without a doubt she would NOT do something like that!"
"Just like she wouldn't try to get me to promise to have sex with you here tonight?"
"SHE WOULD NEVER!" Her mother snapped, looking angrily at me.
I laughed for a moment. "Then maybe you need to make her pay part of the price. You keep the vibrator in until I bend you both over."
"And fuck us both?"
"Up to you. Of course, if you're so convinced she didn't do any of that, you can look forward to stripping me right here, and I'll stand right here and let you jack me off in public."
"You seem awfully sure of yourself," she said. "Where are you going to get a vibrator from?"
"Trust me. I know where to find one," I chuckled.
She thought about it. "And you're not going to back out when you're proven wrong?"
"Not a chance," I answered.
"Alright. Let's go find Carrie."
"We don't have to. She's standing right behind you," I chuckled.
"As much as I'd love to see you undress Dale and wank him off in front of us, he's right. Lizzy was the instigator for him ending up with nothing to wear and the games we were playing are games she invented."
"You're not serious? Are you?" Charlotte asked, suddenly a concerned look washing over her face.
"I am. Didn't you know she played the sex game with us?"
"What sex game?"
"The one where we draw cards and do what the cards say. Sex things," Carrie said. "Lizzy invented it. She's by far the naughtiest of us. Hell, it was her idea to drop her dress like that."
"My Lizzy?"
"Fraid so," Carrie said.
"You know where Tabitha is?" I asked.
Carrie giggled. "You have the remote?"
"Yeah," I answered, pulling the little doughnut shaped remote from my pocket.
"You might not want to let her know you have it. She's standing just outside the barn door over there, climaxing again."
"Again?"
"Third time. Lizzy turned it on and then walked away. She's had it running for the last half hour."
"Oh damn," I whispered. "I'll be back."
"Mister C! Take Charlotte with you. It's as good a place as any to take care of what you need to," Carrie said as I started to walk away.
"Good idea. Come on Charlotte."
Reluctantly she started to follow me. I led her off the dance floor and around the head table and outside the barn door at the far end of the barn from where we entered. It was getting dark outside, and the huge floodlight cast its bluish glare down on the hard packed decomposed granite walkway leading away from the door down towards the paths and the woods. Sure enough, there was Tabitha, her dress pulled to her waist, squatted down, leaning her back against the barn door as her legs trembled and she gasped for breath. I reached into my pocket and felt around for the button on the little remote and pressed it, the muted sound of the device inside her pussy changing. I pressed it several more times before it stopped.
"Oh my God," Tabitha moaned as she remained squatted down. "I'm so going to kill Lizzy when I get ahold of her."
"So I hear. You want it out?"
"Fuck yes," she groaned. "But I can't unless someone sticks their dick in in place of it. But right now, I'm not sure I could handle being fucked. At least not for a little while."
I squatted down and leaned towards her and kissed her softly on the lips while I stroked my fingers up her bare thigh. I felt the wetness of her pussy and then found the little stick protruding from between her lips. I gently eased the vibrator out of her, getting a sigh from her.
"Okay. Bend over," I said to Charlotte.
"You're not putting that thing in me. It's covered with her."
"Just think of it as lubrication."
"Really? You wanna stick that in me like that for real?"
"You're not going to back out of the bet, are you?"
"What if I did?"
"I'd make you take everything off and I'd fuck you right in the middle of the dance floor," I said. "Either way I get what I want out of it."
"And if I let you put it in me. How long do you plan on keeping it in me?"
"The more you protest, the longer I let it run," I said chuckling. "I imagine a few orgasms should do it."
"You wouldn't!" she exclaimed.
"Why not? I suspect you would have very much enjoyed making me pay up."
"You wouldn't seriously do that, would you? Not here!"
"Uh huh," I answered. "I have to keep my word, right. We made a bet and then there's the deal with your daughter."
"To have sex with me?"
"Yep. Just have to strip you naked and fuck your brains out until you come," I chuckled.
"And you really expect me to let you?"
"On the contrary. I expect you to enjoy it."
"Trust me Mrs. Morgan. He's worth it," Tabitha said as she made her way back to a standing position. "Lizzy wanted him to do this. Hell, she practically trapped him into promising to do it."
"And I have to get naked? Out here?"
"Nope. I expect to undress you out here. Unless you want to go back inside and do it there," I said holding my hand out to Tabitha with the vibrator. She took it from me, and I dug in my pocket. "I think you should find Lizzy and give this back to her."
"Give it back?"
"Uh huh. Same place she gave it to you? And if you take some help, I'm pretty sure you can hold her down until it does its job at least once."
Tabitha grinned at me. "Now THERE is an idea!" She walked past Carrie and through the door, still smoothing down her skirt.
"You are sooooo fucking bad!" Carrie said after Tabitha walked away.
"So how about it. Obviously I don't have a vibrator any more. I wouldn't have really done that to you anyway. But your daughter still thinks you need a real dick again and she thinks I'm the one to give it to you."
"And I'm supposed to just stand here and drop my panties and let you fuck me?"
I looked at Carrie and then back at Charlotte. I reached for her hands and took them in mine, even though she resisted. I used her hands to push her back up against the barn door a few short feet behind her and then lifted her hands up above her head. "I expect you to close your eyes," I whispered as I held her hands against the rough white wooden door and leaned my face down to the side of her neck. I gently kissed her neck, getting a little gasp from her. I let my lips move around her neck, and up to her jaw, finally reaching her earlobe, flicking it gently with my tongue.
"Oh damn," she breathed softly.
I shifted her hands so that I could hold them both above her head with one of mine, her resistance fading rapidly. I continued to tease and kiss the side of her neck while I moved my right hand down from above her head. I rested my hand on her hip and gently kissed along her jaw line until I found her lips. She resisted at first, holding her lips tightly closed and barely kissing back while I very gently teased her lips with mine. I let my hand slide up her body slowly, my fingers tracing up the front of her sleeveless, satin feeling dress to her chest. I let my fingers gently stroke over and around her left nipple, which started to harden inside the thin material of the dress and whatever she had on for a bra.
I felt her lips part slightly and knew that she was finally giving in to the sensations. She started to kiss back, so I moved my hand around her back and gently slipped it between her and the barn door. I felt for the zipper that I knew had to be there and gently pulled the tab down, slowly pulling it down her back to the round of her butt and a little further, stopping only when it could go no further. I slipped my hand into the now open back of the dress and let my fingers stroke up and down the bare skin of her spine, getting a gentle moan from her. I let my fingers trace up and down her back for several long slow strokes before I let my fingers find the band of her bra and deftly flex it with my fingers, unsnapping the little hook fasteners.
My fingers could now trace all the way up to her neck and I let them, gently stroking up and down. I moved my hand from her back up to where my other hand kept hers, and gently drew both hands down until I was holding them by her sides. I let my fingers of both hands trace up her arms, never stopping the long soft kisses to her lips. My fingers pulled gently on the straps over her shoulders, slowly sliding the material of the dress and the straps of her bra off her shoulders and slowly down her arms. I stopped kissing her lips when I had the material pulled down off her shoulders and kissed my way down her jaw line to her neck, and then down further. I pulled the dress straps down as I shifted and bent myself to kiss her chest. I let my kisses follow the dress top down her chest, finding the swell of her left breast, and then her puckered areola. She gasped and moaned softly as I closed my lips around her hard protruding nipple as soon as it was exposed. I continued to slide the dress lower, pulling it down with both hands until it was around her waist, her hands and arms free. I found her hands again and slowly lifted them until they were just above her head and held them there with my left hand, freeing my right hand once again. I kissed each nipple in turn, teasing them with my tongue and lips, feeling her hips push out from the wall towards me as I teased her body with my lips and the fingers of my right hand.



I used my free hand to push the dress down further, sliding it down over her hips and butt until it fell to the ground, joining her bra where it had already fallen. I stroked my fingers across and around her stomach, teasing along the elastic waistband of her underwear. I let my fingers stroke over her panties, sliding down the slick material to her crotch, and then between her legs to tease her pussy through the material. I stroked my fingers back and forth across her lips, drawing another soft moan from her lips. I pulled my fingers from between her legs and slid them up the front of her panties until I could slide them down inside.
I straightened up and faced her again, letting go of her hand as my fingers slipped between her legs again, this time pressing against and between her bare lips. I pressed my lips to hers as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers in a hot wet kiss. I let my fingers press between her lips, searching out and finding her hard clit. She moaned into my mouth as I stroked and teased it, her hips pushing out towards me. We stood and embraced for what felt like several minutes, my fingers slowly coaxing her closer to a climax while our lips and tongues danced erotically with each other.
I pulled my hand from her pussy, causing her to groan in disappointment, and used my fingers to push her panties down her body and thighs. I pushed them as low as I could and then felt one of her arms leave my neck. I could feel her reach down and push her panties lower, lifting and shifting her legs until she got them to slide all the way to her ankles. She lifted her left foot and stepped out of the underwear and dress, setting her foot down again out wider than it had been, spreading her legs further. While she had been doing that, I undid the front of my pants, which now slid down to my ankles, freeing my rock-hard cock. I heard a gasp and looked towards the door, realizing that we had an audience. Several girls were looking out at us from the doorway, some I recognized, the one that gasped was one of several I didn't.
Charlotte still had her eyes closed, either because she didn't want to see or didn't realize we were drawing an audience. She felt my bare ass with the hand that had been pushing her panties down and she pulled on me, encouraging me to push towards her. I let her pull me to her, my engorged head pushing against her wet lips. She felt my head press to her lips and arched her back slightly to push towards me, my mushroom head sliding between her lips and settling into the entrance to her depth. I held there, not pushing into her, and not pulling away either, giving her one final chance to say no. Not that her standing there naked kissing me isn't saying yes, but I've never forced myself on anyone and I'm not going to start now.
In answer, she pushed towards me, pulling on my bare ass at the same time, forcing my cock to penetrate slowly into her. She moaned quietly, breaking the kiss while she gasped several times. "Oh damn," she moaned softly as I felt my engorged head hit the end of her tunnel. "Fuck me," she whispered, her eyes open now and looking into my eyes. "You got me sooo damn turned on. Fuck me. Make me come for you. Let me feel my pussy climax around you."
I started to stroke into her as we stood leaning against the door of the barn. I shifted my hands to hold myself away from her slightly, her rock- hard nipples jutting out from her full C cup breasts to brush my chest as I started to slide in and out of her. Each stroke inched me towards the inevitable, and all I could do at that moment was to hope that I could hold back enough to let her climax first. She shifted her hands to my face, pulling my face to hers to kiss again, as I pumped my hips into her, banging her ass against the door. I only slightly realized that our motion had the door rocking slightly, the base of the door banging gently against the side of the barn. I hoped it wasn't too noticeable as I pushed into her more urgently as her pussy started to squeeze and spasm around me. She broke the kiss and panted for breath, her lips millimeters from mine, her legs and hands shaking and trembling as her orgasm started to wash over her.
My body bucked hard and jammed into her, driving her ass hard into the door, making a loud wooden bang I could do nothing about. I felt my cock surge inside her, gushing my hot cum deep in her pussy as she moaned loudly. I was at the mercy of my body's natural reactions, my body spasming over and over, driving her hard into the door again as my cock pumped my pent up cum deep into her squeezing pussy. We stood there, our faces inches apart, panting for breath as we each let our climaxes pass, my body occasionally jerking and trying to push into her further while her shudders and trembles faded away.
"Okay," she whispered. "You can definitely fuck. Now I know why Lizzy wants to fuck you again."
"Glad you enjoyed it. By the way, I haven't had a chance to tell you how beautiful you look naked."
"We already had sex. You don't have to pretend to compliment me," she breathed.
"Who's pretending? I mean it. I wouldn't mind if you stayed naked all night."
"Well, um, thank you," she whispered back. "But I think I'm going to need to put my underwear back on. I'm not exactly thrilled with the idea of walking around leaking cum down my legs and everyone knowing what we just did."
"Like everyone doesn't already know," I heard my daughter say from the doorway. "The banging of the door was kinda obvious."
"Oh shit!" Charlotte gasped, looking over at the faces of the girls and a few guys standing, watching her. She pushed me away, my cock pulling from her, dripping our cum, while she stepped out of and picked up her dress and underwear and dashed off into the darkness butt naked.
"Well, I guess the show's over," my daughter said as she stepped from the doorway and walked to me. "Pretty nice show there Dad."
"Yeah. I guess," I answered awkwardly, pulling my pants back up while she stepped over to me. I had my pants pulled up and held in my hands by the time she reached me. She reached down and grasped my pussy slickened cock and used her other hand to keep me from pulling my pants the rest of the way in place.
"I know a lot of girls that wouldn't mind if YOU stayed naked the rest of the night," whispered. "Me being one of them."
"I, um," I stammered as she gently pulled on my dick, trying to coax it from shrinking back to hardening again. "That would be awkward."
"It might be. But then I suspect that there'd be a girl or two that might do it with you."
"Not with kids in there," I said. "Not cool."
"Well, the kids won't be up all night, will they?"
"No."
She stepped to me and pressed herself against me, her nipples hard against my chest through the thin material of the pink dress. "Then when the kids go to bed," she said, leaving it unfinished.
"Maybe."
"So, if I let you put that away, will you give your daughter a dance?"
"Sure," I agreed. She let go of my dick and I tucked myself back in and buckled my belt. She led me by the arm back into the barn and to the dance floor. She pressed herself to me and we swayed gently to the remainder of the slow song that was playing.
I looked around while we were dancing, noticing a distinct lack of kids that had been around before. "Where did all the kids go?"
"Game room," she said with a smile. "Electronic games are a lot more fun for kids than a boring old reception."
"Oh," I answered, starting to realize that not all the couples on the dance floor were, well, behaving. At least three of the young ladies near us had their tops askew or had the guy's hands inside the dress tops. One older woman had the back of her dress unzipped all the way to her butt and her bra unsnapped to allow the guy she was dancing with access to get his hand into her top and her bare breast. Another middle age woman was dancing with a younger guy, his dick sticking out of his pants as she slowly stroked it. As they turned, I could see that his hand was equally under her skirt, no doubt playing with her pussy. I began to wonder where my date was, since I'd kind of abandoned her.
"Looking for Shania?" my daughter asked as she pulled my hand to her chest, forcing it between the material of her dress and her bare breast.
"Kinda."
"She's upstairs," she whispered. "We can go find her when the song is done if you want."
"I think I should," I answered, gently squeezing her breast. "What's she doing up there?"
"A few are upstairs dancing."
"Not down here?"
"Dad. Would you dance naked down here?"
"Oh," I answered. I suddenly felt a little foolish, also feeling a little possessive and wondering just who she's dancing naked with.
"You want to go see, don't you?" she asked, almost as if she could feel the change in my mood.
"Yes and no."
She smiled up at me. "Guess what?" she whispered.
"What?"
"You're in love."
"I am not."
"Yes, you are. If you weren't, you wouldn't be worried about who she's with. That's what your thinking, isn't it? Who is she dancing with and what is he doing with her?" My silence answered her question. She pulled away and fixed the top of her dress, that had worked down until her bare nipples were pressed to my chest. Taking my hand, she pulled me to the stairs. She led me up to the balcony level where the second bar and the snack table was. We stepped out onto the hardwood balcony, and I could see that there were indeed a number of couples at the far end, all or partly naked, dancing. I looked in the group to find Shania and my brow furrowed when I didn't see her.
"I thought you said she was up here dancing naked?"
My daughter pulled me to her side, her hip pressed to mine and squeezed me. "No. I said she was up here where people were dancing naked. I never said she was."
I finally saw Shania step from a doorway and make her way to a table, still dressed. I realized the door she came from was the ladies room. My daughter led me to the table. "Shania!" Jenny said over the sound of the music.
"Jenny! DALE!" she said even louder, her face smiling radiantly when she recognized me in the dim light. She got up and replaced Jenny's arms with her own, pulling herself to me and hugging me tightly before pressing her lips to mine in a long hot kiss. "I'm glad you're back. I've been hoping you would."
"You weren't dancing?"
She shrugged. "A few times. But it wasn't as much fun as with you, and to be honest, I couldn't get into other guys hands on me tonight."
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
"Don't be. Did you get Charlotte taken care of?"
"Yeah."
"Was it fun?"
"It wasn't near as much fun as we had earlier by the lake," I answered honestly.
"Do you wanna dance?" she asked.
"I'd love to."
"Do you wanna dance here or downstairs?"
"What's the difference?"
"The difference is that if we dance up here, I have to have my tits out and you have to have your dick out."
"Just your tits? What if I want to enjoy more of your body than that?"
She grinned at me, and I felt her arms tighten around me. "In that case, we can undress each other and dance the night away naked."
"I wouldn't mind that," I agreed. It only took a few minutes for us to undress each other, leaving us in nothing but our shoes, due to the rough wood floor. The first dance wasn't exactly slow, and by the time it ended, watching Shania's huge tits wiggle and bounce had its impact with obvious results. Thankfully the next dance was a slow enough number we could cuddle together, my dick between her thighs, rubbing her soft wet lips, her hard nipples pressed to my bare chest. I let my hands stroke up and down her body as I held her, enjoying the feel of her against me, despite the rather public location.
If you'd have suggested that I'd be doing this a few weeks ago, I'd have called you nuts. Now, well, it didn't even feel particularly uncomfortable, especially not with Shania in my arms.
We danced several more dances, some faster, some slow. We weren't the only ones to end up naked and I saw at least two couples just plain having sex while they danced, which encouraged Shania to work my dick into her so we could do the same. We danced the entire dance with my dick slipping in and out of her, and I could tell she was getting closer to climax with each passing moment. The song ended and she pulled off my dick and walked quickly to the table with our clothes. She opened her purse and pulled something out and then came back. "Okay. Now we can finish," she whispered as she arched her back and slipped my slick cock back into her.
The dance number was faster, much faster than was appropriate for a slow dance, but the two of us stood facing each other, moving quickly to the music, my shaft sliding in and out of her several inches. I watched her face and knew she was getting closer to climax. I wondered what to do. I didn't want to hurt her feelings and say we couldn't let her climax, and at the same time, if she did climax, whatever was in the rooms below would get a shower when her juices leaked down between the boards.
She pulled me tighter to her, pressing her tits to my chest and her cheek to mine. "Let me come," she moaned softly, my hands on her bare ass, squeezing and holding it to me. She pulled her hips away slightly and I felt her push her hand between us. She pulled her hand away and I could feel something pressing against my cock as she pressed her pussy to me. She rocked herself, trying to hold whatever it was between us while she worked herself the last little bit to climax.
"OH FUCK!" she squeaked as she started to come. I could feel her body shudder and tremble and her pussy clench tightly around my dick as she held us tighter tightly. Her body did its little jerk and spasm thing similar to my climax, and I knew she had to be squirting out her cum. I felt wetness around my dick and a little leaking down my legs, but to my surprise I didn't feel the usual gushes of her cum. I held her until she gently let me loose of her tight hold, only then reaching down between us. She pulled an obviously saturated ladies' pad. "New use for a maxi pad," she said with a smile, trying to catch her breath.
"It worked," I answered with a smile, knowing it had to please her that she could come without holding back, even in this setting.
"I think I need to sit down for a few minutes though," she said, pulling off my dick and guiding me back to the table. We both sat down, holding hands.
"Mister C! So, this is where you've been hiding," Hanna said with exuberance as she walked up to us. She had on a strapless blue dress that had a number of zippers radiating across the front of the dress from her right hip. The dress looked like if you unzipped any of the zippers you'd have access to some portion of her body, in particular, the top zipper ending between her breasts and the bottom two zippers getting you access to her crotch, either by letting the dress spread or through a gap caused by the zipper. It was an intriguing dress.
"I bet your husband has liked that dress."
"Not just my husband. I've been popular. Even Robert explored a few of the zippers while we were dancing," she said. "I've lost track of how many fingers I've orgasmed on tonight. No one has tried a dick though. You want to? I'd hate to think that the only time was at the bachelorette party."
"I really shouldn't," I answered.
"Oh. Yes, you definitely should," Shania said with a grin.
"But aren't we supposed to be here together?"
"Trust me. I plan on earning enough to buy you for the night, and that'll take more than one man's dick in my pussy. So, you might as well enjoy as many as you can."
"Wait!? What!? Buy me for the night? I don't get it. I thought we were staying together tonight in the lodge thing," I asked in sudden confusion.
"Oh. Um. Well, it seems that there was a bit of a problem with booking and there aren't quite enough rooms to go around," Shania said.
"So someone came up with a solution?"
"A SEXY solution. I don't want to spoil it, but trust me, you'll get to enjoy it. The only thing is that you might have to dance with a few different women who are going to want you to put something someplace."
"Like my dick between their legs."
"Something like that," Shania said with a grin.
"Like my dick into them?"
"Yeah, probably more like that," she said. "But I don't want to spoil it. Trust me, you'll find out in a while. For now, just go ahead and have fun."
"Really? I was feeling guilty about worrying about who you were dancing with naked up here and now you're telling me to go dance with someone else?"
"Ohhhhhh. That's so sweet. I love that you care that much. If it's going to be too much, we can bow out of it. I mean they'll find room for us. But I really think you'll want to play. I know I do, but if you don't want me to," she said, leaving the sentence hanging.
"You really want me to do that? What if I get over stimulated?"
"You mean what happens if you come? I hope you do," she said with a grin. "But if it means that much to you, I'll make sure no one else does in me but you!"
"That doesn't seem fair to you."
"I don't care. If it makes you feel better, I'm more than happy to make that limit. We've had that limit in the games almost the whole time and it just makes me even hornier to get fucked and not loaded."
"Well, you can fuck me and load me as full as you want," Hanna said. "Only question is, do you wanna fuck me from behind or in front?"
"I think the question is, do you want to be naked or dressed?" Shania asked, as she got up and pulled me up by the hand. She pushed me towards Hanna and then sat back down, a smile on her face as she turned in her chair to face the small upstairs area being used as a dance floor, her knees pushed apart and her hand moving to tease her soft wet pussy lips. "I'll just sit and watch. I love to see the look on your face when you come."
"Oh, naked for sure! I've never danced naked with anyone, and I've never been fucked on a dance floor. So this is two big ones for me."
"No, that's a big one for you," Shania said, reaching out and grabbing my dick. "And if you don't hurry up and use it, I may change my mind."
Two zipper zips and Hanna was as naked as I was. She pulled me to the area being used as a dance floor, using my dick as a handle. It only took a few seconds before her massive tits were swinging wildly, drawing attention from almost every guy up there. Well, every guy except the one who had a half-dressed girl bent over in front of him. The dance was fast, and I wasn't exactly a fast dancer, but she kept moving in close to me so her swinging tits slapped against my chest and arms before moving back again, clearly teasing me. There was a thirtyish year old woman dancing next to us, watching Hanna's tits, the guy with her suggesting that she take the dress, pulled down to her waist, all the way off.
Hanna, being the playful little imp that she is, turned to the woman and pulled the zipper of the dress down the rest of the way before moving her hands to the hanging dress top and pulling down. The woman gave a little squeak of surprise and tried to cover her tits with one hand and her mound and pussy with her other hand, her panties, apparently already having been pushed down to her thighs.
Hanna giggled and then moved back to me, turning her back to me and ignoring the music while she pressed her back to my chest. She pulled my hands to her tits, and pressed both palms to her nipples, her hard distended nubs pushing into my palms as she pressed my hands tightly to her. She started to grind, her ample butt rubbing up and down on my rock-hard cock, stroking me with her butt crack. She lifted herself as high as she could on her toes in her high heels and reached between her legs, grasping my hard dick and pulling it out from my body and down between her legs.



"Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she groaned as she lowered herself down, my dick sliding easily into her wet pussy. "Fingers are nice, but there's no replacement for a cock."
"Shit! You're going to fuck him? Right here?" the woman who had pulled her panties back up asked, staring at Hanna as she bent over. Hanna moved back and forth again, pushing on and off my dick, holding my hands to her tits and grunted in reply.
"Fuck yes. I bet he'd fuck you too if you asked him."
"I'm NOT going to be fucking your boyfriend!" she snapped.
"He's not my boyfriend. He's hers," she said, taking her hand from mine and jerking her thumb toward Shania.
The woman looked over at Shania. "You're going to let her fuck your boyfriend?"
"Why not? He's already fucked me a couple times. I don't mind sharing a bit."
"Ohhhhhhhh damn," Hanna moaned. "And he feels soooooo damn good."
The guy she had been dancing with reached out and pulled her now mostly naked body back to him. "Come on Crystal. Let's just dance. If they wanna have sex, let 'em."
"Next thing you know, you'll wanna be doing that."
He grinned. "Not that bad of an idea, is it?" he asked as he moved one hand down to her butt and tried to push her panties down again.
She pushed his hand away and pulled her panties back in place. "You really wanna fuck me in public? It wasn't enough to get my tits out for you and let you play under my skirt?"
"You can't tell me it's not getting you turned on," he said quietly, moving his hand around between them and pushing it down into her panties. I could tell he was working his finger between her lips. She closed her eyes for a moment and moaned softly as he apparently found her clit. "You're awfully wet for not being excited."
"But in public?" she whispered just barely loud enough for us to hear.
He pulled his hand out and pushed her panties down again. This time she let him push them all the way to her thighs, exposing the curly brown bush that was trying to hide her full round lips. I could see him slip his finger between her protruding inner labia again, drawing another moan. They moved, not so much to the music, but just rocking back and forth as he stroked her pussy while Hanna continued to pound herself onto my dick.
"OH shit. OHHHHHHHH SHIT!" Hanna cried as she started to climax around my fat shaft. I could feel her body tighten around me and squeeze me as she continued to push on and off of me, her legs trembling and her motion less coordinated than a few moments ago.
"Dan, no," the woman next to us gasped, drawing my attention back to him. He'd pulled his dick out and was pushing it between her legs, trying to work it into her pussy. "Oh fuck. Really?" she gasped without physically trying to stop him. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh," she moaned as his dick slowly pushed into her until their thighs met again.
I held Hanna as she stood, trembling and panting, her orgasm washing over her. She started to rock again, once again also pushing on and off of me. I pulled my hands from her chest and held her hips as I started to plunge quickly into her, knowing exactly what she wanted. Her tits hung down and flew around like crazy, again drawing the attention of most of the guys as we slapped wetly together. I could feel my urgency building and knew that it wasn't going to be long.
"That's it. Come for me. I wanna feel it," Hanna gasped as we pounded together, driving me deep into her with each stroke.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body jerked. I felt the spasm jam me deep into her as my cock surged a gush of cum into her, drawing a pleasurable gasp from her and then a long slow moan. She held herself still, reaching between her own legs and teasing her clit while I stood behind her jerking and spasming, pumping everything I had into her. I could feel her pussy spasming around me again, her fingers teasing herself to a second, somewhat less powerful, climax.
"Uhhhh," the guy fucking the thirty-year-old woman next to us grunted. I understood all too well that emotion, but I suspected that the woman wasn't going to be overly happy.
My cock slipped from Hanna as it shrunk, and she straightened and turned to kiss me a long, wet kiss. "Thank you Mister C," she whispered. "How about helping that poor woman out now? I know how good you are with your fingers."
"You want me to do that with a total stranger?" I asked quietly, surprised at her suggestion.
"She isn't a total stranger. She did just watch us fuck, and she is naked," she said as she moved away from me and let her arms slide from around my neck. She turned to the woman and gently pulled her arm, pulling her away from her husband, or whoever he was. She whispered something in her ear and then pulled her backwards, sliding off her husband's wilting dick. She pulled her back until her back was pressed to my chest and then reached for my hands, moving one around her to her chest and the other down to her mound. With a grin, she stepped back and pressed herself against the woman's husband, pulling his hands around her the same way.
It didn't take the guy behind Hanna more than a few moments to start playing with her tits and pussy. She closed her eyes and let him tease her, enjoying the sensations.
Reluctantly, I started to stroke the woman's nipple and my fingers of my other hand down through her brown curls. At first she stared at her husband almost in disbelief, her body stiff and resisting. I'd never forced a woman to do anything she didn't want to, but I continued to stroke her nipple, slowly working my fingers down her body. She felt my fingers slip between her thighs and stiffened more, not moving at all with the music of the new song but standing statue still. I changed the position of my hand and gently stroked a finger back and forth across the little bit of her pussy lips I could reach. It wasn't long before she leaned back into me, letting my body take some of her weight. She leaned her head back against my shoulder and moved her feet apart slightly, her panties falling to her ankles. She moved her feet again, stepping out of one leg of her panties, leaving them hanging around her other foot. When she set her foot down again it was moved apart far enough for me to easily stroke the length of her slit.
"Oh my," she whispered as I gently pinched and pulled her hard nipple protruding from her firm, maybe small C cup, breast. I let my fingers stroke back and forth between her lips, teasing her slit and dipping my finger deeper between them. "UH!" she gasped as my finger found her clit for the first time. She wrapped her arms around her stomach and squeezed herself as I started to run my fingertip around her clit. "Oh damn," she whispered a little breathlessly as she shuddered a little. Her hands moved from around her and one wormed between us, finding my flaccid dick pressed between her tight little ass cheeks. She worked her hand around my dick and squeezed it, squeezing it in time with the strokes of my finger across her clit.
I let my finger push back along her slit and then up into her. She shifted her weight on her feet, spreading her legs a little more, allowing me to curl most of my hand between her legs. I pushed first one finger and then another up into her and started to fuck her with them, letting my palm rub her crotch and clit with each curling stroke of my fingers up into her. She was soon jerking on my dick in time with the strokes of my fingers into her, my dick growing harder in her hand. In and out I pushed my fingers, my palm grinding against her pussy, her hips pushing out to put even more pressure on it.
"Oh God! I'm coming," she squeaked breathlessly as her legs started to tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching around my fingers as the trembles of her legs grew until her whole body was trembling like she was shivering. I continued to stroke my two fingers in and out, grinding the heel of my palm into her clit. She suddenly gasped and her whole body jerked. I could feel her pussy gushing her juices onto my hand, dripping down to the floor between her legs as her body trembled and periodically spasmed hard in my arms. Slowly she began to still and I slowed my strokes, finally stopping everything but a very gentle teasing of the tips of her sopping wet lips. "Oh my God," breathed as she panted for breath. "What did you do to me?" She looked directly at her husband. "I hope the hell you paid more attention to what he did to me than to what you were doing to her."
"I was, um, paying attention," he stammered, clearly having not been paying attention to anything but Hanna giving him a hard-on again and sticking it between her thighs.
"Uh huh. I'm sure," she said as she pulled out of my grasp. She turned to face me, gave me a very hot wet kiss, playing with my dick with one hand while she held my head with her other. "God, I wish I could just let you fuck me," she whispered.
"Why not?"
She chuckled. "Not sure it'd be a good thing to have YOUR baby instead of his," she whispered before pulling away. She stepped back and bent over, working her panties over her foot and pulling them up her legs. She found her dress on the floor and stepped into it. She pulled it up and then stepped to me to zip her up. She walked away, leaving her husband standing with his dick between Hanna's thighs.
"I think you better go catch up to your wife," Hanna said, stepping from his grasp. "Before she changes her mind and comes back to fuck him."
"Uh. Yeah. Right," he said, tucking his hard-on back into his pants as he walked towards the stairway to catch up to his retreating wife.
"Well, now that you're all hard again," Hanna said with a grin. "Wanna fuck some more?"
"Actually, if you don't mind. I think I'd like to get another beer and sit a while."
She kissed me. "You sit. I'll get you a beer."
I watched her walk to the bar, her big tits swaying and bouncing with each step of her high heels, not bothering to put anything on. She came back a few moments later, every guy near the bar, staring at her, as she came back with two beers. She set one on the table in front of me and drank about half the other before finding her dress. She finished drinking it down after putting her dress back on, then leaned down and kissed me before walking towards the stairs.
"Well, that looked like you had fun," Shania said, twisting her chair to stretch her legs over my lap. She reached for my beer and took a swig and then held it out for me. I took a long drink as well while Shania worked her legs to get my hard-on poking up between her calves. She grinned at me and teased my dick with her legs. In return, I reached my hand into her lap and gently teased my fingers across her mound, periodically teasing them between her thighs and between her lips, even though she was trying hard to keep her thighs clenched together to prevent it.
"Ladies and gentlemen, it's starting to get late," I heard Carrie say over the speaker system of the DJ. "I know some of you on the second floor have been enjoying a more casual attire, but I'd like to ask you all to find your clothes and please join us back down on the main floor. In the meantime, our DJ will play one more slow song for us before we play a little game. Unfortunately, we'll have to ask those families with children and yes, I'm afraid those of you who are not legal age will have to retire for the night. As much as I have no qualms about a sixteen or seventeen- year-old seeing a sexy naked person, the contract we signed was very specific that there could be no intentional public nudity in the presence of minors. No idea why they felt it was important to include that, but they did. So, we'll certainly obey that."
With her little speech finished, the DJ started playing a nice slow song. Shania and I found our clothes and dressed, along with the rest of us on the balcony that had gotten "more comfortable".
The song ended and Carrie once again stepped to the mic. "Alright. So, we've had a little hiccup in the overnight accommodations," she said, drawing a little murmur from the group as a whole. "No. Don't worry. We have things in hand. Apparently something happened in our record keeping. Totally our fault. We have more people staying over than we have rooms for. Well, to be exact. We have enough rooms for every couple that requested a room. What we don't have room for is the singles that were reserved."
A number of women made noise which got Carrie to quickly respond. "No. Hold on a minute ladies. Lizzy came up with a perfect solution. We have enough rooms to assign one to every guy, with two rooms with double queen-sized beds left over. We've gone around and polled both the wives and husbands of couples we thought might be willing to participate in a little game. After I explain things, if you haven't been asked and DO want to participate, let me know and we'll be happy to include you. So, what's the game? Well, the issue is that there are more women than we can house as singles, even if we double or triple you up in the two ladies' only rooms. So, some of you will have to share with another couple. Based on watching the dance floor, some of you may not want to sleep with your husband tonight! So, for the couples that have agreed to participate, about half of you men will be hosting two women tonight. Yes, I know most of these rooms are a single queen bed, but I'm pretty sure you can figure out how to manage. That leaves the problem of deciding who sleeps with who. That's where the game comes in. Ladies, you get to dance with the men of your choice. Men, you can't refuse a dance, sorry. Ladies, you can only dance with a man one time. After that you have to pick a different partner. The way this is going to work is that you earn coins for how far you are willing to go. A silver coin," she said, holding up a silver wrapped chocolate coin I'd seen earlier on the snack table. "If you expose your breasts, another if you expose down there, a third if you let him put his hand between your legs, and yes I do mean IN. A gold coin if you drop your dress completely, and a second gold coin if you pull out his dick and put it inside. A gold coin is worth four silver coins. Any questions?"
"Yeah," a lady a ways behind me asked. "If we take out his dick, does he have to fuck us? Or can we just play with it?"
"Anything you uncover he can play with as long as the music is playing. Taking his dick out is an invitation, but not a requirement. However, if you take it out and he WANTS to put it in you, you can't say no. Oh yes Men! Pay attention. NO SLOPPY SECONDS! You cream in someone, you're done for the night and that's your partner for the night. When we've decided we've had enough dances, we're going to auction off bedroom space, read that as men go to the highest bidder. The more coins you win, the better chance you have of buying the partner you want for the night. Married men will get one partner, single men will be able to be bid on over and over until we have everyone paired up. Yes ladies, if you want to buy a space in the ladies' only rooms, you can do that also."
Jenny walked up and whispered something to Carrie who grinned. "My maid of honor just suggested, that if a woman really wants to sleep with a particular guy, and she's not earning enough coins, she could try to get him to come in her, locking him in as a partner for the night."
"Oh boy! Hadn't thought of that," I heard a female voice say.
"Now that you all know the rules. If anyone wants to opt out and just take their room with their spouse and call it a night, let me know. If anyone that said no before has changed his or her mind, you can still get in on the fun. We'll start the first dance, and my bridesmaids will come around towards the end of the song and hand out your booty!"
She handed the mic to the DJ. "Ladies, I've been to a lot of weddings and seen a lot of unusual games played, but I have to say, this is definitely the most interesting I'll have ever seen. Let the fun begin!" He started playing 'Shut Up and Dance'.
Shania kissed me and grinned. "Have fun," she whispered before pushing away and moving off towards one of the groomsmen. I watched her wrap her arms around him and start dancing with him moments before I felt an arm slide around my waist and turn me.
"Well, Dale. How about being my first partner?" Sarah, the groom's mother asked.
"You?"
"I think it would behoove me to at least earn some coins or I might get stuck sleeping with my ex-husband. I'm sure you can imagine how much fun that would be."
"Not a lot?"
"Good answer. Now, I've never done anything like this before, and since you were doing such a nice job upstairs, how should we start?" she asked.
"Upstairs? You saw?"
"I got curious and heard there were some couples having a little fun dancing half-dressed. When I came up to get a drink from the bar, it looked to me like you were having plenty of fun fucking the brains out of a very large-chested young woman. I wouldn't at all mind finding myself in your bed getting that treatment."
"I imagine you need to gather some coins then."
"I imagine I do. Is it hard? To be naked in front of a lot of people?" she asked, quietly, pulling one of my hands to her chest and the other to her hip. "There's a zipper in back. Might as well start there."
"It was at first. Not so much anymore," I answered honestly, sliding my hand from her hip up her side and sliding it around her back. I found the zipper and then pulled it down as far as it could go. I didn't have any trouble pulling the short-sleeved dress off her shoulders and part way down her arms as she worked to undo my belt and pants. She pulled her arms from the dress, and I pushed it down, letting it hang around her waist, exposing much of her slender body and her perky small breasts inside the white lace bra. I flicked the little faster on the front and let it snap apart, exposing both breasts with her pink areola and nipples.
She let the bra hang on her shoulders and pulled one of my hands to her now bare breast before she leaned her face closer to me. "Might as well let it go all the way," she whispered.
"The dress?"
"In for a penny," she breathed, shaking a little with nervousness. I pushed the dress down and she stepped from it, standing in her open bra and a pair of pantyhose and panties. She reached down to her own hips and pushed both down, exposing a small patch of blonde curls on her mound. She moved her hands back to my pants and I felt my pants sliding down to my ankles, my hard dick quickly in her hands. "We better do this before I lose my nerve!" she said as she stroked my dick and tried to push it down between her legs at the same time.
"Here," I whispered, taking my dick from her hands. I squatted down a little and aimed it up at her and let it slide between her thighs. I could feel her pussy lips touch my head and rubbed it around to spread what juices she had on it. "Ready?" I whispered.
"I think so."
I pushed upward, causing her to lift on her toes in her high heels, before settling back down as my head spread her lips and pushed into her. "Oh God. Ohhhhhh my God. Ohhhhhhh my word," she moaned as I pushed deeper into her. "You sure that's a dick and not a log or something?"
"Just me. I promise."
"Just must be because I'm not used to having something like this in me," she panted as she stood still. I humped my hips up and down a few times to wet my shaft and settle myself more comfortably in her, and then started us moving. I reached one hand down between her legs and sought out her clit with my fingers while she hung on me and swayed side to side.
"I've seen that look before," my daughter said as she stepped over to us. "And I'll consider that naked." She pressed two of the gold wrapped chocolates into Sarah's hand and then leaned towards her and whispered, "Enjoy it while you can."



"Oh God. I am," she whispered back, not lifting her head from my shoulder. I stroked her slit with my finger, rubbing from where my dick impaled her up to her clit and back, stroking her and drawing small moans as she moved side to side. "You're gonna make me come," she whispered. "Please don't. Not in front of everyone."
I pulled my finger from her pussy and moments later the song ended. I pulled from her, and she pulled her panties and hose back up before snapping her bra. "Might as well leave the dress off, huh?"
"Next guy would probably take it off anyway," I answered her as an arm circled into mine and turned me away.
"I've been looking for you all night. I don't know where you've been hiding," Tabitha's twin sister said as she reached down and squeezed my cock. "But you're mine now. Or at least for the next five minutes or so. So why not show me what you can do with this thing? Let's just skip the dancing and get to the fucking part," she said as I looked her up and down, completely naked except for her high heels and a pair of thigh high stockings pushed all the way to her ankles. "Oh here. You don't need these any more anyway!" she said, squatting down and working my pants over my feet. She tossed them towards a table, leaving me naked below the waist and then pushed my shirt up, throwing it after my pants.
"Well, they said you were outrageously direct," I chuckled.
"I am that. So, we gonna fuck, or what?" she asked as she pressed her naked tits against my chest, her hand finding my dick and squeezing it.
"If that's what you want," I said, pretty damn horny after that long slow fucking of Sarah for several minutes. I turned Liana around, squatted down and aimed my cock at her pussy. I wasn't exactly gentle as I thrust up into her, drawing a surprised cry and gasp from her.
"OH FUCK YES! That's how a man fucks a woman. Give it to me honey! Fuck my little cunt!"
I reached around, grabbed her full round tits, each one just barely fitting in my hand, and started to thrust in and out of her even before the music started. It was a little faster song, but that didn't matter. Neither of us were paying attention to the music. The two of us banged together, my cock plunging into her over and over. I started to wonder if I'd be able to last the whole song without filling her pussy. I didn't mind fucking her, but I wasn't sure I was up to having her all night. I started looking around the room, enjoying the view of about thirty pairs of tits. I saw several women I was pretty sure were married and was a little surprised to see them dancing partly dressed. I'm not sure I'd be thrilled to have my wife being played with like that in public, but then I guess they were doing their share of playing as well. For that matter, it occurred to me that I'd be doing this to more than one married woman before the night was over.
I squeezed and pinched her nipples, doing everything I could to get her to climax before the song was over. My cock slid in and out of her, pounding my head against her cervix with each stroke. I could feel her body responding, but probably not fast enough. When the song ended less than a minute later, she pulled off of me, looking a little discouraged. "I was sure I was going to get you off and have you to myself all night," she panted. "God, you had me so close."
"I think it's my turn," a middle-aged woman said as she skillfully slipped between my pussy slickened dick and Liana's bare ass.
"You did that like you've done it before," I said as she pressed her body, clad in a light blue flowered summer dress, against mine to push me back.
"Let's just say I've had to remind my husband from time to time, just who he should and shouldn't be dancing with. Though if I'd have caught him with his penis where yours was, I'd have cut it off. Hopefully he remembers that tonight."
"I see. So, why did you want to dance with me then?" I asked as the next slow song started.
She blushed a little and leaned towards me a little closer. "Actually, so many of the young ladies here tonight have been talking about you, that I thought I might try to sneak in a dance with you, just to find out what the fuss is all about."
"I'm surprised you got the chance," I chuckled.
"Well, to be honest, I didn't dance with anyone last dance, so I was able to slip close so that I'd be right there when the last song ended."
"Ahhhh. You wanted to dance with me that badly?"
"Well, to be honest, my husband talked me into letting him dance with the ladies to try and earn them some coins, even though we don't plan on letting anyone bid on our bedroom, except of course me. So, I just thought if he's going to get handsy with some good looking ladies, why shouldn't I have equal opportunity?"
"Then you want to earn some coins yourself?"
"Maybe," she said. "What did you have in mind?"
Her dress was a simple light blue sun dress. Sleeveless and essentially strapless, with the exception of two tiny strings tied in a bow on each shoulder. The strings held up the bodice of the dress, which covered her breasts with two layers, one snugly fitting layer and a second ruffly layer intended to hide her otherwise visible nipples. While she could wear a strapless bra with it, I didn't feel any indication of such a device with my hand on her back. "Let's start with a simple silver coin," I said, letting go of her hand and reaching for the bow on her shoulder. I pulled the strings, letting her have plenty of time to object, eventually pulling the bow completely apart. I reached to the other side and much more quickly pulled it. The dress still clung by the snug material around her chest. I slid my hand down from her right shoulder to the middle of her chest and ran my finger down, curling it between her breasts and hooking it into the material. I continued to pull down, easing the fabric down her chest. I could tell she was nervous, her breathing growing more rapid as I eased the material further down her perky B cup breast. I pulled down until the material slipped finally over her nipples and then slid, almost on its own, down to her waist.
"It seems like we managed that coin," she whispered, her voice quavering slightly, the smile on her face nervously weak.
"We did," I agreed, letting my fingers stroke around her left breast and across her rock-hard little nipple. "The question is, how much further do you want to take it?"
I felt the hand I'd let go, slide down between us and close around my still hard dick. "What are the choices?" she asked, the two of us barely moving to the music any longer.
"Well, I could pull the dress down further, let it slide all the way to the floor and then push down your underwear. Or we could pull the dress up and push down your underwear."
"That first one gets me a gold coin, doesn't it?"
"It does if you want me to put my hand, or something else, between your legs."
"I've never done anything like this before," she whispered. "Why don't you decide for me?"
I already had my hand on her bare back, so it didn't take much to slide it down until I was pushing the dress down over her round bottom. I let my fingers find and catch her underwear waistband at the same time, pushing them both down until the dress slid all the way to the floor. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, almost as if she were afraid to look at herself, now mostly naked on the dance floor. I slid my fingers from her breast down her stomach, tracing the path down with my fingertips. I pushed the front of her little bikini underwear down, my left hand now holding her bare ass and my right forcing her underwear further down her thighs. I pushed the material down as low as I could get it and then slid my hand back up, slipping my fingers between her legs. I could feel the wetness and heat of her pussy as I pressed my fingers between her thighs, stroking her wet lips.
"Oh my," she whispered, her hand squeezing and stroking my hard-on as I played with her pussy. "This is, well, it's, exciting," she whispered as stood trembling more than dancing. "I feel like everyone is looking at me."
"You are a very good looking woman, so I'm sure some of the men are checking you out. But there's plenty of others for them to look at or play with," I said softly.
She tried to pull my dick towards her pussy after a few long seconds of 'dancing' together, which amounted to little more than swaying side to side while I stroked her pussy with my fingers, working my finger between her lips to find her clit, my other hand gently squeezing her bare ass. "I don't want to have sex with you or anything, but I suppose it wouldn't hurt if I just put it between my legs, would it?"
"Wouldn't hurt at all," I answered, reaching for my dick and slipping her hand off of it. I aimed it between her thighs and turned more to face her, pulling her against me, her tits pressed to my bare chest. I could feel my cock slip into the gap between her thighs, the hot wetness of her pussy lips stroking my shaft as she moved her hips towards and away from me, fucking herself on my dick. Almost immediately we both started rocking our hips, stroking my dick between her legs. I briefly wondered if people could see my head poking out between her ass cheeks as we pushed ourselves together.
"Is that good?" she asked, looking me in the eyes, as if looking anywhere else would break whatever spell she was under. "Is everyone staring at us now?"
"Not hardly," I answered. "There's a lot to look at."
"Like what?"
"That guy over there for one," I said, nodding my head towards the far corner of the dance floor where a couple was ignoring the music altogether and just fucking. She was a fairly large black woman, big body, huge tits, completely naked. He was a medium built middle-age guy, maybe ten years younger than me, holding her arms as she faced away from him. She was partly bent over, her tits flying wildly as he pounded his thighs into her fat round ass, driving hard into her, clearly trying to make her climax before the song ended. "Whoever he is, he's not bashful about fucking the hell out of her."
"That, unfortunately, is my husband," she said quietly.
"Oh. Sorry," I whispered.
She looked back at me and whispered, "No point in me holding back then. Fuck me, please?"
"That what you really want?"
"It is," she said with certainty in her voice.
"Just a little change in position," I whispered with a grin.
"I'm ready," she said softly, before she closed her eyes and whispered, "Do it. All the way in." I grinned and reached under her butt. I could feel my head sliding between her already sopping wet lips and it didn't take much to press my head up between harder, finding the entrance to her vaginal depths. She arched her back slightly, trying not to break the pressure of her tits to my chest, changing the angle just enough for my hard-on to push between her lips and into her. "Ohhhhhhh fuck," she groaned softly as my dick slid about halfway into her. It took a few slow strokes to wet my whole shaft and allow it to push into her until our pubic hair mingled with each other, my head deep inside her. The song was drawing to a close, but she didn't seem to care. The two of us continued to slowly fuck right there in the middle of the dance floor. Our motion pushed me in and out of her pussy, little moans and groans coming from her as I stroked her back with one hand and squeezed her ass with my other.
In and out my dick slid as the next song started. I could tell her body was responding and it wasn't going to be long before she climaxed. In and out my dick slid, her nipples rubbing on my chest as her body moved against mine, my own orgasm building at an ever-accelerating rate. I was starting to wonder if I was going to last until she climaxed, let alone to the end of the song. I vaguely remembered that I wasn't supposed to cum inside anyone, but I didn't remember them saying I couldn't cum on them. I started to think about pulling out of her when I felt her hands on my butt, pulling me harder into her, slapping our thighs together rhythmically. I could feel her pussy start to clench around me and knew she was starting to climax.
Her vaginal tunnel tightened around me, and I knew I was about to come. I started to pull back out of her, and she pulled me back into her, driving me deep into her just as my body spasmed. I stood there, my dick jerking and spurting cum deep in her while she shuddered and trembled, holding us together.
I felt a hand on my back and turned my head to see my daughter's face near mine. "Nice job Dad. You just bought your first partner for the night."
"My FIRST partner?" I asked quietly, panting a little to catch my breath.
"Uh huh. You get three. You're one of the lucky guys that has a room with two beds. Hope she doesn't mind sharing you," my daughter said before stepping over to the woman I was dancing with, or fucking, depending on how you wanted to look at it. "I guess I better write down your name," my daughter commented to her.
"Vanessa. Vanessa Cairns," she whispered breathlessly. "What do you mean his first partner?"
"Those were the rules. If he fills you, you're automatically paired up with him for the night. In my Dad's case, his room has two beds, so he can have up to three ladies share his room."
"But my husband," she started to protest.
"Already bought his partner for the night as well," my daughter said with a grin. "If I remember right, his exact words were, let's see, fuck my wife is going to kill me!"
"Who did he buy?"
"A nice black woman named Adriana. She was the one he was banging the shit out of earlier. I'm pretty sure they already headed back to the lodge."
"Well. I hope he has fun with her," she said with a frown as my softening dick slipped from her pussy. She reached down and pulled her panties up her thighs to keep my cum from dripping down her legs, and then stepped back to find the dress, still laying on the floor where it had fallen.
"I hope you have fun with my dad," Jenny said. "You can stay and watch, but you aren't allowed to dance any more. Dad on the other hand, still has to dance, since more potential overnight partners might want to gain some more coins."
"This is crazy! I really have to sleep with him?"
"No, you don't. You just have to share the room. There's no requirement that you have sex, or anything else. It's up to whoever's in the room together as to who sleeps with who and what gets done."
"I assumed Shania would spend the night with me," I said, a little confused.
"Fraid not. One of the groomsmen lost it in her. She's one hell of a good dancer with a dick inside her," my daughter said with a grin as the song ended. "I don't think they're going to play too many more, so," my daughter said, taking my hand and pulling me away from Vanessa. "I want you to meet Tabitha's mom," she said as she drew me to where a tall, very good-looking black woman was separating from a twenty something year old guy with a huge grin on his face. She turned away from him, saw my daughter and smiled. She looked like an older version of Tabitha. Tall, slender, ample chest, dark hair with streaks of gray in it, very pretty smiling face and eyes that looked like she was a lioness on the hunt, and I was the prey.
"Well. I wasn't sure I was going to get to dance with you tonight at all," she said with a smile that almost said, 'you're mine now'. She held her hand out to me. "You can call me Sophie," she cooed softly as she stepped closer once I took her hand. She nodded to my daughter and then stepped closer as the music started. She had on a pink sleeveless dress with a deep cut down the front, accentuating her probably D cup breasts, and a slit up the front from her ankles almost to the juncture of her legs. Her six inch heels pushed her height equal to mine and she looked me right in the eye as she stepped against me. "From the look of it, your last partner used up your happy stick. That's a shame. Someone stole my panties earlier so there wouldn't be anything to keep you from slipping it right into me."
"You usually have guys you just met have sex with you?"
"Oh, definitely not. In fact, tonight is the first time I've enjoyed the male appendage in, oh, half a dozen years or so. Not since my husband passed. It was only my daughter's work convincing me that I needed to do this, well, you get the idea."
"I think so."
"So, are you in the habit of dancing naked with strange women?" she asked as she pressed her body against mine as the next song started, the DJ giving everyone time to select new partners and the girls to hand out coins.
"Actually, this wasn't my idea at all. It was the groom's mother that left me like this."
"Ahhhh. But from what I hear, you don't mind all that much being naked," she said with a grin.
"You heard that? Can I ask where?"
"Let's just say that a little birdy told me all about bachelorette weekend." She grinned.
"Tabitha!"
"From what my daughter said, you were even better than having a stripper."
"I suppose there are girls from the trip that might think that. Especially since they managed to have me naked for almost the whole weekend, not just a couple hours."
"And access to your hard-on," she said. "This is nice, but I'm not earning any coins," she whispered, pressing her cheek to mine. "If I'm going to have any say in whose bed I spend the night, I need you to help me earn some of those sweet little coins."
"I'm afraid I'm not going to be able to do what your last partner did."
"True, but as I recall, the rules they laid out said you had to put something in me, not necessarily a dick."
I let my hands slide up her back to the top of the dress and started pulling the zipper down slowly. "Seems to me there are also points for exposing various parts of the body."
"There are," she whispered back as I pulled down the zipper, lower and lower, waiting for her to stop me. I reached the bottom without her complaint, letting the dress pucker apart all the way down her back. I let my fingers slide up the bare skin along her spine until I reached the elastic band of a bra.
"Someone stole your panties, but not your bra?"
"You're the first man tonight I've let unzip me. Just curious as to how far you'll take it?"
"That depends on how far I can go before you stop me?"
"Who says I want to stop you?" she whispered as I undid the fastener of the bra. The elastic pulled around her body as the last clip was unhooked, disappearing inside the unzipped dress. I let my fingers travel the rest of the way up her body to her neck, and then slid my fingers towards her shoulders, pulling the straps of the dress out towards her shoulders. She pulled away from me slightly and allowed me to slide the straps down her arms before she pulled her arms completely free of the shoulder straps and pressing her body against mine again, preventing me from pulling the dress down further than her breasts. "That what you really wanna do?"
"Actually, I wouldn't mind taking it all the way off of you and finding something to stick into you."
"Something like a hard dick?"
"Well, it might be a few more minutes before it's up to something like that. I'm sure I can find something to press between your lips. And if you want a lot of coins, well, you know you have to be naked."
"I think you just like to get women naked. There's only three things I get naked with a man for. A shower, which I don't see around her anywhere, an exam, and you're not a doctor, and sex. So tell me, just what do you have in mind?"
"You're right. I do want to get you naked. Yes, I love seeing women naked, and I've now seen both your extremely gorgeous, sexy, daughters naked and had sex with both of them. I'm wondering if the apple really does fall close to the tree."
"Ohhh. Slick talker. If I let you make me naked, what do I get out of it? Besides a lot of gentlemen leering at my hot sexy body?"



"There's only one thing I can offer," I whispered. "At least for the time being. I suspect that there might be more to offer in a few minutes."
"I'll tell you what I want. I want you on your knees worshiping my very wet pussy with your tongue. You willing to do that?"
"I wouldn't at all mind doing that," I whispered back.
She let a little space grow between us and I felt her dress sliding down her body. She wiggled her butt and shook the dress over her hips, letting it slide all the way to the floor. She stepped out of it and then stepped half a step back from me. "Your turn," she said with a grin.
I knelt down and reached for her body. She rested her hands on my head and lifted one leg over my shoulder, resting the back of her thigh on it while pulling her pussy towards my face. I stuck out my tongue, licked up the woman's slit, spreading the copious amount of almost black inner labia protruding. I drove my tongue into her as far as I could and then traced up her slit to the end of her sexy pussy, seeking and finding her hard clit. I looked up from her hairless pussy, up her body to her face, looking down at me lustfully as I teased the tip of my tongue over and around her hard nub, drawing a soft moan from her. "Ohhhhh yessss."
I couldn't help but notice Jenny step over to us as I wrapped my arms around her thighs to hold her in place as she started to grind her pussy against my face. To my surprise, I saw Jenny step around behind Sophie, slipping her arms around Sophie and cupping both her big soft breasts. I watched as I licked and teased her clit, as she squeezed both soft breasts, massaging them for several seconds before moving her hands to squeeze and pull her rock hard nipples. I really don't know what made me do it, but I shifted my arm from around Sophie's right thigh and stretched my hand out, up under my daughter's dress along her thigh.
"Oh yes," she whispered, moving her body closer to my hand so that my fingers could slide all the way up to her exposed pussy lips. I could feel how wet she was as my fingers dipped between them, teasing along her slit, searching out her clit. "Fuck," she gasped as I stroked across her clit, Sophie gasping as well as my daughter's fingers pinched her nipples harder.
"Oh God. You're gonna make me come," she moaned loudly as I licked and teased her lips and clit, her hips rocking to grind herself against my face harder as she became more and more excited. I reluctantly pulled my fingers from my daughter and pushed two of my pussy juice slickened fingers slowly up into Sophie. "Oh my God," she moaned loudly, her legs starting to tremble. "Ohhhhh my God yes."
I tasted and felt her climax even before her body stiffened, her juices flowing in a small surge into my mouth. I pushed my two fingers up and down, forcing them in and out of her pussy while my daughter pulled and twisted and pinched her big hard nipples. Her whole body stiffened for long seconds and then shuddered hard as her climax peaked. I could feel her pussy clenching around my fingers, and wished it was my dick inside her instead of my fingers.
She gently pushed her pussy from my face and slipped her leg off my shoulder when I let it go. She stepped back, bumping into my daughter. She paused and stepped to the side, turning to my daughter, who now no longer held her breasts. She used an arm to draw my daughter towards me, pushing her towards me. My daughter looked down at me, lifted her skirt up and dropped it over my head as she slipped her left leg over my shoulder like Sophie had done. I looked at my daughter's very wet pussy and gave in, knowing I would in the end anyway. I slipped my hands up under her dress to her butt and pulled her towards me, pushing my tongue between her lips. She moaned softly as I stroked along her wet slit, tasing her juices and searching out her clit. "Oh fuck," she grunted as I stroked across her clit, surprising her. I could feel the dress moving, but couldn't see what was happening, so I concentrated on licking my daughter's wet pussy, trying to coax her apparently close orgasm to its peak. I quickly pushed my two fingers into her, pushing them up into her pussy as she gasped again.
In some ways it wasn't fair for the girls to not get to play like everyone else was. They had to walk around and watch all these people playing sex games and couldn't join in. I don't know why, but after licking Sophie's pussy and making her climax, I was EXTREEMLY turned on again. Maybe it was the environment, or maybe just too much sex today, or something completely different. I just knew that I didn't care at that moment who saw me licking my daughter's pussy. I teased her clit, tasting her copious juices as she gasped and moaned loudly, loud enough to be easily heard over the music. I also pushed my two fingers up and down into her, pushing them as deep as I could get them, trying to bring her climax to the forefront before the song came to an end. I could feel her pussy start to contract around my fingers and knew I had her almost there. I licked and flicked her clit and pumped my fingers faster, the slurping noise growing as her pussy got even wetter. I could hear the song ending and knew that in moments the music, and the cover for the noise I was making, would be gone.
"OH FUCK YES DAD!" she screamed just as the music ended, her legs trembling and shaking as her pussy gushed around my fingers, her juices dripping and running down my arm and landing in my lap. It wouldn't be the first girl cum to wet me today.
I pulled my face from her pussy as her legs stopped trembling and pulled myself from under her dress. The room surprisingly silent. I looked up her body and saw Sophie's hands still cupping her bare breasts, and I saw my daughter blushing. It only took a moment for me to realize that half the room was staring at her, not because she was half naked, not because she had just climaxed in the middle of the dance floor, but for what she cried out when she climaxed.
"Oops," she finally panted out as I got up from where I'd been sitting under her dress.
"Well. I think maybe with that we should end the coin earning and move to the sexy man buying!" Carrie said after picking the mic back up. "For some reason, almost all of you gentlemen are already naked, which makes things pretty nice for us girls. Ladies, if you already bought your man for the night, either because you chose not to participate in the auction or you managed to get him to pump you full. You may go stand with your partner. You can either keep your coins or donate them to anyone you wish. Once you've found your partner, please move them up to the front table, and my bridesmaids will be coaxing all the remaining offerings up as well."
"Come on Dad," my daughter said, hooking her arm in mine and turning me towards the table. Vanessa moved from the table she had been sitting at and walked towards me, meeting me at the head table. It took a few minutes for the guys to make it all to the head table, about three quarters of us naked or partly naked. A few of the more bashful men had apparently dressed again after each round, or so I guessed.
"Okay ladies. The way this'll work is she who has the most coins gets to pick who they want to sleep with. Once a man has his date, they can head to the lodge and get themselves settled. Jenny is passing out the room numbers now. If your room number card has a number on the back, that is how many women you are allowed to take. Two of you, Mister C, and Daryl, both get three. George gets two. Everyone else get's one. So who has, let's see. Sixteen gold coins?"
"I do!" A young lady announced.
"Come on up and select your room," Carrie said.
The young lady walked up and selected one of the groomsmen, hooked her arm in his and led him away. I watched as a number of women selected their men. Including a young woman I didn't know, picking my son-in-law. I doubted a lot of people noticed, but as a father, it didn't escape my notice that the young woman and my daughter made eye contact as she walked up to retrieve her prize. I couldn't tell if the look she gave my daughter was 'ha ha he's mine' or 'have fun, I'm going to'.
I was a little surprised that none of the girls from the party chose another night with me. I was almost starting to feel like that kid being left out as teams were chosen. "I think I know who I'll take," Tabitha's mother said as she walked up. She stepped straight to me and wrapped both arms around my neck and gave me a long, deep kiss that took a full fifteen seconds or more, leaving both of us breathless. "This is gonna be fun," she whispered before breaking the kiss and looking over at the blushing Vanessa.
I had one more to collect and the number of young ladies, many of them barely dressed, or less, began to dwindle. Before long what was left was my daughter, Tabitha, Lizzy, her mom Charlotte and the bride's mother, Melissa. Of the men, there were two of us left, myself and a guy that looked about twenty-five or so. Melissa had half a dozen silver coins, indicating she'd at least bared her breasts a few times, and after looking at me for a few moments, decided to take her chances with the other single guy so he now had three, leaving just me.
"I have only three silver coins, so I suppose that means that I'm left with you?" Charlotte asked.
"Well girls. You ready?" Carrie asked her bridesmaids.
"For what?" I asked, not sure what was happening.
"Since the girls couldn't do anything to earn coins, I decided that they could pick any room from the hat. Wherever it was, they could join. Even if it was just a single bed with one couple. Three isn't really too cozy for a queen bed, is it?"
"Not at all," Lizzy agreed, reaching into the bag and pulling out a number. "Now this IS interesting," she said holding the number up. Room seventeen.
Carrie looked over at her and grinned. "I couldn't have planned that if I tried."
"Why is 17 important?" Lizzy's mom asked.
"Cuz that's your room Mom," she said with a grin. "We're gonna be roomies for the night."
"Oh good lord," she groaned.
My daughter picked room 12 and Tabitha room 3.
"Well, let's go have some fucking fun," Sophie said with a grin. She looped her arm in mine and turned me to head towards the door. The five of us headed out the back door into the night and started down the long gravel path that led to the lodge. The darkness swallowed us up with the exception of the small solar powered lights that traced along the edge of the path, keeping it from being totally dark. "You know. Since we're all gonna get naked anyway, anyone wanna start early?"
"Out here?" Charlotte asked in surprise.
"Sure. Not any worse than showing your boobs on the dance floor, is it?"
"That depends."
"On what? Who's looking?" Sophie asked with a grin. "Right now, I don't care WHO looks. Dale here has a hard cock, which if I guess right, I'm the only one that hasn't felt it yet. I'm so fucking horny that I'm ready to let him toss me down right here and fuck the shit out of me."
"There's a picnic table over in that little gazebo thing," Lizzy suggested.
"Oh, even better!" Sophie said as she steered me off the gravel path towards the small covered structure, a number of small solar powered light generated a cozy glow in the open air platform. She stopped me when we got there and stepped inside, turning her back to me. "Zipper please?"
"Sure," I answered, pulling the small zipper down her back. She shrugged off the dress and let it fall to the deck before bending to move it to the table.
"No bra or anything?" Charlotte asked in surprise.
"Well, Dale took care of the bra on the dance floor, and a nice looking young man with an absolutely rock-hard cock took care of the panties. If I were to guess, he might even have been a virgin."
"Must be talking about Eddie. No, he's not a virgin, but he is extremely shy, and he comes SOOOOOO damn easy!"
"He does that. He creamed all over my pussy even before he could get it into me," Sophie said with a frown as she sat down on the edge of the table. She reached out for my hand and pulled me towards her, spreading her legs so that I was between them as she lay back on the wooden table. "Okay Dale. Show me what you showed my daughters. Show me how you made Tabitha come three times for you."
"That what you bought me for tonight for?" I asked.
"Three times? Seriously?" Charlotte asked in surprise.
"Why wouldn't I?" Sophie asked, as she reached down and found my dick. She pushed me back enough to get my cock between her lips and then pulled on me, reaching with her legs and hooking them around my butt to pull me into her. "Ohhhhhhh fuck!" she moaned. "That's it honey. Now fuck me," she gasped, spreading her legs and lifting them in the air. I started to stroke in and out of her, working my dick deeper into her as her juices lubricated me, finally slapping my thighs into her bare ass as I smashed my head against her cervix.
"He really made her climax three times?" Charlotte asked again.
"Not only did he make her climax three times, he did it one time while he was riding a tube across the lake," Lizzy said with a grin. "I was jealous. I should have thought of it first."
"Wait, what?" Charlotte asked her daughter. "Riding a tube naked? Who would ride a tube naked?"
"He would. Not that he had anything to wear anyway. But it was Tabby's idea to ride his cock out there."
"And she was naked too?" Vanessa asked quietly.
"Oh yeah. Every time they went over a wave, she bounced up and down his cock. She told me after that once she started climaxing, she just couldn't stop. In about twenty minutes she'd climaxed three times," Lizzy said with a grin as she stripped her bridesmaid dress off. She stepped onto the table while I was pumping in and out of Sophie, trying to make her climax without making myself come. I wondered if there was any way I was going to survive four women. "Come on Mrs H. Why don't you do what your daughter does. Lick my cunt for me."
"My daughter does this to you?" Sophie asked from below Lizzy as she rolled herself to her knees and held her pussy a few inches above Sophie's face.
"She loves to lick pussy while she's getting fucked. You should see her go at it while someone is fucking her from behind," Lizzy moaned as Sophie reached her tongue out and licked along her wet slit. "Ohhh yeah. Just like that."
"You like my daughter doing this to you?" Sophie asked a little breathlessly as I pumped in and out of her and she looked up at Lizzy's wet pussy. I watched as she pulled Lizzy back down closer to her face and drove her tongue between her lips, drawing another moan from Lizzy.
"I don't believe I'm watching this," Vanessa whispered as she stood leaning against the railing of the little structure. I couldn't help but notice that she was pushing her hand between her legs, her dress limiting how far it could go. Charlotte stepped over to her and then in front of her. She untied the little bows on her shoulders and then pulled the dress slowly down Vanessa's body until it could slide all the way to her ankles. Charlotte slipped her own dress off, leaving both of them as naked as we were, and then squatted down.
"The nice thing about not being married any more, is I get to decide if I wanna get fucked or do the fucking," Charlotte said with a grin, pushing Vanessa's hands from in front of her crotch. I could see her looking up at Vanessa's shocked face as she leaned towards her pussy.
"OhmyGod," Vanessa whispered as Charlotte licked up her slit and coaxed her legs further apart.
"Oh fuck," Sophie moaned into Lizzy's muff, drawing my attention back to her. "I'm coming," she gasped, stopping her licking of Lizzy for a few moments. "Oh God. I'm coming," she whispered as she started to tremble and shake, my cock still driving in and out of her as she squeezed around me. "So good," she gasped as Lizzy stuffed her pussy back down onto her face.
The stimulation was quickly building. Between watching Sophie lick Lizzy's sexy little pussy while I fucked her hard, and Vanessa moaning and squeezing her own tits while Charlotte used her tongue to push her closer to climax, I wasn't sure how long I could last. I mean I had already come several times, but if last weekend taught me anything, my body seemed to find a way to respond to the stimulation, even when I thought it was done. This was again no different. I could feel my cock swelling bigger inside Sophie, my body trying to urge me to fuck a little faster, a little harder. I knew that feeling, that tingle and warmth. I also knew the feeling of a woman climaxing around my dick, and while it had only been one, Sophie was still climaxing after two full minutes or more.
"Ohhhhh damn," I groaned, knowing I needed to stop, or I'd be shooing her full. I slowed my strokes and then stopped, holding my dick in her pussy, which was still spasming around me.
"Why'd you stop?" Sophie moaned from between Lizzy's legs.
"I needed to stop, or I'd come in you," I panted.
"So? I paid good chocolate coins for this fuck. I want the whole thing! Get that cock moving again."
I chuckled. "You asked for it." I started to hump my hips again, driving hard into her, so hard that I was almost moving her on the table with each plunge into her.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried before Lizzy smothered her with her pussy again. I drove into her over and over, smashing my head into the end of her vagina. I felt her legs start to tremble again as her climax started to renew, welling up in her again. "Mmmmmmmmphhhh!" she moaned loudly into Lizzy's pussy as her whole body started to tremble. I could feel her squeezing me, her pussy clenching tightly around me as her orgasm took over her body.
"Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked hard, jamming my cock into her pussy so hard that I slid her ass on the wooden table top a few inches.
"AHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" Sophie screamed into the night, pushing Lizzy up off her face for a moment while her body jerked and shuddered in time with mine. Each jerk of my body pushed another surge of cum into her, or at least felt like it had. I doubted my body had managed to accumulate anywhere near enough cum to fill her like I had filled Shania earlier today, but it still tried. I stood, my body jerking, feeling her climaxing around my rock-hard cock.
"Hope you weren't disappointed. I didn't make it three times," I panted.
"Oh sweetie. Trust me. No disappointment at all. I understand exactly why she wanted me to fuck you," she panted. She shifted her hands and I watched her push her thumb into Lizzy's pussy, drawing a gasp from her.
"Ohhhhhhhhh damn," Lizzy moaned as Sophie started to push her thumb in and out of her slit while her fingers teased her clit. In and out her thumb went, her pussy slurping loudly as her juices started to grow more copious.
"That's it. Come for me. Let that little pussy come on my thumb," Sophie said breathlessly.
"Oh yeah. You want it? You want my cum?" Lizzy moaned.
"That's right you dirty little slut. Give it to me. Shower me with your cum if you can. Let's see just how naughty you can be?"
"OH GOD! OHHHHHHHH SHIT!" Lizzy cried loudly as her body suddenly jerked and trembled. I could see her body pushing her juices out in a stream onto Sophie's face. She pulled her thumb from Lizzy's pussy and started to flick her clit with her fingertip, coaxing another strong stream from Lizzy, that went right into Sophie's wide-open mouth. "OH GOD!" Lizzy gasped again as her body spasmed a third time. She practically fell over onto her hands and knees, pulling her pussy away from Sophie's face. "Oh God," panted. "Ohhhhh my God."
"That was a sweet tasting pussy young lady. Thank you. And thank you Dale. That was exactly what I needed," Sophie said as she pushed me away, my shrinking dick slipping out of her. "You ladies can do whatever you want, but I'm satisfied and ready for bed."



"Hmmmph." Charlotte mumbled into Vanessa's pussy as she squatted in front of her licking her pussy and fingering her own.
"Almost," Vanessa breathed. "Almost there."
Sophie climbed off the table and walked over to the two women and bent over. She sucked one of Vanessa's nipples into her mouth and reached across to squeeze her other nipple.
"Oh God. OHHHHHHHHH my God. I'm coming. I'M COMING!" she cried as her body trembled as she stood leaning against the railing. She arched her back and put her hands behind Charlotte's head, pulling her face tighter to her crotch as her body shuddered and trembled. She stood rigid for long seconds, only her legs and arms trembling as Charlotte continued to lick her clit. Finally, the stiffness in her body started to soften. She reached down and coaxed Charlotte's head from between her legs. To my surprise, she squatted down and wrapped her arms around Charlotte's neck, pulling their faces together. She pressed her lips to Charlotte's and the two shared a long kiss before Vanessa slowly broke the embrace. "Sorry," she whispered. "I don't know what got into me, but I just really wanted to kiss you. I've never kissed a woman before. I hope you didn't mind too much."
"It was just fine," Charlotte said quietly as the two stood up.
"I'm with Sophie. I think I've had enough for one night," Charlotte said breathlessly.
"Well honey. Looks like you get a mother daughter pair when we get to the room," Charlotte said to me. "I mean, as horny as this all made me, you don't think I'm going to bed without getting fucked do you?"
"I'm willing to bet he gets a hard-on pretty fast with the two of us sucking his dick together," Lizzy giggled. "Always wanted to try something like that. Sucking a cock with my mom? Might have to have a little contest to see who's better?"
"Oh sweetie. Trust me. No contest. I KNOW I can suck cock better," Charlotte answered her daughter.
"Gonna have to let Dale decide," Lizzy said with a grin as she picked up her dress. "Come on. First one to the room gets to choose beds!" she said as she walked, still completely naked, out of the little structure and headed down the path.
Charlotte took a breath, picked up her dress and headed out after her daughter.
I collected Sophie's and Vanessa's dresses and followed after the girls, leaving Sophie and Vanessa to decide to follow along naked, or stay out there all night.
They caught up quickly enough and I could tell that Vanessa was more than a little nervous walking to the lodge naked, and even more so when we got there. There were still several suitcases in the foyer, Vanessa, Sophie and Charlotte finding theirs and bringing them to the room we were assigned. I, of course, didn't have one at all and quickly realized that the only clothing I had was still sitting over in the barn on a table. I thought about going and retrieving it, but Lizzy convinced me to wait until morning.
As expected, Sophie and Vanessa took the second bed and were quickly sacked out. Lizzy and her mother, on the other hand, did as they said they would. The two of them shared sucking my dick until they got me hard as a rock, and then took turns riding me, swapping back and forth until they had both climaxed twice more, stopping only because I couldn't help but fill Charlotte as she climaxed the second time on me, Lizzy laying to feed me one of her sexy little nipples and whispering sexy little things to me.
-*****************
I heard the girls all get up and by the time I decided to crawl out of the bed, they were all dressed and gone to breakfast. I walked the short distance down the hallway to the bathroom that was shared by about four or five bedrooms. I was standing in the four foot square shower stall, letting the hot water wash over me, when the door opened. A young woman I didn't recognize, walked in wearing a pair of panties and bra.
"I just have to go pee," she said as she stepped to the toilet and pulled her underwear down. She sat peeing, watching me through the glass shower partition. When she was done, I expected her to leave, but instead she stood up, stepped out of her panties, dropped her bra and opened the shower door. "Hope you don't mind me joining you," she said as she closed the door behind herself, pressing her bare body against mine in the tight confines. She looked to be maybe late twenties at most, small B cup breasts with perky pink nipples and a completely shaved teenage looking pussy.
"I guess not," I answered as she stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my waist and pulling us together.
"I'm Matty," she said quietly.
"Hi Matty. Dale."
"I know," she said with a grin. "I saw you last night. I heard some stories I didn't quite believe, at least not until I saw you dancing naked."
"Oh," I said, feeling myself blush. "Hope the stories weren't too outlandish."
"Actually," she said reaching for the bar of soap that was in the shower soap holder. She wet it and started to rub it around my chest, leaving just enough room for her hand to slip between our chests, my growing hard-on pressing against her bare pussy. "What I found most fascinating was the story about you and one of the bridesmaids tubing naked and having sex at the same time," she went on, giggling a little. "I'm not sure I'd ever be brave enough to do anything like that, but the idea is exciting anyway." She continued working the soap lower down my body until she was rubbing it around the base of my dick. She stepped back a little and used her hand to lather soap up my now hard shaft. She stroked it slowly, teasing me more than a little with her petite hand. She held my dick with one hand and handed me the soap with the other. "You're turn."
"Sure," I answered, starting to rub the bar of soap across her chest, along with my free hand to spread the foamy lather it was creating. I let my hands massage her tits, her hands on my dick getting me quickly turned on. I'd have thought I'd have had more than enough sex the day before, but somehow my body seemed to be responding to her touch. I rubbed my way down her body until I was curling my soapy fingers between her legs, feeling her full round lips and the gap between them.
"Better make sure you clean inside too," she whispered.
"Inside?"
"Uh huh. You can do that, can't you? Just push a finger in and make sure it's all nice and clean?"
"Sure," I answered, curling my finger between her full round lips and pushing it in and out of her slowly.
"Ohhhhhh yes. Very nice. Too bad it can't go deeper. I'm sure that I need to be washed very much deeper than that. Can you think of any way to get deeper in me?" she asked breathlessly.
"Not with my finger," I whispered back.
"Then maybe we should use this?" she asked, squeezing my dick. "I bet it can get a LOT deeper!"
"I bet it can too," I answered as she stepped back and tried to lift herself on her tiptoes to get herself high enough.
"I don't think I'm tall enough," she said with a pout.
I tossed the soap back into the soap dish and reached down for her butt cheeks. I cupped my hand under each cheek and lifted her petite body up. She let go of my dick as she squeaked in surprise, reaching her arms around my neck and her legs around my body. I lifted her up until I felt my cock slide along her mound and then down her lips until it slipped from between us. I shifted one hand to aim my dick at her pussy and then lowered her down, feeling her full round lips spread around my head and the tip of my engorged head nestle into the entrance to her depths.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," she moaned as I let more of her weight down on me, spreading her lips around my fat head. I felt the pressure build on my head as more of her weight rested on me until suddenly the pressure changed to a surrounding tightness, and she seemed to slip down onto my cock. "Ohhhhhhh fuck fuck fuck," she moaned, holding her chest against mine and pressing her cheek to mine. "Fuck me. Please fuck me."
I started to lift and lower her on my dick with a combination of humping my hips to and fro and lifting and dropping her on me. My strokes into her grew longer as my dick was accepted into her tight tunnel. She gasped and moaned as I pumped myself up into her over and over, her arms squeezing us tight and her pussy clenching tightly around my fat shaft. She gasped out that she was coming just before I felt her pussy clench even tighter around me. Her legs trembled as they squeezed around my waist, trying to pull us together tighter as she climaxed. I couldn't move in and out of her for long seconds. Slowly her legs loosened their grip around me, and I could start to move again.
"Oh God. Put me down, please," she whispered, pulling her legs tight around me again as I started stroking back into her again.
Disappointed I wasn't going to get to finish inside her, I lifted her off my dick and set her down. She leaned towards me and kissed my lips before whispering, "Thank you. I know what you want to do. I know what I want to let you do. But I can't. I can't afford to get pregnant. My wedding dress would never fit." She let go of me and stepped out of the shower. She wrapped in a towel, picked up her panties and bra and dashed out of the bathroom, leaving the door standing part way open.
"Damn," I swore quietly, my heart still pounding from my excitement and my desire to get off. For a few moments I thought about just finishing off myself and then decided not to. I turned the water off and stepped out of the shower.
"Oh my!" I heard a female voice say from the doorway as I was reaching for the towel on the shelf by the shower. I turned in surprise and saw a woman standing in the doorway, wearing a semi-sheer bathrobe, the shape of her large breasts and otherwise naked body showing slightly through the thin material. "I'm sorry," she said, without moving. "When I saw her come out, I thought the bathroom was free."
"It is" I answered, wrapping the towel around my waist, covering my still hard dick. "I'm just leaving."
"Not on my account I hope," she said, still standing in the doorway, clearly looking at the bulged out front of my towel.
"No. Not unless you wanna come in and take care of what she left."
"I'm not sure I do," she said, still not moving. I stepped towards the door and reached for it, starting to open it further to step out past her. I felt her fingers slip into the top of the towel, tugging slightly where it overlapped, making it fall off. "Oops! I think your towel fell down," she whispered, looking down at my still hard dick.
I bent down and picked up the towel and playfully reached out to grab her hand. I pulled it to my dick and only after she gripped it, did I start putting the towel back on again, covering my hard dick with her hand still wrapped around it. I spent a few moments trying to tuck the towel back in place, while she slightly moved her hand on my shaft, stroking it slowly under the towel. "You sure you don't want me to stay?"
"Do I want you to stay? Most definitely. Would my husband allow what would most definitely happen? Not in this lifetime," she whispered as she removed her hand from my dick. I nodded and stepped past her, walking back to my room to get the only thing I had to wear, my shoes.
I'm sure Shania didn't plan on me ending up without clothes, but the reality is she sprung this on me and didn't give me anything to wear. She might actually have packed me something, but I hadn't seen her since the night before and the only clothes I knew I had were still at the barn. I walked the gravel path in nothing but my shoes and a towel, which kept wanting to fall off, leaving me walking along and holding it up.
I made it to the barn without any problems and spent a few minutes looking around for my clothes before I found a pile of clothing, and many more items than just mine, piled on a table. I sorted through and collected mine before noticing a familiar dress, the sexy little gray dress Shania had worn. Apparently I wasn't the only one to leave naked. I know it makes me sound hypocritical, but I couldn't help but wonder who she spent the night with and if he had cum inside her. I was less bothered by the idea of some other guy fucking her than I was with him pumping his cum into her pussy. It immediately made me wonder if that meant that I was getting too emotionally attached to her, followed almost immediately by wondering what she thought of me having sex with so many women last night. I realized I was starting to really care for her, and at the same time, starting to feel possessive. Not at all unlike I used to feel for my wife when I noticed some guy checking her out when she wore a really slinky or sexy dress. If Shania wanted this kind of lifestyle, was it something I could even handle?
My mind was still swirling with thoughts of it as I walked back to the lodge and the breakfast buffet. When I got back, I found Shania sitting with my daughter, chatting. I collected a plate of eggs and sausage and a glass of milk before walking over to sit with them.
"So, did you have a really hot night?" Shania asked with a grin. "I heard you ended up with a mother daughter pair last night."
"I did. Seems that Lizzy managed to arrange that rather skillfully," I answered her. "How about you. Did you find satisfaction?"
She frowned. "Let's just say the guy was more interested in fucking me up the butt than making me come."
"Oh," I answered a little surprised. "Not your thing?"
"Not really," she said. "Didn't think it was yours either. You didn't take advantage of the opportunities out at the lake."
"No. Not my thing either," I answered, feeling a little relief that whoever she was with didn't fill her pussy with cum. I ate quietly while the two of them chatted, having already finished eating. After I ate, I bid my daughter goodbye and also had a chance to say goodbye to Carrie before we left.
"Can I ask you a question?" Shania asked as we pulled out of the parking lot and headed down the two-lane highway.
"Sure."
"Last night. Was it hard for you to watch me dancing naked with other guys instead of you?"
I was silent for several moments. "I knew you were, and I intentionally didn't look for or at you. I didn't want to see it."
"I know what you mean. After watching you upstairs, well, I didn't really want to see you doing it either. So I tried not to look. Couldn't much help it when Tabitha's mom started dancing with you, but otherwise, I tried not to look."
"Why Tabitha's mom?" I asked curiously.
"She's single. Available. Competition," she said quietly. "I wanted to see if I had anything to worry about."
"And do you?"
She slowed the car and pulled off on the shoulder. She leaned over and kissed me softly before straightening and pulling back onto the road. "If I do, it's not from her," she said with a smile. "And just so you know, I'm not falling in love with you. I AM in love with you."
"How do you know that?"
"Because last night I wanted it to be me you danced with. I wanted it to be me you slept with, and yes, I wanted it to be me you showered with this morning. I don't know if we're right for each other, or if you really want what I am and have to offer, but I know that if you asked, the answer would be 'yes' in a heartbeat."
I sat in silence for long minutes, letting that statement settle in my mind. I knew she wasn't expecting me to ask, and I wasn't going to. But the fact that she WOULD say 'yes' told me a lot about where we were.
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It was damn hot. It's on track to become the hottest July since 1956. When my daughter and her kids came to visit, they wanted to camp and play at the lake, so my wife and I pulled the camper and the boat to the state park, even though the forecast was for hundred degree heat. I rolled in late Friday afternoon and got camp set up, my wife coming with the boat after she got off work, and the kids all converging between Friday night and Saturday morning. The first thing I did once I got set up, was to get in the lake. I didn't take the heat as well as I did in my younger years, and I planned on spending considerable amounts of time in the eighty five degree lake water.
I first noticed them a bit before dinner. I guessed they were a late thirty-ish year old couple. The campsite I got just happened to be right in front of the most popular part of the campgrounds shoreline for swimming. Many of the campground people came down to this area to swim because it was protected from the really big waves but close enough to the main channel to keep the water fresh. Seeing a younger couple swimming together wasn't unusual. What was unusual, was how amorous they seemed to be. The woman bounced up frequently and pushed her boobs in his face before sliding down again until they were both neck deep with her arms around his neck kissing him for LONG seconds. It had been a lot of years since my wife had been that amorous with me, so I assumed they were recently married. I figured if she were that amorous, he was probably doing all sorts of things under the water to her. At least I knew I would be in his shoes.
They floated to within about twenty yards of me before the guy floated onto his back with both legs stuck out on either side of the woman. I was startled to see that he had boobs. Big boobs at that! He was a short haired she! Now I'm not homophobic or anything like that, though I tend to have a harder time with gay men displaying public affection than I do with women doing so. I shrugged and wondered if they were friends or spouses. If they were spouses, it was pretty clear which was the "female" side of the relationship. The long haired woman was definitely the flirtatious, playful one, teasing and coaxing, the other woman, for a lack of any other word, into play. The short haired woman was being a bit more reserved, but the long haired woman was definitely getting her way, at least with what I could see above the water line. I could only imagine what was happening below the water. I didn't have a chance to really find out before my wife showed up with the boat.
I climbed out of the water and headed up to the camp site and spent the next few hours getting the boat in the water and making dinner for everyone that was now showing up. It was dark by the time I was back in the water again for a quick cool off before bed.
The next morning we were all up early, had breakfast and then went fishing on our big pontoon boat. By the time we returned it was blistering hot and most campers were either in the water or air conditioning. I joined them in the lake as soon as I could get changed, preferring to not spend the afternoon inside the trailer. Just because I didn't handle the heat as well as I did when I was younger, that didn't mean I didn't want to be outside, especially when I was camping. I couldn't help but notice the two women were back again as well, and like the previous day, the long haired young woman was being flirtatious and playful. As much as I tried not to watch them, I couldn't quite ignore them. Maybe it was wishing my wife would be like that with me, at least sometimes. Maybe it was because they WERE two women and all the fantasies that can go along with that. Maybe it was because there was just enough going on above the water to suggest things that could be, and probably were, going on under the surface. Whatever the reason, I couldn't help but pay attention to them while trying hard to look like I wasn't. Eventually it was lunch time and the two women climbed from the water and walked to where their tent was, only about a hundred yards or so from our campsite. The two were indeed a couple, though married or just friends I still couldn't tell. They were both what I would call plus size, not fat, but large. Both had large breasts too, maybe 40 double D? I don't know how the hell I didn't see them on the short haired girl to start with. They wore similar two piece black swim suits, short shorts type bottoms and bra type tops. Neither was particularly bad looking. They had a camp site just around the end of the little cove we were in with a small tarp and an even smaller two man tent. I headed up to get lunch not long after, taking one last look across the end of the cove at their camp site, seeing both of them wrapped in towels, sitting at the picnic table. For a moment I wondered what they had on under the towels, considering their black swim suits were hanging on one of the lines holding up the tarp to a tree, my mind jumping to the possibility that it was nothing.
After lunch everyone in our camp came down to swim and we spent the afternoon in the water, taking short breaks to get sunblock on. I took the opportunity to help my wife put some on her. At sixty she's not exactly playful, sexually, any longer. There was a time when she was, and if we were thirty again I have no doubt that she would have let me make sure her whole body was covered in cream, including sliding my hands down into her top to play with and tease her nipples. She'd never condone me pulling her top up or bottoms down in anything remotely public, but slipping a hand in to tease her was something i frequently did in our younger years. But that was 30 years ago. Now I considered myself lucky if she'd even wear a one piece swim suit without a shirt and shorts over it. Today, she had forgone the shirt and shorts for some reason, and I tried twice to slip my hand down into the top to tease her nipples while I put sunblock on her. Both times getting my hand forcefully pushed away, followed by a curt "Don't!"
While I was swimming, it didn't seem to matter whether I tried to look at the ladies or not, it seemed like any time I was facing toward the lake, they were in my view. I wouldn't have minded but I was getting damn turned on by their antics. At least twice I could tell that the long haired girl had pushed both their tops up over their tits, each of them playing with the other for quite a while before pulling them back in place. The third time she lifted herself up on her partner until she could put her bare nipple into the short hair girl's mouth, leaving her entire right breast exposed for several seconds. If I'd wondered at all if they realized I was watching them, it was answered in those few seconds, the long haired girl making eye contact with me while her boob was exposed, apparently intentionally, for me to see. I looked away quickly, embarrassed both that I was looking, and also at being caught looking when I was trying hard not to look like I was looking.
I stayed looking away from them until they had drifted close enough to us again to hear them giggle. Maybe no one else realized what the comment before the giggle meant, but "yes, there!" Was quite clear to me. I'd suspected that besides their tops being pulled up, their bottoms were probably pulled down as well. That was her way of letting me know just what they were doing under the water. They stayed just far enough away from our family to keep from being obvious, but just close enough to make sure I could hear their giggles and occasionally even their little I love yous and sexy comments to each other. There was no doubt in my mind that the long haired girl had turned this into a game intended to tease the dirty old man that was watching them.
I couldn't help but look a lot more frequently than I should have, and knew damn well I shouldn't have been having the thoughts I was. I'm pretty sure I was annoying my wife with the frequent touches and hugs I was trying to give her as well as the few gropes I gave her under the water, which she pushed away. Hell, I was horny as hell thinking about what they were doing, wishing I could be doing the same thing with my wife. I'd love to be playing in the water with her hand on my dick and mine on her boobs or between her legs. It had been a lot of years since she was interested in anything like that. I'd love to get her turned on and get a little tonight, but I know how she feels about doing it where someone can hear. There was a time it wouldn't have mattered. In fact there was a time that not only would we would have silently done it, we'd have done it multiple times, trying to not get caught, almost like a game. But like putting sun block on her, or wearing a bikini, or even skinny dipping? That kind of play was gone, especially after what happened the last time.
After years of trying, I'd finally gotten her to skinny dip with me one day a year ago. We had the lake almost to ourselves and I talked her into letting me take her suit off while we were in the water. We were naked and playing a little, only to have one of the very few boats on the lake come anchor in the same cove we were in, leaving us both stranded, naked, in the lake. I doubt she will forget, or forgive me for that any time in the near future. Not that she got exposed. I was the one that had to climb into the boat naked and retrieve our suits in full view of the other boat.
That didn't mean I wasn't horny as hell with the mental teasing that was happening just out of arms reach of me. I definitely was, and there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it. As my wife and the kids headed up for dinner, I was left being the last one of our group in the water. I needed to reset the anchor on the boat, which had a habit of working free from the almost continuous boat wakes pounding against the stern. "You having fun watching?" I heard behind me as I retied the anchor line to the stern cleat of the pontoon boat.
"What?" I asked, turning around to see the two young women less than ten feet behind me. The lake water was clear enough to see a good two feet or more if you were looking down into it. At the angle I had, standing chest deep, I could still see deep enough to tell both women had their tops pulled up above their tits, their big soft boobs floating up toward the surface as they remained squatting slightly in the water to keep them shoulder deep.
"I asked if you were having fun watching us? You were watching us, weren't you?"
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean too," I apologized quietly.
"Actually, you did!" The long hair girl said with a grin. "Just like your looking now. Is it worth it?"
"Worth it?"
"Yes. Enjoy what you're seeing?"
"Um. We'll, um."
"Ahhh. We'll take that as a yes. I suppose we could stand up and improve the view," She said, teasing standing up by lifting up in the water and settling back in a few times, making her big creamy boobs bounce up to the surface before sinking back below again. "Something like that?"
"Um. Uh, sure." I answered, looking around quickly to see who might be able to see us. The back of the boat blocked the view from the campsite, and the bushes along the shoreline helped block where we were from much of the rest of the campground. The only people who might be able to see us were the swimmers, and they were all behind her.
"Maybe a bit more?" She asked, stepping closer in the water and then standing up, this time pulling her bare breasts completely clear of the water. I stared as her rock hard nipples and puffed out areola a lot longer than I should have, my gaze broken only when she dropped back into the water after at least ten seconds. "That better?"
"Um. Yeah. Definitely."
"Like I said, you like the view?" She asked again.
"I think it's a VERY nice view," I finally answered.
"So, you all look or you going to show us something back?"
"Show you something back?"
"Uh huh. You know, show US something now?"
I chuckled. "I thought I grew out of you show me yours and I'll show you mine after my teen age years."
"Did you? Or did you just stop running into situations where you were asked too?"
"Maybe that," I agreed.
"So?"
"So?"
"So you going to show us something?"
I looked around nervously and then looked back at her, her tits floating with her nipples just at the water line. "Just for a second." I agreed. It took me a few seconds to get the front of my suit untied and then I pushed it down to my thighs. Not that they could see all that much with me chest deep in the water. She stepped closer to me and reached out toward me under the water. I felt her hand wrap around my hardon and give it a little squeeze.
"I told you he'd have a hardon," she said to the short haired girl, still holding onto my dick with her tits inches from my chest.
"Jesus Jen." The short haired girl said, rolling her eyes.
"You willing to walk a little shallower so I can see it?" the girl I now knew was called Jen, asked. "You could step around the side of the boat. No one would see but me, and well, Mandy."
I looked at the two of them and then without answering, took a slow step through the water sideways. Jen followed along with me, staying close enough that I finally reached out and cupped both her big soft tits as they cleared the water. I let my thumbs stroke side to side across her rock hard nipples as I slowly backed shallower along the side of the boat. The water slowly receded from around my body, and hers, slowly exposing more and more of us until her hand, slowly stroking my dick, was only a few inches under the water. I stopped when my dick head broke the surface.
"Don't stop now." She whispered.
I looked around, again concerned who might see, and then backed up a few more feet, my suit working lower on my thighs as more of my body came above the water level. I stopped with my entire dick and balls showing, looking down at her crotch as well, the spandex shorts she had on, bunched around her thighs. I let go of one of her breasts and reached down toward her bare shaved crotch. I just got my fingers between her legs and stroked her pussy lips one time and she let go of my dick and backed away.
"Uh uh. I said look," she said with a grin before turning away from me. She bent over, pushing her ass out at me, bumping her ass and pussy against my dick before pushing away down into the water, her creamy butt cheeks showing above the water before she swam far enough out to let herself stand and be hidden by the water again, leaving me standing there with my dick sticking out lewdly.
"See. Told you I could get him to show me his dick." Jen said as she clearly wiggled her shorts in place under the water and then pulled her bra type top back down over her big tits. The two swam away moments later while I awkwardly pulled my suit back up and tied the string, trying to wish my hardon to go down so it didn't show when I walked up to the site.
"You coming?" I heard my wife call.
"Yeah. On my way." I called back. I sighed, taking one last look at the two of them, once again neck deep in the lake, not that far from the stern of my boat, their arms wrapped around each other in a long wet embrace. I turned and headed up the slope to the campsite, feeling a little guilty about what I had just done.
After dinner everyone wanted to go out to fish again. We stayed out until it was almost dark. There were only a few people still swimming when we pulled in, my favorite two girls included in those few. Everyone cleared off the boat and headed up to the campsite as I got the boat ready for the night, the last thing I had to do was to pull the fish out to clean. Not that there were that many.
I got my fish cleaning stuff, and a headband light, considering it was nearly dark, and while there was some moon, it wasn't enough to keep from slicing my hands up. I set the fish cleaning board on an overturned bucket on the shoreline. I was part way done fileting the first fish of the two fish when I heard sloshing in the water. I wasn't all that surprised to see Jen and Mandy wading through the water toward me, the water slowly getting shallower as they got closer.
"Caught some?" Mandy asked, the first time I think I'd heard her say anything directly to me.
"A couple." I answered, letting my headlight play up and down her body as she stood in the calf deep water only a couple dozen feet from where I squatted.
"What kind?" She asked.
"White bass." I answered, looking back down at my work before I sliced my hand open with the filet knife. I quickly finished fileting and skinning both fish, dumping the remains in the 5 gallon bucket to dispose of. I stepped into the water and rinsed the board and knife, putting the four filets onto the rinsed board. I waded out past the girls, put some water in the bucket and tossed the remains and water out as far as I could get it to go.
"Ewwwww! You just threw the guts out there?"
"Yeah. The turtles and carp will clean them up in no time." I answered, stepping back to shore and setting the bucket down. "So, you two trying to stay cool, swimming this late?"
"Uh huh." Jen answered. "It's still way too hot in the tent to even think about going to sleep." She answered. "So what about you?"
"What about me what?"
"You going to swim some more now?"
"Um. Probably not." I answered. "I'm sure the grand kids will want smores pretty soon."
"Too bad. We were kind of thinking about going naked." Jen said quietly. Before I could say anything she was pulling her bra top up and over her head, freeing her big soft tits. Each creamy orb hung down on her chest like a giant drop of water, her areola puffed out around her hard protruding pink nipple. She knew exactly where I was looking as she hung her top on the side of my boat, the light on my head pointing straight at her chest. I could see her grin as she reached to her waist and pushed the shorts down over her butt and down her thighs. She worked them down and stepped out of them, leaving her in nothing but her water shoes. Her pussy was completely shaved and her full round outer lips framed only a small amount of inner labia protruding. I was still staring at her pussy as she turned to Mandy and began to undress her, pulling up her top and taking it completely off. As soon as she had it hung on the side of the boat, she leaned over and cupped both of her soft tits, lifting them and leaning her face down to suck one of her nipples. Unlike Jen, Mandy's nipples were puckered and wrinkled around her quite large pink nipples. Jen sucked on one and then pulled her lips slowly from it, stretching it slightly before releasing it, drawing a soft moan from Mandy's lips. Jen shifted her attention to her other nipple and sucked on it for several long seconds before pulling off of it as well. She straightened and reached for Mandy's shorts. She pushed the shorts down over Mandy's butt and down her legs, squatting down in the water until her butt touched the surface. She turned Mandy slightly more, pushing her butt toward the side of the boat and helping her lift each leg to get her shorts off completely. Jen then reached up and hung the shorts on the side of the boat. She squatted down again in front of Mandy leaned forward until her face was between Mandy's legs.
I could see tight little dark curls on Mandy's mound as Jen pushed her face between her thighs and tilted her head to get her tongue at her friends pussy. Mandy shifted her feet, spreading her legs more to let Jen lick her soft lips. She moaned softly as Jen teased her pussy with her tongue, dipping it deeply between her lips. "Oh fuck." Mandy moaned softly. "Sooooo good."
"You like seeing that?" Jen asked as she pulled her face away and looked at me, Mandy's juices glistening on her face and cheeks as she grinned at me.




"Uh. Yeah." I grunted.
"So? Going to take that off and join us?"
"Take what off?"
"Your suit silly. That's all you have to do, take it off and come over here and you can suck on both our nipples."
I looked around and then turned off the headlight, realizing it was making us much more obvious. I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't really help myself. It wasn't like I was having sex with her or anything. It was just playing with their boobs. I took the headlight off, pushed my suit down and stepped out of it. I hung it on the side of the boat and waded out to them.
"There you go." Jen whispered as she reached for my dick. Her fingers wrapped around me as I leaned my face down and engulfed one of her rock hard nipples and puffy areola. I swirled my tongue around it and flicked across it while the fingers of my right hand slipped down her body and between her legs. "That's it. Play with my hot little cunt. Make me come." She whispered breathlessly as I pressed my middle finger between her sopping wet lips. "You've been watching us play. Did you guess that we were playing with each other under the water? Fingering each other and making each other come?"
"I did." I whispered as I let go of one nipple and leaned across her body to suck the other into my mouth. I let my finger push deeper between her lips until I found the entrance to her depths. I pushed one finger into her and then drew it back out slowly, sliding it across her slit until I felt her clit. I teased and stroked her clit for several seconds before pushing my finger back and into her again. The whole time I was playing with her, she was stroking my dick, slowly coaxing me toward a climax that had been waiting all day.
"That's it. Make me come. You have me so close. I've never climaxed out in the open like this. Make me come for you," Jen whispered urgently.
"Uh huh," I grunted switching nipples again, sucking and teasing her hard protruding nipple. "Uh!" I grunted in surprise, pulling off her tit for a moment, looking down to see Mandy squatting in the water, her mouth around the head of my cock as Jen continued to stroke it.
Mandy pulled off my dick and smiled up at me before reaching a hand up to Jen's other nipples pinching and squeezing it as she leaned her face back toward my dick. She closed her lips around just my head, swirling her tongue around it and under it, finding that sensitive spot under it sending tingles all through my body.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I closed my lips around Jen's nipple again, pushing my finger in and out of her pussy faster as I sucked her nipple harder. The two of us pushed each other quickly toward the inevitable as we stood in the water naked, lit only by the crescent moon.
"That's it," Jen grunted quietly as she pushed her hips toward my hand. My left hand was on her ass and I pushed it between her legs, curling two fingers up into her depths while I shifted my middle finger from her vagina to her clit. I circled and stroked her clit while I pumped my two fingers in and out of her hot wetness, Jen doing her best to be quiet despite her building orgasm. "FUCK!" She grunted loudly as she began to climax. I could feel her juices flowing from her pussy as she gasped and shuddered in climax, her hand almost frantically stroking me with irregular strokes the full length of my dick, all except my head, which was being teased by Mandy's tongue.
I let Jen's nipple slip from my mouth and grunted quietly as my body suddenly jerked, the sensations on my dick and the titillation of the situation pushing me over the edge. I felt surge after surge of pent up cum flowing into Mandy's mouth. She wrapped her own hand around my dick with Jen's and the two of them milked my cum into Mandy's mouth as Jen slowly started to slide down from her intense climax.
"You about done down there?" I heard my wife call from the campsite.
"Yeah!" I called back breathlessly. "Be up in a minute!" I looked down at Mandy, who was looking up at me, one hand around my dick, the other between her legs. I could see her playing with my cum in her mouth as she closed her eyes and pushed her fingers into herself over and over again.
Jen took her hand from my dick and reached for Mandy, coaxing her to stand up. She replaced Mandy's hand with her own and pressed her back against the boat. She began to fuck Mandy with her fingers while pressing her tits against Mandy's and their lips together. The two stood and embraced, kissing deeply, and sharing my load of cum between them until Mandy orgasmed moments later. I could see her body tremble and shake as Jen frantically plunged her fingers in and out of her pussy. Mandy jerked several times, and I could hear what sounded like someone peeing in the lake as Mandy continued to orgasm in front of Jen, the two of them pressed to each other. I stepped back to the shore and quickly stepped into my suit. I tied the strings as the two ended their kiss and looked at me.
"Thanks for the fun." Mandy whispered breathlessly. "I hope we can find a way to play a little more."
"Me too." I agreed as I collected my fish knife, board, filets and headlight. I took one more look at the two leaning against the side of the boat, their hands teasing each other again as they once again kissed. I shook my head and headed up to the campsite, hoping that I wasn't in trouble.
Apparently it wasn't obvious to anyone that I had just gotten my dick sucked. I helped the grand kids do their marshmallows, and then it was time for them to hit the sack. The adults sat around the remains of the fire and chatted. I excused myself to go down to the boat and make sure everything was set for the night, but really wanted to see if they were still down there. They weren't, but it looked to me like they hadn't been gone long, based on the wet spots on the side of the boat.
The adults all called it a night about eleven, and we headed in for bed. My wife crawled into the queen sized bed in the master bedroom portion of the trailer. The air conditioner was still running, drowning out the smaller noises as I put on my thin bed shorts and crawled into bed with her. I snuggled up to her and wrapped an arm around her. Usually if I tried to hold her breast when we were going to sleep, she would push my hand away, as I had a tendency to jerk a little as I fell asleep, uncomfortably squeezing her breast when I did. Tonight she let me hold her.
I lay stroking her nipple through her night shirt, gently teasing my fingers across her hard nipple. Since she hadn't objected, I shifted my hand, undid several of the small buttons on the nightshirt and slipped my hand inside so I was stroking her bare skin and hardening nipple. We lay like that for at least fifteen minutes before I got brave. Well, brave is a relative term. Before my desire for sex overrode my desire to not get shut down halfway through. I slid my hand out of the top of her nightshirt and down to her hip. I gently tugged the hem of the nightshirt up, surprised to find that she didn't have any underwear on, something she NEVER did while we were camping. I moved my hand to push my bed shorts to my thighs, freeing my hardon. I let it press between her thighs and reached back for her breast again.
I lay there, moving very gently, rubbing my engorged head along her slit, slowly collecting moisture over and around it. I took a breath and prepared to be shut down. I rolled myself back slightly and felt my head slip along her slit, stopping my roll when I could feel my mushroom head nestled between her lips. I slowly rolled toward her, letting my head push gently and slowly into her. Surprisingly she moved her leg to lay on mine, opening her entrance just enough for me to slide deeper into her. She pushed her butt back at me I felt my head push slowly deeper into her as we rolled back toward each other. She took a deep breath and held it as I started to rock back and forth very slowly. I didn't want to make any noise at all as she let me slowly push in and out of her hot wet pussy. I could only hope the air conditioner continued to run, drowning out the sound of the soft squish my dick made with each slide into her.
I shifted my hand and reached my fingers around her thighs and between her legs and started to stroke and tease her clit. It didn't take long before she was rocking back against me harder, pushing us together faster as my fingers teased her orgasm closer and closer to climax. I felt her pussy start to tighten around me, a sure sign she was about to climax. She moaned softly as her body trembled against me. I continued to stroke slowly in and out of her as she orgasmed.
Disappointment surged through me as she reached for my hip and pushed against me, rolling me away and sliding me out of her pussy before I too could come. I'd gotten her off and now it looked like I was getting the boot.
To my surprise, she shifted on the bed to face me and then rolled over onto me, holding herself up over me. She reached between us and guided me back to her pussy. She slowly settled down onto me until her bare ass was pressed to my thighs. She leaned over and gave me a soft "Shhhh" as she began to lift and lower her butt, sliding me in and out of her. She lowered her face to mine and whispered in my ear to come quietly.
I rubbed her butt and then shifted my hands to the front of her nightgown. I unbuttoned it the rest of the way, freeing her big soft tits to swing in front of me. In the dim light I could see her smile down at me and do something she hadn't done for a long time, well, even longer than fucking me like this. She leaned her chest so that her tits swung back and forth, brushing my face with each stroke.
I could feel my orgasm growing with each slow push she made down on me, pushing me closer and closer to climax. I was just about to come inside her when the damn air conditioner shut off, throwing the whole trailer into total silence. She stopped moving and sat on me, leaving me just short of climax. I sighed heavily as she sat on me, not moving, feeling extremely frustrated.
She leaned down, laying her tits to my chest and leaned her face next to mine until her cheek touched mine. "Be quiet and follow me." She whispered so softly I almost didn't hear it. Then she pushed up off of me and climbed off my dick. Moving slowly to keep the noise of the bed to a minimum, she climbed off the bed and stood, looking expectantly at me. She held her nightgown closed and waited for me to slide off the bed next to her in the tight confines of the master bedroom, and pull up my bed shorts. She moved the bedroom door silently open, sliding it back ever so slowly. She stepped the three steps to the camper door in the total darkness, and then as gently as she could, opened the latch.
I almost couldn't believe my eyes as he stepped out of the trailer, her nightgown held together by one hand, stepping down the stairs slowly to not rock the trailer. I followed on my tiptoes and followed her down the stairs onto the large ratan mat that covered much of the campsite gravel. She let go of her nightgown, letting her tits push out again as she used both hands to close the door as quietly as she possibly could, the only sound a gentle click of the latch. She turned to look at me and took my hand. She pulled me the half dozen steps to the picnic table and turned to face me again. She pulled her nightgown up and apart and set her bare as cheeks on the edge of the table, her nightgown hanging loosely from her shoulders. "Well?" she asked, expectantly.
I was a little startled, but quickly pushed my bed shorts down. They slid all the way down my legs so I was basically naked as I stood in front of my wife. I stepped to her and lifted her legs while she reached for my dick. She guided me back to her pussy and let me push slowly into her as she sat halfway upright on the end of the picnic table. She leaned back on her hands as I held her under her knees to lift and spread her legs. I started to stroke in and out of her, slowly at first, each stroke into her causing a little wet gushing sound.
"Damn you feel so big tonight," she whispered quietly.
"You like?" I whispered back.
"Oh yeah," She answered as I pushed in and out of her. "Maybe too much."
"Too much?"
"I think you're going to make me come again," She whispered. I grinned at the thought and watched her tits start to bounce on her chest as I thrust a little harder into her, a gentle slap of my body against her bare ass sounding at the end of each stroke. In and out I thrust, watching her tits and feeling her rock her hips slightly. "Oh honey." She whispered breathlessly.
"You going to come again?" I whispered, feeling her vaginal tunnel already starting to squeeze around me.
"Yes!" she squeaked as her legs started to tremble.
"Good." I answered as I felt her body start its climax, mine only moments away. I thrust in and out of her for only a few more moments before my own climax was pushed over the edge by her squeezing pussy. My body spasmed and thrust hard into her, making her gasp loudly as the first shot of cum lanced into her. Over and over my body jerked as I filled her pussy with my cum. She sat there, panting for almost two minutes before she pushed me back, my shrinking cock pulling from her, our cum leak from her to drip to the ratan mat.
"Damn." She whispered. "I didn't expect that."
"I didn't expect any of it." I answered, letting her legs down. She pushed off the table and wrapped her arms around my neck as I pulled her against my naked body. I leaned my head down and kissed her softly for long seconds.
"We better get back in before someone sees us out here. You know how I feel about that."
"Yeah. I do." I agreed, reluctantly letting her step back and start buttoning her nightgown. I pulled up my bed shorts over my still dripping dick and then silently followed her back into the camper, latching the door again as quietly as we could. We closed the door and slipped back into bed as quietly as we could, hoping none of the kids heard us. I snuggled against her and held her breast through her nightgown as we drifted off to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning I snuggled up to my wife and wrapped my arm around her cupping her breast like I had the night before, only to have my hand pushed away. Clearly what happened the night before was over and done with. I sighed and crawled out of bed to get dressed. I had breakfast duty and went to work frying two pounds of bacon and making a dozen and a half scrambled eggs. By the time I had it all cooked everyone else was up. After we got done eating we all headed out for fishing before it got too hot.
Fishing was even more dismal than the day before. We had zero keepers to show for three hours fishing in the heat and sun. We gave up and headed back to the campsite. There were already a lot of people swimming by the time we got back, including my two female friends. We tied the boat up and everyone headed up to the trailer to change into swimsuits. I was one of the last, having to secure the boat, so I had to wait to even use my own bedroom to change. I finally changed and headed down to the water where everyone else was already in the lake. I waded in and headed to where my wife was. As usual she had on a t-shirt over her swim suit. I, however, was bare chested and after cooling off for a few minutes had her come put sunblock on my shoulders and back. She surprised me by also putting it on my chest, which was pretty white from not seeing much sun.
As we stood beside the boat, the tall side blocking us from view of most of the people in the water, she pulled her shirt off and asked me to do her neck and shoulders. I eagerly agreed, slipping my hand down her chest far enough to dip slightly into the suit top. I expected to get chastised, but didn't, though I didn't push it too much. I worked my hands under the straps of her suit to get her back, moving them to the side as far as I could without letting them fall off her shoulders. I was again surprised when she pulled the straps off her shoulders herself, holding the suit top to her chest with one arm so it didn't fall all the way down and expose her boobs. I spent several minutes rubbing sunblock on her back and shoulders before I decided I was done. As much as I wanted to pull the suit top down further, I knew better, and pulled the straps up her shoulders again once I was done.
Appropriately protected, we waded back into the water, and away from boat. The water felt good after being out in the sun for only a few minutes. We floated and played in the water until it was lunch time. I couldn't help but notice that Jen and Mandy were staying a little further away today, though I wasn't sure why. Their behavior hadn't changed and I could see them both being playful with each other, this time a lot more sure just exactly what was going on under the water.
Unfortunately after lunch the kids started getting ready to go. My youngest and her husband heading back to the city, my daughter from Texas and her family following suit shortly after, headed to my youngest's house to visit the zoo and other attractions before taking the long drive the next day.
By early afternoon the only two left at the campsite were my wife and I. It was still hot, so we were both in the water. With the family, as well as a good share of the rest of the campers, gone, I took the opportunity to be a little more handsy with my wife, hoping that she wouldn't object, but expecting her too just the same. I reached out to pull her to me, turning her to put her back against my chest, my arms wrapping around her, my right hand cupping her left breast as my left slipped down to her crotch and held her against me.
"Someone's horny again." She whispered. "I would have thought you'd have had enough last night."
"When have you ever known me to have enough?" I asked with a chuckle.
"I have to admit. Never," she said quietly. "But out here? I would have thought you'd have learned your lesson last time we went naked in the lake."
"Well, I did learn to keep a swim suit where I could get to it." I chuckled. "I'm guessing that mom got one hell of an eye full when I climbed out to get our suits."
"Oh, I'm sure she did. Especially with that boner you had. If I didn't know better, I'd have thought that you enjoyed showing yourself off like that."
"No. It was a bit embarrassing, since there were what I guessed were their daughters, there. I just had to wait until they were all on the other side of the boat so they couldn't see me. If it had been just her I probably wouldn't have minded showing off. It's far from the most embarrassing thing that's happened to me over the years."
My wife laughed softly. "Yeah. You have seemed to have some pretty bad luck along those lines. Like the time the door fell off the changing room?"
I laughed quietly with her. "Yeah. that poor sales girl got one hell of an eye full, didn't she?"
"Not just the sales girl. There were about five other ladies within seeing distance too."
"I dunno. I didn't count. I was too busy trying to find another changing room that had a door on it."
"Yeah. it looked pretty damn comical with you trying to cover your dick with that swim suit while your bare ass was sticking out like that."
"Oh well." I answered.
"Yeah. well, I think you dropped that suit on the floor on purpose, just to give that woman in the changing room a look. You WERE mostly hard when that happened."
"Honest. It was an accident. I wasn't expecting to open the door on another woman. I was as startled as she was, which was why I dropped my suit," I said defensively. It had been a LONG time since we'd argued about that particular incident. She never did believe that I didn't flash my junk at the woman in the next changing room on purpose, even though my wife was the one that accidently pulled the door off my changing room.



"Uh huh. So you've said for so many years. Doesn't explain why it took you so long to pick it up, or why you had a hardon."
"Because she had some damn good looking boobs, which by the way, were as bare as I was. It took me a minute to get my mind straightened out and cover myself again."
"Uh huh. So you've said, many many times," She chuckled a I continued to hold her against me. "Also doesn't explain why you're getting a hardon now either." I felt her reach between us to find my hardening dick pressed to her butt, squeezing it through my suit. Now I knew she was teasing me. It had been years since that unfortunate accident at the swim shop, but she generally brought it up when she wanted to make me uncomfortable, which it did, though not for the reasons she thinks. The sad reality was that I DID drop my suit on purpose in front of that half naked woman, and I did have a hardon because I was finding the whole incident some kind of kinky instant turn on. I'd never been naked anywhere even remotely public, let alone in front of half a dozen women in a store. I just didn't want to admit to her that it DID turn me on. Just like climbing out of the lake to get our swim suits turned me on. I just couldn't enjoy it with her standing there watching me. If I'd have been confident that her two daughters wouldn't swim back around to where they could see me, I might have stood there and showed off to that lady even longer than I did, and I suspect my wife knew it.
"Maybe I should make your boobs bare? I wouldn't mind seeing them naked out here. Almost as good as they looked last night with you sitting naked on the table."
"Last night was dark. It's not dark now, so no, I'm not showing off my boobs."
"Even if I said no one could see?"
"Uh huh. Just like you convinced me no one could see when we went skinny dipping?"
"Well, that was unfortunate timing on their part. I didn't expect any other boats out there."
"But there they were."
"Yeah. But you didn't get anything shown off. I mean, I got your suit and helped you put it on again. Everything was covered when you got out of the water."
"Maybe, but I was still naked when they showed up. What if they'd have come closer before I had my suit back on?"
"Then they'd have seen the sexiest pair of tits on the lake," I said with a grin, squeezing her breast through her suit. I slipped my hand to her right shoulder and pushed the strap down onto her arm and slid my hand back across her chest, having room now to slide my hand into her top. I cupped her bare breast and let my thumb start to tease her nipple as I held her against me.
"Horny bastard." She whispered as I let my hand cup her swim suit covered pussy.
I chuckled. "When am I not?" I whispered in her ear before kissing it. I held her and teased her breast while we stood chest deep in the water. I pulled my hand from her left breast and moved to her right breast, pushing the cup of her suit top down to expose her breast before cupping it.
"I thought I said I wasn't taking my boobs out." She whispered.
"You didn't." I whispered as I teased her nipple with my right hand and stroked her pussy through her suit with my left. We stood, facing the lake so no one who might walk along the shore could see her bare breast. "God I wanna suck on your nipple." I whispered in her ear.
"Out here?" She asked as I slipped my right hand back to her left breast, pushing the strap down her arm, dragging the cup down as well, exposing her other breast completely before covering it with my hand.
"You can't tell me you don't want me too."
"I don't want you to flash me to anyone." She whispered, as I turned her part way in my arms. I moved my hand from her crotch and slipped it around her to cup under her butt. I lifted her slightly and leaned my face down toward her right breast as I lifted her high enough to clear the water. She wrapped her legs around me and squeezed with her legs to help hold her up as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. "Oh damn. You're so bad. You just don't give up, do you?"
"I would if you said to, but I hope you don't," I said before sucking her nipple back into my mouth. I turned us so that she was facing away from shore again and continued to suck and tease her nipple. I used my right hand to reach up and pull down on her suit back, pulling it down as far as I could with her arms still in the shoulder straps.
"I'm going to regret this. I know I am." She moaned softly, moving one arm at a time to pull it out of the straps of the suit top. With both arms free, she wrapped her arms loosely around my neck to hold herself so I could continue to suck her nipples. With her arms out of the loops I pulled down again, pulling the suit all the way down to her waist. "Not all the way off lover, please?!"
"Okay. I promise," I whispered as I switched nipples again, sucking her left nipple into my mouth to flick and tease it with my tongue. With my hands once again free, I slipped both hands under her butt and began to rub her pussy through the crotch material of her suit. I stood there, letting the occasional wakes of the boats still on the lake push me back and forth, working to keep my balance with her wrapped around me. I wormed my fingers under the material of her suit crotch to reach her pussy. It was far from ideal and I was quickly getting frustrated at the lack of access. I reached for the material of the suit and worked it down further, pushing it down to her butt.
"Not off." She whispered. "Please?"
"I won't I promise." I answered as I worked the bunched up material down as far as I could, my fingers now easily able to stroke her pussy lips. It didn't take long before I was working my suit down, letting it float down my legs, leaving me naked above my knees. I worked my dick from between us, lifting her now bare butt higher. I nestled my dick into her soft lips and let her weight down again. It took quite a few short little strokes for me to force my dick into her, given the lake washing away the lubrication, but I finally managed to get all the way into her, her tits still above the water level so I could suck them.
"Oh damn. I don't believe I'm doing this." She groaned softly as I started to buck my hips, my hands now holding her bare ass as she unwrapped her legs from around me, sticking them out on either side of me. I worked her suit down her thighs a few inches more while holding her up, allowing me to push in and out of her more fully. In and out I stroked, listening to her soft moans grow as my dick stroked in and out of her, my shaft stroking her clit with each push into her. "Oh shit honey." She moaned softly to me. "You're going to make me come."
"That's the idea, isn't it?" I asked before latching onto her nipple again.
"Oh god. Ohhhhh sweetie. I'm coming. On shit I'm coming!" She squeaked as I felt her pussy make the telltale squeeze around my fat hard shaft. Her legs pushed out and up toward the surface, her feet breaking the surface of the water as she leaned away from me, pulling her tits away from my face. I held her ass, pumping my dick in and out almost wildly, trying to push myself over the top before she finished climaxing. Her legs trembled slightly her tits exposed right at the surface of the water. "Stop. Stop." She said suddenly, wrapping her legs around my waist, pulling us together.
"What?" I asked.
"They're watching us." She said, pushing off of my dick and settling on the lake bottom. She quickly pulled her suit up and covered her boobs.
"Who?"
"Those girls. They're over there watching us have sex!"
"So? It's not like we haven't been watching them have sex for the last to days."
"What do you mean? We haven't been watching them have sex."
"Yeah. We have. They've been playing with each other off and on for the last two days. Pulling their tops up and probably pulling their shorts down to play with each other? Oh yeah."
"They have not! Have they?"
I chuckled. "Yes they have. And they know damn well that they've been doing it under everyone's noses."
"That's disgusting!"
"Is it? Why?"
"Having sex in front of everyone?"
"No one could see anything."
"Apparently you could. Otherwise how would you know?"
"Because they made sure I could tell. The long haired one flashed her tits at me twice, just to make sure I knew what they were doing."
"So that's why you've been so horny? That's why you wanted to have sex last night?"
"Honey. You wanted it as much as I did. So don't tell me you didn't know they were doing it under the water."
"NO. they were just being, um, they were being amorous. You know, kissing and stuff. I didn't know they were having sex."
"And you got all turned on thinking they were kissing? I didn't think you liked it when women kissed each other."
"Well, I didn't know it was two women at first."
"Yeah. I didn't either." I agreed. "Either way, you got turned on enough to have sex last night. Including naked on the table out there." I said with a grin. "Which was hotter than hell, by the way."
"You liked that huh? I was just trying to make sure the kids didn't know what we were doing."
"You think they didn't figure it out when we snuck outside in our pajamas?"
"They were asleep."
"Maybe." I said as I reached for her hand. I pulled it to me and wrapped her fingers around my dick. "Now, what are we going to do about this?"
"Well, I'm not doing anything out here. Why don't we load the boat and maybe we can find time to do something before I have to head home," she said, giving my dick a little squeeze.
I sighed, knowing that once the mood was gone it wasn't coming back. But I also knew that she wasn't going to agree to do anything with the girls this close. "Fine. Let's go change." I said with a frown as she pulled her hand away.
She nodded and headed up toward the shore, leaving me to get my suit from around my ankles in the chest deep water. I finally just stepped out of it with one foot and used the other to get it up to my hand. I waded up until I was only waist deep and then put my suit back on so I wasn't completely naked. By the time I got my suit sorted out, she was out of the water and walking up the hill to the campsite. I walked up the hill and into the trailer to find her already half way dressed, apparently uninterested in letting me finish what I started. "You going to change first?"
"Not much point." I said as I watched her pick up her bra and start to put it on. "I'll probably want to get wet again once the cover is on the boat."
"True," She agreed, putting the strap around her torso and clipping it in place.
"You don't have to put that on. It's just the two of us," I suggested.
She looked and me and frowned. "I'm not driving home without a bra on. You should know that."
"Yeah. I do. I'll go get the truck ready," I said with a sigh picking up the keys to the Tahoe. I walked out and closed the door hard, letting her know at least some of my frustration. I walked to the truck and started it up, backing it quickly to hook up to the boat trailer. By the time I had it hooked up and connected, my wife was standing ready to drive to the landing. "I'll meet you over there." I said as I started down the hill toward the boat.
She drove away before I made it to the boat. It took almost an hour to load the boat onto the trailer and get the cover on and secured. By the time I was done I was as wet as if I'd been swimming, but with sweat instead of lake water. I'd tried twice to start something with my wife, both times, being shut down fruitlessly. I suggested another swim before dinner, only to be told that all I wanted to do was have sex in the lake again, no thank you. Not that she was wrong, but it was frustrating. She chose to start dinner cooking while I went down to cool off again.
"You down here alone again?" I heard Jen ask as I waded into the water.
"Yeah. Fraid so. Need to cool off again," I answered.
"I'd think so, after that little show you put on," Jen said with a giggle. "Looked like it was fun."
"Would have been a lot more fun if it hadn't been cut short," I said with a frown as I waded deeper into the water.
"Cut short? You didn't?"
"She did, I didn't. Sorry, you don't need to hear that. It's just my frustration talking." I said as I settled into the water, closing my eyes and floating in the waves.
"Too bad." I heard Mandy say quietly. "Maybe we can do something about it later." She said quietly. "Unless you're going home soon?"
"Huh? No. I'm staying the night and pulling out tomorrow." I answered a little surprised.
"Well, maybe we'll cross paths later. We'll probably be swimming most of the evening," she said with a shrug. "If you're around."
"I probably will be," I answered as I closed my eyes again. About ten minutes later I headed up when my wife called that dinner was ready.
I kissed her goodbye and she headed for home with the boat, having to be at work first thing tomorrow morning. I had the day off and decided that I wanted to pack things up when it was a lot cooler, not a hundred degrees. It meant I was going to be spending the night alone, but that beat trying to break down camp in the heat and then having to drive home soaked in sweat.
I was still in my suit when I started to take down some of camp for the next morning. In particular the ez-up canopy. That was a pain to take down. I got it collapsed and in its bag and into the back of the truck in about ten minutes. Of course I was sweating profusely in the heat, even though the sun was already most of the way to the tree tops. I walked down to the water and waded in until it was deep enough that I could sit in it and be covered. I settled into the water and leaned back to relax, letting the warm lake water very slowly cool me off.
The sun was slowly sinking below the trees, just a slight bit of orange still showing over the horizon when they came back down. "He is still here." I heard Jen say.
"Hey." I said as I rested in the water.
"He definitely isn't looking." Mandy said quietly.
"No. he's not. Too bad," Jen agreed. That got my attention. I opened my eyes and twisted to see them wading out into the water past me, both of them completely naked.
"What the hell?"
"It's almost dark. There isn't anyone here but us. Who needs a swim suit?" Jen asked. "Why don't you join us?"
"Naked?"
"Sure. Why not? I mean, who's it going to hurt? It's not like we're asking you to fuck us or anything. Just swim naked."
"Somehow I think it might end up being more than swimming naked." I said, not moving."
"Really? or are you just afraid?"
"Not really. Just not planning on having sex."
"As if we were asking you to. Although, after earlier, I wouldn't blame you if you did."
"Yeah, I shouldn't have told you that."
"So? Why not get naked and play?"
"Why do you two want me swimming naked with you anyway? I mean, clearly you're a couple."
"So? Does that mean we can't like men too?" Mandy asked, turning to look at me. She walked back toward me, more and more of her naked body exposed above the water. "Can't a girl like the taste of cum as well as the taste of pussy?"
"I guess she can." I answered, looking at her as she stood there, feet from me, completely naked.
"So, stop being stuck up and come have fun with us."
"As much as I want to, if I did, we'd end up having sex, and I just can't do that to my wife."
"too bad." She said turning away from me. She waded back into the water and I watched the two of them play, wishing I could just walk over there and do one of them. But I knew better. As it got darker I could hardly see them in the lake any longer and headed up to my camp site. I lit a couple citronella candles and settled into my reclining chair and closed my eyes, letting the night air evaporate the water off me, cooling me even further.
"Hey there!" I heard a little while later. I opened my eyes and saw Jen standing, still naked, only a few feet from me.
"Hey."
"Wanna play a game?"
"What kind of game?"
"Who's braver." She said with a grin.
"Oh? Like who can jump off the highest diving board kind of braver?"
"Sorta," she said with a grin.
"What do I have to be brave about?"
"Going naked."
I chuckled. "Okay, how does going naked become a game?"
"Well, we all go to the showers wearing nothing but towels. That way along the way we can take them off and walk completely naked. We see who goes the longest without covering up."
"Let me get this straight. You want me to walk to the showers with nothing but a towel?"
"Uh huh. What do you say?"
"Why?"
She pouted a little. "Mandy is afraid of the dark? She doesn't want to walk there alone and figured if we walked naked you'd go with us."
"Uh huh. And where is she now?"
"She went to the tent with our swim suits to get towels and shampoo and stuff."
"So you're here naked, with nothing at all to put on?"
"Something like that." She said with a grin. She backed up to the table and sat down on the edge, lifting and spreading her knees to display her pussy. "Unless you wanna take a few minutes and make this kitty happy. It needs some serious petting."
"I'm not having sex with you."
"I know. But you can touch, right? I'm all yours until Mandy comes back. We can just play with each other and maybe get each other off real quick."
"And all I have to do is get naked."
"That's the idea," she said, rubbing her pussy with one hand. "How about it?"
I got out of my chair and pushed my swim suit down. I took it off and tossed it onto the table behind her and stepped between her legs. She reached for my dick and wrapped her fingers around it. "damn you have a nice fat cock." She whispered as I stroked her bare shaved lips, letting my middle finger slip between her lips. "Ohhhhhhh. Going right for the goodies."
"That's the idea right? Nice quick climax?"
"Uh huh." She groaned as I stroked over and around her clit. "Just like Mandy. You're going to make me come fast if you keep that up." As I stroked her, she pulled me closer to her, using my dick as a handle. When she had me close enough she began to rub my dick up and down her slit. I moved my fingers, letting her stroke my head over and around her hard clit, little grunts and gasps coming from her as she did. She rubbed me up and down her wet slit, each stroke over her clit teasing that sensitive little spot under my head. It was all I could do to not push toward her each time she stroked me down her wet lips. "Oh fuck." She moaned loudly. "Gonna come."
Up and down she stroked herself with my dick, pushing me closer and closer to my own climax. "Jen. I'm gonna come if you keep doing that." I groaned, struggling not to push toward her each time she bounced my head over her clit, knowing I was losing that battle. I started to push toward her and she stopped rubbing my dick on hers clit, instead letting me pump my hips toward her, driving not only my head, but a portion of my shaft toward her to slide over her hard clit.
"Fuck me. Make me come." She moaned as I thrust against her, lifting and spreading her legs as she held my dick tightly to her slit with her hand. "Ohhhhh shit. Ohhhhh SHIT!" She cried into the night as her body started to tremble and spasm. I could feel her already wet pussy grow even wetter against my shaft as she pushed me harder against her lips with her palm.
"I'm going to come." I groaned, unable to hold back more than a few more second.
"Come on me." She panted, shifting her hand to grasp my cock again. "Cum all over my pussy!" she breathed as she began to rub my head up and down her slit while she used her hand to stroke over my head and shaft.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body spasmed, squirting a huge gush of cum against her pussy. I felt her push my head down and felt it engage into the entrance to her depths. It took all the willpower I had to not thrust deep into her, instead, my next shots of cum pushing into her pussy with just the tip of my head inside her. "ohhhhh damn." I groaned as I stood there, my cock twitching and pumping cum into her pussy as she slowly stroked my cock with her fingers, trying to coax me further into her. I closed my eyes and let a little more of me push into her until the crown of my head was inside her vaginal tunnel, refusing to let myself push deeper, even though my body wanted to feel her engulf all of my twitching shaft.



I opened my eyes and looked down at my dick, stuck an inch or so into her. I pulled out and watched my cum leak from her, my white cream easy to see against her pink lips in the candlelight. "God I hope you're on some kind of birth control." I said quietly as I watched her pussy contract and squeeze, pushing more of my cum out of her.
"I am." She breathed in response. "Damn that felt good. I wish you'd have pushed it all the way in though."
"Yeah. Well, I shouldn't have had sex with you at all."
"We didn't really have sex. All we did was enjoy a little mutual masturbation." She said with a grin as I let her legs down and reached to help her sit up. "But I defintily I need a shower now."
"Yeah. I can agree." I said, rubbing some of the sweat from my chest.
"Wanna go with us?"
"What? Walk up to the shower house? I guess I could."
"You'll have to go naked!"
"Huh? Wait a sec. Sneaking into the lake naked is one thing. Walking up there is likely to get us arrested."
"Not if you do it like we do," she said with a grin.
"And how's that?"
"With nothing but a towel." Mandy said from behind me. "if someone comes, you just wrap the towel around yourself and no one is the wiser. The rest of the time, you're naked."
"Really?" I asked as she stepped into the candle light, two towels and a small bag in her hand, otherwise completely naked.
"We're going to. I dare you to do it too. I bet we can walk all the way into the shower house without having to cover up. You game to try?" she asked as she stepped closer to me. She set the towels and bag on the bench and then pressed herself against me. Her hand reached for my now mostly soft dick and wrapped her hand around it. "I bet you get a hardon long before we get there."
"Oh? Why is that?"
"Because I might stop along the way and rub my pussy on your dick," she whispered. "Jennifer might have gotten off, but I haven't yet."
"And you want my help?"
"After watching you two, hell yeah. Unless you want me to lay down and let you lick me, but with a dick like that, I'd rather let you tease me with it."
"I don't think it's got what it takes right now."
"I bet it will along the way," she said softly, rubbing her tits around on my arm. She turned me part way so that her tits could rub on my chest as she stroked and teased my dick. "I can already feel it getting harder." She lifted herself on her tip toes to press her lips to mine and kissed me wetly for long seconds before pulling her face away. "That the best you can kiss? That how you kiss your wife?"
"Not by a far shot," I answered.
"Then why not show me. Give me a real kiss," she whispered.
I mentally shrugged and wrapped both arms around her body, one holding her chest to mine and the other reaching down to cup her full round butt cheek. I lowered my face to hers and pressed my lips to hers. We stood there, sucking and licking each other's lips and tongues for several minutes, until she pulled her face away, panting. "Okay. that's a kiss." She breathed softly. "And a hard dick." She added with a giggle, squeezing my dick, which had become surprisingly hard in such a short period of time. "So, you brave enough to come walk naked with us?"
"It's not something I've ever done before," I answered as Jen got up from the table and pressed herself against the two of us.
"I think you should. In fact. If you do, we'll both stop in the middle of the road and let you put your dick in us for a second."
"I can't be having sex with you guys." I whispered. "I'm married."
"So are we," She said with a giggle. "That doesn't mean we can't have a little fun. It's not exactly having sex. Just a little poke, right?"
"Why do I get the feeling that you're trying to bait me into having sex with you right out there on the road."
"Because we've never done anything like that and you do have a really nice cock," Mandy said with a grin. "No one has to know. It'll be just between us. All you need is a towel and your soap and stuff. Nothing to wear going or coming back. Come on. How about it?"
"I shouldn't." I said quietly. "I'm married."
"Uh huh. And just a moment ago you filled her pussy with cum. I'm not telling, she's not telling, why would you? If no one knows, did it really happen?" Mandy whispered before pulling my face back to hers for another kiss. She stroked my cock between us as she kissed me, licking and sucking my lips seductively. She broke the kiss slowly. "How about it? Once in a lifetime opportunity." She whispered. "Just walk with us and we'll find a nice dark place to stop and you can find out just hot soft and wet we are," she coaxed.
"Oh hell. I know I'm going to regret this." I answered. "Let me get my stuff." They let go of me and I walked to the camper. I stepped inside, the two of them following me. I came out of the bedroom with my body wash and shampoo and a towel. I couldn't help but look at the two of them in the light, and how sexy they looked. I could see little dribbles of my cum still leaking down Jen's leg. "This is a bad idea." I said as Mandy took my hand and led me out of the trailer.
We walked off into the night, all three of us butt naked except for shoes. We walked past several occupied campers, leaving me hoping they didn't look outside and see us. The road dark except for a little moonlight and the light spilling from the campers windows. Mandy stopped just outside of the pool of light created by one of those campers and bent over. "Any time you want." She whispered.
"You really want me to do this?"
"Oh yeah." she cooed softly.
I stepped behind her and rubbed my head up and down her slit a few times to lubricate my head and then slowly pushed into her several inches. "damn your tight." I mumbled as I stroked myself in and out of her half a dozen times to get my shaft lubricated. I couldn't believe I was standing in the middle of the road fucking someone. She suddenly pulled off of me and started to walk away, looking over her shoulder and grinning. "Okay Jen. I did. Your turn."
"Fine." Jen said, taking my hand. She bent over in front of me and waited. I slipped my already lubricated shaft easily into her, drawing a soft moan from her lips. "Oh shit he's big." She groaned as I started to thrust into her, pulling back slowly and then pushing quickly back into her.
"I know. Isn't he?" Mandy said as Jen pulled off of me as suddenly as Mandy had.
"Okay. I dare you to let him make you come," Jen said.
"With how turned on I am, it wont take much," Mandy giggled. "How about it? Willing to make me climax right out here in the middle of the road?"
"Why do I feel like this is some kind of one up on each other?"
"Cuz it is." Mandy said as she bent over again. "Come on. Make me come."
I stepped behind her and started to slide into her. I pushed deeper and deeper into her tight depths until I was fully inside her again. I started to stroke in and out of her, able to see her huge tits swinging periodically out from her body in the moonlight as I thrust into her over and over. "Oh yeah." She moaned. "God that feels good. Make me come baby." She moaned softly.
I held her hip with one hand and thrust into her with abandon, driving deep and hard into her over and over. I could feel her climax start, her pussy clenching even tighter around me as her legs trembled. She moaned loudly as her climax washed over her, little gasps and moans slipping from her. She reached behind and pushed me away as she stood up and pulled off my cock. "Fuck." She panted as she turned around and wrapped her arms around me. "I wish my husband fucked me like that."
"You're husband?" I asked in surprise. "I thought you two were married?"
She giggled a little. "We are. I didn't say we were married to each other. You assumed that."
"Shit. What an idiot." I mumbled.
"Uh huh. We're just having a little fun. You know, things our husbands would never do with us," Mandy said. "He'd never do anything like this. Not in a hundred years. Just like your wife wouldn't."
"No. she wouldn't." I agreed after she gave me another short wet kiss.
"So, let's just have fun and no one will ever know," she whispered before letting go of me. She bent over to pick up her towel and the little bag, grabbing mine from where it had dropped it as well, and then trotted quickly away, leaving Jen and I standing there.
"Guess we better follow."
"I sure as hell better. She has my towel." She said with a giggle, taking my hand. I bent over and quickly picked up the small bottles of shampoo and body wash I'd dropped. Jen pulled me along after Mandy, who seemed to go just fast enough to stay ahead of both of us. We were getting closer and closer to the shower house, and with it more light from the few streetlights that were arrayed around the shower house.
"She going to stop?" I asked.
"I don't think so." She answered me as Mandy suddenly broke into a light run, heading across the grassy area around the shower house, ducking into the propped open ladies shower area.
"I can't go in there." I protested as Jen pulled on my hand, coaxing me to go faster.
"You gonna stand out here naked?" She asked with a grin. She pulled me across the grass and right into the lady's shower area. Mandy was standing at the end of the row of shower stalls, holding a stall door open. I had to quickly walk past three of the six showers that were being used to reach where Mandy was. I slipped into the shower stall and Jen came in after me. Mandy closed the door on the three of us with a giggle.
"Now we get to wash each other," Mandy whispered.
"Just wash?" I asked in a whisper.
"Oh hell no. I'm planning on getting fucked again."
"In here? Someone might hear us!"
"Then you'll just have to do it quiet." She whispered as she reached past me to turn on the water. Somehow we all three managed to take turns under the spray in the tiny cubicle, each of us rubbing soap all over each other's bodies. In the process both Mandy and Jen worked my hardon into their pussies, fucking me for several minutes each before pulling off before I could reach climax. It was clearly a game. Twice each they fucked me before all that was left for us to do was to wash my hair. I put shampoo in my hair and they took turns lathering it while rubbing their tits on my chest. My head and face were covered with soap when Jen pulled her hands away. I leaned back to rinse and when I finished and opened my eyes, I was alone. Not only was i alone, my towel was gone.
"God damn it." I cursed quietly at being left nude in the women's showers. I turned the water off and rubbed what I could off with my hands before cracking the door to peek out. I quickly closed the door and groaned to myself. Standing expectantly in the aisle, with their arms crossed, were two women, not all that far from my age. I opened the door again and I could see them whispering to each other, clearly not in any hurry to leave. It didn't take long for me to put two and two together. I'd seen both of these women before in the swimming area. I guessed that Mandy had arranged this little surprise.
I took a deep breath and stepped out of the shower stall. "My new friends seem to be pranksters." I said to them, hoping they'd move aside and let me by.
"It would seem," the redhead said, still not moving.
"They suggested that you'd be more than willing to help us shower," the brunette added.
"I would?"
"Uh huh." The brunette answered with a grin. "So, you going to help us shower, or are we going to go over to the camp monitors trailer and tell them you've been in the women's shower?"
"It doesn't sound like I have a choice."
"It doesn't, does it?" the brunette agreed, pulling the towel off her body, leaving her naked. She had a pretty good sized bush between her legs, and fairly large, maybe C cup breasts that were nicely shaped. She tossed the towel over the door and used one hand on my chest to push me back into the shower. "They told us you kept taking your swim suit off out there and were swimming naked." She said quietly. "I had to admit, it was kind of a turn on, thinking of you swimming just a few dozen feet away, completely naked. Made me almost want to take mine off and join you."
"It did?"
"Uh huh. Mandy and Jennifer kept doing it right there in front of us. I can't tell you how many times I watched those two make each other climax."
"They were having fun, weren't they?"
"Uh huh." I heard the other woman say from behind me as she closed the door on the three of us. "It was making both of us really horny, but you know, we're not into girls, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah. I think I do."
"Well, when Mandy came by and suggested that we might be able to get some satisfaction with a nice big fat dick, well, how could I refuse?"
"And all you had to do was wait until they finished showering with me?"
"Something like that," the redhead answered.
"Explains why they didn't let me come." I mumbled to myself.
"What was that?"
"Nothing." I answered. "What if I wanted to just leave?"
"Well, we wouldn't stop you, but you should know, we aren't going to tell you where your towel is until you make us happy."
I nodded and sighed. "I see. Well, in that case, maybe we should get to showering?"
"I think that's a really nice idea." The brunette said. She turned and turned on the water and then after adjusting it, she stepped under the spray. The turned to face me and waited.
I stepped into the shower with her and reached down to lift one leg. I lifted her left knee and let her place her foot on the shower stall wall to brace herself, her legs now spread. I could see a significant amount of inner labia protruding from her fat outer lips, mostly hidden by her brown curls. I stepped to her and used one hand to cup her right breast and gently play with it while I used my right to rub my head between her lips. I nestled my head between her lips and then gently pushed into her several inches. I reached up and pushed the shower head away so it wasn't spraying us, and then started to work my shaft in and out of her, slowly lubricating my length once again.
"Ohhhh damn." She moaned softly. "I wanted you to do this to me out there in the lake so many times."
"Yeah?" I whispered.
"Oh yeah. I've never had sex in a lake before. For that matter, I've never had sex with a strange man before either."
"First time for everything," I answered as I worked my shaft in and out of her pussy. "I hope it's what you expect."
"Oh god. You have no idea. My husband isn't nearly as big as you are."
"You sure he isn't going to mind?"
"Who says I'm going to tell him?"
"Who says either of us are telling our husbands," the redhead said from behind me.
I concentrated on working in and out of her pussy, working my angle to make sure that my dick slid across her clit with almost each stroke. With both hands I massaged and teased her nipples, squeezing and pulling them gently. I could tell by her breathing that I was definitely getting her close. It was just a matter of how long, not if. How long turned out that it wasn't all that much longer. I felt her clench around my dick as she shuddered very slightly.
"Ohhhhhhh yessssss." She hissed quietly as her body trembled and her pussy spasmed around my fat dick. She turned her face to mine and wrapped both arms around my neck, pulling us together. She kissed me urgently, pressing her lips to mine hard as she continued to climax during her kiss. She broke the kiss and gently pushed me back, pulling me out of her pussy. "As much as I wanna feel you finish inside me, I need to let Samantha have her turn."
"Maybe I help her and then come back and finish in you?" I whispered.
"I wouldn't mind." She whispered back as she lowered her leg and pushed me back. My slick dick slipped from her and I turned to look at Samantha. She had red hair, bright pink nipples and areola, auburn curls on her mound and bright pink inner labia. Her boobs were easily a full D cup and she was standing, watching us, two fingers pushed into her pussy. I stepped toward her and pushed her back against the door to the cubicle. There was a little bench on one side to set stuff on, and I lifted her right leg and set her foot on that bench. I aimed my dick at her already wet pussy and pushed slowly into her.
"Ohhhhh fuck." She moaned loudly. "So fucking big!"
"You like?"
"Oh yeah!" she moaned quietly. "Fuck me honey. Fuck me hard!"
I started thrusting into her, driving hard and fast up into her so that her ass slapped against the shower door with each plunge. I honestly wasn't sure how long I was going to be able to last as I fucked her with abandon. I could tell she was getting as close as I was and it was going to be a race to see who came first.
"BAM BAM BAM" came the pounding on the door. "Hey! Some of us are waiting for showers. Why don't you take that somewhere else?" a rather perturbed female voice shouted from outside the shower stall.
"Oh shit!" Samantha hissed, pushing me away. "Yeah! um. Okay!" she answered loudly to the voice outside. "Sorry!" she turned to look at the brunette. "Terry, come on."
"Hey! Wait a second! What about me?" I asked, as the two started wrapping themselves in towels.
Samantha grinned. "Guess you lose. Jen said your towel would be back at camp waiting for you, with her in it."
"Oh shit. You're kidding me!"
"Uh uh." Samantha said, collecting her shower bag. She turned and opened the door and slipped out, Terry stepping past me and heading out as well, leaving me alone in the shower stall with the water still running. I rolled my eyes, shut off the water and pushed the door open again, this time walking out right in front of the angry woman.
"Hey dumb ass! This is the women's side!"
"Yeah. I kinda figured that out," I answered back as I headed for the exit.
"Why don't you put some fucking clothes on!?" she snapped angrily at my back as I walked away from her.
That was it. I'd had it. I stopped a few feet from the door and turned to face her, my hard dick still sticking out and glistening with Samantha's juices. "You know. I'd fucking love to. But someone thought it'd be fun to strand me in the ladies' room naked. Then then someone coaxed two of her friends to come tell me that if I had sex with them, they wouldn't tell on me and they'd give my towel back. Well, guess what. I don't have my towel. So at this point, you can loan me a towel, I can walk back naked or you can get naked and have sex with me too. At this point, I don't much care which," I snapped, standing with my hands on my hips and my still very turned on dick bouncing slightly with my pounding heart.
"Your friend did that to you?"
"She did." I agreed.
"That wasn't very nice."
"No, it wasn't. so? Do you want me to leave or what?"
"Go ahead. I'm sorry I yelled at you," she said a little contritely.
I nodded and headed out into the night. I didn't waste any time getting back to the darkness. I walked quickly to my campsite and sure enough there were Mandy and Jen, sitting naked. "Okay. Which of you had the bright idea to strand me?"
"Jen." Mandy said quickly.
"Did you have fun with Samantha and Terri?" Jen asked quickly.
"I'd have had more fun if we hadn't gotten interrupted," I grunted as I stepped over to Jen. I took her arm and pulled her from the chair. I turned her and pushed her butt to the edge of the table. I pushed her back further until she had to lay back on the table. I lifted her legs up and aimed my dick at her pussy. "So you get to have the end game." I grunted as I pushed hard into her.
She gasped as I drove into her pussy and then moaned as I started to stroke into her, driving hard with each stroke until my head smashed into her cervix. Over and over I plunged into her, watching her big tits roll and move on her chest. I could feel my climax building quickly as I drove my shaft into her velvety pussy over and over. "Hope you're ready for this." I grunted moments before I started coming inside her.



"Oh fuck yes." She gasped as my body spasmed and I started pumping shot after shot of cum into her pussy. I stood there, jerking with each new shot of juice deep into her. "ohhhhhhhh fuck yes." She moaned again as my body slowly stopped jerking, leaving my cock still partly hard, twitching occasionally as it oozed and leaked the remains of my climax into her.
I pulled from her pussy and wrapped my hand around my dick. I squeegeed the cum off my dick and then reached to her body. I rubbed it across her tits to wipe my hand off.
"HEY! Why did you do that?"
"Because I felt like it. Just like you felt like stranding me in the lady's shower," I answered her. "Now. it's getting late, I have to be up early. I'm going to bed," I snapped at them. I walked away and up the stairs into the camper. I closed the door and crawled into bed, exhausted.
I was dreaming. I knew I was dreaming, but I didn't care. It felt damn good. Laying boat seat, completely naked, my wife, equally naked, kneeling next to me, sucking my cock to make it hard. She licked and teased it, stroking under the mushroom head of my dick and that sensitive spot under my head. "Oh yeah." I groaned to her as she licked and played with it.
"You want me to fuck you?" She whispered, looking up at me from where she was.
"Hell yes." I groaned, feeling her climb onto the bench seat with me. She lifted herself up and then settled on my rock hard cock, my dick sliding deep into her wet depths. She started to move up and down, stroking herself up and down my shaft, leaning over so that her swinging tits would brush my chest, her nipples bouncing over and across mine tantalizingly. Up and down she moved, her moans growing louder as she and I both grew closer and closer to a climax. I loved hearing her moan that she was coming, and it wasn't long before I heard just that.
"What the hell?" I gasped as my body jerked hard. I felt my cock surging cum, but not into the air. I felt a hot wetness around me and knew my dick was buried in a pussy. A pussy that was squeezing and massaging me as she sat on my lap, my cock stuffed deep into her, surging shot after shot of cum into her. "Oh hell." I groaned as I reached up and found a pair of tits. They were large, but not nearly as large as Mandy or Jen. It was too dark to see who was sitting astride me, but I was tempted to guess. She sat on me, panting and gasping as her climax continued to control her body. Slowly her breathing eased. I felt her lean down until her tits pressed to my chest. She kissed me softly and whispered a thank you. Then she was pushing up off of me. I saw the light of a flashlight flick on after she was off, blinding me for a moment until it headed to the door. The camper door opened and moments later the light was cut off. I lay there letting the aftermath of my climax fade slowly. "Samantha!" I said to myself before closing my eyes and fading back to sleep.
It was too early, but I knew I needed to get up and start moving. It was going to take at least an hour to break down camp by myself. I pulled on a pair of shorts, my shoes and a shirt and went to work. I did everything but roll the two slide out rooms in and pull the power. I left the ac running and stripped. I looked for my swim suit and remembered that I'd hung it on the railing this morning after leaving it laying in the dirt last night. I opened the door, looking to see who might be able to see, and then darted to the railing to grab my suit. I pulled it on and then headed down the short hill to the water. It was still early, only a little past seven, so I had the beach to myself.
I waded out and lay back in the water to cool off one last time. I heard feet splash in the water and looked toward the shore. It took a few moments to realize it was the woman from the shower last night that had interrupted us. She was wading out in a see through beach wrap with some kind of modest lime green bikini on under it. She waded out part way so that the water was lapping around her knees. She stood looking at me for long seconds, and then much to my surprise, spread the beach wrap and pushed the bikini panty down. She pushed it down until she could step out of it as she bent over. She waded it up and threw it at the shorline, getting it hung up in the bushes. She reached behind her back and moments later her boobs were exposed, the top having been a band around her body with no shoulder straps. She threw that at the shorline as well and then turned back toward me.
She walked slowly toward me, almost as if she were intentionally giving me time to see her now naked body through the front of the still spread beach wrap. Her breasts were maybe a full firm C cup with large areola and large hard nipples poking out. She had a neatly shaved triangle of brown curls on her mound that tapered away between her legs. I stood up in the waist deep water as she walked toward me.
"I wanted to apologize." She said as she moved toward me, stopping once the water was up to her waist.
"For in the shower? You couldn't have known."
"No. not for that, for later."
"For later?" I asked confused.
"About two am?" I closed my eyes and took a breath and let it out slowly. "Yeah. That." She whispered.
"If you hadn't said anything, I wouldn't have known it was you."
"I know." She said softly. "You'd have assumed it was one of the other girls. But it wasn't. it was me. I was laying awake thinking about you. About your dick, about how it looked and how good the girls in the shower with you made it all sound. I haven't been fucked like that in, well, years. I knew you were alone and took a chance. You were sleeping naked, so it didn't take much to get you hard and ride on you."
"I see." I answered.
"My husband is still asleep," she said quietly. "I was watching you get ready to pull out and thought that I might not have a chance to talk to you again before you did. Then you came out here."
"I see."
"I wanted to apologize."
"You did that." I answered. "You didn't have to get naked to do that."
"I know." She said, her hands moving together, her fingers tangling tighter nervously.
"What's your name?"
"Emma."
"Emma. Pretty name. Is there something else you want, besides to apologize?"
"Maybe." She whispered nervously.
"Do you want to have sex again?" I asked point blank.
"Sorta."
"That explains naked," I answered. I reached for a hand and pulled her toward me. I backed away until we were almost chest deep in the water. I let go of her hand and undid the front of my suit. I pushed it down and then pulled her toward me again. I gripped her waist with both hands and lifted her and pulled her toward me until she reflexively wrapped her legs around me. I lifted her up enough to lift her boobs clear of the water and leaned my face toward her. I closed my lips around her right nipple and flicked my tongue across and around it, bringing a moan from her lips.
"No one has done that in years." She moaned softly as I teased her nipple and areola "God it's getting me so turned on."
"Good." I grunted as I switched to her left nipple and drew another moan from her. I moved my hands to hold her up under her butt cheeks, helping to hold her breasts above the water and also giving my fingers access to her pussy. I let my fingers stroke back and forth across her lips, teasing her down below as well as above.
"I bet this is what those girls were doing out here." She groaned. " I wish my husband would do something like this to me out here."
"Just like I wish my wife would let me do something like this to her," I said before moving back to her other nipple.
"We shouldn't be doing this." She moaned softly.
"No." I agreed.
"But we're going to, aren't we?" In way of answer I found my hard dick with my right hand and brought it to her until she could feel my engorged head rubbing back and forth across her lips. "Oh yes, we definitely are!" She grunted as I used my hands to push her hips back a little getting her to undo her legs, her weight pressing down on my head until she slid down over my head. With her legs sticking out on either side of me, and her hands clasped behind my neck, I started pushing my rock hard shaft in and out of her. I could feel myself slide further inside her, my dick soon pushing against the end of her tunnel. "Oh god, I don't believe I'm doing this." She moaned softly. "I don't believe I'm doing this. If feels so wrong and so good."
"Uh huh." I grunted as I worked myself in and out of her. I could feel my body responding to her tight depths, her velvety soft walls caressing my engorged head as my desire grew by the moment. I could see her tits bouncing and bobbing just under the surface of the water as our bodies bounced together.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come." She squeaked softly as I drove into her harder as my own climax pushed closer. Our bodies bounced under the water, her ass bouncing against me as her feet stuck up on either side of me. My hands pulled her hips down to me with each stroke as she held on behind my neck for balance. "Oh shit! Oh shit!" she gasped, her voice at least two octaves higher than before, as her pussy started to contract and spasm around me. "Oh god. I don't believe I'm doing this, I don't believe I'm doing thiiiiiiisssss!" she squealed like a little girl, as she climaxed around my rock hard shaft.
The change in sensation was enough to push me over the edge and I dove down into the abyss with her, my body jerking and pumping cum deep into her. She pulled herself to me, hugging me tightly and squeezing me with her legs again as my cock jerked and pumped cum into her panting body. "ohhhhh fuck fuck fuck." She moaned softly. "I can't believe I did this."
"Yeah." I panted in agreement.
She loosened herself from around me. I need to get back before Wally wakes up."
"Too bad. I was enjoying this."
"Me too. But sooner or later someone's going to come down here and my swim suit is all the way up on the shore."
"True." I answered as she unwrapped herself from me. She turned and started wading up to the shore. I stepped one foot out of my suit and then used my foot to move it to where I could grab it. I waded up to the shore after her, we were soon standing on the shore in the bushes getting dressed, my dick already starting to get firm again as I watched her boobs wiggle.
"Are you getting hard again? So soon?"
"Yeah. Thinking about last night."
"You liked last night?"
"I did. A lot. I wouldn't mind having you like that again. But this time I'd like to be able to suck those sexy nipples while we do it."
"You think we can?"
I pushed my swim suit back down and reached for one of her hands. I guided it to my dick. "Only one way to find out." I said quietly.
"Think we really should?"
"I think after what we already did, does it make a difference?"
"I guess not." She agreed quietly.
"Come on." I said pulling my suit back up. I took her by the hand and led her up to the camper and into it. I quickly undressed us both and pulled her into the bedroom. We climbed onto the bed with her straddling me. I felt her wet pussy press to my half hard dick as she leaned down to push her breasts toward my face.
We spent the next ten minutes with me sucking her nipples, first one and then the other, her hips rocking gently as she became more and more excited, her rocking sliding her pussy along my hardening dick.
"You know what I think?" She whispered.
"What's that?"
"I think you're hard enough to try it."
"Then by all means, put it in." I chuckled before closing my mouth around her nipple again. I felt her hand find my mostly hard dick and felt her press my head to her pussy. She had to wiggle it around a little to force it into her wet pussy, but after a few moments she got it into herself. I felt her hot wetness envelope me, the sensation flowing through me and helping to excite me more. She began to rock up and down with her hips sliding up and down my dick a few inches. Moment by moment she stroked longer and faster, moaning loudly in pleasure as she worked herself up the slope of her orgasm toward the pinnacle while my cock got rock hard inside her. She seemed to revel in the sensations of me nibbling her hard nipples while she slid her clit along my rock hard shaft. Over and over she plunged down on me, driving herself wild.
"OH fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck." She moaned over and over as she slapped herself hard down on my body, my shaft plunging deep into her and slamming against the end of her vagina. I could tell she was getting extremely close, and I wanted to come with her again, but I wasn't quite there yet. To be honest, I wasn't sure I was going to make it at all, but the sensations were just wonderful all the same. Up and down she stroked, plunging me hard and deep with every thrust. Her pussy clenched around me and she pushed hard down on my shaft as her legs and arms trembled. "Oh god, I'm coming." She whispered over and over as she climaxed around my hard dick. I stopped nibbling and changed to kissing and teasing her nipples gently, letting her climax run through her body and then drift away slowly.
"You didn't come." She whispered.
I shrugged. "Not quite, but that's okay. I enjoyed helping you come."
"I wish there was something I could do to get you off."
"I think it was just too much. I've had more sex in the last day than in the last three months put together."
"As long as I'm not leaving you disappointed."
"You're not." I whispered as I lifted my head to kiss her. We broke the kiss and got up. I washed my dick off in the bathroom and then dressed, while she watched. Then she dressed while I watched, both of us enjoying the parting little show. "I wonder if we'll cross paths again?"
"Do you come here often?" she asked softly.
"Usually just the big holidays."
"We're usually here for them too. Maybe we'll see each other?"
"Have to be careful. Wouldn't want our spouses to find out what we just did," I said as I pulled her tightly to me.
"You know. I've never cheated on my husband until today."
"Me either."
"You never cheated on your husband? Really?" she asked jokingly.
"You know what I mean."
"I do. I think this is something best left unsaid. I enjoyed this. More than I should have, but I enjoyed it none the less," She whispered as she wrapped her arms around me. She leaned into me and kissed me. "Thank you for making last night and this morning something memorable."
"Thank you too."
She stepped out of the trailer and I rolled the two rooms in. I walked out and closed the door, latching it and then putting the steps in while she watched. Last thing before leaving was to pull the power cable. I rolled the cable and stored it and then climbed into the truck. She stepped to the driver side window. "Thank you again." She whispered before I started the truck. I nodded and she stepped back. I pulled out of the spot and headed for the dump station. Coming to the lake was never going to be the same.
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Years ago, my wife and I had a much different sex life. When we were first married, we had sex whenever the mood struck us, and it struck often. We'd have sex wherever we were. Anyplace in the house, or out of it. The backyard, the car, even one time on a picnic table in the park. We had a group of friends that decided to start playing a naughty dare game. It included such things as being kissed while blindfolded to try and guess who kissed you. Dares to do things with your spouse in front of the whole group, things like that. Over a number of weeks, this turned into undressing and touching partners other than your spouse. We enjoyed the game and found it to be very stimulating, usually leading to some great sex either on the way home or once we got home. This morphed into some light oral sex and then making your spouse climax in front of everyone. Nancy, my wife was a little more hesitant when this kind of thing started, but usually got into it and had a good time once we got started. She seemed to be very turned on by both the exposure and watching the other couples, once she got over her initial hesitation.
Eventually things morphed to where one would expect. The day we both ended up having intercourse, blindfolded, but with someone else in the group was the last day we played the game. Even though it had been friends we had sex with, we were still concerned about how it might impact our relationship. We never knew who it was we had sex with, but it wasn't something we felt we needed to be doing in our relationship and we reduced our participation in the game after that point. In time, we ended up moving for my job and we fell away from that group of friends.
Over the following years our family grew and the opportunities for this kind of play diminished, and as that happened, my wife seemed to grow more and more reserved. I'd hoped once the kids were all grown and out of the house that maybe some of the fun we had in our younger years would rekindle. Even when she was pregnant, I was still able to convince her to go naked while hiking with me and we'd made love in the woods several times over the years, even after the birth of our first. When we went canoeing, we always tried to find quiet little places to have sex, including one time in the middle of the river. Of course, that kind of thing faded away when we were out with our kids. Even though I had hopes they would return after our kids were grown, those times have remained a thing of the past. Sex had become relegated to the bedroom and even then, very infrequently. I guess that's what comes of being together for almost forty years.
It was less than a week ago that we were out fishing. We had the lake practically to ourselves. It was supposed to be a cloudy day, but the sun came out and the temperature soared. Before long, it was in the high eighties or low nineties, something we were not dressed for. We both had on long sleeves and long pants, expecting temperatures to hover in the low seventies at most with occasional spritzes of rain. Normally if it's going to be this hot, we wear swimsuits to stop and take a dip. I drove us slowly around the points and bays on an area of the lake, trolling for white bass, getting hotter and hotter. I finally shut down the engine in a back bay, suggesting we get wet. As expected, she protested we didn't have swimsuits. My response was, "Look around. We're the only boat around here. Who's going to see?"
She argued that anyone coming around would see and she didn't plan on being the main attraction in a porn show. I shook my head and said I was going in anyway. I stripped and slipped into the pleasantly warm water. I didn't need to stay in long. Maybe five minutes or so and I was comfortably cooled off. I climbed out, with a hard-on of course, and toweled off with a small towel I kept in the boat before getting dressed again.
The entire rest of the trip she seemed upset with me. I thought it was a perfect opportunity for us to go skinny dipping again, something we haven't done in such a long time. She apparently didn't agree. Nearly all week she was peeved at me. I've known her for long enough to know all her moods. At least I thought I did. She barely spoke to me, her normal mode when she was upset with me, but she never stayed mad this long. I tried to broach the subject to at least give me an opportunity to apologize. She simply responded that there was nothing to apologize for, before turning and walking out of the room. I should have paid more attention to her parting words. "If you think showing off is such a great thing, then maybe you need to do just that."
It was Saturday night, dinner was done and put away and I was sitting in the den watching some tv, typical Saturday night. I expected my wife to come down and join me, which she did, just not alone. She came in with Diane, our next-door neighbor, and Trina, her best friend. I've known Trina for at least twenty years. She and my wife have always been there for each other, and I have been asked to frequently help her out with things, especially after her divorce. Over the years she's put on a bit more weight, but then so have I and my wife.
Diane is much younger than we are. Thirty-four I think. She and her husband moved in a few years ago and she made fast friends with my wife. Her husband is a nice enough guy, but he and I haven't exactly hit it off. We're what I would call passing friends, but definitely not GOOD friends. We help each other out from time to time, chat in the yard, even had him over a number of times for cookouts. But we've never been the close friends that my wife and Diane are.
"Scott! Stand up!" my wife said in a commanding tone as she walked in and stood between me and the TV.
"Huh?"
"Stand up!" she said sharply.
"Why?"
"Because I asked you to."
"Told me to?"
"Told you to," she agreed.
I pushed up off the sofa and stood up. She reached for my arm and pulled me towards the tv, swapping places with me. The three of them sat on the sofa and my wife used the remote to turn off the TV. "Take off your clothes," she said as she set down the remote.
"Say what!?" I said in surprise...no shock is more like it.
"I said take off your clothes."
"What the hell? No, I'm not taking my clothes off!" I snapped back.
"No? Really? But you expect me too!"
"I expect you to what?"
"Take off my clothes."
"I'm lost!" I said, shaking my head.
"You expected me to get undressed out in the middle of the lake, where anyone could see me naked."
"Is that what this is about? First off, it wasn't the middle of the lake, it was a secluded bay. Second, there were virtually no boats anywhere around, and third, it's nothing we haven't done before in the past."
"Key words there. The past! Someone could have come by!" she interrupted.
"Yeah, a boat could have come by. But it didn't. And I would have been as naked as you were."
"So? A bunch of guys couldn't care less about looking at another naked man, but a naked woman?"
"Good Lord," I said, shaking my head in dismay.
"You've tried a bunch of times in the last few years to show my body off. Wanting to go to nudie beaches, skinny dipping, naked hiking, and fucking in the woods! I don't know why you think it's such a great thing to show my naked body off. I'm NOT that good looking! I'm old and fat!"
I looked at her stunned. "Show off your body? You think that's what this is all about? Somehow showing you off? Hell no. I love how you look. I loved having sex with you outside all those times we used to do that. All those other things we did seemed to turn you on all those years ago. I know you don't want to show off like that anymore. But it's a turn on to think that there's a chance we might be discovered. The idea IS NOT to intentionally expose you to anyone but me!"
"That was a long time ago when we were young and stupid. We're grown up now," she snapped.
"But didn't it make your heart pound a little faster? Make what we were doing a little more special?"
"What does that have to do with this?" my wife asked.
"Everything! Don't you get it? It's about keeping things changing, not just doing things that are routine, predictable. Hell, spontaneity is about gone from our relationship, at least that way. If it isn't planned, almost scheduled, we don't even have sex anymore."
"And skinny dipping is somehow going to fix that?"
"Sure. We could have swum naked, played around with each other, maybe had sex in the lake or in the boat. It would have been fun and different. It would have been more like what we did when we were first married."
"And if we got caught?"
"What was the worst that could have happened? A boat with a couple guys would have seen you in wet underwear. I mean I could have gotten your bra and underwear and you could have put them on before getting into the boat. So, there wasn't much risk. But you didn't even want to try! You didn't want to even entertain the idea!"
"You sure didn't have any trouble getting naked out there."
"Like I said, not much risk."
"And what if the boat didn't have just guys in it? What if it had a woman? You weren't worried about flashing your junk at some strange woman?"
"Not particularly. I mean, that one time on the river we had to hide in the bushes, remember that? There were girls in that group we didn't know."
"There were, but I got the feeling you were less worried about flashing them than keeping the guys from seeing me."
"I was. I knew you wouldn't want to be gawked at by a bunch of guys. But it was fun just the same, right?"
"Not all that fun for me," she said with a frown.
"But you think it was fun for me?"
"I know it was, or you wouldn't have kept trying to get me to do it again."
"You think maybe that it was doing it WITH you that made it special and fun?"
"No. I think you're just an exhibitionist at heart. Why else the nude beach suggestions? That's clearly not private or just risky. It's flat out in your face getting naked in public. THAT is not the same as what we did when we were younger!"
"It was a very secluded nude beach. I mean not that many people even had access. It wasn't like I was going to show you off to the world. I just figured we could play naked in the ocean. You didn't even have to get all the way naked. I was just going to pull down the top of your suit."
"You wouldn't have stopped there. You wouldn't have been happy until it was all the way off of me."
"Okay. Fine, I probably would have tried to get it all the way off."
"And fuck me on the beach or in the ocean. Last thing I want is sand ground into places it's not meant to be."
"Yeah, yeah. I heard all those arguments when we were out East. It was a one-off chance and you were too prudish to take it. Seems like you're that way about anything that isn't in the bedroom. Don't you think that maybe it's fun for me to do it places besides the bedroom?"
"Oh, I get that just fine. Just that I don't think it's going to be all that fun for me. I mean, come on. You think laying on the hard wood of the table is more fun than a soft bed? Not to mention we eat on that table."
"So? The table can be washed."
"Well, you think all this stuff is fun, well, here's your chance. Take off your clothes and then tell me how much fun it is to be exposed."
"In front of our friends?"
"Sure, if it's so much fun, I'd think you'd jump at the chance. You used to like to get naked in front of our friends. In fact, I seem to remember you liking to stand there and jack off in front of them too!"
"I see. I get it now. This is your idea of forcing me to quit asking you to do things. Isn't it?"
"Well, it's in your court. Put up or shut up."
"Fine. If I do, then you're going to have to start agreeing to do things."
"What? That isn't the deal."
"What's the point in asking if I know you're never going to say yes. Uh uh. I do this, you have to start saying yes to at least some of my suggestions."
"I don't think so," my wife said shaking her head.
"No? Then I don't think so either. You set this up, not me. This is your idea to embarrass me into stop asking you to do things. No, if you want me to do this, there needs to be some gain for me here. I mean, let's face it, once I do this, your friends will forever know what I look like naked."
"Well, it'll take more than you just taking your clothes off if you want me to do something like a nudie beach," my wife said. I had no doubt that she just realized that her plan was going to fail. I was more than willing to take my clothes off in front of all three of them if it meant that I'd get her to agree to at least SOME of my suggestions. "You wanna have sex with me where we might get caught, then I think you should go first. You should have to be seen having sex."
"What? So, we're going to have sex in front of Diane and Trina?" I asked in confusion.
"Nope. Not me. Just you."
"Just me? I don't get it."
"You get naked and have to jack off," my wife said, sure she once again had the situation back in hand.
"Really? That's what you want me to do?"
"Come on. I know you do it in the shower. I'm sure you can do it out here for them."
"Huh. Okay. But I wouldn't be having sex alone out there. We'd be having sex together. So, if I do you have to also."
"Have to what?"
"Get naked and play with yourself."
"In front of them?"
"This was your idea. I guess it really was all about trying to embarrass me. Besides, if I go through with it, you have to say yes to some of my suggestions. Well, here's the first one. I get naked and start stroking myself, then you get naked."
"Why?"
"A little visual stimulation of course."
"Come on, Nancy. Seems to me that's a fair request," Diane said. "You said there was no way he'd ever go through with it. Seems to me like you lost on that bet."
"But having to do that in front of you two?"
"I'll do it with you," Diane said. "I'm curious to see if he'll go through with it."
"But naked in front of him? You'd do that?"
"He's gonna be naked, right? Why not? Besides, he's seen me in bikinis a bunch of times. This isn't much more than that."
"I don't believe this," my wife said quietly.
"It was your idea," Trina said quietly.
"Thanks for that support!"
"That's what friends are for," she said with a chuckle.
"You just wanna see him get naked!" my wife said with a scowl.
"Uh huh. Why not? I mean if he's gonna do it, might as well enjoy the show."
"So? We're doing this?" I asked my wife.
"I guess we are. If you have the balls to strip in front of our friends."
"Oh, I do. Like Diane says. I've seen her in bikinis plenty of times. I guess she deserves a little payback." I reached for my t-shirt and pulled it up and off. I tossed it into my wife's lap and then bent over to pull off my shoes and socks. I stood up again and pushed down my shorts, leaving me in just my briefs. "You ready for this?" I asked, looking at my wife but thinking more about Diane in a bikini than anything else.
"You aren't really going to go through with this, are you?" my wife asked seeming to be surprised that I would go through with it.
"Why not?" I asked as I pushed my briefs down, my hard-on poking out at an angle as I bent to slide them down my legs and step out of them. "Well, here it is. Now it's your turn," I said as I reached down and grasped my dick. I started to slowly stroke myself, waiting for my wife to start taking her clothes off.
With a huff, she stood up and pulled her t-shirt up and off. I didn't understand what her hesitation was all about. She was getting naked in front of other women. It shouldn't be a big deal. Hell, she'd been naked in front of Trina a bunch of times over the years. My attention was pulled from looking at my wife to Diane, who stood up and started pushing her shorts down. She straightened up and stood there, using her feet to work her shorts off. I could see the little pink panties she had on were obviously wet between her legs. She pushed her panty down and bent to push them all the way to her feet and step out of them. Standing naked below her waist, she pulled her tank top up and off, tossing it onto the arm of the sofa. I was torn between where to look, at her completely shaved teenage looking pussy or at the small B cup tits that were suddenly exposed as she unclipped the front of her lacy pink bra.
"There you go! Eat your heart out!" she said as she sat down on the sofa again. She pulled her feet up onto the sofa next to her and pushed her knees apart to completely expose her pussy. Her full round lips were as evenly tanned as the rest of her body with virtually no hint of tan lines. She had just the smallest amount of inner lip protruding from her full round outer lips. She reached between her legs and gently stroked a finger up her lips, letting it spread her pussy apart to dip into it. "Now, aren't you supposed to be stroking that big cock?"
"Uh. Sorry," I mumbled, looking back to my now naked wife, looking at me with a rather disgusted look on her face. I stood in front of the three, looking between my wife and Diane, who was stroking her pussy with one finger. Up and down her slit she worked her finger, pushing into herself at the bottom of her stroke and circling her clit at the top of her stroke.
I could easily imagine pushing my cock into her pussy and shoving it deep into her as she pushed her finger deep into herself. She looked at me with her tongue licking her lips sexily, her eyes glued to my cock as she pushed her finger in and out of her pussy. "God, I could so suck that cock," she whispered as I involuntarily took a small step towards her.
"I thought he was supposed to be doing this for us," my wife said quietly.
"He is, but God it's making me so fucking horny!" Diane answered. She slipped off the sofa onto her knees, pushing them apart so she could continue to stroke herself. "Come on Scott. Squirt that cum all over me."
"DIANE!" my wife said sharply. "What are you doing?"
"Enjoying the show! Haven't you ever had a stripper at a party?" she asked, looking at my wife.
"Hell no!"
"You don't know what you're missing. Come on down here and tease him. Suck his cock!"
"I don't do that. It's nasty!" my wife answered.
"God, you are so missing it," Diane said as she scooted a little closer to me and then put her hand back between her legs. She used her other hand on one of her breasts, squeezing it and playing with her nipple, while she sat with her knees apart right in front of me. "Come on Scott. Let me have all that cum. Squirt it all over me!"
"Oh God," I groaned, looking down at her sexy little tits and her face. I stroked my rock-hard cock, my hand sliding all the way up over my engorged head and drawing all the pre-cum down my shaft to lubricate my hand. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, inviting me to squirt it into her mouth. "Damn. Gonna come," I groaned as my body inched closer to the inevitable. With a grunt my body jerked, pushing my dick out the end of my fist as the first squirt of cum flew through the air towards her, landing across her face, part of it in her mouth and part of it landing on her face. I pushed my dick down towards her as my body jerked and spasmed, shot after shot of cum lancing out and splattering on her face, neck and tits.
She leaned back until she was sitting on the carpet. She lifted and pushed her legs apart, completely exposing herself to me. She pushed two fingers into her pussy and began to stroke herself frantically, pumping her fingers in and out as she moaned and gasped. The sound of her pussy became more than wet. It almost sounded like she was pumping her fingers in and out of a balloon full of water. "OH FUCK!" she cried as she lay all the way back, pulling her fingers out of her pussy. She sat up and reached for my legs and pulled me towards her until I was straddling her, my dick leaking cum drips down onto her pussy as she lay back down. She stuffed her fingers in herself again, pumping them frantically in and out for a few more moments and then pulled them out. A gush of juices spewed up at me from below, her cum splattering against my now softening dick as I looked down at her. Three times she gasped out another "oh fuck" as she squirted at me. "Oh God damn!" she panted as she lay on the carpet below me. "God that was a hard one."



I looked over at my wife, who was sitting, looking stunned, clearly not sure what to think.
Diane sat up, leaned towards me and kissed my softened dick before crawling out from under me. She stood up shakily and stepped to the sofa. She used the tank top to wipe the cum from her face before pulling it on, not bothering to put on her bra. She pulled her shorts on, leaving her panties on the sofa, pulling them up over her still leaking pussy. "I gotta go. I need to go attack my husband before I throw yours down and start fucking him!" she said, almost running from the room without looking back.
"Jesus," my wife whispered, drawing my attention more fully to her. Only now did I notice that she had a hand between her legs, her fingers gently rubbing her pussy, maybe even without thinking about it. I stepped over to her and slowly knelt down in front of her. I reached out for her knees and gently pushed them apart. She spread her knees, reluctantly at first, and then more willingly as I leaned in towards her. She closed her eyes as I gently kissed her thigh, knowing now what I was intending. She accepted my intent and allowed me to have my way with her pussy.
I slowly licked up her surprisingly wet pussy lips, tasting her sweet juices. Usually when I start licking her, she tastes quite tangy, and as I get her more turned on her juices become sweeter and wetter, so I could tell by her taste that she was already extremely excited. "Ohhhhhhh damn," she moaned softly as I pushed my tongue between her lips and flicked it over her clit. I used my fingers to spread her lips and expose her clit. I started to circle my tongue around and around her clit, shifting periodically to flick across it instead. Each time I did that she jerked and twitched, her orgasm racing towards completion. Over and over I teased her. If I hadn't already come, by now I'd be kneeling between her legs with my dick sliding in and out of her, but since that wasn't an option for me, I pressed the middle finger of my left hand into her pussy and crooked it upward to stroke the top of her tunnel.
"OH YES!" she squeaked as I found that perfect spot deep inside her. I rubbed the tip of my finger on that spot while I licked and teased her clit. It was only a few short minutes before her body started to tremble slightly. As I worked, her body shuddered more before she arched her back, her whole body rigid as her pussy clenched around my finger. "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she gasped as her orgasm washed over her. Slowly she started to relax, her body slumping into the sofa as she panted for breath. "Oh my," she whispered. "Sorry Trina."
"For what?" she asked from the far side of the sofa, where she moved to after Diane left. I looked over at her, my face covered with my wife's pussy juice, my dick no longer completely soft, but arching slightly as it started to slowly harden again. But her eyes were glued once again to my dick.
"You didn't sign on for an orgy."
"Wasn't exactly an orgy, but I have to say, it was pretty damn interesting. Gotta remember, I haven't seen a hard dick for almost fifteen years."
"You want to take advantage of the opportunity? No telling when you might see it again," I said to Trina, stepping from my wife's now lowered legs to stand in front of her, my legs almost touching the sofa.
"Scott!" my wife snapped at me.
"What? This was your idea!" I answered, letting my hand grasp my dick and start stroking it hard again.
"So, you're just going to stand there and jack off again in front of her?"
"Why? You want me to screw you with it instead?"
"Hell no! But you can't just stand there and do that!"
"Why not? I might still be horny!"
"So, you're going to just let her watch again?"
"Actually, since you don't want to take care of it, I thought she might want to help."
"She might want to help?" my wife asked incredulously.
"Yeah. I thought she might," I answered, reaching for Trina's hand and coaxing it towards my dick. She very hesitantly let me pull it to my hard-on and wrap her fingers around it. I used my hand to help her stroke my shaft, letting go only when I thought she was going to continue rather than pull her hand away. I leaned over slightly and stroked her bare thigh below the leg of her shorts and then let my fingers move up further, tracing to her shorts covered crotch.
"What the hell are you doing?" my wife snapped at me.
"Just returning the favor."
"I never said anything about touching anyone, especially not my friend!"
"What? You expect her to just sit there and watch as you get some, and pretend it's all okay? Some friend," I answered my wife as I started to stroke Trina's crotch, sliding my fingers up and down as she spread her legs a little further apart. "She doesn't seem to be complaining."
"Jesus Scott! She's my friend!"
"You're right. You know, when I come it's gonna make an awful mess on your shorts and shirt," I said to Trina.
"It probably will," she agreed without changing her strokes along the length of my dick.
"Maybe we need to do something about it before that happens."
"Like what?"
"We could take them off?"
"Probably a good idea."
"TRINA!"
"What? He's right!" she said quickly before letting go of my dick to pull her shirt up. Over the years I'd seen her in a variety of swimsuits, some one-piece and some two, so I wasn't actually seeing anything I haven't seen before, except maybe her bra. "You know, I don't suppose it would hurt if you took my shorts off, would it?"
"TRINA!" my wife cried again. "SCOTT!" she cried at me as I reached to Trina's hips and pushed my thumbs into the elastic waistband of her shorts. She pulled her legs back towards herself until she could hook her heels on the edge of the sofa, and even though her knees were spread widely, lifted her butt off the sofa. I pushed her shorts down over her butt, stopping once I hit her thighs. She unhooked her heels from the sofa and stuck her legs straight up, pressing them together. I pulled her shorts up her legs and off over her stocking feet. I looked down at her and realized that I'd also taken her underwear with her shorts, leaving her naked except for her bra. Her pussy pushed out between her thighs at me as she continued to hold her legs in the air. I wasn't sure if she realized I'd pulled off her underwear too.
"Oops," I said, pulling her underwear from her shorts and holding it up, doing my best to still see her pussy before she freaked out and covered it.
"SCOTT!" my wife exclaimed, looking at me in shock.
"Oh well," Trina said. "I guess we didn't really want your cum all over them either," She continued as she spread her legs and lowered one on either side of me. Her pussy was covered in dark ringlets of damp hair, nearly obscuring the inner labia protruding from between her full round lips.
"TRINA! That's my husband you're showing it off to!"
"It is. But then you started it by making him flash us. You didn't really think we could watch that and NOT get turned on, did you?"
"I can understand getting a little turned on, but this?"
"It's not like I'm going to have sex with him. Just helping him get off."
"And letting him do the same for you?"
"If things were reversed, would you let him, or pretend you didn't get all hot and bothered and then go home and play with a dildo?"
"I guess I'd let him," my wife agreed.
"Okay. BUT NO SEX SCOTT!"
Trina grinned and reached for my dick again while I reached for the little clip on the front of her bra. If I was going to look, I might as well see it all! I unsnapped the little clasp and the elastic sprung apart, taking the cups with it. Her breasts were obviously soft, deforming into two thick rounded pancakes, her bright pink areola covering only a small amount of each c cup breast, her rock-hard nipples centered in each puckering areola. I let my fingers gently squeeze and pull her right nipple while the fingers of my right hand moved back between her legs, stroking her incredibly soft, wet lips. "Oh my God," she gasped as I slipped one finger between her lips and across her hard clit. "Oh don't stop. Please don't stop." Her hands stroked my dick, her right hand squeezing as it slipped over my head, imitating a pussy.
Her hand stroked my precum over my head and down my shaft as my growing excitement caused it to leak at a surprising rate. She closed her eyes and let my attention to her body start to overtake her. She lifted her legs and spread them even further, one hooking over my wife's bare leg, letting me see both their bare pussies at the same time. I stroked up and down her slit, coaxing more and more of my finger into her vaginal opening each time until I was pushing it into her much like a small dick. In and out I pushed it, rolling my hand to be able to press my thumb on her clit at the same time. She moaned loudly and tried to rock her hips in time with my strokes, the first man driven orgasm she'd had in years racing higher and higher.
Her hands stroked my dick, pushing it down towards her pussy at the same time, clearly wishing to replace my finger with it. "Oh God, fuck me," she moaned as she changed her grip to push my engorged head against her lips, trying to work it around my fingers into her vagina. I knew better and didn't let her do it. Instead, I moved my thumb and let her rub the tip back and forth over her clit, teasing both of us at the same time.
"Oh damn. I'm going to come," she gasped, trying to stroke my dick and rub her clit with it at the same time, her hand spreading her slick juices up and down my shaft. She arched her back and lifted her pussy towards me as her legs started to tremble. I could feel her wet pussy clenching around my finger, so I pushed it deep into her and curled it up to stroke the top of her tunnel. "Ahhhhh," she gasped loudly as her whole body shuddered and spasmed in a massively hard climax.
She held the tip of my head between her lips, pushing it down all the way to where my finger was pushed into her and tried to force my engorged head into her with my finger. I moved my hand from her nipple and wrapped it around her hand on my dick, coaxing her to stroke me again. I was nearly there and knew I'd be coming any second. I stared at her sexy pussy and watched her stroke me, my head aimed at her pussy as my orgasm reached its peak.
My body spasmed and a powerful shot of cum lanced from my dick as my body thrust forward, sending it up over her body all the way to her face. Three powerful surges of cum lanced out onto her body before I was left twitching and drooling the remaining cum onto her pussy. To my surprise, she let go of my cock and used one hand to collect the cum from her face, looking still lustfully at me, licking my cum from her fingers, while her other hand massaged the cum on her pussy into her lips. Once she'd licked her fingers, she used that hand to massage the cum on her chest and stomach in like lotion.
"TRINA! I can't believe you just did that! Licking his semen like that?"
"What? It's good! Good thing we took off all my clothes," she said with a smile, looking back at me. "If we do this again and I can't, I might have to let you come in my mouth to keep from making such a mess."
"TRINA!"
"What? You've never taken his load in your mouth?"
"Hell no! That's disgusting!"
"Oh no, it's anything but. You come in his mouth when he's licking you. He doesn't complain. Hell, he even likes it. He doesn't call it gross or nasty. Why say that about his?"
"Because it is. It's slimy and gooey and it doesn't taste all that good."
"Maybe not to you," she answered. "Does to me."
"Well now that I met your challenge, you have to start accepting some of my requests."
"Reasonable requests!" my wife said quickly.
"Not reasonable by your standards. We've already been doing that. Uh Uh. Reasonable by mine!"
"No way. You'd strip me naked in public and call that reasonable."
"I wouldn't. But I would undress you and have sex along a remote hiking trail if I thought no one would come by, or maybe take you off the side of the walking trail behind some bushes and make out a little to get us both warmed up.
"THOSE ARE NOT reasonable," she snapped back.
"Why not?"
"Someone might see us!"
"Hell, there's always a risk of that, even in our own house. We could be doing it right here and Trina or Diane or one of the kids could walk in on us."
"Which is why we have sex in the bedroom, where it belongs."
"Which is why our sex life sucks!" I snapped back at her.
"That's not my fault!"
"Actually, it is," Trina said softly, sitting up and pulling her legs together. "You complain that Scott always does the same thing, but what choices do you leave him?"
"There's lots of things he can do."
"Uh huh. As long as it's lying in bed in the bedroom with the door closed," I answered.
"So?"
"So besides today, when was the last time you had sex with him someplace besides in bed?"
"I don't know."
"See, you've taken all the spontaneity out of it. You want to say he doesn't make it interesting, but you've taken away all the tools to do that. Why not have sex out by a hiking trail?"
"Someone might see!"
"So?" I asked.
"It'd be embarrassing!"
"Yeah, for both of us. But isn't good sex worth a little risk?" I asked
"NO!"
"Nancy! For Pete's sake! Your husband is telling you every way possible that after 30 years of being married, you still excite him sexually! I'd have given my eye teeth to have Eric still excited about me after only fifteen years, and you're pushing him away! You WANT him to go looking somewhere else?"
"NO! But I also don't wanna become the next internet special!"
"Oh sweetie. You are soooo missing it! Scott. You two go walking three times a week, right?"
"Yeah, usually."
"On the trail through the park, right?"
"Yeah," I answered with a shrug.
"What did you say earlier? That you'd pull her off into the bushes and make out? Like what? Kissing?"
"Kissing, a little groping, maybe even flashing each other a little bit."
"And you don't want him to do that why?"
"Well, for starters, because we might be seen by someone."
"Okay, let's say we ignore that one. Anything else keeping you from doing something like that with your husband?"
"Mostly because he never wants to do anything like that when I'm interested in sex. It's always on his schedule."
"That true Scott?"
"Maybe. Problem is, she's never interested."
"That's not true! Sometimes I am and you ignore me!"
"Not on purpose. I never know when you're interested until I'm starting something, and you shut me down because you're not."
"You just don't listen when I'm telling you I am."
"You don't ever tell me," I said with a scowl, standing with my hands on my hips.
"I do too!"
"How? How do you tell him you're interested?"
"I don't know. I just sorta do," my wife answered with a shrug.
"So, in other words, you expect him to know, but you don't ever SAY you are," Trina said as my wife started to protest. "NO. Don't say it Nancy! I'm betting you don't and just expect him to figure it out, and then you're mad that he doesn't catch on and do something. God Nancy. It's no wonder he's frustrated. Between you not saying anything and then taking away all the things that make sex fun and interesting, it's amazing he hasn't gone looking elsewhere."
"I have not!" Nancy protested.
"Fine. Prove it. This week, pick a day that you're horny. You don't need to tell him but I want YOU to pull him into the bushes and kiss and play with him so that when you two get home you're both hot and ready."
"I'm not doing that!" Nancy snapped.
"No? I dare you to. I dare you to pull him off the trail and show him your tits and let him suck on them."
"Dare me? Seriously?"
"You didn't have any trouble daring him to do this! Right?"
"Maybe."
"Come on. I dare you."
"And if I don't?"
"If you don't, I'll come over Saturday and kneel right in front of him and suck his cock until he puts his whole load in my mouth."
"Somehow that doesn't sound like anything particularly like a penalty," my wife answered.
"Fine. I'll do it in the bushes by the trail."
"Topless!" my wife added.
"Topless," she agreed. "Now. About what's reasonable. How are you two going to agree on what's reasonable? Clearly stripping her in a public place isn't."
"Wait a second. Skinny dipping at the lake is NOT unreasonable. It wasn't particularly public. No one else was around, it was just us two."
"If there weren't other boats around, or likely to be, then yes, that's a reasonable request to me."
"It's not to me!" my wife snapped
"Shit honey! NOTHING is reasonable to you when it comes to sex outside the bedroom."
"Like what? Besides skinny-dipping?" my wife said angrily.
"Well, your swimsuit for one. I swear, you pick the most unflattering swim-suits. That thing you wear now makes me think about that little girl in Willy Wonka that turned into a blueberry!"
"Well, all you want to do is get me into a bikini! I'm NOT wearing a bikini. I'm old and heavy and I don't think anyone wants to look at an old woman's body."
"But you won't let me pick ANYTHING for you that looks sexy. Even if it isn't a bikini!"
"So why not?" Trina asked.
"Because he picks stuff that shows too much!" my wife argued.
"I don't think it's unfair to let him pick something that he thinks looks sexy. Why not let him?"
"Because I'll hate it!"
"But if he loves it, who cares?" Trina asked.
"Fine, you wear what he picks."
"Why don't you just let him pick something and wear it for him next time you go to the lake?"
"Fine," my wife said with irritation dripping from her words. "I can always cover it up with shorts and a shirt."
"Uh uh. Defeats the whole idea. If you're going to wear a shirt and shorts, why even bother with a swimsuit?" I asked.
"What do you wear?" Trina asked me.
"What she picked for me," I said with a shrug.
"So, pick your suit and she'll wear it, with NO coverups," Trina said.
"Says who?" my wife snapped.
"Come on Nancy! Your husband is trying to make you look sexy to him."
"But I'm not going to like it!"
"Why not?"
"Because it'll show too much."
"What's too much?" Trina asked her.
"My crotch, my boobs, my fat stomach."
"You don't have a fat stomach," Trina said with a frown.
"Fine, you wear what he wants to buy," my wife snapped.
"Maybe I should, if you're afraid it shows too much. Of course, you could also pick something of your own for him and he'll wear it. Right? Scott, whatever you pick, get one for her and one for me. We'll both wear them. Has to cover boobs and crotch and belly button. And if you're planning on skinny-dipping and trying to get her to have sex with you in the lake, I won't stop you. In fact, I might even join you, on the skinny-dipping part. That is what I call reasonable. Don't you Nancy?"
"I guess," she answered with a frown.
"Good. Now, I'm going to get dressed and go home and get some sleep. I think maybe you two need a little more sex before you call it a night," she said as she got up. She stood in front of me and dressed, leaving her bra and underwear off. She blew me a kiss on the way to the front door and disappeared.
"Well? You wanna do anything else?"
"Not tonight," she said, getting up from the sofa and walking away. "You should have had enough fun for one night."
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Sunday morning came. It was her usual day to allow me to have sex. And yes, I mean it exactly like that, allows me to have sex with her. When she woke up, she got up and left the room, her usual signal that she isn't interested. I sighed and got up, knowing I had a lot of work to do outside when I'd rather be going fishing. I dressed and ate some breakfast while she watched TV, clearly trying to ignore me, apparently upset at what had happened last night. I wasn't going to let her place the blame on me for any of it. She started it by intending to humiliate me in front of her friends. That it didn't turn out like she planned wasn't my fault.
It had rained the day before, so I had all my regular Saturday chores to do today, starting with mowing the grass. Fortunately, I have a garden tractor. It was looking to be a warm day, already up in the seventies. It took me almost an hour to finish. I was in the shed putting away the tractor when I heard someone behind me.
"Scott." I heard Diane say quietly as the shed got slightly darker. I turned around and saw Diane standing behind me, pulling one of the shed doors closed. She let go of the door and then pulled her t-shirt up and off, letting it drop to the shed floor before pushing her shorts down. She stood as naked as she had been the night before. "I was kind of hoping that I'd find you outside this morning."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Last night, things didn't quite go as I hoped. I mean after I left. John wasn't quite as enthused as I was about sex."
"Because of me?"
"Oh, no. He doesn't know anything about that. No, he just wasn't at all interested in sex, and this morning he went golfing instead of having sex with his naked wife. I thought maybe you wouldn't mind taking last night just a little further."
"A little further? I don't think I should be cheating on Nancy."
"Oh. I didn't mean I needed you to have sex with me, but I wouldn't mind if you helped me get a little relief, if you know what I mean?" she asked as she stepped towards me. She reached for my shorts front and started undoing the button while she leaned towards me to kiss me on the lips. "I wouldn't mind if you touched me a bit, maybe helped me to get off," she said as I stood there, unmoving. As she kissed me, my pants falling to my ankles, I couldn't help but return her kiss. I kissed back as she pushed my briefs down, and gave in to her advances, wrapping my arms around her. I suppose if Nancy had been interested this morning, I wouldn't be letting my naked neighbor so easily coax me into messing around.
Her hand stroked my cock while my hands roamed up and down the back of her body, including her tight little butt, cupping both cheeks and squeezing them.
"Mmmmm. I wanted to do this last night so bad," she whispered as she pushed my now rock-hard dick down between her legs. I could feel her hot, wet pussy lips rub against the top of my shaft as she pushed her hips towards me. "I'd really like to have it inside me," she whispered as she started to rock her hips, dragging her wet lips along my shaft. I let go of her butt and slid my hands up her body, cupping her small breasts and squeezing them slightly. As much as I liked what she was doing, I couldn't help but take advantage of what was in front of me. I slid my hands back down to her butt and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs and arms around me and gave out a little squeal of surprise. I turned and set her on the little waist high work counter I'd built along one wall, her bare cheeks setting on the Formica top. She released her legs from around me and I knelt down in front of her, pushing her knees apart. I'd seen her pussy last night, but now was my chance to see it up close. Her lips were round and firm, creating a slight cleft between them that had just the slightest bit of inner lip trying to push out. I leaned my face to her and kissed her completely hairless pussy, planting a soft wet kiss on the lips before stroking them with my tongue.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly as my tongue tried to spread her firm little lips. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips apart and reveal her pink depths. "OH FUCK!" she gasped louder as my tongue stroked up from the entrance to her vaginal depths all the way to her hard little clit, flicking across it. I concentrated on her clit for long minutes, pushing her ever closer to climax. I was hard as hell and really wanted to fuck her, almost to the point of being unable to resist the urge. I stood up and used my hand on my dick to rub up and down her slit, pressing my engorged head between her lips slightly, pressing it deep enough to find the hard nub I'd so recently been licking. I rubbed up and down her slit teasing over her clit as she tried to grab my dick and pull me into her.
"Easy," I whispered, continuing to rub up and down over her clit, clearly drawing her closer and closer to her climax.
"Gonna come, gonna come," she moaned, over and over as I teased her with the head of my dick. I moved one hand to her chest, squeezing her right nipple and twisting it a little, drawing a gasp from her. She hooked her heels against my ass and tried to pull us together each time my head pushed down her slit. Pushing back against her feet only slid her closer to me on the edge of the bench until her ass was almost falling off the edge. "Oh fuck," she moaned as her body started to tremble. I felt her heels dig hard into me as her body seemed to spasm, my head nestled into the entrance to her depths.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as her next spasm pulled my head into her, stretching her sexy little pussy over my engorged head and pulling me into her an inch or so. I knew I shouldn't even be that far. I reluctantly pulled back, out of her, pressing forward again so my dick lay against her pussy lips. I started to hump my hips at her, grinding my shaft along her slit, pushing both of us towards the inevitable. Back and forth I stroked, sliding my shaft along her wet slit, her clit grinding into the bottom side of my dick.
"OH GOD YES!" she cried as her body stiffened and shuddered. She leaned back, gasping and shaking as I continued to hump my hips towards her, grinding my head against her leaking pussy.
"UHH!" I grunted as my body pushed over the edge, spewing a gush of cum up her body to splatter on her chin and neck. My body jerked and twitched as I pumped shot after shot of cum out at her, leaving her covered with my cum from her neck all the way to her shaved mound. It had been a damn long time since I'd done that to anyone, including my wife. The last time was with a sweet little redhead named Natalie, in front of nearly a dozen other of our friends so many years ago.
"Oh my God," she panted as her climax slowly passed. "Ohhhhh Lord that felt good. I wish you would have stayed in me though. I know we couldn't, but I wish you would have."
"Yeah, me too," I panted as I stood between her legs, my hands gently stroking up and down her body, pausing at her small breasts and gently massaging them and her still hard nipples.
"You keep that up and I may not be ready to be done with you yet," she said with a little giggle.
"Oh. Sorry," I replied quickly, pulling my hands from her and taking a step back.
"I didn't say you had to stop," she said, slipping off the counter and stepping to me, her hands reaching for mine. She pulled my hands to her tits again and held them there until she was sure I understood that I wasn't supposed to stop stroking them. "I was enjoying it. John doesn't usually play with my body after, so this is kinda nice." She reached down and gently started to caress my dick with both hands, teasing its shrinking form to coax it back to hardness.
"As much as I'd love to put you back up there and let you feel me inside you, I think we better stop."
"At least for now," she added. "But trust me. I'll be watching for you to be out later and if I get the chance, you know what I'm going to do."
"What's that?"
"Come let you lick my tight little cunt some more and then if you're really lucky, let you push this alllllll the way into me. I bet it feels soooo big and fat inside me."
"You want me to do that, you're gonna have to convince my wife, because I'm not planning on cheating on her, no matter how good it would feel."
"Well, maybe I will then," she giggled. "I bet I can find a way to convince her."
She leaned to me and kissed me before stepping around me. She pulled her shirt and shorts on and gave me another little kiss before slipping out of the shed, leaving me with my shorts around my ankles.
It took me almost another hour to finish all the weedeating, Diane having gone and changed into a tiny bikini to lay out in the yard, intentionally teasing me with little strokes of her pussy and tits. I finally walked into the house, once again horny as hell. I found my wife in a pair of baggy shorts and a t-shirt, doing the kitchen floor. I could tell the way they were moving that she had uncharacteristically not worn a bra under the shirt. I stared at her swinging tits and as she turned her back to me, I stepped up to her. I started to slip my hands around her waist to pull her back against my again hard dick, but she tightened her elbows to her sides, trapping my hands and preventing me from sliding them around her. I frowned and slipped my hands from her and headed to the family room to cool off. I turned on the ball game and settled back for a break.
My wife worked her way into the family room, cleaning the floor. Sweeping it and then using the little floor scrubber machine on it. While I didn't much enjoy the noise blocking out the ball game, I did enjoy watching her big boobs swinging around inside the t-shirt. I suggested that if she wanted to take off her shirt, that I'd be happy to do the same with my shorts. All I got back was a dirty look and continued silence. I really didn't know what the hell was going on in her head. She was clearly doing it to tease me, or so I thought. But she didn't want me to do anything about it! I was getting hornier and hornier as I watched her work, but with no hope of getting any return.
I got up and headed to the bedroom. I dug through my drawers and found a pair of old Under Armour athletic shorts that were very thin ventilated fabric that I used to use for working out. I stripped everything but my shoes and socks and pulled them on, the thin material easily allowing my bulging dick to show. The only real issue was that the elastic waistband was about shot, and the shorts rode very low on my hips, and if I wasn't careful, could actually fall down on their own. I walked back into the room and sat down where she could see me, my hard-on was intentionally poking my shorts straight up into a huge tent. If she was going to tease me, I was going to tease her back!
I watched her mopping, all the while glancing over at me. A couple times I grabbed my dick through my shorts and gave it a little stroke which caused her to immediately look away. I don't know if I was having the effect I wanted, but I could tell by the points pushing out over her nipples, that I was indeed having AN effect. Now all she needed to do was to come over and grab my dick and we could have some really good sex. But that too was not to be. She finished the floor, put the machine away and then retreated to the kitchen for lunch. I watched her at the counter, her tits wiggling around in her shirt as she made herself a sandwich.
I sighed and headed to the kitchen myself once she was done making her lunch. I made a sandwich and sat down across the table from her. "So, you going to tell me or just let me wonder?"
"What?" she asked innocently.
"What you're mad about."
"Who said I was mad?"
"You didn't, which clearly means you are!"
"Did I say I was mad at you?"
"So, you are mad."
"I didn't say that."
I sighed and rolled my eyes. "If you're not mad at me, then why the silent treatment?"
"Is that what I'm doing?" she asked, trying to look completely innocent.
After all these years, I could tell when she was being intentionally obtuse. In this case, I suspected it was because she didn't really WANT to talk about what she was upset about. But I also knew I better get to the bottom before it got worse. "You are. Look. I know you're upset. But I can't change anything if I don't know what it is!"
"Who said I needed you to change anything? Seems to me you changed plenty yesterday."
There it was! THAT was the issue. "Seems to me you did that with that stupid dare. You wanted to embarrass me and instead you got embarrassed yourself. Is that about right?" She was completely silent, staring at me. I knew I'd hit the nail on the head with that one. "What did you think was going to happen?"
She sat and stared at me for a long time, not saying a word. Finally she got up, carried her plate to the counter and stood there. "Not that," she finally said, still facing away from me.
"So, you're upset at me for making Trina climax? You're upset at me for coming on Diane's tits? Or are you upset at me for coming all over Trina?"
"Partly I'm upset at Trina for getting naked in front of you," she said so quietly that I almost didn't hear it. "And I'm upset at you for what you did after she got naked," she said a bit louder. "It was embarrassing to sit there and watch you two having sex."
"We didn't have sex. All we did was to rub on each other."
"Seemed like having sex to me."
"No. But if that's what you want, I'm sure Trina would love to bend over and let me fuck her," I answered in irritation. I knew I shouldn't have said it as soon as it came out of my mouth, but sometimes I don't think things through. She turned around and glared at me.
"If that's what you wanna do, go for it. In fact, fuck anyone you want! You clearly don't need me for that anymore, given that I'm not putting out the way you want. In fact, go fuck Diane! I'm sure she'd love to lay it out there in the middle of the driveway for you. Or how about Emily? I'm sure she wouldn't mind getting thrown down in the front yard and fucked. Fuck the whole God damn neighborhood for all I care!" she snapped at me before stomping off towards the bedroom.
I sat and stared at the hallway for a long time. That explosion was much worse than I'd expected. Now I knew what had her mad. I just didn't know how to fix it. After a little while I walked down the hall to the room. The door was surprisingly locked. "Can I come in?"
"NO!"
"I need to change so I can work on your car. I don't want to change the oil in what I have on."
"Then you shouldn't have put that on."
"So, you're not going to let me in?"
"No. You put it on. You wear it," she said through the door.
"Then I won't change the oil on your car or wash it like you wanted me to."
"Why? Afraid your dick might get caught in something it's not supposed to?"
"Honey, you know damn well I stopped wearing these because they kept falling down."
"SO? Clearly you're not afraid of someone seeing your dick. So what if your shorts fall down?"
"Maybe I should. Who knows, maybe Emily will be out watering her flowers or something and I can give her a really good show!" I snapped angrily. "Better yet, invite her over to watch. Then you can both watch!" I added before storming off down the hall.
I sat in the family room for a while cooling down. Neither of us are known for our lack of temper. Over the years we'd had some really loud blowups, but this is the first time I could remember her locking herself in the room and staying mad for this long. I did need to get work done though. I headed to the garage in nothing but the shorts and my running shoes.
It doesn't take long to change the oil on her car, and in half an hour I was done and just cleaning up. The car was in the driveway, ready to be washed, the ramps were put away and all I had left to do was to drain the old oil back into the gallon container that the new oil had come out of. I stood by the edge of the driveway, a funnel in the top of the oil jug as I carefully, trying not to spill, drained the old oil from the drain pan into the jug. I heard the door from the house to the garage open and close, and footsteps behind me, but I dared not distract myself from my task or I'd have a nasty black oily mess to clean up. I heard my wife walk up behind me and pause. "SHIT!" I cried in surprise, almost dumping the whole damn pan of oil all over the driveway as my wife pulled my shorts down, letting them slide all the way to my ankles. I stood there with oily hands, trying to contain the black mess from getting worse, now naked except for my shorts around my ankles.
I straightened up and looked over my shoulder, ready to snap at my wife, only to see her already walking down the driveway away from me. I stood there, essentially naked for anyone who wanted to see me, unable to do a damn thing about it. I swore under my breath and bent over again, knowing that I needed to finish pouring the oil before I could set the pan aside, even then I'd need to walk, as best I could, into the garage to get a rag to wipe my hands before I could even pull my shorts up again. It took another couple minutes to get the pan drained through the little funnel and into the jug before I could set the pan aside in the grass. I waddled, my feet only able to move about a foot at a time, into the garage to get a rag off the work bench. I stood wiping the oil from my hands as my wife came back across the street, our young neighbor from across the street walking next to her. I rushed to finish wiping the oil from my hands and then bent over to pull my shorts up, hoping she hadn't seen me standing essentially naked in the garage. My wife walked into the garage, collected two of our reclining lawn chairs and carried them back out, leaving me standing there staring at her. I had no clue what she was up to.
I walked out and spread some oil dry on the spilled oil and then capped the jug. It took longer to clean the tray and get it put away before I tossed the used paper towels into the trashcan. With the oil change done, I filled the wash bucket. When I carried it out both my wife and Emily had moved their chairs to the middle of the front yard and settled themselves into them as if planning on watching me wash the car. I had to do a quick double take though. Emily was wearing a pair of spandex shorts and a tank top, while my wife was wearing a pair of baggy gray shorts that almost matched the color of the t-shirt she had on. It was the same shirt as she had on earlier today, only now it looked as if someone had taken a pair of scissors to it, cutting off the lower half of it. The material seemed to not quite extend all the way to the waistband of her shorts, leaving a strip of her bare stomach, including her belly button, showing. I was even more confused now!
I've long since learned that the best way to handle my wife's 'angrys' was to give her space and let her cool off. Trying to force her out of that mood was a hopeless endeavor, and usually made it worse. Generally, they didn't last long, a couple hours at most if I left her alone. I'd never seen her stay this angry overnight and into the next day. Clearly this was bothering her a lot! I dragged the hose out while I wondered what the hell I could do to help fix this. I'd sort of dared her to invite Emily over to watch, and I guess she chose to do just that. Well, if she was expecting a show, she was going to be disappointed. All I was planning on doing was washing the damn car.
I started washing the car, leaning almost against the side of the car to get the roof cleaned. I was standing on the far side of the car from where the girls were sitting as I soaped the roof. I couldn't help but notice my wife, sitting there, push her legs apart and pulling the shorts leg aside to expose her pussy. I stopped dead in my tracks and looked over at her. With the way they were angled, I was sure no one could see what she was doing except me, or maybe Diane, if she were outside. But just the same, I was stunned. I was even more stunned when she started to tease a finger up and down her pussy lips.



I had no illusions that she was not doing this because she was horny or that she intended to become horny. No, this was most likely intended JUST to tease me and make me hard, which it was definitely doing. I went back to washing the roof of the car, unable to NOT watch her tease the bottom hem of her shirt up until her right nipple poked out, completely exposed. I didn't know what her game was, other than maybe to once again try to embarrass me. The last attempt at that failed pretty badly, which was the cause of her current anger. Trying again seemed both childish and counterproductive.
I finished washing the roof on the driver's side and moved to the passenger side, my shorts tenting out and also trying to slide down my hips as I moved back and forth. I could feel my dick now pressing against the side of the car as I worked to finish soaping the roof. I could also feel the coolness of the soapy water soaking into the front of my shorts as it ran down the doors to where my hard-on pressed against the car. By the time I'd worked the entire roof, a portion of the front of my shorts were soaked, the portion tented out over my hard-on. I stepped back and dropped the sponge in the bucket and then picked up the hose, spraying the soap off the roof. I dropped the hose and went back to washing, working now on the windshield and hood. As I moved around the car to the driver's side and could look back at my wife, I wasn't surprised to see her still sitting with her pussy exposed to me and one nipple showing. The look on her face wasn't one of pleasure though. It was almost, irritation maybe?
I finished the hood, windshield and front grill and moved back to get the hose and rinse it off. I dropped the sponge into the bucket and then used the hose to work the suds off the car. I finished rinsing and turned back around, dropping the hose and planning on moving the bucket to the front fender to start washing down the passenger side. When I turned around, I was startled to see Emily standing less than two feet from me with the sponge in her hand. I backed up as she stepped towards me, stopping when my butt hit the fender of the car. She continued towards me until she was less than a foot from me. She reached for my chest and pressed the soapy sponge to my chest, squeezing a lot of the soapy water out to run down my chest, soaking my shorts. She grinned at me and started to rub the sponge around my chest, soaping much like I had soaped the car, working the sponge lower and lower. She was soon down as far as she could go, yet continued to work lower, using one hand to push my soaking wet shorts down while working the sponge down to my now exposed dick. I felt my shorts slide part way down, sticking to my thighs as she let go of them. She worked the sudsy sponge around my dick and balls, covering me with soap before dropping the sponge back in the bucket. She reached down to my dick and stroked my soap slickened dick several times very slowly before stepping back. She bent over and picked up the hose, setting it on a gentle mist setting and used it to rinse the soap from my chest, rubbing her hand up and down and around my chest before working lower. She gently stroked my rock-hard dick as she rinsed it and around it with the uncomfortably cold water.
She left the hose running and handed it to me. "Your turn," she said quietly. "If you dare." The only thing I could think she meant was for me to do the same to her, yet she was dressed. I stood there for several seconds before I turned the hose on her, starting at her stomach and wetting her shirt up the front until it was sticking to her nicely shaped C cup breasts. With her shirt dripping wet, I pulled the sponge from the bucket and held it up, not sure if I should do what I was thinking. I mean, here I was, standing in full view of anyone who wanted to walk down the street, with my dick hanging out, thinking about pulling up the shirt of my across the street neighbor. Oh, what the hell!
I reached for the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up slowly, rubbing the soapy sponge across her stomach and then higher as I worked the wet shirt up until it was over her tits. With it stuck there, I rubbed over and around her full, firm, easily C cup tits, her two inch across areola puckered around her rock-hard nipples from the cool water. I let my hands work back down to the waistband of her spandex shorts and tried to decide what to do next. I dropped the sponge in the bucket again and then moved both hands to her hips. I pushed both hands down, dragging the spandex shorts and a tiny little pink thong panty down, forcing it down until it was midway down her thighs. I reached for he sponge again and soaped down her stomach to her pussy. I soaped across the triangle of curls on her mound and then between her legs across her shaved lips. I stepped closer, feeling her hands grasp my cock as I rubbed the soapy sponge over and around her tight little ass. I couldn't help slipping my fingers between her legs and teasing her pussy a little while she stroked my hard-on, her free hand pushing my shorts even lower, stopping only at the limit of her reach.
I really didn't want to, but I knew this couldn't go on much longer, not to mention that the longer we did this, the more I wanted to throw her ass on the hood of the car and fuck her. I pulled away, collected the hose and gently rinsed her off, using my free hand to rub and stroke her tits and nipples much longer than required, before moving down to tease my fingers between her lips as I rinsed the soap off there. She decided I was done by stepping back out of reach. She walked to the chair, her shirt still up and her shorts still around her thighs, giving me one hell of a view of her ass. She reached the chair and bent over to straighten out and pull up her tiny underwear and her shorts, giving me a brief view of her pussy pushing out between her thighs at me. She stood up as she pulled the spandex up and then turned to face me, giving me one last look at her tits before pulling the shirt down and sitting down.
"Damn," I swore quietly before pulling my shorts back up to cover my hard-on. I wasn't sure what my wife had intended to happen, but I doubt it was what did happen. I tried to look back at her as I worked on the side of the car. I rinsed it and moved to the driver's side, washing it and then standing back to rinse it, able to look across at my wife. She'd pulled her shorts back in place as well as the shirt and sat there staring at me as if I had three heads instead of two.
With the car done, I figured it was time to deal with this. I walked over to her and took her by the hand.
"What?" she asked, not getting up.
"Come on," I said, pulling her hand as she resisted.
"Where?"
"Just come on."
"No!"
"You want me to dump the rest of the bucket of water on you?"
"Hell no!"
"Then get up," I said, starting to get irritated.
"Why?"
"Because I'm tired of this and I'm going to put an end to it."
"Just how are you going to do that?"
"Well, one of several ways, I guess. I could take Emily over and fuck her on the hood of the car. I don't think she'd object," I said.
"Not even!" Emily answered before I could go on.
"Or I can walk over here and soak you with the hose,"
"You wouldn't."
"Sure I would. How much more trouble can I be in with you?"
"Trust me, A LOT!" she answered.
"Or you can come over here with me."
"What for?"
"Guess you'll find out when we get there," I said pulling her hand harder.
She reluctantly got up from the chair and let me pull her towards the car. "Now what?" I turned her to face me in front of the car and pushed her backwards until she had to lean back against the hood. I stepped closer and reached down and bent both legs, hooking my hands under her knees and lifting to tip her back. "HEY! What the hell are you doing?" she demanded as I stepped between her now bent and partly lifted legs. I didn't answer, but instead pushed my shorts down, freeing my cock. I let go of her legs and used one hand to pull the leg of her shorts to the side, exposing her pussy, and the other to guide my head to her lips as I leaned towards her. "NO! STOP IT!" she demanded, pushing on my chest to try and push me away as I rubbed the head of my dick up and down her lips, spreading them and finding the entrance to her depths.
"No. You started this. So, unless you want me to pull Emily over here and fuck her, you better damn well start enjoying it!" I said as I pushed my dick into her several inches. She held her arms out to stop me, but she couldn't help but let out a soft moan. I started to slide in and out of her, spreading her lubricating juices along my shaft as I worked deeper and deeper. Her arms bent and she held her hands against my chest, but no longer tried to push me away. I let my hands slide up her body and push under the t-shirt, reaching for her big soft tits. I cupped both big soft orbs as I stroked in and out of her, drawing soft moans and groans from her. She used her own hands to lift and pull her knees back, holding herself open as I stroked harder into her. In and out I thrust, using her tits as handles. Each stroke smacked me against her ass and slid her slightly on the hood, her body sliding back down as I withdrew.
In and out I rammed myself, horny as hell after playing briefly with Emily. I couldn't help but look over at her. She had her shirt up over her tits again, the soft wet material clinging to her chest and leaving both tits exposed to her fingers. She had her other hand inside her shorts, clearly pushing a finger in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes into my wife. I could feel my urgency building, and knew I wasn't going to be able to go much longer. I closed my eyes, not wanting to watch Emily for fear that it would make me come too soon, and right now too soon was anything before my wife did. Absolutely, positively I HAD to make sure she came first. I shifted my grip to squeeze her nipples as I squeezed her breasts, drawing a louder moan from her. I saw several cars go by slowly, sure that whoever it was, was looking at the two of us, even though there wasn't anything they could see. My wife still had all her clothes on, and her pussy was pointed towards the garage. They MIGHT have been able to see my dick, but I doubt it, with my wife's legs blocking the view from the side. But just because they couldn't actually see anything, didn't mean they didn't know exactly what we were doing. My mind was thankfully busy with those thoughts when I felt my wife's pussy start to contract around me. "Thank God," I mumbled, opening my eyes to look down at her. I looked over at Emily as she continued to finger herself, her sexy looking tits enticing enough to push me to that perfect spot.
"Gonna come," I grunted as I pounded harder into her, drawing several deep moaning gasps from her as her climax washed over her. She stiffened and her legs shuddered as she climaxed around my dick. My body took care of everything else. It spasmed hard, jamming my cock into her and pumping a gush of pent up cum deep into her, drawing another gasp from her.
"Shit, I can feel you pumping it in me," she moaned softly as her body shuddered, almost as if she were shivering from cold.
My dick kept surging in her, filling her with more cum than I thought I could contain at my age, or at least feeling like it. My body finally stopped jerking and twitching after two or three minutes, leaving me standing there panting, my cock softening inside her pussy.
She opened her eyes as I helped her move her legs to a more comfortable position, hooking her heels on the front bumper to hold her legs up. She frowned at me. "Jesus honey. The whole damn neighborhood is gonna know you were fucking me out here! What are they going to think?"
"That the old couple up the street still does it!" I said with a chuckle. "It's not like they could see anything. All the important parts of you are still covered."
"That's not the point."
"You sure? You wanted me out here. You brought Emily over here to watch me. I'm pretty sure it was your idea for her to wash me. And now you want to complain that I had sex with you out here. What did you expect me to do? Last night didn't work out how you wanted. Today didn't work out how you wanted. Tell me, just exactly what were you expecting to happen?"
"For you to get embarrassed and say that this is all wrong and you don't want to do it," she said firmly.
"Pretty obviously it doesn't embarrass me now any more than it did back when we were first married. The more you get me turned on, the less embarrassed I am. It's a normal thing for most people. Sexual desire decreases modesty. Why do you think those young girls can practically strip in public and have sex? They get turned on and want to show off what they have to a prospective mate. It's biology. It's how mankind propagated back in caveman days. So, if you think getting me horny so I have a hard-on is going to somehow make me NOT want to flash it at you, or fuck you with it, you better start thinking again."
"So, are you going to let me up?"
"I dunno. You gonna stop being mad at me?"
"I haven't decided."
"Really? Well," I said as I pulled my hands from under her shirt. I pushed it up to expose both tits, her hands reaching to mine to grab them and try and pull her shirt down again.
"Scott! What the fuck! Let go!"
"Why?"
"Cuz you're flashing my tits at the whole damn neighborhood!"
"Yeah? So?"
"I don't WANT them to see my tits!"
"NO? But you can pull my shorts down and leave me hanging out for everyone to see? Uh uh. Fair is fair. You want me to pull your shirt down and let you up, you gotta stop being mad at me for something YOU did!"
"Can I ask what she did that she's mad at you for?" Emily asked, sliding up next to me and leaning against me.
"It's personal," my wife answered quickly.
"She had her friends over and made me strip in front of them and jack off. Then she got pissed because her friend got naked, and we touched each other until we both came."
"Oooooooo. Sexy idea. I wouldn't have minded being part of that. But why?"
"Because my husband thinks sex outside the bedroom is more fun," my wife snapped, clearly irritated.
"It is. Wasn't this fun?"
"NO!"
"Um. I beg to differ Nancy, but you came really hard. That isn't NOT having fun."
"I did not!"
"Oh yeah you did," I said. "A double peak one too. Admit it. It felt good!"
"Okay it felt good," she finally admitted. I let go of her shirt and she pulled it back down. "That doesn't mean I want to have sex out in public again."
"Why not? If it makes you come hard, who cares what other people think?" Emily asked. "I'd let my boyfriend fuck me on the hood of the car, naked if he wanted to. All he'd have to do is ask."
"So why doesn't he?" I asked.
"Dunno. He's hard to get interested in sex. He does too damn much work and not enough fun time."
"Sorry," I said quietly.
"Not your problem. But it would have been nice if you'd have finished what you started earlier."
"Sorry," I said again.
"THAT I will let you be sorry about," she said before leaning towards me. She kissed me on the cheek and then stepped back. "Now, I have a date with a vibrator. Unless you think you won!" she said to Nancy as she turning as if to walk away.
"You going to let me up now?" My wife asked, Emily stopping and turning to look back to see what was going to happen.
"Sure," I answered stepping back, my totally soft dick slipping out of her, a gush of cum leaking down the front of the car as she slid off the hood. She walked into the house without another word. I wasn't at all sure I'd gotten her over her mad or not. She stopped at the door into the house from the garage and looked back at Emily. I wasn't sure what was transpiring, but the look and shake of her head seemed to indicate that she was unhappy about something else that involved Emily. Maybe another stupid date she lost?
Emily walked back over to me, my shorts still around my ankles and pressed herself against me. "I wasn't sure if she was serious the first time she told me I could wash you like the car, if I wanted to," she said as she reached for my left hand and pulled it to her stomach. With a grin, she rolled my hand to put my palm to her stomach and pushed it down, sliding it inside her spandex shorts. "I'm glad I let her convince me the second time," she added as she pushed my hand down, dragging the front of her shorts down as well. I curled my fingers as I felt my fingertips reach her pussy. "Mmmmmmm. You knew exactly what I wanted."
"Kind of got the idea when you put my hand in your pants," I said as I slipped my middle finger between her wet lips.
"When Nancy said to come watch you wash the car, I didn't know what was going on, but I decided to come anyway. I'm glad I did. Only problem is, I'm awfully horny now, and your finger isn't quite what I want in me. Wanna come over and help me wash MY car? I've never been fucked on the hood of a car either."
"I'm not sure that'd be a really good idea," I answered her. "Besides, I don't think I'm going to be ready to do much with it for a little while."
"I wouldn't be so sure of that," she said as she stroked my partly hard dick. "Seems to me that it's getting ready just fine. But if you don't want to come over, I don't see any reason we can't have a little fun here."
"Right here in the open? You aren't worried about someone complaining and us getting arrested?"
"You didn't seem all that worried when you were fucking Nancy on the hood of the car," she whispered, stepping a little closer while pulling the front of her shirt up to expose her tits. "I'm not afraid of a little show and tell. Why don't you take my shirt and shorts off and we'll see just how much attention we can attract?"
"You're serious!" I said in surprise.
"Oh Yes. VERY serious," she said, letting go of my dick. She used both hands to pull her shirt up and off, tossing it onto the hood of the car. She pushed her shorts down her thighs to her knees and then used her legs to work them all the way to her ankles, my fingers now free to stroke her more easily. She turned me and moved the short two feet to the front of the car and then lifted herself onto the hood. "How about you see how long it takes you to make me come?" she said with a grin.
I looked at her pussy as she spread her legs, her shorts still around her ankles. Her full round lips had quite a bit of soft inner labia protruding from her shaved outer lips. I reached down and pulled her shorts off one leg, letting her spread her legs apart, and then stepped between them. I laid my hard dick on her wet pussy lips and pressed it against her. I started to rock my hips towards and away from her, dragging my cock along her lips, pushing it down to press between them and rub against her hard clit. "Ohhhhh yes," she moaned, leaning back onto her elbows, lifting and spreading her legs even further. "You like that?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned softly, looking at her sexy body, my now engorged head rubbing up and down her slit with each rock of my hips. I could feel her wetness lubricating me as I used my fingers to press my shaft and head between her lips. I reached up with my free hand to her chest and grabbed one of her nipples, squeezing it firmly as I pulled and twisted it, drawing another groan from her.
"God, I want to fuck you right now," I grunted as I pushed my dick along her slit.
"So why not? I don't mind."
"What about your boyfriend? Won't he mind?"
"Until he puts a ring on it, it's not his call!" she moaned.
"I don't think Nancy would be very happy," I panted, knowing that my strokes were pushing me surprisingly quickly towards another climax in such a short time.
"She offered you up, I don't see why I should stop at playing with you with my hand," she moaned. "Put it in. Just for a minute. Just put it in me while I come."



I closed my eyes for a moment and tried NOT to do what my body was screaming for. I looked down at her sexy pussy and kept stroking, pushing my cock along her slit with each thrust forward. "HOLY SHIT!" I exclaimed as I felt two hands on my hips. I jerked my head around and saw Diane standing behind me, pressing her chest lightly against my back, her smiling face only inches from mine. She reached around and grasped my cock, rubbing my head up and down Emily's pussy lips to find the entrance to her depths.
"You know you want to," Diane whispered as she pressed her pelvis against my ass, pushing me slowly into Emily's wetness.
"Oh, fuck yes," Emily moaned loudly. "Fuck me Scott!"
"That's right Scott. Fuck her. Pump that sexy cock in and out of her hot little pussy," she whispered, as she moved her hand back to my hips. She used her hands to push and pull me, stroking me in and out of Emily until my own strokes took over, unable to hold back any longer. I started to thrust hard into Emily, her gasps of pleasure growing more urgent by the moment. It wasn't long before I felt her pussy contracting around me, her body going rigid and a long, deep growling moan slip from her lips. Her legs trembled ever so slightly as I continued to pound into her, pushing her climax as high as I could before my own body gave in. My body jerked hard and drove my cock fully into Emily as the first gush of cum pulsed into her. I could feel my cock swell and spurt again and again inside her as I stood between her legs, Diane leaning against me to keep me from pulling from Emily's hot pussy.
"Oh damn," I panted as my cock started to shrink. "We shouldn't have done that."
"Maybe not, but then Nancy shouldn't put such temptation in front of you," Diane whispered. "But next time. Next time is mine."
"I'm not disappointed. God that felt good," Emily said as she lay on the hood and gently stroked her body as her climax slowly faded away. I pulled back, my softening cock slipping from her. She sat up and slid off the hood before stepping to me and wrapping her arms around me. She pulled me against her body, making me into a sandwich between her naked body and Diane, and kissed me. "I hope I didn't get you in trouble," she whispered.
"Oh, I'm quite sure I'm in trouble," I answered. "As soon as I tell her."
"You don't have to. I mean, it can be our secret," she said with a grin. "Besides, she said I could play with your dick all I wanted."
"But I didn't expect you to go quite that far." I heard my wife say from behind us. I jerked my head around and saw my wife standing in the garage doorway, looking at us.
"Honey. I'm sorry," I stated to say, but she just turned around and closed the door before I could say much.
"Uh oh. I better go talk to her," Diane said as she let go of me and turned to walk into the house. "Since this was partly my fault."
When Emily stepped back, I started to pull up my shorts that were still around my ankles, and then just took them off, since they were still soaking wet. Emily, in the meantime, stepped back into her shorts and then pulled her t-shirt on. She leaned towards me and gave me one more kiss before walking down the driveway. I walked into the house and down to the bedroom planning on getting a clean pair of dry shorts. My wife and Diane were sitting on the bed when I walked in. My wife, without a word to me, got up and walked out, Diane following. By the time I got a pair of shorts and walked back out, my wife was gone. She'd gotten in the car and left.
"I tried to tell her that it was my fault, that I did it. But she didn't want to hear it. I'm afraid I kinda messed things up. She could accept you rubbing your dick on Emily but fucking her was over some invisible line. Sorry," she said before leaving.
"Yeah. I understand," I said as she stepped out the backdoor. I followed her out and cleaned up from the oil change and car wash and went back in to watch the ballgame, wondering just what would happen now. By dinner time, she hadn't come back. I thought about calling her but didn't exactly want to either. What would I say anyway? After all, I did cheat on her and right in front of her at that. I made some dinner and fixed a plate for her. After a while I covered it and put it in the fridge. She didn't finally come home until almost nine. "You want some dinner?" I asked quietly, trying to gauge her mood.
"No thank you," she said as she walked to the sofa and sat down. I sat down on the other end of the sofa and waited for her to talk, knowing that the ball was in her court at this point. To my surprise she got up, moved to the middle of the sofa and then lay down on her side, laying her head on my thigh. I laid my arm on her side and she found it with her hand and pulled it down around her chest, pressing my palm to her breast. "I'm sorry," she whispered after some time.
"About what? You didn't do it."
"Actually, I think it probably was my fault. At least Trina convinced me that it was. If I hadn't been trying to embarrass you, it wouldn't have ever happened. I mean, I was the one that got you naked in front of other women. That wasn't your choice, it was mine. Then I told Emily she could play with your dick. I don't know why I thought nothing more would happen. But it did and it was pretty much my fault. I don't think it would have ever happened if I hadn't put it all in motion. Diane told me you weren't actually having sex with Emily until she came along and put your dick into Emily."
"I could have not done it."
"Yeah, you could have. But realistically, should I have expected you to NOT do it? If you'd have put me naked in front of some naked guys and had one of them rubbing his cock on me, would I have let him put it in me? If I was about to orgasm, the answer is probably yes. Self-control at that point is pretty difficult. We learned that when we were younger. That's how we ended up having sex with those other couples. Getting all turned on with those silly dares and then being dared to find a partner blindfolded and have sex. So, what did I do? I did the exact same thing to you as we did all those years ago. I set you up to get all turned on and then let happen what happened. I shouldn't have expected you to walk away. Neither of us did back then, so how can I expect you to now?"
"There is that," I agreed. "So now what?"
"How about you promise not to fuck my friends anymore?"
"I can do that, if you promise not to get them naked in front of me again," I answered honestly.
"I'm not so sure that Diane or Trina are going to be very happy if I do promise that."
"So, what do we do?"
"I don't know. I opened the can of worms. Now I have to deal with it," she whispered, squeezing my arm so that it pressed against her more tightly. She was silent for a long time before she moved my hand. I expected her to put it someplace more innocuous, but instead she pulled it under her shirt and pressed it against her bare breasts. "You know. I kind of liked what we did earlier, on the hood of the car. If felt pretty good."
"Felt good for me too," I said softly.
"I could tell. You came pretty hard in me."
"Yeah."
"I wonder if that's what it's always like, doing it someplace like that?"
"I don't know."
"It was nice that you didn't have to show off my body for us to do it like that."
"Yeah, it worked pretty good."
"Not with Emily though. She was out there naked."
"Her choice. She took her clothes off, not me."
"I'm surprised. I would have thought it was your idea. The way you like to look at naked women and all."
"I'm a guy. Guys always like to look at naked women."
"Even if they aren't good looking?"
"You have someone in mind?"
"Yeah, me."
"To me you're pretty damn good looking," I whispered. "I still get turned on looking at your body. That says a lot, doesn't it?"
"Maybe," she said with a shrug.
"All our friends in that group thought you looked pretty damn sexy. Especially Dan. He was always hoping he'd draw a dare that would end up with you naked, especially if he got to do it."
"Uh huh. Just like you did with Amanda and Suzanne. You were always trying to get your hands on their tits."
"They had nice tits. Kind of like yours."
"That was a long time ago," she whispered. "We've grown up since then. We're adults. We can't be doing those kinds of childish things."
"Why not?"
She turned her head to look at me. "You really want to go back to doing stuff like that? Touching other people? Making them climax in front of everyone?"
"Oh, I don't know. Not in front of a whole group, but it's been a lot of fun getting to see a few of our friends naked.
"I think I'm going to bed," she said with a frown as she pushed up off of me. She got up from the sofa and stood in front of it. She took off her clothes, dropping them in my lap and then stood naked before me. "You really think I still look good?"
"Yes, but especially to me," I answered.
She looked down at herself for a few moments, taking in her own naked form. She shrugged again and then walked away. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to follow her or not. I finally decided I was supposed to, but by the time I got the lights out and got to the bedroom she was under the covers, covered up, laying facing away from my side of the bed. I nodded to myself, undressed and climbed into bed. I snuggled up to her, spooning against her, both of us naked. I felt her take a deep breath and let it out, but do nothing else to encourage me, so I didn't push the issue. I just slipped my arm around her and held her against me as we both fell asleep.
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When morning came, the stupid alarm clock woke me. We'd both done what we usually do, rolled away from each other, sleeping facing opposite directions. I climbed from bed and started my morning routine which was go get up and fix lunches and breakfast while she showered and dressed for work. As a result, we didn't even speak to each other until she was dressed for work and came out for breakfast. "Morning lover," I said as she sat down at the table, and I set breakfast in front of her.
"Morning hon," she said noncommittally, a little frown on her face. I didn't reply, feeling like she was still upset and not wanting to ruin both our mornings. We ate in silence for several minutes before she spoke, "I'm sorry. I don't mean to rain all over your morning," she said quietly. "I know I shouldn't still be mad, and honestly, I'm not all that mad at you. I'm mostly mad that I assumed that you'd be embarrassed and not actually do anything with anyone else but me. Not that you DIDN'T do things with me. I mean, I've never had sex on the hood of a car before, let alone in my own driveway. At least I wasn't naked. But I didn't expect you to do that."
"And it bothers you that I did, and people saw us?"
"Yeah. It kind of makes me feel like I must be a slut or something. You know. Good girls don't do shit like that, and my mom taught me to be a good girl."
I chuckled a little, drawing another scowl from her. "Look sweetie. You are NOT a slut. You are a beautiful, attractive, sexy, loving, sweet tender woman who has a husband that is extremely turned on by looking at you and touching you. If you're going to flash me boobs and pussy, you have to expect me to get turned on."
"I'm old, fat and definitely NOT attractive. Diane is attractive. Emily is attractive. I am NOT!"
"You really believe that, don't you?"
"It's true!"
"No. It's not. Half the women in this world are over the age of forty-five. Does that mean they are all unattractive?"
"Trust me. At sixty, I'm not attractive."
"You don't look sixty. Hell, you barely look fifty and YES you are attractive. Any guy looking at you would get turned on! At least they would if you wore something that actually showcased your best features instead of hiding them."
"So what do you want, my tits hanging out so every guy can ogle them?"
"Not even. I'm just saying that some of the dresses you wear are more granny dresses than things that are flattering."
"But I am a grandma!"
"Does that mean you have to dress like one? I KNOW you have some really nice dresses in the closet that you never wear. I know because I bought them for you."
"I don't like those dresses."
"Why not?"
"They show way too much."
"What? Do they show your boobs? Don't they cover all of your butt and privates? What do they show that's too much?"
"One of 'em you can see half of my boobs! And they're all short. I feel like if I bend over someone is going to see my underwear!"
"They are NOT that short, but you won't believe me. And as far as showing half your boobs, they don't show THAT much, but they DO show a lot more than what you have on, which shows NOTHING!"
"I'm comfortable not showing anything! It isn't supposed to be a coochie show!"
"It's not like I'm asking you to go play stripper some place. I'm just saying that if you wore something a little more flattering that you might notice you get a little attention and THAT might make you feel a bit sexier."
"That's what all this is always about, isn't it? Sex?"
"Pretty sure that's what you made it about when you had me strip in front of the girls. Trying to embarrass me over sex? Well, guess what? It didn't. I played your little game. I jerked off for Diane and Trina. They enjoyed it. I enjoyed it. Seems like everyone had fun but you."
"I didn't expect you to have fun. I wanted you to know how it felt to have to perform even if you didn't feel sexy."
"Is that what you think of us having sex? You having to perform for me?"
"Sometimes. Why don't you ever want to have sex when I feel like it?"
"When do you feel like it?"
"Sometimes. I don't know," she said with a shrug.
"Well, let me say this. If I KNEW you were horny, I'd be more than happy to drop whatever I was doing and do whatever it takes to let you enjoy it. But I have to know when you feel like it. And it needs to be more than once every couple of weeks. We're sixty, not dead."
"So, what do you expect me to do?"
"Go put on one of those other dresses. You have a few minutes before you have to leave. Why not try to let yourself FEEL sexy?"
"I don't know."
"Trust me. Just try. Please?"
"Okay. Fine," she said, getting up from the table and heading back to the bedroom. The dress she came out in after a surprisingly long time, was a sleeveless blue dress that had a relatively low neckline, running across the tops of her big soft breasts. I could also tell she had to change her bra to one that allowed more of the tops of her sexy tits to show. The skirt was much shorter than the mid calf skirt she started with; this one several inches above her knee. She frowned at me as she asked if that was better.
"I think you look spectacular," I answered.
"I don't feel comfortable," she said quietly, trying to pull the skirt down lower, even though it clearly couldn't. "And there's way too much boob showing."
"Nope. I think it's a fine amount. So, for me, just wear it and watch the guys around you. Trust me, you will draw their attention!"
"I think this is stupid," she said as she walked across the kitchen to get her briefcase and lunch box off the kitchen counter. She turned to find me standing behind her. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled us together, giving her a long slow kiss.
"Just try it. For me?" I whispered, letting one hand slide down to her butt and giving it a little squeeze. She rolled her eyes and agreed before pulling from my arms and heading out the door.
I headed to the shower and couldn't help but think about how sexy she looked in that dress, her full round breasts pushing up in the dress top, exposing much of the top of each boob almost halfway to her big areola. She HAD to know how sexy she looked, though I suspected that in reality she didn't.
I spent the day at work thinking about my wife at work wearing that dress and wondering how many guys were secretly trying to eye her. I knew she dealt with quite a number of people each day, a good number of them guys of all different ages. I could just imagine some thirty-year-old guy getting a hard-on looking at the tops of her big tits, wondering what the rest of her sexy boobs looked like.
My wife, as usual was home before I was, her car already parked in the garage. I walked in to find her already changed into workout clothes, a little disappointed I didn't get to see her in the dress again. "Hey lover," I said as I walked in, smiling brightly at her as she worked in the kitchen.
"Hey," she answered back, not particularly enthusiastically.
"So, how was your day?" I asked as I walked across the kitchen towards her.
"Okay I guess," she answered as she let me slip an arm around her and turn her to face me. I leaned my face to her, and she let me kiss her for a moment before pulling her face away, terminating what I hoped would be a longer kiss.
"So, how did it go with the dress?" I asked, as she moved out of my arms to go back to finishing cooking dinner.
"Alright I suppose."
"That doesn't sound very positive."
"To be honest," she said without turning to look at me. "I felt like I was in a zoo! You know. All those people gawking at you?"
"So, it attracted a lot of attention?"
"It did. An uncomfortable amount. I felt like almost every guy that sat across from me was staring at my boobs."
"Told you, you were sexy."
"I don't know that any of them think I was sexy, they just wanted to see more boob. I swear, a couple of them I thought were trying to see my nipples right through the dress."
I chuckled and drew a frown from her for my effort. "Honey. Why do you think they wanted to see more? It wasn't because you were unattractive."
"Oh, shut up and go change. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes," she said without looking at me.
I shrugged and walked to the bedroom and stripped out of my suit and shirt. I found my workout clothes and pulled on a shirt and shorts before tying my walking shoes on. I couldn't help the bulge in my shorts from thinking about all the guys having been trying to check her out. I wasn't into showing off her body exactly, but I had to admit, it was a little exciting knowing that other guys wanted to see.
We finished dinner and then decided to drive down the few blocks to the park instead of walking, since it was clouding up and threatening to rain. We started our walk, my wife quiet, even though I tried several times to start a conversation. She was clearly concentrating on something, and I wasn't able to break her out of it. We passed a number of people walking the long winding gravel trail that ran through some wooded areas as well as across some open and even playground areas. The trail the city created was great for walkers and joggers, providing a couple different length loops to walk on, from a short single mile to the longest at almost five miles. The nicest thing was that because it was a loop, you didn't have to walk down and back, covering the same places twice unless you wanted to. Frequently my wife and I did just that, walking to the two-mile marker and then walking back again.
We were walking through a wooded portion of the trail when my wife stopped and looked off to the side of the trail. I stopped and waited for her. "This'll do," she said as she stepped off the trail and into the bushes. I shrugged and followed, wondering what she was up to. I stepped through the bushes into a little clearing and found her waiting for me. She pulled up her shirt and sports bra, exposing her tits, and stood there, holding them up. "Well?"
"Well what?"
"Let's get this over with. You're supposed to suck my nipples," she said with a frown.
"Oh yeah. Trina's challenge?"
"Yeah. So?"
"Nope. That wasn't what she intended," I said, turning and walking back out of the bushes and back to the trail. I was already fifty feet or so down the trail by the time my wife caught up to me.
"What the hell was that?"
"You were supposed to do that when you were horny. Not just whip 'em out and get it over with, as you put it."
"So?"
"So, as far as I'm concerned, you haven't done what she dared you to do," I said as I continued walking.
"Jesus. Are you going to tell me that you aren't going to do this?"
I stopped and looked at her. "Are you horny?" I asked, keeping my voice low so the couple headed towards us didn't hear.
"Not really."
"Then why would you want me to do that?"
"To get it over with."
I shook my head and started walking again. She caught up in a few steps and fell in next to me. "You don't want to do it?"
"Not if I'm forcing you to do something you don't want to."
"So, what do YOU want to do?"
I looked up and down the trail spying the only people in sight at the moment were the couple that just passed us. It was clear to the next turn a few hundred feet away. I took her by the hand and led her to the bushes at the side of the trail. There was a small cut in the bushes that let us step into it and block much of the view of the trail except for a few dozen feet right in front of us. "Take your shirt off."
"WHAT?"
"Take your shirt off. Better hurry. Never know when someone might come along."
"I'm not taking my shirt off!"
"Why?"
"Someone might see!"
I leaned out to look up and down the trail. "Not for at least a minute or two. If you hurry, no one will."
She glared at me for several seconds. And then pulled her shirt up and off. I reached to her and pulled her sports bra up, uncovering her bare breasts. "Okay. Put your shirt back on."
"What? Without my bra?"
"The longer you leave it off, the more likely someone is going to come along, but if you wanna wait, fine. I'm not giving this back," I said as I tossed the bra over my shoulder into the bushes.
"You asshole!" she swore quietly as she pulled her shirt back on. I had to admit, she looked damn sexy without the bra on, the spandex molding to the form of her big round breasts and her nipples poking the material out dramatically.
"Better," I said as I stepped out and started walking again.
"Hey! Back to the SUV is this way!"
"Who said I was going back to the SUV?" I said as I kept walking, forcing her to almost jog to catch up, her tits bouncing wildly under the thin white and orange striped spandex. She fell in next to me and kept walking. "Much better."
"I don't believe I'm doing this."
"You don't have to. You could walk home," I said with a shrug.
"Yeah, right. Asshole," she swore at me again.
We kept walking and passed a number of people both walkers and joggers. I could tell the guys all noticed the exposure she had, and it drew their attention. It also drew the attention of at least one middle aged woman who made it quite clear she was watching as she stood at the edge of the trail and stretched her leg muscles. Of course, it was having an effect on me as well. I could tell I had a massive hard-on which was obvious enough to draw the attention of more than one woman walking the opposite direction.
"So damn embarrassing," my wife hissed at me after another jogger had gone by, slowing to give himself a slightly longer look.
"Is it?" I asked quietly.
"Fuck yes," she swore quietly while I chuckled quietly. "What are you laughing at?"
"You," was all I answered.
"Why me?"
I stopped in the middle of the trail. At that particular moment there weren't any walkers or joggers looking our direction. I reached down to her crotch and stroked my fingers between her legs, and then held them up to her face. She batted my hand away, but I put them up again. "Smell," I whispered.
She frowned and smelled my fingers and then looking a little startled, smelled again. "What the hell?"
"Your crotch is soaking wet," I whispered. "So, your mind might be saying embarrassed, but your body is excited!" I turned and started walking again, making her rush to catch up.
"I AM NOT excited!" she hissed as she caught up to me.
"Tell that to your body," I said in a loud whisper. "The whole crotch of your pants is damp."
"They are not," she hissed back. I continued walking a few more yards and then pulled her by the hand off the trail and into the bushes. "What are you doing?"
"Proving something to you," I said as I turned to her and reached out for her shorts' waistband. I wasn't gentle as I shoved her waistband down, dragging her underwear down with the slick material, pulling them down to her thighs. I stepped to her and wrapped one arm around her waist and pulled her to me as I turned slightly, sticking my other hand between her legs. I let the side of my hand rub against her pussy lips while she tried to push my hand away, and within only a few short strokes of my fingers, I had separated her very wet lips and was rubbing the side of my hand against her clit.
"Oh fuck," she grunted, her left hand still on mine, but no longer trying to push it away. The sudden sensations across her excited clit made her body jerk suddenly. She moved her hand to my chest to try and push me away, moaning "no" softly, but I continued to stroke her, letting my strokes ease somewhat, becoming gentler as she stopped pushing on my chest. "Oh damn," she gasped, now leaning towards me until her head rested on my shoulder. I slowed my strokes even more, teasing her, coaxing her instead of making it rush, but I knew what was coming. "Oh my God," she whispered as her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhhhhhhhh!" she squealed as her pussy lips grew even wetter as she climaxed. I held her tight, her arms now squeezing me as her body trembled and shuddered. I eased my strokes between her legs and let her slowly come down from her climax.
"Still wanna tell me you weren't excited?" I whispered softly, turning her to face me completely and holding her tightly against me.
"I didn't think I was," she panted as she let go of me and pulled her underwear and pants back into place. "I didn't think I was," she whispered again.
We ducked out of the bushes without getting noticed and continued our walk towards that two-mile mark, my rock-hard dick even more noticeable now. We walked hand in hand to the turning point and started back the way we came. We heard the first thunder rumbles before we made it back to the pull-up bars only a short quarter mile from where we turned around. By the time we got to the pushup and sit-up planks, another half mile up the path, the first raindrops were starting to fall. Cold, icy, big, fat drops that splatted against the path and us. There was no way we were going to get to the SUV, over a mile away, without getting wet. We were far from the only ones in that predicament. The joggers on the path seemed to be running faster as the drops increased in intensity. By the time we made it to the horizontal ladder, the rain had become steady, soaking both my wife and me.
To say she was angry with me was an understatement. Not because it was raining on us. No, she was angry because I'd ditched her bra. Her spandex shirt, which was white over orange, was completely saturated, the white section covering her chest soaked to the point it was completely translucent. Not only could you easily see the shape of her breasts including her areola and nipples through the clinging material, but you could actually see her areola and nipples as they bounced and wiggled. She tried to cover her chest with her arms every time a runner came by the other way but was only moderately successful. I had to admit, the view was exciting for me. Not that I was showing her off to the world, but that I could see her tits completely as we walked the path. I also noticed something I hadn't seen in a VERY long time. Her areolas were puffed out at least a quart of an inch, and her nipples were harder and more protruding than I could remember seeing in years. I wasn't sure if it was from the cold, or if she was much more excited than she was letting on.
The rain didn't let up. In fact, it got even harder, coming down in sheets by the time we finally made it to the parking lot. There were a few cars, but most of them were gone. We ran the last few yards to our SUV and climbed in, both of us saturated. "Take your clothes off," I said as we sat and listened to the rain beating on the roof.
"NO!"
"Come on! We're both soaked!" I said as I started the SUV and then used the power seat to motor back as far from the steering wheel as I could. I pulled off my shirt and then started working on my shorts and underwear, pushing them as far as my shoes.
"But someone will see us!" she protested, still not undressing.
"Honey, if they want to stand out in this and look at us undressing, they deserve to see us naked!" I joked. "Look, if you want to be cold, stay dressed! But I'm not driving until this lets up!"
"Oh hell. Alright," she finally said, pulling off her shirt and dropping it on the floor in front of her. I tilted my seat back as far as it would go and grabbed my rock-hard dick. I slowly stroked it while I watched her wiggle herself around and pull off the rest of her clothes, leaving her as naked as I was.
"Come here," I said as she dropped her soaked underwear on the floor with the rest of her clothes.
"Why?" she asked, looking at me laying there stroking my dick.
"Because I've been looking at your tits for the last half hour and I want to play with them," I said with a grin. "You want me to, don't you?"
"Here? In the parking lot where anyone can see us?"



I chuckled. "Yeah. Like anyone is going to see us in this rain. Come on. You know you're turned on."
"I AM NOT!"
"Really? You want me to feel how wet you are again?" I asked with a chuckle. "Hell lover. I can tell from across the room how turned on you are."
"So why can't we wait until we get home and do it in the bedroom?"
"I suppose we could, but we could have a little fun here first. Come on. Let me suck on your sexy tits."
She frowned at me but also moved towards me. I helped pull her, still protesting, so that she was straddling my lap, her ass pressed against the steering wheel. I squeezed her breasts, pointing her nipples towards my mouth and then closed my lips around her left areola. I suctioned it into my mouth and swirled my tongue around her engorged areola before flicking the tip across her rock-hard nipple. "Oh fuck," she moaned softly as I teased her soft mound of sexy boob. "That feels awfully good."
"I'm glad," I whispered as I let go of one breast to suck on the other. I switched back and forth several times, her body becoming more and more excited. She had my dick trapped between my stomach and her wet pussy, and began to grind herself against me, her wet slit split over my hard shaft, her lips sliding up and over my engorged head with each stroke. It didn't take long before she reached her fingers between us and pulled my head up into the entrance to her vaginal depths.
"Ohhhhhhh God yes," she moaned loudly as she pushed herself over me.
"Oh yeah," I breathed around her soft breast as she slid down onto me, my engorged head working easily up into her sopping wet pussy. She changed her motions and began to lift and lower herself more than sliding along my body, her butt bumping into the steering wheel with each stroke. I could feel my already rock-hard cock growing harder inside her as she teased both of us closer to climax. I knew I wasn't going to last very long with all the stimulation I'd already had in the last hour or so, but then I could also tell she wasn't going to last very much longer herself. Up and down she bounced, her body banging harder into both me and the steering wheel as her climax started to grow closer.
The rain started to taper off, and I was afraid that she might stop, something I really didn't want to have happen just then. I felt her pussy start to quiver around me as she bounced even harder, little grunts and gasps coming from her with each thrust down onto me. I doubted anyone was watching us, or my Tahoe obviously rocking, as she grew closer and closer to climax. "Shit. I'm going to come," she whispered as her legs started to tremble. "Oh God. I'm going to come," she gasped again as her body suddenly jerked hard.
I could feel her body stiffen and I used my legs to drive my hips up at her, lifting her slightly until her butt caught on the lower edge of the steering wheel. I thrust up and down, jamming my cock hard into her as my own climax grew ever so close. "AH DAMN!" I gasped loudly as my body spasmed, lifting her slightly higher. I felt a surge of cum lance from my engorged head deep into her, the sudden sensation deep inside her causing her body to spasm again. Her ass pushed back on the steering wheel as my body unloaded another shot of cum deep into her, her butt cheeks pressing the middle of the wheel, starting the horn blaring. Neither of us could do anything about it for several seconds before I was able to slide my hands to her ass and pull her towards me, my still jerking body pumping more cum into her.
"Oh fuck," she gasped, pulling her tits away from my face and then laying down on me while her body continued to tremble slightly. "Shit. Did anyone see that?" she gasped after a few moments, her body still not quite done climaxing.
"I doubt it," I panted as my dick, still deep inside her, continued to twitch every so often.
"God, I hope not. That'd be embarrassing as hell," she mumbled as she pushed off of me and started to climb back into her own seat, her ass pressing the horn button again in the process. "That's why it's no fun to fuck in a car," she panted as she rolled off of me and into her own seat, my cum leaking from her onto the leather seats as she tried to disengage her legs from my side of the car.
"What? I thought it was a lot of fun. You can't tell me it wasn't a good orgasm," I said as she pulled her feet back to her side. I motored my seat back in place and then put on my seat belt. "Looks like the rain let up. Guess we can head home."
"Yeah," she said, still breathing heavily. She put on her seat belt, her tits split by the belt, leaving one hell of a sexy view that I had imagined for years, but never seen. I backed out of the parking spot and then headed the short distance home, both of us still naked.
"So how do you plan on getting into the house?" she asked as we parked in the driveway. I pressed the button to put the garage door up and then grinned. "Just like this!" I said, opening the door and climbing out. I picked up all my wet clothes from the floor of the SUV and closed the door. I walked around the SUV to her side, opened the door and reached in. I grabbed all her clothes, and then leaving the door open, walked into the garage butt naked. She really didn't have much choice now, but even then, she sat with the door closed for nearly two minutes before she finally decided to make a run for it. She ran barefoot into the garage and all the way to the door into the house without stopping. I grinned as I watched her run, her tits bouncing and flopping wildly with each step.
"I don't believe you made me do that!" she panted as she stood in the kitchen naked, waiting for me to come in.
"What? I did it," I answered.
"Clearly you don't care who sees your dick. I care who sees my boobs and stuff!"
"I think you look sexy as hell just the way you are," I chuckled. "I wouldn't mind if you stayed like that all night!"
She looked at me like I had three heads. "Alright," she said with a little grin spreading on her lips. "We haven't gotten the mail yet. Why don't you go out and get it. Dressed just like that. And I'll THINK about staying naked."
"You don't think I'll do it?"
"No. I don't think you will," she answered as she stepped closer to me. "Especially after I do this," she added as she stepped right in front of me. She knelt down and to my surprise, grabbed my flaccid dick. "If you're going to show it off to the neighborhood, you might as well let them see the whole thing!"
"Oh shit," I grunted as my wife uncharacteristically leaned her face towards me and sucked my soft dick into her mouth. She hadn't given me a blow job in, well, years. I stood there, staring down at her as she sucked and pulled on my dick with her mouth. It took only moments for me to feel it start to grow, her lips soon stroking my elongating shaft and fattening mushroom head. "You keep that up and I'm going to have to throw you down and fuck you again," I groaned.
"You wish," she said, looking up at me as she pulled her mouth off my cock. She knelt there and stroked my shaft, sliding her hand along the saliva lubricated hard-on. "There. NOW you can go get the mail," she said, letting go of me and getting up. "Since you think it's so fun to be shown off."
"Ah. I get it. This is payback for the bra?"
"Smart man!" she said. "Now go, before it gets soft."
It was still raining some outside, so I wasn't too worried about a lot of people being outside, but cars driving down the road might be another issue. It was going to be dark soon anyway, so what the hell. I walked to the kitchen door and headed out into the garage. I walked barefoot all the way to the mailbox and then opened it. I pulled out a package and several pieces of mail and then walked back up to the house as if everything were completely normal. "Here's the mail," I said as I stepped back into the house.
"I don't believe you did that," she said, looking at me with a little surprise on her face.
"You still don't get it. You're not going to embarrass me like that. But any time you want me to get the mail naked, I'll be happy to let you suck on my dick again. I kinda enjoyed that!"
"I don't believe you," she said, turning and walking towards the bedroom.
"Where are you going?"
"To get some clothes," she called back.
"I thought you were going to go naked?"
"Uh huh. I just said I'd think about it. I did and I'm not," she called back as she continued to the bedroom.
I grunted a curse under my breath and tore open the package that I'd gotten in the mail. I grinned to myself and walked to the sofa.
"What are you looking so pleased with yourself about?" my wife asked when she came back from the bedroom a few minutes later in a t-shirt and shorts.
"This," I said, holding out the wad of powder blue material.
She took it from me and held it up, letting it hang from her hands. "Holy shit," she said as she looked at the swimsuit I'd bought. The one-piece suit had soft material down the front, well, down the middle of the front, wide enough to cover most of her breasts and her nipples, but the sides and back were mesh, leaving the sides of her breasts and almost all of her butt completely exposed through the mesh. The one-piece swimsuit had shoulder straps that were that same soft material, but a fairly deep cut down between her breasts, leaving some of the inside roundness of her breasts exposed as well. But the real special part was the single zipper that had two pulls, one on each end, with one end of the zipper holding the front together where the deep cut ended, about even with her nipples, and the other end all the way down and partly up between her butt cheeks. The zipper could then be pulled from either end, completely exposing her from her neck all the way to her crotch, and further, if she so desired, or it could be pulled from the other end, leaving the front closed and exposing just her crotch. "I can't wear this!"
"Sure you can. It's your size. I checked."
"But I CAN'T wear this! I'd be too embarrassed at how much it shows!"
"It covers everything you wanted covered. From the top of your breast all the way to your crotch, covering your nipples and even your belly button," I answered. "That was the agreement, right?"
"But I didn't mean something like this! I mean, you could unzip the crotch and I'd show through!"
"Yeah. Cool isn't it? You could have your pussy showing to me and no one would know. Or we could be having sex without taking your suit off. It's perfect."
"But I'd, I mean, I couldn't," she stumbled. "I'd have to shave off most of my pubic hair to not show in this."
"Yeah. I know," I grinned. "And I have one for Trina in red. You should have her come over tomorrow and try it on with you."
"I'm NOT wearing this!" she finally protested.
"You going back on a deal? If you are, I'll take Trina to the lake and maybe find out just how much fun that zipper can be."
"You wouldn't!"
"Right now, I'm not sure you wanna try me," I said angrily. "I thought we were making some progress. Hell, after the sex in the car I was pretty damn sure we were making progress. Now you don't want to even wear a swimsuit that covers everything?"
"Barely!"
"Barely is still covered!"
"Maybe I should get you something that just barely covers YOU and see how you like it!"
"If that's what you wanna do. I already agreed to wear whatever you pick, as long as it's something legal. You can't exactly have me wearing a see-through swimsuit in public. I'd get arrested."
"You think I won't get arrested in this?"
"I can guarantee it. I've seen women in some spectacularly tiny swimsuits that really did let stuff show, and not get arrested. This covers everything when it's zipped. Just as Trina."
"Good idea. I'll have her come over tomorrow and tell you how ridiculous this is for me to wear."
"Fine," I said, taking the suit from her and setting it on the coffee table where she couldn't help but see it. We sat and watched TV for a while, or more the point, I watched TV, and she was doing something on her phone. After the weather we headed off to bed.
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The next morning was pretty much normal. I took care of lunches and breakfast while she showered and dressed. She came out wearing a fairly short dress, turning herself teasingly so I could see just how short it was. While it wasn't short enough to show her underwear if she bent over, it did pull across her butt tight enough to be very sexy. When she stepped to me to hug me, she gave me a long, wet kiss, reaching down and pushing my pajama pants down while we kissed.
"If you want me to start undressing you and make you late for work, that's a good way to do it," I said quietly.
"Nope. Just giving you something to think about. I mean, you like running around with a hard-on, right?"
I wasn't sure what exactly she meant by that, but I couldn't deny she was right. I reached down and pulled the skirt up and played with her butt through her pantyhose and underwear, until she made me quit so we could eat breakfast. I was almost tempted to pull her pantyhose and underwear off and make her go to work like that, but I decided that with Trina coming over that evening for the swimsuits that I better not rock the boat. After breakfast I kissed her goodbye and went to take my shower as she headed out the door.
I was pretty well turned on by the time she left and decided a little hand time in the shower would be in order. I was standing under the shower head, my hard dick in my soapy hand, stroking slowly and thinking about how sexy Nancy's tits looked in that soaked shirt the day before.
"Ohhhhh, now that's a sight I can enjoy," Diane said as she stepped naked into the master bathroom.
"Diane!" I almost shouted in surprise, trying to hide my dick, as she stepped into the shower with me. "What the hell are you doing here?"
"Nancy told me you wanted to talk to me about something and that I could come over if I wanted. I heard you in the shower and thought I'd join you," she said with a giggle.
"Talk to you about something?" I asked, completely mystified by what she meant.
She stepped to me and pressed her sexy young body against me, her hard nipples pressing into my chest and her hand finding my hand and pushing it away to replace it with hers. "Yeah. You know. Talk about something?" she coaxed, stroking my dick slowly. "She said you enjoy being watched, and she thought that you might just be doing something worth watching."
"She said that, huh?"
"Uh huh. Along with a few other things."
"Such as?"
"She said if I liked what I saw, I was welcome to give you a happy ending," she whispered.
"A happy ending? I don't suppose she told you how you were supposed to do that?" I asked as she slowly stroked my soapy cock with one hand, her other hand seeking out one of my hands and pulling it up to her chest.
"She didn't tell me how NOT to do it," she giggled. "But I'm pretty sure you're NOT going to do what I want you to do."
"And she told you to come in here and catch me in the shower?"
"Not exactly. She said you had to leave for work pretty soon, so if I was going to have anything fun to watch, well, I'd have to hurry up. I didn't even wait to get dressed. I came right over in my nightgown."
"And of course, took that off to join me in here?"
"Once I saw what you were doing, what else would I do?"
"Somehow this isn't watching," I whispered as I massaged her small firm breast.
"I don't think she really meant for me to just watch, do you?" she asked huskily. "I kinda think she meant for us to have a little more fun than that."
"You do huh?"
"Uh huh. How about you close your eyes and I'll do something to your dick with my hands and you can tell me if you like it or not. If you do, well, we can keep doing it."
"Just close my eyes?"
"Uh huh. Just stand there and close 'em while I play with you."
I closed my eyes and felt her move away from me. Moments later I felt my head rubbing up and down a wet pussy and then felt pressure build on my head. I slipped into her tight little pussy and let out a deep groan of pleasure as she pushed herself down on my rigid dick. I wasn't sure this was what my wife had in mind, but she set this up, and I was getting tired of this game she was playing, so I wasn't going to say no. If she thought having Diane walk in on me while I was jerking off was going to embarrass me, she was sorely mistaken. Without opening my eyes, I reached for her hips and held onto them and started to push in and out of her pussy.
"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned loudly. "You like that? You wanna keep doing that?"
"Oh yeah. You have great hands," I groaned, playing the little game she was playing with me. We both knew I was in her pussy, but as long as I kept my eyes closed, I'd pretend it was her hands.
"I do, don't I? I wanted to stroke you this way the other day too. When she made you jack off in front of us. I just wanted to reach out and stroke you with both hands, just like this."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I thrust in and out of her tight little pussy. I could feel every ripple of her as my engorged head stroked in and out of her incredibly tight pussy. "Damn, you have such tight little hands," I grunted as I felt my climax building. "You keep squeezing me like this and I'm going to get that happy ending."
"Uh huh," she panted. "Just keep doing that. It's just perfect."
"Oh shit. I'm gonna come," I grunted, unable to hold off much longer as her already tight pussy started to spasm and clench around me.
"Do it! Come for me!" she gasped as I felt her butt tremble slightly.
"Yeah," I panted as my body took the last little trip towards climax. I let myself enjoy the sensations of her orgasm around my plunging dick, pushing me the last little bit over the edge. My body jerked hard and drove hard into her, unleashing a huge gush of cum deep into her.
"OH, FUCK YES!" she screamed as she climaxed harder around my now twitching and surging cock. I could feel shot after shot of cum pushing into her as my body jerked and spasmed.
"Oh damn," I said, holding onto her hips. "That was some hand job."
"You liked that did you?" she asked breathlessly, pulling off my cock and turning around. I felt her press against me and opened my eyes.
"Best hand job I think I've ever had," I whispered, pulling her tightly to me, my now softening dick pressing against her mound and the tiny bit of curls there.
"Have to say, I don't remember anyone ever giving me that much come from a hand job," she breathed, leaning against me. "I don't know why she wanted me to come watch you, but I'm glad she did."
"I think she's trying to embarrass me again. Last night we got caught in the rain and I'd taken her bra off and her tits were showing through her top once it was wet."
"Ohhhhh. Now that's a sexy idea. I'd get caught in the rain with you if you'd do to me what you just did."
"I don't think she appreciated hanging out like that," I answered. "But before the rain came, I know she was getting really turned on."
"How do you know that?"
I chuckled. "I pulled down her pants and stroked her pussy until she climaxed. Right there next to the trail."
"Ahhhh. I see. So, this was payback?"
"I think so. In her odd way. I don't think she quite gets that I don't MIND being naked in front of her or her friends. Not as long as I get to see a bit too."
"Well honey. Any time you want me to drop my dress and show off for you, just come on by."
"And John isn't going to mind?"
She giggled again in that little girlish giggle she has. "I don't plan on telling him. If he wants a part of that kind of action, all he has to do is to be here. Who knows, I might even manage to trick Nancy into being naked in front of him."
"I doubt it, but you're welcome to try," I said before giving her bare wet ass a little slap. "Now, I have to get ready to go to work."
"You don't mind if I watch, do you?" she asked with a grin.
"Not at all."
I finished showering and shaving, and watched Diane lay on the bed and play with herself while I dressed. "You keep that up, you're going to have to do something about it."
"You offering?"
"Wish I had the time to go around again. Since you're just using your hands, that is."
She grinned at me. "Well, when I get home, I have a little toy that's almost the same size as you. I have a hunch that before I go to work, I'm going to use my hands in IT for a while."
"Might be fun to watch," I grinned. "But right now, I have to go to work. I have a meeting at eight thirty."
"Pooh," she said with a fake pout. "Oh well," she said as she got up and slipped her nightgown on. Most of her body showed through the thin material.
"Nice," I said, reaching out and stroking her nipples through the slick material.
"Ohhhhhh," she shivered slightly. "You can do that any time you want. I love having my nipples teased."
"I love teasing nipples," I said quietly, reaching down to the hem of the nightgown. I pulled it up her body until her right nipple was exposed. I leaned down and sucked her nipple into my mouth and teased it with my tongue.
"Oh my God yes," she mumbled as I sucked and nibbled her nipple. She pulled my head to her chest, pulling me more tightly to her. I sucked her nipple deeper into my mouth and teased my tongue across the tip as I reached down to her now exposed pussy. I slipped a finger between her lips and stroked back and forth, rubbing the tip across the clit she had been teasing earlier. I curled two fingers into her as she squatted part way down and bowed her legs out to give me better access. I stroked my fingers in and out of her while rubbing the heel of my hand against her pussy, grinding it against her clit. "OH SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!" she cried as I drove her pussy right to the edge of another climax. I felt her pussy gripping my fingers as I plunged them in and out of her faster, making her whole body shudder and tremble. "OHHHHHHHH GOD!" she squealed as her whole body trembled and shook against me. I eased my strokes and then gently rubbed her slit and clit as I stood, no longer sucking her nipple either. "Oh my God," she moaned. "I can't believe you made me come so fast."
I chuckled. "It wasn't that hard. You'd already done all the hard work."
"Maybe," she whispered.
"I gotta go," I said, letting go of her and stepping back. "You can let yourself out!" I called over my shoulder as she stepped back and flopped on the bed to continue recovering. I had to admit, she was a little sex machine! I stopped in the kitchen to wash my hands before heading out to work, not wanting to show up smelling like pussy.
The day was typically busy, and I was glad when it was time to head home. My wife was working on dinner when I walked in. I gave her a kiss and headed to the bedroom to change, putting on a t-shirt and shorts. I was about half dressed, still pulling my shorts on when my wife walked in and leaned against the door frame. "Have an interesting shower this morning?"
I looked over at her. "Actually, I had a surprise visitor."
"Really? Who could that have been?" she asked with a smirk. "I suppose she showed up while you were busy?"
"Busy?"
"You know," she said, making a jacking off motion in front of her.
"Oh! That! Yeah, I was. But it was okay. She told me to close my eyes and she took over for me. She has damn good hands. Felt almost as good as being fucked."
"So, it didn't bother you, being walked in on like that?"
"Not really. Why? Should it have?"
"Well, I would have been embarrassed to be fingering myself and have someone walk in on me, woman or man."
"Well, since she was invited. You DID invite her, didn't you? I mean I can't imagine any other reason she'd show up naked and walk into the shower with me."
"Me? Why would I do that?"
"So, you didn't invite her over to walk in and try and catch me jacking off in the shower?"
"Well, I won't say I didn't invite her to do that. But I didn't invite her to join you in the shower."
"Ahhh. I see. So, the shower was just her own idea? Guess I can't blame her, seeing me standing there with a big hard dick and her with almost nothing on. Guess it's a good thing that we didn't have sex or anything. I mean you can see how someone might misconstrue a nearly naked woman being invited to get in the shower with a completely naked guy with a hard-on."
"Yeah. I suppose I could see how that might be misconstrued," she said looking at me as if she wasn't sure if I was being serious or not. "She just used her hands on you, you said?"
"Well, I had my eyes closed the whole time. But when I closed my eyes, she just had her hands on me."
"How come I don't believe you?" she asked, looking angry.
"How come you invited her to come and look at me in the shower? She came over in her nightgown you know. Didn't have all that much to take off before she got in the shower with me. In fact, when I saw her walk in on me, she didn't have anything on at all."
"That wasn't supposed to be what was to happen."
"Maybe not. But it is what happened," I said as I stepped into my shorts and pulled them up. "Maybe next time you'll think things through a bit more. I'd never invite a guy to walk in naked on you in the shower. Guys being guys, I'd be much too concerned that he'd take advantage of the situation and have sex with you. Good thing you trust Diane more than that."
"Yeah. I do," my wife said hesitantly, clearly rethinking if she really did trust her that much.
"So. Dinner ready? I'm starved!" I said as I walked towards her, still standing in the doorway. I stepped right up to her and slipped my arms around her and gave her a kiss. "I love you," I whispered.
"I love you too," she whispered back before pulling out of my arms and heading down the hallway. I grinned and followed.
It wasn't all that long after dinner that Trina showed up. "Hey there! How is everyone tonight?"
"Doing alright," I answered as my wife got up from the sofa and immediately pulled her off down the hall. "You going to try on your new swimsuits?" I called down the hallway.
"I doubt it!" my wife called back before the bedroom door closed. It was almost an hour before they came back, both of them wearing the new swimsuits I'd gotten, Nancy in the powder blue and Trina in the bright red. I had to admit that they looked damn sexy in them.
"What do you think?" Trina asked, turning around for me to look at her back side as well as the front. "And I LOVE the zipper," she said, bending over and pulling the zipper pull that went under her, from her butt almost to her mound, letting the material split apart. "This way you could have sex, and no one would even know. That was the idea, wasn't it?"
"Could have been."
"I think we should try it out. It looks like your dick is hard, why not pull it out and see if it works?"
"My dick?"
"The zipper silly," Trina said. "How bout it Nancy? Wanna let him see if the zipper really works?"
"I could I suppose," my wife answered. "Not that I'd let him actually do it out anywhere."
"You are such a spoil sport!" Trina said with a frown. "Why do you think he got one with a zipper that goes all the way down there? That way you can play without having to flash everything. That was the big problem last time, right? Someone might see? Well, now you can get in and out fully dressed and still have sex in the lake if you want to. Hell, you could have sex right next to someone and they'd never know."
"I'd NEVER do that! I don't want people to know I'm having sex."
"The whole idea is to have sex and NOT have someone know," I said with a frown, feeling like the whole swimsuit thing was turning into a waste of time. "You're not going to even wear it, are you?"
"She has to. It was the deal," Trina said. "She'll wear it. We might need to do a little trimming though."
"Trimming?" my wife asked.
"You're not going to the lake showing all that hair around the suit crotch, are you?"
"Well, since I wasn't planning on even wearing it."
"But now you are. And I think we need to be trimmed up, so we look all sexy to the guys."
"What guys?" she asked.
"Whatever guys see us. I mean, these suits are definitely going to draw attention!" Trina said with a laugh. "I think we should make him do it."
"Do what?"
"Trim us," Trina said. "He picked a suit that shows a lot of crotch, He should have to do the trimming."
"I don't know. Last time I let him shave me years ago, it itched like crazy when it grew back in," my wife answered.
"Well, if you really wanna go looking like that. But I'm not," Trina said as she pulled the zipper down and started to take off the suit. "Why don't you go find a razor or something to take care of this hair," she said as she stepped out of the suit and then pushed her pussy out at me and stroked the curls on her mound and around her lips. "You do know how to do it, don't you?"
"Oh yeah, he does," my wife answered for me.
I went to the bathroom and pulled out the little electric hair trimmer, got my shaving brush and the soap and a fresh blade in my razor and headed back out to the family room. I stopped in the kitchen on the way and got a bowl of warm water. "Okay. Here I am."
"Good! You can start with me," Trina said from where she sat in one of the overstuffed chairs one leg hanging over each arm, her butt at the very edge of the chair, the position spreading her legs and pussy wide apart. "You don't mind looking at my cute little pussy, do you?"
"Um. Not at all," I answered.
"I think he should have to get naked too," she added, looking at my wife. "Don't you? Since we're both going to be naked.
"Last time we were both naked with him, you talked him into creaming all over your body."
"I did, didn't I? I wouldn't mind doing that again," she said with a grin. "Getting shaved used to make me so damn horny. I wonder if it still does? Does it make you horny?" she asked my wife.
"I don't know. I've only been shaved once. But we're not shaving it all off. Just trimming a little, right?"
"Maybe. I'm thinking I might let him shave me completely bare, that way there isn't anything to get caught in those little zippers."
"All of it?" my wife asked. "Really?"
"Sure. Why not? I mean if I'm going to do it, might as well have fun and go all the way. Think how sexy you'll look all bare."
"I didn't think it was about how I looked where the suit covered."
"Suit yourself," Trina said before looking back at me. "Okay Scott. Take it all!"
It took me a while to get started, getting the little shaver plugged in and everything. I started on her mound and worked down, using the electric shaver to trim everything it could reach off, leaving just a short stubble to be shaved off. I mixed some soap in the little cup with the brush and spread it around her pussy and mound until I had it all covered in soapy lather. I went to work sliding the razor down and over her smooth skin, being ever so careful to not cut her. I stuck my finger into her pussy and used my thumb to stretch her inner labia away from her full round outer lips. I shaved off all the stubble there, and maybe pushed my finger in and out of her pussy a few more times than I needed to before I was done.
"God damn, I'm so fucking horny now," she moaned as I finished shaving her. "How about you lick it a little," she coaxed me.
"Trina!"
"What? It's not like I'm asking him to fuck me or anything. Just lick my pussy a little. I bet he'll do it for you when he gets done doing you."
"She'd probably have a hard time keeping me from doing it. I loved licking her when she was shaved the first time. I never knew why she didn't want me to do it again."
"Because you couldn't keep your hands out of my pants!" my wife said. "Every time you got anywhere near me, you were putting your hands down my pants or pulling my pants down to play with my pussy."
"And that was a problem?" I asked honestly.



"It was a pain. You didn't seem to ever want to stop!" my wife complained.
"God Nancy. How could you? Turning down attention?"
"Attention was never the problem. The problem was attention when I didn't want it, and no attention when I did."
"So? Find a way to tell him WHEN you want it. You know he'll give you attention any time you want it. Hell, right now, I'll take all the attention you'll let him give me!"
"Trina. He is MY husband you know. What do you expect me to say, go have fun with my husband?"
"Well, for now why don't you take off your suit and let him shave you. You can think about it while he makes you all hot and wet," Trina said.
"Oh fine. But not all of it!" my wife said as she started pulling the zipper down.
"Not all of it?" I asked, a little disappointed. I knew how she used to look shaved clean, and I loved it. I doubted I'd love it any less now.
"Just what you have to, to make the suit look good," my wife said as she pushed the suit down. She sat down where Trina had been and lifted and spread her legs. I went to work trimming around her lips and across her mound, taking off way more than she wanted. "Shit. Might as well take it all now," she said as I switched off the shaver with only a tiny strip of curls left above her slit.
"Okay," I said, turning on the shaver and zipping off the last of her hair before she changed her mind. I went to work shaving her lips and mound with the razor, pushing my finger in and out of her as I used my thumb to pull her inner labia aside. I knew I didn't need to, but it was turning her on and that was what I wanted. I finished up shaving her, rinsing the razor in the bowl one final time. I set the razor aside and leaned in to kiss her now smooth lips. "God so sexy!" I whispered as I licked up her slit, tasting a combination of her own wetness and the soap remaining from shaving her.
"Ohhhhhhhh," my wife moaned as I slowly licked up her slit. "Sooo good."
"You know what I think? I think we need to shave him now," Trina said with a smile in her voice as I continued to lick and tease her pussy.
"Why is that?" I asked.
"Because the suit Nancy bought you isn't going to look very good with all that hair you have hanging out."
"Just how small is this suit?"
"For us to know and you to find out," Trina said. "What do you say Nancy? Should we shave him too?"
"Seems fair," she said. "But can't we wait just a few more minutes?"
"Why? Did he get you all hot and bothered? Just think how fun it'll be to sit on him after he's shaved."
"You think it'll feel different than when he's still got hair down there?"
"One way to find out. I'll shave if you wanna keep him hard," Trina said as she helped my wife up from the chair. "Come on stud. Take a seat."
"Just be careful," I told her as I sat down.
"So how am I supposed to keep him hard?" my wife asked.
"Use your imagination," Trina said as she picked up the clippers. "Just don't make him move too much."
"How am I supposed to do that?" my wife asked again.
"Good Lord Nancy. Suck on his dick!"
"Suck on his dick? For real? I mean, yuk!"
"You're hopeless," Trina said. She reached for my dick and put her hand around it and held it upright before leaning forward and sucking my head into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around my head and then pulled her mouth off of me. "Now do that."
"But it's nasty!"
"No more than him licking your pussy. You like that, don't you?"
"So?"
"So, tease his head and keep him hard!" Trina said as she went back to clipping my hair. She took everything she could, including the hair on my stomach, leaving me with an array of stubble. She started with the razor, working around my dick and balls, and then gingerly shaving the hair on my balls as well. She squeezed and held them to make the skin tight while she carefully shaved everything off. "All done."
My wife pulled her mouth off my cock and looked up at me. "That wasn't so bad, was it?" I asked her.
"Not horrible," she reluctantly agreed.
"Now, come sit on my dick! I'm horny as hell!"
My wife let me pull her by the hand towards me and then coax her onto the chair, facing me, one knee on either side of my hips. I held my dick and let her sit down on me, sliding her sopping wet pussy down my shaft. "Oh damn," she groaned as she enveloped me.
"Shit yes," I groaned as my excited cock slipped into her. She started to bounce up and down on me, her big tits bouncing wildly on her chest with each impact. Up and down she moved, gasping and moaning in pleasure as her extremely excited pussy was teased ever closer to climax.
She bounced her ass on my thighs, ramming down uncharacteristically hard on my lap. She had on occasion in the past been an energetic partner when we had sex but not so much in the last years. Lately, she had been more a take what I give her partner. I had to admit, I was enjoying the hell out of how hard she was slamming down on me, my head impacting her cervix with each drop of her body sending little tingles through my whole body.
"Oh God. I'm going to come," Nancy gasped as she pounded down on me over and over. "Ohhhhh! I'm commmmming!" she squealed a few moments later. I felt her pussy start to clench around me and her legs start to shiver slightly. "OHHHHH SHIT!" she cried, closing her eyes and going rigid on my lap. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around my rock-hard shaft, threatening to make me come along with her, but not quite. I reached for her and pulled her towards me, letting her lean on me. Her soft tits pressed to my chest as she panted for breath, her head resting on my shoulder. "Ohhhh damn," she whispered.
"That good huh?"
"It was, um, yeah, pretty good," she answered in a whisper.
"You could keep doing that. I'm pretty close already. You haven't ridden me like this in a long time. I wouldn't mind letting you do it a little bit more," I whispered, trying to push my hips up and down to keep stroking in her.
She turned her head and whispered in my ear, "What would happen if Trina sat on you for a minute?"
"Huh?" I asked in surprise.
"Just for a second. Not really to have sex, not like what we did. Just sit on you for a second?"
"Why?"
"I don't know. Kind of curious I guess."
"About your best friend having sex with me?"
"You're not going to have sex. She's just going to sit on you for a minute and play with herself. Sorta just to see what you feel like."
"Just to see what I feel like while she makes herself come?" I asked in surprise.
"Just until she comes, then if you want, she can suck you off. I'm sure you'd enjoy that."
"I probably would. But your sure about this? I mean, she's your best friend."
"Yeah, I know. We've talked about it before, about letting you make her come once. I mean we haven't ever done anything but talk, but I don't know. If I'm going to let her do it, I need to let her do it now, before I change my mind."
"Alright. If you want," I answered.
She nodded and pulled off my lap and turned to look at Trina, sitting on the sofa, pushing two fingers in and out of her pussy. She stepped over and took her hand and pulled her off the sofa. "Just for a minute," she said as she pushed her towards my lap.
"Really? You're gonna let me to do this?
"You've been wanting to. Now's your chance. Just to sit on him and play with yourself. Just until you come though."
She grinned and climbed onto my lap, facing me like Nancy had. I held my dick up and aimed it at her pussy as she slowly lowered herself down on me. My head split her lips and sunk into her sopping wet pussy. "OhmyGod ohmyGod," she mumbled over and over as more and more of me disappeared into her. Her bare ass touched my thighs and she started to rock herself ever so slightly, grinding her clit into the base of my cock and rubbing our freshly shaved parts together. I slid my hands up her body and grasped her big soft tits. Until the other day I'd never seen them bare. Oh, I'd seen parts of them in swimsuits and such, and on a few occasions gotten a little glance at a nipple, but never out in the open, bare naked like they were then. I'd fantasized more than a few times about getting her naked and sitting on me like this, my hands around her tits and one of her hard nipples in my mouth as she sat on my dick. Now here it was, happening. I pulled on her tits, pulling her closer to me until I could close my lips around her very hard nipple.
"Ohhhh yes," she moaned softly as I sucked her nipple and teased it with my tongue. I could feel my cock sliding in and out of her only an inch or two as she rocked slightly, grinding herself against the base of my shaft, but it was enough. Between her sexy tit in my mouth and her motions, I could feel my trip towards climax once again racing up that slope that my wife had started. The angle of her body was pushing my head against her vaginal walls and stroking that perfect spot as she rocked her hips gently.
I groaned as she started to rock a little harder, her body occasionally shuddering a little as her own climax neared. I felt her pussy beginning to tremble around my dick, squeezing and releasing quickly as she gasped for breath. "Oh God. Gonna come," she panted as she pushed herself harder onto my dick, arching her back a little more to push her soft tits towards my face and her clit into my body. I squeezed both soft orbs and sucked her left nipple into my mouth as my body screamed for release, her motions pushing me towards the point of no return more quickly than I had expected.
"Oh God Trina. You gotta get off," I moaned as I pulled her nipple from my mouth. "I can't hold back much longer."
"Oh damn, no! Not yet!" she grunted, pushing herself back upright again, presumably up to climb off of me. She started to lift and then dropped down again, sliding back down my shaft. Three times she lifted herself and slid back down onto me. I saw and felt her body jerk as she let out a long low groan, her pussy suddenly clenching hard around me as she started to climax. She lifted and dropped two more times, hard, arching her back and driving my head into the end of her tunnel and her cervix, pushing me to the point I'd been trying desperately to hold off.
"SHIT!" I gasped as my body jerked with hers, pumping a gush of cum deep into her pussy. I was beyond holding back and my body spasmed time after time, filling her pussy with my cum as I let my arms slide from her chest to circle around her waist and pull us together tightly for long seconds. "Oh God. I'm sorry," I panted as my body still spasmed occasionally, my dick now starting to soften in her cum filled pussy.
"Yeah. Me too," she whispered.
"Scott. Did you just? Did you?" my wife stammered a little.
"Yeah," I answered breathlessly. "I couldn't help it."
"And you let him Trina?" my wife asked incredulously. "What the hell happened to just going to sit on him and play with my clit?"
"I couldn't help it. I'm sorry. It just felt too good. I didn't even have to touch myself and he made me climax."
"But Trina! You're not. I mean, you can't. You know what I mean!"
"Oh Nancy, relax. I'm almost too old to get pregnant, but I still do a ring to control my period. I'm not likely to get pregnant."
"We better the hell hope not!"
"Trust me," she said as she looked back down at me. "I can tell you though, that it was worth it."
"Well, don't expect it again any time soon. Especially since you promised you weren't going to sit on him long enough for him to do that."
"Well, you kinda have yourself to thank for that. You did too good of a job while you were riding him," Trina answered with a feminine chuckle while she still sat on me. "He couldn't hold back any longer," she added, looking back down at me and grinning. "I wasn't expecting it, but it was enjoyable just the same."
"Well, you're done now, so you can get off any time you want," my wife said, clearly irritated at her best friend.
"Yeah. I probably should," she agreed, shifting herself and lifting off of me, her pussy leaking our combined cum as she climbed off my shrunken dick. She stood in front of me, her legs spread, letting my cum drool and leak from her pussy to drip into the bowl of water we'd used for shaving. "Wow," she said as she looked down at herself. "Quite a bit there!"
"I don't believe you," my wife said, though I wasn't sure who she was directing it at.
"Who? Me?"
"Either of you!" she answered me. "Just because I let her sit on you for a minute, you had to go all the way?"
I chuckled. "Lover. If I'd have gone all the way, I'd have been plowing into her from the git go. All I did was to sit there and let her grind herself to climax on me. I just couldn't stop it once she started to orgasm. I mean, can you stop from climaxing when I get you really close and then start going off inside you?"
"Well, no."
"So somehow I'm supposed to do what you can't?" I asked, looking at her sitting on the sofa.
"Well. Okay. I guess I can't expect it. It was my idea to let her sit on you."
"It was," I agreed. "Hell, I enjoyed it. I didn't expect it, but I DID enjoy it!"
"Well, don't get used to it," she said with a frown.
"I just don't get it. Why?" I asked.
"Because I asked her what she'd do if I pulled that zipper on the swimsuit and let you stick your dick in me in the lake? She said she didn't know because she hadn't ever really thought about it."
"And you suggested she think about it? Am I to assume you PLAN on pulling that zipper in the lake?"
"That all depends on Nancy," Trina said as she squatted over the bowl and rinsed her pussy off. "If she won't, then she has to let me. Not that she'll be able to resist once she sees you in that little swimsuit we bought you."
"Yeah, about that. Just how little is it?"
"Little enough," my wife answered.
"Let's just say you'll be showing off as much as we are."
"How much is that?"
"I'll just say that it'll be a good thing we trimmed you up," Trina answered with a grin.
"I have a hunch I'm going to regret this agreement," I said quietly, mostly to myself.
"Oh lover. You are SO going to regret it!" my wife said with a devious grin. "It's amazing just how small a swimsuit you can buy for a man. I mean, I expect it for women, since they like to show off their bodies, but I had no idea men's suits included things so tiny."
"You're not going to get me arrested for indecent exposure, are you?"
Trina giggled. "Depends on how big you get. And oh, by the way, I plan on making sure you have plenty of eye candy to look at."
I looked back and forth between the two of them, hoping they weren't serious.
"And you can't wear shorts or a shirt to cover it, just like we can't. You have to wear it while you're getting the boat ready to put in the water and everything, just like you expect us to do. In fact, why don't we go to the lake THIS Saturday? We don't have anything planned, and the weather is supposed to be nice. By then your new suit should be here. We can take the runabout and just enjoy the day, the three of us!"
"You're enjoying this way too much," I said, looking back and forth between them, wondering just exactly how tiny this swimsuit is.
"You're not going to back out, are you?" my wife asked quietly. "I mean, we don't have to go through with this if you don't want to. I have plenty of regular suits I can wear."
"This isn't another attempt to embarrass me, is it?"
"Why? Would it matter?"
"Well, the last two didn't exactly turn out the way you expected," I answered.
"So what if it is?"
I shook my head and snorted a little. "Well, if the suit is that small, let's just hope there are some really good-looking babes in bikinis to see the show!"
My wife rolled her eyes and then got up off the sofa and headed to the bedroom with the new swimsuit in her hand. Trina leaned over me, letting her tits dangle in front of my face and pulled one of my hands to her crotch, pressing my fingers to her wet pussy. "I have every intention of convincing Nancy to let me fuck you in the lake, so plan on seeing that zipper open as much as I can get away with and my hands on your dick any chance I get."
"You really want to do that to your best friend?"
"Scott. If she wants to continue to pretend that she isn't enjoying the sudden increase in her sexual desire and keeps dreaming up silly things to get you naked in front of other women, I'm going to take full advantage. We both know how long it's been since I had a real cock in my pussy. So, if she's going to let it happen, I'll take her up on it."
"It just doesn't seem very fair to her."
"Is it fair to have made you get naked in front of us like she did? Or how about inviting the neighbor over to watch you showering? No, those aren't very fair either. Not to you."
"No. Not really."
"Then until she changes her mind about all this, I'm going to try and fuck you any time she puts it naked in front of me," she said quietly before leaning down and kissing me wetly on the lips. "And I hope you do the same," she whispered after breaking the kiss. She pushed up away from me, stepped to the sofa and moved her feet about two feet apart. She bent over to pick up her swimsuit, keeping her legs straight and arching her back down to push her pussy out at me. She twisted enough to look back at me. "Think about it," she said before straightening and walking to the bedroom. It was almost another hour before she walked through, dressed this time, headed to the front door. She stopped and blew me a kiss before heading out the door.
Nancy came out and dropped onto the sofa next to me. I'd put my shorts back on, but that was all I was wearing. She's put on a long t-shirt, but I could tell she didn't have anything at all on under it, which almost immediately started my dick growing. I reached over and gently tugged the hem of the shirt up until I could see her hairless mound, her shaved lips hidden between her thighs. "Stop already. I'm not interested," she said snippily.
"So why are you mad at me?"
"Guess!"
"I'm not clairvoyant. You're gonna have to tell me."
"You knew you were going to come in her and you just let her keep going!"
"Actually, I didn't. I mean I knew, but I didn't keep going. I was trying to get her off of me before it was too late."
"Well, you didn't do a very good job," she said with a frown.
I reached for her hand and pulled her over until she was laying across my lap. It took a bit, but I finally got her to shift and roll until she was laying facing me, in my arms, her butt and legs on the sofa next to me. I held her so her face wasn't too far from mine and looked at her. "You have to know that it's you I love, right?"
"I don't know. Do you?"
"Would I be trying so hard if I didn't?"
"I think you're just horny and all you're thinking about is ways to have sex with me," she said, putting one of her hands in the middle of my chest to keep me from pulling her closer to me.
I closed my eyes and shook my head slightly. "You couldn't be more wrong. I want to have sex with you because I LOVE you and it's a way to share that love."
"Oh really? So you LOVE Trina too?" she asked, making little air quotes with one hand around the word love.
"No. I LIKE Trina. We've all been friends for a long damn time. I'll admit that I've fantasized a few times about seeing her naked, especially when she was breastfeeding. But I never acted on it because it wasn't appropriate. But if you're going to throw her at me and say, here, stick it in her, of course I'm going to."
"You didn't even resist!"
"Hell honey. You'd just been fucking me and had me within a hairbreadth of getting off, and all of a sudden you pull off and say, here, stick it in her and let her come around you. What the hell would you expect me to do? What would you have done if it was reversed. I was fucking you and, oh I don't know. Some famous movie star you like, was standing there naked and I said, go ahead let him stick it in you. What would YOU do?"



"Let him I guess."
"And enjoy it to boot. That's what I did. More physical stimulation and attraction than emotional. But I didn't ask to do it and didn't expect it."
"No, you didn't ask for it. I just kinda got carried away I guess. I thought I could let her sit on you and get off without you getting off too. I suppose that was foolish."
"Yeah. VERY!" I agreed.
"Sorry," she said with a frown. "Guess it wouldn't be fair to be mad at you for that."
"I'd prefer you weren't."
"That doesn't explain Diane though."
"How so?"
"Come on. You expect me to believe that you just let her use her hands on you and you didn't take advantage of the situation?"
"I can tell you with all honesty, that all I did was stand there and let her do what she did."
"What did she do?"
"No set of hands are THAT good," I said with a shrug. "But all I did was stand there with my eyes closed and let her do what she wanted to do."
"So, the two of you had sex?"
"Let's just say I let her use me the way she wanted and didn't argue. Didn't help either, but I didn't stop her."
"So what now?"
"Well, I guess that depends. You done trying to embarrass me?"
"Maybe."
"It won't work you know. I'm not overly afraid of being naked in front of women, especially if I'm already horny. The only thing I worry about is getting arrested in public and what that does to my career. Otherwise, I'd have no problem dropping my pants and having sex on a park bench or picnic table."
"I am NOT comfortable with that," she frowned.
"Didn't ask you to be. As far as I'm concerned, I love how you look, and I don't have plans on showing you off to anyone. But that doesn't mean I don't want to do things that have some risk of one or both of us being seen."
"Such as?"
"Going without a bra while you're walking. I love seeing your boobs bounce and wiggle. Turns me on like crazy."
"But that just shows ME off. What about you? Since you don't care about being seen."
"I dunno. What do you want me to do? I mean I can't exactly go walking down the path in the park without pants on."
"No. You can't," she agreed. "But you could maybe wear some tighter shorts or something. At least then I wouldn't feel quite so alone."
"I can think about what I can do," I said with a shrug. "As long as you don't stop letting me play a little."
"You gotta stop taking my bras off and leaving them out there. I don't have that many and they're expensive."
"Okay. Tomorrow we'll try to find your bra and recover it," I chuckled. "By the way. I think you look spectacular without much hair down there."
"You would," she said, relaxing against me.
We stayed like that a little bit longer and then headed to bed. I enjoyed watching her get naked again and coaxed her into going to bed naked with me. We cuddled up against each other and pretty soon had my hard-on pressed between her thighs. She reluctantly let me slide into her with the promise that I'd not keep her up all night fucking and let her go to sleep. So I lay there, my hand cupping one of her big sexy breasts, and my dick pushed into her a few inches as she drifted off to sleep.
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Authors note: I intended this to be a stand alone story, but if there is enough response, Michael, Nina and Joan can carry on further.
I could hear Nina, my wife, clinking the dishes in the kitchen as she unloaded the dishwasher. It was Christmas eve morning, and she was up and about before six. That meant only one thing as far as I was concerned, no Christmas sex this year, again. Not with the kids showing up this afternoon. I've found myself thinking back to the early years a lot more lately. You'd think that at sixty plus a couple, sex wouldn't be a big deal anymore, but instead it seemed like my tolerance for her lack of desire or output was lower instead of better.
I closed my eyes again and thought back to our first Christmas together as man and wife. It was a small tree, and there weren't many presents around it, but we gave each other the best present in the world that Christmas night. We made love under the tree, not once, but multiple times. Nine months later our first daughter was born. All through our dating time she was sexually playful and we would have sex many ways and in lots of places. She never seemed bashful when she undressed for me, exposing her incredibly beautiful body. Hell, I never would have even tried to ask her out on a date if I hadn't accidently spilled my drink all over her at McDonalds. She was WAY out of my class. She looked more like playboy model material than someone interested in a somewhat geeky college freshman.
To my surprise, she demanded that I take her out to make up for spilling the soda all over her. So I did. And again, and again. After half a dozen dates, I built up enough nerve to suggest we mess around while we were walking in the dark through the local park. She readily agreed and the two of us made love for the first time on a picnic table in the middle of a public park. It was the first of many times we made love, in private, in semi-public areas, in the river, in the lake, well, you get the idea. She was willing to do it anywhere I felt comfortable doing it with her. She never seemed to be able to get enough of our intimacy. And it was so much more than just sex. You could see it in her eyes. She loved what I was doing with her and she loved watching me climax along with her. It became almost a game with her, to hold it as long as possible before letting herself tumble over the edge, taking me with her. But it was for me, and only me. Once we started dating there was no one else, not even close male friends that would hug or anything. It wasn't until I proposed that I learned I was the first man to have her that way.
We got married less than a year after spilling that soda on her, and we made love the first time as man and wife in the hot tub on the balcony of the bridal suite. Not one time, but twice before we finally tumbled into bed, exhausted from the days activities. The next months were fantastic. She seemed to delight in teasing me, skimpy or no underwear with short skirts, sexy lingerie, sometimes wearing things without a bra so her big 32D tits would wiggle enticingly. Our first Christmas found her under the tree in a red see through negligee, a gift tag tied to the crotch of her see through panties that read "definitely open before Christmas!" We made love under that tree and we loved each other. Over the next months, her belly grew, but her desire for me didn't change. If anything, it increased. It was almost as if being pregnant enhanced her sexual desire. And I wasn't going to argue. She always whispered how much she loved me and how much making love with me made her feel loved.
It wasn't a surprise when sex drew to a sudden halt after Tabitha was born. I could understand it. I waited patently, and some of the sex returned, but not nearly what it had been before. We had to plan when we had sex so we didn't wake Tabitha, interrupting us. A year later we had Julie, and sex became even less frequent. After Mandy, well, sex just didn't seem to happen any more. It was frustrating, but I always looked ahead and said that once the girls were grown and out of the house things would get better.
College came for the girls and we were empty nesters, but the long skirts, heavy duty bras to hold her now thirty eight triple D's in place, and the granny panties appeared to be the future. Sex was maybe once or twice a month, if I was lucky, always in the bedroom and always the same way. It was, to say the least, depressing to see what my life had become. I was married to the most beautiful woman in town, maybe the state, and I barely got to even see her naked any more unless we shared a shower. Now here we were, twenty years past the girls moving out on their own and I was more depressed about our sex life than I could remember. I lay dreaming back to that first Christmas, picturing her laying under the tree in that see through red mesh, her legs spread, her body illuminated only by the blinking lights of the tree, looking so damn sexy and inviting. I could still feel in my mind the sensations of sliding my hardon into her and hear her moans of pleasure as she begged me to fuck her over and over again.
I could feel my hardon inside my sleep shorts growing, my hand moving to it as I remembered the image of her breasts bouncing inside the sheer material before she rolled me over to sit on top of me. I stroked my hard shaft, pretending it was her hot wet pussy again, her big tits now bouncing wildly on her chest, the sheer material pushed apart by her flying breasts. My mind could still remember how she felt around me as she pounded down on me with abandon until she made me come deep inside her. I grunted and felt my cock surge cum onto my stomach, remembering that day and wishing for those days again. I knew in my heart it was a useless wish. Nothing was going to change, but I still couldn't help but wish it none the less. I tossed back the covers, pushed the sleep shorts the rest of the way off and headed to the shower to rinse off the evidence of my desire.
---o---
It had been a good Christmas. I loved having the girls and their families over, this year with the first of our grandchildren as well. It was midmorning, the day after Christmas, and I was moving around the tree, picking up the odds and ends wrapping paper that had gotten left behind and putting my Christmas presents away in the shop, or wherever else was a suitable home. The tree had been inundated with presents, as usual, stacked so high that only the top two thirds of the tree were visible. Both of us enjoyed giving presents to the girls and their husbands. My wife spent hours picking just the right things for all of them. Christmas was probably the best season of the year, at least I felt so. Though each year it became harder and harder not to think back to that first Christmas. No, I wasn't going to change wives. I loved Nina more than anything else in my life, though the girls would be a darn tough second. No, I was resigned to my life of near celibacy, at least compared to how my life with her started.
I tucked things away and was about to call it done when I noticed a small package sticking out from under the tree skirt. "uh oh." I mumbled, "someone didn't get a present." I pulled the oddly wrapped package from under the skirt and looked at it. About six inches square and maybe an inch thick. I didn't recognize the paper. It was a deep burgundy with some kind of fuzzy pattern on it and a bow that looked to be made of silk lace. It had a small tag which I turned over. "To Michael, from Mrs Clause."
I chuckled. My wife and I often traded packages from Santa. I was surprised that she didn't catch one of mine was missing. I gently slipped the bow and ribbon off the corners and gently unwrapped the paper. It was almost like foil paper with that interesting soft texture. It had to be expensive paper. I opened the box and inside was a single heart shaped cookie, white frosted with red sugar dusted over it. Under I could see a small parchment paper. I slipped it out. The parchment looked and felt ancient, but clearly couldn't be or it would fall apart. The writing was in a looping feminine script.
"Merry Christmas. Share this with the love of your life, to grant your Christmas wish, but be alone." Mrs Clause.
I looked it over, front and back, but there were no other clues. Maybe this was my wife's way of trying to start something? We hadn't had any sex over Christmas yet, so maybe this was her way of giving me a present she knew I would enjoy. I grinned at the thought. I could play that game. I headed to the bedroom and took off my underwear so I was wearing only my thin underarmor workout shorts. That should make things easier. I took the cookie from the box and opened the plastic wrapper. Setting the unwrapped cookie back in the box, I went to find her. Now was as good a time as any. I found her in the kitchen, putting dinner into the crockpot. I stepped behind her and gently kissed her neck. Breaking the cookie, I reached around her, pressing my already growing hardon against her butt crack. I whispered. "I have something for you." I held the piece of cookie out in front of her mouth for her to take the bite.
"What's that?" she asked, her hands unable to do anything as she held the chicken breasts. I slipped the portion of cookie into her mouth before she could object any further. "Ohmygod! That is soooooo good!" she moaned, almost orgasmicly as she chewed the cookie slowly.
"Knock knock!" I heard from the garage door as Joan, our neighbor called as she walked in. "Anyone home?"
"In here!" My wife called, dropping the chicken into the crockpot and moving away from me to wash her hands.
I scowled at the interruption, feeling my hope of what was to come fade away in an instant. This seemed to be the story of my life. Just when I thought I had her interest, something interrupts and the "mood" never seems to come back. Joan wasn't a bad looking woman. Not nearly as hot and sexy as my wife, but then not many women are, even at sixty three. Joan is slender, early forties, modest sized chest, half a foot shorter than my six foot, and divorced for the last three years.
"Now, where did you get that?" My wife asked, as she turned to face me, wiping her hands on a small towel, while Joan stepped into the kitchen.
"From you." I answered, feeling a little confused. "It was under the tree with a tag for me."
"I didn't give you a cookie," my wife said with a frown. "You have a secret girlfriend giving you things?" She continued as she took the box from me. She snapped off another piece of the cookie and ate it, closing her eyes and letting out a soft moan. "Oh god this is so good."
"What is?" Joan asked as she stepped over.
"This cookie. Try this. It's the most exquisite taste!" My wife said as she snapped off a piece of the cookie and held it out to Joan.
"Oh damn!" Joan groaned after she popped the piece of cookie in her mouth, chewing it so slowly, clearly savoring each moment.
"Here hon. Taste this." My wife whispered, holding a piece of the cookie out for me. I opened my mouth and let her slip the cookie piece into my mouth.
It was an incredibly unusual taste. Almost like, well, almost like... Ohhhhh shit! I knew exactly what it tasted like now. It tasted exactly like Nina's pussy when I make her climax on my tongue.
"God Joan. Have you ever tasted anything so incredible?"
"No. I haven't. it's incredible." She whispered as she reached for another piece of the quickly disappearing cookie. She slipped another small piece into her mouth as my wife took the last piece and at it. The two of them moaned almost in unison as they closed their eyes and chewed the last of the cookie. "Damn, is it hot in here?" Joan asked, fanning herself with her hands as she swallowed the last of the cookie. "Where did you get that?"
Nina turned to look at me again. "Michael said it was under the tree."
"It was," I said, taking the box back from my wife. I turned it over to show her the tag on the ribbon, still partly attached to the box. The parchment fell out of the box and fluttered to the floor. My wife bent over to pick up the parchment.
"Michael, you want to tell me something?" she asked as she looked at the writing on the note. "You seeing someone on the side I should know about?"
"I wish." I grunted.
"Merry Christmas. Share this with the love of your life, to grant your Christmas wish, but be alone. Mrs Clause." My wife read. "Who the hell is Mrs Clause? My wife asked me angrily. "Some new woman I don't know about?"
"Shit honey. You know you're the only woman in my life. Honestly, I thought it was from you. We trade Santa presents all the time. I just thought it was from you."
"Not me. I didn't give you a cookie. Hell, I don't even recognize the writing. Who writes like this anyway?" My wife asked as Joan pulled the note from my wife's hand to read it.
"Looks like an invitation to play." Joan said with a grin. "Someone wants your husbands goodies."
"Yeah. right. Who'd want an aging old man?"
"I dunno. I might. Not that I've seen what he has to offer, but I can tell you that bulge in his pants is pretty inviting."
Both my wife and I looked down at my crotch. "Shit." I grunted in surprise at how far my shorts were tented out as my mostly hard cock tried to stand erect, but instead just pushed the front and part of the right leg of my shorts out until the material was taut, trapping it bent over. My cock was so hard and long that my engorged mushroom head poked out the end of the leg hole suggestively.
"Jesus Michael!" My wife snapped. "Really? Is that all you think about? Sex?" She slammed the box on the counter and stormed off toward the bedroom.
"Hey! If you don't want it, I'll take it!" Joan called down the hall toward my retreating wife. She looked down at my crotch and grinned. She stepped closer, tossing the note onto the counter and then reached down toward my bulging shorts. I felt her fingers stroke up and down my material covered shaft a few times and then stroke over my exposed bare head. "Mmmmmmm. I bet this would feel good inside me. Spreading me? Oh yeah. I'm sure it would." She whispered as she teased my head a few more moments. I felt her hand slide up and her other hand join it, one on each of my hips, reaching for the elastic waistband of my shorts. "Hell, I wouldn't mind at all if you put that someplace hot and warm and wet," She whispered to me as she pushed my shorts down over my hips and butt. She started to squat down in front of me, while I stood there, not moving, letting her push my shorts down my body, slowly forcing them down over my hard dick until it popped out and stood pointing at her face. I felt like I shouldn't be doing what I was, but at the same time, I wanted her to. I wanted her to see me and touch me. I wanted her to want me, and "Ohhhhhhh shit yes," I groaned as her hand closed around my hard shaft. I looked down at her as she gently licked up the bottom of my dick until her tongue reached my mushroom head. She seemed to know exactly how and where to tease her tongue, making me groan in pleasure again, moments before she closed her lips around my leaking cock head. "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm." She moaned, making my dick vibrate slightly as she began to stroke her mouth and hand up and down my shaft. It'd been years since anyone had done what she was doing, and all I could do was to stand there and let her do it.
"SHIT! JOAN!" I heard Nina say from behind me. "What are you doing?"
"Sucking his incredible cock. God I don't believe you don't still do this for him. It tastes soooooo damn good!" Joan said huskily from where she knelt in front of me. "You should get down here and help me. I think he's going to come for me the way it feels."
"Michael? You're going to just let her suck your dick?"
"Oh damn." I groaned as she went back to sliding her lips up and down my shaft, her tongue teasing under my engorged head with each stroke. "Fuck she's good at this."
"Michael!" My wife said quietly, the look on her face one of, what? Disappointment? Surprise? Betrayal? I wasn't really sure. She stood and stared at Joan sucking me, drawing me ever closer to orgasm. "Michael?" She asked in a squeaky whisper. "Is this what you want? Sex with another woman?"
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my body spasmed. I could feel my cum lancing out into Joan's mouth, shot after shot pumping into her as my body jerked and trembled. I stood there, my stomach tensing and my hips trying to push toward her with each new surge of cum. I didn't realize I could come that much, finally standing there, panting, after at least a dozen powerful shots of cum.
Joan pulled her mouth from my cock and looked up at me. She opened her mouth to show me the tremendous load of cum I'd deposited in her mouth, an amount more reminiscent of my more youthful days. She closed her mouth and smiled before opening it again so show not only me, but Nina that she had swallowed the whole load.
"Oh god Joan? You swallowed it?"
"Oh fuck yes," she said as she stood up. "God I'm so fucking horny." She started to push her yoga pants down, her fingers taking her panties along with them, forcing the stretchy material down over her butt and hips, down her thighs, almost to her knees. I'd seen her in some one piece swim suits before, but I'd never seen her anything close to naked. She had full round lips with a significant amount of inner labia exposed, pressed to her full round lips. Her bush spread from her mound, down between her legs, covering much of her pussy. She pushed her pants all the way to her knees and then slid her hands tantalizing up her thighs, slipping to the inside of each thigh before gently stroking and spreading her delicate inner lips. I watched her fingers stroke sensually between her lips, teasing them apart, almost as if inviting me to not only look but touch. I watched her hand slip down and back several times before she allowed her fingers to trace up from her wet lips to her mound and then higher. Her fingers hooked under the bottom hem of her shirt and pulled it up, sliding it up over her surprisingly firm stomach, pausing only a moment when they reached the bottom of her bra. She hooked her fingers under the elastic bottom band and then pulled the shirt and bra up, pulling both it and her shirt up over her tits, exposing her whole body from high on her chest all the way to her knees to my view. "Lick my pussy Michael. Please? Please lick me?" she practically begged as her fingers moved from her shirt and bra, back down to her rock hard nipples, gently stroking small circles around each hard protruding nub.
I stood and stared at her mostly naked body for long seconds, my brain seeming to be in a fog of desire I hadn't felt since saw Nina's naked body that first time. I wasn't sure at all why I did it. I shouldn't have. Part of me knew it was wrong, but another part, an animalistic part, demanded that I respond to the feelings of want and desire welling up inside of me almost uncontrollably. I gave in to those urges and I gave into them right in front of Nina. I reached for Joan's hips, moved her in front of the counter and lifted her up, setting her bare ass on the cold hard surface. She didn't seem to care as I pulled off her shoes, dropping them on the floor before pulling her pants the rest of the way down her legs before tossing them aside. I grasped her ankles and lifted her legs into the air, pushing them apart as I stepped between her legs. I pressed my shrinking dick against her wet pussy lips, grinding myself against her wetness and pressing my lips to hers in an aggressive wanting kiss that she eagerly returned. I stood there, kissing her for only a few seconds before lowering my head from her face to her tits. I closed my lips around one hard nipple and sucked it into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue as she grasped my head with one hand, pulling my face forcefully toward her chest. I heard her moan loudly as I nibbled her hard nipple. "Oh god. Fuck me Fuck my hot pussy!" she gasped loudly.



I couldn't do that. My cock was on the wrong side of climax and was going to take a few minutes to recover, but that didn't mean I couldn't pleasure her other ways. I pulled my face from her tit and kissed my way down over her stomach, over her hairy, curl covered mound, and down between her thighs. I kissed each thigh several times, each kiss moving closer to her hot wet pussy. I could smell her excitement, her lips practically leaking her juices even before touched them with my tongue.
"Oh my god yes!" she moaned as I made the first lick up her pussy lips, tasting her sweet nectar as I let my tongue spread her inner lips. I eagerly licked up and down her slit, driving my tongue deep between her lips, finding both the leaking entrance to her depths and her hard clit. I wanted to be hard, I wanted to drive my cock into her hot depths, but it wasn't ready yet. Instead I used a finger to slip into her, drawing a gasp of pleasure. I teased her clit with my tongue while I slipped my finger in and out of her like a small dick. "OH FUCK!" she cried as her legs trembled and shook, my tongue continually teasing over and around her hard exposed clit. I was a momentarily surprised at how quickly she was going to come, but the thought fled my mind as I was overtaken by the scent of her pussy, and an overwhelming desire to fuck her. My mind briefly felt thankful that she had just sucked me off and I hadn't gotten hard again yet, but I couldn't quite gel the thought as to why that was important, so I continued to lick and tease her clit until her whole body tensed. She trembled and her pussy leaking copiously, I pulled my finger from her and used my tongue to try and drive into her depths, allowing me to enjoy the flow leaking from her depths. I licked and sucked her juices as they leaked into my mouth, sharing her climax as she came for me. "Ohhhhhhh damn." She panted as her body slowly stilled, my tongue now slowly stroking up her slit, collecting the last of her flow. I stood up slowly, looking at her, my mind slowly realizing what I had just done and two whom.
"God Michael. I don't believe you just did that." I heard Nina say from behind me. I had forgotten she was even in the room, let alone watching me lick our neighbor to climax!
I stood up, my shorts still around my ankles. I wiped a hand across my mouth to wipe Joan's cum from my chin, and turned to look at her. There were so many things I could say, so many things I felt like saying, but for reasons I don't quite understand, the only think that came out was, "Your turn."
"OH MICHAEL!" she cried before bursting into tears. She turned and ran down the hall. I heard the door to the bedroom slam, and then a sound I don't think I've ever heard. The click of the lock button on the door.
"Oh shit." I whispered as I felt Joan press herself against me. I felt her hard nipples press into my back, her hands reaching around me to find my half hard cock. Her fingers of one hand teased my cock while the other stroked up and down my stomach and chest.
"Any time you wanna put this in me, I'm ready." She whispered. "If she doesn't want it, I'll be more than happy to keep you satisfied."
"I don't think that'll help at the moment." I whispered, suddenly feeling like I'd lost something, but my mind couldn't quite identify what.
"She's upset. I'm sure it'll pass."
I turned in her arms to look down at her, her shirt and bra now gone so she was completely naked. "I better go talk to her." I whispered as her hand found my dick again and began to try to coax it between her legs as it slowly hardened in her hand. "That isn't helping."
"No? you mean it isn't making you want to put your cock in me? It's getting harder, so I think you do."
"I do, but I don't. I mean, I shouldn't want to. I love Nina. I want to be making love with her," I answered her, my mind slowly clearing and starting to come to grips with what had just occurred.
"I understand. You want to make love to the woman you love. But I could be that woman, couldn't I? I mean, we've known each other for years. I'm not married any more. So, what's stopping us from going there? Just push this into me and we'll see how long it takes for you to fill me up with your cum."
"Joan. Oh shit. I'm so close to just throwing you down and fucking you. But I know I shouldn't. I know that what I want is back there, in the bedroom. I just don't know how to get her to want it anymore."
"Why don't you let me talk to her, and then I'll come back and ride you until you pop in me. How's that sound? You just sit and wait for me and when I come back, I can climb right onto your cock and fuck you until you beg me to make you come." With that she turned and walked down the hall to the bedroom. I heard her knock on the door and ask my wife to let her in. It took several times before the door opened and Joan was let in, the door closed again behind her.
I sat on the sofa staring out the back window and across the yard, wondering what they were talking about. A few minutes turned into half an hour, which turned into almost an hour. My curiosity finally got the best of me and I snuck down the hall as quietly as I could. I stopped at the door and listened, hoping to hear their conversation. But conversation was not what I heard. What I heard was soft gentle moaning. Two different sounds of moaning. I shook my head in confusion and pushed the door open silently, moving it ever so slowly so that the hinge, which occasionally squeaks, wouldn't. I peeked around the door to the bed and stood there, staring.
No wonder I didn't hear them talking. Joan was laying on the bed, as naked as she had been in the kitchen, with her feet on my pillow, her knees pushed wide. My wife held herself on her hands and knees, equally naked, with her head between Joan's legs, licking her pussy, while moaning in pleasure at Joan's attentions to hers.
I stepped into the room and neither seemed to notice me at all. I watched the two of them making out, licking each other, driving the other toward climax. Was this why Nina wasn't interested in sex with me any longer? Was she getting it from Joan instead? I hadn't ever known her to be interested in other women, at least not in that way. But it was hard to deny what I was seeing. It didn't take my body long to respond to what I was seeing, my cock soon standing hard and rigid.
No, if she was getting it from Joan, I was damn well going to make sure she understood what she was giving up. I stepped to the end of the bed, looking at my wife's ass and pussy, held in the air by her knees while Joan licked and played with her clit. Joan saw me and smiled. She moved her hand from my wife's ass and reached for my dick. She pulled me toward her, pulling my engorged head toward both her mouth and my wife's pussy. She aimed me right to my wife's sopping wet lips and then coaxed me to put it in. She stopped licking my wife and rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit, wetting my mushroom with my wife's juices.
I reached for my wife's hips, making her jump slightly as she felt my hands on her. She stiffened, almost as if she were going to refuse me, and then her stiffness faded as Joan rubbed my head around her lips a little harder, working it between her lips and into the entrance of her depths. My wife wiggled her hips side to side, much like she used to when she was inviting me to fuck her hot hole. I pushed toward her, forcing my engorged head slowly into her, spreading her hot wet vagina as slipped ever so slowly into her.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes." Nina moaned as I pushed my way deeper into her. "That's it honey. Fuck me. Make me come around your fat cock!" She lowered her head to Joan's pussy again and I heard her muffled moan as I started to stroke slowly in and out of her. Every stroke brought my balls to Joan's face, slapping her slightly. In and out I started to thrust, my cock stroking its full length in and out of her. I felt her already excited pussy start to spasm when I'd barely started stroking, Joan having apparently gotten her already very close to climax. I knew I was still quite a ways from my own climax as I held her hips and kept trusting, pushing in and out so that my cock teased her insides from the entrance all the way to the end of her tunnel. I wanted her to enjoy it. I wanted her to feel my cock making her climax. I wanted her to remember how good it felt that first time, that time laying on the picnic table, feeling a cock slide into her for the first time. I wanted her to enjoy it like she did then, coming so hard to my stroking cock that her body surprised both of us and pumped her juices out all over my stomach and crotch. I wanted her to climax that hard again.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked as she pulled her face from Joan's pussy. "Oh fuck me lover. God you feel so good. Come for me. Fill me up with your cum. Oh god yes! That's it. Fuck me!" She hadn't been all that vocal for years, and hearing her begging me to fuck and fill her pushed all the right buttons at the right time. While my mind was still imagining it was that first time again, feeling her for the first time, I held her hips and drove harder into her, rocking the entire bed as I pumped in and out of her with abandon.
My body raced toward climax as I thrust myself deep into my wife, a feeling of elation and desire all mixed together running through my body. I was so close, I wanted to come, I wanted to fill her pussy with my cum, I wanted her to keep climaxing as long as I could make her. I kept thrusting, trying to keep holding her climax at its peak as long as I could. I felt a hand on my ass, moving with me, coaxing me harder into my wife. I knew it had to be Joan. I looked down past my thrusting dick at her face, grinning up at me, waiting, coaxing. In a moment of clear realization I knew what she wanted.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed. I could feel my cock pumping shot after shot of cum into my wife's spasming pussy, filling her, feeling her climax still squeezing and milking me like I hadn't felt for so so so many years. I stood there, my knees leaning against the mattress, panting, listening to my wife moan and pant herself, my cum still leaking into her as my cock twitched occasionally.
"Oh god yes. Soooo good." She moaned softly, laying her head between Joan's legs again, but not to lick her any longer. Joan coaxed me back, backing me out of my wife slowly. My now softening dick slipped from her and dropped toward Joan's face. She opened her mouth and sucked my shrinking cock for only a few seconds before gently pushing me further back. I knew why, though I was surprised that she'd want to. I stood, my cock almost dripping the remaining cum in Joan's face, holding my wife's butt cheeks for balance. I watched Joan lick the cum oozing from my wife's gaping pussy, my white cream leaking from her and dripping down off her lips into Joan's mouth.
"Tastes just like that cookie." Joan moaned softly. "I swear that was cum flavored icing."
"I kinda thought it tasted like Nina's pussy." I panted as I moved onto the bed and flopped onto my back, momentarily exhausted.
I lay there, trying to catch my breath, listening to Joan lick my wife, sending occasional shudders through her body. Nina finally had all she could take and climbed off Joan and over onto me, laying down on me. She lay flat on me, her tits smashed to my chest, her face inches from mine. Without a word she lowered her lips to mine and kissed me. Hesitantly at first, and then with growing urgency. She held my face and kissed and sucked my lips, almost as if she were afraid I was going to not be there. Finally,after what had to be at least five minutes, the both of us panting breathlessly, she softened and then stopped her kisses. "I'm sorry love." She whispered.
"For what?"
"For not realizing what I was doing to you. For almost losing you. I never meant for it to happen. I should have known. I should have heard you. You said it, I know you did. Even Joan heard you. But I was too busy with my own feelings that I didn't listen to you. I don't want to lose you. I don't want you to have to find it someplace else. I don't want you to walk out of my life. I don't want anyone but you, but I have to, I need to, I, I."
"Shhhhhh." I whispered, pulling her down to me, pulling her face next to mine. "I don't want to lose you either. You're the love of my life. Why would I leave you?"
"Because I forgot. I forgot how it was. I lay here, crying, feeling sorry for myself that Joan could coax you into sex so easily. I thought that you didn't care any more or want me anymore. But she told me. She said she's seen me reject your advances to many times that you had to think that I didn't want you anymore. Nothing could be farther from the truth. It's just, It's. I don't know how to explain. But I was wrong. I should have listened. I should have seen the signs. Please don't leave me." She practically begged me before she started crying, her tears running down her face and my cheek as well, where we were pressed together.
"I'm not leaving. Shhhhh. I'm still here," I whispered back, stroking her back and butt.
"Promise?"
"Oh lover. You know I can't live without you."
"I used to think that. I used to think that I never had to worry. I used to think you were mine forever, and, well, I watched you pleasuring her, right there, right in front of me, right in our own kitchen. I, I was scared. I was afraid that I was going to lose you. I was mad. I was mad at you, I was mad at Joan, I was mad at myself. Mostly now at myself. You did what I pushed you to. You did it because I ignore you. I don't do what we used to do."
"I don't understand. What we used to do?"
"When we were first together. I worked so hard to give you everything you desired. I wanted you to be happy. I wanted you to love me. I wanted you to want me, to desire to be with me. I knew that sex was a big part of that. I knew that if I didn't make you feel happy that way, that there'd be no chance of love. Guys need that. They need sex. They need it to feel complete. I forgot that. I forgot because I had your love and I forgot that I needed to return it the way you needed it, not the way I felt like giving it."
"I don't understand. When we were first together, you were playful, you loved doing all those things, all those ways, all those places. You didn't like it? You were just, what, faking enjoying it?" I asked with concern and no small amount of hurt welling up in my heart. Had our whole relationship been based on a lie?
She rolled off of me, onto her back, next to me. "I didn't not enjoy it, but I wouldn't have chosen to do it by myself if you hadn't asked me to."
"Then why didn't you say no?" I rolled on my side to look at her face.
"I never wanted to say no. I thought it was what was expected. That guys had sex that way."
"I'm confused. You had to know not all guys did that. I mean, I loved what we did. I loved the variety and the newness of every time we did it someplace different or in a different way or whatever. But if you didn't want to, you had to know it wasn't required."
"Wasn't it? What has been your complaint for the last twenty years? That we never do anything like that anymore. Kinda sounds required to me."
I flopped back onto my back. She rolled onto her side and rested her head on my shoulder, stroking her fingers on my chest. "I'd have never made you do anything you didn't want to. Not if I knew. Now you're telling me everything that we did was faked?"
"Not faked. Just not, always my choice." She whispered. "The man I was with, before you. He was, well, he didn't believe in sex before marriage, so we didn't. Not at all. He never even tried to take my bra off or pull down my pants or anything. So, when I started dating you, I did what you wanted, just like I did what he wanted."
"Why did you leave him?"
"After three years, I needed more. I needed that physical relationship. I wanted intimacy, and he didn't seem any closer to asking me to marry him than when we started dating. So, I moved on, or at least I was planning on it. The day you spilled all over me? I was out with my best friends, they were trying to convince me that it was time to move on and find someone different. Someone that could make me feel completely different than Jerry did."
"And me dumping a whole cup of soda down your shirt was definitely different."
"It wasn't that. It was how incredibly cute you were trying to apologize. Three times you almost rubbed your hand down my boobs to wipe the soda that was soaking in, off. I suddenly wanted to feel your hands on me. I wanted to see what it felt like to be physically loved. If you hadn't asked me to get undressed for you in that park that one night, there wouldn't be another date. I wasn't going to go through that again. I could tell you were nervous. I was too. But I wanted to feel your hands on me, and once I did, I didn't want to stop. I wanted you to touch me and stroke me and make love to me as many times as you wanted. When I realized you liked being teased, liked seeing me in sexy little things, liked it when I played with you in public places, liked it when I let you play with me in those places, well, those are the things I did. I didn't not like them, but if I had been choosing, I wouldn't have done a lot of them."
"After the girls were born, you kinda stopped wanting sex. Why? What did I do wrong?"
"You did nothing wrong. I just didn't feel like I could do those kinds of things anymore. I didn't want the girls to get the idea that doing that kind of thing was how you got a man. I know. That's how I got you. But after a few years I just stopped trying to please you that way. I thought you didn't seem to need it any more, that you knew how I loved you, even if I didn't show it physically. I forgot that was how you felt loved. I forgot that all the things that you did that made me feel loved, weren't the things that made you feel loved. Joan reminded me of that. Seeing you kneeling in front of her, licking her, teasing her pussy, making her climax. It made me realize that I'd messed up. I'd failed to do what a wife should be doing, making her man feel loved and cared for. I suddenly realized that Joan had so easily taken over what had been only mine for so long."
"If that's true, why the hell were you two having sex?"
"That's easy." Joan said from where she was still laying, listening to us. "We wanted to. While we were talking we had an overwhelming urge to kiss, which led to touching, which lead to, well you know."
"I wouldn't have thought you were into girl stuff." I said softly to my wife.
"I haven't, well, before today, I never did. I just couldn't help myself. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to feel her lips on me, on my nipples, on my pussy lips. I wanted to feel her making love to me. I don't know why, but I wanted it so bad."
"Just like I needed to have your cock in my mouth. Just like I want your cock in me so bad right now. I want to feel you pumping it into me until you fill me with your cum." Joan said, rolling over. "So how about it? Wanna let me ride you until we both come?"
"I think I better save it for Nina," I answered her, getting a squeeze from Nina in appreciation.
"Well, if you're not going to fuck me, I have a dildo at home that's just begging to feel my hot pussy around it." Joan said as she stood up. "You know, I might not even bother to get dressed. Just put my shoes on and run home naked and get it. Wanna watch me? Wanna see me pumping it in and out of myself?"
"It's cold out." I said, avoiding the answer she wanted to hear.
She grinned. "Good. It'll make my nipples nice and hard. You sure you don't want to come watch me?"
"I better not." I answered quietly. She shrugged and got up. A few moments later we heard the back door open and close, leaving us alone in the house. "What now?"



"I don't know. I have an urge to fuck you under the Christmas tree."
"So why don't we?"
"Is that what you want?"
"That's the wrong question. The question you should ask, is that what WE want?"
"Right now, I think it is." She whispered.
"Okay. I don't know if my dick is up to a third round, but I'm game to try."
"Oh honey, I think I can handle that. You go out there and lay down and I'll be out in a few minutes, and I guarantee that I'll get you hard." She said with a soft giggle.
I nodded and got off the bed. I didn't know what she had in mind, but I was willing to let her try whatever she wanted. I grabbed a pillow off the sofa and lay down on the carpet to wait.
"I'm back!" Joan said as she walked in through the garage door again, this time holding a large artificial looking dick. "Ohhhhh. Waiting for me?" She asked, stepping over to me and squatting down over me. She rolled onto her knees and pressed her wet pussy to my flaccid dick. "I'm not even going to need this, am I?" she asked setting the dildo aside.
"Joan. I'm waiting for Nina. I don't think she's going to want to see you on my lap. Please don't make me choose!"
She frowned. "I won't, but I can keep it warm, can't I?"
I rolled my eyes. "If you promise to get right off when Nina comes out."
"I do." She answered with a wicked little grin. She began to rock her hips, grinning herself against my cock. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her tits, cupping each one with my hands. "I know how you like tits." She whispered.
"How do you know how much I like tits?"
"Seriously? You think I haven't ever noticed how you look at my boobs when I'm wearing a skimpy shirt or a swim suit? God you can't keep your eyes off boobs."
"Guilty as charged I guess." I answered, squeezing her soft breasts. They weren't nearly as large as Nina's but they were a nice comfortable handful.
"I didn't think I had to be that quick." Nina said from the hallway.
Joan looked back at her and then moved up off me. "I was just keeping him warm for you."
"As long as that was all you were doing." Nina said, stepping over to me. "Recognize this?"
"How could I not?" I answered with a huge smile. I held my hands out to her and helped her step over me and settle onto my lap, my slightly hardening cock trapped between us. "That the same one you wore that first Christmas?" I asked, looking at the red see through negligee she had on.
"Same one. Same one you gave me the best Christmas gift of my life in. Can't do that again, but I'd really like to feel you make me come the same way I did back then. Think you can?"
"I'm always ready to try."
She began to rub herself along my quickly hardening cock. "Remember how I looked in the tree lights? Just you and me and the Christmas tree? God I was so turned on. I knew I was ovulating and I knew what would happen. I wanted it to happen. I wanted to feel your seed fill me and make me pregnant. I wanted to have your baby more than anything else in the world right then." She whispered as she rocked on me, grinding herself along my quickly hardening shaft.
"You want it that way again?"
"Yes, I do. Today I do. Maybe I should have asked you for this a long time ago, but I didn't. I am now. Take me like you did that night."
I reached up for her shoulders and pulled her down, rolling us until she was laying on the floor. I leaned down and kissed her like I did that first night, softly, slowly kissing her lips. I spent long minutes teasing her lips with mine before I kissed down her jaw to her neck, making her squirm and giggle like a little girl. I spread the front of the red material, exposing her big soft tits to my lips. I slowly kissed my way across and around each one, spending long seconds licking and kissing around each puckered areola before drawing it and the nipple it surrounded into my mouth. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes." She moaned softly as I drew the first nipple into my mouth. "God I loved it when you did that."
I flicked her nipple with the tip of my tongue and then circled it, leaving a wet trail all the way around that made it pucker even more after I left it alone. I spent minutes stroking and teasing her nipples before starting to kiss my way down her chest and across her stomach. She scrunched up her body at the tickling sensation, but that didn't stop me. I continued to kiss down until I was gently kissing her sexy pussy lips. She had much less inner labia showing than Joan did, but despite three children it still looked as sexy as any teenager. I kissed and teased her lips for several minutes before spreading her lips with my fingers. I searched out and found her clit, flicking it with my tongue.
She moaned loudly how much I was turning her on, coaxing me to put my cock in her and fuck her hot pussy. I knew I was getting her ready, and I too was ready. I was briefly distracted, but only briefly, by Joan moving to sit just past Nina's head, her legs spread wide apart. She slowly pushed the dildo into her obviously wet pussy, leaning back and lifting her legs to show me even more.
I took a deep breath and crawled up Nina's body, moving my face closer and closer to both Nina's face and Joan's pussy. I didn't have to try to aim my cock, just like it had that first Christmas, it seemed to find its mark without help. "OHHHHHH FUCK YES!" Nina gasped as I slid into her depths, her hot wet tunnel walls caressing my head as she felt all of me slide into her. "Fuck me honey. Fuck me like you're going to give me another baby!"
I started to pump my hips in and out toward her, driving my cock in and out of her pussy. Joan moved her dildo in time with my strokes, pushing in and out of her own pussy, imagining that it was me fucking her. In and out I stroked, working my rock hard appendage deep into her with each stroke. I felt her feet reach my butt, her heels digging into me much like they did that first night. In and out I slid, her moans growing in intensity with almost every stroke. "Oh god honey. Do it. Come for me. I'm so close. I want to come with you, I want to feel you come in me like you did that night. Please lover, do it. Make me your woman again!"
I don't know why, but what she said tripped something inside me. My body suddenly bucked hard and I plunged fully into her, slamming our pelvises together. She gasped and then cried out in pleasure as my cock surged a gush of semen deep into her pussy. "That's it honey. Oh god yes. I'm yours forever. I love you so much." She cried as she trembled and shuddered under me. "Ohhhhh yes. I can feel you coming in me. Feel your hot cum filling me." She moaned as she wrapped her legs and arms around me, pulling us together.
I looked up at the sound of Joan's gasp. She was laying on her back, her legs held high in the air and spread apart, her fingers thrusting the artificial dick in and out of her pussy as her body trembled and shuddered in orgasm. "Oh fuck yes Michael. Fuck me! Come with me! Let me feel your cum fill me!" She cried out to the room.
"Oh my." My wife whispered, pulling my head down to look at her again. "I might have created a monster."
"You?"
"I sorta told her that I wasn't mad at her for sucking you off."
"So how does that create a monster."
She grinned at me. "Because when she asked if that meant I wouldn't be mad if she used your cock to get off on, I said not as long as I wasn't using it."
"Oh... OH! You're kidding, right?"
"I've failed to keep you mine in the ways that matter to you. As long as you promise not to run off with her, I guess it'd be alright if she kept you occupied in between our sessions. But be warned. I'm planning on making those sessions much much much more frequent."
"You don't have to do that," I whispered.
"Which, let her use you, or me use you more frequently?"
"The first of course. I'd love to have you do it more often with me."
"I will be. I promise. I'm planning on doing some of those things you found so much fun all those years ago. I'm going to tease you until your cock can't stand it, and then I'm going to fuck you until you beg me to stop. I'm, going to wear those little dresses again, and, well, I hope you don't mind spending some money, because I need some new underwear and bras. Things that will turn you on when I flash them at you, when I bend over and let you see my bare ass cheeks or my pussy through the crotch of my panties. I'm going to make sure that you know I'm your woman and that you're the only one in the world that I love, even if that means standing on a street corner and stripping for you. I want you to know in your heart that I love you with every fiber of my being, and if that's how I have to show you, then that's what I'll do, because you already show me every day with the things you do."
"I think you two are gonna have a hell of a lot of fun. You don't suppose I can horn in on that a little now and then?"
Nina looked up at Joan, looking at her upside down, since she was still on her back. "As long as you don't wear him out, and you promise to always bring him home to me, I don't see why he shouldn't let you have a little fun to."
"Oh good." She giggled. "Listening to you two talk about all those places you fucked, hell, Ron never did anything like that with me. It might be nice to see how it feels to walk half naked down a hiking trail, or be made love to on a park bench, or taken in a movie theater."
"Trust me. They all feel wonderful while you're climaxing." Nina answered. "Whether you love them as much after, well, you'll have to decide that."
"Sounds like I'm going to be damn busy," I whispered.
"Oh yes. Very!" Nina answered with a grin before pulling my face down to hers again. "And that includes kissing," she added before she pressed her soft lips to mine. Her kiss was soft, gentle and loving. It was made my cock start to grow again, still inside her pussy. "Mmmmmmm. I think you like the thought of me being naughty with you again. Well, here's a naughty thought for you, if you can come in me again, I'll let you watch Joan lick your cum from my pussy again."
"And if it makes him hard again?"
"If he can get it up again, it's all yours." Nina said. Then she whispered to me. "Just as soon as you fill me up again like you did that first Christmas. Three was the magic number. Give me number three my love. Show me how much you love me with that third gift."
I smiled and kissed her softly, moving my hips ever so slightly. I didn't want my hardening cock to slip from her, so I didn't move to much. Yeah I was pretty sure I could give her a third.
-------o-------
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It was Wednesday morning and going to sleep the way we had left me restless much of the night and horny as hell. I'd had any number of weird dreams that included combinations of my wife, Diane and Trina. Some in the boat, some in the park and one even in a furniture store, trying out a bedroom set. Yeah, I know. I have a huge imagination. Regardless of the dreams, I was horny as hell and when I saw my wife come out in a rather short dress, I couldn't help but walk over to her and hug and kiss her. And of course, fondle her butt under the skirt. I wasn't sure she was going to enjoy it, but as turned on as I was already, I didn't stop to think everything through.
I slipped my hands into the back of her underwear and pantyhose, pushing them both down to bare her butt. But I didn't stop there, I continued to push them down all the way to her thighs, getting an expected protest from her. I ignored the protest, pushed her back to the kitchen table and then practically forced her to sit on the edge of the table while I reached down and lifted under her knees. She squealed as my lifting hands forced her to lay back on the table and her legs in the air. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" she cried loudly, not angrily, but almost laughing.
"Getting ready for breakfast!" I answered as I reached up and pulled her high heels off. I dropped each shoe and then slid her panties and hose up her legs and off over her feet. I pushed her legs apart and then pulled my chair around to sit down with my head between her legs. I reached out and licked her smooth lips, teasing my tongue up and down her slit before working my tongue between her wet lips. She giggled girlishly as I started to work deeper, finally finding her clit and drawing a gasp from her. I licked and teased her clit until she was moaning, and her hips were wiggling and rocking as her climax grew. I stood up, pushed my pajama pants down and aimed my rock-hard cock at her wet pussy.
"Oh fuck!" she grunted as I drove into her in one quick stroke. I started pumping in and out of her, drawing gasps and moans from her as I pressed one thumb against her clit. It took a little coordination, but I was able to stroke in and out of her the full length of my engorged cock while rubbing her clit in circled with my thumb. Her pussy looked so damn good all shaved like that, and it was pushing my impending climax closer by the second as I watched my fat shaft plunge in and out of her. I felt her pussy squeeze around me and her spread legs tremble slightly as her climax started to wash over her. I kept sliding in and out of her, enjoying every moment of having sex with her someplace she swore she'd never do it, and seeing her enjoy the hell out of it.
"Gonna come," I grunted as my climax grew ever closer. "Someday I'm going to unload in your mouth like I did Trina," I grunted moments before my body jerked and rammed deep into her. I stood there, my pelvis pushed tightly to hers as my cock twitched and surged inside her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her. "Oh damn, that feels good," I groaned.
"Yeah," she agreed breathlessly as she lay panting on the table. "Did breakfast taste good?"
"Oh yeah!" I answered with a grin. "Best breakfast I've had in a long damn time."
"Good. Now it's my turn," she said as she propped herself up on her elbows, her legs still partly in the air, bent at the knees. "Well?" she asked after a few moments.
"Well what?"
"I'm not running around leaking your cum down my legs for the whole world to see. You took 'em off, you put em back on!"
I shrugged and found her pantyhose and underwear. It took me a few moments to untangle her underwear from the hose and get them on her so they could catch the cum that was drooling from her pussy and dripping down her butt onto the floor. Her pantyhose took a lot longer and by the time I finally got them worked up her legs and in place, my dick was rock-hard from stroking her legs. Unfortunately, we didn't have time to do anything more and she had to rush through breakfast and head off to work to get there on time. I showered, dressed and headed to work myself.
Normally I would never even think about messing around with any of the women at work. They range from my age to late twenties, and many of them are VERY good looking. Of course, the environment has everyone dressing in nice clothes, so I frequently enjoy the view of long bare legs under short skirts. I guess being still horny after re-dressing my wife left me pondering a number of things. Among those was what kind of underwear were they wearing. One or two I suspected might not even wear any, or if they did, it was probably VERY skimpy. The thought made me wonder what would happen if Nancy went to work without any on. The thought left me hard most of the day, which I am embarrassed to report did NOT go unnoticed. At least twice I could tell that the woman I was talking with was paying more attention to my crotch than my face. I guess now I know how women feel when guys stare at their tits instead of their faces.
It had rained off and on all day, so I wasn't sure we were even going to go walking that evening. The rain kind of saw to that. I changed into workout clothes while Nancy finished making dinner, and after dinner did twenty minutes on our treadmill, after which I flopped onto the sofa to watch TV. Nancy went off somewhere with Diane shopping, leaving me to the house alone.
She didn't tell me what she had been shopping for, so I assumed I'd find out at some point. I just hoped it wouldn't be at an awkward time. She stayed up to read while I headed off to bed around ten and was asleep before she came to bed.
I was still tired when I crawled out of bed Thursday morning, but that wasn't unusual. The last few days I hadn't been sleeping all that well, my brain seeming to be filled with sexual situations with people that I simply would never have considered doing anything with. Like my boss, Steph. She's a dozen years younger than I am, and recently divorced. A very good-looking woman, I didn't expect her to last on the market too long before some lucky guy snatched her up. I had no idea WHY my mind would even THINK about her standing in my office undressing. I mean the two of us were fairly good work-related friends, and frequently spent time BSing, or complaining about one political fiasco or another. We'd both had each other and our spouses, when she still had one, over to each other's houses for dinners and to hang out on occasion. While I had extended the invitation to spend a day at the lake, she had yet to take me up on the offer, presumably because her ex didn't much care for the outdoors. I suppose the reason I made the offer in the first place was in the hope of seeing her in a bikini. Not that the dresses she wore weren't flattering, because they certainly were. I just wouldn't have minded seeing her in something other than dresses or even the shorts and tank tops she wore when relaxing in the summer heat.
"Scott! We need to talk," Steph said as she walked into my office. She closed the frosted glass, sliding door to my office before stepping to the chair across from my desk. She pulled it away from the front of my desk, putting a little space between us, and sat down in it, holding a folder in her hand. She crossed her legs, her already short skirt sliding up her thighs even further as she leaned back in it slightly.
"Sure, what's up?" I asked with a little trepidation. In all the years that we'd worked together, I'd never known her to come in like that without something being wrong.
"Well. I'm looking at the Rogersville quote," she said opening the folder.
"Is there a problem with it? I know I sent you some private notes to check over before we decided to issue the policy," I said, concerned I'd missed something. I'd spent almost a week on that particular insurance quote, making sure I had all the numbers right. "Did I mess up the numbers somehow?"
"Oh. No. I think the numbers look just fine. Did you re-read it before you sent it to me for my input?"
"Um. No," I admitted. "Did I get a sentence mixed up or something?"
"Let me read from a paragraph in the notes to me. The paragraph read: Considering how wide ranging their request is, it may be difficult for the city officials to fully appreciate the risk factors involved. In particular, the public pool access facilities are completely inadequate for the expected pool patronage and may require you to completely undress in the bushes," she said quietly as she folded the folder closed and looked at me as I sat blushing.
"Damn Steph. I don't know what to say. Clearly, I didn't mean to write that."
"Well, when I first read it, I wasn't sure if it was aimed at me, or just a random thought that jumped into your mind while you were writing. I have to admit, you have my curiosity up. Have you been playing in the bushes in public? Or am I to assume this is an invitation for such?"
"OH! NO! I'd never imply. I mean, that would be so inappropriate. I didn't mean at all to have that in there."
"You don't think I'm good looking enough to be undressed behind some bushes?" she asked, watching me with a slight grin on her face as I blushed even more. She seemed to be enjoying my discomfort. "Once you have me undressed, just what would you intend to do with me?"
"Um. I, um, shit, I don't think I can answer that without risking a sexual harassment claim," I stammered.
"I think you already have risked that, if I were to take this wrong. Tell me, should I take it wrong?"
"Take it wrong?"
"Uh huh. Take it as an invitation to do something naughty. I mean it would be totally inappropriate, since we are boss and subordinate," she said as she uncrossed her legs and crossed them again the other way, the skirt hiking up a little further as she did. Her skirt hiked up so far in fact that from where I was sitting, I thought I could see a little white of the crotch of her panties. "It WAS an invitation, wasn't it?"
"Oh God. I'm in so much trouble here," I groaned.
"Maybe. But maybe not. Why don't you tell me what's going on and then I'll decide if I should be offended or intrigued?"
"Well. Um. Oh damn. Okay. Gee this is embarrassing."
"More embarrassing than having HR looking into a sexual harassment claim?"
"No. Not that," I agreed. "See, I've been trying to spice things up a little with my wife and she got upset about it and thought she'd embarrass me by having me jack off in front of her friends, but it didn't quite work how she expected and instead of me being embarrassed, she was because she had to watch me jack off all over her friends, who had gotten naked on their own," I said, quickly, almost rapid fire. "So, it wasn't meant for you to see at all. It must have just slipped out while I was typing."
"That's a shame. Because I might even have been willing to see just what you had to offer. From what I heard, you were showing quite a bit of tree trunk yesterday."
"Tree trunk?"
"Uh huh. The ladies' room was rife with suggestions of just exactly what had you turned on all day and showing such a solid piece of wood in your pants."
"Oh my Lord," I groaned, planting my face in one of my hands with my elbow on the desk.
"You keep doing things like that and you might get a reputation. Not too many sixty-year-old men can turn the head of a forty-eight-year-old woman, let alone a twenty something. And I can tell you, there was at least one twenty something that needs to learn to make herself climax much more quietly."
"Climax more quietly? You mean she was, um, she was," I stammered.
"Making herself climax in the bathroom? Oh yes. I won't say who, but I will say your name came to her lips as she came," she said with a chuckle.
"Oh my God," I groaned, leaning back in my chair and rocking back in it as far as it would allow. I looked at the ceiling as if there would be some magic there that would get me out of this mess. "So how can this get any worse?" I asked the ceiling.
Steph chuckled softly. "Honey, I'm sure it can get a LOT worse if you let it. I'm not so sure I'd go searching to figure out which twenty something it was, if you want my opinion. Since I'm not about to turn you in for sexual harassment, no matter what you choose to do, I'll just suggest that next time you're all worked up like that, maybe you should stop by my office. You could show me what you showed your wife's friends. Never know. I might even give you a little peek back. If I like what I see, I might even help you solve your little problem," she said as she stood up. She leaned over my desk towards me, stretching to set the folder on my lap. That stretch caused a significant amount of her breast to shift up in her dress, exposing her tits nearly to her nipples, a tiny sliver of her right areola peeking out of the little lace bra I could see inside the top of her dress. She stayed that way for several seconds, making it very clear that she intended for me to see what I was seeing, standing that way for long seconds, one hand on the desk and the other on the folder sitting on my lap. She smiled at me as she quite obviously stared at my suddenly growing bulge. "Uh huh. I'm beginning to see what she saw."
"Oh damn," I groaned, covering my crotch with one hand, taking the folder with the other and using it to cover my crotch as well.
She grinned and let go of the folder, letting her hand move to my thigh. Her fingers pushed up my thigh until they disappeared under the folder, the tips of her fingers finding my growing hard-on. She stroked her fingers back and forth across my hardening shaft before she pushed herself part way back away from me, slowly pulling her fingers down my thigh, but still staying bent over far enough for me to look down her dress top. She licked her lips and grinned at me. "I of course don't expect to hear that you're worried about sexual harassment from me. After all, if it came down to 'he said she said', who do you think they'll believe?"
"Not me."
"Not after yesterday," she said. "Besides. We're two consenting adults. Neither of us are going to do anything the other doesn't agreed to, so as far as I'm concerned, no harm, no foul. If you like to look, I'm fine with that. I kinda like to look too. All I ask for is equal treatment."
"Equal treatment?" I asked a little confused. "You mean like you show me yours and I'll show you mine? Isn't that a little grade schoolish?"
She straightened slowly, reaching her hands up to her chest and used both hands to stroke from the neckline all the way down over her breasts, down her stomach to the skirt, smoothing the material as she did. She stopped with her fingers at her hem and then inched it up a couple short inches, holding it against her thighs, a huge grin in her face. "I wouldn't have put it that way, but I'm not against the idea. I do have a little potted tree in my office. Suppose that'd suffice as a bush?" she asked as she turned and headed to my office door. She slid the door back and walked out, leaving me watch her butt swinging side to side exaggeratedly as she walked away.
"I think I was just propositioned," I said quietly to myself. I opened the folder and looked at what she had in it. There was the offending sentence, highlighted. I quickly found the quotation file and edited the private comments section to eradicate the offending sentence. I wasn't quite sure what I was intending to say, so I just deleted it and saved it, thankful that it hadn't gone any further than it had. "I wonder what she'd say if she knew that Trina and my wife had shaved me?" I mumbled.
When I got home, my wife and I had dinner and changed to go work out in the yard. While we were changing, I tried to coax her to have a little fun but got shut down cold. I sighed and the two of us went to work in the yard, Nancy working on weeding her flower beds and me working on digging up a sprinkler head that was broken and wouldn't come out of its holder. I couldn't help being damn horny after my interaction with Steph, and there was my wife, on her hands and knees, her sexy butt pointed towards me. I dusted off my hands and walked over to where she was. I knelt down next to her and started to rub her butt.
"What do you want?"
"You need to be told?" I asked with a chuckle, letting my hand slide down her butt until my fingers slipped between her thighs.
"I told you I wasn't interested," she said as I started to rub her pussy through the spandex shorts.
"That isn't exactly what you said. You said you weren't horny. So, I'm trying to make you horny," I answered as I stroked my fingers back and forth across her slick, material covered pussy. I took it as a positive sign that she didn't slap my hand away but let me continue to rub her pussy while she continued to pull weeds around her flowers. I pulled my hand up and stuck it into her shorts and pushing it down towards her pussy, trying to force my fingers back to her pussy.
"So what's next? Just going to pull my pants down and finger fuck me right here?" she asked after a few minutes, her tone less than welcoming.
"Not a bad idea," I answered, pulling my hand from her shorts. I moved around behind her and grasped her shorts waistband. I pulled the shorts and her underwear down over her butt and down her thighs in one smooth pull.
"HEY!" she snapped, reaching back with one dirty hand to try and pull up her shorts. "WHAT THE FUCK!"
"It was your idea," I said, holding her shorts down with one hand and using the other to rub her pussy again, using the side of my finger to stroke across her clit.
"You asshole," she snapped at me. "You just trying to show me off to the whole fucking neighborhood?"
"Like I said. Who's going to see in our own backyard."
"Then why don't YOU pull YOUR pants down instead of mine?"
I let go of her shorts and undid the front of mine and pushed them down, freeing my hard-on. By then she had straightened up and used both hands to pull her shorts back up again. I waited a few moments for her to bend over again and then reached out and pulled her shorts down again.
"God damn it! Stop it!" she snapped angrily.
"Okay. I will if you stop pulling them back up!" I answered as I rubbed my cock head against her wet lips. She might be angry about me pulling her pants down, but her pussy was damn wet already! I pushed just my head into her pussy and held it there, stroking her ass.
"Oh damn. I don't believe we're doing this. Everyone can see my bare pussy," she groaned as I slowly pushed myself deeper into her.
"Come on! Who's going to see us here in the backyard?" I asked as I started to slowly stroke in and out of her.
"The neighbors," she said breathlessly. "Jesus, you feel like a fucking log! You sure you just put your dick in me?"
"Just my dick," I answered as I pushed in and out of her slowly and rhythmically.
"What has you so God damn turned on tonight anyway? It's not like you didn't get some this morning."
"I had a visit from Steph today," I said quietly, not changing my strokes, but instead sliding my hands up and down her lower back inching the t-shirt up towards the band of her bra.
"Your boss? How did that make you horny? She didn't undress for you or something, did she?"
"It seems I was the talk of the day yesterday in the ladies' room," I breathed as I let my fingers unsnap the little hook clips of her bra.
"Oh?"
"Seems someone noticed I had a hard-on yesterday and the girls were talking about it. To the extent that one of them decided to make herself climax in the ladies' room," I answered as I slid my hands around her body to her big soft tits, pushing the bra cups and the t-shirt up her chest to free both huge orbs. I cupped both of her soft boobs and teased the nipples, getting a groan from her.
"So, what did that have to do with Steph? It wasn't her doing it was it?"



"No. But she propositioned me," I answered, sliding my hands from her tits and pushing the back of her shirt up towards her head. She ducked her head down and I pushed the t-shirt over her head so that it and the bra slid all the way to her hands, leaving her naked from her knees to her wrists. I held onto her hips and started pumping harder into her, making her tits swing wildly under her with each impact of my thighs to hers and her ass. In and out I plunged as she gently moaned and gasped.
"What kind of a proposition?" she asked between gasps of breath.
"Nothing much. You show me, I show you," I panted, feeling my climax pushing its way along more quickly as my mind imagined her undressing in her office while I stood and watched.
"Maybe you should take her up on it," my wife panted, her head still hanging down as she pushed back towards me with each stroke. "God, you're going to make me come right out here in the fucking yard."
"Yeah," I grunted.
"Damn good thing no one can see us!"
"About that. Ever wondered what John's dick looked like?"
"Maybe a time or two, why?"
"Cuz he's standing by the back door jacking off, watching us," I panted, hoping she didn't freak out. I saw her head lift and her body stiffen but continued to stroke in and out of her. It took a few moments and she relaxed, realizing that he'd already seen all he could as he stood there with his dick in his hand, stroking it in time with my strokes.
"Hope he likes the look of my tits, because that's all he's getting to see," she breathed as she pulled one hand from her shirt and reached back to try and pull up her shorts. "You better hurry up before I put an end to this." I didn't stop stroking before she could work the material up her thighs. If anything, I pushed in and out even harder, banging my head against her cervix and making her gasp and moan. She forgot about pulling her pants up and used both hands on the ground to steady herself as her climax started to overtake her. "Oh shit. I'm going to come," she gasped loudly as her body started to tremble. I could feel her pussy clench around me as she came, her pussy leaking her juices copiously around my thrusting shaft. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed as she let go and allowed her orgasm to completely overtake her body. She shuddered and trembled for long seconds while my body raced to its own climax. Only a few more thrusts and I'd be there! Just as I was about to unload, she pulled forward, lowering her head almost to the ground. My next thrust missed her pussy and slid up the crack of her ass as my cum shot into the air in a long arching rope. My body pressed my shaft against her ass as shot after shot of cum lanced into the air and landed on her back and ass.
"If you're done, pull my pants back up," she whispered. "I think I've shown off quite enough for one day."
"Sure," I panted, reaching down and pulling her shorts and underwear up to cover her pussy so John didn't see it. She half turned and pushed me back, pushing me onto my ass so that I fell back, laying on the grass with my dick sticking in the air. She stood up and walked to the house, carrying her shirt, her tits completely exposed.
I looked over and saw that John was gone, and then belatedly looked around further. I wouldn't have expected it, but Marion, the lady that lives behind us, was standing on her second-floor balcony deck, one hand under her shirt and the other down her pants, clearly looking at my still twitching cock. I doubted she could see a lot of detail from the nearly hundred and fifty feet away from me, but it must have been enough of a view. "What the hell," I mumbled to myself. I stood up and took off my shirt and stepped out of my shorts. I walked to the hose and picked it up and let her watch as I squatted down and rinsed the cum and pussy juice from my dick, stroking it for a few moments just before she clearly climaxed on her deck. I couldn't really see, but I got the feeling she blushed before disappearing back through the sliding door into her bedroom.
I headed into the house, still naked except for my shoes. I didn't see my wife and followed the sounds to the shower. I took off my shoes and walked into the bathroom.
"No one can see us. Isn't that what you said?" she asked angrily as she stood under the water. "God, John could see my whole tits while you were fucking me."
"Yeah. Well, I didn't expect him to be home," I muttered as I stepped to my shower head and turned the water on.
"I don't know what the hell has gotten into you, but I'm not enjoying this."
"Could fool me," I answered.
"What the hell does that mean?"
"Oh, come on. You going to tell me that wasn't one of the hardest climaxes you've had in the last few years?"
"How the hell would you know?"
"Because I can feel it when you come goof! Your pussy squeezed on me like it was hanging onto me for dear life! Your whole body shook like a tree and more than a little bit of your cum leaked around me. You were having one hell of an orgasm!"
"I was NOT!"
"Yeah right," I muttered.
"I DID NOT find that sexually exciting!"
"Uh huh. Tell me another one."
"I DIDN'T!"
"Honey, you can lie to yourself all you want. But I could tell. I've ALWAYS been able to tell. That wasn't one of your regular, lay on the bed and groan for a few seconds, orgasms. That was a whole-body shuddering, pussy clenching, juice gushing, massive orgasm. You may think you need to tell me it wasn't, but the reality is that you can't hide the reaction of your body."
"I wasn't excited. I was, um, I was embarrassed. John could see my whole naked body."
"Not even. He could see your tits. With you bent over there was no way for him to see anything else. But you did do a good job of showing off your tits even more after. I'm sure he enjoyed that part," I said as I turned off the water on my side and stepped to the towel rack. I pulled my towel off and started drying off. "And yeah, I think Marion had a great view. That was what you intended, wasn't it? When you pushed me back?"
"She was watching. I just figured she deserved at least as much as John got."
"If you want, I'll go over and give her a real show!" I said as I dried off.
"A real show?"
"Sure. I bet I can convince her to let me jack off all over her tits. That'd give her a really good look, wouldn't it?"
"Why not just strip for your boss? I'm sure she'd return the favor."
"Maybe she'd even fuck me," I said, turning the argument up a notch.
"Maybe she would. At least I wouldn't have to put up with adolescent antics like fucking in the backyard."
"Excuse me for wanting to have a decent sex life again. You can't tell me you were happy with the way it was."
"It was alright."
"Alright. Once every two or so weeks is NOT alright. Maybe if we were ninety, but we're not. I still think you're sexy and I think about having sex with you every damn day. You have no idea how frustrating it's been to be sexually stimulated by you and be ignored at the same time."
"Then maybe you shouldn't be sexually stimulated by me."
I laughed. "Yeah. Right. Tell the ocean to not have tides. It'd be about as effective," I said as I walked out of the bathroom. I wrapped the towel around my waist and walked to the family room and plopped down on the sofa and turned on the TV. It was too early to go to bed, but I didn't really want to be that close to her at the moment.
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The next morning was pretty much normal. We both did our things, her getting ready for work while I took care of lunches and breakfast. We didn't talk a lot during breakfast, both of us clearly upset about the previous evening. When she was about ready to head out the door to work, I stopped her. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her, letting my hands slide down to the hem of her rather short skirt, or at least, short for her. I hiked it up until I could feel her underwear and then pushed it down over her cheeks.
"What the fuck are you doing? I have to leave for work!" she protested as I squatted down and pulled her underwear all the way down her bare legs. I forced her to lift each foot until I had them off her legs and then stood up.
"I think you should know what it's like to think about sex all day," I said, tossing the panties at the kitchen table. I slipped a hand under the front of her dress and gently teased her pussy for a few seconds, holding her against me. "Now, you go to work and when you get home, tell me you didn't think about sex all day," I said after I pulled my fingers from her pussy.
"I can't go to work without underwear!"
"No? Why not?"
"Someone might see!"
"You make it a habit of showing your underwear off to people?"
"Well, no."
"Then no one will know but you."
"I can't go without underwear. I might leave a wet spot on my dress, then everyone would know."
"Guess you'll just have to lift your skirt up so you're not sitting on it then."
"I can't do that!"
"No? Why not? Who's going to see anything? The only one's that'll know are you and your chair. Go on. I dare you to go one day without and tell me you aren't horny when you get home."
"I won't be."
"I'm sure," I answered as I walked towards the bedroom, picking up the panties. "Have a great day!" I called back down the hall. I chuckled to myself as she slammed the door on the way out. I had every intention of making this as difficult as I could. I'd already decided to send her some dick pictures, just to make sure she thinks of sex all day. I stroked myself and got a good, nice hard-on and then took several pictures that I'd send over the course of the day. I might even add another one from work or something if I had a chance. I shaved and dressed for work and headed off.
I wasn't sure what kind of response I was going to get when she got home. I felt like I had no choice but to continue on with my plan and hope that I hadn't made a mistake pushing this too far. But the reality is that I was getting very frustrated and dissatisfied with how our sex life had been and was deteriorating and her recent attempts to embarrass me just seemed to exacerbate the situation. Not only that, now that I had a taste of how things COULD be, I wanted more of it. No, I didn't NEED to have sex with other women, not if my wife would continue to be as sexual as she had been the last few days, but the problem was, she wouldn't even admit that it was all turning her on, let along embrace it.
I took one of the pictures that I'd taken that morning and sent it to her as soon as I got to work, planning on sending the other two later in the morning. I was surprised to get a text back from her just before lunch. Steph and I were sitting in the conference room with a number of folders spread around, going over the details on a couple quotes when my phone buzzed. I pulled it out, wondering who was texting me. "Oh shit," I mumbled as I saw a picture of my wife, her skirt pulled up her thighs and her legs spread. The picture was obviously taken from under her desk, her spread legs showing her bare pussy. It was followed moments later by a text saying That the best you can do? Mister show off? I dare you!
"She dares you to do what?" Steph asked as she looked over my shoulder at my phone.
I quickly flipped my phone over and felt myself start to blush. "Nothing," I answered.
"Oh come on Scott. I'm not blind. I could see what she sent, as well as what you sent her. Pretty damn nice looking too," she said with a grin. "So, what's she daring you to do and more importantly, why?"
"Long story."
"Honey, EVERYTHING is a long story with you. Usually, it's because you did something stupid."
"I did NOT!" I protested.
"Really? You sure you want to stick with that? Why not tell me what you did this time, and I'll tell you if it was stupid or not."
"Steph. Trust me. This is NOT an appropriate conversation for work!"
"Like I care? It's the two of us. We're just friends chatting. What's wrong with that? Besides, I gotta to see a picture of your dick again. Maybe I can even figure out a way to see it in person! And if you say this isn't appropriate, I might just have to slap you."
"You really don't want to know."
"Of course I do! Why else would I ask?" she giggled, sliding her chair even closer to me and reaching a hand into my lap while her leg pressed against mine. "Especially after that picture. I don't suppose I could get you to send it to me?"
"Not likely," I answered feeling my face get red.
"So tell. Come on!"
"Oh fine. Short version. I had sex with my wife in the backyard, and the guy next door saw us and got to ogle her tits. There."
"Uh huh. So much missing from that. How did THAT turn into THIS?"
"She complained that I'm always thinking about sex. And that women don't think that way. So, this morning I set out to MAKE her think about sex. I made her go to work without any underwear on and then I sent her that picture. This is apparently her response. The only problem is, I don't know if she's really wanting a real response or if she's being bitchy about it and challenging me as a way to say I'm an idiot. Given the last few days, I'm not really sure anymore."
Steph chuckled softly, rubbing the inside of my thigh. "Of course she's calling you an idiot. That doesn't mean that walking around without underwear isn't making her horny. I mean, she did pull up her skirt under her desk and take a picture. Is that something she'd normally do?"
"No. But then daring me to jack off in front of a couple of her friends isn't what I would call normal either. She meant to embarrass me and that I wouldn't do it. But when I did, well, all this started, and it's almost taken on a life of its own. I mean, I'm taking her and her best friend to the lake this weekend, and the swimsuits are going to prove to be interesting."
"Interesting how?"
"Well, I complained that she always picks unflattering suits and that she should let me pick. Her friend dared her to wear what I pick as long as it covers her boobs, her crotch and her belly button. She thinks she had a fat stomach. So, I bought the two of them identical suits, except for color."
"And these cover everything?"
"Yeah, but they also have a zipper that goes from the neckline all the way down past her crotch. It opens both ways so I can open the bottom part without having to expose her boobs."
"Oh Lord. I can see what that'll lead to," she laughed. "I might have to get one of those if you take me to the lake. I can just imagine all the fun one could have with a suit like that!"
"Well, I have to wear whatever she picked for me. I haven't seen it yet, but I've been told it's tiny."
"Ohhhhhh. Now I DO want to come!" she said, her hand moving closer to my crotch, her fingers stroking up and down my balls through my slacks.
"Steph. Come on. This is serious! I don't know what the hell to do about this, this, challenge."
"Well, it's pretty obvious to me. She wants to up the game, so to speak. I mean she didn't do that just because she was upset with you. I mean, a woman doesn't pull up her skirt in her office just because she's angry. Even if she doesn't admit it, it's got her sexually stimulated. Now, what she does with your response will be even more interesting."
"My response? How am I supposed to respond to that? I mean, I can't just drop my pants and take a selfie of myself naked in my office."
"Well, you COULD, but with a glass door I wouldn't advise it," she said with a grin. "Though if you did, I'd be happy to take that picture for you."
"I bet you would," I answered as her hand moved even higher, resting now on my lap, her fingers gently stroking the hard-on growing in my pants. "This isn't exactly appropriate, is it?"
"Oh, I would hardly call it appropriate. But fun? Oh yeah. Definitely fun. Now about your response. You could just send her a picture of your bare dick, but if you really want to get her turned on, I think you should send her a little video of you coming."
"That would require quite a bit more time than just a quick picture," I answered her.
"Yeah, it would, wouldn't it," she said with a knowing smile. "But I could help you with it. Maybe speed it up a little with some visual stimulation?"
"Ahhh. I see now," I answered.
"Can't blame a girl for trying, can you?" she grinned.
"No. I can't blame you for trying."
"You have to admit. It would make it happen more quickly, wouldn't it?"
"Oh yeah. It would do that. But my office door is still glass."
"Mine's not. And this one isn't either," she said slipping her hand off my lap. She got up and walked around to the door and flipped the little locking toggle. "This doesn't make you uncomfortable, does it? I mean I wouldn't want to do anything that wasn't completely and totally consensual. No expectations, no entanglements or anything of that sort of course. Just one friend helping out another," she said as she walked slowly back over from the door, hiking her mid thigh length skirt slowly up as she did, exposing the lacy tops of her stockings. She stepped around the conference table and continued to pull her skirt up until she had exposed the small pair of white bikini underwear she had on, her dress almost around her waist. She stopped next to me and hooked her fingers into her panty waistband. "I'll go first if you want. That way you don't have to think I'm a tease or anything," she said a little huskily as she pulled her underwear slowly down. She uncovered a small brown and slightly gray patch of curls on her mound trimmed into a wide triangle, and then continued to pull her underwear down until they were around her thighs. "Your turn," she said softly.
I stared at her pussy as she reached between her legs and gently stroked her protruding inner labia, making it loosen from where it had been pressed tightly to her outer lips. Her fingers dipped in between her lips a few times as she stroked, drawing obvious moisture from within her to wet her lips. "So, you going to join me?"
"Oh. Um. Yeah," I answered awkwardly. I stood up and undid my belt and pants and let them slide to my ankles, then I pushed down my boxers, letting my hard-on spring out into her view.
"Oh, that IS a nice cock," she whispered as she stepped closer. "Do you mind if I touch it?"
"I guess not," I answered honestly, getting more turned on by the moment. She reached out and grasped my dick and gently stroked her hand along it, letting her palm roll all the way over my head before pushing back down again. She reached for my hand and pulled it towards her as she stepped even closer, pushing my fingers between her legs.
"Much better," she whispered as I let my fingers stroke between her lips while she stroked my dick. "Mmmmm. I haven't had a man put his hand between my legs in an awfully long time. Maybe two years now. You don't mind if we play just a little bit? Since we're trying to get you to come, that is."
"No. I don't mind," I answered.
"Good," she said, turning to sit on the edge of the table. She lifted and spread her legs, pushing her underwear down and working one foot out of it with one hand while she pulled me between her legs by my dick, laying my hard shaft against her pussy lips, displacing my fingers. "If you want to, you can rub it on my clit," she coaxed in a whisper.
I rocked my hips, sliding my shaft along her wet lips, her fingers pressing me tightly to her to grind against her clit. I could tell by her hips starting to rock that she was getting well teased, my hard shaft sliding all the way down between her lips. My head dipped between her lips every time I pulled back and she rocked her hips up, teasing it almost to her vaginal entrance.
"Damn that's tempting," I groaned as my head bounced over the entrance to her depths again.
"Do it. I don't mind," she panted. "Just pull out before you come so we can video it."
"I don't think I should be sending a video of me having sex with another woman right now," I breathed.
"You won't be. You'll just send her one of you coming on me, not in me," she said breathlessly. "Besides, you wouldn't want me to get pregnant, would you?"
"Uh, no. That wouldn't be good," I agreed.
"Then just pull out," she whispered as she pressed my head tighter to her pussy so that the next stroke we made, pushed my head down into the entrance of her vagina and then pushed into her. My already lubricated cock slid easily into her, drawing a stifled moan from her lips.
"We shouldn't be doing this," I whispered as I started to stroke in and out of her in long slow strokes.
"No, we shouldn't," she agreed breathlessly. "But please don't stop. You're going to make me come." I reached up to the top of her dress and unbuttoned it all the way down to her stomach and then reached up and pushed her lace bra up over her C cup tits. I let my hands slide inside the dress and cup both soft breasts, grasping her nipples with my thumbs and fingers. "OhmyGod," she moaned louder than I was comfortable with. It didn't take much longer, and I could feel her pussy squeezing and spasming around me as she sat leaned back, her body rigid except for a little tremble of her legs. I continued to stroke as she bit her lower lip to stay quiet and then slowly relaxed back. She reached for my phone, and I gave her the code to let her open it. She opened the camera app and set it to video. "Any time you're ready," she breathed.
"Getting close," I grunted, knowing it was going to be very soon. I pulled my hands from her tits and reached one down to her pussy, grabbing my dick as I pulled out of her. I wrapped my hand around my shaft and pushed forward, stroking my cock in and out of my hand with my hips, like I had been doing inside her. "Here it comes," I grunted moments before I started to come.
She started to video and aimed it at my cock and her pussy just before the first surge of cum lanced out of my head, flying through the air to splatter on her bunched-up skirt. I stood there, grunting and squirting for what felt like half an hour before my dick had nothing left but to drool the remnants of my cum. "Oh my God. Look at that. God that would feel so good pumping into me," she whispered as my dick squirted onto her, covering her mound and curls with cum. She turned the video off and grinned. She sent the short little video to my wife and then typed something before handing me the phone back. I turned it over and read what she sent. Had to get a little help, but then you know how visual guys are. Hope you enjoy thinking about this pumping into you!
"You are soooo damn bad!" I panted as I set the phone aside. "Now what are we going to do about this mess?"
She untangled her underwear from her remaining leg and used it to wipe the cum off her mound and lower stomach before I stepped back and let her stand up. She smoothed her dress down, a number of wet spots showing. She slipped her arms out of her dress and let it hang around her waist as she took her bra off, leaving her naked above her waist for a few moments before she put it back on the right way. "Next time, just take the damn thing all the way off," she said with a grin. "I really won't mind as long as you play with 'em."
"No problem," I chuckled as I pulled my boxers up, still watching her dress, enjoying the view. We finished dressing and sat down to try and finish what we were working on when my phone chimed with my wife's return text.
Okay. That's gonna be hard to beat. Who was with you? Steph?"
"She guessed that one first try. How do you suppose she thought that?" Steph asked me.
"Well, I kinda did tell her you propositioned me," I said with a little shrug.
"I guess I did at that," she said with a soft feminine chuckle. "Hope you don't mind if I do it again some time, though I might have to start carrying condoms in my purse, just in case."
"Haven't had to use one of those in a long time."
"Well, neither have I. At my age, one doesn't expect to have to be protected against getting pregnant, and honestly the chances are pretty remote. But remote is NOT impossible."
"No. It is not," I agreed as we went back to work. A half hour later we finished up and headed to our own offices, leaving the room still smelling like sex. It was slightly after lunch when I got another text from my wife. She was sitting in the front seat of her car, completely naked, her legs spread and her fingers frantically stroking her clit as she climaxed, her body jerking and spasming for long seconds while someone outside the car recorded the video through the window.
You owe Tabitha now. came the text along with the video.
"Damn! That was sexy as hell!" I texted back in appreciation. "Just what do I owe Tabitha?"
One climax, fingers or tongue or both. Oh, did I forget to mention you had to be naked?
"Not surprised at being naked," I answered back, to which I got a smiley face, followed by maybe let her suck your dick too?
"Really? If that's what you want."
that was Tabitha! I didn't say any of that! I got back a moment later.
"Well, still willing if that's what she wants," I answered my wife. "It was worth it!"
Glad you liked. We'll talk about the other.
To say my plan to get my wife to think about sex all day worked, would be an understatement. The only problem was it made ME think about sex all day as well, and by the time I got home I was still horny as hell. Especially after that little video she sent. I don't know how Tabitha convinced her to get naked in the car in the parking lot, if that's where they were, but it turned me on even more than fucking Steph had. I didn't plan on telling her about that part either. Fortunately, when I got home my wife was just as turned on as I was and was waiting in the bedroom for me, naked, spread out on the bed. We had some seriously intense lovemaking, so much so we ended up ordering out for dinner because we kind of fucked our way through dinner time instead of eating. It was the first time in a lot of years that I could remember her requesting sex twice. To my surprise, she wanted to spend the rest of the night naked, including eating the pizza we had delivered, and then went to bed the same way. I was just plain happy with how the day had turned out.
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"Hey, you two still in bed?" I heard Trina ask from the bedroom doorway. "I though you said to be here at seven!"
"Is it seven yet?" my wife asked sleepily.
"Yeah," Trina answered.
"Okay. We're getting up," she yawned, tossing the covers back.
"Whoa! Naked? In bed? Together?" Trina exclaimed.
"Oh, shut up," my wife answered as she padded to the bathroom.
"I guess that little video was well received?"
"Seemed that way," my wife answered from the bathroom as I got out of bed with my typical morning woody, drawing Trina's immediate attention.
"How much seemed that way?" Trina asked her.
"Enough to leave me sleepy!" my wife snapped back. "Damn. I need a shower. I smell like sex!"
"That's a good thing, right?"
"Maybe," she answered as the water for the shower started. I watched Trina walk into the bathroom and close the door, shutting me out of the conversation. I pulled on a pair of shorts and padded to the kitchen barefoot to start some breakfast and pack the cooler.
"Okay stud. Time to lose those shorts and put on your swimsuit!" my wife said after we had finished eating breakfast. I wasn't looking forward to this, partly because I'd just spent the last half hour looking at both Trina and my wife in those suits I bought them, both of them having pulled their zippers down, my wife to her belly so most of her boobs showed, and Trina allllll the way as far as it would go so that both her tits suck out and her pussy showed when she stood up. I knew what the game was. My wife had clearly greenlighted her to show off like this to make sure I had a hard-on when I went to put on whatever it was they bought.
"Can I at least wait until I get the boat hooked up and loaded?"
"Nope. We're wearing ours, you get to wear yours," my wife said with a smirk on her face, reaching into a little bag and pulling out a tiny black piece of material. I took it and held it out.
"You sure this is a guy suit?" I asked, staring at absolutely microscopic men's bikini cut bottom.
"Oh yeah. Absolutely!" she said as I turned it around and realized it had some white writing on the front. 'wife's property' was stenciled on it.
"Sweetie. I don't see any way this is going to fit over, well, over me, like this."
"So?"
"You WANT me hanging out like that?"
"Why not? You don't mind hanging my tits out where everyone can see 'em."
I groaned softly. "You do realize that I could get arrested for showing that much. I mean your boobs showing through a shirt might not be considered appropriate, but it's not illegal. Me hanging my dick out in public IS!"
"You haven't even tried it on yet. How do you know you'll stick out?" she asked with a very naughty looking grin.
"Fine, give me that!" I took the suit and pushed my shorts off. I stepped into the tiny black suit and pulled it up, getting it as far as covering my balls and about a quarter of my dick. The other three quarters stuck up out the top. "See?"
"Let me try," Trina said, stepping towards me. She grasped my dick in her hand and pulled the front of the suit material away from my body. She leaned my dick one way and the other, trying to make it tuck into the tiny suit without success, but her motions did nothing but make my hard-on feel even harder, especially after I noticed her exposed nipples getting harder and fatter as she worked. "I guess you're right. It's not going to fit."
"Well, I guess we go back to our regular suits then," my wife said.
"Huh? Why?" I asked.
"You can't hold up your side of the deal. That was the deal, right? We'll wear what you pick, but you have to wear what I pick. You won't so we don't have to."
"It's not my fault you didn't buy something that was legal to wear in public. I'll wear it in the boat, but not driving there or on the boat ramp."
"Not good enough," my wife answered.
"You could let him wear that other one. The one I bought," Trina offered.
"I don't know. That wasn't the deal," my wife said hesitantly.
"Come on Nancy. I kinda like this suit. Let him wear the other one."
"But it's way to big."
"Compared to this one, sure, but I'm willing to bet you're gonna like it anyway."
My wife sighed. "Alright. But ONLY if he doesn't back out again. If he does, we just call it all the way off and I go back to my blue suit."
"Good! I'll get it," Trina said, walking to the table to get her purse. She came back a few moments later with a wad of white cloth. She dangled the swimsuit out for me on one finger. It was a thin white material, not much thicker than a pair of my wife's underwear, but it looked way too small to fit me. At least it was larger in both the front and back than the tiny black thing I had on now. It was either this or give up the whole idea of getting my wife to wear something sexier for a swimsuit. I sighed and took the tiny suit from Trina.
"If this doesn't fit, then you two still have to wear those and I go back to my old suit," I said, looking at the little white suit dubiously.
"Trust me. It'll fit," Trina said. "If it doesn't, you can unzip my suit as much as you want, any time you want, all day."
"Okay," I said with a shrug. I took off the way too tiny black suit, which Trina took from me and handed to my wife. I had a hunch it was going to come back at some point. I stepped into the little white suit and pulled it up. I was a bit surprised to see how much it stretched as I pulled it up, tucking my hard-on over to one side to get it down under the elastic waistband. The side effect of the material stretching as much as it did, was that it now looked MUCH thinner than it had in her hand. It was so thin in fact, that you could easily make out the entire shape of my hard-on, including the mushroom of my head. It wasn't just a bulge, it was a very EXPLICIT bulge.
"I told you I could get him to wear it," my wife said with a crooked little grin. She stepped to the sink and filled a small glass with water. "Remember how upset I was with you when you took my bra off on the walking path?" my wife asked me.
"Yeah."
"You remember why I was so upset?"
"Yeah. Because it started to rain and when your shirt got wet it.... Wait. You don't mean?" I said as she stepped towards me. She grinned and pressed the small glass to my stomach and slowly tipped it, letting the water run down my stomach and across and into the tiny swimsuit. As it soaked the water up, it did the exact same thing as the shirt had done on my wife. Within moments it was essentially translucent, encasing my hard-on but hiding exactly nothing.
"You better hope it doesn't rain," she said with a crooked grin. "Maybe you'll get a little taste of what I felt like walking back that day with everyone ogling my tits."
"So, they'll be ogling my dick instead?"
"Something like that," she said with a grin. "Hope that dries before we get to the lake."
"What kind of swimsuit gets see-through when it gets wet?" I asked Trina as my wife walked towards the garage door, picking up her swim bag of towels and sunblock on the way.
"That's easy. It's called a tanning suit. It's designed to let you get a suntan without having to show everything off. The UV goes right through the material, so you better make sure someone keeps you well covered with sunblock down there, or you might get a sunburned dick!" she said with a giggle as she walked to follow my wife out of the house.
I shook my head and gathered my keys and wallet, heading out with nothing but the little suit, water shoes and a hat to wear. I grabbed the cooler I'd packed and headed out.
I felt more than a little conspicuous, walking around in the still wet suit, knowing damn well that I was giving those early morning walkers quite a show while I hooked the SUV to the boat trailer. I just hoped that the damn suit DID dry by the time we got to the lake.
By the time I pulled into the launch ramp at the lake nearly an hour later, the suit had dried, thankfully. I still had a massive hard-on though, due to my wife's frequent flashing of her tits and even a couple times, her pussy. I'd have never thought my wife would ever again agree to riding in the car or the SUV with any of her delicate parts showing, but in this case, it seemed her desire to make sure I stayed good and hard overrode her other desires. She teased her nipples in my sight and twice pushed her finger into her own pussy and then reached over to smear her juices on my engorged head, which she had pulled out of my suit almost as soon as we'd left the driveway. She'd been careful to not expose any of herself while we were next to trucks or tall vehicles that might be able to see in, but otherwise, she kept as much of herself showing as she could. End result? One horny as hell husband!
I tucked my dick back into the tiny swimsuit and got out to pull the cover off the boat as well as the tie down straps. My wife and Trina both got out and wandered around the boat as I worked to get it ready. I was definitely drawing some attention, as were the girls. At least one middle-aged woman, who was waiting to use the bathroom not far from where we were, stood staring for long minutes, apparently not at all bashful about people knowing she was doing so. I'd glanced over at her several times, and it wasn't long before the hardness of her nipples poking out t-shirt became pretty obvious, even through the bra she had to be wearing.
"Maybe you should give her a closer look," my wife said. "I mean since you want guys to see my boobs and all. Maybe she'd like a close-up look at your dick?"
"What, just walk over there and whip it out?"
"You could. Or I could pour some water on you," my wife said with a chuckle. "Since you don't mind showing off."
"And I could get in a hell of a lot of trouble," I frowned. "Besides, if I did, she might want more than just a look."
"I doubt it," my wife said. "But if you're not brave enough," she said, letting it hang in the air.
I leaned closer to her and whispered, "I'll go over there and whip it out for her when you pull that zipper all the way down and let all those guys over there see just what it can display."
"I don't think I'll do that."
"And neither will I," I answered her, going back to working on rolling the cover up.
It only took about ten minutes, and I had the boat ready and then waited in line to put it in the water. Once I had launched it and tied it off to the dock, Trina and my wife waited in the boat while I went and parked. It was a fairly long walk from where I had to park to the landing. Along the way, I came across the car apparently belonging to the woman that spent so much time staring.
"Hey. That's some suit," she said as I walked down the road between the two rows of parked cars and trailers.
I turned to look at her. "Yeah. My wife's idea," I answered her as she stood between the two pickups, the passenger door to one open so that she was blocked on three sides from being seen.
"She, um, enjoy showing off your hardware?"
"I think she's trying to get me back for accidently showing her breasts off one day," I said, pausing my trek for a moment and turning to get a better look at her.
"If I tried to get my husband to wear something like that, he'd just plain refuse. How did she talk you into that?" she asked as she stepped from between the trucks, where she had been doing something in the back seat of the pickup, she was standing next to.
"She had to wear a swimsuit I picked for her," I answered.
"Does what you picked show as much as this?" she asked, stopping a few feet from me.
"Not even close."
She started to back up again, smiling a little. "You know. I was just getting ready to go change into my swimsuit. But if you're interested, I might be persuaded to do it right here," she said as she continued to step back until she was in the gap between the cars again, the open truck door blocking anyone from the other way seeing her.
"Persuaded how?" I asked as she pulled the t-shirt up out of her shorts.
"Maybe let me see a little more of that? I mean I can see quiet a bit, but I wouldn't mind seeing more."
"Isn't your husband going to complain?"
"He's still out fishing. We have a few minutes yet, as long as your wife doesn't mind."
"I don't think she'll mind. She told me to flash you. So, you going to put on your swimsuit? What kind of a suit?"
"That's the idea," she said, backing up until she was standing between the trucks again, her back nearly to the still open passenger door. "If you want to come closer, that is."
I walked between the trailers and stopped once I was between the two trucks. She smiled at me and teased the bottom of her tank top up her stomach nearly to her breasts. I reached down and pushed the front of my little swimsuit down and hooked it under my balls so that my entire shaved cock was showing.
"It's a one-piece, so I guess I'll have to get completely naked to put it on," she said as she pulled the shirt up and exposed the lacy bra holding her maybe C cup breasts up. "All you have to do is come a little closer."
I looked up and down the row of cars and didn't see anyone that looked like they'd be walking past in the next couple minutes. I stepped further between the two trucks parked side by side and stood there, only a few short feet from her as she unsnapped her bra. "You like what you see?"
"I do," I answered quietly. I reached down and grasped my dick and slowly stroked it, already VERY turned on from the teasing the girls had done on the way here.
"God that looks sexy!" she said as she stepped towards me, her hand reaching out for my dick.
I took a half step back. "Uh uh. You wanna touch it? Finish getting undressed. Then you can touch it as long as you stay naked."
"You are a naughty man, aren't you? Okay," she said, stepping back again. She pushed her shorts and underwear down, and stepped out of them, leaving her in nothing but a pair of flip flops. She stepped towards me again. This time I let both hands wrap around my dick. "God it's so smooth and hard," she whispered. "I bet your wife loves fucking this."
"Not as often as I'd like."
She chuckled and looked side to side, checking to see if anyone was coming. "If my husband had a dick like this, I'd be riding it all the time. Seems like he never wants to give me that kind of attention, and when he does, well, it's not anything like this. I suppose you get a lot of women wanting to have sex with you, with your wife letting you run around like this."
"Actually, this is the first time in a suit like this," I answered as I reached up and cupped her breasts, her stroking hands having an effect on me. I cupped both breasts and teased my thumbs back and forth across her nipples, drawing a soft moan from her.
She looked around again, her hands slowly stroking my hard shaft. "I don't know how much longer I can be brave and stand here like this," she said, looking around again. "I'm, um, I'm going to get my swimsuit out of the truck. When I do, I'll have to bend over into the back seat. If this somehow found its way between my legs, just for a moment mind you. If it did, well, I wouldn't be unhappy to feel what something like this is like, if you understand my meaning."
"I think I get the point," I answered, giving her nipples a final little squeeze. "I bet your husband is going to wonder what happened when you try and get him to have sex with you later."
"All I can say, is he better be willing," she said as she let go of me and turned away. She stepped to the open back door and leaned in, pushing most of her body into the truck. She pushed her butt out at me as she lifted herself on her tip toes and then held herself there, waiting.
"I shouldn't do this," I said to myself as I stepped between her legs. "Just for a second," I said as I grasped my dick and rubbed it up and down the wet inner labia that was protruding. I let my head swipe up and down between her lips until I found the entrance to her depths. "You sure you want this?"
"Oh yes. Very sure," she said quietly. I leaned towards her slightly, putting pressure on my head, and expanding the entrance to her depths. She moaned softly as my head finally slipped inside her surprisingly tight pussy. I pushed deeper into her until I could feel my unlubricated shaft grabbing at her lips. I pulled back, getting a moaned no from her, before pushing back in again. I pushed in and out slowly several times, each time pushing myself deeper into her as her juices lubricated my dick. "OhmyGod," she whispered as I pushed in all the way until my body touched her bare ass. "Just push it in and out a little for a minute," she moaned softly.
I held her hips and pushed in and out of her pussy, enjoying the sensations of her tightness. I heard her moan a little and thrust a little faster, pumping all the way in and out of her more quickly. I felt my head banging against her cervix with each thrust into her, my body slapping against her bare ass as well. I could feel her wetness growing and suspected that she was getting closer to climax. A couple walking down towards the water stopped and stared at us, fucking away between the trucks.
"Jesus! Get a fucking room!" the thirty something year old woman swore quietly.
"I wouldn't mind you doing that," the guy said.
"What, get fucked in a parking lot?" the woman said sharply.
"OH FUCK!" the woman I was fucking suddenly cried, her climax washing over her and making her whole body shake and tremble. I could feel her pussy leaking around my dick as she climaxed, the woman staring and the guy chuckling.
"Tell me you wouldn't like to have an orgasm like that," the guy said before turning and continuing to walk towards the landing.
"Not in public," his wife snapped, turning from us and following her husband.
"Oh damn. I wasn't expecting that," the woman moaned as I pulled my engorged dick from her pussy. She pushed herself back out of the truck and leaned against the door panting. "I hope your wife doesn't mind that you did that."
"I hope not too," I answered as I pulled my suit up over my hard-on. "Shit," I swore quietly, looking down at myself. Her juices had soaked the whole front of my suit where it had been tucked under me, showing off everything.
"Oh God. That's some view," she said with a smile. "I guess she's going to know something happened."
"Yeah. Fraid so," I answered, picking up my keys and wallet from where I set them on the edge of the truck bed. "I better get back to them. They're probably wondering where I got off to."
"Or who you were getting off?" she asked with a grin. She stepped to me and hugged me, pressing her still bare tits against my chest. "Thank you," she whispered before giving me a short little kiss. Then she turned back to the truck, pulled out the swimsuit she had and stepped into it. I watched until she was dressed and then walked away.
"Took you long enough. Oh damn! What have you been doing? Look at your suit! It's all wet in the front. Why is it wet?" my wife asked as I walked down the dock to where the boat was tied up.
"Just saying hello to that woman you wanted me to flash," I answered as I untied the boat, wanting to get away from the dock as soon as I could, given how much I was showing off.
"Just saying hello? And that made your suit wet?"
"You wanted me to give her a closer look. So, I did," I answered as I pushed the boat off and stepped down into it. I moved to the driver's seat and started the engine, backing away from the dock and out into the water and away from the staring eyes, including the woman that had complained about me having sex.
My wife stepped closer to me. She reached down and stroked the front of my suit and lifted her fingers to her nose. She raised her eyebrows in surprise and leaned against me whispering loud enough for me to hear over the boat engine. "Did you have sex with her?"



"I just gave her a closer look," I answered. "It WAS your idea."
"A closer look in her pussy? Is that from HER?"
"She just wanted to feel what it was like, one this big. She thought you were a pretty lucky woman, having this to use all the time. I guess I was just being nice. The fact that she was naked didn't hurt any either."
"She was naked?"
"Sure. You didn't expect me to show off to her without getting something in return, do you?"
"So, you just had to have sex with her? And you expect me to ignore that? I mean Diane and Emily is one thing, but a total stranger?"
"It was just spur of the moment. I didn't plan on it, but the way you two teased me all morning. When she got naked and offered it, I figured just a little tease with it wouldn't hurt. I didn't plan on having sex until she came."
"So, then it IS HER all over your suit? Jesus. But YOU didn't? Did you?"
"Obviously I didn't, or I wouldn't be showing a hard-on like this," I practically snapped back at her.
"Why not?" Trina asked, butting into the conversation.
I looked at Trina like she had three heads and then back to my wife, clearly waiting for an answer. "Why not? Why the hell do you think why not?"
"You're a guy. You have your dick in some woman's pussy and you don't go all the way? Wasn't she good enough? Not good looking enough?" Trina asked.
"I wasn't supposed to be doing what I was doing to start with. Sticking it in for a little test was pushing it. Going full fuck was another."
"And because you didn't come in her, I'm just supposed to forgive you?" my wife asked sharply.
"It WAS your idea for me to go stick my dick out at her. What did you expect?"
"I seem to be getting that answer from you a lot."
"No shit. You keep telling me to be naked in front of women, what do you expect to happen? That I just stand there and look?"
"You're impossible," she said as she backed away and dropped into the passenger seat.
"No. Trina is impossible," I said as I motored slowly across the no-wake zone towards the open lake, Trina sitting in the open bow seats, one foot up on the windshield on either side of the center gap, her legs spread, and her swimsuit zipper pulled open enough to show me her pussy.
"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" my wife asked her best friend as I increased the speed of the boat.
"Every second!" Trina answered. "If I'm lucky, he's gonna fuck me later!"
"Only if you take your suit all the way off!" I called to her over the wind.
"Is that a promise?"
I looked at my wife who just shook her head with a frown. "I don't think I can make that promise."
"Too bad. I would have! Completely! Your cock is worth it!"
"Jesus Trina. It IS my husband!"
"That you don't use nearly as much as you need to and then want to complain that he tries out other women," Trina called back over the wind.
It didn't take long to get to the fishing hole I planned on working. The plan was to troll the flats, like I usually do. The first thing to do though was to get some sunblock on. If I thought this was going to be easy, I should have thought again. Not only did I have to cover everywhere on my body, including my hard-on so it didn't get burned, but just to tease me, Trina decided to drop her suit all the way to the deck while she had me put sunblock on her. I spent several minutes coating her whole body, teasing over and around her breasts and even between her legs, all the time, her hands playing with my rock-hard cock. Twice she teased my hard-on between her legs, trying to coax me into her, only to be stopped by snippy comments from my wife.
I'm sure you can imagine how hard I was left after coating her. I started working to coat my wife's body next. There was a lot of area covered by the mesh of that sexy swimsuit that needed to be covered with sunblock, but there was no way to do it without taking her suit off. It took both of us to convince her, but eventually Nancy let me take her suit all the way off, but just long enough to put on the sunblock. I pulled her zipper down and then her suit down to her ankles, leaving her standing as naked as Trina still was, right out in the middle of the lake. I was so damn turned on at that point that I felt like I would start pumping cum all over with the slightest touch. While I covered my wife's boobs with sunblock, she looked around nervously, waiting for some other boat to come by close enough to actually see she was naked. Fortunately for me, most of the boat traffic was running down the channel and not in the large shallow mud flat we were floating over.
I covered her entire body, taking every opportunity to push my dick against her and a couple times between her legs, really wanting her to help me put it into her so we could have sex. "You going to take all day?" my wife asked while I stood behind her with my dick between her legs and my fingers teasing her pussy and one nipple. "I don't think you need to spend any more time down there," she said with a frown. "I had to let you take my suit off so I don't get burned, but I don't plan on standing here naked any longer than I have to."
"I guess I'm done then," I said with disappointment. I stepped back and let her put her suit back on. My wife was clearly glad that she was finally covered again and no longer exposed to anyone coming along. But the look on her face didn't leave me a lot of hope that anything else was going to happen any time soon.
With all of us covered in sunblock, I got us set up to fish, me sitting on the stern to run the gas trolling motor, my wife sitting in one of the rear facing seats in the passenger area to fish, and Trina, not interested in fishing, lounging in the open bow with as much of her body exposed as she thought she could get away with without showing off to other fishing boats that were moving into the area.
"Hey Nancy! I dare you to flash him your boobs!" Trina called from where she was reclined in the open bow. "He went to all the trouble to get us these sexy little suits, the least we can do is show him how well they work."
"Why would I want to do that?"
"Why would you NOT want to?" Trina asked.
"He just had sex with that woman!" my wife said with a scowl.
"Uh huh. And what did he save for you?"
"What do you mean, what did he save for me?"
"He didn't give her everything, did he? He kept the best part for you."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
Trina got up and walked through the windshield into the open cockpit passenger area and dropped into the rear facing seat right in front of me, a few feet to the left of where my wife was sitting. She reached out with her left foot and put it between my legs, teasing my hard-on with her toes, while she propped her right foot on the front of the big, padded engine cover. "He saved this for you," she said as she rubbed my hard-on with her toes.
"So?"
Trina shook her head and looked at my wife. "We talked about this, and then you went and did it again. Now you want to be mad at him? You're going to spoil a perfect opportunity to have some real fun out of the bedroom and throw it away because you're mad at him again? For something you pretty much told him to go do. Sometimes, I don't understand you, Nancy. You have one of the most fantastic husbands. Every woman wishes they had a husband as sweet and caring as yours is. So, what if he likes sex more than you do. I'd have given my eye teeth for John to be half the husband yours is." She turned her head to look at me. "Don't let this go to your head," she said sharply.
"Me? Not likely," I answered.
"Good," she said. "You know, sitting down in here with the high sides of the boat, I bet I could sit here naked, and no one would even know. Maybe I will!" Trina said as she unzipped her suit. She stood up and wiggled it all the way off, sitting back down completely naked. She propped one foot on the gunwale of the boat and her right back onto the engine cover again, leaving her legs spread and her pussy completely exposed to me. She sat that way for only a few moments and then got up and leaned over the side of the boat. She reached down and stood back up with her hands cupped, holding lake water in them. She splashed it all across the front of my lap, the white suit quickly soaking it in and turning translucent again. "Better!" she said as she sat back down again, spreading her legs and propping her feet up where they had been.
"You think so, huh?"
"I know so, unless you plan on taking it off and joining me naked."
"I don't think that'd be a good idea. Not with this many boats around. I'm a little exposed up here."
"Spoil sport," Trina said with a fake pout.
"I'm surprised. I'd have thought you'd jump at the chance to flash that hard-on at everyone!" my wife said, looking at me with a little scowl. "That's what you always want me to do."
"I do huh?"
"You do!" my wife said.
"Maybe I should then. Never know. Maybe I can find another woman to flash it at!"
"Wouldn't be surprised," wife said snarkily.
"In that case," I said, setting my fishing rod aside. I stood up and pushed the suit I was wearing down. I stepped out of it and tossed it into her lap. "How about this? You like seeing it, so here it is," I said as I sat back down quicky so I wouldn't fall overboard if a wake hit us.
"I don't believe you," wife said with the frown getting even bigger.
"What? Didn't you just basically dare me to?" I asked as I settled back down on the stern pad and picked up my fishing rod again.
"That doesn't mean you HAVE to do it!"
"Seems to me we both used to enjoy those kind of dares."
"That isn't how I remember it," she snapped.
I looked at her a little startled. "What, you didn't enjoy playing that game?"
"Wait! What game?" Trina asked.
"Nothing," my wife said. "Not important."
"Yeah right. We used to play with some other couples. It was a naughty dare game. Kissing blindfolded so you didn't know who you were kissing, some other sexy stuff."
"Other sexy stuff? Like what?" she asked me.
"You know. Some oral sex stuff."
"So, you don't play it anymore? Why not?"
"It was a long time ago," my wife said quietly. "Not the kind of thing responsible adults do."
Trina laughed. "The hell they don't. I'd LOVE to play a game like that!"
"Well, we didn't," my wife said, scowling.
"The hell you didn't. We used to have some really damn good sex after those game sessions," I said. "What the hell happened to you? Where did that incredibly sexy, playful woman I married go anyway?" I knew I was going to regret it, but I was ticked off and I let my mouth run.
She glared at me for a while and then shook her head. "Things change," was all she said.
"What? What changed? We had kids, we didn't shrivel up and die!"
"No, we didn't! But just because you thought getting fucked by my best friend was fun, didn't mean that I enjoyed it!" she snapped angrily.
"What the hell? Your best friend? How would you know who I had sex with? We were all blindfolded. We both said we didn't know who we'd had sex with."
"Well, my blindfold slipped, and you were having sex with Angela!"
"Okay," I said with a shrug. "I was having sex with Angela. I guess it was luck of the draw. We didn't know who we were picking because we were all blindfolded."
"NO! We weren't ALL blindfolded. In fact, you and I were the only ones blindfolded. Everyone else was having sex watching the two of us getting fucked."
"Okay. So who was fucking you then? Gary?"
"No! Tania! Tania was fucking me!" she snapped angrily.
"Tania? Why would Tania be having sex with you. For that matter, HOW was she having sex with you? I mean it isn't like she had a dick or anything."
"I didn't know at first. I thought it was a guy between my legs licking me. He made me climax and then I felt him put his dick in me, only it didn't feel right. It wasn't right because it was a fake dick. Tania was fucking me with a strap-on dick!"
"What the hell?" I asked.
"You heard me. I wasn't being fucked by a guy, but by a girl!"
"Now I get it," I said quietly. "After that night you always seemed a little irritated with Angela and you didn't want anything to do with Tania. But everyone was watching us?"
"Angela admitted a few days later that since we were the most reserved of the group, that they figured once you and I had crossed that line, that we wouldn't have a hard time doing it again, and they wanted to do a lot more than just touch and tease," my wife said quietly. "They knew I'd never agreed to have sex with another girl, so they cooked up the blindfolded thing. They were all getting off watching me get fucked by a girl for the first time. I felt so, so, so, used! And you just lay there and let my best friend ride you until the two of you came!"
"How was I supposed to know it was Angela? I was blindfolded. For all I knew, it was Tania riding on me."
"But it wasn't, was it? Tania was fucking me!"
"So not wanting to do it anymore was more about what happened, than having sex with other people," I said just barely loud enough to be heard over the engine. I turned and pushed the switch to shut off the kicker and we floated in silence. We looked at each other for a long time.
"I wasn't ready for something like that, and if they were going to do that kind of thing, I didn't want to have to sit there and watch. I knew that it wouldn't bother you at all to have sex with them. I mean, let's face it, you didn't bat an eye at the thought of being blindfolded and having sex with someone you couldn't see."
"It was all people we already knew. Hell, I'd already stripped, finger fucked and licked every one of them. Why would sticking my dick in them be difficult?"
"How would you have felt if one of the guys decided to come stick HIS dick in your mouth?"
"I'd have been disgusted," I answered honestly.
"That's how I felt. I mean, the farthest I'd gone with another woman was teasing her clit with a little vibrator. I hadn't done anything else. So, getting fucked by her was more than I was ready for."
"I doubt you'd have ever been ready for that," I answered. "But before that, before that happened, we had a lot of fun, didn't we?"
"Yes and no."
"You better explain that."
"I was always a little nervous, even after we'd done it for weeks. I just kind of felt like it wasn't quite right. But after I started getting turned on, then it was different. I didn't mind being undressed or teased, and yes, a few times even played with until I climaxed in front of all the guys. But it was all people we knew and had seen naked. It was different than some stranger staring at my tits."
I reeled in my line and stowed it and then stepped to her, taking her rod from her. I stood there, my hard-on waving in her face as I reeled in her line and stowed it as well. Without another word I stepped to the kicker, pulled it up and then moved to the driver's station. I started the main engine and started us out. "Where are we going?" she asked as I knelt on the seat looking over the windshield as I headed out of the flats.
"You'll see," I answered as I opened up the throttle. I dropped into the seat, not really wanting everyone in the lake to see that I was naked. If they happened to see Trina, well, if she didn't put her suit back on, that wasn't my fault. I took about five minutes for me to run up the lake to where I wanted. I heeled the boat over and cut a wide sweeping turn down into a long finger cove. I'd fished this cove dozens of times, and knew I'd need to drop to idle speed in a few moments. I eased the throttle back until I was just at fast idle, and then tipped the motor up until the prop was thrashing the surface. There was a LOT of flooded timber lurking just under the surface in this part of this cove, but to anyone that had fished it before, they also knew that there was a smaller cove off to the left that had almost no trees at all in it all, and a nice gravely bank instead of the usual mud one found in these shallow fingers.
I felt the boat ride up and over a couple submerged stumps and drop off again as I made my way deeper. I saw the entrance to the cove I wanted and eased over towards it and eventually into it. I shut down and let the boat float deeper before moving to the bow and dropping anchor.
I stepped back to my wife and held my hand out.
"What?"
"Stand up," I said.
"Why?"
"I think you know why."
She frowned at me and stood up. I unzipped her suit, and she didn't stop me from pushing it off her shoulders. I slipped it down her body and let her step out of it before picking it up and tossing it onto the seat. I grabbed several pool noodles from beneath the passenger side seat storage well in the bow and then stepped to the stern. I climbed over, standing on the platform. "Come on," I said, stepping down the ladder and dropping into the chest deep water. I stood there, holding my hand out for her. "Come on. No one can see you here. It's just us."
She rolled her eyes and then acquiesced. She climbed over and I helped her down into the water. I helped her settle onto the pool floats, one under her knees and the other around her back and under her arms.
"You should have told me that that night!" I said as I stood and stroked her body, my hands sliding up to her big soft tits.
"I'm sorry. I was ashamed. I didn't want you to think that, well, that I was, well."
"You didn't want me to know that you climaxed at the hands of another woman?"
"Something like that."
"You think it would make me feel different about you or something?"
"No. I was actually more worried that you'd want to watch, or worse, join in."
I chuckled. "I probably would have wanted to. I think it'd look pretty hot with another woman's head between your legs. Especially if I was standing behind her pumping into her at the same time."
"See, that's exactly why I wouldn't tell you," she said with a frown.
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
"No. You're just being honest," she said with a soft sigh. "You always did have a bit more inclination to do those dares. I mean I can remember the first time you had to pull your pants down and show the girls your stuff. You didn't just pull it out, you stood there and stroked it until you were hard as a rock. For a few moments, I thought Sue was going to crawl right over and suck it for you."
"That would have been nice."
"You always did enjoy a good throat stroke."
"Yeah," I said with a shrug, knowing that sucking me was NOT high on her list. In fact, I could count on one hand the number of times over the years she did it.
"You want to have sex with me right now, don't you?" my wife asked quietly.
"I was thinking about it."
"I think you were more than thinking about it. Sorry lover. I'm not really interested in that now. I'm okay with being here naked with you for now, but not sex."
"Okay," I said, trying to hide my disappointment.
"You want one now?"
"One what now?"
"A blow job," my wife said quietly.
"You want to give me one?" I asked with a smile.
"Not me," she answered. She turned to look up towards the boat where Trina was sitting on the stern her legs hanging over the stern, giving us some space as my wife floated a few yards away from the stern, with me still standing chest deep next to her. "Trina! You wanna suck his dick?"
"What? For real?"
"I wouldn't offer if I didn't mean it," my wife called back.
"Well, hell yeah!" she answered quickly, climbing back into the boat from where she was sitting. "You want me to come down there?"
"No. he'll come up," my wife answered before turning her head to look back at me. "I know you're horny as hell, but I'm just not there right now. Why don't you let her have her little fun."
"You're sure?" I questioned. "After what we just talked about?"
"Difference is that I'm giving permission, not having it taken under false pretenses," my wife said. "Just don't get used to it. Right?"



"Right," I answered, pushing off the bottom and swimming the few short strokes to the boarding ladder. I climbed up the ladder and stepped over the stern. Trina wasted no time in pushing me back to the large, padded engine housing, forcing me back until I was practically laying on it, my legs hanging over the end.
"You don't mind if I give him something to look at, do you?" Trina asked, climbing up onto the housing over me, standing completely naked like a statue.
"Might as well let him," my wife answered from where she floated.
Trina looked down at me and grinned. She turned around and carefully lowered herself to her knees and then backed up until her feet were hanging over the stern, her pussy inches from my face. She spread her legs to lower her pussy to my face as I felt her close her mouth around my dick.
"He has to stop when he comes!" my wife called back up into the boat.
Trina didn't answer but started to bob her head up and down on my shaft, her tongue teasing around
my head and her lips stroking me. She used one hand to follow her lips, stroking it up and down my now saliva coated dick.
I reached my hands to her tits and cupped both of them, giving them a few squeezes as she lowered her pussy the last few fractions of an inch towards my mouth. I reached my tongue out and licked up her slit, tasting her tangy wetness. I tried to concentrate on her pussy, pushing my tongue between her lips and searching out her clit, while she bounced her face on my dick. I tried to ignore how good it felt, not wanting to come too quickly so I could enjoy licking her pussy, but I also knew that with as turned on as I was, it wasn't going to be too long before I wouldn't be able to hold back.
Up and down her head bobbed, her lips and hand stroking my shaft while I licked up and down her slit, teasing the tip of my tongue into the entrance to her vagina before sliding it back along her lips to flick across her clit. It didn't take very long before she was rocking her hips, trying to push her clit towards my tongue as she continued to stroke her mouth on my shaft. I was pretty sure she was trying her best NOT to make me come too fast, my head sliding in and out of her mouth, but not feeling her tongue teasing me like it had at the start.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm," she moaned around my hard cock as I felt her pussy gush around my chin, her legs trembling slightly as she started to climax. Almost immediately I felt her tongue start to stroke my head in time with her mouth moving up and down, now clearly trying to get me to climax with her. Up and down her lips moved, her tongue stroking the bottom side of my shaft and the really sensitive spot under my head.
"Oh God. Gonna come," I groaned, pulling my mouth from her sopping wet pussy to catch my breath. If anything, she sucked harder, spreading her knees just a little further to grind her still rocking pussy against my chin. I shifted my grip and squeezed her nipples, pulling on them as she bounced her face even faster. "OH SHIT!" I gasped as my body jerked hard, my back arching and my cock driving up towards her face. I felt a massive gush of cum lance up into her mouth. She moaned around my dick again, the vibration making my next shot into her mouth all the harder. I lay there, panting, her pussy still leaking copiously on my face as she sucked down each shot of cum I pumped into her mouth.
I closed my eyes and let everything go, my head swimming momentarily as my body pumped a few more times into her, emptying an incredible amount of pent up cum into her mouth. In my mind, I was buried in her wet pussy, watching my cum leak around my shaft. She finally pulled her mouth off my dick and lay down flat on me, her pussy still pushed to my chin, her head laying on my thigh. I could feel her lean my dick over to her face and gently lick and suck it, taking the remaining cum oozing from it into her mouth. "Damn," she finally whispered as my dick softened in her hand. "I haven't had a chance to do that in a damn long time."
"Seemed like you liked it," I said breathlessly.
"Oh, trust me. I did," she answered quietly.
"You two better get washed off before we eat," my wife said from the water.
"Yeah. It is that time, isn't it?" Trina said. She slowly lifted herself off of me and then turned around so her face was over mine. She leaned her face to mine and gave me a long, slow wet kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth, sharing our own cum with each other. "God, I wanna fuck you," she whispered before pushing up off of me and climbing back off the engine housing. I got up and followed her over the stern and into the water.
I stood chest deep and washed my face and then my dick under the water before wading over to where my wife was floating by the side of the boat. It was a little shallower there, only up to my stomach. I stood next to her and gently stroked my fingers over and around one of her nipples, half expecting her to stop me. Instead, she closed her eyes and allowed me to gently stroke her. Given the lack of complaint, I used my other hand to start stroking her stomach and then working lower, letting my fingers tease back and forth across the smooth skin of her shaved mound. Since she was letting me, I let my fingers tease down between her thighs and begin stroking up and down her pussy lips, slowly working my way between them.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly as my fingers found her clit and gently stroked it.
"Someone getting turned on?"
"I am now. For all the good it'll do me."
"Why is that?"
"Because someone else just used up your dick," she said with a soft sigh.
"Maybe, but I can still do other things," I said, stepping back and pulling her along by one foot. I waded until the water was shoulder deep and then pulled her towards me. I lifted her legs up and slowly pushed the noodle under her knees, along her legs, pushing it as I pulled her so that it ended up under her butt with her thighs on my shoulders, her pussy now right in my face. "How about this?" I asked as I helped the noodle lift her butt and then kissed her wet pussy lips. I slipped my tongue between her lips and stroked up to her clit, tasting the lake water as I did.
"Oh yes," she whispered as I licked up and down her slit, teasing over her clit, the taste of lake quickly dissipating in favor of her sweet 'I'm turned on' juices.
I teased up and down her slit for several minutes, paying special attention to her clit before sliding my tongue down and trying to push it into her as far as I could.
"Oh damn sweetie. Did you have fun doing this to her?" she moaned softly.
"I did," I answered, pulling my face from her pussy for the briefest of moments.
"It looked like she was enjoying it just as much," my wife moaned softly.
"God, I did," Trina said from where she was floating in the water a short ways away. "I had no idea Scott was so damn good with his tongue. I can't wait to get to try his dick someplace else."
"Don't get too interested in that," my wife gasped as I flicked her clit again. "Oh God honey. You're going to make me come!"
"Good," I grunted, going back to attacking her clit. She stiffened and I watched to make sure she didn't tip her head too far back as her orgasm started to climax. Her pussy leaked her sweet juices as she came, letting out a long slow deep groan of pleasure. Her legs started to tremble the slightest bit and I wished I was pumping my dick in and out of her as her body gushed out a large squirt of her juices at me.
"Ohhhhhhhh shit," she groaned softly as she continued to tremble slightly. Slowly she started to relax, and I eased my attention to her clit, eventually stopping altogether and letting her butt sink back into the lake as her legs slid over my shoulders. Her bent knees stopped her slide, and I held her up by her knees, watching her chest heave up and down as she worked to catch her breath, her sexy tits appearing and disappearing like little islands with each breath. "Damn," she whispered, slowly pushing her legs out so they slid off my shoulders altogether.
I helped her shift to floating upright and then pulled her to me, holding her tight to me as we kissed. "Thank you," she whispered as we broke the minutes long kiss. "I guess I got a little turned on watching you two."
"That's okay," I whispered back.
"I don't want you to think that I'm going to be giving you permission to do that more often though. I mean, you are MY husband, not hers."
"I understand."
"Good. Just wanted to make sure we understood each other."
"Should we eat some lunch?"
"Yeah. I think so."
"Would you stay naked for me?"
"You really want me too?"
"Uh huh."
"I guess I can," she answered. "As long as no one comes back here anyway."
I smiled and kissed her again. "Thank you," I whispered.
One of the nice things about older boats is that unlike new boats with form fitting seats, older boats used a back-to-back seat arrangement that could be used as two seats or folded out to make one long four person bench. My wife and I had used these pulled out benches many times to take a little rest under an overhanging tree on a hot day. Today I folded both of those benches out and ended up sitting on the port bench with my wife on one side of me and an equally naked Trina on the other. As we ate lunch, just simple sandwiches, my wife's hand found its way into my lap, playing with my dick until I was nice and hard again.
"Well. That was a nice lunch," my wife said as she wiped her hands on one of the many rags I kept in the boat. She got up, found her swim bag and pulled out the sunblock bottle. "I think I need you to do me again," she said, handing me the bottle. "I do NOT want to get burned anyplace!"
"Sure," I answered as I got up. She turned and stepped the two steps to the engine housing and bent over, pushing her butt out at me and resting her elbows on the padded cover.
"Why don't you start with my back and my butt," she said.
"Sure," I answered, squeezing a bunch of cream on her back.
"You know Trina. I love it when Scott makes me climax with his tongue, but it always leaves me wanting to feel that big cock of his inside me."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. What do you think honey? You have enough left in the tank to help get me off again?"
"I'm pretty sure I do," I answered her.
"Well? What are you waiting for?" she asked a few moments later.
"Huh? OH!" I said, realizing it was an unexpected invitation. I didn't even have to stop rubbing the sunblock on her back, using my hips to aim my dick at her pussy. I slipped easily into her, pushing slowly into her pussy as I stroked her back and butt. In and out I stroked, pushing deep into her with each stroke.
"I think you need to do my legs and front now," my wife said, pulling off of me. She turned around and lay back on the padded cover, lifting her legs in a wide V in the air for me. I got the lotion bottle and set it on the engine cover before stepping closer. I slipped my slick cock back into her and then picked up the bottle. I squeezed a long trace of cream down each thigh, up her stomach and across and around her tits before setting it aside again.
I started to thrust in and out of her again, enjoying the sensations of her pussy, knowing that I wasn't going to be coming any time soon, but enjoying the feeling just the same. While I stroked in and out, I let my hands roam over her body, working up to her ankles and then back to her pussy, using my fingers to spread lotion around her lips and across her mound, before heading back to her stomach and chest.
"Oh yes. That feels so nice. Your hands are so slick and sexy, and your dick is soooo good inside me," she moaned. "You think you can make me climax like this?"
"I bet I can," I said pushing in and out a little faster.
"That's it. That's what I need. Play with my nipples. I'm getting so close lover. Make me come. Make me come with that fantastic dick!" she moaned uncharacteristically loudly. She didn't usually say much at all while we had sex. An occasional yes or so good or gonna come. But otherwise, not much. Definitely not THIS much for a LOT of years.
I thrust hard into her, squeezing and pulling her nipples firmly, but not roughly. I didn't want to hurt her, but I knew that her nipples were very sensitive while she was excited. The boat rocked rhythmically in time with my strokes, the wet slapping of our bodies echoing slightly across the water, bouncing off the steep rocky shoreline.
"Oh God. Oh LOVER!" she cried loudly as her pussy contracted around me. I could feel her legs, resting on my chest, start to tremble slightly. I knew it was going to be a hard one, it always was when her legs trembled. She gasped and then groaned loudly with a deep low, almost growl, as her body stiffened, and her pussy clenched and unclenched around me. "Ohhhhhhhh," she breathed softly as she lay on the pad, enjoying the sensations. I massaged her breasts softly, no longer pulling her nipples, coaxing her climax to hang on as long as possible, my hips moving my dick very slowly in and out of her, just the way she likes it. "Ohhhhhh that was nice," she whispered as her body started to relax. "You always seem to know just exactly what to do."
"Practice," I answered, still moving my dick in her hot pussy. She reached out and touched my stomach, her signal for me to stop.
"Patience," she whispered as she pushed her legs apart and then reached for my arms. She pulled me towards her until I was practically laying on her, her legs wrapped around my waist. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers, giving me a soft gentle kiss. "Do you love me?"
"I always have and always will," I whispered back.
"If I ask you to do something, will you?"
"You know all you have to do is ask. If I can, I always do don't I?"
"I want to apologize to you for what I've been doing to you. Trying to embarrass you like I was."
"Apology accepted," I whispered.
"No. I mean it. I want to really apologize," she said softly. "I want you to put sunblock on Trina, just like you did to me."
"Sure. I mean, I already put it on her before," I said with a shrug.
"No lover. I don't think you're hearing me. I want you to put it on her JUST like you did to me."
I looked down at her for a moment. I humped my hips a moment, sliding my dick in and out of her. "You mean like this?"
She smiled up at me. "I know you both want to try it. I think I owe you both, and right this second, I think it'd be alright this one time."
"You're sure?"
"I'm sure," she whispered before kissing me again. She shifted her arms from around me and pushed me up off of her. She stood up and grabbed one of my hats that I always kept in the boat, and then two of the noodles. She climbed over the stern and stood on the platform. "Trina. I think if you let him do your back first would be best," she said before stepping down and settling herself on the two noodles. She pulled the hat down over her eyes and pushed away from the boat, the brim of the cap blocking the sun from her eyes, but also blocking us from her sight.
"Did she just suggest?" Trina asked stepping over towards me.
"Uh huh."
Trina grinned and stepped between me and the engine housing. She leaned over it, resting her elbows on the pad like my wife had done and wiggled her ass side to side for me. "Then let's get started."
I really DID have to put lotion on her so she didn't burn, but it also allowed me to stroke my hands all over her body as I slowly pushed my dick into her.
"Oh my God, it's so big," she moaned softly as I slid my still pussy slickened dick into her tight confines. I rubbed her back and sides with the cream, spreading it and rubbing it into her before working my hands down to her butt, all the while slowly sliding my dick in and out of her tight pussy.
"God. So much tighter than Nancy," I whispered before pulling out of her. I helped her upright and then to turn around and lay back. I stepped between her legs as she lifted them, resting the back of her legs on my chest as I slowly pushed myself back into her. I picked up the tube and squirted some all over her tits and then two lines up and down her thighs. I started with her thighs, rubbing up and down her legs all the way to her ankles, slowly pushing my dick in and out of her tight pussy, slowly working my hands down to her mound and then my fingers between her legs. I used one finger to slide back and forth across her clit while I used the other to slide up her body to her soft tits. I spread the lotion around her boobs and then teased each soft orb and the hard nipples as I stroked my thumb on her clit in time with my dick sliding in and out of her.
"Oh my God. You're going to make me come," she moaned softly.
"That's the idea," I groaned, feeling my own climax slowly building.
The timing sucked. I mean I knew the sound as soon as I heard it. The rhythmic splash followed by a soft click. It was the sound of fishing. Someone was making their way around the point towards us. I didn't want to stop, but I also didn't want to expose Trina any more than she wanted to.
"We're going to have company," I said quietly.
"What?"
"A boat. We're going to have company," I said as I squeezed her nipple.
"I don't care. Don't stop. Please don't stop now," Trina begged, her fingers reaching between her legs to stroke my stomach encouragingly.
"If that's what you want," I grunted, continuing to push in and out. I didn't want to stop either and didn't really care if they saw me fucking or not. If I was lucky, they'd just turn around and leave. "Uh. Fuck," I grunted as I thrust harder, feeling Trina's pussy start to squeeze me even tighter, her climax building swiftly.
"Oh God. Oh God. Ohhhhhh God yes. Here it comes," she moaned loudly as my thrusting hips smashed against her bare ass, each impact making her tits roll on her chest. "Almost. Oh, don't stop. Almost there!" she squeaked at least three octaves higher than normal. The boat rocked, making little waves that raced across the cove as I drove into her harder, my own climax growing quickly. "OHHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed as her climax washed over her. Her whole body shook and trembled as she came, her pussy squeezing my thrusting dick. I felt the change push me over the edge and my body jerked hard, driving me deep into her.
I stood there, feeling and watching her climax as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of cum deep into her pussy. I stood there panting, my body still periodically jerking as my dick twitched inside her.
"Oh damn," she panted softly. "That felt so damn good."
"Yeah," I gasped, finally looking around to see what happened to the boat I'd heard. To my surprise, it was a boat with a middle-aged couple in it, the woman in the back and the guy up front, both of them staring at us as they floated in silence a few dozen yards from us.
"See. You don't have to stop having a good time just because you get older!" the woman said to the guy in the front.
"You trying to tell me you want me to bang you out where anyone can see us?"
She laughed. "Honey, it's been years since we've done anything I'd characterize as getting banged. But yeah. No reason we can't find a quiet place once in a while and have a little action." She looked over at us again. "Don't mind us. You just enjoy it. I know I would."
"Thanks! I am!" Trina answered as my softening dick slipped from her. I stepped back, my dick now completely on display for the couple in the other boat, as well as my cum drooling out of Trina's pussy.
I was kind of surprised that my wife hadn't said anything. I looked over the side and found her floating on the far side of the boat, using it to block her from being seen by the other boat. I chuckled to myself before reaching out and taking Trina's hand that she was holding out. I helped her off the engine cover and the two of us made our way over the stern and into the water as the other boat turned and started to head away, the woman and man still having a somewhat animated discussion. I heard the word chicken being tossed at him at least twice before I was able to settle onto two pool noodles.



I floated away from the boat a ways and paddled closer to Nancy, Trina floating away from the boat and just letting it go where it wanted to as she lay back and basked in the sun after our little tryst. I pulled on my wife's foot and pulled us together and then worked us closer, trying to get close enough to kiss her without success. "Did you have fun?" she asked me quietly as I finally gave up trying to kiss her and instead paddled closer to her feet.
"I did," I answered as I hooked my legs over her pool noodle to couple us together, our heads facing opposite directions. "It was different."
"Good different or bad different?" she asked as I paddled us away from the side of the boat.
"Just different," I answered.
"Did you ever think you'd have done that? Have sex with her?"
"Over the years I'd thought about what she looked like naked, and even had a few dreams about having sex with her. But of course, it was never anything I acted on. Guys just naturally think that kind of thing."
"Was it what you expected?"
"Actually, it was better than I expected."
"Better?"
"Uh huh. I wasn't doing it behind your back, which was the only way I would ever have expected that to happen," I said with a smile. "No guilty conscience to deal with."
"You thought about doing it behind my back?" She asked, her face turning a frown.
"Oh no. In my dreams it was something stupid like getting caught in the woods going pee or something with my pants down and having her take advantage," I chuckled. "Like I said. Nothing was going to happen because she'd have never done anything like that."
"Don't count on it!" Trina called from where she was floating, apparently overhearing our conversation. "I would have if I'd have known how damn good it was going to feel!"
"You're not going to take advantage and try to have sex with him again, are you?"
"If you let me, I sure as hell will," she said with a laugh.
"Come on. You going to spend all day trying to find a place to hide or are you going to give me what I want?" I heard across the water, drawing my attention to the boat that had been watching us but had motored back out of the cove on its nearly silent electric trolling motor, which was now coming back. The woman was standing in the back of the boat with her shirt off, her bare tits exposed. She had her hands on her hips and was looking at the guy in the front who seemed to be looking for some place to drive the boat.
"What, you want me to just drop my pants in front of them?"
"Why not? It's not like you have that much to show off," she said with obvious irritation. "I didn't realize you were that much of a prude."
"I'm not a prude," he said. "I just don't think we should be advertising our sex life."
She laughed. "What sex life? I'm going to take my pants off. If you want to do something about it, come back here and do something!" she said as she undid her shorts. She pushed them down and then pushed her underwear down. She sat down on the swivel seat on the back platform of the bass boat and spread her legs towards the guy in front. "Maybe I should ask him. He's clearly older than you are but it looks to me like he's keeping two women happy. Maybe he'll do a third!"
"You really think you're good enough looking for him to want to fuck you?" the guy in front asked snarkily.
"Really? Maybe I should ask him!"
"What, you going to really flash your pussy at a stranger?"
"You just drive the boat over there and watch me!"
He laughed. "Yeah right."
"Do it. I dare you! But maybe you ought to think what happens if he says yes."
"Uh oh," my wife said, trying to paddle back towards the boat.
"You afraid of being seen?" I asked her.
"Well, I am a bit exposed. But this sounds like it's going to turn into a marital argument."
"It does. But he can see just your boobs. He can't see anything else."
"You can," my wife said, looking at the boat coming closer, the woman in the back standing completely naked in front of the chair.
"Hey there stud. I know this isn't your fight, but we couldn't help but see what you were doing. I wonder if you'd give me an honest opinion. Am I good enough looking to fuck? Or is my husband just an asshole?"
I looked at her as she grew closer. She really wasn't a bad looking woman. Maybe mid forties with a little spread around the middle. Her boobs were maybe C cup with quite a bit of droop, her silver dollar sized areola clearly puckered and engorged with excitement around her rock-hard nipples that looked like they were begging to be sucked on. I could see she had a pretty complete set of curls on her mound and down between her legs, hiding much of her pussy, but I could tell she had quite a bit of inner labia protruding from her curl covered lips. "I really hate to get in the middle of an argument between spouses," I finally answered.
"That's okay. You can be honest with her. She isn't that good looking, is she?"
"Of course, she's good looking," I answered quickly. "Sorry. Said I was going to stay out of it."
"Okay. Maybe good looking isn't what I meant. She isn't exactly sexy looking. Not someone who'd entice you to wanna have sex just on looks," he said, letting the electric motor stop running and the boat drift along on its momentum.
"Oh, I don't know. I'd be willing to bet that in a short little dress with the right lingerie under it, she'd look killer," I answered, drawing a wide smile from the woman.
"See!" the wife snapped.
"He said dressed. Not naked."
"What about this way?" she asked, looking down at me. She stepped closer to the side of the boat and squatted down, letting her legs spread apart to show me her pussy. "Thought maybe you'd want a better look."
"Doesn't mater how much you push your pussy out at him. He's still going to tell you that you just don't look that sexy," the husband said.
The boat was drifting slowly now, only about three feet away from us. I looked at my wife who gave me a little shrug. I took about three strokes with my hands to propel me to the boat and then used it to pull myself around, my wife moving around with me since my legs were still hooked over her noodle. I didn't want to pull it from under her right here, since we were in maybe eight or nine feet of water, and I didn't think she'd appreciate being dunked. The downside was that she was now much closer to the guy, who was clearly staring at her big tits.
"See. Now those are a set of tits!" he said looking down at my wife, who immediately started blushing.
"I don't know. I think your wife's tits look just fine. I wouldn't mind sucking on them while I let her ride on me," I answered, hoping to put it to rest.
"Tell me they're sexy. Just exactly how is it you'd like to see me riding you?" the woman asked. "Describe it for my lunk-headed husband."
"Easy enough. I'd just lay down on the deck there and let her crawl over me. Once she pushed down on me, I'd have her lean over so I could suck those sexy nipples and let her ride on me until we both came."
"Well, there you go Harold. Time to get your pants off," she said standing up and looking at her husband.
"Jesus, I don't believe this," he swore quietly.
"I don't get it," I said.
"Easy. I asked him to fuck me, and he said no. So, I told him that I'd let you do it instead. He wasn't happy about that. So, I made him a little bet. I'd ask you how you'd like to fuck me, and whatever you described would be what he had to do. And if he didn't, I'd let you do it to me."
"Can't I just drop my pants?" he asked, taking the pedestal chair off the front deck and sitting on the edge of it.
"Nope. You watched them naked, you gotta go all the way. It's only fair," she said with a little grin. "But if you don't wanna, I know of a nice, big fat dick that would feel really good sliding into me."
"NO! I'll do it," he said with a scowl, looking down at me like this was somehow my fault. He pulled off his shirt and then pushed his pants down and worked them over his feet. His dick was definitely not nearly as large as mine. In fact, it looked to be about half as long as mine. Fat, but definitely stubby. He sat down on the deck and waited for her to walk over to him.
"See, this isn't so hard, is it?" she asked as she stepped over him and then lowered herself to her knees. "I bet you even enjoy it before we're done."
"I doubt it," he answered his wife as she reached between them and aimed his short little dick at her pussy. She settled down on him and then started to lift and lower herself, fucking her pussy up and down his short cock. She leaned towards him, pushing her tits in his face. "Now you have to suck on 'em, just like he said he'd do. That was the deal, right?"
"I guess," he answered, gripping her hanging tits and aiming one at his mouth.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," she groaned as he sucked her nipple.
I pushed us away from the boat and paddled us back towards ours, since we'd floated some distance away. "I wouldn't mind you doing that to me right now," I said to my wife as I paddled us back towards the boat.
"In front of them?" she asked.
"Does it matter? I mean, they're naked," I answered.
She sighed. "I suppose you'll badger me until I do."
I grinned, knowing that she wouldn't usually agree to something like this, so she must be fairly turned on yet, which ALWAYS made sex with her better. I paddled us back to the boat and helped her up the ladder. When I climbed out, my dick was already rock-hard and sticking out lewdly. I briefly wondered if they were looking or paying attention to what we were doing. I got my answer after a few moments when I heard the woman gasp "ohmyGod."
"I think she likes it," Nancy whisper as I lay down on the engine cover and held my hands out for her. I helped her crawl up onto the padded top and aimed my big dick at her pussy. "Ohhhhhhh yes. God, you are soooooo fucking big right now," she moaned softly as I squeezed her big tits, coaxing her to lean down towards me. She started to slide up and down my shaft, slapping lightly against my thighs with her bare ass as I closed my lips around her hard nipple. "Ohhhhhh damn," she moaned softly.
Up and down she rode on me, the back of the boat bouncing in the water as she pounded harder on me. I let her pull her chest from my face and lift herself up, using her hands on my chest for balance and leverage. Up and down she moved her hips, slapping down hard on me as she drove me forcefully up into her pussy. I watched her sexy tits start to flop and bounce wildly on her chest as she slammed down hard on me over and over, driving both of us towards climax, but apparently driving herself much more quickly.
Her legs lifted her up and then she let herself drop hard, over and over, each stroke taking only a second. I felt my head banging against the end of her depths, sending little jolts of electricity through my body each time she threw herself down on me. "Oh God. Ohhhhhh my God. You're gonna make me come," she moaned loudly, her tits slapping her body and her ass, my thighs in a rhythmic wet slap.
I stared at her tits, watching them bounce and fly wildly, something I didn't usually get to see, since she rarely wanted to have sex in this position. She looked down at me, lust written all over her face as she drove herself down hard on me with each stroke. "Come for me. Let me feel you fill me up. You haven't yet today. You haven't given it to me yet," she said huskily. "I wanna feel it pumping into me."
"You keep this up and you're going to get it."
"Good. I want it. I want it now. I want to watch you come like you did in Trina. I want to see you come like you did all those years ago in my best friend."
Reminding me of how Trina looked under me while I was fucking her was all it took. I felt my body respond, pushing that last little bit towards climax. "Oh, damn yes," I grunted as my body jerked under her, trying unsuccessfully to lift up towards her. She felt the first gush of my cum lance into her pussy and she slammed herself down, crying out "SHIT YES!" I felt my cock surging inside her, pumping over and over into her, cum that I didn't even realize my body had stored up. I lay there panting and looked over at the other boat, which the very light breeze had blown back our direction. She was sitting on her husband yet, both of them watching us. I looked back up at my wife, who was now blushing, realizing that she had been watched. "Shit. I feel like some slutty stage performer," she whispered. "I'd climb off of you and put my suit back on, but I'd show everything off when I did."
"Just between us, I think what he'd see is pretty fucking sexy," I whispered back. "But if you don't want to. I can fix that."
"Oh? Just how pray tell?"
"Just lay down on me and hang on." She lay down, wrapping her arms around my neck as I pushed myself up. I used one hand to hold her butt in position on me and the other as a prop as I slid myself off the cover. She dropped her feet down and I knelt down, sitting her on the long bench seat down inside the boat as I fell forward on top of her.
She giggled as we landed. "Smooth move there lover."
"Yeah, not my best, but it did the job," I answered her. She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me.
"Thank you for being my knight in shining armor," she whispered before allowing her arms to loosen and let me stand up.
"Hey Trina! I think we're going to head in," I called.
"Okay," she answered, starting to paddle towards us. In the meantime, the lady had climbed off her husband and stood in the boat, facing me, cum dripping from her pussy as she watched cum drip from my deflating cock. The spell was broken when Trina climbed up the ladder, showing off her entire body to the husband, who swore slightly at the sight.
"Maybe next time he won't be so slow to give you a little sex," I called to her, now floating only about twenty feet away from us.
"If he does, can I call you up and have you bring that big cock over?" she asked with a grin.
"We'll see. My wife would have to say yes."
"Which one is that?" she asked.
"The one hiding because she's embarrassed," I answered.
"Lucky woman. Hope she realizes how lucky."
"I think so," I answered as the woman started to dress herself. I dug a rag out and used some water from the lake to rinse off my dick and then wiped it dry with the rag. I stepped into my suit and stood, waiting for Trina to pull her suit on, my wife having hers already mostly on as she lay on the bench. I pulled up the boarding ladder and then fixed the seats back into their normal position. I started the engine, pulled the anchor up and waved goodbye to our newfound friends, as I motored slowly out of the cove and through the sunken tree stand.
"I am soooo God damn horny!" Trina said to my wife. "Any chance at all that I can get him to take care of it?"
"I'll think about it," my wife answered. "But it might cost you."
"Cost me what?" Trina asked.
"I'm thinking about it," she said with a grin.
I cleared the flooded timber line and opened the throttle up, running down the lake towards the landing. I backed off about ten minutes later, easing the speed down to idle to approach the dock and landing. It took a couple minutes to wait for a slot to open up, other boats still launching and pulling out. Mostly fishermen pulling out. I tied the boat up to the dock and was just getting ready to climb out when Trina called to me. I turned around to look at her and felt the cool water splash all over my chest. "There!" she said with a grin as the water ran down my front and soaked into my swimsuit, turning it translucent.
"Shit. You didn't have to do that Trina!" my wife complained.
"I thought you wanted to do that?" Trina asked.
"I did. Before! Not now. I've already forgiven him for that," she said, looking down at my half hard dick showing through the suit. "Shit honey. Are you getting a hard-on?" my wife asked in a whisper, looking down at me. I looked down and blushed a little at the obvious growth.
"I better go get the SUV," I said quickly.
"Try not to get it stuck in any more places!" my wife said as I climbed onto the dock after digging the SUV keys out of the boat glove box.
I felt quite conspicuous as I walked up the hill, getting stares from both men and women. Most were frowns or scowls, but a few ladies grinned, and one even whistled at me. It seemed like my dick was getting harder, not softer, as I walked up the long line of parked vehicles and trailers. It seemed like a VERY long walk to the SUV, but I finally made it. I walked between my trailer and the trailer next to me that already had a boat loaded on it. I unlocked the door and opened it to climb in.
"That's some suit there sailor," a woman said from the passenger seat of the pickup I'd parked next to, scaring the hell out of me.
"Holy shit!" I gasped, grabbing the door and hanging on as my heart pounded in my chest.
"Oh. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to startle you," she said softly, pushing the door of her truck open and stepping out as I stood there gasping.
"No problem. Just wasn't expecting it," I answered.
"That still is some suit," she said, more softly, reaching a finger out and stroking my hard dick through the translucent material. "I wouldn't mind my husband picking something like that."
"I didn't. My wife did," I said as I looked at the mid-thirties aged woman. She had long blonde hair nearly down to her butt, a deeply cut one-piece lime green swimsuit and a modestly large chest.
"Oh? She's a lucky woman."
"It was payback for accidently showing her boobs off one day."
"Mmmmmm," she said stepping closer. "So, you like being playful? I know what to do with that." She reached down and placed her whole palm on the front of my suit, stroking my hard-on slowly. "My husband is still down there yakking with his buddies. That gives us a little time to check things out."
"My wife is waiting with the boat though," I answered nervously.
"That's okay. We won't have to be long," she said, sliding her hand up to my stomach and then back down again, pushing her fingers into the suit and wrapping them around my hard dick. "Oh yes. Now that IS hard," she whispered, using her other hand to find my right hand. She pulled my hand down to her crotch and pushed it between her legs. "You can feel too. I don't mind," she whispered as she started to stroke my hard dick.
"I should, um, probably, um, get down to the loading ramp," I stammered as she stroked me, my fingers rubbing her pussy through the material of her suit almost without thinking about it. "And I really don't need any trouble with your husband."
"I wouldn't worry about him. If he wanted this kind of attention, he'd wear something like this himself," she said with a grin as she reached her hand down by mine and pulled the crotch of the suit aside so my fingers could stroke her bare lips. "Mmmmmm. Much better," she cooed. "You are getting me so turned on."
"I'm sorry," I answered.
"Don't be. I don't mind." She grinned.
"I really should go," I said as she slipped one strap of her suit off her left shoulder and then moved her hand to her right shoulder.
"In a minute," she whispered, pulling the other strap down and then pulling her suit front down to expose both nicely shaped C cup breasts. She found my other hand and pulled it to her chest and pressed my palm to her breast. "I told you I was getting pretty turned on," she groaned softly as my middle finger stroked across her hard little clit. "You keep doing that and you're going to make me come."
"I kinda thought that was the idea," I whispered.
"It is now," she groaned, starting to hump her hips towards me in time with my strokes across her hard little nub. Her hands moved on my dick, sliding up and down my shaft slowly. "Oh damn," she moaned softly.



"You ready to go Jules?" We both heard as the door on the other side of the truck opened and the truck rocked.
She pulled her hands from my dick and quickly pulled the straps of her suit up over her shoulders, covering her tits with a strained look on her face. "Yeah. Just chatting," she said as she fixed her suit crotch and then stepped to the truck door to step into the truck. "Good luck!" she said to me out the open window of her door as she pulled it closed.
"You too," I said as I slipped into the SUV and closed the door to hide the fact that my dick was still hanging out.
"You okay? You look a little flushed. Did you get too much sun?" I heard her husband ask before he started the truck.
"Maybe," she said, giving me a little wink.
I waited for them to back out and drive off before I backed out of the spot and down the long lane to the loading ramp. I eased the trailer into the water and then put the SUV in park. I quickly fixed my dick in my suit, at least as much as I could, and then climbed out to go get the boat. Thankfully the suit had mostly dried and wasn't see-through any longer, but the shape of my dick and engorged head still showed obviously.
"Damn!" my wife said as I walked up to the boat. "Someone's hard as hell. Maybe I should let you walk around like that more often!"
"Yeah. I don't think so," I answered as the woman in the boat next to us stared at my cock, my engorged head trying its best to pop out of the waistband. I bent over to untie the rope holding the bow to the dock and it did just that, pushing up out the top of the little suit, so that when I stood up a good third of my dick was exposed over the waist of the suit. She looked at my dick and then my face, blushing at being caught checking me out. Her husband gave me a dirty look as I turned to step down into the boat. I'd be more than glad to get home and not have to wear this in public again.
My wife and Trina headed to the SUV as I pulled the boat around and drove it onto the trailer. I climbed out and hooked the bow line and snugged the boat to the bumper and then climbed off the trailer. Trina and Nancy were already in the SUV, so I pulled it up the ramp and parked it along one edge of the parking area to put the cover on and tie everything down.
I unloaded the cooler first and put it in the back of the SUV and then started working on the tie-downs and cover. Trina walked over with an open bottle of water in her hand, and a wicked grin on her face. She stepped right up to me, put an arm around my neck to pull us together and pressed her lips to mine. I felt the cold water running down my stomach. She broke the kiss and stepped back with that wicked grin on her face. "Much better," she said softly.
"You know. Two can play this game," I answered her, stepping to her as she backed away a couple steps. I reached out and pulled the zipper of her suit down, pulling it all the way down to her crotch before sliding my hands up to her shoulders. I pushed the straps off her shoulders, letting the suit fall down her arms until she was naked from her mound up.
A couple young guys that were watching the interplay whistled and cat called from where they were standing, getting their boat ready to go in the water. Their comments made it clear that they wanted to see more. "Your audience wants more," I said as I stepped back and turned to go back to ratcheting the tie-down.
"You're right. They do!" she said, stepping behind me. I felt her hands grab my suit and pull it down to my thighs, my still hard dick springing out and bobbing up and down as she stepped back giggling. At least one of the young ladies that was with the group of guys whistled and called out at me.
"You little," I said, leaving the comment unfinished. She started to run around the boat to get away from me as I took off after her, my dick swinging wildly as I chased her. I grabbed hold of the only thing I could get my hands on, which was her half off suit, still pulled down her arms. She tried to get away, pulling her arms out of the suit, which allowed it to be pulled down even further. She stopped as her suit was being pulled down to keep it from being ripped. I grabbed an arm to hold her and let go of her suit, which slid all the way down her legs, leaving her naked, much to the delight of the guys watching. "I should make you stay like that while you help me put the cover on!" I said with a scowl.
She reached out with a finger and pushed my dick head down, letting it spring back up again moments later. "I will if you will," she grinned. "In fact. I dare you too!"
"I think I've gotten into enough trouble with dares," I said as I reached for my suit and pulled it up, trying to cover my inexplicably hard dick.
She reached out and pushed the front down again. "As hard as you are, one would think you LIKE showing it off."
"The way you're standing there naked, one would think you wanna play stripper for these guys."
"I will if it gets me fucked by you," she said quietly with that crooked grin coming back. "In fact, any time you wanna fuck me, just let me know and I'll be happy to play stripper for you," she added before turning around to face away from me. She bent over with her legs straight, reaching for her suit, and as she pulled it up as far as her knees, backed herself up into me, pushing her pussy and bare ass against my rock-hard dick. She wiggled her butt side to side, grinding herself against my shaft and making me seriously think about just pushing my head down and letting her push onto me. "Come on. Leave it out while I help you put the cover on."
"You're gonna get us arrested," I said quietly.
She reached behind her butt and grabbed my dick. "Hey girls! What do you think. Should he leave it out for us?"
"Hell yeah!" one of the girls answered loudly.
"You too." One of the guys called, clearly wanting to see her naked.
Trina looked back at me and then dropped her suit and stepped out of it. She bent over, pushing her ass out at the guys looking as she picked it up. "Like that?" she called as she straightened up.
"Good God," I groaned, stepping past her to the back of the SUV. I pulled the cover out and flopped it onto the boat. I climbed up into the boat with my dick still waggling around and started to unroll it, pulling the canvas back towards the stern. It didn't take long, and I was climbing down out of the boat to start pulling the straps into place. It wasn't exactly a surprise to feel my suit being once again pulled down. I turned around when I got on the ground and grabbed Trina by the arm. "This what you want?" I asked as I spun her around and pushed her back to lean her over the swim platform I had just stepped off of. I grabbed my dick and aimed it at her pussy, jamming it into her surprisingly wet pussy. I slid easily all the way into her, getting a deep gasp at the sudden intrusion.
"Oh fuck yes!" she groaned after the initial surprise. She pushed her ass back at me as I started to pull out of her, keeping me pushed into her pussy. "That's exactly what I wanted."
I took the step back and pulled out of her, stepping away with my cock covered in her slick juices. "Unfortunately, this isn't the place or the time," I said as I stepped away. I started pulling the straps in place and cinching down the cover. It only took a couple minutes before I was done, during which Trina followed me around, trying to grab my dick again. I finished the last strap and headed for the driver's door of the SUV.
"That's all?" one of the girls called.
"What did you expect? A floor show?" I called back.
"Sure! If a guy can enjoy a strip show, why can't a girl?" she called back.
"Is one of these guys your boyfriend?" I called back to her.
"Yeah!"
"Well, I think you better talk him into it. Have a great day!" I said turning to climb into the SUV. I closed the door and looked at my wife, sitting in the passenger seat with a ball cap pulled low over her eyes as if to try and hide. Trina climbed into the back seat behind my wife, still naked, and looking like she intended to stay that way. I shook my head and started the SUV up and headed for home.
We hadn't gone very far, and Trina climbed between the bucket seats and reached to the rearview mirror. I couldn't see anything out the back anyway with the boat on, so I let her adjust it how she wanted. It took her several attempts, but she successfully adjusted it so that every time I looked up in the mirror, I could see her pussy as she sat in the middle of the bench seat. I spent an hour driving home, getting little glimpses of her playing with her pussy and sticking her fingers into it. When we got home, I parked the boat in the back carport before heading in. The girls had already gone in, and I wasn't surprised to hear the shower running.
I stripped off my suit and water shoes and headed into the bathroom to see them both naked. My wife looked like she was about done, but Trina was clearly just hanging out waiting for me to show up. I stepped into the big walk-in shower, which was getting a little crowded with three of us in it. Trina wrapped her arms around my body and pulled us together. "Nancy said if we wanted to, we could wash all that sunblock off each other."
"She did huh?" I asked.
"She did," my wife said as she stepped from under her shower head. She stepped to me and gently pushed Trina out of the way and wrapped her arms around me. She gave me a soft kiss that lasted almost a full minute. "I know she'd been teasing you all the way home. If you want to pay her back, feel free. But when you two get done in here, that's the end of it, right?"
"Right," I agreed.
"Good. Come snuggle with me in the family room when you're done. I'll even stay naked for you," she whispered with a smile. "Just don't think any of this stuff is going to be regular stuff now. Right?"
"Right," I answered, knowing she intended it to be that way, but now that I realized how turned on she had been at times today, I knew exactly where I wanted to take things. She released me, took a towel from the hook and walked out of the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
"I am soooooo ready to get fucked. She said we could do anything I wanted, as long as we stayed in the shower, and when the water got cold, we were done."
"That's a surprise."
"For both of us. I expected to have to work hard to convince her to let me have you again. But she suggested it. I didn't even have to coax her."
I nodded, a good suspicion of what the problem was. Her pussy was sure to be sore from that last screwing I gave her on the boat. She just didn't want to leave me hanging, so since Trina and I had already done it, it didn't seem to be an issue to let us do it again.
I didn't waste any time turning her around and pushing my hard-on into her. We stood under the water, slapping our bodies together, my thighs slapping her ass, making her tits swing wildly, which I could see in the mirror over the sink. It only took a few short minutes to get her to climax, her orgasm taking mine along for the ride. I stood pumping shot after shot of cum into her as we stood panting and twitching under the water.
We washed each other, including shampooing each other's hair, by which time my dick was surprisingly hard again. No way I had anything left in the tank, but that didn't stop her from getting me to pump in and out of her until she climaxed one final time. By then, my dick was used up and if my wife WANTED to have sex, I wasn't sure I could give it to her. We dried off, she dressed and left for home, and I went to snuggle with my wife.
"Did you have fun with her?" she asked quietly as I slipped under the blanket next to her on the sofa.
"She had fun," I answered a little evasively.
"But did you have fun?"
"Sorta."
"Afraid to hurt my feelings?"
"A bit."
"You did like pushing the envelope all those years ago. I can see that you still do," she said as she snuggled against me, her soft warm body pressing to mine. I leaned over onto the arm of the sofa and twisted to lay on my back. She moved herself up my body so her head was resting on my chest while she lay squeezed between my body and the back of the sofa. "I think you still do," she whispered.
"Maybe a little."
She slapped my chest gently. "Liar," she whispered. "Did you have fun having sex with that woman earlier today? The one when you went to park?" I was silent for a few moments. "Be honest with me, please?"
"It was kinda fun. I hadn't ever done anything like that before. It was kinda exciting, in a heart pounding way."
"I don't think I could ever do that. Have sex in a busy parking lot. It was hard enough not to try and hide my body when that guy in the boat was looking down at me."
"I could tell. I was proud of you, floating there like that in front of him."
"Well, you didn't give me a lot of options. And you were certainly not upset about that woman checking you out. I bet if she'd have wanted you to, you'd have had sex with her too."
"Maybe," I answered. "I didn't really NEED to. I mean I was satisfied with what we'd done."
"I don't know that you were satisfied. Sated maybe. But satisfied? I'm not so sure."
"Yeah, well. Somehow things got a lot out of hand. I didn't plan on you getting naked like that. Trina, yeah. I intended to get her ass butt naked. She was asking for it. But for you, all I wanted to do was to get you in the water and use the zipper to let us have sex. I was kinda shocked when you did get undressed."
"Well, I had to so you could put sunblock on me and it kind of turned me on."
"I can believe that. I was trying to get you turned on." I chuckled. "But seriously. You have no idea how much of a turn on it was to have you naked like that, rubbing all over your body. God, I wanted to just bend you over and fuck you right there."
"I think I figured it out. I think I also figured out that it turns you on to be shown off to women. Especially if they get naked or partly naked at the same time. When you came down to the boat, you were soooooo big and fat. I don't think I've EVER seen you that big, and that's saying something after how big you were when we were on the walking trail."
"I didn't think you could really tell. I mean I can't," I answered.
"Oh yeah. I can tell," she said with a slight grin, looking up at me. "When you're really turned on, you are quite a bit fatter than when you just have a morning hard-on."
"Oh."
"I guess, well, I haven't seen you that fat in a long time. I suppose I should have noticed it a long time ago."
"We talked about what we used to do, the group thing. Did you enjoy it? Or at least parts of it?"
"Yes and no. It was always hard for me to get undressed, at least until you had me turned on. It was easier once I started to get excited. But until then, well, not so much."
"But once you were doing things. Did you enjoy it?"
"It was kind of nice being touched by other guys. I liked the way Randy sucked my nipples and played with my pussy. But then he was the first of them to do either of those. You liked playing with his wife, I know that."
"I did. She really liked to push the envelope though. Remember that time she and I were supposed to be French kissing, and she ended up putting my hands down her underwear?"
"I do. That seemed to be the start of that whole thing. Every time any of us were kissing, it seemed like we were all trying to get into each other's pants. Do you remember Tabitha giving you that naked lap dance?"
"Oh yeah. She was damn sexy doing that."
"I had to do it to Tim. Remember that?"
"Uh huh. Why?"
"I have a confession to make. While I was doing that, his dick kinda accidently got inside me," she whispered. She paused a little bit and then added, "And I didn't stop it when I felt it happening. I could have. I should have. But I didn't."
"I didn't know that."
"The next week, I had to give Tabitha's husband that lap dance, remember that?"
"Yeah, what was his name? Reggie or something like that."
"Yeah. It was. When I gave him his lap dance, well, it wasn't an accident. But I didn't want to tell you because I knew you'd be mad."
"So, you intentionally worked his dick in you?"
"Yeah," she whispered. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be. Tabitha did the same thing to me. I didn't say anything because I figured you'd be furious. I especially didn't want to admit it after the blindfold incident because I thought you'd been done by one of the other guys. I had no idea that what had you so upset was not that you did another guy, but that you did another woman. I could see how that would be difficult."
"So, I guess we've both kind of cheated without telling each other," she said softly. "I'm not sure I'd want to make a habit of it, but if it were to happen again, on the spur of the moment kind of thing, I guess I wouldn't exactly divorce you or anything."
"So, if Diane would do something, like say, trap me in the shed with her, and get undressed, you wouldn't be overly upset if something happened?"
"Is that what she did? I thought I saw her from the upstairs bathroom window walking away from the shed," my wife said with a soft sigh. "Well, let's just let her think she's sneaking it behind my back. Forbidden fruit and all that. Just don't make it too easy for her."
"She'd really like me to come over some time and strip her and fuck her in the backyard."
"Do you want to?"
"I wouldn't mind."
"Somehow, I didn't think you would. Am I going to regret starting all this up again?"
"That depends. What do you want out of it?"
"Honestly? I want you happy," she whispered.
"I don't have to have sex with other women to be happy. I'm perfectly happy using it to make you come."
"I know you are. But you still wouldn't mind the occasional excursion, would you?"
"I guess I wouldn't."
"And if I said no, I didn't want you to?"
"I wouldn't," I answered.
"So today was, what? I didn't say no so that meant yes?"
"Kinda," I answered.
"I'll be honest. I was upset as hell at you when you came down looking like you'd had sex."
"You're not upset now?"
"A little. But not as much. I watched those girls ogling you in that little suit before Trina even pulled it down. If one of them had come over and bent over, I'm willing to bet you'd have had a hard time saying no."
"I know I should have. I probably would have."
"I think you'd have poked it right in and then hoped I didn't see," she said. "Right?"
I frowned. "Probably."
"Before this last week. Have you cheated on me with anyone else? I'm not talking about when we were doing group stuff, but since then until now."
"No."
"Have you thought about it?" I was silent for long seconds. "Yeah. I thought so. I wasn't providing what you needed. That's on me. So now, if I ask you to not do it with anyone but me. Would you do that? I mean if you knew you were going to get more of things like today with me?"
"That's all I was really asking for in the first place."
"But you'd be happier if I started playing again like we did way back then?"
"I could be happy if I knew we were playing a bit. I mean this has all been pretty wild, and I kind of let myself go places I shouldn't have."
"You're right, you shouldn't have. So, I want you to stop. You can play with Trina. If I tried to cut her off, she'd be really upset. So, Trina, but I want you to make her pay for it."
"Pay for it?"
"Make her do things for it that you know I wouldn't want to do but YOU want to do," she said with a smile.
"Such as?"
"I don't know. Be creative. I bet she'd even consent to having sex in a store or something. And I don't mean inside a dressing room."
"Okay."
"And Diane. As long as she keeps thinking she's sneaking it when I don't know. Just don't make a habit of it."
"Okay. I can do that."



"Let's talk Emily."
"What about her?"
"She's pretty sexy. Do you want to fuck her some more?"
"You trying to farm me out so you don't have to put out as much?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Maybe. You've been pretty insatiable the last week. I'm not sure I can keep this up."
"I can slow down."
"I doubt it. If Emily tries to seduce you into it, you can let her," she said. "I know she isn't going to try and steal you away."
"Is that what you're worried about? Someone stealing me away?"
"A little. You are above average down there. I'd kind of forgotten how much above average and how attractive that can be to some women."
"No one is going to steal me away."
"Good. Now. One more thing. How do you feel about me having sex with other men?"
"I'm not exactly thrilled about it. But I don't feel that I have a lot of room to say no."
"No. You don't. I'm not looking for it. I'm not planning it. But if we're going to be playful with other couples, it wouldn't be fair to the guys for you to be screwing their wives and me not doing anything in return. You still wanna screw other women?"
"It's a compelling reason not to."
"If it happens. Are you going to be upset with me?"
"No more than you are with me. But why? I mean you haven't indicated any desire to be having sex with other guys before this. Or did I miss something?"
"No. You didn't miss anything," she said softly, stroking my chest with her hand. "I just thought that if it happened, I'm not planning on it, but if it did, would it matter to you?"
"Of course, it would matter."
"You know how mad I was when we got caught in the rain?"
"Yeah. You were seriously pissed off," I answered.
"I was also seriously turned on. I know you already know that, but I didn't want to admit it to myself. The longer I walked with my tits showing, the more my heart was pounding and the wetter my pussy got. When that first jogger came by and saw my boobs I wanted to turn away, but when the second one came by, I wanted to stop and let him look more. By the time we got to the car, I was almost ready to pull my shirt off completely, just in case another guy came along."
"Well. I know you were really turned on. That was some great sex in the car."
"It was. If a guy accidently saw me partly dressed, would you be upset?"
"I dunno. I guess it depends on who it is."
"Let's say, John."
"Well, he already did see your boobs."
"I know. But what if he saw them again. Or even more of me. What if I stood there and let him get close, or even touch me? Would you be upset?"
I chuckled. "I've had sex with his wife. What can I say? What I want to know is where are you going with this? John's already seen you when we were screwing in the backyard. He had a pretty good look."
"What if it was someone we didn't know?"
"Such as?"
"Well, maybe a pizza delivery guy? Suppose I just walked to the door like this and let him look at me while I paid him?"
"I am so confused. You don't want guys to see you, then you do want guys to see you and then you don't. Now you wanna flash the pizza guy. What are you driving at?"
"I'm thinking back to when we used to play and how turned on I got in front of the guys when I would see them staring at my body. And then the joggers, how turned on I got. I didn't see John until we were basically done, and I wonder, if I had, if I'd seen him sooner, would it have made me turned on even more? What if it's a total stranger looking at my whole naked body? Would that turn me on? I did get turned on when that guy today was looking at me down in the water. I could almost feel his eyes staring at my nipples getting hard, wondering if he could see down into the water enough to see my pussy. I'm wondering if I'm missing something about myself."
"Like if you LIKE to be seen?"
"Something like that. I mean I don't, but after it happens, well, I did. Do you understand?"
"I do. So, order some pizza and let's find out," I said, giving her a squeeze.
"Are you sure?"
"Better to know than to not know. Order a pizza and set your purse on the floor near the door, but not too close. Then you can turn around and bend over and pick it up to give him a tip. He'll pretty much see everything if you do that. Then you'll know."
"What if I'm too scared to do it? To open the door?"
"I'm here. What can happen?"
"You really think I should?"
"I think if you want to know if that's what'd turning you on, then yes. Do I want some strange guy ogling my wife's sexy body? Not really, but if that's the part that gets you turned on, we ought to find out. Maybe that isn't it at all though. Maybe it's just the RISK of someone seeing."
"The risk of someone seeing?" she asked questioningly.
"Yeah. Like wearing a short skirt without underwear. There's always a chance if you bend over someone MIGHT see you. If you sit down and don't cross your legs, someone MIGHT be able to look up your skirt and see you. If your blouse is loose, if you bend over a guy MIGHT be able to look down your shirt at your boobs. The risk, not the event."
"I don't know. Maybe."
"So, order a pizza and we'll see what happens," I said softly.
She went and got her phone and then came back and sat on my lap, straddling me, my partly hard dick pressed between her pussy and my body. I couldn't help but sliding my hands up to her breasts and teasing them while she talked to the guy on the other end. I could see her blushing as she tried not to push my hands away, almost as if the guy on the other end would somehow know she was being played with. "You're so bad," she said after hanging up the phone.
"Uh huh," I agreed with a grin.
"Half an hour or so."
"So, the question is, what do you want him to see when he comes?"
"What do you mean?"
"Do you want your pussy to be all wet and spread like it is after we've had sex? Or do you want it to look like it's just ho hum?"
"You'd do that? Make me show him my pussy after we've been having sex?"
"It would explain why you're naked," I grinned.
"It would," she agreed.
I let my hands tease her nipples some more, coaxing her body to respond, as well as my body. It took quite a few minutes before I was hard enough for her to work me into her pussy. "So, we don't want you too turned on. Right? Just to look like you've been having sex?" I asked as she moved her hips on me.
"Yeah."
"Then we shouldn't do anything until you get notified that he's on his way. Otherwise, we won't know, right?"
"Yeah. Good idea," she said as I reached my hands around and pulled her down to me.
"So. I'm thinking we can try a number of things."
"Such as?"
"You know you have that little summer dress I got you a few years back? The one you refused to wear because it was too short?"
"Yeah, what about it?"
"How about we go to the store. You wear that. ONLY that. Then we can walk around the store, and you can bend over or pull the skirt up or the top aside and flash me your body and I can take pictures we can look at when we get home."
"What would that do?"
"If there are other people in the store. Risk, right?"
"Okay. Worth a try. What else?"
"I bet I can arrange to make you have a wardrobe malfunction. Be at a store or someplace and have your skirt fall off?"
"No. You wouldn't do that!"
"Not only would I, I could also make it so you wouldn't know when it happens so you'd really be surprised."
"You can do that?"
"I think I can," I answered.
"Okay, what else?"
"How about a public beach and a dissolving swimsuit?"
"Do they even make those?"
"Oh yeah. They do. Once you get in the water, it falls apart and you're stuck there naked. You HAVE to walk out completely naked to get a towel to cover up."
"We should get one of those for Trina! Or Diane!"
"Yeah. I wouldn't mind seeing Diane like that."
"What else?"
"I could undress you and leave you in the bushes along the trail. You'd have to get out and walk to wherever I was, naked, to get your clothes back."
"Oh, that could be dangerous," she said with a frown. "What else?"
"Drive someplace naked. Maybe an adult store and walk in to buy something? Or maybe go through a drive-through naked?"
"That I maybe could do. Late at night though. I wouldn't do that in the daytime. Any other ideas?"
"Other than having sex outside again and letting John watch?"
"You must like these ideas," she said quietly.
"Why do you say that?"
"Because someone has a huge hard-on," she said with a giggle before her phone chimed. "Okay. He'll be here in three minutes according to this."
"Well, then it's up to you how much you wanna do on me."
"Not too much," she said. "God, I'm already getting nervous. I have butterflies in my stomach." She started to lift and lower herself on me, stroking me in and out of her a few times and then stopping again. "I don't know if I can do this."
"Do you WANT to do it?"
"Actually. I do."
"Then you can. You just have to convince yourself," I said as she lifted and lowered a few more times, sliding me in and out of her. "You're getting turned on just thinking about it. You're getting wet as crazy."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. He's going to get a really nice view."
She bounced a few more times before the doorbell rang. "I can't do this."
"Sure you can," I said, coaxing her to get up. "I'll be right here watching."
"Okay," she said climbing off of me. I watched her walk across the living room to the door and pause, waiting several seconds before she finally opened it. She pulled the door fully open and stood completely exposed to the twenty-year-old looking guy just outside. I couldn't hear much of what was said, but I could hear him stammer the amount. My wife said something, smiled and turned around to get her purse. She bent over with her legs straight, pushing her butt at him while she dug in her purse on the floor. I was sure her pussy was pushing out at him as she dug in her purse, taking long seconds to find the bill she wanted. I could see him staring at her, the bulge in his shorts growing as she stayed bent over in front of him. She finally stood up and turned around again, taking the pizza from him, but not handing him the bill yet. She turned around again, setting the pizza on the little hallway table just to the side of the door. She stepped towards him, stepping onto the porch and reached out with both hands. She tugged on one of his pockets and stuck the bill into the pocket, pushing her hand down into the pocket more than was required. She continued to hold the pocket so he couldn't back away and pressed her hand to the front of his shorts. She rubbed up and down the front of his pants, saying something to him I couldn't hear, after which he raised his hands nearly to her tits, paused and then after another comment, he grabbed both tits.
She let go of his pants and reached to his hands. I thought she was going to pull them from her chest, but instead she pulled them only away a little bit and then coaxed him to tease his fingers across and around her nipples and areola. With his hands stroking her gently, she reached down and undid the front of his shorts, letting them slide to his ankles, and then pushed his briefs down in front, freeing his young dick.
She stood stroking him slowly, letting him tease her tits for a few more moments before she moved one of his hands down between her legs, again, coaxing him to stroke her with his fingers. I didn't need to hear to know that what came next was a small moan as her body shuddered slightly. They stood there stroking each other for a surprisingly long time before my wife stepped back again. I thought she was going to end the encounter, but instead she turned around without letting go of his dick and bent over, this time leaving her feet further apart. She pulled him towards her with his cock as a handle and began to rub his dick head up and down her wet slit and across her clit. She moaned again, loud enough this time for me to hear, as she used his head to tease herself.
The pizza guy did what any guy would do at that point. He grabbed for her hips and thrust his hips towards her, jamming his cock deep into her in one quick thrust. She gasped but didn't stop him as he started to thrust himself into her with abandon. Her tits swung wildly under her chest as he pounded their bodies together. I wasn't thrilled, but then, it's basically what I had done to that woman at the lake, so I didn't have any room to complain. I just lay there and watched, waiting to see what she would do. She let him pump in and out of her for almost a minute before she reached back and pushed him back. She stayed bent over and reached between her legs and found his dick. she stood there, his dick between her legs, pressing it against her lips, but no longer in her, using the flat of her hand to hold him against her pussy as he started to stroke again, this time thrusting his dick along her slit. Her tits continued to swing wildly as he slammed his body against her bare ass, groaning loudly as he neared climax.
It didn't take much longer before he grunted and thrust forward one more time, driving his head out of her hand and started pumping shot after shot of cum. The first few shots splattered all over the bottom of her hanging tits, and then the remaining shots spurted out onto the rug below her. She stood there, letting his climax run its course, cum dripping from her tits and oozing from his shrinking dick. She finally pulled away from him, turned and smiled at him and then, smiling sweetly, she stepped back into the house further and closed the door slowly, leaving him standing with his dick dripping on the front porch.
My wife walked to the kitchen and then came back, rubbing a towel under her boobs. "I didn't expect that," she said as she walked up to where I was laying on the sofa yet.
"No? I know I've said this about a dozen times lately, but what did you expect to happen when you started rubbing his dick around your pussy?" I asked, suppressing a chuckle.
"Not that I guess. You're not mad?" she asked as she climbed onto the sofa over me. She aimed my dick at her pussy and sank slowly down on it. "Okay. Now I'm ready for you to make me come," she said quietly as she slid down my still hard dick.
"Did you like it?" I asked as she started to slowly slide up and down my pole.
"Like what?"
"Having him fucking you?"
"Like you said. It was different. But I wouldn't say I enjoyed it. It was stimulating, but I wasn't comfortable having him inside me like that."
"He looked like he was getting ready to cum in you."
"I felt it too. That's why I made him pull out. I didn't want a strange man's sperm in me. That's your place and only yours!" She moaned softly, bouncing harder. I slid my hands up her sexy body to her tits and grasped her nipples, letting her bouncing fun bags pull and stretch her nipples as she rode up and down my shaft. "Oh damn. Ohhhhhhh damn. I'm going to come. I'm soooooo damn close!" she squealed after only a very short few minutes. I could feel her pussy clenching around me and then she settled on my lap, sitting and trembling slightly for at least a full minute.
She looked down at me and leaned down, laying herself on me, her tits pressed to my chest as I stroked her back and butt. "You aren't upset that I did that?"
"I was surprised. Hell, I was surprised when you started to undo his pants. I didn't expect any of that. I thought you were just going to flash him your body."
"I was. But the longer I stood there bent over, showing him my pussy, the wetter and more excited I got. I wanted him to reach out and touch me, but he didn't. So, I had to do something to help it along. I mean, if we were going to do something like that, we might as well try it all? Right?"
"And what did we learn?"
"We learned that you better damn well not let me flash my pussy to any strange guys or it might get fucked if you're not around," she giggled. "No seriously. I think I learned that I kind of like being touched. I wasn't so much enjoying his dick in me, but I did like feeling him touching me. But no way I could do that without being already stimulated. If we hadn't been playing, I couldn't have ever opened the door."
"Maybe that's why the dare game was such a draw. It let you get turned on slowly before you had to do really daring stuff."
"Maybe," she whispered. "You don't seem to have that problem. You seem to be able to jump right in."
"Sorta," I agreed. "But then Trina was teasing the shit out of me all the way to the lake, so I was pretty turned on to start with."
"Yeah. I suppose that's true. So, you think we should try some of those things we talked about?"
"If it's going to mean great sex again like we used to have, yeah I do."
"Alright. But not every day, okay? My poor pussy is starting to feel like it's had a truck driven through it."
"Not every day. Got it," I whispered before kissing her cheek. "Now, we going to eat that pizza before it gets cold?"
"Oh yeah. Forgot about it!" she said with a giggle, pushing up off of me.
We did eat the pizza, and it was mostly cold already. The rest of the evening we just cuddled and watched some TV before heading to bed, still naked.
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It had been a long semester. When my daughter, Kat went off to college, it broke up our "Dynamic Duo", as she called us. The two of us had spent so many hours together in the three years since the divorce that at times we were almost inseparable. Besides work and school, I made sure I was available to do all the things that were important to her. We hunted and fished together, I learned how to go dress shopping, how NOT to be overbearing with a new boyfriend and how to put up with the myriad of female friends that were always over at our house. Before she got her driver's license, I was chauffeur for so many events, dances, concerts and sports competitions. How did this all happen?
When my daughter turned fourteen, my wife decided that she had put her career on hold long enough and jumped back into the corporate world. Unfortunately, that included many late-night meetings and business trips, some of which apparently had nothing to do with business. I learned that the hard way when I was called by a woman somewhat younger than I was, accusing my wife of fucking her husband on a business trip. To my dismay, she readily admitted she was, and in addition, she'd been fucking guys on business trips and in her office for almost two years. Clearly, she wasn't interested in changing that behavior, so divorce was the only solution.
When the judge asked our, then, sixteen-year-old daughter, which parent she wanted to live with, she royally pissed her mother off by declaring that she wanted to spend the majority of her time with me. Oh, she still had to go stay with her mother on some holidays, but she didn't enjoy being with her and whoever her current boy toy was. Instead, she chose to live with me, and I became mister mom. We had adventure after adventure together, including the adventure of life. When college time came, she left, both of us expecting her to come home and visit frequently. Then came Covid. Almost all our visits were now virtual. We spent at least an hour each week on Skype catching up with each other, usually most of it spent with her telling me all the new things in her life and her trying to pry from me who, if anyone I was dating, usually followed by an admonishment that it was time.
She was enjoying college, both the challenge of the academics, and meeting new people, like her new best friend and dorm roommate, Trish. Trish was a very nice, pretty, young lady, not all that dissimilar to Kat. Tall, slender, long brown hair, green eyes and even though I shouldn't say it, curvy in all the right places. She frequently participated in our chat sessions since her parents didn't connect nearly as frequently as I did with Kat. If she had one flaw, I would say she's something of a tease.
It was almost a month into the semester when she accidently walked into view of the laptop camera while Kat and I were visiting. She had apparently just come in from the bathroom, and without realizing what she was exposing, or to whom, took her robe off as she stepped into the laptop's camera's view. She was left in the background wearing nothing but a bra and panties. When Kat told her she was exposing herself to me, she squealed and jumped into her bunk and covered herself with her blanket in embarrassment. Both Kat and I had a good laugh and then we signed off so that Trish could finish dressing in private. While I would never tell her so, I couldn't help but notice how hard the short incident had made me.
A couple weeks later, she walked in again, this time shrugging when Kat told her I was online. She made no effort to hide herself this time, standing in full view of me, in just panties and bra before she pulled on a pair of spandex pants and a shirt, seeming to almost intentionally push her ass out at me as she dressed.
Kat laughed at my discomfort, simply saying that if she wanted to flash it at me, I should just enjoy the show. It seemed that these little teasing flashes began to happen almost every time Kat and I were online with each other, sometimes two or three times a week. Trish also seemed very eager to share in our chat sessions more times than not. It was getting close to the end of their first semester when Trish walked in from the bathroom, dropped her robe and sat down right next to Kat to chat with me, her maybe C cup boobs barely hidden in the lacy little bra she had on, her nipples obvious through the thin lace. I wasn't sure if it was that she was getting more comfortable with me or if she was intentionally teasing me. A week later, less than two weeks before Kat was planning on heading home for Christmas, Trish walked into view with a towel wrapped around herself, which just happened to slip and fall to the floor, leaving her momentarily naked while she bent to pick it up and wrap it around herself again. She sat down next to Kat to chat, frequently having to pull the top of the towel back up over her tits as it drooped and slid down her breasts, twice completely exposing one of them. I think I was more embarrassed than she was, if she was embarrassed at all.
Anyway, it was time for Kat to be home, but this was my ex's year for Christmas, so Kat had to go there first, not coming to my house until the day after. Since Covid had become a larger issue for the university, Kat and Trish planned on staying together through the holidays, Trish not going home because her sister had been exposed. I felt bad that Kat and I would be having Christmas with nothing for Trish to open, so I had Kat order something online, which she had sent to my house, along with the rest of her presents for me, planning on wrapping them all when she got home.
I waited anxiously for Kat to get home, which she finally did a little after noon the day after Christmas. It felt good to see her and get a huge hug from her, something I'd missed since she went off to school. "Damn Dad! It feels good to be home!" Kat said as she squeezed herself against me, her arms around my neck, our heights matching in her almost six-inch-high heels. She pressed her cheek to mine for long seconds before giving me a quick kiss on the same cheek. "Love you Dad," she whispered before pulling back from me.
"Me too sweetie!" I answered back, my arms reluctantly releasing her as she stepped back. I couldn't help but notice that her dress length had grown considerably shorter since she went away, apparently using some of the money I sent each month to add to her wardrobe.
"And this is Trish!" she said, motioning to her roommate, standing behind her.
"So glad to finally meet you in person Mister C!" Trish said brightly, ignoring my outstretched hand and moving in for a hug not dissimilar to what my daughter had just given me.
"Good to meet you too Trish," I said, awkwardly hugging her back, my hands sliding up her sides under her coat, feeling obligated to hug her back. She was slightly taller than Kat, but only by an inch or so, but the six inch heels she had on brought her height even with mine. I felt her press her body tightly to me, her hug lingered long seconds. My body suddenly realizing that it was being pressed against a soft feminine body in all the right places, most particularly a pair of soft breasts and definitely hard nipples. I felt like she was pressing her pelvis against me as well, and my body was starting to respond to it in totally inappropriate ways.
"Thanks for letting me stay with you guys," she said quietly, prolonging the hug for a few more seconds, before starting to step back, her face looking like she was trying to suppress a smile as my hands slid back down her sides, my fingertips brushing her firm butt cheeks through the material of her incredibly short skirt.
"Well. Any friend of Kat's," I answered back, feeling a bit embarrassed at the sensations down below my belt line. "Let me help you with your bags!" I said awkwardly as I moved towards the front door.
"Oh, we just have these two," she answered, motioning to the two rolling suitcases that they had apparently pulled in from the drive when they came in.
"Oh. Sure. Well, the guest room is down the hall just past Kat's room. Kat can show you," I said, having a hard time not looking at the two significant bumps poking out the front of her dress top where it showed from her gaping coat, suddenly not sure I should be left alone with her.
"Come on Trish. I'll show you around while my dad gets it back together. He's just not used to being hugged by women."
Trish giggled slightly as she stepped to collect her suitcase. "I could tell."
I walked over to the sectional sofa and plopped into one of the oversized recliner sections and motored the powered footrest up, trying to shift my attention back to the movie I'd been watching instead of the scent and feel of the young woman my brain was still processing.
It wasn't long before the girls came back out of their rooms, Kat setting down in her usual recliner to my left, and Trish, uninvited, squeezing herself onto mine next to me, wedging herself between the left arm of the oversized recliner and my body. "So, what are we watching?" she asked enthusiastically as she wiggled down into the tight spot a little deeper, forcing me to move my arm up to the back of the chair while her shoulder pressed almost into my armpit.
"An old John Wayne movie," I answered as she reached up to pull my arm around her shoulders to make me more comfortable. I couldn't help but notice that her already extremely short dress, had ridden up her thighs even further. Her creamy long legs looked incredibly sexy, and I had little doubt that if I leaned forward even a little, I'd be able to see her panties under the hem of the short dress. It didn't matter how hard I tried to concentrate on the movie, my eyes kept looking down at her legs and at the two prominent nipples poking her shirt out. I also couldn't help the results of those glances, my dick, cocked sideways in my pants, rock hard and throbbing, begging for attention. I wondered if Trish could see just how much of an effect she had on me, appropriate or not. I hoped she couldn't. The last thing I needed was for her to think that her best friend's dad was perving on her, as the kids today would say.
When the movie ended, she slid off the recliner, her butt cheeks flashing bare at me as she got up before she pulled the tight skirt back down. She looked back at me, almost as if she wanted to see if I noticed. If that was why she looked back, she wasn't disappointed. I could tell I was still staring at her butt as she walked away. When I broke my gaze from Trish's butt, I looked up at Kat, expecting her to look horrified that I was staring at her roommate's butt, but instead she was looking back, unsuccessfully suppressing a grin.
"It's not a horrible thing to be attracted to a good-looking woman," she whispered after Trish had disappeared into the kitchen.
"It is if she's half my age," I answered back, "Not to mention your best friend."
"Just between the two of us, I think she's got the hots for you."
"The hots for me?"
"Uh huh. You don't think that she dropped that towel on accident, did you?"
"What towel?"
"Oh, come on Dad. You can't fool me. You know exactly what towel I'm talking about. Hell Daddy. You're not a bad looking guy, and some girls prefer older men," she said with a giggle. "If I wasn't your daughter, I might even have the hots for you myself."
"KAT! Don't even joke about that!" I said, shaking my head in dismay.
"Just sayin'," she said with a grin. "What is it you keep telling me? You don't have to date. When the right woman comes along, she'll find you? Well..."
"I'm NOT dating your roommate!" I answered louder than I intended, quickly looking towards the kitchen to see if she had heard me.
"Not saying you should. But we both know it's been a long time since you've had any sex. With a woman I mean."
"KAT!"
"Come on Dad! You think I don't know what guys do? Internet porn is NOT a substitute for a real pussy!"
"KAT!"
"Oh Daddy. I'm not a little girl anymore," my daughter said with the shake of her head. "I understand what life is about more than you think. I know you spent your time concentrating on me instead of a relationship of your own. But now, it's time to saddle up and get back into the rodeo. You have a lot of years to give to a good woman. You just need to get warmed up a little and what's wrong with looking at a cute little tush?"
"Kat..." I started to reply, cutting it off as Trish walked back into the room, a glass of ice water in her hand.
"Hold this please," Trish said as she walked back to the recliner and held the glass out. I took it from her and held it while she crawled back into the recliner and squeezed into seat next to me, the skirt of her blue dress sliding up her right hip as she settled in next to me. The hem pulled up so far this time that I could easily see the extremely tiny blue thong panty disappearing between her thighs. "Thanks Mister C," she said as she took the glass from me, completely ignoring the fact that her skirt had moved up as far as it had. "So, what are we watching next?" she asked pleasantly, once more pulling my arm down around her shoulders.
"Uh. 'Horse Soldiers' I think. It's a John Wayne marathon," I practically mumbled, trying to rip my eyes from her crotch, and having a hard time doing it.
She tilted the glass to take a drink and a tiny trickle of ice water ran out the top near her mouth, spilling down the front of her dress, creating an almost instant wet spot over her right breast. "Oops!" she squealed, spilling more water on her chest as she tried to quickly rub the cold-water spot on her dress. Instead of removing the water, she effectively plastered the thin material against her breast and nipple. "Oooooo that's cold!" she said in a squeaky voice, quickly undoing several buttons on the front of the dress to pull the cold, wet material away from her chest, her actions pulling the front of her dress away from her left breast as well, leaving it exposed to my view as I stared at her, unable to speak. "Whew! That'll give you rigidnipplitis!" she said jokingly as she flopped the dress top open and closed in an apparent effort to dry the wet spot, or at least warm it up. "Won't it?" she asked, looking up at me to see if I was watching her.
"Uh. Yeah. I guess it would," I said stupidly, still staring at her chest, realizing that the bra she had on earlier was missing. Stupid me for not realizing it sooner.
"Hold this a moment?" she asked sweetly, holding the glass out for me to take.
"Sure," I said, taking the glass from her, her now free hand pushing into her top as she held it out again. I could see from the movement of the material that she was gripping and rubbing her left breast and nipple, before pulling her hand out and letting the wet material press to her chest again. She pressed her hand on the wet spot and rubbed it a few times to warm it up, leaving the material plastered to the front of her breast, outlining her rock hard nipple.
"Better," she said as she reached for the glass and took it from me again, ignoring the fact that I was staring stupidly at her chest.
I finally tore my eyes from her chest, let them look down to her crotch and legs before finally looking at the TV again, embarrassed at how much I'd just stared at my daughter's best friend, and also how obvious I felt my hard-on had to be to her.
Fortunately for me, she moved the glass to the cup holder built into the big center arm between the two recliners and settled back to watch the movie. Unfortunately for me, she also didn't bother to re-button the top of her dress, leaving a strip of her chest exposed nearly to her stomach, including the whole side of her left breast. I couldn't seem to help myself from glancing down periodically, her areola and nipple trying to sneak out from under the material with each breath she took. If her goal was to tease me, I had to say, she was getting ten gold stars for her performance.
Trish relaxed against me while we watched the movie, snuggling tightly to my side again. She seemed to wiggle a little more, sliding down in the chair lower, the skirt sliding up a little further. She reached for my arm, resting on her shoulder, and pulled my hand down her chest. She twisted her body slightly and wiggled lower, allowing her to coax my hand to lay gently on her shirt covered left breast, my fingers extending down far enough to cup under the soft mound.
"Trish. This isn't really appropriate, for so many reasons," I whispered, not wanting to hurt her feelings but also not comfortable with where she was pushing this.
"Why? Who's going to see?"
"It isn't about who can see. We'll know."
"Then it's fine, because I know I don't mind."
"Maybe I do."
"You aren't enjoying it?" she asked, turning her head to look at me.
"It just isn't right."
"Trish, he's trying to tell you that he feels awkward because you're young enough to be his daughter and you're my best friend," Kat said from where she sat on the sofa only a few feet away.
"Do you mind?" Trish asked Kat as if I wasn't even there.
"Me? Hell no. You can do whoever you want. As far as dad is concerned, I don't think he's seen a real pussy in over four years, so, no, I don't mind."
"There. That's settled," Trish said, snuggling harder against me, the skirt sliding up another fraction of an inch so that her entire thong panty was completely exposed. She moved her hand back to mine and moved my hand, coaxing it into her shirt so my hand was now cupping her left breast inside her shirt, my hand feeling the hotness and softness of her bare skin. She shifted her right leg over my left leg, spreading her legs slightly so that I could now not only see her underwear, but down between her thighs and what the little powder blue lace covered.
"This is so wrong," I whispered, knowing I should move my hand, but finding myself unable to really do so.
"Stop worrying about right and wrong and think about what feels good. I know it feels good to me, I'm pretty sure it feels good to you too."
"How do you know that?"
"Easy!" Trish said with a giggle, moving her left hand from the arm of the chair, across her body, to rest on my lap, sliding back and forth across my engorged dick trapped in my jeans.
I used my right hand to grab hers and jerk it from my lap. "Trish! This is so damn inappropriate!" I snapped as I also started to pull my hand from her shirt.
"No. It's not!" she snapped back, letting me move her left hand off my dick, but using her right to reach up and keep my left hand tucked into her shirt. "It's what I want, and what I thought you wanted too. We're both adults. It's just the three of us. So, who else is ever going to know? Can you just enjoy it, at least for a little while? Please?" she asked, her voice almost begging me as I started to relax my attempts to pull my hand out of her shirt.
As wrong as I thought it was, I gave in, probably much too easily. "For a little while," I answered reluctantly as I let her hold my hand against her bare breast. "But no more than this!" As we sat watching the movie, my thumb periodically forgot that I wasn't supposed to be playing with her tit and started stroking back and forth across her hard nipple before I realized what I was doing and stopped myself. After catching myself half a dozen times, I just gave up fighting it and I pushed my hand slightly further down into her shirt, fully cupping her soft breast, her hard nipple pressing into my palm. I gently squeezed her breast, getting a gentle squeeze on my thigh from her hand as well.



I idly let my fingers tease and stroke her soft breast, working slowly back and forth under her soft orb before letting my fingers work back up to her nipple again, gently stroking across and around it while we watched the movie, both of us clearly getting more turned on with each passing minute. She slowly rolled herself towards me a little further, twisting herself until she had to move her right leg from across my left leg. A few moments later she shifted enough to swing her left leg across mine, pushing her knee down between my legs and pressing her pelvis against my thigh. I couldn't hold her breast any more and shifted my hand to her back. Her left hand, once again, moved to my lap, the tips of her fingers teasing my cock through my pants for long minutes before she grew braver and rested her whole palm on my engorged shaft. As she stroked my shaft with her palm, I let my own hand slide down until I could feel her bare ass cheek, cupping it with my hand and gently squeezing it as she got me more and more excited.
I looked down as her hand moved off my dick, her fingers fiddling with the zipper of my fly, working it down enough to slip several of her fingers into my pants, the tips of her fingers stroking the side of my hard-on through my briefs. It wasn't long before her fingers pulled back and reached for my belt buckle. I gently put my hand over hers, stopping her from undoing it, only to have her try again as soon as I moved my hand away. Three times we played that game, my hand stopping hers, after she'd gotten it part way undone. After the third time it didn't matter, she'd accomplished what she intended, my belt, not fully undone, but loosened enough to allow her access to the button holding the waist of my pants together.
"No," I said softly, part of me wanting to stop her and part of me wanting to let her continue. I rested my hand on hers to stop her from undoing the button. She slipped her hand from under mine and grasped my hand with hers, moving it to the front of her dress. She pressed my fingers on the first button that hadn't been undone yet and held them there for several seconds before moving her hand away and back to the button of my pants. The implication was quite clear, you undo mine and I'll undo yours. I sat there, fiddling with the button, not sure I should really do what she suggested, her fingers working the button of my pants loose before I could make up my mind. "Oh damn," I groaned softly as her hand slipped into my jeans and she started to gently stroke my cock, only my briefs now between her gentle fingers and my dick.
Almost without thinking I undid two more buttons on her dress, letting the material gap further apart as she stroked her fingers up to the waistband of my briefs. She slipped two fingers into my briefs to tease the bare head of my cock with her fingers, gently stroking across and around it, spreading the precum leaking from the tip around my head.
"NO. We can't!" I said sternly, pulling my hand from her dress. I motored the recliner down and got up from under her, walking away while I held my pants up, feeling embarrassed that my daughter had to see me with my pants half undone. I walked to my room and closed the door, moving to sit on the edge of the bed. I rested my head in my hands, feeling horribly overwhelmed at the feelings that were surging through me. I wanted to go out there and pull her dress off and fuck her with abandon, but I knew it was wrong, so wrong. I sat there, trying to will the emotions to go away and my rock-hard dick to go down, neither of which seemed to be happening. I finally stood up and pushed my pants and briefs to my thighs and then lay on the bed, my legs hanging over the side.
I lay there, my eyes closed stroking myself to the images my mind was creating of Trish getting completely undressed. I could imagine her climbing onto my lap and aiming my cock at her hot wet pussy, and then sinking down on it. My mind had no problem imagining her riding up and down my shaft, her soft sweet pussy stroking my engorged shaft while her soft tits bounced up and down in front of me. "Oh fuck!" I groaned as my body jerked, cum fountaining out of my cock to fly through the air and land on my chest, soaking quickly into my shirt. Time and again my body jerked and spewed more cum onto my shirt, and then my bare pelvis, finally reducing to drooling down my hand to drip into my pubic hair. I lay there, panting, and feeling both embarrassed and angry with myself for what I had just done. I wiped my cum covered hand on my now cum stained shirt and lay there, my eyes closed, wondering what kind of horrible person I was until I fell asleep, still laying half on and half off the bed.
Trish climbed over me on the bed and lifted my rock-hard cock up, pointing it at her pussy as she squatted down over me. I watched her rub my head between her hairless lips, wetting my head before she lowered herself down on me, slowly sinking down my shaft. I could feel her hot wet depths caressing my cock as she slowly bounced up and down, rocking the bed slightly as she worked herself up and down my shaft. "Oh God," I groaned softly as she whispered back to me.
"Does that feel good Daddy?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned back, looking up to see Trish... no not Trish...Kat! Kat riding up and down my cock. "Oh damn Baby, what are you doing?" I asked her, almost unable to keep my hips from pushing up at her each time she stroked herself down my shaft. Her breasts were larger than I would have expected for her thirty-two C cup bras that I'd been buying for her. Her skin was silky smooth and creamy white. I looked down across her firm stomach to her completely shaved mound and the sexy pussy between her thighs, the pussy spread around my fat cock, the pussy eagerly gobbling my cock up with each stroke she made. She had quite a bit of inner labia wrapped around my shaft, smashing down against my body at the bottom of each stroke. "Oh damn," I groaned, knowing I needed to stop this. "Honey, what are you doing?" I asked again, even though I knew I'd just asked it seconds ago, my hands moving to her hips to try and stop her stroking, but instead just holding her as she moved up and down on me.
"Making you feel better," she answered with a smile, pushing herself down onto me over and over. I could hear her pussy squish softly with each stroke down my shaft, her incredible pussy caressing my cockhead in just the right way each time she lifted up.
I knew it was wrong, my mind kept telling me so, but my body seemed unable to respond to my brain. I watched her bouncing on me, driving my cock up into her with each stroke. Up and down she moved, coaxing my orgasm to life, and then some. I held her bare hips and tried to push mine up in time with her strokes. I couldn't help myself any longer as she coaxed my orgasm to the point of no return. My body spasmed and I thrust up forcefully into her pussy, my hands pulling her hips down towards me, as my cock surged a gush of cum deep into her.
"That's it Daddy," she whispered as the image of her disappeared to be replaced by the bedroom ceiling. "There you go," I heard Kat say as my body jerked again, pumping another shot of cum from my engorged head.
I looked down at my dick, my brain trying to reconcile the image that it had moments ago with the sight of two small feminine hands wrapped around my fat shaft. I followed the arms with my eyes, back to my daughter kneeling on the floor, everything below her chest hidden by the bed as she slowly stroked her hands up and down my cock. "Oh fuck," I grunted as my body jerked uncontrollably again, another surge of cum shooting up into the air to drop back and land on my dick and her hands. "Jesus Kat! What are you doing?" I asked as I tried to sit up, fighting against my own body as my orgasm was still more in control than I was.
"Just helping you out," she said softly, still stroking me ever so slowly, milking the last of the cum out of my cock as I finally made it to a sitting position.
I reached for her hands and gently pulled them away from my dick. "God Kat! Why would you do that?"
"Do what? Make you feel better? I came to check on you after you didn't come back and found you laying with it out. I knew you needed to get off, so I just helped. Please, don't be mad," she whispered, almost as in fear that I would be angry.
I pulled my cum stained shirt off over my head and then slid down off the bed onto the floor, my legs spread on either side of where she knelt. Taking her hands, I used my shirt as a towel to wipe my cum off them. "I'm not mad. Just a little... I don't know. Embarrassed I guess."
"It's not like I haven't seen it before you know," she said as she twisted around to sit on the floor next to me, leaning over against me.
"It's not?"
"Nope. I've seen you in the shower before. Just a few times," she admitted as she shifted to sit her butt on the floor and lean her shoulder to my chest. I put my arm around her shoulders and held her to me. "I just thought. Well, you know. That it'd be a nice thing to do for you. I'm sorry. I guess maybe it wasn't the smartest thing," she whispered.
"I'm not sure that anyone would understand you giving your own dad a hand job," I said softly. "Not that it didn't feel good. Obviously, it did. But it's really not something you want to go telling people. Especially your mom."
"I know. Incest and all that," she said softly, reaching down to gently stroke my now flaccid dick. "It is a nice cock though. Felt pretty good in my hands."
"Yeah. Felt good for me too, but I don't think it's something we wanna repeat," I whispered.
"I think you hurt Trish's feelings," she whispered.
"Yeah. It just got too much. I know you said she had the hots for me, but it seemed to me that she was intent on a lot more than just a little touching."
"Oh. I'm sure of that," she answered softly. "Just the same. I think you hurt her feelings."
"I'm sorry sweetie."
"Don't apologize to me. You need to apologize to her," she whispered as she turned her face up to mine and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. She pushed herself up and walked towards the door, pausing to look back at me one more time before she left. "You know Daddy, it isn't really wrong if you both want it. It's only wrong if you try and take it," she said before walking out and closing the door.
I shook my head as I pushed myself up from the floor, realizing that she'd pulled my pants the rest of the way off while I was asleep. I tossed the cum covered shirt towards the hamper. I stepped back into my briefs and pulled them up over my still partly cum covered dick, thinking about my daughter's parting words. That was exactly why I'd left the family room to start with, I didn't think having Trish playing with my dick was appropriate. And then I end up getting jacked off by my own daughter. I shook my head as I faced the bed and bent to pull on my jeans. "OH SHIT!" I cried, suddenly straightening up at the feeling of someone touching my back. I spun around, my pants still around my ankles to see Trish standing in front of me, the top of her dress still unbuttoned, her hands reaching out and now resting on my bare stomach.
"Sorry Mister C. I didn't mean to startle you. Kat said you wanted to talk to me."
"Yeah. Um. I do," I said, shuffling back far enough to pull my pants up, bent over once again, my head almost close enough to touch her body, certainly close enough to smell the aroma of her excited pussy. I straightened up and pulled my pants up before turning to sit on the edge of the bed. I patted the bed next to me for her to come sit. "I'm sorry about earlier. I'm just not ready for what you were doing."
"I understand. I was going a bit fast. It's just that, sitting with you, touching you, feeling your hands touching me. I was getting so excited I just wanted more."
"Yeah. I was too, which was the problem. How would your mom feel if she found out we were doing what we were doing?"
"I don't think she'd mind. In fact, she'd probably be disappointed she wasn't getting some too. I don't think she's had any in a long time either."
"Single parenting can cause that," I said softly. "I just wanted you to know. It wasn't you per se. It was just how young you are and that you're my daughter's best friend."
"I don't think Kat would mind. She's pretty cool about that kind of thing."
"Oh? You two have had company in your dorm room?"
"Well. I have a few times. Not so much Kat. Personally, I think she's still a virgin. Well, a real cock virgin anyway."
"What does THAT mean?"
"Just that she's had things in her, but not dicks."
"Ahh, yeah. okay."
"I've had a few, but nothing like yours. Yours is so big."
"Well. I'm not all that sure you're going to get to feel mine there," I answered her, noticing her face fall in disappointment, causing me to quickly add, "But if it makes you feel better, maybe we can touch a bit more later."
"I'd like that," she said, the smile returning to her face.
"Okay. Now I better start dinner," I said, standing up and starting to close my pants.
"Mister C?"
"Yeah?"
"So, do you have something else to wear? I mean, something that maybe isn't so hard for me to see you in?"
"Something that isn't so hard for you to see me in, or get into?"
"Yeah, well. When you get a hard-on, I don't mind seeing it, and it looks awfully uncomfortable in those pants. I wouldn't mind if you wore something that was more...comfortable?"
"Yeah. Well. Um. I suppose I could wear some shorts or something," I agreed as I felt my cock already starting to harden at the thought of her sneaking her hand into my shorts.
"It'd go a long way towards that apology you were trying to make."
"I'll see," I answered her, waiting for her to get up and leave. "What? Now? In front of you?"
"Sure. Why not? I'll show you my boobs!" she said with a grin, standing up and pulling her top apart to expose both big soft titties.
"Oh damn. Trish. Somehow, I don't think you quite got the idea here."
"Oh. Yeah. I did. Now you saw 'em, you have to change your pants."
"Okay fine," I said with a sigh, sitting down. I knew this was a bad idea, I knew in my soul that I shouldn't be playing with my daughter's best friend this way. Hell, if my ex-wife ever found out about any of this, she'd use it to screw me over in a heartbeat, but for some reason I couldn't stand there and look at her bare tits and NOT do it. "But you have to promise, this is just looking, right? Not sex?" I slid my pants off and then straightened back up again, walking to the dresser in just my boxer briefs. I dug in the drawer for a pair of athletic shorts and stepped into them, pulling them up my legs. "There. Better?" I asked as I turned around to face her.
"Be a lot better without the underwear," she said with a grin.
"You just keep pushing, don't you?"
"That's how you get what you want in this world, right?" she asked me with a crooked grin, her fingers stroking across her rock hard nipples teasingly.
"It would seem."
"So?" She asked, using her finger tips to circle around her rock hard nipples slowly, making my already hard cock twitch in my shorts.
"So. No," I answered, shaking my head. No way I was going to drop my pants for her with my dick as hard as it was. It'd be an open invitation I wasn't ready to make.
"Can't blame a girl for trying," she said as she stepped towards me. She walked straight towards me until her still exposed tits pressed to my bare chest. She reached to my waist and rested her hands there for several seconds as she lifted herself the couple inches difference in our heights. She leaned towards me a little more, gently brushing her lips against mine in a very soft gentle kiss. While she kissed me, I felt her hands slide down and push the waist of my shorts down until they slid down to my ankles. "How about I take them off for you?" she whispered, her breath flowing into my mouth with her lips practically touching mine yet. Without waiting for an answer, she hooked her fingers into the waist of my briefs. She started to slowly push them down, my hands quickly reaching for hers.
"I don't think that would quite fit with what we just talked about," I whispered back.
"How about if I promise to keep my eyes closed. I wouldn't be looking then, would I?"
"I don't think just looking is the problem," I answered.
She closed her eyes and pushed my briefs lower, slipping her hands down out of mine. She stepped back slightly and squatted down, pushing her knees apart so that the hem of the skirt pulled up so far that I could see the tiny thong panty and more importantly, how wet the crotch was. She kept her eyes closed as she pulled my briefs down and then off my feet along with my shorts. She fumbled around several seconds to get my shorts back straightened out, including being frontwards, which made me suspect she was peeking. She pulled them up my legs slowly.
"You're cheating," I said softly, seeing her eyes open and staring at my rock-hard dick.
"A little. Can you blame me?" she asked as she paused with my dick sticking out at her several inches above the waistband of my shorts.
"Not really. I was looking at you too," I answered.
She looked up at me and grinned before looking down at my fat dick again. She leaned forward and kissed the head of my dick softly. She opened her mouth and closed her lips around my head, teasing her tongue around my mushroom head for several seconds. Before I could tell her to stop, she let my cock slip from her lips and continued to pull my shorts up over it. She stood up and reached for the shoulders of her dress. She pulled the shoulders apart until it could slide down her arms. She let the dress slide down her body until it pooled around her ankles. "It's only fair, right?" she asked as she reached for the tiny panty. She pulled the thong down and stepped out of it, leaving her completely naked. "This is a better look than with the computer, isn't it?"
"It definitely is," I agreed softly, looking up and down her nude body, my heart pounding in my chest so hard that I wondered if she could hear it. I stood there, stopping my hands from reaching up to touch her, not at all sure that if I did, I could stop until I had her laying on the bed under me.
"I think I'll go put something more comfortable on," she finally said with a smile, stepping back to let me see her more fully. She backed up all the way to the door and then stepped out, only then turning away.
I took a deep breath and took several seconds to try and stop my pounding heart before I walked to the door, looking out to see the guest room door closed. I let the breath out and headed to the kitchen to start dinner, feeling a little conspicuous at the tenting of the loose shorts.
I was in the middle of cooking, standing at the stove, browning the chicken breasts when I felt a pair of hands slowly slide around me. A pair of soft bare breasts and hard nipples pressed against my bare back as the hands slipped into the waistband of my shorts, quickly finding and wrapping around my still partly hard cock. A soft kiss pressed to the back of my neck as the hands gently stroked my cock inside my shorts. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her hands on my cock as she slowly stroked me. I felt another soft kiss on my neck and then the hands slipped off my cock and out of my shorts. I turned around to watch Trish walk towards the family room wearing a pair of floppy pink shorts that looked like some kind of thin, soft cloth and a cut off t-shirt. She turned around and winked at me while I stared at her, the shirt cut so short that everything below her nipples showed. She blew me a kiss and then walked out, leaving me to take a deep breath before returning to cooking.
To say it was distracting watching Trish's tits wiggling around, her nipples slipping into view and then disappearing again under her shirt while we ate, well, that would be one hell of an understatement. It kept my dick rock hard all through dinner. While I was cooking, Kat had wrapped the gifts she had sent to the house, so after dinner we gathered in the living room near the tree to exchange our gifts. I sat on the floor, leaned back against the sofa, and watched my daughter open the gifts I'd bought her. She seemed to enjoy everything, including the dresses that I'd gotten her despite the fact that the hemlines were a bit longer than what she had on at the moment. Each time she unwrapped a new dress, she stood up, hiding herself behind the Christmas tree while she stripped off what she was wearing to pull the new dress on to model for me. I'd seen her in bikinis more than once, so getting little glimpses of her bra and panties through the tree branches wasn't that big of a deal for me, but the very idea she was undressing that close to me had my dick getting hard despite my mental protests.



While I thought Trish should go next, the girls insisted that I go next. I opened nearly all my presents, getting a nice assortment of small hand tools that I'd put on my wish list, leaving only one box that Kat insisted I open last. I did the usual 'shake the box and try to guess', getting only giggles from the girls at my failure to guess anywhere close to what it apparently was. I finally opened the small box and pulled out a pair of silk bed shorts that were so thin they were practically see-through.
"Put 'em on Dad!" Kat chided, Trish quickly jumping in with her own request.
"Come on Mister C. Let's see how hot you look!"
"I don't think I should be wearing things that show quite this much."
"Oh, come on Dad. We've both seen your dick already. It's not like you're showing us anything new."
"I don't think...."
"Come on Dad! I modeled all my dresses."
"This isn't a dress."
"So? I bet you look pretty hot in 'em."
"I don't think...."
"Come on Mister C. Or are you afraid to let Kat see that she looked so hot in those little dresses you got her that it gave you a hard-on!"
"It didn't..."
"Oh Dad. Seriously? You're really gonna try and deny that?" she asked, pointing to my lap and the bulge in my shorts.
I frowned and gave in. "Just for a minute," I said as I got up and walked around behind the tree like Kat had done. I stepped out of my shorts and pulled on the loose-fitting silk shorts, wondering just how much of me showed through the ultra thin material. "There. Happy?" I asked as I stepped back around the tree with my regular shorts in my hand.
"Oh yeah. That's one hell of a view!" Trish said while Kat whistled at me.
"Looking damn good there Dad. Maybe we should Skype mom and let her see what she's missing. I guarantee that little fucker she's banging right now doesn't have a dick like that!"
"My bedroom prowess wasn't the problem. Variety was hers. She wanted more variety," I said with a shrug. "But it's at least good to hear that she got what she deserved there."
"Oh yeah. He thinks he's a hot stud, even tried to put the moves on Trish."
"Oh yeah?" I asked as I sat down again.
"Yeah. He walked in on me in the bathroom, naked of course. Claims he thought it was Kat's mom in the shower, but I think he was really trying to get to me. I just told him to go take his little prick out of the bathroom and come back when it grew into a man size dick. He wasn't too happy."
"Neither was mom. She was pissed that he did that. I don't think so much that he walked in on Trish, but that he was planning on cheating on her with Trish. Like you said, she got what she deserved."
"Sounds like it. So. Trish. You're last."
"But I didn't get you anything!"
"No worries. Couldn't have you come and not have anything to open. I just hope it's something you like," I said as I sat down and laid my shorts over my lap to hide my hard-on from them. I'd had Kat order her a nice purse figuring her taste would be a lot better than mine.
"I'm sure that I'll love it, especially from you," Trish answered as she picked up the package and started to unwrap it. "Ohhhhhh. Mister C. It's perfect!" she said as she pulled the foot long metal box out of the packaging. I looked curiously at the package, having expected a small handbag or clutch, which was what I told Kat to pick. "Oh yeah!" Trish said as she pulled an eight or nine inch long silicone vibrator out of the box. "Yeah. Definitely!" she said as she stood up. She skimmed her shorts down and off in moments and was standing naked from her tits down. She stepped over to me, putting her pussy almost in my face before she sat down between my legs. She leaned back, laying all the way back onto her back, sticking her legs in the air. She spread her legs and put one on each side of my head, resting her feet on the sofa behind my head. With her now bare and spread pussy only inches from my own crotch, she grinned at me and turned on the vibrator. "How about this being your present from me. Try it out on me?"
"Trish this isn't right."
"Are we back to that Mister C?" she asked as she used her feet on the sofa to lift her butt off the floor and scoot even closer to me. "I'm not moving until you make me come. So..."
"I could just move you," I said with a frown.
She looked at me for long seconds before speaking. "Don't. Please?"
I stared at her bare pussy and nearly naked body for long seconds before I finally answered. "Okay," I said with a sigh, reaching out to take the vibrator from her. I turned the purple device on and looked down at Trish's pussy. Her mound and lips were completely hairless, with only a small amount of inner lip protruding from between her smooth round outer lips. I aimed the tip of the device at her pussy and gently stroked it up and down her lips, quickly spreading her wetness across the end of the humming device.
"Ohhhhhh, shit yes," Trish moaned as I stroked the little device up and across her clit. Her hands moved to her shirt and pulled it up, exposing her tits, but more importantly, freeing them for her own fingers to start teasing her nipples.
I stared down at her pussy as I worked the vibrating silicone shape deeper between her lips, finding the entrance to her vagina and then slowly easing it into her, twisting it left and right to spread her juices along its length.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes," she moaned loudly as I started to work the device in and out of her pussy. I watched it disappear into her with each push, suddenly wishing it was my cock sliding into her. I was so absorbed in watching the purple toy disappear into Trish that I almost didn't notice my own daughter kneel down next to me. She slowly pulled my shorts off my lap and then unbuttoned the single button holding the fly of the silk sleep shorts closed. I felt her fingers slip into the now open fly and looked at her face as she carefully worked my dick out of the opening. I kept pushing the purple vibrator in and out of her best friend while my own daughter began to slowly stroke my hard-on.
"No. Kat," I said, shaking my head as I reached my free hand to hers as she pushed my dick down towards Trish.
"Just slip it in. You don't have to do anything, just let her feel you inside her while you tease her clit with the vibrator.
"It's not right," I whispered, looking down at Trish's pussy and quickly losing my resolve. "Maybe, just a little bit," I finally said, pulling the vibrator out and allowing Kat to push my dick down until my head pressed between Trish's lips.
"Oh, shit yes," Trish groaned, using her feet on the sofa behind my head to pull herself closer to me, forcing her pussy further onto my dick. I watched most of my shaft disappear into her until her pussy lips were almost touching the silk shorts. I moved the vibrator back to her pussy and gently stroked the tip around the juncture of her lips, teasing it over and around her clit. "Oh God yes. Keep doing that. It's going to make me come so hard," she moaned loudly.
"Oh fuck," I groaned as Trish started to rock her hips, working my dick in and out of her pussy only an inch or so, but making it stroke her hot wet walls around my engorged head. I held the vibrator on her clit as she rocked faster and harder, her approaching climax making mine rush along with her. I could feel the vibrations of the tool around the base of my shaft as she rocked herself on me, my own climax quickly growing to the point I wasn't sure I could hold back. "Oh God. You're going to make me come," I groaned, moving one hand to the floor to try and pull myself back and out of her pussy.
Even as I tried to move back, Trish, using her feet to rock herself, easily pulled herself along with me until my butt was against the bottom of the sofa, no longer able to pull back further. She rocked her hips, the vibrator no longer on her clit as I closed my eyes and tried not to come inside her.
"SHIT YES!" Trish cried as her body started to shake. I could feel her pussy clamping and squeezing around me, feeling like it was trying to pull me deeper into her.
"Oh God. I'm sorry," I groaned as my body suddenly jerked and I could feel a massive shot of cum squirt deep into her. Over and over my body bucked, adding more cum to the load I was emptying into her tight young pussy. With each surge of cum, a little gasp of pleasure slipped from Trish. "God. I'm sorry Trish. I didn't mean to," I panted apologetically. "I shouldn't have done that. I shouldn't have done any of this."
"No. It's alright," she said, reaching for my bare stomach and gently stroking it with her fingertips. "Really, it's alright. I'm glad you did," she said as I pushed myself up from her, drawing my still mostly hard cock out of her pussy. I walked quickly from the room, my dick still oozing cum that dripped to the floor as I walked to my room and closed the door.
I sat on the bed panting, my cock slowly softening as it still stuck out of my pants. I heard a soft knock on the door. I didn't answer it, but that didn't stop Trish from pushing the door slowly open. She stepped into the room and closed it behind her. She stood, naked except for the cut off shirt that still left part of her tits exposed, leaning against the door.
"I'm sorry," I whispered, not sure she could even hear my apology. "I shouldn't have allowed that to happen. I shouldn't have taken advantage of you. You're a guest, and my daughter's roommate. I should have known better. I'm sorry."
"It wasn't your fault. It was mine. I was trying to figure out how to get you to have sex with me, I mean really have sex with me, not just touching and teasing. I wasn't going to pass up the chance when it happened."
"But we shouldn't have..."
She walked over and to my surprise pushed me back on the bed. She crawled onto my lap, straddling me, her pussy, still leaking my cum, pressed to my softening dick. She sat on me and pushed her hands to my chest to keep me from sitting back up. "Trust me Mister C. I wanted that. I wanted you buried deep in my pussy. I've wanted it for, oh hell, weeks and weeks. When we were in the bedroom earlier, it was all I could do to not pull you down on top of me and beg you to fuck me," she said quietly as my daughter stepped into the room and walked over to the bed. She sat on the edge, and I looked at her and then at Trish.
"I don't understand. Why? I mean, I'm an old man compared to you."
"Ever since I saw that video...oh shit. I wasn't supposed to... I mean...Oh shit! I'm sorry Kat!" Trish whispered.
I looked over to my daughter quickly, wondering what Trish was talking about. She was sitting on the edge of the bed in one of her new dresses twisted to face me, one leg cocked with her knee bent, the skirt pulled up her thighs because of the way she sat. With me laying down, I could easily see under the skirt all the way to her bare pussy. Her lips were spread and glistening in the bedroom light, looking very much like they had been being stroked.
"What video?" I asked.
My daughter didn't answer, but instead, moved to her knees. She pulled the skirt up to her waist, exposing her pussy and mound to me. She reached down between her legs and began to stroke her pussy in front of me. I stared at her as she pushed two fingers into her pussy and began stroking them in and out like a dick. She panted as she worked her fingers in and out. "Oh fuck. You remember the day you called, and I wasn't home, and you got me on my phone? You said you'd leave it open so I could connect when I got home?"
"Yeah," I answered, watching her push her fingers in and out. "I took the computer in the bathroom so I could hear when you got on."
"You didn't hear me. Not the first time. The first time you had it turned away so we couldn't see you, but you had it turned enough that we could see you in the mirror, taking your shower. We watched you, actually, taking your shower. After, we pretended to just come into the dorm room and you never knew we saw."
"Oh damn," I groaned, knowing exactly what they must have seen. Watching me in the shower, maybe even watching me jack off because I was turned on thinking about Trish dropping that towel and teasing me with her breasts and wondering if this time she'd just stand there and play with herself in front of me.
"Oh God," Kat moaned softly as her body suddenly started to spasm and jerk, her legs trembling and shaking. She closed her eyes and let her orgasm flow over her, whispering, "We've come so many times pretending it was coming in us," she panted as she sat with her knees spread and her fingers gently stroking her pussy lips after having just climaxed. "I'm sorry Daddy. We didn't mean to, but after we saw it, we couldn't exactly unsee it."
I watched her sit, my cock trapped between Trish and myself, having hardened considerably while my daughter sat only feet from me, half naked, climaxing in front of me. "This is so you understand how much what you did, turned us on. We wanted you to see us climax too. We wanted to share with you what you shared with us, even though you didn't know you were. We felt like we kinda owed it to you."
I wondered how I had screwed up things so completely, how I had let my daughter down this way. "I'm sorry Trish. I'm sorry Kat," I said as I gently pushed Trish off of me, rolling her onto her side on the bed. I walked to the master bathroom, pulled off the silk bed shorts and closed the door behind me. I took a long shower, and after I dried off, I walked out to the bedroom. The girls got the hint and were gone. I lay down on my bed on my stomach, burying my face into my pillow in shame.
It was late. I don't know how late, but late when the door of my room opened. I could see the shadow of someone walking into the room, silhouetted against the hallway light. The door closed again, throwing the room back into darkness, only the faint glow of the moon filtering in around the curtains lighting the room. The form moved closer to the bed and then crawled onto it. I felt the smooth skin of one of the girls against my body as she crawled over me and then gently lay down on top of me. I could feel her soft breasts against my chest and her hard nipples pressing into me as she leaned her head down next to mine to whisper to me.
"It's only me Daddy," Kat whispered.
"Kat. What are you doing?"
"Something I've wanted to do for a really long time," she whispered before moving her face over mine. I felt her press her lips to mine and softly kiss me. Our lips touched for long seconds, her lips sucking on mine in a long, slow erotic kiss. My hands moved to her back and then started stroking up and down her back from the bottom of her curvy butt to her shoulder blades, almost without thought. I should have pushed her off, made her leave, but damn, she felt good in my arms, soft and smooth and warm. The longer we lay there this way the harder my cock grew, until we both were aware just exactly where it was sticking up. "I love you Daddy. I want this. This is my Christmas present to you," she whispered as she moved her knees under herself. I felt her lift herself up off of me slightly and reach between us. I knew what she was going to do, and I knew I should stop her, but I didn't want to. Instead, I lay there and let her guide me to her pussy.
I felt her hot wet lips spread around my head as she pushed herself back slowly, forcing her pussy to expand around my fat head and then slowly engulf my shaft. I wanted to say how wrong this was. I wanted to tell her we shouldn't be doing this. I wanted to stop her from starting to stroke herself on me, but I couldn't. Inside, I knew I wanted it as much as she did. I wanted to feel her pussy sliding on my cock. I wanted to feel her climax around me, and yes, I wanted to feel my cum surging deep inside her. So many times I watched her modeling little dresses and shorts and skirts and blouses, each time being turned on by her body, but knowing how wrong it was and pushing those feelings away.
This time, instead of pushing those feelings away, I slid my hands up her back and pulled her down towards me, aiming my face for one of her soft tits. I kissed her hard nipple as she began to rock on me, sliding herself on and off my shaft. I opened my mouth and sucked the whole front of her breast into my mouth, letting my tongue stroke over and around her hard nipple and puckered areola. She let out a soft moan as I teased her nipple, her rocking growing slightly more urgent. I let go of her left breast and moved my head over slightly to capture her right.
"Oh, fuck Daddy. You keep that up and I'm going to come," she moaned softly.
"Isn't that the idea? Isn't that what you want?" I asked in a whisper.
"It is. But not so fast," she breathed, her voice wavering slightly as her anticipated climax grew closer. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she squeaked as her body froze over me, shuddering and trembling as her climax washed over her. I lay still, letting her orgasm have its way with her, enjoying the feeling of her pussy clenching and releasing around my hard shaft, knowing that it would pass in moments and then it would by my turn to try and pleasure her in ways she hadn't ever experienced. If I was really her first time, then I owed her to make sure she came at least twice before I filled her with my cum.
As her shudders faded, I rolled her over, rolling on top of her. It took a moment to shift my arms to hold me up, but quickly I had myself held over her as I lay with my hard dick still buried inside her. I started to stroke in and out of her, small moans and gasps escaping her lips as my engorged head stroked her excited vaginal walls. I could still feel her pussy trying to clamp around me as I drove my cock deep into her.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped as my head hit the end of her depths. I felt her lift and spread her legs, pushing them wide apart so that each stroke I made bumped into that spot, each time drawing a gasp or grunt of pleasure. I changed my motion slightly to make sure my shaft was rubbing her clit with each stroke and was quickly welcomed with a new wave of trembles and shudders in her body. In and out I stroked, pushing her reawakened orgasm even higher. "Oh God Daddy. Come for me. I wanna feel it."
"In a minute," I grunted, knowing that it wouldn't be long before what happened to Trish would happen to Kat, only this time on purpose. In and out my cock stroked, her body shuddering and trembling as her orgasm continued its hold on her. I could feel the tingle and warmth spreading as my own climax neared. "Here's your present sweetie," I grunted as my body jerked.
"OH GOD YES!" she cried, wrapping her arms and legs around me and pulling us together. She held her face next to mine, gasping and panting as my body jerked time and again, pumping everything I had left deep into her pussy. I lay on her, holding most of my weight off of her as my climax passed and hers slowly faded. I rolled us on our sides and wrapped my arms around her to hold her close while the end of my orgasm faded away with a few remaining jerks and shudders, my cock starting to soften within her. "Oh God. Thank you Daddy," she whispered.
"You're welcome sweetie," I answered her, holding her against me. Eventually I softened and fell from her, after which she moved so I wasn't laying one of her legs. We continued to hold each other close as we slowly faded off to sleep.
I woke up naked and alone. It took a little while for my brain to come fully awake, not quite believing what my brain was telling me happened in the night. I finally concluded that it was a dream. What happened with Trish was certainly no dream, it was one hundred percent real, but Kat coming to me in the night? That was just my tortured mind playing tricks on me, maybe unconsciously wishing it had been Kat on the floor in front of me, not Trish. I pushed the thoughts away and headed to the shower.



Clean and dressed in a pair of jeans and t-shirt, I headed to the kitchen to start breakfast. I paused at both Trish's and Kat's closed bedroom doors, not quite sure why, before heading down the hall. I started the coffee and then went to work on some bacon.
"Good morning, Mister C!" Trish brightly said as she walked into the kitchen, completely naked. I stared at her sexy nude body as she walked over to me and wrapped one arm around my waist, swiveling herself around behind me. "You have WAY too many clothes on," she whispered as both her hands wrapped around me and started to undo my belt. "Especially as horny as I am!"
"You're horny? Like I couldn't tell by your attire?"
"I'll get dressed...sort of...after you fuck me," she said with a girlish giggle.
"Who said we were going to have sex?"
"Like you're going to say no to a hot, sexy, naked, woman?" she asked as she pushed my jeans down to my thighs. "Someone's turned on, besides me," she whispered as she pushed my briefs down to expose my quickly hardening cock.
"Well. I am a guy, and you are naked."
"All the more reason to fuck me."
I pushed the pan of nearly done bacon off the burner and turned the gas off. I turned around in her arms, breaking her grip on my dick and reached down under her ass. I easily picked her up and carried her the half dozen feet to the big kitchen island and set her ass down on the hard cold granite. "This what you want?" I asked as I stepped back enough to move my dick down to her pussy and tease her already wet lips with my head.
"Uh huh," she whispered, hooking her feet on my ass. "It's exactly what I want and where I want. Now all you have to do is push it into me!"
"And if I don't?" I asked with a little grin.
"Then I'll just keep teasing you with my naked body until you do," she grinned back.
"In that case," I said as I pushed my hips forward, sliding part way into her soft hot pussy.
"Oh, fuck yes," she groaned as I pulled back a few inches and then pushed in again, this time sliding even deeper. "That's it Mister C. Fuck my hot little cunt!" she groaned as she dug her feet into my ass. I started to push in and out of her as she leaned back on the counter, holding herself up at an angle with her arms behind her. I reached up for her tits and gripped each one, squeezing and kneading them in time with my strokes. In and out I pumped, looking at her, but in my mind's eye, seeing Kat sitting on the counter in front of me. I slowed my strokes, thinking about how wrong that was, trying to push the image out of my mind and replace it with the actual sexy woman I was fucking.
"Oh God yes. That's what I need," she moaned as I thrust into her over and over. "Fuck me Mister C. Fuck me hard!"
"Oh damn. I think I'm going to come Kat," I grunted as my orgasm started to push towards its climax. "Ohhhhh fuck. Come with me."
"Uh huh. I'm there. I'm right there with you," she moaned as my cock swelled even fatter, my eyes closed, picturing my own daughter in front of me, my cock sliding in and out of her hairless pussy.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted as my body jerked hard, driving my cock into her pussy and pumping a gush of cum deep into her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her tits to my face, squeezing them against me as her body shuddered and trembled, accepting each new surge of cum deep with herself.
"That's it. Fill me up," she panted. "Give me all that sexy cum."
"Yeah," I whispered, my arms wrapping around her and holding her tight to me as her own climax slowly started to fade.
"Mister C?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I ask a personal question?"
"I guess."
"Do you wanna fuck your daughter?"
"Huh? Why would you ask that?" I asked, not letting go so she couldn't really see my face, which was still pressed to her tits.
"Because you called me Kat just now."
"No. I couldn't have."
"Yeah. You did. I mean, it's okay with me. I don't mind sharing you with her, after all you are her dad. I just wondered if she knew."
"I didn't say I did," I whispered.
"Mister C. It's okay. I promised I wouldn't tell you, but I know she wants to, fuck you I mean."
"Huh? What? Wait! She told you that?"
"Uh. Yeah! We share all kinds of secrets, like how much I wanted to fuck you since I saw...um...well, I just do."
"Okay. I know you saw me in the shower. What aren't you telling me?" I said, easing my grip on her and leaning back to see her face. "What is it you know that got you to want to have sex with me, besides seeing me in the shower?"
"You gotta promise not to tell Kat. She'd kill me if she knew."
"If she knew what?"
"You remember when I walked in on you and her chatting? That first time I mean."
"Yeah."
"Well, a few days later I caught her sitting on her bed playing with herself looking at something on the computer. She quickly closed it and denied that she was, but she was. Anyway, when she went to shower that night, I got on her computer and poked around. Turns out she has a few pictures of you, and at least one video."
"Some pictures? Why is that a problem?"
"Because you're getting undressed, and then stroking your cock. You're standing in a tent, so I think she was taking pictures through the window."
"Oh damn."
"There's more. She has at least one video of you in the shower. It looks like she hid the phone and left it on record while you got undressed and took a shower... and um... just washing wasn't all you did," she said quietly.
"Oh God," I groaned. "Jesus Kat. What were you thinking?" I asked myself.
"About what?" my daughter asked as she walked into the room. "Have a good time, Trish?"
"I did. Same one you wish you had!" she said as she pushed me back and slipped off the counter. She stepped from in front of me and walked past Kat towards the hallway saying, "I think I'll go put something sexy on," as she left the room.
"You have something you want to tell me?" I asked as I stood there, my dick hanging out in full view, my pants around my thighs. Her face was red with embarrassment, clearly not at my partial nudity, or her own, since the thin nightgown she had on was see-through enough for me to see she was naked under it.
"I'm sorry Dad. I didn't mean to. I mean, I thought you were asleep."
"Wait! What?"
"What are you talking about?" she asked quickly.
"I was talking about some pictures and videos on your computer. What the hell are you talking about?"
"Um. Nothing. I mean. Uh. Yeah. I have a few pictures of you."
"Young lady. That is NOT what you just said. Tell me that last night wasn't what...it was a dream, right? I was just dreaming it was you?"
She pulled out a kitchen chair and sat down hard, putting her face in her hands for several seconds. "No, you weren't dreaming," she whispered barely loud enough for me to hear. "After watching you and Trish... I just couldn't help it. I wanted to feel you so bad."
"Oh Jesus Kat!" I said as I walked over towards her and sat down in another chair across the corner of the table from her. "Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why would you want to have sex with me? I'm your dad!"
"Because I love you. I mean I can't ever love you like a wife can, or a woman you're dating. But I love you and want you to be happy, and I know you've been lonely, so I thought that if we....you know...we could share that way. I could make you feel good about yourself. I know mom leaving to go fuck some little shit teenager had to hurt. I know it hurt me that she did that to you. I just want you to be happy."
"Oh Lord," I whispered. I reached a hand out to hers and grasped it in mine. I pulled her hand towards me, making her get up from the chair. I pulled her around the corner of the table and sat her sideways on my lap, wrapping my arms around her. "Oh sweetie. I love you too. But there are some things that just aren't supposed to happen. I appreciate you wanting me to feel good, and I can certainly appreciate you wanting to share things with me, but that. That can get us sent to jail. Well, me anyway."
"But we're both adults."
"Doesn't matter. You're my daughter," I whispered. "If anyone found out... imagine if your mother found out? She'd call the cops just to hurt me. No sweetie. We can't."
"But you want to. I know you do. I saw how you looked at me last night, in the other room. I saw how you stared at my bare pussy. I know you wanted to take me. That's partly why I came to you in the night. I knew we both wanted it."
"Wanting doesn't make it right," I whispered. She looked down at her lap and spread her legs apart, reaching down between them with one hand. I felt her fingers find my already half hard cock and pull it up against her pussy, the hot wetness of her lips flowing into my shaft, making it grow even harder. Her fingers pressed me harder against her lips, forcing my head between them. I felt my head slide down her lips and then push up into the entrance to her vaginal depths. "Oh damn," I groaned as I felt my cock push up into her a couple inches. "Sweetie. We can't."
"I know. We're not having sex, right? I'm just sitting on your lap playing with myself," she said as she started to stroke her pussy lips. "We can do that, right? Me sit on your lap while you hold me?"
I opened my mouth to object, but nothing came out. Instead, I let her move my right hand up from her waist, pulling it up under the sheer nightgown until my hand was cupping her right breast. "Ohhhh yeah. That's nicer," she whispered as I let my fingers tease across her hard nipple. "God, I can feel you growing harder, your dick pushing up into me. Ohhhhh God Daddy. It feels so good in there."
"Yeah. It does," I whispered, knowing I should be moving her off of me and off of my dick, but I just couldn't seem to do it. Instead, I pushed her fingers away from her pussy and replaced them with mine. I dipped my index finger between her soft wet lips and stroked up to find her clit, gently rubbing my finger up and down across it.
"Oh, shit yes," she moaned. "God Daddy...Just don't stop."
"I won't," I promised as I teased my finger down her slit again. She started to rock her hips, moving slightly on my lap as I stroked up and down her slit, her motions moving me in and out of her only an inch or so, but it was enough in her tight confines to make me grow to my full potential.
"Oh, fuck Daddy. You're going to make me come," she moaned as I circled the tip of my finger around and around her clit. I could already feel her legs starting to tremble on my lap even before I started to squeeze and pull her nipple. "Ohhhhhh God. Oh, shit Daddy! Ohhhh God. Gonna come! Gonna come!" she squealed as her whole body started to tremble and shudder. I felt her pussy clamping around my shaft, making her already tight vagina even tighter. My hips started to push up at her as best I could while I sat in the chair, only able to move myself in her a little bit at a time. I so wanted to just move her to the table and lay her back and fuck her like crazy, but I also knew that even though I'd just cum in Trish a short time ago, that the thought of cumming in my own daughter was making my body race towards climax.
"Oh God honey. You have to get off, or I will," I groaned, trying to hold back the inevitable.
"No. I want you to. I want it," she panted as her own climax started to fade.
"We can't sweetie," I groaned, wanting to but knowing I shouldn't.
"But we aren't having sex. I'm just sitting on your lap, remember?"
"Yeah. I remember," I grunted.
"If you just happen to have an orgasm while I'm sitting on your lap, well, that can't be helped, right?"
"Yeah. Right," I grunted as she started to rock herself on me again, moving in time with my own hips trying to push up into her, making my cock slide in and out a couple short inches. It wasn't a lot, but it was enough. "Oh honey," I groaned.
"I know Daddy. Just let it happen," she whispered as we both worked me in and out of her a couple inches.
"Oh shit," I grunted softly as my body suddenly jerked, my cock spurting a gush of cum up into her pussy. I sat there jerking and twitching as my cock pumped cum into her pussy, a broad smile on her lips as she watched my face.
"God that's so sexy, how you look when you come. I've loved seeing it every time I've seen you come."
"And just how many is that?" I asked breathlessly.
"Oh. A few," she said evasively.
"How many is a few?"
"I don't know. A dozen or so?"
"A dozen? Honey? I don't understand."
"Like I said. When you think I'm asleep, I might not be. God. It looks so sexy when you're laying there and your cum squirts up so high in the air. Sometimes, if I'm lucky, I can make myself come the same time you do, but I have to be so quiet. I knew if you heard me, you'd stop doing it."
"I don't get it. How do you see me?"
"You know the heater duct in your room, the one over the dresser?"
"Yeah. So?"
She grinned. "You should look through it some time. The one in the bathroom lines up and you can see into your room from the bathroom, and I guess, if you wanted to, you could see into the shower in my bathroom from your room. If there were someone in there you wanted to watch, that is."
"Shit. Just how long have you been watching me?"
"A couple years," she admitted. "I was in the shower one night and heard you moaning and couldn't help but look. You were laying there, with something on the TV, stroking your cock. I just stood there and watched, and you came. I was surprised how high it shot into the air. I went back to my room and went to bed and as I lay there, I got more and more horny thinking about what I saw, until I undressed and made myself come, laying on the bed, just like you were. That was the first time I came thinking about you."
"And after that?"
"I snuck pictures of you getting undressed and showering and stuff. It seemed like you played with yourself a lot more if I was wearing something that showed off a lot of skin right before."
"And that's why the more suggestive nightgowns and coming for a hug and kiss before bed?"
"Uh huh," she said, blushing a little. "It kind of turned both of us on. Sometimes too much. A few times I snuck into your room and if the bathroom door wasn't shut, I could watch you jacking off in the shower. So many times, I just wanted to take my nightgown off and walk in with you."
"And this has been going on, in secret, for years?"
"Yeah. Pretty much," she said with an embarrassed shrug.
"So last night?"
"Something I wanted to do for a long time. I finally got so turned on and, well, brave enough to sneak in and do it."
"What if I wasn't hard?"
She grinned. "Trust me Daddy. I know how to make a guy hard, even in his sleep."
"I didn't think you were sexually active. At least not that way."
"I'm not, except with you. But I've given my share of blow jobs. It's a lot easier to relax with a guy playing with you or licking you if his dick is already happy. Not that he can't get a hard-on again, but it's easier for them to accept no."
"Smart girl."
"Smart enough to get my Daddy's dick to come in my pussy," she said with a grin.
"Fine. You did. Now why don't you go put something a little less revealing on?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
"I will if you do something for me."
"Something for you?"
"Uh huh. Wear something else."
"Something else... like what?"
"Like something that we can get into easy with no underwear. I mean we're just staying home all day, so it doesn't have to be anything you'd wear in public."
"And if I don't?"
"I'm gonna wear something like this all day. In fact, I have one that shows even more!"
"Okay. You win. We'll both go change."
"Oh. One more thing."
"Yeah?"
"Trish? You don't have to tell her we're fucking, but I know she wants more. More than this morning at least. So, if she gets a little frisky, play along, okay?"
"Right. Play along if she gets frisky," I chuckled. "As if she'd really give me much choice?"
"Probably not," she said as she leaned down to kiss me, not on the cheek this time, but fully on the lips with a soft wet kiss. "I love you Daddy," she whispered before she stood up off of me and walked away, my cum leaking down her legs as she walked to the hallway. I think the next week of Christmas vacation was going to be very difficult. I didn't have to go back to work for a week, but I had a hunch the girls were going to keep me busy, whether I liked it or not.
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Christmas Day Fire
David sat on the sofa, looking past the twinkling Christmas tree, and out the front window of the house he and his wife shared for nearly thirty years. The tree was decorated with all the ornaments that they had collected over the years, and the brightly colored lights blinked and winkled gaily. The presents were wrapped and under the tree, exactly where they had been for the last week. Everything was ready for their usual Christmas celebration, though this one would be anything but usual. He still wore the same suit he had put on this morning, even though now it was nearly dinner time. He could hear his daughters bustling around the kitchen, putting finishing touches on a dinner he really didn't feel like eating, and heard his grandson playing with his cars on the floor behind the sofa he sat on.
He barely noticed the moving van pulling away from the house across the street, the young woman walking toward the undecorated, white house with her arms crossed against the cold and the light snow that had started to fall. It was a blustery Christmas eve, but the day barely registered for David. He'd always enjoyed seeing snow for Christmas, it happened so rarely anymore. This year though, the snow and cold air were hardly even noticed by him. The only thing that made any difference to him at the moment was the sight of his one and only true love being lowered into the ground. He closed his eyes and let his head fall back in exhaustion. He hadn't hardly slept the whole week, and now he could barley keep his eyes open.
David sat at the round table with half a dozen other people, his date, he hesitated to call her his girlfriend, sitting beside him. He noticed the female server, all the way across the room. The short black skirt and white blouse looked incredibly sexy on her, though the red Santa hat on her head looked silly with the skirt. He watched her walk around the tables, setting salads down in front of each person along with several other young woman her age. At first she didn't even notice him and then, she looked across the room and their eyes met. It was several long seconds that they looked at each other, the other realizing they were staring and both of them looked down at the same time, blushing at being caught staring. David wondered what it was about her that made him even notice her, but he had. He felt guilty looking at another woman with his date sitting next to him, but then, while she wanted their relationship to blossom, he wasn't sure he did. He asked her along because he didn't feel like coming to the company Christmas party alone. In retrospect, ever since he asked her, she'd talked about nothing else but their upcoming date. She wore an elegant red dress that he suspected was new, and her makeup was applied in just the right amounts to give her eyes a sultry look and her hair the appearance of glamour.
She sat next to him with her hand on his thigh, almost possessively, while she chatted with the woman next to her. David chatted about business with woman on the other side of him, trying to appear interested in what she was talking about, but his attention kept drifting to look at the girl bustling about the room refilling drink glasses. He couldn't help but notice her glancing his direction frequently, quickly looking away any time she was caught by him looking her way.
Conversation waned as everyone began eating their salads, David included. His date, Maggie, ate with her right hand, leaving her left on his thigh, as if she were afraid to let go of him. It didn't bother him particularly, but her fingers stroking the inside of his thigh lightly was making him reconsider his evening plans for after the party. He'd planned on taking her straight home, feeling more than a little tired after a full day of work, but now, maybe a little after party entertainment wouldn't be out of the question.
The young woman was suddenly beside him, reaching out to pick up his now empty salad plate. He reached for the plate and held it while she gripped it, the two of them staring at each other from only a foot away for long seconds, at least it felt like it to him. He stared into her green eyes and felt his face flush at the sensations that suddenly ran through him. As he let go of the plate and she pulled it slowly away, he couldn't help but notice the two bumps of her nipples poking more prominently though the thin, white blouse and the white lace bra he could just make out through the white, satin-looking material. She stepped away and he looked over at Maggie as she squeezed his thigh slightly to draw his attention back to her.
"Someone you know?" she asked with a cross look darkening her features.
"Huh? Oh, no. No idea who she is," he answered. It was true, he had never seen her before tonight, and didn't know anything about her, not even her name, not that the look on Maggie's face showed she believed him.
"Well, you don't need to pay so much attention to the help," Maggie said darkly. David almost chuckled out loud, thinking that she herself was little more than a receptionist where she worked, and was here only because she happened to live in the same apartment building as he did. He nodded his assent, even though he didn't really believe it. He couldn't help but let his eyes follow the server as she moved about, trying now not to look like he was.
The boss stood up and announced that dinner was done, it was time to start the festivities. Secret Santa was all the rage and everyone had drawn names of who to buy a gift for. The limit was three dollars and it could be either a serious or gag gift. The boss started, and they worked down the line by seniority. David watched as people stepped to the small tree on the table, located the package with their name on it, and opened it. Some were indeed gag gifts, including the inevitable rubber chicken that he had been told had been passed around for several years. One of the secretaries got a toilet seat picture frame, which she promised to put a picture of the company president in and hang in her office. David had gotten one of the department managers who liked to golf and got him glow-in-the-dark golf balls. One of the ladies got a pair of handcuffs, making her blush brightly when she opened the package. The woman sitting next to David leaned over and suggested that the handcuffs might be useful, now that her husband had run off with a younger woman. David wasn't exactly sure what to make of that comment, and just nodded in agreement.
As the packages disappeared from under the tree, it got closer and closer to David's turn. As the newest hire, he went last, walking to the tree and finding the package with his name on it. It was a long, slender package, looking much like one would expect to find a bracelet or maybe a pen and pencil set in. He stood near the tree as everyone else had done and unwrapped the long, slender box. He opened the cover and withdrew a small amount of red lace. It took him several long seconds before he realized that it was a pair of bright red lace panties, very, VERY skimpy lace panties at that. He blushed brightly in embarrassment and wadded them up in his hand as comments were made about needing to find out who they belonged to and if they expected them to be returned. It wasn't until David had returned to his seat and his date took them from him, that he realized that that the panties had been worn.
The woman next to him, whose name he couldn't remember, whispered to him that she hadn't seen that in some time, but in her younger days a gift like that was an invitation. The question was, who was inviting him? Maggie was clearly upset about the gift and the suggestion it conveyed. He took the underwear back from her and put it in his pants pocket, hoping everyone would forget the whole thing. He suspected that it would be anything but forgotten in the coming days.
With secret Santa done, the dance floor was opened for the evening and Maggie quickly suggested that they dance. He felt her desire to dance was more about putting her mark on him in front of the other women, especially since one clearly had designs on him. He agreed to dance, and guided her to the dance floor. David wasn't a very graceful dancer, but he managed to hold his own. Maggie glued herself to him, making sure he knew that if he wanted, his hands could wander anywhere he wanted them to. When he didn't, she was unabashed at coaxing him to grip her lower than her waist, pressing her pelvis against him so that she was rubbing her body against his suddenly growing hard-on.
David had known Maggie for several months, having met her when he moved into the apartment for his new job. She seemed like a nice girl, friendly, pleasant, good looking, witty. This was his second date with her and honestly, he didn't feel the connection. He was starting to feel somewhat put off by how possessive she had already gotten after just one date.
It was the third dance that they had shared, this one a bit faster. David was enjoying watching Maggie's breasts, each the size of a coconut half, bouncing tantalizingly in the scoop front dress as she danced and bounced in front of him. He'd suspected that she didn't have a bra on with the dress, and now he was sure of it. Her boobs bounced and the rubbing of the dress on her nipples was encouraging them to grow harder by the second. When the song ended and she stepped to him, leaning on him as she panted for breath, he could feel those same hard nipples rubbing up and down his chest, coaxing his already mostly-hard dick to grow even harder. He was a sucker for a sexy pair of tits, he was pretty sure she'd figured that out after the first date and was using that now to her advantage.
They walked off the dance floor to get something to drink, and were intercepted by a middle-aged woman in a very slinky, very revealing dress: the same one that had gotten the handcuffs. The bright red dress extended from just above her large, full breasts, down to just below her knees. It was long-sleeved, if you call them that, since both sleeves extended only from her wrists up to her biceps and weren't actually attached to the dress in any way. Everything above her biceps and above her breasts was completely bare.
"How about I borrow your boyfriend for a quick dance?" she asked Maggie, turning him by the arm and steering him toward the dance floor before Maggie had any chance to object. Maggie stood rooted in place and fumed as she watched the maybe forty-year-old woman guide "her man" back onto the dance floor.
"You remember me?" she asked sweetly as she slipped into place in front of him, her big breasts almost brushing his chest as they started moving to the modestly fast-paced song: not quite a slow dance but not a disco speed either.
"Not really," David admitted as he rested his hands on her hips, not wanting to invite too much familiarity.
"Joanne Lane. I'm the head of HR. I handled your interview?"
"Ahhh, yes ma'am," David nodded. "I remember now."
"Please, just Joanne. No ma'am here. This isn't company time."
"Um, okay Joanne," he agreed awkwardly as she slipped one of her arms from where it rested on his shoulder down around his back and pulled him toward her until they were touching. The beat of the music was just fast enough that as she pressed herself to him and swayed to the beat, Joanne was able to grind her tits into his chest and her pelvis against his mostly-hard cock. The effect was clearly what she intended, his dick growing harder in his pants despite his best efforts.
"So, have you figured out who gave you the sexy, little panties?" she asked quietly, leaning in until her cheek rested against his. He could feel her breath against his ear, tickling it slightly, making his dick twitch in his pants at the sudden sensation.
"I haven't," he answered, equally quietly.
"Did they embarrass you?" she whispered, pressing herself even tighter against him, her soft tits flattening against his chest as her other hand slipped down his back to cup his butt cheek.
"A bit."
"Do you want to know who your secret Santa was?" She asked with a squeeze of his butt.
"Um, I guess," he answered awkwardly, pretty sure now he knew exactly who had sent the panties.
"How do you suppose you can find out?" she whispered, her tongue flicking out to stroke his earlobe.
"I'm not sure," he answered her nervously, not sure it was a good idea to be doing this with the head of the HR department, let alone anyone at the company.
"Well, presumably, whoever it is, wouldn't be wearing panties, if she gave them to you, now would she?"
"Probably not," he agreed. "But it wouldn't be a good idea to go around sticking my hand up under ladies' dresses to find out."
She giggled softly and squeezed his butt again. "Well, maybe not here. But I'm sure an enterprising young man like you could figure out a way to accomplish it."
"I suppose I could," David agreed. "If I had to guess, since you're making the suggestion, you'd have to be my first guess."
"Hmmmmmm, could be. But then again, one should be sure, don't you think?"
"I'd hate to be wrong."
"Then you better be sure."
"Are you suggesting I do it here?" In response he got another soft, girlish giggle. David took a deep breath and used his hands on her hips to slowly bunch her dress up, pulling the material up in his hands as he hiked the hem of the dress higher and higher. He felt his fingers reach the bottom of the dress, now bunched up over her butt, and the tips of his fingers touch her bare cheeks. He was sure everyone who wanted to was now looking at her bare butt cheeks, but she didn't seem to care as she wiggled herself against his hard-on. He let his fingers slide down her bare cheeks, under her butt until his finger tips felt her bare, wet pussy lips.
"I think I need to go to the ladies room. Would you like to escort me?" she whispered, as he stroked his fingers across her lips. She abruptly pulled her body from against his, her skirt falling back down in place as she hooked her arm in his and turned him. She didn't give him a choice as they walked across the dance floor with his arm in hers, guiding him more than him guiding her. It didn't take long to leave the room the party was in and walk down the hall toward the bathrooms.
"Here we are," he said, pausing outside the restroom door, feeling her grip his arm tighter in hers, rather than releasing it. She stepped toward the door and pulled it open, drawing him along into the bathroom. "I shouldn't be in here," he whispered as she continued to pull him along across the tile floor toward one of the stalls.
"I suppose that's true," she whispered as she coaxed him into one of the stalls and then stepped in with him. She pushed the stall door closed behind them and then leaned her face toward his. "Now that you know they're mine, what are you going to do about it?"
David knew what she wanted. If what the woman sitting next to him had said was correct, at least he wasn't being propositioned by a married woman. Still, he gave a quick thought to saying no, but how do you say no to the head of the HR department? He'd heard all the stories about executives fucking their secretaries and such perks of the job, so to speak. He hadn't ever considered that it might go the other way as well.
He reached around behind her and found the zipper of the dress. He pulled it down and let the dress slide down her body to pool around her ankles. She was completely naked under the dress, her full breasts, large enough to need two hands to cover each one, were sporting extremely-hard, pink nipples. He looked down her body to the blond curls on her mound as she reached for his belt. He started to stroke her body, teasing her nipples and breasts while she undid his pants and pushed them down. His briefs went next, pushed down his thighs to free the hard-on her dancing had encouraged.
David wasn't afraid to have sex. He'd had sex with quite a few girls over the years and through college. This would be the first time with a significantly older woman though. And with his job potentially on the line, he hoped he measured up. She lifted one foot and rested it on the toilet stool, spreading her legs slightly. She grasped his cock and pulled it slowly toward her. "I take it you've never had sex in a bathroom before?" she whispered.
"No, I haven't."
"You'd be surprised how many places a man can have sex with a woman, if the two of them want it," she said with a husky voice as she pulled his engorged head toward her pussy lips. "My husband proved that quite well." She rubbed his manhood between her inner labia and then coaxed his mushroom head to the entrance to her vaginal depths. "Just slide it in honey, fuck me, make me yours," she moaned softly. David pushed toward her, sliding himself slowly into her hot, wet depths. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation as he worked his hips slightly, pushing in and out a little as he forced himself deeper and deeper. "Oh yes. Ohhhhh yes yes," she moaned softly as she felt his head push all the way into her, filling her depths.
David leaned his head down and lifted one of her big, soft tits toward his mouth, eager to suck and tease her nipple. He was a sucker for big tits and hers were fantastically large, Maybe the biggest he'd ever had his hands on. He drew her nipple into his mouth as he began to stroke himself in and out of her. He felt his head caress her vaginal walls and was experienced enough to know how to shift himself to be sure his shaft rubbed her clit. Every woman wanted to climax when having sex, and one of his former girlfriends in college spent many long hours fucking him different ways, teaching him how to please her in each one. He was disappointed that he wasn't the only one that she wanted to please her, or he might have still been with her. Among the positions she had coaxed him to learn was how to fuck standing up. She loved to be fucked in all kinds of places and for many, standing was the only option. But for now, with Joanne, this one would do.
He rocked his hips, dragging his cock along her clit while at the same time forcing the bottom side of his engorged head against her vaginal wall, increasing the sensations that would eventually push his own climax to its limit. In and out he thrust, her bare ass slapping against the stall wall with each thrust. She seemed unconcerned about the noise, her moans and gasps growing loud enough that he doubted anyone coming into the bathroom could miss the fact that someone was having sex. Not that David was particularly bashful, but this was the first time with an older woman and the first time with a company executive, though not the first time in a ladies room. He was reasonably sure that any one of the three could earn him a negative reputation.
In and out he thrust, working to make sure she got what she wanted. He wouldn't have chosen to have sex with her if she hadn't set it up, but he had to admit, it felt good and she did have one hell of a set of tits. He sucked her nipple and drove his cock into her over and over, feeling her growing wetter with each passing minute. Her hips started to push toward him telegraphing her impending climax. He smiled to himself and nibbled her nipple, drawing a gasp and cry of pleasure he was sure could be heard even through the closed bathroom door.
"Fuck yes! Fuck me honey! I'm gonna come. Fuck me! Fuuuuuuck MEEEE!" she squealed loudly as her orgasm reached its pinnacle. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as she clenched herself around his stroking cock, the sudden change in tightness pushing him along with her. David let her nipple go and reached to the top of the stall partition to allow him leverage to press his whole body against hers, trapping her against the stall wall while she shuddered and shook. His body jerked and he felt a surge of cum lance up into her pussy as her spasming pussy teased his cock and tried to draw him even deeper.



Half a dozen times she felt his cock swell and surge into her, filling her pussy with his cum. She held him to her, pulling them together as his cock twitched and leaked the remains of his orgasm into her. Only as he began to soften did she look down at him and whisper, "If my husband can run off with a woman half his age, I can enjoy the attentions of a younger man, can't I?"
"I don't see why not," David panted breathlessly.
"I hope you don't think I'm being overly forward, but you're twice the fuck my husband was. If you wanted to do this again, I'd be more than happy to. Anyplace, any time."
"I'd have to think about it," he whispered.
"I suppose you thought that if you didn't do this, you'd lose your job. Nothing could be further from the truth. I'd never to that to anyone, but I so wanted this to happen. I hope you aren't angry for making you feel like you had to do this."
"It was surprisingly enjoyable," he whispered back as his softening cock slipped out of her. She quickly pushed him back and bent to get some toilet paper. She captured the cum leaking from her with the paper and then looked down at his cum covered dick.
"Can't let you go back to your date like that," she said, squatting down in front of him, engulfing his cock with her mouth. She squatted there, her knees spread apart, one hand between her legs collecting his leaking cum while sucking his cock. Her big tits shifted and moved tantalizingly on her chest as she started to stroke of her mouth on and off his again hardening cock, each big, soft mound bouncing slightly from her chest as she got more and more energetic. She abruptly pulled her face from him and stood up, but only after she had his cock rock hard again. "There, just like it never happened."
"Thank you," David whispered as he bent to pull up his pants, his face nearly pressing to her curl covered mound as he did. He gave it a gentle kiss before straightening up again. She grinned at him and then squatted once again to pull her own dress back up. David zipped it for her and Joanne opened the stall door.
"Oops!" she said as she stepped out and nearly walked into the young woman that David had seen working the tables. "Sorry!" Joanne said as she took David's hand and pulled him past her. David could feel himself blushing on the way out of the ladies restroom.
"Where the fuck have you been?" Maggie snapped at David when he found her near one of the tables, drinking something obviously stronger than a soda.
"Sorry, got pulled away," David said quietly.
"Uh huh. By that slutty bitch I bet. Did she take you to the ladies room and fuck you or something?" she asked angrily. "Oh god. She did! You went to the ladies room and fucked her?" she said loudly when David blushed instead of answering. Several heads turned in their direction making David blush even more.
"Shhh. You want everyone to know?" he asked trying to quiet her down.
"Why not? You obviously didn't mind doing it, why not tell everyone. HEY! Everyone! David here's been off to the ladies room to fuck!" she said loudly to anyone in earshot.
Half a dozen women turned and stared at David, some to stare and some to glare.
"For one thing, it wasn't my fucking idea," David snapped quietly at her.
"Oh? And that's supposed to make it alright? You just fuck anyone that asks? Or was she special in a way I'm not?"
"Besides being a company exec who might control my job? Not at all./ But then maybe you prefer me to stand here and fuck you instead?" He snapped back, letting his anger get the better of him. "You want it? come on then! Let's do it! Right here! Just take the dress off and I'll fuck you right here on the table!" The number of heads turning to stare at them grew significantly, this time embarrassing Maggie. "That's what you want, isn't it? To make sure every woman in the place knows I'm yours? Well, can't think of a better way to prove it. So how about it?"
"Not here! Not like that!" she practically hissed at him, her voice barely above a whisper now that she was the one being embarrassed.
"Oh, so it's okay to embarrass me, but you don't want to be embarrassed? Well, ain't that just nice."
"I didn't go off and fuck in the bathroom!" she snapped, her anger coming out again.
"Maybe you should have," David said. he reached for her hand and pulled her away from the table. He pulled her across the middle of the dance floor, a number of the ladies staring at him and the guys staring at her with a knowing smile. It wasn't hard for anyone listening to tell how this was going to end.
"Where are you taking me?"
"To get what you want," he answered sharply, pulling her along almost too fast for her to move on her high heels. He pulled her down the hallway to the bathrooms, but instead of the ladies room, he pulled her into the men's room. It only took a moment for him to find the zipper on the back of her dress and pull it down. He pulled the dress roughly down her body until it was off. David lifted her up onto the counter with the sinks and then jerked her small, white panties off and down her legs. She was sitting completely naked on the counter as he dropped his pants in front of her. "This what you want?" he asked as he pushed her legs apart and stepped between them. David rubbed his engorged head up and down her wet slit and then pushed into her. He sunk into her slowly, her body expanding to accept the fat intruder. Her anger vanished as he pushed deeper into her, replaced by the deep feeling of lust she had earlier. She spread her legs and lifted them to let him push into her deeper, uncaring how many guys might be watching them at that moment.
"Oh fuck," she moaned as he started to stroke in and out of her hot, wet depths. David reached up to her breasts and cupped each one, using his thumb and finger to squeeze and twist each hard nub as he thrust himself in and out of her hot pussy. Two different guys that had been in the bathroom when he pulled her in, stood, watching. She didn't care at that moment, not as long as he kept doing what he was doing. In and out he thrust, her hot, wet depths enveloping him and trying to hold him in her each time he pulled back. In and out he thrust, driving hard into her, slamming their bodies together and the base of his cock into her clit.
Her gasps grew louder and her whole body trembled as his pounding thrusts pushed her quickly to climax. He didn't stop. He continued pushing into her, driving her along, keeping her orgasm going for long minutes while he worked himself toward climax. He reached down with one hand and pressed his thumb against her clit, rubbing it and teasing it in circles while he pumped his hips, driving himself in and out of her depths. She cried and gasped as he continued to milk her orgasm, his own quickly approaching. "OH FUCK!" she practically screamed, feeling the first surge of his cum push deep into her. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled them together, feeling his cock pump shot after shot of his cum into her hot, wet pussy. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes fuck yes," she moaned over and over as David stood in front of her, his cock twitching and leaking into her. "Ohmygod," She mumbled as she leaned back against the mirror, still not caring who saw her in this condition. Her orgasm was fading slowly away, and with it the animal lust that had been apart of it.
She finally became aware of two guys watching, one with his own pants open, stroking himself while he watched her naked body. She looked for her dress and ended up covering her tits with her arms, lacking anything else to cover herself with. "I think you made your point," she said quietly. "You can let me down now."
"Can I?"
"Please?" she asked softly.
"Please what?"
"Please can I have my dress?" she asked nicely.
David nodded and stepped back, pulling her legs from around him and lifting and holding them apart to completely expose her pussy to the guy jacking off, their cum leaking out of her and dripping to the floor below her.
"Oh fuck," he grunted as he started to squirt his cum out onto the tile floor. "Fuck, what a cunt," he grunted as he spewed his juice onto the growing puddle in front of him.
Maggie blushed brightly while David let her legs down, and then picked up her dress. He helped her off the counter and then helped her get her dress back on. David figured she'd be angry, but instead she threw herself at him, wrapping both arms around his neck. She pressed their lips together in a long, wet kiss and then she hugged him tightly. "God that was so worth it."
"You're not mad?" he asked quietly, feeling a little confused at her reaction.
"I was. I'm not now. God, that was so hot. I loved it. I loved how you took control and took me, made me yours. You can do that any time you want, sweetie. I'm yours for life if you want me."
David was surprised to say the least. He let his hands squeeze her ass, because he felt like it was what she expected, and she responded by hugging him even tighter. David didn't understand women. He didn't think he ever would. He returned to the party with Maggie on his arm, her face a radiant smile of contentment. Several women raised their eyebrows at him as he walked past and a number of men grinned, knowing exactly what had transpired without having to have been there. David didn't know it, but his reputation was suddenly much different than it had been only minutes ago, different even, within the circle of women there, and the men.
David was hanging up his coat after walking Maggie to her apartment. He had been tempted to stay when she invited him, but he was tired and had to work the next day. He suspected that there would be many more such invitations. He slipped his hand in his pocket to pull out his gloves and found something he didn't expect: a pair of previously worn, black-lace underwear. He stuck his hand in again and withdrew a piece of paper with a phone number on it and "Mary" written in distinctly feminine script.
He had to admit to curiosity. Who had slipped it into his coat pocket and when? He was tempted to call the number right then, but it was late. He went to bed with his mind full of Maggie, Joanne, and now a new admirer.
A few evenings later, David sat in the diner, waiting. It seemed an odd way to start a date, but he really wanted to see her. She walked in, her heavy winter coat covering whatever she was wearing. She stopped in front of him and slipped the coat off. The silver top she had on looked like it had material down the front loosely covering her breasts and extending down to the belt of the black mini-skirt she had on. She turned and he could see that her entire back was bare, with the exception of one small string across the middle of her back holding the front of the top to her body, and one small string around the back of her neck. The skirt was short, excitingly short.
"Hello David," she said brightly as she slipped into the booth seat across from his in the diner.
"Hi," he said awkwardly. "So, how are you doing tonight?"
"Me? I'm fantastic," she said softly. "You?"
"Oh, um, fantastic,"
"Feels kind of awkward, doesn't it?" she asked quietly.
"A bit. I wasn't sure about meeting here, but I didn't want to say no to getting a chance to see you."
"Really? Why? I mean, why did you want to see me?"
"I was really curious. When I found the underwear, I wasn't sure what to think, or even whose they were. I wanted to see you to see who you were."
"Are you disappointed?"
"Me? No way. Are you? Disappointed I mean?"
"Disappointed? Not exactly. Nervous? Yeah."
"How come?"
"Well, to be honest, after the party. I kinda thought that maybe, you'd be, well, sorta, I don't know."
"Yeah. That wasn't me. I mean it was me, but it wasn't, if you know what I mean."
"You mean you don't usually go have sex with older women in the ladies bathroom?"
He blushed and looked down at the coke in front of him. "Yeah. something like that. She kinda wanted it to happen. I hadn't even met her before that."
"So, a stranger?"
"Oh, no. I mean, she's the HR head at the company I work for. I guess she just got jilted by her husband for a younger woman and wanted to do something equally outrageous. Hence me and the bathroom."
"That explains her. Doesn't explain the other woman," she said even more quietly.
"Yeah. Well, my date was making a scene, trying to embarrass me."
"She was doing a good job of it from what I could see."
"Yeah, she was. I kinda lost my temper and decided to turn the tables on her."
"So you took her to the men's room and had sex with her there?"
"Seemed like the thing to do at the time, only problem was, she wasn't embarrassed. She kinda liked it."
"So someone you're seeing a lot I take it?"
"Not really. It was only our second date."
"Do you always fuck your second dates?"
"No, not exactly. I think she was looking for it when we started the date."
"How do you figure?"
"When I picked her up at her apartment she was kissing me and playing with my dick through my pants."
"yeah. that's kinda an obvious invitation."
"I thought so."
"So if that didn't happen, at the party I mean, would you have had sex with her after?"
"She was getting me turned on enough that I probably would have, yeah."
"So, you have sex a lot?"
"Well, I had a pretty steady girl in college. She and I spent a lot of time messing around."
"Messing around? Or fucking?"
"Fucking I guess. She enjoyed trying different things. You know, different places, different positions. That kind of thing."
"Sounds like you enjoyed it. How come you're not still with her? Sounds like she was a good fit for a horny bastard like you."
David blushed and looked down at his drink again. "I guess I had that coming, after what I did at the party."
"You did. It was pretty bad. But that doesn't answer the question. How come you're not still with her? If you two were that close?"
"Long story short, she decided to try things I wasn't interested in."
"Ah. Like what?"
"I had a hard enough time with a second guy, but when she wanted to do a gang bang I drew the line. It was only me or no me. She chose the later."
"I see. So you think it's okay to be having sex with more than one woman a time but the girl can't?"
David looked at her for long seconds. "No. Actually I don't. I've kinda always been a one woman man and expected my women to be the same way. That thing at the party was not who I am, at least not usually."
"Are you still fucking them both?"
"Actually, I'm not fucking either one of them."
"So what, you just fuck 'em and leave 'em?"
David felt himself blush at her blatant exclamation, loud enough that he could see the older couple in the booth behind her stiffen. "Actually, that wouldn't be my style either," he said with a heavy sigh. "I'm not proud of what happened at the party, but it happened. I won't say I didn't enjoy it, I did. But it's not the kind of thing I'd typically do. If you don't like that, I guess we don't need to date. If you're looking for someone for a fling, a fast fuck, I'm not your guy. I played those games when I was in college. Partying, fucking whatever girl was drunk enough to spread her legs for me. I always felt bad the morning after, waking up with a girl in my bed that I hardly knew. No, I'm afraid I'm more interested in something more substantial. Sex is great, but it's not what relationships are built on. It enhances one, but it can never be the basis of one."
She nodded quietly. "Good. Now that we're on the same sheet of music, what movie did you want to go see?"
It was a beautiful spring day, unseasonably warm, thankfully. The temps had already risen to the high seventies and were headed higher as the sun pushed its way into the sky. The slight breeze made ripples on the lake they walked next to, following the gravel path that wound both around the lake and through the sparse woods beside it. David had walked this path at least three times already, alone, trying to work out the perfect spot. Now with Mary beside him, holding his hand, he felt like there was a whole passel of butterflies in his stomach. They approached the little wooden platform that stuck out over the water a few feet, the entire platform secluded from the surrounding shoreline by a pair of huge willow trees. It was late enough in the spring for them to be fully leafed out already, the long, drooping branches waving gently in the breeze. He spread the hanging branches that acted like a curtain, and stepped through and onto the platform, drawing Mary along with him.
Now that it was time, he was even more nervous. He had it all planned, what he wanted to say, how he wanted to do it. The setting was perfect, the white, lightweight summer dress she had on made her look like an angel. Her shoulders and upper chest were bare, the white material not starting until the top of her full, round breasts. The dress only came to the middle of her thighs, and the wind teasingly blew it around her legs, threatening to actually blow it upwards on occasion as they stood together and looked out over the rippling water.
"It's beautiful, isn't it?" David asked quietly.
"It is," Mary agreed. "So tranquil. I could almost get lost in just standing here and letting the sun and wind tease my skin."
David looked over at her and worked up the nerve to do what he had come to do. "The only thing more beautiful is you," he said softly. "In fact, I don't think I've ever seen a more beautiful woman than you are."
She squeezed his hand. "I think you're lying. I know you think that Pamela Anderson is the sexiest woman alive. You said so."
"I've decided to revise my opinion."
"You're just saying that because you want to see me in one of those red swim suits."
David chuckled, her joking settling his nerves somehow. He wondered if she knew what he was going to ask and planned her responses. "Actually, I don't think one of those red suits would do your body justice. It'd cover too much of you."
"Is that what this is about? Trying to get me out of my dress? It's not like you haven't already seen my boobs, or touched me down lower. This seems like an awful lot of trouble to try and get me naked."
David took a deep breath. "No. That isn't what this is about."
"Good. I'd be awfully disappointed if it was," she whispered. "So if it's not that, what is it about?"
"Mary, you are the one person in the world that I want to spend the rest of my life with. I know it's only been four months, but, would you marry me? Would you be my love and my partner and my best friend from now until all time?"
She turned to look at him. He could see tears in her eyes as she bit her lower lip. Her silence scared him, making him think she might actually say no. She opened her mouth and took a deep breath, something he knew she did before she said something unpleasant. "I was beginning to wonder if you were ever going to ask. I would have said yes three months ago if you'd have asked. Yes, David. I will be your partner and your wife and your lover for all time!" she whispered before she threw herself at him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his in a long, wet kiss. They broke the kiss long enough to slip the simple gold band with a single diamond chip onto her finger.
"Do you remember how I sent you the message that first night?" she asked as she looked at the small ring with a smile that threatened to break her cheeks.
"Yeah, the black lace underwear."
"I have a matching pair on today," she said softly. "They're yours to take off, and anything else you want to take off. And you can have anything you find under them."
David grinned and hugged her tightly. She had been extremely stand-offish about her body, refusing to do more than let him touch and a few times see and suck on her breasts. Each time he has suggested it, she had refused being naked with him until she was sure he was the one. She didn't wait for him to start, she stepped back and reached to the top of the dress. She pulled it down over her breasts, uncovering both full, round mounds, her nipples protruding from her large, pink, puckered areola. She pushed the dress down slowly, uncovering her creamy, soft skin inch by inch until she was pushing it over her hips. It slid to the wooden deck, leaving her in nothing but a pair of skimpy, black-lace panties that did look exactly like the ones he's had in his pocket that first night. She stood there, expectantly waiting.



David stepped to her and reached for her underwear, slipping his fingers into the waistband and slowly pushing them down. He knelt in front of her as he pulled the lacy material down, slowly exposing her curl-covered mound and incredibly sexy pussy lips. Her full, round lips framed a fair amount of inner labia, which was pressed to her outer lips. He leaned his face toward her and gently kissed her mound as he slipped the panties the rest of the way down her legs. He looked down and lifted each foot, taking her sandals off as he pulled the underwear off, leaving her completely naked.
David stayed kneeling, reaching for her hand to pull her down with him. He gently laid her on the worn boards of the platform and then stood. She lay watching while he undressed himself, his hard dick soon exposed to her for the first time. As naked as she was, he knelt between her legs and leaned over, pressing his face between her thighs. She gasped slightly as he licked his tongue up her slit for the first time. Her soft lips moved under his touch, and after a few slow, firm strokes of his tongue, they separated and she allowed him to press between them. He tasted the tanginess of her wetness as he teased and licked up her slit, searching for and finding her hooded clit like his ex girlfriend had taught him. For once he was thankful that she had spent as much time teaching him about sex as she had. Mary lay there, moaning softly as he teased her closer and closer to orgasm, her hips starting to lift and move in time with the strokes of his tongue. He watched her chest start to heave as her breathing grew more ragged, one signal he had been able to learn in their very few experiences petting together. Her hips pushed toward his face and her hands grabbed at his hair to pull him tighter to her, trying to grind herself against his face as her body began to shudder.
He felt her juices flowing from her and down his chin as he worked his tongue against her clit while she ground her lips against his chin. He could tell she was about to tip over the edge of the abyss, and he smiled to himself that he was to be the first man to ever make her climax with anything other than his fingers. Her whole body went rigid, shaking and trembling slightly as her pussy gushed her juices around his face, leaking down his chin and dripping to the decking. Slowly her grip on his hair eased and he was able to lift his face from between her legs. He looked at her, looking at him. They both knew what was next, for David, something he'd been looking forward to for several months now, for Mary, something she had never felt. He crawled slowly up her body, kissing her mound, then her stomach and then her firm, round breasts. He took his time kissing and teasing each one, sucking and licking her areola and nipples. He finally kissed up her chest and along her neck and her jaw before finally pressing his lips to hers.
She shifted her arms to be around her neck and held his mouth to hers as they kissed. She let out the smallest of moans as he reached between them and rubbed his engorged head between her soft, wet lips. As wet as she was he didn't expect to have any trouble pushing into her, but he still took his time, knowing it was her first time. She'd had things in there, toys and even fingers, but she'd never had a man in her before. He felt her tense as he pressed against her, letting his mushroom head spread her slightly. She lifted both feet off the deck, lifting and spreading her legs as she bent them at her knees, trying to give him the access she thought he needed.
"Ohhhhhh my," she whispered, breaking the kiss, but still holding him so his face was in front of hers. He pressed harder, his cock spreading her entrance and then slipping into her. "OHHHHH!" she gasped as she felt him enter a short couple inches. He pulled back and slipped in again, a little deeper this time. Half a dozen times he slowly pulled back until only his head was still inside her and then slowly pushed back in again. He took his time, making each stroke slowly tease her depths and give her a chance to expand around his fat tool. He knew from experience that he was a bit fatter than average, and he didn't want to cause her pain. He watched her face, searching for any sign of discomfort, but finding only pleasure in her features.
He began to stroke in and out of her, his fat shaft teasing her clit with each stroke into her. He body responded, trying to renew her orgasm as he pushed into her wet depths faster and more forcefully. To him it felt like total bliss, sliding in and out of her, his urgency growing and the climax he had wished to have inside her pushing itself to the limit. In and out he thrust, her legs lifting and spreading a little more to let his head push all the way into her.
"David," she whispered.
"Uh huh." He grunted in reply.
"David, I'm not on anything."
He stopped stroking, laying on her, looking down at her. She could see the disappointment in his face. "I'm sorry," she whispered softly. "I guess I didn't think this through. I want you to finish. I want to feel you come in me, but I wanted you to know, that, well, I don't think it'll happen, not today, but it could."
She could feel his body soften inside her as he considered her words. She could see the struggle in his look, the desire to continue, but the trepidation at what could happen. "If you want to wait, I'll make you come a different way. I love how you feel in me, but if you're not ready for what could happen, then we need to stop. If you go much longer I don't think I could let you pull out of me."
"I love you. I want so much to be with you. But I don't know if we're ready for that. I've never made a baby before."
"Neither have I," she whispered. "I wish I'd have brought a rubber. I didn't think we would do this. I didn't think I would be ready to give myself to you yet, but here, it's so perfect. I want to be yours in every way."
"How sure are you?"
She laughed softly. "With my luck?"
"I love you," he whispered.
"Do it. Just this one time. Make me yours in a way that no man has ever done and no other man ever will," she whispered, hooking her feet on his butt. She pulled to coax him to stroke in her again. "Make me come around you and let me feel you come in me."
David began stroking again, slowly at first, feeling his dick harden again in her until he felt like an iron rod. He held himself over her, looking down at her and thrusting into her. Each stroke made her sexy tits roll and shift on her chest, the sight making his cock all the more eager to unleash its load into her. "This what you want?" He grunted as he plunged into her body forcefully.
She lifted her legs higher, feeling her body react to the renewed strokes. "God yes. Make me come again. Please make me come again," she moaned loudly.
In and out he thrust, watching her watch him She closed her eyes and arched her back as her climax started to wash over her. He saw her body start to tremble and knew it was time. He watched her climax push itself into being, feeling her clench around him as her body tried to pull him deeper. He felt his own orgasm coming to fruition, the familiar tingle and warmth spreading. He didn't think he could stop stroking now if she even begged him to. It was beyond the point of no return. His body plunged into her half a dozen more hard strokes before he felt the all too familiar spasm that jammed him hard into her.
She gasped as his engorged head slammed into the end of her depths and surged a massive gush of pent-up cum into her. Over and over his body spasmed and jerked, flowing shot after shot deep into her.
She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him down, digging her heels into his butt to make sure he didn't pull away. She pressed her lips to his and kissed him eagerly, sharing what she was feeling with him through her lips. Slowly her kiss softened until it was a soft, sweet, loving expression of how she felt about him. He returned it with equal love. "Thank you," she whispered. "It was so much more than I had ever expected. I love you. I want you like this forever."
"I can't think of a better way to spend the rest of my life," he whispered back.
The sight of her walking down the aisle was enough to make his heart flutter and that horde of butterflies to come awake again as it had the day he proposed. The white lace dress she wore made her look like she was floating down the aisle, not walking. Her dad walked with her, his normally stern face smiling like he'd never seen it before. Maybe for the first time, smiling at him. He stood at the front of the aisle, waiting, more than nervous. They stepped to where he stood and her father reached his hand out with hers in it. He placed her hand in his and before he withdrew his he whispered. "I've never seen my daughter as happy as she is today. I pray the two of you share this day forever." And then he was gone, stepping back and leaving just the two of them standing in front of the gathered crowd. He helped her step up in front of the priest and turned with her to look at him, a feeling of joy replacing the butterflies as he listened to him describe a perfect relationship, but he didn't need to hear a description, he felt he was living it.
It seemed to David that the reception had lasted forever. It was almost Christmas, only minutes away. David carried his bride over the threshold of the hotel room, and to the bed. The door closed itself behind them and he laid her on the big bed. The curtains were open and in the parking lot lights they could see the snow gently falling in big wet flakes. Neither cared about either the curtains being open on the second floor room, or the snow coming down. Too interested were they in each other. Mary climbed from the bed and the two stood, undressing each other, slowly, one button, one clip, one item at a time. David helped Mary slip the dress down her body and step out of it, and then he released the strapless bra holding her sexy breasts. He knelt in front of her and helped her take off her high heels and then, one at a time stroked his hands down her legs to pull roll the white stockings down. The only non-white thing she had on was her underwear. A pair of black, lace panties exactly like the pair she had given him that first day, and the pair he took off of her the first time they made love.
She coaxed him to stand up before he could take them off as well. She smiled and kissed him before pushing him away. "Get undressed. I'll be right back."
"If you want."
"I do," she whispered. She went to her suitcase, drew something out and then dashed to the bathroom. He quickly pulled the rest of his tux off and tossed it aside. David dug into his suitcase as well, pulling several small packages out before lying on the bed. He waited, his cock pointing toward his face as he lay there, his pounding heart making it bounce slowly with each beat. Mary stepped out of the bathroom, this time with her veil back on her head, the lace pulled back around the back of her head. She wore a white negligee, encasing her body in a thin, white mesh that seemed to shimmer in the light filtering in from the parking lot. It wasn't bright in the room, but it was light. It almost gave the room the feel of being outside, the huge window letting them look out on the dark night and falling snow.
Mary walked to the bed, letting David stroke his hands all around her body and the slick material as she moved to straddle him. "God you're so beautiful," he whispered to her.
"And you're so incredibly handsome. How I ever managed to land a hunk like you, I'll never know."
"I know. I fell in love with you the first time I saw you. All the way across the room. We saw each other and it was lighting a fire."
"Uh huh. Is that before or after you fucked those two women in the bathroom?"
"Before," David admitted. "I wish I hadn't ever done that."
"I'm glad you did."
"You are? Why?"
"Because if you hadn't, I never would have done what I did. I followed you into the bathroom and I stood in another stall and played with myself, listening to you fucking her. I imagined it was me in there, and you were pumping your cock into me, not her. I came in those panties."
"I never knew."
"You weren't supposed to, not until today. Today is the end of all secrets. We said our vows. Here's one we didn't say. I vow to never get angry at you for answering any question I ask, as long as you give me an honest answer. I promise to never get mad at you for telling me anything you feel you need to. I promise to never get upset with you for being honest."
"I promise to always listen to what you have to say, even if I don't want to hear it. I promise to always give you the benefit of the doubt and to never, ever, disbelieve what you are telling me."
"Good. Now make love to me," she whispered.
David rolled over to reach the night stand next to the king-sized bed. He pulled one of the little plastic packages over and ripped it open. Mary reached out and gently took it from him. He expected her to roll the condom down over his hard dick before sitting on him, her favorite position to make love. "David, will you give me a baby?"
"Sure. When?"
"Tonight."
"I can't guarantee that'd happen tonight," he said quietly.
"No, but I think I can. When we set the date I did the math. That's why tonight and not three or four days from now. It was hard to make sure, but my cycle has been pretty consistent. I'm pretty sure that it could happen tonight. We just need to make sure we fill up the bank enough times."
"Okay," he whispered.
She wiggled around on her knees, working the black panties off before she reached for his dick and lifted it up. Like she had done so many times since he had proposed, she lifted herself over him and then settled slowly down on him. He loved the look on her face as she slid down his cock, he loved to touch her body and to feel her around him. When she looked down at him he swore he could feel her love in both her motions and her expression. Tonight was no exception.
She began to slide up and down his shaft, working her hips so that each stroke was slightly different than the last, but at the same time, almost every stroke rubbed his shaft along her hard clit. She could feel him fill her with each push down on him and in moments the orgasm that had been waiting all day began to build. She loved him like she had never loved anyone before.
David cupped and squeezed her breasts exactly the way he had learned she liked it. It gave him immense pleasure to make her feel complete, loved and fulfilled. It was how she always said it. Making love to him, in her words, was more than having sex. It was sharing the one thing with him that she had never shared with anyone else. Hers was his and only his and it would always be that way. Her felt her pussy begin to clench around him as she bounced. He could feel her wetness growing with her orgasm, each stroke down making a soft, gentle squish. Up and down she moved, squish, slap, squish slap. Her moans began to grow, drowning out the soft sounds of her pussy. The light from the parking lot made her body and the negligee glow, the lace of the veil almost making her look like she had a halo on. To David she was indeed an angel. Up and down she moved, pushing his own orgasm toward completion.
They had only made love this way once, the day he proposed. They made love in a way that shared his seed with her body that one time. She hadn't become pregnant, but she knew that one day, on the day she picked for their wedding, that she would take his seed again and they would grow two new lives together. One between them and one inside of her. She looked down on him, watching his face, knowing that she had done this enough times to know exactly when he was going to climax. This time there would be no barrier. This time she would feel his seed in her again, filling her, pushing into every bit of her essence. She wanted this more than anything she could remember in her whole life. Her own body began to reach that point. She was unsure how long she could hold back, the promise of what was to come making her own orgasm build so much faster than she could remember. She felt her vagina start to squeeze around him, causing him to start pushing up back at her, driving them together harder. She felt her bare ass slap against his thighs and her clit jam into the crook at the base of his cock. She felt him swelling inside her, his completion only moments away. She looked down at his face, wanting to remember forever the way it looked at that moment, the moment they made a new life together.
They came tighter, both their orgasms peaking with seconds of each other. Mary cried out passionately while David grunted deeply. He could feel her climaxing around his cock as he pumped shot after shot of hot cum into her. It had been only once before he had filled her this way. This time was different. They didn't have to worry, didn't have to count days, didn't have be concerned about a mistake. They wanted to make a new life and this time he could completely enjoy the sensation of filling her in a way he couldn't before.
She slowly lay down on him, pressing her breasts to him through the soft material of the negligee. She pressed her lips to his and whispered, "I love you more than life itself. You just gave me the best Christmas present a man could ever give a woman."
"You are my Christmas present," he whispered as they heard the church bells just down the street chime in Christmas day.
He felt a hand on his shoulder pushing him, trying to shake him awake. He tried to ignore it, not wanting to leave the dream. Not wanting to return to reality.
"Shhh. Let grandpa sleep. He's really tired," he heard his daughter admonish her three year old son.
"When is grandma going to come home?" the young voice asked his mother.
David refused to open his eyes. He didn't want to think about the fact that she never would again. He didn't want to accept that due to one over tired truck driver, hopped up on speed to stay awake, he would never hold the love of his life again. He lay there, the remembrance of the best days of their life together broken and refusing to return.
He opened his eyes and looked out the window again, tears streaming down his face as he silently cried. He could hear his family eating in the other room, trying to be quiet to not disturb him. It was beyond painful to him to have to bury her on their anniversary. He quite simply didn't know how he could live. He wasn't sure he even wanted to. Mary had been a strong believer. She always was sure she was going to heaven. She knew in her heart that she would make that final trip and be with god. David had tried to believe. He wanted to, but he was never sure, never confident, no matter how many times his love had assured him that it would be so. Now it was all he had. Hope that someday he would see her again in heaven, for there didn't seem to be much left here on earth for him.
He sat and stared out the window, watching the snow fall, the flakes turning heavier and thicker, much as they were on that first night as man and wife. The snow had been heavy that Christmas, postponing their honeymoon because the flights were all canceled. Maybe it was a good thing. They made love no less than six times the next day, one of which was sure to have solidified their oldest daughters conception. Their oldest daughter, Anna, was born of true love. She was their cherished prize, conceived on their first night. Twice more they had been blessed with daughters, and he loved each of them equally, but that love would never hold a candle to what he felt for Mary. He would do anything to protect his daughter, but Mary? He would have given his life without thought to save hers. But he couldn't. He wasn't there. He couldn't protect her. He couldn't even hold her hand as she died. As so many times before they had, he gave her a kiss, which she returned and said "See you later love." This time he wouldn't. He wished he'd have held her a second longer, kissed her a few moments longer, took her to bed with him for just a few minutes, played with her butt and made her giggle and squirm. Anything to make her just a few seconds later so that she wouldn't have been driving through that intersection at that exact second. The police had said she probably didn't even know what hit her. The truck was going so fast that death was instantaneous. And maybe it was, for her. For him it would last an eternity.



Night had long since fallen. He'd allowed Anna to coax him off the sofa and to be. He sat and let her undress him, not even interested in taking that much effort. If it were up to him he would have just gone to bed dressed. He made his way back to the living room, the tree still gaily blinking and sparkling. He sat and looked at some of the ornaments, trying to remember when each and every one was purchased or made. So many were made by their children, more even than had been purchased. Though some of those were there girls favorites.
He was nearly asleep again, still sitting on the sofa. The light from the tree seemed to change slightly, something odd, something out of place. His mind took long seconds to drag him back from the brink of sleep, something wasn't right, something was tugging at his mind. His eyes blinked open like a shot. "Mary?" he asked, having sworn he heard her whisper his name from behind him. He twisted to look behind him, but all that was there was darkness. The darkness of the kitchen and dining room, the gentle-colored twinkle flashing on the walls from the tree behind him. The orange glittering on the kitchen wall. His mind struggled for a moment. That was what was out of place. Orange didn't belong. Red, green, blue, yellow, but not orange. He had no orange Christmas lights, either on the tree or the house.
He turned to look the tree, curious where the orange was coming from, then he saw it. It wasn't his tree. It wasn't the decorations on his house or even any of the other houses in the neighborhood. It was coming from the one non-decorated house on the block, the plain white non-decorated house across the street. In the corner of the roof flickering orange pushed through the black shingles, melting the growing blanket of snow that had collected. The orange flicker grew even larger in the few seconds he had been watching it in fascination. His mind seemed numb. He was so lost in his grief that it took precious seconds to realize what was happening. He had watched the moving van earlier. The house, having been vacant for almost two weeks was no longer so. He remembered seeing the young woman walking to the house. The small compact car was parked in the driveway, covered in the blanket of snow that was now at least two inches thick.
David really wasn't thinking clearly, if at all. His mind was working through the blur of his loss. "GO!" he heard his wife urgently say to him. He knew it was impossible, but yet he heard it very clearly in his mind. He reacted exactly as he would have if she had been standing there. Exactly the way he had for all the years they had been together. David got up from the sofa and ran to the front door. He didn't bother to get his cell phone from his bedroom, he didn't bother to dress, still wearing the pajamas that his daughter had helped him dress in, he didn't even stop to put on shoes, boots or slippers. David reacted and ran out the door into the falling snow. He was halfway across the road before the cold wetness of the white blanket seeped into his feet and made the mental connection. He chastised himself for not thinking about shoes, but continued to run, the sound of his wife's voice strong in his mind. "Hurry!" she seemed to coax. "Please hurry!"
He pulled the screen door open and pounded on the door. He didn't even know her name. He just knew she was in there. He beat on the door harder, hoping to wake her and alert her to the danger. In frustration he tried the doorknob, surprised to find it unlocked. He pushed the door open and shouted. "HEY! Your house is on fire!" He listened, no answer came forth. He could hear the fire crackling. He looked through the living room and saw the paint on the far wall bubbling and blistering as the fire inside the wall grew. The layout looked much like his own house. He ran past the stairs going up to find the master bedroom, only to find it stacked with boxes. No one would be sleeping in there. He ran back to the stairs and shouted up the stairs again. "HEY! ANYONE IN HERE!"
Smoke was already starting to creep down the stairway ceiling, slowly filling the upstairs. He pounded up the stairs, ducking low and gagging on the growing smoke. Three rooms, like his house. He headed to the furthest first, the closest to the fire. The door was closed. He felt it like he'd been taught since kindergarten. Make sure it isn't hot! It was. Hot enough to burn the palm of his hand. No one would be coming out of that room, and if he opened the door he probably wouldn't be coming out either. That left two rooms. His chocking dropped him to his knees, barely able to breath as the heavy smoke continued to build in the hallway, getting darker and heavier. The lighter smoke he could see through was already reaching the floor and pushing into the first floor. He knew he didn't have much time. He crawled back down the hall to the next room. The door was closed and he felt it. Still cool. He opened it and found only a few piles of boxes and some exercise equipment. Nothing else worth looking at.
His head started to swim as breathing became more difficult. A chocking fit struck him as he pulled the door closed. He wanted to get out, his brain screamed that he needed to get away, but another part told him one more room. Just one more room. He crawled to the open door and found piles of boxes and a mattress. Lying on the mattress was a young woman. He crawled into the room, stopping half way to the mattress to choke again. He needed to get a breath, but every time he did, it burned inside. He tried to hold is breath and crawl to where she was, his vision blurred by the burning watering of his eyes. She lay covered with a sheet and blanket, which he jerked off. He tried to shake her awake, but couldn't bring himself to say anything without starting another choking spasm. He grabbed at her arm and tried to pull her with him. She wasn't large, she was actually fairly petite. His mind briefly flashed to how Mary had looked so many times, laying in nothing but a pair of tiny black panties when she wanted to tease him into action, and how similar the young woman now looked.
The thought only lasted a few fractions of a second before the next choking fit overtook him, seeming to chastise him for his thoughts. He rolled on the floor, the choking so hard it made little stars in his vision and he wondered if he'd been too rash, coming in here the way he had. Mary had always said he lacked impulse control, especially when it came to her. All she had to do was to show him her tiny black lace panties and she could count on his predictable response. It didn't matter where, out in the woods, at company parties, even at friends houses. She loved to tease him and feel him drive them both to ecstasy with his cock, even if it was in someone's bathroom or against a tree in the woods. She seemed to delight in keeping things fresh and new their entire marriage, even allowing him to give her a quick fuck in their daughter's dorm room once while they were moving her in. She seemed to never tire of finding ways to tease and coax him in that way. The one thing she never did, was to allow or invite anyone else into their game. It was for the two of them, and the two of them only.
He had no idea why all of the sudden these images and feelings overflowed him as he lay on the floor gasping, struggling to get another breath. His mind screamed at him that he needed to get out. He needed to get away from the burning of his lungs and the stinging in his eyes. He could see the heavy black smoke that was traveling across the ceiling of the room was banking lower and lower toward him. He knew instinctively that it was time to get out before he couldn't. but if he didn't, it would at least end the pain he was in. He closed his eyes and wondered if she was right, if heaven did exist. He was tempted to just let the blackness overtake him.
"MOVE!" he heard Mary scream in his brain. "NOT LIKE THIS!" He rolled onto his stomach and could see light where the dooway was, orange flickering light. He knew he was running out of time, but the same voice that told him to get out demanded that he not leave her. He pushed himself up and crawled the two feet to where she lay on the mattress. He pulled her to him, her bare breasts, each the size of a small coconut half, pressing to his chest as he tried to hug her to him. He wanted to check to see if she was alive, but knew that he didn't even have time for that. He tried to stand, the heat and heavy smoke forcing him back down again.
He started to back himself out of the room, crab walking on one hand and his bare feet, the woman laying on his chest, held there by one arm. He was out the door and he knew the stairs were close, he knew they had to be, but he couldn't see them. The smoke was getting too heavy and he could barely open his eyes for the acrid, burning sensation. He tried to blink away the tears and see where he was going, but all he could to was slam them shut again. He wanted to lay down and stop, but that voice just kept telling him to keep moving, one more push, one more pull, keep moving.
His lungs burned in his chest and he realized he was holding his breath. Maybe that was a good thing, but his body was starting to scream at him to breathe. He opened his mouth to draw in some air and fell into another gasping choking fit as he tried to keep crawling backwards. He felt the stairs, or more correctly, the lack of floor under his right hand. He felt himself falling, sliding, tumbling down the stairs. The two of them rolled and slid down the long stairway, bruising his back and body in multiple places, but he refused to lose his grip on the young woman's body. He held her tightly to him, their bodies squeezed together, her face next to his her cheek pressing to his as he held her to him with one arm. He lay on the stairs, his head lower than his feet. He could feel his feet tangled in something, but his brain couldn't work out what. He tried to kick it off as he slid the last few steps to the floor below. It was cooler, he could almost breathe, but not quite. He pried his eyes open for a moment and saw light behind him and knew it was the front door, still standing open. It had to be. If it wasn't he wasn't going to make it and he knew it. But that voice kept telling him to move, one more push, only a few more feet. He could make it. He was strong enough, he could do it if he tried.
He blinked his eyes open again and could see the heavy black smoke that was now forcing its way down the stairs finding the open door and billowing out, the massive heat of the fire flowing out the opening with the smoke. It was painfully hot, but he had to keep moving. The voice in his head told him if he didn't he wouldn't survive, nor would the woman in his arms, and he had to survive. He didn't know why, but the voice insisted he must. He pushed himself back again, forcing himself to drag her to and then through the door.
He pushed hard, once, twice, three times with his feet. He finally pushed clear of the door and the heat was suddenly replaced with something else, cold! Almost unimaginable cold! He felt like he'd been pulled from an oven and thrust into ice water. His brain rebelled and instead of being able to breathe, his body made a massive gasp and then refused to let him breathe. He felt the cold flowing into his body as he pushed one final time, sliding across the rough concrete and away from the heat of the fire.
He was out, but he knew it was for naught. He told the voice in his head he had failed. He felt his vision fade hoped that Mary had been right, that there was a heaven. He'd failed to protect Mary. He failed to save the woman in his arms. If Mary were right, he prayed he'd see her soon. If not, he knew he was at the end of the line. If heaven existed, he hoped he'd find himself there. He wished at that moment he had the confidence she always did.
"Engine twenty-seven on scene. Two story residential, heavy fire showing through the roof. Heavy involvement," the Captain said into his radio as they rolled up. "Engine Twenty-eight, hit the hydrant at the end of the street and pull the four inch. This is gonna be an all-nighter. Dispatch, ring out a second alarm please." He climbed from the truck and looked at the house, only then noticing two bodies laying in the snow outside the house. "Damn," he groaned. He keyed the microphone again. "Dispatch, better send a box. We have victims in the front yard."
The captain walked to the two bodies, both of them almost nude, a woman wearing nothing but a pair of underwear and a man lying under her, wearing nothing but a pair of pajama pants that seemed to have come nearly all the way off his body, hanging on only by one leg. He felt and heard the two men running into the doorway with a hose line as he knelt next to the two bodies. Surprisingly they didn't seem to be seriously burned. The way they were lying, he'd expected much worse. Neither was moving, and he didn't see any signs they were breathing. He leaned toward them and felt for a pulse on the neck of the young woman. "SHIT!" he swore before keying the microphone clipped to his coat. "Rescue Twenty. Get me oxygen and a trauma bag!" He gently tried to roll the woman off the man's body, but he seemed to be holding her tightly to him, almost refusing to let go. Rigor couldn't have set in yet. It was too soon. He tried again, the man's arm actually pulled her tighter to him. "Dispatch. Get that box moving, we have two survivors."
He firmly coaxed the man to release the woman, his daughter he guessed, and eased her off his chest. He rolled her onto her back and was surprised to see her chest move. She was breathing, but not much. The rescue team didn't waste any time. In moments they had oxygen masks on the two victims and were checking for other injuries. Some burns, but not bad, mostly first degree. A lot of bruising. They looked like they had taken a beating of some kind.
White smoke started to pour from the house when Anna walked to the front room. It was cold in the Living room. The front door was standing open. She could see past the fire truck where several firemen were kneeling. She could see bodies. She suddenly had a feeling of dread overcome her. She ran to her father's bedroom. The door was open. She turned on the light and sure enough, his bed was empty. "Oh god no!" she gasped as she ran to the front door. The footprints down the driveway in the two inch deep snow confirmed her worst fears. She ran out the door, her own barefoot prints next to her father's as she ran across the road. A police officer stopped her before she could run into the yard.
"Hold on there. Where do you think you're going?" he said, grabbing her arms and stopping her.
"Let me go! I think that's my father!" she cried, trying to pull away from the officer. He looked at the fear on her face and let her go, allowing her to run past the fire truck and up to the two bodies lying in the snow. "DAD!" she screamed as she recognized her father laying naked in the snow. "DAD!"
"Hang on," one of the firefighters said as he grabbed her, inches away from her father. "Take it easy. He's alive," he said, trying to calm her. "We're working on him. Do you know who the young woman is?"
Anna stopped struggling and looked at the second body, only now realizing it was indeed a young woman. She too had a mask on her face and she could tell that the woman was breathing. "Uh, no. Someone just moved in today. It must be her. My dad must have seen the fire and tried to wake her."
"Well, he managed to get her out, but both are unconscious. Probably from the smoke. We have an ambulance on the way. There isn't much you can do here at the moment," he said as another fire fighter stepped over to her father with a backboard.
"Can you cover him with a blanket or something at least?" she begged, tears streaming down her face both from fear and relief.
"We will. Just as soon as we get him on a backboard. Now you can't do anything here. Why don't you go home and get some clothes on. You'll want to go to the hospital and meet him there."
"Clothes?" she asked only now fully hearing what he was saying.
"You. Go get dressed. You don't want to go to the hospital that way," he said, nodding at her body, most of her showing through her sheer nightgown. "Go on. I'll stay with him all the way to the hospital. I think he'll be alright, but we wont know for sure until we get him there. His lungs could be injured."
"His lungs?"
"From the heat and smoke. He apparently went in to rescue the young lady. Now go and get dressed before you freeze out here."
Anna only then realized that she was indeed freezing, her feet tingling from the cold as she stood barefoot in the snow. She wrapped her arms around her body and walked quickly back to the house, waking the rest of the family and doing what the fireman suggested, getting dressed.
David sat on the bench on the wooden platform, the willows hanging down around it, secluding it from the gravel path that led past it. He looked over the water, the light breeze rippling the surface. He just sat, looking, waiting, but for what he didn't really know. The wind was warm, which was a surprise, given the snow he had been in, what, moments before?
"Hello David," he heard Mary say from behind him. She stepped around the bench and stood in front of him, naked except for a tiny pair of black lace underwear.
"MARY!" he exclaimed as he stood up. He stepped to her and took her in his arms, pulling them together and kissing her eagerly. "You didn't die! It was all a mistake!" He gasped as he hugged her after breaking the kiss.
"No David. I did." she whispered.
"I don't understand. How can you be here then? I don't understand."
"I'm here because of you."
"Me?"
"You did a stupid, wonderfully, terribly, heroic thing tonight. You saved a life that wasn't meant to end yet. I knew you could. You were the only one that could."
"I don't understand."
"Emily, the young woman that moved in today. You saved her, from the fire. You were the only one that could. And you did."
"I don't understand. Am I dead? Is that why I can see you? That you were right and heaven exists?"
"You, my love? No, but you're hanging on by a thread. Right now it could go either way. He won't tell me which way it will go, though I know he knows. He said if I wanted to, I could have a choice. You could join me here, or you could go back. I want to be selfish, but you have too much to live for yet. Our children, seven grand children."
"Seven? We only have one."
"I know," she said softly. But that will change. Even now Anna is growing number two. Time here, it's not the way you and I know it. Past, present, future, are all the same. So yes, seven."
"My god."
"Shhhhh. You shouldn't do that."
"I miss you so much," David whispered before breaking down into sobs. His wife held him as he cried for what seemed like hours, to him, before he could gather himself again. "I'm sorry. Not very dignified," he finally managed to sniff out.
"No my love. But I understand," she whispered, still holding him. "I'm going to send you back. You have too much life to live yet. I can't say what all will happen, but I can see that you have a lot yet to give."
"I don't know if I can live without you," he whispered.
"You can. And you will. I want you to be happy. Sitting and letting life pass you by because I'm gone is not what you should be doing. He doesn't like wasting life. He gives us life to live according to his will, but we still have to live it. Tonight you took a step. A big step. You saved a life that needed to be saved. She, like you, was giving up because of her own loss. Your saving her will bring her away from that, just like your saving her will bring you away from your loss of me."



"I don't understand."
She kissed him softly. "I have to go. He only gave me a little time with you. You have to go too."
"But what will I do without you?"
She smiled at him. "You've already taken the first step. I've given you a sign. All you have to do is follow it." She turned and walked toward the path, her body still bare except for the black panties covering her butt cheeks. He watched her walk away, wanting to follow, but unable to move. He watched each step she took until she faded away from sight, leaving just the path and grass and trees. He stood there, staring at where she had been. The warm breeze started to turn cool and then cold. The leaves dropped from the willows and blew away, replaced moments later by small snowflakes and then larger ones. His body felt cold and he sat down on the wooden decking, suddenly exhausted. He rolled onto his side and closed his eyes, unable to keep them open any longer.
"What?" David croaked into the oxygen mask on his face. He tried to reach a hand to pull it away, but another hand grabbed his.
"Take it easy," the new voice said softly. It was quiet and soothing. He could almost feel. "Just take it easy. We're taking care of you."
"Where am I?" he croaked out.
"You're in the emergency room. You had a busy night."
"How is she? Emily?"
"Is that her name? Emily?"
He looked up at the nurse in confusion. "Um. I think so. Someone told me that was her name."
"Alright, we'll call her Emily for now."
"Is she okay?"
"She hasn't come around yet, but we think she'll be alright," the nurse said softly.
"I tried to get her out. I didn't think I was in time. She wouldn't wake up."
"You got her out in time. She's breathing and has a good pulse. We're not sure why she won't wake."
"She's hiding," he said softly.
"Hiding?"
"From life." He answered the nurse. "I know how she feels. I wanted to do the same thing, but she made me come back."
"She made you come back? Who made you come back?."
"We just buried my mom," he heard Anna say from close by. "Dad? Are you saying you saw mom?"
"She sent me back. Said it wasn't time for me yet."
"Dad, mom's gone. It was just a dream." Anna said softly.
"No. It wasn't. She said it wasn't time for me to be with her yet. She said I had too much to give yet. She said other things, but it's getting harder to remember. Too many grandchildren to help take care of."
"Too many? You only have one."
"Two if I understood. It's all getting so fuzzy, hard to remember."
"How could he know?" he heard Anna's husband say softly.
"Know what?" the nurse asked curiously.
"We just found out she's pregnant again yesterday morning. We haven't told anyone yet," Anna's husband answered quietly. "He couldn't have known."
"Can I see Emily?" David asked the nurse.
"She's not conscious."
"I know. But please? Can I see her? It's important."
"She's in the next bed," the nurse said hesitantly. She stepped to the sliding curtains and pulled one back. The young lady was lying in the bed, with an oxygen mask on. He could see her chest rising and falling under the blanket as she breathed.
"Let me hold her hand," David whispered.
The nurse, confused by all that she had heard in the last few minutes shook her head, but rolled the bed over far enough. David held out his hand and the nurse moved Emily's hand to rest in his.
"Emily. It's time to come back," he whispered. "I promise I'll be here for you, just like I was tonight. But it's time to come back."
For long seconds nothing happened, and the nurse was about to push the beds apart again. Emily's eyes fluttered and opened. David held her hand as her head moved side to side, her brain trying to gather where she was. The nurse moved around the other side of her bed and leaned over. "It's alright. You're in the hospital. There was a fire." She said softly to Emily, gently stroking her head to help calm her.
"David! Is he alright?" She asked through the mask. "Tell me he's alright."
"I'm here." David said, squeezing her hand.
"She said you saved me. That you'd make sure I was alright."
"Who did?" the nurse asked. She'd seen a lot of things in her career in nursing, but she was definitely confused by this pair.
"Mary: the woman in my dream. She said David would take care of me. He'd protect me like he had her for twenty-five years. She said he was kind and loving and he'd take care of me."
"Oh my god," Anna whispered. The nurse looked up at Anna with a confused look. "Mary was my mom's name. She and dad would have been married twenty-five years yesterday."
"It'll be okay," Emily said, looking over at me. "She said we were meant for each other. I didn't understand it all, but she said something about black lace underwear. She said if I wore them you'd know what it meant. When I moved, I threw out all my underwear except the few pairs of black lace ones I have. I didn't know why. I was angry with them, the underwear. I didn't want them around any more, just the black ones. She said they were your favorite. That if I wore them for you, you'd understand. I'm not sure I understand. What did she mean?"
David nodded. He knew exactly what it meant. It was an invitation that he couldn't refuse, and Mary knew it. He looked over at Emily. "We'll be fine," he said confidently. With more confidence than he'd felt in years. "I think you're going to be looking for a new place to live. If you want, I have room at my house," he said, giving her hand a squeeze.
"I think I'd like that," she agreed, squeezing his hand back, feeling a happiness inside that had been missing since her husband died. Both of them knew then, looking at each other, that they would both be okay.
David looked at his daughter. He knew that Christmas wouldn't be the horrible thing he was afraid it would become. Christmas was a symbol of a beginning. He had a feeling that it would be a new beginning for him as well.
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I've always been an early riser, and this morning was no exception. The boat was quiet as I slipped out of bed, taking a moment to enjoy the view of Chris's exposed pussy and breasts before I covered her with the blanket. I pulled on my shorts over my suddenly half-hard dick and padded in my bare feet out to the back deck. I pulled down the front of my shorts and stood there for some seconds, willing my body to relax enough and eventually peed off the stern of the boat, my stream making an audible tinkle as it hit the lake water.
I couldn't quite help but give my dick a few quick strokes after finishing, remembering how good Chris felt around me the night before. I was tempted to slip back into bed with her and go again, but last thing we needed would be to get caught by her mom, or even worse, her dad.
I pulled my shorts up over my hardon and walked quietly up the stairs to the upper deck to watch the sunrise over the lake. I stepped to the railing and looked around and froze for a moment. Standing on the small cabin cruiser anchored next to us was a woman in a bikini looking right up at me from only a dozen or so yards away. She had to be middle-aged, maybe forty or so, but she looked pretty damn good in the bikini. In a lot of ways, she was looking hotter than Aunt Mary.
She looked up at me with a smile, and without a word reached up behind her head and gathered her long, blond hair into a ponytail. She wound it around and around itself until it became a bundle high on the back of her head, the used a large alligator-type clip to hold it in place. Still smiling, she reached behind her neck and untied the string of the bikini top covering her quite large breasts. Holding one hand over her chest she held the triangles in place while she reached behind her back with the other and tugged the other string. She moved her arm and pulled the triangle top off, dropping it onto the deck next to her, her huge tits completely on display. Each large tit drooped down her chest like two massive drops of water, her dark-pink areola covering almost a quarter of the front of each orb, the pink circle surrounding a large, erect nipple.
Her hands went to her hips and untied one string holding a very tiny triangle over her pussy, and then, holding the triangle in place, reached for the second string. She started to pull the string and then stopped, looking up at me questioningly.
"Hell yeah," I said quietly, guessing she was asking if I wanted her to continue.
She frowned at me and let go of the string, holding the triangle in front of her. I heard her mutter something under her breath I couldn't quite make out from this distance. She formed her hand into a circle and then pumped it in front of her crotch as if jacking off.
"Ohhhh," I said quietly, nodding that I understood. Her scowl turned to a smile as I pushed the front of my shorts down and leaned against the railing, my dick poking out over the side.
She reached back to the tie on her left hip and tugged it, pulling the bikini bottom off and tossing it aside while still holding her hand over her crotch. She looked up at me, smiling, and made the jacking-off motion again.
I got the idea, wrapped my hand around my cock and started to slowly stroke it, making it even harder than it was. She responded by moving her hand and stepping her feet apart so I could see her pussy. She had a little patch of blond hair on her mound, trimmed into a little arrow pointing between her legs. She reached her hand down and stroked her fingers across her pussy, dipping her fingers between her lips and then holding them out for me to see, the rising sun glistening off the juices covering her fingers.
She said something I didn't understand, and then turned around and bent over. She pulled a little hose out of a compartment on the deck and used the nozzle attached to spray water all over her body. She bent again, picked up a small cloth and squirted something from a bottle on it and then stood back up to face me. With a smile glued to her face, she began rubbing it across her skin, suds forming on her body as she moved it around, covering her body with a thin coat of white, soapy foam. She spread her legs and rubbed the cloth between them, then turned around and bent over, doing the same while giving me a chance to see her ass. She set the rag down and picked up the hose again, using it to rinse her body off.
She looked up at me and let water from the hose dribble down her body, her free hand stroking down across her breasts, bouncing across her nipples and then streaming down to her mound and between her legs. She stroked herself slowly, moving her fingers in time with my strokes, each stroke gliding her middle finger between and across her lips. She said something, which I began to realize was a foreign language, possibly French. While I couldn't understand the words, it was easy to understand the sentiment. She was enjoying the show as much as I was.
I stroked my cock slowly, watching her finger her pussy, both of us getting more excited by the moment. The spell was suddenly and abruptly broken as another woman of similar age, wearing a long t-shirt stepped up out of the low cabin into the passenger cockpit, looked around and then saw the blond woman standing naked on the stern platform. She snapped something in their foreign language at the woman on the deck, who responded curtly before pointing up at me.
I quickly pulled my shorts up and covered my dick, feeling somewhat embarrassed at being caught masturbating with the blond woman.
The blond woman frowned at me and set down the hose before turning to the other woman and arguing with her about something, presumably me. The two went back and forth several times before the dark haired woman looked up at me. The other boat was close enough that I could see her roll her eyes in exasperation before inexplicably reaching for the hem of her t-shirt and pulling it up. She turned and tossed it into the cabin, standing in the passenger cockpit as naked as the blond woman.
Her breasts were quite a bit smaller, her entire body slightly thinner than the blond woman who had a nicely-shaped, full figure. The blond woman drew my attention back to her and crooked her finger at me, saying something in her foreign tongue. She scowled and then, with difficulty, said in a very heavy accent, "Come this ship?" before smiling up at me again.
"Boat!" the dark haired woman snapped at her friend in heavily accented English.
"Oui! Come this boat?" the blonde said, looking up at me.
"You want me to come over there?" I asked from the railing. She frowned at me in response. "Me come there?" I asked, pointing to myself and then to her boat.
"Ah! Oui!" she said with a smile.
The only way over there was to swim, and that meant that I'd get there with nothing on and nothing to wear. It was still early, so I doubted that anyone else was up yet. I was still considering it when she made the jacking-off motion in front of her crotch again and then pointed to herself and pressed her fingers between her legs again. The invitation was clear, she wanted me to come over and have sex. "What the hell? Why not?" I answered, getting an even bigger smile back from the blonde, who clearly understood, if not my words, the inflection in my voice. I pushed away from the rail and walked to the stairs and down to the stern platform. I looked into the window and didn't see anyone moving around yet. I slipped my shorts off and eased into the water beneath the boarding ladder and pushed away. It only took a few seconds to do a modified breast stroke to the other boat. I grabbed the ladder and looked up at the nude blonde woman standing at the top. She smiled down at me and backed up as I climbed up to the deck.
She chittered something in what I was now sure was French, taking my hand and pulling me through the little knee-high door into the passenger cockpit. She picked up a small towel and raised her eyebrows while holding it, apparently asking permission to dry me off.
"Sure," I said, nodding, after which she came closer and began wiping the lake water off my body. She got to my now mostly-softened dick and knelt down in front of me, gently drying it and then, leaning her face toward me, engulfed my cock within her hot mouth. "Oh damn," I groaned softly before the dark-haired woman, standing against the drivers seat, arms folded across her chest, spoke.
"This is Michelle, and I am Aimee," she said in heavily-accented English. "My friend thinks you have a nice looking cock and wants to have sex with you."
"Hi, I'm Trevor. I kind of got that idea," I said, looking down at Michelle's mouth sliding on and off my again-hard dick, her eyes looking up at me cheerfully.
Michelle pulled her mouth off of my dick and said something in rapid-fire French to Aimee, who rolled her eyes in response. Michelle stood up in front of me and gently pushed me back until I had to sit on one of the padded bench seats that curved around the back and port side of the boat's passenger cockpit. She sat down next to me, turned my head, and pressed her soft lips against mine. While we kissed, she found my hand with hers and drew it to her lap, pressing my fingers between her legs in an obvious request for me to play with her. When she felt my fingers stroke her pussy, she broke the hot, wet kiss and twisted her body to allow her to lift one foot off the floor, moving it to the bench, causing her legs to spread and give me free access to her pussy. She said something again to Aimee, who moved to sit next to me.
"She wants me to tell you that she thought she'd find all kinds of sweet, young men that would want to play with her, but we've been here two days and all we've attracted are boats of boys more interested in having what you Americans call a 'gang bang', than finding sweet boys like yourself."
"I see," I said as Aimee reached into my lap and started to play with my hardon while I stroked Michelle's pussy with one hand, my other arm wrapped around her, playing with one of her big tits from her other side.
"So, Trevor of America, do you think you have enough to satisfy two very horny French women?"
"I'm more than willing to try," I agreed before she pressed her lips to mine. We sat and kissed for long seconds, her hand teasing my dick while my fingers stroked Michelle's pussy. She broke the kiss and pulled away.
"Why don't we lie down," she suggested softly. Tugging my arm to pull my hand from Michelle's pussy. She stood up and extended a hand to me and one to Michelle. "You want to go inside or are you okay with doing it right here?"
"Here's fine with me," I answered as the two of us stood up.
"Then here it will be," she said as she pulled us away from the bench seat. She let go of me, reached for the back of the bench seat, and to my surprise it folded down, sticking out over the swim platform on the back of the boat in a large, flat padded area, probably intended for sunbathing. She turned and took my hand, pulling me toward the padded bed as she crawled back onto it. I crawled onto the bed after her, letting her pull me until I was mostly on the bed. "Lay down," she coaxed, helping me lie down on my back. She crawled forward, knee-walking herself over my head so that her pussy was poised over my face, facing my feet.
Her full round lips were shaved as smooth as her mound, copious amounts of her flowery inner lips protruding invitingly. She spread her knees to lower her body down, bringing her pussy down until it almost touched my face. I stuck my tongue out and stroked along it, sliding between her lips until I found her hard, little clit hiding at the end of her slit. I was in mid stroke when I felt a hot wetness envelop my engorged cock head, and slowly sink down over my shaft. Clearly Michelle was going to get what she had been looking for.
I licked up and down Aimee's slit, teasing her clit each time I reached it, while Michelle bounced herself up and down my shaft, my head bouncing against the end of her vaginal tunnel as her bare ass bounced off my thighs. Up and down she went, moans and gasps muffled at times, and at others clearly audible. I wrapped my arms around Aimee's thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips farther apart, letting me tease her clit more directly.
Michelle was gasping and moaning "Fuck," over and over as she slammed herself down on me, clearly working herself toward climax, while I continued to tease Aimee's clit and pussy. I felt her pussy clench around me once and then again as her legs started to tremble. Up and down, she continued to ride, bouncing herself on me as her climax rushed over her. Finally she sat on my cock, her pussy convulsing and spasming around my fat shaft as she sat, panting.
I felt Michelle pull off my cock and then Aimee lifted herself off of me, leaving me lying there with my face covered in her juices. "Do you do it, how you say? Doggy style?"
"I can," I answered.
Aimee smiled back at me and then crawled around me to put her face between Michelle's legs, her butt sticking in the air, her knees pushed apart to spread her pussy for me. I moved around, finally sliding one leg off the bed to hold myself up behind her. I grabbed my dick, aimed it at her wet pussy, and slowly pushed my already slicked dick slowly into her. I held her hips and started to pump in and out of her, sliding my cock in and out of the pussy I'd just spent time licking. Michelle laid on her back in front of Aimee, her legs spread wide while Aimee licked her pussy, one of Michelle's hands teasing her own big, soft tits while I pumped my hips in and out of Aimee.
In and out I plunged, feeling my climax starting to build urgently within me. I tried to think of other things, look across the water, all kinds of things, to keep from coming too soon. Aimee felt so damn good around my dick and the sight of Michelle lying with her legs spread was something I'd only seen in porn videos.
"God, I'm going to come," I warned Aimee as my body insisted that it couldn't wait even a moment longer.
"FUCK YES!" Aimee cried as she lifted her face from Michelle's pussy and my body jerked, jamming my cock all the way into her as far as it could go, unleashing a gush of cum into her. My body bucked and jerked, pumping shot after shot of cum into her as I knelt behind her.
"Oh god," I heard another voice say. I jerked my head around and up toward the voice in surprise, and saw Aunt Mary standing, completely naked, at the railing where I had been such a short while ago, one hand between her legs, the other tugging and twisting a nipple. Her body trembled and she closed her eyes as her self-induced climax washed over her.
Michelle said something to Aimee who looked up to see Aunt Mary as well. She turned to look at me and grinned. "Looks like we are not the only ones to enjoy you."
"Huh? No, I don't... I mean... we don't..."
"You do not what?" she asked with a grin, pulling off my now-shrinking cock and rolling onto the pad so she was laying on her back. "I think she imagines you doing what we were doing." I looked back up at Aunt Mary, who suddenly looked embarrassed, and quickly retreated away from the rail and down the stairs. "Yes. I think she imagines you giving her that dick much." I couldn't help but bush as the thought that my illicit relationship with Aunt Mary was so easily guessed. "You are sweet boy. You blush thinking about having sex with her. Is she mother?"
"Aunt," I answered as I turned, pulling my now shrinking cock from her to sit down on the edge of the bench.
Michelle slid herself across the pad, sliding behind me, one leg on each side of me, her arms wrapping around me, pulling me back against her soft chest. She whispered something in French to me and then kissed my earlobe before sliding one hand down to my crotch to play with my shriveling dick. Then she turned and said something to Aimee, who told me in turn. "Michelle says she hope that you can do it with her again before we go. We can stay here as long as you want today."
"I don't know when we'll be leaving, but if I can..." I said, leaving the rest unsaid.
Michelle seemed to get the idea of what I'd responded, grinning and softly kissing my cheek before releasing me. I got the idea that I was free to go, and figured I'd better head back, now that people were getting up. I moved to the ladder, and slipped into the water to swim back. As I climbed the ladder, my mom, wearing a bath robe, came out of the cabin, carrying a luffa and a bottle of body wash. She grinned and handed me both. "Shower first," she whispered before turning and walking back into the cabin.
I quickly showered, washing off the girls' and my cum from my face and dick while the girls watched me from their boat. I couldn't help but start to get another hardon as they played with themselves watching me, and when I pulled on my shorts they bulged out obviously. I was already feeling conspicuous and a little embarrassed as I walked in and all heads turned to look at me.
"Glad you could join us," my mom said quietly. "I guess we have friendly neighbors?"
"Um, yeah," I answered, blushing as Dee made a jacking off motion under the table.
"We do?" Dad asked quickly.
"You're not very observant honey," my mom said as my dad walked to the window to look out.
"Holy shit. They're naked!" my dad exclaimed.
"Seriously?" Uncle Russel asked, quickly walking to the window to look out with dad. "Shit they are. Pretty damn hot looking too!"
"You just keep your horns in your pants," Aunt Mary said sharply. "If you wanna get excited, you got all you can handle right here."
"I suppose so," he answered her, backing away from the window. "But I can look."
"As long as it's only looking," she said, more softly.
"So you were over there?" my dad asked me across the room.
"Uh, yeah. They're from France," I answered.
"So how'd you get over there?"
"Swam."
He turned to look at me. "But you're wearing shorts."
"He went naked, dad! Jeez!" Jenny said quickly.
"He did? Ohhhhh. Yeah. I guess that would be what'd he'd have to do, without a swim suit I mean."
"Well, duh!" Jenny said with a shake of her head.
"Do you suppose we should invite them over or something?" he asked my mom.
"I don't think that's necessary, but I suppose if you really want to, after breakfast you could send Trevor over to ask them. I mean he's already been over talking with them," Mom answered.
"You don't think I should go over and invite them?" dad asked hopefully.
"Honey, like my sister said. If you got the hots for a pussy, I'm sure I can handle anything you desire. We'll let Trevor go over. Besides, didn't you say that after breakfast you wanted us to go swimming together, you and me?"
"Yeah, I did, didn't I?" he answered sheepishly.
"Come on Trevor. Sit down and eat some breakfast," Mom said as she set a plate eggs and sausage on the table next to Jenny's.
I slid into the booth seat next to my sister and started to eat. It only took my sister a few seconds to worm her hand into my shorts and grasp my half-hard dick teasing and stroke it until it was rock-hard again. By then everyone else was done eating as well, me being the last to finish.
"So, big brother. You going to go invite them to swim with us?" Jenny asked coyly, her hand still down my shorts.
"I can if everyone wants me to," I answered hesitantly.
"I think you should. Don't you, mom?"
"Well, since he's already made friends with them, I don't see why not." She answered.
"So big brother, they were naked?"
"Uh, yeah," I answered awkwardly.
"I guess that they don't mind being naked as much as we do, being from France and all. Or was it something special they were being naked for?"



"I got the idea they were used to being more naked than what we usually consider normal," I answered, trying to avoid saying outright that they were naked because they wanted to have sex.
"Well, maybe we should make them feel comfortable, then. Maybe we should be naked too?"
"Jenny!" Mom said quickly.
"What? It's not like I haven't seen Trevor naked already," she said.
"I know, but still," Mom said. "This isn't like we're out in an isolated camp ground. There are plenty of other boats full of prying eyes, and I don't need to find cell phone video of me naked out on the internet."
"Oh mom. Come on. really?"
"Really!" Mom said. "Trevor can invite them later. Right now, I need a shower and you boys have dish duty."
"Oh, that's okay. I'll get them if you men want to go outside and enjoy the morning," Aunt Mary suggested. "I'm sure Trevor wouldn't mind helping me out with them."
"You're sure?" Uncle Russel asked eagerly.
"Sure, go ahead," she said with a smile.
Dad and uncle Russel didn't waste any time heading outside and up top, no doubt hoping to get another look at the girls next door.
Dee, Jenny and Chris changed into their bikinis right in the middle of the living room while mom took her shower in the little cubicle on the stern deck, the girls seeming to intentionally show off their bodies for me while I stood in the kitchen with Aunt Mary, drying the dishes.
Once we were alone aunt Mary turned to me, skimming her night shirt up and off her body, exposing all her bells and whistles. "So, I'm hoping you won't mind helping your auntie out this morning. I'm dying for a nice, hard climax," she said, stepping up to me and pushing my shorts down, exposing my still mostly hard dick.
"No, I don't mind," I answered her as she knelt in front of me. She reached for my cock and grasped it, leaning her face toward me and engulfing my head with her hot mouth. "Ohhhhh," I groaned softly as she began to suck and lick my cock, making me quickly harden to my full proportions.
"Couldn't wait, sis?" I heard mom ask as she stood only a few feet away with a towel wrapped around herself.
"I have to take advantage of what opportunities I can get," Aunt Mary answered, letting go of my dick and standing up. "I mean, he's so much bigger than Russ."
"He is that," Mom said as she came closer. "Turn around."
Aunt Mary grinned and turned around to lean against the counter, bending over and pushing her ass out toward me. Mom approached me, letting her towel drop to the floor, having nothing at all on under it. She pressed her body against me, her big tits spreading around my arm while her hand reached down for my hard cock. She grabbed me and gently stroked my cock while coaxing me closer to Aunt Mary. She rubbed my head up and down Aunt Mary's pussy lips, spreading her natural lubrication around my head. She slipped her other hand to my bare ass and pushed me toward Aunt Mary, coaxing me to push my hips toward her, sliding my cock deep into her wet depths.
"There you go," Mom cooed. "Just slide it in and out now. That's it. Fuck my sister's hot, wet pussy. Does she feel good? Does she feel like those two French hotties around your hot cock?" she whispered, leaning her face toward mine, kissing my earlobe and then my cheek. I turned my head toward her, letting her sensually kiss me while I continued to stroke my cock in and out of Aunt Mary.
Aunt Mary moaned quietly as I slid in and out of her, mom moving closer to her as she kissed me. Mom reached down and slid one hand down around Aunt Mary's thigh. I felt her fingers brush my shaft as I stroked in and out, mom's fingers starting to stroke and tease her sister's clit.
"OH SHIT!" Aunt Mary gasped suddenly, mom's fingers apparently finding the right spot. In and out I pumped, feeling Aunt Mary start to climax around me, her pussy squeezing and spasming around my pumping shaft. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as she climaxed around my rock-hard shaft.
Mom whispered softly, her lips brushing mine as she spoke, "You wanna fuck your mom now? Push that hard fat shaft into my pussy? Oh damn, I'm so horny right now. I want to feel you pumping in and out of me, filling me with your cum." She pulled her hand from Aunt Mary's pussy and pulled me gently back, pulling me out of her sister's pussy. She drew me back until she could sit up on the counter across from the sink, lifting herself up onto it and spreading her legs apart. She coaxed me toward her by one hand, and guided me between her legs. As I stepped between her spread legs, she reached down between us, coaxing my dick to her pussy. "That's it son, push it right into mommy's hot pussy," she moaned as my head slipped into her vaginal depths. "Oh god yes. That's it Trevor, fuck me. Fuck your mommy's hot cunt!" she moaned as I started stroking in and out of her.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I felt my own climax building in me, encouraging me to push in and out of her faster. Her tits bounced on her chest, wiggling and swaying with each impact of my body into hers. I loved the sight of her big tits swinging, the view pushing me even closer to my inevitable orgasm. If I'd learned one thing from all the recent sex, was to make sure that I let my partner climax before I did. I knew mom was getting close, but I still had to work to hold back my own orgasm.
"Almost honey. Almost there," she moaned softly, her legs pushing even further apart to let my head push further into her, my engorged head smashing into the end of her depths with each stroke. "Oh god, you ready honey? Here it comes," she gasped moments later. "Right there. Here it comes. HERE IT COMES!" she cried surprisingly loudly as her body started to tremble. I felt her pussy clamp and spasm around me, making her already tight pussy even tighter, pushing my own orgasm over the edge.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck," I grunted breathlessly as my body spasmed, jamming my cock into her hard and flowing a surge of cum deep into her pussy.
"That's it honey! Give it to me. Fill your mommy's cunt with your hot cum," she moaned as she shuddered and trembled, her arms reaching out and pulling me toward her. Her legs closed around me, pulling my pelvis to hers, her arms pulling our chests together. She leaned her head to mine and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me urgently as she climaxed around my spurting cock. "Oh fuck Trevor. You feel so god-damn good fucking me," she moaned after breaking our minute-long kiss. "I could sit here all day and feel you inside me, but we better not. I'm not sure yet that we should let your dad know that we're doing this."
"You think he doesn't know?" Aunt Mary asked as she stood against the counter, looking at us, her own fingers teasing her recently-fucked pussy.
"I think he suspects, but no, he doesn't know," Mom answered, releasing me and pushing me away. She slipped off the counter and kissed me one more time before stepping to pick up her towel and then heading off to her bedroom.
"We better get these dishes done," Aunt Mary said. "You don't mind finishing naked, do you? I kinda like seeing your naked body."
"If you want." I shrugged, not overly worried about anyone seeing me naked anymore.
We did finish the dishes uninterrupted, Aunt Mary taking every opportunity she could to rub against my dick. My favorite was when she pressed her butt against me and rubbed up and down, her wet pussy rubbing up and down my again-hardening dick. If we'd have had a few more dishes, she might even have gotten me hard enough to slip back into her on its own, but as it was, she couldn't resist reaching between her legs to lift and tease me into her wet slit. With a little wiggle she had me slide into her so her bare ass was pressed to my thighs, my hands naturally reaching around her to cup both her big, soft tits, her nipples sticking out between my fingers.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned softly as I squeezed her tits and nipples, her hips wiggling side to side to move me slightly inside her.
"SHIT! Mary? What the fuck?" I heard uncle Russel practically shout from the doorway to the stern deck.
"Russ!" Aunt Mary answered in surprise. "I thought you were upstairs!"
"So it seems! What the fuck are you doing?"
"It got hot so I took my nightshirt off," Aunt Mary answered, reaching down to my hip to push me back.
"So that means Trevor can stand there playing with your tits? Really?"
"It's nothing. We were just talking about boob sizes and he was feeling how big mine are. It's not like we were having sex or anything," she answered as I stepped back, letting go of her tits and pulling my dick out of her, hopefully out of sight of him. "He was just comparing to the size of our two neighbors. You know, the ones you were hoping to see naked again?" she added, turning the situation back against him. "You better go put your swim suit on and see if the girls want to join us," she said, turning away from her husband to face me. She gave me a wink and then waited for me to start to walk away before slapping my bare ass.
"Jesus Mary!" Uncle Russel said again as he walked past me toward his wife. "Letting him grab your tits like that?"
"It's just boobs. But it did make me pretty horny. You want the job of fixing that?" she asked as I looked over my shoulder back at them. As he stepped closer she reached out and wrapped her arms around his waist and pulled him to her, pressing her tits to his chest. Before I disappeared into my mom's bedroom to get my swim suit I could see her pushing his shorts down over his butt.
"Ohhh! Shit!" I said in surprise, seeing my mom laying on the bed naked, her fingers playing with her pussy.
"Shhhhhh!" she said, holding a finger over her lips and whispering, "Don't go." She held out her hands to me, encouraging me to climb onto the bed over her. She reached between us and guided my cock to her sopping wet pussy. "Fuck me again," she whispered in my ear. "Just do it quietly." I nodded and pushed easily into her already-wet slit, sliding deep into her again. "Ohhhhh yesssss," she hissed quietly as I pushed deep into her. I started to slide in and out of her, her hands reaching to her own big tits, squeezing them and letting a finger of each hand tease across her nipples. I leaned my head down like I had seen Aimee do to Michelle, closing my lips around her entire areola and drawing it into my mouth. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. Nibble it. Nibble on my hard nipple," she moaned softly.
I closed my teeth gently on her nipple and pulled with my teeth, stretching it and letting it slide through my teeth while I continued to stroke my cock in and out of her. She lifted and lowered her hips in time with my strokes, pushing my head against her cervix, letting out a little grunt with each stroke. The third time I stretched her nipple with my teeth I felt her go rigid under me, her whole body seeming to tremble as her pussy clamped and spasmed around me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down against her, pressing our bodies together, her lips urgently kissing my cheek.
"Oh god Trevor," she whispered in my ear. "You make me come so damn hard. Sometimes I don't think I can get enough of you."
"Glad I can make you feel good mom." I whispered back.
"Me too. But you better go. Wouldn't want your dad to come find us like this."
"No, that wouldn't be good," I agreed, pushing up off her. I pulled my still rock-hard cock out of her, her eyes following my hardon as I climbed off the bed and bent to dig my swim suit out of my duffel. I stepped into my swim suit and then slipped out of the bedroom, careful not to open the door too far and let anyone who might be in the cabin see that my mom was laying naked on the bed. I needn't have worried. The only people in the cabin were aunt Mary, sitting on the counter where my mom had sat earlier, and uncle Russel, between her spread legs, pumping his cock in and out of her pussy. She looked over his shoulder at me and winked as I walked toward the front door of the cabin.
I stepped out onto the shore we were moored to and walked the few dozen feet to the bow of the girls' boat. I hoisted myself over the front rail and walked around the cabin on the narrow walk edge, dropping onto the back deck. I stepped down into the cabin and stood staring, having expected to see Michelle and Aimee. Michelle was indeed there, sitting naked on one corner of the odd-shaped bed in the cabin, while Aimee was on the bed, on her hands and knees over another female body, her head between her legs, licking the pussy. I looked down at the deck and couldn't help but notice the rather modest bikini that Chris had been wearing.
Michelle saw me and grinned, pulling her fingers from her pussy and motioning me to be quiet. She stood up, stepped to me and pushed my swim trunks down, squatting in front of me and grasping my again-growing dick in her hand. She looked up at me, opened her mouth and closed her lips around my fat head and shaft.
"Oh damn," I groaned quietly, partly because of Michelle's mouth around me, and also partly because of the sight in front of me. Chris's hips were undulating up and down as Aimee licked up and down her slit, her knees spread wide, giving me an incredible view each time Aimee lifted her head upwards. Michelle stood up in front of me and pulled me with her as she backed up the few feet to the bed. She sat down and then leaned back, reaching for my dick. She pulled me toward her and aimed my now rock-hard dick at her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhh oui!" she moaned softly as she hooked her heels into my butt cheeks and pulled me toward her, making me lean over her while my cock slipped deep into her tight pussy. She was every bit as tight around me as Jenny had been, and more so than either mom or Aunt Mary. Michelle pushed herself up on one elbow and used her other hand to pull me down over her, pulling my neck down until I was holding myself up on my hands. She arched her back and pushed her big, soft tits toward my face. I took the hint, leaned my head down and sucked on her right nipple, pulling it into my mouth. "Ohhhhhhhhh ouiiiii!" she moaned softly, starting to rock her hips in time with my strokes in and out of her tight sweet pussy.
In and out I stroked, her hot, wet vagina teasing my dick in all the right places, as well as apparently teasing her in all the right places too. Her moans grew in both frequency and intensity as she grew closer and closer to the climax she had already pushed herself toward. I continued to pump my hips and suck her nipples one after the other, egged on by her audible signals of pleasure.
"OHHHHHHH!" she gasped, followed by some long string of French that I had no chance of understanding. Though I hardly needed to decipher the words to know that she was climaxing. Her pussy squeezed and spasmed around me as she pulled my face down against her tits, smashing my face to and nearly smothering me with one of her big, soft tits.
"Ohhhhhh. So good," she moaned in heavily-accented English. "Merci." she whispered as she finally released me so I could push myself back upright. "You are... how Aimee say... good fuck."
"Thank you," I answered quietly.
"But you have not.... um... have not..." she said, trying to find the right word.
"Come yet?" I asked, drawing a smile from her. "Oui! Aimee," she said, pointing to her friend who was still licking Chris. She leaned over and patted Aimee's shoulder, getting her attention. She looked up at me and grinned before exchanging a long discussion in French. Aimee finally agreed with whatever Michelle was suggesting. She pushed up from on top of Chris and turned around, quickly blocking her view of me. She settled herself back over Chris, her pussy practically pressing to Chris's.
"Go!" Michelle coaxed, pointing to Aimee and Chris's exposed pussies.
I raised my eyebrows and pointed, getting an emphatic nod. I crawled onto the bed and pressed my rock-hard shaft into Aimee. I heard her moan softly a muffled moan. I pumped my cock in and out of her several stokes and then pulled out, looking down at my cousin's wet slit. I pushed my head down and pressed just my head between her lips, hearing her squeak in surprised and then moan softly as I pushed slowly into her. In and out I slid, slowly pushing in as far as I could in the awkward position. I knew I wasn't going to last long, not after Michelle.
I pushed back into Aimee and let her rock her hips in time with my strokes, grinding her pussy into Chris's while I fucked her. In and out I stroked, my body telling me that there wasn't much time left. I started stroking faster, pushing in and out with abandon, my strokes slapping against her bare ass, bouncing her back and forth on Chris. I saw Aimee lift her head from Chris and tilt it back as she cried out in pleasure, her pussy clamping around my shaft. My body jerked hard, driving into her and pumping a gush of hot cum into her depths.
"OHHHHHH OIU OUI OUI!" she cried as she climaxed with me, her whole body shuddering and trembling for long seconds as my body pumped shot after shot of pent-up cum into her.
We both finally stilled, my softening dick slipping from her. Our combined cum drooled out of Aimee, dripping down on Chris's pussy.
Aimee rolled off Chris and onto the bed on her back so she could look at me, a contented smile on her face. Chris looked at me for long seconds before nodding her head at me, her face not smiling. I was actually a bit confused, considering we'd just spent the night together, in the same bed, fucking... How she seemed upset that I'd just done what the two of us spent much of the night doing.
"Your friend...cousin...she came to us. I think she is not all the way good with cock?" Aimee said from where she lay. "She wished to know how it feels with me...us."
"That right?" I asked Chris.
"Well. I mean, it wasn't bad, what we did last night, but it kind of left me feeling like I wanted something different... something more."
"Okay. I can understand that," I said with a shrug. "Why didn't you just tell me before we did last night?"
"I didn't know last night. You were my first time," she answered. "I mean, don't tell my sister, but she was right. I was a virgin."
"It would have been nice to know, instead of pretending that it was no big deal. I mean, it obviously was a big deal."
"Not any more. I'm not a virgin any more," she said with a shrug. She pushed up off the bed and stood next to me, bending to pick up her bikini. She bent to step into the bottom, intentionally rubbing her but against my now-flaccid cock. "Not that it was all that bad," she said as she straightened up. "I'm just not sure that it's everything I was expecting."
"Well, if you want more, you can have it, but if you don't, that's fine too," I said as she put her bikini top back on, cupping each of her tits to settle them in the top. She leaned toward me and kissed me on the lips. "Thanks Trev. I appreciate that," she said softly before turning and walking out of the cabin and climbing up the little steps before diving over the stern into the lake.
"She is a sweet girl," Aimee said after a few moments. "Kind of like you. Very sweet." She climbed off the bed. "I am glad we were close. You make the trip much more better," she added as she wrapped her arms around me and pressed her bare body against mine. "I know you are leaving later, but I want to say Merci. Thank you, for both of us."
"You're welcome. I wish we had more time."
"I so do too. But at least we had fun. Oui?"
"Yes. Much fun," I agreed before she pressed her lips to mine. With that, she pulled away and started dressing in a small white bikini. She smiled at me while I watched and then walked out and followed Chris into the lake. Michelle had apparently dressed behind me while Aimee was dressing. She hugged me and kissed me wordlessly before heading out as well, both of us accepting that our fun had ended.



It was several hours later when we pulled out of the cove. I stood on the rooftop and waved goodbye to the pair of ladies, feeling a little disappointed that I wasn't going to get any more time with them. We had suggested they come with us, but they were going to have to head the other direction. We were forced to leave when we did to start the trip back because the houseboat ran so much slower than the cabin cruiser could.
I finally dropped into a chair and watched the boat traffic as we motored slowly up the lake toward the cove we'd spent the first night in. It wasn't long before Dee, mom and Jenny came up top with me, lying on the big, flat foam mat that we'd used for swimming only a few hours before.
"Hey there stud. You wanna come put some tanning oil on my back?" Dee asked as my dad climbed the stairs and settled in one of the other deck chairs.
"Yeah, sure," I answered, getting up to walk over to where the three of them lay side by side. I knelt down over her legs and reached for the bottle of oil lying on the pad next to her.
"Hey there. You forget something?" Dee asked curtly.
"Forget something?"
"The suit? It's scratchy!" she said with a frown in her voice.
"Oh. Yeah," I said with a shrug. I stood up, stepped out of my suit, and knelt down over her legs again.
"You don't feel... I don't know... awkward getting naked like that?" Dad asked me from behind.
"Not really. We've all seen each other naked," I answered as I dribbled oil up Dee's back.
"But if your aunt would come up?"
I chuckled. "I guess you didn't hear. We've seen each other naked too."
"You and Mary? When?"
"This morning," I answered as I stroked my hands up to Dee's bikini strap. I unclipped the little fastener, baring her back and letting my hands work all the way to her shoulders.
"No, I hadn't heard that," my dad said.
"Hey hon, why don't you come do that to me. I could use some tanning oil," Mom called to dad.
"You do?"
"Uh huh. Come on," she said, pushing herself up with a grin.
"Yeah, sure," he answered, walking over to where mom was lying on the far side of Jenny from Dee. He knelt down over mom's legs.
"You know. You could stand to loose that suit too," Mom said quietly.
"I could?"
"No, you really should," she said, twisting to look back at him. "Then you can take mine off so you can get me oiled up alllll over, if you know what I mean?"
"In front of Trevor?"
"Trust me, he's seen me naked enough. Besides, I think Dee is planning on making sure she's well-rubbed, if you know what I mean."
"I'm not sure I do," Dad answered as Dee was lifting her hips up and pulling the strings on the bikini bottom covering her butt. She pulled the tiny bottom off from under her, leaving her naked with me sitting on the backs of her legs.
I drizzled some oil on her butt and began rubbing it into her cheeks and down between her thighs. She reached behind herself to find my hard cock, pushing it down between her thighs. I knew what she wanted, and pushed forward slightly to push a few inches of my oily cock into her while rubbing my hands up her back again.
"Oh yesssss," Dee moaned softly as I pushed my cock in and out slowly while my hands stroked from her ass cheeks up to her shoulders. "So good, but I think I need some oil on my front side now."
"You do?" I asked a little unhappily, as she rolled under me, pulling my dick out of her pussy.
"Oh yeah," she said, lying completely naked under me. She reached for my cock and slipped it back into her pussy before settling in place with her eyes closed, just my head and an inch or so slipping into her. "You didn't think I was going to tease you like that and then not let you finish. Go ahead. I'm ready now," she whispered.
"Jesus," Dad groaned as he looked at Dee lying naked, my hands rubbing oil all the way up to her big, soft tits as she used her fingers to guide my slick dick back to her pussy.
Jenny rolled over on her back and looked at me, and then at dad.
"Dad, how about you put some of that oil on me?" she asked him sweetly. "I think Trevor's gonna be tied up for a little bit."
"I...um...I don't think..." he stammered.
"Oh go ahead honey, It's fine," Mom said without moving. "I'll still be here when you get done with her."
"But I don't have any pants on!" my dad protested.
Mom pushed up and twisted to look at him. "You didn't have any pants on when you showered with her next to the truck either."
"But..."
"Mark, stop being such a prude and go put some lotion on your daughter," Mom said with a frown.
Dad sighed deeply and moved over toward Jenny, who spread her legs so that instead of sitting on her legs, he was kneeling between them. As soon as he had drizzled some oil up and down her stomach and the exposed portions of her chest, my sister undid her top and pulled it off, exposing her tits to him. I could see dad staring open mouthed at her now exposed tits, his hand tentatively starting to rub the oil in. At first he barely touched her body, but as his dick grew, so did the pressure of his hands stroking up and down her body, even though he was still carefully avoiding her tits.
"You have to do them too," Jenny chided, reaching for his wrists and sliding his hands onto her tits. Her tits weren't nearly as big as mom's were, but they were still fair-sized. Large enough for each one to fully fill dad's hands as he rubbed and squeezed them. "Mmmmm that feels nice," Jenny cooed as he continued to play with her tits. "But I need some oil on my legs too," she added, lifting one leg up and resting it on his shoulder. She reached to her hips, pulled the little strings holding the bikini bottom on, and then tugged it off, leaving her as naked as dad was.
He didn't seem to be able to keep his eyes off her bare, exposed pussy as he began to rub oil into her leg, rubbing from her calf down to her thigh. It took several strokes along her leg before his fingers "accidently" brushed her shaved pussy. His touches to her sex seemed to be more frequent as he worked the oil into her right thigh. She lifted her left leg, resting it on his other shoulder, her calves almost touching his cheeks. He got some more oil from the bottle and began working it onto her left leg, from her calf toward her thigh. He rubbed his hands around her thigh and was about to stop rubbing when she reached for one of his hands. She pulled it to her bare mound. "Don't forget here," she said softly, spreading her legs and letting her feet drop to the deck on either side of him.
"Hey, don't forget me," Dee said softly, drawing my attention back to the woman lying under me. "You need to do my legs too."
"Sure," I answered, lifting myself to free her legs. She pulled her legs from under me and then spread them around me. I felt her heels dig into my butt as she pushed her knees apart, pulling herself toward me, reaching for my dick to guide me back into her wet slit.
"Oh yeah, much better," she moaned as she pulled herself toward me, driving my dick into her depths.
I looked over at Jenny, dad's hands stroking up and down her body again, this time moving from rubbing and squeezing her tits all the way down to her pussy, while she held her legs spread around his waist. He leaned forward again, sliding his hands up her body again. This time as he leaned forward, Jenny reached for his cock. "God dad, I'm getting so damn turned on with you doing this. Let me rub this for a minute," she whispered as she used her hands on his engorged shaft. He rocked forward and back, running his hands up and down her oily nude body, her hands stroking his cock each time. She pushed his dick down and then next time he leaned toward her, she let his head slide up her slick lips. He froze, holding her tits, feeling his cock head rub up and down, first over her lips and then between them. She used the tip of his head to stroke her excited clit. "Ohhhh yeah. so good."
"We shouldn't be doing this," he groaned softly, but not stopping her as he held her tits in his hands, squeezing and massaging them while she teased his dick up and down her slit.
"But it feels so good," she moaned without opening her eyes. She used her legs around him, her heels dug into the mat to lift her ass off it for a moment, and then pulled with her heels, pulling herself down the mat toward him, his cock sliding into her several inches.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, his hands freezing on her tits. "Jenny, we really shouldn't be..."
Mom rolled onto her side and then pushed up as he stared at her, clearly afraid of her reaction to his cock being sunk into his own daughter. To my surprise, she pushed herself up until she was standing and then stepped over Jenny, facing dad. she stepped toward him, pushing his face into her pussy as she stood completely naked in plain view of anyone motoring near us, her back arched as she held his face to her pussy.
"Come on, hon, lick my pussy. You two look so fucking hot like that. I want to feel your tongue in my pussy."
"Oh god," he groaned as she pulled his face toward her crotch, arching her back to push her pussy toward his mouth.
"Uh fuck," Jenny moaned, rocking her hips and using her heels to pull herself more toward him until she had his cock fully into her sweet, young pussy. "Make me come, daddy. Make me come on your dick," she moaned loudly. "Oh yessssss. That's it. Do that. Make me come like that."
The sight of her fucking dad while he licked mom's pussy was making my own hips rock in time with Dee's. In and out, my cock slipped in her pussy, my brain thinking more about how Jenny had felt around me the last time we fucked than the pussy that was actually around my dick. In and out, dad and I stroked, the two of us slowly working not only ourselves but also Jenny and Dee closer to climax.
To my surprise Jenny climaxed first, her body trembling and shaking as she moaned in pleasure. Her body continued to rock, helping to work his cock in and out of her as she trembled and shuddered. I could tell dad was getting close, not that I could blame him. His face in a pussy and his cock in a pussy? Yeah, I'd be coming by then too. I heard him groan and his body jerk as mom held his face to her crotch, his cock clearly pumping shot after shot of cum into his own daughter.
"Ohhhh fuck!" Dee moaned, drawing my attention back to her. She was staring at mom and dad, her own body trembling and shuddering as she started to climax around my cock. "Come for me. Come in my pussy!" Dee demanded breathlessly as she lay shuddering in front of me.
I leaned over her, reaching for the mat with my hands and stretching my legs out. I started to pump my shaft into her with abandon, driving my body hard into hers, making her whole body shake and move on the mat with each impact. Her tits rolled and moved on her chest as my climax built in me, my cock seeming to grow fatter and longer by the second. "OHHHH FUCK!" I groaned loudly as my body jerked and surged a gush of cum into her. Over and over I spasmed, surprised at how much cum I actually had to pump into her after all the sex I'd had the last couple days.
"Ohhhhhhh yes," Mom moaned softly, her own body starting to tremble as dad made her climax with his tongue. She stood oblivious to the boat of guys leering at her and making rude gestures. She finally pulled away and sat back on the mat, her legs no longer able to hold her up. She laid back and played with her own pussy for almost two minutes before she stopped stroking herself and her long orgasm finally fading away.
"Oh Jesus," Dad panted as he pulled his flagging dick from his daughter and rolled onto the mat next to mom. "I shouldn't have done that."
"You telling me it didn't feel good?" Mom asked him breathlessly.
"No, it did."
"So it was just because she was your daughter?"
"Yeah, that's kind of the point, isn't it? We're not supposed to do this kind of thing with our own kids."
"So it's the end of the world if we do?"
"Well... no, but..."
"But you don't think you should teach your own daughter about sex? Teach her how to make a man feel good? How to expect to be treated by a confident and experienced lover? Or should we leave that to her brother, or maybe even some random guy she hooks up with?" my mom asked, rolling on her side to look at him. "Well?"
"I mean... we shouldn't be..."
"Why? Can you think of a better person to show her how to fully enjoy sex? I'm showing Trevor."
"What! What? You're showing Trevor what?"
"How to make a woman feel good. He's a very quick study. You can see how well he did with Dee."
"You mean you and he have been..."
"Fucking? Yeah. Since the desert. I accidentally walked up on him playing with a couple girls when he went to shower. I've just been helping him learn how to be a considerate and experienced lover. Kind of like what my brother taught my sister and I."
"Wait a second. Hold the phone. You and your brother? Jack? You two..."
"Fucked? All the time. Made it a lot easier the first time I was with a different guy. I already knew what to do. Trevor and Jenny should have the same chance, right? Trevor's learning pretty quickly though. If you don't want to, I'm sure he wouldn't mind teaching her, if he hasn't started already."
I heard my dad groan as he covered his face. "Good god," he whispered.
"So that's a yes?" Mom asked him.
"Just to teach her, right? That's all you're doing with Trevor: teaching him?"
"Of course. But if I teach him right it's pretty hard not to enjoy it. Wouldn't you think?"
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense," he finally answered after several moments. He lifted his head and looked at Jenny. "This what you want? To be having sex with your own father?"
"Hell daddy, It's not like I'm a virgin. If mom thinks you should teach me stuff, I'm fine with that. Your cock feels pretty damn good in me, so any time you want..." she said, leaving the invitation open.
"Well, I think right now we should get clothes on. Before someone comes up here and thinks we're having an orgy or something."
"You mean we weren't?" Dee asked with a chuckle, to which my dad groaned again.
"I think I'll go down and spell Russel at the helm," Dad finally said, standing up and quickly pulling on his swim suit again. He looked down at both Dee and Jenny, still lying naked and completely exposed. He shook his head and headed towards the stairs.
"Well, that was interesting," Dee said quietly. "So how long have you been fucking Trevor?"
"Just a few days." I shrugged.
"You know, my mom is fucking him too." Dee said, looking at my mom.
My mom nodded. "Yeah, I know."
"That doesn't bother you?"
"Not really. Why should it? If she wants to fuck someone, why should I stop her?" Mom answered her.
"Holy shit," I heard uncle Russel say from the stairwell, drawing our attention to him.
"What's the matter Russ? You look like you've never seen a naked woman," Aunt Mary said from behind him, reaching out to push him forward enough that she could get by him and walk to the little table near where we were all lying naked. She sat down in one of the chair while Uncle Russel walked along behind after a few more seconds, unable to rip his eyes from my mom and Jenny. "Put your eyes back in your head, unless you plan on fucking one of them," Aunt Mary said with a soft chuckle.
"Huh? What?" he asked, startled, still staring at my mom as she began putting her swim suit back on. Dee and Jenny just rolled back over onto their stomachs, leaving their bare pussies exposed in his general direction.
"I said quit staring unless you plan on going over there and fucking one of them," she said again. "Me, I wouldn't mind trying on Trevor for size."
"What?" he said, this time turning his head to look at his wife. "What the hell did you say?"
"I said, I wouldn't mind trying Trevor on for size. I mean, you were thinking about trying to have sex with one of them, weren't you?"
"I wasn't... I mean... no, definitely not!" he replied as he stood up from the chair he'd so recently sat down in. "No. Definitely not," he said as he walked away from the table and practically stomped down the stairs.
"Well, guess we know what his limits are," Aunt Mary said with a shrug. "I kind of hoped he'd say yes to I could try out Trevor."
"Oh mom," Dee said from where she lay. "We both know you've already more than tried him on for size. Why don't you just take off your clothes and let him fuck you. We both know that's what you want."
"Suzana... I didn't. I mean..." Aunt Mary protested.
"Come on sis. I know you just fucked him downstairs. I'm fine with it. I've been fucking him too," Mom said as she sat in a chair next to her.
"You?"
"Yeah. You think not? With a cock like that?" Mom said with a chuckle. "I caught him naked playing with a couple young ladies in the desert and just couldn't help myself."
"I can understand that. He does feel pretty damn good inside, especially given how much bigger he is than Russ." Aunt Mary whispered, blushing brightly.
"Yeah, he is that," Mom said with a sigh. "But if you're going to, you probably better hurry. No telling when Russ might work up the courage to come back up here and ogle these naked bodies."
"There is that," she said with a grin. "How about you Trevor? Interested?"
"Actually, this might be the perfect time for a lesson."
"A lesson?"
"Of course. I have to have a good reason for fucking my own son," she said with a grin. "Trevor, come on over here," Mom added, crooking her finger at me. "Right here, between her legs," she coaxed, getting me to kneel between Aunt Mary's slightly-spread legs. "Now take her shirt off."
"Suzanne?"
"Trust me," Mom told her sister as I reached for the shirt tail of the tank top she had on. I pulled it slowly up and off of her, tossing it aside, leaving her in only her one-piece swim suit. I didn't need coaxing to help her pull her arms through the shoulder straps of her suit. I pulled the material down over her chest, freeing her big, soft tits as I pushed the suit all the way to her waist. "Now Trevor, cup both her breasts, yeah, like that. Now you want to lick and suck her nipples. Tease them, make them want to be touched. No no," she said as I leaned down and sucked a nipple into my mouth. She slipped off the chair and then knelt next to me. "Here, like this."
She reached out to her sister's chest and lifted one breast in her hand before leaning her face down to her tit. She gently kissed around her sisters soft breast, making long, slow circles until she could close her lips around her now rock-hard nipple. Aunt Mary moaned as mom did something with her mouth that I couldn't see. "See? You have to tease your way there. Then when you do, tease with your tongue. Over and around and every which way," she whispered before leaning back to let me take over again.
I followed her lead and kissed my way around Mary's other breast, working slowly toward her nipple. I closed my lips around much of her areola and suctioned it into my mouth like I'd seen mom do. I continued to tease her nipple, flicking my tongue over and around the hard nub, drawing a soft moan from her lips. "Ohhhhhh yeah," she moaned softly, her hands roaming around my back and shoulders as I licked and sucked her hard nipple. I released it and kissed my way over to her other nipple and teased that one for a while. "Oh god. I want you to fuck me so bad, but if Russ came up here he'd kill me," she moaned in a whisper.
"Then why don't you take off your suit and let him put some tanning oil on you. And if somehow he happens to slip into you, well, Russ wouldn't know the difference, right?" my mom suggested.
"Oh he'd know if he came up here," she said, looking at me as I pulled my face from her tit, "but god, I'm so fucking horny right now, and his cock is sooooo damn much longer than Russ'."



"Then do it," Mom coaxed, getting up from her chair and reaching down for Aunt Mary's hands. She tugged her up to a standing position and pulled her over to the mat, encouraging her to lay down on her back. "Come here Trevor. Why don't you just take her suit off the rest of the way?"
I was kinda turned on, and while Aunt Mary and I had already had sex a couple times, it had always felt like a rushed thing. I got up and stepped to the pad and knelt down between her legs. She used her feet to lift her butt up and I worked the one-piece suit down her body to her thighs. She set her butt back on the pad and lifted her legs, putting them together once they were up over me, allowing me to slide the suit up her legs toward her feet, stuck in the air. I had the suit all the way to her calves when mom reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock, stroked it slowly.
"Scoot forward a bit," she coaxed, her hand slowly stroking along my shaft, aiming it towards her sister's pussy. I held the suit around Aunt Mary's legs and scooted my knees forward until I had to spread them around her butt to move any further. Mom rubbed me around Aunt Mary's pussy where it pushed at me between her thighs, working it between her protruding inner lips. I felt her work me into the entrance to her vaginal depths and then pull on me some more, trying to get me to move closer. I wiggled myself forward, slowly working my cock deeper into Aunt Mary, a small groan of pleasure escaping her.
"That's it. Now you can take her suit the rest of the way off," Mom whispered to me. As soon as I had the suit off her legs, Aunt Mary spread her them and set her feet on the mat, one foot on either side of me. She used her feet to lift and lower her butt, working even closer to me, her motions sliding my dick in and out of her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned as my mom reached for the bottle of tanning oil and squirted some around her body. She reached for my hands and coaxed me to rub the oil around on Aunt Mary's body, covering her big boobs and all the way down to her pelvic mound.
"Now, just squeeze her tits like this," Mom said softly, getting me to wrap my hand around Aunt Mary's breasts. "Use your finger and thumb to gently pinch and roll her nipple. That's it," she cooed softly as I followed her directions, making Aunt Mary groan again in pleasure. "Now, slide your other hand down, further... yeah, now let your thumb slide between her lips. That's it," Mom said as Aunt Mary gasped when my thumb stroked her clit. "Now alternate rubbing your thumb up and down over her clit and rubbing circles on top of it. Make it firm, but not hard. If she wants it harder, she'll tell you."
"Oh god. Ohhhhhh god yes," Aunt Mary moaned as she bucked her hips up and down, driving me in and out of her several inches while I played with her nipple and clit. "Oh shit! I'm going to......" she gasped just before her whole body stiffened, trembling and shuddering as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me.
"Fuck! Mary! What are you doing?" Uncle Russ practically shouted from behind us.
"She's just Teaching Trevor how she likes to be touched. Kind of like a lesson," Mom said as she pushed herself up.
I knew I should pull my cock out of her, but there wasn't any way I could to that without being obvious, so all I could do was to hold still and hope he didn't see where my cock was while she shuddered and trembled on the mat in front of me.
"Everyone has a way they like to be touched, don't they?" Aunt Mary panted. "Even you, Russ. Tell me you don't like feeling my tits against you? That you don't enjoy seeing my naked body, or even that of your own daughter? Look at her, lying there, completely naked, her legs spread. Doesn't she look so sexy?"
"Oh damn," I heard Uncle Russel groan, wondering just exactly what mom was doing behind me while Aunt Mary started to relax with her fading orgasm. She lowered her ass to the mat and I slipped out of her, my cock now sticking out like a rigid pole toward her face as she looked down at me with a contented look.
I heard Uncle Russel groan softly and the distinct sound of what had to me mom sucking his cock. I twisted around to see him standing with his swim trunks around his ankles, the back of mom's head bobbing on and off his dick. Aunt Mary reached for my hands, drew them together on her body and drew my hands up her oily stomach and tits. She held her hands on mine as she rubbed them slowly up her smooth skin, stroking my hands all around both tits until I had her entire front slicked with the oil. "Maybe you better do my back side too," she said huskily as she rolled over onto her front, lifting one leg up and over me so she could put her legs together. "Why don't you start at my feet and work up. You can sit on my legs then to do my back and butt."
"Sure," I agreed, still horny as hell. I partly watched what I was doing and partly watched mom sucking Uncle Russel off and partly watched Dee, slowly stroking her own pussy while she watched my mom sucking her dad. I rubbed all the way up Mary's thighs and then climbed over her legs. I knew she could feel my hardon, my motions intentionally stroking my engorged head between her ass cheeks as I worked my hands up and down her back. She reached down to her own butt and pressed my head down further between her cheeks. I didn't want to end up in the wrong place, so I slowed my motions for a moment, letting her press me down between her lips and into the entrance to her vagina. She breathed a soft gasp as I pushed my head and shaft into her a couple short inches as I went back to sliding my hands from her shoulders to her ass.
"That's it Russ. Come for me. Come all over my tits. You know you want to. Just let it go," I heard mom say behind me, knowing that she was still sucking his cock, or now, maybe just stroking it. I pushed my dick in and out of Aunt Mary a couple inches with each stroke, my own climax growing quickly.
"Shit, gonna come," I grunted quietly as I stroked Aunt Mary's back and ass, while looking at Dee pushing two fingers in and out of her pussy while she watched me watch her.
"Go ahead," Dee whispered "Do it. She wants it. She knows she does."
It wasn't like I was going to really be able to stop myself at that point. My body jerked and I felt a shot of cum pump out into Aunt Mary. My body jerked and shuddered for at least half a minute, not that Uncle Russel noticed. From the sound of it, he was doing the same thing.
I heard him drop into a chair at the table behind us, and I suddenly wondered if he could see where my dick was. I continued to rub her back and sides, finally sliding back when my cock had flagged significantly. As I looked down between her thighs I could see my cum leaking from her pussy, and hoped that no one else would.
"Ohhh. There," Mom said, laying down on her back next to Aunt Mary, her tits covered with cum. She picked up a towel and rubbed the cum off, giving me a wink. "Would you go down and get me something to drink?" she asked sweetly. "You better put your suit on though. No point in giving everyone on the lake a free show, right?"
"Yeah, right," I agreed, glad to have a reason to put my suit on and hide my leaking cock from Uncle Russel's view.
"You could get me something too, if you wouldn't mind," Aunt Mary said. Jenny and Dee adding their request while I pulled my suit back on.
It was a little over two hours later that I helped secure the boat in the back of a cove for the night. The next morning we'd head back to the Marina, needing to have the boat cleaned and turned in by noon. Dad and I tied lines to small trees to keep the boat from swinging in the event the wind picked up, while mom and Aunt Mary worked on getting dinner cooked. With the boat tied up I waded into the lake to cool off, the girls already having gotten in almost as soon as we'd stopped. We weren't the only boat moored in the cove, and I suspected that the number would increase around dark, based on what happened in our last anchorages. I'd barely gotten into the water when another house boat eased into the cove, pushing their bow on the gravely shore only about fifty yards from where we were anchored. As I waded out I could tell it looked like a couple of families, not all that unlike our group. At least two of the girls looked to be interesting, not that I really needed to go looking for anything. All I had to do was to stand around for five minutes and one of the girls was trying to get into my shorts.
Dinner was ready quickly and we all headed in to eat, after which the adults all stayed inside and us kids headed back out to the lake to stay cool. The night was starting to look like it would be hot and humid, with a few thunderheads growing in the distance. It didn't take long for the thunderheads to make their way toward us, cutting the normally long evening short with big cold drops of rain.
We all ended up kind of crowded inside as the rains poured down. Fortunately the rain didn't last too long and I was able to get back outside, sitting on the rear deck under the overhang from the roof, the light drizzle that was still falling cooling the air considerably.
"Hey there," Aunt Mary said as she stepped out and closed the sliding glass door behind her. "Mind some company?"
"Not at all," I answered as she settled on the bench seat next to me.
"I wanted to apologize for earlier today," she said quietly.
"Why's that?"
"Well, if it hadn't been for your mom, the two of us would be in a bit of trouble now."
"Oh. Yeah, well I guess Uncle Russel wouldn't have been too happy if he'd have seen where my dick was."
"No, he wouldn't have. I shouldn't have pushed it in such a public place. My room was one thing, but up there... I just let my body take me places that maybe I shouldn't have."
"It was okay. I didn't mind."
"Tell me honestly. Do you like having sex with me? Or are you putting up with it just because you feel like you have to?"
"I like it. I mean, you're different. It's not at all bad or anything."
"Different than what? Your mom? Or maybe your sister?"
"Well, it is that. But different isn't always bad," I answered her.
"They tell me that the septic tank is almost full, so if we want to take a shower, we have to use the lake. When it gets a little darker, I think I'm going to. I'll go over by that little clump of trees, take everything off and take a bath in the lake. If you happen to come over that way, maybe we can have one more before we have to go back tomorrow," she said hopefully. "You wouldn't mind sneaking over to do that, would you?"
"No, I wouldn't mind," I answered her.
"I mean, a young guy like you probably doesn't find an old woman like me all that attractive."
I slipped my hand to her thigh and then slid it down between her legs, stroking her pussy through her shorts. "I never said I didn't find you attractive. Actually, both you and mom look pretty damn hot if you ask me."
She spread her legs a bit further and moved one of her hands to my lap, grasping my now-growing hardon through my shorts. "Ohhhhhh. I do like the way you tease me," she whispered softly as I let my fingers push the baggy leg of her shorts to one side, letting me stroke her bare pussy.
"No underwear huh?" I asked as I let my finger stroke between her lips, feeling her wetness grow as I ran my finger up and down her slit.
"Well. I guess I hoped..."
"Uh huh. I get the idea," I answered as she let go of my dick and then pushed her hand down inside the elastic waistband of my athletic shorts, wrapping her hand around my bare cock.
"No underwear, huh?" she asked, grinning at me while she stroked her hand up and down my hard shaft. "God I wanna feel this in me again." I twisted around a little and slid my left hand up under her tank top, cupping her bare breast and teasing her nipple with my finger and thumb. "Oh fuck you are such a naughty little shit," she moaned.
"Glad you think so," I said, using my wrist to push her shirt up as far as I could. I pulled my hand from her crotch, pulled the front of her shirt up over her tits and then slid my hand back down to continue stroking her pussy. I curled two fingers into her wet pussy depths and leaned toward her, closing my lips around her hard nipple while lifting her breast with my hand.
"Ohhhh fuck you are a shit. God, you're making me so damn turned on I wanna rip your clothes off and fuck you right here," she moaned as she squeezed my hardon inside my shorts.
"You want me to stop?" I asked, pulling my lips from her nipple and then blowing slowly across it.
"Oh fuck no. I want you to do more. I want you to strip me naked and fuck me," she moaned, her head back and her eyes closed.
"Yeah, but you should probably find somewhere else to do that." Mom said, startling both of us.
"Ohhhhh! Suzana!" Aunt Mary gasped, reaching up to pull her shirt back down over her tits, and push my hand from her pussy.
"You want him again?" Mom asked.
Aunt Mary looked around to see who else might be eavesdropping and then softly whispered. "Oh god yes Suzana! You are so fucking lucky. When you get home you can fuck him any time you want. But hell, after tonight I'm stuck with Russ's little prick again!"
"Okay, come with me. Trevor, why don't you follow us in a minute or so. We'll go walk down the beach a ways."
"Yeah, sure," I answered as Aunt Mary got up and headed inside. I sat and waited, wondering how long I should wait. It felt like half an hour, but was really only about five minutes. I got up and walked through the cabin and out the front door onto the little front deck. I dropped to the gravel and headed down the beach, away from the other houseboat. It didn't take me long to find them, both of them standing in a little thicket of scrubby trees that were really more like bushes. Both of them were completely naked, clearly waiting for me.
"We don't have a lot of time, but we both decided we need a quick fuck," Mom said as she stepped toward me. She pulled my shirt up and then pushed down my shorts, squatting in front of me as she helped my feet out of my shorts so I was standing in just a pair of water shoes. She looked at my cock and then leaned toward me, closing her mouth around my shaft. "Mmmmmmmm," she said as she bounced her face on and off my shaft, my hardon sliding deep into her mouth until my head was nearly pushing down her throat.
Aunt Mary took the remaining step toward me, pulling one of my hands to her left breast and the other between her legs. "Why don't you pick up where you left off," she said huskily before leaning her face toward mine, her lips toward mine. I felt her tongue push into my mouth while I squeezed her breast and stroked my fingers between her wet lips. She pulled away breathlessly after a few minutes and gasped. "Oh god. Fuck me. I need you to fuck me so bad!"
Mom pulled her face off my cock, stood up between Aunt Mary and myself and stepped aside, allowing Aunt Mary to turn around and bend over in front of me. She held her hands on her knees and pushed her ass out at me expectantly. I stepped the half step to her and aimed my saliva-covered cock at her pussy and then pressed it slowly into her, feeling her expand around me as her vagina accepted my fat intruder.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I held her hips and started to thrust into her. In and out I plunged my cock, my engorged mushroom head pounding against her cervix and the end of her tunnel. "Oh god yes. So fucking good," she moaned loudly as my thighs slapped against her bare ass, bouncing her and making her big tits fly wildly under her chest. In and out I thrust, her moans growing louder and more urgent with each minute. "OH FUCK!" she squeaked loudly as she started to climax, her pussy clenching and spasming around my fat shaft while her legs trembled and shook. I held my cock in her as her climax slowly faded, reaching to and cupping her tits. I gently massaged them until she pulled off my shaft and turned to face me. She stepped up to me and pressed her naked body against mine, my hardon trapped between us. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me again, soft and erotic.
"God Trevor, I wish we weren't going home tomorrow. I could get used to being fucked by a real cock. Not that my husband doesn't have a real one, but it's... well... It's not as filling as yours is," she whispered softly before pulling away a little more. "Thank you for... well... all of it." Then she turned and walked away down the shoreline toward the boat, pausing to pick up her shorts and tank top before walking away naked.
"Well now, what do we do with a really big hard cock and no place to put it?" Mom asked me quietly. "Or can you think of someplace you'd like to put it?"
"I can think of some place," I answered with a grin.
"Good. I hoped you could," she said as she stepped toward me. "How about we do something more like we did out in the desert?"
"Sure," I answered as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She lifted her right leg up and I hooked my arm under her knee, holding her leg up. I reached down with my free hand and guided my hardon to her pussy and gently pressed up into her.
"Ohhhhhh yesssss," she hissed softly. "I love it when you enter me already so big and hard. Now fuck me. Make me come on your sweet dick."
"Yeah," was all I answered as I started to hump my hips back and forth, driving my cock in and out of her pussy. She leaned her face toward mine, awkwardly kissing me while I humped in and out of her.
It didn't take long before I could feel her pussy start its little quivering contractions around me as she neared her climax. I thrust up into her a little harder, driving us together hard with each stroke. In and out I pumped, driving her right to her climax and then over the edge. "Oh fuck!" she gasped as she started to tremble and her pussy clenched around me. I continued to slide in and out of her, her pussy now even tighter than before, quickly pushing me to climax along with her. We stood there, holding each other, panting for breath. I let her leg down, letting her trap my still surging and twitching cock inside her depths. She stroked my sides and back and butt while I let my hands slide between us and play with her tits and nipples, stopping only when my cock slipped from her. "Mmmmm, never quite lasts long enough," she moaned softly to me. "I could hold your hard cock in me for a week and it'd be too soon when you pulled out."
"I have to admit, it feels awfully good to do what we just did."
"As good as Jenny?"
"Well..."
"It's alright. Her pussy is still young and tight. Mine, not so much. Two kids kind of stretch things out a bit."
"I still like doing it with you though."
"You're sweet to say it, but this is really for my pleasure. I have no illusions that you'd much rather be fucking your sister. But maybe I can teach you a few new tricks along the way," she said with a grin. "Now, give your mom a few minutes head start and then you can come back. It's almost bed time."
"Sure mom," I answered as she let go of me. She stopped by the bush holding her clothes and dressed before walking away. I walked to the edge of the water and then ankle deep, squatting down to rinse my cock before straightening and stepping back to the bushes. I looked for my shorts, and frowned. They'd been hanging right by mom's clothes on the bush, but they weren't there now. I looked around and under the bush and then stood there, puzzled, and naked.
"Looking for these?" I heard a woman's voice ask. I turned toward the voice, startled, and then quickly covered my cock with both hands before stepping back to move around the bush away from her. "Oh... don't do that. I've already seen everything, so you don't have anything to hide. Nothing at all," she said with a grin before tossing my clothes over her shoulder and following me around the bush. "I've seen your big, fat cock, and what it can do to a woman. Seems to me both of them were quite pleased with your handiwork. Mother and what? Aunt? It all looked pretty damn hot to me," she said, following me as I slowly retreated around the bush, trying to keep at least some of it between the two of us until I'd backed myself against a tangle of branches that halted my retreat.



"Uhhh....What do you want?" I asked lamely, feeling like I was trapped.
She reached to her t-shirt and pulled it up and off, tossing it onto a branch of one of the bushes we were standing between. She reached behind her back and undid the bra and tossed it onto the bush as well. "What do I want? I wanna feel your hard cock pumping in and out of my pussy. I want to feel what my husband hasn't been able to give me in way too many years. I want to feel a nice, hard climax around a nice, hard cock, one that waits for me to come before he does. I watched you. I watched how you fucked them both. I watched them climax around your dick and how much they enjoyed it. That's what I want," she said as she unzipped the front of her shorts and pushed them down, leaving them around her ankles for a few moments before stepping out of them. She pushed her panties down, bending over to step out of them and tossing them and the shorts onto the bush behind her. "There, now we're both naked," she said as she stepped closer, reaching out with a hand to run her finger up and down my chest. "How about it? Willing to take on one more customer tonight?"
"Um... Hell... I don't even know you," I stammered as she came a half step closer, letting her finger travel all the way down to where my hands still covered my cock.
"Evelin," she said with a grin as she hooked her finger behind my hand and pulled. "So? Since we're both naked, you gonna let me see it again? I mean, it's not like I haven't already seen it."
"You were watching?"
"Oh honey, I was doing a hell of a lot more than watching." She grinned. "You can touch me if you want. I wouldn't mind," she asked me softly as I let her pull my hands from in front of my softened dick. She pulled both my hands up to her maybe C-cup tits, pressing my palms to both of her soft mounds. "I was watching you fuck them, watching your cock slide in and out of them. I couldn't help myself. I had to push my pants down and play with myself. Can you picture that, me standing behind those bushes, playing with my pussy while you fucked your mom?"
"Yeah, I can picture that," I agreed as she gently grasped my dick and started to play with it and pull it gently.
"Would you mind if I sucked on you? Put that sexy dick in my mouth and made you hard again? I haven't had a cock in my mouth in, oh so many years."
"I... um... I don't..." I started stammering uselessly as she squatted down in front of me and leaned her face into my crotch. She engulfed my dick with her hot mouth and was quickly sucking and pulling it with her mouth, making my dick slowly start to harden again. As I got harder she shifted her attentions, using her hand to follow her lips as she bobbed her head on and off my dick.
She pulled her mouth off and looked up at me. "Mmmmmmm. You like?"
"Uh huh," I grunted as she went back to sucking my dick.
"Good. Now how about putting it someplace more useful than my mouth?" she asked as she pulled her mouth back off of me and stood up, still holding my now-hard dick in her hand. "Yes?"
"Why the hell not," I answered with a shake of my head. Hell, who was I to deny a horny woman a hard cock?
She turned around and bent over, pushing her ass out at me. She let go of my dick when I started to move toward her. I rubbed my saliva-slicked cock up and down her wet lips, rubbing between her protruding inner lips until I felt my head nestle into the entrance to her vagina. I pressed forward, slowly feeding my hardon into her surprisingly tight pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly into the night. "Do it. Fuck me good and hard."
"With pleasure," I grunted as I held her hips and started to slide in and out of her faster. It didn't take long before I was slapping my body against her bare ass, making her whole body shake and her tits, hanging down below her chest, swing wildly under her in the moonlight. In and out I pumped, jamming my cock into her until I could feel my head smash against her cervix, drawing a grunt from her with each stroke. Over and over I pumped into her, pushing her already excited body closer and closer to climax.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," she moaned over and over as her climax grew closer. I could feel her body start to spasm and contract around my thrusting cock as I plunged hard into her again and again. I knew I wasn't going to come any time soon, but I doubted that mattered to her as her climax inched closer and closer to the inevitable. "AHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried as her whole body started to tremble and shudder, my cock still thrusting into her, pushing her climax even higher. In and out I pounded, jamming hard into her with each thrust until she moved her hand from her knee to my hip, physically asking me to slow down and then stop. "Oh my god," she panted as I pulled from her and she straightened up. She turned around to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling us together, my hard cock trapped between us as she pressed her lips to mine. "Sooooooo fucking worth it," she whispered after breaking a nearly minute-long kiss. "Now I see why your mom wants it."
"Happy you enjoyed it," I said.
"Ohhhhh. I did. Trust me I did," she said with a grin. "But I better get dressed before my fucking husband comes looking for me. As if he'd really care enough to do that." She pulled back from me and started collecting her clothes from the branches, pulling them on one piece at a time as she collected them. It only took a couple short minutes and she was dressed. She stepped to me, leaned against me again and kissed me. "Thank you. I can't tell you how good that felt. I hope I didn't make any trouble for you."
"No, it'll be fine," I answered, giving her butt a quick squeeze before she turned and walked away into the night.
I found my own clothes and pulled them on before heading back to the boat. No one seemed interested or worried about where I'd been, so I wasn't overly worried. It was a shame tomorrow had to end all this. Hell, I hadn't had this much sex in... well... ever, let alone with my aunt and cousins. Being the last night, I wondered who I'd be sleeping with. It was, after all, up to the girls.
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Wild Horse Ranch - Chapter 3
Sophia pushed me back against the desk until I couldn't go any further and had to rest my butt on the edge. She continued to push me until I lay back on her desk. She stood between my slightly spread legs and leaned over, opening her mouth and engulfing my rock-hard cock. She started to stroke her full round lips up and down my shaft, her tongue teasing and stroking along the length of it as she drove her face so far down my dick that I could feel her nose touch my body.
I would have enjoyed watching her suck my cock, except that Donna crawled onto the desk and sat her pussy on my face. I could smell and feel her excitement as she pressed her wet slit to my lips, coaxing me to lick her soft, wet, delicate, lips. Sophia continued to stroke her mouth up and down my shaft for only a few short minutes before she too climbed onto the desk. I could feel her rub my engorged head between her hot, wet lips and then slowly sink down onto my shaft. Donna moved off my face and I was able to see Sophia as she started to bounce up and down on my shaft, her huge, black tits flopping and flying wildly as she pounded herself down on me. I felt her ass slapping hard against my thighs as she drove us down hard onto the desk, making it groan with the strain of holding the two of us up as well as the impact of her motions.
"Oh damn, honey," I groaned as my brain finally started to come awake and realize that it was a dream, though the bouncing on my dick was anything but. Of course, it had to be my wife riding me, so I let it wash over me and enjoyed the intense sensations her sweet pussy was imparting, without even opening my eyes to enjoy the sexy body of hers. "That's it, ride me honey," I breathed quietly to my wife as she rode me on the bed, bouncing the two of us on the springy mattress. Hell of a sweet way to wake up! I finally reached for my face and rubbed the sleep from my eyes so I could focus and see her sexy tits bouncing, and looked at my wife, who... wasn't my wife. "CANDICE!" I practically shouted in surprise. "What the fuck are you doing?"
"Getting myself fucking off on your dick!" she gasped as she continued to pound herself down on me, her tits bouncing wildly in front of me as she slapped her bare ass against my thighs over and over.
"If Jennifer, if my wife comes in while you're doing this!" I said quickly after looking over to see if my wife was still in bed with me or not.
"She won't. She went to pick up dinner while I fucked you."
"Jennifer knows?"
"Uh huh. She told me to," Candice panted. "Oh god. Almost there. She said your cock could make me come. Oh god, she was right. Shit, shit SHIT YES!" she cried into the room as she slammed herself down hard on my dick and sat there, shuddering and trembling. "Ohhhhhh God yes. I needed that so bad," Candice panted as she looked down at me. I tried to start lifting my hips under her to keep fucking her. "Nuh uh, nope, you can't. You need to save it for the show tonight. Can't have you with a limp dick in front of all those ladies," she said with a grin while she continued sitting in my lap with all her weight, keeping me from either fucking her or getting out of bed.
"Why? What?" I finally asked.
"Your wife told me to come use your cock, said you wouldn't mind. I was just so horny after talking to her."
"Wait? My wife said that? Told you to come do that? Talking to her? About what?" I asked in total confusion. My wife telling another woman to come fuck me? Seriously? Jennifer?
"Tonight. She wanted to know what it was like to strip in front of a bunch of strange men. She was pretty nervous. I think she was definitely having second thoughts about going through with it tonight."
"I'm not surprised. I've had a few second thoughts myself."
"Ohhhhhh! No, don't back out. Please? You'll look so hot up there being undressed by Mandy. Having her pull your pants down and suck on your cock and then have you stick it in her? Oh yeah. You are going to draw a lot of attention with the older ladies. I wouldn't be surprised if you end up with more than one lap dance request."
"Just what have you been telling her?"
"Oh, describing what it's like. How it makes me feel. How it feels to lap dance for a guy. How it feels to have his hands running all over your body, teasing your thighs and your breasts and your nipples. How it feels when he strokes you while you're dancing for him. Even what to do if he wants to touch you where you don't want to be touched, or try to fuck you without paying for it. She seemed to find it pretty interesting, but she was talking about backing out of tonight. She doesn't think she's good enough looking, and she's kinda bashful about her body, at least displaying it in front of other people, besides you of course. I convinced her to do it anyway. I called Thomas and we worked it all out. I'm even going to loan her some clothes to wear. She's going to be spectacular."
"I'm actually very surprised she agreed to do any of this. I mean, Thomas did an artful job of tricking her into agreeing, but I doubted she'd go through with it. Hell, I still don't think she will. I'm not sure I can either!"
"She's nervous. But yeah, I finally convinced her that if you could do it, she sure as hell could, so don't you dare try to back out! I mean, she's every bit as strong willed as you are, right?"
"I see. So, if I back out, then..."
"Then she will and you'll never live it down," Candice said with a grin. "And she's going to go first. So you'll have a front row seat to watch her. I think you're gonna love what we came up with."
"What if I don't want to watch her be stripped by another guy? Especially in front of a room full of strangers?"
"Now who's having second thoughts? Seems to me you should have thought of that before you agreed to that bet."
"No, the bet was just for me to have to strip with Mandy."
"Uh huh. And her bet was that she'd have to strip with Thomas. Same thing. You both should have thought about it more. Now, well, it's gonna happen. Might as well get used to it."
"Did you know about this in advance?"
"Nope. Not until Jennifer asked me about stripping. She told me all about how she got tricked into it. Truth is, I think she secretly wanted to get tricked into it. Not that she'd ever admit to it though."
"I doubt that," I said, shaking my head. "She's never been one to even want to be naked outside the bedroom. Hell, the last day has been so out of character for her I was starting to wonder if she'd been drugged or something!"
"Maybe you don't know her as well as you think. I think that little event on the patio might have started something she hasn't gotten hold of yet. Wouldn't be the first time it's happened here. You'd be surprised the number of guests that come and strip on amateur night."
"Dinner's here!" I heard Jennifer call up the stairs.
"Be right down!" Candice called. She grinned at me and climbed off my still-hard cock. "Yeah, this is gonna make you real popular tonight," she said as she reached for my pussy-juice-covered dick and grasped it, giving it a few strokes. "Just remember, you have to wear a condom, club rules," she said before turning and walking toward the door. "Not that you have to with me," she added as she walked out the door.
I climbed out of bed, found a pair of shorts and pulled them on. I wasn't at all sure what I was even supposed to wear tonight. I walked down the stairs to see my wife and Candice sitting at the table, eating, my plate of food sitting there, covered with foil and waiting for me.
"Hey sleepy head! I guess Candice got you up and moving?"
"Oh, she did that alright," I answered.
"Did she manage to satisfy her need?" my wife asked me with a crooked little grin.
"I did," Candice offered. "David has a really nice cock. I think I'm going to enjoy working for both of you, especially if you keep offering him up to me like that."
"Well, it's my fault you were all stimulated. If I hadn't been asking you all those explicit questions," my wife said with an innocent shrug before looking at me. "I just couldn't sleep, so I thought I'd ask Candice a few questions."
"I see," I said as I sat down and uncovered my plate. "I take it was a good talk?"
"Against my better judgement, I'm still going to go through with it, if that's what you mean. I wasn't going to. I mean, undressing in front of strangers would be hard enough. But being stripped and played with? I don't know that I'm ever going to be ready for that."
"I know what you mean," I answered.
"Oh, I don't think so at all. I don't think you have any problem getting naked in front of strange women. Maybe you get a little embarrassed getting a hardon, but I think guys are much less concerned about who they get naked in front of. It's all part of their ego. Men are wired to show off their attributes to try and attract mates. Been that way since cave man days. You're just a modern-day cave man. No, I think you're going to damn well enjoy this whole thing."
"I don't know about that."
"No? Tell me, were you upset to wake up and find Candice on your dick?"
"Actually, yes."
"Why? Because you were worried I might walk in on you two?" she asked. I didn't answer, but the blush on my face that I always get when she nails my answer like that gave me away. "Yeah, see? It wasn't that you were fucking her. It was that I might find out. Well, tonight I'll know all about it. I'll be watching you get naked and I'll probably watch you wander off to a private room with some couple. I have no doubt that you'll go all the way with whoever you go with. I don't know that I can or will, but you know what? I'm not going to tell you. I'm just going to let you wonder how far I went."
"You're not going to tell me what you do?"
"Maybe some time. Not tonight. Tonight, you get to wonder," she said with a smirk. "Call it payment for getting me into all this to start with. If you'd have kept your dick in your pants all those years ago we'd still be sitting at home watching the baseball game, instead of getting ready to be stripped in front of a bunch of strangers."
I looked at her for long seconds. "You don't have to. In fact, if you want you can pack up and head home. I'm not keeping you here if you don't want to stay."
"But you're staying?"
"I think I have to."
"Because of the money?"
I was silent for a few seconds. "The money is part of it. But to be honest, there are a lot of people that count on this place for their livelihood. If I can keep that going by just living here, shouldn't I?"
"Sure. That's an admirable thought. But don't forget all the free sex you'll be getting all the time. I doubt it would be as much fun if I told you I was going home and I expected you to not have sex with anyone but me. In fact, I doubt you'd do it. You'd have sex and just not tell me. No, if you're staying, so am I."
"Okay, but does that mean you have to get up there and get naked in front of everyone?"
"Oh? Concerned about my privacy all of a sudden? This from the guy that was always trying to grab my tits and take off my swim suit at the lake? No, I'm doing this just because I want to know if I can do it. I might get out there and panic and run off the stage. Or I might get there and enjoy the hell out of it. Running away is a hell of a lot more likely, but I'm going to try, because just like crossing that damn rope bridge all those years ago, I wanna know if I can do it! And if it bothers you to watch me, don't watch."
"Maybe I won't."
My wife laughed. "Yeah, right. You won't be able to tear your eyes off of me. Any time I get naked you're ogling me. Why would this be different? You'll just get all turned on thinking about it being you doing that to me up there. Who knows? If I like it, maybe one night it will be you doing it!"
"If you like it?"
"Never know. I might like it and want to do it again. Or I might hate it and never want to do it again. Or I might get so scared I have to run off stage and hide. But you know what? Whatever it is, I'll know."
"Just like you knew you could cross the bridge after you climbed off on the other side."
"Just like," she said quietly with a serious look on her face. "Am I scared? Oh, hell yes. My stomach is full of butterflies. But I'm doing this!"
"Alright then. We both are. For better or worse, right?"
She looked at me and shook her head. "Only you would come up with wedding vow inferences for something so un-wedding-like as this."
Spectacular: that was the only word that came to mind when she walked into the living room and stood between me and the tv. She had on black spike heels, nude-colored thigh-high stockings that made her legs glisten in the table side light. The skirt was short, scandalously short in my wife's words. I could see the whole lacy top of each stocking, plus a slight strip of bare skin above them before the black leather skirt covered her thighs. If it were any shorter I had no doubt I'd be seeing her panties, if she had any on. The short skirt was also extremely low cut, resting low on her hips, leaving several inches of her stomach bare, her belly button showing above the skirt and below the thin, white spandex tube top. The top stretched from several inches below her big full breasts to about half way up each creamy orb. The top was so thin I could just make out a lace half-cup bra holding up the swell of her breasts. The cups were low enough to allow her protruding nipples to extend over the top edge, poking out the thin material. I could just make out the two half moons of her areola through the material. I looked up to her face, framed in the long, fat curls of her brown hair, the few whisps of gray barely visible in the curls. Her eyes were stunning, the green of her iris brought out by subtle makeup. Her lips were pressed in a thin line of nervousness, the bright red lipstick setting her full lips off every bit as much as the day she walked down the aisle at our wedding.
"My god, you look incredible!" I finally managed to say. I'd always told her she was good looking, and if she wore the right things, could look extremely sexy. She always argued with me, but here she was, standing proof that she was indeed an incredibly sexy woman, even in her fifties.
"She looks hot, doesn't she?" Candice asked as she stepped out into the room near my wife.
"Hot doesn't even begin to cover it."
"No, slutty is more like it," my wife said, a little of the nervousness fading away as her bright-red lips shifted to a frown.
"I don't think so. Sexy. Hot. Damn, I'm getting a hardon just looking at you."
"Slutty. Advertising for sex is more like it," my wife said.
"I think you look incredibly hot. God, I love it."
"Show him the other surprise," Candice said to her. "Wouldn't want him to be surprised when he sees it later."
My wife sighed and pulled the front of the skirt up to expose a pair of see-through white underwear. I looked and for a few moments I was confused. She must have seen the confusion on my face and used her other hand to pull the panties down in front. Then it dawned on me. Other than a very small strip of tight brown and gray curls, her mound and pussy were shaved clean. "Damn!" I said appreciatively.
"I told you he'd like it," Candice said. "You're going to be a huge hit tonight."
"I take it that's what you're wearing tonight to the club?" I asked.
"Candice thinks I should. I feel kinda funny wearing it though. I feels like I'm just asking to be fucked.
"You kinda are," Candice said with a grin. "That's what you want the guys to think about. You want them to think about getting to see and touch your nipples, maybe even your pussy. Some of them will want to fuck you, but few will have the money you should be asking. Yeah, you're at least a seven bill tip to get naked and fuck."
"Seven hundred dollars? Just to fuck me? Guys are really gonna pay that much just for sex? With an old woman like me?"
"Oh yeah, there will be some that do. Of course, they'll expect David to entertain their wives for that. Guys are like that: they'll pay a ton for a sweet fuck, but think that a guy should put out for his wife for almost nothing."
"Huh! I'm worth more than David? That's a refreshing change!" my wife said with a grin as she fixed her panties and smoothed the leather skirt. "So hon, what are you wearing?"
"I dunno. Mandy is supposed to be bringing my outfit over." I answered with a shrug.
"Well, you won't have to wait long," I heard from the hallway. "She looks bitchin', doesn't she?" Mandy said as she stepped into the room from the hallway leading up from Candice's downstairs bedroom. She stepped to the sofa and sat down on the edge next to me. "Oh, she is going to be such a hit! Damn. I'd be willing to bet she attracts more attention that any of us girls. We haven't had a super sexy older woman on stage in a while. Oh, don't get me wrong. We've had some pretty sexy looking women your age, but DAMN! You look smoking hot! And the guys are going to go gaga when Thomas ties your hands to the pole and starts stripping you!"
I could see my wife blush as Mandy complimented her. "I appreciate the kind words, but I'm not all that good looking. Wait!? What did you say? Tie my hands to the pole?"
"Oops," Mandy said sheepishly. "That was supposed to be a surprise."
"A surprise? That he's going to tie me up?"
"We were trying to come up with a way to make you feel more comfortable. You can get your hands free any time you want. You'll be holding the end of the rope. It's just fake that we're tying you to it. But he thought that might give you something to concentrate on. Trust me, Thomas would never hurt you! He's way too gentle. He doesn't fuck hard, even if the customer asks for it."
"That sounds like a good idea," I said looking at my wife. "Maybe it'll help you relax."
"Yeah, right. So what are they doing with you then?" my wife asked.
"We're going to dress him cowboy style and he's going to dance with me," Mandy said as she stood up. "David, come with me. We have to get you dressed."
"In a cowboy outfit? This is gonna be a bomb. I can't dance," I answered. "Not that kind of dance. I can waltz, but I doubt you want to do that."
"Oh, no. Trust me, I'll help you," she said with a grin. "Come on. Time to get dressed."
"Yes ma'am," I said subserviently, getting up from the sofa. I stood and looked at my wife. "I know you don't believe it, but you really do look incredible. I wish I could have talked you into wearing something like this a long time ago."
"All you'd do is take it off of me," she said with a scowl.
"Uh huh. One piece at a time, making damn sure you enjoyed every moment of it." I chuckled before turning serious. "I wish it was me on that stage tonight undressing you. First time you wear something like that and I'm going to be watching another man taking it off you."
"Well, I guess that's the price you're going to have to pay if you wanna fuck all those sweet, young pussies," she said without her frown breaking.
"I guess it is."
"Tell you what," she said quietly, stepping toward me and looping her arms around my neck. "I'll promise to wear it for you one day soon, just as a surprise, and you can have the pleasure of undressing me all by yourself," She leaned her face to mine and kissed my lips softly. She held the kiss for several seconds and then pulled her face away. "I'm sure you're going to enjoy your own time on the stage. Let me do this my way. If you want me to stay, us to stay, like Candice said, we're going to have to get used to being naked and seeing naked people. If this doesn't get me over my bashfulness at being naked in front of people, nothing will."



"Alright," I answered quietly. "I'll let you do it your way."
"Good. Now you go get changed with Mandy. We're supposed to be at the club in twenty minutes."
"If you insist," I whispered before kissing her. I turned and walked away with Mandy.
"I'm pretty sure no cowboy ever was dressed the way I was. But Mandy assured me that this was quite appropriate for what she had in mind for me. A snap-down western shirt, god-awfully-small men's bikini briefs, a pair of blue jeans that were more stretch pants than jeans, and a pair of pointy-toed cowboy boots. Oh, I almost forgot the blue bandana tied around my neck. Mandy was dressed in a little western dress that had been modified so that all the buttons had been replaced with snaps. The skirt portion was slightly longer than my wife's "scandalously short" skirt, but the pleating in the skirt made it "bouncy" and every time she bent or bounced, the skirt would bounce up and briefly flash her panties.
After she dressed me, she dressed herself, talking the whole time about what she intended for us to do on stage. She wanted me half dressed, to put my dick into her and fuck her until the end of whatever song was playing. Once the song ended I could pull out and we'd take our clothes and head off stage. I was NOT to come. Period, end of sentence! She wanted me to save that for whoever we lap danced with. She was hoping that she'd be able to coax an extra big tip to make the woman in whatever couple offered, climax and also feel me climax in her.
I walked out and Candice wolf whistled at me. "Look at that! Ohhhh yeah. I'm coming along to watch. This should be good."
"Well, put some clothes on and let's get going," Mandy said. "We wanna get there early enough to watch a few other couples before Jennifer has to go on stage."
"Give me a minute," Candice said as she ran down the stairs to the basement. By the time we got down the stairs she was coming out of her room, still pulling on a spandex tube dress with nothing at all on under it, carrying a pair of high heels in one hand. The four of us headed out the back door and climbed into the little four seat cart, with Mandy driving. She pulled away from the back of the house and we zipped around to the main road and then down it at a surprising fast pace. After several minutes she turned onto a gravel path and drove down it quickly, leaving a trail of dust behind us. She slowed down a couple minutes later, aiming for the back of a big building. She stopped next to a number of other carts like ours and shut it down. We could hear the music filtering from the inside, and even though this was the back of the building, it was easy to tell from the lights that the front was a large parking area, heavily lit.
"I take it this is your first visit here?" Mandy asked as she watched me looking around.
"It is."
"Well, this is the employee entrance. You'll probably want to come in this way too. It leads to the dancer prep room, the back of the bar, the storage room, and upstairs, the office," she said as she walked to a service door. She opened the door and the music got considerably louder. She held the door for us, and Candice led us into the hallway and then held open another door for us. Jennifer and I walked in and climbed the stairs, my wife moving very cautiously on the unusually high heels she had on. We made it to the top and opened another door, this one leading into a very large room. The far side of the room looked like floor to ceiling windows. One end wall was covered with tv monitors that seems to be displaying various views of not only the parking lot and building, but rooms inside the building. Several of the monitors showed rooms that were occupied by couples.
"Welcome!" Rachel said, getting up from her desk and walking across the plush carpet toward us. She walked to me and hugged me, pressing us together before moving to my wife taking my wife's hands in hers. "Wow. The girls really got you looking incredible! I can't tell you how excited I am to have you two try this," she said as she moved in to hug my wife, who looked at me a little awkwardly. Rachel stepped back and took my wife's hands again. "Come look!"
She pulled my wife toward the glass windows, and I followed along. We looked out the window at the club below. "This is the main club. You can see Teresa and Andrew are on stage right now."
I looked out and could see a long bar below us, our windows appearing to be even with the back wall of the bar. The main floor had a raised stage with two silver poles running from the stage floor to the ceiling high above. On the stage were a couple, both now completely naked from whatever they had started wearing. While I watched the young black woman reached over her head to hold the pole, and arched her back, lifting her whole body into the air, her legs pointed toward the equally young, black man standing on the stage with her. She lifted her legs high in the air and spread them, giving everyone a fantastic view of her bare pussy before the young man, Andrew, stepped between her legs. She closed her legs to rest them on his shoulders. He reached for her big, round butt and held her butt cheeks, lifting her slightly as she walked her hands up the pole over her head until she was essentially sitting on his shoulders with her pussy pushed to his face.
It didn't take any imagination at all to know what was next. I wasn't disappointed when she tilted her head back and gasped, either for real or faked I couldn't tell. He stepped closer to the pole until her back could rest against it while he licked her pussy. They did this for almost a full minute before he moved his hands on her butt and she spread her legs off his shoulders. She slowly slid down his body, her legs spread in a wide V until she was half way down his body. She stopped her slide and then gasped again as his big, fat dick pushed into her pussy. He turned around to put his back to the pole, giving the audience a view of his tool sliding slowly into her depths.
He let himself slide down the pole until his knees were on the stage floor and she was sitting on his dick with her legs sticking past him. She leaned herself back, until her shoulders were lying on the stage floor. He reached to her big, soft tits and squeezed them several times while she shifted her legs to get her feet on the stage. She used them to lift and lower her ass slightly, sliding herself on and off his cock half a dozen times, stopping when the song ended. She rolled herself back, pulling off his cock and rolling so that as she completed the roll, her spread pussy was completely on display to the audience. Once she had completed the roll, she climbed to her feet, as did Andrew. The two collected their clothes and then held hands as they walked off the stage.
" I could never do anything like that!" my wife said quietly.
"Nor I!" Rachel said. "She's a bit of an acrobat."
With them leaving the stage I looked around at the rest of the floor. I could see in the two back corners were two, what looked like cages, with bar stools around them. The rest of the main floor was covered with small, round tables with chairs, almost every table seating a couple, with the exception of two, who had two couples at them. The second couple clearly a dance couple, dressed in skimpy outfits.
"If you're wondering, the left end there leads to the private rooms," Rachel said. "We watch and record what happens there as well. Partly for the protection of the dancers, and partly for the protection of the guests. We've had a few times where a guest has accused the dancer of stealing their wallet and the like, so we can go in and watch the entire encounter."
"And if I go in there, it'll be recorded?" my wife asked with raised eyebrows.
"Definitely. But don't worry, the only place you can watch it is in this room. They aren't on the internet or anything so there is absolutely zero chance of anyone seeing what's happened or happening anywhere in the club."
"That's good. I'd hate to be a new internet sensation," my wife said with a frown as I watched a new couple move onto the stage. The little red-headed young lady had on a very revealing, white negligee and a wedding-type veil in her hair, and the guy had on only a pair of what looked like black silk boxers. The two started to move and dance together, pressing their bodies together and grinding against each other in time with the music being played.
"That's what I want you to do to me," Mandy whispered. "I'll hold your hands and any time I let go of your hands, I want you trying to fondle me or undress me. We're going to have three songs, so I want you to have my shirt off at the end of the first, my skirt at the end of the second, and the third. You're free to do anything you want to me on stage the third song. Hopefully you're turned on enough to try and fuck me."
"I think it's time," I heard Andrew say from behind us. I hadn't even realized he had come in. I looked back at him to see he was wearing a pair of men's bikini briefs not unlike what I had on under my pants.
"Now?"
"Uh huh," Andrew said, reaching for her hand. My wife looked at me nervously before turning to walk with him toward the office door. She looked back over her shoulder before looking down the stairs. I could tell she was thinking hard about not going through with it.
"She'll be fine," Mandy whispered, turning me back to look out over the club floor.
"It'll make her more nervous if she knows I'm watching," I said quietly.
"She won't know."
I chuckled. "Like seeing me up here won't be a giveaway?"
It was Rachel's turn to chuckle. "One way glass. She won't see you. In fact, any time you want to come watch, feel free. If you get all turned on, I'm sure we can solve that too, either with one of the girls, or me. It's been a while since I've had the chance to do it with anyone my age."
"Oh," was all I could say as the couple on the floor continued to dance, his hands removing her negligee and hers removing his boxers to reveal his hard dick.
"Some of the guys need to use pills to keep their hardon. It's a lot easier for a woman to fake both being excited and having an orgasm than it is for a guy. After a while, it can be hard to get turned on and stay that way. Somehow I don't think that'll be a problem for you. Not according to Candice at least."
I continued to watch him tease her, picking her up and sucking her nipples and then setting her back down. Their hands reached for each other's private parts, teasing and playing with each other. As the third song started she pushed him back until he was lying on the stage, his dick sticking up. She stood over him and slowly lowered herself toward him. He held his dick up and she began to rock her ass, twerking, I think they call it. I watched her rock her hips, dragging her pussy lips back and forth across his engorged head. Back and forth she rubbed, working him deeper and deeper between her lips until he was clearly nestled into her entrance. She stopped twerking and slowly sank down his shaft until she was resting her ass on his thighs. She began to rock herself again, grinding her clit against him as the music played. I looked at the crowd and I could see several couples clearly interested in what they were doing, one guy leaning over to his partner and whispering something to which she nodded eagerly.
The song ended and she stood up, his dick slipping from her, glistening with her juices. She held out a hand and helped him up and then they collected what little they had on and walked off the stage.
They had barely gotten off the stage when I saw Andrew step out of the curtain at the end of the stage stairs, my wife following as he led her slowly up the stairs and onto the stage, her hands tied with a long white rope he held the other end of. She followed him across the stage and let him turn her so she was facing the crowd. He lifted her hands above her head and wrapped the rope around the pole, slipping the end of it into her hand, which she grasped.
The first song was already starting as he reached for his tiny briefs. He pushed them down to his thighs and then unwrapped a long strip of material from around his already hard dick. He reached up and placed it across her eyes and then tied it behind her head with a simple overhand knot, blindfolding her with the thin strip.
He quickly pushed the briefs the rest of the way off and then set them on her head. His hands moved to her top, capturing her tits through the thin, white material. He fondled her breasts through the material teasing her nipples and pinching them to make them hard and protrude even more than they already did. He hooked his fingers into her top and slowly pulled it out and away.
I felt someone slide around me, looked over my shoulder and saw Rachel's face near mine. Her hands wrapped around me and I felt her soft breasts, unrestrained in the thin blouse she wore, press against my back as her left hand found my crotch. "God she's sooooo damn sexy," she whispered to me as I looked back down to see Andrew pull the top all the way to her waist, exposing her tits, supported by the lace half-bra.
He leaned over and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth as he unfastened her bra and took it off, holding it out and dropping it to the floor. As he sucked on her breast, one hand reached down between her legs and rubbed her pussy under the skirt, while his other hand reached around to fondle her butt through it. I could see her mouth moving, unable to hear what she was saying, but knowing nonetheless. He had found her Achilles heel: her nipples. Teasing her nipples had allowed me to coax her into letting me play with her pussy and make her climax in a movie theater once, and have sex with her in a bathroom at a wedding on another occasion. Though I'd never imagined her doing anything this extreme.
She moved her head side to side as he moved his hands to unzip the skirt and push it down. He moved her legs one at a time to step out of the skirt, leaving her in the tube top around her waist, the see through panties and her stockings. He let go of her nipple and knelt in front of her.
I was momentarily distracted as the front of my pants were unsnapped, Rachel slipping one hand into the front to massage my hardon through the tiny briefs I had on. I watched Thomas pull my wife's panties down and work them down her legs until he could coax her to lift both feet, tossing them aside. He leaned in toward her and licked her pussy slowly, drawing a gasp from her as Rachel slipped her hand inside my briefs to grasp my bare dick. Her free hand found one of mine and pulled it around between us, pushing it gently between her legs. I could feel Rachel's bare pussy lips touch my fingers as I watched Thomas slide his hands down one of my wife's legs and then the other, pulling the stockings to her ankles, but leaving them and her high heels on.
I pressed my fingers between Rachels's lips and stroked them slowly into her wet slit while Thomas lifted my wife's leg and pushed his face between them further. The blindfold fell from her face and she moaned in pleasure as his tongue dipped deeply into her wet pussy.
"God I want you to fuck me," Rachel whispered to me as we watched Thomas stand up, still holding my wife's leg in his hand. He stepped closer to her, aiming his cock at her pussy and then pushed it into her slowly.
I didn't have to hear to know the groan she made as he slid slowly into her already sopping wet pussy. I wondered just how far he'd push it, if he'd actually make her climax in front of everyone.
Rachel pulled my dick completely out and wrapped both hands around me, slowly stroking me while I stroked her clit with my left hand's fingers. I watched Thomas stroke in and out of my wife, his fingers moving to her nipples, squeezing and pulling them. I knew the song had to be about done, given how long they were doing it, but I could see it was going to be a race between the end of the song and her orgasm. The song ended, but to my surprise, Thomas just kept stroking into her, her moans and gasps silent to us but still obvious.
I heard her cry out even through the glass as her body jerked and shuddered in a massive orgasm. She clutched the rope tightly as her body trembled and then spasmed a second time as her climax washed over her.
"God look at her come," Rachel whispered. "I wish you could make me come like that right now. I want you so bad. I want to feel your fat cock pumping into me until you fill me with cum. God, I want that so bad right now," she moaned softly.
"Come on. We better go down and meet them coming off stage," Mandy said, taking my right hand and pulling me away from Rachel. "You'll have plenty of time to fuck later."
"Uh yeah," I answered, trying to tuck my hardon into my tiny underwear before we got to the door. I was still snapping my pants closed while we walked down the stairs. Mandy led me to the dressing room door and into a large room with lots of racks of clothing and costumes, as well as a large number of dressing tables and several shower stalls along one wall.
"Oh my god," my wife said as she came around the corner of the stage entrance, still with her stockings around her ankles and her spandex top around her waist, "I can't believe you made me climax in front of everyone!" she said angrily to Thomas. "You said you were going to play with me, not make me come on stage!" She saw me and looked angrily at me. "Did you know he was going to do that? Make me come in front of everyone?"
"No," I answered quietly, walking toward her. "I was as surprised as you were." I added as she walked toward me and wrapped her arms around me. She pulled her naked body against me and I felt her trembling as I hugged her to me.
"God I can't believe I did that," she whispered. "I don't believe I let him do that to me! I'm glad that's over! I'm so embarrassed, coming in front of everyone like that."
"It looked like it felt good," I whispered, "and it did look sexy as hell."
"You were watching?"
"Yeah, from upstairs."
"You could have stopped it," my wife snapped angrily at me.
"No, by the time I'd have gotten down here, it would have already been over," I said softly, stroking her back, trying to sooth her.
"What now?"
"That's up to you. As I understand it from Mandy, you put some clothes back on and mingle with the guests until someone wants to buy your services."
"God that sounds disgusting," she whispered. "It sounds like I'm selling myself like a common prostitute. NO! Absolutely NOT!"
"You are anything but a common prostitute," I whispered. "You looked so incredibly hot out there. The only thing I wish was that it was me doing that to you."
"You'd do that? Strip me in front of everyone?"
"If you wanted me to."
"You mean, if I let you," she said a little sternly.
"No, if you wanted me to. I wouldn't make you do anything you didn't want to."
"David, we're due on stage," Mandy said quietly, tugging on my arm.
"You better go," my wife said quietly, releasing me, but still frowning.
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet," she said before leaning to me and kissing me on the cheek. "Probably just get dressed and watch you. I hope you have fun out there."
I wasn't at all sure how to answer that as Mandy pulled me away from Jennifer and toward the stage entrance.
"Come on. Time to get your head in the game. Remember what we talked about. Let me help you learn to dance and you play the part of hunky guy determined to get me naked and have sex with me."
"Yeah," I answered as she pulled me along and out the curtain. I walked up onto the stage, surprised at how bright the lights were and how little I could actually see of the audience because of them.
She took my hands and started dancing with me, or more correctly trying to coax me to dance with moves I clearly didn't know. She moved her hands to my shoulders, letting go of mine. "Play with my tits!" she hissed quietly enough that I could just hear her over the music. I Moved my hands to her chest and squeezed and groped her tits through the thin shirt. She found my hands with hers again, and giggled playfully, pulling my hands away and moving them to her hips before moving her hands to my shoulders again.



I got the idea, and slipped my hands up to her shirt, pulling it slowly apart, freeing one snap after another. She waited until I had it about half way done and reached for my hands again, moving them to her hips. I let them rest there for a few moments after she let go of them and then slid them back up again, this time sliding one into her half open shirt to tease her bare tit while the other started pulling the shirt snaps apart again. She backed away, giggling and calling me a naughty boy before turning in my arms and backing up to me. She held my hands until she was pressed against me and rubbing up and down my body. She reached behind herself to my hips as she ground her ass into my quickly-hardening dick. My hands free again, I pulled the rest of the shirt apart and slipped my hands up her body to cup both tits, my wrists pushing the shirt apart. I squeezed and teased her breasts and nipples for a while and then slid my hands up to pull the shirt off her shoulders. It fell down her arms as she pulled away from me.
She turned to face me and giggled, half bending over, the shirt hanging down all the way to the ground, hanging onto her only by the cuffs at her wrists. She quickly unsnapped the snaps there and it fell the rest of the way to the floor, leaving her naked above the waist. She stepped toward me and reached for my shirt, pulling the front apart while I reached back up to her tits and cupped them. She worked the shirt down my arms and undid the cuffs before pulling my hands from her tits to get the shirt all the way off.
She took my hands in hers, lifted them over my head and leaned into me, pressing her tits against my chest as she pressed her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss, all the while, grinding her pelvis against my now-hard cock. She broke the kiss and again took my hands as she turned in my arms to press her ass against me. She moved my hands to her tits and then, using her hands, slid mine to her waist, holding one on her stomach while she pressed my right hand down to her thigh. She coaxed my hand up her thigh, dragging the skirt up with it until she had my hand on her bare pussy. She let go of my hands and moved side to side, wiggling her ass against me, making her tits wiggle from side to side as well. I teased her pussy with my fingers while my left hand searched for the zipper I knew was on the side of the skirt. I felt her hands move between us as I pulled the zipper down, the skirt growing looser on her hips as I did. I felt her skirt start to slip down and moved my hands to allow it to do so, sliding down her thighs to her knees, where it stuck because of her spread legs. I felt her pulling the zipper of my pants down just before she stepped away from me. She turned around, letting her skirt fall the rest of the way down her legs, her hands reaching for my pants. She pulled the stretchy jeans down over my butt and halfway down my thighs, leaving me in only my tiny bikini underwear. She moved closer to me, rubbing her nipples lightly on my chest while she rubbed one hand up and down the serious bulge in the front of my underwear. I cupped her tits while she teased my dick through them, and then, after a few moments, pulled them down, freeing my hard-on.
She pulled the underwear down to my thighs and then grasped my dick with both hands, stroking and teasing it while she danced in front of me. She turned around and stepped back to me, pushing my dick down until she could slide it between her thighs as she backed her ass up into me. I cupped and fondled her breasts and teased her nipples while she danced against me, my dick sticking out between the gap of her thighs. She reached one hand down between her legs and I felt her press my dick against her slit as she danced, sliding her wet pussy along my shaft several inches.
She froze and bent over slightly and I felt my head disappear between her lips. The moan was definitely real as she pushed herself back onto my shaft, driving me slowly into her sopping-wet pussy. I held her nipples and teased them as she began to rock herself on and off my dick. I knew I wasn't supposed to come, but if she was going to keep doing this, she was going to get all of it inside her.
"Oh damn," I groaned, trying to let her know she was doing much too good of a job. Thankfully the song ended before I did. She pulled off of me, leaving my rock hard dick sticking out, bobbing up and down with my heartbeat and glistening with her juices.
She stood next to me for several seconds, letting everyone see the two of us. Then she turned to push her ass out at the audience as she picked up her clothes, getting a few appreciative whistles.
"Come on," she said breathlessly as she led me away by the hand, my pants still around my thighs. She led me down the stairs and through the curtain. We got through the curtain and she turned me and backed me against the wall and pressed herself to me. "You have me so fucking close to climax. God, I want to fuck your brains out right now," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine.
"I didn't think we were supposed to do that."
"Spoil sport," she whispered before pushing away from me reluctantly, her hand having found my still rock-hard cock. She stood inches from me, stroking my dick slowly, aiming it at her pussy as if waiting for me to pull her toward me and impale her with it.
"Hey you two. We have a request," one of the topless waitresses said as she walked in through the curtain. "I have a couple wants the older guy and the older woman as a couple."
"Huh?" I asked.
"Tracy. This is Mister Parks, the new owner. And the older woman you're referring to, is his wife, Missus Parks."
"Oh god," she whispered. "I didn't know. I'm so sorry. I'll tell them that you aren't available."
"No, wait," I said as she turned to leave. "What kind of request?"
She looked at me almost embarrassed. "Private dance," she whispered.
"That's what's supposed to happen, right?" I asked. "You guys dance on stage and then try to get people to pay for private dances?"
"Yeah, it is." Mandy answered. "Are they guests or locals?"
"Guests. They're both wearing bracelets."
"That's perfect. Let's go find your wife and see what she thinks," Mandy said eagerly. "Come on Tracy," she added as she pulled me by the hand around the corner and into the dressing area. We found my wife sitting in a stool by one of the dressing tables, her tube top and skirt back on and her stockings pulled back up. She looked at me as we walked toward her.
"Looks like you had fun," she said, before nodding toward a TV that showed the stage. "Seems like you didn't much mind Mandy there fucking you on stage, either."
"He's a great fuck," Mandy said with a grin. "Anyway, we have a request."
"A request?"
"A couple has requested private time with you and your husband."
"Private time? As in having sex with us?" my wife asked quickly.
"Maybe. This is Tracy, one of the waitresses. What did they say?"
"Specifically, the wife suggested that she'd love to have Mister Parks undress her like that, and the husband hoped that you'd be willing to let him undress you like you were on stage."
"Oh shit, no fucking way. No way I'm going to go let some guy I don't know undress and fuck me."
"He said he was willing to pay a significant tip to just have you lap dance on his bare dick," Tracy said quietly.
"This happens all the time," Mandy said. "Guests or public customers see us on stage and make a request even before we have a chance to get dressed and go out to the floor. They want to make sure they're first in line. Usually those kind are the biggest tips anyway."
"So what, I'm just supposed to go out and let this guy pay to play with my body and fuck me?"
"You don't have to go that far. You get to limit what you do. Some guys I'll fuck, if they pay enough. Others, I barely get undressed for. Depends on how they make me feel and how deep the pocketbook is. For what they're asking? I wouldn't get naked with them for less than a thousand for the couple."
"Wait, what? A thousand dollars? Just to undress me?"
"The two of you? Sure. Platinum guests have plenty of money or they wouldn't be here. They're looking for something different. Something they'd never be able to do at home. That's what we provide: that fantasy experience. If you want, I'd be happy to come along with you, kinda show you the ropes," Mandy said.
"Show me the ropes? Like this is something I'd actually do? Let alone do more than once? Hell, I barely survived getting stripped on stage. Why would I want to let David watch a stranger stripping and fucking me?"
"Well, sounds like he'd be busy with the wife anyway. Some couples would love to try something like this, but they don't have a way to do it without messing up their reputation. So here, they can do it anonymously and decide if it's something they want to do more of or if it was a mistake."
"And they pay money to do this?"
"Yep."
"And if you come along? What would you do?"
"Well, if you didn't want to have sex with him, I would. If you decided you wanted to, I'd just stand by and watch, or maybe let him play with my pussy or something."
"Jesus. I don't believe this," my wife said quietly.
"I told you, you looked hotter than hell up there," I said quietly. "But don't think we have to do this. I don't care if we do or not. We did what we set out to do. We got stripped on stage and got a feel for what it's like for the girls to go out there and show off."
"You liked it, didn't you?" my wife asked me.
"I sorta did," I agreed with a shrug.
"So what do you want to do?"
"Look, I don't want you to do anything you're not comfortable with. If this guy's wife wants to dance with me and let me strip her and make her come while we're dancing, why not? Could be interesting. Mandy would probably be happy to handle the husband."
"You could watch upstairs," Mandy said quickly. "There's cameras in all the rooms so you'd see exactly what I do." She paused a moment and then added, "Or you could come along. Let him undress you and look at you while I do the rest. See it up close."
"You mean watch my husband fuck his wife right there in front of me?"
"That's probably what'd happen," Mandy said with a shrug, starting to put the dress she had been carrying back on. "Either way, I probably need to go out and make an offer, even if it's just me and Thomas. Not sure that's what they want though."
My wife looked at me. "You're going to do this, aren't you?"
"I was thinking about it," I answered honestly.
"It's a lot better than ladies night," Mandy said with a grin. "He'd probably be propositioned by two or three women on ladies night."
"Fine. Fine. I'll do it. But I'm NOT letting him fuck me!" my wife said, crossing her arms over her chest. "I'll rub my ass around on his dick, but that's as far as I'm going!"
"Then just make that clear at the start," Mandy said. "You want me to come along to make him come?"
"I gotta make him come?"
"Oh yeah. One way or another. Mouth, hands, pussy, tits. Something. It's kinda expected once you get to that point."
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh."
"Shit. Okay. but this is the last thing I'm doing. I promised Candice I'd be open minded about the club, but this isn't helping her position much."
"Her position?" I asked.
"That the club was important to keeping the whole thing running. It was apparently the basis of starting the whole resort. She says it's fun to work here and that it can be exciting to interact with so many different men."
"I think what she meant was fuck so many different men," Mandy said with a grin. "Though she doesn't do nearly as many as I do. Most guys she'll do a hand or tit job. If they're really hot she might give them oral sex. It takes a pretty special dick for her to go all the way."
"Okay. let's get this over with," my wife said with a scowl.
"Hold on," Mandy said sharply. "I'm not letting you go out there like this. Not only won't you have fun, but the customer is going to get a bad taste in his mouth. You want to do this, you better decide you're going out there to ENJOY it, not because you have to. No one wants to have a lap dance from a surly, bad-tempered dancer."
"What? You're not letting me?" my wife asked her just as sharply.
"Nope. Not gonna. Don't care if you own it or not. I'm sure Rachel would agree with me."
"She's got a point," I said softly to my wife. She looked at me like I had three heads. "You just stay here. I'll be back in a few minutes."
"Thirty minutes, give or take a few," Mandy said as she grabbed a tablet off the table and took my hand with her free hand. She pulled me along back to the stage curtain and then out, the two of us following Tracy.
Tracy led us through the maze of tables to a couple sitting part way back from the stage, the two of them very nicely dressed. The man in a sport coat and the woman in an elegant gown that she probably wore to dinner. "Mister and Missus G. This is David and Mandy. I'm afraid that Jennifer wasn't available."
"Awww. That's a shame," the man said. He looked at Mandy with a crooked little grin. "You can call me Eric," he said as he held a hand out and pulled Mandy toward him. She turned and sat sideways on his lap. I could see her hand reach down to his lap as she moved to sit, clearly pressing against the bulge in his pants.
"And you can call me Dorra," the woman said quietly as she stood up. She stepped toward me and put her arms around my neck, holding us only inches apart. "David, is it? Tell me, did you really not know how to dance up there, or was that all part of the act?"
"I honestly don't know how to dance. That was my first time," I answered her.
"Your first time on stage? Ohhhhh~ now that is special. So that means that you've never done anything like this either?"
"I haven't," I admitted.
"Mmmmmmmm. Now I'm even more intrigued. Tell me David, how would you feel about undressing me and doing to me what you started to do to Mandy there?"
"I'm open to the idea."
"For the right price I take it? That is the game, isn't it?"
"It seems to be."
"So how much do I offer you?"
"I guess that depends on what you want,"
"Well, since this would seem to be a negotiation, I'll offer you two hundred to dance with me like you did with your young lady friend."
"Sounds a little low, based on what Mandy told me."
"If it were both you and the other older woman, I think we'd go much higher."
"I think you can go higher to get what you want."
"And what do I want?" she asked, stepping close enough for her maybe C-cup breasts to press to my chest and her pelvis against the bulge in my jeans.
"You want me to do what I did to Mandy, except you don't want me to stop. You want me to keep going until you feel the rush and hear your husband coming as well. For that, you're going to have to go a lot higher. I'm not so worried about the money, but it's Mandy's paycheck, and I'm quite sure your husband isn't planning on stopping at just a little fondling," I answered back.
"I'm afraid you have understood exactly what it is I want. I want to feel myself climax around you. I want to feel you climax inside me and fill me with you. I want to do that while my husband feels himself come inside her."
"That will cost you," I whispered. "Four for me and five for her."
She raised an eyebrow and looked at her husband. "He drives a hard bargain. You willing to fork over five to the young lady?"
He looked at his wife and then at Mandy. "I would if she rides me bareback."
"It's against club policy, but seeing as you are guests, I could see my way clear to bend that policy," Mandy said, "but it'll take more than five. Tell me what you feel it's worth for me to fuck you for half an hour? A good hooker would cost you five for ten minutes. I'll give you a full thirty and as many times as you can get it up in that thirty minutes."
"Now that's a challenge. What happens if I can get it up, oh, say, three times?"
"I'd say you are a stud. Seven for me, and whatever your wife decided with my partner." Mandy said, reaching for the tablet on the table. She pecked on it with one finger for a moment and held her bracelet out and tapped the screen. She held it for the guy and he grinned and tapped his to it. Mandy held the tablet out for me. "Pick tip to receive on the bottom," she said.
I looked at the table, looking over the woman's shoulder and found the tab along the bottom. I picked it and it opened a box. I typed in the four-hundred dollar amount and tapped my bracelet to it. The woman released her hold around me and twisted to tap her bracelet against it. "Done. Now make my money worth it. I've never been undressed while I danced before."
Mandy stood up and took the man by the hand. I followed along, holding the woman's hand. She led us across the floor to a door and through it. She led us down a short hall of curtained doorways and then into one that was open. Inside was a large, leather couch with two end tables, a coat rack, and a lounge chair. Mandy closed the curtain behind us and set the tablet on the end table. She stood in front of the husband and looked expectantly. "You wanna do the honors and get me naked first?"
"I'd love to," he said as he scooted forward on the sofa.
"Now, we dance," the wife whispered, as she moved against me again. Though the music had a definite fast beat to it, we found little trouble swaying to a much slower tempo, my hands running up and down her back and butt. I let my hands explore her back, found the zipper of her dress and started to slowly pull it down. I eased it down slowly, letting the material spread apart on her back until I had it all the way down to the round of her butt. She was tall and slender, her body firm under my touch as I slipped my hands into the back and teased up and down to find the strap of her bra. I deftly flicked the little hook fasteners the way I'd been doing for years on my wife, letting the elastic pull it apart around her body inside the dress.
She let me step back slightly and slide my hands up to her shoulders inside the dress. My wrists pulled the dress apart and pushed the material over her shoulders to slide down her arms, along with the shoulder straps of the bra. She dropped her arms for a moment, letting the bra and dress slide down them and off over her hands, leaving her naked from the waist up. I leaned my head down, kissed her shoulder and began working my way down, shifting myself around her side slightly until I could kiss all the way to her left nipple.
"Oh fuck yes. That's worth the first hundred," she whispered as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. She moaned softly as I teased and licked her nipple, letting my right hand slide down her body further until I was pressing her dress to her crotch. She arched her back and pushed back against my hand as I pressed my fingers between her legs as far as the dress would allow.
It didn't take much to make the dress slide the rest of the way down. My right hand took care of that, slipping into the material at the small of her back and then gently pushing down, sliding my hand over her firm butt. She stepped both feet out of the dress and stood there in nothing but a pair of panties, pantyhose and high heels. I released her nipple and moved back to stand in front of her, letting her press her tits against my chest as she reached around me. She ran her hands up and down my back and then around to my front. She stepped back a foot or so and with a devilish little grin gripped the front of my shirt. In one tug she pulled it apart, unsnapping all the snaps at once to expose my chest. She pushed my shirt off my shoulders and I lowered my arms from her waist to let it fall off, the cuffs already unsnapped. I reached back to her waist and slipped my fingers into the band of her pantyhose and pushed them down, making sure I got the waistband of her underwear at the same time.



I pushed her hose and underwear down her thighs as far as I could and then knelt down in front of her, pulling her hose down as I knelt. She let me lift one foot at a time, slipping her heel off and pulling the underwear and hose off before slipping her high heel back on.
"You're so gentle," she whispered as I tossed the underwear and hose onto the sofa behind her.
"Thank you," I said as I leaned toward her. I slipped my hands up her thighs and grasped her firm butt cheeks, pulling her toward me and pushed my face between her thighs to kiss her pussy. She had a significant amount of curls on her mound and between her legs, framing a pair of full, round lips with an her protruding inner labia. I used the fingers of my right hand to slip between her legs and tease between her lips from behind while I used my tongue to spread her lips from the front.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned while my tongue found her hard clit and stroked across it. I felt her hands move to my head, pull me closer to her as she started to grind herself against my face. I let her for a few moments, moving my left hand to my own pants; I knew what she wanted. I undid my pants and then, letting go of her butt with my right hand, pulled my face from her pussy. I stood back up, pushing my pants and silk boxers down to my knees.
I reached for her waist and pulled her to me, letting her nipples press against my chest. I lowered myself slightly and then drove my dick between her thighs. I straightened and let my dick press against her wet pussy lips, bringing a soft moan from her lips.
"Now, I think we were dancing?" I asked softly, sliding a hand up her back and coaxing her to lean against me. We moved side to side, my dick sliding in and out of the gap of her thighs against her wet lips until the song ended. As the next song started, I held her against me, not letting her pull away. I reached one hand down to her butt and then between her legs, feeling my now-engorged head. I used my fingers to pull myself up toward her pussy, intentionally rocking my hips to pull my dick back and forth, my head stroking between her lips and her clit grinding into the top of my shaft.
We continued to dance that way, my head slipping between her lips, my fingers pushing me up toward her a little harder with each passing minute. I wasn't in a hurry. She paid for thirty minutes, so there was no point in rushing.
I glanced over at Mandy and she had the guy's pants down to his ankles and his shirt off as she sat on his lap, facing away from him. She bounced and rocked her hips to the beat of the music. I could see his cock sticking up between her legs each time she pushed back, dragging her clit along his hard shaft. I wondered how long it would take before she pushed forward enough that he drove into her.
I shifted my attention back to the woman in my arms as she shuddered against me. It wasn't a huge orgasm in any way, but her constant stroking of her clit along my dick had taken her to her first climax. I didn't plan on it being her last. I waited for her climax to pass and then pushed my fingers up harder, forcing my head up to the entrance to her depths.
She froze stock still as my head penetrated her. I stopped moving too, allowing my dick to very slowly sink into her. I could feel her body expand around me as I inched deeper into her. "Ohmygod," she whispered. "Ohmygod, yes."
"You like?"
"Yes," she whispered in my ear, kissing the side of my face and my earlobe as she pressed herself tightly to me, forcing more of me up into her. "Oh god- I've never-" she started to whisper, stopping herself before she could finish. I started to sway with her again, moving our bodies side to side so that my cock pushed in and out only a small amount. She gasped and moaned something about how big I was inside her.
We rocked side to side for several minutes. I could feel her juices leaking down my shaft and dripping from my balls as we rocked. I started to shift my motion, slowly stroking myself in and out of her as we danced side to side, her breathing becoming more ragged with each passing moment. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come again," she breathed in my ear. "You're going to make me come again."
It almost seemed like a surprise to her that she was going to climax again. She pulled me tighter against her as my hands squeezed and massaged her ass cheeks, my cock pushing in and out only a few inches. "Oh god!" she squeaked suddenly, grabbing me even tighter. I felt her pussy clench and squeeze me as she climaxed a second time in my arms. Her body trembled and shook for long seconds, her chest heaving as she struggled for breath.
"You still want me to come in you?"
"Oh god, yes," she whispered without letting go of me.
I reached for her legs and lifted them up, pulling her slender frame up my body until she nearly lifted off my dick. She wrapped her legs around me and I knelt down with her. I leaned her back, resting her ass on the edge of the sofa and then pushed her back, coaxing her to release me. She lay back against the sofa and I unhooked her legs from around me. I used her calves as handles and lifted and spread her legs.
Her husband was leaned back almost next to her, groaning as Mandy bounced her sexy ass up and down on his lap, his dick sliding in and out of her with audible squishing. I looked down at the pussy I was still impaling and started long, slow strokes. I hoped her orgasm was still close enough past that I could revitalize it. In and out I thrust, her sopping-wet pussy caressing my dick with each stroke. Now it was my turn to feel the urgency and tingle spread. Her pussy, which was already tight, accustomed to a much smaller dick, got tighter as it spasmed around my thrusting shaft. In and out I drove, pushing both of us toward climax.
"Oh fuck! OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as I plunged in faster and faster.
"Oh fuck. Gonna come," her husband grunted next to me as Mandy, now facing him, bounced up and down his shaft with abandon. Her tits bounced and swung wildly on her chest as she slammed herself down on him over and over again.
"OHHHH SHIT!" the woman cried as her orgasm raced to new heights as my cock grew just that much fatter.
"UH!" I grunted as my body spasmed and shoved hard into her. I could feel my cock spurting a massive shot of pent up cum deep into her. I jerked back and grabbed my dick after the first shot and stroked it wildly. The next shot spewed out in a long arch that landed on her face and tits. The following half dozen shots landed on her tits and stomach, leaving me leaning between her legs, my cock oozing cum onto her stomach and mound.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as she scraped my cum from her face and licked it off her fingers. She moved her hands to her breasts and spread my cum all over her tits and stomach, rubbing it in like lotion. "Bring that dick here," she groaned, moving her hands to mine and trying to pull me by my softening dick. I moved up onto the sofa and she pulled my butt toward her until she could close her mouth around my head. She sucked and licked my dick, dragging the last of my oozing cum out into her mouth before she lay back and, panting, grinned up at me. "God that was a fuck!"
"You liked?" her husband asked breathlessly.
"Oh fuck yes. You need to learn to do what he did. God I feel so, so, Shit, I don't even know how to describe it. It wasn't just an orgasm in my pussy. He gave me an orgasm that seemed to light my whole body on fire."
"Well, money well spent then."
"You?"
"Oh god. Only twice, but I think that's all my body can take. Young lady, you are one spectacular fuck."
"Thank you," Mandy said, reaching for the tablet. She tapped something and then held it out to the guy. "If you want to add any more tip, type it in, and then tap your bracelet to approve the transaction."
"Honey, you definitely deserve more," he said as he added another two-hundred as a tip. Mandy took the tablet and handed it to me. I could see that it had a place to add more tip and a large button that showed 'approve transaction'.
"I think this is for you," I said, holding the tablet out for the woman.
"Oh yeah," she groaned before tapping her bracelet to the screen. "Definitely got my money's worth there. Any chance I can get you to come to our bungalow later and fuck me like that again?"
"I don't think so," I answered quietly.
"You should. God with the way you use that cock, you'll go far in this industry. I bet you could even end up manager of this place if you wanted."
Mandy laughed softly.
"What's so funny about that?" the woman asked a little indignantly.
"I think you should know: this is Mister Parks. He's the new owner of the Wild Horse ranch. He's just out here with me today to kind of get a feel for what the job entails. I doubt he'll be a regular feature on stage."
"Oh my. Don't I feel foolish now," she said, blushing slightly. "I just invited the owner to come fuck me tonight!"
"I doubt my wife would approve," I answered.
She looked at me for a moment. "Was that your wife? The one on stage that got tied up?"
"It was."
The woman reached over and slapped her husbands arm. "Shit, you wanted to fuck the new owners wife!"
"How was I to know? She was soooo fucking hot on stage. I didn't know."
"It's fine. Like me, she was finding out what it was like to strip on stage. She just wasn't up to, well, this," I said quietly.
"I'm glad you were," the woman said softly.
"I think our time is about up," Mandy said, climbing off the man. She stood back and put her dress back on and then waited for me to get up and pull my pants back up. "You're welcome to stay in here while you dress. Other than that, thank you from both of us for the generous tips and also for visiting the ranch," Mandy said before taking my hand and drawing me out of the room. She pulled me along the opposite direction of the door and I soon found myself looking at the door up to the office. She led me up the stairs and into the office to find my wife sitting in one of the large, overstuffed chairs, watching the monitors. "Well? I take it you had fun?"
"I don't know that I had fun, but I learned a lot." I said.
"Oh? Like what?" my wife asked with a frown.
"That it's a lot more work that I'd have thought. I mean, yeah it was kinda exciting, mostly because it was someone new and different. But it was also a LOT of work to figure out just exactly what she needed or wanted to get her to climax."
"You seemed to do it, twice. How hard could It really be?"
"Honestly, very," Mandy said. "I mean it seems like it'd be easy, but you're used to having sex with your husband and you already know his triggers, just like he knows yours. Someone completely new, trying to find the trigger quickly so you can give them a good orgasm? It's pretty tough because you HAVE to succeed. If you don't, you don't get that great tip you negotiated."
"I still think it's not that hard," my wife said with a frown.
"You're welcome to try it," I answered.
"I don't think so. I said I'd strip. I did that. I'm ready to go home."
"Alright," I said. "Come on."
"David! Nine tomorrow?" Rachel asked as we headed to the door. "To go over the books?"
"Oh, Yeah. We better. We only have one more day to decide, don't we? I'll be here," I called over my shoulder.
I drove my wife and Candice back to the house. Candice headed down to her room, I headed up to ours and Jennifer joined me for a quick but silent shower. We went to bed naked, snuggled to each other, neither of us feeling the need for sex at the moment. I fell asleep holding her against me, unsure what she was thinking but wasn't telling me. I didn't know if tonight helped or hurt her feeling about keeping the resort and club. All I could do was wait. We promised each other we wouldn't push until the last day to decide.
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"I was damn well going to miss waking up like this!" I thought to myself as I rocked my hips slowly, pushing my hardon slowly in and out of Chris. The girls had decided that she should get the last night we all had together, so she came to bed with me in nothing but a long t-shirt that was now pushed up above her sexy, nineteen-year-old tits. I had no doubt that Uncle Russell would kill me if he saw what we were doing, but we both wanted it. Hell, I'd had more sex in the last three days than my whole life put together and having a girlfriend at home might have made me feel guilty a few days ago, but not any longer. If my girlfriend wanted to have this kind of a relationship, well, I'd given her plenty of chances.
In and out I stroked in the early morning light, into a pussy that didn't want anything to do with sex a few days ago. Chris covered her face with a pillow to muffle the moans of her impending climax. My fingers pushing her closer as I pinched and twisted one nipple gently in time with my strokes. Between my mom and my aunt, I'd learned quite a few tricks to both encourage an orgasm and to prolong it. I kept my pace rhythmic and smooth, letting Chris rock her hips to ensure her clit slid along the length of my stroking shaft. In and out I pushed my cock, a gentle squishing sound sneaking from under the covers with each new push into her soft, wet vagina. I could feel my own climax approaching, more quickly now that Chris was climaxing around me, her already-tight pussy clenching more tightly around me. I grunted quietly as her body spasmed and sent another tingle racing through my dick to my groin. Yeah, soon! It was all my body wanted to think about. In and out. In and out. So hot. So fucking tight. You want it? You want me to fill your pussy? Ohhhh. Damn. Here it comes baby. You ready? One more. Just one more! My body bucked hard and jammed my cock hard into her, drawing a squeak of pleasure moments before my cum surged into her pussy. Over and over my body spasmed, filling her with my hot, creamy cum.
The two is us weren't as quiet as we should have been, but it was surprisingly hard to stay quiet in the middle of an orgasm. She pulled off my cock as it started to soften inside her, and rolled over to face me. She pushed me onto my back and rolled herself on top of me, her bare tits pressed to my equally bare chest. She pressed her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss that threatened to start my cock hardening again. She might not have been experienced in sex but she sure as hell was good at kissing.
"I'm going to miss this," she whispered when she broke the minutes-long kiss, leaving us both panting for breath.
"Me too," I managed to answer. She gave me one more peck on the lips and then pushed off of me.
In a prearranged swap, Dee stepped to the bed, skimmed off her nightgown and slipped into bed with me. "Just in case dad comes out," she whispered. "You two were pretty obvious this morning. I'd be surprised they didn't hear."
"Okay," I agreed, snuggling up against her back and wrapping an arm around her to cup one of her big, soft tits.
"You getting a hardon again already?" she whispered as she wiggled her butt, my partly-hard dick slipping between her thighs.
"Chris is a good kisser," I whispered back.
"Any chance I can encourage along?" she asked softly.
"You're welcome to try."
She rolled away from me and pushed me onto my back. It only took a moment to straddle me, her face over my crotch and her sexy pussy in my face. Nothing got me turned on faster than licking kitty. I eagerly pulled her hips down further and stroked her sexy pussy lips with my tongue. "Someone's already damn wet," I whispered.
"After listening to her? Fuck yes."
I went back to teasing her slit while she teased and licked my half-hard dick. I stroked up and down her slit, working my tongue between her lips and across her sensitive clit. Her slightly-rocking hips told me how much I was affecting her. I concentrated on her clit, stroking and flicking it with the tip of my tongue, drawing a loud moan from her that vibrated my cock. Up and down, her mouth pushed on me as I inched her towards a climax of her own. I reached around her thigh with my right hand and pressed my thumb into her wet depths. She pushed her body up off of me, lifting her bare tits from my stomach as she arched her back.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" she groaned loudly, clearly not worried about who might see or hear. "Almost. Push it in and out!" she begged as I continued to assault her clit with my tongue. "Ohhhhhh shit!" she cried as her whole body shuddered and trembled in orgasmic bliss. "Ohhhhhh fuck Trevor!" She gasped.
Very suddenly, she pulled her pussy from my face and crawled down my body. She lowered her sopping pussy toward my dick, reaching between her legs to guide me toward her pussy.
"Oh damn," I breathed as she sunk herself over my now rock-hard shaft. I watched her butt bounce up and down in front of me, thrusting herself hard down my shaft rapidly with each bounce of her butt. I'd seen twerking on the internet, but hadn't ever had anyone do it for me, let alone on my dick. The sight and sensations of her twerk fucking my hard shaft had an effect surprisingly quickly. I wasn't sure if it was just the different sensations, or the sound of her almost minutes-long orgasm she had pushed herself to, but either way when I started unloading into her it was every bit as powerful as what I gave Chris such a short time before. "Oh fuck!" I grunted loudly as my body bucked, forcing my hips up at her thrusting pussy.
"God yes! Cream my fucking cunt!" Dee gasped loudly as I pumped the first shot of cum deep in her.
"Jesus. Why don't you two get a room!?" Uncle Russell said from across the room.
"This is our room. Unless you wanna share yours with us," Dee grunted as my body pumped two more gushes into her.
"How did I manage to raise such a slut?" He asked, walking past us toward the kitchen.
"Easy, you married me off young to a man that couldn't keep it in his pants. I had to become a slut. Not that I don't enjoy how it feels or anything."
He shook his head as he went to start coffee. "As long as you don't corrupt Christina. At least she's still a good girl."
"And I'm not?" Dee asked, climbing off my cock and standing with her hands on her hips facing him, my cum leaking down one of her legs.
"Dee, you're a slut, plain and simple. You'd fuck anything that hangs. That's why you're still single again: guys don't want sluts! They use sluts, they don't marry them!" he snapped. I saw her face as she turned and ran for the back door. Moments later, her feet pounded up the stairs to the rooftop deck. Even through the ceiling insulation I could hear her sobbing. "Let that be a lesson to you, Trevor. When you become a parent, don't raise sluts!"
"Russell you are a gold plated asshole!" Mary snapped from where she stood near the bedroom door. She turned and headed up to console her daughter. "Jesus," I whispered as I got out of bed, still naked. "Not cool, uncle Russell. Dee's a sweet girl," I said as I headed to the door too, Jenny and Chris following me. All of us ended up on the roof, leaving Uncle Russell alone in the kitchen. I wasn't sure what to do exactly, but I felt like after what the two of us shared the last few days that I should do something. Aunt Mary was kneeling next to Dee on the big foam pad, stroking her back while she cried. "He was an asshole," I said as I sat on the pad next to her.
She lifted her head off her arms and looked over at me with tears streaming down her face. She reached out and pulled me down with her and shifted until she rolled me on my back and she was half lying on me, our arms wrapped around each other as she broke into sobs again. I held her and let her rest her head on my shoulder as she cried, stroking my fingers up and down her back slowly, trying to comfort her. "He shouldn't have said that." I whispered.
"He's right. Men use me, they don't love me. I'm damaged goods."
"I don't think so," I was surprised to hear her sobs turn briefly into a laugh.
"God Trevor, you're such an innocent boy. It's too bad you aren't about ten years older."
"Why would that make a difference?"
She actually laughed again. "Thank you," she whispered between sniffs. "It'd make a lot of difference, but thank you anyway."
I wasn't exactly sure what it was I said, or for that matter, if what I said meant something I didn't understand, but I held her and let the last of the gasps remaining from her cry fade away. She lifted her head and kissed me before wiping her nose on her hand. "Someday someone is going to land herself a perfect gem," she whispered before pushing up from me. She walked away and headed back downstairs, still wiping her eyes and sniffing. I watched her naked butt disappear down the stairs.
"You know, after the last few days I wouldn't have pegged you for the sensitive type. But that was sweet. It really was," Aunt Mary said softly.
"I didn't really do anything." I shrugged as I sat up.
"You did exactly what she needed. And you didn't have to force it or even think about it. It just came naturally. That's something a lot of men struggle with. She's right though. Someday someone is going to catch your heart and win a real gem of a man. Now you better go get dressed. You keep lying here naked and I might have to take this nightgown off and take advantage of you again."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, getting up from the mat and heading downstairs. I stopped on the way and used the shower on the deck to clean up and then dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. By then breakfast was ready. The girls all threw in after eating to clean, sending me up to the roof to relax, saying it was my reward, but for what I still didn't understand. An hour later it was time to shove off for the roughly two hour run to the marina. We were pulled out of our cove and running up the lake at cruising speed when mom and Aunt Mary joined me up top.
"Of all the times we've gotten together, I think this has been the most fun," Aunt Mary said as she sat in a chair next to me. "I'm going to miss it."
"More likely you're going to miss the attention my son has been giving you."
"That too. I wouldn't mind a little more, one last time," she said with a grin. "What do you say Trevor? Got a little going away present for your Aunt?"
"Jesus Mary? Again? I thought last night was the last one," Mom asked her sister.
"Problem with Trevor is he's irresistible. If we're quick, maybe we can give him a real treat."
"A real treat?"
"Like we did with jack? Only this time I get his cock."
"Oh Mary! No!"
"Why not? It's been a long time, but I doubt you've forgotten how."
"But with my son?"
"As compared to our brother? Besides, it isn't exactly like you two haven't been fucking like bunnies. It wouldn't hurt to have him between your legs watching you make out with another woman."
"If mark or Russell came up?"
"Then we better hurry," Aunt Mary said with a grin as she stood up. She pushed her shorts and underwear down and off, along with her flip flops. She held a hand out for me, which I took. She pulled me down to the mat with her and she rolled me onto my back. It only took a moment to slide my shorts and briefs off, both tossed over her shoulder. She knelt over my legs and leaned her face down while she grasped my cock. I watched her lower her mouth to my mostly soft dick and engulf it. I saw mom step over to me, pulling the sundress off as she did, leaving her completely naked in the morning sun. I was mildly surprised that she didn't have any underwear on under the dress, but didn't have time to dwell on it as she stepped over me, standing over my head. She lowered herself to her knees, her pussy lips already glistening with moisture. She bent over, leaning her face next to Aunt Mary's while she spread her legs to lower her pussy to my face. Mom gently ground her pussy lips against my chin and lips, stopping only when she felt my tongue stroke between her flowery inner lips.
I felt the two of them taking turns licking and sucking my hardening dick, feeling it disappear into each of their mouths. I was surprised, at first, that I could tell whose mouth was sucking me, Aunt Mary frequently pushing her face so far down I could feel her forcing my engorged head down into her throat.
"Oh damn," I groaned into mom's pussy as I tried to push my tongue as far into her as I could, actually using my tongue as a little dick to try and fuck her while the two of them got me more and more excited. I moved one hand around mom's thigh and moved my tongue to her clit while I pushed a finger into her pussy. She gasped and pushed back toward me as I stroked my finger in and out the way I really wanted my dick to be doing at that moment. I grabbed one of her tits with my other hand and squeezed and kneaded it while I worked on her clit with my tongue. Mom pushed upright and I had to pull my finger from her pussy. I felt Aunt Mary shift and then felt a hot, wet pussy sink down over my steel rod of a dick. I'd never had two women suck my dick at the same time, let alone mom and Aunt Mary. I felt Aunt Mary begin sliding herself up and down my shaft, her hot wetness caressing and teasing me in all the right ways. Her bare ass slapped my legs with each stroke down my shaft, her moans quickly growing loud enough to clearly hear over the sounds of the boat engine. Up and down, she bounced while mom rocked her hips, grinding her clit on my chin, her wet lips on my lips and tongue. I began to wonder which of us would climax first, hoping that Aunt Mary would last long enough on my shaft to get me off.
Mom moaned loudly as her pussy gushed her juices onto my face. She stopped rocking, her body trembling and shaking for long seconds as she came on my face. She was still panting hard as she pushed up off of me, standing over me, allowing me to see Aunt Mary riding up and down on me. Aunt Mary's tank top and bra were pushed up over her big tits, which were flopping and flying wildly as she pounded herself down onto me over and over. Mom stepped to her and pushed her pussy in Aunt Mary's face, arching her back to force more of her toward her sister. I lay there watching Aunt Mary trying to lick my mom's pussy while she continued to bounce up and down on my hard dick. Her moans were somewhat muffled by mom's pussy, but her impending orgasm was obviously only moments away, as was mine. My body tried to push up at her strokes as I moved closer and closer to pumping my load into her. "Oh fuck! God I'm gonna come!" she squealed as she pulled her face from mom's pussy.
"Jesus! Mary?!" I heard uncle Russell shout from the top of the stairs just as I started to come inside Aunt Mary, I felt the first surge of cum lance into her as she twisted in surprise to see her husband standing at the stairs, staring at the three of us. Aunt Mary lost her balance and slipped to the side, pulling off my dick just as my next surge of cum lanced out of my dick, this one hitting her in the bottom of her tits. I was unable to prevent the next two shots of cum from squirting into the air, splattering on her stomach and mound. "Jesus Mary! Trevor?" he snapped.
"Shit. Russ!" she said pulling all the way off my lap and standing up to look at him. "It isn't what it looks like."
"The fuck it isn't! I'm not blind! I thought you two were fucking yesterday. I was right, wasn't I? You've been fucking him all weekend, haven't you?"
Aunt Mary turned the rest of the way to face him, her legs spread slightly against the rocking of the boat, her hands on her hips. She stood naked from her tits down, my cum dripping out of her still- gaping pussy. "Yeah, Russell. I have! I've been enjoying a real cock make me climax before pumping me full of cum. Something you seem to have forgotten. When was the last time you waited for me to get off? If I want a climax I have to do it myself. I'm tired of having to do it myself. I want to feel a man give me an orgasm. Well, Trevor did. Not once, not twice, but more than half a dozen times. And you know what? I liked it. I liked how he felt in me. I liked how big his dick feels inside me and what's more, I like being able to feel his cum pumping into my pussy!"
"Fucking slut!" he growled as he turned and stomped down the stairs.
Aunt Mary Turned to look at me. "Not your fault honey. This is on me. I knew what I was doing and what'd happen if he found out," she said before pulling her top down in place. She pulled her shorts on and then walked to the stairs.
"God. I feel horrible," I said to mom as I sat up. She sat next to me and wrapped an arm around my shoulders.
"Not your fault. This has been coming for a long time, since one of Mary's friends tried to seduce him and Mary caught them naked together."
"He cheated and he calls her a slut?"
"Well, he claims he didn't cheat, and she had her friend try and trap him. Things have been tense since then."
"Sorry."
"Oh it's not your fault. She was pushing the limits and she knew it. In a way I think she'd had enough and was ready for this to happen. She had to know that as hard as she was bouncing on you, it had to be heard downstairs. He's been only giving her halfway sex for over a year to punish her for what he thinks was her attempt to catch him cheating. This might have been her way of punishing him back. We'll just have to see how they work it out, if they do. He's been being an ass to the girls too, so I doubt they'll give him much support."
"What a mess."
"It will be that. We'll have one of our own if we're not careful. Russ could make things difficult if he wanted to complain. He knows we've been having sex. In a lot of states it's illegal."
"Do we need to stop?"
"I dunno. Maybe? Could be hard to. I've been having fun. I hope you have too."
"Don't think dad has been having as much fun. I mean, he's had sex with sis a couple times, but nothing like we have."
"Maybe we need to fix that on the way home. Get your sister to have sex with him a few more times?"
"You think she will?"
Mom chuckled. "Oh yeah. She got really turned on trying to seduce him. As long as he plays a little bit hard to get, she'll have a ball! Come on. Let's get dressed. We're almost there."
We tied up and took the next half hour getting all the gear in the cab of our truck stored back in the bed again and our gear from the boat hauled to the truck. Aunt Mary and the girls only had to take a shuttle to a hotel as they were flying home. The girls both gave me very sensual kisses and hugs before leaving for the hotel. Aunt Mary gave me a hug and kiss on the cheek while Uncle Russell glared at me. Pretty sure he wasn't ever going to forgive me, in spite of Aunt Mary's parting words to not worry. She'd take care of it.
With everything loaded, we headed off to our campground about two hundred miles down the highway. When we loaded gear, some had to go in the cab, and Jenny made sure it was on the passenger side of the back seat, ensuring that she and I would be sitting next to each other, rather than separated by a pile of gear. She wasted no time undoing my shorts and fishing my dick out to play with as dad drove down the highway. She didn't have to say anything about me playing with her, her shorts and underwear around her ankles was invitation enough. While she played with me to keep me hard and damn horny, she didn't do quite enough to get me off, probably intentionally. I on the other hand, easily gave her an orgasm that dad couldn't miss. She had both feet on the back of the front seats, her legs spread and bent like frog legs, her pussy easily visible between the two front bucket seats. I was reasonably sure that she orchestrated it so she would climax right where dad could see it happen. Even after, she stayed that way for a long time, stroking her pussy where she knew dad had to be able to see from the drivers seat. She finally pulled her pants back on only when we got close to the campground.



We pulled into the campground earlier afternoon. It was blistering hot as we got our tents set up, dad and I both working shirtless and mom and Jenny both having ditched their bras. I didn't mind. Both of them looked damn hot with their shirts getting sweaty and no bra on. We all decided to put our swim suits on and hit the pool the KOA campground had. Jenny crawled into dad's tent and then held the door open expectantly. Coming dad?"
"With you?" he asked quietly. "You sure?"
"Not like we haven't seen each other naked before. Besides, we're just putting on swim suits, right?"
"Yeah, okay," he agreed, bending over to slide into the tent. She let go and lay on her back in the middle of the tent, forcing him to climb into the tent over the top of her. I could see through the gap in the door he was still zipping, Jenny pushing her shorts and panties down her legs underneath his spread legs.
"Come on. You can help tie my strings," Mom said quietly from my tent, where she was sitting, topless, waiting for me. I climbed into the tent and turned to zip the door. By the time I finished zipping the tent closed and turned around, mom was completely naked. She undressed me quickly and whispered to stay quiet. She coaxed me over her, her hand finding my hardon, guiding it to her wet pussy. "That get you all turned on, watching our shirts get sweaty and our nipples showing like that? I bet you'd have loved it if we just took 'em off and let our tits swing around in the open, wouldn't you?"
"Yeah," I agreed very quietly.
"Your dad did too. I bet by now your sister is trying to do this." She wrapped her feet around my butt and dug her heels into my cheeks, pulling me down and sliding my hard dick into her hot, wet depths. "God I'm so turned on. Between teasing you with my tits exposed to everyone like that and watching you make your sister orgasm, well, you know what I need."
"I think so," I agreed, starting to slide in and out of her. She moved her feet and spread her legs allowing me to stroke hard and fast into her. This wasn't gentle love making, this was needy, lustful rutting, and we both wanted exactly that. I drove hard into her over and over, the corner of a sleeping bag in her mouth to muffle the moans of her growing orgasm. I was sure the loud wet slaps of our bodies gave away what we were doing, but in the moment I didn't care. I watched her big tits roll wildly in circles on her chest as I drove my cock hard into her over and over. It wasn't very long before I felt her pussy clench around me, her legs trembling, as her orgasm pushed itself to the pinnacle. She lay under me, her moans muffled by the corner of the sleeping bag as I continued to drive myself into her with abandon.
I could feel my own climax growing, the sense of urgency spurring me to pump even harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the tent. Her feet pushed up at the tent ceiling, rubbing on the nylon as my thrusting rocked her body, making the whole tent shake, but at that moment I didn't care who knew what we were doing. After three hours of incessant teasing by Jen, I desperately wanted the release that was coming. That it was coming inside mom only seemed to make the impending explosion even stronger. "Oh fuck!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked and thrust my cock deep inside her. I felt the first surge shoot deep into her, drawing another, even louder moan from her as her body too responded to the added sensation.
"Fuck yes!" she cried, the corner of the bag no longer held in her mouth as she spread her arms apart and arched her back, shoving her pelvis toward my spurting cock. Over and over I bucked as I lay on her, our sweaty chests rubbing together as the two of us panted for breath, our bodies still occasionally jerking and twitching. "Oh fuck I needed that!" she moaned as we both slowly slid down the slope of after climax bliss.
"You two were teasing the shit out of me out there."
"I wasn't trying to. It was Jen."
"Uh huh. Right." I gasped as mom started to stroke her hands up and down my back.
"Well, the way she kept playing in the truck with your cock and herself, I was about to strip my pants off and join her," Mom chucked breathlessly. "But I doubt your father would have been able to keep driving. It was hard enough for him to watch her pussy in the mirror and drive at the same time."
"Fuck yes!" we heard Jen cry from the other tent.
"I guess she got hers too," Mom chuckled again. "Maybe we should put something on and go to the pool. I'm drenched with sweat!"
"Yeah. Good idea," I agreed. I pulled from her and rolled onto my back next to her. She pulled her shirt from besides us and pressed it to her pussy to stem the flow of our pleasure leaking from her spread lips. I pulled on my suit and crawled out, leaving mom still lying naked in the tent. Jen was crawling out of their tent as well, but only half-dressed. She stood up and started tying her bikini top in place, seeming to be unconcerned about who might see her bare boobs. Dad crawled out a few moments later and looked around. "Your mom?"
"Still in the tent," I answered. He walked over and looked in.
"About time," Mom said from where she still lay, completely naked, her legs spread and her fingers teasing her wet lips. "Get your ass in here sexy!"
"Come on big bro. I think they might be a few more minutes," Jen said as she started walking out of the campsite. I followed along, the two of us reaching the pool in a few minutes. I was a little surprised when we walked in the entry gate. Instead of opening right into the pool we walked into an area between two big, white privacy fence sections facing each other. Along both fence sections were half a dozen shower heads, and a big sign asking us to wash all the sand off before we entered the pool. I didn't see the sand as a big problem, but if they wanted us to rinse off, there must be a problem. I turned on one of the shower heads and was rinsing off when I looked over at Jen. She had her bikini bottom pulled to her knees and was rubbing her hand between her legs. "You are gonna wash mom off aren't you?" she asked pointedly.
"What'd you mean?"
"God Trevor! You smell like sex! Don't you wanna rinse it off?"
"It'll get rinsed in the pool!"
"That's disgusting! Wash it off!"
"What for?"
Jen stepped from under the water, her suit still around her knees. She grabbed at my suit, trying to pull it down.
"Hey!"
"Fuck, Trevor!" she swore as she tried to pull it down again. "You gotta at least rinse it off!"
"What the fuck?" I grunted as she pulled harder. The way she was jerking, she was going to rip it. "Fine!" I said, letting her pull it down. My suit slid all the way to my ankles, leaving me essentially naked.
"Get under there!" she snapped, pushing me back under the water. She reached out and grabbed my dick, stroking it in the spray to rinse it. I couldn't help it. With her half-naked already, playing with my dick, I reached out and pushed her suit top up over her big, round tits. "Hey!" she snapped.
"What? Fair's fair, right?"
"Whatever. Seems like you'll do anything to get me naked." she said, still stroking my cock.
"And you won't?"
"Maybe," she answered, still stroking me. "Maybe I just like seeing it hard!"
"Maybe we do too!" I heard from the end of the shower area. I jerked my head around and saw two women, one maybe mid-thirties and the other quite a bit older. The older woman had a one-piece suit that dipped low enough to show off the deep cleft between two large creamy breasts, The younger woman wore a brightly colored bikini that displayed most of her very good looking body, including a set of creamy tits almost as big as the older woman's looked to be. I pushed Jen's hands away and bent to get my suit pulled up. By the time I was pulling it up my legs, the younger woman was standing next to me. "How about we share your shower? You rinse me and I'll keep doing what your girlfriend was doing?"
"I'm not his girlfriend," Jen said quickly.
"Oh. Well, in that case, maybe you should make sure I'm rinsed off all over," she cooed softly, gently pulling my hands from my suit and pulling them up to her chest. When I moved my hands, my suit slid down again, leaving my raging hardon completely exposed. "Go ahead, you can move my suit to wash me if you want," she whispered huskily, reaching with one hand to pull one of the triangles of her top aside, while the other reached down and grasped my rock hard cock. "Mmmmm. Nice."
I couldn't help but squeeze and tease her big, soft breast as she gently stroked my hardon.
"Come on Anna. You're going to do that in here?" the older woman said with irritation in her voice.
"Mom, If I've learned anything in the last few years, it's that you've gotta take opportunities when they show up. And it's hard to ignore something like this right in front of me."
"You might as well do it right out in the open!" the mom snapped.
The woman I assumed was Anna, chuckled. "Okay, maybe not quite this public, but I know where we can do it." She grinned at me, "If you promise to come with me, and not run away that is. Otherwise I'm gonna do it right here so I don't lose the chance."
It wasn't like I hadn't had sex with strangers before. I mean, the two from France and the woman in the bushes most recently. At least this one was younger and pretty damn hot looking. "Yeah I guess," I answered as she teased me, having turned me and pressed herself to me so she could rub the head of my dick between her legs across her bikini-covered pussy. As if that would convince me to go off and have sex with her or something. Okay, it did. I nodded and moved my hands from her tits. She fixed her bikini top while I pulled up my suit, holding it up with one hand while she pulled me back out of the shower with the other.
"Wait, I can't go in there!" I protested, pulling back as she tried to lead me into the ladies showers.
"You can if you're quiet and don't make a fuss. I mean, these days all you have to do is say you feel like a woman. So, feel like a woman and come fuck my brains out!" I sighed and let her pull me into the ladies shower house. It didn't appear to be being used, so she led me to the first stall and stepped into it. She turned to face me and started taking off her suit. "Well?" All I had to do was let go and my suit fell down my body. I stepped out of it and into the shower stall, leaving it lying on the floor in front of the stall. There weren't solid doors, just curtains, so I closed the curtain behind me and turned to face her again, my hardon poking straight out at her. She was already naked and DAMN did she look hot. Her pussy had a small, brown patch of curls shaped like a heart. She also had a small heart tattoo not far away from the sexy, little bush. "I haven't had a good fuck in at least six months. Tell me that thing is real!" she said as she reached out for my cock again.
"As real as I am," I answered.
She used it as a handle to pull me deeper into the shower stall. "I hope you don't mind passing on the preliminaries: kissing, groping and such, but I don't want to take the chance you'll change your mind."
"With a sexy body like yours? Not very likely."
"I don't know how sexy I am, but I'm not about to turn down the compliment."
"You don't think you're sexy looking?" I asked as I stepped closer to her.
"Not really," she answered. I moved even closer, reaching down to lift one leg. I coaxed her to brace her foot on the frame of the shower curtain that hung halfway back in the small stall. With her leg up I moved my hand to hers, enticing her to let go. She slid her hand up to my chest and then slid it higher, wrapping her arm around the back of my neck as I pressed my bare chest to her soft tits. I could feel her nipples hardening against my chest as I rubbed my fat head back and forth across her wet lips. "Oh god. Don't tease an old woman," she moaned softly as I lubricated my head with her growing wetness.
"You sure you want me to do this?" I asked, giving her one last chance to say no.
"Oh fuck yes," she groaned as I pressed my hips toward hers, forcing my head into her vaginal depths. "Oh my god yes," she moaned louder as my shaft slid in several inches. I felt my cock grab her lips and pulled back part way, letting her own juices re-lubricate her lips. I pressed in again, and a third time before I was fully inside her hot, soft confines. I started to pump my hips, driving in and out of her slowly, enjoying the sensations of her surprisingly tight pussy. I could tell it was feeling good for her as well, her hips starting to rock in time with my strokes.
"We don't have to worry about anything, do we?" I grunted as I pumped harder in and out of her.
"Uh Uh. Do it. Do it all," she groaned. I kept stroking and in only a very few dozen strong thrusts up into her wet pussy she moaned loudly, "Oh fuck, you're going to make me come any second. Fuck me until you come. I want to feel your fat cock coming in me!"
"Uh huh," I grunted as I thrust into her a little harder, pumping my cock deep and smashing her clit into the base of my cock.
"Oh fuck I'm coming!" she cried more loudly than I was comfortable with, not that there was much I could do about it. In and out I thrust as she began to tremble, her vagina clenching around my stroking cock. "OH FUCK!" she cried even more loudly as her whole body jerked and shuddered hard. I could feel her juices pushing out around my cock and leaking down my legs. In and out, I continued to stroke, driving my own orgasm upward. If I hadn't come in mom so recently I'd probably already be shooting deep in her hot, wet pussy, but I had, which let me stroke even longer into her. Her climax seemed to have been going on for minutes before I felt the urgency starting to build, the feeling of need growing and my thrusts even harder into her. Each time I shoved my cock into her, her tits bounced on her chest, her hips moving to push to me in time with my strokes. Anna cried out louder as my cock swelled in her, growing ever so close to coming. "Ohmygod!" she cried moments before I was ready to unload deep in her pussy.
"What the fuck are you doing to her!" I heard an angry female voice shout at me from behind and an arm looped around my neck. I felt my neck being squeezed as I was pulled backwards, my cock pulling free from Anna. "Fucking pervert! How dare you!" she shouted in my ear as I was pulled back against her, her body dragging me back toward the entrance of the cubicle.
"No! Stop!" Anna gasped, struggling to get air and talk in the midst of her still surging climax.
"I got him. I know how to deal with fucking assholes like this. I'll teach him to take advantage of naked women!" the woman behind me growled. I wanted to protest, to stop her from slowly strangling me. Her arm was tight enough I couldn't even get a single breath.
"NO! Stop! You don't understand!" I heard Anna protest as the edges of my vision began to turn black. I struggled to get air, my chest burning as I tried to pull on the surprisingly strong arm. Slowly my vision faded and the sound of Anna's voice became further and further away until it all faded to blackness. I could feel myself falling, falling into a deep pit that seemed to have no end. And then there was nothing.
"Come on. Wake up sweetie. Please wake up!" I heard a voice say; it sounded so far away. My head jerked from side to side, my brain tried to make sense of where I was and even when I was. I could feel the hard, cold surface under me as I lay flat. Concrete. That's what it was. Why was I lying on concrete? I was inside. In a building. I saw the face floating over me. "Wake up sweetie," the face said.
"Mom?" I asked, not entirely sure where I was.
"Oh god. Thank god! No, not mom. It's Anna," she said, leaning down to hug me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed herself against me as best she could. I realized she was naked. I flet like I should know why, but I couldn't quite grasp it. It felt nice though. I could feel her tits on my chest. It felt nice. It felt...like I was naked too. Slowly my brain started to function and make sense of where I was, though I still didn't understand why I was laying on the floor.
What happened? Did I pass out?"
"Not exactly. Someone thought you were attacking me and they 'saved' me."
"Shit. By choking me?" I croaked out as my brain started to connect those pieces again.
"Hey man. Sorry about that," another voice said. I turned my head and saw another woman kneeling near me.
"Who the fuck are you?" I tried to say, my voice still trying to recover.
"Um. I'm Trisha," she said quietly, almost bashfully. She knelt next to me, her body wrapped in a towel, but even with that I could tell she was muscular, with a significantly-sized chest.
"Why the fuck did you choke me?"
"I thought you were, you know, raping her. I thought you snuck in here and were attacking her."
"You couldn't have asked?"
"You don't ask a rapist to stop, you take his ass down, hard!" she said with more strength in her voice.
"I wasn't raping her. We were having sex together."
"I know that now. But you have to look at my side. A young guy in the ladies showers, fucking an older woman up against a wall. Jamming her against the wall like he's keeping her from leaving. You can see how it looked."
"Yeah. Right." I said, my brain finally functioning enough to look closer at her. Her skin was almost charcoal black, her short hair, tiny ringlets tightly curled against her head.
"I'm really sorry."
"Yeah. I'm sure."
"But you're okay?"
"Other than you interrupting a perfectly good fuck."
"I'm sorry, but I thought you were raping her."
"Yeah, right!" I grunted as I tried to push myself up now that Anna had moved back to her knees from hugging me. "You think a young guy can't find an older woman interesting?"
"Or an older woman want a younger man between her legs?" Anna asked, kneeling next to me again.
"Not usually. My experience is younger men rape older women. Younger women chase older men."
"Ohhhh. Fuck you." I grunted angrily, not sure what the hell else to say as I sat up and shook my head to clear the last of the cobwebs out.
"You wish!" she muttered.
"Not likely," I snapped, rubbing my hands through my hair.
"What? Not good enough for you home boy?" She asked scarcastically."
"Just not my kind of woman."
"Why? Because I'm black?"
I almost laughed. "No. Because you choked the shit out of me!"
"Well, maybe you shouldn't fuck in the ladies shower."
"Maybe you should check before you start strangling a guy."
"Not my fault!"
I snorted. "Fuck yeah. Not your fault you choked the shit out of someone having a good time."
"Well. Maybe."
"I was having a good time," Anna said. "A really good time actually. Maybe the best time I've ever had. And you had to ruin it! For both of us."
"I'm sorry," she said to Anna. "I really did think you were in trouble."
"Where's my suit. I think I need to cool off. Somewhere away from her!" I snapped, looking at Trisha angrily.
"Nuh uh. Not so fast there stud. I wasn't done yet and I know damn well you weren't either. You still owe me the end of that orgasm."
"You came already."
"Was in the middle. You think I'm going to lose out on feeling you come in the middle of my climax? No way. Not on your life."
"Well, I'm not exactly in the mood any longer, so forget it."
"Trisha here owes us. She's the one that interrupted us. I think she needs to put us BOTH back in the mood."
"Huh? Me?"
"You, sweetie," Anna said as she reached over and pulled the front of Trisha's towel down, exposing her big bare black tits. Trisha grabbed at the towel with one hand and tried unsuccessfully to cover her big tits with the other. "The way I see it, you put us back in the mood or someone is going to be explaining why they choked a guy into unconsciousness for no reason."



"Back in the mood? How am I supposed you get you back in the mood? Besides, won't he be in trouble for being in the ladies room to start with?"
"Don't know a man who doesn't get turned on watching two women making out. You can get your ass naked and rub your pussy all over his cock 'till he gets nice and hard again while you lick my pussy!"
"Uh-uh, I don't do girls!" Trisha said almost fearfully. "Besides. I still say he's in trouble for being in here in the first place."
"Somehow I don't think the assaulting someone is in the same category as using the wrong shower room. There isn't a law against that, but there sure as hell is one against choking someone into unconsciousness. But if you want to explain to the sheriff why you attacked Trevor here."
"uh uh. No way. You can't do that! I didn't do anything wrong!"
"The hell you didn't. But we can let the Sherriff decide if you want."
"Fuck," Trisha snapped angrily.
"When we're done maybe he will, but for now, I think you need to get started."
Anna pushed me back to lay me down again and stood up, stepping over my head so I was looking up at her pussy. "Come on, cunt. Time to pay up! Put that tongue to good use!" Anna reached over, put a hand behind Trisha's head and pulled her face to her crotch. "Bet she doesn't have a damn thing on under that towel. Come on. Take it the rest of the way off."
Okay. She was right. There was no way I wasn't going to get turned on looking at what I was looking at. I could already feel my cock starting to twitch and grow.
"Go ahead." Trisha said, her voice partly muffled by the pussy she was being pushed into. I reached over and pulled the towel the rest of the way off, tossing it aside. Trish was indeed naked under the towel. The curly black mat on her mound was neatly trimmed into a modest triangle and nothing below that. Her full, round lips almost charcoal black as they framed only the slightest amount of inner labia sticking out between them. I coaxed her to move her right leg and got it across my body. I shifted down a little under her and then pulled her hips down to force her pussy against my still-mostly-soft dick.
"Come on, slut. Rub his Cock with that pussy. Make him think that fucking his cock is the only thing that matters!"
"Mmmph!" Trisha protested, whatever she said muffled by Anna's pussy.
"Uh-uh. You fucked it up, you get to fix it." Anna grunted. "So you just keep licking and get the two of us all turned on again!"
To my surprise Trisha began rocking her hips, grinding her full, soft pussy around on my hardening dick. I watched her lick and suck Anna's pussy, hesitantly at first but now, several short minutes later, almost eagerly. I could hear Anna moaning in pleasure as Trisha teased and licked her clit. As my cock hardened, her motions changed, no longer just grinding in circles, but now along my shaft, forcing me between her lips with each stroke. I held her hips, encouraging her to stroke a little further, her sexy, swinging tits turning me on more by the second.
"Oh fuck!" Trisha grunted as she pushed back, my head pushing up enough that her stroke drove me deep into her rather than just trapped between her lips and my stomach.
"That's it, cunt. Fuck that cock. Get him all nice and ready to shoot," Anna commanded Trisha. "That's a good cunt. Don't forget about me. You were doing such a good job. Make me come. Make me come all over your slutty little face!"
Up and down Trisha pumped her hips, driving me in and out of her hot, wet depths. I had no doubt If she kept going I was indeed going to come, but in her, not Anna. "Oh damn!" I groaned. "Getting so fucking close!"
In response Anna pushed Trish away from her pussy abruptly. "Move over cunt! It's time for my payout!" Trisha practically fell over with Anna pushing her off my dick. She knelt over me and aimed my cock at her sopping wet slit and then drove herself down my juice-covered shaft. "Ohhhh fuck yes!" Anna moaned as she started to hump up and down on me. I lifted my hands to her tits, covering each one and squeezing them gently. "That's it, sexy. Tease my titties. Make me come for you and then pump me full!" Her hips pumped up and down, slapping her bare ass against my thighs with each stroke. The occasional spasm of her vagina around me screamed that she was about to come. Up and down, she drove her vagina onto my shaft, driving us both toward where we were before. "Oh fuck. Here it comes. Here it comes baby! Come for me. Let me feel you come with meeeeee!"
I felt the sudden tightening around my shaft as her orgasm hit her. I also felt the spray of her juices hitting my body from my neck to my groin as she squirted her juices out over me like a small hose, pushing me over the edge. I was so close too when I was rudely interrupted and my body was more than ready to release what it had already primed before. My body Jerked and tried to push up into Anna with the release of the first shot of cum. She must have felt it and jammed down hard on me as my gush of cum pumped deep into her. "Fuck yes!" she cried loudly as she felt me filling her pussy. "God damn yesssss!" My body jerked and twitched at least a dozen times, only the first three or four pumping anything significant into her, but it didn't seem to matter, to either of us. Just the feel of my cock jerking and twitching inside her seemed to be enough to drive her climax even higher. No less than four times she squired her juices over me, leaving me as wet as If I'd already been swimming. She sat on me panting for only a few seconds and then pulled up off of my still-half-hard cock. Her legs were still trembling slightly as she stepped over to Trisha, still sitting near me on the concrete, watching us, her fingers stroking her own pussy lips. Anna reached for Trisha's head as she stepped over her body and forced her head back so she was looking up at Anna's pussy. "Here you go slut! Drink our come!" Anna used one hand to hold Trisha's head where she wanted it, and the fingers of her other hand to feverishly stroke her own clit until she again squirted a stream of her juices over Trisha's face. She squirted onto Trisha twice before she stood panting, letting my cum being squeezed out of her pussy drip from her lips onto Trisha's face. "Oh fuck." Anna panted as she watched my cum leak onto Trisha. "Now that's a sexy-ass climax. I could do this shit every day!"
"I thought you hadn't had sex in six months?" I asked breathlessly.
She chuckled. "Said I hadn't had a cock in six months. Didn't say I hadn't had sex. My girlfriends keep my pussy well used, and me, theirs. Just because we don't have husbands any more doesn't mean we don't have a need for sex. But I can tell you, your cock was a whole fucking lot better than that UPS guy. He damn near creamed himself before I could get naked and get him in me," she said as she stepped back. "I'm gonna take a shower now. I think you should at least thank her for a good fuck. I don't think she's had a chance to come yet." Anna walked to the shower we started in and stepped into it.
"I haven't," Trisha said quietly as she stood up. She held a hand out to me. "Come on. I'll clean us both up!" As soon as I was standing, she pulled me to a bench, picked up a small bag and then collected her towel and my swim suit. She led me to the last shower stall and pulled me in with her. We touched a bit tentatively at first, but were soon touching and stroking each other as we spent several minutes covering each other in flowery smelling soap bubbles. Even then, we continued to move our hands on each other, stroking and caressing all over. I pressed the fingers of one hand between her legs, one finger finding its way between her lips while the other hand teased her nipples. She had both hands around my half-hard dick, trying to get me hard, but at the same time her motions almost tentative, as if she wanted it but didn't at the same time. Her strokes on my dick slowly became more urgent as I stroked and teased her hard little clit toward the climax her body clearly wanted.
"Oh fuck, I'm coming," she whispered urgently. "Ohhhhhh. Fuck yes!" Her whole body trembled and her hand stopped stroking my dick, reduced to just holding me, as her climax raced through her body. Slowly the trembles and shudders faded and she leaned heavily against me, gasping for breath. "Thank you." she whispered. "After what I did to you earlier, I was surprised you'd want to do anything like this."
"Just say I'm a sucker for a nice set of boobs."
She giggled and rocked her chest side to side, dragging her naked nipples across my chest. "I certainly have a big enough pair."
"That you do!"
"You know, I mean, it's obviously asking a lot, but I wouldn't mind, if later you were, like interested in maybe, you know, sorta fooling around?"
"Are you asking me if I wanna come to your campsite after dark and finish fucking you?"
She looked down, looking embarrassed. "Yeah. Actually. I mean, after what I did, I can understand if you don't want to, but, if you did, want to I mean, I wouldn't mind if you did. I could kinda, maybe, make you come this time? And I'd promise not to choke you again."
I chucked. "Where are you staying?"
"Site thirty-two."
"Tell you what, if I come by after dark and you're sitting by the fire naked like this, I think I could be convinced to do that."
She grinned. "Dunno what my friend will say, but I'll see what I can do!"
"Just out of curiosity, where did you learn to take a guy down like that?"
"At home, down in Georgia, I'm a police dispatcher. They taught us all kinds of fun things like that."
I looked at her in surprise. "Tell me you don't have any handcuffs!"
She giggled. "Not on me, but I bet Dianna does."
"Well, let's make sure those get left put away."
"Okay." She grinned.
We turned off the water and I pulled on my suit while she wrapped herself in the towel. "You really did come all the way down here in just that, did you?"
"Yeah. No big deal, right?"
"None at all," I agreed. She threw her arms around my neck suddenly and pulled us together, smashing her towel-covered tits to my chest as she pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me wetly for long seconds before breaking the embrace and stepping back. "What was that for?"
"My mama told me if I was gonna fuck a man, I'd better damn well want to kiss him too. I did," she said bashfully.
"Thank you," I whispered before pushing the curtain back. Two showers were in use as I snuck out of the shower house and headed to the pool.
"Bout time. She must have been one hell of a fuck for you to be gone that long," Jen chided me as I slipped into the water near her and mom.
"Long story," I said with a shrug.
"Wanna share?" Mom asked.
"Naw. Not really."
She settled back against the pool side again, but I wasn't fooled. Sooner or later she'd pry it from me, just not right now.
We hung out at the pool until it was time to start dinner. I watched mom moving around, her tits clearly swinging around in the thin white t-shirt, presumably to tease me. Jen was similarly dressed in a t-shirt that came just below her butt, with nothing on under it. Every time she bent over both dad and I were treated to a view of her pussy, along with anyone else walking down the roadway. Clearly both of them were having fun teasing us, though I wasn't sure just who it was aimed at, me or dad. It made me wonder what this would all do when we got home. I mean, out there no one knew us, but at home, well, a reputation for fucking your sister would be bad enough. But fucking your mom, that was another thing completely. As much as I was enjoying all the sex, I both worried and disappointed about what would happen when we got home.
I was sure my girlfriend wasn't going to either understand, nor provide as much as I was getting right now, and I was getting used to it all. I had every intention of going to find Trisha after dark and having sex with her before going to bed. I hoped I'd still have enough in the tank for Jen when we went to bed, but I wasn't going to miss out on having Trisha again. Yeah, I was becoming a sex addict, and in only a weeks time. If I had any doubt, all I had to do was look at my lap and how big a hardon I had from the tease I was getting from mom and Jen.
We sat around the small fire until darkness settled in. I excused myself to head to the bathrooms, fully intending on heading to see my new friend. "Hey," I said as I walked into the campsite and saw Trisha sitting by the fire with a towel wrapped around her body and a thirty-something year old woman sitting next to her, also wrapped in a towel. She wasn't nearly as black as Trisha, her skin lighter, almost caramel-colored. Even through the towel I could tell her boobs were smaller, but then Trisha's were almost as big as moms, maybe even bigger.
"Trevor!" Trisha answered brightly as she stood up. She let her towel unwrap and fall to the ground as she stepped toward me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her now naked body against me. "I wasn't sure you'd really come."
"I said I'd try. I don't have tons of time."
"Enough to give me what I want? Your hard dick?"
"I guess that all depends on how long it takes you to get me hard."
"Oh honey, I have a secret weapon for that," she said with a grin. "But first we need to get rid of a few things."
"Oh?" I asked as she slipped her arms from around my neck and down to my shorts. In moments they were sliding down my legs and her hands were pulling my t-shirt up. As Trisha pulled my shirt up my arms I noticed her friend getting up from her chair. The towel dropped from around her body, exposing a very curvaceous body. Large butt, modestly large boobs, somewhat thick, but surprisingly sexy as she walked to me with her hands behind her back, letting me see her big, medium brown, soft-looking, tits, each sexy orb swinging gently with each step. She looked to be completely shaved as she stepped up to me, not a hair to be seen on her mound or lips. Did I mention she looked incredibly sexy? Trisha finished pulling my shirt off and tossed it aside. She reached for my hands as I lowered them, clasping them in hers as she pulled them down. When she had my hands to my hips she quickly pushed them back around my butt, holding them with her hands, our fingers intertwined. She pressed her naked tits to my now bare chest and her lips to mine in a soft kiss. I noticed her friend stepping up behind me, pressing her tits to my back. Trisha broke the kiss and rubbed her nose against mine.
"Just say stop if we do anything you don't want, but if you let us, I promise you'll enjoy this."
"What's that?" I asked moments before I felt exactly what she meant. "Oh shit!" The cold steel around my right wrist was something I'd never felt, but also something I instantly understood. The clicking sound confirmed my suspicions. "Handcuffs."
"Uh huh. You and me, together. Dianna won't take 'em off until we make each other come."
"And Dianna?"
"She's gonna play where she wants, you, me, whatever feels good. Okay Dianna. Let's take him over."
"My pleasure," the woman behind me said using my hands to push me through the dark. I thought they were taking me to the tent, but instead they took me around the back of the large tent. The camp site backed up against a large wooden privacy fence, and in the gap between the tent and that fence was a large air mattress, illuminated by a small led light hanging from the fence. "This time she gets you start to finish."
"I asked if you had handcuffs, I didn't say I wanted to be handcuffed!" I said quietly but sternly.
"What? Brave enough to bang someone in the ladies shower but afraid to be handcuffed?"
"I guess you could say that."
"Do a good job and it won't matter," Dianna said then pushed me so I had to kneel and then lay on the air mattress. Trisha almost fell down on top of me as her wrist was pulled along with mine. She looked at me with a grin, her face inches from mine.
"I think there's enough slack to try a little sixty-nine work. What'd you say? Start with a little oral teasing before we dive into the main event?"
"Seems like you're in charge," I answered quietly. It only took a moment for her to shift over me and lower her pussy to my face, hers now over my crotch. I felt her grasp my soft dick and then the heat of her mouth engulf me.
"Come on hot shot. You do know how to lick kitty, don't you? Or do I need to give you lessons?" Dianna said sternly as she sat on the mattress next to my head, her legs spread so her pussy was tantalizing close, but not in reach of my handcuffed hand. I could smell her arousal as I answered her.
"I'm pretty sure I know what to do." I only had one hand free, so I used it to pull the middle of Trisha's back down, making her spread her knees further to lower her pussy to my face. I could tell with the first lick that she was already very aroused. Her pussy was sopping wet, almost as if it had been being played with before I showed up. If she hadn't already told me she didn't do girls, I would have assumed the two of them were playing to get warmed up. Since they didn't, they must have been playing with their own next to each other. I grinned at the thought of how that would look and then looked at the set lips in front of me. I eagerly licked up her wet lips, pushing my tongue deep between her soft, dark lips, her bright pink depths peeking at me with each stroke. I felt her moan around my hardening dick as she slurped noisily on my member.
"Mmmmm. That looks so tasty," Dianna groaned as she shifted to lay down next to me, her face close enough to watch me lick her friend's black lips. She shifted even closer whispering to me, "Does she taste good? All excited and ready for your cock? She likes cocks, you know. She loves to ride a big, fat, long shaft, pushing it sooooo deep inside her? Oh yeah. She loves that. Do you wanna see her on you? Bouncing up and down? Her big tits just bouncing in from of your face?"
"Honey, I don't know what you're saying, but fuck it's got him hard in a hurry," Trisha said as she pulled her mouth off my cock.
"Then you know what to do." Dianna answered her.
"I sure the fuck do!" Trisha pulled her pussy from my face and turned around, thankfully releasing my left arm from where it had been trapped between us. She straddled my hips and used her free hand to aim my cock straight up. She looked down between her legs and began to rub my now-engorged head between her lips, moaning softly as she used the tip of my head to tease her clit.
"Do you like seeing that? Your hard, white cock between her black lips? Do you like getting brown sugar baby? Do you like seeing your white cock teasing and fucking a hot black pussy? Mmmmmm. I bet you do. I bet you love licking it too. You did, didn't you? Tasting her sweet, black pussy? You wanna taste mine too? Want me to sit on your face and feed you my cum while she rides your big white cock?"
Trisha pressed herself down my already-lubricated shaft, sinking herself slowly down my length until her big, round ass cheeks sat on my thighs. I groaned as she began to slide up and down my shaft. Her dark black lips made my starkly-contrasting cream-colored shaft appear and disappear.
"Fuck that looks hot, doesn't it? It's getting me so turned on," Dianna whispered, pulling my free hand down between her legs. I could feel the wetness of her pussy as I dipped my middle finger between her lips. "Ohhhhh. Naughty boy!" she moaned as my finger stroked across her hard clit. "You trying to get me all turned on? Make me all hot and horny so I ride your white dick when Trisha's done? Such a bad boy. Sorry to disappoint you, but I don't do cocks. Trisha, she'll take a hot, sexy cock on occasion, but she and I have an understanding. Any cock she rides, I get to ride his face." Then she leaned close to me and whispered in my ear, "My wife does love to share with me. I hope you can make me come, or it might be a very long night for you."



"Your wife?" I asked, startled.
She whispered so softly that her breath tickled my ear. "Uh huh. We're married. You know how it is, two girls madly in love and all. I was surprised when she told me what happened, how that woman made her ride you until you were ready again. I was even more surprised when she told me she invited you over to finish the job," Dianna whispered quietly as we watched Trisha bounce wildly up and down on my cock, clearly pushing herself toward climax. "Does that look sexy? Her tits bouncing up and down like that? Tell me, is she going to make you come deep in her pussy? Is her hot, wet cunt going to make you explode inside her?"
"Maybe," I groaned.
"Do it. Fill her hot little cunt with your cum. Just let it allll go!"
"Oh fuck!" Trisha cried into the night. "Fuck! I'm coming!" She slammed herself down hard on me as her body shook and trembled. I felt her clench around my shaft as her orgasm overtook her body. She sat gasping and groaning for long seconds. "Okay Dianna. You lose. Unlock us," Trisha panted.
With a scowl, Diana pushed up and reached up to the light on the fence. She pulled it down and unlocked the cuffs, taking them off of us. Kneeling on the mattress, facing the fence, She looped the cuffs through the short rope the light had been hanging on, and to my surprise, snapped the cuffs on her own wrists, essentially locking herself to the fence.
Trisha lay down on me and kissed my lips before leaning down to press her cheek to mine. "Okay Trevor, she lost the bet and I promised you'd get to come. Well, her pussy is all yours. She swears no cock can make her come, but I'm willing to bet you can make her come before you do. At least I hope so, or I'm going to be riding home naked tomorrow."
"Huh?"
"We had a little bet. She bet you'd come before me. If you didn't, she had to let you come in her like this."
"And riding home naked?"
"If you come first, I have to. If you make her come first she has to ride home naked."
"What if I just decide to come in her so you DO have to ride home naked?"
She pulled her face back to look at me. "That's your choice, sweetie. After me choking you like that, I'm not sure I'd blame you. But I wouldn't mind at all if it was her. I've been trying to get her to do that for a couple years now."
"You wanna see her ride home naked?"
"Naked and fucking herself with a vibrator where all the truckers can see her."
"Why?"
"Just for fun," she whispered. "So help me out? I promise to stop in the morning before we leave."
"I'll try." I shrugged, wondering how hard it would be to make her climax. I shifted onto my knees as Trisha pulled off me, rolling onto her back to watch. I knee-walked behind Dianna and reached out for her butt. I used my other hand to slide my engorged, mushroom head up and down her wet lips.
"We'll? What are you waiting for? Let's get this done!" Dianna said snippily.
"What? Not looking forward to this?" I asked honestly.
"I'm doing this because I lost a bet, not because I like cocks!"
"Really!" I said a little sarcastically.
"Really!" she answered. "The dick in me isn't the problem, it's the dick that it's always attached to!"
"Ahhhh. I get. You hate men!"
"I don't hate them any more than I hate a squirrel or raccoon. It's just that they're lower life forms."
"As in animals?"
"We'll, maybe not quite that high."
"So why this?"
"Trisha wanted your cock. I told her it wasn't worth it. You'd just fucking come when you wanted and leave her hanging again. She disagreed. So we made this stupid bet. Now I have to pay up."
"And get fucked."
"Fucked over is more like it."
"I'm not at all sure I like where this is headed," I said to Trisha. "It was fun, and I enjoyed what we did, but having sex with a cop handcuffed to a fence is a line I'm not sure I want to cross. I pushed shit a lot more this afternoon than I wanted. But this? No. I've already been accused of rape once today, I'm not going there again," I said as I looked for my shorts. I moved off the air mattress and picked them off the ground where they were tossed and shook em out.
"Wait! What the fuck?" Dianna asked in an angry tone. "You're leaving?"
"Yep," I answered as I pulled my shorts up my legs. I started to walk out of the campsite, headed to the bathrooms.
"Wait a second. You can't just leave!" Dianna shouted after me.
"Sure I can," I called back.
"Trisha! Get me out of these damn things!"
"If I don't want to?" I heard Trisha say with a laugh. "You have to admit, it's a good look, you handcuffed to a fence. I might just have to take a few pictures first!"
"You do and I'll kill you!" I heard Dianna practically scream at her wife, who was laughing loudly. I shook my head and walked the rest of the way to the bathrooms, which were in the same building as the showers. I was halfway there when I heard running footsteps behind me. "Hey! Asshole!"
I turned around and saw Dianna slowing to a stop, she'd put on a long t-shirt and sandals. "Where the fuck do you think you're going?"
"To the bathroom. Why? Feel the overwhelming need to join me or something?"
"Fuck no! Why would any woman want to do that?"
"Dunno. You're following me. You tell me!" I said as I stopped and turned to face her. She stopped as well, standing now with her hands on her hips glaring at me angrily. "What? More to say?"
"Fuck yes!" she practically snarled at me. I stood with my arms crossed, waiting.
"Well?" When she didn't speak, I turned away and started walking again. "Let me know when you figure it out," I said over my shoulder. I could hear her walking behind me, actually making me nervous. Hell, she was a cop and could probably drop me in two seconds flat, but I tried to not look as intimidated as I felt. I kept expecting her to stop and go back or say something, but she just kept following me. I intentionally didn't look back as I reached the men's room door. I walked in and headed to one of the stalls. I stepped in and turned to close the door, finding her standing right in front of me. She pushed me back as far as I could go, almost falling over the stool. She stepped in with me and pushed the door closed behind her. "What the fuck?"
"You owe me!" she snapped. "And I plan on collecting!"
"Owe you what?" She reached out and jerked the front of my shorts down, exposing my flaccid cock. "What the fuck?!" I exclaimed in surprise, grabbing the front of my shorts and pulling them back up. "What the fuck are you doing?"
"What's the matter? Afraid of little ole me?" she asked condescendingly.
"Afraid? Not exactly, But shit, you force your way into the stall with me, you jerk my pants down, what am I supposed to think?"
She laughed. "This from a guy fucking in the ladies shower?"
"I was invited."
"Oh? For a minute I thought maybe you just one of those perverts that likes to check out women in the ladies room."
"No," I snapped back at her, "A REAL woman invited me with the sole intent of using the manhood of which I proudly possess. So go back to your wifey and lick each other or whatever it is you two do to get off and leave me alone!"
"Ohhhhhh. Feisty!"
I shook my head and pushed my shorts down and sat on the toilet. "If you don't mind. Unless you like to watch guys take a dump!"
"I'm fine right here," she said with a grin. She pulled the hem of the long t-shirt up almost to her tits and slipped her free hand down between her legs. It suddenly became infuriatingly difficult to take a pee, or anything else, with her rubbing her caramel-colored pussy lips inches from my face. Her mound was completely shaved with a little tattoo pattern on it pointing down to the full, round lips between her thighs. Only the slightest amount of dark, almost black, feathery inner lip protruded, which her middle finger pressed between. I could see the distinct pink inner reaches as she stroked her fingers up and down her lips, clearly teasing her own clit. "I thought you wanted to go to the bathroom? That hardon doesn't look like it's going pee. It looks more like it wants into my hot, little sex box. Maybe we should let it. Or maybe you prefer to taste me first?" she asked as she stepped closer to me, spreading her legs further apart.
Her hands pulled her shirt up and off, hanging it over the partition wall before reaching both hands between her legs again. She pushed her pussy toward my face, using her fingers to spread her lips as she eased her pussy toward my face. I reached my hands around her and cupped both surprisingly firm cheeks, squeezing them and pulling her right to my face. I couldn't exactly ignore an offer like this so close to my face, attached to a bitch or not. I licked up her slit, teasing all the way to her clit and across it, drawing a deep moan from her. "That's it. Lick my hot cunt. Ohhhh fuck yes! Do it. Lick me. Make me come for you. Fuck after watching you fuck Trisha, I need to come so fucking bad!"
"Then why all the fucking games?" I asked between licks.
"Wouldn't want you to think I was easy," she moaned, leaning her shoulders back to the door with a loud thud, allowing her to push more of her pussy at my face. "That's it. Dive right in. Ohhhhh fuck yes. God I'm so horny. Make me come. Ohhhhh fuck, make me come!" she moaned loudly.
I heard the stall next to me open and close. A few moments later a cell phone slipped under the partition on the floor, an image of what we were doing showing on its screen. She suddenly pulled her pussy from my face. I wondered if she'd noticed the phone on the floor and was ending this. Instead she straightened and then leaned over me far enough to grab my rock-hard cock. She stroked me slowly and whispered "Fuck me. Oh god, fuck my hot cunt! Stuff that cock in me and fuck me!"
I stood up, letting her back all the way to the door. With her ass pressed against it, she lifted one foot and rested it on the toilet paper holder, spreading her legs somewhat. Her hands found my dick and pulled toward her, drawing me against her nude body as she fed me easily into her sopping wet pussy. She wasn't anywhere near as tight as Trisha had been, in fact she was sorta sloppy loose. That didn't stop me from pumping my shaft in and out of her.
"I thought you didn't like cocks?" I asked as I humped my hips toward her, driving my cock slowly in and out of her.
"Shut up and fuck me!" she moaned.
"You sure your wife isn't going to mind? She might not like it if I fill your cunt with my cum," I whispered, my chest rubbing against her smaller boobs and rock-hard nipples as I pressed her against the door, starting to plunge in and out of her harder.
"Oh fuck yes. That's it honey! Fuck me with that cock! Soooo damn good! Fuck me hard. Make me come for you. Make my hot cunt come around your big, fat cock!"
"Just like I did your wife?" was all I could respond before her arms circled my neck and pulled my face to hers. She started kissing me, her hot, wet lips aggressively pressing to mine as she moaned into my mouth. In and out I thrust, plunging into her with a soft squish followed by a slap of sweaty skin. I could also hear the grunts of the guy in the next stall, watching us fuck from the view on the floor. I had no doubt from the sound that he was about to unload himself. She pulled her lips from mine but held me so our foreheads touched, our noses and lips almost brushing each other. "We're not married. I just fucking said that to see if I could get you to come first. You know, fucking a lesbian is a guy's fantasy dream. Ohhhh Fuck yes! Gonna come. Oh fuck fuck fuck! Gonna come!" Dianna squealed, pulling her face an inch or so from mine. I felt her body tense and stiffen as her climax started to overtake her. I kept pounding into her, slamming her bare ass into the door, her spasming pussy tightening around me and pushing me closer to my own finale. In and out I thrust, grunting with each thrust I pushed up into her, knowing I was getting close.
"Last chance," I grunted.
"For what?" She gasped.
"Before I come."
"Go for it you little fucker! Do it! Fill my cunt with your cum!"
"Oh fuck!" we heard in the next stall as the guy jacking off apparently finished. Dianna seemed to ignore it and moaned in pleasure as my body jerked and slammed her against the stall door one final time, my spasm slamming our bodies tightly together. I grabbed the top of the stall door and held us together as my cock surged cum into her pussy. I wasn't sure just how much I had left after the day's activities, but she got everything there was as my body spasmed and my cock swelled inside her equally-spasming pussy.
I could feel her pussy clench and release me over and over as she gasped for breath, her climax seeming to take over her whole body. I felt her leg move from the toilet paper holder and wrap around me to hold us together as her trembles started to fade slowly away. "God damn what a fuck!" she panted.
"Glad it was worth all the trouble you went to for it," I managed to get out between gasps for air. "Might have been easier just to say you wanted to fuck instead of all the damn games."
"Hell, I have a rep to maintain, even in front of my girl there. Wouldn't want word to get around that I actually like cocks or I'd have every horny bastard in the station hitting on me, and I am NOT fucking other cops!"
I laughed softly. "You gotta be kidding me. That's what that shit was about? Pretending you don't like men?"
"Something like that," she answered as the stall door next to us slammed, the guy apparently having watched enough. We stood there for several minutes before I softened and slipped out of her. I stepped back and sat on the stool again, watching my cum drip from her pussy. She stepped toward me, and surprisingly, sat on my lap, facing me. "Okay. Now I gotta go too." She spread her legs and reached down to push mine apart as far as she could and then peed into the toilet between my legs. She leaned toward me and kissed me softly on the lips before standing up, then looked around. "Shit!" She swore quietly.
"What?"
"My shirt. It's not here!" she snapped. "It was hanging right here!"
"Did it fall down?"
"What? You think I'm stupid? If it did it'd be laying on the floor. I think that perv jacking off in the next stall stole it. I'll bet he's standing out in the dark waiting for me to come out so he can peek at me some more. If he is I'll kick his balls so far up he'll taste his own cum!"
"Maybe it was innocent?"
"Yeah, right. And I'm the queen of England!"
"I don't have anything to offer you but my shorts, and I kinda need those."
"Yeah, well, I'm not walking back to the tent fucking naked! You want em back, come get 'em!" she said as she bent over and stepped into my shorts, that were laying on the floor by my feet. She pulled them up and turned, unlatching the door and rushing out.
"Hey!"
"Deal with it, dick!" she called over her shoulder.
"Shit!" I grunted, pushing the stall door back closed and latching it. I took care of business and then dealt with the inevitable, I walked out of the bathroom naked, glad it was late.
"Woo hoo! Check that out!" I heard a woman near a fire in another campsite call as I walked back. I turned to face her and boldly pumped my hips toward her, making my only-partly-hard dick bounce for her several times. I was surprised that instead of being embarrassed, it kind of turned me on more, making me get a little harder. I thought briefly about going to her and wagging it right in her face, but instead headed to get my shorts back. I found them hanging on the tent, picked em up and headed to my own site. I'd had enough sex and enough of her for one night. I crawled into my own tent in the dark, trying not to wake Jen as I zipped us in and lay down. I was asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow.
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I lay back and let Jen work her magic. I didn't even open my eyes, I just let her have her way with the hardon she'd so skillfully created. I had to admit, she was definitely getting better. Practice makes perfect I guess. She slurped slowly up and down my shaft, pressing me into her throat a few times. Yeah, she was getting a lot better, but what I really wanted was to watch her hot, young pussy gobble my hard cock up as she rode up and down on it. "Oh yeah Jen. Come ride me like you did last time." I groaned just loud enough for her to hear, but hopefully not wake mom and dad.
I felt her mouth leave my hard dick and I opened my eyes to watch her climb onto me. "Shit! Mom!" I gasped. My mind wondered where Jen was and why mom was in my tent. The thought was pushed away moments later when my fat mushroom head slipped wetly between her hot, soft lips, and yes, I do mean those lips.
"Oh yesssss. That's what I need," she moaned softly as her body sank down my saliva-coated shaft. "So hard and fat. I hope you don't mind your mother borrowing it for a few minutes."
"Uh huh," I grunted as she started sliding up and down my shaft, her full, round cheeks slapping gently on my thighs as she stroked rhythmically up and down my manhood. "Oh fuck, you feel so good mom."
"Not as good as Jen I'm sure. Nothing is ever quite as good as eighteen-year-old pussy, but I'll try to make it worth your while."
"Oh trust me mom. You are!" Up and down she bounced, her huge tits flopping more and more as she increased her tempo. The slapping of her ass grew louder, and wetter-sounding, as she increased her pace even more. If the sound of her ass on my thighs didn't announce serious fucking was going on in our tent, the gasps and moans mom was making would. Of course the tent shaking from her head pushing against it with each stroke wasn't obvious either I'm sure. "That's it mom. God I'm almost there," I grunted as I tried to push back up at her with each stroke. I could feel the inevitable building, the urgency becoming undeniable. I held her hips and helped slam her down on my shaft, knowing I was going to come any second.
"Oh shit yes!" she gasped loudly as her legs started to tremble. "That's it Trevor. Give mama your milk!" she moaned as her pussy clenched around me, her orgasm hitting its peak along with mine. I loved feeling a woman come at the same time I did. I loved how it felt around my shaft as her body squeezed me in orgasm. I loved feeling the change in sensations as my cock plunged into a spasming pussy. I wasn't disappointed. She held herself up over me just high enough to allow me to push my hips up at her and pump my cock into her climaxing pussy. It only took half a dozen more thrusting strokes into her before my body jerked and issued the first surge of cum deep into her. She felt my semen shoot deep in her vaginal depths and slammed herself down to hold me as deep in her as I could be in that position. She rocked her hips to grind her clit against me. "Oh Fuck yes Trevor! That's my sweet boy!" she gasped as my cum pumped into her still spasming pussy half a dozen times. She must have felt my body's jerks become fewer and more random, and leaned toward me, until she was lying on me, pressing her tits to my chest and her lips to mine. She kissed me in a long, slow, wet embrace that lasted minutes. Her lips moved on mine and sucked mine in a way that had my cock starting to harden barely after it has slipped from her. "I wanted to thank you," she whispered as she broke the long kiss.
"For what?"
"For the way you treated my sister. Your Aunt couldn't say enough good things about how you felt and how you made her feel young again, like a teenager sneaking around to keep her dad from finding out she was fucking Jack."
"I didn't do anything special."
"I know. That's what makes it even better. You're sweet and gentle and understanding of what a woman needs. I suspect you could have any woman you want eating out of your hand. Just like the woman in the showers."
"You knew about that?"
"I looked in on you to make sure everything was okay. You seemed to have things well in hand."
"I did, until that other woman came in and tried to strangle me, thinking I was raping that woman, which I wasn't."
"Other woman?" she asked, lifting her head higher to look down at me.
"The black one. She was a police dispatcher. She put a choke hold on me while we were doing it."
"Oh my. Did you get it all sorted out?"
"Yeah. The women I was fucking made her get us both turned on again so we could finish. I kinda went later to her campsite to finish with her too."
"Ahhh. Explains why it took so long to go to the bathroom."
"Pretty much. She and her friend actually."
"Seems like my boy is getting good at seducing women into sex."
"Not so much as I seem to be getting forced into it."
"Forced?"
"We'll. Not forced, but put in a situation that's hard to say no to."
"Like me and Mary?"
"We'll, not you, but Aunt Mary, well, the first time anyway. After that I was just worried about getting caught by Uncle Russ."
"Like you did."
"Uh huh. I hope Aunt Mary isn't in too much trouble with him."
"I think it's the other way around. He's been in trouble for a long time and didn't see it. This was her way of making him see it. He either gets it together or she's divorcing him. Not a surprise really, the way he treats Dee."
"Yeah, I just don't get it. She's a really nice person. I liked hanging with her. I don't see what the big deal is that she likes to have sex a lot?"
"Some men don't see that as a good thing, unless of course they're doing it with them. Just like some women don't think men should sleep around. They label then womanizers and other less than flattering terms, but I think most of those women usually wish deep down that someone would seduce them that way."
"Like you?"
"I've needed something more for a long time. Your dad and I talked about trying some things, but he couldn't get past the idea of me having sex with another man. I'm hopeful this trip opens his mind a bit."
"If it doesn't?" I asked, hoping the answer wasn't going to be divorce.
"Ohhhhhh. Fuck yes!" we heard him groan from the other tent.
Mom chuckled. "That answer your question? Since he's already played with another woman, even if it is his daughter, I'll start with another woman in our bed and go from there. I don't think he'll object to that any longer."
"Probably not. But I'm going to miss this."
"What? Us?"
"Yeah, I kinda like it."
"We don't have to quit. We just have to be careful who finds out."
"Keep it a secret? I can see that. With the laws and all."
"Almost a secret. I know of a friend or two who would love to pretend you were their son and let you seduce them, or let them seduce you. No reason to let a fantastic cock like yours go to waste."
"It won't."
"It will if you keep seeing that young lady friend of yours. She has no idea what to do with you. Have you two even had sex yet?"
"Amanda? A couple times."
"Uh huh. Maybe I need to give her a few lessons. Or Jenny could. She's gotten pretty good too."
"Amanda is just shy about her body."
"She shouldn't be. She's a beautiful young woman. She has assets and should show them."
"Don't think that'll happen."
"Let me guess. Never been able to get her naked?"
"Uh Uh. The couple times we've done anything she was half dressed."
"Hmmmm. We'll have to work on that. Right now I think we need to start getting ready. We have a long drive yet today."
Reluctantly, we got dressed, though mom made sure neither of us had too much on. I knew the thin t-shirt with no bra was going to keep me hard until it was time to leave, and the baggy shorts were almost an open invitation, which I suggested. "They are. As long as no one is looking, you can play any way you want."
"What if I just whip it out and stick it in?"
She grinned and moved on her hands and knees to unzip the door. She knelt there, wiggling her butt side to side slowly as she pulled the zipper. "Who says you can't?" she asked when the zipper was about half way down. I chucked a little and reached for her shorts, pulled them over her butt and down to her knees, her still-leaking pussy pushing out at me between her thighs. "I don't think you've tried this way with me before."
"uh uh." I answered as I rolled to my knees and leaned over her back. Without underwear it was easy to get my dick out and slide it right into her.
"Mmmmmmm. Yes," she moaned as I stroked in and out a few times. "I wonder how much fun we can have teasing each other without letting the other climax?"
"Wanna find out?"
In answer, she crawled out of the tent, pulling off my rock-hard dick, and stood up, her shorts slipping all the way to her ankles. She bent over and very slowly pulled them up, giving me a long look at her pussy before covering it up. "Yeah. This could be fun."
Mom started making breakfast while I sat and watched her. Her tits wiggled and moved in the thin shirt enticingly, which she added to by occasionally pulling it up over her sexy mounds. She'd leave it that way until her movements naturally made it fall back down on its own. It was up over her boobs when dad crawled out of his tent, making him pause and stare. She wiggled her chest back and forth, making her tits swing side to side, the shirt finally falling back in place.
He looked at me and back at mom and shook his head with a crooked grin. "Looks like you're playing at teasing Trevor."
"I am. I bet Jen wouldn't mind doing the same to you."
"Not if it gets me fucked like that again!" Jen said as she crawled out of the tent. "But if I am, I have way too many clothes on." She walked over next to mom, stripped completely, and then just put her micro shorts and tank top back on, leaving her underwear and bra on the table. She walked over to dad, took his hands and pulled them to her, sliding them up under her shirt to her tits. "Like this better?"
"Uh. Um." He stammered, looking at mom, almost as if looking for permission.
"Go ahead dear. I'm not going to stop you. In fact, I think you ought to tease her back every chance you get."
"You do? I should?"
Mom walked over and stepped behind dad, his hands still under Jen's shirt. She wrapped her arms around his waist and undid the snap and zipper of his shorts. She let them slide to his ankles. "Jen why don't you help your father get more comfortable. No point in him being the only one wearing underwear."
Jen just grinned and reached for his boxers. She pulled them down and helped him step out of both his underwear and shorts and then back into his shorts. She was still kneeling in front of him as she pulled his shorts up. With the shorts now back in place, except for being zipped and snapped. She grasped his hardon sticking toward her face and closed her lips around it.
"Oh fuck!" he grunted as she started to suck on him. I watched mom move back to cooking, pulling her shirt up again, while I listened to my sister sucking his cock. A jeep was driving down the campground road and stopped in front of our site.
"No wonder you're so much fun. Looks like the whole family is into fun and games!" I heard Trisha say from the road. I looked over and sure enough, Trisha was behind the wheel of the doorless jeep.
I got up from where I sat on the picnic table bench and walked over, realizing on the way, that Dianna was sitting in the passenger seat, completely naked. I laughed a little as I walked around to the passenger side. "I like the look!"
"Oh shut the fuck up!" Dianna snapped angrily. "This is all your fault!"
"My fault?"
"Yeah. If you hadn't been so good at fucking she'd be sitting here, not me!"
"Sorry about that," I said as I stroked my fingers along her thigh.
"Yeah well," she answered with a little quaver in her voice as I let my fingers tease down between her thighs.
"Spread em!" Trisha said with a laugh.
Dianna pushed her knees apart with an irritated look on her face. I just chuckled and slipped my fingers to her pussy and stroked up and down between her lips, letting my fingers find her sensitive clit. "Oh fuck! No fair!" Dianna gasped, reaching out and grabbing my arm, not to push it away, but to pull it closer.
"You know, if you'd have been nicer I might have been convinced to spend the night with you two and give you some morning sex," I whispered as I teased her hard nub between her very wet lips. I could see her nipples hardening and her areola puckering as my fingers teased her. "But oh well. I hope you have a sweet ride home. I think everyone is gonna love this view!" I said, pulling my fingers from her pussy.
"Wait! You're not gonna quit now?!"
"Yep." I chuckled. "Payback's hell, ain't it?" I walked around the jeep to the drivers side again. I leaned in and gave Trisha a soft kiss.
"Here," she said quietly, handing me a piece of paper when we broke the kiss. "I know we're not close, geographically, but if you wanna come visit,"
"Thanks. I might," I said. "Safe travels."
"You too," Trisha whispered before leaning toward me and kissing me softly again. Her arm looped around me and pulled me closer, her free hand moving to the obvious hardon in my shorts. As she kissed me she stroked my shaft through my shorts, the erotic, sensual embrace lasting at least a full minute. She broke the kiss reluctantly and then pulled me back for a few seconds more. "Damn I can't get enough of kissing you," she whispered. "I know you won't, but at least tell me you'll come see me?"
"Sure. I'll call you and we'll set it up."
She smiled a halfway smile. "Bye Trevor," she whispered before pushing me back and diving away. She sped away in a cloud of dust, way more than the ten mile an hour limit.
"You sure have a way with attracting women," Mom said as I walked back to the table.
"What'd you mean?"
"That woman. She did not want to leave you. Not one bit."
"Looked the me like she was in a hurry to get away,"
"Only because She didn't want you to see her cry, stupid!" Jen said, shaking her head. "Don't you know anything about women?"
"Cry? Why?"
"Oh Jesus. You wanna explain it to him mom?"
"If he doesn't get now, explaining won't help. Come on, food's ready!"
"Is she going to ride naked like that?" Dad asked as he sat at the picnic table.
"Yeah. Lost a bet with her friend."
"Damn!" he said. "Hell of a body! She seemed to have fun with you last night."
"Huh?"
"I was hoping she'd have to walk back naked, but she managed to con you out of your shorts."
"Shit dad! Tell me that wasn't you in the next stall."
"You wanna send her shirt back to her?" he asked with a chuckle.
"What's this?" Mom asked, looking at him curiously.
"Oh, nothing," Dad said with a grin. "I'll explain later."
"You better!"
It took almost an hour to finish breakfast and load. I took every opportunity to pull mom's shorts down and stroke her, or slip my dick in for a few strokes, or slip my hands into her shirt. Needless to say we were both pretty turned on by the time we were loaded. She sat in the back seat with me, sitting in the middle, a pile of gear on the passenger side of the bench seat and me on the other. We'd barely gotten down the road and she had her shorts off, telling me I could play with her any way I wanted as long as I didn't expose her to the passing trucks. We spent the next hundred miles or so stroking and touching each other, her shirt up over her tits, leaving her essentially naked, except when a truck was passing. Dad had adjusted the mirror so he could see mom's pussy through the gap in the front seat, watching me play with her lips and clit, and sticking my fingers into her.
By a hundred miles she was so turned on that she begged me to fuck her, right there in the truck. She twisted in the seat to roll part way on her right side, pushing her butt out at me. It was awkward, but I managed to get my dick into her. I rolled my hips side to side, working my shaft about three quarters of its length in and out of her. She moaned loudly, resting her left foot on the back of dad's seat so that her legs were spread enough to stroke her own clit. It wasn't long before she was begging me to come for her. I did, almost in unison with her climax. When I'd softened and slid from her, she straightened in the seat, pushing her butt down to the edge. She hooked one leg on the back of each front seat, her legs spread, allowing dad to see my cum oozing from her pussy as she stroked her wet lips and tits with her fingertips. I was pretty sure this was part of her plan, having him watch my cum oozing from her as she ignored the passing trucks that might have been able to see in.
I had to admit it was a damn sexy sight, but it still took almost fifty more miles before my now well-used cock was again growing as I watched her tease dad in the mirror.
"I could use some of that," Jen said as she twisted in the front seat to see my hardon.
"We can fix that. I bet your father would love to watch you fuck your brother," Mom said with a grin.
Mom switched places with me in the back seat and coaxed Jen to climb between the front bucket seats, her front half in the front seat and her ass in the back. Mom helped her completely undress and then guided her butt back toward me, guiding my cock into her pussy.
"Oh fuck yes!" Jen moaned as I sunk into her sopping wet depths. She started to lift and lower her butt, sliding her pussy up and down my shaft. I could tell dad was spending more time watching us in the mirror than the road, and just hoped we didn't get into an accident. From his position he had to be able to see her swinging tits in his mirror, and then all the way down to her pussy, and my cock stuffed into it. Up and down Jen plunged, jamming me deep into her vaginal depths over and over. "Oh fuck. Oh damn. That's it Trevor! Fuck me! Make me come!" she gasped and moaned as she drove both of us toward orgasm. "Shit!" She suddenly squealed as her climax washed over her, her pussy squeezing me as she shuddered and trembled.
I was damn close, but not quite there yet, and tried to push up into her unsuccessfully. She pulled off my cock and crawled back into the front, still naked, and dropped into the passenger seat, panting for breath. "Fuck Trevor. You always make me come so fucking hard."
"Uh huh. But you could have ridden me a little more." I groused breathlessly.
"Sorry. I couldn't stay that way much longer.
"Don't worry honey, I'll take care of Trevor for you, if you want to take care of your father."
"Take care of him? While he's driving? How do I do that?"
"Oral sex of course. Suck him off! Shouldn't take long. Just be sure to take it all or he'll have stained shorts to show what he'd been up to."
"In my mouth?"
"That's the way,"
"I've sucked Trevor, but never until he comes."
"Well, time you learn. Lean back here and show me what you can do."
Jen half crawled between the seats again, this time with her face toward me and her butt and still bare pussy sticking in the front. It had to be one hell of a view for dad with his mirror aimed right at her crotch. It had to be a hell of a view for truckers too. Just the same, she balanced herself on her elbows on the seat and lowered her face to my crotch.
"There you go. Now just take him in your hand and wrap your lips around him."
"Trust me mom. I know how to suck a dick!"
"Then show me." Jen began bob her head up and down on my shaft, slurping and stroking me loudly. "It isn't a 'how loud can you slurp' contest sweetie. Some men don't like to hear all that. What they want is the tease, your hand and tongue teasing them, stroking them, enticing them to want your pussy on them. Slow down a little and caress it. That a girl," Mom whispered as I let out a groan in response to the change in her motions. "That's it. Listen to him. Let his body and sounds be your guide. There you go. See how he wants to push at your face? He was already fucking you, so he's going to come a lot faster. Thatagirl."



"Oh damn. Ohhhhhhh yes." I groaned as she licked and stroked my head and fat shaft.
"There you go sweetie. Let it happen. I bet you want to fill your sister's mouth with your cum, don't you? Almost as naughty as filling your mothers pussy full of your cream. Thaaaaat's it. I can see it in your face. Now Jen, when he comes, just tilt it to the side of your mouth so you don't choke. Nothing ruins a good climax faster than your partner puking all over your lap. There you go Trev. Let it go. Let her taste all that you have to give her."
"Ohhhh. Fuck!" I grunted as my hips tried to push up at her, a surge of cum spurting into her mouth. She grunted as my cum shot into her mouth, but didn't pull off. Half a dozen times I pumped cum into her, some of it leaking around her lips and down my shaft and her hand.
"There you go. See how he's starting to soften? You can pull off now. Men always like it when you swallow their cum."
Jen looked at her with a 'do I have to?' look.
"Yes sweetie. If you're going to let him have sex with you, you need to be prepared for this too. It's not fair to get off but leave him hanging, just like it's not fair for him to unload without getting you off too. So swallow it down."
"Gross!" Jen said, sticking her tongue out.
"That's because it's your first time. Now go back up there and do your father. After watching you in the mirror he'd gotta be about ready to burst."
"While he's driving?"
Mom chuckled. "Trust me. I've done it to him more than once this way."
Jen pulled back into the front seat and shifted on her knees until her ass was pointed right at the passenger side window and her face was in dads lap. Mom shifted to sit on my lap with her head between the seats to watch her daughter suck her husband's dick. While Jen worked, I slid my hands up mom's front, working them under her shirt to cup both her big tits. I teased and played with her nipples until dad unloaded in Jen's mouth. A few miles later he decided it was lunch time, and pulled off the highway and into a Wendy's restaurant. We had to fix our clothes, but mom still got a lot of looks with her rock-hard nipples poking her thin shirt out. The poor guy taking our order had to ask hers three times before he got it right. I honestly wasn't sure how much more teasing I could take, and thankfully mom moved back to the front seat and Jen sat with me.
As we hit the road again, I closed my eyes and was asleep almost as soon as they closed. I must have been really tired. It was almost three when I woke up, Jen leaning against me, also asleep. I couldn't help but ease her tank top up to expose her boobs, and toy with her nipples.
"You better use those fingers down lower too," she whispered without opening her eyes. I didn't mind playing with her pussy too. I slipped my hand between her legs and then wiggled her tight little shorts down and off, leaving her naked from her tits down. "Mmmmm. Yeah," she whispered as I stroked my fingers up and down her wet slit, dipping one into her vaginal entrance and then stroking up and around her clit. "Soooooo. Good. I love it when you play with me. Make me all horny and ready for cock. Yum."
I stroked and teased her lips, occasionally dipping one or two fingers into her, drawing gentle moans from her. "You two at it again back there?" Mom asked, twisting around to look back at us.
"Sorry mom," Jen said, pulling my hand from between her legs. "Guess we got carried away again."
"I wouldn't mind so much but you make the whole truck smell like sex. And right now I don't want to get naked again. Not with all these trucks to see me."
"Okay mom. We'll stop."
We did stop. And not long after we stopped for dinner. It was almost dark by the time we got to the campground. I didn't know where dad found these out of the way, hole in the wall places. Most were state parks and such. They were cheap, but that's because they had so few amenities. At least this one had running water and flush toilets. But no showers and only 20 camp sites. We took the last one, wayyyyy down on the end furthest from the bathroom.
It took a while to set up the tents in the dark, and after that was done, we used the gas stove to heat wash water. After all the sex this afternoon, we all felt like we needed a shower, even if one wasn't to be had in the campground. Dad filled the solar water bag and put it on the roof of the truck. To save water, dad suggested that we take turns washing each other. I didn't even have to wonder why when Jen volunteered to be washed by dad, mom suggested she wash dad and then I could wash her. And I'd go last, with both girls washing me. I sat and watched dad soap and rinse Jen, his hands spending lots of time on her boobs and between her legs. For a few minutes I thought he was going to make her come, and then he stopped just short. He whispered something to her and then rinsed her. I wasn't surprised to see her walk off naked to his tent. He stepped over to mom, pulled her under the water and kissed her eagerly, and passionately. They didn't shower long before the two of them headed to his tent as well. It didn't take a genius to guess what he wanted for his last night away from home.
I was left alone and without water, so I heated another pot, mixed it to cool it a bit and then filled the two gallon bag. "Guess I can use the whole thing if I want," I said to myself as I stepped, naked, next to the truck to start washing.
"You could, but I haven't had a shower in three days. I wouldn't mind a little of that!"
I jumped almost out of my skin. As I stood panting, trying to get my heart back in my chest, a maybe thirty-some year old woman stepped from the darkness, close enough that I could see her in the moonlight. She was standing with a towel wrapped around her body, preventing me from seeing too much.
"I've been watching. Not spying on you or anything, but from my site I can see you showering."
"I thought we had the truck parked to block anyone from seeing us."
"You did. Almost."
"Well, in that case, since you've already watched me naked, I guess I don't mind if you use our shower."
She stepped closer and smiled. "Just use it? Or share it with you? It seemed you were helping each other shower, but you seem to have gotten the short straw. No one to help you."
"Kinda seems that way."
"Then it's a good thing I came along, isn't it?" She pulled the towel off and tossed it onto the edge of the truck bed, and then stepped boldly toward me. She was maybe a head shorter than I was, a bit heavier set, maybe as much as one-fifty or so. Her breasts were slightly different sizes, the larger of them an overflowing handful, and the other a bit less. The exquisite part was that the whole front of each breast, was covered with a dark tan areola, with a surprisingly fat nipples poking out almost three quarters of an inch. She had thick thighs that hid most of her pussy, which was obviously covered with tiny, blonde ringlets, or at least the parts I could see. "You like?" she asked, allowing me to continue to look at her, standing almost nervously.
"Very nice," I said quietly, trying to make her feel less stared at than admired.
She giggled girlishly. "That's nice of you to say, but I know better. I'm a bit fat and my boobs aren't all that attractive."
"Actually, they're interesting."
"Interesting hmmm? Haven't heard them called that," she said as she stepped a little closer. "They are pretty sensitive though, if you wanna feel em."
"If we're going to going to wash each other, I'm going to be touching them anyway, so, why not start now?"
"Wasn't sure you still wanted to after I took the towel off"
"Why not?"
"Well. Most guys don't like thick girls."
"Just because you're not skinny doesn't mean you aren't attractive."
She giggled again and stepped closer. "Good thing you're already naked. Makes it easier."
"Easier?"
"To shower silly. Unless you want to do something besides shower."
"I hadn't thought too much about it, but now that you mention it, I wouldn't be opposed to seeing how things go."
"Well, the thoughts been crossing my mind for the last half hour, watching you guys. Been kind of a turn on watching you tease each other that way, wishing someone wanted to tease me that way."
"Well, I'm pretty sure I won't mind teasing you that way?"
"Teasing sounds nice, but I hope it leads to someplace else."
"Someplace else? "
"You know. Your tent or mine?"
I chuckled. "Oh, yeah. Guess I should have guessed that. No, I wouldn't mind that either." I stepped to her and slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her gently to me, and then walked us back to the rubber pad we had on the ground where we were showering. I held her body against mine, pressing her soft tits to my chest, my hard cock pressing against her stomach. "Let me know if this is too hot," I said softly, letting the little hose rain water over her body.
Her hand slipped between us and gently pushed my hardon down and then between her legs. "I think it feels just fine," she answered, taking the hose from me and wetting my body with it. We played with each other with the liquid soap, me teasing her nipples and breasts, while rubbing her pussy with my hard shaft, her hips moving in time with mine to tease my cock with her thighs. Her hand clenched and stroked my bare cheeks as we moved, essentially fucking each other as we stood there.
"Can I kiss you?" she whispered as we rinsed each other with the remaining water.
"Sure." I had to squat down a bit to get our heights right, her arms moving around my neck. She pressed her lips gently to mine, not hard, but so softly that they practically just brushed my lips. She began to kiss me a bit harder, her lips teasing mine, sucking on mine, stroking my lips with her tongue and even teasing it into my mouth at times. It wasn't just any old kiss, but a 'please take my clothes off and fuck my brains out' kind of kiss.
"Damn," I breathed when she broke the kiss long enough to catch her breath.
"You like?"
"I do. Where did you learn to kiss like that?"
I could tell she was blushing, even in the dark. "My college roommate and I used to practice, just in case we ever got asked out by a hot guy," she whispered.
"Well it was worth it. I guess you've had lots of hot college guys to use it on."
"I didn't then, and I don't now. Hot guys don't go out with ugly, overweight girls."
"Too bad. I think they're missing your best attributes."
"My lopsided boobs?"
"Uh uh. Your lips. Both sets," I whispered, moving my hips to rub my hardon between her thighs again. "If I didn't want to lay you down and fuck you like crazy, I'd just finish what we started right here."
"Why not both? I've been sitting there for almost half an hour, playing with myself, wishing. Then you were alone. I don't see why we shouldn't make the most of it, and by the most, I mean I've got all night."
I used my arms around her waist to turn her back to the truck and pressed my body to hers to force her back against it. I was going to move one hand down to aim my hardon at her, but she beat me to it, lifting one leg to spread her thighs while she worked my head between her lips. "Ohhhhhh. Fuck yes!" she moaned as I slid slowly into her already-well-lubricated depths. "That feels sooooo Damn good."
"Damn. For a thick girl, you're one tight pussy," I groaned as I forced my shaft deeper into her.
"You fuck a lot of, what did you call me? Thick girls?"
"One or two. Didn't mean to insult you."
She chucked a very girlish laugh. "Sweetie, you can call me thick any time you want. Most guys just call me fat."
"I wouldn't. I've seen fat. You're not that," I whispered as I moved my hands to the edge of the truck roof. I pushed my chest from hers and arched my back to force a little more of my length into her before starting to stroke in and out. I moved slowly at first, long, slow strokes that seemed to please both of us. In and out I slid, her pussy even tighter around me than Chris's virgin pussy had been. Each long slow stroke seemed to elicit a moan from her, her hands resting on my hips. She moved her feet further apart, allowing me to stroke a little deeper. Her hands started to pull me with each stroke, drawing me in faster as her moans grew louder.
"Oh fuck me. Fuck me harder. You feel so god damn good. Make me come. Oh fuck, make me come!" I had every intention of doing just that. In and out I plunged, faster and harder, our still-wet bodies slapping together rhythmically. I wondered if mom and Jen could hear me having sex out here over the muffled moans dad was making. I briefly wondered which was on his face, and then decided I didn't care. My own orgasm was building fast and the grunts and gasps of pleasure escaped her. "Oh fuck yes. That's it sweetie. Almost. God almost there. Make me come on your cock. Oh shit yes. Oh! OH! OH MY YES!" she cried into the darkness as her whole body shuddered.
I felt her pussy squeeze even more tightly around my shaft and the feeling of water running around the base of my cock and down my legs. I continued to pump in and out of her squeezing pussy, her spasms pushing all the right buttons, the sound of our bodies slapping together even wetter than it had been moments before. "Oh damn," I groaned as my body stiffened and then jerked, surging a gush of cum deep inside her.
"FUCK YES!" she practically screamed as her whole body spasmed and shuddered, the feeling of wetness running down my legs again. "Oh my god yes. Ohhhhhhh. Don't stop. Just keep going. Ohhhhhhh. Fuck yes," she moaned, her hands trying to get my hips to move again. I tried, but my shriveling dick was no match for her spasming vagina and one of her spasms pushed me completely out of her. "Oh fuck. Oh god I didn't want it to end. Kiss me. Kiss me like we did before," she begged, sliding her hands up to my shoulders to pull me back toward her.
She pressed her lips to mine and we kissed, her lips alternately pressing to mine and sucking mine and then her tongue flicking out to lick them and coax my mouth open. She even sucked on my tongue a few times. I might have just come, but her kiss was keeping my brain fully engaged with desire for her body. I finally pulled away, moving my hands to hers to pull her from the truck toward my tent.
"Uh huh. Just a moment. Let's wash this off," she panted, reaching for the little hose. She used it to rinse both our lower bodies and then took my hand and led me to my tent. I let go of her hand and knelt to unzip the tent. I crawled in and waited. She crawled in on top of me, not bothering to zip the flap closed. She crawled over me, aiming her face for mine, but I had other ideas. I coaxed her to keep crawling up my body until her hanging breasts were in my face. I grasped them both, and aimed the huge nipple of her larger right breast at my mouth."Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I sucked her hard nipple into my mouth.
She pressed her pussy to my stomach and tried to grind her clit on me as I licked and sucked and nibbled, first one and then the other nipple. I was amazed at how sensitive they apparently were, her whole body shuddering and trembling in orgasm after only a few minutes attention to the hard sexy nubs. I'd never made anyone climax just by playing with her nipples, so I kept teasing her, pushing her orgasm along as long as I could. "Oh god. Enough," she moaned, pulling her boobs from my face. She slid back down my body, feeling my again-hard cock press between her thighs. She grinned down at me in what little moonlight filtered in through the tent walls. It took her half a dozen tries, but she managed to get my head into the entrance of her depths again without using her hands. "Always wanted to try that," she whispered as she pushed back, forcing me into her pussy again. She pushed back until she had pushed herself all the way down my shaft, her knees pushed wide to spread her thick thighs enough to get the base of my cock against her clit. "Now, it's my turn. You just relax and enjoy."
"Sounds good," I grunted quietly as she began to rock her hips, pushing and pulling herself on and off my hardon.
"Oh yes. That's it. Does it feel good? You feel sooo big in me. I want to make you come again. I want to feel your cum pumping deep in my cunt, filling me up. Ohhhhh. Damn yes. Sooo good," she moaned as she pushed herself more upright while she slid on and off my fat shaft. I could see her motions changing, her body bouncing up and down now. Her tits bounced on her chest every time her soft ass slapped down on my thighs. Up and down she bounced, her nipples drawing unequal circles in the air as her head pushed again the tent roof. "Oh fuck. Come for me sweetie. Come in my hot cunt. I don't know how much longer I can hold it off."
I reached for her tits and grasped both of them, holding them so I could squeeze her nipples between my finger and thumb. "OH FUCK!" she cried in pleasure and surprise as I tightened my grip on her nipples and rolled them side to side like small radio knobs. She slammed herself down hard and started to shudder again. As badly as she wanted to keep riding me, her body just wouldn't have any of it, so she settled on me and let her climax overtake her. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as her pussy squeezed and tried to milk me for cum. I encouraged her to lift a little and then started to jam my rock-hard cock into her throbbing vagina. I bent my legs and drove up into her with abandon, drawing cries of delight from her. I finally gave her what she wanted.
My body jerked with the start of my own climax, my cock shooting what little cum I had left up into her. She laid herself down on me, forcing me to release her boobs and allow her face to come to mine again. She kissed me again, but this time it was different: soft, gentle, caring. Delicate brushes of her lips to mine, our heavy breathing mingling together as she held her mouth almost touching mine.
"Thank you," she whispered after we'd caught our breath and my softened dick slipped from her. "I enjoyed this very much."
"So did I. Thank you."
"I guess I should go."
"Why? You have someplace to be?"
"You don't want to wake up to a fat girl in the morning."
"You aren't fat."
"I think I am."
"Well? Doesn't matter. I don't generally have sex with someone I'd be ashamed to wake up with in the morning."
She kissed me again, softly. "Thanks but I know why guys fuck girls like me, and it doesn't include the morning after."
"Not all guys are like that."
"You're serious? You want me to stay? "
I eased her off of me and sat up. I zipped the tent flap closed and lay back down facing her. "That answer your question?"
"Thank you," she whispered.
I woke up an hour or so later, needing to pee. I unzipped the tent and crawled out. I was watering a nearby tree when I felt a hand on my back. My tent guest stepped past me and squatted down where I could see her and relieved herself. When she stood up she stepped to me and kissed me again. She started to walk away, but I grabbed her hand and held it. "Where you going?"
"Back to my tent."
"Why?"
"I thought we covered that already. Fat girl and all."
"You leave now you don't get morning sex."
"You wanna wake up to a fat girl?"
"Nope. I wanna wake up to you. Now come back to bed."
She nodded and let me lead her back to the tent. We curled up with each other and I pulled the sleeping bag over us as a blanket and we went back to sleep.
"Oh fuck yes. That's it honey! Fuck me!" I heard mom gasping when I woke up. Old mister Sun was making his morning appearance, filtering through the tent walls. I could feel my body pressed between two other bodies. I rubbed sleep from my eyes and looked at the body in front of me, the one I was spooned to. I could feel her soft breast in my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Mmmmmmm. Yes," the woman from the night before moaned sleepily, wiggling her butt. It was then I realized that my normal morning hardon had, either on its own, or with her help, found its way into her hot, wet tunnel. "Fuck me sweetie. Wake me up by fucking me!"



"That's it Trev, fuck her. Give her a good morning fuck," Jen whispered in my ear.
"When did you come in?" I whispered, trying to twist enough to see her.
She pulled herself tightly to me, her bare breasts pressed to my back. "A while ago. I didn't want to get in their way this morning, not after listening to them whispering last night."
"About what?"
"About what we did: Mom and I swapping back and forth on him."
"He didn't like it?"
She softly giggled. "Oh yeah. He liked it just fine. He thinks maybe too much. Maybe you and your friend here wanna try it?"
"Who's that?" my visitor asked sleepily.
"Just my sister."
She twisted and pulled off my dick, almost instantly awake. "Sister? Seriously?"
"Sure, why not? I like fucking just as much as the next girl."
"Shit. If she's your sister, then the other one?"
"My mom."
"Oh shit. Who would fuck their own sister and play with their mom's body?"
"Hey! Who'd fuck a total stranger? At least I know what I'm getting and where it's been," Jen snapped. "Here I was gonna ask if you wanted to double team Trev, but now..."
"Wait! What? You want me to fuck your brother, with you? How does that even work?"
"Easy, one of us gets his dick and the other gets his mouth. He's actually pretty damn good with both. We just switch a few times until we're all happy."
She looked at Jen and then at me. "Seriously?"
"Unless you're gonna throw her out so we can screw. But she'll be pissed!"
"What the hell. Until last night I never would have thought to shower and fuck out in the open next to a pickup truck either. Why not?"
Jen grinned. "You want his mouth or cock first?"
"If he's that good with his tongue, I'll let him give me one that way first." She looked at me seriously. "You are going to give me an orgasm, aren't you?"
"That's the idea."
Fortunately all three of us were already naked, so it didn't take long to get my guest situated on my face, facing my feet. Her full, round lips hid a surprisingly large amount of inner labia, which was already spread and wet from our morning wake-up. I had to use the fingers of both hands to spread her soft skin enough to reach her wet lips, Not that I minded. It wasn't all that much different-looking than Aunt Mary, though I had never gotten a chance to lick her like this. I couldn't see Jen with my guest's ass in my face, but there was no mistaking the sensation of her wet pussy engulfing my mushroom head.
Jen moved up and down on me, working me deeper into her and letting her juices lubricate both of us, each lift up my shaft drawing more of her wetness out to her delicate lips and my rock-hard shaft. I groaned softly into the pussy on my face, trying to press my tongue as deeply into her as I could.
"Oh my god," she moaned as I found her clit with the tip of my tongue. I swirled the tip around the hard nub as I made it protrude out of its protective hood, and then flicked my tongue back and forth rapidly across it. "Ooooooooh fuuuuuuck!" she squealed at the sudden attack. She moaned even louder as she pushed her knees further apart to drive her pussy down at my face. I licked and teased her as Jen bounced up and down on my lap, her own moans growing louder. I could feel my guest's pussy juices start leaking more heavily onto my face with her growing excitement. "No! Not my nipples!" she protested weakly, apparently at Jen. "Oh shit! I'm gonna come. Oh god I'm gonna...Oh no!" She gasped as her whole body jerked and shuddered. I felt my body being rained on, from my groin to my neck. It felt like someone spraying water on me. It seemed to go on and on for at least ten or fifteen seconds before my guest leaned forward and flopped onto her back next to me, her knees in the air as she lay panting.
I looked down my body at Jen, who was sitting astride my cock, looking stunned, water dripping from her tits and running down her front. "Oh my god! I'm so sorry!" my guest squeaked, her face covered with her hands. "I couldn't help it. When you pinched my nipples, I just couldn't stop it! I'm soooo sorry!"
Slowly Jen smiled and then started to laugh. "Holy shit that was cool. I've never seen anyone squirt so much!"
"You, you're not mad?" my guest asked from where she lay.
"For what? Watching a horrendously hard orgasm? One thing's for sure, your boyfriend is gonna damn well know when you come for him!"
"You're really not upset? Either of you?"
I chuckled a little. "Only thing I'm upset about is you two had fun. I'm still waiting."
"Not to mention, we're gonna need another shower. No way we're driving the rest of the way home smelling like we were dipping in sex!" Jen said.
"Oh yeah. We reek of it," I agreed. "The tough part is it's not dark, so we're gonna be doing this right out where anyone can see us."
Jen giggled. "That could be fun, don't you think Trev? Given how much of me you were showing off yesterday, I think it's my turn to show you off!"
"Since when did you start shortening my name?"
"Figured a pet name was appropriate, since we're gonna be fucking a while."
"We are?"
"Fuck yeah. You don't expect me to let this go, do you?"
"I guess I should have expected it."
"And mom."
"Oh yeah. I guess."
"I'm gonna go start some water, why don't you, say what is your name anyway,"
"Tracy."
"Hi, I'm Jen. Why don't you finish fucking Trev for me."
Tracy looked at me and grinned. With pleasure!"
Jen unzipped the tent and I saw her walk to the table and pull on a t-shirt that wasn't quite long enough to cover everything, and then I lost sight of her as Tracy climbed onto my dick. She slid down my already-lubricated shaft easily and looked down at me. "How do you like it? Fast or slow?"
"Slow enough to feel all of you but fast enough to see your tits bouncing."
"That's pretty specific."
"That's how fast mom goes."
"So you do more than just play with her body. You really do fuck her?"
"Does that bother you?"
"It should, but it doesn't for some reason. So I'm just gonna fuck you like your mom does." She began to lift and lower on me, her soft ass slapping my thighs. Up and down she moved, going faster until her tits were indeed bouncing on her chest. Her soft mounds lifted in the air and slapped down against her with each stroke she took on my shaft. Up and down she bounced, pushing both of us toward climax. "Oh fuck. I'm gonna come again," she moaned. "Jesus. You feel so good, come with me. Let me feel you come in me when I do."
"Almost," I grunted.
She looked down at me. "Did you like making me climax next to the truck where anyone could watch us? Pounding your cock up into me? Making me come all over your sexy cock? You wanna do that now? Bend me over the hood of my car and fuck me from behind until you unload in me? That's it Trevor, come for me. Fill my hot cunt with your cum. Make me climax where everyone can see us. Oh yessss!" She gasped as my body stiffened and surge after surge flowed up into her hot wet depths. She felt it and pressed down on me, forcing my head all the way to the end of her tunnel as her body shuddered and trembled. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes! Sooooo good!"
I lay there and let the post orgasm bliss slowly fade while Tracy lay on me, softly kissing me. "Damn I'm gonna miss this."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. It's not like there are a lot of guys clamoring to have sex with me, especially not if that happens. One time and they're done."
"Their loss."
"I think so. Just out of curiosity, where is home?"
"Saint Louis."
"No shit? Really?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"I'm not that far away. Maybe a couple hours. Where? North?"
"No. Southwest. Small town. Washington."
"I know it. We need to trade addresses before you go." She paused and her face became sullen. "I suppose I shouldn't expect that, should I? You probably already have a girlfriend and I'm maybe ten years older than you to start with."
"Doesn't mean we can't get together from time to time."
"You'd wanna do that? Really?"
"Sure. Why not?"
"Your girl might object."
"I think when she finds out what I've been doing and who with, for the last week, she's not going to stay my girl."
"You don't have to tell her."
"Yeah, I do. I'm not one for secrets in a relationship. If you can't trust each other, well, you just can't keep secrets."
"Most guys would just hide it. Nice to see there are still some good guys around."
"Waters ready Trev!"
"Come on. Let's get cleaned up."
"You realize I don't have anything to wear. It was just my towel and that's out there."
"Well, I guess we're both gonna do this naked then. If nothing else you're gonna give dad an eyeful! Not that he hasn't already been peeking into the tent at your ass."
"He has, huh? Well, maybe I better let him see the other half too!" She kissed me again and then crawled out of the tent butt first.
I followed and got to see her strike several poses for my dad before walking to the truck. She stood beside it, waiting for me. Tracy, Jen and I all washed each other, a number of other campers ogling the three of us as we not only washed, but played with each other until we realized we were becoming a spectacle. We rinsed and dressed, except for Tracy who just wrapped herself in her towel. She put her phone number and address in my phone before kissing me one final time.
It took another hour to eat and break down camp. We had about nine hours to drive and it was gonna be late when we got in. To my surprise, neither mom or Jen tried to tease me, and mom's only comment to Tracy was that tent walls are thin, and she was glad I enjoyed my last night camping.
It was almost nine at night before we pulled into the driveway. We spent the next hour unloading gear into the garage. My girlfriend called while we were working, and I ignored it, not sure how to handle it.
"You can't avoid her," Mom whispered. "Tell her what you need to, but what you and I shared? That has to be kept in the family, understand?"
"Yeah, I do."
"Good."
"Mom?"
"Yeah?"
"What if I can't stop wanting this? What we've been doing? What if we feel the need to, I don't know, sneak into each other's room from time to time?"
She hugged me against her soft tits. "Honey, you're an average young man. After what we've shared, I don't expect you to cut it off cold turkey. Eventually you'll find someone that turns your head away, until then, I don't see any need to sneak anywhere. You want to come join me in the shower or bathtub, or undress me while we're watching tv or something, I don't mind at all. Just don't make it in your face with your father. We don't want him thinking that I like doing you more than him."
"I wont."
"That's my good boy. Now, go get ready for bed. If you find the need, I plan on taking a nice long hot bubble bath after your father goes to sleep. If you somehow ended up in there with me, well, I wouldn't complain."
I smiled at the thought and headed into the house. It had been one hell of a week and it didn't sound like it was quite over yet.
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Wild Horse Ranch - Chapter 4
"Well?" I asked my wife when we woke up in the morning, the two of us still laying naked in bed. The windows were clear and we could see a number of hikers, either partly or completely undressed, hiking up one of the trails that went up the hill behind the house. If they wanted to, they could look into our bedroom, but honestly, there wasn't much they could see at that distance, even if we didn't have covers over us.
"Well what?"
"What did you think about last night?"
"You or me?" She asked innocently.
I chuckled. "What do you think about what you did on stage last night?"
"At the time I was pretty pissed at Andrew for making me orgasm in front of everyone."
"Looked like you enjoyed it at the time."
She frowned at me. "Who told him my secret? You?"
"Actually, no. I think he figured it out by himself."
"But you saw him sucking my nipples."
"Yeah."
"You know that does to me."
"Yeah. I do." I agreed with another chuckle. "It's why we had such an active sex life while you were breastfeeding."
"Yeah. I suppose so. You've used it against me enough times since then."
"Do you blame me?"
"No." she said quietly. "As long as you don't use it to try and convince me to sign those papers."
"You should know me by now. I might use it to get you to have sex with me, but I'd never do anything like that."
"When I think about it, it WAS kinda fun, until the blindfold fell off. Up to that point I could ignore that it was in front of dozens of couples. I almost panicked when it fell off and I could see everyone. Then he got into my crotch and started teasing my clit and I couldn't help myself. I couldn't stop myself from wanting to climax. I thought he'd quit there but then he shoved into me and I came almost immediately."
"I know. The question is, what do you think about the club?"
"I dunno. Did you enjoy the lap dance?"
"I did actually. Like I said, It was a lot more work than I guessed. I mean, I figured I'd just walk in and do what I do with you, but it didn't work that way. Where she needed to be stimulated was different."
"You figured it out quickly enough."
"Yeah. But still wasn't as easy and fun. First time I've ever had sex that felt like work."
"It really felt like work?"
"Yeah. It did."
"Huh," was all she said as she climbed out of bed. She walked to the window and looked out at the couples hiking up the hill. "Do you suppose they can see me up here?"
"Maybe."
"Does it bother you to have me stand here and show off like this?"
"Not as much as watching Andrew fuck you on stage."
She turned around to look at me, pressing her bare butt against the glass as she leaned against it. "It really bothered you?"
"It's bothered me every time I've had to watch another guy fuck you. Does it bother you to watch me fuck another woman?"
"Yeah. It sorta does. Not as much now as it did the first time. When you were having sex with Evelyn up on the hill? Yeah. It bothered me, until Jason's cock pushed into me. Once that happened I couldn't think of anything else but his cock sliding in and out of me. God it felt so good. He had me so turned on already. He'd been playing with my pussy with one hand, and driving with the other all the way up there. My pussy was soaking wet by the time we got there."
"Did it bother you watching me last night?"
"Some. Not as much as the first time," she said with a shrug. "It'd be easier if I didn't have to watch. I mean, knowing you're going to do it, and watching you are two different things."
"Yeah. I kinda agree with that."
"You better get going or you'll be late for Rachel."
"I suppose so."
"You know she's going to try and have sex with you."
"Wouldn't surprise me."
"I think I'll stay here with Candice. You don't need me looking over your shoulder as you go over finances."
"Probably not," I agreed. She walked to the dresser, pulled out a pair of shorts and tossed them to me.
"Here. You won't need much more than this."
"You think?"
"I know. You're gonna end up fucking Rachel anyway. No point in making it harder for her than it has to be. Just make sure to save some for me."
"Yes ma'am," I said softly as I climbed from the bed and padded to the bathroom. By the time I had shaved and done my morning things, Jennifer was gone. I found her sitting downstairs, still naked, with Candice, picking from the breakfast menu.
Candice went and picked up breakfast and afterward I headed over to the club. Rachel was the only one there when I walked into the office. The two of us spent the next almost two hours going over the books for the club and the salon. I was surprised at how little it made on the surface, until you added in the portion of the tips that the club got from the dancers. She explained the different nights they had, including the two same sex nights, the couples nights and amateur night. None of them were particularly high income, but they did generate some income on days that would otherwise be off nights for the dancers. All the dancers for couples and same sex nights were unpaid and did it on a volunteer basis, working for only their tips.
I was startled when the stage lights turned on, visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The music started a few moments later, though not nearly as loud as the night before. "What's going on?" I asked Rachel, turning in my chair to look down toward the now flood-lit stage.
"Not sure," she answered. "Could be a couple girls practicing. They do that sometimes. Oh yeah. Here comes Candice and, oh my. Isn't that Jennifer?"
"Wow. Yeah, it is," I answered, looking down to see my wife walking onto the stage behind Candice, wearing a very tiny string bikini and tall stiletto heels. It was the smallest bikini I'd ever seen her in, much smaller than anything I'd ever been able to get her to wear before. The triangles were barely wide enough to cover her large, round areola and nowhere near big enough to support or cup her soft, sexy mounds.
Rachel rolled her chair over next to mine and we watched Candice walk to the tall silver pole and make a rather acrobatic move that left her hanging upside down, her legs spread wide as she slowly rotated her body away from the pole. If she hadn't had a string bikini on, there was no doubt that her entire womanhood would have been displayed for the entire crowd. We couldn't hear what Jennifer said, but it was pretty clear that it was something along the lines of "No way I can do that." Candice settled herself back on the floor and stood up. She coaxed my wife over to the bar and the two started with something simple, using the pole to lean away, her feet at the base and her hands holding the pole. Candice had my wife extend her arms and then arch her back, pushing her pussy toward the pole until she had her crotch pressed against it and her back leaned away. She tilted her head back to let her long, brown hair hang down toward the floor. Candice had her lift one leg and stick it out past the pole and then got her to slowly bend and hook it around the pole. After a few comments my wife removed one hand and ran it up and down her body, cupping and teasing her own breasts and then running her hand all the way down between her legs before grabbing the pole again and straightening up.
She stood up and shook her arms out a little while Candice explained what she wanted done next. My wife stood at arms length from the pole and reached for it. Candice made her spread her feet farther apart and then walk her hands down the pole slowly bending over and pushing her butt out at the same time until her but was pushed out much farther than her feet were from the pole. If I were sitting along the stage, it would be a perfect view of her pussy, if of course she had taken off her bikini bottom. I was quite sure that was the intent.
Candice guided her into several more positions, both on the pole and sitting, kneeling and lying on the floor, each of which intended to expose her sexy bits. I'd thought that they were done when she started again, this time, as she leaned way back from the pole with one leg hooked around it, instead of just rubbing her hands around her body, she untiled and pulled off the bikini top then tossed it aside.
She straightened up and once again moved to the same position she had taken before, pushing her butt out. Candice walked over and, with some effort, taught her how do what the girls these days call twerking, bouncing her butt cheeks up and down rapidly. She straightened, put her back to the pole and slid down it until she was bent as if sitting in a chair with her legs spread fairly widely apart. She reached down and tugged the strings and pulled the bikini bottom off, leaving her in nothing but the high heels. She used her hands above her head to pull herself up the pole and turned around, pushing her butt out again like she had before, twerking her now completely-bare ass and pussy at the imaginary crowd.
She followed Candice's moves, lying on the floor and lifting and spreading her legs erotically. She was lying on the floor with her feet and shoulders on the floor, lifting and lowering her butt with her spread legs when she cried out in surprise, her cry so loud I could hear it through the glass widows. She rolled onto her side and quickly covered her exposed pussy with her hand as she knelt on the stage, covering her breasts with her other arm. It only took a moment to realize the reason for her surprised outburst. A young, black man walked onto the stage in a pair of shorts and a muscle shirt.
I couldn't hear what was said, but Candice got up and greeted him, walking him over to my wife and introducing him.
"That's Ray," Rachel whispered. "One of our male dancers."
"Oh," I said, still watching my wife try to figure out how to shake his hand without uncovering her body. I found it a little comical that she was trying to keep him from looking at her body after just essentially learning how to strip in front of a crowd. She finally removed her hand from between her legs and shook his hand. As soon as she had she looked around for her bikini and, remaining kneeling, or more properly sitting on her own legs, turned her back to him to start putting the top on while Candice talked with him. I could see him grinning as he watched my wife try to dress without being exposed to him. The bottom proved to be more of a problem. While she had it in her hand, there was little she could do to put it on that wouldn't show her pussy off.
I watched as Ray stepped over to my wife. He reached out and took the bikini bottom from her and then held out a hand for her. She reluctantly let him help her to a standing position, her free hand covering her pussy as best she could. Once she was standing, he took the string bikini, laid it on his hand and then reached out for her as he stood with her facing sideways to him. He looped an arm around her waist and pulled her gently toward him until her hip was pressed against the significant bulge in his shorts. He moved the hand that had the bikini bottom lying on it, reaching down and pushing it between my wife's thighs, forcing her to spread her legs slightly. He pulled his hand up until the material of the suit was pressed to her pussy. He held his hand there, gently cupping her womanhood through the material while she tied the strings on her right hip. He moved back to allow her to tie the strings on her left hip, her hands brushing back and forth across the very large bulge in his pants.
By the time she was done tying the bikini bottom in place, Candice had walked off the stage and come back with a chair. She set it on the stage and Ray stepped back from my wife and sat down.
I couldn't hear Candice and my wife talk, but it was interestingly animated. After a few moments my wife walked to the far side of the stage. Candice let her walk away and then a few moments followed along. She gently stroked my wife's back, almost as if consoling her. I saw something I've seen my wife do a number of times. The last was just before we kicked off a platform to sail hundreds of feet over a gorge on a wire. She thoroughly enjoyed it after, but she was flat scared moments before launching herself off the platform, she did that little thing she does, pushing her chest out, tipping her head up slightly, taking a deep breath and then nodding to herself. Whatever they were talking about, my wife had just decided to commit to whatever it was.
Candice walked back to Ray, whispered something in his ear and then turned to watch my wife walk back to the pole. She leaned against the pole with her back for a few moments, looking at Ray, watching him look at her.
"I think she's going to do it," Rachel whispered, sliding closer to me. She slipped to the edge of her chair and rolled it behind me. I felt her arms reach around me, one across my chest, the other moving to rest her hand on the bulge in my pants.
"Do what?"
"Give Ray a Lap dance," she whispered. "She's going to be a little surprised, though."
"Why is that?" I asked as I watched Candice come Ray turn and face away from him.
"Because you're nice and big. Ray, well, he's a bit larger." She giggled as Candice started to bounce and grind her ass on Ray's lap while my wife watched. I felt Rachel's hand start to undo the front of my pants as Candice stepped away from Ray and my wife took her place. I could tell she was hesitant, but Ray reached for her hips and helped her to bounce and grind on him as Candace had shown her. It took a few minutes before she was fluidly rocking her ass and grinding her bikini-covered pussy against the bulge in his pants.
I saw Candice stop her and help her stand up again, turning to face Ray and sit on his lap facing him, her legs straddling his.
"Candice is telling her now how to start to jack up the tip," Rachel whispered in my ear as she worked my dick out of my pants, her hand wrapping around my dick.
"Jack up the tip?"
"Uh huh. So first she'll ask if he wants her to take her top off. If he says yes, she'll tell him that for an extra hundred he can touch and kiss her breasts all he wants. Would you like me to do that with you? Pretend I'm doing the same thing as she is?" Rachel asked as she turned my chair so it wasn't facing the window any longer. She stood in front of me and pulled the hem of her t-shirt style dress all the way over her head, leaving her in just her high heels and a pair of powder-blue bikini panties that matched the dress. She sat on my lap, facing me, her pussy pressed against my protruding dick.
We watched as my wife began to rub her breasts back and forth across his face, while Candice coaxed her what to do. My wife used his face to spread the bikini top apart until her nipples protruded. I could tell by the way she was moving that she was nervous and hesitant, but she continued to do as Candice instructed. In a few moments she reached behind her, pulled the strings on her top and pulled it away, leaving her exposed to his hands and lips.
"She'll tease him like this," Rachel whispered, dragging her nipples back and forth across my lips. " You can suck them. They like to be sucked," she whispered as she worked her nipples slowly across my lips. I couldn't help but open my mouth to lick and tease her nipples. Candice turned the chair a little so I could see my wife down on the stage past her body, letting me not only suck her nipples, but watch Ray do the same to my wife.
"Now she's going to ask if he wants to have his dick out. He can, for another tip," Rachel whispered. "Knowing that this is training, he'll say yes. So she's going to slip off his lap and ask him to stand up," Rachel said, pulling her nipples from my face and sliding off my lap. "She's going to pull his pants down. You might want to watch," she whispered as she stood in front of me and pulled me up out of the chair. She lowered herself to her knees, reaching for my shorts and pulling them down my legs.
I looked down and saw my wife do exactly that. She knelt in front of him, undid the front of his pants, and pulled down his shorts. His dick sprang out and slapped her in the face. It was big . Candice knelt down next to my wife and took his cock in both hands. I was surprised that even with Candice having both hands wrapped around his shaft, a couple inches of his dick still stuck up out of her hands. Candice shifted her hands and asked something else of Ray.
"She's asking if he wants her to suck his dick," Rachel whispered. "Everything costs something, but he'll say yes. It's almost impossible for a guy to say no when a half dressed woman is holding his tool."
"Uh huh," I agreed as I watched Candice lean her face toward Ray's dick and slowly lick up his shaft, lifting her tongue all the way to the head and then engulfing his head with her hot, wet mouth. I felt the same thing happen to my own dick as Rachel licked my shaft and then closed her lips around my engorged mushroom head. "Oh shit," I groaned as she pushed her face down my shaft, not stopping until her nose touched my lap. She pulled back and then gasped for breath.
"Just watch her while I do to you what she's doing," Rachel said as I watched my wife take Ray's dick and very nervously lick up his length. She was never very willing to give me oral sex, but she seemed determined that if that's what was needed, she'd do it here. She licked up his shaft three times before she worked up enough courage to close her lips over his mushroom head. I saw him close his eyes and didn't need to hear to know that he let out long groan of pleasure as she pushed as much of his dick into her mouth as she could, which wasn't all that much.
I felt Rachel stroking up and down my shaft while I watched Jennifer do the same to the short amount of his dick she'd managed to take inside. I'd never expected to see her with another man's dick in her mouth, let alone a black one. But there she was, kneeling in front of him, sucking his cock. I watched Candice lean toward her and say something, after which she pulled her mouth off of him. She must not have enjoyed it all that much, as she wiped her mouth with the back of her right hand, using her left to push him gently back onto the seat.
She stood up and sat on him again, facing him, grinding her bikini-covered pussy on his shaft as she leaned her chest toward him. He captured her tits with his hands and sucked one and then the other nipple as she slowly rocked her chest side to side and her butt to and fro.
Rachel stood up and coaxed me back into the chair and then stood in front of me. "Right now she should be asking if he wants her to take her panties off. Of course, that'll take another bill in the tip jar," she said. "But now with you." She pushed her bikini panties down and stepped out of them, leaving her in nothing but her high heels. She stepped toward me then straddled the chair and my lap, pressing her wet pussy lips against my hard shaft. "Now the real fun starts," she whispered as she swiveled the chair around so that I couldn't see what was happening on the stage. "You might not want to watch. I don't think I'd want my husband, if I had one, watching me take another man."
"No?"
"Uh uh. But I'll let you know what they're doing by what I do," she whispered, grinding herself against my dick. "Right now she's untying the bikini bottom. She just lifted off and pulled it out so she can sit back on him without it. Normally in the club, she'd put a condom on him, unless he was a guest. Then she might not, depending on how much they offered her. Because there isn't a man alive that wont pay the extra to have her slip him inside her if they're already grinding naked on you."



"I guess you're right," I said breathlessly as she rubbed her pussy all the way up my shaft to my head.
"Now she's asking him. And of course he'll say yes, since he doesn't have to actually pay it," Rachel said with a mischievous grin. She ground her pussy along my shaft, sliding a little farther up each time until I could feel my head engage into the entrance to her vaginal depths. She stopped and then slowly pushed back, sinking me slowly into her pussy. I could feel her hot, wet walls squeeze and caress me as she pushed further down. "I think she's got all of him that will fit inside her."
I tried to turn but she stopped me. "No, don't," she whispered. "Trust me. Just let me be your eyes. I'll let my actions mirror hers so you know."
"Okay," I said as she began to slowly lift and lower herself on me. Up and down she slid, pushing her tits into my face and making sure that her nipples made it to my mouth. I captured each soft orb and sucked her nipples eagerly as I would my wife's if she were riding me this way. Rachel moaned softly and I could feel her pussy getting wetter by the moment as she teased us both toward climax.
"I think she's going to climax," Rachel whispered. "Yes, Definitely going to climax." she moaned as she bounced a little harder on me. "Take me. Make me come on you like she's coming on him."
I couldn't help but try and thrust up at her each time she dropped down on me. She pushed me closer and closer to climax as she worked herself toward the same end.
"Oh shit," I groaned as my body jerked and tried to drive up into her. I felt my cock surging shot after shot of cum up into her as the two of us climaxed together. Her whole body trembled and shuddered as she sat on my lap, her breast pressing tightly to my mouth as she panted for breath.
"Oh god. Ohhhhhh god that felt good," she whispered.
"Did he?" I asked softly.
"Not long after you," she breathed softly.
"What's she doing now?"
"The same thing I am. Trying to catch her breath."
"She said you'd find a way to have sex with me. I hope you weren't disappointed."
"Oh trust me. I'm not disappointed at all. And if you want me to go down and do one of those lap dances on the stage for you, I'd be more than happy to. I haven't been on stage for a long time, but I bet I can still shake my bottom enough to get you turned on."
"I bet you can," I said, gently caressing her soft breasts as she continued to sit on my shrinking dick. "You know, thinking about it. It might be fun to see you doing a tease for me."
"I'd love to. Tell me, you want it private, or you want me to strut it on stage in front of an audience?"
I chuckled. "You still like doing that?"
"I haven't in quite a few years. But for you? Yeah, I'd go out there. I'd even go out there with you on a couples night and let you fuck me right there on stage."
"You would huh? You're not afraid to still show off that way?"
"I think my body looks good enough. Don't you?"
"Oh yeah. Definitely!" I agreed.
"I think we need to go take a little shower."
"Yeah? Is she still out there?"
"No, she and Candice left shortly after Ray came. More to the point, she ran off stage shortly after Ray came. I think she's still a bit embarrassed about climaxing in public."
"I guess I can understand that," I agreed as she climbed off me. I could see my cum drooling out of her pussy as she stepped back. She looked down at it and grinned.
"Yeah. It felt good," she giggled. "I'm surprised you had that much left after last night."
"Me too," I agreed as she knelt down in front of me and took my shoes and socks off and then slipped the shorts off my feet. I stood up and looked down at the now empty stage. I couldn't help but wonder what my wife looked like, sitting naked on his lap. It only took a few moments for me to realize, that I probably didn't want to know. She led me across the office and down the stairs. She opened the door into the dancers' dressing room and we headed toward the small showers.
Rachel led me toward the back of the dressing area and the small showers. We rounded around the last row of dressing tables, with their tall mirrors, and I froze, stunned by the sight before me.
It wasn't seeing my wife in the small shower cubicle, the water raining down on her big tits, splashing up into her face and running down her body, or the fact that her feet were spread as far as the stall would allow, or the fact that she had her pelvis pushed out toward the door and her shoulders against the wall. I wasn't startled to see Ray on his knees behind Candice, pumping his long, black cock in and out of Candice's pussy as she was on her hands and knees. No what had me shocked was the fact that Candice was half way in and half way out of the shower stall with her face between my wife's legs. Never in our entire relationship had I ever seen even the slightest hint of proclivity toward any kind of sexual encounter with another woman, and here was Candice, licking my wife's pussy and plunging two fingers in and out of her.
"Oh fuck," I whispered as I stood and watched, my wife not even seeing us because her eyes were closed to keep the spray of water bouncing off her skin out of them. Ray either didn't notice us or didn't care, completely consumed in pumping in and out of Candice's hot little pussy.
"Oh my," whispered Rachel. "This is a surprise."
We stood there, watching the three of them, Rachel's hand finding my dick and starting to gently grip and stroke it as it inexplicably grew harder by the second. "Fuck me," Rachel whispered, pulling me by the dick to one of the stools in front of a dressing table. She leaned over the stool and pushed her ass out at me, positioning us both so that we could watch the threesome happening in the shower. It didn't take much to coax me into her already dripping pussy, or to get me to start stroking in and out of her. I was practically mesmerized watching my wife being finger fucked and licked by a completely-naked Candice, her tits swinging wildly under her chest from Ray's thrusting impacts. In and out he drove himself, the sounds of female pleasure growing by the moment as both Candice and my wife were pushed closer and closer to climax.
"Oh fuck yes," Rachel moaned loudly as I stroked in and out of her. "Ohhhhhhh fuck. You're going to make me come again."
I saw Ray's head turn, apparently hearing us. He grinned at me, and turned back to continue thrusting into Candice with abandon. I felt Rachel spasm around my dick as she started to climax, moaning and grunting in pleasure as she climaxed around my thrusting cock.
"OH FUCK!" I heard my wife cry in the shower stall as her legs started to tremble. "OH god no! NO!" she protested as her body began to shake and tremble. I'd seen this enough times to know that she was in the throes of a seriously hard orgasm, though I wasn't at all sure why or what she was protesting. "OH GOD!" she cried, almost as scream as her whole body jerked hard.
"That's it! Come for me!" Candice said, pulling her face from my wife's pussy as her body jerked and spasmed in front of Candice's face. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. Look at her squirting. Fuck me Ray. Make me come around your big cock!"
"Any time you want, sweetie," Ray grunted. "You want me to fill you too?"
"Fuck yes!" Candice grunted as my wife shifted in the shower, pulling her pelvis back and leaning her whole body against the back wall, her body almost completely out of the spray. She wiped her face and opened her eyes, taking several seconds to focus on Ray and Candice and then, finally, noticing Rachel and me fucking and watching her.
"OH SHIT!" she gasped, once again crossing an arm across her breasts and covering her pussy with the other hand. "David!" she squeaked, surprise in her voice. "It wasn't. I mean. It wasn't what it looked like!" she said as Candice began to gasp and tremble in front of her.
I slowed my strokes and pulled out of Rachel. I stepped around Rachel and walked toward the shower. I stepped carefully past Ray and Candice and into the shower stall.
"I didn't mean for it. I mean, I didn't want you to," she stammered.
"I know," I whispered, pushing my dick down so that my head slipped between her legs. "God I wanna fuck you so bad."
"Now? In front of everyone?"
"Oh yeah," I answered, rocking my hips to push my dick between her legs, her sopping-wet lips stroking across my shaft. I pulled back far enough to get my head between her lips and squatted down slightly and felt my head engage into her vaginal opening. I straightened up and slowly sunk into her. She closed her eyes and moaned as my dick spread her occasionally pulsating vagina. I sunk into her all the way until the base of my cock pressed against her clit. I found her hands and moved them over her head, holding them there like Andrew had on stage the night before. I started to rock my hips, thrusting myself in and out of her pussy, slowly at first but with more speed as the urgency of my desire grew.
"Oh god. You're going go make me come again," she moaned. "How are you going to make me come again?"
"Cuz you want it. You wanna come with me," I grunted.
"Oh fuuuuuck," she groaned quietly. "Oh lover. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to fuck him. I didn't mean to let him come in me. I was just trying to learn to pole dance. And then he was there and Candice said- Candice thought it would be a good time to learn to lap dance," she moaned. "I was just going to go as far as rubbing on his cock. I told her that was all I was going to do. I wasn't going to have sex with him, but it felt so good. It felt so good between my lips and he was sucking my nipples and, and, oh fuck, and then it was in me and I couldn't stop. I'm sorry," she moaned as I thrust into her pussy.
"It's okay," I whispered. "Let it go. Come for me. Let me feel you come around my dick."
"Oh god. I love you. I'm sorry, I love yooooouuuuu!" she cried loudly as her pussy clenched around my shaft. The change in sensations was enough to send me over the top with her, and my body jerked and spasmed, pumping my cum deep into her trembling, spasming pussy.
We stood there for at least two full minutes before l let go of her hands and she lowered them. She found the water handle and turned the water off, then leaned her face to mine to kiss me eagerly. We were still kissing as my dick slipped from her pussy. "You're not mad at me?" she whispered as she broke the kiss. "It seems like I keep fucking everyone but you."
I chuckled. "I feel the same way."
"You're not mad at me though? I mean, I let him fuck me. No, that's not fair, not fair to him. I didn't let him. I let myself do it. I let myself reach the point where I couldn't say no. I wanted to feel him inside me. I wanted to feel his dick in me and I wanted to orgasm on him. That's supposed to be yours. Just yours. I'm not supposed to want someone else to do that."
"I've lost track of how many times you've had someone else in you. In fact, I'm not even sure I know how many. I've done it too. With Rachel, with Evelyn, with Candice, with Mandy. Hell, even with that woman on the patio. Each time I wanted to come in them, even though I should be saving it for you. I can't be mad at you without being mad at myself for the same thing."
"What are we turning into?"
"Kids in a candy store?" I asked with a chuckle.
"I'm serious! Should we be doing this? I mean, should we just stop and leave?"
"I don't know what you and Candice talked about after I left, but you didn't come learn to pole dance because you wanted to leave. Only one reason to learn that. You want to try it again. If we leave, you don't get to do that."
"Oh lord," she whispered. "I feel like such a slut."
I chuckled again. "Is there such a thing as a male slut? Cuz if there is, I'm definitely one."
"Stop laughing! What are we going to do?"
"Nuh uh. We promised not to ask that question until tomorrow. Tomorrow morning we ask that question. Today, I still need to talk money with Evelyn, and tonight with Sophia. Why don't you come dance with Candice tonight. I'm sure Rachel will let me know when you'll be on so I can come watch."
"You WANT to watch?"
"Hell yes! I think you're the sexiest dancer in the joint!"
She looked past me. "I may be the only dancer in the joint just now."
"Oh?" I looked over my shoulder and we were alone in the dressing room. "I guess they wanted to give us some privacy."
"Yeah. I want to show you something. Something Candice taught me."
"Okay," I said as she turned us so she could get out of the shower. She walked away and came back a few moments later with a bottle. She took the bottle and screwed a long, stiff plastic tube on it.
"No one deserves to fuck in someone else's cum. Just so you know, I'd already done this with Ray's load," She pushed the long tube up into her vagina until she couldn't push it further. She squeezed the plastic bottle and forced all the liquid out of the bottle. Still holding the bottle squeezed she pulled it out, unleashing a small flood of water from deep within her. "All the girls do this after they catch a load. Helps keep them from getting pregnant and also cleans em out so they aren't spreading cum around."
"Makes sense."
"I'm going to put some of these in our bathroom. I love you. I don't want to do what we did the other night again, where you had sex with me after I got fucked on the patio and you had to have sex with his cum in me."
"I guess that makes sense."
"And you. After you have sex, you wash it off. I don't want to taste or feel another woman's pussy on you."
"Fair enough."
We got out of the shower and she put on the tiny bikini she had worn on stage, apparently the only thing she had worn over to the club when she came over with Candice. After she dressed we headed up to the office to get my clothes. The office was empty, but someone had picked up my clothes, folded them neatly on the corner of the desk and left them there for me. I dressed and then pulled on my shoes. As we walked down the stairs I found a note in my pocket that had nothing on it but a time. I suspected it was from Rachel, though I wasn't sure what it meant. I didn't tell Jennifer about it.
We headed back to the house in our little cart and Jennifer pulled on a t-shirt over the bikini before we headed to get lunch. We ate and then headed back to the house. Evelyn was waiting for me when we got back, so we retired to the office to look at the books for her part of the operation.
Jennifer went out alone for a while Evelyn and I went over the books, what processes were in place and how different parts of the business worked. I didn't completely understand all of it, but fortunately Sally had put people in place that did understand how to make different parts of the business work. For instance, we had two executive chefs. One for the two more formal restaurants and one for the more common buffet hall. Each was responsible for the workings and staffing of their unit. We had a maintenance engineer in charge of maintenance of all the facilities, bungalows and hotel spaces. We had an events coordinator that was responsible for the nightly events on the patio, as well as managing the hotels and bungalows. I was still going to have to meet those people but that wasn't a problem at the moment. Evelyn understood enough about the operations to fill me in on the big picture.
"It's getting close to time for you to go pick up Sophia," Evelyn said as she stood up and stretched after about three hours in the small office with me.
"Yeah, about that. Do I really have to go there naked?" I asked her.
"A s the owner you could go any way you want. No one is going to tell you no. The rules of the camp are that as soon as you come in, you have to get naked. The only exception is for outside contractors. But if you prefer to go dressed, you certainly can."
"So getting naked on the top of the hill was your way to get the two of us naked to have sex?"
"Something like that," she admitted as she sat back down after her stretch.
"Well, it worked." I answered. "What else is part of your plan to convert us into sex machines?"
She grinned. "Oh I have a few surprises yet. Did Jennifer enjoy her surprise visitor?"
"How did you know about that?"
"The question you should be asking yourself, is how did I know that Candice was going to be teaching her how to pole dance?"
I looked at her for a few moments. "You mean-" I started to ask.
"Is Candice in on it? Of course. She was the one that suggested she learn how. Getting that hunk Ray to walk in on them was trivial."
"I suppose you've directed Sophia to have sex with me too?"
"Oh that? Hell no. That's her own idea. She wants to have sex with you. I didn't even have to suggest it. Once she met you, getting you into her pussy was all she could talk about when you weren't around," Evelyn said with a feminine chuckle. "Just between the two of us, she's far from done trying."
I frowned and nodded. "Somehow I figured that part out."
Evelyn looked serious for a moment. "David. I'll do just about anything to try and convince you to keep this place open. But I won't go so far as to try and ruin your relationship with Jennifer. That woman is in love with you beyond words. When Candice suggested that maybe she'd learn to have more fun with some of the dancers than with you, I understand that the response was immediate and sharp. Not only did she say no, she made sure to tell her she didn't care how many times she, Candice, talked you into fucking her, she'd always have her pussy waiting for you to come home to, and if she had to learn to be a bit more slutty to keep you, then that's what she'd do."
"That explains it."
"Explains what?"
"The things she'd been doing that I would never have thought she'd do. Also how nervous she was when Ray walked out on the stage with her naked. She couldn't get dressed fast enough, even though the whole point of what she was doing was to get naked in front of a bunch of strangers. She's trying to show me that she can be whatever I want or need."
"Like I said. She's not planning on losing you under any circumstances."
"I better make sure I don't push her too far."
"Are you going to keep us open?"
"Jennifer and I agreed, neither of us would try to answer that question until tomorrow. The lawyer is supposed to be here tomorrow for us to sign. We'll talk about it then and make a decision together."
"So you don't want to tell me how you're leaning?" she asked as she stood up again. She pulled the simple summer dress up her body and over her head. She tossed it aside and pushed the tiny thong panty she had on down and stepped out of it She stepped over to my chair and sat on my lap, facing me, her big, soft tits inches from my face. My hands automatically moved to her hips and held her gently. "Is there anything I can do to coax you toward deciding in our favor?" she asked quietly, inching one of her hard protruding nipples toward my mouth.
"You'd use your body to try and convince me to keep you open?"
"Honey, I've been using my body to get what I want almost all my life. Why should I stop now?"
"So, up on the hill. That was just all part of the game? Tell me, did you really like having sex with me or was it all faked? Was the lady at dinner faked too? Was all that a setup?"
She stopped what she was doing and leaned back away. "Do I detect hurt feelings?"
"Depends on your answer."
She sighed and looked at me seriously. "I was completely ready to fake it on the hill. I was ready to pretend it was the greatest sex I ever had, just to get you to want to stay, but I didn't have to. No, it wasn't the greatest sex I've ever had, but it was damn good. I didn't have to fake it and I didn't have to fake wanting it again. I still want it again. And as far as the woman at dinner. No, I had nothing to do with that. It happened because she was interested in you, plain and simple."



"And Rachel? Sophie?"
Evelyn laughed softly and climbed from my lap. "Sophie wants you, bad. She can have any cock she wants, but she wants yours. Actually, she wants yours and your wife. If she had her way, she'd have you fucking her from behind while she licks Jennifer to climax. She's used to a much more free sexual style that you are. As far as Rachel. She could have any cock of any dancer she wants. She could go out and strut her stuff and pick any guy in the club and fuck them for free if she wanted to. I don't think it has to do with trying to keep us open, but you'll have to ask her that question."
She picked up her panties from the floor and bent over in front of me to step carefully into them.
I stood up and pushed my shorts down, letting my already hard dick free. I stepped the one step to her and pushed my dick between her legs, letting it slide along her wet slit until my body pressed against her bare ass.
"You still want to fuck me, even after I admitted that I'd fuck you just to keep this place open?" she asked without straightening up.
I pulled my dick back and grasped it to aim it at her pussy. I pressed my head between her lips and held her hips again as I forced it slowly into her several inches. "No," I said as she groaned softly. "I'm going to give you an orgasm because you were honest with me."
"Oh fuck me," she groaned as I started to stroke in and out of her in short, choppy strokes, trying to wet my shaft with her juices. Each stroke took me a little deeper into her until my body was slapping against her bare ass. I reached around her, captured one of her breasts, and used my other hand to reach between her legs and find her clit. I drove into her hard, sliding my finger back and forth across her clit while my other hand gently pulled and twisted one nipple. She held onto the desk for balance and pushed back at me with each stroke, driving me harder into her as she began to pant and moan.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhhh fuck yes," she groaned in pleasure. "You really are going to make me come."
"That's the idea, no faking it. Let it happen on its own." I panted as I drove into her, her own motions making my thrusts into her even harder.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. God, I'm going to come. I'm going to COME!" she cried into the room as her whole body started to tremble slightly. She reached behind herself and grasped at my hip trying to stop my strokes. I pressed into her and felt her pussy clenching and quivering around my hardon as she held the desk with one hand. "Ohhhh fuck," she panted after several seconds. "Ohhhhh damn. You surprised me. I didn't think you wanted me to have sex with you."
"I didn't. Not if you were doing it to try and manipulate me," I answered as I tried to catch my breath. "When you turned away and showed me you weren't going to, I figured you deserved a reward for being honest with me."
She pulled off my still-hard dick and turned around to face me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together, her panties still halfway up her legs. She kissed me softly as her body pressed to mine, trapping my dick between us. "Thank you. For both the orgasm, and for believing me."
"You're welcome."
"I'd sit my ass on the desk and let you fuck me until that thing blows inside me, but instead I'm going to leave it just like it is. I think you should experience Sophie with a full head of steam."
"Have you? Experienced her?"
She grinned crookedly. "Honey, I've enjoyed her alone and with partners, sometimes women, sometimes men. I've never found her to run out of energy. She's like the Energizer Bunny. The more cum you give her, the more she wants."
"Sounds interesting."
"I'd be willing to bet she won't let you get all the way back without making you stop somewhere along the way and fuck her."
"And what do you want to bet on that?"
"Tell you what: if you can mange to get all the way back here without her getting you in her pussy, I'll go on stage with her and give you one hell of a show," she said with a chuckle. "But I doubt I'll get the chance. She can be very persuasive."
I walked out a few minutes later and found my four-wheel buggy, the one that used to be my son's, sitting by the back door. Clearly someone was thinking ahead. I also found two helmets in the seats. I climbed into the buggy, pulled on the helmet and headed off to get Sophia. I was still wearing a t-shirt and shorts and didn't plan on stopping to take them off. While I didn't particularly mind being naked, I was still a little uncomfortable being naked in front of a lot of people, even after last night's show.
It took almost half an hour to reach the main building of the north camp. I climbed out and had a few people glare at me, all of them naked of course.
"Mister Parks!" The little redhead behind the counter said cheerfully as I walked in. "Miss LeMont is waiting for you."
"Thanks. Donna, isn't it?"
"It is!" she said, flashing me an even larger smile, happy that I'd remembered her.
I walked to Sophia's office, knocked and walked in without waiting for a response. I found her seated, wearing nothing but a pair of high-heeled sandals, feet propped up on the edge of her desk. She leaned back in her high-backed office chair, her knees spread and her hand pushing a long, pink vibrator in and out of her pussy. "OH! Sorry!" she said, blushing slightly as she pulled the toy from her pussy and straightened in her chair. "I guess I got a little carried away," she said with a shrug.
"I didn't mind. It was a nice view. You can finish if you want, I'll wait."
She got up and came to where I was standing. "Actually, I wouldn't mind letting you do it for me," she said as she pressed herself against me, her right hand cupping my quickly-growing bulge, rubbing up and down along its length. "You could just slip this right into me and it'd take no time at all," she whispered as her hand moved to push my shorts down and free my dick. "Mmmmmmm. No underwear. I like that," she cooed softly as she began to stroke my hardon. She turned herself and pushed my engorged shaft down until she could step herself over it, placing it between her thighs. She closed her thighs around my shaft and let her hands move to my ass. She rocked her hips and ground herself on my fat dick while my hands moved of their own accord up to her big, soft tits, cupping each one. "That's it. Tease my nipples. Make me come," she moaned. "I'm so close already. All I need is just a little bit more. AHHHHH! YES!" she gasped moments later as her body trembled. She looked at me lustfully and moved her hands to my face, guiding my lips to hers for a long, wet kiss. She started to inch back away from me, pulling me by the face, even as my dick slipped from between her thighs. She pulled me back more quickly, until she could rest her butt on the edge of the desk. She sat on it then lifted and spread her legs wide for me. "Fuck me. Put that sexy dick into me and finish what I started," she moaned in a deep growl.
"You think we should?" I gasped as she moved her hands from my face, leaning back part way on the desk, and reaching with one hand between us to find my hardon.
"Should? No, we must," she moaned as she rubbed my head up and down her slit. "I love getting fucked with a hard dick after I climax. Almost as much as I love the feeling of a hard cock filling me with cum, either in my pussy or in my mouth. You know you want to. I can see it in your eyes and feel it in your touch. Fuck me. Fill me with your cum while I come around your sweet cock."
"Oh fuck," I groaned as she hooked her feet on my ass and pulled me to her, slowly sinking my dick into her sopping wet pussy.
"Ohhhhh yes. That's it. Fuck me sweetie. Fuck me good!" she moaned as my body took over and reacted to the sensations, and started to push in and out of her.
I could feel her pussy spasm around me, my strokes renewing the simmering climax that had just started to fade. In and out I stroked, feeling her soft caress around my engorged head, feeling the hot wetness of her juices. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Donna, the little redhead, step into the office. She moved past the desk and sat down in Sophia's chair and picked up the sex toy Sophia had left lying there. She leaned back, putting both feet on the edge of the desk, spreading her knees wide. She slipped the vibrator into her sexy, young pussy and started to push it in and out of herself in time with my strokes into Sophia. "Oh damn," I groaned.
"You like the sight of her sexy young pussy?" Sophia whispered. "Make me come just a little more and you can have her too. You can stick that into her and push her to orgasm. Such a sweet little pussy. It tastes so good. I bet you can imagine how it tastes. Do you want to taste it? Let her sit on your face and lick her sweet juices? Oh, you do. I can feel your cock swell in me." She pushed me away, pulling me out of her pussy. She took my hands from her tits and pulled me over to the sofa. She coaxed me to lay down on the sofa and then straddled me, aiming my cock for her pussy again. "Donna, why don't you give him a taste of your sexy little body?"
The only answer was to see her petite little body moving from the desk to the sofa. She grinned down at me and swung her leg over my body, resting her foot on the sofa cushion by my head. She looked down at me with that sexy little grin and lowered her shaved pussy down at me. She reached down and spread her full, well tanned, lips with her fingers and then lowered herself the last few short inches to bring her pussy to my face.
"Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as I licked along her slit, tasting the sweet nectar already leaking from her flowery, soft, inner lips that protruded toward me. I held her hips and guided her to where I wanted her and teased my tongue along and between those sexy lips, letting the tip of my tongue search for and find her hard clit. "OH FUCK!" she squealed loudly as my tongue found the hard little nub.
"Good?" I heard Sophia moan softly.
"Very!" Donna answered back breathlessly.
"You wanna ride him? I can tell he's getting close."
"Let him come in me? Fuck yes." She grunted, pulling abruptly away. "I haven't had a cock come in me in months."
"It's a very nice cock," Sophia said with a grin as she pulled off of me. She moved up the sofa on her knees, bringing her pussy to my face as Donna moved away. "Have you ever licked a black pussy before?" she whispered as she reached between her legs and spread her copious inner labia apart, exposing the pink depths between her dark, almost black lips.
"No," I answered.
"Then maybe this will be a treat," she whispered as I felt Donna climb onto the sofa behind her.
"Ohhhhhh damn," I groaned as I felt Donna push herself down on my already pussy-slicked cock, driving me easily into her extremely tight pussy.
Sophia looked over her shoulder at her assistant as she let out a long groan in time with mine. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck yes."
Sophia looked back down at me and smiled. "If you want, you can make me come again."
"Twice isn't enough?" I asked as she lowered herself toward me.
"Only twice? Not even close," she whispered as she hovered her spread pussy before my face. I reached for her hips and guided her to a comfortable position for me to reach her clit and flick my tongue across it, making her body jerk with a gasp. "Oh yes, that's a good boy."
I felt Donna start to lift and lower on me, bouncing herself up and down my cock. Her pussy was tight, even tighter than Candice. It made me wonder just how often it got used, though the thought didn't last too long as the incredible sensations from her tight hole pushed me toward the orgasm that Sophia had already started. I tried hard to concentrate on Sophia's clit, trying not to think about just how incredibly good Donna felt, bouncing on me. Up and down she stroked, working the whole length of my shaft in and out of herself with each stroke. I could hear her gasps and moans as she pounded herself down hard on me.
"Ohhhhhh what a good boy," Sophia moaned. "Such a good little slit-licker. I can tell I'm going to enjoy working with you. I can already imagine of all the places I can enjoy your tongue and your cock. Ohhhhhhhhh~ damn you know just where to get to, don't you? I bet your wife loves sitting on your face. Does she? Does she enjoy letting you lick her sweet little pussy until she comes all over your face? Hmmmmmm, I bet she does. The way you lick, you love it too. You really enjoy the taste of a good pussy, don't you? Such a dirty old man. Sucking and fucking all these young things? Sucking and fucking me? Oh god, yes. You are going to make me come. Ohhhh shit yes. That's it. Right there! RIGHT THERE!" she cried loudly as her body suddenly shuddered and I felt her pussy gushing her copious flow of juices over my chin and neck. "OHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body jerked and I was flooded with her cum. She jerked and shuddered on me while her pussy flowed what felt like a gallon of juice over my face, into my mouth and down my neck.
"OHHHHH DAMN!" I groaned into her pussy as the combination of her sweet juices and the feelings of Donna starting to climax on my cock pushed me over the edge. I felt myself sailing off into oblivion as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping cum deep into the pussy wrapped around my shaft. I had to push Sophia away from my face slightly and tilt my head back to breathe as my body continued to spasm. I felt Donna climaxing surprisingly quietly, her body shaking and squeezing me, but little more than quiet grunts coming from her. I lay there, panting and struggling to catch my breath for what felt like an hour, but was probably only a very few minutes. "Damn. I guess I lost that one," I panted.
"Lost what one?" Sophia asked, looking down at me as she continued to kneel over my face the fingers of one of her hands stroking her pussy softly while the other hand moved from breast to breast, softly stroking her still rock-hard nipples and surprisingly puffed out areola.
"Evelyn bet me that you'd find a way to fuck me before we got back."
"So?"
"If you didn't, she was going to have to go on stage tonight with you and give me 'a show I wouldn't forget', as she put it."
"Ohhhhhh that naughty woman. I bet she'd put on a show. It's been a while since the two of us, well, you can imagine. That would have been some show."
"Oh well."
"We don't have to tell her you were in my pussy, do we? I mean, you didn't actually come in me. You came in Donna, and I came on your face, so that isn't exactly us fucking, right? She doesn't have to know we warmed each other up."
"Doesn't bother you to lie to her?"
"To get her ass on stage again? Oh I'd lie up and down for that," she said with a giggle. "She dared me once to go on stage with her. We did. Before we got off stage both of us had come in huge gushing orgasms all over the stage and they had to come out and clean up after us. That was just after I started. I wouldn't mind doing that again with her. Especially if I get to fuck you after. If you haven't noticed, I love to get fucked after I climax."
"In that case, I suppose we don't need to tell her," I said with a grin.
"No, we don't," she said before climbing off of me. "But maybe we need to head back there so she doesn't think we're off on the trail banging away like jack rabbits. That's probably what she thought I'd do: stop us part way there and have you fuck me on the mountain. I love getting fucked outside, one of my favorite places."
I looked at Donna, sitting on my lap, my now softened dick still inside her. "Hope you enjoyed the ride."
"Oh mister P, I DEFINITLY did! Any time you wanna stop by, I'm yours. We can't have sex out in the open here, but I have plenty of little places we can slip off to. The pool filter room, the store room, the linen room. I slip off and play with myself in all those places. I wouldn't mind getting fucked in them too."
"It might be tempting to try em out," I agreed as she lifted off of me, a gush of our combined juices leaking from her and drooling out of her pussy onto my dick.
"Damn! Such a sexy view," Sophia said softly. "If we didn't have to get back over the hill, I'd stay here and lick every bit of you from her sweet pussy."
"You like doing that?" I asked in surprise.
"Oh yes. I LOVE the taste of cum. Straight from the source or from a pussy. Either way," she said with a smile. "Come on, take me by the house so I can get something to wear for tonight. What I brought to the office is fine for dinner, but I wouldn't want to go on stage with it."
"Well, okay. Whatever you want I guess," I answered as she held a hand out to help me up.
"Donna, dear, why don't you take a moment and clean him up. I thought I taught you better than to leave a cock all messy like that."
"Yes ma'am," she answered quietly, immediately dropping to her knees in front of me. She reached for my cock and in moments had it in her mouth, licking and sucking all of our cum off of me, even sucking my balls and licking them clean as well.
"Much better," Sophia said as she stepped around the desk over to where I stood, Donna pulling my shorts up to cover my partly-hard dick. Sophia had what I would call a large purse in one hand, reaching to offer me the other. I took her hand and she led me out to the front. She climbed into the buggy naked and sat, waiting for me to climb in as well, her helmet on her lap. "It's just down there," she said, pointing to a small road that led past the main building and off toward a small group of large cabins. I started up and drove us over, pulling in front of the one she motioned to. I stopped and she climbed out. "You might as well come in and take a look. This is one of the things I want to upgrade."
I climbed out and followed her into the cabin. It wasn't large, maybe half a dozen small rooms. Bathroom, two small bedrooms, a sitting room, and a kitchen. It was tastefully decorated with a woman in mind, lots of frills and pink and pastel colors. I followed her to her bedroom and saw a large four-post bed. She went to the dresser and dug through the drawers before tucking several items into her bag.
"All set," she said cheerfully.
"This is where you live?"
"It is."
"Kinda small."
"IT IS!" she agreed emphatically. "We need to do better for our staff."
"I would say so," I agreed as I followed her out to the buggy. She strapped on the helmet and climbed into the buggy, still naked except for her high heel sandals.
It took almost half an hour to drive over the "hill" and back to the house, thanks to a wrong turn that made me backtrack almost four miles. I pulled up to the back of the house and we climbed out. "I need a shower!" she said with a smile as she pulled her helmet off. "I feel like I have a ton of dust on my boobs."
"You don't look like it, but it's probably not a bad idea."
She dropped the helmet into the buggy and then pulled off her sandals, setting them on the hood. "Gonna join me?" she asked sweetly as she stepped around the cart to where I was hanging my helmet on the hook over the drivers seat.
"I, um."
"Not going to get bashful now, are you?" she asked as she reached for the bottom of my shirt and started to pull it up. "Come on, shower with me." I sighed, guessing that getting clean wasn't the only thing on her mind. I lifted my arms and let her pull my shirt off. I felt a little conspicuous with her on her knees taking my shoes and shorts off, but before long she had me as naked as she was. She took me by the hand and pulled me to the shower spigot on the back of the house. She turned it on and adjusted the temperature before stepping under it and pulling me along with her. "Mmmmmmm. This feels nice," she whispered as she pulled me against her and wrapped her arms around me. "If I get it hard, can I play with it?" she asked in a whisper, rubbing her body back and forth against mine, dragging her hard nipples across my chest and her pelvis across my suddenly hardening dick.



"I thought we were going to leave it for later so that you and Evelyn would do a show for me."
"But I'm horny now!" she said, pouting, reaching down between us to find my dick. "Pretty please?" she asked with a very distinct French accent that was much heavier than i had noticed before.
"How about I just play with you and save that for later?"
She grinned at me. "If you promise to suck my nipples."
"I can do that," I answered. She turned her body so she was facing sideways to me and moved one hand to her left breast. She cupped her massive breast and lifted it to me as I bent over. We guided each other to connect my mouth with her nipple, and I sucked it into my mouth as well as a good portion of her huge dark areola. I slid my hand down to her mound and then slipped my fingers between her legs as she stepped them further apart for me.
"Ohhhh yes," she whispered as my fingers dipped between her pussy lips. "That's it lover, right there. Find that sweet little clit of mine and play with it." I sucked on her nipple and teased her pussy with my fingers, finally working two fingers back to the entrance of her depths. "OH FUCK YES!" she gasped as I pushed both fingers up into her, rotating my hand so that the side of my thumb could press against her clit. I sucked and nibbled her nipple while she held her breast for me, plunging to fingers in and out of her hot, wet pussy at the same time. I curled my fingers as far as I could, searching for that spot that I knew about on my wife, up behind her pubic bone, that she loved to have stroked. "OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" She groaned as my fingers found a similar spot deep in her pussy, my finger tips just barely able to reach it. "Oh god you are such a tease. Make me come. Make me come lover. You're teasing me! MAKE ME COME!" she cried as I rubbed her clit harder, pushing her over the cliff. She stood and shuddered, pulling my head to her chest as she panted and shuddered. I eased my strokes in and out of her pussy and gently pulled my mouth from her nipple. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Fuck me. Throw me down and fuck me, sweetie!" she moaned as I pulled her against me, her hand finding my dick and trying to pull it toward her pussy.
"I thought we were going to dinner," my wife said from behind us.
"Yeah, just cleaning the dust off," I answered lamely.
"Uh huh. I could hear all the way upstairs how good you were getting the dust off," she said with a frown. "I'm hungry. I'm not waiting much longer!" she said as she walked back into the house.
"I think I got us in trouble with your wife," Sophia said softly, still breathing heavily.
"Yeah. Well, sometimes things happen," I said with a frown, wondering if I was going to pay for this later. "Come on. I need to get dressed."
She followed me to the back door, the two of us stopping at the buggy to collect our stuff and then into the house. She followed me all the way to the master bathroom to brush her hair and touch up her make-up while I dressed.
The four of us, Evelyn, Sophia, my wife and I, climbed into the four seat cart ten minutes later to head over to the restaurant. We had a very pleasant dinner, without the interruption of my "friend" from the other night, who was there, but dining with her husband. At least I guessed it was her husband. After dinner we went back to the house and Evelyn, Sophia and I retired to the office to discuss business.
"I think we need to take a break," Evelyn said a little before nine.
"Yeah?"
"I promised Rachel that I'd have you there by nine, and it's getting close. Shall we?" she said, standing up.
"Sure. Want me to get Jennifer?"
"I don't think you need to," Evelyn said quietly.
"No? Ohhhhhh. You're trying to tell me she's already there?"
"Unless she had a change of heart," Evelyn answered me.
"Alright, let's go. By the way, are you two going to get on stage for me tonight?"
"Do I need to?"
"He refused to fuck me twice so he could watch you, you better put out," Sophia said with a grin. "Told me you promised to go on stage with me and get a real show."
"Well then. I guess I'd better," she said as we walked out to the cart and climbed in. It only took a few minutes to drive over to the club and head up the stairs.
"David!" Rachel said brightly as we walked into her office. "You want to watch from up here, or down on the floor?"
"She going to dance?"
"Candice says she is. Haven't seen her on stage yet, but she's due on in a few minutes. Unless she changes her mind. Will she?"
"To be honest? I don't really know. The whole idea that she's doing this is, well, kind of startling for me. I'd have never thought she could do something like this."
"While you were busy the other night with that couples lap dance, she was busy turning down requests for private dances. She was definitely the hit of the night. One couple offered her a thousand dollars to come back to the resort with them and let the husband do what Andrew did."
"Seriously?"
"Yep. She was so provocative out there. She might have been upset that Andrew did what he did, but it was spectacular. If she decides to do more, I hope she goes through with the lap dances. She passed up a lot of money, for her and for the company."
"Well, It wasn't for the money," I said quietly.
"She's coming out," Candice said as she walked into the office. "She said she needed to do it alone, so she sent me away. What's the deal with her nipples?"
"What do you mean?"
"She was sitting there playing with her nipples. You know, pulling and pinching them. I thought she was just trying to get them hard before she went out, but she seemed embarrassed to talk about it. I offered to play with them for her, but she got really embarrassed then and said she'd be ready in a few minutes."
I watched the girl on stage writhing around completely naked and imagined watching Jennifer down there. "When we were first going out, our second date I think it was, we went for a walk in the park. We stopped to watch the sun set. I had my arm around her and started to rub her breast through her dress. You know how guys are. Well, it wasn't long before she was unbuttoning her dress to let me rub her bare skin, and then, kind of shocking me, she had her bra pulled open in front as well as her dress and I was stroking her bare nipple while we watched the sun go down. After it started to get dark, she got up and turned around and sat on my lap. She pulled her dress apart enough to expose both breasts to me and begged me to suck her nipples. So what guy would turn that down? I did. I sucked on her nipples for about ten minutes and all of a sudden she trembled and shook on my lap and I could feel my pants getting wet. She climaxed, right there in the park, so hard that she leaked through her underwear and soaked my pants. I didn't quite know what to think. She apologized profusely, put herself back together and we left the park. I could tell she was embarrassed as hell. She thought she'd peed on me.
"A few days later, I took her to the movies. We weren't the only ones there, but there weren't a lot of people. I was kinda turned on from what happened the last time, so I started to play with her breast like the time before. It wasn't long before she had her shirt and bra pulled up to expose her tits, right there in the theater. She reached into my lap and started to play with my dick through my pants and then worked it out. I leaned over and started sucking her nipple, thinking about how I could fuck her in there, while she stroked my dick. I told her she needed to stop because I was going to come. Instead of stopping, she took her shorts and underwear completely off and used her panties to jack me off and catch my cum. After I came I fingered her and sucked her nipple until she climaxed. After she came down from her orgasm, she was mortified that she was basically naked in public. She fixed her clothes and we left before the movie was over. It didn't take much to figure out that, for whatever reason, her nipples were so sensitive that I could make her climax without touching her pussy, but more than that, when she was excited she lost most of her inhibitions. I think that's what she was about. Trying to get turned on enough that she could do this."
"Well that explains a lot!" Candice said with a grin. "Also tells me what I need to do down the road, if you guys stay that is."
A few moments later Jennifer came out on stage wearing another very tiny bikini made with thinner material than the one the other day. This one was so thin that I could see her areola through the white material of the top and the strip of curls on her mound stuck half way out the top of the miniscule bottom. She had on very high heels, so much so that I wondered how she was balancing, and a garter on her left thigh, nearly up to the juncture of her legs. Her nipples were rock hard and I could see the look in her face that was a combination of nervousness and lust. It was the same look I'd seen several times over the years when I'd pushed her to do things in a slightly more public setting.
She leaned against the pole and began to dance the way that Candice had taught her earlier. She moved around the pole, teasing the strings of the bikini top, but not taking it off. The stage was about four or so feet above the floor and peanut-shaped, with two silver poles running from the middle of the two large portions all the way to the ceiling. The stage also had a small countertop running all the way around, about a foot and a half below the surface, with short bar stools arrayed around it. A number of men were sitting there, drinks on the counter in front of them, their heads about two feet above the stage surface.
I saw one of the men wave a dollar bill and Jennifer moved toward him, squatting down in front of him and letting him slip the tip into the garter. I could see his hand stroke across the white fabric of her panties as he pulled his hand away. She stood up and moved back to the bar, toying with the strings of the top again. As the song drew to a close she pulled on one of the strings, slowly stretching it and untying the bow. As the second song started, she pulled the top all the way off and began to dance again, using her hands to cup and tease her big, soft tits. Several guys waved dollars at her and she moved from one to another, letting them tuck the bills into her garter. The last guy said something and tucked a twenty dollar bill in. She sat down on the stage and lifted her legs high in the air before setting them down on the counter around the edge of the stage, leaving her sitting on the edge of the stage. She leaned toward him and he reached up and played with her tits, rubbing and teasing her nipples. He pulled another twenty from his stack on the counter and tucked it into the garter. His hands moved to her hips and slowly pulled the little strings on each one, untying the bikini bottom.
She let him pull the strings until he was able to pull the front of the suit down between her legs, exposing the rest of her mound and part of her pussy. He had one hell of a better angle than I did, but it didn't take much imagination to know what he was seeing. She leaned back until she was lying on the stage and then lifted her legs in the air. She arched her back and lifted her butt off the stage so he could pull it all the way off. She spread her legs out and sat up again, pushing her legs out on either side of his head as she reached down between her legs to take the bikini bottom from him. She tossed it over her shoulder and then spread her legs again for him, letting him tuck another bill into her garter before he stroked his fingers down her wet pussy lips.
I could see the look of nervousness, but also lust as he drew his finger down again, this time between her lips. She gently pushed his hand away as he tried to push a finger into her, and then rolled away, standing back up on the stage. She walked around, collecting tips as she knelt in front of each man, spreading her legs apart and letting them gently stroke her pussy for a moment if the tip was large enough.
Finally the song ended and she collected her bikini and walked off the stage as quickly as she could in her high heels.
"Well, that was, um, interesting," I said awkwardly.
"She did a hell of a job," Candice said with a grin before walking to the door. "I'm betting that guy is going to get a lap dance."
"I'm betting he is too. That's the kind of guy that'll buy the whole taco," Rachel said softly. "Do you want to go down and see her?"
I took a deep breath. "No. If I did, she'd want to have sex with me and I think she wants to do this without me involved. Not that I love seeing her getting pawed like that, but we told each other we weren't going to interfere with whatever the other decided to do. If she wants to go do a lap dance and get fucked by that guy, I'm not supposed to stop her. She has free reign until tomorrow morning."
"Well, then why don't we show you something and then come back up here and fuck your brains out," Sophia said with a grin. "Rachel, why don't you warm him up and then bring him down before we go on?"
"It'd be my pleasure," Rachel said as Evelyn and Sophia headed for the door. "So how would you like me to warm you up? You want my hand, my mouth, my tits, my pussy or my ass? Any of it is available," she said with a giggle.
"You know, Jennifer doesn't do much oral. How about a little of that?"
"It'd be my pleasure," she said as she knelt down in front of me. She opened the front of my pants and pulled my half-hard dick out. She closed her lips around it and began to suck and play with it. I was a little surprised I wasn't harder, but watching that guy fingering my wife's pussy wasn't actually as exciting as watching her striping the night before.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she got my cock growing. I watched the woman on stage undressing as Rachel sucked on me, getting me seriously turned on. As I watched I saw my wife come out of the curtain, her bikini on again, and walk straight to the stool the guy that had given her the big tips was sitting in. She spun his stool around to face her, away from the stage and then stepped onto the ring at the base of the stool, swinging her leg over his lap and sitting down on him. She held the back of the stool so she wouldn't slide off his lap. I could see the two of them talking, his hands making their way up to her breasts as they talked. I would have loved to hear what he had to say, at least I think I wanted to. He cupped and massaged her breasts while they continued to talk, finally working the triangles of the top to the sides enough to expose both her hard nipples. He gently stroked them, teasing both hard nubs and making her moan softly.
I don't know how the conversation ended, but she pushed off his lap and in moments was drawing him along across the floor toward the private rooms.
"David," Rachel said softly. "DAVID!" she said louder, drawing my attention back to her.
"Yeah?"
"You were watching her, weren't you?"
"Yeah," I answered.
"Don't. You don't like what you see."
"How do you know?"
"Because of this," she said, wagging my surprisingly soft dick side to side in her hand. "I was sucking a nice, hard dick and all of a sudden someone let the air out."
"I was watching him tease her nipples. I know what's going to happen. I guess it bothered me a little."
"It bothered you a lot more than a little," she said softly, standing up. She walked over to the wall of monitors, saw which one my wife was in and turned it off. She walked back. "I had a boyfriend once that thought he could handle anything. He watched me dance and got all turned on. Then he watched me fuck one of the customers in the private room. He wasn't my boyfriend much longer. He couldn't handle it. If you can't handle it, then you either can't be here, or you can't allow yourself to watch. If you want to do the things we've done, the things Evelyn and Sophia are going to do to you, you have to be willing to let your wife do what she wants. And she's going to have to let you do what you want. But that doesn't mean you have to watch each other. I'd hate to lose my job here and all that comes with it. I've only known you a few days, but I know enough to know you are a kind, gentle, caring person. You're here because you are that way. I don't want to see you hurt. If this isn't for you, tell her. Tell me. I'll understand. Evelyn will understand. Maybe we can find some way to make this work without you having to be involved here. Maybe build a house on the land and live there, but not in the resort."
"What would I do? My job is half way across the country. I don't have to work with the money this place makes, but what would I do? I can't just sit in a house and do nothing."
"I don't know. But I'd like to help you figure it out if you decide you want to try. You two are great people. You're trying. You're both going way beyond what I would have ever expected, to try and see what it's like here. I kind of thought we were done after the accident. I had some hope that you were single and would like to be here. I didn't know you were married until the lawyer said so. I don't want to see you hurt. You're not at all like Greg. I like you. I like the kind of person you seem to be. I'd hate for that to change."
"What kind of person was Greg? He was my son, but I didn't even know he existed until the lawyer showed up. I got the idea from Candice that he was caring and nice."
"To Candice he was. But for the most part, Greg was, well, a user. Any girl that wanted to dance here had to preform for him. Usually once in private, and if she was good enough, again on stage. And by good, I don't mean a good dancer. She had to be a good fuck. Then she had to fuck him on stage, usually getting him to cum all over her in front of everyone. He seemed to think that he was god's gift to women and every woman should enjoy getting is cum in her or on her. Once she was hired on, they were fair game any time any place, for free of course. The only real exception was Candice. For some reason she really hit it off with him. He kept her as the maid for the house, but I think they had a pretty intense romantic relationship going. I thought it might change him, but then the accident happened. I'd hate to see you like him," she said as she stood up. "The girls are coming on. Do you want to go down or just watch from up here?"
"Maybe I better just watch from up here. I'd hate to be down there when she came out of the private room."
"He wasn't a guest. So at least you know he'd be using a condom," she said softly, pulling me by the hand. She brought me to one of the over stuffed chairs and turned it to look out on the stage. She sat me down on it and then sat on my lap, leaning herself against me. She gently stroked my hair and face as I watched Sophia and Evelyn begin to undress each other from the extremely sexy little lingerie they were wearing. The two of them moved from one pole to the other, doing swings and leg lifts and such, generally showing off their bodies in all sorts of angles. Each time they passed in the middle of the stage they took something off of each other and tossed it aside, passing each other enough times to leave them in nothing but high heels.
Once they were naked, they began moving around the edge of the stage, finding interested guys and kneeling or squatting to spread and show their pussies. Sophia lay down on the edge of the stage in front of one guy, her butt right at the edge of the stage, and lifted and spread her legs wide. She reached between her legs and spread her inner labia apart, exposing the pink entrance to her depths for him. Not to be out done, Evelyn did the same, only she lowered her legs, used her feet on the counter and pulled herself even closer to the man in front of her, holding her pussy inches from his face as she rocked her hips up and down.



Sophia found another target, bent over and backed herself up on her knees until she actually knelt down on the counter, twerking her ass up and down with her pussy inches from the customers face. He did what I would have done in his place. He leaned his face forward and licked her wet slit before she pulled away.
Evelyn nodded to her and walked over to another gentleman that was clearly grinning up at her, probably anticipating her pussy being shoved in his face. She sat down on the stage edge, facing him, and leaned back. She used her feet on the counter to support herself and then pushed her pussy toward his face, not stopping until it was nearly touching. He reached out and teased her lips with his tongue and then licked up and down her slit half a dozen times before pushing his face right into her pussy and stuffing his tongue into her vaginal opening. She let him tongue fuck her for half a dozen seconds or so before pulling away and stepping back to the stage.
"I think the girls are getting pretty turned on. Should we go down and let them play with you?" Rachel asked softly.
"What? On stage?"
"The way they're going, they're gonna end up with someone's dick in them. Might as well be yours," she said with a giggle.
"I don't know. If Jennifer comes out and I'm still doing that."
"She'll see what she sees, just like you saw what you saw. At least you'll both know."
"Are you trying to convince us this isn't the life for us?" I asked quietly, idly stroking her bare breast as she leaned against me.
"No, and yes. Like I said, I like you. I don't want to lose what we have here, but I also don't want to see you hurt. Either one of you."
I looked down at the stage and Sophia was laying on the stage, her shoulders on the stage and her butt in the air, held up by her hands. Her legs were stuck high in the air and spread apart. Evelyn went to her and stepped between her legs, bringing one leg over her so that their crotches were inches from each other as Evelyn stood over Sophia, one of Sophia's legs in front of her and the other behind. She squatted slightly and began to do the twerking motion, grinding her pussy into Sophia's. I could tell by the look on Sophia's face that this was anything but pretend. Evelyn ground herself back and forth, smashing both their soft inner lips tighter and grinding their clits together as they rocked.
"Come on," Rachel said getting up from my lap. "Come with me."
I stood up and let her pull my shorts down. She pulled them to my ankles and then coaxed my feet out of them. She stood up and pulled my shirt up and off, leaving me in nothing but my shoes. She took me by the hand and led me down the stairs, through the dressing room and out the stage curtain, both of us naked as the girls on the stage. She led me to the middle of the stage and whispered for me to lie down on my back.
Sophia and Evelyn disengaged from each other and came over to me. Did rock, paper, scissors to decide who was getting which part of me. Evelyn apparently won and stepped across my body. She squatted down, reaching for my dick and held it upright. She dropped herself quickly down onto me, squatting down on her high heels to force her sopping wet pussy easily down my long, fat shaft. She began to bounce herself on me, sliding up and down my shaft as Sophia squatted over my face, facing Evelyn. She held herself up just high enough to let me see her lean her chest toward Evelyn, her big, soft tits pressing to Evelyn's bouncing tits. She lowered her pussy the last few inches to my face and began to grind her clit against my chin, her spread lips open for my tongue to press into her opening.
I could hear muffled moans from the two of them, which led me to believe they were making out while they were fucking me. The thought was incredibly tantalizing, but I wished I could see them. Evelyn was clearly reaching climax quickly around my dick, her pussy occasionally squeezing me as the pinnacle of her orgasm inched closer. I wondered if she was really planning on climaxing on me while on stage, and got my answer a few moments later. She jammed herself down onto my dick, shuddered and trembled. I could hear her gasping and crying out softly that she was coming moments before I felt wetness raining down on my stomach and chest.
"That's it. Come for me. Squirt that cum all over him!" I heard Sophia coaching. "Ohhhhh yeah, that's it. Look at all that cum. One more time. Give me one more nice big squirt!"
I felt it rain on me again, her juices flowing off my body and puddling on the stage under me.
"Oh fuck," Evelyn gasped as she lifted herself up off of me. Sophia moved as well, pulling herself off my face and standing up to help balance Evelyn as she stepped from over me. She moved to one of the bars and held into it while Sophia turned around and squatted where Evelyn had been moments before. She spread her black lips and sunk down on my shaft, rolling herself to her knees. She reached down and pulled both high heels off, tossing them toward one of the poles. Now completely naked she began to bounce up and down my shaft, her huge tits wildly flopping and bouncing on her chest. I reached for her tits and she caught my hands in hers, clasping her hands with mine to hold them.
"Oh fuck yes. Oh fuck yes," she moaned. Then loudly she asked. "Do you guys want me to come all over him?" Half a dozen male voices responded that they did and she changed her strokes slightly. I could feel her clit grinding hard into my shaft each time she plunged down because of her angle, and in only a few dozen more strokes I could feel her pussy start to clench. "Oh fuck yes. Ohhhhhh yes. Here it comes guys. You want it? You wanna see it?" She gasped breathlessly. All of the sudden she used my hands to keep herself from falling backwards and she leaned way back. A huge spray flowed out and into the air, raining down on me. She leaned forward, bounced a few more times and again leaned back and sprayed a second time, raining her cum down on my chest and face. She looked down at me and grunted. "Come for me. Fill me up baby!" She straightened and pulled my hands to her tits before she started bouncing again. I held her huge, soft tits and squeezed her nipples as she bounced wildly on my shaft. I felt her pussy squeeze around me again and gush more of her cum onto me moments before I felt my own body spasm. I lay there, gasping and jerking as my cock pumped cum deep into her pussy.
My cock had barely started to soften when she stood up over me. She spread her knees and squatted over my stomach. In moments the cum I had just pushed into her began to flow out in long stringy dollops, dropping from her pussy onto my body. She grinned at me as I lay there getting my own cum drooled onto me. "Someone had a NICE large load," she said loudly. "How many of you guys are hard? All of you? How many of you want to come all over me?" She looked down at me and held a hand out to get me to stand up. As soon as I was, she lay down where I had been, lying in the puddle of her and Evelyn's cum.
"You guys around the edge. Here's a freebie. Come up here and cum on me. Whip it out and jack off for me and cum all over my body!" she said.
It didn't take long for three guys to rush to the stairs and climb onto the stage. The three of them pulled out their hard dicks, one guy dropping his pants all the way to his ankles while the other two just fished their dicks out of their flies. The three of them stood there stroking themselves as Sophia played with her pussy and begged them to cum on her. Two more guys built up the courage and climbed onto the stage as well, joining the first three. "That's it guys. Give me your cum. All over my sexy body. Aim it where you want. On my pussy, on my tits, my face. Let me have your whole load!"
"UH FUCK!" one of the guys grunted as he started to spray his cum in long strings across her tits, the white strings a stark contrast to her dark skin.
"Oh yes. That's it!" she said, moving her hands to stroke her fingers through his cum, rubbing it around her tits and nipples. "Come on, boys. I know more than one of you has cum to give me."
"UH huh," another grunted a moment later, standing between her legs and aiming his cock at her black pussy. "UH HUH!" he grunted again as his body jerked and ejected a long streamer of cum onto her mound.
The guy that had dropped his pants to his ankles knelt down and aimed his cock at her face. She turned to look at him and opened her mouth. He stuffed the head of his cock into her mouth as he frantically stroked it. "Fuck yes," he grunted as he started to jerk and spasm. He held his head in her mouth until he was done and then stood back up. Sophia pushed herself up to lean back on one hand and used the other to collect the cum that had been in her mouth. She moved her hand to her pussy and rubbed his cum around her black lips like lotion. "Two more," she said. Come one guys. Don't let me down!"
"Almost," another said. She leaned toward him and grabbed his cock. She closed her lips around it and stroked her mouth and hand on his shaft for only a few seconds before she pulled her mouth off. In moments he was spewing cum all over her face as he came in powerful shots that seemed to go on for at least a minute. She waited until he was just about done and then closed her mouth around his cock again, taking the last little drools of his cum into her mouth. She pulled back, looked up at him and stuck her tongue out at him, showing him the cum on her tongue. Then she pulled it back into her mouth and swallowed. She stuck her tongue out again and it was clean.
"Oh fuck yes. Suck me you horny bitch!" the last guy said, moving to closer to her face. She turned her face and he stuffed his cock into her mouth and started to fuck her mouth with wild abandon. She wrapped her hand around his cock and helped, keeping him from gagging her completely while he fucked her face. "Shit yes. Take this load you cunt!" he grunted. I could tell he was pumping his cum into her mouth as his body jerked and spasmed. He pulled his shrinking cock from her mouth and stuffed his dick back into his pants. She stood up from the floor in front of him. She stepped to him, pressing her bare cum covered tits against his chest while she wrapped her arms around his neck. She leaned her face to his and pressed her lips to his. "What the fuck?" he grunted, pulling away from her embrace. She let him step back and then pushed the cum from her mouth out into her hand.
"If you wanna be a bad boy, you need to learn to take it like a bad boy! Don't fuck my mouth and then refuse to share it with me," Sophia said in a low, growling voice that I would call less erotic and more animalistic. She rubbed his cum onto her tits and then looked at the guys around her. "Sorry boys. End of the show." She moved to start picking up her and Evelyn's clothes. One of the guys reached out while she was bent over and put his hand between her legs, stuffing his fingers into her pussy. She stayed bent over and looked over her shoulder at him. "So, you wanna be a bad boy too?" she asked, straightening up and turning to face him. "It'll cost you two hundred to do that again. But if you wanna go that way, I'll stand here and let you finger fuck me until I come again. But I get to play with you at the same time."
"I don't think so," he answered.
"Too rich for you or too bashful to have a sexy woman play with your dick? Come on. Man up. I might even let you do more if you make me come good."
"Right here?"
"Right here. Come on. Get naked with me and make me come again!"
He looked around nervously and then nodded. "Okay." He undid his belt and let his pants fall to his ankles.
"Come on. This could go for a while," Rachel said softly. I let her turn me and I followed her down the stage steps, Evelyn following close behind. The three of us walked into the dressing room and the three of us squeezed into one of the showers, Rachel giggling like a little girl the way we were all squeezed in.
We were just stepping out of the shower when Jennifer walked into the dressing room, completely naked. She looked at me, said nothing, but blushed brightly, and stepped into the other shower stall. Rachel took me by the arm and pushed me to her shower stall and then into it. "You two need to talk," she said before turning away. "It's not tomorrow, but it's close enough. If you want us, we'll be in my office."
I looked at my wife, who looked embarrassed. "Well, I did it," she said quietly.
"I saw," I answered, letting her lean against me and then wrapping my arms around her, holding us under the spray. "You looked awfully sexy out there."
"I had to get myself turned on to have enough courage to go out there."
"I know. Candice told me."
"Then you know what else I did."
"I do."
"Did you watch?"
"I didn't. Rachel wouldn't let me. She said it wouldn't be a good idea. Instead she had me out on stage with Evelyn and Sophia."
"Did they have sex with you out there?"
"Uh huh. Did you have sex with that guy you went to the private room with?"
"Uh huh."
"Did you like it?" I whispered, not really sure I wanted to know the answer.
"Sorta."
"But now you're embarrassed? Because you did it, or because you liked it?"
"I was taught that good girls aren't sluts. I feel like I've been being a slut."
"That didn't answer the question."
"Okay. I'm embarrassed because I did like it and I shouldn't have. Did you like what they did to you? Having sex on stage like that?"
"I have to say, it's kinda exciting."
"I could see why."
"Did you see?"
"Part of it," she whispered.
"How did it make you feel?"
"Not real good."
"Yeah. me either. It was hard to watch that guy rub your pussy on stage and even harder to watch you sitting on that guys lap, knowing he wanted to fuck you."
"I didn't mind doing the stage thing. It was actually kinda fun. I did the lap dance because I told Candice that I'd try one. She picked who I should try. That guy was really nice. I guess he's a regular."
"I see."
"He made me come."
"I figured, otherwise you wouldn't be embarrassed."
"Do you forgive me?"
"Forgive you for what?"
"For having sex with him."
"It was kinda the idea, right?"
"Yeah. But I don't know that I want to do it again. It wasn't the same as having sex in the spa. That felt different. It felt like it was my idea and my pleasure. For the guy I just did, it felt kinda dirty. Like I was a piece of meat or something."
"I understand."
"Do you want to do it again? The lap dance you did the other night, I mean?"
"You know. It was okay. but I don't think I need to do it again."
"So, you'd just pass up that sex?" she asked looking a little surprised.
"If I do what Greg did, and make all the new girls dance for me, I think that I'd be getting all the fresh pussy I can handle. Rachel said it's about ten girls a month that wanna try out."
"That wasn't the point. I know you're not going to pass that up. I was thinking that maybe you'd want some of the older women. More like our age."
"I was more enticed and had more fun with the woman from dinner. Can't even remember her name. That was fun sex. It was more like it was for enjoyment than for payment."
"I remember her. She looked like she was having fun fucking you out there."
"About as much fun as you were having with that guy fucking you while you danced. I could tell it was a really hard orgasm."
She blushed in my arms again. "It was that," she whispered.
"You know, I don't think I'd mind too awful much if you had sex with some of the guys, as long as I know that it isn't going to interfere with our relationship. And I dont have to watch."
"I love you. I wanna have sex with you. I want you to be my lover and my friend and partner. But I could get used to getting a little on the side, as long as you don't feel upset by it."
"And I could get used to having some on the side, as long as I know you wouldn't be upset if I did."
"How the hell are we ever going to explain this to the kids?" she asked me softly. "I mean, can we even have them here with their kids?"
"I've been thinking about that. I think we keep our house, and have our holidays there. We can hire a live-in housekeeper to keep it up and going and then just fly back when we want to have the kids over. We only need to be here half the year."
"Except you need to be here the whole time right now, right?"
"Yeah, I would."
"So I have to come live with you here."
"Except when you want to go to the house and see the kids. We could even have the kids here if they wanted to leave the grand kids. I mean, someday they'd inherit this, right?"
"When we both die."
"Uh uh. It has to be a blood relative. That means if anything happens to me, one of the kids has to live here."
"Oh. Well, I guess we better figure a way out to tell them, then."
"So, we're staying?" I asked.
She nodded slowly. "We can stay. We'll figure it all out."
"Then I guess we should go tell the ladies?"
"I don't have anything to wear except this bikini."
I chuckled. "I don't have anything to wear down here at all. My clothes are upstairs."
"You realize that you have a hardon?"
"I do?"
"You know damn well you do."
I turned the water off and stepped out of the shower. I pulled her along with me by the hand. I turned her to face me in front of one of the dressing tables. I reached for her hips and lifted her onto the table. I stepped between her legs as I spread them apart. I stepped close and rubbed my head up and down her slit. "You sure you wanna do this, right after I had sex with another guy?"
"Did he use a condom?"
"Yeah," she whispered.
"Then there isn't anything to worry about, right?"
"I still feel dirty."
"You showered."
"I still feel dirty," she whispered as I pushed slowly into her several inches. I felt her lips grab at my dick and pulled back, spreading her juices back along her lips. It took half a dozen short strokes to work myself completely into her. "Oh damn," she groaned softly, lifting her legs to let me push fully into her. I reached for her breasts and cupped each one. I started to slowly push in and out of her, squeezing and teasing her breasts as nipples as I slid in and out of her sexy pussy.
"You know what I thought about earlier?" I asked in a whisper.
"Uh uh, what?" she asked breathlessly.
"That time we were dating and made out in the movie theater."
"Oh god. That. It was so embarrassing." She gasped softly as I pushed my dick into her more forcefully.
"Why? You were so damn sexy. I couldn't believe it when you took your pants off. You were almost naked."
"I know. That's what was embarrassing. That I did it right there, where anyone could see." I squeezed and teased her nipples a little harder, drawing a soft moan from her lips. "Oh damn sweetie. You know I can't resist when you do that."
"yeah. I do," I answered in a whisper. "It's one of the things I absolutely love about you. Once I get you turned on you're a fantastic sex partner. Sometimes it's just hard to get you to let me get you started."
"It's because I know that I'll do anything you want once you do," she said, more of a groan than anything else. "Like that time you talked me into going topless on the hiking trial?"
"And we had sex right in the middle of the trail a little farther on? God that was such a turn on." I breathed softly.
"You always did love doing things like that."
"You know why?"
"Uh uh"
"Because I love how you look so much. You're probably one of the sexiest women I know."
"You always say that. I don't believe you. I don't look anything like she does."
"She?"
"I think she means me," Sophia said from behind me. She stepped up to me and let her big, soft tits press against my back. "But I have to agree with your husband, Missus Parks. You are an incredibly sexy woman."



"Oh shit," my wife gasped as Sophia pushed my butt, thrusting me quickly into my wife's depths. I pulled back and felt Sophia push me again. Time and again I drove hard into my wife, her grunts and gasps growing in intensity until I could tell she was about to climax. I felt her pussy start to clench and spasm around me, her breathing ragged and trembling as she gasped for air. "Oh fuck!" she squeaked quietly as her body tumbled over the edge of her orgasm and fell into its throes fully. She reached for my neck and wrapped her arms around me, pulling us together. I felt her tremble and shudder as she pressed her tits to my chest and her lips to mine. "Come for me," she whispered as she broke the short kiss. "Make me yours again like that first time. That time on the picnic table in the park. That first time you came inside me."
I was still thrusting into her, and the mental image of her laying naked on the table, her legs high in the air, held there by my own hands, her firm little tits jiggling on her chest as I pounded into her, my body slapping against her bare ass, was enough to push my own orgasm to its climax.
"That's it!" she gasped as she felt me empty the first shot of cum into her. There weren't many more, but she moaned in appreciation each time my body spasmed to try and add to what it was depositing in the bank of Jennifer. "Thank you lover. That's exactly what I needed: to feel that I'm still yours."
"You are. You will be forever," I whispered.
I felt Sophia gently kiss my neck and reach around me to stroke my chest. She lifted her head and flicked my earlobe with her tongue and then whispered to me. "You two are perfect. So in love, so connected to each other. I hope someday I'll find a man that can love me the way you love her. Treat me with the respect and love that you do to her." Her hands slipped from around me and she stepped back. "I need to shower now."
"Sophia," my wife said breathlessly, causing her to pause and turn. "It's too late to take you home tonight. Why don't you go use our shower and you can stay in Greg's room tonight. Take a few of those bottles with you."
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"I'm sure. We'll be along shortly. I think we'll need another shower too when we get there. Save us some hot water." I looked at my wife questioningly. "If we're going to have a good working relationship with our staff, I think we should take a personal interest in them. I don't plan on using our bed for that, do you?"
"Um. No. I don't think so," I answered a little surprised.
"Unless you have somewhere else you want us to sleep with her?"
"Um. No. I can't think of one. The question is, why do you?"
She took a deep breath. In the last couple days I've been stripped and fucked on stage, I've learned how to strip on stage, and found out that I can do it if I want to, and also that I'm apparently more attractive to men than I thought I was. I've he a woman between my legs for the first time, and I've let several strangers, or almost strangers, fuck me, both in private and in public. I've been seduced by both men and women, I've feel half a dozen different sized cocks in my pussy and I've watched you get fucked by other women. All of this, I've done, somewhat reluctantly at first. Tomorrow we have to sign on the bottom line that we're going to keep this place open. I've met with and learned to care about a lot of people here in a short period of time. I already know you've made up your mind. If you hadn't, you'd have come on stage and stopped me. You didn't. So that means you already decided you want to stay. The question I have to answer is, can I live this life with you?"
"And sleeping with Sophia is going to answer that?"
"No. but it's the one thing that I haven't let myself experience. Yes, I know she wants to have sex with you, and with me. The question for me, or at least that I want to know, is how does that feel? If we're going to stay, we'll have sex with different people. But we can't always go off and do it alone. Sometimes we're going to have to do it together. I already know how you feel about watching other men have sex with me, and I damn well know what you think about another man having sex with you. So I wont even ask you to think about that one. But if we're going to share, if we're going to stay we're going to have to share, at least sometimes. That means sharing another women. I can't think of a better test of how that feels on my end than with Sophia. I've watched her have sex on stage with another women. I've seen how much she enjoys it, how much it turns her on. I had a woman's face between my legs yesterday. It was actually pretty stimulating, but when you saw me like that I was embarrassed. Well, this time I'm not going to be. This time I'm going to let her do what she does and teach me to do it to her. You can sit and watch. After while maybe you can join in, but at first I want to experiment, and I can't think of anyone better than with Sophia.
"Oh, this is going to be fun," Sophia said quietly. "I'll get cleaned up and be waiting for you at the house." She said as she walked toward the door.
My wife looked at me. "Now, go up and tell the ladies we're staying so that they can quit spying on us with all their little cameras and then take me home."
"Yes ma'am," I whispered with a grin. It wasn't how I expected the day to end, but I certainly couldn't argue with the results. While I walked up the stairs to the office, I had to admit, I never would have expected this from my wife. Just goes to show, sometimes a person can hide things inside themselves, even from themselves. Yeah, it was going to be interesting to say the least. I didn't have to say a word to Evelyn. She had already heard, spying on us with the little cameras. She kissed me wetly and then sent me to take my wife home with a smack on my still bare ass, promising to come by in the morning to see how the night went. I had no doubt that things were going to be very different and very complicated for the next few years, for both my wife and I, but I felt confident we'd work it out.
I walked down the stair, still naked, except for my shoes, and drove my wife to the house, with her as naked as I was. For once, she didn't seem to mind being naked. I could see the lights in the master bathroom were on when I parked the little cart. I looked up and could see Sophia showering, thinking how exposed she looked up there, and how exposed my wife and I must look showering together. I saw my wife look up and stop for a moment. I was sure the same thought was going through her mind.
"Well. At least now I know." She said before walking to the back door. "Let's go join her. We both need one before we climb in bed, and since we're both already naked."
I grinned and followed her into the house. Yeah, it was going to be interesting.
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I settled into a chair in the lawyer's office next to my sister-in-law Trish. Maybe I should say sister of my late wife, since we weren't technically in-law's any longer since my wife had passed. It had been exactly one-hundred and eighty days since the funeral. I really didn't know what this was all about. Trish was as surprised as I was to get the call from the lawyer two weeks ago, setting up the meeting for today. Exactly today.
"Any idea what this is about?" Trish asked as she settled into the seat next to me.
"Not a clue," I answered. "The only hint that I got was that this was part of Nancy's will."
"So," the lawyer said as he sat down on the other side of the desk, "I know this is unusual, but Michael, your wife was a very determined if not unusual woman. She left very specific final instructions, of which this is part. She recorded a video to explain this all. She asked that the two of you watch this together." He reached to his computer and started a video, which played on a large-screen tv next to his desk.
"Hello Michael, Trish. I know this is coming as a surprise." My late wife said as she sprang to life on the screen. She looked weak, her head covered in the bright-pink flowered cloth that she liked best. I could tell that this was recorded very late in the process. She might have had on a normal top, but I could still tell she was sitting in the hospital bed, the muted tones of the machines she spent so much time wired to in the background.
"I've kept a secret from you Michael. I know you'll forgive me, you always do, but believe that I had my reasons. By now it's been six months. Hopefully by now you've gotten used to me not walking down the hallway, not sitting down next to you, not coming home from work. You've had to get used to sleeping alone and eating alone and being alone. You've probably already figured out that I put my sister on the spot. I tasked her with helping you out, trying to get you organized and living life. I know it was hard on you, I never planned on ending this way or this fast." She paused and took a drink, her face clearly screwing up in pain for a moment. A view of her that I saw too many times in the few short months that we had together once her body started being ravaged by the cancer.
"You know those silly lottery tickets that I bought every week? Yeah I know in ten years I won a few dollars here and there. You always said it was a waste of money. Well, the ticket that I bought the day before I was diagnosed with this turned out to be a big winner. Kind of ironic. I won big on one lottery and lost big on the even more important one. Yes, I know. I didn't tell you it won. You see, when I got diagnosed, I learned the hard lesson that if I managed to beat this, and yes I knew day one that it was a long shot, that my years would be numbered. It was rare for anyone to survive this more than a dozen years. What I thought I'd do is hold it as a surprise. When I beat this we could use the money to both retire early and spend our years doing all those things we planned for retirement. We'd have to do them soon though, because I wouldn't be growing old and gray with you. I knew that. I accepted that," she said, reaching up to wipe her eyes with a cloth.
"But I know that there's no happy ending to this fight. I'm down to days left, and each one gets harder. I've done my best to prepare you for the change this will be in your life. We've talked about your life moving on. You of course promised that you'd find a way to be happy and live, but I know you. You're a horrible liar," she said, wiping her eyes again.
"We both know that you're going to turn into a old broken-down hermit. We've been so much each other's lives for so long. But I don't want you to do that. I refuse to let you waste away. You have so much more life and love to give to someone. The problem is, you wont go looking. You wont even try, no matter how much you promise me. I can see it in your eyes and hear it in your voice. You think love is gone from your life forever when I leave. You're wrong, but the only way you'll ever believe that is for you to see first hand that you can still have fun and enjoy life. Once you can do that again, you'll know you can love again."
"Sis. You've said for so many years how jealous you are of me, of how perfect Michael has been for me and how you wished you could meet a man that was like him. You've said that you wished you could just date a guy that was half as perfect as Michael. Well, I have a job for you to do. I want you to convince Michael that he can indeed still live life and be happy." She paused to take another drink, a fleeting expression of pain once again coming to her face.
"How the hell am I supposed to do that sis?" I heard Trish quietly ask her sister on the screen.
"I'm sure that you're wondering how you're supposed to keep this request. First, let me tell you that it won't be easy. I know Michael, he can be very stubborn. Don't think I don't know that you've wanted into Michael's pants over the years. Well, you're going to get your chance, and not behind my back, but with my blessing. Your job will be to tease him, flirt with him, entice him, even cajole him into having fun and sex. Yes, I know what you're thinking, but I have faith that you can. Michael, here is your task. You are to go on five dates. No! Don't protest. I won't accept any arguments. You will go on five dates, with my sister, or with someone else you find interesting. Each date to be a week or more apart, but all five dates to be with a four month period. Here are the rules. You both listening? Good. Each date should start at or before five PM, sooner if you want. Each date has to be different. No duplicates. Go dancing, fishing, camping, hiking, whatever sounds fun. But each date has to last at least until the next morning. Yes, you heard that right sis. On the first date, which will be yours, I expect you two to spend the night together, in the same bed, and yes that means naked. I want Michael to wake up in the morning with his arms around a woman. So yes, sis, I expect you to wake up in his bed. What you do there is up to you,but I know you sis. You've hinted more than once that you wished Michael would make love to you the way he does to me. You have my blessing. Tease him, seduce him. If you can coax him to make love to you, not just have sex, but make love to you, then I know that when the time comes he will be able to open his heart again. For that matter Michael, you have my blessing to be with anyone you want, any time you want and any way you want. No, having sex with someone other than me isn't cheating. I'm gone. I had you and now it's time for someone else to enjoy all the things that you brought to me," she said, pausing for another drink, the pain on her face lasting longer this time. I watched her sit and catch her breath for long seconds before she looked up at the camera again.
"Just so you don't think that I think this is going to be easy, for either of you, there is a reward at the end of the tunnel. Sis, you have to certify to the lawyer after each date that Michael goes on, he did his best to have fun. If he didn't, the date doesn't count. Michael, I know you will try and fake it just to get this over with, but please, for me, don't. Do your best to have fun and enjoy these dates. The whole idea is to teach you to date again and to be able to open your heart again. I know that you're terrified of trying to do that. I know you'll want to not do it because you don't want to hurt like I know you are now. But please, for me, don't hide from it. You can't feel love if you don't risk putting it out there."
I wiped my hands across my eyes, unable to hold back the tears any longer. Trish reached over with one hand and rubbed my back, her other hand rubbing her own eyes.
"Now, the reward. Remember that lottery ticket? After taxes the lump sum payment was a little over three million. Yep, that's right, three million dollars. Sis, at the end of five dates, good or bad. If he just kind of does them and doesn't try to enjoy them, you get a hundred grand. If he jumps in and tries hard, you get to have fun with him and still get the hundred grand. Do with it what you want. I know I'm asking a lot of you, so the reward should be equally large. It's not every day that a woman asks her sister to seduce her husband, but that's pretty much what I've asked. Twenty grand a date is pretty good, isn't it? Michael, you get ten grand per date to spend. If you want to fly off to the Caribbean with someone, Trish or someone else, you have the money to do it. The rest of the money is sitting in a special account. You get the money if and when Trish tells the lawyer that you completed five dates. You don't see any of the money until you convince Trish that you've had five dates that you truly enjoyed. In the surprising event that you find someone else besides Trish that you want to take out, feel free to. All you have to do is convince Trish that you had fun. Expect her to ask pointed questions about what you did and how you did it. You're a terrible liar, and I have no doubt that she'll be able to tell if you're not being honest. Trish, if he didn't get laid, I wouldn't consider it a fun date! Not for Michael. I know how sexual he can be and how visual he is. Make sure he really enjoys himself. How you get him to prove he had a good time is up to you," my wife said with a crooked little smile on her face. "I know how I'd do it. I'll just leave that thought with you. Well. I think that's it. Michael, know that I am doing this because I love you. I have loved you more than life itself. I wish we could have grown old together, but I guess the Lord has other plans for me. I will miss you. Be safe and be happy!" she said before motioning to someone off screen. The screen flashed dark as I sat there, staring, tears streaming down my face.
"That's it," the lawyer said quietly. He passed a little slip of paper across the desk to Trish. "Here's my private cell number. You can call me or text me anything you think is appropriate as these dates progress. Michael, I can tell you that your wife wanted for you to be happy. She set this up to help you. I didn't know her long, but I know you were a very lucky man," he said before holding out an envelope for me. "Here is the money for the first date. You can spend as much of it as you want," he said before standing up. "Thank you both for coming in. I'll expect to hear from you soon, Trish."
Trish and I stood up and I walked from the room almost in a daze. I didn't care about the money. I'd have traded every penny of it just to have her back again. But that wasn't going to happen. Trish drove us home in silence, pulling into the driveway and then helping me into the house.
"You going to be okay?" she asked quietly, her hand rubbing gently across my shoulders while she stood next to where I sat on the sofa.
"I think so," I finally answered, wiping my eyes once again, the memory of seeing her on the screen making the feeling of loss so real again.
"If she wasn't already dead, I think I'd kill her," she said with a chuckle.
"I'm sorry you're stuck with this. I don't know what she was thinking."
"I do. I know exactly what she was thinking," she said as she moved to sit next to me. "She was thinking that she loves you so much she doesn't want you to fade away and lose what life you have left. Just because she can't be here to share it, doesn't mean she doesn't want you to enjoy life."
"Yeah, that kind of does sound like her." I nodded, wiping my eyes again. "She didn't give me, us much time, did she? Twelve weeks."
"She knew that if she did, you'd just procrastinate. No, she wanted you to start now. She told me you'd be difficult after she was gone. She asked me to spend as much time with you as I could make. Now I know why."
"So what do I do?" I asked, feeling a bit lost.
"Well, what YOU do is find something you enjoy. Find something you would like to share with someone, maybe even something you would have shared with her. Then you invite me. If I like the idea, I say yes and we go on a date," she said with a shrug. "I can't do it for you. This is on you. You have to decide what and where and when. Then you can ask me out." Then she whispered, "But trust me. I probably won't say no. And it's not because of the money. I'd have done this for her without the money."
I looked at her feeling slightly confused. "You would?"
"Sure. How could I not?"
"I don't get it," I whispered, shaking my head, still not understanding.
She chuckled, a soft feminine laugh. "Oh, Michael. I've listened to my sister brag for years about how wonderful you are, how happy you can make her, how... how wonderful you can make her feel, just by touching and holding her. Two failed marriages have taught me an important lesson. Not all men are Michaels. Some are just selfish, self-absorbed assholes that think of women as just someplace to stick their dick. Not once in all the years of dating and marriage has anyone made me feel like you made her feel. Even if it's only five dates, why would I ever pass up the chance to see if I can feel that?"
"But you're my sister-in-law," I said with a frown. "She wants me to date you, but I've spent the last thirty years trying NOT to look at you that way."
"That way? What way is that?"
"Come on. You don't remember last June? When we went camping at the lake for the weekend and Nancy invited you along? What did you wear the whole weekend?"
"Oh, that. Yeah. That little yellow bikini. That was after Marco broke it off. I was feeling a little...."
"Yeah, less than desirable. I know. She told me to just be me."
"Just be you?"
"Yeah, you know. Just be a guy and enjoy the view?" I said, thinking back to how good she actually had looked in that bikini and how hard I spent almost the whole weekend. If Nancy hadn't agreed to have sex with me, quietly of course, in the night, I doubted that I'd have made it through the weekend, not with both of them showing so much cleavage and butt.
"You did seem to have a pretty big hardon in your shorts every time I looked at you. I don't know how you managed to not have one when we went swimming."
"That's easy, someone jacked me off under the water before I got out of the lake," I said with a chuckle, remembering how Nancy had teased my dick out of my suit and played with me while we floated in the warm water until I couldn't help but unload.
"That explains it." She nodded, looking at my lap. I looked down and couldn't help but notice how much of a bulge even our short discussion had caused. "Maybe that should be our first date? Going to the lake?"
I thought about it a few moment. "Maybe. It's hard for me NOT to have a good time at the lake."
"Have you even gotten the boat out this year?"
"No," I admitted, which was unusual for me. It was almost August and the boat was still winterized.
"Then let's make that date one. This weekend. Do you want to play for the day and them come home, or camp overnight?"
"Oh hell. I don't know," I muttered, trying not to think about going with Nancy and having a horrible time not thinking about it.
"If we camp, we'll have to get more stuff ready. Saturday isn't that far away," she said quietly, lifting her hand to my back again to rub across my shoulders. "Want a hand?"
I turned my head to look at her for long seconds. "You don't have to do this. I mean, all you have to do is say you enjoyed the date and you'll get the money Nancy promised," I said quietly.
"I could. But that wouldn't be fair. Besides, Nancy knew exactly what she was asking, of both of us. I'm not about to dishonor her attempt to help you by cheating on this. Hell, it isn't the money. It would be nice, but I'd do this just because she asked me, and of course to get into your pants." Then she whispered, "Now, what do we have to do first?"
"I guess see if the boat will run," I said with a shrug. "We still have a few hours of daylight."
"Good. Take me home and show me what to do."
"Well, first thing when we get home is to get changed. I don't think we want to go work on the boat dressed like this."
"No probably not," she said, looking down at her own dress. "I Don't think I have anything here to wear though."
"I'm sure I can find something for you at the house," I said, as we walked out to the car. We got to the house and she followed me inside.
"Why don't you find something for me to wear. Maybe something old that Nancy didn't wear any longer? I'm going to go to the bathroom. If you hand it in, I can change in there."
"Sure," I answered as she headed to the bathroom, leaving me to stare at my wife's dresser. I hadn't opened these drawers since I had to find clothes for her burial. I pulled open the drawer that I knew had t-shirts and shorts in it. I dug down, not wanting to use anything Nancy had worn recently, and found a few shirts in the bottom that looked like they'd work, shirts with no real logos or anything that might remind me of her. Shorts were easier. I found a pair of nylon running shorts I bought for her for Christmas years before, shorts that she simply refused to wear because she said she didn't want to feel exposed while she was running, she wanted to feel comfortable. Admittedly, I bought them specifically because I thought she'd look sexy running in them. I pulled them out along with the plain gray t-shirt and knocked on the bathroom door.
The door opened part way and Trish held a hand out. I couldn't help but notice that I could see her in the mirror, her entire back bare except for a small amount of white underwear covering her butt. I didn't have much time to enjoy the view before the door closed again. I walked to my dresser and pulled out a pair of shorts and t-shirt for myself. It only took a few moments for me to undressed stripping everything off except for the spandex briefs that my wife loved me wearing. I workd quickly, somehow nervous about her seeing me mostly naked. Nancy always enjoyed both how the briefs made me look while I was undressing, and also how they felt when she got playful. As a result, that was pretty much the only thing I had for underwear in my dresser. I turned around to where I'd set the shorts and shirt on the bed and looked up when I saw movement.
"Don't let me stop you," Trish said as she leaned against the frame of the now open bathroom door, her arms crossed over her chest, her legs bare below the very short nylon shorts. She stepped away from the doorway into the bedroom. "After putting these on and realizing just how much they show, I didn't figure you'd mind giving me equal billing."
"Equal billing? " I asked as I quickly picked up the shorts off the bed and held them in front of my crotch, which gave every indication of starting to suddenly harden and bulge out the front of the snug-fitting underwear.
"Uh huh," she said, looking down at the shorts and gently swiping her hands back and forth across the legs of the shorts, which clearly exposed the crotch of the small white panties she wore under them. "Good thing I was wearing underwear today, or you'd be seeing a whole lot more of me."
"Wearing underwear today?" I said quickly, before I even realized what I was asking.
"Sure. I don't always wear underwear. Sometimes I go without, just to feel sexy. Something I picked up from Nancy years ago. She used to go without all day when she was planning on teasing you later in the day. She said going without made her horny and less inhibited. That way she could flash you without being too nervous. How else do you think she got up the nerve to expose herself to you in the movies or in the car?"
I looked at her in surprise. "I just always thought she took them off when she got home from work."



"Nuh uh, she went commando all day. She said it really got her turned on. Looks like thinking about that got you all turned on too!"
I looked down and realized that I'd not kept the shorts in front of my hardening dick, and now my significant hardon was outlined for her in the thin red spandex. "Oh damn," I said, pulling the shorts back in front of me. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be," she said as she stepped closer to me. She reached out to take the shorts from me and had to tug several times before I allowed her to pull them from in front of me. "If we're going to share a tent, we might as well see each other in our underwear. I mean, there isn't all that much privacy in a tent, is there?"
"I guess not," I answered quietly as she held out the shorts for me to step into.
"I understand. It's been a long time since you've had any physical intimacy with anyone. I'm not offended. In fact, I'm flattered, both that you'd pick what you did for me to wear and for the reaction on how I look in it," she said as she squatted down to pull the shorts up my legs. "Can I tell you a secret?"
"I suppose," I answered as she pulled the shorts up and let me take the waistband from her, buttoning and zipping them myself.
She reached down for the shirt and unfolded it, shaking it out to make it so I could put it on. "More than once over the years, I'd thought about what it would be like to be in bed with you...naked. If you know what I mean."
"You did?" I asked, surprised. "Did Nancy know?"
"Oh of course she did. We're sisters. We talk about all kinds of things, including how sexy someone's husband looks. I think that's why she thought she could count on me to do this. She knew that she wouldn't have to do much convincing to get me to spend the night with you a few times."
"I didn't know," I said as she held the shirt out for me.
"You weren't supposed to," she said quietly as she helped pull the shirt down over my body. "It was just between us girls, and we both knew that she wasn't about to let me get naked with you. It'd be just too much temptation. Of course, as long as I had on a bikini..."
"Yeah, I get it. Not naked but still giving me enough to look at to be interesting."
"You got it. She told me I could wear as skimpy a bikini as I wanted, as long as it was something I'd wear in public."
"Seems to me you got pretty small."
"I did, but it was worth it." She nodded. "So what's next, now that we're changed?"
I led her out of the house and used the truck to pull the boat out of the carport. With almost constant questions about what to do and how to do it, we got a hose hooked to the boat and managed to get the engine started after several attempts, which wasn't all that unusual for the first time of the season. While the engine idled a while, I fussed around inside the boat, cleaning up things from over the winter and making sure all the electronics worked. After about ten minutes I shut the engine down and asked Trish to pull the hose off the engine.
"AHHHHH! HELP!" I heard her cry moments later. I twisted to look at the back of the boat, water spraying up into the air and seemingly almost every other direction. I lept over the side of the boat to the ground nearly five feet down, and dashed around to the back of the boat, where Trish was sitting on the ground, her hands trying to stop the spray of water coming from the hose, bouncing off the back of the boat, the engine and the ground, covering her in a small deluge of water. I ran for the front of the house and turned the faucet off before jogging back. "Oh my god," she said as she sat there, soaked to the skin, holding the hose with the engine muffs on it.
I stood there and couldn't help but start laughing, not only at how she looked, completely soaked, but also the look on her face as she tried to figure out what went wrong.
"I turned the valve off and when I took it off the water just went everywhere!" she exclaimed, looking up at me.
"I told you that valve is broken. You have to turn it off at the house," I said as I tried to stop my laughter. I stepped toward her and held a hand out for her. "Come on. Let's get you a towel."
She took my hand and let me pull her up from the ground. I couldn't help but notice that the light gray shirt was practically translucent, her areola and nipples clearly showing through the thin material. The shorts weren't much better, the thin pink material sticking to her like it was glued to her, the white bikini panties she had on under, showing through every bit as much as her tits. "Come on," I said, leading her to the garage and inside the back door. "Why don't you take all that wet stuff off." I walked away from her. "I'll get you a towel!" I called back.
I walked back into the laundry room a short minute later, holding out a towel for her, found her completely naked except for her high heels, which were all she had to wear. She had one arm across her tits, covering her nipples, and the other in front of the juncture of her legs. I paused and stared at her, my body reacting to how she looked.
"What's wrong? Never seen a naked woman before? I wasn't about to wait for you to bring a towel, that water was damn cold!" she said as she moved her hand from her crotch to reach for the towel. She dropped the one from across her tits to help spread the towel out and then quickly wrapped it around herself.
I was surprised at how much she looked like Nancy, even just with the short look I had. Her tits were a little smaller, but not much, and her nipples and areola looked almost identical to Nancy's, each large, round areola covering almost a third of the front of her big, soft tits. Her mound had a small tuft of curls on it, shaped into an arrow of sorts, pointing down to her full, round pussy lips. I couldn't help but notice that her lips were shaved and there was a distinct lack of tan lines anywhere on her body.
"I have," I finally said as she worked to fix the towel around herself.
She looked at me and down at my crotch before grinning. "Okay. So do I need to ask for more clothes? Or would you rather me work in a towel the rest of the day. Not that I wouldn't, but honestly, I don't trust you not to pull it off of me, just to look at my naked body."
"Oh. Um. I'm sorry. Yeah, we can find you something to wear." I stumbled as I stood without moving for several more seconds. Finally I turned and walked toward the bedroom again.
"Too bad," I heard her say from behind me, "I was just starting to think that you might actually want me to wear this, just so you can pull it off of me, that is."
"Oh. Um. Yeah. No. I'll find something for you to wear," I said as I continued to walk, my mind swirling with the thought of actually pulling her towel off. She followed me into the bedroom and I walked to the dresser again. I dug into the bottom, pulling out another t-shirt and a pair of lightweight gray shorts. I was still contemplating if I should give her that pair of shorts, since it was definitely a pair that Nancy had worn, many times. In fact, it was a pair that she wouldn't wear in public, but would definitely wear to tease me because they were so short.
"Those will work fine," Trish said as she took the shorts from my hand. She dropped the towel, no longer even trying to hide her naked body from me as she bent to step into the shorts. She pulled them up her body, covering her pussy, well, mostly doing so. The legs of the shorts were very, very short and equally baggy, allowing me to see her bare pussy almost at will. She took the shirt from me and pulled it on, her hard nipples poking the material out at me. "There, dressed. Now, what's next?"
"Well, we have to put the boat away," I said, trying to not stare at her crotch as she stood there.
"Then, let's go do that," she said with a smile, turning and walking out of the bedroom and down the hall in her high heels.
We did put the boat away and then dug all the gear out of the shed for camping, loading it into the back of the truck. By the time we were done I was almost getting used to seeing her pussy on display in the short shorts. She offered to cook us some dinner as I parked the now loaded truck into the garage. I sat in the family room while she was in the kitchen cooking, my dick finally going down without her pussy in my face the whole time. We had a nice dinner, not unlike the ones we had frequently been sharing for the last six months, after which she gave me a kiss on the cheek before collecting her dress and heading home.
First date:
Being our first official date, I picked up Trish just before five, dinner coming from a McDonalds drive through. We had a two hour drive to the lake to complete before dark so we could get the tent pitched in the light. Whether we stayed one night or two would depend on how we felt the next afternoon. To say I had a little trepidation about this trip would be like calling the titanic a canoe. I knew that Nancy wanted me to do this. I knew also that Trish cared about me, I mean really did care about ME and not just getting these dates over with. I also knew that I hadn't been with a woman in nearly a year and this still felt kind of like cheating on Nancy. Trish did her best to engage me in conversation on the way, but I really didn't feel like talking. We got to the campground, pitched the tent, set up camp, started a fire and settled into our camp chairs to watch the dancing flames in front of us. The whole time I was more silent than talkative. My mind was busy. I barely noticed her get up from the camp chair next to me and walk to the tent.
I couldn't help but notice her when she came back, no longer in her shorts and shirt, but instead wearing a towel wrapped around her body. She came to me and picked up the chair she had been sitting in, carried it around the fire so she was across from me, her back to the road, and sat down.
"I think I need to do something to get your attention," she said as she sat across from me. Without another word, she undid the towel and spread it apart, hanging it over the sides of the chair so she was stark naked in front of me. She spread her legs and slouched down in the seat, pushing her knees as far apart as they would go. Watching me watch her, she reached between her legs and began to gently, slowly stroke her flowery inner lips, the moisture reflecting the dancing flames so that her entire pussy flickered and glowed with the orange flames. I watched her body respond to her own fingers, her nipples hardening and her areola puffing out slightly. "Why don't you show me your dick?" she said just loud enough for me to hear. "I know it's kind of early to be thinking about sex, but if you won't talk, maybe you'll at least share with me?"
"I...Um...I guess," I answered, unzipping my shorts and pulling the front of my briefs down enough to hook them under my balls. I looked up and down the road and then uncovered my hardon, allowing it to poke up from my lap.
"There you go," she said softly. Nancy was right. You do have a nice long one."
"Um, thanks I guess," I answered awkwardly as I watched her tease her own pussy.
"How about me? Do you like how I look?"
"Oh. Uh. Yeah. I do," I stammered.
"Tell me. Tell me how I look to you," she coaxed. "Pretend I'm Nancy and tell me how I look."
"You look fantastic," I whispered. Your breasts are shining with perspiration and your nipples are so hard that I want to suck on em. And your pussy. Damn. It looks so hot and wet. I bet I could plunge right into you."
"Thataboy. I love to hear a man think I look sexy. Why don't you pull those shorts down a little farther?"
"I guess I could," I answered, looking up and down the road again before lifting myself enough to slide my shorts and briefs down to my knees.
"Ohhhh yeah. Much better. I like how it looks. I like how it's bobbing slightly. Your heart must be pounding like crazy."
"It is," I whispered.
"Go ahead. You can stroke yourself. Just let it happen. Let it feel good," she whispered over the soft crackle of the fire. I reached to my dick and slowly stroked it, sliding my hand along its length, my palm drawing the pre-cum oozing from the tip down my shaft. "That looks so hot. Why don't you get rid of those shorts? I won't mind a bit."
I pushed my shorts down further, working my shoes out of them so I was nearly naked in my chair.
"Mmmmmmmm that's it. Now the shirt. Take the shirt off. Let me see your bare chest."
I paused a moment, looked up and down the deserted road again and then pulled my shirt up and off, dropping it on the ground, leaving me as naked as she was except for my shoes.
"Mmmmmmmm yes. That looks so sexy. Now, stroke yourself with me. Play with yourself and make yourself come for me. I want to see it," she whispered. I reached for my dick and began sliding my hand along it again, teasing myself while I watched her slide a finger in and out of her own pussy in time with my strokes on my shaft. "Ohhhhh yes. I'm getting so close to climax. Are you? Are you going to come for me?"
"I can," I whispered.
"Do it. Let me see it squirting all over. Let me come watching you come," she whispered huskily.
"Uh huh," I groaned softly, my hand stroking myself while I watched her playing with herself in her chair, her finger plunging in and out of her while her other hand teased and pulled her nipples. "Oh damn," I groaned as I watched her finger move faster, pumping in and out of herself faster and faster.
"Oh god Michael. Come for me. Come for me please," she moaned, the squishing sound of her finger plunging into her growing more pronounced with each passing moment.
"UHHHHH!" I grunted as my body suddenly spasmed, a huge gush of cum lancing up into the air to land next to the fire. Again and again my body jerked and more cum spewed out, leaving the space between my chair and the fire littered with strings of sticky, white cum quickly turning clear in the dirt.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked while I was climaxing, her own body shuddering and trembling with her orgasm.
We sat across from each other, panting for breath, looking at each other. "That wasn't so hard, was it?" she asked me softly across the fire.
"No, not really," I answered honestly before seeing a shadow slip from behind a tree by the road and quickly disappear deeper into the darkness. "Damn," I whispered.
"Damn what?"
"I think we had a watcher."
"So? Did you do anything to be embarrassed about? I think it looked damn sexy, you stroking yourself and coming like that."
"Maybe. As long as we don't get thrown out."
"I doubt we will," she said as she stood up, leaving the towel in her chair. She walked around the fire to me and bent to take my hand. She gently coaxed me up and led me to the tent. She unzipped it and guided me in and onto the air mattress. After zipping the door closed again she lay down with me, snuggling against me, one leg over mine and her head on my shoulder. "No expectations. Just sleep. It'll all look different in the morning."
Things did look different in the morning. Sometime in the night she'd gotten up and took off my boots and socks and covered us with a light blanket. She lay next to me, her head on my shoulder, one leg draped across both of mine, her soft tits pressing against my side. Nancy was right, it did feel good to wake up next to a woman, even if she was my sister-in-law. I lay there pondering all this, replaying in my mind all the things that my wife said to me in the video. I missed her so much. What was I doing? Sleeping with her sister? Why would she think that this was a good idea?
"I miss her too," Trish whispered.
"How long you been awake?" I asked.
"Long enough. It's not hard to know what you're thinking. Surprisingly, it's the same thing I am. Sometimes my sister could have a pretty weird sense of humor," she said with a soft laugh.
"The thing is, she wasn't joking. She knew exactly what I'd do. She's right. I don't feel like there will ever be love in my life again. When I met her, when I saw her the first time, I knew. I knew it was her, she was the one. I just can't believe that a connection like that can happen twice in a lifetime."
"It doesn't have to. Not all couples find that spark all of the sudden like that. Some couples don't know until it grows over weeks or months. Nancy wanted you to understand that you could love again. She thinks that these five dates will help you to understand that. I know you can too. I'm going to do my best to help you know that too. It's not about that silly money either. I'd have done this for her just for the asking because I loved her."
"How do you know I can love again?"
She tilted her face up to kiss my cheek. Her lips lingered there for long seconds, the heat of her lips flowing into my cheek. She slowly broke the kiss, pulling her lips away slowly. "Only you would ask a completely naked woman lying with you, why she thinks you can love again. Simply put, if you didn't have a huge heart, if you didn't already care enough about me to even be lying here with me, then I'd say that you might not have the capacity. But I know you. I feel you, here with me. You have the ability to share so much love. I've seen how you loved her and how much love you have to share. Yes, it's going to be hard. There's a hole in you that you feel like will never be filled. But trust me on this. You will find love again."
"I'm not so sure. I just feel so empty right now."
"I know. It'll take time. You're not going to get over this in one night or one date or anything like that. It's going to take time."
"Okay, so what do we do while I wait."
"Wait?"
"For time to pass."
"Honey, you're not supposed to wait for time to pass. You're supposed to engage. So, why don't we get up, make some breakfast together and then go put that boat in the water. I'm dying to show you my new bikini."
"New bikini?"
"What's my job here today?"
"I dunno. Make me think about loving?"
She laughed softly. "Of course not. If I try and do that what do you think you'll think about? No, honey, your wife knew you better than you think. That's why she put such an emphasis on having sex. She knew that to you, sex was more than the physical act. It was about emotional contact. If you can find yourself having sex with someone, and enjoying it, then you'll have taken the first step. That's why my job is to tease and entice you. It may be with me, it may not. I kind of hope it will be, but then, you're the driver of that train. All I can do is to tease you and seduce you. I'm going to try to coax you into any sexual encounter that I can. Last night, that was kind of like first base. We looked and touched ourselves. I'm hoping the bikini I bought will get us at least to second or maybe third base. After that? Who knows." She said with a grin. "Now. I've gotta go pee."
I shook my head in bewilderment and then nodded to her. We climbed from bed and dressed in shorts and t-shirts for the walk to the bath house and the bathrooms. I was surprised at the number of campers that had shown up since we came in the evening before, including a small dome tent staked out in the site next to ours that I hadn't remembered seeing. If I'd have realized that there was another tent so close, I might not have done what I did the night before in front of the fire.
We cooked breakfast together, Trish frequently bumping into me or rubbing against me very intentionally, "Just to try to get a rise out of you", as she put it. I had no doubt about just exactly where she wanted to see that rise, based on the rather frequent rubs in that area.
After breakfast we put the boat in the water, Trish driving the truck and trailer back around to the campsite while I ran the boat around and anchored it in the little cove just down the hill from our campsite. I walked back up and parked the truck and trailer, Trish not being particularly good at backing a trailer. By the time I got it parked Trish had disappeared into the tent to put on her swim suit.



I had to do a double or maybe triple take when she stepped out. "Damn!" was all I could say when she did a slow spin for me. It was indeed a bikini I hadn't seen before. It was appropriately fire-engine red, which matched how hot she looked in it. The top was itty-bitty teeny-weeny. The two triangles of red cloth and miniscule strings holding them in place not up to the job of corralling her tits or even covering her entire areola. She had on a see-through red scarf-looking thing around her waist, which was doing a horrible job of hiding the just-as-tiny thong bottom, the top of the red triangle half way down her pubic mound and her ass completely bare except for the tiny strings trying to hold the bottom in place.
"I guess that means you like it?" she asked, turning again, this time bending over a bit as she pushed her bare ass out at me through the sheer material trying to hide it.
"Oh yeah," I said with a deep breath. "You look incredible."
"Hot enough to fuck?" she asked with a giggle.
"Oh yeah," I acknowledged quickly.
"So, you wanna just stay here and fuck instead?" She stepped up to me and pressing her tits against my chest. "Or should we get you into a swim suit and go play on the lake," she asked huskily, reaching down the hem of my shirt and pulling it up. She pulled my shirt up and off, tossed it toward the picnic table. "You know, I hope that the waves aren't too big out there." She slid her hands up and down my now bare arms while she pressed her chest to mine.
"Why is that?"
"I'm not sure this top can keep my big, sexy tits covered. They just might pop out and bounce all over in plain view." She slid her hands from my arms, down over my hands and then to my hips. She pressed her fingers into the waistband of my shorts and pushed then down a few inches, pausing to slide her hands around to my butt. "That'd be horrible, wouldn't it? For my big, soft tits to be bouncing all over for you?" she continued in a soft seductive voice, pushing the waistband of my shorts down over my butt.
"Why would that be horrible?" I asked as she slid her hands back to my hips, easing my shorts slowly down further, almost as if she was waiting for me to reach out and stop her.
"Because it'd make you so big and hard. Kinda like you are now." She whispered as she pushed the front of my shorts down far enough to complete expose my hardon. She slipped both hands between us and wrapped them around my cock, her tits still pressed to my chest. "Mmmmmm you are big and hard," she whispered. "It's a lot nicer holding it rather than just looking at it. You don't mind if I hold it, do you?"
"Uh... I don't think so," I answered, my hands automatically moving to her hips. The sheer material wrapped around her hips came down easily, my hands sliding around to her now bared ass.
"Ohhhh yeah, that's it sweetie. Play with my butt. Feel free to touch anything you want," she whispered.
"I think I'd better put my swim suit on if we're going out on the boat," I finally said after a full minute or more of caressing her bare ass, only her standing between me and the road keeping me from being exposed to the people walking along the road only a few dozen yards away.
"If you must," she said stepping back and releasing my cock. She walked backwards to the tent and then turned and bent over to unzip the door. She wiggled her ass side to side, the tiny red string of her swimsuit pulling between her pussy lips, leaving much of her delicate inner lips protruding around it. She held that position, lingering to tease me before she finished unzipping the door. She stood aside for me to enter the tent. I belatedly pulled my shorts up, realizing I was hanging out to the pair of women walking along the road, before going to the tent, wondering just how much they had seen.
"Going to close it?" I asked, as I stood, bent over in the tent, looking out at her.
"Nope, gonna stand here and watch," she said with an impish grin.
"Fine," I said, digging through my duffel bag, "if that's how you want it." I pulled out my swim suit and then pushed my shorts down. I bent over to work them over my shoes and then stood back up, l eaving my hard dick sticking out. I couldn't see out the door at her, my head was too high, but if she wanted to tease, I could play along. I stood in the doorway, stroking my hardon for her to watch for nearly a minute before pulling my swim suit on. Only then did I bend over and step out, freezing in my tracks.
"Nice show!" Trish giggled, unable to stop herself smiling as my eyes shifted from her to the young black woman standing in front of her own dome tent in the neighboring camp site, staring at me. "I'm sure she enjoyed it," she added as I blushed brightly.
I opened my mouth to call an apology but thought better of it. "Let's go," I said, walking away from the tent and down the hill, leaving Trish to zip the tent and follow along behind me. We got to the boat and I picked her up to set her over the railing into the open bow of my runabout, her arms circling around my neck and pulling my face against her almost bare tits. My cheek accidently slipped the tiny triangle over her right breast, aside so that her bare nipple was pressed to my lips.
"Mmmmmm," she said as I set her over the railing onto the padded seat that wrapped around the open bow. "I wouldn't mind if you wanted to suck on it a little," she said with a grin.
"I don't think that was the idea." I answered as I set her butt on the padded seat and then let go of her. I waded the couple feet to the shore to pull the anchor in. I wound up the anchor line and then levered myself up and over the railing, kneeling on the seats over the top of where Trish still lay, her exposed nipple still poking up at me enticingly.
She slid one hand up my arm and then let it slide around the back o fmy neck to pull me down toward her with one arm, while reaching to my crotch to rub my dick through my swim suit. "Someone's still awfully hard," she whispered. "Just between the two of us, that little show was a real turn on for me. I hope it was for you too."
"A bit," I answered, not trying to pull away from her as she wormed her hand into my suit.
"Am I having some success here?"
"Trish. Getting me turned on, maybe even getting me to have sex with you, that doesn't mean that I'm...."
"Shhhhhhh," she said, moving her hand from my swim suit to my lips. She pressed a finger to my lips and waited for me to stop talking. "I know it doesn't. Baby steps first. Let's just work on you not being afraid to touch me. Then we'll work on the next step."
"I'm not afraid to touch you," I said quietly. She stared up at me, looking me right in the eye. "Okay, I'm not afraid for a few seconds."
"Yeah, and then you realize what you're doing and pull back. We'll work on that." She slid her hand out of my suit and then released me
I looked down at her a few moments and then pushed myself up and walked to the back of the boat to pull in the back anchor and pull us out into deep enough water to lower and start the engine. By the time I had the anchor stowed and was sitting in the driver's seat cranking the engine up, Trish was sitting on the padded seat in front of me, her legs spread and her feet resting on the seat on either side of the single center foot well between her legs. I eased the boat around and aimed it for the main lake channel, the bow almost immediately bouncing and bounding on the wakes that were rolling in through the narrow gap in the rocks that led to the cove we were in. Each bounce of the bow made her tits bounce in her tiny top and I had little doubt that within a few moments her tits would be bouncing free of it.
I cleared the rocks and opened the throttle up, letting the boat run up and settle into a comfortable cruising speed, the deep V of the hull cutting into waves and wakes, causing her boobs to bounce in her tiny top. It didn't take more than a dozen wakes before her tits were clear of both tiny triangles, her nipples rock-hard and looking so inviting. She knew she was exposed, and didn't seem to be at all concerned when a bass boat came alongside, the two guys clearly ogling her big, bouncing tits. As if it wasn't hard enough to concentrate on my driving, she reached down and pulled the tiny thong bottom aside, exposing her pussy to me while she sat right in my line of sight.
We motored up one of the two long fingers of the lake, working further and further away from the camp ground and the dam.
"Michael!" she called over the wind. "You know that spot we swam the last time we were here? The three of us and Randal?"
"You mean dumbass? Yeah, I remember." She'd brought the guy along from her work on one of the last trips I'd made to the lake with my wife before she'd gotten sick.
"Can we go there?"
"We passed it a ways back. You want to go there?"
"Yeah!" she called back.
I nodded, checked behind me and carved a long curving turn to head back down the way we'd come. We quickly reached the wide spot in the lake and turned to hook around a long, slender point. I eased the throttle back and let the boat sink into the gentle swells of the protected bay before hooking around into an even smaller secluded bay. I knew this bay well. Nancy and I were swimming in it the first time she allowed me to take her swim suit off and have sex with her in the lake, both of us floating in the bathwater-warm water with foam-noodle-type floats. At first she'd resisted, but with persistence, I finally convinced her that no-one could see us and managed to get her suit off. We had some unusually-positioned sex, which she had admitted that she kind of enjoyed. For me that said a lot, since she had always been pretty reserved in where we had sex, and in public wasn't even close to being on the list.
She'd allowed me on several occasions to repeat the encounter, even finally agreeing wear a bikini at the lake to make it a little easier for both of us. The last time I was there with her, I would have liked to have a repeat, but she wouldn't, not with Trish's date along, who seemed to think pulling his suit down and jacking off in front of the two ladies was an intelligent move. Guess too much beer will do that to you.
Trish moved out of the bow to allow me access to set the anchor. Finished tying the rope off, and turned around, finding Trish completely naked in the middle of the boat behind me. "I thought that since it was almost all the way off already, I might as well finish the job," she said with a grin. She stepped toward me and began to untie the string holding the waistband of my suit around my waist.
I stood still, looking at her naked body, watching her fingers untie the string, realizing that she was willingly doing something that I'd tried to unsuccessfully coax Nancy to do for years. If anything, this right here drew a sharp contrast between Nancy and her sister. Nancy had always said that her sister had a distinct naughty streak in her, and was much less inhibited than she was, but until now, I hadn't realized just how different she really was. I guess I should have last night, but today, here, standing in full view of anyone that might happen to motor by, it really sank in.
"There!" she said as she pulled my swim suit down, squatting down in front of me as she pulled it all the way to my ankles. "Mmmmmmm. Look at that cock," she cooed softly, reaching one hand to it, wrapping her fingers around me and looking up to see if I reacted. With a grin at my lack of negative reaction, she began to stroke it slowly. "Did I ever tell you how much I love to suck cock?"
"Um, no," I answered.
"Well I do," she said softly, leaning her face toward me, watching my face and eyes as she closed her lips around my mushroom head.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she teased her tongue under my head, tickling that sensitive spot. I watched her start to stroke her face on and off my shaft, her hand following her lips. I could almost see her trying to grin around my cock as she watched my face, my eyes closing for a few moments at the sexy sensations she was imparting into my shaft. Nancy had reluctantly sucked my cock a few times, but it wasn't her favorite, so I'd never really pushed her to do it. Clearly Trish didn't have the same hesitation, as she started stroking her mouth on and off my shaft with abandon, her lips, hand and talented tongue quickly pushing my body toward a growing climax. I'd watched her naked this morning, and then nearly naked riding in the boat, both of which turned me on more than a little bit, contributing to the speed at which her ministrations were having an effect. "Oh god. You're going to make me come," I groaned as I looked down at her.
"That's the idea," she said with a grin as she pulled off my cock for a moment, her hand still stroking me. "You want to come in my mouth?"
"You want me to?" I asked with a groan as she continued to tease my head with her hand.
"I'd like it if you did," she whispered, looking up for my response. All I could do was nod as she slipped my head back into her mouth, her eyes still looking up at me. On and off of my shaft her lips slid, her tongue teasing under my head each time she pushed her mouth down my dick.
"Oh god," I groaned as I rested one hand on her head, my other on my own hip, trying to keep from thrusting toward her. "Gonna come." I gasped moments later. My body bucked hard even though I tried to prevent it, practically jamming my cock into her throat. If she hadn't had her hand wrapped around my shaft, I have no doubt that I would have done exactly that. I felt my cum surge into her mouth moments before she jerked her head back, gagging as my cock erupted with another spurt of cum. I stood there panting as she gasped for breath, my cum apparently having shot all the way down her throat. Over and over my body jerked, pumping more shot of cum on her face before she was able to close her lips around me again. My body slowly stopped jerking, my not twitching cock still in her mouth as she sucked and licked the last of my jizz from me. "I'm... sorry," I panted as she sat back on her heels, trying to catch her breath while she held my cock in one hand.
"No, that's okay. I should have been ready," she said, letting go of me. She reached down and helped me get my swim suit off my feet over my water shoes and then stood up. "So? Swimming?"
"Why not?" I dug a couple foam noodles from the storage compartment and then led the way to the swim platform on the stern. I put down the ladder and lowered myself into the warm water, curling the noodle around under my arms to hold me up. I floated behind the ladder while Trish climbed down, giving me a fantastic view of her pussy. I couldn't help but reach out and stroke her ass, letting my fingers slide across and between her wet pussy lips before they disappeared under the water. I helped her get the noodle situated for her to float. As soon as she was floating free of the boat she wrapped her legs around mine, pulling us together. She reached out with her hands and drew me toward her until her floating tits started to rub against my chest.
"Much better," she cooed softly. "I'd say that was progress."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I wouldn't have thought last night that you'd have let me do that."
"Well. If there's one thing I realized a few minutes ago. You're most definitely not Nancy. There's no way she'd have gotten naked up there with me, let alone been the instigator, and there's sure as hell no way she'd have ever sat there naked, as public as this is, and given me a blow job."
"No, I'm not. So that begs the question, is that good or bad?"
"I honestly don't know," I said quietly, suddenly thinking about floating like this with Nancy instead of Trish. We floated for some time, me keeping us from floating away too far while she spent her time wrapped around me, using her pussy to tease my again-hardening dick and rubbing her tits against my chest. "You want to get off?" I finally asked quietly.
"Actually, I would," she whispered.
"You've kept rubbing yourself against my dick. You want to just keep doing that until you come?"
She grinned at me. "I kind of hoped you wouldn't mind letting me do that. But if you want, I can put you inside me just as easily."
I shook my head back and forth a miniscule amount. "I don't think I'm quite ready for that yet."
"That's okay. I'm sure you'll let me know when you're ready," she whispered as she shifted herself slightly and began to grind herself up and down along my rock-hard shaft. "This okay?" she asked as she worked her pussy along me. I could feel her pussy sliding all the way up my shaft, my engorged mushroom head disappearing between her hot lips with each stroke. "Mmmmmmm yesssss!" she hissed as she rubbed me between her lips. "Feels sooooo good."
"Yeah, it does," I agreed, realizing that her actions were teasing me up that slope as well. I watched her tits bouncing in the water in front of me as she let go of my arms and lay back, using the noodle to keep herself afloat. With the change in angle she was stroking herself nearly the full length of my dick, her hot pussy enveloping my cock with each stroke. "Ohhhhh fuuuuck," I groaned as she seemed to concentrate more on the head of my dick.
"You like?" she moaned softly, little waves spreading out from us as she bounced her hips up and down under the water to grind herself onto me.
"Oh yeah," I groaned in return. "You keep doing that and you're going to make me come again."
"And that's a bad thing? It's not like you've had a lot of sex lately."
"No. It isn't." I answered, looking at her tits floating up like two little islands, just like Nancy's did that first time. I reached for her tits, intending to play with her nipples when the shift in my position made me sink down into the water a little further. I felt her pussy slide up my cock again and then as she pushed down, I felt my head press into her pussy, her lips closing all the way around my hard head. The heat of her vagina flowed into me as she pulled herself toward me with her legs, forcing me deeper and deeper into her until I felt her cervix with my engorged head.
She held herself there, staring at me, waiting. I stared back, unsure of what to do, if this is what I wanted, or if my mind was just so blinded by the sensations that I'd fuck her regardless. I closed my eyes and nodded. I felt her move slowly, sliding on and off my dick a few inches, my hard shaft pushing deep into her while I floated, letting her do the work. In my mind's eye it was Nancy around my cock as I stood in the chest-deep water, my hands pulling and pushing her hips as she floated on her back. I could feel the tightness of her pussy and the warmth of her flowing into me as she grew closer and closer to climax. I heard her grunt out that she was coming, but she kept moving on my cock, sliding on and off of me as I too grew closer. I watched her face screw up in an expression of pleasure as her vagina spasmed around me, pushing me even closer to climax.
"Oh shit," I grunted as my body jerked, nearly making me lose my float. I felt my cock surge a gush of cum into her pussy. I opened my eyes to see Trish laying back, her eyes closed while her body trembled, her legs holding us together while my body jerked again, pumping another surge of cum into her depths. We floated, coupled together, for long minutes while we both slowly returned from our climaxes.
She looked at me, trying to sense what I was thinking. She must have known. She shifted herself more upright, pulling my arms toward her until she could pull my head to rest on her shoulder, our bodies pressed together. I couldn't help but cry and she couldn't help but hold me while I did.
We made our way back into the boat and lay down in the bow, both of us spreading sunblock on our already pink shoulders and other places, neither of us saying more than was required. We didn't move even when another boat pulled in and anchored a couple hundred feet from us, with the same intent, at least as far as the swimming goes. I was sure they realized we were naked, but since they didn't have any kids with them, they chose to ignore it. In a few minutes the couple had a huge blue foam mat floating behind their boat and they climbed onto it, the woman, maybe a few years younger than I was, wearing a bright yellow bikini. The bright color of her suit made it easy to realize that she had taken her top off almost as soon as she was on the mat, and the guy was making sure to pay plenty of attention to her tits.



We didn't have to watch to know that he was busy playing with her body, his mouth working on her nipples and his fingers in her pussy. She practically gave us a running commentary on the wonderful things he was doing to her. "Oh yes. That's it. Fuck me now," she moaned, drawing our attention back to them. We could see them lying on their sides facing us, with him behind her. He was working his cock in and out of her pussy with abandon, making her big, soft tits wiggle and bounce like crazy.
"I bet she comes before he does," Trish whispered.
"You think?"
"If he's fucking her as well as she's saying he is, yeah," she said with a giggle. "God, that's making me so fucking horny again though."
"It is?"
"Oh yeah. I wouldn't mind feeling something in my pussy right now," she said with a grin.
"Trish..."
"Shhhh. I didn't say we had to have sex," she whispered. "But I wouldn't mind if you rubbed on me a little. Maybe sucked my nipples like he'd been doing?"
"You wouldn't, huh?"
"Uh uh," she whispered. "But only if you want to. I don't want to push you to do something you don't want to."
I shook my head and shifted myself down low enough on the seat that I could lean over her. I closed my lips around one of her hard nipples and gently teased it with my tongue while I let my fingers stroke down her stomach and between her legs. She spread her legs wide for me and I stroked my fingers down between her wet lips, letting one finger slip easily into her wet depths.
"Ohhhh yeah," she moaned softly, "that feels so nice."
I concentrated on stroking my finger into her, curling it up against the top of her tunnel while using my palm to press against her pussy and clit. She arched her back and started to lift and lower her hips, helping stroke my finger inside her. In and out I slipped my finger while licking and sucking her nipple. I felt her hand find my hard dick, stroking me and teasing me while I worked my finger in and out of her.
"OH fuck yes!" the woman cried loudly, clearly climaxing as she gasped and grunted in the midst of her orgasm, but the rhythmic slapping continued, the husband fucking her even harder as she started to climax.
"Oh god. I want you in me," Trish moaned. "I wish you'd fuck me like that. Just pound your cock deep into me. You felt so good in there in the lake." One thing I could say was that THIS wasn't a Nancy thing. There was no way at all that Nancy would ever have done what we were doing. I pulled my hand from her pussy and rolled over on top of her, settling between her legs. I had to kneel in the foot well between the seats, but it wasn't overly uncomfortable. I grabbed my cock while she watched and slowly fed it into her, feeling her wet depths expand to accept me. "Oh my god, yes," she moaned softly as I sank deeper into her. I reached for both her tits and held them like handles, pumping my hips toward her. In and out I thrust, jamming my cock hard into her like she wanted, smashing my body against hers, driving my head against her cervix with each stroke. "Oh fuck yes! Fuck me honey! Fuck me hard!" she cried nearly as loud as the woman on the mat. I pounded into her, the boat rocking in time with my strokes as I drove into her over and over.
"Uhhh. Damn," I groaned, realizing that I was driving myself to an early climax as well. I barely had time to think about it before Trish started to climax, her pussy clenching and trembling around my fat shaft as I continued to stuff it in and out of her. The change in sensation was all that it took. I couldn't believe how quickly I was going to come. My body jerked, I felt cum surge into her. She reached out for me and pulled me down, pulling my face to rest on one of her soft tits, her body still trembling and shuddering as my body jerked and twitched, filling her with my seed.
"Thank you," she whispered breathlessly as I softened inside her. "You didn't have to do that, but thank you for doing it. It was just exactly what I wanted to feel." I knelt there, half on her and half off of her for long minutes before she eased her grip on me and let me up. "I think we better go in for lunch. I'm suddenly getting kind of hungry."
I nodded and pulled my softening cock from her pussy, looking down at her, her legs and pussy spread, my cum leaking from her. She lay there, waiting, letting me look, leaving me to my thoughts until I moved and held a hand out to help pull her up. She stood and wrapped her arms around me, standing on her tiptoes to match our heights. She gently kissed me, her warm, wet, lips pressed to mine for long seconds before she pulled slowly away. "Just wanted to say thank you," she breathed.
"You're welcome," I answered back, letting my arms, which had mysteriously wrapped around her, stroke up and down her back and bare ass. She smiled at me before stepping back out of my arms.
We dressed without another word and I pulled up the anchor. When we motored out of the cove, the couple we'd seen was lying on the mat, both of their suit bottoms pulled down to their thighs, the woman's chest completely bare. Trish settled into the passenger seat across from me, choosing to sit in the cockpit with me instead of the open bow this time. I looked at the sky and realized that clouds were building and we were probably in for a rainy afternoon. I hadn't bothered to even look at the weather when we'd planned this impromptu date.
When we got back to camp the clouds were certainly getting darker, so before lunch I set up the pop-up canopy over the picnic table centered in the gravel campsite, and our kitchen area I'd made next to the table. I zipped three of the four detachable sides onto the pop-up, leaving off the one to what I expected to be the least windy direction. The open side just happened to point toward the neighboring campsite with the little dome tent. As we sat at the picnic table, we could see there were two young women there, sitting in camp chairs, eating their lunch, occasionally looking up at the darkening sky.
By the time we'd finished making and eating our sandwiches the first big wet drops were plopping loudly on the top of the canopy. I watched the two young women scurry around, putting away their gear and getting things closed up for the coming storm and then retiring into the little dome tent. I hoped, for them, that it was going to be a short-lived storm. With two of them in that little tent there was little they could do but sleep or read a book, or maybe have sex, but I didn't see any indication that they were that kind of a couple. More like, good friends.
As the drops grew in intensity, so did the wind. I was soon forced to zip on the last side, enclosing us completely. I dug out and lit a lantern and hung it from the middle strut of the pop-up. "So what now?" Trish asked.
"Well, I always keep some cards in the cook box," I said with a shrug.
"Cards That could be fun. We could play strip poker!" she said with a giggle.
"It'd be a short game. Since I only have my swim suit on and you have that... tiny little thing on."
"True," she answered. We settled at the picnic table and played cards for a while. The hard, pounding storm tapered off to a steady rain that looked like it was going to spend the afternoon with us. I made a foray into the rain to go down and check the boat, taking the time to put up the running canvas to keep most of the rain out of it. Not that it really mattered that much, given how wet everything already was after the storm. On the way back I grabbed the camp chairs out of the back of the truck and then ducked back into the shelter. I was soaked from the cold rain, and Trish made me take my suit off and then dried me off with a towel. We settled into the bag chairs, me wearing only a towel wrapped around my waist.
The two of us sat next to each other and used the bench of the table as a foot rest, leaning back in our chairs to relax and listen to the steady but gentle rain with its steady pitter-patter on the nylon roof over us.
"Michael, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"What were you thinking about when we were having sex out there?"
"In the boat?"
"Where else?" she asked quietly.
"I don't know." I shrugged.
She looked over at me. "You know what I mean."
"Yeah."
"But you don't want to tell me?"
"Something like that."
"Okay, then yes or no. Her?"
"No," I lied.
"Good enough," she said, closing her eyes again.
I was almost asleep when I heard a young woman's voice on the outside of our enclosure. Trish got up first and walked to the corner zipper and unzipped it, pulling the wall back enough to look out.
"Hi," the young lady said. "I don't suppose we could impose on you a little. Our tent is leaking and we really don't have anywhere to stay dry but sitting in the car."
"Oh good lord. Come in here!" Trish said, holding the sidewall back enough to let the two young ladies from the neighboring site in out of the rain, zipping it closed behind them.
"We really appreciate this," one of them said as they peeled off the clear plastic ponchos that looked about as heavy as sandwich bags.
"Oh. It's so nice and warm in here!" the other one said before turning to Trish. "It's so nice of you and your husband to help us out. My name is Sarah and this is my friend Donna."
Sarah was clearly of some kind of Asian ancestry, somewhat shorter in stature, thin, with short, straight black hair and that stereotypical eye slant. I guessed she was maybe in her mid to early thirties. She had on shorts and a t-shirt, but both were soaked and clung to her body, accentuating her, maybe, C-cup breasts. Her friend was almost the opposite, tall, not nearly as thin, with light, chocolate brown skin and equally black hair that was nearly shoulder length with kinky little curls. She looked equally cold and wet in a pair of spandex biker shorts and a tank top.
"Well, have a seat," Trish offered with a smile. "This is Michael, and I'm his sister-in-law, Patricia, but everyone calls me Trish."
"Thanks," the two girls said almost in unison.
"You look wet. I'm afraid the only thing I can offer you for a towel to dry off is this little one," Trish said as she stepped to the kitchen and pulled the small hand towel from the top of the cook stove. "The only other one we have out here is the one around Micheal, but I don't think he's about to give that up, since it's the only thing he's wearing."
I saw Donna glance at me quickly, eyebrows raised, and then down to my lap. I looked down as well, the towel tenting up slightly. "I don't know. He might not mind," she said with a little smirk, reminding me of just exactly what she'd seen earlier.
"DONNA!" Sarah snapped. "Really? They're letting us in out of the rain and you wanna put the moves on him?"
"What?" Donna asked, looking back to her friend. "All I said was he might not mind giving up his towel. I know I wouldn't mind if he did."
"You really have to forgive Donna, sometimes she can be a bit forward!" Sarah said, elbowing her friend hard in the side.
I blushed, remembering that she'd been an unwitting audience for something that I thought I was doing to tease Trish. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done what I did," I mumbled.
"Last night or this morning?" Donna asked. "Because trust me, watching you shoot all over last night, it had my motor running allll night!"
"Last night?" I blurted out in shock. "You saw last night?"
"I did. And like I said, it looked pretty damn hot. Now that I know the two of you aren't like husband and wife..."
"DONNA!" Sarah cried. "What are you saying?"
"That he was sitting in front of the fire jacking off, watching... um... Trish playing with herself. They looked like they were having a good time and it was dark and... hell, I didn't have to work very hard to see. So why not watch?"
"Oh my god. I'm so embarrassed," Sarah said, lowering her face to her hands on the table top. "Next thing you're going to say is that you were playing with yourself too!" She lifted her head to look at her friend.
"Well....." Donna said with a shrug.
"Oh god," Sarah groaned.
"What? It was kinda hot. I've never seen a guy do that out in the open like that. I mean I'm sure they do, but I've never seen it. Hell, he must have shot his stuff at least three feet!"
"Oh lord," Sarah groaned again while Trish giggled.
"I'm not at all sure he would have done that if he'd have realized he was being watched, but he did. And yes, it did look pretty hot. I have to say, I came watching him as well." Trish said, trying not to giggle again.
Donna stood up and stepped around the side of the table so that we were in full view of each other. "If you don't mind. I think I'll take you up on the use of that towel." she said, reaching for the towel Trish had laid on the table. She bent over and pulled it toward her, leaving it lying on the end of the table while she reached for the bottom of her shirt. She pulled the tank top up and off, revealing her completely bare tits, each large, soft orb displaying the dark brown, almost black, areola that covered much of the front of each breast, and her large, protruding nipple that was equally so dark brown it was nearly black. She picked up the towel and began to dry her chest, lifting and holding each mammary while she dried around and under it.
Setting the towel down again, she pushed her spandex shorts down, sliding her tiny panty along with it. She bent over to work her shorts and underwear over her shoes, her big tits hanging down and swinging around while she held the end of the table with one hand. She frowned at the trouble she was having getting her shorts over her feet. She straightened up with both still around her ankles, and laid out the little towel on the edge of the table. She turned away from me, sat on the towel and then swiveled herself around to face us again, pulling her feet up to put them on the bench seat.
She sat with her knees apart, and her tits hanging down between her legs as she worked the spandex off over her shoes and then dropped the material on the ground with a wet plop. She straightened up and looked right at me, leaving her legs spread. "Wish I had another towel," she said, rubbing her hands up and down the insides of her thighs, her dark, nearly black, inner lips sticking away from her body after her fingers had stroked across them once or twice. "I don't think he's ever seen a black pussy before," she said with a grin. "Like the view?"
"Good god Donna! Do you ALWAYS have to be such an exhibitionist?"
"I'm not being an exhibitionist. I'm being a slut. Hell, you can't tell me that you wouldn't mind feeling that cock inside you."
"What cock?" Sarah asked, standing up part way and looking at my lap, drawing my own attention down to my lap. My dick had pushed its way up through where the towel had been overlapped and was now as completely exposed to her as she was to me. "oh my god!" Sarah breathed.
"Oh shit," I gasped, quickly pulling the towel over my protruding cock and trying to hide it. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..."
"Don't apologize to me. I think it looks just fine." Donna grinned as she slipped off of the picnic table and squatted on the gravel next to my chair. She slipped her hand up my leg and under the towel, my hand moving quickly to meet hers and stop her from her intended target.
"You don't want me to touch it?" she asked with a little pout appearing on her face, my hand pressing hers against my thigh through the towel.
"I don't think...." I started to say as she reached with her other hand, tugging on the towel to pull it apart, forcing me to decide to continue holding her hand under the towel, or to use both hands to keep my dick covered. I chose to let go of her hand while I grabbed at the towel with both of mine. In the end it didn't matter. My dick was completely uncovered moments later and her hand, no longer restrained, was sliding up my thigh toward my exposed hardon while both my hands were trying to stop her from pulling the towel all the way off. If I hadn't been sitting on the towel I have no doubt she would have pulled it completely away.
I let go of the towel and moved my hands to meet her hand, trying to cover my dick and stop her from grabbing it at the same time. "I don't think we should be..." I started to protest again, quite a bit louder this time.
"Ohhhh. Come on. You can't tell me you don't want this."
"No. I don't think..." I protested again, this time interrupted by Trish.
"Michael! Stop!" I jerked my head to look at her sitting in the chair next to mine. "What are we here for? To have a good time. You have an admittedly good looking woman trying to play with your dick, and you're going to object?"
"I didn't say she was good looking." I protested, my eyes moving back to the naked woman in front of me.
"Yeah, your dick did. Let her do it. Just enjoy it. It's what Nancy would tell you if she were here now."
"But..."
"NO! Just let it happen! That's what this was about, right?"
I loosened my grip on her hands and closed my eyes as I took a deep breath. She had a point. I moved my hands away from my dick and felt Donna's two hands close around my rock hard dick.
"Mmmmmm that feels so nice and hard," she cooed softly, as her hands wrapped around my dick and slowly stroked up and down. "Just thought that since you were playing with your sister-in-law that your wife wouldn't mind. I don't want to step on any toes, but it is a pretty sexy cock," she said as she looked up at me. She looked at me, the smile disappearing from her face when she saw mine. "What? Did I say something wrong?"
"His wife passed away several months ago," Trish said quietly.
"I don't understand. But you two... last night... you were..."
"Yes, you're right. We were. His wife's last wish was that he go on five dates, that included sex, intended as a way for him to get away from mourning her and moving on. I was the first, at her request."
She moved her hand from my dick to my thigh and gently stroked it with her fingers. "That's a sweet idea. She must have loved you very much."
"She did." I nodded.
"It must be hard. Were you married a long time?"
"Almost thirty years," I said quietly.
"Wow. That is a long time. Did you get to say goodbye?"
"Yeah. I did. This... this is her idea to get me out there. She gave me five dates to learn to have fun again."
"With your sister-in-law? Doing things like last night together?"
"I'll be honest, I've had the hots for him for years. So my sister asked me to do this in her will, it wasn't hard to say yes," she said with a smile. "Not that I'm invested emotionally here. If you want to coax him to have sex with you, that's all fine with me too. He just has to have fun. Doesn't say it HAS to be with me."
"And by fun, you do mean sex, right?" Donna asked from where she knelt between my legs.
"I don't see why not." Trish grinned.
"So you really don't mind if I try and talk him into letting me play with that cock I saw last night?" she asked Trish, but looked at me lustfully, her hand reaching back out to grab my dick, which had lost a little of its hardness. She leaned toward me, her mouth open, clearly aiming it for my cock as she tilted it toward her.
"You're welcome to talk him into anything you think you can," Trish answered with a smile, "as long as you don't mind me watching."
"Trust me, I don't mind at all," Donna whispered just before she closed her lips around my head.
I sat there, stiff at first, feeling very uncomfortable with the young woman sucking my cock, gently at first, and then with growing gusto as she turned both of us on with her ministrations. "Tell me. Do you like to preform oral sex as well as you enjoy accepting it?" Donna asked as she held my dick in her hand and teased her tongue around the crown of my mushroom head.



"I can tell you he does. And he's damn good at it from what I heard," Trish said quietly. "Why don't you show her Michael?"
"Yeah. Show me," Donna said, pushing herself up. She let go of my dick and held both hands out for me. I reluctantly took them and let her pull me out of the chair. She pulled me the two steps to the end of the table and then wiggled her butt onto the end of the picnic table without letting go of my hands. She pulled my hands to her big, easily DD or bigger breasts. She pressed my palms to her rock-hard nipples and then, holding my hands against her tits, laid back on the table, pulling me toward her as she spread her legs. She lifted her legs high in the air, finally letting go of my hands once my hardon was pressed against her wet pussy lips. "You can lick me as long as you want, and then, if you feel like it, do other things," she whispered. "All I ask is that you make me come."
"Uh, yeah," I whispered, looking down at her incredibly sexy body. I'd never been this close to a naked black girl before, and it was actually kinda enticing to be between her legs. I let go of her tits and knelt down, putting my face right in front of her dark black inner labia and the bright pink depths I saw when I spread her lips. I reached my tongue out and tasted her pussy, her juices already sweet with anticipation. I licked slowly up her slit, tasting her sweetness and letting my tongue dip as deeply into her as I could manage. She moaned softly as I worked closer to her clit and then gasped when I found it with the tip of my tongue. I licked up and down her slit slowly at first, enjoying both the sensation and the way she seemed to be enjoying my attentions.
Donna cupped her big tits and teased her own nipples while arching her back to rock her hips in time with my licks. I could see her friend, sitting on the table beyond Donna's head, watching, chewing her lower lip, one hand squeezing her breast through her wet shirt while the other pressed between her legs, trying to not look like she was playing with herself, even though she was.
"Sarah," Donna moaned softly, tilting her head back to look upside down, at her friend. "Come on, you know you have to."
"In front of him?" Sarah asked, looking down at Donna and then at me. "But I haven't. Not in front of anyone."
"Come on," Donna coaxed in a sweet, breathless voice.
"All of it?"
"All of it," Donna said with a moan. "Before he makes me come."
Sarah slipped off the table and stood next to it. She watched me lick Donna's pussy and look at her at the same time while she slowly pulled her shirt up and off. She had perky little C-cup breasts and puffy nipples about the size of nickels, centered in even larger bright pink areola, that pushed out in rounded little mounds. She pushed her shorts and tiny bikini panties down in one motion, slowly pushing them down her legs as she watched me watch her. She stepped her feet out of the shorts and stood for a moment, pressing her arms to her sides slightly, squeezing her tits together nervously as she watched me lick Donna's slit.
She moved slowly, climbing onto the table on her knees and then moved over Donna's head on her hands and knees, her head getting closer and closer to Donna's spread legs. She held herself on her hands and knees, looking down at me while I licked and stroked Donna's pussy. She held herself there, looking down at me nervously for several seconds, and then pushed herself upright, leaving her kneeling over Donna's face. I'd seen plenty of lesbian sex scenes on the web, but this was the first time I'd ever seen one in person. She spread her knees slowly, closing her eyes and lowered her pussy down lower. Donna lifted her hands up to Sarah's hips and pulled her down lower, sticking her pink tongue out and pushing it between the protruding inner labia of Sarah's pussy.
I pulled my face back and stood up, looking at Sarah as she reached her hands to her own breasts, her eyes still closed. "Oh fuck," Sarah moaned softly.
I watched Donna lick and tease Sarah's wet pussy lips while she lifted and spread her legs wider and then hooked them around my waist. She pulled me toward her, pulling me against her pussy. Once my hardon was pressed to her pussy lips, she released her legs and lifted and spread them wide again. She shifted her legs higher, closing them slightly, resting her calves on my shoulders. I knew what she wanted, and at that moment, I did as well. I pulled my hips back slightly and pushed my hardon down toward her pussy. I let my head slip between her sopping wet lips and then slowly pushed toward her again. I felt my head slip into her and then my shaft, sink slowly into her incredibly soft wetness.
"Ohhhh fuuuuuuck!" Donna moaned into Sarah's pussy. "Fuck me. Fuck my hot little pussy good!"
I started to stroke into her, driving slowly in and out of her unbelievably soft vagina. I felt her body caress my shaft and head with each stroke, pushing me toward climax. I didn't believe I was standing there, fucking a total stranger, someone I hadn't even known half an hour ago. Yes, I'd fucked Trish, because that was what my wife wanted. She wanted me to have sex with Trish. This? This was, well, different. This was sex for sex's sake. This was just plain lust, in a way that I would never have done only nine months before. My wife would NEVER have allowed or condoned or participated in what I was doing right now. She'd have called me any number of insulting names. Yet here I was, fucking a young woman that I didn't even know, and enjoying it.
"Come on. Don't stop. Fuck me! Make me come!" Donna begged with her face still between Sarah's legs.
I didn't even realize I'd slowed down my strokes, but there I was, standing between her legs, my dick stuffed in her sweet black pussy, just standing there thinking about Nancy. I looked over at Trish, sitting in her chair, looking at me, waiting. She gave me the slightest of nods and softly said, "She'd tell you to go ahead if she was here."
I looked at her and wondered if she really would. Trish stood up and walked to me, pulling off the tiny little bikini she still had on, dropping the pieces to the gravel the table was sitting on, leaving her naked as she stepped to me. She leaned her body against mine, pressing her soft tits against my arm, leaning herself toward me. She kissed my cheek softly and then flicked my earlobe with her tongue. She gently blew in my ear, making me shiver. "You've gone this far. Why not give her what she wants? Make her come. Fill her with your cum and enjoy how it feels," she whispered softly as she stroked her hand down my back to my butt. She squeezed my butt cheeks and pressed me toward the young woman lying on the table.
I nodded and started to stroke into Donna again, slowly working my cock back to full hardness. I could feel the softness of her pussy and see the sexiness of her body. Each stroke bounced her tits on her chest, moving her under Sarah's spread legs.
"Oh fuck yes. That's it. Fuck me. Fuck my hot sweet pussy!" she moaned as I started plunging into her faster. I drove hard into her, paying more attention to what my dick was doing to her than to what she was doing to me. I knew I'd come. I knew it was going to happen. What I wanted to do was to see her climax first. To watch her body feel the pleasure of my shaft. "Oh god. I'm gonna come," she gasped, stopping her licking of the pussy over her face. "Oh fuck. Ohhhhhh fuck yes!" she cried as her body started to shudder. I reached around her legs for her big, soft tits, finding her nipples and squeezing them gently. "OH YES!" she screamed out as I drove a few more hard strokes into her trembling pussy. I could see the pleasure on her face, feel the ecstasy of her body around my plunging cock. Yes, she was coming, and she was taking me with her.
I grunted as my body jerked and drove into her one last time. I felt her pussy squeeze around my swelling dick as a gush of cum lanced into her pussy. "FUCK YES!" she screamed a muffled scream into Sarah's pussy, which she had pulled down harder onto her face as she climaxed. I felt shot after shot of cum lance into her as she pushed up off her face so she could breath, making Sarah lean toward me as Donna gasped and moaned in pleasure.
"That's it. Let it go," Trish whispered in my ear. "Feel it flow into her, enjoy how it feels. Remember how it used to feel and feel it again."
"Uh huh," I grunted as I panted standing with my still twitching cock stuffed in Donna, her trembling legs resting on my shoulders, Sarah's face only a foot or so from my chest, looking down at my cock embedded in her friend. I let go of her tits and moved my hands to the legs on my shoulders. I lifted them off, pushing then up high and spreading them in a wide V. I moved my right hand to her pussy and pressed my thumb against the end of her slit and rubbed, driving it between her lips and finding her clit. I rubbed the hard little nub in circles, drawing another gasp and moan from her as I tried to push her climax back up to another peak like I had done so many times to Nancy. I could feel her pussy clench around me again as my thumb pushed her fading orgasm back up again. Her whole body jerked and shuddered for a few moments, her juices leaking around my slowly softening dick to dribble down her ass and balls on the way to the ground.
I could tell she was done and didn't want to overdo a good thing, so I eased and then stopped my pressure on her clit. I stood there, panting to catch my breath, watching Donna as she too gasped for breath.
"Go kiss him. Let him play with your body," Donna panted to Sarah demandingly.
"Yes ma'am," Sarah whispered just loud enough for me to hear her. She pushed herself more upright and knee walked down to where I was still standing between Donna's legs. Sarah reached out and rested her arms on my shoulders and leaned her face to mine. She pressed her lips to mine, softly at first, just barely brushing my lips with hers. She moved her head side to side, stroking her lips across mine slowly before using her tongue to tease my lips. She worked to coax my mouth open and then pressed her tongue into my mouth. She let her lips press firmly to mine as her tongue danced and teased across mine, enticing mine to follow hers back to her mouth. She sucked my tongue as she stroked my chest with her fingers, running her soft tips from my neck all the way to my pelvis, stroking her fingers gently on the part of my cock sticking out of Donna. She released my tongue from her mouth and then broke the kiss. "Play with me. Make me come. Stick your fingers in my pussy and let me come for you." she whispered before pressing her lips to mine again.
I slid my hand down up her thigh to between her legs, slipping one finger easily into her already sopping we pussy. I stroked her as she kissed me, teasing me. "Make me come for you." She whispered again as she rested her forehead against mine.
I stroked her clit, working my middle finger over and around her hard nub for only a very short couple minutes before she began to shudder and tremble, moaning that she was coming. She was still kneeling over Donna, who had to have one hell of a view of her pussy as Sarah's pussy leaked her juices, dripping down onto her lower chest and stomach.
"God your husband would love to see this one." Donna said as her feet pulled on my ass, squeezing me against her pussy, her hips trying to rock and grind herself against my body, my softened cock still inside her.
I stopped rubbing Sarah's pussy and pulled my head back to look at her face. "Wait a second. I don't get it. I thought you two were..."
"A couple?" Donna asked, stopping her grinding. "Oh no. She's married, but not to me. We play a little game and She lost a bet and she's mine for the weekend. Whatever I ask her to do. Whether it's licking my pussy, or letting me lick hers," Donna answered me with a soft, feminine, chuckle.
"So she's what? Your slave?" I asked with a frown, not really into that kind of thing at all.
"Not exactly. She could refuse, but then she'd have to pay the penalty."
"The penalty? What kind of penalty?"
"Tell him," Donna said softly. "Tell him why you're going to do everything I ask of you."
"We're part of a girls group. We play games and do fun things," she whispered. "If I don't do everything she asks of me, I have to entice my husband to let me tie him to the bed, pretending that he and I are going to have a new kind of fun. Then I have to stand and watch while all the girls in the group take turns teasing him, or whatever else they might want to do. Thing is, my husband doesn't know that I'm part of a group like this. He just thinks it's a little coffee clutch group. It's the same penalty all the girls agreed to if we reneg on a bet we lose."
"So he doesn't know you're fucking other guys?" I asked with a scowl, feeling like I'd just helped her cheat on her husband.
"NO! No. we don't. We don't cheat on our husbands. At least not with other guys. We just play a little with each other. Touching, kissing, toys. That kind of thing," she said defensively.
"How did you get mixed up in something like this?"
"It started out as a party to try out some new sex toys. We all had so much fun that we decided to keep getting together to play. It was innocent enough, until we started making little bets."
"Bets? Like what kind of bets?"
"Tell him. Tell him what it was that cost you this weekend?" Donna said, pushing herself up on her elbows. She squeezing her legs around me again to make sure I didn't slip out of her yet. "Uh uh. I'm not ready for that to come out yet. It might get hard again."
"The bet was simple enough. I had to go into the men's room of a truck stop, strip and pee in a urinal, and then walk out to the car again, naked. I got as far as walking into the men's room and then chickened out and ran out," she said softly.
"So you have to do anything she says, because you wouldn't do that?"
"Almost. She can't make me fuck you, or do something that would get me arrested."
"Did you just cheat on your husband?" I asked Donna.
"Nope. I'm single, I can fuck anyone I want," she said with a grin. "But if Sarah decides to fuck you, that's on her. I just can't make her do it. But what I can do us tell her to use your cock as a toy to play with her pussy. I bet you wouldn't mind at all letting her rub your dick around her pussy." Donna added as she moved her legs from around me. She awkwardly wiggled herself up on the table so there was plenty of room for Sarah to sit on the table between the two of us. "Okay sarah, lie down and use his dick as a toy. Tease yourself with his head until he's nice and hard and then make yourself come for him. Let him watch you come."
Sarah looked back at Donna with a little shocked look on her face. "Donna! No! Getting naked in front of him and letting him watch you lick my pussy is one thing. But watching me come like that? Really?"
"You know, I've been wanting to see if that cock your husband has is as good as you keep bragging about. If you don't want to, well, that's fine by me."
"Oh fuck," Sarah grunted with a scowl. "I'm beginning to regret this whole bet."
"Don't blame me. You were the one that bet Ronnie. I'm just the enforcer here."
"Ronnie?" I asked.
"Another woman in the group. She made the bet that I couldn't do what I as supposed to."
"I see. And I take it she did do it?"
"She not only walked in there and stripped, and peed, but she let one of the drivers finger her pussy until she came," Sarah said quietly. "I didn't think she had the balls to go in there like that. It should have been her here today, being told to do stuff."
"But she did, and you're here. So get to it," Donna quipped.
Sarah leaned back until the back of her head was resting in Donna's crotch and then she lifted and shifted her legs around me, holding them up and apart to show me her completely shaved pussy and the modest amount of pink inner labia pushing between her sexy outer lips. She reached for my soft dick and then bent her legs to hook one of them on my lower back, pulling me toward her. She used one hand to rub my dick around her pussy and the other to spread her lips apart, exposing her pink wet insides and her hard little clit.
Donna twisted her head to look at Trish sitting in the chair, her fingers idly teasing her pussy though the little bikini she still had on. "Why don't you have some fun too. Bring that over here and let me make you feel as good as he did to me."
"Oh. I couldn't," Trish said quickly, blushing in harsh light of the gas lanturn.
"Why? Never done girls before?"
"No. Actually I haven't," she answered quietly.
"Well, obviously you're not married, or you wouldn't be fucking your brother-in-law. So what do you do for sex?"
"Oh. Nothing really."
"Uh huh. I don't believe that one bit sister. Bring that pussy over here and let me see it."
"I don't think..." Trish protested quietly.
"Go on Trish." I prodded, her using her own words against her this time. "We're supposed to be having fun, right?"
"You're supposed to be having fun. I'm supposed to be the fun." She answered.
"Good. Be fun. Let me see you naked over her face," I answered her with a smile.
"You really want me to do that?"
"Why not? You basically told Donna she had free reign to fuck me, why not you too?"
"But Michael. Really?"
"Come on. Show me you can have fun too."
She shook her head and then stood up. It only took a few moments to take the tiny suit off and she was climbing onto the table. Donna lay back down flat and guided Trish to kneel over her face. "You have a very sexy little pussy," Donna cooed softly as she coaxed Trish to spread her legs and lower herself to her face. "Mmmmmmm. Tell me this isn't a little cum on your pussy lips. Have you two been doing more than a little showing off for each other?"
"Maybe a little," she said with a small shrug. "We went swimming earlier and maybe played a little bit."
"With a cock like his? You only played a little bit? You sure you wanna stay with that?"
"Well, maybe more than a little." Trish groaned as Donna stroked her tongue along Trish's lips. "Oh fuck."
"You like that, huh?" Donna asked before going back to stroke her lips more.
I stood between Sarah's legs, her eyes closed and her hand working my quickly-hardening dick around and around her lips. The sight in front of me was incredible. Three completely naked bodies in front of me, one of them my sister-in-law, who until this weekend, I had never seen naked, getting her pussy licked by an incredibly sexy black girl. How could I NOT be turned on by the sight? I wasn't sure who to watch; Sarah, teasing my cock head up and down between her lips, Donna's naked body, or Trish, who was clearly enjoying Donna's attentions despite her nervousness. Her nipples had become rock-hard as she squatted, her hands reaching down and grabbing Donna's big tits for balance. As I watched I could see Trish massaging and kneading Donna's tits, her excitement growing by the moment.
Sarah moaned softly in front of me, my fat head sliding from the entrance to her depths, all the way to her clit. Up and down she rubbed me, her moans growing at the same time as Trish's. Her legs were spread apart, but bent, her heels resting on my lower back. I could feel her heels digging into my back as she rocked her hips in time with her strokes of my cock up and down her lips. The constant teasing of that special little place under my head was getting me really really turned on, as if the view in front of me wasn't enough.
I guess I should have expected it. Maybe Donna did expect it. I felt Sarah push my dick down again, dipping it into the entrance to her vagina again, only this time, instead of sliding it back up her slit, she dug her heels into my lower back, pulling me toward her and forcing the head of my cock into her. As soon as my head felt her pussy close around it, my body responded and leaned into the sensation, forcing me quickly and deeply into her sopping wet depths. "Oh fuuuuuuck!" she gasped as I slid deep into her. "Oh fuck me. Please fuck me," she moaned.



"Sounds like our good little girl isn't really so good after all." I heard Donna say from between Trish's legs.
"Forget her. Just fuck me," Sarah whispered urgently. "Please!?"
"What about your husband?" I asked quietly. "You really want to cheat on him?"
She sighed softly. "In a way I've already been cheating on him for months. Just with other women, not men. I don't see there's really much difference, now, is there?"
"You sure this is what you want?" I asked again, inside hoping she'd say no, and at the same time hoping she'd say yes.
"Please? My husband hasn't been much of a lover. We've been married for five years and I've had more orgasms in the last month than in my entire married life. I'd kind of like to see what it feels like to have one at the hands of a man."
I nodded, feeling conflicted, but also extremely turned on. I was probably thinking with my lower head instead of my brain as I started to stroke slowly in and out of her pussy. I felt her heels resting on the top of my butt as I worked in and out of her, slowly at first. Long deep slow strokes. I reached for her breasts and gently squeezed both of them before shifting my hands so I could stroke my thumbs against both of her rounded, puffed-out nipples.
"Oh god. Ohhhhh god yes," she moaned as I worked both her tits and pussy. I stroked slowly at first, my head sliding all the way into her until there was nothing more I could push into her. I pulled back out, leaving just my head and an inch or so of my length in her before pushing forward again. Each stroke forward gave a little squishing sound as my cock pushed into her sopping wet pussy.
"Oh god. Faster. Please faster," she moaned. I nodded as I plunged into her faster. Driving harder into her with my strokes, letting the base of my cock smash into her clit at the end of each stroke. She lifted and spread her legs as wide as she could, allowing my pelvis to smash into her clit as I plunged into her over and over, pushing both of us toward our desired results. She looked at me, staring lustfully at me, her eyes begging me to make her come. She didn't have much longer to wait. I shifted my angle a little and felt her body respond to the new stimulus. She rocked her hips and gasped out an "Oh god," only moments before her pussy started to tremble around me. I could feel her orgasm building deep inside her, arching her back and pushing herself toward me. I kept thrusting hard into her, my own orgasm building along with hers. "Oh fuck! I'm coming! I'm coooooommmmmiiiinnnnggg!" She gasped breathlessly as her pussy clenched around me. I felt her whole body tremble and shake as she lay on the table, gasping for air, my cock still plunging into her with abandon, even harder now as my own climax started to race to completion. "OHHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUCK!" she practically screamed as she felt the first surge of my cum lance into her. My body jerked and spasmed between her legs, my cock pumping shot after shot into her depths, my hands squeezing and gripping her firm boobs.
"My god." She panted softly. "Oh my god."
"You okay?" I asked breathlessly as I stood there, my dick still twitching inside her as I leaked more cum into her.
"Oh fuck. I'm more than okay," she breathed, letting her fingers reach for my body and stroke along my stomach. "Does it always feel like that?"
"Does what always feel like that?" I asked in confusion.
"When you make a woman climax. Does she always come like that? So hard?"
I shrugged. "Actually, I haven't had sex with anyone besides my wife for the last thirty years, besides today that is. So I'm not really sure."
"Honey, I can tell you, they don't all end that way," Donna said softly from between Trish's legs. "But the ones he gave me were pretty damn good ones."
"Damn. What have I been missing for the last five years?"
"That's what happens when you marry your childhood sweetheart instead of shopping around," Donna said. "You're only twenty-seven sweetie. You just learned what it's like to have a real man fuck you!"
"Gonna be hard to go back to Jim after this," Sarah said softly.
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
"Don't be. I needed to learn sooner or later," she said, using her fingers to gently push on my stomach. I pulled from her pussy and a gush of our combined cum leaked from her gaping pussy. She sat up and pushed me back further. She slipped off the table, found her shorts and shirt and slowly dressed. "I think it stopped raining. I'm going to go start drying stuff," she said as she stepped to the zippered corner. She unzipped it and stopped to look back at me. "Thank you. I'm glad we did this. Please, don't think that you did anything wrong. I asked you for it. I wanted it. Thank you for being gentle and caring." She turned and ducked out of the enclosure.
"I better go help her," Donna said as she helped Trish climb off her face and to sit on the table near her. She sat up and climbed from the table, finding and pulling on her clothes on. Dressed, she stepped over to where I still stood, wrapped her arms around m, and gently hugged and kissed me. "I'll talk to her. It'll be fine. Thank you for a really really special time here."
I heard the zipper pull down after she left, leaving Trish and me in the enclosure. Trish climbed off the table and stepped to me. "I'm kinda tired now. What say we go take a nap?"
"Yeah. Let me get dressed."
"Uh uh. Just like this," she whispered. She took my hand and pulled me to the corner. She let go to unzip and then pulled me out into the sunshine. There were a number of people around the various sites starting to clean up and dry stuff out after the storm. We walked, naked, the few feet to the tent and she unzipped it. She stepped into it and pulled me by the hand in after her.
"You know," she said as she coaxed me onto the air mattress, "she wanted it."
"Yeah, but I can't help but think I broke up a marriage there."
"Honey, their marriage was in trouble as soon as she started playing lesbian games behind his back. All you did was hasten along what was going to already happen."
"I still feel bad," I said she laid down next to me. She pressed herself against my side, one breast pressed to my side the other resting on my chest. She rested her head on my shoulder and let one leg drape over both of mine.
"God it feels good to do this," she whispered. "It's been a long time since I slept with a man."
"Since the divorce?"
"Uh huh," she whispered. "In some ways we're both kinda relationship refugees. You though, not by choice."
"I still miss her so much."
"I know. Answer me something. When you were having sex with Donna and Sarah, did you think about Nancy?"
"A few times," I answered.
"But not too much I think. You looked to me like you were enjoying yourself pretty well."
"I kinda lost myself in it. Nancy was probably rolling over in her grave, me having sex with someone that young, let alone a stranger."
Trish chuckled a soft, feminine laugh. "They weren't that young."
"Sarah wasn't even thirty yet and Donna, she didn't say, but I doubt she was more than thirty five." Almost twenty years younger than me."
"You sound like you were sizing her up as a potential long term playmate!" Trish said with a soft laugh. "She wanted to fuck. Not get married."
"Yeah. She wanted to fuck," I agreed, closing my eyes. "She was a good fuck. Both of them were."
"Compared to me?"
"I don't compare anyone to you. There's a difference between what I did with them and what I did with you."
"Oh? What kind of difference?"
"Well, just different," I said with a shrug.
"What you mean to say, is that you still have to see me in the morning, and with them, you can fuck em and forget em. Right?" I didn't answer. "Yeah. I thought so," she added with a sigh. She snuggled a little more next to me. "I'm glad you still want to see me in the morning," she whispered softly.
We lay silently after that until we both fell asleep. It was dinner time by the time we woke up. We dressed in shorts, well, Trish put on a t-shirt as well. The girls had everything they'd brought hung on bushes, ropes, spread out on the car and the top of the tent, trying to dry it. Neither was around, but I figured they were close by. Trish helped me make dinner, moving around our little kitchen area inside the pop-up canopy with the sides tied back to the poles to let the warm breeze blow through. It seemed like each time we passed by each other, her hand stroked across some part of me, my back, my arm, my butt, even a few times my half-hard dick. If she stepped and stood close to me, she made sure some part of her was touching me, her arm, her breast, her hip, something. Each time I looked at her she was looking at me, smiling. The look of her smile seemed to make me feel warm inside. I liked it. It was almost the way Nancy made me feel the first time I saw her smile at me so many years ago.
It was across the room at the senior prom. She was there with another guy and I was there with another girl, but that didn't stop me from noticing her, or her me. In fact, over the course of the next hour, I caught her looking at me quite frequently. I couldn't help but notice, just as I couldn't help but notice that as her date was dancing with her, his hands were grabbing at her ass and occasionally even her tits through her dress. I frowned and shook my head. As the formal dance portion ended and couples started breaking up to go home, or off to neck. Jeanie and I walked out just in time to see Nancy slap her date's face. I didn't see or hear what he had done, but clearly it was an unwanted advance. I looked at my date, Jeanie, who quickly steered me by the arm over to where Nancy was standing, looking absolutely furious while her date stared at her, rubbing his face where she slapped it.
"Do you need a ride home?" I asked her politely.
She looked at me and smiled warmly. "Are you sure your date isn't going to be upset with you?" she asked, causing me to turn and look at my date, who just shrugged. "I think she was looking forward to a little after prom fun before she got taken home. It is kinda traditional."
"If it's traditional, then how come you slapped your date's face?" I asked with raised eyebrows.
"Simply because instead of seducing me, he said 'come on honey' let's go find someplace to fuck'."
"That was a bit rude," I agreed, with a chuckle, wondering just how much of this little game she was playing was honest and how much was aimed at embarrassing her date. Not that I wasn't planning on seducing my date for a little after-prom fun myself. Jeannie and I had been dating for quite a few months and all her friends knew we were intimate. That's a nice way of saying that every time we got together we were looking for someplace to have sex. It was nothing romantic by any means, but she was good sex and she enjoyed what I gave her, not to mention she was almost insatiable. To my surprise Jeanie quickly agreed to let me take both Nancy and her home. So I headed off to the car with an incredibly gorgeous women on each arm.
I WOULD have taken them both home directly, if Nancy hadn't goaded me into stopping to make sure that Jeanie got her a fter prom fun. We stopped at a small park and got out. I expected to take Jeanie off to one of the picnic table areas for a little necking and a quickie. I hadn't expected Nancy to get out as well, walking around the car and looping her arm in one of mine. I was completely caught off guard when we reached the first table and both of them stopped and dropped their dresses. It was the one and only time Nancy had ever wanted to have sex with me in either public, or with anyone else. Jeanie broke up with me the next day. Apparently she had planned on it even before the prom. Nancy just happened to see me at the prom and knew something of my reputation, a reputation among the girls I didn't even know I had. The impromptu threesome was the result of her immediate interest in me and a short discussion in the ladies room with Jeanie where she learned that Jeanie was breaking up with me after the prom.
I never had sex with another woman since that day, until today. I wrapped my arm around Trish and pulled her against me. I turned more to face her and hugged her tightly to my chest. I smelled her hair, a scent not unlike my wife, and felt her chest rise and fall against mine. I stood there, holding her, tears running down my face as I recalled that first night with Nancy at the picnic table. The first time I had sex with her, the first time I tasted her succulent breasts and exquisite pussy. The first time the two of us climaxed together.
She knew I was crying, though I doubted she knew why. I was glad she just held me and let it come out. I don't know how long I cried, but I finally released her and wiped my face, embarrassed that I was crying when I heard footsteps behind me. I tried to stay facing away from whoever it was while I wiped the tears from my eyes and tried to get myself back looking like a man again instead of, well, whatever a crying man looks like.
Trish stood in front of me, her arms still around my waist, her tits pressed against me, not wanting to let go of me yet as she looked up at me. I felt a hand on my back and turned my head to look back. I saw Donna behind me. She didn't say anything, but just stood there, gently stroking my back with her fingertips. I finally nodded to Trish and she let go of me so I could turn and see the girls.
"I just wanted to thank you for getting us out of the rain earlier. Everything we had got soaked."
"Yeah. No problem," I answered, sniffing and wiping my eyes again. "Allergies," I said lamely.
"Yeah. I get it," she whispered. "Just the same. Thanks for helping us out."
"Sure. Any time," I answered her with a nod before turning back to the frying pan; the food that was about to be burned to a crisp. She walked away while I went back to stirring the almost burned potatoes and sausage.
Trish and I ate dinner and then decided to go down for a swim, the sun had come back out and heated the afternoon back up, making it feel seriously sticky. We stepped into the tent and changed into our swim suits. Trish put on the tiny little bikini she had worn earlier. We walked down to the water from the campsite, Trish intentionally making her boobs slip out of the tiny triangles enough to expose her nipples, just to tease me. I thought about going out in the boat, but everything was soaked inside and I didn't really feel like screwing with it. So we grabbed some foam noodles to float with, and waded out into the bathwater-warm lake. We floated in front of each other occasionally wrapping our legs around each other to pull us togetehr. It soon became a game to try and kiss each other without tipping us over. We were still playing the game when Donna and Sarah came down, also dressed in bikinis. Donna waded into the water and then turned around to see Sarah.
"I think now," Donna said.
I looked over and saw Sarah standing on the shore, clearly nervous. As I watched she pulled off her bikini, dropped it on the shore and then waded out into the water, lowering herself into it as soon as it was deep enough to hide her now nude body.
She waded out further until she could actually stand up without showing off her tits and looked more comfortable. Donna walked up behind her. I could see her arms wrap around Sarah and play with her tits. Trish floated near me and I felt her legs wrap around me from behind. She used her legs to work my swim suit down over my hips. I had to cross my legs to keep my suit from sinking all the way down to the bottom and off my legs. "You want to fuck her again?" Trish whispered as she pulled herself closer to me and used one of her legs to rub my dick under the water.
"Not really. Not exactly in the mood," I answered back.
"Because of earlier?"
"Yeah."
"You wanna tell me what it was?"
"Not really."
"But her."
"Yeah."
"I Know it's hard. I don't want you to forget all those things about your life with her. But you have to also look ahead. Look at the future. Make new memories."
"It's hard to do."
"Never said it'd be easy."
"Not sure it's even possible right now," I answered her. I gently disengaged her legs from around me and paddled myself to where I could get my feet on the bottom. I managed to get my suit back up and then walked out of the lake and up the hill, leaving the three of them behind.
Trish came up about ten minutes later. She pulled her camp chair over next to mine and sat down in it. She reached out and rested her hand on my arm. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to push."
"I know. It's not your fault," I answered softly.
She got up and sat down sideways in my lap. She reached around my head and pulled it to her chest, stroking my hair, and kissed the top of my head. "I wish I knew how to make it better," she whispered softly. I could feel the soft warmth of her skin against my cheek. As she stroked my head I realized that my faced was pressed to the gap between her breasts, part of her right breast pressed to my cheek. I couldn't help but notice that her nipple, which had slipped out of the triangle of material again, was practically brushing my lips as she breathed.
I closed my eyes, trying not to get turned on, but somehow it wasn't working. I could feel my dick getting hard even though I didn't want it to.
"I'm sorry," she whispered, shifting her chest to pull her nipple from my mouth. "I wasn't trying to do that. I was just trying to comfort you."
"It's okay." I answered, pulling my head from her chest. "For some reason I have a hard time not getting turned on when you're touching me."
"I'm sorry," she whispered again, leaning against me and kissing the top of my head.
"Before, I was thinking about her. About Nancy. I was thinking about the first time I was with her. Had sex with her. The first time I met her actually. We had the only threesome of our entire life together that night, the first night we even knew each other."
"I didn't know that. She never told me exactly how you met, other than it was at the prom, but she said it was memorable to her and very personal."
"It was. I gave her and my current girlfriend both a ride home. But she made me stop on the way home so my girlfriend would get her after-prom sex. Turned out, she decided to be part of it too."
"Sounds sexy."
"It was, incredible. But what made me think of it. What made me break down, was how it felt to have you touch me. To have you leaning against me. It gave me a feeling inside that I only felt when I saw her. I felt it the first time across the dance floor and every time she walked in and touched me at home. I wasn't ready to think that I would ever feel that feeling again. I was even more surprised that it was you."
"What does it mean?" she whispered.
"I don't know Trish. I really don't know. I don't know if it's her talking to me from the grave, or if it's some stupid thing that I'd feel for every sexy woman that touched me that way. I just don't know."
"So how are you going to find out?"
"I don't know that either."
"Do you want a suggestion?"
"I guess."
"You have to let yourself be that way with some other women and find out. Maybe Donna? Let her touch and lean against you and be close to you like that. See if it happens again with someone else."
"Are you telling me to date Donna?"
"I'm telling you that you need to find out. And the only way to do that is to put yourself out there and see what it feels like. She knows about Nancy. I told her. She wanted to come apologize for what they did, pushing you for sex that way. She didn't understand. I told her that it was okay, but she didn't need to come apologize right this minute. You needed a little time to process."
"Thanks. I appreciate that," I whispered. We sat there for almost half an hour before the girls came up and started putting their camp site back together for the night. Trish moved off my lap and I watched her in the tiny bikini, moving around and starting a fire in the fire pit. Half a dozen times her boobs slipped out of the top, each time she looked up at me and grinned while she fixed it, making sure I had a good look. I also got a number of looks at her sexy pussy as she bent over on her knees to work on the fire, the miniscule bikini not quite covering her pussy all the way, leaving part of her lips, the entrance to her vaginal depths and her rosebud exposed but for one very tiny little string. I couldn't help but think how Nancy would have scowled and chided her sister for wearing something so scandalously tiny. There were times I wished Nancy would have worn such a suit, but no amount of coaxing would get her to wear anything that didn't complete cover her sexy ass cheeks, pussy, mound and most of her breasts.



"You're staring at me," she said without turning around to look at me.
"Not exactly staring," I answered.
"No?"
"I'm enjoying the view," I said.
"What makes you enjoy it so much?" she asked, getting up and moving to the other side of the fire pit. She squatted down with her knees spread apart, looking back at me.
"Just am."
"No, not good enough. I need you to be square with me. Tell me what you're thinking."
I sat for several seconds. "I'm thinking that you look so much like Nancy, but that I'd never in a thousand years get her to wear something like that."
"I'm not Nancy," she said softly.
"No, you're not."
"I don't want to be," she said as she stood up. She walked around the fire to where I was and sat on my lap again. "Michael, I don't want you to see her when you look at me. I want you to see me. I don't expect you to ever forget her. I don't expect you to stop thinking about her. What I do want you to do is to think about me when you look at me. Think about me when we're in bed together, and yes I want to be in bed with you. Do you think of me when you look at me?"
"Most of the time," I whispered.
"And the rest of the time?"
"Sometimes I see a lot of her in you. You two look very much the same naked. Your hair is different, your eyes are a little darker green, your areola are slightly smaller, as are your breasts. But then you never breastfed."
"Would you prefer I didn't go around naked around you?"
"No. I Like seeing you naked," I answered honestly. "I think you are a beautiful, sexy woman. I'm kind of surprised that you want me so much. I'm nothing really special."
"You keep telling yourself that if you want. But all I've heard about since she married you is how good a lover you are. Gentle, considerate, firm, strong, big. She said you could make her come and just keep coming and coming and coming until she begged you to stop."
I chuckled. "Sometimes it seemed that way. I always wanted to make sure she got enough enjoyment to keep coming back."
"You give me that kind of enjoyment and I'll keep coming back as long as you want me to," she whispered. She used her fingers under my chin and tilted my head up. She leaned her face down to mine and kissed me on the lips. It was a soft, short kiss, only a few seconds. But after she only pulled her face away an inch or so. She leaned down and kissed again, this time holding it longer. I felt the heat of her lips on mine and opened my mouth and felt her tongue dip into my mouth. I found my hands moving across her body almost on their own. One hand rubbing her bare ass cheeks and the other sliding up her stomach until I was cupping one of her breasts. Without breaking the kiss she reached behind her neck with one hand and pulled the bow on the tiny string. I felt the triangle slip and moved my hand just long enough for it to fall down off her tit, leaving them both exposed. I pressed my hand to her breast again and squeezed it gently.
"Take me to bed and make love to me. Make love to me like you did her. Make love to me and make me come like you used to make her."
I moved my hands and scooped her slender frame up. It took a little bit to get my ass out of the damn chair, but I managed, and carried her to the tent. I had to put her down to open the zippered door, but as soon as I had it open she stepped into the tent. I closed the zipper and turned on a small battery lantern hanging from the ceiling.
I reached for her and pulled her to me, pulling her bare tits against my chest. I leaned my head down the couple short inches to meet her face and kissed her like she had kissed me. We stood there, my head almost scraping the ceiling of the tent, our lips pressed together, my hands untying the strings of her suit while she pushed mine down. I felt mine slide down my legs as I pulled her suit the rest of the way off.
I pulled my lips from hers and stepped slightly to the side. I scooped under her legs and lowered myself to my knees with her in my arms. I eased her onto the air mattress and then turned away long enough to take my shoes off and my swim suit, still tangled around my ankles. I turned back and took her shoes off as well, leaving us both completely naked. I leaned over her as she spread her legs, moving up to her breasts. I leaned my face down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and teased it with my tongue, drawing a moan from her.
I felt her hand move between us and find my hard dick. She stroked it slowly while I licked and sucked her nipples, moving from side to side.
"I know you want to lick my pussy. And I'd love for you to. But I want something else right now. I want to feel you inside me right now so badly. Please, please make love to me."
I lowered my hips down and let her guide my cock to her pussy. I felt the heat of her lips as she rubbed my head up and down between them. I pressed myself slowly toward her, pushing my head between her lips and into the entrance to her depths. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I pressed myself into her vaginal opening. One and then two inches pushed into her hot, wet tunnel. I stopped for a moment and then pressed a little more in. I'd already had sex with her in the boat, but somehow this felt different. I wanted this to last. I inched myself deeper into her by making small, slow strokes, letting my dick pull her juices out to re-lubricate her lips. I was soon stroking my full length slowly in and out of her. She rocked her hips up and down in time with my strokes, the two of us synchronized in our motions. Each stroke into her she rocked down, causing her clit to drag across the length of my shaft, and each time I withdrew she rocked up, making her soft, sexy vaginal walls caress my head in just the right way.
In and out I slid, her moans growing louder with each passing moment. "Oh god lover. God it feels so good. So good. Oh god make me come. Please make me come around your cock. I want to feel you in me when I come. I want to feel you fill me. Oh god yes. So close. So fucking close. Oh yes. Ohhhhh yes. Oh shit yes. SO good. SO fucking good! Shit yes. Come for me lover. Come for me please."
I'd had sex so many times already that day that I wasn't sure I had anything left to give, but my body was ever so close. She moved her hands to my face, pulled me from her breast and up to her face. She kissed me wetly and aggressively as she climaxed around my cock, squeezing me and spasming in her orgasmic climax. Her lips sucking mine and her breath breathing into my mouth was the trigger I needed. My body spasmed and jammed hard into her. I felt my cock pump as small surge of cum into her pussy, and then again.
She lifted her legs from the air mattress, wrapped them around me and pulled me down, driving us together. Her arms wrapped around my back and pulled me down until our bodies were tightly pressed together. Our chests rubbing together as we both struggled for breath as we continued to kiss each other.
We laid there, riding the wave of orgasm down the far slope of climax, neither of us wanting to let go of the other. I was surprised at how intensely I felt. How much I didn't want to let go. No, this hadn't been sex like in the boat. That was just that, sex. This, this was making love. I could feel the emotion flowing between the two of us in the kiss we continued to share, no longer aggressive, but now soft, caring, gentle, even loving? I wasn't sure how I felt, but at that moment, I didn't want whatever it was to end. I didn't want it to fade.
I rolled us over, letting her unhook her legs from around me as I did. She stood up, turned off the small lantern and then unzipped all three tent windows. She laid down on top of me, pressing her tits to my chest and rested her head on my shoulder. "It was getting stuffy in here," she whispered.
"You know, anyone walking down the road in the morning will be able to look right in and see you naked."
I felt her lips brush my cheek as she whispered back. "We can worry about that in the morning. Right now, I don't mind if you don't mind." I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tighter to me in answer. Her lips brushed my cheek again in slow, soft kiss. "Michael Can I tell you a secret?"
"If you want," I whispered back.
"You have to promise not to be mad at me."
"Why would I be mad at you?"
"Please, promise me."
"Okay. I promise."
"When I heard what she said on the recording, you remember I said I didn't care about the money? That I'd have done what she asked just because she asked?"
"Yeah. I remember."
"I want you to know why."
"I know why."
"You do?"
"Yes. Because you're in love with me. Or at least, you're in love with what you think life would be like with me in your bed every night."
She was silent for a long time. "How long have you known?"
"Since your divorce." She lifted herself to look at me quizzically in the darkness, only faint moonlight filtering in for me to see her. "Your ex admitted to me that in the last few months before the divorce you would mumble Michael in your dreams. He thought you were seeing someone named Michael and wanted to know if I knew who it was."
"But you guessed it was you?"
"I suspected it. Then after the divorce, the way you'd touch me whenever you were close to me. It wasn't the touch of a sister-in-law. It was the touch of a woman wanting to be touched back. But I also knew that you'd never say anything, to either Nancy or me. You wouldn't break up our relationship, but you couldn't help but still want me. Did I get it right?"
"You got it perfectly right," she whispered, lying down on me again. "I've been in love with you for, oh, six or seven years. Please don't be mad at me."
"What's to be mad at? You can't help how you feel. You didn't do anything to break us up. When Nancy... when it was almost over, she told me she knew you were emotionally drawn to me and that it would be okay with her if, after she was gone, that I let you show it. She could see your touches too. I think that's why she asked you to do this. Why she asked me to do five dates, hoping they would be with you. To give me a chance to see if I felt something for you too."
"She was a smart woman. She loved you so much. She'd have done almost anything for you. She never gave me a clue that she knew. You never gave me a clue. Hell, I wasn't even trying to touch you the way you say I was. I was trying hard to never show what I felt. But now, now I can. Now I can show you exactly what I feel. But I also have to do a job. I have to put what I feel aside and give you a chance to be with other women. I need to make sure you get a chance to see if that spark, that warmth you felt for her, could be felt for someone else. That's what she asked me to do. She didn't say it in the recording, but I know my sister. If she told you that I was supposed to fix you up with blind dates, you'd have fought it tooth and nail. This way, you get to pick and try. I think you should see Donna again. See if that spark is there with her."
"How do you know she even wants to see me again?"
I couldn't see her face, but I could feel her smile. "Because she told me. She asked where we lived, when she found out we were close, less than fifty miles apart, she asked if I thought you'd be interested in a date. I told her that I thought you'd be happy to take her out."
"And what if I don't."
She smiled again. "I know you will."
"How?"
"When I mentioned it, I felt the breath you took. You took in a breath and then let it out slowly. I could feel your body tremble slightly. The thought excited you. I think you should. I think you should ask her if she'd like to see you again. I think she'll say yes."
"How about I think about it?"
"Don't think too long. They're going home tomorrow morning."
"So are we." I whispered back.
"I know. But that's tomorrow. Right now, I'm in your arms, and the rules are you're to wake up with a woman in your arms. I'm glad it's me."
The sun was shining through the trees and into one of the open tent windows when I woke up. I could hear the morning birds singing their praises of the sunrise, and the gentle moans of Trish as she sat astride me, slowly rocking herself on and off my hard cock. She opened her eyes and looked down at me with a smile. Her rocking intentionally dragging her nipples across my chest with each stroke. "I wanted to give you a special wake up this morning," she whispered quietly.
I let my hands reach to her hips and then stroke up and down her sides and back as she rocked on me, her hot, wet depths teasing my cock and head tantalizingly. "Oh lord, you certainly have." I groaned more loudly than I intended. "You keep doing that and you're going to get a special wake up too."
"Good," she whispered, lowing her face to mine and kissing me as she continued to slowly stroke on and off of me.
"You know, the windows are all open," I whispered as she broke the kiss.
"So?"
"So, the campsite across the road is watching you."
"Let em watch," she whispered with a devilish little grin. She pushed herself up a little further and rocked a little faster, making her sexy breasts swing a little harder.
"Oh damn," I groaned.
"You like that?"
"Very much," I answered, watching her breasts swing to and fro in front of my face. I'd always been a tit man, and there wasn't much I liked better than what I was watching and feeling right then. When Nancy really wanted to make sex special, that was exactly what she'd do, only without the audience. I started to rock my hips on the air mattress, pushing a bit harder up into her as my excitement grew. I didn't know how long she had been the driving force behind the incredibly sexy dream I had been having, but from how turned on I was when I woke to find her on me, I'd say quite a while. I could also feel how wet she was, each plunge into her making an audible squish. As much as I wanted to grab those tits, I also wanted to watch them swinging. Since this was her present to me, and clearly she was going to be climaxing any time herself, I decided to just let them swing.
"Oh shit," she panted. "I'm going to come."
"I know," I whispered.
"You do?"
"Oh yeah. And I'm going to come with you. Just keep going when you start, please?"
"Uh huh," she grunted softly as she pushed back onto me a little faster yet. Her tits swung faster, almost in a circular motion, slapping together in front of my face with each plunge down my shaft. "Oh shit. Coming," she gasped softly, her strokes onto me becoming erratic. I gripped her hips and lifted her slightly, using my feet to push my cock hard up into her spasming pussy. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" she squeaked loudly as my dick plunged into her over and over, driving myself quickly toward completion.
"UH here it comes," I grunted as I felt my cock swell that last little bit. I pulled her down as my body spasmed and tried to jam up into her already-spasming pussy. I felt my cock push several shots of cum into her as she lay down on me, panting and trembling.
"God I love you," she whispered softly.
"I..." I started to answer before she pressed her lips to mine, kissing me and also stopping me from answering.
"Don't. Whatever it was, please don't. Just let me feel you and know that you know how I feel. I don't expect you to feel the same way, but even if you did, I don't want to hear you say it. You need to, you need to not try and tie yourself to me. You need to explore life. If you come back to me, I'll love to have you. But I don't want you to say you love me and stop looking. Please, don't. It's not what Nancy ever would have wanted. Please."
"Alright," I panted, looking up at her, her eyes brimming with tears that just hadn't fallen yet. She nodded, and pushed herself off of me. She pulled off my dick and found a pair of shorts and t-shirt. She dressed quickly, ignoring the guy across the road who was watching her dress. She looked back at me, her lip quivering as if she wanted to say something and then bent down, unzipped the door and walked out of the tent. "I'm not sure I understand her," I whispered to myself. I sat up, dug out a pair of shorts and pulled them on.
I was busy starting breakfast on the camp stove at the picnic table when I saw Sarah climb from their small tent. She looked over at me and waved and smiled. I waved back, feeling a little guilty about yesterday. I looked back down to the ham I had just dropped in the pan to fry and then back up. I saw Donna walking toward me in the tiniest, no, most miniscule, swim suit I'd ever seen. It was white, consisted of a little slip of a triangle on her pussy, barely reaching to the end of her slit, covering none of her shaved mound, and two tiny wide spots in a pair of strings that ran from the corners of the pussy covering up over her huge breasts and over her shoulders. The wide spots in the strings were two diamond-shaped sections of the same thin, white material that weren't quite large enough to cover even her whole areola, let alone her massive tits. She walked toward me, wearing a small pair of canvas shoes, one leg crossing the other with each step in a gate that a catwalk model would envy. Each step made her hips rock, her firm, flat stomach rotating side to side, her feet setting down hard enough to make her tits jiggle slightly with each step.
"Good morning, sexy," she said huskily as she stepped to the other end of the table. She leaned on it and used her arms to squeeze her tits together, pushing them out at me. "Did you sleep well?"
"Well enough," I answered, feeling my recently-used cock start to harden at the sight in front of me.
"I was going to make Sarah wear this today, make her walk around the campground and show off her sexy body, but when I thought about it, I decided that I'd much rather wear it for you."
"Oh?" I asked, as she straightened up.
"Uh huh," she said as she walked around the table and then stepped behind me. I felt her arms wrap around my middle, her tits pressing into my back. "Do you think it makes me look sexy?"
"I think you could wear a burlap bag and make it look sexy," I whispered.
She giggled softly and kissed the back of my neck ever so gently. Her right hand slid down my stomach and wiggled into the elastic waist of my shorts and then down in far enough to grasp my growing dick. "I think you like how it looks," she whispered. "Don't you?"
"Um, yeah." I agreed in a whisper.
"Did you know we don't live very far from each other?"
"I think Trish said something about that."
"Trish told me all about the five dates," she whispered before kissing my shoulder. "About how your wife made you promise to have five dates. How she loved you so much she wanted to make sure that you had a chance to find love again. She must have been a very very wonderful woman."
"She was." I nodded, feeling my eyes tear up.
"I'm sorry I was so thoughtless yesterday. I didn't know. When you invited me in, I was kinda drawn to you. That's why I was as forward as I was. For some reason, I wanted you. I wanted to see you and I wanted you to see me, completely naked. I wanted to have sex with you, and I pushed until I did. I hope you can forgive me."
"There's nothing to forgive," I whispered, feeling her hand start to stroke my dick.
"I like how you look. I like how you feel. I like how you make me feel inside. I'd really like a chance to get to know you more, if you'd like to, that is."
"Are you asking me out on a date?" I whispered as she gently kissed my cheek and then again, just below my ear.
"Would you like it if I was?" she answered after kissing my earlobe.
I thought for a few seconds before answering. "I've never been propositioned before."
She giggled softly. "That wasn't a proposition. That was an invitation to get to know each other better. If I was propositioning you I'd ask you to take me into your tent and take this little slip of nothing off so you could explore my naked body to your heart's content. I'd tell you that after you finished exploring the outsides, you were welcome to explore the insides of any part of me you wanted, any way you wanted. I'd tell you that if you did, and you happened to make me orgasm along the way, that I'd be sure to make sure you were adequately compensated for your efforts."



"You would huh Just how would you compensate me?"
"By giving you the best orgasm that I know how to give."
"What if I didn't want to go to the tent?" I asked.
She giggled a little and then moved to kiss the other side of my neck. "Honey, I don't care where you wanna fuck me. I'll be more than happy to let you. You want to do it here, I'll let you throw me on the table and fuck me crazy. If you wanna go down to the lake, you can fuck me by it or in it. But if you want to make love to me, take me to the tent and let's explore each other's bodies and whisper to each other the things that are important to us," she said so softly I could barely hear her.
I put the spatula down on the table and turned in her arms. I lifted mine and brought them down, wrapping them around her. I let my hands stroke slowly up and down her back until my fingers found the single string running down her back and the crack of her butt, and the little wye shaped piece of cloth where the strings split to loop over each shoulder. Except for the three tiny triangles she was already basically naked.
I teased the strings off her shoulders and she let it fall down her arms. She pulled her hand from my shorts to let the suit, if you could call it that, fall down her body so she was completely naked. She reached for my shorts and pushed them down, freeing my hardon. She forced my shorts down until they slid all the way to the ground around my ankles.
"Now we're both naked," she whispered. "Does it turn you on, being out here naked this way?"
"It kinda does," I whispered back. "Does it for you?"
"I've never done it in a place like this before, but yeah, my heart is pounding so hard I think you can probably feel it," she whispered as she pushed my dick down until she could slip it between her thighs.
"You know we have an audience?"
"The guy trying to pretend he's not watching across the road?"
"Uh huh."
"Don't forget his wife. She's staring too."
"I'm surprised she hasn't called the rangers or something."
"Uh huh," she said as she lifted her face to mine. She pressed her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss. I felt her rock her hips, dragging her pussy along my shaft between her legs. She broke the kiss but didn't pull her face away. She let her lips brush mine as she whispered for me to put me in her. She pressed her lips to mine again and rocked her hips more.
I reached down to her bare ass and reached my fingers under her. I could feel my engorged head pushing out between her thighs. I pushed it up against her wet lips and felt her rocking motion change. She exaggerated her strokes back and rolled her hips to push her pussy toward me, driving herself along my already wet shaft. She pulled back several times, each time further than the last until I felt my head push up into the entrance to her vaginal depths. I felt my head slip into her as she pulled herself back toward me, letting out a long moan into my mouth as I drove slowly into her.
"God I wanna come so bad," she whispered, breaking the kiss but not pulling away again.
"So do it. Make yourself come on my cock."
"In front of them?"
"If you want," I said. "Unless you think they're going to call the cops."
"Uh uh. Not her. I've seen that look too many times. She's thinking about how turned on she is and if she can get her husband to do what we're doing."
"You think so?"
"Pretty sure. The only question is, will she be brave enough to ask him to?"
"Maybe, if you have a good climax."
"I was thinking the same thing," she whispered as she started to rock her hips again, this time stroking herself completely on and off my dick, not just along its top. I tried to push back, but with my butt against the table I couldn't do much. Not that I needed to, she was doing just fine by herself. "Michael. Do you like me?"
"Uh huh," I answered.
"Does it bother you that I play with women too?"
"I hadn't thought about it," I whispered.
"I could stop, if it mattered to you," she whispered.
"Do you want to stop?" I asked as she brought her lips to mine again.
"Mmmmmm," she answered into my mouth as she rocked herself harder against me, clearly getting more and more turned on. "Uh uh," she moaned. "But maybe you want to watch?"
"I don't know if I could keep from joining in, if they all look as sexy as you do." I panted softly as her grinding on and off my dick grew more frantic.
"Maybe you could. If they wanted you to," she said breathlessly. "Maybe if you were naked and watching us."
"Maybe."
"Oh fuck honey. I'm going to come. I'm going to come so HARD!" She squealed loudly as her body began to tremble as she kept driving onto me. "Come with me honey! Come with meeeeee!"
I could feel her contracting around me, making her already tight pussy even tighter. The angle she had me at was dragging my cock along her vaginal walls in just the right way. But it was her face that really did it. The look on her face, of absolute bliss as she tilted her head back and began to climax that pushed me over the edge.
"FUCK YES! YES! YES! YES!" she practically screamed as my body surged what little cum I had left into her. She still felt my cock jerking and twitching inside her as she climaxed around me. I pulled her hard to me and as she tilted her head down toward me, I pulled her face to mine and kissed her eagerly. I felt her pussy clenching and squeezing me as she came around my fat cock. She kissed back, urgently at first and then more softly as out combined climax faded away. Soon we were standing, holding each other tightly to the other, feeling our lips and our breath mingling. She finally pulled her face from mine, gasping for breath, her eyes looking into mine. "Could you love someone more than ten years younger than you? Someone like me? Someone, well, someone..."
"Black?" I whispered.
She made a tight lipped face and then nodded. "Someone black. Sometimes mixed relationships are a problem. I mean, lots of white men don't mind fucking a black woman. They kind of get off on it, like some kind of power trip. I don't want a man like that. I want a man that can love me for me."
"Do you think that's me? Fucking you for a power trip?" I whispered.
She looked at my face, looked into my eyes for long seconds, and then whispered, "No. I don't think that's you."
"The answer to all your questions is the same. I don't know. But I think I'd like to find out," I whispered. "Do you want to find out? See if you can love a man more than ten years older? A man like me?"
"Actually, I never thought I'd hear myself say this, but yes. I would like to find out."
"Hey you two." I heard from Trish as she walked back onto camp. "YOU better get your naked butts into a tent before the ranger gets here. I heard a couple women complaining on the way back from the bathrooms."
"Uh oh," I said, looking at her.
"GO!" she said, pushing me toward our tent. "I'll cover for you!"
I untangled my feet from my shorts, and bent to pick up the tiny bikini and my shorts before taking the dozen steps to where Donna was already bent over unzipping the tent. We ducked into the tent, and I zippered the street side window while she zippered the door. I dropped onto the air mattress and pulled her down, letting her fall on top of me with a giggle. We lay still for a few moments and looked at each other. "I don't know if I'm ready for any of this," I whispered.
"I understand. I'm not exactly sure what's going on in my head. Yesterday I was fucking you because you looked like a hell of a good lover. It wasn't until after, it wasn't until the middle of the night that I realized, I didn't want to leave. I wanted to spend another day with you. And I can't explain to myself why."
"How old are you?"
"Thirty-eight. You?"
"Fifty-four."
"You don't fuck like a fifty-four year old man," she said with a soft giggle. "You fuck better than some of the thirty year-old guys I've gone out with."
"I don't want to ask how many guys you've fucked, but at the moment my mind doesn't want to let go of the question."
"I'll answer if you tell me how many you have."
"Counting you and Sarah? Six."
"Wow. Um. I don't want to tell you now."
"No? Why not?"
"I'm afraid of what you might think of me."
"So give me the benefit of the doubt."
"Several dozen," she whispered, almost looking embarrassed about it.
"I see," I answered. "So how do I rate?" I asked, trying to give myself time to think about that answer.
She looked at me and smiled. "As far as that goes, you rate a fifteen."
"On a scale of?"
"Ten."
"Sounds pretty good."
"You're more than pretty good. I could fuck you every day and night and never get tired of the orgasms you give me."
"So what do you do, for a living."
"Medical technician," she said, looking down.
"That doesn't sound so bad."
"At a fertility clinic," she whispered.
"Oh. And that means?"
"I think I got the job because of my looks. I have to go in and collect the sperm samples from couples."
I reached out and pulled her against me. "Why are you embarrassed about that? I know you are. I can see it in your face."
"I've never been embarrassed about it before. That's the funny thing. I intentionally wear bras and stuff under my smock that shows off my cleavage. Some days I feel even more naughty and I wear half-cup bras and sometimes no underwear."
"Because?"
"Because it makes me feel sexy while I'm jacking off some guy I've never seen. Sometimes I open my blouse and smock and let them see my tits, and even touch them sometimes. If I feel really naughty, I'll pull up my skirt and let them see my pussy."
"You really do that? Jack guy off?"
"Sometimes. Most of the time I just stand by and watch, to take the sample when they come. But if they're doing an invitro, the samples have to be fresh and sterile. So sometimes I'll do it. I have gloves and everything on, but still, some guys just can't seem to get it done themselves without messing up the sample."
"Do you like that? Showing off for them?"
"I sorta do. It makes me feel so horny. Lots of days I go home and first thing I do is to use one of my dildos to get off."
"Jacking off guys all day might do that."
"I suppose. But I was afraid that you'd find it, I don't know. Wrong?"
"As long as you're not letting them fuck you, I don't see what's wrong with it."
"It doesn't bother you?"
"Not at this point. I can't promise for later, but right now? Not really. It does explain some things."
"Like?"
"Like sex out there a few minutes ago?"
"Did you enjoy it?"
"More than I should have."
"Because it was in the open like that?"
"Something like that. It's not the kind of thing my wife would have approved of or done. Shhhh. I think the ranger is here. Let's pretend to be asleep."
"Good idea," she whispered, laying her head on my chest. We lay there, naked, pretending to sleep, both of us exposed to whoever looked in the windows. I could hear feet crunching on the gravel and then around the tent. Clearly someone looked in at us. With Donna laying exposed he must have had one hell of a view. Whoever it was walked away and I heard him talking to both Sarah and Trish, who said we'd been asleep since last night and hadn't gotten up yet, so it couldn't have been us. I don't think he bought it, but it was their word against whoever complained. He admonished the girls to make sure they had clothes on all the time, that the state park was a family area and didn't allow public nudity, and then left.
"Damn," she whispered softly to me. "My pussy is SOOOO fucking wet right now."
"Maybe that's because we both came in it?"
"I don't think so. I think it was because he was looking in at me. He had to see my whole pussy. No way he could miss seeing your cum leaking out of me."
"You think he looked that close, huh?"
"I would have if it had been me," she whispered. "I don't suppose you can get it up again, can you? I mean we've pretty much worn it out between the three of us."
"I doubt there's another round left in it," I whispered back.
"Darn," she whispered.
"Maybe you should think about another question to ask."
She looked at me and then smiled. "I don't suppose there's any way you can think of to make me climax again, is there?"
"There might be."
"If you two are thinking of fucking again, you'll miss breakfast!" I heard Sarah say.
"Darn," Donna whispered. "We have to pack up right after breakfast. We're supposed to be headed home by ten. Gotta have Sarah home by noon or her husband might wonder when he gets home."
"Too bad. It might have been fun to see how many ways I can think of making you feel good without using my dick."
"How about a rain check. If you give me your address I can come Wednesday night and we can try and find out."
"I'd like that," I whispered before kissing her.
We ended up dressing and having breakfast, her wearing that incredibly tiny suit and me wearing just my shorts. After she went to work knocking down the tent and packing. She came back to our tent to change. Well, both of them did. They stripped for me and Sarah sucked and played with my dick while I licked and teased Donna with my fingers until she came for me. Only then did they dress and leave. Both of them giving me hot wet kisses.
Trish crawled into the tent where I was still naked and lay on the air mattress next to me. She rolled over against me and draped herself over me. "I think you had fun."
"I did."
"Did you get her number?"
"Oh yeah."
"Are you going to see her again?"
"I am."
She nodded quietly. "I thought so."
"Trish. Do you want me to not see her?"
"Do you want me to answer that?"
"Yes."
"I'm supposed to say yes. But part of me wants to say no."
"Isn't this exactly what Nancy wanted you to make happen?"
"It is." She sighed softly. "But I don't want to risk you finding love somewhere else."
"Besides you."
"Besides me. I don't think she ever expected anything like this to happen. I mean, what are the chances of something like this happening? Two hot sexy women wanting to have sex with you in a campground?"
"Almost like someone was making it happen?"
"Yeah, almost like... Michael, that was a dirty trick."
"What was?"
"You know exactly what. But you're right. It's exactly what should have happened."
"Trish. There's no guarantee that after a good night's sleep that either of us will want to carry through on it."
"You really believe that? With an offer of a body like that?"
"No," I agreed. "But I don't know that it'll work out. I don't know that it can work out. Having good sex with a woman is one thing. Having an emotional relationship strong enough to get married? That might never happen again."
"Or it might," she whispered before kissing me.
"It might." I nodded after breaking the kiss. "Let's go load the boat up and go home. I'd like to take a nice hot shower with you and then go to bed, with you."
"I'd like that," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine again.
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It had been a most unusual weekend by any definition of the word. In some ways I was kind of irritated at my wife for putting me in what felt like an impossible position. But since she wasn't around to argue with, and I did understand that she did it out of love for me, I was doing my best accept it. I didn't consider taking her sister Trish camping any kind of a hardship. She was a fun person to be around, definitely not hard on the eyes and we already had a relationship of sorts, though until now, not physical or romantic. What I hadn't known when we started the weekend was just how emotionally invested in me, my sister-in-law, Trish, was. With her sister passed, and leaving her in charge of getting me dating again through this silly "five dates" thing, it left her in a perfect position to let her amorous feelings for me to flourish. Surprisingly, I didn't mind it all that much, especially after how the weekend turned out.
For six months I'd done everything but sleep with her. She'd held me, consoled me, let me cry on her shoulder, helped me keep house and generally worked to help me find a way forward after the devastating loss we both felt so acutely. Taking her camping with the express purpose, in my wife's own recorded words, to wake up in the morning with a woman in my arms, to include sex, wasn't all that unattractive of a thought.
What were the chances that it would rain and the two young women in the neighboring camp site would seek shelter with Trish and myself for the afternoon, and me ending up having sex with both young women? If my wife and I had been there camping, they would most certainly have been welcome to shelter with us, but sex? Not in a hundred-million years. Once Donna, the sweet thirty-eight year old black woman, realized that Trish and I were not married, and having watched the two of us the night before pleasure ourselves in front of each other, decided that I was fair game. She made no bones about what she wanted from me and was extremely forward about getting it. To my utter surprise, by the end of the weekend I had found that it wasn't just sex, that I was indeed attracted to her. I'd never had to worry about getting emotionally attached to another woman, or even having sex with one. I had my wife and we were totally devoted to each other in both respects. Her passing threw my whole life into a quandary, and now, I was in the unenviable position of suddenly finding myself involved with two women at the same time.
Trish was tasked with making sure I knew that life could still be happy and enjoyable even though the love of my life had gone on to heaven. But if I was completely honest with myself, Trish would just as soon have my choice of someone to move on with, be her. Unfortunately she took her promise to her sister seriously and was going to make damn sure that I didn't just pick the first comfortable pussy that laid down in front of me, even if it was hers. She was also going to make damn sure that I "shopped around" but at the same time, didn't forget that she was there and had a desire to see where the two of us could go. As a result, she suggested, strongly, that she move in with me to "help me" since we were already sleeping together anyway. Of course, she made sure that I knew that any time I wanted her out, either for an evening or permanently, all I had to do was say so.
When she found out that Donna had gotten me to invite her over for dinner, she made sure that she would be gone for the night, to "allow whatever happens to happen". What happened was that Donna came to the house looking like a goddess, acted like a loving, intelligent, witty and beautiful date. We had dinner and then retired to the family room to play a game she had brought. It was a very appropriate game, given the intent of the date was to get to know each other. The game was simple enough. Each card had three questions, from the publicly acceptable, to the extremely personal, and the person that drew the card chose which question to pose. Both had to answer whatever it was. The game served well to help each of us to know a lot more about each other, our past, our wishes for the future and even our fantasies. The game ended when she drew the sole "explore" card. This card required each of us, in turn, to be blindfolded, and to be teased, touched and "explored" with any part of the other person's body, with the exception of hands. No touching allowed. The purpose was to explore each other's bodies and find those places and things that most stimulate them and then, using that newfound knowledge, to give them the best orgasm they could. I would say that both of us were extremely successful. I had no trouble finding just what it took to give her a monster orgasm, a very wet orgasm at that. Once the unexpectedly wet bed sheets were changed, we spent the rest of the night cuddling and sleeping.
That was Wednesday. Now it was Friday, and technically date two, but not with Trish. This date was with Donna. Part one of the date was to go to her work and learn what she did and how she did it. Part two was dinner and dancing and then spending the night with her. She hinted that we might do something Saturday, but was keeping that a secret until we saw how the first night went.
I pulled into the parking lot of the address she had given me. It was a nondescript white building that looked like any other small medical clinic, only this one had 'West Side Fertility Clinic' over the door. I walked through the single glass door to the desk just inside. "Good afternoon. I'm here to see Donna?" I said tentatively.
The young little redhead behind the desk looked up and smiled broadly. "You must be Michael! She told me to expect you," she said as she stood up. "Come with me, I'll take you back."
She came from behind the desk and led the way across the small waiting room with one couple sitting at the far end. She led me through a door and down a hall to a small room, and into it. It looked sorta like an exam room, complete with an exam table with those stirrups women hate so much. What made this room different was the shelves of what looked like gowns and surgical scrubs, and little door units that I presumed were lockers of some sort. "You can get undressed here," she said stepping to the shelf unit and pulling some drab green items off one of the shelves. "Here are some scrubs for you to put on. I'll go let Donna know you're here. She's in with a patient yet, but should be done soon."
"Um. Okay," I answered not at all sure what I was getting undressed for.
She paused at the door and looked back. "Make sure you take everything off. We don't wear anything under the scrubs here in case we need to clean up quickly. No point in getting expensive undergarments damaged, right?"
"Um. Yeah. I still don't understand. I thought I was here to watch Donna."
The little redhead, whose name badge I now saw said 'Angel' stepped away from the still closed door. She put her hands behind her butt and looked at me with a grin. "You are. In fact, she's going to take you right into an exam room and we can't have you looking like you just walked in off the street, can we?"
"I guess not."
"Good!" she said with a wicked little grin. "You get naked, and I'll be right back." She turned and stepped out, making sure the door closed behind her. I stepped over to the exam table and started undressing, pulling off my shirt, shoes and pants. A little nervously, I pushed my briefs down, leaving me in only my socks. "Donna will be in in just a minute," Angel said as she stepped back in. "Ohhhhhh. I see I wasn't too late."
"Um. Uh, To late? " I asked awkwardly, holding the scrub pants that I was just trying to get sorted out, in front of my half-hard dick.
"To late to see that," she said as she stepped the dozen steps over to me. "Donna said it was a very sexy dick," she whispered, reaching for the scrub pants. "Why don't you let me help you with those." I reluctantly let go of them and she pulled them away, leaving me standing awkwardly naked. "Oh yes. Quite the sexy dick. And trust me, I've seen more than a few."
"I guess," I muttered as she stood there staring at my dick and making no attempt to help me with the scrub pants. "The pants?"
"Oh, yeah. Sure," she said, stepping closer. She squatted down in front of me, but instead of helping me with my pants, she quickly grasped my dick and engulfed the head with her hot mouth. "Mmmmmmmm" she moaned softly around my dick vibrating it and making it grow even more.
"MICHAEL!" Donna cried cheerfully as she stepped into the room. She closed the door behind herself and looked down at Angel in front of me.
"I can explain." I said quickly.
Donna frowned and walked to me, stopping just behind Angel. "You can?" she said, raising her eyebrows.
"I um. I was changing and Angel, um, she was, oh shit." I finally said shaking my head. "No. I can't explain it, even to myself."
Donna broke into a giggle and then patted Angel on the head, who scooted aside, but stayed squatting down near me, her hand on my dick. Donna stepped to me, wrapped her arms around me, pulled us together, and pressed her lips to mine in a very long, soft, wet kiss. "God you feel good to me," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "I'm really glad you decided to come. I was worried you might decide not to."
"I told you I'd give you a fair shot," I answered as I stroked my hands up and down her back.
"Now, about Angel. She's doing exactly what I wanted her to do."
"She is?" I asked questioningly.
"Uh huh. I'm going to take you into the exam room with me, and don't want you so turned on and horny that you sprout a boner when you see my next female patient naked on the table. I thought maybe we'd head that off preemptively."
"You think I'd get a hard-on?"
"Lover. From what I know about you, and how visually stimulated you are, this next patient is bound to give you a boner." She chuckled. "But I want you to see what I do every day. I want you to understand why I've had as many partners as I have. Hell, I'm ready to throw your ass on that table and fuck your brains out already, but I still have one more couple on the schedule for today. But after that's done, you better give me one hell of an orgasm, buster!"
"Like Wednesday?"
"Oh god if you could I'd love you forever." She giggled, still holding us together with her arms loosely circled around my neck. "Did I get to tell you what this guy did to me Wednesday night?"
"No," Angel said from where she was still on the floor near our feet, stroking my dick slowly.
"We were playing that game you showed me. I drew the explore card and he kissed and licked me all over until I couldn't stand it. Then when he made me climax I came so fucking hard that we had to change the sheets. I was literally lying in a puddle of my own cum. I must have squirted around his dick at least six times. God I was coming so hard I was seeing stars."
"Damn!" Angel whispered, her hand stroking my cock. "I wouldn't mind getting laid like that."
Donna seemed to ignore the comment and looked back at my face. "Now, I'm going to take you in and tell them that you're a technician we're training. I've already asked them if it's okay, so whatever you see in there, just pretend it's perfectly normal and something you've seen dozens of times already. Okay?"
"Sure. The scrubs make sense now."
"Yep. It also means you can't go popping a boner in there. So Angel here is going to take care of you while I go get the next couple situated. It'll only take me a few minutes and then I'll be back. If you're not done by then, I'll watch and you can do me later."
"So I'm supposed to let her suck me off?" I asked, looking down at Angel's face sliding on and off my engorged dick.
"If you want too." She said before giving me a naughty little grin, "though I thought you'd rather fuck her though. She has a pretty damn sexy little pussy. I know, we've made each other come more than a few times."
Angel stood up and pulled the scrub top off, showing me her little B-cup titties, covered with freckles and two rock-hard little pink nipples. Before I could even think to enjoy the view, she was pushing her scrub pants down and stepping out of them. "Come on sexy. Give me that cock!" she said as she stepped to the exam table and sat down on the end. She leaned back and put her feet in the stirrups lifting and spreading her legs.
"Enjoy yourself, but make it quick. You only have a few minutes." Donna said before she walked out of the room.
"She really expects me to have sex with you?" I asked as I stepped closer to her, looking at her little teenage-looking pussy. She was completely bare down there, not a single hair to be seen. Her outer lips were slightly pinkish and engorged and I could see the gap between her lips glistening with her moisture.
"Actually, she promised me that I could. And if you don't hurry, we won't get done."
I shook my head, still not quite understanding Donna. I was used to an exclusive relationship, and suddenly I wasn't sure that if we got serious that I was going to have that. We were definitely going to have to talk about it. Until then if I was going to see what she did, it looked like I was going to have to make sure I didn't get a hard-on in there, and fucking just before I went in was as good a way as any to make that happen. Besides, after that kiss she gave me I was horny as hell and the pussy in front of me looked damn inviting. I stepped to the end of the exam table and she reached between her legs for my dick. She rubbed me up and down and then moaned softly for me to push into her.
I pressed my engorged head to her pussy lips and expected to slide into her. I felt my head press to her entrance, but not slide in, her tight little hole resisting me until I pushed a little harder, and a little harder yet. "Oh fuck yes," she gasped as I finally slipped my fat head into her incredibly tight little pussy. "That's it honey. Fuck me. Fuck my little cunt," she groaned as I started to push and pull, trying to force my fat shaft deeper into her. Little by little her body expanded to accept me, slowly eating my long shaft inch by inch, short stroke by short stroke. "Oh god yes. Ohhhh fuck. You're gonna make me come already! Your cock is gonna make me coooooommmmmmme!" she squealed loudly as her body began to tremble and shudder. "Keep going. Please keep going." She panted as she grasped the sides of the table and arched her back, lifting her butt off the table slightly as she tried to push herself toward me.
I worked my dick in and out, slowly stroking myself into her further as her body tried to resist the fat intruder. I finally felt my head hit the end of her vagina and started to stroke longer, fuller strokes into her.
"Fuck, look at that," I heard Donna say from behind me. "Fuck her lover. Fuck her sweet little pussy. God she must be so tight. I can barely get two fingers into her," she said as she pressed herself against my side. She stroked her hand up and down my chest and her other hand down to my bare butt, squeezing it and massaging it. She leaned her face toward my ear and whispered. "Does it feel good? She's such a tight little pussy. It's gotta feel sooooo good in her. Come in her. Fill her up with your cum. Let me see you come deep in her pussy and then squirt it all over her sexy little body. That's it. I can see you getting close. The look on your face is so perfect when you come. I love how you look right before you fill me."
"Oh shit." I grunted as my body jerked hard, driving into her and releasing a massive gush of cum deep into her pussy. I stood there, looking down at her practically teenage body, my fat cock stuffed into her creamy, white pussy as I pumped shot after shot into her.
"That's it lover. Fill her up. Fill her sexy pussy. God I want that. I want you to fuck me so bad right now. I want you to just take off my clothes and stuff that fantastic cock into me and fill me with your cum."
"I, uh, don't think I can right now," I panted as I stood there with my dick still inside Angel, twitching occasionally.
"I know. But that doesn't mean I can't want it. I've thought about nothing else but fucking you again since I came home Thursday. God, I worked all day Thursday and then had to keep myself from driving back to your house. I went home and picked my biggest vibrator and pretended you were fucking me again like the night before. Driving it into me until I squirted all over again."
"You keep telling me things like that and I'm going to get another hard-on," I whispered.
She grinned at me. "Let me clean you up," she whispered, pulling me back slightly to pull out of Angel. She knelt down in front of me and engulfed my flagging cock with her hot mouth. She looked up at me as she slurped and sucked my cum-covered dick. She pulled off of me and stood up, using the back of her hand to wipe her lips clean. "I better stop or I'm not gonna stop until you fuck me. Come on, let's get you dressed."
She helped me put the scrubs on, tying the little string around my waist to keep them from falling down before helping me pull the top on over my head. She knelt down, helped me put my shoes on and started tying them. "My pussy is so wet I can feel it leaking down my leg. God, I'm so fucking horny for you right now."
"You get this way everyday?"
"Pretty much."
"God can he fuck," Angel whispered as she lay there, stroking her body, reaching between her legs to spread some of the cum oozing from her around her pussy lips.
"Maybe tomorrow you'll get another chance," Donna said with a grin.
"Oh god yes. please!"
"Tomorrow?" I asked.
"Don't worry. Tomorrow is tomorrow. For now, we're concentrating on what's going to happen in the next few minutes. Remember, whatever happens is normal." She led me from the room, closing the door behind us since Angel was still lying naked on the table. "We're going to do the guy first. Just follow my lead. The only thing I expect you to do here is to watch."
"Just watch. What am I watching?"
"Me getting a sperm sample. This guy took forever the first time, so I expect to have to coax him quite a bit to get off for this." she said with a grin before opening an exam room door. Inside was a guy in a hospital-type paper gown sitting on the end of an exam table. "Mister Conner. Good to see you again."
"Afternoon Miss Winston," he replied.
"This is mister Parker, he's a technician we are training. I know we talked about this earlier, but I still need to get your consent again. If you don't object he will be just observing today."
"Um. I suppose," he said a little nervously.
"So today we need to take another sperm sample. We have to measure both volume and do a sperm viability check and count. Since we're also going to be doing a few chemical tests on your semen, we need to make sure it isn't contaminated. So unlike last time, this will be a sterile sampling."
"A sterile sample?"
"It means that we can't contaminate it, so everything that touches you after I clean you off will be sterile. I'll be using gloves and the lubricant is a special sterile version. So, should we get started?"
"Um. Sure," he said, now even more nervous than he was before. Donna moved a cart close to the end of the table and asked him to lie back. She lifted the gown to expose his flaccid dick and then gently began to clean it with an antiseptic in a squeeze bottle. As she worked, gently stroking and massaging his dick while she cleaned it, it slowly hardened until she was cleaning around his fully hard dick. He looked embarrassed and was blushing slightly as she worked on his now-hard dick, making sure she'd cleaned all around the foreskin and head.
"Very good. Now, we need you to actually come pretty hard. At least as hard as you do when you ejaculate inside your wife. I have a library of sexually stimulating videos we can play through a pair of VR goggles. Michael, will you hand me that tablet behind you?"



I turned around and found a table and a pair of heavy VR goggles on the table behind me. I handed her the tablet as she stripped off her latex gloves. "Lots better than the old days where they gave you a playboy magazine," she said with a grin. She started the tablet and turned it so the guy could see. "So, if you want to scroll down and find something stimulating. You won't be able to touch yourself, so I'll be doing all the touching down there. Oh, there. That is a good one, " she said as he picked a video from the library. "Michael, you want to hand him the VR goggles and I'll start this?"
I handed him the goggles and he put them on while she put on a fresh pair of gloves. Donna started lubricating and stroking his cock, as he watched the video on the goggles. As he watched he kept reaching for his dick, Donna fending him off several times before asking me to come to her. "Undo my top. The snaps on that side," she said quietly, still stroking his dick with her gloved hands. I pulled the snaps and the next time he reached for his dick she used the back of her hand to guide him to her now bare chest. He felt her tit in his hand and began to massage it and play with it while she rubbed her hands up and down his dick. "That's it. Feel it. Think about fucking your wife, pushing in and out of her. How it feels, how slick and wet. Yeah, that's it," she cooed softly as he squeezed and tugged her rock-hard nipple. "I can feel it getting closer. Do you want to come? Squirt all over my big tits?" she whispered, looking down at the tablet to see what it was that he was seeing at the moment. "Yeah. look at those tits swing. So sexy. That's it." His hand left her nipple and slid down her body, across her firm stomach until he found the waistband of her scrubs. While I watched he pulled the string by feel and in moments her scrub bottoms were down around her ankles, leaving her mostly naked, only her open scrub top hanging on her shoulders. He moved his hand between her legs and instead of moving away, she moved slightly closer to him, allowing his fingers to work deeper between her legs and her pussy.
"That's it. Feel that pussy. Push your cock in and out of that sexy body. Oh yeah. She's going to make you come, isn't she? "she cooed softly to him as she reached for a small plastic container. She held the oddly-shaped container to the head of his penis as her hands inching him closer and closer to climax. "That's it. Give it to her. Pump your cum right into her hot little pussy."
"Oh fuck yes. Take that you slut!" he gasped as his body jerked. I saw him squirting his cum into the container as Donna coaxed every bit from him, her hand acting like a squeezing vagina would, milking him as his body continued to twitch and shudder for almost half a minute.
"There you go," Donna said softly as she pulled the container from the tip of his dick. She held it up to the light to measure the volume and then set the container down on the little cart. By now he'd pulled the VR glasses off and was staring at Donna's near naked body with his mouth hanging open. She started to wipe the lubricant from his shrinking dick, not bothering yet to cover herself up. He stared at her tits as they wiggled and moved while she cleaned all the lubricant from his dick, and then finally removed her gloves. She pulled up her pants and fixed her top as if nothing unusual had ever happened.
"You can go ahead and get dressed now," she said softly. "We have to go do the counts and such and then we're going to run a few tests on your wife. Feel free to wait here. You can watch more of the video if you want, or you can go back out to the waiting room. Your choice."
"Um. Thanks," he said, awkwardly as Donna turned to leave. She took the collection bottle from the cart and motioned for me to follow her.
"Do they always do that? Feel you up like that?" I asked quietly as she led me into a room with a bunch of equipment in it.
"More times than not. It's hard to keep them from grabbing themselves, and letting them grab my boobs seems to help."
"He was grabbing more than a boob."
"Yeah, well, he was a little more, um, aggressive, than most. The quiet ones always seem to be," she said as she sat down at a lab table. I'm going to run the tests now. First I do a count. Figure out roughly what the sperm density is to the semen volume," she said as she used a long, thin dropper to draw some semen from the sample container and drip it on a slide. She put it under the microscope, and took several digital pictures. "I'm not only counting, I'm looking for deformed sperm. So far, his numbers look good as do the shape and strength."
She left the microscope and put another slide with some of his sperm in another machine then let it run while she transferred the remaining sperm from the plastic container to a glass vial. She walked to what I quickly figured out was a liquid nitrogen dewar and added the glass container to the ones already held in the long, slender tube that she had pulled up. "They may need to run more tests, depending on what happens," she said. "Should we go see his wife now?"
"Um, sure. So what am I supposed to do here?"
"Well, for starters, she's close to ovulating, so we're going to look at her uterine wall material, make sure it's ready for a fertilized egg. We're going to look at her vaginal PH when she climaxes to make sure that the little buggers have a survival chance. If all that checks out, the doctor might want to sample eggs and make sure that there aren't problems there. But that's another whole deal. He has to stick a needle through her uterine wall to do that. That gets done under sedation, so it's not happening today. If all these checks go good, then she'll be on meds for a few months to increase the egg production and he'll sample them."
"So we're going to what? Go make her climax?"
"That's exactly what we're going to do," she said with a grin as she opened the door we'd walked to, not even giving me time to object. "Missus Conner!" she said brightly as she walked into the exam room, leaving the door open for me to follow her in. I shook my head slightly and took a deep breath before walking in after her, finding a very good looking thirty-something year old woman sitting on the end of the exam table wearing a hospital gown like her husband had. "This is Mister Parker. He's the technician we're training. We talked about this a few minutes ago and I wanted to confirm that we had your consent to let him observe today?"
"Um. Does he have to?" she asked nervously.
"Well, not if you object. But why don't we discuss what we're going to do? We can make that decision in a few minutes. We need to take a few samples from inside you, but we need to do it after you climax. We have a few ways to accomplish it. We have a variety of vibrators that you can use to stimulate yourself, and we have a variety of videos you can watch while you do that if you'd like. I can stimulate you if you prefer, or, if you want, you can choose to have Mister Parker stimulate you. Personally, I'd go with him. I've seen him work and he is an expert at giving a good orgasm!"
"You mean, let him, um, you know?" she whispered.
"Stimulate your clitoris? Oh definitely."
"He's good?"
"He's given me the hardest climax I've ever had. I had him do it once just to see how good he really was."
"And he's that good?"
"Definitely! I would if I were you. If you're worried about what your husband would think, just remember, I just made him ejaculate into my sample bottle just a few minutes ago."
"You, um, stroked him off? He was alright with that?"
"I can tell you, he wasn't bashful about it once we got started."
"He wasn't?"
"Don't let him know I told you, but I think he kinda liked it. So if you want Mister Parker to do it, well, go for it."
"Well," she said hesitantly looking at Donna and then back at me. "If you're really sure it's okay."
"Tell you what. Why don't we find you a nice video to watch first," Donna said with a smile. She got another tablet like the one in the other exam room and opened the library of sexy videos. "Why don't you find something interesting."
"A porn video?"
"Well, you don't have to. I've heard that Michael can do a really good job without if you want him to just, well, touch more than just between your legs."
"Did he on you? More than down there?"
"He massaged my breasts and then started stroking my pussy while he sucked my nipples. He had me coming hard in less than ten minutes. We don't even need to tell your husband what you decided. You can tell him you watched a video while I stimulated you," she whispered conspiratorially, "if you want, that is."
She looked up from the pad to Donna's face. "You think I should? I mean, Jack would be really upset to find out another guy was touching me down there."
"It's all about trying to find out why you haven't conceived with Jack. So, it's all just medical. Does he get upset when you go to the gynecologist?"
"Well, no. He's a doctor."
"Michael is just a lab technician. Not much different. Just doing a medical procedure. Just this time you get to enjoy it. It'll probably be the most enjoyable medical procedure you'll ever do."
She looked at me and then down to my crotch. "I'm kinda turned on by looking at dicks. Do you suppose he'd let me see his?"
"We're really not supposed to, but your husband grabbed my tits and played with my pussy while I was stimulating him. I don't see why you shouldn't have the same opportunity," Donna answered. "In fact, if you asked, I bet he'd let you see as much as you wanted. Maybe even play with it while he works on you."
She looked at me and then back at Donna. "That kind of thing is allowed?"
"I'm not going to tell if you don't," Donna whispered. "Besides. I'm going to be right here with you."
"If you think it'll really make me climax faster. I know Jack has a hard time getting me to climax."
"I'd be very surprised if Michael failed." she said with a grin.
She looked at me nervously. "I suppose I need to take this off then?" she asked, pulling on the hem of the hospital gown.
"It does make it easier," Donna answered.
She slowly pulled the gown down off her shoulders and slipped it down her chest, exposing a very sexy pair of C-cup breasts. She slowly, nervously, pulled the gown to the side until she was holding it one hand, exposing her naked body. "I've never really let anyone other than my husband or doctor see my body," she whispered.
"Well, Michael is kind of like that right? I mean, just the same as a nurse or doctor? Just that he's a guy, right?"
"Um. Yeah. I guess so."
"So do you want him to undress for you? Or would it be more of a turn on for you to undress him?"
She looked quickly at Donna. "Can I? I mean, he wouldn't mind?"
"It's your body, your fantasy, so to speak. If you want to, I'm sure he won't object."
"It is kinda turning me on to think about it."
"That's the whole point. I can't do this test without you getting excited. The whole point is to see what your vaginal PH is when your husband is ejaculating in you. We have to get you as excited as that would be."
She chewed her lip a moment and then pushed the gown onto the table behind her. She slipped off the table and crossed the few steps to me. "Is it? Okay I mean?"
"I don't mind," I answered trying to be as nonchalant as possible. "You're already naked." She reached out tentatively for the bottom hem of my scrub top and started to pull up, I helped her work it up my body and then over my head. She pulled it off my arms and tossed it to the chair behind me. She looked down at my scrub pants and reached for the tie. I could see her hands shaking as she reached for it. I let my hands reach out and gently stroke my fingers across her firm little breasts, bouncing my fingers across her already hard nipples.
"Do you do this to a lot of women?" she whispered as she pulled the tie slowly.
"Not a lot," I answered softly, stroking my fingers back and forth across her hard nipples, making her shiver a little.
"I like that," she whispered as she pulled the bow the rest of the way apart and hooked a finger into the still partly tied tie. She tugged it gently and the waist of the pants pulled toward her. She let go and the pants slid part way down my hips. She reached down and gave them the slightest push and they slid all the way to my ankles, exposing my partly-hard dick. "Can I touch it?"
"If you want," I answered. She reached down and gently wrapped her hand around my dick and squeezed it gently and then stroked it a few times, feeling it grow harder in her hand.
"Why don't we bring you back over so we can get you situated. I need to wipe you down so we don't contaminate the swab when it's time," Donna said softly.
"Oh, Yeah. Okay," she said softly, backing up, but not letting go of my dick. "And my husband, jack, really put his fingers into your pussy?"
"He did," Donna answered.
"I guess I don't have to be bothered by this then, do I?"
"Not in my book," Donna agreed.
"Missus Connor," I started to say, before she interrupted me.
"Jenna. Call me Jenna."
"Okay. Jenna. Let's get you sitting down here," I said, standing in front of her. I moved my hands to her hips to help her step up onto the table. She lay back, pulling me toward her, her hand still wrapped around my dick until I was standing between her legs with my hard-on resting on her blond curls, her fingers gently teasing the head of my dick. I lifted each leg and rested her feet in the stirrups. While she played with my head.
"This is definitely getting me really turned on and he hasn't even touched me yet," Jenna whispered.
"I understand. My pussy is so wet it's leaking down my leg just watching."
"Have you ever fucked him?" she whispered shyly.
"I have," Donna answered as she reached between us with a large alcohol wipe. "Do you want Michael to do this?"
"Sure," she answered softly.
I took the gloves from Donna one at a time and put them on my hands. Jenna reluctantly let go of me so I could pull back enough to wipe her down. I worked the wipe around her outer lips, stretching her protruding inner lips with and running the wipe down into the folds. I let my thumb rest on the juncture of her lips and pressed gently, getting a soft sigh from Jenna. "Does he fuck good?" she asked Donna.
"Oh yes."
"Would it be alright if he rubbed it on me a little?" Jenna asked.
Donna looked at her with a little surprise and then at me. "Honey, I think that's just your hormones speaking. I don't think you really want to do that."
"Oh god I'm so fucking horny now."
"Why don't you let Michael make you come and then we can do the test and you can go see your husband and fuck him, okay?"
"Oh god. Are you sure?" she asked, trying to push my dick down toward her pussy. "Just for a minute?"
I saw Donna look at me and knew that if I did it would cause her all kinds of problems. Having me in the exam room would be enough trouble if she got caught. I pulled away and stepped around the side of the table. She found my dick again and held onto it. I leaned down and kissed her cheek. "Jenna. Let me just make you come," I whispered. I moved my face to one of her breasts and my left hand down to her pelvis. I rubbed one finger up and down her slit while Donna squeezed some lubricant on her lips. I started to rub her pussy, slowly working a finger between her lips to her clit while I licked and blew air across her hard nipple.
"Oh fuck. Oh god I wanna be fucked so bad," she moaned. I curled one finger down into her pussy and used my thumb on her clit. I started to slide my finger in and out of her, pushing deep into her and curling it up under her pelvic bone. "OH FUCK!" she squeaked loudly as I found that sensitive spot most women have up there. I rubbed the tip of my finger across it while rubbing my thumb against her clit. She used the stirrups under her feet to lift her butt off the table, lifting her pussy toward my hand as I teased her closer and closer to climax. "Oh god. Fuck me. Stick your cock in me and fuck me!" she moaned.
I knew I couldn't have sex with her, but she kept pulling on my dick to try and force me down the table toward her pussy. "Okay Jenna," I whispered as I pulled my face from her nipple.
"Oh god yes. Fuck me, please fuck me," she moaned as she let me move away and pull her hand from my dick. Donna looked at me with her eyes as big as saucers. I stepped between her legs and nearly to her pussy. I reached down to her pussy with my hand and plunged two fingers into her as deep as I could. I moved my other hand to the tip of her pussy lips and rubbed side to side almost frantically while I plunged my two fingers in and out of her. "OHHHH FUCK MEEEEEEE!" she cried loudly, lifting her ass off the table moments before her whole body spasmed. Her pussy gushed her juices out at me, splattering then all over my chest. I stood there, continuing to stroke her clit side to side while driving my fingers as deep into her as I could. Two more times she spasmed and sprayed my chest with a huge gush of her juices. She lowered her hips and rested on the table, panting hard and looking down over her naked body at me. "Oh god. Did I do that? How did you make me do that? Oh god I'm so sorry. I didn't, I mean I haven't, I mean..."
"Don't worry about it," I reassured her as I pulled my fingers from her pussy. I shuffled from between her legs.
"Might as well stay there," Donna said with a crooked little grin. She pushed a little rolling stool toward me and I sat down. She picked up a clear device and held it out to me. "You shouldn't have any trouble putting this in after that little show."
"Yeah. Right," I answered. I reached for Jenna's pussy and let Donna's hand guide mine to work the speculum into her pussy and then gently grip and lock it.
"You better let me do the rest," she said. I got up from the stool and let her sit down. She reached for my hand and pulled me down until she could whisper to me, at the same time pulling my hand down between her legs. "For a second I thought you were going to fuck her," she whispered.
"Thought about it," I answered, equally quietly.
"When we get done here, you better fuck me!"
"With pleasure."
"I know you're talking about fucking him. God I wanted to have his dick in me so bad."
"Well, I'm sure that you can teach your husband to do what Michael just did."
"I'm sure as hell going to try. God that was intense. You were right. He's one hell of an expert!"
Donna laughed. "You should feel what he can do with that cock!"
"I wanted to. I thought he was going to. I really did. I wanted it."
"That was just the hormones talking. You wouldn't really want to cheat on your husband that way, would you?" Donna asked as she worked with a long probe-type thing. "Okay, there's gonna be a pinch here deep inside. It may cause a little bleeding for the next few hours. If it's real heavy or doesn't stop, call and let us know."
"Okay," she said with a grimace. "Ohhh. Yeah, that was a pinch."
She pulled the probe out and stood up. "You wanna take the speculum out?" she asked me as I stood near her, my soaked pants now lying on the table against the wall.
"Sure," I answered, taking the seat she had. I undid the little clamp, released the pressure and pulled it out. I stood up between her legs and saw her staring at me.
"Put it in. Just for a second."
"Honey, I don't think..." Donna said before she was interrupted.
"No, I know. This never happened. I just wanna know how it would have felt. Everything is done, if you don't want to watch, he can just stay while I get dressed."
Donna looked at me and then at Jenna. "Honey, this could cause all kinds of problems for all of us if anyone ever found out."



"I know. Trust me. It never happened. I mean, you're gonna fuck him as soon as you leave here, right? Why not let him put it in me just for a minute and then he can fuck you. I'd like to see him make you come."
"Jenna. If anyone ever found out, there would be huge problems," Donna whispered. "As much as I want to."
"Okay. Then just stand there," Jenna said to me. She lifted her butt off the table and pushed herself toward me. She moved one hand to my dick and aimed it at her pussy as she pulled herself toward me again. "Oops. It just slipped while he was helping me off the table." She groaned as she lay on the table and pulled her feet from the stirrups. She hooked her heels on my bare ass and pulled me into her, my dick sliding easily into her lubricated pussy. "Ohhhhhh god. Ohhhh god yes. Stroke me, just for a second. Not long, just a few strokes."
"Jenna," I said.
"Please? No one will ever know."
I frowned. "I'm going to step back because this was an accident and we need to remedy it," I said before moving my hands to her feet. I unhooked them from my ass and lifted them into the air. I pulled back and then thrust into her, driving hard into her. I pulled back and drove in again, stroking into her about a dozen times before I let go of her legs. I reached for her hands and pulled her part way up and then reached around her back. I pulled her to me, driving my cock into her again as I pulled her off the table. I lifted her and stepped toward the table again and set her down, my dick still inside her. I pumped into her half a dozen more slow strokes before I pulled my glistening cock from her. "It was a good thing I caught you when you slipped on that lubricant."
"It is," she panted. She leaned toward me, pressing her pussy against my dick and her tits to my chest, and kissed me on the lips. "Thank you," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "Why don't you fuck Donna now. I know you both want it."
"Honey," Donna said. "We can't. Please, as much as I want it, you're a client. We can't do that in front of you."
"How about you just do it while I dress?"
"You really wanna watch us have sex?"
"I've never seen anyone else doing it, and after the way he made me come, I just want to see if maybe Jack and I are doing something wrong."
"You shouldn't compare Michael to Jack. Jack is your husband. Michael, he's just..."
"Yeah, I know, a really good technician," Jenna said with her mouth set in a firm line. "I just thought..."
I pulled Donna to me and turned her around. It only took me a moment to pull her scrub top apart and untie the pants. I pushed her pants down and then pushed her back against the exam table behind where Jenna was sitting. I lifted her legs, pulled her scrub pants off and tossed them aside before stepping between her legs. I grabbed my dick and aimed it at her pussy. I was still slick with lubricant from Jenna's pussy and I slid easily into Donna's wet depths.
"Oh fuck," Donna moaned. "I've been wanting this all fucking day."
"Yeah, I understand." I grunted as I started to plunge into her. In and out I slid, driving hard into her and pulling out almost all the way. She held loosely around the back of my neck and held her legs up, letting me drive into her until our bodies banged together, her clit smashing into the base of my cock with each stroke.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck." She gasped with each stroke, her tits bouncing on her chest as I held her hips and pulled us together. "Oh god. You're gonna make me come. Ohhhh fuck yes. Do it. Make me come. Make me come around your fantastic cock!" She panted as I drove into her over and over. I felt the warmth spread through me, spreading over my whole body from my groin out. I knew I was going to come too. Jenna had turned and now had one leg on the floor and the other resting on the exam table. The fingers of her right hand were pumping frantically in and out of her pussy in time with my strokes and the other hand was pinching and pulling one of her own nipples.
"Oh fuck," Donna moaned. "I'm gonna come."
"Yeah, me too," I grunted.
"Oh fuck, lover, here it comes!!!" she squealed quietly. I felt her pussy contact around me and grip my engorged cock. The change in sensation was all I needed to tumble over the edge. My body jerked hard, driving into her and releasing a gush of my cum deep in her pussy.
"OHHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" Jenna cried in a high pitch voice as she stiffened and then her pussy gushed more of her juices onto the table and floor. Three times her body jerked as she stood there with her fingers held in her pussy, gasping for air. Finally she pulled her fingers from herself and leaned heavily on the table as she turned to sit on it again. "Ohmygod," she mumbled, "that was so fucking hot. You're so lucky getting to work with someone as good as he is. God if it was me I'd be getting fucked by him every damn day."
"He is pretty spectacular in bed," Donna asked.
"How long have you two been fucking?" she asked between gasps for breath.
"Only a week," Donna answered as she gently pushed me away, letting me pull out of her pussy and release a huge gush of cum that leaked onto the edge of the exam table and the floor. "You're getting clean up duty buster!" Donna said with a giggle. "Since you are pretty much stuck in here naked, I'll send Angel with stuff to clean the floor as soon as Jenna is dressed and returned to her husband."
"Angel? You sure you wanna do that?"
"What? Afraid that she'll take advantage of you?"
"Based on what happened before? I'm pretty sure she will."
Donna's only answer was to grin at me. "Jenna, as soon as you're dressed, you can go out that way. I need to go process these samples before they go old and we have to do it again."
"Gee, that'd be horrible," she said before smiling. "You said it was going to be the most enjoyable procedure I ever had. I have to agree."
"One thing. Don't tell the doctor what happened. In fact, don't even mention Michael was here. I didn't exactly get permission to do this."
"He's not a technician you're training, is he?" Jenna asked. "Don't worry. I wont say a word. Just one question. Is he your boyfriend? I mean if you've only been fucking a week."
"He's not. But I really want him to be. I wanted him to see what I did every day and why I would always be looking for sex. This is the only way I could think of to get him to understand."
"Well, I think he got it," she said quietly. "You're a lucky girl. I wish my husband fucked half as good as he does."
"Well, don't tell your husband that. He'd probably want to know way too much."
"Don't worry. I won't let on," she said. "Go, do the samples. I'm gonna get dressed now."
I sat on the little stool after Donna left and watched Jenna put her bra and dress back on. She was about to put her underwear on and I said something. "You know, if you want him to be a better lover, you need to tease him. Leave the underwear off and let him know you're bare-bottomed. By the time you get home he'll be so horny he'll do anything you say. Just help him do what I did to you."
"You think it'll work?"
"I don't know too many guys that it wouldn't work on," I answered with a shrug.
She stepped over to me then leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. "I know you wont be here when I come back next time, but I want to thank you for an incredible experience. If I can get Jack to give me half of what you gave me, I'll be a very happily kept woman!"
"Just help him learn and you can't go wrong."
"Thank you. I will," she whispered and then walked out of the room, closing the door behind herself. I looked around, wondering what I was supposed to do next, considering I didn't have anything dry to wear.
"Good. Still naked!" Angel said as she walked in, leaving the door open. "Donna asked me to make sure you got showered up. So that's what I'm going to do," she said as she held her hand out for me. I took her hand and let her lead me out of the room, down the hall and into a small bathroom with a small shower stall. "As much as I wanna fuck you again, I promised Donna that I wouldn't. But that doesn't mean I can't watch you and play with myself."
"You really wanna do that?" I asked as she turned on the shower and adjusted the temperature for me.
She stepped back from the shower and grinned. "Unless you wanna let me wash you while you play with me. I wouldn't mind at all."
"Angel. Tell me something. Why are you so interested in having sex with me? I mean, hell, I'm old enough to be your grandfather. You're what? Twenty-three or four?"
She pouted at me. "Twenty-five actually."
"Still, I'm twice your age."
"I didn't say I wanted to marry you. I said I wanted you to fuck me. All I've heard about since last weekend was how incredible you were between her legs. She's talked about nothing else since then. So, shoot me for wanting some of what she got," she said with a frown. "Now, do you want me to get naked and wash you or not?"
"If it would make you happy, yes, you can get naked and wash me," I answered quietly as I sat on the toilet and took my shoes and socks off.
"Good!" she answered, stripping completely bare before I could even finish getting my shoes off. She stood by the shower expectantly and then helped me into the little cubicle. She giggled girlishly as she rubbed some soap around her tits and then pulled us together to rub her tits around my chest. She worked her perky little breasts around my chest as her hands worked around on my butt, pulling me toward her pelvis so she could grind herself against my softened dick.
By the time she declared me 'clean' she also had my dick nice and hard and stuck between her legs, grinding herself along my shaft. Her hips banged against mine as she pushed herself on and off my shaft, her hot slit rubbing the top side of my cock. "Fuck fuck fuck," she groaned softly. "I don't care if I promised. I want it in me again." She moaned as she lifted one leg and reached under it to press my cock up against her pussy. "Ohhhh yeah. Right there. Let me put it right there." She groaned as I felt my mushroom head push up between her tight little lips and try to press into her depths. "Uhhh. Push baby. Push to me." I let my hips push toward her and felt my dick slide into her very tight little pussy. "Oh fuck yes. Right there. Fuck me honey. Fuck me and make me come!" she panted.
She had me more than turned on enough to do just that. I started to pump my shaft in and out of her, nearly lifting her off the shower stall floor each time I thrust up into her. Her moans grew louder with each passing moment as she leaned back against the shower stall wall and arched her back to increase the pressure on her clit. "Shit. SHIT SHIT SHIT!" she cried loudly as her already tight pussy squeezed around me so tightly that I almost couldn't keep stroking into her. Her body trembled and shuddered as her stomach muscles tensed and released half a dozen times. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes," she moaned as her body started to relax.
"I thought you promised," Donna said from where she was leaning against the bathroom doorway frame, the door standing wide open.
"Oh. I did. I just couldn't help myself," Angel told her friend as she disengaged herself from my hard-on.
"Why am I not surprised. Did you at least get him all cleaned up?"
"I did!" Angel said brightly, realizing that Donna wasn't going to be angry over her breaking her promise.
"Good," Donna said as she stepped into the room. She untied and dropped her pants around her ankles, reached into a cabinet over the toilet and drew out a bottle. I looked curiously as she opened the bottle that looked like it was some kind of squirt bottle. She pushed the bottle into her pussy and squeezed the bottle to force the liquid into herself. She pulled the bottle away and sat on the toilet. Moments later I heard the splashing as she forced the liquid back out of herself into the toilet bowl. She looked up and saw the look on my face. Holding the bottle up she said, "I needed to clean you out of me. Didn't want it dripping down my legs later."
"Oh. I get it," I answered, not really sure I did.
She stood up and stripped the rest of her clothes off while Angel dried me off, and then took me by the hand to pull me down the hall, completely naked, to the room I started in. We both dressed, and she touched up her makeup and hair, looking incredible in the short red-and-white dress. I felt very under-dressed standing in the same room, but she insisted that what I had on was just fine for where we were going. I wasn't so sure. We took my SUV to dinner, since she had Angel drive her to work in anticipation of the evening so she wouldn't have a second car at work.
Donna refused to tell me where we were going to dinner, other than it was someplace she went often and that she hoped I'd love it as much as she did. She punched the address into the GPS in my car and we were off. "Donna, can I ask you a question? I mean a really personal question?"
"Oh boy. I've had that kind of question before. It never bodes well." she said quietly, the smile that seemed to almost always be on her face fading away.
"No, nothing horrible. I just want to understand something," I asked as we drove across town on the expressway.
"Okay. Shoot."
"Angel."
"What about her?"
"I can understand you accepting my having sex with Trish. I mean I was having sex with her before we became involved. I could even understand Sarah, given that we weren't even involved at that point, just fucking. But today, with Angel. I don't understand."
She looked at me for several seconds before answering quietly. "Men I've been involved with fall into two categories. The first is just in it for the sex. He doesn't care who he fucks and he doesn't care who I fuck, as long as there's plenty left for him when he wants it. I don't consider those kind of men to be a good long-term investment. They're fun but they don't last long in my life and they're headed off to their next conquest. The second is the possessive type. They want me to be exclusive with them, but they're free to fuck anyone they want. Kinda like today. I told you to fuck Angel and you did. At least you objected. I actually liked that you did, object I mean. The third kind I've never had before. That's the kind that wants to be singularly exclusive."
"Like my wife and I were?"
"Like you and your wife were. From what Trish told me, even when it was basically thrown at you, you refused to take it up. She was yours and you were hers, period."
"And that's not you," I said.
She looked sad when I glanced over at her. "No, it isn't. If that's a show stopper, tell me now, please?"
I was silent for a long time thinking about it. What did I actually want? I loved Nancy and would have never cheated on her, but at the same time, if she had suggested that we try something with another couple, I'd have been all for it. Maybe it wasn't a bad thing to see if that kind of thing is really what I want. "No, it's not, at least I don't think so. To be honest, most guys have fantasies of various types. One of mine was sharing with another couple. Not that Nancy would have ever considered it, but I could have identified a few couples that I knew that might have considered it, at least as an experiment."
She looked at me as I drove. "So, if I want to have sex with another guy, you aren't going to be freaked out?"
"I'm willing to entertain the situation. But I think it would have to be something joint. If we were together it'd be shitty as hell to come home and find you in bed with another guy, or find out you'd been banging some guy at work that I didn't know about. On the other hand, if we had a couple over and jointly decided to swap partners, even if it was in the same or separate rooms, that I think I could deal with."
She smiled. "I think I could live with that."
"I think I could too."
"Could you deal with it if I had another man over and asked you to participate with me? You know, a threesome with another guy?"
"I don't know. I mean, we did a threesome in the tent, but I was pleasuring both of you. If it were a guy involved, I don't know that I could be part of that. I'm just not into guys at all. It's a massive turnoff."
"What if I wanted to do something that takes two guys? Like a double penetration?"
"Have you done that kind of thing?" I asked quickly.
"There's a lot of things I've done that might surprise you, but that wasn't an answer."
"I think if we had two guys and a girl over and I played with her while the two of them did whatever to you, I maybe could deal with that. I might even be able to deal with it if it were another couple and we were doing things together. But just two of us guys and just you? I don't know."
"Fair enough," she said with a nod. "That too I could work with. What if I wanted you to have sex with some friends of mine?"
"Some friends?"
"Other women. Just women. Would you?"
"If you were there, yeah."
"Good. Maybe this will work out after all. When this conversation started I was afraid it was going to be a relationship ender. You see, I like you. I like you more than any other guy I've ever been with. I don't want it to end. I know it might. I know it'll be hard for you to adjust to my kind of life. And if we're going to stay together, you'd have to. It wouldn't be fair for me to have to give up everything. Some, I could do, but not everything. You're going to have to meet me halfway."
"And tonight is halfway?"
"In a way. Are you still game to try?"
"I thought we were going to dinner and dancing?"
"We are."
"But sex is involved."
"It is."
"And this is something you do frequently?"
"It is," she said quietly, staring at me as I drove.
"Then I'll try," I answered, looking over in time to see her face light back up to the way it usually was. It was only a few more minutes to the end of the trip. I pulled into the parking lot of what looked like an old, two-story factory building. The outside was old red brick that looked like it had seen a lot of winters. It had obviously been renovated. I could see that it had modern glass doors at the entrance and all the windows had been replaced, though the glass was frosted so you couldn't see in. I parked and walked around the car to help Donna out, getting there after she had already climbed out. I let her loop her arm in mine and we walked to the front doors together. I opened the door and we stepped in.
"Donna!" a young woman in a black, form fitting, spandex dress said cheerfully as we stepped in. "I haven't seen you in weeks!"
"I haven't been by," Donna said. "Michael, this is Marissa. Marissa, Michael."
The young lady stepped out from around the little reception stand she had and looked me up and down as she moved closer. She reached her hands to mine and pulled my hands up as she 'inspected' me. "God, Donna, this one is a real keeper. Those eyes, I could fall right into them," she whispered as she looked at my face, her big green eyes staring right at mine. "Where did you find him?"
"Camping," Donna answered. "Do you have a table downstairs?"
"Honey, for you I can always find a table!" Marissa said with a grin. She let go of my hands and moved back behind the little reception stand. "Something romantic?" Marissa asked, looking at Donna with raised eyebrows.
"Definitely," Donna answered.
Marissa looked down and then smiled. "I have the perfect table for you. Can I have your card?"
"Sure," Donna said, pulling her wallet from her purse and digging a credit card out. She handed to Marissa, who swiped its magnetic strip and then held out a little iPad.
"You know the drill."
"I do," Donna answered, typing her last name and then a 4 digit code. She handed it back to Marissa who handed her card back followed by a little blue metal plate about the size of a playing card with the number 16 etched on it.



"Enjoy. You going up after?"
"Oh yes."
"With him? You sure that's a good idea?"
"We're going to find out," Donna answered with a grin.
"Too bad I'm working."
"Well, if you wanted, you could come by tomorrow morning."
"Oh, can I? I'll try not to come too early. You might still be in bed."
Donna laughed. "Marissa, if we're still in bed feel free to climb in with us."
"Careful, I might do that one of these days."
"Promises promises," Donna said as she tucked her wallet back into her purse. "Shall we?" she asked me as she looped her arm in mine again.
"Sure."
She led me to a large wooden door to the left side and I opened it and let her through. I was expecting to find a restaurant behind the door, but what I found instead was a blank wall. I followed Donna through the door and along the wall until we stepped into what looked like a very well appointed locker room. The walls had doors that looked like small closets. In front of them were a wide variety of soft-looking benches and chairs. I stopped in my tracks and stared at the couple at the end of the room, both of them removing the last of their clothing and placing it into one of the little closets.
"It's not nice to stare," Donna whispered, elbowing me before looping her arm in mine to pull me along again. She led me to one of the little closets and stopped. I watched the now-naked couple walk out the large wooden door on the other side.
"Donna. Is this a nudist restaurant?"
She grinned at me. "Surprise! You're not angry are you?"
"No, just startled. You didn't tell me because you thought I might not want to come?"
"Something like that," she whispered. "At least I was hoping that once you got here you wouldn't make us leave."
"I've never done this before. I take it from your familiarity with Marissa that you have?"
"Fairly frequently. You're not mad, are you?" she asked, looking at me hopefully.
"No, just surprised," I answered as I started to pull off my shirt. "If I get to see you naked again, why would I complain?"
"You like seeing me naked that much? Enough to walk around with that hard-on poking out for everyone to see?"
"In the last week I've become much less shy about my body than I used to be." I chuckled as I undid my pants and pushed them down, revealing the bulge in my briefs. I stepped out of my pants and pushed my briefs down, letting my hardon wag out in the open for her.
She gave an appreciative whistle teasingly. "Already hard and I haven't even taken my dress off yet," she said with a giggle.
"Just the thought of it," I answered as I sat down and pulled my shoes back on, the only thing I was going to be wearing for a while. I watched Donna pull her dress off and hang it in the little cubby, and then hang my clothes in as well. She closed the door, pressed three of the buttons on the locking mechanism, and holding them in, turned the latch.
"Just remember we're in locker one-twenty," she said as she turned and looked at me.
"God you're gorgeous!" I said as I stood up. I stepped in front of her, wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me. We stood and kissed softly for several lingering seconds.
"I'm getting hungry for all kinds of things, but I think we better start with dinner," she whispered as I broke the kiss.
"Okay. This is your date, lead on," I said with a smile as she slipped from my arms. She picked up the little metal number card and took my hand. We walked to the far end and through the door. A topless waitress met us and led us to the table, the only thing she, or any of the waitresses, had on, was a completely transparent thong panty and a typical waitresses apron. I noticed that most of the servers were female, though there were a couple guys that wore equally see-through briefs to corral their hardware. The waitress led us to a little table in the back and I pulled out a chair for Donna. She settled into it and I took the only other, about a quarter of the way around the small round table, but looking out across the dining room.
There were a wide array of body types, from the moderately old, to the late teens and early twenties. I wouldn't say I was the oldest, but I was certainly in the minority. The vast majority seemed to be in the thirties and forties. I couldn't help but notice that there were a LOT of good-looking breasts on display.
The waitress came and introduced herself, gave us menus and took our drink order. Donna ordered us a bottle of wine and we settled in to chat. This seemed like it could have been any high-end restaurant in any major city, with the exception of all the naked bodies.
The waitress brought our drinks and took our food order, leaving us alone in the quiet little corner. The small flickering candle in the middle of the table made her smooth, dark skin glisten slightly as I looked at her. "You know, in all my years, I never really contemplated that I would be sitting across a table from such a startlingly-beautiful black woman, let alone having her sitting there naked."
"You didn't?"
"No. I'd just always assumed that Nancy and I would grow old together. No reason to contemplate this kind of an intimate dinner with anyone other than her."
"So this is the first time you've had dinner like this with anyone besides her?"
"First time."
"So what do you think about it?"
"I'll admit, it's troubling. Though not for the reasons you may think."
"What reasons do I think?"
I chuckled softly. "I'm an old white guy and you're an incredibly sexy, young black woman. Not what I would call a normal match."
"So, it's the race issue?"
"I'd be lying if I said it didn't factor in. To be brutally honest, before that little camping trip, I'd never seen a black woman's pussy or nipples. Oh I saw plenty of curves and boobs on the beach and the lake. I just never saw one all the way naked, let alone with my dick sticking in her. I'm still trying to adjust a little."
"Does it bother you? My being black?"
"It bothers me more how young you are. I'm no spring chicken. What happens to you if we're together and, well, something happens?"
"You mean you die?"
"I'm bound to, long before you do."
"Then I'll hope you have the same type of love for me that Trish told me Nancy had. Love enough to tell me to go out and find another to be happy with."
"I suppose I would. I've found that I care about you a lot more than I would have thought I ever would when we first met. I mean, in the campground I was having sex with you. Just sex. I can't even tell you when it changed from having sex to making love."
"I know when it changed for me," she whispered.
"Yeah? When's that?"
"The first time you were standing between my legs, making me climax. The look on your face when you came with me. It wasn't lust, it was, caring. You cared about how you made it feel for me. I could see in your eyes that you truly wanted me to enjoy that orgasm. Your eyes drew me in, but that climax, that made me start to think about you as a lover, not just a sex partner."
"My eyes? That's the second or third time someone has mentioned my eyes. What's special about my eyes?"
"Oh sweetie, you have the most perfect eyes. You can look at me and it makes my pussy tingle. It's almost like you're looking right into my soul, and liking what you see," she said softly, reaching across the table for my hand. "It's like right now. What are you looking at?"
"You?"
"No. Your eyes are looking right into mine. Looking at me so intimately that I can almost feel you taking me in your arms right now, kissing me and stroking my body," she said before chuckling. "I call this my death date. Every time I've ever brought a guy here, it has been a relationship killer. Most guys, they'll sit there and look out across the people and stare at all the naked tits. You can almost see them salivating at the thought of getting them off alone somewhere. Then when we go upstairs, and they can actually do that, well, that's not what I want in a man."
"Upstairs?"
"Later. Let's not ruin dinner," she whispered. "But the point is, you looked around. You saw the boobs. Then you looked at me and you have spent all your time focused on me. Looking at me. I want to just get up and sit on the edge of the table and let you lick and play with my pussy until I come all over you. Yeah, the way you use your eyes turns me on that much."
I blushed and looked down at the table. I hadn't ever thought about how I looked at any woman as being seductive, but that's exactly what she was describing. Maybe that's why every time I took Nancy out for dinner we always had such great sex afterward, sometimes not even making it home before she was trying to undress me enough to get my dick in her hand and my hand between her legs. A few times I'd tried to stop and get her to have sex in the back of the car, but she always wanted to go home and do it there.
"See, there you go again. You're so coy and bashful when you think about sex in a public place. It just makes me want you all the more."
"Well, I have to admit. Right now, I want you very badly. I'm half tempted to drag you off to the ladies room and have sex with you."
"The ladies room? Not the men's room? That's interesting."
I bushed again at the thought of what I had just suggested. Fortunately the waitress came back with our food and set the plates down in front of us. The conversation lagged as we ate, both of us looking at each other. If she was getting as horny as I was, I wondered if we'd make it to the dancing part of the date she promised.
"Michael, can I tell you something?" Donna asked as she finished her meal and pushed her plate away.
"Of course."
"When I first saw you, you were just an interesting sexual dalliance. I wasn't looking for a relationship, at least not with you. But now. I think I've started to fall in love with you and I don't want it to end."
"Why would it end?"
"Do you love me?"
I was slightly startled, not by the question but by how direct it was. This was a yes-no answer. I could tell by the look in her eyes that she wanted a definitive answer. I moved from my chair and stood up. I stepped around the table to her chair and held a hand out for her. She stood up with me and I pulled her to me. I pressed our bodies together and then pressed my lips to hers in a long, wet kiss. I heard a few whistles and whispers from the tables closest to us, but ignored them while we embraced. She was panting slightly when we broke the kiss. "I think that should answer it, but I know you want to hear the words. Right now, right this moment, I find it hard to even think about loving someone besides Nancy or my children," I whispered. "But what I do feel, what I feel deep inside is probably the beginnings of just that. I hope that's enough."
"Oh god. That's exactly what I wanted to hear. But you didn't just say it, you made me feel it all the way through my body. It makes me even more nervous about the rest of this date."
"I don't understand. What's to be nervous about dancing?"
"I think we better sit back down, before I start playing with your dick and they ask us to leave," she said softly. "This date. The clinic, dinner and what is yet to come, tonight and tomorrow is because I'm falling in love you and I need to know before we go any further if you can be part of the kind of life I live. I know I might have to change some, but I love my life. I love what I do, the experiences I enjoy, the people I interact with. I want you to be part of that. I want you to want to be part of that. But you can't unless you experience it. That's what this date is all about, giving you a chance to be part of my lifestyle and see if, well, if it doesn't scare you away like it does so many guys."
"Honey, unless you're a hooker or something, I don't see anything you can say or do that would be that objectionable. I know you like to play both sides of the fence. Surprisingly, that doesn't bother me. Not as long as you don't ask me to play with other guys."
"That was why I asked all those questions. About what you can and can't accept. You said that if we were together, doing something together, as a couple that you thought you could handle us swapping partners. But that you wanted it to be together. Not where we were individually going off and having sex with other people."
"That's what I said."
"Did you mean it? I mean, really mean it?"
I took a deep breath. "I've never done it. But I think I could handle it."
"Could you learn to enjoy it? Not just handle it, but enjoy it and want to do it more than once as an experiment?" she asked, looking longingly at me.
"I don't know. I was raised to be a one woman man, and be the only man having sex with that one woman. The fact that I've done as much as I have is more due to the incredible sex we have. It's like earlier with Angel. Yes, I had sex with her. I had sex with her because you asked me to. Did I enjoy it? Hell yeah. I'd be a fool not to admit that. But ultimately, I wouldn't have done it if you hadn't asked me to. The biggest stumbling block I have to enjoying it is the worry that somehow you'll be upset with me for doing it. It kinda makes me hold back."
She thought for a few moments. "So, let's just say that if I could make the situation such that you knew, without any shadow of a doubt, that you could have sex with any woman in the room, and not only would I not object, but I'd even participate with you if you wanted me to. If I could make that happen, would you just let it all happen and see how it feels?"
"I presume that at the same time, you'll be having sex with any guy in the room?" She nodded slowly. "I've never seen you have sex with another guy. I honestly don't know how I'd do. I have a lot of trepidation."
"Fair enough. But would you try it? For me?"
"I think by now you know I'd do anything you ask me to. I might not like it, but I'd do it."
"Even have sex with another man?"
I opened my mouth a few times and shook my head. "I'm sorry. No. I couldn't do that. There is nothing about that situation that I find the least bit interesting."
"What if you didn't know it was a guy? Like a trans person."
"A guy pretending to be a woman? No. I couldn't."
"Fair enough," she said with a nod. "If I could take you some place right now, and meet another couple or several other couples that would be more than interested in swapping partners, would you? With me, in the same place, so we can watch each other with their partner?"
"In other words, fuck some guys wife while he fucks you so I can watch?"
I couldn't quite tell if behind her dark skin she was blushing, but it sure seemed so. "Put bluntly, yes. I need to know. I need to find out if this is another dead relationship or if we have a chance. I so badly want it to have a chance. More than any in the past, I want this one to work."
"If you can make it happen, I'm willing to try," I whispered, squeezing her hand. "I want it to work too."
She smiled at me and stood up. "Then come with me."
I nodded and got up. She took me by the hand and we walked back through the restaurant to the door we came in. I thought we were leaving, but instead of leading me to the locker with our clothes, she turned us to go out another door near the wall. As soon as the door opened, I could hear the music we'd heard all through dinner get significantly louder. She led me up the wide stairway to the second floor. She pushed another door at the top landing open and the music got even louder.
The door closed behind us and I stood there staring. Along one wall was a long bar with stools in front of it. Along the other long wall near the wall with the door, was an assortment of leather sofas, benches and chairs, many of which were occupied by couples of varying mixes. Men with women, women with women and even a few men with other men. The far wall had a raised platform with a female DJ running the sound board and lights. The rest of the room was a large dance floor with the typical swinging spot lights, laser displays and other party related effects. This could be any dance club anywhere in the united states. What set this one apart was that not a single person, not the bartender, the young ladies sitting at the bar, the DJ or any of the couples dancing were dressed in anything.
When I could move again I let Donna pull me to a small table just beside the door. "Hold your hand out." I did. She put a little green plastic band around my wrist and then put a yellow one on hers. There was also a container of blue bands and another with red bands. She leaned close to me to talk over the loud music. "Green means you are straight. You only go for the opposite sex. Yellow means bi. I like both the same sex and the opposite sex. Blue means you are lesbian only and red means gay only. So anyone wearing either a green or yellow arm band is fair game."
"Fair game?"
"For sex," she said. "By the way. It's polite to use a condom with anyone you don't know. Sometimes if I know who it is and they're someone special, I might let them go without, but not typically. I want to have sex with lots of partners tonight and they don't deserve sloppy seconds."
"And you do this often?"
"At least twice a month," she said quietly enough that I almost couldn't hear her over the music. She pulled a condom package from the bowl on the table. "There are all kinds here. Thick heavy, ribbed, some flavored for oral sex. Put this on. I want so much to have sex with you right now, before anyone else. Will you stay? Will you try?"
"I'll try," I answered. She pulled me over to a sofa and sat down on it. She ripped the package open and rolled the rubber down my hard-on and then leaned back on the deep sofa. She lifted and spread her legs for me and looked up at me longingly.
"Fuck me. Make me come sweetie!"
I was definitely horny as hell and right then I didn't care who might be watching. I knelt down in front of her and aimed my dick at her pussy. I pushed easily into her wet depths, drawing a moan from her lips. I started to slide in and out of her, pushing deep into her vaginal depths with each stroke. I'd had enough sex with her to know that she was extremely turned on and was going to climax very quickly. I thrust in and out of her over and over, my body slamming into hers until her big black nipples were drawing circles in the air. "Oh fuck OH FUCK!" she cried as her pussy started to spasm around me. I reached for her nipples and captured them, squeezing and pulling them just the way she liked to push her orgasm to even greater heights. "OHHHHHHH YES!" she cried as her body trembled and shuddered in orgasm. I continued to stroke into her, slowing slightly to keep her orgasm going as long as I could. I was about to start stroking harder into her again, my own excitement starting to make itself irresistibly known.
"Donna? Sweetie? Is that you?" I heard a female voice ask from behind me. "Oh lover, it is. Look at her come. He's doing such a good job on her."
I stopped stroking and looked behind me. I saw a completely shaved pussy staring at me from only a foot way, her inner lips protruding and almost dripping with moisture, either from excitement or from a previous climax. I looked up further and found a voluptuous blond with fake tits that were almost as big as Donna's.
"Donna sweetie. How about letting Harrold take over. You know how he likes to fuck right after a climax."
"Um, Ceilia. This is my boyfriend Michael. Michael, this is a friend of mine: Ceilia." Donna said from where she lay panting on the sofa.
"Boyfriend? Really? In that case, I definitely want to try him on for size," Celia said, settling onto the sofa only a few feet away from Donna. "Bring that cock over here and let's see what she found?"
I looked at Donna, who was lying, still panting, with my hard-on stuffed in her. "This is what we talked about," she said softly, looking pleadingly at me. "Please?"



I nodded, pulled my dick from her and started to reach to pull the rubber off. "Oh honey leave it. I've taken so much of her cum already a little on a condom isn't going to make any difference."
"You two have, um,"
"Fucked before? Oh yes," she said, reaching toward my body and pulling me toward her. She lifted her legs high in the air and then lowered them on either side of me. "Ohhhhh now that is a nice-sized dick. Bring that here and fuck me with it." She grabbed my dick and coaxed me closer before slipping my head between her lips. She looked at my face and then looked over at Donna while she pushed my dick back from her pussy. "Donna, honey? You sure you wanna do this?"
"Yeah, why?" Donna panted as the guy that had been standing with Ceilia knelt down between her legs and started to push his condom-covered dick into her pussy. "Oh fuck Dan. Fuck me."
Ceilia looked at me. "I guess she does. So let's have it sweetie. Show me what you show her."
I tried hard not to look at Donna being fucked by Ceilia's husband as I pushed my dick into Ceilia. I promised Donna I'd try. I wasn't sure this was going to work, but I'd given her my word. I pushed into Ceilia and she let out a long, low moan. "That's it, sweetie. Give me that cock." I started to stroke myself in and out of her, driving deep into her with each stroke. I reached for her big, round tits and squeezed them, each round orb firm in my hands. I held her tits and thrust hard into her. I wanted to just ignore her desires and fuck her to get myself off, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't quite bring myself to use her as a toy, rather than a person. I drove into her, shifting my angle and moving one hand to her pussy to rub her clit. She was soon writhing on the sofa next to Donna, trying to lift her hips in time with my strokes. She gasped and moaned loudly as I drove her closer and closer to climax. I pressed my thumb harder against her clit as I rubbed it in circles and used the one hand I had on her breast to squeeze and pull on her right nipple.
"OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she suddenly screamed, her voice partly drowned out by the music. A small cheer went up in the dance crowd, apparently in response to "someone getting it" since most of them couldn't even see us through the crowd. I kept driving into her, my own orgasm only moments away as her pussy started to contract and spasmed around me. Her body tensed and shuddered, my cock swelling a little more inside her. Her hand found my stomach and pushed me back out of her pussy. She grabbed my dick and smoothly rolled the rubber down my shaft and off my dick with only two strokes of her hand. She grasped my cock and rubbed it up and down her lips, stroking her clit with the tip of my head, the motion stroking the most sensitive spot under my head. It was only moments before I couldn't hold back any longer. My body jerked and pressed the tip of my cock into her pussy an inch or so as the first jet of cum lanced into her. She managed to pull me back out of her in time for the second, third and fourth hard shots of cum to pump out onto her pussy.
I never heard her husband climax, but he apparently had, pulling his mostly limp cock out of Donna. He leaned over and his wife lifted a leg to give him access to her pussy while I was still between her legs. I backed away as he leaned his face down and started to lick my cum off his wife's pussy. I watched, not quite revolted, but certainly not sure I'd like to lick some other guys cum. Licking my own from my partners pussy I'd done. But not someone else's.
I looked at Donna who was lying with her knees apart, stroking her pussy gently, her heels hooked on the edge of the sofa. I moved back over to her, Ceilia's husband moving in front of his wife. He pulled the condom off his flagging dick and tried to stuff his dick into his wife, working it between her lips and into her before he lay practically on top of her, the two of them kissing. It wasn't exactly a normal kiss. I soon realized that the two were sharing my cum between them, transferring it from one to the other's mouth.
Donna took my face in hand and turned me to look at her. She pulled me closer. "Jack and Ceilia probably weren't the best choice for your first time at this. They have an unusual desire."
"I, um. I guess," I answered.
"Take me dancing," Donna whispered, pushing me back and dropping her feet. I helped her up and we walked to the dance floor. The song was slow enough that we could hold each other and mostly rock back and forth, basically cuddling on the dance floor like most of the other couples were doing. That song ended without us speaking and then next, another nice slow song started. "Well?"
"Well what?"
"Did it bother you to watch him having sex with me?"
"It did actually."
"It felt good for me. His dick feels different inside me. Not like yours. Good but not the same. Did she feel different to you?"
"Yeah, she did. Hard to describe, but yeah, it felt different."
"It's that difference that's so attractive to most of the people here. Some of them think that if they just have sex with their spouse that they'll get bored and go looking. This way there isn't any cheating behind anyone's back and they can get the stimulation of varied partners in a controlled manner with their partner involved."
"Does everyone fuck right in front of their partner?"
"Uh uh. Some like to be across the room. They don't mind knowing they are getting it, but they don't want to watch it. That might be better for us, actually. Something like that? Knowing but not watching?"
"I'd be willing to give it a try. I didn't love that, what we just did. I didn't like looking at his dick in you."
She hugged me tightly and kissed my cheek. "I love that you want it and you want it all to yourself. But that isn't me sweetie."
"I know. I said I'd try. I will."
She eased her grip on me and looked around the room, perusing faces. Clearly she was a regular enough here to know quite a number of couples. She pulled her body away from mine, took me by the hand and started working her way through the throng of people. She walked up to a coupe that looked to be in their middle thirties, the guy tall and lanky, the woman about average build, slightly shorter than me, with extremely long dark hair. "Chris! Hi!"
The couple stopped dancing and the young woman turned to look at Donna, and after a moment broke into a huge smile. Like Donna, she wore a yellow bracelet. The two hugged, their large tits pressing together sexily. "Chris, this is my boyfriend Michael. Michael, Chris and Evan."
"Boyfriend?" Chris asked, raising an eyebrow. "I thought you swore those off after the last one."
"I wasn't looking. This one kind of fell in to my lap."
"Or you into his?" she asked with a grin. She turned to me and held out a hand. "Hi. I'm Chris. Would you like to dance?"
I looked to Donna, who leaned over and whispered to Chris for a few moments. She nodded and then looked back to me. "I guess you do," she said, stepping to me. She wrapped her arms loosely around my shoulders and pressed her body against mine while Donna stepped to Evan and wrapped her arms around him. "So how long have you known Donna?" she asked me as we started moving to the music.
"Just a few weeks," I answered.
"And she brought you here? That's a surprise. She hasn't had the best of luck with guys she brings here."
"So I've been told." I nodded, noticing that as we danced we were working further away from Donna and Evan.
"Don't worry. Evan is gentle."
"Okay."
She smiled. "She said it was your first time and you were trying different things. She asked me to take you across the room and play cowgirl with you."
"Cowgirl?"
"Ride you like a bronco. That's my fav. I love to ride a big, hard dick. Do you like it like that?"
"Actually, I do. My wife and I used to do that, but I didn't know it had a particular name."
"Then we should get along fine," she said, leaning into me so I could feel the hard nipples of her soft tits pressing against my chest. "So, how did you meet Donna?"
"We were camping and we gave her shelter from the rain."
"We? You and a mouse?"
"No, my sister-in-law and I."
"Sister-in-law? You and your wife? Those sound suspiciously like a married man thing. You aren't stringing Donna along are you? I'd be really upset if that was the case," Chris said, moving away to put some light between our bodies.
"Oh, no. She's my late wife's sister."
"And you were camping with your wife's sister? That sounds screwed up."
"It's even more screwed up than that."
"If you plan on fucking Donna over, I'd be really pissed at you. I'm not sure what kind of a man takes his wife's sister out camping. Knowing Donna, there had to be sex involved too."
"There was. It's a long story."
"Then you'd better tell me. If you plan on fucking me, that is."
I sighed and we moved together as I related a shortened version of the 'five dates' bit. By the time I was done she was pressed to me again, her body stroking against mine every way she could make it. "I think your wife loved you very much. So how the hell did you end up with Donna having sex with you if you were there to have sex with, what was it? Trish?"
"It was raining and she was there with a friend: Sarah. Apparently Sarah lost some bet and was her sex slave for the weekend. They were cold and wet so we brought them in. Donna got the idea she wanted to have sex with me, and pretty much wouldn't stop until we did."
"Sounds like Donna."
"We've been having sex ever since."
"And getting intimate, emotionally?"
"You could say that."
"So, she said you needed to have sex across the room from her. I take it you're not used to this whole scene and she wants you to try it?"
"Yeah. I just watched some guy fucking her while I was doing his wife. It wasn't the most fun to see her being screwed by another guy."
"Ahhhh. I get it. Okay, lover, why don't we go cuddle a little over there and get each other warmed up?" she said as she pulled back from me. She took me by the hand and we walked to the wall with the door and found a vacant sofa. She pushed me down and then sat down on my lap, both legs hanging over one of mine. She looped her arms around my neck and leaned her chest toward my face. "I love getting my nipples sucked," she cooed just loud enough for me to hear.
"That's good. I like sucking 'em," I answered as I opened my mouth and let her push her nipple into it. I closed my lips and teased it with the tip of my tongue.
"Mmmmmmmm yeah, that'll get my pussy tingling," she moaned. We sat there and I sucked her tits, occasionally looking down the length of the bar. Toward the far end were a few younger girls sitting on bar stools. It was pretty obvious to me that one of them had just climaxed while sitting there.
"Can you answer me something?" I asked as I switched nipples. "Those girls. What's going on there?"
She looked and then giggled. "The fuck stools. Yeah. That's a game the single girls play while they're waiting for some stud to take em dancing. The stools have a vibrating dildo sticking out the top and they take bets about who can last longest, or shortest, depending on how you look at it."
"What kind of bet?"
"Oh, anything from who buys the next drinks, to having to go bend over to be fucked by whoever they pick, to having to go masturbate on the stage next to the DJ. It's interesting that you should ask."
"Why is that?"
"Because the one that just climaxed is headed this way."
I let go of her nipple, and sure enough the young lady I saw climax a few moments before was headed this direction. She walked the length of the bar and then stopped in front of us.
"Hi, my name is Summer. My friends just bet me I wouldn't walk over here and ask to sit on your dick."
I almost choked, but Chris seemed to be complete unaffected by it. "Just sit on his dick?"
"Well, actually, I'm supposed to fuck him until he comes."
"I take it there was more to it?"
"There was. No condom."
"Have you done that before?"
"Actually, no. I always use one."
"Well, we wouldn't want you to lose your bet with your friends. I'm sure if you did you'd be sitting on a fuck stool until you climax again, wouldn't you?"
"Pretty much."
"Tell you what. I was just about to fuck his brains out. I'll let you push your pussy into my face while I fuck him, until I come. Then you can take over until he goes. Sound like a deal?"
"Well, um."
"Oh come on. A sweet girl like you? Never had another woman between your legs?"
"Well, maybe once."
"How old are you honey?"
"Twenty-three," she answered.
"And only once huh? Then you must not come here very often. A sexy little cunt like you is fresh meat here."
"It's only the second time."
"Well, then let's see what we can do about you winning that bet," she said, climbing off of my lap. Chris had me lie down and then guided the young lady to sit on the back of the sofa with one leg on each side of my head so I was looking up at her sexy, young pussy. Chris straddled me with one leg on either side of my hips, and then aimed my rock-hard dick at her pussy. She slowly slid down my shaft with her already very wet pussy. "Oh god yes, I so much prefer it this way," she moaned as she settled her ass on my lap. She leaned over toward me, leaning her tits into my face as she coaxed the young lady to move closer. "If you wanna suck my tits, I'd love it," she whispered before looking up at the Summer. "You, honey are about to get a real treat," Chris told her before she leaned her face between the young woman's legs.
I lay there, with Chris slowly riding her pussy up and down my shaft, driving me slowly deep into her pussy, working her motions to make sure I didn't come too soon, while teasing her own body to the fullest extent she could. I grasped her tits in my hands and guided one to my mouth, sucking and nibbling her nipple. I heard her moan into Summer's pussy as the increased sensations worked on her growing orgasm. I could also look up enough to see her face between summer's legs, Summer's hips starting to move on the sofa top as Chris drove her tongue between her lips and searched out her clit. Up and down Chris moved on me, pushing me slowly up the long slope toward climax. Between the feeling of her pussy caressing me, the taste of the sexy nipples in my mouth and the tantalizing view of her licking Summer's pussy, I was glad I'd already come once, or I'd have already been pumping a load into her.
I could feel Chris humping herself a little faster as her climax started to approach, her vagina beginning to spasm around my hard shaft. She grunted loudly into Summer's pussy before jamming herself down hard on me, her body suddenly jerking and shuddering as she orgasmed around my fat cock. She sat there, her face between Summer's legs, but unable to do anything other than gasp in pleasure while she climaxed. Finally she pushed herself up, pulling her tits out of my face until she was sitting upright on my dick.
"God damn Michael! I could fuck you ten times a day and still not get enough of that cock. It's perfect."
"Not that big," I answered, suddenly feeling embarrassed.
"Didn't say big. It is big. Bigger than my husband for sure, but not so big that it's uncomfortable. No it's just the perfect size. Fat enough to put some pressure on my vaginal walls and long enough to dig deep into me with a head that is fatter than the shaft so it creates just the right sensations. Yeah, it's a perfect dick. I think they must have used you as a model when they made my favorite toy."
I could feel myself blush as she looked up at Summer. "Okay sweetie. It's your turn. Come get the best cock in the house."
Summer looked down at me with apprehension as Chris pulled off my dick and then helped her off the back of the sofa. Chris had me lay on the sofa as Summer straddled my hips, facing me. Chris guided my slickened cock between Summers tight little lips and then into her hot pussy a she sat down on me. "Oh shit," I groaned as she slid down me, her much tighter little pussy gripping my shaft as she lowered herself down.
"Ohmygod, ohmygod," Summer whispered over and over as she started to bounce on me, working me deeper into her depths as her body expanded to accept the intruder. "So much better than that dildo," she moaned. Her tits were maybe C-cup, but they were soft and slightly floppy, bouncing wildly on her chest as she pounded herself down on me over and over. I felt Chris pull my hand to her and I felt her hot pussy lips on my fingers. I did what I could to stroke her pussy while she watched Summer bouncing on my dick, clearly turned on by the view in front of her. I let my fingers find her clit and began to stroke it while watching Summer bounce on me. I knew I was going to come soon and just hoped that Summer got there first.
Up and down she bounced, her cute young face flushed pink as she rammed herself down hard on me with each stroke. I could see the look of lust in her eyes as she panted for breath. I knew I was reaching the point of no return when Chris lifted a foot and slipped it on the other side of my head so her pussy was inches from my face. I slipped my hand from between her legs as she moved and she replaced my fingers with her own.
"Come on Michael. Let me see you come in her. Fill her sexy little cunt with your cum!" Chris said urgently, coaxing my incipient climax even closer. I couldn't decide whether to watch Summer's sexy tits bouncing, or Chris's spread pussy as she plunged two fingers frantically in and out of herself.
I was trying to wait until Summer was there, but I just couldn't hold back any longer. With a long deep groan my body stiffened under Summer and she let out a high pitch squeal as the first surge of cum lanced up into her. She jammed herself down onto me and I saw her body shudder and tremble as she too started to climax.
"Oh god yes. Open your mouth Michael. Open your mouth and taste my cum!" Chris gasped, pushing her pussy even closer to my face. In moments she pulled her fingers from her pussy and spread her lips wider, aiming herself at me as she squirted a massive gush of her juices out at me, a good portion going into my mouth and the rest spraying down my neck and chest. She moved her fingers to rapidly stroke her clit side to side for several seconds while my body continued to jerk and pump more cum into Summer's climaxing pussy. Another gush of Chris's juices sprayed out over my face and chest as she continued to climax again to her own finger's stimulation.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes!" Chris moaned a she trembled over me, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She looked down at me, my chest covered with her juices and then up at Summer. "And that, sweetie, is how a real woman comes!"
Summer seemed almost as stunned as I was. Her body was still trembling and not completely coordinated yet as she pulled off my still mostly-hard cock. As soon as she was off of me Chris leaned over, engulfing my dick with her mouth, sucking and licking my cum-covered dick while pushing her pussy into my face, clearly wanting me to lick her as well.
I gently pushed her up and off of me. She reluctantly broke contact with my dick and let me push her off to sit on the sofa. I sat up first, and then stood up. I looked back at Chris and then at Summer. "Thanks, both of you. But I can't do this," I said, shaking my head. I started walking away, leaving them both behind. I figured I'd find Donna on the other end of the room, and I was right. She was bent over, holding Chris's husband's knees, her ass bouncing wildly up and down as she pounded herself down onto his cock over and over. She didn't see me until I was almost in front of her. She opened her eyes, saw me and looked up at my face, stopping her actions immediately.



"Come on. Let's go home," I said quietly, not wanting to make a scene. I could see the look on her face change, the smile vanish. She slowly pulled off the dick she was on and turned around to say something to him. She turned back to me and took me by the hand.
"Okay. If you want," she said, not quite loud enough for me to hear, but I knew what she said nonetheless. She led me back to the door and then down the stairs. We dressed without saying a word and then went to the car. "I can get an Uber if you'd rather head home alone," she said, clearly depressed by the sudden turn of events.
"No. I want to take you home," I said, hooking my arm in hers and pulling her along toward the car. "Please?" I said, as she resisted. Reluctantly she let me lead her to the car and then open the door for her. She slipped in and walked around. I started the car and then looked at her expectantly. "Address?" I finally asked. She gave me the address and I punched it into the GPS and then started out for her house.
"I was really hoping it would be different with you," she said softly, looking out the window so she didn't have to look at me.
"This is the date that killed all your other relationships?" I asked as I drove.
"Yeah."
"I can see why. I don't know how long you dated those other guys, but I can tell you, I wasn't ready for that. I tried, I really did. But it was too much too fast. I just had sex with a pair of women I didn't, know, and had one of them squirt her cum all over me, including into my mouth."
"I take it you don't like that?"
I almost laughed at the absurdity of the question. "Donna. If you did that to me I'd take every bit of it and pull your pussy down and lick you until you did it again. But I don't know these women. I feel almost like a male slut. A tool for those two women to orgasm on."
She looked at me sadly. "Is that how you see me now? A slut that can't get enough dick? Well, it's true. I am a slut. I'm addicted to sex. I can't stop having it. With men, with women. I'll fuck either and both at the same time. I am a slut. I understand why you don't want me," she said as she turned back to the window. "If you want to stay the night in the guest room, you can go home tomorrow. I don't want you to try and go home tonight. It's too late for that."
I was silent a long time. That was one hell of an admission. But it also included an untrue statement. "I'd rather take a nice hot shower with you and then stay in your bed tonight." She jerked her head to look at me, looking like she couldn't believe she'd heard me right.
"You still want to sleep with me? After what happened tonight?"
"Donna. I enjoyed the dinner very much. I've never had dinner naked before, but I could get used to it easily. As far as the other. Honey, I care about you. I know you care about me. It was just way too much way too soon. Hell, I haven't even slept with you but what, twice? How about we get our relationship sorted out first? Maybe then we start with something simple, like one couple and see if I can find a way to handle that?"
"You mean, you still want to try?"
"I do, with a condition or two."
"A condition or two?"
"I've never had to deal with any woman I was involved with having sex with other guys. Can you not do that until we work us out first?"
"It's just sex with other guys you're having trouble with?"
"Right now, yes. It was hard to watch you having sex with that guy right next to me. I wanted it to be me in you. I like having sex with you. I like how it feels, I like how you look when we're climaxing together, I like how you touch me after you do. I'm not ready to share that with other guys yet."
"But maybe you could learn to accept it?"
"If I did, there's only one way it'd ever work for me. It'd have to be together."
"Together as in?"
"No fucking some other guy behind my back. If you wanna have someone over, or, I don't believe I'm saying this, if I can manage to get used to it enough, something like the club, we'd always be doing it at the same time in the same place."
"What about other women? I have friends that come over and we play."
"To be honest, I don't know why that doesn't bother me, but it doesn't."
"It doesn't bother me to think of you having sex with other women. I don't mind if you do. Especially not right now. Not while you're trying to find yourself. I'd like that to be with me. I want it to be with me so much that I'm willing to not have sex with any other guy unless you're with me."
"I appreciate that. And as far as other couples, how about we start with one couple? Let me get used to that first. And not someone like Chris. Oh my god. She was so, so, I don't know how to even describe it."
Donna chuckled softly. "Would it scare you to know that sometimes I'm like that?"
"A little. I'm more used to sex being intimate, gentle, loving."
She was silent for a few minutes. "I can work with that. If that's what sex is to you, maybe we should start there and let wild and crazy come later?"
"I think if we have any chance, I need to start with you. I have a lot of feeling for you right now. I don't understand it, but I do."
"And Trish?"
"I don't want to hurt your feelings, but yeah. I do. I grew damn close to her while we were going through the grieving process. I can't tell you how many times she came into my room in the middle of the night when she heard me crying and held me. Just lying there, holding me, letting me cry. More than once her nightgown ended up wet down the front from my tears."
"She sounds like a very loving and caring woman."
"She is. And it's not a surprise that I'm sexually attracted to her. I mean it was always innocent, but we'd seen each other naked a few times over the last few months. Sometimes she wasn't all the way dressed when she came to me to be held, or to hold me. She has a very good looking body. Almost too good. She looks so much like Nancy that sometimes I could hold her and almost pretend it was Nancy instead of Trish.
Donna reached out and rested her hand on my arm. "Honey, I don't want to make accusations, but there is no reason for a half-dressed woman to come and be held, unless she wanted you to see her half-dressed, probably wishing you'd make her less dressed than she was. You really are a boy scout when it comes to women, aren't you?" I was silent for a few moments, looking at her and then back at the road. "Yeah, that's right. She wanted you to make love to her. She just didn't feel right asking. She hoped you'd take the initiative and do it."
"Yeah. I guess you might be right. Why else would she come out to the living room and want to be held with just a towel on after her shower? She hoped that I'd take it off of her, didn't she?"
"If I did that, would you take it off of me?"
"In a heartbeat."
"But you didn't take it off of her?"
"Well, not exactly. Sometimes it slipped a little."
"I'm sure it did. But why? Why didn't you take it off and make love to her?"
"Because she was my sister-in-law."
"Who is in love with you. I can see where my competition starts."
"Competition?"
"For your heart, silly. You don't think she's going to just let you walk out of her life, do you? It's hard to say who wants you more right now, her or me," she said as I turned into the driveway of a large house. We were well out of the city, not nearly as rural as where I lived, but far enough out that her neighbors were all a considerable distance away, her house set back in a large, wooded lot. I turned off the ignition and waited.
"So what now?"
She got out and walked around the car. She opened my door and held a hand out. She pulled me out of the car and then, standing in front of me, stripped her clothing off again, tossing it onto the hood of my car. She stepped to me, naked and undressed me until we were both completely naked. "How does this feel? Awkward? Good? Interesting?"
"Interesting is a good word."
"Could you get used to it? Being naked in semi-public places? Maybe walking around the house naked?"
"I suppose I could get used to it."
"Would you like to see me walking around the house naked?"
"I'd love that."
"Good, because I do it a lot," she said with a smile. "Another thing you should know," she said as she picked up our clothes and took me by the hand. "I hope you're not embarrassed by sex toys."
"Why is that?"
"Because they're all over the house. Wherever I happen to be, or what I'm doing when the feeling hits, I just stop there and do it."
"By do it, you mean masturbate."
"If I'm alone. If not, well, I don't mind playing with others."
"I see."
"For now, let's just go in and get that shower." I let her lead me into the house, leading me through the mostly darkened rooms and down the hall to the master bedroom, the first room I saw with lights on. It was definitely a woman's room. Four-post canopy bed with pink sheets and frilly curtains and the like. "The sheets are fresh. I changed them this morning hoping that we'd spend the night together. I didn't want you lying in another man's stuff."
"Was someone else here recently?"
"The Fed-ex guy came while I was in the middle of getting off. I had him come help me and then I sucked him off until he came all over me."
"Lucky guy."
"Does that bother you? That I did that?"
"I'll be honest. What bothers me is another man's dick in your pussy. If you wanna suck one off, I'm surprisingly, not really bothered by that."
"Good," she said as she pulled me to the bathroom. It was a large bathroom with a huge whirlpool tub that looked like it would easily fit three people. There was huge walk-in shower that was almost as big as my whole guest bathroom. Dual vanities, and one more surprising feature: the back wall of the shower was a window. It was dark outside, so I couldn't see much, but there wasn't much doubt in my mind that whoever was in the shower would be completely exposed to whoever was in the back yard. And with the lights on, it was almost a stage show.
I tried to put the exposure out of my mind, and let her wash us both. With the shower done, she dried me and then pulled me to her bed where we laid down and made soft, gentle love for at least an hour before we fell asleep in each others arms.
---o---
I woke in the morning, feeling myself hardening inside a soft, wet enclosure. I groaned and wiped the sleep from my eyes to see Donna's chocolate-skinned back in front of me, her hips rocking ever so slightly to move herself on and off my hardon. I reached for her hip and gently rubbed it as she moved, working me in and out of her about an inch or so.
"You're awake," she whispered softly in the morning light. "I was trying to let you sleep but I just couldn't wait any longer."
"That's fine," I whispered, rocking my hips in time with hers to push in and out of her a little deeper. "That better?"
"Oh god yes," she moaned as several inches of me pushed in and out of her. "God, so good. I love how you feel inside me. Please make me come around you. I want to feel you in me when I come."
"Uh huh," I grunted softly, not sure how long she'd already been teasing me, but knowing it was plenty long enough to get me very ready. I closed my eyes and shifted my hand up her body until I could cup her breast, and then teased and pulled her right nipple. She groaned in appreciation and pushed back at me harder. I could feel her excitement growing in her motions, her hips rocking slightly more, her pushes back a little bit harder, the combination making a rhythmic slapping sound in the room. In and out I pushed, her breathing and gasps growing more and more pronounced with each passing minute. "I don't think I can last much longer," I panted, trying to hold back the urgency I was feeling. "I want you to come first, but I don't think I can wait much longer."
"Don't," she gasped. "I've been climaxing forever already!"
She must have been riding me a lot longer than I'd realized. I let myself go, the next few dozen strokes pushing my urgency to the limit. My body took over for my mind and started thrusting into her harder, my brain registering the sensations deep in my groin that signaled imminent release. I felt the warmth and the slight tingle spread from my engorged head down my shaft and into my body in the moments before my climax overtook me. My body jammed hard into her and stiffened, holding me as deep in her pussy as I could penetrate in that position. I felt my cum push forcefully up my shaft and out into her depths. Time and again my body jerked, trying to drill me deeper into her and push my cum right into her womb, if that were possible. I lay there, my dick twitching inside her as I gasped for air.
"Damn," was all she whispered for long minutes as she lay in front of me, holding my hand to her breast and just enjoying the sensations of my body against hers. I kissed the back of her neck and her shoulder gently. "Mmmmmmm. That feels so good," she whispered. "So soft and loving."
"I'm glad you think so," I whispered in her ear, leaning my face up far enough to kiss her earlobe, making her giggle and squirm sexily in my arms.
"God, I think I love you," she whispered when she stopped squirming. "I don't know how or why. But I don't have any other word for what I'm feeling inside. And no, I don't mean that inside." She giggled as I pushed my softening dick into her a little harder. She whispered seriously again, "I was so afraid last night that I'd lost you. That you wouldn't want to be with me anymore. I'm glad you are. I'm glad you wanted to come and be with me last night and this morning."
"So stop trying to chase me away," I whispered.
"Is that what I was doing?"
"I think so. I think you were trying to show yourself to me in the worst possible light so that I'd leave. Does being in a relationship scare you that much?"
She was silent for long seconds. "Yes," she finally whispered. She pulled off my dick and rolled over to face me. She wrapped one arm around me and one leg over mine, her face resting on the pillows inches from mine. "I asked you once if it bothered you, me being black and you not. I asked if you were worried about our age, and you said no. All of a sudden, I am. Is my family going to accept you? I don't know. I don't know if your family is going to accept me. I'm scared. I'm scared that the one time I've felt what I would call love, that it might all be taken away because of things we can't control."
It was a stunning admission. I nodded gently. "I understand."
"Part of me wants to tell you to go back to Trish. Go love her and have sex with her and let her love you back. You deserve a soft, gentle, loving wife. I don't know how to be that."
"And the part that doesn't say that?"
"The part that doesn't say that is holding you, hoping you never climb out of my bed," she whispered. "I don't know if we're right for each other or not. But damn, I want the chance to find out."
"Then let's just take it slow and find out," I whispered, leaning into her and kissing her on the nose. She pulled me closer to her and pressed her lips to mine. We shared a long, wet kiss, easily several minutes long. She broke the kiss and giggled. "What's so funny?"
"You're getting hard again," she whispered with a grin. "For an old man, you sure as hell can get a hard-on easily enough. Just kissing? What would you do if I walked into your office one day and dropped my dress and started sucking your dick?"
"I'd make sure the door was closed and then invite you to sit on the chair with me," I answered with a grin.
"Mmmmmm. I like that answer. I might have to actually do it some time."
"Good thing it's Saturday." I chuckled. "We still have time for more."
"Ohhhhhh. It is Saturday, isn't it?"
"Uh huh."
"Come on," she said, letting go of me.
"Where?"
"Just come," she said with a smile. I climbed out of bed and walked with her, her hand in mine. She led me into the bathroom and then the shower.
We stood in front of that massive window, looking out over the back yard. Her yard was large, easily an acre, with a well-kept lawn, a variety of benches and lounge chairs around it, a fire pit, a hot tub that looked easily big enough for half a dozen people and a very large kidney-shaped in-ground pool with a large flagstone patio surrounding it. On the patio were a number of overstuffed outdoor chairs and a number of oversized lounge chairs with thick pads on them that were easily large enough for two people to be comfortable. That wasn't all though. I could see two girls in the pool, one on a float pad of some kind, the other standing in the water at the foot end of the float. The girl on the float had her legs spread and resting on the shoulders of the girl standing in the water. It didn't take a rocket scientist to know the reason the girl in the water had her face between the legs of the one on the float.
There was another pair of girls in one of the oversized lounge chairs, one below the other, each of them with their face between the other's legs. Donna reached down in front of me and grabbed my hardening dick. "I think you like the view," she whispered.
"It is a nice yard," I agreed.
She giggled. "Uh huh. And the yard ornaments are spectacular too."
"Yeah, they are."
"So, I told you that I didn't mind if you had sex with other women, right?"
"Uh huh."
"Well, these girls are here to have fun away from their everyday lives. They're all friends of mine."
"Like Sarah?"
"Exactly like Sarah," she confirmed. "I'm going to make you some breakfast. But while I do, why don't you go out and share the patio with the girls? If one of them happens to invite your dick someplace, feel free."
"Why?"
"Why not?"
"I came here to have sex with you."
"And you did. That doesn't mean you can't have sex with someone else, does it? I mean, I plan on it."
"With me here?"
"Would it bother you? I mean, you can watch, or you can join in. I don't mind."
"Is this your idea of going slow?" I asked as I turned to face her.
She looked up at me and kissed me softly. "It's only a few girls. If you don't want to, you don't have to. But it's kinda the Saturday routine. Whichever of the girls that find their way here are free to have sex with whoever else is here. If they were getting what they needed at home, they wouldn't be here."
"And you?"
"I can never seem to get enough sex. I enjoy it with either sex. I can climax ten or twelve times a day before I'm sated. I honestly don't think that even you can give me that much."
"No, I probably can't," I agreed.
"So go out and enjoy the pool. I happen to know that one of the girls in the pool is Marisa from last night. I know she'd love to get a chance to feel you inside her. If you want to save your cum for me, you can do that. Just fuck em until they come and if you wanna pull out and save it for another or for me, then do so. Have fun. Enjoy it. You don't have to worry that I'm getting it from another guy either. You're the only guy that I've ever allowed to be here for this."
"I am? Why me?"
She leaned against me and kissed me softly. "Because I know that you'll be gentle, caring and considerate to any of the girls that ask you. And because I love you very much and want you to be part of my world, and this, my love, is part of my world."
"I still don't understand you," I whispered.
"You don't have to. All you have to do is know that I am falling very much in love with you and I want to share everything of me with you. This is part of me. If you love me, I hope you can love this as well."
"It'll be a tough job, but I'll try," I joked, getting a gentle slap on the ass for my effort. "Seriously though. I have less of a problem with this than I did last night. I may or may not partake in sex, but I will watch and maybe snuggle with you from time to time?"



"I'd love to snuggle with you down there," she whispered before kissing me again. "Now you go. I'm going to rinse off so I don't smell like your cum, and then I'll make you some breakfast."
"Sounds good," I answered, giving her a soft kiss. I let go and headed barefoot and naked down to the kitchen. I couldn't help but realize just how hard my dick was as I walked to the French door leading to the back. I stepped out into the morning warmth and realized that the sun was high in the sky. I'd slept until mid-morning, something I hadn't done in years. Was sleeping with her that comfortable? Apparently so.
The dark hair of the woman in the pool between the other woman's legs was definitely familiar. When she raised her head to look at me over the other woman's body she smiled in recognition. "Michael! You are here! I wasn't sure after the way you two left last night. Why don't you come down and put that thing where it can do some good, like between my legs."
"You really want me to?"
"Unless you want me to come up there and fuck your brains out up there. I'm sure there's time for that too."
I rolled my eyes. "Donna said you'd want to try me on for size."
"No doubt," she agreed. I walked around to the steps of the pool and waded in while she went back to the pussy she had been playing with.
As I waded closer to the two of them I stopped and stared. "Elizabeth?" I asked in surprise, recognizing my counterpart in the electrical engineering department.
"HOLY SHIT!" the woman squealed, covering her breasts with an arm and her pussy with one hand while she tried to roll over, ending up dumping herself off the float into the water. She came up sputtering, wiping her face with both hands, her large tits, not as large as Donna's, but definitely large, floated in full view. She realized she was safe from drowning and again covered herself from my view. "Michael! What are you doing here?" she asked, looking around to see who else was here that she didn't expect.
"Um. I'm dating Donna and I stayed overnight."
"SHIT! You're the hunk she met camping? Damn! You're all she talks about, how fucking great fucking you is. Shit," she said, wading toward the stairs as she tried to keep herself covered.
"You two know each other?" Marissa asked with a smirk on her face. "Who'd have thunk it?"
"Not me for damn sure," Elizabeth said curtly as she climbed from the pool, inadvertently giving me a flash of her pussy from behind. She almost ran to one of the little table s on the patio, facing away from me. She dropped her arms and started pulling on the little dress that had been laying on the table, not bothering with any of the underclothes still on the table. "What are you doing here!?" she snapped at me as she turned to face me, her hands on her hips, anger flaring in her eyes. I couldn't help but notice that the water on her body was soaking into the dress, making it cling to her tits and rock-hard nipples.
"You asked that already."
"No. I mean, what are you doing here, in the pool, naked?"
"Like I said, I stayed overnight with Donna and..."
"And I told him to come out and play," Donna interrupted from behind Elizabeth. "Do you two know each other?"
"Actually, we do. I'm the chief mechanical engineer and she's the head electrical engineer at the same company. We, um, we work together on a regular basis."
"Oh, my. I see."
"So Elizabeth, what are YOU doing here?"
"I, um, I was, um, you see, oh shit. Um, I don't know how to explain."
"I met Lizzy at the club. She and some friends were there as a bit of a getaway party..."
"Andria and Elaine?" I asked Elizabeth, interrupting Donna. "You let those two take you to the club?" I asked, almost laughing.
"I couldn't help it. It was my birthday! Wait. What do YOU know about the club?" she said, quickly, realizing that i knew exactly where she'd been.
"Donna introduced me to the club last night. It wasn't the best experience I've ever had," I said with a frown.
"Yeah. I know what you mean."
"So can I finish?" Donna asked.
"Sorry hon, didn't mean to interrupt."
"Yes, you did, but that's okay. Anyway, I was saying she was there with some friends and they have these stools."
"Yeah. I know about em. I had the taste of a loser of one of those," I said.
"Oh, I guess I didn't realize. Anyway, the three of them were on the stools and Lizzy lost. She had to walk up to follow the first woman that walked into the bathroom and ask to lick her pussy clean when she was done peeing. I was the first one going in. After she paid off her bet we spent a few minutes playing and she decided she might try our little group. She's been coming ever since. Once every few Saturdays." She turned to Elizabeth. "If I were you, I'd take that dress back off and beg Michael to fuck you," Donna said with a smile before turning back to me. "By the way, lover, I have your breakfast ready if you want to come in and get it."
"Yeah, I would," I answered, turning to make my way to the stairs. I walked up the stairs onto the patio.
"Holy shit!" Elizabeth swore quietly at the sight of my hardon. "Is that thing for real?"
"Trust me honey, It is," Donna said with a grin, "and boy does he know how to use it!"
"Oh shit," Elizabeth said quietly as I walked to Donna, let her wrap her arms around me and kiss me.
"In case anyone wants to know. You're free to play with him, but remember, at the end of the day, he's mine," Donna said, looking around. "Fair?"
"Are you suddenly getting possessive?" I whispered.
"All of a sudden, I kinda wanted to make sure everyone knew whose bed you were sleeping in," she said, blushing brightly. "I hope that's okay."
"It's the most okay thing you could have possibly said," I whispered before kissing her. We stood and embraced for long seconds before breaking the kiss, leaving her breathless for a moment.
"God I love how you kiss." She giggled. "Come on, let's go eat while it's still warm."
"Got it." I let her wrap an arm around my waist and steer me toward the back door. I left Elizabeth standing there with her arms crossed across her chest, looking almost irritated.
"I think Lizzy is pissed off," Donna whispered as she opened the back door.
"It seemed to me like she was upset that I was here, now she seems upset that I'm sleeping with you. I don't get it."
"Women are hard to understand," she said with a smile. "Even me."
I chuckled as she settled me into a chair and put a plate of fried eggs and bacon in front of me. She set another on the table and then we ate, both of us lost in our own thoughts until we were done. "How about we go out and watch the girls?"
"Just watch?"
"For now," she said with a grin. "I honestly feel like snuggling with you a while."
"I don't think I would ever say no to just sitting and snuggling," I answered with a smile. She led me outside and we settled into one of the oversized lounge chairs in the shade by the pool. We watched the girls swimming and playing with each other, while Donna and I gently teased each other's bodies, keeping each other almost continuously turned on until she finally rolled over on me and rode me until we both came one final time. After that she helped me shower, the girls all watching us through the huge windows, and finally dress. Part of me didn't want to leave, but I knew I needed to. Among other things, I had to go home and do grocery shopping for the coming week.
When I got home, I found my shopping list right where I left it, only every item was lined through. It didn't take a genius to know that Trish had done the shopping while I was off having fun. I was clearly going to have to make it up to her somehow.



        Five Dates Ch. 03

        What to do when you have more than you can handle?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/five-dates-ch-03-1

Title: Five Dates Ch. 03

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: What to do when you have more than you can handle?

Tags: group, public, couples, group sex

Series: Five Dates


Chapter 3
Authors note: I don't usually respond to my readers this way, but... I have seen a number of comments from some readers that don't appreciate the behavior of the main characters as Michael struggles to find his way in what is a new world for him. Some comments and feedback have declared that people don't actually act this way.
Sorry folks, but all of the main characters are based on or are composites of real people I know or have known. This story intentionally has one character that is very definitely sex addicted, which is becoming more common these days, with the intent of exploring just how intimacy can be affected by such an addiction. As the story moves on, you may well be surprised by some of the other real life issues some characters have to deal with.
True the scenario is a fantasy, and the story is intended to be such, as with most of my stories, much is based on real events that have been somewhat (or a lot) embellished.
If you're not enjoying this story, please, move to another of my works and enjoy those. If I have yet to write something you really find appealing, let me know and maybe I can explore that arena. There are some areas i just won't go, otherwise, may you enjoy the surprises this story still holds in store. This is after all, only chapter 3 of 10. Now... on to the story!
Trish sent me off to work with a very long, wet, sexy kiss before she headed to the shower to get herself ready for work. I got the impression she wanted me to be thinking about her today. Maybe that was because I had told her of my trepidation for my ten o-clock meeting with several members of my department and the electrical department, including Elizabeth. After seeing her naked this weekend, or should I say, both of us seeing each other naked, I was somewhat concerned it would make things awkward between the two of us. Up until now we'd had a very good, close, professional, working relationship. I had no inkling at all that she was seeing other women because her husband was less than satisfying in the bedroom. Like all professional women I had known, she worked hard to keep her professional life and personal life separate.
I walked into the conference room with two of my engineers, finding Elizabeth and another of her engineers already seated at the large table. I could tell from what was visible above the table that Liz had a dress that covered her moderately large chest even more than usual. There was absolutely none of the creamy, white cleavage she usually displayed. The meeting lasted almost two hours, the five of us finally breaking up for lunch just before noon. I was still picking up my stack of papers when Liz walked by, stopping and bending over. "I think you dropped this one," she said, holding a folded paper out for me. I looked down, not sure that I had, but reached out for the paper anyway.
"Thanks," I answered politely as I grasped the paper. She held it as well for at least three seconds, before I looked up at her face. The look was one of, concern? She nodded almost imperceptibly and then let go of the paper before turning and heading for the door.
I added the paper to the top of the stack and headed for my office. I set the stack on the corner of my desk and then took the folded sheet off the top. "We need to talk." was what it had written on it, along with an address, date, and time. Apparently, I was supposed to meet her at the address tomorrow at eight PM. I looked up the address on Google maps to find out it was only a few miles from Donna's house. If it was Elizabeth's house, she lived nearly as far from work as I did, only in the opposite direction.
I would say that a talk was definitely in order, and I didn't see any problem with doing it at her house, away from work and prying ears.
When work ended I headed home, spending the twenty minute drive trying to decide what I could do for Trish that would be special for her. I didn't want her to think that because I she was pushing me to see other people, that somehow I didn't care for her. I did. I think the kiss that morning was a little bit forced on her part, because she was feeling, what, concerned? Threatened? I wasn't sure. I thought that maybe taking her to a nice romantic dinner would help let her know that I hadn't forgotten everything she had done and was still doing for me. I decided to let her pick where she would like to go.
I showered and dressed in something casual, but nice, and waited for her to come home from work. She always looked extremely nice when she headed out for work so I didn't anticipate that she would need much time to change. She walked in the door about half an hour after I finished changing, wearing a simple, but low cut, pale yellow sun dress, displaying a lot of her sexy cleavage and legs. I got up from my chair and met her as she walked into the family room. "Hey there!" I said cheerfully. "How was your day?"
"A little hectic, but otherwise alright. What's with the fancy duds? Going out?"
"Actually, yes," I nodded.
I watched her face change from smiling to a sad droop. "Oh."
"Yeah. I thought a nice romantic dinner for two was just the thing."
"Well, I'm sure Donna will enjoy it," she said as she turned and started for the stairs.
"Who said anything about Donna?"
She paused and looked back at me. "Then who?"
I smiled and walked to her, reaching out I turned her to face me and slipped my arms around her waist. I pulled her gently against me and looked her in the eye. "This sexy, incredible, loving woman that I know. Her name is Trish. Do you know her?"
"I think I might," she whispered, actually blushing a little.
"Do you think she'd like a romantic dinner with me?"
"I'm pretty sure she would," Trish whispered again.
I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. We stood there for long minutes, the kiss growing more passionate by the moment until we both broke it, the two of us panting for breath. "Damn. You made my pussy wet," she breathed.
"And you made my dick hard," I agreed equally quietly. "So where would you like me to take you? Anywhere you want."
"Anywhere?"
"Uh huh."
She looked at me and then a little grin spread across her lips. "I want you to take me to that restaurant you went to with Donna, the naked one."
"You do? Why?"
"I have to keep up with my competition, don't I?"
"It's not a contest."
"Isn't it?" she whispered questioningly.
I thought about it a few moments. "Maybe it is at that. Okay, if you think you can handle it, I'll take you there to eat," I answered, thinking to myself, "But we're not going up to the club."
"Well, I clearly don't need to change, so when do you want to go?" she asked.
"Now's as good a time as any."
It took us an hour to get to the club. Marissa was there when we walked in. She greeted me, but fortunately didn't relate that she had seen me anywhere besides there. Maybe she realized that me being there with another woman was a good time for her to just play it cool, not that I couldn't tell by the look on her face that she'd love to be in there changing with me.
I led Trish into the little dressing room area and selected a vacant locker.
"That woman wants in your pants," she said as we stood next to each other, undressing.
"Oh?"
"Come on Michael. Even you could see it in her face. She wanted to just strip you and fuck you right there."
"Maybe," I answered with a shrug.
"No maybe about it. I take she's seen that hardon of yours?"
"Yeah. She did."
"And you still don't think she wants it?"
"Okay. what if she does?" I asked as I took my briefs off and tossed them into the locker, leaving me naked except for my socks.
She grinned at me and pushed her panties down and off, then reached for her bra, grinning at me while she took the last of her clothes off. "Oh, nothing really. Except that right now she's probably jealous of me, because after dinner I'm going to ask you to take me somewhere and make love to me."
"Which I will happily do!" I said as she stepped into her high heels. I bent down and put my shoes into the cubby, leaving me in only my socks as two more couples walked into the changing room.
Trish quickly turned away and covered her breasts and pussy, blushing brightly. I heard her take a deep breath and then look at me. She tilted her head up, almost in defiance, and dropped both arms. "I'm ready," she said shakily. I grinned at her, closed the little locker door and locked it. I picked up the table card and then wrapped an arm around her waist to lead her to the exit door while the other two couples undressed, seemingly uncaring if we saw them naked or not.
"This way," she topless waitress said, taking the little metal card from me and walking across the room. It wasn't the same table that Donna and I had been at, but it was very close. A small rectangular table with two chairs, lit only by a candle in the middle of the table and the diffuse light from a hanging fixture several feet above the table. I pulled the chair out for Trish, lay the little towel that was hanging on the back of the chair across it waited for her to sit. Once she was settled, I took my seat only one corner around the table from where she sat so we were close together, rather than across the table from each other. The waitress set down two menus and waited for our drink order before retreating.
"God my pussy is soaking wet," Trish hissed. "If I had to walk across that room much farther, I'm not sure I could have."
"Why? Were you going to chicken out?"
Trish looked both ways and then leaned toward me. "No! I think I'd have climaxed, right there!" she hissed softly.
"You're turned on by this? Being naked like this in public?"
"God, I'd have never thought so, but yes, very much so!"
I leaned back and smiled, learning something about Trish that I hadn't known before. It certainly explained a lot of her behavior over the years, and why she seemed to always get playful at the lake, even when Nancy was still around, and why her bikinis always seemed to be small with a propensity for slipping out of place. All this time I'd thought they were teases aimed at me. Now I understood, they were partly aimed at herself.
"So you're enjoying this?"
"Very much! Thank you!" she said with a huge smile. "So what should we eat?"
"Well, I know what I'm having for desert. It's the main course I need to figure out," I said, reaching for her knee under the table and squeezed it slightly, making her blush.
"You wouldn't. Not in public, would you?"
"Not only would I, I think I will."
The waitress brought our drinks and took our food order. I couldn't help notice that Trish kept glancing at the see-through panties our waitress had on, and her completely shaved pussy. "Do you like that?" she asked once the waitress was gone.
"Like what?"
"The way that looks. With no hair down there."
"Yeah. I mean I don't mind your curls. But yeah, it's kinda sexy like that."
"I suppose it'd be easier to lick me if I didn't have all that hair down there, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah, it would. But again, I don't mind."
"No. I know that," she interrupted. "I just wondered. It seems like a lot of the women that I've seen walking around here have it all gone or really trimmed small. I just wondered if guys like that kind of thing."
I reached out and gently took her hand. "Trish, you don't have to change yourself to something you think I want. That isn't going to work. You just be you and if you and I are made to be together, it'll work. Okay?"
"Well, after your date with Donna, well, I feel like maybe I'm already on the outside."
"And Donna is wining the contest?"
"Something like that."
"Can I tell you a secret?"
"If you want."
"Just between the two of us?"
"Okay," she said with a shrug.
"I think I might be in love with a very special, sexy, sensual, loving woman. The problem is, that right now I'm very confused because I also have strong feelings for at least one other. And with this silly 'five dates' thing, I don't know who I'm going to be spending the night with down the line. I might find someone else I don't even know about yet. But there are these two. One I am strongly attached to, and one I think I could love easily. Thing is, there are some stumbling blocks with this other woman that I don't know if I can get past. It's gonna take some time to work it out. She knows about those stumbling blocks and is trying to help me past them. I don't know if it'll work in the long run though."
"I'm doing the best I can. I know that she's tough competition. I mean, she's younger and sexier, and so good in bed. I'm just a frumpy old woman," she said with a frown.
"I don't think I called you a frumpy old woman."
"No, but I am."
I shook my head and smiled softly at her. "Honey, you're a loving, sweet, sexy, sensual woman. Not a frumpy old woman."
"You're just saying that to make me feel better."
"Why would I need to do something like that?"
"Because I have all these faults, stumbling blocks you have to figure out how to get around."
I chuckled softly. "Lover. Trish. What makes you think you're the one that has the stumbling blocks?"
"But you said..."
"I said I had one woman I had very strong feelings for and I had another I could easily love."
"Yeah. You have strong feelings for Donna."
I shook my head slowly. "No, I could easily love her, if I could get past the stumbling blocks. She might actually be too sexual for me. I don't feel like I can keep up and I'm afraid that she'd start to regret tying herself to me. No, the woman I have strong feelings for I've known for many years. It's only recently that I've learned how strongly she feels for me."
"Well, I hope you appreciate how she feels. I know how hard it is to be with someone you love and not have it returned." I just chuckled and shook my head. "What? What's so funny?"
"I guess I need to spell it out for you. You are the one I have strong feelings for. You're the one that I didn't realize was in love with me for all these years. The competition isn't to convince me that you're the one for me, the task Nancy laid out is to make sure that if you are the one, that we both know it beyond a shadow of a doubt. And to do that, she'd made it so that I have to see other women and experience other relationships. She knew I'd be tempted to take the easy route and just latch onto the first woman that showed me love. I have no doubt that with what I know about you now, things I didn't know about six months ago, that your sister knew damn well that you'd have the first shot at me. I think she knew you were in love with me all these years and never said anything. She wants to give us a chance to make sure that I'm in love with you if we end up together."
"And are you? In love with me?"
"I think I'm learning that love has lots of different facets that I never knew. I think that Donna loves me every bit as much as you do. I see her trying hard to find a place where she can be herself and draw me into her life to enjoy it with her. Things that six months ago would never have crossed my mind to do or try. Okay?" She nodded gently. "Good. Here comes our food."
The waitress arrived with our food and set the plates on the table. "Anything else I can get for you right now?"
"Actually, yes," I answered. "I have a question. My girlfriend was admiring your, um, your shaved, um." I stumbled, suddenly not sure how to say it without sounding like a letch.
"My shaved pussy?"
"Yeah. That. She wondered just how much guys liked that, compared to having some amount of hair down there."
She pulled her apron around her waist so that her entire front was exposed and then pulled the little see-through panties down. "Wanna feel it?" she asked Trish. "It's okay. I don't mind. I've been touched plenty of other places."
Trish reached out and stroked her fingers across the young woman's bare mound. "So guys like this?"
"Some love it. Some prefer a little hair down there. Mostly I think guys like it because it makes us look younger. Little girl fantasies I think," she whispered conspiratorially, using her hand to coax Trish's fingers between her legs. "But I don't keep it like this for the guys, I keep it like this for my girlfriend."
"Really!?" Trish asked in surprise.
She smiled back at Trish. "Had a few guys enjoy it, but Sammy is really who I shave it for. Honestly, I wouldn't be in a hurry to shave it off if you don't need to. It's a lot of maintenance. Think of your legs. How often do you need to shave them? Well, you gotta do this twice as much," she said as I watched Trish gently stroke her fingers between the young woman's lips.
"Thank you," I said.
"If you wanna closer look, I can get off for a little while around eight," she said with a wink before reaching out and stroking one finger across Trish's breast and across her nipple. "I wouldn't mind getting off, if you know what I mean."
"I think I do," I answered, surprised by the sudden change in situation. "We'll think about it."
She fixed her panties, grinning at Trish the whole time, and then blew each of us a kiss while walking away.
"Did that young lady just proposition us?"
"She definitely did," I answered. "You wanna take her up on it?"
"NO! Definitely NOT!" Trish said. Then, looking curiously at me. "Do you?"
"Might be interesting to see what she does with you."
"With me?"
I chuckled and cut into my steak. "Notice she didn't offer for me to touch her?"
"No she, wait, you mean?"
"Uh huh," I said around my bite of food.
"Ohmygod," she whispered. "And I was touching her body?"
"What's wrong with that?"
"But it might have given her the wrong idea."
"Honey, she just made a pass at you. She already has the wrong idea about us!"
I continued to eat, and Trish started eating as well. The young, little waitress, Elaine, by what was embroidered on her waitress apron, stopped by frequently to make sure we had everything we needed, mostly asking Trish and paying extra attention to her when she came by. One time, even bending down to pick up a dropped napkin, taking time to lean in and kiss one of Trish's nipples as she did. Yeah, she was definitely interested in Trish. I was almost tempted to find out just how interested she was. When we were finished and waiting for the young woman to bring the check, I leaned over table toward Trish. "Well? Should we find invite her to go upstairs with us?"
"Upstairs?"
"Yeah. I told you Donna took me to a dance club? Well, this is the one. Same attire as down here. Only difference is they don't serve food and you can do pretty much anything you want as long as it's consensual. Everything from dancing to, well, whatever you might want to do with another person, in public or in a bedroom."
"What did YOU do up there?"
"More than I was comfortable with," I admitted. "Let's leave it at that."
"I don't want some strange guy hitting on me."
"Don't worry, I can take care of that. But you might have strange women hitting on you."
"I'm not sure I want that either."
"Better decide soon. Here she comes."
"Donna would go, wouldn't she?"
"Donna?"
"She'd say yes, wouldn't she?"
"Oh yeah. Without a doubt," I answered with a nod while the little waitress stopped by our table.
"Will there be anything else? Anything at all?" she asked suggestively, standing next to where Trish was sitting. As I watched she let her right hand reach down nonchalantly and gently stroke a finger across Trish's left nipple again. "It's my break time and if you wanted, I could let you get a closer look at what we discussed earlier," she said very quietly.
I looked at the waitress and then at a very nervous Trish. "I think that'd be a really good idea. That way she can decide if she want's it shaved off or not." I answered the young woman.



Trish took a breath and then looked up at the young lady. "What about my boyfriend?"
She grinned and stepped away from Trish so she could look down at my lap and my very obviously hard dick. "I think I can arrange something. Let me go let Marissa know I'm going on break, then we can pop upstairs for a few minutes."
"I think that's a perfect idea," I agreed. "Since it's only a break, we probably don't have a lot of time."
"Fifteen minutes," she said with a grin. "Meet me in the changing room as soon as you can." With that she walked away.
"Well, looks like you have a date," I said as I got up.
"I don't know what the hell you were thinking," she whispered.
"You don't have to do this, if you don't want to."
"Donna wouldn't back out, would she?"
"Nope."
"Then neither am I. It's just that, well, I've never had sex with another woman," she whispered as she stepped through the door that I was holding open, leading into the changing room.
"First time? For real?" the waitress, Elaine asked with raised eyebrows. She stepped over to Trish and slipped right up against her, wrapping her arms around Trish's body to pull them together, their tits pressed tightly together. She leaned slowly into Trish and pressed her lips to Trish's in a long, wet kiss, that Trish resisted at first, and then slowly softened to share equally in. After almost a minute or more, the two were wetly kissing each other in an erotic embrace that had my cock bouncing with my heartbeat. I watched as Elaine's hands began kneaded Trish's butt cheeks as they kissed, clearly getting much more excited by the moment.
Elaine broke the kiss and the two of them stood there panting for a few moments. "Okay. Now I need your face between my legs."
"What about Michael?"
"Honey, you make me climax and then he's welcome to use my pussy until my break is over, but I plan on licking you the whole fucking time, no matter how many times I make you climax."
"I hope I can do this," Trish whispered as Elaine pulled her by the hand toward the door leading upstairs. I followed along, and we all exited into the club. Trish stopped and stared at all the obvious sex going on, blushing so brightly that a blind man could see it. I expected Elaine to go to the little table and get bracelets, but she pulled Trish's hand and walked right past it, drawing Trish along to one of the large, almost six- foot-long padded benches.
"Don't we need armbands?" I asked as I followed.
"Uh uh. Only if you want to advertise. If you don't have one on it means you're a private couple."
"Shit," I whispered to myself. "Donna, I might just have to smack your ass when I see you again."
"What's that?" Elaine asked as she coaxed Trish to lay on the padded bench on her back.
"Nothing," I answered as I watched her climb onto the bench over Trish, holding herself on her hands and knees with their heads in opposite directions.
"I've never done this," Trish said with clear trepidation in her voice I could hear even over the loud music.
"You know what feels good on you? Just do the same thing on me," Elaine said as she spread her knees apart and lowered her pussy toward Trish's face. She reached down and pushed Trish's legs apart and lowered her face to her pussy.
I felt a pair of hands reach around me, pulling me back against a soft body that was, surprisingly, not naked. One of the woman's hands reached down to my hard dick and wrapped around it. "You look like you need something to keep you busy while Elaine is busy on your friend."
I twisted around enough to see that the woman behind me was Marissa. She had on the long black body dress she'd had on when we walked in. "Aren't you supposed to be naked?"
"Trust me, that's coming," she whispered. "When Elaine said she was coming up here on break I wondered who she'd coaxed into this. I never would have expected it was you and your date."
"Um, yeah. Trish is trying to prove she can be everything Donna is," I answered with a frown.
"Well, let's not waste the time then," she said, pulling me to the closest sofa. She pushed me back so I was sitting and then pulled the dress up and off. She pulled off her high heels and then pushed her panties down, leaving her naked except for her black stockings. She grinned at me and crawled onto the sofa, one knee on either side of me. She grasped my dick and aimed it at her pussy and quickly settled down on me. "God damn! I wanted to do this the other day so bad. Shit it feels good! Does it feel good for you too sweetie?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned as she slid her sopping wet pussy down over my shaft. Her ass barely touched my legs and she started to bounce on me. I reached for her bouncing D-cup tits and grasped them, letting her lean toward me so I could suck one of her nipples.
"We don't have much time. Just a quickie, so let's just make each other come," she moaned as I nibbled her nipple. "Oh yeah. That's it sweetie. Tease my boobies. God, I love having them played with."
"Mmmmmmph," I grunted around her nipple as she bounced harder on my lap, driving down hard and fast on my shaft. I'd been turned on since we got to the restaurant, considering if I should bring Trish up here for sex, and now, here I was, sucking another woman's tits while she bounced on me, Trish lying under yet a different woman, having her first lesbian sexual experience. I couldn't see Trish's face, but I could see Elaine's body wiggling and bucking over Trish. I guess Trish was figuring it out just fine.
Elaine, for her part, seemed to be licking Trish's pussy with abandon and had one arm wrapped around one of Trish's thighs so she could push a finger in and out of Trish's vaginal depths. The sight of the two going at it seemed to just push my own excitement even higher. Marissa was moaning and grunting with each impact onto my legs, her ass slapping a loud rhythmic beat that I could hear over the music.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhhhh fuck yes. God I'm going to come. Come with me. Come with me honey! Fill me with your cum!" Marissa moaned as she slammed down on me over and over. I could feel her pussy clenching around me as she drove down on me, my own orgasm building as she rode me. Up and down she slid, caressing my shaft and my engorged head. I pulled my face from her tits and let them go, wanting to watch her large soft tits bounce inches from my face.
"Oh god. Oh god. I'm coming. Oh god. I'm cooooommmmiiiinnnnggg!" she practically screamed as she tried to stay bouncing on me, driving hard down onto my shaft. I felt her pussy clench again around me, this time squeezing hard as she lost her coordination, still moving, but no longer nearly as rhythmically.
I heard another voice, this one very familiar, crying out that she was coming as well. I looked over at Trish and to my surprise, saw Elaine pull her face away from Trish's pussy just as Trish stiffened and a huge spray of her juices arched out from between her legs.
"Oh god." I grunted at the sight, my own body jerking and pumping cum deep in Marissa. Time and again my body jerked and I felt cum lance up into her as she sat on me, grinding herself down against me, her pussy convulsing as she trembled on my lap and dick.
"Oh shit." I grunted as I watched Elaine's face, clearly climaxing as well on Trish's face. I sat there, watching the two of them panting and still shuddering with their own climaxes.
"Well, for someone who hasn't ever done this before, you did one hell of a job!" Elaine panted as she lifted off of Trish's face and body. She climbed off and turned around, kneeling on the bench again. She leaned down and the two shared a long cum-covered kiss. "I have to go back to work, but I wouldn't mind doing this with you again some time."
"Yeah. I'd have to think about it," Trish answered.
"I gotta go," she said again before standing up and looking at Marissa and I. "Guess you two had some fun too, huh? Thanks for the use of your girlfriend," Elaine said as she stepped to me. She leaned over and gave me a kiss. I could smell and taste Trish's cum on her face as we kissed, and then she was gone, heading back down to work.
"I gotta go too," Marissa said from my lap. "You gonna stay?"
"No. This was supposed to be a kinda date dinner with Trish. A thank-you for helping out and getting all my groceries."
"Well, maybe we'll see each other again at Donna's," she said as she climbed off my dick, our combined cum leaking down out of her. "Nice load! I'll be enjoying this one all evening!"
"So it seems," I answered as she pulled her panties on and then went to work on pulling her dress back on. She leaned over me, kissed me softly on the lips and then headed out the way Elaine had a few moments before.
"Damn," Trish said as she plopped down on the sofa next to me and cuddled up to me. "Donna does this shit all the time?"
"From what she tells me," I answered, wrapping an arm around her shoulders and pulling her against me.
"I can't. This isn't me," she said quietly. "I mean, I did it, but I wouldn't say it was something I'd want to do often."
"I don't think I asked you to."
"No, but if my competition is, shouldn't I try and do it too?"
I pulled her to me and kissed her on the lips, tasting Elain's cum on her lips. "I love that you thought you had to try, but I'd much rather you just be you. Come on. Let's go home where we can be alone and out of this loud music."
It took us ten minutes to dress and head out the door. We were home in just under an hour and the two of us showered and headed to bed where we made love with each other before falling asleep in each other's arms.
I startled awake, breathing hard from a dream. I felt her against me, the two of us spooned against each other, our bare skin pressing against each other. I felt her soft breast in my hand and her hard nipple pressed to my palm. She was stroking the back of my hand as it cupped her breast, gently whispering that it would be alright, it was just a dream. It took my brain long seconds in the early morning light to wake enough and grasp reality to realize that this part, wasn't a dream, and as much as it felt and smelled and even sounded like my wife against me, it wasn't and it never would be again. Having Trish with me like this was hard. It made me think so much of Nancy and how much I missed her. Sometimes it was overwhelming. Eventually, I hoped, that overwhelming feeling would fade.
We lay quietly for a while and then got up, the alarm not having gone off yet, but close enough that it didn't matter. I needed another shower from the sweat that the dream had poured out of me, making the sheets damp under me. Trish came with me to the shower, gently washing and stroking me, her lips kissing gently, softly, lovingly my chest and neck and face periodically. I could see that she did indeed love me. I just wished I understood what it was I was feeling for her. Was it love for her? Or was it love for how much she felt and looked like my wife?
We dried off, I shaved and then we both dressed for work. We made our lunches together and she cooked some breakfast for us. We sat after we'd eaten, sipping coffee and just looking at each other. "So, what do you have planned tonight?" she asked softly.
"Actually, I need to go see Elizabeth after dinner."
"Elizabeth? Do I know her?"
"She's the head of the electrical department at work. She wants to have a private conversation with me, away from work."
"Oh?" she asked, raising her eyebrows.
It didn't take much to guess what she was thinking. "No, not that. Remember I told you that when I got up at Donna's there were women having sex out on the patio? Well, Elizabeth was one of them. I didn't know it right away, but we each got more than an eyeful of each other. I'm guessing she wants to make sure I'm not going to spill her secret."
"Her secret?"
"That she's bi. She's married and was there having sex with another woman. I doubt her husband knows. That's my guess at least."
"Oh, well, I can see why she might want that conversation away from work."
"Yeah, me too. Not that she has anything to worry about. I don't mess with married women."
"Oh? What about Sarah?"
"Uh, well, I guess that was an exception," I agreed. "I didn't know it until after we started. I guess I should say I don't intentionally mess with married women. Definitely NOT going to do that with someone at work. Can you imagine the scandal if someone found out we were having an affair? Anyway, I'm not looking for short term hookups, right?"
"Right." She nodded. She got up from the table and stepped around to me. She pushed my wheeled chair away from the table and sat in my lap, putting her arms around me. She leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. "Besides. If you need a quick fuck, you got this old woman's body any time you want it."
I chuckled. "I don't think that young lady last night thought you were an old woman. In fact, I'd say she was quite attracted to you."
"Well, we won't go there again. I might be tempted to try something like that again in a much more private setting, if you really wanted me to, but that wasn't for me. Not in that public of a setting."
"No, it's not me either," I agreed.
"I suppose we need to go to work?"
"Probably, before you get me all turned on and I have to start undressing you again."
"You can undress me any time you want," she whispered before leaning down to kiss me again. She broke the kiss and stood up and we both finished getting ready and off to work.
I saw Elizabeth in the hallway twice that day and once in a meeting. All three times she was extremely professional and, if anything, even a little more standoffish than usual. I wondered if that was because of our upcoming meeting or if she was concerned that I would let something slip. Either way, I figured we'd get it sorted out that night.
I got home from work just a little after Trish. She was still wearing the dress she had worn to work and was at the kitchen counter, working on dinner. I had to admit, she looked damn good standing there in that short red dress. I wondered briefly if she enjoyed the higher hemline she had started wearing as much as I did. I stepped behind her and gripped her hips. I pulled her back toward me, getting a surprised squeal from her. I stepped back, pulling her to the island and then turned her around. I pulled her around between the counter and me, and then lifted her butt onto the edge of the island. She giggled as I pushed her skirt up her thighs until it was bunched around her waist. I reached for her legs and lifted her thighs, tipping her back so she had to lie back on the granite counter top as I lifted and spread her legs.
I bent down and gently kissed the crotch of her little red panties, kissing her pussy through the material for several long hot kisses before I teased the crotch to the side and planted one of those kisses on her bare lips.
"Oh fuck," she moaned as I teased her lips with my tongue. I felt her lift and spread her legs wider for me as I licked and teased her lips, her growing wetness sweet as I worked my tongue deeper between her soft flowery lips. I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and received an appreciative gasp as I flicked across it. "I don't know what you've been thinking about all day, but honey, if this is because of that, I hope you keep thinking it all the time!" she practically moaned as I licked and flicked her hard clit. I knew she was cooking and we didn't have a lot of time, but for some reason I really wanted to make her climax. I wasn't worried about me at that moment, I wanted to make her come, and it didn't take too long before I received my reward for my attentions.
"God damn," she panted as I gently kissed her pussy and stroked her thighs as her orgasm faded. "That was a surprise."
"I hope you liked it."
"I did. A lot!" she breathed. "But if you don't let me down, dinner is going to be both late and ruined."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, pulling her panties off of her butt and sliding them up her legs that were still sticking in the air. I let her lower her legs and helped her off the counter, tucking the red panties in my pocket. "Souvenir!" I grinned as she looked as me with her eyebrow cocked inquisitively.
"Hmmmm. Maybe when you get back later I'll have to collect one."
"I welcome it," I answered with a grin.
"Good. Now get your butt out of here and let me cook," she said with a grin, slapping my butt as I walked out of the room, not unlike the way my wife used to do to chase me out.
---o---
It was thirty-five minutes from my house to Elizabeth's. I was a little nervous, not sure if her husband was home or not, or even if he was expected soon. I purposely avoided any questionable interactions with married women for two reasons. First I never wanted my wife to question if I was being unfaithful or not, and second, I didn't want to end up on the wrong side of an angry husband. These days that could be fatal. Even though I was now single, I didn't need the husband thing. I knocked on the door and Elizabeth answered it. She had on a wrap-around pale yellow dress and yellow high heels that she hadn't been wearing at work. "Michael!" she said cheerfully as she opened the door further to allow me in.
"Elizabeth," I said as I walked in. She closed the door behind me and I followed her to the living-room. "So, I guess you wanted to talk outside of work about, well, what I saw at Donna's?"
"That's perceptive of you. That's what I like about working with you. You manage to cut through the fluff and find the root of the problem," she said as she sat down in a large overstuffed chair across the coffee table from where I had settled on the large sofa.
"If you're worried that I'll spread the word around that you were having sex with another woman, you don't have to worry. I wouldn't tell anyone. Its actually none of my business who you have sex with."
"Actually, I wasn't worried. I wanted to explain, and well, that was why I asked you to come."
"You don't have to explain. That's between your husband and you."
"I always knew you were a gentleman. How many years have we worked together now? Four? Five?"
"Something like that."
"And all these years, I've seen you look at me, without looking like you are. I know you enjoyed what you saw of me, but you never made any attempt to push it beyond looking."
"Wasn't my place. You were married. I was married," I said with a shrug.
"And now you aren't, but you still haven't done more than subtly look."
"You're still married."
"What if I wasn't?" she asked, a little hitch in her voice that made me look at her face a lot closer.
"I'm not sure. You're still wearing a wedding ring."
"I am. That's true," she said with a nod. "If I told you something, would you keep it between us? I mean, no one can ever know."
"Elizabeth, I'm not sure I'm the person to be telling your deepest darkest secrets too."
"Actually, I really need to tell you, otherwise you won't understand the rest of what I have to say."
I took a deep breath. "And you're not worried this could affect our working relationship?"
"Michael, if seeing each other naked, and me climaxing with another woman... if that didn't, I don't think this will. I think you're too nice of a guy to let that happen."
"Okay, shoot."
"Way back when I was in school, I was still a virgin. I know, a college virgin now is extraordinary, but back then, when we were in school, it wasn't so unusual. I was going out with this guy, Tom. He seemed nice. We'd messed around a little, even had oral sex once. We went to a party and I had more to drink than I should have and when he started getting amorous, well, let's just say he did more than I wanted."
"So he raped you?"
"I didn't call it that at the time, but essentially, yes. Anyway, I was a virgin. I wasn't on anything and sure as shit, I got pregnant. His parents made us get married. For years everything was okay. I mean, sex was; it was always about his needs, never mine. After some years he started wanting more. By that I mean, he wanted me to participate in three way sex and that sort of thing. I knew he wasn't being faithful, but I put up with it so our daughter would have two parents. Then he started bringing home his buddies and making me allow then to have sex with me. He wanted to watch them having sex with me and then he'd make me suck him off while whoever it was, came in my pussy, or ass or wherever he wanted. It was horrible I felt humiliated but I kept letting him do it because of our daughter."



I shook my head at the revelation, realizing quickly that her husband was a user and didn't ever really love her.
"I came home one day and found my daughter naked with several of her friends in the living room having sex. I wouldn't have been nearly as upset except the man they were having sex with was my husband. Apparently he'd been having sex with our daughter and her friends for quite some time. Of course I told him to get out and that I was going to turn him over to the police, since she admitted that it started while she was under age. But she told me that if he left she would leave, a nd if I called the police she'd tell them I made it all up. Needless to say I was in a no win position. I threw him out and she went with him. I haven't seen her since. She refuses to see me. She isn't old enough yet to understand."
"He was clearly a manipulator," I said quietly. "But I don't understand what this has to do with me. I mean, I won't tell anyone what you told me, but what can I do?"
"I met Donna at that club. I was trying to get laid. Actually, I didn't need to try too hard. But it didn't make me feel better. It was just another guy fucking me for his own benefit," she said, looking down at her lap.
"Still. Who you have sex with. I'm not going to judge you."
"I still wear the ring, but the divorce was final about eight months ago."
"Alright. Still, what can I do?"
She stood up and in moments she'd untied the dress and slipped it off. She stood there in nothing but high heels, looking at me. I could see her eyes were glistening with tears. "I want you to make love to me. Not like those men at the club, or those assholes my husband brought home. I've listened to Donna, how you were with her that first time at the campsite. How you treated her like how it made her feel mattered, how it felt to her like how her climax was, was more important to you than your own. God, that woman is so in love with you. I want to feel that, I want to feel someone make love to me. I want to make love with a man I choose, not someone chosen by circumstances or someone else. I asked Donna. She said she was fine with it."
I sat there, stunned, staring at her.
"I'm not asking for a long term relationship. I mean, Donna explained it all to me. All I want is for one time to be treated like a desirable woman, not a thing to use. She says you make her feel that way every time you're together. Even that first time, when she was using you as a thing to fuck. I want to feel, to feel, I don't know, I'm stupid. You don't really have any feelings for me, and here I am using you like I was used," she said, sitting down in the chair and putting her face in her hands. "I'm sorry. I don't know why I thought this was a good idea."
I could see she was hurting and I knew it. My wife said my biggest failing was that sometimes I was too understanding. She worried that some day I'd 'understand' myself into a compromising situation. But what could I do. I could see the pain and anguish in her eyes as she started to tear up. I moved from the sofa over to her. I pulled her hand to stand her up and drew her back to the sofa with me. I eased her down to the sofa with me, having her settle to sitting next to me. I wrapped my arms around her and drew our bodies tother, coaxing her toward me. She leaned over until I was holding her, her back to my chest, lying over my lap. I could feel her tears dripping from her face onto my arm. I truly felt sorry for what she had gone through. She had to be a strong woman to put up with all that and still look, every day, like nothing in the world was wrong.
"I'm sorry Michael. I shouldn't have asked. I shouldn't have dumped all this on you. I just thought. I just thought maybe you'd be able to..."
"Shhhh," I said, hugging her to me, "it's alright."
"You looked so good out there, on that patio. God, you looked so good. I've seen my share of naked men. But the way you looked at me. It was almost as if, well, as if I wasn't an object. You looked into me instead of at me, even though I was ranting at you about being out there naked, demanding to know what you were doing there, when you had every right to be there."
"Sounds like you've gone through some tough stuff," I whispered, moving a hand to her head to stroke her hair.
"I've never had sex with anyone that really cared about me. Never had a man make love to me as if I was a woman, and not an object. Even Tom, that first night. It wasn't because he loved me. It was just to get his rocks off. He didn't really care about how it felt for me or even if I wanted to do it. It was all about him. Donna is so lucky."
"Shhhh."
"When you look at me at work, what are you thinking? I see you look at me. Not just as a passing thing, but I mean really look at me. Monday, I felt like you were seeing me completely naked. It made my pussy tingle. I was so turned on for you. Did you see my hands shaking when I slipped you the note? It was all I could do to not stand there and grab you and kiss you. I went to the ladies room and the crotch of my panties was soaking wet. Why do you do that to me? Why do you make me want you so much? You don't have to answer. I know you don't think of me that way. It's just me being silly. I'm sorry I'm babbling like this. I don't even know why I am."
"I really turn you on that much just looking at you?" I asked in a whisper, a little surprised at the revelation.
"You have for a long time. I knew you were married. I wasn't going to mess that up, but I wanted you. Even when we were just meeting, you always treated me with respect. Like it didn't matter that I was a woman, I was important because of what my mind did. And at the same time, I felt like I wanted you to undress me and kiss me all over. I don't know why. Maybe it was because you did treat me with respect, not like Tom. I mattered to you as a person. I was a co-worker, but also a friend. You always had time to talk if I wanted to chat. You never chased me away, even when I knew you were busy. So many times I wanted to walk into your office and drop my dress for you, let you see me, have you take me. And then, there you were, naked, and what did I do? I ran and put on my dress! I should have just walked over and begged you to make love with me right there, and what did I do? Hide my body from you."
"Maybe you were afraid me seeing you naked would change how I think of you."
"Maybe," she whispered. "Will it? Will it change how you think of me?"
"I don't see why it should," I answered. "You're a beautiful and sexy woman. You have a tantalizing mind and at least at work, a happy personality. Just because we've seen each other naked, why does it have to change what we think of each other."
She rolled over in my arms so she was lying face up, my left arm supporting her shoulders and my right wrapped around her. Her soft tits were completely exposed to me as she lay with her back on my lap. "You see? That's exactly what I mean. You say those sweet things and it makes me melt inside. I shouldn't have dropped all this on you, all the shit my life threw at me. But I wanted you to know. I wanted you to know what kind of relationship I've had. I didn't want you to think that I was something i'm not. I've never felt comfortable telling anyone any of this."
"I'm sure it was hard. I'm glad there's at least one person you can open up to," I whispered.
She smiled slightly, and worked my right arm out from around her until my hand was in hers. She drew my hand up to her chest and placed my hand on her bare breast. "You have my permission to do anything you want," she whispered.
I shook my head slowly. "It wouldn't be any different than what your husband did to you. It'd be taking advantage of you," I whispered. I could see her eyes glisten again, clearly tearing up before she nodded. She started to push up to sit up and I pressed my hand to her chest to push her back down again. "I wouldn't turn down a kiss if you wanted to kiss me."
She looked at me and wrapped an arm around my neck to pull herself up and me down toward her. She tentatively kissed me, her lips touching mine for a moment before pulling away. She held her face inches from mine for a few moments and then pulled us together again, this time longer. I kissed her back as she gently pressed her soft lips to mine. I held her to me, supporting her back with my left arm, my right hand still pressed to her bare breast. I let my thumb gently stroke her bare skin as we kissed, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. I let my hand move so my thumb could stroke her nipple. I felt her kiss grow wetter and softer, her breath pushing into my mouth as we kissed, her lips sucking mine and her tongue tentatively pushing into my mouth. I let my hand slide slowly down her body, feeling her spread her legs as my fingers stroked across her stomach and then her curl covered mound.
She continued to kiss me, little moans escaping into my mouth as my fingers dipped between her legs and stroked her very wet pussy lips. I let my fingers tease between them, finding the entrance to her depths and then stroking up to find her hard clit. She moaned more loudly into my mouth as I stroked across and around her hard little nub. I split my concentration between the kiss we continued to share and my attentions to her pussy, trying my hardest to provide her a gentle but intense orgasm. I wanted it to be satisfying without feeling urgent or needy.
"Oh god Michael. I want you so badly," she whispered, her lips brushing mine as she spoke.
"Just relax and enjoy it," I whispered back before she pressed her lips softly to mine again. I stroked her clit and occasionally pushed my finger all the way down and into her depths, working her climax closer by the moment. I knew her orgasm was getting close to peaking as she pressed her lips to mind harder, more urgently. She finally broke the kiss, pulling her chest hard to mine as she gasped and shuddered, my finger stroking her clit, pushing her over the edge. Her whole body trembled and shuddered as she held tightly to me.
Finally her grip loosened and she released away from me. I stopped stroking her clit and let my fingers just gently caress her even wetter lips. "Let me make you come," she whispered.
"Uh uh. This was for you. I'm not going to take advantage of you. You shared with me something you needed to share. I'm glad you did. What I did was for you. A gift. I don't expect anything back."
"Donna said you were one of a kind," she whispered.
"I don't know about that."
"She does," she whispered. "At least if what she's told me is the truth. After seeing her at that club, I believe it."
"Well, she is a unique woman," I agreed.
"She thinks she's in love with you."
"Yeah. I know."
"I don't think she quite understands the difference between love and love. Not the love like you had with your wife at least. She loves how you make her feel, how she feels around you. But she's afraid that you wont be able to accept her lifestyle."
"How do you know?"
"She told me after you left on Saturday. She cried for almost an hour."
"She did? She didn't seem unhappy when I left."
"She didn't want you to see it. She didn't want you to know how afraid she was that after taking you to the club that you wouldn't want to be with her anymore. I don't know. Maybe she does understand love more than I think she does."
"Love is a hard subject. I'm not even sure what it means anymore."
"Oh, that I doubt. You do. You had it with your wife. I watched your eyes when you talked about her at work, when I'd ask what you did that weekend and you'd tell me. I saw in your eyes how much it mattered to you. I wish someone would look that way when they talked about me."
"Well, now that you're out of that relationship, maybe you can find someone that will.'
"You might find this scary, and I don't want to lose you as a friend. God, I need a good friend right now. But I wish that someone was you. Do you think there's a chance, even a little one, for us?"
I hadn't ever really considered it. We were friends at work. She'd always turned my wife and I down when I tried to invite her and her husband over for dinner or a bar-b-que, but now I understood why. Was there a chance for us to be more than friends? "I'm not going to say no, I just don't know. Maybe?"
"Would it ruin our friendship if I tried?"
"If you tried what?"
"Being more than a friend?"
I chuckled softly. "You're lying naked in my arms, after I just made you climax, and you want to know if it'd hurt our friendship? Elizabeth, I'm willing to see what happens. Just not tonight. Tonight you need to not be taken advantage of, and I feel like I wouldn't be any better than your ex was if I made love to you tonight."
"Call me Lizzy. Elizabeth is too formal. I want you to use my nickname. Please call me Liz or Lizzy," she whispered.
"Okay, Lizzy," I answered quietly. She pulled herself back up to kiss me, pressing her chest to mine as she pulled us as tightly together as she could. She kissed me softly for several long minutes before breaking from it. She disengaged herself from me and climbed from the sofa. She held her hand out and I took it.
"Michael, this may sound funny, but I'm going to ask you to go now. Not because I want you to. God knows I want you to stay and to make love to me all night, but I also don't want to tease you, and right now I want you so badly that I'd do anything to get you to take me. Thank you, for being you," she said as she used our hands to pull us together. She pressed her whole body to mine as she kissed me again and then stepped back. "Any time you want this, all of me, all you have to do is ask."
I smiled slightly and leaned toward her, kissed her softly, this time by my choice. She kissed back and then I let go of her and headed away without another word. I let myself out of the house and climbed into my car. I had a lot to think about.
I was almost home when my phone chimed: Donna asking me if I could come to dinner tomorrow. I didn't know what Trish had planned and waited until I'd gotten home to ask her. Donna texted twice more before I had made a decision, agreeing to come over after work for dinner.
Trish could tell I was turned on when I got home. She didn't ask why, but instead, took off all her clothes in the living room and rode me until I came deep inside her. Only then did she ask one question. "Do I have competition?"
"I don't think so. Right now she's a friend in need."
"Based on how turned on you were, it must have been some need."
"I wasn't going to take advantage of her. That's really all I can say. I promised not to tell anyone what she told me."
"I understand. You'll tell me if that changes, won't you?"
I pulled her close and kissed her. "You know I will," I whispered.
"Good. Having one rival is hard enough. I don't know how I can manage two. By the way. I told the lawyer that you'd completed date two."
"You didn't have to."
"Sure I did. I know you had fun. Just because the date wasn't with me, doesn't mean it doesn't count."
"Your choice," I whispered.
---o---
The next day I didn't have to wait long for Lizzy to come see me. She walked into my office, leaned over and kissed me softly on the lips before thanking me for both what I did and what I didn't do the night before. She took my hand and pulled it to her stocking-covered leg and then slid it up under her dress, pulling it up until my fingers touched her bare pussy. "Just so you know. One thing Tom wanted was for me to never wear panties so he could play with me anytime he wanted. I stopped doing that after we separated. I'm going to do it again. This time for you. Not because you asked me to, but because I want to. So any time you want to take advantage of it, I want you to know you have my permission. Any time, any place."
"Thank you," I answered as she held my hand against her pussy. "I don't know that this is the right time or place though."
"Maybe not. But if you want, all you have to do is do it. And yes, it's what I want, not what I think you are going to demand."
I nodded in appreciation, stroked her bare pussy lips several times slowly and then withdrew my hand before I got both of us turned on too much. She kissed me again and walked out of the office, stopping at the door and looking both ways down the hall before pulling the rear of her skirt up to flash me her bare bottom before walking the rest of the way out the door. This had the potential for becoming quite playful, a thought that didn't particularly bother me.
She came by three times that day, each time to give me a kiss and coax me to play with her pussy, the last time sitting right on my lap and wrapping her arms around my neck after moving my hand between her legs. She gave me a long, wet kiss while I gently stroked her pussy under her skirt. I was half tempted to find someplace to take her the next time she came in, but I wasn't ready to go down that road yet. I wasn't at all sure that this wasn't just rebound from her ex, and I had no desire to be someone's rebound romance. She didn't come by again before the end of work, and I packed up and headed to Donna's house for dinner. I had no idea what to expect, except maybe sex.
Donna answered the door in a very sexy little green and white polka-dot dress that came to the middle of her thighs and had a deep V of cleavage that dipped well below her breasts, precluding the wear of any kind of bra. She pulled me to her and hugged me tightly before kissing me eagerly. I could feel her nipples harden against my chest as I squeezed her sexy butt through the dress.
"Damn, I missed you," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "I hope we get a chance to have some good sex later."
"Me too," I agreed with a grin. "How about right now?"
"Ohhhhhh. Tempting. But we're not alone."
"No?"
"Uh uh. Come on. I want you to meet some friends of mine." I hoped that it wasn't going to be some sex thing again. As much as I really really liked Donna, I wasn't ready for sex orgies. I nodded and let her lead me into the living-room. "This is Eddie, he's in medical sales. That's where I know him from. And this is his wife Sandra. She's a professional photographer."
I shook hands with Eddie as he was introduced to me. He was maybe forty, looked well trimmed out from frequent exercise and had a pleasant smile. His wife stepped to me, and took my hand as I offered it. She was, well, a knockout. She had a little oriental history in her blood for sure, but otherwise she was my height in her high heels, maybe even an inch or two taller. Her body had incredible curves in all the right places with a chest that was smaller than Donna's but not by a whole hell of a lot. I guessed she was a double or triple D. Her breasts wiggled freely inside the cream-colored dress she wore that only came down to the middle of her thighs. The top was two large, flowing, overlapping triangles of material, held up loosely by a small string looping up around her neck. Her breasts wiggled from side to side as she stepped back, and I could see little peeks of the sides of her creamy breasts as the large triangles shifted with the weight of her breasts. The view was very tantalizing and I had to work to not stare at her chest.
"Dinner is almost ready, If you want to just relax a little while I go finish things off."
"Why don't we get to know each other a little better?" Sandra said as she stepped to me again and reached out to slip her arm around my right arm. "I want to know what kind of a man can turn Donna's head so easily. Other than being striking-looking, that is."
"Eddie, would you mind taking care of the wine?" Donna asked.
"Sure. Anything in particular?"
"Oh, you pick," Donna told Eddie as Sandra pulled gently on my arm toward the sofa.



"Sure thing. Back up in a minute," he said as he headed for the basement stairs.
"Come. Let's sit," Sandra said as she guided me to the sofa. "So, Donna tells me you're an engineer?" she continued as she coaxed me to sit on the sofa and then sat next to me, her hip touching mine as she kept her arm looped in mine as we sat.
"Yeah. Mechanical engineer," I answered.
"Donna and I have been friends for years. This is the first time she's made such a fuss over any man. I mean, she's dated several, but never for long."
"Well, we haven't been dating long. Only two weeks or so."
"True. But I can tell you, you have made some impression on her," Sandra said softly, her voice soothing and inviting. "From how many times she's talked to me about you, it feels like a lot longer than two weeks."
"She talks about me a lot?"
"Oh yes. She'd probably be mad at me for saying it, but she was absolutely sobbing and in tears after taking you to the club. She said she felt like she made a mistake that she couldn't undo. I told her that she needed to take a breath and if you were the man for her, you'd understand and give her a chance. I'm glad to see that she's going to get that chance."
"Well, I really like her. I just don't know if that kind of lifestyle is my thing."
"Trust me. I know what you mean. I didn't love it when I went the first time either. Oh, Eddie thought it was fantastic. So many pussies to fuck. He was like a kid in a candy store. But after two or three guys banging me, it just didn't feel right, you know what I mean? It was sort of forced. There was no time for emotion or tenderness or gentleness. Those are important for me. Are they for you too?"
"Definitely," I agreed.
"Donna also told me that you recently lost your wife. I'm guessing you were a one woman man?"
"Pretty much."
"Pretty much or completely?"
"Completely." I nodded.
"Ahhhh. I understand. It can be a pretty difficult transition from that to what Donna enjoys."
"Can I be honest?"
"Of course!"
"I really have come to like her, even in the short time we've been seeing each other. But I don't know if I can ever get used to that kind of life style. I'm trying, because I'd like to know if it can work with her. But it's a lot to get used to."
"What part bothers you? Having sex with multiple women, or watching multiple men have sex with your chosen woman?" she asked, turning more toward me, pulling one leg up onto the sofa so her leg was laying on top of mine.
"I'd have to say the second."
"Mmmmmmm. I see. So having sex with multiple women doesn't bother you?"
"Actually, until a couple weeks ago, I'd never had sex with another woman since I met my wife. Now it seems like I'm forced to have sex with not only more than one woman, but life seems to be dragging me into a world of sex with more than one woman at the same time."
"Forced to have sex? I rarely met a man that has to be forced to have sex."
"Long story," I said with a shrug.
She twisted more, this time hanging her leg over mine and pressing her left breast to my arm as she leaned closer. "This I absolutely have to hear."
"Trust me, you don't."
"Oh, but I do. You have my curiosity up, in more than one way. Tell me, why are you being forced to have sex with other women?"
"Abridged version. When my wife died, as part of her will, she made my sister-in-law in charge of five dates. She had to certify to the lawyer that I had fun and that it was an overnight date. It was my wife's way of making sure that I didn't just curl up and become a hermit."
"Oh that's so sweet. But why are you forced. I mean, it seems like if you don't want too, you could just say no."
"I couldn't say no to her when she was alive, there's no way I could refuse her dying wish!" I said firmly.
She leaned into me and kissed me on the cheek. "That's maybe the sweetest thing a guy could say. You must have loved her very much."
"More than anything else in the world."
"And now, because she asked you, you have to make these five dates, and have sex with other women, even if you don't really want to. Because she asked you to?"
"Pretty much."
"And I bet you're going to actually try, not just pretend, aren't you?"
"Yeah."
"So, who was your first date?"
"My wife's request. My sister-in-law," I said. "That's how I met Donna. We were camping and it started to rain and Donna and her friend Sarah sheltered with us."
"She told me about that. Meeting you that way. She didn't say who you were camping with. Why your sister-in-law? That seems kind of odd."
"She's divorced and she was always telling my wife how lucky she was. She secretly wanted me but wouldn't ever horn in on her sister's husband. Now that Nancy is gone, well, she wanted to make sure her sister had a shot."
"And does she?" I couldn't really answer. I sat silently, trying to figure out how to answer. "She does. You do have feelings for her, don't you?"
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry. No one can control who their heart feels for. It must be hard though, being her sister."
"It is. I'm having a hard time figuring out if I have feelings because she looks and feels so much like Nancy, or if it's really Trish that I like."
"I bet that can be confusing. I suppose Donna is the exact opposite of that then?"
"Pretty much."
She squeezed my arm. "I envy both Donna and your sister-in-law."
"Why is that?"
"There's nothing sexier than a man trying to find out how he feels about you. It makes a woman want to do everything she can to convince him that she's the one." She leaned into me a little further, her leg now dangling over my right leg, pushing mine apart.
"Dinner time!" Donna called.
"Ahhh. Good!" Sandra said as she disengaged from me and stood up. She bent over, reaching both hands out for me, one of her breasts slipping into view in the front of her dress as she did. It stuck out sexily at me as she straightened, and then when I let go of her hands, she fixed the dress to cover herself again as if it were nothing at all that she'd just flashed me. "Shall we?" she asked, taking my hand and drawing me toward the kitchen.
Dinner was excellent: some kind of pasta dish I had a hard time concentrating on. Not just because we were sitting at a small square table with Donna sitting just to the left of me, her right breast giving me little glimpses of itself when she moved, but because at the same time Sandra was sitting to my right, using one foot to stroke up and down my calf as we ate and talked. Twice I felt hands on my legs under the table, once Donna's and the second time Donna's on my left leg and Sandra's on my right.
After dinner we sat around the table, drinking coffee and chatting. Well, mostly Donna and Eddie chatted about medical stuff while I sat and listened. "Come on. Let's go look at the garden," Sandra suggested, standing up and holding a hand out.
"Sure." I must have been obviously bored with the discussion. She led me to the living room and pulled a camera out of what I suspected was her oversized purse. She held it out for me. "Would you carry this for me?"
"A camera?"
She smiled. "I'm a professional photographer. I always have a camera," she said as she looped an arm in one of mine. She led me out of the back of the house onto the patio around the pool. She slowly walked us out onto the grass and started around the gardens, looking at the various flowers and plants. A few times she stopped and took pictures of some and then encouraged me to take a few. By the time we got all the way around the yard, I'd taken a few dozen pictures of various flowers.
"Mostly what I shoot is people," she admitted when I asked what kind of things she liked to shoot.
"Like weddings and such?"
"Not usually. I shoot mostly professional settings."
"Like business portraits?"
She giggled girlishly. "No, more like Lingerie models and the like."
"Ahhhh. I see. Is that hard to do?"
"It can be. Trying to get the right look, the right pose, the right lighting. Every model is different, skin tone and such. It can be a challenge sometimes."
"You must be good at it?"
"I am. Would you like to try?"
"Oh, I'm not much at taking pictures."
"Or have you just not had the right model?"
I chuckled. "I did okay with kids pictures at birthdays and such, but that's about it."
"Then this is the perfect time to try. Come, let's see how you do," she said leading me to one of the lounge chairs on the patio. "So, tell me how you want me to pose."
"I've never done anything like this."
"That's okay. Just tell me how you want me. Try to make me look sensuous, attractive, desirable."
"Um. Sure. Lie down on the chair. Good, now raise your knee. Not that high. A little less. No, more."
"It'd be a lot easier if you just moved my leg where you wanted it," she said with a tiny smile. "Or are you afraid to touch me?"
"Um. I don't want to anyone to misunderstand."
"You mean like my husband?"
"I mean exactly that."
"Not to worry. He wont mind, I promise you. Go ahead. Move me how you want me." I stepped over and gently moved her knee to where I wanted it and then coaxed her to prop herself up on one arm. One of her big, soft tits fell out of her top as I shifted her. "Just put it how you want it. Or leave it out if you want. I used to be a model. I'm not bashful."
"You want me to take pictures with your boobs hanging out?"
"I think they're my best attribute. But if you're too bashful... " she said, leaving the statement unfinished.
"Let's not for now," I said, carefully cupping her breast in one hand and using the other to try and get the dress top to hold it in place. After several attempts I got it to stay in her dress and then stepped back to take a few shots.
"The difference between sensuous and slutty is a fine line," she said as I considered the next shot. "Don't be afraid to show my body. Pretend that you want to pose me to make someone looking at the picture want to have sex with me."
"Okay," I answered, pulling her skirt up a little further. It slid on its own up her bent leg, exposing her completely bare pussy. "Sorry," I mumbled, trying to cover her pussy again.
She let me take several pictures and then stood up. "Let's try this. Why don't you take some pictures and let me pick the poses. Just focus on selecting the angle and the image you want. I'll pose for you."
"Sure," I said with a shrug. She started striking poses, bent over with her butt pushed out, standing with one foot on the chair and the skirt pulled up her leg to expose her thigh, that kind of thing. She stood, looking at me with a very seductive look, and reached behind her neck, slowly pulling the tie that held the top of the dress up.
"Make sure you take them fast here. You don't want to miss any of this," she whispered as she pulled the string and then in the process, pulled the two triangles of the dress top apart. The action slowly exposed her creamy breasts, more of her cleavage showing until her areola started to come into view. She kept pulling until first one nipple and then the other was exposed to me and the camera.
I stopped taking pictures and stood looking at her. "Sandra, I don't know that we should be doing this."
"What? Me showing you my boobs?" she asked, holding the dress top apart so I could see her entire chest.
"Yeah. You're married. I really don't need to get involved in marital discord," I said with a frown.
"Is THAT what you're worried about?"
"Damn straight! I don't mess with other men's wives and I wouldn't expect them to mess with mine."
"I see," she said, reaching her hands back behind her neck to fasten her dress in place again. "So it would be alright for us to continue, if, what? He were here to watch?"
"I suppose."
She nodded. "I'm really enjoying having you shoot me. I haven't been able to enjoy this for a long time. Would you be comfortable with us doing this if Eddie came out and watched us? That way he could object to anything he didn't like."
I thought a second. I almost felt like I was being set up, given what I knew about Donna and her penchant for sexual couplings. "Okay," I agreed.
She smiled and walked to the kitchen door. She stepped in and in a few moments back out again with her husband and Donna following. "Sandra tells me you're worried that I'll object to you taking some pictures of her?" Eddie said as he stepped out.
"Pictures of her undressing or undressed," I said. "Yeah, I am."
"It's nothing she hasn't done before. She used to be a lingerie model. I guess thousands of guys have seen her boobs in different lingerie. I'm fine with it. But if you want me here, we can sit out here with you. I'd have thought that it would make you more nervous than anything."
"It might," I agreed, holding the camera out toward Sandra. "But really, I don't need to do this."
"Are you having fun?" he asked.
"Actually, yeah. I am."
"Then go ahead. Have fun. We'll just watch," he said as he walked to chair near the back of the house and settled into it.
Donna walked up to me and gave me a kiss, pushing my hand with the camera back toward my chest. "Go ahead. I don't mind," she whispered before walking to were Eddie settled and sat in a chair near his.
"So, we can keep going now?" Sandra asked.
"I guess so," I answered with a shrug.
"Good," she smiled. "Now where were we? Oh yeah," she added, untying the string again and pulling the top back apart to expose her breasts. "Let's just keep going from here."
I watched her lower the top and then use her fingers to tease her nipples, before sliding her hands under each large round breast, cupping and lifting them almost as if she were offering them to me. She lifted one high enough to suck her own nipple for a few moments, looking at me the whole time, as if to ask if I wanted to be doing it instead of her. She let go of her tits and went back to the dress, slowly working it down her body, pushing it lower and lower until her bare mound was showing and then, almost in an instant, the dress was sliding down her legs, completely exposing her.
She stepped out of the dress and then moved slowly, letting me take picture after picture with the digital camera, as she moved onto the lounge chair, finally lying on it, lifting one leg and exposing her pussy. "I think you need to come help me," she said softly.
"Sure," I said as I stepped to her. "What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to suck on my nipple. Make it really hard and then take a picture of it standing up, glistening with your saliva so it's obvious it was being sucked on."
"But don't you want Eddie to do that?"
"He could, but he sucks them all the time. I wouldn't mind if you did it. He won't mind either."
"I don't know."
"Are you afraid to? I didn't think you were the bashful type."
"I'm not. I just think..." She frowned at me, stopping my statement. "Okay, fine," I agreed. Now sure that this was indeed a setup. "But I wanna talk to Donna a second first."
"If you wish."
I walked to where Donna sat, watching us. I held out my hand and when she stood up, I led her out into the yard. "Honey, what are you trying to do?" I asked once we were out of earshot.
She reached for me and put her arms around my neck and pulled us together. "I'd have thought by now you would have figured it out for yourself. You want me to spell it out for you?"
"I think you better. Before this goes any further."
She looked at the ground and then back at me. "They really are close friends. I was talking to Sandra about what happened at the club and how you reacted. She agreed. It was way too much too fast. They thought that maybe if you got comfortable with just a little touching, no sex, nothing outrageous. Just a little touching and fondling and looking, that maybe it wouldn't seem like such a hard thing to get used to. It was actually her idea, not mine."
"And how far do you want this to go?"
"As far as you're comfortable with," she whispered. "Believe it or not, you're in control. She'll coax you to do things, but as soon as you object, she'll back up. Like she just did a few minutes ago. I love you, a lot, but I don't think I can be that one man woman you want. I love having sex with other men and other women. But if you can't find a way to enjoy it as well, then we don't really stand a chance. I don't have to do things that are as outrageous as the club if you can't handle that, but some amount of play, even if it's just us and one other couple, well, maybe you can find a way to enjoy that?"
"And that's what you want me to do?"
"I want you to try it, before you decide we can't work. Just try."
I was silent for long seconds and about to respond when Sandra touched my shoulder. "Donna. Let me talk to him before you make this worse."
Donna stepped back, nodded contritely and walked back toward the patio.
"Don't blame her. This was my idea," Sandra said, taking my hand and slowly walking further into the dark, heading toward one of the many lounge chairs scattered around the yard. "She is horribly in love with you. She wants to find a way to make it work for both of you. So, this was my idea. I thought that maybe if you got comfortable with just touching and snuggling, seeing her being touched and snuggled, that you'd find a way to accept it."
"And the camera?"
"My chosen tool for the attempt. I thought that if you concentrated on taking a picture of it, your mind would have more time to process and realize that she was enjoying it."
"I see."
"Maybe it was a bad attempt," she said as we reached a chair. "Will you let me undress you?"
"So we can have sex?"
"No. I wouldn't push you to that. No, I want us to be on equal footing. Both of us naked," she said, as she turned to me. She reached for the bottom of my polo shirt and held the tail, waiting for my response.
"I'm not going to have sex with you."
"Good," she answered firmly, pulling my shirt up at the same time. It didn't take her long to get me naked, my clothes, shoes and everything in a pile next to the chair. She climbed onto the chair and pulled me enticingly down onto it with her. Once I was settled she settled herself next to me, lying on her side to face me. "When I met Eddie, I was a model. We met in a hotel bar of all places. We were both single, we had sex with who we wanted, when we wanted. It isn't a surprise that we ended up in his hotel room, not just for a quick fling, but for the entire night. We exchanged phone numbers with no real expectation that either of us would call. It turned out we both waited more than two days, hoping the other would call before I reached out, only to find out that he was about to do the same. We arranged to meet again, and we had wonderful sex all night long. We started dating, but we were still single and we had sex with who we wanted, when we wanted. And since I was a model, frequently naked around men, and sometimes naked around naked men, that was just part of the job. After a few weeks I started to realize that sex with Eddie was different. There was a tenderness we shared when we had sex that didn't exist with other guys. I told him about it and that I thought I was falling for him, and he agreed that he was falling for me. I stopped having sex with other men, and only had it with him. I thought he had done the same. One night we were together at his house. In the morning I decided to do something nice for him before I had to leave, and started some laundry. That's when I found them. Another woman's panties. Not just a pair of panties, but panties that clearly had cum stains in them."
"Uh oh," I muttered.
"Yes. I thought we were shifting to a monogamous relationship, and clearly it wasn't on his side. I challenged him about it, angry at the time. We fought, I left, never intending to see him again. It didn't last long. By the fourth night I was miserable. I missed hearing him, talking to him, touching him and yes, having sex with him. I fucked at least six guys in the first two days after the fight. But it wasn't the same as with Eddie. I finally broke down and called him. He was as miserable as I was. We agreed to meet again and talk things through. We did. We had wonderful sex and reached an agreement. We were going to be monogamous. If we were apart a long time, and sometimes it was weeks that I was gone on shoots. If we were apart a long time sometimes I'd call and we'd play with each other over the video, making ourselves climax for the other to watch. It was mostly working, but we both knew we missed the variety of sexual partners we'd had. I loved Eddie and what we had growing. But I missed the lusty short sex sessions with different men. I suggested we try once with another couple. We did, and we learned that if we shared with another couple, also in a committed relationship, we could have that sex and not worry about losing the love we had with each other. Neither couple was interested in breaking the other up, so it was just enjoyable sex. Sometimes strong and short, sometimes gentle and tender, sometimes involving all four of us at once, and not just swapping partners. We came to enjoy these sessions. I'm no longer a model, but that part of our relationship is still there."



"And Donna? You've had sex with her?"
"She's the exception. She's not in a committed relationship, at least not until now, and she is an incredibly good friend. We frequently play together. I don't worry about her trying to steal Eddie away, and I just enjoy the attention she showers on both of us."
"So you think I'm being unreasonable?"
"On the contrary. I think you are being completely reasonable. Given the life you've led, I'd be surprised if you were comfortable with any of the things you have experienced with Donna. From the first day she had sex with you with her friend. There have been very few times you've had sex with just her. The times you have, you have been a considerate and gentle lover, according to everything she's told me. I don't think she's used to that. I know she isn't, actually. But I think she likes it. She just wants to find a way that she can share the part of her life that she still enjoys with you. If you want her to be monogamous, I don't think that's ever going to happen. If you want her to limit her sexual encounters to only when you are with her, that might be able to be accomplished, but for that to happen you're going to have to accept seeing her with other men and women while you're together. Oh, and you better expect to give her a lot of sex. She is kinda a sex-a-holic. She climaxes, by her hand or another at least twice, sometimes three times a day."
"Good lord."
"Maybe all of this will scare you away. I've been watching your face all night. Every time you look at her, there's a tiny little smile that shows. I can tell you want to be with her. I can see it in your sexy bedroom eyes and the smile that comes to you, but if you truly are falling in love with her, you owe it to her and yourself to see if you can blend into her life while she tries to blend into something closer to yours."
"And to do that, I need to learn to accept her having sex with other guys?"
She shook her head. "No, you have to learn to accept her having sex with a man other than you, while you do the same things to his wife!"
I nodded. "So now what? We go over there and have sex?"
"Uh uh. Not a good idea. If you really want to try, why don't you invite the two of us, Donna and me, into the hot tub? Let Eddie undress her like I undressed you, and the four of us get into the hot tub and just enjoy each other, touching and stroking and kissing. Let nature take it's course; but tonight, no intercourse. If we want to do that, we should do it with our own partner. If you want to kiss and lick and touch me and then have sex with her, do it. But no, you shouldn't plan on having sex with me. At least not tonight. Maybe another time I'll get to have this pushed into me." She squeezed my dick, which I hadn't even realized had gotten hard. She let go and pushed herself up off the chair. "Stay here and think about it. If you come back over with your clothes I'll know the answer and try to soften it for Donna. If you come over without them, we'll see what happens."
I nodded as she leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek and then walked away naked.
I sat there for at least five minutes mulling over my options. How much had I grown to care about Donna. Was it worth trying? Was she worth trying it for? She wasn't the only woman in my life. I always had Trish. Suddenly I realized that I was using Trish as a fallback. Someone to go to because she was safe. If I didn't have her in my life, how would I do this with Donna? It took several more minutes for me to accept that if Trish weren't in my life that I would be trying harder to see if this could work. I liked how Donna made me feel inside when we were together, lying together in bed, holding each other. It reminded me of how it used to feel with Nancy. I pushed myself up from the chair suddenly and walked over to the patio. I stood in front of Donna and held my hand out for her. She reached out and let me draw her up from her chair.
"Eddie, why don't you two undress each other and we can get into the hot tub," I said as I let go of Donna's hand. I turned and walked to where Sandra was sitting on one of the recliners and sat down on the end if it so I could watch Donna.
She looked a me with trepidation until I nodded to her that it was what I wanted her to do. Sandra move on the chair behind me and then I felt her legs stick out on either side of me. I felt her press her bare tits to my back and warp both arms around me, her hands resting on my chest and stomach, her fingers gently stroking me as she softly kissed my neck and earlobe. Donna seemed surprisingly nervous as she undressed Eddie, something she's probably done dozens of times with him and hundreds of times with other men. This time her fingers seemed clumsy and her hands were visibly shaking. To my surprise, I was pleased to see that this, test, chance, whatever we wanted to call it, was so important to her that it was making her nervous. It meant to me that it really mattered to her.
I watched Eddie slowly undress her, taking off her dress and letting his fingers stroke up and down her mostly naked body before squatting down in front of her and sliding his hand up and down her legs to roll her stockings down. She let him take them off her feet and her shoes along with them, leaving her completely nude. I stood up, Sandra letting me go, and held a hand out for her as I stepped to her. I took Donna's hand and then walked back to the chair. I held a hand out for Sandra and drew the two of them toward the hot tub. Eddie followed along, making no attempt to influence what was happening.
I climbed in and then drew Donna in with me. Still standing in the water, I held my hand out for Sandra and drew her into the tub with me. I held her hand while I turned to Donna and leaned to her and kissed her on the lips. "You coming Eddie?" I asked without looking.
"Sure," he answered, stepping into the tub.
"Donna really likes having her nipples played with and sucked on," I said as I looked into Donna's eyes. She looked incredibly nervous, for something she'd probably done a hundred times already. "I can make Donna climax just playing with her nipples and touching her a little bit between her legs. I'd kind of kind of like to see If Sandra's are as sensitive as hers are."
"Only way to know is to try," Eddie answered.
I nodded and settled down into the water, letting go of Donna's hand and pulling Sandra down to sit sideways across my lap. I looked at Donna from where I sat in the water. "You mind if I try? Maybe Eddie can tease you a little while I do?"
"I think he probably could."
"Just save the good stuff for me?" I asked quietly, looking up at her.
"I promise," she answered, understanding exactly what I meant.
"Well, if you're going to suck both of my nipples, we need to get more comfortable," Sandra said. She shifted off my lap and pushed me over to one of the reclined padded seats in the tub and then lay down on top of me. I could feel her hand fish for my dick and then settle it up between her thighs. She lifted her chest and slid up slightly to bring her big, soft tits to my face.
I cupped both tits and guided her right nipple to my mouth. I could see Donna moving to a similar position, pushing her tits into Eddie's face. I wondered if she'd done with his dick what Sandra had done to mine.
I sucked and licked Sandra's nipples, moving from one to the other frequently. I could tell by how much she was starting to rock her hips that I was having an effect. She moaned softly as I worked from one to the other and then, in a surprise, pushed herself back, sliding down in the water. I felt my hard dick push into her pussy as she continued to rock her hips. She pressed her lips to mine in a long wet kiss, I suspect intended to keep me from objecting to her doing what she had recommended we not do. She rocked her hips, working me in and out of her pussy as she kissed me aggressively. Her lips sucked and licked mine and each time she pressed our lips together she tried to use her tongue to open my mouth. I let her work herself on my shaft, intentionally trying to keep from getting to into what she was doing, afraid that I would lose control and climax inside her.
I felt Sandra's climax squeeze around my shaft as she stiffened and shuddered on top of me. She held her lips to mine, even though the kiss had stopped. She breathed her breath into my mouth as she moaned softly and shuddered in orgasm. She abruptly pulled herself up and off of me, standing up in the tub, panting, her chest rising and falling quickly as she panted for breath. "Donna," she panted, "you better get over here and fuck him before I lose control."
Donna looked up at her and nodded. She moved to me and in moments I felt her pussy envelop my hard dick. "You want me to ride you like this?" she asked, sitting upright so her tits were out of the water.
"If you want to, I wouldn't mind."
She nodded and started to lift and lower herself on my shaft. I reached for her tits and started to play with her nipples, pulling and twisting them as she moved faster. I looked over at Sandra, bouncing wildly on her husband's dick and wondered if we'd waited much longer if she'd be doing that on me. Of course, I'd have no room to complain if Donna then did the same on him, so as much as it would have been fun, I was glad that it was Donna riding me.
She continued to bounce on me wildly, driving both of us toward climax. I could feel her soft pussy stroking and caressing me just how she seemed to know I liked, my mushroom head touching good places inside her too, by the sound of her moans. I heard Sandra climax again, her cries of "coming" ringing out in the night as her husband grunted and filled her with his load.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck honey. Here it comes!" Donna squeaked loudly. "Oh god. OHHHHH GOD YES! I'M COMMMING!" she cried even louder than Sandra as her body started to jerk and tremble, her rhythmic strokes failing and her bouncing becoming erratic, which seemed to be just exactly what I needed to push me over the edge with her. I grunted and felt my cock pumping shot after shot of cum into her pussy as we both shared the moment of bliss.
She stopped bouncing when she felt my cum pushing into her and leaned down onto me, pressing her tits to my chest and kissing me urgently. Her wet lips pressed to mine, and her tongue invaded my mouth almost forcibly. I looped my arms around her and pulled her down to me and slowly, her kisses softened until we were kissing softly, lovingly. She finally broke the kiss and lay her head on my shoulder. I could feel he chest pressing against mine as she panted for breath, her lips occasionally touching my cheek in a butterfly-soft kiss. "Thank you," she whispered breathlessly.
"For what?"
"For the orgasm, and for trying."
"I have to. If I don't, how will we ever know?" I whispered before hugging her tightly again.
We lay that way for long minutes before I felt Sandra gently tug on Donna's hand. We let her draw Donna off my lap and then she took her place, lying on me and pressing her body against mine. She lay her head on my shoulder like Donna had and then gently kissed my cheek. "I think that was a good first try. I'm sorry," she whispered.
"For what?"
"More than I said we should do. I didn't do it on purpose, but once it was there, I couldn't not."
"Yeah, I understand." I nodded quietly. We lay like that for about half an hour before I felt like I needed to go home. My mind was full of many things, not the least of which how I was feeling at that moment, seeing Donna snuggled against Eddie instead of me, and feeling Sandra snuggled to me. I honestly didn't know if this could work.
Donna got my clothes and helped me dress, kissing me over and over as she dressed me, almost as if she didn't, she might not get the chance again. "I'm not having sex with them after you leave," she whispered. "I promise."
"Thank you," I whispered back, before she covered my lips with hers again.
"You know, Eddie and I are headed to a new waterfall I heard about to take some pictures this weekend. Why don't you two come along? It's supposed to be really nice and warm. Might even be able to do some topless hiking!" Sandra said with a grin.
"I'll think about it," I answered honestly. I was quite sure that somehow it would end up a lot more than topless. The question was, was I ready for that?
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Life as a teenager can really suck sometimes. It was hard enough when my dad left six months ago to take up with a woman that was barely older than me, but now my mom was acting like a freaking kid. I know, I know, what does an eighteen-year-old have to complain about if his mom wants to act half her age. It is after all, her life. If it didn't impact me, then I suppose I wouldn't mind, but it did.
I'd always been expected to do chores, to help out around the house, even before dad left. When my older sister went off to college, I inherited several of her chores, one of which was folding the laundry. I didn't have to wash it or put it away, except for mine of course, but I did have to fold it and separate it into piles. I had to clean the bathrooms and of course keep my own room clean. The lawn was also my task, though I didn't always mind. If I was lucky, the lady that lives next door, Mrs. Anderson, would be out on a sunny Saturday afternoon, sunbathing, in her little black bikini. Sometimes I wondered if she didn't plan being out there when I was doing the lawn just to tease me, and tease me she did, frequently untying the strings of the tiny bikini so that it threatened to slip right off her oiled body if she moved too much. Sometimes I'd have to take a break from mowing and go to my room and peek down from my bedroom window and jack off. But that's another thing all together. I was complaining about life.
Mom was acting like a kid. Well, maybe not a kid so much as much too young. I mean she was forty-four and she was dressing and acting like she was twenty-four. Late nights out with "friends", coming home drunk, generally acting immature. Her clothing had also changed. Gone were the middle age skirts and blouses she wore to work in favor of extremely short skirts, tight shirts, form fitting dresses and EXTREEMLY revealing underwear. Yeah, since I had to fold it, I knew exactly what she was wearing. The other day she dropped her keys and bent over to pick them up and the short skirt rode so far up her ass that I could clearly see the nearly see-through, white thong panty she had on. I briefly wondered who it was she was dropping her keys for at work.
Like I said, I wouldn't have room to complain if it didn't directly impact me, but it was. I wasn't exactly the most popular guy around school. In fact, I was considered pretty geeky. So much so that I frequently didn't have dates on Friday night. Not that I didn't have girlfriends now and again, but I graduated high school a virgin, and here I was, going to head off to college in a few short weeks, still a virgin.
I heard multiple voices downstairs and climbed out of bed. Hearing mom at one a.m. on Friday night wasn't a surprise. Hearing a man's voice arguing with her wasn't normal. I came down the stairs in my pajama pants to find a man holding my mom up against a wall arguing about money.
"You need to pay the cleaning fee!" the guy said as I continued down the stairs, realizing he wasn't exactly pinning my mom to the wall as I'd originally thought, but was holding her up against the wall so she didn't fall down.
"Nooooo!" my mom complained, clearly drunk.
"What's going on?"
"Edddddie!" my mom slurred.
"Your friend here puked in my car, and she needs to authorize the cleaning fee."
"Mom!? You puked in some dude's car?"
"Well, maybe a little," she said, starting to slide down the wall again, pushed back up by the guy.
"Uber driver. Her date asked me to make sure she got into the house all the way. But she puked in my car on the way here. There's a hundred fifty-dollar cleaning fee for me to clean it up."
I shook my head and scowled as I walked the last three steps down. I took her purse from her and dug in it for her wallet. Pulling out the card I let the man scan it on his little phone device while mom slowly slid down the wall again, this time ending up sitting on the floor. I authorized the charge and then dropped the card back in her wallet and carried the wallet and purse to the living room table while the Uber driver walked out the door, closing it behind himself.
I turned back to see mom sitting on the floor, her legs splayed, the short cream-colored dress slid up nearly to her waist. I'd seen plenty of pussies, well, at least on the computer, but this was the first time I'd seen my mom's completely shaved pussy. Her grayish looking inner lips protruded and spread to expose some of her pink depths. I also couldn't help but notice that her big firm tits showed a lot more through the thin cream-colored strapless top than usual. Her nipples poked out the material significantly and the dark circles of her areola were slightly visible through the cream-colored material.
"Damn Mom! Where's your underwear?" I asked as I walked back over to her.
"Took `em off!" she said with a grin. "Some hot hunky cowboy took me off into the corner and let me ride his horse. Didn't seem fair to not let him see my coochie and my boobs both!"
"Jesus, you're so drunk," I said as I straddled her legs and reached down to lift her under her arms to help her up.
"And you've got a fucking hard-on!" she said reaching out to grab my hardening cock through my pajama pants.
"Come on Mom. Let's get you upstairs."
"Damn Eddie. When did you get such a big cock?" she asked, pulling my pj's down far enough to free my dick instead of helping me get her up.
"God Mom!" I said in surprise, letting go of her and stepping back from her, reaching to pull my pjs back up even as they slid further down my legs.
"You're right. Shouldn't have done that," she said with a drunken nod.
I stepped back to her and helped her up, this time with her actually helping me to get her standing up again. I wrapped an arm around her and turned her towards the stairs. She paused at the bottom to step out of her high heels and then, leaving them on the floor at the foot of the steps allowed me to help her up each step. "Damn Mom. You do smell like barf."
"I might have gotten a little sick," she answered. "Maybe I need a shower before I get in bed."
"That's probably a good idea," I answered as we made our way up to the second floor. I helped her to her room and turned on the light, walking her to the bathroom door. I stopped and let her lean against the door frame while I reached inside and turned the light on.
"Maybe you better turn the water on for me," she said as she slowly slid down the door frame until she was once again sitting on the floor.
"Maybe I better," I agreed, looking down at her. I stepped to the walk-in shower and tried to reach for the water handle from the glass door. I couldn't quite reach it and had to step part way into the shower stall to turn it on, ducking back as quickly as I could so I didn't get my pjs wet. Adjusting the temperature was a tougher task. I hiked the legs of my pjs up as far as I could and stepped into the stall. I shook my head at my own stupidity and then let go of one leg to reach for the handle and set the temperature, the spray soaking the right leg of my pajamas.
I stepped out of the stall and over to my mom, once again sitting splay legged on the floor. "Come on, let's get you up."
"Awwwww, my poor baby got wet!" she said as I stepped across her again like I had downstairs, reaching down to help her up again.
"It's just water. No big deal," I answered.
"It is!" she said, reaching for my wet pajama pants and pulling them down again, this time pulling them all the way down as far as my spread legs would allow, my now rock-hard dick sticking out at her face. "Ohhhhhhh. You have such a hard dick. Have you been dreaming about girls again?"
"Come on Mom," I said, trying to pull her up.
"All right," groaned, helping to push herself up, my pj's sliding the rest of the way down my legs as I shifted my feet to help her stand up. "You better unzip me."
"Unzip you?"
"My dress silly. You don't want me to get in the shower in my dress, do you?"
"No, but, well..."
"What? Are you afraid to see your mom in her underwear?" she asked as she partly turned herself so I could reach the zipper of her dress.
"Mom, you're not wearing any."
"Ooooooops. Forgot," she said with a drunken giggle. "Then I guess you're gonna get to see me allllll naked."
"Mom..."
"Shhhhh. Just pull down the zipper. You're a big boy. I'm sure you've seen naked girls before. Just pretend I'm your girlfriend."
I shook my head and helped her stand with one hand and unzipped her dress with the other. In moments she was sliding it down her body and turning back to put her back to the door frame. She stepped out of the dress and kicked it aside, leaving her completely naked. "There. See. Not so bad, is it?"
"No, not so bad," I agreed as the head of my hard-on brushed across her shaved mound. Her tits looked freaking huge. I knew from folding her bras that they were thirty-eight triple D, but I had no idea just how big those were in real life. Each breast, easily the size of a small melon hung down only a small bit, with dark pink puckered areola on the front of each orb easily taking up a good portion of my palm if I were to reach out and cup each breast. Her nipples were easily as fat as my pinky finger and stuck out a bit further than they were around. The sight made my dick seem to swell even larger as I stared at her tits for the first time.
"So, you gonna help me to the shower? Or you gonna stand there and stare at your mama's boobies?"
I stepped out of my pj pants that were already around my ankles anyway and then let her put an arm around my shoulders and press her hip to mine as I helped her across the bathroom to the shower. She stepped into the door and pulled me along with her even though I resisted.
"Come on. Help your mama take a shower. You wouldn't want me to fall in here, would you?"
"No," I answered reluctantly as I let her pull me into the shower and under the spray. She turned herself to face me and pressed her body against mine, wrapping her arms around me and holding me close.
"Mmmmmmm, you feel nice against me. It's been a while since a man held me like this. I can feel your big hard cock between us, pressing against us both," she cooed softly, rocking her hips slightly so that my dick slid against her bare wet skin.
"Come on Mom. Let's get you showered."
"Okay, if you insist," she sighed as she turned in my arms pressing her back against my chest, "Just hold me up and I'll do the rest."
I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her against me so she wouldn't fall, my dick trapped between us, nestled into the crack of her butt.
"That has to be uncomfortable. Here, let me move that," she said, working a hand between us to wrap around my hard-on. She pushed it down as she pulled her body from mine slightly, releasing it so that it slipped down between her slightly spread legs. Somehow, I didn't find it all that uncomfortable where it had been but now I had a much different type of discomfort, my engorged head feeling like it was sticking all the way through the gap of her thighs to stick out in front of her. I could feel the hotness of her pussy rubbing along my shaft as she moved herself, spreading soap on her body. Her hands ran down her body from her big round firm breasts to her crotch, rubbing soap on her pussy and my dick at the same time. Her fingers stroked along under my shaft, gently teasing it. "Ohhhhhh, someone is getting really turned on," she whispered, continuing to rub my dick in a way that it hadn't ever been teased before. I couldn't help but rock my hips slightly in time with her motions, sliding my dick between her thighs, her fingers pulling me up against her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh," I groaned as she started to rock her own hips in time with mine, making her pussy lips slide all the way forward until they closed around my engorged head. I could feel what I thought was her clit, rubbing along the top of my shaft as we stood in the water, slowly working each other towards climax.
"Oh God. Ohhhh God. Ohhhhhhh God yes!" she groaned as her body started to tremble in my arms. If anything, it made me hump my hips harder, feeling her hot wet juices flowing over my dick. In my mind, I was pumping in and out of her pussy as my cock grew fatter and closer to release.
"Uhhhh!" I grunted as my body jerked, slapping my thighs to the back of hers and my body against her bare ass. I felt my body surge a gush of cum out the end of my dick, in my mind, filling her pussy with my jizz. We stood there, my dick between her legs, pumping shot after shot of cum out into the shower.
"Ohhhhhh, that's it sweetie. Did that feel good? Felt good for mommy too. Coming on your big fat hard cock. Could you feel me coming on you? Could you feel the climax you gave your mommy?"
"Uh huh," I breathed as my dick softened between her thighs.
When my dick had softened, she turned in my arms again and pressed her lips to mine in a long soft erotic kiss that had my dick quickly starting to harden again before it ended. "That's my baby boy. Not so much of a baby anymore. A lot more of a man now," she whispered.
"I think we should get you to bed," I whispered back, not sure we should have done what we just did, and at the same time, soooo glad we had. I reached for the water and turned it off. She kept herself pressed to me, her bare breasts pressed to my chest as I backed us out of the shower. She kept herself pressed to me as I reached for a towel, her arms around my back to hold us together as I tried to dry her off.
"Someone's getting hard again," she whispered as I felt her thighs close around my again hardening dick. She pulled me backwards, pulling me along out of the bathroom and towards the bed. She pulled us until she was against the bed and then fell back, pulling me down on top of her, well halfway at least. She leg go of me and scooted herself onto the bed further. She reached for my arms and pulled me onto the bed with her, pulling me on top of her. I could feel my hard cock press between her legs, this time my engorged head pressing right between her lips. "Mmmmm. You know, you're the man of the house. I suppose that entitles you to this too," she cooed softly. "If you want it, you can. Just push it right in. Let me feel how big and strong you are. Let me feel your hard cock sinking into me."
As much as I wanted to, as badly as I'd wanted to fuck a real pussy, there was something in the back of my mind that said this wasn't right. Not only was she my mom, but she was drunk, and I didn't figure that she'd ever do this sober. All that stupid sexual assault stuff came back to me. I'd never do this to a girl I was dating, so why would I do it to my mom. I shook my head and kissed her on the cheek. "You're way to drunk Mom. Get some sleep." Then I pushed off her body and walked from the room, turning the light off.
I went back to my room, still naked, and laid down in the dark. Within moments I was stroking myself off, thinking about how it felt to have my dick between her thighs.
---o---
"Morning sweetie," Mom said as she walked into the family room and dropped heavily onto the sofa near me.
"Morning Mom," I answered.
"God, I am so hung over," she groaned, leaning back and closing her eyes again.
I looked over at her, seeing the hardness of her nipples pushing the t-shirt material out, most of her long sexy legs showing from the floppy gray shorts. "You were pretty drunk last night," I answered.
Without opening her eyes, she softly asked, "Did I do anything in-appropriate last night?"
"Inappropriate? Why would you ask that?" I asked quickly, wondering if I answered too quickly when she turned her head to look at me.
"Because I found a wet pair of your pajamas on my bathroom floor next to the dress I wore last night."
"Oh, that. Well, you were pretty drunk, and you threw up on yourself. You wanted to shower before you went to bed."
"I did. And..." she said expectantly.
"I just had to help you into the shower, that's all," I answered, no longer looking at her, but the TV.
"Um. So, I noticed that my bra and underwear were missing. I don't suppose I kept those on while you helped me in the shower?"
"Uh. No. You didn't come home with any on. In fact, you didn't come home with them at all."
"Oh my God," she groaned softly. "I'd hoped it was a dream."
"What was?"
"Getting half naked at that club and letting that cowboy fuck me in the back corner."
"From what you said, it wasn't a dream," I answered.
"I told you about that?"
"Uh huh. Right after the Uber driver left."
"And that's when I asked you to undress me and help me into the shower?"
"More or less."
"So, you saw me naked? Like completely naked, not even my underwear?" she asked quietly.
"You didn't give me much choice."
"And you took your pjs off?"
"Actually, you did that, while I was trying to help you up from the floor."
"Oh God," she groaned. "I'm so sorry sweetie. Really, I am. Did I do anything else I should apologize for?"
I thought about telling her about her jacking me off in the shower and the offer to have me fuck her, but decided she was already embarrassed enough as it was. "No. That pretty much summed it up."
"God, I'm so sorry sweetie. I guess I had a little too much to drink. It's not an excuse, but...I'm sorry. I don't expect you planned on ending up either naked or seeing your mom naked when you went to bed last night. I'm sorry I embarrassed you."
"It's fine. I just did what needed to be done to take care of you."
She leaned over and gently stroked my cheek. "And you try so hard to take care of me. Sometime I'm going to have to find a way to make you understand how much I love what you do for me. How much I do care and appreciate it."
"It's fine," I answered, blushing as I felt my dick suddenly growing in my shorts as she leaned over towards me. I stared at the TV, not trusting myself to look at her, and see her hard nipples and make my hard-on even worse. I hoped she didn't see.
She leaned over further and kissed me on the cheek. "Well, thank you again anyway," she whispered before she pushed herself up and walked out of the room.
I sat there for at least five minutes, trying to will my dick back down and then gave up. I walked up the stairs, heading for my room, intending to give my hard-on relief. I paused in the hallway, listening. I could hear a soft humming noise and turned towards it. It was coming from my mom's room. I stepped towards the door which stood open a couple inches, apparently having not latched closed all the way. I peeked into the room and saw her laying on the bed, completely naked, a silver vibrator pushing in and out of her spread pussy. Her feet were pulled towards her butt and her knees spread wide apart, leaving her pussy completely exposed. Her hand slowly pushed the vibrator in and out of her pussy while her other hand moved from tit to tit, squeezing and pulling her nipples, trying to stretch them from her boobs before letting them snap back into place.
I couldn't help myself, and in moments I had my shorts pushed down, my hard cock out in my hand, stroking myself in time with the strokes of her vibrator. It was funny. Until last night I hadn't even thought about my mom looking sexy, now it seemed like I couldn't get the thought out of my head. I could practically feel her pussy sliding along my shaft, her soapy fingers teasing under my shaft and head as I stroked between her thighs. I imagined my dick sliding in and out of her pussy as I watched the vibrator do just that, slide in and out as it teased her closer and closer to orgasm. She suddenly pulled the vibrator from her, dropping it between her legs to free her fingers. She rubbed her fingers back and forth across her clit rapidly, almost furiously as she arched her back, pushing her pussy towards me. "FUCK!" she cried as her pussy suddenly fountained a stream of liquid into the air. Her body seemed to convulse and send another stream into the air towards me, the wet stream landing on the towel from the night before.



"Oh fuck," I grunted quietly as my own cock suddenly surged and spewed a streamer of cum towards the crack in the doorway. Over and over my body jerked, watching her rapidly frigging her fingers across herself, making her squirt that streamer of liquid three more times before she lay there, looking like she'd exhausted herself.
I slipped out of my shorts and wiped the cum I could from her door, realizing that some of it had shot through the gap, but also knowing there wasn't anything I could do about that. I crept back to my room and laid down, panting and replaying the view in my mind.
---o---
It was just after lunch when I decided to do my dreaded Saturday chore. I hated mowing and weed-eating the yard, but it had to be done and this had been my chore since I was old enough to safely run the mower. I dug the mower out and noticed that mom was over talking to Mrs. Anderson. When I started the mower, both of them looked over towards me. I pushed the mower to the side of the house and started to run it up and down the side and the front of the house, quickly knocking out the front and side yard, leaving the much bigger backyard to go. By the time I got started on the back, I couldn't help but notice that Mrs. Anderson was laying out on a reclining lawn chair in a tiny white bikini not fifty feet from where I was working. Each time I walked the square around the yard, I was treated to several long seconds of being able to look at her without looking like I was. She was younger than mom by at least ten years and had a pretty damn hot looking body. Her boobs weren't nearly as big as mom's, but then not many women's were.
I was about halfway done when I noticed she'd untied the strings of her top, leaving the white triangles laying on her chest with the strings all pulled into a little pile on the triangles, presumably so she didn't get tan lines. Half a dozen circuits around the yard and I noticed that she was spreading more lotion on her chest. She picked up one triangle and used her hand to spread lotion over her whole breast, including her now exposed areola and nipple. I tried not to look like I was looking but I couldn't help but stop to wipe sweat from my face and watch as she lifted the second triangle and spread lotion on that breast and nipple, making my shorts tent out as I grew harder by the second. As she settled the second triangle back in place to cover her nipple, I turned the mower to start the next circuit. As I walked around the yard and the square that kept growing smaller, I kept looking back over at her. She had to know I was watching, but that didn't stop her from spreading her knees and pushing her hand down into the tiny white bikini bottom. I could see her fingers moving under the material, most definitely playing with her pussy, right there in the backyard in front of me. I couldn't help but stand there and stare, thinking about what she'd look like naked, thinking about what would happen if I walked over there and took that bikini top right off her chest.
I was still standing there staring, the mower having shut off when I let go of the handle, as she arched her back, her top slipping all the way off and landing in the grass beside her. She seemed not to care as she groaned and then moved her other hand to her chest, grabbing and squeezing one of her breasts. "FUCK!" I heard her gasp as she went rigid, her body trembling slightly for long seconds before she slowly relaxed back onto the chair.
She sat up, looking right at me, and then bent over to pick up her top, her tits hanging down below her chest, wiggling side to side as she rolled off the chair. She straightened up, and covered her bare breasts with one arm, walking towards me with the white bikini top in her hand. I stood there, staring at her until she was less than a foot from me.
"Eddie. Would you mind helping me? It seems my top came off."
"Uh. Um. Sure," I answered awkwardly as she held it up between us. I took the top, expecting her to turn around so I could tie the strings behind her, but instead she just dropped her arm, letting me see her now naked tits completely only inches from me.
"I was talking to your mom earlier," she said softly as I stood trying to untangle the bikini top strings.
"Yeah?" I asked as I finally sorted it out and placed the triangles on her tits, reaching behind her neck to tie the first bow.
"Uh huh. She was saying that she had a bit too much to drink last night and you helped her out?" she asked as her fingers teased across my bare stomach, teasing into the elastic waistband of my athletic shorts.
"Um. Yeah. She needed a little help last night," I said, having trouble catching my breath for some reason.
"That was nice of you. She wished she could think of some way to thank you for being so sweet," she said as she pushed the front of my shorts down hooking her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pushing them down until she had them hooked under my balls, my rock-hard cock sticking out at her. She wrapped both hands around it and slowly stroked it while I did my best to tie the string around her back.
"There," I gulped.
"Uh uh. I'm not all covered yet. Don't you want to fix it all the way? Just slide your hand into the material and cup my breast and then help it settle in place."
"Uh. S.s.s.sure," I stammered nervously as she slowly stroked both hands along the length of my cock, one hand sliding all the way over my engorged mushroom head. I slipped one hand between her bare breast and the bikini top, cupping her breast and gently squeezing the soft mound before gently sliding my hand out while teasing the material in place with my other hand. I switched hands and did it again with her other breast, feeling her hard nipple press against my palm as I squeezed it.
"Mmmmmm, I like having my tits played with. I hope it didn't bother you when it fell off, but I just wasn't in a position to put it back on just then."
"Uh. No. I...I guess not."
"Were you watching me? Watching me slide a finger in and out of my pussy?" she whispered, stepping closer now, her hand barely having room to slide up and down my dick. "Wanna know what I was thinking about?"
"Uhhhhh. Um. Sure."
"I was thinking about you walking over there and taking my bikini all the way off, leaving me completely naked, and then sticking this big, fat hard dick into my pussy. Would you like to do that? Would you like to stick this dick into my pussy some time?"
"Uhhhh. Um. Yeah. I would," I said, barely able to catch my breath.
"It's kind of hot out here, isn't it? Would you like to help me cool off?"
"Uh, sure," I answered.
She grinned and pulled away, still holding my dick with one hand, pulling me along with her like it was a handle. She led me back to her backyard, and then along the back of the house. She stopped at some bushes and then let go of my dick. "Don't go away."
"Uh. No," I said nervously as she stepped between the tall bushes and the back of the house. She bent over, pushing her butt out at me as she bent to turn the water for the hose on. She bent a little further and then straightened up, holding the hose nozzle. She sprayed some water from the hose until the hot water trapped in the hose was all gone and it was spraying cool water.
She turned to me with the hose spraying a fine mist and then handed me the hose. "You know. No one can see us here," she said in a whisper, "if you wanted to do something."
"Something?"
"Let's start by getting me wet. I'm really warm."
"Sure," I answered, moving the hose to gently move the fine spray around her body. I couldn't help but notice that as the bikini absorbed the water it became less and less opaque, until it was nearly see- through, both top and bottom. While I was doing that, she'd moved her hands back to my dick and was stroking it slowly.
"Are you ready to make love to a woman?" she whispered.
"I've messed around some with a few girls."
"I'm not talking messed around with, I'm talking pushing this into a real woman. Feel your cum pumping into a real pussy."
"Uh. Um. I guess so," I admitted with a little embarrassment.
"Ohhhhh. You guess so, or you are? Would you like to feel what it's like to be inside a hot wet pussy? Feel what it's like to stroke your big hard dick in and out of a pussy?"
"Actually, I would."
"Would you like to make me your first? To come inside me? I know you've been watching me for a long time. I know that sometimes you go to your room and jack off looking down at me. Probably thinking about walking out into the yard and pulling my swimsuit off and fucking me. That's about right, isn't it?"
"Sometimes," I admitted.
She took her hands from my dick and pushed the bikini bottom down, exposing the neatly trimmed triangle of nearly black curls on her mound and her otherwise bare pussy lips. She turned around, facing away from me and bent over, pushing her ass at me. She pushed the bikini bottom down further and then stayed bent over before me. "Now's your chance. Just push it right into me," she coaxed, holding her own knees and looking back at me. "It's alright. I know you want to. You've fantasized about it. Now's your chance."
"You sure?" I asked even as I moved to press my head against her lips.
"I am. Fill me up. Just push it in and let me feel how big and fat you are." I leaned forward, grabbing my dick and aiming it at her pussy like I'd seen in so many porn videos. I pressed myself harder to her, feeling pressure build on my head and then, suddenly slip inside her. "Ohhhh yeah. That's it," she moaned as I pushed slowly into her. "That's it Eddie. Fuck me. Let me feel that cock spurting your cum into me."
I started to stroke in and out of my first pussy, feeling the soft wetness and at the same time, the absolutely perfect amount of pressure all around my shaft and head. In and out I stroked, feeling my body respond. I could feel my climax approaching all too quickly as I held her ass cheeks and pumped in and out of her. I could hear her soft grunts and moans as I pounded into her, my cock seeming to swell even bigger inside her.
"OH DAMN!" I gasped as my body suddenly jerked, jamming my cock deep into her. I felt a surge of cum lance deep into her as I stood behind her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping more cum into her with each spasm. I stood there, panting as my cock started to soften, still occasionally twitching.
She pulled off me and turned around,squating in front of me, looking up at me with a grin. "That felt like it was good," she said softly as she reached down to her pussy, exposed between her widely spread knees. She teased her finger around her wet lips and I could see creamy whiteness ooze from her and drip to the grass. She grinned at me and then leaned towards me and grabbing my dick. She aimed it at her mouth and sucked my no longer softening dick into her mouth.
"OH damn," I groaned as she sucked and licked my only partly hard cock, sucking the remaining ooze of cum almost eagerly from me.
After a few short minutes she let go of my dick and stood up, her panties still around her ankles. She bent over for the hose and sprayed water on her pussy, rubbing the leaking cum from her lips. "So, now you know what it's like to have a real pussy. Was it worth it?"
"Oh God yes," I answered as she stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck.
"Now, kiss me," she whispered. I did, tasting my cum in her mouth as she teased my tongue with hers. We stood there, my cock nearly rock hard already as she pressed her mostly naked body against mine. "Mmmmmm, I always love getting kissed after getting fucked. Maybe next time you won't be in quite as much of a hurry and you can make me come with your dick."
"I'm sorry," I apologized.
"Oh, don't be. I made myself come first because I knew you'd come fast. First time is always the hardest. I remember my husband and I doing it the first time in the back seat of the car. He got so turned on he creamed all over my pussy and my dress," she said with a quick giggle. "But let's not tell him about this, okay? Keep it just between us?"
"Sure."
"Good. Maybe it'll happen again some time," she whispered. "Now, you better go finish mowing before your mom wonders what happened to you."
"Yeah. I should," I agreed reluctantly as she squatted once again and pulled my shorts and boxers back up over my dick, leaving it bulging the front of my shorts out significantly.
She gave me a slap on the rear as I walked away and when I looked back, she was walking into the back garage door, her bikini bottoms no longer on at all.
I went back to mowing and stopped after several more squares. "What the hell did she say?" I asked myself. It only took a few moments of replaying what we did and what she said. She knew I was a virgin. She knew I hadn't ever fucked a real woman, and only one person besides me could possibly know. MOM! But if mom told her, that meant that mom remembered a whole lot more about the night before than she had admitted to. I looked at the house and wondered just how much she did remember, and how much she intended to happen last night. I took a deep breath and pulled the starter cord on the mower again and went back to work, wondering just how things were going to change.
---o---
The week seemed to drag on slowly. Mom acted as if nothing had changed, though I couldn't seem to keep my mind off what her naked body looked like. While I had nothing to do but jack off, Mrs. Anderson and mom both had to work so I didn't see them during the day all week. Mom was busy almost every night until close to bedtime, when she'd drop down onto the sofa next to me exhausted. I couldn't help but notice that she was wearing baggy shorts that nearly fell off her butt when she walked, making her have to keep pulling them up, and baggy shirts that seemed to show off her tits more than hide them. I also couldn't help but notice that she wore nothing under them, the baggy arm holes of the shirts and leg holes of the shorts giving me tantalizing glimpses of her special parts.
I'd kind of also hoped to see Mrs. Anderson after our little tryst behind the bushes. But I suppose that wasn't realistic given her frequently traveling husband was home most of the week. I thought maybe she'd be out sunning this weekend. If she was, I had every intention of walking over there and taking that bikini completely off her, middle of the yard or not, and seeing her completely naked.
It was Friday evening, and I was sitting as usual, watching TV in the family room when the doorbell rang. I heard mom call down the stairs for me to please get it, so I got up and headed to the front door. When I opened it, I was surprised to say the least. Mrs. Anderson was standing on the other side. She had on a dress that came down to the middle of her thighs, well, almost that far, and had a big looping floppy front that hung down her front, only a single strip of the beige material looping up around her neck. I had no doubt that if she bent over the front of the dress would hang down enough to allow me to see all the way down her front. She stepped into the house and pushed the door closed behind her, holding her finger to her lips for me to be quiet.
With her other hand she gently pushed me back until I was pressed against the wall. She kept stepping towards me until her body pressed to mine, her crotch pressing against mine and her tits to my chest. "There you are," she whispered. "I've been wanting to feel this cock all week."
"You have?" I asked quietly.
"I have. We don't have a lot of time, but I wouldn't mind if you played with me a little. I mean this dress does give you quite a bit of access," she whispered as she moved her hands to the front of my jeans and started to unbutton and unzip them. "Play with my titties," she hissed softly. I slipped my hands into the sides of the dress, easily sliding them around front and up to cup both her soft tits. "Mmmmmmm. That's it," she cooed softly. "You're making me wish I wasn't wearing any panties."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," she whispered as she pushed the front of my jeans down along with my boxers to free my hardening cock. "Cuz then I could just put this right into my hot little cunt and fuck you silly."
"Oh damn," I groaned as she pushed my cock downward as she hiked her skirt front up. She pushed her pelvis towards me again, sliding my dick between her thighs. She moved her hands to hike the dress higher, and then pulled her panties down to her thighs, letting my dick press to her wet pussy lips.
"Oh God, I wanna fuck you so bad," she whispered as she reached down and used one hand to hold my dick while she rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against me, making sure that her clit rubbed on my now engorged head. "Ohhhhh yeah. I wanna come on you. I wanna feel my pussy coming around your hard cock," she moaned softly, arching her back a little and pushing my head deeper into her pussy. I felt my head slide into the entrance to her vaginal depths, and then felt her freeze, holding herself just so, so that my dick slowly slid into her pussy. I squeezed her tits at the change in sensations, groaning softly as her pussy slowly enveloped me. "Ohhhhhhh God," she moaned softly.
"JOANN!" I heard my mom say loudly from the staircase.
"Uh huh," Mrs. Anderson answered.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting warmed up," she answered, starting to rock her hips to slide herself on and off my cock.
"On my son?"
"Why not? He has a nice cock, and it feels soooo damn good in me," she moaned softly, rocking a little faster with each passing moment.
"But Jo. It's my son!"
"Don't tell me you didn't want it when he was laying on you the other day. You know you wanted it. You know you wanted him to push it into you," she groaned as she rocked faster, my cock sliding in and out of her with a loud squishing. "Oh God. Gonna come," she moaned moments before her body started to spasm and jerk slightly. "Ohhhhhh God yes," she moaned as she climaxed on me. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing me as she came, her juices running down my dick and dripping off my balls.
I looked over at mom to see her blushing and holding one hand to her crotch through the shirt looking dress she had on, the upper part denim and below her tits, white cotton. It looked like a cross between two shirts sewn together just under her boobs, but a shirt, not a dress. The sides of the dress were so short I doubted that she could have been wearing anything under it or it would have shown. I was still looking at her when Mrs. Anderson went back to stroking herself on me, driving her pussy down onto my shaft with abandon
"Come for me sweetie. Fill my cunt with your cum!" she moaned as she pumped herself on and off my cock.
It didn't take much longer. Only a minute or so and I was pumping cum into her pussy, my body spasming and jerking as she pressed herself against me and against the wall. The only thing was, I was still staring at mom, looking at that dress and imagining me taking it off her and fucking her. I shook my head and looked back at Mrs. Anderson, who was staring at me with a crooked little smile. She pulled my hands from her dress and slid them down to her bare ass and then pressed herself against me. I could feel my softening cock slip from her pussy as she pressed her chest to mine and leaned her face to mine. She kissed me softly on the cheek and then whispered that she knew what I wanted to do.
She pulled back and reached down to pull her panties back up, trapping my cum that was leaking from her pussy. She grinned at me and then turned to mom. "Our ride is here, so we better go."
"Um... yeah," Mom said, staring at my dripping cock while Mrs. Anderson pulled her gently by the arm towards the door.
"Unless you wanna just stay here and suck his cock," Mrs. Anderson suggested, pausing at the door, my mom still staring at my cock.



"Uh no," Mom said, finally pulling her eyes from my dick and intentionally NOT looking at my face. "No, we should go."
"See you later stud!" Mrs. Anderson said with a grin before closing the door behind them.
I pulled my pants up and headed back to the family room, still stunned at what had just happened.
---o---
I had fallen asleep on the sofa with the TV on and was awakened by the sound of mom and Mrs. Anderson coming home from wherever they had gone. It sounded like both of them were well lubricated with booze, and I figured Mrs. Anderson could handle mom. I wasn't sure I wanted to risk another encounter like last week. More to the point, I wasn't sure that if she did what she had last time, that I wouldn't push my dick into her, drunk or not, something we'd both probably regret the next morning.
"There he is!" Mrs. Anderson said as she walked in with an arm around my mom's waist, the two of them not very stable on their feet. "See. I told you he'd wait up for us!"
"I figured he'd be long since gone to bed," Mom slurred as they walked to the sofa. They plopped onto the sofa, one on either side of me.
"I guess you had fun?" I asked.
"Fun? FUN?" Mrs Anderson asked. "We had a fucking great time. All except the fucking part!" she said loudly. "Our dates didn't seem to be interested in anything about fucking. The danced, they groped, they even kissed us, but fucked us? Not even close!"
"As dates, they were the unfuckingest guys I've ever met," Mom said as she dropped her head back. "God, I'm so fucking horny!" she cried in frustration.
"You know what I think?" Mrs. Anderson asked.
"What's that?"
"I think we ought to let Eddie here take care of us."
"Ohhhhhh. We talked about this," Mom said as she flopped over on the sofa, her head resting on the arm and her ass pressing against my thigh. "He's my son. I can't be fucking him. No matter how good his dick looks!"
Mrs. Anderson leaned across me, reaching for my mom's dress. She lay on my lap, unbuttoning my mom's dress, spreading it apart. She slowly crawled up mom's body, spreading the dress apart and kissing the bare skin that was just uncovered until she had it completely open, the whole front of my mom's body on display. She leaned her head down to my mom's chest and sucked one of her nipples into her mouth. She lay on my lap, licking and sucking my mom's nipples, making her moan and whither under her. As my mom moved, she moved Mrs. Anderson on my lap, her dress slowly creeping up until her butt and pussy were completely visible.
I had to admit, watching them was getting me damn horny. I rested my hand on her bare ass and was soon rubbing it around in circles. I let my fingers dip down between her thighs and heard her moan as I stroked my fingers up and down her wet slit, the panties she had on earlier no longer in sight.
The longer I played with her pussy, the more I wanted to stick my dick back into her. I reached under her, and she lifted herself to allow me to get my dick out. She settled back onto my lap with my cock sticking up between her thighs, pressed against her pussy. She began to lift and lower her hips, sliding her pussy against my shaft. I used my fingers to push my cock against her pussy, feeling her rock harder, her clit now sliding up and down the side of my shaft.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped, looking back at me and starting to crawl up off my lap. "Fuck me sweetie. Put that dick into me and fuck me." She lifted her ass up and planted her knees on the sofa as I moved from beneath her. I crawled to my knees and pushed my pants down further, looking at her pussy and ass sticking in the air. Below her was my mom, laying essentially naked, her pussy exposed as it had been a week before. I shuffled on my knees between Mrs. Anderson's legs and rubbed my head up and down her slit. I slipped easily into her, drawing a long moan from her as my fat shaft slowly pushed deeper and deeper into her depths. I held her ass in my hands and started to pump my dick in and out of her, slapping my body against her bare ass, my hard cock driving so far into her that I could feel my head hitting the end of her vagina. In and out I stroked, the feeling of urgency starting to already build. I'd jacked myself off enough times to know when the imminent was becoming just that.
"Oh yes. That's it Eddie. Fuck me. Fuck my hot pussy!" Mrs. Anderson moaned, pulling her head from mom's tits. She moved forward slightly, allowing her chest to press against mom's big tits as she pressed her lips to my mom's.
"Oh damn," I groaned, watching her kissing mom, my cock seeming to swell even more. I felt Mrs. Anderson's pussy start to squeeze me as she started to climax, the sudden change in tightness pushing my own climax over the top. My body bucked hard, jamming deep into her and pumping gush after gush of cum into her. I held her ass, her lips still kissing mom's, while I panted, my dick softening inside her.
Mrs. Anderson pulled from mom and lifted up, reaching back to push me gently out of her pussy. She pushed me back until I was sitting on the sofa again and then she climbed off the sofa herself. She pulled her dress all the way off, leaving her completely naked. She stepped to where mom laid and helped her up off the sofa. She pushed the dress off her shoulders, leaving them equally naked. "Now, put that pussy in his face and let him taste you."
"I can't," Mom said, refusing to move.
"You can, you just don't want to. When was the last time someone you loved put his face between your legs? Now get up there and do it!"
"But he's my son!"
"SO? It's not like he's fucking you. He's going to lick your pussy. It's not any difference than kissing, just a little lower!"
"But..."
"Just do it! You know you want to. You wanted to for weeks. Now DO IT!" she said, turning my mom to face me and pushing her towards me.
Mom moved slowly the two steps towards me. She hesitantly climbed onto the sofa, her legs straddling me. She leaned her knees against the back of the sofa and then slowly leaned her pussy towards my face. "Don't think badly of me," she whispered as she gently pressed her spread, sopping wet, pussy lips to my mouth.
I'd licked a few of my girlfriends' pussies, so I wasn't a stranger to it. I also liked it when I'd done it. But this was my mom. Like a week before, I hesitated a few moments and then gave in to my desire. I WANTED to do this. I stuck my tongue between her lips and stroked it slowly up her lips until I felt my tongue bounce across her clit, drawing a gasp from her.
I held her ass cheeks, squeezing them as I eagerly licked up and down her slit, flicking over her clit and also trying to push my tongue into her depths. Up and down I went for long minutes before I felt wetness envelope my dick. I couldn't see, but I knew immediately what was happening. Mrs. Anderson was having fun sucking me, making me grow harder while I continued to tease my mom's pussy.
I felt my mom's legs start to quiver slightly, which grew quickly as her whole body seemed to tremble and shake. I could feel her juices leaking around my chin to drip down onto my chest as she climaxed on my face. I grinned to myself, knowing that I had just made my mom climax again. She sagged against me, and I felt her pull her pussy from my face as her shudders faded away. She slowly lowered herself down, her pussy dragging against my chest as she slowly slid down. I looked up at her and saw the lust in her eyes as she sank lower and lower. I felt Mrs. Anderson pull her mouth off my rock-hard dick and then felt a different hot wetness. I saw the look on my mom's face change somewhat and then slowly, almost with determination, she let herself slide down further, slowly impaling herself on my shaft.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as she settled on my lap, her face a bit above mine, her big tits nearly brushing my face. She twisted herself slightly, bringing one of her rock-hard nipples to my mouth. "Suck it," she whispered as she guided the hard nipple to my lips. I opened my mouth and let her feed me her nipple, closing my lips around it. "Tease it with your tongue. I love having it teased."
I followed her directions, flicking the tip of my tongue over and around her hard nipple until she pulled it from my mouth and moved the other in its place. I started to lick and suck that nipple, teasing it, and her. I could feel her hips start to move, sliding herself around on my lap, my dick moving around inside her. She shifted her legs under herself and began to lift and lower herself slowly, sliding up and down my cock, trying to keep her nipple in my mouth at the same time. At first, she could but as her lust began to grow in her again causing her to climax again, she gave up and pulled my hands to her tits instead. I held and kneaded her big firm boobs while she bounced on me, moving faster with each passing moment. My excited cock started to give me the familiar warning. It was soon screaming at me to let it go, but I did everything I could to hold back, watching my mom's face, squeezing her bouncing tits and waiting. The first trembles were enough for me to know. I let myself go, wanting my mom's bouncing to finish the job. I had no clue how much more intense it would be to climax together, her squeezing pussy clenching around my spurting cock. She cried out loudly as she came, practically screaming about how good it felt.
Not that I noticed all that much of that. I mean, I was coming inside my mom at that moment. Something that had filled my dreams and fantasies every night for the last week. I felt my cock pumping shot after shot into her as she sat on my lap, grinding her pussy and clit against me.
She looked at me with almost a look of confusion on her face, almost as if she suddenly regretted what she had done. It only lasted a few moments and then the look turned to a smile. She leaned over and pulled me down off the sofa with her, rolling onto her back and pulling me with her so that I was laying on her on the carpeted floor with my dick still stuck in her. She coaxed me up enough to bring our faces even with each other and then pressed her lips to mine. We lay there kissing for long minutes, our tongues playing in each other's mouths before we broke the kiss, both of us breathing hard. "We shouldn't have done that. But I don't care. I wanted you so badly. I wanted to feel you in me. I've wanted that since you helped me when I got home, when I pushed your pajamas down and saw how big and hard you were. I wanted to feel you inside me. Maybe you don't ever want to do it again, but I'm glad we did get a chance."
"I think he'll want to," Mrs. Anderson said with a grin. "Maybe we should take him upstairs and show him what we do after he squirts his cum all over the window."
Mom looked at her and a grin spread across her face. "Yeah. I think we should."
Mrs. Anderson reached down, helping me stand up and then helping mom get up as well. The two of them walked in front of me, side by side, each holding one of my hands as they pulled me towards the stairs and then up to mom's bedroom. They let go of my hands and Mrs. Anderson looked at me. "Feel free to join in any time you want. So, after you're done spying on me, I'm always so damn horny that I need to get off. So, I go up to my room, sometimes even with your mom. The first thing we do is take a shower together, rubbing soap all over each other and letting our hands tease each other. Something like this," she said as mom and her faced each other, rubbing their nipples together each with a hand between the other's legs and their other hand playing with the other's butt. "Can you imagine how we look, all covered in soap suds, rubbing each other like this, teasing our tits and nipples and pussies? Mmmmmm, it's making me so hot just thinking about how it feels to have her big tits rubbing all over my body. But that's not all we do. Once we get all the tanning oil off, we go to the bed, and I lay down like this," she said, stepping away from mom and climbing onto the bed. She lay with her head nearly at the foot and her feet towards the pillows. "Then your mom climbs onto me," she said, holding a hand out for my mom.
I watched mom climb onto the bed with her knees spread over Mrs. Anderson's face. Mom lowered her head between Mrs. Anderson's legs, and I heard her moan as mom started to lick her pussy. "Ohhhhh God yes," Mrs. Anderson moaned before lifting her face towards mom's pussy and licking it. As mom spread her knees further apart, I could see dribbles of my cum leaking from her that Mrs. Anderson was eagerly licking it up as if it were some kind of prize. I stood there, staring, stroking my again hard dick, watching her lick mom's pussy.
Mrs. Anderson held a hand out towards me. I stepped towards her, and she grasped my cock and pulled it towards my mom's pussy, guiding me into her before she went back to licking my mom's clit. I started to stroke in and out, making my mom moan and gasp in pleasure as she was stimulated by my deep thrusts and Mrs. Anderson's tongue. In and out I thrust, my balls practically slapping Mrs. Anderson in the face as I pounded into my mom, the visual stimulation of the two of them almost more than my poor brain could handle.
"OH FUCK! I'm COOOOOOOMING!" my mom screamed into the room as her whole body started to shudder and tremble. I could feel her pussy clamping around me and trying to hold me inside her as I continued to stroke in and out of her wet depths. I was amazed at how long my mom's climax lasted. I know that most of the online porn orgasms are faked, but this was an honest to God LONG climax, lasting at least two full minutes before she reached back to push me away and then rolled off Mrs. Anderson. She laid on her back, her knees spread apart so I could see her pussy, which was still visibly clenching periodically, her juices leaking from her and running down over her puckered butt hole and then between her cheeks.
Mrs. Anderson moved around on the bed, laying down with her ass right at the edge of the bed. She lifted and spread her legs to expose her pussy. "Okay stud. You've imagined me laying on that lawn chair naked, getting fucked by your cock. Bring it here and show me what you can do with it!" I stepped between her legs, letting her rest her heels on my shoulders as I pushed my dick slowly into her already wet pussy. "Oh, fuck yes. That's what I needed. A nice hard cock. Does it feel good?"
"Oh God yes," I groaned as I started stroking into her pussy, letting my thighs slap her bare ass with each stroke. Her tits were much smaller than mom's but they still moved and rolled on her chest sexily.
"You thinking about fucking me out there? Walking over and taking my bikini all the way off and just fucking me, right there in the yard?" she gasped.
"Oh yeah," I muttered as I held her legs against me and thrust into her, banging us together.
"That's it baby. Fuck me hard. I can feel your cock hitting so deep in me. You have to be so close to coming already. Come with me when I come. Come with me baby and fill me with your hot cum!"
"Ahhhhhh Fuck!" I groaned, her coaxing pushing my body quickly over the top.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed as her pussy clenched around my spurting cock. I could feel her pussy clench and release around my shaft as I pumped shot after shot of cum into her. I stood there, panting as she lay with my cock softening in her, her fingers teasing her breasts. "You know Mary. I think we're going to have to educate your son on how to treat a woman after he fills her pussy."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. For a newbie he does a good job with his cock, but I'm thinking that with a little training, different ways to do it and what to do after. I'm thinking that he could be one hell of a good fuck partner. What do you think?"
"You might be right. At least for a while. If we teach him how to be good, someone's going to get to reap that reward besides us."
"Yeah, there is that. But for now. I wouldn't mind. Hell, I might even let him take my suit off right out there in the yard and fuck me. Just to fulfill his fantasy, in exchange for plenty of good fucking of course."
"Think it's fair to him?"
"I dunno. How about it, Eddie? You think it'd be fair to let you strip me and fuck me in the yard in exchange for you fucking us other times we need it?"
"You mean you have to ask?" I asked her back with a laugh.
"Good answer," she said, moving her legs. She pushed herself up the bed until her head was on the pillows. She held her hands out and I climbed onto the bed, laying next to her as she drew my head onto her soft chest. "Turn the light off Mary and then come lay with us. We can make an Eddie sandwich."
Mom got up and turned the light off and climbed into bed with us, pressing her soft body against mine so I was trapped between them. I could feel both their hands gently teasing my bare skin as we lay to fall asleep together. Maybe being the man of the house wasn't so bad after all?
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Part 4
It had been two days since I had the really hard discussion with Trish, after my dinner with Donna and her friend, but it had to be done. I wasn't being fair to either Trish or myself. I couldn't keep living and sleeping with her without considering what that did to both of us. I knew exactly why she was doing it. She wanted me. She'd wanted me for years and now it was her chance. But it also wasn't fair. She was so much like Nancy that I wasn't sure if what I felt for her was her or was my memory of Nancy. The only way to know was to put her in the same place as Donna. I had to date them both. I couldn't be living with one and dating another. It was just confusing my emotions.
She agreed, tearfully, but agreed nonetheless to move out. We'd still talk every day. We had to, and I had to keep her informed on the dates. But I didn't want her there as a backup. If I was going to sort out my feelings for her, I needed to be able to invite her over when I felt it, not just have her there as a fallback. I knew she hoped she knew the eventual outcome, but at that point, I didn't. Hell, right then I was more confused about my feelings than ever in my life. I had very strong feelings for Donna, but had serious problems with how I could integrate into her life, or if that kind of life was even something I wanted. I felt like I had serious feelings for Trish, but did I? She looked and smelled and felt so much like my wife that I wasn't sure I wasn't just transferring what I lost to Trish.
Then there was Elizabeth. I'd gone and seen her Tuesday night and she'd thrown herself at me, literally. She related her story about her extremely difficult marriage, and how her husband had controlled her and used her as a sex toy, not only for himself, but his friends, nearly her whole marriage. The most difficult part though was hearing how he had been having sex with his own daughter for years, long before she was legal age, and how she defended dad when Elizabeth threatened to go to the police. I could see how hard it had been. I could also see how, being her friend, she'd felt like I was the one person she could confide in, seeing how I'd accidently stumbled onto her having sex with several of Donna's friends. It had been a shock to see her there, naked, having a climax at the hands and mouth of another woman. I had no clue that she and Donna even knew each other. What a small world, right?
Now that she and I had shared that little stunning revelation, and her story, it seemed that Lizzy, as she now wanted me to call her, had opened herself up to me in ways I didn't ever expect. In some ways it was anything but professional at work, but despite the under table foot touches and extremely sexy little office visits, we were still managing to maintain some professional decorum, at least in appearance to the others in the office. Or so I thought.
"Michael!" Julia said as she stepped into my office and closed the door behind herself. I looked up at the middle-aged HR specialist that I'd worked with several times over the last few years when filling positions on my engineering staff. The fact she came to see me was unusual, since I didn't have any open positions. The fact she closed the door behind herself made the visit doubly unusual. "Can I sit?" she asked politely.
"Sure," I said with a shrug. "What can I do for you? Do I have a personnel problem?"
"Actually, you do. You have an employee that has been noted as having some kind of personal relationship with another staff member here at the company. While it's not forbidden, since they aren't in the same chain of command, their displays of affection have raised some eyebrows and made a number of other staff uncomfortable."
"I see. Is HR going to take some action? Or am I supposed to sit down with this staff member?"
"Micheal. We know that it has been tough for you the last six months, losing your wife that way. We've given you all the room we can to allow you to heal. It would be enough to shake up any man's life. But two of the ladies in accounting, your secretary and one of the female electrical engineers have complained about the situation. Miss Esper and you are completely welcome to begin a personal relationship, but we would prefer it the two of you would be a little more discrete at work."
"I don't understand," I answered with complete confusion. It had only been a few days and I had done everything I could think of to discourage any displays of affection in any public setting, though I had been completely unable to curb Lizzy's extremely intimate comments and actions when we were in either one's offices.
"I'd hoped I didn't need to be this blunt. Miss Esper has been somewhat vocal about her descriptions of you in various states of undress, as well as discussions about how she, um, how she, uh, what she does when she comes into your office. In addition, on at least three occasions she has been noticed intentionally moving your hand into private places when she thinks no one can see."
"So I'm being reprimanded because she's-"
"She's clearly trying to get you to make sexual advances while at work, drawing your hand under her dress, flashing you her breasts, wearing clothing that can inadvertently flash her private parts at more people than just you."
I leaned back in my chair, stunned. "Have you talked with her about this?"
"That can be my next visit, unless you'd like to handle it yourself. I was somewhat concerned that she may not take it well, given that the direction of the, um, the, uh, um, given that she seems to be putting the moves on you, more than the other way around," she finally said, blushing. "Given the chance, I suspect this could easily escalate to where she was removing clothing or even having sex in one of your two offices."
"Oh lord."
"Yes."
"And someone complained?"
"I shouldn't say this, but yes, one of her engineers, two ladies from Accounting and finance, and, um, your secretary."
To say I was taken aback would be an understatement. These kinds of things at work could be career ending. I looked at her, trying to gauge what kind of trouble I was already in. I finally asked her quietly, "And they're uncomfortable with what has transpired and have filed a harassment complaint?"
"Actually, quite the opposite. I doubt they know that I am here because they have not made a formal complaint."
Now I was confused. If they hadn't complained, what was she doing here? "I definitely don't understand. Am I in some kind of trouble? Or Elizabeth?" I finally managed to ask.
"I'm here trying to head off an uncomfortable situation," she said, blushing again. "All four of these women have been overheard making comments, very suggestive comments, about trying to get their turn. Several gentleman employees have been overheard discussing various body parts that have been inadvertently flashed by Miss Esper. I'm afraid that the situation is going to get out of hand and become very unprofessional."
I looked at Julia for long seconds as she sat in the chair across my desk from me, her hands fidgeting in her lap as she looked down at them. I could still see the pink of her cheeks as she continued to blush in embarrassment at the discussion. "Does your boss know you're here?" I finally asked very quietly.
"Mrs. Wilson? No. I was trying to head this off before it got to her."
I nodded. Beginning to understand a little, or at least I thought I did. "Julia, are you embarrassed for me?"
"What? No."
"Are you embarrassed for Elizabeth?"
"Um, maybe a little."
"Are you embarrassed talking about this?"
"A little."
"Your cheeks are still beet red. Clearly you're very embarrassed about this in some way. Could it be that you're embarrassed about how it makes you feel?" Her hands clenched together and she looked up quickly, her eyes flashing, what? Fear? Certainly not anger. It was just there for a moment before her face drained of color and she sat staring at me like a small rodent in front of a hungry lion. She almost looked like she was about to bolt from the room at any second. "Julia," I said softly, leaning toward my desk, and her. "Does it make you uncomfortable to think about what these women are talking about?"
"They keep talking about coming into your office and getting undressed and fucking you!" she blurted before quickly raising her hand to her own mouth. "I'm sorry. That was, it was, um, completely unprofessional."
I put my elbows on my desk and rubbed my hands in my hair as I looked down at my desktop, trying to figure out how to approach this. "Julia," I said, looking up at her. "I'm trying to get to an understanding about what I'm being told and why. So forgive me if my statements or questions seem off color. Are you here to tell me that because several women are having fantasies about coming in here and having sex with me, that I am going to be in trouble with the HR department, or are you here telling me as a friend that this is happening?"
"I'm. Um. Yes, the second."
I nodded. "And as this friend. You seem to be awfully embarrassed to talk about the specifics. Are you suggesting that maybe some of the conversations have started, um, feelings inside you that you are embarrassed about?"
"Maybe?" she said, more of a question than a statement.
"Oh lord," I muttered under my breath. "Julia, are you one of the women that are having these fantasies about coming into my office to have sex with me?"
"Maybe?"
"Julia, you're single, aren't you?"
"No."
"So you're married?"
"I am," she admitted.
"Julia, I'm not going to get involved with a married woman, no matter how sexy and playful she might be," I said, leaning back in my chair. I shook my head. "Julia, you're a sweet woman. It's just a fantasy. Enjoy the thoughts but let it go. Don't worry about what other fantasies other women have. Clearly none of them have done it, so it's all girl talk. Elizabeth and I are friends. I think she wants to be more than friends, and I'm willing to entertain that possibility. I'll talk to her about this and see if I can get her to cool her jets a little. How's that?"
She looked flustered, but nodded. She stood up and walked toward the door. Instead of walking out she turned around to face me, pulled the front of her dress up and quickly pushed her underwear down her legs, giving me the briefest glimpse of her completely hairless pussy. She stepped out of her panties, carried them to the desk and set them on it before turning her back to me, walking to the door and then out of it, leaving it open behind her, and leaving me completely stunned.
I reached for the underwear and took them off my desk. I opened my desk drawer to drop them in and then, on impulse, held them to my nose. I sniffed her excitement and felt the wetness on the crotch of the panties. Yeah, she had definitely been turned on.
"I never took you for a panty man," Darlene, my secretary, said as she stood just inside the still open door.
I looked up startled at her and then shook my head as she leaned back against the doorframe "Given what Julia just told me, I wouldn't be surprised if you wanted to add yours to my collection."
"You have a collection? Let's see, Julia, and Elizabeth. Who else?"
"You should know. You're one of the ladies that has been talking about dropping her dress and having sex with me in my office, or was she mistaken?"
"Just goes to show that you have to be careful what you say in a ladies room," Darlene said with a grin.
"So, you're not denying it?"
"Nope," she said with a crooked grin. "In fact, maybe I should do it right now? Just drop my dress right here and let you take me. I'm definitely sure it'd be worth it, based on how big the bulge in your pants was after that last meeting with EE." I looked at her as she grinned at me. "Oh yeah, it was noticeable. That's what happens when you put a man's hand between your legs: he gets a major hardon. I bet you have one right now. Should I come over there and check, see just how hard this conversation is making you? I bet it's getting rock-hard by now. Only way I know to make it harder would be to do something like this." She looked over her shoulder and then pulled on the front of her dress, pulling it down enough to slip one of her large breasts out of her dress.
Darlene was young, twenty-four or five, if I remember right. Heavy set but not fat, with a pair of very big soft tits. Until then I didn't realize just how big. Her big, soft tit hung over the front of her dress, the entire front of it covered with her large pinkish areola, an inverted nipple centered in the large circle of clearly puckering skin.
"You know we can't do this."
"I know. Doesn't mean I don't want to," she said with a grin before tucking her breast back into her dress before someone came by. "By the way, I can't add to your panty collection."
"No? Why not?"
She pulled the front of he skirt up to her waist, exposing her mound and the juncture of her legs to me. Her pussy and mound were completely exposed, covered in little brown ringlets of hair disappearing down between her legs. "I'm not wearing any. No bra, no panties. Just shoes and my dress. See how easy it would be for me to get naked for you? I will, you know. All you have to do is say you want me to. Say you want me to come suck your dick or ride you and I will. Tell me to bend over your desk and you can have me that way too. All you have to do is ask."
I stared at her for long seconds. "Darleen. Have I done anything to indicate that I'm looking for any of that? Have I done anything to try and seduce you or even turn you on?"
She pushed off the door frame and walked to my desk. She put her hands on it, leaning over toward me. She used her arms to squeeze her tits together, creating a huge cleft of cleavage at my face level. "Honey, you've been teasing and turning me on for the last two years. Not by what you've done but by what you haven't. Some girls are turned on by a man playing hard to get. And you have. I've teased you all kinds of ways and you've pretended to ignore them. Sometimes that's more of an enticement than if you'd have dropped your pants and let me have it right in my pussy. Now I find out that Elizabeth has found the trick. Pulling your hand under her dress, giving you her panties, right here in the office. Flashing you her tits. Now I know, I need to be more direct. Well, I can be as direct as the next girl, so don't be surprised if I walk in one day and just drop my dress and ride you like an old horse."
"Oh shit," I groaned softly, putting my face in my hands and rubbing it.
"Uh huh. That's right, stud. I know she threw herself at you. Stripped naked for you one night. She's just waiting for you to say yes, and I don't think she's about to stop until you do. And maybe not even then if she likes it enough."
"It's not what you think-" I started to object.
"Uh huh. I'm sure. Trust me, it's exactly as I think. You just want her to come crawling, come begging you to fuck her. You'll wait until she'll do anything anywhere, just to get that cock into her pussy. Well, I'm already there sweetie. Just give me the word. I'll let you fuck me right here on this desk with the door open. Hell, if you want I'll strip and let you fuck me right on my desk, right out there, if that's what you want. I want it. I want it bad. I've wanted it for a long time. When you were still married I wanted it. I knew that you had to be careful. You wouldn't want her to find out, but I would have been discrete. Now, it doesn't matter. I know that you're playful now, so I can be as direct as I want."
"Darleen. We can't. Trust me. It would be bad for both of us."
"Only if people knew," she said with a grin. "By the way, I came in to tell you that you're late for the production meeting."
"Oh shit!" I groaned, grabbing my laptop and heading toward the door. She patted my ass on the way by as I headed out the door.
It was after lunch before I got back to my office. I grabbed a sandwich from the machine in the break room and sat down to eat. I was looking at my computer when Darleen walked in with a folder filled with papers. "These got dropped off from accounting for you," she said sweetly as she walked toward my desk. She set the folder on the desk and then stepped around the side so she was right by me. "I think I'll wear a shorter dress tomorrow, maybe a shorter one after that. I'll just keep making them shorter until my pussy is showing for you every time I walk in," she said as she stepped so close to me that her body was nearly touching my arm. She took my hand and pulled it toward her, lifting the hem of her dress to expose her pussy as she pushed my hand between her thighs. "Feel how wet I am for you? I'm always wet for you. You can only resist it for so long. I can see how hard you are in your pants. You want me and I want you. One of these days you'll just tell me to strip and I know that I'll be all yours." She let go of my hand and reached to my crotch, pressing her hand on my bent hardon in my pants. "God it feels huge. I want to see it and lick it and suck it and put it between my tits and then stuff it in my hot, wet pussy. I want to feel you fucking me with it and I want to feel you pumping your load deep in my hot cunt. Just say the word honey, and I'm all yours."
She moved her hand to start to undo my belt. I quickly pulled my hand from between her thighs and grabbed her hand. "Uh uh. Not here, not now."
"Just tell me when and where," she whispered. "There's a storeroom down the hall we could sneak off to. Or I know where there's an empty office. Back seat of a car is a little tight, but I'm game if you wanna sneak off to the parking lot. Just tell me when and where!"
"I'll, um, have to let you know," I answered, trying to be as firm as I could be. I pulled her hand from my pants and she stood up, giving me a fake pout.
"You know, this will only make me want you more," she whispered before walking away. She paused at the door, looked out and then bent over, pulling her skirt up over her bare butt. Her pussy pushed out between her thighs at me, wet and clearly ready to be fucked. She stayed bent over for a good ten seconds before she pulled her skirt down and straightened up. She looked back at me and then with a grin disappeared out the door toward her desk.
"Shit," I groaned as I rubbed my face and tried to get my hardon to go down. I finally felt like it had subsided enough and decided I had better go talk to Lizzy. I headed out of my office, making sure to walk quickly past Darleen so she didn't have time to make any comments.
"Hey, Lizzy, got a second?" I asked as I knocked on her door frame.
"Hell, for you I got more than a second. Come on in."
"Mind?" I asked, pushing the door closed behind me.
"Honey I've been waiting all week for you to come; close my door," she said with a grin, standing up and stepping around her desk. She moved toward me, wrapped her arms loosely around my neck and pressed her pelvis against my partly-hard dick.
"I'm not here for that," I whispered, trying to gently disengage her from around my neck.
She gave me the same kind of fake pout that Darleen had given me. "Poo. I was hoping!"
"Not that I don't want to, but we have a problem."
"Oh? Besides we're still dressed, what kind of a problem?"
"Someone has been talking about my dick in the ladies room, and I have half a dozen women, including one from HR trying to get into my pants."
"And that's a problem? The only problem I see is that I get you first," she said with a giggle. "You know, I'm still not wearing any underwear. All you gotta do is undo that little zipper down my back and I'll be completely naked for you."
"Lizzy, this isn't funny," I whispered. "I just had a young lady from HR pay me a visit, concerned that there are at least two of your engineers, my secretary, a couple ladies from accounting, and of course, her, talking about trying to have sex with me here at work. What have you been saying?"



"Not much. I was just talking to a couple friends. I told them about how good your cock looked and how you turned me down when I got naked for you the other day. I might have said that I wanna fuck your brains out, and if you won't come to my house and do it, I might have to just walk into your office and do it here."
"Good lord," I groaned. "How do I stop this?"
She giggled. "That's easy. Pull down my zipper and fuck me. Word'll get around that your taken."
"Or that I'm willing to do it here," I whispered.
"Maybe. Willing to take the chance?"
To be honest, after Darleen's teasing I was damn horny and tempted to do just that. "Can you come quietly?"
"Can you make me come?" she asked back.
I reached around behind her and pulled the zipper slowly down. "If we get in trouble, it's your fault," I whispered.
"You know what? For once I don't care if I get caught having sex. This time it's because I want to have it. It's with the man I want to have it with and it's even where I want to have it. So no, I don't care if I get in trouble or not. I just hope you can make me orgasm, because I've faked it so many times over the years..." she said, leaving it unfinished. Her hands reached to my belt and undid it. She felt my hands leave her back and she stepped back. In moments her dress was sliding down her body, leaving her in nothing but high heels. She stepped to me again, stepping out of the dress and pulled me by the front of my pants toward her desk as she backed up. She unzipped and unbuttoned my pants, letting them slide down my legs, and then pushed my boxers down, freeing my now totally hard dick.
"Fuck me sweetie. It doesn't have to be anything special. Just make me come around your dick, please?"
I nodded and helped lift her legs as she sat on the corner of her desk. I spread her legs and stepped between them, her hands finding my dick and guiding me toward her. She rubbed my head up and down her slit and then coaxed me closer to her. I felt my head engage into her wetness and pushed slowly into her, hearing her moan softly as I sank into her wet pussy. I was about halfway in when I felt my shaft grab her lips, and pulled back a little. Several short strokes later I was fully penetrating her, her body just barely able to take my full length. She used her hands behind my neck for support and, holding her legs, I started to stroke myself in and out of her. God, she felt good around me. Different than Donna and Trish. Maybe it was the way she was looking at me, or the way that I was looking at her body move in time with my strokes. Maybe it was the setting or the teasing I'd just had, but damn this was feeling good.
I stroked in and out of her, feeling her hips move on the desk as she arched her back toward me with each stroke. Her motions seemed to tease me even more than I would have expected. I had to concentrate on not climaxing as I pumped in and out of her, wanting to see and hear her orgasm before I came. I didn't know how long I was pumping in and out of her, but I could tell she was finally inching closer to climax. Her breathing changed, deeper and more ragged. I could feel her pussy clench a little around me half a dozen times, but the most telling thing was her eyes. I saw tears in her eyes and running down her cheeks as her body made the final little trip to its climax. She opened her mouth and gasped loudly as her body jerked and tensed. I could feel her pussy contract hard around me and try and keep me from pulling back as her legs trembled. The additional tightness pushed me over the edge as well, releasing the climax that I had been struggling to hold back. My body grunted and jammed hard into her. I could feel my cock pumping shot after shot of cum into her depths, each surge drawing another silent gasp from her as she felt them empty into her depths.
"Oh fuck yes," she squeaked quietly, trying to be silent and not quite making it. She pulled me toward her until she could lay her head on my chest. "Oh fuck yes," she panted. "God, I could do that every day. It was so, so, different. I could tell you were holding back. I wish you wouldn't have had to. But thank you. It was sweet of you."
"After what you've been through, you deserved to be put first for a change."
She tilted her head up to look at me and then pulled me toward her. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me with a very long, very wet kiss. Her lips were as soft as flower petals as we kissed. She sucked my lower lip and flicked her tongue across my lips several times before using it to coax my mouth open. We continued the embrace, each of us teasing the other's tongues playfully. We might have stayed there kissing even longer had her office door not opened.
"About fucking time," I heard a female voice say before the door closed again.
"Oops," she said with a squinch of her shoulder and a contrite look on her face. "Guess I should have locked it. Next time I'll remember."
"Is there going to be a next time?"
She looked at me for long seconds before answering. I could see the look on her face was one of desire and trepidation at the same time. "I hope so. I hope so very very much," she whispered. "Do you want to? Do this again? With me, I mean?"
I looked back at her. "Yeah, I think I'd like to," I answered her. "I haven't ever done anything like this, so it's a little scary, but I'm glad we did."
"Next time it'll be your office," she whispered before kissing me again. "Now we better do something."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I don't have any panties, remember?"
"So?"
"Um. You're gonna be leaking down my legs," she said with a giggle. "You know anywhere you got some panties?"
I laughed quietly. "Just so happens I have a pair in my desk."
"If you go get them, I'll promise to stay naked for you."
"I can do that," I agreed. I pulled out of her and she reached down to try to stem the flow with her fingers. I found her box of Kleenex across the desk and grabbed several tissues. I handed them to her and then pulled my boxers and pants up. "Be right back."
I slipped out of her door and headed to my office. It took several minutes to make the trip, including finding the underwear she'd left with me in my drawer. I walked back and slipped into her office without knocking. True to her word, she was still sitting on her desk naked. She held her feet out to me and I worked the panties over her high heels and then pulled them up to her knees. I was about to lift her off and pull them up further and I changed my mind. I pulled then back to her ankles and spread her knees. I leaned over and kissed her mound and then her pussy. I reached out and pressed my tongue between her lips and found her clit, teasing the tip of my tongue back and froth across the hard nub.
"Oh fuck," she gasped. "What are you doing? I'm full of your cum!"
"So?" I asked, licking her clit some more.
"Oh shit. Ohhhhhhh shit. Oh honey. You're gonna make me come again. OHHHHHHHH shit shit shit!" she squealed loudly as my attentions to her recently-excited pussy pushed her to another quick climax. I licked until the little shudders faded away and she pushed my head away. She looked at me and reached for my neck again. She pulled us together and kissed me urgently, needily. We broke the kiss and I helped her off the desk, pulling her panties up all the way this time. I helped her back into her dress and then we hugged and kissed again.
"I better go."
"Yeah. Michael?"
"Yeah?"
"Thank you. I don't think you can ever know that this meant to me."
"Probably not, but I can try. I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh god Micheal. It's the first sex I've really enjoyed in years," she said with a bright smile. "And I hope the start of a lot more," she added before letting go of me.
I headed out of her office, getting envious looks from at least to of the engineers in the cubicles. I wonder how many of them heard us having sex and if I was going to get an official visit from HR now.
It was almost quitting time when Darleen came into my office. She pushed the door closed behind her and as she walked toward my desk; her dress slid down her body, apparently already unzipped before she ever came in. She walked to my desk, completely naked and pushed my chair back. "This time I'm not taking no for an answer," she said sternly as she moved my keyboard and sat on the edge of my desk. She kicked off her high heels and lifted her feet to rest them on the arms of my chair, her knees spread wide so I had a complete view of her pussy.
"What's this?"
"Don't play coy with me. I know what you did in Elizabeth's office. Now it's my turn."
"Your turn?" I asked trying to look innocent.
"To get fucked."
"What if I don't want to?"
"I'm not giving you a choice. I've waited patiently. I've sat back and watched you morn your wife. Now you're fucking people again, I want in. I want to be fucked. I want to feel it inside me."
"Darleen. Why do you wanna have sex with me? Shouldn't you be looking for a guy your own age?"
"Guys my age are only into one thing: get off, get out. I'm not the prettiest girl in the joint, I know that. Guys that have sex with me are doing it because I'm easy. I'm needy. I'm not desirable. I know that. Doesn't mean I don't want to have good sex. I just don't attract guys that are good at it."
"But you think I am?"
"Well, you've sure as hell had a lot of practice." She chuckled.
"Practice doesn't make perfect."
"No, but you do. I heard how it went in there. The girls were listening outside. They said you made her climax twice. I'm only asking for once. Just one nice good orgasm."
"Shit. Do you know how much trouble we'd be in if someone came in right now?"
"Oh yeah. Good thing I locked the door, huh?" she said with a grin, reaching down between her legs and stroking her pussy. "So how about it? Wanna share that bulge? I know you're turned on. I can see how hard you've already gotten."
I shook my head. "We can't do this. Not that I'm against having sex with you as a person, but I'm against losing my job for having sex with my secretary."
The look on her face said it all. Rejection. Didn't matter the reason, she'd been rejected again, and it was definitely my fault. She put her feet down, walked across the office to where her dress lay on the floor. She bent to pick it up, her ass and wet pussy pushing out at me. She straightened and held the dress in her hands, not moving toward the door and not moving to put it on. I got up and walked to where she was. I grasped her shoulders and pulled her back against me.
"I'm sorry. I know that hurt. I just don't want to get in trouble and lose my job. Not that I don't want to have sex with you. I like you. You're a sweet girl."
She turned in my arms and wrapped them around my waist, pulling us together and pressing her big tits to my chest. "Then why not? Just once? I promise, I won't pester you for more again."
"Darleen, you're younger than my own daughter. Why do you want someone twice your age to do this?"
She turned her head and laid it on my chest, without her heels on, she was nearly a full head shorter than me. "When you interviewed me, well, it made me all wet and tingly. I guess I took the job because I had this fantasy of you taking me. So many times I've sat at home and pretended in my mind that you called me in to talk about something and then pulled my skirt up and fucked me from behind, or had me sit on your lap and ride you. You never came before I did, and when you did, I could feel you coming all the way through my body. I guess it was a stupid fantasy, but something about the way you looked at me, the way your eyes looked when you looked at me. I'm sorry. Stupid fat girl dreams."
I shook my head and wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me tightly. "You don't look fat. I find you quite attractive," I whispered. "It's just that you work for me. We'd get in all kinds of trouble."
"Only if someone found out. I can be quiet. Or we could go sneak off somewhere. I'd even go home with you if you wanted. Just once I want to feel what it's like to be taken by a real man."
"And you think that's how it'd be?"
"I know it is. I heard the girls talking about how you made Elizabeth climax twice in her office. I just want to feel that. Just once."
I let go of her and stepped back. I knew I could really regret this, but I had a soft spot for her. She'd always been sweet and kind, and after Nancy passed, when I sat in my office, overwhelmed with grief, she'd be there for me, sometimes holding my head and gently trying to comfort me. She seemed to always know when it had become too much. Sometimes she'd walk in with a folder in her hand and tell me a funny joke, or ask a silly question that I knew she knew the answer to. It was always just to break my train of thought from what was overwhelming me. The last eight months had been damn hard, and she, like Trish, had been there for me. How could I not do the same for her?
"Come here," I said softly. I pulled her by the hand back to my desk. I gently coaxed her back onto the edge where she had been sitting and put her legs back on the arms of my chair, with me standing between them. I reached down to my pants and undid them, letting them slide to the floor. I pushed down my boxers, freeing my hardon. I let her look at it, sticking out at her, while I unbuttoned my dress shirt. I pulled it off, leaving me almost as naked as she was. She stared at my cock as I sat down and I leaned toward her.
I wrapped both arms around her big thighs and leaned my face between her legs. I gently kissed each thigh and then her curl-covered mound. I nuzzled my face down further, kissing her fat outer lips before moving my fingers to her outer lips and pulling them apart to expose her inner lips and her pink depths.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I licked up her wet lips, dipping my tongue deep between her soft, tender inner labia to taste her wetness. She tasted wet and sort of sweet as I dipped my tongue deep between her lips. I searched with my tongue for her clit and found it, flicking across it and drawing a sharp gasp from her. "Ohmygod," she moaned softly as I concentrated on her hard little nub. I licked over it softly and then used the tip of my tongue to flick it rapidly, alternating the two treatments to drive her quickly up the slope toward climax. Her hips rocked on my desk and her pussy leaked copiously as I inched her body closer and closer to climax. "OH FUCK!" she squealed, trying to stay quiet, but being less than successful. Her whole body seemed to tremble and shudder as she lifted and spread her legs as far apart as she could. I looked up at her face, her head tilted back, her long hair flowing down onto my desk as she panted and shuddered.
I slowly eased my attentions to her pussy and then stopped licking her. I released her thighs and kissed my way up her body to her huge tits. Each areola covered the whole front of each breast. I kissed my way to her right breast and then kissed her areola. Her nipples were inverted, so I put my lips over one and sucked, drawing it out of hiding. I flicked and sucked the hard nub as I moved my dick closer to her pussy.
"Oh god yes," she moaned as I rubbed my head up and down her sopping wet pussy. I released her nipple so I could straighten up. I looked down at her, her eyes locking with mine. "Do it," she whispered as she felt me slowly push my head harder against her lips. "Please?" I pressed harder and my dick slid into her depths, her surprisingly tight pussy caressing my shaft as I pressed slowly into her. "Oh god yes. Oh please fuck me," she moaned, closing her eyes for a few moments.
I started to stroke in and out of her, working the full length of my dick into her with each slow stroke. Her panting seemed to grow again as I pushed faster into her, her pussy seeming to clench and spasm around me as I drove into her over and over. Her tits moved and swayed on her chest sexily, her inverted nipples pushing out as she became more and more excited. Her hips rocked with each stroke and the look on her face was one of total desire. She licked her lips between gasps for air and mumbled little requests for me to make her come again. I knew she was going to. And so was I. I could feel my own urgency building, that comfortable, warm sensation that coaxed me to keep stroking just a little more. A few more strokes was all I could take. I watched her face change as her second climax washed over her. Her mouth was in a wide O as she let out a long low gasp. "FUUUUUUUUCK!" she answered herself as her body started to shudder. I felt her pussy clench and try to draw me deeper into her as the first surge of cum lanced out of me deep into her pussy. "YES!" she cried loudly as her whole body bucked.
She pushed herself toward me, wrapping her legs and arms around me, pulling us together, her tits pressed tightly to my body as I continued to jerk and spasm, pumping more cum deep into her. Slowly my body eased as did hers, but she continued to hold me tightly. She tilted her head up and begged me quietly to kiss her. I leaned my head down to hers and we kissed wetly for long minutes, not breaking the long, wet lip-and-tongue-sucking kiss until my dick had softened and slipped from her.
"Thank you," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "I knew it would be perfect."
"I don't know that it was that."
"Oh trust me, it was. It was even better than I had imagined it could be. I knew we'd have to be careful. I don't want to get you in trouble, but I wouldn't mind doing this again sometime. I mean, I could just walk in and bend over and let you fuck me again. I wouldn't mind that at all."
"Wouldn't that be no better than those guys that what, fuck and go?"
"Oh, it'd be so much different. I know that you'd make sure I came first and I'd know it was you. I'd know that you care. Like you just did. You did this because you care. I care too. I know that we wouldn't ever be able to be anything permanent. I'm way too young, but for now, just knowing that you care, that's enough for me."
I wondered what the hell I had just started. I opened my mouth to say something but she moved her hand and covered my mouth. "No, don't. Please. Don't say anything. I know I'm being silly. I know that you don't and can't love me. But I do know you care about me. I know that you appreciate the times I've let you cry on my chest these last months. I did it because I cared about you. I wanted to comfort you. I wanted to help you. Doing that made me feel connected to you. So many times I wanted to just take my dress off and hold you against me. Feel your body against mine as I comforted you. I know, I'm a silly little girl, but it's what I thought. Feeling you like this, now, naked against me, having just made love. I know what it can feel like with someone who does care."
She moved her hand from my face and I whispered, "You're welcome."
She smiled at my reply. "I guess we better dress. I wasn't as quiet as I hoped I could be. I wouldn't want us to get caught."
"No, that would be bad," I agreed. She leg go of me and I stepped back.
"Do you still have my panties?"
"Um. Yeah," I said, opening my drawer. I pulled them out and held them out. She grinned at me and lifted her feet and legs together.
"Why don't you?"
I knew what she meant. I slipped her feet into the holes and then drew them up her body as far as I could. I helped her off the desk and pulled them the rest of the way up. She bent down to grab her shoes that were lying near my desk. She looked at my cock and then leaned her face to it. She sucked and licked our juices from it for several seconds before picking up her shoes. One at a time she slipped them on, making her taller now. She stepped to me again, reaching between us. She pushed her panties down to her thighs and guided my partly hard dick between her wet thighs.



"You know, I could still come again if you wanted to keep going."
"I bet you could," I agreed. "But I think we pushed it far enough for one day."
She pouted for a moment and then leaned her lips to mine. She kissed me softly for long seconds before backing away. "You're right. We have." She stepped away and found her dress. I pulled my pants back up while she put her dress on. When she opened the office door I was still putting my shirt back on, which was completely unfortunate as Liz was standing on the other side of the door, about to knock. "Oh! Goodness!" Darleen squeaked in surprise at coming face to face with someone. "Elizabeth!"
"Darleen. Is Michael in?" she asked politely.
"Um, uh," Darleen stammered, trying to sneak out and close the door behind her to give me time to finish buttoning my shirt.
"Never mind. I can see that he is. Hmmmmm. Maybe I should have called before stopping by? Just to make sure that you two weren't busy with something?" Elizabeth said as she pushed herself past Darleen, pushing the door open as she did. She looked at me with the half-undone shirt and pushed the door closed. "This is a surprise. Having sex with your secretary? Isn't that kinda a no no?" I opened my mouth to say something but she cut me off. "Uh uh. Don't deny it. I guess it's none of my business who you fuck. Or where."
"Lizzy," I said quietly. "Close the door. Please?"
She pushed the door closed and leaned against it her arms crossed over her chest. "I guess I shouldn't be surprised. Not if Donna took you to the club. Though I thought you weren't particularly interested in that free sex type stuff."
"I'm not," I answered, continuing to button my shirt as she glared at me.
"I thought that we had something different. Something a little more than just some quick sex. Maybe I was wrong?"
"You weren't wrong," I answered. "In fact, I was planning on asking you if you wanted to have dinner with me tonight."
"Is that before or after you fucked your secretary. Maybe we should invite her along too? Never know, three might be more fun that two."
"What's gotten into you?" I asked as I stepped around the side of my desk, my shirt still untucked but now buttoned down the front. "After the way you acted down in your office, well, I wouldn't have expected jealousy from you."
"I'm not jealous!" she snapped.
I stopped several feet from her and stared at her. "Lizzy, did you just hear yourself? Two hours ago you were playful and weren't worried at all that several women wanted into my pants. Now you're angry because one did get there."
"Oh shit." She groaned, looking at her feet. "I better go."
"No, you better stay," I said, taking the last two steps to her and grabbing her arm before she could open the door. "I think maybe we need a minute together to talk about this." She stood with her head down subserviently, something I hadn't ever seen from her. "Come here," I coaxed, pulling her into the office further and getting her to sit in the chair across my desk from my desk chair. I pulled my chair around and sat down so I could look at her. I reached out and used my hand to tilt her head up so she was looking at me. "Tell me what you're feeling."
"Ashamed," she whispered. "Very ashamed of myself."
That startled me and I must have looked it. "Ashamed of what? What we did? Where we did it?"
"No. Ashamed of what I'm feeling right now."
"Besides ashamed, what are you feeling?"
She looked at me for long seconds. "After we had sex, I sat there for a long time. Trying to figure that out. God you felt so good. It felt so good to know that I was having sex with someone I wanted to, instead of someone he told me to. Not only that. When you looked at me. When you kissed me. It felt so, so, intimate. It felt special. I wanted it to be special. I wanted you to be special. I thought what we had was special."
"What we did, did feel special. When we were kissing, holding each other, it felt, I don't know how to describe it. We've been friends for years, working together but always staying an arms length away. All of a sudden, holding you, feeling you around me, feeling you kissing me. Hell, it felt really nice. It felt right. It felt like maybe there could be more than just a quick fuck in your office. I'd like to find out if it can be more. We had sex. We kissed. We know we're compatible that way. Now we need to find out if we have something that can be beyond that. That's why I was going to ask you to dinner. It's a first step."
"I want that too," she interrupted.
"Good. I figured if you accepted my dinner invitation that you would. But I live in a very complicated world right now. I have two women that I have very strong feelings for that I am, well, dating, and now I am adding you to the mix. I doubt my wife expected me to end up in this situation. But that's not your problem. Your problem will be this. Can you deal with not being the only woman in my life right now? If not, we'll stay friends, what we shared today will be something special I'll always think fondly of, but it won't go farther than that. I can't deal with a jealous woman in my life right now."
"You're right. I don't have any reason to be jealous. You did exactly what I wanted. You gave me a chance to have sex with a man on my terms. I liked it. I liked it a lot! I liked how it felt to hold you and kiss you. I liked how it felt having you coming inside me, your cock surging and pulsing in my pussy because that was the way I wanted it. I knew you were already dating Donna. Hell, you saw me having sex with another woman, so what room do I have to complain about who you have sex with?" She paused for long seconds, looking at me, as if searching for something. She suddenly stood up and reached behind her neck. It only took a moment and she was pulling the zipper of her dress down and then the dress itself. She slipped it down her body and let it pool around her ankles. She pushed her underwear down and then sat down again. She pulled the dress, underwear and he heels off so she was completely naked. "I promise not to complain about who you have sex with, or where. I'll not be jealous. I want to know, to find out, if there is more than just sex in an office. Well, here I am. I'm sure she was naked, so here I am, naked too. You can take me any way you want."
"Lizzy, I'm not going to use you like your husband did. You're not an object. You're not something to be used. If we're going to have sex, it's because we both want to share it. Nothing else will do."
She looked at me and then stood up. For a moment I thought she was going to get dressed again, and then instead, she knelt in front of me. She started to undo the buttons of my shirt. "I said next time would be in your office. I can't think of a better time to do it. Only this time, this time I want you completely naked."
"Is that what you want? Or is that what you think I want?" I asked, letting her undo the buttons.
She paused a moment and then moved her hands to the arms of my chair. She leaned herself to me and pressed her lips to mine. She spent the next minute or more giving me a very soft, wet, sensual kiss. "Does that answer your question?" she whispered, her lips still almost touching mine so I could feel her breath on my lips.
"Yeah, I think it does."
She grinned and went back to undressing me. I eventually stood up after she had my shirt, shoes and socks off, so she could take off my pants. In moments I was as naked as she was. She moved me from my desk chair to the armless chair she had been sitting in. She stepped toward me and straddled the chair, facing me. I felt her hand wrap around my dick and guide me to her entrance as she lowered herself. "This time I'll do the work," she whispered as she sunk down onto my rock-hard shaft. "Ohhhhhh god you feel good. Have you ever had sex this way?"
"Not in my office," I answered.
"Good. Then this is something we can have that is just us? Maybe?"
I nodded and chuckled softly. "I promise. I won't let anyone have sex with me like this in my office except you."
"I'll take that," she said with a grin. "Now let's see if I can get us both off at the same time."
"Can I help at all?"
"Nope." She grunted as she started to bounce faster on my lap.
"Not even like this?" I asked, reaching up and capturing both nipples of her wildly bouncing boobs and squeezing them.
"Well, maybe like that," she panted as she slapped her ass harder against me. Up and down she moved. It was technically after work hours, so I didn't bother to try and keep her quiet. I was sure anyone walking through our area would know exactly what we were doing. But since it was after hours and neither of us were cheating on a spouse, all they could really do was slap our wrists.
"Oh god. Ohhhhhh god. I hope you're coming soon because I don't know how much longer I can hold this off." She groaned loudly. "God I feel like I'm going to explode any second."
"Then do it. Let it happen. I don't mind. I want to watch you come."
"No, I want us to come together. Oh god yes. Oh shit. SHIT! SHIT SHIT SHIT!" she screamed moments later as she jammed herself down on me and began to shudder and shake. I moved my hands and pulled her to me, pressing my face between her breasts and then kissing each hard nipple in turn while she sat on me, climaxing. "God. I wanted us to come together. I couldn't wait any longer."
"It's okay," I whispered, pulling my face back and then pulling hers down to mine. I kissed her softly and she kissed back equally lovingly. "How about I give you a chance to try again later?"
"Later?"
"How do you feel about me taking you to dinner and then taking you home with me."
"To spend the night?"
"That's the idea."
"I don't have anything to wear."
"What you have today."
"All the girls will know I didn't go home."
"They will," I agreed. "Is that a bad thing?"
"Maybe not," she whispered.
I smiled and coaxed her off my dick. We helped each other dress and then we walked out arm in arm to my SUV, with the biggest smile I'd ever seen on her face.
I was glad it was Friday. Neither of us got much sleep the night before. I began to wonder just how many times she could have sex in one night when she finally lay down on me and we fell asleep something past three in the morning. To say it was interesting would be an understatement. It seemed like she wanted to try every position she could think of, and a few that I hadn't ever considered, just to say she did because she wanted to. I was willing to live with that.
She wore the same dress to work she had on the day before, even though she was now showered and clean from the night's activities. I had no doubt the other women she dealt with would notice, and if anything she seemed almost proud of it. She suggested that we do something together Saturday, but I had to refuse. I'd already promised Donna that I'd go on a hike with her and her friends. I knew what it was about and I wasn't afraid to let it run its course. To me, it was going to tell me a lot about what I could and couldn't accept in my life. I had no doubt that before the hike was done, we'd end up having sex with each other's partners. Having sex with Sandra would be no particular hardship. Watching Eddie have sex with Donna: that was the part I wasn't sure about.
I walked into the office and got a curious look from Darleen, probably for being late. I couldn't help it. I'd taken a shower with Lizzy and, well, you can guess the rest. I headed into my office and walked to my desk. Lying in my chair was a pair of lace panties that could only belong to one person, based on their size. I had hoped that the one encounter we had the day before would have been enough, but I had a hunch it wasn't. She got up and followed me into the office. She had on a knee-length pink dress that looked like it crossed itself at the waist, leaving a modest amount of cleavage on display, with a large pink bow on her left hip. She closed the door, followed me to my desk and stood on the side of it, looking expectantly at me.
"What do you think of my dress?"
"It's pretty. I think you look quite attractive in it."
"Thank you. But that wasn't what I was referring to."
I looked at her curiously, not at all sure what she was referring to. She grinned and stepped closer to me. She reached for my hand and pulled it to her hip, and coaxed my fingers to grasp one of the long bow tails.
With an extremely naughty grin she stepped back, leaving me holding the bow. As she stepped back she slowly turned, unwrapping the dress from around her body. In her motion to turn the dress slid down one arm and then the other, finally falling to the floor, leaving her in nothing but her high heels. "What d'you think? Sexy huh?"
"Uh, yeah, definitely," I answered, looking at her nude body.
"You like your other surprise?"
I shook my head slightly, not sure what surprise she meant. With that naughty little grin growing wider she stepped back to me and pushed me back from my desk. She stepped between me and the desk and, as the day before, sat her full, round ass on the edge of my desk. She lifted both feet off the floor and rested them on the arms of my chair, pushing her knees apart and revealing her now completely shaved pussy and mound. "I thought you might enjoy this a little better, after last night."
"That's very thoughtful, but I thought we weren't going to do this any more. That was a one-time thing."
"I know I said that. But god, it felt so good. You know, I went home and I played with my favorite dildo for hours, thinking about how good you felt inside me, making love to me. I hope I didn't get you in trouble with Elizabeth."
"Some, not much. I think we got it straightened out though."
"That's good. I don't want to cause any trouble."
"She says as she sits naked on my desk, hoping that I'll just lean in and lick her again."
"Well, maybe I'm thinking about that." She giggled.
"Come on. Get your dress on before someone walks in and catches you like this and we have to explain it."
"Okay, but I did want you to see, just in case you decided you wanted to try it again."
"I appreciate it." I nodded as she slipped off my desk. She found her dress on the floor, and bent over.
"You know," she said as she slowly swayed her ass side to side in front of me. "I dreamed last night that I dropped some papers and was bent over like this and you just walked up behind me and stuffed your sexy cock into my pussy."
"You did huh?"
"I did," she said without straightening up. "It was a very sexy dream." I got up from my chair and stepped over to her. I rested a hand on her ass, thinking about giving her bare ass a swat for being so naughty. As I rubbed she rocked herself side to side, spreading her legs a little wider as she did. "I really wouldn't mind if you did though. I think it'd feel really nice."
"You do, huh?"
"Uh huh," she whispered.
I reached down between her legs and stroked my fingers up her pussy. "I think you just want to get us in trouble," I said as I stroked my fingers between her lips. "Just so you know, there were times that you were holding me that I couldn't help but feel how soft and inviting your breasts were."
"Did you like it when I did?"
"It was a very pleasant distraction. One that I needed more times than I could recount. Sometimes the thoughts of her were overwhelming."
"I'm glad you liked it."
I unzipped my pants and fished out my dick, Lizzy having convinced me to not wear any underwear today. I aimed my head at her pussy and pressed it between her lips. "I did. A few times I went home wishing that I could have done this," I said as I pressed toward her, driving my dick into her already wet pussy. I held her hips and pushed in and out of her, not so much to get myself off, but to bring her off. I reached down over her and grabbed both big tits and squeezed and kneaded them as I pumped my dick in and out of her.
"Oh fuck oh fuck," she grunted as I thrust hard into her, doing my best to push her quickly to climax. "Uh fuck. Gonna come. Gonna come." She panted as I slapped my pants-covered hips into her bare ass, sending little waves up and down her butt cheeks. "OHHHHHHH SHIT!" she squealed, quickly covering her mouth at the realization of how loud she had just been. I felt her pussy clench and spasm around me as her legs and arms trembled. I slowed my strokes and then finally stopped. I pulled my dick from her pussy and then knelt down behind her, my pussy-juice-covered dick still sticking out. I leaned to her and gently kissed her splayed pussy lips, giving them a few tender licks before I pulled away and stood up. She straightened and turned to me, wrapping her arms around me and pressing us together. She eagerly pressed her lips to mine in a hard, almost urgent kiss. "Oh god. That was soooooo good. Thank you." She gasped when she broke the kiss.
"You're welcome. Now get your ass dressed before we get in trouble."
"Yes sir," she said contritely. I tucked myself back into my pants while I watched her dress, her face grinning like the cat that just caught the canary. "Bye," she finally said as she tied the dress in place. She turned and almost skipped to the door she seemed so happy. I shook my head and headed back to my desk to sit down and get some work done.
"Hey boss," Mark, one of my engineers, said as he walked in. Mark and his wife had been, and I guess still were, friends. Over the years we'd had him and his wife over several times. Actually, I had all of my staff over for dinners from time to time, at my wife's behest. She thought it would help build morale. I think it probably did.
"Hey Mark. What's up?"
"Can we talk?"
"Sure," I said with a shrug. "What's on your mind?"
"We all know, all of us out there, know how rough it's been on you through this. I mean I can only imagine how hard it would be for me to lose Lulu. So I don't want to throw any rocks. But my wife came by to pick me up last night so we could go out to dinner. Anyway, when she came by it was pretty obvious what was going on in the office. I don't know who it was, but, well, Lulu heard enough to get her really turned on. Last night we barely got home and she was getting undressed," he said with a chuckle. "Anyway, she wanted to make sure that since you had always been so nice and had us over for dinner all those times that maybe we should invite you and whoever your special someone is over for dinner next week. I mean, I don't want to assume anything, but from the sound of it, you've found someone you like enough to get it on with in your office."
"Wow," I said, leaning back in my chair. "I'm sorry. I had no idea."
"Oh don't get me wrong. No one is complaining. In fact I should probably thank you. Lulu was more turned on last night than she has been in a long time, if you know what I mean. Hearing whoever it was having one hell of an orgasm, well, I guess that pushed her buttons. She wanted me to invite you over for dinner next Thursday. If you don't want to, that's fine too, I'll let her know."
"I, um. I appreciate that. I'll have to check with Lizzy. See what she thinks. We're still a pretty new item and I don't want to make any assumptions."
"I understand. Personally, I wouldn't mind all that much if Lulu tried to do something like that with me. Kinda hot. Well, that's all I wanted," he said as he stood up. He walked from the office and I watched him go, wondering how many other people heard me having sex with either or both of them.
I hadn't made a lunch like I usually do, so when it got close to lunch I headed down to see Lizzy and see if she wanted to go to lunch with me. She agreed and we headed out of the building, hand in hand, to walk the half block down to the Arby's restaurant for a bite. It was very comfortable walking with her, holding her hand, seeing her sit across from me while she ate. I could easily get used to it. We talked about the dinner invitation and after only a few moments of thought she agreed. If we were going to be an item people should get used to seeing us together, was her comment. With that decided we headed back to work. I gave her a quick kiss before she headed from my work area down the long hallway toward the electrical section.



"You have a visitor," Darleen said as I walked toward my closed office door.
"A Visitor?"
"Uh huh. Someone's in trouble now!" she said in a playful singsong tone.
"In other words, you got me in trouble?"
"Maybe?" she said with a grin. "I'm glad it's not me getting nailed by HR," she added as I opened my office door.
"Close it on the way in," I heard Julia say from my office chair, everything but the top of her head hidden by my monitors and the desk. I closed the door and she stood up, revealing that she was naked from the waist up. She stepped from my chair around next to my desk, her hands clasped in front of the juncture of her legs. "Well?"
Without a word I turned and opened the door several inches. "Darleen, would you come in here please?" I asked through the barely open door.
"Sure," she said cheerfully, getting up from her desk and walking the thirty feet or so to my office. I pushed the door open and let her in and then closed it again. When I turned around Julia was again hidden behind my desk and monitors.
"I don't want any misunderstandings here," I said to both of them. "I just walked in. I haven't been in my office long enough to do anything, would you agree with that?" I asked Darleen.
"Um, yeah. I do. Why?" she asked.
I leaned back against the door. "Julie here thought she'd surprise me."
Darleen walked toward the desk and then stopped. "Ohhhhhhh my."
"Yeah. I think you should stay here while Julia gets dressed."
"Get dressed? But I thought... I mean, I assumed..." Julia stammered, blushing brightly.
"That he'd have sex with you?" Darleen asked quickly.
Julia looked down, still blushing brightly. "I did," she agreed quietly. Then she lifted her head and looked up at Darleen. "I need him to."
Okay, that startled me. She needed me to have sex with her? "Why?" I blurted.
"You did with Elizabeth. I just thought you could with me too."
"That's a want to, not a need too." I said a bit testily. "Why do I need to have sex with you?"
"I can't tell you."
"Julia, you're a sweet young woman. What? Thirty at most? I'm not having sex with you. First off, you're too young for me..."
"That didn't stop you from having sex with Darleen!" she shot back.
I looked quicky at Darleen, who looked at me at the same time, shrugging her shoulders in a "I didn't say anything" motion.
"Second: you're part of HR. Why would I get myself fired? It'd only take one slip of the tongue and your boss would be riding me out of here on a rail. And third: you're married! I don't mess with other men's wives!"
She sat, looking dejected. "I thought you would. You helped Elizabeth. I thought you could help me too," she said, standing up. She walked around the desk to where her dress and underwear lay on the chair. She bent over and started to step into her underwear.
"Why do you need help?" Darleen asked, stepping the two feet to where she stood, reaching a hand out to touch her arm.
"To get me divorced."
"That doesn't make sense," Darleen said. "If you want to be divorced, just file for divorce. Why have sex with Michael?"
She looked at Darleen and then at me. "In my husband's culture, women are property. He owns me. Yes. We're legally married in the US, but he also has three other wives. He hasn't had sex with me in over two years and he says he never will again, but he won't divorce me."
"So turn him in for polygamy," I said with a scowl.
"I can't. They're not legal wives. Oh, they're married to him in his culture, but as far as the US is concerned they're just women living in his household. No, the only way for me to get away from him is to force his hand. He needs proof that I've been unfaithful. That would break the marriage vows and he will have to divorce me."
"Shit. Tell me he isn't middle-eastern."
She nodded slowly.
"You're just as likely to end up dead. They do honor killings over there. Your divorce may be post-humous! No. No way I'm getting into the middle of this stuff."
"I could force you to."
"Oh? How?"
"I could turn you into my boss for having sex with your secretary," she said defiantly.
"It'd be your word against his and mine!" Darleen said quickly.
"Actually, it wouldn't," she said, reaching down for her purse. She pulled her phone out and swiped something on the screen. A few moments later I could hear Darleen's voice as she was climaxing. She turned it around, and sure as shit, there was Darleen sitting naked on the edge of my desk with me fucking her.
I walked over to the bookshelf and it only took me a few seconds to find the little camera. "How long have you been planning this?" I asked her as I pulled the little battery-operated camera from between two books. "Never mind. I can guess. Since I had sex with Elizabeth in her office."
"Maybe. It gave me the idea anyway. Having Darleen have sex with you in your office just made it easier for me."
"Well, I don't care if you turn me in or not. I'm not getting in the middle of this."
"You won't help me?" she asked, looking almost panicked.
"Actually, I will. But not by having sex with you. If you wanna take the risk, that's your business. If I were you, I'd have someplace safe to go before you do this. If your husband decides to come after you, I don't want to be in the middle of that either." I walked to my desk and found my sticky notes. I picked up a pen and scribbled the address of the club down. "Here. If you really wanna give him proof, go here. Ask the woman behind the desk that you want to go to the club. She'll show you to a room to get undressed. Once you're naked, except for shoes, go upstairs. When you get there you'll see a table. Put on a green wristband. I can guarantee that within a very few minutes someone will invite you to have sex. Do it as many times with as many people as you want. Take your video or whatever you need to have your proof. But don't count on me to do this for you." She nodded and took the note. "Now, get dressed. I'll be back in a few minutes. I hope by then you're gone and this whole crazy idea is out of your head. I also don't expect to be called down to HR over any of this either."
" No, you won't," she said meekly as I turned and headed to my office door. I opened it, walked out and closed it behind me before heading to the men's room to wash my face and try to gather my thoughts.
I headed back a little later and Darleen confirmed that my office was once again empty. I sat down and tried to get my head back into my work, only being partly successful. While I didn't know Julia well, we had worked together and I was a softie. I wondered if there were some way I could help her, but at the moment, I didn't see what it was.
I went home to an empty house after work. I was partly tempted to call Trish, but I knew that the next morning I was headed off with Donna and her friends. Instead I called Donna and she was more than happy for me to head over and spend the night with her. I grabbed some dinner on the way and showed up at her house a little after seven. I wasn't surprised to find her naked, and within a few moments she had me equally naked, lying on the floor in the living room, bouncing herself wildly on my dick. It was intense, wild sex, but only for a short time. After we both had intense climaxes, we settled with each other on the sofa and cuddled. We talked about how work had been that week and some of the crazy shit that had happened to me. I admitted to her, reluctantly, that I'd had sex with Darleen, to which she teased me about fucking younger women, and then we discussed Lizzy.
I was sort of afraid she might be upset, but she seemed to realize that Lizzy was looking for something, much like I was. Donna made long slow gentle love with me on the sofa, riding me ever so slowly, letting me caress her body and breasts, while at the same time coaxing me to talk about how I felt, both about her and Lizzy. It took nearly half an hour for her to get me to admit, even to myself, just how easy it would be for me to become seriously emotionally involved with Lizzy. Beyond the physical connection, Donna made it pretty obvious that, while we might not be conscious of a long term relationship, we both had healing to do and if we could help each other do that, we should.
"So where does that put the two of us?" I asked as she sat on my lap, moving just enough and frequently enough to keep me hard inside her.
"I haven't ever met a man that I cared for as much as I do you. I've been thinking about us a lot. I've been thinking about how much of the stuff you have trouble with, is enough. I think that I've been using sex, in all the various forms I've tried, as a substitute for intimacy, true, real, loving intimacy. I think I've scared you. I've been afraid that any day you'd call me up and say, "I've had enough," But you haven't. You've gone out of your way to try with me, and it's made me love you all the more. So where are we? I'm willing to try to reign in a lot of what I've done. No more nights at the club. No more huge multi-couple orgies in my hot tub or pool. I need to concentrate more on your feelings and your desires and how the two of us can be more compatible. But I can't see myself letting it all go. I don't think that it'd be healthy for either of us. So you want to know where we are? I'm going to ask you to try to be a little more open. I know you can do it with multiple women. Hell, I've seen you do it with three of us at once. You and Sarah and Trish. You really enjoyed that. I enjoyed that. I'd never ask you to have sex with another man. That wouldn't work. I know that. But what I would ask you to do, is see, just try to see if you can share me with another couple."
"Eddie and Sandra?"
"For now. You already know them. We're all going hiking tomorrow. And yes, I do mean hiking and not fucking. But if you wanted to. If you thought maybe you could get used to it, I think, no I know, that Sandra wouldn't at all mind playing with you more. I know Eddie wouldn't mind playing with me. He's already done it a lot of times. That's what I'm going to ask. Will you try? For me?"
"I was expecting something like this after dinner the other night."
"That was totally my fault. I thought I could push you and Sandra thought it would be a good idea. I'm sorry. I really am. I was kind of afraid that would scare you away too."
"You try to scare away the guys you care about, don't you?" I asked softly, reaching my hands from her tits up to her back. I pulled her down toward me. "How about I just love on you for a while? Do I have to share what I feel with another woman?"
"I don't think you understand. When I have sex with another man, I'm not making love to him like I make love to you. I'm enjoying the sensations as if, well, as if it's a new dildo or vibrator. I don't love my vibrator. I don't make love to my dildo. But I enjoy how it feels in me just the same. I love you. I make love with you and enjoy how it makes me feel inside, not only on your dick, but in my heart. If you look at another man fucking me, I'm not sharing out love, I'm using him the same way I use a toy."
"I guess that's hard for me because when I have sex with someone, I tend to think about how it feels for her and how to make it better."
"That's what makes you a spectacular lover. I know every time we couple like this that you're going to do everything you can to make me feel wonderful. It makes me want to do the same to you. But when I'm having sex with another man, I'm not thinking about how it feels for him I'm thinking about how it feels for me, and he's doing the same thing."
"Okay. I can try to remember that. So, tomorrow. What do you want me to do?"
"Be playful. Just accept that what happens is just play. It's not emotional, it's not love. It's just play. If it gets to be too much, say so. I don't want to hurt you. I don't really want to scare you away, but I need you to try."
"I can try," I whispered. "Now, are you going to tease me all night? Or are you going to make me fill you up again?"
"Oh lover, I want to tease you all night so you're so horny in the morning that you won't be able to wait for us to get there."
"Why would we have to wait?"
She leaned down and kissed me softly. "Trust me," she whispered before pressing her lips back to mine again. We kissed for long minutes, our kiss growing hotter and more urgent, along with her motions on my cock. There was little doubt that we were not going to wait until morning before we came again. She held her lips to mine, her big tits pressed to my chest as she bounced her ass up and down, faster and faster, until she was moaning into my mouth and my cock was moments from exploding inside her. "OH FUCK!" she cried as she pulled her mouth away, her pussy clenching and spasming around my dick. She watched my eyes as she humped her ass up and down wildly, bouncing us both on the sofa as her big round ass flew up and down.
"Ohhhhhhh damn," I groaned as my body pushed over the edge and I fell down the long pit of a massively strong orgasm. I felt my cock swell inside her and shoot cum deep into her pussy. She cried in pleasure at the feeling of me filling her and her whole body trembled and shuddered as she lay herself on top of me.
"God," she panted, "I don't think I'll ever get tired of feeling you fill me with your cum. One of these days it'll be to make a baby. We'll fuck and fuck and fuck until we have a little one growing inside me."
"You want children?"
"I didn't before I met you. Now? Yeah, I do," she whispered. "I hope that doesn't scare you."
"A little. I kinda thought I was out of the baby business."
She looked down at me with a concerned look. "We don't have to. Not if you don't really want to."
"Why don't we worry about us first and then worry about that? Okay?"
"Okay," she whispered as she lay down on me again. She wiggled herself down between me and the back of the sofa, nearly pushing me off, but not quite. She held hear arm around me and one leg over both of mine while she lay her head on my chest. "Why does this feel so perfect?" she whispered. "I could lie here with you naked like this forever."
I squeezed her to me. I had to admit, it felt awfully good. Eventually we moved to the bed and snuggled the same way. I fell asleep feeling her against me.
Saturday morning broke sunny and bright. I was spooned against Donna, holding her back to my chest with my arm wrapped around her. It felt as comfortable to me as it had with Nancy for all those years. Because of that alone I knew that I would make every attempt to make this work. Of the three, Trish, Donna and Lizzy, for whatever reason, Donna was the one I felt most comfortable talking to and sharing with. I felt like with her there was nothing I couldn't share or talk about. That was one thing I always had with Nancy. Even if she didn't agree with something, I knew she would always listen and at least accept my position. That didn't mean that she always agreed. More than once I tried to get her naked outside, hike topless, have sex in the lake, those kind of things. And she always listened and told me it sounded sexy, but no, she wasn't interested. The only time she really put her foot down and told me I was out of line was the one time when I suggested that a particular woman on a cruise we were on, looked really hot in her bikini. She headed off where she thought I was going in a heartbeat and told me not even to go down that road. I never even got the chance to suggest that she wear a bikini like that. She immediately thought I was going to suggest something much more sexual.
I lay there holding her, feeling her breathe, feeling the softness of her skin, just enjoying it. If I closed my eyes and didn't see her chocolate skin, I wouldn't even know. I wasn't particularly racist, obviously, or I wouldn't be with her. I wasn't sure how my daughters would react, but then, they'd either accept her or, well, we won't go there.
"How long have you been awake?" she whispered, startling me.
"Awake?"
"Yeah," she said, turning on the bed to face me. "I know you were."
"How?"
She giggled. "You get a hardon when you're holding me, and when your hand is on my boob you can't help but stroke it ever so slightly. So, what are you thinking about?"
"Us."
"Well, duh. What about us silly?"
"If we can find a way to make this work."
"Ahhhhhh, I think about that a lot too."
"Do you think we can?"
"I hope so. I really do. There's something about you, something in the way you look, the way you talk, the way you look at me, even the way you touch me. Something that draws me to you like a moth to a flame. I love how it feels. I don't want it to end."
"I know what you mean. I wouldn't have thought I could fall in love that fast, but damn, I've felt it growing inside me since that camping trip."
"I know," she said, moving her face closer to me. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me. We spent several minutes kissing before she suggested we get up and get dressed, after a shower of course.
Her shower still amazed me. I hadn't ever taken a shower in a shower that had one wall being a window outside. Not that anyone could see us, except mother nature and whoever was in the pool. Right now that was a very good looking woman, completely naked, doing the back stroke.
"It's Juliana," Donna said softly, wrapping her arms around me and turning me to face the window. "You can look. I don't mind."
"Someone you know, obviously."
"Uh huh. Friend of mine. Her husband is a jerk. She comes here to get away, to get some time away from him."
"And have sex?"
"Sometimes. Mostly just to hang out naked. She loves to be naked and her husband is a prude and hates everything she likes to wear. Really driving a stake into their relationship. She'd like to find a way to make him relax, but he won't. We're trying to hatch a plan of some kind to force him."
"I see. Good ideas?"
"A few. Women can be very devious when we want to."
"I've learned that." I nodded as she stroked my dick, pointing it at the window. "If I wasn't here, you'd be down there with her, wouldn't you?"
"Probably."
"Having sex with her?"
"Probably," she agreed with a little shrug. "Does that bother you?"
"Surprisingly, no."
"It doesn't bother you for me to have sex with other women?"
"Uh uh."
"What if you watched?"
"Wouldn't bother me. For some reason I'm not threatened by you having sex with other women, as long as you keep coming back for what you're playing with."
"I'll always come back for this," she said, giving my hardon a squeeze. "But it does bother you if I have sex with other men?"
"Very much."
"Even if its just sex for sex' sake?"
"Does it bother you if I have sex with other women"
"In general no. I don't care who you have sex with. Except maybe Lizzy."
"Lizzy? But not Trish? Why?"
She was silent for a few moments. "Trish doesn't bother me. I know how that's going to end up. You and her, you won't ever work. She's too much like your late wife. You're an engineer. You analyze. You'll figure out pretty soon that what you feel for her is more about your wife than her. Lizzy though. Lizzy I worry about. She's talked to me about how you make her feel. It's so much like what you make me feel that, well, yeah. She's real competition."
"You want me to stop seeing her?"
She laughed softly. "Oh god yes. But I won't ask you to. If she's really able to make you feel what I think she can, and you decide to choose me over her, then I know I'll never have to worry about losing you to another woman. So, no, you keep seeing her, you do your analysis thing and you decide who you want to spend the rest of your life with. If it's me, I'll know I'm good forever. If it's not, then I know we wouldn't have made it after all and I'll wish the both of you the best of life."



"Pretty realistic position."
"It's all I can do. I don't want to trap you. I don't want to make you love me. I want you to love me. I want you to want to be with me. I want to be what you want forever. I think you should know: I've stopped having sex with other men."
"You have?"
"Yeah. I don't want to do anything that will drive you away. If me having sex with other men will do that, I'm going to not do it. At least not right now. I want you to decide on your own if it's something you can do, if knowing or watching me have sex with another man is something you can find a way to handle."
"And if I can't?"
"I don't know that we can make it, because while I can not do it for now, I don't know that I can do it long term."
"And this hike today? You hope that something will happen?"
"I haven't set anything up. This is Sandra's idea. I have no idea what she has planned. We're both on the same side here. We want it to work. I think she's going to coax you a little at a time."
"And if it gets too much for me?"
"You say so and I'll put an end to it. She'll understand."
"And if I don't. If I go with the flow, so to speak?"
"If you can handle it, I'd guess by the end of the day she plans on you and I having sex with them."
"I'll try," I whispered.
She hugged me tightly. "Thank you lover. That's all I can ask."
We finished showering and went downstairs, still naked. She shooed me out the back door to the deck while she cooked breakfast. I settled into one of the lounge chairs and watched Juliana continue to swim laps. Eventually she finished and climbed from the pool. She seemed completely undeterred to get out naked in full view of me. In fact, she seemed to move in such a way as to make sure that I had a good view of every part of her, including her pussy. After drying herself off, she sat down in a chair across from me, pulling her feet onto the lounge chair and spreading her knees to expose herself to me. We spent the next few minutes chatting, about mundane things like the weather, Donna, breakfast. That kind of thing. Donna brought out breakfast for the two of us, settling into the chair with me. The two of us shared the plate of breakfast she had made, bacon, scrambled eggs, toast and hash browns.
After we ate, she pulled me to the pool and the two of us swam and touched and hugged and played with each other. Doing pretty much everything but have sex, which she asked me to hold off on, so I wouldn't be worn out for the hike.
Sandra and Eddie showed up mid morning. Donna and Sandra headed off to get Donna dressed "appropriately", whatever that meant. Eddie settled on one of the chairs to chat with Juliana and three other young women that had showed up while I was in the pool. I didn't know their names off hand, but I did recognize the one that had been licking Lizzy's pussy.
Donna brought my clothes down so I could dress. She had on what I called a tube top, which was little more than a spandex band of material around her chest. It could be easily pulled up or down to expose her boobs. She also had on a short skirt. When I say short, I mean damn short. She giggled when I made a comment and bent over for me, showing me that if she bent with her legs straight the skirt rode up enough to show off at least half her ass and all of her sexy pussy. Just to show off, Sandra bent the same way, flashing me her pussy as well.
"This is going to be a fun hike!" Eddie said as he enjoyed the view of both pussies. "I don't know what Sandra has in mind, but I bet it's gonna be fun."
"It looks like it," I agreed. "It doesn't bother you having your wife showing off to me like that?"
"Not at all. I know her. She's having fun, and when she has fun, well, I get to have fun too. Come on. Let's go get in the car and get this started."
I took a deep breath. I wasn't sure how all this was going to work out but I promised myself I'd try. I followed them to the front yard and climbed into the back seat of their car. To my surprise, Sandra climbed in the back seat with me, giving Donna the front seat. Eddie backed out of the drive and headed off. "We have about an hour drive," Sandra said. "Plenty of time to play."
"Just play?"
"Well, play isn't a good word. Tease is more appropriate. I love being teased. Do you?"
"I think all guys do."
"Did you like the view?"
"I loved it."
"You can touch it if you want," she whispered as she reached for my hand and pulled it to her thigh. She let my hand rest there, letting me know that it was okay to be touching her and then moved one of her hands to the front of my pants and started working on the snap of my shorts. I let her open the front of my shorts and her fingers to stroke my already hardening dick through my boxers. When I didn't move my hand, she coaxed it with her free hand, pulling it up her thigh a few inches. She shifted her left leg to hang it over both my legs, her foot sticking all the way off near the drivers door. Her right knee was pushed as far to the passenger side as she could, spreading her legs wide for me. It didn't take a genius to realize what she expected of me. I was just very nervous about playing with another man's wife right in front of him.
As we rode further along she worked my shorts down my legs, and then started working on my boxers, clearly trying to make the tease last until we got there. It seemed like every time she worked on my shorts, her hand went to mine to pull it further under her short dress until my fingers were gently stroking, not her thigh, but her wet, soft lips. She moaned softly as my fingers worked between her lips and started stroking directly on her hard little clit. She reached up and pulled her top down, exposing her tits and using her free hand to tease her own nipples.
We were maybe forty-five minutes into the trip when Eddie pulled off the twisting two lane highway onto an almost non-existent two track dirt road, if you could call it that. He drove slowly, bouncing us around on the rutted road until it opened up to the edge of a small field. He stopped the car and announced that we were there.
"Oh goodie," Sandra said with a grin. She opened the car door and climbed out and then held her hand out for me. She helped me climb from the car and stood next to me. She peeled her shirt off and tossed it back into the car so she had on only a pair of running shoes and the tiny little skirt. "We're going topless. I think you boys should go shorts-less."
"You do huh?" her husband asked. "You wanna do the honors then?"
"With pleasure. Donna, why don't you take care of your sweetie?"
"After watching and listening to you, I wanna do more than take his shorts off!"
"Patience girl. I have a little game we can play while we hike."
"Ohhhh. You know how much I love games."
"You should love this one," she said as she squatted down in front of her husband. "I bet you do too, lover."
"I always love your games, well almost always."
"You will this time for sure," she said as she undid his shorts and pulled them down. His dick was indeed hard and the front of his briefs had a wet spot where he'd been leaking on the drive down. She pulled his briefs down and quickly closed her mouth around his engorged head. She only sucked it for a few moments before pulling off and standing up. "Don't want to waste that hardon yet." She said with a giggle, looking over to see Donna still helping me with my shorts. I looked down and decided I might as well pull my t-shirt off as well. Not much point in wandering around with a shirt and no pants.
"I like the enthusiasm," Sandra said with a smile. She turned back to her husband and pulled his shirt off as well, leaving us naked and the two of them in nothing but the tiny little skirts. After pulling a handheld GPS out and starting it up, Eddie pulled a pack out of the car trunk that seemed to be loaded with all kinds of gear. He and his wife started out toward the tree line on the other side of the field, leaving Donna and I to follow.
Once we got to the tree line, Eddie located a little trail that looked like it followed along the top of the ridgeline. We got into the shade of the woods and Sandra stopped. "Okay, here's the game. Any time one of us girls stops, the other has to stop as well. You boys have to put your dick into whoever is in front of you."
"Seriously?"
"Oh yeah. I'm more than ready to feel some cock in my pussy, and I bet Donna is too."
"I don't know how long I can do that to Donna before I lose it. Hell, you teased the shit out of me."
"Interesting thought. Maybe a twist to the game? Winner is the one who makes her guy come first?"
"Sounds too easy," Donna said.
"You're right. Winner is the guy that lasts longest!"
"What do we win?" Eddie asked.
"I'm sure I can think of something," Sandra said with a wide grin.
"I think you already have an idea."
"A few," she said as she set off down the trail. We didn't get too far before she stopped and bent over. Eddie stepped behind her and slipped his cock into her sopping wet pussy. She looked back at us. "Well?" she asked expectantly.
"Come on lover. Your turn," Donna coaxed, bending over and pulling the little skirt up her chocolate-colored butt cheeks. I pressed my dick into her nearly black pussy lips and heard her moan as I pressed easily into her surprisingly wet pussy. "Oh god yes. I've been wanting this for so long."
"Don't get him too done, or he might lose," Sandra said, pulling off her husband's dick.
Three times Sandra stopped and the two of us pushed into our sweeties' sweet spots. I was really getting to enjoy this game.
Donna walked past Eddie to catch up to Sandra as we found a wider spot in the trail. She and Sandra walked in front of the two of us until the trail narrowed again. The two of them stopped in the middle of the trail and bent over, Donna right in front of Eddie. He moved to step to the side behind his wife when Sandra stopped him. "Uh uh. You're behind her. Game was you put it in whoever you were behind," Sandra said to her husband. "That also means you get mine," she said, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Wait. What?" I asked as Eddie stepped behind Donna and pushed his dick into her pussy as he held onto her hips.
"Come on sweetie. Give it to me. The longer you wait, the longer he's in her, and as much as we've teased I wouldn't be surprised if he doesn't hold it still for very long." I suddenly wasn't sure I liked this game. I stepped behind Sandra and aimed my dick at her pussy. I pressed my head between her lips and then trust hard into her. "OH FUCK!" she gasped as my dick plunged deep into her. I held it there for only a moment and then pulled out, hoping that Eddie would do the same.
He looked over at me and then pulled out of Donna, his dick glistening with her juices. Without a word, she straightened up and started walking down the trail again.
"Sorry," I said to Eddie as Sandra straightened and followed Donna down the trail.
"For what? It's what she's wanted since you two were in the car. I'm surprised it took that long."
"You're good with it?"
"Sure. I know she enjoys different cocks from time to time," he said as we started down the trail after the girls. "Gives me a chance to have different pussies too."
"So you really don't mind seeing my dick in her? What if I started to pump it in and out?"
"You mean fuck her? She'd love it."
"But would you?"
He stopped and looked at me. "She told me you were having trouble with this. Take a word of advice: this kind of thing isn't for everyone. You have to realize that It's no different than switching partners in a card game. At the end of the night, you go home with your wife and you've both had fun. You're not going to dump your wife because you played cards with someone else, right?"
"This isn't cards."
He grinned. "Nope. It's a hell of a lot more fun," he said. "Tell you what. Until you get settled with this, Sandy asked me not to cum in Donna. I won't. At the end of the day, if this doesn't work for you, you can go home and fuck her and know that you're not getting someone else's seconds. Okay?"
"Yeah," I answered as the girls stopped and looked back to call us to catch up.
We caught up and the trail started down a steep slope. It didn't take long before we had reached a small cave with a spring flowing out of it. It cascaded out of the cave and over a steep hillside of large rocks, the smallest of which seemed to be about the size of a basketball. Down at the bottom of the hill I could see that the water flowed into a pool and then a short distance away, emptied into the river. While we were alone at the moment, it was pretty obvious that a lot of canoers stopped to see the falls from the river side.
While I was inspecting the falls and the river below, Sandra had dug out a camera. She drew me by the arm down the falls a ways, leaving Donna and Eddie at the top. "Okay Donna. Why don't you give us some sexy naked poses for your sweetie to photograph?"
"I'd love to," she answered, quickly pushing her skirt off. She started out sitting on a boulder with the water cascading around it. I took several shots of her sitting in various positions and then she started taking other positions, standing with her legs spread, squatting, standing bent over with her tits hanging down at me, that kind of thing.
"Hey Eddie. Why don't you get in there too."
"Sure," he answered, stepping to were Donna was.
"Just keep shooting. Anything that looks sexy," she said quietly before calling back up to her husband. "Come on Eddie. You can do better than that. Suck her nipples or something!"
"With pleasure," he answered. It didn't take long for him to be in a variety of positions with her, licking and sucking her nipples, playing with her pussy and eventually licking her pussy.
"Get her face when she climaxes," Sandra whispered to me as Eddie licked her clit and plunged his fingers in and out of her pussy. "That's it. Get some of his face between her legs. Oh yeah. There you go. God it's getting me so turned on watching this."
"What are you going to do with all these after we take them. I mean, they aren't going on the internet, are they?"
"Oh hell no. I'll take the best ones and make a slide show. Sometimes we'll play them on the big screen while we fuck," she whispered. "Oh she's getting close. Get them of her coming. Ohhhhh yeah. Look at that!" She breathed to me as Donna gasped and trembled. I could see her pussy leaking around his face and fingers as she climaxed. He pulled his face from between her legs and stood up. She quickly grabbed his rock-hard dick and started to stroke and suck it with abandon. I could tell that it wasn't going to take long to get him off the way she was going. "Donna, let us see him come. Point it someplace so we can see it."
Donna kept sucking until he was almost ready to climax and then pulled it from her mouth. She stroked his saliva-covered cock with abandon, aiming it toward one side so that when he came I was able to take pictures of his cum sailing through the air to land in the crystal clear water washing around the rocks they were standing and sitting on.
"Our turn sweetie," Sandra said with a grin, taking my hand and helping me climb up to where Donna and Eddie were. "Eddie, your turn," she said, taking the camera from me and handing it to her husband.
She let Eddie and Donna climb down to where we had been so they were looking up the falls toward us, the blue sky and the green trees as a background. She did several poses before she called me over. Unlike Eddie, she didn't want me to suck her tits or her pussy. This was all about finding positions with my dick in her pussy. I felt a little awkward, having Eddie taking pictures of me essentially leading up to and eventually putting my dick into her pussy. She seemed to enjoy setting the scene with me doing things like sitting on a rock and having Eddie take a series of pictures, including close ups, of her inching my dick into her hot, wet depths. God, she was getting both of us so damn turned on.
"Michael! Go ahead and make her come. Let me take pictures of her coming on your dick!"
"You sure?" I asked quickly.
"Yeah, definitely!" he answered.
"You heard him," she said as she had just finished pushing her pussy down my shaft as I lay on a bolder with her straddling me, facing the camera. She began to rock her hips up and down, stroking herself up and down my dick. With all the teasing I was struggling to keep myself from coming, while I felt like she was doing the same thing. "Oh god. It's gonna be massive. You have me so teased. God I'm going to come so fucking hard."
"That's it lover. Make it a good one. Let me see those tits bouncing. Oh yeah! Fuck that's so sexy!" Eddie called to his wife.
I looked down past her to Eddie. Donna was standing behind him, her arms around him, one holding his chest the other stroking his rock-hard cock. I kind of wished that I could see Sandra's tits bouncing as she rocked herself on and off my dick, but I was having enough trouble keeping from coming in her the way it was.
I started to hear noise and it didn't take a rocket scientist to realize we wouldn't be alone much longer. I could hear at least two canoes working down the little channel toward the bottom of the falls. Though that didn't seem to bother any of them as Sandra continued to pump her pussy up and down my shaft.
"Oh damn. I'm going to come!" she cried out into the trees. I could feel her pussy start to clench and spasm around me, her depths changing the sensations around my head and shaft.
"I'm not going to be able to hold..." I groaned in warning as my body started to go to overload.
"Do it. Cum for me. Fill me with your cum!" she moaned as she continued to pump up and down my shaft. "Ohhhhh god yes. God I'm coming sweetie. Fuck, his cock is making me cooooooommmmme!" she cried as her strokes suddenly became irregular. I could feel her pussy gushing juices around my dick, running down my body and my legs as she orgasmed on my fat shaft.
"Oh shit. I can't..." I groaned as my body suddenly spasmed. I felt my cock surge and pump a massive shot of cum into her pussy. She too felt it and jammed herself down hard on me.
"Oh god yes. He's filling me up sweetie. God damn yes!" she cried loudly, oblivious to the people now standing at the bottom of the falls only fifty feet or so away while she climaxed on my spurting cock. If anything the sudden audience only pushed my own climax higher and my body pumped shot after shot of pent up cum deep into her. "Ohhhhh yes. Soooo fucking good!" she moaned as she sat on me.
"Show me lover. Stand up and show me that pussy leaking his cum!"
"Oh yeah," she said, standing up and pulling off my dick. She stood over me, her legs spread to hold herself over the bolder, my cum leaking and dripping from her as she spread her lips for him to see.
"I Don't think we're alone any more," I panted.
"No, we're not," Sandra answered, looking back past her body at me. "Does that bother you?"
"I don't want to get arrested."
"Out here? How? By the time anyone complains we'll be long gone. Besides, it's kinda fun, isn't it?"
"I don't know about fun."
"Tell me you didn't come harder when you heard them," she said as she turned around to face me. She bent over, pushing her ass out at both Eddie and the group that had gathered and was watching us. She leaned over me and pressed her lips to mine in a soft, wet kiss. "Just think, right now they're all staring at my pussy leaking your cum and your shrinking cock."
"That's supposed to make me feel better?"
"Maybe. Maybe not," she whispered.
"Oh fuck yes," I heard Eddie grunt. I looked down the hill and he was standing sideways to the group, Donna jacking him off with one hand, his cock spurting shot after shot out across the rocks. I could see that it was two younger couples, all four staring at him now. I wondered if they'd be doing it next.



When Eddie finished, he gave the group a little wave and climbed back up to us. "God that was fun," he panted, his body still not over his orgasm, his softening dick still leaking strings of cum. He stepped to where we were and he and Sandra embraced, kissing long and hard while Donna helped me off the rocks and back to the trail. We waited for them to finish kissing, which took a while because they didn't seem to be in any hurry, each of them teasing and stroking each other's bodies in front of the group that was still watching. Finally, they broke the embrace and headed to where we were. He put the camera away and slung the pack on his back. We collected the girls' skirts and then we headed into the woods and away from the falls.
"You know they're going to be fucking in a few minutes. Wanna sneak back and take some more pictures?" Sandra asked quietly.
"How do you know?"
"Oh honey. Those guys were so fucking hard. I doubt their girls will be able to stop them from stripping them. Yeah, I think we should. Just for fun. If we're quiet we might catch them."
"What the hell, why not?" Donna agreed.
"Sure, why not." I shrugged.
We turned around and walked quietly back down the trail and sure enough there they were, all four bare naked, fucking on the rocks. Sandra started shooting pictures of the twenty-something year old couples, one with the girl on a rock with her guy between her legs, pounding into her, the other guy laying where I had been, his girl straddling him and jamming herself down on his hardon over and over. Her little C-cup tits bounced and danced on her chest as she pounded her shaved pussy up and down his shaft. Donna moved next to me and pulled my hand between her legs, coaxing me to stroke her while we watched them fucking. She turned her head and started kissing the side of my face, kissing my cheek and licking my earlobe. She coaxed me to stand up and then pressed her body against mine, smashing her tits into my chest and reaching down to my hardening dick.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
"Here?"
"Uh huh. I want you inside me. I want to feel you pumping your dick in my pussy," she moaned before pressing her lips to mine. I felt her lift one leg and wrap it around me to give herself access between her legs. She pushed my dick down between her legs and then let go. I felt her fingers find my dick and press me up against her lips, working and angling her hips until she managed to get my head engaged into her depths. She arched her back a little more and I felt her hand on my ass, pulling me toward her. I pressed myself into her, arching my back to force more of me into her.
She moved her leg to stand up again, the two of us standing face to face, working my dick in and out of her pussy while she panted for breath with her lips nearly touching mine.
"Oh god. I love how you feel in me. I wanna come around you so bad. I wanna feel you coming in me. Make me come around you lover. Make me come for you!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, no longer caring about being quiet. If they found out we were there at this point, who cared? The two of us rocked so our thighs slapped together, driving my cock into her a few inches and then pulling back again. The angle must have been extremely good for her, her hard clit dragging against my shaft with each stroke. I could see the look in her eyes, the look on her face, change, as she grew closer to climax much faster than I would have expected. In and out I pushed, driving both of us closer to orgasm as the underside of my head and that sensitive spot stroked hard against her vaginal walls.
"I'm going to come lover. When I come, just keep going. Fuck me until you fill me," she moaned quietly as her legs started to tremble. "OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she suddenly cried out into the trees as her whole body started to tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around me as I continued to drive up into her, now changing my strokes to plunge up into her with hard thrusts the way I knew she loved. The extra stimulation was going to send me over the edge as well, the trip to ecstasy lane hurried along by the sound of one of the girls on the water fall also climaxing, her cries and gasps echoing off the rocks.
My body spasmed and I felt myself jam my cock into her as far as I could and surge a gush of cum into her. She pulled us tightly together and we stood there, climaxing tighter, her lips pressed to mine as my dick pumped cum into her sopping-wet pussy. "Oh god, yes," she whispered. "I wish I knew why I loved feeling you come in me so much."
"You don't like getting that from other guys?" I asked breathlessly.
"Oh, I love feeling it. But it's not the same. For some reason yours feels different. Special. When you come in me, well, I wish it would never stop. Just keep pumping and pumping you into me until there isn't any room left in me," she whispered before pressing her lips to mine again.
"Well, if nothing else, we've figured out that Michael isn't bashful once he gets turned on. I don't think you have to worry about being relegated to the bedroom for sex or anything," Sandra said from next to us. "But if you two are done, why don't we head back to the car."
"Might as well. I think I wore him out," Donna said with a giggle.
We walked back to the car, hand in hand, our day's game forgotten for the time being.
"Well, now we have to make a decision," Sandra said, moving toward me. Donna slipped aside enough to allow Sandra to move in front of me and wrap her arms around my neck. "You see, I've done my homework. Donna tells me that to be an official date, you have to stay overnight and have sex. I think we've covered the sex thing, at least we've opened the door to all kinds of sexy little fun. Now we have to decide if we're going to make in an official date."
"Well, I can sleep over at Donna's and make it a date. Technically, I already did, so I think it's already a date," I answered her.
She faked a pout. "Here I thought I had a perfect solution to turn it into a date."
"And what's that?"
"We brought everything we need to spend the night down on the river shore," she said. "Just the four of us. Playing in the water, playing on the beach, playing in the tent. I think you get the idea."
"And if I decide the only one I want to play with is Donna?"
"Well, then I'll be disappointed, but if that's the way you want it, I'll accept it. I was hoping that we might have convinced you that sharing as a couple isn't nearly like sharing at the club."
"No, it doesn't seem to be."
"I wouldn't mind sharing your dick a few more times tonight. That is, if you don't mind Eddie sharing Donna a little."
"I'm not totally convinced I like that idea."
"What bothers you about it? Seeing him inside her?"
"Actually, I think I could get used to seeing him play with her pussy and boobs. You know, licking and touching. Watching him putting his dick in her is a lot harder. But if I think of it that he's just another toy, like any other dildo she's use, I can kinda get past it. But toys don't fill her with semen."
"Ahhhhh. It's that part that bothers you? What if he didn't. What if he didn't fill her with cum? Would it still bother you to see him fucking her?"
"I don't know that I'd ever enjoy seeing it, not like Eddie enjoys seeing you getting fucked. But I could learn to accept that she enjoys it and I think maybe I could handle it."
"What about you filling me with your cum?"
"If I'm not letting her get that, wouldn't it be a little hypocritical of me doing it to you?"
"It would be, except that in my case I want it, and so does my husband. He doesn't mind at all seeing another man come inside me. It's not like I can get pregnant, so what's the harm?"
I looked at Donna for help. She looked back at me and leaned toward me. She kissed me on the cheek and whispered. "Honey, if you wanna come when she's on you, that's fine. It doesn't bother me. If you wanna not do it, that's fine too. I'm sure she'll be happy to give you that happy ending another way. But don't worry about hurting my feelings. I just want to see you enjoy yourself. Why don't we stay and see what happens?"
"I don't know that I wanna stay all night, but if you want to go play down by the river a while, I wouldn't mind. It is kinda hot. But I didn't bring a swim suit."
"Silly boy. Who plans on using a swim suit?" Donna whispered.
"With all the people still canoeing?"
"I think you missed the point at the waterfall. Some of us enjoy showing off. It makes the sex all the better," Sandra whispered. "I'll stand right out in the river naked and let you fuck me to your heart's content, no matter who floats by. If it's some guys, all the better."
I shook my head. "You really enjoy that?"
"We don't get to do it a lot, so yeah. Usually we're just playing games with another couple. We've gone to the club, but don't really love it. Too raucous for us. We like it a little quieter and more subdued."
I nodded my assent. "Alright. Let's go to the river for a while."
"OH GOOD!" Sandra said brightly. "I knew you'd want to."
It only took a few minutes for us to be driving down the rough, rutted road again, this time with all four of us naked. We pulled onto the highway and drove down about three or four miles to another access road off the highway, the whole time Sandra was playing with my dick while she sat next to me. We pulled onto it and drove down the twisting dirt road until we hit the end of the road. I was actually disappointed when we pulled to the end and found we weren't the only ones there. My first reaction was that our fun was just ended. I sat in stunned silence in the back seat as Sandra got out of the car and walked, still butt-naked, down to the shoreline to find who else was there.
She came walking back a few moments later, a huge smile on her face. "No problem. There's only one other couple down here and they didn't seem at all bothered by the fact that I was naked."
"Great!" Eddie said as he climbed out. "I'll get some stuff out."
"I didn't say we were going to spend the night," I protested.
"Oh, just some chairs and a cooler of drinks and such. I don't know about you, but I'm getting pretty thirsty."
"Well, yeah. I wouldn't mind a drink," I agreed.
"Honey, I got something you can drink any time you want," Sandra said as she stepped up to me. Without using her hands, she leaned against me and pressed me back against the side of the car, pressing her tits to my chest and her pelvis against my hard dick. "You can drink my pussy juice any time you want. All you gotta do is say you want it. You can either lick me until I come in your mouth or you can just lie down and let me bring it to you."
"Is it my imagination or were you a little more, um, reserved a little while ago?"
"That was before you said you wouldn't mind fucking me in the river if I asked you to!" she said with a girlish giggle.
"And her walking down to the river and flashing whoever was down there." Her husband chuckled. "Welcome to my little kinky little wife's life!"
"Alright. Maybe after I get something to drink and cool off a little," I agreed as Eddie started toward the river with an armload of camp chairs and a cooler, leaving me with the girls.
"I have to wait that long? How about we combine them. You get a drink then we both get in the river and you can fuck me there!"
It was my turn to chuckle. "Sure, why not."
She grinned, pulled her body from against mine and led me toward the river with Donna stepping up next to us on the other side of me. I stepped out onto the shoreline and stopped. "I thought you said there was only one couple?" I hissed quietly to Sandra.
"There is. One couple and their two daughters. Oh, don't worry. I already asked, both of them are over twenty."
"Oh wonderful. An audience."
"You didn't mind the one at the water fall," she said with another of those fake pouts she and Donna both use on me.
"They were farther away."
"Or you were just turned on more at that time. Don't worry. I'll get you sooooooo turned on that you can't stand it. Now, how about a beer?"
"I think that'd be fantastic."
She walked over to the cooler that Eddie had set down and pulled out two bottles of beer. She opened them and walked back to me, holding one out. I drank down at least half of it on one shot. I was a lot thirstier then I realized and finished the other half in another long chug. "You must be in a hurry to get in the river there lover," Sandra said with a grin. She took another swallow of her beer and then took my hand She pulled me to where Eddie had set up four chairs in the waters edge of and dropped the beer into the holder in the arm of one of them. She pulled me out into the river until we were knee deep and then turned to face me.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together as she pressed her lips to mine. I couldn't help but wrap my arms around her waist and hold her tightly as we shared a very long, very wet, very very erotic kiss. When it game to kissing, she was DAMN good! Of course, a kiss like that was only a prelude to what she really wanted, which was my dick in her pussy again. In spite of feeling watched by the other couple and their daughters, Sandra's kiss had my dick rock-hard. "Okay stud, fuck my brains out," she whispered before turning around to face away from me. She bent over and wiggled her butt at me. How could I refuse?
I rubbed my head up and down her wet pussy and then pushed it slowly into her sopping wet tunnel. My head spread her lips and then her vaginal walls as I slipped deeper into her, a long, low moan slipping from her lips as I pushed into her. I felt my thighs press to her bare ass as she reached back to grab my hands where I had them resting on her butt. She grasped my hands in hers as I started stroking in and out of her. She moaned and grunted and whispered naughty little things as I pumped my dick in and out of her, pushing her toward an impending climax. I heard the bang and whack of paddles on canoes and looked up river to see several coming around the bend of the river.
"Shit. Don't stop. Please don't stop!" she moaned as I slowed my strokes, trying to figure out what I was going to do. I hadn't ever had sex in someplace this public. I did my best to continue to pump in and out of her, her tits flying wildly under her as she was bent over facing the oncoming canoes. The guys, mostly in their late twenties or early thirties, were clearly enjoying the view, though the girls seemed much less impressed.
I heard Donna moan the way she always does when she is about to climax, and I turned my head back to see her bent over, much like we were, her big black tits swinging under her chest as she held herself up with her hands, and feet, her legs splayed apart far enough to bring her pussy to the right height for the shorter Eddie. "Oh fuck! Yes! Gonna come!" she cried loudly as he pounded into her pussy.
"Oh fuck yes. Here it comes slut!" Eddie groaned as his body jerked hard. I could tell he was emptying his balls into her as she too began to climax at the feeling of his come flowing into her. The look on her face was one of pure enjoyment as she climaxed around his dick.
I stopped stroking altogether, drawing a groan and complaint from Sandra. I stood looking back at them, my dick still inside Sandra, but clearly losing its hardness. Sandra pulled off of me and turned to face me. "Michael," she whispered. "Michael," she whispered again, using her hand to turn my face to look at her.
"Yeah?"
"This isn't for you, is it?" she whispered. "Seeing that?"
"No. I tried. I really did," I whispered back. Suddenly I just wanted to go home.
Sandra took me by the hand and pulled me up from the river, past Eddie and Donna, and along the short path to the car. She pressed me against the car and leaned her body against mine. She kissed me softly, pressing her body to mine again. "You know, she would have been a very lucky woman."
"What do you mean?"
"She can't stop being what she is. She loves feeling it, feeling the different cocks in her pussy. It's all raw sex for her. Just the feelings of pleasure inside her. If she could, she's stop for you, but you both know she can't, and you can't get past seeing another man coming inside her. Only thing that causes that is true emotional attachment. You stay here. I'll go get them and we'll go home."
"I didn't say I wanted to go home."
"You didn't have to. Your dick said it for you. Trust me, I do understand. My first husband couldn't get past it either."
"Eddie isn't your first husband?"
"No, he's not. But it doesn't matter. We met and we were compatible that way. Not everyone is. I do understand," she said before kissing me again. She pushed away and walked back toward the river.
Somehow I knew she was right. No matter how hard I tried, this wasn't going to work. I had fallen in love with Donna. There was that spark, that wonderful feeling deep inside that I first felt when I met Nancy. But this, this I couldn't do. It just wasn't me. I could easily get used to having sex in public, watching her flash herself and maybe even get used to seeing another guy touching her, but watching another man fill her with his cum was hard. I guess maybe part of it was feeling guilty that I was doing the same to another man's wife. If I was excited enough I didn't think about that until after, but after, I still did.
They all came back and I could see that Donna was trying hard not to cry. We packed the gear in the car and climbed in, Donna sitting next to me. She leaned against me the whole drive home. I knew what she was thinking, or at least I was pretty sure I did. When they dropped me at the house she got out with me, still naked, and walked to the door. She wrapped herself around me as much as she could and kissed me tenderly.
"Thank you for trying," she whispered. She broke the hug and walked back to the car. As they drove away I could tell she was sobbing in the back seat.
---o---
Trish showed up that evening when I'd ignored her phone calls the rest of the afternoon. She knew something was wrong as soon as she walked in. I was still sitting in my recliner, naked, staring at the turned- off TV with the lights off.
"Was it that bad?" she asked.
"Was what that bad?" I asked pretending that I didn't know what she clearly already knew.
"Whatever you went and did. I know you left last night and didn't come back. So it was overnight, so we can call it one of your dates."
"I don't care. Count it if you want. Right now I don't care about the dates or the money or anything."
She walked over and climbed into the chair with me, sitting on my lap. She hugged me tightly, pulling my head to her chest. "It hurts, doesn't it? Having to let go of someone you love."
"Yeah. how could I have fallen in love so fast with someone that was so incompatible?"
"I think in most ways she was perfect for you. And trust me, the heart does what the heart wants to do."
"I can't do this," I whispered.
"Can't do what?"
"This stupid dating thing. I can't do it."
"I know. This is exactly why she wanted you to. Because she knew that something like this would happen and you'd be hurting and want to curl up and give up. You never had to deal with that kind of heartbreak. Oh, you had high school crushes, but you married your first true love. You never had to have your heart broken, now it's been broken twice. It will recover, trust me."
"Maybe I don't want it to."
She climbed from my lap and stood up. She undressed and reached for my hand. Pulling me from my chair she led me down the hall to the bedroom and helped me into the bed. She climbed in next to me and cuddled me to her, pulling my head to her soft, bare breast. "Just lie here and let it out. It's alright. You've cried on me before."



It might not be manly to cry, but at that moment, the loss of Nancy and now knowing that I'd also lost Donna was more than I could handle. It came out in long, horrible sobs. I wanted Nancy back so badly.
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I avoided everyone I could for a few days. I really didn't want to be quizzed by Darleen or Lizzy right then. I still had to work with them, but they could tell I didn't want to talk and both of them respected my space, thankfully. Trish had held me all night, and left the next morning after making sure that I showered and dressed and had breakfast. Only then did she dress and leave. I was almost surprised she didn't try to have sex with me, but maybe she realized that wasn't what I needed then.
After work I decided I needed to get some beer and chips. I was in the mood for junk food. Chips, dip, pizza and beer. The pizza I could pick up on the way home, but I was going to need to stop at the food mart on the way home for the beer and chips. Darlene stood up moved to block me from leaving as I came out of my office. She wordlessly gave me a hug before patting my back and letting me walk away without either of us saying anything.
I pulled into the foodmart parking lot. It was, as usual, nearly full. It seemed like this was a popular time for people to shop. I found a parking space next to a little gray car where a woman was loading groceries into the back. I parked and got out. I was about to walk away when I realized the right rear tire of her car was flat. I stepped to the back and looked at her.
I didn't mean to stare, but I couldn't help myself. She had on knee-length leather boots, a short pleated skirt that a twenty-year-old might wear even though she was clearly pushing forty, and, what I was staring at most, was the white spandex t-shirt. She had to have easily triple-D breasts, not all that much different than Nancy's had been. I could tell by the way they bounced and jiggled inside the shirt that she didn't have a bra on and I could clearly see the dark circles of her areola and the two bumps of her nipples that seemed to be pushing out further as I stood there staring. Normally I wouldn't stare, for fear of being slapped or chastised, but I couldn't seem to not stare, and she didn't seem to mind. In fact, she seemed almost pleased that I was, based on the little smile on her lips and the way she turned to make sure I had a really good view of her boobs.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to stare," I mumbled as she continued to load groceries into the back of the small car. "Um, you have a flat tire," I finally blurted out.
She looked stunned, the smile disappearing from her face as she stepped toward me to look around the side of the car. "DAMN!" she swore loudly. "Just fucking perfect!"
"I'm sorry," I mumbled, not able to move toward the store with her standing in front of me. Hell, she was so close I could have reached out and grabbed both of her big, soft tits in that shirt, but somehow I refrained.
"Oh hell. It's not your fault. Thanks for letting me know, though." She said, stepping back to the cart that now only had a couple bags left in it.
"If you wanted, I could help you change it."
She looked me up and down and chuckled a little. "You aren't exactly dressed for car work."
I looked down at my suit pants, dress shirt and tie and grinned. "No, not exactly, but then you aren't either."
She laughed softly. "No, I don't think I am either."
"So, why not let me help anyway?"
"As much as I want to get home at the moment, I don't appear to be going anywhere, so, why not."
I moved to the back of the car to find the spare and the tools. "We're going to have to move these," I said, moving a bag back to the cart.
"Oh, yeah."
The two of us stood between the back of the car and the cart, moving bags from the trunk back to the cart, my dick getting rock hard in my pants from the view of her swinging, wiggling, bouncing tits inside the incredibly revealing shirt. Damn she had a sexy looking chest! We finally had the back of the car cleaned out so I could get down to the jack and the spare. It took a few moments to get the cover off and undo the brackets for the jack. I pulled the jack out, assembled the handle and then knelt down between our two cars to get the jack where it needed to be. I started to jack the car up and glanced up from my work toward the rear of the car when I noticed the woman squat down between the cars. She squatted on her high heels, her feet slightly apart, her butt resting on her heels, her knees nearly touching each other. The pleated dress, that was only mid-thigh long to start with, was trapped between her thighs and her stomach, leaving long slender and very sexy legs exposed. I looked and then I looked again, unable to not see that she had no underwear on through the slight gap between her calves. I could see every detail of her shaved pussy pushing between her thighs down toward the pavement, only half a dozen feet from my face. She had a small amount of inner labia protruding from her full round lips, glistening in the afternoon light with wetness. I glanced up from her pussy to her face, expecting her to be upset that I was looking between her legs only to see her smiling as she squatted in front of me.
"I really appreciate the help. I don't know how I would have done this on my own," she said quietly, letting her knees spread slightly further apart, improving the view even more, clearly intentionally.
I nodded while I looked down between her legs again and then, with difficulty, went back to jacking the car up until I had the flat tire off the ground. I stood up, and held out a hand for her. She looked up at me, smiled and took my offered hand. She used my hand to balance herself as she lifted herself back up to stand, her body so close to mine that for a moment I thought she might lean her tits right against my chest. After half a dozen very intense heartbeats in my chest, she stepped back so I could get the tire iron portion out of the trunk.
I took a deep breath to try and calm my suddenly overly excited body and moved back to the space between our cars. I squatted down to start pulling the lug nuts off, facing the side of her car. She moved back into the gap between our cars and squatted down facing me again, her knees once again spread, but a lot wider this time, giving me a very clear view of her pussy and bare mound. The short skirt had pushed up almost to her hips as she squatted, leaving her looking almost naked below her waist. If anything her pussy looked even wetter.
As I undid the nuts from the wheel, I couldn't help but notice her own hand reach under the back of her thigh, her fingers gently stroking her pussy lips and spreading her moisture along her full, round lips. I looked up at her face, and her eyes were closed and her lips slightly parted. I stopped working on the tire and watched her gently stroke her pussy with her fingers. I suddenly saw her fingers pull away from her pussy and her knees push together to hide her pussy from my view. I looked up to her face and saw her blushing. "Sorry," she whispered in embarrassment.
"For what?" I asked with a smile before going back to undoing the nuts. I finally got the last nut undone and removed and stood up. I held my hand out to help her up once again and could feel the wetness of her fingers as she took my hand. She stood up and we held hands for a moment, hers seeming to be reluctant to let go of mine for a few brief moments. I pulled her hand to my face. I held it to my nose and smelled her scent for the briefest of moments and then kissed the back of her hand before letting it go, drawing another blush from her. We stood staring at each other, me at her face, her looking down to the bulge in the front of my dress slacks. After what was probably only seconds, but felt much longer, She turned and stepped back against the side of my Tahoe to let me pass. In the tight confines between our cars, I turned to face her to step between her and her car, feeling her push her pelvis out toward me as I did, my hardon brushing across the front of her skirt for mere moments. My heart was pounding in my chest as I bent to get the spare out of the back of her car. I fumbled the screw that held the mini-spare into the car, and then after finally getting it removed, lifted the spare out of the well it was stored in. I let it drop to the ground and immediately knew we had a problem. "This is flat." I said, lifting and bouncing it again, my brain still not quite functioning right.
"Flat!? Oh shit!" she groaned, after a few seconds adding, "All my frozen stuff! It'll all be ruined before I can get it fixed."
I looked at her for several seconds, trying to decide if this was some kind of a setup. The pained and startled look on her face seemed genuine. I doubted she made her tire flat, and despite the very obvious flirting, it didn't look to me like she intended for her spare to be flat. I suspected she was flirting with me because the situation had presented itself, not because it was in any way planned. Her braless chest showing through her shirt was definitely planned, and maybe even the lack of underwear, but the flat tire? I doubted that. "Is there someone we can call? Your husband or something?" I asked, deciding that I wasn't going to leave her stranded, despite the flirtation.
"I'm afraid not. I don't have anyone close that can help," she said with a frown, now clearly concerned about being stuck out there. She looked at my face with a look that I would consider hopeful.
"I was taught by my parents to never leave a lady in distress. Feel free to reject this suggestion, since you don't know me from Adam. If you don't live too far away we could take your groceries home and then go put air in this and fix you up. If you don't want to get into a car with a stranger, I completely understand. We can call AAA or whoever you want to take care of it otherwise."
"You sure your wife won't object to you driving a strange woman around town?" she asked, the look on her face turning from hopeful to wary. After what she had exposed to me she had to be concerned what other motivations I might have in taking her someplace out of public view.
"I'm not married. So, no. No one is going to complain."
"Well, since neither of us are married and I'm kind of stuck, I'll have to take a chance on you, mister..."
"Michael. Michael parker."
"Well, Michael. I'm Rose."
"Well Rose, let's get your stuff loaded," I said as I moved to put the spare in the back of my Tahoe. We loaded the groceries in on top of it and closed the backs of both our vehicles. She put the cart in the return and then walked back toward me, her skirt flouncing and blowing up slightly in the light breeze, not quite high enough to expose her pussy, but darn close, her tits wiggling and bouncing with each step in her revealing shirt. She walked around the truck and climbed into the passenger side, dropping into the seat. "So where to?" I asked as she pulled the seat belt down and buckled it, the belt pulling the spandex tighter between her big, soft breasts, making them even more exposed through the thin material. I looked from her tits up to her face to see her looking down at her legs, blushing.
She gave me an address, which I punched into the GPS to locate and I backed out of the parking space. It wasn't going to be a long drive, not more than ten or so minutes. At first we were both quiet. "I want to apologize," she finally said, looking out the window instead of at me.
"For what?"
"Well, for what I was doing while you were fixing my tire."
"Yeah. Well, I was a little surprised, but I didn't exactly mind."
"It's just that. Well. Um. I want to apologize."
"You said that. Apology accepted. I have to admit, I was a little bit stunned. Not that I didn't enjoy the view. In fact, I probably enjoyed it a little too much."
"Enjoyed it too much?"
"I'll be honest. I was hard-pressed not to reach out and touch you on more than one occasion." I chuckled as I took the next turn the GPS indicated.
I glanced over and saw her blush again. "I sort of was pretending that you had," she whispered.
"Is that what you were thinking about with your eyes closed?"
"I'm embarrassed to admit that I was."
"I'm flattered."
"It's not that. I mean. I don't usually. I don't. Um. Shit."
"Can I take a guess at what you're trying to say? You're single and you get turned on by flashing your stuff at unsuspecting guys and you were in the store flashing poor married men and hadn't planned on not being able to get home after you had?"
"Was I that obvious?"
"Well, the shirt was pretty obvious. While I was working I had time to wonder why you'd wear a skirt that short without underwear, except to flash guys. Since you weren't going to pick up any guys at the grocery store, it'd be a pretty safe place to get away with accidently flashing someone."
"I guess my secret is out," she said, blushing again.
"I don't mind. In fact, given the way my life has gone the last few weeks, that's a pretty mild, um, thing."
"It's still a little embarrassing to get caught at it. I mean I plan on getting caught by the guys I'm flashing, but not quite like this."
"You just never expected to have to have one of them drive you home?"
"No, I didn't. Here, turn in here. I'm in that apartment. Third building."
I pulled into a parking space in front of the building she indicated. "I can wait out here if you'd rather not have me come into your house. I can imagine that for a woman alone you'd be hesitant to invite a stranger into your house."
"Somehow, I don't think you're going to take advantage of me. If you were, you would have done more than look back at the store. No, I'd be happy to have you help carry stuff in."
I nodded and got out of my truck. By the time I got to the back of my Tahoe she was out of the truck as well and waiting for me near the tailgate. We took several trips to get all her bags into the small second floor apartment. It wasn't large, living room, one bedroom, bathroom and small eat-in kitchen. We took all the bags to the kitchen table and once we had them all in, she began to unload and put away groceries while I sat in one of the kitchen chairs, watching her move around the kitchen. About the fourth trip to the table she looked at me with a grin and pulled the shirt up and off, exposing her bare breasts. She tossed the shirt in my lap and then went back to unloading the bag she had been.
"Might as well see em' without the shirt," she said with a grin as she took several cans to the counter to put in the pantry. "Given that I've shown you about everything else. I hope you like how they look."
"I think they look spectacular," I answered honestly. "Don't suppose you want to get rid of the skirt and finish the view?"
She paused to look at me. "Yeah, I wouldn't mind. Been a while since any man saw me naked, besides my doctor I mean." She pushed the little skirt off and stepped out of it, leaving it on the floor, and her in nothing but high heels. She continued to work at unloading groceries. She was down to about three bags left when she stopped and leaned against the counter with her butt. "Can I ask you a favor?"
"Sure."
"Take off your pants?"
"My pants?"
"Well, you've got an awfully big hardon, and I haven't seen one in person in, oh, five or six years. It might be nice to see what it looks like. "I'll just keep working, but if you want to, I wouldn't mind."
She pushed off the counter and continued to unload and put away groceries. I stood up after a minute or two, undid my pants and pushed them and my boxers down, sitting back down with my hardon poking up from my lap. She smiled and didn't say anything as she continued to work on the groceries. She finally emptied and folded the last grocery bag and then stood by the counter, chewing her lip.
"That's a pretty nice looking dick. Not that I've seen lots of them, but you do have a nice looking one."
"Thank you."
"So, are you attached or anything? I mean girlfriend or significant other?"
"No. I'm... no," I said shaking my head. "Doesn't look like you are either."
"No, not since John died," she said. "You're too good looking and too nice to be single for no reason. Divorced?"
"Um. No, my wife passed about six months ago," I said, looking down.
"Oh damn. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to imply. I'm sorry."
"Yeah, It's okay," I said looking back up at her. "Still getting used to it."
"It takes a while. I still haven't started dating again. Not sure I want to."
"Yeah. Nancy solved that. She knew I wouldn't so she made me with her last wish."
"That was nice of her. I wish John had done that. Made me promise. I think he might have hoped that I wouldn't, you know?"
"Not really."
"Well, you sorta know my secret, he didn't approve, so I usually did it in secret. He knew I did it, just didn't want to know when or where. He thought it wasn't right for a woman to do. Makes her look like a slut. Or at least that's what he thought."
"You have a spectacular looking body. Nothing wrong with wanting to show it off a little. I suppose it attracts lots of guys."
"I'm actually very careful to not do it where it can. Mostly in stores and malls and things. Places where there's safety in numbers if someone gets any ideas."
"So you don't have sex with them? The guys you attract?"
"To be honest, you're the first man, other than the movers, that I've had in my apartment."
"Well, I don't know what to say to that."
"Would you want to come into the living room and sit a few minutes before we go take care of the tire?"
"If you want," I said with a shrug, trying hard not to get overly excited about her sexy body. I got up and followed her to the living room, holding my pants and boxers around my thighs. I let them fall down again and sat in one of the chairs across from the sofa.
"I'll be right back," she said and then headed for her bedroom. She came back a moment later with two small towels and a bottle of some kind of clear lubricant and, to my surprise, a large pink dildo. She sat down on the sofa across from me, pulled her legs up and spread her knees wide.
"I go to the stores and flash guys because it gets me super turned on. That's why I was touching myself in the parking lot. I know this is an unusual request, but I've never had a man watch me get myself off. I was hoping you would, watch I mean. You can play too if you want. I imagine you're pretty turned on too. I don't want to have sex with you. Actually, I'm not on any kind of birth control or anything so I wouldn't even if I wanted to. But if you want to watch, I'd really like to see what it feels like to have someone watch." She poured her words out quickly, almost as if she'f talked slower she'd not have the courage to make the request.
I stood up and undid my shirt, one button at a time, letting her watch. She reached between her legs and stroked herself as I did, teasing one finger between her lips as each button came undone. I pulled my shirt off and stood in front of her naked from my calves up. I reached down and stroked my dick while she watched, licking her lips and pushing a finger into her pussy.
"Oh damn," she whispered. She reached next to her and grabbed the dildo. She slowly worked it into her pussy, pushing it in and out only an inch or two as her juices lubricated the silicone. Inch by inch she worked it deeper until she had it sliding deeply in and out of her wet depths. I could hear it squish softly with each stroke as I stood and watched her, stroking my dick in time with her strokes, watching her tease one nipple with her free hand while she pushed the dildo in and out with the other. "Ohhhhhhh daaaaamn," she moaned softly as she arched her back slightly. "It feels so good. I wish I could just put you into me and feel your cock."
"I wish I could. But you said no, so..."
"Yeah, I know. I can't but god do I want to."
I pushed the table aside and stepped closer to her. I reached for the hand she was using on her breast and pulled it to my dick. I let her wrap her hand around me and stroke me as I moved both my hands to her big soft breasts. I had to lean partway over her to reach, but I cupped both big, soft tits and gently massaged them and teased her nipples while she stroked her dildo in and out of herself.



I could feel her hand coaxing me closer and closer to climax as I watched her face and body respond to her own ministrations. In and out the pink dildo moved, making me imagine that it was my dick sliding in and out of that incredibly sexy pussy. I tried to hold my hips still as the urgency built inside me, the warmth and tingle radiating out from her hand as she rubbed it over my engorged mushroom head.
"Oh god. I'm going to come," she moaned, her strokes on my shaft growing slightly irregular. She looked up at me, looking right into my eyes as she stiffened and shuddered. I let go of her breast with my right hand and reached down between her legs. I stroked my finger up and down her lips a couple times and then pressed the tip of my finger between them. I felt her hot wetness as I searched out her clit and found it. "OH FUCK!" she squealed in surprise as I stroked the tip of my finger back and forth across the hard little nub. She held my dick with almost a death grip as she pushed her hips up toward me, her whole body jerking as she tried to push her pussy to me.
I continued to stroke up and down across her clit as she closed her eyes and moaned loudly. "Ohhhhh god damn!" she gasped as she slowly lowered her butt back to the sofa, pulling it away from my stroking finger. "Ohhhhhhhh god that was intense."
"Glad you enjoyed it," I said as her now-eased grip allowed her to start stroking me again, this time looking at my dick. She pulled the dildo from her pussy and rubbed her fingers up and down her sopping wet lips a few times before reaching for my dick with it. She rubbed her fingers around my engorged head, lubricating me with her own juices before she wrapped both hands around me and went back to stroking it, aiming it right at her face as she stroked me.
"You know. I've often gone shoe shopping without any panties, teasing the shoe sales guys. Sometimes I sit in the car after and play with my pussy and imagine that they stand in front of me and let me jack them off like this, coming all over my face and tits. Come for me. Come all over me, please?" she asked quietly, staring at my dick rather than my face.
I didn't have to say anything, I was so close already that I was going to be shooting all over her in a few moments anyway. She must have felt my cock swell, and she leaned closer to me, putting her feet on the floor with one leg on either side of mine. "Uh!" I grunted as my body spasmed and the first shot of cum lanced out of my head and splattered on her face. Two, three, four, five powerful shots rained on her face and upper chest before my cock reduced to drools of cum dripping out the tip. She leaned closer to me and let my dick leak onto her tits, trying to pull me down toward them. I squatted down slightly and let her rub the tip of my head around her nipples, smearing the remaining cum leaking from me around her nipples and areola. She squeezed and milked the last of my cum out onto her tits before letting go of me and leaning back.
"You might not believe this, but that's the first time a man has ever come on my body. My husband wouldn't, he said it was dirty. I know we just met, but thank you. I always wondered what it would feel like," she said as she leaned to get one of the towels she had brought out and started to wipe my cum from her face and chest.
"You're welcome. Thank you for sharing your climax with me."
"I wasn't expecting you to touch me, just watch, but it was so, so, oh damn. It felt so good to have you touch me."
"It was a lot nicer getting you to do it than if I'd have done it myself."
"I suppose you have to do that a lot? Do it yourself?" she asked as I turned and sat down hard on the sofa next to her. My mind suddenly filled with thoughts of Donna. "I'm sorry. Painful memories?" she asked, twisting to look at me, her bare leg pressing against mine.
"Actually, no. That thing with my wife making me date? Well, I met someone. We had a lot of sex. The only problem was that she wants to have sex with lots of men and I just don't know how to handle that. I've always been a one-woman man, and expected her to be the same."
"You care for this woman?"
"A lot more than I want to admit."
"I'm sorry," she said, twisting even more next to me. She reached out and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, pulling me sideways toward her a bit until she could hug me against her. I felt her soft tits pressing into my arm and felt her lean her head toward mine before giving me a soft kiss on the cheek. "I didn't mean to make things painful," she whispered softy as she held me.
"It's alright. It's my problem, not yours. Your problem is a flat tire. I guess we should finish fixing that," I said, forcing myself to straighten up in her grasp.
She let go of me but continued to sit twisted to look at me. "I get the feeling you're a very sweet and caring man. I hope you find what your wife hoped you would," she whispered, still not moving away from me.
"I do too, but it seems like I have feelings for the wrong sorts of women."
"Women plural? More than just the one?"
I chuckled. "For a one-woman man, somehow I've gotten myself tangled up with three."
"And you have feelings for all three?" she asked in surprise.
"Yeah."
"You do have a problem. That's not fair, I'm sorry. Sometimes trauma in our lives can lead us to find things that aren't really there." I looked at her curiously. "What are the chances of falling in love with three women at the same time?" she asked me with a serious look on her face.
"Nonexistent, or at least I thought so."
"Maybe it isn't love so much as desire to have that connection you had with your wife. If you miss it that much, maybe it's coming out as what you think of as love for these other women."
"You aren't a shrink or something, are you?"
"Me? No. I'm just a receptionist. I've just had the chance to overhear a lot of really good conversations with people that have had the kind of loss you have." I looked at her curiously. She chuckled softly. "My boss is a shrink."
"Ahhhh," I answered with a nod. "That makes sense I guess. What does he think of your little game you play?"
"She. And she thinks that it's a healthy way for me to express my desires."
"Maybe it is. Healthier than what I'm doing."
"Tell you what. Let me put some clothes on and we can go finish fixing my tire and maybe we can talk a bit more?"
"Analyze me?"
"No. I'd like to think maybe more of a dispassionate observation? Maybe even friendship? You sound like you could use one."
"I think I could. So far all the friends I've been leaning on through this are trying to get into my pants."
She looked at me, surprised, and chucked a soft feminine chuckle. "I think this is going to be an interesting conversation." She pushed herself up and walked to the kitchen and picked up her discarded clothing. She walked to her bedroom and came out a few moments later while I was still putting my shirt back on. She was wearing a tank top and a pair of shorts instead of the skirt she wore to the store, though I was pretty sure she hadn't put a bra on under the shirt.
We walked out the door of her apartment together and headed down to my truck. It didn't take long to get the tire filled and head back to the store. I had to park in the middle of the aisle to work on her car, but I got it taken care of in only a few short minutes, most of those minutes spend with her squatting like she had before, unfortunately no longer showing me her pussy.
"So, I interrupted your shopping. Would you mind if I helped you do yours?"
"I'm just getting a few things," I said with a shrug.
"Still wouldn't mind."
"If you want," I accepted. I parked the truck and walked into the store with her. It only took a few minutest to get what I wanted.
"Looks like depression food," she said, reaching around my waist to hug me sideways to her. "I suppose dinner was some kind of carry out? Pizza maybe?"
"Actually, yes."
"Want some company for dinner?"
"You want to be around someone that's depressed?"
"For someone who's depressed, you do a good job of hiding it."
"Lots of practice in the last few months."
"I'm still game."
"Alright," I agreed. I gave her my address and said I'd pick up the pizza on the way home. She of course beat me to the house and was sitting in the driveway when I got there. I parked in the garage and invited her inside. She wandered around the house oohing and ahhing the work I'd put in over the years. We sat next to each other on the sofa, eating pizza and drinking beer while I explained about the five dates and about Trish, Lizzy and Darleen. I finally explained about Donna, which seemed to be the hardest. It was good to be able to talk about it to someone that I wasn't emotionally invested in.
"I think your wife put you in a very hard position," she finally said. "Your sister-in-law being in love with you makes things even harder. You may actually have feelings for her, but I'm willing to bet that what you feel for her is more about what you felt for your wife, because they look so much alike. Let me guess: when you're in bed with her you frequently dream about your wife?"
"Yeah, a lot."
"Relationships with sisters after a loss happen, but they are usually not what they seem."
"This happens a lot?"
"More than one would think. A sister and husband help each other through the loss and end up in love with each other. They generally don't end well down the road."
"I had someone else tell me something similar. Same person that said that Donna and wouldn't ever work out for me."
"Sounds like she was probably right. If you can't get past what she does, how do you not feel betrayed when she has sex with other guys?"
"I don't think you can."
"That's right. You need a woman that is a one-man woman."
"Well, Trish is. Darleen is. I think Lizzy is."
"True. But do you love them, or do you love what you think they bring to you? Contentment, commitment, stability, companionship and most of all, intimacy, not sex, but emotional intimacy?"
"How the hell am I supposed to figure that out?"
She laughed. "If you figure it out, let me know and we can both be rich!"
"That doesn't help."
Her face turned serious. "No, it doesn't. What I can tell you is you should take your time. Don't jump on something too fast. You might regret it later."
"From experience?"
"Me? No way. I haven't even made it to date one yet," she said with a laugh. "No, that is what my boss would tell you. She's pretty smart about relationship stuff."
"Seems like you are too, even though you're wrong."
"Wrong? About what?" she asked, looking at me curiously.
"Not having made it to date one yet."
"But I haven't."
"Yeah you have. Pizza and beer with a guy counts as a date, even if I didn't get you drunk enough to get your clothes off."
She blushed. "You didn't need to before. You think you need to get me drunk to get my clothes off now?"
"I don't know. If I asked, would you take your clothes off again?"
She sat quietly for a few moments. "I might, if you asked right."
I thought about it for a few seconds and then stood up and held my hand out for her. She took my hand and stood up as I gently pulled on it. I stepped toward her and wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her gently against me. I moved my face toward hers, giving her plenty of time to object. She didn't. She tilted her head to the side and closed her eyes, waiting for my lips to touch hers. It was a gentle brush at first, just letting our lips touch before we each pressed ourselves more firmly together. Not just our lips, but our bodies. We stood there for I don't know how long, softly kissing each other, teasing each other's lips and tongues before I moved my hands to her waist. I pushed her shorts down slowly, inching them down over her butt, again giving her plenty of time to object. She didn't. Her shorts slid down her legs and I felt her step out of them. I could tell by the bareness of her butt that she hadn't chosen to wear underwear.
I moved my hands back to her waist and slowly started to drag her shirt up her body, peeling the snug tank top up her stomach and then over her big, soft tits. She lifted her arms and moved her face from mine only long enough for me to pull the shirt up over her head and arms, and then her arms circled me again and her lips returned to mine. This time she didn't kiss though, she just held them there, breathing with me, letting our breath mix with each other as our lips almost brushed each other.
"I can't have sex with you," she whispered so softly that I almost didn't hear it.
"I know," I whispered back.
"I want to," she whispered, even softer.
"So do I."
"If I take your clothes off, can I trust you not to?"
"Do you want to? Trust me?"
"Yes," she whispered, her lips brushing mine again. "Very much."
"What if you change your mind?"
"Don't let me?"
"I don't think I can do that. What I can promise is that I won't do anything you don't tell me I can do."
"I guess that'll have to do, because I want to feel your body against mine, without clothes on. I want to feel your mouth on my nipples and want to feel your strong arms around me when I climax."
"What would your boss say?"
"That I'm being impulsive. That I'm not thinking things through. That I'm putting myself in a compromising situation. I don't care. I want it."
"Then do it. I'll stand here and let you do what you want."
She stepped back slightly, only far enough to get her hands between us. Button by button she undid my shirt and then pulled it out of my pants to reach the last two buttons. She pushed the shirt off my shoulders and I let it slide down my arms as she pressed her bare breasts to my now bare chest. I felt her hands work between us, finding my belt and undoing it and then the front of my pants. My dress slacks slid down my legs and her hands moved to my hips. She hooked her fingers in the waist of my boxers and then paused, almost as if she were considering not going further. I stood there, not touching her, feeling her heavy breathing against my lips. She began to slowly push the waistband down. She pushed as far as her arms would allow and then she slid down my body, pushing them down as she dragged her hard nipples down my chest. I felt my hardon press between her soft tits as she pushed her body against mine and continued to squat down, my hardon finally stroking across her face.
She moved her hands to my shoes and untied them, not moving her face away from where my hardon now rested against her cheek. One foot at a time she took my shoes and socks off and worked my pants off, leaving me completely naked in front of her for the first time. She looked up at me as she reached for my hardon with one hand. She grasped it in her hand and, looking up at me, pulled her head back enough to move her face in front of my dick. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes as she closed her lips around my head. I felt her hot mouth engulf me, her tongue teasing tentatively around my head as she seemed to explore my mushroom head with it.
I groaned softly as she licked and toyed with my head in her mouth, her eyes now open and looking up at me almost as if looking for approval. I suddenly realized that was exactly what she wanted. Approval that what she was doing was good. I wondered if her husband ever had her do this to him and guessed he didn't. I moved my hands to her short-cropped blond hair and gently stroked it. "God that feels good," I said softly, drawing a smile from her around my hard shaft. I let her lick and suck on me for several more minutes, her strokes on my shaft growing longer as she became more confident of her actions. I let my hands leave her head and leaned down, reaching for her arms.
I gently gripped her arms and coaxed her back, pulling her face off my dick. I gently pushed her back until she could no longer balance on her high heels. She fell back heavily onto her butt, but I held her arms firmly enough to keep her from falling backwards. I knelt down in front of her, easing her back until she lay flat on the carpet. I lifted her left foot, slipped off her high heel and gently set it aside before kissing her calf, planting several soft kisses on her leg below her knee. I moved her calf to rest on my shoulder and then lifted her right leg. I removed that shoe as well and gently kissed her leg below the knee. This time though, I continued up her leg, kissing inch by inch up the inside of her thigh, spreading her legs and leaning over further until I was kissing inches from her glistening pussy lips. I turned my head and gently kissed her lips, tasting her wetness and excitement, drawing a long deep moan from her.
It didn't take long for me to work my tongue between her lips and start to tease up and down the length of her slit. She was incredibly excited and tried to use her legs to lift herself toward me. I gently moved her legs further apart, letting her put her feet on the floor, opening her pussy lips further for me while also allowing her to lift her pussy toward my face. I licked and teased and searched with my tongue for her clit. I felt her jerk and heard her gasp as my tongue flicked over her hard clit the first time. I concentrated on her hard nub, teasing it with the tip of my tongue as I worked a finger into her hot depths. I pushed it deep, curling up behind her pubic bone, searching for that sensitive spot I knew most women had.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped as I stroked my finger across it the first time. I smiled to myself and stroked and licked her clit while fingering her pussy, her hips lifting and pushing toward me as she moaned and panted about how good it felt. Her hips lifted and lowered as her moans grew louder. I knew I had her close to climax but I wasn't sure if I wanted her to climax yet. I knew what I wanted and where I wanted to be. I also knew that if I asked her now she'd say yes. I closed my eyes and steeled myself for the disappointment I knew I'd feel, but it was my choice.
I shifted my finger slighty, pushing deeper and drawing an even louder moan from her as I concentrated my tongue all the more on her hard clit.
"OH FUCK!" she screamed into the room as I pushed her over the edge, coaxing her orgasm to the very pinnacle of her climax. I could feel her pussy leaking around my finger and smell her excitement as her pussy clenched around it. Her whole body shook and trembled in orgasm. She reached down with her hands and tried to pull my head from between her legs. I knew what she wanted.
I pulled my face and my fingers from her pussy and began to kiss my way up her shaved mound, feeling the little bit of soft stubble there with my lips. I kissed up her stomach, her legs loosely wrapping around my body as my kisses tickled her soft stomach. I found the bottom of her right breast and began to kiss it softly, working around it as I slid my body up hers further. I felt my engorged head press against her wet lips. I so wanted to just push forward and force myself into her hot wet depths, but I held back, just holding my head against her lips. I kissed around her breast until I had made my way to her puckered areola and hard nipple. I sucked it into my mouth and teased it with my tongue, flicking over and around it.
She moaned loudly and then I felt her legs shift. She dug her heels into my butt and tried to pull me toward her. I could feel my head spreading her lips, the one thing she had asked me not to do.
"Fuck me. Put it in and fuck me, please. Just don't come inside me. I want to feel you in me."
I let her pull me deeper, my head spreading her lips apart and her body stretching around my girth. I felt my hard shaft push slowly into her as she moved her legs to plant her feet on the carpet. She used her feet for leverage to lift and lower her butt off the carpet, working my dick an inch or two in and out of her pussy and pulling herself toward me until she had me fully inside her.



"Oh god you feel so big. Fuck me. Make me come again around you."
"I don't know how long I can. I'm awfully turned on."
"Try, but if you have to come, do it on me. Let it come all over me when you can't wait any more."
"If that's what you want."
"It is," she moaned.
I started to stroke in and out of her. She lifted and spread her legs wide, resting her heels on my butt as I pushed in and out of her velvety-soft pussy. She groaned and coaxed me higher, pulling me up until my face was even with hers. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers. We kissed as we fucked, breathing heavily into each others mouths as we kissed and then broke apart panting. Over and over we played that game, how long could we kiss before we had to gasp for breath, the whole time my dick sliding in and out of her soft hot depths. I knew I was getting close and I also could tell she was as well. I wanted to wait for her to climax again.
I closed my eyes and tried to think of other things, to break the thoughts of how incredibly hot and sexy she was, the images of her squatting in the parking lot, showing me her pussy. But instead of helping all it did was to remind me of how incredible her pussy looked as she teased it with her fingers right there in public and how badly I wanted at that moment to reach out and stroke it as well.
"Shit. I'm going to come." I grunted as I started to lift from her to pull back.
"No, don't stop. Please don't stop," she begged, digging her heels into my butt, pulling me hard and fast back into her hot pussy. It was more than my excited cock could take and my body bucked hard. I jammed hard into her and felt the massive gush of cum I was holding back lance deep into her. I wanted to pull back, to stop what had started, but in those few short moments my body was out of my control. I felt my body push and jerk, pumping shot after shot of cum into her hot depths. I heard her cry out and pull my face down harder to her own as her climax too took hold. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing me, milking my cum into her pussy as she shuddered and trembled.
I lay on her, panting, feeling my cock still twitching inside her. "I'm sorry," I whispered.
"It wasn't your fault. I stopped you. You tried," she answered breathlessly. "Right in that moment I wanted it. I wanted it more than anything else."
"And now?"
"Well, it wasn't the best idea, but I just had my period about a week ago, so I don't think it'll be a problem. But I can get a pill tomorrow just to be sure."
"Okay," I whispered back, glad that she wasn't upset that I came in her and also that she had a plan to take care or the risk we just caused.
I felt her feet pushing on the floor and her body rocking before she broke down into giggles.
"What are you laughing at?"
"I had this great idea I was going to roll us over and end up on top of you. But it didn't work."
I grinned down at her and moved one arm. In a few moments I had us rolled so she was laying on top of me while I was now on my back. She lay on me, looking down at me with a smile. "I think you're right."
"About what?"
"I think this just turned into a date," she said with a smile. Her face turned serious and she looked down at me. I could see her eyes moving, from my eyes down my face and back to my eyes again, as if searching for something. "I think I'm going to have to make a doctor's appointment," she whispered.
"Yeah? Why is that?"
"Because if we're going to keep having sex, we don't want to worry about making little ones."
"Are we going to? Keep having sex?"
"If I put the pieces together, you just decided that Donna wasn't what you wanted, and your sister-in-law was too much like your wife. While you have some other woman to have sex with, I don't see any reason that you and I can't keep doing this. Having sex together."
"Dating?"
"If we want to call it that. I think for now, friends with benefits is a better description. I think we can be friends and I definitely like these benefits."
"I'd like to ask you to stay, to spend the night with me. But there's no way I can do that and not have sex with you again, like we just did."
"Is that a problem? If I'm going to get a pill tomorrow, it doesn't really matter how many times you fill me up. Right now, I wouldn't mind if you wanted to do it again, or even again. It's been a long time since I've had sex and I don't really want to go back to just my toys, not after how good you felt in me."
"If I have sex with Lizzy, or even Darleen, are you going to be hurt?"
"Does it matter?"
"To me it does."
She smiled and lowered her face to mine. We shared another long kiss. "I'm not having sex with any other guys, so as far as we're concerned I'm a one-man woman. But we're just friends. I can't and don't want to stop you from searching for what you're looking for. I hope you find it. If talking with me helps you find it, I'm happy to play that role. But until you do, I'll take all the benefits you want to give me. If that means spending the night and waking up in the morning in your arms, I'd say that's a pretty pleasant price to pay to be your friend. If it starts to hurt to hear you talk about having sex with someone else, I'll let you know."
"Then why don't we go find the bed?"
"I'd love to," she said with a grin.
++++++++++++
I woke up with Rose in my arms and my morning hardon between her thighs. In some ways I was surprised to have a hardon after having sex twice more in the night. But then, her fingers stroking the bottom of my shaft and the sensitive spot under it might have had something to do with it. I lay silently, letting her tease my dick while I let my fingers gently start to stroke across her left nipple. We didn't say anything, but we both knew the other was awake. I didn't need to have sex again, but if she wanted it I wasn't going to say no. I found sex, as well as sleeping with her, very comfortable and enjoyable. I wasn't going to make the same mistake I'd made with Donna. Comfortable and enjoyable are not love.
It wasn't long before she was pressing my hard head up between her lips, trying to coax me into her vagina. I shifted to allow her to get me into her and then worked in time with her movements to rock each other and slide me slowly in and out of her depths. She found my hand and guided my fingers to start squeezing and twisting it gently instead of just stroking it. Her depths felt soooooooo good around me as we lay on our sides, pushing me in and out of her. Neither of us seemed to be in any hurry to get done, enjoying the sensations more than the ending, much like Nancy and I had done so many times. Many a morning we had lay like this, my dick deep in her pussy, the two of us moving just enough to tease our orgasms to continue to build.
Minutes passed as we lay there, teasing each other's bodies before she abruptly pulled away from me, pulling off my hard shaft. She rolled over to face me and then pushed on me to roll me on my back. With a grin she crawled over me, straddling my hips. She didn't have to look down to find my hardon with her hand, nor did she have to look to get it to tease between her lips. She closed her eyes as she settled down on it, forcing it deep into her pussy until her bare ass was resting on my thighs.
"You know what I was just thinking about?" she asked quietly.
"No, what?"
"Years ago, when I was still married, we had to have a plumber come and install a new garbage disposal. I think everyone has heard the fantasy story about standing over the plumber with no underwear and letting him see you and then having sex with him. Well, I hadn't ever tried anything like this and I was all alone in the house with him. He could have done anything to me and I wouldn't have been able to stop him. I'd flashed a lot of guys, but never anyone up close before," she said before taking a deep breath. "He was lying under the skink working and I couldn't resist. I had to try. I already had a dress on with really skimpy underwear on. I pulled my underwear half way down my thighs so my pussy was completely exposed and then went to stand over him. I had my legs spread so he could look right up under my skirt. I stood there, leaning on the sink with my pussy right over him, waiting. He finally slid out part way from under the sink to get a tool, and he couldn't miss it. He lay there for at least ten seconds, staring up at me. My heart was pounding so hard. He finally reached for the tool he wanted and then slid back under as if nothing had happened.
"I was so disappointed. I didn't know what I wanted to have happen. Maybe I wanted him to touch me or something. I stood there, not sure what to do. I looked down and realized that he had a huge boner in his pants. I wanted to reach down and rip his pants open and see it. To see what was making that bulge. But all I had the nerve to do was to step my feet closer together, letting my panties fall down further. They were down past my knees and there was no way he couldn't see them. He finally reached out and lifted my feet one at a time and took my panties off and then he went back to work. I just stood there, still not sure what to do next. I was so turned on that I wanted to rip his pants off and sit on his dick. But I didn't. I finally walked to my bedroom and sat on my bed and stuffed a vibrator I had hidden from my husband into my pussy. I didn't even realize that I'd left the bedroom door standing wide open until he walked to the door to tell me he was done. I was so embarrassed at him catching me playing with myself that I just closed my legs with the vibrator in me and pretended that I wasn't doing anything. He walked in to have me sign off the work order and while I was trying to sign it, I climaxed right in front of him because of the vibrator."
She smiled at me and started to move up and down, my hard dick sliding in and out of her pussy. "I always wondered what would have happened if I'd have opened his pants. Would he have let me sit on his dick? Would he have pushed me away? I'll never know. But I've imagined sitting on a guy like this ever since. I've watched lots of porn videos of women riding their guy like this and how much they enjoy it. So this is me, trying it for the first time."
I looked at her, a little stunned at her admission. "So far you're doing a fantastic job," I finally said when I could process everything she told me.
"Does it feel as good as it does for those guys in the videos?"
"I can tell you that its not just how it feels, it's also how it looks."
"How it looks?"
"Uh huh. The view of your tits is spectacular," I answered with a grin. "Why don't you see if you can make yourself come this way."
"I think I can," she said as she moved up and down on me. She put her hands on my stomach for balance and began to bounce faster. I enjoyed the sight of her big soft tits bouncing and flying on her chest as she pounded herself down on me over and over. I didn't know how close she was to coming herself, but I could tell that I was getting damn close.
"God Rose. You're going to make me come," I groaned.
"If you were the plumber, what would you have done?"
"If I was single? I would have sat up and pulled your pussy to my face and licked you until you climaxed, and then I would have let you ride me until this happened." I groaned and let my body go. I felt my body spasm and try to drive up into her as a gush of cum lanced up into her pussy.
"OH SHIT!" she gasped. "God I can feel it so deep in me!" she panted as her body suddenly shuddered. "Ohhhhhh god yes god yes god yes," she whispered as her body continued to shudder and tremble as I emptied what cum my body had into her depths. As her body stilled she leaned over further, lowering herself until her tits rested on my chest. I could still feel my dick twitching inside her. "God I could get used to playing out fantasies with you."
"You really never did it like this before?"
She looked a little embarrassed. "No. My husband was pretty much a missionary position guy. A few times he took me from behind, but usually it was in bed and with him on top."
"His loss," I whispered. "I hope he at least let you come first."
"He was nice about that at least," she said as she looked down into my eyes. "But you do. This is the first time you haven't waited. And that was my fault. I made it hard for you to. What would you have done if I hadn't come?"
"I'd have made sure you did another way."
"What way?"
"Whatever way it took. Fingers, tongue, whatever," I answered softly. I pulled her face down to mind and kissed her. "Women deserve to be satisfied too. Sex isn't just about a guy feeling good."
"No wonder women love fucking you," she whispered.
"Yeah? Why's that?"
"Because your hot and sexy and considerate. Women find considerate to be soooo sexy," she whispered before leaning her face down to renew the kiss. As we kissed my alarm started going off. She pulled her face from mine and looked down at me. "Does this mean play time is over?"
"It is, for this date," I whispered. "I'd really like a chance to spend more time with you sometime."
"I'd like that too, but to be honest, I don't want to confuse you. We should spend some time apart. Be with those other women and think about what we talked about. Think about not only what you feel, but why you think you feel it."
"Shrink mode again?"
She smiled. "I'm going to work today in shorts and a tank top with no underwear or bra because I don't have time to change. I have a hunch that my boss is going to be doing plenty of shrink time with me today."
"We could have gotten up earlier," I said with concern.
She looked at the clock. "What we did was more important to me. I still have time for a quick shower if you can promise not to molest me in the shower."
"I can't guarantee that. Not as hot as you look to me. But I can try," I agreed as she pushed up off of me.
True to her word, she took a quick shower, dressed quickly, coming to kiss me goodbye before I had a chance to even finish shaving. I barely had time to get her phone number before she raced out the door to get to work.
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I walked into my office late, but not by much. I barely had time to sit down and open the bag of breakfast I'd grabbed on the way in before Darleen walked in, her usually short skirt looking even shorter this morning as the slick-looking material clung to every curve of her body. In many ways she looked like she was ready to head out to go clubbing, rather than be a secretary.
"Breakfast in a bag, hair not combed?" she said, making me instinctively reach up to my head. "A smile on his face. Very unlike the Michael Parker of the last few days. Makes me think I didn't need to wear this sexy dress to cheer him up. He got cheered up another way," she said as she walked toward my desk. She leaned on it, pushing the significant amount of cleavage the dress showed toward me. "I think you got fucked this morning."
I looked up at her and frowned before taking a bite of my sandwich so I wouldn't need to answer.
"Uh huh. No denial. Yeah, he got himself fucked this morning," she said with a crooked grin. "Did you save some for me?"
"Darleen, you know we can't be doing that," I said with a frown.
"Ahhhh. Still not denying it. So, who was she? It couldn't have been Lizzy, she came in before you. It wasn't Trish, was it?"
"Who said it was anyone?"
She smiled and moved around the desk. She pulled my chair out from under the desk, sat her firm, young ass on my lap and looped her arms around my neck. "Come on. Tell me, someone new in your life?"
"I just helped someone change a tire and it made me feel good."
"Ohhhhh. Plot thickens. Someone as in a woman?"
"Is it any of your business?"
"Your hands aren't dirty, so it wasn't this morning. So, you changed her tire and slept with her and had enough sex with her this morning to make you rushed for work. Sounds like this is going to be interesting."
"What makes you think I'm going to tell you anyway?"
"Because, I'm going to undress you and fuck your brains out until you talk," she whispered.
"And what makes you think that having sex with me will make me talk?"
"Because it always does. You can't resist answering my questions when I'm bouncing on your dick."
I rolled my eyes. "Darleen. We can't be doing this. We'll get in trouble."
"Honey, we're already in trouble. Just check your e-mail. So we might as well fuck like bunnies before they make us stop."
"E-mail? What e-mail?" I asked, twisting my chair around so I could get to my computer with her still sitting on my lap. I scrolled down my inbox and sure as shit, there was a meeting request from Alissa, the head of HR. "Ohhhhh shit," I groaned. Alissa was known as the redheaded bitch. She ran the HR department with an iron fist and was quick to intercede when any perceived impropriety occurred. It was rumored that she was indeed a natural redhead, though no one had ever proven it, but the bitch part was well known. Most of my dealings with HR had been with her staff, like Julia, but most of the important paperwork had gone across her desk for her approval. If I had a meeting with Alissa, I was sunk.
"Come on. It's not that bad, is it?"
"I might not be employed after she gets done with me," I said quietly. "You better get to work. I'm going to clean up some stuff just in case."
"You don't have anything to really worry about, do you?"
"Well, let's see. I've had sex with my secretary, in my office, on company time. I've had sex with Liz, in her office and my office, on company time, and I've had Julia naked in my office. Nothing there that can go wrong, right?"
She pulled my head to her chest, squeezing me against her tits. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I didn't really mean to get you in trouble."
"Yeah, well. Shit happens," I said quietly as she released me. "For what it's worth, I do appreciate everything you did to try and keep me cheered up and alive in that first few months. Without you and Trish, I don't know what I would have done."
"You're welcome sweetie," she whispered before kissing the top of my head. She slipped off my lap and walked to the office door. She paused to look back at me, smiled bleakly and then turned and walked out.
I spent the next two hours trying to clean up notes and such on projects. There was no way that in two hours I could get everything squared away enough, but at least Dave, or whoever took over for me, wouldn't be completely lost. At five 'till ten I headed out the door for my meeting with the bitch. I walked down the hall and up the stairs to the second floor of the office area where the financial offices, human resources and the executive offices were located. I pushed the glass door to the HR section open and walked in. There were the usual three women there, including Julia, who looked at me like she wanted to say something, but then shied back and seemed to almost wilt in front of me. Maybe it was the glare I gave her. She had to be part of the reason I was getting canned and I didn't particularly like the idea. I'd always known that getting involved at work was risky, but having a married woman naked in your office was bound to get anyone who did it in trouble.
I walked to the only other office door in the section and stopped. The frosted glass door had "Alissa Becker" stenciled in black on it, right above "Director of human Resources". It might as well have said "judge, jury and executioner". I took a deep breath, steeled myself and knocked on the glass.
"Come!" I heard from inside. I pushed the door open and stepped in, letting the automatic closer gently close it behind me. Alissa was sitting at her large oak desk, covered in papers, writing something in a file folder. She looked up at me, absently waved to the chair across her desk from her and went back to writing. I sat down in the offered chair and looked around the office. There was a sofa along one wall, two over stuffed lounge chairs for more personal conversations and then of course, her desk and the inquisition chair I was sitting in. The wall behind her was mostly windows, allowing her to turn and look out across the grassy front lawn of the facility.
"Just a second," she said quietly without lifting her head, continuing to write. She finally laid the pen aside, leaned back in her swivel office chair and looked across her desk at me. She had creamy white skin, dark auburn hair, a slender build with a modestly small chest encased in some kind of slinky dress made of shiny material, that had a deep V cut in the front, dipping down well between her possibly B-cup breasts. She looked at me like a lion sizing up its next lunch. She stood up and stepped around the desk, stopping next to it, allowing me to see that the dress came to just above her knees, and her legs were encased in stockings that matched the light colored dress. The heels she had on were maybe six inches high, making her look considerably taller than her maybe five and a half foot petite frame would allow. "Michael. Why don't we sit over here," she said, motioning toward her sitting area with the sofa and chairs.
"Yes ma'am," I answered, getting up and moving to follow her.
I expected her to sit in one of the chairs, but she moved to the sofa and sat on one end, reaching out and patting the sofa next to her. "No need to be so formal. Come have a seat." I moved to the other end of the sofa, leaving plenty of room between us, and sat down stiffly. This was far from what I expected to have happen, but then maybe this was her way of softening the blow she was about to hammer me with. "So, how have you been doing?" she asked softly, taking her glasses off and holding them in her lap.
"Fine ma'am," I answered curtly.
"You seem a bit stressed."
"A bit."
"I suppose maybe getting called into my office the way I did would be stressful. I'm well aware of the reputation I have here, even though it's not fully deserved." I opened my mouth to say something, thought better of it and closed it again, seeming to amuse her when I did. "Alright. Since you're clearly uncomfortable, let me skip the small talk and get right to the point," she said quietly. "I had a long talk with miss Abbas. I was extremely concerned about some reports I've received. Well, rumors actually. Some women should be more discrete about what they talk about in the ladies' room. I plan on having a discussion with one or two of them down the road, but for now that would be counterproductive." I raised my eyebrows. "You seem to be the focus of a lot of interesting conversations over the last few weeks. Much of it, according to Miss Abbas, stems from a dying wish from your late wife."
"Oh," I said, quietly, wondering just how much Julia had known about the date thing my wife had roped me into.
"I have to admit, that when I first started hearing about some of the things that had been going on. Sexual encounters in offices, sexual encounters with your secretary, ladies discussing your private parts as if it were a football locker room. I was quite incensed. I was going to send Miss Abbas, Julia, to investigate. To my surprise, she already knew about all of it. Your having sex with other company staff in your office, or theirs, your secretary getting completely undressed in your office to have sex with you, those sorts of things. She was incredibly quick to come to your defense. While it took a little prodding, I was finally able to extract from her that much of what was happening was you trying your best to live up to the last dying wish your wife made of you. I have to admit, I wish I'd have had a chance to have a last conversation with my husband before he passed. I have often wondered what he would have asked me to do. I suppose that's why when I heard your wife's request, I could understand it. I've been alone seven years now, by choice. Because I refused to... put aside, what I felt for my husband in order to move on with my life. In some ways it's made my life stagnant. I'm only forty-three, but many days it feels like life has moved on without me. So you see, I can understand why your wife made the request she did. It's hard for anyone to move on from being so totally in love with one person to learn that they can still feel for another. I'm not sure I'd have had the courage to take on the final request quite as fully as you have, but Julia told me how dedicated you were to her and how you would do anything to fully grant her wish. Thirty women in four months is a daunting task, especially if they can't be women you just pick up in a bar."
"Thirty women?" I asked quietly.
"Oh, no need to be bashful. She explained it and told me that you were embarrassed to admit it. Your wife had a good idea. Have sex with at least thirty women in four months to prove to yourself that you can still have an active sex and hopefully, romantic life. Having to make it people that you already know makes it all the more difficult. I'm sure that's why you've focused some of your attentions on the ladies here, though I doubted that you realized that once word got out that there would be some who would actively try to seduce you to help you along. When you've been with only one woman as long as you had, well, getting back on the horse, so to speak, can be challenging. I know. I never quite made it."
"Yes ma'am," I agreed, still trying to grasp everything she'd just said. Clearly Julia, for whatever reason, chose to invent this story to protect me, even though I had refused her request for sex. I didn't understand it, but at the moment I appreciated it.
"Under normal circumstances, some of the actions you have taken would have been grounds for dismissal. Having sex with your secretary was, and is, in very poor taste, but I also know that it wasn't your choice. You have, according to reports, done everything you could to discourage her from continuing to seduce you for sex, though she is a strong minded young woman and seems to still be getting her way."
"Yes, she is that," I agreed, starting to realize that I wasn't in fact being canned!
"In this limited circumstance, and because I might have made the same request of my husband if it had been me, I've decided to overlook the indescressions to date, and for a reasonable period of time going forward. What I do need to do is to ask you to be a bit more discreet. The rumor mill can be a dangerous thing, and if word got out that I was allowing this kind of behavior, well, there's no telling how far it would go. I'd also like you to refrain, as much as possible, from trying to seduce the married women, though I am aware several have already made plans to become involved in helping you fulfill the request."
"They have?"
"I'm afraid so. I know Julia has already made one attempt."
"Yes. She has. I'm afraid I turned her down."
"Yes. Well, I understand that. It was probably a good idea, but I would still expect another attempt," she said quietly.
"Yes ma'am," I answered quietly.
She stood up, stepped closer to the middle of the sofa and sat down again, much closer to me now. "As I said, my husband passed away about seven years ago."
"I'm sorry. I didn't know that."
"Yes, well, I haven't made it very public. I'm a fairly private person. I suppose that's partly where my reputation come from."
"Well, we all get reputations for various reasons," I agreed.
She chuckled a surprisingly feminine laugh. "I would venture that your reputation is considerably different than mine at the moment."
"I didn't know I had a reputation."
"Actually, you do. And a very nice one, compared to the redheaded bitch woman that I seem to have."
"I haven't heard that."
She twisted to look at me, her knee touching mine. "I would venture to suggest that is a bold lie. But I appreciate it nonetheless. I suppose that's why you have the reputation for a kind and considerate man who knows how to make a lady feel like a woman." I looked at her, a little startled. "You didn't know you had that reputation?"
"No, I didn't."
"I've never asked a man for a favor, other than my husband of course. I always prided myself on being self sufficient. In control at all times. In charge of my own destiny, so to speak. So, making this request is extremely difficult for me."
"What request is that?" I asked curiously, wondering where this was headed.
She was silent for several seconds, looking down at her lap and her hands clasped on it. She looked up at me again and asked in a voice barely above a whisper. "I've never been able to seduce a man. I don't even know how to start. But I was wondering if you would include me in the list of thirty women?"
"What?" I asked, startled.
"Would you undress me and make love to me? Make me climax like you've done to Elizabeth and Darleen? I've heard how intense you can make it. How, how, how incredible you can make them feel. I've let myself become lost in my own world and maybe it's time for me to break free from that."
"You want me to make love with you?"
"I know I don't have a very good reputation and that I'm nothing particularly beautiful to look at, but I would... I think I'd like, um, I'd like to undress you and let you undress me and have sex with you."
"I. Um."
"I know. It's a little hard to believe. Given my reputation and, well, my position, I'm sure you're reluctant. I can assure you that my decision on how to handle the situation and your decision to accept or decline my offer are completely separate. While I hope you will accept, if you choose not to, I will completely understand." She said as she reached out to lay her hand on my leg. She sat that way for long seconds, watching my face. "I can tell you aren't convinced."
"I'm having a little trouble with the situation, that's all."
"I see. Tell me, how did Miss Abbas make her proposal to be included?" When I didn't answer immediately she went on. "Don't worry. I promise this will remain between the two of us. I'm just curious."
"I walked into my office and she was sitting naked in my chair."
"I wouldn't have thought of that approach. I may be a little too straight-laced for such a move. I understand you declined her offer?"
"While I find her an extremely attractive woman and her offer enticing, my concerns were with regard to her marital status. I didn't want to become embroiled in a marital situation that could reflect poorly on either the company or myself."
"I can certainly understand that. With Miss Cruise you didn't have any such concerns?"
"No, my concerns were purely our working relationship."
"Yet you gave in to her?"
I chuckled. "She didn't give me much choice. She plunked her naked ass on my desk and told me she wasn't leaving until I had sex with her."
I heard something I never thought I'd hear. I heard her laughing. Not a faked little polite chuckle, but an honest to god belly laugh that went on for nearly a minute. "Oh goodness. I can just imagine how that must have looked," she said as the laughter subsided. She wiped her eyes with one hand, smearing some of her eye makeup. "Tell me. If I tried that approach, do you think it would work?"
"I, um. I would have to think it would," I finally managed to blurt out.
She chuckled softly and stood up and turned her back to me. For a moment I thought the meeting was over, but she stood there, waiting for something. "Would you unzip me please?" she asked in a very soft, feminine, almost sweet tone.
I stood up and reached for the silver zipper pull at the base of her neck and slowly pulled it down. She turned around and worked the dress off her body, letting it fall to her ankles. She reached behind her and undid her bra, pulling it off as well, exposing a pair of modestly small, creamy white mounds with bright pink areola and nipples. Her entire chest was covered with little auburn-colored freckles. Naked from the waist up her hands moved to the unflattering underwear she had on and pushed then down, revealing a considerable amount of auburn curls on her mound and down between her legs. "I'm afraid that my underclothes probably aren't quite what you are used to seeing."
"I think they're fine."
"Fine, but not flattering," she whispered as she stood, clearly nervously, her weight shifting from foot to foot in front of me. "If I were to be in your office like this, what would you expect your reaction to be?"
I had to admit it was a quandary. I felt almost like I had to do something, if nothing else to maintain the illusion that the story she had been fed by Julia was true. "I think my wife would have expected me to join you."
"Would you let me? Undress you?" she asked hesitantly.
"If you'd like," I whispered, wondering just how far this was going to go.
She reached out to my pants, unfastened the belt and then went to work on the button and zipper. She let my pants fall down my legs and pool around my ankles before she reached for my tie. It took her a few moments to figure out the best way to untie it, and then pulled it off, tossing it onto the sofa. She moved her hands to my shirt and began to work down the front, unbuttoning it one at a time, moving closer to me as she did. She pushed my shirt off and the sleeves got caught on my wrists. "Been a long time since I undressed a man," she whispered as she struggled to undo the cuffs of my shirt. She finally got them undone and my shirt off, leaving her with just my boxers. She stepped closer to me, her small breasts almost touching my chest, my hardon, still trapped in the boxers, pressing against her curl covered mound. "Would it surprise you if I told you I was scared?" she whispered, her hands resting on my hips.
"Of what? Me?"
"I haven't been with a man in seven years. I might have lost the touch."
I had to admit, her openness and vulnerability were having a significant effect on me. All I knew of her before today was her reputation, which at the moment, was completely out of character for the vulnerable woman standing in front of me. "I think it's like riding a bike. You don't really forget," I whispered back.



She nodded and pushed my boxers slowly down, inching them down my hips and over my butt, delaying exposing my cock. She finally pushed them down enough to free my hardon, leaving them around my thighs, which was as far as she could reach. She let her hands clasp around my hard shaft and then stood there, as if waiting for something.
"What now?" she whispered.
I stepped back to the sofa and sat down, pushing my boxers down to my ankles as I did. I held a hand out for her and drew her to me. It took a moment to coax her onto the sofa, facing me, her knees splayed on either side of my hips. I pulled her chest to my face and gently kissed her right breast and nipple. I worked to kiss across her chest to the left, and then kissed around the hard little button before opening my mouth and drawing the whole front of her breast into my mouth.
"Oh my," she whispered as I teased her nipple and areola with my tongue. She moaned softly as I switched to her right nipple and sucked it in as well. If she hadn't been with a man in that many years, she clearly wasn't going to be ready for a quick fuck. No, I was going to have to take my time. I let my hands slide up and down her back, working slowly down further until I was stroking under her firm little butt cheeks. I continued to suck and kiss her nipples and breasts as I let my fingers tease down under her and find her lips. She had a small amount of inner labia sticking out of her firm, round, outer lips. I stroked my fingers back and forth across them until I could feel them growing wetter at my touch.
"You sure?" I asked softly, breaking the kiss and looking up at her.
"No, but yes."
I nodded and shifted my hands to grasp the inside of her thighs. I gently coaxed her back from me slightly, leaving her kneeling with her knees almost against the outside of my thighs. I pulled her thighs, spreading her knees apart and lowering her pussy toward my hard dick as she pushed them apart. I felt my head brush her lips and shifted my right hand to guide me to her lips. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I stroked my head between her lips and across her hard little clit. She spread her knees further of her own accord, lowering herself down until my head was pushing slightly into her. She felt the pressure on her vaginal entrance and lowered further, allowing my mushroom head to spread her body and push up into her slightly.
I lifted my arms up to her back and pulled her tightly to me, leaving my head stuck in her about two inches. I rolled us to the side, laying her on the sofa mostly on her back, but partly on her side, with me lying in front of her with my legs between hers. I slid my left hand down to her firm butt and pulled her toward me, forcing my dick slowly into her pussy. I let her body expand around me as I worked my hips slightly, pushing in and out of her only an inch or so to work her moisture out to lubricate her lips and my shaft as I worked deeper into her.
"Ohmygod," she whispered as my fat shaft pushed almost all the way into her, the end of her vagina pressing against my head. I started to rock slowly, sliding my dick in and out of her, working ever so slowly several inches of my shaft in and out of her depths. I shifted my left hand, no longer needed on her butt, to between her legs. She felt my fingers and lifted one leg in the air, allowing me to stroke my fingers from where my dick stuck in her to the end of her slit and her hard clit it hid. In and out I stroked while I worked my finger across and around her clit.
The reaction of her body was all I needed to know how much I was pleasing her. Her hips started to rock in time with my strokes and she was helping push herself faster onto my shaft. In only a few short minutes she was humping wildly toward me as I pumped my shaft just as wildly in and out of her. "Oh god. Ohhhhhh god. Ohhhhhhhh god I'm gonna come," she moaned loudly as we pumped against each other, my finger driving her even more wild.
Her body suddenly stiffened and I could feel her pussy climaxing around me. I continued to stroke and tease her clit as I worked my shaft more slowly in and out of her now spasming pussy. She groaned deeply as her pussy eased its grip on me, her eyes open once again to look at me.
"You haven't yet, have you?"
"Not yet," I said softly, still stroking my hardon in and out of her.
"Do you want to?"
"Oh yeah."
"In me?"
"I don't know, should we?"
"I haven't in a long time," she whispered. "I'd kind of like to feel it again."
"Is it safe?"
"No. As horny as I am today, I'm either ovulating or close to it. But it can be, if you want it to be."
"Then relax and let me give you that feeling again," I whispered as I started to stroke into her harder again. I pumped more quickly, driving my dick hard into her with each stroke, feeling her pussy clench around me periodically as her climax was teased into renewal again. I groaned deeply and felt my body buck hard, driving my dick into her and pumping a gush of cum into her depths. I lay there, panting and jerking as I emptied my balls into her hot, wet vagina, listening to her moan and sigh softly.
"I'd forgotten just how special that can feel." she whispered as she tried to pull us together more to keep my softening dick from slipping out of her. Unfortunately, it eventually did, letting a drool of our combined cum leak onto her thigh and the sofa. She leaned her face to mine and kissed me softly. "I have to say, you did a very good job of making me feel like a woman."
"Thank you."
"No. I don't think you understand. Thank you!" she said with a smile. "If I happened to show up in your office, naked, some morning. Would you take me like this again?"
"Nope. I'd lick your pussy until I made you come, and then I'd fuck you like this."
She smiled and giggled. "I might have to try it, just to see if you really would."
"I would."
"I suppose we should clean up and get back to work."
"We should," I agreed.
We disengaged from each other. I stood and pulled my boxers and pants up while she sorted out her clothes. She was about to pull her panties on when I stopped her. I took her underwear from her and her bra and tossed both at the trash can by her desk. "But I need those."
"No, you don't. What you need is something much less grandma and much more hot, sexy woman," I said. "And if you need help picking, just let me know. I'm an expert."
She grinned and collected her dress. She stepped into it as I put my shirt back on and after I buttoned and tucked my shirt in, I zipped her up. I was about to put my tie on when she reached out and took it from me. "I'll keep this as a souvenir," she said quietly.
"If you want."
"I do."
I nodded, stepped against her and wrapped my arms around her. I pressed her lips to hers in a soft kiss.
"A good bye kiss?" she asked softly.
"I think if you're close enough to fuck, you're close enough to share a kiss. Not goodbye, but maybe later?"
She grinned and kissed me back. She broke the kiss after at least two minutes. "Um. Wow," she whispered. "You can kiss too. I'm so wet I think I might have to have you again." I chuckled in reply. "Um. One more thing."
"Yeah?"
"Well, two actually. Can we keep this on the down-low? I have a reputation to keep up."
"As the frigid bitch?" I asked with a chuckle. "I'm not sure how well it's actually deserved now, but yeah. I can." I grinned. "And the second?"
"Elizabeth. Don't say you don't know what I mean. I heard her in the ladies room telling a friend that she was falling in love with you. I know what she went through with her ex husband. I don't want to see her hurt again."
"I don't want to hurt her."
"Good. If you two need a few days to go off somewhere and sort out your relationship, you both have plenty of vacation. I think maybe you two owe it to yourselves to figure things out before they go to far."
"You care about her?" I said in surprise.
"I do. I'd known for years how she was being treated. I tried to get her to get out of the relationship and she finally did get out. I don't want to see her get hurt like that again."
I leaned down and kissed her. "Hardass, my ass," I whispered with a grin. I let go of her and headed to the office door. I walked out and the three girls, including Julia, were trying to look down and look like they were working, but I could see them trying to hide the smiles as I walked past.
I headed back to my office, having expected to make the trip no longer having a job, and now feeling just the opposite. The frigid bitch was actually a pretty sensitive woman. I walked past Darleen, who got up and followed me into the office, closing the door behind us.
"So?"
I settled in my chair and looked over my desk at her. "How much do you and Julia talk?" She looked at the floor and paused before admitting that they were actually fairly good friends here at work. "So she knows about the five dates thing my wife requested of me?"
"Yeah."
"Who else have you told?"
"Not too many people. Lizzy of course knows. She caught me in the ladies room one day and quizzed me until I finally told her all the details I know."
"Who else was there?"
"I don't know. Why?"
"Could there have been someone in one of the stalls?"
"I suppose, but why?"
"Because I just had the most interesting meeting with the head of HR. Seems she's heard about you and me, and me and Liz and I don't know how many other women who have expressed an interest in getting into my pants. In addition, she knew about Julia. Apparently, she called Julia into her office and she spun some yarn about my wife making a last request of me to have sex with thirty women I know in four months."
"Ohmygod," she mumbled as she sat in the chair across from me. She looked up at me. "What happened?"
I sat and stared at her for almost a full minute, making her squirm in her seat, probably dreading the worst. "I didn't get fired. I got propositioned."
"Propositioned!?" she exclaimed in surprise. "By the ice bitch?"
"By the ice bitch. She wanted to be included in that thirty-count. She wanted me to do to her what she understood I've shared with you, here in my office."
"So? What did you do?"
Again I sat quietly, watching her watch me. "At first, I said no. After we talked some more, I agreed to have sex with her. No one can know. She's not going to take any action against either of us for our illicit relationship, at least for now. She's also not going to investigate any reports she gets about me having sex with other women in the company during company time or on company premises. She admitted that she's been alone for seven years and wishes her husband had made some similar kind of request of her to force her to move on with her life, which she apparently feels she hasn't done. While what we did was not tied to any of this, she wanted me to know that she was going to support my attempts to meet my wife's final wish. The only problem is, that wasn't her final wish. So now I'm stuck with the five dates issue AND fucking thirty different women in the next couple months."
"That doesn't sound like a bad problem to have," she said with a grin. "I can get a line started out here if you want."
"That's not funny."
The smile disappeared from her face. "No, I suppose it's not."
"The whole idea of the dates was my wife wanted me to realize that I could still feel things for other women and that doing that wasn't cheating on her or her memory. How am I supposed to work on relationships if I'm fucking every pussy that walks in my door?"
"Well, at least you'll get plenty of practice," she said, trying to grin again, and failing when she saw the serious look on my face.
"I feel like I'm painted in a corner. If I don't try to follow through she might get the idea that she'd been had, and that could cost me my job. If I do, I might damage the one relationship here that I think might have some potential."
"Lizzy?"
"Lizzy," I agreed. "I need to talk to her."
"I can look at her schedule online and see when she has time."
"Do that. Set something up for this afternoon if you can. A private meeting in my office. I gotta let her know what's happening."
"Okay. I'll take care of it. I'll make it look like a business meeting."
"Thanks. Now scat. I need to think," I said, logging myself back into my computer. I sat for a long time, staring at the screen, trying to figure out what I was going to do. Having sex with other women wasn't a big deal. I'd had enough sex with enough women already in the last few weeks that I could do that without feeling too guilty, unless of course what I was feeling for Lizzy was real. Rose brought up a good point. Was what I felt love for her, or love for what she represented? I logged into my banking app and checked my account. I stared at the screen in dismay. It took me a few moments before I picked up the phone and dialed a number I'd long since memorized.
'Hello Michael.'
"Hey Trish. How are you this morning?"
'I'm doing alright,' she answered quietly, even though she didn't exactly sound alright.
"What's wrong?"
'Who said anything was wrong?'
"I know you. What's wrong?"
'Nothing I want to talk about. You wanted something, or you wouldn't have called.'
"Alright. Down to business. Because that's what this is, a business call. My bank account. It has too much money in it."
'How do you figure?'
"I've done two dates. But I can see four ten thousand dollar deposits."
'That's right. I'm bending the rules a little on how far apart the dates should be. But I count four.'
"How do you figure?"
'Well, our first date, that was one. The overnight you spent with Donna going to the club. Yes I know about that. I asked her. The overnight date before going to the river. Yes, I know about that too, and also about what you told her after. I've had to keep up on what you're doing to tell the lawyer.'
"Even so, that's three. Not that I care about the money. I just want to know what you think was four dates."
'Number four was last night. True it was only pizza at your house, but you clearly enjoyed it and you did have sex and she did spend the night. So it counts as a date in my book.'
"Wait. You know about Rose? How?"
'I couldn't count on you to tell me everything. You'd be afraid you were hurting my feelings. So I installed a nanny cam I can access. It shows me your living room when there's motion. And there was plenty of it last evening.'
"Oh shit Trish."
'It's alright. I could tell by how often you didn't call that, well, I wasn't going to be the one to fill that space.'
"And you figured that out on your own?"
'Oh god Michael. Didn't you pay any attention to how you looked with that woman last night? Rose, you said? You didn't have sex with that woman. You made love to her like you made love to me. You could see the connection in both your faces.'
"You're wrong. I just met her yesterday. I helped her change her tire and she came over to have pizza with me. We're just friends."
'If you want to tell yourself that, that's your business. But it looked a lot more intimate to me than that. Especially when she asked you to come in her.'
"You could hear what we said?"
'Of course. Nanny cams let you hear when the baby is awake.'
"So you also heard what we talked about?"
'Yes. I did,' she whispered. 'It's alright. I know I was a long shot anyway. But I can understand how you feel. My problem is I look too much like my sister. At least I got a chance to have you love me for a while.'
"Trish. I don't know that it's over between us. Not that way. I'm still trying to figure out what I feel about who."
'Which is why I haven't completely given up, and if you call and want me to be there, I will be. But I'm just preparing myself for what I expect to happen. The sooner we get the five dates over with the sooner I can stop trying to keep track of your sex life. It'd be best for both of us if I wasn't, if I didn't know about every woman you make love to.'
"You're right. It would be better. I appreciate that."
'I presume your planning another date? A longer one if you're looking at how much you have in the bank.'
"I am. I want to try and sort out what I feel for Liz. I don't want to lead her on if she isn't. If I'm not. If we aren't."
'I understand. You don't have to explain. Just let me know when you'll be gone so I can have him do the final one and then release the rest of the money to you.'
"Trish I don't give a shit about the money!"
'I know. But the sooner I get this over with the better off we'll be. Have a good trip Michael. You know where to find me if you want me,' she said before hanging up.
I sat staring at the phone. I'd planned on having a talk with her about it all and trying to let her down easy, but instead she got it the hard way, hearing me explain my feelings to Rose. But her comments about Rose? That I had feelings for her? We were just passing friends sharing a little sex. Did it feel good? Oh yeah. But feelings for her? I didn't know much about her. But then when I started with Donna I didn't know much either and look how that turned out. Sometimes life was just too complicated.
I was browsing the web thinking about what kind of a trip to take Liz on when Mark walked in. "Hey boss. How's it going? I heard some rumor that you got called down to the ice queens palace."
"Yeah, I did."
"Hope it wasn't too bad. I've heard stories of her unloading on guys for the smallest infraction."
"Yeah, she found out about me having sex in my office."
"Ouch. That must have been awkward. But you're still here. Just a reprimand?"
"Something like that," I answered.
"Well, that's something anyway. So, you coming to dinner tonight? Lulu asked me to check and see if you were bringing a date or not."
"I haven't had time to think about it."
"Well, she said she'd love to have you over, just you if you're feeling up to it. She hasn't had a chance to spend any time with you since, well, since the funeral."
"Yeah. I can come." I nodded with a deep sigh. "She probably wants to quiz me on my social life."
"And who you were banging in your office," he said quietly with a chuckle. "She keeps asking me if I know and I keep telling her that she's gonna have to get it out of you because I don't have a clue."
"What if I don't want to tell her?"
"Lulu?" he asked with a laugh. "You think you can outlast her trying to find out? Good luck with that. I never have been able to."
"I'll be ready to repel borders then," I answered with a smile. I'd been on the hot seat with her once before and she could resort to some very, um, stimulating, methods of getting information out of me. So much so that I had to give in before my wife found out just how far she had already gone and lord knew how far she might have gone. She seemed to be from the same school as Darleen: fuck a man until he tells you what you want to know. I doubted it would go that far in front of her husband, but hell, I wouldn't put it past her to tease the shit out of me to get me to talk.
"See you after work then," he said before turning and heading back out of the office.
I wasn't very productive all morning. I spent most of it trying to figure out where to take Liz. I wanted it to be somewhere where we could have sex when we wanted, how we wanted, but still have things we could do. We needed to share some experiences and spend a lot of time talking to each other, in private. This was only going to work if we could both open up about our past relationships and what we wanted for ourselves for the future. I thought Rose was on to something about me being more in love with what the relationship meant than the person herself. I owed it to both of us to be able to find that out.



I headed out to lunch at nearly twelve thirty. The office was mostly deserted and I was a little surprised that Darleen hadn't come in to let me know it was lunch time. Maybe she figured I was too engrossed in what I was doing. I didn't have time to pack a lunch this morning and decided to run down to the little deli down the road. They had some pretty good sandwiches and I could eat it there if I wanted. I drove down to the deli. Stood in line to get my food and then slipped into a booth to eat. I was maybe halfway done with my Reuben sandwich when a young woman stepped up to the booth I was in and sat down on the same bench seat I was. She used her hip to make me move over, which I did, more out of surprise than anything else. She set her tray down on the table and twisted in her seat to partly face me.
"Hi. I'm Rachel," she said, looking at me and holding a hand out across her body to me. I took it and shook it without saying anything. She held my hand, not letting me pull it away for long seconds. "I'm up in accounting," she finally said, letting go of my hand. "You're Michael, aren't you?"
"I am," I confirmed, still trying to get my head wrapped around this very forward, very good looking, very sexily dressed, maybe thirty year old woman sitting next to me. She had on a lightweight summer dress that was just heavy enough to hide the view of the lacy bra covering her maybe C-cup breasts, but not enough to hide the shape and outline of them from me. I could also see that the bra was light enough to allow her nipples to poke the front of it and her dress out slightly. Her dress was short, only coming to the middle of her thighs, or maybe a tad further, leaving a lot of stocking-covered leg showing between the hem of the red and white pokadot dress and her red high heels.
"I hope you don't mind me joining you for lunch. I got a late start and I really hate to eat alone."
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I answered as she started to eat the sandwich she'd bought.
"I really like their sandwiches, don't you?"
"They do make good ones," I agreed. "Do you eat here a lot?"
"Not a lot, but sometimes," she answered after she chewed the bite she'd taken, used her hand to hold in front of her mouth so I didn't see her half eaten food. "Do you?"
"Do I what?"
"Eat here a lot?"
"Oh. No. I usually brown bag it. Eat in my office."
"Ahh. That makes sense."
"What makes sense?"
"Why you have sex in your office at lunch time. Plenty of time if you don't have to go buy food," she said softly. I choked on my sandwich and she pounded on my back to help me get the half-eaten bite back up from the wrong pipe. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you choke. I just wasn't sure how to broach the subject," she said with a smile.
"The subject?"
"Of sex. Word is you're amenable to having some hot sex."
"Ah, I see. And you heard this where?"
"Well, most of the girls are talking about it. I know a few of the girls have already had you, and I kinda wanted to take a turn."
I choked again and had to take a drink.
"Um, just how many is a few?"
"Oh five or six I think. But according to Julia up in HR you're trying to take care of your wife's last wish, so any of us that want to have some really good sex, all we have to do is come naked to your office."
I could feel myself blushing. "Julia said that?"
"Yeah, some of us heard you had sex with Miss Esper in her office. We didn't exactly believe it until Emily saw Julia naked in your office. She didn't want to admit it, but she finally told us you had to have sex with something like thirty women in four weeks. I think it was sweet of your wife to force you to do that. If I was dying I hope I'd have the courage to make my husband do that."
"You would?"
"Oh yeah. It makes you move on. A lot of guys will on their own, but a lot won't too. Especially men who have been with the same woman for a long time."
"And you know this from experience?"
She giggled. "No. I'm only thirty-two and I've already been through one husband who couldn't keep his zipper closed. No, I've just read so many books about relationships and what makes a good relationship last. I heard you were married for over twenty-five years. You clearly had what it takes to make it last. I'd like to find a man like that."
"Almost thirty," I added, "and it all has to do with being committed to each other. There is no magic potion."
"See. That's what I mean. You were so committed to her that you couldn't even refuse to do her last request. Like I said, I hope that I'd be brave enough to make my husband do that. She had to love you a lot!"
"We did love each other very much," I agreed, turning back to my lunch.
"So. How does it work? I just walk, into your office and ask you for sex, or do you invite me or what?" she asked before taking another bite. I struggled to not choke on the bite I'd just taken and sat there trying to figure out how to answer her.
"I don't know how to answer that," I finally mumbled.
"I can understand that. I hear your secretary has gotten fucked a few times. What does she do? Just walk in and undress?"
"Well, she actually came in and took her underwear off the first time," I whispered as I felt my face turn red again, wondering who else could hear the conversation. I glanced over my shoulder and saw two women in the next booth, the one facing away clearly shaking her head in disgust. "I don't think this is the place for this conversation."
She twisted around to look at the customers close to us and then leaned toward me and whispered. "I'm sorry. I didn't think about how it might look to someone who didn't know the whole story. Don't go away." She pushed out of the seat and stepped to the booth behind me and I heard her whispering to the woman that was shaking her head. I glanced back and saw her staring at me as Rachel came back to our booth and sat back down. "There. That should solve that."
"What did you tell her?" I asked in a whisper.
She leaned over and giggled. "I told her everything, about the thirty women, and if she wanted in all she had to do was walk over and take off her panties for you."
"Ohmygod." I groaned, rubbing my hand across my face in embarrassment.
"That's the price, isnt it? My panties?" she asked before reaching to her skirt hem. She wiggled in the seat and pulled her skirt partway up her thighs, far enough to reach inside the skirt and pull her underwear down. In a few seconds she was wiggling herself on the seat again sliding a pair of lacy red panties down her leg and trying to pull her skirt down, it had slid up high enough to expose the brown curls between her closed thighs. She worked the underwear down her legs and then over her heels. She set them in my lap and sat grinning at me for several seconds before turning back to her sandwich. "I'll stop by tomorrow and you can put them back on me, after you fuck me that is."
"Yeah," I said as I rolled my eyes. How the hell did I get myself into this kind of a mess? Nancy! This was your fault! I thought it but I really didn't mean it. This was more Julia's fault than anyone else's. Maybe mine too for not stopping it with Darleen when it first started. "I think I better go back to work."
"You haven't finished eating yet," she said. "It's okay. I'll keep you company."
"Thanks," I answered, resigning myself to being stuck there until she was done with her lunch. I hadn't sat long and her right hand moved into my lap and began to gently stroke my dick through my slacks. I could feel myself getting harder from her attentions, no matter how hard I tried to ignore it. I thought about moving her hand, but figured she'd just put it back anyway and I didn't want to make myself any more obvious than I already was.
"Nice cock," she whispered as she leaned over toward me for a moment, her lips brushing my cheek. "It's making me soooo damn horny."
"Ah." I tried not to respond to my hardening cock. I couldn't help but notice that her nipples were definitely showing in her dress top much more than they had been. I felt her fingers find the zipper of my slacks and work it down while she continued to eat her sandwich with her left hand. She worked my zipper down and then slid her fingers in my fly to stroke my cock through my boxers. It only took a few moments for her fingers to feel the fly of the boxers and worm inside there as well, her fingers now stroking my bare shaft.
"God I wanna take you to the ladies room and fuck you," she whispered.
"I don't think that'd be a good idea," I whispered back.
"It'd be better than dropping my dress and fucking you on the table," she said a little louder, making the woman behind me choke on what she was eating. I intentionally didn't turn around. I didn't want to see the look the other woman had to be giving me. She put the last quarter of her sandwich back on the wrapper and pulled her hand from my pants. She wrapped the paper around the sandwich and then looked over at me expectantly. She took my hand and slid out of the booth, pulling my hand gently. I looked up at her and sighed. I pulled the panties from my lap and stuffed them in my pocket as I slid across the leather seat. I stepped out and was immediately pulled along toward the little sign that said restrooms.
"I can't go in there," I hissed quietly as we stepped into the little alcove that had two doors: a men's and women's room.
"Sure you can," she said as she opened the door. Thankfully it was empty and she pulled me to a stall. She opened it and pushed me into it, turning me to face her. She squeezed against me, pressing her body to mine to get the door closed behind us, and then stepped back against it. She reached for my pants and started to undo them. "You wanna help?" she whispered. "We don't have much time."
"What do you want me to do?" I asked, resigning myself to having sex in a ladies room in a restaurant rather than making a scene. Not my finest hour by far.
"Take my dress off, silly!"
I reached behind her and found the zipper. I pulled it down and she shrugged the dress off her shoulders. It slid down as far as her arms would allow and then she moved her arms one at a time, letting it fall all the way to the floor. I felt my pants fall down and she pushed my boxers down, leaving me mostly naked from the waist down. She turned around and bent to pick up her dress. She hung it on the hook and then looked back at me like I was expected to do something.
"Well? Haven't you ever had sex in a bathroom stall before?"
"Actually no," I whispered back.
She frowned. "Well, sit down."
I sat down on the stool and she quickly backed up over me, reaching between her stocking-clad legs for my dick. She aimed it up at her pussy and squatted down until she could rub my head between her lips. She found the best spot, the entrance to her depths, and then sat slowly down on me, forcing my dick into her depths with a soft moan. "Fuck yes," she groaned as she settled her ass on my lap. She began to lift and lower herself, finding my hands that were resting on her hips and pulling them up to her firm little boobs. I pushed her bra up over her tits, then squeezed and teased her breasts and nipples while she bounced herself up and down my shaft. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," she moaned over and over as she plunged herself down my shaft. "So good," she gasped. "Erin was right. You ARE a perfect fit."
I had no idea who Erin was, or when I had supposedly had sex with her, but at the moment it was all I could do to not cum in her pussy. She lifted and lowered herself quickly, each stroke making a wet squish as my cock pushed into her vagina. Up and down she moved, her breathing getting more ragged by the moment. I could feel her pussy start to contract around me, squeezing me and trying to milk my cock. "Oh god. Come for me. Come on. I'm ready. She said you'd wait. I'm ready. Let me have it!" she moaned loudly.
I knew I was ready, her tight, young pussy teasing all the right places in all the right ways. If I hadn't already fucked twice that morning, once with Rose and once with Alissa, I'd have had no chance at all of holding back against her exquisite pussy. I let the tingle run through my body as she lifted and fell again, not quite as coordinated as it had been. She felt me swelling fatter in her pussy and slammed herself down harder, driving me hard and fast up into her until she felt the first surge of cum lance into her. My body jerked and she slammed down on me, making me grunt loudly as I pumped my cum into her pussy. I closed my eyes and held her tits as she leaned back against my chest, her body trembling and shuddering as she panted for breath. "Ohhhhh fuck yes," she gasped as we sat there. "I couldn't wait any more. I just had to know."
"Uh huh," I answered, beginning to wonder how we hadn't gotten caught yet.
"I'm going to have to ask for my panties back, but I promise to bring you a new pair tomorrow."
"That's fine. They're in my pants pocket."
She bent over and dug them out and then, using me as a chair, with my dick still inside her, she worked her panties on over her heels. She pulled them up to her thighs and then unrolled some toilet paper. She reached between her legs and held the paper to her pussy as she stood up, catching our cum. She turned around to look down at me. "Fuck. If we had time I'd lick that clean, but I doubt we can stay hidden here much longer."
"Yeah. I understand," I said as I stood up, my cum-covered dick pressing against her stomach. She and I tried to bend down at the same time to get my pants, both of us banging against each other. She giggled and let me bend down to get my own pants and pull them up. I tucked my shirt into my pants and closed them and then stepped back as far as I could to give her room to get her dress back on. She pulled it up and then turned around for me to pull her zipper up. Once we were both decent again she opened the door and stepped out. I stepped out after her and stopped.
"Why don't you two get a fucking room?" the woman from the next booth said as she leaned against the counter, clearly waiting for us to get done.
"What's the matter? Disappointed you didn't get some?" Rachel asked. "Or disappointed you don't have the balls to do that to your husband? Come on," she added as she reached for my hand. She pulled me past the woman and out the door of the bathroom. "Bitch," she mumbled as we walked back to our table. I picked up my hat from the table and put it on and then followed Rachel to the parking lot. "I will come back tomorrow and get naked for you," she said before she kissed my cheek and walked to her car.
I shook my head and headed to my own car to drive back to work.
I dropped heavily into my chair and stared at the ceiling, trying to deal with the crazy mess I had gotten into. I hadn't ever expected to do anything like I had just done, and in all reality I should have refused. I quite honestly didn't understand why I didn't! Hell, I walked willingly into the ladies room with her, willingly helped her get undress and then willingly sat there and let her have sex with me. And that's all it was: just lustful sex. No emotion, no caring about each other, just fucking. I called out the door, "Darleen? You out there?"
"Yeah. Just got back from lunch," she called, coming into my office a few moments later. "Will you get hold of Julia and ask her to come see me when she can get away?"
"Sure. Something wrong?"
I chuckled. "Not unless you call having a woman you've never met, sit down next to you in a restaurant, take off and give you her underwear and then take you to the ladies room to have sex, as something wrong."
"Hell. I think I'm going to lunch in the wrong places."
"No, you're not. Just tell her that I want to talk to her when she has some time. Discreetly please?"
"Discreetly tell her or have her come discreetly?" she asked with a smile. "Okay, okay!" she said, holding her hands up defensively when she saw the frown on my face. "Discreetly!"
"Thank you," I said as she turned and walked out. I rubbed my face again and looked at the notes I'd taken before lunch. I was going to need some information from her, things that I didn't know but would need. I figured she'd have a passport, because we both had to travel from time to time and I knew she'd been to china in the last few years.
I started the reservations, confident that she wouldn't say no. Though I couldn't quite do everything. I needed some info for the flights before I could get too far, but the resort reservations were at least done. Having gone as far as I could, I started doing real work for the first time that day.
I was buried in looking at a designed cad model when I heard the gentle click of my office door latch. I'd heard Darleen try to sneak in without disturbing me enough times to know the sound. "What do you want Darleen," I asked without looking up.
"Who said it was Dareleen?" I heard a soft feminine voice say. I looked up to see Julia standing just inside the door, her dress sliding down her body. She stepped out of the dress and reached behind her back and in moments her small lace bra was joining her dress. She pushed her lacy panties down and worked them over her high heels before walking toward me, naked now except for the heels. "This is me sneaking in discreetly, as requested," she said softly as she walked around my desk. She pushed my chair back and sat down on my lap with both legs hanging over one of mine. She leaned herself against me and looped her arms round my neck. "So here I am. Does this mean you changed your mind about having sex with me?"
I rested my right hand on her thigh, my left trapped behind her back. "No. This is me wanting to know what the hell you told to who."
She pouted a little. "I was hoping," she whispered.
"Julia, I'm not getting into the middle of your married life. Maybe, and I do mean maybe once you're no longer married, I might consider it. You're good looking and like this, you definitely do turn me on. But I don't want to end up dead because your middle-eastern husband thinks I was fucking his wife!"
She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I understand. So what do you want to know."
"What on earth made you come up with that story about thirty women in four weeks? I mean, my five dates things, that made sense to me. But this? And you told it to your boss?"
"She found out I was in your office naked and wanted to know what I'd done, and if you'd forcibly stripped and assaulted me. I told her that you hadn't and that it was my attempt to seduce you for sex. She of course wanted to know what on earth would posess me to do that. So it just kind of popped into my head. Lizzy told me about the five dates. I figured this was just as good. Your wife made you promise to have sex with thirty women, and that they couldn't be one night pickups. They had to be people that were already in your life in some way. And being coworkers seemed to be a good choice to start with. I was just trying to help you grant your wife's last wish."
"Shit. Who else knows about this?"
"Well, um. A few people."
"Like how few? I was seduced by one of the ladies in the accounting section. A, um, Rachel something. She ended up having sex with me in the ladies bathroom down at the deli."
"Oh shit! Seriously!? Rachel? Oh god. I'm so sorry. She's kinda forward. I don't want to call her a slut, but I doubt she turns many guys down."
"Yeah. Well, I'm now on her done folder, and she plans on coming by again for more."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to cause trouble."
"Yeah, well I had to have a meeting with your boss. And you know how that ended."
"Actually, I do. I don't know how you did it, and I don't want to know. I just know that she's been in a really fucking good mood all morning."
"Well, it had a lot to do with you, so let's just pretend that never happened."



"You don't think she'll stop with one time, do you? I wouldn't if I was feeling the way she's been glowing and grinning. Every time she thinks someone is looking she scowls, but inside, she's absolutely bubbling!"
"Oh god. Well, maybe it'll settle down by the time I get back."
"Get back from where?" I heard from my doorway, causing me to jerk my head toward the voice. "So you did fuck Alissa. I didn't believe it when I heard the rumor," Liz said from the doorway.
"LIZ!"
"Yeah, Liz! I was supposed to come for a meeting. Surprise! You have a naked woman on your lap."
I pushed Julia off my lap and stood up. "Liz, close the door. Please!" I added as she stood there glaring at me. She stepped the rest of the way in and closed the door behind her. "I didn't start this, and she'll tell you that I just turned her down, again."
"Michael, I don't care who you fuck. You can fuck the whole company for all I care. But I don't appreciate being asked to come to your office and then find you with another woman."
"Lizzy. It's not his fault. It's mine," Julia said softly. "Please. I'll get dressed and go. He didn't know I was going to get naked. He just wanted to ask me some questions."
"Oh? Like how you like it? Sitting on the desk or bent over it?" She glared at me before continuing, "I thought you cared about me. That you and I, that maybe, somehow the two of us..."
"Liz! Stop!" I said, taking the last few steps to her. I took her hand and stepped back. She resisted my attempt to pull her. "Please?" She huffed in irritation and then let me pull her toward my desk. I stepped around it and pulled her toward me as I sat in my chair. She refused to sit on my lap, which is what I had planned. "I wanted to see you because I thought that maybe the two of us, you and I, should take a little trip and try and see if you and I, the two of us, really do have something going." I leaned over to the mouse and changed windows to show the overview shot of the resort I had made reservations at. "I wanted to ask you on a date, to here. Five days total. Allyssa said we had plenty of vacation and said we could have the time off together any time we wanted. I wanted to leave Saturday."
She looked at the computer and then at me, and then back to the screen again. She turned around and plopped down hard on my lap. "Oh shit. And I went and ruined everything. You probably don't want to take me anywhere now, not after my little bitch act," she said, practically in tears.
I reached my arm out and looped it around her back and pulled her tighter so her shoulder was against my chest, her head resting on my forehead. "I think you and I need some time, for the two of us, not just a few minutes here or there having sex, not even one night sleeping together. I think we need a few days living with each other, talking, playing, having sex, learning about each other. Alissa says you think you're falling in love with me. I think I'm falling in love with you. Problem is, a friend of mine who works for a relationship counselor thinks that maybe I'm more in love with the idea of you than actually you the person. I want the chance to find out, for both of us, if that's true or not. You don't have to spend anything. I'm paying for the works. I just want you to come and spend time with me."
"You still want me to go, even after that little blow up?"
"Yes," I answered. "Partly because I don't think there was a single thing there that you said that was real. I think you were doing what you thought I would expect a girlfriend to do when she walked in and found a naked girl on her boyfriend's lap."
"No. It wasn't," she whispered. "I just thought that if you thought I was upset about it that you'd think I really did care."
"Liz, I don't want you to ever be anything other than what you are. Be true to yourself and if we're right for each other we'll know. If you aren't, if we aren't, we won't ever know."
She leaned her body away from mine and used one hand to tilt my head up to face her. "I'm sorry," she whispered before gently pressing her lips to mine. We sat and kissed for long seconds, stopping only after I heard the door click shut again.
"So am I."
She stood up and quickly pulled the snug dress up over her head, her ass-length blonde hair flying about as she pulled the dress off. She didn't have a bra on but slipped the tiny white briefs down her body. She struggled to get them over her high heels and then just pulled her heels off and tossed them aside. She pulled her hair out of the way and sat back down on my lap, as naked as Julia had been. She tilted my head to kiss me again. I let my hand slide up her body to her breasts, letting my hand cup one of the soft mounds. I could feel her nipple hardening against my palm as we kissed softly.
"I want to make love to you," she whispered, her lips almost brushing mine. "I want you to let me do all the work this time. Not like in my office. You did all the work there. This time it's your turn."
"Alright," I answered softly. She stood up and helped me stand. She slowly unbuttoned my shirt, periodically leaning toward me and kissing me softly as she worked her way down, button by button. She undid the cuffs and then eased my shirt off, letting it drop to the floor by my feet. She moved to my pants with her hands, still kissing me, her tits now brushing against my chest sexily. I felt my pants slide down my legs and then felt her hands pushing down my boxers. She knelt down in front of me, pulling my boxers all the way down and then pushing me back to sit in my chair again. She stood in front of me, looking down at me with a sexy smile.
"I want you to just let me do all the work. Let me make you feel good this time," she whispered before straddling me awkwardly, both my body and the arms of my office chair. She wiggled herself closer until she could sit on the arms of the chair with her thighs, her legs spread wide. She used the back of my chair for balance and then settled her butt on my lap. She leaned her chest and her sexy breasts to my face, letting me kiss and suck her nipples while my hands stroked up and down her hips, back and butt cheeks. She rocked her hips, dragging her wet pussy lips up and down along my hard shaft trapped between our bodies. She moved slowly, spreading her juices along the length of my shaft, settling her pussy against my balls and then slowly pulling up, tantalizingly stroking herself along my shaft until my head slipped between her lips.
I groaned softly at the tease, her wetness stroking across the most sensitive spot under my head, and she full well knew it. I could see from the look on her face that she was delighted with how she was teasing me, pushing me closer and closer to a climax that I wouldn't be able to hold back from. Each stroke up she seemed to rock a little more toward me, pushing her pussy toward my stomach. I knew what she wanted, and I sat there, enjoying the most sensuous tease that I'd felt in a long time, until she finally reached her goal.
She pushed back down, this time my head spreading her vaginal opening and pushing slowly and deeply into her. We both groaned together in pleasure as my incredibly fat and excited head pushed into her depths. "Ohhhhhh yes," she moaned as she pulled up my shaft again, and then pushed down slightly faster. "I want you to come, but I may not make it as long as you. I'm so close. I want to feel you come in me. Please, lover. Please come in me and let me feel and see you do it!"
"Just keep doing what you're doing and you'll have your wish," I groaned softly. "God I love what you're doing. I-" I started to say, but she stopped moving and pressed one of her breasts to my lips.
"Shhhhhh. Don't. Don't say you love me. Don't think you love me. Not yet. I'm not ready to be loved. I just want to be with you and feel cared for, for me."
I gently pushed her chest back and looked up at her. "Make me come then," I whispered.
She smiled down at me and started moving again, this time faster, drawing out impending climaxes back to full song. I watched her face and the ecstasy on it as she began to climax around my fat dick. I knew I was moments behind her and I squeezed her ass cheeks as she moved up and down me.
"Oh god yes," I groaned as my body stiffened under her. I felt the first jerk moments later, trying to push deeper into her as my cock pumped the first gush of cum into her. She moaned loudly and forced her pussy down on me as hard as she could, leaning her chest to me and pressing her nipple against my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked it in, gently nibbling it as she climaxed, making her squeal in pleasure.
I lost track of how long we sat there, her pussy wrapped around my softening dick, her breasts in my face as I kissed from one to the other. She finally pulled her chest back and looked down at me. "I don't care where you want to take me. I'll go with you anywhere you want. Not because you demand it, but because I want to be with you."
"Alright. How about we leave Saturday morning?"
"I'd love to."
"I need some info. And you do have a passport, don't you?"
"I do. Will I need it?"
"Uh huh. Pack a swim suit."
"Just a swim suit?" she asked with raised eyebrows.
I chuckled softly. "As much as that sounds tempting, you'll probably want a little more to wear. Some nice dresses for going to dinner. It'll be warm and we might want to go hiking or something."
"It sounds fun. Should it be family friendly? Or can I go slutty sex pot for you?"
I looked up at her. "It's a no-kids-allowed resort, so you can wear what makes you feel comfortable."
She smiled down at me and then pushed off my lap, my now flacid dick falling from her. She turned and wrote some things on the yellow pad by my desk, her butt pushing out at me so I could see my cum leaking from her as she stood bent over. "This should be everything you need. If not, let me know and I'll give you whatever you want. Just tell me when to be ready."
She straightned and then dressed, putting her underwear on to stem the flow from her depths, but left her bra laying on my desk. She helped me dress and frowned as she pulled my boxers up. "We're going to have to do something about these," she said as she slid them in place. With me fully dressed again, she leaned against me and kissed me. "Thank you. For this and for what we're going to do. My husband would never have thought to do anything this sweet for me."
"Well, it's pretty easy to be sweet to you, considering how you make me feel inside."
"And how's that? No, don't answer. Let's promise not to say that until after we get back."
"But I really want to talk about how we feel, about each other."
"Then we can talk, but the L word is off limits, okay?"
"Understood," I agreed before she kissed me. She turned and headed to the office door and out.
I sat down and went to work making the final arrangements. I got precious little work done that afternoon, but I really didn't care. Inside my heart was light as a feather. I truly hoped what I felt was for her as a person and not because of what she could be. Time would tell."
"See you at the house?" Mark asked, sticking his head in the door just before five.
"Huh? Oh. Yeah. Sure. I'll be done here in a few. Just have to finish this last bit. "By the way. We'll talk tomorrow about it, but I'll be out of town next week and you'll be in charge."
"Business trip? Didn't know we had anything coming up."
"No. Personal. I'm going to take a few vacation days."
He looked at me and grinned. "Does this have anything to do with that huge smile on Elizabeth's face when she left your office earlier?"
"Actually, it does. I'm taking her to a resort in the Caribbean."
"Sounds like fun. Bikinis, ocean water and sex."
"Maybe," I answered.
"I think more than maybe. She's got a pretty hot little body, I wouldn't mind seeing it in a bikini."
"This from a man whose wife loves to wear the tiniest bikinis she can find? I don't know how you deal with it."
"She has a great body. If she wants to show it off a little, who am I to argue? I enjoy the view and she enjoys the attention."
"Yeah, well, just between us, I always worried that her little flirts would get me in trouble with my wife."
"Well, I doubt the flirts will change. I've seen her flirt with guys before, mostly to get a reaction. But for some reason, she really loves flirting with you. You had to know that the time we went out on your boat that her chest falling out of the bikini wasn't on accident. She changed suits three times before she found one that she'd fall out of without helping."
"And you knew she did?"
"yeah. I watched her trying to make them bounce out. I love seeing her tits bounce like that."
"But she's your wife!"
"Uh huh. Lucky aren't I? No way Nancy was ever going to let anything happen though, so it was all just flirting, and man did we get some great sex when we got home!"
I chuckled. "Okay hot shot. I'll be there in a bit."
Mark and Lulu were work friends. By that I mean that Mark and I were friends at work, but I doubt we'd associate much outside of that if he didn't work for me. He was ten years younger than me, and Lulu, his wife was five years younger than that. Lulu was exactly the kind of woman my wife would worry about if I had to be around her a lot. She had long jet-black hair, slightly asian features on her striking face, tall and slender, except of course for her shapely hips and ass, and her breasts were almost as large as my wife's were, easily double-Ds. While I'd never seen her naked, I'd seen her damn close more than a few times.
In the five years that we'd known them, we'd had each other over for dinner on dozens of occasions, and we'd gotten together for a couple other outings, once we invited them to the lake with us and another time they invited us to go hiking with them. On the trip to the lake, she'd worn a semi-translucent t-shirt for the first hour or so, until it got warm, and then removed it, leaving her in nothing but the tiniest bikini I'd ever seen. The bottom was a thong, leaving her entire round ass bare, as well as her mound, the tiny slip of a bottom barely large enough to cover her pussy lips. Her top, was two triangles and several strings, the triangles barely large enough to cover her areola. It was no wonder that when we bounced over some waves, with her sitting in the open bow of our runabout, that her boobs bounced right out of the top. I could tell my wife wasn't happy, and I was pretty sure she made it clear a bit later to Lulu that I was off limits.
Not long before my wife was diagnosed, we went to their house to eat, and ended up in their new hot tub. It was the first time we we'd been over since they bought the hot tub, and we didn't know to bring any swim suits. Lulu talked my wife into wearing one of her bikinis, which showed a LOT more than my wife was used to. She was somewhat embarrassed showing that much in front of Mark, but seemed much more embarrassed that I was going to be wearing just my boxers into the tub. The next time we went over, we both brought suits, but Lulu once again convinced my wife to wear one of her bikinis, this one even a little smaller than the previous time. While I wore my regular swim trunks into the tub, I didn't end up with them on the whole time. I lost a round of rock, paper, scissors with Lulu and had to sit in the tub without them on the rest of the time. Fortunately for me, Mark got me a towel to wrap around myself so the only thing Lulu saw was my butt when I got out. I'd suspected that if things had continued she would have been trying to get us both naked in the hot tub. While it had never been said, I suspected that Lulu was angling for some way to either swap or share partners. She seemed determined to keep me hard when we were around each other, which always led both my wife and to wonder.
When I knocked on the door and Lulu opened it, I was left with little doubt that making and keeping me hard, was once again the game of the night. She had on a very short silver dress. The skirt was barely long enough to cover her panties and the top was little more than wavy folds of cloth that ran from the waist of the dress up to just above her nipples, the only thing holding it up being a gold chain around her neck. The cut of the dress was clearly meant to preclude the wear of any kind of bra except for the stick-on kind, and the prominent bumps of her nipples indicated that that type too had been forgone.
She stepped to me and hugged me tight, at first just pressing her chest to mine as she whispered how sorry she was at my loss, and eventually her pelvis pressing against my hardening dick as she made sure to tell me that if there was anything she could ever to do for me, that all I need to do was ask. Anything at all. I think we both knew exactly what she meant, and I accepted that she would probably be trying to get me naked in the tub after dinner.
Dinner was some kind of pasta dish that I had a hard time concentrating on, because each time she leaned forward for a bite I got a glimpse of her left breast and nipple. I knew she would never have been that obvious in front of Nancy, but now that wasn't a problem for her.
We spent much of dinner chatting about how I was doing, with me trying to dispel as many of the rumors that were flying around work, as I could. I did admit I was taking Liz on a get-to-know-you trip, which Lulu thought was a fantastic idea. We had cheesecake for desert and then Mark and I sat at the table while Lulu took care of the dishes. Each time she bent over to put something into the dishwasher the little skirt she wore rode up her butt cheeks, exposing her see-through panties. After pulling it down several times, she finally left it to its own devices, riding up until it was halfway up her butt, her nearly bare ass cheeks showing. When she turned to walk to us to get more from the table, I had an incredible view of her pussy showing through the panties, and as she worked, the crotch became even more see-through as her moisture soaked the thin material.
"All done," she finally announced. "So, what now? Maybe go lounge in the hot tub?"
"I kind of forgot about dinner until Mark reminded me this morning, so I'm afraid I didn't bring my swim suit."
"Oh, that's not a problem. We can just go without. Mark and I usually don't wear them anyway," she said as she reached behind her neck and undid the little gold chain holding her dress up. The front of her dress fell to her waist, completely exposing her incredibly sexy tits. She reached for her waist and pushed the stretchy material of her skirt down over her hips and let it fall to the floor around her feet. She stepped out of the dress and then pushed her panties down, stepping out of her high heels as well as her pa nties. "There!" she said with a wide smile, standing so I could take in the view of her entire naked body. "Don't wait too long!" she said over her shoulder as she turned and walked to the kitchen door and then out onto the patio.
"I think that was our que," Mark said, standing up and starting to get undressed.
"You sure about this?" I asked Mark quietly.
He stopped undoing his shirt and stepped to me. "This is her birthday present. It's the only thing she asked for this year, and last year. Trust me, what's going to happen is what she wants to have happen. Just follow along and enjoy yourself and trust me that nothing that happens tonight will affect us at work."
"You expect her to have sex with me, don't you?"
He chuckled and went back to unbuttoning his shirt. "Hell, she's wanted to do that for at least three years. So, yeah, I expect her to have sex with you. What she asked for her birthday pretty much means you're going to have sex with her twice. Once alone with her and the other with me included."



"Huh?"
"She wants to try something unusual. Something that I can't give her alone. She's looked for the right partner for this for a long time and she decided that you were that partner. She tried to convince Nancy to let you do it, but she flat refused. Then she got sick before she could try to ask again, so, well. As a favor to me. Play along and she'll get her special birthday present."
"You don't want to tell me what I'm supposed to do?"
"I've already said more than I was supposed to. Trust me, it won't be bad."
"Alright," I answered, standing up and starting to unbutton my shirt.
"Is it true? What I heard running around work?"
"What did you hear?"
"That this morning someone fucked the ice queen?" he said as I was pulling my shirt off.
"Where did you hear that?"
"Rumor running around. One of the maintenance guys claims he was changing one of the outside fixtures and could see into her office window. Said some guy was fucking the shit out of her. Looked like she was having a pretty damn good time too."
"I dunno, I doubt it though. She isn't the sweetest person," I answered, hoping that I could squash it.
"From the description he gave of the guy, it was pretty detailed. I'd guess he was telling the truth."
"Uh huh. Well, maybe some guy got lucky."
He pulled his pants off and tossed them on the chair and then pushed his briefs down. "I think it was you." I stopped with my pants halfway down my legs and stared at him. "Yeah, I thought so. It was. Did she blackmail you into it or something?"
"Don't ask, don't tell," I said quietly.
"Come on Michael. You have to tell me. I mean, come on. You've been banging women in your office and other places around the building, and now the ice queen gets fucked? I mean, who else would have the balls to take that on?"
I went back to undressing. "It isn't what you think, and she and I would just as soon not have the rumor run around. We both have reputations to protect."
"Yeah, but shit. The Ice queen? She has a reputation for being a real cold piece of work. She fired a guy down in maintenance because he was banging someone in one of the storage rooms."
"I don't know about that. All I can tell you is that what happened in her office is between us and no one was blackmailed or forced in any way. Besides that, she's really not all that unfeeling. She could have fired me for fucking Darleen, but she didn't."
"Is that who we heard the other day? You and Darleen?"
"No. I don't think so. I think it was Liz," I answered.
"Shit man. Darleen is a really sexy little thing. I wouldn't mind fucking her some time."
"Mark, that isn't going to happen. The only reason she and I have, well, we've had sex is because of what's happened to me. It was her way of trying to be supportive."
"Okay. I get it. Well, don't take too long. She's waiting and you know how waiting women get?"
"Oh yeah," I agreed as he walked to the door and then went outside. I took a deep breath and pushed my boxers off. Last thing I needed was a rumor running around that I was having sex with the head of HR. That'd go over really well in the board room. I walked out of the house to the tub, my dick, which had been rock hard watching Lulu, having softened somewhat so it was drooping quite a bit. I walked to the hot tub with Lulu watching my every step.
"Maybe I should have stayed in the house and helped you undress," she said as she stood up in the water. She stepped to the edge of the tub and held a hand out for me. I took her hand and stepped over the edge into the tub. I expected her to settle back in the water but instead she stood there and wrapped her arms around me. "You know, I've wanted to do this for a long time," she whispered as she pulled us together. She tilted her head and softly kissed me. I didn't really respond much at first, but the continued sensual kisses had their effect and I was soon kissing her back, my arms around her, pulling us together as my dick, hardening once again, pressing up between her thighs and against her pussy. I'd almost forgotten Mark was there until we broke the kiss.
"Well?"
"He kisses good," she whispered, still holding me. "You sure you want to do it this way?"
He stood up in the water and climbed from the tub. "Yeah. It might be easier for him if I wasn't here watching," he said before walking away.
"Easier for me?"
"To fuck me," she whispered.
"Why? I mean, what's special about me?"
"Believe it or not, Nancy," she said as she broke the kiss. She pulled me around and pushed me down onto one of the four reclining seat areas and then lowered herself on top of me, lying with her tits pressed to my chest. "I asked her once, girl to girl, if she ever got bored having sex with the same man. She said that in all her years with you, she'd never been disappointed in having sex with you. That you always made making love feel special."
"Were you getting bored with Mark?"
"A little. After that we talked about it and we started doing other things. Flirting and such with other people, having sex in other places, that kind of thing. One time I even sucked off another guy while he watched and then I watched while he licked another woman to climax. It wasn't exactly how we thought it'd feel, but it was still interesting. When he asked me last year what I wanted for my birthday I had one request. I wanted to try a DP. I'd heard from a friend how intense the climax was when she did it, but that'd mean having sex with another guy at the same time as Mark. When I thought about it, there was only one guy I trusted to do that."
"Lulu. I'm not into back door. I just don't do that."
"I know. Nancy said you had no interest in that kind of thing. That's why you get my pussy. Mark will take my ass. He's been there before, so it's no big deal."
"I guess you asked Nancy and she said no."
"Uh huh. I even offered to let her try it with Mark, but she didn't want to, and she wasn't going to let you do it. With her saying no, we kind of let the idea fall away. Until the other day. When I heard you having sex in your office, I realized that maybe we could. Maybe if I asked, you would."
"So this is you asking?"
"It is."
"And if I say no?"
"Then you say no. I give you the best blowjob I know how to do and I say thank you for at least thinking about it."
"And if I say yes?"
She grinned. "If you say yes, we get to fuck until you come in my pussy. I want all that juice in there for the second act. Once you come we'll go inside and play on the sofa with Mark until you get hard again. Then you get to fuck me from underneath while he takes my ass from above. You get to fuck me as long as you can keep it up, even if both of us have already come."
"You make it a tempting offer."
"I'll make it as good for you as I know how," she whispered. "I know you like how I look. I saw how turned on you were in the house. For the first one you can take me anyway you want, anywhere you want. Here in the tub, on one of the chairs, on the grass, you name it, you get it. You get to fuck me until you fill me with cum."
"Okay, but I want something in return." She looked at me curiously. "I want you to stand up naked in front of me and let me lick your pussy before we fuck. I've fantasized about how it would look and taste ever since that day at the lake. You had me so turned on that when Nancy and I had sex that night, I couldn't hold back. I came way before she did and I was sure she knew why."
She pushed up off of me. It only took her a moment to climb up onto the seat with her knees and push her now bare pussy at my face. I used her butt cheeks as a handle and pulled her toward me. Her outer lips were completely tanned and had only a little inner labia protruding. I reached my tongue out and stroked up her lips, tasting mostly the chlorine of the tub. I licked several more times, working my tongue between her lips and finally tasting the sweet juices of her excitement. Over and over I licked, teasing my tongue deep between her lips, sliding up to her clit and stroking across it. In my mind I could see her standing in front of me in the boat, her suit taken off and her bare body exposed to anyone who might come by. I imagined her climaxing on my face, pumping her cum onto my face as I licked and played with her pussy. I squeezed her cheeks and licked her clit until she begged me to stop and fuck her, which was exactly what I was ready for by then.
I pushed her back and stood up. I turned her around and bent her over, pushing my dick quickly into her hot pussy, imaging that I was bending her over the engine housing in the back of my runabout, the sun shining on us and the wind blowing across us as I pushed deep into her.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck!" she moaned as I sunk into her sopping wet pussy. I started to stroke in and out of her, her round firm tits swaying under her as I pounded into her firm ass. She felt damn good around me, her pussy already clenching and spasming around me as I plunged into her over and over, her building orgasm making her gasp and moan loudly. I wondered if Mark could hear her moans as I pounded my hips against her bare ass, driving hard into her with a loud rhythmic smack of our bodies.
"OHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her whole body jerked. She arched her back and I could hear what sounded like spraying water as she stiffened and shuddered in front of me. I continued to pound into her, my own climax now racing toward me.
"AHHHHHHHH!" I gasped as my body jerked and plunged one final time deep into her. I felt my cock spurting what cum I had left, which wasn't a lot, into her. To be honest I didn't know how the hell she was going to get me hard again, my cock practically worn out from sex four times in one day. I stood there panting, gently rubbing her bare ass as she too gasped for breath.
"What the fuck?" she finally gasped. "Whaaaaaat the fuuuuuuck?"
"It wasn't good?" I asked in sudden concern.
"Wasn't fucking good? You're kidding right? You fucking made me squirt all over the place. I felt like a fucking fire hose!" she said as she pulled off my shrinking cock. "No wonder Nancy wasn't ever bored. Holy shit can you fuck!"
"I don't do anything special," I answered as she wrapped her arms around me and pulled herself to me.
"Fuck. That was a birthday present all by itself." She giggled softly. "I'm glad Mark wasn't here to see it. He might have gotten jealous. I don't think he's ever made me squirt. I mean I have, but I usually make it happen, not Mark and definitely not with his cock!"
"Look, I don't want to be a problem. I mean, I don't need to be causing marital discord here. I was reluctant to do this to start with."
"Don't worry honey. I promise, no after effects. This is one time and one time only."
"Okay."
"Now, how the hell do I get it hard again? I'm ready to go any time."
"Lulu. You're the forth pussy I've been in today. I honestly don't know if I have anything left!"
"Never been a man I couldn't get hard," she said with a grin. "Come on. Let's go in and I'll get to work on you."
Get to work on me she did. Mark sat and watched as she licked and sucked my cock, played with her tits with it and finally sat on me and ground her pussy up and down my half- hard shaft until I was hard again. Without moving off of me she shifted so that I was in her pussy and then she called Mark, who had been watching, stroking his hardon with a lubricated hand, to come put it in. She rocked herself on my cock, keeping me hard as he worked himself into her south pole.
It would never be my favorite thing to do, but I had to admit it was interesting. I could feel his cock with mine as we both pushed in and out of her pussy. I watched her sexy tits bounce and wiggle in front of me as we both stroked in and out of her, her gasps and moans growing by the minute.
When she came, she came hard again, her pussy gushing her juices out much like she had outside, only this time all over me and the sofa. Her body jerked and trembled for almost two minutes as we both kept jamming in and out of her spasming pussy, coaxing her climax to last as long as possible. She finally called it quits, unable to take any more, even though I hadn't come a second time in her.
"I still owe you one," she whispered as she rolled off of me. "I promise, you can collect any time you want. Just let me know when. That's okay, isn't it honey?" she asked, looking at her husband.
"That was the deal. Two climaxes in your pussy. If you're calling it and not him, then I don't see how you can say no. It was your idea. Just make it some time when I'm not home. Or better yet, someplace away from home. I'm still not sure I wanna watch."
"Maybe if you fuck my mouth while he does my pussy?" she asked hopefully. "We haven't ever tried that before."
"We'll see," he said. "Why don't you two go shower first. I'll shower after Michael leaves."
"You sure?"
"I am. Maybe you can still get that second one in."
"You're not upset, are you?" she asked with a look of concern on her face.
"Upset? No," he said. Then more softly, "No. I just didn't expect you to enjoy it with him quite as much as you did. I don't know what he did to make you come, but I could hear it all the way in here, and the neighbors probably did too."
"Ohhhhhh. I'm sorry sweetie," she said as she stood up and wrapped her arms around him.
"Can I say something?" I said.
"Sure."
"For a while I dated a really sexy woman. Well, a while is an exaggeration. A couple weeks. Anyway, I had a lot of feelings for her, but the one thing she wanted was the freedom to fuck other guys. We tried swapping with one couple, to see if that was okay, but I still couldn't get past it. If Mark isnt comfortable with that, if it bothers him to see you with another man inside you, then don't. Don't go there, don't ruin your relationship for something that doesn't have to happen. I'm not dating her any more because of it, and to be honest, we both hurt like hell ending it. So don't make it something that breaks you up. I don't need to have sex with you again. I appreciate what we did, I'll always remember it. But don't let it ruin your relationship."
"Leave it to my boss to point out what we both were dancing around the last year," Mark said.
"If you don't mind, I'll go shower real quick and then I can get out of here and leave you two alone."
"Up the stairs to the right. You know the way," Mark called.
I went to the guest room, started the shower and climbed in. There was some soap on the soap dish and I started to lather myself up. I was about half done when the shower curtain pushed back. Lulu stepped into the shower and without a word, took the soap from me and began rubbing it around on me. It didn't take long for her to reach my dick and begin stroking and playing with it, getting it to grow in her hand. She turned around and pushed her butt at me as she aimed my dick at her pussy, rubbing my head up and down her wet lips.
"Okay," I whispered, pushing my hips toward her, forcing me into her depths again. I held her hips and she leaned against the wall as I stroked in and out. Her pussy was sopping wet with excitement and my cum, reducing the sensations a little, but it was still enough to get my body to start building toward another climax. I reached my hand around her thigh and shifted my weight. I stretched my fingers until I felt her pussy and then worked my finger between her lips to her clit.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. Are you going to make me climax again?" she moaned.
"If I can," I answered as I continued to stroke in and out of her.
"You can~" she moaned, starting to push back at my strokes, driving me harder into her. Each time my hips slapped her wet ass I could feel my cock hit the end of her vagina, making her gasp and moan even more. In and out my cock slid, my own orgasm building slowly, but building nonetheless. I hadn't been sure I had another in me, but now I knew I did, and my body was starting to insist that I do everything to coax it along. My thrusts grew harder, and soon the two of us were banging our bodies together loudly, the wet slap echoing in the small bathroom. "Oh fuck. God, here it comes again. Ohhhhhh god. OHHHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed as her back arched and she stiffened again. This time I knew exactly what was happening with her and I continued to pump my cock in and out of her spasming pussy, the sudden change in sensations lifting me right to the brink of climax.
I slid both hands up her body to her chest, cupping both tits and squeezing them like handles as I slammed myself into her body hard for a few last strokes. I groaned and felt my body tumble over the precipice. The spasm shoved me hard into her and her into the wall as my cock tried to unload inside her. I felt a little flow into her but my well-used body just didn't have anything left to deliver. Over and over my body jerked and my cock swelled in her in anticipation of the delivery, making her gasp and moan with each shove of my cock into her.
"Holy shit," she breathed as she stood bent over, leaning against the wall. I pulled out of her and stepped back under the water, panting and looking at her spread pussy for what I expected to be the last time. She straightened and turned to face me, stepped toward me and wrapped her arms around me. She kissed me eagerly, almost desperately for long seconds before her kiss softened to a gentle sensual kiss and then stopped altogether. "I'm definitely going to have to teach Mark how to do whatever the fuck you did to me again."
"I didn't do anything special."
"If that's the case, you have a magic cock and he's out of luck, and so am I."
"I'm sorry."
"So am I. Whoever you end up with, she'd going to be a very lucky woman. I wonder if Nancy realized how lucky she was, to have you any time she wanted."
"I would like to think so."
"I doubt Mark will ever say yes again, but if somehow he does, I sure wouldn't mind you doing that again. I don't want this to make things weird for us. I'd still like to be able to share dinners and such with you. I've missed them to be honest."
"I always worried that your flirting would end up with something like this. It made both Nancy and I nervous."
"I'm sorry. I never intended that. I flirted and flashed you because I loved the way you responded: a perfect gentleman trying to hide how much he wanted to look and touch. I tried flashing some other guys, but you'd be surprised at how many will try to grab without even knowing who it was. One time I had a wardrobe malfunction in the mall. A real one actually. I was standing behind a rack in the mens section trying to fix the zipper on my dress. I had it pulled up to my waist and some guy walked over and wrapped his arms around me and pushed my panties down and stuck his hand between my legs. I wasn't pleased."
"What did you do?"
"Slapped his face as hard as I could. He tried to say that he thought I was his wife being playful. After that it wasn't quite so much fun to flash guys I didn't know. But you, you always got such a hardon and tried so hard to look like you weren't looking. It made me so fucking horny for you. I'm glad we got to do this, once anyway."
"I have to admit, there were a few times I wanted to reach out and grab you. That time swimming in the lake where you backed into me accidently on purpose? I wanted to just reach around you and grab your tits, or even lower. I was so damn turned on. If Nancy hadn't been there I might have."
"If you'd have done it I'd have let you," she whispered. "Maybe if you don't mind, we can have dinner and use the hot tub naked again? If I promise to behave?"
"I think I could handle that. Though I might not be alone the next time."
"Well, if you're not we'll just invite her to join us!" she said with a smile. "I better go now before he gets upset. He told me to come finish you, I don't know that he knew I'd do it this way."



"He's an engineer. He could have figured it out without even thinking hard. He's a great guy. This was his birthday present to you. I'm sure he wanted you to enjoy the hell out of it."
"My birthday present? Maybe, but my birthday isn't for three months yet."
"Huh. I'm going to have to have a chat with Mark," I said as she leaned to me again. She kissed me and then slipped out of the shower. By the time I'd turned the water off and dried off, my clothes were folded and stacked in the bathroom for me. I dressed and walked downstairs. Mark wasn't around but Lulu was waiting for me in a bathrobe.
"Thank you again," she said as she pressed herself to me. "He's watching. He wants to try and be able to accept it if I have someone special we try things with."
"It didn't work for me. It's hard for a guy to watch his woman in the arms of another man. It's a lot easier for a guy to fuck multiple women. Must be in the wiring."
"Must be," she said as she stepped back. She undid the robe and let it fall from her arms. "One last look," she whispered before walking past me to the front door. She stood naked at the door, waiting for me. I walked to her, leaned down and kissed each nipple and reached for her pussy, giving it a little stroke. I let my middle finger slip between her lips as she stood there, my stroke across her clit making her shudder. "Fuck. You're getting me turned on again."
"Good."
"Why?"
"Go fuck your husband. Let him be the last orgasm you have before bed, not me."
"Maybe you're right," she whispered before opening the door. I walked out and she closed it behind me. I took a deep breath of the cool night air and headed to my car.
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It was Friday. I had to admit I was surprisingly nervous about Saturday. This was a trip that I had wished to make with my wife so many times, each time I suggested it she declined. She said if she wanted to just spend three days having sex, she didn't have to fly halfway around the world to do it. She could just lock the door and turn off the phone. Somehow it wouldn't be the same thing and it had never happened either. To be planning this trip with Liz, was, well, difficult. But it was also the best way I could think of for the two of us to explore each other. I had to admit I was having some difficulty concentrating on work, so having Liz come into my office was a welcome distraction. The fact that she closed the door behind herself would have suggested that maybe she wanted something private, like sex? The look on her face was anything but happy and joyous at our impending trip, which I had only hours ago sent her the details on, or at least as many details as I was willing to share for a surprise trip.
"Michael, we have a problem," she said in a serious tone as she walked to my desk.
"We do?"
"We do. A serious problem at that."
I leaned back in my chair and looked over my computer monitors at her face as she stepped to my desk and leaned on it with her hands. "What kind of a problem?"
"I was trying to figure out what to take on the trip last night. I mean I didn't know exactly where we were going, but you said warm and beachy, so that gave me some ideas. Well, while I was packing I realized that one of us just isn't dressing appropriately for our relationship."
"Not dressing appropriately? I don't see anything wrong with what you wear."
"I wasn't talking about me," she said seriously. "I was talking about those fuddy-duddy boxers you wear. They just aren't going to do."
"They aren't?"
"They are NOT!" she said, breaking into a grin. "Now, I need you to stand up and take your underwear off."
"My underwear? I kinda have to take my pants off too."
She smiled broadly. "I know."
I shook my head. It wouldn't be the first time I was naked in my office with a woman, and since it was with Liz, I wasn't going to complain. I bent over, took my shoes off and then stood up, undoing my pants. I slid them down and stepped out of 'em. I slid my boxers off, freeing my now-growing dick, and held my boxers out for her. "So, now what do I wear?" I asked as she took them from me.
She reached into the pocket of her dress and pulled out what looked like the bottom of a bikini and held it out for me. "These." She said simply. "Go ahead. Try em on!"
"Ladies underwear?" I asked, looking at the very small pair of red bikini briefs.
"Nope. Men's," she answered. "If you're gonna be a hot, sexy guy you need to wear the right clothes."
"And this is the right clothes?" I asked as I stepped into the tiny red briefs. I pulled them up my thighs and up as far over my dick as they would go, a significant portion still sticking up o ut of the nearly see-through red underwear. "I don't think they're quite going to work."
"Oh, I think they're going to work just fine." She grinned. She turned and walked to the door. She opened it and called out to Darleen, and then held the door open so anyone who wanted to look in could see me standing there half-dressed. I was just glad that the tail of my dress shirt covered the important parts. Darleen walked in and Liz closed the door after her. "We need another opinion. Michael doesn't seem to think the underwear I want him to wear is appropriate. What do you think?"
Darleen walked over to me. "Lift up your shirt tail so I can see?" I rolled my eyes and pulled the bottom of my dress shirt up to my stomach, exposing the tiny red underwear and the significant portion of the hardon protruding up out of them. "Oh hell. Those look perfect to me. May I?" she asked looking over at Liz.
"Feel free," Liz said with a smile. "Just leave enough for him to finish me. I don't think I can last until tomorrow."
"Oh, that's easy," Darleen said as she stood up. It took her only a few moments to get rid of her dress: the only thing she was apparently wearing. "The best thing about a pair of briefs like this is how easy it is to get access." Darleen whispered as she pushed the front of the briefs down in front so that they hooked under my balls, leaving me completely exposed. She turned herself around and used my dick as a handle to get me close to the desk, where she bent over. She guided me to her pussy and rubbed my head up and down. "Come on. Don't be afraid. I know you like fucking me."
I looked at Liz who was stripping her dress off. She just smiled and said, "Go ahead."
I still didn't quite understand her, which, I guess, was the reason we were going on this trip. To understand each other better. I shrugged to myself and held Darleen's hips while I pushed my dick slowly into her, getting a long, deep moan from her as my cock forced its way into her several inches. I didn't need any coaxing to start stroking, using short little jabbing strokes at first, lubricating both of us with juices from her depths. In and out I stroked as Liz stepped up to me and pressed herself against my side. She turned my head and pressed her lips to mine in a long, hot kiss that lasted several minutes, all the time, still fucking Darleen. Liz's hands roamed around my chest and back and butt while we kissed and I fucked my secretary, Liz seeming to become more and more excited as each moment passed.
Quite suddenly she pushed me back, pulling my cock from Darleen. "Sit on the desk," she ordered Darleen. "Right there," Liz said, coaxing Darlene to stand up and turn around to sit on the desk edge she had just been bent over. Liz stepped to her and leaned down, kissing her chest and breasts while pushing her ass out at me. "Go ahead. I'm ready for you to make me come," she said over her shoulder to me before turning her face back to Darleen's chest. "I haven't tasted pussy in a while," she said to Darleen as she bent lower and dipped her head between Darleen's thighs. I stood there, staring at the two of them as Liz started to lick and tease Darleen's pussy, drawing gasps and moans from her.
Darleen leaned further back and lifted and spread her legs, sticking them in the air so Liz could fully access her. "Come on. Fuck me lover!" Liz said without pulling her face from Darleen's pussy. Between having just been in Darlene and now watching Liz licking her, I was hard as an iron rod. I stepped to Liz and pushed my pussy-juice-covered dick easily into her. I moved my shaft in and out of her, eliciting moans from her that seemed to just increase the pleasure Darleen was feeling. I reached over Liz as I continued to stroke in and out of her pussy, reaching for Darleen's big, soft tits with both hands. I grasped her nipples and pulled and stretched them as Liz worked her pussy closer and closer to the climax that I had already started teasing with my dick. In and out I stroked, getting more and more turned on by the moment. I could feel my cock swelling inside Liz, sure that I was going to explode in her at any moment, unable to hold back much longer.
The sight and sound of Darleen starting to climax pushed me over the edge. With a grunt my body spasmed and jammed into Liz with a massive gush of cum. I stood there, pinching and pulling Darleen's nipples while my body shuddered and jerked, filling Liz with my cum.
Darleen and I both started to settle from our mutually-timed climaxes, Liz pulling her now cum-covered face from between Darleen's legs. She pulled off my softening cock and turned to face me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together. She kissed me, her lips and face tasting of Darleen's cum, though neither of us seemed to mind. We kissed for maybe two full minutes before she pulled away from me. She grinned and gave me another short quick peck on the lips before walking to where she'd hung her dress over the back of the other chair in my office. She dug in the dress pocket, pulled out a pair of underwear and stepped into them. She pulled her dress on while I stood there with my cock dripping, and Darleen sat on my desk panting. Dressed, Liz stepped to me and kissed me on the lips again. "I have more of those underwear for you. Why don't you come down to my office after Darleen cleans you up? I'd really like it for you to start wearing those instead of the boxers. Would you? For me?"
"Sure," I breathed as she broke away from me and started for the door. "Hey, wait a second. What was this about?" I asked, feeling a little confused.
"Just wanted to see if you liked seeing me making love to another woman. Now I know better what to pack."
"You do? How does this impact that?" I asked as she opened the door.
She stopped halfway out the door and smiled back. "You'll see," she said before turning and walking away, leaving the door wide open. "Boys," she acknowledged with a nod as she walked past Mark and Jerry, both staring through the open door at Darleen's naked body. She squealed as she slipped off the desk and rushed to the door, trying to cover her boobs and pussy at the same time. She pushed the door closed and leaned her back against it, letting her hands fall away, her face flushed red as she panted.
"I'll get her for that." She said after a few seconds. She pushed away from the door and walked back to me. "I guess I do have some cleanup to do," she said with a grin as she walked toward me again. "I wasn't expecting any of that."
"Neither was I. I don't think I quite understand her."
"I know I don't, but if the price to let me fuck you is to let her lick me like that, well, I'm not going to complain." She knelt in front of me and took a few short minutes to get my dick licked and sucked and starting to harden again before she declared me done. She tucked me into the red underwear and stood up. She dressed while I put my pants back on. "Guess Mark and Jerry got a good look," she said as she looked back at me. "Maybe one of these day's I'll give them something really hot to watch."
"I wouldn't go too far out on a limb. Mark may invite you over for dinner with his wife."
"Is that a warning?"
"It could be. Just saying," I said as she opened the door.
"Hmmmm. After this it might be fun to see," she said as she headed back to her desk.
I waited some time and then headed down to Liz's office to collect my package of underwear she said she had. To my dismay, she took great pleasure in giving them to me, one at a time, not in the privacy of her office, but on the corner of her secretary's desk, giving all four of her female engineers and her secretary a nice look at each one, leaving me blushing brightly at the size and exposure of some of them. She made me promise to not pack any underwear but those, and then gave me a very long, very wet sensual kiss right in front of everyone, her hands roaming over my body, including my crotch, the entire duration, almost as if she wanted the girls to see me get a hardon. At least I knew I wasn't going to have to worry about an adverse employment action due to the significant PDA. But I just didn't quite understand what she was thinking.
Saturday morning found me at her doorstep, ringing the bell with more than a little trepidation. After Friday's little show I wasn't sure what to expect. She'd seemed to be more private and discreet before that, but on Friday she acted quite the opposite of what I had expected, so I didn't know which Liz I was going to get. The sexy, seductive, soft, sweet, loving Liz, or the slutty, exhibitionist-tending Liz. I almost breathed a sigh of relief when she answered the door in a very sexy, but not overly slutty pale-green sun dress. It was sleeveless, cut very deeply down between her sexy breasts, but also covered everything nicely. The skirt portion came to the middle of her thighs, showing off her long, sexy legs above a pair of very sensible-looking athletic shoes. She walked out onto the front porch and wrapped her arms around me before leaning to me for a soft, sensual kiss.
"Good morning," I whispered as we broke the soft kiss.
"Good morning sweetie. So, are you ready to sweep me off my feet and carry me away to a fantasy getaway?"
"I am, as long as I don't have to carry you all the way." I chuckled.
She smiled and gave me another quick peck on the lips. "Let me get my bag." She turned and stepped back in and in moments was rolling her suitcase out the door. She locked up behind herself and I pulled her suitcase to the car, letting her carry the purse she had over her shoulder. Two hours to the airport, another hour waiting at security and an hour at the gate saw us on our way to Miami. It was a boring flight which we both spent reading, her a book and me my Kindle. We landed and barely had time to make our connection due to a slight delay we had waiting for a thunder storm to clear before we could land. The next leg was a three hour flight on a modest-sized jet. It had three seats on each side of the aisle, with Liz and I in the two aisle side seats of our row, about three-quarters of the way back. Another woman, about Liz's age, had the window seat, so instead of being trapped between them, Liz took the middle seat.
We pushed away from the gate and then we sat. And we sat, and we sat. For almost an hour we sat on the tarmac waiting for the traffic that had bottled up due to the short storm made their way to the runways to take off. The whole time Liz and the woman in the window seat chatted quietly. I couldn't quite hear their conversation, but I couldn't help but notice her look over at me periodically. We finally took off and climbed to cruising altitude and we both settled back for the flight. Well, almost. As soon as we got into the air, she decided she needed to go to the bathroom. I let her out, and on the way back she asked the stewardess for a blanket for her legs. When she got back to sit, she had me move over and sat in the aisle seat. She spread the blanket over her legs and in the next few minutes she lifted the armrest between us and snuggled against me. She pulled the blanket over so it covered my lap as well.
"Liz, what are you doing?" I whispered as her fingers started working on the front of my shorts under the blanket.
"Playing," she whispered.
"Here?"
"Uh huh. Gotta get you hard if you're gonna fuck me," she whispered, her breath blowing into my ear and making me shudder.
"Here?"
"Never heard of the mile-high club? I've been fucked just about everyplace else. Why not up here?"
"We could get caught."
"What are they going to do, throw us out of the airplane? If you look out there it's all water."
"Good lord," I groaned as she worked my shorts and briefs down my hips and butt enough to get my dick free, which was, surprisingly, already getting hard.
"Come on. Feels to me like someone likes the idea."
"I didn't say I didn't like the idea, I said I didn't want to get caught."
"So we try not to get caught," she whispered as she stroked my hardening dick under the blanket. "We just get up to go to the bathroom and then slip into the same one. No one will know the difference."
"With all the people on board?"
"All the more fun. Just make sure you come quietly. Sometimes you can be so loud when you come," she whispered.
"Me?" I asked in surprise. "I think that's you."
"Oh, yeah. Well, me too." She giggled. "You ready?"
"With my dick hanging out?"
"Uh huh. Your polo shirt is more than long enough to cover it. As long as your shorts don't fall down."
"Yeah, and how do I keep that from happening?"
"You'll think of something. But do it quickly, cuz I'm taking the blanket off in about ten seconds," she whispered as she let go of my dick. It wasn't even ten seconds and she pulled the blanket off, leaving my hardon completely exposed to the woman in the window seat. I pulled my shirt down to cover my hardon and my open fly, but not before she had a considerable look at it. I suddenly wondered if that was part of the discussion Liz'd had with the woman, since she didn't seem to be at all upset or likely to call the stewardess. "Come on," she whispered, climbing out of her seat and standing in the aisle expectantly. I did the best I could to keep myself covered while I got out of mine, and then prayed my pants wouldn't fall all the way down as we walked past the ten or so rows between our seats and the bathrooms.
If you've never been in an airplane lavatory, you haven't learned the definition of cramped yet. Liz opened the door, pushed me inside, made me sit down on the stool seat before anyone could notice and then stepped in after me. She pulled up hem of her skirt all the way to her waist and pushed down the tiny pair of panties she had on. "I didn't want to wear any, but I didn't figure it'd be a good idea to leak your come down my legs up here," she whispered as she leaned her butt back and started to sit on me. I grabbed my dick and aimed it at her pussy. As long as we were already there...
"Ohhhhh yes," she moaned as she pushed down on my fat head. "I've been thinking about this since I got the idea last night."
"Yeah?" I asked as she started to lift and lower herself on my lap, sliding me in and out of her hot, wet pussy.
"Uh huh," she moaned softly, the sound of my cock sliding in and out of her pussy making a soft squish into her depths. "I got to thinking about places I hadn't ever had sex. I wanted to find someplace special that would be all yours."
"Why is that?" I grunted as her sexy pussy started to push my level of arousal quickly up. I reached up and cupped her tits through her dress, only to have her move my hands. She pulled the shoulders of the dress apart and the top slid easily down all the way to her waist, leaving her tits completely exposed. "Someone was thinking," I whispered as I cupped her tits and squeezed her nipples between my fingers, drawing a gentle moan from her lips.
"Because I wanted to have sex with you one place that was just you," she panted. "Oh fuck. I'm going to come," she moaned softly as she bounced a little faster. "Come for me. Let me feel you come."
"Almost," I panted as she slapped her ass hard against my legs a few times, the material of my shorts keeping us from making an audible slap. "Ohhhh yeah. Almost there. Ohhhhhh so close," I groaned as there was a knock on the door.
"Just a minute!" she gasped out breathlessly. "Almost done!"
"Uh huh," I whispered as I closed my eyes moments before my cock erupted inside her. She pushed herself down on me and stifled a moan of pleasure as her pussy clenched around my spurting cock. I could feel her depths squeezing my shaft, trying to milk my cum from me, as if it needed any help. Half a dozen times my body surged into her before I was left with only a gentle drool into her pussy.
There was another knock on the door. "Hang on a second. I gotta get my clothes back on!" she snapped at whoever was on the other side of the door. She stood up and fixed her dress and pulled up her panties, trapping my cum in her pussy. I barely had enough room to stand and pull my pants up, but managed to lean back against the wall to accomplish it. Dressed, she unlocked the door and stepped out, right in front of a stewardess with her arms crossed across her chest. Liz gave the woman a coy little shrug as I stepped out behind Liz, the woman glaring at me now.
"This kind of thing is not allowed!" she snapped quietly. "If there's any more trouble from either of you two, I'm going to turn you in when we land."
"Yes ma'am," I said quietly, glad that she was at least not being overly loud and drawing attention to us.
"Now you and your wife need to return to your seats. You're lucky I have a soft spot for newlyweds!" the stewardess snapped quietly. "Next time, wait until you get to the honeymoon hotel!"



I tried hard not to react to either the wife or newlywed comment. I had no idea where either of those came from, or how she got the idea we were married.
"Yes ma'am," I responded again, coaxing Liz past her toward our seat. Liz stood while I slipped into the seat and then she sat in hers.
"Was it fun?" the woman in the window seat asked.
"Was what fun?" I asked innocently.
"Oh come on. She told me what she was going to do. When I saw the stewardess headed your way I slipped out and told her you two were newlyweds and hadn't had a chance to do anything yet, and I was sure you wouldn't cause any trouble."
"Ahhhh. So that was your idea?"
"Uh huh. Now you owe me." She whispered with a grin. "I might not get to have a cock in me, but I'm horny as hell now and I'd like to sort of join that club. So it's up to you to make it happen. Unless your friend wants to let me sneak you into a bathroom with me."
"Somehow I don't think the newlywed gambit would work twice," I whispered.
"Probably not," she whispered back. She looked around and then wiggled on the seat, working her skirt up her thighs. She pulled it up almost to her waist and then wiggled her butt again, pulling her white, very small, bikini panties down off her butt. She looked around again and then worked them down her legs until she could slip them off her feet. She reached for the blanket and pulled it over her lap, leaving part of it on me. She found my hand and pulled it to her lap, and between her thighs. "Trust me, I'm not going to accuse you of anything," she whispered.
I pressed my fingers up her thigh until I could feel her wet lips. She had a considerable amount of inner labia protruding, but pressed up tightly to her outer lips from her panties. It took a few soft strokes to get her flowery lips freed up and my finger stroking between them. I let my pinky slide up and down her slit, rubbing across her hard clit at the top of each stroke and rubbing across the opening of her depth at the bottom. I looked at her face and saw her biting her lower lip in an attempt to both sit still and not make any noise while I teased her body.
Up and down my finger slid, her wetness growing until I could hear the soft splushing sound as I stroked her with my finger. I concentrated my attentions more on her clit as she used one hand to help lift herself up on the seat while she pulled her skirt even higher. She pushed her legs apart as far as she could in the tight confines of the seat, allowing me to roll my hand and push my middle finger into her vaginal opening. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned ever so softly as I pushed my finger in and out of her sopping wet depths. I felt her hand move to my lap and fumble with my pants until she had them open and her hand wrapped around my growing hardon. She started to stroke my dick under the blanket while I pumped a finger in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhh damn," she whispered. "Ohhhh my, it feels so big in my hand. I want it. I want it in me when I come."
"Just how are we supposed to do that?" I asked, trying to get her to climax before she could think of any way to get us into trouble.
"I'm going to stand up and you slide over. Put it in me when I sit down and then make me come."
"Everyone will know."
"I don't give a fuck. It'll just be a second and then I'll pull off and sit in your seat."
She let go of me and put the arm rest between us up so all three seats were now together as one bench. She lifted herself off her seat and I reluctantly slid under her, the blanket still covering her lap and most of mine. She sat down on me, feeling my cock push into her hot wet depths. She leaned back against me and reached down to her own pussy. I felt her arm moving and knew she was playing with her own clit. It only did take her a few more seconds and she was climaxing. I wondered what people though as her head bounced and jerked with each spasm of her body. She only sat on me for a few moments and then wiggled herself off of my lap. The blanket pulled off of me, leaving me completely exposed, my glistening cock sticking up in plain view. The lady across the aisle clearly saw and suppressed a smirk as I tried to cover myself and get my shorts buttoned back up. The other problem was that the front of my pants were now wet. Apparently she leaked a lot more than I would have thought, and the front of my shorts looked like I'd peed in them. They were, fortunately for me, quick-dry, and I hoped they'd dry before we landed or I'd be damned embarrassed.
After we both caught our breath, she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and thanked me for a wonderful orgasm, after which she changed places with Liz.
"Did you have fun?" Liz asked me in a whisper as she leaned against me, her lips brushing my cheek. "it looked like you had fun."
"It was interesting, but why?"
"Why what?"
"Why did you want me to do that? For that matter, why did you tell her I would?"
"I didn't tell her. I just suggested that you might enjoy helping her out."
"Honey, Liz. I came on this trip with you to have time with you. Not play around with every woman that happens to think I'm interesting," I whispered. "This was supposed to be you and me bonding and learning about each other. At least, that's what I thought it was."
She squeezed my arm. "I appreciate it. But I don't know that you really wanna know all about me."
"I wouldn't say I did if I didn't. you should know me by now."
She nodded. "I do, that much anyway. Let's talk about it later, okay?"
"Sure," I answered, putting my arm around her and pulling her against me.
The rest of the flight was as normal as one could expect. We sat quietly and watched the ocean below us out the window until we started to descend and they wanted us to all get ready to land. The three of us moved back to our original seats, put all the arms back down and settled in for the landing. I was on the aisle seat again, my pants mostly dry now. The woman across the aisle kept looking at me. I wondered if she was going to cause a problem when we landed and hoped she wouldn't. It was kind of unsettling to see the plane dropping toward the water with no land in sight, but at the last minute we flashed over a spit of land and then touched down on solid ground. We all sat and waited until we taxied to the gate and then started getting up after we finally stopped rolling.
"Just between you and me, I think you and your bride are in for an interesting ride," the woman across the aisle whispered to me as I stood and was getting our carry-on bags out of the overhead. "If I thought I could get away with it I'd have tried to sneak you back to the restroom for a mile-high fling myself." I looked at her with an obviously surprised look on my face, not sure what to say. "Honey, don't be surprised. It's not often I get to see a sexy cock like that, and despite what they say, some women do like to see a man's tool."
"Um. Okay. Thanks," I mumbled as she slipped her hand, with a piece of paper, into my shorts pocket, her hand sliding all the way in as far as it could go and then moving up in the pocket until her fingers were rubbing my dick through my shorts pocket.
"If you get bored, there's my number. I'll be on the islands a few days, maybe we can find a place and time to get together," she whispered before pulling her hand from my pocket. She moved away as the passengers started moving toward the exit, leaving me more confused than anything else.
"You okay?" Liz asked as she sat looking up at me.
"Yeah, fine," I answered, finishing pulling her bag out and setting it in my seat so she could pick it up. She slipped out of her seat, grabbed her bag and followed me down the aisle, catching up to me and grabbing my hand. We held hands down the stairs, across the tarmac to the terminal and all the way to the baggage claim. We got our bags and made our way to the taxi stand. It was only a short ten-minute ride through some narrow, winding streets and hillside roads before we pulled down into a large marina. The taxi stopped in front of a small single-story yellow building. I paid the driver after he unloaded our bags and then Liz and I headed inside.
"Ahhhh. You must be Mister and Missus Parker!" the young man behind the counter said. "Very good. If you would take your bags out to the dock, they will load them. We are waiting for one more couple to arrive and then you can take off."
"Thank you," I answered before we headed to the back door of the building. We followed a long, sloping boardwalk-type ramp down to the water where a float plane sat bouncing lightly against the floating dock. It looked a lot to me like one of those old flying boats from world war 2, but much newer. We walked down to a set of small tables where little trays of meat and cheese and crackers were set out, along with pitchers of ice water and lemonade. The pilot took our bags, including our carry-ons and loaded them into the plane after inviting us to some refreshments.
I was standing next to Liz, eating a cracker and holding a glass of lemonade when I felt a pair of arms slide around my body, one hand sliding up to my chest and the other down to my crotch. I felt the hand on my crotch cup and squeeze my cock through my shorts as a pair of soft tits pressed against my back. "Now isn't this a small world?" I heard a female voice whisper. "This trip just got sooooo much more interesting!"
I twisted my head around to see the face of the woman from across the aisle, just over my shoulder and standing not far behind, t he woman that I'd had sex with in the seat, a very naughty-looking smirk on her face.
"Oh damn," I mumbled.
"What's that, sweetie?" Liz asked as she turned to look at me. "Oh my!" she exclaimed, looking at the woman with her arms around me and then past her to the woman that shared the row with us. "Eva?"
"That's right. Like Samantha said, small world huh?"
"So it would seem," Liz answered as the woman behind me, released my dick and slid around me.
"I'm Samantha, if you hadn't already figured that out, and the sexy woman you already fucked on the plane is my best friend Eva." She leaned toward me and whispered, "And before you even think it, no we are not, but that doesn't me I can't."
"Um. Okay," I answered, trying to figure out of what I thought that meant was what it really meant.
"Ladies. If I can have your bags?" the pilot said as he walked up. "We'll be boarding in just a minute."
"Sounds like time to begin an interesting few days with you and your wife."
"Oh, we're not married," Liz blurted out suddenly, causing Samantha to look quickly at her.
"Ohhhh. Well, in that case, this might get even more interesting," she said with an even broader smile.
"Um, Samantha. Liz and I, we aren't married, but this trip is to kinda sort things out. I don't really think that what you are suggesting is going to happen."
"No? I think after what happened on the plane today tells a very different story."
I shook my head, more in frustration that anything else. I'd planned this to be for Liz and I to figure out our relationship, and now it looked like that was getting even more complicated. How you ask? By Liz stepping over and sliding her free hand up and down Samantha's back until her hand was working all the way down over her round butt. "I don't think we need to rule out a little play time, do we honey?"
"Mmmmmmm. Now that sounds much better," Samantha whispered before pulling away from me when the pilot announced that we could start loading.
The plane was fairly narrow with a row of about eight front facing seats down each side. Liz and I ended up near the back, sitting across the aisle from each other, with Samantha and Eva right behind us in the next to the last row. With everyone belted in the pilot started up the engines and we were quickly taxiing through the harbor toward open water. There were gentle swells rolling into the harbor as the pilot throttled up and took us past the breakwater. In moments the plane was racing over the waves and then practically sprung into the air as it broke away from the water at the top of a rolling wave. It was a much different sensation than a typical takeoff.
"We have about thirty minutes of flight time to the resort," the pilot announced in a loud voice. If you need to, there is a bathroom in the rear, but mostly it would be best to remain seated with your seat belt at least loosely fastened. We're expecting a smooth trip, but you never know for certain." He finished as the plane climbed higher into the air.
"Thirty minutes. Plenty of time," I heard from behind me moments before a pair of tiny, tan, lace panties dropped over my shoulder into my lap. I picked up the panties and held them up as I looked over at Liz with a "what the hell do I do?" look on my face.
Liz shrugged briefly, clearly leaving it up to me to decide what to do. I was still looking to Liz for guidance when my view of her was blocked by Samantha as she moved between us. She lifted the back of her skirt and awkwardly sat down on my lap, settling her left leg over the arm of the seat and her right in the aisle near my feet, leaving her legs partly spread. She leaned back against the side of the aircraft and wrapped her arms around my neck. She looked down at me and pulled the top of her wrap-around dress apart to expose her breast in a very large, lacy bra. Before I could react, she dipped her hand into her bra and slipped her big soft tit up and out of it, completely exposing her large dark areola and her rock-hard nipple to me.
"How about it, stud? Wanna tease me a little and make me come?" she asked over the sound of the engines, drawing the attention of the guy sitting in front of Liz. He twisted around in his seat at her comment and then sat, staring at us while Samantha lifted her breast and nipple toward my face, clearly hoping I'd suck the turgid, protruding nipple.
"You know we have an audience," I said quietly.
She looked around and saw the guy looking, but instead of making her stop, which I expected, she instead released her breast and reached to the hem of her dress pulling it up until her entire pussy was exposed. She spread her knees as far as she could, exposing a small forest of brown curls on her mound and her smooth, fat pussy lips. "Here you go. Like the view?" she asked him before turning back to me, not waiting for a response from him. "How about it? Wanna make a really horny girl come?"
"You really wanna do this? Right here?"
"Honey, after watching you fuck Eva on the airplane, I'd let you bend me over right in the middle of the aisle, as long as you fucked me to a climax like she had."
"Not bashfull at all?"
"I've learned there's a price for everything. If showing off my pussy to a guy I don't know is the price of a good orgasm, so be it."
"And if I do this?"
"I'll be happy and go back to my seat."
"And if I don't?"
"I'm going to sit here on your lap and tease you until you do or we get there."
I looked over at Liz who gave me a little grin and then blew me a kiss, pretty much telling me to do it. "That's how you want it?" I asked Samantha one more time.
"Oh yeah," she said with a grin.
"Alright," I answered, "if that's the way you want it." I used my arm to roll her slightly to aim her chest at my face. She held herself that as I slid my hand off her back, to her chest, lifting her big soft tit to my mouth. I sucked her nipple into my mouth, flicked and teased her hard nipple with my tongue. She moved her hand to mine, lifting her one breast, freeing my hand to move between her legs. She moaned softly and shifted her left leg, lifting it and holding it up and back, giving the guy across the way an even better view while giving my fingers access to press freely between her wet lips. I started to rub my fingers up and down her lips, feeling her wetness and letting my fingers stroke between her soft inner lips. She groaned in pleasure as I stroked my fingers across her hard, already excited clit, shifting her leg even more to prop it on the top of the seat in front of me so she could more easly hold her legs spread. I could feel how wet she already was as I stroked from the entrance to her depths all the way to her clit. I found her hard nub with the tip of my middle finger and began to stroke and tease it, drawing gasps and moans from her as my finger concentrated on it, drawing circles around it and then rubbing gently back and forth across it. Up and down my fingers moved while I licked and sucked her rock-hard nipple, teasing her closer and closer to climax. I could tell she was getting even more excited with each passing moment, and if she wanted to be finger-fucked in public, well, I might as well do it right.
I slid my fingers down her slit and then pushed two fingers into her vaginal opening, letting my thumb slide up her slit to rub across her clit. I pushed my middle and third finger in and out of her, each stroke dragging the end of my thumb across her clit, teasing and stroking it in time with my stroking fingers. She moaned loudly and began to try to rock her hips toward me, her leg propped on the seat back ahead of min holding her legs splayed wide. In and out I drove my fingers, glancing over momentarily to the guy in the seat ahead of Liz, his dick now out in his hand, stroking it in time with my fingers plunging in and out of Samantha.
"Oh damn! oh damn! oh damn!" Samantha moaned over and over, more than loud enough for the entire airplane to know what was happening behind them. I continued to tease her, her pussy getting wetter and her hips bucking harder toward my hand. I nibbled on her nipple and worked my hand a little faster, confident that her climax was moments away. "OH NO!" she suddenly cried loudly "NO! NO! NO! NO! NO!" she gasped, reaching for my hand and trying to push it away. "AHHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she cried as she pulled my fingers from her pussy, her whole body stiffening and her stomach tightening as her orgasm pushed over the edge. "AHHHHH!" She cried as she arched her back a little, a massive gush of her juices squirting from her pussy, up into the air and out into the aisle. A good portion of her juices landed on Liz's arm and lap as Samantha gasped and moaned on my lap, another showering spray pushing from her as she continued to climax.
"OHHHHHHHH NOOOOOOOOO!" Samantha cried loudly, dropping her hand from her breast to between her legs. She covered her pussy with her hand as her body stiffened a third time, this time her juices captured by her hand and redirected down onto my lap. Her stiffened body slowly relaxed as she sat on me, her body still shuddering and trembling for long seconds as she struggled to catch her breath. "No, no, no, no!" she moaned as she continued to hold her hand over her pussy, her legs now closed to trap her hand between her thighs. "Ohhhhhhh. Nooooooo. Ohhhhh. I'm so sorry. I didn't, I wasn't, ohhhhhhhh." She gasped as she rolled more toward me, her face pushing against my cheek and my shoulder as she tried to hide her face. I could see her neck reddening as she blushed in obvious embarrassment. "I'm sorry. I didn't think, I mean, I didn't mean to," she mumbled into my shoulder.
"Yeah," I said as I held her on my lap, curled into a fetal position, or as close as she could on my lap. I felt her wetness soaking into my shorts and through the tiny little underwear Liz had me wearing. "Second time today someone has gotten me wet."
She pulled her face from my shoulder and looked at me apologetically. "I didn't think that would happen. I mean, I almost never do that."
"Yeah, well, I guess this time you did."
"Have to admit, it looked like it felt good," Liz said, seemingly unperturbed by being covered in Samantha's juices.
"I'm so sorry. Honest. I didn't mean to..." Samantha tried to apologize to Liz as she sat up, her tit still hanging out of her bra and dress.



"It's alright. Isn't the first time I've been squirted on, though the last time I wasn't dressed."
"Oh lord," Samantha moaned, pushing off my lap and moving back to her own seat. Liz got up and over to sit on my lap in her place. She curled onto my lap the way Samantha had been, pressing herself against me and kissing y cheek softly.
"You better give me one like that when we get there, because right now I'm about ready to rip your clothes off and fuck you right here!"
"And me after you!" Eva said from where she sat across the aisle from her friend. "God damn that was so fucking hot!"
"I think there's gonna be a lot of fucking going on when we get there," the woman in the seat in front of me said without trying to look back at us. "I don't think I've ever seen my husband so turned on he'd whip it out in public that way, let alone cream himself."
"Oh lord," I groaned, covering my face.
"Don't be embarrassed," the woman said. "It's not every guy that can get a woman off that hard just with his fingers. Maybe my husband learned a trick or two watching you two."
"Trust me, Michael is very good with fingers, tongue and cock," Liz said with a grin. "The first time he got me off in my office was totally awesome, and I can tell you it was worth it."
"Maybe you wouldn't mind loaning him out?" the woman suggested, drawing a scowl from her husband.
"Maybe," Liz said with a grin. "If we get bored that is."
"Somehow I don't think that's gonna happen," she answered. "Well, if you don't want me to suggest playing, maybe you need to do something about it?" she said to her husband across the aisle.
"Oh? Like what? Finger you on my lap like he did?"
"Why not? We're here to rekindle that old spark, why not start now?" she answered him.
"Fine, you just drop your pants and come sit on my lap."
"You don't think I would?"
"I don't think you would."
To my surprise the woman stood up, stepped into the aisle of the plane, and turned to face me. She unsnapped her shorts and pushed them down, stepping out of them and leaving them lying in the aisle. She looked directly at me and then pushed her unflattering granny panties down, exposing the slightly-graying mat of curls on her mound and her hairy pussy. Naked below the waist, she reached under her shirt in the back and moments later unsnapped and worked her bra off without taking her shirt off. She pulled the front of the shirt up and exposed her boobs, two modestly-sized orbs that sagged down about half their size, making her hard nipples turn up slightly. She moved to her husband and sat on his lap much like Liz was sitting on me. She lifted one leg and rested her heel on the arm of the seat, spreading her legs and exposing her pussy, not only to Liz and I, but to whoever was seated in front of where she had been.
"Well?" she asked. "I'm not going to sit here being embarrassed all day. You said I wouldn't now it's your turn to put up, or maybe I will go let him do it." Almost reluctantly he reached between his wife's legs and started to rub her pussy. I wouldn't have said he was exactly excited about what he was doing, which was a surprise, given how hard his dick had been watching us. The longer I sat there and watched his lackluster work on her pussy, the more she seemed to be getting frustrated with him. "Come on sweetie. I'm not sitting her exposing myself just for the fun of it. You want to do daring and impulsive, well, here I am. If you don't get to it I might just walk over there and let him do it."
"You wouldn't," he said snippily.
"You mean like I wouldn't take my shorts off and sit on your lap? You really wanna do that?"
I could see from the look on her face that he must have done something like roll his eyes at her statement. She looked across at me. "Hey, sexy! You got room for another woman on your lap?"
"I. Um," I stumbled, not wanting to get into a marital argument and trying to figure out a way out of it. "I kinda have a full lap already."
"I'll move," Liz offered, pushing herself up from my lap and starting to climb out.
"You don't have to," I said quickly, trying to stop her.
She grinned down at me. "It's fine. I saw how much fun you had with Samantha, I don't mind watching. I know what I'm getting later."
"Oh shit," I groaned as she pushed off of me, leaving me with little excuse not to. "Actually, my lap is kinda wet," I finally said, hoping that would prevent what I saw coming.
"Not a problem," she said, pushing up off her husband's lap. She stepped over to me and, standing int the aisle essentially naked, she bent over and reached for my lap. "Oh come on. Really? You're not bashful, are you?"
"I don't want to get in the middle of a marital argument," I said softly.
"Trust me, this argument has been going on for years. That's what this trip is about, trying to see if we can fix it. Maybe making him a little jealous will help. This is my last ditch effort here to salvage our relationship," she whispered back.
"But my pants?"
"It's not like everyone on the plane doesn't know you've been having sex back here. They just don't know you used your fingers!" she whispered. "Come on. You know you want to. You're already hard as hell. I don't plan on having sex with you. I just want to tease him a little by sitting on your lap."
I took a deep breath and let go of her hands. With a grin she undid the front of my pants and I had to lift a little to let her pull my shorts and the tiny briefs down enough to expose my dick, which now stuck straight up. She turned part way to look back at her husband. "Last chance!" She said, holding my hardon in her hand. He just stared back. She turned around to face him and settled herself on my lap, my dick sticking up between her legs. "This what you wanted?" she asked across the aisle at her husband.
I rolled my eyes, wondering just how the hell I always got myself into this kind of fix. My wife always said that I couldn't resist any woman asking for my help, which caused many an argument over the years, though to her surprise I'd always managed to stay faithful in spite of it. Now that it didn't matter, I found it was a lot easier to give in. I put my arm around her, pulling her toward me, pulling her back and letting her twist enough on my lap to bring her left breast close to my face I cupped and lifted her breast, awkwardly sucking her nipple into my mouth, while I let the fingers of my right hand stroke her thigh and mound. I let my strokes work closer to her pussy while I sucked and licked and teased her nipple and areola, partly hoping he'd change his mind and pleasure his own wife. "Ohhhhhh damn," she moaned softly before I even started rubbing her pussy lips. "I like that."
I let my fingers find her lips and stroke up and down her flowery outer lips once or twice, her body stiffening and her thighs clamping together at a strangers touch in her most private place. My hand was trapped, but I could still move my index finger between her lips, so I stroked with the tip of my finger up and down her slit. As I worked and she became slowly more excited, her body softened against me, allowing her thighs to spread apart and allow me to work my fingers deeper between her lips.
"Oh god." She grunted in surprise as my finger found and bounced over her hard clit. I gently stroked the tip of my finger across and around her clit once again, giving her time to relax and feel the sensations. She spread her legs further and moaned softly as I let my fingers explore inside her, one finger dipping into her vaginal opening slightly. I felt her hand reach down and find my dick, still sticking up between her thighs, her fingertips gently teasing my head as I stroked up and down her slit.
I could feel her body responding as she got more excited with each passing moment, her hips trying to lift and her fingers no longer stroking my head, but trying to pull it to her sopping wet pussy lips. I had to admit that I was getting pretty damn turned on as well, having already fingered one woman to climax and now had another essentially naked woman on my lap. I moved my fingers from her pussy and helped her coax my dick to her lips. I felt her hot wetness as she placed my engorged head where my fingers had been, letting her rocking of her hips grind herself with my mushroom head. I felt her shift and I pushed up and down in time with her motions, stroking my head all the way up her slit to her clit. She moaned into my neck and started to kiss my neck as she humped her hips harder, her wetness teasing across my head with each stroke she made, her fingers pulling me tightly to her wet slit and between her soft lips. The more she moved the closer she pushed me as well, my body starting to urge me toward a more forcefull stroking, an almost urgent need to push into her. Part of me wasn't sure how much longer I could hold myself back, and part of me dared me, begged me, urged me to just pull my hips down and let my head push into her vagina, rather than just bounce teasingly across her opening with each stroke. Up and down her hips worked, her feet pushing her up off my lap slightly with each stroke she made.
"I'm going to come," she whispered breathlessly. "Ohhhhhhh I'm going to come." I held my breath and tried to think about anything BUT climaxing between her legs, all the time my mind begging me to push it into her pussy. It'd be so easy. Just press it down a little next time she lifted and she'd slide right down onto my shaft. Sooooooo easy! She suddenly grunted and her body jerked slightly before a shiver ran up and down her whole body. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh yeeeeeeesssss!" she hissed softly as her body trembled and jerked slightly. Her fingers pulling me tighter to her as she humped her hips slightly with her shuddering orgasm. Up and down she rocked, her climax pushing her actions to be even more energetic as she worked her leaking slit up and down my shaft. I felt my own climax starting to overtake me, my actions starting to become almost automatic as the rush of my impeding orgasm started to pump the hormones into my system. Her fingers pulled me harder against her as we both worked our hips up and down I time with each other.
"Don't," I grunted uselessly as I felt her lift a little higher, my head dipping into the entrance of her depths just as we were both starting to push our hips toward each other. I had just enough control left to know I shouldn't do what I was about to do. I tried, but between her weight and my own body demanding I push my hips up, I couldn't pull back down enough. The seat held me in place as she pushed herself down toward me again. She paused a half a heartbeat as she felt my head push into her vaginal opening. She used the arm around the back of my neck to push against the seat back and push her chest from against me, pulling her breast from my mouth. She rolled to a sitting position, my dick sliding deeper into her as her weight forced her down onto my fat shaft. She looked in my eyes for a moment, almost as if she were unsure of my reaction, and then allowed her weight to push herself further down on me. Using the back of my seat, the side of the airplain against her shoulders, the armrest under her thigh and her right foot on the floor, she began lifting and dropping her hips allowing my cock to drive up into her over and over. "Oh damn, oh damn, oh damn," she moaned as she worked herself up and down, driving me in and out of her pussy.
"No, don't," I breathed, trying to hold back the urgency that was quickly growing inside me. "You're going to make me come."
"Uh huh," she grunted.
"No, I mean it."
"Uh huh," she grunted again, not slowing her strokes at all, if anything quickening them slightly.
"Oh shit," I grunted as she pushed down on me and I felt my body jerk. My hips pushed up into her and drove me hard into her as she came down on me. I closed my eyes as my body emptied a huge gush of cum into her, and then another and another until I was sitting there jerking and panting, unable to stop myself from filling her with my cum.
"Perfect. Absolutely perfect." she breathed, reaching for my chin and turning my head to her. She leaned her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine and kissed me long and wet. "Thank you," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "Been a long time since I felt that."
"But your husband," I said, looking over at where he was staring at me with his mouth hanging open.
"Could have been him. He wanted me to be more spontaneous and playful. I don't think I could have been much more spontaneous than this. Next time I tell him I'm horny and want him to make me come, maybe he'll listen," she said softly before kissing me for a few more seconds.
"Folks, I know you're all having a good time back there, and I really don't care what you do. And yes, we've seen it all before, but we're about five minutes out and I need you to get back to your seats and buckle up, please?"
"Of course, young man!" the woman on my lap answered. She pushed off of me, my cum drooling from her pussy as she stood in full view of everyone and put her panties and shorts back on. She pulled her shirt back down, gave me a wink and then settled into her seat again.
"You staying like that?" Liz asked with a grin.
"Huh? Oh. Yeah," I answered, looking down at my still-naked lap. I worked my pants up and fastened my wet shorts and then my seat belt.
Liz leaned across the aisle and took my hand. "That was sweet of you to do that for her," she said softly. "I just hope you left a little for me for later."
"I'm sure there is," I answered her, suddenly embarrassed by letting that, whatever I wanted to call it, turn into what it did. If her goal was to get her husband to have sex with her again, I doubted having sex with another man in front of him was going to accomplish it. Liz reached across the aisle and squeezed my hand, looking at my face, probably seeing my own turmoil at what had happened.
"Don't worry. I don't mind," she whispered.
"Maybe you should," I answered her, giving her hand a squeeze back.
We didn't say anything else until the plane had landed on the water and taxied to the waiting dock. Everyone unbelted and started to get off the plane. I was standing up when the woman's husband tuned to face me. "I don't blame you. I saw what she did. But you still shouldn't have. She's my wife after all."
"Then you better start fucking your wife," she said from behind him. "I presume you still know how to do it?"
"I still know how to do it."
"Good. In a few minutes you can show me," she said before turning to walk down the aisle toward the exit door. He looked at me again and then turned to follow his wife out of the plane. I followed and then helped Liz out onto the dock. We walked to a young lady holding a clip board and waited our turn in line, the woman I'd just had sex with standing next to her husband, her hand stroking his butt teasingly while we waited. We finally got our turn and She checked us in and directed us to a cart where a young island boy was loading our luggage onto the cart. Once loaded, he waited for us to get in and then raced off down the dock and what felt like breakneck speed. He zipped onto a little two-track path that took us along the ocean shoreline, for what felt like a mile or more. He finally slowed and tuned off the path and stopped with the cart pointing away from the water.
"This is your cart. You can use it all over the island. Dinner is being served for about another hour at the main dining hall. If you miss that room service is open twenty-four hours. A map and information on your stay is in your bungalow," he said, pointing toward a massive grass hut standing on stilts out in the water with half a dozen others, each separated by about thirty yards or so. He handed us the key to the buggy and then walked away.
"I guess we do it from here," I said, getting our bags out of the back of the cart.
"Funny you should say it like that," Liz said with giggle. "I'm ready to do it any time you want."
"Yeah. I kind of left you wanting, didn't I?"
"A little, but we have three days for you to make sure I'm all used up."
"Is that what you want? To be used up?"
"I want you to enjoy every minute you can with me. If that means wearing me out, I'm happy with that," she said with a wide smile.
"Why don't we go see what the grass hut looks like." We walked down the boardwalk-type access over the water to a junction where the wood planking broke into different paths, one to each bungalow. We walked to ours and opened the door, curious that it didn't have any lock on it. Once we were inside I understood why. One whole side of the bungalow was open to the ocean. There was a curtain we could pull across to close it off, but otherwise anyone who wanted to, could climb the stairs out of the ocean right into our living room, or bedroom, or whatever you wanted to call the single room with a queen-size bed, a sofa and a bathroom. I set our suitcases on the luggage holders along the far wall and stood at the, well where the wall would have been if there had been one, looking out at the ocean.
"I think we need a shower and then go eat," I said, starting to undress out of my still-pussy-soaked shorts.
"We don't have time to fuck?" she asked with a fake pout.
"When we get back."
"Take me out there," she said looking at the ocean. "Take me out there naked and make love to me in the surf."
"If that's what you want."
"It is." She turned to face me. "Right now."
"Now? Not hungry?" I asked as she started taking her clothes off.
"Yes, but not for food," she said as she kicked her shoes off and stood naked before me while I finished undressing. I let her lead me by the hand out onto the little deck and then down the stairs that led into the water. It was only about waist deep as we waded out a few dozen feet from our bungalow. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together. "Ohhhhhh I want you so badly," she whispered moments before she pressed her lips to mine. I kissed her back, feeling her work one hand between us to grasp my hardening dick. It took her a little effort, but she soon had me worked inside her, one leg wrapped around my left leg to spread herself enough.
I started to hump my hips up at her, working my dick in and out of her, each stroke grinding my shaft against her clit as I slipped in and out of her sweet soft pussy. She held me tight, her cheek pressed to mine and her tits smashed to my chest as I worked in and out of her hot, wet depths.
"Oh yes. Oh yes," she moaned over and over as I worked slowly, my hips making waves in the gentle swells that rolled past us. I looked over her shoulder and realized we had an audience, a middle-aged couple in the bungalow next to ours. The woman was completely nude, with her husband behind her. Her arms reached up behind her head to hold her husband's head while he kissed her neck and rubbed his hands up and down her bare body. I could see his hips humping, not unlike mine, stroking himself in and out of his wife while they stood on the steps only knee deep in the water. They made no attempt to hide themselves from us, but stood there, fucking as openly as Liz and I were.
"OH FUCK YES!" the woman cried loudly as he humped harder into her, making her maybe C-cup tits bounce and wiggle wildly on her chest. I felt Liz start to climax around my cock, her soft moans growing louder as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me. I loved the feeling of a woman orgasming around my shaft, the sensation pushing my own orgasm toward climax. In and out I thrust, pumping my shaft into her while I watched the couple only a few dozen yards away doing the same thing. I could hear him grunt as he thrust hard into his wife, and her gasps and cries of "fuck me lover" and "Push it into my hot cunt" pushing me ever closer to my own climax.



"Come for me. Let me feel you fill me up," Liz begged as my cock swelled inside her. My body jerked and I felt a surge of cum lance into her, pumping deep in her pussy. Over and over my body jerked and flowed more into her until all that was left was an occasional jerk and twitch of my cock inside her. She let me slip from her and pulled me down into the water until we were kneeling in the gentle swells, letting the water move us side to side with each long gentle wave.
"Did you watch her come?" Liz asked me quietly.
"I couldn't not see. It was kinda obvious."
"Do you like to look at women climaxing?"
"What guy doesn't?"
"That wasn't the question."
"Yes, I do."
"Do you like to see me climax?"
"I do."
"But not at the hands of another man?"
"Definitely not."
"What about another woman?"
I was silent for a few seconds. "Only seen it once and it was pretty damn sexy. That morning at Donna's? You looked so hot climaxing on that woman's face."
She laughed. "I was so mad that you were there. I didn't want anyone to know and then all of a sudden, there you are. I had to work with you and all I could think of was that every time you'd look at me you'd be seeing me naked, coming on her face."
"Well, the image was definitely going to stay with me."
"The more I thought about it, the more I wanted you to... to think of that. I wanted to walk into a meeting and know that you were getting a hardon thinking of how I looked."
"Why?"
"It's what I was used to. Men looking at me like an object. Something to fuck and be done with. I wanted you to be like them."
"But?"
"But you didn't. You were cool, professional, kind and more than anything, discreet. No one would have ever known you'd seen me naked the day before."
"It wasn't appropriate. You had a reputation I didn't want to ruin it, and we had a working relationship I enjoyed. I liked it the way it was. I enjoyed chatting with you. We actually have a lot of things in common, or at least it seemed that way." She looked at me and then pulled us together. She hugged me tightly, almost as if she was afraid I might suddenly disappear or something silly like that. "Hey, it's okay," I whispered.
"Why do you have to be so damn nice? It'll make it so much more difficult when it ends," she whispered in a quavering voice, almost as if she were trying not to cry.
"Why would it have to end? Isn't that what we're here for? To know?"
"Because you're too good, too nice and way too sexy for it to last," she whispered after a few seconds.
"It doesn't have to end. Don't call us quits before we at least try." She let go of me and waded away quickly, wading to the stairs and then climbing them almost at a run. I waded to the stairs and by the time I got to the top she was lying on the bed, face down, crying. I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed her back. "Hey, talk to me. What's wrong?"
"Nothing," she gasped into her pillow.
I turned her over, against her will, and pulled her to me, holding her much as I did that first night at her house. She tried not to look at me, burying her face into my chest, but I continued to hold her, her tears running down my chest. "It'll be okay," I whispered, stroking her hair. I didn't know what the problem was, but I knew enough from being married to Nancy that I wouldn't find out until the cry was over. All I could do was hold her and let her know I was there for her. The hardest was the cry we both had after she was diagnosed. That was the last time she cried on me. "Come on. What's the problem?" I whispered as she her crying started to fade.
"Nothing," she answered, still trying not to look at me.
"Women don't cry over nothing. Something is wrong. I can't help if I don't know."
"You can't fix this. You would have been better off not seeing me that day, not knowing what I was doing. You'd have been better off just being friends at work."
"Why? Because I saw you naked? I found out you were having sex with other women? Hell, that's far from the worst thing I've dealt with in the last two years."
"I don't want to hurt you. You're way too nice of a guy."
"How are you going to hurt me?"
"Trust me. I will. I can't not do it. Not when you find out."
"Find out what?"
"Nothing," she whispered as the tears started to flow again.
I held her until she stopped crying again and then eased her off my lap. She was either asleep or pretending to be, I wasn't sure which. I found the information and the phone and ordered us some food. If she really was sleeping, she'd be hungry when she woke. I went and sat in one of the chairs on the small deck, not bothering to dress.
I'd been sitting for almost fifteen minutes before I realized the woman next door, if you could call it that, was sitting out as well, sitting in the reclining deck chair, her feet on the padded end and her knees pushed apart. From where I was, I didn't have a closeup look but I could see her naked body, including her pussy, as she stroked one finger up and down her lips, the other hand teasing her nipples. She clearly noticed me watching her and smiled, making me suspect she wanted me to see her. As I watched she worked first one finger, and then a second into her pussy, pushing them slowly in and out while she watched me, or more correctly, watched my dick slowly harden until it was sticking up lewdly where she could see it.
In and out her fingers pushed, her wetness soaking her fingers as they pushed her body toward another climax. She never broke her gaze from me as she started rocking her hips, closing her eyes only moments before she climaxed. I saw her whole body shudder and spasm for long seconds before she opened her eyes again, smiling again at me and letting me watch her stroke her body softly.
I'd have continued watching her if dinner hadn't arrived. I stepped to the door and opened it, finding a topless maybe twenty-year-old local girl standing at the door in only a very tiny string bikini bottom. She held out my food to me while staring at my raging hardon. I thanked her and reached to take the bundle of containers from her. Instead she smiled and pushed past me, carrying the food to the one small table in the bungalow. She set the containers out, taking her time, as if she wanted to see my dick longer. I stood on one side of the table as she moved around it, setting the two plates in the package on the table and then the silverware, moving around the table in such a way to rub her practically bare ass back and forth across my hardon several times. If I hadn't been there with Liz, I might have reached out to grab her tits and fuck her, but that wouldn't be appropriate with Liz here with me.
"Is there anything else I can do for you?" she asked sweetly, turning to face me, very intentionally moving close enough to let my dick rub across her stomach and her now rock hard nipples to rub across my body.
"Not right now," I answered her softly, taking half a step back.
"You sure? Nothing at all?" she asked again, this time stepping intentionally close enough to push her tits against my chest slightly. I felt her hand find my dick and wrap around it. "I can do about anything, if you ask," she whispered.
I reached for her shoulders and gently gripped her upper arms. I pushed her back a few inches. "Um, did I do something here I wasn't supposed to?"
She smiled. "Um. Not exactly."
"So why?"
"The pilots were talking about how you made two women on the plane come so hard they got you all wet."
"Oh lord," I groaned.
"And when you came to the door naked and with a boner, well, I just thought maybe you'd like to play a little."
"Honey, you're younger than my daughter," I whispered. "You're really good looking, but I'm not here to have sex with the island girls."
"If you change your mind, I'll be around," she said, giving my dick a few strokes. She let go of me and walked to the door and out of it, closing it behind her.
"She wanted to have sex with you," Liz whispered from the bed in the gloom of bedroom area of the little bungalow.
"I didn't know you were awake."
"Did it matter? If I was, would you have?"
"Probably not."
"Why not? I thought she was pretty cute. A little on the chunky side, but in a cute way."
"Because I'm here with you."
"Didn't stop you on the plane."
I paused a moment. She was right, it didn't. "It should have then either," I answered her.
"No, what you did on the plane was exactly right. Get as much as you can, when you can, because it won't last forever."
I looked at her curiously as I walked over to sit on the edge of the bed. "I don't get you. You want me to have sex with other women in front of you?"
"I'm not going to tell you not to."
"Why not? I don't get you. Would you have sex if it was you and it was a hunky island guy?"
"Maybe. Would it upset you if I did?"
"Probably." I nodded.
"Would it have upset you if it was her and me?"
"Why?"
"Cuz I think you like to watch that kind of thing."
"I won't say it doesn't turn me on."
"So I should have come and joined you?"
"Just now?"
"Uh huh."
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Liz. I'm here with you. I want to be with you and learn about you, and let you learn about me. Is that something you'd do if it wasn't me? Or are you suggesting it because you think I want you to do that?"
"I'm not sure I can answer that," she said as she climbed from the bed.
"Can't or don't want to?"
"Mmmmmm. Smells good. What did you get us to eat?" she asked as she walked to the table and reached to uncover one of the plates.
"You're avoiding the question," I said to her across the room as she sat down at the table.
"This looks so good. Come eat before it gets cold!"
I walked to the table and sat down across from her. "You're not going to answer, are you?"
"Nope," she answered before scooping a fork full of fish into her mouth.
"Can you at least tell me why?"
She looked up at me seriously. "Because if I do, then this will all end. This wonderful loving sweet gesture will all evaporate and it'll be gone. The one time in my life that I've felt like someone cared about me, and what I want, and what I feel, it'll all evaporate."
"I don't understand."
"I know. But it's all I can say."
"Okay, but expect me to keep asking."
"Michael. Please, don't. I'll tell you when I'm ready," she said quietly, her face looking like she was going to cry again.
"Alright. I'll try to wait," I said. I looked down at my plate, still hungry, but now also concerned. What was she hiding that she was so sure I would never be able to deal with? It couldn't be worse than Donna. But then, I guess Donna did evaporate. Or at least what we had did. I still cared for her, I thought I might even love her, but I couldn't deal with that kind of constant hurt, and I wasn't going to try. What could she tell me that was worse than that? I already knew about her ex. I knew about her daughter. I knew her at work. I just couldn't see what would be so horrible I'd give up on her.
We finished eating, talking very little. By then it was getting dark. We pulled the mosquito netting around the bed closed, lay down with each other and fell asleep, both of us exhausted from the trip.
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The sun was up when I woke, finding the bed empty. I sat up and rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked around, finding Liz sitting on a lounge chair on the little deck overlooking the ocean. She was sitting, just staring out at the ocean. She must have heard me stir and looked over to see me. She smiled and came back to bed, crawling in and pushing me back to lie down again. She snuggled up next to me, her body pressing to mine and her head resting on my shoulder.
"Just let me lie here like this a while," she whispered. "I don't know how many more times I'll be able to do this."
I hugged her tightly to me and twisted my head to kiss her forehead. "Why? You think I'm going to stop wanting to hold you like this?"
"When you find out about me, probably," she whispered.
"Okay, so tell me."
"I'd rather not. Not until I have to."
"And when is that going to be?"
She looked up at me. "When you make me."
"Why? Why is this making you so scared?"
"Because I've had a chance to see what it's like for someone to care for me, to see me as a person and care about what I feel and what I want. I don't really wanna lose that now."
"And you think you will because?"
"Of my past."
"You already told me about your abusive ex and your daughter. Unless you're a serial killer or something I don't see a problem," I finished with a chuckle.
She looked at me seriously and I stopped laughing. "It's not funny," she whispered. "I haven't ever told anybody. Not even my best friends know. I've told so many people my fake story that it's almost like telling the truth, but as bad as it is, reality is a lot worse."
"Okay, so tell me."
"I don't know if I can."
"Look, this trip is about learning about each other, right? Trying to see if we can be what we both think we're seeing in the other. So, let's just share. You tell me how you met your husband and I'll tell you all about mine."
"Okay, you go first."
I opened my mouth to object and then closed it again. "Okay. I met my wife, Nancy, in college. I wasn't exactly a virgin, but I also wasn't the most experienced at sex. We kind of met accidentally at a party. She was dating someone else, as was I. Her date had too much to drink, as did she, and he was starting to get pushy and was trying to undress her out on the back deck of the frat house we were at. She didn't want to have sex with him and, being the kind of guy I was, I butted in to help her. I got slugged for my trouble, but that didn't stop me from taking her home, to her house, not mine. She had a little two-bedroom apartment she shared with another girl. Anyway, I took her home. Her dress was torn and when I walked her into her apartment, still fairly drunk, her roommate tore into me thinking I'd done it. She was screaming at me and threatening to call the police and everything. Nancy finally got her to calm down and explained that I'd rescued her, not attacked her.
"I helped her roommate get her to her room and onto the bed. Then I got ready to leave while her roommate tried to undress her. Apparently Nancy puked all over the two of them before I made it to the front door. I heard the roommate shouting at Nancy and headed back to her bedroom, only to find the roommate, naked, her puke-covered bathrobe held out by one hand. She took one look at me and then at herself and dropped the bathrobe and ran past me with one arm over her boobs and the other over her pussy. I took one look at Nancy and felt sorry for her. I sat down and used the bathrobe to wipe the puke off her face and went to find the roommate, who refused to come out of her room. So, I went back and undressed Nancy and carried her to the bathroom. I showered her, wearing my clothes of course, and carried her back to her room and put her to bed. I was going to leave when she woke up enough to grab hold of me, not wanting me to leave for some reason. I sat down on the floor next to her bed, still soaking wet, and held her hand while she went back to sleep. I guess I fell asleep too, and woke up a couple hours later, sitting on her bedroom floor, naked, with her roommate riding my dick.
"Of course, I let her finish, and enjoyed it. I mean Nancy wasn't anything to me at that time, just someone I was helping. Well, the roommate had undressed me enough to have sex with, and after we both came, she helped me undress the rest of the way and hauled me off to her bedroom for more sex. Somewhere along the way I fell asleep with the roommate. When I woke up in the morning I was lying in the roommates bedroom, both of us naked, with nothing to wear. My clothes were in Nancy's room. So I snuck in to get my clothes and while I was getting them, she woke up to a strange man, naked in her room, holding his clothes. You can guess what happened next. More shouting and screaming and accusations until the roommate came in, still naked, and told Nancy that I'd brought her home all messed up. She didn't quite believe that I'd undressed and showered her at first, but finally believed that I hadn't done anything to her other than clean her up, and that it was her roommate that had initiated the sex. With everyone finally calmed down I got dressed and left. A few days later Nancy looked me up and asked me over for dinner to thank me for taking care of her. It was a nice dinner, until her roommate came home and talked the two of us into having sex with her to thank me for everything, as she put it. Nancy wasn't a virgin, but she hadn't had much sex and I guess she and I hit it off. We became a thing and a year later I asked her to marry me. I hadn't had sex with another woman since that night, until this stupid five dates thing."
"You need to explain that. Donna tried to explain it to me, but it didn't make sense."
"My wife got diagnosed with a fast-moving cancer. She was going to die and she knew damn well that as close as the two of us were, I'd just sit and let life pass me by. She was right. For the first six months, that's what I did. Then, on the six month anniversary of her passing, the lawyer that was helping with her will called me and her sister into his office and played us a video she made before she died. In it she asked me to have five dates with anyone I wanted, but I had to have fun and I had to have sex on each date. She knew I wouldn't refuse her anything. I never had. Nothing she ever asked of me did I say no to, and sometimes she asked some hard stuff to do. So here I am. Having sex with a bunch of different women because my wife asked me to."
"So why not just say no if you didn't want to?"
"She asked me to. I loved her too much not to try."
"So you never had sex with anyone else after you met her? Never?"
"Not until that camping trip where I met Donna."
"So who were you taking?"
"Her sister, if you can believe it. That was her request too. Give her sister a shot."
"I wish someone would love me that much. To want to just have sex with only me and me alone. You never messed up?"
"Oh, I messed up a lot. I just never let it get that far. One time I did play with one woman's pussy until she came. That was as close as it came."
"Who was that?"
"Her friend. I went over to fix a pipe under her sink. It only took a minute, but when I slid out from under the sink, there she was, standing over me without any underwear on. I knew what she wanted. She'd made enough hints over a few months that there wasn't much doubt what she wanted me to do. But I couldn't. she started crying, and I think you already know what happens when a woman cries on me. I finally agreed to let her pull my pants down and suck on me while I played with her pussy."
"Did your wife ever find out?"
"Oh yeah. I told her as soon as I got home. I couldn't ever keep a secret from her. She always knew when I was trying to."
"Was she mad?"
"At me? No. At her friend? A bit. But they made up and she promised not to try and cheat on her husband with me again. Didn't stop her from flashing me everything she could any time we were alone, though. I think she still hoped I'd fall off the wagon."
"But you never did."
"Nope."
"She was so lucky."
"Okay, your turn."
She sighed deeply. "If you don't want anything to do with me after I tell you this, I understand. I can sleep in the chair or something until we go home."
It was my turn to sigh. "Would you please stop telling me what I'm going to think?"
"Okay. Here goes. Part of what I told you was true. I met my husband at school, and I WAS a virgin. He pushed and we had sex and I got pregnant. His parents made us get married, but he never really loved me. The first few years were hard. I knew he was cheating on me, but I didn't want to leave him because of our daughter, and I guess because I did sorta love him. Later I wished like hell I had left."
"Why?"
"We were saving up for a house and then all of the sudden we were out of money and barely making our bills. One day he came home with the landlord and took me in the bedroom and told me I had to suck the landlord's cock because we didn't have enough to pay the rent and he'd agreed to let me do that to make up the difference. It was that or get thrown out on the street. I reluctantly agreed. I sucked his cock until he unloaded in my mouth. I was disgusted, but what could I do? The next month we were short even more. I had to strip and give him a lap dance, naked, and then suck him off. I suppose you can guess what happened the next month."
"He wanted to fuck you?"
"Yeah. And every month after that for almost two years. Then it got worse. My husband started bringing strange men home, people I didn't know, telling me if I didn't have sex with them they were going to hurt him, bad. So I did. One of the guys got mad because I wasn't enthusiastic enough, and told me that if I didn't at least pretend I was enjoying it that he'd break both my husband's legs. What could I do? I pretended I was loving it. At first it was just once in a while and then it got more and more frequent. One day he came home and told me I had to get naked and go somewhere with him. I wore a bathrobe to the car and then put on my blindfold so I wouldn't know where we were going. I wasn't allowed to talk or complain or take off the blindfold.
"We got out of the car and he took off my bathrobe and walked me, out in public, as far as I could tell, to some house or something. I could hear lots of people inside when we walked in. I could hear a football game in the background too. He led me to a room and bent me over a bench. Someone put some kind of strap on my wrists and ankles to keep me bent over the bench with my legs spread. It felt like at least ten guys fucked me. Some in my pussy, some in my ass, which I'd never done before, and some in my mouth. I even had some women sit on the bench and make me lick them. One of them got out a vibrator and used it on me until I came in front of everyone. All I could do was to lie there and take it.
"After that, I didn't much care any more. He brough home all kinds of guys to fuck me. I finally figured out that he was gambling, and he used me to pay off debts and charged money from some guys to make more bets. This went on for years. He'd use me to let guys fulfill fantasies, from group sex, to couples swapping, tying me up, lap dances that went all the way, just about anything. I was always supposed to be the playful slut any time he brought anyone home, teasing them and trying to coax them to have sex. It was degrading, but I also knew I had to pretend it was the best thing in the world."
"God, I'm sorry Liz," I whispered, holding her.
"One day I came home and found him having sex with my daughter and her friends. Three of them. She was just eighteen. I had a fit and was going to call the cops. I don't know what he'd been telling her, but she accused me of being a prostitute and that she was only doing for him what I should have been doing. She said if I ever tried to hurt him that she'd never speak to me again.
"A couple weeks later he took me to a jogging trail. He waited until three men came and then he left, telling me he'd meet me by the car. I was supposed to struggle some, but not too much. They took me into the bushes and gang-raped me. Two of them would hold me down while the other fucked me. They took turns. The third guy started slapping my tits, hard. I cried out and he slugged me, nearly knocking me out. He said if I did that again that my husband would end up six feet under. I lay there and let them fuck me for what felt like an hour. Then they left, leaving me lying there bruised and naked. They even took my clothes with them. I guess they wanted to demean me more by making me walk back to the car naked. I must have looked like hell when I got to the car, but all he did was say 'let's go'. Didn't want to see if I was okay or anything. He never had sex with me anymore, never touched me or anything. I guess I was too dirty for him then. Just at tool to be used.
"The next day at work Allissa saw my bruises and demanded to know if my husband had hit me. I said no, but she didn't believe me. She called the police and I finally had to tell them how I got the bruises. They went and arrested him. When my daughter found out, she left. She hasn't spoken to me since. She thinks this was all my fault. So you see, I can't even tell you how many men I had sex with. I was for all purposes, a prostitute that my husband pimped out for his gambling habit. For the last twelve years I've been someone else's sex toy, faking enjoyment even if I hated what they were doing, pretending that they were the best sex in the world, even if they had a tiny little dick that barely felt like anything.
"Now you can see why you don't want to be with me. I don't know how to be anything but a sex toy. I don't know how to love or be loved. I don't know how to be what you need," she said, her voice quavering slightly moments before she broke down into huge sobs like the night before.
I held her for what felt like an hour, stroking her, letting her halfway lie on top of me as she cried it out. When she finally started to subside, I wasn't sure what to do. I reached for her chin and lifted it, reaching my face to hers. I softly kissed her lips and then whispered the only thing that made sense to me, "Why don't we find out together what it is to be you? What you like and what kind you want your life to be? Then let's worry about how it fits with what I want. Just be you. Do what feels good to you."
"You don't hate me for lying to you?"
"How could I?" I asked softly. "Is that what all that stuff on the plane was about? Trying to do the kind of things your husband would have expected?"
"Pretty much. I wanted you to have so much fun on this trip. I wanted you to not be disappointed."
"I'm not disappointed, and I'm not afraid to be with you. So stop worrying and let's just enjoy the time we have alone. Who knows, maybe you'll find out I'm not what you want."
"I don't think that's possible," she whispered as she rolled over onto me. She slid down the bed until her face was over my crotch and grinned at me before gently lifting my cock and closing her lips around it.
"Ohhhhhh yeah," I whispered softly as she teased my dick in her mouth, getting it to start growing. It didn't take too long before she was sliding her hand and lips up the full eight inches of my cock, slurping loudly and eagerly. I closed my eyes and let my head lie back as the sensations started to work on the rest of my body. I was momentarily disappointed when she stopped sucking my dick, but smiled when I looked down and saw her climbing up my body. She settled her pussy against my dick and started to rub it with her wet lips, grinding herself into me. I watched my head appearing and disappearing between her lips as she worked herself back and forth along my rock hard shaft.
"Is this good?" she asked with a soft whisper.
"It is. Is it what you want to do? Or what you think I want you to do?"
"It's what I want to do," she moaned. "I want to see you come. I want to see you squirt your cum because I made it happen."
"Well, it's gonna pretty damn soon," I groaned softly. "Really damn soon at that."
She grinned at me and continued to stroke her pussy along my shaft, grinding her clit hard into my shaft and pushing her own orgasm closer and closer to climax. It was a race to see who was going to last longer. I could see the concentration in her eyes, trying hard to make me come, while at the same time I could see from the puffiness of her areola that her own climax was only moments away.
"Oh shit," she moaned, trying hard to keep stroking. "Oh damn. I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come!" she cried, her voice rising at least two octaves by the time she got done announcing what was obviously overtaking her. She shuddered and sat rigid for seconds, her body shaking, her eyes closed, her sexy chest heaving as she gasped for breath. I wondered when the last time was that she made herself climax for her own enjoyment.
"Your turn," she panted, starting to stroke along my shaft again as her climax started to fade somewhat. "Come for me sweetie. Come for me." Back and forth she stroked again, renewing my race to climax and teasing her own along with it. I felt the urgency building and was nearly there when we heard a loud rapping on the front door. "Oh shit! Not now!" she moaned in frustration as she stopped stroking. She shook her head in irritation as she lifted off my lap, my dick and her incredibly sexy pussy glistening with her juices. She walked to the door, panting, sweat running down her face and chest. She opened the door, clearly not caring who was on the other side. "What the hell do you want?" She snapped at the young woman on the other side of the door.
"Room service?" the young woman on the other side of the door said meekly. "Breakfast?"
"Ohhhhhh shit. I forgot. I'm sorry," Liz apologized contritely to the young woman, opening the door all the way to let the young girl in. She couldn't be more than twenty at the most, if that, as with the girl the night before, was topless, wearing only a thong bikini bottom, her entire evenly-tanned ass and body naked except for the tiny triangle on her pussy and three thin strings. The orange thong bottom did little to hide her pussy, but drew more attention to it that anything. She walked toward the table, staring at me lying on the bed, my rock-hard cock bouncing with each beat of my still-pounding heart.
"I didn't mean to interrupt," the young woman apologized as she set out breakfast out on the table, never quite taking her eyes off my hardon.
Liz grinned a very naughty little grin at me, and stepped behind the young lady, stepping so close her tits almost touched her back as she finished unloading the bag of Styrofoam containers onto the table. "God that looks good doesn't it?" she said softly as she reached her hands to the girl's hips. She stroked her fingers up and down the young woman's smooth tanned skin, letting her fingers trail all the way op to the sides of her perky C cup breasts. The girl froze in place, standing stiffly while Liz worked her fingers slowly, stroke by stroke, around the front of her breasts until she was teasing her fingers up and down across the young woman's rock hard nipples, her chest heaving with excitement as Liz's fingers bounced across those hard nipples. "Would you like to sit on that?" Liz asked in a whisper, just loud enough for me to hear. "Just climb right on it and ride it until you explode?"
"Oh my. Yes I would, but we're not allowed," she whispered back, staring at my hardon.
"Come over, let's look closer." Liz coaxed the young island girl, gently guiding her with her hands on her hips. She moved around the table and walked tentatively toward the bed, short little hesitant steps until she was looking through the hanging mosquito netting at my rock- hard cock. I saw Liz's hands slide down over the young woman's hips and realized she was pushing the tiny thong bottom down, exposing her the rest of the way to me. She pushed all the way down, squatting down behind her as she worked the tiny thong to her ankles, to my surprise, er lips reaching out and kissing the young woman's butt and hip softly. I saw her fingers trace up her legs, teasing the soft skin between her legs until Liz was stroking her fingers across the girl's tanned pussy lips. Liz reached out and pulled the bottom of the netting up and stood back up, lifting the netting up over both their heads and then dropping it behind them so that they were now on the inside of the netting tent.



"Go ahead. Crawl up there and look. You don't have to do anything, just look if you want to." Liz whispered, her hands on her hips pushing her slightly toward the bed.
"You sure it's okay?" she whispered questioningly, looking over her shoulder at Liz's face.
"It's okay, trust me," Liz answered.
I could see the young woman's hands shake as she leaned onto the bed, clearly nervous, presumably not used to this kind of treatment by or in front of a couple. She moved slowly, almost hesitantly as she climbed onto the bed near my feet. She walked on her hands and knees the short distance up over my body until my dick was directly below her face. I wasn't sure what to expect, but I didn't have to wait long. She reached for my cock, grasped it in her small hand and lifted it up, pointing my precum leaking head at her face. She slowly lowered her face toward it and then engulfed my head with her hot mouth. I could tell it wasn't the first time she'd had a cock in her mouth by how she swirled her tongue around my engorged head.
"Ohhhhhhhh," I groaned softly as she teased me with her tongue, her hand beginning to stroke it slowly. Soon she had her face moving up and down in time with her hand, my head pushing deep into her mouth, almost into her throat with each slow stroke. I saw Liz climb onto the bed behind the young woman, stroking her bare ass and back with her hand. She slowly worked one hand lower, stroking up and down the outside of her thigh and then slipping hand between her legs to her pussy again. The young woman moaned around my dick, vibrating my hardon with the soft, deep tone of pleasure. I could see Liz's hand sliding between the young woman's legs, stroking her pussy and working her fingers between her lips and hear the sound as she grew wetter.
"You can sit on it if you want," Liz whispered, siding her other hand up and cupping one of the young woman's bare tits. "Just sit right down on it. Feel it slide slowly into you, stretching you, making you feel so full and sexy."
"Oh, I want to, but we're not supposed to," she whispered without much conviction, her hand still slowly stroking my dick.
"We won't tell if you want to," Liz whispered. "It'd be our secret."
The young woman looked back at Liz, who was still stroking her pussy and then at me. The young woman moved slowly, her hand holding my dick as she slowly climbed over me, her tits now hanging almost in my face. I reached up and gently pulled her down toward me, opening my mouth and engulfing the areola of one of her sexy tits. "Ohhhhhh my," she moaned as I sucked and licked her hard nipple. I felt her hand leave my dick and then felt another replace it, lifting me, guiding me as Liz coaxed the young woman to lower her hips down. I felt the hot wetness of pussy lips against my head as it was moved back and forth, spreading the young woman's juices around my already saliva coated head. "Ohhhhhhhhh," the girl moaned as she lowered herself further, forcing her tight little pussy over my long, fat cock. "Ohhhhh god," she moaned as she lowered herself lower. "So big."
"That's it. Stroke up and down on it," Liz coaxed, getting her to lift and lower, sliding her pussy up and down my engorged shaft. "There you go. Feel how good that is, teasing you all up and down inside? Sooooo good, isnt it?"
"It is. Soooo good," she moaned as I looked down to see Liz's hand between the girls legs again, this time from the front. She stroked her fingers between the young woman's lips and found her clit, drawing a gasp and another moan from her lips. "Ohhhhh. You're going to make me come," she moaned softly.
"That's it. Come for him. Feel his cock in you while you come and then feel him come inside you. Is that what you want? To feel you both come with each other?"
"Oh yes. Dianna said he looked so good."
"Dianna? That the girl from last night?"
"Uh uh, the woman next door. She wants to fuck him so bad. She want's to just come over and climb on his cock and... ohhhh god. I'm coming! I'm COMING!" she squealed as she started to tremble and shudder. I couldn't help myself. I humped my hips up toward her, only needing a few more strokes to send me over the edge. I felt the familiar feeling and the surge of cum flow up and into her as my body jerked hard. I lay there, watching her climax, her face a mask of pleasure as her pussy squeezed and massaged my surging cock.
I lay panting, watching her slowly recover from her orgasm, her look of absolute pleasure turning to one of concern and worry, maybe even fear. "I...I shouldn't have done this. I'm so sorry! Please! Please don't tell them. I'm not supposed to. I'm not allowed to have sex with the guests! I'll be fired!"
"Don't worry. I won't say a word," Liz whispered.
"But I can't hide this, what happened." The young island woman said with worry written all over her face. "I can't lose this job! There isn't anything else if I can't work here!"
"I don't understand," I asked quietly.
"I do," Liz answered. "She's afraid that your cum will give it away. Not to worry, I can fix that." She flopped on the bed on her back and held a hand out for the young lady. "Come here."
The cute, young island girl pulled off my dick, and moved nervously to Liz, as unsure what she had in mind as I was. Liz coaxed the girl to straddle her and then pulled her up her body to her face. The girl looked down at Liz as Liz pulled her pussy down to her face. Liz licked slowly along the young girls wet pussy lips, drawing my leaking cum from her pussy. I lay there watching Liz, stroking and licking the wet, leaking pussy, in front of her, both licking my cum from her and searching for her clit to tease her orgasm back toward climax. Liz wrapped her arms around the young girl 's thighs and used her fingers to spread her pussy lips while she flicked her tongue back and forth across her now exposed clit.
Liz opened her mouth and covered most of the young woman's pussy as she teased her clit with her tongue. I watched the young thing begin to shudder and then stiffen. With a huge groan and jerk the young woman began to climax again.
"OHHHHHHH FUCK!" the she gasped as her stomach tensed and spasmed much like I do. She looked down at Liz with a look of surprise on her face as Liz continued hold her mouth over the young woman's pussy, making her stiffen and jerk three more times before the woman slumped back out of reach of Liz's mouth in exhaustion.
Liz grinned up at her as she sat astride Liz's chest, panting and sweating. "That should take care of the problem."
"Oh my god. That felt so, oh my god. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to." The woman said, clearly blushing in embarrassment.
"Sorry for what?" Liz asked.
"I felt like I peed." She whispered so softly that I almost didn't hear her.
Liz grinned giggled. "No sweetie. You didn't pee. Haven't you ever squirted before? Mixed with his cum, it tasted yummy!"
I wasn't sure what the young woman thought, but she quickly pulled off Liz and climbed off the bed without a word. Her sexy little tits wiggled and shook as she moved to the end of the bed, finding her thong on the floor and bending over to step into it. She practically ran to the door and then out of it, leaving it standing open as she ran down the boardwalk, her essentially bare ass cheeks wiggling and bouncing with each step.
"That was fun," Liz said with a grin as she rolled over toward me and half onto me. She leaned her face to mine and kissed me softly. It took a few moments, but I started to return the kiss and we spent the next few minutes in a long, wet kiss.
"So, why?" I asked as I held her to me.
"Why what?"
"Why did you choose to do that, any of that?"
"I don't know. It was just, spur of the moment."
"Is it what you wanted?"
"Sort of. I also wanted to do something I thought would please you."
"Please me? Is this something you've done for men before?"
She looked down and stayed silent for a long time. "I've had to lick a guy's cum from his wife's pussy and take her come like that before, yes."
"Did you enjoy doing it?"
"Not then. But this was different. It was yours."
"I see." I wasn 't sure she understood where I was going. I shook my head and suggested we eat before it was all cold. After breakfast we showered together and got dressed in swim suits for our morning appointment to go snorkeling.
"That is one tiny suit," I said as she tied the last of the strings around her body. The bikini was miniscule at best, barely large enough to cover her areola and her pussy lips.
"You don't like it? I have lots more." Concern suddenly crossing her features.
"Do you like it?"
"Does it matter?"
"To me it does."
She thought a minute. "It's a little skimpy. But I thought you'd enjoy it."
"Maybe I don't want to share all your sexy parts with everyone. Got one that covers a little more?"
"I do."
"Do you like showing that much?"
"I wasn't ever given the choice."
"Then go through what you have and pick what you want to wear. Don't think about what I want, or what might turn me on. Think about what makes you comfortable."
She shrugged and took the tiny suit back off. She dug in the suitcase, pulled out a somewhat more conservative bikini and tied it around her body. "Better?"
"If you like it."
"Good. Let's go then."
We drove the little cart to the main building and were instructed where to meet the instructor. There were four couples, along with us, that were gathered to go diving. I was probably the oldest of the group, two of the couples being thirty at most. The instructor was an island native woman thirty-five or so, wearing nothing but the typical blue string bikini bottom that seemed to be the uniform of the resort. Her tits were evenly tanned, and easily a good handful-sized. Her body was slender and athletic, her arms and legs clearly muscular, in a feminine way. Her hair was a short-cropped, almost black, unruly mass that looked like it spent a lot of time in the salt water.
She welcomed us all and discussed what we would be doing, after which she handed out swim fins, masks, snorkels and emergency life vests. We all waded out waist deep, as instructed, after putting on the huge swim fins. She taught us how to use the mask and snorkel, and had us all kneel down and put our faces into the water and practice breathing with it. She waded among us as we got comfortable, watching us and correcting anything that she noticed was wrong.
She next instructed us in how to clear the snorkel when we came up, and had us duck all the way under and then rise up and blow the snorkel clear again. I couldn't help but notice how her little swim suit pulled against and almost between her pussy lips as she was standing in front of me, watching me dive down and then come up again, her pussy only a foot or so from my face. I wasn't intentionally getting hard, but apparently Liz noticed that I was while she was diving under and couldn't seem to help but reach over and grab my dick through my suit teasingly.
With all of us ready, the instructor too put on her fins and had all of us swim out a ways and do a few test dives while she swam around us watching us all dive down and touch bottom with our hands and then rise up again. We each did this at least a dozen times to get comfortable before we went out deeper. With everyone having successfully completed our dozen dives, we were all instructed to return to shore. We gathered up and were directed to a small boat the instructor called a dive boat. It was little more than a large pontoon boat with a large swim platform on the stern and two tip up ladders and seats most of the way around the perimeter.
Everyone found a seat and the boat pilot started us out toward the gap in the reef that protected our bay, while the instructor started telling us about where we were going and what we would see. I was trying hard to pay attention, but Liz had other ideas, pulling my hand to her lap and untying my swim suit so she could slip her hand in and play with my dick. Rather than make us noticed any more than we already were, I let her have her way, my fingers gently stroking the crotch of her bikini while she played with my rock-hard dick. One of the younger couples sitting across from us apparently noticed, and before long the husband was slipping his hand between his wife's thighs. She was slender and not at all bad looking, thirty at most, blond hair tied back in a long pony tail, pleasant face. She had on a very skimpy string bikini covering her modestly small boobs, maybe a full B cup at most. Her skin was only lightly tanned, and from the obvious tan lines that showed, the current bikini was much smaller than the one she had been wearing the last few days. At first I noticed his hands slipping between her thighs, causing her to clamp her legs together. After several attempts he finally got her to spread her knees slightly, allowing his fingers to tease up and down her crotch, much as I was doing to Liz.
We hadn't made it to the main ocean yet before he'd worked the tiny string bikini panty to the side, exposing her full, round lips and her sexily protruding inner labia. I glanced at his eyes and could tell he was staring at my hand between Liz's thighs, while he slowly stroked his fingers up and down his wife's now-exposed lips. I wondered if he was hoping I would do the same to Liz, but I didn't have to. Liz reached down with her free hand and pulled the crotch of her suit aside, allowing my fingers to now stroke her bare wet lips. I could tell from the looks of the guys across the boat from us, that she was showing almost all of them her wares, but from the stroke of her hand, she didn't seem to mind at all. I looked at the wife of the young guy across from us, the one with his fingers between his wife's legs. I could see her face flushed as she biting her lower lip. I could see him work his fingers deeper between her clearly wet lips, teasing her pussy and making her blush even more, either from embarrassment or excitement, I wasn't sure which. What I was sure of was that between watching the guy across the way stroke his wife, and Liz's handy work in my suit, that I had a massive hardon by the time we reached the bouy that we were apparently going to tie up to.
The topless instructor got our attention again, walking up and down between the two rows of us, admonishing us to be cautious of the dangerous wildlife she had described, and remind us of the emergency procedures if any of us got into trouble. With that done she invited us to the stern of the boat to enter the water and enjoy our adventure. Two of the couples got up and started to the stern, leaving Liz and I, with her hand still not pulling from my suit, and the couple across the way, still sitting on the bench seats. The guy across from us still had his finger stuck deep into his wife's pussy, almost as if he were trying to make her climax before they hit the water.
I gently removed Liz's hand from my suit and tied the string again as I stood up. Liz left her suit pulled to the side, exposing her pussy as she got up and then bent over, pushing her ass out at the guy across from us, exposing her whole pussy to him as she picked up her fins and mask from the floor. I was sure we were going to have to have a discussion about this later. I wanted her to be comfortable doing what she wanted to do, but I wasn't sure how much was what she wanted and how much was what she thought was expected of her. Only time would tell.
We walked to the stern and waited our turn to sit on the swim platform and don our masks and flippers. Hand in hand, Liz and I slipped off the platform into the water, bobbing up quickly and clearing our snorkels before starting to fin off across the reef in the general direction of the other two couples. The wildlife below us was beyond anything I could imagine. Vibrantly-colored fish darted to and fro under us, dipping and diving between huge heads of coral and sponges, huge leafy plants and sponges waving in the very slight current and gentle waves. It was as alien an environment as I'd ever seen in person. So much to see all at once it was almost overwhelming.
Liz tugged my hand and pointed down, suggesting we dive down for closer looks. I nodded to her and used the same techniques we practiced in the bay, we held our breath and dove down to see the coral and plants up close. I didn't have the staying power that Liz apparently had, running out of air after only fifteen seconds or so and kicking back to the surface only thirty or forty feet above. I cleared my snorkel, watching Liz gently move around over the reef before arching her back and gracefully slipping through the water back to the surface. She floated, face down, looking down at the reef, a hand held out toward me in invitation. I finned my way to her and took her hand, the two of us diving down again together.
We spent almost half an hour diving down and then surfacing, Liz able to spend much more time below than I could. I didn't mind. I was older and just didn't have the lung power she apparently did. But that didn't stop me from enjoying the beauty of the reef and its' creatures, not to mention the beauty and grace of Liz herself. She was an extremely good-looking woman, on land or under the water.
She came up near me and rolled onto her back for a few moments, pulling me toward her until I slid through the water and I was essentially laying on top of her as we floated. After a few moments she rolled from under me and cleared her snorkel for another breath of air and then moved back under the water. She reached for my suit string and pulled the ends of the bow I had tied in it. I was still reaching down to retie it as she dropped lower in the water, pulling on my feet to make me float upright, and then pulling my suit down my legs.
She popped up next to me and wrapped herself around me, stopping me from pulling my suit back up as she wrapped her legs around mine. I knew what she wanted, or more specifically what she was intending. I'd thought about it myself. She pulled the strings on her bikini bottom and pulled it off, handing it to me. Within moments she was working my rock-hard dick into her pussy. It's actually difficult to groan through a snorkel, but I did it. I felt her pussy force itself down on me and then her legs begin to push and pull to work herself on and off my dick in short little strokes. I held her hips and helped her, the two of us working together to force my cock deeper into her as her fluids lubricated us both. I pushed my hands between her life vest and her chest and forced the bikini top up over her boobs, not that I could see them with the darn life jacket in the way. We were happily playing and screwing when I felt a light smack on my ass, startling me.
I looked down and saw our instructor floating below us, shaking her finger and head at us, apparently admonishing us to not do what we were doing. Reluctantly we stopped and separated, my suit sliding all the way to my ankles and Liz essentially naked. It took me several seconds to manage to get my suit back up, but I gave up trying to tie the knot in the string with Liz playfully pulling it every time. She also refused to take back her bikini bottom when I tried to hand it to her, leaving her bare bottomed for all three of the other guys to ogle.
We took several more dives down, each one with me holding my suit bottom up so it didn't slide down my legs, before our time on the reef was up. I also noticed the guy that had been across from us, hanging much closer to us now that Liz was naked. Not much I could do, considering Liz got naked on her own and didn't seem the least bit inclined to solve it. Liz coaxed me to hang back while the other divers made their way back onto the boat, as if she intended to be the last one out of the water.



I swam up to the ladder, holding my suit in place. Gripping the ladder like the other swimmers had done, I let go of my suit and took my fins off one at a time, tossing them onto the swim platform. I was just starting up the ladder, trying to hold my suit and climb at the same time when I felt it being pulled down. Liz pulled my suit down my legs as I tried to climb the boarding ladder, and off each leg as I stepped onto the swim platform. "Damn it Liz!" I swore as I stood on the platform naked in front of everyone. I leaned down and grabbed back my suit as she tossed it onto the platform, getting ready to take off her own swim fins.
I tried my best to not look at everyone else while I put on my suit again, sure my face was red with embarrassment. Liz climbed up the ladder and stepped onto it, still naked below the waist, and seeming to be enjoying it. I held out the bikini bottom that I'd stuffed in my pocket when she wouldn't take it back. She grinned at me mischievously and took the bikini from me as she stepped past me onto the boat and headed for an open seat.
I shook my head as I followed, watching her sit down and take off the life jacket like most everyone else had done, her bikini top still pushed up over her tits. There was little doubt that every guy's eyes were on her as she fixed her top, but still sat on the bench with her bikini bottom in her lap instead of on.
I could tell the instructor didn't approve, based on the rather nasty glare she gave me as I sat down next to Liz. The instructor and the boat driver collected the life jackets, fins masks and snorkels and stored them in a set of containers at the back of the boat before he fired up the engine. I watched the instructor lean over the front of the boat, her practically bare ass pushing out at us, as she reached down for the line attaching us to the buoy.
I wouldn't have done it. Hell, everyone in the world would have known that something like that was totally inappropriate. Except maybe the guy sitting right next where she was bent over. I saw his hand reach out and stroke, not just across her bare butt cheeks, but slide his hand from high on her butt, all the way down to her thigh, his finger pushing strings of the tiny thong bikini bottom down as he did. His hand slid back up, this time sliding between her legs and across her now completely naked and exposed pussy.
She jerked herself up, resting on her knees, and twisted to see who had done what, and with surprising quickness, reached out and slapped the guy across the face. In a very low, almost growling voice, she said. "That's the second time you've grabbed my ass. I don't recommend you do it again if you want to keep your nuts where they are!" She stood up, effectively giving us all a look at her pussy from the front side, as she pulled her bikini bottom back into place.
"What's the big deal? I was just admiring your butt," the guy answered, as if somehow that would make it okay.
"Really? How about if someone did that to your wife?" she snapped at him, standing with her hands on her hips.
"What? Who's gonna mess with my wife's ass?" he asked with shrug. "It's not that good-looking of an ass."
I had to admit, I saw it coming before it happened, I think everyone on the boat did. The woman sitting next to him stood up and smacked is face every bit as hard, or maybe even harder than the instructor had. She glared at him for two or three seconds and then what I didn't see happen, happened. "What's the matter? Not big enough for you?" she snapped loudly at him as she pushed her bikini bottom down. "Maybe someone else will appreciate it if you don't," she continued as she stepped out of the tiny bikini bottom. She pulled her hands to her top and jerked it off over her head, nearly ripping the thin material. "Maybe they'll appreciate my tits too, since you obviously don't!" She threw both pieces of the swim suit into his lap and then stomped, and I do mean stomped, even in bare feet, across the boat to where Liz and I were sitting, her maybe C-cup tits bouncing slightly with each step. She stopped where I was sitting next to Liz and looked down at both of us. Her body was shaved clean, and from the look of it, recently. She had tan lines, but they were muted, as if she had recently tried to tan naked to get rid of the lines that were there from her normal, much more conservative, bikini.
"Got room for me?" she asked, before turning around and literally forcing herself onto the bench seat between Liz and myself, forcing me to scoot over. "At least you appreciate your wife's body!" she said as her bare hip pressed against my swimsuit covered hip and her arm against my bare arm. I could see her chest rising and falling as she breathed deeply, anger still evident in her glare at him and the red tinge of her face and neck.
The now-rejected husband crossed his arms and leaned back in the seat, glaring back at his wife. I presume it was because she embarrassed him, not that she stripped in front of everyone. The instructor bent over again, undoing the clip on the rope and letting the boat float free. The driver put the already idling outboard in gear and started the fifteen minute trek back to the lagoon. She walked by, headed to her seat next to the boat driver, looking down at the woman as she walked by, with an expression of what? Pity?
"Sorry. That was the last straw," she said quietly, looking out at the ocean and intentionally avoiding looking at her husband anymore, or the men that were staring at her nakedness.
"What was the first?" Liz asked quietly.
"He tried to pull her bottoms down under the water when we were diving," she said quietly. "Not like he was attracted to me enough to try and pull mine down. Hell. Not like you two. Clearly you both like to play with each other. He hasn't done that kind of thing with me in a long time. This was supposed to be a second honeymoon, but it seems like all he wants to do is play with the island girls instead of me."
"Sorry," I said quietly.
"I've got a good looking butt, don't I? I mean you'd wanna play with it, wouldn't you?"
"I think it looks good," I agreed.
"I wish my husband liked my body enough to wanna have sex out in the ocean like that. He didn't get the idea even when I tried to pull his suit down."
"Sorry." I wasn't sure what exactly to say.
"Not your fault. It's mine. I thought this trip would help, but it's just made things worse."
"How so?" Liz asked.
"Well, for one thing, I'm now sitting here naked with everyone staring at what he considers his property. Five will get you ten he won't give my suit back either."
"Well, if he doesn't, I'm sure Michael will loan you his suit so you have something to wear," Liz offered.
She looked at me. "You'd do that?"
I looked back at her and then at Liz. "Apparently I would," I answered with a frown, "except for the fact that it leaves me naked. How about you give her your suit bottom honey? You're not wearing it anyway, right?"
"Well, I suppose that's a possibility. It'd be a lot more fun if you did though," Liz said with a grin. "Not like you don't want to show off that hard-on for all the ladies anyway."
"See, that's what I mean? You two play with each other. It's a sweet little game to you. You two must have a wonderful marriage!"
"Oh, we're not married," Liz said. "Not yet at least. This is Michael's way of helping us find out if we're right together."
"Well, it seems to me like you are," she said with a small sigh. "I wish David had done something like that before we got married. No, I think I was more a financial trophy than anything else."
"That's sad," I said as the boat turned and started to motor through the gap in the reef, the one place where the swells, only a foot or so high on the main ocean, didn't turn into three-foot-high foamy waves. The boat rocked side to side in the turbulent water, much as it had on the way out, but a little more violently. The young woman rocked side to side with us as the boat bucked, and in her attempt to steady herself, reached out and grabbed my left thigh. Two waves later her hand slipped off my wet swim suit and across my lap, coming to rest on my hardon, pressing it hard against my right thigh. It remained there for the rest of the rocking transit into the tranquil reef protected bay, squeezing slightly with each rock of the boat. I was sure it was an unintentional move on her part, but apparently her husband had a lower opinion of his wife.
He shouted, "Kimberly!" to get her attention, and then held up her bikini. With an exaggerated toss, he threw the wad of material over the side of the boat, and then sat back with a satisfied grin on his face.
"Did he just do what I think he did?" Liz asked, staring across at him as he sat with his arms crossed and a "now what are you going to do?" look on his face.
"Yep, he did," Kimberly, said quietly. "I might just have to take you up on the offer of something to wear, at least until I can get a towel or something. I can probably handle topless, but walking in front of a lot of people bottomless, that's a little harder for me."
"You've been bottomless?" I asked curiously.
"We went to a nude beach once. I did it, but it wasn't comfortable. It was even more embarrassing when he made me have sex with him in front of everyone."
"Well, at least we can give you moral support," Liz said quickly. "Michael, take off your suit."
"Huh?"
"Take off your suit! We'll both go naked with her. Then she shouldn't feel so obvious."
"You're serious?" I asked Liz as she pulled her top off and set it in her lap.
"Of course I am."
I rolled my eyes and wormed my swim suit down off my butt and down my legs. I felt more than a little obvious, sitting there with my hard-on sticking up in front of everyone. The woman across from us fidgeted in her seat, staring at my dick, and after some long seconds leaned over to her husband and whispered something. He looked at her like with a very surprised look on his face and shook his head. She whispered something again and this time he shrugged and moved his hands to the waistband of his board-shorts-type swim suit. He was still untying the string to his suit as she pulled the top of her suit off over her head, exposing a pair of small breasts, each one only a small handful. Her areola were small and round, not much bigger than a quarter, with small, protruding nipples poking out. Her small boobs wiggled slightly side to side as she worked her bikini bottom down over her but while she sat on the seat, finally leaning over to push it down her legs and off over her feet. In a few moments she was sitting as naked as Liz and Kimberly, her husband working his suit down over his legs as well.
She looked over at him and down at his lap and then leaned over and whispered something in his ear that clearly embarrassed him, his face turning bright pink as she reached over to grab his dick in his lap.
The boat made the rest of the trip to the dock in about five minutes, the woman holding her husband's dick in her hand, gently playing with it, almost absentmindedly, while staring at mine. I'd have thought that my erection would have faded somewhat by now, but it seemed every bit as hard now as when Liz was fucking me underwater.
The dive instructor got up and hustled around the boat, getting it tied off to the dock while the driver held it in place with the engine. Once it was tied up, he shut it down and the instructor thanked us all for being part of her class and hoped we'd all join her again for another dive soon. With that, we were all released. I was in no hurry to stand up and show off my hard-on any more than it already was, so I stayed sitting while the rest of the couples got up to make their way to the side gate that would let them onto the dock. I finally stood up with Liz and Kimberly, making our way to the side gate right behind the couple that was sitting across from us, and was now naked themselves.
I was about to step off the boat when I felt a hand on my arm. I stopped and looked back to see the instructor behind me. "I just want to apologize for misjudging you earlier. I think that what you did was very nice, to stick up for Kimberly that way. Her husband was a royal jerk the whole time, clearly more interested in me than his own wife. Anyway, I just wanted you to know, if you want another dive, I'd be happy to give you and your wife a private dive, just as a way to pay you back.
"Um. Sure. Thanks" I stammered a little.
"Just ask for Alissa at the main desk. They can get hold of me and we can arrange it. I know a really nice, quiet spot I can take you. We don't usually dive there because it has so much fragile sponge, but I'd be happy to take the two of you in private if you wanted. Maybe even tomorrow morning? It's my day off so I don't have any classes."
"I think that'd be fantastic," Liz said, having turned back once she realized I hadn't followed her onto the dock.
"Good! Let's say nine-ish? We can meet at the restaurant and head out from there?"
"I think that'd be fantastic," Liz answered. "We look forward to it."
"So do I," she answered cheerfully. "I think you need to go though. Kimberly looks like a little lost puppy now that her asshole husband left on their cart without her."
"Oh damn," I whispered. "What makes a guy be such a jerk?" I asked no one in particular.
"A lack of respect for women. He thinks they're all put on earth for his enjoyment. I see a lot of guys like that."
"Well, thankfully Michael isn't like that," Liz said with a smile. "As men go, I'd say he's a special one."
"Well, of course his wife would say that," Allissa said with a soft, feminine chuckle.
"Oh, we're not married. But I'm kinda wishing it was possible."
"Oh?" she said her face quickly clouding over with a scowl.
"Yeah. His wife passed away some months ago and made him promise to date different women. I'm one of the lucky ones that he's picked."
"Ohhhh. I see. I'm sorry. I kinda jumped to conclusions there."
"No problem," I said quietly. "I think we better go, though. We want to change and then have some lunch," I added, trying to end the growing discomfort I was feeling with them talking about me as if I weren't there.
"See you in the morning then," Liz said as she hooked an arm in mine and turned me to walk off the boat. "Come on. We better catch up to Kimberly, or she'll be walking all the way back to her bungalow."
"Yeah," I answered, not all that sure what she had in mind.
"What's that look for?"
"You're not going to invite her to have sex with us, are you?" I whispered as we got into our cart and started it up.
"I could, but I don't have to. I was going to offer her one of my swim suits to wear."
"Oh. Okay." I agreed with a nod. "Sorry. I guess I jumped to conclusions I shouldn't have. Of course I don't mind if you loan her something to wear."
We did find Kimberly and we gave her a ride, with her sitting on my lap while Liz drove. I could feel my still-hard dick trapped between the bottom of her legs and mine, until we hit a few bumps, where she bounced on my lap enough for it to poke up between her thighs. She blushed brightly, but didn't say anything as she wiggled a little to make sure I settled in the gap of her thighs, my hard-on pressing against her wet pussy lips. Each bump we took, which Liz seemed to be aiming for, rather than avoiding, bounced her on my lap, stroking my hard-on and engorged head along her lips.
By the time we arrived at the parking space in front of the walkway for our bungalow, the redness of her face was no longer from embarrassment. She waited as long as she could before sliding off my lap, dragging her pussy across my hard dick one more time. "Have a nice ride?" Liz asked her as she took her hand and started to walk her toward our bungalow out over the water.
"It was, um, yeah," she stammered breathlessly. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have been, well, I shouldn't have."
"It's okay," Liz interrupted her. She leaned over toward Kimberly and whispered, just loud enough for me to hear as I followed them down the boardwalk. "I kinda hit those holes on purpose."
"I thought you might have," Kimberly answered.
"I know you probably don't want to get caught cheating on your husband, but if you want, Michael is really good at making a woman climax."
"Oh, I couldn't," she protested, looking back at me, and then down at my swinging dick. "I really shouldn't."
"As long as you leave him enough to finish me, I don't mind if you borrow him for a few minutes." Liz giggled. "Then you can pick a new bikini. I have several that will make your husband's hair curl up, especially if you wear them for some other guys."
"Well, maybe," she whispered, looking more at me then where we were walking. We got into the bungalow and Liz dug out a surprising assortment of bikinis and went through them with Kimberly while I sat in one of the reclining chairs on the little deck, watching them. Liz walked over and climbed onto the chair and then settled her pussy on me while Kimberly began trying on bikinis. Each time she got one on, she came over to get my opinion, while Liz rode my dick slowly, keeping me extremely turned on, but not enough to get me close to getting off.
One at a time she modeled the bikinis, from revealing to downright slutty, and with each one I got a little closer to filling Liz with my cum. Up and down she rode, facing away from me, watching Kimberly dress and undress, her fingers rubbing her pussy while she rode me. Kimberly walked over in a very tiny little bikini that was barely big enough to cover her pussy. Liz reached out and pulled Kimberly toward her, wrapping her arms around Kimberly and pushing the minuscule triangles of material up over her breasts. I was surprised when Liz leaned forward and sucked one of Kimberly's nipples into her mouth, both of them groaning almost in unison.
"Oh god," Kimberly moaned. "You're making me so turned on."
"That's the idea," Liz answered. "Get you so turned on that you'll be begging Michael to fuck you."
"Oh shit, I'm already there." She gasped as Liz leaned to her other tit and sucked that nipple into her mouth.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come," Liz mumbled. "Suck on my tits. Tease my nipples and suck 'em, please!" Liz practically begged Kimberly. I watched Kimberly lean over and close her lips around one of Liz's big nipples, Liz reaching out and cupped both her little tits and played with them while she bounced up and down on my dick. I could feel her wetness growing as she inched herself toward orgasm. She'd done a masterful job of keeping me hard as hell, but not so close to climax that I was going to come with her.
I felt her pussy clench and squeeze around me as she stopped stroking up and down on me, her whole body trembling and shuddering. "Ohhhhhh shit yes," Liz moaned as she climaxed on me. "Soooo good. I love feeling my nipples being sucked while my pussy is full of cock."
"You like that?" Kimberly asked, pulling her face from Liz's chest.
"Uh huh. You should try it." Liz panted as her orgasm slowly faded. "What would your husband say if you came home with a pussy full of cum?"
"He'd be furious," she said. "But it'd serve him right if I did."
"I bet Michael could fill you up."
"He'd do that? I mean, you wouldn't mind if he did that?"
"I bet we can make him fill you up," Liz said breathlessly as she pulled herself off my hard-on. "Go ahead climb on."
Kimberly looked hesitant and then, setting her mouth in a look of determination, crawled onto the chair facing me. Liz pulled the tiny bikini bottom crotch to the side with one hand and grasped my hard-on with the other. She rubbed my head between Kimberly's lips and Kimberly slowly settled down on my dick. "Ohhhhhh my. Ohhhhh my goodness," she moaned as she pushed further down on me. "He feels even bigger than he looks."



"He does, doesn't he? God I love coming on his cock."
"You sure this is okay? I mean, he is your boyfriend."
"It'll be fine. I promise." Liz grinned as she crawled on her knees on the chair behind Kimberly. She reached around her and cupped both Kimberly's small breasts, squeezing and teasing her nipples. "Now, make him come with you. Make sure you get a nice, good orgasm and then draw him along with you. I love to see his face when he orgasms. It looks so intense."
Kimberly began to ride up and down my shaft as I lay reclined on the chair. I could feel how wet and excited she was, her pussy giving an audible squish with each stroke down my shaft. In and out my cock slid, her comfortably snug depths caressing around and over my already-excited head, pushing me quickly toward the climax Liz had intentionally held away. Kimberly moaned loudly, her eyes closed, as she thrust herself down on me, slapping her bare ass against my thighs with each stroke. Up and down she moved, her body trembling slightly after only a very short few minutes. Her face was flushed and her breathing ragged as she continued to bounce on me, her thrusts slapping her ass hard against my thighs.
"Oh fuck. I'm coming," she moaned as she drove harder onto me. "Ohhhh damn. Ohhhhhh yes! YES! YES!" she cried loudly, almost screaming out as she pounded herself down harder on me. I could feel my own orgasm about to explode inside her, the feeling of urgency causing me to push up into her with each thrust down, at least as far as my body would allow. Up and down she drove, her pussy clenching and her legs and arms trembling as she did.
"Oh god. Gonna come." I groaned deeply as my body reached that point of no return. I felt my whole body spasm and a gush of cum lance up my shaft and deep into Kimberly. Over and over my body jerked, pumping all the cum that Liz had teased into being, both in the ocean and a few minutes before on the chair. I lay there, panting as my body occasionally jerked, adding what little remained to the load inside Kimberly as she sat on me, still trembling slightly.
"Ohmygod." Kimberly panted. "Ohhhhh lord that was... it was... oh hell."
"Yeah. I know," Liz whispered, slowly stroking Kimberly's breasts as she rode the slope down from her climax. "I love it when he tries to hold back like that and then lets go all at once. So damn powerful."
"I swear. I could feel each shot enter me," she whispered. "I've never felt that with, well, I've never felt that before."
"Just think how mad your husband is going to be when he realizes how big a load you just took. You ought to pull the crotch aside and let him see it leak out of you."
"Oh, he'll know just by how wet the crotch is. I've never been so angry with him as I was today. It's been a long time since he treated me like, like a woman. Like this. Like how I felt mattered. Like how I wanted to climax mattered. It isn't all about him, about how he likes it or how good he comes. Sometimes it should be about me too!"
"You're right. It should be. But you know what that means, right?"
"Yeah. Nothing I don't already know."
"Ball's in your court."
"He'll try to stop me. I mean, it's my money he wants to keep."
"So, then the ball really is in your court. You can have sex with whoever you want, whenever and if he doesn't like it, he can get lost. You don't have to put up with his bullshit, not if the money is on your side. He's abusing you for his own pleasure. Throwing your suit over the side was just a sign of it," Liz said. "Well, anyone any time except for Michael. I'd kinda still like to make us happen."
"So why not? He obviously likes you."
"It's not him, it's me. My past. It's, well, not good."
"Does he care?" Kimberly asked, climbing from my lap and sitting on the chair between my legs so she could turn and look at Liz.
"He says no."
"Seems to me he means it."
"But the things I've done."
"Sex things?"
"Yeah," Liz said, looking down.
"Sex for money?"
"Yeah."
"Not that much different than what a lot of women do. Have sex with men so they have money. Only difference is you got it all at once instead of on a day-by-day basis."
"Kind of a jaded view of a marriage," I said, causing her to turn and look at me.
"Don't get me wrong. Some women have sex for love. Some women are lucky that way. A lot of women have sex to keep a meal ticket. I see that kind all the time in my circles. Trophy wives they call them. They're really just prostitutes getting what they can before their husbands toss them aside for a younger woman."
"Yeah, I don't think I'm going to be anyone's trophy wife," Liz said. "I'll be lucky if I'm ever anyone's wife again."
Kimberly looked at me and then at Liz. "I don't think you're right. I think you have a really good chance at being someone's wife again, as you put it. Maybe you just need to stop trying to do things like this and do what makes you feel good."
"Things like this?"
"Oh honey, I'm a woman. You can't fool me. This, this with me and Michael? It was what you thought was hot and sexy. It wasn't what you wanted. What you wanted was to lie with him and have long, slow, sensual sex. Listen to your heart. Feel what he feels for you and trust yourself."
"I don't know that I can do that."
"Well, if you can't and don't try, then maybe you won't ever be that wife. You have a sweet, supportive man. Hell, how many guys would strip because their girlfriend said to?"
"I dunno. Some?"
"In public? Damn few. You got it lucky. Don't lose him," she said as she got up. "I'm gonna go pack my bags and find someplace else to sleep tonight. I think you're right. I think it's time for me to realize that staying with an asshole isn't what I need." She turned and looked at me. "If this doesn't work out. If for some reason Liz isn't what you want, look me up. I'd love to spend some time with a kind, sensitive, man for a change." She got up and walked to the door, pausing and looking back at us. "Don't underestimate yourself Liz. You're not a bad person. Your past doesn't define you. Your future does."
"Is she right? Is my past really in the past?" Liz asked as she crawled onto the chair and lay down, half on top of me.
"That's what I keep telling you," I said, wrapping my arms around her. "And she was right. We didn't need to have sex. I would have been plenty happy just holding you and making love to just you."
"So, it wasn't fun? You didn't like it?"
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I did enjoy it. It was fun. Would I do it again? Maybe. If the circumstances were right again. Do I have to do it? Not really. I could be happy with just you. But if you need to do these kinds of things: you need to share this way? Well, we'll just have to see how it works out. I've never had anyone want to share me before Donna and you. I'm truly not sure how I feel about it yet."
"When you do, let me know?"
"You know I will. Right now we need some clothes and lunch and then I have us booked for a sensual couples massage after lunch."
"A couples massage?"
"The info said it was the ultimate in sensual full body massage for individuals or couples."
"Hmmmm. Sounds interesting. And you booked this for us?"
"You and me."
She leaned toward me and kissed me. "If you keep this up I won't ever be able to let this end. I'll love you too much to let you go."
"Who says I want you to let me go?"
"You will. One day, when what I've done sinks in."
"Don't count those horses before they get here, okay? Let's just spend time together doing what makes you feel good and special and we'll see where it all lands."
"I see why you wife loved you so much. God you're special."
I chuckled. "No, I'm hungry!" I joked before slapping her bare ass. "Now what are we going to wear?"
"I'd go just like this if you wanted me to."
"What do you want to wear?"
"I dunno. Let me look and see what I have."
It took almost ten minutes for her to decide what to wear, eventually deciding on a white tank top with no bra and a pair of micro shorts. I thought she looked like a million bucks, even though her boobs did show quite a bit through the shirt. But if she liked the look and didn't mind guys staring, should it bother me? It might take a little getting used to, but I figure I could, as long as it was only looking.
We drove down to the main building to eat, Liz driving, and intentionally hitting all those bumps to make her tits bounce and jiggle in her top. She was having a delightful time teasing me, and I had to admit, I didn't mind being teased by her one bit. I could never resist a pair of sexy boobs.
Lunch was buffet style with an interesting assortment of island staples as well as traditional American cuisine. I opted for a roast pork sandwich with a salad. By the time we were done eating it was almost time for the massage, so we walked hand in hand to the spa and our appointment. I could easily get used to being with her this way. It was comfortable. I hoped it was as comfortable for her as it was for me.
"I have an appointment. Parker," I said to the petite island girl sitting topless behind the desk of the spa. I was quickly figuring that topless for the native women, along with the navy blue or orange bikini bottom, was the uniform for the resort. Come to think of it, I hadn't seen a single woman that worked for the resort wearing anything at all above the waist. I also realized that in most cases, their names were embroidered on the swim suit bottoms.
"Yes. Mister and missus Parker. Nuru massage at one o-clock."
Liz squeezed my arm gently. "A Nuru massage? You planned this?" She whispered.
"Yeah, why?"
She grinned at me. "You don't know what a nuru massage is, do you?"
"It's a massage, right?"
"It is that," she confirmed as the young woman got up and asked us to follow her.
"Should I know something I don't?" I asked as we were led into a little changing room.
"You can both undress here. Your massage artists will be waiting in the massage room to get started. Enjoy!" she said before closing the door.
"What should I know?" I asked Liz again.
She took her shirt off and then pushed her shorts down and off. She bent over to take off her shoes, intentionally not answering me. "You'll see," she said as she pushed off the tiny, see-through panties she had on under the shorts. "Come on lover. Strip for me."
I took off my own shirt and shorts. She knelt in front of me and pulled the tiny bikini briefs she had me wearing down and off over my feet. She closed her lips around my dick and sucked on me just long enough to get my dick nice and hard. "Mmmmmmm. God, I love the taste of your dick."
"Why now?"
"I wanted to taste it before it got all oily."
"Why would it get oily. It's a massage, right?"
She giggled and stood up. "Oh yeah. It definitely is that!" She took me by the hand and led me through the other door of the changing room. The whole room had a tile floor and several feet up the walls. There was a large, queen-sized air mattress in the middle of the room and along the far wall pair of shower heads. Two young, topless native girls, sitting in a pair of chairs, were apparently waiting for us. What I didn't see were the typical massage tables. I felt slightly awkward standing naked in front of them, my hard-on poking out at them as they got up and walked toward us.
"Good afternoon. This is Naomi, and I am Calea," the taller of the two said as she stepped toward us. Naomi was tanned much darker than Calea, and was almost a head shorter. Her breasts were somewhat smaller, but neither of them had exactly small chests. Both were somewhat rounder than what I would call a typical American girl, but I wouldn't dare call either fat either. They were pleasantly round in all the right places. Large round hips and butts, firm but thick bodies and large breasts. Not fat, just larger than typically American body sizes.
Calea took my hand and walked backwards toward the shower, drawing me with her, while Naomi took Liz's hand and walked her to the other shower head. "First thing we're going to do is make sure we get rid of all the nasty salt and sand that builds up on our skin," Calea said softly as she drew me to the shower. She turned the water on and adjusted it to a comfortably warm setting and then coaxed me under it. She used a liquid soap to spread around on me, rubbing gently all over my body. "Have you ever had a nuru massage before?" she asked quietly.
"No, actually," I answered.
"Ahhhh. Yes, okay," she said softly. She squirted a bunch of the soap across her chest and then reached for my hands. "You wash me, I wash you. We both want to be squeaky clean before we massage. I massage you with my whole body, not just my hands."
"Your whole body?"
"Uh huh. Her boobs, her butt, her pussy, everything and everywhere," Liz said with a soft laugh. "You're gonna enjoy this!"
I felt a little awkward rubbing my hands all over her breasts right in front of Liz, but when I looked over at her, she was busy eagerly rubbing Naomi's breasts and body. I went back to rubbing on Calea, who was rubbing all over me, pressing her body against mine while she rubbed up and down my back and even my butt. I jumped a little as she rubbed between my cheeks, mostly from the surprise. Calea stepped back and took off her bikini bottom, hung them on a little hook and then stepped back to me, drawing my hands down to her crotch.
"You can clean here, too," she whispered as she reached for my dick and started to soap and stroke my already rock-hard shaft. "It's nice," she whispered as I worked one hand between her legs, stroking her soft lips while my other hand rubbed her butt cheeks. "Get all of my butt too," she coaxed softly. "Yes, that's it," she whispered softly as I shifted my hands to rub her butt cheeks and even between them. "Do not be afraid to touch. We will touch all over when we massage."
"Alright," I answered, feeling her push my dick down. I felt it slip between her legs as she stepped toward me, her hands moving to my butt again. She rubbed up and down my back, and I followed her lead, rubbing everywhere I could touch. She turned us in the water to rinse us, finally stepping back and letting the water run down between us and wash away the suds on our fronts. She reached out and turned off the water.
"You ready Naomi?" I heard her ask her partner.
"Any time."
Calea took me by the hand and stepped me away from the shower and then dried me from head to foot, kneeling down to dry my legs, my hard-on bouncing inches from her face. Twice she bumped into it with her cheek, making me think she might suck on it, but she clearly had no intention of doing that. It was then my turn to dry her off, rubbing my way down her body as she turned around slowly for me, leaving me kneeling in front of her, her pussy only a foot or so below my face. I was tempted to do more than slip the towel between her legs to dry her soft, protruding inner labia, but I refrained. I wasn't sure that having sex with them was even allowed.
With all four of us dry, they took us to the air mattress and had us lie on our stomachs. I felt warm, slick oil being drizzled on my back and my butt moments before I felt a pair of large, soft tits press to my back. Calea began to rub her body up and down mine, pushing her tits all over me, even down my legs. Her hard nipples pressed firmly into my butt cheeks and my back as she lay on me and rubbed herself around. I looked over at Liz, who seemed to be enjoying the attentions of Naomi, sliding her body around on her as well.
The girls rolled us over onto our backs and then straddled us as the two began to drizzle oil all over us both. They were soon lying on us again, rubbing their bodies all over us, my dick disappearing between her big sexy tits as she rubbed it with her mounds. Up and down she slid, rubbing her body around on me, first facing me, and then with her feet near my head so her pussy pushed tantalizingly in my face. I was extremely turned on by the whole experience, and wanted to just reach out and grab her ass and pull her pussy to me. I resisted that for a long time before finally wrapping my arms around her waist and holding her in position when her pussy came close to me the next time.
She cried out in surprise, and then wiggled her hips, moving her body against mine, and her pussy back and forth inches from my face. I couldn't resist reaching out and licking her slit for a moment, the taste of the oil an overpoweringly strong taste of coconut. I felt her hand grasp my hard-on and then something hot and warm envelope it.
"CALEA!" Naomi chastised her friend. "We're not allowed!"
"So? Who's gonna notice?" the young woman responded as she pulled her mouth off my dick. "He's got his tongue in my twat! And ohhhhh it feels so good!"
"Still! You're not supposed to!"
Calea pulled herself out of my grip and her pussy from my face. "Spoil sport!" Calea hissed at her friend, clearly interested in more than just rubbing her body around on me. She turned herself around on me again and began rubbing her body up and down mine again, her pussy rubbing over and around my hard cock. To say she had me turned on was an understatement of epic proportions. I had no doubt at all what Calea was trying to do, and I wasn't about to object as my oil-slicked cock slid easily into her hot, wet depths. She moaned softly and rubbed her tits up and down my chest, sliding her body along mine, her big, soft tits pressed to my chest while her pussy slid on and off my hard cock.
No, I wasn't about to complain as I watched Naomi stroke her sexy body all over Liz, who was clearly enjoying it. And I wasn't about to complain at the sensations of Calea stroking her hot we pussy on and off my shaft as she rubbed her rock hard nipples and big soft tits on my oily chest. I wasn't about to draw Naomi's attention to what was happening, though I suspected that the soft moans that Calea was starting to make were going to make it obvious before long. Up and down my body she moved, stroking my cock and grinding her tits along my chest. "Oh fuck," she moaned softly as she moved. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes."
"CALEA!" Naomi shouted at her friend again.
"Fuck off!" Calea moaned. "I'm gonna come. Ohhhhhh fuck I'm gonna come!" she squeaked loudly moments before she stopped moving and lay on me trembling and shuddering. "Ohhhhhhh god yes god yes god yes."
"Calea! You'll get in trouble."
"Who's gonna know?" She gasped at Naomi. "I mean, come on! We're both covered in oil."
"But we're supposed to be getting them turned on to have sex with each other, not us!"
"Like his hard dick isn't going to still be hard in five minutes?" she retorted as she started to slide herself on my body again, pushing herself down my cock again.
"It won't be if you keep doing that," I groaned softly.
"God, you feel so fucking big," she groaned as she continued to slide her tits up and down my chest, my cock pushing in and out of her still-spasming pussy. "I could do this all day. It feels so fucking good," she gasped, clearly ignoring her friend's and my warnings.
"Calea! You have to stop," I groaned, trying hard to hold my hips still and not force my cock up into her as my hands held her hips.
"In a minute," she panted. "Oh damn. Not yet. I'm still not done."
I closed my eyes and tried not to, but it was beyond my control. I pushed her hips down with my hands as she slid her sexy little body down mine, her rock-hard nipples sliding down my chest and her pussy sliding down my shaft again. I forced her down further, my hips lifting toward her to drive my cock into her as my orgasm took over. I Held her down on me, as my cock surged shot after shot of cum into her.
"OHHHH FUCK!" she cried at the first surge of cum. I could feel her try to push up my body, but with all the oil she could get no purchase at all, and my hands on her hips held us coupled together while my body jerked and spasmed under her. I felt her body shudder against mine as her climax was renewed, her arms trying to wrap around my body and pull us together tighter. "Ohhhhh fuck," she whispered. "I can't believe I did that."



"Shit Calea!" Naomi said from where she was lying on Liz. "Did you let him?"
"NO! I didn't fucking let him. It just happened!" Calea snapped back as I released my grip on her hips.
"Not a problem. You aren't the first sexy pussy he's filled recently," Liz said.
"No. it is a problem!" she snapped back at Liz. "My boyfriend and I are trying to get pregnant!"
"Then you shouldn't have fucking let him stick it into you!" Naomi said angrily. "You'll get us both in trouble!"
"I didn't let him. It just kind of happened." Calea groaned, laying her face on my chest in defeat.
"I wouldn't say that was exactly accurate," Liz said. "It might have happened on it's own, but you chose to keep riding him until you came and even then you didn't stop when he told you he was about to come. The way I see it, this is on you."
"Damn," Calea said quietly as she pushed herself up. She climbed off of me and walked to the shower, the thick oil sliding down her body and dripping from her tits. She turned on the water and squatted down, using the shower head to wash her pussy, as if that were going to actually help. Liz slipped off the mattress and knelt down next to her. She whispered something quietly to her and then reached for her pussy. From where I lay I could see Liz begin to play with her pussy, pushing two fingers into her and stroking her clit with her thumb. Calea squatted, half-leaning against Liz as she worked her pussy, trying to bring her to another climax. Liz must have felt the climax coming and shifted her hand, stroking her clit almost feverishly.
Calea moaned loudly as her legs began to tremble and then cried out in pleasure. I watched her squirt her juices out onto the shower floor, as she came. Liz held her, continuing to stroke her clit as she climaxed, her pussy pushing some of my cum out to drool onto the shower floor as well.
"I think that's the best we can do," Liz said, standing up and helping the shaky Calea to her feet. "Come on Michael. You might as well help her wash off."
"Yeah," I said, pushing off the slick air mattress. I walked over and Calea leaned against me as Liz began to rinse us, the want. She squirted some soap over us and the two of us washed each other as well as Calea. It took about five minutes to get all the oil off the three of us, Naomi still sitting on the air mattress with an angry look on her face. Liz and I dressed while Calea looked at us hopefully.
"We're not going to say anything. If you do, that's your business. As far as I'm concerned, we got what Michael paid for. I enjoyed it. I'm not complaining."
"Thank you," Calea whispered before we left.
"Is she going to be alright?" I asked Liz quietly.
"Dunno. Her boyfriend might be surprised tonight when she tries to fuck him half a dozen times. The only real hope she has if she's that close is to get plenty of his cum in her and hope they swim faster than yours."
"Good lord."
"Hey, look on the bright side, you had a good time."
"Yeah," I answered as we climbed into our buggy. I drove us back to our little place and lay down on one of the reclining chairs on the deck while she put her bikini on and waded down into the ocean. After swimming for a few minutes she came back up and crawled onto the lounge chair with me, cuddling up against me, her bikini soaking my shirt and shorts where they touched.
"It didn't bother you to see me coming inside her like that?" I asked quietly.
"Not really. I mean, you're a guy. Guys fuck women and they like to come in 'em. It didn't bother me."
"Not even if was me?"
"Do you want it to bother me?"
"Actually, yeah, I kinda would. At least it would say that you care."
"Do you want me to fake it?"
"No, I don't."
"Then don't ask me to. I care about you. I think I love you, but right now, it doesn't bother me. In fact, I kinda like seeing you do it. That way when you do it with me I know you're doing it with me because you want to, not because you feel like you have to."
"That doesn't make sense to me."
"Don't worry about it. Just accept it."
"Okay."
"Man, listen to those two going at it." I listened and could easily hear the couple in the bungalow next door, about a hundred feet away, going at it, as she put it. "I'm so damn horny after that massage. Do you suppose you're recovered enough to give me a little loving now?"
"Honey, I'll always try to give it to you when you need it or want it."
She grinned and wasted no time getting both of us naked. She obviously didn't care who, if anyone, could see us as she lay on the end of the lounge chair and began to lick and suck my dick, coaxing me back to life after our little encounter with the massage girl. I had to admit, she was damn good at it! Within only a couple short minutes she had me hard as a rock and was climbing onto my lap. She settled on my dick and began to bounce up and down on me, her tits flopping and bouncing wildly as she pounded herself up and down my saft.
"Oh fuck yes," she groaned loudly.
"Just let it go sweetie. Don't worry about me. Let this one be what you want."
"Oh damn. It feels so good. I could do this all day. I love you so much. I don't want to lose you," she moaned.
"I thought we talked about that. Don't worry about that. Just be you. Just do what you want."
"Uh huh," she moaned as she pounded down on me, making the metal of the lounge chair squeak as she bounced herself up and down on my lap. I saw movement out in the water and realized that the neighbors that had been fucking earlier were now out swimming, both of them giggling and watching her jam herself down my shaft over and over.
"We have an audience," I whispered.
"I don't give a fuck. It feels too good. I don't wanna stop."
"Then don't. Let it go. Let me feel you come around my hard dick. Let me see you come all over me."
"Oh shit," she moaned as I reached to her pussy and let the back of my finger press between her lips so that each stroke down ground against my finger. "OHHHH YEAH! OHHHHHH That's it sweetie. Just what I needed. Right there. God, don't move your finger. Ohhhhh shit. Here it comes lover!" she cried out as her whole body started to tremble and shake. "AHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her body spasmed and she squirted a gush of her juices out at me so hard that it sprayed all the way to my face. She spasmed three more times as her body trembled and shook, each time more of her juices squirting all over my chest and face. She opened her eyes and looked down at me, realizing what she had done. "Ohhhhhhh! Sweetie! I'm so sorry!" she managed to get out between gasps for air. She leaned down toward me and tried to wipe her juices off my face and chest, doing more to smear them around as much as remove them. She leaned down and kissed my lips softly. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to do that, it just felt so good and I was so turned on."
"That's okay honey. I don't mind. It just says it felt good, that's all." I chuckled.
"You sure you don't mind? I mean I came all over your face."
"You'd come on my face if I was eating you out, so what's the difference?"
"I don't know. I mean, guys don't like to eat out a woman and guys don't like getting squirted on. I don't understand why you do."
I kissed her softly. "Because I like to make it good for you too, not just me. That just tells me I did a good job."
"You're so funny, but I love it," she whispered. "Come on, let's get you cleaned off," she added as she climbed off my still-hard cock. She held a hand out and when I stood up she led me toward the stairs leading to the ocean.
"Out there? You know the neighbors were watching. They're probably still there."
"I don't care. I'm not bashful. I suppose if you are, we don't have to. But I'd like to."
"In other words, you want me to get over being bashful about my body?"
"Lover, you have a fantastic dick, and the sooner you get over trying to hide it and embrace how sexy and hot it is, well, if we're going to be together, you'll have to."
"Alright. But only for one reason."
"What's that?"
"Because this is the first time you actually thought about us being together longer term instead of telling me I don't want to be with you."
"Oh. I guess I did, didn't Ii?"
"You did. So your reward is that I will happily do as you ask."
"I kinda like that. Rewarding me? I don't ever get rewarded. I am the reward."
I let her lead me down the stairs into the ocean and wash my face and body with the salt water. We hadn't been out there naked too long before the neighbors came over from where they were watching us from the stairs to their deck.
"Hey. How you guys doing today?" the maybe forty year old guy asked.
"Not bad," Liz answered.
"I'm Eddie, and this is my wife, Rebecka," he said, coaxing his maybe ten year younger wife around from behind him. She was wearing a miniscule bikini that clearly displayed way more than she was comfortable with.
"I'm Liz and this is my boyfriend Michael," Liz said turning to face them, completely at ease with the fact she was naked, though I was a bit more hesitant to be as exposed as I was.
"Good to meet you," he said, looking lustfully at Liz's big tits. His wife's were much smaller, maybe a B cup, though it was hard to tell on her petite frame. "Hope we didn't interrupt. Looked like you two were having a good time."
"About as good as it sounded like you two were," Liz said.
"See, I told you they could hear us!" his wife said with a frown.
He looked at his wife with an equal frown before turning back to look at us with a smile again. "Thought maybe we could hang out a little while before dinner?" he said, stepping closer to us and holding a hand out toward Liz. She took his hand and let him lead her toward our bungalow, leaving his wife and I wading along in the waist deep water behind them. We climbed the stairs and onto the deck, the guy's swim trunks bulging out with his obvious hard-on. When I got to the top of the stairs, I reached for Liz's hand and drew her back to me, away from Eddie. I got the idea he was interested in a lot more than just talking. I drew Liz to one of the lounge chairs and into it with me, keeping her away from him as best I could.
We spent the next ten or fifteen minutes chatting, talking about where we were from, what we did for a living, that kind of thing. We also learned that he had seen us come in from the dive trip this morning, and while he didn't know what had happened, he definitely enjoyed the view and was envious of me with the two naked beauties.
"I'm getting pretty thirsty," Eddie said after a while.
"There's bottled water in the mini-fridge," I suggested.
"I was thinking maybe a cold beer."
"That would be nice," Liz agreed. "We could go down to the main building and have one."
"Or we could get one and bring it back. I'd be happy to run for em." Eddie offered.
"That'd be nice," Liz said. "But how will you hold 'em and drive?"
"Could be a problem," he agreed. "Maybe I'll have to take someone with me to hold em?"
"I'll come," Liz volunteered.
"You better put something on then, sweetie," I suggested, not entirely happy that she was going. "Maybe we better both go?"
"Nonsense, lover. We'll be back in a few minutes. You just hang out and relax with Rebecka."
"Sure. You two can get to know each other," Eddie said with a wink.
Liz got up and headed for the suitcases. She pulled out a thigh-length t-shirt and put it on, and only that. The shirt was long enough to cover her butt cheeks and pussy, but only just. She and Eddie headed out while Rebecka and I sat looking at each other.
"So, what now?"
"I don't know. I mean, hell, I don't know what I mean."
She got up from her chair and moved over to mine, lying down next to me. "He'll expect that we got to know each other, so I might as well be over here when he gets back."
"Get to know each other, as in?"
"Yeah. After seeing you with your girlfriend and that other woman he hasn't been able to stop talking about how much fun it could be if we played with each other's partners a while."
"Ahhh. I get it."
"I don't know what Liz thinks about it, but I'd expect him to try and have sex with her, even if it is just something quick. I doubt he'll pass up the chance."
"Knowing Liz, she might very well go along with it."
"What about you?"
"You might not believe it, but I've had sex with so many different women in the last few weeks that one more doesn't make much difference to me either way."
She looked at me, a little startled. "Seriously?"
"My wife died a few months ago. She made me promise to go on five dates that included sex. One of the women I met was into, well, lots of partners, of both sexes. I had sex with more than my fair share of good-looking women, from young to old. The idea was for me to learn to date and feel again. It was a good idea, but the feeling part has been hard. Right now I'm trying to figure out what I feel for Liz and what she feels for me. That's what this trip is. To help us both figure stuff out."
"That's sweet. That your wife pushed you to do that. Also that you brought her to help figure it out."
"How about you?"
"Us? Well, he's got money and I like money. I put up with an awful lot sometimes. Like this bikini. It's his idea. Given the choice, he'd rather I was running around naked."
"You're not comfortable that way?"
"Not in front of strange men."
"Sorry."
"Don't be," she said as she reached behind her neck. She pulled the strings of her miniscule bikini top and pulled it off. "He'll expect me to be naked with you when he gets back. You don't mind, do you?"
"No," I answered before she reached down to untie the bottoms. She dropped them on the deck next to the chair so she was naked with me. She lay back down and reached for my soft dick, gently stroking it with a finger.
"I have a confession to make," she whispered.
"Yeah?"
"It's easier for me to be naked with a guy if he's touching me and getting me turned on."
"Are you asking me to touch you?"
"Yeah, I guess I am," she whispered. I reached my right hand over across my body and let my fingers stroke her left nipple, her right pressed against my left side. I let my finger run over and around the small dimple, making it grow and harden under my touch. Her fingers stroked me at the same time, coaxing my cock to grow, lengthening and hardening as her fingers stroked over and around my mushroom head. "It's a nice looking cock. I think it's bigger than Eddie's."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," she said softly, leaning harder against me. "How long do you think they'll be gone?"
"Dunno. Fifteen minutes or so?"
"You know, this is his idea: wanting to have sex with someone else," she whispered.
"Uh huh," I answered, pretty sure what she was going to say as her hand wrapped around my shaft and slowly stroked it.
"If he's going to try and have sex with your girlfriend, do you suppose it'd be wrong for me to see what it felt like inside me?"
"We don't have to do this. I mean, there's nothing that says we have to."
"No, there isn't," she whispered, her hand stroking me slowly, sliding all the way up my shaft and over my head. "I've kinda been his fuck toy. Might be nice to try something I want to try for a change."
"I see. Getting turned on, are we?"
"Actually, yeah. Kinda. You've had sex with a lot of women. Do they all feel different?"
"Mostly."
"How?"
"It's not how they feel, it's how they move, how they sound, how they look, what they find pleasurable. Not all women like the same things or come the same way."
"Do you suppose it's the same way for women having sex with guys?"
"I suppose."
She slid her leg over both of mine and pushed herself up the chair a little ways, pulling my cock over between her legs as he rolled herself a bit more over my body. I could feel her rubbing my head around her lips, pressing it firmly between her full, round lips. I kind of expected her to slide over me further and push onto me, but instead she lay there, gently teasing her clit with my head, seeming to be in no hurry to go further.
"We don't have to," I whispered.
"No, we don't," she answered equally quietly, continuing to tease her clit with the tip of my head. With her pushed up as far as she was, her breasts were practically in my face, so I turned my head and gently sucked her left nipple into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue. "Ohhhhhh my yessssss," she breathed quietly. "That feels so nice. Do you like doing that? Sucking on her nipples?"
"I do," I answered, understanding exactly what she was asking.
"It feels nice. I wish Eddie would do that," she moaned softly. I felt her hand grip me tighter as I teased and licked her nipple.
"I could reach the other one if you moved a little."
She moved my cock down her slit until I could feel the tip of my head press to the entrance of her vagina. She let go of me and rolled onto me a little more, using both hands on the chair to stabilize herself. I could feel my head press to her entrance a little harder, but she made no move to push down over me. I sucked her right nipple into my mouth and was greeted with a soft moan. As I sucked and teased her nipple, I let my hands slide down to her bare ass, squeezing and cupping both of her firm little ass cheeks. She began to rock her hips, grinding her pussy against my stomach as she spread her legs wider and arched her back to press her pelvis against me. Her rocking put more pressure on my head until it slipped just inside her. "OH SHIT!" she gasped as my fat head pushed only an inch or two inside her. "My god, it's so big."
I didn't answer, but paid attention to her nipples while she rocked her hips, slowly working me deeper into her petite and incredibly tight pussy. "Ohhhhh my yes," she moaned as she finally drove me in far enough to push my head against the end of her vaginal tunnel. Her rocking hips pushed her pussy on and off of me only an inch or so, but I didn't mind. She slowly worked herself more upright, eventually pulling her small breasts from my face. I slid my hands around her and up her chest, teasing both nipples with my fingers. She shifted her legs to pull her knees up and began to slide slowly up and down my shaft. "Oh god," she moaned loudly. "This is, this is sooooo much better."
I could only guess what it was much better than, but as long as she was enjoying it, I wasn't going to stop her. Up and down she moved, stroking herself on and off my fat shaft. She worked faster, her little boobs bouncing lightly on her chest as I held her nipples, letting her bouncing pull and stretch them. "Oh god. I'm gonna come," she moaned moments before she thrust herself down hard on me and sat on my lap trembling. Her whole body seemed to shudder and shake for long seconds before she lay down on me again, my cock still buried inside her. "That was very nice," she whispered, laying her head on my shoulder. She started to lift and lower her butt again, this time arching her back with each stroke to force me into her as far as she could. Up and down she moved, her hard nipples digging into my chest as she gasped for breath, the sensations of my cock inside her recently-orgasmed pussy, apparently having more than a little impact.
"Oh my," she whispered breathlessly. "Still feels so good. So big inside me. I'm not used to this. Usually he comes and then it's over with. I like this."
"Glad you do."
"Are you going to come?"
"Do you want me to?"
"I didn't, but now I do," she breathed. "Let me feel it."
I held her hips and started to lift and lower mine in time with hers, bending my legs to get a grip on the pad and thrust up forcefully into her. The two of us worked together, driving our bodies together quickly. I could hear her grunt and moan as my orgasm built toward a climax inside her. Her tight pussy continued to spasm and squeeze around me as her orgasm was apparently being drawn along with mine.



"Gonna come," I grunted.
"Good. Do it." She gasped as my body jerked under her. I drove hard up into her and felt a gush of my cum flow up into her pussy. Her whole body tensed and shuddered as the feeling of my cum flowing into her. Time and again my body jerked under her, though the amount of cum I had left to put into her was probably very little. I finally let my legs stick out again, leaving her lying on me with my shrinking cock still inside her.
I heard feet running down the boardwalk outside the bungalow only a minute or so later, the very distinctive girlish giggle of Liz stopping at the door. I heard her cry out, clearly playfully, and then silence. The two of us listened to the gentle moans and grunts coming from just outside the door.
"I guess he got what he wanted," she whispered. "I hope he's happy watching your cum leak out of me."
"Did you just have sex with me to spite him?"
She squeezed me a little. "It started that way. But it felt so good, that I ended up wanting it from you."
"I understand."
A few moments later, Liz walked in the door carrying four beer bottles. She walked over and looked at us with raised eyebrows before holding two bottles out for us. Rebeka pushed up and climbed off me, my cock pulling from her and our combined cum leaking down her legs as she climbed off the chair. I couldn't help but notice cum leaking down Liz's leg as well. Eddie closed the door as he stepped in, tossing his swim suit aside, leaving him as naked as his wife and I were. I could see his cock still dripping cum, almost as if he were proud of the fact that he'd just fucked my girlfriend. He looked over at Rebeka, now sitting in the other chair, her legs pulled back and apart so that her leaking pussy was completely on display.
"This what you wanted to see honey?" she asked him as she twisted the top of the bottle and then took a long swig of the beer.
"Looks like you two did get to know each other."
"We did. Did you know that his wife loved him so much she made him promise to fuck other women after she died?"
He looked over at me. "No, I didn't."
"Uh huh. She made him promise to go on dates that included sex. That's what they're doing here. Having a date to see if they're compatible."
"I see. And I need to know this why?" he asked warily.
"Because he has a fantastic cock and it felt sooooo damn good inside me. So good that I might even wanna try it again later. He made me climax twice, just with his cock."
"Uh huh. I see," he said with a suddenly concerned look on his face.
"No, I don't think you do. You wanted to partner swap because you wanted to fuck his wife, well, girlfriend. You got your fun. You fucked her right out there. We heard it. That's fine. But to get that, you wanted me to buy him off with my body. Well guess what, I did. And I loved it. His cock makes yours feel kinda ordinary. I might just have to find some partners at home to fuck too. Just so I can feel like he made me feel." I saw him look at me and then back at his wife. "That isn't what you expected, was it? You thought I might have sex, but you didn't expect me to enjoy it, did you. Well, I did. I enjoyed it because he made love to my whole body, not just sticking his cock in and getting his wickies off. So you opened this can of worms, now you get to deal with it. If you want to keep fucking me, keep me being your wife, you better damn well learn how to make love to me like that. Make me feel all woman all over. Make me want to have sex with you, not just let you when you feel like it. If not, well, there are a lot of men out there that can probably do it if you don't want to." She looked across at me, tipped the beer bottle to her lips and smiled behind it, giving me a little wink. I suddenly knew exactly what she was doing and why. I couldn't help feeling like he deserved it.
Liz looked back and forth between them. I could see her mind was hard at work, but I didn't know what she was thinking. I didn't know her nearly as well as I knew my late wife, and we were both good at figuring out what the other was thinking. I held a hand out for Liz and drew her down onto the chair with me, lying herself half on top of me, her left thigh resting on my cum-covered, but now soft, dick. I leaned my face to hers and kissed her. "So? You had fun?"
"Yeah. He, um. I held the beer and he had me ride on his lap on the way back and then, we, um, we finished out there," she said hesitantly.
"Must have been a fun ride."
"It sorta was. But now, I'm kinda wishing it was you," she whispered.
I smiled to myself. It was a very small win in my book, but a win nonetheless. "Good," I whispered. "I wish it had been too. I'd have much rather been doing that than what I did."
"You didn't enjoy it?"
"Did it feel good? Sure. But to be honest, I didn't much care when we started one way or the other. I don't need to have sex with someone besides you when I'm trying to be with you!"
"What if I want you to? What if I like seeing you have sex with other women? What if I want to be part of that, having sex with you and with other women?"
"Is that what you want? Is that what Liz wants in her heart? Or is that what you've been trained to think is normal."
"I don't know," she whispered.
"look over there," I said, telling her to look at Eddie and Rebecka, Eddie now lying half on top of his wife, kissing her neck and teasing her with his lips, clearly paying the kind of attention to her that she'd gotten from me, the kind of attention that she'd demand from him moving forward. "That, that's normal. Her letting him know what she wants, and him giving it to her. That's what I want and need from you. What is it in your heart that feels good. What do you as a person, as a woman, want from your partner?"
"I don't know," she whispered. "I really don't."
"Well, did it feel right to do what you did out there? Fucking him in earshot of me?"
"Actually, I when he was fucking me, I was imagining it was you."
"Then that should say something," I said, before leaning over to kiss her. Much to my surprise, the four of us spent the next hour plus laying on the chairs with our partners, making out. My dick was pretty worn out, but that didn't mean I didn't have other ways to tease and pleasure Liz. I suggested that I give her a little tongue action, but to my total shock, she said no. She didn't want me licking her after she had sex with someone else. More specifically, she didn't want me having to lick her full of someone else's cum. It felt very good to hear her say that, and in return I used my fingers, and eventually my recovered dick to give her the best climax I could.
Eddie and Rebecka also stayed with us and played on their chair. Eddie eventually convincing her with a lot of foreplay and teasing, that it was time to make love, which he did, long and slow and clearly intending to please her instead of himself. She thanked him enthusiastically for that, both verbally and by letting him come all over her face, something I presumed she didn't often do.
We decided it was time for dinner, and they headed to their bungalow to shower and dress while Liz and I did the same in ours. She put on an incredibly sexy dress that was backless and very short. She asked me if she should wear underwear with the dress. As short as it was, I thought she might end up flashing a lot of guys her stuff, but I left it up to her. She chose to not wear them, her tits, also free to move in the dress, wiggled and jiggled with each step she took on the high heel sandals she put on. We met Eddie and Rebecka a few minutes later outside by the carts, both Eddie and I complimenting the women on how incredible they looked. The four of us headed off in their four seat cart for dinner.
We had a very pleasant dinner, actually talking like two normal couples. We discussed things we did and liked and work and just normal couple things, which felt almost surreal after this afternoon. It was enjoyable. After dinner there was supposed to be as show down by the beach, and we headed down there, finding rows of logs to sit on for seats. We sat and watched the sun dip to the horizon, eventually touching it and then slowly disappear down into it. It was a very romantic and idyllic setting, which seemed to have an effect on Liz. She was soon sitting on my lap, my arms around her, kissing each other softly, lovingly. Part of me could could imagine us doing this as a married couple. What was more, this was exactly the kind of thing Nancy and I would have done if we'd have come here. Sitting, making out, not sexually, but emotionally. In some ways, at that moment I felt closer to Liz than anyone I'd been with since that day, even Trish.
Once the sun had disappeared, the beach was lit with a variety of torches and lights. About half a dozen native girls came on stage, not unsurprisingly topless. They did a number of dances in what I was pretty sure was nothing at all but grass skirts. After a number of those, some well oiled, much to Liz's pleasure, male dancers came on stage and did a variety of dances with lit torches that I wouldn't do if my life depended on it. The show didn't last overly long, about thirty minutes, after which the girls moved through the guests watching, trying to convince some of the ladies to join them on stage to learn one of the dances. It didn't take much convincing for Liz to join them. It took a lot more to get Rebecka to get up there, but Liz helped convince her. All in all about eight women got on stage with the six topless girls.
It was almost comical to watch the women trying to learn the dance, but progress was soon made as they learned the steps. A good portion of the dance style was clearly designed to wiggle hips wildly and also chests. The young topless native girls' tits bounced and wiggled wildly on their chests, while the dressed women tried to follow along. I couldn't help smiling and getting a hardon as I watched Liz wiggle, her unbridled tits bouncing wildly inside her dress top. A couple guys in the audience called for the women, as a group, to take off their tops as well. It didn't surprise me one bit that Liz did, undoing the strap that held the dress top in place behind her neck. The top of the dress hung down from the skirt portion, which rode low on her hips. Three other women also bared their breasts while Rebecka did take off her top, but not the little lace bra she had on.
They started the dance again, the women wiggling and bouncing to the music as they had been instructed. I watched and waited, seeing exactly what was coming. I wondered just how far she'd let the dress slide down before she pulled it up. Twice Liz tugged the waist of the dress up again, before letting it slide all the way down her legs, leaving her completely naked on the stage. She continued to dance and wiggle, turning to bounce her butt at us, her pussy completely visible as she bent to practically twerk at us.
Finally the dance was done and Liz came back to sit with me, still naked. She sat on my lap and wrapped her arms around me, holding my face to her chest as she sat and panted for breath after the extremely active dance. "Did you enjoy the view?" she breathed.
"I did. Did you like showing off like that?"
"Well, I didn't mind showing my tits, I wasn't so sure about letting my dress fall off in front of everyone, but once it did, well, it was kinda fun."
"How much fun?" I asked quietly, trying to coax her to let me know how she really felt.
"Enough fun that I'm so turned on I'd fuck you right here if you'd let me," she whispered.
"Really? In front of everyone?"
She leaned down and tilted my head up to kiss me. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me in a long seductive kiss, sucking my lower lip and definitely turning me on even more than watching her bouncing her boobs. "I'm so fucking horny that if you don't take me home right now, I'm going to strip you naked right here and fuck your brains out!" she practically growled out when she broke the kiss.
"Hey Eddie? I think it's time to head back."
"Yeah. I agree," he answered, his wife sitting on his lap as well. We got up and walked to the little cart, Liz never putting her dress back on, almost as if she were enjoying the attention she was getting as we walked hand in hand, with her naked.
Eddie was driving, so he climbed in the front with his wife, and I climbed in the back. Liz stepped into the back with me and sat down next to me. In moments she was pulling my shorts apart and pulling my hard-on out. She moved onto my lap while Eddie was backing out of the little parking spot, and sat on my dick, sliding me into her sopping wet pussy. She wiggled around and then twisted to whisper to me. "This is how I rode with Eddie. I think I like it a lot more with you."
"I like it a lot more with me too," I joked, getting a little frown in response. "I'd have much rather you do it with me than him," I said, getting a smile now. As we rode down the road, each bump made us bounce on the seat, and my dick slide in and out of her. I could see why it made Eddie as turned on as it did. It was an incredibly titillating experience, but not enough to get the job all the way done.
When we got back we walked hand in hand to our bungalow, Eddie and his wife heading to theirs. We spent the next two hours making long, slow, gentle love, enjoying each other in a way that we hadn't before that night. I was glad I brought her. I don't think we would have gotten to this point if we hadn't, and I fell asleep more contented than I had in probably the last year.
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I woke up with the dawn just barely brightening the bay, the sun casting a long shadow of the bungalow across the slowly undulating surface of the ocean. I shifted slightly and realized I was alone in the bed, but not for long. I saw movement in the growing morning light and watched Liz step to the side of the bed, drop the robe she had on and slip under the covers with me. She snuggled up against me, pressing her nude body to mine and moving me so she could lay her head on my chest and wrap my arm around her shoulders.
"What were you doing?" I asked sleepily, having not gotten all that much sleep over night due to our nocturnal activities.
"Watching you sleep," she whispered.
"Why?"
"Because you were so peaceful. It's the first time I've seen you sleep like that. Usually you're very restless all night."
"You've been watching me sleep?"
She chuckled softly in the incredibly sexy little laugh of hers. "Hard to sleep through you rolling around and thrashing. You talk in your sleep too; did you know that?"
"I didn't used to."
"You do now. Well, last night you didn't." I rolled toward her enough to face her and wrap both arms around her. I pulled her to me and I kissed her softly, which she returned with equally gentle, loving passion. "What was that for?" she whispered as I broke the long gentle kiss.
"Just because."
"Last night?"
"Yeah."
"It was good sex, but why was last night different? We've had sex lots of nights now."
"Because last night we didn't have sex."
"Yes we did."
"No, we didn't. Last night was the first time you and I made love. There was passion, there was gentleness, there was caring and love. Last night was much different than anything we'd done so far. It felt good."
"It did, didn't it?" she whispered with a smile. "I kinda felt like maybe there was some hope for me, for us. Just when I was starting to think about maybe I wasn't something you'd throw away, I went and did something stupid with Eddie. I thought maybe I'd crossed that line with you again. But you didn't shy away. You showed me that it bothered you, but you didn't shy away. You made me feel like there was some hope. I've never let myself be hopeful, well, not in a lot of years. I gave it up a long time ago. But yesterday, I could feel it stir in me. Is there? Hope for us I mean?"
"I'll admit. I was pretty put off by what you did with Eddie. I told you I wouldn't judge you until after this was all over, but for a while last night, I thought you were going to end up in the dumpster with Donna. But then, after the way you felt to me last night? I think there is, as long as we can avoid more Eddie's. I do have a question though. At the dance, you took off all your clothes. Why?"
"You didn't like it?"
"We're not talking about what I liked," I whispered. "I'm asking why you did it."
She thought for long seconds. "I took my top off to be playful. I wanted you to be able to see my tits. As I was dancing a saw a lot of guys enjoying the view. It made me all tingly inside, so I stopped fixing my dress, just to see what it felt like if it fell down accidently."
"And?"
"God it turned me on so much. I felt like everyone could see my pussy leaking down my legs as I danced up there. But the funny thing was, I wasn't really looking at them. I was looking at you. I wanted to turn you on and I wanted to walk over and have you take me, right there. Just bend me over one of the benches and take me right in front of everyone."
"Was it me? Or just because I was a guy?" I asked quietly.
"To be honest, it was just you I wanted in me. It was your cock I wanted to feel, your cum I wanted pumping into me. It turned me on to dance for those other guys, but it was you I wanted to touch me." I nodded quietly and kissed her nose. "Is it okay? That it turned me on dancing for them?"
"I told you. You do what feels good for you and we'll worry about what I think later."
"It is later, at least for me. Last night, I wanted you to, well, I wanted it to be alright with you. I wanted you to be as excited for me as being naked up there made me excited for you. I know now how much me having sex with other guys bothers you."
"As far as I'm concerned, we don't need to have sex with other people."
"No. I want you to feel like you can. Have sex with other women I mean. I don't want you to feel like just because I have feelings for you that all of a sudden you need to stop exploring. Hell, there are so many ways of having sex, so many places and methods and, well, you should be able to enjoy all of it."
"Why?"
She looked at me for a long time. I could see her eyes look away and then force herself to look back at mine. It was as if she didn't want to answer, but the longer I held her to me, the more she felt like she had to. "I've had sex with so many men. Almost all of them against my will. I was forced to do it, and I was forced to pretend I was enjoying it. After a while it was easier to just try and enjoy it than to pretend, so I did. I didn't get to choose who or when or even how most of the time, but I learned to enjoy it, in a way at least. It was just sex. I mean, it wasn't anything like when we're having sex. When I have sex with you, you care about how I feel, you care about making it good for me. They didn't. It was always me making it good for them. I don't want you to feel like I used to. I don't want you to feel like you have to make it good for me. Sometimes you should just have sex with someone because it might be fun and feel good for you, and I know, that any time we have sex, it'll be more about me, to you, than about you. If you have sex with someone that you aren't emotionally invested in, you can just let go and enjoy how it feels without worrying about how it feels for her."
"Like all those guys did to you?"
She shrugged a little. "Yeah, sorta."
I hugged her to me tightly for a few moments and then gave her a soft kiss. "I appreciate that you want me to be able to just have fun. But won't it hurt your feelings? Like it hurts mine to see you having sex with another guy?"
"Not really. Sex, it doesn't always have to be about making love. Sometimes it's just for fun, like playing a game. It hurts you for me to have sex with another guy because you can't separate the emotion from the act. To you, if he's having sex with me, there's an emotional attachment. I think it's kinda nice to have a guy care that much about me. I don't need to have sex with other guys. I've had my share of different guys, and to be honest, you do a really good job of keeping it interesting. So, you have sex with women you want to, just let me know if it becomes a problem where you get emotionally attached to someone else. I'm just starting to like feeling like maybe there's a light at the end of this tunnel and I don't want to get too focused on it if it's going to fall apart."
"And you expect it to?"
"Until last night? Yeah. Now? I'm beginning to wonder if maybe there is a chance. I like the idea. I like how it feels inside, looking at you, knowing that if I close my eyes, you'll still be there."
I kissed her again and then suggested we take a shower and go have breakfast. We didn't bother making love in the shower, for both of us cuddling and touching and washing each other was enough. I dressed in the tiny little bikini underwear she wanted me to wear, and a pair of shorts. She picked a t-shirt for me to wear and then dressed herself, wearing a pair of tight little micro shorts and a satin tank top. She didn't bother with either underwear or a bra, telling me that she wanted to tease me and she kinda liked the attention she got when she dressed like that. Since I'd told her to do what felt good to her, I couldn't exactly argue. I'd either get used to it or, well, worry about it later.
We went to have breakfast, and as expected Liz drew quite a bit of attention in her shirt, her dark areola slightly visible through the thin, cream-colored material, and after a few minutes the obviousness of her hardened nipples. It didn't take a rocket scientist to realize that she really enjoyed the attention. Nancy was never quite that way. She tended to be much more reserved, saving showing her special parts for me only. But given what a lot of women those days wore, I suspect a lot of them loved the attention their attire brought them. I wondered if they got turned on like Liz and just didn't admit it? As long as she wasn't inviting them to touch, I guess it really wasn't the worst thing, was it?
After breakfast we drove back to our bungalow, and I suggested we go for a walk on the beach. There were a number of clusters of the little over-water bungalows, each one consisting of four little bungalows on a common boardwalk. These were spaced out along the protected shoreline the reef created. Once we'd walked past that, the open ocean waves rolled onto the white sand shoreline we were walking in. Once we were past the protected bay, there was little along the shoreline to indicate that the island was even populated, except for a few little cabana-type shelters near or in the tree line. Liz convinced me to walk with her naked, and we took our clothes off and held them as we walked nude along the beach, hand in hand. I would have loved to do that with Nancy, but she would never have agreed. Much too public for her. I was almost surprised how comfortable it was with Liz.
We had walked almost down to the end of the island, the waves getting significantly higher since the island wasn't protecting the shoreline nearly as much. Liz took my clothes and tossed them up onto the shore far enough the waves wouldn't reach them, and then drew me out into the surf with her. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me to her, coaxing me to play with her butt while she kissed me. It wasn't long before the two of us were lying at the edge of the surf, the waves washing around us while I lay on top of her, plunging my hardon in and out of her. She moaned and cried out loudly in pleasure as I pumped myself in and out rhythmically. She looked exquisitely beautiful, lying below me, the foamy waves washing around us, her hair, no longer neatly brushed, but wet and tangled by the waves. Her tits rolled and moved on her chest as I slapped our bodies together, driving into her with abandon. The surf even drowned out the sounds of the island wildlife as I pounded into her, pushing her toward what was going to be a massive climax.
"OH FUCK YES!" Liz screamed into the air as her climax started to wash over her with the same intensity as the waves. "GOD MICHAEL I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!" she cried as she arched her back and pushed her pussy toward me, her body stiffening as her orgasm overtook her entire body. I wondered if she was squirting, the way her body was jerking and shaking, but couldn't really tell with the waves washing over our legs. What I knew was that her own orgasm was pushing mine over the edge as I continued to plunge into her with abandon.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked and jammed into her. I felt a surge of cum lance into her depths as my climax overtook me. She heard my grunt and reached for my neck, pulling me down against her. She let her arched back flatten to the sand, pulling me down onto her, aggressively kissing me as if it were the last kiss we would ever share. She held me, pulled me against her, her cheek against mine, her whole body shaking and trembling. It took me long seconds to realize that her climax had long since passed and the shaking I was feeling now was from her crying. I held her tightly, letting it pass, letting her emotions flow out of her. Slowly she stilled and we lay holding each other, neither of us saying anything for a long time. My cock had long since softened and slipped from her before she released my neck.
"I'm sorry," she whispered just loud enough for me to hear over the surf.
"For what?"
"For crying on you."
"Wanna tell me why?"
"Only you would ask such a stupid question," she said with a shake of her head and a small smile.
"Why is it a stupid question?"
"Because, I was crying because of you. Because of how you make me feel cared for and loved and because you're the only man that has ever treated me like this. I was crying because I have fallen so completely in love with you."
"And that's a reason to cry?"
"Can you think of a better reason?"
I just looked down at her and shook my head. No, I was never going to understand women. It didn't matter. She pulled my face to hers again and kissed me softly this time.
"So, you two done playing bunny rabbit in the waves?" I heard from the tree line. I looked up and Liz did her best to crane her neck around to see who was there. I saw Allissa standing at the edge of the trees, topless, unsurprisingly, wearing nothing but an absolutely tiny thong-type string bikini bottom. "I thought we were going to meet after breakfast. When you didn't show I figured you went for a walk or something."
"Um. Yeah. I guess," I mumbled, feeling a little embarrassed at being caught having fun in the surf.
"Alyssa? Cool. I thought we were going to meet you at the dock at nine?" Liz said as she pushed me until I rolled off of her, my shrunken dick now exposed, causing me to feel that embarrassment again.
"Uh huh. An hour ago."
"Oh shit. I'm sorry," Liz said, getting up and walking toward Alyssa. "It was my idea to go for a walk, I just didn't think it was that late."
"Well, I don't mind spending my morning off after what you did for that poor woman. But I hadn't planned on spending the whole day, not to mention they're calling for rain early afternoon."
"Oh, I'm so sorry," Liz said again. "Michael? You going to come or not?"
"You wanna bring me my shorts?" I asked hopefully.
Liz looked at me sideways and shook her head. "Lover, she's already seen it, remember?" I sighed and pushed myself up, walking completely naked toward them.
"I have a cart up here," Alyssa said, turning and heading into a little path through the trees. "And don't worry. I'm not interested. I'm not into cocks!" she called over her shoulder.
I picked up my shorts and stepped into them before picking up the rest of our clothes. Liz started to put her shorts and top on while we were driving back, but Alyssa handed her a tiny little bikini instead. Liz put it on but it barely covered her important parts, and her big tits kept bouncing out of the tiny top. "Can you run a wave runner?" Alyssa asked over her shoulder as she raced down the little gravel road almost as fast as the little cart could travel.
"I suppose," I answered.
"Good. How about you run the one with our gear on it and I'll ride behind Liz."
"Where are we headed?"
She twisted to look back at me with a crooked little grin. "A quiet little island where you won't have to worry about that swim suit Liz kept trying to take off of you."
We arrived back at the dock we had left the day before. She gave us each life jackets and then led us down the dock to where to wave runners were floating, tied off to the dock. They were both fairly large ones, not like the little things I'd seen on the lakes around our house. No, these were certainly big enough to sit three or four people. One had a large gear bag strapped to the rear portion of the seat. "You wanna drive?" she asked Liz.
"I never have," Liz answered hesitantly.
"Trust me, nothing too it. Just climb on and I'll get on behind you. Michael, you can take that one. Try not to lose our stuff, okay?"
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I answered, hoping her irritation wore off before we went diving with her. I untied the wave runner and climbed on. It only took a moment for me to clip the shutoff to my life jacket and start the engine up. By then she was settled behind Liz, who was trying to start the engine. Alyssa reached around Liz and clipped the safety in place and then slid her hand down to Liz's thigh. Liz got the craft started and Alyssa leaned against her to tell her where to steer.
I took off and followed them. While it took almost half an hour to reach the dive point in the deck boat, on the two wave runners we raced past the anchor buoy in only a few short minutes, and then Liz made a long curving turn to head out to sea. I followed, wondering how far we were going to run.
There was a light ocean swell, the long, rolling waves maybe two or three feet high. They seemed higher than that as we launched over the top of each one, the heavy wave runners slapping down on the downward slope of each wave. After the first dozen or so, it became fun, at least for me, and Liz picked up speed. I figured we had to be going at least forty or so miles an hour over the waves, bouncing and bounding over them. In the distance I could see a few palm trees and then as we grew closer, I realized there was indeed an island ahead of us. The other thing I noticed was that the waves were getting significantly taller, a few even having little whitecaps on the top. The closer we got to the little island the rougher the waves became, until we were running much slower, the waves breaking almost over the nose of the wave runners with each one we crested. I looked ahead and all I saw was rough water, but Liz suddenly angled off to one side of the rough water and after bounding over a few somewhat smaller waves, we found ourselves in the lee of the island on relatively calmer water.
I was following behind them by about a hundred feet or so, and slowed down as we approached the sandy beach she was headed for. They drove up slightly onto the sand and sat there. I wondered what they were doing, still sitting on the craft. I pulled in next to them, and then realized why they were still sitting there.
Liz had her life jacket unbuckled, her big soft tits sticking out the front as she leaned toward the handlebars. Her brightly colored bikini bottom was also missing, and Alyssa had one hand between Liz's thighs.
"Oh fuck yes," Liz moaned at something Alyssa said. Liz stood up and leaned forward over the handlebars, her bare ass pushing out toward Alyssa's face. I sat there, only a couple feet from her, watching Alyssa push her face between Liz's legs, licking her wet pussy and trying to stick her tongue between her lips. Liz worked the life jacket off, leaving her completely naked, standing over the seat and leaning over the handlebars, Alyssa's tongue dipping and stroking between her obviously turned-on pussy lips. I guessed Alyssa had been playing with Liz's pussy on the way out, which explained Alyssa's comment before we left the beach. It wasn't me she was looking at on the boat, it was Liz. I chuckled at myself for being so oblivious.
"I'll get the gear off while you finish," I said as I climbed off. It only took a few moments to unstrap the heavy plastic-coated bag and move it to the shore. I pulled off my life jacket and then stepped out of my shorts, my hard-on poking out as I watched Liz get her pussy licked. I was surprisingly more turned on than anything else. I guess my male mind didn't see this as a threat, and so I didn't mind. In fact, I found myself standing there, stroking my cock, wishing I could join in.
Liz moaned louder and bent over the handlebars further, her hips resting against them and her hands on the hood of the wave runner. She leaned over so far that her tits almost touched the plastic hood as Alyssa lifted and spread her legs, opening her pussy lips to her tongue even further. "OH MY GOD YES!" Liz cried out as her whole body began to tremble. She lowered her head until her forehead touched the hood, her whole body shaking as Alyssa assaulted her clit with her tongue.
"Oh god. Ohhhhh stop. Please stop," Liz moaned, pushing herself up and pushing her ass back at Alyssa.
"If you insist," Alyssa said, wiping Liz's juices off her face with one hand. She slid back on the seat and swung her leg over to climb off as Liz pushed back and sat down heavily on the seat.



"Fuck," Liz panted, her chest heaving as she worked to catch her breath.
"Okay let's go do some diving!" Alyssa said.
"Just a second," I said as I walked over to her. "You're wearing way too much."
"Oh? And what do you plan on doing about it?" she asked as she dropped her life jacket on the sand next to the waverunner.
I gently used her arm to turn her around to face away from me. I looped my hands around her waist and instead of sliding down to her bottoms, I slid my hands up to her breasts. I cupped each one and let my thumbs gently stroke back and forth across her rock-hard nipples. "I thought I might take them off of you," I whispered in her ear.
"Yeah? Then aren't your hands going the wrong way?"
"Depends," I whispered, gently kissing her earlobe, my rock-hard cock pressing between her butt cheeks.
"On what?"
"On how turned on you are."
"I rarely get turned on enough for that," she whispered back, Liz giving me a curious look from where she lay only a pair of feet away from Alyssa's pussy.
"Maybe not. But that doesn't mean you don't enjoy getting your bottoms taken off."
"I still say your hands are in the wrong place for that."
"Hmmmm. Maybe I should do something about that, then," I said softly, pulling my body away from hers and gently turning her halfway around. I leaned own and gently sucked one of her rock-hard nipples into my mouth and teased my tongue over and around the hard nub. She moaned softly at my attention, one of her hands reaching up and pulling my face to her tit harder.
"Ohhhhhh damn. That feels nice," she cooed as I stroked my hand across her stomach and then down to the tiny bikini bottoms she wore. I let my fingers tease back and forth across the top edge stretched across her mound, I let my left hand, resting on the small of her back, slide down to her butt cheeks. I gently stroked back and forth across her butt, letting my fingers make little dimples in her dark skin. I slipped both hands lower, teasing the string and tiny triangle of the front of her bottom down, coaxing it down inch by inch. I stopped when I had it pushed down to her thighs enough to completely expose her pussy. I let my left hand slide down the crack of her full sexy ass, and my right slip down to the gap between her legs, the fingers of both hands finding and stroking her pussy lips. I could feel the softness of her protruding inner lips and the hot wetness of her excitement. "Okay. I think we should stop that now," she said, suddenly and huskily. She pushed my shoulder away and forced me back. If she didn't want me to, I wouldn't, so I let myself be pushed away. "If we're going diving, we ought to do that."
"If you want," I answered, kneeling down. "As soon as we get rid of these."
She huffed as if she were exasperated, but let me pull them down and off over her feet so all three of us were equally naked. "So, done now?"
"Almost," I said as I was still kneeling in front of her. I reached for her butt and held her so she couldn't pull back and then leaned my face toward her. I pressed my lips to her pussy lips, kissing her softness and then stuck my tongue out to tease up between them. Her juices were sweet and runny, betraying just how turned on she was at the moment. I stroked my tongue up and down her slit several times before pulling my face away and standing up. "Now I'm done," I said with a grin, knowing that I'd intentionally left her wanting more. "If we're going diving that is. If not, well, I wouldn't have to be done."
"God damn you," she whispered breathlessly as I turned to walk to the bag of dive gear.
"What?" I asked innocently. I looked back at her and grinned. "If you want more, all you gotta do is ask."
"If you think you're gonna get me all turned on so I let you fuck me, you're mistaken."
"Oh? Okay," I said with a shrug as if it didn't matter, but I could see that she was still staring at my rock-hard dick as it bobbed with my heartbeat. I dug in the bag and pulled out fins, masks and snorkels. I handed a set to Liz and then to Alyssa. We waded out into the lagoon and all sat down to put on our fins. Then we waded even more awkwardly deeper until we were chest deep. The girls' tits floated somewhat in the water, making them rise and fall with the small waves that made their way into the sheltered lagoon. We donned our masks and then swam out toward the reef. We definitely wanted to stay on the island side of the reef, the other side more wave-driven with less life to see. I dove down to check out some cool-looking coral and then surfaced again, blowing out my snorkel and taking a breath. I couldn't stay down nearly as long as the girls, but it was damn fun watching their naked bodies swimming around below me, keeping my dick rock-hard.
Liz swam up under me and paused to play with my dick before surfacing and getting her own breath. We all dived again, swimming down to check out the various fish and such with me coming up first. I was floating, mostly flat with the water, looking down as the girls began to come up. Liz came up next to me and took her breath, but Alyssa paused under me. I could see her pull the snorkel from her mouth and replace it with my hard dick. She bobbed her head on and off my shaft about a dozen times before she pulled away and surfaced to get her breath. We dove at least half a dozen times, with Alyssa pausing to suck my cock underwater. Liz clearly saw what was happening and she took my hand each time and squeezed it, almost as if to give me permission to enjoy what Alyssa was doing.
After almost a half hour of snorkeling we swam back to shore to take a break. The three of us lay on the sand, the small waves washing around us. After several minutes, Alyssa rolled over and looked at me with a frown. "You expect me to just climb on and fuck you now?"
"I don't expect anything," I answered.
Alyssa rolled her eyes and leaned over. "I don't do this for very damn many guys, so you damn well better not fucking come in my mouth!"
"Wouldn't dream of it," I said as she engulfed my cock with her mouth. She lay next to me, her soft breast pressing top my leg as her mouth slid up and down my rock-hard shaft.
Liz looked at me and grinned before moving to climb onto my face. She looked down at me and spread her pussy lips with her fingers as she lowered herself down until she was nearly touching my chin. I stuck my tongue out and teased her lips, sliding up between them and flicking across her exposed clit. She moaned softly and began to rock her hips as I teased and flicked the tip of my tongue across her clit. Her rocking pressed her lips to my chin, grinding her soft inner lips against my stubble-covered chin, my tongue concentrating on her hard, protruding clit.
I felt Alyssa pull her mouth off my raging hard-on, and moments later felt a much different wetness engulf me. I moaned into Liz's pussy as Alyssa began to slide up and down my shaft, groaning softly herself. Up and down she moved, grinding her clit hard into the base of my cock with each stroke, pushing herself down onto me until she couldn't fit any more of me into her. She ground on me for a moment and then slid up again. I could feel her fingers brush my shaft a few times, making me think she was rubbing her clit as she rode up and down my shaft.
I concentrated on Liz, who I really should have been concentrating on anyway. She rocked her hips and ground her soft lips to my chin as I flicked and stroked her clit. I slipped my hands up around her thighs, trying to reach her tits, but with her legs on my arms I couldn't reach. I could, however, reach Alyssa's breasts. I teased her nipples, squeezing them between my fingers as she bounced on me, drawing more energy by the moment, her ass slapping rhythmically against my legs.
Her moans and gasps grew louder as did Liz's. I could tell Liz was getting close, her eyes looking down at me in a look of pure lust. I flicked and stroked her hard nub as she ground against my chin, her breathing becoming ragged and her juices flowing copiously around my chin. "OHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEES!" she screamed as she stiffened and shuddered. I felt her pussy gush her juices out at me, flowing them over and into my mouth as she came. Her whole body shuddered and spasmed as she came on my face, her eyes closed while she was lost in her world of bliss. She slowly pulled off my face, her pussy dripping her juices as she lifted over my head to turn and lay on the sand with her legs spread around my head.
I could now see Alyssa bouncing wildly on my lap, my cock plunging into her dark pussy lips. Up and down she moved, pumping my rigid tool deep into her and making sure she leaned toward me to slam her clit into the base of my cock. I was starting to be concerned that I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer, and let her know that I was getting close.
"You better fucking not come before I do!" she moaned loudly, not even slowing her strokes. "God I'm so close. Sooooo fucking close!" she moaned in obvious frustration. With Liz off my arms I could reach her tits better, so I moved my fingers up her nipples further, letting me pinch each one between my thumb and finger, pulling and twisting as she bounced. I held her nipples, pulling them out from her sexy tits, letting the weight of each soft orb try to pull its nipple from my fingers. I twisted and pulled a little harder as she slammed down on me over and over.
"Fuck," I grunted, curling my toes and trying to keep from coming yet. It was a losing battle, and I knew it. I warned her one final time before my body spasmed hard, jamming my cock hard up into her the same time she was plunging down onto me.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as she slammed down on me, my cock surging what felt like a massive gush of cum deep in her pussy. She stiffened and cried out again. "FUCK I'm COMING!" she screamed to the island. She sat astraddle my spurting cock, trembling and shaking as her orgasm washed over her. She looked down at me, panting and still shaking. I couldn't read her expression. I wasn't sure if it was displeasure of frustration or what. "You just had to come in me, didn't you?"
"I tried to warn you," I panted.
"He did," Liz added, defending me.
"I know. I couldn't stop though. It was too close already. I didn't want to stop, but I also didn't want that."
"It's not the end of the world. Trust me, I've had hundreds of men's cum in me," Liz said. "You'll get used to it."
"It's not that. My wife is gonna be pissed as hell at me," she said with a scowl. "I mean, if you didn't come in me, she'd never know. But you did. I'm gonna have to tell her."
"Your wife?" I asked stupidly. "I thought you were just kidding when you said you didn't do dicks."
"I wasn't kidding. And I didn't say I didn't do dicks, I said that I didn't often do dicks."
"Okay, so you didn't often do dicks. This is a problem?"
"Well, what the hell do you think? Besides Kathina being pissed, what the hell kind of birth control do you think I'm on?"
"I dunno. Pills?"
"None asshole!" she snapped. "I don't do dicks, why would I need birth control!"
"Maybe you should have thought about that before you climbed on his dick!" Liz snapped. "Don't blame that shit on him! You didn't have to do that and he tried twice to warn you. You could have stopped it. So don't blame him!"
"I can't do anything about what happened, but if it helps, I can apologize to her," I said with a shrug. "I didn't mean to cause problems."
"I'll think about it," she said with a scowl as she looked at the sky. "I think we better let this go for now. That storm is coming in faster than they said. We need to get back."
"Okay," I said, getting up. I looked around and sure enough I could see a bank of clouds off to what I thought was the east. I found my underwear and shorts and put them and my flip flops on while Liz put her bikini on. It didn't take long to get the equipment loaded on my wave runner and then we manhandled the two craft back into the water.
It didn't seem too bad heading out of the protected lagoon, but once we cleared the reef and the small spit of an island, the waves grew surprisingly large. Fortunately, they were running with us and we were able to run at the same speed as the waves, preventing us from having to run up over the tops of them. This did slow us down a lot and by the time we sped up to race through the cut into the lagoon of the main island, the rain had already started to fall. I would have thought it would be warm, but it was surprisingly chilly, and fell in huge drops that almost hurt. I followed Alyssa as she ran her wave runner all the way to and onto the shore. By the time we climbed off the rain was coming down in sheets. The three of us darted for the little cart we had left sitting near the dock, climbing in so the windshield and the roof of the cart at least partly blocked the deluge.
I started the cart up and Alyssa directed us to where she lived. We dropped her off and headed for our bungalow, the rain starting to slack off a little by the time we got there. Liz and I ran down the little boardwalk-like dock that led out to our bungalow and got in as fast as we could. It was definitely lunch time by the time we got the salt water showered off of us, and the rain had quit as suddenly as it started. We headed for the main building for lunch and then back again to the bungalow for a nap.
We woke to a knock on the door, Liz wearing nothing but a long t-shirt and me in only a pair of those little bikini underwear she liked to see me in. She didn't wait for me to dress in anything else, and walked to the door. She pulled it open. "You Liz Esper?" The woman on the other side of the door asked.
"Yeah," Liz answered, looking at the large, round woman standing outside the door. She was maybe five and a few inches tall, fairly heavy set, wearing a tube top over her voluminous boobs, and a pair of shorts that looked way too small for her large hips, butt and thighs.
"Michael Parker?"
"Can I ask who you are?" Liz asked suspiciously.
"I'm Kathina. Alyssa's wife," she said sharply. "I wanna talk to your boyfriend."
"You do, do you? And why would that be?"
"Cuz your boyfriend violated Alyssa, and I wanna know why!"
"I think you have your facts a little mixed up. He didn't violate anyone. What Alyssa did was by her own free will. She wasn't coaxed, tricked or anything else,"
"Of course you'd say that. Now, you gonna let me in or do I go to the resort management and get your asses thrown out?"
I heard Liz take a deep breath and let it out slowly as I moved to the edge of the bed and sat up to look toward the door. "Listen bitch, you just bit off the wrong side of the apple. You wanna go the management and complain that your partner did something she wasn't supposed to, you go right ahead. But you better be ready for what happens next. Because Alyssa invited us to a private dive on a private island. On the way there she took advantage of me, taking off my swim suit and playing with my tits and pussy while I was driving the wave runner. When we got there she licked my pussy until I came. Did Michael complain? No, he let me deal with it, and I chose to not do anything. When we were diving she kept playing with his dick, including sucking on it several times under water. So if anything she was the aggressor here. When Michael was lying on the beach resting, he and I chose to play, and while he was licking my pussy, because I wanted him to, she chose to sit on his cock and ride him. He warned her twice he was going to come and she didn't stop. So this is on her, not Michael. Now you can fucking apologize to him for what you're implying, or you can get your fucking slutty cunt out of my doorway. Your choice bitch!"
I don't think I'd ever heard her talk that way, but she was on fire. I could see the redness of her face as she worked to contain her anger.
"Me apologize? He fucked her and filled her with his cum. Why the fuck do I apologize to him? You can go fuck yourself if you think I'm going to apologize. He needs to apologize to me!"
"I'll be god-damned if you're going to blame him for something he didn't start. Now, I'm going to say this one more time. Apologize to my boyfriend or take your fucking cunt out of my doorway. Because my next stop will be to call the hotel admin and ask why they have employees harassing guests over bullshit that isn't their fault. Alyssa invited us to a secluded location. She initiated sex with me and with him without provocation or invitation. So honey, you got a problem with what happened, take it back to your girlfriend and ask her why the hell she fucked him if she's a lezbo!" Liz practically spat at the woman.
The woman glared at Liz and then turned on her heel and stomped away from the door so hard that I wondered if she was going to break through the boardwalk. "I bet we haven't heard the last of this!"
Liz walked over, pushed me back on the bed and climbed onto me, laying herself on me like a blanket, her tits pressed to my chest through the thin shirt. "If you think I'm going to let a little slut like that try and blame you for what Alyssa did, you have another thing coming. After what we've shared this weekend, I'm not going to let it be ruined by her!"
I slipped my arms around her and lifted my face to kiss her softly on the nose. "Thank you," I whispered.
"For what?"
I grinned at her. "For acting like a wife."
She rolled her eyes and then smiled before kissing me. I think she liked the compliment. We settled back in bed and listened to the thunder start again as another wave of rain began its march toward the island. I didn't mind; I was comfortable with Liz laying in my arms. It was only minutes later I heard the sound of rain starting, slowly at first and then growing to the slashing sheets of rain we'd seen earlier. The sound of the rain pounding on the bamboo tile roof that we almost didn't hear the knock on the door. Maybe we didn't the first time. "Stay put," Liz said, climbing off the bed. She walked the few feet to the door and opened it. I looked over and saw the woman from before standing in the doorway, with Alyssa behind her. The two were dressed in shorts and shirts, but both looked like drowned rats. Even though they were standing under the small overhang in front of the door, rainwater still streamed from their long dark hair and their clothes were plastered to their bodies as if they had just climbed from a pool. The t-shirt the woman had on was glued to her big tits like a second skin and I could easily see the dark circle of both areola around the prominent peaks of her nipples. Liz stood and glared at the woman without saying anything. I could see the red of her neck and knew her blood was already boiling, and she was just waiting to go off on the woman again. Alyssa gently stepped around the woman and into the bungalow, stepping close enough to Liz that she stepped back. This gave Alyssa enough room to step inside, her friend, or wife or whatever, following, though barely making it through the doorway without rubbing her body against Liz.
"This is Kathina, my wife," Alyssa said quietly. "I want to apologize. When I told her what happened, I didn't expect her to react the way she did. It was indeed my fault what happened. I'm old enough to know that if you're going to stimulate a man, you have to expect what you get. I did stimulate Michael, and I got exactly what he warned me was coming." She turned to me. "Michael, I'm sorry. You came here to connect with Liz and along the way you impressed me with how you backed up that woman you didn't even know. That was why I took you two on that dive. I wanted to reward you for something unexpected. What was also unexpected was how turned on I got, both riding out with Liz and while we were playing in the water. What happened was clearly my fault and I don't want to cast any doubt on that fact. It was indeed my choice, and now, so is this. Kathina?"



The heavier-set woman stepped forward as Liz closed the door, a confrontation clearly no longer apparent. What happened next though was a surprise. Kathina stepped closer to me and then pulled her sopping wet shirt up and off her body, tossing it toward the small shower stall, landing with a wet splat. She pushed her shorts down and then bent over, pulling them off and tossing them after her shirt, leaving her standing completely naked. "I am here to apologize... to both of you, for my outburst. As my wife said, I reacted badly and didn't give her a chance to tell me the whole story. I accused you of something you didn't do. I threatened your reputation over actions that were actually initiated by my partner. You, um, you clearly did not take advantage of her as I supposed, but, um, allowed her to carry out her own desires," she said, standing with her hands in front of her pussy and the mat of black curls on her mound and flowing down between her legs. She had her fingers intertwined and nervously squeezing each other as she stood.
"Go on," Alyssa coaxed.
Kathina looked over at Alyssa and then back at me. "As part of my apology, you are free to use my body any way you wish."
"Use your body any way I wish?" I asked, more than a little confused. "Why would I want to force myself on you after what I was just accused of?"
"It is our tribal custom that if a woman is caught incorrectly casting doubt on another woman's husband, that she is required to offer herself up to be used in the way she has cast upon him."
"So, you're saying that because you accused Michael of forcing himself on Alyssa, and fucking her, that now he's free to fuck you the same way?"
"I know that Michael isn't exactly your husband, but then, in our village, Kathina and I aren't exactly married either. It is our custom to offer this up because Kathina was most certainly in the wrong. While Michael can refuse, I please ask that he not."
"What happens if he refuses?" Liz asked.
"If he refuses, he is saying she is unworthy of the apology. She is required to stand, tied, naked to a coconut tree outside the village hall and allow any married man who wishes to take her."
"You mean fuck her?" Liz asked.
"Yes, any way he wishes. The only requirement is that he do it in public where she is tied. These days some of these old customs are a bit outdated, but if the chief were to hear of what happened, he would most certainly insist on the punishment the law demands, giving all the married men had a chance to use her. It is a punishment designed to prevent a woman from claiming a man took advantage of her sexually without her permission. Your country calls this rape. If a man is shown to have rapped a woman, his penis is removed so it can never happen again. Since it is such a serious penalty, it must have just as serious consequences for a woman, to prevent false accusations. Since the accusation has been made, but not yet publicly, the man she accused has the choice to make it public, or to settle the matter privately."
"By having sex with her?" Liz asked.
"In private, in front of his wife so she knows what has been accused and by whom. She is his to use until sundown. Any way and as many times as he chooses. He can also direct her to pleasure his wife if he so chooses. At sundown, the matter is closed and if either party later makes it public, there are penalties. It is an old law, but it has worked very well for our tribe for many many years. As we wear little clothing, traditionally, grabbing a woman's body parts without her consent is a significant issue, and as such dealt with severely, as is a woman grabbing a man's member."
"What happens if a guy grabs a woman's breasts or something?" I asked curiously.
"If it is proven that he has done this, the first time he is tied to a coconut tree for a day. The women of the tribe are free to come play with him to their hearts content, including making him climax in public by whatever means they choose. This is considered to be extremely humiliating for a man."
"And if he does it more?"
"He is tied to the tree for one full day for each past event as well as the current one. So two days for the second time, three for the third and so forth."
"That doesn't seem so bad." I said with a shrug.
"I do not think you understand. He is not allowed food or water while he is tied up. Even his wife is not allowed to give him anything to drink or eat during that period. Four days would be extremely difficult to survive and five, well, five days in the tropical sun and heat would be a death sentence."
"And your tribe still practices this?"
"It does."
"So if I tell her to go away, she's going to get tied to a tree until every man gets a chance to have sex with her?"
"Every married man in the tribe. One full day is the punishment, from sun up to sundown."
"And if I agree to do this?"
"She will stay here in your bungalow until sundown and you may use her for your own pleasure in any way you choose."
"And you?"
"I have not accused you, so I am not required to be part of this. If I am her husband, I am required to allow it to happen without interference."
"So, what do you want me to do?" I asked Alyssa.
"I do not want you to refuse, as I do not think I want to see her tied to a tree and watch thirty or so men come fuck her. I would much rather have you enjoy yourself in her and settle this privately."
I looked at Kathina. "What do you want?"
"I have never had sex with a man. I don't think I can endure having that many men in me, so I offer myself willingly to you. I ask that you accept me as an apology for the accusation I made,."
"What if I just said I'm good with it and call it done?" I asked. "Who'd know?"
"I would" Kathina said quietly.
I looked at Liz, who just shrugged, clearly no better off to make this decision that I was. If I said no, it meant a lot more for her to endure, but honestly I wasn't all that attracted to the woman. I supposed I could just let her fuck me and call it good.
"Michael," Alyssa said, moving to the side of the bed and kneeling down so her face was closer to mine. She reached out and gently stroked my arm with her finger tips. "It's true that I have no part in this, but Kathina is my wife and I do not wish to see her hurt. I can see your hesitation. She is a nice person with a happy and bubbly personality. I do not wish to see that torn from her, as would happen if she were to stand on the dais. I offer myself along with her, for both your pleasure, until sunrise tomorrow. All I ask is that you take her at least one time so that the bargain is sealed."
"This is that important to you?" I asked.
"We have given up many of our traditions to enjoy the modern conveniences that the resort has brought. Most of us still follow some, such as dress. We no longer wear the grass skirts, but most of us still live topless, as I'm sure you have noticed. Our chief still holds us to the laws of our tribe, even though we work at the resort. For this reason, I ask of you to please accept our offer of her to you."
I looked at Liz, who stepped over to me. She crawled onto the bed and snuggled to me. "You have to say yes. I've been that woman, I've been forced to have sex when I didn't want it. At least this way her first man is at least gentle and caring. I'm quite sure that the other men of the village would be much less gentle and definitely not caring."
"They would not be. Years ago, when the resort was under construction, a girl, just barely eighteen, was taken by several workers in an empty room of the resort. She reported it to the chief, who demanded the workers be punished by the tribe's laws. All three of them, to a man, backed up each other that they were not involved and there was no evidence the girl could point to. The chief was not particularly popular with some portions of the tribe, having tried to prevent the resort from coming to our island. As a result, a portion of the men of the village demanded he apply the law. Since she could not prove the event, the chief was forced to tie his own daughter to a tree and watch as she was taken by the village men. In old days it was only a few men that would do so. Usually those who felt that the woman needed to be punished. In this case, there were men who wanted to punish the chief, so they took his daughter. There were some who had much less desirable wives, and she was young and extremely attractive, so they took her. There were some that felt she needed to be punished for making a false accusation, even though the chief believed she was being honest, that took her. And then there were those who took her because sex was becoming commonplace with the arrival of western culture. In all, she was forced to endure thirty-seven men before the sun went down. After that, none of the local boys wanted anything to do with her."
"What happened to her?"
"She found a partner she could live with and be happy with, without a husband," she said quietly.
"You?" I asked as the pieces clicked together in my mind.
"I am the chief's daughter," Alyssa said softly. "I still can, and sometimes do, enjoy sex with a man, but I have no prospect of ever having a man of my own, not here. That was fifteen years ago."
"Shit," I swore quietly. "And now you want me to have sex with your wife against her will?"
"It isn't against her will," Alyssa said quickly. "This is her choice. And mine as well. I will do whatever you want if you will accept her as an apology and keep this private."
"Accept her apology, as in have sex with her at least once," I answered, nodding slightly. Alyssa just nodded gently. I looked over at Kathina and saw how nervous and anxious she was about what was happening. I looked at Alyssa. "Virgin?"
"She has had many things in her, but as yet, never a man."
"And there isn't anything I can do to prevent this? I mean forced sex, either with me or with the village men? What if I just want to accept her apology and we let it go at that?"
"Honor prevents us from lying. While western culture does not place great significance on honesty and integrity, in our culture, it has great weight. Many of the younger women working here have embraced western morals, sex is more freely given and honesty is a thing of the past, as I am sure you have already learned. But to Kathina and myself, we hold to the old integrity of our culture. If you decline we will have to admit it to the chief, and he will most certainly impose the penalty that is due."
I sighed deeply. Here I was, trying to teach Liz that forcing someone for sex was wrong and here we were, in a no-win situation that meant I had to have sex with this woman against her will, or she would be forced to have sex against her will with many more men than me. "Show her what she needs to do," I whispered.
Alyssa smiled and stood up. She held a hand out to her wife and drew her to the bed. Alyssa coaxed her to kneel over my legs and bend over, and then in soft whispers coached her on her first time having oral sex with a man. She learned quickly and was soon stroking her mouth up and down my shaft vigerously, her saliva wetting it with each stroke. Her hand began to move as Alyssa coaxed her and whispered instructions to her, stroking up and down with her lips and twisting at the same time. I could feel her tongue teasing the underside of my head with each stroke as she pulled her lips all the way up and off my shaft. Her hand slid up my shaft, covering my head, before she pressed back down again with both her hand and mouth.
"God that looks sexy," Liz whispered, her head lying on my shoulder, watching Kathina work my cock. "Is that what it looks like when I'm doing it?"
"More or less," I groaned softly.
"Does she do it better?"
"Uh uh. I like you better."
"How come?" Liz whispered.
"Because I know that you're doing it out of love," I groaned.
"Sounds like she's doing a pretty good job though," Liz said softly, leaning her head far enough to kiss my cheek. "It's kinda fun to see how you look."
"Uh huh," was all I could answer at that moment as Kathina tried for the first time to push me all the way into her throat. She gagged some, but managed to get my fat head into her throat several inches before pulling back gasping. She tried one more time before she pulled her mouth and hand from my dick. I looked down at her again, her huge tits dangling below her chest, swinging side to side as she slowly crawled up my body. She moved over me until her nipples were brushing my chest, almost stroking my own nipples as they swayed side to side. I felt a hand around my saliva-coated dick and then my head rub against a hot, wet softness. "Oh damn," I groaned as she pushed back slowly, her hot pussy engulfing my cock. She moved ever so slowly, hesitant to push back too far, given it was her first time. I watched her face as she closed her eyes and pushed more, forcing more of me into her until I could feel her clit grind against the base of my cock.
"Oh damn," she whispered as her clit pushed to the crook at the base of my shaft, her whole body seeming to shiver slightly. She began to rock herself on her hands and knees, rocking toward and away from me, pushing herself on and off my cock in long, slow strokes. Her motion made her tits swing below her chest, her big, hard nipples rubbing along my sweaty skin with each swing. To and fro, in and out. It was rhythmic and smooth. Each stroke ended with a grunt as she pressed her clit into the base of my cock. It didn't take too many strokes before I felt her arch her back with each stroke, grinding her clit harder against me. Her breathing became ragged as she stroked on and off my fat cock, her eyes closed, lost in the sensations of her first real cock. "Oh my," she whispered. "Alyssa. I'm going to come," she moaned.
"Go ahead," I heard Alyssa say. "Let it happen. Nothing says you can't enjoy it too."
"But we don't," she panted as she rocked slightly faster. You know."
"I know. Let it happen. It's alright lover. Just let it happen when it comes."
"It's coming." She panted, moving a little faster again, her tits now swinging faster, not just back and forth, but in a circle under her chest. "Oh lord. It's coming. Honey, it's coming. I'm going to... UH FUCK!" She suddenly grunted, her whole body stiffening and shaking. I felt her clench around my shaft as she rocked her hips ever so slightly, grinding her clit against me. I felt her juices leaking around my shaft as she shivered and trembled. I began to rock my hips, not wanting her motion to stop. I could only pump into her a few short inches, but it felt damn good inside her spasming pussy. I shifted my feet and started pumping up into her, driving my shaft hard into her already climaxing depths. She opened her eyes quickly and looked down at me, a look that was more than just desire, but want. She began to rock in time with my strokes, smashing herself down against me as I pumped up to meet her round ass.
The rhythmic slapping of our bodies echoed in the room as we drove each other together. I reached my hands to her tits and began to squeeze and tease them as she moaned loudly and drove hard against me. "Oh damn. Ohhhhhh damn damn damn," she moaned as she looked down at me lustfully. "Shit he's making me come again!"
"Let it happen," I heard Alyssa say as she moved up closer to me. "Just enjoy it while it lasts."
"Ohhhhh damn damn damn," she moaned as I squeezed her huge nipples.
"That's it sweetie. Fuck her. Fuck her hard!" Liz whispered to me.
"Oh shit. Gonna come." I grunted, trying to hold back the urgency and warmth radiating out from my cock. "Alyssa, I'm gonna come."
"That's okay. It's your right. It's your privilege. Use her as you want. She'll take anything you want," Alyssa whispered. "Fuck her and fill her like you did me. It's alright."
"Oh shit." I groaned, feeling my body go on overload. My body spasmed and jammed up at her hard, lifting her off her knees slightly before she lost her grip on the bed with her knees and landed down on me, trapping my ass against the bed as a surge of cum lanced deep into her pussy.
"OH FUCK!" she cried, her eyes wide in surprise as my body pumped another shot of cum into her. She held herself up on her hands, looking down at me, her breathing ragged and her arms and legs trembling. Slowly, the two of us began to settle, the trembles and shudders fading away. She lowered herself onto me, smashing her tits to my chest as I pulled my hands from between us. She looked down at me, her face inches from mine, breathing heavily. For long seconds she said nothing, and then finally she whispered to me, "Thank you, for accepting my apology."
"My pleasure," I answered.
"I am still yours, until sundown. If you want me to do it more, I can. All you have to do is tell me what you want."
I looked over at Alyssa. "I think we're settled. Unless you want to stay, I'm not going to make you. You said we had to do this to make this private. We have. She doesn't need to do more."
"I want to," Kathina breathed. "At least, I wouldn't mind if you wanted me to."
Alyssa chuckled. "Honey, you don't have to, but I understand why you might. It's up to them."
"Oh hell, Michael. Why not let them stay a while? Who knows, maybe they can get you turned on and all hard again. You can't tell me you wouldn't let her try a different position, would you? And Alyssa can keep me busy."
We had dinner brought in, and while Kathina was not required to stay past sundown, she and Alyssa stayed the night. It was a tight fit with four of us in the bed, but we managed. Kathina seemed more than willing to experiment in ways she had never done before. We tried at least six different positions, and finished that session with a midnight swim, the two of us climaxing in the ocean, lit only by the moonlight. In many ways I would have preferred to do that with Liz, but it was her suggestion that I give her a going away present, since we would be flying out the next day. It wasn't a surprise when Liz woke me at five AM to go out naked into the ocean with her and watch the sun rise, the two of us making slow, soft, passionate love in the warm waters of the pacific.
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It was early when Liz woke me. The sun wasn't even out of bed yet. She coaxed me out of bed, leaving Alyssa and Kathina behind and drew me toward the deck and the waiting ocean. The sky was just starting to brighten, a slight orange tint far on the east horizon. She held her finger to her lips to keep me quiet as she drew me down the stairs and into the gentle ocean swells that were sneaking into the protected lagoon of the resort. I could see that the ocean was considerably more churned up beyond the protective reef, the sound of the surf breaking over the rough coral drowning out the sounds of nature waking on the island behind us. She led me out into the lagoon until we were nearly chest deep, and then turned to face me.
"I don't want to go home. I want to just stay here and be with you like this forever," she whispered as she wrapped her arms around me.
"What, naked?" I asked jokingly, getting a frown from her. "I'm sorry. That wasn't very nice."
"No, It wasn't, but if me being naked is all it takes to keep you happy, I'll stay naked all the time," she said as she stroked her hands up and down my back. "No, what I don't want to end is how you make me feel. I know it's only been a couple days, but you've already shown me more love and tenderness than the whole rest of my married life. I don't want it to stop. I don't want to lose this feeling, this connection to you."
"Do you think you will?"
"I think it's a good possibility," she whispered.
"I don't think..." I started to say, her fingers suddenly finding my mouth and covering it.
"No, don't. Please. I don't want you to say something you can't keep. I just want to go on believing that this fairytale can keep lasting, even if it is only a few hours more."
"You think it's going to go away?"
"I know it is, but I don't want to think about that yet. I want you to make love to me again, once more, here. Once more like I'm the most important woman in your life. Please?"
I didn't answer, but instead leaned my head down to kiss her. I pressed my lips softly to hers, feeling her hot breath mingle with mine, her wet tongue tease my own as I held her body tightly to mine. I could feel her breathing deepening, her hard nipples moving slightly on my chest as we both tried to breathe without breaking the embrace. Long minutes passed as we stood in the waves, slowly undulating side to side with each swell, feeling the desire grow in each of us. I felt my dick harden and press between her thighs as we continued the embrace, finally breaking it when she begged me to put it in her.
She lifted one leg, and I hooked an arm under it, spreading her legs and freeing her pussy to my touch. I gently stroked her lips, feeling her heat contrast against the warm, but still cooler water. My dick seemed to have a mind of its own, lifting and pushing up her thigh toward her lips as my finger stroked between her lips and across her clit. "Oh god don't tease me. Let me feel it," she moaned as she shifted her face so her cheek pressed to mine, her arms pulling our chests together. I agreed, it was time. I moved my fingers but a few inches, finding my hard dick and guiding it to her. I pressed my head to her opening and slowly pushed against it, bending my legs and shifting my weight to get me more vertical. The sea had washed away much of her natural lubrication, but I continued to press my head against her opening until it finally pushed into her. Little short jabbing strokes worked me deeper into her, an inch or so at a time. In and out I worked, forcing myself to be patient, forcing myself to work slowly.
"Let my leg down," she whispered. I did. I let her leg down and she closed her thighs around my cock. The two of us rocked slowly, working my cock in and out of her in short, gentle strokes. There was nothing rushed, nothing forced. I looked at her eyes and they told a story of her emotions, her desire, her want, her love. I could see from the look on her face that it was as important to her to make this good for me as it was for me to make it good for her. I knew this look because I'd seen it on my wife so many times over the years. Lying together in bed, slowly making love in the wee hours of the morning or the middle of the afternoon. It was a look I had come to enjoy, knowing that we were coupled in a way that was special to the two of us. I now saw that same look in Liz's eyes and face. For a moment it surprised me. Then I realized, this was the look I had been hoping to find when I was with a woman. Not a look of lust, not a look of desire, a look of contentment, of pleasure, of closeness. It was a look I hadn't even seen with Trish.
More surprising was that was how I felt too, as we stood there, stroking our bodies together, our thighs slapping gently under the water as we pushed our bodies toward each other. I was content. It was something I hadn't felt with anyone but my wife, except maybe Trish. I felt a little embarrassed, thinking about other women, especially Trish as I slowly made love to Liz, but the sudden feelings deep inside, in my heart couldn't help but accept that I had fallen in love with Liz. I hoped that I Trish would understand. I knew she wanted me. I knew she hoped that she and I would be the pair in the end, but in that moment I knew that wasn't what I wanted. What I wanted I had in my arms at that moment.
I could get used to her pushing me to have sex with other women, not that I needed it or even planned on looking for it. I didn't need to have sex with other women away from her, but if she wanted to share with me, I could do that. I couldn't share her with other men. I could never get used to that. Sharing her with another woman, as long as I was involved seemed much more easily accepted. She said that I was enough man for her, and she didn't need other men to make her feel complete. I believed her when she said I would be enough.
In and out, we moved my dick, pushing both of us toward climax. It wasn't hurried or rushed. I wondered what she was thinking as she closed her eyes and let the orgasm that was moments away wash over her as fully as the waves were. Her whole body spasmed and shuddered, her clit sliding along the top of my shaft with each stroke we made. I knew enough about her now to know she was coming hard, probably very wetly, though the ocean took care of that part. Her pulsating pussy was what I needed to get over the crest. Down the long hill of climax I tumbled, my body spasming and jerking as I pumped shot after shot of cum into her. Her soft moans and gasps told me she felt my offering and the smile on her lips told me she accepted my gift.
We stopped moving, just stood in the water, swaying side to side with the waves, our panting for air making our chests rub together, keeping her nipples hard between us. "I love you, Michael," she whispered. "I know I promised to not say it, but I can't help it. I do love you."
"I know," I whispered. "I see it in your face every time we make love. I see it in your face when we're cuddled together. I even see it in your face when you're being playful."
"You see it in me that often?"
"I do. You have the same look that Nancy used to have. Except when we were having a fight of course."
"We don't fight."
"We will. It's inevitable. But that's okay. As long as we make up there's nothing wrong with a little disagreement now and then. Come on. Let's go in before we turn into prunes out here."
She giggled and we walked hand in hand through the gentle waves back to the bungalow. We heard moaning and stepped in to find Alyssa and Kathina locked in a sixty-nine in the middle of the bed, both eagerly licking each other's wet pussy lips, both also very close to climaxing. Liz pulled me back out to the deck and we cuddled on one of the lounge chairs and watched through the bug curtain as the two of them coaxed their partners to relatively loud and apparently satisfying climaxes. "If you came home from work and found that in your living room, what would you do?"
I looked at her curiously. "I'm not sure, why?"
"Would you just join in, or would you watch?"
"Not sure. I guess it depends on who it was."
"What if it was me?"
"You and someone else? I's probably join in."
"If I was on top, would you fuck me?"
"Definitely."
"What if I wasn't. What if it was someone else on top? Would you fuck her?"
"I doubt it."
"Even if you were invited?"
"Maybe if I was invited. Why? Planning on having me come home to that?"
"Never know."
"You don't have to. I think I'm going to be plenty satisfied with just you."
"You sound like you made up your mind."
"Not completely, but I can see enough to say that I think we might be able to work out. The question will be, what happens when we're back home again and we have to deal with real life? Will it still be as attractive and comfortable as this is right now?"
"I hope so," she whispered, giving me a tight hug. "I really do."
Alyssa and Kathina rolled apart and lay on the bed on their backs, panting, their naked tits rising and falling as they gasped for breath after their intense climaxes. I had to admit, it was fun to look at and even play with so many sexy bodies. Not that it would have ever happened before, but now, it might be hard to go back to a single woman. Hell, when I got back I still needed to deal a few problems. "What am I going to do about that damn thirty women thing Julia spun to her boss?" I asked Liz.
"Well, let's see. You can take six more off the list from this trip. If you want I can even see if we can coax another mile high one for you."
"Really? You want me to fuck a strange woman on the airplane?"
"You mean again? Sure, why not. Looked like you had fun. You did, have fun I mean, right?"
"Well, yeah. But still."
"So why not do it again?"
"I don't know that I will ever get used to you not caring about who I have sex with."
"I do care. I decided you can fuck anyone you want. But I think I want to be there."
"Really?"
"Uh huh. I can't exactly explain why, but I know now that you are something different. Something I don't want to lose. I don't want to take the chance that you will find someone else, someone better, but I also don't want to stop you from looking and enjoying the variety that is out there. I don't want you to get bored and go looking behind my back. I'd rather do it right there with you, share it with you, do it with you. I'm fine with a woman's face between my legs or mine between hers. I don't mind seeing your cock sliding in and out of another pussy, as long as when night comes, it's my bed you're climbing into. I've never had a man I could say that about. Not until now."
"And you think I'm that special?"
"I don't think, I know. I've known it for a long time now. I've seen it and felt it every time we make love, and yes, it is making love that we do. I've seen you have sex. I've seen you fuck. And I've seen you have sex with me, and its different. Your face is so filled with emotion. Not just pleasure, enjoyment. No, it's filled with something deeper. I've never had sex with any man that looks at me like you do. It makes my stomach have little butterflies in it. I love the feeling and I don't want to lose it. If I ever see that look on your face when you're having sex with another woman, I'll know. I'll be ready. Until then, I can watch and share and play with you and know that the one you love is me."
"That's a hell of a mouthful coming from you."
"It is. But it's important I say it. I want you to know. I don't know what's going to happen when you get home, when we get home. But I want you to know. You're the one I want to be with, forever."
"You know, I don't want to go home either, but I think we need to. Reality can be a cruel taskmaster. I can't promise what will happen when we get home. But I can promise that what has happened here, between us, is not going to go away."
"What does that mean, exactly?"
"Exactly? What it means is that when we get home, I would like you to pack a bag and come live with me for a while. Let's see if we have the demons of your past life extinguished enough for you and me to grow together."
"You mean that? Really? I mean, that's really what you want?" she asked excitedly.
"It is. I don't know if it will work, but I wanna try. If you're willing that is."
"If I'm willing? Are you crazy? OF FUCKING COURSE I'M WILLING!" she shouted, practically jumping up and down as she lay half on and half off of me in the chair. She wrapped her arms around my neck and plastered a huge, wet kiss on my lips, and then another and then a softer, longer one and then one that seemed to never end. "Yes lover. I'm more than willing," she finally answered breathlessly after breaking the long kiss.
"You know, the plane doesn't get here for another couple hours. Anything you wanna do to kill a couple hours?"
She grinned at me. "Yeah, I wanna go swimming and make love to you in the ocean again."
So we did. We spent the next two hours intimately touching, having sex and just generally lying with each other, forgoing any sort of clothing until it was time to go. Alysa and Kathina said their goodbyes and disappeared before we had to get ready to leave. But there was no doubt in my mind that their influence was what cemented my mind to the decision I had come to. I just hoped that all the women I'd been screwing didn't mind the decision I made. Though Liz promised to make it easy on them by allowing them to still play with me from time to time, as long as they didn't mind her being part of it.
I had a hunch that my life over the next few months was going to be even more interesting than it had been. Oh yeah, I almost forgot: Liz made sure I knew that the thirty women thing still stood. She had a number of friends that she thought would enjoy the chance to fill the last ten spots on the list.
Epilogue:
Did I still miss my wife? Oh yes. Terribly at times. But Liz understood and she also understood that when it happened, she should hold me and not be jealous, because she knew that now, it was her growing in my heart the way my wife had before. The two of us learned to live together comfortably and were married six months after that long date.
Two years after the date, Liz was still setting me up with women to have sex with, but she always participated, and she made sure that when it was over, it was her and I sleeping together. It was her way of making sure I never got bored, as if I would, given her penchant for teasing and flashing. She made sure to include Trish in her frequent offerings, her way of saying thank you to her for bringing me to her. No, my ex-sister-in-law wasn't ever going to be my wife, but until she did find a man that gave her everything that she hoped to get from me, Liz would continue to make sure she shared some of the spoils of her success.
In two years I'd had sex in more places than I could imagine. Liz had learned that sex in a variety of places, including some semi-public places, was a real turn-on for me. She frequently wore as little as possible, but I never asked or demanded. I let her wear what she chose, but always made sure to let her know how much I liked it, or didn't like it. She was surprised that some of her sluttier outfits were not my favorites, unless we were headed for a special date. I'd never been to a nightclub or dance club before, except for the naked one, but that changed, and those slutty outfits were perfect for what she intended.
Life with Liz was different, there was no doubt about that, but I was sure that it was the right choice for both of us. She made sure I would never be bored with her. But that's another story altogether.
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Chapter 1
I was officially an adult now. I felt like I was probably the last in my class to finally turn 18. Not that it really mattered. It wasn't going to gain me any more respect or reduce the amount of pain and bullying that I got on a regular basis. It was the bane of all geeky kids, and I was definitely in that category. I tried track, trying to be a jock type, but that failed miserably. I was good at science and shop classes, so I was in high demand as a lab partner all through high school, not because I was cool, or because the cool girls wanted to be my friend. No, I was in demand because the cool girls knew that I'd take care of their homework and lab work and they'd get good grades in the class, well except maybe for tests. There was only so much I could do on that score. My current chemistry lab partner, Amanda Green, one of the hottest, coolest, sexiest, girls in the school was damn good at math, but had a hard time working out the chemical reactions and formulas in chem class. I'd tried tutoring her outside school, but her boyfriend, the football team quarterback, threatened to break me in half if he ever caught me at her house again. Since I have a fairly strong self-preservation ethic, I didn't go to her house if I didn't have to.
Consequently, I had just left a tutoring session in the library with her. I liked her, we seemed to get along well in class and tutoring sessions, but I knew my place and was pretty sure she was only using me to get good grades. Still, I didn't mind hanging around her in class and even our time in the library. She would occasionally brush my arm with her breasts, or touch my hand, or just lean her shoulder to mine. I knew it for what it was, an attempt to make me think she liked me so I'd keep helping her. I was quite sure though, that as soon as she sat down at the lunch table with her friends that she was making fun of the geek she was using to keep her GPA up.
I went through the lunch line and had my tray of food and was headed to my usual spot, at the geek table with the rest of the geeks. I saw them across the lunchroom. Amanda standing next to one of the tables, several of her girlfriends standing nearby as her boyfriend, mister quarterback asshole, shouted at her. I could only guess what it was about. Me, or more specifically me tutoring her one on one for chem was my guess. Maybe it was something else, but he just didn't like her spending time with any guy other than him. He was demanding, possessive, and quite frankly bordered on abusive, in my opinion anyway. I tried to make my way to my table as quickly as I could without drawing attention to myself. I didn't want him to see me, not if I really was the topic of his current angry rant. I was, frankly, afraid of him. Not that I was all that afraid that he'd hurt me. That wasn't his style. His style was to sic the offensive linemen on whoever he didn't like. They were used to beating the shit out of people and he didn't have to get his precious hands dirty.
I was almost to the table holding the rest of my geeky group of friends when it happened. She swung her hand as hard as she could, slapping him across the face. I don't know what he said, but it must have been bad for her to react like that. Mandy was a fiery redhead, reasonably petite, except for her chest. She had a substantial sized chest, which is what attracted boys to her like moths to a flame. Mister asshole considered Mandy to be his "property" and anyone getting even close to her was in line for trouble. I was pretty sure that he'd seen those sexy looking tits up close and personal on a frequent basis, the ones that she occasionally brushed against me while we were working, which of course made my cock hard as a rock every time. The rest of her body was creamy white, at least everywhere I'd seen, which was a LOT of her leg and arms in her cheerleading outfit. Her face was covered with sexy little red freckles that ran down her neck and disappeared down unto the top of her shirt, no matter how low cut it was. I'd often wondered just how many of those sexy little freckles were on her breasts.
I was still thinking about that as I set my tray down on the table, trying to look inconspicuous. Suddenly she was walking across the lunch room, walking away from mister asshole and... walking toward me! Her eyes were fixed on me. Her face was rigid with both anger and determination. There was no doubt where she was headed, though I didn't know why. She walked around the tables with a purpose, weaving between them while mister asshole stood staring at her, no glaring at her, as she headed toward me. She stopped right in front of me, only two or three feet from me. Her face was flushed red with anger, but I got the impression that anger was NOT directed at me.
"David. In answer to your question, Yes I would LOVE to go to the spring dance with you! I know I said I couldn't, but I've changed my mind. I would definitely LOVE to go to the dance with you." She said loudly enough for half of the lunchroom to hear before turning around and looked at mister asshole across the lunch room. "And if anyone thinks they can spoil it for either of us, they better damn well realize that if anyone tries, David here is going to have a whole lot of dates to the dance and the assholes trying to spoil it will be going alone! Right girls?"
There was quick agreement with all the girls she hung with. I don't know what was said, what transpired across the room, but all of a sudden I felt like I had a huge target pasted on my back. Why would she do this? Was it a joke? Some game? I thought she was nicer than that. She turned back toward me, put both her hands on my cheeks and held my face in place while she leaned hers to mine and gave me a seconds long wet kiss that was enough to make my dick grow obviously in my pants. She broke the kiss but held her face near mine.
"Why?" I whispered.
"Because you treat a girl with respect. I'm tired of being treated like an object to be used. You DO want to take me, don't you?" She asked, her voice barely loud enough for me to hear.
I looked back at her, looked at her eyes. Her face still said determination, but her green eyes, the eyes that I had dreamt about sinking into over and over, whispered something else. Not anger, not determination, but desire and pleading. She WANTED me to say yes. Her eyes were practically begging me to say yes. I didn't know if it was because of the embarrassment of being turned down by a geek or something else, but looking in her eyes, I knew, without a doubt that I would say yes. I'd do almost anything she asked of me, looking at me with those eyes. "Um. Hell. Of course. I'd love to take you." I stammered.
She smiled and kissed me again. "Great. We'll talk later."
"Um, sure." I answered as she let go of my face, turned and walked away. She glared at mister asshole across the lunch room and then about a dozen girls that were standing around the table full of football players headed across the room to leave the lunch room with her. Two tables of jocks were left sitting, with their jaws hanging, and mister asshole glaring at me. If looks could kill, I'd have been incinerated on the spot.
I sat down at the table, all my buddies staring at me with mouths hanging open. "Did she just kiss you?" My best friend Chris asked. "I mean, that was real, right? She wasn't just pretending?"
"Yeah. It was real. She wants me to take her to the dance." I tried to answer with confidence I wasn't exactly feeling at that moment.
"Holy crap. THE SPRING DANCE? With you?" My best friend Chris asked as he looked across the room toward the jocks. "You know he's gonna put you in the hospital, don't you?"
"Might be worth it. Especially if he can get his hands on her tits first." Mike said with a grin. "God those tits. Oh man. You know she's gonna expect to have sex after, right?"
"I've heard that. Junior prom that didn't happen. MY date wouldn't let me do more than kiss her and feel her up through her dress a little. But Sex? With Mandy? Damn. I hadn't thought of that," I said as I sat on the hard bench seat, my heart still pounding in my chest so hard that I could hear it.
"Lucky bastard." Tim muttered. "If you survive that is."
"Just so you know, you little fuck, you aren't taking my girlfriend anywhere." Mister asshole quarterback said from behind me. "You so much as lay a finger on her and I'll break you in two." I tried to ignore him and got a slap on the back of my head for my trouble. "You hear me you little prick?"
I was used to being bullied. That didn't bother me. The slap didn't bother me, but for some reason his assumption that she was his property DID bother me. It bothered me in a way that I hadn't really accepted before. This wasn't a long distance bothered. No, this was a up-close, personal, she just kissed me, bothered. I slowly stood up and stepped from the bench attached to the table, into the aisle. I turned to look at him. "I don't know what your problem is, but at this point, what I do with Miss green is none of your damn business. She's not your property and she can see who she wants and do what she wants."
I regretted it as soon as I said it. I never even saw it coming. The first rule of survival for a geek was to avoid direct conflict with those capable of putting you six feet under. I should have remembered that rule before I opened my mouth. One minute I was standing by the table and the next I was laying on the floor with mister asshole standing over me, his fists clenched. I didn't have to look at him long though. Mister Rodriguez already had him by the back of his collar, dragging him back away from me.
"What is this about Mister Wright? Do we need to go have a chat with the principal?"
"No Sir!" he said in a nasty, surly tone. "It was just a misunderstanding."
"Well, make sure that this kind of misunderstanding doesn't happen again, or you'll find yourself on a five-day suspension. You're already on thin ice for that last stunt you pulled, and quarterback or not, Mrs. Johnson will not hesitate to suspend your sorry ass!"
"Yes sir," asshole quarterback answered more contritely. "It won't happen again."
"Good, now get out of here." Mister Rodriguez said, pushing him away from me. "You alright young man?" He asked, reaching down a hand to help me up. "No, you don't look okay. Let's go see the nurse."
"Yes sir." I said shakily, still trying to get my head sorted out. I was walking a little clumsily and really wasn't feeling well balanced at all as he helped me across the lunchroom toward the entrance door. I was getting better by the time we made it to the nurse's office, just a short distance down the hall from the lunchroom.
"Mrs. Haller, I have a patient for you. He took a pretty good knock in the chin." Mr. Rodriguez said as he had me sit on the small, padded table in the middle of the back room.
The nurse, Mrs. Haller came out of the back office and stepped over to me. "I'll be happy to check him out." She said as Mr. Rodriguez walked away. "So, what happened this time mister Roberts?"
I wasn't a stranger to the nurses office. Somehow geeks were more accident prone than most high school students, or at least it seemed that way because accidents happened to them all the time, usually at the hands of someone else. Not that it was all bad going to the nurse. Mrs. Haller was six foot three without her high heels, and she always wore high heels. She had a pair of thirty eight triple D tits that seemed to always be trying to burst out of her shirt, which also seemed to always be right at eye level, even when she was standing in front of me. How did I know they were thirty eight triple D? Well, because I saw the tag on her bra one day. I'd come in for a cut over my eye after accidently bouncing off a hallway wall, and she was coming out of her office. She asked me to clip her bra and zip her dress for her, having had to change her dress after a student accidently threw up on her. I couldn't help but read the tag as I clipped the little metal hooks in the middle of her smooth creamy back, though it did seem a little odd to me that she hadn't clipped the bra before she put her dress on. But then I wasn't exactly an expert on watching women dress.
"Amanda Green agreed to go to the spring dance with me," I answered.
"And that got you hurt?"
I chuckled. "She's Evan's girlfriend. Or at least she was until today. I think he said something she didn't like and, all of a sudden, she was telling me that she'd love to accept my invitation to take her to the dance."
"Oh? I didn't know you'd asked her," she said as she used a little flashlight to shine in my eyes.
"I hadn't, but what was I going to say? No?"
"No, I don't suppose you would," she answered as she felt around my head. She pulled my face to within a few inches of her chest, leaving me staring at the deep V of her cleavage while she gently probed the back of my head where I could already feel a bruise starting to form, one matching the one on my jaw. I could smell her perfume, which seemed to be stronger between her breasts than anywhere else. She pulled my head a little closer, my nose now almost touching the swell of one of her incredibly sexy breasts. She held my head there for long seconds, stroking my hair gently before she just as gently pushed me back from her. She reached to the hem of her already short skirt, and hiked it several inches up her legs to allow her to spread her legs a bit to squat down a few inches in front of me. She reached for my chin and gently probed the growing bruise on my jaw. "Well, it looks like a painful way to get a date."
"It was. But it'll be worth it, if I survive."
"If you survive?" She asked questioningly.
"I have a hunch his friends aren't going to be nearly so forgiving as Evan is."
"Ouch. So I should expect to see more of you in the near future?"
"I expect so." I answered as she walked to the small refrigerator that sat under a table along the wall. Her skirt was still hiked up her legs, staying pulled up almost by its own design. She bent over, leaning way down to pull an ice pack out of the freezer. The short skirt seemed to pull up even further as she bent, her legs straight, until I could actually see the white of her panties between her legs. She stayed bent over, for long seconds, the crotch of her panties visible, making my dick suddenly spring forth with hardness while she wrapped the ice bag in a small towel before straightening and turning back toward me. Her skirt stayed hiked up her thighs, allowing me to tell without any doubt that her panties were indeed white. Each step toward me seemed to inch the skirt a few fractions higher, exposing more of the front of her panties, and making my dick harden all the faster. Only after she had set the ice bag on the exam table next to me, did she pull her skirt hem back down, and even then, only after coaxing it slightly higher before VERY slowly pulling it down, almost as if she wanted me to see her crotch.
With her skirt back in place, she picked up the ice pack then stepped closer to me, my knees almost touching her thighs as I sat on the table. "Here, this'll help the swelling," she said, gently pressing the ice to my jaw and moving one of my hands to hold it in place. She looked down at my crotch, which had a swelling problem of it's own, and grinned a little. "You're free to go. Please bring the ice pack back next hour."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, waiting for her to move, and then realizing she wasn't going to, slipped off the table, my chest almost bumping into her protruding boobs and my bulging pants brushing against the front of her skirt. I stepped to the side, the bulge of my pants rubbing across her skirt covered thigh, as I worked to move from between her and the table. I headed out of her office toward my locker, my heart pounding every bit as much as it was when Mandy walked up to me. My next class was calc, so I grabbed my books and got to class just a little late. My teacher didn't make a big deal of it, given the size of the bruise on my jaw.
Chem lab was next to last for the day, and Mandy was furious with Evan for what he had done to me. She promised me that it wouldn't go unanswered. She had no intention of letting him get away with hurting me. I had no idea what she had in mind, or why she even cared that he did, but I encouraged her to let it go so she wouldn't get hurt. I might as well have been telling the wind not to blow. I could tell the fiery little redhead wasn't going to listen. Before we left class, she made me promise to come to her house tonight to help her study for the chem test the next day. I reluctantly agreed. Not that I didn't want to spend the time with her, but I still didn't want to be broken in half.
---o---
The last time I knocked on her door I got a death threat from her boyfriend the next day. Not that I hadn't been told many times I was dead meat, but that time I felt like he really meant it. I was considering leaving before she could answer the door, but then... it was too late. She opened the door, a wide smile on her face. She stood looking like an angel, well, a red headed angel. She had on a white dress that came down to the middle of her thighs, and had nothing covering her upper chest, leaving the swell of both sexy, freckle covered, breasts, exposed. She held a hand out for me and I took it after staring at her for at least ten minutes. Well, maybe not that long, but it felt like it.
"I take it you like it?" She asked sweetly as I stepped into her house. She pushed the door closed behind me and then slowly turned so I could see that from her shoulders down to the middle of her back was as bare as her upper chest. "I was thinking about wearing something like this to the dance. You don't think it's too much, do you?"
"Um. Uh. No. no, it's perfect."
"Well, I won't wear this one of course. But something like it. I don't want you to see it before you pick me up, so I thought I'd show you this one instead. But you like it?"
"I love it. You look incredibly beautiful."
She actually blushed, her cheeks pinkening slightly. "Thank you. So, should we go to my room and study?"
"You sure it's alright?"
"Uh huh. Mom and dad won't be home for hours. We have the house to ourselves."
"Well, sure." I answered, letting her take my hand again and lead me to the stairs. I followed her up and into what had to be a girls room. Lots of pink and ruffle on the bed. She had her chem book and notebook out on the bed. I took a breath and was both glad and disappointed at the same time. Glad she wanted to study, but disappointed that what I briefly fantasized wasn't going to come to fruition. We spent the next half hour sitting on her bed with me asking her questions from the book. At first, she sat with her legs tucked under her, but as we talked, she shifted and settled cross legged, the same way I was, in front of me. It took my young male mind exactly twelve and a half microseconds to realize that I could see all the way under her skirt to her crotch, and unless she had on skin tone underwear, I was looking at her completely bare pussy. I could see her creamy white outer lips, looking so much like what I'd seen in my dad's playboy magazines. She had tiny little auburn curls all around her sexy little lips. I felt like my dick was suddenly going to get so hard that it'd rip my pants, and hoped she didn't think I was a pervert or something.



She had to see, she had to know I had a hardon. Maybe she was just being polite and ignoring it? Maybe she just didn't have any interest in my dick. Some girls didn't, or at least that's what I'd been told. Maybe she was just waiting for me to make a bigger ass of myself.
"David? Earth to David!"
"Huh? Oh, sorry," I mumbled as she smiled at me, almost as if she knew what it was I was looking at.
"Why don't we take a break. I was going to make some cookies. Wanna help?"
"Sure. I've love to," I answered, as she pushed off the edge of the bed, the skirt falling back down to cover her pussy. I slid off the bed as she stood and waited for me, holding a hand out. I took it and she led me out of her room and down to the kitchen. She told me what to get out and pointed where to get things, until we had all the ingredients in front of us on the counter.
She started to mix the ingredients in the bowl, her hands covered with flower as I stood next to her. "I have an itch on my back. Would you mind?" She asked sweetly.
"Sure." I answered, stepping behind her and reaching to her back. I started to scratch her back.
"Lower." I scratched lower. "No lower yet." I scratched lower, right to the top of the back of her dress. "No, lower.'
"I can't go any lower."
"Sure you can. Just unzip it. I don't mind."
"You're sure?"
"I wouldn't tell you to if I didn't mean it."
I hesitantly unzipped it several inches and scratched the creamy white skin it exposed. "No, lower yet. All the way down almost to my butt." I pulled the zipper lower and then she wiggled herself side to side. "There you go. Right there. Use both hands." I let go of the zipper and used the fingers of both hands to gently scratch her back right at the curve of her butt. She wiggled a little more and the whole dress slid down her body to pool around her ankles. "Whooppsie. Oh well. Now you can scratch my whole back if you want." I stood there, rubbing her back and staring at how naked she was. "You know, with my hands all full of flower, I couldn't stop you if you wanted to explore with your hands a bit."
I rubbed my hands up and down her back, wanting desperately to reach around and cup her tits and feel them but at the same time, scared silly to do so.
"David, have you ever been with a girl before?" She asked softly, not looking back at me.
"Uh. Yeah. Of course."
She turned to face me, letting me see her completely naked body. Her breasts were round and firm looking, sagging down only a small amount with two small pink areola, each with a nipple almost as big around as my pinky sticking out at me. Her freckles did indeed go all the way her breasts, and over and around them and down her stomach, petering out to only a few scattered ones that seemed to disappear into the small triangle of auburn curls on her mound. I could see through the sparce red curls her full round creamy white lips, and sticking out between them, just a slight bit of redish flowery skin. "Who," She asked, apparently a second time.
"Allison. Allison Evers."
"Allison? You had sex with Allison?" she asked doubtfully.
"Well, not exactly. She let me put my hand down her pants once."
"That's what I thought. If you're going to take me to the dance, I don't want you to act like you've never seen a girl before, especially when you see me in my dress. So why don't you see what you can figure out while I mix the cookies?" She said before turning back to face the counter. "You can touch anything you want." I took a breath and stepped up to her. I slipped my hands up her sides, stroking with my fingers, teasing her skin slightly while I built up the courage to actually touch those sexy breasts. "If your going to press your dick against me, since my ass is bare, I think you need to take your pants off too. They're kind of rough on my butt."
"Sure." I answered quickly. I hadn't ever really had my pants down with a girl before, and to say I was scared was an understatement, but I wasn't going to say no. While I undid my pants I looked around, almost afraid that her friends were going to jump out and make fun of me. But no, she wouldn't get naked in front of me just for a joke. I didn't actually know why she was, but she was. I pushed my jeans down and then my briefs. My dick was hard as a rock and it seemed to be in the way when I stepped back against her.
"Push it down. Let it go between my legs. It'll be a lot more comfortable that way," she said softly. I pulled back and pressed my rock hard shaft down and let it slip between her legs until her bare ass was pressed to my pelvis. "That's it. Now, stroke my breasts. They like to be played with."
I let my hands drift to her breasts and cupped each one. I felt how firm and also how surprisingly heavy they were to lift them slightly. I wasn't sure what to do, but I held each of her sexy orbs in my hands and let my thumbs stroke back and forth across her hard nipples. She surprised me by letting out a small moan and stopping mixing the cookie dough. "That's very nice. I like how gentle you are. Your hands feel so strong under my breasts, but you're stroking them so softly."
I wasn't sure what to answer, "Just trying," was all I could manage to get out. I was almost panting and my heart was pounding through the front of my chest as she made the next suggestion.
"Your dick feels so big and fat between my legs. Would you like to try and put it in me?"
"In you?"
"That's how it usually works. It's okay. I want you to. I want to feel you inside me." I moved one hand and grasped my dick. I squatted down a little and put my head to her lips and tried to push up. "No no. not that way sweetie. Tease it in there. Rub it back and forth to get my juices on it and then ease it unto me. You'll find the right spot, trust me."
I rubbed my head back and forth across her wet lips, pushing up slightly to force the tip between her lips. "That's it. You're getting the hang of it. Just rub it a little more and find where it gets a bit deeper. That's where you want it to go." I rubbed back and forth, feeling my dick start to send those signals, that tingle that I knew all to well from my own hand.
No! I screamed at myself in my head. NO NO NO NO! "Uh!" My body made me grunt as my body suddenly jerked and I felt my cum squirting between her pussy lips and then as my body jerked again, up the front of her body. "God I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to. I couldn't help it." I gasped in embarrassment as my dick continued to squirt a couple more times before leaking the remaining cum onto the floor and her dress.
I thought she was going to be angry, or worse, chastise me as something less than a man for not being able to even fuck her properly. She wiped her hands on the towel on the counter and turned around to face me. My cum was dripping from the bottom of her tits and running down her stomach and a small amount dripping from her pussy lips as she reached for my dick. She replaced my hand with hers and gently stroked me. "It's alright. The first time can be a lot. We'll try again in a few minutes. Let's just let this one pass and then we'll try again." She pressed her cum dripping tits against my chest and pressed her lips to mine. It was a soft, caring kiss. I closed my eyes and let it feel good, kissing her back. My arms went around her and held her gently, one hand stroking her back and the other her soft smooth butt cheeks. We stood and kissed for, oh hell, who knows. She finally broke the kiss and looked at me. "Would you like me to suck on you and get you hard again so we can try again?"
"Why are you doing this?" I whispered, my brain still trying to find the joke or whatever was going to ruin this and embarrass me in front of the whole school.
"You don't believe I'm doing this? With you?" She whispered.
"Not really."
"Do you want me to stop?"
"NO! I mean. No, I don't."
She chuckled the most exquisite little feminine giggle. "I didn't think so. I'm doing this because I like you. Even though you never expected anything from me, you help me. You don't take advantage of me, you don't demand from me, you don't even have expectations. You just, you're sweet to me and I like how that feels inside. So this is me telling you that I like that and that I want to share more of it with you. So, you want to try again?"
"Yeah, I'd like that."
"Okay. I'm going to suck on your dick and get you hard again. Just relax and don't be nervous."
"Okay." I said as she squatted down in front of me. Not nervous? Seriously? I was terrified that I'd suddenly come again, this time in her mouth. She gently sucked and licked me, making my cock grow again in her hand and mouth.
"You know, you have a very big dick." She whispered as she looked up at me, stroking my saliva covered shaft with her hand. "I like it. It's quite a bit bigger than Evan. He'd be furious if he knew you had a better cock that he does."
"What happened the other day?"
"I wondered if you'd ask. I'm surprised it took this long."
"I didn't think it was my business, but with you doing this, I wanted to know."
"He was mad at me and told me that I'd wear what he wanted me to wear to the dance, and if I didn't, he'd just wait until we were at the dance and he'd strip me naked and make me suck his dick in front of everyone."
"That's not even right."
"No, it's not. He showed me the dress the other day. I told him I wouldn't wear it. It showed way too much. It showed my ass completely and there was no way to wear any underwear, so everyone would be able to see my nipples and pussy through it. I told him no way, but he was demanding it anyway."
"Well, for what I think it's worth, if you had, you'd have been the most stunning looking woman at the dance."
She giggled. "Now that sounds exactly like what I would expect from you. Take something so wrong and spin it to make me feel like it's a compliment." She stood up and backed up to the stool near the bar, pulling me with her. She sat on the stool and pulled me by the dick between her legs. "So, let's try this again, okay?"
"Sure." I answered, letting her rub my head up and down her slit, working my head between her lips. I could feel my head press into a depression that seemed like it was made for me. "There you go. Now, press in, not too far, just a little. You don't want to hurt me and with a cock this big it might take a moment to stretch. There you go." She moaned as I pressed into her only far enough to get my head to push into her. "Now in and out, short strokes. Use my juices to lubricate me and let me stretch around you. Ohhhhhh yes. SOOOO good. Just like that."
I stroked in little strokes, working slowly deeper and deeper into her. She moaned and gasped with each stroke, her hands finding mine and pulling them up to her breasts. When I was fully into her, my pubic hair mixing with hers, she held my hips so I wouldn't move. "Now, let me show you something else." She reached down to her pussy and pushed me back, but not enough to make me pull out of her hot wet depths. She spread her lips. "Look here. This is my clit. I know, you had biology class, but this is important if you want to have good sex with a girl. You want your dick to rub on this. This is what makes us really go. It's really sensitive, so you don't want to overdo it, but you definitely want to rub on it. If you can, while you're sliding in and out of me. Wanna try it?"
"Sure." I answered. I started to push my hips to and fro, sliding my cock in and out of her hot wet depths. She arched her back which pushed her clit against the top of my shaft, making her moans even louder. We were both so totally engrossed in what we were doing, neither of us ever saw it coming.
A hand grabbed my shoulder and spun me around, pulling my dick from the hot wet depths it was enjoying. Fractions of a second later I saw a glimpse of Evan in front of me and then all I saw was stars. I could feel myself falling and hear Mandy screaming. I knew it was too good to be true.
I could hear her garbled screaming and crying. I tried to force my eyes open and all I saw was him, standing in front of her, where I had been moments before, pumping his hips, driving his cock into her over and over again. He held her roughly by the throat with one hand, practically strangling her, while he held one of her legs high in the air with the other. He lifted her one leg high in the air as she sat on the stool, forcing them apart so he could fuck her. I shook my head, trying to clear it, trying to push the cobwebs out. He was hurting her, that I knew. I could see her face, the fear as she sobbed loudly, begging him to stop, begging him to not hurt her. I had to stop it. I finally managed to gather enough strength to push myself up, trying to make my limbs work. I managed to stand behind him, my head still not working right. The whole room seemed to be spinning and I almost fell over, at least I fell toward him. I grabbed him around then neck, sliding my arm around it and pulled, pulling him back from her, pulling the way I'd seen in so many movies. He dragged her down off the stool by the neck, landing her on top of the two of us. I felt his elbow hit me in the ribs, knocking the air out of me. He easily broke my hold on his neck and shoved off of me. I heard him swear at me and threaten to kill me as he stood up. I felt a stabbing pain in my ribs where his foot impacted me, and I curled up in a fetal position in pain. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him rear his leg back to kick again. It was totally a reflex action. I didn't even aim. It was just a kick to try and keep his kick from hitting me. I felt the heel of my shoe connect with something. I heard the scream, a deep cry of utter pain as he doubled over. He fell over and crawled a few feet. I heard him retching and puking on the floor as I tried to roll onto my hands and knees again, my side sending stabbing pains each time I took a breath. I saw Mandy stepping to him and flailing her hands to beat on him with her fists as she cried and screamed at him. I wanted to help, but I could barely breathe. The harder I tried the more pain it caused. I lay there, my mind slowly getting fuzzy again. The last thing I remembered seeing was him swing on her again, hitting her up side the head and knocking her over.
"NO STOP!" I heard Mandy screaming as I felt hands grabbing me and trying to pull me up from the ground, sending searing pain through my body. I felt a warm body against me, felt the softness of what felt like breasts pressing to me as arms wrapped around me from in front of me as I was pulled party way up to a sitting position. Two sets of hands trying to roughly pull me from under the body on top of me. "STOP!" I heard again "NOT HIM! HE DIDN'T DO IT!"
The hands stopped moving me. "He ran off. It was Evan. Evan Wright. He raped me, not David!" I could hear Mandy crying as my brain faded again. I felt myself fading away, losing the sound of her as I tried to make my arms work and hold her to me. At least I think that's what I was trying to do. I felt something soft press to my chest, and my brain functioned enough to realize that it was her body pressed to mine again and her arms circle me, between searing hot breaths, I felt her soft breasts press to my stomach. I could feel wetness and realized it was her tears on my chest. I circled an arm around her and held her as best I could, my back now resting against something, but I couldn't quite tell what.
"I'm alright." I croaked, barely recognizing my own voice.
"Oh god David! I'm so sorry!" Mandy cried as I felt myself moving, almost as if the floor was moving with me on it. Mandy didn't want to let go, but she finally did. I felt myself moving and the next thing I remembered was hearing sirens. They went on and on and on until I blacked out again.
I saw her walk into the room, well walk wasn't exactly right. She ran from the door to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling herself to me. She had on pants and a t-shirt, but she never looked so good. "Let me see you." I whispered, trying to coax her back. She had two bruises on her face now, one on her left eye and the other on her left jaw. "I'm sorry he hit you. I shouldn't have been there. It was my fault."
"No. No no no no! You should have. I wanted you there."
"What the hell happened. One minute I was, well, you know." I said, looking past her to see what I thought were her parents standing behind her. "And the next I was getting knocked into next week. I don't remember much after that."
"Evan. He broke into the house and hit you and then raped me. You tried to stop him. You even kicked him in the balls, or he probably would have kept on doing it. I'm so proud of you. Trying to stop him. I'm sorry you got hurt. I really am."
"I'll be alright. They said I can go home tomorrow. Just a few bruised ribs and such. A minor concussion, so I have to be careful not to bang my head around for a few days."
"You silly. I'll make sure you're being well taken care of," she whispered, hugging me gently again.
"I'm afraid I'm not going to be in much shape for dancing this weekend," I said softly, hoping she wouldn't be too upset.
"It's okay. I don't mind. We'll just spend the night watching movies or something."
Her dad stepped forward, looking stern. He looked down at me with a very disapproving look. "I can't condone what you were doing with my daughter, but I can definitely respect your attempts to defend her. I would prefer she not see you again, but I know that if I forbit it, she'll just ignore me anyway."
"I understand," I said, feeling like a rug had just been pulled out from under me.
"David," I heard the woman behind Mandy say, drawing my attention to her. She looked just like an older version of Mandy, and to be honest, if that was what Mandy was going to look like in twenty years, she was going to be one hot looking woman.
"Yes ma'am?"
"Don't let him scare you. I think your actions show you care about our daughter very much, and you are welcome in our house any time you wish."
The dad turned to look at his wife and then shook his head in disgust. Clearly he didn't want me to have anything to do with his daughter. "We'll be in the waiting room," he said before he and his wife walked out, leaving Mandy and I alone.
"He can be a bit stern at times." She whispered.
"I can see that."
"David," she said, halting after saying my name, clearly wanting to say something.
"I know. It's alright. I know I was only in this because you were mad at Evan. You don't really want me coming over. I understand."
She looked at me like I had three heads. "What are you talking about? Of course I want you coming over! I was going to say that when you felt better I wanted us to finish what we started. And maybe a few other things too."
Now it was my turn to look at her like she had three heads. "You mean that? I'm part of the geek club. You don't want to be seen with me."
"I'd much rather be seen with a geek than with an asshole like Evan. By the way, the police have him in jail. He can't get back at you at school."
"That's something at least."
She leaned over and gave me a kiss. She broke the kiss and pulled one of my hands to her chest, cupping one of her breasts through the material. "Too bad we don't have more time. I was really enjoying what we were doing. I like your touch. It really turns me on. Even now. I can almost feel my pussy getting wet thinking about your cock sliding in and out of me. I hope you still want me, after what Evan did to you."
"Still want you? Mandy, you're the most beautiful girl in school. How could I not want you?"
"Because of how I look?" She asked with a frown.
I shook my head. "Mandy, if you know anything about me, you should know, I look at the beauty inside. That's the part that matters."



She smiled and kissed me one more time before she turned and left, looking back at me one more time before the door closed.
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Chapter 2
It was the first day back. I missed the dance, but I didn't miss having Mandy with me that night. She came over and we sat and watched movies, I was just too sore and stiff to do what she wanted. Instead, she gave me a long slow, blow job, sucking every bit of cum I had to offer, from me. In return she stripped and taught me how I could pleasure her with just my fingers, also giving me a very short lesson on how to lick a girl. I kind of enjoyed the taste, which she was happy about, but didn't let me spend too long doing it until I recovered.
Word had spread throughout the school about Evan and me. I wasn't surprise I got a number of looks from other students, but I wasn't sure what to make of the looks I was getting from various girls, not only the less than popular ones, but also the very popular, like Mandy was. One black girl, Tabitha I think I remembered her name was, looked at me during History class, slowly licking her lips as she stared at me from two seats away, making me feel like I was tonight's dinner. When class broke ended and we all started filing out, she ended up behind me as we slowed down to file out the classroom door. I felt a hand slide up and down my butt before feeling her VERY large tits pressed against my back. "Let me know if you need help recuperating." She whispered in my ear as she pressed herself against me. I twisted to look at her as I stepped through the doorway, seeing her just grinning sexily at me before she turned and walked down the hall the other way.
By lunch time I felt like I was a celebrity or something. I got pats on the back from guys I didn't know, apparently for trying to go up against Evan and getting my ass kicked, and I got pats and strokes on my butt from girls that wouldn't give me the time of day a week ago. I still didn't know what the hell was being said about me, or by whom.
"There he is. Still going to sit at the table with us losers?" Chris asked as I sat down at our usual table.
"Sure. Why not?"
"Well, big man now. We all heard about the whole thing."
"Heard what? How I got my ass kicked?" I said with a frown.
"No genius. How you were fucking naked with Amanda Green, and I do mean fucking!"
I frowned. "Who said that?"
"Larry heard it from one of the girls. One of Mandy's friends is spreading the word that you not only got into her pants, but when Evan the asshole tried to rape her, you tried to kick his ass. Only thing was, you missed by a few inches." I looked confused. "Didn't you know? You kicked him so hard in the balls he ended up in the hospital before he went to jail."
"No. I didn't. Well, he deserved it."
"Hey lover!" I heard Mandy's sweet voice say as she sat down next to me. Not only did she sit down, but half a dozen other hot girls joined her at the geek table. I thought Chris was going to have a heart attack right there. Mandy leaned over and kissed my cheek and then used her fingers to turn my face so she could give me a much longer kiss on the lips. "I think that was more what they expected." She giggled, looking at Chris.
To my surprise, despite their nervousness, most of the geek club didn't embarrass themselves too much, though I doubted any of them would be getting dates with the girls any time soon. It was pretty apparent to me that they were here mostly to hurt their football hero worship boyfriends. The word was that the team blamed me for Evan's problems. The reality was Evan's problems were of his own making. Instead of a football scholarship it looked like he was going to be getting an all expenses stay at the state penitentiary for assault, aggravated battery, and rape.
I had history before Chem lab and headed to class, but not before Mandy gave me a nice long, face sucking, fuck me, kiss that threatened to get us in trouble for a PDA. Damn it felt good to be wanted that way. I was headed down the stairs, still thinking about that kiss instead of paying attention to what trouble might be headed my way, when I suddenly took a tumble down the stairs. Oh, I didn't trip. At least not on my own, though it would be hard to prove. No, I was pretty sure that the trip was due to one of the tight ends that was headed up the stairs, at least that's what the growing bruise on the front of my calf was telling me. It really didn't matter who did it, I still went head over teakettle, landing hard on the tile floor at the bottom of the stairs. A young lady named Trisha, as I recalled, a slightly chunky young lady with a pleasant smile that was in the same history class as I was, was quickly kneeling at my side. She helped me up and then, noticing my limp, insisting that I see the nurse. She even helped me limp my way back up the stairs and down the hall to the nurse's office.
"Mrs. Haller! Someone tripped David down the stairs," Trisha said as she helped me into the office.
"Oh my. Mister Roberts. I would have thought you had enough excitement last week. You better bring him back here so I can check him out."
"Yes ma'am," Trisha answered as she helped me limp back into the back room with the exam table.
"Alright young lady. Off to class. He'll be alright now."
"Yes ma'am."
"Trisha!" I called, stopping her at the door. "Thank you."
She smiled brightly. "Any time sexy." And then turned and closed the door behind her.
"Alright mister Roberts, let's get those pants off and have a look."
"I'm alright. Really." I protested, suddenly feeling a little bashful.
"Nonsense. Let's get these off." She said as she moved in front of me. She pushed me back to lay on the padded table and then reached for my belt. In a few moments she had the front of my pants undone and was gently working them down my legs. "I heard you had quite a week last week."
"You heard that?"
"I think most of the school has by now. Not too many times your star quarter back goes to jail."
"He did that to himself," I said with a scowl. "He shouldn't have tried to hurt Mandy!"
"True, but you certainly gave him a push in the right direction. He was always a stuck-up bastard. He fancied himself god's gift to women," she said as she pulled my pants all the way off and tossed them to a chair. She stepped up the table and grasped my briefs and started to pull them down as well.
"HEY!"
"Ohhhh. Bashful?"
"No more than any guy!" I protested, holding onto the waistband of my briefs.
"I'm just being thorough. I want to make sure you don't have any hidden injuries." She said with a smile. "You do want me to be thorough, don't you?"
"Well, yes, but,"
"No buts mister! I'm the medical professional here."
I closed my eyes and let her pull my briefs down, exposing my partly hard dick. I expected some kind of comment, but she continued to pull my briefs down until they were off my feet, leaving me naked from the waist down. "Now, let's see what we have here." She said softly, fingers slowly working up my left leg. She touched and prodded gently, her fingers making their way from my bruised calf to my thigh and then between my thighs. I was sure her fingers were going to stroke my dick any second, but then her fingers were on my right calf. Again, inch by inch she touched and prodded, noting each time I flinched because of a bruise or sore spot. Her fingers worked all the way up to my thighs again and then she laid her hand on my now, embarrassingly hard cock. "So far I don't see any serious damage," she whispered. "But I'd like to check one more thing."
"What's that?"
"There's always risk associated with head trauma with a fall like that. And you've already had a head injury. So, we should be sure everything is okay up there. I've found that most times it shows up most quickly with stimulation of a male's sexual organ." My eyes popped open. 'SAY WHAT?' My brain screamed at me. "Just relax and let me," she whispered, picking up a bottle of some kind of lotion and squirting a small trail of it the length of my dick. I stared in shock, unable to even protest as her hand wrapped around my dick and started to slowly stroke it, sliding along its length, her hands twisting slightly along with stroking long strokes. "Some young men prefer to have a little visual stimulation as well. Helps the process along. Would you prefer that? All you have to do is undo my dress." She suggested softly, a tiny little grin on her face. I wasn't sure if the grin was at my discomfort, how engorged my dick was getting, or how it was affecting her, but I was sure it was definitely affecting her by how obvious her nipples had suddenly become.
Before I could answer, she turned her back to me, still holding my dick in one hand, stepping so her backside was pushing against one of my knees. "Just pull the zipper down. It'll be fine. You don't have to be nervous."
My hand was shaking as I reached to the tiny little tab and pulled the zipper of her dress down. It slid easily down her back all the way to the swell of her butt, where I let go of it. She shrugged her shoulders and the dress top fell down her arms. She gently shook her hips side to side, coaxing the dress to slip down over her hips and butt, sliding down as far as it could with her arms still through it. She removed one hand at a time from my dick, almost as if she were afraid if she let go with both hands I might run away. With the second of her arms out of the dress, it slid all the way down her body, leaving her in a garter and stockings, tiny lacy underwear and an equally lacy bra. "Ohhhhh. Now I guess you do enjoy seeing it all. That's alright. I don't mind. If you want to take off my bra, that's fine too. Have you ever taken a woman's bra off?" She whispered softly.
"Um. Once," I answered as she turned her back to me again. I reached with both hands and unclipped the tiny metal hooks of the bra, realizing that I'd done just the opposite for her one time in the past. She let go of my dick long enough to take her bra off and then turned to face me again, her big soft tits hanging down like two huge teardrops. She leaned toward me while she pushed her underwear down, leaving her dressed in only the garter belt and silk stockings.
Her nipples looked huge compared to Mandy's, and her areola covered much of the front of each creamy white orb. She went back to stroking my cock and then slowly, deliberately, climbed onto the table, pushing me back to a lying down position with my legs hanging off the end of the table. She crawled up my body slowly, using her knees to walk up along my thighs until her pussy was hovering over where she had my dick held straight up, pointing at her bare pussy. "You have such a nice cock for a young man. Much larger than most of the boys. It'd be a shame if it didn't work right. Do you want me to make sure it does?" She cooed as she moved a little more forward and then bent her knees to lower her butt and pussy toward me. Her pussy was completely shaved, her full round lips framing her protruding, soft inner parts. She shifted how she held my cock and rubbed the tip of it back and forth across her soft feathery lips, like Mandy had done for me, wetting it and then nestling it into the entrance to her depths as she lowered herself a little bit more.
"I think you'll find this a much more pleasant way to make sure everything works, than me just using my hand. After what I've heard you've been through, I think you deserve something like this," she groaned softly as she slowly slid down my lotion lubricated shaft. I held my breath as I watched my dick disappear into her as she slowly sank down on me. "Mmmmmmmm. You are fat. So nice and long and fat." She moaned as her butt touched my thighs. She leaned forward, balancing on her knees and her hands, leaning over me until her breasts were hanging almost in my face. "Feel free to play with them if you want." She whispered as she started to lift and lower her hips, sliding me in and out of her pussy, her rocking making her tits, hanging between us, sway toward and away from my face until they were bumping into it. "Have you ever been in a woman's pussy before? Felt the soft hot wet depths of a mature woman's sex?"
"Just Mandy once." I grunted as she rocked back and forth on her knees, pushing her pussy on and off my engorged cock. I could feel it stroking all around me wetly, already threatening to make my excited cock fill her.
"Now we want you to wait as long as you can. The longer you can wait the more sure we are that you don't have any lingering effects of a concussion. Just let me work you in and out and you try and hold yourself back just as long as you can."
I lifted my hands to her breasts, capturing them both as they swung back and forth in front of me. I squeezed her nipples, pinching them a little, expecting them to be sensitive like Mandy's. "OH FUCK YES!" she moaned loudly. "That's it honey. Tease them. Suck them if you want. Make me come around your long fat cock! Jesus, you're so much bigger than most boys your age. Even bigger than the boys on the football team," she groaned softly as my cock made squishing noises with each stroke she made down on me.
I curled my toes and tried to think about anything but coming inside her, but with one of her nipples in my mouth and the sensation of her pussy suddenly squeezing around me, making her vagina even tighter around my shaft, I just couldn't. My body suddenly bucked up under her, jamming me hard up into her. I felt myself pumping shot after shot of semen deep into her vagina as I jerked and shuddered.
"That's it. Give it to me sweetie. Let me have all your young cum. Ohhhhh yeah. That's it. So good. Sooooo damn good." She moaned as she held herself on my dick, rocking her hips ever so slightly to grind herself against me as her arms and legs trembled. We lay there for some time, both of us panting as I let my hands gently tease her breasts, which she didn't seem in any hurry to pull away from me. I could see little beads of sweat forming on her chest and coalescing into droplets that rolled down her sexy tits, lubricating my hands where I stroked her nipples. "Yeah, I don't think you have anything to worry about. Everything feels just fine to me." She cooed softly after we both had our breathing slightly more controlled.
She slowly climbed off of me and the table. Standing in nothing but her heels and stockings, my semen leaking from her, dripping down onto the floor as she stood straightening gout her underwear. She stepped into the tiny lace panties and pulled them up before she moved to the sink. She came back with a wet rag and gently cleaned me off, making sure there was nothing left of my cum, or the lotion she had used, on my dick. She helped me up off the table and then helped me dress, intentionally rubbing her tits around my body at any opportunity as she did. Once I was dressed, she had me help her put her bra and her dress back on, finally turning and giving me a long wet kiss, not unlike the one Mandy had given me such a short time before.
"You know, you can't tell anyone what we did. I mean, checking your function isn't supposed to be quite as pleasant as I made it, if you know what I mean. If you experience any dizziness, headache or anything similar, please come see me as soon as you can and we can check you out to make sure there's no permanent damage."
"Yes ma'am, I will," I answered, still a little breathless.
"Okay. Off to class with you." She said, rubbing my butt before swatting it gently.
I might be young, and I might be gullible, but I knew there was no freeking way that that was any kind of test for a concussion. I grinned to myself as I headed out the door, wondering how many guys she checked for concussions that way. Hell, how many guys get to actually fuck the school nurse? The bell rang almost as soon as I got into the hallway. I was surprised that I'd spent almost the whole hour with her. I turned to head for Chem lab. Yeah. I might have to get a headache tomorrow.
"You okay?" Mandy asked as soon as I walked into class, practically running across the room and wrapping her arms around me. "I heard what happened. One of his goons is bragging about knocking you down the stairs and sending you to the nurse."
"Yeah. I'm alright. A few bruises, but those'll heal." I answered as I gently stroked my fingers across the yellowish bruise near her eye that she had tried to cover with make-up. "That looks like it hurts."
"You are so silly. I got a few bruises and you're worried about me? You know, a girl could get used to being cared for that way."
"You two want to get a room? Or you going to sit down?" Miss Alex asked a little sharply.
"Sitting down." Mandy said, releasing me from the hug and pulling me to our seats by the hand.
"We need to talk later." I whispered.
"After school. My parents won't be home till six."
"Works for me."
"I hope that other part still works too. We have unfinished business!"
"I guarantee it does. Mrs. Haller checked it out." Amanda looked at me curiously. "I'll explain later."
Class seemed to zip by, Mandy seeming to keep her left hand touching me in some way, either on my hand, arm or on my thigh. I liked it when she rested her hand on my thigh. Her fingers absentmindedly, or at least I thought so, stroked the inside of my thigh lightly as we listened to the teacher. The effect was to leave me wanting her badly, and of course, my cock rock hard. I just hoped she still wanted me after I told her about my visit with the nurse.
Class ended and we went opposite directions, me to shop class and her to math. It seemed the word had gotten around the whole school about what had happened at Mandy's house, which brought a torrent of questions from my shop class mates, both about the fight that I lost, and also about how I managed to get naked with Amanda Green! I spent almost all class answering quietly put questions, some of which were personal enough I wasn't going to answer. Finally, class ended and I walked out to the student parking lot. It didn't take me long to find her car and wait by it. I didn't drive myself, but rode the damn buss, not having quite enough money to pay for my own car and my parents not willing to foot the bill. I saw her walking toward me, but frowned when I saw Tina something or other, walking with her. Tina was one of her cheerleading friends. It wasn't that I didn't like Tina. I hadn't ever really met her to speak of, but what I didn't like was that I had hoped the two of us would finish what we started the other day. Not only that, I needed to tell her about the nurse, and I didn't want to do that with witness around.
"David!" Mandy said, running the last few steps and almost throwing herself at me, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her lips to mine in a hot wet kiss that was interrupted by the grunt of pain that escaped as her body banged against my bruised ribs. "Oh god. I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have done that. I'm sorry!"
"It's alright." I answered, patting her butt gently. "Just make the hugs a little gentler and we'll be fine. I've been assured the bruised ribs will heel in a couple weeks, as long as I don't do anything else stupid."
"You won't. I won't let you. This is Tina Gibbs. Do you know each other?"
"I don't think so." I answered.
"Well, you do now." Mandy said. "Come on, let's get out of here." She unlocked the car door and leaned across the width of the seat to unlock the passenger door. I climbed into the passenger side and then to my surprise, Tina climbed in after me, pushing me across the bench seat with her hip until I was trapped between the two beauties. Mandy started the car and started the drive home, finding my hand and moving it to her bare thigh. She turned out of the parking lot and then reached down and pulled my hand higher, pushing the skirt hem up until my fingers were rubbing against her white panty crotch. "David and I were just in the middle of learning about each other when Evan barged in." She said past me to Tina.



"So I heard." She said, seeming to be unfazed by my hand in Mandy's lap. She looked at me and then down at my lap. She reached for my other hand and pulled it to her lap. "I don't mind." She said simply as she moved my hand to her bare thigh so I had a hand between each girls legs.
My brain screamed, "what the hell is going on?" but my mouth knew enough to stay shut. "So, Tina. Um. What brings you to Mandy's house?"
"Protection. After what Evan tried to do to her, well, what he actually DID do to her, we're not leaving her alone until this all dies down."
"Oh." I said, letting out a sigh.
Tina giggled. "Damn! He really was looking forward to this wasn't he?"
"Well, I did tell him we were going to finish what we started, so I can't blame him."
"Suppose he'll still be upset when he learns that you're still gonna do that?"
"Probably not. He's pretty smart, but kinda new to this sex thing. I don't know if he'll figure it out on his own." Mandy said, acting as if I wasn't even there.
"He is kinda cute, being shy like that. I don't think I've ever had a shy guy before." Tina said.
"Has a nice dick too. Way bigger than Evan."
Tina slipped her hand to my crotch and rubbed my half hard dick. "Hmmm. Does feel pretty good so far. Think it'll get bigger?"
"Once he starts undressing us? Oh yeah. It'll look like a telephone pole!" Mandy said with a giggle.
"Wait. Undress you two?"
"You don't think I'm going to just sit there and watch you two fuck, do you?"
"I. Um. I wasn't. Wait. I don't get it. Am I fucking both of you or something?"
"Give the man a cigar! He got it quicker than you thought." Tina said.
"I told you he was smart."
"Now let's hope he's got what it takes to keep two of us happy."
"Just remember. His dick is mine first."
"I know. I promised not to interfere."
Mandy pulled into the drive of her house and parked. "Well? We have an hour and a half before mom and dad get home. Let's go see if we can finish what we stated." Mandy said, squeezing my hand, still between her thighs. "I've been waiting all day for this."
I got out with Mandy, and Tina climbed out the passenger side. Not that I had any choice. She didn't seem at all interested in letting my hand go. Mandy let us in the house and then the three of us headed up the stairs to her room. We walked in and almost as soon as the door was closed, both girls started undressing. Tina had smaller boobs than Mandy, by a long shot, but they were still pretty damn sexy looking. Her pussy had a nice triangle of blond curls pointing down to her otherwise shaved lips. She was tanned over her whole body with almost no hint of tan lines, which made me wonder if she tanned naked. THAT would have been good to see.
"You going to get undressed? We only have an hour and a half." Mandy said.
I stepped to her and took her hand. "Mandy. I said we needed to talk."
"You don't want to do this?" She asked with her eyes wide with surprise.
"No. I mean. Yes I do. But I think I need to talk about something first."
"Oh, don't worry. We're both on the pill. We don't have to worry."
"No. not that. Mandy, please." I said in frustration.
She stopped moving, stopped trying to pull me onto the bed. "David? What's wrong?"
"Something happened today that I need to tell you about before we do this. It might make you not want to."
She sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me a bit confused. "What could have happened that would change my mind?"
"Me having sex with someone else."
I could see the stunned look on her face and I heard Tina say uh oh, as she climbed onto the bed behind Mandy. "I think you better explain."
"I got taken to the nurse. She made me take my clothes off to check me out."
"So? I can see that."
"No, all my clothes."
"Okaaaay. So, you got naked?"
"Yeah."
"And then?"
"Mrs. Haller checked me all out to make sure nothing was damaged. Then she wanted to check and see if I had a concussion from hitting my head."
"That makes sense."
"Not the way she did it."
"How did she do it?"
"She had me undress her and then she climbed onto the table and had sex with me until I had to, you know."
"Wait. Mrs. Haller fucked you in the nurse's office?"
"Yeah."
"All the way. I mean, until you came in her?'
"Yeah."
"Oh god. No wonder." Tina said.
"No wonder what?"
"It seems like quite a few guys have to get checked out every so often. Now I know why. She must do this to a bunch of guys."
"You think? Why would she?" Mandy asked.
"She likes younger guys?"
"Well, anyway, she did. And I wanted you to know. I didn't want you to think that I was messing around behind your back. I didn't want it to happen. Heck, I just couldn't exactly say no."
"Of course not silly. She's the school nurse. You're supposed to do what she says," Mandy said, standing up, still holding my hands. "Now, let's get you out of these clothes."
"You still want to do this?" I asked in confusion.
"I'd be a brass plated fool if I didn't," she answered as she started pulling my t-shirt up. She pulled it over my head and tossed it aside and then went to work on my pants, Tina sliding off the bed to undo my shoes. In moments they had me naked as they were. "Now. Let's see if we can make this happen without interruptions." She pulled me by the hands onto the bed, pulling me on the pink blankets as she scooted herself back. She lay down on her back and spread her legs, pulling me between her legs and up her body. She let go of one of my hands and moved hers down to my hard shaft. I felt her grasp me and pull me gently toward her, using my dick as a handle. I felt the heat of her pussy against my engorged head and closed my eyes for a moment. "Do you like that?"
"Yeah," I whispered, barely able to speak.
"I know I was your first the other day. I hope this time is as much fun."
"Seems to me last time wasn't all that much fun for you." I answered as she coaxed me to slowly push into her.
"It will be this time." She moaned as a couple of inches of me slid into her. I saw her tense slightly as my dry shaft grabbed at her lips. I pulled back until just my head was inside her and then slid slowly forward, feeling for that point again. In and out I slid slowly until I was balls deep in her. "Oh yessss. You did that so nicely." She whispered. "Now remember what I showed you? Make your dick slide across it and make me come for you."
"Uh huh." I grunted, starting to slide in and out. I arched my back a little to change the angle until I saw her respond, her own back arching to push her butt down toward the bed more. She gasped softly as I pushed into her, and then withdrew slowly. I tried hard to not go to fast, but the feeling of her around me and the look of extreme pleasure on her face was more than I could hold back from. I started stroking faster, driving harder, smashing my engorged head deep into her tunnel. I tried to ignore the pain in my side where my ribs were complaining.
"Oh yes. Oh god yes. Do it. Make me come David. Ohhhhhhhh yes! That's it. Right there. Now with me baby. Come with me!"
I wanted to come with her, but the pain in my side was more powerful than the feeling of her body around my cock. I waited, feeling her climax, feeling her body squeeze my cock. She trembled and shuddered under me. I dropped to my elbows and felt her panting chest rub her hard nipples against my chest as her climax slowly passed. With a groan more painful that I would have liked to show, I pushed up off of her and rolled onto my back on the bed next to her. "I'm sorry. I couldn't." I whispered.
She rolled onto her side to look at me with concern. "Was something wrong sweetie? I thought you were going to come with me."
"I wanted to." I panted. "But it hurt too much."
"Hurt too much? OH SHIT! I'm sorry! Oh god. I'm so sorry. I didn't even think about your ribs. Ohhhhh. David, I'm so sorry." She said, practically crying by the time she got done.
"It's alright." I breathed, wrapping an arm around her shoulders and pulling her down onto me. I grunted again as I pulled her against a particularly sore spot and then released her as she pulled back.
"This isnt going to do. Not at all. I'm not going to let you off that easy. I want to feel you come in me. So you just lay there and let me do the work."
"Sure." I breathed as she pushed up off of me. I watched her shift and straddle my waist, her hand finding my still hard shaft. She aimed me at her sopping wet pussy and easily slid down onto me.
"Now just relax. Let me do all the work sweety." She cooed softly. She began to slide up and down my shaft, her body shifting and moving to find a spot that seemed to make me respond the most. Up and down she lifted, sliding on and off my cock with slow rhythmic strokes. "Oh I love how you feel in me. I could do this all day. I could ride your sweet cock alllll day." She moaned.
I lifted my hands to her big soft tits. They weren't nearly as big as Mrs. Haller's but they felt even better to me. Firm and full, just the right amount of squeeze. I let my thumbs tease across her nipples as she moved up and down, pushing me back to that point I was getting close to before. I could feel the warmth and tingle spread from my dick through my body, my mind demanding that I try and push back up into her. Up and down she moved, her ass slapping on me. I heard another voice, another female voice and suddenly remembered that Tina was in the room with us. I looked around and saw her across the room, sitting in the dressing table chair, her feet propped up on the edge of the dressing table, her legs spread wide. She was watching us in the mirror as she plunged a hairbrush handle in and out of herself, the mirror angled just enough for me to see the handle appearing and disappearing between her full round tanned lips.
I watched her in the mirror as her climax overtook her, shudders and trembles running through her, making her legs and arms shake uncontrollably.
"OH FUCK!" Mandy suddenly gasped, her own body jerking and shuddering as she struggled to try and keep riding me. For some reason the sudden change in the sensations of her pussy and the irregular strokes, in both intensity and timing, pushed me over the edge, or maybe it was what she was doing in conjunction with watching a second super sexy naked girl climaxing. With a deep groan, my body stiffened and I felt the first surge of cum push up into her. "YES! FUCK YES!" she screamed at the ceiling as her body jerked harder, apparently spurred on by my own climax inside her.
The two of us stayed that way for at least two or three minutes, my dick emptying into her and then just twitching before slowly softening as she sat on me, her finger tips stroking my chest and stomach. She seemed in no hurry to move or to allow my now softened member to slip out of her. I could see her chewing her lower lip slightly, something she did when she was unsure of the answer to a question I asked in our tutoring sessions. I knew that if I waited, she'd eventually say whatever it was.
"You can't stay like that all day." Tina said as she climbed onto the bed.
"I know. But I want it to last as long as I can with him."
"Why is he different?" Tina asked quietly.
"I wish I knew. I wish I understood why I wanted this so bad." She looked from Tina down to me. "I wish I knew what it was about you that made me want you so bad. I've wanted you since the first time we sat together in class. I didn't want anyone to know. I definitely didn't want Evan to know. But I was afraid that if people knew. If they knew that I was attracted to you. Maybe I was too wrapped up in my own group of friends and my reputation, but you know, right now I don't care. I don't care what anyone thinks but you. I want you to know how much I want you and how much I, well, how much I think I might love you. I know. It's a dangerous word. But I don't know how else to describe what I feel for you. It's more than liking you. It's more than just wanting you physically, and NO, I do not understand why I am so physically attracted to you. It isn't just because of what you did to try and protect me from Evan either, but because of how it feels to be next to you. How it makes little butterflies in my stomach when we touch in class, how looking at you makes my nipples get hard. How it makes me feel inside when we talk. I can tell, you're attracted to how I look, but you actually try not to let it show, especially when anyone else can see. It's like you want me to know that what I think is as important as how I look. I know you never expected to be with anyone like me. I know how the geek table is. But I've wanted this for almost two years. I've wanted to be able to tell you, but I couldn't. Can you ever forgive me?" She said, rambling so quickly I barely could absorb what she said.
"There's nothing to forgive." I whispered as I looked at her face and saw tears running down he cheeks.
She leaned down over my face, being careful not to put any weight on my sore ribs. I felt a few tears drip off her cheeks onto mine before she pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me softly for long seconds, her lips just barely brushing mine. "Love is a dangerous word. Maybe too much for us, especially now. I don't expect you to feel it or say it. But I wanted you to know how you make me feel inside. Why it was so important to me that we do this, to be with you like this. I don't expect you to be my boyfriend, or to not look at other girls. In fact, I happen to know there are a few running around that have heard about what you have down there that might want to try it on."
"Like Tina?"
"Like Tina." Tina answered.
"Why?" I asked, looking at her as best I could with her sitting on the bed near my head.
"Two reasons. One is because you suddenly have one hell of a reputation. Not too many guys can say they were brave enough to kick Evan in the balls. The second reason is someone, who should remain nameless, has been gushing all over the place about how incredible your cock is."
I looked at Mandy, who was blushing almost as pink as her bed sheets. "I couldn't help it. It is. It's the most spectacular cock I've ever had in me."
It was my turn to blush. "It isn't. All it's done is get me in trouble. Hell, they always made fun of me in the showers in gym class. I was glad when I didn't have to take that anymore."
Mandy giggled. "You are such a boy scout. It's the very thing that you got kidded for that makes it so spectacular. Big, fat, always hard. What else can a girl ask for? I kinda wish I was in gym with you. It would have been fun to watch you every day."
"So, we gonna do something before your parents get home?" Tina asked.
"Yeah. We are." Mandy looked down at me. "So, I promised Tina she could play too. You don't mind if we share sucking you until we get you hard again, do you?"
I opened my mouth and closed it. How could I complain about that? She must have seen my face and smiled. She pulled off of me and turned around to kneel on the bed next to me with her butt near my head. "This way you can play with us too if you want."
Tina moved to the other side of me so I had a sexy ass and pussy on either side of me. I reached a hand out to each of them, my right fingers stroking Tina and my left Mandy. They worked on my dick, licking and sucking, coaxing me back to full hardness in a few short minutes. Of course, being able to push my thumb in and out of Tina's tight pussy at the same time didn't hurt any.
The two girls moved on the bed, Tina climbing over my dick and Mandy moving to dangle her boobs over my face. "I don't mind if she fucks you, but I want you looking at me while she does." Mandy giggled. "Hope you don't mind."
"Not at all." I grinned as she lowered one of her nipples to my lips. I let her dangle it close enough I could suck it into my mouth and tease the hard nipple with my tongue. I moved my left hand between her legs and stroked my fingers across and between her wet lips. Tina began to slide up and down my saliva coated cock, quickly shifting to bounce energetically on me. I couldn't see her, but that didn't matter. Up and down she moved, slapping her bare ass on my thighs with each stroke. I tried to concentrate on stroking Mandy with my fingers, Tina's pussy doing much too good of a job on my dick to not have that concentration tested. I was getting so stimulated that after their oral ministrations, I wasn't sure how long I could last. Up and down Tina bounced, pounding herself down on me, her tight little pussy stroking me in all the right ways. I could only hope that I could hold off long enough for her to get off first. I curled a finger into Mandy's hot wet pussy and stroked it in time with Tina's bouncing.
"Oh god. Oh god, I'm gonna come. I'm fucking gonna come!" Tina moaned loudly. "Oh god Mandy. He's gonna make me come!" she squealed moments before she slammed herself down on my lap, shuddering and trembling as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me. Mandy pulled her boob from my face and we watched together as Tina shuddered in climax on my dick.
"Told you." Mandy said with a smile.
"Yeah, you did." Tina panted as she sat on my still hard dick, wiggling a little. "Can't believe he's still hard too."
"Well, you can go for the twofer." Mandy said with a grin. "No point in leaving him unfinished."
"Yeah. I can do that." Tina answered, sliding up and down my dick again, slowly at first. Mandy lay down on the bed next to me and rested her head on my shoulder, gently kissing my cheek as Tina rode up and down my shaft.
"You like seeing her on you? Bet you never thought you'd be fucking the two hottest girls in school at the same time, did you?"
"Uh uh." I grunted as Tina worked my growing orgasm quickly toward completion. I watched her tits bouncing on her chest, not nearly as big as Mandy's, but extremely sexy as they wiggled and jiggled. I reached down with my right hand, curious about her pussy, and let my fingers rub her as she bounced up and down.
"Oh fuck yes!" Tina gasped as her bouncing worked my middle finger between her firm outer lips to stroke across that hard bump Mandy had shown me. I had health class and I knew that a clitoris was, but I hadn't realized just how sensitive it could be. I let her pussy slide along my finger as it drove down onto my cock over and over, making Tina squeak and moan loudly about how great it felt and how she was going to climax again. Up and down she drove, pushing me toward competing my own orgasm, that feeling I was used to causing with my own hand starting to flow through me. I could feel the warmth and tingle radiate from my cock out through my body, the feeling I was going suddenly burst forth becoming overwhelming.
"Gonna come." I grunted breathlessly, letting her know she was about to get my load if she kept going. I wasn't sure she really wanted me to come in her, after all, she was one of the cool girls and I was just a geek. But she didn't stop moving. If anything she pounded down on me a little bit harder, pushing me right to the breaking point. Any moment I was going to come. "You better stop or I'm gonna come." I grunted again, trying everything I could to hold back from filling her, just in case I really wasn't supposed to do that.
"Do it! That's the idea silly." Mandy whispered. "She wants it. She wants to feel it just like I did. That's the whole point of sex. Feeling your partner come. Evan forgot that. He was more interested in his own pleasure and forgot that I wanted it too. Let her feel it."
"UH!" I grunted as my body spasmed and jammed my cock up into her as my body tried to arch my back up toward her.
"FUCK YES!" Tina cried as she slammed herself down on my cock, my cum surging into her with each new spasm my body made. She sat on me and shuddered, her body orgasming around my surging cock. I don't know why, but I let my finger continue to rub her clit, almost without thought, until she gently moved my hand from her lips. "Oh, please. Enough. Good God, enough. That was perfect. I don't know why you did that but it was exactly what I needed." Tina panted.



I heard a noise and my head turned to the bedroom door, which had been open a bit, and noticed it closing, just a glimpse of someone outside peeking in. I wondered if it was her dad and suddenly got worried.
"Mandy. I think someone was watching us. We're not going to be in trouble, are we?"
She kissed my cheek. "I'm sure it was your imagination. They shouldn't be home for almost fifteen minutes yet. But we do need to get dressed. I wouldn't want him to actually catch us like this."
"Oh hell no. He'd call my dad and I'd be grounded for a month." Tina said, pulling off of me. "Oh fuck, look at all that." She said, as my cum leaked out of her and dripped from her pussy onto my cock.
Mandy got off the bed and got a towel from the bathroom and wiped Tina's pussy and then my dick. The two of them stayed naked while they dressed me, making sure to rub their tits and pussies all over my body while they did. After they both dressed and were just finishing when we heard her mom call up the stairs that they were home.
"Good timing." Tina said with a grin.
"Come on. I'll drive you both home."
We went down and she said bye to her mom and dad as we headed out the door. She dropped Tina off first and then drove me home. We sat in the car for almost ten minutes, kissing and groping each other, Mandy telling me how she wished she had time to let me undress her and have sex again with her, right there in the car. I was definitely turned on by the kissing and touching and wouldn't have objected either, but she stopped me as I was starting to undo her bra under her shirt. "I want this, but I have to get home. Tomorrow. I promise. More tomorrow!" I nodded and stopped, trying not to let the disappointment show.
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I found the note in my locker just before second hour. It was a girls handwriting, but it didn't quite look like Mandy's. I'd seen hers enough to know. But it seemed to be signed by her. "Lower level storeroom at lunch. Mandy." She had said she promised more today, so maybe she had someone else leave it in my locker? Whatever, I wasn't going to pass up more play time with Mandy.
Lunch time came and I found the storeroom. It was actually a teacher's work room that they stored all kinds of things like rolls of paper and overhead projectors and stuff in. The light was on as I stepped in. I looked in to make sure there wasn't a teacher in it and then slipped in, trying not to let the few people walking the hallway see me. I started to close the door when the arm circled around my neck.
"Now we have the little fucker!" I heard a burly voice say from behind me. "Fuck with our girls will you. We'll teach you, you little shit!"
"Come on Brad. You promised you weren't going to hurt him!" I heard a female voice say from behind him.
"What I should do is beat the shit out of him!" The guy with his arm around my neck growled.
"You do and it'll be the last time you ever see me!" the female voice said.
I heard the guy growl like an animal. "Fine! Okay guys, let's do this!" A cloth bag got pulled over my head so I couldn't see and then I felt my shoes being pulled off. It wasn't long before my pants were being jerked down and off and then finally the arm around me was released just long enough to get my t-shirt off, the bag over my head making it difficult. I made an attempt to break away but the arm clamped around my neck again before I could catch my balance and push away. "Let this be a lesson. You stay away from our girls, and that includes Mandy, or so help me, we'll fuck you up in a way that no girl ever will want to be around you again. Got it?"
"Uh huh." I grunted.
"Okay, coast is clear." I heard another guy say. Then I was being dragged backwards, struggling to no effect. I wasn't sure where I was being taken, but I could tell it was out of the room and down the hallway. I wondered how much of the school was getting to see me dragged naked through the halls. I doubted I'd ever be able to walk the halls again! Funny the things you think about when in reality you should be wondering if you were going to live more than a few more minutes. We stopped and I was allowed to stand, but only for a moment as the arm released my neck. A fraction of a second later I was shoved forward, the bag pulled off of my head at the same time I was pushed.
I stumbled forward and fell on my face on a hard tile floor. I blinked to try to get my eyes adjusted the suddenly bright light and realized where I was. I was laying on a bathroom floor. I was very familiar with the tile pattern in them. As my eyes began to focus I realized it didn't have any urinals in it, so it had to be one of the downstairs girls bathrooms. I pushed myself up and looked around for something to cover myself with. I was butt naked and couldn't see a damn thing to cover myself with. At least I was alone. I stepped to the doorway, which was actually just a set of walls that overlap like a small switchback, so you can't see in from the hallway. I stepped to the outer wall and looked out into the hall. I was just about to try and sneak back to the store room, which was only a little ways down the hall, when the bell started to ring for B lunch. Shit! This hallway was going to be full of people in mere seconds, not nearly enough time for me to sneak down to the store room.
I considered taking the risk and darting to the store room for about two heartbeats when that idea was thrashed by the sounds of voices of students getting out of the classrooms up and down the hallway. I'd hoped to find my clothes there, but if I'd just done what they had, I sure as hell wouldn't have left my clothes there. They were probably in a trash can somewhere. I moved back and slipped into one of the stalls. If I got lucky I wait out the class break and things would quiet down, or maybe I could even get one of the girls to get one of the teachers. If I got unlucky, I'd have a screaming girl running down the hall complaining there was a guy in the girl's bathroom. I hoped I'd be lucky, but I usually wasn't.
The bathroom got busy quickly, which wasn't a surprise. It usually did at class break. I waited, hoping that as the number of girls reduced I could find one to help me out. I peeked over the top of the stall door toward the sink, hoping to see who was there. The first time there were four girls at the sink. I waited a few moments before peeking again. Shit, now there were six.
"What the hell?" I heard one of them say, looking in the mirror. Not at my face looking over the top, but at the bottom. I realized that my bare feet were showing under the stall door and she was looking at them.
"Donna! Donna!" she said, elbowing her friend.
"What?" her friend asked with irritation.
"Look!" She said, turning around and pointing toward the floor of the stall I was hiding in.
"Oh shit. Is that?"
"Uh huh. It is."
"Girls! Heads up!" Donna said loudly. "We have a lurker in here." Two of the girls squealed and ran out of the bathroom, but the other four that were still in it gathered together and whispered. Two of the girls moved to the stalls on either side of me and stepped into them. All of a sudden, the two of them, stood on the stools and looked down into my stall.
"SHIT! HE'S NAKED!" one of them cried. The one on the other side of me started to laugh.
"Hey girls. I think we got part of the geek squad!" the one that laughed said. That got the other two girls into the stalls looking over the top at me.
"Hey! That's David Roberts!" One of them said. "The guy that took on Evan!"
"That's Dave Roberts?" another asked. "Damn!"
"You girls wouldn't mind helping a guy out, would you?" I asked meekly.
"How did you get in here?" One of them asked, none of the four in the least interested in NOT looking over the top at me as I tried to cover my dick with my hands.
"Some of Evan's friends were unhappy with me."
"What do you say girls, should we help him out?"
"I'll help him out." One of them giggled. "I've heard about his dick."
"I don't think that's what he meant," A blond headed girl said.
"I don't care. Tammy, why don't you go to the girl's locker room and see if you can snag a towel. I'm gonna keep him company. Come on Dave, open the door and let me in."
"Do I have to?"
"If you want our help." She answered with a grin. "Of course, if you don't want to let me in, I'm sure principal Johnson would find this all interesting."
"Okay. Okay, just get me something to wear!"
"Okay Tammy. Go find something for him."
"On my way Joanie." One of the heads said before it disappeared. A moment later another did.
"Okay Dave. Open the door now."
"This is so damn embarrassing." I muttered as I unlatched the door. The one I now guessed was Joanie, pushed the door open and slipped in with me. She pushed me back until I had to sit on the stool.
"I hear when you get hard you're quite the tool." She said with a grin. "I wouldn't mind seeing it."
"Maybe you need to give him a little something to look at." Donna said as she looked down into the stall from the one on the right of the one we were in.
"I suppose that wouldn't hurt. Tell me David, what is it you like to see? My boobs or down below?"
I looked at her. "What? You're going to get undressed?"
She grinned. "Well now, I hadn't thought you'd want ALL of it, but why not? What do you think girls? Should I?"
"If it gets him hard." One of them answered with a giggle.
Joanie stood in front of me and started to unbutton the front of the dress she had on. One by one she undid the buttons, exposing more and more of her creamy skin and the small lace bra she had on under it. She slowly pulled the front of the dress apart, exposing the lace bra, her nipples and areola showing through the lacey cups. It had the effect she wanted. I could feel my dick start to harden, despite the stressful conditions. She pulled the dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and stood in front of me in just her little white underwear, lace bra and shoes. "Why don't you help me with these." She said reaching for her underwear and snapping the elastic waistband a few times. She reached for my hands and pulled them from where they tried to cover my growing dick, pulling them to her waist. She helped me hook my fingers in her panty waist and then slowly pushed my hands down, dragging her underwear down.
"Damn Joanie! You really gonna do it?" Donna asked from over the partition.
"Fuck yeah." She answered, pushing my hands down further. The white elastic pulled lower, exposing more and more of her body. I couldn't see any hair at all as her underwear pulled lower, finally exposing her full round pussy lips. I stared at her pussy as she worked my hands lower, along with her underwear. She moved one leg and then the other, stepping out of her panties, each leg lifting one at a time, exposing her pussy completely to me as she did. She let go of my hands, still holding her underwear, and reached up for her bra. She reached behind her back and in moments she was standing with nothing on but her shoes. "You're turn." She said, pulling on my hands to make me stand up.
I stood up, my rock hard dick pointing right at her, my engorged head pressing against her stomach.
"Damn! Look how big it is!" Donna gasped.
"I am." Joanie whispered as she reached both hands for it. She grasped my cock in both hands, wrapping her fingers around my hard shaft, one hand near the base and the other just behind the head. Even then my head suck out completely exposed and there was still a little of my erect shaft showing between her two hands. "Shit that's big. I mean, really big."
"You think it'd fit?" Donna asked.
"I don't know. I'm not sure."
"One way to find out." Donna whispered.
"You think I should. I mean, getting naked with him is one thing. You think Amanda would be pissed if I did? He is her boyfriend."
"She's not here. What can it hurt. I mean, you're just going to slip it in for a second, right? Just to see?"
"Yeah. Just for a second." Joanie whispered as she used both hands to stroke me, her right hand dragging the precum leaking from the tip of my head down my shaft. She looked at me. "Can you? Put it in me, just for a second?"
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah. I'm so definitely sure!" she said as she let go of me with one hand. She turned around to face the door and bent over. She held the top of the door for balance with one hand, spreading her feet almost the width of the stall, and then pushed her butt out at me. She used the hand holding my cock to pull me toward her pussy. I'm a guy. There was no fucking way I was going to say no to that kind of invitation.
I stepped closer to her, grasping my own shaft as she let go of it. I rubbed my head up and down her lips the way Mandy had taught me, spreading her juices and my precum on her lips. I pressed toward her, letting my head spread her full round lips apart, the tip teasing over her clit a few times before nestling into the entrance to her vagina. I pressed a little harder, her ass pushing forcefully back at me as she groaned softly.
"I don't know if it will." She groaned as I held her hips and pulled us together. "Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!" She moaned as my head pushed into her an inch or so. "God damn that's big."
"Does it feel good?" Donna asked.
"Sooooooo good." She moaned softly as I worked my hips, working my head and shaft in and out a few inches at a time. Just like Mandy had taught me, I worked my cock deeper and deeper, using her juices to lubricate us both. I was soon stroking in and out of her, my dick longer than the depths she could accommodate, but she didn't seem to mind. I could feel my head hitting the end of her vagina with each stroke, drawing a pleasurable moan from her each time. In and out I stroked, her incredibly tight little hole driving me very quickly toward climax.
In and out I stroked, Donna watching over the partition, gasping and making noises of her own. I suspected that she was playing with herself, but I couldn't, of course, see anything other than her head.
"What are you doing?" I heard an older female voice say loudly outside the stalls just as Joanie began to shudder and tremble in front of me.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" Joanie gasped. "That's it! I'm coming! Shit I'm coming!" she squeaked as her whole body seemed to stiffen. Little shudders ran up and down her legs and her body twitched in climax on my dick. Her pussy squeezed me so hard that I could barely still stroke in and out of her, as if I wasn't frozen in fear of the voice I heard and was damn sure I recognized.
"Principle Johnson!" Donna gasped.
"Come down from there young lady. And pull up your pants!" She knocked on the door of my stall. "Who's in there. Come out this instant!"
"Yes ma'am" Joanie moaned, but didn't move.
"I mean now young lady!" She repeated.
I pulled out of Joanie's pussy, my cock glistening with her juices, feeling at a loss for what the hell to do. Joanie unlatched the door and stepped shakily out of the stall, still naked except for her shoes. She stood in front of the stall, her hands clasped in front of her pussy, her face still flushed red from her climax.
"Miss Jackson? Really? In the bathroom? Who's in there with you?" the principal asked, stepping to look into the stall. "MISTER ROBERTS! GET OUT HERE!" she shouted at me. I tried uselessly to cover my engorged dick and stepped out of the stall and stood next to Joanie. "Mister Roberts! I would NOT have expected this kind of behavior from you! You should be ashamed of yourself. You two! Get your clothes on and get your butts to my office right now!"
"Um. Principal Johnson. That might be a problem" Donna said quietly from where she stood in the open stall next to ours. "You see. He doesn't have any clothes."
"He doesn't have what? Mister Roberts! Where exactly are your clothes?"
"I don't know Mrs. Johsnon. I was kind of shoved in here naked and I don't have my clothes. I'm not exactly sure where they are." I said, looking down at the floor.
"So of course that meant you needed to have sex with one of the girls?"
"That was kinda my fault." Joanie whispered.
"What was that, Miss Jackson?"
"I said it was my fault ma'am. I kinda wanted to see if it was really as big as everyone said, and while Tammy went to find him a towel to wear, well, I thought I might coax him to show me."
"And you what? Pulled down your pants?"
"Actually, I took everything off." She whispered. She looked up at the principal. "Please don't get him in trouble. It was my idea. He was just trying to hide in here. It was my fault we were having sex."
I could see the displeasure in Mrs. Johnson's face as she turned to look at me. "So, you want to explain how you ended up like this?"
"Um. All of it?"
"ALL of it." She said sternly.
"I got a note from Amanda to meet her in the supply room at lunch, but when I get there, Brad gabbed me from behind. He had a couple friends and they stripped me and threw me in here without my clothes. He wanted to beat me up, but the girl that was with them said he promised her that he wouldn't."
"Brad? Brad Eldrige?"
"Yes maam."
"Who was with him?" She demanded.
"I don't know. They put a bag over my head so I couldn't see. But I think it was his girlfriend Betsy or Betty or something like that. I don't know who else."
"Donna! I got a towel!" I heard Tammy say as she ran into the bathroom. "OOPS!" She said turning to run away.
"STOP RIGHT THERE YOUNG LADY!" the principal shouted, stopping Tammy in her tracks. She turned around and looked down at the floor.
"Yes Mrs. Johonson?"
The principal stepped toward her and took the towel from her. "You young lady are going to spend some time in detention tonight, along with your cohorts in crime there. You two, out of here to class. Detention for both of you." She snapped at Donna and Tammy.
"Yes maam!" Both said before disappearing as quickly as they could.
"Now. you young lady. Get your clothes on. Now!"
"Yes maam." Joanie said. She looked up at me and gave me a little shrug that kind of said, "sorry." She stepped into the stall and quickly started dressing.
The principal held the towel out for me which I took and wrapped around myself, my dick still surprisingly hard, tenting the towel out. She looked at it and shook her head with a frown. "What am I going to do with you Mister Roberts? On one hand you have become famous for what you did, but how do I condone this kind of behavior?"
"You can't ma'am."
"And at the same time, it isn't your fault you were stranded in here. I'm going to have to deal with Mister Eldrige. Miss Jackson, I'm going to let you off with detention tonight with your friends. I should call your parents, but I have a hunch that wouldn't be helpful. So if you promise to not do this again, I won't. But don't expect me to let you off this lightly again. What you do off school property and with who is your business. You're an adult. We can't have this going on, on school property. Am I making myself clear?"
"Yes ma'am," she whispered.
"Go. Get to class, or lunch, or wherever your supposed to be right now." The principal said softly as she reached out and rested a hand on Joanie's shoulder.
"Yes ma'am," She answered quietly before walking to the door. She stopped and turned to look at me. "David. I just wanted to say. I mean, I wanted you to know. Um, thank you." She finally said before disappearing.
"Now mister Roberts. What am I going to do with you? I can't have you trapsing around school all day in a towel, now can I?"
"No maam." I said contritely.
"Come with me." She said as she turned to walk out of the bathroom. I followed her down the halls and up the stairs, holding the towel around my waist. There was going to be a LOT of talk with the number of students that saw me this way, and by the time we got to the main office, I felt like my face was as red as a fire truck. She paraded me past the secretaries and to her office door, making no attempt at all to allow me to hide the fact that, besides the towel, I didn't have a stitch of clothing. She opened her office door for me while the secretaries all stared open mouthed at me. "Go sit down. I'll be back."
"Yes ma'am." I answered, walking into her office and sitting in a chair as she pulled the door closed.
I waited, and waited and waited. Finally after almost half an hour the door opened again. Principal Johnson walked in with Brad Eldrige in tow, and his girlfriend Betsy following behind.
"Sit down you two." She said sternly. "So do either of you want to tell me about how this happened?"
"How what happened ma'am?" Brad said defiantly.
"Come Now mister Eldrige. You don't honestly expect me to believe you had nothing to do with this. I've found three students already that have said they saw you forcing Mister Roberts into the girl's bathroom without his clothes. So, you want to try again?"
"No ma'am. I deny any knowledge of this event."
"I see. Miss Connor. Mister Roberts here indicated that he heard you tell Brad that he promised not to hurt him. I have no reason to believe that he was lying to me. Would you like to tell me your side of it? Or do I just call the police and let them take both of you in and you can have your parents pick you up from the police station?"
That did it. I could see the look of fear in her face. She looked at a Brad and then shook her head. "Brad asked me to write a note to David, asking him to meet Amanda in the supply room. I didn't know what they were planning until we got there and he started talking about taking him up to the roof and throwing him off because of what he did to Evan."



"Is that right Mister Eldrige?"
"I refuse to answer." He said defiantly.
"Very well." She picked up the phone and talked to a secretary and then put the phone down. "Mister Eldrige. You are officially suspended for the rest of the semester for attempting to harm another student. I suspect that the police will charge you with several other crimes as well."
"But you can't! I won't graduate. I can't go to college and play football!"
"Mister Eldrige, playing football will be the least of your concerns. The school is pressing charges against you. I would be more concerned about how long you will spend in jail. We have a zero tolerance policy on harming other students. Fights are one thing, but this, threatening to kill a student, that is so far beyond the limits that I have no choice. Now, I know you drive yourself, so I want you off school property within the next five minutes or I'll have the police remove you. I have the secretary calling your parents. I expect them to be here soon so I can tell them what has happened. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes maam." He said, sullenly. His defiant look had vanished and he looked like he'd lost his last friend in the world. He got up and walked out of the office, closing the door behind himself.
"Now. Miss Connor. What am I to do with you?"
She looked at the principal pleadingly. "Please don't suspend me. I'll do anything. Detention, extra duty, anything. I had no idea they were going to do that. I really didn't."
"If I thought you did, you'd already be suspended. Now, what can you tell me about Mister Roberts clothes?"
"They're in one of the dumpsters out back." She said quietly.
The principal nodded and picked up the phone. "Julie, would you find Randal and have him check the dumpsters for Mister Roberts clothes please? Yes, thank you." She hung the phone back up. "Do you have any idea how traumatizing something like this can be? Mister Roberts had been forced to be naked in front of a number of girls, including several while he was being thrown in the bathroom, and then was forced to walk all the way here in nothing but a towel. Can you imagine how that must feel to him?"
"I think so maam." She whispered. She looked over at me. "I'm sorry David. I really am. I didn't mean for this to happen. I didn't know they were going to do any of this. I just thought they were going scare you. I wouldn't have done any of it if I'd have thought they were going to hurt you."
"I believe you." Principal Johnson said quietly. "But there has to be some punishment. As part of an act intended to injure another student, you pretty much are in the same boat as a student that organizes a fight. Normally I'd suspend them for five days."
"Oh please!!!" she gasped. "Not that. I'll do anything. But don't suspend me, please! If my mom finds out, it'd destroy her."
"I understand." She said quietly. "Mister Roberts. What do you think is a reasonable punishment?"
"Me?" I asked complete caught off guard.
"You are the injured party here. I'm willing to take your suggestions under advisement. If you could choose her punishment, what would it be?"
I frowned. "Make her walk down the hall naked."
The principal looked at me in surprise. "Really? You think that's appropriate?"
I looked at the floor. "Probably not. I guess I don't like the way she was so willing to let them strip me and leave me in front of all those girls naked."
"So, you're feeling is that whatever her punishment, it should be as equally embarrassing for her as what she participated in doing to you?"
"That'd seem fair."
"It does at that. You have an interesting take on justice. I'd have thought you'd push for a much stiffer punishment. I'm very tempted to do just that, have her walk the halls naked as they made you. However, you two are adults, but not all the students in this school are. I can't have a naked adult trapsing down the hall in front of minors, now can I?"
"No ma'am." I agreed.
"Miss Connor. Are you familiar with our rules on corporal punishment?"
"I've heard them maam." Betsy said with a little gasp.
"I'm going to give you a choice. You can serve three days suspension, cut down from five because I believe you are remorseful, or you can elect to substitute corporal punishment. Two swats with my paddle for each day of suspension."
Betsy looked at her and then at me. I could see the fear in her eyes. It was a choice between personal pain, here and now, or the pain of suspension, which would apparently have some impact on her parents, though I didn't know what. Finally she lifted her chin and answered. "If it stays between us, if you don't tell my mom, I'll take the swats."
"Alright. I can accept that. I understand your situation at home. We'll handle it in house. That takes care of the intent to injure another student. Now, what do we do to get restitution for Mister Roberts? I clearly can't march you down the hall naked. But he should feel like he had received some form of restitution."
"I'll take my swats naked. If it means that it all stays in here. No one else will know." The principal raised her eyebrows again. "I did get to see him naked. He deserves to at least see me that way. I'm sure he'll enjoy getting to watch my bare ass getting swatted. Does that make up for it?" she asked me, looking defiant.
"You really want to do that?" I asked.
She looked down at her lap. "I feel bad about what happened. No, I don't want to get paraded down the hall naked, but I can see where you might want to see that happen, especially after what you had to go through. Seeing me getting spanked naked, well, I guess that's not nearly as bad as what you had done, but it's the best I can do."
"I would say that's a very mature attitude. And I certainly appreciate the offer. But I would probably be in all kinds of trouble with parents if word got out that I was spanking students naked in my office." Mrs Johnson said as she reached into her lower desk drawer and pulled out the paddle. She held it up and looked at it. "Six swats with this can be harsh. I wouldn't want to take them on my bare bottom." She stood up from her desk. "Mister Roberts. I'm going to go see if I can find out what's happening about finding your clothes. I'll leave word with my secretary that the two of you are going to work out Miss Connor's punishment, as two adults, and that unless there is a serious concern, to allow you two room to handle it." She looked up at the clock. "I'll give you fifteen minutes Mister Roberts." Then she walked to the door. "Not more than six Mister Roberts." And then she walked out and closed the door.
"Did she just give you permission to spank me?" Betsy asked quietly.
"It seemed like it to me."
"Are you going to?"
"I have to do something." I said.
"Then I guess I better get my clothes off." She stood up and started taking her jeans off. She wiggled her hips and pushed them down, exposing a pair of patterned briefs with little flowers all over. She sat down and pulled her shoes off and then her jeans. She stood up again and pushed her underwear down her legs and off. I could see her full round lips hidden partly by a sparse mat of brown curls. I was busy staring at her pussy as she pulled her t-shirt off, dropping it on the floor on her pants. She took her bra off and let a surprisingly large pair of soft breasts loose, each orb, a bit more than I could hold with one hand, hung down on her chest almost half the distance of their roundness. She walked over to the desk and bent over, resting her elbows on it, her tits hanging down from her chest. "I'm ready," she said.
"Can I ask a question?" I asked as I stood up and walked to the desk, reaching for the paddle with one hand while I held the towel closed with the other. "Why don't you want your parents to know?"
"My mom. She's really sick. She's hoping to still be here when graduation comes. But it's getting harder and harder for her. If she knew I was getting suspended, well, she might not be able to handle that."
"So instead, you're willing to let me spank you, like this, naked?"
"To keep her from finding out? Yeah."
I picked up the paddle and stood behind her. "Why did you do it?"
"Help them?"
"Uh huh."
"You don't know what it's like, being in that group. You can't say no. You can't get out. Hell, look what happened to Amanda when she walked away. He showed up at her house and raped her. I couldn't let that kind of thing happen."
"You think he would have done that? Your boyfriend?"
"Brad? If he was told to by that asshole, yeah."
I looked at her bare butt, waiting to get swatted. I hefted the paddle in my hand. What I did was totally up to me, that's what she said. I raised the paddle and lowered it to her butt. I tapped her bare cheek once, then again and again. The paddle made a very soft smack that was barely audible. I hit her bottom that way a total of six times and then I set the paddle on the desk. I walked over to my chair and sat down.
"That's it?" She asked, straightening up. "That's all you're going to do?"
"Yeah."
"Why?" She asked, looking confused.
"I know how it can feel living in a situation where you have no control. In some ways that's the story of my life. How can I punish someone for feeling like there was no way out without hurting someone they love. No, I can't do that."
"I heard about you. About how sweet and caring you were to Amanda. How you were more worried about her than your own injuries. I didn't believe it. I thought it was just her trying to make you look good. But it was true, wasn't it? You did care more about what happened to her than you."
I shrugged.
She stepped over to me. She reached down and pulled on the towel, pulling it from my hands and spreading it apart so I was sitting on it, my hardon sticking up in the air. She reached for my hands that had moved to cover my manhood, coaxing them far enough apart to grasp my dick gently.
"What are you doing?" I gasped, grabbing her hand.
"Paying you back for what I did. If you'll let me."
"Paying me back how?"
She coaxed my hand from hers, and then stepped to me, stepping over my lap. She aimed my dick up at her pussy as she squatted down over me. I felt my head rub between her lips, feeling the hot wetness there, and then felt her settle down on me. "Oh damn." She moaned softly as she lowered herself down on to my lap.
I felt her hot wet pussy, surprisingly wet for what she had just faced, slide down over my engorged cock. She slowly slid down, forcing me into her until she was sitting on my thighs. She let out a soft groan as she slid that last little bit down, my long shaft pressing against the end of her vaginal depths.
"If I could, I'd do this where the whole damn football team could see. Let them know that they don't own us." She started to bounce up and down on my lap, her bare ass slapping rhythmically on my thighs. Her tits bounced up and down right in front of my face, her nipples drawing circles in the air as she bounced on me. Her incredibly hot wet pussy, stroked along my shaft. I was a little surprised at how different she felt than Mandy, a bit tighter, a little...different. I was also surprised at how fast she was pushing me toward coming, much more quickly than I would have thought for sitting in the principals office. Up and down she bounced, my hands reaching up for her tits, capturing them and squeezing them as my cock swelled inside her, getting ready to fire off uncontrollably in her. "Come for me. Let me feel you come. That's my apology to you. Making you come for me. Letting you make me yours."
"Oh damn." I groaned loudly as she pounded down on me. Up and down she bounced. Held her hips, my hands trying to hold her still wildly bouncing tits as she drove down on me over and over.
"Come for me David. Come for me please."
"Almost." I groaned as she drove harder on to my cock. Each slap of her ass seemed to grow louder as she drove hard onto me, her own body starting to tremble slightly as she pushed my climax closer. "OH DAMN!" I groaned as the first surge of cum lanced up into her.
"YES!" she gasped. Slamming down on me and pulling my face toward her soft tits. My arms slid from her tits, around her back, holding us together as she held me tightly. I felt her body shake and tremble while my cock surged half a dozen powerful shots of cum into her before being reduced to just an occasional twitch.
"Thank you." I whispered before kissing each of her hard nipples softly.
"I hope that made up for what I did to you."
"I'm calling it even." I whispered.
She looked down at me and used her fingers to tilt my head back. She arched her back and lowered her face to mine and gave me a long wet kiss. "Amanda is so lucky." She whispered.
"Why?"
"To have someone as sweet as you? Yeah. she's lucky."
"So, this is the punishment you gave her Mister Parker?" I heard from behind me.
"No ma'am. I gave her six swats, just like you wanted." I answered with out looking back. "This was her way of making it up to me."
"Don't be mad at him. It was my idea. I told him why I didn't want my parents to know and he, well, he didn't exactly spank me."
"I left it up to him. With that decision I also have to leave the results up to him. I think you should probably get dressed though. Since you're not suspended, you should head to class."
"Yes maam." She said, getting up off of me. MY cum started to leak down her leg, but she ignored it as she stepped into her panties and pulled them up. She wiggled her jeans on and then her bra and shirt. She sat down and pulled her shoes on. She stood up, stepped to me and leaned down to kiss me again. "Thank you. I promise, nothing like that will ever happen again. At least not if I can stop it."
"I believe you. Hope your mom gets better."
She smiled at me. "She won't but thanks for it anyway." She turned to face Mrs. Johnson. "I'm sorry this happened. I promise, I'll be better."
"I know. Go now," she said before sitting down and putting the paddle away in her drawer.
The door closed behind her, and I pulled the towel back over my lap, blushing slightly as Mrs. Johnson looked at my flaccid, cum covered dick. "I'm afraid I have bad news. The city trucks dumped the dumpster before we could get to it. That means, unfortunately, that we couldn't recover your clothes. I looked in the lost and found and didn't find anything that would help, unless you want to wear a mini-skirt."
"I don't think so, no."
She nodded. "I called your parents and your mom said she could bring you some clothes. I didn't tell her what happened, other than your clothes were accidently ruined and that you were currently sitting in my office with a towel on. She apologized because she wouldn't be able to get here until after five. So, it looks like we'll be spending the afternoon together Mister Roberts."
"Yes maam."
She looked down at her desk and started working on some paperwork. A few minutes later she looked up at me. "David. Can I ask you something?"
"I suppose."
"You let her off pretty easy, and she was truly grateful. But why? You had it in your hand, literally, to exact punishment, but yet, you decided to let it go. Why?"
"She felt trapped. She had to do what he wanted, or she might risk having happen to her what happened to Mandy. Seems word got out about what Evan did, and she didn't think her mother could ever handle that happening to her daughter. She was trapped. I know feeling of being trapped. I've spent most of my high school years that way. I didn't want to punish her for that."
She fiddled with her pencil for a few moments. "I think there are a lot of adults that could learn something from you David." She said quietly before returning to her papers. "David. How is it she ended up having sex with you in my office?"
"She wanted to make it up to me for what happened. I guess she thought that sex was an appropriate way do to that. I didn't ask for it, but I also didn't want to turn down her offer. It was heartfelt. I wanted her to realize I accepted her appology."
She sat and shook her head as she looked at me. After a few minutes staring at me she returned to her work without a word.
"Can I ask a question?" I asked after some time.
"Sure," she answered without looking up.
"What's wrong with her mom?"
She put down her pencil. "Cancer. Bad. They're not sure she'll make it long enough to see her daughter graduate."
I nodded and we both went back to being silent. It felt like I had been there for hours, which I had. A couple secretaries walked in and out of the open office door multiple times to bring things to Mrs Johnson. Both of them took their time and made sure to also get as good a look as they could. I was embarrassed as I sat there, but at the same time, I couldn't keep my dick from getting hard each time. Each time after they walked out, it took long seconds before my heart settled back down and my dick began to soften. I wondered idly what that said about me. I also couldn't help but think about Mandy. She probably wondered what happened for me to miss class today. I was going to have to call her when I finally got home. The main secretary walked in one final time and let Principal Johnson know she was leaving for the day. She also said she let the detention monitor know that my mom was coming and to send her down. I could see it clouding up to rain, getting darker outside. I hoped my mom would show up soon with my clothes.
Mrs. Johnson leaned back and looked at the clock. "About now I usually change my clothes and get ready to go to the gym. This body doesn't stay this thin on its own."
"You can if you want." I answered, "I can wait here. Not like I'm going anywhere."
"No, you aren't. but that wasn't what I meant. I usually do that here, in my office." She said as she walked to the windows and started pulling the curtains closed.
"Oh. I see. And you want me to go out to the other office to wait."
"No. I can't send you out there the way you're dressed." She chuckled softly, as she walked to the office door and closed it. I heard the latch click as she locked it. "I've been thinking about this morning. Thinking about how those young ladies looked and quite frankly, about how you looked. I feel a little guilty about how much looking I was doing, at you, at how much looking I've been doing all day. You've been unintentionally showing me quite a bit as you've been sitting there." She stopped and sat on the edge of her desk, looking at me, almost as if she were sizing me up.
"It's alright. You were just doing your job. This morning, I mean."
"I was. But that doesn't change what I've been thinking. Miss Connor seemed to be quite, um, satisfied with your decision, and hers."
"Yes maam." I agreed, starting to think she had more in mind than just talking to me. But that would be ludicrous. She's the principal!
She looked at me for a few moments more and then stood up. She walked to a small closet and pulled a gym bag out of the bottom. "You and Miss green seem to be quite an item now." She said as she pulled the bag out and walked to the desk again.
"Yes maam."
"Is it something serious? Or is it too soon to even think about that?"
"She thinks it's too soon."
"What do you think?" She asked as she stood next to the desk, her back turned to me, her hands doing something on the front of her dress.
"We haven't known each other long enough to get serious."
"You clearly don't have a problem with having sexual relations with other girls, not if what happened in the bathroom and here in my office is any indication."
I could feel myself blushing. "I, um. I don't think..."
"It's alright Mister Parker. David. Can I call you David?"
"Yes Maam."
"Peggy." She said a she turned back to face me, the front of her dress unbuttoned and hanging partly open. I could see she had on a small white lace bra.



"Maam?"
"Peggy. My name is Peggy. You're sitting essentially naked in my office, I think it's safe to say we can be on a first name basis, at least for this evening."
"Alright. Peggy it is." I answered feeling more than a little nervous calling her that.
She reached to the top of her dress and worked the it off over each creamy bare shoulder, letting it slide slowly down her body, exposing her slender, athletic, form, and the petite white lace bra encasing her small breasts. She briefly stopped the dress around her waist, letint me look at what had already been exposed, and then et it slip the rest of the way down, exposing the top of her pantyhose and the underwear under it. She stepped out of the dress, now pooled around her feet, and then stepped out of her high heels. She moved closer to me and began to push the pantyhose down off her butt. "Do you like how my body looks?" she asked huskily.
"It, um, it looks pretty good." I answered as she slowly pushed the pantyhose down her legs, bending over and working one leg and then the other until she had the hose all the way to her feet. She slipped her feet out of the stockings and straightened up, carrying the pantyhose to her desk. She stood with her back to me, reached up and unfastened the strap of her bra. She turned around to face me again allowing the bra to slide down her arms as she did, letting it fall all the way to the floor. Her small perky breasts were exposed, her nipples protruding rigidly from the center of two small pink areola centered on the front of two creamy white mounds that were small enough I could easily cover them with my hands.
"I'm guessing it looks more than pretty good, based on what I'm seeing." I looked down where her eyes were looking, my cock now standing up straight in the gap of the towel. "You've been teasing me all day with that, moving your legs from crossed one way to the other, getting a hardon every time one of the ladies came in. The whole day your dick has been showing, teasing me, making me want it. I don't know what you were thinking about. I wasn't trying to look, but I couldn't help but see it, grow hard and then shrink again, only to grow hard once again. It was a tantalizing show. I was secretly hoping it was me that was causing that. That you were thinking about what my body looked like. Was that what it was? Thinking about my sexy body?"
"Um. Uh, It wasn't, but it sorta is now." I gulped nervously as I looked at her practically naked body, now very sure that she wanted exactly what the nurse had wanted from me.
"Good. You want to see all of it? You want me to take my panties off for you? All you have to do is tell me. Tell me you want me to take my panties off so you can look at my very wet, very ready little pussy."
"Alright. I want you to take your panties off."
She stepped toward me, smiling, her lips parted slightly, her chest rising and falling as she breathed harder than what one would expect. She straddled my chair so my face was almost touching her bare stomach. I couldn't help but let my fingers stroke up and down the outsides of her thighs. "I don't think you understand. I want you to tell me, in your words. Ask me, coax me, whisper to me what you want me to do and what you want to do to me." She said softly as her hands gently stroked my hair. "A woman wants to know she's wanted, desired. She wants to know that the man she's about to give herself to, appreciates her, appreciates what he is about to get, and what she is about to get in return."
I slid my fingers up to her underwear and stroked my fingers up and down her hips, across and around her firm butt cheeks, sliding them over her little white bikini underwear. "I want to see you completely naked. I want to see you like you've been seeing me. I want to touch it and stroke your soft pussy lips, and feel how wet and ready you are, and then I want to slide my hard cock into you."
"Mmmmmmm. Very much better. Your creative writing teacher would be proud of you. When Mrs Edmons heard what had happened to you, with Evan, she confided in me that you were one of her favorite students, now I know why. Yes, you can take them off."
I looked up at her and saw that small smile, and the desire in her eyes. I gripped the elastic with my fingers and slowly pulled the underwear down, exposing her blonde curl covered mound and then her smooth round outer lips. Her full lips and golden curls framed a significant amount of inner labia, pressed to her from being trapped in her underwear. She stepped back and let me push the panties down to her ankles. She spread her legs slightly with each step and then gently placed a hand behind my head, pulling my face gently toward her pussy. "Have you ever tasted a woman before?"
"Once." I whispered, smelling the scent of her pussy.
"Would you like too again? More importantly, would you like to taste me that way?"
"Uh huh," I breathed, barely loud enough for her to hear as I gently kissed the part of her pussy lips I could reach.
She stepped back and took my hands. When I stood up my towel fell to the floor, leaving me as naked as she was. She drew me to the desk and then around to her chair. "I've sometimes fantasized about someone doing this to me on my own desk. I never would have expected that it would be a student," she whispered as she coaxed me to sit in her chair. She let go of my hands and sat on the edge of her desk. She lay back on the papers strewn across it, her long blond hair dangling over the front of her desk. She lifted and spread her legs for me, holding them apart to give me completely free access to her pussy. I rolled the chair to the desk and wrapped my arms around her thighs so I could spread her lips with my fingers the way I'd read they do in Penthouse. I reached my tongue out to her now spread lips and stroked up and across it, finding her clit and flicking over it like Mandy had taught me.
"Oh god!" She grunted, reaching for my head and pushing me away. "David, honey. When you go swimming, do you jump into the middle of the lake, or do you wade in slowly?"
"Wade in." I said with a shrug.
"Do the same here. Tease me, lick gently, softly, make me want your touch, make my body ache for you to finally reach my clit, and then softly, slowly, start teasing it. When you have my body crying out for release, then give it all that stimulation. You learn to do that, and you'll have women eating out of your hand." She whispered. "Now, try again?"
I followed her advice. I softly licked and kissed just the very edges of her flowery soft inner lips, occasionally even sucking on them and drawing a portion between my lips. I could hear her breathing change and become more ragged and shallow as my strokes of my tongue began to dip into her. I also noticed the taste was different. When I first licked her, she was almost tangy tasting, now, it was wetter and almost sweet. I enjoyed the taste much more and used my tongue to collect as much of her juices as I could before stroking my tongue across her hard clit.
"Use a finger in me. Push it into me and see what I feel like inside. Feel my pussy as it begs for your cock." She moaned softly. I pushed a finger into her and slowly slid it in and out as I licked and teased her clit. Her moans grew louder as I teased her with both. "Curl your finger up along the top of my vagina. Right behind my pubic bone," she moaned softly. "Find that spot and rub it with your finger tip. Make me come on your finger and your face."
I did as she asked, I rolled my hand over and found the end of her pubic bone and stroked my finger up the back of it. She suddenly jerked and tried to lift her hips off the desk toward me, using her heels on the arms of the chair for leverage. "Oh god yes. Right there. That's the spot. Rub there and tease my clit. You're going to make me come!"
I licked and flicked her clit while rubbing her with my finger tip, her hips lifted and lowered in time with my stroking finger, her moans and grunts becoming more pronounced. I felt her body try and squeeze my finger as her legs trembled. I could also feel her juices leaking around my finger as she climaxed. In and out I pushed my finger, trying to coax it even higher and longer.
"Oh David. Give me your dick now. Put it in, please. I want to feel it inside me." I pulled my finger from her and stood up. My cock was rock hard and there was a long streamer of precum hanging from the tip. I stood between her legs and rubbed my head up and down her slit, rubbing the tip over her clit. "No no honey. Now is not the time for teasing. I just came. I want to feel your dick in me quickly. I want it to make my climax rise again. You can do it. I know you can."
"Okay." I answered. I nestled my head into the entrance where my finger had been and then slowly pushed in. I could see and feel her soft inner lips grip my dry shaft, and remembering what Mandy had taught me, I started to work my dick in and out in short little strokes, lubricating my shaft and her lips with her own juices as I worked deeper into her.
"Oh my god you are so big." She moaned. "Fuck me David. Fuck me and make me come around your cock, but please sweetie. Please don't come inside me. When you get close tell me and we'll finish you another way. We can't have you come in me though. Okay? Promise me, please?" She moaned softly as I stroked in and out of her.
"I promise," I grunted softly. In and out I stroked, feeling her tightness grow even tighter around my shaft as her climax did come back again. She rocked her hips in time with my strokes, my hands holding her legs high in the air. I watched my own cock disappear into her incredibly hot pussy with each stroke, almost my entire length disappearing into her before I felt my fat head slam against the end of her tunnel. In and out I thrust, my own excitement building with the sensations and sounds of our coupling. "I'm getting close. I don't know how much longer I can hold back." I grunted.
She sat up quickly, pushing me back, forcing my cock out of her pussy. She slipped off the desk and knelt in front of me. She used both hands to stroke my slick cock, aiming my head for her open mouth. "Come for me honey. Fill my mouth with your cum."
"Oh damn." I grunted as a spurt of cum lanced out of me. It hit her face, missing her mouth, and running down her cheek. I thought she might be upset, but instead she closed her mouth and let my cum shoot onto her face, once, twice, three, four, five times. When my cock stopped shooting forcefully, she closed her lips around it and sucked it into her mouth. She let go with one hand and began to stroke her lips along my shaft, coaxing and sucking the last of my cum from my balls as I began to soften.
She stood up and stepped to the gym bag on the desk and pulled a towel out. "If we do this again, I promise, I'll bring a condom so you can finish inside me."
"I'm sorry I came all over your face."
"Don't be. It's been a long time since I've had a man's lips on me like that and even longer since a man came on me like that. I enjoyed it."
"Okay." I answered, not sure what else to say.
"I think I better get dress though." She whispered.
"Too bad." I said stepping around the side of the desk.
"I agree," She giggled, still facing away from me. "If I could I'd stay naked for you just to get you hard again." She paused silently, standing still for a moment and then without looking back at me. "David, would you come play with my breasts for a minute?"
"Sure," I agreed eagerly, stepping to her so my flagging dick was pressed to her butt crack. I reached around her and cupped both small perky tits in my hands and used my finger tips to stroke the soft skin. I felt her nipples hardening under my strokes and concentrated on them. Over and around I teased with my fingers, drawing small moans from her again. She reached back behind her butt and found my dick and began to tease it and stroke it. I was surprised how quickly she was able to make it start to grow again.
"That's one thing about young men, they recover so damn fast." She whispered.
"That's the same thing Mrs. Haller said." I muttered.
She stopped paying with me and twisted to look over her shoulder at me. Mrs Haller? Why would Mrs Haller say that?"
"She was playing with me after checking me for a concussion."
"Checking for a concussion? How did she do that?"
"She had me take my clothes off and lay on the table. Then she rode on my dick until I came. She said she wanted to make sure that everything in my head was working right."
"I see. I think she and I are going to have to have a talk."
"I don't want her to get in trouble."
She chuckled softly. "Trust me, I don't have much room to talk. So if you don't mention this, I won't get her in trouble."
"That sounds fair." I answered.
"We still have a few minutes. You want to try something else?"
"Sure? What?"
She bent over the desk with her butt pushing out at me. She aimed my dick to her lips and then coaxed me to push into her. "Just go ahead and have fun. Stroke into me any way you want, fast, slow, hard, soft. Try different things. Just, if you do feel like you have to come, please, just pull out and squirt it on my butt, not inside me."
"Alright," I held her hips and started to stroke in and out of her hot wet depths again. In and out I slid, slowly at first and then faster. I drove my dick hard into her, jamming my head against the end of her tunnel for a few strokes and then slowed down, stroking more slowly. I tried pulling all the way out and then pushing back in, which seemed to make her moan and grunt louder with each plunge into her. I could tell she was climaxing for a long time, her orgasm squeezing around me and then fading away, only to come back again when I changed what I was doing. We must have been doing it for almost ten minutes when her phone rang.
"OH SHIT!" She gasped. She pushed me back out of her pussy and leaned over to grab the phone. "Mrs. Johnson." She answered. "Mrs. Roberts! Yes. I'll be there in in just a moment." She hung up the phone. "As much as I want to let you finish what we were doing, your mother is here, and I don't think she'd appreciate what we were just doing." She said as she quickly pulled on the tank top she grabbed from the bag. "You better use that towel to clean your dick off before she comes in here." She said, stepping into her shorts, not even bothering with underwear or her bra. She pulled on a pair of shoes and didn't bother to tie them as she walked quickly to the door. She looked back at me. "We'll finish this some time, I promise." Then she opened the door and headed out.
I walked to the chair I'd been in most of the day and wiped her off my dick and then wrapped the towel around me, trying to hide my hardon without much success. I realized her clothes were strewn around the office, and quickly picked them up and stuffed them into her gym bag. I sat back down in my chair only moments before she returned with my mother.
"So, as I was saying, one of Evan's friends decided to get retribution. They lured your son to a storage room, stripped him and then put him, naked, into a girl's bathroom. Then they threw his clothes in the dumpster. By the time we found out what was going on, a couple girls were trying to help him. A couple kept other girls out of the bathroom while one of them went to get a towel for him from the girl's locker room. By the time I found out what was going on, well, the city had already dumped the dumpsters, with it your son's clothes."
"You okay David?" Mom asked as she stepped over to me with a pile of clothes in her arms.
"Yeah. Thanks mom." I said, taking the clothes from her. I dropped the towel and started getting ready to pull on my briefs, making her blush.
"Don't you want us to leave while you get dressed?" Mom asked.
"Honestly mom, I've been naked in front of some pretty hot girls, and been sitting here naked in Mrs Johnson's office all afternoon. It doesn't feel like it matters all that much at the moment."
"Um. Okay." Mom answered, staring at my still rock hard boner. I stepped into my briefs and pulled them up. "Even in front of Principal Johnson?"
"She's already seen me naked." I answered with a shrug. I sat down, my dick now covered and pulled on my socks. Pants and shirt came next and then my shoes.
"So, what happened to the students that did this to him?" My mom finally asked, after I'd covered my body.
"Well, the boy that started this has been suspended and the matter has been turned over to the police. I'm sure there will be some repercussions. I was going to suspend the young lady that lured him to the store room, but she elected for corporal punishment instead. I was going to give her six with the paddle, two for each day of suspension, but your son prevailed on me to allow him to administer it. Since he was the injured party, I agreed. Much to my surprise, he had compassion on her for the situation she was in, and while he gave her the required 6 swats, I understand from her that he barely tapped her butt. Instead they spend fifteen minutes discussing the issue and he called the case closed. You have a remarkably sensitive son Mrs. Parker. I wish we had more students like him."
"I appreciate that, thank you. I've always thought he was special."
"He is that. Besides being brave and trying to stand up for Miss Green during that unfortunate incident, he's conducted himself with adult decorum and sensitivity. My only regret is that I will have so few days left to enjoy his company before graduation."
Mom raised her eyebrows at the comment, but let it go. I doubt she had any idea what she meant, but I sure as hell did. We left the school and on the way home mom told me that Amanda had called and left messages half a dozen times, and someone named Betsy wanted me to call her.
When I got home, we had dinner and then I called Mandy. We spent almost two hours talking, and for the first time that I could remember, I actually felt like I had a real girlfriend that cared about me. She was going to pick me up in the morning and drive me to school so I didn't have to ride the bus. I had one more call to make. Betsy.
"Hey, It's David." I said when she answered the phone.
"David! I wanted to. I mean. I know you don't. What I want to say. Look, I'm messing this all up. I know you don't have any reason to want to see me again, not after what I did. But, the more I thought about what you did for me today, well, the more I wanted to see you again. Oh, I know Mandy is kinda getting to be your girlfriend. She and I talked today. She really likes you a lot, but she's going to go to California to college to be a lawyer, and well, I think you're staying here."
"Yeah, all I can afford is community college."
"That's a shame. You're way too smart to be stuck at community college."
"I am?"
"Oh yeah. Everyone knows that. Even my stupid boyfriend knew that. Anyway, I just wanted you to know, that when Amanda leaves, if you want to hang with someone, I'd really like it if it was me."
I was stunned. I had to ask. "Because of the sex we had today?"
She laughed. "Oh David. You are so funny. Hell yes it was great sex. I wouldn't mind a hell of a lot more of it. But no. It's not that. Not at all. David, you had it in your power to paddle the shit out of me. My naked ass was out there, ready for you to swing, and I can tell you from experience, it hurts like hell to get swatted with that thing, let alone on my bare ass. But you didn't. You could have vented your anger on me. My bare pussy was right there and you could have touched or done anything to me. I mean all you had to do was stick it in. What was I going to say? After what I did to you? We were both naked, and you, well, you didn't. You just tapped my ass and said it was done. You're one of a kind. At least one of a kind as far as I've met. Anyway. I just wanted you to know. If you want to be friends, I wouldn't mind being yours."



"I wouldn't mind if we were friends." I answered. "By the way, how's your mom? Did she find out about any of this?"
"Not much, but she knows something is up. She knows when I'm not telling her something. I just don't know what to tell her that won't hurt her."
"Tell her you met a new boy today and he wants to be your friend. That should work, right?"
She was silent for long seconds. "David Parker, if you were standing here right now, I'd kiss the shit out of you."
"You can owe me." I chuckled.
"I'll pay up, I promise." She whispered.
"Good. See you at school tomorrow."
"Yeah, for sure."
I hung up and sat looking at the phone. Mom walked in a few seconds later. "I couldn't hear her side, but I think that was the girl that was involved in this thing this morning, wasn't it?"
"Yeah."
"I think you did a very nice thing." Mom said as she sat down next to me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulder and pulled me to her, pulling my arm and shoulder against her side. "I get the idea that all of a sudden you've become quite popular."
"A bit,"
"You're an adult, and you can do what you want. I mean I can't and won't stop you. I know you and your dad had that talk years ago. But are you sure you're not allowing yourself to be used?"
"I don't think so. Why?"
"If I asked, you, would you be honest with me?"
"I always have been."
"I know. But this is different. You might feel obligated to not be honest to protect someone else."
"Alright." I answered hesitantly.
"I know you've been having sex with Amanda. And I don't have a problem with that. She seems to be a sweet girl from what I can tell. But have you been having sex with other girls at the same time?" I couldn't help but stiffen. "That's what I thought. David, some women, girls, young ladies, they find a young man with a package like yours and, well, they tend to kind of go off the rails."
"I don't think I know what you mean."
"David. I saw you tonight. I saw how big it was. I also saw how bashful you weren't in front of Principal Johnson. Between that and the smell of sex in that office, and of course the fact that she was only half dressed."
"Half dressed?" I interrupted.
"Honey, she didn't have a bra on. No woman in her position, workout clothes or not, would be caught with her nipples exposed that way. And I know she didn't have any underwear on either. I saw them hanging out of the gym bag on her desk. So, I have to ask. Were you having sex with Mrs. Johnson?"
"I don't want her to be in trouble."
"Honey, she was taking advantage of her position. She's not supposed to do things like that."
"She wasn't. And I don't want to get her in trouble. That we did is as much my fault as hers. I was sitting there all day with my dick exposed. Yeah I thought a few times about what would happen if I undressed her. No, I don't want her in trouble mom. She and I shared something and that's all it was. Something personal. If you try to get her in trouble I'll deny that anything happened."
Mom nodded slowly. "Is that the way you want it?"
"Yeah, it is."
"Okay. I'll let it lie. But if you feel like she's making demands of you that you don't want. You say something and we'll deal with it. Until then, I'll accept your wishes. I won't say anything to your father either."
"Thanks mom."
"I know you had the talk with your father, but is there anything I can help with? Anything I can answer for you?" I couldn't help but blush. "I see there is. Something you want to ask and are too embarrassed to?"
"I sorta, well, tonight Mrs Johnson had me stick my fingers into her while I was licking her clit. She said there was a spot up behind her pubic bone that was really sensitive. I remember everything they told us in health class, but I don't remember anything about that."
Mom chuckled softly. "I see. Okay. Well. Um, that's called the g spot. It's a small bundle of nerves. It's supposed to help with childbirth. It makes you want to push when the baby's head presses against it. It is also very stimulating during sex."
"Do all women have it?"
"It varies as to exactly where it is and how sensitive it is. For some women it's extremely sensitive."
"Is yours?"
It was her turn to blush. "Yes, mine is."
"Does it make sex better for you? I mean, I can't see how my dick can get to it, but my finger can. So does that mean it's better to use my finger?"
"Oh goodness. I didn't exactly expect this. Let me explain. A man's penis causes pressure all kinds of places. Because it's usually much larger than a finger, it tends to force the vagina into different positions. Sometimes that includes moving that spot to a place where his penis can actually stroke it. If it does, it can be extremely stimulating for her. So much so that she might even do what is called squirting."
"What's that?"
"Squirting. Um. It's where a woman's body squeezes her juices out in such a quantity and with such force that she looks like she's peeing. There's a lot of debate on whether it's actually urine or vaginal fluids. Some people say it's combined. It doesn't really matter though. If a woman does that, it means the orgasm was extremely intense."
"Do all women do that?"
"No. Many never will no matter how strong their orgasm. Some, will do it on demand. They can trigger their own orgasm to force it to happen."
"Do you do it? Squirt, that is?"
She was silent for long seconds. "I have on occasion." She whispered.
"Can you show me how to make a woman have an orgasm that does that?"
She looked at me in surprise and then got up from the sofa. "I don't think that'd be appropriate at all." She whispered. "I don't think I can do that. I'm sorry honey."
"I understand." I answered as she walked away.
I went to my room and lay on my bed to read some more of a Zane Gray western I'd been reading. It was starting to get late and dad was out of town again. It wasn't all that unusual. He seemed to travel a lot more these days. I got undressed and put on my pj's and climbed into bed.
"David?" I heard mom ask as she knocked on the door.
"UH huh?" I answered, setting the book aside, the only light in the room the little night table lamp.
Mom walked in wearing a very thin nightgown. I could see a surprising amount of her body through the thin cloth, her large soft tits wiggling slightly, her big dark areola and her nipples, which looked hard and sticking out more than normal. I could also see the mat of dark hair on her pubic mound and between her legs. "David. I promised a long time ago I'd always be honest and answer any question you had. I never quite expected something like this. You startled me with that. But, yes. I'll show you if you want."
"Okay."
"Take off your pj's and come to my bathroom." She said before turning and walking away. I didn't know exactly what she was going to do, but I stripped off my pj's and walked to her bedroom and then into her bathroom. She was laying in her bathtub, completely naked. I could see there was a towel or two in the bottom of the tub for padding. She lay back, her feet propped on the end wall near the water spigot. She held a hand out for me. "Come kneel next to me." I knelt down next to the tub. "I've already been playing with myself, getting my body excited so that this won't take as long. I want you to push one finger into my vagina and try to find my g-spot." She whispered.
I leaned over and stroked my fingers up and down her very wet lips, letting them pick up moisture, and then slowly pushed my middle finger into her. "That's it. Now curl your finger up. Feel for a rough spot along the top of my vaginal wall. It should be close to where my pubic bone is." I worked my finger in and out slowly, curling up and stroking the tip along her soft hot vagina. She suddenly stiffened. "Oh yes. Uh. Right there." She grunted. "Oh damn. Now, I want you to play with that and also play with my clitoris at the same time."
"Like this?" I asked, stroking my finger tip across that rough spot and using my left hand to rub back and forth across her clit.
"Uh huh. Just like that," she moaned. I felt her arm reach over the side of the tub and her hand find my hard dick. She began to stroke and tease it in time with my strokes in and out of her pussy. "There you go. Now stroke both at the same time. Oh yes. Just like that. Oh god. Did you put your fingers in Mrs. Johnson too?"
"Uh huh. While I was licking her pussy." I whispered.
"Did she like it?"
"I think so. She came pretty hard and then wanted me to put my dick in her."
"I can understand that. It's a very large dick for a boy your age. Oh god. Ohhh sweetie. You're gonna make me come! I told you, I was getting ready so this didn't take long. OHHHHH! GOD! Keep doing that! Right like that! OHHHHHHHH!" She gasped as her whole body got rigidly stiff and her back arched to push her pussy toward my hand. Suddenly a stream of clear fluid sprayed up from her pussy toward the bathtub wall Her spray hit the wall and splattered on it for several short seconds. I continued to rub and tease her clit and she did it again, spraying for even longer this time. "OHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" She cried loudly as a third time she sprayed a surprising amount of her juices on to the wall. She sagged back into the tub, panting. "There. That's what it is."
"Thanks mom." I whispered, leaning down and kissing her cheek as I pulled my finger from her pussy.
"You better go to bed now." She whispered breathlessly.
"Sure."
I walked back to my room, my hardon swinging side to side with each step. I lay down on my bed and thought about Mrs. Johnson laying on her desk with my dick sliding in and out of her. I started to stroke myself, sliding my hand up and down. "Oh yeah. Like that." I groaned. "OH SHIT!" I gasped as I felt another hand on my cock in the dark.
"Shhhh." I heard mom say. "Just relax and let me."
I let go and felt a hot wetness envelope my engorged head. She stroked and licked my cock, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft, inching me closer and closer to climax until I couldn't hold back. I felt my body jerk and squirt a surge of cum into her hot mouth. She held her mouth on me, her tongue teasing under my head to coax my orgasm along. After several surges into her mouth, she pulled off my dick. I heard her move in the dark and then felt her lips press to mine in a soft kiss. I could taste my own cum on her lips and tongue as she coaxed my mouth open. I wasn't sure what she was doing until I felt the sliminess of my own cum ooze from her mouth into mine. As she stood there, sharing my cum with me, I could hear the wetness of her fingers pushing in and out of herself. She grunted and I felt her face seem to quiver slightly. She held her lips to mine for long seconds as her body jerked and trembled. Then she pulled her lips from mine. "Good night David." She whispered, and then she was gone.
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Chapter 4
When I got up in the morning for school. Mom was already dressed for work. She had on one of her usual work dresses, which clung to her big chest snugly. I stepped behind her, still naked from the night before, and pressed myself against her back as she worked on making her lunch. I slipped my arms around her and cupped my hands over her tits and squeezed them through the bra. She gently removed my hands and turned in my arms to face me.
"I think last night was a one time thing. You wanted to know about squirting, so I showed you. But I think it should end there. Don't you?"
"If you want it to. Still, I wouldn't mind seeing you naked again."
"I'm sure you wouldn't. Now go get showered and dressed, or you'll be late for school." She gave my bare ass a slap as she sent me off to the stairs.
Mandy picked me up half an hour later. I climbed into the front seat of her car and she leaned over and gave me a gentle kiss before driving on. She didn't take us to school though, instead taking us to a park near the school. She parked and got out, waiting for me to follow. "I thought we were going to school?"
"We are. But we have time yet. I want to talk to you where no one else is listening in."
"Okay." I took her hand and let her lead me into the park. It as a typical warm early summer morning, and there were a few people in the park, joggers and a few old people walking. She led mt to a picnic table that was set back from the path and secluded to some extent back in the trees.
"Okay. this'll do." She said, starting to undress. She pushed her jeans and underwear down her legs and then sat on the end of the table and pulled them off over her feet. "Well? you wanna do this or not?"
I was confused. "Do what?"
"Have sex of course."
"Oh, hell yeah." I answered. "I thought you wanted to talk."
"I do. But I wanna fuck first." We both stripped completely naked and she lay on the table with her feet resting on my shoulders as I eased my dick into her. "Oh yeah. That's what I needed." She moaned softly. "Fuck me lover. Make me come around your sexy cock." I started to slowly stroke in and out, reaching my hands up to her sexy boobs and playing with them. In and out I stroked, drawing moans and groans of pleasure from her. "After yesterday I wanted to make sure you still wanted me like this." She moaned as I stroked in and out of her.
"Why wouldn't I?"
"After what happened in the bathroom? I heard about that. Hell, half the school heard about you and Joanie getting it on in the bathroom." She panted. "Oh god. I'm gonna come already. Come with me lover. Come with me please! Let me feel you come!"
"Oh shit." I grunted as I felt her pussy start to contract around me. For some reason what I was doing, along with the memory of the day before, both Joanie, and Betsy getting naked in front of me. It was enough to push me over the edge. My body jerked hard and pumped a gush of cum into her.
"YES!" she cried loudly. "That's it lover. That's what I wanted to feel. I needed to feel it, to know you still wanted me."
"Still wanted you?" I panted as my cock twitched inside her.
"Uh huh. I know you had sex with Joanie and Betsy told me about what you did in the principal's office. And what she did to thank you."
"You know what we did?"
"Hell David. You'd have to have your head in the sand to not know what happened. You having sex in the bathroom. You getting to spank Betsy Williams, Eldrige getting suspended. You spending the whole day in the office naked with the principal? You can't imagine the rumors running around about that. You in her office like that all day? There are people taking bets on how many times she rode you."
"But, I don't understand. Why would I not want to do it with you?"
She looked down her body at me, still stuck inside her. "Evan. That's all he cared about. This right here. He wanted it all the time. He said that It was how he marked me as his. I wanted you to know that I was still yours for the asking."
"And you think that because of what happened yesterday, I might not still want you?"
"Something like that. I know Betsy wants you. She told me. She said you were such a wonderful guy that if I ever was stupid enough to give you away, well, that she'd be there to pick up the pieces. I want you to know I'm not giving you away. I want you. I want you for always."
I pushed her legs off my shoulders and pulled her by the hand up to sit ono the table. I fell from her but held her against me, hugging her and then leaned down and kissed her. We stayed that way, not caring who saw us, as we kissed for at least five minutes. "Does that answer your question?"
She smiled at me. "Yeah. I think it does." We got dressed and headed the rest of the way to school. We were, of course, late for first hour. She told me in chem lab that she got detention, but I was let off the hook after the previous day's excitement. The day was surprisingly quiet, a LOT of girls giving me looks that ranged from admiration to disgust. I wondered what the range of stories that were being told were. The guys of course, with the exception of the football jocks, looked at me with envy. One of the guys in calc even asked if I'd tell him what principal Johnson looked like naked, to which I answered, that I had no idea. Just to be funny I said she blindfolded me and chained me to a chair first so I never got to see her. I thought it was funny. By lunch time the story had gotten around and morphed into something much much wilder, with Principal Johnson chaining me to a chair and her and Betsy and the secretaries' taking turns on me. I of course denied it, which meant that it only spread faster. I kept expecting to get called to the office, but to my surprise, it never happened.
I hung around school until Mandy got out of detention. She drove me home and we parked in the drive and kissed and made out until my mom got home from work and broke the little love fest up.
---o---
It was Friday morning. The last Friday of the semester actually. Mandy picked me up for school again, and this time we went straight to school. On the way she asked me to keep something secret, which of course I agreed to. She wanted me to pretend to go to my friend Chris's house over night but instead come to her house. When I asked why, she just said she wanted to spend the night with me and not to ask anything else. I agreed. Why not. Spending the night with her sounded pretty damn good. I just wasn't sure what her dad would do.
After dinner I had mom drop me off at Chris's house and then Mandy came over and picked me up. She still refused to tell me why. I found out when I got to her house that she was having a pajama party with a few girlfriends, and I was going to be the only guy there.
"Your dad will skin me alive!" I whispered as she snuck me up the stairs to her bedroom.
"Trust me, he won't," she whispered as she pulled me to the bedroom. "I have it all worked out." She pushed me in and inside were four other girls I recognized, Roberta, Katie, Angela and Jessica. Besides Mandy, the four of them were the hottest cheerleaders in the school. I knew them in passing, but I didn't know them personally. All of them were wearing extremely revealing little pjs. "I wanted to be able to sleep with you, and I do mean all night, and the only way I could think of to do it was to have a girls sleepover and sneak you in."
"But your mom and dad will string me up if they come check on us." I protested quietly, not wanting to be loud enough to attract their attention.
"Trust me sweetie. I have it covered. Mom is out of town. She had to go out east for something. And dad, well, dad is going to be plenty busy. He won't be looking in on us."
"And what are the girls going to be doing while you and I, well, you know?"
Mandy giggled. "I love how you blush when you get embarrassed, it's so damn cute. Okay, I had to give them a little something to get them to play along. That little something is that you're gonna spend the night naked, and they get to undress and play you."
"I'm not sure I understand you."
"I'm not asking you to have sex with them honey. I'm asking you to let them get you naked and see you, maybe touch a bit. If they want to get naked and do things, you're free to watch. But this is a night for you and I to be together one time before school ends. I want to sleep with you, and I want to wake up in your arms. I've never done that with anyone else. You'll be the first, and I hope, the only one I ever do that with."
"That sounds pretty definite."
"It is. I made up my mind. You're what I want, and who I want. The girls agree, which is why they're going to help us. So, let them undress you and enjoy it and then you and I can have as much sex all night as your heart desires."
I sighed. "Alright. As long as it's safe."
Roberta, who has some definite Latino background, had the biggest tits of the group, and the little two piece, bare midriff top and shorts, showed a considerable amount of the bottom of each round breast. She was the first to step forward, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me for at least two minutes. I could feel her nipples pressing against my chest as we stood with our arms around each other, each nub hardening as we kissed, my hands roaming over her full round butt. She finally broke the kiss and pulled my shirt up.
"Just let her. Each girl gets to take something off of you." Mandy said softly from behind me before stepping back again. I shrugged and let her pull it off.
Katie came next. She was petite, only slightly heavier that Mandy. Her skin was darker than Mandy's but otherwise, if I was just feeling them up in the dark, I doubted I could tell the difference. Both had modestly large boobs, slender waist and a firm butt, which I learned by playing with it while she kissed me. I also learned that she was an aggressive kisser. She seemed to be excited by the two of us stuffing our tongues into each other's mouths. She ground her pelvis against my already hard dick while we kissed. After some time, she found my right hand and pushed it down between us, forcing it down into the tiny bikini type panty that she had on under the sheer thigh length nightgown. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers curled down between her legs and stroked her already sopping wet pussy.
"That's long enough. Save some for us," Angela said from where she sat on the bed.
"Yeah," Katie whispered unhappily, pulling her mouth from mine. She knelt down in front of me and took off my shoes and socks.
Jessica stepped toward me and wrapped her arms around me. Unlike Katie, she kissed softly and sensually. I felt her lips brush and tease mine, flicking her tongue out across mine and then pressing our lips together so we were actually breathing each other's air. She had on a thin nightshirt of some kind of slippery material that I could almost see through, and it was just as easy to feel through. I ran my hands up and down her back before bunching up the hem in my hands to slip my fingers between her legs from behind. She pushed her pelvis at me as she felt my fingers stroke between her lips and then draw some of her moisture from there and across the rosebud of her anus. "Fucking A." She moaned as she broke the kiss. "I wish I had him to fuck all night!" She knelt down and undid my pants and I helped her get them down my legs. She pulled them off and tossed them aside before leaning toward me. She rubbed her hand up and down my hard shaft, still covered by my briefs. She closed her mouth around my engorged head, right through the material of my briefs, and breathed on it, her warm breath making my dick twitch. She pulled back and stood up grinning. "Don't worry. You'll get to see plenty of me later."
The last of the group of girls was Angela. Of the girls, Angela wasn't a lot heavier than the other girls, but slightly so. She was also the tallest, almost as tall as I was. She had on a long sleeved men's dress shirt, only buttoned about half way up so most of her chest was exposed, but the shirt still covered the front of both full round breasts. She slipped off the bed, the tail of the shirt sliding up, completely exposing her bare, hairless pussy. She paused at the edge of the bed, intentionally spreading her legs to let me see her pussy for several seconds before she stood up. She stepped to me and pressed her body against mine. "I hope you don't mind, but I'm getting rid of these before I kiss you." She pushed my briefs down as far as she could and then I felt one of the other girls pull them down the rest of the way. My hardon was trapped between our bodies, still hiding it from the other girls. She pulled away some and pulled me with her back to the bed. She crawled back into the bed backwards, pulling me with one hand onto the bed with her. She drew me back and then lay back, pulling me down on top of her, my knees between her spread legs.
She wrapped her legs around me and her arms around my neck to pull my face down to hers. She kissed softly, not nearly as softly as Jessica had, but much more so than Katie. I could feel myself pressed to her wet, exposed, lips, as she used her legs to grind herself against my hard cock. I had little doubt that if she wanted to, she could easily work my head between the inner lips pushing it between her full round lips and the tight little blond curls until it slid into her hot wet depths.
"Are you turned on yet? She whispered breathlessly when she broke the several minute long kiss, both of us panting, her hands trembling slightly as they rested on my back.
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure I am," I agreed, just as breathlessly.
I felt someone climb onto the bed and lay down next to us. Mandy coaxed Angela to let go and pulled me gently to crawl over onto her, now naked body. "I hope so. I so want to fuck you, but I have one more bill to pay to make this work out."
"What's that."
"Daddy. We have to keep him busy. Since mom is out of town, I've arranged for one of my friends to keep him busy. As in fuck him all night long, as many times as he wants. The only requirement, is he has to promise not to interrupt out party. As long as he does that, this friend of mine will let him fuck her as many times as he wants, and to sleep with him tonight."
"That's a tall order. Why would she do that?"
"Two reasons. First, she's got a thing for older men, including the volleyball coach. We dared her one time to go shower in the boy's locker room, and when she went in there, naked of course, he was already in there showering. It didn't take much convincing to get him to do her. Now neither of them can get enough. Anyway, she likes older men. Second reason, she get's the first orgasm on you."
"What?"
"Simple enough. You're going to lay right here and let her ride you until she comes. You don't have to even come for her. Just let her do it."
"And this is the price for keeping your dad busy?"
She grinned. "and being able to spend the night with you. I know I said it was too soon, but I have to be honest with myself. Since we've been together, you're all I can think of."
"Trust me! You're all she talks about!" Roberta said, rolling her eyes.
"And does she talk about it, I mean you. How good you feel when she's fucking you and how good you make her feel when you're together. She can't ever stop." Angela added.
"But why? I'm nothing special."
Almost all the girls giggled. Mandy pulled my face down to her and kissed me. "I know exactly what you did for Betsy and why. You just patted Betsy's butt with the paddle instead of whacking her. She told me what you said. And what she did to thank you. No, if I learned anything from you, it's to keep your promises and hold your friends close. This is me doing both."
"Alright. So what now?"
She rolled over and climbed off of me. "Girls, strip."
I rolled off Mandy and watched the girls strip off their pj's, one by one getting as naked as I was. Once they were naked they crawled onto the bed with me, pushing me back and, as a group, kissing me and teasing me and rubbing their boobs all over me. They took turns sitting on my lap and rubbing their pussies on my dick, Angela and Jessica actually working just my head into their very wet pussies, just for a moment or two, before they pulled off to make room for another of the girls. We were doing this for some time, all in the interest of "keeping me nice and hard for the coming attraction", before the bedroom door opened and someone stepped in.
"David, meet Chrissy." Mandy whispered in my ear as she looked at the doorway and the girl standing there. "She's who's gonna keep daddy busy."
Chrissy was a black girl with skin almost midnight dark. She wasn't fat, but I could tell she had wide hips and huge, and I do mean huge, tits. By anyone's standards they were big. She grinned and without a word started to undress. She had on a short dress that barely came down to the middle of her thighs. She unbuttoned the dress, down the front, one button at a time. I could tell she didn't have a bra on, the dark of her skin clearly visible between the two sides of the dress as they spread apart. She worked her fingers down tantalizingly slowly, until she was undoing buttons in front of her crotch. Her hips swayed ever so slightly with each button she undid, the top of the dress gaping out from her chest just enough to show part of her big black areola on one side and then the other. She undid the last of the buttons and then slowly spread the dress apart, still moving as if to some tune playing in her head. I could see her completely shaved black pussy lips as she continued the striptease, slipping the dress off her shoulders and letting it slide down her body, to pool in a pile on the floor at her feet. She had on a pair of black stockings attached to a black garter belt and a pair of very tall high heels. She stepped to the bed and crawled over me, leaving both on. "What do you think?" She asked, not me, but Mandy.
"You walk up to my dad and do that and he's gonna pop a boner even before you get the dress open. He loves big tits and he's never done a black girl that I know of. So, yeah. I think it's perfect."
"Rad." She whispered as she reached for my hardon and stroked it slowly with her hand. "Now. For my payment."
"He's all yours." Mandy said quietly, looking down at me. "Last chance to say no."
"You want this?" I asked Mandy.
"I do. I want to have this night with you, and if this is the price, I'm good with it."
"Then It's your call."
She leaned down and kissed me on the lips. Then she looked at Chrissy. "He's all yours."
She grinned and moved a little further up my body. She gently rubbed my dick head between her already wet lips and aimed it at her vaginal entrance. She had full round lips with almost no inner lip at all showing, and I could feel just the tip of my head slip into her slightly before she rubbed it back up along her slit to her clit. She moaned softly as she teased herself with me, making herself even more turned on before she pressed down and slowly sunk down my shaft, letting out a long low moan. "ohmygod. Mandy. Ohhhhh shit."
"Told you." Mandy whispered. Then she looked at me. "You can touch if you want. I know you wanna touch those tits."
I lifted my hands to her breasts and cupped under the two huge melons. "Damn." I whispered as I cupped them. I let her rock hard nipples stick out between two of my finger and squeezed them gently as she began to lift and lower herself.
"Oh shit. Soooooo fucking big. If your dad is this big, I'm gonna fucking be in heaven."
"He's not bad, but not quite that big." Mandy said quietly, watching her friend's pussy slide up and down my white shaft.
"How do you know?" Katie asked.
"I've peeked. Haven't you all peeked at your dad at some point? Just to see?"



"Not me." Katie answered.
"Fuck, I've seen my parents fucking like bunnies in the back yard," said Jessica with a giggle. "Hell, even my boyfriend got to watch my mom riding my dad one time. They're shameless when they get turned on."
"Really?" Angela asked. "I don't think I've ever seen my parents do more than kiss. The last time I saw dad grab mom's butt in public, she about killed him."
"Sounds like a lot of moms." Roberta said as Chrissy bounced harder on me, driving up and down on me. Her ass slapped rhythmically on my thighs, her full round butt cheeks bouncing slightly with each impact. Her tits bounced in my hands, moving sexily as she lifted and lowered herself, driving me closer and closer to a climax I wanted to avoid.
Up and down Chrissy bounced, driving herself wild on my cock as her moans grew louder. I worried Mandy's dad would hear, but she assured me he was in the den and wouldn't.
"Oh fuck. Gonna come. Oh yeah. Gonna come. Shit. SHIT SHIT SHIT!" Chrissy cried as she jammed herself down hard on me and started to tremble. I watched her face as she closed her eyes and let it all wash over her. I squeezed her nipples a little, getting a satisfied gasp from her and then a long low moan. "I so want to ride his prick until he comes in me, but then your dad would be tipped off."
"Trust me, you can get my dad to pop in you as many times as you want." Mandy said. "And in the morning, if David has any left, you can have the last one if you still want it."
"This is gonna be fun, but I figure my pussy is gonna be worn slick by the time I get done with him, so I'm gonna have to take a rain check." She said softly looking down at me. "Mandy is a lucky girl, and if you know what's good for you, you'll treat her right. She has a lot of love to give, and right now, you're the number one recipient."
Chrissy pulled off my still rock hard dick and walked to where she dropped the dress. She slipped it back on and buttoned it up, taking her time to tease me a little more. "Don't worry honey, I'll keep him busy." She said with a smile before she walked out of the room.
"God, she almost made me come," I whispered as I pulled Mandy over onto me. "You want to finish what she started?"
Mandy grinned down at me and nodded. "I'd love to feel you come in me again. I love how it feels." She rolled the rest of the way onto me and I felt her hand find my dick. She worked me between her lips and nestled me into the entrance to her depths. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as she pushed herself down my already lubricated dick. She pressed fully onto me and then slowly started to rock herself on her hands and knees. Her tits hung down below her chest and she grinned at me as they swung, her nipples grazing my chest with each swing, that stopped when her soft mounds slapped gently into my chin. "God I love how you feel in me," she whispered.
"Oh damn. You're gonna make me come so fast," I groaned, trying hard to keep from shooting.
"Good. I like to see you come. I like how your face looks as you fill me. Some day, some day I hope I can have your baby. We'll fuck day and night to get me pregnant."
"Ohhhhh damn."
"You like that idea, huh? You like the idea of having a baby with me?"
"I do." I groaned. "I don't know why, but I do."
She smiled and kept rocking, rolling her hips a little bit more with each stroke.
"Oh god Mandy. I'm going to come."
"That's it sweetie. Show the girls how sexy you look when you come. Show them what you show me when you pump your love into me."
"Ohhhhhhh fuck." I grunted as my body jerked. I could feel my cum shooting into her, filling her with shot after shot as my body jerked and spasmed under her.
She lay herself down on me, pressing her tits to my chest and her lips to mine. She kissed me softly, her lips brushing mine and then pressing softly, and then pulling back to just brush again. The kiss went on for long minutes as I stroked her back and her butt, my softening dick finally slipping from her. "God I love you." She whispered.
"Mandy. It's been crazy with everything, everything we've been through together. I don't know exactly what I feel, or even how to describe it. But I know I don't want to let go of you. I want to keep my arms around you and hold you and protect you, and be with you. Is that love? I don't know. But it's what I feel."
"If that isn't love, I don't know what is." She whispered before kissing me again.
"I think we need to go see how Chrissy is making out." Katie said with a giggle.
"Literally!" Angela added. "I wouldn't mind seeing him fucking her."
I was hesitant, but finally agreed to follow the girls. We snuck down the stairs to the den, confident that they were there, based on the deep male groans and the higher pitched female cries of pleasure. We peeked into the den from the doorway, and saw Mandy's father sitting on the sofa, Chrissy, bouncing wildly on his lap. Her huge tits were flayling on her chest as she pounded down on him with abandon, crying out how good it felt and how she was going to come.
I felt a hand reach around, and I was quite sure it wasn't Mandy, since she was in front of me. The hand grasped my cock and started to stroke it. Between the sight in front of me, the feeling of three naked girls pressing against me and one hand stroking my dick, there was no doubt I was going to get hard, and I did. By the time we snuck back to the room, my dick was swinging side to side as hard as a telephone pole.
"I think we deserve a feel." Angela said. "I mean, it's only fair, right?"
"Deserve a feel? Really? You wanna fuck my boyfriend?"
"Well, just for a minute. I won't make him come or anything. I just wanna see how one that big feels riding it!"
"Really?" Mandy asked her friend.
"I agree." Katie added. "It's fair. We got to see it, but why not feel it?"
"You too?"
"Me three!" Jessica said quickly. "Besides, we all know what he did in the bathroom. It isn't like he hasn't been fucking other girls."
"I told him he could because we weren't an item yet. But now. Would you loan me your boyfriend?"
"Honey, my boyfriend doesn't have a dick like this!" Katie said as she crawled onto the bed and wrapped a hand around my dick. She pushed me back with one hand on my chest and grinned. "Just let us take a little feel. What can it hurt?"
I saw a pained look on Mandy's face and knew she really didn't want this to happen. "Look girls. I appreciate your desire to try me on for size, but if I'm going to be her man, don't you think I should be just hers?"
Mandy looked at me and practically threw herself at me, knocking me the rest of the way back onto the bed. She lay her chest on mine and pressed her lips to mine. "Oh god I love you." She whispered as soon as she broke the kiss.
"For what? What did I do?" I asked in confusion.
"I've never had a boyfriend turn down sex with any of the girls before. Evan used to fuck anyone he wanted, even in front of me. I was his property, nothing more. But you. You want to be just mine!"
"Isn't that what two people in love are supposed to do? I don't need to be fucking other girls or Principal Johnson or Mrs Haller. I don't care about them. I DO care about you!"
"Wait? What?" Angela said quickly. "Principal Johnson? You fucked Mrs. Johnson? For real? That wasn't just a rumor?"
Uh oh. I just blew it, and the look on my face said it plain to the girls. Mandy knew. I told her all about it. She promised to keep it a secret with me. But I just blew it completely!
"It's not what you think," Mandy said quickly.
"What's not what we think? Fucking the principal? That's, that's..."
"Weird." Jessica said, finishing Angela's comment.
"It wasn't like that." Mandy said defensively. "You can't tell anyone. She would be in so much trouble."
"She should be." Roberta said. "Fucking a student?"
"You guys didn't listen to him. He didn't just say Principal Johnson. He also said Mrs. Haller. The nurse. I always thought she was fucking the guys on the football team." Katie said quietly.
"It explains all the visits to the nurse's office some boys made. Jesus, she's fucking guys at school? How did you end up in that? I wouldn't have thought that was your kind of thing." Angela said with a scowl.
"It wasn't like that. I didn't even know what she was going to do. When I got pushed down the stairs, she undressed me to check for injuries and then, well, she rode my dick until she got me off, claiming it was to make sure I didn't have a concussion."
"You do know that isn't a test for a concussion, right?" Roberta asked.
"Of course, but, hell, I'm, a guy. When you have a naked woman playing with your dick, you kinda don't always think right. I didn't ask her to, but I didn't stop her either."
"Jesus. And you knew Mandy?"
"He told me." She said quietly. "Not that it mattered. I knew that half the football team was fucking her, including Evan. I didn't like it, but David promised to not do it again."
"So okay. I can see that. But the Principal?"
"It just kind of happened. I'd been in there all day with nothing on but a towel. She was kinda turned on and we messed around a little while she was changing to go work out."
"She changed in front of you?" Jesica asked.
"Well, she got undressed in front of me. She asked me if I'd ever tased a woman before, and she kinda taught me a few things."
"A few things, as in?" Jessica prompted.
"She helped me learn how to give a woman a good orgasm without having to fuck her, but then she let me put it in her too."
"So, she was teaching you?" Jessica asked. "And did you learn?"
"It was interesting. I learned things." I said with a shrug.
"Okay Mandy. You want us to be quiet about this, we will, on one condition. You let him do to us what he did to her. He doesn't have to fuck us until he comes, but I wanna feel what he did to her and then feel his dick in me." Jessica said. "That's fair, right?"
Mandy looked at me with a lost look. "David? What do I do? If people find out about what you did, everyone will know. It won't be a secret. You'll never get away from that. It'll follow you forever!" she looked at her friends. "Please don't tell."
"We won't. Not if he shares."
I reached up and pulled Mandy back down to me and guided her lips to mine. "It's okay. It's not going to change how I feel about you. After today, we'll just be you and me. No one else."
"You promise?"
"With all my heart." I whispered.
"I wasn't going to share you with all of them. Just Chrissy. I thought I could make this work. That my FRIENDS wouldn't ask you to have sex with them. They weren't supposed to."
"It never used to matter to you if we fucked your boyfriend. Hell, he used to fuck us right in front of you." Jessica said quietly. "But if it matters that much, we won't, will we girls?"
There was general consensus that they wouldn't and that seemed to end that. Someone turned on the radio and we listened to music and sat around talking. It seemed a lot of the conversation centered around my sudden sex life. What exactly did I do in the bathroom, and what happened with Betsy. I finally got talked into describing what I did with Principal Johnson, and, a few things I learned from mom after, but I didn't tell the girls that it was with mom. I let them assume it was Mrs Johnson. With some convincing, the girls talked me into demonstrating on Mandy.
I felt a little awkward, kneeling on the floor with four naked girls watching me start to lick and kiss Mandy's pussy. I worked slowly, gently, kissing over and around her lips before I started to lick and tease between her lips. Roberta had her big tits pressed to my arm and a hand between her legs as I pushed a finger into Mandy's pussy, her feet resting on my shoulders to allow her to spread her legs wide for me.
"Oh god David." She moaned as I worked my finger tip back and forth along the top of her vaginal wall. She began to lift and rock her hips, groaning and gasping as I teased her G spot with my finger like Mrs. Johnson had taught me, licking and flicking my tongue across her clit at the same time. "Oh god David. I'm going to come. Oh shit! I feel like I have to pee. OH! OHHHHH!" She cried as her body stiffened and I was greeted with a spray of her juices from her pussy. She gasped at the feeling of what her body was doing, but was unable to prevent the second such gush surging forth. She pulled her legs from my shoulders and slid off the bed onto my lap, one leg on either side of me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together, her rock hard nipples pressing to my chest, her body still trembling from the intense climax. "Oh god David. What did you do? I haven't ever felt anything so intense. I'm sorry I peed all over you. I couldn't help it. It just came out!"
I chuckled softly. "You mean a geek like me knows something a hot girl doesn't?"
She pulled her face from where her cheek was pressed to mine. She looked at me curiously. "What? I don't understand."
"He means that he made you squirt!" Jessica said with a wide grin as she sat only a few inches from us. "That's what they call it in Cosmo. They say most women can do it, but most guys don't have any clue how to make a woman climax that hard. Apparently, David isn't most guys."
"So, I didn't pee on him?"
Jessica giggled. "Not exactly. But if he knows how to do that to you, I want him to try it on me. I had Gary try once, but he couldn't do it."
"Gary? Your brother Gary?" Katie asked.
Jessica blushed. "Yeah. Sometimes we'd experiment to see how stuff worked. Where do you think I learned to suck dick?"
"Hell. I wish I had a brother that'd do stuff like that." Roberta said. "All I have is older sisters."
"MY brother would love to try that on me. But I'm not letting him anywhere near me naked. He'd try and fuck me." Angela said. "Not that he isn't good looking or anything, but I'm NOT fucking my brother."
"It isn't so bad." Jessica said. "I learned all kinds of things from Gary. And I learned a few things that I didn't like."
"Like what?"
"I learned I don't like it in the ass." She said with a scowl. "One time he wanted to try and put it in there and that was NOT comfortable."
"God, really?" Roberta asked. "I've been fucked in the ass a few times. It feels pretty good, and you don't have to worry about getting pregnant and your parents almost never find out about it."
"Your parents?" Angela asked.
"Sure. I'm not allowed to have sex with boys."
"So how would they know?"
"My mom checks my underwear if she thinks I have." Roberta said with a shrug. "I'd be surprised if she doesn't check after tonight. She doesn't trust me to not do it with boys."
"That's not a surprise, since you've been fucking boys all year."
"She doesn't know that." Roberta answered Angela.
"Okay, we're getting off track here. Mandy. You gonna let your sweetie here try that on me?" Jessica asked.
Mandy took a deep breath and looked at me. "You wanna? I mean, it's not exactly having sex or anything."
"I think we should make it a dare. I think we should dare him to do it. If he can make her come that way she has to suck his dick and swallow his cum. If he can't she gets to fuck him for two minutes." Katie said with a grin.
"No no no no no!" Mandy said. "No fucking!"
"Okay. He has to...um... He has to jack off for us, in front of us all."
"On Mandy's tits!" Roberta added.
"Well, Mandy? You think he can handle it?" Katie asked with a naughty grin.
"Fine. But after that we're not doing any more sex stuff, except for David and me sleeping together. Right?"
"Right." The girls agreed.
Jessica climbed onto the bed and lay down, spreading her legs and holding them in the air. "Come on big guy. Show us what you can do."
Mandy slipped off my lap and knelt next to me, her hand stroking my back as I leaned toward Jessica. I knew she was already turned on, but I wasn't sure how much I could get away with sidestepping the tease. I decided to start with just licking. Her pussy didn't have much inner labia protruding, so I wrapped my arm around her left thigh like I had with Mrs. Johnson, and spread her lips apart with my fingers. I licked up her slit, tasting her juices. She was already on the wet and sweet side, so I concentrated on her clit, working my tongue over and around it. I teased the tip of my tongue slowly across it as I pressed one finger into her. I was surprised that it wasn't overly tight, and slipped a second finger in with it. I stroked my fingers in and out slowly, teasing her pussy and stroking her clit. She began to lift and lower her hips in time with my strokes, moaning softly and pushing her pussy at my face with each stroke of my fingers. Her moans began to build, little gasps and whispers starting to come as well. I rolled my hand over, putting my palm up, and curled both fingers up behind her pubic bone.
I could feel the smoothness of her vaginal walls on the tips of my fingers, and worked them as deep as I could until I found a small rough patch. "OH FUCK!" She grunted loudly as my fingers stroked across that spot the first time. I had little doubt I'd found the key. I continued to stroke on her clit, teasing it with the tip of my tongue as I started to push my fingers in and out half an inch or so, keeping my middle finger rubbing that spot on the top of her tunnel. "Ohmygod. Ohhhhh shit. Oh no. No no no. OHHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried, her body suddenly stiffening, her back arched to push her pussy toward me. I felt her juices squirting from her and hitting me under my chin. I pulled my face away, but kept stroking into her, her body squirting a stream high in the air to land on both me and Katie, kneeling behind me. A second and third gush of her juices came from her before she lay panting, gasping for air.
"Okay. he wins." She managed to say. "Oh god that was. Oh hell Mandy. You are gonna be such a lucky girl. I wish I had all summer to fuck him. I'd never let him put any clothes on."
"Like that'd work." Mandy giggled. "But I hear you. I plan on having him over as much as I can, and mom got me a new bikini I'm dying to wear for him."
"If he does this to me again, I won't even wear the bikini. Just hang out naked with him so he can stick his fingers or dick in any time he wants." Jessica panted.
"Okay. Now you need a shower." Mandy said, standing up. "I'm not sleeping with you covered in her cum."
She held a hand out for me and led me from the room and down the hall to the bathroom. She started the water and climbed in, pulling me along. "Mmmmmmm. Alone at last. What you did felt soooo good, but now I need to be fucked."
"That's good, because I want to fuck you. I'm so damn turned on it's crazy."
She turned around for me and I easily pushed into her hot wet pussy. I stroked in and out, reaching for her tits and holding her nipples so that her swinging tits pulled each hard protrusion. In and out I plunged, pushing my impending climax to the limit in almost record time.
"Shit. I'm gonna come. I don't think I can hold back." I panted to her.
"That's okay sweetie. Go ahead. You deserve it. Just let it fill me. We have all night to screw."
I grunted moments later and pumped her full of my cum. We stood panting, her back to my chest, my hands rubbing up and down her stomach and tits as my cock softened inside her. "I wish you could stay inside me forever. It's always such a let down when it slips out of me."
"I wish I could stay in there forever too." I whispered before kissing her neck.
We turned the water off when it got cold and then dried off. She led me down the hall, this time quiet so that we didn't alert her dad, who we could hear fucking again, this time in his bedroom. Jessica and Katie went to shower while Mandy and I crawled into bed. I was asleep before they came back.



We did have sex at least three times in the night. When morning came, I had a hardon and was impaled in a hot we pussy, Someone had slipped into bed with us, making a David sandwich, but Mandy had still managed to get me hard and worked into her pussy as the two of us spooned in the darkness. She was working her hips slightly, stroking on and off my cock while I had my arm around her, cupping and squeezing her breast. I lay there, enjoying it, feeling my climax slowly building. "Oh god Mandy. I love you." I whispered softly moments before I unloaded into her pussy.
"Oh fuck yes." I heard her moan. It took at least three or four seconds to realize the voice was wrong. I opened my eyes and looked. The dark brown hair was definitely NOT Mandy.
"Shit." I whispered, realizing what I had just done.
"What's the matter sweetie?" Mandy whispered sleepily from behind me.
"Um. Nothing." I answered.
"Okay. Go back to sleep. We don't have to get up yet."
"We need to get me out of here before your dad wakes up." I whispered back, my softening, cum covered dick slipping from Katie's pussy.
"Yeah. I know. But I don't want to. Let's just stay here and let them find us."
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. I want you. I don't want to ever let go." She whispered.
"If that's what you want." I rolled over to face her, using my butt to push Katie from the bed. She slipped off onto the floor and I went back to sleep with Mandy.
To say her dad was mad, was an understatement. The shouting going on when he looked in and saw me laying naked with his daughter was tempered only by the sight of four completely naked girls laying on the floor, making ALL their private parts obvious to him. She also reminded him that he just spend the night fucking someone that he wasn't married to, and if he didn't want mom to find out, he needed to let it go. She was in love with me and she wasn't going to let him spoil our first night together.
Eventually he left, muttering something about being a total setup. But Mandy didn't care. She won what she wanted. He didn't even get upset when she took me home.



        High School Dates Ch. 05

        Some decisions have consequences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/high-school-dates-ch-05

Title: High School Dates Ch. 05

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Romance

Description: Some decisions have consequences.

Tags: girl friends mom, teacher

Series: High School Dates


Authors note: Yes, this story crosses several topic boundaries. I'm leaving it listed as a Romance, because as the story progresses you will see that it is. It also includes some very brief events of Incest, some elements of Exhibitionism and Voyeurism, and some amounts of group encounters. Like real life, things are never clear cut and easy, and in the 80's for geeks like me, that was especially true.
Yes, the characters in this story are built on real people that I knew and events that had transpired, though clearly collected into one story and embellished to a good extent. I hope you continue to enjoy this series as David struggles with life.
Chapter 5
It was Sunday afternoon and Mandy and I were laying on her bed, cuddling. Her dad was surprisingly quiet, and I was pretty damn sure her mom knew what we were doing but hadn't said anything. I'd expected a lot more trouble, but for reasons I didn't know, they were both leaving us alone.
"So, why do you think we're not getting hollered at? After the way your dad reacted yesterday morning."
"I'm not sure. It actually has me worried. I'm wondering if I went too far with the whole Chrissy thing. I mean, it worked, but if mom finds out she'll go ballistic."
"I don't want to be a problem, for your parents I mean. I like them."
"They like you too. Especially after what you did that day. Daddy said that if you hadn't done something, after he raped me, he probably would have either beat me or killed me. So, in a way, you saved my life. I don't think they know quite how to deal with that, or with us having sex. I'm pretty sure from what I heard last night, mom knows. I heard them arguing in their room last night after she got home. I thought I heard mom crying too. I'm really afraid I messed things up."
"Have they argued like that before?"
"Only once. Dad kind of got handsy with the neighbor."
"Handsy?"
"That's how mom put it. But I know he had her swim suit around her thighs and was fucking her on the patio when mom walked out there on them. Things were kind of tense for a while, not only between them but between mom and Julie, the lady next door. They seem to have gotten it patched up somehow though. I don't know what they did, but it seemed to work out."
I was laying half on top of Mandy, the two of us kissing again when the door to the bedroom opened. "Well, I see you two are making good use of the time." Her mom said.
"Oh sorry. I didn't mean to..." I started to apologize as I rolled off Mandy.
"Oh kissing? I wouldn't worry about that. The way she's been talking about you non-stop since the incident, well, kissing, I'm sure, is the least of the things she's been doing with you." She turned the little chair in front of Mandy's changing table to face the bed and sat down in it. "So, David. I guess you and my daughter are getting serious?"
"Ma'am?" I asked quietly.
"Just making conversation. David, I firmly believe that if you hadn't stopped Evan, we wouldn't have our little girl any longer. There is simply no way I can ever repay you for your willingness to stand up for her. I understand that you are going to community college? Why not a larger university. I understand you are an absolute wiz with all this new computer stuff."
"Just money ma'am."
"Oh goodness. Please stop the ma'am stuff. I'm Rose."
"Yes ma'am, I mean Rose."
"So it's a lack of funding?"
"Yeah. My family just doesn't have enough money and I haven't gotten any scholarships."
"If you could go to a big school, like say MIT, to study computers, would you?"
I sat up with interest, Mandy sitting up with me as well. "Yes ma'am!"
"Rose. Well, here. Read this." She leaned toward me and handed me an envelope. I took it and read the single page letter in it.
"I don't think I understand. I didn't apply for any scholarships there."
"My husband and I both are alumni of MIT. Didn't know that did you? We still give generously. I went out Friday to talk to a friend there. They allowed me to reconfigure some of our donations to create a new scholarship. One per year. This is for a student of good character, and scholarship, but also one of the criteria is to demonstrate exceptional bravery in the face of undaunting odds. Taking on Evan certainly qualifies for that. You will be the first recipient of this scholarship. It's full tuition, room and board for four years."
"I don't know what to say. I'm, I'm stunned. Thank you."
"I cleared it with your mother first. She's not looking forward to having you that far away, but she thinks it's a great opportunity for your growth."
"It is. Thank you. I don't know how to even begin to thank you."
"No. This is my husband and I thanking you for saving our little girl. But don't thank me too much. Amanda is headed for Berkley. That's a long long ways from MIT. Long distance relationships are not only difficult, but frequently don't end well. So while I am thanking you for saving my little girl, my gift may well cause you to lose her. Only an extremely strong relationship can endure something like this. You have the summer to build that relationship. I won't interfere with how you two choose to do that."
"Thank you!"
"Thank you mom! It's incredible." Mandy said, sliding off the bed to give her mom a hug. Her mom hugged her back and then gently pushed her back toward the bed.
"Now, we have another thing to discuss. I know you two spent the night together. It was a masterful job of setting things up to keep your father from stopping you."
"You know?"
"I know a lot more than you think. Chrissy, I think was her name, did a wonderful job keeping Dean occupied so he wouldn't realize what was happening in here. The only thing you failed to realize, is that a wife that really knows her husband can tell the signs of the aftermath. I could see the guilt on his face within hours of me coming home. When I went to bed I found one of her stockings in my bedroom."
"Oh God, I'm sorry mom. Please don't be mad at daddy. It was my fault. My friends and I set it up."
"Oh, I know. And I am mad at him. One time before he dipped his dick in another woman's honey pot. He hadn't ever done it again until now. Do you know why?"
"No? Why?"
"Because I made your father and Julie watch while her husband had sex with me. It seemed only fair, since they had had sex, that we evened the score. Your father didn't much like the sight of his wife being fucked by another man, but he only had himself to blame for it. We did it one time, in front of them, and then it was done. We were even. But both of them knew that if there was another incident, they would have to endure the same thing again. We're still friends, though there are times that I'm sure thoughts go through their minds about it. I've seen Julie get a little friendly with your dad a time or two, but he seemed to shut them down quickly enough."
"So what does that have to do with...Oh... No. Mom no!"
Mrs. Green sat in the chair silently for long seconds, staring at her daughter. "Do you have a better suggestion?"
Mandy sat quietly, staring at her mom while I looked back and forth between them. "What? You don't expect me to have sex with your mom or something, do you?"
"From what I understand, you didn't have any trouble being in a room with five naked girls. How many of them did you have sex with?"
"MOM!"
"What? It's a fair question. You arranged for my husband to have sex all night with someone other than me. It's only fair that I do the same with your boyfriend. Unless you have some other suggestion as to how your father and I make things even again. That was our agreement last time. If he did it again, then I got to do the same. Same amount, same number of times. I'm not going to ask David to sleep with me all night like your dad did with that girl. But he is going to undress me, make me come for him, at least twice, and fill me with his come. After he does, instead of me sleeping with David all night, having sex with him, your father is going to do something he detests. Now, I ask again, do you have a better idea?"
"I don't. But David didn't have anything to do with it. He didn't even know until he got here."
"That doesn't matter. David is who is important in your life, the same way Dean is important in mine. You put him in a position to break my trust again. You need to pay part of the price. You'll sit and watch David make love to me. And he will do his best to make me feel everything he can. If he doesn't, we'll keep going until I'm satisfied, and if that takes all night, so be it. But you and your father will sit and watch. Once David is done, your father is going to going to lick David's cum from my pussy. This thing to have your dad fuch another woman was your idea, so you have to pay a price young lady. Trust that this is not nearly as tough as I could be, with either you or your father."
"Yes ma'am." Mandy said sullenly.
Her mom stood up. "I'll give you a few minutes to talk, then come down to the den and we'll work this all out." She walked out, closing the door behind her.
"I'm sorry lover. I had no idea. I mean, I never thought..."
"Shhh." I said pulling her to me. "It's not like I haven't had sex with an older woman before. Not your mom, but I can do it. It's not a horrible as it seems."
"But it's my mom! Every time she sees you, she's going to think about you fucking her. She'll be thinking about you naked and your dick and whatever it is you do to her."
"I think that's the idea. It's not so much that she and I will have sex, but that every time I come over, you'll remember this and why it happened. Same thing with your dad and the neighbor. Every time they were all together, they all knew what happened and why. That's the punishment. Not that Joan's husband fucked your mom. But that every time they were together your dad would remember how it looked to see him doing it to her."
"I guess you're right," she whispered. "I'm sorry."
"I'm sorry too. But it won't make me think different of you, and I know you won't let it change us either, right?"
"Not a chance!" She agreed emphatically. She slipped off the bed and pulled me by the hand. She led me down to the den. There was a big blanket in the middle of the carpeted floor, with a number of large pillows set around it. There were two chairs by the tv, facing the sofa and the blanket. Her dad sat in one and her mom was on the sofa. Mandy walked to the other chair and sat down, leaving me standing by the blanket. "Fuck her good sweetie. Make her feel everything you do to me. Especially what we did the other night."
I looked at her, and then it dawned on me. I knew exactly what she wanted me to do. I stepped over to Mrs. Green and held a hand out. She silently got up and let me pull her to the middle of the blanket. "Make him watch." She whispered. I nodded and stepped behind her. She had on a dress with buttons down the front almost to her waist. I stood behind her and ran my hands up and down her body, stroking her though the dress. After several trips up and down her body, I settled one hand on her left breast, and slipped the other down to the hem of her skirt. I slid the hem up as I let my fingers stroke up her thigh. My fingers teased the soft skin inside her thigh, feeling the smooth silky nylons covering her legs. I let my fingers reach all the way up to the tops of her stockings and the bare skin there. I let my fingers move up further, stroking my fingers over her panty covered mound, the material almost rough under my fingers. I slipped my fingers between her legs and stroked along her lips feeling the wetness of her crotch before sliding my fingers down again. I cupped and stroked her left breast as I let my fingers of my right hand stroke up her dress again until I touched her right breast.
Her boobs were big, bigger than Mandy's by quite a bit. I used my finger tips to rub circles around her soft breasts and her nipples, which I could feel hardening through the dress. I stroked gently over and around the hard nubs for long seconds, gently kissing the back of her neck and the creamy skin there. "Mmmmmmm." She moaned softly at my attentions. "This is a good start. Someone taught you well."
"Playboy magazine," I whispered, remembering the articles I'd read about women being seduced and all the things I never thought I would get a chance to try. Now I was. I kissed her earlobe, making her shudder slightly as my fingers kept teasing her nipples. Finally I moved my hands to the buttons, slowly undoing them, one at a time. I glanced over at Mandy and saw her sitting there, one hand between her legs, chewing on her lower lip. I knew she wanted me to be doing this to her, but I couldn't, at least, not yet. I worked my way down the front of her dress, undoing one button at a time. I slowly spread the dress top, running my fingers up and down her skin from her stomach to her neck. I let my fingers bump over the bra she had on and then across her bra covered breasts as I spread the material wider.
I could see the bra was black and surprisingly see through, as I spread the dress apart, the amount it showed making me realize that she had put on something particularly provocative to punish her husband further. I spread the dress over her shoulders and then let it slide part way down her arms. I held the dress up by pressing my body against hers, trapping the material between my stomach and her back. Her skin was creamy white, a stark contrast to the sexy black, see through, bra, and like Mandy, had a bazillion little red freckles from her neck down her body and over her breasts. I let my fingers tease her, stroking her soft white skin before finally letting the dress fall down her arms the rest of the way and the dress down her body. She stepped out of the dress with one foot and used the other to kick it away. Under the dress she had on a black garter belt, holding up the black silk stockings, a black see-through panty and the see through bra. The bright pink of her areola and nipples stood out against the white of her skin and showed easily though the sheer material of the bra. I slowly turned her to face me and then coaxed her down to sit on the blanket. The last thing I did before letting her lay down was to reach behind her and unclip the bra. I didn't take it off, but I unfastened the strap.
Once she was on her back, I began to kiss her body, teasing her neck and then her shoulders and then finally her chest, kissing from her neck down to the top of the bra. Her tits were definitely larger than Mandy's, by several sizes. I coaxed the bra strap off her shoulders, but still didn't take the bra off, leaving it laying on and partly containing her big breasts. They looked almost as big as Chrissy's did, but stark white instead of black. I kissed her chest again, working down to the bra again and then kissing her tits through the thin material. She moaned when I reached her nipples, kissing through the material for long moments before slowly pulling the material from between us. I didn't move my kisses as I uncovered her soft breasts, but pulled the material a little at a time as I lifted my face from her breast. I was finally kissing her bare nipple and drew it into my mouth, drawing a gasp from her.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," She moaned as I kissed my way to her other nipple. I sucked it as well, teasing it with my tongue and sucking it into my mouth to tug it gently. I began to work down her body, kissing softly down her stomach to her crotch. I kissed over and around the black see through panty, smelling her excitement as I slowly eased the panty down. I pulled the thin material down to her thighs and then stopped. I could see frustration on her face as I left them there and stood up. That was okay. She needed a little frustration to make what was happening next more tantalizing. I stood over her and pulled my shirt off, tossing it aside. I continued to stand over her, my legs straddling her, letting her look up at me as I undid the front of my jeans. I could feel how hard my dick was from the teasing as I unzipped my pants. I wiggled my hips slowly, not wanting to go too fast, and worked them down my butt and then my thighs as far as I could with my legs spread over her. I stepped one foot at a time off the floor, trying hard not to look dorky as I worked to keep my balance and still get my pants off. It wasn't as smooth as I wanted, and it made her giggle a little. Until I reached for my briefs. She stopped giggling and stared at my crotch as I slowly eased my briefs down. My fat, long dick sprang out and stood straight out from my body. I stood there and let her look, her eyes wide in surprise as it bounced lightly with my pounding heart.
I pushed my briefs down and stepped out of them, kicking them aside so I was completely naked. Now it was time to get back to her. I knelt down next to her legs and then reached under her knees with one hand. I slowly bent her legs and used my other hand to press her thighs together before lifting her feet toward the ceiling. Her pussy lips were slightly more pink than her creamy white skin, and she had quite a bit of dark pink inner lip pushing between them. I could see her wetness already as I scooted closer to her. I held her feet in the air, her panties still around her thighs, but her pussy completely exposed. Her lips were hairless, but she had a nice patch of dark redish curls on her mound. I scooted closer on my knees and then sat on my feet, working closer until I could reach her pussy lips with my dick. I didn't want to fuck her, at least not yet. But the magazine said that women loved to be teased with it first. I gently rubbed my head up and down her lips, gathering her juices on my head, and then worked my knees slightly more forward, pushing my engorged mushroom head between her lips.
I wasn't in her yet, but it was close. My head was spreading her entrance. I could feel the pressure on my head as I reached for her panties and slid them slowly up her legs. I pushed them all the way up over her feet and then tossed them aside, holding her feet together yet. Finally, I spread her legs apart, slowly, only a few inches at a time. I let my body press toward her a little more. As her legs got further apart I could feel the pressure on my engorged head change, holding her legs and continuing to spread them slowly until it happened.
"OH FUCK!" She gasped as my head pushed into her, along with about two inches of my cock. "Ohhhhh my god yes." She moaned after the initial surprise. "Oh fuck me. Please fuck me." She moaned loudly, her hands grabbing the blanket and trying to pull herself closer to me and force herself down my dick. I spread her legs further and then, to her disappointment and surprise, pulled all the way out of her. "NOOOOOO!" she moaned.
I lay down on the blanket, my head now between her spread thighs, and kissed her the creamy soft skin between her legs, first the right and then the left. I kissed closer and closer to her pussy and then my lips were kissing hers. I put one finger to her lips and slowly pushed it in where my cock had just been. I could feel how wet she was, how turned on she was. I knew what Mandy wanted me to do. I leaned my face a little closer and kissed her sexy pussy and then dipped my tongue between her soft flowery lips to find her clit. "Ohhhhhhh god damn yes." She moaned as I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue. At the same time, I added a second finger in her pussy, pushing both of them into her as far as I could, curling them up to find that perfect spot. Her whole body jerked when I found it, the tip of my middle finger rubbing across it. I figured that if Mandy was a squirter, maybe her mom was too. Wouldn't that be fun?
I pushed my fingers in and out of her, keeping them as curled as I could, rubbing the tips across that spot I'd gotten such a reaction from. I licked her clit and she shifted her feet, planting them next to me on the blankt so she could lift her hips toward my face, gasping and moaning loudly. "OH GOD DAVID! FUCK ME! FUCK MY HOT PUSSY!"



"Not until you come for me." I grunted before going back to licking her pussy.
"OH GOD! SHIT!" she screamed toward the ceiling as her body started to tremble, even as she lifted her hips, lifting her butt off the blanket. "OHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" she screamed again, her ass high off the floor, her legs holding her butt up, began to shake. Her whole body stiffened and I guessed what was going to happen next. I pulled my face from her pussy and managed to get the fingers of my left hand around to her clit and rubbed back and forth quickly, teasing it with my finger where my tongue had just been teasing.
"FUUUUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her pussy gushed a stream of her juices in the air, shooting out toward her husband.
"Jesus." I heard Dean say quietly as his wife squirted her juices out a second time, the stream spraying so far toward him that I felt some of it splatter on my lower legs as I lay stretched out in front of her.
"Oh fuck fuck fuck," She panted as she lowered her butt slowly to the floor, her legs and arms still trembling. "Fuck me David. Fill my cunt now."
I pulled my fingers out and crawled up her body, knowing this was part of the deal. She needed me to load her up for the final portion of her "punishment" of her husband. My dick easily slid into her still spasming pussy. I held myself up on my elbows over her body and started to push in and out of her. I knew I wasn't going to last long. I was way too turned on to not feel the excitement and desire flood from my sensitive head all through my body. In and out I slid, her feet moving from the floor to rest on my butt. She pulled with her heels each time I thrust into her, helping to drive me deeper into her.
"Oh fuck me sweetie. Fuck my hot cunt. Come in me. Let me feel you come in me. You watch Dean. Watch him fill me with his cum like you filled that little slut. Watch him make me come again with his dick. Ohhh shit. I Can feel his dick swelling bigger. Gonna make me come again. Oh shit! OHHHHHHH SHIT!" she cried as her body trembled again. I felt my own body respond and started pumping shot after shot into her as my body spasmed and jerked. Panting, I lowered myself on top of her, pressing her big soft tits to my chest. "Ohhhhh god yes. Jesus do you have a fucking cock!" she gasped breathlessly.
I was disappointed when she gently rolled me over onto my back, off of her. She sat up, still panting. "Okay Dean. Get down here and lay down."
He moved from the chair onto the floor and lay on the blanket. I could see his hardon sticking up toward his face. Rose moved over his face, straddling him, looking toward his hard dick. She lowered her pussy to his face and then almost growled. "Now, I told you what'd happen the next time I caught you fucking someone else. Well, David might not be Mandy's husband, but he's close enough. Now, lick me. Lick my cunt until you make me squeeze all his cum out. Lick his cum from me and remember what you did to both that slut and me."
He didn't answer, but started to tentatively lick his wife's slit. I could see my cum leaking from her as he licked, clearly not enjoying it, though Rose seemed to be. "Oh yeah. That's it. Lick me. Lick my cunt. Amanda! Time to get down here and finish paying your price. Come on young lady. You didn't think you were going to get off with just watching me fuck your boyfriend did you? Not after what you did."
"Yes ma'am," Mandy whispered, slipping off the seat and kneeling next to her mom and dad.
"Now, suck his cock. I want you to suck it until he comes and I don't want you to miss a drop."
"Suck dad? That's disgusting!"
"It is, isn't it? Even more so having to swallow his cum. Maybe next time you'll think twice about making someone's spouse cheat on them. Now get to it!"
Mandy hesitantly leaned over her dad and grasped his hardon. She held it up and looked at her mom one more time before looking at me. "Don't watch David. This wasn't your fault. You didn't think it up."
"I think he should watch." Rose said sharply. "He should know what kind of girl he's involved with, just what she's capable of. Now, get to it!"
She leaned down and I watched her engulf her dad's cock head with her lips. I knew she was good at giving head, and she enjoyed it, but I doubted she'd enjoy it this time. I watched her close her eyes and start sucking energetically, almost as if she was thinking of sucking someone else, maybe me, and wanted to get it done quickly. Up and down her hand and mouth slid on his cock. Unlike my dick, she could get almost his whole shaft unto her mouth. Despite being his daughter, he seemed to be getting quite excited, his hips trying hard to lift toward her mouth. Up and down she stroked, his groans muffled by his wife's pussy.
"That's it. Lick my cunt. Make me come in your mouth. That's it lover. Ohhhhh yeah. Lick me. You know how I like it. Do you like the feeling of your daughter's mouth on your cock? She looks like she's good at it. She must have a lot of practice. Ohhhhh god. Shit honey. You're going to make me come. Make me come in your mouth. Ohhhhh yes. That's it. Right there. Lick me. Lick my pussy! OHHHHHHHH FUCK! I'm gonna come again! OH YES LOVER! LICK ME! OHHHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried as her body jerked and trembled again, the third time she'd climaxed in less than half an hour.
"UH!" I heard Dean grunt as his body jerked. I could tell he was coming in Mandy's mouth as she held only his head in her lips. She rubbed her hand up and down his shaft, coaxing all his cum into her mouth as he groaned and jerked under her.
"Done." She said, pulling her mouth off his cock.
"Good." Her mom panted. "Let that teach you a lesson young lady."
"Yes ma'am," Mandy whispered in answer.
"Why don't you and David go spend some alone time. I think you both should talk about this and how it felt to see each other having sex with someone else. It's not something that should be taken lightly. This, this punishment, was something Dean and I talked about when he strayed the last time. He knew what the results would be, yet chose to have sex with your little friend, not once, not twice, for a whole night. I don't know how many times, and I don't want to. But he's paid the price and the matter is closed. If he does it again, he knows the price. But for me, it's over. Hopefully, it is for you two also."
---o---
It was only three days until graduation. David survived high school. Hell, he'd not only survived, but life in the last few weeks had taken a twist he never would have expected. He had a steady girlfriend, and one of the hottest girls in school at that. He was headed to MIT at the end of the summer, and he was suddenly popular with a LOT of girls and even quite a few of the guys, probably because of all the cute girls hanging around him. He hadn't forgotten his geek friends though. He still sat at the geek table at lunch, only now it included several cute girls, which the geeks were learning to talk to without creaming their pants or saying incredibly stupid stuff.
He was sitting next to Mandy in chemistry class, waiting for their final exam to be handed back. He wasn't worried. He never worried about grades. Mandy, on the other hand, was always worried. He'd done what he could to help, but she still had to take the exam herself. When Miss Alex set her paper on the table, David could feel her heart sink. It was a C. She needed to have a B to keep her GPA above the level required for her to go to Berkeley.
"It's okay. We'll talk to her after class. Maybe there's some extra credit you can do," I whispered to her.
"Yeah. Fat chance. I needed that B." she said dejectedly. "I tried. I really did."
"I know. We'll talk to her."
Mandy's mind wasn't on class. I understood. She was right on the break point. She needed to have that B, and she missed it by twelve points. Just twelve stupid points.
After class Mandy and I met with Miss Alex. Miss Alex is actually short for Alexandria. She confided with me one time when we were talking, before I became popular, that she hated her name. She felt like it was a skinny girl name, and she was anything but a skinny girl. At thirty-two, and still single, she remembered being one of the geeky girls when she was in high school. She didn't have the money to go to a high end school for a chemistry degree, but was able to manage community college for her teaching degree. I hoped that our previous history might encourage her to help out.
"I'm sorry Miss Green. Your twelve points below the line. I can't change that."
"But Miss Alex, I have to get a B or I'll lose my admission to Berkeley"
"I'm sorry miss Green. Maybe you can go to a lesser school for a year or so first. I'm sure you can still get in later."
"But I can't. Isn't there something I can do. An extra assignment or something?"
"Miss Green. We both know that David will just do it for you. How does that improve your learning?"
"I promise! I'll do it all by myself!"
"Miss Green. We both know the only reason you partnered with David at the start of the semester was to have him help with your grades. You girls are all users that way."
"But I'm not!"
"Miss Green. I know your dating him. But really? You're not using him?"
I heard what she said and completely understood what she meant. Mandy was too focused on her problem to catch the subtle intent. "There must be something I can do. I'll do anything! I have to get a B for the semester."
"Miss Green. If I were a man, I'd think you were suggesting that I improve your grade for sexual favors. That is what you cute little girls do, isn't it? Use your body to get what you want? The problem is you don't have anything I want."
"I didn't mean that! Honest! I just meant I'd to any kind of work or assignment to help my grade!"
Miss Alex sighed, turned her chair toward where I was standing and rocked back in it. "Tell me Miss Green. Just how close are you two?"
"Huh?"
"You heard me. How close are you?"
"Very. When we get out of college we're planning on getting married."
"That serious? Really? Hmmmmm. Tell me Miss Green, is he really as big as the rumor mill says it is?"
"Is what?"
Miss Alex reached for the knee length skirt and inched it up her thighs several inches, pushing her knees apart. "I think you know exactly what I'm talking about."
"My dick,". I answered for her. "She wants to know if my dick is as big as she's heard. Yeah, it is."
"Tell me Mister Rogers, just how important is her grade to you?"
"Very. It means a lot for her to go there."
"You think she'll still want you after this is all over and she's halfway across the country?"
"I'm positive she will."
"I've seen a lot of girls like her. It never ends up the way you're hoping it will. I'd hate to see you hurt David. You're too nice of a boy for that."
"I believe her."
"Tell me Miss Green. If I tell you, you can have your B, as long as you let me have your boyfriend for a little while. Do you still want your B? Or is David more important than your grade?"
"NO! You can't! Not David! I'll do anything you want, but I won't trade him for a grade!"
"It's not permanent. Just a half hour with him. That's worth your grade, isn't it?"
"NO! David, let's go. We'll find another way. Maybe I can take a summer class or something." Mandy said, grabbing my arm and trying to pull me away toward the door.
"I'll do it." I said, looking at Miss Alex without moving. I looked over at Mandy. "We both know how important this is for your future, our future."
"But David! You know what she wants!"
"Uh huh. Wouldn't be the first time I had sex in front of you."
"But this is different! It's not that!"
"I know. But it's not that big of a deal. I'd do anything to help you. You know that."
Mandy stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed me and whispered, "You don't have to. We'll figure something else out."
"You need this grade. It'll be okay. I'll do it."
"You are a very lucky young woman Miss Green. To have a very caring young man. I hope your smart enough to keep him!"
"I am." She said, hugging me again, and giving me a short kiss. "You don't have to do this. Honest."
"It's alright. I'm doing it for you."
"You're sure?"
"I am." I whispered, giving her a kiss back. I pushed her gently aside. "Okay miss Alex. How do you want to do this? Right here? Never did a teacher on her desk before."
"This is YOUR grade Miss Green. Take off your clothes. You can watch naked." She rocked forward in her chair. She stood up in front of me. "Alright Mister Rogers, my desk it is." She turned her back to me. "You can start with my zipper. Remember, this is an all or nothing assignment. You satisfy me or you get no points."
I pulled the zipper of her dress down. "Guess I better do a good job then." I slid my hands up her mostly bare back and pushed the shoulders of the short sleeved dress off her shoulders. I coaxed it down her arms, letting the material hold her arms to her sides. Miss Alex wasn't a thin woman. She was easily two of me. I had to step my body up against her full round butt to reach all the way around her. I slid my hands to her large bra, cupping and gently squeezing both huge lace covered boobs. I spent several moments stroking my fingers around both orbs while she wiggled her arms out of the dress arms. I slid my hands down her soft round stomach, pushing the dress down the rest of the way. When it slid down to her ankles, I let my hands continue down below her stomach, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her underwear and pantihose. I pushed them down, sliding my hands around to her full soft butt cheeks, to push the back down under her butt cheeks.
I let my hands stroke up her butt cheeks and then her back, stopping when I came to the strap of her bra. I unclipped the small fasteners holding the elastic strap closed and eased the strap apart so it didn't slap her in a sensitive spot. It took a little bit to coax the big bra off her boobs, almost as if they were trying to hold the covering from being pulled away, but eventually I was able to tease the as the cups away. I slid my hands around her and cupped both, now bare, massive mammaries. Her tits were the biggest I'd ever felt. Each one overflowed my hands with massive amounts to spare, and felt like they weighed at least five pounds each. I squeezed each one a few times, teasing and playing with them before I slid my right hand down to her crotch.
She moaned softly as I slipped my fingers between her thighs to stroke her lips. "Oh damn." She whispered as my fingers worked between her full soft lips, searching out her hard little clit. She wiggled her butt side to side, rubbing the gap between her cheeks against my pants. I felt Mandy's hands coax my hips back, making room for her hand to undo my pants.
"If you're going to do this for me, let's make sure we do enough to get the points." She whispered as she pushed my pants and briefs down. "I'd rather I could keep you for myself though."
"I know." I answered as her hand grasped my hard shaft. I felt her rub my head up and down between miss Alex's fat lips, sinking it between them until she could feel my head engage into her vaginal entrance.
"Push baby. Push it into her. Make her feel what you make me feel every time we do it." Mandy whispered as she pressed her bare hips against my butt cheeks. I let her push me into miss Alex, sinking slowly into her hot wet depths. Miss Alex moaned softly as my fat shaft invaded her body. She bent over the desk, resting her elbows on it, her huge tits almost touching the edge of the hardwood surface as I felt my body press to her bare ass. I started to stroke in and out slowly, pushing in as far as I could with each long slow stroke. My fingers, still between her pussy lips, stroked across her clit, bouncing one, two, three fingers in turn, over it with each stroke. In and out I moved, increasing my pace slowly until I was jamming my cock hard into her pussy, slapping our bodies together and making her huge tits swing wildly under her chest. I watch in surprise as Mandy crawled onto the desk in front of Miss Alex, her body completely naked. She spread her knees and slid her body closer, moving her pussy within easy reach of Miss Alex's face if she wanted it. Mandy stroked her fingers up and down her wet lips, showing both of us her sexy pink lips and even pinker insides.
"Oh fuck yes!" Miss Alex groaned after watching Mandy for only a few short minutes. She lowered her face to Mandy's pussy and eagerly licked up and down her slit as my thrusts moved her body toward and away from Mandy. It didn't take too much longer before Miss Alex's orgasm was beginning to build within her. Her pussy tightened around my shaft and her muffled moans grower louder as she eagerly licked and sucked Mandy's pussy lips. "Oh fuck!" Miss Alex gasped suddenly, her legs trembling and her pussy spasming around me. "I'm coming!" She squeaked, as if I needed the announcement to know.
"Fill her!" Mandy practically commanded me. "Do it. She wants to be fucked, give her the whole thing!"
"Oh shit!" I grunted, driving into her harder, my hips slapping loudly against her bare ass as I drove hard into her.
"No! Don't!" Miss Alex panted, reaching behind her butt to try and push me away. "Not in me!"
"Then I better fucking get an A!" Mandy growled. "Or he will!"
"Okay. But don't David. Please!"
I wasn't sure what was going on, but Mandy pulled away from Miss Alex and slid off the desk. She stepped to me, and pulled me by the hand out of miss Alex and around the desk so I was standing in front of the desk with Miss Alex still bent over it. "Come here and suck him! Take his come in your mouth and finish what you started!" Mandy practically commanded.
To my surprise, Miss Alex climbed onto the desk, pushing what papers Mandy hadn't, onto the floor. She lay herself on the desk until could reach my cock, her legs sticking out behind her as she lay flat on the desk. She grasped my cock and stroked it frantically while she sucked my head with her lips. "Come for me lover. Come in her mouth and let me see that super sexy look you make when you come."
I was almost there already, and it only took a few more strokes of Miss Alex's hand to finish me off. My body spasmed and shot a huge gush of cum into her mouth. Mandy turned my head to see her face and press her lips to mine in a hot, wet, seductive kiss that coaxed a couple extra shots of cum from me. We stood and kissed, Miss Alex licking and sucking my shrinking dick until we broke the kiss.
"Now. I expect that A. We wouldn't want Principal Johnson finding out you were having sex with students in your classroom, would we?"
Miss Alex moved, pushing me back with her hand around my still half hard dick. She sat up and then slipped off her desk. She stood in front of us, mostly naked except for her panties and hose around her thighs, one hand pressed to her exposed pussy. She looked down at my dick and then at Mandy.
"But I don't!" She finally protested quietly.
"Come on miss Alex. We both know that isn't true. I think you seduce girls in here, girls that, like you, don't typically attract boys because of their looks. It's alright. Every girl should experience orgasms before they graduate. Just some people wouldn't understand that you're helping them." Mandy said softly. "Come on David. Time to get dressed."
"She really does that? Seduces girls in here? How did you know?" I asked her as we walked out of the classroom a few minutes later.
"The way she wanted me undressed was my first clue. She wanted to see my pussy, but she also wanted to feel your dick. Then when she licked me, it was easy to guess it wasn't the first time she'd gone muff diving."
"I never would have guessed."
"You're a guy." She answered, hugging me against her side while we walked, as if that explained everything.
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Chapter 6
High school graduation is both an ending and a beginning. I was glad today was the end of high school, and thanks to the Greens, it was going to be the start of something different and greater. My biggest regret was that it meant only a few short months, almost weeks, before I had to head to Massachusetts and Mandy was off to California. Her mom was right. A long distance relationship was going to be tough. We hadn't even started, and it was already weighing heavily on both of us.
After today Mrs. Green said I was welcome to come over and spend the night if I wanted, well, not more than a couple times a week. Mandy and I had already planned on spending almost every waking second together. "I have a surprise for you!" Mandy said as she walked up to me while we all milled around, waiting to line up for the processional. We weren't going to be sitting together, but that didn't mean we couldn't wait together.
"Oh? What's that?"
She grinned. "If I told you, it wouldn't be a surprise, now, would it?" She asked as she wrapped her arms around me. She pulled us together and we shared a long kiss. No one seemed to even notice. We'd become such an item at school that to see us together and not hugging or kissing was unusual. The word had spread like wildfire about my saving her life, and since then the rumors about what we had done, we're doing, or had happened to me, had run rampant with a life of their own. Just yesterday I heard that I'd had sex with three teachers, at the same time, in the principal's office, and made all three of them come in screaming orgasms. Of course, it wasn't true. It was only one teacher, and it was in the chemistry classroom. But it was partly true, and it's true we weren't alone, Mandy had been there. It was, after all, for he,r that I did it. She needed that B in chem. I didn't mind. Miss Alex had always been nice to me, and if fucking her for a few minutes got Mandy the grade she needed, I could live with that.
"No hints?"
"Nope. But I bet you could figure it out with your eyes closed." I had to admit that narrowed things down considerably. It took me less than thirty seconds to figure out, with my hands, that she was naked under the graduation gown. Not even panties.
"What for?" I asked as I stroked her wet pussy lips under the gown.
"All us girls are gonna flash our tits. But Betsy dared me to go all the way. She's naked under hers too."
"Is she going to flash?"
"No. Her mom wouldn't approve."
"And yours will?"
She giggled. "Actually, she flashed her boobs at her graduation. So she doesn't have much room to talk. I think Betsy wants me to flash all my goodies for you."
"You don't have to."
"I know. But it's kinda fun. Sorta like the time all the cheerleaders did practice without their shorts on, just underwear."
"Well, don't think you have to do this for me. I'm happy just getting you naked alone."
"I know. But you gotta live a little, right?"
"If you say so. Uh oh. Time to line up!"
"You're coming to our party later, right?"
"I will. I promised Betsy I'd stop at hers. I'll go there first, okay?"
"I don't know what you see in her, not after what she did to you."
"I dunno. Just a softie I guess."
"Which is part of what I love about you." She said before giving me another quick kiss "Watch me now!" She called as she walked away.
We lined up, walked in, and all sat down. The speeches were boring, and the presentation of the diplomas took forever. The only thing that livened it up was the six girls that flashed their boobs as they walked across the stage, and of course, Mandy pulling her gown completely apart and flashing her whole naked body. She walked to principal Johnson with her gown flowing behind her, everything exposed, shook her hand and continued across the stage and off, half the cameras in the auditorium taking pictures of her as she did. It was definitely the highlight of graduation.
After the formal ceremony there were lot of pictures with lots of people, many students I didn't even know, but apparently knew me. I was surprised how many wanted a picture with me either holding their skirt up, holding a boob, or in one case, pulling down her underwear and kissing those lips. I didn't mind, except it left me awfully turned on.
After I went home to change, I stopped at Betsy's house. We hugged, and sorta groped each other, until she pulled me to the bathroom, where we masturbated each other to a mutually timed climax. She wanted me to know she would always be there for me if I needed her and that was her way of showing it, not just saying it.
Mandy's party, on the other hand, was a huge shindig. I was never a big drinker, and after a couple beers it didn't take Mrs. Green, Rose, long to spirit me away for a wet sensuous kiss while she dropped her panties. She wasted little time getting me out of my pants and into her pussy. She begged me to fuck her quickly, acting as if she were pressed for time, but more than likely just didn't want to get caught fucking her daughters boyfriend. She sat on the edge of the sink and spread her legs, her dress bunched around her waist while I pushed in and out of her very wet, soft pussy. She made me stroke until we both came, giving me 'her graduation present', and then quickly pulling her panties on again to catch all my cum before she pulled me back to the party. It wasn't until later I wondered what arrangements she'd made with her husband to allow it, or what Mandy would think when she found out. I learned I really shouldn't drink too much beer.
I guessed latter, what arrangement had been made between Mr. and Mrs. Green, when Chrissy showed up and the two disappeared for about fifteen minutes. I know because I saw Rose checking her watch. Fifteen minutes, almost to the second, they reappeared, slightly flushed and out of breath.
---o---
The next afternoon Mandy's mom walked into the den, where we were sitting, naked, having just had sex. She was wearing a very sexy little dress that accentuated all the important parts in all the right ways. I couldn't help but start to get a hardon as she stood in front of us, the skirt was so short on her legs that I could see the pink of her underwear. She smiled slightly as she looked at my growing hardon. "I promised to take Amanda shopping for some items. I don't see any reason for you to have to go home. In fact, if you'd like to join us you might find it interesting."
"Um. I bet I would." I answered as she reached down to press her fingers between her legs while she licked her lips sexily.
"Why don't you two take a quick shower, don't be too long though, or I might have to come help you along." She said as she turned and headed toward the stairs leading up to the main level of the house.
"Okay mom. Give us a few minutes." Mandy called as she untangled herself from me. "You are so bad, getting a hardon for my mom like that. You know damn well how easily she gets turned on looking at you."
"I didn't do it on purpose. It's not like I can NOT get a hardon when she looks like that." I answered as I followed her, hand in hand, toward the guest bathroom. The two of us showered and dried quickly and then Mandy dressed in a dress that was every bit as sexy as the one her mom had on, with one exception. With a wicked little grin on her face, she reached under her skirt and pulled the panties she had on, down and off.
She and I sat in the back seat of her mom's car, with my hand between Mandy's legs and her hand in my pants, teasing each other. It took about half an hour to get to a small strip mall which had a store filled with all kinds of bras, panties and sexy lacy things. I was a little uncomfortable around all that lingerie, being the only guy in the store. I watched Rose look at, hold up to her body and finally select quite a few items, by which time the bulge in my pants was painfully obvious. Mandy was selecting her own choices, and between the two of them my mind was filled with how they would both look in the various outfits.
I'd seen her mom naked, and to be honest she was one hot woman. Not quite as hot as Mandy, but if Mandy grew into what she was, I was not going to be disappointed! After a very short discussion, they decided to model their selections for me, and Rose drew me along by the hand to the changing room area. I sat in a chair at the entrance end of an aisle of curtain door changing rooms. There were two sets of three, facing each other, and one of those fancy three section mirrors, that lets you stand in the middle and see all sides of what you are wearing, at the far end of the aisle.
One item at a time Rose and Mandy put on their selections, starting with something modest. There was another lady in the changing rooms, in the end one all the way down by the mirror. I was surprised when I noticed she decided to leave the curtain part way open, watching Rose and Mandy model for me, but clearly paying much more attention to Rose than Mandy. While she was primarily watching Rose model for me, she was also glancing at me in the mirror. If she could see me, she had to know I could see her. She would occasionally put on a different outfit and step out into the mirror like Rose was doing. But each time she changed, the curtain of her changing room seemed to remain open just a little more.
Rose continued to change outfits, intentionally showing off both herself and Mandy's incredibly sexy bodies to me, though I didn't know why. She could do that at home if she wanted to. Some of the bras and panties Rose and Mandy selected were lace and covered everything, and some left considerable amounts of her creamy white breasts showing, one even showing Rose's nipples and areola over the top of the little half cups. Each outfit seemed to show more and more of each of them, not only to me, but to anyone who might happen to look that way as they stood in the mirror at the end of the aisle. Fortunately there weren't very many men in the place. Like only one! ME!
The other woman in the changing area was slightly older, modeling very sexy nightwear. Her selections slowly became more and more scanty, and sexy. It seemed like she was trying to build up the nerve to step out in something much more revealing than she had. Rose stepped out of the changing room in a completely sheer bra, and that's all. Damn did she look sexy! She turned and twisted and bent over, pushing her ass out at me, and then at the mirror. She stood, bent over, her ass pointed at the mirror, fingers teasing and stroking her obviously wet pussy lips, very intentionally making sure I saw everything she was doing. After almost a full minute of the show, it was pretty clear she was hoping I was going to come and join her. I was surprised she'd think of doing that, in such a public place. She finally decided I wasn't going to get up and join her on my own. She straightened with a little frustrated frown on her lips and turned back to face the mirror.
"Would you mind telling me what you think of this bra?" Rose asked after a few moments. "You'll have to come feel it though, I want a nice soft one."
I was pretty sure that if I didn't go to her, she'd walk right out to me dressed, or undressed, as she was. I got up and walked nervously toward her. I might have been damn turned on, but I still felt awkward walking into the ladies changing room area. I glanced over at Mandy, standing in the now open changing room, wearing nothing but a pair of panties. "I guess she wants you to feel it." Mandy said softly, standing with her arms across her chest, holding her soft boobs up with her arms so her nipples stuck out at me, a little frown on her face at her mother's behavior.
"I guess. You think I should?" I asked, starting to feel even more awkward standing in a ladies changing room area, asking my girlfriend if I should feel up her mom. I was half expecting one of the sales ladies to come chase me out at any second.
"I definitely think you should." Rose said softly as she stood facing me. She reached for my hands and lifted them to her boobs. "Mmmmmmm." She sighed softly as my hands cupped her breasts. I couldn't help but squeeze them as she reached one hand to my crotch and rubbed up and down the front of my pants, and the hardon my jeans were trying to hide. "I'm guessing you've been enjoying my little show?" She asked in a whisper, both hands now on the front of my pants.
Her fingers fumbed with the snap and zipper until she had them both undone. "Mind if I see just how much you've been enjoying checking out my body?" She asked as she pushed the front of my jeans down a few inches, along with my briefs. She exposed my cock and then stepped a little closer while she slid her hands around to my butt and pushed my jeans down in back as well. I stood stunned, not even able to object as she pushed the front down to my thighs again, exposing me even more. She licked her lips seductively as she wrapped both hands around my rock hard shaft.
I heard the woman in the other dressing room, the curtain standing at least half way open, gasp softly. "Damn." She whispered, stepping toward the mostly open curtain wearing a very sheer little nightgown that was barely long enough to cover the see through panties that didn't quite hide her hairy pussy.
Rose stepped a little closer to me, guiding my cock toward her pussy lips. She began rubbing my engorged head up and down her wet pussy, stroking her clit with my head as she shifted her feet to spread her legs slightly. "Mmmmmmm. God damn do I want this cock in me!" Rose moaned softly, her strokes with my head pushing further down between her legs toward her tunnel opening.
"Mother? Really? Here?" Mandy asked, sounding a little surprised and miffed at the same time.
"Uh huh. Right here, right now. God I want you to make me come David." She moaned, rubbing my head between her lips a little harder. "Oh god damn. As much as I like how this feels, I want you to put it in David! I want you to fuck me with this fantastic cock like you did that night. I want to feel you sliding in and out of me until you make me come around you!"
"Mother! You sure you want to do that?" Mandy asked, even more startled.
"It's alright sweetheart, trust me." She panted, working my head into her vaginal opening as she backed up, pulling me along with her as she tried to force me into her. She leaned her back against the mirror and arched her back to get me into her and then reached for my hips to pull me toward her. "Oh fuck! Push it in sweetie." She moaned, pulling my hips harder to drive me deeper into her as we stood in plain sight. "Ohhhhh yes. That's it. Fuck me. Just fuck me!" She moaned, using both hands now to move me in and out of her. My natural tendencies took over and I squeezed and massaged her soft tits as I started plunging up into her.
"Uh." I grunted as I thrust hard into her harder. I could see the look on her face and knew she was already growing close to climax, which was a bit of a surprise, considering how short a time I'd been in her.
I'd have thought it would take longer to get a woman teased and ready to climax, but we'd been fucking less than, maybe, three minutes when she groaned, "That's it. Gonna come. Gonna come sweetie!" Her whole body trembled and shuddered for long moments. "Ohhhhh god I wanted that." She panted as she held my hips to hold my still rock hard cock, deep in her pussy. I heard another female voice moaning softly and glanced to the cubicle the older woman had been standing in. She was now seated, the panty she'd had on, around one ankle, both knees pushed wide apart as she sat in the small chair in the corner. Her fingers were pushing slowly in and out of her own pussy as she sat staring at us. Her body clearly close to climax.
"I think she needs help." Rose said, gently pushing me back, forcing my still rock hard cock out of her pussy.
"MOM!" Mandy said, stepping to reach out and grab my arm as Rose pushed me toward the fitting room. "You can't!"
"I have to."
"Mom! No! I don't know what deal you made with daddy, but this isn't going to be part of it!"
"Oh honey, he's not going to fuck HER. I am. David is going to finish fucking me."
"Huh? I don't get it!" Mandy said in the same confusion I was feeling.
"I'll explain later. Just let David do it before my climax fades too far. I wanna feel him coming in me when I'm coming." She turned to the woman and knelt down in front of her. "You ready?" Rose asked, reaching her hand to the woman's. She looked more than a little hesitant, she actually looked like she was going to refuse. Rose looked at her as she lowered her face between the woman's legs, and gently stroked her exposed clit with her tongue.
"Oh fuck." The woman whispered. "I don't believe I'm doing this. I've never done anything like this before."
"Just let it happen." Rose whispered as she moved her hand to push two fingers into her pussy. "David. Fuck me. Fuck me hard until we both come!"
I looked at Mandy in confusion. "Go ahead." Mandy said with an exasperated look and a shrug, not at me, but at her mother. I knelt down behind rose and pushed my still hard dick into her. I slid easily into her recently climaxed pussy, her juices still more than sufficient to keep her lips lubricated as I plunged deep into her.
"Oh fuck yes." She moaned into the woman's pussy. She licked up and down the obviously wet slit of the woman on the chair as I started to stroke in and out of her. I might not have understood what was going on, but I was also guy enough to not turn down the invitation, even with my girlfriend standing right there. In and out I thrust, sliding my engorged head all the way into her and then pulling out until I was completely out of her. I used one hand to guide my cock and then thrust it hard into her before slowly pulling out again. It was something I'd read and something that I tried once with Principal Johnson, who seemed to really like it. Rose seemed to really like it too, her moans and grunts accompanying each stroke growing louder.
I was also getting myself close to that perfect point of no return. I pushed in, this time staying in her as I thrust in and out, grunting quietly as my body started to shout that it was ready. I hoped Rose was as well, because I wasn't going to be able to hold back much longer. In and out I stroked, watching the tits on the woman in front of Rose bounce and wiggle as I thrust into Rose and pushed her face into the woman's pussy. "Oh damn." I groaned as my body gave in. I felt the spasm shove my cock deep into Rose and surge a gush of cum deep in her pussy.
"FUCK YES!" she cried as her own climax apparently tipped over the edge with mine.
I held her hips, holding my surging cock deep in her pussy as I came in gushes deep in her, emptying what felt like gallons of cum stored up in the hour long tease she had given me. I panted and knelt there for long minutes before Rose pushed me back with her ass and then stood up, pulling off of me. She knelt down in front of me and wrapped her arms around me, settling her pussy against my softening dick as she sat on my lap while I sat on my bent legs. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me wetly for long seconds before breaking the soft kiss. "Thank you sweetie. I knew you could."
"Could what?" I panted.
"Make me come again. If I'm going to pay the price, I wanna make sure I get as much from it as I can."
"Okay mother. Explain!" Mandy said, standing almost naked, with her arms across her bare chest.
Rose looked up at her. "You wanted that new lingerie, right? Well, you just paid the bill for all six sets."
Mandy looked at her with a shocked look on her face. "MOTHER! You didn't say that! You just said that you'd buy them for us if I let you tease David. You never said anything about fucking. Hell, I don't wanna have to suck daddy's dick again!"



"You won't have to. I made other arrangements with your father."
"Other arrangements? I don't understand."
"You know my friend Martha? Well, you know your father. He and I made an agreement. I can fuck David as many times as I can convince you to let me. It has to be in public and it has to be with my face between another woman's legs, not including you. Other than that, I can strip for him and tease him around the house as much as I want. I can even suck and touch him if it's in public, as in, out of the house. But if I wanna let him fuck me, like we just did, I can, as long as my face is between another woman's legs. Of course your father gets something out of this. I have to convince one of my single friends to do a strip tease and naked lap dance for him until he comes in them. Nothing too hard. Martha has already agreed to do it the first time."
"And you just expect me to let David have sex with you any time you want?"
"Of course not honey. In fact, I'm surprised you didn't stop me this time. No, if I want it, I'm going to have to find your price and buy him from you."
"And where do you expect to find public places to fuck?"
"You mean like this? Hanna here is the owner. It's amazing what you can do with a few hundred dollars."
"Oh shit!" Mandy swore quietly, turning to walk back to the changing room, shaking her head as she went.
"I think that's your que to get dressed again." Rose said as she stood up. "By the way. That deal also incudes that you are free to touch me any way you want any time you want any place you want. So if I'm teasing you and you wanna make me come in the middle of the road, well, that's your prerogative. I'm not allowed to stop you, no matter where it is. All you have to do is have your dick out when you do it."
"Have my dick out?" I asked as she held a hand out to help me stand up.
"Uh huh. I get to touch it while you're touching me." She said as she turned and walked to the changing room across the aisle that Mandy was dressing in.
"This all sounds complicated and awfully damn specific."
"What the hell do you expect from two lawyers?" I heard Mandy call from the other changing room.
I shook my head and pulled my pants back up, looking at the woman, Hanna. "You knew this was going to happen?"
"Not exactly. She offered me a few hundred dollars to watch her put on a little show for you, and maybe put her head between my legs. I didn't quite expect all this."
"I'm used to getting what I want." Rose said from the other changing room as she pulled the dress she came in, back on.
"And she want's you!" Mandy said with a frown. "She and I are going to have a little talk about that, someplace away from you. It's not bound to be pretty and I don't want you to hear some of the things I might say."
"Amanda! For shame!" Her mother scolded.
"Oh really mother? The things I've heard you say. You swear like a fucking sailor!"
"Only when I'm angry."
"Uh huh. And you think I'm not? About today? I didn't think I had to worry about my own mother trying to steal my boyfriend."
"I'm not stealing him. I'm just borrowing him a little."
---o---
I started hanging out even more, at Mandy's house that next day. Her family had a lot more money than mine did, so it wasn't a surprise that they had an above ground swimming pool in their yard. I was equally unsurprised when Mandy's friends started showing, all of us lounging around together. It was a little irritating at first, because us meant that I couldn't just lay around naked with Mandy, and had to keep something on, and Mandy's request. Her house seemed to be the base of summer operations for the whole cheerleading squad, as well as a few other friends. What did surprise me was how few guys were included. Like NONE! Apparently after what happened with Evan, and what his friends did to me, all the football jocks that used to hang with the girls here were summarily uninvited. Not that I minded, though being the only guy around a bunch of girls did have it's drawbacks, that being that I was the center of the teasing attention.
Mandy kept a tight leash on me, so to speak, making it plain to the girls that I was off limits. That seemed to last exactly half a dozen days, before one of the girls, I don't remember which one, suggested that I put the tanning oil on her back. Somehow, putting oil on her back ended up with her suit completely removed with me putting oil, not only on her back side, but her front as well, which of course led another girl to want me to do it to her, and then a third saying it wasn't fair that I had a suit on while they didn't. Within half an hour, I was naked, with a raging hardon, rubbing oil on the naked bodies of most of the cheerleading team, with a few exceptions.
Mandy did her best to ensure that my raging hardon was only used in one place, her, though the other girls did their best to push the limits, doing everything in their power to tease me, grab me, try to get my dick between their thighs and even rubbing on their pussies. Mandy did her best to prevent this by making sure that every time it started getting hard, she'd fuck me until I wasn't. It almost worked. Katie, the most assertive of the group from the overnight stay, waited until I was appropriately hard again, and then had me sit on her legs while I did her stomach and chest. As I rubbed her body with my oily hands, she managed to work my head down between her thighs and into her pussy an inch or so my dick pushing in and out ever so slightly as I rubbed her tits. It didn't take long before everyone knew what she had done. Seems she's not very quiet when she climaxes.
I'd like to say that was as just that once, but the girls prevailed on Mandy to finally relent, and allow them to play with me a bit more, and a bit more, and a bit more, until finally, I was pushing my dick into almost all of them, but only while I was applying tanning cream or oil. The girls were NOT allowed to do more than have me inside them, as if I could actually hold still and NOT slide it in and out a little while rubbing their bodies. I wondered how long it would be before that stipulation too went by the wayside.
One night I asked Mandy why she had agreed to this unusual arrangement, and she admitted that when they were dating the jocks, sharing them between each other was pretty common. None of the girls had ever been monogamous, except of course her. None of the other players were allowed to fuck her, though she was required a number of times to suck other guys while Evan fucked their girlfriends, or even sometimes fucked her while she sucked them. It seemed a bit one sided to me. She expressed she didn't love sharing me, but after what they had all done before, it seemed only fair that she share me with them in exchange for what Evan had required of them.
Every day I was being teased by the girls, and every evening I was being teased by Rose. The first thing Rose did when she walked in the door was to strip in front of me and play with herself until she came, usually kneeling over me, trying to get her pussy as close to my face as she could. Presumably hoping that I'd do something about it. But after having sex with the girls all afternoon, I didn't exactly NEED to do anything else. It seemed to me that Mister Green failed to account for just how much "showing off" could include, according to his wife's interpretation. Of course, it might have been that he did know and knew she would push the boundaries. I also couldn't help but notice that the two of them spent a LOT of time having sex, sometimes in front of us, sometimes not.
By the end of three weeks I was feeling sexed out and was glad that the next day, Saturday, most of the girls had plans to be other places, though Katie was still planning on coming by. Saturday arrived and Mandy and I pulled the pads off two of the lounge chairs and laid them in the shade of the big tree in the back corner of the yard, the two of us laying on the pads, snuggling, since I hadn't spent the night. I was surprised how comfortable it felt to lay holding her, and how much I missed it when I didn't spend the night. It was going to be a very long four years!
"Well, you two look comfortable." Her mom said as she walked across the grass towards us, wearing a very skimpy bikini.
"We are." Mandy said softly. "I suppose you're here to interrupt us?"
"Me? Not at all." She said as she stopped by us. "You two just go right ahead and relax. I'm just going to catch a little sun."
She stopped only a few feet from us and lay a large beach towel out on the grass in the sun. She stood on the towel and started to spread tanning oil on her body, working it into her arms and then her shoulders and chest. She pulled the bikini top off and dropped it on the towel and began rubbing tanning oil on her breasts and stomach.
"Mom. If you're trying to tease him into wanting you, you're gonna have to work a lot harder. He's already been oiling the girls up all week."
"He has? Well, then I guess you won't mind if he does me as well?"
"Cute mom." Mandy said with a little frown. "You've been teasing the shit out of him all week. Why don't you just come out and say you wanna fuck him again?"
"Alright. I wanna fuck him again." She said. "Does that mean you'll let me?"
"No, but at least you're being honest." Mandy answered her.
"So, what would it take for me to get to have him fuck me, no holds barred. Just give me a good fuck like he did that first time?"
"You know you're gonna have to deal with daddy if you do."
"Oh honey, don't worry. I have that covered." She said with a grin. "So, what's your price?"
"You want my price? Here's my price. No more. No teasing him, no masturbating in front of him just to try and get him to touch you, no modeling shows, no nothing. He's MY boyfriend and not your play toy. That's my price!"
"Fine. But I want more than a quickie for that. I want him, his best, for the day."
"An hour."
"Not enough. Four hours."
"Till lunch. And he licks, sucks, touches and fucks you any way you want, but once it's done. It's done! And if daddy has an issue, we're not part of it. It's between you and him. Leave us out of it."
Rose looked at her daughter and then at me. "Binding contract?"
"Damn straight. Penalty clause. You start going back to teasing him, you have to...um...you have to walk naked through the mall. The whole length."
"What if it's accidental. Like he happens to be here when I walk out in my bra and panties to get a dress out of the dryer?"
"Accidental I'll pass on. I'll leave it to David to determine if he feels like it's on purpose or not."
"Done. From now until noon."
"Not a second longer." Mandy said. She looked down at me. "I know I said I wasn't going to let her, but we do this, we don't have to keep fighting it."
"This what you want?"
"Not like it's gonna be a hardship, is it?" Mandy asked with a grin. "Like the girls?"
"Oh lord."
"Just have fun, and after, it's just you and me again."
"If you're sure."
"I think so. I'm tired of watching her finger fuck herself in front of you, just hoping you'll pull her down on your dick.'
"I'd never do anything like that!" Her mom protested.
"Yeah right. Tell me that wasn't what you were trying to do last night? You were kneeling over his lap rubbing your clit with his dick only inches from your pussy. You wanted him to just pull you down onto it."
"Well, maybe I did."
"So this ends it. Right?"
She sighed. "Right."
Mandy leaned over and kissed me and then rolled me onto my back. She continued to kiss me as she undid the front of my shorts and worked my cock out of my shorts and briefs, stroking my already hard shaft. "Give her anything she wants. But when you're done, it's mine again." She whispered.
"What are you gonna do?"
"I'm gonna strip naked and lay in the pool, just in case you need me." She said with a soft giggle. She kissed me again and pushed herself up. "He's all yours. Oh yeah. If you get interrupted by daddy? Too bad. It's a one time only thing."
I watched her walk to the back of the house and pull her shirt off before my view was blocked by her mom's naked body. "So. You wanna try that thing on me again, the one you used in front of my husband?"
"If you want me to."
"I do. Then I want to ride you until you make me come on your dick."
"Well, lay down." I said, sliding to the side and letting her lay down on the mat. I rolled over, lifted one leg and lay on my stomach between her legs, her sexy pussy inches from my face. I licked her slowly, finding her juices already sweet and copious. I slipped a finger easily into her as I let my tongue seek out her clit. Just like the night I did this the first time on her, I quickly brought her to a very loud, very energetic climax that had her squirting her juices and writhing in ecstasy on the pad. Once she had climaxed, she drew me up to where she could straddle me and then rode me until we both climaxed together. Since she had only until noon, she wasted no time in getting me to finger fuck her again while she sucked my dick to get me hard and then fuck her again, this time on her hands and knees.
It's amazing how long three hours can be. By the time noon came my tongue and dick were tired. I'd made her climax no fewer than six times, and a couple little peaks that you could throw in to make it eight. She rode me like a horse, had me fuck her from behind, doggy style, missionary style, and several sideways positions, all to fill her three times in addition to her climaxes. Part of the time Mandy watched, and part of the time I think she was floating in the pool playing with herself. Her dad didn't come out, but I knew he was watching, though if he was watching me fuck his wife or watching his daughter play with herself, I couldn't tell. What I could tell was that he jerked off at least twice before noon came, squirting all over the bedroom window he was watching us through.
--o--
Sunday came and it was pleasant to go to church with them and not have to worry about her trying to get into my pants on the drive home. It was probably the most relaxing and un-sexed day Mandy and I had spent together, ever.
I spent Sunday night at home with my mom. I'd just showered and was eating breakfast when the phone rang. I was closest so I answered it. It took several minutes listening to Betsy sobbing before I finally understood that her mom passed away. I called Mandy and told her and then headed Betsy's house. I spent the next three days with her, just holding her, letting her cry, listening to stories about her mom. She seemed reluctant to let go of me, even for a short while, claiming that having me hold her made her feel safe. I didn't understand it, but then I was learning just how little I understood about women. Mandy came by for a while, but it was clear I was who Betsy wanted around most. Mandy told me to do whatever I needed, including staying overnight with her if it made her feel better. Anything, that is, except for sex. I spent two nights in bed with Betsy. Not having sex, but just holding her to me. The second day the air conditioning broke, the house getting damn hot inside. It felt sweltering and we spent most of our time sitting in front of a fan, hoping the AC guy would find the problem quickly. He did, but that didn't solve the problem, since the needed part was going to have to be ordered. At bed time, Betsy convinced me to shower with her and then go to bed naked, because of the heat. We ended up both laying on top of the blankets, naked, with a fan running and the windows open. I'd tried to convince her to come to my house, but she refused, saying her dad needed her.
Her dad looked horrible, and if anything, seemed to be looking worse with each passing day. It was clear that his wife's death was more than he could handle. He hadn't eaten in two days and did nothing but sit in front of the window and look out at the big garden in their back yard. We sat with him and tried to encourage him to talk, a few times getting him to tell us how he had met her in high school.
It was apparently love at first sight. They were the only ones that either of them had ever gone steady with or had sex with and now that she was gone he didn't know how he was gonna live. It was truly difficult to watch him. His sisters showed up the third day. After explaining that I was a friend of Betsy's and that I was just here because she had asked me to be with her for a while, they accepted the situation and stopped asking me twenty questions. It might have also had something to do with Betsy going off on them, telling them stop badgering me, before she broke down in tears again.
I helped with what I could, cooking and cleaning in the house some. But mostly I was there because Betsy wanted me there. She rarely let go of my hand or was out of arms reach, even when I went to the bathroom. Since we'd seen each other naked already, it wasn't a big deal, but it was a bit unusual, at least to her aunts. I took her to my house with me while I cleaned up and changed for the funeral and then went with her for the visitation and funeral. I don't think I'd ever seen a girl, woman, cry so much in my life as she did for those four days. I felt truly sorry for her.
After the funeral, Mandy took me "home", to her house. We spent the afternoon having sex. "I almost can't stand not having sex with you for that long!" She whispered after we'd screwed the third time.
"What are you going to do when we go to school?"
"I have that covered!" She giggled. She climbed off me and rolled to the edge of the bed. "Mom helped me pick these and showed me how to use them." She rolled back and held two things up in the air. "Meet David one and David two. One is almost the same size as you," she said wiggling a fake dick in the air, "and David two vibrates. Wanna try 'em out on me?"
"You think you can handle another orgasm?"
"Trust me. Noooooo problem!" I tried both, letting her teach me how to work each device in and around her sexy pussy to get the most effect. "Oh fuck yes. Right there!" She moaned softly as I teased her with the tip of the vibrating cigar shaped thing.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed when I felt a hand on my back, almost jumping out of my skin. Mandy's mom was standing by the edge of the bed with a finger to her lips.
She knelt down next to me and whispered in my ear. "Like this." She put her hand on mine and guided me to move the vibrating toy up Mandy's lips a little further, getting a gasp and shudder from her.
"Oh god David. There. That's it. Do that again!" I stroked the vibrator up and down her lips an inch or two, with the help of her mom. It only took a few more seconds and Mandy was wiggling wildly on the bed, moaning in climactic bliss.
"You can try one on me later if you want." Rose whispered, and then stood up, and slipped out of the room before her daughter realized she was there.
---o---
Friday night found Mandy and I sitting on the sofa in the den, necking of course, it seemed the more we were together, the more we couldn't keep our hands off each other.
Mrs, Green came down the stairs, wearing a very sexy little dress, and sat down on the sofa. For a minute I wondered if she were going to go back on her deal with her daughter. The tiny red dress slid up her thighs more than high enough for me to see past the hem and see her pink pussy lips. She sat quietly, not saying a word, leaving both Mandy and myself wondering what was going on. We didn't have long to wait. I heard talking upstairs and then footsteps on the stairs. A few moments later her dad walked in, completely naked, followed by a woman I didn't know. She was almost the same age as Principal Johnson was, maybe middle thirties? She was slender with very very large boobs pushing the front of a tiny dress out. Mandy's dad carried a chair with him from the kitchen and set it down facing Rose, and then sat down in it.



The three of us, Mrs. Green, Mandy and I, watched as the woman turned on a little tape recorder and set it on the table, playing some rather sultry music. She began to undulate her hips and move to the music. Back and forth she swayed as she slowly unbuttoned the front of the dress. A little at a time she opened the dress, sometimes turning to show Dean and sometimes showing us. Slowly she removed the dress, the way she was moving and the incredibly sexy lace panty and bra she had on giving me quite the hardon, which didn't go unnoticed by Mandy.
Back and forth she swayed, unclipping the bra that contained the massive tits she had. She held it across her chest so it didn't fall off as she worked her arms out of the straps, the only thing covering her massive boobs now was the lacy cups. She turned her back to us and stopped moving, standing with her legs about shoulder width apart. She slowly lifted her hands above her head and shook her chest. I saw the bra fall off and to the floor, her dad's eyes almost as big as saucers as he stared. She turned herself around letting us see her massive tits as she bent over and pushed her butt toward him. She reached for the panties she wore and slowly slid them down over her round butt cheeks. The held her legs straight and bent further, pushing the little black lace panties down her legs until she could step out of them. She winked at Mandy's mom and then backed up toward her dad.
She rocked her hips and wiggled her bare ass, her huge tits swinging wildly below her chest as she inched herself closer and closer to his naked lap. She backed up until she was grinding her ass and bare pussy against his dick. She lifted and lowered her butt, forcing his cock to rub up and down between her butt cheeks and then lifted high enough to let his hard dick stick between her legs.
She sat on his lap and leaned back, pulling his hands from her hips to her big tits. Her areola were nearly as big as his palms, and her rock hard nipples pushed out from her tits invitingly. He began to tease and pull her nipples while she leaned back against his chest, one of her hands reaching down between her spread legs. She used her finger tips to stroke his cock while she held it against her pussy lips, her butt still moving slightly side to side on his thighs. She closed her eyes and pushed his dick harder until we saw his head disappear between her obviously wet lips and curls.
"Oh fuck." She groaned as his cock slowly disappeared into her. She leaned forward again, though not as far this time, letting him hold her huge soft tits, and began to bounce her butt up and down.
Mrs. Green pressed her hand between her legs, pulling the already short skirt up farther, as we watched her friend lift and lower her ass, sliding Mr. Green's cock in and out of her. In and out his cock slid as she rocked and lifted and lowered herself on his lap. I wasn't sure who was moaning more, the woman on Mr. Green's lap or Mrs. Green sitting next to me. I was torn between watching those huge tits try to swing, or Mrs. Green pushing two fingers in and out of her own pussy. She spread her legs and hooked one of hers over one of mine to allow her to spread her legs even further apart.
Mrs. Green, Rose, noticed me watching her and pulled her hand from between her legs. She reached for my hand with her pussy juiced fingers and guided my hand between her legs. "Make me come." She whispered as the woman on her husband's cock kept bouncing and rocking. It was pretty obvious that the woman was coming around his cock, but she didn't stop. She just kept lifting and rocking, driving her pussy on and off his cock as she climaxed around the hard shaft.
"Oh fuck." I heard Mr. Green grunt. "Oh god. Yes. Coming."
I watched the woman on his lap push down hard and hold herself there, twitching and shuddering as his cock emptied into her, pushing her own climax even higher. She slowed her movements and sat on Mister Green's lap for several minutes, letting him just play with and tease her big tits. Without a word she stood up, collected her clothes and walked out of the room.
"That what you wanted?" Rose asked her husband.
"It is." He agreed. He walked over to her and leaned down to kiss her before heading out of the room.
"Well. now what do I do?" Her mom asked the room, clearly meaning me.
"I don't know mother. But what did I tell you?" Mandy said as she got up. "Come on David. Let's go fuck. I'm turned on as hell and wanna feel your cock in me." I didn't get a chance to answer as she pulled me up from the sofa and pulled me by the hand off to her bedroom. We turned the lights out and crawled into bed. "Would you like me to do that for you some time?"
"Oh hell yes." I agreed. "That was so hot looking. I loved watching her get undressed almost more than anything else."
"Well. I'll have to remember that." She whispered as she crawled over me and guided my hard dick towards her pussy. I groaned softly as she slid down my shaft, her pussy sopping wet with excitement. I wasn't the only one that got turned on watching that show.
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"So do you know what I found Liz doing at work today?" Rachel asked us between sips of beer as we sat around the little raised fire pit, watching the fire crackle away.
"No, what?" my wife asked her friend from under the blanket she shared with me on the two-person-wide lounge chair.
"She had her phone propped up under her desk and she was filming herself taking her panties off."
"At work?" Abby, our forty-six year old neighbor asked from where she sat, wrapped up with her husband on a wicker love seat.
"Uh huh. Some kind of internet challenge thing: you video yourself, live of course, taking your underwear off at work."
"And what, just flash the world your goodies?" my wife asked with a scowl.
"Not exactly," Rachel answered. "Apparently, the idea is to do it without flashing anything, but making it very close to doing so. I guess the closer you come to exposing something, or even letting it flash for a fraction of a second, gets you more likes. And that's the name of the game."
"Sounds kind of stupid to me," my wife said, still frowning. "Who'd want to see that?"
"Almost any guy." Tom, Abby's husband, chuckled. "You'd be surprised how many girls are doing those kind of challenges."
"And you know about this, how?" Abby asked her husband.
He shrugged. "Oh, I've seen a few videos of it."
"Dirty old man!" Abby said with a fake frown, punching her husband in the shoulder under the blanket she had over them. It wasn't all that cold, but since the girls were all in reasonably short skirts, and had all sweated it up a bit during the line dancing class my wife had talked me into, the blankets warded off the evening chill.
"So, since you're the expert. What kind of challenges do they do?" Evan, Rachel's tall, slender husband asked with a grin. "And where do I find these videos?"
"Hell, they're all over facebook and tic-tok. As far as what, everything from taking underwear off without getting undressed, to taking everything off behind a towel, and sometimes a see-through towel, to jumping up and down or dancing with no bra on. You'd be surprised. The idea is to be as close to flashing your body as possible without showing actual skin long enough to get the video banned for nudity. Though it seems lately that the number of crotch and boob flashes has been growing."
"And they do all that just to get people to like them on the internet? Seems like a waste," I said quietly.
"Right, like you aren't going to go check 'em out now?" Tom chided me.
"He better not!" my wife said, elbowing me.
"What's the matter Judy? Afraid your husband would see something he shouldn't?"
"He can look at whatever he wants, as long as it stays just looking," my wife answered her, though I knew damn well that she'd be pissed at me if I did more than glance at a good looking woman.
"This coming from the woman that I had to almost force to wear a dress above her knees?" Abby asked.
"That's not fair. Just because I don't wear short skirts-"
"Honey, you almost never wear a skirt," Rachel chided her. "Other than line dancing and church, when have you worn a skirt?"
"Well, not too often. I'm more comfortable in slacks."
"And you don't have to worry about anyone ogling your legs, right?" Abby asked. "You have good-looking legs. I don't understand why you're so afraid to show them off."
"I'm the HR director, not a coochie show!" my wife answered with a scowl.
"Coochie show? Damn woman! When have you ever heard that before?" Rachel asked. "I think you're really just a prude, like a lot of women your age. Trouble is, deep down, they're even more wild than today's kids. Tell me you never did anything wild in your younger years. Let's see; have sex in a car?" My wife was silent, which only seemed to embolden Rachel, the youngest of our little group that had taken to hanging out together. Rachel and Evan lived in the house directly behind ours, and were in their middle thirties. Rachel was the most outgoing of our little group, and worked in a law office downtown. Short skirts and tight shirts that molded to her little B- or C-cup boobs were pretty much the norm.
We'd only been in the neighborhood for about six months, moving to town after a well- coordinated effort by my company to transfer both of us at the same time, which was the only way we'd agree to change towns. Once we landed there, we made friends with Rachel and Evan, since our yards butted against each other, and also with Tom and Abby, a middle-forties couple that lived across the street. They were still almost fifteen years younger than we were, but they seemed to enjoy our company and neither seemed to think we were nearly as old as the calendar said we were. Both women seemed to enjoy needling my wife, trying to push her to dress and act more the age she looks, rather than the age she actually is.
"Well, based on the silence, I'd say she has," Rachel said to Abby. "Let's see. Um, skinny dipping?" Silence again. "Ohhhh naughty girl. Naked hiking?"
"Okay stop!" my wife said. I could tell, even in the dim light of the rope lights strung around the pergola over our patio that she was blushing.
"Wow. See? I told you, it's always the prudish ones that are the wildest!" Rachel chided her. "Any other little noughties you want to clue us in on? How about it, Alex? Anything you wanna tell us your wife did in your younger years?"
"Don't say a word!" my wife warned, pressing her elbow hard into my ribcage. "Not if you want to live!"
"What? Wait, what is it she did she doesn't want you to say?" Rachel asked quickly.
"Uh uh. I don't want to spend the night on the sofa." I chuckled.
"Come on Judy! Spill!" Abby chided my wife.
"No!" my wife said, shaking her head. I could tell that she was blushing heavily and soon had her face covered, remembering back to when we were quite a bit younger.
"Come on Alex! Spill!" Abby pressed. "It's gotta be good, or she wouldn't be this embarrassed."
"Let's just say it was a bit embarrassing for both of us," I answered.
"That much I can tell. Come on! Tell us Judy!"
"I can't!" my wife said as she held her face in her hands.
I shook my head and chuckled. Maybe spending the night on the sofa wouldn't be so bad. "Years ago she and I went hiking in this little, out of the way, conservation area. We were the only car in the parking area when we got there, and according to the map it was the only way into the trails. We'd only been married a few months and it was a nice, spring day, a bit warmer than this, and being a horny young man, I dared her to go topless while we hiked. She didn't want to, but after a little back and forth, eventually we dared each other to actually go completely naked. We didn't have a backpack or anything to carry our clothes in, so we stashed them behind a log alongside the trail."
"That doesn't sound so bad. In fact, it sounds like fun," Abby said with a naughty looking grin.
"Oh, that wasn't the bad part. The bad part was that when we came back our clothes were gone. At first, we thought someone stole 'em. With little other choice we headed back to where we parked, but there wasn't anyone else there. It was just us. We were really confused. So we walked back to where we stashed the clothes again, thinking maybe we forgot the place or something. Then I found my keys down the hill, and then my wallet. A little bit later we found my shorts, and a little further on we found part of her clothes, completely destroyed. Something had torn them all up. Well, when she rolled her clothes up, she put her underwear inside the pocket of her shorts, and something decided it wanted her underwear. She ended up having to ride all the way home, right through town, completely naked. All she had was a ripped-up shirt to hold over her boobs and a few strips of her shorts to lay in her lap. Needless to say, by the time we got home I was more than ready to do it again!" I finished to the sound of everyone but myself and my wife laughing and a sharp jab in the ribs from my wife.
"You didn't have to tell them that last part," she hissed.
"Come on, they were going to guess it anyway. Besides, you can't tell me something like that never happened to anyone else," I said as the laughter died down.
"Okay. To be fair, one time I was out with some friends," Abby said. "They convinced me to sneak into this yard and swim in the pool. We were all going to, all four of us. So we snuck into the yard and all stripped down naked. They waited until I was naked and pushed me into the pool, and then took off with my clothes. So there I was, naked and wet, and no clothes to wear."
"Shit! What did you do?" My wife asked quietly.
"Well, when they left, they tripped the motion lights, so not only was I naked, now I was spotlighted. As if it couldn't get any worse, the son of the owner came out and found me out there trying to hide in the bushes."
"Ohhhhh damn!" Rachel said. "You never told me any of this."
"Why would I?" Abby answered.
"So, what did you do?" my wife asked.
Abby turned her head to face her grinning husband. "That's easy. I made him take off all his clothes and give them to me, and then I married him!" That got a laugh from all of us.
"So everyone does silly things. But at least when we did it, it wasn't splashed all over the internet. I mean, once it's out there, it's out there forever!" my wife said.
"That's true. But it still sounds like fun to do. I mean, I bet Alex wouldn't mind watching me try to take my underwear off without flashing him," Rachel said.
"He'd probably actually prefer if you did accidently flash him." Abby laughed. "That's what'd happen, right?"
"Oh, I'm sure I could take my panties off without flashing anyone," Rachel said with a shrug. "It's the bra that would be hard. At least for anyone that has big boobs."
"You mean like you and Judy?"
"Uh huh." Rachel grinned. "No way you can do it without flashing anything. In fact, I bet you can't even take off your undies without flashing your goodies."
"You really think so?"
"I'm pretty sure," Rachel chided her back.
"Alright. What's in it for me? What do I get if I do?" Abby asked.
"What do you want? Money? Fame?"
Abby grinned. "Tell you what. If I can take off my underwear and bra, without flashing my nipples or kitty, Evan has to flash me his junk."
"Hey! Leave me out of this!" Evan said quickly.
"Uh uh. You wanna watch the show, you gotta pay up," Rachel said with a wicked little grin. "I've seen the bulge you get when we're in the hot tub and you're looking at me in my bikini. Besides, she's always bragging how big you are. How about giving me a little look?"
"You really want my husband to flash you? Seriously?"
"It's just for fun, right? I mean, how much can we really see while he's got a long tail shirt on? A few little glimpses while he takes off his underwear?"
"NO! NO WAY!" Evan snapped.
"Alright. But then Tom has to, too," Abby answered, clearly ignoring her husband's response.
"Hey!" Tom squeaked almost two octaves higher than his normal voice.
"Oh shush," Rachel said to her hubby. She looked back at Abby, "Only if you manage to take off your bra and panties without showing anything at all. The slightest little flash and he doesn't have to."
"That's easy! No flashing pussy lips or nipples," Abby answered. "I'm so going to enjoy watching him drop his pants."
"Jesus," Tom swore quietly. "You girls really expect us to do this? Just drop our pants in front you?"
"You're not bashful, are you?" Abby asked Tom with a grin. "I'd have thought you'd like showing off, given those little swimsuits you always have on in the hot tub."
"Those are what Rachel buys me," he said defensively.
"So it's settled. But who judges? We can't trust either of the boys to do it fairly," Rachel asked.
"It's Alex's house, let him judge it. We stand in front of him, and he gets to decide if we flashed him or not."
"Wait a second, don't drag me into this," I protested before my wife could.
"Oh, come now. You're not afraid of watching us take off our underwear, are you?" Rachel asked me.
"Seems to me he gets the good end of this," Abby added. "Gets to watch but doesn't cost him anything."
"True. But then, maybe we can extract a payment anyway?" Rachel said with a little grin forming. "I wouldn't mind watching him drop his pants either."
"You guys don't want to be looking at an old man pecker," I said sharply.
"Don't be so sure about that," Abby retorted before giggling. "Okay, you just judge it. Rachel, time to put up or shut up."
Rachel climbed from under the blanket. She had on a button-down western shirt and a denim skirt that came down to the middle of her thighs. "Damn, it's chilly out here," she said quietly as she moved to stand where all of us could see her, especially me. She reached her hands up under her skirt and easily pulled down her panties, which were pretty skimpy. As she worked them down her legs and over her western boots, it was pretty obvious that it was only a little thong panty that would have barely covered her pussy. She picked them up and tossed them into my lap. Her bra was going to be much harder.
She unbuttoned almost all of her buttons, leaving only two buttoned between her small, maybe B- or C-cup breasts. She used her hands behind her back to unclip the little hooks on the elastic back strap. With that undone she had to figure out how to get the shoulder straps off her arms. She spent almost two minutes trying various ways to pull her arms out of her sleeves with the shirt still on. She stopped struggling and grinned. She walked over to me and bent over, her half buttoned shirt standing open. "Let me borrow your knife," she whispered.
"Is that fair?" I asked.
"It is if you wanna see her try this," Rachel whispered with that naughty grin of hers.
I dug in my pocket and pulled out the little folding knife I always carried. She walked back to where she had been pulled her left shoulder strap out of the front of the shirt and then used the knife to slice through the little strap. She did the same to the left shoulder strap and then pulled the bra down out of the shirt. She folded the knife and walked over to me again. She handed me the knife, bending over so her tits, not unrestrained, pushed the thin shirt material out at me, her nipples making obvious bulges. "Thanks," she whispered as she walked back to her seat. "Your turn Abby!" she said as she slipped under the blanket.
"Uh uh. You cheated."
"Where in the rules did you say no cutting?"
"She has you," I said, getting an elbow from my wife under the blanket.
"Fine!" Abby said with a huff. She got out from under her blanket and moved to where Rachel had been standing. She had on a button-down long sleeve western dress that came to the middle of her thighs. It wasn't a surprise that she could easily slip her panties down her legs without showing off, though she teased the front of her skirt up, working it almost high enough for me to see her pussy, while she wiggled her legs to work the panties down to her boots. She lifted one foot and then the other, holding the front of the skirt hem between her legs while lifting her knees high to get the panties to slip over each boot. Her knees came up, one at a time, and at least twice I thought I could see her bare crotch. Finally free, she kicked the panties through the air at me. Her bra was going to be tougher if she wasn't going to show me her boobs. To my surprise she pulled her arms from her shirt and let it fall around her waist, leaving her in just her bra from the waist up. She reached behind her back undid the clips, and then with a very naughty look on her face, pulled the straps off her shoulders, one at a time, using her free hand to hold the cups over her breasts. She turned around, facing away from all of us, dropped the bra and then put her arms in her sleeves again, pulling the dress back in place before she turned back.
"That's cheating!" Rachel said.
"Didn't say no turning around, did I?"
"Okay, well, I'm saying it now. No turning around!"
She grinned and moved to sit back down. She didn't cover herself up, but sat on top of the blanket. "Seems to me it's Evan's turn now."
"Actually, if I understood correctly, it isn't," I said, drawing everyone's attention.
"Wait! What?" Abby asked in surprise.
"At least twice I felt like I was looking up your dress. Sorry, but I felt like I got flashed."
"NO! You didn't!"
"Felt like I did," I answered.
"You're just saying that to keep Tom and Evan from having to drop their pants. Right?"
"Well, it's not like I have a recording to go back to. I have to call it how I see it."
"I don't believe you," Abby protested.
"One way to prove it. Alex describes what he saw and she shows us to prove or disprove it," Rachel said.
"No way he saw," Abby protested again.
"Easy to prove."
"What if he just made it up?"
"Well, if he's wrong, he has to drop his pants. After all, he is making you flash us all. Okay Alex, tell us what you saw."
"You better just keep your mouth shut," my wife said with a tight scowl on her face.
"What? I didn't start this."
"No, but you're going to embarrass yourself in a minute. I didn't see anything, so you could be wrong."
"I don't think I am," I answered. "Besides, it's my risk right? Not like you have to stand up and get naked or anything."
She shook her head with the frown still on it. "It's your body. You wanna flash our friends, go for it."
I looked back at Abby. "You really want me to do this?"
"I know I didn't flash you."
"If you're sure. You're shaved down there. There looked to be some inner lip protruding and you have just a little bit of tan line in a triangle. I guess you do a tanning bed with a tiny little bikini on. Oh yeah. You have some hair on your mound, but not a lot. Couldn't see too much there, mostly lower."
Abby sat there silently.
"Come on. Show us if you dare," Rachel chided her.
"No point. His description was pretty accurate," Abby admitted.
"Good thing you didn't do that on live internet," her husband said, elbowing her a little. He reached over and pulled her against him in a sideways hug. "Don't worry. We won't tell anyone."
"You better not!" she said with a frown. Then she looked over at me. "And you better not either!"
"Not a word," I agreed.
---o---
Friday seemed to roll around more quickly than I would have expected. It had been a busy week, and we'd seen both Abby and Rachel several times over the course of the week. Fortunately what happened the previous week hadn't been discussed, at least not in front of me, which I was a little relieved about. I felt more than a little awkward having sat there and described Tom's wife's privates in front of him.
Judy dried off after her shower and pulled on dark blue panties and the only strapless bra I'd ever seen her wear. She stepped into the closet and when she stepped out all I could do was whistle in appreciation. The strapless, blue denim dress fit her perfectly, the material hugging her middle enough to make her large breasts push up and out even more than normal, the pleated denim skirt portion swishing and flouncing as she turned side to side to view herself in the mirror. "Damn this is short," she said with a frown. "And shows off way too much up top."
"Is it new? I don't think I've ever seen you in it before," I asked, trying to hide a grin.
"No, it's one of Abby's. She dared me to wear it tonight. Mostly because of how short the skirt is I think."
"She dared you?"
"She seems to think I'm too much of a prude to wear anything shorter than my knees. I guess I let her goad me into it. It isn't too short, is it?"
"I think it's perfect," I answered slipping my arms around her middle and pulling her back into me in front of the mirror. I leaned my head down and kissed her cheek and then her neck, making her scrunch up and giggle in a way that always turned me on. I shifted my face to the other side and kissed there, making her giggle again, her ass pushing against the growing erection in my pants.



"You keep that up and you won't be able to go outside for an hour," she whispered before giggling again. "Not with that hardon, you dirty old man."
"Just for you, lover," I whispered before kissing her earlobe and using my lips to playfully tug it, making her shudder with a sudden chill.
"STOP! You're giving me goosebumps."
I slipped my arms far enough to let my arms cross on her front and cup both of her big, thirty-eight triple-D-boobs that I loved playing with so much. "Maybe I need to warm them up?"
"Those aren't goosebumps," she giggled, pulling my hands down from her breasts. "You keep that up and I won't be able to go outside for an hour either!"
"Oh? Why is that?"
She turned in my arms and put her arms around my neck. She stood on her tip toes and tilted her head up to kiss me softly. "Because I might get turned on enough and have to have you make love to me before we go."
"And that'd be a bad thing?"
"We'd be late for class."
"Well, maybe I can just tease you for later?" I asked, sliding my hands down to her dress-covered butt and then under the skirt, cupping her lace-panty-covered butt cheeks and squeezing them.
"Dirty old man. And you wonder why I don't wear short skirts anymore?"
"I thought you enjoyed my attentions."
"Mostly I do. But you do that at dancing and I'll slap you silly!"
"Would I do that?" I asked as I slipped the fingers of my right hand down further, sliding them between her thighs to tease her pussy lips through the slick crotch material of the underwear.
"Oh yeah, if you thought you could get away with it." She breathed heavily as my fingers stroked her. "Alright. Stop now. I'm serious," she said suddenly, pulling my hands from under her butt and backing up. "We'll be late for real."
"It'd be worth it." I grinned.
"Yeah. Just remember what I said. This dress isn't your invitation to get handsy at dance. Got it, buster?"
"Yes m'lady!" I quipped with a slight bow. She rolled her eyes and shook her head as she headed for the living-room. I turned off the light and followed her, stopping and staring at her ass as she bent over to put her boots on, the shiny navy-blue crotch of her underwear glistening slightly between her thighs as she worked to put her boots on.
"These damn things are always hard to get on," she cursed as I stared, wondering if I should tell her just how much she showed when she bent over. I decided against it, afraid she might change her mind and go change.
---o---
I wouldn't call myself a good dancer. To be honest, half the time I had two left feet. But with line dancing, as long as I stayed in line I didn't hurt too many people. It's a good thing for me I'm more coordinated in other activities. I'm probably not being fair to myself. I could do a better job dancing if I wasn't so distracted. All three of the girls were wearing short skirts, my wife's very much shorter than she normally wore, which had my hormones racing. Not that my wife and I didn't have sex, but we didn't do a lot of things where I get so sexually stimulated in public, and watching her in a short skirt was like throwing gasoline on a fire. It took a significant effort not to grab her in places that would get me slapped, though I could tell that neither Abby nor Rachel missed the fact that I had a hardon all night. I about creamed my own pants when Judy bent over to pick up some trash. I stepped behind her and rested my hand on the small of her back, trying to figure out how to let her know she was flashing her underwear at the whole room, but as soon as I tried to tell her, she got the wrong idea and snapped at me, so I shrugged to myself and let her do what she wanted.
"So what has you all revved up tonight?" my wife asked quietly as we rode in the back seat of Rachel and Evan's SUV.
"What do you mean?" I asked as innocently as I could.
"Come on honey. You've had a boner all night. Hell, it's almost embarrassing," she whispered.
"Maybe I just like what you're wearing?" I whispered back.
"I have a hard time believing that. Maybe Rachel's dress? It's shorter than mine."
"Nice looking, but nope."
"Then what?"
"If you're trying to figure out what has your husband so turned on, it's those sexy little dark blue panties you have on," Rachel said from the front seat.
"My underwear? How do you know my underwear is blue?" my wife snapped quickly.
"Honey, EVERYONE knows it's blue. You aren't used to wearing a short dress."
"Everyone? What the hell? What does me not wearing short dresses have to do with it?"
Rachel laughed. "Judy! Every time you did that little twirl move your skirt would fly up and flash your panties, and oooooooh my, when you bent over to pick up the trash on the floor by your table, well let's just say that everyone got a nice look at your panties, lacy blue panties with a nice satin crotch."
"Why didn't you tell me?" my wife almost shouted as she turned to glare at me in the near darkness of the car.
"I tried to," I answered defensively, "but you told me to be quiet."
"You didn't say anything about my underwear showing."
"Oh honey, he did. I heard him. He started to say that he enjoys seeing you bent over and you cut him off before he could finish. Didn't you notice he kept stepping behind you when you bent over?"
"I thought he was being...you know... a guy!" my wife said quietly, fanning her face with her hands.
Rachel laughed. "Oh he was being a guy alright, but he was also trying to block the view you were giving to all the other guys."
"Ohmygod. I'm so embarrassed. I should never have let her talk me into wearing this."
"Talk you into it? Abby did? That explains a lot," Rachel said with a laugh.
"Why is that funny?" my wife said snippily.
"Oh, just that she made a bet with me, that I'm now going to have to pay up on."
"A side bet of what kind?"
"She bet me that she could get you to flash your underwear at line dancing. If she did, I was going to have to go to work in a short skirt with no underwear all day."
"Well, that doesn't sound horrible. You're used to wearing short skirts," Evan said as he drove.
"Uh huh. But I have to do a Tic-tok from under my desk where I spread my legs as far apart as I can under the desk. The only saving grace is that at least it's dark under there."
"Why would she dare you to do that?" I asked.
"Because I dared her to go all day in her scrubs naked under," Rachel answered. "And she did."
"How do you know she did?" Evan asked his wife.
"Because she took a video of her dropping her pants in a storeroom to prove it."
"Oh lord," my wife groaned. "I might just kill her. She knew this dress would show off my underwear?"
"I'm sure of it," Rachel answered. "Hey, you want to get her back?"
"Boy, would I like to!" my wife answered, irritation clear in her voice.
"I have an idea. I need to work on it, but all you need to do is go along with me."
"What kind of idea?"
"Get her naked in front of the guys?"
"The guys, as in our husbands?" my wife asked.
"Sure. I mean, she deserves it, right?"
"Well, yeah, but I don't know how much I want Alex staring at her naked body."
"Oh, I doubt that it'll be for long. She'll probably be so embarrassed she'll be trying to find a way to cover up. What do you say?"
"What do I have to do?"
"Well, I'm thinking we might have to get undressed. Not naked in front of the guys, but in a towel. They won't see anything, but once we have her naked in a towel we'll have her."
"We can't do this without us getting naked?"
"She'll think something is up if we don't do it too. What do you say? Willing to take a risk with me to get her back for this?"
"What do you think, honey?" my wife asked me.
I chuckled. "You're seriously going to ask me if you can get naked in just a towel? Hell yeah."
"In front of Tom and Evan?" she asked more pointedly.
I paused a second. "It's just in a towel, right Rachel? I mean, not all the way naked in front of them?"
"Trust me, I'll be as naked as she is. So if she get's shown off, so do I."
"When have you ever known me to not wanna see you naked. Okay, I'm in," Evan said from the drivers seat.
"Alex?"
"What the hell. Okay." I shrugged.
"Judy?"
"Oh hell. Why not. As long as I have a towel on and it isn't in public."
"It won't be public. Just our little group," Rachel said with a grin. "Just go along with whatever I say, okay? It might take some convincing, but I'm sure I can get her to do it. Once she's in the towel, we can pull it and she'll be bare to the world."
"As long as she doesn't pull ours in the process," my wife said. "Right?"
"Right!" Rachel agreed. "Just pretend that you don't know you were flashing your panties, okay? Make it like you just found out."
As was the short-lived tradition we started with this dance class, we all gathered at one of our houses after class for some snacks. That week was Rachel and Evan's house. We arrived and got out of Evan's SUV, with Abby and Tom going to their house and then walking across the street and our yard to reach Rachel's house directly behind ours. By the time they got there, Rachel had the snacks put out on the patio table, along with several bottles of wine and a small cooler of beer. It was a pleasantly warm night, though it was clouding up and smelled like rain was coming. Unlike out patio that had a pergola over it for a sun shade, Evan and Rachel had a large, almost twenty foot on each side, canopy they had purchased to cover much of the patio. It didn't quite reach to the medium-sized hot tub, but it did have mesh sides that could be zipped up to deal with the bugs that were attracted to the little white LED Christmas-type lights strung around the metal support pieces of the canopy, making it fairly bright inside the enclosure.
Once everything was set out, Rachel and my wife disappeared for a few minutes, I presumed to plan their revenge. When they came back, I couldn't help but notice that my wife's boobs were jiggling a lot more in the dress than they had before and guessed that the two of them had ditched their bras in preparation for having to strip down without too much difficulty. My wife settled into the reclining chair I was in, pushing me to the side for the both of us to fit in, her chest pressing to my side. I could feel her nipple harden as she sat squeezed against me.
"Hey guys!" Rachel welcomed as Abby and Tom slipped in through one of the still-open zipper openings. "Grab something to drink!"
Tom, predictably went after one of the beers, like I had, and his wife poured a large glass of wine before moving to one of the lounge chairs. We sat around talking for some time before the conversation changed.
"So, I guess I need to pay up on the bet," Rachel said.
"Seems that way," Abby answered evasively.
"Do you suppose that maybe you should tell her what you did," Rachel suggested. "I mean, since she was the one that showed off unknowingly."
"Well, I don't think..." Abby started to protest.
"Oh honey, I do think. Or do you want me to tell her?" Rachel asked.
"Um, we wouldn't have to."
"Oh, I think we do. I mean, after all, don't you think she should know?"
"Know what?" my wife asked.
"That you were flashing your underwear," Rachel said.
"I WAS WHAT!?"
"That's right. Every time you spun around or bent over, that little short skirt she talked you into pulled up and showed off those sexy little lace panties."
"My underwear? On purpose? You talked me into wearing this just to make me show my underwear?" my wife asked Abby angrily. I had no doubt that much of that anger wasn't at all fake.
"Well, I didn't know you would. I mean, you'd have had to bend over."
"Yeah. And dumping some trash on the floor right next to our table was something I was going to ignore? Why the hell would you do such a thing to me?"
"Actually, it was easy. After hearing about you getting stuck naked in the woods, I figured a little underwear flash was nothing for you. Not like Rachel. She's never flashed anything. Taking her panties off last week was pretty much the first time she'd done anything intentionally."
"But why?" my wife asked again.
"Because it's fun!" she said.
"Getting naked in front of other people is fun?"
"Well, not stripping or anything like that. It's the possibility that makes it fun. I mean, some of us girls at work play this game. We challenge each other to wear really sexy underwear and then leave the ties on our scrubs loose. No way to know if or when they'd fall down, but having it happen in front of a sexy doctor never hurts," she said with a giggle.
"You do that? On purpose?" my wife asked, clearly shocked.
"Not often. Wouldn't do to get a bad reputation, but yeah, I do."
"And you don't care?" I asked Tom.
He chuckled. "Actually, I do care. We have rules. Any kind of underwear she wants, as long as there is some, and looking only, absolutely no touching. And if she does flash someone, she has to come home, strip for me and give me any kind of sex I want for the whole evening. And it's always GOOOOOD sex!"
"I get so damn turned on. Some days I wait all day for my pants to fall down, getting wetter and wetter down there. Sometimes they don't ever slip off. Either way, when I get home I'm always so damn horny that I can't wait to jump his bones!" Abby said with a girlish giggle.
The rest of us sat there, stunned. None of us had any idea she did this, and she was less than bashful to describe it, now that it was out in the open.
"So then these little Tic-tok challenges are nothing to you," Rachel asked.
Abby shook her head. "Uh uh. Not doing it on the internet. I mean, once it's there it's there forever. Someone recognizes it's you and you lose your job and career. No thank you. If somehow I got caught on camera with my pants falling down, I could say it was an accidental thing. But stripping on camera? No way you can call that anything but what it is. The challenges sound fun, but I'm not doing them on camera."
"Well, you have an audience here. I dare you to stand over there, with nothing but a towel, and completely strip without flashing us," Rachel suggested.
"Completely, with nothing but a towel to cover me?"
"That's the challenge. I bet Liz at work has already done that one."
"Just a towel huh. That does sound like a challenge. What do I get if I manage to do it?"
"What do you want?"
"I wanna see the guys do it. Undress with nothing but a towel." Abby smirked.
"Wait? What?" I asked quickly. "You girls doing that, go for it. But leave us guys out of it."
"Uh uh. You wanna watch, you gotta put some skin in the game. I do it and Alex has to do it!" Abby said, looking directly at me.
"Me? Why me?"
"Because of that bulge in your pants," she answered me. "Or don't you think you can manage to undress with just a towel."
"I'm sure I can. I've done it before in my boat plenty of times. Changing from clothes into a swim suit. I just want to know why I have to be part of this? I'm an old man. Why not Evan, or Tom. They're both young. Lots better to look at than me."
"True. Alright, both you and Evan."
"Hey, wait a second. I've seen you naked, so it's not a big deal for me, and I don't care to look at their junk. If you're going to do this, what do I get out of it?" Tom asked.
"You're right. I think all three of us girls should do it. We do it and you guys get to watch and then you three do it. Everyone gets a chance to see something interesting."
Somehow this wasn't working out the way Rachel had suggested it would. How I was getting roped into being naked didn't seem quite fair. "I don't know about this," I said quietly, hoping my wife would put the kibosh on it.
"Just go with it," my wife whispered. "We need to get her out of her clothes."
"Yeah, sure," I answered, getting a little worried that this wasn't going to end the way the girls thought it would.
"I'll go get towels!" Rachel said, getting up.
"I'll come too," Abby said, following Rachel out of the enclosure and heading to the house.
Evan and I sat awkwardly silent, not sure what to say. Evan broke the silence. "Well, I guess we better move the chairs to one side. The girls are going to need to do this without anyone behind them."
"Yeah. Probably right," Tom agreed. "Not that I'd mind sitting behind any of them while they did this." Tom and Evan moved the chairs they were using around to where I was sitting with Joan, putting the house behind them. They just about had the chairs all moved when Abby came back out with a small pile of towels.
"Rachel will be right out. She said she had to get something," Abby said as she set the towels down. She pulled one off and handed it to my wife, took another and laid it on the chair that Rachel had been in, and then set one on her chair, leaving three much smaller towels. She grinned and tossed one to me. "Here you go."
"This isn't much of a towel." I said, holding up the maybe two-by-three foot towel, probably not long enough to go all the way around my waist and barely long enough to reach my knees.
"Guys don't need as much. Not nearly as much to cover." Abby joked.
"Alright, I'm back," Rachel called as she walked out the backdoor onto the patio. She slipped inside the screened canopy and walked to her chair. "Alright Abby. Let's see you do this!"
Abby took her towel and unfolded it as she walked to the now open area between us and the house. She held the towel up to her chest and wrapped it around herself.
"No turning around this time!" Rachel called to her.
"Right, no turning around," Abby answered as she tried to unbutton the front of her short, brown dress under the towel. It clearly wasn't working, and she finally just undid the towel and held it in her teeth, letting it hang down in front of her as she unbuttoned all the buttons on the front. She tossed the towel over her shoulders, letting the open side hang down her back. She worked her arms out of the dress and then pushed the dress down to her waist. She was doing a surprisingly good job keeping her chest covered as she worked the bra straps down her arms, finally pulling it from under the towel and dropping it on the concrete. She shifted the towel so it wrapped around her body under her arms and over her breasts. She smiled, knowing she now had it licked, she pulled her dress down from under the towel until she could step out of it. Her underwear dropping last.
"Boots too!" Rachel called.
The boots turned out to be almost harder than her dress. She tried several times and finally had to hold the towel pressed to her crotch while she pulled her foot up out of each boot. "Done!" she declared as she headed back to her seat. "Your turn now."
Rachel had it easy. She stood and pulled her boots off before anything else. She unzipped the back of her dress and held the towel in front of her as she let the dress fall down her body. She grinned at me and lowered the towel down, sliding it side to side, until her boobs were showing everything above her areola. She held it there, wrapped her towel around her body and then did a slow turn, stepping out of her dress as she did so. She squatted down, pushing her knees apart slightly, the towel pulling up her thighs until I could almost see her crotch. She held herself there for several seconds, letting my already-hard dick get even harder, before she reached for her dress and stood up. "That's it! Nekky! Your turn June."
"I don't believe I'm doing this," she whispered as she crawled out of my chair. I watched her walk to the front of us, carrying her towel. She took a deep breath and wrapped the towel around her. I watched as she struggled to pull the zipper down her back under the towel and then in frustration, did what Abby had done. She held the towel in her teeth, spreading it to hang over her boobs and cover them as she unzipped the back of her dress with both hands.



To say I was turned on would be an understatement. In our younger years we'd done some naked stuff, but once the girls were born that all stopped. Now she wouldn't even hardly be naked outside the bedroom. I stared, idly rubbing my dick through my jeans, as she held the towel in her teeth, sliding her dress down her body. The spread towel hung over her tits, keeping them from being seen, but a lot of body was showing as she pushed the snug dress down her body. The towel hung down over her crotch, blocking our view of her pussy, but still letting us see the blue lace underwear arching over her hips.
"Holy shit," I heard Tom mutter as we watched my wife step out of the dress, standing in nothing but her underwear and boots, only the towel held in her teeth keeping us from seeing her sexy tits. I thought she'd wrap the towel around herself, but instead she hooked her fingers in the panties and pulled then down. She lifted each foot, letting the towel drape down between her legs each time, pulling her boots out of the underwear. Only after she had nothing left but the boots, did she wrap the towel around herself, making sure it covered everything as she did. She bent over, working her feet out of her boots and then tossed them aside, leaving her in nothing but the towel.
"Done," she said as she walked back and slipped into the chair next to me. She rested her hand on my dick and kissed my cheek. "Someone's turned on! Gonna be interesting to see how you're going to get undressed without showing that off," she whispered, then louder. "Since I went last, it only seems fair that Alex starts the guys."
I'll agree with that!" Rachel said with that damn naughty grin. "This should be fun to watch."
I groaned and got up from the chair. I knew the little towel was going to be a problem, so I started with my boots and socks, and then my shirt, leaving me in only my jeans and underwear. I wrapped the towel around my waist and realized that the problem was worse than I imagined. The small towel wasn't quite long enough to go around my waist, or hips or anything, and have the ends overlap at all. That meant it was going to take two hands to hold the towel, leaving me no hands to take anything off. "This isn't going to work ladies. I only have two hands here. You're gonna have to give me a bigger towel if you want me to do this."
"We didn't ask for bigger towels. No, I think you just have to figure it out like we did."
"Yeah, right," I muttered. I held the towel against my stomach with one hand used my other to undo the front of my pants. With much rocking, wiggling, and leg shaking, I managed to get my jeans off, but not without the towel swinging away numerous times, flashing my hardon-filled briefs. I shook my head and wondered how I was going to make this work. I reached down with both hands and held the towel on my hips, trying to work my briefs down at the same time as I held the towel. I was making a little progress, though both Rachel and Abby were whistling and clapping each time I came close to accidently flashing my still-raging hardon. I got the underwear waistband down my hips far enough to uncover about half of my dick and got stuck there, trying to figure out how to get it lower.
"June, I think you better help him, or we'll be here all night."
"Yeah, I think you're right," my wife answered. "Should I pull down his pants or hold the towel?"
"I'll do it!" Abby announced quickly. "I'll hold the towel for him."
I looked at my wife, who hadn't moved yet, and shrugged at me, almost as if it didn't matter to her. Fine, if that's how she wanted it. Abby stepped behind me and I took my hands from the towel as she held it up. I felt her body press against my back and half bare ass as she moved the towel back and forth across the front of me, rubbing my exposed head, making me even harder, if that were possible. I rolled my eyes and reached under the towel and pulled on the spandex material of my boxer briefs, pulling them down as best I could without pushing the towel up. The waistband pulled below my dick, which of course took the opportunity to stick out, tenting the towel out significantly.
"Ohhhhhh! Look at that!" Abby cooed loudly as he pulled the towel out away from my body, still holding it in front of me, but now far enough away that she could look down over my shoulder at my bare hardon. I took a breath and started to wiggle my legs to attempt to work the material down, finally having to bend over and lift my legs one at a time to get them all the way off. Now naked, I straightened back up. "Damn girls, that is one serious tool!" she said with a giggle. "You should see this! Joan, you are one hell of a lucky woman!"
"Let me see!" Rachel called as she quickly slipped off her chair and was stepping over to us.
"Hey! Wait a second!" I said, trying to pull Abby's hands back to my hips to cover me more.
"OOOOOOOOH YEAH!" Rachel called as she leaned over enough to look down the towel in front of me. Then she did something completely unexpected. She reached past me and grabbed Abby's towel, jerking it off. She stepped back and held it up while Abby pressed her now naked body against my back.
"HEY! MY TOWEL!" she cried, letting go of one side of my towel to reach for her own as Rachel retreated. Fortunately my towel swung down and actually draped over my hardon, making it stick out straight like a towel bar, allowing me to grab the corner and pull it back up.
"What the hell!?" I gasped. "This wasn't part of the deal!"
"No, it wasn't, was it?" Rachel said as she walked back to her chair, leaving Abby and I standing with nothing but the tiny little towel.
"That's payback for not bothering to tell me I was flashing my panties at everyone!" my wife said with a smug smirk on her face. "Now you know how it feels."
"Really? You wanna do this to your husband?"
"Well, the way I see it, Abby set me up, and since she likes to flash, well, she gets to flash her whoooooole body for us. And you, my love, are getting the equivalent of underwear flashed at us."
"You came up with this? It doesn't sound like you."
"Actually, it was Rachel's idea," she said with a shrug. "All I had to do was go along with it."
"Anytime you wanna go home, you're both welcome to. Alex won't have it too hard, he can walk home with that little towel, but Abby, well, that's a different matter. You don't have a damn thing to wear!"
"Don't worry hon. I'll get your towel back," Tom said quickly.
"Uh uh. Not so fast!" Rachel said. "You see that window behind them? Take a nice look at that window. What do you see?"
I looked over my shoulder at the window with everyone else. I saw a little red light in the window and when I looked harder I could see there was as video camera watching us from behind.
"You didn't!" Abby gasped.
"I did. You wanna see this on the internet tomorrow?"
"Hell no!"
"Then this is what you're going to do. You're going to step from behind Alex and show us everything. No little quick flash. You're going to stand there while Alex fingers your pussy until you climax. That should just about make you as embarrassed as Joan was when she realized you set her up to show off her underwear to the whole dance class. And then next week? Next week you're going to wear that dress, with nothing at all under it, no bra, no panties nothing but the dress and boots. If you don't, that video goes viral."
I looked at my wife who just sat there, watching with a surprised look. Apparently she didn't know all this either. "You want Alex to play with her pussy? In front of everyone?"
"Why not? Seems a fitting punishment. He still has a towel to cover himself, as long as he can do it with one hand. If not, well, he'll have to find another way to cover himself" Rachel answered. "I'm hoping he won't. That little flash I got only made me want more."
"But that's my husband!"
"Yeah, so? It's not like they're having sex, and given some of the things you did when you were younger, this should be easy. Unless of course you wanna cover his dick yourself. But if you do, there's only one way."
"Oh no! No no no! I'm not doing that in front of everyone. Nope. He's on his own if that's my only choice."
Rachel grinned. "Kind of thought you'd think that."
"Rachel you are a devious woman sometimes!" Evan said from next to her.
"Well, thank you sweetie. I appreciate that. I thought you might like a nice look at all her goodies."
"Oh, I won't mind that, but you do know that by now your friends are plotting revenge, right?"
Rachel giggled. "Oh, I'm sure they are. But I'm not worried. What can they do? Steal my towel?" she asked as she settled back down on the chair next to her husband. She pulled his hand to her lap and pressed his fingers to her pussy, his wrist pulling the towel up enough to expose most of her pussy, at least the parts not covered by his hand, which was surprisingly covered by a small cream colored thong. "Feel free to play while we watch Abby get done."
I stood staring at Rachel, sitting with her knees spread and her towel spread, the thong tiny enough to show almost her whole completely shaved mound, making me think her pussy was as well
"Okay, they think they have us over a barrel," Abby whispered to me. "You down for something off the wall?"
"Like what?"
"She set the rules. She wants me to climax in front of her, but she's not going to get what she thinks if you go along with this."
"Again, like what?"
"We switch positions. I stand in front of you, and you use your hands to cover my boobs. We'll keep your dick hidden by just slipping it between my thighs. No-one can see it then."
"Seriously? You want me to do that in front of my wife?"
"Why not? She just put you in this position, right? Besides, it's not like we're having sex or anything."
"Abby, as turned on as I am right now..."
"You telling me that you might come too?"
"It wouldn't take much right now."
She grinned at me. "Good. Maybe we can do it together. You in?" she whispered.
I looked at Rachel, sitting with her husband gently stroking her pussy through the thin material, the sight made my cock twitch slightly with excitement. I looked at my wife who still sat, mostly looking worried, about what I wasn't sure. "Alright, how do we do this?"
"You turn around and face me. Put your chest on my tits." I nodded and turned as quickly as I could, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling us together so the towel was only covering my ass, my dick trapped between us. "Alright, now this is the tricky part. "I'm going to turn around to face away from you. When I do, you'll have to hold the towel."
"Got it," I answered, reaching for the towel and holding it to cover my butt. She spun around to face away from me and then reached down for the towel.
"Okay. I have the towel, you cover my boobs with your hands."
"You do know you're flashing everything at the camera."
"Can't be helped. Besides, it's going to be deleted as soon as we're done."
"Alright. Now what?" I asked as my hands cupped her breasts, squeezing them slightly, almost automatically.
"Now put that hard thing down between my thighs."
I pulled my butt back and squatted down slightly, letting my hardon poke between her butt cheeks and then lower, until I could feel it slide between her thighs. I started to stand up and felt my head press against her wet lips, and instead of sliding between her thighs, felt it spread her lips and start to push up into her pussy sliding into her surprisingly wet depths an inch or two. "Uh oh." I grunted, squatting back down again to pull it out of her, not that I wanted to at that moment. I arched my back this time, trying to force it to slide along her slit instead of into her, ending up with it between her thighs. "Sorry."
"Come on you two. We said no turning around!" Rachel called from her seat.
"Yeah okay! Give us a second," she said loudly before lowering her voice. "I'm not sorry," she whispered. "Now we turn around. I'll keep the towel between us and them."
"I don't think that will work."
"Why?"
"You can't switch hands."
"Oh shit. You're right. Um. You'll have to move one hand to hold it while I shift my hands. Can you do that?"
"Still won't work. I'll have to move both hands."
"Damn. You're right."
"I'll hold the towel and you turn back around to face me."
"Alright." She moved in front of me, turning quickly to press her chest against mine again, my dick slipping from between her thighs to be trapped between us. "Now what?"
"You take the towel."
"Got it," she said as she reached down and grasped the towel, freeing my hands.
"Now I need to slide behind you while you hold the towel and I'll use my hands to cover your boobs."
"Alex," she whispered.
"Yeah?"
"This isn't going to work. My arm is around you. Let's face it. There isn't any way to do this that doesn't flash one of us."
I took a breath. "No, there isn't, is there."
"I don't mind having them look at my boobs for a minute. I wouldn't even mind having them see my pussy. I mean, I do try to flash a bit at work, what's the difference here? I just don't want to have them watching you give me an orgasm," she said quietly. "You didn't ask for this. It was my idea to put your wife in that dress. So here's what we're going to do. You're going to turn around and cover yourself with the towel. You step around behind me and then let me take the towel from you. That way I can cover my pussy and your dick at the same time while you cover my tits with your hands again. That way we're both covered."
"That's what you want?"
"It's what's fair," she said quietly.
"All right, I'll be quick." I turned around, took the towel and let her drop her arms as I stepped to the side of her. She reached out and took the towel from me and pulled it to the side in front of her as I slipped behind her. To my surprise, she didn't end up flashing her pussy for very long at all and I cupped both tits almost as quickly. If she was exposed for two or three seconds I'd be surprised. "Well, that worked."
"I have to admit, that didn't show much, but then, your problems are just starting."
"How so?"
"Neither of you have a free hand," Rachel giggled. "How are you going play with her pussy?"
The only real option was to leave one of her breasts exposed.
"It's okay. Just do it," Abby answered for both of us, presumably thinking the same thing I was. "No way around it."
I slid my right hand down to her crotch, sliding it behind the towel so that no one could see what it was doing. I closed my eyes and stroked her pussy lips, feeling her shift her weight to spread her legs and give me more room. I could feel the curls on her mound press to my palm as I stroked my fingers in and out between her wet lips. She began to groan softly and rock her butt against me, rubbing my dick up and down her butt crack. I let my fingers push deeper between her lips, teasing deeper until I could slip the tip of my finger into her entrance, and then slide it along her pubic bone until I stroked across her clit.
I'd had plenty of practice on my wife over the years, and even though I hadn't played with other women, it was satisfying to know that I was able to excite her as easily as I could Joan. She rocked her hips up and down, bending over slightly as I teased her closer and closer to orgasm, her butt crack stroking my engorged shaft and mushroom head.
She bent over further, rubbing her pussy against my balls and the base of my cock as my teasing finger concentrated on her clit. I couldn't help but squat down slightly, feeling the wetness of her hot pussy stroking my cock.
I still had one hand on her left breast and I let her nipple poke between my fingers so I could tease her nipple as well. Up and down she ground herself against my shaft, her wet lips sliding up and over my engorged and excited head with each stroke of her butt. "Oh fuck," she moaned loudly. "God, you're going to make me come."
"God damn!" Rachel moaned. "Put your finger in me lover. Put it in me and make me come."
I looked up, over Abby's back, to see Rachel, her legs splayed wide and her husband pushing one finger in and out of her now completely exposed pussy while she stroked his hardon. Abby was getting me closer and closer to an orgasm of my own with her stroking along my shaft, and I suddenly got worried about what Joan would think if I came on Abby's butt. I looked over at my wife and saw her watching, not me, but Rachel, stroking her husband's dick. It was a bit of a surprise, but I couldn't deny what she was looking at. Her towel had slipped down enough to expose her left breast, one hand covering most of it while she teased her own nipple with her fingers. Her other hand was between her legs, stroking her pussy lips, her crotch still covered by the towel. Her hips rocked slightly in the chair as she pushed herself closer to climax.
In all our years together, I'd never seen my wife masturbate. Hell, probably because if I did, I'd jump in and take care of it. If she did it, she didn't let me know. Watching her fingers work, I couldn't help but think that this wasn't the first time she'd done it, even though all she ever had to do was ask and I'd be happy to have sex with her.
I started to rock my hips as I rubbed Abby's clit, my strokes starting to match my wife's moving hips as she pushed herself toward climax with her own fingers. Up and down Abby's ass moved, my hips pushing toward Abby with each stroke. I stared at my wife's body, the towel slipping partway off her body, exposing more of her, but her climax too close for her to care. I thrust up at Abby as my wife laid her head back, clearly about to climax, the wetness of Abby's pussy lips lubricating the trip up her ass crack. I heard Evan groan and grunt and knew that he was coming from his wife's strokes, my wife following moments later with a long deep groan from her suddenly shuddering body. Watching her climax for me, in a way I'd never seen before, was more than my over-excited body could handle. My hips thrust up at Abby once again, my head plunging suddenly into her instead of along her butt crack.
"OH FUCK!" Abby grunted in surprise as my shaft plunged fully into her, my cock pumping the first shot of cum deep into her. I stood there, my dick spurting time after time into her as she shuddered and trembled with her own sudden orgasm.
As my climax slowly faded, my brain started to work again and I realized what I had just done. I quickly pulled out of her and laid my still-oozing dick between her cheeks again, letting the remnants leak onto her ass, hoping no one else realized what I had done.
My wife also began to return to reality and quickly covered what had been exposed, blushing at the thought of what had been shown off and also at her orgasming in public. The only one that hadn't come, from what I could tell, was Tom. He had his dick out of his pants and was stroking it, watching, not his wife, thankfully, but Rachel. He climbed from his chair and stepped the few short steps to where she lay with her husband, his pants sliding to his ankles. He pushed his dick at her face and to my surprise, Rachel grabbed his dick and guided it to her mouth. She stroked him, sliding her hand along his shaft, somewhat smaller than mine, trying to coax his climax to fruition.
"Ohhhhhhh shit," he groaned as his body suddenly jerked. I could tell that Rachel was taking his load in her mouth, which is clearly what she intended. She sucked his cock and stroked it as he stood jerking and twitching, a little dribble of cum leaking from around his shaft as she worked to swallow down his copious load.
"Well now," Abby said quietly. "Somehow I don't think this turned out the way anyone expected."
"I'm thinking not," I agreed as I pulled her back upright, pulling her body to mine so I could whisper to her. "I'm sorry."



"I'm not," she whispered back. "I know it was an accident, but maybe we should keep it as our secret, okay?"
"Yeah. Good idea," I breathed, squeezing her breast while holding my hand cupped over her pussy. The towel had long since been dropped from one of her hands to expose the vast majority of her body. She turned away from everyone and handed the towel to me before leaning to me and pressing her big, soft tits to my chest while she gave me a long soft kiss. She broke the kiss, grinned at me and stepped back, giving me the chance to cover myself, and also to see all of her nakedness.
"Tom?" she asked without turning around to face anyone.
"Yeah?" he panted, his softening dick still being stroked by Rachel.
"If you can manage to get that up again, I'll be waiting at home," she said as she started walking toward the gap in the mesh curtain, everyone getting a brief look at her whole naked body as she walked between the chairs.
"Don't you want to dress?" he called as she walked out of the enclosure and started across the yard.
She called back without stopping, "You know, while I was up with Alex making me climax, I suddenly wondered what it would feel like to walk all the way home naked. So, see you when you get there."
"Let's see if we can get you up again so you can have fun with your wife," Rachel said before closing her lips around his dick again.
"Ohhhhhh fuck," he groaned as he stood there, watching his naked wife disappear off into the darkness.
"Come on," my wife said, pulling my arm. I hadn't even realized she had gotten up. She had my pants over her shoulder and was holding the towel closed in front of her tits with one hand, while she pulled my arm with her other hand. "I need to be fucked," she whispered softly as she pulled me to the gap in the mesh bug curtain.
"Hell yeah," I agreed. I followed willingly across the yard to our patio, letting the towel hang by one hand once we were off into the dark. She pulled me to one of the lounge chairs on the patio and pushed me onto my back on one of the lounge chairs. With a naughty smile showing in the dim moonlight, she crawled onto the chair, straddling me, her wet pussy pressing against my once again rock-hard dick.
"Think you can give me an orgasm as good as what you gave Abby?"
"Without a doubt," I agreed with a smile, reaching for her shoulders and pulling her down for a long, wet kiss. Yeah, I wasn't about to turn her down.
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It had been weeks since Betsy's mom's funeral, and I'd been over to visit frequently. Each time I was over her dad looked worse. Thinner, more haggard. He's apparently been out on sick leave from work for a month already and didn't look anywhere near ready to go back. I felt sorry for Betsy and encouraged her to come spend time with Mandy and I. Mandy didn't mind, as long as Betsy didn't mind that she wasn't going to be getting into my pants. In fact, several of Mandy's friends that hung out around her house had made multiple attempts at getting me to have sex with them again, most notably Katie. She was by far the most aggressive, frequently managing to get me naked and getting herself naked in front of me any chance she got. She had succeeded several times at managing to worm herself onto my cock when she thought Mandy wasn't looking, or had stepped away, but out and out sex just hadn't happened again yet.
If I lay down and napped with any of the girls around, it was a forgone conclusion that I would wake up with my dick out and someone playing with it in some way. Sometimes I wondered how Mandy could call them friends, given how intent they seemed on fucking her boyfriend. Sometimes it wasn't the girls either. Her mom still took advantage any time she could, a few times slipping into the shower with me if I was showering alone. It was, in its own way, frustrating, and I was starting to hang out at her house less because of it. Mandy understood and we started splitting time between our two houses, sometimes with her even staying overnight at my house instead of hers.
We'd gone and watched the fireworks the night before, and were laying in my bed, snuggled after morning sex, when mom called me to the phone. I knew immediately who it was. I recognized Betsy's uncontrollable sobs. Mandy and I dressed and went to her house with my mom, knowing exactly what had to have happened, even though I could barely understand anything other than "he was gone."
Betsy ran to me as soon as she saw me and threw herself into my arms, her body wracked with sobs while my mom talked to the police that were there. Apparently, her dad had taken some sleeping pills and never woke up. They weren't sure it was enough to kill him, or that it was even intended to, but in his already deteriorated state it may have been the straw that broke the camel's back. Once we had permission from the police, and her dad's body had been taken by the coroner, we took Betsy home to our house. To my surprise, Mandy called her mom and had her come over and basically browbeat her into agreeing take care of all the things that were going to happen, legally, when a parent, in this case her last parent, died.
It would be almost a month before the estate was settled enough that Betsy was going to have money to get an apartment. My mom had insisted that she stay with us until she could get on her feet, and I became used to seeing her in my house and at the dinner table. Most days she was gone during the day, having a job to work so she could afford to go to school in the fall, but she was home with us in the evenings. Mandy was understanding as we spent more evenings at my house, just hanging out with Betsy and my mom, trying to help Betsy deal with the emotional turmoil that was inevitable. I couldn't help but notice that as the weeks passed, she wore less and less around the house, finally admitting that she used to wear even less at home than she currently does at our house, frequently completely naked. To my total amazement, my mom suggested that she was free to do so at our house if it made her feel comfortable, and on more than a few occasions, Mom joined Betsy being naked, just to "make her comfortable", and before long had both Mandy and I joining them.
Dad traveled a lot for work and was only home a few nights a week at most. Despite being encouraged to join us in running around the house naked, he couldn't quite bring himself to do more than wear a pair of shorts, though I suspect it was because he was embarrassed at his almost constant erection. Let's face it, two sexy young ladies running around naked would do that to a guy. Not that I didn't have the same problem, though Mandy took care of it often enough so it wasn't quite as obvious, sometimes as many as three times over the course of the evening. I would have thought Mandy'd be upset with me running around naked with my mom and Betsy, until she finally admitted that she was loving the extra sex she got because of it.
---o---
It wasn't quite dawn yet, but the sky was getting lighter through window, the curtains of my second story bedroom window still open from the night before. I snuggled against the warm body in my arms, pressing my morning hardon between her thighs. As we usually did, Mandy and I had sex early in the morning, slow, unhurried, gentle sex. The kind I liked most. I cupped her soft breast and slowly worked my dick between her lips by rocking my hips to rub it against her, my hardon pressing my head against her lips. We'd done this so many times I didn't even need to open my eyes and just gently worked my hips until I felt the wetness of her lips engulf my head and the crown on my head press to her vaginal opening.
"Mmmmmmmmm." She moaned ever so softly as I pushed my dick slowly into her. She let me work my hips, to tease my dick deeper and deeper as I drew her moisture out to lubricate us. I slid my hand down her body as she shifted one leg to rest on mine, instead of in front of my bent legs, spreading her legs just enough to let my fingers find her wet pussy. She groaned deeply as my fingers found her clit and began to tease it.
I wasn't in a hurry, moving my dick slowly, only sliding in and out a few inches, but it was enough to slowly draw my building orgasm along. Of course Mandy's orgasm wasn't left behind by my actions. Her hips began to rock slightly in time with my strokes as my finger rubbed gently up and down her slit, bouncing over her most sensitive nub in time with my strokes. In and out I rocked, feeling my climax building and knowing that I was bringing her along with me, as we did almost every morning we slept together. I waited, stroking slowly, feeling her body respond, her breathing grow to a shallow pant before she let out a long deep groan of pleasure. I felt her vaginal walls grip me and try to pull me deeper into her, teasing my oh so close climax to it's fruition.
These were never highly intense orgasms like I gave her when I was trying hard. No, this was a soft, gentle, loving, orgasm that I could tell held her body rigid for well over thirty seconds. I say that because it became hard for me to tell when her orgasm started fade once my own took over. I felt my body spasm and jam as far into her as I could. My hand pulled her pussy, squeezing her body and ass against me as my cock surged shot after shot of cum deep inside her.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck yes." She moaned loudly as I held her still slightly trembling body to me, my cock twitching inside her as it oozed out the last of my cum into her depths.
"God I love you Mandy," I groaned softly into her hair as I opened my eyes to look at her. I pulled my face away and shook my head slightly as I tried to focus my eyes in the dim light filtering into the room. Uh..... No! The hair was blond, not dark auburn. Her body seemed a little broader and her ass a little softer and as I squeezed the breast in my hand, I realized it was too big. I lifted my head up and looked at the side of the face of the woman I was holding, my brain, only now, remembering that Mandy hadn't slept over last night, having an early morning appointment of some kind.
"Betsy?" I croaked before clearing my throat and trying again. "Betsy?"
"Oh god David, I'm sorry." She whispered softly, pulling off my now shrinking cock and rolling in the bed to face me. She wrapped one leg over mine and pulled us together, her tits pressed to my chest and her face inches from mine. "I didn't mean to, I just wanted to be held by you. But when you...I couldn't stop myself. When I felt you trying to put it in me, I just couldn't say no. It was so gentle, so, so, so, god David, I've never had anybody make love to me like that. I know I should have stopped you. But I couldn't. Once you started, I didn't want to. I'm sorry."
"I thought. Never mind. I didn't realize." I mumbled, trying to figure out just exactly what to do. Not that I hadn't had sex with other women, even while Mandy and I have been a thing, but this was the first time I'd made love to another woman, not had sex with them. To me there was a huge difference.
"I'm sorry. Please forgive me."
I looked at her, trying to read her expression and then decided she truly was sorry, and to be completely honest, I did do it, not her. I leaned my face to hers and kissed her nose. "I do. It's been kinda hard on you lately. I know you didn't mean for this to happen. I don't think we need to tell Mandy that this happened. She'd be kinda pissed off. But we probably shouldn't let it happen again."
"It won't. I'll be moving to the apartment tomorrow." She whispered, "I suppose I better leave." She added, starting to roll away from me.
I used my arm to pull her back. "No. don't. We can just lay here. What's done is done."
"You sure?"
"Yeah." I whispered.
She tilted her head a little and leaned her face to mine, gently kissing my lips. We lay there, kissing for long minutes before she rolled me onto my back and slipped on top of me. I could feel my dick already growing hard between us as she lay on me, still kissing my lips as softly and erotically as she knew how. The result was having its effect. I could feel her nipples press into my chest, rock hard from her own excitement, and her hips begin to rock slightly, grinding her pussy against my now hard shaft. "I know it's wrong of me to ask, but will you let me do this?" She finally asked, her lips almost touching mine as she asked.
"You want to?"
"You've been so wonderful to me. I know that I can always let go with you, and you'll just hold me when that's what I need most. Let me do this for you, just this one time. Let me show you how much I feel for you."
"Alright." I whispered. I probably shouldn't have, but we'd already done it once, so what was the harm? Besides, she had me pretty damn turned on again anyway.
She slipped her body up mine until she felt my cock slip up between her thighs, my head pressing against her sopping wet lips. She pushed herself back slightly, pulling her knees up a little and wiggling herself until she could feel my dickhead nestle into the entrance to her depths again.
"David. You should know. I love you." She whispered as she pushed back against my dick, my head spreading her entrance slightly and then slipping inside. She pushed back, slowly working her hips until she had me fully inside her hot pussy. "I've been in love with you since you didn't spank me in the principal's office. I didn't understand it at first. I thought you were just scared of hitting me. I didn't understand until later that day, talking to some of my friends, just how special it was that you chose to not do what you could have. I fucked you there, then." She whispered, starting to lift and lower her hips, working me in and out of her pussy a few inches. "Because I thought it was the best way to thank you for not making it hard for me, for my mom. I didn't know all about what happened in the bathroom until later. That's when I realized just how much you had to put aside to let me off the hook, and you didn't have to. You did it because you had compassion in a way I hadn't ever felt before. I hope that I can make you feel as good as you made me feel that day, when I understood what you really did for me."
"I just did what was right." I whispered back as she pushed herself upright, pulling her tits from my chest. She moved her hands to my chest and began to use her knees to lift and lower herself slowly on my shaft, leaning forward slightly so that her tits swung in time with her motions.
"I know. That's what made it so special. It was right to you. The people that I ran with back then, they all said they'd have paddled the shit out of me and that you were just too soft or that you were afraid of what the guys would do. All of them found reasons that you were a chicken. But I know." She whispered as she bounced a little harder on me, stroking my dick in and out of her pussy. She moved her hands to the bed on either side of me, her chest leaning a little lower so that her nipples on her swinging tits brushed my chest with each stroke. "I know that it took a lot more courage to do what you did than it would have to paddle me. You didn't know what I would do or say, or how I might tell people about what you did, but you trusted that I'd do the right thing, just like you were doing what you felt was the right thing."
"Ohhhh. Damn." I groaned as she rocked harder, driving me a little harder into her with each thrust she made down on me.
"I told my mom about you, about what happened and what you did. Do you know what she said?"
"Uh uh." I grunted, having a little trouble tracking on what she was saying, given the stimulation she was causing on the most sensitive spot under my engorged mushroom head.
"She said that you were special and I wouldn't understand how special until sometime in the future. That I just didn't know enough yet to realize how special a man like you was. You know what? She was right. But now I do. I know exactly by the way you came to hold me. I wasn't your girlfriend, I was barely a friend to you, but you came and held me and let me cry all over you. She was right. You are the most special person in my life... and I love you David Roberts. I love you with all my heart."
"Ohhhh damn." I groaned as my body jerked under her, trying to push up into her as my cock surged more cum into her. Half a dozen times my body jerked under her, her smiling face inches from mine, waiting, watching, for my orgasm to start to fade. She leaned her face down to kiss me again, pressing her lips to mine for long wet seconds, while my cock twitched and softened inside her.
"I timed that just perfect." She whispered as she pulled her lips from mine. "I wanted to. I wanted the last words you heard from me before you climaxed was that I loved you. I know you're in love with Mandy. I know you two have plans. But if she ever is stupid enough to let go of you, I'm here. I love you and I want you, but I also know that it's not right for me to take you from her. So I'll wait, and hope. Four years is a long time to be away from the one you love. I don't wish you two to fail, but know that if it does, I'll be here for you like you were for me when I needed you most." She whispered. Then without another word, she lifted off me and padded naked from my bedroom, leaving me with my mind in turmoil.
---o---
August 1981
I wished I could have gone to California with Mandy, but I had to be in Massachusetts the same time she had to be at Berkley. We said our goodbyes two days before, Mandy and her parents drive across country taking two days longer than mine going east. We made it as far as the middle of Pennsylvania before we pulled into a small motel on the mountains. It was nearly dark by the time we arrived. The motel had a small pool and we decided that a quick dip would feel good after the long day of driving. Of course, dad couldn't make it, no big surprise there, but Mom was bringing me and Betsy absolutely refused to be left behind. Since we'd all been naked together for weeks before Betsy got her apartment, none of us saw any reason to need separate rooms, so we got one room. The only sticking point was that all they had left was a single queen sized bed. "Oh well. We'll just have to make the best of it." My mom said as she paid for the room. We also didn't see any particular need to be bashful about changing. We all changed into our swim suits in the same room, Betsy eyeing the hardon that seemed to spring up almost immediately as I watched her and my mom getting naked.
"You gonna put your suit on, or just stand there and ogle our bodies?" Betsy teased.
Mom chuckled softly. "He's just can't help staring at two hot women getting naked in front of him."
"True. We spoiled him over the summer, didn't we."
"Okay, just because when a guy gets turned on it shows, doesn't mean you girls don't get turned on too."
"Oh? Who says we're turned on?" Betsy answered with a flip of her long blond hair to emphasize her point.
"I'm willing to bet you are."
"You think I'd get turned on just by watching you spring a hardon?" Betsy asked. "I'm not that easy you know."
It was my turn to chuckle. "Come on Betsy. You and I both know you want me to throw you on the bed and fuck your brains out."
"Maybe." She said with a shrug.
"I think it's more than maybe." I answered.
"You going to?" She asked, turning to face away from me and bend over, her swimsuit still in her hand. She looked over her shoulder and grinned. "I dare you."
"You dare me to do what?"
"I dare you to come stick it in me and NOT fuck me."
"Oh come on. How am I supposed to do that?"
"I dunno. I dare you to try."
"Sure. I'm just going to walk over there in front of mom and stick it in you?"
Mom had her swimsuit almost all the way on and stopped, turning back to look at me. "What? You don't think I like seeing my son's dick too?"
"Mom!" I exclaimed. "This isn't the same thing as when you showed me...Never mind."
"Wait! Wait a second. Your mom showed you what?"
"Nothing." I answered quickly, stepping into my swimsuit.
"Uh uh. I wanna hear this." Betsy said.
"It was nothing. Ready to go swim?" I said hastily.
"Hell, I don't have my suit on yet. But that isn't the point," Betsy said, turning to look at mom. "Just exactly what did you show him?"
"Oh, it's not that big of a deal. I showed him about climaxing hard enough to squirt." Mom said with a little shrug. "I might have taught him a trick or two on how to make a woman do that."
"Whoa! Seriously Anna? You had him make you squirt?"
"It was after Principal Johnson had him finger her until she did. He wanted to understand, so I taught him."
"Principal Johnson? Seriously? I thought those rumors were all made up. I mean, you really had sex with her?" All I could do was stand there and blush as Betsy stared at me in shock. "Oh shit! I had no idea. It was true. You fucked the principal after you let me off the hook?"
"It wasn't that big of a deal. She wanted me to lick her and put my fingers in her and then after, we kinda had sex."
"Yeah. Kinda. I bet." Betsy said with a huge grin on her face. "I always knew there was more to that than just a rumor."
"So? No big deal."
"He made her squirt when she came so he wanted to know what it was, so I showed him." Mom said with a with a naughty little smile, knowing that now that the cat was out of the bag with Betsy, it was a perfect time to tease me little.
"So that's where you learned it. Damn. The girls that you did that too at Mandy's said that you could make them come like that when their boyfriends couldn't. Now I know why."



"Okay. enough is enough. Are we going swimming or not?"
"Oh yeah. without a doubt!" Betsy said as she quickly pulled her suit on. It was a one piece that had no back, and the front had a deep V down the front between her big tits. She pulled the bottom portion up and settled it over her pussy and then slipped her arms into the two straps and covered her boobs, never taking her eyes off the bulge in my swim suit.
---o---
With her finally dressed, we made our way to the pool and the three of us slid into the nice warm water. We weren't going to be able to stay in the pool too long, mostly because it was closing at nine and it was eight thirty by the time we got in. There were half a dozen other women in the pool, all that seemed to know each other and must have been traveling together. Three were in the water and the other three, all about my mom's age, were sitting around a table, sharing a bottle of wine.
We hadn't been in the water five minutes when Betsy tried, unsuccessfully, to pull my suit down under water, which started a little under water wrestling with the two of us trying to pull at each other's suits. I didn't have any trouble pulling her top down off her shoulders and exposing one of her sexy boobs, while she was trying desperately to untie the little drawstring around my waist. I successfully pulled away before she got the string untied, and swam to the other side of the pool with her in hot pursuit, one boob still hanging out of her suit.
"Got ya!" She shouted as she grabbed at my suit again, trying to pull it down in the shallow, waist deep water. Fortunately, I'd tied the string in a double bow, having had this tried by Mandy's friends frequently. I managed to pull her suit top down her other arm, all the way to her waist, forcing her to abandon trying to pull my suit down as I pulled one shoulder strap all the way down her arm.
I pushed away expecting her to have to spend time pulling her top back up while I made my escape. Surprisingly, instead, she pulled both strap off her arms, leaving the suit hanging around her waist, her chest completely exposed. "Grab him Mrs R!" Betsy called to my mom. To my shock, mom did exactly that. She reached out and grabbed my arm to slow me down as I tried to half swim, half run in the water, past her. That unfortunately, when she did, I lost my balance and sunk completely under water, my mom's grip on my arm in the almost chest deep water, topping her over with me.
I felt Betsy grab me under the water from behind, one arm circling around my waist to hold me while the other hand tugged on the string in my suit, finally getting it untied. I felt her let go and I pushed off the bottom toward the surface, her hands moving to my waist, pulling my suit almost to my knees as I popped to the surface, gasping for breath. I was surprised to see my mom stand up in the nearly five foot deep water, the top of her two piece suit half off her big soft tits. I was still staring at her exposed boob in surprise, when Betsy, still under water, pulled on my suit again, tipping me back over. I reached out for the only thing I could reach, which was my mom, topping her over into the water again with me. I felt my suit pulled off my legs and struggled to the surface as Betsy popped up a few feet from me, holding my suit in the air in triumph. She turned and rushed away toward shallower water, as much as you can rush in chest deep water, to the ladder with my suit in her hand. I stood there, wiping water from my face, my surprisingly hard dick barely hidden by the clear water.
She looked back at me as she continued toward the ladder, laughing triumphantly. I lunged after her, swimming in the shallow water, catching up to her just as she started to climb the ladder. I grabbed for what I could, not seeing very well with my eyes full of chlorine water. I felt my fingers grab her suit, and pulled, knowing that once she made it to the deck with my suit I was going to be stuck. With her suit already pulled to her waist, it easily pulled down lower, pulling down over her full round butt, exposing both creamy cheeks. Not giving up on her quest to leave me in the pool naked, kept climbing, finally pulling away from my grip. I stood up to look at her, wiping water from my face, as she stood on the cement deck around the pool, waving my suit like a prize, her own suit pulled low enough to expose her pussy and tits.
"I got it now. Come and get it if you can!" She called tauntingly.
I looked around the pool and saw my mom, blushing, pulling her own suit top up, which apparently had been pulled down in my attempt to keep from being dunked under again.
"Come on Betsy! Give me my suit!" I implored, knowing damn well that she had no intention of doing so.
"What? Afraid of coming after little ole me?" She asked teasingly. "Come on! Come get it!"
"If I catch you, you won't be happy!" I called after hear as she backed away from the pool with my suit still held in the air.
"Ohhhhhh. Threats? Really? I think you're just scared."
I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to come chase her, in front of these other women or not. She wanted to play chase. I stood at the bottom of the ladder, the water already shallow enough to complete expose my rigid hardon, fortunately away from the ladies at the other end of the pool, and made my choice. I pushed off the bottom and bounded up the ladder as quickly as I could, Betsy already running toward the far end of the pool where the ladies were sitting. I ran after her, my rock-hard cock swinging wildly with each running step, mirroring the way her big tits were swinging and flopping as she ran. Around the pool the two of us ran, me trying to catch her, but barely gaining on her as I had to keep changing direction to follow her through the small maze made by the tables. The ladies sitting both in the pool and at one of the tables were getting one hell of an eyeful of me, but what option did I have? Betsy had my suit!
I had longer legs and her suit WAS around her thighs, so it was just a matter of time. I was just about to catch up to her when she darted out of the gate of the pool area and down the sidewalk. She stopped part way to our room, turning to face me, waving my suit, again calling for me to come get it. I rolled my eyes and ran after her. She couldn't get into the room, so she ran past, running almost all the way to the office before she stopped and turned to let me catch up, both of us panting as we stood only a foot or so from each other. She let me step close enough to her to reach my suit and then wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together, pressing her still bare tits to my chest and trapping my dick between us.
"Fuck me. Take me to the room and fuck me. Just this once." She panted. "I am so fucking horny for you, you just don't know. Hell, if you want, you can put me on the hood of the car and do it. I don't care, just let me do it with you. Let me feel you make me come on your dick and fill me with your seed."
"But Mandy." I said softly.
She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, her smile turning to a frown as she looked down,looking away from my face. "I know. I'm sorry. I saw you running naked and I wanted you so bad." She whispered. She let go of my neck, stepped back and handed me my suit.
She looked up at me again as I took the suit from her. I could see the hurt in her face. I looked at her pale blue eyes and I saw something I didn't expect. I saw a look I'd only seen in two other people, my mom and Mandy. It was a look of love. A deep desire to be held and loved. Not the look of lustful desire, but a look of another kind of desire. No matter how wrong it was, the last time I was looked at like that I learned that I was in love with the woman behind those eyes. I felt her look touch me, deep inside and realized what I had been denying for months, since I held her those days after her mother passed, when I lay naked with her and just let her snuggle against me, comforting her. I let myself realize that I had fallen in love with two women at the same time. I also knew that I was unable to refuse that look, just like I had been unable to refuse it every time Mandy looked at me like that. Unable to refuse her permission to let her mother have sex with me, unable to refuse her request to have sex with her friends, unable to refuse any request Mandy made of me.
I took Betsy by the hand as she was pulling her suit back up, and drew her toward the pool again. I didn't put my suit on, leaving it off as I pulled her toward the pool and then, instead of going into the pool, I pulled her around the side and then behind the back of the small motel. Behind the motel the mountain side picked up again as a steep grassy slope. I pulled her to the grass and dropped my suit. I reached for hers and pushed it back down, letting her step out of it so she was as naked as I was. She looked at me as I eased her to lay on the grass and then knelt between her legs as she spread them.
Laying on the steep slope was an unusual angle, almost as if we were half standing, but that didn't mean I couldn't do what she most wanted. I lowered my hips toward hers, letting her use one hand to guide my engorged mushroom head toward her waiting pussy. She rubbed my head up and down between her wet lips and then felt me push toward her, slowly forcing my cock into her depths. "Oh god yes David." She moaned softly as I slid my cock in and out slowly. "Make me come. Please make me come."
I kept my pace steady, letting her find a rhythm to rock her hips in time with my strokes. I could feel her clit press to my shaft with each thrust into her, and my head tease her velvety soft insides each time I pulled back. In and out I stroked, her moans growing, clearly not caring who heard or knew what we were doing. I lowered my head toward her chest, letting her helpfully lift both her big tits higher on her chest to allow me to select and suck the nipple of my choice, drawing an even louder moan from her. In and out I plunged, pushing faster, her rocking hips starting to lose rhythm with my strokes, her orgasm starting to push itself over her. I could feel her pussy starting to clench and spasm as her breathing became more ragged. In and out I thrust, my own climax building quickly.
I felt her come first, her pussy squeezing me tightly and her juices squirting wetly around my cock to spray onto my groin. Her cry that she was coming echoed off the back of the building as her whole body began to shudder and tremble. My body responded to the sudden change in stimulus and spasmed hard, jamming me deep inside her. I felt a surge of cum lance from my head deep in her pussy, squeezing itself between her vaginal walls and my fat hard shaft. Again and again I came inside her, filling her pussy with my cream while she shifted her hands and pulled me down hard on top of her, almost as if she were afraid I might somehow disappear.
"Oh god David. I love you." She whispered as we lay on the grass, slowly recovering. "I'm sorry, but I do."
I didn't answer. I didn't want her to know that I felt the same way, and was ashamed of it because I was also in love with Mandy. I wanted to marry Mandy. I wanted her and I to have that life we talked about, her as a lawyer, and me as a computer engineer. We were going to raise a family, three kids, a house and love. Always love. How was I to ever let Betsy know that I loved her too? How was I going to keep that from Mandy? No. I couldn't love her. I couldn't allow her to take part of my heart from Mandy. I knew I couldn't stop it, but I also knew I had to. The first step was to not admit it.
She looked at my face and whispered the smallest of comments, but it said it all. It said she knew exactly what I was thinking. "I understand." Was all she said before she released me. She waited for me to climb off her and then she put her suit back on, my cum still oozing from her pussy. She leaned down as I sat naked on the slope and kissed me. "But I won't forget." Then she walked back to the pool.
---o---
The pool was closed and all three of us were laying naked on the single queen-sized bed. Betsy was making a concerted effort not to touch me, or even talk to me. I was sure I had hurt her feelings, but I didn't know what to do about it. It was almost ten, so I decided to go shower before bed, and headed to the bathroom.
I wasn't overly surprised when the door to the little bathroom opened and closed, or when the shower curtain pushed back. What was a surprise was who was on the other side. I stared at my mom as she stepped into the shower with me.
"I wanted to talk to you, and I didn't want Betsy to hear." She said, talking softly enough I could hear her, but the water would drown out being overheard. "I told her I was going to take a shower with you."
"Oh, Okay."
She reached out and took the soap from me and began to rub the bar around my chest. "She's in love with you."
"I know."
"Do you love her?" She asked as her hand moved lower, rubbing the soap across my pubic hair.
"I think so." I answered after a few moments of trying to figure out how to answer.
She pulled her hands away and rubbed them on the soap, lathering them up before handing me the soap. She reached down and began to stroke and rub my hardening cock with her soapy hands. "You need to do me too, or this doesn't work."
"Oh. Um. Okay." I said, reaching out and starting to rub the soap around on her tits, her body wet by the spray bouncing off my shoulders. I rubbed around both big soft breasts, and then across her hardening nipples, teasing them as she pushed her chest out at me slightly in response.
"And you love Mandy."
"I do. Very much." I answered softly. She let go of my dick with one hand and pushed one of my hands from her breast downward, easing it toward her crotch.
"I know you two have plans for after school is done." She whispered as my fingers slipped between her thighs and stroked her pussy. I felt her wet lips and let my middle finger slip between them like I had done that day in the bathtub. Her hand moved back to my dick, slowly stroking it with the soapy slickness, her hand sliding all the way over my engorged head as I pushed one finger slowly up into her wet depths.
"We're planning on getting married." I answered her.
"I know." She whispered breathlessly, starting to pull me by my dick towards her. "I also know that you've had sex with Betsy." She whispered as she pulled me closer toward. We stood there, stroking each other, her hand on my dick and one of mine teasing her right breast and the other between her legs. She moved one of her hands to the one I had between her legs and pulled it away, pulling my dick with the other until my head was brushing up against her mound, and then slightly down between her thighs. She moved her hand from my dick to my butt and pulled me closer, letting my dick slip between her thighs as our bodies came together.
She used both hands on my back and butt to pull us together, pressing her soapy tits to my chest and my dick between her thighs. I could feel the hotness of her wet pussy lips on my hard shaft as she lowered her face to mine. I felt her lips brush mine and then press more firmly to them. We stood kissing, much like Mandy and I had done so many times in the last few months, a long wet, sensual kiss that excited my body and made me want more.
She broke the kiss after what felt like half an hour. She lifted one foot and rested it on the edge of the bathtub, slightly spreading her legs. I felt her fingers find my engorged head as she pressed one hand between her legs from behind her, pressing it up against her wet lips. She rubbed my head back and forth across her wet, soapy lips by rocking her hips as she arched her back, pressing my head up between them. I felt my head find the entrance to her vagina moments before she squatted down ever so slightly to change the angle. I felt my head push up into her as I leaned toward her, forcing me into her.
No longer needed to guide me to her depths, I felt her hand on my butt again, pulling me toward her, forcing my dick to slowly sink deeper into her. "Do you enjoy sex with her?" She breathed quietly.
"With Betsy?"
"Uh huh." Mom answered, rocking her hips a little to rub herself on and off my cock. "I heard you out there. We all did. At least two of them, the women out there, moved far enough to watch. They were playing with themselves while they watched you having sex with her."
"Oh?" I asked. My hips pushing toward her in time with the rocking of her hips to slide me in and out of her.
"It made me soooo damn horny watching them. Thinking about your cock. I've wondered what it would feel like, sliding in and out of me. Your dad, he doesn't really spend much time taking care of my needs any more...it's not your problem... but I just wanted to know... to see what it felt like. You make them so happy, they look so fulfilled and content." She whispered moments before she stiffened.
I felt her body tremble and her pussy clench around my cock and I knew she was climaxing on me. I closed my eyes and squeezed her butt cheeks, driving my hips a little harder, pushing up into her with each stroke. She gasped and shuddered as her climax grew stronger with my stroking head teasing her depths.
"Ohmygod." She moaned loudly. "Oooooooh mygodyes"
I felt her vaginal walls grip and draw on me, trying to pull me deeper into her as I stroked in and out, my own climax only moments away. "Gonna come." I grunted as my body felt the tingle and urgency race from my groin through my body.
"No honey...No!" She panted, pushing my hips back. My cock slid from her as she forced me back, my dick now pointing up toward her as the first surge of cum lanced out of the tip, shooting so powerfully that it splattering on her chin and chest. Again and again my body jerked and pumped cum out, landing on her chest, and then her stomach and then finally just oozing out to drip to the tub floor. Mom reached out for my shoulders and pulled us together, pressing her cum covered body against me. She pressed her lips to mine in a long wet kiss which went on for what felt like half an hour.
She broke the kiss slowly, pecking my lips softly several times while she pulled her face from mine. "I'm sorry honey. I really wanted to do it, do it all with you, but I couldn't. I just couldn't go that far."
"It's okay mom. I wasn't expecting any of this."
"I'm sure you don't exactly love having sex with some old lady anyway."
"Your every bit as sexy as Mandy's mom."
She raised her eyebrows. "Are you saying?"
"That I had sex with her mom? Yeah. I did. She needed to punish Mandy and her dad for what they did, and watching me have sex with her, making her come, well, that was their punishment."
"Tough punishment."
"Yeah. For them."
"Just what did they do?"
"Mandy arranged for one of her friends to have sex with her dad to keep him busy while she slept with me."
"Ohhhhhh. I see. You fuck around on me you have to watch me fuck around on you. I've heard of that school of thought. Instead of divorce, you just even things up and then start over."
"Does it work?"
"It must." She said with a shrug. She gently pushed me back and stepped us both under the water. "We better finish this. The water's starting to get cold."
"Yeah." I agreed. We rinsed and then got out, drying with the towels in the bathroom. Mom came out of the bathroom behind me and we climbed into bed with Betsy, who was already laying, either asleep or pretending to be. I was in the middle, so I laid on my side and snuggled up to the back of Betsy, slipping an arm around her and pulling us together. She moaned softly but didn't stir beyond that. I doubted she was actually asleep, but was intentionally ignoring me. I sighed and let my eyes close to sleep.



---o---
"Oh damn yes." I heard mom moan softly. "Come for me sweetie, Come for mama."
I was lying in bed between her and Betsy, feeling Betsy still on the left side of me, but the warm soft body of my mom pressed against my right side was rocking gently. It didn't take much imagination to know what she was doing. I rolled over toward her, wrapping an arm around her and pulling my body to hers. She froze still, clearly afraid she had woken me, though not intending to. I kissed the back of her neck and slid my hand from her waist up to one of her big soft tits, gently cupping it and feeling her rock-hard nipple against my palm.
I didn't know how long she had been playing with herself, but my brain had apparently heard it in the darkness of the room and my dick was hard as a pole as it pressed against the back of her thighs. I let my fingers gently stroke over and around her nipples while I softly kissed the back of her neck, leaving the invitation for her to do what she wanted, any way she wanted, open.
Her body started to move again, ever so slightly at first and then more obviously. She shifted her leg, propping her foot on the bed, and lifting her knee so her legs were spread as she lay on her side, facing away from me. My dick quickly slipped from against her butt cheek to between her thighs, now that there was a gap between them, and I could feel my hard shaft press against her fingers that were moving in and out of her pussy. Her hand froze, feeling my hardon against her fingers. I could almost feel the conflict inside her as she imagined her fingers inside her were my dick, while my dick was pressing tantalizingly close to being able to be inside her.
She drew her fingers from her pussy and I felt her gently stroke her juice slickened fingers across my head and then tease around it. The sensations made me push my hips, pressing me tighter to her soft butt cheeks and forcing more of my cock toward her hand. Her fingers left my dick and I thought maybe I'd done too much, but her leg stayed propped up and her fingers returned a few moments later, only this time, instead of feeling her fingers tease around my head, I felt them pull me up against her wet lips. Her hips moved slightly as my engorged head spread her flowery soft inner lips, her fingers trying to force my mushroom toward the entrance to her depths. I felt my head slip in place to nestle into the entrance to her vagina and then the pressure on my head build as she pushed back against me, trying to force my manhood into her.
"Mmmmmmmmm." She moaned softly as she got my head past the entrance and several inches slid into her hot soft pussy. I could feel the slick wetness of her juices as my body automatically began to push toward her, driving me deeper. In and out I began to move, ever so slowly, not wanting to wake Betsy. I cupped mom's breast and toyed with her nipple as her hips began to move in time with mine, pushing us together and apart, sliding my hard shaft in and out of her depths. She quietly moaned, and I could feel her motions somewhat halting at times as her body trembled and shuddered ever so slightly. In and out we worked my cock, her breathing growing more ragged with each passing minute. In and out my head slipped, my eyes closed, imagining how she looked in the shower, since I couldn't see her in the dark room.
I started to squeeze and pull her nipple almost instinctively as I tried to hold my strokes slow and even, trying my best to not rock the bed or bump into Betsy's butt, both more unsuccessfully as my excitement grew. In and out I slid, feeling mom clench around me, her body shaking softly, but continuously as her climax washed over her. She muffled a loud moan with the pillow as her body shook harder, her spasming pussy trying to push my own orgasm to its peak.
I remembered her words, that she didn't want to do what I was about to do. I stopped stroking, knowing that I couldn't hold back much longer. Half a dozen strokes and I was going to be pumping my cum deep into her. It was hard not to move, not to stroke into her as she came around me, and then I felt her hand on my hip. She pulled me, pulling me toward her again, pushing my cock into her. She pushed my hip back, forcing me back out of her part way and then pulled again. I got the message. Keep stroking. Keep going, even if that does happen. I rocked my hips, the half dozen strokes I expected having grown a few since I'd stopped so close. The half dozen became a dozen became a dozen and a half before my body could hold it in no longer.
With a deep groan I let go, my body jerking and jamming my cock as deeply into her as I could, a gush of cum pushing forcefully into her depths. I held her tightly as my body jerked and spasmed uncontrollably, emptying my cum deep in her pussy. Slowly my body started to relax, as did mom's. I could feel my cock starting to soften and was sure that soon I would slip from her. She shifted her foot, closing her thighs around me, holding me into her as long as she could.
I felt Betsy move, roll over to face me and then snuggle up against my back. I felt her soft breasts press to my back and her arm slip around me, pressing her palm to my chest. The three of us were molded together into a David sandwich, my mom pressed to my front and Betsy pressed against my back. I felt her hot lips press to the base of my neck and then to my earlobe as her head shifted behind me.
"That was sweet. She's needed that for a long time. But when we wake up in the morning, it's my turn, okay?"
"Uh huh." I answered breathlessly, letting out a long breath I hadn't realized I was holding, afraid that what I was doing with mom had made her upset. Little did I realize she wanted me to do what I did and her pretending to sleep wasn't because she was upset, but to give us the privacy she thought my mom needed to do this. I held mom tightly to me and drifted back off to sleep after some time.
---o---
I never would have thought something like that could happen, but when morning came, so did Betsy, and mom, Betsy riding my cock while I lay on the bed on my back, mom while I licked her pussy while Betsy was riding me. The three of us shared what we all knew was the last climax we were going to get. In a few hours I'd be checking into the dorm and they would be headed home. That few hours passed way to quickly, Betsy and I occasionally talking about how we felt about each other, while mom drove on in silence. Becky knew how I felt about Mandy and she also knew we were planning a future together. She didn't want to get in the way of that. She was just grateful she had a chance to share with me a little while, and to make sure I knew exactly how she felt, if it ever became important. It was probably the most difficult conversation I'd ever had. How could I have fallen in love with two women at the same time? I went through most of high school without even a girlfriend, and now, I wanted them both, but could only ever have one. How does a man choose between two loves? But I had made my choice. Mom said it best, I was too good of a person to do to Mandy what would happen if I told her I was also in love with Betsy. She may have known it, she may have sensed it, but as long as I'd never said it, I was still hers.
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Eric Whitman was my new roommate. He had already moved in so he helped me haul my stuff up to the fifth floor dorm room. It was a coed dorm, sort of. Each floor was a single sex, and being an engineering college, there were a lot more guys that girls. It was pretty obvious that he thought Betsy was pretty hot looking, barely able to take his eyes off her, not that she was wearing anything particularly provocative, like a tank top without a bra, or anything like that. He was quick to ask if she was my sister or girlfriend or something, to which I had to answer that she was just a friend. He was disappointed when she threw cold water on his advance, though not literally. That came in the form of our goodbye. I gave mom a hug and a kiss on the cheek, while Betsy gave me a full body hug with a long, long, long, wet kiss that left my dick hard in my pants. Yeah, Eric was disappointed, but such is life.
I wanted to talk to Mandy, but had no way to get ahold of her until she was moved into her dorm. She was to call my mom, after they got home in two days, and get my phone number and then call me and give me hers. Those two days, while busy with getting registered for classes and such, was interminably long. I finally heard from her the third night, and spent almost her entire long distance discount card worth of minutes, talking about our trips and what we thought of our campuses. I intentionally didn't tell her about Betsy. It left me feeling a little guilty, but with the distance between us, I really didn't want to give her anything to worry about, and I honestly didn't think there was. What I felt for Betsy was done. Period!
---o---
The first two weeks of class were generally straightforward, except for Calculus. Calculus looked to be the bane of my existence. I'd never had trouble with a class before, but this one, this class that was ever so important to everything else I was going to do here, was kicking my butt. I complained to Mandy on our weekly Saturday night call, and she encouraged me to find someone to study with. That problem was solved for me when Professor Saloman handed back the first exam.
"Mister Roberts." Professor Saloman, my calculus instructor, said as he stood by my seat and set my first exam on it. I looked down and saw the big red D on the top and felt my heart sink. "This course is the basis for almost everything else you do here. Math is the core of engineering. If you don't improve in this course, your time here will be very short lived."
"Yes sir." I responded dejectedly as the girl in the glasses sitting next to me looked over at my paper, trying to look like she wasn't looking.
Professor Saloman continued down the row, making comments to some students, saying nothing to others. He came to the seat with the girl next to me and set her paper on the desk. The A+ was pretty obvious, which made me feel even worse. "Miss Engle. You seem to have this material well in hand. Might I suggest that you take on Mister Roberts as a study partner and see if you can impart at least a portion of your knowledge of the material to him?"
"Study partner?" She asked in surprise.
"Yes Miss Engle. I understand that you come from a rather independent background and that you are considered to be unique in your abilities, however, engineering requires working in teams and groups, you might as well start learning how to do that now. Mister Roberts seems to be someone who could benefit from your abilities in math. Take him under your wing and let's see if you have the ability to help grow another person's understanding of the material. After all, as Albert Einstein said, if you can't explain it, then you don't understand it well enough yet."
"Yes sir." She answered, clearly not happy about being saddled with what she must consider to be a looser.
After class she stood up by my desk as I packed up my notebook. "Alright. Get this clear. I'm not a plaything. I'm not interested in playing footsie or anything else. We study once a day together. Either in your dorm common area or the library. Got it?"
"Um. Yeah."
"Good! Meet me tonight at seven in the second floor library study rooms." She said before turning and walking away. I stared at her as she walked away, wondering if this was actually going to help, or if it was going to be an exercise in having my nose rubbed in my failure. I wasn't used to failing, but at the moment, I didn't see much way around it.
After dinner at the dining hall, I got my calc book and notebook and headed to the campus library. It didn't take me long to find her in a small glass walled study room with a small table and four chairs. She was sitting with the table almost covered with papers and books.
"Knock knock." I said as I stepped into the room and closed the door behind me. "Miss Engel?"
She looked up at me with a scowl. "Patricia. I HATE being called that." She snapped at me. "Sit down and let's see just how stupid you are at math!"
I walked to the table and stood there, looking at her. I dropped my notebook and book on the table with a loud thud. "Look. I didn't ask you to do this, our teacher did. If you don't want to, just say so and I'll find someone else to help me. I can't afford to flunk this class, but I'm not going to sit here and be belittled just because I'm having a little trouble with math!"
She looked up at me almost as if she were looking at an animal in a zoo rather than another person, and a relatively unattractive animal at that. "You're a boy. You aren't capable of thinking past your dick. It's a known fact. At your age the hormone levels drive you toward sex in every situation dealing with the opposite sex. You just can't help it, it's biology, and I'm too busy to have to fend off advances from boys that think they are god's gift to the female gender. Get my drift?"
"Well, you don't have to worry about that. I have a girlfriend already. Unfortunately, she's going to Berkley while I'm here, so I'm not interested in playing footsie with you, or anything else for that matter. All I wanna do is figure out how to pass this class. If you can help me, great. If not, then tell me and I'll go find someone else!" I said feeling my face redden with anger at her condescending attitude.
She sat looking at me for several seconds and then nodded as she started to push a bunch of papers to the side, clearing a space in front of the chair next to her. "Good. We understand each other. Sit down here and let me see your test and we'll figure out what you don't know." She said in a much more civil tone.
I dug out my exam for her and she sat and looked at my paper, humming and hawing, occasionally nodding her head and then shaking it as well. By the time she got to the end of the test, there was no doubt I was confused if I was doing well or poorly. "If you're going to approach math like this, there's no hope." She said as she dropped the test on the table. "You have no idea what you're doing. You miss steps, you make wandering calculations that don't seem to have anything to do with the problem. It's almost as if your mind isn't focused on what you're doing. I can't help you if you can't focus. You have to be able to concentrate on one problem at a time, follow the steps all the way through without skipping or going off on a tangent."
"I don't get it. I've never been bad in math, or anything, actually."
"Well, you are now. Look here." She said picking up my test. "See this problem? Look at this part, see where you start doing the limit? The process is right, but the numbers are all wrong because you used part of the previous problem. It's just a lack of concentration. I can't fix that."
I shook my head and looked at her. "I don't understand. I've never had this kind of trouble."
"Look. Professor Saloman asked me to help you. I don't know how to do that, especially if you're going to take that attitude. Start out believing you suck at math and maybe we can find a way to get you to think the right way. If it was just a mechanical problem, a problem with how you approach the problem, I can fix that. But you don't have a problem like that, well mostly not. You're just not focusing on the work. Look at problem six. See, to here you're fine. Everything is right and then you go off on this tangent here. All you needed to do was to reduce this equation a little more and you'd have had it, instead you added all this drivel that had nothing to do with the problem."
"But it was in the word problem."
"Sure it was. Just because it's in the problem description doesn't mean you have to use it. Sometimes there's more information than you need. Look. Think of it like this. You have headache and there are a hundred bottles in the medicine cabinet. How do you choose what medicine you take?"
"Well, I take aspirin for a headache. I look for the aspirin."
"How do you know you take aspirin for a headache?"
"Because I've done it before."
"Of course. Calculus is the exact same thing. You follow what you did before, and it all works out. You ignore the stuff that doesn't matter, the other bottles in the cabinet, and just use the stuff that does matter, the aspirin. See? Simple!"
"But how do I know what matters?"
"I just explained that." She said with irritation.
"No, you didn't. You said to ignore what doesn't matter, how do I know what matters?"
"Because you do what you did before."
I shook my head, feeling more confused. "I'm not getting it."
"God do men only think about sex? Alright, you want to make your girlfriend climax, what do you do?"
"What?"
"You heard me. If you wanna make your girlfriend climax, what do you do? What are the steps?"
I looked at her for a moment like she had three heads. "That's kinda personal, isn't it?"
I saw her roll her eyes and then stand up next to the table. "Fine. I'm standing here. If you wanted to make me climax, what would do you do?" My look of shock didn't waver as I sat and stared at her. "What? You don't know how to make a girl climax? Are you that bad at sex?"
"I never said I was bad at sex or that I couldn't make you or my girlfriend climax. I just don't understand where this is going." I said defensively.
"I'm trying to teach you something. Since all you seem to be able to think about is your girlfriend, I'm trying to use something you might understand. Now, stand up."
"Okay,"
"Now, if you want to make me climax, what do you do? What steps do you take?"
"Well. Um. I supposed... I guess I start by kissing you. Then I'd tease your breasts and nipples and then I'd tease your pussy with my fingers and, depending on how you wanted me to make you climax, stroke my fingers or my dick into you until you come."
"Okay. So those are your base steps. Kind of a problem overview. Kissing is step one. Okay, kiss me."
"Seriously?"
"You want me to teach you or not. If not, I have plenty of my own work to do."
"Yeah. Okay." I answered. I stepped to her and took her in my arms and moved my face to hers.
"Okay stop." I stopped moving and held my face inches from hers. "Where are your arms?"
"Around you?"
"But you said the first step was to kiss me. That isn't kissing. Did you miss a step?"
"Well. Um. I supposed I did. I have to hold you first. Then I kiss you."
"Okay. So step one is holding me, not kissing me. Alright, now, step one is done, do step two, kiss me."
I hesitated and she pushed her face to mine to start the kiss. If there was one thing all that sex with Mandy and her friends taught me, was there was no substitute for a good kiss to start off sex, and they taught me how to kiss pretty damn well. I pulled my face back from her to break what she had started and then gently moved my face back to hers, gently brushing her lips with mine before pressing them slightly harder. She opened her mouth and I felt her arms wrap around me as I teased her lips and tongue with mine. I was actually surprised to hear her groan softly into my mouth. I gently pulled away from her face, leaving her flushed and breathing heavily.
"Then what? What's the next step?" She panted lightly, her face flushed after the long embrace.
"I'd usually tease her breasts and nipples." I whispered, still holding her.
"Okay, show me." I moved my right hand from her back around to her front and stroked her left breast gently, teasing my fingers across her bra covered nipple. "Is that how you do it? Just like that?"
"Not usually. I'd usually take off her shirt and bra first."
"So, If you don't take my shirt off, it doesn't work the same, does it? If you do take my shirt off, then you've skipped steps again, right?"
"I'd think it'd feel a lot better without your bra and shirt on."
"So if you knew you needed to do that, why didn't you? Why skip the step and go right to rubbing my nipples if you knew it wasn't the right way to do it?"
"We're here. It isn't exactly private." I answered, still stroking her nipple through her shirt.
"But skipping the step, private or not, doesn't solve the problem, does it? The problem solution you're working to is giving me an orgasm. So, it doesn't help to short circuit the process. That's what I'm trying to show you. You have to outline all the steps, every one, and then you have to do all those steps, or it doesn't work. So, this isn't a private place. That wasn't in the problem description, but you know it needs to be done. what could you do? Can you add or change one step to make the process you outlined still work?"
"I could turn your back to the window first."
"Okay. Do that." She whispered. I turned her back to the window and released her. I moved both hands to the front of her button-down shirt and started undoing the little white buttons. "So, what step did you forget now?"
"I didn't say I was going to unbutton your shirt."
"Is that an important step?"
"Well, I guess I need to before I can take your shirt off."
"So, it IS important, isn't it?" She whispered.
"It is I guess." I answered as I kept undoing the buttons slowing down as I got lower and lower, her cream colored blouse spreading and exposing her creamy stomach and chest and the white lace bra she had on. I unbuttoned as far as I could go and then reached for the little fabric tie around her waist holding her pants up.
"What are you doing now?"
"Um. Untying your belt?"
"Why?"
"Because your shirt is still tucked in, and I can't take it off until I do."
"So, you skipped another step? You're not too good at outlining the steps you need are you?"
"I guess not."
"So, now, think back to the beginning. What are the steps so far? All of them, not just the big ones."
"Um. Take you in my arms and hold you. Move my face to yours, kiss you, unbutton your shirt and open your pants."
"Very good. Okay. Keep going. Let's see what else you forgot." I undid the front of her pants and let them fall down her legs to pool around her ankles, her shirt hanging down now over her butt and crotch. I went back to undoing the buttons and then after the last was undone, I gently coaxed the shirt off her shoulders and down her arms. I pulled it off her arms and set it on the table. I reached around her and moved my fingers to the clasp of her bra. "What are you doing?"
"Taking your bra off."
"Oh? So just take it off." I started to unclasp the fasteners again. "Stop. What are you doing?"
"Um. Undoing the clips."
"Ahhhh. Missed another step?"
"I guess so."
"Alright. Unclasp and then remove?"
"Uh huh."
"Does the order matter?"
"Of course."
"Do you suppose the order matters in math too?"
"I know it does."
"So not only having all the steps, but the order of the steps is important. Okay, keep going." I shrugged and unclipped her bra and then eased it off her shoulders and down her arms, leaving her standing in nothing but her pants bunched around her shoes and ankles and a pair of tiny white panties. I took her in my arms again and gently stroked my fingers of my right hand across her nipples. I stoked back and forth a few times and then bent over to lick and suck her now rock hard nipples poking to me from the front of her sexy little C cup breast. "What are you doing now?"
"I was going to suck on your nipples."
"Was that in the list? The one you gave me at first?"
"Um. No."
"Does it matter?"
"It helps. I guess I could do it without that, but it's easier to get you turned on if I do."
"Ah, so now we have optional steps. How do you know if a step is optional?"
"I guess if it's something that makes the task easier, but if you leave it out you can still get the end result."
"So, the end result is to make me climax. You can do it without sucking my nipples, but if you do, it's easier, is that what you're saying?"
"Yeah."
"So, if you're trying to solve a problem, is writing out the whole formula necessary or optional?"
"Um. Optional, but I guess it'd be easier if I did."
"Like sucking my nipples?"
"Uh huh."
"Okay. Go ahead. Let's see if it helps."
I leaned my head down and closed my lips around her nipple, gently sucking it and using my tongue to tease across and around it. I felt it harden further under the attention it was receiving as well as her large pink areola puckering and roughening as her body responded. I licked and sucked as I stroked her stomach, slowly moving my fingers down to her white panties. She let out a soft moan as I stroked across her panty, sliding my fingers between her legs as far as I could with her pants holding her feet together. I knew what I needed to do, and was prepared for her to stop me once again as I started to push her panties down.
"Is that another step you missed?" she moaned softly, not stopping me.
"It is." I whispered, pulling my mouth from her tit. "So is this." I added as I turned her and pushed her back to sit on the edge of the table. With her bare butt cheeks on the edge, I let go of her and knelt down, pulling her panties down to her ankles. I lifted her feet from the floor, not bothering to take her pants all the way off, but instead letting her feet rest on my leg so I could spread her knees. I leaned my face between her legs and slowly kissed her thighs, teasing closer and closer to her clearly wet lips before slowly kissing her soft, flowery, protruding, inner lips, tasting her excitement. I licked slowly up her lips, spreading them with my tongue.
"Ohhhhhh fuck." She moaned softly, apparently not caring about the number of students that were gathering outside the room, staring at her mostly naked body through the large windowed wall. She leaned back on her hands, tilting her body back as I licked up her slit and found her clit. "Oh my god yes." She moaned loudly this time, clearly getting more excited. I slipped one finger ever so slowly into her, feeling her vaginal walls snugly press around it, forcing it slowly deeper into her until I could curl it up into her. Her body suddenly tensed and shuddered as the tip of my finger found that special spot. "OH FUCK!" she gasped, her eyes flying open to look at me. She shifted her weight and pulled my head toward her pussy with one hand as I started to stroke my finger in and out of her like a little dick.
I worked the tip of my finger across that small spot on the top of her vaginal wall, drawing gasps and grunts from her as she tried to rock her hips and push them toward my face. I licked and flicked her clit at the same time, her whole body stiffening as she tried to lift off the table, her feet pressing to my leg and her hand to the table surface. "OH FUCK!" she screamed as her body jerked and I was rewarded with a gush of her juices pumping out at me. I continued to stroke her depths with my finger and lick her clit, drawing two more massive spasms from her before she lay back on the table, her whole body shuddering and trembling for long seconds.



Only as she began to recover from her climax did she realize we had an audience. Blushing brightly, she pushed me back from where I was still gently licking and kissing her pussy lips, and stood up. She pulled her panties and pants up and then hurriedly pulled her shirt back on, ending the show. Only after she was holding her shirt closed over her bare chest did she look at me and realize the whole front of my shirt and pants were soaked.
"Did I do that?" She asked in a quavering voice that hadn't quite recovered from her still occasionally shuddering body.
"Yeah, you did."
"I'm sorry. That. That's never happened before." She panted. "I didn't mean to. I mean. I wasn't intending for it to go this far."
"No problem. I think I got the idea." I answered her.
"Yeah. Um. I think maybe we should take this someplace else though." She said looking down at my dick bulging my wet pants out. "I think maybe change your clothes and, well, I'm in three twelve dorm C. Come see me and we'll go over your test and see if we have the step skipping solved."
"Three twelve? Cool. I'm in the same dorm, five oh two."
"Well, in that case, help me clean this mess up and we can walk over together."
"Sure." I answered. I picked up her bra. "You want this back on?" I asked as she buttoned her shirt.
"Um. Not right now." She said, shaking her head. We picked up all her stuff and we walked back to the dorm room. We didn't walk hand in hand, we didn't walk with my arm around her, we just walked side by side. I left her off on her floor from the elevator and headed up to my dorm room.
"Jesus man. You smell like a brothel!" Eric said several seconds after I walked into our dorm room. "What've you been doing? Fucking a whole sorority?"
"Nah. Just had an accident with my math tutor." I said as I stripped off my shirt and started pulling off my shoes.
Eric rolled half off his bed to sit on the edge and look at me. "A little accident? You're all wet!"
"Yeah."
He got off his bed and stepped to mine. He picked up my shirt and sniffed it at a distance and then closer. "Shit David! This smells like..."
"It is." I answered as I pushed off my pants. I stripped off my also wet underwear and tossed them on the pile of dirty clothes in the corner and then stepped to my dresser and pulled out a fresh pair. Instead of pants, I pulled out a pair of athletic shorts and pulled them on before transferring my room key and wallet to my shorts.
"How the fuck did you get covered with pussy juice?"
"My tutor was trying to make a point about following required sequences in math."
"That must have been some point. Who the hell is your tutor?"
"Patricia Engle." I said as I dug out a new t-shirt and pulled it on."
"Five and a half feet, blond hair, slender, medium sized boobs and oversized purple glasses?"
"That sounds like her, why?"
"Hell, you must have your head in the sand. That's Patty Engle. She's some kind of prodigy in Biology and physics. She's your tutor?"
"If that's her. Yeah."
"Okay, you gotta tell me. How did you get her pussy juice all over you? You had to have her pants down!"
"Well, yeah. She didn't have much on."
"Where? Her dorm room or something?"
"Actually, it was in the library. One of the study rooms."
"You had sex with her in a study room? You dog! Hell, half the guys on campus would kill for a chance like that!"
"It wasn't like that. I just gave her an orgasm."
"Must have been one hell of an orgasm! How many times did you fuck her?"
"Actually, I didn't. I just made her climax." I said.
"Shit. You can make a woman climax like that? How?"
"Just gotta know how to do it."
"Shit. You are a study in the unexpected." He said as I headed for the door. "Where are you going?"
"Down to Patty's room. We're going to go over my test."
"Her dorm room? On the women's floor? At this hour? You can't do that!"
"It's not that late. Besides, we'll be done in half an hour. I'll be back before the floor closes to guys."
"You better. It'd suck to get thrown out in your first semester."
I frowned and headed to the elevator.
I knocked on her dorm room door only a few minutes later. The door opened and I found her standing on the other side in an oversized sweat shirt. She reached out for me pulled me into the room before sticking her head out and looking both ways down the hallway. She closed the door and locked it before turning to face me. "I don't want people to know I have a man in here. I'm having hard enough of a time fending off the guys that think they're god's gift to women."
"That doesn't include me?"
"To be quite honest, you might actually qualify for that title if you can make that happen every time. That the only way you can do it? Make a woman come like that?"
"Um. No. I can usually do it the other way too."
"You mean fucking her?"
"Yeah."
"Show me!" She said, pulling the sweatshirt up and off. She tossed it aside, leaving her completely nude.
"Shit." I said quickly, staring at her now naked body.
She stepped to the bottom bed of a metal frame bunk bed and sat down on the edge, leaning back and lifting and spreading her legs to completely expose her pussy. "Fuck me. Show me how you do that."
"Patty?"
"Yeah?"
"Patty. I have a girlfriend. I can't just go around having sex with other girls. It wouldn't be right."
"I'm not asking you to just have sex to have sex. I want to know how you do it. I want to see it. I want you to show me how you do it with your dick."
"Patty." I protested quietly, not wanting to be loud enough to alert people in the hall or adjacent rooms that I was here.
"David. My area of study is bioscience. How cells interact with external stimuli, such as viruses. I know how the human body works in ways that would make you seem like a preschooler, but you can do something I don't know how to do. I want to know how. I want you to teach me. I want you to show me how you do it. You show me and I'll tutor you all semester in calc no questions asked."
I needed a tutor, and she clearly knew her stuff. I wasn't going to really have sex with her, just demonstrate how I make a woman squirt. Well, I sorta was going to have sex with her, but I'm sure Mandy wouldn't be overly upset if she knew why I was doing it. "Okay." I finally agreed after some hesitation.
"Good. Get undressed." She said with a grin.
I shook my head and undressed, her watching every move I made. I was sure she was more than a little familiar with the human body, including male genetalia, but she was almost mesmerized watching me pull off my t-shirt. Her lips parted slightly, and I watched her lick her lips in anticipation as I pulled my shorts off and then finally pulled off my briefs, freeing my hardon. "Damn. Are you always that big?" She whispered, staring at my hardon as it bobbed with my heartbeat.
"Just when I'm turned on." I answered her.
She held out one hand, her other arm holding her up at an angle. I took her hand and let her pull me to her. "Make it happen again. Make me come like that. Put it in and make me climax that way again."
I chuckled. "Patty. It doesn't work that way. It isn't a faucet I just turn on. I have to get the woman turned on in all the right ways. Even then, there's no guarantee. Not all women can do it."
"But I can. You already did it once."
"Alright. Lay down. On the bed, not half on and off."
She shifted on the bed and I stepped over to it. I lowered myself onto the end of the mattress and leaned down. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and let it out slowly, letting my mind slide from apprehensive to thinking about pleasuring her. I opened my eyes and saw her watching me, waiting. I leaned down and kissed the inside of her calf. It was a soft wet kiss that made her giggle softly. The next was slightly higher, her giggle was less. The third kiss she was silent and the fourth and fifth, on her thigh just above her knee, caused her to draw a soft deep breath. I continued to kiss, her legs spreading to give me more room as I worked slowly up her thigh. She moaned softly as my kisses came tantalizingly close to her pussy, but intentionally avoided it. I kissed her curl covered mound and then slowly worked up her body, kissing her firm stomach. She moved her hands to my head, pushing me down toward her pussy, wanting me to kiss and lick it again.
I acquiesced and kissed down to her pussy again. I slipped my tongue between her lips and slowly stroked up and down, teasing her with the tip of my tongue and searching out her clit. She moaned loudly as I found the sensitive nub and stroked it with the tip of my tongue. "Oh god yes," She moaned. "You're getting me so turned on. Making me want you so badly. Do you do this to all the women you know?"
"No. Just the ones I want to."
"God, who taught you this."
"Believe it or not, the principal of my high school."
She lifted her head and looked down at me. "Your high school principal? How did he teach you this?"
"Not a he. A she. It's a long story."
"After you make me come, you have to tell me it." She said, leaning her head back. "Go ahead. Keep going. Don't stop now."
I went back to kissing her body, slowly working my way up to her breasts. This time I kissed from one to the other, each time placing kisses around her nipples before sucking them into my mouth. I let my dick press to her pussy, my hard shaft trapped between my body and her wet lips so that as I rocked my hips slowly, I was grinding my cock against her clit.
She moaned loudly and rocked in time with my strokes, dragging her clit along my shaft from my balls to my engorged head. Her excitement grew with each stroke, her moans growing louder as her orgasm began to build. It was time, and it didn't take much to make it happen. I'd done it time and again with Mandy. I let her lift her hips and I slid down just a little further. I felt my head slide between her lips and nestle into the entrance to her depths. It only took a small push and my head slid into her extremely tight vagina. I pushed harder forcing my cock deeper into her while I closed my lips around her right nipple and sucked it into my mouth.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped as my cockhead hit the end of her tunnel. I started to stroke in and out of her, the base of my cock hitting her clit with each stroke. In and out I pushed, listening to her grow closer to orgasm. "Oh fuck. Ohhhhh god damn. I'm going to come again. I'm going to come. Ohhhhhh shit. If feels... It feels like I'm going to....OH MY!" she cried as her body stiffened. She shuddered and I could feel her wetness surge from her, dousing both of our crotches with her juices. "OHHHHHHHHHHH YEEEEEEESSSSSSS!" she gasped as her body shuddered and trembled.
I continued to stroke, my own climax growing, the feeling of her spasming pussy pushing me ever closer to tipping over the edge.
"Come for me. Let me feel it. Let me feel you come in me now. Ohhhhh please come for me." She panted.
"Uh." I grunted as my body spasmed and pumped a gush of cum into her. She pulled me down to her, pulling me tightly to her as she shuddered, my spurting cock pushing her orgasm even higher.
"Ohhhhhh shit that was intense." She panted several minutes later as my softening cock finally slipped from her. "I didn't realize an orgasm could be so intense." She said as she worked to catch her breath. "Damn I've never felt anything like that before. I need to know. How do you do it?"
"I just hit the right spots." I answered. She eased her grip on me and I rolled off her to lay on the bed next to her, still trying to catch my own breath.
"I should say you do." She said, rolling to lay on her side. She laid one leg over mine, her thigh nuzzling my balls while her breasts pressed to my arm. She lifted my arm and moved it around her shoulders, shifting her body closer so her tits pressed against my body. She nuzzled her face into my neck and gently kissed my neck. "Damn you know how to make a girl feel good."
The door to the room opened and a girl walked in, closing it behind her. She turned around and saw the two of us on the bed and froze in place "Patty!? YOU!? Do you know what time it is? It's nine thirty!"
"Shit!" Patty swore as she turned away from me. And climbed from the bed. "Shit. What are we going to do? We can't sneak him out of here!"
The newcomer laughed and shook her head. "Jesus Patty. You? Who'd have thought the good girl prodigy would get caught with a man in her room after hours?"
"Dena, it's not funny! I could get kicked out."
The young woman stepped to Patty, turned her and pushed her back to the bed, then turned and flicked off the overhead light. I could tell she was moving through the room and then a small desk light flicked on. "You, honey, are going to sleep right there and keep things quiet. He's gonna have to spend the night, so you better hope no one comes to look in on us. I'm going to get undressed and go take a shower."
"Dena! Really?"
"Unless you wanna share him." She said as she started taking off her clothes.
"Don't look." Patty said, trying to cover my eyes with her hand.
"Oh Patty. Let him look. What are guys for besides having fun and making babies?"
Patty pulled her hand away. "Fine. Let him look. I hope you enjoy flashing your boobs at him."
Dena stepped over to the bed and stood there naked. "I plan on flashing a whole lot more than my boobs at him. When I get back from the shower I plan on seeing if that dick of his can get hard again. From the smell of it in here, he at least knows how to use it."
"Oh. He does that." Patty admitted with a frown. She looked back at me. "I'm sorry. I kinda got you into this. I hope I don't get you in trouble with your girlfriend."
"Oh, don't worry," Dena said as she looked down at me. "I plan on making sure he's too tired to get into trouble with anyone but us tonight."
"GO! Take your shower already!" Patty chided her roommate.
By the time Dena got back from the shower, I'd put my shorts back on and Patty had donned a conservative nightgown that really didn't show anything. We were laying on her bed, and I was telling her the story about how I'd gotten thrown into the girl's bathroom. Dena sat down, intent on listening to the story, and actually making me start over. She sat on the end of Patty's bed and fingered her own pussy while I described being tasked with spanking Betsy, Patty quizzing me on why I did what I did. By the end of the story, Dena had brought herself to climax while I described what my mom had taught me, substituting Principal Johnson laying on her desk, into the story so they didn't think I as a total pervert.
"You sure I can't sneak out?" I asked after the story was done.
"No way. Miss busybody down on the end is a senior and she's paid to make sure we don't do what we are right now, keeping a man in our room past hours. No, it's better off to hide you. She's not going to check our room. Patty here is a goodie-two-shoes and no way she'd think she'd hide a guy here. Go figure, right? I'd love to have a guy in here all night and she's the one that does it!"
"Well, it's not because I wanted to fuck all night. I just wanted to understand how he made me climax so hard, and, well, after he did I kinda owed him one of his own. It wouldn't be fair to leave him hanging after that."
"You know, your reputation is going to be a bit soiled after the library," I said to her. "You had a pretty damn big audience. At least no one had a camera to record you."
"Damn good thing." Patty said with a shake of her head. "I really don't know what I was thinking."
"I do," Dena answered for her. "You were in the middle of the best sex you've ever had, and you were thinking with your hormones, not your head. The same thing you accuse me of doing all the damn time!"
Patty blushed. "Yeah. I guess I was at that. I kinda owe you an apology."
"You can apologize by loaning me your friend here for a few minutes to show me just how good he can do."
"Ohhhhh! Go to sleep!" Patty said with a scowl.
---o---
It was a bit past midnight when I looked at my watch. I had to go pee, and there wasn't any choice but to sneak to the bathroom and hope no one else was there. I carefully slipped out of bed, climbing over Patty as she slept. She moved some and groaned softly but didn't wake. There was enough light coming from under the door for me to see where it was, so I padded barefoot to the door, wearing only my shorts. In the dark I had no hope of finding the rest of my clothes, and waiting wasn't going to be an option. I unlocked the door and slipped out as quietly as I could. Thankfully there weren't any other girls in the hallway. The layout was the same as the men's dorm floor, so I knew the bathroom was at the end of the hall. I walked as quietly as I could and slipped into the bathroom. Like the men's floor, there was a bathroom area with a shower area behind it. I could hear water running in the shower, but couldn't see anyone because of the dividing wall.
Of course, there were no urinals, so I went into one of the stalls. While I was in there, I heard the water in the shower shut off. "Oh damn." I whispered. Now I had to try and decide to wait her out, by waiting for her to leave, or to sneak out before she came out of the shower. I took a breath, opting for the second choice. Hopefully I could sneak out while she was still drying off. I opened the door and stepped out, intending to head to the door.
"Well well well," I heard Dena say from where she leaned against the row of sinks. "What do we have here?"
"OH SHIT!" I heard another female voice say from behind me, causing me to turn around and see another completely naked woman behind me, apparently the woman that was in the shower. She backed up enough to hide her body and peek around the corner at me.
"Dena!" I hissed. "You're gonna get us caught!"
"Only if you make noise. I heard you get up and guessed where you were coming."
"Dena." I said quietly again, as she stepped from the sinks I had to walk past to block the path to the door. "You want to get caught?"
"Uh uh. Not at all. But I know Patty. There's no way she'd bring a guy back to her dorm room for sex unless he was something really special. I heard you tell her that story, about the Principal. But I don't believe it. High school principals don't go around having sex with their students."
"Well, it happened." I said with a shrug. I looked around and saw the girl behind me still looking around the corner, clearly interested in our discussion.
"Wait. You had sex with Patty? Miss priss, straight as an arrow Patty?"
"They did. The whole fucking dorm room smelled like sex." Dena said. "So what was it? What got her to want you in her dorm room fucking her?"
The girl stepped out from around the corner, no longer hiding herself, but not coming any closer either. "Okay fine. She was trying to teach me about doing things in order on calc problems and was using sex as an example. You know, unbutton a shirt before you take it off and that kind of thing."
"She let you take off her shirt?"
"Yeah."
"And?"
"Jesus Dena. Why don't you ask her?"
"Because she definitely won't tell me! You on the other hand, are in the girl's bathroom on a girls only floor of the dorm after hours. You pretty much have to answer my questions, or you end up getting caught and probably expelled. They're pretty strict about that kind of thing here."
"Okay fine. I undressed her and gave her an orgasm."
"At the library? No way. Not her."
"Well, that's what happened. Okay? Can we go back to the room now?"
"Uh uh. Not until I know what you did to get her to want you back here to fuck her. I mean, just giving her a quickie in the library isn't going to entice her to want sex with any guy. It's almost the opposite. She hates the way guys treat sex with girls.'



"I never said I gave her a quickie. I said I gave her an orgasm."
"Must have been one hell of an orgasm!" the other girl said.
"She liked it."
"It had to be. Okay stud. Show me. Do to me what you did to her."
"What? Here?"
"You want me to call for the floor monitor?"
"NO!"
"Then make me come." She said lifting herself to sit on the edge of the sink.
I shook my head. "You wanna get caught?"
"What? You think I'm gonna be loud?"
"I don't know if you're a screamer or a silent groaner, but if you scream, we're both in trouble."
"Okay. I promise to be quiet. Now do me like you did her."
"It doesn't work like that."
"So how does it work?"
"I have to get you warmed up first. Tease you a bit, make you want it."
"Someone's been teaching him pretty damn well." The girl behind me said.
"Alright. Tease me." Dena commanded me.
"This isn't going to work." I said, shaking my head. "I could fuck you all night with that attitude and you might have an orgasm or two, but not the kind I gave her. You have to want it."
"But I do want it!"
"Not that way. Watch." I said turning around to face the other girl. "Can I kiss you?"
"Um. I suppose."
I stepped to her and wrapped my arms around her. She stiffened at my touch, but I leaned my head down and kissed her neck. It tickled her and she squirmed, but the squirming stopped as I kissed up her jaw line and finally brushed my lips across hers. I kissed her softly at first, using my lips to tease hers and my tongue to coax her lips open. She opened her mouth and I teased my tongue into her mouth, seeking out hesitant tongue, and then flicking the tip of mine across the tip of hers. My hands moved up and down her back, stroking her while we kissed, one hand working down to her bare butt cheeks, stroking both firm globes before teasing my fingers down to curl under the curve of her butt and her partly exposed pussy.
"Oh god." She breathed, pulling her face from mine. "I think my pussy is leaking already."
"You like that?"
"That how you kiss all girls?"
"Ones I care about." I whispered in response.
"I bet they all wanna fuck you after a kiss like that."
"Sometimes."
"Yeah. Right. If I didn't have a boyfriend, I'd be pulling you back into the shower and begging you to fuck me right now."
"Well, maybe he'll get lucky tomorrow."
"Oh I can guarantee it." She whispered. She looked past me at Dena and then frowned. "Come on. I'll get you back to Patty's room."
She pulled from me and took me by the hand. She picked up the towel and other stuff she had set by the sink and then took my hand again. She led me, still naked, out of the bathroom to Patty's room. She leaned to me and kissed me on the lips again before pulling away and almost running to her own dorm room two doors down. She looked at me one more time before we both opened our doors and slipped inside.
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I was working in the yard Sunday morning when Evan came over to chat. At first I was apprehensive, but the short discussion taught me three things. First, he wasn't surprised his wife managed to get the two of us naked. She'd apparently made some suggestions in the past that she wouldn't mind seeing me that way. Secondly, he was surprised that his wife sucked off Tom the way she did. That caught him as off guard as anything. Third was that he thought my wife's tits were fantastic looking and wouldn't mind seeing more of them, not just the little she let show past her hand. I really couldn't complain about him looking, considering I watched him finger fucking his wife right in front of all of us. Seeing my wife's bare boob while she was masturbating wasn't all that much of a flash in comparison.
I'd also seen Tom in passing twice that week, and both times he waved but otherwise avoided me. I wasn't sure if it was because he was embarrassed at his wife's, or his, behavior that night, or if he knew what I had accidently done and was upset about it. Either way I was a bit concerned.
Friday night came around again, as it always had to. It had been a whole week since last dance class and the surprising turn things had taken. Based on the once again new dress she had on, I was pretty sure my wife had discussed things with the other girls over the intervening week in a lot more detail than Evan and I had. Abby had apparently given her another short skirt to wear, this one slightly longer, made of some kind of fabric that was supposed to look like leather but wasn't, and a cream-colored blouse that was western cut but thin enough for me to make out my wife's bra through it. She looked killer good, and I told her so, getting both a smile and a kiss for my trouble. It was kind of nice having Abby and my wife so close in size. It was saving me a crap ton on clothing, since we had little western cut stuff, coming from the east coast, and Abby was having significant luck getting her to wear things that were a hell of a lot more sexy than anything she had in her closet anymore.
On the first trip to dance, Rachel and Evan offered to drive, preventing us from having to take a third car. As usual, Joan and I walked over to their house a few minutes before it was time to leave. "Come on in!" Rachel called when we knocked on the back door.
"Hey there!" I called as I opened the sliding screen door and stepped into the kitchen.
"We're almost ready!" she called over her shoulder as she headed down the hall toward their bedroom.
"Sounds good," my wife called back.
"Did you wear that outfit?"
"I did," she called back.
Rachel came back down the hallway in a very short, light-brown dress that had sleeves, but left her shoulders bare, and had a row of white decorative snaps running from the neck line all the way to the wide leather belt around her waist. It was opaque enough I couldn't see anything through it, but the way her small boobs were bouncing in it, I suspected she had forgone a bra. Not that I minded. If she wanted to go bra-less, I was just going to enjoy the view.
"Ready?" Tom called from the living room. "We don't wanna be late."
"I'm ready," Rachel called. She stepped over to my wife and lowered her voice, probably expecting me not to hear. "Did you wear those other things?"
I saw my wife look around and then nod. "Yeah."
Rachel grinned and then nodded. "Good. Don't forget the dare!"
I followed the girls to the garage and out the front to climb into their SUV. To my surprise, my wife didn't climb into the back where we usually sat, she climbed into the front passenger seat, Rachel ducking and climbing into the back seat. I shook my head slightly, wondering what the heck was up and climbed in after her. Evan backed out of the drive and took off for the twenty-minute drive across town to the country club where the dance lessons were.
"I owe you an apology," Rachel whispered, leaning over in her bucket seat toward me.
"For what?"
"Last week."
"Oh."
"I really wanted to get Abby back for something else that happened, and, well, your wife getting done to her that way, well, it seemed like a good way to kill two birds with one stone. I didn't expect things to get quite as out of hand as they did."
"They did get a little out of hand."
"For you guys. But to be honest, it was kinda exciting for me. I've never been that close to naked in front of people before and I was sooooo turned on."
"Why were you so turned on?" I asked back curiously.
She looked down at her lap and then back at my face. "After looking at your dick up there, I mean it wasn't a long look, but after looking at it, well, I was wishing it was me up there with you. It suddenly didn't seem all that much of a punishment for Abby. She was having way too much fun."
"Well, she did have fun."
She leaned in and whispered in my ear. "I know exactly what happened. Don't worry, Joan doesn't know and we won't tell her. But I know what happened and I have the video of it too."
I looked at her startled. "You do?"
"Uh huh. Not that I'd ever use it against you or anything, but I have to admit, I've come to it three times this week," she whispered so quietly that I could feel her breath in my ear.
"I see."
She took my hand and pulled it to her lap and then slid it down until my hand was on her bare thigh. She pulled my hand toward her, sliding my palm along her smooth skin and under the skirt. "This is my apology to you," she whispered.
"I hope you don't think I'm going to have sex with you," I whispered.
"I'm not asking for it. But you're free to look, or touch all you want." I shook my head as she pulled my hand up further, feeling the insides of her smooth thighs and then the heat of her completely bare pussy. "Don't worry. She gave me permission to do this," she whispered as she coaxed my fingers between her soft, flowery lips. I could feel her slick wetness as I let my fingers stroke over and then between her soft inner lips, the tip of my finger searching for and finding her hard clit. "Ohhhhhh fuck," she breathed, trying to stay quiet as I let three fingers stroke up and down her wetness, each one bouncing over her clit in turn. "Is that what you did to Abby?"
"Uh huh," I whispered back.
"You trying to make me come?" she breathed softly as she reached into my lap and began to stroke my dick through my jeans.
"That's what you want, isn't it?" I whispered softly, leaning my face almost against her ear to make sure my wife didn't hear me.
"Oh god, it is now," she breathed ever so quietly, moving her lips to my cheek and spreading her legs even further apart. She kissed my cheek and earlobe as I continued to stroke my fingers up and down her slit, feeling each finger rub along her pubic bone and then bounce, one, two, three, over her excited clit. Her husband drove on, apparently not noticing his wife in the bucket seat behind him, leaning against me with my hand between her thighs. She suddenly pushed away from me, twisted in her seat to put her back against the door and her knees toward me. She lifted her butt off the seat and pulled up her skirt to her waist, spread her legs wide apart so I could see her completely shaved pussy and mound. She pulled my hand back to her pussy, from where it was resting on her bare knee. I leaned closer to her and started to stroke her pussy again, this time pushing first one and then two fingers into her hot wet vagina.
She closed her eyes and bit her lower lips to stay silent as I started to rub her clit with my thumb, two fingers moving inside her, curled up to find and rub that sensitive spot inside her. She tried to muffle her moans, but I would have been surprised if Evan hadn't heard them. He continued to drive, pointedly ignoring what was going on behind him. We were nearly there when she opened her eyes wide and closed one of her hands over her mouth. Her whole body started to tremble and shudder, and I could feel her pussy leaking her juices onto the leather seat as her climax overtook her whole body. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck," she moaned into her hand, trying desperately to stay quiet as her pussy clenched around my fingers.
Without looking back, my wife called over her shoulder to us, "Told you! Looks like I win this bet."
"Oh god." She gasped for breath. "That was, um, that was fast."
"Was there a bet or dare or something I needed to know about?" Evan asked as he turned off the road into the drive for the country club.
"Well. Um. There was a bet," Rachel admitted breathlessly.
"And it somehow involved what you asked me for permission for?"
"Yeah, it did."
"From the sound of it, you're going to be paying up on this bet?"
"I have to now."
"And you didn't mind having your husband doing that to my wife?" he asked my wife.
"It was worth it for what I got back from it."
"And what was that?"
"The video from last week being erased," my wife answered calmly.
"Ohhh, I see. I suppose there could be something worth it there."
"Besides, it's just a little touching," my wife said, kind of surprising me.
"Oh? And if I decided to touch you like that?"
"There was more to buying that video than me allowing my husband to give her an orgasm with his fingers. I think you better ask her later about it," my wife said as he turned the ignition off.
"You wanna tell ME?" I asked my wife as we got out of the car.
"No. Just understand that I want that video, BAD! I don't want you turning up on the internet somewhere," she said with a frown. "You're gonna owe me for it too," she said as I took her arm in mine and we headed for the door of the clubhouse. I looked back and could see Evan and his wife having a few words, some of them not completely cordial. I couldn't hear what was being said, but when I looked back again, she had his hand and was pulling him along, not toward the clubhouse, but off toward the little pro shop near the trail that led to the first tee. I lost sight of them in the growing darkness and followed my wife into the clubhouse.
"Hey! You made it!" Abby said with a smile, walking up to me in the same blue dress my wife had on the week before. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her chest to mine, her hard nipples pressing through the denim to my chest. She leaned her head up and whispered softly to me. "And no, nothing at all under it, anywhere. I dare you to find a way to touch my pussy before we leave tonight."
"You do?" I asked in surprise as she started to release me. All she did was grin in response.
"So where are Evan and Rachel?" she asked instead of answering.
"They were outside having a discussion," my wife said.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I figure they'll be along soon."
Abby stepped closer to my wife. "Did she?"
"Uh huh,"
"Damn!" Abby said quietly. "Bold girl."
"I think she's getting told that by Evan about right now."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Over by the pro shack. At least, that's where they were headed."
"Wanna bet she comes in leaking?" Abby giggled.
"I'd be pretty sure the way Evan was talking that she better be," my wife answered so quietly that I almost couldn't hear it, but then I wasn't supposed to; it was meant for Abby. I always knew that when girls got together they said things that they'd never say in mixed company, but that comment surprised me, coming from my wife at least. I didn't have time to dwell on it any further as they were calling us to start the class.
I ended up standing between Abby, on my left, and my wife on my right. We started out with a review of the previous week, walking through the step sequence first, and then dancing it with music. Half a dozen times I got messed up and bumped straight into Abby from not turning when I was supposed to. Each time she grinned and made sure to reach down and try and grab my dick through my pants, or at least stroke her hand across it. The effect was enough to distract me so one mistake led to another which led to another until I was completely out of sync, much to her enjoyment and my wife's amusement.
Rachel and Evan did show up about ten minutes later. Both my wife and Abby started to look at each other and giggle as Rachel forced her way into the line between Abby and me.
"What are you laughing at?" she asked Abby quietly.
"Oh nothing," Abby answered with a shrug.
Rachel looked at me with curiosity, maybe looking to see if I knew what the joke was. I leaned down and whispered to look at her legs. She stopped and looked down and then, with a gasp, ran off to the bathroom.
"That wasn't very nice. You spoiled all our fun," Abby said.
"It's fun to be embarrassed? Or to embarrass someone else?"
"Only if they deserve it. After last week, I'm gonna owe her plenty of payback. Or maybe one really big one."
We danced for about forty minutes, and then they called our mid-session snack break. I was definitely ready for a break and a drink. Joan found a table to sit at while I headed to the snack table for some cookies and a couple bottles of water. Abby forced herself in line in front of me, pressing her butt against my dick, which was suddenly hardening as she wiggled her ass back and forth across it. She looked around as we chatted, and then turned to face me. She grabbed my hand and pulled it quickly to the hem of her skirt and then under it, pressing my fingers to her bare pussy. "You haven't tried to touch me all night," she whispered. "You don't want to?"
"I'd have thought we had enough of that last night."
"Oh honey, after that accident, I don't think there is such a thing as enough," she whispered. "Just don't tell Tom I said that."
"I won't, trust me."
"So. You can tell, I don't have any panties on."
"No, I can feel that," I agreed, slipping my hand under her dress for a few seconds and stroking her pussy lips with my fingers.
"Did you also know that Rachel dared me to flash you tonight?"
"No, but it's not like I didn't get to see you naked last night."
We moved forward in the line and she turned around and leaned her cheek to mine and whispered in my ear. "Not like tonight. Just wait until we leave. Follow me to our car and I promise, you won't regret it."
"Why?"
She kissed my cheek and whispered "Because being naked like that made me sooooo damn horny. I fucked Tom for hours after I got home." She pulled away and grinned at me.
That at least explained some of Tom's reaction. "I think we need to move forward again."
She turned around to look behind her and we both moved the line forward. We walked past the table. I grabbed two bottles of water and four cookies before following Abby back to the table where our spouses were seated. I handed one bottle and two cookies to June and then sat down next to her.
"Alex, I have a question," Tom said from across the table.
"Yeah?"
"Joan said I needed to ask you. Abby and I are going hiking tomorrow. Abby wanted me to invite you along, but Joan said you had some work around the house planned."
"Well, I do, but not anything that I can't put off. There's a chance for thunderstorms in the afternoon though."
"Yeah, but I'm counting on it holding off. You're an experienced hiker I understand. Joan said you two did part of the Appalachian trail some years ago."
"We did. About a hundred miles or so. But we were a lot younger then."
"Well, things here are a bit flatter, but if you're interested, the invitation stands."
"Oh, come on. This is old hat for you two. We'd love for you to come along," Abby coaxed with a huge grin. "Who knows, maybe I'll even go topless for part of it!"
"Just what I need," I said, rolling my eyes.
"Tell you what. I'll make a bet with you. If I win, you come hiking with us tomorrow. If you win, well, I'll come help you with your yard chores."
"Alright. What kind of a bet?"
Abby got up and walked around the table and leaned over to whisper to me. "I'll bet you that my husband can talk your wife out of her underwear."
I looked at her and then at my wife, who sat stone still, not saying a word. A month before I would have said no way, but I wasn't completely sure any longer, not after watching her masturbate last week. Still, I didn't think she'd do anything in here, not in public. "Okay. But it would have to be before we leave."
"This is going to be so much fun," Abby said with a grin as she walked around the table. She reached into Tom's shirt pocket and pulled out a small bundle of sheer white cloth and tossed it across the table to me. I took it and unfolded it, realizing quickly it was a pair of see-through panties. I looked at my wife, who was blushing brightly, her hands in her lap.
"Honey?"
She looked at me and nodded. "I'll tell you later," she said quietly.
I frowned and tucked the panties in my pants pocket and took a long drink of my water.
They called us back together and we did the second half of class. If I was distracted before, knowing my wife was dancing without underwear on had my dick rock hard and my feet uncoordinated. During a short breather I leaned I and asked in a whisper, "Just how did he get you to take your underwear off?"
"It was the lesser of two evils," she answered me.
"Lesser of what two evils?"
"If I took my underwear off in a public place and gave them to him, he'd win a bet. If he lost the bet, he had to let Abby have sex with you. So, I figured my underwear wasn't much to give up."
I rolled my eyes and looked at the ceiling. "Yeah. Not exactly how it was going down," I said, shaking my head.
"I got that idea, but, well, too late now?"
"Yeah, looks like we're going hiking tomorrow. Better take plenty of sunscreen because I'd be willing to bet that you end up topless."
"I don't think so. Not after that last time."
"If you say so." We finished dance class and I followed my wife out to the car, intentionally not following Abby to theirs for whatever she had in mind. I climbed into the back with my wife, leaving the passenger seat to Rachel. I couldn't resist reaching over to my wife on the ride home, sliding my hand under her skirt to play with what I knew was her bare pussy. It had been a damn long time since my wife had been anywhere without underwear, and I was damn turned on. After having her push my hand away half a dozen times, she finally relented and allowed me to play with her soft, wet pussy lips. I stroked them gently, working my fingers between her copious, protruding inner lips. I teased up her slit until my finger found her hard little clit and then teased over and around it, drawing a gasp and then a moan from her lips.
"Sounds like someone is enjoying the ride home," Rachel said from the front seat.
"Oh shush!" my wife snapped, pushing my hand from between her legs, much to my disappointment. The rest of the ride home was boring. We got out of the car in their driveway and the four of us walked through our yard and across the street to Tom and Abby's house. They drove in the driveway just as we were walking across the street. We followed them into their house and then through to their back patio: a large flagstone affair that encircled the built in pool. While Abby and Rachel got out the food and drinks, the rest of us, including my wife, started to arrange the chairs in a rough circle. Each time my wife bent over the skirt pulled up ALMOST far enough to expose her bare pussy, but not quite far enough, which turned out to be even more of a tease than seeing her flash me. By the time the food was out, my dick felt like a telephone pole in my pants.
Joan and I picked seats next to each other, with me scooting mine even closer to her so I could rest my hand on her thigh. We all talked about dance class and the silly things we did wrong for about fifteen minutes. As the discussion slowly faded, Abby stood up and walked to the table with the drinks. She walked back with a deck of cards. "Pick a card," she said, stepping to me and holding the deck out. "Don't look at it yet," she said as I pulled one from the middle of the fanned out deck. She moved the deck to Joan, who also pulled one from near the middle. Abby stepped to Rachel and Evan, letting them both pull cards and then she turned to let Tom take one. She took one herself and set the deck on the small round table next to her seat. She walked around again with a little bowl with three blue cards and three red cards. "Joan, take a blue card, any one." She waited for my wife to pull one and then had me take a red card. She repeated it for Rachel and Evan and then took the remaining two for her and Tom.



"So what now?" Joan asked.
"So the colored card says who you're going to play with, and the plain card tells you what to do," Abby explained. "Each card has two parts, one for guys and one for ladies. For the ladies there are four choices: fingers, tongue, grinding and toys."
"Grinding?" my wife asked.
"Yeah, you know, rubbing a dick on your clit without it being inside you," Abby explained with a grin. "I kinda hope I get that one. For the guys, there's blow job, jerk onto tits, jerk onto kitty and grinding. I took all the cards that included penetration out."
"Wait a second. I can't do this!" my wife exclaimed, looking at her cards, "Not with Tom!"
"What is it?" I asked. She held the card out for me to read.
Jerk on breasts the card read.
"No one HAS to get naked. The most it asks for is to expose some body part. None of them include intercourse, just a little touching and looking. Abby explained. "After the last couple weeks, I thought we were ready to spice things up a bit. Other than the guys having to get their hoses out, and they never complain about that, us girls don't actually need to show anything off they don't want. Joan, you have the choice of how much, if anything, you show. You can jerk him off with your shirt on, only your bra on, or bare them if you want. It's all up to you."
"I got tongue," I said, holding up my card "I suppose the woman gets to choose where I lick?"
"She does, and we're all panty-less, so if whoever it is doesn't want you to see, you can lie down and close your eyes while she sits on your face. The skirt will block most of the light and you can work by feel. Otherwise she can put panties back on and just pull them to the side to expose as little as possible. It's all up to you. Of course, if she wants to, she can take off anything she wants. Just out of curiosity, who did you get?"
"Rachel," I answered.
"Wooo Hoooo! I'm getting my pussy licked!" Rachel cheered.
"Okay Ladies first. Guys, pair up with the wife on your card and do what it says to her. You can't stop until she orgasms."
"Shit, I got Evan!" Rachel laughed. "I'm going to have to give my own husband a blow job. Well, at least Alex's gotta lick me. How do you wanna do this Alex? With me sitting on your face or me lying in a chair?"
"We're really going to do this? I mean, have sex with each other's wives?" I asked, still not sure this was anything like a good idea.
Abby stood in front of her chair. "We're all adults. After last week, I think we've all seen at least some of each other's privates. This is supposed to be fun, so if anyone wants to not do this, we don't have to. How about we take a minute and discuss it with our spouses before we go on. I don't want to ruin any friendships here. This is just between the six of us, no one has to know and if we decide we don't like it, we don't ever have to do it again either. Tom, why don't we go over there and you guys can move anywhere you want. Five minutes?" She turned and took her husband's hand and coaxed him out of his chair. They walked off the patio onto the grass out of earshot.
"I'm kinda nervous about doing this," I said so that Rachel and Evan could hear me before they started to walk away. "I mean, doing something like this in front of you guys with my wife is one thing, but doing it with someone else's wife?"
"Is it that you're afraid of? What I might think watching you do my wife? Or is it what YOU might think, watching someone else do your wife?" Evan asked. "I mean, after last week, I wouldn't mind seeing your wife pop her hooters out and jack me off on them, but if she's not up to it, she doesn't even have to show anything off at all."
"I don't think it's that. I don't know who has my wife or what they have, but you'll be watching me lick your wife to orgasm. You ready for that?"
Evan held up his cards. "I have your wife and toys. So that means you'll be watching me use some kinds of toys on her. She doesn't even have to show me anything. I can do stuff under her skirt if she wants. I'm gonna have fun playing with her pussy even if I can't see it. How do you feel about that Joan?"
"I've never really had anyone touch me down there since I got married. I don't know. It makes me nervous. What happens if I like what you do better? What happens if I hate what you do? Hell, what happens if Alex gets jealous, or I get jealous of him touching your wife? I really don't know," she said, shaking her head slowly. "This is a lot. A lot more than what I watched Abby and Alex do last week. I mean, all he was doing was fingering her."
"While she ground her pussy on his dick," Rachel added. "You didn't seem to have any trouble watching me play with Evan's or Tom's dick while they were doing that. In fact, you seemed to pay more attention to that than what they were doing."
"Well, it was kinda turning me on watching you two," my wife admitted.
"And tell me you didn't have sex when you went home?" Rachel asked.
I chuckled. "Yeah, we did. Right out on the patio, naked."
"Was that fun?" Rachel asked.
"Actually, yeah. I kinda forgot how much fun doing it out in the woods and other places was. Maybe it was the risk of being caught or whatever, but it was always a little more exciting when we were doing it places we shouldn't."
"And now you'll be doing a little touching with someone you shouldn't," Rachel said. "I'm not worried about Evan falling out of love with me if he plays with your pussy. And I'm sure licking me isn't going to steal Alex away from you. So why not try it and see what happens?"
"Maybe...I don't know... Oh hell...I guess," my wife agreed reluctantly. "And I don't have to expose myself?" she asked Evan.
"Nope. You can sit on my lap facing away from me and I can play under your skirt by feel. I wouldn't mind seeing, but if you don't want me to, I can do it without. I'll have fun either way."
"Or you can sit on his knees facing him with your legs spread. That way if while he's doing something you decide you want him to see, you can lift your skirt and no one will see but him," Rachel suggested.
"I guess I could do that," my wife agreed after thinking about it for a few moments. "Alright. I'm in," she said with more confidence. "As long as I don't have to get undressed or show off my stuff for everyone."
We all nodded in agreement, we'd give it a try. "You can come back now," I called to Abby and Tom.
"And the decision is?" Abby asked as they walked back onto the patio.
"We're going to try it," Rachel said. "All of us."
"Alright. Let me get the toy box." She walked into the house and came back a few moments later with a small shoebox. She handed it to Evan. "So, full disclosure. These are my toys. I alcohol cleaned all of them so they should be clean, but they are used."
"As long as they're clean," my wife said. "Who picks? Me or Evan?"
"I do!" Evan said quickly. "Can I pick more than one?"
"If you want," Abby said.
Evan grinned. "No problem. Where do you want to do this Joan?"
"How about we just move a little way away?" she suggested.
"And you and I can move this chair over there," Rachel said, getting up from the end of the lounge chair she was sitting on. I got up and moved the chair with her a short ways away, not so far we couldn't see what was going on and hear each other, but far enough away that we weren't exactly close to each other, which I thought might make it a bit more awkward. By the time we had the chair set, my wife was sitting on Evan's lap, facing him and he was spreading some kind of clear lubricant on a small egg-shaped device.
"Okay sweetie," Rachel said, as she sat on the end of the patio recliner. I knelt down in front of her, my back to my wife, not entirely sure I wanted to either watch her being played with or have her watch me licking her friend. Not that I could see much on her end anyway. I lifted Rachel's skirt and looked at her bare pussy, her full, round lips framing the small amount of dark inner labia. She reached down between her legs and spread her lips apart, showing me her pink inner depths as she lay back on the chair. She lifted her legs and feet and rested her feet on my shoulders. "Any time you want, sweetie," she said eagerly.
I leaned my face down, wondering how it was that I was the only one with my face in someone else's wife's pussy. Luck certainly, but good or bad I wasn't sure yet. I kissed her soft lips and then went to work teasing my tongue along her soft lips. I heard my wife behind me, gasp and cry out momentarily, the soft hum of the vibrator Evan had chosen muffling suddenly as he apparently pushed it into her. I heard another vibrator start and realize that the first one was probably going to stay inside her while he worked another on her clit. I grinned to myself, it's what I'd do if I had the chance.
I turned back to the enjoyable task at hand. Rachel had a very sexy little pussy, and each lick I made up her soft lips drew out more of her sweet nectar. If you couldn't tell, I loved licking kitty. Before I met my wife, I'd practiced on every pussy I could, which was not as many as I wished but still a nice variety. Since then, this was the first, other than my wife, that I'd had the pleasure of, and I was going to enjoy it as much as I could. I didn't concentrate on making her climax quickly. No I concentrated on getting her very very excited. I licked and teased her lips, pressing my tongue into her vaginal entrance as far as I could, and then stroking my tongue up along her pubic bone, finally finding her hard little clit and stroking over and around it for several long seconds. I could tell her excitement was growing with each stroke, and I hadn't even added my finger yet.
I heard my wife behind me moaning loudly over the muted hum of the two vibrators, a moan I've heard many times over the years. I could tell her orgasm was growing quickly, which gave me mixed feelings. Part of me was glad she was going to climax, but part of me was a little disappointed, well, maybe not disappointed, but unhappy that it wasn't at my hand. My wife had never climaxed at anyone else's hand but mine in all the years of our marriage, at least I didn't think so.
"Oh shit. I'm going to come," my wife gasped behind me. "Ohhhhhh shit. Ohhhh honey! He's going to make me come!" she cried in a high pitch voice.
I felt like I needed to finish Rachel quickly. I didn't want Judy to sit and watch me working on Rachel in a much more personal way than she was doing with Evan. For that matter I was just guessing how much she had allowed him to see of her as he worked on her. Part of me hoped not too much. I was kinda having fun, and didn't want her reluctance to grow and stop it all.
I slipped one finger into Rachel, pushing it deep into her, drawing a gasp and then a deep moan from her. I sipped it out and then pushed back in with a second finger, drawing an even louder moan. I curled my fingers up and started to push them in and out of her, letting them roll up behind her pubic bone so that I was stroking the top of her vagina. I let the tip of my middle finger find that perfect little spot, just like I always did with my wife. Her lifting hips told me I found it and settled my strokes to make sure the tip of my middle finger worked back and forth across it. I concentrate my tongue on her clit, teasing over it with little rapid fire flicks, the combination of sensations make her hips rise and fall in time with her growing moans. Up and down she moved her hips, using her feet on my shoulders for leverage. "Oh fuck. Ohhhhhh fuck. Oh god. I'm going to come! I'm going to come!" Rachel cried loudly moments after my wife's deep groan of orgasm could be heard.
I felt and tasted Rachel's orgasm, her pussy gushing her juices against my chin and neck as I flicked and stroked her clit. Her hips lifted and she gasped, "Fuuuuck!" as her body stiffened and pumped more cum out.
She reached down and pushed my head from her pussy, lowering her hips and panting deeply. "Oh shit. Enough. Enough," she moaned.
I smiled to myself and pulled my face from between her thighs. "I think I need a towel," I said as I started to unbutton my shirt, the front soaked with Rachel's cum. I knelt in front of her, pulled my shirt off and used it to wipe my face. I felt a hand on my back and twisted to see my wife behind me.
"I think you're going to need a shower before bed," my wife said softly, resting her hand on my shoulder. She didn't look upset or even concerned, thankfully. She looked from me to Rachel and asked her, "Did you enjoy it, Rachel?"
"Oh fuck yes," she panted, still breathing hard. "God Judy, you are so fucking lucky!"
"You think so?"
"I know so," she panted. "Did Evan do a good job on you?"
My wife blushed. "Surprisingly good," she said quietly. "We don't use toys very often so I was surprised how good he was able to do. I could feel her hand on my shoulder tighten a little bit. "It was a bit awkward at first. It's the first time anyone but Alex has touched me down there, other than a doctor," she whispered. "But once he got me to close my eyes and relax, it started to feel really good. He's good with his hands."
"Well, it's a first for both of us then, because it's the first time anyone but Evan has ever made me orgasm," Rachel said as she pushed herself up to a sitting position, her legs still spread and her skirt around her waist, leaving her pussy complete exposed. "I suppose we need to pay for the service now."
"What do you mean?"
Rachel chuckled a soft feminine laugh. "Well, we still owe the men their's right? What do you have?"
I looked up at her and saw her face redden again. "I, um, I have, um."
"What?" I asked, drawing her attention down to me.
"I have to jack Tom off on my tits." she whispered. Then she looked down at me again. "I'm going to have to bare them for that."
"You wouldn't even have to take your bra off. Nothing says where you have to strip, it just says you have to jack him off on them," Abby said.
"I guess that's true," my wife said, looking a little nervous. "I suppose I could let him do it on the top of my boobs." She paused a moment and looked up at Abby. "If I have Tom, and Rachel has her husband, that means you have my husband, doesn't it?"
"It does," Abby answered, getting up from Tom's lap. "I suppose you want to know what way I'm supposed to get your husband off?" she asked as she walked to the table.
"I was wondering. So far I haven't hear any duplicates. So if Rachel has sucking off her husband, I have jacking Tom off, what did you draw?"
Abby grinned and walked to the table and came back, holding the little card out for my wife. 'Jack off on kitty.'
"Oh my," my wife said quietly after reading the card. "He should enjoy that."
"I'm hoping I make it enjoyable," Abby answered. "In some ways the guys have to show off more than us. Other than Rachel, who had her pussy exposed, we haven't really had to show off anything we didn't want to. The guys all have to drop their pants for us."
"And since your husband was nice enough to already take his shirt off, he's gonna be almost as naked as he was last time, only this time without the towel," Rachel said with huge grin on her face.
"Just out of curiosity, you said you pulled cards. What did you pull?" my wife asked.
"Well, I didn't pull the one that said grind. And I didn't pull titty fuck. The ones I did pull were the penetration ones, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggy, standing, and anal. But if you want, we can always add those back in next time," Abby answered with a naughty little grin on her face. "I know I wouldn't mind any of those with Alex."
"There's gonna be a next time?" my wife asked. "You think?"
"I hope so. This has been fun!" Rachel said enthusiastically. "Don't you guys think so?"
"Well, maybe not as fun as it could have been," Tom said quickly. "I mean, all I've gotten to do is the same thing I can do any night."
"Don't worry honey. I'm sure that Judy will make it much more fun for you," Abby answered her husband. "So, who's ready to start part two?" She stood for a second, waiting for any kind of response. Getting none, she took my hand and pulled me to where Tom had been sitting with her on his lap. She reached for my pants and started to undo them. "Go head ladies," she said as she unbuttoned and then unzipped my pants.
"Oh hell. Come on, Tom," I heard my wife say behind me in a clearly less than excited voice.
"You know, you don't have to do this if you don't want. I mean, this was supposed to be fun for all of us," I said to her over my shoulder. "If it's not, we can always stop."
"No, it's not that. It's just that, well, it could be worse. I might have gotten what Rachel did."
"I sure as hell wouldn't mind if you used your mouth a little as well as your hands. Maybe keep it lubricated that way and rub it around your nipples." I heard Tom suggest to my wife.
"You want me to do that? Put my mouth on it?" I heard her ask him.
"Oh hell yeah. And rub the tip around your nipples? Oh hell yes."
"Well, I guess flashing my tits isn't the worst thing I've ever done. But you should know, I don't even give my husband blow jobs, so you better well not try to shove it in my mouth or anything. If I lick it a little, that's all I'm doing."
"At least I'll get to see your tits!" Tom said. "From what I've seen so far, you have a really spectacular pair."
Abby let her dress slide down her body while I was listening to my wife, and was now standing naked in front of me. She grasped my cock and pulled me a little to the side of the chair and lifted one of her feet onto it. "You know." she whispered. "It says you have to come on my pussy, but it doesn't say how I get to make that happen." She pulled me closer to her and aimed my dick between her legs. She used my dick as a handle and began to rub my head between her lips, teasing my head across her clit. "Mmmmmmmm. How about I lubricate you with my pussy? Way better than just a hand, isn't it?"
"Uh huh," I groaned softly.
"God damn, Joan. Those look, well, fantastic," I heard Tom say quietly behind me, apparently looking at my wife's exposed tits.
"Uh uh. Just concentrate on me," Abby whispered, realizing I was listening to my wife and her husband. "They'll be fine."
"Yeah. I guess," I answered as she arched her back and rubbed me against and between her wet lips. "Ohhhhhh damn that feels good."
"For me too," she whispered, using her hand around my rock-hard shaft like a handle, rubbing my engorged head up and down her slit and over her clit like she might a vibrator. Not that I was complaining. It was a hell of a lot better than just rubbing me with her hand, and it was teasing me closer to climax. I just wasn't sure Joan would appreciate where it was my dick was rubbing.
I closed my eyes and listened to the sounds of the night, the whippoorwills, the peepers and crickets, and the moans Evan was making as Rachel stroked and sucked on him. I could also hear the soft squishing sound my dick was making as Abby stroked it up and down between her sopping-wet lips, rubbing it one way and then the other across her clit, teasing her hard nub and the sensitive spot under my head with each teasing stroke. I listed to the soft, little groans she made as her attentions to my dick pushed both of us closer to climax. I was finding it harder and harder to hold my hips still, and soon was pushing back and forth, my cock sliding through her hand, my head splitting her pussy lips to run across her clit and then between her thighs. I pumped back and forth, almost like fucking her. She moved her foot from the chair and clenched her thighs together, trapping my stroking dick as she moved her hand away.
I stroked between her thighs, her clit dragging across the top of my shaft while her wet pussy lubricated me. Our thighs slapped together lightly, and her big soft tits bounced between us, her hard nipples rubbing against my chest. I could feel my urgency growing within me and my strokes became more and more energetic, the slapping growing louder as I pushed the two of us closer to climax.



To my surprise, I could also hear the soft female moans my wife was making behind me.
"Oh damn. That's it. Put it in your mouth again for a minute. I promise not to come there," I heard Tom whisper to my wife moments before I heard his groan of pleasure. "Ohhhhh god. Just another minute."
"Oh shit. I'm gonna come," Abby moaned, drawing my attention back to her sexy nude body. "Ohhhhhh god. I'm gonna come Alex. You're gonna make me come!" She squealed softly as her body began to tremble. She squeezed her thighs together more tightly, her juices flowing from her pussy over my cock as I plunged it between her thighs harder. She shifted her hands to my ass and pulled me to her, driving my dick between her thighs harder. "Do it. Just finish like this," she panted as I started to pull back to finish on her pussy, like the card said.
"Oh fuck," I grunted moments later, as I worked my cock in and out of her, almost fucking her, but not quite. As I stroked I wanted to push up into her, to feel her pussy around me like I had the other night. I drove between her thighs, my mind imagining that I was pumping into her pussy. I slipped my hands between us and cupped both big soft tits as I plunged harder into the soft space between her thighs, the loud rhythmic slap almost drowning out the sound of Tom's groans of climax behind me. My body jerked and plunged one more time between her thighs as my cock erupted, squirting shot after shot of cum out behind her.
I stood panting with her, our mutual climaxes slowly fading away. I turned to see my wife still kneeling on a pillow in front of Tom, her hand on his now softening dick, slowly rubbing the leaking tip around her nipples, his cum starting to slide and run down my wife's big tits. I was surprised how much he had spent on her tits, but even more surprising was when she lifted his softening dick to her mouth again and sucked it in. She slowly stroked her mouth on and off his partly-hard dick before sliding it out again and letting go of it.
"I think it's my turn to need a towel," she said as she stood up in front of him.
"I'll get one," he said, moving quickly away toward the back door, holding his pants up around his thighs. Joan looked at me and cocked her head with a little shrug, almost as if to say, 'that wasn't so bad'. I had to admit, I was enjoying the sight of her standing with her dress around her waist and her tits complete exposed, even if they were covered with another guy's cum.
"Fuck," I heard Evan say softly, drawing my attention to him staring at my wife's boobs. "Those are, just, oh god," he said, shuffling toward her with his pants around his ankles, his mostly flaccid dick hanging down and visible below his shirt tail. "Can I touch em?"
Joan looked at me with raised eyebrows, and when I didn't respond, she shrugged. "I guess."
Evan reached out to her chest and cupped both her breasts, hefting them slightly. "God, they're kinda heavy, aren't they?" he asked as he lifted and squeezed them, his thumbs rubbing back and forth across her cum-covered nipples and areola.
"Here," Tom said, coming back with a small towel in his free hand.
My wife took the towel from him and then held it toward Evan. "Might as well wipe them off for me."
"Yeah. I'd love to," he said, taking the towel from her. He held one breast at a time, wiping it gently with the soft towel until he had all the cum off her chest and nipples. "There."
"Thank you," my wife said sweetly before pulling her dress back up. She slipped her arms into the dress and then pulled the front closed to cover herself. "You ready to go home honey?" she asked as she bent to pick up her bra from the chair. "I need you to take me home and make me come again now."
"That turn you on?" I asked with a grin.
"More than I expected," she admitted, blushing slightly again. "You gonna go home like that?"
"Huh?"
"Your pants?" I looked down at my dripping cock and my pants, still around my boots.
"I dare you to go that way!" Abby said quickly.
"Without pants?"
"Sure. I dare you. Take 'em all the way off and go home that way. Just like I did last week. I dare you!"
"Go ahead," Joan said. "It's less clothes I have to take off you when we get home."
"You really want me to?"
She stepped over to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed me softly and then leaned her face to press her cheek to mine. "I'm going to go home and take this dress off on the patio. If you come home naked, you can have me out there like last week." She kissed my cheek and then pushed away, walking toward the side yard to head toward our house across the street.
"Shit, if I were you, I'd get those pants off and follow her!" Tom said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, I think so," I agreed, already working to get my boots off. In moments I had my pants off and my boots back on. I picked up my shirt and pants and started after her, my dick already starting to harden some at the thought of running across the street naked.
"Hey Alex!" Tom called, stopping me by the corner of the house while I was opening the gate on the privacy fence. "Ten tomorrow?"
"Hiking? Right! Alright. Ten over here."
"And tell Joan no bra!" Abby called after me.
"Right!" I called back, expecting that to fall flat with my wife, but I'd still tell her. I walked kitty corner across the street to my house, my already hardening dick swinging side to side with each step, just hoping no one drove down the street, or that the none of our other neighbors happened to notice me going through the circle of light from the street light.
When I got around the back of the house I saw my wife lying naked on one of the chairs on the patio, her legs spread and her fingers teasing between her wet lips. "Bout time," she whispered. "I'm sooooo fucking horny again."
"I guess you enjoyed tonight?"
"Evan did a good job with the vibrators," she said quietly. "Did it bother you? Knowing what he was doing to me?"
I took my boots off so I was completely naked, and then climbed onto the chair over her, lying on top of her with my hardening dick pressing against her pussy. "Not too much. You?"
"It was different. I felt a little guilty letting him touch me at first, but once he had that damn egg thing inside me and started using the other on my clit, well, I pretty much couldn't think of anything else but how it felt. He sure liked doing it too. A few times I reached to his crotch and stroked his hardon through his pants. Did you like doing Rachel?"
"It was different. Same thing, at first I was a little awkward. I mean, other than you, I haven't done that to anyone in a very long time."
"But did you enjoy it?"
I chuckled as I moved my hips, rubbing my growing erection against her pussy. "Yeah, I guess I did."
She put her arms around my neck and pulled my face down to hers. We kissed for several seconds and then she broke the kiss. "I can smell her on you. Do you taste him on me?"
"Not much," I whispered as she shifted one hand, sliding it down my back to my butt. She slipped it between us as I lifted myself slightly. She coaxed my head between her lips and then released me as I pushed my hips, forcing me into her depths. "Someone is damn wet," I whispered as I started to stroke slowly in and out of her.
"Uh huh," she whispered. "Make me come. Please? Make me come around your dick!"
"With pleasure," I whispered back. I started to stroke in and out of her faster, making sure that my shaft stroked deep in her and also pushed against her clit with each stroke. In and out I moved, slowly, rhythmically, just the way I knew she loved it. We could hear the sound of the birds and peepers, and feel the gentle breeze that was starting to cool off the night. This time there were no other sounds of sex other than the two of us. I stroked in and out of her, easing both of us slowly up the slope toward ecstasy. We'd made love so many times over the years that I knew exactly which buttons to press and how hard to make her come for me. I leaned my head down and paused just a moment before closing my lips around her nipple. I wasn't exactly thrilled about the thought of his cum on her nipple, but I wasn't going to hold back and make her orgasm anything less than what it could be.
"Ohhhhh fuck. Yes lover. That's it. Make me come!" she moaned loudly as her body responded to the added stimulus. In moments she was shuddering and trembling in the midst of her orgasm. Her pussy clenched and squeezed around me, changing the sensations just enough to push me over the edge. It wasn't the hardest climax, but then it was the second one in less than an hour. My cock jerked and twitched inside her, filling her with my seed.
We lay panting for long minutes, her hands stroking my back and butt while I held just enough weight off of her so I didn't squish her. "I love you," she whispered softly, looking up into my eyes. "I love you very much!"
"I love you too," I whispered back. "Do you think something happened to change that?"
"Not even a little bit. I just wanted you to know that it didn't. Nothing would ever change how much I love you. I hope nothing happens that would change it for you either."
I was silent for long seconds, trying to figure out what she was hinting at. She had an annoying habit of expecting me to know what she was thinking when she only gave me little bits of hints. "Joan. What are you driving at?"
I watched her face. It shifted from soft and loving to firm, the way she used to look when one of our kids stepped over the line on some issue. I could only think she was thinking that of me. I waited patiently, knowing that if I didn't say something, she would eventually tell me. "Do I have to say it?"
"Say what?"
"Fine, I will. You've seen Abby completely naked twice now, and both times you've done things to make her climax. I don't have a problem with that. It was sorta the idea of the game, right? We make other people climax? But the way you did it tonight, you were practically fucking her."
I raised and lowered my head in acknowledgement. Now I knew what the problem was. "I see. When we have sex, you and me. We make love. You and I share something emotional as well as physical. It's a lot different than what I felt with either Abby or Rachel. With them it was just...sex. Something that felt good. There was never anything that made me even think that I'd want to leave you, if that's what you're worried about."
"That, and that you might decide that having sex with someone a lot younger is a lot more fun than your old lady."
I chuckled. "Let me ask you something."
"Okay."
"When was the last time we had sex on the patio?"
"Last week."
"You know what I mean. When was the last time we did something like this? Had sex...out somewhere? Back of a car, in the boat, in the lake, on the patio, in the woods, wherever? Other than this week and last week. When was the last time?" She was silent for long seconds and then pushed on my chest to push me up off of her. "Uh uh. No running off. I'm serious," I said as I refused to get off of her, letting more of my weight down to trap her on the chair under me.
"Get off."
"Uh uh. Not until we finish this."
She relaxed and stopped fighting to get up. "It's been a long time," she finally said curtly.
"It has. Years in fact. Almost fifteen."
"Fifteen?"
"Uh huh. Along the river on that canoe trip on our anniversary."
"Okay, so it's been a while. Now twice in two weeks. What changed?"
"Nothing."
"Uh uh. I watched you last week. You weren't watching me fingering Abby. You weren't concerned about what I was doing to her at all. You were staring at Tom being sucked off by Rachel while her husband was fingering her pussy. I watched you play with yourself, thinking no one saw your hand under the towel. You played with yourself until you made yourself come, and then you were embarrassed about it. In all my years with you, I haven't ever seen you do anything like that. So the question is, what made you do that, and left you so turned on you wanted to have sex with me out here last week?"
"Nothing. It wasn't anything."
I looked down at her and whispered, "Lover, if we can't be honest with each other at this point in our marriage, what's the point of being married?"
She took a deep breath and held it for long seconds before slowly letting it out. "I don't know," she finally answered. "I was sitting there watching you and Abby and then Tom got up and pushed his dick in her face and she just eagerly sucked it right in. She was obviously enjoying the hell out of it, and it wasn't her husband! I just sorta started to think what I would have done if he'd have come over and pushed it in my face? Would I have sucked him? Or told him to go away? It didn't take long to decide I wouldn't have sucked him off. But why? I mean, you were standing there, essentially fucking Abby in front of everyone, just that little towel hiding you, and it wasn't doing a very good job either. And when you accidently got inside her.
I stiffened at the admission. "Yes I know you did, I could see it on your face. Rachel didn't have to tell me, I already knew, but she confirmed it. She said she saw it on the tape. It startled you that it happened, but I could tell it felt good. I also saw the look on your face before you pulled out. I know that look. I know what happened. I was glad you pulled out, even if it was too late. I really didn't want to see you fucking one of my friends, but something about it. Something in the look on your face, and hers, something about watching Rachel suck Tom off, right there in front of us all. Watching her climax in front of us. Something there, made me want to feel that rush we used to feel. Remember that time we got caught in the park and had to hide in the bushes? My heart was pounding so hard. Did you know I climaxed right there, kneeling on the ground, not even touching myself, waiting for those people to move on? I wanted to feel that again. I wanted to feel that intense climax that I didn't even have to touch myself to trigger." Her voice faded off to a whisper. "Can I tell you a secret?"
"Sure."
"While Evan was doing me with those toys, he asked me to pull up my skirt and show him. I didn't for a while, but then I did, just a short little flip. All of a sudden, my heart was pounding like that night, in the bushes. So I pulled it up again and let him look longer. I was getting so turned on I finally pulled it up my thighs and left it there, letting him see me as he played with my clit with the vibrator. I reached over and stroked my hand on his hardon through his pants. My heart was beating so hard. I wanted to unzip his pants and pull it out. I wanted to wrap my hand around it and stroke it while he touched me with his fingers. He moved the vibrator off my clit and touched me there with his fingers, stroking me, teasing my clit with the tip of his finger. I couldn't hold back. He made me come right then, using his finger, my hand pressed to his hard dick. I hope you aren't angry."
"Why would I be angry?"
"Because of what other people would think of me if they knew. I don't want to be thought of as a slut."
"I don't think any of our friends would think that."
"They might."
"Right. Rachel? I just licked her pussy. Abby? The two of us have been basically naked together twice. None of them are going to think anything."
"I know. But I'm still scared. It was all I could do tonight to take my bra off and let Tom rub his dick on me. The more he did it, the more turned on I got. By the time he was about ready to come, well, I wanted him to keep doing it. Just keep teasing me with his dick. Keep sticking it in my mouth and then teasing my nipples with it. I didn't want it to end."
"But it did."
"Uh huh. And when he came, all I could think about was getting your dick in me to make me come again too. Oh Evan did a good job with the toys, but your dick, that's what really gets me off."
I chuckled. "Okay lover. I promise, any time you get turned on if we're playing games, you can have my dick until you come."
She rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Don't make a joke. I'm serious. I wanted to just stand up and let you fuck me, right there!"
"I wasn't making a joke," I whispered. "Any time, any place. You want it, it's yours."
"You mean that?"
"Of course, lover."
"Good. Now get off so we can go get a shower."
"Yes ma'am," I said softly, leaning down to kiss her nose before pushing up off of her.
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Chapter 9
Authors note: Yes I am still listing this as Romance. Hopefully with this chapter it will start becoming more obvious why. Enjoy!
It was Saturday night. I sat on my bed in my dorm room waiting for Mandy to call. We'd set a regular time to call each other so that we wouldn't miss each other. Eight o-clock Saturday night. She strategically planned it for that time to reduce the likelihood of either of us going off to some party on Saturday night and doing something stupid. What had me nervous was that I knew I was going to have to tell her about being stupid. I wasn't looking forward to it.
I almost jumped out of my skin when the phone rang. I snatched it off the desk and dropped onto my bed again before answering.
"Hello?"
"Hey sexy! Is this the phone of the sexiest, most wonderful man in the world?"
"Um. I think you got the wrong number." I answered, getting a laugh from her.
"How are you my love? Have a good week?"
"Not too bad, you?"
"It was good, but hard. There is so much stuff to memorize. I mean, it's a liberal arts degree, so I don't have to worry about all the hard math and science you do, but there is so much they want you to memorize. How's your calc class going? Did you pass the first test?"
"I didn't. I got a D."
"Oh damn. What are you going to do? You have to pass that!"
"I know. The professor, he assigned me a tutor."
"A tutor? That's fantastic! Is she cute?" She asked jokingly. When I didn't respond she got serious. "David? What's wrong?"
"She is cute, but she really doesn't like guys."
"Oh? A lesbian then? That's okay. I mean that way she isn't trying to get into my man's pants, right?"
"She's not a lesbian. She just doesn't have a very high opinion of men in general."
"Oh. Okay... SO what's the problem?" She asked, concern evident in her voice.
"Well, she was trying to get me to understand something and I wasn't getting it. So she figured she'd use something all guys understand, sex."
"David? What happened?" She asked quietly.
"She told me to make her orgasm, and doing that she was pointing out how I kept bypassing steps when I said what I was going to do, but then did them different. Like not saying I had to unbutton her shirt before I took it off, that kind of thing."
"So, you took off her clothes?"
"Yeah." I admitted quietly.
"Not someplace private though, right? Wait. That's silly. I mean, you wouldn't do something like that in public, Would you?" I sat for long seconds not saying anything. "You took off her clothes in a public place? I don't understand. David, what did you do?"
"In one of the study rooms. I undressed her and then I used my tongue and fingers to make her come."
"Oh David! You didn't make her come like that? Not in a public place? Did you get caught? Did you two get in trouble?"
"Uh, no, we didn't get caught exactly. Well, not by anyone but other students. And yeah. I did. She came all over me."
"Ohhhhh David." She whispered.
"I'm sorry lover. I didn't mean for it to happen. I was just going to give her a nice little climax with my fingers. I mean it was her idea to use that as an instructional model. I never thought we'd ever get that far. I figured I'd just kiss her and she'd say she made her point, but she just kept pointing out all the mistakes I was making in how i processed the task, that before I knew it, I had her naked and was licking her."
"Oh lord David. I know you. Once you started, you couldn't not do it all the way, right?"
"Something like that."
"So, um. After that. Did you have sex with her?"
"Um. Not right away. We went back to our dorm rooms and changed and then I went to hers to go over the rest of my test. We, um, we kinda..."
"David, tell me you didn't have sex with her!"
"I wont lie to you Mandy. I did. I was awfully horny and when she wanted it again, well, I did. I'm sorry sweetie. I've felt guilty about it all week."
"David. We talked about this. We didn't want this to happen. At least tell me this was a one time thing!"
"It was. Well, mostly. She wants me to give her another orgasm, just with my fingers, not having sex with her, once for each test she helps me pass."
"David, that is having sex with her. Just because you don't stick your dick in her doesn't mean it's not sex."
"Yeah. I guess your right. But what do I do? I have to pass this class or I might as well drop out right now."
"I know you can do this. You're really really smart, at least about some things. Some you are really really stupid about. Like girls. You are definitely really really stupid about girls. If I could, I'd come out there and slap you silly! I love you. I don't want to even think about doing what I have to do now."
"You're going to do that? Like your mom and dad?"
"That's what we agreed to. It was supposed to keep us from doing something like that."
"You don't have to."
"If I don't, then what deterrent do you have to not do it again with her? Or anyone for that matter?"
"I guess none." I answered quietly.
"I can't believe we're less than four weeks in and we're already here. I didn't want it to happen at all, but I thought maybe it would after a year or two. I never thought you'd cheat on me that fast."
"Me either. I just wasn't thinking and I honestly thought that after we got part way along, that getting her clothes off in a public place would put a halt to it. I never expected her to go all the way to me actually giving her an orgasm."
"I don't want to do this David. I mean, we both know that I've had sex with plenty of guys before you. But intentionally or unintentionally, I don't want to cheat on you. I know we said this was what made sense, but I didn't think you really liked the idea, and now I know why. I don't WANT to cheat on you. I don't WANT to go find a guy to fuck."
"Then don't. We don't have to do what your parents do. We can find other solutions."
"Like what? What are you going to do to make it up to me?"
"Hell Mandy. We both know there is nothing at all that I can do to make it up to you. There's nothing I can do to take away what I caused you to feel. There's nothing you can do that takes away the guilt that I feel for what I did. All I know to do is to apologize and tell you I'll never do it again."
"Except for how many more tests?"
"Five, including the final."
"So we know you're going to do it five more times with her."
"Just give her a climax. I don't have to have intercourse with her to do that."
She was silent for a long time. "Okay. I'm not going to go find someone to have sex with. I'll believe you and forgive you. I hope you feel guilty. You should. It was as stupid idiot thing to do."
"I know. I'm so sorry lover."
"This sucks. I need to hold you. I need to have you hold me. We can't. Not until Christmas. And that's months away!"
"I know. I think of you all the time. Some nights I can't fall asleep because I'm thinking about you."
"I know. Me too." She said softly. "God I wish we were going to school in the same place. I don't know how we're going to make it four years like this."
"You could transfer out here. Harvard is just down the street. We could even live together."
"My mom would kill me if I went to Harvard!" She said with a laugh. "No, seriously. Maybe we should think about that. I can submit an application to transfer after this semester."
"I think that'd be a good thing to try. I don't think we can survive without each other for four years. Hell, four weeks has been almost impossible."
"Yeah, for me too. I use my toys almost every night when I go to bed."
"Oh no! I'm being replaced by mechanical toys!" I joked.
"Not hardly buster. These don't even come close to what I feel when you are with me. These just take the edge off. I guess you don't even have that."
"Not really. The showers in the dorm are kinda like a school locker room. Not much privacy to jack off or anything."
"I'm sorry lover. This is so much harder than I expected. Mom warned me. I should have listened. I'll get on the Harvard stuff tomorrow. Maybe by Christmas we'll have everything in place for me to transfer and we can be together out there. Oh damn! The timer's going off. I only have a minute left on this long distance card! I love you sweetie. I love you more than anything in the world!"
"Me too! You are the love of my life! I'll talk to you next week!"
"By my love!" She managed to say before the line clicked dead.
"Damn I hate this. We gotta make this Harvard stuff work out." I groused to myself.
---o---
I told Patty about my talk with Mandy and she agreed to not ask me for more sex. We decided that our study sessions would remain in public, either in the library or one of the dorm common areas. She did admit that I might have changed her mind about all men, being scum bags, to "most men" are scum bags.
It helped Mandy feel more comfortable about what I was doing and with who, and things between Mandy and I settled into a more comfortable flow. She had started the process to transfer to Harvard, and her mom supported the move, which made me happy. Patty had managed to get me straightened out on my calculus, and I was now getting good grades on the homework assignments and tests. I talked to my mom almost every other week and it seemed like Betsy was there every time I called, so I talked to her briefly every few weeks as well. Life was getting into a rhythm that was comfortable and I finally felt like things were starting to work out for my life. In only three weeks I'd be going home for Christmas. Mandy's mom had sent me a plane ticket so I wouldn't have to drive all the way there and back, which was good, since I didn't have a car anyway.
"Hello?" I asked into the phone at almost exactly eight o-clock Saturday night.
"Hello David." She said quietly, not using one of her usually cheerful hellos. My radar went off instantly at the sound of her voice.
"Hey lover. What's wrong?"
"I need to tell you something." She whispered so softly I almost couldn't hear her.
"Okay. What's wrong?"
"I went to a party several weeks ago with some friends. It was getting late and we'd been drinking. You know how it is."
"Yeah", I answered, even though I'd avoided those kinds of parties.
"We started playing this game. It's called last man standing. It's a variation on spin the bottle. You take turns spinning and whoever it points to has to stand in the middle and the person that spun gets to take a piece of clothing off of them."
"Okay. that doesn't sound so bad. I guess when you're naked you're out?"
"Well, I thought that too when we started. But after your naked whoever spins gets to spend one minute trying to make you come. Just fingers or mouths, that kind of thing."
"So, you sucked on a couple guys dicks?"
"Yeah. I did that."
"And?"
"And some of the guys suck their fingers in me or licked my clit to get me off."
"Alright. Well, that's not far from what I did with Patty, so I suppose it's okay."
"The last guy, the guy that got me off, he...he decided to grind on me. You know, rub his shaft on my clit. So I was laying on the floor and he climbed on me and we were grinding and he got me to climax. You know how sometimes when I come I arch my back real high? Well, I did. And his dick slipped into me and he didn't stop. He kept stroking until he came in me." She said softly. I could hear she was holding back, trying not to cry.
"Honey. It's okay. I mean, Patty and I did that once and you forgave me. I've already forgiven you so don't worry about it."
I heard her break down and start sobbing. "You don't understand David. I'm pregnant!"
"Wait! What!? How?"
Through her sobs she finally managed to speak again. "The doctor said the antibiotic I was taking for a sinus infection must have affected my birth control pill effectiveness. I was going to tell you about making the mistake with Jack over Christmas. I didn't want to make things harder for your final exams, but when I found out, mom told me I had to tell you right away. It wouldn't be fair to spring it on you when you came home."
I was silent for a few moments. "So, what do we do?"
She broke down into sobs again. "WE don't do anything!" She shouted into the phone. "There's nothing YOU can do! I screwed up. David, I can't let you marry me knowing that my child isn't yours. I don't believe in abortion. Jack's parents are making him marry me."
"Mandy. You're going to marry another man?" I asked, barely able to get the words out.
"I HAVE TO! Don't you understand. I CAN'T MARRY YOU ANYMORE! I CAN'T LOVE YOU ANYMORE! Everything we planned, everything we were going to do. We can't! I RUINED EVERYTHING! GOD DAMN IT DAVID! I LOVE YOU AND I CAN NEVER HAVE YOU NOW BECAUSE OF WHAT I DID!"
I was still trying to get anything to come out of my mouth when the line went dead. It took several minutes for me to dig out a long distance card and dial her number, but she didn't answer. I didn't know if she wasn't there any more or if she just refused to answer. I sat on my bed, stunned. I could feel tears running down my face, as I tried to call again, almost every half hour. She never answered, and I finally gave up about eleven o-clock.
"Shit! You look like your best friend died!" Eric said as he walked back in about ten minutes later. He was always nice an gave us some privacy for our Saturday night call, just in case we wanted to do a little phone sex or something. Tonight when he came in he found me sitting on the bed, tears streaming down my face, staring at the phone on the bed.
"Worse."
"Worse? What happened? Your mom die?"
"Mandy's pregnant." I whispered.
"Pregnant? How the hell did you do that? Ohhhhhhhh shit. It's not yours."
"No."
"What are you going to do?"
"Nothing. There's nothing I can do. She's going to marry the guy that knocked her up."
"Oh shit. Dave. Shit. I'm sorry dude."
"Yeah." I said as I lay over and curled up on the bed.
I didn't even get out of bed Sunday. I didn't want to. I didn't go eat, I didn't shower, I just lay there. Eric did his best to try and get me up, but in the end, he gave up. All I wanted to do was curl up and die. Everything I thought I had worked out, everything I planned had evaporated in one phone call.
When Monday came I had only gotten out of bed to go to the bathroom, but only so I didn't make a mess on my bed. I didn't feel like eating or going to class or anything. He didn't have any more luck this morning than he did Sunday, trying to get me out of bed.
"Hey! You missed class!" Patty snapped as she walked into the room about half an hour after calc. She saw me laying on the bed, wearing only my briefs, curled up facing the wall. "Hey, you okay? You sick?" She asked more softly as she sat on the edge of the bed. She tugged on my shoulder to try and get me to roll over and see her, but I refused. "Jesus David. You look like hell. What's going on?"
"Nothing. I just want to lay here and die." I whispered.
"Well, you sure as hell look like you're trying. What happened?"
"Mandy."
"Your girlfriend? She break up with you or something? Tell you she doesn't love you anymore?"
"She's pregnant." I whispered.
"Oh my." She said softly, stroking my bare arm. "I'm sorry. She's going to marry him instead?"
"She said she loves me, but she can't marry me and let me raise someone that isn't mine. She's going to marry him."
"So, when did you find this out?"
"Saturday."
"And you've been laying here since then?"
"Something like that."
"Did you bother to eat? Maybe we should get you up and get something to eat."
"I'm not hungry. I just want to die."
She stroked my arm for several minutes and then got up to leave without a word. She was going to leave me alone and that was fine with me.
Patty walked into my room again a little before dinner time, and sat on the edge of my bed. I didn't roll over to even look at her. "It's my fault." I said quietly.
"Eric told me a little more. I don't know all the details, but enough. I'm sorry. I know how much you loved her."
"I still do."
"I know." She whispered, stroking my arm. "But this isn't helping."
"It's my fault. If I hadn't done what I did with you she might not have felt it was okay to play that stupid game."
"Hey, that's not fair. You didn't make her do it. She did that on her own. You can't be responsible for her actions. You can only be responsible for your own. And right now, yours aren't too responsible."
"I don't care."
"We have calc homework to do tonight."
"I don't care."
"You know, you surprise me."
"Why is that?"
"I did some research on you. I know what you did to save that girl. It took some work to track down someone who knew the whole story, but I did."
I half rolled toward her. "You know about that?"
"I've known about it for months. It was front page news in your town. Didn't you read the newspaper in your own town?"
"I was in the hospital for a few days." I said quietly. "I was never much on reading the newspaper anyway."
"Well, the police said that if you hadn't fought off the attacker that he probably would have killed her out of jealousy after he finished raping her, and you did it with a concussion and several bruised ribs. That doesn't sound like someone who gives up. Hell, you didn't give up on calculus, and that's even harder than kicking a guy in the balls!" She said with a chuckle, apparently trying to get me to laugh. I didn't.
She sat for long minutes, just sitting, stroking my arm, not saying anything. "You don't have to stay here." I finally said. "I know you have things to do."
"Uh huh. First thing I have to do is get you out of bed."
"I'm not dressed."
"Good. Makes getting a shower easier that way."
"I don't want a shower."
"You need one. Besides, it'll help. Trust me."
"Trust you? What do you know about something like this?"
"How old do you think I am?" She asked in a whisper.
"I heard you were twenty-two."
"Kinda old for a freshman, isn't it?"
"Yeah. kinda."
"You wanna know why? Because I spent a year lying in bed just like you are. I didn't want to get up and eat, or anything. All I wanted to do was die. You wanna know why?"
"I dunno."
"Tell me you wanna know why."
"okay, I wanna know. Why?"
"Because the guy I'd been dating for almost six years, the guy that I loved more than anything else in the world. The guy that was going to come to school with me and we were going to have a life together. He decided to have that life with someone else. Someone I knew. Someone that had been on double dates with us, someone I'd experimented with sex with, someone that knew me almost as well as I knew myself. He decided to have that life with my best friend. So yeah. I know. I lost the man I loved and my best friend three days before I was supposed to come here and start my freshman year."
"Damn." I mumbled without looking away from the wall I was staring at.
"Yeah. damn. Now you know why I don't much like men. Present company excepted. I spent almost a year wallowing in self-pity and self-loathing before someone managed to kick my ass hard enough to get me out of bed. I'm not going to let you do what I did. I'm not going to let you waste all the work you did this year. You're going to get your ass out of bed and take a shower and then come to dinner with me."
I rolled over enough to look at her and then back to the the wall again. "I don't feel like it."
"Did I say I was going to give you a choice?"
"No."
"So, get up. Don't make me force you to, because I will."
"You and what army?"
"Be right back." She said as she got up. I wondered where she went for a few moments and then went back to feeling sorry for myself, staring at the wall in front of me, feeling like my life had come to an end. Part of me wished that I hadn't saved Mandy, or when she asked me to the dance I refused, or any number of other choices I made that led to me being here like this. So many ways I could have changed my life.



I wasn't even sure how long had passed bdore I heard her voice again from the doorway. "Okay girls." In moments the blanket I had on was ripped off of me. I felt hands on me, lots of hands. Suddenly I was being dragged off the bed by the legs, and then more hands. Lots of hands. I looked around and saw at least eight girls in nothing but underwear and bras, two each grabbing my arms and legs as they tried to carry my struggling ass across the small room and out the door. They giggled and squealed as they carried me down the hallway toward the bathrooms. I struggled for a ways, and then gave up, knowing I was outnumbered. There was no way I was going to shake of that many clearly determined girls.
The noise drew attention, not a little, but squealing girls in a dorm full of boys drew a lot of attention. It wasn't long before there was a gaggle of guys following the girls and me down the hallway toward the bathroom. We got to the bathroom and I expected the whole gaggle to follow us in, but some of those extra girls that were fully dressed, blockaded the door and demanded that they give us some privacy, since they were doing a public service and we didn't need a lot of gawkers. At least, that's what I heard said as I was dragged across the bathroom floor.
They didn't stop until I was in the showers, two shower heads raining cold water on me as two girls adjusted the temperature. I was held down as Patty stepped to me with a big bottle of shampoo and squirted a whole bunch all over my body while two of the girls worked on pulling my briefs, the only thing I had on, down my legs. In moments they had me naked and while two held my hands by sitting on them, the other six that had carried me in began rubbing the shampoo all over my body, using it as soap to wash me. The shower water had made their underwear and bras essentially see through, which of course had an almost instant effect on certain parts of my body, which didn't go unnoticed. I tried to pull my hands from under the two girls sitting on them, which only served to get them to sit more fully on them.
It took a few moments to realize that my hands were being held down by two very soft pussies, their wiggling to hold me down grinding their most sensitive parts against my palms and fingers. I would have thought about that more, if one of the six washing me hadn't realized how much they were showing, and it soon turned into a small strip fest, the girls pulling their panties and bras off while still holding me down. One of them got the idea to use her underwear as a washcloth and in moments I had six sets of soapy panties all over my body by six totally naked, and very sexy girls. Patty stood and watched, smiling at me and slowly shaking her head as the girls teased me all over, including my unexplainably hard dick.
"Seems to me a couple months ago I started to tutor a lost student, couldn't figure out which way was up in calculus. But he damn well knew how to make a woman feel like a woman. Well, it's time I returned the favor." She slipped off her bra and panties, baring her whole body every bit as much as that first time in the library. The girls gave her room and she stepped over me, straddling me and lowering herself down toward me. She reached between her legs and aimed my dick at her pussy and then settled down onto it, letting it slip deep into her in one smooth motion. "Oh god what a cock." She moaned softly. "For some reason you think because Mandy left you, because she wouldn't ask you to raise a child that wasn't yours, your life is over. You couldn't be more wrong. You have so much to offer and so many who would quickly answer yes."
She began to slide up and down on me, teasing my dick with her tight hot pussy. Up and down she moved, watching my face, changing her angle of her strokes to make it as good for me as she could. "Every one of these girls is your friend." She panted as her ass bounced on my thighs. "Every one wanted to help when they heard what happened."
"Why?" I croaked breathlessly as she pushed my orgasm up the slope toward climax. I hadn't had my dick in a pussy since that day in her dorm room. Not that I didn't want to, but I had promised Mandy I wouldn't make the same mistake again, and I didn't.
"Jenny there, you carried her up three flights of stairs when the elevator broke and she was still on those stupid crutches. Not once, but twice that day. Samantha, how many times have you helped her with her car not starting? Evelyn, you stood out there in the cold rain and changed her tire for her."
"You fixed my chair for me, the one that my stupid boyfriend broke when he got mad." Another of the girls answered.
I was having a harder time paying attention to what they were saying, missing what three of them said as my climax raced to the head of the line. "Oh god. I'm gonna come." I groaned loudly.
"Good!" Patty moaned. "Come for me. Please. Let me feel it."
"Uh huh." I grunted as my body spasmed under her. I felt my cock surge cum deep into her, not once, not twice or three time. But over and over, feeling like I'd filled her with a gallon of cum while she sat on me, shuddering and trembling.
The hand on my body changed their motion, gently stroking and caressing me, trying to make sure that my orgasm lasted as long as it could. I looked around at the girls, all of them still naked and realized that every one of them I had helped or just been kind to.
"All of them call you friend and know exactly what kind of a man you are. All of them wanted to show you that life isn't over just because she isn't going to be in your life anymore. Trust me. Things will look better in a few days. Just let us help. We're going to take turns spending time with you. If you want, we'll even spend the nights with you so you won't be alone if you don't want to be. Let is return some of the kindness you showed us."
"Alright. If that's how you all want it."
"It is." A chorus of female voices answered.
Patty climbed from my lap, my now soft dick sliding out of her. "My you did have a little stored up, didn't you?" She said as she looked down at the copious amount of our combined cum leaking from her pussy. One of the girls handed Patty her underwear and she slipped them on while another girl gently washed the cum off my dick and around it. The two sitting on my hands got off and in moments all the girls were pulling on their still sopping wet panties and bras. They might have covered the body parts but they sure didn't hide anything. The guys outside were going to get one hell of an eyeful.
The girls helped me up and rinsed me off. We all headed out of the shower and past the girls blockading the door. The guys made plenty of noise as the mostly naked girls tromped past them and down the hall. The last two out were patty and I, Patty wearing nothing but the panties. One of the girls blockading the door handed her a rolled up bundle and then pushed the guys apart so we could make it to my room. Once there they stood guard outside, shooing the guys away, telling them to give us some privacy.
"Come on. Let's get you dressed." Patty said quietly, digging in my drawers for clothes. She pulled out socks and underwear and a t-shirt and then finally jeans. She turned and stepped to me. She stood in front of me, still in nothing but her panties. "You know, if you don't touch me, all exposed like this, I'm going to think you don't like how I look."
"I think you're quite pretty." I answered.
"Then don't you think you should do something more like a man would do to show me?" I couldn't help myself. I chuckled at her insistence and reached for her body. She guided my hands to her breasts, pressing my palms to her firm little boobs, her hard nipples pressing to my palms. "That's much better." She whispered. I held my hands on her breasts as she dressed me, and then finally had to let go as she unrolled the bundle she'd been given. I helped her dress in the extremely sexy looking dress she had. It was cold out, and she pulled on thigh high cable tights that came almost long enough to reach the hem of the short dress.
"I don't remember ever seeing you in that."
"You wouldn't have. I borrowed it from Dena for the occasion."
"I'm sure it looks good on her, but I really like it on you."
She blushed slightly. "Thank you. I appreciate that. Now. Let's go find dinner. We have to stop by my room to get my coat though."
"We can do that." I agreed as she handed me my heavy coat. We opened the door and found just the two 'guards' standing there, the rest of the dorm floor having been chased off. The four of us headed to the elevator and all stepped in. The guard girls were behind us, and one of them, I wasn't sure which, patted and rubbed my butt while we rode down to the third floor, her hand still rubbing my butt. I could smell the scent of the perfume grow in the small enclosed space, mostly wafting from the young woman standing extremely close behind me.
"If you need someone to keep you company tonight, if Patty wont, I'd be happy to sit up with you." She whispered, pressing her full chest against my back as she reached her lips toward my ear. The car stopped and the doors opened. I stepped out with Patty and the two girls following behind. I walked with Patty toward her room, several girls that I recognized from around the dorm stepped from their open rooms and slip an arm around me and hug me or give me a kiss on the cheek.
"I don't get it." I asked Patty after we were outside on our way to the dining hall.
"What's not to get."
"Most of these girls I don't even know. Why the hugs and kisses and such? I'm just another guy on campus. Seems to me every girl on the floor is trying to be extra nice to me."
She laughed loudly. "You're kidding right?"
"No."
"David. We sit in the common area of the floor almost every night. Those girls all walk by and nearly every time you take time from what we're doing to say hello, or compliment what they're wearing, or just look up with a smile. Every one of us on the floor think that you are probably one of the nicest guys on campus. Oh, I know you keep saying it's the way you were raised, but a lot of guys on campus were raised well, and as soon as they were out of the house, turned into animals. How many of these girls have walked past you in nothing but a towel and you just smile and say hello."
"What am I supposed to do? Feel them up or something?"
"Some of them might wish you would." She giggled. "You and I might have only had sex one time, but word got around about how intense the orgasms were that you gave me."
"How do you suppose that happened?"
"Dunno. Maybe someone overheard me talking. Anyway, you're special. We all know exactly what Mandy saw in you. Oh shit. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say her name. I'm so stupid." She said with a scowl, looking at how quickly my face changed.
"It's...It's alright. I'm going to have to get used to it somehow." I said softly. She looped her arm in mine and pulled herself to my side. We had to start walking in step with each other, we were so snugly pressed together.
"Well. I have every intention of sneaking into your room tonight to make sure you aren't sleeping alone. I might even let you make love to me all night."
"I wish I understood you."
"Why would you want to do that? It'd ruin the mystery." She giggled.
We had dinner at the dining hall together. I was actually surprisingly hungry once she got me to start eating, which she did by teasingly flashing me one of her nipples and telling me that I couldn't have desert unless I ate my dinner. After dinner we walked back to the dorm room. I found it empty. Eric left a note saying he'd be gone tonight and I had the room to myself. Patty gave me a knowing look and whispered that one of the girls was making sure he had a place to stay overnight. She undressed slowly, taking everything off very slowly, turning and letting me see her body. Once she was naked, she had me stand and undressed me as well, again, each thing taken off slowly. Once we were both naked she coaxed me down onto the bed with a gentle push of her hands to my chest, and then climbed onto me.
"You don't have to do this." I whispered as she lay on top of me, her lips inches from mine.
"I know I don't have to. You told me we couldn't do this anymore after the first time because you promised her we wouldn't. You kept your promise. Now there isn't any reason we can't, and I don't have to, but I want to. I've wanted to do this all semester. I've wanted to celebrate each of those exams with you just exactly this way. No, I don't have to. But if you'll let me, I want to."
I slipped my arms around her and pulled he down to me, letting her kiss my lips. There was no rush, no hurry. We had all night, and she was reveling in teasing me. She worked my dick into her pussy without using her hands, which brought several giggles from her in her attempts, but she finally managed it. Then she rocked her hips, slowly, sensually, teasing my length. In and out I slid, her hot wet walls teasing me, slowly bringing my orgasm up nearly to the point of release, and then stopping, holding me inside until it drifted away. Only then would she begin to move again, slowly, sensually sliding her body against mine, sliding my rock hard cock in and out of her hot wetness. I was nearly there again and she stopped, lowering her face to mine in a long wet kiss as the edge of my climax faded away once again.
She broke the kiss again and smiled down at me as she began to move once again. In and out I slid, her hips rolling slightly this time, her motion making my dick slide differently inside her, pressing both her top and bottom each stroke. I felt my orgasm grow again. This time she moved up my body slightly, letting her actions slide my dick almost out of her, but not quite. She was careful to keep the strokes slow and even, feeling my fat head approach the entrance of her vaginal depths, but stopping and moving back before I could slide all the way out.
"Oh god. Make me come." I groaned, barely able keep from thrusting up at her. She'd made me promise to let her do everything, to not try and do it myself, but it was almost more than I could resist. My hips moved slightly in time with hers as my orgasm grew more quickly this time, almost as if she wanted it to race quickly there. "Ohhhh. Almost." I groaned.
She smiled down at me and stopped again, holding me into her. I was all the way in her when she pushed her chest up off mine. She lifted herself and arched her back before she started to rock on me again. This time with more force. On and off of me she rocked, driving me hard and deep with each thrust down on me. "Oh god. I'm going to come." I groaned as the tingle and warmth spread through my body.
"Do it. Come for me." She said breathlessly. I reached for her tits and held them, gently squeezing her nipples as she thrust harder onto me. "Oh god. Ohhhhhhh god. You're going to make me come too."
"UHHHHHH!" I grunted as my body jerked under her. I felt my cum pump up into her. Through my own climax I felt her pussy spasm around me, her legs and arms shuddering as my cock continued to pump more cum deep in her. Slowly we both slid down the long hill of post climactic bliss. She lowered herself down to lay on me again, her lips aimed for mine and then we were kissing. Softly, sensuously she kissed me, every touch, every breath, every tiny lick of her tongue intended to make me feel desired, loved, wanted. She was incredibly successful.
"Thankyou." I whispered breathlessly as she broke the kiss, her lips still hovering inches from mine. "That was...well, that was something."
"Remember that first time, when you gave me that incredibly intense orgasm? I've wanted to do this to you, for you, all semester. I've never done anything like this before. I spent days researching how to give a man a powerful climax. That was the result. A number of tricks that the magazines and the girls know. I hope you enjoyed it."
"I did. Very much. Thank you."
She lay on me for a while longer and then she rolled off of me. She snuggled up to my side, one leg laying over mine, her head on my shoulder. She let her lips brush my cheek and then kissed it softly. "I think I know what she saw in you. The same thing all the girls see in you. Sensitivity, caring, gentleness, devotion. We, you and me, may not have a future. I might not be what you want. I have no illusions about you loving me. But for now, until you find someone you can love the way you loved her, let me be here for you."
"I don't know that I want to love anyone again like that. I've loved like that twice. I don't want to hurt like that again."
She laughed softly. "Honey, I don't think you can turn that down when it walks into your life. It's not your way. I know about her. I know what you did for her, what it cost you to protect her. Any woman would be lucky to have a man like you. Can I ask? Can you tell me who the other was?"
"Her name was Betsy."
"How did you meet her?"
I chuckled. "Her boyfriend was mad at his quarter back being thrown in jail for attacking Mandy. He organized a stunt to strip me and strand me in a girl's bathroom in the school. Betsy was the bait, pretending to be Mandy to get me alone in a storeroom where they were waiting for me."
"If she was part of that, why would you love her?"
"I found out she was trapped. Her mom was dying of cancer. She only had weeks to live and she didn't want her to know her daughter had been involved in something like that. When the principal put her punishment in my hands, I let her off the hook."
"Why doesn't that surprise me? So how did you end up loving her?"
"When her mom passed, I was there for her. Her dad passed a little while later and my mom took her in until she could get things sorted out. I didn't even realize it until we were on our way out here to drop me off. We'd fallen in love with each other. But I'd already made my promise to Mandy. I couldn't be in love with two women at the same time. I had to end it."
"Do you still talk to her or anything?"
"Yeah. She still comes by my mom's house all the time. She's kinda become an adopted daughter to my mom."
"Do you think she still loves you?"
"I doubt it. It was hard breaking it off with her. The second hardest thing I've ever had to go through. I was never able to even tell anyone I was in love with her. Not even my mom. You're the first I've ever told about it."
She kissed my cheek again. "Thank you."
"For what?"
"For caring about me enough to share something so personal."
I held her tightly to me, thoughts of Mandy flooding my mind. I was soon crying. I tried to keep it quiet, but she held me and let me cry until I finally fell asleep in her arms.
---o---
Patty and I spent the night together, actually sleeping, though we made love again in the morning before she had to leave to get ready to go to class. After she left, I showered and got myself ready to go to breakfast and then class. It was my morning ritual, and it felt good to try and keep my normal schedule again. Eggs, bacon and toast for breakfast, off to English composition class at nine. I was sat in my seat and hadn't even gotten my notebook out when Samantha walked in. She wasn't in class with me, but she handed the professor a note and then came and sat down in the seat next to mine.
"We told you we were going to be here for you." She said quietly.
She sat quietly through class, and then when it was over, she got up and looped an arm in mine, walking with me to my next class. Again she gave that professor a note, which I had no idea about, and sat next to me. After my second class I normally headed to the library to study, though I didn't know how I was going to do that with her along. We found an empty table and sat down. I pulled out my notebook and tried to concentrate on writing the essay I was assigned for English comp. All I could do was stare at the paper. The longer I looked, the more of Mandy I thought about. When the first tear dripped on the paper Samantha did something I didn't expect. She used her fingers to turn my head to her and she pressed her lips to mine in a soft kiss.



"Don't think about it. Let it go. There's nothing wrong with remembering, but right now it's best to let it go. That's what I'm here for. To make sure you have something else to focus on."
"Focus on?"
She stood up and looked around. No one seemed to be looking. She hiked up her skirt and pulled her panties down. She slid them down her legs and stepped out of them before scooting her chair closer to me. She sat down and set the panties on my paper. "Now what do you know about that? I found a pair of panties. If your hand slips between my legs, maybe you can find out if they're mine." She whispered with a soft giggle, as she pulled my hand to her lap and under the hem of her skirt. "Go ahead. I want you to."
"Don't you have a boyfriend?"
"Yeah. But he won't mind."
"I would if I were your boyfriend."
She leaned toward me and gently kissed my cheek. "He's only my boyfriend so he can get a piece of ass from me. He has no plans on making it serious. So, if I want to give it to someone else once in a while, that's my choice, right? I mean, if he wants it for his own, he should put a ring on it." She leaned to me and kissed my cheek wetly. I opened my mouth to argue but her hand on my lap stopped me. "I want your cock. After being in the shower with you, I want your cock. I want it in me. I want it in my mouth and in my pussy and I want to feel you pumping it in and out of me. I want to feel you in me when I climax, and I want to feel you climax inside me."
"Oh damn." I groaned as she slipped her hand into the front of my jeans that I didn't even realize she had worked open. I felt her fingers caress my cock through my briefs as she pressed herself against my arm.
"Fuck me. Let me take your mind off all of that other stuff and focus it on me."
"Here?"
"No, but close by. If you dare."
"If I dare?"
She grinned and stood up abruptly. "Come on." She led me to the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor. As the elevator rose, she started to undress, taking her dress off and then her bra, leaving only her knee length boots on. The elevator opened onto the top floor, and she took me by the hand, pulling me along, winding around through the stacks until we were in a dead end of old dusty books with a tiny reading desk at the end of it. She let go of my hand, ran the last few feet and sat on the little table. She lifted and spread her legs, resting one booted foot on the book shelves on either side of the narrow aisle, exposing all of her sexiness to me "Come fuck me. Come put that sexy cock into my pussy and make me come around you."
"Samantha..."
"Shhhhh. Just trust me. Do it. Do it for both of us. You need it and I want it."
I had to admit, looking at her sexy pussy and her perky little boobs had my cock rock hard. The front of my jeans was already open, so all I had to do was push them down a little bit and my briefs with them. I pushed everything down to my thighs and stepped to her. She held her hands out to me, drawing me between her legs. Her hand found my dick and guided me to her.
"Damn. You're already wet."
"Sweetie, I've been wet for you since first hour."
I pushed into her a few inches and then back out to draw moisture to her lips. In and out I slid, working deeper and deeper until my head was bumping into the end of her vagina. "Oh fuck yes. That's it honey. Fuck my little pussy. Shit you are so much bigger than Eddie."
"Uh huh." I grunted as I started to pump in and out with more vigor. My thighs slapped against her bare ass as I thrust into her over and over, one of her hands over her own mouth to muffle her moans and gasps. In and out I slid, her body responding, as was mine.
"Fuck me. Oh god you're going to make me come. Ohhhhhhh shit. Oh David. Ohhhhhh baby, not so much. Not so much. I'm going to come hard! OHHHHHHH NOOOOO..." She squealed, failing to quiet herself. Come she did, as did I. I pumped what cum I had into her while she came massively, squirting her juices over the front of my shirt and my crotch, dripping and running down to wet my pants. "Ohhhhhh fuck baby! Ohhhh god yes." She gasped and panted as her orgasm ran its course. "Oh shit David! I'm sorry baby. I couldn't help it. It was growing so big and so fast I couldn't stop it."
"Well, looks like more laundry."
"I would say. Come on. Let's get you back to your room and change."
"Yeah." I agreed, pulling my pants back up. At least this time I'd be able to cover the evidence with my coat. She dressed and we headed down to get our stuff and then walked back to the dorm.
I stepped off the elevator and froze in place, Samantha bumping into me and knocking me off balance.
"David!" She said loudly before she got up from the chair she was in and ran toward me. She hit me with her body and wrapped her arms around me, pulling us together and then pressing her lips urgently to mind. She kissed me aggressively, my arms automatically circling her as she did. We kissed for almost a minute before Samantha made a noise behind me.
"Betsy. What are you doing here?" I asked as we broke the kiss.
"Where else would I be right now? You were there for me when life looked like it was blackest. I'm returning the favor. Her mom called your mom. I was on the road within an hour. I had to be with you."
"God it's so good to see you."
"How are you doing?"
"Well, after laying in bed for almost a whole day feeling sorry for myself, some friends gave me, um, an intervention I guess you'd call it. I'm...I'm managing to deal with it."
"Some." Samantha said. "Weren't you just on the verge of breaking down into tears only half an hour ago?"
"And you are?"
"Oh. Hi. I'm Samantha. I'm one of David's friends."
"I see." Betsy said with an odd look on her face.
"Oh. No. It isn't like that. Patty and the other girls would never have interfered when he was still with that bitch. But now. Well, we're taking turns being with him so he isn't alone and doesn't do anything stupid."
"Who's Patty?"
"Patty's his math tutor. She's the one that set this up to make sure he was okay. And you are?"
"Betsy." She answered.
"Betsy, as in the principal's office Betsy?"
"You told her?" Betsy asked, turning her head quickly to me.
"Oh. No. He didn't. Patty got him to talk about the second girl he loved while she was with him last night. She told me just enough to know that he met you in the principal's office and that over the summer he fell in love with you."
"In love with me?" She said in surprise. "I didn't think. I mean, after the motel. I didn't know..."
"That I was in love with you? I was. I felt the same way you did, but I was also in love with Mandy. I 'd made my promise to her, and it wasn't fair to either of you, so I never told you."
"I don't know what to say." Betsy whispered.
"Well, I do." Samantha said. "If you know what's good for you, you'll figure out if it's still there. David, I'm supposed to take you to calc and turn you over to Patty. If you think you can get yourself there, I'll let Betsy take you. Remember, you can't be late. You have a test today."
"Yeah. Right. I promise I won't be late."
"Good!" Samantha said before leaning over and kissing me on the cheek. "And thank you for...um...for the other."
"The other?" Betsy asked with raised eyebrows as Samantha stepped into the elevator to head down to her floor.
"Yeah." I answered. "Come on. I need to change real quick and then we need to head to class."
Betsy followed me to my dorm room and waited while I stripped down. I couldn't help but notice the little grin on her face as I got naked. "Remember the last time we were naked together? Little motel in the mountains? Having sex on the grass out back?"
"Like it was yesterday."
"You know. I haven't had sex with anyone since then." She whispered as she stepped toward me. She slipped her arms around me from behind, sliding one hand to my chest, and the other down to my dick. She played with my dick, encouraging it to start growing in only a few seconds. "I wouldn't mind if you still wanted to do something like that."
"Maybe after class. Patty'll kill me if I'm late."
She let go of me so I could dress. "Um. David?" she asked from behind me while I was pulling on a clean pair of jeans. "How come you smell like pussy?"
I turned and looked at her a little sheepishly. "Samantha."
"Samantha what?"
"Patty arranged a little intervention yesterday. She was afraid that I was going to do something stupid, as she put it. So she and some of the girls on third floor kinda forced me out of bed and showered me and are taking turns staying with me. They apparently have arranged twenty four hour coverage, making sure I don't skip class or meals or do anything stupid, whatever that means."
"So, Samantha had sex with you to keep you from doing something stupid?"
"No.' I answered as I pulled my coat on so we could go. "She had sex with me because she saw I was going to break down emotionally again. Seems Patty thinks the best way to keep me from losing it over Mandy is to give me something more pleasant to think about. The girls that are part of this, well, they all consider me a friend."
"I see." She answered as I led her out and to the elevator.
It was a cold walk to the math building and we barely made it in time for class. I asked the professor if Betsy could sit in on class, since she was visiting campus, and he agreed she could sit in one of the open seats in the back, as long as she was quiet. Patty gave me a curious look as I sat down in my seat next to hers. "Betsy." I whispered as Professor Saloman started handing out the exams.
"The one from home?"
I nodded as the stack of exams were passed down my row. I took one and passed the rest back and then went to work. For some reason, concentrating on the exam was hard. As usual Patty blew through it with ease, getting done only half way through the hour. She picked up her stuff, touched my arm and then walked out of the classroom. I noticed Betsy follow close behind. Suddenly concentrating got even more difficult.
"Mister Roberts. Time us up." Professor Saloman said as he stood near my desk. I looked up and saw I was the only one left in the room. "Based on the last two tests I wouldn't have expected this from you. You seemed to be getting the hang of the material."
"I'm sorry sir. I had a personal emergency over the weekend and I'm having a little trouble concentrating."
"A personal emergency? Someone in your family ill?"
I looked up at him. "Not exactly. My girlfriend, my fiancé, out in California called and told me she was pregnant."
"Ahhh. Well, congratulations."
"It...Um. It isn't mine sir." I said as I looked down at the desk.
"Oh. I see. And that accounts for your visitor?"
"Yes sir. She came out to make sure I was alright."
"I realize that it might be a difficult thing at the moment, but life is full of setbacks, some small, some seeming to be overwhelming. It's how we deal with that adversity that makes the measure of what kind of a man we are. You've made great progress under miss Engle's tutelage. I'd hate to see that lost."
"It won't be. She's seeing to that."
"Very well. I can see she's waiting outside. It's never good to keep women waiting. Go. And good luck mister Roberts."
"Thank you sir." I got up and headed out, Patty stepped to me and hugged me briefly before stepping back.
"Well? How did you think you did?"
"Not as well as I needed to. I just couldn't concentrate."
"I understand. Betsy and I had an interesting talk while we were waiting. What say the three of us head to lunch." It had been routine that Patty and I walked to the dining hall for a late lunch after calc class. I hadn't realized it exactly, but we'd been doing it almost all semester routinely. We usually talked about the class work, but frequently we talked about other things as well, personal things. "Here. Hold my stuff while I run to the bathroom." She added, handing me her pile of books and notebooks. "Be right back."
"David." Betsy whispered as soon as Patty was out of earshot. "Have you slept with her?"
"Patty? Well. Um."
"It's alright if you have. I just wanted to know."
"She was the one that I had sex with way back at the beginning of the semester. And she's the one who organized the intervention."
"And she's the one that is taking overnight duty? Let me guess. She had sex with you after Mandy broke it off?"
"Yeah. We did. Last night."
"I think she's got a thing for you."
"Patty? She hates men."
"She might hate men, but she doesn't hate you. That woman has more than a little interest in you."
"She's a friend. I guess a pretty close one."
"Honey," Betsy said as she slid between my arms and hugged her body to mine, her nose inches from my own. "That woman is more than a friend, or at least she wants to be. If you wanted, I bet she'd be very much more."
I looked toward the lady's bathroom door. "She does?"
Betsy giggled. "You were always so oblivious to the obvious. Yes. That woman wants you. Just like I did. Just like...I still do."
I looked at her in surprise. "After the cold water I threw on you at that motel, I figured the last thing you ever wanted to do was be with me again."
"Oh sweetie. I knew you were in love with Mandy. I also pretty sure you were in love with me. I wasn't going to have you, but I wanted to know that you knew I cared that much. I always told you if she ever was stupid enough to let you go that I'd be here to pick up the pieces, well, here I am. I've been patiently waiting. I know girls like Mandy. I suspect that the guy that got her pregnant wasn't the only one to visit her down there. Try as she might, Evan trained her to be a slut. She was trying, but in the end, she gave in. Probably more than once, or with more than one guy. I don't want to talk bad about her, but it's the truth. She probably did you a favor."
I looked at Betsy in shock. "You don't mean that."
"Before you two became an item, she was going to go to school in Cal partly because she wanted to get away from home far enough that her dad and Evan couldn't rein her in. She wanted to be like her mom. As I understand it, when her mom was in college she had sex a lot with a LOT of men. It wasn't until her senior year she met him and settled down. Mandy was planning on doing the same thing, until you came along."
"Everything alright?" Patty asked, putting a hand on my back.
"Yeah. Um. Fine. Let's go eat." I answered, trying to digest what Betsy had said. I didn't want to believe that Mandy had been cheating on me. I had been confident, right up to that phone call, that she was being faithful to me. I refused to believe she wasn't, even now.
I wasn't sure what was going to happen when evening came. I knew Patty had made some kind of arrangement with the floor monitor to allow her to spend the night with me, but with Betsy here, I wasn't sure what was going to happen. Eric was mystically gone again, leaving the room to me again. After spending most of the afternoon and evening with me, Patty kissed me goodnight and left me with Betsy.
Once alone in my dorm room she undressed slowly, letting me look at her, teasing me with her body in a way that made me think she had thought this through more than once. Each piece of her clothing was removed or partly removed to uncover some sexy bit of her body in a way that had my dick rock hard and my mind desiring to have her with me in my arms. When she finally was nude, she undressed me, much like Patty had done, teasing me, urging my excitement to grow. She knelt in front of me and licked my hard shaft like a popsicle and then closed her lips over it, drawing a moan from both of us.
She sucked and licked my dick for several minutes, teasing and sucking it, making my desire for her grow by the second. She finally pulled her face from me and stepped to the little desk. She leaned over and pushed her butt out at me. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to slide into me and pump me until you come. Don't even think about holding back when it's time. Just do this and enjoy it. We have all night for you to return the favor, but this time, this first one, I want it to be about you feeling good."
I stepped behind her and rubbed my saliva coated cock up and down her slit. I spread her lips with my head and then slowly pushed into her, drawing a deep moan of pleasure from her. "God I missed how this feels. Did you?"
"Yeah, I did." I started to stroke in and out of her, pushing deep into her until her soft butt cheeks pressed to my hips. In and out I stroked, my orgasm growing with each one.
"Remember that last night in the motel? Your mom went in to shower with you?"
"Uh huh."
"I know what she did. I know that she had sex with you in there, but she wouldn't let you come in her. I also know that when we had sex in the morning, that you did, come in her. Do you know why?"
"Uh uh." I grunted as I felt my orgasm suddenly racing to completion at the memory of laying behind mom, fucking her in the bed with Betsy laying right behind me.
"Because I told her it was what she wanted and if she didn't, she'd always wish she had. That's why I pretended to be asleep. I wanted you to share that with her, just like I want to feel you share that with me right now. I want to feel you come in me. I want to feel your cream surging into my pussy. Oh god David. You're going to make me come. I can feel it. You're getting so fat. Come for me sweetie, come in meeeeeeee!" she gasped out as her pussy squeezed around me, triggering my climax.
My body jerked hard and drove fully into her as I pumped my cum deep in her pussy. Over and over my body jerked and spasmed, though I doubted there was all that much cum to be had after last night and Samantha earlier today. Just the same, my body gave its all to fill her with what it could. I stood there, my cock twitching in her for only a short time before she pushed me back with her ass and then pulled off my dick. She pulled me by the hands to my bed and pulled us both down on it, pulling me on top of her. With her arms wrapped around my neck she pulled our faces together and kissed me softly, lovingly. If I had any doubt if she still loved me, it evaporated in that instant.
Betsy could only stay for the two days and two nights, but in those two nights the two of us made love at least a half dozen times, and by the time she left on Wednesday morning, the love I had for her had once again budded and grew. I didn't know where it was going to go, but I knew that losing Mandy wasn't going to be the end of everything. She said she'd be there to pick up the pieces, and she had been. She was the glue that put the pieces of my heart back together. Not that there wasn't a huge hole to be filled, but Betsy made sure that I knew, if I wanted her to fill that hole, she wanted to try. It was still two and a half weeks to Christmas break and I had work to do to after that abysmal last exam. Work that I knew I needed to do, both for Patty, and now, also for Betsy.
---o---
I don't know what arrangements Patty had made, but for the next two and a half weeks she slept with me in my dorm room. Eric had returned from wherever he had been bunking, and Patty seemed to consider showering naked in front of the guys on the floor, and being naked and even having sex, in front of Eric, a small price to pay to be able to lay with me each night. I came to realize that Betsy was right. Patty wanted me, and she was falling in love with me, if she hadn't already done so. The only nights she didn't sleep with me were three nights when she was on her period. There were apparently some things that she wasn't comfortable doing in front of a dorm full of guys. But it wasn't a bad thing. It gave me a chance to realize that I was enjoying sleeping with her, and that the two of us had a lot more in common than I might have thought.



She too was one of the geeky kids in school. She'd had a boyfriend since the fifth grade and they had always planned on being together. Right up until a few days before she was to leave for school. Out of the blue he declared that he was going to marry Margaret, her best friend. Patty hadn't even known the two were secretly having a love affair behind her back. The signs had apparently been there, but she hadn't seen them because she trusted him implicitly.
The breakup was so difficult for her that she didn't show up for school. It was weeks into the semester before she finally ventured from her house, most of that time spent sequestered in her bedroom, barely eating, crying more times than not. She didn't even have a best friend or a mom to help pull her out of it and her dad was helpless. It was finally when the neighbor realized that she hadn't gone to school that she poked around and found out what happened. By then her body was in decline and her depression was as deep as a bottomless pit. When her neighbor finally forced her father to let her help, Patty was in a bad way. She had given up and her body was doing it as well. I'd seen a man die of a broken heart just this summer, and knew what that kind of emotional devastation could do. I could easily picture her thin haggard body giving in to her depression.
It took two weeks in a hospital before she could even hold down solid food again, and months of counseling before her depression abated enough for her to begin to live again. With all our tutoring sessions, Patty had come to care enough about me, and seen how I supported and helped the other girls on her floor, that she wasn't going to let that happen to me. So she came up with the intervention, and was surprised at how many of the girls were quickly on board to help.
The last night before we had to leave to go home for break, Patty and I slept together, or more appropriately, didn't really sleep, but made love, soft, gentle, caring sex, over and over again. She knew I was going home and she also knew that she had competition.
"You know, next semester we aren't going to be able to do this. Sleep together like this." She whispered as we lay in bed.
"I know."
"I have a question. I don't need you to answer it right now, but I need you to think about it."
"Okay, what is it?"
"I'm going to keep tutoring you no matter what. But I need to know, is it going to be just tutoring or does this relationship keep going? I don't want to push you. I don't want to be some guys rebound relationship, but to be honest with you, I've come to care a lot about you over the semester. All those days working together. I like you David, I like you a lot."
"I know."
"You do?"
"Betsy told me. She said you were falling in love with me. She also told me that if I didn't want that to happen, I needed to do something to make it plain to you that I didn't want that."
"I'm sorry. I mean, I didn't want you to feel obligated."
"Did I send any messages that I wanted things to change?"
"Well, no. but I understand if you don't want me to be, wait. NO, you haven't done anything to discourage me. But you also haven't done anything to encourage me."
"I haven't. On purpose."
"So, you don't care?"
"I do care. But I don't want to latch myself onto you in rebound. You've been so terrific and I know you've been through a lot, a lot like I am. If it wasn't for you might have ended up just like you were. I've come to care a lot about you, and I dare say, it could easily become more."
"It already has for me, but I don't want to end up the same way again, so I'm going to ask you before things go too far. Do you want me to be more than a tutor? Not to use, not for comfort, not for a play thing. If you come back and tell me I'm your tutor. That's what I'll be. If you come back and greet me with a kiss, I'll know you want it to be something more permanent. Next year we don't have to live on campus if you don't want to. Next semester we do, which means we can't keep living together like this. I want you to think about it. Think about what you want, who you want, what you want your life to be. Think about me and think about Betsy. I know she loves you and I know you were in love with her. I've had you to myself for the last few weeks, now it's her turn. Like you told her, you can't love two women at the same time. It'll be your choice. Am I your friend or your lover?"
"It's a hard choice, but I already know what I want."
"You might think so. But don't say it. Don't make promises you can't or won't keep. Go home, make love to her, let her make love to you like I know she did while she was here. After a few weeks with her in your arms you'll know if it's her or me. I'll know by how you hold me and kiss me if it's her or me."
"Alright. I'll think on it." I agreed. To my surprise she climbed out of bed and started to dress. "Where are you going?"
"Back to my room. Now that I've said my piece, I don't want you to say something we might regret. We've made love, shared out passion with each other in a way that only two lovers can. If it's the last time like this, I want to remember it just this way. I don't want it spoiled by you saying something silly." She stepped to me now that she was dressed, leaned over and kissed me. "David. I love you. I'll be waiting." She straightened and walked out of the room, leaving me laying there with my mind swirling.
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Chapter 10
The flight home was only two hours, but it seemed so much longer. After Patty left last night, I was left feeling confused. I hadn't expected her to say any of what she had. It'd only been a few weeks since Mandy dropped her bomb on me, and if it hadn't been for Patty, I'm not sure what I would have done. No, that's wrong. I'm very sure I would have laid there until I missed enough classes to have to repeat the semester, lost my scholarship, and ended up making this trip home for good. No, I owed Patty a lot. I leaned on her, I let myself become attached to her, I let us become intimate on a regular basis, and now I was surprised that she was falling in love with me? Mandy's friends had always called me naive. I guess they were right.
I was still emotionally reeling from Mandy. There were days I just wanted to sit down and cry. There were days that I did. But every time I did, Patty was there to pick up the pieces. Her girls, as I'd taken to calling them, were with me when she couldn't be, and I was never alone. Not until last night. Not until she left me with that ultimatum.
Had she become my lover or my crutch? Were they actually different? What about Betsy? There was no doubt by the way she greeted me that she still cared very much about me. Did she really love me? Why did she love me to start with? Because I was her crutch? When I was in high school, I thought life was cruel. I've since learned that life can be ever so much more cruel than it was then, just in different ways. One thing I knew, I was NOT ready to love again. I was NOT ready to be hurt like that again. I was NOT going to put my heart out there like that again, to be torn up and destroyed. I didn't know if I ever would be even able to love after this. The hurt was so much worse than anything I had ever imagined, and there was no pill I could take to make it go away or even dull it. The pain was with me every minute of every day, waking or sometimes even asleep. Patty had held me on more than one occasion in the last three weeks, when I'd woken up in tears.
My mind was still swirling when I walked down the jetway and into the terminal. Betsy saw me before I saw her, and when I did see her, she was almost at a dead run toward me. She launched herself at me, almost knocking me over as her body plastered to mine. Her arms wrapped around me, and her feet were off the ground as I stumbled back to catch my balance. The man behind me helped me catch my balance and chuckled softly as he stepped past Betsy and I. Her lips pressed eagerly to mine, and I was quite sure she didn't have a bra on as her nipples hardened and poked into my chest.
"God I missed you!" She said as she broke the kiss some seconds later.
"I missed you too. Mom didn't come?"
"Um. No. She's at home getting the feast of the fatted calf ready! She let me come get you by myself."
"I'm surprised. I really expected her to be here." I said, looking at her face. I could see something in it, something unsettling. I'd had enough hurt, I didn't know if I could handle more. "Somehow, I don't think she let you. What's going on?"
"I think mom should tell you." Betsy said quietly. "Trust me. It'd be better that way."
"Alright." I agreed reluctantly, letting her slide from my arms to let her hook one of hers in mine. We walked out of the airport and found her car. The wind was cold and there was a light snow blowing around. She tossed me the keys and I climbed into the driver seat. She climbed in the passenger side and then scooted over next to me, pressing herself as much to me as she could. Her legs had to be cold in the short dress she had on, especially pressed to the icy cold vinyl seat material.
"How were the last couple weeks. I missed your call last week." She said as I started the car and pulled out of the parking space.
"Yeah, I tried to call but mom didn't answer."
"Oh. Yeah. So, how were finals?"
"Good enough I guess. I passed calc, thanks to Patty. I almost didn't, not after Mandy, well, after she dropped the news on me that is. The last few weeks have been pretty hard."
"I imagine. I talked to her mom. It's been pretty hard on Mandy too, but she won't talk to me. She was so in love with you and her mom says she feels like she let you down, that she...that she threw both your lives away over one stupid sex game. She's talking about dropping out of school, but her mom won't let her. She says she needs to keep going so she can support herself if something else happens."
"Something else, like this dick that knocked her up abandons her?"
"I'm not sure I would have put it quite so eloquently, but yes."
"Sometimes I'm not sure I want to talk to her, or to even know what's happening. Other times I desperately want to talk to her. I don't really know what to do. Sometimes I think about her I start crying again, other times, I tell myself I don't really care, but I know I do. I had no idea something could hurt so much without leaving a single mark on you. Hell, getting beat up by her dipshit boyfriend didn't hurt this much."
"I told you, I'd always be there for you. I meant it David. I'm here for you. If I could, I'd come out there and be with you, but I have to finish my school here. Only another eighteen months or so and I'll be certified and I can go anywhere in the country I want."
I pulled the car off the highway onto the shoulder. "Betsy, are you suggesting that you'd come out and live with me out there?"
"If you still want me then." She whispered, stroking my arm with her fingers. "You don't have to decide now. You have plenty of time to make that decision. I just wanted you to know before you talked to your mom, okay?"
"Betsy, what's going on? Mom didn't say anything was wrong."
"She didn't want to mess up your finals." She said quietly, pausing for several long seconds before continuing. "David, your dad left your mom."
"Why would he do that? I thought he loved her." I said in shock.
"So did she. Apparently on all his traveling he met someone else and he got her pregnant. He's got a family in Texas now. Your mom told him he had to choose. He did. He moved out two weeks ago."
"Oh shit." I swore quietly. "And she didn't tell me? I'd have come home!"
"That's why she didn't tell you." Betsy whispered.
I pulled the car back onto the highway and drove the rest of the way home in silence. Yeah, life could be so much more cruel than high school.
When I walked in the house mom came to me with her arms open, drawing me into a huge hug. "So glad you're home!" She said cheerfully, as if nothing was wrong.
"Hey mom." I whispered quietly. "It's good to be home. I'm sorry your life is tospy turvy now."
"What? Over you and Mandy?"
"No. I know mom. Betsy told me." I whispered.
She hugged me tighter, turning her head to rest it on my shoulder. "It isn't your fault. This is all on him. I'm sorry that you have to deal with this and with what happened with Mandy at the same time. I'm so sorry about that too. I never would have thought it would turn out like that."
"Me either. But I'll be okay. I have good friends helping me through it."
She pulled away enough to look at my face and smiled. "Betsy told me. I'm not really surprised. You always attracted women like flies with your kindness."
I chuckled. "What a liar. You know I didn't even have a steady girlfriend until Mandy."
"Well, you SHOULD have attracted them like flies." She said, still smiling. "I cooked your favorite for dinner. Slow roasted pork roast."
"Mmmmmm. You're always so good to me."
Dinner was every bit as good as it always was, maybe better, since this was the first homecooked dinner I'd had in four months. After dinner we all went to the family room to watch TV. I was only slightly surprised when Betsy walked out and came back a few minutes later completely naked. I'd gotten used to having her walk around naked when she was living here, but now that she had her own place, I was a little surprised.
Mom and I talked about Dad and about Mandy before she asked me about Patty. I told her all about her, how we had had sex the one time as she tried to impress on me the important of following all the right steps in order, even the ones that didn't seem to be important, and how I'd told Mandy about it. She was concerned that maybe Mandy had done it with that boy in retaliation, or equitation, but I didn't think so. She and I had decided we weren't going to do what her parents had done, and play that tit for tat game. Neither of us felt it was healthy, so she forgave me, and I promised to not let it happen again.
I also told her all about the intervention and how Patty and the other girls were making sure I was never alone to do, what they called, something stupid. I didn't really understand what they meant until Samantha spilled the beans one day that Julia, one of the brunettes that was a junior, had witnessed a guy take his own life after losing his fiancé to another guy. None of them wanted me to do that, and so, the twenty four seven watch party.
"You have made some awfully good friends out there." Mom whispered before kissing me on the cheek. "I'm going to go to my room and let you two talk now, okay?"
"Sure mom." I said, kissing her back on her cheek. She got up and left the room, leaving Betsy and I alone.
She got up and stepped in front of me. "Come on, time to get those off."
"What? My clothes?"
"Of course silly." She said, pulling my hands to get me to stand up. She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. "I've been wanting to do this since I saw you at the airport."
"Yeah?" I asked before she pressed her lips to mine. We shared a long wet kiss that grew more passionate as the seconds passed. All the feelings that I had felt for her that day at the motel welled up inside me and I felt myself pulling her tighter to me and my cock growing in my pants at the thought of being with her intimately again.
"I'm glad you didn't forget how to kiss." She whispered. "My pussy is practically dripping already."
"Well, maybe we need to do something about that then." I said, starting to pull my t-shirt off.
"Uh uh. Let me, please?" She asked softly, stopping my hands with hers.
"Alright."
She pushed my shirt up and I raised my arms to let her push it all the way up and off. She tossed the shirt aside and leaned her head down to kiss the side of my neck. One kiss at a time she worked her way down my chest and stomach, lowering herself down as her fingers found my belt and began undoing it. Her kisses were timed so that she had the front of my pants undone when her kisses reached there, kissing softly on my body just at the point where my pants spread and the waistband of my briefs covered me. She slid my pants down slowly, pulling not only the denim of my jeans down, but also my briefs. Her slow pulling exposed more and more of my pelvis, her kisses working ever so slowly, tantalizingly slowly down to the base of my now pressed downward cock. She continued to pull, exposing more of my hard shaft to her lips, which kissed each inch exposed until my head was about to slip from under the waistband. I watched her face, her eyes alternating between looking up at me and watching my engorged cock become uncovered. She opened her mouth and caught my fat mushroom head in her mouth as it popped from being contained by the elastic waistband, her hot wet lips closing around it as she continued to pull my pants down. She held my dick in her mouth, slowly stroking her mouth on and off of it a few inches as she worked my pants down to my calves.
She pulled her mouth from my dick and gently pushed me back, making me sit on the sofa again. She grinned and then looked down at my feet. It took her a few moments to pull the engineer boots I was so fond of wearing, off, discarding them with a toss over her shoulder. She pulled my pants and underwear off and then my socks, leaving me completely naked.
She leaned toward me, reaching for my dick with one hand while she began kissing my thigh, much the way I did to her when I was going to lick her soft pussy. She kissed closer and closer to my balls and cock, and then was kissing my balls, drawing a groan from me. Her kisses worked up my shaft until she was licking and teasing the underside of my head, each lick making it twitch slightly. She closed her lips around it and slowly pushed her mouth down my shaft, wetting me with her saliva. She slid her mouth up and down my shaft half a dozen times before she pulled her mouth from around me. She grinned at me and then kissed my stomach, moving her body toward me more, kiss by kiss, until she could press my hard shaft between her big soft tits. She began to rub my dick with her soft breasts, squeezing her smooth flesh around my hard shaft, drooling more saliva down onto my head as she teasingly stroked her boobs up and down my shaft.
"Oh god." I groaned softly. "That feels good."
"Does Patty do that for you? Tease you with her boobs?"
"Uh uh. No one has besides Mandy."
"Good." She grinned, continuing to rub my dick with her incredibly soft breasts. "But I have somewhere else I want this." She pushed herself up and then crawled onto the sofa, straddling me with her knees, her big tits now sticking in my face. I lifted my hands to slide them up her sides, moving them to cup her breasts and guide one hard nipple to my mouth as she leaned toward me. "Mmmmmmmm. I love it when you play with my nipples like this. It says to me how much you want me."
I felt her find my dick with her hand, rubbing my engorged head between her already sopping wet lips. She settled slowly on me, sliding down my saliva slickened dick until her bare ass cheeks rested on my thighs. She wiggled her butt around and gently pulled her nipple from my face. "Now, we need to talk." She whispered.
"Now?" I asked, wanting this to go on further.
"I know I have your complete attention now." She giggled.
"Okay. what do you want to talk about?"
"Two things. First, Patty."
"What about her?"
"She wants you. And I don't mean just as a friend or a student to turor. She wants you to be hers, forever and always."
"How do you know that?"
"Lover, I'm a woman. I could see it in her face when I hugged you and kissed you. She let me sleep with you, but I could tell she didn't want me to. She's afraid I'll take you back away from her."
"I don't think that'd true."
"No? Why not?" She asked, wiggling her butt to make sure my dick stayed hard inside her.
"Well, she told me that I should come home and do with you whatever I wanted, have sex with you, do whatever. But when I came back from break, she wants me to tell her if I want to have a long term relationship with her or not."
Betsy shook her head slowly. "It's only been three weeks or a little more since the bomb dropped. Your heart isn't ready for loving someone again. I would never ask you to make that kind of commitment when you were still reeling from such a devastating thing. No honey, she wants you to play with me and realize that I'm here and she's there, and she's counting on your hurt at what happened with Mandy to decide you want a relationship with a woman that is right there, right within reach, right where she can make sure you have what you want and need. No lover. She isn't doing you any favors." She said softly. She tilted my head up and gave me a long wet kiss and then began to slide up and down my shaft while she continued to kiss me. We stayed that way for long minutes before she once again stopped moving and pulled her face from mine.
"That's a taste of what I can give you. But love, love is a long ways away. Months or more before your heart will be ready to love again. You can go back and say yes, you want her, but it won't last. It won't be what you want or need. That choice is yours, and if you choose that, I'll understand. I haven't been with another man since the day in the principal's office. I thanked you by giving you something of me. I saw how you cared about my dilemma and I felt your compassion and tenderness and gentleness. I'm glad I did what I did there. I'm glad I could share with you what I thought of your response the way I did. I have eighteen months before my school is done and I'll be certified. I'll give you a promise you can keep in your heart. Until I graduate there will be no man in my heart, or inside me but you. I'll wait that long for you to heal from Mandy and to find what you want. If it's me, I'll be here. If it's not, I'll wish you the best of life with whoever you choose. I don't want to be a rock around your neck. I want you to be happy and to choose what you need and want. I'd love for it to be me, but if it's not..."
"Betsy. I don't know what to think or feel or anything right now. There are times when I can barely think about the future, any future."
"I know. That's why I'm waiting. I love you. More than you could ever know. I have loved you since that day you didn't spank me. It took me a few days to understand it, but I did and I do. I hope Patty has enough sense to wait too. It's much too soon. And it's going to be hard, but you have to go see Mandy. You have to have closure with her."
I nodded slowly. "It isn't fair to make you wait either though. I mean, obviously women have the same urges as men. If you find someone, how can I ask you to wait?"
"We do have the same urges. And waiting is my choice. You see, I have an outlet for my urges. One that is safe for you. One that will make sure you don't have to worry about me sleeping with another man while you're gone. David. I moved back in with your mother almost a month after you went to school. I was lonely and she missed having me around after living here almost all summer. I live here now."
I looked at her with some confusion. "So how does that make it safe for me?"
She chuckled softly. "David, I share your mother's bed. When your dad was gone, we started sleeping together, and I moved to the spare room only when he was home. Now that he's gone permanently, we share her bed every night. Now it's your choice to make. You can go to your room and close the door and I assure you, neither of us will bother you. We'll give you your space and peace. If you choose, you can leave your bedroom door open. If you do, I can promise you will be visited by one of us every night it's open. I can't say it will always be me. Not after what you two shared that night at the hotel. She's also looking forward to having you home for that reason as well."
She pushed off my lap and pulled off my cock with a soft slurp. "Or there's a third choice." She said as she walked to the doorway. She stopped and turned to look back at me. "You can join us. What's in her bed you can have. Either of us or both of us. It's your choice to watch, or participate. We'd both love to feel you inside us again and we can make sure you aren't lonely while your home." With that she turned and walked out, leaving me sitting alone.
I was stunned. I had no idea that she was that way, or that mom would be that way. But maybe dad leaving was more of a shock than i realized. The question was what was I going to do? I could have all the sex with her that I wanted, she made that clear. I got up and climbed the stairs to the upstairs. I walked to my bedroom and stopped at the door. I could hear moaning from mom's open bedroom door. I walked to the door and looked in. Betsy was kneeling on the bed on her knees and elbows, her sexy round ass pushed in the air and her face between mom's legs. Mom was laying on her back, as naked as Betsy was, her big soft tits being rubbed and squeezed by her own hands as she moaned softly. There was no doubt as to why my mother was moaning. There was also no doubt that this was Betsy's idea of an invitation.



I crawled onto the bed looking at Betsy's wet spread pussy lips. Her soft flowery inner lips were glistening with moisture in the bedroom lights, her lips still gaping apart enough to show me her pink depths and the entrance to her vaginal tunnel. I moved onto the bed on my knees, aiming my hard engorged head at those sexy lips. Slowly pushed my still head into her, my rock hard shaft slowly sinking into her. Between her wetness and the remains of her pussy juice on my dick, I slid easily into her pleasantly tight depths. Every time we'd been together this way, she felt tight and firm around me, even more so than Patty or Mandy, even though she was a bit larger bodied. "Oh fuck yes." I heard her groan without lifting from mom's pussy as my hips pressed to her bare ass, my cock now fully engulfed by her hot wetness. I held her hips and began to stroke in and out of her, quickly pushing the climax the two of us had started to build earlier, building once again.
In and out I stroked, my shaft sliding rhythmically as she licked my mom's pussy. The room was filled with the sounds of sex, two women moaning, my cock sliding in and out of her with a soft squish, followed by her ass and my body impacting with a gentle slap.
"Oh damn Betsy! I'm coming honey! Oh god make me come sweetie. Make me come for you!" My mom squealed as her body began to tremble and shake. She arched her back and cried out again that she was coming as Betsy pulled her face from mom's pussy, moving her head enough for me to see her press two fingers deep into mom's spasming pussy. She pushed both fingers into her and then pressed her thumb to mom's clit, rubbing it while she stroked her fingers in and out like a small dick. Mom responded with even more shaking and trembling as her orgasm reached new heights.
The sight of my mom climaxing for Betsy seemed to be all my own orgasm needed and in moments I was jerking and twitching, emptying shot after shot of cum into Betsy while her pussy squeezed around me.
"Ohhhhhh fuck." Betsy moaned as she stopped stroking her fingers in my mom and just held herself there, her fingers in my mom and her body gently trembling. I knelt there, watching them both climax while my cock danced and squirted inside Betsy's tight pussy. I was still kneeling behind Betsy with my dick softening and twitching inside her when mom pushed herself up on one elbow and used her other hand to reach out to me. I reached for her hand and let her grasp it and then she pulled me toward her. I had to shift to pullout of Betsy's pussy, after which Betsy rolled onto her side next to my mom's legs. Mom pulled me toward her, pulling me down onto her until I was laying on top of her panting body, our slick, sweat covered chests, rubbing against each other. She helped me move up her body until my softening dick was pressed to her soft wet pussy and my face was over hers. She pulled me down for a long, wet, gentle kiss that went on for several minutes.
"I hope you coming in here means what I hope it means." She whispered after she broke the kiss. "After that night at the motel, well, I'd kind of forgotten what good sex felt like. Sex with your dad had become almost mechanical and unemotional. I didn't realize just how much or why until I discovered his secret. Then I knew that this wasn't some short fling. He'd been seeing her for years behind my back."
"I'm sorry mom."
"I'm not. If the credit reporting company hadn't sent us a statement that showed he had second home loan I wouldn't have known and I'd still be living a life based on a lie. He hasn't loved me for years. His heart was with the woman in Texas, not me. I know that it's hard to hear, but maybe this thing with Mandy is for the best."
"No. It's not, but I appreciate the attempt to make me look at it that way. No, Mandy's last words to me was that she still loved me more than anything else, but she couldn't marry me. Not that she didn't want to, but she couldn't." I answered, feeling tears start to well up in my eyes as I felt the heaviness in my heart start to grow and overwhelm me again. She pulled me down to her, laying my head on her shoulder as I did my best to not cry, but failed just the same.
"I think you need to talk to her. I know you don't want to, I know you might not want to see her after what feels like a betrayal of your love, but you need to know. You need to be able to let go."
"I don't know if I can." I whispered.
"You can. You have to. From what I've heard you have three women ready to help you in any way they can. Let them. Get closure and let your heart heal."
"I can try."
---o---
It was a little odd waking up in bed with both Mom and Betsy, but they made the awkwardness disappear quickly as they both took turns feeding my cock into themselves, trying different positions and stroking on me or letting me stroke in them only for a minute or so before they changed who and how. In the end the three of us had sex for the better part of an hour before they had both climaxed and then mom finally rode me long enough to bring me off deep inside her. After that we showered together. It was a tight fit in the tub with three of us, but that made it all the more fun.
After breakfast Mom drove me over to the Greens, not wanting me to do this alone and not feeling like Betsy was the right person to take me.
"Hi Mrs Green. I'd like to see Mandy if I could." I said as I stood on the front porch.
"She really doesn't want to see you." Rose answered, standing in the doorway in her nightgown and bathrobe.
"I know. But we need to put this to rest. I think we both need to do this."
"I think you're probably right. She'll be mad at me for letting you in, but, you know where her room is."
"Yes maam." I said quietly as she stepped aside to let me through. Mom followed me into the house and Rose closed the door behind us. I left mom with her and walked up the stairs to her room. A room I'd been in so many times in the last year. I stopped at her door, not sure if I should knock or just walk in. After several moments of hesitation, I opened the door and walked in. She was lying naked on the bed, curled up on her side facing away from me. I closed the door behind myself and stepped to the bed.
"I told you I didn't want breakfast." Mandy whispered without looking toward me.
I sat on the edge of the bed and reached out and rested a hand on her bare hip. She rolled half over to look at what she clearly expected to be her mom. She saw me and I saw recognition in her eyes, and then something else. Fear? Panic? I wasn't sure exactly. She froze in place for what felt like an hour, but was in reality probably only a few seconds before she pushed herself up and toward me. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled me down to the bed, half on top of her. Her face found mine and she kissed me, almost aggressively at first, as if she were afraid I'd disappear. Her kisses, and mine in return, softened until I was laying on her naked body the two of us sharing a long slow passionate kiss. I rolled us onto our sides, both of us holding each other and crying quietly on each other. She continued the roll until she was on top, her body pressed to mine, her face inches from mine, wiping the tears from her face as she looked down at me.
"I thought you'd never want to see my face again. Not after the way I hurt you."
"Part of me didn't. Part of me needed to." I managed to say as I got my emotions back under control.
"David. You have to understand. I love you. I want you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you, but I can't. Not anymore. You need to forget about me and find someone else to love. I don't want to be the cause of any more hurt for you."
"I don't think I can ever forget about you. Not after what we've been through together."
"David. You need to leave."
"Why?"
"Because if you don't I'm going to rip all your clothes off and make love to you, like we used to, like we used to lay here and make each other feel like we were the only two people in the world."
"Wish we could do that. I want it so badly, but it wouldn't be fair, to either of us."
"No. I suppose it wouldn't."
"Does he at least care for you?" I asked quietly.
"Not like you did. You do. You wouldn't be here if you didn't still care that way. No, he doesn't love me. He's marrying me because his parents come from money and they don't want to have a blot on their social standing. They wanted me to get an abortion, but I don't believe it's right to take a life that way. No, we have to be married, but it won't be like ours would have been. It won't be filled with love. It won't be filled with caring or tenderness or sweetness or any of the things you taught me there could be in a relationship. No, this will be more like if I'd married Evan."
"I'm sorry." I whispered.
"So am I."
"Did you get through the end of the semester okay? I was so worried. Mom made me tell you. I didn't want to. I wanted to wait until the semester was over. I knew you were going to take it hard. I knew because I was taking it hard. I almost didn't finish the semester. I almost dropped out and came home."
"It was hard, and no, I didn't take it well. I got through the semester because I had a friend that wouldn't take no for an answer."
"Betsy?"
"She came to help, but no, it wasn't her."
She thought a minute. "Patty? Your tutor?"
"And about a dozen girls from her floor. She and the girls were keeping a twenty four hour a day watch on me so I didn't do something stupid."
"You wouldn't have, would you?"
"I thought about it a few times." I answered honestly. If it hadn't been for Patty I would have flunked out. She refused to let me. She badgered and cajoled me and she and her friends walked me to class and took turns sitting with me so I was never alone."
"She sounds like a pretty wonderful person, doing that for you. Reminds me of some guy I know that wouldn't lay down and quit, even after getting clobbered pretty badly. Does she love you?"
"I think she does. We had sex that one time, way back at the beginning. I wish we hadn't. It was my fault that it happened. I keep thinking that if I hadn't done that, you wouldn't have gone to that party and have that happen."
"No. it wasn't your fault. My roommate wanted me to go with her. It wasn't supposed to be that kind of party. But I shouldn't have done it. I was drinking and I wasn't thinking, and I was missing you and missing your touch and missing having you in my arms and I wanted to be touched so bad and... damn. Listen to me. It's all excuses. I should have known better. I should have listened to my heart and not gone. I'm sorry David. This was all my fault. I ruined both our lives."
"It is what it is."
"David. I want you to do something. I want you to make love to me one more time, and then I want you to go. I want you to leave and not look back. I want my last memory of you being you making love to me like we used to."
"Aren't you worried about cheating on him?"
"No. I've already caught him cheating on me once. I have no reason to think he hasn't done it more. No, he doesn't love me, but I'm trapped. I want to feel love one more time, if you'll let me."
I knew it wouldn't help what I was feeling, but I was never able to say no to anything she asked of me. I nodded and she slowly undressed me, taking time to kiss and stroke my body all over. By the time she had me undressed my cock was rock hard and her nipples were equally hard. I rolled her onto her back and crawled between her legs. Her sexy body was incredible to look at, despite the roundness of her belly. She was definitely the most beautiful woman in the world, at least to me. She reached between us, found my raging hardon and guided me to her sex as she lifted and spread her legs.
"Make me come my love. Make me come one more time like you used to."
I nodded and pressed myself into her. Slowly I stroked in and out, rocking my hips in time with hers so that my shaft stroked into her with her clit grinding along the top of it. In and out we both worked my shaft, stroking in and out of her hot wet depths, the two of us drifting off into a state of bliss like we used to. We made love, looking into each others eyes, feeling the emotions and knowing that we both loved each other more than words could express. This, this simple act though, summed it all up in one moment of crashing orgasm, it bared all that emotion for the other to see and feel.
Her climax started moments before mine, her body shuddering ever so slightly at first, then feeling her pussy clenching around me the first time. She arched her back and pushed her tits up at me, her rock hard nipples extending from her sexy puckered areola as her tits rolled gently in circles on her chest. She opened her mouth and breathed out that she loved me seconds before her body was wracked with spasm after spasm. I felt her juices flowing out onto the two of us, my strokes now ending in a wet slap of our bodies together. I felt my own climax only moments away, my body jerking and jamming my dick deep into her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face to hers, kissing me urgently as my cum spurted forcefully into her depths, my cock surging time after time. We lay there, the two of us momentarily spent as our climaxes slowly faded away, but the kiss didn't. It continued for almost five minutes, only ending when my softened dick slipped from her. Only then did she untangle her legs from mine.
She coaxed me to roll off her and then climbed from the bed. She walked to the door and stood with her hand on the knob, not looking back at me. "I love you David. I always will. I know we can't be what we wanted for each other. It's time for you to find another to love. Another to be with the way we just were. Find love. Find happiness. Make your life what you want it to be. Know that I have loved you more than any person in the world. But don't come back. Let this be our last memory of each other. Let this be how we part." She opened the door and stepped out, closing it behind her.
I lay there for almost five minutes, hoping she'd come back in, but knowing she wouldn't. I dressed and walked down the stairs. Mom took one look and stood up and followed me out the front door, saying she'd call Rose later. I sat in the car, staring forward, not wanting to talk. When we got home I went to my room and stayed there, alone, until Betsy came in and held me. Her touch seemed to trigger the outflow and while she held me, I cried, deep wracking sobs that seemed to never end. She held me and stroked my head and let me cry on her until it finally faded. And when it had run it's course I let her undress me and make love to me. Soft, gentle sex that said more than her words could, in the same way that Mandy and I shared the depth of our love, Betsy showed me the depths of hers for me.
---o---
I borrowed the car and did my Christmas shopping. I hadn't had a chance at school, so it was only a few days before Christmas that I was doing my shopping. I wasn't sure what to get either of them, but I wanted to make it something special, something they could appreciate and use. I wandered around the mall, going from JC Penny's to Macy's and a variety of little shops, trying to find something. I got them both some nice earrings, but knew that wasn't all. I just couldn't put my finger on the right gift. I was driving though a little strip mall after filling the car with gas, taking a shortcut I'd taken a bunch of time and stopped.
It was a little shop, I'd passed it maybe a hundred thousand times in the last years, but for some reason I was drawn to it. I pulled into one of the parking spaces and walked into the little shop. I was almost embarrassed to be in it, with the racks all filled with bras, lacy panties, see through lingerie, things that I'd seen in playboy, but never on a real woman. I wandered the racks for a few minutes, looking at things and starting to think that it was a mistake to come in, when the sales girl came up behind me, asking if she could help me.
"David!" She said in recognition, a wide smile on her face.
"Jessica!" I exclaimed. "I haven't seen you since, well, since..."
"The last pool party at Mandy's?"
"Yeah." I answered, blushing as I remembered the girls all trying to get into my pants all summer and Jessica being successful on quite a few occasions. "What are you doing here?"
"My mom owns the shop. I'm just helping out while I'm home for Christmas break. What are you doing here?"
"Shopping. Christmas shopping actually."
"Mmmmmmm. Something for Mandy maybe? Lucky girl!" She must have seen the reaction on my face. "David. Um. Did I say something wrong?"
"I guess you haven't heard."
"No. I've only been home since yesterday afternoon. What's going on?"
"Mandy's pregnant."
"That's wonderful... isn't it?"
"No. it isn't mine." I answered softly.
"No? That's...that's horrible! I would have thought if anyone could make it you two could. What happened?"
"She had an accident out there and, well, we said our goodbyes the other day."
"I'm so sorry. So, what can I do to help? Obviously you're not shopping for Mandy, so someone else special?"
"It was probably a bad idea. I was just trying to find something special for Betsy and my mom."
"Well, we do have a store full of special. I think it's very thoughtful of you to want to give them something like this. it says how much you think of them. So, what kind of lingerie were you thinking about? Something soft and seductive? Something a little more revealing? For Betsy, maybe a lot more revealing? I always thought she had the hots for you, especially after the whole principal office thing."
"The hots for me?"
"David, everyone knows you and she had sex in the principal's office. It was a rumor, but we all know it was true by how you reacted when it was brought up. So, something special for her. I think I have just the thing." She took my hand and pulled me along toward the back of the store. "So are you and she an item now?"
"Um. No. She's living with my mom and going to the tech center for radiation therapist schooling."
"Ahhhh. That's right. She always wanted to do something medical. When we were in high school we used to tease her that she just wanted to play doctor with the cute doctors. I guess she was serious."
"Yeah. she is." I agreed.
"Here we are. Just the thing." Jessica said pulling a hanger off the rack. It was bright red, almost see through, with a lace all up and down the front to expose all the important parts, and the back looked to be just crisscross mesh of thin red strings. "I think if she had on something like this, she'd be just about irresistible."
"I think you might be right."
"Can you picture her in this?"
"Almost."
She looked around the store and then grinned. "It's pretty slow right now. I bet my mom wouldn't mind if I modeled it for you. It's got a little secret that I think you'll enjoy."
"You don't have to."
"Oh. I don't mind. Besides, we've seen each other naked more than once, so it's not a big deal, right?"
"I, um, yeah, I guess so."
"Good!" she said cheerfully. She took me by the hand again and pulled me to where the changing rooms are. "Wait here." She said as she slipped into the room. "So, did you have a good time at school?" she asked through the curtain as I saw her dress pool around her feet under the bottom edge of the curtain.
"Pretty good. I had some trouble with calculus."
"Yeah, me too. It's a lot harder than I expected. How did you get through it?"
"The professor assigned me a tutor."
"Was he good? At tutoring I mean."
"She was very good. She worked with me every day getting me through it. I have to do the second semester and I think she'd going to tutor me again."



"She huh?" Jessica asked as she pushed the curtain open revealing her standing in nothing but the red lace. She turned slowly for me, exposing how low cut the back was, and how much of her very good looking butt was exposed. She turned all the way around to face me again, her nipples now poking the bright red material out. I could see some of her crotch through the lace material but not all of it. "Was she good?" She asked with grin.
"She was a great tutor." I answered.
"That isnt what I meant. You know no woman is going to be able to be with you every day and not try and get into your pants. Now, was she good?" She asked as she reached for my hand. "Come here. I wanna show you something." She pulled me into the changing room and then pulled the curtain closed. "I bet Betsy tries this with you." She whispered as she reached down and pulled the crotch apart, a gap in the material completely exposing her shaved pussy. She reached for my pants and I backed away until I couldn't any longer. She grinned and started undoing my belt. "Since you're not with Mandy any more I don't have to feel guilty about finishing what we stared at the pool party. You remember, don't you?"
"Oh yeah." I agreed as I let her undo my pants and pull my quickly hardening dick from my pants.
"Remember how we were standing in the water, and I was teasing you and I got you to slide this right into hot pussy?" She asked huskily as she used both hands to stroke my hardening shaft. "Would you like me to turn around and let you do that again? Only this time you don't have to stop. You can just keep going until you give me one of those fantastic orgasms she was always bragging about."
"You wanna have sex here?" I asked, my hands moving almost of their own accord to hers to stop her. She let me hold her hands and then let go of my dick. She rolled her hands over and used them to pull my hands to her small b cup boobs.
"Why don't you see if you can figure out the secret up here while I get this part down here working." She whispered as my hands pressed to her chest. "There's a secret up here too."
"We're gonna get in trouble."
"Trust me. I'm in good with the owners." She giggled moving her hands back to my dick. "Mmmmmmmm. God this always feels so big in my hands, and inside my pussy. Do you like it in there? Does it feel good when you slip it inside me?"
I opened my mouth to say something but she just shook her head. "Don't. Just let's enjoy this." She whispered. She turned around in my arms and bent over, guiding me to her pussy with one hand. She rubbed my head up and down her slit as I shifted my hands to her hips.
"Ohhhhh damn." I groaned softly as the pressure she put on my head as she leaned herself back against me, caused me to push toward her, forcing my dick into her hot depths.
"Ohhhh God David! Soooo good! Now we can do what Mandy never let us. You can just pump that sexy cock into me until we both get there." She gasped as I started to stroke in and out.
I had to admit, of the four girls from the sleepover, and even the rest of the cheerleader group that hung out at Mandy's house, Jessica was the one I most willingly let get me into her. She was soft, gentle, caring, and touched and kissed very seductively. Almost as if she wanted to encourage me to take her rather than demand it like the others tended to. I held her hips and did what I had wanted to do on more than one occasion. The night of the sleepover, one day when she was tanning naked and I put oil on her, and she worked me into her while I was doing that, and of course, the pool party where she had managed to get both of us naked and me inside her while we were in the pool. In and out I stroked, feeling the softness of her depths and hearing the gentle moans and gasps of her as my stroking dick pushed both of us toward orgasm.
"Oh David. I knew this would feel so good. It does. It feels incredible. I'm so close. Make me come sweetie. Make me come around your fat cock!"
"Oh damn." I groaned as I felt my own climax building quickly. I knew I was going to come soon, I was just trying to make sure it wasn't too soon.
"OH GOD! I'm coming!" She squealed loudly as I felt her pussy contract around my dick. She stood, bracing herself against the back wall of the changing room, one hand on either side of the floor length mirror that I was watching her face and body in. "OHHHHHHH FUCK!" She cried as her whole body began to spasm and tremble. I was right there with her, the first surge of cum boiling up in my balls, moments from pumping deep into her wetness.
"What the hell is going on in here!" I heard an older woman say from behind me just as I felt a hand on my arm. It wasn't a hard pull, in fact it was barely hard enough to start to turn me. If my pants hadn't been around my ankles so I couldn't catch my balance, it wouldn't have been any big deal. Instead, it became a huge deal. Just as my dick started to unload inside her, I fell backwards, twisting and pulling my dick from within Jessica. I tried to catch my balance, but instead fell backwards, tripping on my pants around my ankles, completely losing my balance. I toppled half backwards and half twisted, into the woman standing only a foot behind me.
She clearly wasn't expecting to have my weight slamming into her as I fell backwards, and was unprepared to catch me, her high heels making it hard for her to even catch her own balance. She stepped back with one foot, the knee length skirt she had on, limiting how far back her foot could move. In moments, the two of us ended up in a heap on the floor, with me laying half on top of her, my cum launching from my engorged head to land on her dress covered chest. Once it starts, there's no real way to stop it. I lay there, trying to will my body to let me get up, even though I was incapable of that kind of control for the moment. I lay on her, my dick shooing not once, but four times onto her dress covered chest, some of it making it all the way to the bare tops of her small breasts and one shot even splattering on her chin and neck.
I lay on top of her, trying to get my feet under me, and unable to with my pants around my ankles, my dick oozing more cum out onto her stomach and lap as I lay on my left side, my slightly softening dick pointed right at her face.
"Jesus Mother! What did you do!" Jessica shouted at her mother, standing with her hands on her hips, panting heavily and flushed red with the remnants of her climax.
"I heard someone having sex in the changing room! How was I supposed to know it was you?"
"But mother! SHIT! You couldn't have waited just another minute!" Jessica asked as she stepped to me and reached a hand out to help me up.
I pushed off her mother's lap and then, blushing brightly started pulling my pants and briefs up, trying to cover my still shrinking and leaking dick. "I'm. Sorry. I should probably go." I mumbled.
"No. You shouldn't. You should stay and finish shopping. Because mother is going to give you a free outfit. Maybe even this one if you like it? If not, I'm going to take it home and wear it for you so we can finish properly."
"You don't have to." I said as her mother tried to push herself from the floor, her skirt hiking up her thighs and exposing the tops of her stockings, as she tried to get her feet under her. I couldn't help but notice that she had no panties on and her pussy, while hairy, was completely exposed to me as she spread her knees apart to try and get up.
"No. she certainly does! In fact, I should make her help you pick something. I'm not sure I want you to give this to Betsy after all. It's way too sexy for her."
"Too sexy for her?"
"Uh huh. You'd never be able to keep your hands off her, and all of a sudden, I might want to see if you'd rather have your hands on me instead." She said with a grin. "What do you think mother? You going to help him find just the right outfit?" Jessica asked her mother as she was finally standing up. "Goodness mother. You might want to change. You have cum all over you."
She looked down at herself and gasped. "OH GOODNESS!" She exclaimed, wiping her chin and neck and coming away with cum all over her hand. "OH GOODNESS!" She walked quickly toward a curtained partition not far from where the changing rooms were, and disappeared between them.
Jessica giggled. "Come on. But be quiet." She said, pulling me by the hand. She led me to the curtain and then through it. We could hear her mother off between a couple wooden shelves and Jessica lead me to an aisle between some shelves. She peeked around the corner and held a hand up in the international signal to stand still. She moved a couple items off the shelf and then pulled me to where she stood. "Seems only fair you get to see mom since she already saw you coming." She whispered as she coaxed me to move in front of her and look through the gap.
Her mom was standing in front of a small table, her dress now off, naked, except for her high heels, garter belt and stockings. She had one foot up on a chair and was rubbing one hand between her legs and the other was gripping one of her perky nipples topping a pair of maybe small C cup boobs. "Oh fuck." She moaned softly as she rubbed her fingers between her legs, one finger clearly dipping between her lips. "Oh my god. Did you see that cock? Was it good inside you sweetie?" She moaned, her eyes closed as she rubbed herself.
Jessica pulled me by the hand and we moved silently around the shelves and into the small area with the table that was clearly used to prepare merchandise to go on the sales floor. She didn't hear us and was still standing and rubbing her pussy as we stood only a dozen feet from her.
"Now who's the one that's thinking about fucking?" Jessica said loudly.
"What? Jess!?" She exclaimed, trying to cover her pussy and her boobs at the same time, leaving no hands free to do anything about clothing. "I was just changing."
"Uh huh. Sure. You think I don't know you come back her to masturbate when you've been helping some guy pick stuff? You think I don't know that sometimes, given the right guy, that you don't model for them? That you take your underwear and bra off as soon as you get here, just on the off chance that you'll find a way to flash some guy? What would Daddy think if he knew you got off showing your body off for strange guys?"
"Jessica! Don't even joke about that!" She answered, still covering her pussy and boobs.
"Why not? Do you think he doesn't already know? You think he hasn't guessed about why you love having this store? Why you bring home all that sexy stuff to wear? You think he doesn't know that those times you accidently walked in on him and his friends wearing something erotic and see through, that it wasn't an accident?"
"Jessica, how can you say such a thing?"
"Easy mom. I've known for years what you do when things are slow. That you try on things hoping a guy will come in while you're wearing one of those. Not to have sex. No, but to let him see your body and get you all turned on. I know that you sometimes model things for guys. You like to see them get a hardon in their pants, and sometimes, you even encourage them to pull it out and play with it. Don't look so shocked mom. There are plenty of dads from school that knew where to come shopping, and a lot of moms that got really sexy stuff from here and wondered why."
"You can't tell your father. He might think it, but I couldn't ever do this if he knew for sure. He doesn't know because he doesn't want to know. As long as I'm not having sex with the customers, he's not going to know."
"And I'm fine with that. If that's what trips yours and daddy's triggers, what do I care. But since you fucked up an orgasm I'd been waiting half a year for I think it's only fair that you pay up. I want you to put on that semi-see through dress you keep back here. Don't give me that look. You know the one. I want you to put it on and then go show David the sexiest things you can think of. And anything he wants to see, you try on for him"
"But honey? In front of your friend?"
"Uh huh. In front of him. Then you're going to come back here and get naked and let him play with you until he makes you come."
"Jessica..."
"Uh uh. Do it mom. Or daddy's gonna get an earful about how you come back here and play with yourself."
"David. If you ever have children, make sure it's boys. They're much less manipulative than girls are."
"Funny mom. But you taught me to be this way. Now take him and go. I'm gonna change and then come watch."
"Mrs Danning." I started to say as she walked to a small rack a few feet from the table and pulled a dress from the rack. Gave me a look that said not to say anything as took the dress off the hanger. She stepped into the tube of thin white material, pulling it up her body until she had it up over her sexy breasts. The form fitting material cling to her whole body like a second skin. You could easily see the curve of her breast, the protrusion of her still hard nipples and even the pucker of her areola. The darkness of each circle on her breast was easily visible, as was the dark triangle of hair on her crotch. The hem of the dress was so short that if she didn't keep pulling it down, the material would easily ride up her butt and thighs, soon exposing her pussy. If Jessica had been wearing the dress, the off the shoulder design would have been tempting to pull on, probably easily pulling it down to expose her tits, or, if I was naughty enough, all the way down her body.
"Don't make it easy for her. Believe it or not, I think she's getting turned on by this. So if you want to, grab her butt or tits, or maybe even her pussy. Make her all horny and then come back here and we'll let her get naked and she can watch us fuck. I know damn well that I'm still turned on after getting that orgasm tossed."
"You really want me to do that?"
"Oh yeah. I've seen her tease the shit out of a guy before, bending over and flashing her pussy at him. She loves it."
"If you say so."
"Trust me. And when she gets her fun, we'll have ours. This time complete naked, okay?"
I followed her mom out of the back and was surprised to see another couple in the store that must have come in while we were in the back. They had to be mid-thirties or so, considerably younger than Jessica's mom. Mrs. Danning walked toward them, stepping down the aisle and asking if she could help them find something. The guy turned around and his eyes just about popped out of his head, but even as exposed as she was in the dress, she stood where he could easily see all of her. The young woman said they were just browsing and would call if they needed anything, to which Mrs. Danning encouraged them to look around and she would be available if they needed anything. She turned and headed back toward me, and I realized why the guys eyes were so big. The hem of the dress had hiked up as she walked until it was bunched up just at the top of her thighs, a portion of her pussy completely exposed below the hem. She winked at me and then suggested that I follow her, she had just what I had in mind. I turned and followed her, her hands, down below the level of the rack tops, tugging the waist of the dress slightly to inch it down lower on her breasts. When she turned around, I could see she had it down far enough that it barely covered her areola, the right one even peeking slightly above the top hem.
"I think this is exactly what you need." She said, pulling a little outfit off the rack. "Does your friend have a big chest or a small chest?"
"Um. Fairly large."
"Larger than mine?" She asked, pulling the top of the dress down to expose her tits, knowing full well that the guy two aisles over could see her tits. She left her tits hanging out in plain view as she took the bra off the hanger and held it up to her tits. "You think it needs to be bigger than this?" She asked, turning her chest side to side to display her tits behind the thin see through material.
"I think a little bigger."
"Hmmm. A little bigger you say." She said, putting the bra on the hanger again, but taking her time doing it. She walked down the aisle a little further and bent over to look at something on a lower rack, the short dress sliding up her butt cheeks enough to expose her pussy. I reached out, like Jessica had suggested, and stroked her completely exposed pussy. She was surprisingly wet, as I let my fingers stroke back and forth across her soft flowery inner lips. She stayed bent over, letting me stroke her and even slip a finger into her hot wet depths. She stifled a moan as I stroked my finger in and out, wishing that it was my dick at that moment, still pretty turned on. She straightened up and held out a little bra and panty set, that was equally see though. Like the outfit that Jessica had on, the panty had a split crotch.
"I wonder what something like that looks like." I asked her as she licked her lips as if getting ready to lick a popsicle.
"Well, why not find out." She whispered. She hiked the dress up further, leaving it little more than a tube around her stomach. She turned and bent over in front of me again, stepping into the material and pushing her pussy out at me. I moved closer and stroked her again, running my fingers up and down her wet slit. I pushed a finger into her again, slowly pushing it in and out of her when I felt a set of hands around me. I felt Jessica behind me, her tits teasing me though the thin material of my shirt and whatever it was she had on. She undid my belt and then the front of my pants. She whispered "shhhhh" In my ear and used her hips to push me closer to her mom's butt. Jessica stroked my cock with one hand and then reached out with the other to pull my finger from her mom's pussy. Mrs. Danning pulled the panty up over her butt, not realizing that her daughter had pulled my dick out. She forced me toward her mom again, this time using the tip of my dick to rub her mother's pussy lips through the spread crotch of the otherwise see through panty.
"Oh fuck." She breathed softly as her daughter used her body to force me toward her, my head spreading her soft lips and engaging into the entrance to her vagina. I almost couldn't stop myself when her hot lips closed around my head and my hips pushed forward. I slowly sank into her several inches, as she held herself perfectly still.
"That's it. Just slide it in." She whispered in my ear as she used her pelvis to push my ass and with it, my dick, into her mother.
"Ohmygod," Mrs. Danning whispered as I sunk ever so slowly into her. Jessica didn't stop pushing until my hips were pressed to her mother's ass.
"She's been wishing someone would do this for a long time." Jessica whispered. "You can make her come if you want. But save the end for me. I wanna feel you come in me."
"You want me to do that here? With them here?" I asked, the couple moving slowly toward the aisle we were on.
"Trust me, they wanna see it as much as you wanna do it."
I reached for her mom's hip and started to stroke, sliding in and out of her in long rhythmic strokes. Mrs. Danning held onto the rack with one hand and the other was on her knee, holding her from falling over, or more correctly, off her high heels.
The customers moved to the end of the aisle and stood watching us, the girl in front of the guy. It only a few moments and he was whispering something to his wife, or girlfriend or whatever. He was watching Mrs. Danning, but the girlfriend was watching me as her boyfriend slowly unzipped and then spread her winter coat apart. She had on a dress that was shorter than the coat by quite a bit, and as soon as he had the coat open, he was working on the big white buttons down the front of the dress.
In and out I stroked, slowly, taking my time, pulling back inside her until I nearly pulled from her and then slowly pushed forward again. The woman at the end of the aisle let her boyfriend completely open the dress she was wearing. She had modestly large breasts, even larger than Mrs. Danning. Her boyfriend pulled the dress apart to expose her body from her neck to her feet, only a pair of small white bikini panties and a lacy bra covering her secrets. She stared at me as he eased the bra up her body, letting each of her maybe D cup breasts slip from under the cup to hang down her chest like two creamy colored drips. His hands were far from done, sliding down her body. She moved her hands to his for a moment, keeping his from pushing her underwear down, and then she moved her hands, shifting them behind her, which spread her coat even further.



His hands moved to her panties, sliding them down while Jessica, slid her hands up and down my chest, pulling my shirt up. She finally pulled my shirt off, and tossed it aside before moving her hands down to my pants. She pushed my jeans over my butt and let then let them slide down my legs while the guy pushed his girlfriend's underwear down her thighs. I guessed by the way her hands were moving she was undoing his pants, and in a few moments his pants slid down his legs like mine had.
I watched her watch me, her completely bare shaved pussy being stroked by her boyfriend's fingers. His other hand moved up to her breasts and began to tease and play with her nipples, first one and then the other, as the motion of her hands changed. Her hand had to be stroking his cock behind her back as I stroked in and out of Jessica's mom. In and out I stroked, Jessica standing behind me and teasing my body for the woman that was watching me.
The boyfriend's fingers dipped between her lips and she shifted to spread her legs for him as far as the panties would allow, his finger now more obviously stroking between her lips. She gasped as his fingers began to work her clit, her eyes still locked with mine, the two of us staring at each other. In and out I stroked, feeling Mrs. Danning's climax starting to grow. Her moans grew significantly louder, and I could feel her pussy beginning to spasm around me. I could feel her legs trembling from where I had my hands rested on her hips, my own climax growing as well.
I watched the woman move her legs together, and wiggle them for a moment, her panties sliding all the way to her ankles. She awkwardly lifted one foot and wiggled it to work her high heel out of the panties and then set her foot down again, this time with her legs spread further apar. I could hear her and Jessica's mom's breathing becoming more ragged as she watched me fucking Mrs. Danning. In and out I plunged, faster and faster. I watched the guy staring at her, probably watching Mrs. Danning, her tits swinging like crazy as I slammed myself against her ass with each stroke.
When she came, not Mrs. Danning, but the woman staring at me, when she came, I came with her, both our bodies jerking as my cock pumped shot after shot of cum into Mrs. Danning, and the woman's body trembling and shuddering. I could see her juices leaking down her legs as she gasped for air, her boyfriend helping to hold her up so she didn't sag to the floor.
I stood there, Mrs. Danning panting as hard as I was, my cock softening inside her as the woman's climax started to fade. She pulled away from the guy and turned and knelt down. He had a smaller cock than I did, but that didn't stop her from engulfing it with her mouth. She began to lick and suck his cock, Mrs. Danning groaning as she watched. She slowly straightened as my cock slipped from her. She pushed the dress the rest of the way off so she was naked and then stood in front of me, leaning against my almost naked body, pulled my hands around her. She coaxed the fingers of my right hand between her leaking pussy lips and my left hand up to her tits. She stood staring at the guy getting his cock sucked, while he watched her being teased by me. I could tell the guy was getting close, very close, to coming, and I also felt Mrs. Danning begin to shudder again as I teased her clit. Her climax pushed back up again, peaking as he was about to come in his girlfriend's mouth.
"Oh fuck. Let me see it. Let me see you come." She panted as her body shuddered in orgasm.
He grinned and pulled from his girlfriend's mouth. He shuffled three steps toward us, his pants around his ankles and stroked his cock in her direction. Suddenly he grunted loudly, and we watched as he shot cum in the air, time after time, lancing through the air toward Mrs. Danning, some of it landing right at her feet before his powerful shots faded to drooling onto the carpet in front of him.
"Thank you." Mrs. Danning whispered as her own orgasm began to fade. I held her against me, waiting for her to signal she wanted something else, and then she turned in my arms. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled her nude body against mine and her lips to mine. She kissed me softly for long seconds. "No one is to know about this. Especially that I let you take me here. No one can know."
"I understand."
"You also owe me another one." Jessica said from behind me. "I still haven't gotten to feel what my mother now has, you coming in me. So, you better save up some and come see me tomorrow."
"Tomorrow?"
"Christmas eve. We're open till noon, so you better have your ass here before then." Jessica said as she stepped past her mom. She walked to the other couple and paused next to the young woman. She leaned over, slipping her hand between the woman's legs as she was about to close her dress. "You can come too if you want."
"We might." She answered with a small smile while Jessica stroked her pussy.
"I better, um, get dressed." Mrs. Danning said.
"Not yet mother." Jessica called. "You still have to help him pick what to buy for Betsy!"
"Actually, I need two." I said quietly. "One for Betsy and one for my mom."
Mrs. Danning looked at me in surprise and then grinned. "I think I see. Alright. I know just the thing." She walked naked to a rack and came back with two pieces of very sexy lingerie. "These are yours. As long as you come back tomorrow."
"I will." I promised as I took them from her. It took a moment to get my clothes back on and to find my coat, which was still in the changing room. I walked to the checkout and met Jessica there, now wearing a sexy little dress again.
"Did you like that?"
"Your mom? I'm a bit confused. I thought she just liked to show off."
"I do. My daughter just took advantage of how turned on I was." Her mom said a she wrapped my packages in Christmas paper. "Now I have to figure out what to do about your father."
"Oh come on mom. You can't tell me this is the first time you cheated on daddy. You took him way to easily."
"Well, maybe once or twice." She admitted. "Might have to make it three times tomorrow."
"Why?" I asked Jessica. "I mean, why now?"
"Best thing for a broken heart is lots of pussy. If I can help, I don't mind sharing a little of it. Especially with a cock like yours. Hell, you had all the girls wanting it."
"I wasn't trying to."
"I know." She said with a nod. "That's what made it so much fun. You were teasing the shit out of us and you didn't even know it. Sometimes a girl likes to chase too."
I shook my head before she stepped to me and hugged and kissed me. "I did mean it. I want you back tomorrow morning."
"Alright. I'll be here." I agreed before I headed home, sure I was coming back the next day to pay for my items.
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Chapter 15
I had to say, Jessica might be right. The best way to heal a broken heart might be lots of sex. If not, it was certainly one hell of a good distraction. It was no surprise that when mom had sex with me it was filled with emotion. What was a surprise was how much emotion I felt in Betsy when we had sex. It was definitely NOT just sex for her. She was truly sharing herself with me. I could see it in her eyes, hear it in her words and feel it in her actions each time we were intimately together. Last night was no exception, and if she kept pouring out her soul and love to me the way she did, it would be hard NOT to have that love I felt so many months ago, rekindle even though I was desperately trying to avoid it. I didn't want to be in love. I didn't want to be hurt like that again. Even with the amount of distraction, and the amount of caring I was getting from both mom and Betsy, there were times I struggled not to sit down and cry. I was clearly too emotional for my own good, and I had to learn to "toughen up!"
I'd promised Jessica that I'd be back the next morning. I had a few reservations, mostly that I kind of felt like I was using her, or maybe it was her using me? Either way, there wasn't any love. This was truly playful sex for enjoyments sake. I walked into the store and the little bell over the door ran as it was bumped. It didn't take long for me to find Mrs. Danning and Jessica. Jessica was putting some sexy little items on a hanger and Mrs. Danning was helping an older man select something, presumably for his wife.
"Hey hot stuff!" Jessica said cheerfully as she walked over to me, meeting me halfway between the door and the little rolling table she was working off of, several aisles away. She walked straight to me, wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled us together for a long wet, sexy kiss that had my cock already starting to harden by the time we broke the kiss. "Damn you feel good. I had to make myself come three times last night, just thinking about you."
I couldn't help but notice the guy turn his head and stare at us for a few seconds before he went back to listening to whatever her mom was telling him.
"Don't worry. I don't care who knows. He's gonna get an eyeful in a few minutes anyway. What?" She asked as I looked at her a little startled. "You worried about who might hear that your cock turns me on?"
"I'm not exactly used to it." I admitted.
"Well, get used to it. Apple doesn't fall far from the tree in my family."
"Huh?"
"Remember yesterday? Well, mom and I had a little chat last night. I pretty much hit the nail on the head. She loves showing off, I mean she really loves it. Yesterday was the first time she's ever let anyone touch her though."
"Oh."
"It explains why I'm kinda the same way."
"The same way?"
She giggled and whispered. "I love showing off. Who's idea do you think it was to do cheerleading practice that one time with no panties on? Flashing our stuff at all the football players? Ohhhhh. I still get chills just thinking about how it felt."
"You like showing off that much?"
"I do. One time I slipped into the shower with Tabitha's dad and masturbated in front of him while he watched."
"He just stood there and watched?"
She giggled. "Hell no. He stood there and watched while he jacked off and squirted his cum all over me. I always loved getting to stay over at a friend's house. I'd find ways to flash my stuff at their dads or brothers and then come back to the room and masturbate. One time I caught Gina's brother masturbating in his bedroom and stood outside his window watching through the gap in the curtain. I couldn't help it, I took all my clothes off and stood there in the backyard playing with myself when her dad walked out and saw me."
"What did you do?"
"What could I do? I stayed there and played with myself until he got a hardon and then I sucked his cock until he was ready to come and jacked him off all over my tits. I love watching a guy come almost as much as I love feeling him come in me. THAT is what I'm hoping you'll do today."
"Jessica. I can't just stand here and have sex with you."
"I don't expect you to. Mom and I have challenged each other to a little dare. You're going to the bakery with me, and mom is going to stay here and wear something you pick until we get back."
"Something I pick?"
"Uh huh. Anything red. Christmas you know."
"Wont people see her in it?"
"That's the whole idea. You can pick anything you want, as long as it's red. It can show as much or as little as you want, and she'll wear it until we get back. Most of the customers today will be men anyway, which really works out perfect since she loves showing off. SO how about it? Wanna pick something sexy for mom to wear?"
"I suppose I could."
"Good. The really sexy stuff is back here." She said, taking my hand and pulling me along the rack. She pulled one item off the rack and held it out. "Personally, I think she'd really look hot in this teddy."
"Oh damn. She'd really wear that?" I asked looking at the teddy she had pulled out. It was sheer, and I do mean see everything through it sheer, with a snap crotch. Yeah, she'd definitely look hot in this.
"She would if you asked her to. In fact, I think you should take it to her and ask her to put it on right now."
"She's with a customer."
"Uh huh. And by how he's looking at her every time she holds an outfit up to her body, he won't object to watching her put it on."
"What are you gonna be doing?"
"Watching. Don't worry, you'll get to see me naked soon enough."
"If that's what you want." I said with a shrug. I hadn't ever really been with anyone that loved showing off like this. For that matter, I wasn't sure how I felt about it, half expecting to end up having to flash my stuff too.
"It's the only way you're gonna get to see your Christmas surprise from her."
"Surprise? Like what?"
"Have to go ask her to put it on to find out."
I shrugged and headed down the aisle toward her, carrying the little see through outfit on the hanger.
"David! Good morning!" She said brightly, looking past the gentleman she was helping.
"Jessica asked if you'd model this for me."
She looked at the see through teddy and then at my face with a mixture of what I guessed was hesitation and apprehension. Then she nodded and stepped past the man to reach for the hanger. "I'd love to." She answered. She turned to the man she was helping. "This won't take long. Please, feel free to keep browsing."
"Alright." He said, moving a few feet away to look at the items hanging on the rack he was by.
"Well. this certainly is...does...oh yes, it does." She said with a look of determination. She lowered her voice to a whisper, hopefully that only I could hear. "Besides yesterday, this would definitely be the most exposed thing I've worn on the sales floor. I've modeled some like this, and even less, in changing rooms, but not out here." She said looking around. "But that was the dare, put on whatever you picked, right where I am when you ask."
I could see her hands tremble a little as she unbuttoned the first few buttons of her dress, undoing one button at a time down the front until she ran out of buttons at her waist. She reached up and slipped the dress off her shoulders and slid it down her arms and upper body. The guy turned to watch, staring with his mouth hanging open as she pushed the dress down. She had on a small blue lace bra and blue panties to match her dress. She stepped out of the dress and laid it on the rack next to her. She continued to stand there, knowing full well that the man was watching as well as I was, and reached behind her back. In moments the little blue lace bra was sliding down her arms, exposing her tits and perky, rock hard, nipples.
I could see her blushing slightly as she laid the bra on the rack and then moved her hands to her panties. She hesitated, her fingers toying with the waistband of her panties for several seconds and then began to slowly, very slowly pull them down. She turned her back to me, exposing her front to the man leaning on the rack staring, and continued to pull the panties down over her hips and full round butt. She bent over, standing straight legged as she bent, pushing her butt and her pussy lips out at me, my hardon straining against my pants t the sight. Lower and lower she went, pushing the panties down to her ankles, her butt pushing out more at me, her clearly wet pussy lips pushing out invitingly. Part of me wanted to just pull my now rock hard dick out and push it into her, but I just stood there and stared as she stepped out of the panties. She straightened and turned to face me. It took several seconds of her standing there, naked, before I realized what was different. She was shaved, where yesterday she was quite hairy between her legs.
She stepped toward me and reached for my hand. She pulled it to her crotch and pressed my fingers between her thighs, my fingers feeling her hot wet lips. She leaned closer, her hard nipples brushing my jacket as she whispered, "When you get back from the bakery, you can sit me on the counter by the register and lick me to your hearts content. I hope you do. I hope you make me come for you because I'm getting so damn turned on again. Maybe you'd even like to put this into me again after you make me come?" She said as she reached to my pants and rubbed my rock hard erection though my pants. "Would you like that? To make me come and then put this in me again like yesterday?"
"Oh damn yes." I mumbled, practically ready to pull my pants down right now and fuck her.
She straightened up and backed away. She grinned as she pulled the little red teddy off the hanger and then pulled it over her head. She slipped the see through material down her body and spread her legs to reach between them and snap the crotch. She was dressed, but you could clearly see, not only her rock hard nipples and puckered areola, but her now shaved pussy as well. I'd probably still be staring at her if Jessica hadn't pulled me gently from behind.
"Time for me to change." She said with a crooked little grin.
"Change into what?"
"What I'm wearing to the bakery." She said, pulling me by the hand to the checkout counter. "You didn't think that she was going to dare me to wear regular clothes, did you?" She stopped and turned to face me. She didn't have much on to start with. In fact, the ONLY thing she had on was the sweater dress and the knee length boots. She slipped the sweater dress up and off her body and laid it on the counter. Then she picked up her coat and slipped it on over her completely naked body. "Okay. I'm ready."
I looked at her, the front of her coat hanging open so her pussy was on display for me and shook my head in confusion. "I don't get it. You're wearing just that?"
"Uh huh. And just to make things more interesting, you get to tease me all the way there. The dare was to arrive at the bakery to pick up my order of cheesecake as close to orgasm as possible, and to make sure I orgasmed before I left the store."
"How are you going to do that?"
"Oh honey. That's the easy part." She said with a grin. "We're just going to stand over in the corner with me in front of you and you're going to slip your hands under my coat and play with my pussy until you make me climax."
"Seriously? You want me to make you come, in the store?"
"That was the dare. Think you're up to it?"
"Not like I've ever done anything like that before, but then, I hadn't ever had sex in public before Patty. You think you're up to it?" I asked honestly, looking at the parts of her body that were showing.
"Definitely! I've always wanted to do something like this but didn't have a guy I trusted to not go overboard. You won't go overboard, will you?"
"Overboard? As in?"
"Doing something like taking my coat off in the store or something like that. You can touch me, but how much my coat is open is all up to me."
"If that's what you want. Yeah. I'll agree to that."
In reply she grinned, and took my hand. I walked to the door with her, looking back to see her mom helping the guy that had been there when this all started, his eyes a lot more on her body than on what she was showing him. Though when I think about it, her body was exactly what she intended for him to look at.
The drive over to the bakery wasn't all that short. It was damn cold out and I pushed her coat apart enough to expose most of her body, her nipples sticking out rigidly, either from excitement, or from cold, or both. I sat on the bench seat next to her while she drove, my left hand between her thighs, teasing her wet pussy and her hard clit with the side of my pinky finger. We stopped at one intersection and had to wait for the light. There weren't too many cars around so I twisted around enough to lean down and suck on one of her nipples, drawing a gasp and moan from her.
"You keep that up and you're going to make me come before we get there."
"We wouldn't want to do that, would we?" I answered with grin, starting to really get turned on and into this whole crazy thing. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure. Anything. I mean it doesn't get more personal than fucking."
"Did you talk to Mandy last night?"
She was silent for long seconds. "Yeah. I did."
"Did she put you up to this?"
"If you think she put me up to this silly dare, no. That was mom all the way."
"I kind of would like to know what it was that made her go to that party. Part of me wants to blame myself for having sex with my tutor that day and maybe this was her way of getting things even."
"You mean like her mom and dad?" She asked, looking at me. "yeah, I heard all about that."
"Yeah. I mean, that was crazy, what her mom did because of her dad fucking that black girl. I don't even remember her name."
"I've known Mandy for a long time. Her parents have an unusual relationship. One time she caught him perving on us girls out near the pool. I overheard her tell him he better get an eyeful now, because she'd return the favor one day of her choosing. The next time they had a dinner party, she was showing off her new bikini, which, according to Mandy, disintegrated in the water right in front of three of the husbands. She ended up completely naked in front of everyone, but instead of running off in embarrassment, which was what a normal person would do, she just calmly walked over to the ladder and climbed out and wrapped a towel around herself. The rest of the night she spent in just the towel, which apparently had a habit of slipping off much of the night."
"Weren't the other wives upset?"
"At first, until she explained why she was doing it. Then they said it was fine. I'm sure they all got some good sex when they got home."
"So, you don't think she was doing something like that to me?"
"I don't think so. She's so upset with what has happened. I don't think it was that at all. I think she just got in over her head at that party and had too much to drink. You can't blame yourself. You have done so much to help and protect her that I don't think she has the ability to intentionally cheat on you. Evan used to pimp her out. You know, swap girlfriends for sex with his friends. So, she didn't have many monogamous tendencies. But that night, the night of the sleepover, she confided in me that even though she promised us all a fuck with you, that she didn't want to. She changed her mind and didn't want to share you with anyone. I think that night changed something in her. For once she was watching someone she truly cared about, being touched by another woman, and I think it hurt. I don't think she'd willingly do that to you. Not after that night."
"Okay. I just wondered." I answered as we pulled off the street into a parking lot.
"Well, here we are. So, these are the rules. I have to get the cake. Then we can go to the corner of the store and you can make me climax. I have to hold the cheesecake, so I can't stop you from doing anything you want, but I'm going to ask that you please not expose me too much. Some is okay. but don't take my coat all the way off or anything. I like showing off, but only in glimpses. I don't think I could just strip down and walk down the street or anything."
"Okay. I'll try to keep it as if you were mine."
She turned and leaned to me. She kissed me on the lips and then smiled. "That might be the sweetest thing a guy has ever said. Thank you."
I nodded and we climbed from the car. Her coat was barely long enough to cover her butt, so anyone looking close would have to guess she had almost nothing on under the coat. We stood in line with three other customers, waiting to get our turn. I stood behind her, letting my fingers rub her butt under the back of her coat, coaxing the bottom edge up a little bit more as seconds passed, not because I was trying to flash her to anyone that might come in behind us, but because I was getting more turned on by the moment, which was making me a little bolder.
By the time we got to the counter I had one finger in her pussy, slowly teasing the tip in and out of her as she asked for her order. I pushed my finger in a little further and heard her stifle a moan as the person behind the counter went to get her order out of the cooler in the back. With no one in the store but us, and the clerk in the back, I pushed my finger in and out of her a little harder, pushing more of it into her depths. She was unable to stifle the moan that slipped out this time.
"Oh fuck you're so damn naughty." She whispered as I pushed my finger in and out as far as I could. I heard the door behind me open to let another customer in, so I quickly pulled my finger out of her and let her coat fall back in place, wondering how much the new person saw. I discreetly turned to look behind me and saw a woman in her middle forties or so, looking at me with a scowl. Must have seen more than I intended.
The clerk came back with her cheesecake, and she let the coat she had been holding closed slip, open as she dug in her purse for the money. I could see the clerk's eyes get as big as saucers as he realized just how much of her he was looking at. She handed him the money and he went to the register, Jessica leaving her coat hanging open while he did. He brought her change back and I could see the coat spread even further apart as she reached over the tall counter for her change. She stood putting the change in her purse for long seconds, letting him take a long look before she hung her purse on her shoulder, her motion pulling her coat far enough apart for a moment to easily show off one of her bare tits and all the way down to her equally bare pussy. She reached out and picked up the cake off the counter and turned away, making sure to keep the woman behind me from seeing she was naked under the coat. She walked over to the corner of the shop near where the bathroom was, and while the woman behind us started dealing with her request, stood in front of the plate glass window. I stepped over to her and slipped one hand around her. I spread the bottom of her coat enough to reach her pussy with my left hand, which also exposed almost all of her front to anyone outside the little shop.
"Oh fuck. Make me come." She whispered. "I wish I could fuck you right here."
"I was almost tempted to pull it out and fuck you while we were in line." I whispered back as I started to stroke her clit with one finger, rubbing up and down her wet pussy lips. "Just pull up the back of your coat and push my rock hard cock into you, sliding it in oh so slowly." I whispered as I moved my finger over and around her clit.



"Oh god." She whispered back in practically a moan. "God, I want you."
"You can have me, if you come first." I whispered, teasing her clit, feeling the tremors in her body starting.
"Oh god. I'm going to come." She gasped as her body shuddered. I continued to tease her clit with one finger while her body shook and trembled for long seconds. I slowed my strokes and finally pulled my finger from her. I realized that if she was holding the cake, there was no way she could cover herself, which may well have been exactly why her mom told her she had to hold it.
I dug in her purse for the car key and then headed to the door with Jessica following me. I opened the car door and let her slide into the passenger seat and then closed the door to walk around the car. I couldn't help but get even more turned on as I drove her car back to the shop, most of the front of her body completely exposed. I helped her out of the car and then to the store door. She walked in, still holding the cake and went straight to the counter. She set it down and then shrugged her coat off, leaving her in nothing but the boots.
"Get your ass over here and fuck me!" She practically growled as her mother watched with a smirk. Jessica reached for my pants and quickly had them open and pushed down my thighs, freeing my raging hardon. She lifted herself to sit on the edge of the counter and then reached for my dick and pulled it toward her. "Oh god David. Fuck me. Let me feel you fuck me!"
"Uh huh," Was all I could respond as I too, wanted relief. I pushed easily into her sopping wet pussy and started to stroke in and out of her.
"God that was so fucking hot. He pushed his finger in me while we were standing in line and practically fucked me with it right there." She panted as drove into her. "And then he had my coat completely open right in front of the window while he made me come. Shit, I could feel my pussy leaking down my legs I was so turned on."
"Felt good, didn't it?" Her mom asked from behind me as I thrust into her daughter.
"Oh god mom. Soooooo good. I can't believe you used to do that kind of thing with daddy."
"That kind of thing and much more." She said as she stepped behind me. She pushed my shirt up, getting me to lift my arms while I was still stroking in and out of Jessica. She pressed herself to my now bare back, my ass bumping against her almost naked body with each stroke. "We'd go to the drive-in and get naked in the back of his daddy's car. I always made sure to put a foot or something on one of the windows so anyone walking by would know what we were doing and maybe stop to watch."
"Oh god." Jessica moaned. "God I'm going to come!" She squealed as her body started to tremble again. I felt her pussy clenching around me, squeezing me, my already excited cock thrusting through a tighter canal now. I felt the urgency and warmth spread, knowing I was going to come any second. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed into the shop as my first surge of cum lanced deep into her pussy. Over and over my over stimulated cock pumped cum into her, until I was left just panting with my cock twitching inside her. Her mom pressed against my back and slipped her arms around me.
"Tell me David, do you know how to lick and finger a woman to climax?"
"Oh fuck mother. He knows VERY well how to do that. Just get naked and ask him to make you come. I'm sure he'll use the tricks I've seen him do to make you come."
"The tricks he's used?"
"Mother I saw him make three different girls squirt, one after the other, just with his fingers and tongue. Trust me, he can make you come."
Mrs. Danning stepped to the counter next to her daughter and lifted herself onto it. "After helping that man in nothing but this, I'm so wet I feel like it's running down my legs." She giggled girlishly. "I hope I'm not too wet for you." She added as she unsnapped the crotch of the little outfit, exposing her even more than she already was.
"Well? What are you waiting for? I know you love tasting pussy!" Jessica said with a grin as she pushed me back from her.
"You sure?"
"God David. You fucked her yesterday and today you're gonna be bashful about licking her cunt? Seriously?"
"Just wanted to be sure."
"Be sure of what? You weren't going to hurt my feelings? You think I made this dare with her because I didn't want you to make her come like I know you can? Come on. I expect you to make her squirt all over the place, just like you did me that time. So get the rest of those clothes off and do it already."
I shook my head, not at all understanding women, and pulled my boots and pants off so all I had on was socks. I stepped between her mother's legs and leaned down to lick her wet slit while she raised and lifted her legs. "Ohhhhhh fuck!" She moaned softly. "I hope no one comes in while he's doing this. It'd be awful embarrassing."
"Trust me, David will make it worth your while." Jessica answered her mom while she sat on the counter next to her.
I teased my tongue up and down her slit, stroking between her soft inner lips, the wrinkly soft skin feeling hot and delicate against my tongue. A sharp contrast to the full round lips framing the softness. I found her hard clit with the tip of my tongue and got a jerk of surprise as I flicked across it. "Oh my yes. I wish your father would do this to me."
"Maybe you'll have to find a way to teach him to."
"What by telling him....ohhhhh fuck!" she gasped as I pressed one finger slowly into her pussy. "Telling him your friend did this to me on the counter of the shop? You think he'll let me keep this place if he knew what I was doing this right now? Ohhhhhh fuck! Jesus David!" she gasped as my finger found her pubic bone and curled up behind it, searching for and finding that perfect little spot. "Oh god. Don't stop." She moaned loudly.
I heard the little bell over the door jingle as someone came in and pulled my face back from her pussy. Her mom, as startled and probably as embarrassed as I suddenly was, clamped her thighs together, trapping my hand between them and my finger inside her.
"Don't you dare stop. I'll take care of this." Jessica said. "You just keep going."
"Jess, I can't! Not with someone watching."
"Mother. You flash guys all the time. You stripped naked in front of that other guy and put that on, and yesterday you fucked in front of another couple. You really think letting him give you an orgasm in front of a stranger isn't going to turn you on even more?" Jessica slipped off the counter and walked toward him, asking if she could help him find something, the older, maybe fifty year old man, standing just inside the door staring at Mrs. D and me, and then shifting his stare to look at Jessica's nude body.
"Maybe I should come back later?" he asked, still staring at us.
"Oh don't be silly. She was just modeling an outfit for him, and he was thanking her for it." Jessica said, looking back at us with a grin. "They'll be done in a few minutes, and while they're finishing, I'll be happy to help you find whatever you're looking for." She said as she stepped to him and looped one of her arms around one of his. She coaxed him deeper into the store, leaving us to finish. Mrs. D spread her legs slightly as I wiggled my finger in her pussy and then, after a few moments, all the way again, allowing me to resume licking her soft wet slit.
"Oh god damn." She moaned as I found her clit with my tongue again. "I was so close to coming, now it feels so far away."
"I'll fix that." I whispered, sucking the whole top of her pussy into my mouth and stretching her soft inner lips. I began to rub her again with the tip of my finger and then withdrew my single digit to replace it with two.
"Ohhhhh damn." She moaned as the tips of both fingers began to rub the top of her vaginal tunnel and that sensitive spot. "Oh god. Oh god David." She moaned as her hips started to rock on the table in front of me. I concentrated on her clit as I pushed her growing orgasm closer and closer. I flicked my tongue across her clit in rapid fire movements, teasing it while I worked my fingers in and out, each stroke into her curling up around her pubic bone until the tip of my finger stroked across that perfect spot. In and out I stroked, her moans growing louder and louder until she was almost crying out in pleasure. "OH FUCK DAVID! I'M GOING TO COME!" she squealed as her legs started to tremble. I pulled my face from her pussy and used one finger of my free hand to rub back and forth across her excited clit. "OHHHHHHHH SHIT!" She cried out as her body stiffened and a huge surge of her juices sprayed out at me. She almost looked like she was peeing a stream, her cum arching out of her trembling body toward me, splattering on my face, neck and chest as it streamed from her in a long, seemingly unending stream of her juices.
"Damn." I heard the guy say from down the aisle. "Don't think I've ever seen that before."
"Yeah. He's damn good." I heard Jessica say.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. Ohmygodyes." Mrs. D moaned as her body tensed and squirted a second less powerful stream out that splattered on my stomach and my crotch for several seconds before she lay back on the counter gasping for breath. "ohhhhh fuck me. Just fuck me." She moaned. I wasn't exactly sure if she was serious or not at first, but then she looked down at me. "Please?" My dick was rock hard again after what I'd done to her, so what the hell? Why not? I pulled my fingers from her and pushed my hardon into her in place of them, drawing another moan of pleasure.
The counter top was just at the right height, and I started to thrust into her, driving hard into her so that my hips hit her bare ass, making her whole body move on the counter with each stroke. Her tits moved in circles inside the red, see through, teddy. I reached to her chest and grabbed her tits through the thin material and used them as handles as I drove harder into her, slamming into her with abandon as her moans and gasps of her renewed orgasm encouraged me to pound into her even harder. In and out I stroked, fucking her hot shaved pussy, slamming my head deep into her to the end of her vaginal depths. I looked down at my dick driving in and out of her and my mind was suddenly flooded with images of my cock driving into Mandy before we separated to go to school. I felt my cock swell and suddenly my body was climaxing again, not inside Mrs. Danning, but in my mind, inside Mandy.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my body jerked and pumped cum into her. I closed my eyes and let my mind run away with me for a few moments, remembering how it felt to make love to Mandy, to have sex with her on the picnic table in the park and in the movie theater. As my climax started to fade reality came back to me and I stood, looking down at Mrs. Danning, feeling ashamed of taking another man's wife behind his back. I pulled from her and bent to pick up my clothes without a word.
Mrs. D saw the look on my face and knew something was wrong, though I doubted she knew what. She sat up and then slipped of the counter. She gently stopped me from dressing and took my hands. "Come on to the bathroom. Let me at least clean you up a little."
"You don't have to."
"I know, but I want to." She said, pulling me by the hand. I let her lead me to the back room and then to the bathroom. She paused to pick a towel up on the way and then we walked to the bathroom. "I'm sorry." She said quietly as she turned on the water and adjusted the temperature. "I shouldn't have asked you to do that."
"No, it's okay." I answered as she wet the towel and began to gently rub it on me, wiping off her cum from my face and body.
"No. I saw your face. I know what you had to be thinking, especially after what just happened to you. I shouldn't have let her goad me into this. I wanted it, I wanted to feel you again after yesterday. I wanted to tease you and make you want me. I guess we were more successful than I expected. It's not your fault. Whatever happens, happens because of me, not you."
"But your husband?"
"Trust me, I'm not doing anything he hasn't done before. I know when he's traveling that he plays around. Jessica doesn't know he does, but we both know it, we just don't let it become out in the open. Does he know I do this? Not exactly. He knows I do something that turns me on. I don't ask what he fucks on his trips, and he doesn't ask what I do to get turned on in my shop. I don't think he thinks I'm having sex with men. And I haven't, until now. You're the first man, besides him, I've had sex with. But that doesn't matter. What does, is that you don't need to worry that you're making me be unfaithful. That is it, isnt it? After what Mandy did?"
"Yeah." I answered quietly.
"David, you are a sweet wonderful young man. What happened was an accident. I know her mom pretty well. Mandy was devastated when it happened. Not because she'd gotten pregnant, but because she knew what it would do to you. She loved...loves, you more than you could ever understand. She's going to marry this boy, whoever he is. But her heart will always be yours. I know that doesn't make it any easier, but it's the truth. Let her go. Let your heart move on. Like my daughter says, the best thing for this kind of broken heart is lots of sex with lots of women. In time your heart will be able to heal, and someone will fill the void. When that happens, sex with lots of women won't be so important any more. Sex with whoever that person is, will be. That's when you'll know you're ready to move on."
"It doesn't feel like it."
"Trust me. It will. I've been there. Many years ago, but I've been there." She said softly. She leaned toward me, her tits pressing to my chest as she pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me softly for long seconds and then broke the kiss. "Jessica might kill me for saying this, but you have an open invitation to put that between my legs any time you want. Just come by the shop and I'll be happy to let you play. Who knows, someone else might be here and you can get a twofer."
"A twofer?"
She giggled and smiled. "You know. Two for the price of one? If you can give orgasms like that, I can set up a stream of friends that wouldn't mind letting you try it on them."
"I don't think that'll solve the problem."
"No. but it can be a fun distraction." She said before kissing me on the cheek again. "Truly. It will get better. I promise."
"Thanks." I whispered, hugging her back. She took the teddy the rest of the way off and we headed back out, by which time the guy was gone and Jessica was dressed again. She and her mom dressed me and then each gave me hugs and kisses before I headed home.
---o---
When I got home, I showered and changed. The girls had gone shopping for something and left a note saying they'd be back by lunch, so I was sitting in the family room reading when the doorbell rang.
"Chris!" I said cheerfully as I opened the door and saw my best friend from highschool standing on the other side. "Damn! Come on in!"
"Hey Dave! Good to see you home. Katie said you made it home."
"Katie?"
"Oh yeah. You probably don't know. Katie and I are together now."
"Katie as in Katie Wilson?"
Chris looked down and then back up and grinned. "Yeah, that Katie. Never would have thought she'd get into me, but after graduation she asked me out. Seems that sitting with you and Mandy at our table got her interested in me, and once we were out of school, well, the geek thing wasn't such an issue."
"That's great dude. I mean, you and Katie. I'd have never figured that."
"Yeah. Have you to thank for it. If you and Mandy hadn't been the catalyst, none of us in the geek squad would have ever had a chance. Eddie hooked up with Amanda Brown for a while too."
"Eddie and Amanda? I mean, damn! She was way out of his class."
"Don't you know it. Anyway, I wanted to come by and see you, make sure you were alright."
"So you know?"
"Dude. All of us know. I mean it hit all of us hard. We all figured you two were in it for the distance, ya know? Then to have that happen. It really shook Katie up."
"Yeah. it was kinda hard."
"Hard? That's not how I hear it. When we heard you about called it quits with school, we knew you were going to have trouble. But go figure. Who but you would end up having sex in a dorm shower with a dozen girls!" He said, punching my arm.
"It wasn't a dozen girls." I said with a frown.
Chris laughed. "Damn! So it was true? It really did happen?"
"It was only eight girls and no, I didn't have sex with all of them, only one."
"Still. Eight naked girls in one shower? You gotta tell me how that happened."
"Come on. Let's sit down." I said turning to head to the family room. "How did you hear about it anyway?"
"Katie's friends with Betsy of course, she told her about going out to see you. Katie tells me she's still crazy in love with you. Has been ever since the principal's office. THAT was crazy too. Having sex in the principal's office?"
"Well, it was what it was."
"You were always too modest. So, the girls. Tell me. I gotta know."
"It was the idea of my math tutor. She was afraid I was giving up, which wasn't too far from the truth. I hadn't gotten out of bed since I found out about what happened, and I really didn't plan to. I just wanted the world to go away and let me die. Patty, my tutor, she went and rounded up a bunch of her friends who all kinda liked me, and they attacked. They dragged me to the showers and cleaned me up. Patty refused to let me give up. She arranged to keep her friends on watch with her twenty four seven. They never let me alone. She was afraid I'd do something stupid."
"Something more stupid than giving up school?"
"Yeah, like jumping off the roof or something. So the last three weeks I had one of the girls with me all the time. Patty even slept with me every night, well, except for two. She didn't want to sleep with me while she was on her period, so she enlisted Samantha to take overnight duty with me, just in case I felt like having sex or something."
"So did you?"
"With Samantha? Not really."
"Not really isn't no."
"Okay, so I fingered her off in the night. I couldn't have her keeping my roommate up all night."
"Likely excuse."
"So, tell me about Katie? What's she doing?"
"Well, besides me, she's got her insurance license and is working for her mom while I'm in school."
"I never figured her for a college girl. She just didn't have the study skills."
"No, but she's got other skills, if you know what I mean."
"Good in bed?"
"Oh yeah. Seriously. And her mom? DAMN is she hot."
"You've seen her mom naked?"
"You don't know the half of it. If you promise to not tell, I can tell you she's like the energizer bunny. She just keeps going and going and going."
"How the hell did you start fucking her mom?"
"Well, Katie's dad left not long after school ended. I guess he was waiting for Katie to graduate. He ran off with some twenty year old bimbo. I've seen her. All boobs and sex. Hell, she even flashed her pussy at me while they were there packing his stuff. It wasn't just any old flash either. It was a nice long, bent over, show me your ass and pussy and come stick it in, type flash. No telling how long it'll last before she gets tired of him. Anyway, just to piss him off, Katie's mom went down to the KitKat club and started dancing."
"Wait? The strip club?"
"Uh huh. She wanted to rub his face in how good she looked to other guys. I guess it didn't quite have the effect she wanted, so she took me to the club one night and sat me next to the stage and did the strip thing for me. They do like two songs on stage and then switch to another girl. Well, she came off stage and instead of going in the back and changing, she came and got me, and pulled me and a chair on stage with this girl Kimber that was stripping. Anne, Mrs. Willson, sat me on the chair and starts doing a lap dance. She gets all turned on and then makes me stand up and strips me and then with me sitting in the chair on stage, proceeds to fuck me on stage. And I do mean fuck me. She sat on my cock and rode me until I busted a nut inside her, then her friend, Kimber, licked my cum out of her pussy. Well, the manager was furious when he heard and fired her. I guess the next day the place was packed with guys wanting her to dance and lap dance them, so he hired her back. She won't fuck any of the other guys, but she does one hell of a naked lap dance."



"But she's still fucking you?"
"Any chance she gets. As soon as Katie is out of the room she's trying to get into my pants. Katie is kinda irritated, but figures it's a phase, and she'll stop doing it after a while. In the meantime, I'm getting it from both of them at the same time."
"And you think I'm the lucky one?" I chuckled.
"You know. If you came over some time, I bet Katie's mom would fuck you in a heartbeat. When she's been drinking a little, she talks about you. I'm not sure I believe it all, but she swears she saw you fucking the principal."
"She does?"
"You know, all through school I heard rumors that the nurse, what's her name, Mrs Haller. Yeah. Anyway, I we always heard these rumors that she was fucking the seniors on the football team. Everyone figured it was just the jocks trying to be a big deal, but one day Katie was talking to one of her friends from school, and she swears that she went to the nurses office for asprin, and couldn't find the nurse. She heard noises and peaked into the back room, and there she was, butt naked, riding on some guy laying on her exam table."
"Yeah? Sounds kinda unlikely."
"I thought so too. She swears that the dude she was riding on looked an awful lot like you."
I let out a laugh. "Yeah. Right."
"I thought the same thing. Everyone was talking about you and what you did, so I just figured it was more talk. That was until a few weeks ago."
"Yeah? What happened a few weeks ago?"
"Katies mom said she had to go pick Katie up after practice one night. Just so happens it was the night you got tossed into the girls bathroom and spent the day sitting in the principals office, practically naked. Anyway, Katies mom has some crazy story about seeing the principal through her office window, sitting naked on her desk with some guy sitting in her chair with his head between her legs. I'd just chalk it up to some crazy fantasy or something. But you know, the more I thought about it, if you were in her office, naked, all day long, and she got horny looking at you, well, it isn't much of a stretch to guess who was sitting in that chair."
"No. Definity not true. Who'd want to be having sex with the principal?" I answered quickly with a frown.
Chris laughed. "Damn! You are something. The principal? You seriously fucked Principal Johnson? I mean both her and the nurse were pretty hot. Half the guys in school probably had wet dreams about both of them, and here you were actually fucking them!"
"I just said I didn't."
"Uh huh. Right. And you didn't fuck your girlfriend's mom and make her squirt all over you either." He laughed. "Yeah. Mandy told Katie about how she had to pay up for how they kept her dad busy the night they all slept over. Have to say, her mom is one good looking woman. Almost as good as my future mother-in-law. Sounds like they're both pretty hot fucks too."
"Yeah, well, I don't expect to see much of Rose anymore. I saw Mandy for the last time yesterday. She says she doesn't want to ever see me again."
"She told that to Katie and Katie told her she was an idiot, but she understood why. She doesn't want to hurt you and she knows that seeing her pregnant will just keep reminding you of what you two planned. It's not that she doesn't want to see you, it's that she doesn't want you to see her like that."
"Well, same end effect. Now I have to figure out how to get over her. Jessica. You remember her? She sat at the lunch table with us and Katie?"
"Yeah. I do. She and Katie still talk all the time. That whole group is surprisingly still pretty tight."
"Well, she says the best way to get over a broken heart is with lots of sex, with lots of people."
"Sounds like my kind of advice. Well, I gotta go buddy. I was just sent out to pick some stuff up. Seems they ran out of tape to wrap presents. But I wanted to stop by and say high. We'll try to get together while your home. I know Katie will love to see you."
"Yeah. Well, damn good to see you too Chris. Being away from all my friends hasn't made things any easier."
"Oh yeah. One more thing." He said as we walked to the door. He turned and looked at me. "I was gonna ask this before I knew about Mandy. But, well, Katie and I are going to be married this summer. I wanted to know if you'd be my best man?"
"Well, hell. Sure I will!"
"Dave. Mandy was supposed to be the maid of honor. If you say yes, Katie is going to ask someone else to do that. We both talked about it. We don't want you two having a problem because of us."
"I'd love to be your best man. If Katie would rather have Mandy in the wedding, then so be it. I'll deal with it."
"It'd be after the she was due. So she won't still be prego, if that matters."
"Chris. I'm a big boy. If you want me as your best man, no matter who the maid of honor is, I'll be more than happy to stand with you!"
He smiled and gave me a guy hug. "Thanks dude. You don't know how much this means to me. I'll keep Betsy up to date on plans and she can pass them to you when you call." I started to say something but he held up his hand to stop me. "Don't be coy. We all know that you're sleeping with her while you're home. Besides, she's living here and you talk to your mom every other week. Don't ask. The girls have this incredible gossip network. I can even tell you what color hair your girlfriend at school is reported to have."
"Okay. no arguments. Keep her in the loop and I'll know." I nodded.
"Good dude. Have a great Christmas. Maybe the four of us can get together one day before you go back?"
"The four of us?"
He laughed. "You, me, Betsy and Katie. Um. Let's say Friday night at Katie's house?"
"We'll be there."
He grinned and headed out the door, leaving me standing there wondering just how much the girls gossiped about my life.
---o---
It was Christmas morning. Traditionally our family opened our presents first thing in the morning, so the three of us were sitting around the tree in pajamas, which almost seemed silly given we'd slept naked together all night. The pile of presents was pretty small. I only got a couple things for each of them, and it was just the three of us with dad moved out. Mom opened hers first, at our request. She got the earrings from me, which she liked, and the very sexy see through negligee, which she immediately put on. Mom was still one very good looking woman for her age. Not nearly as sexy as Betsy, but good enough to make my dick grow in my pj bottoms. Betsy got her a new, very sexy looking, cooking apron. It sorta made her look like a French maid. I could already picture her wearing it with nothing at all under it, which is exactly what she promised to do later.
Betsy got the little earrings I picked for her, and the tiny blue see through bra and panty that I got from Jessica's store. The real surprise was the fairly large dick shaped vibrator mom got for her. "oh my god. I have to try it." She said as she took the panty she'd just put on, back off. She sat in the chair and turned the toy on. It made a soothing humming sound which changed slightly as she pressed it to her lips. She twisted it back and forth, spreading her juices on the head of it and then slowly working it into her, making little pushes each time she pulled it back, working it deeper and deeper into her depths. "Oh my." She moaned softly as she got it all the way in and started working it slowly in and out of herself.
"Maybe now you can stop using mine?" Mom said. "Besides, you're going to need one of your own after David leaves for school"
"That's for sure. We can't both be using yours at the same time." She moaned as she pushed it in and out of herself. "I wanna keep doing this, but then I'd come."
"So?" I asked. She looked at me and grinned. She pulled her legs a little further apart and plunged the toy in and out of her pussy while we watched.
"Oh fuck yes." She moaned softly as she pushed it in and out. "Shit. David. Come here and do it. Make me come with it." I looked at mom who just grinned at me. I moved to her seat and knelt in front of her. She let go when she felt my hand and started to stroke it in and out of her, feeling it vibrate in my hand as I pushed it into her pussy over and over. I let my other hand stroke her thigh and then reach up to her breast, squeezing one of her nipples through the thin material of the bra I'd given her. "Oh fuck. Yes. That's it David! Make me come! OHHHHH SHIT MAKE ME COME!" she cried as her body shuddered and trembled. I slowed my strokes and then pulled it out of her as her body started to still, only an occasional shudder running down her legs. She sat up and leaned toward me, taking the toy from me and giving me a kiss. "You know. If your dick gets tired, this isn't a bad substitute." She giggled. Then she looked a mom and thanked her for the gift. "Okay lover. Your turn!"
"Alright. Let's see what we have here." I said as I opened the first package. I pulled out a set of jet black silk boxers. I looked into the box and saw at least three more pairs. I looked up at Betsy questioningly.
"I think you'd look a lot sexier in boxers than those stupid white briefs you wear. Unless you'd just rather go without any!" Betsy answered me.
"No. I think I should wear some."
"So. Try em on!" she encouraged me.
I shrugged and took off my pj's and then stepped into a pair of the black boxers. They actually felt pretty good against my body, though they allowed my rock hard dick to stick out a lot more than the briefs did.
"You like em?"
"I do." I agreed. "Thanks Betsy!"
I sat down to open my next package, this one from mom. I looked at the ceiling and laughed. "Okay. I get the message." I said as I pulled out five more pair of boxers, these in both blue and red. "Boxers it is."
I moved to the next box and opened it. Inside was a small gold picture frame. It had a picture of Betsy in the first frame. The frame opened to expose more images, each one, surprisingly, a picture of Betsy taking off some article of clothing, until the last one where she was standing naked, blowing me a kiss. "I didn't want you to forget." She whispered.
I got up and stepped to her. Kneeling down next to her I hugged her and then kissed her. "Trust me. I wasn't about to, but now I know I won't."
"There's one more." Mom said, getting up from her chair. She stepped to the tree and drew a small box and card from within its branches. She held it out to me. "I know things look a little thin under the tree this year. Maybe this will explain it."
I took the package and card from her and opened the card first.
To the most wonderful young man we know. To all of us, you are part of our family." Mr. and Mrs. Green, Miss Johnson, Betsy, Mom
I opened the box and inside was a pair of car keys.
"We all pitched in. Mr. and Mrs. Green suggested that you might need it to get back and forth from school. Even Betsy put some money in on it. We hope you like it. It's out in the driveway."
"Miss Johnson? Principal Johnson?"
"I don't know exactly what happened during that day in her office. Betsy has only told me some of it, and of course we have no idea what happened behind closed doors after she left. So, I'll have to leave it to you as to what you share, if you ever do. But when she found out we were trying to find you a car, she said that she couldn't think of anyone more deserving of it, and she kicked in almost a thousand dollars."
I looked at her stunned. A thousand dollars was a hell of a lot of money. What could I have done that warranted that kind of money? I got up and walked to the front door. I stepped outside, wearing nothing but the black silk boxers, and stared at the band new shiny Chevrolet Camaro sitting in the driveway. "Holy shit!" I exclaimed. I left the door standing open as I pulled on my winter boots standing by the door and grabbed my coat out of the closet. I didn't much care how little I had on. What mattered was sitting in the driveway. I opened the door and climbed in, putting the key in and cranking the engine. The big V8 engine fired off and then purred like a kitten with a low deep rumble of raw power. I'd have to be careful I didn't over drive it in the slick roads.
Betsy showed up moments later, opening the passenger door. Instead of climbing into the front seat, she tilted it forward and climbed into the cramped back seat. She wiggled out of her coat. Leaving her in nothing but her boots.
"Now, why don't you come back here, and we'll christen it. Just leave it running and come back here."
I tried to climb through the gap between the bucket seats, falling on top of her, making us both giggle. She helped me get my coat off and then pushed my new boxers down. She stroked my somewhat softened dick for only a few short minutes before she had me hard as a rock and aimed at her wet pussy. We had to shift positions a couple times, but we found a comfortable position and began to stroke my dick in and out of her, both of us working in tandem to make it happen. It wasn't long before we both came, gasping and moaning in pleasure as I filled her pussy with my cum.
"I saw your name in the card. You shouldn't have spent your money on this. You needed it."
"Actually, I didn't need it. I live here with your mom, so I don't have rent. I just help pay for food and such, I have money in the bank for my school. So that's covered. And I got a lot of money from the insurance and selling the house. More than enough to keep me going for years. I wanted to do this. I wanted you to have something that would help keep us in touch. If you have a car, you can come home as often as you want. You won't have to wait for someone to come get you. David. I WANT you to come home as often as you can. I want you to want to be with me. NO, I don't want you to say anything. We both know it's too soon, but when the time is right, then I'll want to hear it from you." She said softly. "Now, let's go back in before we freeze my nipples off!"
---o---
The day after Christmas was always a quiet day. The family gatherings had all wound down and the packages were unwrapped and the stress of the holiday had abated somewhat. For me it meant taking a drive to get used to my new car. Betsy was off at Katie's house, probably working out the details of tomorrows dinner party. I never quite understood why women had to spend so much time planning for a simple dinner. For a guy, you set the table, put the food on it and eat. For a woman, it takes hours of choosing the right centerpiece and tablecloth and what color napkins and what to eat and which appetizers to make and which glasses to use, and on and on. It would just be the six of us. Betsy, me, my mom, Chris, Katie and her mom.
I'd looked Mrs. Johnson's address up in the phone book and decided to thank her in person for her gift. Before the night in her office, I always thought she was married. But the missus tag was just perpetuated over time from when she was married. But I still seemed to think of her as missus instead of miss. I pulled into the driveway and parked behind the other car that was in the driveway in front of the single car garage.
I walked to the door, a light snow falling again, the tiny flakes being whipped around by the nearly twenty mile an hour wind that had the wind chill down in the single digits. The door opened and I was greeted by Mrs. Johnson's smiling face, her cheeks slightly rosy, a glass of what looked like wine in her hand. She had on a thigh length sweater dress that was slightly off each shoulder. The knit cabling on the dress was open enough that I could just make out her two perky little nipples trying to push out through the gaps. "DAVID!" She exclaimed brightly. "So good to see you! Come in. Get out of the cold!" She stepped back and let me step into the house, closing the door behind me.
"Hi Principal Johnson. I'm not interrupting anything, am?"
She set the glass down as I took off my heavy jacket. "Of course not! Here, let me have that. I'm not your principal any more, call me Peggy. Please." She said, taking my coat from me. She hung it in the closet on a hanger and then turned to me. "So, do I get a hug?"
"With pleasure." I answered, letting her slip between my arms. Without her high heels she was just slightly shorter than I was, by maybe an inch or so. I hugged her tightly, feeling her hand slip down to my butt while we had our arms wrapped around each other. "I wanted to come by and thank you for what you did." I said quietly as we broke the hug, but still stood with our arms partly around each other.
"You were worth it. I couldn't think of anyway that I could thank you for being you, than to help make your future brighter."
"Thanks. I appreciate it."
"I'm a little surprised. I would have thought you and Amanda Green were inseparable. She's not with you?"
I took a breath. "Um. No. Mandy and I aren't together anymore." I said quietly. She looked at my face and I could see the question building and wanted to deal with it before it was said. "She, um, she got pregnant while I was at school."
"Oh my," She whispered. "I'm so sorry David. I know how much you two were, well, how you two." She stopped and closed her eyes a second. She opened them again and looked at me. "I thought you two had what it took to make it. So many high school romances don't, but you two were connected by events that would make any adult connected. I'm sorry that it didn't work out."
"Yeah. me too."
She looked at me for a long time. "Are you alright?" She asked with true concern in her voice.
"I'm getting there. I've known a few weeks now. Fortunately I have plenty of friends at school, and here at home, helping me through it."
"Good! We all need friends. Speaking of which, come in and meet my best friend." She released me and wrapped an arm around me, pulling my hip to hers as he guided me to the livingroom. "David. This is my sister Angela. Angela, this is David!"
I gave her sister a stunned look, and then shook my head slightly before looking at Peggy again. Her sister laughed. "The David?" she asked her sister and then looked back at me. "Yes David. Twins."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to, I mean, I wasn't trying to be rude or anything. I just wasn't expecting it." I stammered as she stood up from the sofa and stepped around the coffee table that had some kind of board game out on it.
"Not at all. We're quite used to it." She said as she approached. "You don't mind if I hug you, do you? I kinda feel like a handshake is a little, well, after what you and my sister did."
I couldn't help it. I was blushing and I knew it as she stepped to me and hugged me tightly, Peggy not letting go of me as she did. "You know about that?" I awkwardly blurted out.
She broke the hug and stepped back to give us a little room between our bodies. "There isnt much we don't share. Her husband was about the only thing we didn't share, thankfully. I knew the minute I stepped in the door that she was hiding something. It took a while but eventually she gave me the whole story about you and Miss Green and Miss Williams. It took a bit longer to wheedle the part about what happened between you two in the office later. But eventually I did. I can see why she was tempted." She said, reaching her right hand from my hip to rub across my inexplicably hard cock through my pants.
"Don't make him embarrassed." Peggy said to her sister. "Now, come sit down. Tell me all about how school is going?" She said pulling me toward the sofa.
"Trouble?" I asked as I looked down at the table and saw the same game I'd played as a kid, only there were two pairs of lady's underwear and a bra laying on the table next to it.
Peggy quickly grabbed the panties and bra and stuffed them under a pillow on the sofa before she sat down, blushing brightly. She patted the sofa next to her. "Come on. Sit and tell me all about school." She asked again as her sister sat down on the other side of me on the sofa. She sat twisted so she could face me, one leg cocked and pulled up onto the sofa. I couldn't help but notice the short skirt she had on was pulled tightly across her thighs and I could see right up under the taught material. I did an involuntary double take and then looked up at the grin she was giving me, confirming that what I had just seen was exactly what I thought I had. Now I knew where one pair of the panties came from, so the other had to be from..."



"Um. It's been alright. Except math. I had a lot of trouble with calculus." I finally managed to answer.
"Oh no. That can be a problem. Did you get help?" Peggy asked.
"Yeah. The professor gave me a tutor after I bombed the first exam. She got me squared away."
"I bet she did." Angela said quietly.
"Angela! Shame on you!" Peggy snapped at her sister. "You have to forgive my sister. The two of us share everything, including our poor choice in men."
"I can't help he wasn't interested in keeping me satisfied. He just needed a woman that would do him when he wanted it, not when she did. His loss." Angela said with a shrug. "How about you? I hear you've learned how to satisfy a woman, and right now I wouldn't mind finding out just how well." She said seductively, pulling the hem of her skirt up further. There was no doubt now that I was seeing her full round and completely shaved pussy lips.
"ANGELA!"
"Oh fine." Angela answered her sister with a frown.
"So, a tutor?"
"Yeah. she really got me straightened out. We spent at least an hour every day after class working on calc. I had a real problem with skipping steps. Once she got me to realize I had to follow all the steps, even if I thought they weren't important, well, it got a lot easier."
"How did she do that? Trying to get students to understand that is ALWAYS a problem."
I blushed a little. "I don't think her method will exactly work for everyone."
"No?"
"Sis. Look at him blush. What do YOU think it involved. Was she good?"
I blushed again but didn't answer.
"Okay Angela. You're making him uncomfortable. Let's find something less sex?"
"Well, why not let him play trouble with us."
"I said less sex!"
"How about it David? Wanna play trouble with us?" Angela asked, ignoring her sister's comment. It made me wonder just how they wrapped sex into a kids game. "We call it strip trouble. Any time you send someone home, they have to take something off. I bet you'd love to play this, wouldn't you?" I looked back and forth between the two of them, Angela looking eager and Peggy looking awkwardly embarrassed. "Oh come on. Any young man willing to have oral sex and then fuck his principal isn't going to be bashful about a little stripping game, especially when he has the advantage. We're not even going to make you take anything off to catch up, and you can guess how much either of us has on."
"I just came over to thank Principal Johnson for helping with the car." I answered, standing up, feeling my face hot with embarrassment.
Angela stood up next to me and reached for my hands. "Let me guess here. You came over to thank my sister for her generous gift, and hoped to find her alone so you could thank her in a very personal way. Instead you found me here, her twin sister, looking hot and sexy and inviting you to get naked with us, and maybe even have sex. And that embarrasses you. Having sex with the two of us?"
"A bit, yeah."
"Well, I think you should most certainly thank her exactly the way you intended. She hasn't had a good fuck since you did her in her office, so why not thank her with another special climax?"
"I. Um." I stammered.
She turned me to face Peggy, who was still sitting on the sofa. "Come on sis. You know you want it. You've been wanting him again since that day. Now's your chance." Peggy stood up and stood in front of me a little awkwardly. "Go head. Kiss her." She added, pushing me gently toward her. Peggy and I awkwardly moved to hold each other. I'd kissed quite a few women, but kissing Peggy felt very different. Not that she was older, both Mom and Mrs Green were older. But there was something about the way she returned the hug, the kiss, the way her lips touched mine. Not that it was exactly loving, but more the way it was seductively wanting, full of gentle desire.
We stood and kissed for long moments, our lips touching and gently stroking each others. "Go ahead. Take her dress off." Angela whispered in my ear as her hand started to stroke up and down my back. I broke the kiss and looked at Peggy, who nodded almost bashfully. I slid my hands down her body without moving back and slowly drew the dress up her body, pulling the material between us. She moved her arms and held them in the air so I could pull it all the way off. I dropped it to the sofa behind her and looked down at her now completely naked body. It looked every bit as sexy as that day in her office, only this time I was less nervous. I felt Angela's hands working on the front of my pants and then felt them slide down my body. "Ohhhhhh silk boxers. Someone loves having sex with him."
"Huh?"
"Silk boxers. That's what they mean. Someone is putting their mark on you."
"It does? I mean I just got them for Christmas."
"Ohhhhhh. Girlfriend?" She asked from behind me as she slid the boxers down, freeing my hard dick. Her hands pushed the shirt I was wearing up and Peggy coaxed me to lift my arms. She helped her sister pull my shirt off and then she slowly squatted down in front of me. She looked up at me and I lifted each foot, letting her pull my boots and pants off. With me now as naked as she was, she leaned toward me and closed her lips around my hard dick. I looked down at Peggy, her eyes looking up at me as she very slowly pushed her face on and off my dick, her red lips closed around my fat shaft. I was already hard as hell, but watching her sliding her mouth on and off my cock seemed to make even harder.
"That's it. Watch her. Doesn't she look sexy doing that? Sucking your big fat hard shaft?" Angela whispered in my ear. One of her hands slid down my back to my butt and gently, teasingly, stroked it as Peggy drew her mouth slowly on and off my dick. "Come for her. Let it go and let her taste you like you tasted her that night. You know you want to. You want to let it all flow into her mouth. Look at her. She wants it. She wants you to pump that cum into her mouth.
"OH fuck." I groaned, feeling my climax quickly growing. Angela stepped back from me, and in moments was kneeling on the floor next to her sister, as naked as Peggy was. They began to take turns, sucking and licking my shaft, first Peggy and then Angela. Angela's hand grasped my shaft and slid along in time with either mouth that was stroking me, pushing my impending climax closer and closer. "Oh god. I'm going to come." I moaned as I felt the warmth and tingle race through my body. I could hold my hips still no longer, and began to push to and fro into Peggy's mouth. Angela moved back, sitting on the sofa and lifting and spreading her legs. She lifted them high and apart, reaching between her legs and spreading her pussy lips for me. She dipped one finger into her depths and then pulled it out slowly, letting me see her wetness.
"OH SHIT!" I grunted, no longer able to hold back. My body jerked and twitched as gush after gush of cum flowed out into Peggy's mouth. She held my shaft, letting my cock flood her mouth. I wasn't sure what to expect, but what she did was NOT what I expected at all. Peggy pushed away from me, twisted around to face Angela and then crawled between her legs. She lay on Angela, their tits pressed together, and kissed her. I could tell it was a deep, tongue mixing kiss that had to feed my cum into Angela's mouth as they embraced.
"Oh fuck yes." Angela moaned as she licked my cum off Peggy's tongue and lips. She looked past Peggy toward me. "I told you, we share everything."
Peggy pushed off of her sister and twisted to me. "Would you like to lick me like you did last time?"
"If you want me to."
"Actually, I do. I've been wishing I could feel your tongue on my pussy for months. I don't get much sex. High school principals aren't supposed to be seen at clubs and such. We're expected to be conservative, which translates to only having sex with guys that we've dated for a while. And right now, I'm not interested in dating, so..."
"So I'm the only sex you've had?"
"Male sex." She nodded. "You're not a student any longer, so there isn't any concern about the school finding out, so? Wanna lick me until I come? Then you can fuck me to your hearts content." She didn't wait for an answer, but reached for my hand and pulled me down to kneel on the carpet. She sat on the sofa with her butt at the edge and lifted and spread her legs much like she had that first time on her desk. She held her hands out to me in invitation. When I came over, even if I didn't realize it, having sex with her was what was indeed on my mind. I accepted her invitation and leaned toward her.
I closed my eyes for a moment and gently kissed her thighs and then her pussy lips, tasting her excitement. The scent of her pussy was always an excitement for me. It spurred my desire to eagerly lick up her slit. Her soft flowery lips were warm and wet on my tongue, and her juices were already sweet tasting. I remembered all the things I leaned, both from her and mom, and let my tongue find her clit.
"Oh damn." She moaned as I found her clit and flicked over it. I pushed my finger into her slowly, letting my middle finger feel her pussy caress me. I curled it up around her pubic bone and searched for that special spot. "OHHHHHH SHIT!" she cried as I slid my finger in and out of her depths, the tip rubbing over the rough spot my finger had located. Her hips rocked and bucked toward my face as I pushed my finger in and out of her, working her orgasm closer and closer to climax.
I felt a hand around my half hard dick. I wasn't able to see her because of Peggy's thighs, but I had no doubt who it was that was playing with me. I kept working on her clit and driving my finger in and out of her as Angela stroked my cock rock hard again. I knew Peggy was about to come for me, I could feel her pussy start to clench and her legs tremble. I sucked her clit into my mouth, along with a portion of her soft inner lips. She moaned loudly and arched her back as her orgasm peaked.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body shuddered and her pussy gushed her juices out all over my neck and chest. A second time she screamed, and I felt her juices gushing on me. I pulled my face from her and gently stroked her clit with my thumb leaving my finger deep inside her.
She looked down at me, panting, her legs still shuddering. She reached for my head and pushed it back, forcing me from between her legs. She lowered her legs and kept rolling toward me, pushing me back. Not hard, but insistent. I let her push me back until I rolled off my feet onto my back. She slid off the sofa and straddled me, crawling up my body on her knees until her dripping pussy was hovering over my again hard dick. She looked at me, not smiling, but looking as if I was a piece of meat in front of a hungry lioness. She looked into my eyes, staring at me, staring into me, as she reached for my dick. Without looking down at herself or my dick, she rubbed my head between her lips and then slowly sunk down on me.
"David. Come for me. Let me ride you until you come for me." She whispered, barely loud enough for me to hear. "I want to feel you come inside me, deep in me. I want to feel your cum fill me until it leaks out of my cunt. Will you do that for me David? Will you fill my cunt with your hot cum."
"Uh huh." I grunted as she started to slide up and down my shaft. God she felt good around me like this. If I had a favorite position, this had to be it. She moved rhythmically, sliding up and down, caressing my head and shaft with each slow deliberate stroke. She felt different than the time we had sex in her office, tighter, and something else. In control. She lifted and lowered herself, controlling the speed, pushing me toward climax, and then slowing to keep me from tipping over the edge. "That's it sweetie. Let me feel you grow so fat in me. Let me do all the work. You just lay there and enjoy it."
"Uh huh." I breathed softly as I tried to not lift my hips up at her slowly undulating ass, her pussy caressing my cock with each stroke. It didn't take long before I felt that overwhelming urge, the tingle and warmth and pressure deep in my groin. I knew what was coming, and I closed my eyes and let it flow over me. "Oh damn. I'm gonna come." I panted. "I'm gonna come."
"That's it. Do it. Give me a nice big load deep in my cunt. Let me feel you filling me with your cum." She groaned softly as she picked up her pace slightly, moving faster and jamming her pussy down on me until her ass slapped wetly against my thighs. I could feel her pussy squeezing and spasming around me and I wondered how she could still stroke so well in the middle of an orgasm. I opened my eyes and watched her tits bounce on her chest, and then glanced at her sister, standing just behind her, one hand squeezing one of her breasts and the other pushing two fingers in and out of herself. I could tell she too was close to climax by the look on her face and the urgency of her own stroking fingers.
"OH DAMN!" I groaned as my body jerked and arched, shoving my cock deep into her pussy. I felt a surge of cum flow up and lance out into her depths.
"FUCK YES!" she cried as her whole body began to tremble and shake. I felt her pussy clench around me even harder, her own orgasm strengthening and washing over her at the feeling of my cum pumping into her. Time after time my body jerked until I was laying below her, panting, her pussy shoved down on my cock as far as she could. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of my cum flowing into her and leaking from her. After some seconds, she opened her eyes and panted as she stared down at me.
"A woman can make me climax any number of ways, but only a man can push my orgasm over the top by pumping me full of cum. Thank you David." She said as she lay down on me. Her tits pressed to my chest and her lips moved to mine. She kissed me softly, her lips brushing mine, only this time, differently than the last kiss. This kiss was tender and caring, almost loving. "Thank you so much for this." She whispered as she broke the kiss.
"Thank you." I answered back. "That was pretty terrific feeling."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it. I don't know what you're doing for a girlfriend, now that Mandy, well, you know what I mean. If you want to, any time you're in town, I'd be more than happy to do this again. Maybe even play that game of strip trouble with you. Would you like that?"
"I think I would." I answered.
"Good. Now, I can't leave my sister hanging out to dry. You need a shower before you go and she needs to be fucked. Think you can handle another woman? "
"If she can get me hard."
"Trust me. I'm sure she can." She said with a soft giggle. She pushed off of me and stood up. She helped me from the floor and then pushed me gently toward where I guessed her bedroom was. The shower was small, not much more than three feet square. The water was already running and I could see Angela's indistinct form through the dimpled glass door. I did need a shower.
I opened the glass door and stepped in, squeezing into the small cubicle with her. Angela pressed her body against mine and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled out faces together. She kissed me in a long passionate kiss that seemed to be full of, not only desire, but of caring. She broke the kiss and stood under the water, rubbing her nose playfully across the tip of mine. "I want to thank you."
"What for?" I asked in confusion.
"My sister. I doubt you realize it, but she hadn't been with a man since her divorce. She was bordering on depression and seriously considering quitting her job. She wasn't in a good way. I know. I'm not only her sister, but also a psychologist. There was something about you. Something you did that day, something I don't think she's told me. It changed her. I can't explain it. The gift to you, the money for the car? That was what conceived me she really had changed. I want to thank you for...whatever it is that you did."
"And this is how you thank me?"
She grinned. "You don't want that kind of thank you?"
"I like Principal Johnson, Peggy. I really do. But, this. It doesn't feel right. Maybe it's because you look so much like her, but aren't her?"
"I understand." She whispered. She pushed the shower door open and gently pushed me out. "Some day you're going to make a very special woman one hell of a husband." She closed the door behind me. I shook my head and picked up the towel and dried off. I walked back to the living room, finding Peggy still naked. She stood up, clearly surprised to see me back so quickly.
"Already?" she asked as I walked to where my clothes were. "You didn't, did you? I told her you wouldn't."
I stopped and looked at her. "Huh?"
"I told her you wouldn't have sex with her."
"It was a test?"
She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around me. She pulled her face to mine and kissed me. I resisted at first but then softened and let the kiss become what she wanted it, long and soft and tender. She broke the kiss and held us together. She rested her forehead against mine. "She told you, about me wanting to quit, didn't she?"
"Yeah."
"She was right. I was going to turn in my resignation. Until that day you sat in my office all day."
"What changed?"
"You and Miss Williams. More specifically the way you treated her. You could have really hurt her, physically and emotionally, but you did something I would have never expected. You didn't punish her. You understood what she did and why and had compassion on her, despite that she had done to you. I expected you to take your hurt pride, your frustration at what had been done to you, out on her bottom. But you surprised me. You let me know that not all men are like my ex. Not all men are vicious and vindictive. Some, truly care. You truly cared, even though you had no reason to. That's why I did what I did. I wanted to see if you could, or would care about me. What you did, the way you touched and made me feel. She's right. It changed me. Thank you."
"You're welcome." I answered. She smiled and pulled away from me. She took her time dressing me, stroking my body and touching me all over as she dressed me, almost as if she knew it was the last time.
The last thing she did before closing the front door behind me was to kiss me softly and whisper one last thing. "I envy her. Whoever it is. I can see it in your eyes, feel it in your touch. There's someone. If it's not Mandy, then its someone else. Whoever it is, go to her. Love her. Make her feel like you made me feel that day."
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Chapter 12
It had been a long break. Almost a month. I wasn't sure what to expect from Patty. When I got back to school, I went to her dorm room, but she wasn't there. All I could do was wait for her to get back and come find me, which could be any time today or late tonight; assuming that she still wanted to see me. I settled on my bed in my dorm room and opened the book I'd started reading.
"Isn't that the same book you were reading at the end of last semester?" Eric asked as he walked in the room, leaving the door open like I had. "I'd have thought you would have finished it over break."
"Yeah, didn't have much time for that." I answered with a shrug.
"So, how you doing? You go see her?"
"Yeah."
"Wanna talk about it?"
"Not really."
"You look like you got it under control at least."
"Yeah. Betsy made sure of that."
"How is she?"
"Good. Living with my mom now."
"So, you slept with her? Nice move. Good way to get over one woman by sleeping with another." He said with a chuckle.
"It is, isn't it?" I heard Patty say from the doorway. She stepped into the room and pushed the door closed behind her.
"Maybe I should leave you two alone." Eric said, standing up from where he'd sat on the edge of the bed.
"No, you can stay," she said. "If he says no, then I'm leaving and there's no point in us both leaving. If he says yes, then I'm going to be spending a lot of time in here naked and you might as well get used to seeing me that way. We can't have you thrown out of your room all the time." She looked at me. "So what will it be. Do we go forward or am I just your tutor?"
"It's not as easy as a yes or no."
"So, you spent time fucking Betsy. Good. Which of us fucks better?"
I rolled my eyes and looked back at her.
"I think I better go." Eric said again.
"No, stay." Patty said as she leaned back against the door. "So what's the answer then?"
"It has nothing to do with who fucks better. To be honest, if it hadn't been for you and your intervention, I probably wouldn't be here today. I owe you for that. But I think Betsy is right. She refused to let me be connected to her. At least not yet. She said it's too soon. I think I agree, I'm not over Mandy. Not even close. I'm functioning, but I'm nowhere near over her. If we're going to be together, I think you deserve to know that. If we're going to be together forever, I think you deserve to have all of my heart. Right now, I can't give you that. I can't give anyone that, not yet."
"Where does that leave us?"
"I want to give us a chance. I like you, a lot. Do I love you? I don't know. Could I love you? The way I felt when I went home, the answer is yes. It was very hard to watch you walk away and know I wasn't going to see you for almost a month. I hope you felt the same way. So, the answer is, I want to be with you. I want to give us a chance. Now I give it back to you. Where do we stand?"
She stood looking at me for long seconds, just leaning against the door, her arms crossed. I waited for an answer, but it didn't seem to be forthcoming, until she moved. She reached for her shirt and pulled it up and off. She had nothing on under it and her sexy breasts were completely on display to both Eric and me. She undid her jeans and pushed them down over her butt and down her legs. She stepped out of her little canvas sneakers and then her pants, leaving her completely naked.
"Holy shit." Eric whispered as Patty stepped toward my bed. She climbed onto the bed and began undressing me, ignoring Eric. She stripped me completely and then straddled my body, aiming my dick for her pussy.
"Oh fuck me, sweetie." She moaned as she pressed herself down on my shaft. "Make me come. I've been waiting for it for so long." She started to slide up and down my shaft, her little boobs bouncing enticingly each time her ass slapped against my thighs. She looked down at me with raw lust and desire in her eyes, matching the emotions coursing through my body. I wanted her, I wanted to feel her climax around me, and I wanted to feel my cum flowing up into her every bit as much as that first time I did it with Mandy. I didn't think about what it meant, or could mean, all I could do at that moment was to go with it. I reached for her breasts and squeezed and played with them and her rock-hard nipples, pushing her toward climax. I waited, holding back the building urgency, wanting to feel her come with me.
"Oh fuck! I'm going to come." She moaned softly, her bouncing growing slightly erratic. I could feel her pussy grow tighter around me, her climax starting to overtake her. "Come with me lover. Come with me and make me yours."
"Uh huh." Was all I could say as I let my body started to respond. I knew I was going to be coming in moments. I felt her pussy spasm around my shaft, her next few erratic strokes pushing me over the edge. "Oh fuuuuuck." I groaned as my body jerked and tried to jam up into her. I felt my cum pumping up into her depths, shot after shot of my juice lancing into her pussy, with each new jerk of my body under her.
"FUCK YES!" She cried loudly into the room as she slammed herself down on my jerking body. "YES YES!" She screamed even louder. If anyone wondered, they wouldn't have to any longer, but then, the sounds of sex from my room, was a common occurrence in the last two months. I held her tits, squeezing them and pinching her nipples the way I'd learned she loved, my actions pushing her climax just a tad higher. She held herself on me, shaking and trembling as she came.
I heard Eric groan and grunt, as I pumped my seed up into Patty.
Panting, Patty lowered herself down on me as her climax slowly faded. She let her full weight on me and lowered her lips to mine. We kissed wetly and softly. The urgency now gone, replaced with a tenderness she shared with me that first time. I let my arms wrap around her and held her on me as my cock slipped from her, and she straightened her legs. We held each other for long minutes.
"Did you have fun, jacking off to us fucking?" Patty asked quietly, without even looking over at Eric.
"I, um. I didn't." He mumbled.
She turned her head to look at him. "It's fine. I don't mind. Just so long as you know, this is the only cock I'm taking. If you wanna' watch and jack off, just make sure you let me see it."
"Uh Yeah. Sure." He answered awkwardly.
She looked back down at me. "David, I'm yours as long as you want me. I won't push, I won't ask you to tell me that you love me. I'll know when the time comes, one way or the other. For now, take what I offer and let your heart heal. Give me; not what you think I want, but what you feel you want to offer."
I lifted my head enough to kiss her again. "Thank you for understanding."
"Now it's your turn to understand. I could only get three nights on your floor. Your RA's girlfriend can only come up three times a week. If you wanna sleep with me the other nights, it'll have to be in my room. Julia won't mind. She doesn't have a boyfriend right now, so she might want a little, um, help?"
"You want me to have sex with your roommate?"
"Oh, no. I just want you to help her have an orgasm. You know, a little touching, a little licking. Just a little help. It's the cost of being able to sleep together more than three times a week. But if you don't want to..."
"No, it's fine." I answered. Not like I hadn't been having sex with all kinds of women lately.
---o---
As the semester wore on and we got closer and closer to spring break, I spent more time on my weekly calls home talking to Betsy, rather than my mom. Patty and I had gotten quite a bit closer as the weeks slipped by. I wasn't sure if it was all the time we spent studying together or the time we spent sleeping together. We didn't have all that many classes together, but we still spent countless hours sitting together, studying for our classes. We were comfortable together in ways that I hadn't felt since Mandy, and that seemed to be drawing me closer to her.
Nights were interesting. When she slept with me, Eric frequently watched us and jacked off, and when I slept with her, I'd usually end up with Patty riding me, while her roommate squatted over my face until I licked her to orgasm. I didn't exactly mind, but after about six weeks of this I thought maybe we needed to make some changes. That's when I invited Julia to our room, figuring that Eric might like a change of pace. It took less than two weeks for the two of them to become a regular thing and start dating, which made sleeping together a lot easier, for all of us. The only real downside is the tiny size of the beds.
I was getting close enough to Patty that I suggested she come home with me for spring break, which she quickly accepted. As the day to head home grew closer, Patty grew more and more excited. I was essentially taking her home to meet my mom, which was generally a significant relationship step, and she felt like it was a positive move. I was a little concerned about how Betsy would take it. I told her about it. We had also been talking about how much she was looking forward to me coming home and how much she missed sleeping with me.
---o---
We headed for Indiana on Wednesday night right after class. It was a long, sixteen hour drive, which usually took most of two days. Coming back to school I'd just stopped and slept in the cramped little back seat of the Camaro for a few hours in some truck stop. Not the best sleep I'd ever gotten, but it beat spending the money for a motel. With two drivers we planned on driving straight through, if we could.
It might be spring, but it was still chilly going through the Pennsylvania mountains, which helped a little bit as we changed drivers every hour. I'd just finished an hour-long stint at 1 AM and was more than ready to climb in the back seat and catch a quick hour's sleep while Patty drove. Patty climbed out of the back seat and let me climb in where she had been. She walked around the car a few times to wake up fully in the chilly air, while I got myself comfortable. I was just closing my eyes when the door opened. It wasn't the driver's door though. I felt the cool breeze blow into the car from the passenger side and opened my eyes. I stared as Patty climbed into the car, completely naked, working her way into the back seat on top of me. She closed the door behind herself and then turned to work on the belt of my jeans.
"Come on. Let's have a quick fuck before we take off again." She said with a wide grin. "Can't tell me you never wanted to fuck me in a car."
"The thought had crossed my mind," as I grinned at her.
"Uh huh. Just like it crossed your mind to fuck me in the elevator, and in the library, and let's see, oh yeah, the gym."
"Um, wasn't it your idea to do it those places?"
She giggled. "I guess it was, wasn't it. I think the best was the library. You had time to get me completely naked and make me come twice! Mmmmmmmm. So good."
I laughed as I helped her work my jeans and boxers down, letting my quickly growing cock free. "The most interesting was the elevator. It was a damn good thing you wore what you did, or we would have gotten caught."
"You think I didn't plan that?" she asked, as she grasped my cock and started to gently tease it with her hand. "Or that I didn't plan on making sure you were so horny, by the time we got into the elevator, that you wouldn't say no? I read about that in Cosmo, and thought it'd be fun to try. It was!" She giggled. "Now, I think it's time for you to give me a little adrenalin boost with this power stick of yours."
"My pleasure." I answered her, reaching for her bare tits as she worked up my body. She settled herself over me and guided me to her entrance. She moaned softly as she forced herself over my engorged head. I felt my fatness push into her waiting depths, her wet walls caressing the head of my cock, as she forced herself down my length.
"Ohhhh damn, yes! I love feeling you. I love feeling how big you get inside me just before you come." She started to lift and lower herself on me, her soft inner depths teasing me with each stroke. I groaned in pleasure and let my fingers move to her nipples. I squeezed and twisted them just the way she loved it, drawing a gasp and a moan from her. Her motions shifted slightly, and her butt slapped my bare thighs with each stroke. Her head brushed the roof and the car rocked in time with her strokes, as she pushed both of us closer and closer to climax. "Oh fuck. I'm going to come," she moaned loudly. "Come with me lover! Come with me and fill me with your cum."
"Uh huh," I grunted, as she pounded a little harder on me. I could feel her pussy start to clench and spasm around me, pushing me closer and closer to the inevitable.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed, not having to worry, for a change, about being quiet. I hadn't realized she was as loud as she was when she climaxed, but I didn't mind. In fact, it served to push me, just that last little bit, to send me over the edge.
My body bucked under her trying to lift and push up toward her as my cock surged a gush of cum into her pussy. I felt myself flowing into her as my body surged my juices deep into her. Over and over, I grunted, and felt myself coming in her depths, each new surge drawing a matching moan and gasp from her. She lowered herself down on me and lowered her face awkwardly to mine as her climax slowly faded away.
"God, I love you." She whispered.
"You do, huh?"
"I know, you're not ready to say it. I don't expect you to. The fact that you accept me saying it without complaint, tells me you're listening and drawing closer to it yourself."
"I care a lot about you. But after what happened with Amanda, I don't want to make promises I might not be able to keep."
"I know," she said, before giving me another kiss. She pulled off of me and climbed between the two bucket seats into the driver's seat. She settled in and put on her seat belt, completely naked, and then grinned back at me. "I think I'll drive this way. Naked! What do you think?"
"I think I'm not going to get any sleep." I answered as she dropped the car in gear and took off. I was right, I didn't get any sleep for my hour shift. When her hour was up, she pulled off the side of the road on one of the wide gravel spots along the highway that Pennsylvania uses instead of rest areas, and we switched places, after she convinced me to go as naked as she was, that is. We walked around the car, butt naked, the headlights of other cars coming by, occasionally illuminating us.
Instead of climbing in the back, she sat in the passenger side and tilted the bucket seat back as far as it would go, and then put her feet on the dashboard with her knees pushed apart. I tried hard to concentrate on driving instead of her fingers teasing her pussy and breasts, but i still ended up with a raging hardon for almost the whole hour of my driving shift. It was 3 AM and we needed gas. I pulled off the interstate, onto an off ramp and suggested we get dressed.
"Why? Afraid to let someone see you naked?"
"In public?"
"I dare you."
"To what?"
"I'll gas the car, just like this, if you go in and pay for it."
"Naked?"
"Uh huh."
"If you want to." I answered, starting up the ramp again. I pulled into the only gas station that looked open, a little Amoco station. I stopped in front of the pumps and Patty got out, wearing nothing but her shoes, and started to pump the gas. I was glad that we were the only car in the place. Not that I was overly worried about what she was showing off, but more, that running around, naked in public, was an invitation for someone to take advantage. We both know that I am not the most physical person in the world. With the tank full it was my turn. I took my wallet and walked to the window to pay. The middle aged woman sitting behind the little sliding window grinned as she watched me walk up.
"Well, now this might make the night go faster." She said as she stood up and slid the window open. She leaned toward the window to look down at my half hard dick. "I might be interested in discounting that gas, if you wanna come inside."
"Discounting the gas?"
"You know. For a little side action?"
"Oh. I'm not so sure my girlfriend would appreciate that." I answered, digging a twenty dollar bill out of my wallet and holding it out.
"She could come along." The woman said, the grin never leaving her face as she reached for the bill. She took it from me and held it out. "Tell you what, you come in here and show me what that can do, and I'll give you this tank free."
"Really?" I asked as Patty started walking toward me from the car.
"Tempting? I'm serious."
"About what?" Patty asked as she stepped up next to me.
"Giving your boyfriend a free tank of gas." The woman answered.
Patty raised her eyebrows. "Oh? In exchange for?"
"A little fun." The woman said.
"Well, I have no doubt David could make it well worth the tank of gas, but we have a LONG way to go yet."
"Too bad." She said as she pulled the twenty dollar bill in through the window. She handed me back my change. "Are you sure I can't change your mind?"
"Well, if you were naked." Patty answered. "We might think about it."
"I can arrange that. Come to the door." The woman said, closing the window.
"Patty! What are you doing?"
"What? Can't do this? I mean, twenty bucks for five minutes 'work.' You never had any trouble fucking any of the girls at school." She said as she took my hand and pulled me toward the glass door of the gas station.
The woman unlocked the door and held it open for us to come in, locking it behind us. She turned to face me and started to undress while Patty walked off toward the bathrooms. The woman was probably mom's age. She wasn't bad looking, her boobs a bit more than a nice handful, with bright, pink areola and two very hard nipples. Her tits wiggled around on her chest enticingly as she bent over to pull her pants and underwear down. Her mound and pussy were covered with a matt of dark brown curls, her fingers moving to stroke her own pussy a few times while she set her pants on the counter.
"We need fifty cents." Patty said as she walked back to us.
"Fifty cents?" I asked curiously.
"For a condom silly. There's a dispenser in the men's room."
"Oh." I answered as the woman stepped to the cash register. She handed Patty two quarters and then stood, waiting for her to come back.
"I haven't ever done anything like this before." She said nervously. "But I figure, what the hell, you only live once, right? It's not every day, that a naked young buck comes to my window!"
"Yeah." I agreed, equally nervous as the woman reached for my dick. She wrapped her hands around it and stroked it slowly, running her hands its full length, causing it to start to grow back to its normal hardness.
"It is an awfully nice cock." She whispered as she stroked me, letting her hands tease all over my head and up and down my shaft. By the time Patty came back, holding the small packet, my cock was rock hard in her hands.
"Here." Patty said as she walked up.
"I'll do it." The woman said, taking it from her before I could. She ripped the packet open and reached for my dick again. She rolled the condom down over my dick, working it down until it was fully covering me. She looked extremely nervous as she backed up to the counter and lifted her butt up onto it. Sitting on the counter she lifted her legs up and spread her knees, leaving me room to step between them.
"Go ahead." Patty said with a grin. "How often can you get a free tank of gas? We're poor college students. You can't pass up a chance for a free twenty bucks."



"Good lord." I whispered to myself, looking back to the woman in front of me. She wasn't bad looking at all. A little thinner than Patty, almost to being a little boney. Her pussy had a significant amount of inner labia protruding from between what looked like firm outer lips. I stepped the half step closer and then aimed my head for her pussy. I rubbed the tip up and down her lips, drawing her moisture out around my rubber covered head. I pushed toward her, forcing my head into her, the lubricated condom allowing me to sink slowly into her depths.
"Ohhhhhh fuck." She moaned softly. "I don't believe I'm doing this. But it feels so damn good!" I started to slide in and out of her, stroking my mushroom head deep into her, my head caressing her vaginal walls and her walls teasing me in all the right spots. In and out I pushed, thrusting into her harder as both of us grew more and more excited. "That's it! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy." She moaned as I grew closer and closer to firing my load into her. "Oh shit. You're gonna' make me come." She gasped as I drove harder into her. I moved my hands to her tits and squeezed them both firmly, pinching them between my palm and fingers. Each soft orb deformed in my hand, the additional stimulation seeming to push her even closer to climax. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," She moaned over and over as her pussy leaked copiously around my thrusting shaft. "FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body suddenly jerked and then started to shudder. I felt her pussy clenching and squeezing around me, pushing me over the edge to climax with her.
"Fuck." I grunted as my body jerked and jammed hard into her. I felt my cum pumping into her, into the condom inside her; as my body jerked and shuddered. I stood there panting, her pussy squeezing and massaging my cock, almost as if it wanted to pull me into her further.
"Oh damn. Take that, you selfish bastard!" She whispered. I looked up at her in surprise. "Not you. My husband. He's the selfish bastard. I caught him fucking his secretary a few weeks ago."
"So this is, what? Revenge sex?" I asked.
"Something like that." She nodded. "If he can fuck his secretary, why shouldn't I fuck someone else?"
"Uh huh." I answered with a frown as I pulled out of her. I reached down to the condom hanging off my cock and pulled it off. I started looking for a wastebasket to toss it into, when she reached out for it.
"Uh uh. I want the bastard to know exactly what I did." She said as she took the condom. She squeezed my cum out onto her pussy and rubbed it into her dark brown curls. "When I get home in the morning, I'll make sure he sees me naked. Not like he can miss the cum caked in my pussy hair, right?"
"Sounds about right." Patty said as the woman slipped off the counter. She stepped around to the cash register and handed me the twenty I'd given her for gas.
"Keep the change." She said with a smile. "It was worth every penny."
"Come on David, let's get back on the road," Patty said abruptly, stepping to the door. She undid the deadbolt lock and walked out, with me following her. "You drive." She said as she climbed into the car, all of a sudden not nearly as cheerful as she had been, when this started.
I pulled back onto the highway, Patty was completely silent for almost twenty miles. "Sorry." She said finally.
"For what?"
"Pushing you to do that."
"Yeah. Why did you?"
"That's what you do, right? Fuck women that show an interest? I mean, before you were exclusive with Mandy, you fucked how many of her friends? You fucked how many of mine? Six? Seven? I know you fuck Betsy when you go home. Who else do you fuck? Your mom too?" I looked at her for a moment without answering and then looked back at the road. "Oh shit. You do. You fuck your own mom?"
"It isn't like that."
"How is it then? Guys just don't fuck their own moms."
"I dunno. It just kind of happened. It started out with her teaching me about sex. How to please a woman. We just kept doing it every once in a while."
"I knew this was going to be tough, learning to live in your world. I can't ask you to change your whole life to be with me. I'm going to have to learn to accept that I'm not the only pussy you fuck."
"Patty, it isn't like that."
"So, you're going to not fuck Betsy if she asks for it? You can't do that. You can't say no to your mom either. No, I have to learn to live the way you do, at least part way."
"No, you don't. When I was planning on being with Mandy, we didn't do other people."
"No? really? Then tell me, just exactly what did we do that day in the library? If it wasn't having sex, what was it?"
"Well, there is that."
"And I know that, when I wasn't sleeping with you, when my friends were helping take care of you, I know at least three of them fucked you. Don't deny it. They told me. That was how they kept you from freaking out. Fucking you. I know that Julie fucked you on the third floor of the library at least twice."
"It was her idea, not mine."
"I know. Doesn't matter. I told them they could if they needed to, I just didn't expect them ALL to need to. I knew when I started with you that you were much more sexually active than I was. You're only the second guy I've fucked...ever! I just have to get used to the fact that you've fucked other people. I don't want to smother you or make you be exclusive with me. So, when we get to your house, if you wanna fuck Betsy or your mom, you need to. I need to find out what it's like to be in your world."
"Patty. I don't understand. We CAN be exclusive. I thought that was what you wanted."
"No, what I want is for you to fall in love with me as much as I've fallen in love with you. I know you aren't ready to love yet. I know how much you were hurt. I know how much it hurt me and I could see it hurt you even more. That was why I had my friends keeping watch. I'd grown to care a lot about you and I didn't want to see you hurt yourself. I told them, the girls, if you were depressed to fuck you. Find a way to fuck you and make you think of something other than suicide. It worked. At least I feel like it did. But now, I'm really in love with you and I have to find out how to live in your world."
I was stunned. I don't know how else to describe it. "And this, tonight? With that woman?"
"An opportunity to see what you look like with someone else. It was harder to watch than I expected. I wanted it to be in me. I wanted you to be pumping your cock into me, filling me with your cum, showing me your face when you climaxed, how you scrunch up your eyes and your mouth hangs open just a little as you pant with each squirt into me. I thought it wouldn't be that hard to watch, but it was."
I drove in silence for a few more miles winding along the twisting interstate until we came to another gravel rest area. I pulled off as far as I could getting as far out of the car headlights as I could. I turned off the car and climbed out, walking around to the passenger side. I opened the door and stood waiting. "Come on. Out."
"Why?"
"Just get out please?"
She shrugged and stepped out. I closed the door and pulled her firmly, but not roughly, to the front of the car. I lifted her up slightly and set her on the fender. I pushed her legs apart and then stepped between them. I wrapped my arms around her, pressing my still soft dick to her pussy and my lips to hers. I stood there, sharing a long kiss with her, the two of us slowly growing more and more passionate. We ignored the headlights of the passing cars, occasionally flashing across us as my cock hardened between us. I pulled my hips back from her and moved one hand to guide my cock to her wet lips.
"Oh fuck me, lover." She moaned softly as I slipped slowly into her hot, wet depths. "Make me yours, again."
I didn't answer, but continued to kiss her as I started stroking in and out of her pussy. I felt her hot wet depths leak around me, her heels digging into the back of my legs as she balanced herself on the car fender. Her hips began to rock in time with my strokes, forcing my cock deeper into herself with each of my strokes. In and out I plunged, my pace quickening, as the two of us grew closer and closer to climax. I knew it was coming, I knew I was only seconds away, but I needed to hold back, to wait for her to climax first. I knew all the signs. We'd had sex so many times I could read her body like a book. I knew she was about to fall over the edge; but at the same time, she seemed to be holding back, not letting it go.
Her feet dug harder into my legs and she pulled our chests tighter together. I could feel her hard nipples digging into my bare chest as she panted for breath along with me, neither of us wanting to break the, now urgent, kiss. I finally could hold back no longer, my body jerked hard, jamming my cock fully into her, my head pressed against the end of her vagina.
"FUCK YES!" She screamed into the night as she broke the kiss and threw her head back. I felt her pussy clench around my spurting cock, squeezing and milking me as my body jerked and twitched, pumping cum deep into her pussy.
We held each other, panting, our sweaty chests rubbing against each other as we gasped for breath. "Thank you." She finally whispered.
"For what?"
"For knowing exactly what I needed, and giving it to me."
"Patty. You do know I love you."
"I know you want to, but you're afraid to let your heart feel it. Your mind says you do, but until right now, until this very minute, I've never felt your heart say it. I think I can say that now, this minute, I do know you love me. And I love you. I want us to be together for all time." She paused, looking at my face, her body stiffening at what she saw. "What? What did I say?"
"I'm sorry. It isn't you. It's just that, that, well, that was exactly what Mandy said the last time we kissed in person, before she left for school."
"Oh god. I'm so sorry. I didn't realize. I didn't...Shit. I'm so sorry David."
"It's okay." I answered quietly. The spell was clearly broken. What we shared in that moment was now buried again in my heart, and I think she knew it. "Come on. Let's get back on the road."
"Yeah." She nodded, letting me help her off the fender. "I'm sorry." She finally whispered about twenty miles down the road. "I didn't mean to hurt you."
"It wasn't your fault. You didn't know. It was just that we were kissing almost exactly the same, and then you said the exact same thing she did. It just, it opened up things I wasn't expecting. I do love you. I want to show you; but, I wasn't expecting it to happen like that."
"I felt it. I know it's there. I'll wait. It'll come out again, I know it will. And when it does, I'll be here to feel it with you." She said softly.
We pulled into the driveway around three in the afternoon, both of us exhausted from the long trek across the eastern half of the country. I unloaded our suitcases and I let her into the house for the first time. She looked around, taking in the house, looking at pictures on the wall, and generally trying to get a feel for where I'd grown up. She giggled at a few of the pictures of me as a kid, in the big frame on the living room wall, and then reached out and touched my face on the picture of me graduating from high school. I let her look around and then invited her upstairs to my room. I carried both suitcases to my bedroom and she followed me in.
"That's new." I said, looking at the bed.
"The bed?"
"Yeah, it used to be a twin." I said, looking at what had to be a queen-sized bed, taking up a lot more of the bedroom than my old bed had been. Not that I was complaining. Sleeping two in the old twin bed had been cozy at best, tight at worst. Both Betsy and Mom had shared the bed with me multiple times, though Betsy was in it almost nightly for a long time. I'd gotten used to sleeping two in the twin bed, as well as the twin bed in my dorm room.
"I don't know about you, but I wouldn't mind a nap. And I do mean a nap, not sex. Sex later please." She said as she started taking the clothes off, that she'd dressed back in, as night started to turn to daylight on the highway. "Do you usually wear something, or just sleep naked at home?"
"Usually naked." I answered.
"I could get used to that." She said as she finished undressing and then lay down on the large bed. "You coming?"
"Sure." I agreed, taking my clothes off and then joining her. We kissed and cuddled for a few minutes and then closed our eyes to sleep.
I felt her lips on mine, soft, warm, slightly wet and very, very loving. The kiss was the epitome of a soft loving kiss. I was sure she didn't expect me to wake up, but I did, seeing her face inches from mine. I looked into her smiling hazel eyes and could see the emotion in them. She leaned toward me and carefully hugged me, pressing her cheek to mine while barely wrapping her arm around me enough to pull us together as I lay on the bed. "I missed you so much." She whispered ever so quietly, clearly not wanting to wake Patty, who was sleeping between me and the wall.
"I missed you too." I whispered back, trying to keep my voice as quiet as hers.
She kissed me again and then let her arm slip from around me. She backed away and stood up. I watched her walk to the doorway, thinking she was going to leave completely. Instead, she stopped in the hallway right outside the door. She was still wearing the scrubs she apparently wore to her practical sessions for her classes. They were kind of drab green and the top wrapped around her body, sort of like a wrap-around dress, the right side wrapping around to her left, the small darker green strip of material tied in a bow to hold the shirt together. It left a considerable V down the front that displayed her, equally considerable, cleavage as she stood facing me.
I watched as she untied the bow, and let the shirt half way unwrap from around her. She pushed the right side around her body, exposing a similar tie on her right side, holding the left wrapped around her. She pulled that bow and then let the shirt fall apart, exposing the simple white bra encasing her big boobs. She shrugged the top off and let it fall to the floor, her hands reaching behind her back to undo the fasteners of the bra. In moments it too was off, laying on the floor, her body bare from the waist up. It had been so long since I'd seen her sexy body, mine responded almost immediately, my cock beginning to grow and thicken for her as I lay on top of the sheets, uncovered.
She untied the string at her waist and let the baggy green pants fall to her ankles. She held the doorframe for balance and worked her feet out of the pants, leaving her in only her shoes, socks and a small white lace panty. She turned her back to me and pushed the underwear down, keeping her legs straight so that her pussy pushed out at me from between her thighs. She carefully lifted each foot, working her shoes through the leg holes of the panties, setting each foot down again, but this time spread apart, leaving both feet almost as wide apart as the doorframe. Her big tits hung down from her chest and were visible to me between her spread legs as she reached to her pussy and slowly stroked it with her fingers.
"Why are you still laying here in bed?" Patty whispered in my ear. "You know you both want it."
"Do you want me to?"
"I want you to do what feels good for you. If that's having sex with her, go do it. Just pretend I'm not here, and do what you'd do if I wasn't."
"You sure?"
"I am. Are you?" I rolled to look at Patty. Her face was serious. "Please?"
I nodded and slipped off the bed. I walked over to Betsy and stood behind her. She moved her hand, but stayed bent over, waiting. I stepped close and rubbed my head up and down her lips, wetting it and then nestling it into the entrance to her depths, as I had done so many times. She moaned softly, as my cock slowly entered her, sliding inch by inch into her already wet pussy.
"Oh god, I've been dreaming of this all week." She whispered softly as I started to slowly push and pull in and out of her. "Dreaming of feeling you inside me again, of how full you make me feel."
I didn't answer, but held her hips, sliding in and out of her slightly faster, my own desire quickly racing to overtake me. God, I wanted this every bit as much as she seemed to. The feeling of her around me was every bit as special as that night behind the motel, making love to her in the grass. The way she looked, the way she felt, the emotions deep inside me, that being in her stirred in me. I could feel those emotions now, bubbling up, pushing to the surface, every bit as intense as what I had felt for Patty only hours before. I stroked in and out of Betsy, once again, trapped. Trapped between what I felt for her and what I felt for another, what I promised to another. I held her hips and thrust hard into her, her tits swinging wildly as I plunged into her over and over.
"OH FUCK!" She gasped, as her climax washed over her, her legs buckling until she had to fall to her knees, her intense climax taking hold of her whole body. She'd pulled off of me when she went down, leaving me standing there, my cock moments from exploding, my heart pounding in my chest so hard I wondered if Patty could hear it.
I felt a hand on my back, coaxing, pressing, forcing me down to my knees. Patty reached past me and pushed on Betsy's butt, encouraging her to roll over, onto her back. "Go ahead. Finish in her." Patty whispered before sitting on the floor right next to me. She pressed her hand to my back, coaxing me to lay over Betsy in the middle of the hallway. She reached between us and guided my cock once again to Betsy's pussy and then let go, only as I pushed into her. I felt one hand on my back, stroking it, as she reached toward Betsy's chest and one of her big tits. I held myself over Betsy and started stroking again, my climax had been so close before it was cut off, but I was sure it wouldn't take long. Patty leaned over, laying her head almost on Betsy as she watched between us, my cock sliding in and out of Betsy's hot shaved pussy. In and out I thrust, my climax once again racing toward completion.
"Uh God," I grunted as my body let itself go. I could feel my cock spurting deep inside her with each jerk and spasm of my body. Patty reached for my back again and pressed me down until I was laying on Betsy. I closed my eyes and struggled with the emotions flowing through me, through my heart, through my brain. I so wanted to tell each of them that I loved them, but knew it wouldn't be fair to either. Instead, I lay my head down on Betsy's shoulder and silently cried. I felt my tears well up in my eyes and felt her hands on my head as the wetness tumbled from my eyes onto her bare shoulder. I hoped that Patty couldn't see me crying.
"Why?" Betsy whispered softly into my ear.
I pushed myself up, sliding from her pussy as I moved to sit between her spread legs, both girls now looking at me expectantly. I rubbed my eyes and tried to dry them. I looked at them both and shook my head. I focused on Betsy. "Remember the night at the motel?"
"I do. We made love behind it in the grass."
"Do you remember what I said?"
"I do." She whispered.
"That's why," I answered, as I got up. I walked to the bed, leaving her lay on the floor and fell onto the bed, face down. How could I have let this happen again? It wasn't long before the bed moved and I felt two hands on my back. One on either side of me. The hands on my left reached under me to roll me over onto my back. I rolled over and looked up at the two of them, Betsy on one side and Patty on the other. They both lay down next to me, one on either side, laying with their heads on my shoulders.
"It's alright." Betsy whispered. "I didn't expect you to say it. I didn't even expect you to feel it. You are a very sensitive, loving man. Don't tear yourself up trying to work out who to love. Just let things happen and let it flow. I know you care about me. I know you loved me when you made love to me that day. But you have Patty now. Love her. Let it happen there. Let what we had be a pleasant memory. I know it will be for me. I don't want you to get caught in the middle between us like it happened with her. So I'll take myself out of the equation." She leaned to me and kissed my cheek and then climbed off the bed and walked out of the room. She closed the door quietly behind herself, leaving Patty and me alone.



"God that woman loves you so much." Patty whispered.
"But she just left." I said, feeling so confused.
"You really don't understand women, do you? She'd rather let herself be hurt than to hurt you. She cares that much about you."
"So, what the hell am I supposed to do?"
"Do you love her?" When I didn't answer she asked a different question. "Do you love me as much as you love her?"
I rolled onto my side, shifting to face her, my arm wrapped around her waist to pull us together. I moved my face to hers and pressed my lips to hers in a soft kiss. We held the kiss for long seconds before it grew. She rolled me onto my back without breaking the kiss and lay on top of me, the two of us sharing a kiss as filled with passion as the one alongside the road. This time when we broke the kiss the feelings stayed. We looked each other in the eye. "That's all the answer I needed. I love you." She whispered. "And now I know you love me."
Mom came home about a half hour later. I dressed in a pair of shorts and Patty picked one of my t-shirts out of my dresser, pulling it on over her head. It was almost long enough to cover her butt, but not quite. I wasn't sure if she had some intention of showing herself off, but if she lifted her arms any amount at all, she definitely would be. We went down to introduce her to mom.
"Welcome to our home!" Mom said cheerfully after I introduced them, stepping over and hugging her affectionately. "It's so good to see you here. I've heard so much about you and about how you helped David out. You have no idea how much I appreciate what you've done."
"Thank you. I'm so happy to finally meet you. David talks about you all the time. You two must have an incredibly close bond."
"We do," she admitted. "Let me run upstairs and change and I'll get dinner started."
"Oh, you don't have to on my account." Patty said with a smile. "From what I've picked up on some of his comments, running around naked or nearly so is a pretty normal thing, so you don't have to feel like you have to be dressed for me."
"Oh?" mom asked, looking at me with raised eyebrows.
"Oh, he hasn't told me in as many words, but I figured it out." Patty said, coming to my rescue. "If it makes you feel more comfortable, I'll go naked as well." She added, skimming the t-shirt up and off, tossing it on the kitchen counter. "Come on David. You know you do it all the time anyway, don't change things because I'm here." She said, turning to face me and reaching for my shorts.
"You sure about this?" I asked nervously as she pushed my shorts down and exposed my already growing cock.
"It's not like she hasn't seen it hard, right? I mean you don't just fuck with the lights off, do you?"
I could see the look of surprise on mom's face as she looked at Patty. "Oh, don't worry, Mrs. Roberts. I won't say anything. That kind of thing is kinda personal, having sex with your son."
"You told her that?" Mom asked, looking at me incredulously.
"Oh no. he didn't. I just guessed it on the way here. It's alright with me, I don't mind. Moms are kinda special, so if he wants to do that, it's fine with me." Patty said as she squatted down on the floor to pull my shorts off my feet, leaving me completely naked. "You're not going to get undressed?" Patty asked as she stood up and looked at mom.
Mom seemed almost reluctant, but finally started to remove the dark blue dress she had on, unbuttoning the front down to the waist and then wiggling it over her shoulders. She stepped out of it and draped it over the back of the kitchen chair near her. She reached behind her and released her big soft tits from the heavy bra she had worn to work and then pushed her pantihose down, stepping out of her high heels as she pulled the sheer material over her feet. She looked at me and then at Patty, before pushing her lacy white panties down, leaving her as naked as I was.
"There. That wasn't so bad, was it?" Patty asked with a grin. "I've never been in a house that was this way, but it's kinda fun, isn't it? I bet that David has all kinds of fun poking into waiting wet pussies all day."
"He doesn't usually..." Mom started to protest.
"Oh, that's alright. I'm sure he doesn't mind me seeing that." She turned to look at me. "Just do what you'd always do. I'll get used to it, I'm sure." Patty said before turning and walking toward the living room.
"She's a bit forward, isn't she?" Mom asked quietly.
"Actually, I have no idea what's gotten into her. She's usually quite shy until she gets turned on."
"Maybe she already is. What happened before I got home? I see Betsy's car here but haven't seen her."
"I think you need to talk to her. I don't think I understand what happened exactly." I said quietly.
"You had sex with her?"
"In front of Patty. Then she said something about loving me and taking herself out of the equation before she walked out of my room."
"She's been waiting anxiously for you to get home. She so misses having sex with you. For her to say that, to walk away from that relationship? I think I better go talk to her." Mom said before turning and picking up her clothes. She walked to the stairs and up she went.
I walked to the living room and sat down next to Patty. "You didn't have to do that." I said quietly.
"What?"
"The naked thing. I think it made her uncomfortable. She just met you and there you are, stripping in front of her."
"David. I told you. I was going to get into your life. I don't want to change you. So, if your family runs around naked, so will I. I just needed to do it before I lost my nerve, okay?"
"Yeah."
Mom did come down after a while and started cooking, wearing nothing but an apron. It was very tempting to walk over to her and give her a little poke. It's what I would have done if we were alone. But having Patty here, it just made me a little nervous. Hopefully things would settle down a bit and we'd be more comfortable together.
---o---
It was Sunday afternoon. Other than the trip I took showing Patty around town, I'd been running around naked, at Patty's request. Mom and Betsy had actually been trying hard not to be naked, despite Patty's assertion that if it was what they normally did, then it was what they should do. I wasn't sure about mom, but I could tell that Betsy wasn't being naked for the same reason she wasn't sleeping in my bed.
Chis and Katie came by to visit about mid-afternoon. I would have thought that Patty would get dressed for that, at least, but to my utter shock, and both Chris and Katie's surprise, she stayed completely naked as Chris and Katie came in the front door. Chris did his best to not stare at her, but I could tell that Katie was getting a little frustrated quickly.
"So, you good to go for the wedding?" Katie asked, trying to hold a smile and not scowl at Patty as we walked to the living room sofa and sat down.
"Yeah. All I have to do is get my tux fitted and I can do that when I come home for the summer." I answered. "How's work going for you Chris?"
"Actually, that's what we wanted to come by and talk about. Katie has something to ask you."
"You know my dad owns a company here in town? Well, they're moving their records from paper to computer and, well, I thought, with you going to school for computer science and all, that maybe he could use some help. So I asked. If you want it, he said he'd hire you for the summer to help program the database stuff." Katie said with a huge grin.
"Your dad? He doesn't even know me!"
"Doesn't have to. He knows all about what you did for Mandy, and, well, hell, half the town knows about that. Anyway, he said he'd be happy to have you work for him!" She added.
"Well, yeah! I'd love to. Shoot, I hadn't figured out what I was going to do for the summer yet, so this is...well, it's fantastic! Don't you think Patty?"
"Oh sure. It sounds like a great opportunity." She said, but the tone of her voice was anything but.
"Is something wrong with it?"
"Well, I'd kind of hoped that you could find something near where I live so we could spend the summer together." She said with an obvious frown.
"Well, you don't have to take the job." Katie said quickly. "It was just an idea."
"No! It's a great idea. I really can't pass up a chance to work in my field. Not that hanging out with Patty isn't a good idea, but I think I'd get bored and I could really stand the money to keep the car going if nothing else."
"Well, I have a summer job at the same place I was working before I came to school. I was going to try and get you a summer job there too." Patty said softly. "But if you don't want to. I mean, it is a good opportunity."
"I think you should." Betsy said from where she was sitting at the kitchen table, not exactly eavesdropping but clearly listening in. "Working in your field? You can't beat that."
"You would say that! You'd have him home here all to yourself." Patty said in a snotty teenager tone.
I looked at Patty and then back at Betsy, sitting with her mouth hanging open.
"Well, at least he knows when to put pants on." Betsy retorted.
"And I don't?"
"You're sitting there, butt naked, in front of his friends! What do you think?"
"I think you're just jealous you don't have the balls to do it."
Betsy laughed and got up from the table. "I think I'll go read." She said as she walked to the stairs. She shook her head as she walked up the stairs leaving us to talk alone.
"Well, you do what you want." Patty finally said.
"Honey. It's only the summer. Less than three months. You'll be working. Why shouldn't I?"
"Yeah, I suppose." She finally said.
"Good. Now how about you go put something on before Chris's eyeballs fall out of his head."
She frowned but got up and headed for the stairs. Katie waited for her to disappear down the hall before speaking. "That girl is very insecure."
"I don't know what's gotten into her. I've never seen her like this. She's been this way ever since we got home."
Katie laughed softly. "You never change. That's what I love about you. She's threatened. She sees Betsy as a rival and she's trying to keep you two away from each other."
"Huh?"
"Girl stuff. She doesn't want you two together because she thinks Betsy has feelings for you."
"She does." I admitted.
Katie looked startled. "She told you that?"
"When I first got home. But she said she was taking herself out of the equation because she didn't want me stuck in the middle like I was with Mandy."
"With Mandy?"
I lowered my voice to just above a whisper. "When we were going out to take me to school. She and I... The two of us... We had a moment and we both realized that we'd fallen in love. But since I was with Mandy, we couldn't do anything about it. She wouldn't at least, and I didn't know WHAT to do about it. So, we just pretended it didn't happen."
"But you two had sex?"
"Yeah. Why?"
She shook her head slowly. "And now Patty is in your life. David. Betsy has been waiting for you to come home to rekindle what she feels for you. She's been in love with you for a long time. Ever since her mom passed. I don't know what you did, and it's none of my business, but whatever you did, she fell in love with you. The whole time she was living here before you went to school, after her dad died? That whole time she was just waiting for you to notice, but you didn't because of Mandy. Now it's Patty. That woman is madly in love with you, and it isn't going away any time soon."
I looked down at the floor and knew she was right, but I had no idea what to do about it.
"Who'd have thought the geek squad leader would end up with all the hot girls throwing themselves at him?" Chris chuckled.
"To be honest, it's not as much fun as one might think. I worried about never having a girl to call my own when I was in high school. Now I feel trapped between two of them, for a second time."
"Do you love her? Patty?" Katie asked directly.
I paused a second before answering. "I think so."
"Do you love Betsy?"
"Yes."
"There! You have your answer. Just listen to what you just said. You had to think about it with Patty. But with Betsy, that answer almost couldn't come out of your mouth fast enough. It should be a no brainer. But knowing you. Well, I'm sure you'll make it difficult for yourself." She said quietly as Patty walked back down the stairs to join us again, this time with pants and a shirt on. We talked for a little longer before mom had dinner ready. She invited Chris and Katie to stay, but they had other plans and left.
It was getting late and Patty had gone off to bed, leaving only Betsy and mom in the family room with me. Betsy excused herself and left, stopping to give mom's hand a squeeze before she left. Mom had on a bathrobe and I was still dressed in the shorts and t-shirt I had on earlier. Mom got up from her chair and stepped over to me. She held her hands out to me, without a word. I took them and let her pull me up from the sofa. Her hands moved to my shirt hem and pulled it up and off and then back to my shorts, leaving me naked. I watched as she slipped the robe off, leaving her as naked as I was.
We didn't talk as we took each other into our arms and kissed, slowly and sweetly, much like we had done many times before. The kiss led to touching, both of us gently caressing each other anywhere we could reach. We were soon laying on the sofa, with me on top of her, kissing and licking her big soft tits and rock-hard nipples. She moaned softly at my attentions, her excitement building with each passing minute that I licked and sucked and flicked her nipples.
"Oh God sweetie," she moaned as my fingers found her pussy, stroking her hot wet lips and spreading them to allow my middle finger to find her clit. I stroked it slowly, gently, working the tip of my finger over and around it as her hips started to lift and move. She rocked up at me, trying to push her pussy at me further, her excitement growing even more. She bent her body enough to reach my hardon and moved it to the entrance of her vaginal depths. I knew what she wanted, what she'd wanted since I got home. I knew that she wanted me to just step behind her while she was cooking naked, pushing my hardon into her, but I hadn't. Now she was intent on getting me into her like we had so many times over the summer, to feel my hard fat cock inside her.
There seemed to be urgency in her touch, almost forcing me into her instead of inviting me in. I let her have her way, pushing myself into her slowly. I started with short little strokes, lubricating my shaft with her juices as I worked into her, enjoying the sensations of her wet depths.
In and out I started to slide, my fat head caressing her depths and drawing moans and groans of pleasure from her. I could feel her rock in time with my strokes, moving the way we had long since found created the most erotic sensations for the both of us, pushing both of us quickly up the slope toward the peak of our mutual orgasms.
"Come for me baby. Come in your mama. Let me feel you coming in me when I come." She moaned.
"Uh huh." I grunted, knowing that I was going to come soon. In and out I continued to slide, pulling my face from her breast to watch her face. I wanted to see her come, to time mine with hers. I'd learned when to tell when she or Betsy were about to climax, and I knew the things that made them both find that point, either quickly or slowly, depending on their mood. Tonight, mom wanted it quickly and intensely. I didn't know why, but I knew I would give her what she wanted.
"Come for me mom. Let it go and come for me." I whispered breathlessly as I thrust harder into her, making her whole body shake and her tits roll on her chest sexily. I watched them and her face, my climax racing to completion any second now. I could feel the warmth and tingle spreading, the need to keep stroking grew, knowing I was moments from coming. "Come with me. Oh damn mom! I'm going to come."
"YESSSSSS!" She cried softly as her pussy clenched around me, sending me over the edge with her. My body jerked and pumped shot after shot into her, as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around my spurting cock. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled my chest to hers and her lips to mine, the two of us struggling to breath while we kissed.
"Ohhhhhhhh damn mom." I whispered.
"I love feeling you inside me. You can always give me what I need, something your father failed at so many times. If he hadn't left, I'd have never known what I was missing." She managed to say between gasps for breath.
I looked at her face and knew there was something else to say, something she wasn't telling me, something she seemed almost afraid to say. "Is everything alright? You're not sick or anything, are you?" I asked with concern.
"Sick? No. I'm fine. But there is something I need to talk about. Something that affects us."
"Okay. What?"
"I've been seeing someone. Someone from at work."
"That's great! Is he nice to you?"
"Very nice. But I think he wants things to move farther. More than just hand holding and touching. I think he's ready to do this with me."
"I see. And if he does, it means we can't do this anymore?"
"If it's just us, we can keep it hidden. But if 'm having sex with someone else, another man. We can't be sure it'll always be hidden. I don't want to hurt you by making you stop something you need."
I chuckled. "Mom. If you've found someone that can give you what you need, including this, then I'm not going to stand in the way. I'm doing this with you because it makes you feel good and it fills a need you have. I enjoy it, but I don't need it. No, if you have someone that can fill this need for you, I'm fine with that." I whispered to her. She hugged me and gave me a soft kiss before I pushed up off of her, pretty sure that it would be the last time we did this. It also explained why Betsy was no longer sleeping with her.
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Hiking trip
My wife seemed unusually quiet that morning as we prepared to go hiking. I wasn't sure if it was because of the previous evening or if it was trepidation at the upcoming day. We loved hiking and had frequently done so before we moved here. We just hadn't taken the time yet to find good places to hike. I hoped that going with Tom and Abby would start that process. Of course, it had the potential of being interesting, since Abby had made it clear she intended to go topless as much as she could. That suggested that maybe it was a relatively secluded location, or at least I hoped so.
We both dressed in shorts, t-shirts, short socks, and hiking boots. I wore my usual boxer briefs and my wife wore a pair of small synthetic bikini panties and a spandex sports bra to help shed sweat. Other than the chance for rain later in the afternoon, it was supposed to be a pleasant day in the middle seventies, so we weren't expecting to be overly hot.
I packed my cooler backpack with cold water, Gatorade and soda, a few snacks, our three-foot square sitting mats, and of course sunblock. That early in the year it wouldn't take long to get burned. By the time I was done Judy had our breakfast ready, sausage, eggs and hashbrowns. We were just finishing eating when the front doorbell rang. I answered it and invited Tom in while we gathered up the last of our belongings and then followed him to their house.
Abby looked, well, pretty damn hot. She had on the tiniest pair of shorts that I'd seen on a woman her age in a long time, which she was rocking, and a bare-midriff sports top that looked like it was a combination shirt and spandex bra. My dick let me know almost instantly that she was extremely good looking. Not that my wife didn't look good, but if she were wearing that outfit she'd be fighting me off with a stick!
Abby suggested that I sit up front with Tom and she'd ride in the back with Judy. She tossed our pack in the back with theirs and we took off for the half hour drive Tom said it would take. I could hear the girls talking in the back seat, and as much as I wanted to overhear, Tom was keeping a running commentary going on his favorite sports team. By the time he wound down, whatever they were discussing seemed to be over and they were now gossiping about different people at work.
We were the only car in the small gravel parking lot at the end of the trail, which seemed to make Abby happy. "Oh nice! We have the place to ourselves!"
"It seems that way," Tom agreed. "So, you going to?"
Abby looked at her husband with a contemplative look. "You really want me to?"
"I dare you."
"To leave it in the car?"
"That was what she dared you."
"Who?" I asked quizzically.
"Rachel. After you left last night. She dared Abby to leave her top in the car."
"With nothing to put on if someone comes?"
"Well, there would be that risk. But it might be worth it," Abby answered.
"Oh? How so?"
"If I did, and you of course are proof that I did, she'd let Tom devise any wardrobe malfunction he wanted."
"Wardrobe malfunction? As in something falling off or something like that?"
"After sucking me the other night, Rachel has the idea that she's really daring. She has no idea just how devious I can be. Imagine a little dress problem at the deli counter in Price chopper that will leave her completely naked except for her shoes," Tom answered with a chuckle.
"You mean last night? Or last week?" I asked, still trying to catch up in my mind.
Tom grinned. "When she sucked me off last week. Rachel dared me to convince Abby to get naked with nothing but a towel. If I managed that, and of course we know I did, she said she'd suck my dick, once, any time I wanted. Well, Abby did, so I just decided to collect when I was turned on."
"And that's why she wasn't surprised when you stuck your thing in her face?"
"Yep. That wasn't the pay off, but it was still sweet. So how about it sweetie? Dare to bare?" he asked his wife again.
"I will, but you have to make her naked at dance class!" Abby said with a devious little smile.
"Oh you are bad! Yeah, I think I can handle that," he grinned. Abby pulled the spandex top off, freeing her large breasts and erect nipples. She tossed her top in the car and then stood, letting me see her bare chest.
She turned to face me, that little grin still on her face. "Well, it's the third time you've seen the girls. Getting tired of it yet?" Abby asked, rocking her chest side to side to make them swing and bounce enticingly.
"Not one bit," I answered as she stepped closer. She reached her hand out as she stepped close enough for her tits to almost touch my chest, her palm pressing against my crotch.
"No, I'd say you weren't tired of seeing them," she said softly, rubbing her hand on my crotch and my quickly-hardening dick. "Not one bit at all."
"Oh shit," my wife swore quietly. "Some day thinking with your dick is going to get both of us into trouble we can't get out of!"
"What? What'd I do?" I asked in surprise, stepping back from Abby at my wife's reaction.
"You didn't do anything but be a man." Abby grinned as I watched my wife pulled off her t-shirt. She tossed it on the back seat of the car and then paused, looking at me and then at Tom, her fingers working under the lower elastic strap of the sports bra she had on. She took a deep breath, closed her eyes and then pulled the spandex sports bra off, letting her triple-D boobs fly free.
She tossed her bra into the car on top of her shirt and then scowled at me. "We better damn well not run into anyone else!" she snapped at me.
"Wait? Why are you mad at me? What did I do?"
"Like I said, you were a typical man. I bet your sweet wife that I could give you a hardon before we even started hiking. If I did, she had to go topless as long as I was."
"But you didn't bother to tell me that you were going to go topless the whole day!" my wife said with a scowl.
"You didn't ask," Abby said with a shrug. "Ready to go hiking?"
"Come on," my wife said, reaching out to grab the pack off the ground and hold it out for me. After she walked past me toward the trail head I grinned at Tom, who was staring open-mouthed at my wife's big tits.
"Wait a second," Abby called, stopping my wife. "You boys better lose the shirts too. We don't want to be tempted to talk you out of them partway up the trail, right?"
"I guess," I answered. Taking off my shirt wasn't a particularly big deal. I worked bare-chested in the yard all the time. I tossed my shirt on my wife's and then put the pack on my back. Tom tossed his in the front seat and closed and locked the door while Abby walked to catch up to my wife.
"God, your wife has one hell of a set of tits," he whispered to me. As I moved to follow the girls, he whispered, "I sure as hell wouldn't mind getting my hands on 'em."
"Really? I suppose you don't mind me getting my hands on your wife then?"
"You already did, remember? Anyway, after you left last night I overheard her tell Rachel that she'd bend over and let you fuck her in a heartbeat," he whispered.
"Jesus," I breathed quietly. "You really want your wife trying to get me to fuck her?"
He was silent for a moment. "I don't think she actually would. I mean, it's all talk anyway. But I wouldn't mind if they sucked us off and let us come all over them."
"You mean like each other's wives? Not our own?"
"Fuck yeah. I damn well wouldn't mind getting to suck on those tits either. She's a pretty fucking hot looking woman and she had one hell of an energetic orgasm last night for Evan. Ya' know, I don't think I'd mind having those tits bouncing in my face while she rode me."
"You mean you want to fuck my wife? Seriously?"
"Not right away, but, well, I guess, when you think about it, that's kind of where this silly game is headed, right? Us fucking each other's wives?"
"I guess it sort of is. Which begs the question: why did Abby bring up that game?" I asked him as we followed the girls into the winding wooded trail.
"You think it's because she wants to have sex with you and Evan?"
"I think it's a possibility. She sure didn't put up much fight when she was getting naked with me."
"Or last night," he agreed. "I think you're right. I might think she wants to have sex with you."
"You know, we've never had sex with anyone else. I don't suppose you guys have either. I don't know how I'm going to feel seeing you poking my wife."
"Yeah, I know what you mean. I'm not so sure I want you poking my wife either. Maybe a little slip in and out wouldn't hurt, but outright fucking? I don't think I'd like anyone fucking my wife."
"I'm not saying I want it to go there, or that we should let it go there, but if Abby pushes it that way, how about you and I make a deal here. Let's keep our cum in our own wife's pussies?"
"Yeah, I hear you. That is kinda a big step isn't it? Yeah, if we have to come, let's do it outside or in our own wives."
"Agreed. Now I think it's time to get my hands on my wife's naked tits."
"Oh?" he asked as I walked a little faster.
"Hey lover!" I called, stopping them. "I think you should let me get some sunblock on those hooters. We wouldn't want them to get burned."
My wife looked at her watch and grinned. "Eight minutes flat. I think I win."
"You win?" I asked.
"Your wife bet me that you'd try to get your hands on her boobs in under fifteen minutes."
"And, fortunately for me, you are as predictable as a pendulum," my wife answered.
"And just what was it you bet?" Tom asked his wife.
"Our shorts."
"Your shorts?"
"Uh huh. If I lost, I had to give her my shorts, and if I won, I got her shorts."
"For how long?" he asked.
"Well, um, until we get home?" she said a little timidly.
"And that of course was your idea?"
"I was pretty sure I was going to win, so why not make the most of it?"
"By making Judy ride home half-naked?" Tom asked, shaking his head. "One of these days your bets and dares are going to get you in trouble."
"Maybe," she agreed. She turned to look back at my wife. "Okay, I dare you to let Tom put sunblock on your back."
"On my back? Just my back?"
"Well, your arms, and legs and back," Abby said.
"And if I do, what do I get out of it?"
"I'll tell you what. If you let me do everything that's bare, I'll give you my shorts too," Tom said quickly.
"Wait. You want me to let you play with my boobs? That's it, right? You're gonna put sunblock all over, including there?"
"And in exchange, you get my shorts."
I could see my wife looking over at me and thinking. "Uh uh. Not good enough. I want everything. Shorts and underwear."
"You want me to drop my pants and show you my dick?" Tom asked.
"Uh huh. I want you to give them to me and spend the rest of the hike naked."
Now it was Tom's turn to take a second. "Kind of expensive. But tell you what. You have to put it on me then too."
"Okay."
"All over?"
My wife paused and looked around at each of us. "Okay, let's back up a second. How are we going from hiking topless, to essentially feeling each other's spouses up? That is what we're talking about doing, isn't it? I mean, we can call it putting on sunblock but let's face it, Tom is going to be spending lots of extra time on my boobs, just because he wants to, and now he wants me to, what, jerk him off?" She looked at Tom. "That is what you're suggesting, isn't it?"
"It's not all that different than you did last night," Abby answered her. "I mean, you let Evan play with your pussy until you came and then you jacked him off on your boobs, right?"
"Well, yeah, but that was different."
"How?"
"Well, it wasn't out here for one thing," she said with a frown. "I mean, anyone could come and we'd all be hanging our goodies out for them to see."
"As compared to just the six of us?" I asked her.
"Well, yeah," she said, looking down at the dirt. "I know it's silly, but I'm just already kinda nervous about standing here topless, let alone doing stuff."
"Would you feel better if we were somewhere more secluded?" Tom asked.
"Actually, yeah, I would."
"Alright, I can fix that. Ten minutes up the trail," he said with a nod. "Go on. We'll follow."
"Not before I lose these!" Abby said, pushing her tiny shorts off. At first I thought she was naked under the shorts, and then I noticed the tiny tan strings low on her hips and down the crack of her butt. She turned around to toss me her shorts, leaving me staring at her almost completely nude body. The panty she had on was mostly see-through and really wouldn't have hidden much of anything if it were opaque, it was so tiny. "Better put those in the pack, since they belong to your wife until we get home."
"Sure," I answered, pulling the pack off my back. I bent over to unzip and when I looked up, she was bent over, her barely-covered pussy pushing out between her thighs at me. "Damn," I said quietly.
"Feel free to touch it if you want," she said, wiggling her butt. "In fact, any time I'm bent over you can touch it any way you want with any body part you want."
"And if I just decided to do this?" I asked, stepping up and pulling the little strings over her butt and down her thighs, leaving the tiny panty around her thighs.
"If that's what you want to do," she said with a grin. "Makes it easier to rub me, doesn't it?"
"Damn Abby! You keep that up and someone's going to think you want him to fuck you or something," Tom said with a frown.
"Actually lover, I wouldn't mind feeling him slide it into me, just for a second maybe. Just like I know damn well that you wouldn't mind trying Judy on for size."
"Wait! What?" my wife said from a few yards up the trail where she stopped to look back at us when we hadn't started following. "You wanna do what?"
"I didn't say I wanted to, I just might have mentioned that it might be interesting,." Tom said with a shrug.
"You have to admit, Alex isn't going to say no if I offer it up, is he?"
"He better!" my wife answered.
"Are you saying you never thought about what it might be like to have a different man inside you?"
"I haven't," she said defiantly. "I think we need to go back to the car."
"You can, but we're going ahead, and Tom has the keys," Abby said. She shook her head. "Come on Judy, every woman fantasizes about someone: a movie star, or someone at work or church or someplace. It's human nature to wonder."
"Wondering is not doing. It's not like Alex's dick got in you on purpose."
"Wait? What?"
"Nothing dear," Abby said quickly.
"No, I heard what she said. When was his dick in you and why?"
"The night we did the naked towel thing. I was rubbing up and down his dick with my butt and somehow it accidently got into me. Only for a stroke or two. It really was an accident."
"And that's supposed to make me feel better? That you didn't even tell me?"
Abby walked over to her husband and wrapped her arms around him, pulling them together to press her bare tits to his bare chest. "It was nothing sweetie, just an accident. He pulled right out when he realized what happened."
Tom looked over at me. "Is that right? Just an accident?"
"I was as surprised as she was," I admitted.
"And no one thought to tell me?"
"I didn't want to upset you," Abby said. "I mean, to be honest, I never expected any of this to happen. That game was just supposed to be a little teasing and feeling. I had no idea that Rachel was going to push things as far as she did."
"I think you were doing a lot of pushing yourself. I mean, yeah I had something to do with you and Alex ending up naked in the same towel, but after that. I can't blame Rachel for all of this," my wife said with a frown.
"Actually, she's the one that gave me the game to bring out," Abby answered. "And just so you know, I think she stacked the deck a little bit somehow. She told me before we played the game that she was hoping to get Alex to go down on her."
"So this was her idea? Not yours?" she asked Abby.
Abby stepped back from her husband. "Don't get me wrong. After being naked with Alex in that towel, trying to keep from showing everything off while he made me climax, well, I'll admit it got me thinking. Yeah, I wouldn't mind having sex with him. In fact, it's more than just not minding. I'd kinda like to."
"I suppose that if I head to the car and leave you three to go up the trail, you'll be trying to find some way to get my husband to do more than touch you."
"I won't lie to you, I never have, honey. But yeah, if I could dare or bet him into sticking it in me, I would," Abby answered. "But you know damn well he won't unless you tell him he can. He proved that that first night. He could have left it in there and let me hump him until he filled my pussy, but he didn't. You should at least give him credit for that, since you were the one that put him up there naked with me."
"I did. I put him up to that at Rachel's prodding. Not my finest moment by far. I thought I was paying him back for something that really wasn't his fault at all. I guess I owe you both a little apology for my part in that. It had to be embarrassing as hell."
"It would have been a lot worse if he hadn't been with me. I mean, he made me feel so good that I could almost forget I was being made to climax right in front of my best friends," Abby said.
"Alright. Fine. You want to do this?" she asked looking at all three of us in turn. She nodded. "Alright, pants off. All of 'em. They're mine until I say different. You too, Abby. Panties in the pack. If you all want a sex orgy, then you shouldn't mind being naked around each other."
"What about you?" I asked my wife.
"Uh uh. I'm keeping mine on, just in case we come across someone" she said with a shake of her head as she watched us taking our shorts and briefs off. She waited until I was squatted down packing them all in our backpack before she stepped to Tom. She reached out for his already-hard dick. It was fatter than mine, but definitely not as long. She wrapped her hand around it and gave it a few strokes. "Could be interesting. What do you think honey? Should I let him stick it in me? Is that what you want to see, someone else putting his dick in my pussy? Maybe I'll have to decide just how far I'm willing to go when we get to wherever Tom says we're going." She said as she slowly stroked his dick, clearly teasing him and making sure I understood her meaning. "And just so everyone knows, this is a one-time thing. This kind of kinky sex shit isn't going to keep happening." She added before she turned and headed up the trail. We followed, up the trail, Abby quickly catching up with my wife while we followed a few paces behind, walking side by side.
Each step Abby took seemed to flash her pussy lips at me as we walked up hill, making my hardon stay flagpole straight. It felt a bit awkward walking with my dick swinging the way it was, but I got over it fast enough as I watched Abby's ass and pussy. "Come on. I dare you!" I heard Abby whisper.
"Uh uh," my wife responded with a shake of her head. "Someone might come."
Abby laughed. "That's the idea."
"Huh?"
"Never mind. Yes, someone might come, but probably won't. That's the fun of it, right? The risk? Come on. I dare you. Do it!"
My wife didn't answer Abby as we crested the little hill and started down the other side. I was walking behind Abby, watching her pussy and my wife's tits bounce and wiggle with each step. I almost ran into Abby as she and my wife stopped in the middle of the trail. My wife undid the front of her shorts and pushed them down over her butt, pushing the slinky little underwear she had picked down with them until they were hooked under her butt cheeks. She started walking again, this time holding her shorts and underwear up. Not that you could see anything but her butt cheeks, but Tom was grinning from ear to ear with his dick wagging side to side only a couple feet from her bare ass.



"Come on. Lower!" Abby chided her. I could see my wife frown as she let the shorts slide down a little further, exposing her pussy lips for a few moments before she pulled them back up again to cover herself.
"So short? I thought you were brave. Come on, leave 'em down. I dare you," Abby coaxed again.
I wasn't sure who she was teasing more, Tom and I or herself, as she pushed them down her thighs low enough to show off her sexy pussy lips. She left them down there longer this time, each step showing her off to us. She must have left them down for almost a hundred feet of trail before she pulled them back up again.
"Not so bad, is it?" Abby asked her quietly.
"Well. No."
"Take 'em off then. All the way."
"NO!"
"Come on, get naked with us. If someone comes you can hide behind us. Come on. I dare you!"
"Oh shit," she mumbled. Stepping to the side of the trail, she pushed the shorts down and wiggled her legs to let them slide down. She bent over, pushing her butt out at us as she reached for the tree she was near for balance, and began working the shorts and underwear off over her hiking boots.
I'm not sure I would have done it, but clearly Tom was more turned on and willing to take a risk. He stepped to my wife and reached his hand down between her legs while she was standing on one foot with her right leg bent. He stroked his fingers along her soft, protruding inner lips.
"That had fucking well better be your hand down there Alex," my wife said as she stood frozen, bent over with her legs partly spread.
"Not exactly," I answered her from where I stood behind Abby.
"Holy shit," she said quietly. "Tom?"
"Uh huh," Tom answered as he stroked his fingers back and forth between her obviously wet lips, stroking his finger across her clit.
"Did I, um, did I tell you, you could do that?" she asked without moving.
"No, but I couldn't resist. You just looked so fucking hot standing there like that."
"Tom, take your hand off my pussy before I turn around and kick you in the balls so hard you wife won't be able to find them!"
Tom jerked his hand back and stepped back half a dozen steps at my wife's warning. "Sorry Judy. I thought that, well, I was hoping..."
My wife stood and straightened, slowly turning around to face him. "What? That I'd just stand there and let you fuck me?"
"Well, um, actually..."
"I get it: guys are guys. But to be honest, I'm not all that interested in getting another man's penis in my twat. You guys might be all in on this, but I'm not! Hell, before a couple weeks ago I wouldn't have even considered showing off my boobs to a guy that wasn't my husband, and now I'm standing here, naked, explaining why I don't want to be fucked by another guy!"
"Got it. Sorry, Judy," he said contritely.
"I'm not against continuing this hike. I'm actually kind of enjoying it, or I wouldn't have done what I just did. But that doesn't mean I plan on having a sex orgy! Now, if you want to lead the way to this place that's a little more secluded, and maybe I let you spend some time putting sunblock on me so I don't get burned, maybe I'd be more inclined to do something in return. But don't expect me to bend over and let you fuck me. So what you just did isn't going to cut it, naked or not."
"Understood," he said with a nod. "There's a fork in the trail up ahead. If we take the left one there's a nice little clearing at the base of that little cliff we can see up there."
"Fine. Why don't you lead the way then?" my wife said, letting the anger go from her voice.
"Sure, this way," he said, stepping past her back onto the trail ahead and walking that way.
"What?" my wife asked looking at me before turning and heading to follow Tom.
"Wow," Abby whispered as she headed up the trail after my wife and her husband, leaving me to bring up the rear after putting her shorts and underwear in the pack. We had to hike another ten minutes or so before Tom found the fork in the trail. The path was severely overgrown and looked like it was hardly ever used. Fortunately, the underbrush that was growing over the trail wasn't thorny bushes, and easily pushed aside without leaving any scratches or anything. We only had to forge about fifty yards in those conditions before the trail opened up into a little grassy meadow. At the far end of the fifty or so yard wide grassy patch was a nearly sheer limestone cliff that looked like it was maybe a hundred or so feet above us.
"The trail we were on loops around and goes over the top up there. As long as we stay reasonably close to the wall, no one from up there could see us, not that there is anyone else on the trail anyway. But just so you know."
I looked up the rock face and about halfway up was a small spring that was leaking water out of the rock face, which flowed down the rocks until it broke into little droplets blown by the light breeze as it bounced over some protruding rocks. At the bottom was a small pool of water with a gravel-looking bottom.
"Tom, this is beautiful! How did you find it?" my wife asked as she looked around the clearing.
"Actually, I found it from up there. Abby and I were hiking and heard some loud moans and when we looked down, we could see a couple having fun."
"So we had some too," Abby added. "Now, it seems to me we were going to do something about sunblock."
"We were," I agreed, taking my pack off. I dug in the bag and pulled out a tube of Banana Boat sunblock and stepped toward my wife.
"I may regret this, but go ahead and do Abby," she said to me, her lips set in a firm line of, not defiance, but maybe determination?
"You sure? We've never done anything like this before."
"No. And I don't know that we ever will again, but we're already naked, so what the hell? Right? Not like you don't want to feel her up again anyway."
"You okay with Tom feeling you up?"
"I won't know until I try," she answered honestly, a hint of nervousness in her voice. "But he better damn well behave himself," she added with more firmness in her voice.
I stepped back over to Abby and looked at her. "I'm not sure quite how to start."
"Well, you start by squeezing some of that on your hand," Abby said with a giggle, to which I rolled my eyes. "No, seriously, we haven't ever done anything like this either. We've played outside, but never done anything with anyone else. Do you think maybe we should separate? Maybe Tom and Judy go behind those bushes and we'll go over there?"
"Yeah, that might be a good idea," I agreed. "Within earshot but not eyesight?"
My wife was chewing her lower lip. "I don't know that I'm comfortable with that. I mean, not that I don't trust Tom, but out of sight just seems like an invitation to go too far, you know?"
"I agree," Tom said. "Not that I don't trust you Alex, but, well, Abby made it pretty clear this morning what she was hoping for from this trip, and well, I don't want to sound like a party pooper, but well, if I don't get to fuck your wife, I don't think you should be doing it to mine either. That make sense?"
I chuckled. "Oh hell Tom. Not only does it make sense, it explains a hell of a lot. I agree, I'm not quite ready to have you poking Judy. Why don't we just try seeing how it feels to watch someone else's hands all over our spouses before we put that temptation in front of us."
"Sounds like a safe plan," he nodded.
"Well, come over here and slick me up then. Any reason I can't slip his dick between my legs sweetie?" Abby asked her husband.
"As long as he doesn't mind me doing the same to Judy."
I looked at my wife. "What the hell. As long as it stays on the outside."
With that the mutual creaming of our temporary partners began. Both Tom and I spent considerable amounts of time making sure their breasts were well covered while Abby, and, to a certain amount of surprise, Judy spent equally exorbitant amounts of time with one of her hands on his dick. I tried to concentrate on where my hands were rubbing on Abby, but couldn't quite help but looking over to see where her hands were on Tom and where Tom's were on her. I was kneeling down in front of Abby, her pussy inches from my face when I heard the first soft little moan come from my wife's lips. I glanced over to see Tom standing behind her, one arm around her body, cupping one of her big tits, the other between her legs as he slowly humped his hips back and forth, sliding himself between her cream slickened thighs.
"Oh god damn." She moaned quietly. "That feels surprisingly good."
"It does huh?" Tom asked quietly. "What part of it?"
"Not that your fingers aren't in the right spot, but where your dick is sliding is really getting me turned on."
"It's doing pretty good for me too." He answered as my wife closed her eyes and allowed the sensations to run through her body. I knew her moods and recognized just how excited she was getting. Her hands moved back to his hips and held them there, feeling him push to and fro, his thighs rhythmically slapping my wife's full round butt and the soft backs of her legs with each stroke. In and out his cock went, his knees bending slightly with each stroke. I knew what he was doing, and why. He was making his head push up between her lips with each stoke and soon he moved his hand from between her legs to grip her other tit as his head bounced all the way along her slit to her clit.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. God you keep doing that you're going to make me come." She moaned.
"Uh huh." He grunted as he continued to plunge his cock between her thighs. From where I was kneeling in front of Abby, I could see his head sliding between her lips with every stroke he was making.
I suddenly felt myself falling back and looked up at Abby as she pushed me back onto the grass. She sunk down to her knees as I rolled back, straddling my hips and landing herself on my hard shaft, my head poking from between her lips. She looked down at me and leaned toward me, letting her big tits move toward my face. "God, suck my nipples. I'm so fucking turned! God I need to come so bad."
I didn't answer, but just reached up and grasped both tits, guiding one nipple to my mouth as she began to stroke herself along my shaft, her wet lips closing around my engorged head with each stroke. I couldn't see them any longer, but the sound of her groans and moans and his grunts permeated the summer air as he continued to thrust between her thighs.
"OH FUCK!" I heard my wife gasp in a high pitch voice. "TOM!"
"Uh huh!" he grunted his rhythmic slapping not slowing a beat as he continued to thrust toward her.
"FUCK TOM! DON'T!" I heard her gasp again moments before I heard the unmistakable sound of her climax starting to wash over her. "Ohhhhhhhhh daaaaaaaammmmmn" she moaned breathlessly as she usually did when i pushed her over the edge. "God. I'm coming Tom." She added this time moments before I heard him grunt. "Oh fuck TOM!" I heard her gasp again, this time not in pleasure.
"UH!" He grunted.
"TOM! NO! LET GO!"
That got my attention. "HONEY! YOU ALRIGHT?" I almost shouted as I pushed Abby back enough to be able to see them. I just caught the last of my wife's efforts to pull Tom's hands off her tits and step forward, pulling off his dick in time to see it spurt a shot of cum into the air as she stepped away from him.
"I...I am now." She said, looking down at her crotch, spreading and bowing her legs out to see a drool of creamy white cum ooze from her pussy. "Fuck Tom!"
"Jesus. I'm sorry Judy. I didn't mean to. I mean, I didn't mean for that to happen!" he apologized as he stood trying to cover his still leaking cock with his hands, his face flushed from either embarrassment or effort, I wasn't sure which.
"What the fuck did you do Tom?" Abby snapped at him as she stood up off of me.
"I...um. It was an accident. I didn't mean for it to go in there and once it was there, I...I was so close...I couldn't stop it."
"Oh Jesus Tom. You didn't." Abby said, looking at the cum dripping from my wife's pussy. "Jesus Judy. I'm so sorry. I didn't think he'd do something like that." She stepped to my wife and then pulled her by the hand toward where the water coming from the rock face had made a small pool at the base of the rock. I couldn't hear them talk, but I could see them quietly conversing as my wife squatted down and rinsed her pussy.
"Jesus Alex. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to. It just kinda happened."
"Fuck Tom." I swore quietly as I stood looking at him. "One thing she didn't want. The one thing she absolutely said no to, and you had to go do that? Shit."
"I'm sorry man. Honest."
"Yeah. Well, that doesn't exactly help. I was kinda enjoying the games. I'm pretty sure they're over now." I said quietly as I watched my wife and Abby talking, probably on how to end the day here. I stepped to the pack and pulled out our clothes, or the ones we had anyway, and separated her shorts and panties from the rest.
"Okay." Abby said as she walked over to where I was kneeling in front of the pack. "I think I got her settled down. She was pretty fucking upset, as you can imagine."
"I can." I nodded while Tom did the same.
"And you!" She snapped, turning to her husband. "What the hell were you thinking? That just because she was letting you slide between her legs that it was okay to go all the way?"
"What the fuck? Alex did the same thing to you!" He snapped back defensively.
"No Tom. He didn't. He did accidently slid in, and then when we both realized what happened, he made sure it was no longer there, even though it would have been fine with me if it stayed. Judy said no before, she said no when it happened, she told you not to, and then you still held her in place and continued to fuck her until you came in her. That isn't the same thing. If you'd have pulled back out and said, sorry, it was an accident, it might have been different. But you didn't. You kept pushing it until you came in her. You know what that is, right? You know what the fuck they call that?"
"Yeah. I know." Tom said quietly. "I just got carried away."
"Carried away? Is that what you call it? Shit Tom. I thought I knew you. If someone would have asked me a month ago if you could ever force sex on someone I'd have told you no way in a bazillion years."
"I couldn't help it. She's just so damn sexy!" Tom protested.
"That's your defense? You find your best friend's older wife so sexy that you just couldn't keep from fucking her, even after she said no? Jesus Tom. I don't even know what the hell to say to that." Abby snapped at her husband, shaking her head.
"I do." My wife said as she walked over to us. "I'm disgusted. Not just with Tom, but with myself. I let myself be lured into this...situation. It was getting to be fun. It was kind of exciting. Even standing there, letting him put his hands all over my body, my heart was pounding and I was getting really excited, sexually. I should have known better." She said, standing completely naked yet with her hands on her hips. She looked over at Tom. "When you stuck your hand between my legs, hell, I wanted you to keep playing, to keep rubbing, to make me come. You were getting me so damn excited. Then you stuck your dick between my legs. I was, oh damn NO, but at the same time, geez, this feels good too. I let you keep going, feeling like I was going to orgasm. If you'd have just kept going that way we both would have finished." She looked back at Abby. "I was okay with that. I was going to climax with his cock between my legs, and I was a bit awkward with that happening right in front of you, but it felt so good, I didn't WANT to stop it. It was exciting! It was something so far out of what I'd ever done, even with Alex. My heart was pounding. I was within moments of climaxing! And then exciting turned into something else altogether."
"I'm sorry Judy. You just looked so damn sexy, and your tits were so, so, oh damn. I was pumping myself between your legs and it felt like I was fucking you and I could imagine in my mind that I was. When I slipped in, I couldn't help myself."
"Yeah. You couldn't help yourself. You just kept fucking me until you made me come and then you came inside me!" My wife said angrily, staring at him. "You KNEW I didn't want to go that far! But you did it anyway!"
"I'm sorry. I really didn't mean to. I just couldn't help it." He said lamely.
"Yeah." My wife said with a scowl on his face. "Let's go home."
"Okay." I answered her, standing up with her shorts in my hand. "You want these back?"
"Yeah, thanks." She said. "We never should have done this."
"It wasn't that. We were both having fun. It just went a bit too far."
"Easy for you to say. You didn't get fucked." She answered as she pulled her panties on, the crotch covering up her still leaking pussy.
"In a way, he did." Abby answered her. "His wife got done and he didn't get anything out of it."
"Anything out of it?" My wife asked as she stepped into her shorts. "Really? I think he got a lot out of it. Naked hiking? That isn't something? Playing with your naked body? That isn't something?"
"Watching Tom fuck his wife and not getting to do the same to his wife?"
My wife stopped dressing and looked at Abby. "Really? You think that'll make it all better? Him fucking you?"
"Didn't say it'd make it all better, but at least he'd have gotten a pleasurable end, and Tom would have to sleep with the image of his cock in me, like Alex is going to have to do now. You can't unsee something like that. He'll always know what happened and if I'm any judge of character, he'll always feel guilty that he didn't protect you from it."
My wife looked down at me, still kneeling next to the pack. "That true? You feel like you failed to protect me from that?"
"If it was consensual, you and I both agreed that we were going to do it? It'd be different. But we said we weren't going there, yet he did. And when I should have been stopping it, I was laying on the ground under Abby. So yeah, in a way, I failed to protect you."
She looked down at me for long seconds. "I didn't think of that." She whispered. "Let's go home. I need a shower. I feel slimy and disgusting."
"Sure." I answered, holding out Abby's and Tom's shorts.
"Uh uh. Abby can, but not Tom. I don't know what I'm going to do, but since he took advantage of me that way, I feel like he owes me something. Maybe a whole lot more of a lot of something. You okay with that Abbs?"
"The way I see it, what he did was...well, it was wrong and I'm not going to defend it. If it'd been Evan and I said no, I'd have expected him to respect that, just like Alex would." Abby answered her as she put her shorts back on. "Personally, and you're not going to like this Tom, personally, I don't know what you can do to make things right, or fair, or even, or anything. What he did could be considered rape. True, we were out here naked, by choice, we were touching each other, by choice, his dick was between your legs, by mutual decision, but you'd made it damn clear how far that was going. You trusted him, hell, I trusted him, to stay within those boundaries. Once trust is gone, how do you get it back?"
"It takes a damn long time." My wife answered "I'm half tempted to just let Alex do you right in front of Tom, let him know how it feels, but I don't know that it would matter to him. I'm not sure he respects you the same way Alex respects me."
"That's not exactly fair." Tom said. "I respect Abby!"
"But not my friends?" Abby snapped. "If you can't respect my friends, you don't really respect me. Come on Judy. We have the keys, he can either follow along or walk home naked."
---o---
He did follow along, naked, and drove home naked. After we got back to their house Judy and I headed home, a lot earlier in the day than either of us had planned My wife stripped off her clothes and headed to the big walk in shower. I joined her after a few minutes finding her standing under the water, leaning against the wall. I walked in and wrapped my arms around her back against me.



"Don't." She whispered as my arms circled her and gently stroked her body.
"If that's what you want." I whispered.
"No, it's what I don't want."
"What? To be touched?"
"No, to be touched like that, not right now. Not like he was touching me when he did it."
I kissed her neck and then coaxed her to turn around. I held her to my chest, her head on my shoulder. I let my hands rub around her for a while and then reached for the body wash. I gently washed all over her body, soaping and rinsing her all over, getting rid of all the sunblock that had been spread all over. I turned off the water and scooped her up in my arms and, with some difficulty, carried her to the bedroom and flopped us both down on the bed. I crawled on the bed over her, aiming my rock hard dick at her pussy.
"You don't want to do that." She whispered, her hands stroking my back from my butt to my neck. "I'm not clean down there."
"It's been washed." I answered as I let my body move to rub my engorged head around her wet lips.
"But he came in there. I don't know why you'd want to do that." She whispered.
"Because it doesn't change how I feel about you, what you are to me, with me, how we belong together. Just because he left his cum in you doesn't change you to me." I said softly as I pressed my head between her lips and into the entrance to her depths.
"Oh god lover." She moaned softly as I worked myself into her in short little strokes, lubricating my shaft with her juices. I knew she was turned on, her slick wetness was all I needed to confirm that. I started to stroke in and out, slowly at first, feeling her pussy caress my shaft, her moans starting, softly at first and then growing with the speed of my strokes. I wanted to make her come, and I had plenty of practice at getting it to happen. I watched and felt her body respond, changing my angle and stroke to maximize her reactions. Her hips began to lift in time with my strokes, my first signal that her orgasm was building closer to climax. I leaned my head down and found one of her nipples with my mouth. It was never a comfortable contortion for me, but the effects had always been worth it, and I wasn't disappointed this time either.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes." She gasped as I nibbled her nipple, feeling her hands move to my butt and begin to pull on me with each stroke. "Oh god damn yes." I grinned to myself as I switched nipples and drove harder into her, feeling the urgency grow inside me. I knew there wasn't much more I could do. I was going to come in a few moments and there wasn't much I could do to stave it off, not after the hours of teasing I'd already had. My balls felt like watermelons between my legs as I pumped hard into her, hoping she would fall over the edge before I couldn't hold back any longer.
In and out I thrust, feeling her shift her feet a little to hump her hips up at me harder, pushing herself at my cock with each stroke. I felt my head banging against the end of her vagina, making her grunt and gasp with each stroke. "OH FUCK!" She cried loudly as she held her butt off the bed, her body stiffened and her legs starting to tremble. I could feel her pussy clench around me in orgasm as my own reached its pinnacle with her.
"Uh FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked hard, pumping a shot of my cum deep inside her. Over and over my body jerked and spasmed, adding more and more cum to what I had already put in her. I felt her pussy clenching and relaxing as she panted and shuddered under me in a huge climax. "I love you so much." I whispered as my weight pushed her down onto the bed and I lay more on top of her, unbending myself from the contortion I had been in to get to her nipple.
"I don't know why." She panted breathlessly as she lay under me, the climax slowly fading from her body."
"Because I do." Was all I said.
"I don't know why you wanted to do that, not with him still in me like that."
"Does it matter?"
"Yeah."
"Because I love you isn't a good enough answer?"
"I'm not sure." She whispered.
"Why? Do you think that somehow you aren't the same woman as yesterday? It was a good enough reason last night."
"You think I am?"
"I know you are." I answered in a whisper before lowering my face to hers and kissing her. We embraced for long seconds before I wormed my arms around her body and rolled us over, my softening dick slipping out of her. I could feel my cum oozing from her pussy onto my dick as she lay on me, her tits pressed to my chest and her face looking down at me.
"It wouldn't have happened if we hadn't been doing that."
"No. It wouldn't have. But if you look back, before that, were you having fun?"
"Sorta."
"Only sorta? Sounded like you were having a pretty good orgasm."
"Well, okay. I'll admit. I was having a lot of fun out there teasing you."
"And teasing Tom?"
"Well, yeah. I guess I was. But what I was thinking about was fucking you, not him. When we got there, I really wanted to have sex with you."
"But you were enjoying what he was doing, right?"
"For the most part, yeah."
"And if he hadn't done what he did?"
"But he did."
"I know. But if he hadn't you'd have had a good orgasm and you'd have keep hiking naked, right?"
"Yeah, probably."
"Why?"
"I guess because I was finding it kinda exciting."
"So, let's just forget about Tom overdoing it and focus on what WE were enjoying about it? Okay?"
"Alright. For you." she whispered before leaning down and kissing me again.
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I was a little worried about Judy. She was quiet and what I would call contemplative all Saturday afternoon and Sunday. She didn't talk much, at least to me, though she did go over and talk to Abby for some time on Sunday. As the week started, she slowly returned to what I consider her normal self, more her usual talkative and bubbly self. I wasn't sure if she had just put the incident with Tom aside, or if she had found some way to compartmentalize it. All I could do was wait and see how things played out and continue to let her know that I was there for her and would do anything I could to help.
Wednesday night, after dinner, she surprised me and came and sat in my recliner with me, almost on top of me actually, and wanted to be snuggled closely, which we did for some time until she got uncomfortable in the awkward position. She finally climbed off of me and headed to the bedroom, coming back shortly in one of the most revealing nightgowns she had, this one, one that she hadn't worn more than once, the night I first gave it to her. She said at the time it made her feel too slutty.
The rest of the evening, every time she walked past me, she reached out and touched me in some way, and when we went to bed, we made love very slowly and gently for almost an hour before she was sated, two powerful orgasms later. As was typical after we made love, she lay snuggled against me, her head on my chest as she prepared to drift off to sleep.
"Alex?" she whispered, startling me back awake.
"Uh huh?"
"Do you love me?"
"Of course I do. Why would you even ask?"
"How much do you love me?"
Okay, now I was fully awake. In all our years, she rarely asked that particular question, and absolutely never after I'd just demonstrated how much, through physical contact. "I don't think there's any way to measure it."
"If I asked you to do something for me, would you do it?"
"Of course."
"You don't even know what it is."
"Doesn't matter. You know I would, no matter what it was."
"I want to punish Tom for taking advantage of me like that. Not that I hate him or anything, but Abby agrees, we need to set an example. If we're going to continue to play silly games like this, we need to all be sure we know that there are rules and limits and that you can't just do whatever you want, just because the person you're with is partly dressed, or even naked. You know what I mean?"
"Yeah. I do. You want to feel safe. I understand that."
"If it had been you, taking advantage of Abby, would you expect to not have consequences?"
"No, I'd have expected something. Not that I'd do that."
"I know you wouldn't. Would you believe me if I told you that Abby planned on taking advantage of you? That if Tom hadn't done what he did, when he did, she was going to try and get you to accidently slide into her again?"
"She told you that?"
"Uh huh."
"I guess it doesn't surprise me. I know she was doing everything she could to get me to the point of no return with my dick right at her pussy. I guess she figured that if I was that close, I wouldn't refuse."
"Would you have? Refused?"
"If I had a chance. There are times, for a guy, when stopping things is almost impossible. If a woman wants to force it to happen, she can, as long as the guy lets her get him to that point in that way."
"And you were letting her?"
"I trusted that she'd not do what you're suggesting, just like I trusted Tom not to do what he did."
"When we got married, we never planned on having sex with anyone else. But this silly game, well, it changed things. We've done things, gotten naked in front of each other, done oral sex and, well, now this. Things that we never would have done on our own."
"True," I answered after waiting for her to continue, which she hadn't.
"Do you want to have sex with Abby or Rachel? And I don't mean just a little accidental stick like happened with Abby. I mean, lay her down and fuck her brains out sex."
"I don't need to. I have what I need here," I said, giving her a squeeze.
"That wasn't the question. The question was, if I told you it was okay, would you want to have sex with them?"
"I'm not sure. I mean, it's always been for just you and me."
"Apparently not any more, not after what Tom did. So, you wouldn't choose to do it on your own, even if I said it was okay?"
"Probably not. That doesn't mean that under some circumstances I wouldn't want to, but I wouldn't intentionally seek it out."
"What if I told you I wanted you to. That it was not only okay with me, but that I wanted you to do it. Would you?"
"I'd want to know why, but if you told me to, yeah, I suppose I'd do it. Like I said, I'll do anything you ask me to, within reason."
"That was a wishy-washy answer. If I told you to fuck Abby, right in front of me, would you fuck her, and I don't mean some little half-hearted job, I mean fuck her until she has a big, huge orgasm?"
"Why?"
"Just answer, please?"
"I don't want to do anything that would make you feel like I loved you less or anything like that, but if you stood there, naked, and told me to fuck one of your best friends while you watched? I think it'd be hard to at first, but Abby is damn sexy, and she did feel pretty fucking good for the one little poke I gave her. Once I got past the awkwardness of fucking another woman in front of you, yeah, I could fuck her to a hard climax. Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"So, if, say Evan suggested that the two of you swap wives for the evening, you'd do it?"
"You mean you and Rachel? Uh uh. If he made that suggestion, I'd say no."
"Why?"
"Because if you wanted to do that, you'd suggest it, not him. It's different for women than men. We're wired to be able to do that kind of thing a lot easier than women are. That's why you're having so much trouble with what Tom did, where if Abby had, I'd feel guilty having cheated on you, but it wouldn't have been nearly as devastating as what he did."
She lay with her head on my chest, gently stroking my chest for long minutes. I'd have thought she fell asleep, except for her fingers still moving on my skin. "Have you ever wanted to have sex with more than one woman at a time?"
I chuckled softly. "I think at some time in their lives all guys fantasize about that."
"Have you?"
"Yeah. I'm part of that guy group, right?"
She slid her hand down to my dick and grasped my surprisingly hard shaft, gently stroking it. "It would seem the idea appeals to you though, and we both know you've got the tools for it." I chuckled again in response and kissed the top of her head. I held her until her stroking stopped and she fell asleep holding my hard dick, wondering what she was thinking about with those questions.
---o---
Thursday started off as normal as any other day, wake up, make lunches, eat breakfast, head off to work. After work my wife once again changed from work clothes, this time into a pair of very lightweight workout shorts and what she calls a cami , a light weight undershirt with small strings up over her shoulders. It was designed to add an additional lightweight layer over her upper body, generally to hide whatever her blouse allowed to show through. She wore them frequently to work, somewhat paranoid about her bra showing through her blouse in front of a client. This was the first time I'd ever seen her wear one without a blouse over it, or a bra under it. Her big, soft boobs showed easily through the thin white material, and by the time she finished washing dishes after dinner, the splashes of water had made the nearly translucent top even more so. She stood in front of me, letting me look at her, a naughty little grin on her face.
"I need you to change," she said without moving from where I was in my recliner.
"You do?"
"Uh huh," she said, holding a hand out for me. I shrugged and put the reclining sectional sofa down and got up, letting her lead me by the hand to the bedroom. Lying on the bed was a pair of my summer weight sleep shorts. Not just any pair of sleep shorts, but the pair that was pretty threadbare from wear, with the elastic waistband worn to the point that they had a tendency to fall down. "If I asked you really nice, would you put those on, and nothing else?"
"I presume you have something sexy in mind?"
She stepped up to me and moved around behind me. She reached her hands to my pants and undid my belt and the front of my pants, pushing them and my boxer briefs down to expose my already mostly-hard dick. She wrapped her hands around my shaft and slowly stroked it, making it harder by the moment. "I have something I want to try, something that matters to me," she whispered. "You said you'd do anything I asked. Well, I'm asking. Please do whatever I suggest, no questions, no arguments?"
"You're not going to chain me to the bed and take advantage of me, are you?" I asked jokingly.
"Hmmmmm. There's an idea. Hadn't thought of that." She giggled softly. "Trust me. This is what I want. I have my reasons and I want you to just go along. That's all I can tell you."
"If that's what you want," I answered.
"JUDY?" I heard Rachel call from the kitchen, apparently having walked in without knocking.
"Oh damn," I groaned. "That'll spoil our fun."
My wife, instead of reacting with surprise, just kept stroking my dick. "Why do you say that?"
"You planned on her coming over and seeing me in that?" I asked, pointing to the sleep shorts.
"Uh huh. Trust me? Please?"
I didn't know what she had in mind, but I knew my wife, and she could be a very determined woman. When one of our daughters accused her of being too scared to zipline over a six-hundred foot deep gorge, there was no way you could keep her from doing it. She was scared as hell, but she wasn't going to NOT go! I had a feeling this was the same kind of thing. Whatever she had in mind, she was going to go through with come hell or high water. "Alright lover. I'll be out in a moment. Just need a few minutes to make this go down."
"Uh uh. It's exactly how I want it. Poking out and obvious, just like my boobs. In fact, the harder the better."
"It's not like Rachel hasn't already seen me naked," I said quietly.
"I know." She nodded. "Now you change and come out as soon as you can, okay?"
"Alright," I agreed. She let go of me and walked to the door. I watched her stop and take several deep breaths before pulling her shoulders back and walking from the room, calling out to Rachel that she was coming. I heard her greet Rachel and, to my surprise, Evan. I quickly changed and walked out with the sleep shorts low on my hips, the only thing keeping them from falling down was the hardon poking the front straight out. I tried not to feel embarrassed as I stepped out in the room, but the feeling only lasted a few moments. Rachel was standing in the room just past my wife, facing me. Her eyes, of course, immediately went to my crotch, while mine took in her attire.
She was wearing a nearly see-through lace teddy, leaving her legs and arms bare, and her sexy little C-cup boobs exposed under the lace. Her pussy was also on display in the outfit, showing off her shaved mound and lips. If I was hoping my dick would go down, well, that wasn't happening any time soon. I finally noticed Evan standing by her, wearing nothing but a pair of lightweight nylon running shorts on his six-foot-two, slender frame. It was pretty obvious that he was enjoying the view of my wife as well, his eyes staring at her tits through the shirt, not even realizing I had walked in.
"Oh honey!" Judy said brightly as she realized I'd walked into the room. "So, I know you want to know what's going on. Well, Rachel is, of course, shaved down there. And when we talked about it, Evan is the one that does it for her. So we thought that maybe I should try it, and, well, you need to learn how."
"It's definitely not like shaving my face," Evan said. "But I don't mind doing her. It's kinda fun and I always get a reward."
"A reward?"
"Uh huh. It makes me soooooo fucking turned on when he does it we almost always have to fuck," Rachel said with a grin. "I'm hoping you do as good a job as my sweetie does."
"I bet he will. So, how do we do this?" my wife asked. I could hear in her voice she was determined to do this but nervous, the tone of her voice a good half octave higher than normal.
"Let's go get some water. Evan has my clippers and razor, so that's all we need," Rachel said with a smile.
I stood there awkwardly with Evan, neither of us saying anything for a while. "You sure you're good with this?" Evan asked quietly. "When Rachel told me what we were doing, well, I was kinda surprised, to be honest."
"This whole thing is a surprise for me. I just found out about it when I walked in here."
"Ohhhhh. So you don't know the plan?" he asked with raised eyebrows.
"What plan?"
He looked down and blushed a little. "Um. I'm going to show you how to shave your wife... um... by doing it."
"You're going to shave Judy?"
"Uh huh. And you're going to practice on Rachel."
"Okay, well, that doesn't sound any worse than what I've already done to Rachel in the last few weeks."
"No, no, it isn't, but it is a lot different than what's been done to Judy," he said quietly. "I mean she's going to have to spread 'em with my face right between her legs, and she's been more than a little reluctant to go that far. Not to mention, I'll literally be putting my fingers inside her. That's why, by the time I'm done, Rachel wants to have sex. So I don't expect any less with you doing it to her."
"And like you said, my wife has been reluctant to go that far in front of you guys. Well, this is her idea. I guess we're just going to have to go with it and see what happens."
"What happens about what?" Rachel asked as she walked in with a large bowl of water, my wife following behind her, her tits bouncing and wiggling enticingly in the see-through top.
"About me sticking my fingers in her and then after," Evan answered.
"Don't worry about that. She and I talked about it. She knows what to expect."
"Well, if you say so. Got some place to plug this in?" he asked, opening the small bag he was carrying and pulling out a small electric hair trimmer.
"Yeah. Over here," I said, pointing to an outlet on the wall near one of the overstuffed chairs. He nodded and bent to plug the shaver in, setting it on the floor near the front of the chair.
"Okay. I guess I'm ready," he said.
"Not hardly. You're not naked. You always do this naked!"
"True, but then, it's also usually only us."
"And today it isn't. Just pretend it's me in front of you."
"Alright," he said, pushing his shorts down and stepping out of his flip flops and the shorts, leaving him completely naked, his dick sticking out, not quite completely hard, but pretty much so.
"Time to drop 'em sweetie," Rachel said to my wife before turning to look at me. "You too, sexy," she said with a little grin.
I shrugged and pushed the sleep pants down, not that it took too much to get them off, and stepped out of them, while I watched my wife walk over to the chair and stand there for a moment. She closed her eyes and pushed her shorts down, letting them slide down her legs. She stepped out of them, leaving her in only the semi-see-through shirt. She sat down in the chair with her legs together, but only for a few moments. Evan knelt in front of her and grasped her calves, lifting and spreading her legs wide, hooking them over the arms of the chair. He reached for her butt and lifted and pulled her until she way lying back in the chair with her ass right at the edge, making her legs spread even further apart. I could see her look at me with a little trepidation and then look away, almost as if to say, 'no, I'm not going to chicken out!'
"Might as well get down there and watch," Rachel said quietly, pushing me from behind, even though I hadn't realized she had even moved behind me.
"So, first thing: if you have a trimmer you can cut the bulk of it off before you start shaving. Once it's shaved the first time it's a lot easier to keep it that way." He turned on the clippers and began to pull little tufts of my wife's pubic hair away from her body before using the clipper to cut it off. Over and over he did this, all the way up her mound and all the way down to the last hairs around her pussy. When he had the length all cut down to a quarter inch or so, he began running the cutter gently over her mound and around her lips, letting it snip off the short hairs even shorter. It took almost ten minutes before he had everything down to a short stubble. "Now we start the fun part," he said as he shook a can of some kind of shaving cream. He squirted it on my wife's pussy lips and mound and then began to massage it around, turning the gel into a white foam coating. He rinsed his hands in the bowl and then began to stroke the razor over her mound, scraping off the foam and the hairs with it.
Little by little he worked lower, working carefully around her pussy lips, keeping a constant monologue going of how to hold and move her pussy so it wouldn't get cut. Eventually he had to work closer and, after apologizing to my wife, he slipped two fingers into her vaginal tunnel, using his thumb against the side of his fingers to pull and stretch her soft, delicate inner lips to keep them from getting cut by the razor.
As he worked, I could see his fingers slipping in and out of her pussy slightly, stroking her insides and sometimes stroking against her clit as he worked her soft lips out of the way. It was no wonder Rachel ended up turned on. My wife's nipples were poking the thin shirt out from her chest, and I could tell her breathing was getting quite short and choppy, a clue I always used to tell when her orgasm was starting to build.
"Oh fuck," Judy groaned softly, moving her hands to her thin shirt and starting to squeeze and massage her own breasts through it. "Ohhhh damn."
"Sorry, I'll be done soon," Evan said softly.
"Don't be sorry, and you don't have to rush," Judy whispered. "God, it just feels so, so, damn I'm getting so turned on."
"Yeah. Does that to me too." Rachel giggled from where she was standing behind me, watching her husband work on my wife.
"I'm almost done."
"What if I don't want you to be done yet?" my wife moaned.
"We talked about this Judy, you can if you want," Rachel said. "All you have to do is ask."
"Oh god. Right now I want to." She panted as Evan rinsed the razor again and then pulled his fingers out of her pussy.
"Ask what?" I asked quickly.
"All done," Evan announced.
"No, I don't think so," my wife said breathlessly.
"Ask what?" I asked again.
"For him to put is meat in and make her come," Rachel whispered in my ear.
"I'm not?" Evan asked my wife.
"Not from what Rachel tells me. You still need to massage that special lotion onto me."
Evan looked at my wife in surprise and then back at his wife. "You told her that? That I'd do that?"
"Wait? We talking about what I think we are?" I asked both Evan and my wife.
"Yeah. Better get to work getting that lotion before she changes her mind," Rachel said, ignoring my question.
Evan twisted to look back at me, his wife hanging on me with her hand gripping my fat cock. "You good with this? I mean, doing it to my wife is one thing, but Judy?"



"Stop arguing and do it before I chicken out!" my wife said sharply. "Oh damn! I'm going to lose that feeling," she added almost sadly.
"You know, I've never had sex with another man's wife in front of him before," Evan said as he turned back to my wife. "But if that's what you want, I'm not going to say no."
"That what you want, honey?" I asked my wife as Evan moved the bowl and lifted himself to his knees to get his dick at my wife's pussy level. He grasped his hardon and began to rub his engorged head up and down her slit.
"Ohhhhh shit. If someone doesn't stick it in pretty soon, I'm gonna be upset. Yes! I invited him, so obviously it's what I want." She closed her eyes and waited. I watched is fat head spread her lips and start to press into the entrance to her vaginal depths. His cock slid slowly into her sopping wet pussy, disappearing inch by inch into her. I knew that Tom had gone balls deep into her, but watching it happen was a different feeling altogether. He got about half of his length into her and then pulled back, making me wonder if he'd had a change of heart, but he stopped and pressed into her again, slowly working more of his cock into her. "Ohhhhh yessssss," she whispered as he started another stroke. He began working slowly in and out, driving deeper into her with each stroke until his pubic hair was pressed against her now-shaved pussy. He reached for her legs and lifted them off the arms of the chair, pushing them into the air. He held them in the air and began to pump his hips, driving his cock in and out like a piston.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes. That's it. Fuck me," she moaned, her eyes still closed. He reached up her chest and pushed her shirt up, exposing her bare tits as he thrust in and out of her rhythmically, the slap of his body against her bare ass surprisingly loud in the room.
I felt Rachel kneel down behind me and wrap an arm around my chest, her lips kissing and nuzzling my neck as she teased and played with my rock-hard dick. "Don't worry. You'll be doing that to me in a few minutes," she whispered before she kissed and licked my earlobe.
"I will?"
"Uh huh, once you shave me," she whispered. "Gotta get that special lotion flowing."
I watched Evan drive into her over and over, my wife grunting and gasping as his body jammed hard against her clit with each stroke he made. In and out he worked, pushing her impending climax closer and closer, and his along with it.
"Uh," Evan grunted as my wife began to climax, her whole body trembling and shaking, her vagina squeezing around his fat cock as she did. In and out Evan continued to thrust, driving her climax higher and higher until she let out a long loud cry of pleasure. He held her shaking legs in the air as he pushed his own orgasm closer to climax. He suddenly jerked his hips back and let go of one of her legs, freeing his hand to grab his cock. He wrapped his hand around it and began jerking it feverishly as he aimed it at my wife's pussy. "Fuck!" he grunted as he started to squirt his cum all over her pussy and now-bare, smooth mound. He knelt there panting for long seconds, rubbing his leaking head up and down and around her soft lips, spreading his cum on them and even between them. Rachel did her best to distract me with her kisses and her attention to my hardon while her husband knelt between my wife's legs, rubbing his now-softening dick around her soft pussy lips until it had become too soft to really do anything with. He let go of his dick and moved his hand back to her still-raised leg, shifting it and hanging both of them over the chair arms again.
He used the fingers of his right hand to slowly massage his cum into her pussy lips and mound while his left slid up her body again to her big, soft tits, closing around one, massaging it and teasing its nipple. My wife moaned softly as his fingers found her clit again and began to rub and tease it. My wife reached between her legs and gently moved his fingers from her over-sensitive clit, looking down at him with a small smile. "Thank you," she whispered.
"That's pretty much how we do it," he said a little breathlessly as he withdrew his hands from her body and moved back to let her put her legs down and sit more normally.
"And now it's my turn," Rachel said suddenly. "And I expect a clean shave and a full service massage with it!"
"I guess I have to move then," my wife said softly, still a little breathless and flushed from her climax. She got up and moved to the sofa, sitting down on it toward one end, Evan getting up and sitting next to her.
Rachel took my wife's place on the chair, her body suit already removed and tossed aside, lifting and spreading her legs over the arms of the chair like Judy had been. I moved between her legs and glanced over at my wife, Evan's hand on her left thigh, his pinky finger stroking my wife's pussy gently while she idly played with his flaccid dick.
I tried to not pay attention to what they were doing, and concentrated on what I was about to do to Rachel. I'd already licked her to orgasm once, so seeing her pussy up close wasn't anything new, though I did find it kind of exciting just the same. I spread the gel on her mound and began to rub it around, turning it into slick, creamy foam. I could feel the stubble of her hairs that had started growing back and wondered how often she shaved, or was shaved.
I let my fingers stroke around and then between her lips while I picked up the razor with my right hand. Slowly I stroked the razor over her mound, scraping off the white foam and cutting the stubble down smooth with each pass. I worked carefully, not wanting to accidently nick her soft skin. I began working further down, pushing two fingers into her vaginal opening and using my thumb to gently pull the small amount of delicate inner lip to my fingers, stretching it out of the way as I stroked the razor slowly over full, round outer lips.
"Oh yeah. So gentle. He's good. Damn good!" she moaned softly as I switched which hand I had the razor in, pushing two fingers of my right hand into her. I stroked my fingers in and out and pressed my thumb on her clit to tease her a bit more, drawing a long, deep moan from her.
It didn't take me long to finish the job, rinsing her off and then wiping the excess water from her with my hand. "Now, bring that cock up here," she practically demanded.
I looked over at my wife, watching me, Evan's hand between her now partly spread legs, her hand stroking his again-hard dick. I raised my eyebrows in the unasked question, to which she slightly nodded. I looked back to Rachel, moved the water pan and then lifted myself onto my knees. I rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit and then pushed slowly into her.
"Ohhhhhh my god yes. Jesus Judy! Shit! He feels like a fucking log!" Rachel gasped as I worked my cock into her tight confines. I was only in her a few inches before I felt her lips grab at my dry shaft. I started to stroke in short, little jabbing strokes to force myself deeper and deeper, using her own juices to lubricate us both. In and out I pushed, only a few inches each time, slowly working myself deeper into her. I felt my head press against the end of her vagina and then began to stroke more fully in and out, drawing more pleasurable gasps and groans. "Ohmygod!" she gasped. "Ohhhhh god. Fuck me. Fuck me and fill me sweetie. Give it all to me. Make me feel it all!"
"I thought... I was... supposed to... cream on you," I panted as I plunged into her over and over, pushing both of us toward climax.
"You are, but I want it in me. I want it all in me."
I was tempted to do just that, but the deal I understood was not that. I wasn't going to be like Tom and take advantage. No, fucking her was one thing, filling her with cum, that was another altogether. I drove in and out, feeling her climax start to wash over her. I was surprised how quickly it happened, how fast my cock pushed her over the edge. As she did when I licked her, her climax came hard and wet. I could feel her pussy gushing her juices out onto me, which rebounded onto her as much as me. Each stroke sounded like a wet splat as I slapped against her, the sound almost drowned out by her cries of pleasure. "FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried into the air as her whole body trembled and spasmed, each spasm bucking her ass up from the chair and sending another gush of her juices out at me.
I'd heard of women coming like this, and even experienced it a little when I'd licked her, but the sheer volume of her juices wetting the two of us was a complete surprise, not to mention incredibly erotic. I wasn't going to need much more coaxing toward my own climax before she started to come, but between the sudden additional tightness of her pussy and her gushing juices it was all I could do to pull out of her in time. I held my cock against her slick, wet mound as my body jerked and spasmed, sending shot after shot of cum lancing out of my excited dick. The first shot sailed all the way to her face, the second landing between her tits, the third and fourth on her stomach and the remaining, less powerful ones, on her mound until all that was left was oozing from the tip of my head onto her clean-shaven mound.
"Jesus Christ! What a fucking orgasm!" she gasped between gulps of air. "Holy shit Judy! He does that to you all the time? Fuck! I don't know I could handle those every day."
"We don't have sex every day," my wife answered, drawing my attention back to her. I could see two of Evan's fingers in her pussy, slowly stroking in and out of her as she stared at the two of us, her face flushed red, either from excitement or embarrassment, I wasn't sure which.
"Why the fuck not? God, I wanted to feel that filling me, though."
"That wasn't what I understood was the deal between me and Evan," I panted. "And to be honest, I'm not sure I want someone else filling up Judy, so I sure as hell can't do it to someone else's wife."
"I wouldn't have minded," Evan said. "As long as she was enjoying it, it wouldn't bother me."
"It might bother me," my wife said quietly, reaching down and pulling Evan's fingers from her. "I kind of think that might be enough for a bit though. At least until you get a shower," my wife added, looking at me.
"Yeah. I kinda need one, don't I?"
Rachel put down her legs and sat up in the chair. "I think we both could stand a shower, all of us, actually. It'd be a lot more fun if we didn't do it alone though, wouldn't it?"
"Well, um. Yeah. That's true," my wife acknowledged.
"But if we were going to shower with our own husbands, we might as well go home. But there is another option. If we did it here, we wouldn't have to shower with our own husbands, right?"
"Um. What are you suggesting? We shower all together?"
"You have a pretty big shower, but I don't know there's room for four in there. Well, maybe we would at that, but it might be easier if we did it in pairs.
"Are you suggesting that I shower with Evan and you shower with Alex?"
Rachel grinned broadly. "I doubt that Evan would mind. In fact, I bet if you asked, he'd be happy to give you another happy ending."
"Without question," Evan said quickly.
"I've been in your guest bath. That shower is pretty small. Maybe I take Alex and we go use our master shower and you two use yours? Rachel suggested.
"I don't know. I mean, we haven't ever had sex with someone else's spouse like this before tonight. Playing like we did was one thing, but this, this is a whole 'nother level. This really what you wanna do, sweetie: have sex with Alex like that?" Evan asked his wife.
"Tell you what, lover. How about we just keep it in the shower. You can do whatever she wants, as long as it stays in the shower. When you're done, she goes to bed and you come home. Same thing here. An hour? We send our husbands home in an hour?" Rachel looked at Judy who was clearly hesitant. "You can trust Evan. He won't do anything you don't tell him he can."
"We thought that about Tom too, and you know what happened," Judy answered with a scowl.
"Tom? What did Tom do?" Evan asked quickly.
My wife looked at Evan and then at me, trying to decide if she wanted to tell them exactly what happened. Finally she took a deep breath and let it out before starting her tale. "We were hiking, well, naked, and we were putting sunblock on each other, him on me and Alex on Abby. We were playing around. We were all horny as hell from teasing each other, having fun. It was kinda exciting actually. I was surprised how much fun I was having and how turned on it was making me. Anyway, he was behind me, rubbing his hands on all the good places and I was rubbing my butt on his dick. I let him put his dick between my legs, not to fuck me, but to just rub it between my thighs to get him off, kinda like Alex and Abby were doing. I didn't want him to put it in me, just between my legs. When I started to climax he stuck his dick in me and just kept going, even after I told him to stop."
"Keep going as in..." Evan asked.
"Until he came in me. I told him not to, told him to stop, but he didn't."
"Shit. What did you do?"
"Actually, other than be angry with him, nothing yet. But that'll change tomorrow. That's why tonight I wanted to make sure I could do this before it was in front of Tom. Abby and I have it all worked out," my wife said with a stern look on her face.
"Unfortunately, the plan is going to have to change a little. I didn't know until tonight that Evan has to go out of town."
"So you planned on having sex with Evan in front of Tom, while I what? Had sex with Rachel?" I asked with a frown. "How is that punishment for Tom?"
"It wasn't expected to be. You, my dear, were going to have sex with both Abby and Rachel in front of Tom, and he wasn't going to be allowed to join in, not at all. You see, for him, a three-way would have been the ultimate thing to try. He's asked Abby to find a partner to try it with several times, which she has refused. This time, she was going to have a three-way, but with you, not Tom."
"That explains the strange questions. And I presume that you would be inviting Evan to have sex with you, to show Tom that's what's supposed to happen?"
"Something like that," my wife admitted.
"And of course, you plan on having Alex unload inside you?" Evan asked his wife.
"Well, um, yeah."
"Why are you so obsessed with this?" Evan said. "This isn't the first time you suggested you wanted to be fucked by Alex. So now you have, and you still want more?"
"Well, yes and no. I want it. I want to feel how different it is with someone else to go all the way. His cock feels so much different than yours."
"Better than mine?"
"I didn't say that. I said different. God, it made me come sooooo fucking hard. I just want to see what it feels like to go all the way with him."
"Fine. You convince Judy to let him do that, and you can... for a price."
"A price?" she asked.
"Uh huh. A price. It's gonna cost you. You wanna feel like a slut, maybe you should look the part too," Evan said with a frown. "I know damn well I can't stop you if you're determined to make it happen, so fine, you make it happen, but you're gonna have to pay for the pleasure."
I saw her face change a little. "You're not talking about what I think you are, are you?"
"Why not? You like to role play the part, we've done it before. Why not do it for real. You convince Judy, and play the part and you can have all she'll let you have. But it has to be tomorrow. I want my wife back to normal when I come home Saturday morning."
"Play the part? All of it?" Rachel asked with a look of surprise on her face.
"ALL of it. At dance class!" he said firmly. "If you don't want to, then let's stop playing at it here and now. It's up to you."
"You'd make me do that? In front of our friends?"
"Nope. I'm not doing anything. You know what I expect. It's up to you. And I want video. If I can't be there to enjoy it, I can at least relive it on video. It's up to you," he said as he got up from the sofa. "I'm heading home. I'm going to take a shower and get in bed. I expect you to shower and then ride me until we both get that happy ending."
"Alright, I'll be there in a minute," she said sullenly.
Evan packed his little bag with the razor, shaver and cream and headed to the back door. "Don't be long," he called before heading out completely naked.
"What does he mean, play the part? And video what?"
"I'd have to wear something that lets my tits and pussy show through, and then before I leave, he expects me to either drop my dress, or have it pulled off, and walk out naked."
"And this is a game you play? You have clothes to do that?"
"Well, we sometimes role play that I'm a slut hooker and I tease him and then he offers me money, which I turn down and try to leave. He grabs at me and the dress rips off of me. He chases me down, usually catching me on the stairs or in the hallway and takes me there."
"And he wants you to that in public?" I asked in surprise.
"No, he doesn't expect me to do it at all. That challenge was because he doesn't think I can, or will go anywhere near that far. I've never done anything like that in public. The most has been in front of a couple friends. This is his way of saying put up or shut up. If I want to go all the way with you, one hundred percent, I have to convince Judy to let me, and then I have to pay for it by doing that in public. I might just have to put up. But if I do, you have to let Alex go all the way. No short changing. All of it as many times as we can get him up." She finished looking hopefully at my wife.
"What about Abby? I already have that lined up."
"We can make it work. We just have to make sure he saves one for her."
"Saves one for her?" I asked in confusion. "What are you talking about?"
"Yeah, you have to fuck her, in front of Tom, and you have to cum in her, in a good, large, obvious climax so that when you pull out, he can see your cum dripping from her," my wife said ever so quietly. "We, us girls, want him to feel what it's like to have someone else's cum leaking from her instead of his. You see, he doesn't want Abby to have sex with you. He deems her pussy to be his personal little playground . Well, he used mine without my permission, so the way I see it, I get to use hers without his permission. You're going to get to watch me make Abby orgasm with one of our toys, and then, you get to stick it in her and finish inside her."
"And Abby is good with this?"
"It was Abby's idea," my wife whispered. "I'd planned on having Evan fuck me in front of him as well, but it looks like you're going to be doing three of us at once."
"I don't know if I can handle three at once. I only have one dick."
"And fingers and a tongue," Rachel said. "If I can screw up the courage to do this, to wear that dress and drop it. Hell, I might need some help doing that, but if I can, Will you let him finish inside me?"
"If you're willing to get naked in public, if it's that important? Yeah." She looked at me with a stern determined look on her face. "I'm already asking you to do it inside Abby, right in front of me, in front of all of us, what's the difference if you do it to Rachel as well? Just get it all out of your system tomorrow, because there aren't going to be any repeats, got it buster?"
"Understood." I agreed.
---o---
I'll admit it. I was kind of excited all day. As much as I loved my wife and loved having sex with her, there was no guy alive that would turn down having a three-way, let alone a four-way, with directions from your wife to positively make sure to fuck the hell out of at least one of the other women. I was also pretty excited to see if Rachel would, in fact, wear whatever slutty dress she had, and drop it in public. She had a very sexy body that did turn me on, and the thought of having her going naked in public for me to film was, well, exciting. I'm not sure how else to put it.



I wasn't sure how excited my wife was about the idea though when I got home. She didn't look happy, and she didn't look excited. I suspected she was having second thoughts about the whole thing.
"You sure you wanna go through with this? We don't have to, you know," I said as I hugged her from behind as she stood in front of the stove finishing dinner.
"No, it's not that. I mean, nothing is going to happen to me. It's just, well, this whole thing, the games, the naked hiking trip, now this. It's all happened so damn fast. If you'd have asked me a month ago if I'd ever get naked in front of a friend's husband, I'd have told you not in a million years, yet there I was. Not only naked, but letting him rub his hands all over my body, and sliding his cock between my thighs while he made me climax. Last night I let another man fuck me, not you, but another man stick his dick in me and make me come around it. And now, now I'm going to be naked in front of Tom again, trusting that he'll sit there and not step over the line again. Would you? Just sit there and watch me being fucked by another guy if you were him."
"Isn't that what I had to do last night?"
"Well, yeah, I guess. But that was different."
"How?"
"I don't know. It was. I guess because we agreed to it. Both of us. He was going to do it to me and you were going to do it to Rachel."
"And that makes it different?"
"Oh, hell, I don't know. Maybe you're right. Maybe we should just forget the whole thing."
"I think that's probably the best idea. I mean, Tom did what he did. We can't take it back. But we don't have to do anything again that puts you naked in front of him, so there isnt any reason for it to happen again, right?"
"Yeah. But I still want to make him pay for it in some way. I mean, I can't ever get rid of that feeling of him coming in me when I was telling him to stop. It was so... it was, it was repulsive. It didn't feel good or sexy or sensual or exciting or even fun. The hike was, up to that point more fun than I would have expected. When Abby started to challenge me to go naked with her, it was kind of exciting. I was starting to really get into it. Yeah, I was getting excited, sexually, and I know you were too. I wanted to keep going. I was a little hesitant to let him put the sunblock on me, but once he started playing with my body I kind of let my inhibitions go and just enjoyed how it felt. Right up to the point I felt his cock push into me. If I'd have known what Tom was going to end up doing, I wouldn't have ever let him touch me."
I rubbed my hands up and down her arms. "None of us knew."
"I should have," she whispered.
"How? How would you know?"
"I don't know. But I shouldn't have trusted him."
"You trusted Abby, and she didn't expect him to do that, did she?"
"Well, I don't know any more. Sometimes I think she worried that he might push things too far, but she didn't stop us."
"Well, what's done is done. Tonight is to punish him, right? Then it's over."
"Yeah."
"Just make sure it isn't more punishment on you than on him." I kissed her on the top of the head and let go. "I'm going to go change."
"Alright. I'll be along in a minute. I need to finish this and let it simmer."
I was undressed and getting ready to pull on my jeans when Judy came into the bedroom. She walked straight over to me and tugged on the waistband of my underwear. "I wonder what would happen if you didn't wear these?"
"You mean besides getting myself stuck in the zipper of my jeans?" I chuckled. "Not much I suppose."
"So why not try it?" she asked as she unzipped the skirt she had on and slipped it off. She stood, expectantly, while she unbuttoned her blouse, watching me. I finally shrugged and took my underwear off and then stepped into my pants, drawing a grin from her as she took her blouse off and tossed it on the bed. "You know, I was telling the truth last night."
"About what?"
"About having fun and being excited while we were hiking. It was getting me really horny being out there like that. I don't remember getting that turned on when we did it all those years ago."
"Oh?"
She turned to walk into the closet and gave me a simple, "Uh huh", as if that answered everything.
"And you're telling me this, why?" I asked as she stood in the closet. Her bra flew out of the closet and landed on the bed, surprising me. I stepped to the closet, my pants pulled up, but still open in the front, and looked in. She was pulling on her western shirt, one of three she had been wearing to these dance classes. I stood and stared at her, my dick starting to swell and grow as she snapped the front of the shirt over her completely bare tits.
"How does this look?" she asked, looking down at herself. "My nipples don't show too much in this, do they?"
"Depends on what you consider too much."
She grinned at me and bounced up and down a little, like she would as we did the line dancing, making her tits bounce and wiggle inside the shirt. "Ohhhh. I can feel them rubbing on the inside of the shirt."
"Well, if you want them to show, they're definitely showing more now than a second ago."
"Good! I want him to know that they're bare. I want him to think that he's going to get to play with them."
"I take it you mean Tom?"
"Uh huh. Abby is going to hint that someone might be enjoying a threesome later tonight. He's going to think it's him and Abby and me. We're going to let him think that all the way up until I take my shirt off, and then he's going to learn that there will be a threesome, actually a foursome, but all he gets to do is watch."
"He might be upset."
"I hope he is," she said with a nod. "Do you think I should wear panties under my skirt?"
"Why would you not?"
"Just so I can flash him my bare pussy to tease him. It's not like he hasn't seen it already, but by flashing it at him it's just going to reinforce the idea that he's getting me later."
"You know, this could backfire on you two. He might decide to not sit there and take it."
"He will."
"And you know this how?"
"Actually, you gave me the idea the other day."
"I did?"
"Oh yeah. You see, we're going to get him all naked and sitting in a chair, and then Abby is going to slip a little rope she has made up around his wrists so he has to stay sitting there."
"And you think he won't object to being tied up like that?"
"He won't if he thinks it's all part of his special surprise." She smirked.
"You do realize that he could get very upset. We could end up losing them as friends."
She frowned at me. "As far as I'm concerned, he did that already when he came in me out there. No, he can accept his punishment or he can walk away from our friendship. It's his choice, and when we're done Abby will make sure he understands exactly why this happened. Frankly, I don't trust him enough to want to be naked around him again. He's going to have to earn that trust back if he wants to keep playing games like we have."
"Are we? Still going to play games after this?"
"If he hadn't been a jerk, it would have been a fun hike and I wouldn't have minded doing it again. Now, well, we'll have to see what happens."
I shook my head and walked to the bed to get my shirt. By the time I had it on, she was dressed and pulling on her boots.
---o---
Interesting, that was what I had to call Rachel's outfit. She had on a white, sleeveless dress that was thin enough that if there was light behind her, I could see though the skirt and see her delicate inner lips on display between her thighs. Her top was equally see-through, and I had no doubt that if she hadn't had a vest on, that even in the somewhat gloomily-lit room we were learning to dance in that her nipples and areola would show through. Fortunately, for her anyway, the vest pulled closed in the middle enough to cover the front of both tits. She and my wife chatted on the way to dance, with me in the back seat trying to pick up their conversation. I knew she was nervous. No, more than nervous. She and Evan had apparently talked about trying something more public, more public at least than inside a circle of friends. I knew she wore the vest because she was really nervous about doing this and it gave her at least a little bit of control over who and when she would be exposed. I'd noticed that the back of the dress was split all the way down her back to the skirt, the material overlapping a bit just above her butt. I could see the skirt didn't actually sew together there, but clearly was little more than an overlapping split down from the waist all the way to the hem. Where the material overlapped at her waist seemed to pucker out slightly, making me realize that it hid only a few small snaps. I couldn't see what happened further up the back of her dress, but I suspected that it wouldn't take much to make the split extend all the way to the hem.
My wife's sexy tits bounced and wiggled in her shirt as we danced, and I could see a number of the guys trying hard to watch without looking like they were watching. How did I know? Well, tight jeans don't do much to hide bulges and there were more than a few of those. There were going to be some busy chiropractors tomorrow from strained necks!
It finally became break time and we got in line for some drinks and snacks, my wife and I choosing cans of soda and a few cookies. Abby and Tom came down the line behind us, Tom standing close enough to my wife to bump into her butt a couple times. Their plan to make him think he was getting her after dance seemed to be working quite well, from what I could tell. He wouldn't be that blatant in public if he didn't think she was coming on to him and wanted that attention. We sat down around one of the round tables, Tom sitting so he could easily see my wife's boobs wiggling with each movement she made. Abby settled next to me and soon had her hand in my lap, stroking my dick through my jeans. I tried hard not to look like anything was happening, but if I had to stand up it was going to be pretty obvious. I knew that Joan saw what Abby was doing, and she totally ignored it.
Rachel sat on the other side of my wife, nursing a cookie and a large cup of ice water instead of her usual can of fruit juice. I was so distracted by Abby's fingers trying to pull my zipper down that I almost missed Rachel's carefully choreographed accident. The gap at the front of her vest was held together by a small gold chain that went from a button on one side to the matching hole on the other. She deftly undid the chain, allowing the front of the vest to gap apart, completely exposing the front of the dress at least as wide as her unbridled breasts. A few seconds later, my wife stood up from her chair, turning to face me, her but bumping against Rachel's arm, just as she was lifting the cup of ice water toward her lips.
With a squeal of surprise that didn't sound all that fake, Rachel jumped up from her chair, trying to wipe the ice cold water from her chest and front, doing more to encourage the water to soak into the material than to remove it. As she stood, trying to wipe the water from her dress, my wife turned to face her, grabbing a napkin to help try to dab the water from her dress. As she stood there, her chest, stomach and crotch quickly became more visible, the cold water saturating the white material and making it translucent, well, maybe even more than translucent. The cold also was having an immediate effect on her nipples, her areola puckering noticeably and her nipples pushing out considerably.
If I hadn't been staring so hard at Rachel becoming almost naked, I'd have realized that my wife's skirt had been hiked up considerably while sitting, and now that she was standing, the tight skirt hadn't fallen down and her freshly-shaved pussy was completely on display for Tom, and anyone sitting behind him. I caught the look on his face and followed his eyes to my wife's crotch and her exposure.
"Shit honey, your skirt," I swore quietly, my brain not quite processing that it was every bit as intentional as the water spilled on Rachel. She looked down at herself, appearing to realize how much she was showing, and squeaked in surprise. Her face starting to turn bright red in sincere embarrassment as she stopped tending to Rachel and quickly sat down, using the table to cover herself until she could pull the skirt down enough to cover her crotch again.
"Damn," she whispered quietly, her hands trembling as she wiggled her butt side to side, working her skirt back down her thighs.
"That wasn't what you intended?" I asked as I felt Abby's hand close around my hardening dick, which she had succeeded in fishing out of the now unzipped fly of my pants.
"Not that much!" she whispered as she looked around to see just who saw how much. Based on the number of people staring at Rachel's still-exposed front, I'd have guessed a good portion of the class had seen the two of them. "Rachel! Sit down!" my wife hissed at her friend.
Rachel looked at her and then around and sat down quickly, pulling the vest closed to cover her boobs, her own face now starting to blush brightly.
The wives and girlfriends started to get their men's attentions back to them and away from the floor show we'd just provided.
"So you really didn't mean to show that off?" I whispered to my wife.
"Hell no! It was just supposed to flash for a second and then slide down as I stood up," she said in a breathless whisper. "But it didn't."
I started to chuckle and couldn't seem to stop, even when she was glaring at me and pushing on my arm. "I'm sorry," I told her after a few moments. "I shouldn't laugh."
"No, you shouldn't," she agreed with a scowl. "It wasn't suppose to happen that way."
"Let's hope Rachel plans better than you."
"Somehow I don't think so," Abby said with a giggle. "She's going to be dancing in that wet dress for the next hour, or at least until it dries, and as much as she spilled on herself, she's gonna be showing off her jewelry box to every guy in the place."
"Just between us, I think you guys ought to just cancel this little game you have going. It seems to me that it's already falling apart."
"Not on your life!" my wife hissed at me, drawing Tom's attention to her again from where he was still watching Rachel, presumably hoping her vest would shift again and flash her tits some more.
The instructor called us back together to continue class. I waited to see how much Rachel was showing, and was surprised how much of the front of her dress was see-through, and just how visible her pussy was. I could see her blushing as she walked back to the dance floor, her hands clasped in front of her crotch bashfully.
I started to get up and realized that Abby had done more than unzip my pants. Her hand was still wrapped around my hard-on, sticking out of the front of my pants with little hope of tucking it in through the unzipped fly. "Jesus Abby," I swore quietly, sitting back down and undoing the front of my pants completely to try and tuck my hardon in.
"You didn't have to," Abby whispered as she waited for me to get tucked in before she stood up.
This whole night was turning into a mess. I wondered just what else could go wrong, which was a foolish thing to ask. I knew damn well that asking it was just asking for the worst to happen. The second hour of the night started to draw to a close. I had about decided that Rachel was going to chicken out on her husband's challenge, which would have been fine for me, since I was supposed to video her 'mishap'. That thought dissipated quickly as she left the line she was dancing in and walked to the tables, using a napkin to wipe the sweat from her face. She took off her vest and hung it on the back of her chair, leaving her in just the thin dress. She started to walk back, her tits bouncing and wiggling in the thin material, her nipples and areola showing through the now mostly-dry dress tantalizingly. As she approached me I realized just exactly how this was all supposed to go down. Not only was the dress sleeveless, but it was held up on her body by two small straps over her shoulders. As she walked past me, a nervous little grin on her face, I could tell that like the back of the waistband, the strap material overlapped each other, and were probably just held by snaps. Given a good yank, the dress could easily be split off her shoulders and around her waist, leaving it free to fall completely off of her. The only question was, how was I going to video this without it seeming to be obvious that it was a setup, and how was she going to make it happen.
I took a breath, stepped out of line and walked to the table. I put my phone on record, laid it against the soda can I had left there so it showed us all dancing, and then returned to the floor between my wife and Abby. My part was done. Now all I had to do was wait. There wasn't much time left, so it had to be soon.
We were wrapping things up when I heard it. Rachel cried out in surprise and in a flash, was running, completely naked, across the dance floor toward the doors. She dashed out the door into the parking lot, wearing nothing but her boots, her white dress held in a guys hand with a really confused look on his face. It took me a moment to realize I'd missed the event itself, but more than that, her purse, with her keys and wallet and such was still lying on the table. She might be outside, but she had nowhere to go!
Some people were giggling, some were laughing, at both the guy holding her dress and our now missing friend. Some women were scowling disapprovingly, both at him and at our missing friend. I shook my head, walked to the table to collect my phone and her purse while Judy walked to collect her dress. She'd done her part. It looked like I was going to be having sex with her in a short time.
---o---
I'm sure Tom expected something much different when Abby said she had a surprise for him. We were sitting on the patio behind our house. Rachel back in her mostly see-through dress, talking about what happened.
"I have a surprise for you," Abby said with a grin. "You know how you've asked me a few times about maybe finding a friend to have a threesome with? Well, I think I have," she said as she got up and walked past him. She stood behind his chair and bent over it, kissing him on the cheek before whispering to close his eyes. "Now, give me your hands," she whispered. I was sure he felt something, but definitely not what she had. She slipped a loop around both wrists and then she pulled the rope through some kind of little device that tightened the slack out until it pulled both of his hands down to the arms of his chair.
"What the fuck?" He grunted in surprise, opening his eyes. "What the hell is this? I thought we were doing a threesome, not bondage shit!"
"Oh, I'm doing a threesome. In fact, I'm doing a foursome! Only thing is, you're not part of it. You have to just sit here and watch."
"Watch? What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Lover, you fucked Judy without her permission. You know what that's called? Rape, lover, darling. You raped my friend. We might have been naked and playing, but sex without permission, and coming inside someone telling you no is nothing short of rape. She blamed herself, but after a little convincing she agreed that she might have helped set up the conditions, but you, fucking her while she was actively telling you to stop, was your doing, not hers."
"It wasn't that! I'd never rape a woman!" he protested loudly.
"Oh? What would you call it?"
He was silent for long seconds. "We were just having a good time."
"No sweetie. you were just having a good time. you were doing something you had already expressed a significant desire to do. You knew that she didn't want to do that, yet you chose to do it anyway. How do you think that makes our friends feel? How do they trust us, trust you, ever again?"



"I don't know. It wasn't that bad. I mean, we were all having sex, it wasn't that big of a deal."
Abby stepped around in front of him. "And that, love, is exactly the problem. If that wasn't a big deal, then what I'm going to do isn't either."
"And just what are you going to do?" he asked a little snarkily.
Abby started to undress, taking her clothes off one item at a time, dropping them on his lap until she was naked. Only then did she answer him. "I'm going to bend over and Alex is going to do to me what you did to his wife. He's going to fuck me until he fills my cunt with his cum. Then the three of us girls are going to lick, suck and tease him until he's hard again and then all three of us are going to ride him until he can't take it any longer, and then he's going to fill me up again. And you, my sweet, are going to sit here and not say a word. Maybe, after that, you'll understand just exactly what kind of big deal it was to them."
"You're going to do what?"
"I'm going to let Alex take from me what you took from his wife, the only difference is I'm giving it to him. You took it from her against her will."
"I won't allow it! Don't think I don't know you've been looking to find a way to fuck him since we started playing these games. You know how I feel about it!" he snapped angrily, raising his voice considerably.
"Yet you took it from his wife when she said no. The way I see it, you have two choices. We go home, right now, end of friendship, end of association, who knows what else? Legal action? You did rape her and if they decide to pursue charges, I'll be forced to tell what I know, that you forcibly fucked her while she was telling you not to, and you ejaculated inside her when she was actively telling you not to. Is that what you want?"
"Charges? They won't do that. It'd be too embarrassing to admit what we were doing that led up to it. Judy would never do that. I don't see much risk of that."
I stepped toward him. "And you figured all that out before you ever fucked my wife against her will? Are you really that much of a bastard?"
He shrugged in response. "Not at first, but when I was between her legs I didn't figure she could really do much if I did fuck her all the way."
"Fine." It only took a few moments to strip off my clothes. I took Abby by the arm and guided her to a chair in front of him and coaxed her to kneel on it, facing away from me. I aimed my cock at her pussy and rubbed my already engorged head up and down her lips. I pushed into her hot pussy, Tom glared at me, his jaw working angrily, but said nothing. "What's the matter Tom? Not enjoying someone else being in your wife? Well, get used to it buddy, because I doubt you're going to be able to do much about it."
I wouldn't call it much of an enjoyable fuck, at least not as much as it should have been. At that point I was just pissed off and wanted to do to him what he did to Joan and I. I don't recommend revenge sex, but even so, I made damn sure Abby had the hardest, longest orgasm I could possibly give her. She moaned and cried out how hard she was coming, and I even felt her squirting some of her juices out at me as I plunged wildly in and out of her hot depths. In and out I stroked, pushing Abby's orgasm further along as my own started to mature. I felt that tingle grow and the warmth spread. My hips pushed in and out, my body slapping against her bare ass over and over as the urgency to keep stroking grew within me. "You ready for this Abby?" I gasped as my body let me know it was about to fire its pent-up load. After watching Rachel do her naked dress drop, my dick had been ready to unload for over an hour, and now Abby was going to reap the benefits of all of it.
"OH SHIT YES! FUUUUUUUCK ME! FUCK MY CUNT AND FILL ME!" Abby screamed into the night as my cock swelled inside her.
"UHHHH FUCK YES!" I shouted, wanting Tom to know that I was unloading deep in his wife. My body jerked and spasmed as shot after shot of cum pushed deep in her pussy. She trembled and shuddered as her climax pushed just that little bit higher, feeling my seed pumping into her wetness.
"Ohhhhhhh god! Ohhhhh shit yes," she moaned as I stood behind her, my cock still twitching inside her.
I pulled out of her pussy and stepped back. "Now go show him. Let him see just exactly what I left in you," I demanded of her.
She shakily climbed off the chair and stepped over to where Tom sat, looking angry as hell. She bent over and pushed her ass in front of his face, my cum starting to ooze from her pussy. She spread her butt cheeks and let my cum ooze and drip into his lap.
"You fucking slut!" he snapped. "You fucking enjoyed that!"
"Of course I did, sweetie. I enjoyed every fucking stroke he gave me and every squirt of his cum in my pussy. And I'll enjoy it again before the night is out. It's too bad you couldn't be patient. If you had, maybe you'd have had the chance to let Judy enjoy it instead of being forced."
"Untie me!" he demanded angrily.
"Uh uh. If I did, you'd just try to start a fight. No, sweetie. You're going to sit there and watch me suck his cock hard again and then watch the three of us take turns on him, just like you'd like to have done to you. Maybe next time you won't be so fast to take advantage of one of my friends."
"Who says there'd be a next time?"
"With that attitude, there won't be. You see, none of us girls will be willing to get naked with you again if we can't trust you. Right now, you aren't inspiring confidence that you can control yourself," Rachel said. "I know I wouldn't. Too bad, too. I wouldn't have minded getting fucked by you down the road." She reached for Abby's hand. "Now, I have a date with your pussy."
"Huh?" Abby asked in surprise.
"I've always wanted to try this, now's the time," she said, pulling Abby toward a chair. She lay down and pulled Abby over her until she was kneeling over her head, facing her feet. She pulled Abby down so her face was over her pussy and then grasped Abby's butt and pulled her pussy down to her face.
"OH SHIT!" Abby gasped as Rachel licked up her wet slit, collecting some of the cum that was leaking from her.
"Yum. Alex' cum. Now I know what it tastes like out of a pussy." She went back to licking Abby, drawing moans and gasps from her. "Alex, why don't you have your wife sit on your face. No reason all three of us shouldn't enjoy a little pussy licking. You can lick me too, Abbs."
"Uh huh," Abby moaned, lowering her face between Rachel's now spread legs.
"Come on honey. Why not join me over here?" my wife looked at me and then at Tom before she turned to face away from him and undress. She took her time, as if she was maybe having second thoughts. "We don't have to do this if you don't want," I whispered as she moved over toward me.
"No, I want to do this. He deserves it," she said with a firm look on her face. She took a deep breath and then started to mount the chair over me, swinging one leg across as I reached for her butt and coaxed her to crawl up toward me. "I'm just not sure I want to do it in front of someone else."
"That's kind of the idea, isn't it? Doing it in front of him and not letting him participate?"
"Yeah, that was the plan." I pulled her toward me and coaxed her to spread her legs until she was looking down past her big boobs at my face, her knees pushed apart, her pussy almost touching my mouth. I reached out with my tongue and gently stroked her lips the way I knew she really liked it. "Ohhhhh. Damn. I have to admit, I'm kinda turned on from watching Rachel streak like that."
"Well, I know exactly what to do about that," I whispered with a grin. "Make you come."
"Mmmmmmm. I'd like that."
I started to lick and tease her, reaching around her thighs to spread her lips so I could get to her clit. I'd licked her pussy for so many years that I knew exactly how to get her orgasm racing, and I also knew from the last few weeks that if I did her reluctance would fade quickly. I stroked my tongue up between her lips and over the hard, sensitive nub, drawing little gasps and moans from her. I felt a hand on my dick and then a hot mouth envelope me. I wasn't sure whose it was, Rachel's or Abby's, but it didn't matter at that moment. What mattered was that I was getting a very expert suck job. Her mouth stroked on me, her lips working the length of my shaft. She only sucked me a short while and then I felt her mouth slip off my shaft, to be replaced by another. Back and forth they swapped until I felt like my dick was going to explode in one of their mouths, my groans slipping from me into my wife's leaking pussy.
Both mouths disappeared for long seconds, allowing me to concentrate on my wife. I knew she was close, and I was going to push her over the edge any second. I licked and teased her clit with the tip of my tongue as she rocked her hips, grinding her pussy into my chin. "Damn, I'm going to come!" she squeaked in a high-pitched voice like she only did when she was going to have a massive orgasm. I felt her legs start to quiver just as I felt something hot and wet engulf my engorged head. "I'm coming!" she squealed as I felt my wife gush some of her juices out onto my face. My wife preferred to lay down while I licked her, and only occasionally would we do it like this. This had to be the first time though that I ever felt her pussy leak on me like this.
I licked and flicked her clit to drive her orgasm as hard as I could, and was surprisingly rewarded with a hard jerk of her body and another gush of her juices. She looked down at me in surprise as her body shuddered harder and more of her leaked out onto my chin and ran down around my neck. I tried to keep licking her but she pulled her pussy up from my face, panting and still trembling. "Jesus honey. I'm so sorry," she managed to get out between breaths. "I've never peed while we were doing anything, never."
I almost laughed, but refrained, knowing that it wasn't going to make this any better. "You didn't," I answered moments before I let out a long groan; the pussy that was engulfing my head slid down my rock-hard shaft. "Ohhhhhhhh damn."
"What?" my wife asked breathlessly with a quizzical look on her face.
"I think he just felt me sit on him," Rachel said from behind her.
Judy twisted around and looked at Rachel's face and then down to where my dick disappeared inside her. She looked back at me and closed her eyes. "Somehow this isn't how I envisioned this happening."
"You said you wanted to be included in it all, not just watching. How about more like this?" Rachel whispered, reaching around my wife and pulling her back until she was sitting on my chest, her hands holding both my wife's bare tits. "Just watch him, not me. Watch his face as we do this." I watched my wife look down at me as Rachel began to ride up and down my dick. Her tits had to be rubbing my wife's back, her hands cupping both my wife's tits, pulling her back against her slightly. "Oh damn. Ohhhhhh this feels sooooo good. Ohhhhh God." Rachel moaned as she squeezed and played with my wife's nipples.
"I can do without the play-by-play," my wife said softly, trying not to be mean. "I know exactly how it feels inside me. Ohhh damn." She finished in a soft moan as one of Rachel's hands moved down my wife's body and cupped her pussy. I stared as she curled her middle finger between my wife's sopping-wet lips and began to stroke her in time with her strokes up and down my hard shaft. "Ohhhhhhhh damn," she moaned again.
"He feels incredible," Rachel whispered in my wife's ear as she continued to stroke slowly up and down, her tits rubbing . "He feels like he's getting even fatter. Ohhhhh damn."
I curled my toes and did my best to hold the inevitable back as her pussy coaxed my already looming climax right to the edge of breaking over. Up and down she moved, sliding my cock in and out of her tight, wet pussy. She was tighter than either my wife or Abby and it was having its effect. Not that my fat mushroom head wasn't doing its job on her. I could see her face and hear her panting as she bounced slightly faster, one hand squeezing my wife's left breast in time with her strokes down my shaft. I watched Rachel's eyes close as she came closer to her own climax, her finger stroking up and down between my wife's wet lips as she lifted and lowered herself on my cock.
I could feel my wife start to rock her hips, grinding her pussy against my stomach, and I could see in her face that she was starting to work toward another climax. Rachel kept riding up and down my cock, her pussy starting to quiver around me as she pushed herself and Judy toward climax. Her breathing became ragged, and I could feel her hips rocking more, also pushing more of her body against my wife's back as the two of them inched toward climax.
"Oh shit! Oh GOD! I'M COMING!" my wife screamed. I watched her face scrunch up and her body tremble as she froze in place. I looked past her to Rachel's face as I felt her pussy clench around me. Rachel started to tremble against my wife, still trying to lift and lower, but her rhythm broken. The uncoordinated strokes were enough to push me over the edge. I groaned as I watched my wife climax on Rachel's fingers, my body jerking and shooting gush after gush into Rachel's spasming pussy. I lay below them, my wife's legs still trapping my arms against the sides of my body, twitching and jerking with each spurt of cum pushed into Rachel.
My wife suddenly reached for Rachel's hands and pulled them away from her body. She climbed off of me and stood next to the chair, shaking slightly with her climax still not fully faded away. I could see some of her juices leaking down her leg as she stood there panting. "Oh fuck no," she cursed, looking down at herself, shaking her head.
"What?" Abby asked, quickly stepping from where she had been sitting, rubbing her own pussy while she watched the three of us. She stepped around to my wife and circled an arm around her shoulders. "Judy? What's wrong?"
"I couldn't. I shouldn't have," my wife panted, her face and ears turning red.
"Shouldn't have what?" Abby asked, rubbing her hands up and down my wife's arms as she turned my wife to face her.
"Climax that way!"
"You mean by Rachel's hand?" My wife just nodded. "And you're embarrassed about it?" My wife nodded again. Abby pulled my wife into a tight hug. "We talked about doing this, about how you wanted to be part of all of it. Alex can't do everything. We have to share it around, that's why it's called a threesome, or in our case, a foursome. We have to each share with each other."
My wife nodded a few times as she pulled back from Abby. "I know. I just wasn't ready. Not ready for how it felt. I hadn't ever been touched by another woman that way."
"I understand. It's different, isn't it?"
"You've done it?" my wife asked, looking up at Abby's face.
"A couple times." She nodded.
"What the hell?" I heard Tom snap. "You've been fucking other women too?"
Abby turned to her husband and walked over. "You know, I was thinking you'd had enough punishment, but clearly you didn't get the message yet. Alex gave me one. That makes you and him even."
"Even?"
Abby shook her head. "You took something from him that you can't give back. He's done the same thing. But being even isn't enough. Now I have to apologize for having an asshole husband. It was my fault she was naked with you, it was my doing that put them there for you to violate that way. So now I have to apologize. I have to apologize for trusting you, and asking them to trust you."
"Apologize my ass. All you want to do is fuck him again," Tom snapped at his wife, jerking on the ropes holding his arms down. "I thought I knew you!"
"That's a two-way street, honey. I thought I knew you. I never would have thought you'd have such darkness hidden inside. After four years together, I thought I knew you better than that. I never would have expected you to rape my friend, and never would have expected you to be such an insolent bastard," she snapped. "I never would have thought you'd cheat on me and hide it from me. So, now, not only I am going to fuck him again, I'm going to suck his cock until he gets hard and I'm going to lie down and lick his wife's pussy while he fucks me. Until he comes in me again, hard, filling me with his cum. And I'm going to let you watch, because it might be the last time you ever see a dick in my pussy again!" She spun around and walked to where I was lying, Rachel climbing off my softened dick.
"Nice to know I married a whore!" Tom said angrily.
"Better a whore than a rapist," Abby answered back before turning back to me. She knelt down next to me and began licking and sucking my dick, cleaning off Rachel's juices as well as my cum, the look on her face complete enjoyment. I watched my wife, very much to my surprise, step around my chair and kneel down on the other side from Abby. She looked at me and then down at my dick as Abby licked and played with it. She slowly leaned her face down toward my dick, letting Abby hold it out for her as she opened her mouth. It only took a moment for her to engulf it, sucking on it and using her tongue to lick and tease it in her mouth.
I watched her and Abby swap it back and forth for long minutes until it started to harden again. Slowly, ever so slowly, it firmed up until it was standing tall and proud again. Judy stood up first, holding a hand out to me. I sat up and she held her other hand out to Abby. Together she led us to the picnic table just off the patio. Abby must have known what she had in mind, sitting on the end of the table and lying back, her legs hanging over the side. She pulled me by the hand around to stand in front of Abby's legs. She let go of my hand and stepped around the side of the table. She climbed onto the table, moving to swing one leg over Abby, looking down at her friend's face. She crawled up the table until her crotch was over Abby's face.
"Well, if you've done this before, I guess I can try it once," Judy whispered down to Abby as she straddled her face, facing away from me. She pushed her knees apart as Abby pulled her hands up to my wife's body. She wrapped her arms around my wife's thighs and coaxed them further apart, using her fingers to spread my wife's copious protruding inner lips. She stuck her tongue out and stroked up my wife's slit and over her hard clit, making her jump slightly.
Abby lifted and spread her legs in invitation. I stepped between them and held them in the air, arching my back to aim my dick at her pussy. I pressed easily into her, my cock coated in her saliva and her pussy still leaking from our previous mutual climax. I pushed into her and started to stroke in and out, rocking my hips to change my angle with each stroke. It only took a few minutes for my sliding dick to start having the effect I was sure she wanted. Her hips rocked in time with my strokes, trying to entice me as much as I was trying to please her. I couldn't see her face, but I knew what she was doing based on the moans and gasps of my wife. I saw Rachel step over to the other end of the table and climb onto it on her hands and knees. She leaned her face to my wife's chest and though I couldn't see, I was pretty damn sure she'd just sucked one of my wife's nipples into her mouth.
I drove into Abby over and over as I listened to my wife's orgasm build through the sound of her breathing and moaning. She had never been particularly vocal during sex, at least until today, but I could have told with my eyes closed just how strong the climax she was about to have was. "Oh shit oh shit oh shit!" she gasped over and over as her body began to tremble. "Ohhhh Abby. Oh Abby, you're making me come again. Ohhhhhhhhh!" I heard as she jerked suddenly. "UH FUCK!" she squeaked as her whole body jerked and shuddered. Rachel pulled back and sat back on her knees, watching my wife come on Abby's face.



"That't it, girl. Come on her face. Jesus that looks so fucking hot! You can come on my face like that any time you want. Just squat down on me and let me lick you until you cream all over me like that!"
"Jesus." I grunted at the mental image. I let go of Abby's legs and reached up her body for her tits. I grasped her nipples and squeezed and tugged as my own climax started to grow quickly.
"OH FUCK!" I heard Abby gasp as her pussy clenched around my cock with the start of her orgasm. I'd already come twice, and rarely had a chance to do it three times in one day, let alone one night, but my body wasn't about to pass on the chance. Between the sensations of Abby climaxing around me and the thought of watching my wife being eaten out by Rachel, it was enough to trigger that third, and very intense climax.
My body jerked and spasmed as I pumped whatever remaining cum I had into her climaxing pussy. I stood there, jerking and twitching as my wife pulled off Abby's face. She moved to look down at Abby and at me, watching almost with curiosity as we climaxed together. Rachel leaned down and started to kiss Abby while she climaxed, the kiss seeming to look like this wasn't the first time they'd done this.
I stood there, staring at the embrace Abby and Rachel shared, realizing exactly who Abby had been playing with, a lot of the last few weeks suddenly becoming more clear to me. I pulled out of Abby's pussy, unleashing a torrent of cum from her, leaking out and dripping onto the grass. I walked over to Tom and reached down to undo the ropes holding him. He jerked a hand as soon as I started releasing the bond, almost as if he was going to swing on me.
"Don't!" I said sharply, stopping him mid motion. "I think it's time for you to go home."
"You fucking bastard," he swore at me.
"You know, I could say the same thing for raping my wife. So I'm going to call it over and done with. The girls seem to have worked it out and I'm not throwing gasoline on a dead fire. You don't like what happened, fine. I didn't like what happened out on the trail. We're even, but I suspect our time as friends is over. Go home before it gets any worse."
He glared at me and then turned his glare to Abby. "You coming home?"
I saw my wife put her hand on Abby's shoulder. "No. I don't think she will. I think you two need to cool off a little. She can stay over here tonight." I raised my eyebrows at the suggestion and then looked at Tom as he turned and stalked away. "You do need time to cool off," she said to Abby with a shrug. "Come on. Let's go in and shower. Honey, you can join us if you want. But I think we're done with sex for tonight."
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School was essentially over. While there were a few days left in the semester, it was finals week and both Patty and I were done with all our finals. All we had to do was wait for final grades to be posted, and that wouldn't happen until the following week. After some discussion, we decided that we'd pack her stuff in my car and I'd drive her home, meet her parents, and then come back and load my stuff and head home to my summer job. I had everything packed and sitting in my dorm room when we loaded all Patty's stuff in my car.
I said goodbye to Eric, knowing that there was little chance we'd end up dorm mates again the following year, and then left for the two and a half hour drive to her home in Portland Maine. The scenery was interesting and unusual for me. It was a lot different than Indiana.
We pulled into the driveway of a modest two-story house on the western outskirts of the city. "Before we go in, there is something you should know."
"Okay," I answered, suddenly feeling more than a little trepidation.
"My daddy? He's a Baptist minister. He doesn't have any idea we're having sex. He wouldn't approve. So, we're not going to tell him. Okay?"
"Oh. That it? Sure. I can deal with that."
"Good." She said as she leaned over and kissed me. We got out, grabbed the first armload of stuff and headed to the front door.
"Mom! We're here!" she called as she opened the door. I followed her into the house. The first floor was laid out not all that differently than my house in South Bend. It looked like it had a main floor with a few rooms, including a formal living room, a dining room, kitchen, probably a bathroom, and maybe a single bedroom. There were stairs going up and I presumed a matching set under them going down to the basement. I wondered if they'd finished it out like we had, with a work room and a large family room.
"My room is upstairs." Patty said, leading the way to the stairs going up. I followed along, my arms loaded, with a big box of her stuff. We were almost to what I guessed was her room, when her mother stepped out, of what was obviously the master bedroom, wearing a knee length, summer dress.
"Sweetie!" She said brightly as she reached out to hug her daughter, even though it was awkward, with her holding a box of stuff from her dorm room. She leaned her head onto her mom's shoulder in response and then when her mom released her, she introduced me.
"This is David." She said, nodding her head my direction.
"David! I have heard soooooo much about you!" her mom said as she stepped to me and hugged me much the same way she had her daughter. I let her hug me, feeling myself blush a little as her boobs pressed through the thin dress against my arm, allowing me to feel a surprisingly hard nipple press into my arm. "Here! Let me help you with that!" She said, releasing me from the hug and trying to take the box from me.
"I have it." I protested, trying not to let her take it.
She grinned at me and gently pulled the box from my hands and then turned and gave me a hip bump, to force me out of the way. "My house, my rules." She said with a smile, following Patty into her room, while Patty shook her head. I followed them and watched as Patty and her mom hugged again, after they had set the boxes on the bed. "So good to have you home again!" she said in the middle of the huge hug.
"Good to be home too." Patty answered her.
"So, this is the David I've heard so much about." She said, looking me up and down. "He does looks even better than in his pictures." Patty's mom looked a lot like Patty, similar off blonde hair, similar blue eyes, slightly bigger boobs. No doubt where Patty got her looks from. Her mother was every bit as hot looking as her daughter. It was also really hard to miss the two significant bumps protruding from the front of the dress, her nipples poking the front out dramatically, attesting to the lack of a bra on under it. It also looked to me like she had something running down her left leg, a small trail of glistening moisture running from under the hem of the dress all the way to her ankle and into the slippers she had on.
She paused her assessment of me, and looked down her own body to where I was looking. She reached down and wiped the obvious moisture from the inside of her thigh with her hand and then blushed. "Oops. Be right back." She said, as she walked past me.
Patty looked at me with a smirk.
"What?" I asked.
"Never seen a woman leaking her cum down her leg before?" She asked me quietly. "She was obviously playing with herself when we got here and had to dress quickly. Probably didn't take the time to put on any panties."
"I...um. I've seen a lot of girl cum before. Just wasn't expecting it on your mom's leg."
"Why not? She's a woman too."
"That she is. What did she mean, pictures?" I asked as I followed Patty out of the room and down the stairs for another load.
"Oh, one of the girls took a few polaroids of you and I sent her a couple."
"Pictures of me? When?"
"Wouldn't you like to know." She said with a playful smirk. "If you didn't know it was happening, you must have been busy doing something more important."
"They didn't take pictures of me naked, did they?"
"Well, if you didn't use the girls' showers, maybe you wouldn't get pictures taken of you naked."
It only took another fifteen minutes to finish unloading, with the help of her mom. I began to wonder just exactly what she had told her mom, along with what those pictures showed, after her mom bumped her butt or hip into me more than once, and even grabbed my butt and swiped her hand across my crotch before we were done unloading. With everything unloaded, they showed me the guest room on the first floor I'd be using that night and then the girls went about starting to cook dinner while I watched TV in the basement family room.
I met her dad at dinner. He came home just before dinner was ready and Patty came down to get me, pulling me along upstairs to meet him.
"Mister Engle." I said as I walked into the room, holding my hand out for him to shake. He was wearing a suit and tie, and he stood near the dining room table, looking me up and down as if I were a piece of dirt to be scraped off his shoe. It was not a pleasant look. I continued to hold my hand out for him, which he finally took.
"Mister Roberts." He answered with a nod. "I understand you and my daughter have become quite close."
"Yes sir."
"My wife tells me that she was instrumental in helping you overcome some difficulties at school."
"She did that sir." I answered as he continued to hold my hand in a firm grip.
"Tell me, what religion are you Mister Roberts?"
"Lutheran, sir."
"Practicing?"
"Not as much now that I am at school. But I was before that."
He nodded and released my hand. "Fair enough." He answered, his expression softening somewhat. "My daughter has been very complimentary of you and what she thinks your intentions are toward her. Just what are your intentions toward her?"
Stunned! That's what I was. Stunned. It took me several seconds to grab my thoughts and coordinate them. "Well sir. The two of us are exploring the possibilities of a permanent relationship. Given what caused my issues at school, I am a little hesitant to go too fast."
"The loss of your fiancé? Yes, she told me something of that. It had to be a shock. Premarital sex is forbidden for a number of reasons, that being one of them. You might have selected a more conservative partner."
"Well, sir. She was my girlfriend, before her ex tried to rape her. After that, the two of us had a much closer bond. We were planning on being together forever."
"Yes, my wife showed me a newspaper article Patty sent her about that sad affair. It was fortunate that you were visiting her when it occurred and you were able to fend him off, though I understand it was at considerable cost to yourself."
"It was, but it was worth it."
"Well, it's unfortunate it turned out the way it did. I can assure you that an incident like that won't occur with my daughter."
"Time to sit and eat." Mrs. Engle said to her husband. "This isn't time for an inquisition."
"No, my love, it isn't. I apologize Mister Roberts."
"David." Patty said.
Her dad nodded. "David. I apologize."
"Not a problem Mister Engle." I answered as Patty drew me to one of the chairs at the dining room table.
After dinner her dad went back to the church for some meeting or other, and Patty, her mom and I, went to the family room to hang out. We spent more time chatting about things, life, school, etc., than watching TV. Patty's mom asked Patty if she'd run out to the store and get a few things, which she did, leaving the two of us alone.
"So, tell me. Do you enjoy having sex with my daughter?"
"Excuse me?" I asked, startled.
She chuckled softly. "You don't have to be coy with me. I know the two of you have been having sex regularly. She told me that she spent almost every night with you after the big crash. I'm not naive enough to think she wasn't having sex with you all those nights, especially not after that picture she sent me."
"Just what picture did she send?" I asked, not knowing what Patty had sent her.
"One of the two of you soaping each other in the shower. It looked like she had you more than ready for more than just washing each other." I couldn't help but blush. She leaned forward and turned her back to me. "Would you be a dear and unzip this silly dress? Getting it zipped is always easier than unzipping."
"I suppose so, sure." I answered as I reached hesitantly to the back of her dress. I slowly pulled the little zipper down the back of the dress, waiting for her to stop me, which she didn't. The material spread to expose her bare back as I kept slowly pulling the zipper lower and lower, finally getting it all the way to her waist. She stood up and then turned to face me, shrugging the dress off her shoulders, letting it slide all the way to the floor. I stared at her with my mouth hanging open as she stepped out of the dress and quickly slid the little lacy panties she had on, down her legs. She stepped out of the tiny panties as well, leaving her completely naked. Her boobs were definitely bigger than Patty's, each one something more than a handful. She had a modestly large mat of blond curls on her mound and between her legs. She let me look at her, for long seconds, before she held a hand out toward me.
"Well?" She asked expectantly.
"Well, what?" I asked in both confusion and shock at having her standing naked in front of me.
"Come, stand up." She said motioning with her hand. I could see my own hand shake as I reached out and took her hand, allowing her to pull me up. "Now, let's get rid of these." She said, reaching for and pushing my t-shirt up my body.
"What are you doing?" I gasped, grabbing my shirt and trying to pull it down as she pulled up on it.
"Getting you naked of course. How do you expect me to find out if you can satisfy my daughter with your clothes on?"
"I'm sorry. What did you say?" I asked, taking a half step back, and almost falling back onto the sofa.
"It's my job, as a mother, to make sure she is getting a man that can keep her sexually satisfied. You do want to be with my daughter, don't you? What kind of mother would I be if I didn't make sure my daughter's lover could satisfy her. I like you, and I know she has feelings for you, so I'm not at all against teaching you, if need be. In a way, I kind of hope you do need some training. It'd be more fun for me."
"You want to have sex with me?"
"But of course. How else do I ensure you can please her?"
"You could ask her!" I said, still not letting go of my shirt.
"Now what fun would that be? Besides, I have much more experience than she does. What might satisfy her may prove to be lacking for a long-term relationship. So, we'll just make sure that isn't a problem."
"But your husband?"
She gave a little grin. "He certainly would not approve of what I'm doing, but then I don't plan on telling him any more than I'd tell him I used to be a dancer. Now, should we continue?"
"But Patty will be back in a few minutes."
Mrs. Engle removed one hand from my shirt and looked at her watch. "No. Not for at least half an hour. If you can't get it done by then, well, we'll have our work cut out for us."
"But if she finds out?"
"You're assuming she doesn't already know!"
"She knows about this?"
"Of course. You don't think I'd do this behind her back do you? She and I talked about it while we were making dinner. She's quite confident that you'll be able to satisfy me quite fully. So, let's just find out, shall we?" I shook my head in dismay as she reached her hand back to my shirt and pulled up. I sighed, and lifted my arms, letting her pull my shirt up and off. It took me a few moments to take my shoes off and then strip off my pants and briefs, leaving me as naked as she was. "Okay. Just treat me the same way you would her. Show me how you make love to her. Let me see just how fully you please her. Do to me exactly what you do to her."
"All of it?"
"Let's start with whatever you do for foreplay. Touching, kissing, whatever."
"You really want me to do this?" I asked, still not convinced this wasn't some kind of test of my devotion to her daughter.
"Trust me. I know exactly what I'm asking. And I know what I expect. The question is, can you meet my expectations?"
I shook my head slowly, still trying to get my head around this crazy, unusual situation, but I didn't feel like I had much room to argue. If Patty actually knew about it, she'd expect me to put forth my best effort. So, I decided I better. I stepped to her mom and gently slipped my arms around her waist. I closed my eyes and pressed my lips to hers, pretending I was kissing Patty. It didn't take much to pretend. Her mom kissed back wetly, erotically, in some ways, better than Patty did. By the time we'd kissed for only a few short minutes, our lips teasing each other, our hands were sliding over each other's bodies, teasing all the best parts of each other. Her hand was around my dick while my left hooked under her small firm butt cheek, allowing my fingers to stroke her wet pussy lips, my right teasing one of her full soft tits and nipples at the same time.
We touched and kissed for some time before I pulled myself away, looping my arms around her to turn her toward the sofa. I gently pushed her back, lowering her down onto the sofa until she was laying fully back on the cushions. I leaned over and kissed her nipples, one after the other, taking long seconds to suck and nibble each one while my left hand gently stroked her pussy, working between her wet lips to find her clit. She lifted one leg, to set it on the back of the sofa and moved her left foot to rest on the floor next to the sofa, spreading her legs to give me more access to her soft wetness.
"Oh damn!" She moaned softly as my finger stroked across her clit the first time, her whole body seemed to shudder for a moment. "You know where the good parts are, at least."
I stroked my finger up and down her wet slit, teasing from the entrance to her depths, to her hard little clit, all the while sucking each nipple in turn. I shifted to climb onto the sofa on my knees between her legs. I rotated my hand and gently pushed my middle finger into her, her pussy clenching around my finger as I pressed it deeper into her. I'd done this to enough women that I knew what I was looking for, and my finger tip soon found where it needed to be. Her hips lifted off the sofa and she gave a long, low groan as the tip of my finger stroked across that sensitive spot behind her pubic bone. Now all I had to do was to drive her crazy. I moved myself down the sofa, pulling my face from her breasts to kiss down her stomach, her curl covered mound and then her wet pussy lips. I dipped my tongue between her lips and sought out her hard little clit with the tip, her whole body jerking slightly as my tongue flicked across it.
"Ohmygod." She moaned softly as I stroked her clit with my tongue, and pushed my finger in and out of her slowly. In and out my finger plunged, curling up into her, so the tip stroked along the top of her vaginal tunnel and across that sensitive bundle of nerve endings. It didn't take too many strokes before her hips were lifting in time with my strokes, helping me rub my finger tip where it needed to be as well as push her pussy at my face. In and out my finger went, her moans growing louder as she moaned "ohmygod" over and over, louder and louder.
"OHHHHHH SHIT! I'M GONNA COME!" she screamed out into the room as her whole body stiffened, her legs pushing her pussy up at me. I felt her body shudder and then felt a gush of juice squirting out of her onto my neck and chest. It seemed to go on for several seconds before her body relaxed down onto the sofa again, only to lift and stiffen again. Three times she squirted her juices out onto me as I pushed her body to higher and higher levels of climax.
I pulled my finger from her and moved quickly up her body. "OH FUCK YES! FUCK ME!" she cried as I plunged my dick into her sopping wet pussy. I thrust in and out hard, driving our bodies together, smashing the base of my cock and my pubic area into hers, banging myself hard against her clit with each stroke. "OH FUCK, OH FUCK!' she cried over and over as I drove hard into her pushing my own climax closer and closer. "OHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she screamed as my body bucked hard, pumping the first shot of cum deep in her pussy. Over and over my body jerked, my cock swelling and feeding more cum into her.
Her arms circled my waist and pulled us together as I lay on her, my cock still hard and twitching inside her. She rolled us and we flopped with a thud onto the shag carpet floor next to the sofa. She pushed herself up from me, sitting astride my hips, my cock buried inside her sopping wet confines. She looked down at me lustfully and began to bounce on me, driving herself up and down on my cock. The sensations of her sopping wet pussy, caressing me, kept me hard, and the sight of her soft tits flying wildly on her chest as she slammed herself down on me, surprisingly, started to push my body toward a second climax.
I reached for her tits and grabbed them, trying to cup them and squeeze her nipples at the same time, drawing more gasps and cries of pleasure from her. "FUCK YES! GONNA COME AGAIN!" She screamed as she slammed herself down on me, over and over. Her whole body suddenly stiffened and again she gushed juices out onto my pelvis and stomach, squirting almost all the way to my chin as her body trembled. I watched her body sag down, clearly spent, leaving my own climax so damn close. I tried to lift her and pump up into her, the urge to drive into her overwhelming. I gave up and rolled us over further, finally rolling her onto her back. I lifted both legs, letting them hook on my shoulders, and started to drive into her over and over, jamming my cock hard into her still spasming pussy, as my climax inched ever closer.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my body finally released its second load, my cock surging into her and pumping shot after shot into her.
"Oh god yes." She panted as her body shuddered and trembled with a third, small, orgasmic climax at the feeling of my cock spewing its load into her. She shifted her legs off my shoulders and pulled us together, pressing my wet, woman cum covered, body to hers. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me urgently as her body was still in the midst of its climax, the kiss slowly growing softer as her orgasm faded. "Oh my God, yes." She panted as we broke the kiss. "I don't think Patty has anything to worry about."
"I told you mother." I heard Patty say from behind me.



"Patty!? You're back already?" her mom asked in surprise, suddenly trying to push me off of her.
"Already? You two have been fucking for what? Almost forty-five minutes." She said as she walked in, watching her mother roll me over onto my back. "I bet you started as soon as I walked out, didn't you?"
She moved to her knees and reached down to her pussy, my cum leaking from her and dripping onto the floor. "I...um. I better go clean up before your father comes home." She said quietly, cupping her pussy with her hand to catch the copious flow leaking from her. She stood up, picked up her dress and then walked quickly from the room.
"Well, looks like you two had fun." Patty said.
"It's what you wanted, right?"
"What I wanted?"
I sat up and looked at her. "Your mom said you two talked about this and you knew she was going to do this and you wanted me to. You didn't?"
"Well, we talked that she wanted to make sure you could satisfy me. I didn't think she'd go so far as to get you to fuck her."
"I wouldn't have, if I'd have thought you didn't want me to. But she said..."
"Don't worry. I'm not mad at you. Sometimes my mother can be a bit devious. I knew she wanted to see your dick in person, I just didn't think she'd go that far. When we got here, she was fucking herself with a toy. That's why she was so turned on. I guess I should have expected this. After my sister."
"Your sister?"
"Yeah, my sister wanted to learn how to pole dance, so; since mom used to, she used my sister's boyfriend to teach her how to strip and do a lap dance."
"That doesn't sound so bad."
Patty chuckled. "Honey, she didn't stop the lap dance until she had them both naked and his cock pumping her pussy full."
"Oh."
"Yeah. Well, come on, I'll take you upstairs and show you were towels and such are. The downstairs bathroom is just a powder room. No shower or anything."
"Oh. Okay. I kinda do need a shower after that."
"Oh yeah. You smell like sex, big time!"
As much as I wanted her to join me in the shower, she refused, saying her dad could be home anytime and we didn't want him to catch us fucking. As it turned out, he wasn't home yet, by the time I said goodnight to her and her mother, and went to bed. I had a long day the next day and wanted to be rested, before the long drive, so I hit the sack about nine thirty. I wanted to sleep with Patty, and suggested I sneak into her room later, but the suggestion was flatly rejected by both her and her mom.
---o---
It was a little before seven and the house was quiet. I knew I was going to have to leave soon and wanted to spend a little more time with Patty before that happened. I climbed my from bed and snuck up the stairs, heading towards Patty's room. The bathroom door was closed and I could hear the shower running.
"Perfect." I whispered to myself. The door was unlocked and I stepped inside, closing it quietly. It only took a moment to step out of the shorts I was sleeping in. I pushed the shower curtain back quietly, just enough to slip into the shower with her. She was facing the faucet end and didn't seem to realize I was there, but that was okay. I stepped behind her, my dick already hard, and pushed it down so it slipped between her thighs while I looped my left arm around her body.
"WHAT THE!" she cried in surprise before I could cover her mouth with my hand.
"Shhhhhhh. It's just me." I whispered before kissing the back of her neck. "I thought we might get a chance to do it one more time, before I had to leave."
"Oh." She whispered back, pulling my hand from her mouth. She pulled my hand down to her chest and placed it on her right breast. I grinned to myself as she reached down and stroked her fingers under my engorged head, pulling me up against her pussy lips as she started to rock her hips to and fro, stroking herself along my fat shaft. We didn't need to speak, and in only a very few minutes her pussy was wet with her juices, not just soapy water, and her fingers were pushing me up between her lips harder. I pulled back slightly and let her engage my fat head into the entrance to her depths. "Oh yeeeesssss." She whispered softly as I pushed toward her and drove my dick slowly into her pussy. "Mmmmmmmm sooooooo big and fat." She moaned ever so softly, trying to stay quiet enough the water would drown out the sounds of us fucking.
"Ohhhhh yeah." I whispered as I kissed her neck again, my fingers teasing over and around her hard nipples under the spray of the shower. She bent over slightly, putting her hands on the wall for balance as I started to stroke myself in and out of her hot depths. She felt sooo damn good around me and I knew this was going to be the last time for the whole summer, so I wanted to make it as best I could, for both of us. I pushed in and out, just fast enough to keep both our orgasms building, but not so fast as to rush it. In and out, slowly, wetly, enjoying each slow plunge into her wet depths.
Without warning, she pushed me back with her ass and then pulled off my dick. She turned off the water and turned around to face me, lifting one foot to rest it on the soap dish built into the wall. She reached for my dick and pulled me back to her, aiming me for her sexy pussy.
I pushed into her as I reached for her tits again, squeezing and kneading them the way I knew she loved, my fingers spread on either side of both nipples, so that I could gently squeeze them with each squeeze of her firm little C cup boobs.
"That's it, sweetie. Fuck me. Make me come on your sexy dick." She whispered as she reached for my neck and slipped one hand around the back of it. She pulled my face down toward her chest, "Suck my nipples sweetie. Suck 'em and nibble 'em and make me come for you."
I was bent at an awkward angle, but who was I to argue. I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and began to stroke myself in and out of her again, feeling her rock her hips in time with me, to help me fully stroke into her wet pussy. In and out I stroked, pushing both of us toward climax, worried some about noise as she moaned louder. In and out I pushed, my own orgasm growing with hers, knowing I was going to come soon. I pushed in and out faster, wanting to finish with her, as her climax inched to that perfect place. Her pussy began to contract and spasm around me, pushing me even closer as her climax washed over her. "Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned, grabbing to hold my body, as her body began to shake and shudder. She arched her back to push her pussy at me as I stroked the last few sexy plunges into her hot wet box.
"Uh." I grunted quietly, as my body bucked and jammed my shaft up into her one final time. I held myself there, feeling my cock surge and twitch, as I unloaded half a dozen hard shots of cum into her, before we were left holding each other. I let her nipple slip from my mouth and rested my head on her shoulder, as I panted for breath. "Damn that felt good." I whispered.
"I agree. It felt very good. It was a very pleasant surprise. Do you always treat your girlfriend's sisters to such a pleasant introduction?"
"Huh? What? Girlfriend's sister?" I asked as my softening cock slipped out of her. I looked up at her, sure that my face a mask of confusion. "What are you talking about Patty?"
"I'm not Patricia." She whispered. "I'm her sister, Alicia!"
"Alicia? I don't get it. You're Patty."
"Uh-uh. Didn't she tell you we were twins?"
"Twins? OH SHIT!" I gasped, realizing what I had just done.
"Identical twins. Apparently identical enough you couldn't tell the difference."
"Oh god. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to...I mean...Oh shit. Don't tell Patty! I'm so sorry."
"I won't have to." She whispered. "She's standing right outside." She reached up and pushed the curtain back and sure as hell, there was Patty, standing with her arms crossed, looking quite upset. Not that I could blame her. "She looked in and saw us. She was going to stop you, but I suggested she not."
"I'm sorry honey. I didn't know. I thought it was you. Honest!" I said quietly, trying not to be so loud her parents might hear, as I looked at her hopefully.
Patty frowned and shook her head. "Shit, Alicia. You could have warned him before he did you."
"Why? He was feeling pretty damn good to me."
"But you had to know!"
"Oh, I did. I knew, all too well, he thought I was you. At first, I just wondered if he hadn't noticed, but when I turned around and he still didn't catch on, I figured what the hell."
"I hope it was good." Patty hissed at her sister. "Because mom and dad are up and that was our last chance."
"Oh, trust me. It was VERY good!"
Patty huffed loudly and walked out of the bathroom, almost slamming the door behind her.
"She'll get over it. Don't know if I will. My boyfriend isn't quite as well endowed as you are. Anyway. I'm her sister Alicia. I take it you're David?"
"Um yeah." I answered awkwardly. I stepped out of the tub and quickly dried with the towel while Alicia watched me, a satisfied grin on her face.
"Any time you want to try that again, just let me know." She whispered as I slipped out of the bathroom and headed back downstairs to dress, wearing nothing but my shorts.
"Mrs. Engle!" I said in surprise as I reached the bottom of the stairs. She was standing just around the corner from the stairs, her arms crossed, wearing a light weight housecoat that hid everything, but then didn't, at the same time.
"Good morning David. Sleep well?"
"Um. Yeah."
"Have a nice shower?"
"Uh. Yeah. I did, thanks."
She grinned and looked around before reaching for my hand. She pulled me along the short hallway toward the guest room I was using and stopped outside the door. She let the robe fall open, revealing her bare body under it. She leaned toward me and used one hand to pull my face toward hers. After a short kiss she whispered to me. "I was going to come wake you up with a special good morning, but I see one of my daughters beat me too it."
"One of your daughters?"
"Oh, come, David. I'm not deaf. I heard my daughters in the bathroom. It doesn't take a genius to figure out what happened." I felt myself blush, bringing a smile to her face. "Don't worry. As their mother I frequently still get them mixed up. You had no way of knowing Alicia was even home, since she was gone with friends all day yesterday. Just chalk it up to a little unintended fun and enjoy it."
"If you say so." I answered awkwardly, looking past her to make sure we weren't being seen by Patty's dad. Messing with his daughter was one thing, his wife, another completely, and where her hand was rubbing on me, left no doubt about her intentions. "I think I better go pack. I have a lot of driving today."
"Not a bad idea." She said, as I stepped back from her. To my surprise she followed me into the guest room and closed the door behind us. She let the robe fall from her shoulders and stood against the door naked, almost as if expecting me to do something about it. I did my best to ignore her as I got my clothes for the day from my duffel bag and then pushed my shorts off. "Mmmmmmm. Now this is much better." She whispered as she wrapped an arm around me, her hand finding my dick as her bare tits pressed against my back. "Anything you wanna do before putting those pants on? I mean, here I am, completely naked. All you have to do is turn around and you can do anything you want with me."
"Mrs. Engle..."
"Trudy." She whispered, stroking my cock to make it grow in her hand.
"Trudy, really this isn't a good idea." I whispered. "What if Patty comes in?"
"She can join in. I don't mind. It's not like I haven't licked a woman's pussy before. What? That surprise you?" She asked as I suddenly stiffened in surprise. "Honey, it might surprise you to what a minister's wife is capable of. I love my husband, but when it comes to sex, well, he's as conservative as his religion."
"I don't think we should be doing this." I said, using my hand to remove hers, gently, and reluctantly from my dick.
"You sure? Not even a little quickie maybe?"
I turned in her arms and let her press her body to mine, my half hard dick pressing between her thighs. "Patty wasn't exactly happy about last night. She told me you were going to talk to me, nothing about having sex with me. So, I think we should just pretend that didn't happen, and let it go at that."
She frowned at me and wiggled her legs, rubbing her thighs on my half hard dick. "If you insist. But trust me, before you get married to my daughter, I'm going to make damn sure I get to sample that hardware again. Someone taught you some damn nice tricks!"
"Thank you." I said, wanting the encounter to end. "I better get dressed and head out. I have a long damn drive."
"Too bad." She whispered. "You don't mind if I watch you dress, do you?"
"Watch to your heart's delight." I answered, using my hands on her hips to push me back. The first thing I did was put my briefs on to cover mister happy up before she changed her mind again, and then pulled on my pants, socks, shoes and shirt. I packed the few things I had in the bag and then waited as she put her robe back on.
"You know. I was leaking your cum all night long. When I got up this morning, my panties were saturated with you."
"Oh?" I asked as she leaned against the door, not allowing me to leave quite yet.
"Uh huh. One of these days, I'm going to make you fill me every bit as full, or maybe even fuller. It was a wonderful feeling having you in me like that."
"I'm happy you enjoyed it." I answered as I waited.
She pouted and then opened the door and walked out. I followed and met Patty in the kitchen. "Mom been keeping you tied up?" Patty asked with a frown.
Her mom opened the bottom of her robe to expose her pussy and pushed it out at her daughter. "He was a perfect gentleman. You wanna check?"
"No, I believe you." Patty said as she set a bowl on the table in front of me. "I know you gotta go, but damn, I wish you could stay longer."
"Me too." I answered as I pulled her to me for a hug. We sat and ate cereal together and then she walked me to my car. We stood hugging and kissing for almost fifteen minutes before I finally drew enough courage to leave, knowing I wasn't going to hold her in my arms for another three months.
---o---
It was later than I expected before I parked and got back to the dorm. So late, that I stopped on the first floor and had lunch at the cafeteria before I got ready to pack the car. I was sitting, eating the roast beef sandwich I'd selected when I felt a hand on my back, startling me. I jerked my head around and saw Tina, one of the girls that had spent so many hours keeping me company after the big crash of my life. "Tina! I thought you'd gone already."
"No. Today. I'm waiting for my mom and sister to come pick me up. I thought you were planning on being gone by now."
"I was. I just got back from Patty's. Spent more time there this morning than I expected."
"That can happen. Saying goodbye is hard sometimes."
I let out a soft short chuckle. "Yeah. even harder when you've been with someone as frequently as Patty and I have."
"Yeah, I understand. We've been together an awful lot too."
I looked at her and realized she was talking about herself saying goodbye to me. "We have. A lot. What, almost every Tuesday and Thursday afternoon for the last how many weeks?"
"I kinda lost count." She admitted. "It's gonna be strange not having you talking my ear off about Fortran statements every other day."
"Gonna be strange not having you doing your makeup while you read those books you like so much."
"You mean those romance novels? I think I've read almost every one the library has." She said with a giggle.
"By now you should be able to write them."
"Technical writing is NOT romance writing." She said with a fake frown. "But I appreciate the thought just the same."
"So, what are you doing for the summer?" I asked as I ate the last bite of the sandwich.
"Actually, I'm going back to lifeguarding at the city pool."
"You should be well tanned by the time you get back then."
"Yeah, with a funny two-toned tan. A one piece while I'm working and a bikini when I'm not."
"I'll look forward to seeing it." I chuckled.
"You know, I wouldn't mind if you called me once in a while over the summer, just to let me know how you're doing."
"I could do that." I agreed.
"Why don't you come upstairs. I'll give you my number and address. You can drop me a note if you want." She said as she stood up.
"Sure," I answered, wondering why I needed to go upstairs to get that. I shrugged and got up to follow her. We rode up in the elevator with several other people, and got out on her floor. She walked across the common room, through the dividing door that was propped open so people could move, and then down the hall to her room. She pushed the door open and held it for me to follow her in. "Looks like you're all packed."
"Yeah. pretty much. Just waiting for mom and sis. They should be here soon." She said as she walked across the room to the little nightstand. She dug in her purse and pulled out a small piece of paper and wrote her phone number and address on it. "You know, if you weren't going with Patty, I would have enjoyed the chance to date you."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I got used to having you around. When you weren't falling off the deep end, you were a really sweet guy. I could see why Mandy fell for you."
"You could?" I asked as she stood half way across the room.
"Yeah. I wonder. We're pretty good friends. I was thinking, maybe you could do a favor for me?"
"I can try. What kind of favor?"
She turned around and dug in her purse again, pulling something out and then turning back to me. "I've been carrying these around almost all year, well, since we drug you off to the shower that is."
"You have huh?" I asked as she stepped closer and held the well-worn box out to me. It was only about two inches square and maybe a half inch thick. It didn't take a computer genius to see it was a three-pack box of condoms. She held the box out to me.
"I don't want to go home a virgin." She whispered.
"You don't?"
"No. I've been trying to work up the nerve to ask you for months. Patty told me I could a long time ago, when some of the other girls were doing you to take your mind off Mandy. I didn't have the courage, but now, today, I think I do."
"So, the favor is to take your virginity?"
"It's not like I haven't had fingers and other things in me, just not, well, not a guy. And I'd kinda like it to be you. It doesn't have to be anything super special. Just a little quickie like you'd give to Sandy or Donna."
"You mean like Sandy or Donna would entice me into so I didn't jump out a window or something equally stupid?"
"Something like that."
"You do realize, I wouldn't have ever jumped out a window."
"I know. You never did with me either. but it was fun to let you nibble on my boobs that one time."
"And putting my hand down your pants in the library?"
"Well, yeah, that too! It felt really good having you make me come like that. I didn't expect to end up with my pants so far off, but it still felt good."
"And now you want the rest?"
"Yeah. I do." She whispered. "Would you? Please?"
"And if Patty finds out?"
"She won't mind, but just the same, I don't think I'll tell her." She said stepping even closer, her chest almost touching mine. She was almost a half a foot shorter than I was and had to look up at me to keep eye contact while her hands moved to my waist. She held my hips for a moment and then slid her hands around to the front of my pants and began undoing my belt, almost as if waiting for permission. Part of me felt bad for cheating on Patty, but then, she was the one that told both Sandy and Donna that they could do anything they wanted to distract me, including sex. Tina had been more reserved in that respect, and maybe that's why I reached to her waist and started to pull the t-shirt up out of the waistband of her shorts. It was a little awkward, with both of us still wearing shoes and all, but after a few giggling bangs and bumps into each other, we were both naked and laying on the small bed next to each other.



I leaned down and gave her a soft kiss and then moved my face to let my cheek rest on hers. I whispered to her softly. "This is for being such a good friend all semester." I kissed her cheek and then slowly kissed down to her neck, moving my face only an inch or so at a time, taking my time, lingering each kiss to tease her. I could tell she was really enjoying it and by the time I reached her small, firm breasts and nipples, she was moaning softly and trying to pull me on top of her, anxious to get me to put my dick into her. "Relax." I whispered, my lips brushing her nipple. "It'll get there."
"I don't want to wait. I'm afraid I'll chicken out." She whispered back.
"Alright." I nodded. I reached to the bedstand and picked up the packet that I'd already pulled out of the box. I really hated using these, but it was a lot better than getting her pregnant accidently. I ripped the package open with my teeth and pulled out the rolled condom. I rolled part way onto my back and she watched as I put the rubber on, stroking it down my shaft with my fingers. With both of us now protected, I rolled myself over her, kneeling between her legs. She moaned in anticipation as I rubbed my head up and down her lips, spreading the lubrication of the condom on her lips. I let my fat mushroom head engage into the entrance to her depths and then held it there. "You're sure?" I whispered.
She didn't answer verbally, but chewed her lower lip and then nodded firmly. She opened her mouth and gasped as I pressed my fat head into her, pushing it slowly into her, forcing it deeper and deeper into her very wet slick vagina. "Ohmygod," She moaned softly as my head pressed all the way to the end of her depths. I could feel her cervix with my head and held myself there, giving her body a chance to stretch and get used to the long, fat intruder. I waited for her face to change from apprehension to contentment, and then started to slowly stroke in and out of her. At first, she just lay there, letting me use her, almost as if she wasn't sure what to do, but as her excitement and orgasm began to build her hips rocked and she was soon trying to use her feet on the bed to push up to meet my strokes.
In and out I stroked, slowly, firmly, giving her orgasm time to build, giving her time to enjoy the sensations that were so new to her. "Oh David." She whispered. "I think I'm going to come, but it's so different, it feels so much different." She moaned softly.
"Just let it happen. Enjoy it." I whispered back as I continued stroking, letting my strokes quicken slightly. In and out I thrust, watching her face, feeling her pussy start to quiver and clench around me, as her climax approached. I thrust harder, wanting to drive my own to its completion so she would feel me come in her, with her. In and out I drove my cock, watching her face, feeling her lift and lower in time with my strokes. I loved seeing the look of pleasure on a woman's face, before she came. I'd learned from mom how special this could be, and seeing her come around me for the first time was indeed special. She opened her mouth and gasped as her pussy clenched around me, squeezing around my fat shaft. The extra tightness and the spasming of her depths pushed my own orgasm closer and closer to peak until finally my body jerked hard and jammed into her.
"OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she gasped loudly as she felt my cock surging cum into her, squirting hard against the end of her tunnel, though contained by the condom. Over and over my cock jerked and twitched, pumping out a considerable load. I held myself over her, trying not to squish her petite frame with my weight, my cock slowly softening inside her as her own orgasm slowly faded away. She reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her, squeezing us together and pressing her soft lips to mine. We kissed for long seconds before she let the embrace loosen enough to separate our faces. "God that felt so good. I had no idea how good it could feel."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I whispered back. "Thank you for being there for me all those days."
"I'm glad I was. Like I said before, if you weren't her boyfriend, I think I'd really enjoy dating you."
I chuckled softly. "You know, in a way, I think we were dating."
"You're right. We kind of were, weren't we? Do you suppose we could do this again?"
"We're both headed home. When would we get together to do it again before next semester?"
"No, I mean now. Can you get hard again and we do it again? I'd kinda like to ride on you, like Patty did that time in the shower."
"Alright." I agreed. I rolled off of her, pulling my half soft cock out of her. She looked down at me and pulled the rubber off my dick, tossing it onto the floor. With a look of trepidation, she leaned down further and engulfed most of my dick with her mouth. "Ohhhhhhh." I groaned softly at the sensation. So many times, I've concentrated on making sure my partner was satisfied, and not really let my partner pleasure me, with the notable exceptions of Mandy, Betsy and mom. Feeling Tina's mouth sucking and licking my dick had my member quickly starting to harden and within less than ten minutes Tina had a fresh condom on my dick and was bouncing on my shaft, driving herself up and down my hardness.
"Oh God yes! This feels so fucking good. Now I know why the girls always wanna do it like this. You push so far up into me that I can almost feel you pushing my stomach." She moaned softly as she worked up and down on me. Her bare ass slapped rhythmically against my thighs as she lifted herself up with her knees and then let gravity slam her down again, my fat head smashing against the end of her vaginal tunnel with each stroke.
"Ohhh damn, you feel good doing that." I groaned softly as I watched her firm little boobs bounce on her chest. I tried to reach up and grab them but she pushed my hands away and asked me to just let her do this for me. I nodded and watched her ride on me, pushing both of us closer and closer to another mutual climax. I watched her face change, feeling her pussy start to squeeze around me. Up and down she continued to move, clearly determined to ride me until I came as well. She bit her lower lip as my cock inched closer and closer to release.
"FUCK! TINA!" I heard a woman's voice say from the doorway.
"SHIT! MOM!" Tina gasped, slamming down on me and sitting on my dick for several seconds before suddenly pushing off my cock and the bed. She pulled her clothes from the floor and tried to cover her bare pussy and tits with her shirt and shorts, leaving me completely exposed to whoever had walked in. I rolled over and tried to find something to cover myself with, Tina standing on my clothes and leaving me with nothing but my hand to cover myself.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING YOUNG LADY?!?" I heard her mom almost shout at her as I twisted on the bed and tried to cover my dick.
"Fucking mom, what does it look like. Looks like she was having fun too." Another female voice said, from where she was leaning into the doorway, looking toward me.
"You shut up. This isn't funny!" Tina's mom said, to who, I guessed, was her sister. Turning back to Tina her mom snapped, "You get your ass dressed young lady!" as she walked further into the room. Tina backed away from her mom, and her mom bent over and picked my clothes up off the floor and threw them at me. "And you! Get your ass dressed and out of my daughter's room!"
I took my clothes and quickly dressed, pulling the used condom off and dropping it on the floor while the sister, grinning from ear to ear, watched me dress. The argument going on behind me was almost completely tuned out as I got my clothes on as fast as I could, finally walking to the door, still pulling on my t-shirt. I stopped and turned around when Tina shouted my name.
"David!" She said a second time as I paused at the door. "Thank you." She said softly, looking past her mom toward me.
I looked back at her and nodded, understanding exactly what she was thanking me for. "You too." I said back, knowing she'd understand. She nodded and I turned and headed out of the room to let her finish her argument with her mom. I headed to the elevator, and up to my own room to finish packing the last of my stuff.
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Chapter 14
It felt good to be home again. I was greeted, by both mom and Betsy, warmly. Both of them included kisses, though Betsy's were quite passionate. She made it clear that she missed me very much, though that didn't translate into having her in my bed that night. Part of me was disappointed she didn't find her way to my room after we went to bed, but then I didn't exactly make a clear invitation. I was torn between trying to be true to Patty and also act on the feelings that welled up inside me for Betsy. I spent the first few hours of the night trying to sort out why my heart felt so much lighter after seeing and hugging her. The sleep I finally fell into, was troubled to say the least.
Chris and Katie showed up the next day and we spent the entire day out in the back yard, hanging out. A good portion of it with Betsy, laying out in a tiny little bikini, working on her tan, since it was Saturday. I tried not to look like I was watching, but I felt myself staring at her a lot more often than I should have.
"David, when are you going to realize the two of you are in love with each other?" Katie asked quietly, as we stood in the kitchen making some Kool Aid.
"Huh? What do you mean?"
"You and Betsy. When you're gone, all she does is talk about you and wonder how you're doing, and when you're home; all you do is stare at her as if you want to walk over there and kiss her, or more."
"But I have a girlfriend." I protested.
"David. You don't love her. I don't know what you do really feel for her, but it isn't love. You might feel beholden to her, or attached to her, for what she did to help you get over Mandy. But something happened, and unless you wanna talk about it, all I can do is look at how you react with Betsy around."
"Okay. Maybe you're right. Patty helped keep me sane when the shit with Mandy hit the fan. I was ready to curl up and just quit everything. She got some of her friends together, all girls I'd helped with little things, you know how I am."
"Yeah, you'd stop and help a turtle across the road. That's one of the reasons Mandy fell for you, long before the incident in the lunch room."
"She did? She never told me that."
"Well, she did. I think it started that time you accidently ran into her in the hallway and you both spilled your books all over everywhere. You helped her pick it all up and then made sure she got to class even though it made you late and you ended up in detention for it. That kinda started her thinking about you differently."
"I had no idea." I whispered.
"Not surprised. You spend too much time trying to lay low to see what was happening in front of you." She chuckled softly. "So, go on. She organized her friends."
"I told you she did an intervention. What I've never told anyone, but Chris, was that she and her friends hauled me bodily out of my bed to the showers and gave me a shower. More accurately, they held me down and washed me."
"Just how many girls?"
"Eight in all."
"That must have been fun."
"It was eye opening when they all got naked and started soaping me all up. Anyway, they held me down and Patty rode me until I came. She wanted to prove to me that just because Mandy had left, life wasn't over."
"Why would she do that?"
"Because she lost a whole year of school after her boyfriend dumped her for her best friend." I answered. "She didn't want to see me throw everything away over Mandy. She said she worked too hard at tutoring me, and to be honest, we had developed a pretty close relationship, emotionally, because we worked so closely, for so long."
"Well, I can see that happening. So that's what's behind it all?"
"Yeah. She arranged to keep her friends with me almost twenty-four hours a day. They took turns making sure I got to my classes and any time I started to sink into feeling depressed, they'd distract me."
"Distract you? You mean, like with sex?"
"Some of them. Some would just touch and hold me and try to make me think of other things. But Patty, she arranged it so that I never slept alone."
"Bet your roommate loved that."
"He got used to it, besides Patty arranged for him to get a little entertainment, from some of her friends, once in a while too."
"Smart girl. So now, you're attached and going to get married?"
"I think she wants it go that way. She even took me home to meet her family."
"That sounds pretty serious. What did her parents think of you?"
"Her dad's a Baptist minister. He's as straight-laced and conservative as they come. Mom, not so much."
"Not so much?"
"Katie, she wanted to have sex with me to make me prove I was able to satisfy her daughter." I whispered.
"She did what?"
"Yeah. She told me that Patty knew about it and that if I wanted a long-term relationship with her daughter that I needed to show her that I could please her daughter, and if I couldn't she'd have to teach me."
"Holy shit. I've heard of mothers-in-law trying to get into the son-in-law's pants but that takes it to a whole new level. Did she do it?"
"Did I have a choice?"
"Oh damn. That family is really screwed up." Katie whispered. "Well, I wouldn't tell Betsy about it. She already doesn't have a very good opinion of Patty."
"She doesn't?" I asked curiously.
"No. She thinks that Patty is taking advantage of you. That you were vulnerable and she saw it as an opportunity to hook you. David, I think she's right. After meeting her and all the stuff about being naked and learning your life style? I think she was doing everything she could to make sure that you stayed attached to her, and playing the 'I'm going to do your life style' thing is just another sign of that."
"Say what you think much?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah, well. I think being naked most of the one night together at Mandy's gives me the right to be honest with you." She said with a shrug. "I'm not going to tell you what to do. You're a big boy. But just between friends, I'd take a hard look at what you have with Patty and why, and what you could have with Betsy. That woman loves the shit out of you. She hasn't been with another guy since you left for school. I know that. She doesn't want to do anything that might hurt her chance to have you back. That alone should tell you a lot about what she feels. She's letting you do whatever you want, but still holding herself back so there aren't any surprises if you come back to her."
"I knew she wasn't dating, but I didn't realize..."
"How could you. She wouldn't ever tell you. She swore me to secrecy, but you know, I think you knowing, is more important right now."
"Thanks. I won't tell her you told me." I said with a nod.
The conversation really changed how I was thinking about both Patty and Betsy. I started to wonder if Patty really was using me because she felt insecure about her relationships. Katie was right though. I was attached to Patty because of what happened with Mandy. If things were different, of the girls I'd met at school, if I hadn't been involved with Mandy and have that go south, I think I might have been more likely to date Tina than Patty. But then there was still Betsy. The question I needed to ask myself is, if I'm attached to Patty because of what happened with Mandy, am I attached to Betsy because of what happened in the girls' bathroom so long ago?
---o---
Monday saw me at work for the first time in my field, computer science. I showed up at the office at 9:00, which was exactly when I was supposed to be there. Katie's dad met me, welcomed me, and then after a short talk, took me out to meet my new boss, Miss Victoria Cogins. She met me with a jovial smile that immediately put me at ease. She took me into her office and we chatted about my experience with computers and my education on programming for almost an hour. Then she took me out to meet, what would be my other co-worker, Leah Walker. She immediately made me think of princess Leia, a pleasant blonde girl, half a foot shorter than I was, and slightly plumper. With boobs at least three times the size of Vickie's! She left me with Leah to introduce me to the computer system, while Vickie went off to create my user ID and something called a sandbox. I got a chair and sat in the same cubicle with Leah, watching as she drew pictures on a pad of paper, describing which servers and data sets were stored where, and what operating systems were in charge of which pieces. It didn't seem overly difficult. I wasn't familiar with either SQL or COBOL, but I was damn good with Fortran and I doubted it would take me long to pick up the new software.
Vickie returned for me a little while later, giving me my user ID and pointing me to a sandbox server, which was little more than a server, running the same software as the production server, but with a very reduced data set that I could play with, without worrying about messing up the production data. She gave me several tasks to do in the sandbox to get used to programing the new languages and then left me to work. Leah was on hand to answer any questions I got stuck on. It was a very interesting first day, and first week.
---o---
I walked in on Friday after work and dropped onto the sofa. My brain felt fried. It was my first day working on programming on the production data. My ID didn't have rights to modify any data, but I could read everything, which was required in order to generate the reports and searches that I was being tasked with. I was half laying on the family room sofa, my eyes closed, just trying to chill out when I felt a hand on my thigh.
"Hey there." Betsy said as she sat down next to me, wearing a pair of floppy, gray sweatpants shorts, and a bare midriff t-shirt.
"Hey." I said cheerfully as she settled next to me.
She put her feet up on the coffee table like I had mine, and settled close enough that her hip touched mine. Her hand gently rested on my thigh and her fingers gently teased my thigh through my jeans. "You gonna change?" She asked softly.
"I could." I answered, wondering what she had in mind. "Into what?"
"Something more comfortable?"
"As in something not blue jeans?"
"Something like that. Those night blue shorts you have. You know the ones."
"The running shorts?"
"Yeah. I thought you and I might take a walk after dinner, and those might be more comfortable."
"Sure. I wouldn't mind going for a walk. Any particular reason for this walk tonight?"
She stroked my leg and whispered softly. "Your mom has been dating this guy. He's supposed to be coming by after dinner for a while. I thought maybe we should give them some alone time?"
"In other words, you don't want me causing a scene?"
"You wouldn't do that, unless he did something he wasn't supposed to."
"Such as?"
"Oh, I don't know."
"Betsy, if you're trying to tell me my mom and this guy have been having sex, it's okay. I'm not going to make a big deal of it."
"No. It's not that. They have. That's why she and I don't, well... sleep together any more. No, I got the idea from your mom that something was up. He wanted to talk with her, but he didn't want to take her out to dinner or anything. So, I don't know what it is, but I'm thinking he's either going to ask her to move in with him or he's going to break up with her. I don't know. Just a feeling, you know?"
"And if he hurt mom, you're afraid I'd hurt him?"
She grinned and kissed my cheek. "You do have a tendency to try and protect your women." She whispered. "Which I really, really, like about you."
"Okay. Anything else I should wear for this walk?"
"Ohhhhhh. I don't know. Anything you think we shouldn't wear?"
I chuckled. "You are so bad! Okay. running shorts with nothing under."
"Good." She grinned. She sat waiting for several seconds. "Well?"
"Now?"
"You dress, I'm, going to finish dinner. It's already cooking and I just need to make the rice."
I nodded and headed to my room, Betsy walking up the stairs behind me, heading to the kitchen. I changed into the pair of light nylon running shorts, feeling a little awkward with my dick flopping around inside the shorts without underwear. Hell, the legs were so short that if I got a hardon the damn thing would be sticking right out down my leg. I walked down the stairs and stepped behind Betsy as she stood at the counter peeling some carrots. I slipped my hands around her and up under her shirt, cupping both big soft tits.
"God, I've been waiting so long for you to do that again." She whispered. "I miss your touch."
"I miss touching you." I whispered back, kissing the back of her neck.
"Do you do this to Patty?" She asked, making me stop what I was doing. "I'm sorry." She hurriedly whispered. "I shouldn't have said that."
"No. it's alright. And no. I don't. Not sure why, but I haven't ever done that."
She put down what she had in her hands and turned in my arms, letting me pull my hands from under her shirt to hold her waist. She leaned against the counter and wrapped her arms around me. "Can I kiss you?"
"I wish you would." I whispered back. She leaned her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine, softly. It started out tentatively, but quickly grew to a long wet passionate kiss, my hands sliding up under her shirt again to squeeze and massage her soft breasts, her hands gripping and pulling my butt to force my hardening cock against her pelvis.
"Should I come back later?" Mom asked as she walked in on us.
"Oh, um, no." Betsy said, quickly letting go of my butt and pulling my hands from under her shirt. "Just have to finish the carrots and dinner will be done." She said as she turned back around to the counter. I could tell she was blushing as I stood there, my hardon trapped between me and her soft butt as she gently rubbed side to side across it while going back to peeling the carrots.
Mom walked over and gently pulled me away from Betsy by the hand and drew me to the living room. We sat down next to each other on the sofa, she took a breath and I looked at where her eyes were staring. My engorged purple mushroom head was sticking out of the leg of my shorts, just as I had worried it would. Her hand reached out to rest on my thigh, her finger tips just brushing my head gently. "David," she said huskily. She cleared her throat and then looked up at me, her fingers still brushing my dick. "David. I think you and I better talk a minute."
"Okay."
"I know you and Betsy are close. But don't you think it's unfair to lead her on like this? I mean, if you really intend on seeing Patty long term, you should focus on her, not playing house with Betsy while you're away from Patty."
"You're right. I agree completely." I nodded.
She sat, looking at my face, but her hand shifted slightly to be able to rub more of my shaft with her fingers. "But you're not going to change what you are doing with Betsy, are you?"
"Can I level with you mom?"
"I hope so. As close as we've been, are, I would hope so."
"I feel trapped. Just as trapped as I was when I realized I was in love with both Betsy and Mandy, only then I KNEW I was in love with Mandy. There was no doubt I wanted her for the rest of my life. On the way to school, that night at the motel, when she stole my suit and I chased her? When she stopped and looked at me. We looked at each other, we both knew. Hell, I knew I had feelings for her, but I didn't realize until then, that I was in love with two women at the same time."
"But this is different?"
"Yeah. I care about Patty, but when I see her, I don't get that rush I get with Betsy. When I see Betsy, I want to hold her and touch her and kiss her and, well, you get the idea. As much as I like being with Patty, I don't get that rush."
"So, what are you going to do?"
"I don't want to hurt her feelings."
"David. If you had to be stranded on a desert island for the rest of your life, and you could only take one person with you. Who would it be?"
I looked at her. "Mom. You know what I'm going to say, don't you?"
"I do. The question is, do you?"
"Yeah."
"Then you know what you have to do, don't you?"
"How do you tell someone that saved your life that you don't really want to be with them forever?"
"I don't know son. I really don't. But you need to, if that's what you feel is right."
"Yeah." I agreed. "I suppose so. What about you?"
"What about me what?" She asked.
"I hear your guy is coming over tonight."
"My guy?"
"I haven't met him. So I don't know what to call him. Have you spent the night together?"
"A few times."
"Is he good in bed?"
"Pretty good."
"So, what's the problem?"
"Who said there was a problem?"
"Mom. Where's your hand?"
She looked down and blushed. Her fingers had long since left just stroking my head and shaft. Her whole hand gripped my dick, partly pushing the leg of my shorts up to give it room. She let go of my dick and let it settle against my thigh, stroking it softly with her fingers. "Guess we both need to deal with things. How do I commit to a man and still play with my son's dick?"
"That's what you have to answer for yourself. What we did, what we shared, it was special. I won't lie, I wouldn't mind, at all, having you take that dress off and let me see you naked again. But if you want this guy, if you wanna have that kind of relationship again, you have to decide not to do this anymore. You probably could never tell him what we did, what we shared. Who knows what kind of problems that might cause you, but if you decide to; well, I'll be fine if you do. I know you're lonely and want that kind of companionship. Just make sure it's the right guy for you."
She chuckled a soft feminine laugh. "When did you get so smart?"
"I had a really sexy teacher." I whispered before leaning to her and kissing her cheek.
After dinner Betsy and I went for a walk, leaving mom alone. I hoped everything would work out the way she wanted. Hell, I hoped I'd find a way to make things work out for me. Betsy drove us down to the river walk downtown, a paved path that followed the river through downtown. It was lined with park benches here and there, little places to stop and watch the river flow lazily by, trees to shade it on hot days and occasional little exercise places, with chin-up bars and such. I'd walked some of it a few times with mom, but this walk was different.
We hadn't gone two hundred yards and I found her hand in mine. It felt good. We walked for almost two miles before we turned to head back. We were in no hurry, trying to give mom time to be with her friend. It was almost dark by the time we got back to where we parked. There were half a dozen cars in the parking area, meaning half a dozen people still on the trail, but I don't think she cared as she pulled me off to the corner of the parking area where there was a small clump of bushes. It only took her seconds to strip off her top and shorts, leaving her standing in nothing but her shoes.
"I'm here. You can have anything you want." She whispered.
"Betsy," I stated to say. I saw her face change, the smile fading to a frown. Then she leaned down and picked up her shorts from the ground. I knew what she was thinking, that I was rejecting her offer. I reached out and took her shorts from her. "Betsy. You and I have danced around this for a long time. We both know we love each other. I can't tell you how often I spend thinking about you when we're apart, and I can't begin to tell you how it felt to see you in person again. The only person that ever made me feel that way was Mandy."
"But Patty?"
"I care about her, but she doesn't make me feel like this." I whispered as I stepped to her. I stood only a few inches from her and pulled my shirt up and off, dropping it onto the ground. I pushed my shorts down and stepped out of them so I was as naked as she was. I pulled her to me, pressing out bodies together, and then our lips. We shared a long, wet kiss, both of us lost in the feeling of each other, our hands roaming each other's bodies as her tits pressed to my chest. She found my hard cock and pushed it down between her thighs, letting her wet lips rest on the top of my shaft.



It only took a few moments, and the two of us were rocking our hips, our lips still pushing and teasing each other as her clit stroked along the top of my shaft. She suddenly pulled back from me slightly, arching her back and reaching down between us. She guided my engorged head to the entrance of her pussy and helped me get inside of her, before she pulled us back together. The two of us stood behind the little clump of bushes, not caring who saw us at that moment. We rocked in time with each other, sliding my shaft in and out of her pussy. We were both already warm from the walk, and we were soon sweating, her tits sliding up and down my sweaty chest, our nipples teasing each other as they bounced over and around each other. Our orgasms grew by the moment, both of us struggling to hold back until the other came first. I could see it in her face, concentration, determination. She wanted to feel me come first, as I was trying to do the same thing, the same thing I always did.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my body jerked and I felt a gush of cum lance up into her pussy.
"Fuck yes!" She groaned as her body started to tremble at the feeling of my cum pushing into her. Over and over my body bucked into her trembling, spasming pussy while we pulled each other tightly together, renewing the kiss, until we had to break it to breathe. "God that felt good." She whispered.
"Yeah. It did." I agreed.
"So, what do we do now?" she whispered questioningly.
"I have to find a way to tell Patty."
"She's going to hate you."
"Yeah. I know."
"David, I'm done with school in December."
"Yeah."
"Think about that for a minute." I stood, my dick softening and slipping from her, not sure what she was driving at. "If you're living in the dorm, I can't come live with you."
"No, you can't," I agreed. She was silent for long seconds before I finally got it. "Oh. But if I lived off campus, an apartment or something, you could."
"I could, if you wanted me to."
"I'd love that." I whispered before kissing her again.
We finally headed home, both of us naked, playing with each other's bodies while she drove. We didn't care who saw us naked at the stoplights. For the first time since Mandy and I had decided we were going to be permanent, we both felt free to express our desires and wants to each other and whoever saw, well, who cares?
We walked into the house, expecting to tell mom what had come of our walk. One look at her face told me something was wrong, very wrong. "Mom. What's up?" I asked, standing in the living room in front of her, still naked.
"My date came over." She whispered. I could see she had been crying and was now trying hard not to. I'd been there myself so many times in the last year.
"And?"
"What he wanted to tell me was that he was married. He wanted to divorce his wife and marry me, but he was still married."
"Oh shit. What did you do?"
"What could I do? I asked him to leave and not come back. If a man is going to cheat on his wife and then ask her for a divorce to marry who he was cheating with, what stops him from doing the same thing to me?"
"Not a thing."
"And so, my answer to him. Go back to your wife. Get out of my life and never come back."
I sat down on the sofa next to her and pulled her over to me, hugging her tightly. "I'm so sorry mom."
"It's alright honey. I should have known something was up when he didn't want me to call him at home. He said it was because he wasn't there and didn't have an answering machine. I guess I was just being stupid."
"Seems we both were." I whispered. She tilted her head up to look at me curiously. I just smiled and answered, "I finally found what I wanted, and it was right here the whole time. Betsy is going to come out and live with me after she graduates in December."
"Oh honey! I'm so happy, for both of you." She said as she shifted herself to hug me. She turned and looked at Betsy and held an arm out for her to join in, which she did.
---o---
I didn't know what to say to Patty, so when she made what we expected to be a weekly Saturday night call, I had mom tell her that I was out and would call her back soon. I struggled with what to tell her, and delayed calling her back for not one, but three days.
"Hello?" I answered the phone on Wednesday afternoon, shortly after getting home from work.
"David!" I heard Patty say, cheerfully, on the other end.
"Patty! How are things in Maine!"
"They're, um, different. "
"Different? How?"
"Well, for one thing, you're not here. "
"No, and you're not here." I agreed.
"Work is interesting."
"Here too."
She was silent for a long time, long enough I wondered if we'd been disconnected. "David, we need to talk."
"Okay."
"My boss, Michael, he's worried about me."
"Michael? I haven't heard his name before, have I?"
"Actually, I never told you about him. He was my boss while I interned before I came to school."
"I see. Some old guy?"
"Not exactly."
"I see. So, young enough to be interesting?"
"It's not like that!" She said in a sharp defensive tone, telling me it was exactly like that.
"I see, and this guy is worried about you how?"
"He says that you and I have a very unhealthy relationship."
It was my turn to pause. "How so?"
"It's based on the breakup of your relationship with Mandy. If that hadn't happened, we probably wouldn't be in this relationship."
"Well, that's probably true."
"He says we should take some time to see other people, that it might give us a different perspective on our relationship."
"I see. And if I were to guess, he plans on being one of those people?"
"Well, we did go out for drinks the other night, just to talk away from work."
"I see. At a bar or something?"
"Well, at first. But then we went to his apartment."
"Patty, are you trying to tell me you slept with him?"
The silence was even longer this time, confirming what I suspected. "Yes."
"Okay. I'll make this really easy for you. I was already feeling, before the semester ended, that maybe we had jumped into this relationship too fast. I appreciate what you did for me, what you had your friends help do for me. I wouldn't have survived the end of last semester if you hadn't done what you did, and I will always love you for that. But I think it took a life of its own. I think I realized that when you were trying so hard to be part of the life I had here. Going naked in front of my friends and such. It felt forced. I don't think we should be in this relationship. You go date Michael or whoever you want. When I come back, I won't be living in the dorm. I'm going to find a place off campus and when Betsy graduates in December she's going to come out and live with me."
"Do you love her? Love her like you loved me?"
"Patty. I love her very much. I have since, well, before I even met you. I just never wanted to admit it because of what it would do to Mandy and me, and then to you and me. I think your boss is right. We aren't in a healthy relationship."
"And you're okay with us breaking up like this?"
"Patty. I do care about you. But I don't love you enough to get married. Tell your mom that I'm sorry she only got one shot, but we just aren't ready for that kind of commitment together."
She was quiet once again. "David, I'm going to miss being with you. How it feels to be in your arms, how it feels to make love with you. I wouldn't mind if we were still friends. Maybe even really good friends, if you wouldn't mind."
"I wouldn't mind at all being friends. Being that kind of a friend? I don't know. I'll have to see how things work out with Betsy. We have all summer to try and figure out our relationship. Why don't you do the same with Michael or whatever his name is. We'll be in class again next fall, so until then, maybe we shouldn't talk quite so much."
"Alright." she said with an audible sniff.
"If you need something, if things go south and you need a shoulder to cry on or a friend to dump to, call me. I do care, just not quite as much as we should for that kind of a relationship."
"I understand. David, thank you. For everything we shared."
"Thank you for being there to drag me out of a hole."
"Goodbye David."
"Bye Patty. Good luck."
"You too," she whispered before hanging up. I held the receiver for long seconds before gently putting it back in the cradle.
I felt a hand on my back and then two arms encircle my waist. I felt from the breasts pressed to my back that Betsy was behind me. She kissed the back of my neck softly and then whispered. "I think you handed that very well. If you want, we can go to your room and cuddle. It might make you feel better."
"Yeah. I think I'd like that." I agreed. I followed her to my room and we did a lot more than cuddle. In fact, when mom came to let us know it was dinner time, Betsy got up and drew mom to the bed with us. In only minutes Betsy had mom stripped down again and laying with her legs spread, waiting for me to slide myself into her.
"Ohhhh damn. I said I wasn't ever going to do this again." She moaned as I pushed slowly into her. "You should be concentrating on your own relationship."
"He is. His and mine and you're part of being with me." Betsy whispered. "Just enjoy it and we can talk about it all later."
"Oh god yes." She moaned as I started stroking in and out of her. Her pussy felt good around me, and since I'd already come in Betsy, I wasn't worried about coming too fast. In fact, I was free to really pump into her hard, which I knew she enjoyed, without worry. In and out I thrust, driving hard into her so our bodies jammed hard together. Each thrust made her big soft tits roll sexily on her chest, and each thrust encouraged her to lift toward me, to help jam us together. In and out I pounded, surprisingly, feeling my own orgasm building much more quickly than I would have expected.
"Oh god. Ohhhhhhh David! I'm going to come!" mom cried breathlessly as her body started to shudder and tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, squeezing me, trying to hold me inside her as I thrust hard into her spasming pussy. "Come for me David! Let me feel you come in me again!"
"Uh huh." I grunted as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her. I don't know where the cum came from, considering how big a load I'd put into Betsy, but, apparently, I found enough for mom to feel it surging into her. She gasped and cried that she could feel me, as my body jerked and twitched, emptying into her hot wet depths. I watched Betsy lean over mom further, turning mom's face to hers and then kissing her in a long wet, passionate kiss, not unlike the ones the two shared frequently while they were sleeping together. For some reason the sight not only didn't bother me, but it made my cock twitch a few extra times deep inside mom.
---o---
"I think it's great." Chris said as we sat in the family room a few weeks later. The four of us had started hanging out a lot more, double dating to movies, mini-golf, a few hikes and frequent evenings together just hanging out, like this Saturday evening. We'd already finished one game of trouble and the girls had gone upstairs to get more to drink, while Chris and I reset the board for another game. "I mean, you two needed to get together."
"Yeah. It's different this time. I mean, we slept together a lot in the past, but this time, it feels different, you know what I mean?"
"I know exactly. Katie and I fucked and even slept together dozens of times before I popped the question, but after, it felt different. Like somehow it meant more?"
"Yeah, I know." I nodded as I put the little red wooden pegs in the home location where Betsy had been sitting next to me.
"We thought another round of beer was called for, after the way Katie trounced you boys!" Betsy said, walking into the room ahead of Katie, each of them carrying two bottles of beer. We weren't quite twenty-one yet, but mom didn't care if we had beer, as long as we kept it here and didn't get caught drinking it out somewhere else. Of course, if we wanted to go to one of the nightclubs, up across the Michigan border, we could. You only had to be eighteen to drink there, but getting home was a challenge because the county cops liked to wait for kids that did to cross the line.
"Yeah, well maybe it'll be my turn this time." I said with a grin as I took one bottle from Betsy and then kissed her as she leaned over to meet my lips.
"Big talk from someone that got sent home six times in one game!" Katie said with a laugh.
"It's all about the popper. Whatever it rolls is what happens. Not so much skill as luck." Chris said.
"Uh-uh. Skill. You have to know which piece to move how far. You can set things up to try and send someone home, not just rely on luck." Katie said with a grin. "Tell you what. I'm so confident I'll trounce you again that I'll make a bet with you. For every piece that gets sent home, the owner takes something off."
"Something as in clothes?"
"Sure, why not? Betsy won't mind looking at your naked bod." Katie said with a giggle. "Hell, been a long time since I saw David naked, I wouldn't mind seeing it again."
"But we don't have the same amount of clothes on," I said.
"So? I bet you have more than Betsy and I put together. Unless you're scared. Too bashful to be naked in front of me again?"
"You should know better than that." I chuckled. "Okay. What happens when I get you naked and we still have clothes on?"
She shrugged. "We'll think of something."
"You have to do what we say." Chris blurted out, and then quickly added. "You know, like kiss us or something."
"Or something? Like maybe let you play with our boobs? Okay. You're on!" Katie said with a smile as she sat down in the chair next to Chris, across from both Betsy and me.
"David, I only have the dress on." Betsy whispered quietly.
"Then you better hope you don't get sent home. Not like you haven't ever been naked before."
"Just wanted you to be aware that things could get interesting fast if I get sent home too many times. If you don't want us to do something, say so."
"Like what?"
She cupped her hand to my ear and whispered. "Katie wants you to try and make her squirt! So try and send her home as much as you can."
I looked at Betsy in shock, but she just grinned back at me.
"You two sharing secret strategy?" Chris asked.
"No. Just expressing how much we love each other." Betsy said with a grin.
Betsy, Chris and I all ganged up on Katie, though Chris had no idea what was coming and I had no way to warn him. I figured if things got out of hand he'd stop it, just like I would. But Katie seemed unfazed to end up naked first, with Betsy having to give up the only thing she had on only two moves later. Chris and I were both still partly dressed, though I was down to my briefs when I sent Katie home again.
"Okay, so you don't have any clothes left to give me, so what do I get instead?" I asked.
"Well, how about a kiss?" She asked.
"Just a kiss? That's kinda lame, isn't it." Betsy asked.
"Well, what do you suggest?" Katie asked her.
"I think he should get to kiss both sets of lips. A minute on each set." Betsy said with a grin.
"BETSY!" Katie said in shock. "You gonna do that if Chris sends you home?"
"Why not? He sends me home he can kiss mine. Only seems fair, right?"
"Well. I suppose. What do you think Chris? Let him kiss me?"
"Sure, why not. You want him to kiss you down there, why not. You told me he's already kissed you there once."
"Well, he did, but that was with a bunch of girls, not since I met you."
Chris chuckled. "Yeah, I know all about the sleepover and how you girls took advantage of him after that. Honey, you wanna let him kiss you there, that's fine with me. I mean, you were the one that wanted us to go to that party and play in the dunes naked, right?"
"Wait! What party?" Betsy asked.
"Oh, some of the girls wanted to go play in Dunes Park naked, with their groomsmen. Kind of a dare thing. I didn't invite David because I didn't think he'd want to see Mandy naked, in her condition."
"Probably a good call. But you guys went?"
"Oh yeah, we went. And toward the end of the party, one of the girls got the idea to steal Katie's and my clothes, so we had to go home butt naked." Chris said. "It was actually more fun than I expected. We played this silly game where all the girls put their pussies on my face, and I had to figure out which one was Katie. If I guessed wrong, I had to lick that pussy until she came and try again."
"In the end I think he was guessing wrong just to get to lick more of the girls." Katie said. "What no one ever told him was that while he was busy licking, some of the guys were busy doing other things."
"They were? OH GROSS!" Chris said sticking out his tongue.
"Oh, don't worry. None of them did what you think. They all kept it out of them." Katie laughed.
"Hey! Wait. Did you?" Chris suddenly asked.
"No lover. I didn't. I only sucked a couple dicks. I didn't let anyone else put it in there." Katie said. "Would you have minded if I did?"
"Well, yeah!" he answered.
"What if David had come, would you have complained if he did?"
Chris looked at me and shrugged. "I dunno. Maybe, maybe not. Not that it matters. Biggest thing is you getting knocked up by someone else. I mean, I don't want to have to deal with what David did."
She leaned over to him and kissed him softly. "I'd never let that happen lover." She whispered as she broke the seconds-long kiss. Then she stood up and stepped around the table to me. "Okay David. One minute on each set of lips. Let's see what you can do!"
She leaned down and pushed me back against the back of the sofa and then pressed her lips to mine. We kissed for some seconds before she pulled away breathlessly. "Okay, we know he can kiss." She said as she straightened up. She stepped closer, putting one foot on the sofa near my hip and then arched her back. "Let's see what you can do with this?"
I looked at Betsy, who just grinned at me. It was far from the first time she'd seen me with another pussy in my face, though usually it was mom's. I reached for her butt and pulled her closer to my face, rubbing my face side to side to work her matt of brown curls out of the way. I kissed her soft inner lips that were protruding wetly from her full round outer lips, and then gently pressed my tongue between them. Her wetness was sweet and gentle tasting, attesting to her level of excitement, and I drew as much from her as I could with each soft lick from the entrance of her depths, all the way up to her clit.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as I licked up her slit slowly, over and over, each time flicking across her hard clit. I really didn't want to stop when Chris said that my minute was well past.
"Sorry." I said as I released her and wiped Katie's juices from my face with one hand. "Easy to get lost in a nice pussy like this."
"Thanks." She said, blushing a little, as she moved back to her seat. I couldn't tell if the blush was embarrassment or flush of excitement, but I suspected the latter. "So, who's turn is it again?"
"Chris's." Betsy answered, the grin on her face never leaving. I realized why a few moments later when I looked down at her lap and saw she had two fingers pushed into her pussy, blocked from Chris's view by her squeezed thighs. She gave me a crooked little grin and shrug when she saw me look back up to her face. "What? I had a front row seat." She whispered.
It didn't take too many more turns before Chris lost his briefs, much to the delight of both Katie and Betsy. The girls were clearly ganging up on me since I was the last to have any clothes on at all, and I finally had to stand up and give Katie my briefs. Now it was down to what, I suspected, were going to be much more sexual favors when one got sent home.



Chris landed on one of Betsy's pieces, and the girls decided that since I had kissed Katie's pussy, that an appropriate exchange would be for Betsy to suck on his cock for two minutes. A side bet between the girls quickly formed, as to whether Chris could even last the full two minutes without losing it, Katie chiding, her soon to be husband, about how fast she could make him come orally.
Betsy knelt in front of Chris and gently stroked his cock with one hand, his hardon sticking out like a telephone pole it looked so hard. He'd had a hardon, he'd been trying to hide, ever since he lost his briefs, so I wondered if he actually would make it two minutes. I knew from experience that Betsy was EXTREMELY good at oral sex, on either sex. Katie watched the clock on the wall and told her to start when the second hand passed the 12. Betsy wasted no time closing her lips around his shaft and teasing it with her tongue. On and off she stroked her mouth, pushing so far down his shaft that his engorged head pushed into her throat.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck." He groaned, clearly trying to hold his hips still as she fucked him with her mouth. I watched her tits swing and bounce against her chest as she pumped her face on and off his cock, the slurping and sucking noises filling the room. "Ohmygod!" I heard Chris gasp as she reached her hand up to his balls and gently squeezed them. If I knew her, her fingers would soon be between his legs, teasing that sensitive area between his balls and his butt hole. I looked up at the clock to see how much time he had left, and heard him suddenly gasp, "OH SHIT!" his body jerked toward her face, her hand holding his cock firmly now, her mouth covering only his head as he stood jerking and twitching as he came in her mouth. "That wasn't fair." He panted as he looked down at Betsy, her lips still around his dickhead.
"No?" She asked as she pulled her lips from his shaft.
"Uh-uh. You do that to Dave?"
"Sometimes." She said with a grin.
"What did she do?" Katie asked with her brow furrowed in curiosity.
"She stuck her finger in my butt."
"Made you come, didn't it?" Betsy giggled.
"Well, yeah."
"So, looks like I won the little side bet your sweetie made with me."
"So it would seem," he admitted. He looked down at Katie, "You sure you wanna do this? I mean, I know he licked you before, but this is a lot more than just that."
"Oh come on Chris. He's only allowed to use his fingers and his mouth. It's not like he's gonna fuck me or anything. How is that any different than what Betsy just did?"
"Well, I guess it's not." He admitted.
"Well, I made the bet. I figured you could last longer, so you don't have anyone to blame but yourself."
"Come on David. Come over here." Betsy motioned, moving out of the way so I could kneel in front of Katie. I knew what she wanted, and to be honest, I was kinda excited about doing it to her. I wasn't sure I wanted Chris to know that, so I looked as resolute as I could as I moved between Katie's legs.
"You know, if you want your future hubby to do this, you ought to think about mowing the lawn." I said jokingly.
"What? Trim it all off?"
"Betsy does." I said with a shrug. "Chris, why don't you to play with her pussy while I do Katie? See if you like it shaved off."
"You want me to go lick Betsy's pussy?"
"Why not? She just gave you a blow job."
"Well, yeah, she did, didn't she?" he asked a little sheepishly. "I suppose I could return the favor, if you don't mind."
I chuckled. "Yeah, here I am, between your future wife's legs and you ask if I mind if you do the same to mine? I kind think it'll be alright. I mean, it's just us, and we're all friends, right?"
"Yeah. right. I guess you're right. I mean, it's both our fiancés, so nothing we aren't sharing in."
"That's the way I see it." Betsy said quickly. "Why don't you come over here and see how good of an orgasm you can give me."
"Well, Katie thinks I do pretty good."
"Good, come show me." Betsy said, leaning back on the sofa and lifting her legs. She spread them wide, exposing her wet pussy to all of us, her inner lips protruding wetly from between her engorged outer lips. She reached down and spread her lips, letting us see how wet she was already, her pussy almost dripping her juices, as she waited for Chris to move over to her and kneel down.
"Well, let's see what I can do here." I said softly to Katie.
"I know what you're capable of, so go for it honey. Give me the works."
I lifted myself up and leaned over her. "I usually start up here." I whispered, as I leaned my face to her chest. I closed my lips around one nipple, sucking it into my mouth and flicking it with the tip of my tongue. It had the reaction I expected, her hips pushed toward me as she arched her back and groaned in pleasure.
"Oh damn. That's a nice way to start." I licked and sucked both nipples, taking my time while I let the fingers of my right hand slowly stroke her wet lips, my middle finger slipping gently between her soft, protruding inner lips to find her clit. She moaned loudly each time I stroked over and around the hard nub, her body trying to grind against my cock as she dug her heels into my butt to try and pull me closer. "Oh god you are such a fucking tease! Make me come honey, make me come like you used to make her come!"
I let go of her nipple and gently reached for her feet. I pulled them from around me and lifted them. "You want it all? Try and keep these up here." I said softly before I lowered my face to her pussy. I used my fingers to spread her curls and expose her soft lips to my tongue.
"Ohhhhhhh my God, yes! Lick me honey, lick my hot little cunt!" I couldn't respond easily with my face between her legs, but then, did I really need to? I rubbed my finger around the entrance to her depths, teasing the tip into her like a little dick while I used my other hand to spread her lips and expose her clit. I rolled my hand over so my palm was up and then slowly pushed my middle finger into her. "OH FUCK, YES!" She gasped, as my finger pushed into her. I curled it up under her pubic bone and searched for that perfect spot. "OH SHIT!" She cried as her whole body suddenly jerked.
"You alright lover?" Chris asked from between Betsy's legs.
"Oh yeah. More than alright sweetie. Just go back to what you were doing. I'm just fine here." Katie panted.
In and out I stroked my finger, working it across that most sensitive spot, while I licked and teased her clit. Her whole body was trembling when she finally let go. Her back arched and she screamed "FUCK YES!" as her body stiffened. I felt her cum gushing out at me, her body spraying her juices down my neck and chest for several seconds before she sagged back. I wasn't done yet. I continued to tease and stroke her depths with my finger, her body starting to stiffen again. She arched her back and gasped deeply as her body again surged her juices out at me, soaking my chest again. "AHHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" She cried as she trembled and shuddered. Her body sagged back into the chair again, this time I didn't think I'd get another out of her and I pulled my finger out of her. "Oh god. Don't stop. Fuck me. Put it in me and fuck me!" she begged.
"Katie?" Chris snapped. "Really? you wanna go that far?"
"God yes. I want it. I want the whole thing in me. Let him sweetie. Let him do me and you do Betsy. Fuck her like you fuck me."
"I don't know about this." Chris said quietly, looking at me from where he was still kneeling between Betsy's legs.
"You wanna do Betsy?"
"Well, um, I sorta do."
I looked up at Betsy. "I'm game. Who knows, we might like playing like this."
"I don't want to get you pregnant. As turned on as I am, I don't think I could hold back long."
"You don't have to. Get my pants." Katie answered. She took her pants from me and dug in the pocket, pulling out four condoms. She handed one to me and then tossed one toward Betsy and Chris. "No one can complain now."
I opened the packet and she took it from me. She rolled the condom down my dick and then pulled me toward her, clearly not interested in me doing anything that might slow things down. I pressed my head to her entrance and pressed slowly into her. "OH MY GOD YOU'RE FUCKING HUGE!" She gasped, as I pushed slowly in. "I knew you were gonna feel big, but SHIT!"
"Don't worry about it honey," I heard Betsy say to Chris. "Yours looks like it'll fill me up just fine."
I started to stroke into her, driving slowly in and out at first, but her feet soon found my butt and tried to pull me harder and faster. Before long her round, C cup titties, were wiggling like little Jello mounds on her chest as I pounded our bodies together. True to my word, I wasn't going to last long. I could feel my climax building within only a few short minutes of pushing into her. Thankfully, I could feel her own orgasm rebuilding and moments before I couldn't hold back any longer, I felt her pussy clench around me.
"OHHHHHH FUUUUCK!" she cried as she climaxed around me. I continued to plunge hard into her, knowing I was going to come any second.
"UHHH!" I grunted as I drove into her one last time, my spasming body slamming me so hard into her I moved her on the chair. I felt my cock surging shot after shot of cum into her, or more properly, into the condom that was thankfully containing my juices. I knelt between her legs, panting, as my body slowly started to relax, the spasms slowly fading away and letting the sounds of Betsy and Chris filter back into my consciousness.
"That's it honey, keep going. We're almost there. Ohhhhh God. I'm gonna come honey. I'm gonna coooooome!" Betsy moaned loudly. I watched as Chris pounded into her over and over, her fingers rubbing her own clit frantically as she pushed herself over the edge, taking Chris with her. He grunted and jerked, his cum filling the rubber encasing his surging dick. He knelt there, panting for long seconds, his body occasionally twitching and jerking as he finished emptying his cum. He looked over at me, my own dick still inside his fiancé and gave me a kinda crooked grin.
"Fuck man. Betsy is one hot fuck." He said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, Katie isn't exactly a slouch either." I answered looking back at her.
"You should know, after sneaking that thing of yours into me in the middle of the night."
"Huh? I didn't. That isn't at all what happened." I protested.
"Did what?" Chris asked quickly, looking between Katie and me and back again.
"The night we had that sleepover I told you about? I kinda snuck into bed with him and Mandy, and when he woke up, he thought he was fucking Mandy, but it was really me. I don't know that Mandy ever found out. But that was way before you and I were doing anything. Just the same, I wouldn't mind doing this kind of thing more, at least if you don't mind lover!" Katie said, but looking directly at Chris. "I can think of a few naked games we can try. Strip poker or blackjack, naked twister, maybe even strip checkers." She said with a giggle. "What do you think honey? Up for more games like this in the future?"
Chris looked at Betsy's naked body, his softened dick still stuck in her pussy and then back at his fiancé. "I suppose we could try a few more games if you want." He agreed. "What about you Dave?"
"He won't mind one bit. He had permission from me to fuck anyone he wants, as long as he comes home to sleep with me." Betsy said before I could answer.
"I do?"
"Of course. I'm not threatened. I know we love each other and have been since day one, even if you wouldn't admit it, and there have been plenty of girls that have had a chance to steal you away. So, if you're still in love with me after that, what do I have to worry about?"
"I wish you were that open minded." Chris said to Katie.
"Trouble is, I don't trust any of those other girls you might fuck to not steal you away. This was fun. I'm good with a little swapping and playing, but I'm not sure I'm ready to turn you loose with a bunch of other single women. Betsy is taken, so I don't have to worry. So, if you don't mind, let's just keep this to a small circle and only when we're together as a group, like this."
"Sounds good to us." Betsy and I both agreed at the same time.
I gave Katie's breasts a quick squeeze and then let my softened dick slip out of her, wondering just what else that wicked little grin she was giving me was going to devise. Should be an interesting summer.



        Games People Play Ch. 05

        Finding a new way to play.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/games-people-play-ch-05

Title: Games People Play Ch. 05

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Finding a new way to play.

Tags: swapping, partners, showing off

Series: Games People Play


I felt her hot wetness around my hard dick and let my hips push in and out slightly in time with my wife's gently rocking body. My arm was around her, cupping her left breast as she inched my dick in and out of her slowly. I didn't remember putting it there, but then I was still half asleep, even now. She must have wanted it bad to start doing it while I was still asleep. She rarely had sex this early in the morning, even when I started it. I woke slowly to the pleasant sensations and kept time with her, my brain starting to become more alert as my body responded to the sensations around my hard shaft. I moaned softly in pleasure. I heard a groan behind me and suddenly felt another warm, naked, body press to my back. Soft, warm tits pressed to me and I felt a pair of legs curl up slightly to push against the back of mine, the body spooning tightly to me as an arm lay on my hip.
It took my brain half a dozen seconds to realize I was an Alex sandwich between two nude women, one my wife, the other not. The kiss on my ear and the whisper from behind me assured me that the one in front of me was definitely NOT my wife. I was tempted to push her away, to stop what was happening.
"Mmmmmmm are you fucking her again?" my wife whispered sleepily. "I'd have thought you two would have had enough by now. I don't quite know how you're even managing to get it up again."
"Again?" I asked, completely awake now.
"Uh huh. I told you to get it out of your systems, but I never expected her to want it this many times." She yawned. "No point in trying to hide if from me now, I know where your dick is. Just remember, when dawn comes, it's done."
"Uh huh," I answered in a whisper as she rolled away from me. In response Abby began to push harder against me, working her pussy on and off my dick faster.
"Oh damn. I'm ready to come again. Make me come," Abby whispered into the night. "One more time, please?"
"Uh huh." I started to rock harder in time with her, her ass slapping against me with each stroke we made toward each other. I wasn't at all sure I was going to come. I mean, at my age, three times was a lot, but six? No, there was no way I was going to ever get there, but that didn't mean that I couldn't help her get it again. I pulled my hand from her tit and slid it down to worm it between her thighs. One finger found her clit and started to rub. We rocked together over and over.
"Oh shit!" she squeaked suddenly, climaxing around my dick again. I held her, gently stroking her clit as her orgasm ran its course. Her body trembled and shuddered as her pussy clenched around my shaft, squeezing me enticingly. I rocked my hips again, pushing in and out of her pussy. If there was one thing I really, really loved, it was fucking a pussy as it was climaxing. I wasn't going to pass up the chance when it was offered.
I rocked as she lay shuddering and trembling, my stroking cock pushing her climax even a little higher. Her gasps and moans pushed my own orgasm a closer, closer than I would have thought possible. My body suddenly jerked, surprising both of us. There was little or no semen to pump into her, but my body still tried. I jerked and twitched as my brain felt the biochemical surge of climax. I closed my eyes and let it flow through me as I held Abby against me.
"I hope that's the last time. You two kept me awake half the night," my wife said sleepily.
"I think it is," Abby answered. "My pussy feels like I had a truck drive though it. But it was worth it."
"Just remember, never again. Now go back to sleep."
---o---
By the time Abby went home, Tom had apparently packed a bag and left. Abby seemed upset, but not surprised. Hell, I wasn't surprised. I probably would have done the same thing if my wife had tied me up and made me watch her having sex with another man. I still didn't understand why she thought it was an appropriate thing to do. It took my wife almost ten minutes to explain Abby's motivations, not only for what she'd done last night, but also why she and Rachel started this silly game thing. Tom had ceased to find Abby sexually appealing after only a few years together and was spending significant amounts of money at one of the strip clubs, watching the young women undress. If that had been all of it, maybe their relationship could have been fixed, but when he started to hire young women to dance and have sex with him, things turned for the worse.
The whole thing surprised the hell out of me. Looking at them, talking to them, they had a perfectly functional relationship, without obvious strife or fighting. It just goes to show what you see on the outside doesn't always let you see the rot that is inside. The fact that he fucked my wife was just an outgrowth of his feeling like he had the "right" to have sex with her because he wanted to. The foursome in front of him was partly punishment for what he did to my wife, but also an attempt to try and see if watching something he had fantasized about doing would spark an interest back in having sex with his wife again. Unfortunately, the note he left her made it clear, that no man had the right to fuck his wife but him, and once she was 'spoiled' he didn't have any desire to be with her again. For someone that was fucking strippers, it seemed like an unusual stance. But then a lot of men didn't have a problem fucking other women, but demanded that their women were monogamous to them.
---o---
The week drew on and Abby was over a number of evenings, spending time talking with my wife and also Rachel. She was resigned to the fact that Tom had no intention of returning and was now trying to figure out how to move on again. It was the second time she was going to have to go through a divorce. The first because, surprisingly, her then husband decided guys were more fun to fuck than her, or any woman. Now she was going to be single again because her new husband decided younger women were more important than her, after only four years of marriage.
It wasn't a surprise that Abby wasn't coming to the last dance class. The only reason they were doing the class was to try find things that Tom would enjoy doing with her. Rachel and Evan drove us to dance, Evan carefully avoiding any discussion of last Friday. I knew that Rachel had told him all the details he wanted to hear, and that included the fact that I had indeed made her climax and then came in her. Not that I was there when she told him, but that she told Judy everything she had shared, so she was prepared if something came up.
Line dancing was kind of fun. I wasn't sure I was going to like it when we started, but it had grown on me. Partly because all the moving and stomping had a tendency to make the ladies, and girls, tits bounce enticingly, and I also really enjoyed the short skirts that were in fashion swinging and swishing.
It was getting close to break time. A young woman, Julie: her name tag read, stepped to me between songs and pressed a note into my hand with an incredibly sexy little smile. I looked down at the note and unfolded it as she walked back to spot in the line she had been in.
"What was that about?" my wife queried. I shrugged as I unfolded the note and looked at it, handing it to my wife as I looked back at Julie, who was grinning at me again, or still. 'ladies room start of break' was all it said. My wife looked at me curiously. After last weekend, I would have been surprised if she hadn't been concerned. I wondered what was going through her mind, and could only guess it wasn't a good set of thoughts. The young lady was asking me for sex, or so it seemed to me.
When we broke, Julie walked past me, rubbing her hand across my butt on the way by. She walked past a table, picked up a handbag and continued on toward the bathrooms.
"I'll put an end to this," my wife said curtly as she started to follow Julie. She paused and looked back at me. "You coming?" I opened my mouth and closed it. I followed her as she led to the bathroom area, stopping for me to catch up and then taking my hand. She pulled me to the ladies' room door, pushed it open and walked through, dragging me reluctantly behind her. Inside the ladies' room was Julie sitting on the sink counter, her skirt pulled up around her waist, her fingers stroking her completely bare, completely twenty-something year old, hairless pussy. "I don't know what you expect from my husband, but he's not here to fuck you, so just forget it!" my wife snapped.
The young woman looked extremely startled by the outburst. "I'm sorry? What? Fuck him? I don't want him to fuck me, I want him to use a vibrator on me!" she said, sliding off the counter and pulling her skirt down. "I thought... I mean, after last week. I just assumed. I'm sorry," she said, clearly embarrassed, her face turning red as she started stuffing the things sitting on the counter into her handbag.
"After last week? What after last week?" my wife asked her. I could tell by the sound of her voice that she was as confused as I was and suddenly not sure why she was mad at the young woman.
Julie stopped after dropping a small squirt bottle into the bag and looked at us. "After what your friend did last week, dropping her dress. It was... inspired. When I saw Alex setting up a camera to record and then she lost that sexy dress, well, I just assumed you were part of the game and I could enlist you to help me."
"Game? What game?" I asked in confusion.
"The dare game," she said quietly as the door opened and another woman walked in.
"Excuse me. This is the ladies room, not the men's room!" she snapped, standing behind me.
"Sorry. I was asked to take care of something. I think I'm done though," I answered her, turning to look at her angry face and then walk past her and out the door. My wife and Julie followed me out the door. "That was uncomfortable."
"Sorry. I just figured you could slip it into me real quick and we'd be good to go."
"Slip what into you?" I asked Julie, once again feeling confusion slip upon me again.
"Sorry. It's my dare... In the game." She looked at me and saw I didn't understand. "So you aren't playing the game? It was something else?"
"I think you better explain this game."
Julie lowered her voice to keep it from carrying too far. "It's a new thing. It started with all those stupid tic-tok challenges. Someone came up with the idea. You have a circle of people that do dares. Each level has a whole bunch. You have to pick five or so to earn points, and do them before you can move forward to the next level. Instead of making a video and posting it for the whole world to see, you live-stream it to the circle. Only the people in your circle, or someone you invite, can see the stream or the recording of it. I'm on level four. I wanted Alex to put a vibrator in me and make me climax. That's the challenge: have a MSNMH make me climax with a vibrator in public."
"MSNMH?"
She looked at my wife. "Male stranger not my husband. It's part of the game. Each dare tells you what kind of person has to do it. Sometimes its your husband, sometimes it's not."
"So you're just going to pick a strange man, show him your... worse, have him touch it, and then film you climaxing in a public place?"
"Pretty much. I'm at level four. These are a lot harder than the other levels. Shit, it looks like we're out of time."
We looked around and sure enough, everyone was being called back to class. "What the hell. You need to tell is more about this later. Alex, go do what she needs. Since this is the last class..."
"Come on," Julie said, grabbing my hand and pulling me back toward the bathroom. I looked back at my wife, who was smirking as the door closed behind me. Julie pulled open her bag, pulled out a small egg-shaped vibrator and a bottle of lube. She handed me the egg and lifted one foot onto the counter, spreading her legs wide in the process. She lifted her skirt and held out the bottle of lube. "Well?"
"Oh," I grunted, holding the egg out. She squirted some lube on the egg and then tossed the bottle back into the bag. She reached into the bag and pulled out a small remote. She pressed the button and the egg started to vibrate.
"Well, hurry up! Put it in me."
"Yeah," I answered still trying to get my brain caught up with what was in front of me. I reached down and rubbed the vibrating egg between her full, round lips, spreading them and the small amount of inner labia that was pushing between them. She moaned softly as I rubbed it back and forth and then started pushing it harder, trying to force it into her.
"It'll go. Trust me." She moaned as her pussy slowly expanded to allow the intruder in. It finally slipped inside, leaving just a short stick poking out. She stood there, letting it settle inside her, the hum of the vibrator now muted. "Okay. You get to play with this. Make sure you're live streaming when I come, though," she added as she handed me her smart phone and the small remote.
She walked out of the ladies room, me following behind. My wife was waiting for me. She gave me a questioning look, to which I just shrugged. I took her hand and pulled her along toward the dance floor. "Should be interesting," I said quietly. I settled us in a line ahead of Julie, allowing me to see her every time we turned to go the opposite direction. I didn't know how sensitive she was to the vibrator and pressed the button a couple times, which apparently changed the intensity as well as on off. I could see her suddenly squirm and grab hold of the man next to her, which I guessed was her husband or boyfriend. He apparently knew what was going on, a wide grin on his face as he watched his partner.
I fiddled with her phone as we danced, getting it ready to stream when she climaxed. I wasn't sure how long it would take, but I wasn't disappointed. The longer she danced, the harder it seemed to be for her to keep her rhythm. Her partner seemed to be laughing as she grabbed at him more frequently. I saw her glance back at me, her eyes wide, making me suspect her climax was imminent. She opened her mouth and mouthed, 'turn it off'. I reached into my pocket and pressed the button one time, thinking that would turn it off. Instead I saw her stop moving, pressing her knees together as her whole body suddenly shuddered. I stared in surprise as she stood still, her body jerking and shaking as she climaxed, the floor under her suddenly containing a growing puddle as she leaked.
As her climax started to fade a little, I pressed the button again, turning the vibrator off. She hung onto the guy next to her, panting and shaking for long seconds before she pushed away from him and ran to the ladies room. There was even more laughing and giggling than last week, Rachel being part of that giggling.
"Jesus," Judy whispered as we stood looking at where Julie had been standing. "She did that on a dare?"
"It seems to have been rated high," I said, holding her phone for my wife to see. The app was starting to show rating numbers of the live stream, apparently coming from those in her circle. Her husband, or boyfriend or whatever, reached for the phone and took it, and the remote, turning to walk towards the ladies room.
"Alright everyone. The floor show is over. Let's get back to it. I'd like to finish this one before we end tonight," our instructor called, shaking her head in annoyance and disgust. This was the second week in a row that someone had been inappropriately exposed, one way or another. I wondered what she thought of her class after that.
We finished about twenty minutes later. Julie hadn't come back, or her partner. I wondered if they had slipped out when I couldn't see. Most likely she had. Rachel, Evan, Judy and I said our goodbyes to the friends we'd made at class before everyone started filtering out for the last time. "I'll be ready in a minute. I need to go pee," my wife said as she headed off to the lady's room. We waited for her to come back, Rachel, Even and I chatting with a few last people, one couple hanging back wanting to ask Rachel about her dress drop incident, wanting to know if it was really an accident or planned. Rachel admitted it was planned and Elizabeth, the twenty-something young lady asked if she did that kind of thing a lot.
"Not really. It was a dare Evan gave me," Rachel admitted.
"Your husband? He wanted you to flash everyone everything?" Elizabeth asked in surprise, looking at Evan.
"Let's just say she was buying into something she wanted more than her dignity," he answered. "I have no doubt she'd do it again if Joan would let her."
"What does Joan have to do with it?"
"Well, what she was buying into was a threesome with Alex here." Evan chuckled. "I think she got her money's worth, but I doubt it'd happen again."
"Do you want to? Do another threesome?" Elizabeth asked Rachel pointedly.
"Um, that's hard to say. Why?"
"Well, Bill here," she said, hugging her husband's arm, "wouldn't mind trying something like that, with the right person."
"I don't think I'm particularly in favor of that, but I might be inclined to do a one-time couple swap," Evan said, surprising me a little. He stepped a little closer to her and reached out for her waist. He ran a finger from her waist, up her front, pausing at her left breasts to circle her nipple with his finger. She wiggled a little with a silent shudder before Evan drew his hand back. Then he looked at her husband. "That what you want to see? Or is it just interesting you having two women at once?"
"Alex," I heard my wife say from behind me. I turned to look at her. "I think you better come with me for a minute."
I turned and let her take my hand, pulling me away from the conversation. "Where to?"
"The ladies room." My wife said quietly. "Someone wants to talk to you."
"In the ladies room? For real?"
"Oh yeah," she said, nodding, pulling me through the door we had just reached. She pulled me past her and pushed me with a hand in the middle of my back toward the last stall, the larger handicap stall. The door opened and Julie stood in front of me. She reached for my hand and pulled me into the stall, pushing the door closed behind her.
"Well, you did it. You made me come, and damn hard too. It was more embarrassing than I expected. So, since you helped with the first part, your wife suggested that I you'd be willing to let me pay the penalty."
"The Penalty? What, have sex with me?"
"Actually, no. I I have to suck you off and make you come all over me for not being able to keep everyone from knowing I was climaxing. Your wife said it was only fair," she said as she stepped to me and reached for my pants.
"Is this being live streamed as well?" I asked as she stepped to me and reached for the front of my pants, unsnapping my jeans and pulled the zipper down.
"Oh yeah. It has to be." She grinned as she knelt down in front of me and pulled my dick out of my pants. "I hope I give as good as you did." She wrapped a hand around my already-hardening dick and started to stroke and lick me. After a few teasing licks she closed her lips around my engorged head and began to suck my cock, slowly sliding one hand and her lips down my shaft and back again.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly as she teased and stroked my dick, her small, bouncy boobs wiggling with each stroke on my shaft. On and off her mouth bobbed, pushing me quickly and expertly toward a climax. She slurped and sucked my cock as I swelled, my climax pushing closer by the moment. "Almost there." I grunted, knowing that I was going to unload in her mouth in only a few moments if she didn't pull off.
She leaned back and wrapped both hands around my shaft and started to stroke me frantically, her hands sliding all the way over my engorged head with each stoke, her face looking up at me with a wicked little grin. "Come for me, honey. Come all over my face and tits. You made me come all over the floor out there, you naughty man, now it's your turn. Your turn to come all over me for my friends that are watching. Come for me now. Show them just how much you can put on my face and titties!"



"Oh shit," I grunted as my body jerked. My hips pushed toward her unexpectedly, shoving my dick toward her face as the first surge of cum lanced from the tip, aimed right at her still open mouth. "Uh fuck," I grunted as she pushed back on my dick, aiming it lower now, the next shot hitting her neck, and the one after that on one of her tits, followed by the other. She watched my fifth shot almost miss her body, arching down toward the floor, hitting her body just above her spread legs on her completely-shaved mound. She lifted my cock and closed her lips around it again, sucking the remaining, much less powerful, shots of cum, into her mouth. She licked and sucked me until I was starting to soften and then let me slip from her mouth. She stood up and let me watch as she smeared my cum onto her tits and then reached down to push the splatter of cum off her mound and between her legs with her palm. She rubbed her pussy several times and then walked to the toilet paper holder and picked up her cell phone.
"That should get me some points. Nice job by the way. I wasn't expecting that first one to go straight in."
"Sorry." I shrugged as I tucked my half-hard dick back into my pants.
"Don't be. I enjoyed it just fine," she said as she reached for her skirt on the little hook. She stepped into it and pulled it up, zipping it and then pulled her western shirt on, leaving her bra hanging on the hook. "Give me your phone."
"Why?"
"Just do."
I dug in my pocket and pulled it out. I let my face unlock it and handed it to her. She found my contacts list and typed her information in on a new contact. "Julie K." She said, "Call me tomorrow. I have an invitation for you and your wife."
"If its sex with you, the answer is no."
She laughed softly. "Not yet. That would be something like level six or seven."
"Level six or seven?" I asked curiously.
"Trust me. I'll explain tomorrow. If you're interested in having more fun like this, that is. If not, well, this was fun just the same." She kissed me and pushed the stall door open. "He's all yours again," she said as she walked past my wife.
"Well?"
"Interesting," I answered her as I stepped out of ladies room, Rachel and Evan staring at the Julie and then at me, a knowing smirk growing on his face. "She gave me her number."
"I heard a lot more than her number being given. Hopefully she didn't do more than she said she was."
"She's good with her mouth," I answered quietly as she fell in step next to me, heading back to our friends.
---o---
"So I promised her I wouldn't ask you about anything until today. Well, it's today," my wife said as she snuggled up next to me in bed the next morning.
"She wants us to call her. She has an invitation for us."
"Oh?"
"I asked her if it was for sex, and she said no. That wasn't until level six or seven, whatever that meant. What did she tell you that made you do that, last night?"
"She said some things that made me curious. We knew she was doing a dare thing, that was what the vibrator was about, but if she couldn't keep people from knowing she was climaxing, then she had to repay the guy, whoever it was, with a blow job. And not just any blow job, but one where he came all over her naked body. I wasn't quite sure about it, but she admitted she'd lost the dare, that part anyway, and needed to pay up. I decided to let her, since it was just a blow job. I don't much like to give those anyway."
"Well, you know more than I do. We can call her later and see what she says. If you're interested, that is."
"If nothing else, I'd like to see what makes a woman climax in public on a dare."
I chuckled. "You mean like making your dress fall off in front of everyone so you can have sex with your friends' husband?"
My wife laughed as well. "Yeah, imagine someone doing that? Might as well invite her over for drinks this evening. How about that?"
"Why this evening? Why not earlier?"
"Because I have other plans for today. I wanna go shopping for something."
"Okay. Where do you want to go?"
"Uh uh. Not with you. With Rachel. It wouldn't be much of a surprise if you were there when I bought it."
"I guess not."
---o---
"Hi. Come on in," I greeted Julie at the front door. She was wearing a rather simple but damn sexy dress that clung to her body like a second skin, leaving everything above her modestly-sized boobs and everything below the middle of her thighs completely bare and exposed. The only other thing I could tell she had on was a pair of red spike heels, the thin white dress showing a hint of her areola through, so no bra. And well, I sure as hell didn't see any panties through the dress either. I was so busy looking at her that I barely even noticed the guy following behind.
"This is my husband, Reggie." She motioned to the guy following her in the door. It was the same guy that she had been hanging onto at the dance.
"Reggie. Alex," I said, holding my hand out.
"Good to meet you," he said cheerfully. "I saw that stream of Julie paying off. Just so you know, I'm fine with it. It was her dare to do."
"Um, okay. Well, good to know." I nodded. "Come on to the patio. Rachel and Evan are already back there with my wife," I said as I led the way through the house to the back door. We stepped out and I made introductions and we all sat down. "So, you said you had an invitation for us?"
Julie smiled. "I actually thought you were already playing the game when Rachel here dropped her dress. That was pretty impressive by the way. If you'd have been streaming that it would have gotten an incredible number of points."
"Points?" Rachel asked.
"So let me explain. It all started during Covid. Things were getting boring and someone came up with the idea of the game. That's what its called, The Game. You build circles of players: people you know, in one way or another. Not everyone knows everyone, but like, we know you and you know us, but right now you don't know any of them. The idea is you work through different levels. You build points based on dares. You choose a dare and then when you do it, you stream it. The other players in your circle award points based on how well you did the dare, or if you failed, like I did, how well you pay off. Not all dares have a payoff, but some do."
"So who thinks up these dares?"
"There's an app. You go to your sex, your type, and your level. All of us in our circle are either straight or bi, so it's easy to watch and evaluate the dares. There are dozens of them for each level and more are being added all the time."
"So you just pick one and do it?" my wife asked her.
"You can look at them and choose what you want to try. Once you mark it, you have to do that dare. It won't let you browse for more until you complete the one you chose already."
"Okay. So what else?"
"You make points. There's a base value for doing the dare, and that limits how many points your circle can award. You get the average of your circle's points. You can do lots of low-point challenges, or you can do a few higher-point ones. Obviously, the higher the point value is determined by how daring the challenge is. You have to build enough points to move on to the next level. For instance, you have to get 50 points for level one. You can do ten five point challenges or you can do five ten point ones."
"What's a five point and a ten point like?"
"Well, a five point level one might be as simple as taking your underwear off on live stream without showing anything off. Level one doesn't require showing nipples or pussy or dick. In fact, you can actually lose points if you do show it accidently. One of the ten point ones I did was switching swim suits with a friend in a stream."
"That sounds kinda fun," Rachel said with a grin. "I could get into this."
"What about guys?"
"Same thing. There are different challenges though. If a woman's dress falls off in public, everyone looks and that's the end of it. If a guy loses his pants in public, people want to accuse him of being a perv. You have to plan carefully. A friend doing something to you or a woman doing something to you usually covers that."
"Like how?'
"Well, for one of my level-three ones I was doing chin-ups on one of the exercise trails, and while I was pulling up, my wife tugged my shorts down to my ankles, leaving me completely exposed in front of several women walking the trail."
"They thought I was mean, doing that to my husband, but it did the job. He had to expose his hard dick to at least two women he didn't know."
"So, you interested?" Reggie asked, looking around the group.
"I don't know. I mean, if someone got the video."
"The app streams the live feed, and the server keeps a secure version. Only our circle knows our pin number and without it you can't see the video; its encrypted. And you can only play it once. Once you play it, you can't get it again. The app doesn't let you copy it either. There's always a chance that someone might record it with a camera looking at the screen, but if that happens you just flag them and they get thrown out of the circle and lose all access to the app. So far as I know, none of the dares have ever made it to the greater internet."
"So they all stay on the server?"
"Nope. Once everyone in the circle sees it, or the time expires, it's deleted. No backups of the servers either. Once they're gone, they're gone. We set the time limit as a circle. For us it's three days. After three days it's deleted even though not everyone might have seen it."
"Could be fun," I said, looking at my wife. "What'd you think, lover?"
"Well, that silly card game really spiced things up, except for Tom. I've actually had a pretty good time. We haven't done anything as daring as we have the last few weeks since we were first married. I kind of have to admit, it's been more fun that I would have thought. Why not keep it going? I don't know that I really wanna do things where we have sex with strange people, but a few dares that make us both horny, well, why not? If we don't like it we can always stop, right?"
It only took a few minutes to get the four of us to download and create our user IDs in the app. Once that was done, Julie invited us to her circle and set up a time for her to help us with our first dare. We all sat around talking for about another hour, mostly quizzing Regie and Julie about the dares they have already done. When we broke up for the night I had little doubt about what was going to happen. I wasn't disappointed when Judy began to strip off her clothes while we were still out on the patio. Yeah, I was thinking this was going to be really good for our sex lives.
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Chapter 15
The summer was racing by. Chris and Katie had included one other couple, her friend and bridesmaid Angela, and her boyfriend, to the mix. We'd started playing a number of games, including some rather risqué dare games, that almost always ended up with all or most of us naked and having sex with someone other than our own partner. Betsy continued to be extremely accepting of me having sex with the other girls, and on more than one occasion, had joined in. She also, still occasionally, spent the night with my mom, though she ALWAYS made sure I was included.
The summer was racing by at work as well. It was almost halfway through the summer and the staff at the company had grown from just the three of us, Leah, my direct boss, Victoria and me; to now include another programmer and two operators, one for the day shift and one for the evening shift. The day shift operator was a young woman just out of high school whose primary job was to feed the growing rack of nine track magnetic tape machines with the tapes the system seemed to be continually calling for. There just wasn't enough platter memory storage to handle the data that was growing exponentially. They just couldn't get enough hard disk storage purchased and installed to keep up, so more and more was offloaded to mag tape. Gabby was a cute little nineteen year old blonde girl, that was slender in all the right places, and not in the other important places. Not that I could usually see much, with all the heavy clothing we all seemed to wear to ward off the sixty five degree temps in the data center.
The new programmer, a heavy-set young lady just out of Purdue, Angeline, took over most of what I had been working on, freeing me up to work on a special project Victoria and I started. She had given me one of the new IBM PCs to play with. Just a simple two floppy disk machine with a CRT sitting on top of it, but it had the ability to process locally. It took me almost a whole day to realize that we could greatly improve our response time and lower the modem traffic to our customers, if all we had to do was to transfer the data, not the entire formatted print stream. At only three hundred baud on some of the slower lines, it could take several minutes to dump the entire print job to the customer site. If we could do all the formatting at the local site, then all we needed to do was transfer the data. True, it meant the two programs had to each know what the data format was going to be, but coordination of that shouldn't be too hard. Victoria saw the potential, and pulled me off everything else I was doing, to work exclusively on that.
I walked into work on this particular Wednesday and stopped dead in my tracks. "Holy cow! Who left the doors open and let summer sneak in?" I asked as the oppressive heat quickly made me start sweating.
"Yeah, Victoria said one of the A/C units that cools the equipment died and while the processing units are staying cool enough, the heat dump is making it a little uncomfortable in here." Leah said from her swivel desk chair that was near my workstation.
"Little uncomfortable?" I asked as I quickly started peeling one of my two layers of shirts off. "It's like the middle of summer inside. It might even be warmer than outside."
"Only a little." Angeline said as she used the shirt tail to wipe sweat from her face. "It's a pleasant seventy-four inside the processing units, but the heat coming out is almost ninety."
"Ninety-two." Victoria said as she stepped out of her glass enclosed office. "I just got off the phone with the A/C company. They should have someone here tomorrow. Until then, we'll just have to tough it out."
"Melt is more like it!" Gabby said as she walked quickly by my desk, on the way to the tape stacks to get more mag tapes.
"Well, there isn't much we can do." Victoria said. "We'll just have to find a way to cope." She added before returning to her office. The only consolation was that it had to be hotter in her office, without any air flow, than it was for us.
After an hour, my shirt was so soaked with sweat that I just gave up and took it off, sitting at my desk bare chested.
"Guys are lucky, they can get away with that." Angeline said from where she was working only a dozen feet or so away to my left.
"Huh?"
"Shirtless. You can go shirtless. Girls can't do that."
"You can't blame me for stopping you. I don't care if you take your shirt off."
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" She answered.
"You know, my bikini shows more than my bra does. I'm going to." Gabby said, standing up from her desk and pulling the heavy long-sleeved shirt up and off. "And these can go too." She said unsnapping her pants and pushing them down. In only a few moments she was sitting in nothing but her tennis shoes, a small lacy bra and a pair of bikini panties. "Sooooo much better!" She said before her terminal chimed and sent her scurrying for more tapes. I watched her go by, her surprisingly large boobs bouncing and wiggling enticingly in the tiny lace bra. Three times she walked by, the sight of her, maybe C cup boobs, wiggling making my dick grow in my pants.
"Okay. modesty be damned. I can't take this heat." Angeline said. She stood up and pulled off the t-shirt that she had been wearing under her sweater, and then the knee length wool skirt. She had long since ditched the cable tights she had on under the skirt, leaving her in a heavy weight bra, containing boobs that were easily as big as mom's, and a pair of rather unflattering looking high waist panties. She sat down and looked at me. "Well?"
"Well, what?"
"You think I'm gonna sit here in my underwear alone? Come on, lose the pants, unless of course you don't have any underwear on, and then you can take 'em off twice as fast." She said with a giggle.
"No, I have underwear on," I answered.
"Well, let's get 'em off then." Angeline said with crooked grin. "You're not afraid of showing off that bulge, are you?"
"What bulge?"
"The one that you've had since gabby started running around in that little bra and panty."
I rolled my eyes. "I don't have a hardon."
"Yeah, right. Prove it. Take 'em off!"
"Fine, I will!" I stood up and it only took me a minute to take my shoes off and then slip my jeans off. I sat back down in my plain white briefs and put my shoes back on, blushing at the realization of just how hard my dick was and how far out the front of my briefs bulged. Once I was sitting normally again, I slipped a hand into my briefs and straightened my dick out, which was more comfortable, but also let it grow a bit harder, now that it wasn't uncomfortably bent.
"Damn David! Looks good!" She said as she turned in her desk chair to face me, her legs spread slightly, to expose that the crotch of her pale blue panties was dark with dampness. "Your turn Leah!"
"I don't think so," she answered quickly.
"What? Don't want anyone to see your underwear? I mean, come on, it's just us girls, and of course David."
"No, it's not that. I'll be fine."
"Come on Leah, don't be a prude." Gabby chided as she settled back into her desk chair after loading a number of mag tapes.
"It's not that." Leah protested.
"So, what then?"
"I don't have any on! Okay? There! I said it. I'm not wearing any underwear."
"Whoooooo. Now I wouldn't have figured that! How come? Got the hots for David here?" Angeline chided.
"It's not that, really."
Angeline rolled her chair over to Leah. "So come on girl. Give. No underwear?"
She looked at me, then at Angeline. "I don't ever, not with a dress." She said quietly, almost trying to be quiet enough for me to not hear.
"Sooooo? Why not?"
"My husband says it makes me hornier." She whispered.
"Ahhhhh. Let me guess. You get home and he wants some?"
"Something like that."
"And you not wearing any, makes you more turned on."
"Yeah." She answered, with a shy shrug.
"Well, if you're not wearing underwear under your dress makes you horny, imagine what sitting around naked will do!"
"I'm not sitting around naked, not in front of David!"
"Why? Afraid he might think you don't look good?" Angeline asked her. "Or afraid he'll think you look too good?" When Leah blushed Angeline laughed. "Got it girl. You got the hots for David and you don't want to admit it. Well, don't worry. If he decides he needs to put a hard dick someplace, he can pump it into me all he wants!"
"Still, I'm not going to be the only one sitting around here naked!"
"Oh, trust me, you won't be. Come on David, let's make her feel more comfortable." Angeline said as she stood up between the two of us. In moments she was stripping off her panties and bra, leaving her standing between us completely naked. Her boobs, had huge dark brown areola covering almost half of the front of each huge breast, a mat of dark brown curls on her mound and between her legs that matched the ass length brown hair she had hanging down her back. She turned to me. "Your turn."
"Huh?"
"Take 'em off! Unless you want me to do it for you."
"I'd like to see that." Gabby said, getting up from her chair and walking over. She stood in front of my desk and reached behind her back. She unsnapped her bra and dropped it off her arms onto my desk and then reached up to cup both small orange sized boobs, cupping and squeezing them to make her nipples push out at me. "I've been wondering what he has down there anyway."
"I don't know this is a good idea."
"Why? Afraid of someone seeing you naked?"
"Well, no, but let's just say that guys and girls naked, tends to lead to things."
"Afraid you can't restrain yourself in front of my sexy body?" Angeline chided me. "Come on. Let's see it. I bet it isn't all that big anyway."
"Fine. I do, Leah has to, also."
"No." Leah said.
"YES!" Angeline answered. "Of course, you will, you can't sit there all day sweating like this!"
"Oh fine, if he does." She finally relented.
"Okay David, time to step it up."
"Oh shit. This is going to get us in trouble!"
"I doubt it. Come on." I stood up and pushed my briefs down, letting my mostly hard dick stick out in full view. I bent over and stepped out of my briefs and then sat back down, my dick inexplicably getting harder by the second. "Mmmmmm, now, that looks like one hell of a cock!"
"Okay. Now, back to work?"
"As soon as Leah gets her dress off."
Leah rolled her eyes and stood up. The sweater dress had a belt around it, she loosened that, and then she pulled it up and over her head. Her boobs weren't nearly as large as Angeline's but DAMN they were sexy looking. Her areola were several inches in diameter with a rock-hard pink nipple poking from the center that was just begging to be sucked! Her mound and her full round lips were completely shaved and she had almost no inner lip protruding at all. The sight of her incredibly sexy body had my dick hard as a rock, as it bounced lightly with my heartbeat.
"Jesus, Leah. You have a killer body! You could be a fucking centerfold!" Gabby said from where she stood looking at Leah, her left hand unconsciously stroking the crotch of the panties she had yet to take off.
"Not that good looking." Leah protested as she sat back down and blushed brightly.
"Okay. let's get back to work now?" I suggested, wondering how the hell I was going to concentrate. Gabby slipped her panties off and dropped them on my desk before heading back to her terminal to see what the next set of tapes was.
I sat and worked, trying hard to concentrate, but having a hard time not looking up every time Gabby walked by my desk. Her tight little body moved in all the right ways, in all the right places, most probably intentionally, and was keeping my cock rock hard. She disappeared into the long, tall rows of mag tapes over and over again, each time to take back or get a new set of tapes for whatever job was running.
"What the hell is going on out here?" Victoria snapped as she stepped out of her office.
"What?" Angeline asked innocently.
"What? Is that how you'd respond to your parents if they found you all running around naked?"
"Actually, I don't think they'd care." she answered.
Victoria looked around at all of us, including Gabby, walking back with an arm full of tapes. Her eyes settled on me, and the obvious hard-on I had poking up from my lap. "Wanna explain this, David?"
"Um. Trying to stay cool?"
"It was my idea. We were going to just strip to our underwear to stay cool, but Leah wasn't wearing any, so we all agreed to go naked so she wouldn't feel alone." Angeline said with a shrug. "You could join us too. If you wanted to. Your dress is already soaked with sweat anyhow."
"I can't run around naked."
"Then don't. Just strip to your panties and bra. Hell, most of our swim suits show more than that anyway."
"Is that the argument you started with out here?"
"Sorta."
Victoria shook her head and went back to her office without another word.
"I'd have thought she'd be madder than that." Angeline said, "Guess the sight of a sexy cock..." She said, leaving it unfinished.
I glanced into Victoria's glassed in office and watched, as she slowly undressed. She was almost as naked as we were, once she was down to the little half cup bra and thong panty. I couldn't help but notice her left hand slip between her legs, as she slid her chair toward her desk, trying to hide the fact that she was clearly playing with herself under the desk. I tried to not appear to be watching, as she looked up frequently to see if anyone was watching her. Her nipples, clearly visible over the top of each half cup, grew harder and more pronounced, the areola around each one engorging and pushing out. I watched her face blush, as she leaned toward the desk, her whole body shaking and trembling for long seconds. She took a few deep breaths and then looked around to see if anyone had noticed her climax at her desk. Assuming no one did, she went back to work, trying to look as normal as she could, despite her nipples still poking out, rock hard.
"David! Can you help me?" I heard Gabby call, from in the stacks. It wasn't unusual for her to need help reaching tapes on the top row, her petite form just a little too short to reach them. I got up and walked into the stacks, feeling Angeline's eyes follow my swinging hard-on as I walked past her. It took three tries to find which row of tapes she was down and then headed down. "There you are." She said softly as she turned to face me. She sat on the small stool that she occasionally used to reach that top row and then leaned back, grabbing her hands on one rack on each side to keep her from tipping back too far. Then she lifted both legs and hooked her heels on the racks. "David, if you don't fuck me with that cock, right now, I think I'm going to scream!"
"What?" I asked in surprise.
"Oh, don't play coy with me. I see you checking out my body every time I walk by. I can only play with myself so much and then I need a cock. So, you made me horny, you get to fix it!"
"We can't be having sex at work." I hissed quietly.
"It's gonna be lunch time in ten minutes. Just say it's an early lunch. Come on David!" She almost pleaded. "I can't keep looking at that cock and not want it. Just a quickie, come on, please!?"
I had to admit that after watching Victoria climax in her office, I was damn horny. Still, having sex at work... I was still trying to argue with myself about whether I should or not when, I found myself standing between her legs, my hardon resting on her shaved mound and my hands gently massaging her breasts.
"That's it, just slip it in me. Please!?"
I knew I shouldn't, but I had to admit, that getting release would feel awfully good. After watching Leah's and her boobs wiggling and bouncing for the last two hours... "As long as we keep it quiet." I whispered as I pulled my hips back. I squatted down a few inches to bring my engorged head to her lips and then slowly pushed myself into her, drawing a long low moan from her.
"Ohhhhhhh yes. God that feels so good."
"Uh huh." I agreed as I started to stroke into her, using her tits as handles, as I pushed in and out, short, choppy strokes at first, and then longer ones as my whole shaft was lubricated by her copious juices. In and out I slid, trying to keep things as quiet as I could, though the damn stool she was on insisted on squeaking with each push into her hot wet depths. In and out I stroked, my cock caressing her vaginal walls and her sexy body teasing my cock in all the right places. I had no doubt that this would indeed be a quickie, for both of us!
In and out I pushed, coaxing her closer and closer to climactic bliss. She leaned herself back as far as she could and closed her eyes, soft moans coming from her lips as my body slapped quietly against her bare ass with each stroke. The two of us were drawing closer and closer to climax with each stroke.
"Oh fuck, I'm coming!" She moaned softly as her body started to quiver. "Oh God David. Sooooo good. God I'm coming! I'M COMING!" she squealed loudly as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me, her already tight confines growing even tighter. In and out I continued to stroke, my own body demanding that I drive a little harder. Her body moved with each impact, the rack next to me beginning to shake slightly as I drove harder into her spasming, climaxing pussy. "OH GOD YES!" she squealed loudly as my body bucked into her and started to pump shot after shot into her depths. I stood between her legs, panting and jerking as my orgasm washed over my whole body, only the sensations of my cum, pumping into her and the softness of her tits in my hand really getting through to my brain for several long seconds.
"Are you two quite done?" I heard Victoria say from several feet behind me. "Not that I want to interrupt such a sweet performance or anything."
"Oh shit." I grunted pulling my still squirting cock out of Gabby, as I turned in surprise. Victoria was standing so close to me that the fourth shot of cum squirted from my cock all the way onto her shoes and the floor in front of her. I grabbed one rack for balance, my body not quite coordinated yet, as it jerked and twitched, jetting and then leaking cum onto the raised equipment room floor. I looked at the anger in her face and knew I was in deep shit. Bad enough I was fucking another employee here, but to cum on her shoes? OHHHHHH SHIT.
"My office!" She snapped, as she turned and walked away, her high heels clomping on the raised floor. How I couldn't hear her walk up behind me, was a mystery to me, but it didn't matter, I was probably going to get canned.
"Shit, I'm sorry!" Gabby whispered as she sat up, our combined cum leaking from her onto the floor to add to the mess. "I'll tell her it was my idea."
"No, you suggested it, but I still did it. No, this was my fault. I'll take the hit." I answered without looking back at her again. She stood up and pressed herself against me, wrapping her arms around me and pulling my back to her chest.
"I'm sorry." She whispered again.
"Yeah. Me too. Been fun working with you."
"You don't think she'll fire you, do you?"
"Honestly? Yes." I nodded. She let her arms slip from around me and I walked down the aisle and headed to the office. Angeline watched me with a sad look on her face. She gave a little shrug as to say, I couldn't warn you. The door to her office was standing open, as it had probably been all day, stupid... I walked in and sat down in the chair in front of her desk. She sat for several seconds before looking at me instead of the terminal on one side of her desk. She stood up and stepped around the desk. She took her high heels off and stepped her bare feet on the floor, before bending to pick up the shoes. She stepped to me and held them out.



"Clean 'em. I don't care how or where, but when you bring them back, I want them spotless. I don't want to see your cum stains on or in them."
"Yes ma'am." I answered, taking the shoes from her hand.
She moved back to sit behind her desk again, sliding under it, her tits above the surface, the half bra leaving her surprisingly rigid nipples fully exposed. "Since you decided to waste time doing that, you can stay late to make up the time. I want that floor back there cleaned of every drop of your... of what you left behind. Is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered contritely.
"Good. Now go clean those. I want them back before lunch is over." She said, before looking back at her terminal, clearly dismissing me.
I walked out with her shoes in my hand. Gabby was hanging nearby, waiting. "Everything okay?"
"I have to stay after and clean the floor, and I have to clean her shoes." I answered. "Other than that, I don't really know."
"Damn. I'm sorry."
"Yeah. it's okay. Not your fault. But if you wanna do something for me, how about you grab me a coke and a couple ham and cheese off the truck, when it comes. I'm headed to the bathroom to clean her shoes."
"I can do that." She said, running her hand down my back gently as I walked by.
It took me about ten minutes to make her black, spike heel shoes, shine again and get the cum stains out of the inside where it leaked down the side of her foot all the way to the inside padding. I hoped she didn't mind them being a little damp. There as only so much I could do with paper towels. I returned her shoes to her, to which she said nothing, and then headed to my desk to eat the lunch Gabby had gotten for me.
The second shift operator came on duty before the end of the day for us, since the day shift started almost an hour before I showed up for work. She was a bit older, maybe late thirties or so. She too found it extremely warm, and while Angeline and Leah were still naked, she chose to not go any further than taking her shirt and tights off, leaving her in a skirt and a heavy bra encasing her large bust.
I couldn't help but feel like she was spending a lot of time staring at my dick which spent most of its time hard, with both Leah and Angeline naked. It finally got about time to go home and the three of us started to dress. "Uh-uh. Not you. You stay that way!" I heard Victoria say from her office door. "You made the mess, naked, you can clean it up that way."
"Yes ma'am." I answered quietly, pulling my briefs back off.
"You know, if you're gonna get naked in front of us more often, you might want to consider some sexier underwear." Angeline said with a grin.
"I could say the same thing." I retorted before heading to the closet, in the back of the data center, that held the few cleaning supplies we used in here.
I was on my hands and knees with a roll of paper towels and spray cleaner, wiping the floor tiles when I heard her high heels clopping down the floor behind me. I didn't bother to look back at her as she stood behind me, preferring to just get this done so I could get dressed again. I saw a small, light blue thing fly past my head and land on the floor in front of me. A few moments later the matching light blue half bra she had been wearing joined it. Okay, she had my attention.
I turned around to see her standing completely naked, her high heels set off to one side of the aisle. She had set the stool that Gabby had used earlier, in the aisle behind her. Without a word she sat down on it, seeing she had my attention. She lifted her legs and used the racks on either side of her to hold her feet up and apart, exposing her completely to me, just like Gabby had been. Her breasts were definitely the size of small grapefruit. Each firm looking breast, easily enough to fill my hand, had slightly oval shaped, pink areola, which were puckered in excitement, a pleasantly sized pink nipple protruding rigidly out from the center. Her body was trim and firm all the way to her almost completely shaved mound, only a tiny little patch of brown curls just above the top of her lips. Her firm looking, outer lips, framed a small amount of protruding inner lip, which she was now slowly stroking with her fingers.
"I think that's clean enough." She said softly, looking at me as she stroked herself. "You know, as your boss, it would be completely inappropriate for me to even suggest we have sex. I'm going to sit here and make myself climax while I watch you work. If for some reason your hands, or other parts, found their way to helping me, I'm not going to tell you to stop. I also won't remember tomorrow that it happened, if you catch my drift."
"I think I do."
"I don't know how you feel about having sex with other women, but judging by your time with Gabby, this morning, you aren't against the idea. If that," she said pointing toward my hard dick before going back to stroking her pussy, "found its way in here, well, I wouldn't mind that one bit either."
"You don't think your husband would mind?" I asked, knowing she was married, though I'd never met him or really heard much about him.
"If I came home with a pussy full of another man's come, I doubt he'd even find time to notice. Might be interesting to see if he did."
"I see."
"So, I'm just going to close my eyes and pretend that you're pushing that into me and see if I can climax, nice and hard like Gabby did." She said as she closed her eyes, and pushed a finger slowly into her pussy. Fucking the boss wasn't exactly what I had ever thought I'd do, but to be honest, she did look damn hot and I knew Betsy wouldn't have a problem with it, given our recent game nights. Who knows, maybe she and her husband would enjoy joining our game nights?
I moved between her legs and gently moved her hand from herself. I set it on her leg and then leaned my face down to her pussy, gently kissing her wet lips, drawing a soft moan from her. I licked up her slit, tasting the sweet juices already leaking from her clearly excited pussy. I used my fingers to spread her firm outer lips and expose more of her soft, delicate, inner lips and even the entrance to her vaginal depths. I stroked my tongue up and down, teasing her and finding her hard clit with the tip of my tongue. It didn't take long for my attentions to grow her soft moans, to loud gasps and groans of pleasure.
My cock was rock hard, as I used my free hand to gently stroke it, trying to decide if I really wanted to fuck the boss; or just give her a good oral climax. Maybe stroking myself wasn't the right way to consider it, but I did. She could have fired me for what I was doing, but she didn't. In fact, the only punishment was cleaning up the mess I'd made on her shoes and the floor, so what the hell? I moved my hand from my dick to her pussy, and pressed a finger slowly into her tight vagina, feeling her body grip me firmly as I pushed it deeper. I rolled my hand over and concentrated my tongue on her clit while I let my finger search for that perfect spot.
"OH FUCK!" She cried in surprise, as my finger stroked across that nerve bundle unexpectedly. I grinned to myself and continued to flick my tongue across her clit, over and over, as I began to stroke my finger in and out of her, letting the tip rub across that spot each time I pressed into her. Her hips rocked and she held onto the rack, on both sides of us, as she leaned back, until she was practically lying flat. Her ass lifted off the stool with each stroke of my finger into her, her feet braced on the racks as I drove her closer and closer to a massive orgasm. "OHHHHHH FUUUUUCK MEEEEE!" she screamed as her body started to shudder and tremble. I knew she was almost ready to explode and I knew exactly how to do it. I spread her lips even further apart, forcing her clit to push up and out from between its protective shroud toward me. I closed my lips on it like Betsy had once taught me, and squeezing gently stroked the tip of my tongue across it as fast as I could while keeping my finger in her and wiggling the tip across that sensitive spot. "OH FUCK!" she screamed, as her back arched and pushed her pussy toward me. Her whole body stiffened as she held herself up in the air and moments later, I felt her pussy gushing her juices out at me, spraying them on my chin, neck and down my chest. I continued to assault her pussy until she had squirted her juices onto me twice, and then, abruptly pulled my finger from her as well as letting go of her clit. I straightened up onto my knees and aimed my dick at her dripping pussy as her body stiffness eased and she lowered her ass back to the stool.
I didn't give her much time to recover before I plunged my engorged shaft hard into her, driving deep into her with one thrust. "OH FUCK!" she cried again as the sudden change in sensations. I grabbed her firm breasts and used them as handles, squeezing them in time with the strokes I started to plunge into her. In and out I thrust, driving hard into her, slapping my body wetly, against her ass with each stroke. In and out I drove, knowing I was pushing myself toward climax, as well as her toward a second one. She opened her eyes and watched me, panting, gasping and moaning how good it felt, over and over as I drove forcefully into her.
"Oh my God!" I heard Anna, the night operator, say from behind me. Not 'oh my God' in surprise, but 'oh my God' in a deep moan of pleasure. I didn't even realize she was watching. I looked behind me as I continued to stroke into Victoria, and saw her, with her panties around her knees, one hand stroking between her legs, frantically, while her other squeezed one of her big tits, the heavy bra that had been containing them pushed up her chest. "Oh fuck!" She moaned louder as I drove Victoria toward the climax that was moments away.
Anna realized I was looking at her and blushed, covering her pussy with the hand that had been stroking it, and moving her arm across both breasts. I didn't answer, but moved one hand from Victoria's tit to hold it out toward Anna. She hesitated and then moved closer, letting me pull her toward us.
"OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" Victoria squealed loudly as my plunging cock drove her over the top again. Her whole body shivered and shuddered as she leaked her juices around my cock. I continued to stroke into her as I let her climax run its course, focusing my lust-full attentions on Anna.
I pulled her panties the rest of the way down, and then pulled her toward me. I let my cock slip from Victoria and sat back on my butt. I gently eased Anna to step across me, slipping her underwear off one leg as she did, and then pulled her toward me. She let me draw her to my face and I reached out with my tongue and stroked up her hairy pussy, my tongue spreading the copious amount of soft inner lip. I stroked up to find her clit and teased it with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh shit!" She moaned as my tongue found her clit. She stood with her legs spread over me, letting me tease her clit with my tongue, my hands squeezing and kneading her ass cheeks as I teased her already excited body closer to climax.
"Oh, fuck this. Fuck me!" She moaned as she pulled away from my face. She backed up and looked down at me, almost as if waiting for permission, and then looked down to my rock-hard cock. She reached down as she squatted over me, finding my cock and aiming it up at her as she lowered her wet pussy toward it. "Ohhhhhhhh Goooooood yeeeees" she gasped softly as my head spread her lips and slipped part way into her. She closed her eyes and wiggled her hips slightly as she settled further down my shaft, pausing only when her bare ass touched my thighs. She reached out for my body and rested her hands on my chest as she began to lift and lower herself on my cock. Up and down, she moved, sliding herself on and off my engorged and very excited cock. I had no idea how long I was going to be able to hold back my explosion with her riding me this way. Not only was her vagina stroking me in a very, VERY good way, but her motions were making her big tits swing tantalizingly in front of me.
I reached up and captured both tits, grabbing at her nipples and squeezing them firmly. Her swinging tits tried to pull her nipples from my grip, causing them to stretch and pull in different directions as she moaned louder and pounded down on me. It was more than I could resist and my body finally demanded that I let it get release.
"OH SHIT! I grunted as my body bucked under her, surging the first shot of cum up into her pussy.
"YES!" she cried at the feeling of my cock filling her. She slammed herself down on me, driving my cock into her as far as she could, and then sat there, as my body jerked and pumped cum into her, trembling and shuddering as she climaxed around my surging member.
"Oh damn." She panted as we stayed that way for long minutes, her sitting astride me, while I lay on the floor in a puddle of Victoria's juices. "I hope I don't get you in more trouble for this."
"Me either. Thank you. You felt really good on me."
She grinned and then pulled herself up off me. Our cum was dripping onto me as she stood over me, trying to get her panties organized on the leg they were still around. She soon stepped off me and pulled her underwear up to catch the cum leaking from her. She fixed her bra, then reached down to help me up. She pulled us together, squeezing our chests together as she pressed her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss. "My mom always told me not to fuck a boy I wasn't willing to kiss in the morning. Well, it might not be morning, but I thought a kiss would be nice anyway."
"Thank you." I said with a soft chuckle.
"So, you want help cleaning this up?"
"I suppose so." I answered, looking around and not finding Victoria. Her underwear and bra were still on the floor, but she had vacated the area. Anna and I crawled around the floor, cleaning the mess up. I couldn't help but be a little playful with her, letting my hand slide between her legs to tease her wet crotch several times before pulling her panties down to her thighs to expose her sexy looking pussy. She stayed that way as we worked, only pulling them up again when we were done cleaning. I put away the stuff and headed to my desk for my clothes.
I couldn't help but notice Victoria's office light was off. I suspected she was embarrassed by what happened and left. I hoped it wouldn't be trouble.
---o---
"Really? You fucked Victoria?" Betsy asked as I showered.
"Yeah. I guess she was turned on by what she saw and finally needed some release."
"You gave her a good one, didn't you?" Betsy asked as she stepped into the shower with me, still wearing her clothes.
"Of course." I grinned. "Need a demo?"
"Oh lover, I thought you'd never ask." She answered with a grin. It took me only a couple short minutes to get her completely naked, her wet clothes on a pile on the bathroom floor. I worked my fingers into Betsy's pussy, surprised at how wet and slick she was.
"Did that turn you on, hearing about me fucking her?"
"Uh-uh. Hearing about you fucking her the way you did? Yeah, that did. I've never been fucked at work before. Maybe I should try it?"
"Only if you want me, to come do it." I grinned as I lowered my face to her chest.
"Ohhhh bad boy." She moaned as I sucked a nipple into my mouth. "But there is one guy I might not mind fucking."
"Oh?" I asked as I let go of her nipple for a moment.
"Just for fun. He's the only guy that has a dick as big as yours."
"How would you know?"
"I accidently walked in on him while he was changing one day." She giggled.
"Accidently?" I asked as I moved to her other nipple.
"Well, accidently yes. It wasn't an accident that I stayed there and watched him for a few moments. I think it'd be only fair to let him see me naked some time."
"I see," I answered, as I let go of her nipple. I pressed her to the shower wall with my body, squeezing her tits to my chest and lowering my face to hers. I let my lips just brush hers as my fingers worked in and out of her sopping wet pussy, her body growing ever closer to climax. "Just accidently?"
"Maybe accidently on purpose?"
"Is he married?"
"He is." She whispered back. "I know we said I'd only have sex with guys when we were together, but I don't think he'd be into that kind of thing. I might be able to tease him into a quicky at work though."
"And you want to know if I'd mind you trying?"
"He might just say no."
"He might. But he might say yes too."
She breathed softly into my mouth as our lips touched and we kissed. "It's only fair, right? I mean you fucked three people at work already."
"I did, didn't I?"
"I mean, I told you I wasn't worried, and I'm not; but, well, it sounds like it could be a real turn on. Was it?"
"Oh yeah." I agreed.
"So?"
"Alright. You can show off your body to him and see if you can get him interested. Two things I want. First, just like at home, use a condom. Second, only once, okay?"
"Okay. but I want you to do something too." She panted as I inched her climax right to the edge of fruition.
"Yeah?"
"See if you can get Victoria to come play. She sounds like she could be an awful lot fun on the twister mat." She moaned loudly, her legs starting to tremble as I pressed her against the wall with my body.
"I'll see if I can find a time that's appropriate to ask." I nodded, just before she climaxed on my fingers.
---o---
Victoria was clearly avoiding me. I saw her looking at me through the office window, but only when she thought I wasn't looking. When I was, she was studiously working on something on her desk. While the A/C wasn't fixed, everyone was ready and was wearing very light weight clothing, so there was no repeat of the previous day, though all the girls had forgone bras, since I'd already seen all their boobs bare. Victoria was likewise, wearing a very light weight blouse that I could see her nipples though, if she let me get close enough. The three times I tried to talk to her, I got a very curt, 'not now, I'm busy'!
Friday wasn't much better. The A/C was fixed and Victoria was dressed as normal, as were the rest of the girls, much to the displeasure of Gabby, who seemed to enjoy giving me a hardon. Can't imagine why. It was just past noon when my phone rang, something it rarely did. It was Mister Wilson, asking me to his office. I said I'd be right there and then hung up.
"What's wrong?" Leah asked quietly.
"Mister Wilson wants to see me." I said glancing toward Victoria's office.
"You think it's because of what happened? What you and Gabby did?"
"I don't think so. I think it's what Victoria and I did later."
"Wait!? What!? You and Victoria got it on?"
"Yeah. I think that's why she's avoiding talking to me. I think she filed a complaint or something and I'm getting canned. Friday afternoon. It's the typical time to do that."
"Oh damn. I'm sorry David. I really liked working with you."
"Yeah, me too." I said as I got up and headed to the office portion of the building. "You wanted to see me sir?" I asked as I was let into his office by his secretary.
"I did. Close the door, David." He said, leaning back in his chair. "Have a seat." He continued as I pushed the door closed. He let me sit for a long time before he said anything. "You know, my daughter thinks very highly of you, and to be honest, she has a pretty discerning taste. Thought why she's marrying Chris is beyond me. She was the one that convinced me that I needed to hire you."
"Katie's a really good person sir."
"She is." He agreed. "Which is why we're having this discussion. I had a chat with Victoria earlier today."
"Oh. Well, I take full responsibility for what happened." I said quickly.
He looked at me quickly, a serious look at that. "You do?"
"Yes sir. It was my fault," I said. "Victoria didn't know until later."



He looked at me quietly for a few moments. "I see." Both of us were quiet for long seconds, stretching almost to a full minute. The look on his face didn't indicate he knew what I was talking about, which made me quickly reassess things. "I suppose this has something to do with her response to my offer."
"I don't know what response you are talking about." I answered, trying to backpedal as fast as I could.
"Instead of accepting my offer of a promotion, she tendered her resignation."
It was my turn to look surprised. "She quit?"
"She did. And it caught me completely off guard. I had no idea there was anything wrong. She just said she couldn't continue to work here in good conscience. Maybe you will shed some light on this for me? She wouldn't."
What could I say? "If it's a matter of her or me staying, I'm only here for an internship. She should stay." I said firmly.
He nodded slowly. "I see my daughter's faith in you is not misplaced."
"I'm sorry sir. I'll be happy to pick up my stuff and leave. You can tell Victoria that she doesn't have to leave."
He nodded without saying anything for long seconds. "Let's set that aside for a few minutes. What do you think of Angeline?"
"She's a pleasant enough person." I said with a shrug, not understanding what was going on exactly.
"How is she technically? Be honest with me on this. I need a frank assessment, especially if you're determined to throw yourself on your sword for Victoria."
"She's a good enough programmer, but I find her to be a little limited in her imagination." I answered.
"I see. Funny thing, that's the same assessment I got from Victoria. Angeline is a recent graduate of Purdue's computer science department. In fact, one of my friend's best students. If you finish your degree, in three years you'll know what she knows."
"Yes sir." I agreed.
"Tell me, is there anything she'd demonstrated a knowledge of that you don't know?"
"Not really." I answered with a shrug.
"So, other than getting the piece of paper for the degree, would you assess your abilities to be at least equal to hers?"
"I would say so, yes sir."
"As I said, I have a friend. He's a professor at Purdue. He and I talked at length about what you are doing, and he wanted to recruit you for down there. Unfortunately, I want you to stay here. I know a degree can be an important tool to finding jobs, but at the moment, I feel like you have already surpassed what you would learn at school. My friend thinks so as well. Your idea, to change the whole concept of how we handle the report generation using the PC, is something researchers at Purdue are just beginning to explore, and here, you've already built a working system in just a few weeks. When he looked at what you were doing, he was, quite frankly, stunned. You have a feel for ways to make the software work for you that just can't be taught."
He paused for several long seconds. "When I called Victoria down to talk, I wanted to discuss offering you a permanent position here. In fact, I want you to head up a new department just devoted to development. She thought it was a great idea and that you would excel at the position. Then I offered Victoria a position as manager of operations, a slight step up from what she is doing now. She'd be at the same strategic level as you. The two of you would have to work together to implement the new things you think up and for her to share with you bottlenecks and problems on the operational side. It was at that point she turned me down and resigned. She was quite emphatic that she didn't feel the two of you could continue to work together due to some personal issue she refused to discuss. Based on your comments when we started, I'm assuming that something happened in the last few days that she feels would make a working relationship difficult. Is that about right?"
"In her eyes, yes sir. I have a pretty good idea of what the problem is."
"And you'd prefer not to discuss it either?"
"No sir. But let me talk to her. Don't accept her resignation, at least not yet. If it has to be one of us, then I'll leave." I said with a curt nod.
He chuckled. "Don't you even want to know what the position pays?"
"I'm sure it's enough. But I wouldn't feel right taking the job at the expense of Victoria."
He chuckled and shook his head. "My daughter said you were like that. When she talked me into hiring you, she told me about the issues you faced that last year of high school, how you attempted to protect Miss Green at your own physical peril. I have to admire a man that has both principle and personal fortitude. A man like that can go a long way in the business world. Tell you what." He said sliding a paper across the desk. "Here is the offer letter. It has the pay and benefits of the position. There's a check for an additional five grand bonus for the work you've already done for us. You keep the five grand either way you decide. Go talk to Victoria and see if you two can work this out. If you sign that and bring it back by the end of the day, the job is yours."
"Thank you, sir." I said as I stood up.
"I hope you can settle this and change her mind. I don't want to see my niece quit."
"Your niece?" I asked in surprise.
"Yes. You didn't know that?"
"I didn't." I said before I headed to the door. "I'll see what I can do."
I walked into her office, and closed the door behind me. "Are you fucking nuts?" I asked her as she looked up.
"No."
"You quit? Because of me?"
"Because of what we did."
"Why?"
"Do I have to explain it?"
"Yes."
"Fine. I shouldn't have done what I did. It was unprofessional as hell. Did I like it? Sure, I did, but I shouldn't have done it at all. How do I work with you knowing what we did? Every time I look at you, all I think about is your cock sliding in and out of me, making me climax harder than I've ever climaxed before? How would we ever work together like that?"
"You're an idiot." I said shaking my head. "You made that decision without even talking to me?"
"What's to talk about. You're getting married to someone, and all I'd do is mess that up for you. I already made you cheat on her."
"What if I told you that I told her all about it, last night, in the shower while I was making her climax."
"You did what?"
"I told her all about it. She hoped you enjoyed it and wondered if you wanted to come over to dinner some time. Maybe play a game or two after dinner."
"Games?"
"You know, strip poker, naked twister, that kind of thing."
"Why would she want to do that?"
"For the same reason she wasn't upset that I had sex with you here. In fact, it made her wonder what would happen if she had sex at work."
"You do that kind of thing?"
"We have a very small circle of friends that we get together with to play games from time to time. It's all consensual and above board." I said with a shrug. "So, if the problem is, you don't know how to interact with me while wanting to fuck again, we just fuck again, problem solved. Wanna do it now? Just take off your clothes again and I'll be more than happy to give you the same treatment I gave you the other day." I said to her stunned look. "Oh, the second thing, why didn't you tell me you were his niece?"
"Did it matter?"
"Might have, but too late now. So, take the job, you and your husband come to dinner one night and meet Betsy. We'll work out the sex thing. If you don't believe me, that it's okay, we can fuck right in front of Betsy. She'll probably want to join in or have fun with your husband, but then, what the hell. Right?"
"You're serious?"
"Of course, I am. She's not threatened. It's kinda complicated, but after what I went through after Mandy dumped on me, and how my friends at school chose to get me through it all, well, she doesn't mind me having sex with other women, as long as it's with or in front of her or I tell her all about it."
"Seems a little kinky to me." She said with a frown.
"Well, I was about to make things monogamous until she and her friend got us started playing these games. We both enjoy it, so it kind of opens the door for things like we did."
"And if she fucks some guy at her work? She just comes home and tells you about it? And you're fine with that?"
"Actually, she hasn't yet. But the rule she has is, he has to wear a condom. We don't want another Mandy. But honestly, I can't tell her no and do the things I did here, can I?"
"Mandy?"
"Long story I don't really wanna get into. But trust me. We're adults. We can either work together without sex, or we can work together and have a little fun once in a while. If your husband is alright with what we did, who knows, maybe one day I'll just walk into your office and slide my hand under your skirt. It's up to you, but if you don't think we can find a way to work together, I'll turn the job down and you can stay. What's it gonna be?"
She nodded. "You're really fine with us working together like that? Me walking in any old time and dropping my panties or putting my hand down your pants?" I set the envelope I had in hand on her desk as I stepped around it. I pushed her chair back from the desk and stepped between her and the desk. I quickly undid my pants and let them slide down my legs. I pushed my briefs down exposing my dick, which seemed to immediately start to grow, and then leaned back on the edge of her desk as my cock slowly stiffened in front of her. She stared at it for long seconds before standing up and tentatively reaching out for it. "And if I wanted to, I could sit on it, right now?" she asked as she grasped it in her hand gently. Her hand stroked it slowly as it grew harder, my head and shaft fattening and almost begging for her to suck on it.
"Yep. If that's what it takes for you to be comfortable with this."
She looked at me and then back down again. She heard a noise and looked out the window to see the girls all looking back at her, most of them grinning at us, except for Angeline, who had her panties and tights down to her knees and her skirt up to her waist, slowly stroking her own pussy. Victoria blushed and jerked her hand away from my hardon, a drop of precum already forming on the top of my head. "Okay. I'll stay. Just put that away."
I nodded and bent over to pull up my pants, my face almost pressing against her chest, since she didn't move back at all. I turned my head and kissed her nipple through her dress and bra, keeping my lips on it for a couple seconds before I straightened up. She looked at me and then down at my dick, still sticking out at her while I held my pants at my thighs. She looked up at my face again, and then sat down, leaning toward me. She kissed the head of my cock and then gently licked around and under my mushroom head before closing her lips around it. She suddenly pulled her flushed face from me and stood up. "Pull those up and follow me." She said urgently. I pulled my briefs and pants up and was still buckling my belt, when she started for the door.
I followed along, trailing her as she headed out of the office and across the machine floor. I knew in an instant where she was headed. She walked to the supply closet, opened the door and stepped in. I followed, closing the door behind me. She turned and began to undo my belt again. "Okay, I need this." She whispered as she pushed my pants down, moving her hands to force my briefs down as well. She turned to face away from me and pulled her skirt up, exposing her completely bare ass and pussy.
"I guess you do." I chuckled, grasping my hardon and stepping to her.
"You sure this is okay with Betsy?" She asked as I rubbed my head up and down her very wet lips.
"Why don't you and your husband come over for dinner Sunday and you can ask her yourself." I answered as I pushed slowly into her, my fat head expanding her.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck!" She moaned loudly. "God, I wanted this back in me so much since that evening."
I held her hips and slid in and out of her, feeling my cock slide into her depths, until my head hit the end of her depths. In and out I stroked, at first getting satisfied grunts and gasps from her as I drove into her, which slowly turned to moans of pleasure as her orgasm grew within her. "Oh God David. Fuck me! Just keep fucking me until I come." She begged softly.
In and out I thrust, my own orgasm building as I unzipped the back of her dress. I unclasped her bra through the gap in the unzippered dress and then pushed the shoulders of both the dress and bra down her arms. I reached under her now naked chest to find her swinging breasts, cupping and squeezing them as I continued to pound into her. "Fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck yes." She groaned over and over as I pushed us both closer to orgasm. I felt her pussy start to clench around me and I knew her climax was almost there.
I shifted my angle slightly, trying to push her over the edge, and in a few dozen strokes I knew I had succeeded. Her whole body shuddered and trembled. I could feel her juices leaking around my shaft and dripping from my balls as she gasped for air, barely even able to moan let alone talk. "Come for me." She managed to gasp out in the middle of her climax. "Come...for...me."
There was no way I wasn't at that point. The flip side of shifting my position to push her over the edge, was to change the sensations on my own cock. I squeezed her tits firmly, as my body jerked and jammed into her, a huge gush of cum lancing deep into her. I knew she felt it pumping into her, her whole body seeming to react. She gasped and twitched uncontrollably, as her climax was pushed to new heights.
"Oh god." She gasped as she started to sag away from me, her body sliding off my still spurting cock. I pulled her back with my hands on her tits, trying to hold her up as her legs got rubbery under her. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck." She moaned, as I held her on my pulsing cock. Slowly, her body gave her control back and she held her own weight up. My cock had just started to soften as she pulled off me. She pulled my hands from her tits and fixed her bra, waiting patiently for me to snap it back in place before she pulled her dress top back up. She turned to face me and leaned toward me for a soft kiss. "Thank you." She whispered. She stepped to the door and opened it, my pants and briefs still around my ankles. She stepped out and left the door standing open. It wasn't a surprise to find Gabby leaning against one of the racks with her fingers between her legs. "By the way," Victoria said as she held her hand up and wiggled her fingers, showing me the wedding ring. "I still wear it to keep assholes from hitting on me. I'm not married anymore." Then she turned and left.
---o---
I didn't want to spill the beans to Betsy about the job yet. That night I didn't tell her anything, about the job, about Victoria, about any of it. The next morning, I went off to run some errands, leaving Betsy wondering why I didn't take her along.
It seemed like it took forever for dinnertime to come, but it finally did. Mom, Betsy and I dug into the food mom had made. For some reason I wasn't really hungry, but I had to pretend. I ate a small portion and through dinner talked about how work had made me this offer. Betsy was super excited for me, telling me how it was a fantastic opportunity and all. I reminded her, it meant that she wouldn't have to move to Boston come December, which she was also excited about.
As dinner came to a close, I excused myself and said I'd be right back. I left the kitchen and came back a few minutes later with a small box with four very fancy cupcakes I'd bought for desert to celebrate. I carefully handed one to mom, one to my plate and a third to Betsy. Now all I had to do was wait...
"What the hell?" she asked in surprise as she seemed to have something in her mouth besides cupcake icing. She carefully removed whatever it was and then set it on the edge of her plate. "You need to get your money back on these!" she said setting the offending cupcake on her dinner plate.
"What is it?"
"I don't know." She said with a shrug.
I looked at her plate. "Huh, looks funny."
"Funny how?" She asked, looking at the icing covered lump on the edge of her plate. She picked it up with a furrowed brow and began to wipe it off. "Wait. WAIT! NO! TELL ME THIS ISN'T...."
"It is. Betsy, I can't think of anyone I would love to share the rest of my life with, more than you. You've always been there for me, every time I've been in need. Let me be the same for you forever. Will you marry me?"
She pushed away from the table, holding the small diamond ring I'd bought that morning. She launched herself at me, knocking the chair I was in and myself to the floor, landing on top of me. She kissed me over and over and over all over the face while mom sat laughing at the two of us. "God yes! I will!" she finally answered when she slowed down the kisses.
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Considering how my life had gone up to this point, I felt like I was on top of the world! I had a fantastic job. I was engaged to a wonderful woman that I loved, and loved me more than I could ever describe. We were looking for a house of our own to move into, after our wedding in just a few months. I had no lack of sex happening with Betsy, having Chris and Katie, Tina (one of Katies good friends) and her husband, and now Victoria, occasionally coming over to play. It took a little getting used to, seeing another guy between Betsy's legs; but, as long as we were using condoms, I had gotten used to it. We, as a group, with the exception of Victoria, had agreed to always use condoms, to both prevent accidental pregnancy and also to prevent sloppy seconds.
I wasn't really sure I needed to play with other couples, but Betsy had been adamant that, given how many partners I'd had at school, that keeping a variety was good for our relationship. Each of our playmates, for a lack of a better term, brought something different to the table. Katie and Chris enjoyed playing games that included nudity, stripping and various sexual favors between winners and losers. Tina and her husband Richard, enjoyed going out and doing things like naked hiking, skinny dipping and other naughty things that involved the risk of public exposure. Victoria was, surprisingly, the naughtiest of all of us. She enjoyed the 'dare me' games.
Dare me to walk through the mall with a VERY short skirt and no panties. Dare me to try on a bra, in Macy's, without going into the changing room. Dare me to try on a dress in JC Penny's without going in the changing room. Dare me to suck on your dick between racks at the store. Dare me to let you hide in a rack and lick my pussy until I come right there in the store. You get the idea. She wants me to come up with things to dare her to do, and she dares Betsy to do them with her, which has become quite stimulating for both of us. Often, all three of us, are spending the night together in bed. And no, for these, we do NOT use condoms. Victoria very much enjoys the taste of my cum, either straight from the source or leaking from Betsy.
For her part, Betsy did make an attempt to have sex at work, but her intended target, a male intern, got as far as being naked with her in a supply room before he got cold feet and backed out. Not that she won't still attempt it, but to date, she hasn't found another target of interest.
The only trepidation I had at the moment was the coming weekend. This was Katie and Chris's wedding weekend. Last Saturday, we, meaning myself and the other three groomsmen, and a few friends of Chris's, took him up across the border into Michigan and one of the many clubs that cater to the under twenty-one crowd from Indiana. This particular one was one of three strip clubs. The waitresses were all topless and the dancers took it all off. We pooled our money and let Chris pick the sexiest dancer he saw for a trip to one of the private rooms. We watched the very buxom blonde strip and gyrate for all of us, eventually ending up with Chris's pants around his ankles and her bare pussy grinding all over his bare cock. It wasn't quite having sex, since that wasn't allowed under the rules, but she did an exquisite job of rubbing herself on him, until he had pumped a massive amount of cum, onto her pussy and ass.
I would like to say I didn't know what Katie did for her bachelorette party, but after being sworn to secrecy, Betsy confided in me that they had two male strippers entertain about twenty of Katie's bridesmaids and friends. And while Betsy did suck on their cocks, she said they weren't allowed to have sex with any of the girls, but that didn't stop both of them from coming all over a naked Katie.
It was now Friday night, and I couldn't avoid it any longer. The rehearsal was this evening, followed by the dinner. Betsy wasn't invited, not being part of the wedding party, but I knew that Mandy would most certainly be there. It would be the first time I saw her, since Christmas break. Betsy seemed to feel my trepidation as I was getting changed after work into something more suitable for the nearly 85 degree temperatures, instead of the 65 of my work area.
"You know, it'll be alright." She whispered as she stood in front of me, naked, pulling my t-shirt down my chest.
"I know. I told Chris and Katie that I'd deal with it, but now that it's time, well, I'm not sure how to deal with it."
"Do you love me?" She whispered with a little grin, putting her arms around my neck and pulling us together. Her soft tits pressed to my chest, making my cock, almost instantly, start to grow, something she knew damn well would happen.
"You know I do!" I whispered back, letting my arms close around her. Cupping her big, round butt cheeks in my hands.
"I know. I also know that you once loved her very much. So much, you were going to marry her. I know that you still also have feelings for her. No, don't deny it. I can see it in your eyes when her name gets mentioned. It's alright lover. I know we're safe, you and me. I know that whatever you feel, when you come home later and I take you in my arms, that it'll be you and me forever."
"How do you know that? What if I see her and I feel all that stuff for her again?"
She chuckled softly and then kissed me. I kissed her back, softly, her lips starting to suck and tease mine erotically before she broke the kiss. "Because you kiss me that way. You show me how much you love me every time we kiss and every time we make love. I don't worry about you losing that or drifting back to her that way. It would take a lot more than one quick fuck to do that."
"Who says I'm going to fuck her?"
Betsy giggled again. "Because if I was you, and she asked me to? I would! So why wouldn't you?"
"I don't have to."
"Actually, I think you should. If she asks you to that is."
"Why?"
"Because after tomorrow, you're going to have to start wearing a condom when we make love."
"I am? Why?"
"Because I stopped taking my pills this morning. I want to have your baby and I want us to be able to do that on our wedding day. The same way Chris and Katie are planning on doing it."
"They are?"
"Of course. But you can't tell Chris. It's a surprise."
"So how do you know?"
"Duh..." She said with a smirk. "Girl talk?"
"Okay. So, they're going to try and make a baby. That isn't a surprise."
"It will be." She giggled. "Trust me. It'll be alright. If Mandy invites you, you don't have to say no. I trust you to come back to my bed tonight, tomorrow night, and love me the same way you do now."
"You have more confidence than I do. I'm honestly not sure how this is going to feel."
"I can only guess. But just remember, you and me and a little baby. What more do we need? Besides, if she does, maybe it'll give you a little closure on what happened. She also might not. I mean, having sex only three weeks after giving birth? It might not feel very good."
---o---
I think every eye turned to me when I walked into the church. Katie made her way quickly to meet me, giving me a quick hug and kissing my cheek. "Yes, she's here. Fist pew." She whispered before breaking the hug.
I nodded and walked with her to the front of the church where most everyone was congregated. I saw her look up at me, from where she sat. She looked beautiful. As beautiful as the day she walked over to me in the lunch room. Her hair is a bit shorter, and she looks a little more tired, but otherwise she looks as good as she did that first day. She stood up and waited, not moving toward me or away. It took me several seconds to move to her and give her a tentative hug. I felt her hands circle to my back and hold me to her, holding me against her longer than I expected before I felt her lips brush my cheek in a soft kiss.
"It's good to see you again." She said softly as we broke the hug.
"You too. You look good. I heard you had your baby?"
"Yeah. Sweet little baby girl. Aiden. Maybe you can meet her before I go back out west?"
"Sure." I answered noncommittally. I wasn't really sure yet, if I wanted to do that or not.
"Well, since we're all here, why don't we get started?" The minister said, now that the awkwardness of the situation had been dispelled.
We walked through the ceremony, me walking Mandy down the aisle, after the ceremony, after Chris and Katie had made their way down. We took our place in what would be the reception line and things were finalized. Then it was off to dinner at the country club. I drove myself, as did almost everyone, except for Chris and Katie. She would be going home with her parents for the night so Chris didn't see her tomorrow morning. I was, unsurprisingly, seated next to Mandy, since we were both alone.
"So, how are things going out west?" I asked conversationally.
"Could be better. First year was kinda hard. I heard it was for you too?"
"Yeah. I had a rough time after...well, you know."
"I heard. I'm sorry."
"So am I. But it's water under the bridge now."
"It is. I heard you proposed to Betsy?"
"Yeah. She said yes." I said with a smile.
"I would have expected nothing less. I always suspected she had a thing for you after that incident in the principal's office. I kind of figured if you and I hadn't already been an item, the two of you might have gotten together. I mean, you really did go out of your way to be there for her, when her mom and dad both passed."
"Yeah. that was hard for her. I don't know how I'd ever deal with it. She needed all the support I could give her."
"You know, that was what always made you so special. You were kind to a fault. If anyone you cared about, at all, was in trouble, you'd bend over backwards to help them out."
"It's what my mom taught me."
"She did a good job. You turned out to be a pretty fantastic man. I'm sure you'll be an equally fantastic husband for her."
"Thanks." I answered as the waitress came around to us to get our order.
It was a bit awkward, but we chatted about school and stuff. She was excited for me about my new job and she told me about dropping out of school to take care of the baby. Her husband sounded like a jerk, but I didn't want to say so. Eventually, dinner was done and people started to break up and head out. I got up to leave and Mandy got up with me. "David. Would you mind if we took a short walk? Not real long, but I'd kind of like to talk in private."
"Um. Sure." I agreed. We walked out the front door as if leaving like everyone else and she took my arm and steered me around to the side of the building and then onto the path to the first tee. We walked through the warm night air, only the three quarters moon shining down on us for light.
"I wanted to say how sorry I was that this all happened. It wasn't what I wanted. I know it wasn't what you wanted."
"No, it wasn't."
"I heard that you got involved with someone out there?"
"I did. She kind of kept me from falling over the edge."
"I'm sorry. I never would have guessed that you'd take it that hard. I mean, you were always so strong, so, so, in control. I loved that you were, but I guess inside was something a lot softer."
"Yeah. It was kinda hard. My tutor for calc gave me an intervention."
"An intervention?"
"Yeah, after lying in bed, moping for a couple days, she showed up with a bunch of girls, they dragged me off into the showers to clean me up and get me out of bed."
"A bunch of girls?"
"Seems that I made a lot of friends down on the girl's floor just doing little favors, so when she asked, they jumped in to help her."
"That could have been fun. In a shower with a bunch of girls?"
"Well, they had me kind of pinned to the floor."
"Good call, or you'd have been having all kinds of fun."
"Well, Patty made sure I had some. She had sex with me there, and then anytime I started to get down about us, she or one of her friends was there to tease me or have sex with me to keep my mind off of it."
"That sounds a bit extreme." She said, with raised eyebrows.
"Well, before she came to school, her boyfriend ran off with her best friend. She got really depressed and didn't go to school and eventually became suicidal, until someone pulled her out of it. So, she wanted to make sure I didn't do the same thing."
"It seemed to have worked."
"Yeah, it did." I agreed.
"You know. My boobs feel like they're going to burst. Aiden hasn't drained them in hours."
"I guess we should go back so you can feed her?"
"We don't have to, not if you don't mind seeing my bare boobs."
"I don't mind." I answered.
We stopped by a bench along the paved path and she took off her t-shirt and the big bra that she had on under. Her boobs looked at least three times bigger than they had been before she left for school, they were already pretty large. She stood in the moonlight and began to squeeze one of her breasts, squeezing it down toward the nipple and then squeezing the nipple to send little streamers of milk shooting out into the night. "You can do one, if you want." She whispered. "Just stand behind me and do the other one just like I'm doing to this one."
"It doesn't hurt?"
"Uh-uh. Actually, it feels kinda nice."
I shrugged and stepped behind her, reaching around her body with both arms. I slipped my left arm under her left breast so I could reach her right one and then used my right arm around hers to squeeze her breast the way she was doing.
"You might want to take your shirt off." She whispered. "It's kinda scratchy."
"Oh, okay." I answered, pulling my arms back from around her long enough to take off my shirt and toss it to where hers was. "Better?"
"Much," she said softly as she leaned back against me. The two of us stood against each other and massaged one breast each, tiny streams of her milk spraying out into the darkness, the tiny streams almost iridescent in the blueish moonlight. I continued to stroke and massage her breast. She moved slightly and I realized her left breast, the one that had been in her hand, was no longer spurting its creamy white streams. Instead, I noticed her shorts slide down her legs. She reached for my hands and drew my right hand down from her breast. I felt her draw it down over her soft stomach, feeling her tender skin that was still kind of soft and loose from holding a baby inside for nine months.
She continued to push my hand down, gently forcing it down and into the small panty she had on, pushing me down until I could feel my fingers on her shaved mound. She pushed farther, coaxing my fingers between her slightly spread legs, and then my fingers between her soft wet lips. Her hand left mine, sure that I was going to leave it there, and slipped her hand between us. I felt her hand working on the snap of my own shorts and soon mine were falling down to where hers were, around my ankles.
She worked on my briefs, no longer plain white, but now red men's bikini briefs, selected personally by Betsy. She pushed my briefs down as far as she could, freeing my hard dick and balls. Her hand grasped me and she sighed a soft, quiet, pleasant sigh that I had heard every time we had been in bed together. "God, I missed this." She whispered into the darkness.
"Mandy. We shouldn't be doing this." I whispered back.
"We're not. I'm not asking you to do anything but hold me just like this. If you choose to do anything more, that's up to you."
"I understand. But I also know what you wish I would do. I don't think that's fair to either of us." I whispered as I let go of her breast and disengaged her hand from my dick. I slowly turned her to face me and pulled her to me. She started to lift her face toward mine, but I pulled back, stopping her. "No. Please. If you do...If you do, I don't think I could stop myself."
"I know I couldn't." She whispered.
"Is that what you really want? A one-time fling in the dark on a golf course?"
She shook her head slowly. "No. It's definitely not what I want. What I want is so much more, but I know that won't ever happen. Please let me have this one-time fling, in the darkness, on a golf course. Let me feel you again, inside me. Let me feel your cum flowing deep into me one more time before we walk away from each other forever."
I shook my head slowly. "It wouldn't stop there. It wouldn't stop with one time, not now." I leaned down and kissed her cheek and then backed away. I bent down and pulled up my shorts, looking at her almost naked body as I straightened. She looked every bit as sexy as the first time she took her clothes off for me. So much of what I know of sex and pleasuring a woman was learned at her hands. No, I couldn't go down that street again. I turned and walked back toward the clubhouse, leaving her standing half undressed in the moonlight.
---o---
While it took the ladies hour upon hour to get ready, it only took us guys half an hour or so. The result of this is we had lots of time to kill, before the three o'clock ceremony. We sat around my house playing poker and just hanging out. At two we dressed and at two thirty we climbed into our cars, Chris in mine, so I'd make sure he didn't get cold feet, as Katie said. By three we were standing at the front of the church, watching each of the ladies walking down the aisle. Each was dressed in a knee length pink backless and strapless dress that seemed to mold itself to their breasts and defy gravity. How the dresses stayed on their bodies was a mystery to me. How the breasts, on the ladies with larger boobs, stayed in the cups of the dress and stayed in place was equally a mystery. Finally, I saw Mandy come down the aisle. God, she was beautiful! Her hair was made up exquisitely, her makeup perfect, that pink dress molded to her body. If the dress had been white, it would be exactly as I had envisioned it for so long.
She looked down the aisle, straight at me, no one else. She had to know what I was thinking, what I was feeling. I followed her with my eyes, watching each step until she turned to step into her place. I looked back up the aisle as the music changed and saw Katie looking like an angel. Damn, Chris was one lucky son of a bitch! I watched her come down the aisle, thinking that it should have been Mandy. As she got closer, I glanced into the pews and saw Betsy watching me, looking at me with love in her eyes. I knew what she was thinking. I knew she was imagining it was her, in only a few short months. I smiled back at her and looked at Katie again. I smiled at her, as I imagined Betsy in that dress, looking so incredible, so beautiful, so angelic. I imagined her coming to me on our wedding day. I knew then, in that moment, that life had taken me where I needed to be. With whom I was destined to be with, ever since that day in the principal's office. In that moment I knew... and there was no doubt left in me.
---o---
The ceremony was beautiful and had me looking forward to standing there, listening to Betsy tell me those special words. Now it was time for all those pictures. We started with all the pics at the church, mother and father with the bridal party. Mom and dad with daughter and son, the whole family, grandparents and the like. Then we all climbed into a limo with the photographer, and off we went to do some different shoots before the reception. The first stop was a small wooded field with a pond and a pier we all stood on. The second was a bit further away, and a bit more secluded. I did my pictures, I held Mandy, I smiled when I was told to, but I didn't talk to her.
"Okay. This set of shots are a request from the bride. David, Eric, you get to hold Katie up. I want you to pull her dress up in back and lock your arms to make a chair back and then the two of you reach under the front of her dress and grab her thighs and pick her up.



"Under her dress? Me?" Katie's brother asked.
"That's who she asked to do this." The photographer said with a grin on her face. I shook my head and followed directions. It didn't take long to realize what was in play. That secret Betsy had told me about, this was where it was happening. As soon as we had her in the air, Mandy stepped forward and pulled the wedding dress up and tucked it across her waist, exposing her from the waist down, exposing that all she had on were her white stockings, white heels and one white garter high on her thigh. Her pussy was freshly shaved bare, glistening with wetness in the sunlight.
"Okay lover. Drop em and give me that cock. You've been dying to have sex without a condom for the last year, well, here it is. Come fill me up and make us a baby!"
Chris looked around and then grinned and nodded. He stepped in front of her and let his pants drop and then pulled out his already hard dick. I'd seen him have sex with her and with Betsy plenty of times, but this was different. He stepped in front of his bride and we lowered her down, both Eric and me dropping to one knee to get her at the right height. This time he took her much more gently than I'd ever seen him do it before. There was no rushing, but there didn't need to be. You could see it in both of their faces as he started to slide in and out of her, his cock teasing her insides, drawing moans and gasps from her, as his engorged shaft slid in and out of her.
"That's it, lover. Make me come! Oh God make me come. Give me your cum, fill me up and give me a baby!" she moaned loudly as her legs began to tremble. I held her up and spread for him as he pumped his hips in and out, sliding his engorged head into her spasming pussy. He groaned softly as his cock swelled inside her.
"Ohhhhh fuck." He groaned as he jerked and pumped shot after shot of cum into her. The photographer got close and took shots of him inside her, then slipping out of her, and then his cum leaking from her and dripping to the ground, as her body continued to shudder and tremble in her first married orgasm. It wasn't at all what I would have expected in a wedding photo shoot, but I understood Katie enough by now to know why she would want something like this.
The downside is that it had me SERIOUSLY turned on. So much so that there was a significant bulge in the front of my trousers, a sight that the middle-aged female photographer didn't miss, as she stood almost between my legs to get her downward angle shots at Katie's pussy. "You were right." She said to Katie as she looked around at all the guys, and even one of the bridesmaids holding her dress up in front and fingering her bare pussy.
"Told you." Katie answered, as Eric and I gently set her down and let her dress fall down over her mostly nude lower half. "You girls know what to do!"
"We do." The one called Sylvia said as she took Eric's hand and pulled him gently away from where he stood near his sister. "We can't have you boys showing up at the reception looking like this. It wouldn't be proper."
"So, what do you want us to do about it?"
She grinned at Eric and reached behind herself. In moments her dress was sliding down her body, leaving her completely naked except for her high heels. "How about you fuck me. That should take care of it."
"But my wife..."
"Will never know." She said as she reached for his pants and started to undo them. "I suppose, if you really didn't want to, I could suck you off, but then it wouldn't be very gentlemanly to leave me hanging, now would it?"
"I...um...I don't have any condoms." He finally croaked out.
"Who said I needed you to wear one?" she said as she pushed his briefs down and exposed his rock-hard shaft. She started to stroke it and then turned herself around to face away from him. She bent over and guided his cock to her waiting pussy.
"Oh damn." He groaned as she rubbed his head up and down her clearly wet lips, spreading her juices over his engorged head. She settled him into the opening to her depths and pushed back at him, forcing his head into her a couple inches. "Ohhhhhh fuck." He groaned again as he reached for her hips and held them, pushing himself deeper into her.
I felt a hand on my arm and looked to my right, finding Mandy standing next to me, as naked as Sylvia. "As the Matron of Honor, I get the honor of taking care of the best man." She said quietly.
"You do?"
"I do." She answered. "But if you don't want me to, I understand. Jeanie, the photographer has agreed to take you if you'd rather not do it with me."
"God knows I want to." I answered her honestly, "but I'm afraid to. I'm afraid of what it might start." I whispered.
She nodded sadly and held a hand out to Jeanie, who was standing nearby. She pulled Jeanie toward me, and put her hand in mine and then started to back away. I pulled my hand away from Jeanie and grabbed Mandy's hand, pulling her back. "Maybe if, it wasn't just you and me, it might be alright?"
Her face brightened with a wide smile. "I think that might be alright. But then maybe we better undress Jeanie?"
"I think I can handle that."
"In the meantime, maybe she can get your hardon freed up?" Mandy asked with that wicked little grin that I loved so much.
"You're really gonna have sex with both of us?" The photographer asked in surprise.
"Trust me, he can handle it." I heard Katie answer from behind me as her hand pressed to my back. "I've seen him take care of three at once."
Jeanie raised her eyebrows, but let Mandy undo the button-down blouse she had on. Jeanie wasn't a bad looking woman. She was maybe early forties, not slender, but not particularly fat either. She had a large chest, which Mandy soon had exposed, with large round brown areola on the front of each double or triple D teardrop. She had small hands, which seemed to be unable to grasp her fingers all the way around my shaft, and a fairly large triangular shaped mat of hair on her mound and between her legs. Her hand stroked my dick slowly as Mandy knelt in front of her to help her take her pants and underwear off and then stood up; the two of them, now naked, in front of me. Mandy wrapped an arm around Jeanie and pulled her toward me as she too stepped up to press her nude body against mine.
I reached down to both their crotches as the two of them took turns kissing me, Mandy very lovingly and Jeanie with an almost aggressive desire. I let my fingers tease both of their wet pussies, working my middle finger between their lips. I heard moaning and grunting around me as the other groomsmen fucked their respective bridesmaids, and then heard the familiar sound of Katie grunting as she did when she was being fucked from behind.
"Who do you want to come in?" Mandy whispered to me. "You can have either of us."
"Do you have to ask?"
"I was hoping you'd say that." She whispered before kissing my cheek. She turned to look at Jeanie. "He's all yours, just leave enough for me to get a turn."
"You really do mean it? You want me to fuck him?" She asked, still apparently unsure.
"Not very fair for us to all do this in front of you and not include you, is it?" Mandy asked with a soft, feminine chuckle I'd heard so many times. "Not quite as much fun as getting to lay down, since we don't want grass stains on their pants, but I've found letting him take you from behind actually lets him get so deep it feels like he's pushing all the way into your belly."
"Well, what the hell," she said with a smile. Jeanie pulled away from me and turned, to put her back towards me. Her fat, meaty outer lips, that hid almost all of her delicate inner lips, pushed out at me from between her thighs. Mandy grasped my cock and aimed it at the pussy in front of me, as she coaxed me to move closer with gentle pressure on my dick. I watched her rub it up and down Jeanie's pussy lips and then settle my mushroom head into the entrance to her vaginal tunnel.
She let go of my cock and moved behind me, pressing her hips to my bare ass and her tits to my back. She leaned her face near mine and pressed herself against me, forcing, slowly, into Jeanie as Mandy whispered in my ear. "As soon as you make her come, you can do this to me."
"Yeah." I agreed breathlessly, reaching for Jeanie's hips and pulling us together. Mandy stepped back, while I started to stroke in and out of Jeanie, pumping my cock deep into her with each thrust. I could feel her tight confines expand with each stroke to accept all of me, both girth and length, drawing moans and gasps from her each time I pushed into her. In and out I thrust, concentrating on drawing Jeanie's already growing orgasm, to its full potential. I leaned part way over her back and reached down for each wildly swinging breast, working my hands down each massive orb until I could cup them, letting her large rock-hard nipples protrude between my fingers. In and out I thrust, squeezing her now captured tits, and her nipples at the same time. Over and over, she moaned how good it felt, and how she was going to come. I shifted my angle just a little, squatting lower so that my head pushed along her tunnel wall a little bit harder, drawing more gasps and moans from her.
"Oh God! I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come so fucking hard!" She moaned as her legs started to tremble. I felt a hand between my legs and realized that Mandy had put her hand on Jeanie's pussy from behind me. Her finger stroked Jeanie's clit, pushing her over the edge to fall down into orgasmic bliss. Her whole body shuddered and jerked as she came, Mandy thankfully capturing the copious flow coming from her so it didn't spray out all over the pants still around my ankles. I thrust in and out of her as she climaxed, pushing it even higher, until finally she reached back and pushed my hip back. "Enough. Oh God, enough for now, please."
"Then it's my turn!" Mandy said, pulling her wet hand from between Jeanie's legs. "Good thing I decided to play with her or you might have ended up with wet pants."
"I'm sure I would have." I answered as I stepped back and pulled Mandy toward me. She started to pull away but I stopped her by circling my arm around her waist. "No. Don't. Let me see your face while we do it."
She nodded. "I'd like that too." She whispered. "But you better take off more clothes then."
"Do I need to?"
"Oh yeah." She said, as she turned to find Katie and Chris standing nearby, kissing. "Katie, I think he needs to lose some more clothes."
"He does?"
"Yeah. Trust me."
"Well, I know what to do about that. Girls?" She said, "strip him!" In moments I was surrounded by three girls, not counting Mandy, my tux being pulled off item by item until I was as naked as Mandy.
"I hope they plan on helping me dress again." I joked.
"I have a hunch that can be arranged." Mandy asked. "Now." She said, stepping toward me and pressing her big, firm breasts into my chest. I could tell they were warm and must have been full of milk like the night before.
I reached down and lifted one leg while she slipped a hand between us to find my dick. She guided me between her legs and rubbed my already lubricated head between her warm wet lips. I groaned softly as she arched her back and pushed herself down my shaft. "I'm sorry I'm not tighter." She whispered as she moved her hands to my shoulders to balance herself.
"Do you guys always have sex in front of other people?" Jeanie asked quietly.
"Oh, most of us have a history of it, from high school days." Katie answered with a laugh. "Trust me, it'll be just fine."
I tuned out the fact that I was fucking in public, my mind focusing on Mandy and the resurgence of emotions that were flooding me. I started stroking in and out of her, pushing up into her with each stroke. I was already pretty damn close to a climax from fucking Jeanie, and what I was feeling welling up in me was pushing me ever closer.
"Oh God David, I missed this so much!" She practically whimpered as I thrust up it her. I stroked both of us along the slope up to climax, her body responding. I suddenly felt a wetness on my chest and looked down. I could see Mandy's tits inches from my chest, her nipples spraying little white streams of her milk out onto my chest. I felt her legs against mine, trembling as she started to climax around my plunging shaft.
"Oh damn." I groaned as her body shuddered and squeezed her pussy around my shaft. I slowed my strokes, wanting to draw this out as long as possible, but could only hold my urgency at bay for a few more seconds. I let my arm pull us tightly together, her tits pressed to my chest as my cock began to surge into her. I felt my cum flowing strongly up into her, her body jerking and a gush of her juices running down my legs a she climaxed fully around my shaft. We stood there, panting and jerking in each other's arms, for almost two minutes before I finally let her leg down and my softened cock slipped from her.
"Now that's what I call an intense fuck." One of the girls said as I looked down at Mandy's face.
"Yes, I'd call it one too." Mandy whispered, just barely loud enough for me to hear her. "Thank you, David. I know it'll be the last time, but thank you."
"Yeah. I know what you mean." I answered in an equally quiet whisper. "Thank you for this. Somehow, I have a feeling you were behind all this."
"I was, with Katie's help and approval of course. We knew you wouldn't turn me down this way." She said with a smile. She turned her head to look at Katie. "Thank you."
"My pleasure." Katie answered. "Alright girls. Our best man needs to be dressed and I happen to know he responds much better to a naked woman than a dressed one, if you catch my drift?"
They apparently did. It took about five minutes for them to get me completely dressed, with even Jeanie helping out. She and the other girls then dressed and we all headed back to the limo, and what should be the reception, nearly ready to start. I couldn't help but notice that almost all the guys had their hands between the legs of their bridesmaids, now knowing that they were all panty less and more than willing to have sex.
The reception was pretty much what one would expect. None of the shenanigans that took place on the photo shoot were happening here, thankfully. Though I did notice that once the official portions were done, a couple of the wedding party disappeared for short periods of time, well, long enough to have a quickie anyway.
Betsy and I enjoyed hours of dancing together, and with friends on occasions. I even got to dance with the bride herself for a short time. It was a most enjoyable reception and when we got home, Betsy and I talked a long time about how it felt to be intimate with Mandy again. Then we made love, for the first time ever, having a barrier between us as we did. It would be a hard few months, for both of us, neither of us enjoying the loss of sensations; but, it was the price we would pay to have the chance to make our 'first life' together on the day we formally start life together.
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Chris had me get in the car on the Friday night, a week before my wedding. I was sure this was my bachelor party, but he hadn't said where we were going or what we were doing. All he said was, I was going to enjoy it and I had permission from Betsy to enjoy it to the fullest. I had no idea what that meant, but I could guess it would most certainly include sex of some form.
We drove across town to a small building, too small and non-descript to be any kind of bar or club. "Come on," he said, as he got out, giving me no more idea than I had on the drive. I shrugged, then climbed from his car. In only a few moments we weren't alone. My group of high school friends, all of the geek squad as we called ourselves, were there. Chris of course, Mike, Tim, Randy, and even Bruce. We stood around outside said our hellos and shook each other's hands after not seeing each other for so long. It was rare that we all got together, but we tried at least a couple times a year.
"So, you're finally getting married, huh?" Randy said, with a grin. "You know, you set things in motion with hooking up with Mandy, don't you?"
"I did?"
"Oh yeah. Chris, of course, ended up with the second hottest girl in school. And guess who called me for a date a month ago?"
"Called you for a date?"
"Well, sorta. She backed into my car at the grocery store and wanted to apologize. I jokingly told her it'd cost her a date. So, we had a nice dinner, after which she took me to her apartment and fucked my brains out! We've been seeing each other ever since."
"Okay, enough sexy talk. Who?" I asked curiously.
"Jessica Danning Mandy's friend? Her jock fiancé dumped her six months ago."
"And she hooked up with you?"
He chuckled. "She said it was refreshing to be with someone that clearly worshiped not only her body, but her mind."
"Well, congrats man!" I said, pounding him on the back.
"So, what are we doing here Chris?"
"Secret bachelor party." He said with a grin. "So, you guys gotta be totally quiet until we take his blindfold off."
"Blindfold?" I asked quickly.
"Part of the surprise dude. Trust me, I wouldn't let you get hurt. Betsy would cut my pecker off if I did!"
"She sure as hell would," I agreed with a chuckle. "Okay, give me the blindfold." I said, taking the sleep type eye mask from him and putting it on. He led me by the arm through the door I heard him open. I could tell by the sound of our steps, it was a fairly large room, just based on the echoes of the wood floor I was walking on. He stopped me after some distance. "Okay. Strip." He said with a soft laugh.
"Strip? You serious? I don't even know where I am!"
"One hundred percent. Trust me!" He said, with a smile in his tone.
"In front of the guys?" I asked, with a scowl.
"Hey man, don't worry about us." Mike said from behind me.
"Hey, you're blindfolded, so what's the big deal?" Bruce said.
"Oh yeah! Like that really helps." I answered him. "You sure about this Chris?"
"Trust me." He said, "I'm not about to lose my pecker, so you're safe. Just pretend Katie is watching you."
"Oh, yeah, now that REALLY helps!" I said, shaking my head. "If you insist." I finally said, still shaking my head slightly. I started undressing, pulling my shirt off and dropping it on the floor. I squatted down and took my shoes off and then stood up and pushed my jeans off. "There."
"Nice skivvies dude!" Mike chided me.
"Uh-uh. Underwear too, and socks." Chris said quickly. "Everything's gotta go."
"Seriously?"
"Definitely." He answered.
I bent over and took my socks off and then pushed my bikini briefs down, leaving me naked. He stepped me forward a little further, almost tripping me over something on the floor. He walked me a little further and then stopped and turned me. "Okay, back up. You have a chair behind you to sit on." I shook my head and moved back in tiny steps until I felt the chair against the back of my legs. I felt for the seat and then sat down. "Okay, now what?"
I felt someone move in front of me and then sit on my lap, straddling me. I felt a set of hands lift my blindfold, and squinted at the sudden brightness of the lights shining on me. When I could see I saw a thirty something year old woman sitting on my lap in a very tiny bikini. "Welcome to my studio!" She said with a wide smile. "I'm miss Everett, and these," She said motioning behind her, "are my students." I looked past her and saw at least twenty women ranging from maybe forties, or so, down to twenties, sitting in chairs arrayed in a half moon around me, and what seemed like a six inch deep pool, about ten feet in diameter, and a single silver pole in the middle of the pool.
"Your students?"
"My students. And tonight is the advanced class's graduation."
"Just exactly what do you teach?" I asked, looking nervously at the women staring at the two of us. Most were dressed in what I would call, athletic outfits, with the exception of three wearing identical American flag bikinis.
She grinned at me. "Pole dancing and for the advanced class, stripping." I looked at her and then at the women, sitting watching us. "I usually use my husband for this; but, one of my students suggested that maybe as a special favor, I could use you this time. The job is easy enough. You get to sit here and watch my students perform for you and demonstrate just how good they are. If you get a hardon, they graduate."
"And if I don't?"
She leaned down and pressed her cheek to mine. "Honey, if you don't, you're either gay or dead."
"Well, as far as I know, I'm neither of those."
"I know." She said wiggling her body slightly, wiggling her butt on my lap and her big tits in front of my face, so close, in front, that the tiny triangles covering her nipples brushed my face where it bulged over her clearly hard protrusions. "I can already feel your hardon between my cheeks. The girls, they're going to do everything in their power to turn you on. You're welcome to react any way you want, touch anything they let you and, well, enjoy yourself any way they allow." With that she stood up, my dick springing up like a flag pole. "Suzie? You wanna start first?" She said over her shoulder as she backed off my lap.
One of the bikini clad women stood up and walked to the pole in front of me. She was maybe thirty years old, had modestly small boobs, on her petite, thin frame. She leaned against the pole with her back and waited for the music to start. Along with the music starting, a gentle rain of water began to drop down from above the pole in a large circular pattern. The pole itself, and Suzie, didn't seem to be getting wet. I was outside the circle, so the falling water made an interesting curtain effect around her and the pole, as she began to move. She gyrated her hips and used her body on the pole, lifting and turning herself, around and upside down, her legs spreading and closing, clearly working to show me her bikini covered crotch. As she worked, she started to move out toward me, letting the water rain down on her, and then moving back. The suit soaked up the water, and as I stared in fascination, she again did lifts and twirls on the pole, showing me her body from all directions as the swim suit slowly started to fall apart and disappear, almost as if it were dissolving.
Around and around, she twirled and flipped, now completely naked, showing off her bare shaved pussy to me. The water continued to gently fall, not really disrupting my view much, but actually making it a lot more erotic. She soon gave up on the pole and moved outside the ring of water, moving to me. She straddled me and stood over my lap, gyrating her hips and pushing her pussy toward my face. I wasn't sure what to do with my hands, but she solved that, reaching for them and pulling then gently to her hips. She held them there as she gyrated and then slid them up her body until I had both her small breasts cupped.
She lowered herself down, squatting toward my lap and my raging hardon as she gyrated and swiveled her hips over me. She moved my hands back to her hips and then left them there as she leaned toward me, pushing her small tits toward my face. I felt her nipples drag back and forth across my lips, first one nipple and then the other. I couldn't resist, I opened my mouth and let one slip into it for a moment, stroking the hard nub with my tongue before she pulled her chest back, just out of reach. I closed my mouth an she leaned back in again, rubbing back and forth across my lips. I let her tease my lips with her rock-hard nipples, as she squatted closer to my lap.
I started to feel her butt bounce across my engorged head as it poked straight up at her. She wiggled and moved her hips to drag herself around and over my engorged head. I could feel her pussy lips slide back and forth over the tip of my head as she rocked her hips toward and away from me, drawing the precum from my head across her lips. She lowered ever so slightly and I felt her pussy lips stroke my head, her lips almost gripping the tip, as she slowed her rocking. "She said, if I wanted, I could take you in me. Do you want me to? Do you want me to sit on your big fat dick?" She whispered softly.
"If you want to." I agreed breathlessly, definitely thinking with my lower head. I didn't much care at that moment who was watching. I'd had sex in front of other couples before, so I wasn't too shy about it, but the sound of half a dozen women gasping as she pushed herself slowly down my shaft, did startle me a little.
"Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned softly. "I wish I could fuck you, but I have specific orders to only tease."
"Orders from who?" I groaned. "I wouldn't mind feeling you ride me a while."
"You think you can keep from coming?" She whispered.
I shifted my right hand to her crotch and stroked my finger between her lips, finding her hard little clit. "Think you can keep from coming?" I asked with a grin.
"No." She moaned as she began to bounce up and down my cock, driving my finger along her slit and over her clit with each stroke she took on my shaft. Up and down, she moved, sliding me in and out of her hot wet confines, her tight little pussy stroking over and around my head in just the right way. I suddenly began to wonder if I could, in fact, keep from coming, feeling the urgency start to build. I hadn't been inside a woman, without a condom on, for months, and the stimulation was almost more than I could take. Up and down, she moved, slapping her wet ass on my thighs with each stroke. "FUCK!" She cried, suddenly jamming herself down on me. I felt her pussy contracting and spasming around me as her whole body shuddered and trembled. "Ohhhhhhh yeahhhhhh" She moaned softly as she sat on me through her climax. She finally lifted off of me, her pussy dripping her juices, as she stepped back from over my lap. She leaned over and kissed my lips quickly and then turned and walked back to her seat, getting a number of comments of congratulations and also envy, as she sat there.
I couldn't help but notice at least three of the women in the group had their hands between their legs, and I wondered how the hell I was going to manage to last, through three women, doing this to me. Trisha was the next up, according to Miss Everett. Trisha was a black girl with a fairly big butt and a really nice set of tits. Now that I knew what to expect, I could sit back and enjoy the view of her as she lifted and spun herself on the pole. Several times she came out into the water, letting it rain down on her, each time with less and less bikini on her body, until she was taking the rain completely naked.
She turned and bent over, the rain hitting her around her waist so her ass was outside the circle of water, pointing right at me. She showed me her ass and pussy, spreading her cheeks and pushing her now fully exposed pussy out at me sexily. She stayed that way, wagging her ass side to side, as if inviting me to stand up and fuck her, but I knew I was supposed to stay sitting. I was rewarded a few moments later, as she stepped from under the water, little rivulets of water streaming down her body and draining from her tightly braided hair. She spread her legs, as she stepped to me and straddled me. She lowered her pussy just close enough to my lap to let my dick brush the wet lips between her legs, her protruding, flowery, inner lips rubbing on my engorged head while she cupped her big tits, as she began to rub her nipples side to side across my face and lips.
I couldn't resist, I opened my mouth and let her tease her big fat black nipples into my mouth, flicking them with my tongue and drawing a deep throated moan from her. She was clearly as turned on, as I was, or she was damn good at faking it. We continued to play hide and seek with her nipples while she very, very slowly, lowered her, now still, hips, allowing her lips to spread around my mushroom head and envelope it with their hot wetness. Slowly, teasingly, she lowered herself down further, pressing me into her hot depths, my head stretching her vaginal tunnel to accept my girth, but only just, before she lifted up again. She wiggled her boobs in my face again as she slowly lowered herself down again, pushing her wet pussy lips over my head a second time, this time pushing my head slightly further into her before abruptly pulling up and off.
She wiggled her chest again, lowering herself until my mushroom head was nestled into the entrance to her depths again. She held herself there, with just my head inside her, as she moved her fat tits and nipples back and forth, feeding me one nipple and then the other while holding my head in her hot wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck" She moaned, as she abruptly pushed herself down my shaft, driving me into her until she was resting her big cheeks on my thighs. She wiggled her butt a few times, rubbing her creamy smooth cheeks on my thighs before she lifted herself slowly, my cock pulling from her with a gentle slurp before she backed up off my lap. She grinned at me and pushed my knees apart. Kneeling down between my legs, she used her hands to wrap her tits around my fat shaft and began to stroke herself up and down, teasing me with the soft smooth confines created by her soft black tits. Up and down, she bounced them, teasing herself as much as me, from the look on her face.
"God, fuck me already!" I groaned as I tried to hold my hips from pushing up at her with each stroke she made.
"If you insist." She whispered, with a teasing look on her face. She stood up and turned around, still standing between my legs. She bent herself over until her tits hung down below her chest and her sopping wet pussy pushed out at me. She backed up and reached behind her butt, using two fingers to press my dick against her hot, slick slit. She began to lift and lower herself, teasing my shaft up and down her pussy lips without letting me enter her hot depths. I could tell from her moans that her clit was rubbing up and down the bottom side of my shaft with each stoke, her hard nub bumping and rubbing over that really sensitive spot under my head. I wondered just how much of this I could take before I was going to explode.
Up and down, she humped her hips, my hands now holding them as she moved faster, stroking her clit along my shaft and driving both of us toward climax. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she gasped over and over as she pumped her fat, round ass up and down faster. I could see her tits swinging wildly under her chest as she pushed us both toward orgasm. I closed my eyes, trying to hold back as my hips tried to lift off the chair in time with her strokes, driving us both together, grinding my shaft along her wet pussy lips until she finally pushed my head against her hard enough to let me slip into her incredibly hot vagina.
"OH DAMN!" I grunted at the sudden change in sensations, unable to keep my body from spasming as I started to come. I felt my cock shoot my first gush of cum into her as she lifted her ass again, pulling all the way off my dick. My second surge of cum shot into the air, sailing high before falling back down onto her chocolate colored ass. I pumped shot after shot out onto her bare, bouncing ass as she continued to rub her pussy along my surging shaft. Her motions slowed as did my cum. She pushed back and rested her pussy on my softening cock as we both panted for breath.
"I would have loved all of that in me, trust me, but my husband would have been a bit pissed." She said softly as she stood up and pulled away from me after almost half a minute. She turned to face me and then backed up to the water, letting it rain down on her. She stood under it, rubbing her body and using it as a shower to rinse, my cum, off her back and butt. Finally rinsed, she stepped away and walked to her chair and plopped down heavily in it. "Honey, you're gonna have a job to do now to get him hard after that one."
The young girl, maybe twenty or so, a little younger than I am, giggled and stood up. "Trust me. Never had a guy NOT get a hardon for me."
She walked up to me and sat on my lap facing me, and reached down to find my partly hard dick. With a grin she began to stroke it. "Wanna see me naked? Wanna watch this little suit get all wet and disappear? How would you like to help it? Come with me. Come help make it all disappear in the water?"
"Is it really true that if you don't give me a hardon you don't graduate?"
"I don't know, but that's what she said. Not sure if she'll hold us to it, after that load you just dumped; but, what the hell, I'm sure I can make it happen, if you'll let me."
"Why not?"
She grinned and pulled me out of my chair and into the water. She guided my hands to her body and coaxed me to rub all around her body, the suit slowly dissolving as I massaged her C cup breasts and her hairless pussy. It only took about ten minutes of her rubbing on me, swinging herself, and a few times me, around the pole before she had more than succeeded in getting me hard again. One of her most favorite moves was to turn herself upside down on the pole, with her legs spread, pushing her pussy right in my face, pulling away just as I was about to try to lick or kiss it.
After a hell of a lot of teasing, she wrapped her arms around my neck inside the ring of water and pressed her chest to mine. She let her lips brush mine gently as she whispered. "God I wanna fuck you so bad, but I promised my husband that all I'd do is tease. I think I teased you, didn't I?"
"Oh yeah." I agreed, squeezing her butt as she pressed her pelvis to my hardon. "You sure you don't want me to do something with this now?"
"Afraid I'm gonna leave you hanging?"
"Well, sorta, yeah."
"Trust me, you won't be." She grinned as she pushed me out of water to my chair. She leaned down and kissed me and whispered, "You were fun. Thanks!"
I wondered what she meant by 'I won't be', since she was the last of the girls in the special little disappearing bikini. I was about to get up from the chair when the rain of water ceased. No one was getting up to leave, especially not the half dozen girls that were now half dressed, playing with themselves, or the two girls that were riding on Chris and Mike, so I waited. I noticed movement first, off in the corner of the room. The bright lights that were shining down on me made it hard to see, but I could see a tall slender woman walking toward me, most of her body in shadows.
She moved toward me, revealing an incredibly skimpy yellow bikini. The bottom was miniscule, and reminded me of one that Mandy had worn for me, at her house, a few times. As the woman came closer, I could see more of her motions, her feet stepping across each other, giving her hips a rocking motion that was smooth and erotic looking. The pool of light worked up her body as she grew closer, revealing an equally miniscule yellow top that struggled to hold a pair of large C or even D cup breasts in place. Her tits wiggled and jiggled with each step she took, the tiny yellow triangles not quite large enough to cover her nipples and areola, little slivers of bright pink peeking around the sides of the small triangles of yellow.



She paused just outside the circle of light that was shining down on me, the pole and the stage. She paused, almost as if trying to gather the courage to move closer. Then she moved, slowly bringing her obviously sexy looking body into the pool of light. She stepped up the two steps to the stage floor and then stepped forward. Surprisingly I still couldn't see her face. She wore a mask, not a monster mask or anything, but a very delicate looking yellow face mask that covered her cheeks and nose, up to her hairline, in pale yellow, with small yellow feathers sticking out to soften the outline all around her face. She was older, I could tell that. Partly by her hair. She had long, washed out, auburn hair with a few streaks of gray in it, tied back in a long pony tail, that extended almost to her waist. She stepped to the silver pole and lifted one leg, hooking it around it and then lifting herself slightly off the stage. She slowly spun around the pole, one leg hooked around it and the other extended out. As she spun, she pushed one leg out, giving me, and the audience, a long, slow look at the crotch of her tiny bikini.
As she came around the second time, I could tell that her pussy wasn't hairless. In fact, I could see just a little of a narrow strip of auburn curls just above her full pussy lips, as the pole tried to pull the tiny bikini bottom down a little. She stepped off the pole and faced me, her back to the pole. She reached above her head and gripped the pole, lifting and spreading her legs. She arched her back, lifting and pushing her pussy toward me, for long moments, before she slowly lowered herself back to vertical, still holding her legs out and spread.
Her movements were slow, fluid, tantalizing. Where the other girls had been almost athletic in their moves, this woman was...erotic. She moved with a grace and fluidity that begged to be watched and touched, and teased, not just fucked. She slowly lowered her legs and then, once her spike heels were on the stage, she lowered herself down until she looked almost like she was sitting in a chair. She spread her knees and used one hand to slowly stroke up and down the crotch of the tiny yellow bikini bottom. Up and down her fingers went, seeming to almost tease her, as much as me. She let her fingers pull the bikini bottom aside for a moment, showing me her creamy white outer lips and the pink inner lip protruding. Her pussy reminded me so much of one that I had spent long hours teasing, tasting and fucking, right down to the smattering of dark freckles on her mound and between her legs. She slowly leaned toward me, moving to her hands and knees. She grinned at me from under the mask and then lay on her back on the deck, her ass facing the audience. She lifted and spread her legs for them as well, showing everyone her bikini covered pussy.
I watched as she closed her legs and rolled over onto her stomach and then moved back to her hands and knees, beginning to slowly crawl toward me. She moved slowly, toward me, moving to right in front of me, pushing my knees apart with her face and moving closer. She stopped with her face in my crotch, and gently blew her breath across my cock, making it jump slightly. She grinned, then slowly licked up my shaft, teasing her tongue up to my head and swirled her tongue around my engorged, excited head. She tilted her head and engulfed my dick head with her hot mouth.
"Oh damn." I groaned as she slowly pushed her face down, easing my cock slowly all the way into her throat until her mask was almost touching my stomach. She held her face there a few moments, then pulled her face back up, with a gasp. She smiled at me and slowly stood up. I had no idea what to expect after that, but I was willing for her to climb onto me if she wanted. DAMN I was horny!
She reached for my hands and moved them slowly to her hips. She helped me grip the tiny strings, that were tied in bows, on her hips. She waited to be sure I was holding them tightly; then she slowly backed away, my hands holding the strings. As she moved away, the bows untied, and in moments I was holding the bikini bottom in my hands as she backed toward the pole now bare below the waist. She backed to the pole, and then as before, she lifted her arms and gripped it above her head. She lifted and spread her legs, completely exposing her sexy outer lips. Damn she looked a lot like a pussy I'd seen before, more than once even. I looked up at her face, the part I could see and began to wonder. But no, it couldn't be. It wouldn't be. It wouldn't make sense. She had no reason to do this, to be here, to want to be a stripper!
She began to lift and spin again, on the pole, this time showing off her bare pussy to myself and the audience of ladies and my buddies.
"DAMN!" I heard one of the guys say from where they sat along the back of the room, drawing my attention. I looked that way, barely able to really see them because of the bright stage lights shining down on me. I couldn't tell if the damn was from one of the guys watching the woman on the pole, or something one of the other girls was doing to them, now that each of them had someone on their lap or kneeling between their legs. I focused back on the woman on the pole, watching her fluid, sensual motions, her legs and hips moving on the pole, as she slowly spun, almost in invitation.
She smiled and giggled girlishly as she lowered her feet to the stage after several slow revolutions around the pole. She stood and placed her back to the pole again, and lifted her feet off the stage by holding her hands high above her head. She spread her legs and then slowly bent each leg, almost as if walking in air, her motions making sure that I had a view of her long sexy legs as well as her pussy. Slowly, she lowered her legs again, standing in the tall spike heels. She slowly stepped toward me, stepping over my lap as she faced me. She placed both hands on my shoulders and leaned her chest toward me, rubbing the miniscule yellow triangles of cloth over my lips, her nipples once again growing hard and poking the material out further.
She giggled softly, as she teased my lips with her cloth covered nipples, which only held my attention, until I felt her wet pussy lips rub against the head of my rock-hard cock, which was sticking up between us. She moved her hips and rubbed her lips back and forth across my engorged head, my hips lifting slightly in the chair, in response. "Naughty boy." She whispered, as she pushed down slightly, forcing a couple short inches of my hardness up into her pussy. "Mmmmmmmmmm. Such a naughty boy." She sighed softly before sliding down my dick further, her butt soon sitting on my legs. "Why don't you take my top off." She said in that same, sultry, soft whisper.
I reached to her back and felt for the single bow that held the tiny top in place, both the strings around her back and the one around her neck fastened with the same bow. I pulled the bow and then slid my hands around to gently pull the top off. I dropped it onto the stage floor next to me and reached back for her bouncy C cup breasts. She grinned and pulled back almost as soon as I had cupped her breasts, lifting off my lap and pulling her pussy off my fat shaft. She giggled and backed up to the pole again, once again lifting herself and slowly twirling in different positions, giving everyone in the room a look at her completely nude body.
She stopped spinning around the pole and walked over, once again, to me, standing across my lap. She grinned down at me and slowly lowered herself, moving her hips around until she found my hardon without having to use her hands. She rubbed herself around my head until I slipped into the entrance to her depths and then settled slowly down my shaft once again. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her breasts, before letting go of them. She used one hand on my shoulder for balance and began to lift and lower herself, on and off my rock-hard pole, sliding her pussy on and off, while also rocking her hips slightly. Her motions weren't hurried or rushed, but intended to tease my growing orgasm along. She let one finger stroke her pussy, rubbing her clit in circles while she lifted and lowered herself, her breathing growing more ragged as she worked on and off my shaft.
If I hadn't already dumped a considerable load of cum, I'd have already been pumping it deep into her, but the urgency, the need to push up into her was only now growing stronger. I started to move my hips on the chair, in time with hers, our combined motion making my fat head stroke differently with each thrust she made down on me. Up and down, she moved, pushing both of us toward climax. "Come for me lover. Come hard and deep in me." She whispered.
"Oh fuck." I groaned softly as we moved in unison, her pussy pushing me ever closer to climax, her fingers pushing herself over the same edge.
"Come for me," she said a little louder, her own climax starting to overtake her. I felt her pussy start to spasm around my hard shaft, her legs trembling slightly as she worked up and down with slightly less coordination. "Oh David, come for me," she moaned louder. If I had any doubt, it was gone now. I knew this body, I knew this pussy! I'd filled it before, a long time ago.
"OH FUCK!" I groaned as I let myself go. My cock jerked and surged inside her, pumping shot after shot of cum deep inside her as she sat on my lap and shuddered and trembled. "Oh God, Mrs. Green." I groaned as my body jerked and twitched. I almost immediately felt her breast press to my face, pushing forcefully against my mouth.
"Shhh." She gasped as she continued to climax on me. She pulled her tit back after a few moments, hoping I'd understood, which I had.
"Oh damn." I groaned again as my body reduced to an occasional jerk.
She tilted my head back and leaned down to kiss me, a long wet, seductive, erotic kiss. "Happy wedding." She whispered before she pulled off me and walked away, her pussy leaking, my cum, as she made her way to the door she had apparently come through earlier.
"Well, I see our entire graduating class succeeded in being incredibly provocative, as well as a few of the other ladies?" Miss Everett said as she stepped on stage. "Ladies... and gentlemen in the back row, thank you for joining us." She turned to face me. "And you sir, thank you for being an excellent patron. I know all the girls thoroughly enjoyed being able to take things to a complete conclusion, something they DON'T get to do with my husband. I understand you are about to be married, so I hope this was an enjoyable last little fling." She said, as she stepped over and held her hand out. She helped me stand up and then pulled me closer. "And if you decide you wanna come back and help us out again, I'd love to have you, if you know what I mean."
"I think I do." I answered her.
"Your clothes are back there. I think your friends will be a few more minutes, if you want some help dressing."
I looked out to the back of the room and saw at least two of them still being ridden on. "If you want to help, that's fine." I said, not sure what she wanted me to do. My dick was, at least for the moment, a little used up. She took my hand and pulled me out of the bright lights of the stage and over to a bench where my clothes had been neatly folded and stacked.
"You know, if you wanna touch while I dress you, I wouldn't mind." She whispered, as she undid the belt around her waist. In moments she had the stretchy, form fitting dress with an oversized neck hole, pulling down her body. She let it fall to the floor, leaving her completely naked. "Might make it easier." She said softly as she bent over the bench slightly. I chuckled to myself and stepped behind her. I reached down between her legs with my right hand and rested my left on her butt. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh yes. That's what I need." She moaned softly as my fingers began to stroke her sopping wet pussy lips. "I've been wanting this since Rose started."
"Yeah, about her." I said softly, as I stroked my fingers between her lips. "I wouldn't have expected to see her learning to be a stripper."
She laughed softly, at least she did until I pressed my thumb into her opening. "Ohmygod. I wish that was your cock."
"Me too." I chuckled. "Rose?"
"It was private lessons. None of the girls even know who she is. She wanted to surprise her husband for his birthday. She's going to trick him into coming and then let two of the girls warm him up before she comes out in that bikini and does her thing with him. Tonight was actually her idea!"
I laughed again and continued to play with her pussy, realizing that my cock was already starting to get hard again as I looked down at her tits, swinging below her chest. I pulled my thumb from her and, even though I was far from fully hard, I managed to work my partly hard cock into her pussy. She moaned softly as I told her this was my thank you, to her for letting Rose do this. At first it was hard to do any serious stroking, but with each passing moment I could feel myself harden more inside her until I was easily stroking my length in and out of her.
"Oh God. Ohhhhhhh God, yes." She moaned as my friends started to gather around, each of them apparently satisfied, at least for the moment. In and out I stroked, driving harder and harder into her, pushing her already excited body closer and closer to orgasm. "OHHHHH FUCK!" she cried loudly as I plunged into her body, her climax starting to wash over her. Her body jerked and trembled as she came around me, her students cheering for what I presumed was a rare event, their teacher getting fucked in front of them.
"Uh." I grunted as my body jerked and pumped what little cum I had left, into her. I stood there, jerking and twitching as one of the girls stepped up behind me and wrapped her arms around me.
"You know, I wouldn't mind having you come for me, at my graduation." She said softly, as she kissed my cheek while pressing her body against my back.
"You might have to talk that over with my wife." I panted as I softened inside the pussy in front of me.
"Well, give me your number, and I will."
"Um. This is his bachelor party." One of the guys said, drawing her away from me. "Now if you want someone single to do that, I'm your man."
"Maybe. Sarah seemed satisfied." She giggled as Miss Everett pulled off my cock and turned to face me.
"I think we need to dress you now." She panted softly. "Anyone wanna help?"
In moments I was being dressed, well, mostly. It seemed the goal was to leave my dick out as long as possible, giving four of them a chance to take turns, sucking, my cum covered dick. Eventually Miss Everett called an end to the teasing and gave me one last kiss down there before closing my pants up.
"You had better damn well take a shower when you get home!" Chris said, with a chuckle as he drove me to my house. "You smell like you just spent a night in a brothel. Three kinds of perfume, at least two colors of lipstick on you and, well, you smell like pussy."
"Means it was a successful party!"
"We were going to get you a stripper, like you did for me. Katie came up with this idea. Said, you'd appreciate it a lot more than just one stripper."
"Yeah. I did."
"That older woman. She looked kinda familiar, but I couldn't place her. Did you know who she was?"
"No, I didn't."
"Well, she seemed to know you, or at least exactly how to excite you. Almost like she'd seen you having sex before."
"Yeah, well, if she did, it was a mystery to me." I lied.



        Unintended Consequences

        A love potion goes awry.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unintended-consequences-10

Title: Unintended Consequences

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Mind Control

Description: A love potion goes awry.

Tags: love potion




To say she was unusual would be a bit of an understatement, but she had been very helpful over the last year and a half. I'm talking about my neighbor, Alyssa. She's only thirty-five, a full twenty years younger than I am, and single, after two failed marriages. But she's surprisingly sweet, though somewhat unusual in her choices. I'd call her Goth, but that doesn't quite fit. She likes black. Black lipstick, black hair, which I'm darn sure isn't her original color, black eye highlights, and of course black clothes. Not the usual Goth style of heavy clothes with chains and heavy boots and such. But black just the same. Black dresses, black micro skirts and micro shorts, black blouses, black tank tops and bare midriff crop tops, and yes, even black bikinis. Not one, but a substantial collection that I had seen her wear over the last four years.
Before the accident almost a year ago, my wife and I had been over to her house frequently for small gatherings and dinners, just as she had been over to ours for cookouts and dinners. Many times, those dinners and gatherings at her house ended up with all of us in her hot tub. Before her divorce almost three years ago, those instances usually included her husband, who had a penchant for hitting on my wife, though unsuccessfully. While she never allowed anything to happen, I always thought she kind of enjoyed the attentions of a twenty-year younger man telling her how hot and sexy she looked.
After the divorce, those dinners and gatherings had rarely included any male friends that weren't already married to one of her female friends. Still, we were always, by a good many years, the oldest of the group, which didn't seem to bother Alyssa or her friends. I had to admit that I enjoyed the views I got from the younger ladies in their bikinis and was surprised on a number of occasions when Alyssa talked my wife into wearing one of her many, tiny, black bikinis instead of her usual, quite conservative, one-piece suit. Many times, there were dares, some taken and some rejected, to lose one piece or another of a bikini, which gave me some pretty spectacular views of Alyssa and her friends. My wife, though, never accepted those dares, only going as far as to put on one of Alyssa's skimpiest thong bikinis, which had barely enough coverage to hide her pussy and nipples, and little of her rather large hairy bush.
I was surprised that my wife never seemed concerned about me being in such close proximity to such voluptuous, curvy, sexy, younger, women wearing damn near nothing, at least while we were in or around the hot tub. I'd even asked her once why she wasn't concerned, getting a kiss and a simple statement that she and Alissa had an understanding, and that I was free to look as much as I wanted, but if I needed to touch anything, all I had to do was ask and she would give me all I could handle. I knew what she meant, but was still surprised, and on a few occasions was tempted to try out her promise in the hot tub, instead of waiting until we were home in our bedroom.
 
Our time hanging out with Allyssa was a very different dynamic than we'd had most of our married life. Looking wasn't to be obvious, though she knew I'd look if the chance availed itself. Even Janet, my wife's best friend, who was only two years younger than we were, seemed a little surprised at my wife's easy acceptance of Alissa's attire, or lack of it, around me, as well as her friends scanty attire.
Janet had been invited to a number of these gatherings as well, and being as conservative as my wife, never quite allowed a dare to leave her naked, at least in view of me, though one time she did go as far as to get into the jacuzzi wearing nothing but a towel, which unfortunately stayed on the whole time, even in the water. How did I know she was naked under it? Because Allyssa told me that was the dare.
Suzanne and Alyssa had become quite good friends shortly after Alyssa moved in, which wasn't surprising. My wife had always been a very outgoing and friendly person and was friends with all the neighbors around our house. It was fortunate for me that she was, especially after that asshole hit Suzanne while she was riding her bike.
On that day, in a matter of moments, I lost the love of my life, my future, my partner. Quite honestly, if it hadn't been for all her friends rallying around me in those first weeks and months, I honestly don't know what I would have done. Oh, I know how to make a menu, and shop, and cook, and do laundry. I KNOW how to clean, but quite honestly, it's not my strong suit. What I didn't know how to do was to be alone any longer. I'd been married to Suzanne for more than half my life.
All Suzanne's friends worked to help me out, bringing meals, stopping by to hang out with me, all those important things that a person needs to start the long road to recovery. Though a total recovery wasn't even in sight. I simply didn't know how to move past the loss my heart felt.
Alyssa and Janet went that extra mile. They both worked tirelessly to try and build me up, be there for me to cry on, to help me work through the pain and loss to find some form of normalcy in my daily life. And it was starting to work. After almost a year I was getting closer to that point so as when I heard a noise in the house, I didn't look over expecting to see Suzanne walk down the hall, or complain that I left my socks hanging out of the hamper, or that I needed to take the trash out. No, I was finally getting past that state of grief and looking towards what life was going to be like moving forward.
Like I said, I know how to clean, but what to me is clean doesn't even begin to pass muster to either of them or my adult daughters. To that end Janet took it upon herself to hire me a maid. Yep, that's right, a maid. She comes in three times a week and cleans from top to bottom, leaving the house practically spotless. The only thing I have to clean is my dishes. Alyssa was also still in my house daily, checking on me, hanging out, just being there. Some days I'd walk in from work and dinner would be cooking on the stove and she'd be lounging in the family room, watching TV.
It hadn't escaped my thoughts that maybe Allyssa had a desire to be more than just a friend, but I wasn't anywhere near ready for that. When I suggested this to Janet, she protested, asking why I was so sure that I wasn't ready for someone to be more than my friend? Janet, herself, had made the roundabout suggestion one day, that if I wanted, she could move in and then I wouldn't have to pay a maid. I laughed it off, but couldn't shake the feeling that it wasn't meant completely as a joke.
"You do know that it's time for you to start to think about life moving on, right? I mean it's almost a year now and you know damn well you aren't good at living alone." Alissa said quietly as we relaxed in her hot tub late one June night.
"I thought we talked about that. You think I need to, I really don't."
"David, have you always been so stubborn?"
"All my life. Just ask Suzanne...Shit." I replied. "Damn, did it again." I whispered to myself.
"There's nothing wrong with thinking about her. You two were part of each other's lives for more years together than apart. So, it's natural. You just need to learn to accept that there are other women in the world and that you don't have to stay mired in the past." She said softly, pushing away from the other side of the hot tub and moving across it toward me. I felt her press her hip against mine as she settled back into the swirling hot water next to me, her hand settling on my thigh. "Look, David. You don't have to forget her. That's not going to happen. No one expects it to. You just need to open your heart up again and realize there are other women out there. If you let yourself, I think you can find a comfortable place in your heart for someone else."
"Like you?"
She leaned a little further into me, her fingers stroking my leg. "We've joked about this, but to be honest, I wouldn't mind, but I also know that I'm not the first thing that pops into your head when you think about a wife. Janet maybe, but not me. You know she want's you, right?"
"You're right, we talked about this. I don't want to date. I don't want to replace Suzanne. I'm fine alone."
"The hell you are. You forget that I see you every day. If it wasn't for coming over here, you probably wouldn't go anywhere. You don't hardly. When was the last time you did anything you loved? Fishing? Camping? Anything?"
"I just don't feel like it."
"That's because you always did it with Suzanne. Now you're afraid to do it alone. Well, I told you I wouldn't push you until summer. Well, in two days it is, summer that is. It's time to pick something to do and take someone. Take Janet. Take me. Take...oh, take someone from work. Hell! Take Rachel if you want."
"You want me to take the maid? Camping?"
"Why not. She's single. She's cute."
"She's the maid. I pay her to clean the house, not go camping."
"That's just an excuse and you know it. I've seen you checking out her big black boobs!"
"I have not!"
"You have too! I saw you. And I saw what watching her did!" She giggled. "You can't hide that."
"Hide what?"
She reached into my lap and grabbed my dick through my swimsuit. "This. It was hard as a rock watching her boobs wiggle around inside that shirt yesterday. Amazing what a pair of tits like that without a bra can do to a man."
"Come on. Really?" I asked, moving her hand off my dick a little reluctantly. I had to admit, it had been a long time since I'd done anything with anyone, and while she had grabbed me more than once in the last few months, all playfully of course, I sorta didn't want to move her hand. "You want me to take the woman I pay to clean my house, camping? What do you think is going to happen? I'll suddenly decide to start having sex with whoever is close by?" I said to her, rolling my eyes.
"Would that be a bad thing?" She asked with another giggle, moving her hand back to my lap. "Seems like it's getting harder. Maybe that's what you need. A little fucking to wake you up."
"And just who do you suggest do that? You?"
"I wouldn't mind. I've seen what you got, and it'd be a fun ride!"
"You've seen what I got huh? Seriously? Just how have you done that? Peeking into my shower or something?"
"I don't know if I should tell you, you might get upset with me."
"For what?"
"You promise not to get upset with me?"
"Okay. I promise. Now, you going to tell me you've been sneaking into my house and spying on me in the shower?"
"I don't have to sneak in. All I have to do is sit in my workout room and enjoy the show."
"What? What are you talking about?"
"You know the bedroom window that faces east? The one your wife changed the curtains on a couple years ago? The one that she said she loved to have open so she can see the sunshine in first thing in the morning?"
"Yeah, what about it?"
"Ever noticed what it looks out at?"
"The side of your house, why?"
"What's on the side of my house?"
"I dunno. A window. The reflective one."
"Uh huh. The reflective one. That reflective one that's actually in my workout room. I can see right into your bedroom, see your bed, see all the way into your bathroom. I've sat on my stationary bike, completely naked, and watched you fucking Suzanne, watched you two play in the shower, and since the accident, watched you jack off in the shower every few days."
I looked at her a little stunned. "I've seen that window from the inside. You can't see anything through it."
"It has that nice reflective film on it so that you can't see in or out, but guess what? If I leave the lights off, it isn't reflective on my side. At night, with the light off, well, let's just say I've really enjoyed moving my workout to bedtime."
"And all this time you've been spying on us? On me?"
"You promised not to get upset, remember?"
I shook my head and sighed. "Alright. I promised. But damn! Why would you spy on us? Spy on me?"
"You have no idea how hot you are, how sexy, how easy you are to want to fuck. I've sat on the bike and rode it while watching you, letting the seat rub on my clit until I creamed all over the seat. Just watching you stroke yourself. Wishing it was you sliding in and out of me."
"Jesus Alyssa. I knew you kinda had the hots for me, but this? I don't know what to think."
She grinned at me and squeezed my dick under the water. "I have this nice big fat dildo. I call it David. You wanna know why? Because I could pump it in and out of my pussy while I was watching you do it to Suzanne." She whispered before brushing her lips across my cheek. "I promised Suzanne that I had no interest in steeling her man, but I never said I didn't like watching her getting fucked by you."
"Oh Jesus." I groaned, realizing just how much I'd been showing off without knowing it for at least two years.
"Don't worry. You take me camping we'd be sharing a tent and then you could see all of me when we get ready for bed. I haven't ever been camping, but I'm up for something new."
I shook my head and closed my eyes for long seconds. "Damn Alyssa. You drop on me that you've been spying on me making love to my wife for what? Years? And now you want me to take you camping?"
"I wouldn't mind." She said acting a little shy. "Could be fun getting undressed in a tent with you. Especially since I've been getting undressed right in front of you for years and you never knew it.
I rolled my eyes. "Alyssa, you've been wearing all these little bikinis around in front of me all this time, but tell me you really aren't into guys, and now I find out you've been fucking yourself while watching me. I never knew you had any interest in me sexually at all. Hell, neither of us did."
"Honey, how the hell do you think I got Suzanne to not be worried about me wearing all my skimpy stuff in front of you?"
I looked at her for a moment, rolled my eyes and then shook my head. "The only thing I can think of, is you convinced her you were into girls, not guys. That way you weren't a threat."
"Bingo." She giggled.
"But, wait a second. If you're really into guys, why haven't I ever seen you on a date or anything? Those few guys that were over were like friends, not dates."
"Who says I haven't been getting fucked? I just don't bring them home. It's so much easier to go to someone else's house, a couple's house and spend the night there. No stigma, people just assume we're friends. They have no idea that we just spent the whole night fucking each other."
"So all this time..." She grinned at my unfinished question. "And just how did you convince her that you were into girls instead of guys?"
"Easy. I made a pass at her. A very, very, sexy, deliberate, enticing pass at her. A take her clothes off and kiss her sexy nipples, pass. A push her underwear down and stroke her pussy kind of pass. I actually thought that she might even let her guard down enough to let me fuck her. I got her naked in my room trying on some clothes and let things happen, but she was barely able to let me touch her pussy, let me feel her wetness, I wanted to make her come for me, but she couldn't. She was too shy, and not quite turned on enough. Instead, she ran home, to you, without even putting her clothes on, and got you to fuck her brains out while I played with my dildo and watched. I never said I wasn't into guys, I just made sure she knew that I liked girls, a lot. And I do. Girls and some guys."
"Good lord." I groaned. "All this time, you've been doing what, checking me out right in front of my wife? Wanting me to do what? Let you play with both of us?"
"I'd never, ever, steal another woman's man. But now that you aren't, well, how about it? Wanna try this jacuzzi out naked? We could just take 'em off and toss them over the side."
"Jesus Alyssa. You don't think that might ruin a friendship?"
"Are you afraid of being naked with another woman?"
"Well, um, not exactly."
"I think you are. I think you're afraid that if you get naked with someone you won't be able to control yourself. If you get naked with me, you won't be able to stop yourself from ravaging me, taking me in every way imaginable."
"That's not true."
"Oh? Prove it! Take your suit off."
"That wouldn't be appropriate."
"Why? Because we're friends? Are you saying friends can't be naked together without having sex?"
"I didn't say that."
"But you thought it. That's why you won't do it. Isn't it?" She pushed away from me and stood up. It only took a moment, and she was untying the strings of her bikini top. She pulled it off, exposing the areola and rock-hard nipples it had been covering. I already had known for years that she wore a thirty-six triple D bra, and I'd been treated to vast expanses of her creamy white breasts, but this was the first time I'd seen her intentionally expose nipples to me. I stared as she untied the suit bottom and pulled it off as well, exposing a completely shaved pussy. Her full round lips framed a significant amount of inner labia protruding, which she reached down to stroke a few times, making it pull away from where it had been pressed against her crotch to stand out sexily. "Well, here it is. No point in just staring. It's your turn. I dare you to stand up and take your suit off."
"Alyssa, this is soooo inappropriate."
"Why? You married?"
"Well, not exactly."
"That's a yes or no question. You married?"
"No." I sighed.
"Am I married?"
"Not that I know of."
"That's a no. So, if we're not married, why can't we be naked together? Or do you only get naked if you're going to have sex?"
"I didn't say that."
"Good. Take it off. Come on. You can do it if you put your mind to it."
"You really want me naked that bad?" She just stood there and grinned at me, letting me see all of her naked body. "Fine." I stood up and untied my suit and pushed it down and stepped out of it. I stood there, in front of her, my hardon bouncing lightly with each beat of my pounding heart. The truth of the matter was that being naked with her made me want to have sex with her. She stepped toward me and wrapped one arm around me, pulling us together as she reached between us to push my dick downward. I felt her hard nipples press to my chest, my dick slipping between her thighs into the small gap so that it pressed against her wet soft pussy lips. I felt her other hand move from between us to my butt, squeezing and pulling me tighter to me until our fronts were basically glued together.
"See, that isn't so bad, is it? Just us, standing here, hugging each other?" She whispered breathlessly.
"Oh Jesus Alyssa. I can't do this." I groaned in frustration, pulling back from her, my hardon sliding along her wet slit as I moved. I stepped out of the tub and didn't even bother to collect my swimsuit before walking across her yard and mine to my back door. I closed the door and stood in the kitchen, my back leaning against the door, my heart pounding. "She probably think's I'm crazy." I panted. "But if I'd stayed there any longer..."
---o---
Alyssa slid back into the water and leaned back. She closed her eyes and stroked her pussy where his dick had just been. She had been so close, so very close to getting it where she wanted it, where she'd wanted it for so long. Ever since she moved in and Darleen had read the cards and told her that the man of her dreams was close at hand, she'd known it was David. She and Rick hadn't been married all that long when he started cheating on her. She knew it wasn't going to last. He liked older women, and he liked being able to fuck more than one at once. Not something that was conducive to married life. It wasn't a surprise when he wanted to leave. She let him. She knew he wasn't it, the one, the one she was looking and waiting for. David, he had to be. She wouldn't take another wife's man. That wasn't her. She wouldn't even ask him to cheat on her. But she knew, the cards had said that if she was patient, that when the time was right, he would be available. But she had to have something to go on, to keep her somewhat satisfied. That was when the idea hit her.



Suzanne was over fairly frequently. It didn't take much for her to slip it into her drink, to hand her a glass of lemonade with a little extra, a little something to help her take a suggestion. Darleen had made it special for her. A potion. It didn't really matter. She'd used one like it before. This time the suggestion was simple enough. It had to be. The potion only worked for simple suggestions. Nothing too complex. 'Watch the morning sun come up from bed'. She'd given her the potion and then coaxed her to want to see the sun come up from bed. It only took a few days before the curtains were gone, allowing the morning sun to shine in the bedroom window all the way to their bed.
For over a year she was able to watch, able to see exactly how he made love to her, watch the passion he brought to the act, watch the desire in her for him, watch him bring her to the very brink of ecstasy and then over that edge into bliss. She watched, waiting, wishing, but knowing that she couldn't do anything, she wouldn't do anything.
She was almost beside herself when Darleen said that the man of her dreams was about to be hit with immeasurable grief. She hadn't known what, but she knew it was going to be hard. She had to remain quiet for almost two weeks before whatever life was bringing would fall to him. It was the night of the accident that she knew for certain that David was that man, the man of her dreams. She also knew that his heart was broken and that it was her task to mend it before he could be hers. Darleen had been quite clear. If she pushed too hard, she would push him away forever. It was a balancing act, a tightrope walk, trying to show him love without throwing herself at him or asking too much.
But now it was time. It had been long enough and if tonight had shown her anything, it was that now was the time to move. But he wasn't going to easy. He still wanted what he had and was going to be hard to convince to move on with her. She knew what she wanted, or more correctly, needed.
---o---
"Alyssa. Are you sure about this?" Darlene asked her quietly as she handed her friend the small glass vial. "This does not always work the way you expect. If he has a desire for you, it can certainly enhance it, but it can't make him love you. All it can do is make the attraction between the two of you intense for a short time."
"I know. But if I don't, I'm afraid I'll miss my chance. I'm not the only one vying for his attention. His wife's best friend had already joked a few times about moving in, just to make things easier. She always makes it a joke, but I think the idea is to plant a seed."
"Be careful. This potion, it's strong. It can make the desire for ANY woman stronger. Even if that woman isn't you. It could draw him to another, and away from you."
"I'll have to chance it. I want him so bad it hurts inside. I must try. I've been watching him for years, waiting, yearning. I must try."
"I told you then, that wishing from afar was painful."
"It has been. But now, now it's time to try to go for it all. I must have him."
"Alyssa. I also need to warn you. Some men, not a lot, mind you, but some men, react to it in odd ways. I had one man that this was used on that suddenly found himself the center of attention of an entire sports team. EVERY woman on the team wanted him, wanted to have sex with him, wanted to pull him into the showers with them and strip him and have sex with him. Even those that were already in relationships. For weeks he was at a loss to explain what was happening before the effects wore off. On some men, well, on some it doesn't work on at all. It just has no effect. I just want you to know, this isn't a magic bullet. No potion is."
"I know. But the last one. The one I used on his wife. It was perfect. It did exactly what I needed, and even a little more."
"Alyssa. You are a dear friend. I don't want you to be disappointed. I read the cards. I read your cards tonight. This is not a sure thing. This relationship, it falls into a spider web. It can go so many ways, and there is no way I can tell which strands will break and which will remain. Honey, you and I have known each other for so many years. We've been part of the same coven for so long. I just don't want you to be hurt, and right now, I don't know that you won't be."
"I know. But I do have to try."
"I know you do. I read that in the cards as well. You are determined to play this to the end, I just can't tell you what the end will be. All I can do is to tell you to be yourself. If he's going to choose you, when this wears off you don't want to be stuck with a man that doesn't like what you are. You've made that mistake already. Don't repeat it."
"I won't. Not this time."
"Alright. Well, have fun camping." She said with a little smirk.
"Camping?"
"That is what he's going to ask you to do, isn't it? Go camping? What else would lead to sleeping in a canvas box?"
"I think the cards told you more than you're willing to tell me."
"I don't want to ruin the surprise." She said with a grin as she led Alyssa to the door of her house. "Be careful. The cards show great joy, and also, uncertainty. Be ready for whatever happens and know that I will be here for you if things don't turn out how you want."
"I know. You've always been a true sister, even if you aren't blood." She leaned up and kissed Darleen and then walked away, a wide smile on her face. "Camping huh. Well, no reason I can't try something new."
"And Alyssa."
"Yes?"
"Don't overdo it. Just a couple of drops."
Alyssa smiled. "What? Do you think I'd drop the whole bottle in is cereal?"
"I think you'll do whatever you think you have to, to win this man." Darleen answered quietly before Alyssa and turned to walk out the door.
---o---
I finished eating and set my napkin down on the picnic table. "That was fantastic. You did a perfect job on the ribs. They were fall off the bone tender, just the way I like em." I said with a smile to Alyssa.
"I'm glad you like them." She said as she got up. "Now for dessert."
"I don't know if I have room for it." I chuckled.
"Ohhhhh. But you have to!" She implored with a puppy dog eye face. "I made it special for you." She dashed off into the house and came back a few moments later with two plates with cheesecake covered in cherries.
"Wow! That looks so good!" I complimented her as she set a plate down in front of me. She sat down across from me and watched with a huge smile on her face as I devoured the sweet treat. "I was right. I was good."
"That's what I wanted to hear. Now. About after dinner relaxation." She stood up and untied the bow that seemed to act as a belt of the black wrap around dress. I'd already guessed that she was naked under it, her big soft tits bouncing freely all evening. The dress slid down off her arms, leaving her naked as she stood in front of me, just on the other side of the patio. "New house rule. From now on, no more swimsuits in the hot tub."
"What about if there's company?" I asked with raised eyebrows.
"Let 'em look. I want to see you and I want you to see me every chance we get. It's officially summer, and you know what that means."
"That you're going to try and get into my pants?" I chuckled jokingly.
She stepped around the table until she was next to me. "uh uh. I don't want to get into your pants, I want to get you out of them." She held a hand out for me. I took it and let her draw me from where I sat on the table bench to stand next to it. She let go of my hand and stepped closer, reaching for my pants. "The last time we did this, you got scared and ran away naked. I'm hoping that this time you'll at least stay for a while."
"Alyssa." I whispered as my shorts slid down my legs to pool around my feet. "I still don't think we should be having sex. I value your friendship too much to lose it."
"What if I promised that no matter what, I wouldn't ever let you go from being a friend?"
"I'd still be concerned." I answered as she started to push my briefs down.
"How about I promised not to do anything you didn't want? We'll just sit and snuggle, and if you feel like doing something, you can. If not, we'll just enjoy each other's company."
"I'll agree to that." I nodded. I pulled off my shirt as she knelt to untie my shoes. I lifted each foot and let her pull everything off, leaving me as naked as she was. I watched her work, my cock growing harder by the second, so that when she was done, still kneeling in front of me, my hard shaft was poking straight at her face. I saw her lick her lips and then look up at me.
"Would you mind if I sucked on it? Just for a minute?" I felt my resistance seem to melt away slightly as I nodded. I wasn't going to run away like I did before, but I was still feeling quite awkward as she closed her mouth around my fat head. "Mmmmmmmmm" she moaned softly as she began to suck and stroke my cock, making it grow fatter.
"You keep doing that and you're going to get a second desert." I groaned, surprised at how quickly she was getting me ready to pop.
"Do it." She said, pulling her mouth off me just long enough to say it. She stroked and sucked harder, pushing me closer and closer to orgasm until all I could do was close my eyes and let it overtake me. My body jerked and twitched at the hands of a woman for the first time in almost a year. I let my cum flow into her mouth, watching her eagerly suck down each new surge until I started to soften in her wet mouth. She stood up, smiling at me like I hadn't seen before. "Now maybe you can relax without worrying about sex?"
"Maybe." I agreed as she pulled me toward the tub. I stepped in and sunk down into the water with her, the two of us snuggling together in the hot swirling water. The warm water always made me sweat, but for some reason it seemed even hotter tonight. So much so, that I had to call our hot tub time over much sooner than she would have liked. Instead, I pulled her to one of the lounge chairs she liked to lay out to tan on, pulling her naked with me to the middle of the yard, and then down onto the chair with me. She crawled onto the chair with me and lay on top of me, her head resting on my shoulder as her body lay on mine.
"I like this," She whispered softly, her fingers stroking my chest near my right nipple. "I could get used to this very easily."
"It is pretty nice, isn't it?" We lay there, the night growing darker, the sounds of the night becoming a growing chorus of crickets, peepers and other nocturnal city wildlife. The moon had started to rise higher in the sky, casing a bluish light on us, my hands having started to stroke her soft smooth skin almost of their own accord. I couldn't help but feel my dick harden between us, Alyssa feeling it as well. She inched herself up my body until her head was on my shoulder, one of her hands slipping between us to find my rigid member. "Mmmmmmm." I sighed contentedly as she rubbed my fat engorged head between her wet lips. I felt my head nestle gently into the entrance to her depths and then pressure build on it as she forced herself back down toward it, spreading her tight confines until finally it slipped inside.
"Oh yes." She moaned softly as she began to lift and lower her hips, working my shaft in and out of her only an inch or two. "So big and fat. I always knew it would feel good."
"Uh huh." I agreed, my mind feeling a little fuzzy, almost as if I had too much to drink, yet all I'd had was one single glass of wine. "You're really tight."
"Mmmmm. A woman always likes to hear that."
"You are. God you're going to make me come so fast doing that."
"Doing what?"
"Rocking your hips that way. It's stroking me just the perfect way."
"Is there anything else you want? Want me to do or you want to see?"
I didn't have to think long. "I'd love to see you sit on me, see your tits bouncing when you come."
She pushed up, her smiling face lit by that moonlight. She wiggled herself around, never letting me slip from her until she was sitting astride me on her knees. She pulled my hands to her chest, letting me cup each breast as she began to slide up and down my member, lifting and dropping so her ass slapped lightly to my thighs. Up and down, she moved, my hands cupping her tits as they tried to bounce in time with her motions. "Oh god David. Ohhhhh shit. Now it's my turn to tell you how perfect you feel in me. Can you feel my climax growing? Can you tell how turned on I am for you?"
"Oh yeah." I groaned, feeling my own climax threatening to explode, yet not quite there. It felt almost as if it were waiting, holding itself just short, waiting for her to climax at the same time. I arched my back, trying to push my dick up harder toward her, wanting to get just a little more in just the right place. I felt her pussy start to tremble around me, little spasms and squeezes as her orgasm also neared that perfect tipping point.
"OH FUCK YES!" she screamed, suddenly jamming herself down harder, driving up and down my dick, no longer with gentle strokes but wild, animalistic pleasure. She slammed down on me as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around me, her strokes smashing my head against the end of her vaginal depths. It was exactly what I needed, and with a massive groan into the night my body jerked and spewed the first shot of hot cum deep into her. "FUCK YES! YES! YES! YES!" she screamed to the moon as we both climaxed together, sharing the ecstasy in a way that I had only felt a few times with my wife. It almost seemed like I could feel her orgasm at the same time as mine. My body bucked under her time and again until all I could do was lay panting, my dick still flowing the remains of my cum into her as I started to soften inside her.
"God that was...intense." I panted as I lay looking up at her, softly massaging her big soft tits. "I wish I'd have done this with you a long time ago."
"It wasn't time yet." She whispered as she lowered herself down onto me, pushing my hands away so her tits could press to my chest. She lowered her face to mine, her pussy still occasionally squeezing around my softening shaft. She looked at me for long seconds, her lips inches from mine and then she completed the motion, pressing her lips to mine softly. I let my arms slide around her nude body, one hand cupping her bare ass cheeks and the other holding the middle of her back. Her lips teased and sucked mine, coaxing my lips apart so she could tease my tongue as well. We lay, kissing softly, sweetly, lovingly, much like my wife and I had done so many times over the years.
I felt the longing inside my heart for Suzanne, my desire for her to be here, holding her, feeling her. Instead, I held Alyssa, feeling her warmth, her softness, the hardness of her nipples and the wetness of her pussy around my dick and felt like it belonged this way. I knew I could get used to this if I gave it a chance, and at that moment, I wanted more than anything to give it that chance.
---o---
I woke up in a strange room and a strange bed. My mind slowly cleared as the cobwebs of sleep pushed away. It was a woman's bedroom. One I'd seen before, but never spent any time in. I sat up in the queen-sized bed and realized I was alone. There was a single rose on the pillow next to the one I had been sleeping on, with a small note under it. I opened it. 'I didn't want to wake you. For the first time in almost a year you seemed contented. I wanted to let you stay that way as long as possible. I had to go to work. I know that when I come home you will have gone, but you are always welcome in my bed any day or night you wish. With love, A."
I looked at the note and read it again. I remembered having sex outside with her last night, and then again once more here, in her bed in the night before we fell asleep together. I smiled at the memory of how it felt to be laying with her spooned against me as I pushed my dick in and out of her, working both of us to what was my third orgasm in only a couple hours. I pushed the covers off and looked down at my rock-hard dick, realizing I had no clothes to put on. I thought about getting a towel from the bedroom, and then shrugged. If someone saw me, so what?
I walked into the house and stopped dead in my tracks.
"Ohhhhhhh shit." Rachel, the maid Janet had hired, squeaked as she stood in the kitchen, a pair of rubber gloves on and a sponge and spray bottle in her hand. She stared at my rigid dick as I stood with the kitchen door standing open.
"Sorry. I, um. I forgot you were here this morning," I mumbled awkwardly as I closed the door behind me, not really having any other choice. "I'm, um, going to go get, um, ready for work."
"Don't hurry on my account." She said with a small smile on her lips as she continued to stare at my dick, not moving out of the way from where she was standing. On a few occasions we'd made some very sexual jokes, all in fun. Partly because she tended to not wear a bra under her t-shirt, like today.
"I think, um. I think I better go upstairs." I said, walking toward her and turning to step past her, her hand holding the sponge seeming to move out toward me as I turned to step past her in the narrow space left between her and the kitchen counter. My hardon rubbed across her arm as I moved past her, she turned to watch me as I quickened my pace off toward the living room and the stairs.
"Nice ass!" she called as I retreated. "Maybe some time I'll show you mine!"
"That'd be nice," I called back as I kept walking, not quite sure why I even said it. I dashed up the stairs to the bedroom and then stood in front of the window looking over at Alyssa's house. I knew she wasn't there, but I couldn't stop myself from looking at her window and wondering just what she had seen over the years. I finally turned and headed to the shower. I let the hot water wash over me as I stood leaning against the shower wall, my mind unable to quite get Alyssa out of my thoughts. I almost jumped out of my skin when I felt a hand on my back. I jumped and jerked around, my back slamming against the shower wall, my heart practically stopped.
"I'm. Um. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to scare you." Rachel said awkwardly, standing just inside the big doorless walk-in shower stall my wife had loved so much. I stared at Rachel without saying a word. She stood before me, completely naked, her huge tits starting to be dotted with little drops of water bouncing off me. Each orb was easily twice the size of my Suzanne's, nearly a quarter of the front of each huge chocolate colored mound covered by an almost black circle of puckering skin surrounding a rock hard, protruding nipple nearly as big across as my index finger.
Her body was surprisingly trim, though I hadn't ever been able to tell with what she wore. Her stomach was firm and toned, as if she exercised often. Her hips were wide, I could tell she had a considerable sized butt even without looking at her from behind. My eyes traveled down to the juncture of her legs and the hairless fat lips and mound. The edges of her fat outer lips shaded from chocolate to almost black before framing a very small amount of inner labia. She stood, her hands clasped behind her back, letting me look at her whole naked body without saying another word, at least until my eyes traveled back to her nervously smiling face.
"It seems like I've cleaned everything in this house, except maybe the most important part. You."
"Huh?" I asked as she stepped toward me.
"I said I'd cleaned everything in the house except you. I thought maybe, this one time, I might do that? Clean you?" She reached her hands out for my chest and rested both hands on my chest as she stepped a little closer yet. I felt my still hard dick press against her body as she inched a little closer, one hand leaving my chest and pushing my dick down until it slipped between her legs. She moved her hand back to my chest and pressed herself to me, pressing me against the wall and smashing her soft tits against my chest and the back of her hands. "You know, I've been cleaning for you for over six months, and you haven't even made a pass at me yet."



"I, um, haven't, have I?"
"Uh uh," she whispered as she leaned her face toward mine. "I wouldn't have minded if you had. In fact, I kinda was hoping you would. I know you like how my boobs look. I've seen you watch them. Seen how hard your dick gets in your pants looking at them." Her lips brushed against mine as she continued to whisper to me, not kissing me, but clearly making that invitation. "You like how they look in my shirt. Do you like them this way too? Seeing them all bare and exposed for you?"
"Uh huh." I breathed softly, tasting her breath as well, slightly minty, as if she had just eaten a breath mint or brushed her teeth.
"You could have asked any time and I'd have let you see them. Feel them. Would you like to? Feel me? Not just my tits, but my pussy too?"
"Uh huh." I breathed just before she pressed her lips to mine firmly. We stood under the water, the shower head raining down on her tightly curled black hair, her lips sucking and pressing to mine as she moved her hands from my chest. She slid both hands down my body to slip between my butt and the wall, pulling my hips to hers until our thighs pressed together. I let my hands slide up to her chest and cup both big soft mounds, squeezing and kneading them as we kissed.
I moved my hands from her chest to her large round butt cheeks, and then pushed her back and to the side, pressing her ass and back against the thick glass wall of the enclosure. I moved one hand down between us, grasped my cock and then squatted down slightly. I rubbed my engorged head along her wet lips until I had it worked between them and nestled into the entrance to her vagina.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck yes." She moaned softly as I straightened my legs and slowly drove my shaft up into her. "That's it honey. Fuck my hot cunt."
"Uh huh." I grunted as I started to plunge my cock up into her, letting her shift her weight enough to give me better access. Each slam up into her made her big tits bounce on her chest between us, her nipples rubbing up and down my chest as I held myself just far enough away from her to let them keep touching me. In and out I thrust, watching her face, reading the delight and pleasure on her features. She let her head drop back until it rested on the glass wall, her mouth party way open as she panted for breath.
"Oh god damn. Ohhhh David. Make me come. Make me come with your big fat cock. Ohhhhhhh yes. Gonna come. Gonna come soooooo fucking hard. Can you feel it? Can you feel my climax coming?" her whole body started to tremble, I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing around me, making my task to stroke into her both harder and more delightful at the same time. In and out I continued to thrust, plunging hard up into her with each stroke. "OH, SHIT YES! GOD YES! FUCK ME FUCK MY HOT CUNT!" She screamed, her climax pushed higher and higher as my cock swelled in her, getting ready to flood her with my seed.
"UH! FUCK!" I grunted as the warmth and urgency spread through my body to the tipping point. My body jerked and jammed hard into her. I leaned to her, trapping her between me and the glass, her tits smashed to my chest again as my body jerked and twitched. I felt her hands grasp my ass and pull me hard to her, stuffing me as far into her as we could in this position. I felt my cock pump half a dozen strong surges of cum deep in her before my body started to relax and soften, hers doing so with mine.
"Ohhhhh damn," she breathed, her lips once again nearly touching mine. "I can't remember the last time I came so hard."
"Yeah. This was, um, kinda, um, unexpected."
"For me too. I saw you, naked, and I just couldn't get the thought of you pushing that into me, out of my mind. I had to come have it." I felt myself soften and slip from her. She giggled a little. "Now I really do need to get you clean. How about I wash you, for real?"
"Good idea. I need to get to work. I'm probably already late."
She smiled and pushed me back under the water. She found my soap and used her bare hands to lather me, spreading it all over my body, taking special care with my dick, rubbing and playing with it until it was starting to harden again. "Can I have it again?"
"I do have to get to work." I answered, thinking for a moment that I wouldn't be too much later if we did it again.
"Too bad. I wouldn't mind having you pump this into me while I was on my hands and knees. I love getting it that way. In the pussy or in the ass. Oh yeah. Getting it from behind is my favorite."
"Well, you walk around dressed like this and I find you on your hands and knees, well, maybe I'll just put it in you and give you one that way."
"Would you? For real? If I was naked on my hands and knees, you'd do it?"
"Why not. I'd need to reward you for walking around and showing me that sexy body and those huge tits, right?"
"Oh yeah." She said, her hand stroking my again hardened cock. "How about just for a second. Just put it in me for a second that way?"
"Tell you what. I need to shave. If you're kneeling on the bed when I get done, I'll be happy to."
She grinned and pushed me back enough to reach the water control. She turned off the water and then backed out of the shower. "Don't take too long, okay?" I watched her walk out of the bathroom, still dripping wet, and walk to the side of the bed. I stepped out of the shower and watched her climb onto it on her hands and knees, pushing her butt in the air. I could see her fingers rubbing her pussy as she lowered her face to lay on the soft comforter. "Oh don't take too long honey. I want your cock back in me sooooo bad."
While I shaved, I remembered that from the window in her house, Alyssa had a fantastic view of my bed, and also all the way through the bedroom and into the bathroom clear to the shower. For years she'd been watching my wife and I not only have sex on the bed, but also showering. I wondered just how many times I'd had sex with Suzanne with an audience?
When I finished she was on her hands and knees still, her fingers plunging in and out of her own pussy frantically. I stepped behind her and pressed my engorged head to her pussy, her fingers feeling me and pulling out of her to make room for me. I slid easily into her already sopping wet sex, driving fully into her in one easy stroke.
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard baby!" She moaned as I started to stroke in and out of her. I slammed into her hard, my body hitting her big round ass. She lifted her head and body up so she was held up on her hands. I looked across the room to my wife's dresser, and the mirror above it. I could see Rachel's face and her wildly swinging tits. God it looked so sexy, her huge tits swinging under her with each impact into her I made.
I was almost mesmerized by her tits wildly swinging in the mirror, feeling another climax growing. I held her hips, watching our reflection, watching me fuck her from a different perspective, watching her face as her climax inched closer and closer. Her moans grew louder and her gasps more pronounced as her pussy began to clench and spasm around me. She began to shudder and tremble as I slammed into her over and over, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. "Oh damn." I grunted as I felt my own body take note and push over the precipice. I closed my eyes as my dick flooded her depths again, pumping shot after shot of cum into her. I stood there, holding her hips, my cock jerking and twitching inside her for almost a full minute before she leaned forward and flopped face down on the bed.
I stood there, my dick dripping cum as she rolled over on her back to stare at me. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Any time you want, dressed or not. Just pull my pants down and give that to me any time you want sweetie."
"That good?"
"Oh, more than that good. I should have been fucking your brains out for months now."
I laughed and moved to the dresser to get some underwear. She lay, naked, on the bed and watched me as I dressed and got ready for work, her fingers idly spreading the cum leaking from her, all around her pussy lips. "You know, it's too bad I won't be here when you come home. I was just wondering what it would be like to be laying here naked, watching you undress so you can fuck me. Just thinking about how it's going to feel sliding in me, filling me up."
"You make it sound like you wouldn't ever let me be dressed."
"Probably not. Clothes would just get in the way of being fucked. Unless you like doing it with clothes on."
I looked back at her in the mirror as I tied my tie. "I'm kinda partial to sexy lingerie."
"Mmmmmm. I'll remember that." She giggled as I turned to face her.
"I do need to go to work."
"I know." She said as she sat up. "How about a kiss?"
"Uh uh. You just lay there like that. I wanna think about how sexy you look laying there all day."
"You are so bad," she giggled. When I walked out, she was laying there playing with her pussy, making me think she wasn't getting up until she made herself climax a third time.
---o---
I walked into the office a bit late. Okay, an hour late. My administrative assistant, Angel, a twenty-two year old, slightly overweight, sweetheart, saw me walk through the office door and was up and moving before I could even make it to my office.
"Thank goodness you're here. Mrs. Wilson has called twice for you. You were supposed to meet with her almost fifteen minutes ago." She took my computer bag from my hand and turned me around, pushing me back out the door I had just walked in through. "Go! Before she calls again!"
"Thanks Angel." I said over my shoulder, shaking my head. Yeah, the boss lady didn't have much patience for tardiness and this meeting had been planned for over a week.
"David!" She said as I stepped through her open office door after knocking on the frame.
"Sorry, Mrs. Wilson," I said as I walked in. "I was running a little late this morning."
She looked up at me from her desk, a stern look on her face I had seen all too often over the last few years. She was definitely a no-nonsense personality and she hated to be kept waiting. She looked at me for a few moments before her eyebrows went up and she leaned back in her swivel office chair, a small smile coming to her face. "David! What have you been up to? You look, I don't know. Different somehow. Almost happy. Something I haven't seen on your face in some time."
"Nothing in particular," I answered as I settled into the chair across from her desk.
She leaned further back in her chair, rocking it back, something she would quickly chide any employee doing, calling it a symbol of disrespect, yet here she was letting the chair lean back. She pushed away from her desk slightly, enough to clear her legs from under the drawer, swiveled slightly to one side, and then cross her legs, the knee length skirt pulling up well above her knees. "Women's intuition tells me otherwise. You have that look my husband always had after a good romp in bed. Or am I completely off base?" I couldn't help but blush. "I see I'm not. Well, in that case, I'll overlook your tardiness. You deserve a little happiness after the last year."
She uncrossed her legs and stood up, walking around the desk and heading across the office to her door, which she closed quietly. "I don't think we need any rumors starting, so maybe we should keep this discussion to ourselves." She said as she walked, not back to her desk but to the sofa that sat on one side of the office. "You know, when Bill passed and all this fell on me, I spent the next couple years trying to do things the way I thought Bill would do them. I struggled to try to find that balance that he had used to make this company into what it was. It wasn't until a friend of mine told me it was a vain attempt that would never work. If this was going to be my company, then I had to run it the way I saw things. So, the first thing I changed was this office." She sat on one end of the sofa and patted the burgundy cushion next to her. "Come. Sit. Let's talk over here. The desk makes things much to impersonal sometimes."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, getting up and walking the few steps to the sofa. I sat, not in the middle, but at the other end.
"Mary. I think sometimes we get too hung up on titles and such." She said as she turned herself on the sofa, pulling her left leg up onto it the motion stretching the skirt material tightly from one leg to the other. She continued to twist herself until she had both legs, bent in front of her, on the sofa between us as she leaned her arm on the back. "I know what you have been through is hard. It was for me as well. I threw myself into this place," She said, sweeping one arm across the office, "...to try and keep myself sane. It worked, but I don't recommend it. It's been incredibly lonely at times." She paused and looked at me, almost waiting for me to reply. When I didn't, she continued. "I wanted to talk to you about what we're going to do about that open department head position. We haven't gotten any qualified candidates and unless you plan on working two jobs for the forseeable future, we need to find a way to fill it."
"I wish I had a good idea." I answered as she idly stroked one finger up and down her own mostly bare thigh, her skirt still more than half way up her thigh after it pulled up when she moved.
"I have one. Just an idea, but I want you to consider it. I've been thinking about it for a few months now. Jason did a good job covering for you while you were gone, didn't he?"
"Yes ma'am, he did."
"Mary!" She said sternly.
"Sorry. Mary. Yes, he did a good job."
"And Lisa, she's been helping cover the procurement group with her department head missing. But I don't feel she's quite ready to take the helm there. Not quite enough experience, don't you agree?"
"I do. She's good, but she doesn't have enough experience to handle some of the more challenging problems."
"You and Samantha seemed to work well together before she left us. Do you feel comfortable making those tough decisions?"
"I've been doing it for the last six months, so yeah, I do."
"Bill was a stickler for having independent department heads. He always thought that having them separate and report directly to him, that he had better control. Don't you agree?"
"That was his model, yes."
"Do you think that's the best model?"
"You're the boss. The best model is the one you feel comfortable with." I answered a bit evasively.
"And that is why you have managed to endear yourself to me. That was a perfectly direct non answer, designed to allow me to make a choice without feeling like I might step on toes. In this case, it's also the correct answer. My company, my decision."
"Yes ma'am."
"If you don't stop that, I might have to fire you!" She said sternly, but with a smile on her face that let me know she was joking.
"Sorry. I just have a hard time getting used to that, calling you Mary."
"I understand. Here's what I want you to consider. Promote Lisa to supervisor over procurement. Do the same for Jason over engineering. Give them both a nice boost in pay. Not as much as the department head, but more than they currently make."
"What about me?" I asked with a frown.
She grinned. "You take the new position of operations manager. You'd have authority over procurement, sales, engineering and production. Accounting and HR would still report directly to me."
"Um, that's, um, that's a handful."
"It is." She smiled. "Now, I want you to take the day and think about it. Come by the house tonight for dinner, say, oh, six thirty? If you agree, well, we'll have a discussion on duties and compensation. If not, then we can map out some ideas on how to fill that position and you can remain the director of engineering, though that position would now report to the new operations manager."
"Yes ma'am." I answered.
She laughed and stood up, her slightly spread legs and her hiked up skirt giving me a quick flash of white panty crotch. Her skirt fell into place as she stood and stepped in front of me. I could see her eyes looking down at me, not at my face, but at my crotch as my dress slacks bulged out from my dick, which was inexplicably hard. She held her hand towards me. I took it as I got up from the sofa, letting her pull me closer to her. "I'll break you of being so formal one way or another. If you take this position, you and I will be spending much more time together, and I don't want you calling me ma'am all the time." She said in a loud whisper as she held my hand in hers, holding it almost against her stomach. She stepped even a little closer, her face inches from mine. "And whoever the young woman was that enjoyed what you gave her last night, well, she was certainly lucky, from what I can see."
My eyes grew wide at the comment. "Uh. Yeah." I managed to croak out as she let go of my hand, hers moving down to the crotch of my slacks. She rubbed her hand up and down the front of my pants and then grinned.
"Maybe you should fix that before you leave. Don't want to start any rumors, do we?"
"Fix it?" I whispered so softly I doubted she could hear it. "Fix it?" I said again, a little louder.
"Uh huh. Move it to a more comfortable position? I may be a woman, but I know enough about men to know that must be uncomfortable. But if you prefer me too, I'd be happy to adjust it for you."
"Adjust it for me?" I asked in surprise.
"I'd love to." She whispered, moving her hands to the front of my pants. I started to back away and she followed, trapping me between her and the sofa. I stood there as she undid my belt buckle, the button of my slacks and then the zipper. She let my pants spread apart, holding them up with one hand. She looked down at me and slipped her fingers into the elastic waist of my briefs and then down deeper, her warm fingers finding my bent dick. She gently, softly, grasped it in her hand, moving it so it could straighten, and then gently stroked her fingers up and down along its length, her soft warm fingers teasing over and around my head for a few moments. She slipped her hand out of my briefs. She patted my now straightened dick through my briefs and then began to close and zip my pants.
"There, that should be a bit better? No?"
"Uh, yeah." I answered awkwardly.
She giggled as she buckled my belt. "What's the matter? Never had your boss fix your dick before? It's a nice one by the way. Maybe now you can remember to call me Mary instead of ma'am? Otherwise, I'm going to have to take even more drastic steps."
"I'll do my best."
"Good. See you at Six thirty?"
"Yes, maa...Mary." I stumbled.
"Good..." She said as she turned away and walked back to her desk. I walked to the door and opened it as she returned to the papers on her desk, apparently calling our meeting to an end.
---o---
"So, you in trouble." Angel asked as I walked back into the office area.
"Surprisingly no." I answered as I walked past her desk and into my office, my laptop case sitting in my desk chair. I moved it and sat down hard, staring at the computer screen as Angel walked in. I looked up at her as she stood on the other side of the desk from me, just looking, her hands behind her butt, her body twisting slightly side to side rhythmically.
It took me a few moments to realize that I was supposed to be looking at her, or looking for something, which finally struck me. Her boobs, which were modestly large, maybe a large C or small D cup, pushed the front of her summer weight dress out considerably, but more than that, two very distinct bumps forced the yellow material out even further. "Angel. Are you trying to show me something on purpose?"
She grinned a naughty looking little grin. "Oh yeah. That's not all I have to show you either."
"It's not?"
"Uh uh," she answered, looking back behind her toward my office door before looking back at me. She reached down and pulled the front of her dress hem up all the way to her waist, exposing her crotch. Her mound sported a small triangle of neatly trimmed blonde curls, pointing down like an arrow to the gap in her thighs, and the full round meaty pussy lips showing. She stepped beside the desk and then kept moving closer until she was next to my chair, reaching one of her hands to my right hand. I let her draw my hand to her crotch and press it between her legs as she spread her feet apart. She pressed my fingers to her full lips, the wetness there apparent to my fingers. As much as I knew I damn well shouldn't be doing it, I let my fingers stroke between her twenty-year old pussy lips, feeling how wet and slick she was.



Angel let out a soft moan as she stood there, letting me tease her pussy and clit, stroking between her full lips with the side of my pointer finger. She looked back toward the door again and then back to me. She lifted one leg, setting her high heel on the corner of my desk, pushing her right knee high in the air, spreading her legs wide apart as she stood there. I rolled my hand so my palm was up and curled one finger and then a second into her sopping wet tunnel. "Oh fuck yes. Make me come." She moaned as I stroked my fingers in and out, letting my palm rub against the rest of her pussy. She tried to grind herself into my palm as I worked my fingers in and out, her whole body starting to shudder slightly. "God, I want your cock in me." She moaned quietly. "I want you to just stand up and push that cock into me."
I stared at her for about three seconds, maybe less, and then pushed my chair back. I kept my fingers pushing in and out of her pussy while I undid my pants with my left hand. My slacks slid down to the floor and I pushed the front of my briefs down freeing my raging hardon.
"Oh fuck yes." She murmured as I pulled my fingers from her. I shuffled closer, reaching for her hip with my left hand, while my right aimed my dick at her pussy. I arched my back one way and she the other, allowing my dick to push easily up into her tight young pussy. She bent enough for her to look down at her crotch, keeping her pelvis pushed out toward me, grinning as she watched my dick slowly slide into her depths. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes." She moaned, looking up from her crotch to me. "Fuck me David. Fuck me hard with that fantastic cock of yours!"
I started to plunge in and out of her, jamming hard into her with each stroke until my head hit the end of her depths. She closed her eyes and moaned softy as I kept pumping in and out of her. I moved both hands to her dress and pulled up on it, sliding it up her soft round body until I had exposed her boobs. Her nipples were rock hard and sticking out at me from the center of two oblong pink areola, which were puckered sexily. I started at her tits, each soft mound bouncing enticingly with my plunging cock. I reached for her nipples and grasped them, giving both a nice firm protrusions a squeeze before twisting them like little knobs.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped loudly as her whole body responded to the sudden change in sensations. Her legs and arms trembled lightly. I could feel her pussy squeezing around me, making her already snug confines even tighter. Her trembles turned to full body jerks and twitches as her climax washed over her, my own body joining her, really before I was ready.
The first spasm jammed me deeper into her while pumping a gush of cum inside, drawing a cry of pleasure from her loud enough that I was sure everyone else in the department could hear. My mind registered it, but the fog of climax drowned it out as my body continued to jerk and surge what felt like gallons of cum into her. Finally, after god knows how long, my body stilled to only an occasional jerk, my cum deep inside her. We both stood panting, my hands gently massaging and playing with her soft breasts while my dick twitched and softened in her depths.
"Mmmmmmmm. God I always knew you'd be a great fuck." She murmured softly. "I was just always afraid you'd reject the offer. I'm not exactly the cheerleader type, not like your wife was."
"Who says that looks are what are most important? Besides, I think you're quite cute looking."
"Cute? I'll take that." She giggled, which made her pussy squeeze a little, forcing me out of her. "Ohhhhh, damn!" She giggled again, looking down as my cum flowed from her, dripping on the carpet in my office. "I'm gonna be leaking that for a while."
"I'd say." I agreed as I stepped back, letting her dress fall in place while I bent over to pull up my pants. "What made you want this?"
"Dunno. Just really felt like it. What made you wanna fuck me when you saw my pussy?"
"Dunno. Just kinda wanted to." I answered.
"Well, I hope you want to a hell of a lot more." She said as she stepped closer to me and lifted herself on her tip toes to give me a short kiss. "I better get out there before someone notices us."
"Yeah. I'd hate to get caught doing what we were doing." I watched her walk away, her broad hips swinging exaggeratedly as she headed through the door. I shook my head and sat down to log into my computer. I hit the return key and sat watching the system do its thing, my mind slowly realizing what I had just done. "What the hell was I thinking?" I mumbled to myself as I opened my e-mail and stared at the messages, not really thinking about them, but what I had just done with Angel, and what could have happened if we'd have gotten caught. I had no idea what had come over me. It was almost as if when I saw her pussy I was drawn to it like a moth to a flame.
I'd never done anything like this before and didn't have a clue why I did it this time. In some ways I felt as horny as if I'd been drinking, which I rarely did to any extent. I'd learned when I was just out of high school, that alcohol wasn't a good idea for me, not when I woke up in bed with someone I knew from high school and didn't even like. The fuzziness of the night was not unlike what I was feeling at that moment. The room, the computer, the morning was clear as day, but the feelings and desires were still shrouded in a cloud. I wanted her, I knew that. As soon as I saw her pussy, I knew I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to see and feel her climax on me, and I wanted to let go deep inside her. That much I remembered clearly.
I'd never really thought about sex with her before, well, that isn't quite true. The thought crossed my mind a few times when I saw her walking into my office in lightweight summer dresses, the sun shining in from the far windows and silhouetting her body through the dress. I could tell from the shape of that silhouette that she was prone to not wearing underwear, which for me was quite a turn on. Being a guy, well, I couldn't not think about sex with that view, but I'd never act on it. Not in a hundred years. Partly because I was married, partly because I respected her as a woman, and partly because I really didn't want to lose my job.
I shook my head to clear it as best I could and then settled in to think about Mary's offer. I scrolled up and down my e-mails, wondering what it would be like to have authority over three more departments. I decided that I need to talk to Lisa first and see if she was willing to continue with the current duties. I got up and headed out of my office, glancing at Angel on my way by, feeling an almost overwhelming urge to stop and play with her sexy little tits. I shook my head, wondering where that thought had come from and headed down to Lisa's office, a short-ways down the hall.
"David!" She said cheerfully as I walked in through her open office door.
"Lisa. How are you this morning." I asked as I closed the door behind me and settled into the chair across from her.
"Uh oh. Closed door. This is serious. Better let me put on my serious shit hat." She said with a soft feminine chuckle.
One thing I did enjoy about having her work under me was that she was always in a good mood, no matter what crap was swirling around. She was a few years younger than I was, maybe five or six years, married, blonde, nicely shaped body. Really hot looking tits too. Wouldn't mind seeing her without that blouse. I shook my head. What the hell was wrong with me? Thinking about looking at her boobs?
"Hello? Earth to David?" She said, waving a hand, pulling my attention back from wherever the hell it had just gone."
"Sorry. Um. My mind just went off on a tangent."
"I could see that. Anything you wanna tell me about? Or just some routine male down in the gutter thoughts?"
"Huh?" I asked a little startled.
She chucked again. "I think that's the first time I can remember that you've sat and stared at my tits. Not that I mind, but it just doesn't seem like you. Some other guys in the company, yes, but not you. So, anything you wanna talk about?"
"I'm really sorry. I honestly don't know what made me...um, what sent my mind...oh damn. I'm just sorry." I stammered out. "I, um, came to talk to discuss a proposition."
Her eyebrows went up and she got a crooked little grin on her face. "From boob ogling to propositioning. We're moving right along. Want me to come sit on your lap too?"
I looked at her, stunned. "Did I say? I mean, I didn't mean. Oh damn. I better go." I said as I stood up and turned toward the door, not at all sure what the hell my brain was doing.
"David! Please! Don't go. It's okay. I was just teasing." Lisa said, standing up and reaching across the desk toward me with one hand.
I stopped and looked back at her. "I'm sorry Lisa. I have no idea what's going on with me today. I mean, it was completely inappropriate for me to look at you that way."
"Like I said," she said softly as she dropped her hand and rested it on the desk in front of her. "If it was someone else, I might have been offended, but coming from you, well, it's more of a compliment than offensive. You don't normally look at women that way, so for you to take notice of, um, of my assets, well, to me, that says something. So, please. Sit down and let's talk about whatever it is you wanted to talk about when you walked in." I looked at her, standing behind her desk, realizing that her skirt was so short that I could actually see a little of her bare legs between the top of the desk and the hem of the short beige skirt. "Please?" She said, stepping around the side of the desk.
She reached out to me and took my hand, gently pulling me back toward the chair I'd been sitting in. I nodded and let her pull me to it and then sat down. She stepped back around her desk, pulled her chair around the side until she could sit down only a foot or so away from me. Her knees stuck toward me as she sat down, the short skirt pulling up her thighs a little further. I'd thought her legs were bare, but now, as she sat facing me, I could see the tops of nude colored thigh high stockings, pulled up her legs almost to her crotch. Her knees were slightly spread, showing a tiny sliver of pink panty between her thighs. I sat and stared as she leaned the chair back slightly, spreading her knees apart a bit more, showing me more of her crotch until her knees were pushed apart as far as the skirt would allow without pulling it up further.
I looked up from her crotch, looking up to her chest, her fingers slowly sliding up and down the button line of the cream blouse, bouncing ever so gently across each button as she moved her fingers up and down. I could see the bumps of both her nipples poking the material out further as they hardened in her bra. I let my gaze move up to her face, the smile gone, replaced with a look of...lust? She chewed her lip a little bit as she stared at me. I followed her gaze and realized that my dick was growing harder in my pants, bulging the front out obscenely. "From where I'm sitting, you look pretty damn good too." She whispered a little hoarsely. "So, as long as you don't mind me looking, I'm not going to mind you looking."
"Seems. Um. Fair..." I agreed, my eyes traveling down to her crotch again. Her hands moved to the hem of the skirt and pulled it up her thighs a little further, letting her spread her legs even wider.
"Better?"
"Oh yeah." I agreed, noticing now that the crotch of her panties was somewhat darker than the rest.
"So, you wanted to talk about something? A proposition?"
"I, um. No. a proposal. No, not that kind. You're already married." I stammered. "God what is wrong with me?"
"I don't know, but I bet it's the same thing that's wrong with me." I raised my eyebrows. "I'm sitting here, thinking about your cock. Thinking about what it would taste like if I pulled it out and sucked on it. Sucked it until it was big and fat and hard, and then I pulled my panties off and sat on you. Sat on your cock, letting it slide deep into me, pushing all the way into me. I'm thinking about how good it would feel to be sliding up and down your cock, letting my hot wet pussy stroke you, feel you stretching me. Riding up and down your cock until I come around you, and then keep riding until you fill me with your creamy cum. That's what I'm, thinking about right now. That's what you're thinking about too, isn't it?"
"Um. Not exactly."
"No? What were you thinking about?"
"I was thinking about what it would be like to watch you take off all your clothes for me and then sit on the corner of the desk while I licked your pussy. I want to lick and stroke you until you come for me, and then I want to put my dick in you and fuck you to make you climax again."
"Mmmmmmm. I like that idea too. Maybe we should do both? Let me undress for you and let you lick me and then let me sit on you and ride you until you fill me? Ohhhhh yeah. That sounds soooo good."
"I, um. Yeah. It does. But I don't think we should. At least not here. Not now." I breathed, trying to tamp down the lust that was racing through my mind.
"Probably not." She agreed. "Maybe I can show you a little more though?" She rocked forward and stood up in front of me. She pulled her skirt a little higher, curling her fingers up under the hem as her hands pulled it up. I could see the tops of her stockings, and then even a little bare skin above them. I could see the crotch of her pink panties and then her hands moving back down, pulling her panties down, the skirt staying stuck up on her thighs so that as she pulled her panties down, I could see the curls around her lips and the protruding inner labia pressed together on her full round lips. She worked her panties down her legs and then sat back down, lifting one foot and then the other to work the tiny pink panties off over her high heels. She tossed them into my lap and then leaned back again, this time spreading her legs as wide as the chair would allow.
She reached between her legs and stroked her lips, slipping her middle finger between them and massaging them lightly to free them from being pressed to her from the panties. "That better?" She asked with a naughty little smirk.
"Oh yeah." I agreed, staring at her fingers teasing her own pussy. I could see her middle finger sliding over her clit, concentrating on the sensitive spot as she stared at my pants.
"Your turn. Let me see what's making that bulge. It looks so big and fat. I so enjoy a big fat cock stuffed in my pussy. I don't get that often, a long fat cock in my hot cunt."
"You want me to pull my dick out?"
"Uh huh. Seems fair, doesn't it?"
"Yeah. I suppose it does." I agreed, reaching for the front of my pants. I knew it was wrong. I knew she was married and that having sex with someone at work especially someone in your control, were both wrong, but I undid my belt, the button and zipper of my pants and then pulled the front of my briefs down, fishing out my cock and holding it.
"Fuck that's, um, that's some cock." She whispered, staring at it. "It looks so damn big."
"I don't know that it's that big."
She tipped forward in her chair and leaned toward me, reaching one hand for my dick while the other remained between her legs. "Can i? Touch it?"
"Sure," I answered as she rolled toward me. Her fingers wrapped around my dick and stoked it slowly.
"Mmmmmmmm. So big and fat," She whispered as she leaned closer. I watched her open her mouth and then I let out a gentle groan of pleasure as her lips closed around my engorged mushroom head. She slowly stroked her mouth and hand up and down my rigid shaft, teasing me in all the right places, drawing another gentle moan from me. "Seems like you're enjoying that."
"I am."
"It'd be a shame to waste your cum in my mouth, when there's a hot pussy just begging to be filled."
"I agree. It is a shame."
"What would you say if I asked to sit on it, just for a second. Just to see how such a big cock feels."
"I don't think we should." I groaned.
"I know. I don't think so either, but I want to. I want to sooooo badly. Just for a second. It wouldn't hurt, just for a second, would it?"
"I don't guess it'd hurt for a second." I answered as she stood up and turned around to face away from me. She pushed her butt back at me and bent over, using the hand that still held my dick to aim me at her pussy. She rubbed my head between her lips, searching for just the right place as she lowered herself further.
"Oh damn yes." She moaned softly as she lowered herself down on me. I could feel my fat head spreading her pussy and slipping slowly into her. She moaned again as she slid further and further down my dick, finally stopping when her bare ass settled on my lap. "Oh god it feels so big in me. Does it feel good to you?"
"Uh huh." I groaned softly.
She reached for my hands and pulled them up around her, pulling them to her chest. She pressed my hands to both breasts, holding them there until she was sure I understood she wanted to be touched. She let go of my hands and moved hers to my knees, using them as support to start slowly sliding up and down my shaft. I let my hands move from her tits and start undoing her blouse. One button at a time I worked the little pearl disks through the material until I could pull the shoulders apart and down over her arms. Her sleeves were still on her arms, but her back was now exposed, letting me undo the little clasps of her bra.
After undoing the little hooks, I reached back to her front, pushing the cups up and capturing her surprisingly large breasts with both hands. "Mmmmmm yes. Play with my tits. I love having them played with. God your hands feel so strong the way they grip me. Not hard, but strong, intense. You know what you want, and you take it. Take me. Tell me you want me to ride you until you fill me. Tell me what you want me to do, and I will."
"You just keep going. I want to feel you come on me. I want to feel your pussy squeezing me as I come inside you, as I fill your hot pussy with my cum."
"Oh yes. That's it. I will." She moaned as she bounced harder. Up and down her ass went, her tits bouncing lightly in my hands as I squeezed and massaged her big firm tits. Each soft orb was much larger than I could capture with my hands, easily a D or even Double D cup. But who cared. It was all about how they felt, and how it felt to have her riding me.
"Come for me. Let me feel you come." I groaned as the warmth and tingle spread through my body. I knew I was going to come. I knew I was only moments away, but I wanted to feel her come first, feel her pussy squeezing around me as she climaxed. "Do it. Come for me." I demanded.
"Yes. Oh yes. Just a second. Almost there!" She panted as she bounced harder, driving both of us toward climax. I felt her legs tremble and her hands tremble where they held my knees. "FUCK!" she cried as her body began to shudder all over. I felt her pussy clench around me, the sudden change in sensations as she continued to stroke on me, pushing me over the edge.
My body jerked and spasmed, trying to push up at her as she slammed herself down and held her ass against my legs. I could feel my cock surging cum deep in her pussy. We sat there, my hands cupping her bare tits, her pussy spasming around my surging cock, when the office door opened. A young woman stood there, staring at the two of us for several seconds, her face a mask of surprise, before blushing and backing out of the office, closing the door behind her.
"Ohmygod. Jenny." Lisa panted as she continued to sit on me, her body occasionally shuddering or trembling.
I sat, silently, panting, knowing that what we had just done was flat wrong and we had gotten caught at it. My brain tried to deal with the fog of lust that was still clouding my thoughts, as well as the ramifications of getting caught fucking a subordinate. Not just another employee, but someone that I had control over. It'd had been drilled into my head year after year, that this kind of activity was wrong and would quickly lead to termination. Those thoughts cut through the fog faster than anything else, sobering me up while Lisa still sat on my shrinking cock.



"I know what you're thinking. But they can't call it sexual harassment if I don't file a complaint, can they?"
"You don't have to. That young lady can." I answered. "Worse, I'm required to report all cases of harassment. So I technically have to report myself."
"Oh dear."
"Yeah. I came down to see if you were interested in being a full-time supervisor for the department. It may be that you don't have much choice, since I'm likely to be fired."
"Not if I can help it." She said, pulling up off my dick, leaving my partly hard dick exposed and dripping our combined cum. She pulled her skirt down and pulled her shirt up over her shoulders. She didn't even bother to button her shirt before she opened the door and walked out, holding her shirt closed. "Jenny! My office!" I heard her say across the room. "Yes now!"
She walked back in a few moments later, the young woman following her. "Close the door." She commanded Jenny before pushing the rolling chair to the side. She turned to face the young woman and leaned back to sit on the edge of the desk, letting go of her shirt. The blouse flopped back open, her lacy bra still riding high on her breasts, both sexy orbs sticking out in the open.
"Yes ma'am?" Jenny asked meekly.
"So, what are you going to do?"
"Going to do?" She asked in confusion. "I don't understand."
"I think you do. You didn't get hired for not being smart. What are you going to do? About what you saw in here?"
"I don't know. I'm not sure what I should do."
"Of course you do. You're going to follow company policy and file a complaint with HR. Do you know why? Because that's what you did to Kevin over those jokes he posted on his wall."
"I didn't..."
"Jenny. Don't. I know it was you. Yes, it was all supposed to be confidential, but all the girls knew it was you. So, what I expect is for you to go out there and pretend you didn't see or hear anything and then slip a little anonymous note to HR, because that's what you do. You won't make an accusation in person because you might have to actually face that person. No, your style is to do it anonymously. Well, guess what. Three people know what was happening in here. Only two of us know that what happened was my idea, not his. It was my seduction of HIM, not him of me. So, here's what we're gonna do. You're gonna get on your knees and you're gonna suck his cock until it gets hard. Then you're gonna pull your little panties down and sit on his dick and ride him until you come. And you wanna know why? Because if you do it you can't tell without telling on yourself. You'll have to stand up and admit that you fucked him in my office. So, get down there and start licking."
"But Mrs. Killen. I haven't ever..."
"Come now. A sweet young thing like you never sucked cock? Seems to me you should have learned by now, so consider this a learning opportunity." Jenny stood there, rooted to the floor for long seconds. "Come on, before I make you do it naked." The young lady looked at Lisa, then at me, and back to Lisa again before turning to kneel in front of me. She sunk to her knees and reached out for my still exposed, mostly deflated cock. "Go on. Lick it. Put it in your mouth and taste him."
She reached for my dick and grasped it slowly, gently, tentatively, clearly not eager to do this. Then Jenny pulled her long hair back with her other hand and leaned her face toward my dick. I watched her open her mouth and slip my dick head between her lips. "That a girl. Now lick it all over. Use that nasty little tongue you gossip with to lick all that cum and pussy juice off of him. That a girl. Much better." Lisa cooed as she watched Jenny start to lick and suck my cock with more enthusiasm. I couldn't keep myself quite sitting still as she worked around my head, my hips wanting to push toward her face. "There you go. That's much better."
"Damn." I groaned as my cock started to harden. I'm not exactly a spring chicken anymore. At fifty-five having sex twice a day was a lot, and here I was, getting hard again, after having come not twice, but four times already today, and several last night. I quite honestly didn't know where it was coming from, but I wasn't about to argue as my cock fattened and lengthened, her mouth no longer able to come close to engulfing all of it.
"That's good. Now stand up."
Jenny looked back at Lisa and then meekly stood up. "I think he deserves to see you. Take off your clothes."
"What?"
"You heard me. Take off your clothes. All of them. I wanna see you naked."
"But... Naked? In front of Mister Dettmer?"
"Honey, in a few minutes you're going to be bouncing your ass up and down on that cock, and you want to play shy? Come on. Get those clothes off."
"Yes ma'am," she whispered as she began to unzip the back of the little green dress she had on. She pulled the sleeveless dress down off her shoulders, exposing her bare chest with small, maybe B cup boobs. She pushed the dress down and stepped out of it. Lisa took it from her and tossed it into the corner of the office.
"All of it."
Jenny nodded silently and reached for her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them, and her shoes, leaving her as naked as the day she was born. She looked down at my rock-hard dick, not so much shy any longer, but almost looking like she WANTED to be forced to sit on it.
"Go ahead." Lisa commanded quietly. "That's what you want isn't it? You want to be fucked by his cock? You want to feel that big fat cock in your pussy? Say it. Say you want it. Tell him how much you want it. Tell him how you want it pushed all the way into your tiny little cunt."
Jenny turned back to me and looked down at my cock. "I do want it. I want it in me. I want you to fuck me with it. I want to feel it fill me up." She whispered as she backed up a little. She pressed her butt against the edge of the desk and then sat on Lisa's desk. She leaned back a little and lifted and spread her legs, letting me see her completely shaved, round outer lips. There were no inner labia at all exposed as she held her legs up and apart for me. "I want you to come fuck me. I want you to put your cock in me and to fuck me until you make me come."
I stood up, filled with lust for the young woman's body in front of me. I stepped between her legs using one hand on each ankle to lift and spread them. Lisa reached between us and found my dick and aimed it at Jenny's pussy for me. I saw and felt the tip press to her tight little pussy and then slowly spread her lips. She moaned as the tip of my head started to spread the entrance to her depths. I felt the pressure build against my mushroom head as I tried to push into her tightness. Suddenly my head slipped in, a couple inches of my fat shaft following.
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck me. Give it all to me. All of it. Fuck me. Make me come. Oh please make me come!" She begged.
I started to stroke in and out, short little strokes at first, feeling how tight she was. With each stroke I seemed to be able to work deeper until I was pushing almost my full length into her, my head hitting the end of her tunnel before I ran out of cock to put in. In and out I stroked, faster and more firmly, my hands holding her legs wide apart. She began to gasp and pant as my shaft slid along her hard little clit, pushing her orgasm higher with each passing minute. In and out I thrust, my body wanting to release again, the urgency building to let go inside her hot tight pussy.
"Oh god yes. Fuck me. That's it! Fuck me!" she gaped loudly as I drove both of us toward climax. "OH SHIT!" She cried as her legs began to tremble. They shook and shuddered for only a few moments before her whole body went stiff. I continued to plunge into her, feeling her vagina clench around me sexily as her orgasm overtook her. I could feel her spasming around me, her body otherwise still and stiff. Only the long deep groan of ecstasy told me she was mid climax.
"Gonna come again." I grunted, feeling my body swelling, the telltale urgency to pump a little harder, a little deeper, growing with each stroke.
"That's it David! Fill her naughty little cunt with cum. Give it all to the naughty little slut!"
"Shit!" I grunted, my cock surging inside her. I felt cum lance out of me into her, the logical part of my mind wondering where the hell it had found any, while the animalistic part of my mind reveled in the sensation of my cum filling her sweet little pussy. Over and over my body jerked, pumping it into her until I was left standing there, panting, my cock quickly softening in her.
"Oh that is sooooo fucking hot. I want it. I want to lick it from her. Watch me, David. Watch me lick your cum from her little pussy." Lisa said as she pushed me back and then knelt in front of her desk between the two of us. She leaned her head to Jenny's pussy and began to lick and slurp the white cream oozing from her pussy. Her tongue collected each bit of my cum that came out and she swallowed it down before moving her hand to Jenny's pussy. I held Jenny's legs up while Lisa began to rub and tease her clit, quickly coaxing Jenny's recent orgasm back toward another climax. She licked and sucked Jenny while working her clit furiously, pushing Jenny to another climax, and with it, pushing much of my cum out of her pussy.
"That's it. That's my naughty little slut!" Lisa said as she stood up. She turned to face me and wrapped her arms around me. "Honey, I'll work under you any time you want. You just make sure to have that cock ready to pump me full again." She leaned her face to mine and pressed her wet, cum covered lips to mine. I felt her tease her tongue across my lips and I opened my mouth. Her tongue tasted like pussy juice more than anything else, but I wasn't going to complain. I like pussy juice.
"I guess that answers my question." I said softly, breaking the short, wet kiss.
"Good." She let go and reached down to tuck my now soft dick into my pants. "I don't think we have anything else to worry about here. I'll finish up with Jenny. I think she ought to lick me to climax now. Only fair, right?"
"I guess so." I answered her, not at all sure what had really happened here and why. As the post, sexual high faded away I was left feeling a little bewildered as to how, a simple discussion, had turned into not only sex with Lisa, but this very clear domination of one of her subordinates. I'd known and worked with Lisa for a couple years and never really had any idea that she had this side to her. Of course, this is work and these kinds of things are pretty inappropriate at work to start with.
She opened the door enough for me to slip out and then closed it behind me again. I walked through the work area, all the ladies giving me curious looks before I headed out the door and back to my office. I couldn't stop thinking about how hot Lisa and Jenny both looked, naked and freshly fucked. I almost didn't even notice Angel get up and follow me to my office as I walked in.
"Have a good meeting with Lisa?" She asked with a grin. "God you smell like pussy. If I didn't know better, I'd think you just fucked her." I looked up at her startled, feeling a little like a deer in headlights. "Ohhhhhh you naughty man. You did. You went down there and you fucked her like you fucked me! Mmmmmmm. I hope you left some for me for later. I might want a little afternoon delight too."
"I didn't say I'd..."
"Ohhhhh David. Don't. You never were a good liar. A girl can tell when a man is lying to her. Don't worry. I won't say anything." She said with a grin as she turned and walked out.
I sat for several minutes before my head started to feel normal. It had that morning after fuzziness to it for almost half an hour before it started to fade away. I didn't remember drinking anything heavy the night before. I had glass of wine, I think. But other than that. It just didn't make much sense to me. I started working on the pile of e-mails that was always in my inbox. I opened one from Chris and realized I needed to still talk to him. I called out to Angel and asked if she'd let Christ know I wanted to see him when he had a chance.
"Hey boss. You wanted to see me?"
"Yeah. Chris. Sit down." I said, as he walked into my office.
"So, had a busy morning, huh?" He asked with a grin.
"Huh?"
"You and Angel? I had my money on Lisa, down in procurement."
"Your money on Lisa. What are you talking about?"
"Who'd finally break through that shell and get you to fuck her. Not that Angel is at all bad looking, but I'd have thought you'd be more attracted to someone like Lisa."
"Who said Angel and I had sex?" I asked quickly.
"Come on Dave. Seriously? You gotta learn to close your door if you're gonna bang someone in here. Damn near everyone heard her. That wasn't fake noises."
"Oh shit." I swore quietly.
"Oh, don't worry. No one is gonna tattle. What you do with your secretary is your business. I still think Lisa would be a hot fuck though."
"Jesus Chris."
"Oh, I know. She's married to that gal down in sales. But rumor has it she still loves getting dicked once in a while."
"What are you talking about? She married some guy named Sam." I said, a little confused.
"Ohhhhh yeah. You were in China when that happened, weren't you. Yeah. No, Sam is short for Samantha. She's down in sales. In fact, I think she just got a temporary promotion to head sales geek, now that Jennifer left."
"What? Jennifer left? When the hell did that happen?"
Chris laughed. "Friday. Don't you read your e-mail? She quit. Something about catching her husband fucking someone down in finance."
"That wasn't in any official e-mail." I said with a scowl.
"No. The announcement that she left was, but not the why. "
"So he was having sex with one of the ladies in finance?"
"Uh uh. One of the guys." He chuckled. "Guess his wife didn't know he was gay. Anyway, the e-mail said that Sam would be filling in until they selected a new department head."
"Oh Jesus." I groaned.
"What? That isn't a problem that I can see. Unless of course you've been fucking Lisa too." He said with a laugh. When I sat staring at him, he stopped laughing. "Dave. Tell me you aren't fucking her."
"Having sex with her? Hell no! Why would I be doing that?"
"Because she's one hot bitch. She's got a fucking good-looking body and she dresses to show it, at least when she WANTS to show it." He said with a chuckle. "My wife gave me strict orders after last year's Christmas party to stay the hell away from her."
"Jesus." I said, shaking my head.
"What, you really aren't fucking her, are you? Ohhhhh shit Dave. Really? Her AND Angel? What the hell. Never would have figured you to go that way." He said shaking his head. "Don't worry. I'll keep it tamped down. So besides them, you fucking anyone else I should know about?"
"That wasn't what I wanted to talk to you about."
"Well, okay, but you have to admit, it's a lot more fun to talk about that."
"Yeah, no. Okay. Here's the deal. The boss wants to make me operations manager. Head over this department, procurement, sales and manufacturing. I'd need someone to take over for me here. You did a damn good job while I was out, what do you think about making it permanent?"
"Come with a pay bump?"
"I'd presume so."
"Do I get Angel too? Or are you taking her with?"
"Hadn't really thought about it yet. Still in the thinking stage."
"Well, I wouldn't mind having her. But I'd think she'd rather be close to you, now that you two are fucking each other."
"Jesus Chris, is that all you can think about? Fucking?"
His face got serious for a second. "I'd never fuck around on my wife, but if i did, I could pick worse than Lisa or Angel. Angel's a sweet young woman. Not a super model body or anything, but I wouldn't mind having her bouncing on my lap. Not with those tits. Do they look as good naked as they do in a dress?"
"Why don't you tell me?" Angel said as she stepped into my office, the front of her dress unbuttoned, her bare tits sticking out the almost waist deep gap the unbuttoned material made.
"Oh shit!" Chris said as he twisted in his chair to stare at Angel.
"Well?"
"I think they look...they look...oh fuck, can I touch them?"
Angel walked over the few steps to where Chris sat and stood there, letting him reach up and play with her bare boobs, making her nipples harden and stand out. "I heard you two talking." She said, looking over at me. "He has a good question. You going to take me with you?"
"I haven't even said if I was going to take the position or not."
She pulled away from Chris and walked around my desk, pushed my chair back and sat down on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck to hold herself upright. "I have a position I can take for you." She giggled. "Since all I have on is this dress."
I could feel that fuzzy headedness start to return. I closed my eyes and did my best to push it away, but I didn't quite seem able to. I found my hand sliding up under the hem of her dress, almost without conscious thought on my part. She spread her legs and I slipped my hand all the way to her pussy while she moved one of her arms to free her hand. She lifted and cupped her breast and pressed her nipple to my lips.
"Suck my sensitive little nipples and make me come. Let me feel you tease me and then fuck me until I can't stand it. You can have me any way you want, any time you want, if you take me with you."
"Don't worry. I'll just close the door on my way out. By the way, Angel. They look even better out of the dress. Any time you wanna show them off, feel free!"
"Don't worry. I might be tempted to, give you a little flash, just for fun, especially if you give me a little flash too. Seeing a nice hard dick gets me all hot and bothered, and I'm much more tempted to give you a look at part, or even all of me after that."
"I'll...um. Yeah. Let me think about that." He said haltingly before turning and walking out, his face pink with embarrassment.
"Now for you. I'm already hot for you, so let's pull that cock out of your pants and put it where it can do some good." She lifted off my lap and stood in front of me. I knew I should stop her, but I couldn't quite bring myself to do it as she undid my pants and pulled my hard member out of my pants. She climbed back on my lap, both legs hanging over one of mine, my dick sliding easily into her already wet pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. I could get real used to having this in me every day."
"Every day?" I groaned as she wiggled her ass on me, making her still exposed tits sway and wiggle while she worked my dick in and out of her only an inch or so.
"Uh huh. I could be there, my bare pussy ready for you, every morning. A morning cup of coffee, a fresh boob to suck on and a pussy to fuck. What more could you want." She asked breathlessly.
"Damn, that sounds nice." I groaned, sliding my hand up her thigh to her pussy. I watched her tits wiggle as I wormed my hand between her closed thighs. I found her lips and worked the tip of my finger between her lips and found her hard little clit.
"OH FUCK!" she grunted loudly as I stroked over her hard nub. "Do that. Just keep doing that. You'll make me come sooooo fast doing that."
"I know." I answered as I continued to rub and tease her clit. She squirmed and wiggled on my lap, moaning loudly as her climax approached. It seemed almost as if my own was building as quickly, threatening to push over the top and fill her with my cream, even though I'd already come more times in one day than I had ever thought possible, and in not one, not two, not three, but four different pussies. I felt the warmth and tingle start to spread through my body, my hips trying to push up from the chair at Angel.
"Oh god. Ohhhhhhh god yes. I'm going to come. I'M GOING TO COME!" She cried as I teased her clit with my fingers, feeling her pussy start to contract and spasm around my fat cock. Her whole body began to tremble and shake on my lap, her climax washing over her, her wet juices leaking out of her around my dick. My own body began to buck under her, jerking and pumping shot after shot of cum into her pussy. It felt fantastic to be unloading into her, as if it were the most important thing I could be doing. We sat, both of us satisfied for the moment, panting and sweating. "Oh fuck that was good." She breathed softly, starting to put her tits away in her dress again.



"Uh huh," I agreed, feeling like my brain was starting to work again. "Angel, we have to stop doing this."
"Maybe, maybe not. It just feels soooo damn good when you're in me, when we're doing it. When I see you, when you walk by, I just have to have you, have to feel you in me, have to make you come inside me." She said softly, shaking her head. "You have to understand I've thought about it, but I'd never have been brave enough to do it, not until today."
"Yeah. This isn't exactly me either. I'd never do anything like this, but, I don't know. When I get close to you, or actually any women today, I seem to go into overdrive. I want to have sex with them, I want to watch them undress for me and then fuck them. I don't understand."
"I don't either, but I'm not complaining." She said with a grin, standing up, our combined cum leaking from her pussy down her leg. She walked out of the office, holding her skirt up so I could see her bare ass, and our cum drooling down her legs. She glanced back at me, dropped her skirt and then headed to her desk, leaving me sitting with my dick out, covered in her cum. I stood up, fixed my pants and then sat down, feeling bewildered about why I felt the way I did when I talked to any women. I decided the best thing to do was avoid going out of my office for the day. Maybe Alyssa would have some idea of what was going on. She'd once joked that she was a witch. Neither my wife or I believed her, but from what I could remember, all this started this morning with sex with her.
I don't know how, but I managed to stay sequestered in my office the rest of the day. My concentration was finally broken at nearly five o'clock, when my phone rang and the young woman on the other end called to remind me of my dinner appointment with her boss, Mary Wilson. When she mentioned it, I realized I'd never taken lunch and was extremely hungry. She suggested that I was welcome to snack on her, but after a short discussion, relented and gave me the address of Mary's house. The conversation didn't end until she suggested that if my meeting got over early enough, that I could stop by her house, 'just to have a little fun'. She gave me her address as well, encouraging me to stop by no matter the time, since she'd been 'thinking about me all day long'. I hung up the phone, shaking my head, glad that I didn't linger longer in Mary's office, or I might have ended up having sex with her secretary.
I slipped out of the building without incident and headed home. Driving is a perfect time for me to process things and solve problems. I did it all the time, my driving being almost automatic, freeing my subconscious to work on difficult problems. I thought about the day, and all the strange feelings of sex and desire, even for women I barely knew, not to mention the lustful intent of those women. It was still surprised that I allowed myself to become involved with Angel, something that was completely out of character for me. I KNOW better than to do what I did, not once, but twice today. I just didn't understand why when I got close to a sexy woman my brain seemed to go into sex overdrive instead of intelligent operation mode. I about decided that it was something in the water, as I pulled into my driveway.
Mrs. Wilson's secretary indicated that the dress was casual, to which she added, sexy. I as quite sure that Mrs Wilson wasn't going to want me running around in a speedo or anything along those lines. It was a warm night, so I chose a pair of casual cargo pants and a golf shirt, hoping her version of casual was close to mine. I mapped her house on Google Maps and realized I was going to be late if I didn't get moving.
It was a large house by anyone's standards. I guessed maybe ten bedrooms or so? It was a three story brick house set well back on a wooded lot that had plenty of distance to her neighbors and plenty of privacy. I expected, given its size, that it also had a pool and maybe even tennis courts out back, something very high end estates of twenty years ago proudly boasted. I parked in front of the curved stone steps leading to the front door and headed up. I knocked and waited patiently for the door to be answered. I'd kind of expected a servant to answer the door in such a large house, but when the door opened, what was standing there was clearly anything BUT a servant.
Standing two steps down below the front door put my face at chest level of the maybe thirty-five year old woman standing in front of me. She had on a loose mesh beach wrap, the kind designed to highlight the body wearing it, not hide it. Under the wrap the woman wore a simple white string bikini, every inch of her well-tanned body glistened in the early evening light. She stood looking down at me while I stood staring at her large full breasts, each one standing round and prominent on her chest with surprisingly little sag. The miniscule bikini top had no hope of supporting the half-cantaloupe sized orbs of tanned skin, nor hide the equally prominent bumps of her nipples. I let my eyes travel down her body, across her toned, firm stomach and down to her crotch. The equally miniscule thong bottom was barely large enough to cover her full round lips and any inner labia protruding, but almost none of her clearly clean-shaven mound. The tiny slip of white dipped between her legs, held in place by two extremely tiny strings looping up over her hips. There was just the smallest hint of untanned skin peeking out around the tiny white triangle, alluding to the fact that she frequently tanned herself in either this or another similarly sized bikini bottom.
I forced myself to look up, feeling like I'd been staring for at least ten minutes, when in fact the entire survey of her incredibly sexy body had taken maybe two or three seconds. My eyes finally made it back to her face, and the knowing smirk she wore, knowing exactly what I had been surveying and clearly pleased with herself at the presentation and what it was sure to do to me. I could clearly see Mary in her features and immediately assumed it was her daughter.
"You must be David." She said quietly, leaning lightly against the partly open door. Now that she had MY attention, she let her eyes roam up and down my body, assessing me silently for an equal two or three seconds, before she stepped back and opened the door wider. "I take it you're here to see my mother."
"Yes ma'am." I answered, stepping up the stairs as she stepped back, her eyebrows raising in surprise.
She held her hand out to me as I entered the foyer, which I took, giving it a modestly firm squeeze and small shake. She held onto my hand for several seconds, while pushing the door closed behind me, her hand in mine causing me to turn and face her the entire time, which was probably her intent. She continued to hold my hand as she once again looked me up and down. "I wondered what kind of a man would entice my mother to actually cook something."
"She doesn't usually?"
"I haven't seen her in the kitchen with a pan in her hand since well before Daddy died." She answered, still holding my hand, almost as if she was hesitant to let it go. I could feel my dick hardening in my slacks, beginning to tent them out in a way I was sure she was going to notice. I also couldn't help but let my eyes flick down from her face for a moment to her spectacular chest, and the two obviously growing protrusions in the middle of each white triangle. When I looked back up at her face, I could see her lick her lips slightly, almost as if thinking about how something pleasant was going to taste, her eyes trailing down my body to my crotch and the bulge growing there.
"I take it you're her daughter?" I asked, breaking he concentration on the growing bulge, her eyes quickly lifting to look at mine again. She made a slight step forward, her breasts only inches from my chest now, her hand still held in mine.
"Yes. Veronica." She whispered. "But you can call me Ronnie. My close friends do."
"Good to meet you, Ronnie." I answered equally quietly. "That's some suit you have on."
She smiled a naughty little grin. "You like it? I bet you'd like a lot more if it was laying on the floor right now, wouldn't you?"
I had to admit, she had one hell of a body, and at that moment I was very tempted to reach out and start pulling the little bows holding it in place. "That's a tantalizing proposition." I whispered as she reached down with her free hand and began to rub her palm up and down the bulge in my slacks.
"That's good. Because I think I'd like you better without those pants on. When mom said she had someone coming for a business dinner, I was suspicious. She doesn't normally dress in what she has on for that kind of a dinner. Now I know why. You're not some stodgy old man. In fact, I think you're quite, how did you put it? Tantalizing?"
"Ronnie? Was that David!?" I heard Mary call from somewhere further back in the house.
"Yes Mother!" Ronnie called back, continuing to rub my further hardening dick. She lowered her voice. "If you get tired of being with mother, feel free to look me up out by the pool. I might even leave my suit off, just to give you something to think about."
"If I get bored, maybe I will." I whispered back. "But for now I guess I better go see her. This was actually supposed to be a business dinner."
She grinned and then turned and pulled me along by my hand from the foyer into the large formal living room and then down a short hall, across a formal dining room and then into a kitchen that was nearly as big as half of my house. I saw Mary standing at the stove, stirring something, a very light weight summer dress hugging her firm round butt cheeks, extending only barely longer than the curve of her butt. I could make out the shape of the cleft between her butt cheeks through the material and, at the same time, the lack of any kind of underwear or even strings. The dress extended up to the middle of her back, equally thin, and from there, only bare skin to her neck. She had on some kind of an apron tied around the back of her neck and her waist, which prevented me from seeing the front of the dress as she turned to face me.
With a smile she walked across the room, Ronnie dropping my hand as her mother approached. "David! I'm so glad you could come." She said cheerfully as she stepped toward me and slipped her arms around me. She pressed her body to mine in a familiar hug and then kissed me on the cheek. I could feel her press her pelvis against my bent but hard dick, grinding against it slightly. "I see you enjoyed my daughter's attire?" She whispered before pulling away and smiling. She took my hand and pulled me along back toward the stove. "I hope you don't mind. If I don't keep stirring this, it'll burn. Why don't you pour us some wine?"
"Sure." I answered as she let go of my hand. I could see two wine glasses and a bottle on the counter and stepped to where they stood a few feet from the massive restaurant sized stove. There was a corkscrew on the counter, I used it to pull the cork, then poured two glasses of the dark burgundy wine. I carried one to her and held it out for her. She took the glass with a smile and kept facing the stove, stirring whatever was in the pot.
I stepped behind her and pressed my hardon against her butt, and leaned to her, slipping my free hand around her waist to pull her against me. "Mmmmm. You smell wonderful." I whispered, smelling the floral fragrance of her recently washed hair and the musky scent of the perfume she wore. I leaned my head down and gently kissed the side of her neck, drawing a soft moan from her.
"You know. I gave the staff the night off. So there isn't anyone to interrupt us, if you want to do what I know you wanted to do in the office."
"And what did I want to do in the office?" I whispered, kissing her neck and letting my hand slide up her body until I was cupping one breast through the thin dress material.
"I saw you looking at my crotch. I was just waiting for you to ask me to take my panties off. Well, you don't have to. I already did. I didn't wear any at all for you tonight, so if you wanted to do something, I'd be pretty much unable to stop you, with a glass in my hand and all."
"Since you went to all that trouble, I'd hate to disappoint you." I whispered, pulling my hand down from her breast and running it down her front to the hem of the short dress. I slipped my hand between her legs and gently stroked my fingers up the inside of her right thigh until my fingers found her bare pussy. "Mmmmmm. I like the feel of that." I whispered in her ear as I stroked my fingers along her wet slit. I could feel her excitement, slick and hot and wet, her pussy begging to be fucked. I reached to the counter and set my glass down and then undid the front of my pants. I let them slide down my legs and pushed my briefs down, freeing my raging hardon. I shuffled the step and a half back behind her and used both hands to pull her dress hem up, drawing the bottom of the dress all the way to her waist. I looked down at her bare, creamy white cheeks as I grasped my dick. I squatted down a little and pushed my head between her thighs.
I saw her stiffen a little, making me wonder if I was overstepping what she wanted. But I was too far gone already. I wanted her. I wanted to feel her pussy around my dick. I wanted to plunge into her until I filled her hot cunt with my cum, and I didn't want to be denied. I rubbed my head between her lips and then pushed up at her, slowly driving my cock into her wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhh yesss. I was hoping you might play with me, to stroke me and maybe lick me until I came. I was thinking that maybe later you'd want to have sex with me, after dinner, after I'd had a chance to seduce you a bit more, but this, this, now, already, is soooo much better."
"Uh huh." I grunted as I held her hips and began to stroke my cock up into her. She stood her feet slightly spread, letting me push my fat dick into her over and over, pushing both of us closer and closer to a surprisingly fast climax. I had only been in her a few minutes and my dick was already screaming that it wanted to pump its load out, push it into the hot pussy wrapped around it. I worried that maybe it was too fast, that she wasn't ready, but the moan she let out told me all I needed to know. I moved a hand from her hip around to her crotch. I felt between her legs for her wet lips and dipped a finger between them.
"OH FUCK!" She gasped as I started stroking my finger across her clit in time with my strokes of my fat cock up into her. "OHHHH SHIT YES! MAKE ME COME!" She cried loudly, standing still in front of me, the spoon in the pot but no longer even trying to stir.
"Uh huh." I grunted again, working her toward climax, holding my own, just barely, in check until I'd made her come. I felt her legs tremble against mine and then her pussy clench around me. I grinned to myself and let go, letting the urgency and warmth race through my body. I plunged my dick harder up into her, wishing I could see her boobs bouncing as I pounded my body into her bare ass with each thrust. "Almost." I grunted as she gasped and cried out that she was coming.
I saw movement and glanced toward the huge patio door leading from the kitchen to the back patio. I could see Ronnie there, standing at the window, completely naked, one hand squeezing and pulling a nipple and the other stroking furiously between her legs, plunging two fingers in and out of herself. "Oh shit!" I grunted at the sight of her daughter fingering herself for me, and the sensations of Mary climaxing on my dick. My body spasmed and jerked, driving hard up into Mary and unleashing a torrent of cum into her. I let my left arm slide up and around Mary, pulling her back against me as I stood with my dick up in her pussy, pumping shot after shot of cum deep in her while she squealed and gasped in ecstasy.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes. God I haven't been fucked in years. God that felt sooo good." She panted as I held her against me, my fingers still idly stroking her pussy while my left hand found the top of her dress and pulled it down enough to expose both breasts. I cupped her right breast and held her mostly bare back and ass against me, squeezing and massaging her breast.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"I take it you've decided to accept my proposal?"
"If you mean the job, yes."
"Good! Then I can expect to share many more of these little meetings." She said breathlessly. "Been a long time since I've had a man between my legs, and I'm more than happy to take advantage of anything you wish to give me."
"And if I decide to walk into your office, strip you naked and fuck you on your desk?" I asked jokingly, feeling my dick still twitching in her depths.
"All I ask is that you lock the door on your way in." She laughed. "I've never been fucked on my desk before. It might be fun to do. As long as you don't mind fucking your boss, that is."
"You don't think we'll have a problem with HR if we're caught fucking?"
She went back to stirring whatever was in the pot, and laughed. "Honey, the way I see it, if I hadn't already put the brakes on HR you wouldn't be standing here. It's not polite to fuck your secretary on company time, but since Angel is actually my niece, I'm willing to overlook things."
"YOUR NIECE!?" I gasped in surprised, brining another laugh from Mary.
"Yes, my niece. So don't go hurting her. Oh, I know it's only a fling for her. Lord knows why now, but she'd kinda had the hots for you since she started. I just didn't have the heart to tell her she didn't really stand much chance with you, not that way. I guess I was wrong." She said as she tapped the spoon on the edge of the pot and then turned off the burner. "Now," She said, wiggling her butt and making my softening dick slip out of her pussy. "If you want to put that away and go sit in the dining room, I'll bring our dinner out."
"Yes ma'am."
"MARY!" She snapped with a frown.
"Sorry. Still trying to get used to that."
"Well, I'll let it go this time." She said with a smile. Now go!"
I pulled my pants up and headed for the dining room I'd been led through, carrying both glasses of wine I'd poured. I sat there, my head seeming to be swirling a little bit. Had I just fucked my boss? More to the point, how had I come over to discuss a promotion, and turned that into sex with my boss? I was still trying to sort it out in my head when Mary came out, carrying two plates of food, the apron gone and the dress back in place over her trim form. I could see her nipples and areola easily through the thin material of the dress, and even to some extent, her pussy and curls on her mound. The dress was surprisingly revealing and extremely sexy. Not at all what I would expect the owner and president of the company to wear. But then, I wouldn't have expected to find myself banging her in her own kitchen either!
She set the plates down at the two spots across one corner of the huge dining room table, one in front of me and the other at the remaining place setting. She sat down and invited me to sample the dish. It was some kind of chicken dish, served over fettuccine and covered in some kind of sauce. I had to admit it tasted extremely good, but then, I wasn't exactly concentrating on the food. I was, instead, almost mesmerized by the way her small breasts wiggled in the dress each time she giggled girlishly. Eventually she stood and took the dress off, standing completely naked in front of me. She pushed the dishes aside, and then climbed onto the table in front of me, sitting her bare butt where my plate had been only a few moments before.
She lifted and spread her legs, showing me her pussy and inviting me to start dessert... her. I eagerly leaned my face between her legs and began to gently kiss and lick her protruding inner lips, letting my tongue spread them and dip between into her wetness.



"OH FUCK!" She grunted as my tongue teased across her clit. "Been a fucking long time since I've felt that."
"Is that good?" I asked before going in for another long lick, making her body buck slightly as I flicked the tip back and forth across her hard clit.
"Ohhhh fuck yes, it is. Just keep doing that. Don't stop! Please don't stop!"
I grinned to myself and continued to lick and tease her clit, drawing louder and louder moans and gasps from her as I worked her closer and closer to climax. I wanted to push her right to the edge. I wanted to get her right to the point of no return, and then, only then, did I want to plunge my rock-hard cock into her again. While I licked and teased her, I undid my pants, getting ready to feed my dick into her again.
"OH SHIT! I'M GOING TO COME!" I pulled my face from between her legs and stood up. "NOOOOO!" She cried as I stood up. I quickly aimed my dick at her spread pussy and pushed my head between her lips. As soon as I felt my head snuggle into the entrance to her vaginal depths, I shoved myself into her, hard and fast, plunging my cock fully into her until my head hit the end of her vagina and my thighs smacked against her bare ass. I reached for her ankles and lifted and spread them as I started plunging into her with abandon. "OH, FUCK YES! FUCK ME DAVID! FUCK MY HOT CUNT!" she screamed as I drove into her hard, time after time. I watched her whole body start to shudder as her climax suddenly and forcefully washed over her. I felt her insides clench around me, but I just kept pounding into her until my own body demanded release.
I stood, my body spasming and jerking as I pumped shots of cum deep into her hot wetness. I could feel my cock swelling and surging into her, but where the cum came from, I had no idea. I'd never in my life had anywhere near this much sex in one day and while my brain tried to reason it out, the fog it was mired in didn't seem to care, as long as I could continue to pump it into her. I let go of her legs and took my shirt off. I reached for her hands and pulled her to me, levering her up until she was sitting on the edge of the table, my dick still buried deep in her hot soft confines. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me, pulling her off the table as I smoothly sat back down with her on my lap, one leg on either side of me, my still twitching cock remaining nestled deep in her as she sat on my lap.
She moved her face to mine, and we began to kiss, a long wet, soft, erotic kiss that seemed to push both of our desire for more upward. In the back of my mind I knew what I was doing was wrong. You don't have sex with your boss. It just isn't done, but then right this moment, with my cock still inside her, I didn't care. I just wanted to feel her around me, feel her tits press to my chest, feel her lips against mine, feel her sexy body responding to my desires. And respond she did. My cock had somehow not softened significantly, and she began to gently roll and rock her hips to work herself back and forth on my lap, working my dick around inside her. She reached her feet to the floor and began to lift and lower herself, her sexy little tits bouncing tantalizingly in front of my face as she used my cock as a tool to coax another orgasm to start to build.
She was soon bouncing wildly on my dick, working her sweaty, sexy body up and down my shaft, pushing herself toward another orgasm. I smiled and watched her tits, knowing I wasn't ready to fill her again, but enjoying her attentions none the less. Up and down, she moved, slapping her bare ass against my thighs as she worked herself closer and closer to climax. "SHIT SHIT SHIT!" She cried as she slammed herself down on me, her pussy clenching around my fat hard cock as she trembled and shuddered. "Ohhhhh my god." She panted as she sagged against me, her body glistening with sweat as she panted for breath. "Jesus, you feel so good inside me. I could fuck you all day and all night. But damn! It's hot in here."
I grinned and knew what to do about that. When I was standing in the kitchen, fucking her, I could see a huge pool in the back yard, which seemed like the perfect place to cool off. With her sitting on my lap, it was a little difficult to get my pants and shoes off, but with a little work, and several girlish giggles from Mary, and a few sucks on her nipples as they pushed into my face, I had myself as naked as she was.
She wasn't heavy. In fact, her slender body was surprisingly light as I stood up, my dick still buried inside her. She wrapped her legs around me and laughed gayly as I carried her through the kitchen to a sliding glass door that led to the huge patio. The same glass door that her daughter had stood in front of and fingered herself. Mary didn't stop laughing the entire trip across the patio to the pool, finally stopping as I stepped down into the water. She held herself around me, her legs and arms holding her to me, her tits pressed to my face again as she whispered how much she wanted to just fuck me over and over.
I lifted my face and we kissed softly, slowly teasing each other again, enjoying the sensations of each other's mouth while I worked my hips very slightly under the water, pushing my dick an inch or so in and out of her.
"Got room for me?" I heard Ronnie whisper in my hear as I felt her firm tits press to my bare back. "The way you two were going at it in there, I'd think she'd be worn out by now."
"I don't think I could ever get tired of this cock." Mary laughed as she looked past my head to her daughter.
"I'm surprised you haven't used it up yet."
"Trust me, he's still plenty hard. You want a taste?" Mary asked her daughter with a crooked little grin.
"If by a taste, do you mean do I want to let him fuck me? Hell, I've been thinking about nothing but getting that cock in me since he walked in the front door!"
"Might do you good, to get fucked by a real man." Mary said to her daughter as she loosened her legs from around me. "Fuck her David. Show her what being really fucked feels like, not like that little limp dick pansy she was married to."
I gently eased Mary off my dick and set her in the water, before letting Ronnie turn me and pull me toward the pool stairs. She was completely naked, her large round butt wiggling enticingly as she led me up the stairs and out of the water. She pulled me to a large lounge chair with a thick white pad on it and then turned to face me. She sat down and then lay down, spreading her legs wide for me. "You heard her. Come fuck me with that big fat cock."
"With pleasure." I answered, staring down at her gorgeous body. I looked from her firm tits down to her shaved pussy, taking in every inch of her, my lust for her growing in me by the second. I knelt on the chair and leaned over, aiming my face to one of her big firm tits. I could see the little scar around the under side where they had put the implants in, explaining both the firmness and their larger size than her mother. I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and savored the feel of it, the harness of it and the lusty moan that it drew from her lips.
I felt her hand find my hard dick and stroke it slowly, each stroke trying to pull it down, toward her pussy, and the wet delights waiting there. I slowly lowered myself, letting her guide and draw me closer to her hot wetness. I felt the tip of my head touch her smooth shaved lips and then felt it rub up and down those same lips. I groaned around her nipple as my desire to drive myself into her grew with each passing second and each stroke of my head up and down her lips.
"Oh shit. Fuck me!" She moaned as she coaxed my mushroom head into the entrance to her depths. I felt it nestle into place and then pushed, forcing my cock slowly into her pussy. She was tighter than Mary, by quite a bit, but I was still able to force my cock fully into her, watching her face, watching the pleasure and ecstasy wash across her as my fat shaft stretched her sweet wet cunt. "Oh god yes. Fuck me!" Ronnie moaned loudly as I started to stroke in and out of her.
"Oh, damn yes." I grunted as I plunged myself into her. I wanted her, I wanted to drive into her, more than I could imagine at that moment. I didn't know why, and I didn't care. I just wanted, no, I needed to watch her climax and then unload inside her. In and out I drove my shaft, my body slamming against hers, making her tits wiggle on her chest more than I would have expected. She wrapped her leg's part way around me and rested her feet on my butt, using her heels to help pull me in with each stroke.
"That's it. Fuck me. Make me come around that fantastic cock!"
"Uh huh." I grunted, staring down at her as I continued to plunge into her, watching her face, watching her body, practically feeling her orgasm build within her. I watched as she drew closer and closer, her breathing ragged and gasping as her hips tried to lift toward me, almost urgently, with each stroke.
"YES! FUCK! I'M COMING!" She screamed as her whole body stiffened and her already tight pussy clenched around me, squeezing my cock and threatening to hold me tightly inside her. The sudden tightening of her vaginal depths changed the sensations around my dick just enough to push me over the edge. With a loud grunt, my body jerked and jammed myself into her, shoving my head all the way to the end of her depths. I felt my body flow into her, surge a gush of hot cum into her fill pussy and try to stretch her slightly larger to make room around my cock. "OH, FUCK YES! GOD, I CAN FEEL YOU COMING! I CAN FEEL IT! FUUUUUUUUCK!" She screamed into the growing darkness.
I collapsed on top of her nude body, panting and gasping for breath, feeling completely exhausted and drained. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and held me against her, our combined perspiration acting as a lubricant between us as our panting rubbed our chests together, driving her nipples back and forth across mine.
"Jesus that was incredible. I haven't come that hard in years, if ever." She breathed in my ear as she stroked my back and the back of my head. "I'm not sure I ever want to let go of you."
"You're going to have to." I heard Mary say from somewhere close to us. "I don't mind sharing, but he is supposed to be my date."
"True." Ronnie answered, loosening her grip on me. I slowly pushed up off her and then off the chair, looking down at her in the dim light, a look of complete contentment on her face as she lay with her legs spayed, my cum leaking from her gaping pussy. I turned and looked at Mary as she pulled me by the arm. I hadn't even seen the inground jacuzzi near the back of the house, which Mary was drawing me toward. She stepped down into the swirling water and pulled me down into it with her.
"I think this should be a nice place to relax while that recharges."
"I don't know that it has any left." I answered honestly.
"Well, let's see what we can do anyway." She whispered as she pulled me down into the water. She settled down next to me, pressing her body against mine, her hand finding my softened dick. "Now, since you're going to be seeing me on a regular basis, I think we need to lay down some ground rules. Don't you agree?"
"Sure."
"I want to fuck you, A LOT. And you're going to fuck me when I want it. Sometimes you're going to want to fuck me, and I'll be more than happy to oblige you. I'll give you as good as I can, any time you want, as long as you do the same. When we have a meeting, if we're alone, I expect you to be naked. Which'll be appropriate, since I plan on being just as naked. The more we can suck and touch and fuck during our meetings, the more fun we'll have with this little arrangement. Sound fair?"
"You're not worried about HR?"
Mary laughed. "Uh uh. If she gets too interested, I'll just have you fuck her brains out a few times." I shook my head in dismay, but surprisingly, didn't think it was that bad of an idea. The head of HR did have a nice set of tits and a big butt. My mind suddenly started to wonder what she'd look like naked. I was brought back to the current situation by Mary's next comment. "Mmmmmm someone likes that idea." She rotated her body and slid her left leg over both of mine, her hand grasping my surprisingly hard cock. She settled herself on me, aiming my dick at her pussy and then sliding easily down its length.
"Ohhhh damn." I groaned as her hot wet depths enveloped me. I wouldn't have thought I could even get it up again, let along have the desire to fuck her again. But I did. I wanted her to ride me. I wanted to see her bare tits bouncing up and down in front of my face, and even more, I wanted to watch and feel her climax for me.
She began to do just that, bounce up and down, driving herself hard down my shaft with each stroke, her back arched so her tits practically brushed my face with each stroke. She moaned and cooed in delight as she drove herself on me, pushing her orgasm along quickly. I could see it in her face, and I could feel it growing in her. I could practically feel the tingle radiating through her body as her clit stroked my shaft. Up and down she bounced, gasping, and moaning that she was going to come. And she did, moments later, her pussy squeezing me as her body trembled and shuddered in a comfortably hard climax.
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me, drawing one of her nipples to my mouth. I sucked it in and teased it, drawing a few more shudders from her as my own body demanded that I too climax. I lifted her slightly and used my feet on the bottom of the tub to lift my hips, pushing up into her. I only moved a few strokes before I gave up and lifted her. I moved to the side of the tub and set her ass on the flagstone surround. She grinned and spread her legs wide for me, allowing me to lean toward her and start pumping my dick in and out.
"That's it honey. Pump me. Make me come again. Make me come with you this time. Let me feel you pump your cum in my cunt as I climax around you again." I didn't answer, but just started to thrust harder. Over and over, I drove into her, plunging hard into her. I looked up as Ronnie stepped to us, pushing her mother's shoulders down until she was laying on the stones. She stepped over her mother's head and squatted down, using her fingers to spread her lips. She lowered her pussy to her mother's face, and I stared as Mary began to quickly lick and slurp her daughter's pussy.
"God damn!" I groaned at the sight. I plunged into Mary, feeling my climax build, the enticing sight of Ronnie's spread pussy being licked. I'd never seen this in person, and it was having its impact. The warmth and tingle spread through my body as I plunged faster and faster into Mary. "Gonna come!" I groaned as my body urged itself to pump faster. I was slamming into Mary with abandon, only moments from climax when Ronnie began to climax. I could see it in her face, hear it in her gasps and moans and see the wetness spray from her pussy as her climax washed over her.
"YES!" Ronnie cried moments before my body jerked. I jammed hard into Mary and felt my cock release its load, pumping shot after shot into her, the surges releasing her own climax. I stood there, half leaned over Mary, my face only a foot from Ronnie's squirting pussy, as Mary climaxed below me, the three of us enjoying the mutually synchronized ecstasy.
I pulled from Mary, my hard dick still leaking cum, and flopped onto the flagstone deck next to Mary. I lay panting, feeling drained in a way I handn't ever felt before. "I should go home." I managed, when I could breathe again.
"You sure? You could stay here the night and fuck us both." Mary answered with a grin, laying on her side now to stroke my body.
"I appreciate the offer, but I don't think there's anything left."
"Too bad. But I'm sure Ronnie and I would be happy to have you over for dinner again soon. Would you like that? Would you like to come over and fuck both of us silly again?"
I didn't even have to think. My brain answered it for me. "Fuck yes." I whispered. It took another fifteen minutes of touching and stroking between the three of us before I gave Ronnie another climax with my fingers, and then they dressed me. By the time I got home It was late and I was exhausted. I took a shower and fell into bed naked, fast asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow.
---o---
I could see her nude body moving up and down in front of me, her big tits bouncing wildly as she pounded herself down on me over and over. Her black hair flew wildly, as did her huge tits, flopping up and down and side to side at the same time in almost a circular motion. The sight of her smile, the lust in her look, the sensations of her hot wet pussy on my dick drew me from the dream of sleep, to the dream of reality. I could see my own bedroom ceiling beyond her smiling face, beyond the look of lust and desire in her eyes. I watched the sight of her tits bouncing and swinging wildly as she moaned and gasped, never taking her eyes from mine.
I could practically feel her desire for release growing in her. I knew it was impossible, there was no way I could feel what she was feeling, yet I was. I was feeling it every bit as much as I had the night before with Mary and Ronnie. I had felt their orgasms as intensely as my own. I had shared with them, the ecstasy of climax as they came, both apart and then together. I didn't know how I could feel it, but I did, and now, now here with Alyssa, I felt her orgasm growing in her every bit as strongly as my own. I didn't know what it was, how it was possible, but I knew it to be true, and I wanted it. I wanted to feel it, to feel her climax, to feel her feel me climax and pump my cum into her.
I felt her desire as intensely as the desire that was growing rapidly in me. I shifted my hands to her tits, capturing and holding them as best I could. It drew a wide smile, followed by a moan of appreciation. She slowed her motion, slowing her pounding down on me to a gentle rhythmic stroke that teased and caressed my cock. "That's it my lover. Feel it. Feel how they are, feel it in your hands and then feel in your chest how sensitive my nipples are. Can you feel it, the tingle as you pinch them. Ohhhh God yes. That's it. Pinch and pull them. I love it. I love how it feels."
"Oh damn." I groaned as I too felt the tingle radiating through my body as if I were squeezing my own nipples, but not my own.
"Yes, my love. That's it. I can feel your cock in me and I can feel how you feel me around you. This is what I have been wanting, desiring, waiting for. This is how we should be making love every day and every night, sharing the sensations, sharing the ecstasy. Come for me my love. Come in my pussy and let me feel your climax along with my own."
"How?" I groaned somewhat incoherently. Part of my brain didn't understand and wanted to. Part of my brain didn't give a fuck as long as the sensations continued, and continue they did. I could feel my cock stroking deep in her as she rocked up and down. I could feel the hot wetness stroking me and I could feel her body tease that super sensitive spot under my head. I'd come so many times the day before I knew I couldn't have any cum left, yet at the same time, my body had somehow found more. I could feel it boiling up inside me, I could feel my cock swelling as she pushed herself down on me over and over, shoving my cock its full length into her.
"That's it. I can feel it starting, feel it growing. Feel mine? Can you feel mine? I'm almost there. Come for me. Come for me and share in mine as well. We can share it together, share it like no two others. Feel it with me as we both reach it together." I didn't know how, I didn't understand, but I could feel it. I knew what I was feeling, what she was feeling as my own orgasm inched closer and closer. "There. I feel it. Oh god I can feel your cum. Can you feel mine? Can you feel my climax? Come for me! Take me and make me all yours!" She cried moments before my body jerked, trying to push my cock deeper into her. She slammed down hard on me, my eyes closing, sensations both foreign and familiar washing over me. I could feel my cock surging inside her, pumping a shot of cum deep inside her, and at the same time I could feel the incredible sensation of my hot cum flowing out around my head, stretching my vagina, the surge sending a little tingle through my whole body. Time and again I could feel my own surge of cum in her pussy, feel the little tingle that pushed my, her, climax even further. I felt my legs tremble and my body shudder as the feeling of intense pleasure flowed over me.



I lay under her as she lay down on me, her tits pressing to my chest as we both panted for breath. I closed my eyes and let the sensations flow through me and then slowly fade as the seconds crawled by, turning into a minute or more. She brought her lips to mine when we could breathe again, tasting my lips and mine hers. We sucked and licked and teased each other's lips and tongues. The intense desire faded slowly. As the afterglow of our mutual orgasm faded, I was able to start processing again. The first thing was to process how intense the mutual climax had been, and how intensely I had felt things I'd never felt before. At least not before a day ago.
The second thing I processed was the intense feeling of desire for her, an almost unnatural desire to hold her and to fuck her. A desire that was fading somewhat with my passing orgasm, but at the same time, I knew it wouldn't go completely away, at least not any time soon. I'd wanted her, partly because of lust for her younger sexy body, living so close to me, but still untouchable, something I thought I'd buried too deeply to ever surface. I cared for her because of all the support she had given me over the last year and more, since the loss of my wife.
I desired her because I felt things inside that I didn't think I could feel again, not with someone else, but here I was, feeling them just the same. I didn't know how or why, but I felt them. I wanted her. I wanted her to be with me. I wanted her to desire me as much as I desired her. I wanted all this and more. And I knew that she wanted the same. I could feel it in her touch, in her smell, in the way she held me and kissed me.
"How was your day?" She whispered.
"Strange."
She lifted her head and looked at me. "Strange? How?"
"I can't explain why, but it seemed like every woman I got close to wanted to have sex with me."
"They did?" She asked curiously, her face almost showing worry, but about what I didn't know.
"Yeah. It started with my secretary and just spread. Hell, I had a business dinner with my boss last night, and she and I and her daughter ended up having sex multiple times. And not just a quick bang, but really intense, mutual climaxes, harder than I remember feeling before. All except this one that is. God it was...unreal. I thought I could feel your orgasm as much as mine." She seemed to grin at this.
"Was it good?"
"Oh yeah."
"What else did you feel? Do you feel?"
"I don't understand, but I feel an intense desire to have you, to hold you, to fuck you over and over. Silly, right? I mean, we're friends."
"Who just fucked and shared an intense climax," She answered.
"Yeah We did. How did we do that? How did I feel what I felt. It was like I was feeling things inside of you. It's fading, getting fuzzy. I can't quite put my finger on how or why."
"Does it matter?"
"Maybe. I didn't feel it yesterday, not until later. It seemed the more women I had sex with the more intense it felt. By the time I got to dinner, I wanted to fuck her almost as much as I just wanted to fuck you. I'd never seen her daughter before, but after seeing her, and her seeing me, we both wanted to fuck each other. I don't get it."
"Did she touch you? You touch her? Before those feelings I mean."
"Well, we shook hands."
"Did you touch the other women? The ones you had sex with yesterday?"
"Not really. In fact, a couple of them, no. Angel just walked into my office and wanted to strip and fuck me."
"Oh damn." She swore quietly. "How many?"
"Honestly, I don't remember. Half a dozen? It's all really fuzzy. I sorta remember doing it, but after the fact it's all like it's a dream, you know?"
"When you were doing it. What did it feel like?"
"I wanted them. I wanted them to strip for me, and show me their naked bodies. I wanted to touch them all over and then to drive my cock into them until we both came. It doesn't make sense. Things are really messed up in my mind."
"I bet they are." She whispered. "I'm sorry my love. I didn't expect this to happen. I didn't want this to happen."
"What to happen? What do you mean you didn't want this to happen? What do you have to do with it?"
She looked contrite as she pushed up from me, sitting astride me again, my soft cock pressed against her cum leaking pussy. "You know my friend, Darlene? You met her once, when I stopped to pick something up one time?"
I chuckled. "Tall, dark skin, black hair, big tits, black makeup and a black see through dress? How could I forget?"
"Well, she's a sorceress."
This time I laughed out loud. "Yeah? You mean like witches and wizards and such? That stuff isn't real."
"Actually, it is. She's the High Priestess of my coven. Her specialty is potions."
"Potions. As in love potions?" I asked, somewhat dubious, but also starting to get concerned.
"Promise you won't get mad at me?"
"Why would I get mad at you?" I asked, giving her thighs a little squeeze where my hands rested on them.
"Because I asked her for something. Something that would give you a little boost. A little push toward me."
"A little push toward you?"
"David. I love you. I've been in love with you for a long time. Now's the time. My chance. I want you. I want to be with you, forever. I just thought if we could break the ice a little, get a relationship going, you know, a sexual one, that maybe we could turn it into something more."
"Alyssa. Honey. Are you telling me you gave me some kind of love potion?"
"Maybe." She asked with a shy shrug.
"Oh god." I groaned. Even if I didn't believe it, exactly, it sorta made sense for what happened the day before. "So, how long does it last?"
"Normally, a few hours."
"So what exactly does this, potion, do?"
"It makes you want me, sexually. It punches up the desire center of the brain and makes you want something more. It can't make you want me if you don't want me at all. But if you have some attraction to me, it'll enhance it. But when you have sex, it links you, helps you share the experience and make it more intense."
"And it only lasts a few hours."
"Normally, yeah."
"But it didn't this time. It lasted all day and all night. Why?"
"Well, part of it is just bad luck, on my part. Part of it is my fault."
"Let's start with the bad luck part." I could feel my cock starting to grow, pushing up against her, my head working to push into her opening. She felt it too. She kept looking at me, but started to wiggle her hips, grinding herself against my hardening dick, making it grow even more.
"Mmmmmmmm. Perrrrfect." She purred as she closed her eyes and rocked herself a little more. I felt my head slip into her entrance and heard her sigh in contentment. "ohhh god yes. That's it baby. Let it grow. Let it harden up into me. We both want it, we know we do. Let it happen."
"Ohhhh damn." I agreed as she started to rock herself. There was no way I should be able to get a hardon again, yet I was. And I WANTED it to happen. I wanted to get hard inside her. I wanted to feel her riding me again. She seemed to know what I wanted and began to shift herself, lifting and lowering herself on my hardening shaft.
"Oh god yes. Some men, some men it doesn't work on at all," She breathed as she lifted and lowered rhythmically on my lap. I lifted my hands to her tits and cupped each one, squeezing them slightly and letting her hardening nipples poke between my fingers.
"God that feels good," I groaned.
"Good. It's supposed to. That's what it does. It also lets you get hard faster, more often. Kinda like the little blue pills, only more. Not only does it help you get hard, it helps increase your semen output."
"Ohhhhhh fuck yes it does," I groaned, remembering how I was somehow able to fill each of them every time. More than someone my age should be able to do.
"You like how it feels, how we're connected?"
"Uh huh."
"Can you feel what I'm feeling? Not just the sex, not just the desire, but the other things as well?"
"I feel, desire, longing, pleasure. I feel you wanting me to come again. I also feel... Regret?"
"Yes. Regret, desire, longing. Desire to feel you climax, longing to be yours, forever, regret that I didn't listen to Darleen. I was only supposed to do one drop per day. One drop at a time."
"What did you do?" I asked as she continued to ride up and down gently slowly, on me, the sensations making my brain a little fuzzy, the desire to feel us both climax washing away other emotions. I wanted to be angry with her, but I couldn't.
"I did half the bottle. I wanted it to be intense that first time. It takes time for this bond, the one you feel, to grow. I wanted it to happen with me right away."
"Half the bottle?"
"Uh huh. I think that's part of what happened yesterday. The other part is that bad luck. It doesn't work on some men. Not at all. On you, on some men. Only a few, but on some men, well, it makes them kinda a walking sex bomb. Women get close, the smell of you, your sweat, the pheromones you put off, and they want you. Not a little, A LOT! Darleen warned me. It's happened before. A coach was dosed by a girl on a team and then all the girls wanted him wanted to strip for him, wanted to take him in the shower and fuck him, wanted him any way they could get him. The whole team, not one or two, but ALL OF THEM!"
"Shit. How long did it last?" I gasped as my orgasm started to blossom, even though we were barely moving. "Ohhhh fuck. I'm think I'm going to come!"
"I know!" She gasped. "I Can feel it. I can feel your climax coming. I can feel your cum moving up your cock! OHHHHH FUCK YES!" She screamed as her own climax hit her at the same time as I pumped the first gush of cum into her pussy. I lay there, my cock surging and twitching inside her as she panted and shuddered in climax on my lap.
"How long." I asked again.
"Hard to say. For the coach, it was weeks."
"You're saying I'm going to spend weeks with women wanting to fuck me, to strip for me and seduce me into sex? Just because I get close to them?"
She lay down on me, her face next to mine. "I wanted you to be mine. I wanted you all to myself, forever. Now...I don't know that you'll ever want me after this."
I wrapped my arms around her, unable to handle the tears that started to flow. Her body shook and trembled, but not from climax. I pulled her down to me. "Shhhh. We'll just have to deal with it as it comes." I whispered to her, wondering just how bad the next few weeks were going to be. Part of me wanted to be furious with her, but the part still under control of the potion she had given me just pushed it away in favor of thinking about the softness of her breasts against my body, and how good it would be to have them in my mouth again.
Authors note: When I started this, I intended it to be a one off. But the way it finished out, well, obviously it could go a lot of ways. Not sure where I'd want it to go, so those of you who enjoy the story, here's your chance. Tell me if you want it to go on. If you do, where would you suggest I take it?
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She stood on the second story balcony overlooking her back yard. The morning was still young, but it was already getting warm as the sun pushed up higher in the sky. She didn't mind the heat that much, especially given how the light breeze blew through her sheer robe and nightgown. The sun reflected off the rippling waters of the pool, back up at her, making the whole back of the house dance with little slivers of light. There was a time, not long ago, that the view would have brought her much pleasure, but now it almost seemed like a trap, one of her own making.
When she married Donald, Wendy had thought she was set for life. Oh, he was quite a bit older than she was, but that didn't seem to matter to either of them. He had money and he enjoyed lavishing extravagant gifts upon her. Incredibly sexy dresses, jewelry, trips around the world, and anything else her heart desired. It wasn't long after the wedding that she started to realize why he'd been divorced in the first place. Now that she was married to him, it seemed that the appearance of her at functions, hanging on his arm, chatting cordially with other older men, clearly more interested in ogling her sexy body than what she had to say, was more important than her actual happiness.
The sound of the lawn mower broke her train of thought and drew her attention to the neighbor's back yard. Matt, Victoria 's college age son, was home for the summer, picking up on the chores he had always done around the yard for his mom. She looked down, expecting the slender, seventeen year old high school graduate of last year, and raised her eyebrows in surprise. "Damn! College has been good to you, hasn't it?" she whispered to herself as she watched him follow the self-propelled mower out from in front of the shed to start mowing around the perimeter of their flagstone patio, carefully directing the cut grass away from their inground pool. He walked a path around the edge, his surprisingly tanned and toned body completely exposed except for that part covered by his tight denim shorts and running shoes. His firm abs and muscular arms and chest began to glisten as the warm air drew out his perspiration. She leaned against the balcony's railing, watching him work his way around the back yard time after time, her mind wondering what he would look like if those sexy little shorts just accidently slid down. The thought stirred a familiar sensation between her legs.
Yeah, it would be big and long and hard and it would fit so well into her under-used pussy. Donald had sex with her occasionally, but not nearly enough nor long enough to satisfy her, not like he had when they'd first met. Back then he'd have sex with her for hours on end, and was willing to fuck anywhere she wanted. Now, only a few years after she was his, he seemed like he was more interested in the next young thing to walk by than her thirty-year old body.
She leaned on the railing, watching Matt work his way around the yard. The sweat running down his chest and back made his body gleam in the morning sun. She wondered if he noticed her standing up there, watching, or if he was so absorbed in his task that he didn't even see her. The thought teased across her mind as a naughty little smile crept to her lips. She straightened and let the sheer robe slide off her shoulders and down her arms, leaving her in only her thin, see-through, pink negligee. She knew if he looked now, he would be able to easily see her breasts through the material. She glanced down at herself, checking to be sure of how much she was showing, the nipples of her full, thirty-eight D breasts sexily poking out the sheer material. She looked back to Matt, wondering if he had seen her yet.
She was sure he had to by now. She suspected he was pretending not to, pretending he didn't know she was there, maybe hoping she'd go further, looking up at her only when he was making the trek across the lawn toward her. She let him look; one, two, three, four trips around the lawn. Yes, she was sure now he was looking. He walked slower when he was headed in her direction than the other parts of the yard. A naughty smile crept to her face again as she slipped one of her negligee's tiny strings off her shoulder, letting the thin, see-through material slip off her right breast, exposing it completely.
She watched as he turned to start across the yard in her direction again and saw him suddenly stop for several seconds, taking time to wipe the sweat from his forehead and wipe his hand on his shorts. Yeah, he saw. She could see the front of his shorts bulging out now. With no doubt left in her mind, as soon as he made the turn and couldn't see her again, she slipped the other string off her shoulder and let the negligee fall all the way to the balcony deck. She stood in full view, completely naked, unconcerned about which other neighbors might be watching, concerned only about the reaction she was expecting from Matt. He turned the corner again, this time stopping and letting go of the handle of the mower, the engine died as its safety systems kicked in.
---o---
Matt looked up at his neighbor where she stood on the second floor balcony. He didn't want to be obvious at first, but the morning sun did a great job of highlighting her sexy body in the see-through nightgown she wore. At first, he wasn't sure if she knew what she was showing off, but then the pink robe, as filmy as her nightgown, disappeared, leaving her more exposed. He could feel his dick hardening in his shorts and felt a little embarrassed. He really shouldn't be checking out his neighbor's wife like that, but she really looked good. She had to be maybe ten years or so older than he was, quite a bit younger than his mom, and soooo~ damn sexy. When she exposed one breast, he knew she was teasing him on purpose, and wondered just how far it would go.
He stood in the freshly-mowed grass, looking up at her now-nude body, her big, surprisingly round, tits being cupped with her hands. She used her thumbs to tease her nipples. Back and forth, her thumbs rubbed, making her already erect, pink, nipples stand out even more. His cock felt like it was going to bust his shorts open any second as she moved one hand from her sexy tit down between her legs. He could just see the little strip of dark brown curls leading down to her mostly shaved pussy, through the gaps in the railing. Her fingers stroking between her obviously wet lips while he watched. He looked back to his house and then stepped back a little, making sure one of the bushes blocked him from view, and then reached for his shorts. He nervously undid the front without taking his eyes off her, partly afraid she would see what he was doing and stop, or worse, tell his mom what he was about to do. He hadn't ever done anything like this before, but watching her, seeing her tease her own naked body right in front of him had him so damn turned on. He started to push down his shorts and then stoppled, took another deep, nervous breath and then quickly pushed them all the way down tig his thighs, along with his boxers. He saw her stop her motions and stare at him as he grabbed his rock-hard dick and stroke it slowly, aiming at her as he did. Damn, she looked so hot standing up there, playing with herself for him.
He worked his cock in his hand, the precum drooling from the tip lubricating him as he watched her squeeze and pull one of her nipples, two of her fingers returning to her pussy as she watched him, both now plunging in and out of her pussy. He could just imagine himself standing in front of her, pushing his fat mushroom head in and out of her as he squeezed and played with those fantastic looking tits. His hips started to thrust as he jerked himself toward climax.
"Oh damn." He groaned softly as he pumped his hand along his shaft, watching her up there, teasing herself, clearly working herself toward her own orgasm. "Oh yeah. That's it. Come for me, honey. God, you look so fucking hot. Come for me!"
---o---
She almost couldn't believe her eyes as he pushed his shorts down his legs. His cock looked twice as big as Donald's. It was long and fat and sooooo~ fucking hard. He wrapped his hand around it and began to stroke it, staring up at her. For a few moments, she didn't even realize she had stopped stroking her own pussy. Watching his hand slide on his cock made her want him, made her want to climax for him. She began t stroke one fingers across her hard little clit the sensations sending little tingles through her body. Her fingers teasing across her sensitive clit lit a fire deep within herself. She stared at him, his big, fat cock, and imagined it sliding in and out of her. How good it would feel in her, so big and fat and long. She pushed two fingers into herself, pushing in and out in time with his hand along his long, fat shaft. God, she wanted to come. She wanted to come around his dick, feeling her pussy clench around him as he pushed it in and out, feel his cock surging his cum deep into her cunt. God, she wanted it so bad at that moment.
She'd never cheated on Donald, but watching Matt, seeing his hard cock like this, seeing him watching her with desire and lust written across his face, as he stood almost as naked as she was, pumping his hand along his shaft, she wanted it. Cheating or not, she wanted to feel a real-sized cock in her pussy, not the mostly limp thing Donald seemed to have lately. Then she heard it, heard him, begging her to come for him, to make herself climax for him. It was naughty, what they were doing, masturbating for each other, but she wanted it to happen. She wanted to come for him.
She wasn't disappointed. Her body jerked hard, pulling her fingers from her pussy just in time to let a stream of her own juices surge out so hard that it squirted past the railing to rain down on the patio below. Her body tensed and squirted again as she orgasmed hard, watching Matt's body buck and surge as well, shooting his cum out onto the grass several feet in front of him. She stood there, panting, teasing her pussy still as her orgasm washed over and through her. Yeah, she wanted that cock now. She wanted to feel him fill her with those powerful surges of cum. Donald never came like that, never that hard, never that much.
The two of them stared at each other as their mutual orgasms faded away. Wendy suddenly felt a little guilty, not only at what she had just done, but what she had thought about doing. What she still was thinking about doing. She stepped back and picked up her night clothes and slipped back inside, looking around at the backs of the few other houses that overlooked hers, wondering if anyone else had noticed how much she had just shown off. She glanced back down at Matt through the glass door, his shorts now pulled up and his cock tucked back away. She watched as he started the mower to continue his work.
---o---
Wendy sat at the kitchen table, looking out at the pool. She felt a little ashamed of what she had done for and with her neighbor's son. At the same time, whenever she thought about standing up there, nude, making herself climax for him, she felt a tingle of arousal and a surge of exhilaration flow through her. She wondered if she would do it again, and wonder quickly turned into a confident yes. Yes, she would definitely stand there again and let him see her. In fact, she decided, if she could figure out a way to do it, she'd do it right in front of him, and even invite him to touch her. Just the sudden thought of it made her excited and horny. She closed her eyes and thought about how he looked out there: naked, stroking his cock, and suddenly wished she had done a lot more than let him look.
Feeling the need for yet more of a release than what she had enjoyed on the balcony, she headed up to her bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed and opened the drawer of her bedstand. It was a sad state that she satisfied herself with toys more than with her husband. But he just didn't have the dick she needed anymore. She didn't know if it was a lack of desire for her body or if it was medications he took before, or now, but his dick didn't have the same effect in her as it used to. She pulled out one of her favorite vibrating dildos and set it on the bed next to her. She was already dressed, but that wasn't a problem. In moments she had her lightweight summer dress off and her panties lying on the bed next to it. She looked at the toy next to her and then decided to look and see if Matt was out yet. The lawn mower had gone quiet while she was still in the shower, so she wasn't sure he was even outside anymore.
She walked to the window and was surprised to see he was still out, standing next to the pool, dipping the skimmer net into the water to pull out whatever was floating on the surface. She smiled to herself as an idea formed in her mind. The toy could wait. She pulled off her bra and then slipped her dress back on. She took a quick look in the mirror to be sure she was showing enough, and was satisfied that the deep V in the front displayed enough cleavage to draw his attention, she headed down the stairs as fast as her feet would carry her.
While the back of the yard and the right side of the backyard had a privacy fence, the left side, the side abutting Victoria's house didn't. She'd asked about that once, and it turned out Donald's ex and Victoria were very good friends and neither wanted anything there, so the two yards were like one single huge yard with a privacy fence all the way around both. The only separation between the two yards now was a row of bushes that had grown from knee height to head height. There was still more than enough of a gap between the bushes to leave portions of the yards visible from both sides. She was counting on it, in fact.
She walked barefoot out to the pool, found the vacuum cleaner thing used to clean the bottom of the in-ground pool and turned the cleaning pump on. She really didn't like doing this job. She'd tried several times to have Donald get a pool company come care for it, but he had refused, joking that the last thing he needed was a bunch of half-dressed pool boys parading around the yard.
"Now, how to entice you to come over?" she said to herself quietly. She stood there and then, with a grin, set aside the vacuum and headed to the overhang the balcony made. "Alexa, play my favorites."
The music started to play, letting Matt know she was out there. The next thing to do was make a little noise and swear a little. That wasn't hard. She pretended to struggle with the hose, making lots of noise before falling into the water with a surprised cry. Her thin dress floating up around her body as she tread water, leaving her naked below her neck.
She grinned to herself as Matt came running to see if she was alright. "Are you alright Mrs K?" he asked with concern, standing at the top of the ladder, looking down into the water at her mostly nude body.
"Oh yeah. I can be so clumsy. It was that stupid hose getting tangled and I tripped on it," she said as she made a few weak strokes to swim toward the ladder, her dress no longer floating quite as much as it soaked in the water. She reached the ladder, and he held a hand out to help her. She could see where his eyes were looking, as she lay mostly flat in the water, her hands on the ladder and her creamy, white, ass sticking up near the surface. She let go of the ladder and tried to pull her dress down, kicking her feet to hold herself from dunking under, intentionally spreading her legs wide as she did, letting him see down between them, as she pretended to struggle with the floating dress. She floated away from the ladder, trying to corral the dress again, this time exposing the tiny strip of curls of her otherwise shaved pussy. She could see the bulge in his pants growing as she gave up on the dress and moved toward the ladder again.
He reached out for her, extending a hand down toward the water. She looked up at it and reached for it with one of her hands. She shifted both feet to the lowest ladder rung, holding the ladder rail with one hand and his hand with the other, the dress floating up again as she pushed her knees apart. She smiled to herself as she started to lift herself up on the ladder with his help, the dress clinging to her chest, the wet material failing to fall down to cover her. With her body mostly exposed, she pretend to lose her balance as she let go of the ladder, her hand reaching out to wrap around his thigh. She pulled herself toward him to catch her balance, her face pressing against the huge bulge in his shorts, freezing him in place, his hand holding hers. She made no attempt to get out of the water as she nuzzled her face against the front of his shorts.
"You know, I'm afraid this dress is going to make me trip when I get out. Would you be sweet and help me take it off?" she said softly, still making no attempt to get out of the water.
"Um, uh. Take it off?"
"Uh huh. Just pull it up. It won't matter. You've already seen me naked."
"Um. Uh. Sure," he said, gently disengaging his hand from hers. He reached down to her shoulders and tried to pull the dress, without success.
"Reach down lower," she whispered. He bent lower and his hand reached almost all the way to her stomach. She moved her hand that had been holding his, back to his left hand and pulled it against her right breast, his palm pressing against her bare breast and nipple.
"Oh damn," he mumbled as he stood there, cupping her tit with one hand.
She let him stand there and grope her boob for long seconds before saying anything. "You can do that again once you take my dress off, if you want."
"Um. I don't think...." he said, pulling his hand away.
"It's alright. I won't tell anyone," she whispered. "Just take it off."
Without answering, he went back to lifting the dress, pulling on it and rolling the material up her body. She leaned toward him, pressing her face against his bulge again, holding her arms up to allow him to pull the dress the rest of the way off. He dropped the dress on the pavement with a wet splat, her hands now both moving to the front of his shorts.
"Um. Mrs K. I don't think..."
"Shhhhhh. I won't tell if you don't," she said softly as she unzipped his shorts and pulled down on them. His shorts slid easily down his legs, leaving his boxers still covering the now more obvious bulge. He stood still, unsure what to do as she pulled the waistband of the boxers down, her grip on the elastic band keeping him from pulling away. She smiled as his cock sprang free of the boxers, looking every bit as huge and sexy as it had earlier. "Mmmmmmm. What a sexy looking cock," she murmured as she opened her mouth and closed it around his engorged mushroom head.
He cried out in surprise and tried to step back, nearly falling over as she still held his boxers around his knees. She let go and reached for his butt, helping steady him, and at the same time keeping him from pulling his cock from her mouth. She began to slowly stroke her mouth on and off his shaft, tasting the saltiness of his sweat give way to the smooth softness of his skin sliding over her tongue. He stopped trying to pull back and she moved her right hand to his dick, stroking it with both her hand and mouth.
"Ohhhhh shit." He groaned softly as he looked down at her face, her mouth stroking slowly along his shaft.
Wendy could tell just by his reaction that this wasn't something he was used to. Maybe it was even the first time for him. But his hesitation quickly turned to groans of pleasure as she worked her mouth on and off his shaft. She moved her left hand from his butt to his hand, drawing it with hers to her tit, making him bend over slightly to capture her firm, round 34C breast. She loved how it felt to have him hold it, and he quickly added his other hand to her right breast, squeezing them both as she worked his fat shaft in and out of her mouth. "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned around his cock, vibrating it slightly and making him groan in pleasure.



Yes, she was sure now. She didn't care what Donald would think, all she cared about was getting this sweet boy's hard cock in her pussy. He was timid, almost shy considering what he had done in the yard so short a time ago, but she was sure she could find a way to get him between her legs. But that would have to wait just a bit. She was experienced at giving head and she could feel his cock swelling fatter, his hips moving slightly as his legs started to shudder and tremble. She knew the signs and she smiled to herself at how easily she was able to bring this sweet young man to come in her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" He gasped loudly as his body jerked, nearly jamming his cock down her throat as the first surge of cum spurted deep into her throat. She uncharacteristically gagged as she pulled her face back, accidently pulling her mouth all the way off his cock at the same time he pulled back. The second forceful shot of cum lanced from the tip of his cock's head, splattering on her face before she could close her lips around his mushroom head again. He stood on the edge of the pool gasping for breath as she sucked and stroked his cock, draining every bit of his cum from him. "I- I'm sorry," he stammered, looking down at the cum on her face and his dick in her mouth.
"It's alright, honey. Sometimes it happens," she cooed soothingly, taking her mouth from his dick but still stroking it gently. She started to climb the ladder again, holding his cock, making him step back far enough for her to stand on the patio with him. He tried to back away, but she slipped one hand onto his butt and held him in place, moving herself closer to him, aiming her mouth toward his. She pressed her lips to his in a soft kiss that he resisted at first. She felt like it was more from awkwardness than anything, showing her that he was much less experienced than she would have thought. She let her tits press to his chest, his arms moving around her instinctively as the kiss deepened. "There we go. Much better," she breathed quietly as she held him, her lips inches from his.
She used her right hand to move one of his arms, turning his hand over and sliding it between them. "Your turn," she whispered as she guided his hand between her legs. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as she coaxed his fingers to stroke her smooth, bare lips. She had always prided herself on how her pussy looked, more like that of a teen girl than a thirty-year old woman. She hoped he enjoyed touching and fucking it as much as she knew she was going to enjoy it. "That's it. Stroke me. Let your fingers work between my lips. Ohhhhhh yeah sweetie. That's it. Right there. Feel that spot? Rub there. Ohhhhh yeah. That's it," she gasped as his finger began to rub up and down her slit, over her sensitive clit. Each time his finger stroked across it she could feel little tingles race from there through her body, making her want his cock in her even more.
She suddenly pushed him back, never letting go of his now shrinking cock. He looked surprised but then understanding overcame him as she backed herself up, drawing him along, his shorts and underwear around his ankles making him shuffle. She backed up to one of the lounge chairs by the side of the pool and lowered herself down onto it. "Have you ever licked a woman's pussy?" Wendy cooed softly, finally letting go of his now soft and useless dick, shifting her hand to grip his wrist and pull him down toward her.
"Um, no."
"Do you want to? Do you want to make me come like I made you come?"
"Sure, I guess."
"You guess? Wouldn't you like to give me the same pleasure I gave you?"
"I suppose so."
"Then why don't you come see me, come see me up close."
"Um, okay." He answered nervously as she lifted and spread her legs, for him. He knelt down and lowered his face closer to her crotch.
She whispered, "Go ahead. It won't bite you, I promise. Just lean down and kiss it. Let your tongue feel how soft my skin is." She reached one hand to his head to guide it toward her pussy, her other hand reaching between her legs, spreading her firm, tight pussy lips with her fingers for him. She felt his lips on hers for a moment, literally kissing her pussy like she had suggested. "Mmmmm. Good. Now, lick it. Stick your tongue out and slowly tease it around my hot, wet pussy. Ohhhhhh yes. That's a good boy. So nice. So very nice. Now push your tongue between my lips. Go ahead. It won't hurt me. Stick your tongue in me and slowly lick until you find that nice, hard little clit you felt with your finger, and then tease it with your tongue."
He lowered his head further and did as she asked, his nervousness seeming to disappear after a few soft, tentative licks. "There you go, sweetie. Right there. Ohhhhh yes. Lick there. MMMMMM. That feels so nice. You're a fast learner." She moaned loudly. "This is how you can pleasure a woman, make her want you even more, make her beg for your big, fat cock. Tease her like this, tease her almost to climax and then, when you're ready to fuck her, push her over the edge with that hard strong dick of yours. Ohhhhh god yes. So good." She gasped and moaned as she writhed on the lounge chair, the orgasm she was desperate for just barely out of reach.
"Oh Matt. please, push a finger in me. Let me feel it slide into me. Make me come for you." She knew he was going to, but when she felt it touch her, when she felt the tip press into her, forcing its way into her sopping wet pussy, it was almost electric. "Oh fuck yes! That's it, baby. Slide it in and out while you lick me. Make me come for you. Make me come like you came. Nice and hard."
"Uh huh," he grunted as he pushed his finger in and out like a little cock. She moaned loudly as he teased her clit; her orgasm, the orgasm that she had been dreaming about all day, pushed itself ever so close to overwhelming her. She wanted to come, she wanted to come for him, like she had made him come. She could barely hold her hips still, but she knew she needed to, he wasn't experienced enough to keep his tongue on her clit if she moved too much and she was too close to risk losing it. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back as she let the sensations wash over her. The warmth and tingle radiated out from her clit, making her back arch as her climax began to wash over her.
"SHIT YES!" she cried as her whole body shuddered and trembled, her pussy gushing its juices out of her in a way her husband had failed to do for far too long. Her whole body seemed to be on fire, tingling and aching as her insides clenched around the finger he kept pushing in and out of her. "Oh god. Give me your cock. Please put your cock in me!" She gasped, letting her fingers release her lips and moving to his head to pull him up her body. He started to move, to crawl up her over her, staring down at her nude form and her firm breasts. He paused and she pulled his head to her chest, gently guiding his mouth to one of her nipples. "That's it baby. Go ahead and suck on it. Ohhhhhhh yeah." She moaned, reaching her hand down between them, searching for his cock.
She found it with her fingertips, almost out of reach, but not quite. She coaxed him to move higher, finally breaking his oral lock on her rock-hard nipple. She grasped his cock and guided it to her wet pussy. "Fuck me. Oh please, fuck me," she begged as she helped settle the mushroom head of his rock-hard cock between her lips. She used her heels on his ass to pull him closer, to get him to slide into her. He pushed into her still-spasming pussy, forcing his fat cock to stretch her in a way her husband no longer did. "OH GOD YES! FUCK ME!" she cried as he started to move inside her, pushing in and out only a few inches in a jerky, awkward motion.
"I'm going to come," he gasped as he tried to pull back, pull his fantastic feeling cock out of her. She didn't want him to stop. "Fuck me, please!" she begged as she dug her heels into his ass harder to keep him inside her. He tried to pull back and she pulled him in again, this time to the sound of a massive groan from him. She felt his cock swell inside her and then the satisfying hot wetness of his young load surging inside her. "Oh god. Too soon." She gasped, reaching between them and finding her clit with her own finger. She lay under him, feeling him empty his load deep in her as she teased her clit with her finger, coaxing her climax up and up until again, her body jerked and shuddered much like his. She felt her pussy squirting her sexy juices out all over his cock and balls, leaking back onto her and down around her to puddle under her butt. S he lay, her feet keeping his still twitching cock deep inside her as she panted for breath and enjoyed the fullness of her climax.
"I, I'm sorry." He panted as she released the pressure on his butt and spread her legs back apart for him. "I couldn't help it."
"Shhhhh. It's okay. It was my fault, not yours. It's your first time, inside a woman, I mean, isn't it?" She could see him blush but not answer. "It's alright. Everyone has to have a first time. I think you did fine for a first time. Next time, you'll know what to expect and it'll be a lot more fun."
"Next time? You mean, you want to do it again?"
"As long as my husband isn't home, you're welcome to put it in me any time you want."
"You sure? I mean, my mom..."
"Your mom doesn't need to know. I'm not about to tell her."
"Oh. Okay. Yeah. Sure."
"I could feel your cum flowing into me with each surge. It felt wonderful. I wanted to feel you cum in me, but you should know, not all women do. I heard you warn me, which was good. You should always ask first, before you do. Give the woman a chance to say no. But for me, any time you're in me, you have permission to fill me as many times as you can."
"I, um. Uh. I think I should go home, though. Mom is going to wonder what happened to me."
"If you must. I'd rather suck you again to get you hard and let you fuck me again, longer this time. Let you feel what it's like to really pound a woman's pussy. But if you have to leave..."
"I, um. I should go," he answered awkwardly, pulling his now-soft dick from her and pushing himself off the chair. He bent to pull his pants up and then, looking at her nude body, his cum leaking from her pussy, paused to smile at her. He turned and headed back to his house, leaving her to lie, nude, on the chair and enjoy the afterglow.
---o---
It had been two days since she had enticed Matt to fuck her. She hadn't seen him in the yard or around the house and wondered if she had scared him away. She could still remember her first time, at the hands of a twenty-year old on her eighteenth birthday. His present to her, he had said as he pushed his cock into her on her own bed. Her friends had badgered her about who she was going to give her cherry to, but she never thought it would be him. She wasn't even sure she could ever tell her friends that it was. I mean, you don't fuck your own brother, right?
Only later had she found out that he had given more than one of her friends that same gift: something they all had in common, once they found out. One too many times he gave that gift, though, leaving one pregnant. It was a hard lesson for him to learn, but one that she never forgot. She still thought about having children, but not with her current husband. Oh, they could afford it, but she wasn't sure she wanted to have them with him. She wanted children with a man she loved, and she was becoming more and more sure that neither of them loved the other any longer. She suspected that it wasn't going to be long before he found one of the even younger pussies she knew he was chasing, more appealing. And if he was going to chase younger pussies, why shouldn't she enjoy a little young cock?
It was mid-afternoon and she stepped out onto the balcony to shake out the rug from the bathroom. She looked over to Victoria's house and smiled to herself. There was Matt, and another boy, lounging in the pool. Victoria was gone today, so she knew she could have free reign.
She stripped completely, rushed to her closet to search for what she needed. Her closet was full of sexy, slinky little dresses, but that wasn't what she wanted. She had a wide array of strapless and revealing party gowns, but those weren't what she needed either. All the way at the end of the huge, walk-in closet she found what she wanted: a silk lace beach wrap. It wasn't really designed to hide anything, but to draw attention to what was under it. She wrapped it around her waist and tied the ends in a knot as she walked out of the closet. She took a few moments to find a bottle of tanning oil and she was down the stairs, headed out the back door. She pulled a large beach towel from the cabinet on the patio, unfolded it and slung it around her neck, the ends draped over the front of her chest to hide her large, firm breasts. She was ready.
She took a deep breath and started nonchalantly toward Victoria's yard. Her heart was pounding as she walked, trying not to look anxious, but carefree. The boys saw her as she walked between two of the bushes, both boys' eyes immediately noticing how naked she was. She walked to the pool and stopped at the edge, letting both of them look up at her, look through the lace wrap at her exposed pussy and then up her body to her towel-covered breasts.
"Hi Matt. I see you have a friend here today."
"Hi, Mrs. K. This is Jeremy. We went to high school together."
"Hello Jeremy. I hope I'm not interrupting anything."
"Uh, No ma'am!" he said quickly. "You want to join us? Swimming I mean?"
She smiled down at him and pulled the towel from around her neck, exposing her bare chest. Jeremy's eyes stared at her bare tits, but only until she untied the knot of her wrap and let it fall to the ground around her ankles, standing above them completely nude. "I suppose I could, for a few minutes. I was going to ask if one of you would put some tanning oil on my back. I really can't reach there and I'd hate to burn," she said softly as she stepped around the pool to the built in stairs at the shallow end of the bean -shaped pool. She walked down into the water, Matt and Jeremy both staring at her as she slowly made her way down into the waist deep water. "Ohhhh. This is refreshing," she said and moved toward them with a smile. She stopped in the water that came up just below her full, firm breasts, and then lowered herself down until she was submerged to her neck. She stood again, the water running down her body and dripping from her boobs while the boys were enraptured by the sight.
"So, what were you boys talking about? Girls I bet."
"Uh, sports actually," Matt said, having a hard time taking his eyes off her breasts.
"Oh? Baseball?" She moved closer, aiming herself toward Jeremy. She waded closer, turned and leaned her back against the side of the pool between the two boys. She lowered herself into the water again, lifting her hands to hold the side behind her head, and then let her feet float up, her nude form floating to the surface for them to look at. "This feels so nice. It's always so sexy to swim naked, don't you think?"
"I, um, I haven't ever tried," Matt answered sheepishly.
"You haven't? Well, you should. It feels so nice, especially when you get out and the breeze blows between your legs and tickles all your special parts. Does it do that to you? Tickle in good places?"
"I don't know. Never thought about it," Matt answered, a little less nervously than a few moments before.
"You could try it. Just take your suits off and climb out and see. I bet it does. I bet it feels nice on your cocks. I bet it makes them all hard and sexy."
"You, um, want us to, um, take off our suits?" Jeremy asked hesitantly.
"Sure. I'm naked. You're not bashful, are you?"
"Me? Uh, no. Not at all."
"Well, go ahead. I don't mind. Try it. I bet you like it like I do. I bet it makes you all hard and horny, just like it makes me horny."
"It makes you horny to be naked?"
"Oh of course. I lie there, sunning myself, all naked, feeling the breeze blow across my body, teasing my nipples and my pussy. Mmmmmm, it makes me so horny that sometimes I wish someone would just walk up and slip a big, fat, hard cock into my pussy and pump it in and out until I come all over it. Oh yeah. That would be so nice sometimes." She cooed softly, "So, you going to try it? Take your suit off and be naked with me?"
"I don't know if we should. I mean, mom might come home."
"Oh, I wouldn't worry too much about that," Wendy said with a grin. "I'm going to walk back to my yard and lay my towel out. If one of you wants to come put some oil on my back, well, I'd be soooo appreciative that I'd even let him put it on my front side too. All I ask is that you leave your swim suit here. I hate how scratchy they are against my skin." She looked at both boys and then turned to face the side of the pool. With a little hop and a push up with her hands, she levered herself up out of the pool, intentionally spreading her legs and pushing her ass out to expose herself to them. She'd always thought her pussy looked good, a nice tight slit with no inner labia protruding. She wasn't twenty years old any more, but her pussy still looked like it was.
She held herself bent over for several seconds before she straightened up. She walked to where she'd dropped her towel and wrap and bent, straight legged, picking them up and pushing her pussy out at them again before she walked back to her own yard, working her hips exaggeratedly with each step.
She wondered which one would be first. It turned out to be Jeremy, walking between the bushes toward her as she sat on the towel, intentionally working the tanning oil very slowly into her arms and legs. She smiled a little as Jeremy walked toward her with his surprisingly large dick sticking out like a flag pole. "Hello Jeremy. Are you here to oil me up?"
"Yes ma'am," he said a little hesitantly. "If you were serious about it, I mean."
She held the bottle out to him with a smile. "Of course." She lay back as he took the bottle from her and then spread her legs apart a bit to let him see everything he wanted. She waited as he knelt next to her. "You know, it works a lot better if you straddle me," she whispered.
He looked at her a bit awkwardly, and then shifted to move over her so he was sitting on her hips, his balls resting on the little strip of curls on her mound, his dick sticking up at an angle. "Like this?"
"Uh huh," she whispered, waiting for him to dribble some oil on her body. He drizzled oil up and down her stomach and over her tits like he was spreading chocolate sauce on his ice cream. He had way more oil than he needed, but she wasn't going to complain. He set the bottle aside and then grabbed both tits, squeezing and groping them. "Easy. Ge ntle," she whispered, moving her hands to his to stop his motions. She used her hands to gently stroke his around her tits, moving over and around them, encouraging his fingers to stroke and tease her quickly-hardening nipples. "Make sure you get everywhere. My sides, my shoulders and neck, everywhere."
"Uh huh," he answered as he moved his hands around her body more, spreading the slick fluid all over. She wiped some oil onto her hands and then reached for his cock, wrapping both hands around it. "Oh damn," he grunted.
"Fair is fair, right? You're making me all turned on, I should do the same to you, shouldn't I?"
"Um, yeah, sure."
She smiled at him and stroked his cock slowly, making sure to let her hand squeeze slightly as she drew it all the way up and over his engorged mushroom head. He groaned softly as she worked his cock, teasing him while his hands teased her body. "I think you need to work lower. My legs need to be done."
"Oh, yeah," he said, backing down on her legs.



"That isnt very comfortable. Why don't you kneel there and let me move my legs."
"Um, sure," he answered, moving his weight off her legs. One at a time they shifted to move her legs apart, leaving him kneeling on the towel between her legs. She planted her feet on the towel and pulled herself closer to him, her pussy almost touching his hard cock's head. She lifted her right leg and set it on his shoulder, sticking it in the air in front of him. He began to rub his oily hands up and down her leg from her calf, down her thigh toward her pussy. She waited, letting him rub as close to her as he dared, and then reached for his hand to pull it all the way to her bare-shaved lips.
"Gotta get here, too," she cooed softly, coaxing his hand to stroke her lips.
"Um. Sure," he answered nervously, stroking his fingers on her pussy.
She reached for the bottle of oil lying next to her and drizzled some on her mound. "Go ahead, rub that in." His hand moved to her mound and began to rub the oil around and then down between her legs, stroking his fingers over her lips and then, a little more boldly, let one finger slip between them. "Mmmmmm yes. There you go. You can do that." He looked at her face and then played with her even more, slipping two fingers between her lips. "Tell me, Jeremy. Have you ever had sex with a woman before?"
"Well, yeah. My girlfriend at school and I have messed around some."
"Tell me, is she cute?"
"I think so."
"Does she have bit tits like me?"
"Not nearly as big."
"Is she nice and tight? Does she have a tight little pussy for you to fuck with that fat cock of yours?"
"Well, um, yeah, I suppose so."
Wendy smiled and moved one hand to his hard dick. She pressed it down and wiggled herself closer to him, rubbing his engorged head against her lips. "Would you like to put it in me and see if I'm nice and tight like her?"
"Put it in? Like, as in, fuck you?" he asked, his voice cracking as he said it.
"If you want to," Wendy answered, shifting her leg off his shoulder. She put both feet on the towel behind his butt and spread her knees apart. Lifting her butt off the towel, she pulled herself toward him even more, feeling his fat mushroom head press against her vaginal opening and then, with a surprising surge, slip past the entrance and slide into her a few inches. He clearly had many more inches to push into her, but the fat intruder felt wonderful inside her and she couldn't contain the moan of pleasure that escaped her lips. "That's it. Fuck me. Show me what you do to your girlfriend. Show me how you make her cum on your sexy dick."
"Oh damn," he grunted, pushing his hips forward to drive his oil-slicked cock deep into her. "Ohhhhh fuck yes."
"You like how I feel?" She moaned softly as she felt him start to work his hips, driving his shaft in and out of her hot, wet depths. He worked rhythmically, stroking his cock in and out, teasing her depths with his fat head. It felt wonderful. It was fat and long, bigger than Donald's without a doubt. In and out, he thrust himself, pushing them both along the slope toward orgasm. She could see he was staring at her tits, rolling wildly on her chest as he pounded himself into her. "You like that? You like fucking my hot little cunt?"
"Fuck yeah," he grunted.
"Tell me. Tell me how you like to fuck my slutty, little cunt. Tell me how nasty and naughty I am to let you fuck me, out here, naked. Tell me!"
"I do. God, you are such a slut. Letting me fuck you? Fuck yes. Cum for me. Show me your slutty little pussy coming around my fat dick. What a slutty, little cunt. Wanting me to fuck you, what a slutty little whore. I bet you want me to come in you, too. Come in you and fill your slutty little pussy with my cum. Beg me for it. Beg me to make you come and fill you."
"Oh god, yes. I want it. I want you to make me come. I want you to come inside me. Fill me up with your cum. I can feel it getting so close. You're going to make me come. Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Use my little pussy and pump me full of your cum!" She gasped as her climax started to wash over her. She felt her pussy clench around him, but he kept stroking, pushing her orgasm higher and higher. Her whole body started to spasm and jerk and shudder. She could feel her climax race to new heights, heights she had missed so much. Her whole body stiffened as she screamed in pleasure. "FUUUUUCK YEEEEES!" She felt her body release a gush of her juices, squirting it onto Jeremey as his own orgasm let go. She could feel his cock surging inside her, pumping her full of semen, filling her until it squeezed out around his fat shaft.
"Oh fuck." He panted breathlessly as he knelt between her legs, his dick twitching inside her as it oozed the last of his cum inside her.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes. Perfect, Jeremy. That was perfect!"
"Uh huh." He panted.
She looked past him and grinned. There was Matt, standing behind one bush, his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly. "I think I better do something about this," Wendy said. She moved to the side and coaxed Jeremy to lie down on the blanket, then shifted to push her butt out at Matt. She lowered her head toward Jeremy's cock and engulfed it with her mouth. "Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned as she sucked his cum and pussy-juice-covered cock. "I love the taste of recently-fucked cock. I love the taste of a man's cum mixed with my own. Only thing better is to have a cock in my pussy while I'm sucking on another," she said loudly enough for Matt to hear. She hoped he'd take the hint, or invitation, depending on how you wanted to look at it.
She sucked and licked his cock, coaxing it to start growing again, wondering if he'd complain if she wanted to ride him. She was just about to move and do so, still wanting to feel her pussy being fucked again when she felt a hand on her ass. She froze for a second and then smiled to herself. It had taken a while, but he finally had come out of his bashful shell enough to fuck her. She felt his fat, wide head, press to her lips and then slowly push into her. "Oh, fuck yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me come again and then fill me with your seed!" she moaned before closing her mouth around Jeremey's dick again.
She could feel him sliding in and out of her pussy, his fat head, even fatter than Jeremy's, sliding in and out of her, teasing her already sensitive pussy. He held her hips and started to pound into her, driving his hips against her bare ass, making her tits swing wildly below her. She lowered her chest a little, moving down until her nipples slid back and forth over Jeremy's legs, adding to the sensations she was already enjoying.
"Don't stop, slut! Keep sucking me! Make me come in your mouth, you dirty ho. Suck me until I fill your mouth!" Jeremy groaned as she bobbed her head up and down, sliding her hand and lips along his shaft. "Oh, fuck yes. That's it, you little whore. Suck me!"
Wendy was about in heaven. Matt's cock, pounding hard into her from behind, was pushing her toward climax, and she had a hot, hard cock in her mouth at the same time. She hoped that she could get them both to climax at the same time, but maybe that was too much to hope for. She moaned around Jeremy's cock as her orgasm swelled inside her, sending the rush all through her body, making every part of her more sensitive. She reached between her own legs and stroked the tip of her finger across her clit, helping to urge her climax closer and closer. She worked to both tease it and to hold it back at the same time, building the intensity, forcing it to grow with in her.
"Mmmmmmmmmmuhhhhhhh," she moaned loudly as her climax tipped over the edge and sent her body screaming in delight. Matt must have felt her pussy clenching around his cock and he started slamming into her even harder, jamming his engorged head into the end of her vaginal tunnel with each stroke.
She listened to him grunt and gasp as he pounded into her, jamming her mouth onto Jeremy with each stroke, her orgasming body unable to prevent her from stopping Jeremy's cock from forcing itself down her throat. She gasped for air around his cock as her orgasm intensified even more.
"OH FUCK!" Jeremy gasped as his cock erupted in her mouth. "Take it you slut! Take my cum!"
Wendy shuddered and trembled as her orgasm climbed to new heights with Jeremy pumping his load into her mouth, Matt having stopped pounding into her at nearly the same moment. She could feel his cock surging shot after shot into her as her own body spewed her juices out at him. She gasped and tried to contain Jeremy's cum while she struggled for breath, a good portion leaking out of her mouth to drool down on his pulsing shaft. The two boys seemed to pump cum into her forever as she did her best to take both loads at once. She finally closed her eyes and rolled off Jeremy, pulling off Matt's cock, flopped onto the grass next to the towel, panting for breath. "Oh fuck fuck fuck!" she gasped. "Jesus, yes."
"You okay?" Matt asked breathlessly as he leaned back on his feet, his still-hard cock oozing cum from the tip.
"Yeah. I am. It was just more than I could handle. I mean, fuck."
"I better get back home before mom shows up," he said, standing up and pulling his swim suit up from around his ankles. He started walking toward his yard.
"Matt!"
"Yeah?" he asked, turning around.
"If I'm out here sunbathing naked, you know what that means, right?"
He paused for a moment. "You sure?"
"Any time I am, feel free," she said with a smile.
He raised his eyebrows and then grinned. "Guess you need a lot of help getting tanning oil on then, don't you?"
"Without a doubt," she answered before looking at Jeremy. "And your friends are invited too," she called before Matt could disappear between the bushes. "Now, as for you. If you think you can get that up again, I still need oil on my back, and I expect you to slide that back into me when you do."
"You sure?"
"Would I suggest if it I wasn't sure?"
Jeremy grinned. "I think I'm going to like hanging out at his house all summer."
"I know I will," Wendy answered as she rolled over and reached for his softened cock. She started to gently knead and play with it, wondering just how long it took a twenty-year old to get it up a third time. She planned on finding out.
---o---
It was almost a week before Wendy stepped onto her balcony and saw Matt out back again, this time playing catch with a dark-skinned, very ripped, twenty-something-year old young man. She could see the sheen of sweat on his torso as he stood on one side of the pool while Matt stood on the other side, his back to her. They threw the ball back and forth over the pool, his muscles rippling slightly each time he moved.
From where he stood, she knew he had to be able to see her, though she wasn't sure if he had or not. She decided there was only one way to find out. She hadn't had a lot of clothes on to start with, a spaghetti strap top, a pair of micro shorts and a thong panty. The top went first, pulling it slowly up her stomach and then letting the material roll up over her firm, round breasts. Her already hard nipples jutted out in the sunlight as she pulled the top all the way up and off. She dropped it to the second story deck and then moved her hands to her shorts. He missed the next catch. She waited for him to walk to pick up the ball and then turn back before she began to remove her shorts. She unsnapped them and pushed them slowly down, wiggling her hips side to side as she worked the material down over her butt and hips. The material of the shorts tried to grab at the strings of her thong panty, and pulled it partway down as well, leaving her completely nude from her thighs up. She stood there, her dark curls and pussy lips visible over the top of the balcony railing.
There was no doubt now that he saw her, standing, staring up at her, not even trying to throw the ball back to Matt. She let him look, stroking her fingers up and down her body, teasing her slit and then up her body to her nipples. She could see the bulge in his shorts and knew what it was she wanted. She bent over and pulled the shorts the rest of the way down her legs and off, stepping out of them along with her thong, leaving her completely naked. She straightened up and then held the shorts out and dropped them over the railing. She looked over the railing and then back at the young, black stud. She let the tiny black lace thong swing from her finger for a moment before letting it drop over the side as well. She leaned over the railing, looking down at her shorts. She hoped he'd get the idea and turned to walk into the house.
Wendy almost ran down the stairs, and slowed to a walk only as she was about to step back onto the patio. She walked completely naked onto the patio to where she had dropped the shorts and then bent to pick them up. She hoped he could see through the bushes as she bent, straight legged, her butt pointing toward him, inviting him to come fuck her. She heard him talking with Matt on the other side of the bushes, and then was sure he was watching.
She picked up the shorts and then walked to the table on the patio. She set the shorts and panties on the table and then turned and sat on the end of one the reclining deck chairs. She scooted back and then lay back, spreading her legs wide apart and hanging one over each side of the chair. She reached between her legs and began to stroke her fingers up and down her slit, hoping to coax him to come over and fuck her. She stroked herself, listening to their conversation, frowning at the words Matt was using, trying to convince his friend not to do exactly what she wanted.
"Matt!" she called softly. "Matt!" she called more loudly.
"Yes, Mrs K?"
"Why don't you bring your friend over and introduce us?"
"Um. Yeah. Sure," Matt answered. A few moments later they pushed between the bushes. "Mrs K, this is Reggie."
"Hello, Reggie."
"H-h ello Ma'am," he stammered slightly.
"You boys look hot. Would you care for some lemonade? I have some chilling in the fridge."
"Um. Uh, you don't have to trouble yourself," he answered awkwardly.
"Oh, it's no trouble at all," she said, sliding toward the end of the chair, intentionally keeping her legs spread wide so he could see her waiting pussy. She stood up and started toward the kitchen door. "You can come along if you boys want."
"Uh. Um. Okay," Reggie mumbled as he started to follow.
Wendy smiled as she turned back to the door again, both boys following behind her. She opened the door and left it standing open for them as she walked in. "You boys enjoying the summer?" she asked as she walked to the fridge and opened it.
"It's going alright," Reggie answered for the both of them. "Just kind of hanging out most of the time."
"Ahhh. I can understand that," she said as she pulled the pitcher of lemonade she'd made earlier from the fridge and turned to set it on the counter. She walked to the cabinet and pulled out three glasses before stepping back to the counter. She could see Regie's eyes following every move she made, the bulge in his shorts seeming to grow even more. "The only bad part of summer is how hot it gets," she said as she pulled the ice bucket from the freezer. She set it on the counter and then dipped in it to fill the three glasses. "Don't you think?"
"Yeah. It can be hard to stay cool," he agreed.
"You know what I like to do? I like to tease my body with ice cubes to stay cool," Wendy said quietly, pulling a handful of ice from the bucket. She walked around the countertop to stand in front of both boys, setting the cubes on the counter. She took one and began to slowly draw circles around her rock-hard nipples, making her small, inch and a half areola pucker at the sensation. She stood there smiling, drawing circles around one and then the other nipple as the boys stared, transfixed by her motions. The cube had mostly melted before she reached for another. She reached down between her legs this time, rubbing the cube up and down her already wet slit, letting the melting ice chill her lips while it melted in her fingers, dripping to the kitchen floor.
"Sometimes I like to put one inside myself," she said as she collected a third cube from the counter. She turned away from them and bent over, pushing her pussy lips out between her thighs at the two boys. She spread her feet apart slightly and reached between her legs, stroking the cube up and down her dripping lips before pressing it between them. "Mmmmmmmmm. That feels good." She moaned softly as she pressed the cube into herself, feeling the cold chill her vaginal walls. It was almost uncomfortably cold, but there was no getting it back out. She wiggled her butt side to side for them and then straightened and turned to face them again. She took another cube off the counter and stepped to Reggie. "How about you. Do you like to play with an ice cube on your hard, fat cock?"
"Um, I never have," he whispered as she used one hand to undo the snap of his shorts. He stood there and let her unzip the front and push them down until they slid all the way to his ankles. She pushed his briefs down as well, freeing his cock, clearly not sure what to do at that moment. His dick was long and hard and fat, bigger than Matt's by quite a bit, but then she doubted there were too many bigger than the one she had in her hand now. She smiled at him and stepped closer, holding his hard-on in her hand as she began to stroke the ice cube around his dick, teasing over and around his engorged mushroom head.
"You know, I don't think I've ever had a dick quite this big in my hands before."
"No?"
"Uh uh. Do you have a girlfriend?"
"Yeah."
"I bet this keeps her pretty happy. Can she take all of it?"
"Most of it," he mumbled as the ice cube melted away in her hand, rubbing around his dick.
"It seems awfully big. Have you ever had trouble getting it in someone?"
"Not usually."
"You think it would fit in me?"
"I don't know. You want me to try?" he asked as she stepped closer and pressed her hard nipples to his bare chest.
"Do you want to try?"
"I could."
"If you do, and if it goes in, you know I'm not going to want you to stop until you make me come."
"I don't think that's a problem." He grinned.
She smiled back and turned around, still holding his cock, she guided it toward her waiting pussy. She rubbed his head up and down her sopping wet lips and then nestled his head into the entrance to her depths. "There you go," she cooed as she tried to pull him toward her with her hand around his shaft.
He reached out for her hips and grasped them. He pushed forward, feeling the crown of his head press against the entrance to her depths, and heard her moan as he slowly stretched her. He took his time and forced his dick slowly into her, gasps and moans coming from her lips with each inch she forced into her.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped as his head hit the end of her vagina. He held her hips and pulled back part way before pushing forward again. He could feel her juices starting to lubricate him as he pushed in and out of her hot, wet confines.
"Jesus, you're tight." He grunted as he started to plunge faster. "Matt! Why don't you give this bitch's mouth a shot. I think by the time I'm done back here she's not going to be up for another cock!"
"Come on, Matt, you know I like a load in my mouth. Come fuck my mouth like last time."
Matt shrugged and stepped around in front of her. In moments he had his shorts around his ankles and was pulling off his shirt. With nothing but his shoes still on, he aimed his cock at her mouth and fed it in a few inches.
Wendy held onto the counter with one hand and used the other on Matt's cock, stroking it while Reggie's thrusts into her, pushed her mouth on and off Matt's cock. She nearly gagged on his head as Matt tried to force her to take more of him, but did her best to take it in stride, pushing him back only long enough for her to get a few good breaths before letting him shove it down her throat again. She was practically in heaven as she stood, bent over, getting rammed by Reggie's big, black cock while Matt tried to impale her from the front side.



In and out Reggie thrust, jamming most of his cock into her, pushing her building orgasm higher and higher. She knew she was going to come soon, and hard. She waited for it, hoping that she'd be able to feel his fat cock erupt inside her when he came.
"That's it, bitch! Take that cock. Ohhhhh god your pussy is practically eating me up. Jesus, you're one tight cunt. Ohhhhh god. I'm gonna fucking fill you with my cum. Tell me you want it. Tell me you want me to fill your pussy with my cum!"
She forced Matt back enough to get his dick out of her mouth for a moment. "I want it. I want you to fill me with your cum and I want Matt to fill my mouth. I want both of you to pump me full. Oh god. I think I'm going to come. Ohhhhhh fuck yes!" She gasped as her body began to tremble. She could feel the strength of her climax race through her body, feeling her juices spray out around his fat cock as she climaxed hard around his shaft. "FUCK YES!" she screamed as his cock erupted inside her pussy. She could feel his cum surging deep in her as Matt stood in front of her, frantically pumping his hand up and down his own shaft.
"Open up!" he commanded her, taking a cue from Regie, as he aimed his cock at her mouth. "OH FUUUUUUCK!" He gasped as he started squirting his cum into her mouth. She closed her lips around his spurting head, feeling him continue to unload in her mouth while Reggie pumped her pussy full of cum from behind.
"That what you want, you slut? You want my big, fat cock to pump your little, white whore pussy full of my cum? Oh yeah. That's it. Bet you think I'm done with you, don't you?"
He pulled his cock out of her pussy and roughly shoved her around so her ass was against the counter. He easily lifted her up and set her on the counter before lifting and spreading her legs. His cock was still hard as a rock; he pressed his head to her wet lips again, one hand holding a leg and the other guiding his massive, black cock back into her. He thrust into her hard, jamming his cock into her as far as it would go, feeling his own cum lubricating him as he started to thrust in and out again.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as he started pounding into her, sending her climax racing back up again.
"That's it, you little white whore. Take my fat, black cock. I'm gonna keep fucking your tight little cunt until I blow another load deep in you. Think you can handle it? Think you can take a big black cock?"
"Oh fuck yes! Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Give me your cock!" she cried as she sat on the edge of the counter, her whole body moving with each thrust into her. She lay back on the cold hard granite and reached for her own legs and pulling them back and apart, spreading herself further, begging him to fuck her harder. She hadn't ever felt so full, ever. She lay there, gasping and panting for breath as her orgasm seemed to go on forever. Over and over he thrust into her, his fat head smashing into the end of her tunnel, his hands, now free of her legs, finding her tits and using them as handles to keep her from sliding across the counter. Her body felt like it was on fire from her pussy to her tits as he pounded into her and roughly gripped and twisted her nipples. Just when she thought her climax could go no further, she felt him press one last time into her and unload another shot into her. "FUUUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her body gushed her juices out at him, a long, steady stream spraying up his chest as she orgasmed harder than she had ever felt before.
"That's it, bitch! Take my cum!" He grunted as he stood, jerking and spasming, unloading shot after shot into her.
"Oh yes." She panted. "Give it to me. Give it all to me."
He stood there, his cock softening inside her for long seconds before pulling out of her pussy. Her gaping pussy started to leak their combined juices onto the counter she was lying on, her body covered in sweat as she gasped for breath.
"Maybe that'll teach you not to tease a brother," he said with a grin. "Any time you think you can handle another, let me know. I'll be happy to come fuck your brains out again. Come on, Matt." He pulled his pants up then turned and headed for the back door, leaving Wendy lying on the counter gasping and as thoroughly fucked as she could ever remember being.
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The wedding was only one day away and I was pretty focused on it, and little else. Concentration at work seemed to evaporate for me, something Victoria seemed to continually needle me about, making my concentration even less focused. It was kind of odd, but most of my friends were not guys. Chris was the exception, as my best friend; but, if I had to pick a second person as a best friend, besides Betsy of course, it would be Victoria. You'd think that having such a good friend of the opposite sex would be threatening to my finance, but it wasn't. Maybe that was because the three of us shared sex together, almost weekly. She wasn't interested in having a man to marry, but she did have a modest desire to have a cock in her on occasion, rather than the toys she most often uses, and I was elected, and available without emotional entanglements. On a few rare occasions, we also still had sex at work, but those were few and far between.
"If you keep going the way you're going, you might as well just not work and fuck me instead." Victoria giggled. "At least, that way, you'd accomplish something today."
"Ha-ha-ha," I answered, with a shake of my head. "If you really wanted to have sex, you'd just strip for me."
"I could if you wanted me to." She said, lifting the hem of her skirt to show off her bare pussy. "As you can see, I've already gotten rid of the first barrier."
"And the second?"
"Your pants of course." She giggled again like she always did when she was being playful, because she was horny.
"Not today." I answered her, with a shake of my head.
She stepped around my desk and pushed my chair away from the desk and sat sideways on my lap, leaning against me and laying her head on my shoulder. "I know. I was just trying to take your mind off of tomorrow. I can tell you're getting nervous."
"I am." I answered honestly.
"I still think you should have picked me for a best man, or best woman, as the case may be."
I chuckled, it was a common comment from her. "I don't think it would have worked."
"I bet it would have. You didn't even invite me to the bachelor party."
"It wasn't me. I didn't plan it. But I don't think you would have enjoyed it."
"I still say I would have. I like a hot woman as much as the next guy."
I shook my head and chuckled again. "Okay. Mission accomplished."
She giggled again and climbed from my lap as my phone rang.
"Hello?"
"David! This is Rose. I was wondering if you had time to meet me for lunch. "
"I suppose I could."
" Good. I'd like to chat for a few minutes. There's a place I usually take clients. Quiet and you can actually have a private conversation. "
"Is a private conversation required?"
"It could be." She said, with a soft chuckle, "depending on how the conversation goes."
"You do know I'm getting married tomorrow, right?"
"Of course, silly! I wouldn't miss it! In fact, that's the reason to talk today."
"Well...sure."
"Johnathan's, at 12:30? Do you know it? "
"I know it."
"Good. See you at 12:30."
"12:30" I agreed, before the phone line clicked dead.
"That was mysterious." Victoria said quickly. "Anything you want to share?"
"Nothing I can really talk about."
"Secrets? From me?"
"I don't tell you EVERYTHING!"
She pouted, a huge lower lip exaggerated pout. "I'm hurt."
"Yeah, right." I said, reaching out and slapping her skirt covered ass. "Go! I have work to do."
"Uh-huh. I'm sure." She said with a grin, as she headed to the door of my office.
---o---
At 12:30 I walked into the little Italian American restaurant across town. "I'm looking for Rose Green." I said to the hostess waiting at the little station inside the door.
"Yes sir. This way." She said, as she walked away from the station and headed off into the main dining area, with me following in tow. I saw Rose from across the room. As she got up to greet me, the waitress stopped short, and allowed Rose to greet me with a friendly hug. She smiled and sat back down while I did the same across from her.
"I'm happy you could come." She said softly with a bright smile on her face.
"Hard to ignore your invitations." I chuckled. "Especially after the other night."
She blushed, which surprised me. "Yeah. That went a little further than I intended when I started to lean that, but it was quite enjoyable to do it with you just the same."
"When I figured out it was you, I was a little shocked. It isn't like you exactly need the money."
She looked at me in surprise and then looked up and laughed. "Oh no. that isn't it. at all." She said as she stopped laughing. "I wasn't there to become a club stripper. I was there to learn how to surprise my husband with something really special." She paused and the look on her face became more serious. "Since you came into our lives, well, things have changed. Until then we had a very controlled, very, um, defined relationship. We had occasional minor excursions, but what happened that night you slept over, and the consequences of the payback session have, well, let's say, they have changed the landscape."
"Changed the landscape?"
"Our sex life has become a bit more, um, experimental. I caught him one day, before you two left for school, watching the girls on the patio and in the pool teasing you. I guess he was doing more than watching. He was standing up there, stroking himself. I probably should have been angry, but instead I watched a little bit as well and then we had some seriously intense sex with each other while we watched you giving one of the girls a very intense orgasm with your fingers."
"I never knew."
"No, it wouldn't have been appropriate for anyone to know. Now I know that he's been going to strip clubs, and paying quite a bit to watch some of the young ladies up close and personal. Oh, I know that they aren't supposed to have sex with the customers. That would be prostitution, but I also know that some of the girls push those boundaries a bit, and have been known to accidently slip."
"And you think he's been cheating on you with strippers?"
"I don't know so, but I think he has. And to be honest, I'm not exactly sure what to do about it. I can't go find their boyfriends or husband and make Dean watch me fuck them, can I?"
"I don't suppose that would work too well." I agreed, chuckling at the thought of how she paid him back by using me in front of him.
"So, I decided to play his game. He wants to watch strippers, how about I strip for him? You think he'll be enticed by this old woman's body?"
"I think you did a great job of enticing me." I nodded.
"I'm hoping so, but I also know that, if he has a sudden attraction to younger women, watching me do it isn't going to satisfy him for long, will it?"
"Probably not."
"And there is always a risk of what would happen if his clientele found out he was soliciting strippers for sex?"
"Could impact his practice." I agreed.
"And mine."
"I suppose that's true," I said.
"But we do have some of the same friends. Some closer than others." She said very softly.
I sat looking at her, actually watching her stare into my eyes. She was staring at me intently, almost as if she was waiting for me to walk down some path she thought I would see. I considered what friends we might have in common and then the light went on. "You're good friends with Katie, aren't you?"
She smiled back at me and I knew I'd gotten where she wanted me to go, without her having to ask me. "I am. Katie, even though she's only as old as my daughter, she and I talk regularly. Her mother isn't exactly very motherly, and she enjoys my company."
"And if you talk frequently, then, I'm guessing that you've learned our little secret?"
"That you play games? Yes. I've known that for a while now. I have to admit, that it was a surprise at first, but after a while, I realized that it was a perfect solution. It's only in the last couple months, that I've wondered if it could be a solution to my problem."
"A solution because you need to keep quiet that your husband is sexually attracted to younger women. Doing it with friends would solve that problem, but you don't feel comfortable playing that kind of game with Katie and Chris, but maybe with another younger couple that you could trust might work?"
"You were always a very perceptive and thoughtful young man." She said with a grin. "I understand you are heading to the mountains for your honeymoon?"
"We are, skiing actually. Never been, but Betsy says I'm going to enjoy it."
"And of course, you're staying in a resort on the mountain?"
"Uh-huh. All inclusive. Meals, ski lessons, the works."
"I suppose that was kind of expensive."
"It set me back a few dollars. Not that money is a problem, but it took a bite."
"Tell me, what would you say if I asked you to extend your trip a day or so?"
"Extend it?"
"Yeah. You know, stay in the mountains an extra day or so?"
"We already have reservations. I don't know if I can extend them."
She smiled. "What if I told you that you wouldn't need to. All you'd have to do is spend an extra day, no cost to you or Betsy. Everything would be taken care of."
"And in exchange, we what? Spend some quality time with you and Dean?"
She smiled. "Right to the heart of the matter. Yes, quality time with Dean and me, together, the four of us."
"On our honeymoon?"
"It's away, out of town. No one would know, except us. And technically, your honeymoon is already over at that point. Come on. You know you want to. You know you want to fuck me out in the open again. You want to play with my body and make me come all over you like you did that first time. All you have to do is say yes."
I shook my head. "No. Maybe down the road, but not this trip. I want to focus on Betsy. We're trying to make a baby and I don't want another Mandy. No, Rose, I can't. I'm sorry."
She nodded, "I understand. But I wanted to try. It was perfect. We could have done whatever we wanted right out in the open and who would have known? No one knows us there. We could rent a suite and have all the fun we wanted. But I can understand wanting to focus on her."
I reached out for her hand. She looked sad. "After we get back, in a month or two, maybe we can work something out. Once we know that Betsy is pregnant and we don't have to worry any more. Okay?"
She chuckled softly. "Somehow, when you put it like that, it's okay. Yeah. Dean's birthday is in a week. We'll see what the strip show does for us."
"You might think about letting those other girls have their way with him, after you do it for him. But if you do, I'd go first instead of last." She smiled at the comment and I nodded and then got up and left without eating. I grabbed a hamburger at McDonalds on the way back to work.
---o---
I had no idea a wedding could be so traumatic! Betsy and mom had both been worn to a frazzle, in the last two weeks before the ceremony. We only had a few attendants. Katie as Matron of Honor and Tina, who had become Betsy's second 'most-best friend.' I only had Chris as my best man. We had hired the same photographer that did Katie's wedding, and planned a 'small' reception of only about two hundred guests, to be held at the country club.
Betsy and I had bought a house, but she had yet to stay there. Though I was staying there, the last week before the wedding, getting things ready for her to move in on our wedding night; and as she put it, getting ready for the best night of sex of our lives.
Chris came over the morning of the wedding and we hung out all morning and until just after lunch. As with his wedding, we had lots of time to kill, but in our case, we spent it putting the final touches on the house and master bedroom. We had the honeymoon planned, but we'd be spending the first couple days here, until it was time to leave.
"You ready for this?" Chris asked as we stood at the front of the church, waiting for the girls to come down the aisle. "You can still run you know!"
"Yeah, right. Where could I ever hide that she wouldn't find me?" I joked with him. "No, I'll stay and take it."
He laughed and patted me on the back. "Good luck buddy." He added as we watched Tina make her way down the aisle in a stunning strapless, light blue, floor length gown.
"Trust me, I'm looking forward to this more than anything else I've ever done." I answered, as his wife made her way down the aisle in an equally stunning gown. She might be pregnant, but the flow of the lacy light blue dress over her big round belly didn't detract from how she looked. The last time Tina and her husband were over to play, she teased that none of them would be wearing anything under their dresses, just so they could tease me.
"Now I have a new thing to look forward to." Chris said, grinning toward his wife, whose belly was clearly bulging the elegant lace gown out. I'd seen her belly growing for months now, and knew exactly what she looked like, naked and pregnant. I was actually looking forward to experiencing the same thing with Betsy. Feeling the life growing inside her, sharing in a way that only a man and wife could.
I stood and looked up the aisle, waiting. Finally, I saw her! God she looked incredible! The white lace dress hugged her ample curves, from the top of her breasts down to her waist, where it flowed out in a wide lace skirt that touched the floor as she stood waiting to start. My mom, looking equally beautiful, but in a different way, in the formal, powder blue dress, hooked arms with Becky. Mom began to lead her down the aisle, Betsy no longer having a father to do the honors. I watched them come down the aisle, step by step, each step halting slightly before the next. It was intended to tease me, to make me want her more, but nothing could make my desire for her grow stronger. The two of us were coupled though events and emotions so strong that nothing could ever separate us.
I finally stepped to meet her and helped her up, onto the single step, in front of the preacher. Mom taking her place in the first pew, behind us.
The preacher nodded to us and began. I barely heard his words until he came to the place in the service that asked me to repeat our vows. The two of us has agreed on a set of personally written vows that made sense to us, but in the end we both agreed, "until death do us part."
The reception line seemed to never end. I was hugged, kissed and even groped on a few occasions, by so many people that I lost track. They were all friends or close acquaintances of ours. Principal Johnson was there, and was one of the ladies that gave me a little squeeze down there when she hugged me, as had Katie's mom, our neighbor, and all the girls from at work. One face that wasn't there was Mandy. I knew Betsy had asked her not to come, but she didn't know that I knew and I wasn't going to let her know. It just would have made things awkward. Rose, her mom, was there though. She was another of the women that took the time to grope my crotch as she hugged me, though in her case it was a very long grope, and not very subtle, even trying to worm her hand down into my pants, something I was VERY sure her husband hadn't missed. I was also VERY sure that it was intentionally aimed at him.
Pictures in the church took almost an hour, surprising, considering that Betsy's sisters hadn't bothered to come, so the only family we had there was my mom. Even my dad didn't show up, though I suspect that mom managed to intercept the invitation that was headed to him. With the church pictures done, we headed out to the limo I'd rented, and off to take pictures at other places. The weather was dreary, a light cold drizzle falling intermittently. The photographer found a number of places for us to take outside pictures, all of which were done fairly quickly before we returned to the limo to warm up. It was downright chilly outside, at only forty-five degrees, but that didn't stop Betsy from getting her first fuck picture like Katie had.
The photographer, Jeanie, had Betsy sitting on the end of a picnic table under a pavilion at the park, her dress pulled all the way up to her waist, and the top of her dress pulled down to expose her fantastic tits, while I stood between her lifted legs, pumping my cock in and out of her, until I came deep inside her, filling her for the first time in months, with my cum. She got closeups of my dick pumping in and out of my new wife, and eventually, my cum, oozing out of her pussy. I was quite sure that there would be plenty of opportunities for more comfortable sex in the coming night, but this was something Betsy wanted, a permanent remembrance of our first married sex. Hopefully, she would have a really good reminder in about nine months.
With the private pictures done, we headed back twoard the reception, Betsy and I hanging all over each other, while Chris was left to entertain Jeanie, his pregnant wife and Tracy in the limo. Tracy was accustomed to having sex with Chris from the months of play we had all done together, and separately, and he soon ended up laying on one of the long bench seats in the back of the car, with his wife sitting on his face and Tracy, now naked, bouncing wildly on his cock.
"You're not going to leave Jeanie to watch and not get any relief, are you?" Betsy whispered to me as we cuddled, with both of us still half naked.
"What do you expect me do to? Have sex with her like last time? On our wedding day?" I asked, a little surprised she would suggest it.
"Of course not. I want all your cum in me, but that doesn't mean that you can't help her out a little. I mean, look at her. She's damn near ready to throw her clothes off and join them. Why don't you just help her out."
"I don't know that I will ever understand what it is you find so exciting about watching me have sex with other women." I whispered.
"I kind of got used it. Then you came along and, well, I didn't mind, and you enjoyed it, so why change it?"
"You like seeing me have sex with other women?" I asked
"This isn't the discussion for today lover. Let's just have fun and enjoy what we do." She whispered before kissing me softly on the lips. "Now go over there and help her out."
"Yes ma'am." I chuckled. I pushed away from her and moved to the seat where Jeanie was watching Tracy bounce on Chris, her hand pressing her slacks between her legs. "My wife says that if you take off your pants that I can help you out."
"She did?"
"Uh huh. I think I can make you feel pretty good before we get there, but only if we hurry a little."
She looked over at Betsy and then back at me. She grinned and set her camera aside and quickly pushed her slacks and underwear down. I helped her pull them off her legs and then she lay back on the bench seat she was sitting on and spread her legs wide for me. I leaned my face down between her legs and gently kissed the soft inner lips compressed tightly to her outer lips by her panties. I let my tongue stroke them gently, teasing them away from her outer lips and letting them spread and move until I could easily lick deeply between them.
"Ohhhh damn, yes!" She moaned softly as my tongue dug deep between her lips and found her clit. I grinned to myself, always enjoying the sound of a woman, when I hit a good spot. I continued to lick and tease her pussy, licking up and down her slit, finding her hard little clit and flicking the tip over it.
I felt a hand on my dick and felt Betsy's tits press against me as she leaned her face between Jeanie's thighs to kiss my cheek. "Someone has a hardon." She whispered. "Don't you think she'd rather feel that than your tongue?" I pulled my face from Jeanie's pussy and looked at Betsy. "Go ahead. But when you're ready to come, give it to me. I'll be all spread and waiting for it."




"You mean it?"
"Uh huh. You fucked her once before, why not again?"
I shook my head and climbed up onto the seat over Jeanie. I felt Betsy ¬¬guide my cock to her pussy and then I pushed into her sopping wet depths, drawing a deep, gasping moan from her. "Oh God yes." She whispered, as I started to push in and out of her, stroking deep in her hot wet confines. She frantically worked to unbutton her shirt, popping one of the buttons off before she had it completely open. She unclipped the fastener between the cups and pushed it apart so she could squeeze and pull both rock-hard nipples. In and out I thrust, inching her orgasm closer and closer to completion with each stroke. I felt each stroke tease her and tease myself. I glanced over at where Betsy was once again sitting, her dress still pulled up and her legs spread wide. Her fingers dipped into her own pussy in time with my strokes into Jeanie, little gasps and moans coming from her as she watched me fuck her photographer.
"Oh God. Ohhhhhh God yes! Shit. I'm gonna come!" Jeanie moaned loudly as I kept plunging into her. "SHIT-SHIT-SHIT! HERE IT COMES!" she screamed into the limo as her whole body stiffened, little tremors running up and down her legs as her pussy clenched and squeezed my stroking shaft. "OHHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEES!" She cried as her orgasm washed over her whole body, her juices leaking freely around my cock as her body succumbed to the intense climax.
I felt my own urgency building, knowing I was going to come very soon. I started to pull back from her, only to feel her feet dig into my ass and pull me deep into her, as a second wave of her climax overtook her. I felt her shuddering and her pussy convulsing around me as my body screamed at me for release. I tried to hold back as Jeanie lifted her hips and ground herself harder onto my cock.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my cock pumped my cum, deep into her pussy, my body jerking and twitching uncontrollably. I held myself over her, jerking and twitching as my body emptied into her pussy, but not the pussy I intended.
"It's alright lover. We have plenty of time to fill me up." Betsy said softly before kissing me on the cheek. "That wasn't your fault."
"I'm sorry love." I whispered, "I didn't expect her to do that."
She chuckled softly with that sexy little feminine chuckle that I loved so much. "Why not love? Don't I do the same thing almost every time you come in me in this position?"
I laughed as well. "Yeah, you do, don't you?"
She gently pulled me back, Jeanie loosening her legs to let me pull out of her, now used, pussy. Betsy drew me back with her to the seat and pulled me on top of her, drawing my face to hers and kissing me deeply. "Now I'm so damn turned on that I'll be leaking all night." She whispered as she broke the kiss. "So, sometime tonight you better find a way to fuck my pussy, you hear me sexy?"
"It'll be my pleasure." I answered with a smile. "I think we better dress now." I added as the limo stopped at the country club.
It took almost five minutes for all of us to get decent again so we could go in. "See anything interesting?" Betsy asked as we climbed out of the car.
I looked at her and then did a double take. "Something's showing." I answered as I realized she hadn't put the strapless bra she had started the day with, back on, letting her nipples and areola show through the lace top. I knew she got really turned on showing off, not stripping in public, but short little flashes that left you wondering if you really saw what you think you saw.
"Uh huh. More than you think." She said as she stepped away from me and did a slow spin. The dress, almost completely made of lace, had a number of layers of mesh material under the skirt portion. As it moved against each other, it briefly let portions of the open mesh align, making the skirt almost translucent under the lace.
"Oh sweetie! I think I love it, but don't you think it's a bit much for the reception?"
She grinned. "I think it'll be just fine, especially later tonight." She grinned. "Let's see how many couples end up getting randy as the night goes on." She did enjoy her games. I looped my arm in hers and we walked to the front doors, into the reception.
Dinner was the first order of business, and we were all hungry. By the time we were done, and that included three glasses of wine with all the glass dinging to get us to kiss, each followed by a drink, we were feeling well relaxed. The tension of the day had been put to rest by time, kisses and wine.
After dinner we had all the appropriate wedding things. Mother son dance, with my mom of course, and the father daughter dance, which also ended up being my mom with Betsy. Betsy threw the bouquet after which I had fun going after the only thing she had on under her dress, the garter. I couldn't resist teasing her bare pussy while I was under there, though at that point, I was more than ready for more than just pushing a finger into her.
It was time for our first dance, and the two of us moved around the floor in a slow dance, whispering to each other how happy we were, and how this was the greatest day of our lives. I couldn't have been happier, than I was in that moment. After our dance the floor was opened for the guests and a long night of dancing ensued.
My first dance after Betsy was Tina, who apparently had the job of making sure my underwear, tux jacket and tie all disappeared. She pulled me by my hand off to one of the coat check closets, pulling me past the young lady that was monitoring the room full of coats, and along behind the racks. "Okay. You take your coat off and I'll get these pants off." She said in a loud whisper, reaching for the front of my pants. "I promised Betsy that I'd make sure you lost the underwear and stuff."
"You want me to undress here?"
"Why not? She asked with a giggle. "Not like I haven't seen you naked before."
"That's not the point." I said as I took my tux coat off and hung it over one of the coat racks.
"What's the point?" She asked, as my pants slid down my legs. "Afraid the coat check girl will get a look at your tallywacker?" She giggled, as she knelt down in front of me and pulled the white bikini briefs down my legs, my half hard dick almost slapping her in the face. She reached for my cock and quickly engulfed it with her mouth, with the same gusto that she always did, when she and her husband were playing with us. She untied my shoes without looking down, her mouth slowly sliding on and off my cock as she helped me lift each foot, taking my pants and underwear off each leg, and then helping me step back into the pants. "Yum." She said as she pulled her mouth from my now saliva coated cock. "God, I need this now." She said quickly as she stood up. She pulled the long gown up over her waist and turned around to push her now bare ass and pussy at me. "Come on. We can't be gone too long you know."
"You want me to fuck you here?" I asked as she used my cock as a handle to pull me closer to her, aiming me for her soft inner lips.
"Just for a minute. Hell, I'm so close already, I bet you can get me off in nothing flat."
I chuckled and shook my head. "You are one insatiable woman."
"I haven't ever heard you complain when we're playing. You don't like feeling me climax more than once?"
"Nope. But you damn well better not come so hard you get my pants all wet this time. I'm not walking around in soggy pants all night."
"That was an accident." She whispered as she pushed herself back, forcing herself over my now rock-hard cock. "Ohhhh God, you feel good in there." She moaned, she reached back to try to pull my hip and get me to start stroking into her. I reached for her hips and started to slowly push in and out of her.
"An accident huh? Seems to me you wanted to come hard, even if it was in the middle of a department store." I said quietly, as I slid my cock in and out of her pussy.
"You took the dare." She panted. "Ohhhhh God honey. Gonna come so good."
"Oh shit." I heard another female voice, drawing my attention. I looked to where I heard the voice and saw the coat check girl standing with her little black miniskirt pulled up, her little white panties pushed down to her thighs and her fingers working between her legs.
"We have company." Tina panted. "Go ahead honey. Finger yourself. Make yourself come." She young woman blushed brightly and then disappeared back around the rack. "Too bad. I wouldn't have minded watching her come, watching us."
"Well, you better hurry up, or you won't get to." I said breathlessly.
"Don't worry. I'm almost there." Tina panted back as she pulled the front of her dress down so she could squeeze her tits. "Oh yeah. That's what I needed. Oh God. Ohhhhhhh yes. Here it comes honey. Can you feel it? Can you feel me coming around your big fat cock?" She gasped, as her body tremble and shuddered. I could feel her pussy, leaking her juices around me and dripping down my balls to the floor. As I held myself in her, not wanting to make myself cum in her, which would have happened, if I had done it much longer. "Ohhhhhhhh yes. Much better. God, I needed that." She said as she pulled off my cock and turned to face me, pulling the top of her dress back in place, the skirt portion falling to cover her leaking pussy. She knelt down and licked and sucked her juices off of me, almost making me come in her mouth, but stopping just short, before she pulled my pants up. "Come on." She said as she stood back up, taking my hand and pulling me along down the coat racks. "You know, you missed the fun." She said quietly as she pulled me past the coat check girl without stopping.
"You're so bad." I said as she pulled me by the hand, back to the dance floor.
I wasn't at all surprised to have Rose snatch me almost as soon as Tina had turned me loose. She stepped in to me and wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her body against mine, grinding her pelvis against the rock-hard appendage that was trapped in my pants. "Happy wedding." She giggled, almost as if she'd already had a bit more to drink than she should have. She danced right up against me, intentionally teasing me with her pelvis and breasts. I could tell by how far her nipples pushed the dress top out that she didn't have a bra on, though I was pretty sure she did at the ceremony.
"I take it you want to tease the shit out of me?" I asked quietly as we danced, one of her hands moving from my shoulder down between us.
"Oh sweetie. If I did, you'd know it. No, I'm teasing the shit out of me!" She giggled as I felt her fingers working on the snap and zipper of my pants. "I'm planning on some serious sex tonight."
"I hope you get it." I answered her as she leaned into me further and rested her head on my shoulder, the front of my pants undone far enough for her hand to worm in to get to my rock-hard cock.
"I wish you'd taken me up on my offer. I would have loved to have this to myself, for a whole night." She whispered as she played with my dick in my pants.
"Well, maybe another time." I answered as the song that was playing faded away. "Guess I better give some of the other guests a chance, unless you plan on making it happen right here."
"I wouldn't mind, but I know you'd stop me. You can be such a spoil-sport sometimes." She said, with a frown, as she pulled herself from me just far enough to look down between us at my hardon in her hand and grin. "But I'll forgive you, just this once."
"You don't have to do that on my account." Principal Johnson said softly as she stepped up to me while I was still trying to zipper my pants up without getting anything caught in them.
"Principal Johnson," I said, startled.
"Peggy." She whispered as she reached for my hands and stopped me from closing my zipper up. She stepped to me and let her hand slide inside my pants and grasp my cock, as she pressed herself to me, to both dance and to hide the fact that she had my cock in her hand. "Mmmmmmmm. I kinda miss this. I'm surprised you ended up with Betsy after what happened. But I am happy, for both of you. It's been a while since I've seen two people as much in love as you two looked standing up there today."
"Thanks." I answered awkwardly as she stroked my cock, slowly, inside my pants. I held her with my arms around her, feeling her small firm breasts press to my chest as she played with my dick.
"You know. I haven't regretted what we did in my office once. My only regret is that I didn't get a chance to do it again before you got married." She whispered.
"Principal Johnson...Peggy. I don't think that you want to be caught with your hand in my pants, do you?"
She sighed softly. "No, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't mind getting undressed with you again. It was fun having you sitting there in my office all day, naked. Every time I looked over, I could see you under that towel and it made me soooooo wet. Reputation or not, I wouldn't mind finding someplace quite to get this into me again."
"I...um...I'm not sure..."
"Shhhhh. Wasn't asking for a replay. Just wanted you to know that I wouldn't mind. I'd hate to mess this up with you and Betsy though, so it'll just stay our little secret, and if sometime it happens... well, I won't complain."
"I understand." I whispered back. She slipped her hand out of my pants and then used both hands to finish zipping and fastening my pants. She leaned back into me and kissed me softly.
"I can't think of anyone that deserves a wonderful wife as much as you. I hope it lasts, for you, forever!"
"Thank you," I said, as she stepped back and then turned and walked away.
The night wore on and I danced with a good majority of the ladies at the reception, Betsy attracting men, to dance with, like flies, probably because of how much of her sexy breasts were exposed in the lace of the dress. I knew she got turned on by showing off, so I wasn't bothered, as long as she did it in a way, and in places, that precluded someone taking advantage of her. I'd been plied, with glasses of wine, by a number of ladies I danced with. A good number of them using the occasion to do a little groping and encouraging my hands into places that wouldn't normally be considered polite. It's hard to say no to a woman sliding your hand under her skirt while she's sharing a glass of wine with you. By eleven I was feeling extreemly relaxed. I was glad I wasn't going to have to drive us home. I doubted I could at that point.
"Been having fun lover?" Betsy asked as she stepped up behind me and wrapped her arms around me. I turned in her arms and we shared a long, wet and very sensual kiss, not really caring who was looking. "Mmmmmmm. I think someone is horny as hell. Have you been being teased?"
"A bit. You?"
"Oh yeah. My nipples showing through like this, have me soooo turned on."
"Wanna sneak off to the coat closet and do something about that?"
"I'd love to, but I have a much better idea."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. You know I love playing the games with our friends. The ones that make us take our clothes off, and do little things?"
"Yeah."
"And how much I love those little dare games we play, like changing dresses in the store without the changing room, or me hiding under a clothes rack and sucking you off?"
"Yeah." I chuckled.
"You know how turned on all that makes me, right?"
"Of course. How could I not know?"
"When I was young my parents were into the freedom thing. You know, freedom from clothes. We almost never wore any around the house. It wasn't until I moved in with you and started teasing you by not wearing any clothes that I realized how much it turned me on. When the pizza guy came to the door and I answered it naked, God I was so nervous, but it made me soooooo turned on. That was the first time I was naked in front of a stranger." I nodded, wondering where this was going. "So, I wanted to know if you'd allow me to do something. Something a little outrageous."
"Like what?"
She grinned and leaned to whisper in my ear. "Have you, take my dress off."
"Here? In the reception?" I asked in surprise. "I mean we can go to the coat room or something I suppose."
"Like you and Katie? Uh-uh. Right here, in the middle of the dance floor. Get naked and dance naked with me."
I looked around and then back at her. "I know you get turned on by all that, but to be honest, I get a little nervous on those dares."
"Bashful?"
"A little" I agreed. "I mean, I've done it with a bunch of women that were all naked, and of course we've done some small groups naked, but the thing is, then, everyone was naked."
"Ahhhh. So, you wouldn't be opposed if everyone was naked?"
"I didn't say that, but it'd be a lot easier. Not that that's going to happen."
She grinned at me. "Alright, come with me." She said, pulling me by the hand. She led me to the DJ table and his pile of records and took the microphone he used. "Good evening, everyone! Is everyone having fun?"
"Hell yeah!" Someone who's voice reminded me of Rose shouted.
"Well, it's time for all the kiddies to go off to bed if they aren't already gone. We have about an hour left before the DJ turns into a frog and hops away. How would you like to play a game?" All the couples that had been either dancing or milling around the dance floor edges were now turned and looking at Betsy with interest. "One of the things about wedding dresses is that they aren't exactly comfortable. The lace is killing my nipples, and to be honest, I wouldn't at all mind getting rid of it!"
"Go for it!" some guy shouted.
"Not a bad idea. You ready to come up here and go as naked as it'll make me?"
"Why not?" the guy answered.
"Alright then. Here's the game. Ladies, first dance is with your husband or boyfriend or whatever you want to call the guy you're dancing with. You can leave the dance floor only to put your clothes on your table, otherwise, everyone playing has to stay on the dance floor."
"Put our clothes on our table?" A female voice asked.
"You got it. Dresses, pants, skirts, shirts off. Time to get comfortable. Once the first dance is over, you can dance with anyone else's special someone. As long, that is, as your special bits are showing, if you know what I mean."
"You mean, dance with our boobs hanging out?" Some woman in the back asked. "No thank you!"
"True this isn't for everyone. But then, if you're brave enough, who knows what can happen. Feel free to grope, stroke, squeeze, play, whatever, your partner, as long as you keep dancing. Husbands and wives, lay down some ground rules during your first dance. How far are you willing to let someone go with you? Now I'm quite sure that the club will be more than a little upset if their dance floor is covered in cum puddles, so, ladies, if you're going to make your partner fire his load, it has to either go in his own wife, or in your mouth. We don't want any unexpected babies showing up in nine months. The rules are you have to stay standing and dancing, so ladies, if you push him too far, you're just going to have to bend over and suck it down. Oh, did I mention that if you're bent over that special opening is fair game for someone else. Well, that's the game. Anyone wanna play?"
"Do we get to dance with you?" Some guy in the back asked.
"You mean you wanna come grope my titties while you dance with me?" she asked. She reached behind herself and pulled the zipper down on the back of her dress and in moments was standing completely naked. "After the first dance, come find me!" She handed the microphone back to the DJ and took my hand, pulling me through the couples still on the dance floor out to the middle. "There, problem solved." She said as she started to unbutton my shirt.
"Well, you heard the bride." The DJ said as Betsy started pushing my shirt off my shoulders. "I've been to a lot of weddings, and even some pretty sexy ones, but this is a first for me. I'm gonna turn the lights way down for ya', and enjoy!" With that the spotlights all went off, except for the one shining on the revolving mirrored disco ball.



The room lights also went out, leaving just one near the entrance door. The subdued light actually helped a little, but only a little. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as she squatted down in front of me and started on my pants. It wasn't long before all I had on was socks and shoes, Betsy standing against me, the two of us moving slowly with each other. I could feel my cock sticking between her thighs, being rubbed gently each time she stepped, her pussy leaking her juices onto my shaft and lubricating us. I started to move, pushing in and out between her thighs, my excitement growing with each step we made.
Betsy stopped moving. "You're cheating. You don't want a hardon while you're dancing with all these hot, sexy women? Some of them would be soooooo disappointed if they didn't get a chance to play with it."
"Actually, I'd much rather just push it into you."
She giggled softly. "I want you to, and I don't. I want to see you dancing, getting more and more turned on until you just can't hold back any longer."
"I hope I can get back to you in time." I chuckled. "Cuz if they tease me that close..."
"I'll just bend over and let you fill me. Don't worry. You don't have to worry about making me come. I've already climaxed three times tonight, just with a few fingers teasing me. No, I want your cum to fill me up and make that baby in me."
"You wanna tell me whose fingers?"
She grinned. "Maybe later. I know there's one pussy that wants you, and I'm tempted to let her have you."
"Oh?"
"A certain principal we both know."
"You want me to have sex with her?"
"I want you to do whatever it is she wants if she's brave enough to get naked and find you."
"I know what she wants."
"So do I, I hope she enjoys it."
"You really want me to?"
"If she wants it. Go for it. After all, she is why we're together, right? It's only fair to let her have one last thankyou." Betsy said before kissing me. "Now, I'm going to go find a few dicks to tease. I promise, no dicks in me but yours."
"Not even if you have to bend over and take one in your mouth?"
"I promise." She said before kissing me again and then walking away.
I hadn't paid too much attention to how many couples had actually stayed on the floor. Some of the women were still dressed in panties and bras, but some were topless and a few completely naked. Unsurprisingly Katie, Leah and Rose were among the completely naked.
"Alone? Really?" I heard a voice behind me ask. I turned and found Katie's mom standing in a bra and panties behind me. I'd seen her a few times in bikini's so what she had on wasn't really all that revealing. She stepped in front of me and put both hands on my shoulders. "I guess we better dance?"
"That would seem to be the idea." I agreed, looking at her clearly nervous face. She was biting her lower lip and it didn't take much imagination to know why.
"I've never done anything like this before." She whispered just loud enough for me to hear over the music. "You might need to help me." I nodded and let my hands slide up from her panty covered butt to the middle of her back. I unclipped the little loop hooks and eased the straps off her shoulders. The bra cups slid down off her chest as the straps slid down her arms. She moved one arm, letting the bra slip off it and hang on her left arm. She had a nice full pair of C cup boobs that hung down slightly, her nipples erect and begging for attention as she swayed only inches from me, my engorged head rubbing against her stomach with each step. "Don't suppose this old woman body is half as exciting as my daughter's, is it?"
"Katie's?" I asked trying to act innocent.
"You don't have to be coy with me. I know that she and Chris have been coming over to your house and playing." She whispered. "Sometimes I think it might be a little exciting to try something that bold."
"I don't see why you couldn't. You have a very nice body."
"You mean for an old woman?"
"For any woman." I answered honestly.
"You know, the only reason I'm doing this, is because my husband said I was too prudish to try it."
I chuckled softly. "I suppose he just jumped right in and stripped?"
"Not until I told him he was too much of a stick in the mud to try anything that wasn't in the bedroom." She said with a nervous smile. "Um. If you want to, you could do more."
"Do more, like take your underwear off?"
"I don't think I'm quite brave enough to do it myself, but if you want to, I wouldn't mind you looking... or maybe even touching a bit. From what Katie has told me, you're pretty good."
"Katie told you that?"
She leaned in, her bare tits pressing against my chest and her lips almost brushing my ear. "She said you can make her come harder than anyone she's ever had touch her." She started to pull her face back and then leaned in again. "I wouldn't mind that." Then she pulled her face away, her rigid nipples brushing my chest as we moved. I let my hands slide down to her hips and pushed her panties down and over her hips. I pushed them as far as I could, and then she moved her legs until they slid all the way to her ankles. She carefully stepped out of them and left them laying on the floor as she waited, chewing her bottom lip.
I moved my right hand to her crotch and felt the curls of her mound and slipped one finger between her legs. "I don't know that I can really do a proper job this way." I whispered.
"No?"
"I usually start out with some teasing and kissing all over your body."
"Then what?"
"Well, I like to lick and play with her pussy lips. She enjoys having me tease her clit with my tongue while I stroke a finger or two inside her."
"Mmmmm. You can push that one in me if you want." She moaned softly as I stroked my finger up and down her wet lips, dragging it over her hard clit. "What does she want after you do that?"
"She likes me to stroke it into her."
"It's big, I don't know that it would fit in me."
"I've never had it not fit."
She leaned into me again, pressing her tits harder into my chest and whispering in my ear. "If I asked, would you put it in me? Just for a second?"
"You sure you want to do that without your husband knowing?"
"If he didn't want me to do something, he shouldn't have told me I was too prudish." She whispered. "Please, try it? Just for a second."
"It'd be easier if you turned around." I answered her.
She pulled away and then turned to put her back against me. I wasn't the only one dancing this way. As I looked around, I could see at least half a dozen men slowly humping up and down in a woman in front of them, and I suspected they weren't their wives at this point. That isn't exactly right. I was SURE most of them weren't, Vickie being one of them with a guy stuck in her. I squatted down slightly and reached around her thigh. She bent slightly at the feeling of my engorged head pressing against her pussy lips. I slipped a couple short inches into her and stopped, waiting for her tight pussy to expand around me, while I slid both hands up to cup her soft breasts.
"Ohhhhhh God." She moaned softly, as she pushed her butt back at me, forcing me into her farther, as I squeezed and massaged her breasts. I felt my engorged head press into the end of her vaginal depths, pressing against her cervix as she began to sway slightly side to side. I wouldn't call it dancing, but it was moving and as she did, she slid herself on and off my dick an inch or two. I let my left hand slide down her body, and stroked two of my fingers between her wet lips. "Ohhhhhhhh yessssss." She moaned again as I let my fingers bounce back and forth over her hard little clit. Up and down I stroked my fingers on her clit, bouncing both of them over the sensitive spot, making her push and rock her hips even more. "Oh God. Ohhhhhh God. You're going to make me come! Ohhhhhh nooooooo, not in front of everyone!" She gasped as I held her against me, her hips no longer moving as my fingers pushed her closer and close to climax. "OHHHHHH SHIT! DAVID!" She squealed as her legs began to tremble. I held her as her body shuddered and twitched in orgasm.
"That didn't take long." I whispered. "I guess you liked being naked in front of everyone."
"Ohhhhh damn. I should be so mad at you. Making me come in front of everyone." She panted as she pulled off my cock and turned to face me. Even in the dark I could see she was blushing. She looked around the floor for her underwear and found them a few feet away. She picked them up and then practically ran across the dance floor through the crowd.
"Well, you made an impression on her." A busty woman said as she walked toward me, her big tits exposed and swinging side to side with each step. She was older, maybe fifty or so, her moderately short hair having a significant amount of gray streaking, in contrast to her dark, almost black hair. She had darker, almost olive colored skin, and striking green eyes. She was, considering her age, quite striking looking. She walked right up to me, extending her right arm around my middle and pulling herself against me as she reached down with her left to push my cock down. My hardon slipped between her thighs as she pulled us together, my dick sliding across the soft smooth crotch of her panties. "You don't remember me?" She asked with a little grin as she pressed her tits to my bare chest.
"I'm sorry, I don't think so." I answered, letting my hands move around her waist.
"That's okay. I'm the dean of the South Bend VoTech. Betsy's school? We danced together for a few minutes, oh, what, two hours ago?"
"Ohhhhhhh. Yeah. Um. Miss, um..."
"Reynolds. But you can call me Darleen." She said without that little grin leaving her face.
"If I remember right, you were one of the women trying to get your hands in my pants while we danced."
"I was. And I succeeded too. Made me want to get a much better look. You know, I've been to a lot of weddings, but I have to admit, this is the most fun one I've ever been to. I don't think I've ever been to a wedding where I've been invited to fuck the groom. Let's see. No, pretty sure this is a first. So, now that I got to see what was hiding in your pants, you interested in giving me a feel like you gave her?"
"Um. So, Betsy knows you pretty well?" I asked, vaguely remembering Betsy mention her name a few times.
"Oh yes. She and I have, um, crossed paths in the ladies changing room a few times."
"Ohhhhh yeah. I seem to remember her telling me of some incident where something broke and she and someone else got drenched with some kind of coolant or something. I take it that someone was you?"
She chuckled softly. "Oh yeah. It was. We shared a quick shower together when we changed."
"Ah. I see."
"So now that you know that, how about we find out just how this feels? She might not have appreciated it, but I guarantee, I will."
"Appreciate what?"
She wiggled her hips, rubbing my dick between her legs. "What do you think?"
"I think that this game is getting out of hand." I said under my breath.
"Oh, come now! You really don't want to give my cunny a little sweet loving? Betsy would be sooooo disappointed in you."
I frowned. "Why would Betsy be disappointed?"
"Because she promised me that I'd most definitely enjoy the reception. She's right, I have, but I could still enjoy it a lot more. All we need to do is pull my sexy little panties down a little bit and we can slide that big fat pole right inside. I'm quite sure I'm more than wet enough to take it."
I frowned and briefly wondered if I needed to smack a particular wife's ass later tonight. I pulled my hips back, and let my fingers find the low-cut waistband of her panties. I pushed then down her thighs and then shifted my hips back toward her, using one hand to aim my cock up at her pussy. She spread her legs as far as the panties would allow, letting me rub my engorged head between her firm outer lips. I searched with my head for her opening and then the two of us pushed our hips together to force me into her in a single grunting thrust.
"SHIT!" she gasped as I stood there, pressed against her, my cock deep in her pussy. "Betsy did indeed pick a nice one to marry."
"Glad you think so."
"Now, think you can make me come around it? Or should I do it myself?" I shook my head and wondered just exactly what Betsy and Darleen had talked about, and when.
"I think I can help you out there." I answered, starting to hump my hips at her. I ignored the music, or any semblance of dancing and started to thrust myself into her, each push of my hips slapping our thighs together, making her very large soft tits bounce slightly against me. In and out I thrust, driving my shaft into her, the gasps and moans she was making suggesting that I was hitting all the right spots in all the right ways. I let my hands move between us as she moved her hands to my hips, her hands drawing us quickly together with each stroke, while mine cupped her big soft tits, my fingers finding her hard nipples. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back as she moaned in pleasure, at the new sensations.
"Oh fuck, yes! Squeeze my nipples." She begged as she thrust back at me, our thighs slapping rhythmically together with each stroke, the rhythm broken only for a moment when I was startled by a hand on my butt.
"Keep going." I heard Betsy whisper to me. "Make her come on you. Let her feel what you do to me every time we fuck."
"I'm not sure I'll get there before...well, you know what happens."
Betsy giggled. "Oh yeah. I also know how big and fat you get right before you do. Why not let her feel it. I'm sure there'll be enough later to reinforce what you did earlier."
"You want me to..."
"Come in her sweety. Fill her with cum. I've teased her about how good you feel for so long, it's only fair." Betsy said before kissing my earlobe. Her hand pushed on my ass with each stroke, helping force my thrust up into her. It didn't take long before we were attracting more than a little bit of attention. So much so that I began to wonder if I my embarrassment at being the spectacle might keep me from getting there at all. If I thought that was going to happen, Betsy sidelined the thought as she stepped next to us, one hand on each of our butts, her tits pressing between us and pushing against Darlene's left tit. Betsy leaned toward Darlene and kissed her softly on the lips, a gentle kiss at first that quickly grew in intensity that made me wonder if that shower came along with a similar kiss. Watching my wife stand there, naked, in the middle of this crowd, making out with another woman, while I pumped into her pussy, was more than my poor brain could deal with.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna come." I grunted just before my body jerked and jammed into her pussy.
"AHHHHHH FUCK YES!" Darlene cried loudly, letting everyone in the club know exactly what was happening. Her climax washed over her and she held our thighs tightly together as her legs and arms trembled, my cock pumping shot after shot of cum deep into her. "OH FUCK YES! Ohhhhhhhh God it feels so good!" She said as her body sagged and she lay her head on Betsy's shoulder, gently kissing and nuzzling Betsy's neck. "Oh my," she finally said quietly. "I think we made a spectacle of ourselves."
"I think we did." Betsy said before moving her face to mine. "I'm sorry lover. I didn't mean for you to become the center of attention."
"Yeah. It's alright I guess." I panted before she kissed me. We stood there, kissing, until my dick slipped from Darlene, after which Betsy and I wrapped arms around each other and stood, naked, kissing each other for at least a full minute.
"God, I love you." She whispered as we broke the kiss.
"Why is that?"
"After what I did to you that day at school, and what I asked you to do tonight for me? How could I not love you for still loving me?"
I chuckled. "Nothing can make me not love you. Well, almost nothing."
"Almost nothing?"
"There might be one or two things."
"Let me guess. One is if I started fucking around without telling you?"
"That's one."
"And the other?"
"Only you leaving me." I whispered.
Somehow my having come in front of everyone, took the wind out of Betsy's and my sails. I was sated, for the moment, and she was satisfied that I'd given my gift to one of the two women she hoped would get to fuck me. We let the couples, still at the club, stay on their own; while we ran to Chris's car, still naked, for the short trip to our house. He left us in the driveway with nothing but my keys. I picked Betsy up and carried her to the door, and then after unlocking and opening it, I carried her through. We giggled and flopped onto the sofa in the living room, not bothering to even close the curtains before the two of us were fucking on the sofa. She clearly didn't care if the neighbors, or anyone else for that matter, saw us, so why should I?!?
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It disappointingly took two months before the rabbit finally died. Disappointing, because we'd put all our game play on hold, so that all of my cum would be going to its intended purpose. But it was worth it. We got the news three days after Christmas and we were both thrilled. Life couldn't get much better. Betsy had her job, and loved it, I had mine, and loved it, we had a nice house with nice neighbors, we had fantastic friends, and now, we were going to have a baby of our own. We'd watched Katie have hers, and she and Betsy talked endlessly about baby stuff when they were together. I had to admit, Betsy had much larger breasts than Katie, and if that continued, I was going to be in heaven. Katie's boobs had grown at least two cup sizes and if Betsy's did the same, well, I'm a boob man, what can you expect.
The phone call came out of the blue. Betsy and I had been wondering what we wanted to do for the New Year, only a few days away. We talked about getting together with Chris and Katie, but they weren't planning on going out, not with the new baby. Victoria already had plans. Samantha and her husband had a falling out; over her getting caught having sex in a store dressing room, with someone he didn't know she was playing with, and they weren't playing anymore. That left us kind of alone. Betsy wanted to invite a new couple she knew from work and introduce them to strip twister, but it was someone I didn't know yet, and I wasn't sure I wanted to do that with strangers, at least not the first time we got together. We'd about decided that maybe we'd invite them over for dinner and a small New Year celebration, without sex, at least the first time.
"Missus Wilson. Hi. No, we haven't made any yet. All the girls from work and their husbands? Sounds like it could be fun. Your house? Seven? Absolutely, I'm sure David would enjoy the chance to socialize a bit with his coworkers. Alright. Sure. See you then." Betsy said. "Well, I think we know what we're doing for the New Year now."
"Yeah?"
"The Wilsons are inviting all the code work group over for a New Year's party. I thought we should go, so I said yes for you."
"I suppose it could be fun." I agreed.
"She said dress code was sexy casual." Betsy said, as she walked away, heading to the kitchen. "I'm sure that was aimed at you, after the wedding reception."
"I bet it was." I said to myself quietly. Last thing I needed to do was get in trouble with my boss. What I did at the reception wasn't a particularly a good idea, but what was done was done. He hadn't said anything to me, so I was pretty sure she hadn't told him, that I had been inside her or made her climax. I hoped it stayed that way.
---o---
We walked up to the Wilson's house in a light snow storm. Light meaning that the snow was light, but the wind had it blowing almost horizontal, as it gusted to almost forty miles an hour. It was far from warm at fifteen degrees, making me feel sorry for Betsy in the very short dress she'd chosen. At least I had pants on. That wind had to be blowing right up her skirt and freezing her sexy pussy, in those skimpy lace panties she chose. Fortunately, Mrs. Wilson, Anne, answered the door before my poor wife was frozen like a popsicle, and invited us in. She waited until we had our coats off and hung up and then hugged us both. Neither of us were surprised at the intensity of the hugs we both received, not after the reception.
"I'm sooooo glad you two could come. It would have been a shame not to have the whole team here."
"Everyone else is here?" I asked.
"Uh huh." She stepped closer to me. "But Victoria broke up with her boyfriend this week, so don't ask about him."
"Another one?" Betsy whispered. "Good lord. She can't keep one more than a few weeks."
"No, she can't. It's kind of a shame. She's such a sweet woman. I don't know what the problem is."
I didn't want to say anything, but sneaking into my office and stripping for me at least once a week, might have something to do with it. "I agree. It's a shame."
"So, how's it going with you two?"
"I'm pregnant." Betsy whispered with a huge grin. "We just found out a few days ago. Late Christmas present."
Anne leaned in and hugged her tightly. "Oh good! I'm soooo happy for you two!"
"We are too, though I'm not looking forward to this morning sickness getting worse."
"Already?" Anne asked quickly.
"Yeah. For almost two weeks already."
Anne frowned. "Well, we can talk about it later. Come on in. The food is in the kitchen, the bar downstairs is open. Oh yeah. Katie and Chris decided to come, so they're here with the baby!"
"They are? Cool!" Betsy said excitedly, almost immediately heading toward the living room, leaving me with Anne.
She stepped closer to me, after Betsy walked away, and wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling our hips together. "How's married life?"
"It's been good. We were already living together, so not that much of an adjustment."
"I've never been alone with you long enough. But I wanted to thank you. It set me thinking. I'd kind of like to talk to you later if we can get some alone time."
"Um. Sure." I answered hesitantly.
"You worried about what George would think about us having a private talk?"
"A bit. He is my boss. I don't want to do anything to mess up my job, especially not with a baby on the way."
She smiled. "Don't worry. He knows what I'm going to say, and you won't be in trouble. But that's for later! Right now, come dance with me. They have the record player going in the basement."
"Sure, "I agreed, wondering what exactly she wanted to about. We made our way to the basement, where a few couples were dancing, Leah and her husband Jeff, Gabby and her boyfriend, Anna and her husband Tom, all swaying slowly to the music, while George sat and chatted with Victoria on one of the sofas near the record player.
Anne pulled me close to her and began to slow dance with me, pressing us together and letting her pelvis press against my quickly growing dick. I could feel her nipples hardening in the thin dress material, making me wonder if she had forgone a bra tonight? The ruffle across the front of the dress kept me from seeing if she had, but based on feel, I was pretty sure she did. I glanced over at George, watching us, but clearly not upset. Instead, he sat with his hand on Victoria's bare leg, just below the hem of her short skirt. She had her hand on his, not moving it, but not pushing it away either as she continued to their conversation.
We danced for almost half an hour, before she had to excuse herself and go up to take care of some food, she had spent the whole time dancing, pressed as tightly against me as she could. I made my way to the bar and Mister Wilson got up to meet me. "What can I get you?"
"Sure, Mister Wilson. How about a beer?"
"Schlitz okay? Or you want a Bud? And call me George here in the house. No point in being formal here."
"Schlitz is fine." I nodded as he pulled one from the small refrigerator behind the bar and popped it open. He poured it into a glass and then poured another for himself.
"Anne seemed to be enjoying herself, dancing with you." He said quietly.
"Yeah. She did."
"I never told you, wasn't appropriate to talk about at work, but I know what happened on the dance floor, at the reception."
"You do?"
"Yeah. She told me the next day. She said you made her orgasm right there on the dance floor. Of course, she didn't admit it until after I admitted that I let a woman I didn't even know, get me naked and play with my dick. I guess there are worse things than having someone get you off in public. From what she said, it didn't take you long."
"Um. No, it didn't."
"Didn't take that woman long either. I've never been so embarrassed as I was when she was bent over sucking me off in the middle of the dance floor. But she didn't seem bothered by it. In fact, she seemed to really enjoy it. I guess some women do."
"Yeah, they do." I agreed. "Was it someone you knew?"
"Actually, it was." He said looking over at Victoria for a moment. He looked back at me and continued, "I wouldn't have ever thought that my niece would do something like that, but she did, and she seemed to enjoy it. But I'm glad you understand. I was afraid to tell my wife, but she could tell I was hiding something and kept badgering me, until I told her about being jerked off like that. So, she told me that she danced with you until you made her climax as well."
"Yeah. She was really nervous getting naked like that."
"I was surprised when I saw her walking toward me, carrying her underwear. I wouldn't have ever thought she'd do anything like that."
"I don't think she thought you would either." I chuckled.
"I guess, now I know what the girls see in those silly games they play."
Uh oh.... "Yeah?"
"Don't worry. I'm not upset. My daughter is a big girl. She can get naked in front of whoever she wants. And as far as the girls at work, well, as long as there aren't any complications."
"Complications?"
He looked at me seriously. "I know what happened when the AC unit was out in the machine room. Word got around that you all were working naked together. I don't want jealous husbands causing a scene, but if a single girl, like Victoria, wants to be playful, as long as it doesn't get cause problems, who am I to complain? At least now I know what that personal issue was with the two of you. I'm, glad you two got it worked out. I wouldn't wanted to have lost either of you. My wife would probably have been more than a little pissed if either of you had left. She has a soft spot for you."
"I wouldn't ever do anything that would intentionally cause problems." I answered quietly.
"I know. If I thought you would, we wouldn't be having this chat."
"Yeah. I suppose not."
"Anyway, getting back to Twister. I guess you and Betsy enjoy that game too?" He asked with a smile.
"Sometimes." I answered cautiously, wondering if he was headed where I thought he was.
"That's what Victoria said. That you two can be a lot of fun. Something about, she hadn't really played Twister until she did it naked."
"Ah."
He looked over at her sitting on the sofa. "Just between us guys, I can almost imagine what she looks like, bent over and spread apart, trying to reach a colored dot, especially after seeing her completely naked at the reception. I hadn't ever thought of her sexually before, but now, well..." He said quietly, shaking his head.
"Yeah. She is pretty good looking." I agreed.
He paused a moment and then nodded. "So how does it work exactly? You just all take off your clothes and then play twister?"
I shook my head. "Not really. It all started innocently enough. Just a dare between friends. Turned out we had a lot of fun doing it, so we still do the same thing. Start with clothes on. If you fall, you lose and have to take something off and then you become the spinner person. After a while everyone is naked. The real fun started when Betsy, Victoria and I were playing and she decided to try and distract me by pushing her pussy in my face. It became part of the game, trying to distract your opponent different ways."
"Must be hard with no hands free."
"We fixed that. If you spin and it lands between colors, instead of spinning again that hand or foot becomes free." I looked over at Victoria. "Just between the two of us, I've had the pleasure of distracting her in all kinds of ways."
George looked at me with a grin. "Yeah. She mentioned that she likes to position herself so you can't resist putting something inside her."
"She told you that?" I asked surprised.
"Well, she'd had a few drinks at the reception. She told me while we were dancing and she was playing with my dick. That's when she told me about naked twister. She says she loves to stick her pussy in your face or make it so she's rubbing herself against your dick. I guess I wouldn't mind playing some games like that."
I chuckled. "She does enjoy it. At first I thought I was distracting her, then I realized she was doing it on purpose."
"So then after everyone's naked, you all just kind of have sex?"
"Sometimes. Depends on who's there."
"You know. It's interesting the things you can overhear, between a mother and daughter. Like for instance some of the dares and games you played before the baby came. Some of what I heard was pretty interesting. Of course, being a guy, I can see the lure in getting to have sex with someone as sexy as Victoria." He said, looking back over at her, catching her looking back at us. When she saw us looking at her, she deliberately pulled the hem of her dress up her thighs a little further, almost far enough to see her panties between her slightly spread thighs.
"Yeah. She is pretty good looking." I agreed as we watched her reach up her hips under the dress. She wiggled herself side to side, pulling her panties down without pulling her dress up further. She worked the tiny underwear down her thighs to her knees and then let them slide to her ankles. She left the hem of the skirt where it was, just a little too far down to really see anything, but both of us knew what she no longer had covering her pussy. She moved her feet, one at a time, lifting them off the floor and shaking each one to work the panties off over her high heels. By the time she was done, the dress had slipped up her thighs just an inch or two further, but it was enough. She spread her legs for a moment, reaching down to pick up her panties off the floor, and in the process exposing her pussy to both of us. She grinned, wadded up the little red underwear and threw them at us, the tiny wad of material landing on the bar.
"Was that aimed at you or me?"
"I'm not sure."
"I wish it was aimed at me." He said quietly, still looking at her as she smoothed her dress down to cover herself.
"You sure it wasn't? You were sitting with your hand on her leg before."
"She put it there." He said, "you don't think..."
"Why not?"
He looked away and looked back at me. "I've never cheated on my wife." He said seriously. "I was saying, it's amazing what you might hear between a mother and a daughter? Well, just between us guys, I overheard what she did at the reception, what she did with you."
"You did?"
"Yeah. At first, I was kinda upset. I didn't want to challenge her on it, so I let it go and waited. I'm kinda glad I did now."
"Why is that?"
"Well, for one, I don't feel quite as guilty about wanting to go off and return the favor Victoria did at the reception. The second reason is that I overheard my wife discussing trying some games. Games like you play. She might want to suggest to you that we join you some night and try."
"I see."
"You can accept or reject at your pleasure. It won't make a difference at work. We're older, and I don't know that you guys really want an older couple doing that with you. But if you do decide to accept, well don't let her know that I clued you in. I'm going to make her work for it after not telling me about exactly how it was, that she climaxed at the reception."
Victoria got up and walked over toward us, intentionally slowly, walking as sexily as she knew how. She stopped in front of the bar and picked up the little panties before leaning on the bar, leaning toward George, squeezing her arms together slightly to force her tits to push out the front of her dress a little more. "George? Would you mind showing me where the powder room is?"
He looked at me and then back at Victoria. "Um. Uh. Sure. Right this way."
I chuckled to myself as he walked her toward the bathroom across the basement, stopping at the door until she turned the light on and then pulled him in with her, closing the door behind them. I took my beer and sat where she had been, watching the couples sway gently in the dim lighting of the basement. I saw Anne come down the stairs, look around to find me and then walk over to me. She settled on the sofa next to me. "Have you seen George?"
"I...um...he..." I stammered, not sure how to tell her he went off to probably fuck Victoria, or even if I should tell her.
"Victoria?" She asked simply.
"Um. Yeah." I nodded.
"How long ago?"
"A few minutes." I answered awkwardly.
She stood up. "Good. We have a little time for that talk then." She said, holding a hand out for me. I took her hand, got up from the sofa, and let her lead me to the stairs, then up to the main floor and up again to the upstairs. She led me to a small bedroom and closed the door behind us. "I wasn't sure she'd be able to do it."
"Do what?"
"Entice him to go off and...well, I'm sure you can guess."
"Have sex?"
"Possibly. Not sure how far he'll go. But it leaves us time to do exactly that." She said as she began pulling off her dress. She pulled it up, over her head and dropped it on the bed, leaving her in nothing but shoes. She sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me. "I've been wanting you to do this since the wedding."
I looked at her. "Are you sure we should be doing this?" I asked as she leaned toward me and started to undo my pants.
"I'm sure we should. Betsy gave me permission, but one time only, only if I found a way to make it so it wasn't just me cheating on George. He had to have the chance to try it as well."
"Try it?"
"Having sex with someone else. Playing, like you and my daughter do."
"So, you enlisted Victoria to seduce George, hoping he'd cheat on you while you were cheating with me?"
"I knew she played with you and my daughter, so it seemed like a good solution. She gets George to do her and I get to feel you do me." She said as she pushed my now undone pants down. She reached for my briefs and pushed the dark blue pair I had on, down my legs, freeing my dick. She grasped it and leaned her face to me, closing her lips around it and sucking on it. She sucked and teased it while I reached down and played with her exposed tits and rock-hard nipples. She pulled her mouth from me after some time, my dick sticking out like a glistening flagpole. "I want you to do what you do to Katie."
"You want me to make you come like that?"
"Uh huh. I've never done that. I don't even know if I can. But if anyone can make me, I'm willing to bet it's you."
"I usually spend some time playing first, teasing you. You have to be really turned on."
She looked up at me and then leaned back on the bed. She reached between her legs she spread her wet pussy lips, showing me how wet she was. "When I went to check the food, I snuck up here and played with my vibrator for a few minutes. She told me that I'd need to be really turned on, and since we weren't going to have too much time..."
"Yeah. I understand." I nodded. I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off and then stepped out of my boots and pants, leaving me almost as naked as she was. I knelt down between her legs and leaned my face in. I started with gentle kisses, hearing her moans grow to gasps, as I licked between her lips, seeking out and finding her hard little clit.
"Oh damn." She gasped as I flicked across it the first time, her whole body seeming to jerk in response to the sudden sensations racing through her body. I concentrated on her hard nub, teasing it with the tip of my tongue while I slipped a finger into her. Her body molded itself around my finger like it was a small dick, reaching deep as I could into her and then curling my finger up to find that perfect spot. "OHMYGOD!" she gasped as the tip of my finger found that little bundle of nerves. I stroked it while licking her clit, her hips almost immediately lifting toward me as I pushed my finger in and out an inch or so, dragging the tip across that sensitive spot. Her hand gripped the blanket and pulled on it as I drove her closer and closer to climax.
"OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" She squealed loudly as her body bucked up toward me and then stiffened. I pulled my finger from her and covered her whole pussy with my mouth to capture what I suspected was coming. I continued to use my tongue on her clit as her body shuddered and pumped several gushes of her juices into my mouth. I swallowed them down, like Katie did when she sucked me off, trying to prolong the sensations for her as long as I could. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck me! Please fuck me!" she panted as her butt slowly lowered to the bed, her hands reaching for my head to pull me toward her.



I stood up between her legs and aimed my hardon for her pussy. I slid easily into her sopping wet pussy and started to stroke in and out of her, thrusting hard into her with each stroke. Her pussy making a satisfying squish with each thrust and my body impacting her bare ass making her tits wiggle enticingly. I could tell I wasn't going to last long. I was already starting to feel that urgency, that warmth, build deep inside. In moments I wouldn't care who walked in or saw us, as I pushed both of us toward climax. I felt her climax renew itself around me, her hips rocking in time with my strokes, her pussy clenching around me as she moaned and gasped that she was coming.
I drove into her faster, pushing myself closer and closer, finally letting it wash over me. My body jerked and I grunted, as my cock jammed into her pussy. My hands, holding her legs up and apart pulled her toward me until I felt like I was pumping cum right into her stomach, I was so deep in her.
"Oh my God. Ohhhhhhh my God yes." She moaned as her body twitched and shuddered with each new surge of cum lancing into her.
"Told you." I heard Katie say from behind me, startling me and almost making me pull out of her mom.
"Oh God!" Anne gasped, trying to cover her tits with one arm and her pussy with her other hand, unable to though because I was still stuffed in her. "Katie! What are you doing in here?"
"Watching you get fucked mom. I told you. He did, didn't he? Made you squirt?"
"Katie! You shouldn't...Why are you? Oh hell! Yes, he did!" She said with a frown.
"Good!" She said before stepping to me. "Nice work David." She said before kissing me on the cheek. Then she slipped out of the door, leaving us alone and naked, my dick slowly fading inside her mom.
"I'm sorry. I had no idea."
"It's alright. Not like she hasn't seen me or felt me do the same thing before."
"I hope George is having as much fun as I just did."
"You hope he likes it? Doesn't it bother you that he's having sex with another woman?"
"It should, I know it should... But I also know exactly how this felt and goddamn I want to have sex where it feels like that again! It's been too damn many years since I felt...alive like this. If he wants it as much as I want this again, maybe he'll agree to finding another couple to play with. Either that or you're gonna have to teach him how to do that, what you did."
"I didn't do anything special."
"Well, that 'anything special' is pretty damn special to me! You should thank the woman that taught you how to do that."
"Trust me, I have." I nodded as my dick slipped from her as our cum started to leak out from her pussy. "You're gonna need some underwear before you go back downstairs."
"Yeah. I guess so. Would you get me some?"
"Get you some?"
"From my dresser drawer. It's okay. No one else is up here. It's just down the hall."
"Let me dress first."
"Uh-uh. I dare you. You do like to play that, don't you? I dare you? Well, I dare you to go, just like that. Pick any panty from my drawer you want."
"This is a bad idea." I said as I stood between her legs, still holding them up against me.
"Can't be worse than the park, right?"
I chuckled. No, it couldn't be worse than the park. The four of us, Katie, Chris, Betsy and I were hanging out in one of the public parks when Katie dared me to race her, naked, to the swings, down the path and back. We had to strip, swing ten times, and run back and dress. Loser had to walk back to the car in only their underwear. Somehow, I lost. While we managed to do the race naked, and not get caught at it, walking back to the car in just my very skimpy, and that night, see through underwear was a little more revealing to a lot more ladies than any of us planned. Though I was surprised that she knew about it. "Katie told you about it?"
She giggled. "Yes. And also, how much you were showing to those ladies. You'd be surprised how much she shares with her mom."
"I'm beginning to realize it."
"Okay. So, I dare you?"
"Alright. But you have to wear whatever I pick?"
"Whatever you pick." She nodded.
As dares go, this should be a simple one. All I had to do was slip down three doors and into her bedroom. Chances of being seen were, well, slim at best. I slipped out of the bedroom and down the hall, my stocking feet making almost no noise on the shag carpeted hallway. Her bedroom door was wide open, so I walked in and found her dresser. I was going through her underwear when I heard the bathroom door open. I turned around and stared as Marlene, the new programmer that took over Leah's job when I moved her to my group a few months ago, stood staring at me. "Oh my." She whispered.
"Um. I can explain." I muttered, trying to cover my dick with my hands, both full of Anne's underwear.
"Not on my account. Anna told me about you and some wild day where everyone was working naked because of the heat. I wasn't sure I believed it, but now, well, maybe it was true."
"Sorry, I was just getting Anne some underwear." I said, turning around and stuffing all of her panties back in the drawer except one. It might not have been the pair I wanted to choose, but it was the pair that was easiest to hold onto. "Sorry." I said as I headed for the door.
"Don't leave on my account." She called to me as I walked out of the room and down the hall. I slipped into the bedroom and closed the door behind me, feeling more than a little embarrassed.
"Well?"
"Here." I said, walking over and holding them out. "Apparently your bathroom was being used."
"Oh my." She said with a giggle. "Who caught you?"
"Marlene. The new girl."
"Well, now we can still say all the girls have seen you naked, now."
"I suppose." I agreed with a frown while I found my clothes. I got dressed, while Anne put her panties and dress on. The two of us walked out of the bedroom, stopping before we got to the stairs.
"Now isn't this interesting. You two alone? David was just naked? Can't imagine what might have been happening behind that door, now could I?"
"Marlene." Anne said with a frown. "You don't want to start something that will come back to bite you."
"Oh, I wouldn't do that. I was just wondering though, what Mister Wilson would say if he knew."
"What makes you think he doesn't know?"
"Well, maybe you two sneaking off up here while he's downstairs." She said with a little grin. "But I suppose, for a price, I could stay quiet."
"What? You want money? You think that I'd pay you money to keep you from telling my husband what I was doing?"
"Money? Nope. Not even close." She said as she stepped closer to us. She reached out for Anne's hand and grasped it and started to back up toward the still open bedroom door. "I haven't had my pussy licked in months." She said as she pulled Anne into the guest bedroom. "What say you give me a nice orgasm and I pretend I never saw, what I saw."
"Extortion?"
"All depends on how bad you want to keep the secret." Marlene said as she pulled Anne back to the big bed. She let go of her hand and pulled the skirt up to her waist. She pushed her panties down and wiggled her legs to get them to slide down to her ankles before sitting on the edge of the bed. "Well?" She asked as she lay back and lifted her legs. She spread them wide apart and Anne looked back at me for help. Not that she NEEDED to keep her husband from finding out, since I knew he already suspected, but it did put an interesting spin on things.
I chuckled and shrugged my shoulders before I stepped to the bedroom door and closed it for them. I wondered if Anne enjoyed how it felt to be manipulated into sex without warning. I would never have thought to plan anything like this: but, I couldn't help but recognize the irony of it.
---o---
"Anyone seen my wife?" George asked as he topped the stairs, looking at Betsy, Katie and me.
"Um. Not in a while." I answered.
"Oh? I wondered if she had to run to the store for something."
"No. As far as I know, she went upstairs to the bathroom." I answered, hoping that she and Marlene had already finished whatever they were doing.
"Oh, still? Maybe I better go check on her." He said, heading up the stairs. It only took a few moments before I heard his voice and cringed. "SHIT! ANNE!?"
"Uh oh." Betsy whispered. "You wanna tell me what's going on up there?"
"Well, you gave her permission to have sex with me the one time. Marlene showed up and was watching us and basically blackmailed Anne into giving her oral sex. All I can assume is that she just got caught at it."
"I didn't think she was into that kind of thing, with another girl I mean." Katie said, quietly, so as not to startle the baby in her arms.
"I don't think she was. I actually don't understand why she didn't want George to know she was having sex with me. He was down there having sex with Victoria."
"Vickie? Having sex with Dad?" Katie asked. "Why would he do that?"
"Because your mom convinced her to seduce your dad for sex to give her time with me."
"Ohhhhhhhh mama, what have you done?" Katie asked, shaking her head. "It's not a good idea to play games that way. If she wanted to try something, why not just ask him to?"
I shrugged. "Got me."
"Sometimes mom doesn't think things all the way through." Katie said with a frown. "Awful quiet up there. Suppose someone should check and make sure dad didn't strangle mom, or something?"
"Good idea." Betsy agreed. "You go." She said, looking at me.
"Me? Why me?"
"Cuz you're the big, strong man, and we're just the weak little ladies." Betsy said with a grin.
"Uh huh. That again." I said shaking my head at her frequently used excuse, when she didn't want to do something. I got up with a frown and headed for the stairs. "If I don't come back, you better send a rescue party."
It wasn't hard to be silent on the carpeted stairs, or in the hallway, as I tiptoed down to the open door of the guest bedroom. I was momentarily concerned when I heard a slapping sound and muffled feminine grunts. I slid along the wall, not wanting to be seen and peeked around the door.
The sight in front of me was, well, not what I expected. Marlene was laying on the bed, completely naked, pulling and squeezing the nipples of her large breasts, her feet on the bed to hold her legs bent and her knees pushed apart. Anne's head was between her legs, and she too was completely naked, her thighs pressed to the side of the bed as she lay face down on it, her legs hanging over the edge. Her head bobbed up and down, clearly licking Marlene's pussy energetically.
George was standing behind his wife, his pants around his ankles, thrusting his hips forward rhythmically, driving his dick deep into his wife, over and over again. The muffled groans and gasps were those of his Anne as her body quite obviously was being pushed closer and closer to climax.
I knew I shouldn't be watching, I should be walking away, but for some reason I couldn't tear my eyes from what I was watching. With all the play Betsy and I had done, seeing another guy fucking a pussy wasn't that unusual. What was unusual, was that I was usually seeing it happen to Betsy, which was not nearly as stimulating as watching this.
In and out he drove, pushing himself closer and closer to his own climax along with the building orgasm in his wife. I watched his hips smash into her ass with each stroke, driving her body forward slightly, smashing her face into Marlene's pussy. He suddenly pulled his rock-hard cock out of his wife and then reached for her hair and pulled her back. She gasped and cried softly as she slid off the bed, sliding to the floor on her knees facing him. "You wanna be a slut? Take this like a slut!" He growled at her, reaching for his cock and jacking it off furiously. I stared as he grunted and started to cum all over his wife's face and hair. Not just one shot, but half a dozen solid squirts of creamy white cum lanced out of his cock to land on her face and hair. "That's it. You wanna act like a slut, maybe you need to look like one. Maybe you should stay this way the rest of the night, naked and covered in cum. I bet I can even get a couple more of the guys to come on you if I ask. I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"No." She whispered meekly.
"No? No, you don't want more cum on you?"
"Not really."
"Why not. That's what sluts do, isn't it? Lick other women's pussies and get cum sprayed all over 'em? That's what you were doing, wasn't it? You two were licking each other's pussies, what else am I to think, other than you wanna be a slut!"
I backed slowly down the hall, trying to be silent and feeling a bit sorry for Anne. I slipped down the stairs sat down on the sofa. "She's alright, but I think your dad is a little pissed at her."
"How do you know that?"
"He was calling her a slut and fucked her from behind, with her face between Marlene's legs, until he was almost ready to come. Then he pulled out and very roughly pulled her onto the floor in front of him where he proceeded to jack himself off all over her face and hair. Then he was threatening to make her stay that way and even get the rest of us to jack off on her."
"Ohhhhhhhhhh, not good!" Katie whispered. "Daddy can be a really nice guy, but when he gets mad, well, he can be pretty stubborn. Uh oh. Here comes mom." I looked to the stairs and sure enough, here came Anne, cum still on her face and hair, her body completely naked. She walked past us into the kitchen. Katie handed the baby to Betsy and followed her mom into the kitchen.
"What happened?" She asked just loud enough to let me overhear them.
"He found us, doing what she called a sixty-nine. I should have just let her tell him I was fucking David. I mean, he was busy fucking someone, so what was he going to say?"
"So, what's he doing now?"
"He's up there making Marlene suck his dick until he gets off on her like this."
"Ohhhhhhh." Katie said softly. "This is NOT going to end well. Maybe I should go talk to him."
"Right now, I'm not sure how good an idea that is. If he finds out you knew about me having Vicktoria seduce him, he might get angry at you too."
"I told you it was a bad idea when you suggested it. Not that Victoria didn't WANT to have sex with him, but you should have just been up front with him to start with. There's nothing wrong with wanting to experiment a little."
"No, but I didn't want to give him a chance to say no."
"Well, I'm going to go talk to him." Katie said firmly. I saw her walk out of the kitchen and head up the stairs.
"You better go with her." Betsy said quietly. "I would, but I have the baby."
I was still walking down the hall when I heard Katie tell her dad to stop. "You have to stop this daddy. It's not right."
"What wasn't right was walking in on your mother having sex with another woman."
"Oh? So you would have preferred walking in on her having sex with another man?"
"Well, hell no! But to find her like that, I mean, she's supposed to be my wife, not a slut."
"And is that how you see me? As a slut?"
"You? Hell no."
"But I have sex with other people."
"That's not your fault. That was Chris that made you do that."
I stood outside the door and listened to Katie laugh. "Oh daddy. You are such a prude. No, Chris didn't make me do it. I had to work to convince him to try it. He still doesn't love it as much as I do, but we both have fun. It can be very liberating, to have someone else to have sex with sometimes. You can't tell me you didn't enjoy having sex with Victoria today."
"I didn't have sex with her!"
"You didn't. From what I heard, you went off to the basement bathroom with her. What did you do? Play checkers?"
"We just...You know...fooled around a little."
"And your dick stayed in your pants the whole time?"
"Well...um, no."
"So did it manage to get into her mouth?"
"Maybe."
"And I suppose you didn't touch or kiss her kitty?"
"Me? Cheat on your mom?"
"Uh huh. Just how far did you two go?"
"We just messed around."
"Did it ever occur to you that maybe mom wants to mess around too?"
"Why? Aren't I enough?"
"You were just naked with Victoria. Wasn't mom enough?"
"That's not fair."
"No? Rules for you and not her? THAT's not fair."
"No. I suppose it isn't."
"Just like this isn't." I heard her say softly. "If you want to fuck her, fuck her, but don't take it out on her for doing something with mom that you couldn't do."
I snuck closer to the door and saw Marlene still on her knees in front of him, his hand holding her long hair while she looked up at him, his hardon hanging between them.
"Sorry honey. I guess I lost my temper when I saw mom doing...well...between another woman's legs."
"Maybe you need to find out what it was she was enjoying. I'm sure Marlene wouldn't mind letting you lick her like mom was. Who knows what you might find out."
"You want me to cheat on your mom?"
"Daddy. She put Victoria up to seducing you so you'd have a chance to think about what it might be like to have sex with a woman other than her. Just like she wanted to find out what it was like to have sex with a guy other than you."
"She did?"
"She did."
He let go of Marlene and she moved back to the bed and sat down on it. "What Anne and I did was my fault. I like being with other women as much as men and I had her over a barrel. She didn't want you to know she was fucking David. I'm the one you should be mad at, not your wife."
"You put her up to it?"
"Uh huh."
"And she was having sex with David?"
"She was."
"Damn. Why didn't she just come talk to me. I knew she wanted to try some new stuff. Naked games and things like you play. I would have been willing to try."
"Well, why not then." I heard Marlene say.
"Why not what?"
"Try. You ended what we were doing before I could come, so you owe me one." Marlene said as she leaned back toward George and grasped his cock. She pulled him toward her, drawing him between her legs and then aiming him at her pussy as she spread her legs wide apart. "Come on. Fuck me like you fucked her." She cooed as she pulled him toward her, forcing his head into her pussy. "You fucked her hard, now give it to me that way. Fuck my hot little cunt!" She practically demanded.
"Oh shit." He groaned as she hooked her heels around him and pulled him into her.
"Ahhhhhhh. Fuck yes. So big and fat. Now fuck me."
He started to stroke in and out of her, pushing slowly at first and then faster as she lay back and let him take over. Katie slipped out of the room and stopped in the hall next to me. She looked back into the room and then at me. "Okay, now I need to get fucked." She whispered. "I think you ought to do it."
"Here?"
"You didn't have any trouble fucking my mom. Now you don't want to fuck me anymore?"
"I never said that."
She pulled her dress up, revealing her bare pussy. She reached for my dick and propped one foot up on the other hallway wall. She pulled me toward her and frantically pulled at the front of my pants until she had my rock-hard dick out. She aimed me for her pussy as my pants slid down to my ankles, my briefs now pushed down just below my balls. "Mmmmmmmm." She said softly as she rubbed my head between her lips and then coaxed me into her opening. I leaned into her and began to hump my hips up and down in front of her stroking my rock-hard cock in and out of her. "Oh yes. That's it sweetie. Let me feel it all."
"Uh huh." I grunted, letting my hands slide up to her dress top. I pulled the stretchy shoulder straps over her shoulders and down her arms, dragging the dress top down. She had on a nursing bra, which had flaps on the front. I flicked both little connectors holding the material in place and let both her big milk filled tits push out. I grasped both of them, squeezing them as I thrust hard into her.



"Oh yeah, make me come. God, I need to come now. Do it."
"I don't have a condom." I whispered.
"Damn. I want it. I want to feel you come in me."
"I don't think we should." I panted, feeling my body start to stretch out to that point of no return.
"Fuck. Make me come then. Make me come around you."
"I'm doing my best."
"Uh huh. I can tell. Ohhhhh yeah. Here it comes. Almost there. Almost....ohhhhhhh. yes-yes." She hissed quietly as her tits suddenly began to spray tiny little streams of milk out at me. Her whole body was shuddering and trembling as she climaxed, the little streams squirting out of her nipples hitting me on my face and wetting my shirt.
"God. Katie. I can't..." I groaned, barely able to hold back my climax as her pussy squeezed and massaged me. She pushed me back, pushing my throbbing cock out of her still spasming pussy, and dropped her foot. She slid down the wall and grabbed my dick, stroking it rapidly as she closed her lips around my head. "Oh fuck." I grunted as my cock spurted the first shot into her mouth. She eagerly sucked each shot down, just as she had in the past. I stood panting, listening to her dad pumping his shaft wildly into Marlene, who was laying on the bed, gasping and moaning in ecstasy.
"Come on." Katie said, standing up and pulling me by the hand away from the bedroom door. I shuffled down the hall a few feet and then bent to pull up my pants while she fixed her dress.
"Do you always do that? Squirt milk like that?"
"Only when I'm full." She said softly. "Why? Don't like it?"
"Well, it's the first time we've done it, you and me, since the baby came. I just wondered."
"That didn't answer the question."
"Yeah. I liked it." I nodded. She smiled in response and then took my hand and pulled me to the stairs and down. She let go of my hand and walked to the kitchen.
"I think you better go get dressed now. I solved the problem." She said to her mom.
"How did you do that?"
"Told him he wasn't being fair and then had him fuck Marlene."
She looked at her daughter, startled, and then nodded. "Guess it makes sense."
"It does. Now go. You need something on before midnight comes! Besides, not all the guys have seen you naked yet, so unless you want them too..."
---o---
We were all gathered in the living room for the final moments of 1982. We watched a replay of the ball dropping in Times Square on the TV, the east coast having already had its new year come an hour before. We counted down, raucously shouting the seconds down to zero, and then all shouted "Happy New Year!" Of course, that was followed by a long wet passionate kiss with my new wife, which was followed by shorter little kisses with several other women, including Anne and Marlene, who both groped my crotch while they kissed me.
We didn't stay much longer after that, ready for some alone time, in bed, with just each other, our first New Years as husband and wife.
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I pulled into the parking lot and found a spot in the general vicinity of one of the entrances to the mall. I turned the car off and in the silence, I could hear the heavy breathing from the back seat. I twisted enough to see George leaning toward Betsy in the tight confines, her right leg hung over his, spreading her legs wide apart, his fingers stroking her pussy.
Betsy and I had done this a number of times with other couples, but always with each other as a partner. This would be the first time we'd played this game with someone else as a partner. It was pretty obvious that George and my wife were enjoying themselves, and I had little doubt that they would find someplace in the mall to get a max point moment or two. I looked to Anne in the passenger seat. It had taken her over two months after the New Year party to work up the courage to try this. She talked about it almost every time I saw her, but finally getting the courage to try it was a monumental effort for her. "You sure you want to do this?"
She looked at me a little nervously. "I think so."
"Okay. We already went over the rules, but I'll do them again. Five points for a flash of boobs, pussy or dick. Flash locations are lady's choice. Flashes have to be for five second minimum. Double points for flashes of fifteen seconds or more. Twenty bonus points for naked above the knees. Twenty bonus points for penetration. Fifty bonus points for an orgasm. All flashes have to be public, no hiding in a changing room. If you do a changing room time doesn't start until you walk out of the changing area. After we get back together and tally points, fifty points earned gets you a dressed quickie, a hundred gets you naked sex, two hundred earns a twofer, and three gets you overnight. Usually, high points get to pick partners, but I don't think that applies, since it's just the four of us. Each couple has an hour and a half and we meet back here."
"Okay. I think I'm ready." Anne said as she opened the car door, letting in the cold night air. She tipped the seat forward to let her husband unfold from the tight back seat and get out of my car, Betsy following, the tight tube dress molding to her body and her round belly. She pulled her coat from the back seat, and slipped it on, the hem line of the dress so short that the coat covering almost the entire yellow dress. She'd worn this same dress the first time we played this game with another couple of couples, and I knew that it was VERY easy for her to slip it all the way off and end up naked in seconds. I also knew just how turned on that kind of thing made her. We had high points by the end of an hour and a half, including several bonuses for penetration and one fifty pointer that left her leaking cum down her legs as we walked to the gathering point.
I had little doubt that Betsy was bold enough to get George past the 300 point mark, now that he and his wife had given each other permission to go all the way without repercussions. I knew that Anne wanted to get past that three hundred to spend the night with me, but the question was, could Anne be bold enough to reach that goal.
By the time I got around the car everyone was ready and we headed to the mall entrance. Once inside, George and my wife headed off in one direction, while I walked the other way with Anne. I had some pretty good ideas of places we could flash each other, but she was in charge. She took her coat off, as I did, and I carried them both, while she walked next to me, hand in hand. She had on a very short, ivory colored skirt and a turtleneck shirt. It was pretty obvious she didn't have a bra on, which of course would be counter-productive to flashing. The fact that her nipples showed easily under the slick material was only enhanced by the fact that her dark areola showed slightly through the white as well, drawing a lot of looks form the guys walking toward us.
"God, I feel all tingly down there with the boys ogling me." She whispered.
"That's good, right? You said you wanted to feel more out of control, well, here it is."
"And Betsy likes doing this?"
"She loves flashing guys."
"So, I guess we need to find a place to do this."
"Yep"
"I don't know if I can," she whispered. "I mean doing something with you in the bedroom or house is one thing, but out in public like this? It's kinda dangerous."
We were walking past a small shop that sold all kinds of glow in the dark t-shirts. I knew that in the back of the store it was curtained off a bit to reduce the light and was lit by black lights. I steered her to the store and pulled her by the hand toward the back of the store. We slipped into the curtained area, fortunately there wasn't anyone in it at the moment. The material of her turtleneck glowed brightly in the ultraviolet lights, I reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it quickly up over her tits, and then reached for the Elastic waist of her skirt. I pushed it down and let it slide down her legs, leaving her naked from above her breasts to her ankles, her body glowing in the unusual light. "Five...four...three...two...one... Okay."
She quickly bent over and pulled her skirt up and then pulled her shirt down. "Twenty points. That wasn't so bad, was it?" I whispered.
"Easy for you to say. You weren't exposed."
"Okay." I answered. I wore a pair of athletic pants and no underwear, so all I had to do was set down the coats and push my pants down. With my already hard dick sticking out at her, I stepped closer, and pushed her shirt up over her tits. I held her breasts in my hands and counted. Five...four...three...two...one." I let go of her tits and pulled my pants back up from my thighs. "Add ten more points. We're really only supposed to do it once in a place, so I guess we better go find somewhere else."
"Yeah. I guess." She said breathing heavily. We walked out of the store and continued down the concourse, looking at different stores for likely places to do it.
"This'll get us some points." I said, pulling her toward the small photo booth along the wall. "Come on in." I coaxed, pushing the curtain aside and letting her in. The curtain was long, but not nearly floor length long. I pushed my pants to my knees and then pushed her skirt down. "Step out." I said quietly while I pulled her turtleneck up. She stepped out of her skirt and I pulled her back at me, sitting her on my lap, my dick sticking up between her legs. She got the idea in an instant and lifted herself, pushing my head between her lips and sitting back down again, sliding me into her very wet pussy. "Fuck. I think someone is excited," I whispered.
"Shut up and count." She hissed. I grinned and cupped both her big soft tits, squeezing them and playing with her nipples while she sat on my dick. She let out a small moan and then slapped her hands over her mouth. She stood up and bent to step into her skirt again and pulled it up. She pulled her shirt down and then turned to face me, her face bright red. "I don't believe we just did that." She whispered.
"Well, believe it." I said as I stood up with her and pulled my pants back in place.
"Where now?" She asked as we stepped out of the booth, both of us thankful that we didn't attract too much attention.
"I have an idea." I led her to an outdoor store. We wandered around for a few minutes, waiting for the customers in the camping area to thin out. I pulled her by the hand to one of the tents that was set up and then pushed her gently down into it. I quickly slipped inside and zipped the door closed. It had a sleeping bag and an air mattress laying in the middle of the floor. I lay down on it and pushed my pants down, leaving my rock-hard cock sticking up. "Sit on me." I whispered.
She looked at me and grinned. She pulled the skirt up and straddled me, aiming my dick at her pussy. She slowly sunk down on my shaft, her pussy gobbling up each inch of my hardness until her bare ass was resting on my thighs. She pulled her shirt up to expose her tits and then began to ride up and down on me, slowly at first, and then faster, her ass slapping rhythmically on thighs. "Oh God yes." She moaned softly as she worked herself up and down on me. I was just beginning to think we might get that fifty-point bonus as she bounced up and down on me, her big tits flopping wildly on her chest as she moaned softly with her growing orgasm. Like I said, I was just starting to think that we might get there when the tent door was suddenly unzipped.
"WHAT THE HELL!" a middle-aged woman snapped as she looked into the tent at the two of us. "I thought it was kids playing in here. You can't do that here!"
Anne was already pulling her shirt down over her tits as the woman snapped at us. She grabbed our coats and pulled off my dick, crawling out of the tent, leaving me laying with my glistening hardon completely exposed, while I was still trying to reach for my pants. The woman glared at me, staring at my dick until I got it covered, and then turned to look toward Anne, who was already walking toward front of the store. "I would have thought someone her age would know better!" The woman snapped at me as I crawled out of the tent.
"My fault." I grunted as I stood up and tried to fix my pants a bit better. I quickly followed Anne to the front of the store and out into the concourse.
"Oh my god. I'm so embarrassed." She whispered as I caught up to her, already two stores down from the outdoor store. I slipped my hand in hers and pulled her back to slow her down. She turned around to face me, stopping dead in her tracks. I almost ran into her she stopped so quickly. "I can't do this. Yes, it's exciting, but I can't do this."
"Because we got caught?"
She looked up at me, her face almost half a foot below mine in her flat soled tennis shoes. "It was embarrassing!"
"Of course, it was," I said with a chuckle. "That's what happens. That's why it's called risky. But you have to admit, it had your heart pumping, didn't it? I mean, you were so close, so fast. Another few moments and I think you would have."
"I know I would have." She whispered.
"Look. You started this. You two wanted to give each other a chance with another partner in a controlled environment. You played strip twister and you both had fun. We even fucked our spouses in front of each other. You said you wanted to be able to spend the night with me, just to see what it would be like to sleep with someone else. I think if you back out now, both you and George are going to be very disappointed."
"We could just day we did enough."
"Yeah. We could." I agreed, giving her a little hug. "But what fun would that be?"
"So, what do I do? I don't think I can do that again."
"Come on." I said, coaxing her back away from me. I took her hand again, and I got her walking with me once more. I led her to the Sears store and went up to the second floor. I'd been in this store more than enough times to know my way around. I led her toward the far corner of the store where the men's suits and such were. The racks there were almost as tall as Anne was, and it didn't take me long to find a quiet corner that I didn't think would be used. The men's department was almost deserted, as I tugged her between two racks. The end of the aisle they created, was blocked from view of the main store aisle, by a tall rack of men's ties.
I pulled her to me and pulled up her shirt, pulling up until I had her boobs free. I pushed her skirt down and let her step from it and then stepped behind her. I pushed my pants down and easily found my way into her wet depths, pulling her to me, with an arm around her breasts and the other moving to the juncture of her legs. "Ohhhhh fuck yes!" She moaned softly as I started to fuck her from behind, humping my cock in and out of her almost nude body. I let my finger find her pussy and slip between her lips, stroking her clit while I plunged my dick in and out, each thrust up into her making a soft squish, as her juices leaked around me. "Oh God! Gonna come." She squeaked in a high pitch voice as her pussy started to squeeze and clench around me. "Ohhhhhhhhhh!" she cried softly, in that same high pitch voice, as her whole body began to shudder. I humped my hips only half a dozen more times into her hot, tight pussy before my own took over. I felt my cock surging my cum, deep inside her, as my body jerked and twitched.
"Well, nice to see some things never change." I heard a familiar female voice say behind me. "He was always able to make me come so hard too."
I jerked my head around, half twisting Anne's naked body around with me, my still pumping cock pulling from her, squirting another shot of cum onto the floor. I stood there, staring open mouthed at Mandy and her mother, standing just this side of the rack of ties, watching me.
"Mandy! Rose!" I said in surprise, Anne quickly trying to cover her boobs and crotch while her orgasm was still running its course. I tried to cover my dick, only being partially successful as it continued to drool and leak cum.
"Well, I didn't know you'd graduated to older women, or I'd have been tempted to join you for some of your games." Rose said with a grin. "That is what you're doing, right? Playing the flashing game? I thought that was with your spouse, though."
"Special case." I mumbled as I bent to pull up my pants, finally getting my dick covered. While Anne pulled her top back down and tried to step back into the skirt, that was laying on the floor.
"Looks like it. Does Katie know her mom and dad are playing one of her favorite games?" Rose asked with a crooked grin on her lips. "Or is this a one side only game?"
"Um. Uh, no." I stammered in embarrassment.
"No, Katie doesn't know, or no, George doesn't know? Ohhhhhh wait. George is off with Betsy, isn't he?"
"It's all consensual." Anne protested, once again dressed.
"Oh. I'm sure of that." Rose said, stepping closer to me. She reached a hand out to rub my dick through my pants. "Too bad this is already used up. "It wouldn't have taken long to take my panties off and give you a shot at mine again."
"Oh, good grief mother!" Mandy snapped as she stepped closer to me. She reached out and pulled her mother's hand away from me. "Sorry David. You know how mom can be. It's good to see you again." She turned and pulled her mom, by the arm, away from me.
"You in town visiting?" I asked her retreating back.
She stopped and turned to look at me. She stared at me for a few moments and then looked at the ground. "No...I'm. Uh, I'm moving home."
I nodded. "I'm sorry."
"Maybe some time we can catch up?" She asked, looking up at me hopefully. "I don't want to intrude on you and Betsy. I'm not even sure you really want to see me, but if you want to; well, I wouldn't mind. Bring Betsy though. I don't want her to think I'm trying to horn in on her man or anything."
"Uh. Yeah. Okay." I answered. We stood there silently for a few seconds and then she turned and walked away. I was stunned to say the least.
"I think we should leave." Anne said quietly. "This might be a lot of fun for you guys, but it's just too embarrassing. Maybe something a little less public? Like streaking in a football stadium?"
"I'm sorry. I really am. This...well, I won't say it never happens, because it has, but to have it happen twice like this, well, it's the first time for me."
"How about we just say we did three hundred and wait for George and Betsy?"
"Sure." I answered, picking up our coats and taking her hand.
We made it down the elevator and out the front of the store, into the concourse before she said anything else. "David."
"Yeah?"
"Your cum, is running down my legs!" She whispered.
"It is?"
"Uh huh. I don't know how obvious it is, but I can feel it."
"Yeah? You want me to wipe it off or something?"
"I'm afraid to look down and see how bad it is." She said as we continued to walk. "Oh damn. My nipples look like they're sticking out long enough to hang coats on them."
I glanced over at her and sure as hell, her nipples were sticking out even further than they had been earlier. "Is this turning you on?"
She looked over at me and then pulled me by the hand. She led me into a book store and pulled me, by the hand, to the back of the store, behind some racks. She turned to me and wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled me to her. I felt her hard nipples press against my chest as she kissed me eagerly. "Play with my pussy." She whispered before pressing her lips to mine again. I was surprised, but reached between us and slipped my hand under her skirt. She spread her legs to let my fingers between her thighs, and I stroked her sopping wet lips. She held herself to me, breathing heavily as I stroked my fingers between her lips, feeling her wetness, as my middle finger stroked her clit. She turned her head and rested it on my shoulder, her forehead against my cheek, holding me tightly as I worked my finger slowly between her lips.
"Oh my. I think I'm going to come." She breathed, barely loud enough for me to hear. "Don't stop! Please don't stop." I continued to stroke her, as she moved one hand from around me, pushing it into my pants to find my dick. We stood there, playing with each other, her hand stroking my dick between us after working it out the top of my pants, while I stroked her clit under her skirt. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh shiiiiiiiiiit." She moaned softly as her body suddenly trembled. I held her, slowly stroking across her clit as her body gently shuddered and trembled. I could feel the wetness leaking from her, which had to be running down her legs as well. "I want you to fuck me." She whispered. "I want to feel you inside me again."
"Here?"
"Uh huh." She whispered, pushing my dick down.
"What about being caught?"
"Right now, I don't care! I want to feel you stroking in me."
I turned her and backed her up against the bookshelf to my left. She spread her legs slightly and worked my head between her legs. It was getting close to closing time, which was announced over the speakers in the bookstore. I pushed up into her and then lifted one leg, with my hand under her knee. I started stroking in and out of her, pumping my hips into her, forcing my hardon into her still spasming pussy. "Oh God yes! Ohhhhhh yes. That's it. Oh, so good. I can feel you so deep inside me. Ohhh damn. OH David. David. I'm going to come again. I'm going to come again!" She squeaked as her body shuddered again. I was surprised how quickly she came as I pumped in and out of her, my climax growing, but still some ways off. They announced that they were closing in two minutes, and since her climax had run its course, I pulled out.
"Time to go." I said as I picked up our coats and pulled my pants back into place. I pulled her by the hand along behind me, her body still panting and her face flushed from her climax, which hadn't quite faded away completely. Her nipples poked out as rigidly as they had before, as I led her onto the nearly deserted concourse. Once out of the store I slowed down, letting her walk and then stop. I wrapped my arms around her and held her to me, as she breathed heavily, her body still dealing with her slowly fading orgasm.
"God my shoes are wet." She whispered, to which I just chuckled.
"You're gonna have to explain to me what just happened."
"I would, if I knew." She said as she turned in my arms. I held an arm around her and we walked hip to hip, toward the exit we were to meet her husband and Betsy at. "We were walking, and I could feel you leaking down my legs. It was, well, embarrassing at first. Then it felt, I don't know, bad? Naughty? Something. I could feel my nipples getting harder and I looked down and they were poking out like crazy. I could see the guys staring at me, looking at my nipples and the cum leaking down my thighs. I knew what they were thinking. You could see it in their eyes. They knew we'd just had sex! All of a sudden, I really needed to come again. I just needed it. I wanted to feel you come in me again. I could feel my thighs rubbing together, your cum, leaking down and being smeared on my thighs as I walked. The longer we walked, the closer and closer I came to just climaxing right there, in the middle of everywhere."



"Apparently being caught in a compromising position had more of an effect than we'd expected."
"Well, maybe a little."
"A little?"
"Okay, more than a little. Damn my shoes are so wet. I can't believe how much I came. I almost felt like I was peeing myself I was leaking so much." She said quietly as we walked toward Betsy and George, who were waiting by the door.
"Holy shit." I heard Betsy say with a grin as we walked closer. "I don't even need to ask how many points you got."
"A few." Anne said, blushing.
"Uh huh." She said before turning to George. "And you said she wouldn't, ever? Well, she did."
"Twice." I added.
The drive home was interesting in its own right. Betsy made George get completely naked in the back seat and the two of them were having sex in the tight confines, while Anne sat, equally naked, playing with herself, and my hardon, which she had worked out of my pants. Once home, George took Betsy to the master bedroom and I followed Anne to the upstairs guest room. Betsy can be pretty loud when she wants to be, and George apparently was enjoying every loud bit of her pleasure. Anne and I had sex twice more, once before we fell asleep, and once again in the middle of the night. It was the first time I'd slept alone with another woman since Betsy agreed to marry me. In some ways, it felt a little funny.
---o---
Morning came late for me. I'm usually an early riser, but I guess being a weekend I wasn't worried about getting up early. I also woke up to a different woman than normal, a woman that was still very interested in more sex. We lay spooned together, my dick sliding in and out of her slowly for a long time, not trying to get either of us off, but just enjoying the sensations. After about half an hour she pulled off of me, rolled me on my back and then climbed onto me. I lay on the bed, the morning sun shining in the open curtains, watching her big soft tits bounce and swing as she lifted and lowered herself on me. Up and down she moved, rocking her hips with each stroke, driving my head to push, first, along the front of her vaginal walls, and then the back. It was a long, slow fuck, and one that ended in a mutual climax of satisfying intensity.
She rolled off of me and snuggled up to my side, resting her head on my shoulder. "Do you know what you haven't done this time?"
"What's that?"
She lifted herself up to look at me. "You haven't licked my pussy or sucked on my nipples once."
"Is that important?"
"Well, when you suck on my nipples, it makes me want to have you lick my pussy. And when you lick my pussy, it makes me want to come on your face. And when I come on your face, it makes me want to get fucked by your cock again. So yeah, it is." She said with a soft giggle. "I mean, it's not like we've had sex all that much. This is what, the third time?"
"Something like that." I answered.
"So?"
I used my hand on her side, to coax her to move up over me, until she was on all fours over me, her soft tits hanging down from her chest right over my face. I moved my hands to her breasts and squeezed both of them, guiding her right nipple to my mouth. "Ohhhhhhh yeah. Mmmmmmm. I love feeling that. George doesn't suck my nipples nearly enough to suit me."
I chuckled as I switched to her left one. "Tell you what, any time you have a need to have them sucked, bring 'em over to our house. Betsy says that all I want do is to suck her tits every time they're bare, which is almost all the time."
"Mmmm. So I just walk in and whip 'em out?"
"As far as I'm concerned." I answered before closing my lips around her nipple again.
"Is that what Victoria does? Just walk in and whip 'em out for you to suck? Or does she slowly take all her clothes off and tease you that way. I know how much you enjoy watching a woman take her clothes off.
"She does both." I answered, taking a breath, before switching back to her right nipple.
"If I let him, I think George would try and get her into his office and fuck. Victoria I mean. He hasn't, but after the party, I know he wants to, niece or not." She moaned softly. "God I love how you do that. Do you really like how my body looks? I really don't look so old to you?"
"I think you look spectacular." I whispered before drawing her nipple back into my mouth. I teased my tongue around and over the hard nub, slowly turning both of us on again. She pulled her chest up and away and with a grin, looking down at me.
"Step two." She whispered as she crawled up my body until her sopping wet pussy was over my face. I held her hips and pulled her down to me, licking up her slit. "Does it bother you to lick me, knowing some of what you're licking is yours?"
"Uh-uh." I grunted. I pushed her hips up so I could talk a moment. "If you're willing to suck it down, why should I be afraid to lick you after I filled you?"
"George would never do this. Not after he came in me."
"I'd be willing to bet that Betsy had him doing just that, last night."
"You think?"
"Uh-huh." I grunted, as I licked up her slit again, finding her clit this time and teasing my tongue across it.
"I see you're ready to start on part three." She moaned as I began teasing her clit more directly, intentionally pushing her orgasm up the slope. I jumped at the touch of a hand on my dick and then grinned to myself. I let Betsy have her way, using her mouth to coax my dick back to full hardness. I didn't need to see her face to know she was enjoying the oral ministrations that she was giving me. I was surprised she'd already worn George out, but then she was like the Energizer Bunny. When she was turned on, she just went and went and went. So far, her record was twelve orgasms, in one night.
When the mouth left my dick, I knew what was next. I felt the bed move slightly and then the hot, wet pussy of my wife slid down my dick. I concentrated on Anne's pussy, pushing her toward climax while my wife slowly rode up and down my shaft, teasing herself, almost more than me.
"Oh fuck, David! You're going to make me come." Anne panted. "Ohhhhhhh God you are so good at this. I wish George would do this more. Ohhhhhhhh. You're going to make me come on you!" she squealed as her body started to shudder. I felt her pussy gushing on my face, her juices running down my chin and neck to drip off onto the bed. She was climaxing almost as hard as she had in the book store, her whole body, shuddering and jerking, as her pussy gushed her juices on me. I continued to lick and tease her clit until she lifted her body, stopping my strokes, on her now oversensitive clit.
"OH, FUCK YES!" I heard Katie cry. "FUCK YES YES YES!" she screamed as the pussy on my dick started to slam down hard, pounding herself down onto me, smashing the head into the end of her tunnel.
"Oh damn. No! You're going to make me come!" I grunted as my brain struggled to hold back the sudden change in sensations, as well as the realization that it wasn't my wife riding me.
"Uh-uh. I want it. Let me have it!" She gasped as she bounced wildly on me, knowing damn well exactly what that would do.
"OHHHHH!" Anne squealed all of a sudden, rolling off of my face onto the bed,so I could see her daughter pounding down on me.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted as the sight of her bouncing on me, her huge milk filled tits flopping and flying wildly, little white sprays of milk shooting out in several directions. "Oh god Katie. Don't--Don't." I groaned, curling my toes and reaching for her hips to try and stop her from making me come inside her. "Oh shit. No!" I grunted as my body defied me. I felt the first spasm try and lift my hips at her, uselessly, as my cock pumped, what little cum I had left in me, after my marathon sex with her mom. "UH! OH FUCK!"
She slammed herself down on me, her stomach contracting and spasming as her orgasm raced through her body. She reached to cup both tits and intentionally tried to aim as many of the tiny streams at my chest and face as she could. Her giggles started and stopped as her body spasmed, squeezing my cock and coaxing more shots of cum from me. "Ohhhhhhh yes! I soooo missed feeling that."
"Katie. Why?"
She grinned and squeezed one of her breasts to force more milk to squirt out at me. "Because I can!" she said with a confident smile. "For the next nine months I can return the favor Betsy's been giving Chris!"
"Katie? You're pregnant?" her mom exclaimed excitedly. "That's fantastic!"
"Pregnant?" I asked stupidly.
"Uh huh. Just like Betsy. Got the word yesterday. That means no condoms for the next nine months buddy! I expect full loads every time we play."
"Damn. You had me worried." I panted.
"I know. I meant to!" She giggled, squeezing her boob again, to rain more milk on me.
"You like doing that, don't you?"
"Uh huh." She giggled again, squeezing more milk to spray out on me. "Just as much as I know you love having me do it."
I reached up and pulled her arm, pulling her down on me so her tits crushed to my milk covered chest. "Congratulations." I said, giving her a hug.
She pushed herself up and looked at her mom. "Well, the fact that you slept alone with him says you made enough points. How did it go?"
"It was...um...interesting at best. We got caught having sex in a tent in the Gander Mountain store. So, he took me to the men's department in Sears, and was busy fucking me there, when who should walk in but Rose and Amanda."
"Mandy saw you two having sex in the store? Ohhhhhhh shit. What's she even doing back? Her mom didn't say anything."
"I got the idea it had just happened." Anne answered her. "I'm sure it was a bit of a shock for both of them, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, David and Mandy. Not so much Rose. She can be damn playful when she wants to be. So, you got stopped twice?"
"Well...um...not exactly." Anne said blushing. "She interrupted us just as David was letting loose in me and...well...they kinda got a good look at that part too."
"Ohhhhh man." Katie said, shaking her head. "I'm sorry mom. Chris and I have been seen a few times too."
"Tell her the rest." I coaxed.
"The rest?"
"Yeah. On the way out my nipples were sticking out like flagpoles and David was leaking down my legs and all the guys coming the other way could see it. And, well, um."
"It got her so turned on that she pulled me into the bookstore and got me to fuck her again in the back. By the time we left, it was right at closing time and we just managed to sneak out before they closed up. But she was still leaking."
"Not just him. But me too. I came so hard in there that my shoes were wet." She said with a little pink blush showing.
"Well, if it's worth anything, you got the better end of the deal. When I looked in on daddy he was in the shower and Betsy was leaning over the toilet. Her morning sickness has gotten so bad. I'd have thought by now, that it would have subsided some."
"No. it's gotten worse. She's losing weight because she can't keep anything down most of the day," I said.
"She works in a hospital for Gods sake! Doesn't she think to ask a doctor?"
"I keep badgering her, but she refuses. I don't get it. It's not like her. She's always been so intent on her health and making sure the baby is healthy. Maybe I better go check on her."
"If nothing else you can offer some comfort, but I doubt there is anything you can do about the sickness."
"True," I agreed. Katie rolled off of me and sat on the bed while I walked to the master bedroom and its bathroom to check on Betsy.
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It was one of the first really nice spring days since winter set in. We got these from time to time, nice southerly breezes, blowing warm, up from the south and pushing the temperatures up to the middle seventies. We wouldn't see the really warm days until May, but for early April, it was going to be a really, really nice day. Betsy was feeling crappy almost all the time, and I knew she was hiding something from me; but, no matter how hard I tried, she refused to tell me. When she suggested we head up to the dunes for the afternoon, I was more than happy to take her. During the summer months, it wasn't unusual to find a lot of younger people and even some older ones, to hang out in the dunes by Lake Michigan. The lake water was still cold, but an occasional very quick dip wasn't out of the question. It was fun setting out towels and laying on the sun warmed sand, letting the breeze blow warm southern air over you, as you enjoyed the sun.
Of course, a LOT of the girls ended up topless and even more couples ended up doing the nasty in the seclusion of the dunes. I kind of hoped that Betsy felt up to playing some, later in the afternoon. I packed the car and a small cooler with some sodas and beers, soda for her, since she wasn't supposed to drink while pregnant. "All set lover." I called to her as she came out in a beach wrap, covering the bikini that she still wanted to wear, even though her big baby belly stuck out over the tiny bottom. I loved how she looked. She complained she was fat as a basketball, but I just told her that she looked every bit as sexy as that day in the principal's office. I was pretty sure she thought I was mentally touched, but it was true. She looked incredible to me every day.
"I need to stop over at Rose's house on the way." She said as she got into the car. "I promised I'd stop and pick something up."
"Whatever you want lover," I answered. Katie had been extremely friendly with Rose for a long time, but Betsy had only started being more friendly with her in the last couple months. I wondered if it had something to do with Mandy being back. I had intentionally avoided going over to say hi, or catch up or anything else. With what she and I went through, I didn't want Betsy to think that there was anything there for her to worry about. Betsy was my wife and I was one hundred percent hers. I didn't want to even think about tempting those feelings out again. If it hadn't been for the girls at school, most specifically Patty, I don't know that I would have survived. Losing Mandy was the hardest thing I had ever gone through, and I had no intention of going anywhere close to that path again.
I drove over to the Greens' house, Betsy got out of the car, while I waited in the driveway, the car idling. It didn't take long and she was on the way back out, but not alone. I stared, as she walked with Mandy behind her, back to the car, opening the door and letting Mandy climb into the back seat. I could see through the beach wrap that she had on a very skimpy yellow bikini, one that I recognized in an instant. It had been my favorite when we were hanging out that summer before school. She wore it almost every day, well, at least until I managed to take it off of her mid-morning. She'd then spent the rest of the day naked for me.
"What's this?" I asked as Betsy climbed into the car and closed the door.
"I invited Mandy along. I thought she might want to get away. It's hard being a single parent. Her mom's taking care of Aiden."
"I appreciate you bringing me along." Mandy said from the back seat.
"Yeah. Sure." I answered with a frown.
"Now stop that." Betsy said with a frown. "We all know you two have history and I know damn well you've intentionally avoided seeing her, now that she's home. Well, it's time that stopped, you understand me?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered quietly, knowing I'd lost the argument the moment I opened my mouth.
Betsy reached over and stroked my arm. "I know exactly why you have, and I appreciate it. But I want it this way, okay? I'm not threatened. I know you love me and that you're mine. She's not trying to steal you away, and I'm not trying to give you away. So just be friends and let things go where they go, okay sweetie?"
"Alright," I answered, softening my tone. "For you."
She smiled back at me and stroked my arm the way she always did when she wanted me to not argue and just accept what she was asking. I nodded and backed the car out of the driveway. "Thank you, sweetie. Trust me. I know what I'm doing."
The drive to the state park wasn't long, only about a half an hour, after which, we parked and unloaded. You'd think that the most popular place on the lake shore would be the beach, but you'd be wrong. The most popular places were the depressions between the dunes. We wandered around the rises, finding a depression about six feet deep that was close to the actual beach and was about thirty or so feet in diameter, which gave us plenty of room. The advantage of being in these depressions was you had quick access to the cool lake water, when you wanted it, and you were shielded from the almost continuous wind blowing off the lake from the south west. The warm wind was a double edge sword, it kept you warm, but it also blew away everything you set down, at least if you were on the beach.
We laid out the blanket and set our small coolers and bags on the corners to keep the wind, that did make it into the depression, from blowing it around. The three of us settled on the blanket and Betsy dug a tube of tanning oil out of her bag and handed it to me. "You know what to do with this."
"I do." I agreed, rolling onto my knees to face her. She enjoyed having me put on her tanning oil, my hands sliding all over her sexy body as I spread the slick oil. I'd say she wasn't bashful about her body, but that would be an understatement. She actually enjoyed, and was turned on by, allowing the people walking along the rises see me oiling her up, including her bare tits after she took her top off. I could tell as she rolled onto her stomach that she was getting very turned on, and if Mandy wasn't there, I'd have pulled her bottom down and probably fucked her. "There you go." I said as I finished the backs of her legs.
"No, you haven't." She said softly.
"I haven't?"
"Uh-uh. You missed my butt, not to mention what you always do when you do my butt."
"You really want me to, here, in front of Mandy?"
"It's not like she hasn't seen you have sex before, right? I mean, that was what happened with her mom that one time? Sex in front of her?"
I looked over at Mandy, laying on the blanket in the tiny yellow bikini, her sun glasses on, so I couldn't see her eyes, but clearly trying to suppress a smile. "It's alright David. Not like we haven't seen you naked before." She said after a few seconds hesitation.
I shook my head, knowing damn well that Betsy was setting me up and I was damn sure what she was going to ask me to do next! But she was my wife and I did promise.
I moved my hands to the tiny little bottom covering her derriere, and began to slid it down part way. "Just go ahead and take it all the way off." Betsy said quietly. "Who's going to care if my butt is showing. Hell, some of the girls' swim suits out here show their whole butt anyway."
"Uh huh. Until you roll over." I answered her as I slid it down her legs and off, leaving her laying completely naked.
"Oh phoo. You are such a spoil sport." Betsy said quietly. I dribbled some oil on her soft round butt cheeks and began to rub it in, working my hands down between her thighs and up and down her wet slit the way I often did. She spread her legs slightly, but not too far, leaving me a slight gap between her thighs to see and touch her pussy. "Any time you want. You have me so turned on already." She whispered.
My swim suit was a tight little red thing that she had bought me, barely covering my dick when I had a hardon, like I did at the moment. I wasn't sure what it was made of, but the material was stretchy and slick. It took a moment, pulling it almost to my thighs and then back up again, my dick and balls now sticking out one leg hole. She might not mind being naked in front of the world, but I was still a little bashful about it. I straddled her legs and pushed my dick down between her thighs. "Ohhhhhhh yes." She moaned softly as my head slipped into her oil covered pussy lips. "Push it in baby. All the way in."
"Uh huh." I breathed as I leaned over her back and pushed deeper into her. I started to slide in and out of her, working my fat dick deep in her pussy with each stroke.
"Mmmmmm I love feeling you do this. I love how big you get and how it touches all my special spots inside."
"Uh huh." I agreed as she moved one hand under herself, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing it, as I stroked in and out of her.
"Oh yes. That's it, sweetie. God I'm gonna come! Can you feel it? Can you feel my body getting ready to come around you?" She panted as I drove into her harder, my body slamming against her ass cheeks. "OH GOD YES!" She gasped as her body trembled and shuddered under me. In and out I plunged, pushing her climax even higher before she reached her hand back and pushed my hip. I knew she wanted me to stop, which she often did so she could roll over and let me enter her so she could see my face as I came. I pulled out of her and off her legs so she could roll over, but she just lay there panting.
"You going to roll over?"
"Uh-uh." She breathed. "Not until you oil Mandy up."
"HUH!?"
"You heard me." She said, twisting to look at me. "It's not like you haven't touched her body before. I told you, I'm not threatened. I want you to!"
"Okay. Why?"
She rolled onto her side to look at me. "I want you to be friends. It's important to me. Don't ask me why, just know that it is. I know you've been avoiding her, and I know why. I appreciate that you're worried about it, but I don't think you need to be. I think you can be her friend, and we both know you don't have any trouble having sex with your female friends, right?"
"But this is different."
"It is? How? Because you used to be in love?"
"Exactly that."
"David." Betsy said, reaching out and pulling me down toward her. She rolled onto her back and pulled me onto her chest until she had her nose touching mine. "Do you love me?"
"More than anything in the world."
"Do you think that'll change if you're friends with her again?"
"No, but it wouldn't be fair to you if I let myself feel those things for her again."
"Do you think you will? That you can? After everything that's happened?"
I looked into her eyes. "I'm very much afraid of that."
She smiled and kissed me. "Thank you for being honest. I think there isn't anything you wouldn't do if I asked you to, is there?"
"Not much."
"Good. Now, go undress her and spread her with oil just like you did to me."
"Are you telling me..."
She leaned in to me and kissed my lips before I could finish my question. We kissed for long seconds, our embrace growing more and more erotic, the way it always did when we started to kiss and it turned into sex. She broke the kiss breathlessly. "As long as you keep kissing me like that, I know I don't have a thing to worry about. And yes, that is exactly what I am telling you to do. And I don't want you to stop until you're done. Understand?"
"Do I understand what you're asking me to do, yes. Do I understand why? Not in the least."
"But you'll do it."
"I will." I nodded.
"Good. And David?"
"Yeah?" I asked, stopping pushing away from her.
"Enjoy yourself. It's supposed to be fun, right?"
"Alright." I nodded.
I pushed up and moved to Mandy. She had her sunglasses still on, but I knew she was watching me as I drizzled oil up and down her stomach. I started there, rubbing on her belly, slowly working my hands up her chest until I was running my hands under the tiny yellow bikini top. When I didn't take it off, she reached behind her back and untied the string herself and pulled it up and over her head, dropping it on the blanket. I rubbed her, now bare, tits, her nipples hardening in the center of her big pink areola. Her tits were actually bigger than I remembered them being, each one now much more than I could cover, with one hand. I massaged each soft mound and squeezed and teased her nipples until she moaned softly. Only then did I move my hands down, working my fingers through the oil on her stomach and then down under the tiny yellow bikini bottom. She reached to her hips and untied the strings and pulled it off, leaving her laying completely naked.
The tiny patch of auburn curls she used to have on her mound was still there, only trimmed a little smaller. Her reddish curls pointing to her protruding pink pussy lips invitingly. I let my hand slide down between her thighs and stroke her pussy. She moved her feet closer to her butt and spread her knees apart, completely exposing her pussy to not only me, but whoever walked by, though I wasn't sure at that moment she cared. Her hips rocked up and down and she began to lift and lower her bare butt off the blanket to help push my fingers into her.
My dick was rock hard again as I moved between her legs. I lifted them in the air and spread them wide while I knelt as close to her ass as I could. I pushed my engorged head down and let it dip between her oily lips. I let it settle there, not pushing it in as I looked back over at Betsy. She was laying on her side again, one hand holding her head up and the other gently squeezing one of her nipples.
"Go ahead." She whispered with a little nod. "You know you want to."
She was right. I did want to. That was what I was worried about! Unlike having sex with Katie or her mom, this felt different. I wanted to with them too, but this "want" felt different. I took a breath and slowly pushed into her, sliding my fat shaft, deep into her. She lifted her butt off the ground and I was able to slide a little closer to her, her butt now resting on my thighs as my cock was fully engulfed by her hot wetness. The two of us started to rock, me on my knees slightly, and her lifting and lowering her butt in time with me. Between the two of us, we worked my dick in and out of her a couple of exquisite inches. I moved one hand to her mound and began to rub her lips and then her clit, while my other hand held me up over her awkwardly. In and out my dick moved, teasing both of us, little moans coming from her and matching the grunts from me.
"Oh God, David." She moaned softly. "Make me come. Please make me come!"
"Uh huh." Was all I could answer, my already excited dick threatening to explode inside her, at any moment. In and out we worked my shaft, my thumb stroking her clit and making her whole body occasionally shudder.
"Almost. Oh God! Almost!" she gasped, moments before her pussy clenched around me. Her legs and arms trembled as she continued to work on and off my dick, clearly trying to get me to come with her. The sudden change in sensations of her spasming pussy was more than enough to accomplish that.
"Uh, fuck!" I grunted as my body began to unload in her. My body jerked and twitched, as my cum pumped deep into her shuddering and trembling body.
"OhmyGodyes," She panted as her body occasionally twitched. "Ohhhh God. It's been so long. Soooooo damn long." She moaned as her orgasm raced through her body. I knelt there, panting and sweating as my dick squeezed the last, of my cum, into her.
Betsy moved closer and reached for my arm. She pulled me from between Mandy's legs and onto the blanket on my back. She rolled against me, pressing one tit to my side while the other rested on my chest, her right leg across both of mine. She rested her head on my shoulder, a position she frequently enjoyed after we had made love. She kissed my cheek and nuzzled against me. "Thank you." She whispered.
"I still don't understand." I whispered back.
"I know." Was all she said, as she snuggled in tighter to me.
Lots of people walked by, the guys all ogling the two naked girls, and a few girls apparently ogling my still exposed dick which Betsy was gently playing with, to make and keep hard. One woman, snarkily suggested we get a damn room someplace, to which Betsy, without moving, called back. "Your bedroom?" The woman replied with a single word. "Slut!" I had no doubt, that if the woman had responded differently, she and her husband might have ended up with us.
Betsy and I had to break our comfortable position so I could oil Mandy's back and butt, and then I ended up being a David sandwich, between the two of them. We lay for some time, then I was getting warm in the sun. I never understood how the girls could lay for hours, in the sun. I could manage for a while but then got toasted and needed to get wet. Betsy demanded that I put on some sunblock before I got wet, and the two girls giggled and teased me as they covered me with sunblock, both taking turns rubbing their tits on me to spread it around and even putting their hard nipples in my mouth. To watch them, you'd have thought they'd been best friends for life.
Finally covered, I pulled my swim suit back on, which they had taken off to make sure everywhere got covered, and headed out of the dunes to the water. There were quite a few people on the beach and in the water, even though it was a chilly 62º. I waded out, into the gently breaking waves, until I was chest deep. I sighed softly as the cool water took the heat away and began to chill my body.
I walked back to the dunes, letting the wind start to evaporate the water on my body, chilling my skin until I started to have goosebumps. I topped the rise adjacent to the depression I left the girls in, several guys standing on the lip looking down and whispering. I knew the girls would attract attention, being naked, but I didn't expect this. I peaked the little rise, and looked down, to see Betsy on her hands and knees, throwing up in the sand.
I ran down the sand and knelt next to her, wrapping an arm around her. I held her as she retched and shook. I looked over at Mandy for an explanation.
"I don't know. She was okay, she drank a little soda and all of a sudden got sick."
"Just morning sickness," Betsy grunted, as she panted for breath. "It'll pass."
"Honey. This is NOT morning sickness!" I said sternly. "I don't care what you say, I'm taking you to the doctor next week. This isn't normal."
"I've been to the doctor. I work with them all the time, remember?"
"Seeing a doctor and getting examined aren't the same thing."
She reached for my hand and squeezed it firmly. "Please. Don't push."
I knew then that whatever this was, it wasn't normal. I also knew that she was intentionally hiding it from me, something she had never done, as long as I'd known her. We had no secrets. We shared everything, even our dreams and fantasies. After what I'd been through, she wanted to be sure that I would never have to worry about her like that. She wanted to be an open book. But now, now I knew she was hiding something, which meant it wasn't good. "Honey, tell me. What the hell is going on?"
She shook her head and stayed kneeling. "Take me home." She whispered.
I nodded and helped her dress in that tiny bikini she liked, and then folded up the blanket. Mandy helped her walk to the car as she was still shaky and sweating. We drove to Mandy's house and then I took her home. I helped her shower and helped her to the bed. "I guess I can't hide it any longer." She whispered as she reached out for me and pulled me to her. She cuddled up in my arms, her back against my chest. "Life is never fair. It certainly hasn't been to either of us. When we got married, I knew that life was perfect. We'd finally gotten there. Gotten where we could spend the rest of our lives happily. Have the family we both wanted."



"I know. It's what we both always wanted."
"My mom died of cancer." She whispered.
"Yeah. I knew that."
"David. I have cancer." She whispered.
I was silent for long seconds, taking in what she had just said. Cancer was bad. Almost as bad as it could be, but there were treatments. "Can it be treated?"
"When the morning sickness got worse, I asked a doctor friend of mine about it. He did an exam and referred me to another doctor. I have ovarian cancer."
"Cancer of the ovaries?"
"Survival rates are not good, but there is some chance if they do a complete hysterectomy."
"I don't understand exactly. What does that mean."
"They take all my lady parts out. My uterus and ovaries." She whispered.
"But you're pregnant."
"Uh huh. If they do that, I lose the baby and I lose any chance of ever having another one." I sat silently, not sure what to say. "I didn't tell you because I knew you'd make me do it. To you, losing me would be the worst thing that could happen. But to me, to me, losing the baby would be the worst thing. So, I didn't tell you."
"But...If you don't get the surgery?"
"They said, there's still a chance, if it doesn't progress too quickly. I might be able to carry it to term and then get the surgery and radiation. We just won't know."
"How much of a chance?"
"One in six at best. So, I had to try. I had to have this baby. But it isn't going slowly. It's getting worse."
"How much worse?"
"They aren't sure I will make it to full term." She whispered before she broke down into sobbing tears. I held her as I too, cried uncontrollably.
---o---
It didn't take long for word to get around. I was surprised by how many people actually cared about the two of us. Katie, Chris and her parents, obviously. Mandy and her parents. Half a dozen couples that we occasionally played with, Victoria and all the ladies at work. Even Principal Johnson came by one night. Over the course of several weeks, we'd seen almost everyone that had ever been important in our lives. Somehow even Patty and her mom had found out and called.
For my part, I spent most of my time in a daze. My work was suffering, as I just couldn't seem to come to grips with what this all meant. More than likely Betsy wouldn't survive, and if she did, we'd never have any more children. That, alone, seemed to devastate her even more than her own life. One thing had been clear, Betsy wanted to be a mother more than anything else in the world. She once confessed that if we hadn't gotten married, that she would have found a way to have me get her pregnant. She wanted my baby. Not just any baby, but MY baby. Well, it looked like it was going to take some luck to even get that, but she wouldn't survive to enjoy it.
Over the next month Betsy started to show the effects even more. The doctor ran some more tests and pronounced that the tumor was growing quickly and that was the cause of a lot of her pain. There was only so much he could do without affecting the baby, and that left Betsy to deal with it as best she could.
Katie taught me how to do laundry, and Rose took me shopping several times for food, teaching me how to get the most from my money. Mom and Anne took turns coming over, almost daily. Along with Mandy, they were trying to help me learn to cook and make a menu and shopping list. If it weren't for them, I don't know what I would have done. Of course, Mandy also took on the responsibility to keep me grounded. She refused to let me sink into the loss that we both knew was coming. She just kept saying over and over, that when the baby was born, I was going to have to care for it and I better damn well not let Betsy down! She was right. I couldn't let Betsy down.
Mandy brought Aiden over as well. She was older, almost a year now, but she was still a good subject to learn to change diapers and dress a baby, and learn to rock and hold. Our baby would be so much smaller, but at least it wasn't going to be completely unmanageable.
"Oh shit!" I groaned as I looked down at myself, Aiden just wet through her diaper, all over me. I could feel it soaking through my pants and underwear. "Here," I said, getting up and holding her out to Mandy.
"Uh-uh. No one is going to be around later. Might as well figure out how to handle it." My mom said with a smile on her face.
I shook my head and headed to the bedroom and the changing table we'd set up.
"Uh oh. What happened?" Betsy asked from the bed.
"Someone peed through her diaper," I said.
"Did someone pee through it? Or did you not get it on right?"
"Well, I'm not making any accusations, but this little thing seems to always pick me to pee on. I don't think she likes me."
Mandy laughed as she and mom settled on the corner of the bed to watch me. "I told him he had to deal with it himself."
"True. You know, it's almost bed time. You might as well learn how to give her a bath." Mom suggested.
"Or you can just give her a shower. That's what I do. She likes feeling the water on her." Mandy added.
"A shower? How do I keep from dropping her?"
"You hold her." Mandy said.
"Fine." I said, laying her on the table. I undressed Aiden and then started to undress myself. "Everyone gonna just sit and watch me?"
"Why not?" Mandy asked. "We all enjoy the view."
I shook my head as I continued to undress, tossing my pee-soaked pants and briefs into the dirty clothes. "I guess I better get undressed too, if I'm going to show him how to do this." Mandy said as she stood up. She slipped off the little dress she had on, unsnapped the big nursing bra that held her ample tits in place, then slipped off her shoes and then her panties. I picked up Aiden and headed to the bathroom with Mandy and mom following me. I turned on the water and adjusted it to be warm, but not overly so, and then stepped into the tub and under the water. Mandy stepped in behind me, her tits rubbing my back as I carefully rinsed Aiden to get her wet. "Now. Soap her up. But be careful she gets as slippery as an eel!" Mandy said with a giggle.
I squirted baby bath on her and switched arms back and forth, rubbing the soap all around, including her little baby parts. While I did, she kept reaching for her mom, trying to grab at her boobs and nipples. "I think she's hungry," I said.
"Yeah. I'm not surprised." Mandy said, allowing Aiden to lean against her and close one nipple into her mouth. We stood there, me holding Aiden, sucking on one of Mandy's breasts, my dick getting harder by the moment. I felt Mandy's hand brush across my hardon and then grasp it. Her hand gently stroked me, teasing me harder and harder as we stood in the shower together. "Oh my." She whispered as her other breast began to spontaneously spray little streams of milk out of her nipple in several directions at once, some of them hitting me and others hitting Aiden.
"Does that happen often?"
"It can," she whispered. "But it happens more when I'm turned on."
"Are you?"
"Kinda, I haven't had sex with anyone in a long time, except with you at the dunes."
"I know what you mean. I haven't either. We did it one night and when she climaxed it hurt her so much, that I'm afraid to try again."
"Yeah," she whispered, using one hand to lift her breast slightly and squeeze it to a comfortable shape for Aiden, while her other hand continued to slowly stroke my engorged shaft.
"How am I going to feed the baby?"
"Well, you don't have boobs." Mandy answered.
"Bottles." Mom answered from where she leaned against the wall, watching the two of us past the partly open shower curtain.
"Bottle feeding isn't the best." Mandy answered. "But Betsy isn't going to be in any shape to breast feed."
"You could wet nurse her." Mom said to Mandy.
"Me?"
"Sure. You have plenty of milk. Aiden won't miss the little bit that the baby takes. You could."
"But I'd have to live here. I mean, you have to feed every couple of hours."
"Well, there is that." She nodded. "Not that you'd mind all that much, would you?"
"I might not, but Betsy."
"Would be thrilled if you nursed her baby." Mom said quietly, stepping to the shower. "Why don't you give me Aiden and you two can finish showering and then you can come finish feeding her."
I carefully handed the baby out to mom, who had a towel ready. As soon as she had her in the towel, she pulled the curtain closed. "Don't take too long though." I heard the door close a few moments later.
Mandy stood with her hand still on my hardon, looking down at it. "Do you suppose Betsy would mind if I helped you out?"
"After the dunes, I kind of think she'd almost demand it." I whispered.
"Been a long time since we had sex in a shower."
"Yeah. It has." I agreed, as she shifted her weight and lifted one foot to the edge of the tub. She pulled my dick until it was between her legs and then rubbed my head between her soft lips. "Ohhhhhhh damn." I groaned as I leaned toward her, forcing my cock into her soft, hot depths.
"Oh yeah." She gasped as I pushed all the way into her, squeezing my body against hers and trapping her against the wall. I started to rock my hips, working my dick in and out of her, my chest rubbing her full boobs. "Oh God yes. Fuck me. Fuck me like we used to do."
"Remember the time we were doing this in the shower and your mom walked in on us?"
"I thought you were going to die of embarrassment, until she took her robe off and was naked. She stood there and played with herself, while she watched us fucking."
"And played with herself until she came right along with us." I agreed breathlessly. "I think she wanted to come join us."
"I know she did." Mandy breathed, moving her arms around my neck. "God David, kiss me," She whispered, as I continued to stroke up into her. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me, her embrace urgent and needy. I could tell from her kiss, what she was feeling. It was a kiss we shared many times, before the end of that summer. It was a kiss that I was afraid we would share again, and here we were, doing it. I kissed back, feeling her right breast leaking its milk down my chest, as her climax inched closer to fruition. We sucked and kissed and fucked each other greedily, her body beginning its final push, moments before mine. I felt her pussy clench around me and her moan slip into my mouth from hers.
"Uh." I grunted in her mouth, as my body spasmed and jammed my rock-hard dick deep into her. I stood, leaning against her, pressing her to the wall, almost as if I were afraid she's somehow run away. We kissed urgently, greedily, as my body jerked and pumped shot after shot of pent up cum, deep into her, her own body accepting it with spasms of its own. Slowly the urgency faded and we broke the kiss, small quick kisses on each other's lips, still happening, as we panted for breath. "I'm sorry." I said breathlessly after my dick softened and slipped out of her.
"For what?"
"For what we just did. I don't think we should have."
"David." She whispered. "Do you know why she invited me to the dunes?"
"She wanted us to be friends."
"She wanted to see if we could still be more than that. David, I don't think she expects to make it and she doesn't want you to be alone."
"What? You're supposed to be her backup plan?" I asked a little sarcastically.
"I guess you could look at it that way. She's worried about you. She saw what happened when we broke up. She knows what you went through. She's afraid that if you lose her, it'll be worse. I don't blame her. You are a fantastic man. Devoted, attentive. Hell, you'll do anything she asks you, just like you did for me. Look at all the women you've had sex with since getting together with her. Why do you suppose she did that?"
"I don't know. I never understood. She was always enough for me. I didn't need that."
"But she did." Mandy whispered. "Even back in high school. Everyone knew. She was the one any guy could count on, to put out." I scowled at her. "I'm not saying that to be mean. It was her thing. She learned it at home. Her mom and dad, they were, um, well, they were swingers. Her dad met her mom dancing at a club. From what my mom said, she was pretty damn good at it. It's not a surprise their daughter is a bit of an exhibitionist as well. Done with love, there's nothing wrong with it, but it is what she is. You love her and obviously, it doesn't bother you enough to be a problem. So that's fine. I can see how much you love her. Everyone can. That's what's important, not who or how many people you have sex with."
I stepped back and pulled her under the water with me. "I don't want to think about her not making it. I don't want you to be a backup plan. I need to think that she's going to make it. I need to believe that. If she wants me to have sex with you, fine, I will. But don't ask me to love you. Not now. Not while she's got any chance at all."
"I understand." She whispered. She gave me a kiss and then slipped out of the shower, leaving me standing there alone.
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The days were ticking by and mid-summer had arrived. It was really too late to try and change her mind now. She had always been a determined woman, and that hadn't changed one bit. Not only her determination to carry our baby to term, and not in her determination to make sure I don't do what her father did. I began to understand why he did what he did. With each passing day, I watched her life slip from her, little by little, and each day felt a little part of me die, as well. But she had one thing going for her that her mother didn't. She was about to give birth to a baby, our baby, and it would depend on us, me, to survive, a fact she reminded me of daily.
George had graciously given me paid leave for as long as I needed it, though I suspect Anne had something to do with it. We set up a terminal in the living room so I could work to distract myself, though I didn't know how productive I really was. Our days had fallen into a routine of sorts. Each morning we would get up; well, I'd get up, help her to the bathroom and then back to bed, settling her back on the bed in as comfortable a position as I could. I'd make breakfast for us both, usually a protein shake and scrambled eggs for her. It was about all her body would keep down in the morning. After breakfast, I'd help her shower and then, if the weather was nice, take her out to the patio and settle her there with a book to read. She didn't get much sleep at night, and spent most of the day just napping, in short spurts.
Once I had her settled, I'd try to work, always keeping an ear out for her call. I'd check on her often, bringing her lunch and snacks, as well as she could handle them. She did still need to eat, if nothing else, for the baby; but frequently it wouldn't stay down. But she tried. In the evening she'd come into the living room, we'd watch TV and talk with whoever came over. There was someone there every evening, sometimes more than one person. Katie, mom, Anne, Rose and even Victoria took turns coming over for a few hours to keep us company, and Mandy; well, she was there pretty much every night. Some evenings, like tonight, she'd elect to spend the night instead of waking up Aiden to take her home.
At Betsy's request, I was naked pretty much all the time, just in case the mood struck her, as she put it. The girls almost always got as naked, or close to it, as I was, not because Betsy asked them, but because, well, if I was naked, they wanted to be. "Just in case the mood struck us." Sometimes the mood was coaxed by Betsy, almost as if she were determined to make sure that I had plenty of sex, even if it wasn't all with her. She had made the comment, more than once, that once she had the surgery, her sex drive was going to be gone, and she wanted to make sure I still had plenty of opportunity.
Having naked women running around the house all the time, left plenty of opportunities for quick teases, or even sex. On quite a few occasions they had either jerked me off or given me a blow job, and if I didn't dip something, fingers or dick, into an exposed pussy as one of them bent over in front of me, well, Betsy was quick to suggest I should have. As a result, I had plenty of opportunities for sex. Betsy seemed to enjoy watching me be pleasured, sometimes even joining in a little, though climaxing seemed to cause her quite a bit of pain. Many mornings, when we showered, she'd play with me until I came, giggling like a little girl as I squirted my cum, all over her boobs. It was almost like a game to her, but a game she took very seriously.
Some nights, mom or Rose would also spend the night to help Betsy, who was having a harder and harder time making it through the night. She refused the pain medications, concerned what it would do to our baby, and so would sleep a little and need to move frequently. Sometimes getting up to sit in the rocking chair I'd moved to our room. The doctors said only two or three more weeks and they'd be able to take the baby c-section, then immediately do the surgery she so badly needed.
On nights when Mom or Rose stayed over, they sent me to go sleep in the guest room, so I could get some badly needed rest, while they slept with Betsy to be there to help her. Some of those nights were nights that Mandy was already using the guest bed, a coincidence that I knew damn well wasn't accidental.
"Are you as horny as I am?" Mandy whispered as I crawled into bed next to her one night.
"Maybe more. Your mom was teasing me a little while ago."
"She was huh? How was she doing that?"
"She was playing with herself so that I could see her doing it."
"You sure she was teasing you and not herself?"
"Why would she want to tease herself if she was going to stay over?"
"Oh, I don't know." She said noncommittally. "Never know what's in her mind anymore."
"Why is that?"
"She and dad have started playing around, not just as couples, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, pretty sure I do." I answered as she snuggled against me. I felt her hand slide down and find my mostly hard dick and grasp it.
"Today is a sorta special day for me," she whispered.
"It is? Why's that?"
"Because I'm not legally married any longer. My divorce was finalized today." She whispered in my ear before kissing my earlobe. "Would you like to help me celebrate?"
"I'm betting that I can guess how."
"I bet you can," she said, softly. She rolled over on top of me and guided me to her pussy. I felt how wet she was, as she rubbed my head between her lips, spreading her moisture over my engorged mushroom. She lowered herself down on me, my fat cock spreading her as she slowly sank down over it. "Mmmmmmmmm. I love how you feel in me."
"You always did feel good around me." I groaned in pleasure as she leaned toward me. I saw her in the near darkness, only the street light sneaking in around the curtains lighting the room at all. She cupped one breast and aimed it toward my mouth. I opened it and let her squeeze little streamers of her milk into my mouth, with a soft, little girl giggle that I always found so enticing.
"That's my baby. Take my milk." She whispered before giggling again. I reached up with both hands and used them on her back to pull her toward me. I closed my lips around her nipple and sucked, drawing a moan from her. She began to use her knees to lift and lower her butt, sliding her pussy up and down my rigid shaft. "Ohhhhhhhh yessssss. That's it, I love how this feels, don't you? Do you like having me around you like this? I still remember that day I walked up to you in the lunch room. I was so afraid you'd turn me away. I so wanted to just pull you into my arms and make love to you right then and there! I wouldn't have cared who saw, I wanted you so bad. Oh God honey, I'm going to come on you. Your cock is going to make meeeeeee coooommmmme!" she squealed as her whole body trembled and shuddered, as she climaxed on my hard dick. I felt her pussy squeeze and spasm around me as she panted and shuddered, her whole body consumed by the intense completion of her orgasm. I released her nipple from my mouth and used my fingers, to stroke her body, as she held herself on her hands and knees over me, looking down at me in the near darkness.
The look of lust and desire in her face changed to a frown and furrowed brow. "Damn!" She swore quietly as she pushed up off of me, my still rock-hard dick pulling from her with an audible slurp. "Aiden's awake." Only then did I hear the baby crying, down the hall, in the small bedroom Betsy and I had refurbished, as the nursery, as soon as we had found out we were expecting. Disappointingly she padded softly out of the room, leaving the door standing wide open.
I sighed at the interruption and closed my eyes, feeling a little frustrated, and realizing that this kind of thing would be my life for a while. If the baby cried, Betsy would definitely get up, even if it interrupted things. I didn't open my eyes when Mandy came back, the bed bouncing slightly as she climbed on it. I didn't bother to open my eyes when a mouth engulfed my partly hard dick. I just enjoyed Mandy teasing me back to full strength to finish what we started. I didn't open my eyes until I felt my dick sliding into her hot, wet pussy. I opened them in the gloom, to see the woman on my dick wasn't who I thought it was. "Rose." I grunted in surprise.
"Surprise sexy!" She whispered, beginning to lower and lift herself on my lap. "I heard you two going at it and it got me so damn turned on I couldn't help but wonder if you had a little left over. I'm glad you do."
"Uh huh. You don't think Mandy is going to mind you taking over?"
"She's feeding Aiden. We'll be done long before she is." Rose panted softly as she worked faster, sliding up and down my dick rhythmically, her ass slapping my thighs. Her tits, surprisingly smaller than her daughters, flopping wildly on her chest. "I saw you watching me earlier," she panted, as she slapped her ass down on my thighs over and over, driving my cock hard up into her. "Watching you, watch me play with my pussy. You know, if you wanted to, you could have just walked over and stuffed it into me. You're always welcome to you know."
"Uh huh. I know." I grunted, knowing I could have, but also knowing that I usually felt a bit awkward doing it front of both Betsy and Mandy.
"Mmmmmm. Your cock is going to make me come." She whispered breathlessly as she plunged down on my shaft over and over. I could feel my body try to lift my hips toward her with each stroke, the sensations of my impending orgasm growing by the moment. Up and down she pistoned her ass, shoving my cock deep in her with each forceful stroke down. "God yes, gonna come!" She panted. "Gonna come any second."
"Oh shiiiiiiiit." I groaned deeply, as my body jerked and pumped a shot of cum deep in her pussy. I lay below her, now shuddering body, feeling her vagina spasm and clench around, me as she climaxed with me.
"Ohhhhhhh God yes." She groaned as she lay down on me, her body still trembling and shuddering occasionally. "That's what I needed." She shifted enough to lay her head on my shoulder, her tits, with still hard nipples, rubbing my sweat slickened chest as she panted for breath.
"So, I have to ask." I whispered. "What changed?"
"What do you mean?"
"You and your husband. I mean, I remember being made to have sex with you, after Mandy used her friend to keep him busy all night. You had an agreement. But seems like that went out the window."
"It's complicated. But Betsy told me to come enjoy it while I could, so I did. I better go, before Mandy finishes feeding Aiden."
"Afraid to have her see you having sex with me?"
"Not at all." She said with a quick kiss before pushing up off of me. "She's already said I can have you any time I want. I just thought she might not be happy that I used it up before she had a chance to finish you."
I shook my head as she walked out of the room. By the time Mandy came back I was sound asleep.
---o---
This was the first time I'd seen her with clothes on in two weeks, sitting in the waiting room, for the doctor appointment. Anne was with us, more to support me, than anything else. We were finally called in for the exam, which didn't take long. The doctor made it clear we were out of time. If Betsy was to have any chance at all, they were going to have to take the baby early. There was no time left.
Betsy and I agreed, and within an hour, she was in surgery. I was left sitting in a waiting room, hoping, praying, for her life.
"Mister Roberts?" A nurse said, walking into the waiting room after about an hour.
"Yes?"
"You have a fine baby boy. If you want to come with me, I can show him to you. We have him in the neonatal intensive care. He's about three weeks premature, but he's healthy and looks wonderful."
"What about Betsy, my wife?"
"She's still in surgery." She answered, her face shifting from the smile to what I would call professional indifference. I didn't take that as a good sign. The smile returned after a moment. "Come on. Let's go look at your new son."
Anne walked with me and we looked through the glass, at a beautiful, but very small, baby boy. I could definitely see his mother in his face and features. He looked wonderful to me. But it was hard to stand there, with Betsy still in surgery. I said goodbye to William. Anne walked me back to the waiting room. The longer we waited, the more worried I became. Rose showed up, and then Katie and Mandy with their babies, and finally Chris. The morning had turned to afternoon and now it was approaching dinner time, and still no word.
Finally, a doctor in blood splattered scrubs walked into the waiting room looking exhausted. "Mister Roberts?"
"Yes?" I answered, already on my feet.
He walked to me and motioned for me to sit down. "I'm afraid there just isn't any good way to tell you this. We thought we were going to be able to get the whole thing, but after we removed her uterus, we realized the tumor had spread to her liver. We bisected a portion of the liver but were unable to stop the bleeding. The cancer had reduced her platelet counts and even giving her high dose platelet infusions we were unable to get the bleeding under control. She succumbed to loss of blood. I'm sorry."
When he left the room Anne was holding me, as I tried fruitlessly to hold back the tears.
---o---
William was still in the hospital. He'd never seen his mother and she'd not seen him. It would still be a week before I could bring him home; until then, all I could do was to visit him there and tie up loose ends of my life with Betsy. The ride home from the funeral was almost as unbearable as the hospital waiting room. I was beyond crying. All I could do was to just sit, looking out the window, at the beautiful summer afternoon, and seeing none of it. We arrived home and mom walked me back into the house and to the living room. Over the next few minutes, many of our friends arrived. To my surprise, even Betsy's sisters showed up for the funeral, though they didn't come to the house after the service. I sat and my friends took turns sitting with me, trying to make small talk, all knowing what Betsy would have wanted for me. I did my best, but the sense of loss was still overwhelming.
Mandy came and sat with me, Aiden wanting to nurse. She let him, while she talked with me, trying to remind me of some good things that we had done together; her, Betsy and me. When Aiden was done, she handed him to me to hold, giving me a brief look at her breasts. She paused, letting me look, for a moment, before covering them back up. I wasn't sure why, but I didn't complain.
Dinner time came and most of our friends were filtering away, with the exception of mom, Rose, Anne and Mandy. They convinced me to at least eat something, before they gathered around me in the living room. Mom sat down on the sofa next to me and handed me an envelope.
"Betsy made me promise to give this to you, after the funeral." She whispered.
I took the envelope and opened it, pulling out a letter in Betsy's handwriting.
"My loving David. If you're reading this, it means things haven't gone well for me. I know exactly how hard it is for you right now. I'm sorry, my love. I had so wanted to raise our family together and grow old with you. You may not know this, but I have been in love with you since that first time, in the principal's office, the first time we both climaxed together. I knew you were special when you chose not to spank me. I don't think I would have been nearly as kind, had the roles been reversed, but that is the kind of person you are, sensitive, kind, sweet. It's the same things that are making this so hard for you now.
I watched you falling in love with Mandy, and I wanted it so much to be me, but I wasn't first, she was. Mandy was your first real love and I didn't have any right to steal that from you. You deserved it, you deserved her. I watched as you grew deeper in love and hoped that you would be happy. While at the same time, knowing I wanted to stay close, so I could catch you if you fell. When you did, I wasn't there. You were a thousand miles away and I couldn't be there for you. You have no idea how much I wanted to be.
What happened with Patty was bound to happen. Your mom and I both could see it from afar; but, all we could do was to wait for it to happen. This time I was there to catch you. My heart sang with joy at having you fall in love with me all over again, a love that I knew was there, but hidden, ever since that trip out east. Making love behind the motel was the first time I was able to express my love for you in a physical way, and to be honest about it, not hide it.
You probably wonder why I was always pushing you to have sex with other women. No, it wasn't because I wanted you to find someone else, I wanted you to always know that I was here for you, that no matter who you were having sex with, when you came back to me, we made love, not just fucked. I never wanted you to forget the difference and I never wanted you to get bored with me. I thought we would have a long, wonderful life together, making love and making babies. When the doctor told me what was wrong and that I'd never have another baby, I couldn't bring myself to allow this life, one we made together, to end. I wanted this baby for us more than anything else. But I guess that wasn't to be. Now you have that life to raise, to nurture and to guide. I can only be there in spirit.
It's not going to be easy to raise our baby alone, and I don't want you to try. Every child deserves a mother. You have an incredibly special one, and I know she will help you any way she can. But a grandma isn't a mother. I'm sure, by now, you've figured out why I had Mandy over so often. Why I had her teaching you how to change diapers, having her teach you how to bathe the baby, how to do all the things a mother has to know. But I'd much rather not have you be a mother to our child. I'd rather you be a father. And to do that, you will have to find a mother. I know that you and she were deeply in love, what now seems so long ago, and that you felt betrayed by why happened. The closer this came to being my end, I knew that I would have to put you in a position to sleep with her and have sex with her and get to trust her again. I wanted you to be able to care for and maybe even lover her again, just in case.
So, my love, trust me and trust yourself. If you can find a way to love Mandy again, I want you to. You are not betraying me in any way. This is what I want for you, to find a mother for our child. If it's not Mandy, then someone else, but please, please, please, find a mother for our baby. Don't try to do this alone!
I promised that I would love you to the end of our days. When I made that promise, I never thought it would be so soon. But I have kept that promise. Now it's time for you to love another. I will look down on you from up here and try to watch over you. Goodbye my love."
I folded the letter and slipped it back into the envelope, lay myself over onto my mom's lap and broke down, letting the tears flow, seemingly without end.
---o---
September 1982
Mandy and I brought William home and introduced him to Aiden, not that I thought he would remember. He was still so young. We also introduced him to something else, Mandy's breasts. It had been a long private talk that went late into the night, including making love twice. No, not having sex, but making love like we had so long ago. Slow, tender, sensual, intimate, love. Each of us taking the time to make sure our partner had an intense climax, followed by long minutes of tender snuggles and touches. No, the love had never completely left my heart, but was only buried, something she was able to free all to easily. She was willing to raise my son as her own and I was willing to accept her daughter into my life as if she were my own. It was going to be a long road, but I think with her help, I would heal. With her help, I think we could find happiness together.



The end
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"Oh God, I'm gonna be so fucked tomorrow!" I groaned, rolling my head back and forth on the headrest of the car.
"You're so fucked now!" My twin sister, Jenny, said with a laugh. "Why the hell did you decide to drink a whole bottle of vodka?"
"Trying to get the courage to ask Mandy to the prom." I answered.
"Where did you even get it?"
"Get it? Got it! Fuck that was a good game! And she was soooooo fucking hot out there shaking her pom pom's!" I answered, punctuated with a particularly loud drunken laugh. "Ohhhh God, I'm gonna be so fucked up tomorrow!"
"James! You're so fucked up now. It's a good thing mom and dad are gone until Sunday!" Jenny said with a scowl. "You know what kind of trouble we'll both be in, if they find out you got drunk?"
"No more than I'm in after asking Mandy to go to the prom. Shit I was so damn scared she'd say no, I didn't even wait around for her to answer."
"Oh God James. You're so screwed up!"
"Yep. That's me. Fucked up, bonehead James!"
"Yeah about that. Why do you keep saying that? Bone head?"
"'Cause that's my name. Bonehead James. I get reminded of that every god damn fucking gym class. Bonehead James. Hey, there's bonehead! I'm fucking tired of it!" I shouted at the car's ceiling.
My sister looked at me with a scowl. "James, you're one of the smartest kids I know. You're not a bonehead!"
"Ohhhhh yeah, I am. Billy Johns gave me that wonderful nickname last year. I hoped he'd forget or get hit by a car or something, but ohhhh no. I have to get him in gym class again, just to remind me all about being boner bonehead James!"
"God James. What are you talking about?"
"You know Billy. Of course, you know Billy. You can't be a cheerleader and not know big bad Billy Johns. He thought it was funny that I had a hardon in the showers. So, he named me boner bonehead."
"Just because you had a hardon? Hell, from what I hear lots of guys get them all the time!"
"Yeah. But not in the showers! Now they think I like guys."
"You don't...Do you?" My sister asked abruptly.
"Me like guys? Oh fuck no. It's girls. That's why I always have a hardon after phys. ed. Watching all those sexy tits bouncing around. Oh God, I get so turned on and then I still have a hardon when we have to shower. I tried not showering but mister Gillam said I had to before I could leave for class." I said, looking at the ceiling. "I'm sooo fucked!"
"High school is over in a few more months, then you can forget all about Billy and his stupid nickname."
"Yeah. I'll graduate, the only guy that's still a fucking virgin!" I moaned, holding my head. "God why did I drink so much?"
"If you puke, in my car, I'm going to kick your ass all the way around the block!" My sister said angrily.
"Yeah. Just think. My own sister can kick my ass!"
"So, you aren't athletic. You're smart. You'll probably get some kick ass job after college and make more money than a dozen Billy's!"
"I'm not athletic. I'm not good looking. I'm so fucking nervous around girls that I can't hardly talk. Oh yeah. I'm a real winner!"
"Come on. It's not that bad!" My sister said as we pulled into the driveway.
"Yeah, it is. God, she doesn't even know I exist. Well, she knows now, but probably thinks I'm a real bonehead!"
"Who?"
Mandy! Sweet Mandy Killan. Oh God she looks so hot!"
"Mandy! You have the hots for Mandy?" She asked in surprise.
"Oh God. Don't tell her. OHHHHH God my head!" I moaned as she opened her door and the light flashed on in my eyes.
She closed the door and walked around the car and opened mine. "Come on little brother." She said, leaning into the car, to help me get out.
"Only five minutes 'littler' than you sis." I groaned, as I wrapped my arms around her body and tried to climb out. She got me standing up and leaning against the car, pressing her body against mine to keep me from sliding down while she pushed the door closed. "Ohhhh God." I groaned.
"What? Are you hurt?"
"Hurt? Oh hell no. Just feeling your big soft tits against me. Ohhhh damn."
"Don't tell me you're getting off on your sister's tits."
"The only tits I've felt." I grunted, wrapping my arms around her again, as she tried to help me stand up.
"Shit! James, do you have a hardon?"
"Ohhhhh fuck." I groaned.
"YOU DO! OH SHIT!" Jenny cried in surprise as I hung on her, barely able to stand up. "Come on. Let's get your ass in the house."
"Ohhhh God. I'm sorry sis. I didn't mean it."
"What? To get turned on by your sister's body pressing against you? No reason for that to happen. Oh no." she answered sarcastically.
"Oh, shut up." I groaned as she turned me sideways, her arm around my waist and mine around her shoulders. She walked me into the house with some difficulty and dropped me on the living room sofa. "I'm so fucked."
"You sure seem that way." She laughed.
"Gonna probably die a virgin too!" I groaned, "Since, I doubt I'm gonna live through the night."
"You're just drunk, not dying." She said with a laugh.
"So fucking drunk I'm turned on by my own sister's tits!"
"You haven't even seen my tits!" She laughed.
"I haven't even seen any tits, unless you count on the computer!" I groaned.
"Seriously? You've never seen a girl's tits in person?"
"I haven't ever seen a girl's anything in person. I'm too fucking afraid to even ask one out."
"Shit I can't believe you picked one of the twenty hottest girls in school to ask out. Well, I guess that's as good a reason as any to get drunk."
"Had to act fast. She just broke up with her boyfriend. Figured it'd be a good time to ask!"
"Well, I guess you asked. Now all you have to do is find out if she said yes, or no."
"I'm one hundred percent sure she said no and I just didn't hear it as I was running away." I groaned.
"Man, you reek of booze! What did you drink besides vodka?"
"I think it was gin. Might have been whiskey. I can't exactly remember."
"Come on. Let's get you in the shower before you stink up the sofa." She said, stepping over to me again and reaching down to grab my hands. She pulled me up standing, letting go of my hands to reach for my back to hold me from falling back down again. She pulled us closer together, my hands landing on the front of her cheerleader jumper, pressing her big round, soft tits with my hands trapped between our chests.
"Oh God." I groaned at the realization of where my hands were. "Jesus, they feel soft." I said as I gently squeezed both big orbs.
"Really? Feeling up your own sister?" She asked with a frown. "Come on. Shower."
"I doubt I can stand up long enough for one. Just let me sit back down here and die."
She laughed loudly and turned me, breaking contact with her tits. "Come on. I know what to do. If you promise to behave yourself."
"Oh sure. I always behave myself. I don't know how to do anything but behave myself." I groaned as my head seemed to be spinning in circles on my neck.
She walked me down the hall to my parents' bedroom, through it and into the master bathroom with its big tub and large walk-in shower. "Oh good idea. Bathtub. I can drown myself!" I mumbled.
"I'm not letting you drown anyone, including yourself. You've done enough drowning for one night." She said as she moved me to the edge of the tub and sat me on it. "Come on. Clothes off."
"Yeah, yeah. Make fun of me like Billy!" I grumbled as I tried to help her pull my shirt off. I finally gave up, realizing I was just making it even harder, with my help. She pulled my shirt off then knelt down in front of me and pulled my shoes and socks off. She stood me up, my chest pressing against hers again, my hands resting on her hips. She reached between us and undid the front of my pants as my hands slipped down from her hips to rest on her full firm round ass. "Nice." I said breathlessly.
She reached for my hands and pulled them up off her ass to her back, and then she reached back down to my pants, pushing my pants and underwear down. "You better not ever tell anyone about this!" she hissed sharply.
"Tell who? Who the hell would believe my sister undressed me!"
"Good thing!" She answered as she pushed my pants down farther, my already rock-hard cock, pulling free and pushing up against the front of her skirt, pressing it against the juncture of her legs. "Damn! You got a hardon? Seriously?"
"You got tits? Seriously?" I asked mocking her surprise. "Why the fuck do you think I have the nickname I do?"
"Jesus." She mumbled, pushing me back to sit on the edge of the tub again. She squatted down in front of me and worked my pants over my feet, tossing them aside. "God James. You have a pretty big cock."
"It would seem it's not a good thing to have." I mumbled.
She stood up and stepped to the shower, turned on the water and standing as far from the spray as she could, adjusted it until she was satisfied with the temperature. "I should make it ice cold!" She said with a scowl. "Come on. Get up now and get in the shower."
"I don't think so." I groaned.
"Come on." She said, reaching around me and pulling me up again, my cock trying to push between her legs, stopped only by the cheerleader skirt. She helped me to the shower door and helped me step through. I took two steps, turned around with my back to the wall and...slid slowly down again until I was sitting on the shower floor.
"Oh damn." She said with a scowl. I looked out at her from where I sat, not at all sure I was seeing what I was seeing. I rubbed my eyes, trying to chase away the impossible, only to realize that reality was unfolding in front of me. In just moments she was bare from the waist up, her big, soft tits completely exposed, her nipples hardening and her areola, each nearly a quarter of the front of each big tit, puckering up. She bent over, allowing her tits to hang down, each one drooping down below her like massive drops of water hanging from a faucet. She pushed her skirt and shorts down in one motion, leaving her in nothing but a tiny red thong panty that matched the color of her cheerleader shorts. She reached for it next and pushed it down, exposing her shaved mound and pussy. Her lips were round and full with just a hint of lighter skin between her legs, the rest tanned a light bronze.
"Don't you dare say anything...Not ever!" She snapped at me, as she stepped into the shower stall and squatted down in front of me, her knees pushing apart and exposing her whole pussy, incredibly sexy light pink inner lips trying to poke out from between her fat round outer lips. "Come on. Get up."
"Fuck." I said staring at her pussy.
"No. Not fuck. That's not happening, no matter how drunk either of us are. Now stand up."
"Okay." I groaned, trying to help her get me to my feet again. I managed to get my feet under me, with her now standing half over me, her tits pressing against my face as she tried to help pull me up. "Ohhhhh God."
"Just shut up, or I'll let you sit here until morning!" She snapped at me.
"Yes ma'am." I mumbled. She helped me stand up, her bare chest pressed against mine. My cock nestled between her legs, pressing on her pussy lips as she backed the two of us under the water.
"Come on. You gotta help stand up or this'll never work." She said as she reached for the bottle of soap, mom kept on the shower shelf. "You're gonna smell girly." She said as she squeezed some of the soap over the two of us, drizzling it across our shoulders and chest. "Now rub." She said, moving her hands to gather some of the soap and start rubbing it on my chest.
I leaned back against the wall and let my hands begin to rub up and down her chest, my hands rubbing over her hard nipples with each stroke. Her hands worked down my chest and stomach, then my hips and to my surprise, down between us to grab my cock.
"This, needs cleaned too." She said quietly as she stroked it with both soapy hands. She rubbed it up and down between us, her left hand running over my head and cupping it with each stroke.
"Oh fuck. You're gonna make me come!" I groaned.
"Good." She said with a grin. "Maybe once we get this down, we can finish washing you."
"Ohhhh God. I groaned as she rubbed my cock, my hands still rubbing her big soft tits. "UH!" I grunted suddenly, my cock spouting a massive shot of cum up at her, spraying on the bottoms of her tits as my body jerked. Again and again, my body sprayed more cum onto her tits, as she slowly stroked and milked my cock.
"Now you sure as hell better not tell anyone about this, EVER!"
"Uh-uh." I panted, barely able to stand up.
She stepped under the water, holding one hand on my chest to hopefully keep me from sliding down the wall again. Once she rinsed the cum off her tits, she stepped back in front of me again. "Okay. You owe me now."
"Owe you what?"
"A climax of course! You don't think I'm gonna jack you off and you not return the favor, do you?"
"Do you do this with all your boyfriends?"
"And more. But if you can't handle this with me how the hell do you expect to do anything else with a girl? You do know how to make a girl come, don't you?"
"Just what I see on the porn stuff."
"Oh good God. Give me your hand." She said with a frown, reaching for one of my hands, still resting on her breasts. She pulled my hand down and rolled it palm up, pushing it gently between her legs. "Okay. Now stroke my pussy."
I pressed a finger between her lips and started to rub back and forth.
"Oh fucking A, no! Not like that. Jesus. You have to tease her first. Light little touches, gentle strokes. Start on the outside and then slowly let your finger work deeper. Shit, do I have to tell you everything?"
"Seems like you do." I answered as I started rubbing like she described, gently stroking my fingers along her lips, teasing the outer lips and then slowly letting my finger dip between them and tease the edges of her flowery inner lips.
"Much better." She moaned softly. Don't forget about my tit. Keep rubbing it. Gently. Stroke your thumb back and forth across my nipple. Oh yeah, like that." She cooed, as I stroked my thumb the way she wanted, making the hard nipple lean over to each side as I teased across it. I also stroked my finger deeper, the tip of my finger stroking back to the entrance to her tunnel and then back along toward her mound until I found her hard clit. "OH SHIT!" she gasped, as I stroked my finger slowly across it. "Yeah, I'm more than ready for that now." She panted as I rubbed her clit in little circles. I could barely stand, but I wasn't about to stop what I was doing, touching my first naked pussy, even if it was my sisters. I could already feel my dick starting to harden again as I worked my finger between her lips and over her clit, over and over again.
"OH God. Ohhhhh God yes. Ohhhh shit I'm gonna come. Gonna COME!" she cried loudly in the shower as her body started to tremble and shake in front of me. She pushed my hand from her chest and pressed herself against me as her whole body shook and shuddered for long seconds. We stood there, her body slowly stilling, the water cascading over the both of us. I could feel her chest moving against mine as she stood panting, her head resting on the wall next to mine.
She shifted her body slightly, trying to settle herself in a more comfortable position to both hold me up and hold herself up, my cock, once again rock hard, trying to stick between her legs. She lifted one leg slightly and then set it back down, trapping my cock between her legs, her wet pussy pressing against the top of my shaft. I might not have had much, well any, experience with women, but my body knew exactly what to do with the sensation her hot wet pussy was sending though my shaft.
My hips started to rock, moving my cock in and out between her legs, my cock, encased by her soft thighs and lubricated by her leaking pussy. In and out of the soft cave, I pushed my cock, her soft, hot lips rubbing along the top of my shaft. She rocked her hips in time with mine, stroking herself along my shaft, little gasps and moans escaping her lips. The longer I stood there stroking into her, the harder she rocked and the louder her moans. She lifted her head from the shower wall and looked at me with a strange look. She opened her mouth to say something and then closed it again, closing her eyes and reaching down behind her ass. I felt her fingers find my cockhead between her legs and push it up against her pussy lips. As I stroked in and out, I could feel my head working deeper between her lips, each stroke now bouncing lightly across the entrance to her tunnel.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna come on my brother's cock." She moaned.
"Oh God." I grunted, my cock feeling like it was growing even fatter between her lips.
Her whole body suddenly shuddered, her legs trembling again and her body spasming with uncontrollable little jerks. "Oh God. Come on. Come with me." She mumbled, her fingers under the head of my cock, pulling me tighter to her lips. Her fingers stroked under my head, teasing that perfect spot that always set me off when I stroked myself, sending tingles racing through my whole body. I felt myself suddenly jerk hard, jamming my cock fully between her legs, my head sticking out behind her as the first surge of cum lanced out, splattering on the shower door behind us. As my body jerked over and over, her arms wrapped around me, pulling us together, her nipples rubbing up and down on my chest, as she worked to catch her breath.
"You better not tell anyone. Not ever!" She whispered breathlessly as we stood, leaning against the cold tile wall.
"Uh-uh. Not ever." I panted as we stood there, out bodies slowly recovering from our mutual climax.
"Come on. Water's getting cold." She whispered.
She helped me out of the shower and dried me off. Then led me down to my bedroom and helped me get into bed. "Go to sleep." She whispered, giving me a kiss on the forehead and then another soft gentle kiss on the lips. "Nite." She whispered as she broke the soft kiss.
"Nite." I answered, closing my eyes and letting my mind drift off.
---o---
"Oh God." I groaned to myself as I held my head. I was so fucking stupid. Why the hell I drank so much, was a momentary mystery. Only momentary though, as my mind slowly remembered, that the reason I was so drunk was because I was, at first, trying to work up the courage to ask Mandy to the prom. Then even more, to try and run away from the fact that I had. I didn't really expect her to say yes, but I had to ask!
The sun was wayyy too bright this morning as I threw the covers back, realizing that I was naked. Just exactly how and why I was naked didn't quite register yet. Ibuprofen. That's what I needed. "About half a dozen should do...for now." I mumbled to myself as I pushed out of bed and padded down the hall to the kitchen to get a fistful of the little red pills.
"James!" I heard my sister say, in surprise.
"Huh?" I asked stupidly as I started at her, sitting in one of the chairs at the kitchen table, wearing a pair of tiny little workout shorts and a t-shirt. It would have been bad enough, I suppose, if it was just her, but sitting next to her was another girl, this one with long black hair, a black short sleeved t-shirt and heavy black pants with lots of silver chain and studs on it. "Oh fuck." I grunted before turning and practically running down the hall to my bedroom. I slammed the door closed and then dropped onto the edge of my bed, holding my head in my hands for long seconds before flopping back on the bed, still naked.



I didn't hear the door open, so I jumped, startled when she sat down on my bed next to me, reaching out and gently touching my leg. "Shit sis, I'm naked!" I cried in surprise, trying to drag the blanket over me even though we were both sitting on it.
"Yeah. Like that really matters after yesterday?" She said with a frown.
I stared at her for long seconds, trying to put the pieces of the alcohol infused dream into perspective. "We didn't...You know..." I mumbled?
"Shower together? Yes. Get each other off twice? Yeah. Fuck?" She asked with a chuckle. "No. we didn't. Not that you wouldn't have if I'd have let you."
"Oh God." I groaned as I flopped back down. "I'm so fucking embarrassed."
"And you should be. Getting trashed like that? Over a girl no less? You could have come to me for help."
"Yeah. Admit to you that I'm a loser who can't even get a date with a girl and is still a virgin? Oh yeah. Really gonna admit that." I muttered, rubbing my eyes to try and drive away the splitting headache that was my punishment for trying.
"Well. Only a sorta virgin now." She whispered. "But you promised not to tell."
"I won't. No one would believe me anyway."
"I would." I heard a female voice say from the doorway.
My head shot up off the bed and stared at the young woman leaning in the doorway dressed in all dark, black goth clothing. I looked quickly around and then grabbed my pillow to cover my half hard cock.
"Who is this?" I asked my sister with a scowl.
"James. This is Amy. She's a friend of mine."
"I don't remember seeing her at school."
"She's not at school. She's just a little older. She works in the natural food store downtown."
"Oh. Okay. And it's important that she sees me naked why?"
"Well. Just because I like seeing naked guys," she said, from the doorway with a giggle. "But besides that, Jenny thought that maybe I could help you out."
"Help me out? How? By staring at me naked?"
"He is a bit contrary, isn't he?" she asked my sister.
"Especially when he's naked or drunk." Jenny answered her with a laugh. "No silly. She's here to help you get over your fear of girls!"
"Oh? How is she going to do that? Drug me?"
"That's a thought." Amy said quietly. "If you'd rather do that, I have all kinds of things I can whip up that'll make you as brave as you want to be. Still be stupid, but at least you won't know the difference."
"Where did you get her?" I asked my sister, shaking my head with a frown on it.
"Now knock it off. She came over as a friend and as a favor to me. Now be nice."
"Fine. So how is she going to help me get over my fear of girls?"
"Hypnotism." Amy said as if it were an everyday subject, like drinking a glass of water if you're thirsty.
"Seriously? You know I don't believe in that voodoo magic shit. None of it works."
"You said he'd be difficult. I suppose we could just tie him to a chair and do it anyway." Amy said with a tone that really dripped disinterest.
"Come on James. Do this for me. Please? I don't particularly want any more repeats of last night."
"What showering with me? Was it that awful?"
"Wasn't awful at all. It was the drunk part I didn't like. So go along with me on this. Please!?"
"Fine." I answered with a frown. "What do I have to do?"
"Just sit there." Amy said, pushing off the doorframe and walking over to us. She knelt down in front of me and then pulled a long silver chain from her shirt pocket that had a long white crystal attached to the end. "So, all you need to do is concentrate on this. Just watch it, and listen to my voice." Amy said quietly, her voice as soft and smooth as silk.
"This stuff doesn't work." I said to her a she knelt, holding her own face only a foot or so from my own.
"Trust me. It does."
"So, what are you, like a gipsy or something?"
"Not quite." She whispered.
"Shhh James. Just try it. Please?" Jenny whispered.
"Fine." I said, frowning and staring at the crystal as she twirled it left and right in front of me.
"Just watch the crystal. Look at it closely. Think about, as if it were a sponge and you were drawn into it like water. Hear my voice, follow me in. So soft and smooth and safe. Imagine yourself cradled within the crystal. Just listen..." And that was all I heard as her voice trailed off.
"James!" Amy said sharply.
"I told you. This stuff doesn't work." I said with a frown.
The two girls looked at each other and grinned. "Honey. You've been under for like half an hour." Jenny giggled. "We should have trained him to bark like a dog or something."
"That would be mean, and I never use my abilities for bad, only to help."
"So, you think it'll really work?"
"I've done it before. It should." Amy answered with a shrug, putting the crystal away.
"Should we try it?" Jenny questioned.
"You can, but it's probably not a good idea if you don't want to get fucked."
"Well. He is my brother. How about you? Wanna try it out on him?"
"Me? You should know better than that."
"Oh yeah. Sorry."
"About what?" I asked, butting into the conversation that was quite clearly about me. "And what is it we're going to try on me?"
"We programmed you to not be afraid of girls." Amy said with a shrug. "Respectful, but not afraid."
"Yeah. Right." I said shaking my head. "Like I said, that stuff's all a bunch of crap."
"Okay. Stand up." Jenny said, getting up from the bed. "Come on. Stand up!"
I let her pull me up from the bed, holding the pillow over my lap since I was still butt naked. "Okay now what?"
"Take my clothes off," she said.
"Take off your clothes?"
"Yeah. You can do that, can't you? Sober I mean."
"You're my sister."
"So?"
"So, you're my sister!"
"Fine. Take off Amy's clothes." She said with a shrug. "She's not your sister." I looked between my sister and Amy, Jenny standing there grinning. "Can't do it can you?"
"I can."
"So do it." She said, holding her hands out. "I dare you to even pull my pants down."
"I can't do that. You're my sister!"
"So? I double dare you. Pull my pants down!"
I stood in front of her and started to move one hand toward her shorts, trying to hold the pillow with my other hand.
"Can't do it with that pillow over your cock. Put the pillow down and pull my pants down."
"I can't" I whispered, dropping back down onto the edge of the bed.
"See." Jenny said quietly. She leaned down and gently kissed me on the lips, a soft wet sensual kiss. "Take my pants off please." She whispered.
I looked up at her in surprise as she straightened up. I felt a warmth flow over me, almost like I was sinking into a pool of warm water. I felt the water flow up around my body and close over my head before it started receding again. I felt the warmth flow down my body, taking with it the apprehension I felt just moments ago. I pushed the pillow off my lap and slipped to the floor on my knees in front of Jenny. I reached for her legs and slowly stroked my hands up and down her bare skin, teasing the outside of her legs with my fingers. I worked my strokes higher, no longer stopping at the hem of her short's legs, but now stroking up the slick spandex. I let my hands roam around behind her to her firm round ass, stroking it with my fingers and gently cupping each full round globe.
The next stroke up I let my fingers hook into the back of her shorts, pulling down gently on the material, making it roll down over itself. I let go of the material when I had rolled it down several inches, a wide band of creamy skin now displayed above the spandex shorts and below the t-shirt. I leaned my face toward her, gently placing my lips on her skin, kissing the space between her mound and stomach gently. I let my fingers slide up again, this time tugging the material down lower, my lips kissing back and forth across her body. I pulled the spandex down lower, exposing the shaved mound I'd seen the night before, gently kissing it and feeling the prickly stubble as my fingers coaxed the spandex even lower.
"Oh God," Jenny moaned softly, as I pulled the shorts down farther, exposing the juncture of her legs and her full round pussy lips. The spandex moved more easily now, pulled down her legs as I tilted my head and gently placed a soft kiss on her exposed pussy lips. I spent several seconds looking at them, never having been this close to a real pussy before. I took a deep breath and then reached out with my tongue and teased her soft round lips with the tip of my tongue. I don't know how I knew what to do, but somehow, I knew to lick along and between them as far as I could reach. I continued to pull her shorts down to her feet, pulling my face from her pussy to help her step out of them and allow me to turn her, pushing her gently back against the bed.
She pulled her pussy away from me as she moved back to sit on the bed, laying quickly back and lifting her legs. She spread her knees and hooked her heels on the edge to hold them apart. I shifted on my knees and lowered my face between her spread legs. I heard her gasp softly as my tongue dipped between her lips, tasting her tangy wetness. "Oh God." She moaned, as I stroked my tongue up between her lips, bouncing the tip of my tongue across her hard clit. She pushed her own shirt up, exposing her breasts, her hands moving to her now bare and extended nipples. Her fingers pinched gently and pulled each nipple, tugging them up toward the ceiling, stretching the front of each of her big soft breasts upward. I could see up her body as she arched her back, pushing her pussy toward my face as I licked up her slit and teased the tip of my tongue across her clit, drawing tiny little circles around it.
Still concentrating on her clit, I gently slid one finger along her lips and then pushed it firmly into her, sliding my finger into the tunnel that I suddenly wanted to push my cock into. The thought was lost an instant later as Amy crawled onto my bed completely nude. She worked across my mattress until she was kneeling over my sister's head, facing me. Looking down at Jenny's face, she scooted herself forward, spreading her knees apart farther at the same time. I almost couldn't believe what I was seeing when Amy inched a little more toward me and Jenny tilted her head back, eagerly licking her tongue along Amy's pussy. Amy pushed Jenny's hands aside and reached for her tits, Jenny's hands sliding up the creamy white skin to Amy's tits, which looked even a bit bigger than Jenny's.
"Oh yeah. There. Do it." Amy moaned as Jenny licked up her slit over and over. "OH FUCK!" She cried as Jenny pinched her nipples hard, making her body tremble and shake. I continued to tease and lick Jenny's pussy, her legs trembling and shaking as I teased her clit with my tongue and pushed my finger slowly in and out of her pussy. I wanted to stand up and push my cock into her, to fuck my sister's hot wet pussy while she lay there licking another girl's pussy. I wanted to just stand up and sink my hard shaft into her all the way to my balls. But I didn't. I stayed on my knees working Jenny closer and closer to a climax.
The two of them came almost at the same time. I sort of wondered if Jenny's climax had somehow triggered Amy's. The two of them shuddered and trembled out of control, Jenny's legs leaving the bed and wrapping around my neck to pull my face tighter to her pussy. I heard her cry out something that was muffled by Amy's pussy as she ground it into Jenny's face.
"OH FUCK!" Amy cried, as she lifted off Jenny and then rolled onto the bed onto her back. She reached to her own pussy and plunged several fingers in, wetly plunging them in and out of herself frantically. "SHIIIIIIIT!" She screamed as she arched her back, lifting her ass off my bed into the air, her fingers frantically rubbing her pussy as a spray of what looked like pee arched from her pussy and splattered all over Jenny as she lay on my bed. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed again as she held herself up, her body rigid and trembling as yet another spray pushed out to land on my sister's chest and face.
I knelt on the floor with Jenny's legs hanging over my shoulders, her wet pussy spread and dripping onto the bed. I found myself curious, rather than upset about Amy peeing on my bed and my sister, as I knelt there stroking my own rock-hard cock.
"You gotta be so ready to fuck." Jenny said, sliding her legs off my shoulders and pushing herself up on her elbows. I stared at her, suddenly thinking about actually pushing into a pussy for the first time. I stood up, still between her legs, my hand around my cock, looking down at her pussy. "No. Not mine. As badly as I wanna be fucked right now, I'm still your sister."
"Oh." I said with a frown, a sense of disappointment suddenly washing over me.
Jenny sat up on the bed, reaching out for my cock. I moved my hands and let her replace them with hers as she worked herself closer to the bed. Sitting on the edge she looked up at me. "I'm sure this isn't what you want at the moment, but I'm pretty sure you'll enjoy it." she said before leaning forward and engulfing my head with her mouth.
"Oh damn!" I groaned, as her hot wet mouth slipped farther down my shaft, along with both her hands. She began bobbing her face on and off my shaft, pushing forward until I could feel my head press to the entrance of her throat and pulling back again, until only my head was in her mouth, her tongue teasing under my head. "God where did you learn to do this?" I moaned.
"Do you really care?" She asked, pulling her mouth briefly off my cock.
"I guess not." I said breathlessly, trying hard to hold still, as she bobbed her mouth on and off my cock.
"Come on Amy. This was your idea." Jenny said, pulling off my cock for a moment and turning her head to look at Amy, still laying on her back on my bed.
"Oh fine!" Amy huffed, rolling onto her stomach. "Come over here."
Jenny looked up at me and grinned. "You heard her."
I looked down, not understanding what she wanted. She pulled on my cock pulling me toward Amy, who was now sliding off the bed onto her knees. She opened her mouth and Jenny guided me into Amy's hot wet mouth. Amy bobbed her face toward me over and over, sliding her mouth on me so far that my cock had to be sliding down her throat. "Oh fuck." I breathed, as I watched her taking me into her mouth with each stroke.
"You like that?" Jenny asked with a grin.
"Oh God yeah." I groaned, suddenly feeling incredibly nervous.
"You wanna come?"
"Oh fuck, yes!" I answered, with a gasp, as Amy stopped bobbing her head pushed her face even closer to me, driving me deeper into her throat. "Ohhhh my God." I groaned softly, closing my eyes, my hands shaking slightly. "I think we need to stop this." She pulled her face off my cock gasped a few times to catch her breath and then looked up at me.
"You sure about that?" Jenny asked me from where she was kneeling next to me. "You really want her to stop? You didn't want me to stop when I was doing it."
"Yes. I mean no...Oh God." I groaned quietly.
She cocked her head and raised an eyebrow. "You don't want me to do it again?"
"Yes. I mean no...Oh God!" I mumbled stupidly again.
"Told you he was still out." Amy said with a grin.
"I guess so. I thought he'd remember. He seemed to know what to do with my pussy."
"That was the instructions. He doesn't exactly remember that he was told anything, but his brain remembers the information. That's what it's all about." Amy said in a serious tone.
"What instructions?" I asked in confusion.
"We gave you a few instructions when we hypnotized you." Jenny answered with a laugh. "You know, that thing you claimed was a bunch of bunk."
"So, what did you give me instructions about? Clucking like a chicken or something?"
"Oh no, way better than that." Amy said with a grin, standing up so that she was only a few inches from me, her nipples incredibly close to me, but not touching me. "We fixed your nervousness."
"Fixed it? Fixed it how?" I asked taking a step back to give myself some more room between us.
"Feel like running?" Amy asked quietly. "I'm not surprised. I gave you someplace else to focus that nervous energy when you get the key." She said, taking a step closer to me. "But I didn't give you the key. Jenny did."
"Oh." I said nervously, taking another step back, which she immediately matched.
"Uh huh. Jenny said it had to be something that wouldn't accidently trigger you. Something that wouldn't be easily guessed or mistakenly triggered."
"Oh?" I asked, stepping back again, my back hitting the bedroom wall and preventing me from pulling any farther away. Amy stepped closer to me, so close that her nipples were just brushing my chest.
"Uh huh. You want to know what that trigger is?" She breathed, her face so close to mine, that I could feel her breath on my lips.
"What happens? When you give me the trigger, that is." I mumbled.
"You mean what do you do? I didn't program you to do anything silly, like bark like a dog or anything. Though I could have. Jenny had me program you to pleasure the woman who triggers you. Jenny did. That's why you were able to so make her come without feeling nervous. That's the key. Your energy flow was directed to pleasure instead of nervousness."
"So. What? I become a good lover or something?"
"Something like that." She grinned. "You know... I don't usually do guys. But sucking your cock. It got me all turned on again. Been a while since I had a cock to ride on. Maybe I'll just trigger you and let you fuck me. Should I do that? Let you fuck me?" she asked with a soft chuckle. "My mom would kill me if she knew what I did for Jenny. She says good girls don't trick guys into having sex with them...or girls. So, if you wanna fuck me, you're gonna have to do it on your own."
"Oh God." I groaned, wanting to have sex with the hot girl standing in front of me, and at the same time so fucking nervous about it that I wasn't even sure what I was supposed to do."
She leaned toward me reaching her hands to my neck. She gently slipped one behind my neck and worked the other behind my head and the wall. She very gently pulled my head from the wall toward her face, tilting her head slightly. I felt her hot breath brush my lips and then her soft full lips touch mine. I nervously let her kiss me, her lips pressing to mine, her tongue teasing my lips to coax me open. I felt her tongue slip into my mouth and flick across the tip of my tongue before she slowly pulled her lips from mine. She licked her lips and grinned. "You still taste like pussy." She whispered as she breathed inches from my mouth.
As we stood there, her body pressed to mine I became more aware of her hard nipples pressing against my chest, moving up and down slightly with her breathing. I felt my still hard cock pushed down, trapped between us, trying to poke out but held by the softness of her thighs against my engorged head. I could feel her curly pubic hair, mixing with mine, as we stood there feeling each other. I slid my hands up and circled her waist, tipping my head toward her face. I softly pressed my lips to hers, feeling her tongue tease back into my mouth. I felt her breath flow into me as my hands stroked up and down her back, working from her shoulder blades all the way down and over her firm curvy ass.
"Fuck me." She whispered, her lips brushing mine. "I want you to fuck me."
I didn't answer, but pushed off the wall with my ass, forcing her to walk backwards, as I stepped toward her. She easily gave way, stepping back, but not so far or so fast that her soft breasts ever broke contact with my chest. Her legs bumped against the side of the bed, stopping our travels. She moved a hand from my neck to behind her, reaching for the bed as she bent to sit on the edge. She let go of me completely and lay back, her ass on the edge of the bed. She looked up at me, her big soft tits laying rounded on her chest as she lifted and spread her legs. She had a patch of curly dark hair on her mound, shaped in a rough triangle pointing to her pussy. Her full round lips were spread and delicate, flowery looking, inner lips protruded and glistened in the bedroom light. Her pink depths showed invitingly as she pulled her legs back and apart farther.



"Now. Put it in...Nice and easy." She cooed as she lay in front of me. I leaned over her, holding myself with one hand, my other moving to my cock. I rubbed my head up and down between her lips and then gently pushed some of my weight against her. I felt my head push against her tunnel entrance, her body resisting mine for several seconds.
"Ohhhh God." I groaned softly, as my head pushed into her, several inches of my cock sliding into her. I worked my hips, pushing my cock in and out in short little strokes, working more and more of me into her until I could feel my head push against the end of her tunnel. The sensations around my cock, the heat, the softness, the tight firmness, and even the wetness, were sending my brain into overload. I started stroking in and out of her, pulling back until only my head was still inside her before driving quickly, deep into her again. In and out I stroked, feeling my cock get fatter and a tingle start deep within me. I knew this sensation. I'd felt it many times in my own bedroom, but never inside someone else. "I think I'm going to come." I grunted, trying to hold back, somehow knowing that I was supposed to.
Amy reached for my neck, her hand slipping back around behind me. Her fingers stroked up my neck and then down my spine several inches. "Not yet." She whispered as she pressed down with one finger just to the side of my spine.
I continued to stroke into her, pumping my cock in and out, my body screaming for release, feeling as if my cock was getting fatter by the second. I closed my eyes for a moment and then opened them again, staring down at her tits as they rolled and moved on her chest. Her mouth moved in time with my strokes, little gasps and moans slipping from her lips. I felt her tunnel start to contract around me, her legs shaking and trembling. "Now! Come for me now!" she said in a commanding voice as her fingers did a little dance up my spine all the way to the back of my neck.
"UHHH!" I grunted suddenly, my body jerking uncontrollably, jamming my cock deep into her, as I felt the first massive gush of cum lance out into her. "FUCK!" I cried as my body jerked again, surging more cum into her. Over and over my body bucked against her, finally stopping after what felt like an hour. I started to lay down on her, but she pushed me off, coaxing me onto the bed to lay next to her.
"Well, little brother." My sister said, moving to sit on the bed next to me, still completely nude. "How was your first fuck?"
"Doesn't count." Amy said breathlessly. "He had to be coaxed."
"Maybe. But it was still the first time he had his cock inside a girl." Jenny giggled. "Almost the second. He came damn close last night to getting it in me."
"That would have been interesting." Amy said, looking past me to Jenny. "You said, you showered together. You didn't tell me you had sex."
"We didn't. Just a little, um, mutual masturbation." She said a little shyly. "He was too drunk to even take a shower alone, so I had to help him."
"Uh huh. And you really protested getting naked with him, didn't you?" Amy chided. "I think you wanted to be his first."
"Uh-uh. That's just not right. He's my brother, we're not supposed to be having sex."
"Oh? Like showering with him naked was?"
"No way. I don't need that. I have a boyfriend that gives me all the sex I want."
"Not the same thing. You and your brother have been together since before you were born. There's a closeness there that can't be found any other place. That's why so many brothers and sisters do it. You feel safe together, you can experiment together, you can share, even closer, the bond you've had since before birth. I don't see how that's wrong." Amy said quietly.
"Amy. What are you saying? That I wanna have sex with him, just because he's my brother? That's nuts!" Jenny protested.
"Look. You two have always been close. I mean hell, you brought him home when he got drunk AND got naked in the shower with him. You did what? Jacked him off?"
"And let him come between my legs."
"Oh fuck! And you wanna tell me you don't wanna have sex with him?" She said with a frown. "You're just lying to yourself honey. Look at you. You're already flushed, your face is pink as hell. You may not think you want to, but your body sure as hell does. Hell, he is too. He's already getting hard just thinking about it."
I had been laying there, silent, not really wanting to interrupt them, but I had to admit, the thought of having sex with my sister was both exciting and frightening at the same time. My cock seemed to know, better than I, what to do; as it started to grow during their conversation.
"But Amy! NO! Brothers and sisters...they're not supposed to...you know."
"Uh-huh. They're not supposed to get drunk, they're not supposed to get naked in the shower together and they sure as hell aren't supposed to pretend to fuck with his cock between your legs. You're going to do all that and then try and say you aren't supposed to? Good fucking God." Amy said, rolling her eyes. "If I were you, I'd just crawl over him and put that sweet cock into your pussy and get it done."
"I can't." Jenny said, quickly pushing herself off the bed and practically running out of my bedroom.
"Sorry James. I tried." Amy said quietly. "She wants it. You sure as hell weren't saying no. She's just denying herself one fantastic cock."
"So, what? To not be nervous I have to get a girl to ask me to take her clothes off?" I asked as I pushed myself up to sit on the bed.
"Not exactly. You just have to let her kiss you on the lips. Not just any kiss, but a sexy, sensuous kiss. Though I'll tell you a little secret. I added a little something. Just close your eyes and whisper to yourself 'she wants me'. It won't actually make her want you, but it'll help push off the nervousness long enough to get her to kiss you."
"It will? I mean, all I have to do is get her to kiss me and I won't be nervous?"
"Yeah. Why? Want me to make you bark like a dog instead?" She asked with a soft giggle.
"You didn't really program me to do something stupid like that, did you?" I asked suddenly afraid that she might have.
"Oh hell no. I have lots of other things I can tell you to do, that would be so much more fun! Just saying. If I were you, I wouldn't let myself hold onto the other end of a pencil from a girl. You'll suddenly get an irresistible urge to kiss her."
"Oh God." I groaned. "Not really, right?"
"Yes really." She said, sliding off the bed. She moved around, picking up her clothes and dressing one item at a time until she had on everything she walked in with. She stepped over and kissed me on the lips. "Just so you know. I don't usually fuck guys, but in your case I'm glad I made the exception. If you get out to my shop stop by. I'm sure I can find a little time and a little room in the back for a quick fuck." She said seriously before smiling broadly at me. She leaned down and kissed me again before turning and walking out of my room, leaving me alone.
It took all of about thirty seconds to decide to go after my sister. I headed to her bedroom, finding her laying naked on her bed, her legs spread wide, her hand stuffing a fat purple vibrator in and out of her pussy. I stood and stared at her as she arched her back, trying to push her pussy toward the vibrator, a low moan escaping her lips. I was drawn toward her like a moth to a flame, moving in slow shuffling steps until I was standing next to the bed. I stood there smelling her scent as she lay, her eyes closed, moaning and plunging the purple vibrator in and out of her pussy.
She opened her eyes and looked up at me, a brief look of shock on her face as she tried to cover her pussy, with the purple vibrator sticking out of her sopping wet pussy. The look only lasted a few seconds before she pulled the vibrator from her pussy and set it aside, slowly reaching for my hand. She grasped my hand and pulled me toward her, bending me over the bed. "Do it James!" she said urgently, trying to pull me on top of her.
"You mean...?"
"Uh huh. I do. She's right you know. I so wanted you to push into me last night. Do it now." She said as she continued to pull on my hand. I let her pull me farther, slowly crawling onto the bed between her spread legs. "That's it. You know what to do. All you have to do is do it."
I looked down at her nude body, her skin smooth and creamy. Her breasts lay on her chest like two rounded hills, her nipples rigid, protruding up toward me from the center of each round pink areola. I leaned my head down toward her, gently kissing her right breast before slowly kissing toward her nipple. She sucked in her breath as I closed my mouth around the hard sexy nub. "Ohhhh fuck." She groaned softly, looping her legs around me and pulling me down against her body. I could feel my engorged head pressing against her hot wet lips as she dug her heels into my ass to pull me up toward her, forcing my cock tighter against her waiting opening.
"Ohhhh fuck yes! Push it in me." She moaned softly as my engorged head spread her lips and tried to force itself into her tight confines. "Just push it in."
"Mmmmmmm" I groaned around her nipple as my head finally spread her opening enough to enter, slipping slowly into her as she expanded around my fat shaft.
"Oh God." She groaned again, moving her heels from my ass to plant her feet on the bed. She started rocking her hips, working my cock in and out of her pussy an inch or two with each stroke, lubricating my shaft and working me deeper and deeper into her. "That's it. Fuck me." She moaned as my head pressed against the end of her tunnel. "Make me come on your cock!"
"Uh-huh." I grunted, releasing her nipple and lifting myself up off of her body. I started pumping my hips down at her, driving my cock in and out of her soft, wet pussy. Her body was trying to hold me inside her as I withdrew and then resisting me as I pushed back into her. Over and over, I drove into her, my heart pounding with excitement as I looked down at her. Each impact of my hips against her bare skin made her tits move and wiggle on her chest, the huge soft orbs soon rolling in an almost circular pattern, as she gasped for breath.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna come!" she squeaked in a high pitch voice, her hips rocking and pushing back toward me with each stroke. "Gonna....Ohhhhh fuck! Here it comes!" she cried loudly as her body suddenly stiffened, little shudders racing up and down her body. She arched her back, pushing her pussy up toward me, my body reacting to the feeling of her tunnel spasming around my shaft.
"Shit." I grunted softly as my body suddenly bucked down at her, driving my cock deep into her. I felt my cock surge a massive gush of cum into her pussy as she spasmed around me, seeming to be trying to milk my twitching and jerking cock. My whole body seemed to jerk and spasm uncontrollably as I emptied shot after shot of cum into her, finally flopping down on top of her, gasping for breath.
"Oh God!" she moaned, wrapping her arms around me and tangling her legs with mine to trap me against her. She pulled her cheek to mine, her breath tickling my ear as she pulled us together, her soft tits trapping her hard nipples against my chest. "Ohhhhh fuck." She breathed after several long seconds. "I can't believe we just did that."
"Yeah. Me either." I panted as I lay on her, still gasping for breath.
"God if mom and dad found out about this, they'd kill us!" She whispered as we lay there, catching out breath.
"Oh fuck. I don't even want to think about that!" I agreed with her as I pushed up off of her. I rolled off, pulling my shriveling cock out of her and flopping on the bed next to her. She rolled on her side and cuddled up to me, her head on my shoulder and her leg across mine. She reached for my cock and gently played with my shriveled cum covered member.
"You know. As good as this felt, I don't think we should be doing this very much. I mean the more we do it the more likely we are to get caught."
"Yeah." I answered in a whisper, partly disappointed because of how good it felt with her.
"I mean now that you had a taste, we need to find you a regular partner. I can play once in a while, but we really need to get you hooked up."
"Yeah."
"What about Mandy? She's pretty hot. I can't imagine she wouldn't enjoy feeling what you just did to me."
"Mandy!? Isn't that how this all got started?"
"Yeah. Sorta is, isn't it? I'd bet she'll go out with you. Then all you have to do is get her to give you a nice hot kiss and it'll all be over. It's that or keep screwing your sister."
"That wouldn't be so bad, would it?" I asked, a little hopefully.
She laughed out loud. "You think they make fun of you for having a big cock, which I should tell you IS NOT a bad thing, imagine what they'd start saying, if they found out you did this!"
"Yeah. That could be bad."
"Not to mention what mom and dad would do to us."
"Oh. Yeah." I said a little sullenly.
"So, you asked Mandy if she'd go out. Did you bother to get an answer?"
"No. I was too scared to wait and find out. When she paused, I ran, literally." I admitted quietly.
"Okay. Well, the second thing we gotta do is see if she even answered yes or not. In my book it's not a forgone conclusion she said no."
"The second thing?"
"Yeah. The first thing is you gotta get your naked ass out of my room before I can't resist and ride this cock again." She said as she stroked my again hardening dick.
"Oh. Yeah. Okay." I said, pushing off the bed after she let go of my cock.
"And James!" she called to me, as I headed to the bedroom door, causing me to pause and turn back to look at her again. "Monday, after cheerleading practice. Be there!" I nodded reluctant agreement, before turning and heading out of her bedroom.
---o---
Saturday led to Sunday, which flowed glacially into a VERY long Monday. Not because I was anxious or anything, but because I was scared stiff. I knew that I HAD to show up or my sister would kick my ass. Maybe not physically, but most definitely figuratively. I've been alive long enough to know that you just don't cross a woman. Consequently, I resigned myself to showing up after practice, when we usually drove home from school together, not to just get my ride home, but also for whatever she had planned with Mandy. Mandy was, arguably, one of the hottest girls in the school, having been going with the football team quarterback since her freshman year. It was only recently that they had a falling out, mostly because she caught him in bed with someone else. The rumors had long run around the school, that he was boning other girls, but no one dared spill the beans to Mandy.
Evidently, she figured it out on her own and was currently broken up from him, in more ways than one. I'd seen my chance. A slim chance, but a chance, none the less. I'd admired and fantasized about her, from afar, nearly my whole high school career. Many a night I went to sleep dreaming about her boobs, which where massively huge, bouncing in her tight little cheerleader outfit, as I stroked off. I fantasized about seeing her tumble, or jump, without the tiny little shorts on under the incredibly small skirt, all while jerking myself off to typically massive loads of cum.
Of course, I never seriously thought I'd ever get a chance to see those special parts of her body, let alone in that kind of outfit. Not until she broke up with Ron. Then, just for a moment, I let my imagination run away with my body, and hurl me headlong into the nightmare of last Friday! I'm sure she had quite the laugh with her friends after the game on my account. The dork that was brave enough to ask her out, but not brave enough to stand there long enough to hear her tell me no.
I, somewhat reluctantly, walked to the parking lot to meet my sister, and could see from all the way across the lot that she wasn't alone. I'd expected this. Expected her to be standing with Mandy. I didn't expect her to be also standing with Julie Williams!
Julie was Mandy's best friend. Everyone in school knew that. She was also one of those top ten hotties in school. Not as hot as Mandy, by any means, but still pretty hot for a redhead. I took a deep breath and headed toward the three girls, standing by my sister's car, talking.
"Hey James!" my sister called when she saw me coming across the lot.
"Hey sis." I answered as I stopped a few feet away.
"So. James? You had something you wanted to ask?" Mandy prompted.
"Um. Yeah. Sorta. Well. You'll probably say no anyway, so I guess it doesn't matter."
"What doesn't matter?" she queried curiously.
"Well. I was kinda interested in, maybe, if you wanted to go out someplace, some time. But you're probably busy anyway." I said nervously, adding the last sentence quickly to give her way out.
"You mean like on a date or something?" She asked, while Julie snickered a little, covering her mouth with the top edge of the three-ring binder she had held to her chest, in her crossed arms.
"Yeah, well, sorta." I mumbled.
"Oh. Wow. I don't know. I sorta got the idea that you had already asked me out on a date? That was what you were trying to ask me the other night, wasn't it?"
I snapped my head up to see her face, looking to see if she were serious or if this was some trick to make fun of me. I stared at her in surprise for several seconds before blurting out. "You heard me?"
"I kinda think half the cheerleading squad heard you ask me out to the prom," she said with a hint of a laugh in her voice.
"Oh. Yeah. I guess so."
"You didn't even give a girl a chance to answer."
"Well, I was kinda nervous, and I knew you were gonna say no anyway."
"I was? If you were so sure of that, why would you even ask?" She asked me, Julie covering her mouth with her binder as she tried to keep from laughing, at my expense, of course.
"Well, I had to try, even if the answer was gonna be no."
"Oh? Why? You mean because you've had a crush on me since chemistry class our sophomore year?"
I looked at her stunned. "You knew?"
"How could I not? It was so cute the way you blushed every time I let my hand brush against yours while we were doing lab."
I did blush at that. "Yeah. I guess I sorta did, didn't I?"
"And you were so sure, that I'd say no to bonehead?"
I looked even more stunned when she said that. "Uhhhh. Um, you know about that?"
"Of course. And I know why my boyfriend gave you that nickname." She said with a straight face.
"It's okay. I understand." I said after a few stunned seconds, turning to walk around to the passenger side of the car.
"I didn't say no!" She said quickly, maybe even a bit louder than she intended, freezing me two steps from them. I turned back around, to again look and see if she were making fun of me in some way. "But maybe we should actually go out once, before I say yes?"
"Uh..." I said, not at all sure what to answer. I never really thought I'd get this far and hadn't planned anything. "Um. How about tomorrow?" I finally croaked out.
"You're not really going to go out with him, are you?" Julie hissed at her friend, the notebook no longer covering her face, as she stood staring at her friend in shock.
"Yeah, why not. It might be fun."
"But he's...you know."
"Yeah. I know. A nerd. So? Dating a Jock for the last four years didn't exactly end up too good, did it?"
"No. But this?" Julie asked her.
"Why not?" she said as she stepped toward me. She reached an arm around me and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "Pick me up at six tomorrow." She said quietly before turning and walking away from the three of us. Julie looked at me with a frown and followed her friend away from our car.
"Well, was that a no?" Jenny asked me across the roof of the car, as I walked around to get into the passenger side.



"She said to pick her up at six tomorrow." I said, still in a daze.
"See. That wasn't so hard, was it?"
"Oh no, not at all!" I replied sarcastically as I climbed in the car.
---o---
If I thought Monday was long, Tuesday was excruciating! I had all day to think about all the things that could go wrong and in fact were, even before the date started. Like a total dweeb, I'd forgotten to set up what we were doing for dinner, as well as forgotten to get her phone number so I could ask. I probably could have gotten her number from Jenny, if I'd have thought of it sooner, but I didn't.
When 3:30 came I was out the school door like shot. I didn't usually drive, Jenny and I sharing the ride, when we could, to save money, but today was one of those exceptions. I headed home to shower and change, and then sat like the dork I am, waiting for 5:45 to roll around, every possible thing that could go wrong racing into my mind. I wanted to impress her, but at the same time didn't want to come off as trying too hard. After much consideration, I decided on a little Japanese place that had really good sushi. Hopefully she likes raw fish!
I finally left the house and drove over to where I knew she lived, having driven by her house, any number of times over the years. I parked in front and nervously bounded up the steps to the front of the house. It was a cool spring evening, with the temperatures dropping into the high fifties, slated to the low fifties by midnight, but it didn't bother me. I was so nervous that I could have stood out naked in a blizzard and not felt the cold.
"Hi James!" she said cheerfully as she opened the front door.
"Um. Hi. You look---fabulous!" I mumbled as I stared at her in the short yellow dress, her large breasts pushing out the front of the low cut dress, to expose some serious creamy, white cleavage.
"Well, thank you! I don't think I look all that good, but it's nice of you just the same." She said with a smile as she stepped out the door and closed it behind her. She stood on the step, patiently waiting while I got my head back on straight, and finally moved out of the way so she could walk down the steps that I had been blocking.
"Sorry. I'm a little nervous." I said quietly.
She laughed softly. "I can tell. Look. Just relax. It'll all be fine." She said sweetly as she stopped at the side of my car, reaching for the door handle to open it. She pulled the door open, before I could do my best gentleman imitation and open it for her, so I waited for her to get in and then closed it behind her before running around to the driver's door.
Dinner went surprisingly well, Mandy apparently liking Japanese food. I found her surprisingly easy to talk to, considering how nervous I started out. We barely made it to the movies on time, we spent so much time talking over dinner. We walked into the theater shortly after the previews started, and stood letting our eyes adjust to the dark. Taking my hand, she led me up the steps into the upper section of the theater, and down one of the rows of seats near the projection booth, settling into one of the power recliners near the back of the theater. The seats were high up, but still gave a good view of the screen over the heads of the patrons sitting lower in the steeply tiered theater. She pushed the arm separating our two seats up, and scooted over all the way toward me, encouraging me to do the same with a few less than gentle tugs on my hand. After a few moments we were sitting side by side, my arm around her shoulder, our hips touching. It was, for all practical purposes, more than I had ever hoped for!
As the movie went on, I felt her snuggle closer to me, leaning into my body further, almost as if she were getting more comfortable as time passed. She wiggled over a little farther and reached for my hand, pulling it gently down farther on her chest, placing my hand on her breast, only her dress and bra between my hand and her bare breast. My heart pounded in my chest and I could feel my cock growing harder in my pants as she held my hand to her chest for long minutes, gently stroking the back of my hand and my fingers with hers.
I sat there, reveling in the feel of her soft breast against my fingertips, barely paying attention to the movie at all. I felt her fingers stop stroking my hand and then gently clasp around my hand, pulling my hand closer to the deep V of her dress as she twisted herself slightly, finally slipping my fingers against her hot soft skin and into the top of her dress. "I doubt anyone can see if you do this." She whispered softly, releasing my hand to grasp my wrist and pull my hand down farther into her dress. I let my fingers push down around her soft breast, the silky softness of her bra pressing against the back of my fingers and hand, as she coaxed me to reach in farther, finally stopping only when my hand was fully cupping her breast, her hard nipple pressing against my palm. "Much better." She cooed softly as she let go of my hand and shifted her body slightly lower to give me better access.
I felt her other hand, which had been resting on my leg, slowly trace up my thigh, her finger tips teasing my legs through my pants until she was stroking across my now hard cock through my pants. "Ohhhhh damn." I mumbled to myself as she slowly stroked her fingers back and forth across my rigid shaft.
"You feel every bit as big as they said." She whispered as she let her fingers work higher, finding my belt buckle. She deftly pulled the leather strap through the metal buckle, spreading it apart before working on the snap. "Do you mind if I look?" I wanted to ask who it was that said what, but the thought fled from my mind as she worked my zipper down and spread the front of my pants. She gently slipped her fingers into the waistband of my briefs and then slid her hand deeper, pushing down until she could grasp my now rock-hard shaft.
"Oh God." I groaned quietly as she wrapped her hand all the way around my hardon.
"Ohhhh wow!" She whispered as she wormed my hardness up out of my briefs, letting go long enough to push the elastic waistband down and hook it below my balls, leaving all of me exposed to her, in the darkened theater. Her hand began to slowly stroke up and down my shaft, sending tingles through my whole body. I squeezed her breast in time with her strokes of my shaft, my hips trying to push up toward her involuntarily, with each stroke she made down the length of my shaft.
"Oh fuuuuuck!" I breathed as her hand slid up and down my shaft, my engorged purple head disappearing into her hand at the end of each stroke. I tried to hold my hips still, but it was a useless effort as she drove me closer and closer to a climax. I didn't much care at that moment who was watching as I pulled my hand up, slipping her big soft tit out of top of her dress into view. "Oh God, I'm going to come." I grunted, trying desperately to push the impending explosion down.
Mandy let herself slide down farther on the recliner, leaning down into my lap and quickly engulfing the head of my cock with her mouth. She continued to slide her hand up and down my shaft, coaxing me right to the edge. "UHHHH!" I grunted suddenly, feeling my hips push my cock up toward her hot wet mouth, as a gush of cum lanced from the tip. My body jerked and twitched uncontrollably, for almost a full minute before she lifted her head from my cock, licked her lips and smiled at me.
"God. I'm sorry." I mumbled in embarrassment at losing it in her mouth in the middle of a movie theater.
"For what?" She whispered, as she snuggled back against me again, her tit still pushed out the top of her dress. She guided my hand back to her bare breast and then leaned her head toward mine, kissing me on the cheek. "For coming in my mouth? If I didn't want you to, I wouldn't have done what I did." She whispered.
"You wanted to do that," I whispered, slightly confused?
"Sure, why not. You enjoyed it didn't you?"
"Yeah. But I didn't know girls really liked doing that."
"Some do." She answered in a whisper. "But I wouldn't mind if you returned the favor a little bit. I'm kinda horny now."
"Uh. Sure. What do you want me to do?"
She pushed up from against me, grinned at me and then slouched down in her seat. She continued to look at me, one tit hanging out the front of her dress as she pulled her short skirt up all the way to her waist, and then pulled the tiny bikini panties she had on, down her legs. She wiggled them off and then wadded them up, reaching over and sticking them into my pants pocket. She spread her legs apart, exposing herself in the near darkness of the theater and reached to pull my right hand into her lap!
I might not have much experience with women, okay, practically no experience with women, but for some strange reason I seemed to know exactly what to do and how to do it. I let my middle finger stroke down her soft lips, sliding down nearly to the puckered rosebud and then drew it slowly up again, pressing it between her already wet lips. I drew my finger up along her pussy, pressing deeply between her full, round, shaved, outer lips and the soft inner lips, protruding from within. My finger stroked all the way to the end of her slit and across the hard nub shielded there, drawing a soft gasp from her. "Ohhhh fuck. That's perfect." She half moaned in a whisper, trying not to draw the attention of the couple sitting two rows ahead of us.
I slid my finger up and down her wet slit, stopping each stroke upward to circle around her hard, engorged clit. She pulled her feet up toward her butt on the seat and spread her legs wide, no longer caring who could see. She reached into the top of her dress, pulled the straps down off her shoulders, spreading the front of the dress wider before reaching in and drawing her other breast out. "Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned softly as she teased her nipples in time with my strokes up and down her pussy. With each trip down her slit she rocked her hips upward and then back down again as I drew up along her wet cleft. "God, gonna come!" She moaned, causing the guy two rows in front of us to turn and look back at us, his face showing surprise at the obviously visible, bare breasts on display. I suspected that he couldn't see down far enough to see her bare, spread pussy or my still exposed, and again rock-hard cock, but the sight of her bare tits definitely caught his attention.
"Fuuuuuuuuck." She breathed long and slow, as little shudders raced up and down her body, her fingers pinching her rock-hard nipples and pulling them out from her big soft tits. She lay there, my finger circling her clit, her climax shuddering her body for long seconds before she let go of her nipples and gently moved my hand from her pussy to her mound, pressing and holding it there so I'd stop playing with her clit. "Oh God that was good." She breathed softly, looking at me almost longingly. "Why don't we go out to your car."
"The movie isn't over." I said in confusion.
"I don't care. I want this in me." She said, reaching for my again, hard cock, and stroking it a few times. She pulled her hand away and busied herself sliding each of her large tits back into her dress and bra, turning to look at me with a grin. "You're going to look funny walking out of here like that."
"Huh? Oh god." I mumbled, trying to stuff my cock into my pants.
After several awkward seconds I got myself covered, and my pants back fastened and belted. We got up and headed out of the theater, still at least another half hour of the movie to play, though neither of us seemed to care, at that point.
The parking lot was dark as we walked to my car. "Just open the back door." She said as we stepped around to the passenger side of the car.
"If you want." I answered, hitting the remote key fob in my hand. I opened the back door of the car and held it for her as she stepped between the door and the body of the car. With a grin she turned to face me, pushing the shoulders of the dress off again. The dress slid down her body almost as if it wanted off of her, as badly as I wanted it off of her, leaving her standing in just her bra and shoes. Well, the bra didn't last much longer than the dress had. She climbed into the back seat, her dress and bra tossed onto the floor of the car. I was kind of surprised she stripped right out in the open that way, but who was I to argue. The girl of my fantasies was laying naked, her shaved pussy spread and waiting, her big round tits and rock-hard nipples beckoning me. I started to climb in with her, only to be gently pushed back.
"Uh-uh lover boy. This car is WAY too small to try and undress in here. Take em off before you get in or this isn't going to get very far!"
"Oh. Um. Okay." I answered, quickly undoing my pants. I looked around a little nervously as I pushed my pants off standing in the parking lot, looking around again as I stood in just my briefs and my shirt.
"Come on. No time to be bashful!" she coaxed.
"Okay." I said before sucking in my breath nervously. I pulled off my shirt and tossed it on the floor before pushing my briefs down. I kicked them into the car on top of my pants and then climbed in, awkwardly pulling the door closed behind me, throwing us back into darkness. Well, darkness except for the parking lot lights filtering in the tinted windows. "she wants me," I whispered to myself silently over and over again as I crawled over the top of her and pretty much lay on top of her, my rock hard dick laying on her bare mound.
"Now. Bring this here." She cooed softly, reaching between us to find my rock-hard cock. She wiggled under me, moving on the seat to help align us and then used her free hand to reach behind me and press my ass down. "Come on big boy." She whispered as she rubbed my engorged head up and down her pussy. "Mmmmmmm yes. Now just push it into me."
"Um. Okay." I said, my voice almost cracking as the realization settled on me that I was about to fuck the woman of my dreams, well at least for the last four years. I lowered my hips down more, forcing my engorged head against her lips, slowly rubbing it up and down a little, getting more nervous by the second.
"Oh sweetie. Don't stop now." She cooed.
"Um, uh, do you mind if we kiss first?" I whispered.
"You have your dick ready to stuff in me and now you want to kiss?" She asked with a soft feminine laugh. "Sure, why not?" She reached her hand to the back of my head and pulled my face to hers. It started soft and awkward, but grew more aroused and urgent as the moments passed. We kept kissing as I gently reached between us to align my cock head with her opening. She broke the kiss as my head pushed into her, forcing my fat shaft deeper and deeper into her hot wet depths.
"Remind me to kiss you more often," she moaned softly, trying to rock her hips in time with mine as I worked my shaft slowly in and out of her.
I closed my eyes and tried to think of anything, besides the soft tunnel that was slowly gobbling my cock up and the nakedness of her body under me, both of which were pushing me closer and closer to a very quick climax. I could feel her hard nipples pressing to my chest as she pulled us together, the two hard points grinding into my chest making any attempt to hold back the growing urgency impossible. OH FUCK!" I squeaked as my body suddenly jerked, spewing shot after shot of cum into her already wet pussy. "Oh God. I'm sorry." I panted in embarrassment, my body still twitching and jerking as I emptied into her.
"James. Is this the first time you've been with a girl?" She whispered as she held me to her.
"No. well, not exactly."
"Well, what exactly?"
"I was with someone once." I answered, remembering my sister and her friend.
"James. Don't be embarrassed. It happens to all guys the first few times. Let's just take it easy a few minutes and we'll see what happens." She whispered, gently stroking my back and bare ass. "James, can I ask you something?"
"Uh huh." I answered, still a little breathless from the sudden climax.
"How come me?"
"How come you what?"
"How come you had a crush on me? What did I do to encourage that?"
"Are you kidding? You're the most gorgeous girl in school." I answered quickly.
"So, you're looking for a trophy?" she asked quietly.
"Oh hell no. I didn't mean it like that." I stammered. "I mean you are. The most beautiful girl in school. But it isn't just that. Hell. Ever since I saw you, the first time, I wanted you. I don't know what it is about you, but I just really, really, wanted to be with you. And the time in chem class, well, I couldn't wait for class every day. I got to see you, hear you talk, be next to you."
"So tell me, James. Did you fantasize about me? Sexually I mean?"
I blushed in the darkness, hoping that she didn't notice. "A little." I whispered awkwardly.
She reached for the back of my neck and pulled my face to hers, pressing her lips to mine. She teased my lips with her tongue coaxing my mouth open so she could slip her tongue in to find mine. Our tongues danced for a few seconds before she withdrew, sucking my lower lip sexily. "James." She whispered.
"Uh huh."
"What's your most favorite fantasy?" she asked, barely loud enough for me to hear.
"Watching you cheering without your bottoms on and then having sex with you." I admitted after several long seconds.
"Really?"
"Uh huh."
"Wanna make it come true?"
"What?"
"Your fantasy. Wanna see me in my cheerleader outfit without my panties on?"
"Oh God, do I!" I agreed as I looked down at her, trying to tell if she were serious or not.
"Then let's go do it. I have a fantasy too. Maybe you can help me make it come true." She whispered.
It took longer than I would have thought for the two of us to dress in the cramped back seat of my car. Dressed and headed out of the parking lot she directed me to go left, rather than right, which would have taken us toward her house. Instead, with a slight grin on her face the whole time, she pointed me back toward school. We parked in the lot by the track and got out.
"Come on." She said with a giggle. "But you have to be absolutely quiet! And you can't ever, and I do mean EVER, tell anyone about this. Promise?"
"Tell them about what?" I asked still very confused.
She grinned at me and pulling me by the hand tugged me along to a single steel door on the back of the building. "This is where the custodians go in and out at night. They almost always leave it unlocked." She whispered as she slowly turned the knob on the door and pulled it open as silently as she could. Tiptoeing, she slipped through the door, pulling me behind her, and let the door close as equally quietly as she'd opened it. "Come on." She whispered, tiptoeing down the narrow hallway, pulling me along with her. We turned the corner of the hallway into a larger corridor and snuck quickly down that one until we came to the door leading into the girl's locker room. She pulled the door open, reached for the light switch, and pulled me into the locker room.
I'd never been in the girl's locker room before, but found it wasn't all that different than the boys locker room. She led me to the large open area of the room, metal lockers lining both walls, wooden benches lined up in front of the lockers to sit on. At the far end of the room was the shower space, again much like the boy's shower, a large room with shower heads sprouting out of the wall down both sides of the long, tiled room. "Sit here. I'll be right back." She whispered, pushing me gently toward one of the wooden benches. She let go of my hand and disappeared through a door into another room.
I sat nervously, waiting for her to come back, still not at all sure, what she had in mind. I was afraid we'd be discovered and end up in serious trouble. Breaking into the school, even through an unlocked door was definitely grounds to be suspended!



"You ready?" I heard Mandy ask quietly, sticking her head around the edge of the door she had gone through only a few minutes ago.
"For what?" I asked in a loud whisper.
"For this!" she said with a huge smile, stepping from behind the door. She stepped into view wearing her purple and white cheerleader dress. She walked to the middle of the locker room in front of me, grinning widely. "What do you think?" she asked, twisting and turning back and forth, slowly at first, and then faster, making the tiny pleated skirt flare out far enough to show that she was bare beneath it. She stopped twisting and stood expectantly. "So? Now that I'm here like this, what are you going to do about it?"
"Oh God!" Was all I could mumble as I stared at her sliding her hands up and down the front of the top, each time pulling the bottom up slightly higher.
"Yeah. They're bare under here too." She giggled as she lifted the top enough to expose her tits, leaving the material hooked above her big breasts. With the grin never leaving her face, she turned to face away from me, bent over until her hands were on the floor and then pushed off with her feet, straightening her legs up into the air with the tiny white canvas shoes. She balanced herself on her hands, her legs initially held together as she gathered her balance, before hand-walking back toward me. With her big tits hanging over the still pulled up shirt, she backed toward me, stopping only a few short feet from my knees. She spread her legs wide, her pussy pulling apart and exposing her pink depths before she shifted her legs slightly and let her weight fall toward me. I was half expecting her body to slam into me, but instead her feet hit the lockers on either side of my head, her pussy only inches from my face. "So, you gonna lick me or what?" she said as she held herself in the awkward hand stand.
I nervously reached for her hips and leaned toward her, reaching to her spread pussy with my tongue. I could taste her tangy sweet arousal as I licked my tongue back and forth across her lips, pressing my tongue down between them as much as I could. I let my tongue spread her lips and search out her clit.
"Oh God lover. Keep doing that!" she gasped as I stroked the tip of my tongue across her hard, now exposed, clit. I continued gently stroking and teasing it, making her moan softly as I let the tip of my tongue dance over and around the hard little nub. I seemed to know just how hard to tease it, but I wasn't sure how I knew. I didn't have long to think about it before she pushed her feet off the locker and bent herself to stand up again. She looked at me lustfully. "Let's get you out of those pants." She grinned as she reached for my pants. I helped her get them open and then pulled down to my ankles, my rock-hard dick sticking out.
She pulled me to another bench this one more in the middle of the locker room. She sat me on the end and then straddled me, reaching down for my dick and pulling it up toward her. She stared at me, working by feel, as she rubbed my head between her lips. She settled down on me, forcing me into her sopping wet pussy. "You shouldn't have too much trouble this time. That magic tongue of yours has me already so fucking hot I feel like I'm going to explode."
"Uh huh." Was all I could grunt, as she began to lift and lower herself, pushing me deep into her each time she lowered herself. Up and down, she moved, her tits bouncing with each thrust down onto me.
"Shit. They might have meant it as a bad thing, but I gotta tell you, your cock is one hell of a lot better than Don's ever was."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. Fuck, you feel good in there. Feel so full, so fucking full. I can almost feel you pushing all the way up into my stomach. Jesus you're so fat and long."
"You feel pretty fucking good yourself," I grunted.
"God, I'm going to come. Ohhhhh shit yes. I'm gonna come. Ohhhhh honey. Come for me. Let me feel you come with me!" she cried softly as she pounded down onto me over and over. I watched her tits bounce as they stuck out under the top, and watched her bare shaved pussy, exposed as she held the front of her skirt up for me. Yeah, this was definitely my fantasy! "OHHHHHHH FUCK HERE I COME!" She cried loudly, her voice echoing in the locker room as she began to shudder and tremble, her body still pumping up and down, on my engorged shaft.
"Coming." Was all I could grunt as my body stiffened under her. I felt my hips try to push up at her, as my cock pumped the first shot of my seed deep into her depths.
"FUCK YES!" she all but screamed, as she felt the surge of cum push into her. She jammed herself down on me, letting her body shudder and shake in climax as my cock surged into her over and over.
I lay there, panting, my body occasionally jerking, as my cock softened in her. She looked down at me, still sitting on my lap, her hand idly stroking my chest. "Thank you." She whispered with a smile on her lips. "I always wanted to try that."
"Glad I could help." I agreed, just happy that I got to fuck her in her little cheerleading dress.
"Come on, we better get out of here before we get caught." She said as she lifted off, our cum leaking from her pussy, as she walked to the back room she had dressed in. I pulled up my pants and walked to the door of the room, wanting to see her naked again. She smiled as she changed out of the little dress, and then pulled on her yellow dress, stuffing her bra and panties into the locker so the only thing she wore was the dress and her shoes. She pulled me by the hand out of the locker room and we snuck out the same way we snuck in, running across the parking lot to the car. I drove her home with my right hand between her legs, teasing her pussy while she played with my dick, the two of us having one more, quick fuck in the side yard of her house before she kissed me goodbye and whispered, "now you can take me to prom," Before she headed into the house.
---o---
"Well, little brother. With that grin, you must have had one hell of a date!"
"It was." I admitted as I headed through the house to the stairs and then bounded up to go to my room. I pushed my door closed and flopped on the bed, laying, looking at the ceiling, wondering how I had gotten so damn lucky.
"So, spill. What happened?" Jenny asked as she pushed the door to my room closed again behind her.
"What?"
"No what. Tell me. What happened? Did you two make out?"
I looked at her and then rolled my eyes. "Oh yeah!"
"More than made out? Come on! Tell me!"
"You really wanna know?"
"Hell yeah!"
"Okay. If you wanna know. Take off your clothes."
"Huh?"
"I'm not gonna tell you for nothing. You wanna know, you gotta do something for me. Strip."
"You think that'll keep me from asking? Having to get naked? Fat chance!" she said as she started stripping off the sports bra and spandex shorts she had on. Moments later she stood in front of me, completely naked. She leaned over me and started undoing my pants.
"What are you doing?"
"Checking for cum. You don't think I'm going to just take your word for it, do you?" She said, as she pushed my hands away and went back to work on my pants. She pulled the front open and then half climbed on the bed as she struggled to pull my pants down to my thighs without my help. She grasped my half hard cock and stroked it slowly. "Well, pussy juice. That's a good sign. Now spill. Or I'll show you the other thing that Amy programmed you with."
"HUH? What else did she program me with?"
"Nothing much. Just a little key word that makes you do whatever I want."
"You're making that up. She didn't do any such thing!"
"Maybe. Maybe not. Are you sure you want to find out?"
"Fine. I'll tell you. We started out in the movie theater. She played with my dick until I came in her mouth and then I played with her pussy until she came. We wanted to fuck, so we left the movie and got naked in the car and fucked there."
"Oh sweet. Good job, little brother. No one can call you a virgin anymore!"
"Yeah. Then we snuck into the school and had sex in the girl's locker room, while she was wearing her cheerleader outfit! But you can't tell anyone. It's a secret."
"Not a word. Was it good?"
"It was awesome! Everything I could have ever fantasized about, but better."
"Nice. My brother, a bad boy! Who'd have thought." She said as she sat straddling my thighs, her hand slowly stroking my dick. "And then you took her home?"
"Yeah. We kinda did it in the yard next to her house before she went in."
"Three in one night? Sweet stuff. My little brother, turning into a man right in front of my eyes."
"You keep doing that and I'm going to make you do a lot more than stroke it."
"Oh? Like what?"
"I'm going to make you ride it."
"I doubt you could get another out of it. Not four in one night."
"That's what you think. You're getting me pretty damn turned on, right now."
"You are, huh?" she said with a grin. She scooted forward and lifted herself on her knees a bit higher. She rubbed my engorged head between her wet lips and then settled slowly onto me, forcing my fat cock deep into her pussy. "Mmmmmmmm. Damn that feels good."
"Thought you didn't want to do this anymore."
"Didn't say that. Just said we should limit it. This is me, only doing it when I'm really turned on. Thinking about you fucking her in the locker room, well, fuck! I wouldn't mind having you bend me over in the showers and fuck me there." She groaned as she started to bounce on me, sliding her very wet, soft, hot pussy up and down my shaft. God, she felt good sliding up and down, rocking her hips with each stroke. I let my hands reach to her tits and start to squeeze and knead them, pinching her nipples between my thumb and finger. "Oh shit. You keep doing that and I'm going to come on you."
"Good." I whispered, feeling the urgency already building deep in my groin. I had no idea I could even come four times in one night, but my body was definitely working on proving that I could. Up and down, she stroked, her hot, sexy pussy caressing my fat head and shaft in just the right way. Her tits bounced in my hands and her breathing began to grow ragged as her body grew closer and closer to orgasm.
"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit." She panted softly. "God, gonna come! You're gonna make me come!" She squeaked as her pussy started to clench around me. She slammed herself down and I felt her climax squeeze and clench around me as she came. She sat there, her body doing its thing, but leaving me hanging just out of reach of my own. With a very naughty grin she suddenly pulled off of my dick and practically ran out of the room, leaving her clothes on the floor. I hoped our parents didn't see her darting between our rooms naked.
"Fuck." I swore quietly as I pushed the door closed, my cock throbbing with the desire for release that was so close. I was half tempted to head to her room and finish what she started, but for some really strange reason I didn't feel invited and couldn't quite make myself go barge into her room without it. I finished undressing and flopped into bed, and was asleep in a very few minutes.
---o---
The clock by my bed said two thirty. I didn't know what had woken me, but my cock was rock hard. I reached down and idly stroked it, thinking about what Mandy and Jenny had done to me that evening. My body wanted release, but a hand job just wasn't what I was looking for. I climbed out of bed and silently opened my door. The house seemed quiet, except for what sounded like an occasional gasp or moan from sis's room. I wondered if she was having a bad dream, and suspected that was what had woken me up. I padded silently down the hall, glad that mom and dad's always slept with their door closed and the filter running, which drowned out a lot of noises.
I pushed her door open slowly, trying to stay as quiet as I could, and then stood there, staring. She was laying back on the bed, her little nightstand light on, shining on her completely naked body. Her knees were spread apart and she was pushing a large blue thing in and out of her pussy. It only took my brain a few moments to realize that it was a nearly two foot long, double ended, bright blue, silicone dildo, one end pushed deep into her pussy. She had her eyes closed and was pushing it in and out of herself, grunting and gasping, as it worked in and out of her depths. I pushed the door closed behind me and walked slowly, careful to not make any noise. In only a few steps I was standing next to her bed, watching her push the flexible blue dildo in and out of herself.
"Oh fuck, James. Give it to me. Give me all of it." She whispered, barely loud enough for me to hear.
"If you want me to." I whispered.
"OH SHIT!" she gasped loudly, covering her mouth quickly as she stared at me standing there, as naked as she was. "What are you doing here?"
"Answering your invitation." I grinned, reaching for the toy, pulling it away from her hand and out of her pussy. I knelt on the bed and then moved between her legs. She didn't protest or complain as I lowered my head to her shaved mound and began to gently kiss it, working slowly lower toward her already spread and wet lips. As my lips reached her nether lips, I slowly licked my tongue between them, tasting her excitement.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" She moaned softly, leaning back and relaxing the way she had been before. "God yes," she sighed, as I let my tongue stroke and tease between her lips and over her sensitive clit. "Oh fuck, I want you." She moaned after only a very few minutes of my attentions to her clit. It was what I wanted to hear. I let my tongue leave her pussy and began to kiss my way up her body, kissing her firm stomach and then back and forth to go around and over her sexy tits. I paused to suck each nipple into my mouth, flicking each one with my tongue before moving higher. When I reached her neck, I could feel the head of my dick pressing against her wet pussy. I didn't have to even try hard, to get my head to push right into the gaping entrance to her velvety soft depths. My head slipped easily into her already lubricated vaginal tunnel and my hips eased my long, fat cock deep into her without trouble.
"Ohhhhh fuck me!" She moaned into my ear as her arms pulled my head down next to hers, holding me tight. I began to stroke in and out of her, rocking my hips to drive my shaft all the way into her, my head pushing against the end of her vagina with each stroke. Her hips began to rock in time with my strokes as the two of us worked slowly up the slope, toward a mutual climax. I was learning her signs, and I could tell she was getting close. I let my desire for release in her wash over me, allowing the urgency to grow as her desire grew as well. In and out I stroked, pushing both of us toward climax. "Oh God James, I'm coming!" She gasped as her body clenched around my stroking cock as her arms and legs began to tremble.
I pushed harder and faster, forcing myself into her, until I felt like I was stretching her vagina longer, and then I let it all go. I could feel the warmth overtake me and the cum surge deep into her, as my body jerked and pumped my come fully into her. I lay on top of her trembling body, jerking and twitching as I filled her pussy with my cum.
"Oh God, yes, James! That's what I needed! That's what I wanted." She whispered, as she held me. We lay like that for a while, my dick softening inside her. When I slipped out of her, she rolled us over, laying us on our sides so that we faced each other. She leaned her face against mine and kissed me softly for long seconds. "Stay here." She whispered.
"Uh-huh." I whispered back, knowing exactly what she meant.
We fell back asleep that way, the two of us holding each other, both of us naked and, for the moment, sated.
---o---
"JAMES! What the fuck are you doing in here?" Jenny hissed loudly as she shook me awake.
"Huh? What?" I asked groggily, looking around the room and seeing the sun streaming in her bedroom window.
"You, naked! In my bed?" She snapped quietly.
"Uh, you invited me." I grunted. "Besides, you're naked too."
She looked down at herself as if just realizing she too, was indeed naked. "SHIT!" She gasped, crossing her arms over her exposed tits, the frown on her face turning to a scowl. She slipped out of bed and looked down at me. "Come on. Get out. You're not supposed to be in here, especially not naked!"
I was confused. She had definitely invited me the night before to sleep with her. She grabbed my arm and pulled. "Come on. Out. We have to get ready for school!"
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I groaned, climbing from her bed. She stood, staring down at the bed as I started toward the door.
"James."
"Yeah, I'm going." I grunted, reaching for the door knob.
"James!" She hissed loudly again, causing me to stop and look back at her, still staring down at her bed.
"What?"
"Um, did we do something last night?"
I chuckled. "We sure as hell did. Once in my room and once here. Why?"
She turned to look at me, confusion on her face. "I sorta remember a strange dream, but I thought it was a dream. I didn't come into your room and strip and fuck you, did I?"
I almost laughed, but the look on her face froze it inside me. "You don't remember coming and badgering me about my date?"
"Well, yeah. But how did that lead to....um... how did that lead to sex?"
"I told you to strip and you did. Then you sat on me while I told you about my date."
"And I fucked you?"
"Uh huh."
"And in here?"
"You were using that blue thing when I came in, and you begged me to fuck you."
"Ohhhhh! Amy I am going to so fucking kill you!" she swore quietly.
"What does Amy have to do with it?"
"Nothing. Just, um, just go get ready for school." She said with a hint of anger on her face.
I shook my head and walked out of her room, checking the hall, to make sure the way was clear, before darting past the bathroom and into my own room. I closed the door and then stood there, leaning against it, thinking about what she had said. "Amy, what did you do to her?" I whispered to myself, with a chuckle. I needed a shower, so I grabbed a pair of briefs and headed back out to the bathroom before sis got into it and spent an hour primping and whatever else she does in there.
An hour later we were dressed and ready to go to school. I rode with sis, as usual, and we separated once we were parked and went our different directions.
"Hey sexy!" I heard from behind me as I was opening my locker.
"Hey Mandy!" I said with a smile as I turned to face her. She slipped up to me and pressed her body against mine before giving me a soft wet kiss that broke every rule about PDA in school. "I know you don't have time to get a tux or anything before the prom Saturday, but if you have a suit, that'd work fine with me."
"Yeah. I have one."
"Good. That's all we need then. I have my dress, the one I was going to wear for Don. But I think you'll get a lot more enjoyment out of it than he would have."
"I will?"
"Uh huh." She said with a conspiratorial grin, as she leaned her face closer to me so she could whisper in my ear. "it's strapless and fairly short and I'm not going to wear anything under it."
"Oh wow!" I smiled back at her.
"Just think of the things you can do with that combination. After last night, I'm sure you can make my evening quite enjoyable."
"I bet I can, for both of us." I agreed.
"You coming to the last basketball game tonight? Last time I'll be wearing my cheerleading outfit, if you're interested."
"Of course, I am." I agreed. "I'll be there."
She leaned in and kissed me again and then headed off to class, leaving me standing there, feeling like an idiot for not saying something a lot less dorky.
The day had gone by glacially slowly. My brain was still wrapped around the thought of her in her cheerleading outfit, the same one I'd had sex with her in just the night before. I knew there wasn't any way I was going to get to do that again, but I still couldn't help but think about it. When the final bell rang, I headed out to the car, finding Jenny already there, waiting. "Hurry up. We have a stop to make on the way home."



"Sure. What's the hurry? It's not like you're gonna be late to the game or anything. It isn't for three hours yet."
"Just get in and shut up!" she snapped. I shrugged and climbed into the car. I had no idea where we were going, and she didn't seem inclined to tell me, not until we pulled into the little natural foods store that Amy worked at. Jenny got out of the car, slammed the door and practically stomped her way into the little shop.
"Jenny!" Amy said cheerfully, as we walked in, Jenny several steps ahead of me. "And James! Now this is a pleasant afternoon."
"What did you do?" Jenny demanded as she walked up to the counter.
"What?"
"What did you do? I know what you did to James, but what did you do to me?"
"You? Who said I did anything to you?" Amy asked defensively.
"Because I woke up this morning in bed with my brother, naked, and it was pretty damn clear the two of us had been fucking, unless I've suddenly taken to peeing my bed."
Amy chewed her lip a moment and then lowered her voice. "Okay. So, I tweaked you a little."
"Tweaked me?"
"Gave you a suggestion. You wanted to teach James what to do with a woman, and I sure as hell wasn't going to be his guinea pig. So, I just gave you the little suggestion that if he asked you to strip, you'd take your clothes off and fuck him. It worked. He asked you to strip and then you showed him all the right things to do."
"I showed him? I thought you showed him. I remember you laying there showing him."
"Me? Uh-uh. I don't do dicks, well not often, though I have to admit, James was a nice exception. It was a lot more fun to let you get me off with that blue thing of yours after he got done fucking you twice."
"Oh Jesus. AMY, he's my brother!"
"Uh-huh. And you WANTED to fuck him. I just helped you along a little."
"Take it away. Undo whatever it was. You can do that, right?"
"Well, not exactly."
"What do you mean not exactly? You mean you can't, or you won't?"
"I can't exactly. I mean, I didn't just throw it in there forever, not like I did with James."
"Okay. Um, not forever. So, like, just how long is not forever?"
"Just exactly like you wanted." Amy said with a grin. "It expires when you run out of ways to teach him to pleasure a woman."
"When I run out of ways? What the hell? I can think of a lot of ways to do that. I have to do all of them with him? What the hell were you thinking?"
"Well, there is an early out."
"An early out? What the hell is that?"
She grinned even bigger. "All you have to do is let him see us having sex."
"Us, as in, you and me?" Sis asked in surprise.
"Yep. Told you I'd help. Never said I'd do it for nothing."
"AMY! You...You...Oh shit!"
"It's either than or you gotta show him all the different ways you know for a guy to pleasure a woman. It WAS your idea."
"Ohhhhh shit. And all he has to do is tell me to strip?"
"That's it. And you better hope he doesn't do it in a public place, if you know what I mean."
"Oh God Amy. You didn't!"
"Uh huh."
Jenny turned around to look at me. "You better not fucking EVER tell me to strip in a public place or so help me you won't have a dick left to use! Got it!?"
"Definitely!" I agreed.
"You sure you don't wanna just do a little fucking with me and let him watch?" Amy asked softly. "I might even let him fuck my cunt again, once you lick me to climax, that is."
"Some friend!" Jenny snapped at Amy before storming out of the building.
I turned to leave and stopped when Amy called me back. "James!"
"Yeah?"
"Most of what I told her was bullshit. I was just yanking her chain. The trigger, to tell her to strip? It only works once, and it sounds like you used it. So, if she does it again, it's her, not my suggestion. But don't tell her that, okay?"
I chuckled. "Got it. I won't say a word!"
"So, sis," I asked, as I climbed into the passenger side of the car. "Just how many ways do you know for a guy to pleasure a woman?"
"Oh, shut the fuck up!"
"And that reminds me. Wasn't that dildo you were using last night, wasn't that a double ender? I mean, I've seen those in porn stuff. It's for using with another girl, isn't it?"
"I SAID SHUT UP!" She snapped at me as she waited for me to back out of the parking space.
I didn't bother to say anything else, but let her stew on what she was told as I drove us home. I had a hunch that I could have some fun if I wanted to, when the time was right.
---o---
I'd watched a lot of basketball and football games in my high school career, but not because I was a sports nut. It was mostly because I had two cheering, really hot girls, to watch, Mandy and my sister. I could always say I was watching my sister, just to be supportive, but I was really there to watch Mandy, and now I didn't have to pretend I wasn't. I openly watched every cheer and move she made, many times her routine finished with a smile in my direction. When the game was over, the girls all headed to the locker room to change, leaving me kind of hanging around the gym waiting. Since it was the last game, for my sister, ever, they had to clear out their lockers. The younger girls were going to have cheer camps over the summer, so they were leaving some things in their lockers, but all the seniors had to clean them out, leaving them all in the locker room a lot longer than the younger girls.
"Hey sexy." Mandy said, as she came out of the locker room and walked across the gym to meet me.
"Hey good looking." I answered, letting her step between my arms and give me a hug. "You looked really good out there tonight."
"I bet you say that to all the cheerleaders you're fucking." She whispered, as she pressed herself against me, and lifted herself on her toes to press her lips to mine. She pressed her lips to mine, holding me against her body, as we kissed for long seconds, the kiss growing more erotic and sexual as it progressed. By the time she broke the kiss, my pants were bulging out with a growing hardon, which she couldn't help but feel against her stomach, as she intentionally pressed herself against me. "Mmmmmmmm. Now that's what I like to feel. It's a shame I wasted all that time when I could have been fucking you for the last three years."
I chuckled. "Well, at least we have now."
"We are, more, I hope. Hey, you wanna do something naughty?"
"Like what?"
"I know that Julie and Samantha are still in the shower. Wanna go spy on them?"
"Why would I want to do that?"
"Welllll. Because they were making fun of you and me being together. Something about your nickname. How about we sneak in and let them see what a real dick looks like?"
"You want to sneak me in and show me off to them?"
"Well... I want to tease them, and I can't think of a better way than to let you see them naked and for them to see what they're missing and are never going to get."
I rolled my eyes. "And you just expect me to go along with this?"
"Nope. I expect you to object and complain and say no, and then acquiesce and do it anyway, because you know that after we're done here, we're going to go find a place to fuck. So, let's just skip to the second part when you say yes." She said with a grin as she stepped back and pulled me by the hand. I shook my head and followed along, letting her drag me by the hand into the girl's locker room. She looked around and most of the girls had left, leaving only my sister and a couple other seniors getting their stuff together and dressing. Gao, a petite little Asian girl was standing in just her bra and panties, her mouth hanging open as Mandy held her finger to her lips as she pulled me toward the showers.
The two of us stepped into the showers, a large bay with lots of shower heads around the walls, two of which were still spraying water. Julie, who had been the one to laugh at me in the parking lot while I was talking to Mandy about taking her to prom, was standing completely naked, her head tipped back and her long red hair lathered in soap. The sudsy water ran down her body enticingly, streaming down over her orange sized boobs and down her front, the stream splitting to run down both legs and a portion to run down between her legs, through her auburn curls, to stream down to the shower floor.
The other shower head being used, was raining its water down on a tall blonde girl that I knew as Samantha, who was something of a stuck up bitch, according to my sister. She was muscular, but not unattractively so, had a pair of large tits, almost as large as Mandy's 32 D's, and a large patch of blonde curls on her mound shaped like a large triangle pointing down to her pussy.
She stood staring at me, unable to move for long seconds before she finally cried out and tried to cover her boobs with one arm and her pussy with her other hand. "SHIT! MANDY!" she squealed, seeming to be unsure whether to run past me or to move deeper into the showers, away from me.
"What? What is it?" Julie asked, her eyes still closed, soap running down her face.
"It's HIM! Mandy brought him into the showers!"
"Him? Him who?" Julie snapped at her friend pushing her head back under the water to try and clear the soap from her face. "What the fuck Mandy!?" Julie cried when she could see again, her angry look not only for Mandy, but me as well. She turned her back to us and stepped forward to try and continue rinsing her hair, without showing me any more of her body, than I'd already seen. "What the fuck are you doing Mandy? You know you can't have a guy in here! Hell, even Don wasn't allowed in here!"
"What? Afraid that he might see something? Or that you might find out you're missing something?"
"What the hell are you talking about?" Julie asked as she finished rinsing her hair and used her right arm to cover her tits and one hand over the juncture of her legs. She walked almost all the way to us and stood there, dripping, but not walking past us.
"You were making fun of him. I thought you ought to see just exactly what it was that the boys found so amusing."
"See what they found amusing?"
"You were making fun of me for wanting to go out with him, maybe you should see what he brings to a date, besides being a really good kisser."
"What are you talking about?" She snapped, Samantha now standing behind Julie, her body covered in the same way as Julie, clearly curious now about the interaction between the girls. I had to say, I was curious too. I had no idea what Mandy had in mind.
Mandy pressed her tits against my back and I felt both hands move around me. One hand, on my chest, held me back against her, the other moved down to my pants and began to undo my belt. "Hey!"
"Shhhhh!" she whispered in my ear. "Just let me. Trust me."
"Fine." I said with a sigh, resigning myself to the fact that I was about to be flashed to the girls. I let go of her hands and let her undo my belt. In a few moments my pants were sliding down my legs and Mandy was pushing my briefs down to expose my already mostly hard dick.
"Holy shit." Julie muttered as she looked down at my hardening cock, both of Mandy's hands wrapped around it, or as much of it as she could. I hadn't ever realized just how little her hands were, or was it how fat and long I was? Her hands slowly stroked me, making me grow fatter and longer with each passing second, my heart pounding in my chest as she intentionally teased me to full mast.
"Just think how this would feel buried all the way to his balls in your pussy, if you could actually take all of it, that is. With that little toy your boyfriend calls a dick, you probably can't even take a real man's dick, and trust me, this is a real man's dick!"
"Holy shit." Julie muttered again, her hands no longer covering her body but both of them reaching toward my dick. I looked down at her chest, her bright pink nipples poking out at me, and her pink areola puckered and engorged around both rock hard protrusions. One of her hands did manage to wrap part way around my shaft and my engorged head, her fingers not quite able to close all the way to her palm. "Fuck that's big."
"Big and fat and he gives me the best fucking I've ever had. So, you still wanna make fun of me? Us?"
"Um. No, I don't think. Can I? Try it, I mean?"
"You mean now you want to have him fuck you? Weren't you just making fun of me a little while ago for going to prom with a geek? Well sister, I don't see any reason you should, do you?"
"I mean, well, we could, just for a second, right?" Julie asked.
"You mean you'd cheat on your boyfriend just to get a taste of his cock?" Mandy asked with a soft laugh. "My, my! How the wheel turns. Wasn't it you that said only a few weeks ago that you'd never cheated on him and never would? Seems to me it was. But here you are, practically begging me to let you do just that. No, I think I'll keep this one all to myself." She stepped around me, pushing Julie back with one hand. She grasped my cock again as she bent over. She used her free hand to lift the back of her skirt up, revealing a complete lack of panties. "James, why don't you put that baby in me and show em what they're missing."
"You want me to fuck you now, here?"
"Unless you wanna throw down and fuck Julie."
"No, I don't think I'd want to do that." I agreed. Not that I was against fucking a good looking blonde, but I was just kind of getting used to having a sorta girlfriend, I didn't want to mess that up. I shuffled the few inches to press my dickhead to her pussy lips. She used her hand to rub my head up and down her lips and then settled me into the entrance to her depths. The pressure on my head was a trigger for action that my body knew better than my mind. Without thinking, I pushed my hips toward her and pressed my cock into her, sliding several inches into her.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck!" Mandy moaned as I pulled back and pressed into her again, this time almost all the way to the end of her depths. A third stroke, had me driven all the way into her, my body pressed against her bare ass. I closed my eyes for a moment and started to stroke in and out of her, my body reacting to the sensations, giving no thought at all to being nervous in front of the two naked girls and the three behind me watching us. In and out I thrust, each stroke giving a soft squish of her juices in the otherwise now quiet shower room. I watched Julie standing there, her fingers moving between her legs as she stared at me fucking Mandy in front of her.
"Ohmygod," Julie moaned softly as she watched Mandy taking my thrusts, my hands holding her hips as I pumped my fat cock in and out of her.
It was a surprisingly short time before she began to moan and gasp in pleasure. "Oh shit. Gonna come. Gonna come." Mandy moaned, as I worked in and out of her sexy depths. I could feel her pussy starting to clench and tighten around me, as she grew closer to orgasm, hers and mine only moments away. "AHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" Mandy cried as she started to climax, her whole body seeming to tremble, as her pussy clenched and spasmed around me. I stroked only a few more times before my own orgasm pushed itself to its peak. My body jerked hard and I felt the first surge of cum push into her, causing her to cry out in pleasure again. Over and over my body bucked until there was nothing left to put into her.
"Jesus." Julie whispered, as Mandy pulled off my dick and then lifted her skirt to show my cum leaking from her filled pussy, to the still naked Julie.
"Yeah, I know. He comes like a ton in me every time." Mandy said with a grin. "Fuck, it feels so good when he does. Feels like I'm going to explode sometimes."
"Jesus Mandy. I can't believe you just let him fuck you in here!"
"Why not? It isn't the first time." She said with a laugh. She turned and squatted down and leaned her face to me, sucking my now shrinking cock into her mouth. She sucked and licked our combined cum off my shaft and then pulled my pants up, covering my dick back up. "Might even try to sneak in here Saturday night. That might be fun, don't you think James? Fuck me in here in my prom dress, or out of it even? I bet you could get me naked in like ten seconds with what I'm going to wear. What do you think? Wanna fuck me again in here?"
"Hell Mandy. I'll fuck you any place you want, you know that!"
She grinned, as she stood up in front of me. "Yeah, I figured that out already. And I'm going to enjoy every second I can manage, to get with this fantastic cock. Come on. Take me home and I'll show you a few things I have in my closet. I bet some of them will get you all turned on and hard again."
"Won't your parents complain?"
"Well, just so happens, they aren't home tonight, not until later. So, we have, what, maybe two hours to play? No point standing here wasting it, is there?"
"Not that I can see." I agreed, letting her pull me away from the naked girls and past my own sister and out of the locker room again. I was amazed that we hadn't gotten caught either time we'd done it.
---o---
It was only three days until the prom, and I didn't have another chance to do anything with Mandy, other than see her at school. One night was the sports banquet, the other two were family things. As a result, when I saw her in her pink prom dress, her huge, at least to me, tits encased in the pink material, with nothing holding the dress up, and most of her legs bare below the pink hemline, well, it was hard not to pop a boner right there. I didn't think her parents would appreciate it, but FUCK she looked hot! I gave her the corsage I'd bought and then led her to my car, promising her dad that I'd have her home by midnight.
As soon as we'd gotten down the block, she had me pull over and we spent ten minutes kissing and groping each other. She seemed to be at least as horny as I was, maybe more. I got to see how easy it was to pull the top of her dress down, and to explore what little she had on besides the dress. In return I let her take my pants off so she could get rid of my underwear, taking a few minutes to kiss and lick and suck on my engorged head, before putting my pants back on. The rest of the way to school we spent playing with each other, my fingers between her wet pussy lips and her hand playing with my still exposed dick.
To say I felt awkward walking into the prom with Mandy on my arm would be an understatement of epic proportions. I didn't go to my junior prom for lack of a date, and I wasn't planning on going to this one until Mandy broke up with her now ex-boyfriend. Hell, when I asked her, the last thing I actually expected was for her to say yes. It was nothing but a Hail Mary play, to start with. The girls all looked gorgeous in their array of both floor length and short, sexy gowns of all colors and styles. Some were more traditionally conservative, and some, like Mandy's were much more provocative, though I would have to say ANY strapless dress or gown would be provocative to a high school guy. Few, if any, of the people I hung around with were coming, so I hung with Mandy and let her lead me around from group to group, all of them friends of hers, of course. The captain of the cheer squad was BOUND to have lots of friends, even if they really weren't, if you know what I mean. Most of them were polite enough to not ask embarrassing questions about me being with her, but those who did got a standard answer from Mandy. "If Don would have learned to treat a woman half as good as James does, I probably wouldn't have broken up with him, but since he didn't, and James does, well, enough said." That seemed to satisfy most, but not all. Those few then got a private whisper that I could only imagine about, generally getting a shocked or surprised look from the girl, who almost always couldn't resist looking at my crotch.
"JENNY!" Mandy called when she saw my sister walk in with her date, a guy I really didn't care all that much for, named Brock of all things. I thought he was something of a jerk and was dating my sister only because she was a cheerleader. He had no intention of continuing any kind of relationship after graduation, and if he said he was, he was lying. Trust me, brothers know!



"Damn sis!" I said, as I looked at her in the floor length powder blue gown. The only thing that seemed to hold the top up were two very tiny strings over her shoulders, that looked like they would break at any second trying to hold my sister's modestly large boobs up. Hers weren't anywhere near as big as Mandy's, but they were still big enough, that I couldn't quite contain one in one hand, especially not when she was bouncing wildly on my lap.
"You like?"
"Have to admit, sister or not, you look stunning."
"I hope you've said at least as much to your date. Wouldn't want her to get the impression that you like looking at your sister more than her."
"Oh, trust me, he's made it VERY plain just how good I look." Mandy answered for me. "So how about a dance?" Mandy asked turning to look at me. "Unless you want to dance with your sister, that is."
"No, um, dancing with you would be fine. I'm afraid I'm not much of a dancer though."
"I'm sure we can fix that." She grinned, as she pulled me toward the dance floor, where dozens of couples were slowly swaying to the slow song that was playing. It seemed like a perfect opportunity to hang on each other without getting called out for a PDA. Mandy wrapped herself around me and coaxed me to sway side to side with her, her pelvis pressed to mine and her tits smashed into my chest. "I love slow dances." She whispered to me. "Wanna know why?"
"Sure, why?"
"Because we can be as close to each other as we want and I can feel your hardon against me, and no one will complain."
"Yeah?"
"Though I might, if you don't get those hands grabbing my butt or something. Just because you're trying to be a gentleman, doesn't mean that you can't grope a girl a bit. Girls like to think that they're enticing enough, that their man just can't keep his hands off of her."
"Well, in that case." I answered, awkwardly sliding my hands to her butt, cupping both firm globes and giving them a gentle squeeze. "That better?"
"It'll do for now. I'm gonna want a lot more, later. If you're willing."
"You know I can't say no to you. Hell, we proved that in the showers the other day, didn't we?"
"I guess we did at that. I never got a chance to ask. What did you think of our two naked beauties? As sexy as I am?"
"I think they were both pretty hot, but let's face it, you're the hottest one in here by far."
"Oh God, you are such a good liar! Thank you, sweetie."
The song ended and the next one was a bit faster, which really wasn't my style at all. Mandy pulled me around to groups of girls again, this time finding Samantha and then Julie. To both she whispered something that seemed to elicit a somewhat startled look, followed by what I could only describe as determination. "You're on." Julie said with a firm nod.
"What was that all about?"
"Oh, just a little challenge." Mandy answered as she led me across the dance floor again. The dance floor was the main auditorium of the school. It had bleachers that could pull out, as well as upper levels of seats down both sides of a large basketball court. This was built a few years ago, replacing the old auditorium, that became the practice gym. It was nice having two gyms, but there was still only one set of locker rooms, shared by both gymnasiums. You could enter the locker rooms from either side, one for each gym, the side we were in now having doors that were locked to keep kids out during the prom. The other side, off the practice gym, didn't have doors at all, but just a sort of U-shaped entry that prevented anyone from looking into the locker room. In the practice gym there was also a storage room for mats and other equipment that was kept locked for obvious reasons.
"It's time." Was all Mandy said before she led me on a roundabout route, sneaking up a stairwell to the second floor, down the length of the school and back down to the lower level, only to come back to the first floor near the practice gym. We slipped through an unlocked door to the gym and then across the darkened gym, lit only by the emergency exit signs. She led me to the door of the mat storage room and punched a code into the pushbutton lock by feel. She opened the door and pulled me into the room, closing it behind her. Inside the room were my sister, Samantha, Julie, Gao and Kim, all of the senior cheerleaders, and their dates.
"Okay girls. Have you told them?" Mandy asked.
"Nope. They're all still clueless." Samantha answered.
Mandy looked around the room and grinned. "Okay boys. This is a tradition of the cheer squad. At prom all the senior girls bring their dates here at the same time for a final challenge."
"What kind of challenge?" Julie's date asked.
"Well, you boys get a chance to see us all naked, at the same time, how does that sound?"
"Sounds pretty fucking awesome, but what's the catch?"
"The catch is, that after we take our dresses off, we turn off the lights and shuffle partners. There's no talking, and because it's dark, you can't see who you're with. The challenge is, by whatever means you can, convince your partner to use, without talking, you have to make each other climax. The last couple to do so, loses."
"Loses? Loses what?"
"Well, her dress. Her dress and her date will be on the second floor, all she has to do is get there and they're both hers. Of course, that means that she has to get there naked."
"So, if I'm making out with someone and I don't make her come, or she doesn't make me come, whoever she is, has to run the length of the school naked?"
"That's the challenge. So, guys, if you WANT to see your partner run the length of the school naked, just don't make her come. Of course, you better be damn sure who your partner is, right? Because if you all try that game, it might be your date that has to make the run. Soooo. You ready girls? Time to drop your dresses."
I'd seen all of the girls naked except for Gao, who was a very petite Asian girl that turned out to be completely hairless with a pair of pretty small boobs, and Kim. Kim was the lone black senior cheerleader with skin the color of hot cocoa, a large, full butt and a pair of monster tits, at least two sizes bigger than Mandy's D cup mounds.
By the time all the girls were stripped to nothing but their shoes, their dresses and intimates were piled on one of the mat stacks. All the guys had their pants around their ankles and their now rock-hard dicks sticking out. Mandy pushed them all back against the piles of mats, forming a large circle with a dozen or so feet between each of us. The girls gathered in the middle, except for Mandy who walked to the doorway to turn off the lights, throwing us into darkness.
"Remember boys, no talking, at all. This has to be done completely by feel."
I stood in place, wondering what I was supposed to do when I felt a hand reach out and touch my arm. In moments there was another hand on my chest and then I felt a body press against me, large tits, not large enough to be Kim, but large enough to be either my sister, Mandy or maybe even Samantha. I didn't have long to consider it though, as the hand on my arm quickly moved to my hardon. I heard her take in a breath as her hand grasped my fat cock, making me pretty sure that she knew who I was, even if I didn't know who she was.
Her hand began to stroke my dick as I reached up and found her tits, cupping each one to try and guess which of the three I was with. Each soft mound was full and heavy, her nipples growing hard as I stroked my thumbs back and forth across them. I wondered how I was supposed to know how far to go, thinking that we could actually get each other off with our hands if we wanted to, though the more she stroked me, the less I wanted to end that way.
I slipped my hands around her back and gently turned us, putting her butt against the short stack of pads I had been leaning against. I cupped both firm cheeks and lifted her, setting her on the pads. She willingly spread her legs for me and I moved between them, her hands finding my dick again and guiding me toward her until I could feel wet pussy lips against the tip of my head. She rubbed my head up and down her slit, letting me feel the inner labia protruding from between her firm outer lips. I pushed slightly closer to her, forcing my cock head between those soft hot lips. She didn't protest, but instead pushed me down far enough that I felt my head nestle into the entrance to her depths.
I held myself there, not sure how to ask if I could or should go further, but she made the decision for me. I felt the hardness of her high heels dig into my butt cheeks, forcing me to push toward her, and at the same time, push my fat dick into her. "Oh fuck," She moaned softly, breaking the no talking rule for just a moment, but it was enough to know it wasn't either my sister or Mandy, leaving the stuck up, snotty, Samantha. I grinned to myself and pushed deeper into her, hearing her gasp as I started to stroke in and out slowly, working my shaft deeper and deeper into her. In and out I moved my cock, feeling her body respond as I worked my engorged mushroom head deep into her, pressing it against the end of her vaginal depths. I leaned toward her, pushing her back slightly to change her angle and allow me to lower my head to one of her big soft tits.
"Mmmmmmmmmm." She moaned quietly as I sucked one whole nipple and most of her areola into my mouth. I felt her start to rock her hips in time with my strokes, her feet long since leaving my butt to allow her to spread her legs even further. I couldn't see in the dark, but my mind had no trouble picturing her tall, tanned body, her muscles rippling slightly, as she rocked herself to coax her own climax closer. I could imagine her long hair hanging down her back, even though I knew it was up in some kind of fancy hairdo, my mind still pictured her the way she was in the shower, her hair wet and hanging down her back almost to her butt. I started to pound myself into her, driving hard as my orgasm began to race, my heart pounding in my chest. It was hard to believe that I'd had my cock in not one, not two, but three cheerleaders. Not bad for a geek.
My thoughts were pulled back to reality, the girl I was fucking, feeling her pussy begin to clench around me as her climax started to overtake her. She gasped and cried out in the dark as her whole body started to shake, the nipple in my mouth pulled away as she collapsed back on the mat, her whole body moving and writhing in the dark. The constant change of sensation of her moving body, along with the feeling of her hot, tight vaginal depths, pushed my buttons to the limit. With a grunt I felt my body jerk hard and drive into her, as a surge of my cum pumped deep into her. She cried out again, not the only cry of ecstasy in the small room, but one of absolute pleasure as her climax was pushed just that much higher. I felt her body surge a gush of juices around my cock, her girl cum running down my thighs and dripping from my balls as she shook and trembled around my squirting cock.
"Holy shit." She mumbled as she lay there, still occasionally trembling.
I heard another voice, a familiar one, of my sister, panting and gasping. "Almost," She gasped, as the sound of two bodies slapping together grew more distinct. "Fuuuuuuuck!" she cried after a few more seconds. I could imagine her laying on the mat with her legs in the air, some guy pounding into her.
The light was almost blinding. No, there was no almost about it. The light WAS blinding! It took all of us some seconds of squinting to be able to see much of anything. Samantha was indeed laying on the mat in front of me with my cock slowly softening in her. My sister was only a couple dozen feet away from us, bent over a pile of pads with a guy standing behind her, pumping his cock in and out, still not having gotten off, or, if he had, trying for a second time.
I looked around for Mandy and found her on the other side of the small room, kneeling over my sister's date, her pussy over his face and her face over his still hard cock, looking like she had just been sucking it. All of a sudden, I realized, if Mandy was over there, who turned on the lights?
The who, was answered when I looked to the door, which was standing open, Mrs. Jefferson, the cheerleading coach, standing in the door with her arms crossed, looking very, and I do mean VERY, upset.
"MRS. JEFFERSON!?" Mandy cried in surprise.
"Alright. That's it. All of you. Stop what you are doing, right now!" All of us tried to look innocent, which was really hard, when you had your pants around your ankles, or you're naked. I did my best to hide my dripping, softening cock, while Samantha slipped off the mat pile, our combined cum suddenly leaking down her legs very obviously. "Come on. Who all is in here? Mandy!? I should have known." Mrs. Jefferson said, as Mandy climbed off my sister's date and off the mat pile, my sister's date trying to pull his pants up as he slid off. "Uh-uh. Leave em where they are." Mrs. Jefferson snapped at him. "All of you. Stay just the way you are. You want to play adult games, fine, let's play some adult games. You boys, strip! Yes, all of it, just the way the girls are. Come on, get 'em off!" She snapped.
I nervously took my shoes off, then my pants and briefs. All the other guys did the same thing.
"Come on, all of it. Shirts too. If you're gonna ask the ladies to be naked you better figure on joining them. Come on! Strip!"
All of us guys moved slowly, the tails of our shirts covering our dicks somewhat, so we were, or at least I was, reluctant to take it off. But it was clear that Mrs. Jefferson wasn't going to relent. I finally pulled off my shirt and was left standing in just my socks next to Samantha.
"I see you girls aren't all with your dates. In fact, it looks like none of you are. Well, since you want to play games like that, girls, I want you to kneel in front of whoever you were just with. That's it. On your knees. Girls, I want you to suck their cocks until they're nice and hard. Yes, you heard me. Suck em! Let's see what they have that's so special you're willing to risk something like this!"
Samantha reluctantly knelt down in front of me and reached out to grasp my flaccid dick. She looked up at me with a look of disgust and then closed her eyes before moving her face toward me and engulfing my dick with her hot mouth.
"Oh, come now, girls. I would have thought that by now you ALL know how to suck a cock! Come on. Get with it! No one is going anywhere until you all have them nice and hard!"
I saw Samantha sigh heavily and then start to suck my cock with more enthusiasm. Her mouth moved on and off my now hardening shaft, her tongue teasing under my head as it fattened and grew more engorged. I stifled a groan as she worked me all the way into her throat for a few moments, driving her face down my shaft until her nose touched my body. "Oh fuck," I groaned softly, as she worked on me, getting me harder and harder.
"That's more like it, girls. I expect one hundred percent effort. Oh yeah, Sam has it down. She's got her man nice and hard. Let's see what it is he's got." She said as she stepped over near us. "Show me." She commanded Samantha, who pulled her mouth off of me. "Ohhhhh. Now that IS a cock. No wonder you wanted to get fucked by it. Was it good? Did you like getting that pumped into you?"
"Yes ma'am," Samantha whispered.
"Oh Sam. They can't hear you. Tell them. Tell them nice and loud how it felt getting fucked by that cock!"
"It felt fucking good!" She snapped, looking up at Mrs. Jefferson as she said it. "He pumped it deep in me and made me come so fucking hard! Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"That's exactly what I wanted to hear." Mrs. Jefferson said with a grin. "If a girl is gonna get fucked, she might as well enjoy it. Too bad you won't get a second round with it."
"I won't?"
"Of course not. Well, maybe, but probably not. Orgies are meant to share, to sample all the goods. Now that you have them all nice and hard, why don't we mix things up. Girls, get with your date. Form a circle for me with the, um, gentlemen on the inside and the ladies on the outside. That's it. Everyone with their date again? Good. Now, ladies, turn around and step to the mats. I want you to bend over and push your sexy little bottoms out at your dates. That's it. Wiggle those bottoms. Oh yeah. Boys, this is your lucky day. Move the circle clockwise."
"Huh?" one of the guys asked.
"Clockwise. You know, clockwise, and counter clockwise? Move one girl clockwise."
We all moved, leaving me standing behind Kim, with her chocolate-colored ass pushing out at me. "Now, fuck the woman in front of you. You heard me. Fuck them. That's what you were doing when I came in, right? No point in disappointing the girls. Some of them might not have climaxed yet. So, get in there, and fuck them. Fuck them until I tell you to stop, even if they climax."
Us guys looked around the room at each other, knowing that there wasn't much we could do, and at the same time, trying not to look like we were going to enjoy the hell out of this.
I stepped to Kim and grasped my rock-hard appendage. I rubbed my head up and down her slit a few times, lubricating my saliva coated dick with her juices as I worked between her lips. Her pussy was sopping wet, either from someone already unloading into her or just from her being fucked already. I pushed easily into her and then held her hips as I started to plunge myself into her.
"Oh fuck, yes!" She moaned as I thrust hard into her, each stroke slapping my body against her bare ass, making her huge tits swing wildly under her chest. "Oh fuck, yes!" She moaned again as I drove in and out of her. She began to move with me, rocking her hips up and down, as I stroked into her, each stroke changing how my engorged head stroked her velvety soft insides. Damn it felt good, and I was pretty sure that if I kept this up much longer, even though I'd just come a few minutes ago, I was going to unload in her.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Kim gasped suddenly as her body jerked hard in front of me. I felt her pussy clench around me and felt a hot wet spray of juices from her that I knew from watching lots of porn, was called squirting. What it meant for me, was that she was having one hell of a good climax.
"Now that's what I should hear. Boys, move to the next girl. Done or not."
"But Mrs. Jefferson! That's my brother!" Jenny cried as I stepped behind her.
"Well, isn't that special? You didn't have any trouble getting naked in front of him, or risk ending up with him in the dark. Oh, yes. I know all about the game. It's been going on for years with the same rules. Now, you took the chance, time to pay the piper. Tell your brother to do a good job and get to it. I wanna hear orgasms, girls!"
"Sorry sis."
"Just do it." She said with a frown. I knew it wasn't because she didn't want to feel me fuck her again, but because she didn't want this to become public knowledge. I pushed my already lubricated cock easily into her familiar depths. I closed my eyes and enjoyed my cock sliding slowly into her already wet pussy. I held her hips and started to slide in and out, her body caressing my cock, in all the best ways that we had already felt a few times before. Maybe it was because she was my sister, or maybe it was because we just fit so well together that way, but it seemed like my strokes were pushing both of us toward another climax much faster than I wanted. Not that I didn't want her to come, but Gao was standing next to us getting pounded by the black guy that Kim had as a date, and I wanted to find out if she was as tight as her petite size might suggest.
In and out I thrust, watching Gao getting fucked by Kim's date, though his dick was surprisingly not nearly as large as I would have expected for a big muscular dude. In and out I pumped my cock, trying not to think about how good it felt inside my sister, trying hard not to listen to her cries of ecstasy as she climaxed around my dick. I stroked in and out, wanting to come with her, yet not wanting to come, at the same time.



"That's it. Who hasn't climaxed yet? Any of you girls? Gao? Not yet? Well, only two guys haven't finished either. That's Jennie's brother and Kim's date. How about we let them both do you? Can't have any disappointed players, can we?" Mrs. Jefferson was saying moments before Gao let out a long, high pitched cry and began to squirt her cum out at the black guy fucking her, like she had a fire hose attached to her pussy the guy fucking her clearly pumping her full of his cum at the same time.
"Well, well, well. That does present a problem, doesn't it girls? Only one guy hasn't come? James, isn't it? What's the matter James? Didn't want to let it go inside your sister? I can't blame you for that. I wouldn't want my brother filling my pussy with his hot, thick cum either. So, what should we do about it, girls? Who's pussy still needs to be filled? Mandy? No. Pretty sure you'll get all of it you want later tonight. Kim and Jenny already came on his cock, so did Samantha. Seems we're running out of pussies to fuck."
"That's okay." I panted as I pulled out of my sister's still spasming pussy.
"Ohhhhh... No. No, it's not okay. This is an orgy. All players get to come. That's the rules of an orgy. No one goes home disappointed. So, what are we going to do girls? Give him sloppy seconds? That doesn't seem right. Make him finish inside his sister? That doesn't seem like a nice thing to do. He made her come, maybe she should let him take her in the ass?"
"I don't do ass fucks." Jenny snapped.
"No? Well, then. What should we do girls? I know. There's one pussy in this room that hasn't had any attention yet. That doesn't seem fair, does it? Not at all. I think we should let James fuck that pussy. He might need to get it ready though. She hasn't had all the foreplay you girls have been having. How about it, James? You think you can handle a real woman's pussy?" She asked as she hiked her skirt up, exposing the lacy tops of her thigh high stockings and then the creamy white skin of her thighs above the stockings. She pulled the skirt even higher, finally exposing a pair of lacy white bikini panties that were party see through. I could see she had a mat of brown curls on her mound, as she reached for her panties and eased them slowly down. The curls formed a neat triangle that pointed straight at her full, round lips, with a copious amount of inner labia protruding. She left her panties around her thighs and reached between her legs, to stroke her pussy a few times, teasing her inner lips to spread and glisten with her moisture. "Well, James? You want to try a real woman's pussy? Tell you what. If you, can make me come, all your friends here can slip out without any questions. But if you can't. If you don't, make me come at least once, all of you are headed down to the principal's office, wearing just what you are right now, and probably get expelled. So, what do you say James? Gonna take one for the team?"
Mandy stepped over to me and kissed my cheek. "Go ahead." She whispered. "You and I will have plenty of time yet tonight. Give her what she wants and I'll make it up to you, I promise."
"You should listen to her. It'd be a shame for all of them to get a black mark on their record, just because you didn't want to fuck the coach."
"Okay, fine! How do you want to do this?"
"Well, first," she said, moving to one of the piles of pads. She sat on it, and leaned back on her elbows, lifting her legs in the air. "Why don't you take off my panties first?"
"Why not." I agreed, looking to Mandy, who just nodded. I reached for the tiny underwear that was on her thighs. I lifted the panties up her upstretched legs, and worked them over her high heels before dropping them onto the floor, next to me. She held her legs straight up in the air and then slowly spread them into a wide vee. I knew what she wanted first, and it wasn't my dick. I stepped closer and knelt down in front of her. I'd never done this, but I knew what needed to be done. Hell, if porn movies were an instructional video, I was well trained.
I leaned my face toward her pussy and gently licked her pussy lips. I wasn't sure I was ready for the taste. It was sort of tangy tasting, but not exactly unpleasant. I licked again, letting my tongue spread her lips apart, pushing between them as deeply as I could. She let out a gentle moan as my tongue bounced over her clit, not that I'd ever licked one before, but I knew what it felt like under my finger. I licked again, this time concentrating on that hard little nub, making Mrs. Jefferson squirm on the pile of gym pads. I saw Mandy climb up onto the pile of pads behind Mrs. Jefferson and reach down her chest and start to undo the buttons of her blouse. I continued to lick up her slit while I, watched Mandy undoing her blouse. One button at a time the blouse was opened, showing more skin and the white lace bra that she had on under it. Mandy pulled the blouse apart and down her arms before reaching to the middle of her back then unsnapping the bra. In moments, Mandy had the bra pulled up and out of the way of her melon sized tits. I was surprised how big they looked, as Mandy grasped them and squeezed each large, soft orb. With a very naughty looking grin on her face, Mandy leaned down over Mrs. Jefferson, pushing her down flat on the mat. Mandy's tits hung down in front of Mrs. Jefferson's face, as she leaned down to suck one of Mrs. Jefferson's nipples into her mouth.
"Ohhhhh fuck, yes!" Mrs. Jefferson moaned, to the new sensations. "So good! You two are going to make me come!"
"That's what you wanted, wasn't it?" Mandy asked, as she switched from one nipple to the other.
"Oh, yes it is! So much!" She moaned.
I knew I needed to do something, but it took long seconds licking and teasing her clit before I realized I needed to push a finger into her. I put the tip of my finger right at the entrance of her depths and teased it around in a circle, getting ready to push it into her.
"OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she cried suddenly, her whole body jerking and trembling as her climax washed over her. I wasn't even sure what it was I had done to trigger it, but I was glad I had, whatever it was.
"I think it's time to give her the whole thing." Mandy moaned softly, lifting her head from Mrs. Jefferson's chest, exposing the fact that one of Mandy's tits was in her mouth as well.
I stood up and aimed my cock at her pussy. She was still moaning with her unfinished climax, as I pushed my cock slowly into her, drawing a huge gasp and cry of delight from her. "OH FUCK, YES! Give it to me! Fuck me with that cock! Ohhhhh God, yes!"
I started to pump in and out of her, working my shaft deeper into her with each stroke, as Mandy crawled over Mrs. Jefferson's face, lowering her pussy down while spreading her legs wide. I watched Mrs. J reach up and pull Mandy's hips down toward her face, her tongue coming out to lick and stroke her wet pussy. I glanced over and saw everyone else getting dressed, while we kept Mrs. J busy, each couple slipping out as soon as they were decent. The last to leave, besides us, was Jenny and her date. She stepped to me, kissed my cheek and whispered that she'd make sure I was rewarded for this.
In and out I thrust, working my own orgasm closer and closer, while I watched Mrs. J tease Mandy, toward one of her own.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhhh fuck fuck fuck!" Mandy gasped as she began to climax on Mrs. J's face, her whole body trembling, and shaking. The sight of Mrs. J making Mandy come on her face, was more than my over sexed eighteen-year-old mind could take.
With a huge grunt, my body jammed hard into Mrs. J, pumping a gush of hot cum deep in her pussy. It seemed to be what she was waiting for, and with a loud cry, she began to climax again, crying YES YES YES! Over and over as her body trembled and squirted shot after shot of her own cum out at me.
The three of us finally stilled, all of us panting and sweating. Mrs. J gently coaxed Mandy off her face, and then pushed me out of her pussy as she stood up. Other than her stockings and her skirt pulled up around her waist, she was naked, my cum, leaking from her pussy, running down her stocking covered leg. "I think we made a mess." She whispered. "Not to mention all three of us smell like sweat and sex. We can't very well go back in there like this, can we?"
"I wouldn't think so." I agreed. "But what can we do about it?"
Mrs. J smiled and started to take off her skirt. "There's a shower right next door, isn't there?" She didn't wait for a reply and stripped off her stockings, leaving her completely naked. She grabbed me by my softening dick, and pulled me to the door, pausing at the door to look back at Mandy. "You coming?"
"Why not? What other trouble can I get into tonight?"
"That's the spirit." She pulled me out of the room and around the corner, into the girl's locker room. In moments she had me in the shower with a several shower heads raining water down onto the floor. It took a few seconds for the water to get warm enough, and then she stepped under it. She rolled her eyes and shook her head before stepping out of the water and grabbing my hand. She pulled me under the water and then pushed my hand between her legs. "It's a lot more fun if we wash each other, isn't it?"
"I guess so," I answered as she reached for the dispenser on the wall and ejected some of the flowery smelling soap onto her hand. She started to wash my body, looking toward Mandy expectantly. In a few moments, Mandy had joined us and the three of us were rubbing soapy hands all over each other. I seemed to be concentrating most of my efforts on Mrs. J's tits, and between her legs, which seemed to be getting her turned on again, based on how much time she was spending stroking my hardening dick.
"You know, I wouldn't mind having a little more of this in me, if your date doesn't mind too much."
"What am going to say? No?" Mandy answered.
"Not likely." Mrs. J said as she turned around and bent part way over. "Come on James. I've heard all about your nickname, how about you tell me again why they gave you that nickname."
"Because I always have a hardon when it was shower time." I answered as I rubbed my mushroom head between her lips.
"Good. Now show me." She moaned, pushing back away from the shower wall toward me, forcing my cock into her hot wet pussy. "Fuck me. Fuck me, make me come again. It's been sooooo fucking long since I've had a man's cock in my pussy. Let me feel my pussy come around you and then fill me up again."
I wasn't at all sure what the hell had been going on, but if fucking her again helped keep me from being suspended a week before graduation, then what the hell. It's not like I was attached to anyone. I wasn't even sure why Mandy wanted to be with me, other than the sex we shared. I grasped her hips and began to pump my dick in and out of her pussy, the water cascading down onto her back and then running down her body and ass. In and out I thrust, enjoying the sensations of her hot wet depths around me. I reached for her big tits, grabbing each one and gripping her nipples between my palms and fingers.
"Oh fuck, yes! I don't know who's been teaching you, but give them a gold star because you are DEFINITELY doing all the right things to make me come." She panted, as I continued to pound into her. In and out I drove, working both of us toward another solid climax. I held myself back, thinking about all kinds of things, the plunging, the smell of the soap, anything but her naked body and how good it felt to be stroking in and out of her. I didn't want to come too soon, and was rewarded by feeling her climax start before I couldn't hold back any longer. In and out I stroked into her spasming pussy, my mind now concentrating on exactly how it felt, and the fact that I was fucking one of the sexiest teachers in the school, right in the girl's shower. The thought, was all it took, to push me over the edge.
"Fuck. Gonna come!" I grunted as my body jerked and I pumped several strong surges of cum deep into her pussy. I was left standing there, panting, my cock twitching and leaking cum into her still spasming pussy.
"Oh yeah. That was just what I needed." She breathed as she coaxed my hands from her tits and my dick from her pussy. She turned around in the spray and used one hand to wash her pussy, and then quickly washed my dick. "I think we better go find our clothes, before we get caught by someone less forgiving than I am."
We dried off quickly with towels in the locker room, and then snuck back into the mat room to dress. Mrs. J waited until both of us were completely dressed and ready to leave, before she stepped to the door and opened it.
"Mrs. Jefferson? Why?" Mandy asked as we walked across the darkened practice gym.
"I've watched you girls play this game for six years. Every year the seniors sneak off someplace to play this game at prom. This is my last year here. I'm going to UT Austin next year as assistant cheerleading coach. I thought, this one time, since I knew where you were going to do it, that I was going to get some. And I did."
"I hope it was worth it."
"It was. I'd have been just fine letting James do what he did, you throwing in, just added a little more spice. Nice going away present, actually. Didn't know you went both ways."
"Sometimes, if I'm turned on enough." Mandy answered.
"Now you two get back in there. I don't want to find out you were sneaking off again, got it?"
"Yes ma'am," Mandy answered, before leading me, by the hand, back into the main gym.
"Everything okay?" My sister asked when she and the other girls found us again.
"Yeah. You can thank your brother for being one hell of a fuck. He gave her three good orgasms." She whispered. "Needless to say, none of us are in any trouble."
"Thanks James!" Kim said, stepping toward me and hugging me. She leaned her face to mine and pressed her cheek to mine, to whisper in my ear. "And thank you for the orgasm. It was quite nice. If you get bored over the summer, look me up, I bet we can find some way to kill a few hours."
"Sure thing," I answered awkwardly as she kissed my cheek, and stepped back.
"I think that goes for all of us," Samantha said quietly. "I guess I owe you an apology."
"For what?"
"Some of the things I said about you. I might have been wrong about you. Thanks for covering for us."
"You're welcome." I answered, as they announced the last dance, a slow dance. Mandy pulled me out onto the gym floor, to dance, and pressed herself against me. The two of us swayed back and forth gently, neither saying anything for a long time.
"James?" she finally whispered.
"Yeah?"
"I want to apologize too."
"For what?"
"For using you. That's what I've been doing, using you. For sex mostly. I just wanted you to know, I think you're a really special person. Someday some girl is going to find you and be one very lucky girl."
"But not you."
"No. but we both knew that anyway, didn't we? I mean, I'm getting over Don. I don't need to start another relationship right before I go off to college."
"I don't even know where you're going."
"Purdue." She whispered, "you?"
I grinned and kissed her cheek. "Would you believe University of Texas, Austin?"
Mandy pulled her face back and looked at me in surprise, checking to see if I was serious. "Oh James. You are going to be such a bad boy, aren't you?"
"I'm pretty sure Mrs. Jefferson is going to make sure I am, once she finds out I'm there." I chuckled as Mandy pressed herself back against me.
"Tell me, I never taught you oral sex, and I know damn well you were a virgin when we started, how did you know what to do with her?"
"What does a guy do when he doesn't have a girl?"
"Porn."
"And lots of it." I answered. "Looks like it was good for something."
"Somehow, I don't think you're going to have to watch much anymore. Between your sister and Mrs. Jefferson, I think you're going to be a busy boy." I nodded in agreement as the final song drew to a close and they announced that it was time to start heading home. I led Mandy out to my car and held the door while she slipped into the passenger seat. I climbed into the driver's seat and we started for home. "James, do you think you can get it up one more time tonight?"
"Probably."
"Good. Find someplace to park. I need to get fucked by you one more time before you take me home."
"I'd be happy to." I answered, turning into the city park. It wasn't going to be nearly as comfortable as the mat room would have been, but I doubted either of us was going to mind, not after all the sex we'd had that night.
I dropped her off well before midnight and headed home. I stripped and flopped on my bed naked, exhausted from the night's events. I was almost asleep when the door to my room opened and closed again. Moments later I felt my bed move and then felt a warm naked body press against mine. Jenny laid her head on my shoulder and draped one leg over both of mine, her thigh nuzzling my deflated dick. She kissed me softly on the cheek, then the two of us drifted off to sleep together.
In a few more days we'd graduate and life would be much different. I wasn't going to college a virgin, and I was pretty sure that I was going to have one mature woman to teach me more ways to make a woman orgasm. Until then, I had a summer to spend quality time with the rest of the cheerleaders, including the one living under the same roof as I did.
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Jennifer and Bob are the best friends we have. They were the first to come greet us when we moved in, and have grown to be, by a long shot, the closest friends we have in this town. It was difficult picking up and moving this late in my career, but the promotion was supposed to be more than worth it. If it hadn't been for the friendship of Jen and Bob, and their circle of friends that eagerly included us, it would have been a much more difficult transition. We're older than Jen and Bob by almost a decade, but that doesn't seem to matter to them. We're even older than that compared to most of the rest of the circle of friends we've been included in, as much as a full quarter century older than Ellie and Ronald's thirty years.
Bob and I hit the gym together twice a week, just to keep me in shape, as he puts it. Secretly, I think he likes to outdo me in reps and weight, just to help him think that he's still in decent shape. Both of us can be easily outdone by Ron; but, at my age, I can accept that a guy almost half my age can out run, out lift and out endure me.
As I was saying, Jen and Bob are our closest friends. We frequently do things together, dinners over at each other's house, host parties for our group of friends. We take them, and some of the others, out on our boat or to the lake for a relaxing weekend. We'd even taken Jen and Bob camping, introducing them to the joys of unplugging and getting away from tech for a weekend. So, it wasn't a big surprise when they invited my wife, Mandy, and me, over for dinner on a Friday evening.
In our fifteen years of friendship, we've had an open door policy. If the door is unlocked, it's okay top walk in. This had occasionally caused some awkward situations, over the years. I've gotten a few brief glimpses of various parts of Jen naked, or nearly naked, as she has of me. Though none of those were nearly as complete as one day, a month or so ago, when I accidentally walked in while she and Bob were on the sofa having sex. I got a complete, unobstructed view of Jen from the stomach up, as she bounced on her laying husband's lap. I just slipped back out, not even sure if she knew I had seen them. Today, though, didn't appear to be one of those accidental days, as she responded from the kitchen. "In here!" We walked into the kitchen and were both greeted with an enthusiastic hugs from her. "Bob is out back grilling."
"Ok. I'll go out there."
"Better take a couple of these." She added, handing me two bottles of beer out of the fridge. I took them from her and walked out the back patio door to where Bob was standing by the grill. "Hey Bob, how's it going?"
"Well, the meat will be done in about fifteen minutes." He answered, seeming a bit nervous, the way he was tapping the tongs on the grill.
"Everything alright?"
"Um. Yeah, sure. You?"
"Fine. Busy day, but most Fridays are."
"So, um, Jen hasn't talked to you yet?"
"No, she said hi. That's about it."
"Oh, okay."
"Was she supposed to?"
"Um. Well, Uh, yeah."
"Maybe after dinner?"
"No, before."
"Hon? Would you come in for a minute?" My wife asked from the door, interrupting our conversation.
"Sure." I answered, intrigued now about what was going on. My wife led me through the now empty kitchen, to the living room. I saw Jen get up from the sofa and stand waiting for us, now looking every bit as nervous as her husband had been. We sat down on the sofa and she took a seat across the coffee table from us in an overstuffed chair that she had pulled around.
"Okay. Here we are. What's going on?" My wife asked her friend.
Jen sat on the edge of the seat, leaning toward us, almost as if she was ready to run away, at the spur of the moment. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Well, this is really awkward and embarrassing. But we need your help."
"You know we'll always help any way we can, that's what friends are for."
"I know, but this is really asking a lot." She said as she clasped and unclasped her hands nervously.
"Well, ask; and we'll see what we can do to help."
Jen took another deep breath and let it out as slowly as the last, clearly trying to muster up the courage to broach whatever it was. "So, Bob and I have been having some issues."
I immediately had a bad feeling. Issues was married people code for marital discord.
"Money?" I asked quietly.
"Oh, um, no." She answered.
"Relationship issues." My wife said, matter of factly.
"Well, yes. Sort of."
"Have you two been to see a counselor?"
"Actually, we have. Which is why I need your help."
"Our help? How can we help?"
"The counselor has been having us do various exercises and such, trying to drive down to the root of the problem, but haven't been able to solve it yet. So, she gave us a new exercise, one that requires some really good friends to help with."
"Okay. We'll do what we can. What exactly is the issue you're trying to solve?" My wife asked, clearly feeling as confused as I was.
"It's a, um, uh, sexual issue."
"You're having sex problems? And you need our help?" My wife asked even more confused.
"Yeah. We've been seeing a counselor because, well, Bob can get it up but can't keep it up. We've been to the doctors and it's not medical. It's psychological."
"Okay," my wife prompted questioningly. "And you need our help how?"
"We've done everything we can alone and it hasn't worked. The counselor gave us this visual test, with something like a lie detector. She showed us all kinds of sexual situations on VR goggles and measured our response. Now she wants us to engage in this game with another couple to see if, well, if she has the right hook, as she calls it."
"Game? Jen, you aren't asking us to do...you know...couple swapping or anything like that? Are you?"
"OH! Lord no! It will be all with just our own spouses, but, well, the game, we kinda play the game at the same time, together."
"You mean we have sex at the same time, together, in front of each other?"
"Well, maybe, sorta. Okay, she said if everything went the way she expected, we'd have sex in front of each other." She said quickly, spitting the words out almost as fast as she could. "But you don't have to. I mean, if it's too big of an ask, well, we'll just have dinner and not ever talk about it again, okay?"
"Why us?" I asked, quietly.
"Well, you're our best friends. I know I can trust you to be discreet, and not tell the world about our problem, and well, to be honest, you're the only guy, besides a doctor, or my husband, that I've ever been naked in front of."
"What!?" My wife snapped.
"OH! It wasn't like that Mandy. Jack came over a few weeks ago to see Bob, and well, we were kinda doing it on the sofa. He just slipped back out. I'm not sure who was more embarrassed, him or me. But; he saw me from about here up." She said, holding her hand just below her boobs. "I figure if he could keep that a secret, well, maybe you guys would help us out."
"Just exactly what do we have to do?"
"Actually, I only know the first step. After that, well, it's all in sealed envelopes that we open, based on how things are going."
"Okay, so what's the first step?"
"During dinner we all take our clothes off."
"We take our clothes off?" My wife asked quickly. "In front of each other?"
"Not all at once. Every three minutes we stand up for one minute and take off one thing. It's supposed to get us comfortable, seeing each other without clothes on." She said softly, and then even softer, "It's also supposed to be an erotic stimulation for Bob."
"To what, look at me naked?"
"Oh, no. It's not that. It's supposed to be about me and him, and well, you two of course. I'm sure he'll be looking at you and I'll be looking at Jack, but that isn't the important part. The important part is how Bob feels, undressing with you guys. Or in front of you guys."
"And once we're naked? Then what?"
"Actually, I don't know. We'd have to open the next envelope. But she promised it wouldn't ask us to have sex with each other's spouse or anything like that."
"You're right. It's a huge ask." My wife said. She shook her head slowly. "I've never done anything like this at all. I mean, never. I'm like you. Other than Jack, there aren't a dozen men in the world that have seen me naked, and most of those were before Jack and I met."
"For Bob and me it's even worse. Bob and I were high school sweethearts. Other than my doctors, and a glance or two, Jack has gotten, I haven't ever been naked in front of another man. Even my gynecologist is a woman."
"But you're willing to strip down in front of my husband, to what, see if it turns Bob on?"
"That's about it. I'm sorry. I know this is a lot to ask, and I probably shouldn't have. I'll tell him the answer is no. I'm not sure I would agree to it either, if roles were reversed." She said, as she got up.
"Wait. Jen, wait." Mandy whispered. "I didn't say no. I just need a few moments to process this. It's just getting naked, right? Not like groping each other or having an orgy or anything like that?"
"The only part I know about is the getting naked. But the counselor said that we wouldn't be having any sex with anyone, but our own spouse."
"Okay." My wife whispered.
"Did you say okay?"
"Yes, I said okay. You're my best friend. You're always there for me, how can I say no to you, when you need help?" I watched Jen sit back down slowly, looking almost disbelievingly at my wife. "So, what do we do now?"
"Well, I guess we eat dinner." She whispered.
"Meat is ready." I heard Bob call from the back door.
"Yeah," Jen said, quietly, before louder. "Yeah. We're ready." She stood up, almost as it was all just sinking in that we were going to do this. She walked to the kitchen and started setting the final items on the table. "I guess it's time." She called, after a few minutes.
"You sure about this?" I asked my wife, as she stood up and took my hand.
"Oh, hell no! But, I'm gonna do it anyway." She whispered, before pasting a smile on her face. I walked with her to the table, and we sat down, all four of us on opposing sides of the table, with me sitting across from Jen and Mandy across from Bob.
Jen started a little timer on the table and we began to dish the food out. As usual, it was going to be a good dinner, grilled ribs, home made potato salad, sautéed asparagus, some fresh vegetables and dip. Nothing overly fancy, but then, that didn't matter all that much, when the timer went off the first time.
"So, I'm supposed to read this." Jen said, picking up a yellow envelope and opening it. "As you dine, every three minutes take one minute to stand up and take one item of clothing off. Stand for the entire minute. Once all your clothing is removed, you must remain standing and allow each other to see whatever they wish. Once the main course is finished open the next envelope."
"Every three minutes?" Mandy whispered.
"And this is the first. I'll set the timer to one minute and then we can start." Jen said, reaching for the little timer. She set it for one minute and then stood up, waiting for the rest of us to do the same. Only then did she start the timer. The first round was easy. We all took off our shoes, and then stood awkwardly until the timer beeped. We sat back down and began to eat again, Jen setting the timer again. At the end of three minutes we again stood, Bob and I removed our socks, my wife didn't have socks to take off and removed her blouse, exposing her white lacy bra containing her thirty-six D breasts. I was a little surprised to see her nipples hard inside her bra. I looked over at Jen as she slipped her dress off, letting it slide down her arms and body until I pooled on the floor around her feet. She stood in a black, see through body suit. I could easily see her firm, round breasts through the sheer black material, her light pinkish areola, puckered around two large protruding nipples. The black sheer material revealed a sheer black panty covering what looked like, a completely shaved pussy and mound. She also had on a black garter belt, holding up a pair of silk stockings. I couldn't help but feel my cock begin to harden in my pants, at the sight. She had clearly planned on making this as titillating for Bob as she could.
When the next three minutes came, I was torn between watching my wife slip her skirt off, knowing she had on a pair of mostly sheer panties that would show off her patch of brown curls and much more, and Jen, who was rolling the sheer stockings down her legs. I almost failed to remember to take my shirt off before the minute was up.
I knew the next three minutes would be a tough one for my wife. She was going to have to decide to take off either panties or bra, both exposing parts of her to Bob, that she had never shown off to anyone. I glanced at Bob and could tell he was spending much more time looking at my wife's breasts through the lace bra, than he was looking at his own very exposed wife.
We stood again, this time I slipped off my slacks, leaving me in nothing but my boxers, my dick bulging the front. My wife slipped her bra off slowly, I wasn't sure if it was nervousness or her looking at the bulge in Bob's briefs as he stepped out of his pants, his eyes locked, more on my wife's breasts, that his own wife's now completely naked breasts. I looked up at Jen's eyes and saw her looking at me, or more correctly, my crotch. The one-minute timer had long since started to beep before she reached to turn it off and sit down.
Dinner was only half way done, as we stood and each removed the last of our clothes, leaving us all standing, looking at each other's naked bodies. My dick jutted out, rock hard, all eight plus inches, pointing straight at Jen. Bob's hardon was full and thick, not as long as mine, but every bit as hard as he looked at my wife's body, from her slightly sagging D cup breasts, to the tiny patch of brown curls on her mound. I was sure from where he stood, that he could easily see between the gap of her thighs, and the amount of inner labia now visibly, protruding down.
Six more times we stood, staring at each other each time. For guys, it's easy to tell when they're turned on, even dressed. For women, it's a bit harder, but naked, there are telltale signs. Both women had surprisingly hard nipples and puckered areola. Jen's completely shaved outer lips, were swollen around the tiny bit of inner lips that pushed out between them. I could see Jen's eyes staring at my cock as it bobbed gently with my pounding heart. As we stood there the final time, I couldn't help but see her bite her lower lip, as her body trembled slightly, and a trickle of moisture run down her left leg. I glanced over at my wife, who, surprisingly, was looking at Jen, rather than Bob, her face flushed pink.
The timer had been going off for some seconds, as Jen stood. clenching the edge of the table, as she climaxed! I wasn't even sure that Bob saw her do so, his attention was so focused on Mandy. Finally, she let go of the table and reached for the timer, her hands shaking slightly. She turned the timer off and reached for the next yellow envelope, that was laying on the table. She tore it open and then read the hand written note that it contained. "With the main course over, it's time for dessert, but with a twist. Each wife should sit on her husband's lap, facing him, with her genitals pressed to his. She is to feed both her husband and herself dessert. While she is doing so, he is to use his hands only, to touch and tease his wife. The goal is to give her an orgasm before they finish dessert."
"Well, that kind of all sounds like dessert to me," Mandy said. "Right about now, I wouldn't mind a nice climax!"
"You sure we can't swap wives here?" Bob asked quickly, getting a scowl from his wife.
"That's not what this is about and you know it. God Bob, I don't believe you sometimes."
"What? She's damn sexy!"
"And what am I, chopped liver?"
"Well, you're sexy. But I see you naked every day. I've never seen her naked before."
"She isn't a stripper for you to ogle. She's your friend's wife! Have a little respect."
He frowned before he looked over at me. "Sorry Jack. I know I shouldn't be thinking that."
"It's tough. I kinda think the same about Jen. She's pretty hot looking."
"You think?" He asked.
"Definitely. I've probably been staring at her a lot more than I should be, but yeah, she's damn hot. You're pretty lucky dude."
"So, dessert?" My wife prompted.
"Oh. Yeah. Let me get it." Jen said quickly. She headed to the kitchen, her boobs bouncing sexily with each step. She came back a few moments later with two bowls with spoons sticking out of them. I moved my chair away from the table and sat down while Mandy took her bowl from Jen. She straddled the chair and me, and sat down, her very wet pussy pressed against my raging hardon.
"So, make me come, sexy." She whispered, before spooning a small scoop of blueberry cobbler and ice cream into my mouth. I let my fingers start to stroke up and down her sides, the tips of my fingers dimpling her soft skin. She ate a bite, while I let my hands wrap around her back, my strokes working up and down her back. I loved touching my wife, stroking her and teasing her, and she knew that it wouldn't take long for me to work my way around to her erect and sensitive nipples. I'd love to suck on them.
I ate another bite, taking my time with it, as my fingers worked around to her stomach. I stroked up and down, each stroke up her stomach reaching further toward her soft breasts until the tips of my fingers were stroking the undersides.
I heard Jen moan softly, Bob, apparently working on her already excited body. I started to circle my wife's nipples with the tips of two fingers, bending her nipples over as I pressed my finger against her puckered areola. I'd seen her nipples this way a few times in the past, and each time, she was very, very excited. I felt her hips start to rock, grinding her pussy against my rock-hard dick, until her lips had spread around me and her hard clit began to grind against me. She stopped feeding us dessert and closed her eyes, taking a deep breath, letting the sensations, of my fingers and hardon, push her growing orgasm closer to climax.
"Oh fuck!" She whispered, as she rocked harder, grinding herself forcefully against my shaft. I knew what she wanted, but the rules said fingers only. No matter, it wouldn't take much longer. Her wet pussy ground against me, rubbing against my engorged head, as she stroked herself harder and further along my shaft as her orgasm grew. "Oh shit, here it comes!" She moaned softly, as her legs started to tremble slightly. She continued to grind against me as the shaking grew stronger. I so wanted to just stand up and lay her on the table and fuck her. She had me so damn close to my own climax, but I knew I wouldn't get there before hers took her. "OHHHHHH FUCK!" she squealed loudly, as she stiffened on my lap, little shudders running up and down her body, as her pussy leaked her juices onto my lap, in a long, deep orgasm.
She leaned against me, her soft tits pressed to my chest, as she panted for breath. "Oh fuck, that felt good. Not as good as if you were in me though, but still pretty damn good."
"Glad you enjoyed it. I know I did, but damn, am I ready now!"
She looked over at Jen, as she let out a soft gasp followed by a low deep groan. "Well, it looks to me like we won't have to wait long to get to that part. At least, I expect that to be the next part."
"If it's not, we might have to change it, because I'm so hard right now, you can't believe it."
"Oh yeah, I can." She giggled.
"You seem to be actually enjoying this." I whispered.
She grinned. "And you're not?"
"Oh, I am. I've really enjoyed seeing both you and Jen naked." I whispered back.



"I think more her than me. I saw you staring at her all through dinner."
I shrugged guiltily. "Yeah, well..."
She kissed me softly on the lips. "It's alright. I knew you would be when I agreed to do this. I was ready for it. What I wasn't ready for, was how wet I got, knowing that Bob was staring at me just the same way."
"So, you ready for the next envelope?" Jen asked, interrupting our conversation.
"More than ready." I answered, as she climbed off her husband's lap. I was surprised that his dick wasn't nearly as hard as mine was.
"Next envelope. Now that you have had dessert and pleasure, it's time to please your husband. Use hands and mouth to give him the same pleasure he gave you. Save intercourse for later."
"Well, that sorta lays it down, doesn't it?" My wife said, as she slipped off my lap. She knelt down and pushed my knees apart and moved between them, reaching for my rock-hard dick.
"Are you going to..." I started to ask?
"Yes, as long as you promise not to try and shove it down my throat."
"I'll do my best," I answered, remembering how I accidently arched my back just before I came, the last time she did this, which was a LONG time ago.
She lowered her face to my crotch and closed her lips around my fat mushroom head, holding my shaft with one hand. I closed my eyes and groaned in pleasure, feeling her hot mouth around my dick again, after such a long time not doing this. She slowly began to move her mouth up and down my shaft, her tongue teasing the underside of my head, where she knew it was the most sensitive. I gripped my chair tightly, forcing myself not to push up at her face, as she stroked up and down with both her lips and her hand. I glanced over at Jen and saw her working on Bob's again hard dick. I couldn't help but notice that he was busy watching my wife suck my dick, more than his own wife. I began to suspect, that their problem was more about him not seeing his wife as sexually desirable, as compared to other women, than it was anything else.
"Oh shit." I groaned as my wife teased the head of my dick, all the way to her throat, but not into it, knowing that she had never been able to get my fat mushroom head down without choking. Up and down, she bobbed her head, making little noises that vibrated my dick, as she stroked it, growing the orgasm, that had been so close to climax while she was on my lap. I so wanted to just pull her up and let her sit on my lap, another thing she didn't do very often, any more, not like she had when we were much younger. Up and down her mouth moved with her hand, teasing the whole length of my dick, pushing me closer and closer. "Gonna come soon honey," I warned her, knowing how much she hated to take my cum in her mouth.
"MmmmmmmHmmmmm," she acknowledged, without pulling off of me. Her hand and mouth continued to stroke me, my cock swelling fatter, as the explosion began to approach.
I curled my toes and tried my best not to move my hips up at her, as I got dangerously close. "Gonna come." I panted, trying to hold back the inevitable, until she could pull off of me. "OHHHHH SHIT! HONEY!" I gasped loudly, realizing that I wasn't going to be able to hold back any longer. I felt my hips lift slightly off the chair as my body spasmed, a massive squirt of cum lancing up out of my head. I expected her to pull her face off my dick and give me hell for coming in her mouth, but to my surprise, she held my head in her mouth, as I pumped shot after shot into her, panting and gasping, as the almost two-hour long tease finally emptied from me.
"God, that was a lot!" She panted, as she finally pulled her face off my dick, with a bit of a frown. The fact that she was talking, told me how she had to have disposed of my copious load. She wiped her lips with her palm and then wiped her hand on my leg, the frown not leaving her face as she looked over at Jen wildly bouncing her face up and down her husband's dick.
"Ohhhhhh fuck. Yeah baby! Oh shit. Make me come baby. Take it all. Take it all!" Bob groaned loudly, as his body began to buck and jerk. I could tell he was pumping his load into his wife's mouth, but his eyes were glued to my wife's naked body as he came. I began to wonder if we'd made a mistake, allowing him to have the chance to see Mandy naked, for as long as we have. I liked how Jen looked. Hell, I even thought a few times, what it might be like to have sex with her younger, tight little body. But, when my wife was sucking my dick, I was focused on her, not on Jen.
"Okay. Next envelope," Jen said, as she stood up, from between her husband's legs. She opened the much larger envelope and pulled out a note and a DVD. "Now you have enjoyed dinner, dessert and pleasure. Now it's time to spend some quality time relaxing. Remaining naked, spend a couple hours relaxing, with your friends. Here is a DVD to watch. As you watch, feel free to enjoy your partner sexually, when you are stimulated or excited, by the situations on this disk. You or your partner may become excited by different situations, so be considerate and try to meet your partner's immediate needs, even if the situation does not overly stimulate you. Remember which situations stimulate you or your partner as you will be asked to discuss them later. Enjoy!"
"Well, I guess it's a porn movie then?" I asked, as Jen looked at the unlabeled disk.
"Guess we'll find out. Might as well move this to the family room downstairs. It's more comfortable."
"And less likely to be obvious if someone hears moaning and screaming from the TV?" My wife asked, with a chuckle. "Hell, Jack and I haven't watched a porn movie in, well, a lot of years."
We followed them downstairs to the family room. There was a massive sectional sofa that made a large U shape with the huge 80-inch TV at the open end of the U. Mandy and I settled ourselves on the left side of the U while Bob settled on the right, waiting for Jen to put the disk on. Mandy and I arranged some pillows so that we were laying spooned together with my arm around her, cupping her soft breast with my left hand. When Jen started the disc, it was apparent, by the lack of credits or anything, that this was a clip from some other video. We watched, as a couple walked along a wooded trail, the two playing and teasing each other as they undressed each other, one item at a time, hanging their clothes on the trees and bushes as they walked down the trail, until they had nothing but their shoes and socks.
It hadn't been very long since I'd come, but that didn't mean that watching the twenty something year old, on the screen, losing her clothes, one item at a time, didn't get me started. Mandy reached her hand down between us, finding my hardening dick and gripping it as we watched. The couple soon found a jungle gym with bars and swings, and paused to use the apparatus to try some unusual sexual positions, such as her hanging from a bar with her legs on his shoulders as he licked her shaved pussy. I felt Mandy work the head of my dick down between her thighs and then coax my now engorged head between her lips. I knew what she wanted and why. She knew all too well, how excited I got at playing with her outside, and how good the sex was when we got home. In our younger years, I might even have been able to coax her to do something like what we were watching, though I knew better than to set myself up for disappointment; by trying something like that now. That didn't mean she didn't understand that it turned me on though.
I slowly pushed my fat dick into her, feeling her move her leg, to give me room to push myself deep in her. I felt her hard nipple against my palm, as I started to rock my hips slowly, moving my dick in and out of her only a couple inches. I wasn't in a hurry, all I wanted to do was tease us both and let her know, just how much I was enjoying this scenario. She moved her hand to mine, which was cupping her breast, and squeezed it, telling me silently that she liked what I was doing. The couple shifted to sit her on a swing while he stood in front of her. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled them together, as she aimed his rock-hard dick at her pussy. He held the chains of the swing and swung her ever so slightly, as she spread her legs in a wide high Vee. In and out I stroked, in time with the slow movements of the swing, pushing her on and off his engorged cock. The two did this for some minutes, before they moved to another portion of the jungle gym, allowing him to bend her over and take her from behind. I was unable to help but move faster, as we watched his dick slide in and out of her shaved, teenage looking, pussy. Her tits, easily as big as my wife's, swinging wildly below her chest. I could easily imagine that it was my dick, as well as being able to imagine that the young woman was my own wife, many years ago, as we watched them push each other closer and closer to orgasm. Just when I thought they were going to come, she pushed him back and turned around, lifting herself onto a platform so she could lay on her back. He pushed his glistening dick back into her and held her thighs as he started pounding into her. They fucked this way for only a few more minutes, before she started to climax, gasping and crying loudly that she was. Only a few strokes later he pulled out of the young woman and squirted his cum all over her stomach and big boobs, leaving them and me, panting. I was so close to coming at that point that it took an effort not to keep stroking and unloading into Mandy, knowing that if I did, I probably wouldn't be able to get it back up again, and I didn't want to spoil her enjoyment either.
The scene faded away and was replaced with another. A middle-aged woman laying naked on a massage table with a young guy in white shorts and t-shirt spreading oil on her body. He worked his hands along her body, stroking up and down her back. He had her whole body glistening with oil, as he worked. He moved to start on her legs, working up one leg and then the other, his oily hands working the back of her thighs and her butt. You could see her startle and gasp as his hand slipped between her legs and pressed to her pussy, but she lay back down, and moaned in pleasure as he continued to work his hand between her legs. She decided to roll over for him, exposing her entire nude body for him. I felt my wife's hand squeeze mine, as the young man stood at her head now, reaching for her chest and massaging her tits with his oily hands.
We watched her reach above her head and undo the front of his shorts, pulling out a surprisingly large dick. She shifted herself until her head hung over the edge of the table, allowing her to tip her head back. She guided his hard cock to her mouth and took him in, allowing him to fuck her mouth, as he played with her oily tits.
I glanced over at Jen as she moaned softly. Unlike the two of us they hadn't lay down together, but Bob was sitting with the recliner foot rest up, and his wife's head in his lap. I could see his cock in her mouth as he tried to rock and move his hips, fucking her mouth as the guy on the video did to his client. I looked back at the video in time to see the guy move to the other end of the table, reaching for the woman's legs and dragging her down the table toward him. He pulled her, until her ass was at the edge of the table, and then lifted and spread her legs, fully displaying her curl covered mound. He pushed his dick into her and I felt Mandy squeeze my hand tighter, drawing my attention down to her. Her free hand, the one not squeezing mine, was between her legs, lightly stroking her own clit, as she watched the woman on the table being fucked vigorously. In and out his dick moved, each plunge into her making her whole body shake and her big, soft, glistening, tits roll and wiggle wildly on her chest, as she held onto the edges of the table. I felt my wife stiffen and tremble slightly, her pussy squeezing around me as she climaxed, watching the woman on the table near the same end. In a massive orgasm, the woman on the table jerked and shuddered, her pussy spraying her juices out all over the masseur, as he unloaded deep in her climaxing pussy.
"Oh fuck, that was hot!" My wife whispered softly, as she lay in front of me, panting for breath.
"You'd like that? Having a guy give you a massage like that?"
"Just because I find it hot, doesn't mean I want some other guy doing it to me." She whispered, with a little scowl.
"I didn't mean anything by it. I was asking." I whispered back.
"Oh, well. Um. I don't know I could ever let some guy touch me like that, but it was one hell of a turn on, watching him massage her like that."
"I understand." I answered. "I could see myself giving Jen a massage like that."
She squeezed my hand hard, letting me know that she didn't appreciate that particular joke, but in all honesty, I wasn't sure how much of it was a joke.
The next scene that came on was a young guy taking clothes out of a dryer, in a laundry room. We lost the reason he was there, or who he was exactly, because we were talking. But there he was, taking her intimates out of the dryer. He picked them apart and was playing with them, clearly excited by the incredibly sexy little panties that were apparently worn by the woman who lived there. He had a little red lace panty in one hand, his eyes closed and his other hand in his sweat pants, playing with his dick, supposedly imagining them on someone or other. About that time a middle-aged woman, maybe forty or so, walked in, stopping in place, staring at the young guy jacking himself off in his own pants.
He opened his eyes and found he was caught, and quickly tossed the little panties onto the pile on top of the dryer. The woman walked over, picked up the panties and held them out, while she asked, "Haven't you ever seen things like this before?"
"Sorta."
"But not really."
"No, not really." He admitted quietly.
"Then, not on a woman either?"
"Um, uh, no."
"Well, maybe we should solve that." The woman said, before pulling her shirt up and off, exposing her completely bare tits. They were large and firm, maybe a thirty-six D or so, but firm enough she didn't need a bra to support them. She slipped on the red lace bra, if you could call it that, and positioned it over her tits, making them look even more attractive to his stare. She unsnapped her jeans and pushed them down, stepping out of her high heels before pulling them all the way off, leaving her completely bare except for the red lace bra. She slipped the red thong panty on, then stood and turned for him to look at, bending over enough to rub her ass against the bulge in his pants. He groaned, as she worked his hardon with the crack of her ass before straightening and turning to face him. She moved to him and kissed him with a long, wet, very erotic looking kiss that was making my still hard dick get even harder.
She helped him take his shirt off, and then slipped the red panty down and off. She lifted herself onto the top of the dryer, and sat with her legs spread wide, inviting him to lick her pussy, which he did.
I heard Bob grunt and looked over in time to see him coming in his wife's mouth while she lay her head on his lap, trying to contain his load. I looked back at the movie as she pulled her face off his still leaking cock, and glanced at me, with a somewhat guilty look on her face. Though I didn't know what she had to feel guilty about.
I looked back at the video and watched the young man pushing his dick into her while she sat on the dryer, and I couldn't help but think how it would feel to do that to Mandy. Without thinking, I gently squeezed her breast and worked my hips a little, sliding my still very hard dick in and out of her slightly. She squeezed my hand back gently, letting me know that she felt what I was doing, and hopefully, understanding what I meant. "I wish that was me and you." I whispered.
"I kinda thought so. Might not be bad to try." She admitted. "But not in front of anyone else, okay?"
"Sure." I answered, slowing my strokes even more, to just keep myself hard as we watched the last few minutes of them having sex, eventually ending up on the floor with her riding him, to both their satisfactions. The two were similar, in that they included a middle age woman and a younger man, but one with the woman as the seducer and the other with the guy as the seducer.
The next scene, I wasn't all that sure about. It started out with two, late teenage, girls talking while sitting on a bed, that was clearly in a girl's bedroom. Of course, the girls had to be at least eighteen, or it could never have been filmed, no matter how young they happened to look. It became obvious quickly that the two were good friends, chatting about guys and sex, before one of them made the startling statement that she thought the redhead girl's dad looked really hot. This led to a short argument that was resolved by the redhead daring the blond girl to go flash her dad while he was relaxing near the pool. Since it was apparently morning, and both girls were wearing practically see through nightgowns, it was decided that the blonde girl would go out back and strip her nightgown off before changing into her bikini to swim, pretending not to see the dad. But it wasn't going to be without a price. If she did it, once she was in the pool, the redhead was going to have to do the same. Another argument and then agreement, the redhead would do it, if blonde did.
They walked down the stairs and redhead stayed inside, and watched out the window, as the blonde girl walked to the pool, took off her nightgown, and then turned and moved, to ensure that dad got a good view, put her little bikini on, then jumped into the pool. With a huff of irritation, the redhead shook her head, mumbling that she didn't think she'd go through with it. Then she did the same, only with less showing off.
The video flashed a 'later that day' and then showed the girls playing and splashing in the pool again, as dad came out and settled into a lounge chair to read. The girls whispered back and forth several times, before the blonde girl climbed from the pool and walked over to dad. She stripped off her bikini while he watched open mouthed, and then climbed onto the chair. She quickly moved, to stand on the chair over him, her body dripping on him for several seconds before she lowered herself to his face, pushing her shaved, teenage pussy right onto his face.
He protested slightly, before holding her hips and going to work on her pussy with gusto, licking and slurping, as he dug his tongue into her, making her gasp and moan in pleasure. Redhead, once again having lost the bet, climbed from the pool, walked to the chair and opened his pants, pulling out his already hard, dad sized dick. She leaned over it and began to lick and suck his fat dick, drawing moans and gasps from him as he continued to work on the blonde girl's pussy. After some time, she pulled her pussy from him and slid down his body until she could aim his fat dick at her young pussy. It was his turn to groan and gasp as she forced him into her tight hole, working him all the way in until she could start bouncing on him.
It didn't take long before I was unconsciously stroking my dick into my wife, watching the blonde bounce on the dad, the redhead, now very turned on, stripped her bikini off. She was soon over his face, letting him lick her pussy, while the blonde bounced on him, the two driving him closer and closer to climax, and apparently me as well. The guy on the video came in the blonde teen's pussy, almost the same time I came in my wife, my body jerking and pumping half a dozen shots into her.
"I can't believe you came to that!" She whispered quietly.
"Sorry." I mumbled, sure I was going to hear about it later, but damn, the sight of the two girls on him, was soooooo fucking hot!



I barely paid attention to the next scene, which was a single, middle aged woman getting fucked in both her mouth and pussy by about four middle age guys. I got the impression it didn't do much for Mandy either, thankfully.
The next scene was one couple coming to visit a friend's house, apparently for dinner. Both couples were nearly the same age, or it looked that way. The wife that lived there, was very large chested, had long blonde hair and a skin tight blue dress that made it evident that there was nothing under it. The arriving wife had on a miniskirt and silk tank top, with some kind of bra on under that contained her modest sized chest, maybe a large B or small C cup. She was slender and athletic, and every bit as good looking as the curvaceous wife that lived there. The blonde haired wife suggested her husband show the slender wife the new painting in the living room, which he agreed to do. When the slender wife's husband started to follow, she grabbed his arm and pulled him back, dragging him back around the corner, out of sight of the two other two.
Before he could object, she was undoing his pants and sliding down to kneel in front of him. She started to suck and play with his cock, causing it to quickly grow until he was groaning and enjoying a fantastic blow job. They heard them coming back toward them, and quickly fixed his pants and pretended to be innocent of anything.
A few minutes of discussion ensued as the curvy blonde finished setting the table. The curvy woman's husband wanted to know if the slender wife wanted to see the roses that had just started blooming, to which she agreed. The two were no sooner out the back door and the curvy wife had the top of her dress pulled down to expose her bare chest, and the long skirt pulled up to expose her completely bare ass and pussy. The two wasted no time in bending her over a chair and driving his dick into her. He was pounding into her with abandon, her tits swinging wildly under her chest as the scene faded and changed to the couple in the back yard.
"You know they are." He said quietly, as they stood in a garden by a bunch of blooming roses. "Why shouldn't we?"
"How do you know they are?"
"Because," he said reaching into his pocket and pulling out a pair of sheer panties. "She took these off, just before you got here."
The woman looked upset and turned to go back in the house, but the husband took her arm and stopped her. "Uh-uh. I know a better way."
"What's that?" She asked, as he reached for her hips. He undid the zipper on the skirt and let it slide down her legs. He hands moved to the blouse and began to unbutton up the front, one button at a time while she stood and waited. He slipped the blouse off and then undid the little clasp between her breasts, pushing the bra off, so she was naked except for her shoes. "But if they come out?" She protested, without moving away.
"Then they can just watch." He said, as he undid his pants and let them slide down, freeing his dick. He pulled her to him and they kissed for several moments before he turned her around and bent her over. He pushed his dick slowly into her pussy, causing her to groan in pleasure. The two of them stood in the yard, the woman bent over, getting pounded, her small tits hanging down and wiggling in circles under her chest. I glanced over at Jen and Bob and was surprised to see Jen now sitting on Bob's lap, facing the tv, grinding herself on his lap with his dick apparently inside her. She stared at the scene for long seconds and then looked over at me with a look of pure lust on her face.
When I looked back, the two in the house were still fucking away, but now the woman was sitting on the edge of the table, naked, her legs in the air as he stood between them, fucking her with abandon. "Come for me sweetie. Come deep in my hot, wet cunt." She moaned, as her pussy leaked creamy moisture around his plunging cock. In and out he pounded, making her huge tits bounce and roll on her chest as he grew closer to coming. At the last moment he pulled out of her pussy and grabbed his cock, frantically stroking it to coax his climax to fruition. We watched, as he spewed string after string of cum onto her body, from her pussy all the way to her big soft tits. The scene shifted back to the couple outside, the woman now standing up, one leg hooked over his arm, standing on the other while he pushed his dick up into her over and over. It wasn't long before she started to climax, her body shaking and shuddering while she groaned and moaned about coming on him. I heard Jen and looked over, seeing her looking at me as she climaxed on her husband, her whole body shaking and trembling. I heard the guy on the video grunting and guessed he was coming too, but I didn't want to take my eyes off Jen as she sat on Bob, stroking her own tits and pussy as she came down from her climax.
I didn't know how long this was going to go on, but my dick was already hard as hell again by the time the next scene started. It again started with two couples, but this time they were in a room with two big rubberized air mattresses. The four undressed each other in front of each other, clearly undressing their own spouse, or at least that's what we were supposed to think. The guys lay down on their stomachs and the ladies used a bowl full of some kind of thick oil, to lubricate their husbands backs and butts, and then their own bodies. They lay on top of their husbands and began to rub themselves all over, using their bodies to massage their partners.
I couldn't help but massage my wife's breasts while I watched the scene, my hard dick pressing between her thighs. She too must have been getting turned on again, reaching between her legs to coax my head between her sopping wet lips. I gently forced myself into her, pushing my head as far into her as I could, drawing a soft moan from her.
I felt her fingers rub against my dick, as I stroked slowly in and out of her, her fingers teasing her own clit. I don't know what it was, but something was getting her very turned on as she watched the two women roll over their husbands and begin rubbing all over them. I stroked in and out of my wife slowly, as we watched the guy's dicks appear and disappear between both busty women's boobs. I could feel my cock swelling in my wife as she rocked her hips in time with my strokes, both of us inching closer and closer to a climax. Then the two women stopped what they were doing and after a short discussion that was cryptic at best, they moved to each other's husbands and began doing the same thing.
"Did they just switch husbands?" My wife whispered, stopping her strokes. "Why would they do that?"
"Guess they wanted to."
"But I's just porn, right? People don't really do that do they?"
"Yeah, some do."
"Why?"
"I guess they want the variety." I answered, disappointed that she'd stopped what she was doing and started asking questions, killing the fantasy moment.
"I don't think I could do that." She whispered as we watched the women start to suck each other's husband's cocks.
"I don't think I'd ask you to," I whispered, starting to stroke into her again, getting turned on again watching them suck their men off. I felt my wife start to move again, slowly rocking as she watched them sucking.
"Do all guys like that? Getting sucked off?"
"Do you like it when I lick you?"
"Yeah!"
"So why wouldn't I like it?"
"I guess that makes sense." She whispered as she watched the TV. We were both rocking slowly against each other, teasing our mutual orgasm back to life, pushing it slowly toward climax, when she stopped again. "Did they just...?"
"Uh huh." I grunted softly, knowing exactly what she meant.
"They're having sex with each other's husbands?"
"What did you expect to happen?"
"You knew it was going to?"
"I was expecting it. Maybe even hoping for it. God, look at the one on the left, riding him like that. God, I wish you'd do that again. You used to."
"That was a long time ago."
"Doesn't mean I didn't like it."
"You'd want me to do that?"
"Ride me like that? Hell yeah." I groaned as I tried to push our orgasms along further. I started teasing her nipple, trying to draw her attention from the TV back to me. Slowly, tentatively, she began to rock again, and was soon pushing hard into each of my strokes.
"Oh damn, getting so close," she mumbled.
"Uh huh. Me too."
"Would you do that, if she wanted?" My wife asked, moments before I was going to come."
"Who?" I grunted breathlessly.
"Jen." She answered.
I should have stopped and asked her what the hell she was thinking, but I was too far gone. Without answering I looked over at Jen, sitting on the sofa next to her husband. She had one hand pulling one of her nipples and the other between her spread legs, giving me a full view of her pussy as she plunged one finger in and out of herself. Her husband sat watching us as well, his hand stroking his fat cock, looking like he was about to come again. I couldn't not look at Jen, as I gave my last few strokes into my wife and then began unloading in powerful surges deep in her.
Mandy gasped at the feeling of my cock surging inside her, and as sometimes happens, it pushed her over the edge. She stiffened and began to orgasm herself, her pussy clenching and squeezing around my dick as I pumped shot after shot into her. I stared at Jen as I came, watching her body tremble, as she made herself climax with us.
"Ohmygod yes," my wife whispered, as she lay panting, her pussy squeezing the remaining cum out of my now softening dick. "I'm going to be leaking that all night."
"Uh huh." I panted, hoping she didn't realize exactly what I was thinking when I came, or what I was looking at. "I think I'm done. I'm not sure I can watch any more of this kind of thing." I said, when I could breathe again.
"Yeah. I think I agree." My wife said, laying with her arm across her tits and one tucked between her legs. I looked over at Bob and realized why my wife was suddenly acting shy. Bob was staring right at her, stroking his dick, moments away from coming. He wasn't even trying to make it discreet. He was clearly turned on by my wife's naked body and what we had just done, probably imagining it was her riding him, like the woman in the video had done. With a massive grunt, he squirted his cum up on his chest almost to his face, several strong shots landing on his chest and stomach, before his cock started to soften and drool.
"Um. There's one more envelope for you to take home." Jen said as she got up. She walked to the other room and brought back the envelope as well as my wife's clothes. She stood between Bob and us, seemingly to block his view of my wife, while she quickly slipped on her blouse and skirt, ignoring her bra. She pulled her panties on last, sliding them up to catch the cum leaking from her. Only then did she get off the sofa, enough for me to get up and go get my clothes.
Jen stopped at the dining room table to pick up an envelope, as she walked us to the door. "The therapist wanted me to give this to you, before you went home. You're supposed to open it at home. I can't tell you how much it means to me that you'd help us out this way. I'm not sure yet just exactly how this is supposed to have helped, but we have a bunch of questions we have to discuss before our next session with her."
"Well, hopefully it does help. And it wasn't as horrible as I thought it was going to be. It was a bit uncomfortable at times, but I got over it."
"I kinda thought toward the end, you two were enjoying it pretty well."
"More than I would have thought I would, if you had suggested it when we first got here; but, being naked with you that long, it made me relax a bit. Still not sure I really feel comfortable, having Bob watching me climax, but..." Mandy said with a shrug. "We'll talk more later. Right now, I'd kind of like to go get a shower."
"I can understand that. Thank you again." Jen said, reaching over to give my wife a hug and then doing the same to me, her hand grabbing my butt as she hugged me tightly. "To both of you."
When we got home, we opened the envelope, which actually had another in it. "I can not tell you how impressed I am that you two feel close enough to Jennifer and Bob to help them out in such a personal way. It takes a very good friend to do what you have just done. In way of thanks, for your commitment to your friends, I would like you to get comfortable, and naked, and then open the final envelope here. Discuss the questions honestly and openly. Don't judge each other, but realize that everyone has different fantasies and triggers and none are better or worse than another's. After you have done this, feel free to contact me. I would enjoy discussing your experience and it's aftereffects, at no cost to you. Just call my office if you feel comfortable doing so, and we can arrange a meeting. Thank you for being such good friends to Jennifer and Bob."
"Huh." I said as I read it after Mandy handed it to me. "She wants to meet us? Do you think we need to?"
"After feeling how hard you got watching those two girls pretending to have sex with the dad? Maybe we need to."
"So, judging fantasies?" I asked. "Maybe you don't want me to remember how turned on you got watching that woman being fucked while she was being massaged. In fact, you and Jen have gone off for spa days, is there something I should know?"
My wife looked at me in shock, about to protest loudly, before nodding her head, realizing exactly what I was doing. "Fair enough. No judgement." She finally said. "Now, how about we share a shower and wash each other, and then see what these questions are about?"
"I think it's a great idea." I answered as I followed her to the stairs and our bedroom.
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Bill and Amanda were reaching that time of life, where they transition from workaday to leisure. Both have enjoyed full careers together, with Amanda getting ready to retire almost a full year before Bill. They had their nest egg where they needed it to be, to enjoy their autumn years. They were both finishing off their last couple years at work, as they prepared for their adventures, helping build homes with Habitat, traveling, exploring all those places they'd always wanted to see when they were younger, but never seemed able too.
Erica, Amanda's best friend and neighbor, wasn't the least bit surprised when they backed a brand new forty foot camper into their driveway. It was something they had talked about for years. She was happy for the two of them, to see that they had made that first step, in their carefully laid plans. Everything seemed to be going so perfectly for them, and in some ways Erica was jealous. Bill was everything in a husband, any woman could want. Kind, considerate, loving, a good provider, and if Amanda was to be believed, still damn good in bed, or anywhere for that matter. Amanda had once, over several glasses of wine, at a lingerie party they both went to, confessed that Bill enjoyed surprising her with titillating little things and even sex in all sorts of places, including once getting naked with her in a swimwear dressing room. Yes, Bill was everything she wished her ex had been and wasn't. So, she was happy for them, but also a little jealous.
That was two years ago. That jealousy was washed away in an instant, replaced with concern and sadness. Everything had seemed to be going exactly as they planned. Bill was out of town on business when it happened. It had fallen to her, to call him, knowing how devastating the news would be. But better from her, than some impersonal call from the police. At least she hadn't suffered. The EMT's said she probably didn't even know what had happened. She just sat down on the ground next to the car, the trunk still half full of groceries, and fell asleep one final time. The stroke was massive and unpredictable. They eventually learned she'd had a weak vessel in her brain that ruptured. It could have happened any time in her life. The hardest thing for Bill had been being unable to even say goodbye to the love of his life.
Since then, Erica had done everything she could to make life easier for Bill. She felt like she owed Amanda that, after all the years Bill and Amanda had been a ready hand when she needed it. If something broke, or the lawnmower refused to start, she knew Bill would be there to help. She hadn't even realized how much she had leaned on Amanda over the years until she was gone. She felt his loss in many ways, but she knew that hers could never match the intensity of the loss he felt.
It had been nearly two years and he was still deep within that shell he had quickly built around himself. Other than his adult children and their kids, he rarely let anyone in through that protective barrier. No matter how hard she tried, the most she could get from him was that he never wanted to love again. He never wanted to feel that pain again, or to cause anyone else that kind of pain. So, he closed himself off from life. Sometimes, it was even difficult for her to go over and see him like that; sitting, just waiting for his years to expire. It was a lonely way to live, but try as she might she just couldn't seem to break him free of it.
"Bill? You here?" He heard Erica call, from the usually unlocked back door.
"In here!" He called back from his recliner, the tv playing some old movie he wasn't even paying attention to, like most of his evenings. He turned and saw his neighbor walk in through the kitchen with a young woman in tow behind her.
"Bill, this is Tanya. She came over recently from Romania."
"Oh, hi," Bill mumbled, as he pushed himself out of the recliner, holding a hand out toward the young woman.
"I've brought Tanya by to start working tonight," Erica said, getting a curious look from him. "We talked about getting a maid service in to help you? Tanya's going to come by twice a week to clean for you."
"Oh, yeah. Sure," Bill answered, with a curt nod.
"Do you want to show her around?"
"Oh, yeah. Sure." Bill answered with a shrug. "You've seen the kitchen. This is the living room and down the hall here are the master bedroom, guest rooms and two bathrooms," he said, pointing down the hall.
"Men are hopeless!" Erica said, to Tanya. "Come on, I'll show you," she added, motioning for the young woman to follow her.
Bill dropped back into his chair and watched the two disappear down the hall. After the tour Erica left the young woman to work and Bill to watch his movie.
Bill couldn't help but notice, that Tanya was a very good looking, young woman, by anyone's standards. Long dark blonde hair down to the middle of her back, the golden mane tied in a long ponytail, green eyes that seemed to smile, as much as the seemingly permanent smile on her lips. She filled the t-shirt out nearly as much as Amanda had, with a figure that was every bit as enticing as Amanda's had been, when she was that age. Full, round butt, that seemed to wiggle while she worked and a slim waist. Her legs, completely bare from the micro shorts to the tops of her athletic shoes were lean and powerful looking. Yes, for someone twenty or thirty years younger than he was, she was one hell of a good- looking woman!
Bill watched her bustling around, moving with deliberate speed and purpose. In three hours, she had cleaned the kitchen and both bathrooms from top to bottom, leaving them cleaner than they had been since Amanda passed.
"I come tomorrow?" She asked, in heavily accented English.
"Sure, that'd be fine. What time do you want to come?" He answered.
"I come tomorrow?" She asked again, almost as if she were reading it off a cue card.
"You don't speak a lick of English, do you?"
"Yes, I come tomorrow?" She asked a third time.
Bill sighed and then chuckled. At least she wouldn't talk his ear off. "Yes, you come tomorrow!" He answered her.
"Good!" She said as she headed for the back door.
"Well, she cleans good!" He said to himself, as he followed her to the back door, looking around the kitchen at the neat, sparkling surfaces. "She must think I'm a real slob!" He said aloud, after closing the back door after her. He watched out the kitchen window, as she got into her little car and drove away.
Bill was still sitting at the kitchen table, just finishing off the TV dinner he had microwaved for himself, when her face appeared at the window in the back door. He got up and let her in.
"Hello, I clean now?" She asked, as she bustled past, with her bucket of cleaning supplies.
Bill chuckled to himself, as he watched her disappear from the kitchen. He sat down and finished the last few bites of food, dropped the fork in the sink and the plastic tray into the trash. He could hear the vacuum cleaner start running and decided to go see how she was doing. He didn't intentionally walk silently, but the carpet in the hall kept his steps more than quiet enough, that Tanya would never hear them over the vacuum. He stepped to the master bedroom door and stood watching, as she crawled around the foot of the bed, trying to vacuum under it.
Bill couldn't help but notice her firm round ass, the navy-blue micro shorts pulling tightly across her pussy, as she nearly lay her head on the floor to peer under the bed. The material pulled across her pussy lips, creating a shallow cleft, down the center of the short's crotch. He couldn't help but feel somewhat turned on by the sight, the image taking him back to one of the many times Amanda had worn tight little shorts like that, just to tease him. He remembered her kneeling at the edge of the garden, her ass pushed out at him as she worked. She never seemed surprised when he knelt behind her and stroked his hand between her legs, teasing her through the material. She would wiggle her ass at him, as his attentions made her wetter, encouraging him to do more. And more he did. He smiled to himself, as he remembered how often he pulled her shorts down over her ass, chuckling to himself at the lack of underwear. She would usually lower herself to her elbows, pushing her ass out at him even more, as he worked her shorts down her thighs, or sometimes stay on her hands and knees and pull her shirt up to expose her huge tits. She knew he loved seeing her tits swinging when he was fucking her, thought it always surprised him when she did it in the front yard. In his mind he could feel her hot wet lips spread around his engorged head, after he'd pulled himself out of his own shorts and rubbed his head up and down her wet pussy lips. His mind recalled how she moaned loudly as he pushed into her, her pussy expanding and stretching to accept his fat shaft.
"Oh God yes," she breathed, as she knelt before him, his cock sliding in and out of her, her sopping wet pussy making a soft squish, that was noticeable even over the wind rustling the dead leaves she had been pulling from the garden. In and out he stroked, driving his cock fully into her, feeling the end of her tunnel with the head of his cock, each time he pushed into her. He could hear her moans, as he drove into her over and over, their mutual climax growing closer by the moment.
"Oh fuck!" Bill grunted, his body jerked and spouted a long rope of cum into the air toward the young woman, not into his wife's pussy. He didn't even remember pushing the front of his workout pants down or stroking his cock.
He wanted to run away in embarrassment, as she knelt by the foot of the bed, watching him squirt shot after shot of cum toward her. The ropes of creamy white juice landed on the carpet between them as he stood, his feet rooted to the ground in the midst of a powerful climax, the first he remembered having since that day two years ago.
"God, I'm sorry!" Bill blurted, as he hastily pulled his pants up over his still hard cock and walked swiftly down the hall. Bill didn't stop until he was in the garage, panting and feeling incredibly embarrassed. "She must think I'm really a scumbag!" He grumbled to himself, as he stood in the garage, trying to work up the courage to even go back into his own house.
It took a while, but he finally worked up the courage to go back in and apologize. When he went back in, he no longer heard the vacuum and wondered if she had fled from the scene of his crime. The bedroom light was still on, so he walked down the hall preparing a speech he doubted she'd understand.
"Jesus!" Was all he could say, as he stepped into the room. Tanya lay on the carpet, her shorts and thong panties pushed all the way to her ankles. Her t-shirt and bra were also pushed up, her body completely exposed with the exception of one breast covered with her massaging hand. On the floor next to her, open, was the small wooden chest that Amanda had kept under the bed with her toys hidden away in, the toys that she always thought were a secret. She lay with her knees splayed wide, her eyes closed as she pumped a big pink artificial dick in and out of herself. He knew he shouldn't watch, but his brain still swirled with the aftermath of his own climax, so he stood watching, as she pumped the dildo frantically in and out of herself.
He couldn't understand her words, but her actions and the motion of her hips, trying to lift off the floor toward the plunging dildo, said everything. Her climax was nearly upon her. With a loud cry, in a language he didn't understand, her body jerked and then froze rigidly, her legs trembling ever so slightly, as she climaxed in front of him.
"Shit!" She cried in surprise, when she opened her eyes and saw that he was staring at her nearly nude body. She frantically tried to cover her tits and pussy, pulling the dildo from her pussy and dropping it between her legs. As he stood there he watched, more turned on than he could remember, as she alternately tried to cover herself and pull her clothes back into place. The whole time she kept a constant flow of what he assumed was an apology or explanation or both, in a language he clearly didn't understand.
With her shirt pulled down over her tits and her shorts most of the way back up, he turned and walked back to his recliner, dropping heavily into it.
"I sorry! I go now!" She said, as she rushed from the hallway toward the kitchen.
"Hey! Wait!" Bill called, as he tried to get up and catch up to her.
"I sorry! I go now!" She said again, as she reached for the doorknob on the kitchen door.
"Wait! You don't have to go. That was as much my fault as yours. Maybe more." He told her, as she paused at her door.
"I sorry. I go now." She said, more quietly.
"No, you don't have to go. I think we're both embarrassed enough. It's okay. You don't have to go." He said more softly, knowing she probably didn't understand, but hoped she'd understand the tone. He gently reached for her arm and pulled her back into the room.
"I no go?" She questioned.
"No, you clean now." Bill answered her, quietly.
"You no angry?"
"No angry," he answered. "You stay clean!"
She looked at his eyes for assurance, and then nodded slowly.
"I stay, only clean!"
"Only clean!" Bill answered, with a nod, letting go of her arm.
She walked past, hesitantly, then went back down the hall, while Bill went to sit back down.
"I done. Come back next week?" Tanya asked, as she walked from the hall, some time later.
"Yes. Next week!" Bill answered her, she smiled then walked from the room and out the back door.
"Well, the house hasn't looked this good in a long time!" Erica said, as she walked in the back door, the next day.
"Yeah, she did a nice job!" Bill agreed, not planning on telling her of their little embarrassment.
"May I?" she asked questioningly, pointing down the hallway as she paused to wait for permission.
"Sure." He answered with a shrug, after which he watched her disappear down the hallway.
"She did do a nice job, didn't she?" Erica called from the master bathroom.
"Yeah, she's good at cleaning." He called back, as he waked down the hall toward the bedroom.
"So, what do you think of her otherwise?" Erica asked, as he stepped into the bedroom doorway while she walked around the foot of the bed, inspecting everything, from the tops of the dressers, to the window frames, looking for any missed dust or dirt.
"Kind of hard to talk to. Only understands half a dozen phrases I think," he answered, as she paused on the far side of the bed, looking down at the floor.
"Well, she seems to have been thorough," She answered back, clearly suppressing a smile, as she stepped back around the bed. She stepped next to Bill and slipped an arm into his, to guide him back down the hall toward the living room. "So, you want her to keep coming?"
"Don't see why not. She seems nice enough and she does a good job." He answered, with a shrug.
"Good. So, how are you doing otherwise?"
"What do you mean?" He asked, furrowing his brow as the moved toward the sofa.
"Well. I was just wondering if you were feeling better. I mean, you're more talkative today than I've seen you in a while."
"Oh? Not really," he answered, as she led them to the sofa.
"Oh yeah, really." She said, with a grin. "So, you had a nice chat with Tanya?"
"Huh? Not really. She doesn't understand anything I say."
"Oh? Well, it just seemed like maybe you managed to find a way to communicate, anyway." She said, leaving Bill feeling like she was once again trying to suppress a smile, for some reason.
"Not really. Like I said, she only understands a few basic phrases."
"Well, your body language must have gotten the job done then." She said as she slipped her arm from his. She leaned closer and kissed his cheek. "I need to get home and cook dinner. You going to be alright alone tonight? If you need some company I can come back later."
"No. I'm fine," he answered, shaking his head, wondering what had gotten into her. Even he wasn't blind to recognizing that she was physically attracted to him, but he just wasn't ready for that, no matter how lonely it was at night or how tempting she looked and felt.
"Okay. Well, we'll talk later then," she said, turning and heading for the back door.
It wasn't until bed time that Bill realized that the small wooden chest was pulled out from under the bed part way, which he was now sure Erica had seen when she was inspecting the room. He doubted anyone else would even know that that chest contained, but Erica would, of that he was confident.
---o---
The week had gone as slowly as all weeks for Bill, maybe even slower, but Thursday finally came. He wasn't exactly sure why, but he was nervous. Would she think he was a pervert, after what he did the previous week? Would she even think anything of him? Hell, in a lot of ways he felt like a teenager again. Not that it was wrong for him to look. Even when his wife was alive, she'd always said it was fine to look, as long as he wasn't obvious about it. Men were wired to look, to check out the opposite sex. She just wanted to make sure, that he didn't do more than look.
He'd taken an extra shower and made sure to clean up the bathroom after he finished, and again, he wasn't sure why. He was paying her to come clean, or more the point, he was paying Erica to have someone come clean for him. The more he thought about it, the more embarrassed he was at standing in the hall, jacking off in front of her, not even realizing he was doing it until it was far too late. It was a good thing that she couldn't speak much English, or he was sure Erica would have had a real ear full of his misdeeds.
He finished his TV dinner and dumped the tray in the trash, setting the fork in the sink. He hadn't dirtied all that many dishes in a whole week, but he made sure to at least rinse them off and put them in a neat pile instead of leaving them haphazardly stacked in the sink. He'd not quite made it back to his chair, when the knock on the door interrupted him. He walked to the door and opened it, finding Tanya standing there wearing a smile, a tank top and a denim miniskirt.
"Hello. I clean?" She asked, in her heavily accented English.
"Yes, come on in," Bill answered, holding the door open for her as she walked in, with a bucket full of assorted cleaning tools in one hand, a long handled mop in the other. She smiled, as she stepped past him. Bill closed the door after her and then retreated to the living room to let her get to work. He alternately watched TV and glanced over where she was working in the kitchen, cleaning the counters at first and then moving to the floor. She mopped the floor and then on her hands and knees began washing the front of the cabinets. Bill really couldn't help getting a hardon as she worked, the tiny little skirt pulling up far enough on her round, firm little butt, to expose a tiny, little sliver of pink panty.
It wasn't much of a pair of underwear, as far as Bill could tell. It covered her pussy but left her entire ass completely bare, her creamy cheeks peeking at him from under the hem of the denim. Her ass wiggled side to side as she worked, his cock growing harder with each swipe of the sponge.
In his mind he could easily remember Amanda doing something similar, though usually in shorts, and the number of times he'd walked over and tried to play, sometimes being sent away and other times, allowed to tease and play while she worked until they were both hungry for the final event. Sometimes that event occurred on her hands and knees, and other times, much to her protests, it was with her bare ass sitting on the edge of the counter.
Bill was still remembering how his wife looked, sitting on the counter naked when Tania finally finished and stood up. Bill couldn't help but feeling slightly disappointed that the show was over, though not sure if it was because he was enjoying the view of Tania's bare butt, or if it was because of the memories that the sight flooded him with. "Just as well," he thought to himself, as she headed down the hallway toward the bedroom and the bathroom.



The longer she was gone, the more he was tempted to go check on her. Half wondering, if she was taking advantage of one of Amanda's toys. For some reason, it didn't bother him at all that she had used the dildo, one of his wife's favorite toys, even though she went to great lengths to try and hide them all from him. Tania finally came out of the bedroom, to the living room, dragging the vacuum cleaner out with her. She smiled at him and bent over to plug the appliance in. Looking at her ass again he swore the crotch of the panties were not only more visible than before, the hem of the denim pulling up farther, but it was also dark, as if wet, with moisture.
He snapped back to reality, when she turned the machine on, drowning out the TV in front of him. He watched her work, her modest sized tits wiggling in the shirt tantalizingly, clearly not constrained by a bra. Not that he was complaining, she looked pretty sexy in the tight little outfit. She vacuumed around the room, finally working closer to him. She bent over, facing him to reach the wand under his chair, pausing to look up and smile at him. He was suddenly embarrassed at the size of the bulge in his shorts, after having watched her work, but if she noticed, she didn't make any mention of it.
"I go clean shower now." She said with a smile, pulling the vacuum along down the hall behind her. He watched, as she paused at the door, to look back at him, before dragging the vacuum back into the bedroom again.
"Why did she want me to know she was cleaning the shower?" he mumbled to himself, not at all sure he understood the young woman. He heard the water of the shower turn on down the hall, the bedroom door standing open. He sat listening to the water, wondering how she was cleaning the shower with the water running and not getting soaked. Finally, it dawned on him. She intended for him to follow her.
He got up and walked down the hall, turning into the bedroom and stepping to the bathroom. He saw her in the walk-in shower, completely naked, rubbing the sponge back and forth on the walls, cleaning the far wall. Her bare ass wiggled back and forth with her efforts, affording him a better view of her breasts as she worked to the side wall and stood sideways to him. It only took a few moments for her to work to the glass face and begin wiping it down, now standing facing him, but clearly ignoring the fact that he was staring at her nude body. Her tits, each the size of a large orange, wiggled and bounced as she worked, her nipples hard and erect as they occasionally pressed against the soapy glass. She finally used the hand wand he'd install for Amanda to rinse the walls and glass before turning the water off and stepping to the open shower door.
"You help?" She asked, pointing to the rain shower head high above her, clearly out of her reach.
"You want me to reach up there?" He asked, his mind slightly confused, partly due to how much his body was turned on at the moment.
"You help?" she asked again, pointing up.
Bill shrugged and pulled his socks off, not wanting to get them soaked from the water on the shower floor. He stepped in and held his hand out for the sponge and bottle she was holding.
"Na na na," she said, shaking her head. She pointed up again and said "Help."
"Yeah. You can't reach." Bill answered with a shrug. "You want me to reach up and clean it for you."
She frowned at him, not understanding. "Help. Up!" she finally said, hoping her words were right.
"Up? You want me to help you get up there?" Bill asked, getting the idea, she wanted him to lift her up. "Okay." He said, stepping forward, thinking about how to lift up a naked woman without grabbing in all the wrong spots.
"Na na na." She said again, reaching out with the hand the spray bottle was in and hooking two fingers in his shirt.
"Oh. You want me to take my shirt off?" He asked, tugging on his own shirt.
"Da," she said, with a smile nodding.
Bill shrugged and pulled his shirt off, tossing it out the shower stall toward the toilet. "Okay. Better?" in response she reached out and tugged on one belt loop of his pants. "These too? Okay." He said, undoing his pants and sliding them off, leaving him in just his briefs. "Better?" he asked, starting to feel a little embarrassed, and turned on. The front of his briefs bulged out as his cock continued to harden, her eyes fastened on the growing bulge. She reached out again, hooking one finger in the waistband of his briefs and slowly pulled out, stretching the elastic before pulling down. Bill stood there, unsure of what to do as she slowly edged his briefs farther out and down.
"Ohhhhh." She breathed softly, as his cock slipped out of the waistband, sticking almost straight out at her, as it bounced slightly with his pounding heart.
"Sorry," he mumbled, as she pulled the front of his briefs down farther, tugging them down until they could slide down his legs on their own. He stood, not sure what to do next as she stepped toward him, her chest touching his, her hard nipples pressing slightly into his skin.
"Up." She whispered, just barely loud enough for him to hear.
Bill stepped out of his briefs, leaving them on the wet floor, and stooped down slightly. Her tits pressed to his face as he looped his arms around her firm butt and gently lifted her up, raising her until she could reach the dual rain shower heads. She sprayed and cleaned them, her tits wiggling and bumping into his face, making his cock grow even harder. He moved, so she could clean the second head in the shower, and then, slowly, let her slide down his body, his hard cock trapped between her legs.
She looked at him, her chest heaving slightly, as she breathed harder than was necessary, for the exertion she had given, her legs trapping his hard cock between her thighs. She tossed the sponge aside and then gently dropped the plastic spray bottle next to it. "Up," she whispered, her hands moving to loop behind his neck. "Up," she whispered again.
Bill squatted down again, his cock pulling from between her legs, and looped his arms under her bare ass. He straightened, her tits pressing to his face once more. This time she moved her legs, wrapping them around his body and supporting some of her weight on his hips. She moved one hand from behind his neck and stretched it down to feel for and find his raging hardon. She gently pushed his engorged head between her wet lips, her legs lifting herself slightly, to allow his shaft to find the entrance to her tunnel. "Ohhhhhhh," she moaned softly, as she lowered her weight, her pussy spreading and engulfing his hard shaft and mushroom head.
Bill felt her expand slowly around him, more of her sliding down his shaft, as she gently began to wiggle and rock her hips. She had slid down until her clit was grinding into the base of his cock, his fat head pressing against the end of her tunnel. She mumbled something in Russian, that he clearly didn't understand, as she began to use her legs to work herself up and down his shaft, fucking herself on him.
"Oh fuck," Bill groaned, as she tried to ride him faster, awkwardly driving herself on and off his cock several inches. He looked around and then walked to the vanity, gently bending and setting her on the counter top. She released his neck and leaned back, her hands sliding down his arms to find his hands and pull them toward her soft breasts. Bill's hips seemed to know what to do, even if he was a bit unsure. He started sliding his cock into her, stroking long powerful strokes, that made her body shake each time he slapped his thighs into her bare ass. She moaned and gasped, mumbling things he didn't understand, but could guess at none the less.
In and out he drove his shaft, fucking her hard, as she trembled and shuddered. He could feel her pussy clamping around him, as she climaxed, his own orgasm building quickly as he stroked in and out, until his body took over on its own, driving hard into her as a huge gush of pent up cum lanced out into her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" He grunted, as his body jerked and twitched, pumping shot after shot into her already sopping wet pussy. "Ohhhhhh damn!" He mumbled as she half sat, half lay, on the counter, panting heavily.
Again, a stream of breathless Russian flowed from her lips as Bill looked down at her sexy body. "I don't understand," he said, shaking his head.
"Tank you," she said, deliberately trying to form the English words to express what she wanted. "I work now," she added, gently pushing against his stomach, to make him back away.
Bill really didn't want to pull out of her, she was gentle, but insistent. She pushed him back until she could stand up and then walked around the bathroom, picking up both of their clothes. She carried them all out of the bathroom, leaving him standing there, alone, and naked.
"Come." She said, stepping back into the doorway to make it clear she expected him to follow her. She waited for him to catch up and then took him by the hand, pulling him along toward the living room. She walked him to the sofa and gently pushed him down into it. She smiled and then went back to cleaning, using a duster to work around the room, cleaning shelves and knickknacks that were arrayed around the room. She remained completely naked, making sure to bend over and show him her pussy, every chance she got. It had the desired effect, within only a very few minutes, his cock was already starting to harden again, surprising Bill slightly, given his age.
Tanya continued to work, walking by and reaching for his shaft, giving it teasing little strokes, each time. She grinned at him, almost as if to put him at ease with what had happened, her sexy little titties shaking and wiggling enticingly, as she moved. Eventually his cock got hard enough that, instead of playing with it, she started to turn her back to him and sit on his lap for a few moments, working his cock up into her pussy as she sat down. "Mmmmmmmm," she cooed softly, bouncing gently on his shaft. Time and again she bounced a few times and then pulled off, each time making him wish she had stayed on him. She again sat him, mumbling something unintelligible, her hands reaching for his legs, as she bounced harder on his cock, clearly not intending to pull off this time. "Da, da," she moaned softly, as she bounced, his hands stroking her back and bare ass as she moved.
Bill let his hands move around her and slide up her sides, gently cupping her breasts from behind, finding her nipples and using his fingers to squeeze and gently pull each hard nub. In response to his new efforts, she bounced harder, her ass slapping loudly on his thighs, the two of them bouncing in the chair as she drove herself down on him over and over.
"Oh God, gonna come again!" he warned, his eyes closed, while his whole body seemed to be tingling and on the edge of climax.
"Da," she moaned loudly, apparently guessing what he was saying. For all he knew, she understood him as much as he understood her Russian.
"Fuck!" Bill grunted, his body trying to buck up into her, as he again unloaded a huge gush of cum into her.
"AHHHHH!" she cried as she began to shudder and tremble on his lap, no longer bouncing on him but instead grinding herself on him, as he came in her.
"Oh my God!" Bill heard from behind him. He twisted as far as he could, only to see Erica, standing in the middle of the kitchen, watching the two of them. Tanya apparently heard her as well, jumping off his lap even before his climax had finished, the last two shots of cum arching up into the air, before falling to his legs.
Again, Tanya rambled in Russian, saying something in rapid fire wording he had no understanding of, as she practically ran from the room. Erica retreated toward the kitchen door while Bill got up, unsure if he should follow Erica or Tanya, finally deciding on Erica.
"Erica!" he said, loudly enough to stop her, before she disappeared out into the dark. She stopped with the door half open, looking down at the floor.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt," she said, to the floor, looking down rather at his face.
"It's okay," Bill answered, taking a few more steps toward her. "You don't have to go. Please."
"I think I should." She said to the floor.
"It's not what you think." Bill said softly.
She half turned back toward him, lifting her face somewhat to look at him, but not looking high enough to see his face. "Oh. Yeah. I'm pretty sure it is. But you know? You're a grown man. If someone, um, if someone that young is what turns you on, then who am I to argue?" She said forcefully, before turning away again and walking out into the dark.
Bill stood at the door, watching the dark, where she disappeared down the driveway, wondering how he managed to get things so screwed up, so fast. As he stood there, the door still open, Tanya walked out of the bedroom and down the hall, dressed. She collected her things and then gently pushed past him, walking to her car without a word of any kind, Russian or otherwise. He finally closed the door after she backed out of the driveway and drove off. He plopped down in his chair, still naked, his mind swirling with conflicting emotions.
---o---
Friday was one of Bill's days off, and he sat and watched out the front window for what seemed like hours, and, in reality, was just that. He was waiting for the familiar red car to pull in across the street, signaling that Erica was home from work. He'd showered, shaved and dressed in a pair of slacks with a polo shirt. He still didn't know why. He knew, of course, that he was going to go try to apologize to Erica, but beyond that, his emotions were such a whirl, that he barely recognized most of them. He was embarrassed and honestly, felt guilty that she had walked in on them. Not that she caught them having sex, but that he had done, what he had, at all.
After everything that Erica had done to try and make his life a little more manageable, fucking the woman she hired to clean his house, seemed to be hitting pretty low. His wife had often called him dense, when it came to understanding women, but he had a long history of learning how to apologize, and he definitely felt like Erica deserved an apology. Not just any old apology, but a GOOD apology.
Finally, the car turned into the driveway, pulled up to the garage and then waited for the door to go up before pulling in. Before the door could even close all the way, Bill had gotten up and collected his apology meal. Carrying the pan with two hot pads, headed out the door toward Erica's house. It wasn't a particularly short walk, and every step seemed to take an eternity. It struck him as odd, that he was so concerned about how this would go. He wasn't married to her, or anyone, for that matter. He was an adult and it had been two years since his wife passed. Did he really have to apologize to his neighbor, for having sex with another woman?
Before he could truly answer that question, he'd arrived at Erica's and rang the doorbell.
"Yes?" Erica asked, opening the door. "Bill!?" she said, in surprise.
It took him several seconds to blurt out anything, his eyes taking in the dark blue dress clinging snugly to all her curves, her legs glistening in the stockings and her legs looking even longer than usual, with the four-inch heels on her feet. The single strand of pearls around her neck, seemed to draw attention to the deep cleft of creamy cleavage, that the deep cut V of the front of the dress exposed. "Um, hi. I wanted to apologize for yesterday." He finally blurted out.
"For yesterday? You don't have to. Like I said last night. You're a grown man. You can have sex with anyone you want."
"Yeah, well, just the same, I came over to apologize." Bill said again, looking up at her, from the lower front step.
"And you brought food?"
"Yeah. Well, um. Yeah." He said, not really sure how to answer.
"Okay. Come on in," she said, almost in a huff. "I suppose the idea was to share it with me?"
"Um. Well. Yeah. I guess. But if you don't want me to stay..."
"No, you went to all the trouble to make it. Which by the way is a bit of a surprise. I wasn't sure you even knew how to cook."
"Oh, yeah, I'm alright. Not nearly as good as Amanda was, but yeah, some." He said, as he carried it to the kitchen table and set it down.
"So, what are we having?" She asked, as she reached up into the cupboard for plates, the hem of the skirt pulling up slightly and exposing the lacy tops of her stockings. Bill wondered, in all this time, with her coming over almost every day, since Amanda passed, how did he not notice, just how good looking of a woman she was? True, she was a dozen years younger than he was, but she was most definitely a good looking woman, by any definition! Even more so in the outfit she had on at the moment. He realized belatedly that he was staring at her curves and it was having what would be a very obvious effect, if she chose to look.
"Pork Enchiladas" Bill answered, after a few short seconds, that seemed like an eternity to him. He was still staring at her legs as she turned with the plates and mumbled a quick apology.
"What for looking at my legs? If I didn't want them looked at, I wouldn't shave them and put on stockings." She said, with a little frown. Bill opened his mouth to say something and was stopped before he could. "No, I am NOT going to tell you where else I shave."
"I wasn't going to ask that." Bill answered, a little startled, partly that she thought he was going to ask that, partly because his mind was just starting to form that thought.
"Oh. I thought...well. Some guys... Oh hell." She said, as she set the plates on the table.
"But since you brought it up... Do you?" Bill asked jokingly, trying, almost desperately, to lighten the mood.
Erica stared at him as if he had three heads for several seconds before relaxing and smiling. "Not sure I want to say," she finally said, turning to go the counter to get glasses and silverware. "I know you don't, after last night."
Bill blushed slightly, at the memory of her staring at his spurting cock. "Um. No. I don't."
"You could." She said with a smile, bringing a pitcher of water from the fridge.
"Suppose I could. Why? You want to see me shaved?" He asked back.
She looked at him for long seconds. "I think we better let that drop for now," she answered, before pulling her chair out and sitting down. "So, enchiladas?"
"Yep." He said, scooping two of the rolled tortillas onto her plate before scooping two more onto his. "I didn't make them too spicy. Wasn't sure how hot you liked things."
"Depends on what it is," she answered. "Or who," she added, after a few seconds, making him blush again. "You are so cute when you blush, it's been a long time since I've seen that side of you."
"Yeah, I guess I have been in a bit of a funk."
"Understandable. But it's been more than long enough. It's good to see that something stirred you from that chasm you've been hiding in the last two years."
"Um. About that. I really do want to apologize." Bill said quietly, after they had both been eating in silence, for several minutes.
"I should have knocked. Like I said before, you can have sex with whomever you want. I'm not going to judge you." She said softly, reaching across the corner of the table, gently laying her hand on his. "Honestly Bill. I'm just happy to see that you've surfaced again. I miss that vibrant, bubbly, confident man that lives across the street."
"Well, anyway. I wanted to apologize. Seeing me naked probably wasn't on your top ten list of things to do last night."
"Oh. Maybe not last night. Has been in the past though." She said with a smile, gently stroking the back of his hand. "Thank you for dinner. It was very thoughtful. But I think you should probably leave now." Bill shook his head at the sudden dismissal. Had he done something wrong? "It's almost six. Tanya will be there soon and you don't want her to show up and have no one at home."



"I suppose not. If you want, you can come over and hang out. I mean I don't have anything planned, but we could watch some TV or something."
"That's a nice offer. But I have things to do here. Now you go. I'll clean things up here." She said as she stood up, clearly dismissing him.
"Alright," he said, suddenly not sure he really wanted to leave. He stood looking at her, the deep cleft of creamy, white skin between her breasts moving with each deep breath she took. Finally with a nod, he stepped from the table and walked to the door. "If you change your mind."
"I understand, but thank you just the same." She said, as she stood at the table, not moving.
Bill nodded one more time, then walked out, closing the door firmly behind himself. He took a deep breath and walked across to his house.
---o---
The knock on the door was no surprise, but it was a few minutes sooner than he had anticipated. He was still down the hall, changing from dinner. He grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his waist and walked quickly down the hall to the door. "Hi Tanya. Come on in. I was just changing." He said, inviting her into the house. Unlike the previous day, what she wore was probably the least sexy thing that a woman can wear. The gray t-shirt was half a dozen sizes too big, the oversized neck hole hanging off one shoulder and the tail of the shirt extending half way down to her knees.
"Me clean!" she said sternly, standing in the kitchen.
"Yes, you clean." He answered back, not bothering to elaborate, with words she didn't understand anyway. He turned and walked down the hall to the bedroom, tossing the towel onto the bed where he got it from in the first place, and stepped to the dresser. It took a few minutes to find a pair of workout shorts and pull them on, the waist a little tighter than he remembered them being the last time he wore them, though he wasn't sure just exactly how long ago that was.
Bill walked to his favorite chair and sat down, looking over at Tanya working in the kitchen. She had the counters cleaned and was just starting the floor, working the mop methodically back and forth across the tile. He turned the TV on, but was soon watching her more than the TV. It was clear to him, that she didn't have a bra on under the t-shirt, and idly wondered if there were anything under it, finally deciding that there had to be, even if he couldn't see it.
She finished the kitchen, dumped the water down the sink and then retrieved the vacuum cleaner from the hall closet. She started in the hall, working her way down and away from the living room, doing the floor in the hallway, the guest room and finally the master bedroom. Bill heard the vacuum shut off down the hall, as a series of commercials started on the show he was half watching. By the time the commercials were over, it was still quiet down the hall and Bill began to wonder what she was doing. In the back of his mind, he half way hoped that she was cleaning the bathroom, naked again, but doubted it.
As he made his way down the hall, he could hear a soft buzzing noise. Not loud, but soft and gentle. He walked into the empty bedroom, padding in his stocking feet across the carpet to the bathroom, looking in and seeing no one there either. "Huh." He mumbled, turning to leave, wondering what had become of Tanya.
"Ahhhhhh," he heard a soft female gasp. He walked toward the noise, down on the far side of the bed and looked around the footboard. Tanya was laying, wearing nothing above her tiny sneakers except the gray shirt, pushed all the way up to her neck so she was essentially naked. She lay on the carpet, holding herself up on one elbow, her head leaned back and her eyes closed, slowly sliding a large purple vibrator in and out of her pussy. Bill stood and stared at the device, twisting and vibrating itself as she pushed it in and out of herself. He'd wanted to see her naked, wanted to catch her nude in the shower again. His mind and body knew exactly what it wanted, it wanted to feel her around him again.
He pulled off his t-shirt and pushed down his shorts, kicking them aside as he stepped out of them. Standing naked in front of her he silently dropped to his knees and leaned down between her legs, his face inches from the purple device sliding in and out of her. He turned his head and kissed her thigh.
"EEEEEEE!" she squealed in surprise, her head snapping to look at him and her hand pulling the vibrator from her pussy, dropping it between her legs and then reaching for her shirt, to pull it down, while trying to get up at the same time.
"Shhhhhhhh." Bill said softly, moving one hand to her stomach to gently push her back down. "Just let me." He added, picking up the vibrator. She stared at him, as he gently fed the device into her still gaping pussy, slowly pushing it into her and leaning his face down to her as well. He reached his tongue out for her, softly stroking the juncture of her lips and the hard exposed nub there.
"Ohhhhhhhh," she moaned softly, as he worked the vibrator in and out of her pussy, his tongue gently teasing her clit. She lay back and relaxed, lifting her legs higher, hooking one on the side of the bed and resting the other on the wall beside her. He continued to toy with her hard clit, with the tip of his tongue and slowly worked the vibrator in and out of her as she used both hands on her own breasts, pulling and twisting her nipples. She mumbled something he didn't understand, but the intent was clear. She was getting fucking close to climax. The question was, did she want to go this way or around him?
He slowly pulled the vibrator from her pussy, and looked up at her, her eyes now open and looking down at him. He crawled up her body, his rock-hard cock pointing down at her pussy. If he had any doubt about her choice, it was answered when she held her hands out to him. He smiled in acceptance of the invitation, and reached for his cock, rubbing the head up and down between her wet lips. With a groan he pushed into her sopping wet pussy, a cry of pleasure coming from her lips as well.
In and out he started to stroke, her pussy practically trembling around his invading shaft, his head driving much deeper into her than the vibrator had. She wrapped her legs around him, hooking her heels on his ass and lifting her ass off the floor to meet his strokes. The two of them shared no words, only grunts and gasps as they slapped their bodies together rhythmically. "AHHHHHHH!" she suddenly cried loudly, digging her heels in harder, to grind herself up against his body.
He felt her shudder and tremble, her pussy clenching and grasping his cock as she held herself so tightly to him that he couldn't continue to stroke. Her climax lasted at least a full minute before she eased her grip, allowing him to stroke into her again.
"Da!" she said softly, followed by something else he didn't understand, her words not as important as the obvious intent. She was quietly encouraging him to come as well, her hips rocking to meet his strokes and provide as much change in stimulation as she could. Each stroke seemed to tease his cock in a slightly different way until his body couldn't hold back any longer.
"Fuck!" he grunted loudly, jamming his cock deep into her, his body jerking uncontrollably. He held himself over her as best he could, his body spasming and pumping shot after shot of cum into her. She looked up at him, wrapped her hands around the back of his neck and pulled his face down to hers, softly kissing him and sucking on his lips. "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned softly, as he lay down on top of her and wrapped his arms around her as well. They lay there in the embrace for long minutes until she broke the kiss breathlessly, gently pushing up on his shoulder.
"Too heavy for you, huh?" he asked with a chuckle, starting to push himself up and off of her. She wrapped her legs tight around him, leaving him unsure what she intended. With a grin she pushed herself up and worked until she had turned him onto his back in the confined space, then she was straddling him, her knees on either side of him and his cock still buried inside her.
With a smile she looked down at him, pulling the oversize gray t-shirt up and off, tossing it aside, leaving her naked on top of him. She reached for his chest and gently stroked her fingers around his nipples, teasing him as she began to rock her hips, sliding her pussy on his body and working his softening cock around inside her. He reached up and cupped both her tits, holding them and running his thumbs back and forth across her nipples, returning the tease she was giving him.
He understood little of what she said, only the few English words she struggled to insert, but the sentiment was clear enough. She was enjoying the interchange with him, but felt like she wasn't getting done what she was being paid for, cleaning. Not that she was in any hurry to get up, since his deflated cock had once again started to harden inside her, slowly filling her with its bulk. Her rocking slowly changed to a gentle up and down bouncing motion and finally to a wild bouncing on his shaft as she drove herself to another climax. Up and down, she bounced, his hands on her thighs, watching her tits swing and bounce madly, as she cried out over and over in pleasure.
Up and down, she moved, slowly pushing him closer to a second climax, her own body clearly having long since overflowed into that arena. Her gasps and shudders, as she bounced, seemed only to help speed along his own climax. "Gonna come," Bill grunted to her, though not at all sure she even heard him. She was bouncing wildly on his cock her tits flapping and bouncing and swinging equally wildly. "OH FUCK!" he practically shouted as he started to come into her. He lay there, jerking and twitching, as she slowed her strokes and finally settled, to sit on him and his twitching cock.
She smiled down at him and cooed something unintelligible before slowly lifting herself up off of him. She helped him up from the floor and then walked to the bathroom, setting one foot on the counter. She gently washed her well used pussy, looking over and grinning at him periodically. She sighed softly and put her foot down and then said something that was clearly meant as "go sit down," pushing him out of the bathroom and then, out of the bedroom. He walked to the living room and sat down, the movie he'd been watching nearly over.
It was nearly ten before she finished all the tasks she felt were required, all of them done naked, so he could enjoy the view of her trim, young body. He wondered just how old she was, thinking she couldn't be more than thirty. She walked over, carrying her shirt, and leaned down to give him a long, slow, wet kiss. "Next week?" she asked in her heavily accented English.
"Yes, next week." Bill agreed, suddenly wondering if she meant to come clean next week or come have sex. "Probably both." He finally decided as she walked to the back door and then out, carrying her bucket in one hand and her gray shirt in the other.
---o---
Since Amanda passed, Bill still worked, sort of. He'd be completely retired if things had gone as he and Amanda had planned. But since they didn't, the company was more than happy to keep him coming in and keeping things he had set up, working and answering questions for the engineer that was trying to replace him. Most of the time it was just half or three-quarter days, but it helped keep him busy, and his boss was fine with that. But when weekends came, there were always the chores that needed to be done, weeding gardens, mowing the lawn, that kind of thing.
Bill always enjoyed working outside more, when Amanda was working with him. Actually, he hated yard work and Amanda knew it, so she coaxed him into it by providing a great distraction. It worked, in more ways than one, distracting him from tasks that he really didn't like doing. She knew it was always easier to work outside with the prospect of seeing her tits wiggling around in a t-shirt, intentionally braless to tease him, or wearing tight little shorts to flash her ass at him. One time she even wore a ratty old mini-skirt she found at goodwill, with nothing under it, while she was weeding the garden. It took some time before he noticed and took advantage in the way she had, obviously, intended. Of course, in turn, she always demanded that he too provide some amount of access, and as a result, he rarely, if ever, wore briefs while he was working outside.
Most people would probably wonder at their antics, especially at their age, having sex in the middle of the front yard in broad daylight. But there were some advantages to living on the end of a dead-end road, with his house set fairly far back onto the wooded, five-acre lot. The only neighbor that could see their house, was directly across the street, and as Amanda had often stated, if Erica wanted to watch that bad, let her!
Today the lawn needed mowing, so Bill dressed in a pair of baggy, cargo pocket shorts, Amanda used to enjoy having him wear, and a fairly thin t-shirt. He got out the riding mower and went to work, starting around the outer edge first, including around the new forty-foot camper parked in the grass, that had yet to be used. He was well on his way to getting the job done, when he noticed Erica, across the street. Her house was not quite a hundred yards from his, but he was considerably closer as he worked the riding tractor around the large front yard. As he worked, he couldn't help but notice Erica set the lawn chair in a sunny spot next to her house, where he could see it, but none of the neighbors up the road could see her. She stood next to the chair, almost as if waiting for him to make the turn again, so he was moving toward her, before she pulled off the oversized t-shirt. Bill was so stunned, at what he saw, that he nearly ran the mower into one of the big oak trees, that grew, in irregular patterns, in his front yard. He stopped the mower and backed up, stopping again as she lifted one foot and rested it on the arm of the chair. Her bikini was, well, tiny. Bill had seen his wife wear one very similar on a few occasions, mostly to tease him, but never, ever, in public. It just covered much too little, to suit her. But she had worn it for him in more private settings, like in their hot tub, behind the house, or on their boat, when no one else could see.
Bill had often seen Erica wearing bikinis and one-piece suits of various kinds, when she was over sharing the hot tub, but he had to admit that he'd NEVER seen this much of her exposed, ever! He shut down the engine of the riding mower and sat, watching her slowly rub some kind of oil into her leg. She seemed to finish one leg, lifting the other in its place, the brevity of the tiny bikini bottom clearly evident even at this distance. She worked her hands from her ankle up her leg, slowly rubbing in more oil, as she worked up her thigh, stopping just short of rubbing her hand across her yellow cloth covered pussy. He wondered if she knew he was watching, and finally had to admit to himself, that this was intended for him to see.
Her hands stroked the oil around her stomach, slowly rubbing it from her thighs, up to her chest, her hand slipping inside the tiny triangle covering between her legs and the tiny triangles covering her nipples. He briefly wondered if the show was over as she turned around and bent over briefly, her entire bare ass showing, the tiny triangle between her legs held in place by only a couple small strings tied in bows on her hips. When she stood, she had the bottle in one hand, turning to face him. She looked across the road at him from her yard, and started walking toward him.
Bill felt a little guilty for watching her and wondered if she were coming over to chew him out for watching her. It wouldn't be the first time he had misconstrued the actions of a woman. He sat and waited, watching her walk toward him, her modestly large chest wiggling and swinging with each step. He realized belatedly that he couldn't hide the hardon in his thin shorts as she got closer and tried to quickly re-adjust himself in his shorts, to be somewhat less noticeable.
"Morning Bill." She said sweetly, as she walked closer, relieving his fear that she was going to chew him out, but at the same time, raising the concern of what she did want.
"Hi Erica." He answered, trying not to stare, and knowing he was failing.
"I see you like my new suit. I thought it'd be nice for getting some sun." She said as she stepped closer to him and stopped, reaching one hand out to where his rested on one of the two steering handles of the mower. Her hand felt hot against his, as she gently rested her palm on the back of his hand.
"Um, yeah, it's really, um, yeah." He said, awkwardly.
"Yeah. Amanda showed me the one she had. I tried to find one like it, but this was the closest I could find. It's a bit skimpier, I think."
"Yeah, maybe little." He mumbled awkwardly, thinking about the tiny one his wife did have, and how she used to look in it, when he could convince her to wear it.
"Anyway, I came over to ask a huge favor."
"Um. Uh, sure. When have I ever said no?"
"Oh, good. I'd really like to get some sun on my back, but there just isn't any way for me to get this tanning oil on it. You wouldn't mind spreading some on my back, would you?"
Bill paused a second, before answering, suddenly feeling a little awkward. "On your back?"
"Uh huh." She said, holding the bottle out. "You don't mind, do you?"
"Um. Uh. No, I guess not," he finally answered, after several long silent seconds.
She moved back slightly, forcing him to get off the riding mower, to stand next to her, before taking the bottle from her. He pumped some of the oil from the bottle onto his hand, then gently began rubbing the oil around her back, working his fingers up to her neck and shoulders. "Here, let me get this out of the way." She said softly, as she reached for her hair and pulled it over her shoulder and out of the way. She then tugged the little bow behind her neck, pulling the strings of the top off her neck, her free arm crossed over her breasts, to hold the tiny triangles over her nipples.
Bill worked the oil into her skin, on her neck and shoulders, then started working down her back again, sliding his fingers under the string wrapped around her body that was attached to the bottom of the triangles. "Just go ahead and untie that. Don't worry, I'm holding it in place." She said, encouraging him to pull the bow on the tiny string.
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah. Trust me, it won't show any more of my back with it not there, just be easier for you to rub the oil in," she coaxed.
"If you want," he said, tugging the string and letting it separate so she was now bare from her neck to the tiny string running around the tops of her round ass cheeks. With the string out of the way, he worked more of the oil into her back, working down to the small of her back, to the tops of her firm, round ass cheeks. "There you go." He answered.
"You know I could do my own butt, but since your hands are already oily, you want to go ahead and do my cheeks too?"
"You seriously want me to rub your ass cheeks?" He asked, a little surprised.
She turned half way around to look at him, her arm still holding the little yellow top in place over her breasts. "Bill, seriously? All the times you've checked out my butt over the years, and now I'm giving you permission to rub it, and you're going to say no?"
"Um. Well."
"Bill? Really?" She asked, looking at him with a wry face.
"Yeah. Okay." He answered. "I really wasn't checking out your butt."
"Uh huh. I'm sure that's what you told Amanda, but I know where your eyes were looking the last time we went to the lake." She said, turning back around so her butt faced him, bending at the waist slightly to stick it out at him. "And if those strings get in the way, just untie em."



"You want me to untie the stings holding your bottom in place?" Bill asked in surprise.
"Sure. It'll be fine, I'll just hold it in place with my other hand." She said, moving her free hand down to her crotch. Bill shook his head slightly and untied the strings on each hip, letting them fall away so that her ass was completely bare. He began rubbing oil into each cheek, working his hands in circles, covering each creamy globe fully. "Make sure you get all the way down under and as between as you feel comfortable with. I'd hate like hell to get burned between my cheeks, if you know what I mean."
"Uh. Sure." Bill answered.
"Can you see? Or do you need to get lower?" she asked, bending over even farther. Bill didn't have to bend or squat down much, to see her exposed pussy, the yellow triangle being held in front falling completely free down between her legs. He oiled his hand again and rubbed it down between her cheeks as far as he dared, trying hard not to let his hand rub down as far as her completely exposed pussy. "Are you getting all the way down?" She asked softly.
"Everything but your private parts." He answered honestly, his cock feeling like it was going to rip his pants open any moment.
"And you want those to get burned?" She asked, bending over slightly farther, so her chest was nearly at waist level.
"I guess not," he answered, taking a deep breath. He'd known Erica for a long time. Almost fifteen years. In all that time, he'd thought of her as a friend and a neighbor. Since Amanda passed, he'd come to rely on her for a lot of things, and in some ways, had taken her friendship for granted. He knew she wanted more of a relationship, more than a friendship, now that he was alone, but he had done everything he could to discourage it, or at least he thought he had. As he stood, looking down at her ass and exposed pussy, for the first time, he felt like he was seeing her in a very different light. He pumped more oil on his hand and gently reached between her legs.
Bill wasn't sure who moaned, but if it was her, he was quite sure that the feeling was, indeed, mutual. Her pussy was hot against his palm as he gently stroked his hand back and forth between her legs. She moved her arms, dropping both hands to her knees, the yellow bikini fluttering to the ground at her feet, as she stood, completely naked, in his front yard.
"Oh God," she moaned, as he stroked his hand back and forth, pulling far enough back that he was stroking a single finger between her sopping wet lips. He stroked back and forth across her lips, her hips rocking slightly, with each of his strokes. "Bill?"
"Yeah," he breathed, heavily.
"Fuck me," she said, breathily. "Just put your cock in me and fuck me."
"Here?"
"Uh huh. You fucked Amanda out here a lot of times. I saw how she teased you, until you couldn't resist. She didn't know I watched, but I did. I watched as you'd pull her shorts down and stick your hard cock into her. I know she planned it, because she never wore underwear. She liked to tease you. She said you always did it so much harder when it was spontaneous for you, when she teased you into it, when you least expected it. I want to feel you take me here, that way, pushing into me until you can't hold back any longer."
He looked down at her nude body, his cock, rock hard in his pants. With a deep breath and more than a little trepidation he took his hand from her pussy and moved it to his own pants. In moments he had his shorts around his ankles. He wrapped his hand around his own fat cock, and gently rubbed his purple head up and down between her wet lips. Teasing her clit on one end of the stroke, and her rosebud on the other. "You sure this won't mess up our friendship?"
"God Bill! Sometimes you can ask the stupidest questions." She moaned, feeling him rub his head down her slit again. As he started to stroke up again, moving his engorged head to slide up her slit, she reached back and held his hips, pulling herself back, and forcing his cock to slip farther into her. "Ooooooooohhhhhh fuck!" She moaned, as he slid into her, her oiled lips sliding along his fat hard shaft. "God, I've wanted to feel you do this, for so long!" She moaned, as he started sliding his length in and out of her, his strokes pushing his fat shaft even deeper into her.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. Ever since I saw you fucking Amanda out near the garden that first time. God, you looked so good and she looked like she was enjoying it so much. Every time I came over and we were in the hot tub, I thought about just sliding over, pulling your suit off and sitting on your cock. But I'd never to that to a friend's husband. I'm not that kind of a girl. A horny one for sure, but not the kind to try to steal another woman's husband. That's why I always said no to the hot tub if Amanda wasn't here. I didn't trust myself." She gasped, as Bill continued to slide in and out of her hot wet depths, her velvety soft vaginal walls caressing his cock in all the right ways, as he caressed her. "Oh God, you're going to make me come. Ohhhhh fuck Bill! BILL! OH FUCK!" she cried, more loudly than Bill expected.
He stood and kept stroking his cock in and out of her spasming pussy, her climax pushing his higher up the slope toward completion. He let his hands explore and squeeze her ass as she climaxed around him, drawing a gentle groan from him in sympathy. Her body shuddered and trembled, for what felt like at least half a dozen minutes, but was probably less, the sounds and sensation of her climax, pushing him ever closer. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting the feeling of her hot juices leaking down his plunging shaft and dripping off his balls, inch him closer and closer to the inevitable. He felt her hands pull his around her to her big tits, swinging wildly below her, as he pounded into her. He opened his eyes, as he captured her tits and held them, her nipples sticking between his fingers so he could squeeze and play with them as the urgency to let it go finally washed over him.
"Shit. I'm gonna come." He grunted, not sure if he should come inside her or pull out. He hadn't thought to ask before. He never had to worry about that with his wife, he always knew her desire, he could tell when she wanted his load deep inside her, and when she didn't. But with her, he didn't know.
"Do it, come in me!" She coaxed, answering his concern, without realizing it.
He stroked only a few more moments, before his body jerked hard, driving deep into her and unloading the first massive squirt of cum into her pussy. He stood there, his body jerking and trembling as he gasped for breath, his cock pumping a copious load of hot cum into her.
"Ohhhh yeah. God, I've wanted to feel that for so long." She moaned softly. "I almost couldn't believe it, when I saw you were fucking Tanya. Not that you couldn't or shouldn't, but because I'd waited for it for so long." She panted.
"Is that what this is? Because you were jealous?"
"Sorta. I mean, I've wanted to feel you this way for so long, and there she was, so young and so....new, and you were fucking her instead of me!"
"It wasn't on purpose." He breathed, his fingers idly playing with her nipples, while she stood half bent, his cock softening inside her.
"Not on purpose? How do you have not-on-purpose sex?"
"No, it was just kind of an accident. I was watching her vacuum the floor on her hands and knees and it made me think about Amanda when she did that to tease me, cleaning the house with things on that showed me her best parts. I didn't even realize I'd pulled my dick out, before I was coming all over the floor in front of her. I was so damn embarrassed, I just kind of ran off to the garage. Later, I went to apologize and walked in on her using one of Amanda's toys to get off. I really don't know what I was thinking, maybe I wasn't. When she asked for me to help her clean the shower, well she wanted me to take my clothes off to help her, and I was still trying to show her I wasn't some kind of pervert, that I just did what she wanted. Next thing I knew, we were having sex."
"And that's when I walked in?" She asked, pulling off his now, mostly shrunken, cock.
"More or less," he agreed, as she turned and wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled her bare tits to his chest.
"And now, here, you just let me do what I wanted?"
"Pretty much."
"You seemed to enjoy it well enough."
"Oh, don't get me wrong. I did. I just, well, I'm afraid that maybe I messed up our friendship."
"Well, I don't think we did that. I think we just made it better. Now we don't have to worry about all that sexual tension. If you want more, all you have to do is ask."
"I don't know if I should. I mean, Amanda..."
"Amanda would want you to be happy. If that's fucking me, or fucking the maid, or fucking someone else. She always teased you, because she knew that you loved it when she did. She wanted you to be happy, and that helped make that happen."
"She told you that?" He asked in surprise.
"Not in so many words, but enough words that I could tell."
"Enough words?"
"Do you remember the time that you and she went hiking, when you stopped at that little creek and went skinny dipping?" She whispered, holding him, so his body still pressed against hers.
"You know about that?"
She giggled. "I know about a lot of things. So, you do remember it?"
"Yeah. I thought it was a good idea, but I had to do a lot of convincing. She didn't want to because someone might come along. Which was exactly what ended up happening."
"But she made love to you that night, didn't she? Does that sound like a woman that was mad at you?" She asked, as she felt his dick start to press against her thighs. She smiled to herself, feeling him start to harden again, at the thought of him and his wife skinny dipping.
"Well, not exactly."
"Of course not. She WANTED you to talk her into it. She wanted to have you make love to her out there, you know why? Because she loved it when you had sex in a sorta public place, like the front yard or in a changing room at a store, or even in a creek next to a trail. You know why? Because it made you so much bigger and harder when she did."
"But, she was always resistant. Afraid someone would see. It was always a struggle to coax her to do it in those places. Wait a second," he asked, looking down at her. "How do you know we had sex in a changing room? She told you that? She wouldn't have. I mean, tell you about sex?"
"Not normally, but we were at this party, and she had several glasses of wine. We all started talking about sex and stuff and a couple of them were comparing how big their husbands were. And she said when you did it in one of those places, you were so big that you felt like a log inside her. That you felt huge just before you came in her, and she really loved feeling it. But, she said she always had to pretend she didn't want to, because if you knew she liked it, you'd try and do it a lot more, and she didn't want it become regular. She wanted it to stay special. Besides, she said when you thought you were getting her to do something naughty, you always came so much harder."
"She said that?"
"Uh huh. In front of a half dozen other wives who were instantly jealous, when she told them just how big and fat you were at times like that. I'd always thought you were big, just from what I could see on the outside of your swim trunks, but that kinda confirmed it."
"Okay, so you think I have a big dick and now you got a taste of it. But we're standing in the front yard, naked as hell, having a conversation, about my dead wife and why she liked to tease me and let me fuck her in semi-public places. I don't see where this gets us anywhere, except maybe caught by a delivery guy, or the trash man, or whoever."
"Does it bother you? To be seen naked with me?"
He looked at her for long seconds. "I don't know," he finally answered. "Up until the other day, I'd have said I doubted I'd ever be having sex with another woman again. Then Tanya did what she did, and now, well, you did what you did. I don't know that I'm ready for any of this. I mean it was fun, and damn, it felt good, but I don't know that I'm ready. She hasn't been gone that long. Besides, what would my kids say? Me carrying on like this?"
"Bill, it's been two years. She's gone, she isn't going to pull in the driveway and catch us like this, she isn't going to come out of the house and see us naked. She would want you to be happy, not be a hermit. Maybe it's time you let me, or someone, try and make you happy again. I made you laugh once, maybe I can do it again."
"I don't know. I mean, hell, what would Amanda think if she knew what you and I had just done?"
"She'd have been happy for us. So, wanna try an US for a while? Or are you more interested in a young Russian speaking maid, who, by the way, speaks VERY fluent English!"
"What!? She speaks English?"
"As well as you and me," Erica whispered, with a giggle.
"Oh my god." Bill swore, as he shook his head slowly. "Now I'm really embarrassed. Shit. What do I do now?"
"Guess that depends on if you want to keep fucking her. Not that you have to stop."
"It wouldn't be very fair to either of you if I was having sex with both of you at once."
"Maybe not, but then, nothing says you can't, right? I mean, if I don't mind and she doesn't mind. Unless of course, you want to make this become exclusive, but I don't think you're anywhere near ready for that."
"I, um. Hell Erica. I don't know what to do or think. I don't even know WHY she's having sex with me. I'm way older than she is. Why would she pretend to not speak English and still do what we did?"
"Well, you have two choices. You can pretend you don't know, and see what happens, or you can confront her and ask her why. Either way, I don't see why you and I can't still play around a bit."
"That's what you want? To play around a bit?"
"Bill." She said seriously, even though she was still standing in the middle of his front yard, her naked body pressed against his. "I don't think you're ready for any kind of serious relationship. You'd just mess it all up, when you thought about, well, you know. So how about you and I just play around a bit, and see what develops, okay?"
"You're good with that? Just playing around?"
She let her arms slip from around his neck and took a step back, so he could look down at her nude body. "There's nothing that says I can't tease you until you have to pull it out and give it to me, is there?"
"No, I don't suppose there is."
"Then as far as I'm concerned, there's no reason you can't react to my teasing, in any way you want."
"Any way I want, as in have sex with you?"
"If that's what you feel like doing. You have my permission to do anything you want."
"I'll think about it."
"Alright. While you think about it, I think I'll go back and get some more sun." She picked up her bikini and started walking away, still completely naked. He watched her walk all the way across the road to her chair and then lay down, spreading her knees apart and letting one hand stroke her pussy lips, teasingly. Bill shook his head, pulled his pants back in place and then climbed back on the mower.
By the time he was done mowing, he had a huge hardon again, and was thinking about going across the street, to see if she wanted to help relieve it. Unfortunately, the cell phone in his pocket started to ring. "Bill." He answered, recognizing the caller ID as being from work.
"Bill, this is Doris. I hate to bother you on a weekend, but I need you to come in and help me with something."
"Today?" He asked the lead production supervisor.
"It's an emergency. The number three line went down. They called me in, when they couldn't figure out why." She said, clearly irritated. "Trust me, I'd rather be laying on my deck, catching some sun, than here. I'm really sorry to have to ruin your weekend."
"It's alright, I need to change though. I'm pretty grubby from mowing the lawn."
"We're gonna be working on the floor and it's hotter than Hades out there today! So, no need get fancy, just get in here and help me figure this out."
He looked at his watch and shook his head. "Be there in twenty minutes." He felt kind of sweaty and nasty, but as warm as it was, he knew the factory floor would be worse, especially if he was going to be crawling around machines. It took him almost the whole twenty minutes to get there. He parked near the rear loading docks and went in the back door. He figured he'd find Doris by the third line somewhere, and headed that way. The factory was a busy place, even on a weekend. Post-COVID, they had been forced to automate a lot of systems that used to be manually operated, just because they couldn't get enough workers, at any price. But the down side was, when the automation quit working, everything quit working.
"Hey Doris!" Bill called as he walked down the floor, seeing the petite fiftyish year-old blonde, from at least a hundred feet away, looking like she wasn't wearing anything, but a thigh length gray tank top. As he got closer, he realized he could see pink strings around the back of her neck. The shirt, apparently hiding some kind of swim wear, which also explained her complaint, about her ruined Saturday.
"Bill! Thank God. We've been trying to figure out why the loader won't cycle."
"Hell of an outfit for work!" Bill joked. "We gonna change the dress code?"
She looked at him with an exasperated look. "If you have to know, I was hanging out with some friends when I got the call. It would have taken way too long to go home and change."
"I'm not complaining. I don't mind. I was just teasing."
She softened her look. "Yeah, it's alright. Let's just get this fixed, so I can get back."
"Sure." He nodded. The two of them checked item after item, trying to figure out what the problem was. The hot production floor soon had him sweating profusely, not able to handle the heat as easily as he used to. More than once while he was laying partly under the loader, making measurements with his meter, he looked up, seeing under Doris's shirt, seeing up at her pink bikini covered crotch. He could feel his dick hardening in his pants, and wondered if she noticed, part of him hoping not, while another part, the part that was getting turned on by the little glimpses he was getting, hoped she did notice. It seemed to him that she spent more time standing with her feet straddling him, than was actually necessary. Not that he was complaining, given how good the view was from down there.
"I think it's this limit switch." He said sitting up after crawling from under the machine once again.
Doris, still standing with her feet outside his legs, squatted down to look at the switch in his hand. She turned to the maintenance guy that was hovering nearby, and handed him the switch. "Joe, go run to the crib and see if we have any on the shelf."
"Yes ma'am!" he said taking the switch from him and scurrying away.
"Well, let's hope this fixes it." She said, still squatted down, her shirt pulled tightly across her thighs, her knees spread much further apart than they really needed to be. From where he was sitting Bill could see right along both thighs to the pink slip of bikini covering her pussy. He tried not to stare, but he kept having to look back, noticing that the crotch seemed darker than it had been earlier. "You got something to say?" She asked quietly, making no move to change her position.
"Uh. Um. I don't think so." He mumbled as he sat, leaning back against the frame of the machine, his eyes glued to her crotch as she pushed her knees slightly further apart.
"You sure? I was thinking you wanted to say something, about what you've been trying to look like you weren't looking at."



"I, um. Doris. Oh hell. It wouldn't be appropriate." He finally muttered.
"No? Probably right. Probably no more appropriate than me saying that that hardon in your shorts looks pretty damn inviting. But then I couldn't actually say that without getting in trouble. You wanna tell me what you're afraid would get you in trouble?"
"Not sure I should."
"Try me. I promise not to turn you in to HR or anything."
"I was just wondering, if your pussy was as wet as the crotch of your swim suit looked like it was."
She raised her eyebrows and then grinned slightly. "I have to admit, that's a whole lot more forward than I was expecting from you."
"Sorry."
"Oh hell, don't apologize. I said unexpected, not unwelcome. This is the first time either of us has been around each other in less than business attire, and I for one, am not disappointed that you chose to wear those shorts."
"No? Why is that?" he asked curiously.
She grinned a naughty little grin. "You wanna know why my pussy is so wet? It's because you've been looking at it, and the more you looked, the harder you got. And the harder you got, well, let's just say the view is extremely enticing!" Bill looked at her curiously. Without losing the crooked little smile she craned her neck to see if Joe was coming back yet, and seeing he wasn't, shuffled slightly closer to him, moving her feet, from being outside his knees, to being outside his thighs. "Why don't you find out just how wet I really am." She whispered, reaching for his hand and pulling it toward her. She overcame the resistance he put up and pulled his hand between her legs, pressing his fingers against her wet panty crotch. "You feel free to pull that aside and feel how wet I am, and I'm going to feel just how hard this is."
He held his hand on her crotch, unsure what to do, while he moved his eyes to follow her hand down to the leg of his shorts. He stared at the leg of his shorts, bunched up slightly from sliding around, his engorged, purple head, pushing out of the leg hole of the shorts. "Oh fuck." He grunted, in surprise, as she stroked over his bulbous head with one finger. He quickly jerked his hand from between her legs and grabbed the leg of his shorts, pulling the material down over his exposed cockhead. "Oh fuck. I'm sorry. I had no idea." He mumbled, in embarrassment as he felt his face flush hot.
"Oh, I don't see you have anything to apologize for. I was quite enjoying the view. In fact, I was hoping that if this switch fixes things, you might consider joining me in my office. I wouldn't mind seeing more of that and I'm pretty sure you wouldn't mind seeing this bikini."
"Um. Uh. Hell, wouldn't that be a problem?"
"Why? Afraid of HR? Like I said, I'm not going to tell, are you?"
"Well, um..."
"Or are you just bashful. Neither of us is married, so as long as it doesn't become a problem, it's just something between two consenting adults. How about it? Play a little show and tell?"
"DORIS! Jesus!" Bill swore, more surprised than offended. He saw the smile on her face fade, as she stood up and shifted to stand next to him, no longer giving him the view up to her crotch.
"Oh, hell Bill. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to, I mean, I wasn't trying to." She stammered nervously. "I just thought that with what you were showing, well, I thought it was intentional."
Bill sat there, looking up at her, opening and closing his mouth with nothing coming out. He finally managed to hold a hand out to her. "I didn't mean it that way." He said, still holding the hand out. She stood staring down at him for long seconds before she reached down to take his hand. Instead of using it to pull himself up, he used it to pull her back down. She squatted down next to him, her knees together, concern still on her face.
"I didn't mean to be, well, you know. I thought that, well, I thought you were doing it on purpose." She said awkwardly.
"I wasn't." He said quietly. "But that doesn't mean that I wasn't enjoying what I as seeing. I was just, well, startled. I haven't seen this side of you before." He reached out for her knee and rested his hand on it. "That doesn't mean that I wouldn't like to see the rest of that swim suit." He whispered, just before Joe came walking back up.
"Found one! Not exact, but close enough, I think. You want me to get down there and put it in?"
Bill moved and pushed himself up off the concrete floor. "If you want to crawl back under there, I'm not going to say no. I just barely fit under there!" he said as he moved, to make room for Joe to lay down and start to slip under the wide piece of equipment.
"You know, the guy that designed this, he could have left a little more work room." Joe said from under the machine.
"That's for sure." Bill agreed as Doris stepped over to the side of the machine and leaned on it, pushing her butt out slightly. She looked back at Bill and held a hand out. Bill took her hand and she pulled him toward her, placing his hand on her t-shirt covered butt. Bill stood there with his hand on her butt, as the two of them listened to Joe chat away from under the machine as he replaced the switch. Staying bent over the way she was, Doris moved both hands off the machine to the hem of the shirt and after glancing around to make sure there wasn't anyone else around to see them, pulled the hem up over her butt, completely exposing the pink string bikini bottom. She pushed her fingers in the little strings and slipped it part way down over her butt cheeks.
Bill rested his hand back on her butt, this time on her bare skin. She smiled at him and wiggled her butt gently side to side. Bill moved more behind her, gently pressing himself against her butt. He leaned over her, and whispered. "I wasn't offended, just surprised a bit. Never seen this side of you."
She looked at him, with a smile and reached down to her hips. She slowly pulled the pink bows on each hip, pulling the strings until she held the tiny string bikini bottom in one hand. "Never felt like showing it. But now that I have, maybe you want to hold onto this for a little while?" She whispered back. "Now you can see just how wet I really am."
Bill took the tiny slip of pink material and strings and stuffed it in his pocket, before reaching both hands to cup her bare butt cheeks. He let his right hand slip under her firm cheek, the tips of his fingers feeling for her pussy lips. "You sure you really want me doing this?" He asked as he let the tips of his fingers stroke across and then between her very soft, very wet lips, feeling her obvious excitement.
"You keep doing that and I'm not going to let you go home until you finish the job." She whispered, as he rubbed his fingers back and forth across her wet lips, letting his fingers bump across her clit with each stroke.
"I thought that was what you intended." He whispered, back to her.
"Well! That should do it!" Joe called as he started to crawl back out from under the machine, Bill quickly stepping away from Doris's butt and Doris quickly pulling the almost dress length shirt back down.
"One way to find out." Doris said, moving from where she was, to the operator's station. It only took a few moments pushing buttons and the loader began its automatic cycle to start pulling the containers from the feeder of boxes and inserting the first two into the machine. "So far so good. Let's fire up the rest of the line."
"It'll take a while to heat the injectors. Why don't you two take off. I can finish checking it out." Joe offered.
"I think maybe we should hang around until it's done. We'll be in my office. Give us a call when it's ready." Doris said with a firm nod. "Come on Bill. No point in standing out here in the heat while we wait. I can show you that info we talked about."
"Sure, why not. The AC will feel good. I'm almost soaked to the skin from the heat out here."
"Yeah, that shirt is a bit soggy. Hope you don't mind me asking you to take it off before you sit on my chairs."
"I'm sure I can arrange that." He answered, as she turned and started walking toward the office complex of the plant. They wound around different pieces of equipment, passing the sparse weekend shift of people.
They finally made their way into the office complex and then her office. Doris closed the door behind them and then turned to face him, leaning her butt against the now closed door. "I think you should take off a lot more than your shirt, just to keep the upholstery from getting soaked."
"Well, in that case, your shirt is pretty dirty on the back. You might want to take it off as well." He said as he turned to face her. "And you're gonna want this back." He added, reaching into his pocket and pulling out the tiny pink bikini bottom.
"I think I could arrange that." She answered, standing, looking at him expectantly. "So? Who goes first?"
"Well, I need to ditch this shirt either way." Bill said, tossing the bikini bottom onto her desk and reaching down to pull the soggy t-shirt off. He tossed it onto the floor by the chair in front of her desk. He reached for the buckle of his belt. It didn't take much to undo the front of his shorts and let them fall. He stepped out of them and let them lay on the floor as he stood naked in front of her except for his running shoes. "Is this what you wanted to see?"
She stood breathing deeply, staring at his hard dick. "Yeah," she finally breathed. "It's a bit more than I really expected. I didn't think you would." She stared at his hardon, bouncing lightly as his heart pounded. After some long awkward seconds, she slowly moved her hands and began to pull off her shirt, pulling it up and over her head. She dropped it on the floor next to her feet and then reached for the ties that held the tiny pink string bikini top. In moments she let it fall, leaving her as naked as he was. He stared, at the body that he hadn't ever seen in anything but professional attire, admiring her thirty-two C breasts and the tiny bit of blonde curls on her mound. She stood, breathing heavily, in excitement, as her nipples hardened in front of him. After long seconds, she pushed off the door and slowly stepped closer to him. "Since this was my idea, I guess I get the first move, huh?"
"You sure we should do this?" He asked, as she moved closer to him. She reached for his dick with one hand while she stepped to him and pressed her tits against his chest.
"No, but I want to." She whispered, as she lifted herself on her toes. She was shorter than he was by several inches, but it didn't seem to matter, as she lifted her face toward his. He lowered his head and the two kissed, tentatively, their lips just touching, at first. As the seconds passed, he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tighter to him, as the two embraced more energetically. It didn't take long before the two lost themselves in the growing lust, driven by hormones both had ignored and suppressed for so long, Bill by the passing of his wife, and Doris by a difficult divorce.
The embrace broke at her urging, pulling her face from his as they both panted for breath. Without a word she pushed him back, making him step back, until his legs backed up to the chair in front of her desk. She reached down, twisted the chair around and he sat in it, knowing instinctively what she wanted. Without letting go of his rock-hard appendage, she straddled the chair with him sitting in it. She shifted her grip, almost as if she were afraid to leg go, and lowered herself toward his lap, aiming him for her wetness. "Oh damn!" She moaned softly, as she pressed down on his engorged head, suddenly not all that sure his fat shaft would fit inside her. "Soooo big. I don't know if it'll fit."
"You don't have to." He whispered, hoping that she wouldn't change her mind.
"No, I want to." She breathed, pushing down harder. She winced slightly, as his head spread her enough to slip into her hot, wet tunnel. She bit her lip and shifted both hands to rest on his shoulders as she started to lift and lower herself, driving herself up and down, on only a couple inches of his long shaft. Slowly, she worked herself further down his shaft, her body expanding to take the intruding appendage. She was soon sliding its full length, his fat mushroom head pressing against the end of her tunnel with each stroke. "Oh god, it feels so fucking good." She moaned, as she drove up and down harder, her sexy C cup tits bouncing in front of Bill's face.
He slid his hands up from where he had been holding on to her butt, moving them slowly up her sides and then around to cup both firm orbs. With his thumbs he stroked back and forth across her nipples, just like he used to do for his wife, bending each nipple over with each stroke to send little tingles of enjoyment through her body. "Oh yeah. Keep doing that. Play with them like that. It's making me get so close. I think I'm going to come! OH! OHHHHHHHH SHIIIIIIT!" She cried, surprisingly loudly, as she slammed herself down on his shaft, her whole body trembling and shuddering. He could feel her pussy clenching around his shaft, almost as if it were begging for him to unload inside her.
He shifted his hands back to her ass and cupped both cheeks as he forced himself to stand up, lifting her petite frame easily. She stuck her legs out on either side of him as he turned and sat her on the edge of the desk. She had her arms around his neck, pulling their bodies together, as he began to hump his hips, toward her now spread legs. In and out he stroked, drawing moans and gasps from her as he plowed into her over and over, slamming their pelvises together as he drove himself toward his climax, and hers higher and higher. "Gonna come." He grunted, moments before his body jerked of its own accord, jamming him deep into her as the first surge of cum lanced out of his cock into her tight pussy.
"FUCK!" She cried as she felt the first surge of his cum, her already racing orgasm, pushing even a little higher. Her body seemed to jerk in time with his, pushing her juices out around his dick, flowing down his balls and legs, as the two remained coupled in ecstasy. "Ohmygod. I don't remember ever coming that hard, or that long." She panted as she held him tightly, her cheek pressed to his.
"It did seem like a good climax."
"You, sir, have one hell of a penchant for understatement. Good? Fuck, it was damn near mind blowing! I don't know how we're going do to it, but we gotta damn well do this more."
Bill laughed. "Okay. But why me? Why now?"
She pulled her face back, to look at his. "Well, it was, well, I was. Okay, let me start again. It's kinda embarrassing actually. I was at a toy party, and we were just really starting to test things out when I got called."
"A toy party?" He asked.
"You know, sex toys? It was a pool party, for single ladies. We were trying out different kinds of toys to, well, take care of our needs."
"Ah. That explains both the swimwear and, well, this."
"You're not offended or anything, are you? I mean, this isn't exactly like me. Having sex in my office."
Bill chuckled and shook his head. "This isn't exactly me either. I might have thought about having sex with Amanda in my office, if she had come in and teased me. But with someone else from work? Before today, the thought would never have crossed my mind."
"So, then, why today?"
He took a deep breath. "Because I found out today, that for years, my wife was intentionally being difficult to convince to have sex in well, places, when she really wanted it just as much as I did. She was just being difficult, to make it more of a tease for me. And I never knew. Not until today."
"So, how did you find out. Obviously, she couldn't tell you. Sorry. That wasn't very sensitive of me."
"It's alright." Bill said, letting the sudden frown slip away. "I'm just still trying to get used to life without her."
"I know. I've seen. But you didn't answer."
"I found out from her best friend, the lady that lives across the street. She told me."
Doris looked at Bill for long seconds. "There are so many more questions I'd like to ask, now that we've done this, but maybe now isn't the time or place."
"Is one of them would I like to do this again?"
She chuckled softly. "Actually, something very similar to that, yes. Would you? Would you like to have sex with me again?"
"If you'd have asked two weeks ago if I wanted to have sex with you, the answer would have been no. I wasn't interested in having any more relationships. I didn't want to feel that hurt again. But now...."
"What changed?"
"Honestly? A maid from Romania. And no, I don't understand why or how. A completely innocent event changed everything. I don't even understand it myself, but it did."
"A maid? As in, I come clean your house kind of maid?"
"Yep, that's the kind. Though I need to have a serious talk with her. I've been under the impression that she doesn't speak English other than a few sentences. Now I find that she's just pretending and speaks English just fine."
"And that's a problem?"
"It is if you've been chatting away, thinking she didn't understand what you were saying."
"I still don't see how that's a problem, unless you've been saying things that you find embarrassing."
"Some embarrassing, but a lot of it just personal emotional stuff, that you wouldn't really talk about, usually."
"Ahhhhh. I think I see. And somehow this woman, who doesn't speak English, you ended up having sex with her?" In response, all Bill could do was blush. "Maybe it was the things you said, the personal things you wouldn't tell to anyone else that made her feel something for you. Maybe?"
"I dunno, maybe." He answered, with a shrug. "All I know is, I suddenly missed being intimate with someone, and now, hell, now I'm being that way with her and you and Erica."
"Erica? Your wife's friend?" Bill nodded, before she continued. "And while it makes you feel good, doing this, it also dredges up other feelings, like maybe you shouldn't be doing it because you're cheating on your wife?"
"If she was alive, I would be."
"But she's not, Bill. Everyone knows what happened and why you're only partly retired. If she was the kind of woman I think she was, she'd have wanted you to be happy, and clearly, what makes you happy includes having a physical relationship with someone, or someones. I'm not asking for a long-term commitment from you. God knows I don't have any plans along those lines, not after finally getting rid of Reg. But if you want to get together, just to have fun, or maybe go do something. I don't see why two consenting adults can't do that. Even if it is in an office at work."
"Just casual sex?"
"Honey, if you give me this kind of casual sex, I'm game any time you feel the urge. Just walk into my office and ask." She said, with a soft laugh. "But in all honesty, if we don't get dressed someone is going to catch us here. It's been almost twenty-five minutes and the timers on the heaters should be just about ready to switch over."
"You've been keeping track?"
She laughed. "What kind of woman would I be, if I didn't know how long I had, to be naked and play, without getting caught? Oh, I'm sure Joe suspects what we're doing, but I'm not going to give him the satisfaction of KNOWING, and then spreading it all over the factory."
"Good point." I agreed. I stepped back, my already softened dick slipping from her and letting our copious combined load leak from her, down the front of the desk, to the carpeted floor.
"Well, that answers that question."
"What question was that?"
"If I could get away with teasing you some more by leaving my suit off and just putting the shirt on. Clearly, if I do, I'm going to be leaking down both legs and then Joe would know for sure what we were doing."
"Good point." Bill agreed. He put his shorts back on, leaving his soggy shirt laying on the floor, while he watched her put the bikini back on, the bottom first and then the top. Only then did she put the shirt back on. Bill loaned her his soggy shirt to wipe her legs and then they settled in the two chairs to wait.



"So, tell me, how did it happen? You having sex with your maid."
"Oh, you don't really want to know." Bill answered with a frown.
"Why? Embarrassed?"
"A bit."
"At doing it? Or how it happened?"
"Let's just say that I surprised myself. If Amanda was still alive, I never would have even allowed it to get close to where it did."
"Well, that should tell you something."
"What?"
"That you realize she really is gone. If not, like you said, you wouldn't have let it get as far as it did."
"I suppose so."
"If I remember the psych classes I took in school, sometimes the subconscious knows things that the conscious mind wants to ignore. Maybe what's happened over the last few weeks is your subconscious's way of sending a message."
Bill thought about that for a moment. "Maybe, I don't know."
"What I do know, is that today is the first time I remember you smiling, since, well, since it happened. You used to always have a smile on your face. I often wondered what you were thinking about, that made you smile so much, and how I could get a piece of it. So, what was it? What made you smile so much?"
"Amanda. She always had a way of making me feel happy, even when she wasn't right there. She never failed to give me a kiss goodbye before work. Somehow, her kisses always made me feel happy and warm inside. It was hard to not enjoy life, with her around."
"Why? What was it about her?"
"I wish I knew. But I've been struggling, because she hasn't been there. I've tried to ignore it and block it out by working, but, well, it doesn't help."
"But today, today did?"
Bill blushed, "in some ways, yeah. You're being playful the way you were, it really kinda felt like the kind of thing she'd do. She knew I hated yard work, so she'd work outside without a bra on, or sometimes with shorts and no underwear, just to tease me, so that I was thinking about having sex with her, and not the work. Sometimes we did. Had sex, right out there, in the yard. Sometimes I'd walk over when she was on her hands and knees and pull down her shorts and tease her pussy. If she pulled them back up, I knew she didn't want any, but if she didn't, if she left them down, for me to look at her ass and pussy, I knew she wanted to play, and I'd tease her back. I'd touch her and sometimes even stick my dick in her, just to pull it back out. We'd tease each other until we had to have sex, and sometimes it was right out in the yard. Sometimes she'd pull me around back and we'd strip and have sex in the hot tub, or on the pad on top of the hot tub. In some cases, she'd just stay on her hands and knees and let me fuck her right out there in the yard."
"Of course, if I did, then I'd owe her. She always said if she gave in out in the yard, that I owed her an extra orgasm, because I never had time to do the job right when we were out there. So, after we got done, I'd either lick her or fuck her, until she had the best one I could give her."
"Sounds like you had a pretty good relationship."
"We did. I miss it. I miss seeing her and feeling her and laying with her in bed, and yes, fucking her in the hot tub or in the middle of the front yard. One time we were out making a snow man. It was the first time in years that we had enough snow to do that. We were like kids, rolling snow balls and having a little snowball fight. And then, right in the middle of it, she pulled her pants down and bent over and begged me to fuck her and make her come, right there in the yard."
"And, of course, you did."
"In a heartbeat. It was fun. We were banging away like a couple of teenagers, when the UPS truck pulled into the driveway. There we were, both of us with our pants around our ankles, trying to hide behind the tree she was holding onto, while I was fucking her from behind. At first, we just hid there, hoping he wouldn't see us, and then, as soon as he had the box on the porch and was headed back to the truck, she begged me to make her come. So, we started doing it again before he got out of the driveway. I always wondered if he didn't see us or if he was trying to ignore it. Didn't matter, she had a pretty intense orgasm. Once it was done, I found out she had her jacket open and her shirt pulled up above her tits. If he saw, it had to be one hell of a view."
"Maybe that was what it was all about. Leaving you thinking about it. I mean, how long was it? A few years?"
"Almost ten now."
"And you still remember it."
"As clear as if it was yesterday," Bill admitted.
"I'd venture to say you had a very special wife. She knew exactly what it took to keep you thinking about her, and not other women. I wish I would have been able to do that with my husband. Hell, I could have stripped in the middle of times square and he wouldn't have remembered it. Your wife was a lucky woman, both of you were."
"Yeah, I always thought I was a pretty lucky man." Bill agreed, just before there was a knock on the door.
"Doris?" We heard Joe call through the door.
"Come on in. We're just in here chatting." She called back.
Joe opened the door and stepped in. "Heaters are up to temp and it looks like everything is running. It's pumping out parts. The first two look like they'll pass QC. So, if you want to go home, I guess you can."
"Thanks Joe." She answered, as he turned and left.
"I'm afraid by now the party is probably over. Maybe you'd like to come over to my place and have another round?"
"As tempting as that is. I need to let all this, everything that's happened today, just sink in. I don't want to lead you on or anything. I just, well, I'm feeling pretty conflicted inside."
"Would you like me to come over to your house?" She asked quietly.
"If you did, I think we'd end up having sex there too. No, not this time. I just need some time to figure things out. I'm glad we could talk though. What you said makes a lot of sense. Maybe we could have dinner in a few days?" he asked hopefully.
She smiled and nodded. "I think that's a perfect way to move forward. And I know just what to wear."
"I take it it'll be provocative?"
"If it isn't, you're not alive." She chuckled. "Your place or mine?"
"I used to enjoy cooking, though I haven't cooked much besides TV dinners in the last year. How about mine?"
"Fine. Tuesday. That should give you enough time to get whatever you plan on making."
"Tuesday it is. Sixish?"
"Sixish it is." She said, as he stood up. She got up and walked around the desk and slipped into his arms for a hug and then lifted herself on her toes again, for a slow wet kiss. "To be continued," she whispered...
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It had been a very full weekend at the campground. Of course, I was part of that full set of campers, along with my wife. But the weekend was gone, as were most of the campers, and my wife. I was still there with my huge 32 footer, but alone now. More alone than just my wife having gone home for the week, while I stayed to scout some new fishing holes on the lake, but alone as one of the very few campers still in this section of the state park. Further on down the point, sticking out into the lake, there were several camp sites filled with an assortment of tent and trailer campers. Down where I was, nearer the bathrooms and shower buildings, but a bit further from the water, there were quite a few less campers. There was me, there was one other trailer that looked like it was actually just sitting unused at the moment, and there was the trailer right across the road, in the campsite that I had to walk past to get down to the water and my boat.
But, it was still Sunday. The weekend hadn't run it's course yet, and the campground was still full. I'd kind of kept an eye on a camper across the road all weekend, as well as the two women that were using it, partly because one of the women was very good looking, walking around in a tiny bikini almost the whole time, and partly because I was just plain curious. Not necessarily curious about the two women, but about how they managed to use the micro camper they were pulling behind their small car. The camper was shaped like half a teardrop, flat bottom, rounded and curved front and top, and the back sloped almost to a point. It was only a little over 5 feet tall, which meant just over t four feet of inside height at the tallest point, the whole thing not much more than eight or nine feet long. It looked to me like you would have to step outside to change your mind, let alone your clothes, at least compared to my huge, camper, capable of sleeping ten, complete with all the amenities of home, even a small bathtub.
Over the course of the weekend, I watched with curiosity, trying to figure out what the camper got them, besides a place to sleep that wasn't a tent. There was a small kitchen that slid out the side, giving them a tiny sink and small, two-burner stove. The sloped back of the unit lifted up like a clam shell, exposing a small storage area that held their cooking gear and a tiny refrigerator that looked like it wasn't much larger than a plastic milk crate. I had lunch boxes that were nearly as big as their refrigerator. What the unit did have, that made it better than a tent, was an air conditioner. Though the only way it seemed possible to enjoy it was to be lying in the bed that had to be almost the length of the camper.
The girls had set up a small, square, pop-up canopy, giving them shade, and this seemed to be where they spent most of the time they weren't lounging in the warm lake water. I had air conditioning, but I enjoyed sitting out in the breeze when I wasn't out on the boat or also lounging in the warm lake water, at least until it got into the mid and upper nineties.
Over my nearly forty years of marriage, my wife and I have had our issues, but we'd always managed to work them out. One issue was that she was rather possessive of me. She knew she had a good thing and she seemed to be afraid that someone might steal me away. Not that she had anything to worry about. I loved her and I wasn't about to change partners, especially at this late age. But just to keep her from worrying, I had always worked to keep my ogling of good-looking women as unobtrusive as I could. I didn't want her thinking I was imagining undressing some sexy looking woman, even though in some cases that's exactly what I was doing. She knew I looked and never complained, unless I was obvious about it.
It was this possessiveness, that made it surprising to me, that on Sunday morning, as we headed back up from the boat after fishing, she stopped to chat with the two much younger women in that site we'd walked past so many times already. She spent a long time chatting, at least it felt like a long time. I had time to go into the camper, change into my shorts, and get a drink before she finally wandered back to our site. She came back to the camper, changed into her own shorts, got a drink and settled into a camp chair next to me.
"You know, they seem pretty nice." She said before she took a long drink from her insulated cup.
"I suppose." I answered. "Haven't really done much more than say hi on the way by."
"Well, you know, it's gonna be a long week. If you wanted to you could always take them out fishing. You know how much I hate having you out on the boat alone. Just in case you fall overboard or something crazy like that."
You could have knocked me over with a wrecking ball, or even a feather. Not in a hundred years would I have ever suggested such a thing, taking strange women out on the boat without her along? That just seemed like an invitation for trouble. So, in total dismay, I just shook my head and said I didn't think that'd be a good idea, leaned over and gave her a kiss and tried to let the whole idea go.
That afternoon I took her out to go swimming and she again surprised me. In the last dozen or so years, she'd become more and more reluctant to do anything outside the bedroom. Groping her in the water was not her idea of a good time any longer, so I was quite surprised when she pulled the top of her swim suit down to her waist while we getting ready to get into the water, asking me to put sunblock on her. There were other boats around, but none close, so I didn't hesitate to spend a few short minutes coating her upper body, including her soft boobs, with cream. I even pushed the suit down further, without the expected complaint, to rub on her butt for a few moments. I thought maybe I'd even get to go further, until another boat approached the cove we were anchored in which ended our little play session. While we were swimming, she did on two occasions pull her top down and flash me her tits, but only when we were on the shore side of our big pontoon boat so no one else could see her. The second time she did it, she left her boobs exposed while she paddled her float closer to me and undid the tie of my swim suit. In a few awkward moments she had the string loose and was trying to work my suit down over my butt as I sat in the mesh web of the float I was in. I was wondering what she was up to, but wasn't about to stop her, and helped her work it down over my butt. She didn't stop there though, pulling the suit all the way down my legs, leaving me sitting in the float completely naked. She grinned a somewhat devious little grin that I only saw when she knew she was doing something I wasn't expecting from her, and tossed my suit up onto the boat. She paddled closer to me and wrapped her legs around me, pulling us together until we were floating my dick pressed to her crotch.
Had the water been a bit shallower, I might have been able to get my dick into her, but the floats we were using just weren't going to allow that without dunking both of us, so she settled for jacking me off under the water, giggling like a little girl as she watched me come, my dick pumping out streamers of white cum under water, that floated between us until she pushed them away.
We swam a bit more, with her keeping her legs around mine, pulling us both around the back of the boat with her paddling, leaving me floating with only the extremely clear water to cover the fact that I was naked. A number of boats had arrived as we were swimming, the cove suddenly becoming a lot more popular than I was used to. Since I was suitless, I asked her to climb into the boat and toss down my suit, which she agreed to do. She did climb up into the boat, but instead of tossing my suit down to me, she just stood there, grinning at my predicament.
"You're always the one that wants to go skinny dipping!" She said loudly enough that the closest boats would have had no problems hearing her. I frowned, wondering what she was thinking. I couldn't just expose myself to random people. There could be children around. Almost as if reading my mind, she leaned over the ladder and said much more quietly. "Don't worry. You'll only be showing off for a few women." I shook my head and climbed out of the water and grabbing a towel as quickly as I could to cover myself, but not without being seen my at least half a dozen women on the next boat over, much to my wife's apparent pleasure at my discomfort. Just like talking to the ladies across the road, I didn't know what the heck she was thinking, but then there were times when I had no clue what went through her mind. Men aren't supposed to understand women I guess.
That night, after evening fishing and dinner, my wife took off for home, leaving me sitting in front of the fire, wondering if that morning had been a serious suggestion or a joke. I was also still perplexed about our afternoon swim. She had always been very resistant to doing anything out where anyone had an even remote possibility of seeing her partly dressed. Then she went and did that, apparently intentionally displaying my hardware to the women in that other boat. It seemed to be more than a little out normal for her, yet she clearly found my discomfort almost humorous. Or was it something else? Not my discomfort, but the hardon that I couldn't quite seem to keep hidden as I climbed back into the boat? Or maybe the fact that I had a hardon at all? I was left to ponder all this as I stared at the cracking fire.
---o---
It was Monday morning and I was headed out to fish early, hitting the water about six-thirty. The girls across the way weren't up yet when I walked past their site, and I couldn't resist chuckling to myself at the thought that the bedroom in my camper was almost bigger than their whole camper. I fished for several hours on my family sized 24' pontoon boat until the sun started baking me, even under the large bimini-style shade cover the boat had. Since there were practically no boats on the lake, being early enough that most of the tubers and skiers weren't out yet, and the fact that it was a weekday, with its significantly lower traffic, I decided to just find a nice quiet little cove for a swim. I headed to the usually quiet little cove that my wife and I had swum in the day before.
When my wife and I were first married, all we had was a little fourteen foot row boat with a five horse motor. And if we got hot, we'd find a nice, quiet place like the cove I was now pulled into, strip off our clothes and take advantage of the lake. After several kids and progressing to, our now, near retirement age, my wife had become much more reserved and more concerned with her body image; as a result, it would be a pretty hard sell to get her to do what I was now doing: stripping down to get into the water butt naked. The way I figured it, if someone did come, what was the worst that would happen? They'd get a free look at my dick when I climbed back into the boat like yesterday?
I floated in the water, cooling off for about twenty minutes before I decided I needed to get some sunblock on my private parts. I was still the only boat back in the cove I was in, so I climbed out, toweled off and then used some spf-50 sunblock on my snow white, never exposed to the sun parts. In the years before my wife got shy about this kind of thing, we would have spent some time making sure each other was thoroughly covered with sunblock, but that kind of thing wouldn't be happening any time soon. Having her let me do her boobs the day before was as far as she'd gone in many years. I spent several minutes making sure everything that could burn was covered. I even made sure to amply stroke my member to get it hard and work the lotion in real good. I didn't want to get burned down there if I happened to get a hard-on while floating in the lake. At least, that was the excuse I told myself as I thought about rubbing sunblock on my wifes boobs the say before, and even stripping her one piece suit all the way off her while she stroked my hardon. It wasn't a surprise when my fat hardon erupted, spewing my load all over the deck as I stood there trembling and panting.
Feeling relieved, I slipped back into the water for another half hour or so, finally calling it quits when I got hungry. I dried off again, dressed and headed in for lunch, no other boats having ever come into the cove, unlike Sunday.
"Hey Allen! Fishing alone this morning?" the good looking thirty-something year old gal in her little yellow bikini, Abby, I think I'd heard her friend call her, called to me as I walked up the grassy hill toward their camp site from where I anchored the boat along the shoreline.
"Yeah. Wife went home last night for the week. It's just me out here baching it now," I answered as I trudged up the hill along the edge of their campsite.
"All alone? What? Did she get tired of you that soon?"
I paused next to their site and laughed. "No. I have a lot more vacation time than she does. No, I'm spending the whole week just checking out some new fishing holes I want to try. She'll be back next weekend. Well, she has to be, I can't pull the boat and the camper at the same time."
"Oh. I see. So you need her to get home, then! I see how it is," she said with a grin that said she was joking.
"Yeah, well, not all of us have a camper you can almost stuff into the back of a pickup," I joked back.
"Oh there are a lot of those. They call 'em tents, I think."
That made me laugh. "Yeah. I suppose so."
"Isn't it hard to pull something that big?" Toto, pronounced like the sound a train whistle makes, the slightly heavier set young Chinese woman asked from where she sat in her lawn chair, her body covered by a more conservative two piece suit that didn't show nearly as much as Abby's bikini.
"Don't know that it's hard, but it's expensive, and slower. I can run at seventy or seventy-five if I want to drink premium gas at five miles to the gallon. If I slow it down a bit, I can get almost ten or eleven to the gallon."
Abby laughed. "Damn. And I thought me getting eighteen was bad!"
"My truck barely gets that without the trailer!"
"Oh well. That's what happens when you have big stuff," Abby said.
"Well, you know what they say: size matters," I teased with a smile as I turned to continue toward my trailer.
"Oh, I don't know. Size is nice, but ya gotta know what to do with it. Do you?"
"I must!" I called over my shoulder. "I have four kids."
"Doesn't mean you're good with it, just lucky four times!" she called after me as I crossed the road.
I paused on the other side and looked back. She sat with a grin on her face before sticking her tongue out at me for a moment. I shook my head, deciding I'd better not say what I was thinking, and headed to the trailer for some lunch.
---o---
The afternoon was getting hot. From where I sat reading on my kindle, I could see the girls had headed down to the lake to cool off, and I was thinking the same thing. It only took me a very few minutes to change into my swim trunks and water shoes. I hiked down to the water and stopped on my boat to spray on some sunblock, rubbing it into my arms, chest, shoulders and face. I grabbed one of my floats that was made from a swim noodle with a mesh seat slung under it. I flipped down the swim ladder and climbed into the water leaning back in the float to relax in the bathwater warm lake.
"We figured you'd go back out fishing," I heard Toto say as I floated in the slightly wavy lake.
I looked around to find her and then answered. "Not now. Too hot for the fish, and me. I will again in the evening when the sun starts to get lower."
"I don't know how you do it, sitting out in the sun, fishing for hours. Don't you get hot?"
"Sure. But all I have to do is get wet and problem solved."
"Get hot this morning?" Abby asked.
"No more than normal."
"I didn't see you walking back up the hill with a swim suit and, well, you're wearing it now, so that begs the question: what did you wear this morning?"
I looked at the naughty little grin on her face and decided to have some fun. "Well, if you promise not to tell anyone. I just take off all my clothes and get in naked."
She smirked at me. "I saw your wife down here swimming. One piece suit, t-shirt and shorts over it. I'm sure she just strips down and climbs right in with you, right?"
"Who said I did it with her?" I grinned back.
"Ohhhhh! Naughty boy!" She giggled. "Somehow I didn't take you for one of those."
"One of those?"
"You know, naughty boys that do things when their wives aren't around?"
"Well, things is a relative term. Taking a swim naked is pretty tame. I don't think she'd exactly divorce me for something like that."
Abby paddled closer on the floating foam pad she was lying on, working herself toward me with her feet pointed toward me. She spread her legs a bit and pushed her float closer to me until she could hook her heels onto the noodle that wrapped around behind me and holding me up in the water. She pulled us closer, her knees bending and her legs spreading until I was looking right at her crotch, the yellow material not covering nearly as much from this viewpoint as when she'd been standing. "Really? Now, just exactly what kind of thing don't you consider tame?"
"I would consider this not exactly tame," I answered, trying not to stare at her crotch, but having a hard time not doing so. I was also not being very successful at keeping my dick from getting hard as a rock in my swim suit.
"Why? What isn't tame? We're just lying here talking, not even naked. Now, if we were naked, well that might not be so tame, but right now we're just talking, right?" she asked quietly, bending her legs a little more to pull her crotch closer to my face.
I could feel the end of the float pad she was lying on start to rest on my chest, her crotch only two feet or so from my face. I was half tempted to reach out and pull the bikini bottom aside. I was telling myself that it was the ultimate tease, but that was just an excuse to do something I knew was wrong. It didn't matter how much she teased me, it was a line I didn't need to be crossing. I reached for her feet, lifted them off my noodle and gently pushed her back. Her float glided away from me. "You really should be careful who you tease. Not everyone is as much of a gentleman as I am."
She hung her legs over the sides of the float pad and looked down her body at me. "Who said I wanted you to act like a gentleman?"
I opened my mouth to say something and then closed it. There was nothing I could say that wouldn't get me in trouble. I paddled over to the boat, climbed up the stern ladder and headed back to the campsite, doing the best I could to hide the raging hard-on that was obscenely poking out my sopping wet swim suit.
---o---
I stayed in the air conditioning the rest of the afternoon, coming out when it was time to grill dinner. By six thirty I'd cooked, eaten, and cleaned up, so I was headed back down to the boat for evening fishing.
"You going out again?" Abby called from where she was once again, or still, sitting under the shade canopy they had erected.
"Yep. Gotta try a new spot and see if it's any good," I answered as I walked past their site.
"So, how do you do that?"
"I just fish it a few ways and see what I see on the depth finder," I answered as she got out of her chair and started walking to intercept me.
"So, I'm kinda bored. Would you mind a little company?" she asked hopefully.
I stopped walking and turned to look at her. "You want to come out fishing with me?"
"Well, just for the boat ride. I don't need to fish or anything. I mean, I can only swim and hang out here so much. I just thought if you didn't mind, I'd just ride along. But if you don't want to, I mean it's your quiet time or something," she said, the look on her face almost that of a shy little girl instead of the well-endowed thirty something she was.



My first reaction was to say no. After this afternoon and the tease she gave me, I wasn't sure I wanted to risk that again, and then my wife's comment about taking them along came back to me. "You just want to ride along?"
"Pretty much."
I took about two breaths while considering it. I still didn't know why my wife thought it would be appropriate to take a strange woman alone on the boat with me, but then, it was HER idea, not mine. "What the hell. Why not?" I answered.
She grinned broadly at me. "Great! Can you give me a minute to grab a few things?"
"Sure. It'll take me a minute to get the boat untied. If you're there by the time I'm ready to shove off-"
"I'll be there!" she interrupted, turning to dash back to her camper.
I headed down to the boat and by the time I had gotten the engine started and the boat untied from the shore mooring lines I had set, she was running down the hill, one hand holding her large, floppy hat in place and the other holding a small cloth bag. Her big, maybe 32D or DD tits bouncing wildly in the tiny yellow bikini with each running step. I stood and held onto the boat as she bounded down the hillside toward me, her boobs flopping so wildly in the top that one triangle gave up trying to corral the sexy mounds and slipped down under her breast while the other slipped enough to expose her whole areola and nipple.
She slowed to a fast walk as she approached me. I did my best not to stare at her tits as she walked up to me while I held a hand out to help her climb up onto the deck of my boat. She walked to one of the bench seats under the shade canopy and flopped down, setting down her bag and moving her hands to readjust her top over her exposed boobs as if nothing had happened. I pushed off the boat and climbed in myself, realizing that something had happened and the bulge in my shorts was going to be quite noticeable as I walked past her to get to the drivers seat. I immediately regretted my choice to forgo underwear in the name of staying cooler, now that my half hard dick was tenting the front of my thin shorts out significantly.
Well, if she could ignore her exposed breasts almost in front of my face as she climbed into the boat, I could ignore what I was showing off as I stepped past her and sat in the drivers seat. Sitting, though, seemed to make the tenting even more obvious, and the smirk on her face told me it hadn't gone unnoticed.
"So, where are we headed?" she asked as I backed the boat out into the cove I had anchored in and then dropped into gear to head toward the main lake channel.
"A ways up past the bridge," I answered as I motored us slowly down the no-wake cove.
"Is it a long way?"
"A few miles. About ten minutes or so," I answered as we slowly eased down the length of the cove from almost the very end, where I'd had to anchor to be close to my camp site.
The seat she had settled on was a six foot long bench seat with padded back sections and padded ends that made for a comfortable place to lie down, fully or partially, as well as sit in a number of different ways. She looked around and adjusted where she was sitting so she could lean back against the angled padded side toward the bow of the boat, letting her stick her legs out toward the stern as she laid them on the long bench. "So, I guess you liked the view?" she asked.
"Huh?"
"The view of the girls bouncing out? You liked the view?"
"I, um... I didn't really notice," I lied.
"Uh-huh. And you just always get excited when you go out on the boat?"
I couldn't help but blush. "Well, maybe I did notice a little."
"Honey, if that's a little notice, what would you do if you saw more than a little?"
"I don't think we should find out," I answered as I opened the throttle up a bit further, having almost reached the line of no-wake buoys.
"You don't?"
"I'm quite sure my wife wouldn't approve," I answered over the wind, as the boat picked up speed, finally passing the buoys. I cranked the throttle almost to full power and turned the boat into a long sweeping curve to head up the lake toward the bridge. "Besides, didn't you say you just wanted to come for the boat ride?"
"I am just riding," she answered over the twenty-five mile an hour wind. "But if you need to fix that, I won't tell."
I looked at her and then, with a quiet sigh to myself, I slipped my hand into my shorts and fixed my uncomfortably bent dick so that it could straighten out. She grinned as I fixed myself and after I had, she teased the yellow triangles of her top down under her boobs with her free hand, one hand busy holding her hat in place against the wind. She sat with her back to the front of the boat and her front facing me, both extremely good looking boobs completely exposed to me and any other boater that might get close enough, though none were at the moment. She shifted her right leg up off the bench seat and laid it on the back of the bench so her legs were partly spread. As if that weren't spread enough, she shifted her left leg to let her foot rest on the deck, spreading herself even wider.
It was almost impossible for me to not notice that the crotch of her tiny yellow bikini had grown dark from moisture. It had barely covered her pussy to start with, and seemed to be showing even more as the fingers of her right hand gently stroked the yellow material.
"Do you enjoy doing that?" I called to her after watching her for almost five minutes.
"Do what? Play with myself?"
"No, tease guys! That's what you're doing right? Teasing me for a reaction?"
"I do like teasing. It makes me horny as hell to tease a guy."
"Even showing off like that?"
"I'm not showing much. If I did what I wanted, I'd already be naked."
"Out here in public?"
"Especially out in public. I love the way it makes my pussy all juicy and tingly when I flash someone, especially if I know they're looking and getting turned on too."
"How do you know I'm getting turned on?" I asked.
In answer, she moved her fingers from where she was stroking herself to her right hip. She pulled the little bow there and untied it before moving to her left hip. In a few moments she was lifting her butt of the bench seat and pulling the bikini bottom off. She tucked it into the space between her hip and the back of the bench seat so it didn't blow away and then went back to stroking her pussy, this time teasing her bare pussy and lips. She had full, round lips, completely shaved, with a modest amount of inner labia protruding. She let her finger stroke up her lips gently, and then a little more firmly, letting it split her lips apart, exposing her wet, pink insides to me. "In answer to your question, I can tell because you have a very distinct wet spot on the front of your shorts where you're leaking some of that delicious precum."
I glanced down at my lap and sure as shit, there was a growing wet spot on the front of my shorts where my head was pressed against it.
"Go ahead. Pull it out. Let me see it."
"You want me to pull my dick out?"
"You don't have to do anything, just let me see it. You've been teasing me with it all day, just covered up. Let me see it so I can climax."
"You're serious?"
"Totally," she answered as she pushed her finger into herself, pushing it in to the second knuckle. She watched me and waited, slowly stroking her finger in and out of herself.
I'd done a lot of things over the years. I'd jacked myself off in front of my wife a few times in our younger years, and allowed a co-worker to suck me off one time, so I didn't see this as any worse, and in some ways, not nearly as bad as that last thing. The boat steering didn't need my hands on it go keep going straight, so I let go of the wheel and undid the front of my pants. In for a penny, in for a pound, I worked my shorts down over my butt without standing up and let my shorts slide down to my ankles, leaving me essentially naked, since I didn't have a shirt on due to the heat.
"Oh fuck. It's so much bigger than I expected!" She gasped as I wrapped my hand around it and began to slowly stroke myself in time with her finger going in and out of her pussy. I had to reach over and ease the throttle back, since we were almost to the fishing hole, and finally just dropped it into neutral, leaving us floating about hundred feet from the shoreline I planned on fishing. Without the wind blowing the sound away, I could hear her pussy squish each time she pushed, now two, fingers in and out of herself. "Oh shit. Let me see you come. Let me see you come all over me."
"You want me to do what?"
"Come over here and squirt it all over me. I know you have to be getting close. I promise I won't touch or anything. Just come over here and squirt it all over my tits." I hesitated a few moments and then decided, what the hell. It couldn't really hurt anything, could it? I got up and shuffled over to stand next to her, stroking my leaking dick as I watched her stuffing her fingers into her pussy. "Oh god yes. I wanna come when you do. I'm so close. Make yourself come on me. Please! I want to see it squirting all over me."
"You're not going to have to wait long." I grunted as I felt the warmth and urgency rushing from my groin through my body. I held onto the bimini cover frame with one hand to steady myself and stroked my cock with the other, pumping my hand along my length, my head disappearing into my hand with each stroke.
"That's it, honey. Do it. Come for me. Let me see you squirting your hot, sticky cum all over my tits. I know you want to. I know you've been watching them all weekend. Now's your chance. Come all over 'em." She moaned, lifting one breast with her hand so that her nipple almost touched the tip of my cock. I pushed my head down slightly and let my head rub back and forth across her nipple as I stroked myself, drawing a moan from her. "Oh god. Here It comes. I want you to come with me. I don't think I can wait any more. Ohhhhhh! OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she cried as her whole body began to shudder and tremble. I could see her pussy pumping juices out around her fingers onto the seat as she climaxed, the sight was enough to push me over the edge.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as I held my cock against her rock-hard nipple. The first squirt of pent-up cum surged out all over her right tit, squirting right past the left nipple that I was resting on, and landing on the side of her right breast. The second and third shots splattered partly on her tit and partly on her chin as she leaned down to try and catch some of my cum with her mouth. I aimed it toward her mouth and squirted the forth and fifth shots right into it, leaning closer to her until she could close her lips around my engorged head and suck the remaining shots into her mouth.
She moaned softly with my dick still in her mouth, sucking me dry as she rubbed my cum into her tits like lotion. She let my now-softening dick slip from her lips. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I promised I wouldn't touch, but when I tasted your cum, I had to have it all."
"It's alright. Nothing I haven't done before."
"Come in someone's mouth?"
"Yeah. Been quite a few years, but once, someone, not my wife, sucked me off."
"Mmmmmmm. Sexy. You'll have to tell me about it."
"Nothing much to tell. I wasn't supposed to, but I did. End result: my wife doesn't really trust me around women alone now."
"That explains it."
"Explains what?"
"Some of the looks she gave me the other day. As if she was worried I might be trying to seduce you."
"Yeah, well, some times people do stupid things. It was stupid when I did it, and I knew it was stupid, but I did it anyway. Kind of like this."
"Well, I promise not to tell if you don't. I mean, we really haven't done anything except play with ourselves in front of each other. Nothing really bad about that, is there?"
"I suppose not."
"So, you were going to show me how you fish?" she asked as my shrinking dick dripped a last little streamer of cum onto her boob.
"Yeah," I answered, stepping back and pulling my shorts up.
"You don't have to do that."
"Do what?"
"Put your shorts back on. I'm willing to sit here like this, if you do."
"If I do what? Leave my shorts off? Someone might see."
"Is that a problem? It's not like there are a lot of boats going by or anything, and I'd kind of like to see it a bit longer."
I thought about it for a minute. I spent most of my time sitting down anyway. "Well, if you grab one of those towels out of the compartment by your leg, I'll use it to cover up if someone comes."
She grinned and opened the compartment and pulled out one of the swim towels I left in it. I laid it across my seat and sat down, pulling my shorts off my legs and leaving them on the floor by my seat. Then I got up and got my rods from the stern rod rack and rigged them out with the lures I'd be using. I put the boat back in gear and aimed it the right direction, then cast out both rods, putting one in each rear rod holder. Now all I had to do was to sit and let the boat idle along and steer it so I'd drag the baits across the changing depths of the lake bottom.
I had to admit, I'd never fished naked before, and it was kind of a turn on. So much so that by the time I had my rods out and the boat moving in the right direction, my dick was once again getting noticeably hard, something Abby clearly noticed as well. I settled in my chair and split my attention between Abby, stroking her nipples and pussy with her fingers, the rest of her bikini now lying on the seat, and the depth finder. She seemed to delight in teasing me, using her fingers to spread her lips and show me her bright pink insides and then push one or two fingers into herself, using them like a little dick to fuck herself, all the while looking at my cock and licking her lips hungrily.
I didn't want to cheat on my wife, but watching her was giving me serious thoughts about just stepping over to her and fucking the hell out of her, but I didn't. As the sun dipped closer and closer to the tree line, I I finally admitted that I was going to have to quit and head in before it got too dark, even though I'd much rather watch Abby playing with herself. When the final little sliver of the sun disappeared behind the tree tops on the horizon, I knew I only had another twenty minutes of daylight left. I began to break down my lines and put away my gear.
With everything stowed in only a few minutes, I started to put on my shorts, but was stopped by Abby again, daring me to go all the way back in as naked as she was. I expressed my concerns about someone in the campground seeing me naked and calling the park rangers on me, but she finally prevailed, saying all I needed to do was to wrap the towel around myself if I needed to. I agreed and stowed my shorts as well as her bikini in a compartment so they wouldn't blow away, and then headed back, running a bit slower than I had coming out. Though all I needed to do was follow the GPS track I had laid down on the way there, I was concerned about hitting another boat and wanted to give myself plenty of room to avoid it. As a result,we pulled into the cove at idle speed with darkness pretty well gripping the world around us.
I tied the boat off, dug out our clothes, and helped her down out of the boat onto the shoreline. She leaned to me, pressing her bare tits against my chest and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you," she whispered. "That was fun. I think I need a shower now, though. Maybe you want to walk up, take one with me? I bet it'd feel nice to share a shower with me."
I chuckled. "I'd say yes, but I don't need to go that far. I have an outside shower wand that I can wash off with."
"Naked?"
"Um, no. I usually wear my swim suit."
"You do? That doesn't sound like fun."
"No, but it's safe, and I doubt my wife would approve of me showering naked in front of our kids."
"But she isn't here, and neither are your kids. I would if I had one of those."
"What? Shower naked out in the open?"
"I'm naked now, aren't I?"
"Yeah, but, well, who can see you down here in the dark? That's a lot different than right next to the camper where a car coming by might light you up."
She grinned. "Tell you what. Why don't you stay dressed just the way you are, and I'll come over in a little bit and you can wash off what you put on me, and I'll wash you off? Does that sound fun?"
"Out in the open?"
She leaned in toward me again, pressing her hard nipples into my chest and pressed her cheek to mine as she whispered, "That's part of the fun, isn't it? Hoping no one catches you in the act? Or maybe that they do?"
She pulled herself back from me and stepped past me, walking up the hill with her bikini and her little bag in her hand, her sexy ass wiggling with each step until it was too dark for me to see.
I shook my head and followed up the hill, the towel wrapped around my waist and my shorts in my hand. I hadn't ever tried showering naked like that, outside my trailer, and the idea was sort of exciting. I mean, there was almost no moon, it was late, there weren't very many campers to come by. Why not?
True to her word, Abby showed up at my trailer door about half an hour later, her body wrapped in a towel and two small bottles in her hand. "Well, here I am!"
"So you are," I said, stepping down out of the trailer and closing the door to throw us back into darkness. I'd intentionally left the outside lights all off and turned off everything inside that might shine on us as we stood near the outside kitchen area, where the hand shower was located. "You sure you want to do this?" I asked as I stopped and reached out to turn on the water.
"Oh yeah. More than ready," she answered me as the towel she had on flew past me to catch and land on the table that I used to hold the grill. I looked back at her, her nude body glowing slightly in the sliver of moonlight shining down on us.
"Um. Yeah, I guess you are," I agreed as I turned back to adjust the water temperature. I felt her tug my towel off and set it on the table with hers, leaving both of us standing completely naked. I turned back to face her, the spray nozel in my hand. "Well, where do you want to start?"
"Where do you usually start in a shower? Get wet, of course."
"Of course," I agreed a little nervously. I'd showered this way before, but never naked in the middle of a campground. Last night I actually had dropped my swim suit for a moment while I washed my privates, but it was only for a minute or so. I stepped closer to her and squeezed the handle on the spray nozzle, gently wetting her body as she slowly turned in front of me. When she was wet she reached for the nozzle and turned it on me, keeping the handle squeezed while she rained the water down on my front and then moved closer to me to let it shower down my back. She released the handle and reached past me, setting it on the small counter, her bare, wet tits pressing against my chest.
I could feel my dick already getting hard as she turned around and bent over, reaching down for her soap and shampoo, her ass pushing out at me, nestling my growing hardon between her thighs and against her pussy. She held herself bent over and wiggled slightly side to side to rub my hardening member against her lips, making me get hard all the faster. "Damn," I groaned softly, wanting to just reach down and run my fingers along her wet pussy.
"What was that?" she asked as she pulled her ass away and straightened.
"Nothing. I didn't say anything," I mumbled.
She just smiled, as if she knew exactly what was going through my mind, and handed me a small bottle. "Here, soap me up!"
I took the bottle from her and squirted some on my hand. I set the bottle on the table and reached for her breast, pausing before touching it. Even in the darkness, I could see and hear her sigh as she reached for my wrist and then pulled my hand to her breast. "You can't wash me if you're afraid to touch me."



"Yeah. I guess that's true." I began to rub my hand around her chest, spreading the soap and making it suds up, soon working both hands around her chest, cupping and rubbing her boobs and nipples before moving to her stomach and eventually down further. I squatted down to rub the soap up and down her legs, her body starting to dry already. I felt her reach past me, her pussy moving closer to my face as she grabbed the hose and sprayed more water on herself, letting it run down her legs to re-wet them. I stroked up and down both legs, and then cautiously let one hand slip between her legs and wash her pussy. Her lips were soft, warm, and wet, but definitely not the kind of wet from the hose. I could smell the scent of her excitement as I stroked my fingers on and over her pussy for several seconds.
I stood back up, reluctantly pulling my hand from between her legs, but knowing that I really needed to before I got carried away even more. She turned her back to me and I got more soap to wash her back and her butt, again, letting my hand slip between cheeks and then her legs, my fingers stroking her soft, hot lips, drawing a soft moan from her lips. I felt her hand find my wrist and pull it from between us, and around to her front again, pushing my hand down to her crotch. She let go of my wrist and covered my fingers with hers, curling them down to force my fingers between her lips again. She was still holding the hose with her other hand, and began to shower water down her chest and stomach, the water running down between her legs and over my fingers, once again teasing between her lips.
"Oh yessssss." She sighed softly as I stroked her clit, her, once again, free hand slipping between where we were pressed together to find my hard-on. She moved and wiggled herself to work my dick down between us until it stuck between her spread thighs. I could feel my own fingers rub on my dick as she pressed her ass and back tightly to me again in the dark. Her fingers found mine and coaxed my hand up from her crotch to her chest, encouraging me to play with her tits and nipples, which I did with both hands now.
She reached between her legs and her fingers pushed my dick up against her pussy lips. She aimed the water spray upwards at her pussy as well as my dick, showering both in the warm spray. She used two fingers to pull my engorged head up against her lips as she began to rock herself, my fat head and shaft pressed to her hard clit, her fingers sliding along my shaft as she rocked, to tease that incredibly perfect spot under my head.
"You do that and I'm going to come." I groaned as I pinched, pulled and twisted her nipples, my excitement growing quickly, between her attention and the spray of water tickling my balls and dick.
"Good. I want you to. I want you to come with me. I want to make both of us come," she moaned softly.
"You're doing a good job." I groaned ever so softly, her bare wet ass slapping lightly against my body as she rocked and moved her hips in front of me, her back staying glued to my chest, and her fingers continually stroking under my head. I could also feel the little streams of warm water from the nozzle pinging against both my engorged shaft pressed against her pussy, and my balls, the sensations pushing my orgasm closer and closer to climax. "Ohhhhh. Shit. I'm going to come." I groaned as I felt that urgency grow, that feeling in my dick that warned me I was going to unload in only a few more seconds. It was a feeling I'd felt enough times in my sixty years to know that there was going to be no stopping it if she kept going only a few more seconds.
"Me too." She panted. I grunted as my body spasmed, thrusting my hips toward he until my wet thighs slapped against her bare ass. I felt a surge of cum spurt out and saw it shoot at least two feet out into the night in front of us. "Fuck! Look at that! Ohhhh god yes!" She gasped as my second squirt of creamy, white cum lanced out into the grass in front of us. I felt her legs start to tremble as my third shot pushed forth, not nearly as hard as the first two, but enough to shoot out in front of us. She gasped as her orgasm overwhelmed her body, her hand no longer aiming the nozzle, actually allowing it to turn off. The two of us stood there, in the dark, exposed to the world, climaxing together. It took long seconds before she turned the water on again and began to rinse her front off and then between her legs again. She pulled away and turned to face me. "I think we need to wash you now."
"I guess." I panted, my dick still sticking out mostly hard, poking her mound as she stepped closer to me and rinsed me down again.
"Do you have soap?"
"On the counter behind me."
She reached to it, pressing her tits to my chest again, and found the little squeeze bottle of soap. She quickly washed my chest and worked her way down to my softening dick, washing it carefully while she played with it. "I seriously doubt it's getting up again any time soon," I whispered.
"Maybe. But I can try, can't I?"
"Sure. You try." I nodded. And try she did, for about five minutes before she let go of my half-hard dick. "It takes us old guys a bit longer to recharge."
"How long?"
"A lot longer than I'm willing to stand out here naked."
I could see the frown in the dim moonlight, but she nodded. "Well, thank you for the shower."
"You're welcome," I whispered as I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her against my now washed and rinsed body. I hugged her tightly and then gently released her. I picked up her towel and wrapped it around her and then did the same with mine. She leaned closer to me and kissed my cheek again before walking away, letting the towel unwrap from around her so she was walking naked, just carrying the towel off into the night.
---o---
I slept restlessly, having dreams about fucking Abby. I knew I shouldn't even be thinking about it, but you don't really control your dreams. I woke up with a massive hard-on, my mind having a hard time erasing the image of her lying naked on my boat, fingering herself to orgasm, and the feel of her bare, wet body against mine as we showered together.
I ate breakfast, got dressed and headed down to my boat. It was still early, only six-thirty, the girls apparently still asleep as I walked past. I pushed off and quietly eased the boat out of the cove and then took off to the fishing hole I was planning on working that morning.
The forecast was for hot with scattered thunder showers in the afternoon. It looked like the weatherman was going to be accurate, at least about the hot part. By nine it was getting roasting hot. It was hot enough that I looked at my map for a quiet bay to get wet. There weren't too many near this particular fishing hole. I decided to just take a quick dip, stripped down and slipped down the swim ladder on the stern, hanging onto the ladder and just floating for a few short minutes before pulling myself out of the water and pulling on my shorts to get back to fishing.
I gave up on that spot, having gotten nothing for all my efforts. I headed down the lake to another spot, which didn't do any better, and finally called it quits about ten-thirty. I headed in, waved to the girls as I headed up to my trailer, and collapsed in my air-conditioned trailer to cool off. After cooling off a bit, I ate some lunch and then lay down for a nap.
I was awakened by a knock. It took several knocks before I was roused enough to even answer, let alone get up, but I finally did, wondering who was banging on my door in the middle of the day. Wearing nothing but my shorts, I answered the door. When I pushed it open I saw Abby standing in front of my door, a beach towel wrapped around her body.
"Hey Allen. I hope I didn't interrupt anything."
"Just a little nap," I answered, trying not to be irritated.
"Um, I have a little favor I'd like to ask."
"A little favor? What kind of little favor?"
She looked over toward her campsite and then back to me. "I'm, um, I'm trying to convince Toto to try skinny dipping, but we can't do that here, I mean not in front of the campground. I was wondering, would you be willing to take us to one of those places where you do it? Skinny dip, I mean?"
"So, you want me to take you out on the boat, to one of the coves I swim in?"
"Yeah!" she said brightly with a wide smile.
I took a deep breath. I'd already felt a bit guilty about what I'd done in the boat and showering with her. Last thing I needed was to have both of them naked. "I don't know. I mean, after last night..."
"I promise. We won't try to seduce you or anything. It's just that I really want to get Toto skinny dipping, and well, she finally agreed, as long as you take us some place kinda private."
"Um, Abby. Are you two, you know, a couple, or something?"
"Do you mean are we involved? Well, not the way you're thinking. I mean, we're friends."
"I see."
"The two of us do mess around some. We're both bi, so a little game playing with either sex is fun, ya know what I mean?"
"Not that I am, bi that is, but I think I understand what you mean," I answered with a sigh. "She really wants to do this?"
"We both do."
"Alright, come on in. Let me get my suit on," I told her, holding the door open. She climbed the steps up into my camper and I closed the door behind her. She stood in the middle of the little living space, waiting expectantly. I stepped past her to the bathroom and got my swim suit from where it was hanging to dry, and walked past her again to the front bedroom. I slid the door closed and started stripping.
"Um. Allen, um. She has a little request."
"A little request?" I asked as I continued to strip. "Like what?"
"Um. She doesn't want you to wear a suit either."
"What?" I asked, thinking I hadn't heard her right. "Wait, you just asked me to take you out so you could go skinny dipping. Where in this did I end up doing it with you? Didn't I just say that I was concerned we had gone too far last night?" I asked through the door.
"Well, she only agreed to go without a suit as long as you and I did. And since we've already seen each other naked, I didn't see the harm in it. I mean, you will, right? Go without your suit?"
"Even if I did agree to it, what am I supposed to wear? Just walk down there naked in the middle of the day?"
The door to my bedroom slid open. Abby was standing there completely naked, holding out her towel. "Just this." I reached for the towel slowly and she released it when I had a grip on it. I was more looking at her body than the towel, wondering just exactly what she was going to wear. "She said she'd only do it if all you're wearing is my towel."
I wrapped the towel around my waist, covering my already growing hardon. "And you're going to go down to the boat like that?"
"Well, it wouldn't be my first choice. You could loan me a towel, though."
I shook my head and sighed. "Yeah, I'm pretty sure I can." I answered, as she stood somewhat shyly by the kitchen table, her hands behind her butt, swaying slightly side to side, which made her big, soft tits swing slightly, her nipples visibly hardening as she watched me watch her. "And this is supposed to convince me to do this? Go skinny dipping with you two?"
She grinned slightly and wiggled her chest a little harder. "I was hoping it might."
"Why is it so important that you get her to go skinny dipping in the first place?"
"Well, um. It's kinda hard to explain," she said, looking down at the floor for a moment.
"So try, if you want me to do this."
"She and I have been friends for a long time, she's always been body shy. I'm just trying to get her to realize that even though she doesn't think she looks good, that she really does. I just thought getting her comfortable with being naked would help."
"And of course, having a guy get a hard-on in front of her while she's naked wouldn't hurt your argument any, right?" A crooked little grin showed up on her lips. "She didn't demand I go naked, did she? That was your idea?"
"Maybe."
I took the towel off and tossed it onto the seat by the table and turned back to the bed for my swim suit.
"Wait! You're not going to?"
"Take you out? Sure, I'll take you out. Go in just a towel? I don't think so."
I felt her hand on my arm, stopping me. "But you have to. I already promised you would. We would."
I turned to face her, finding her standing so close that the tip of my hardon rubbed against her mound as we stood facing each other. I felt her hand move from my arm as she looked down between us, her hand moving to my dick. She wrapped her hand around my fat girth. " I could make it worth your while," she whispered as she began to gently stroke my shaft. "I could tell you really enjoyed getting off last night. I could do even better now, if you wanted."
"Don't you think your girlfriend might object to you getting fucked? That is what you're suggesting isn't it? Having sex with me to convince me to do this? Even after what I said about last night?"
"She isn't exactly my girlfriend. My friend, yes, with benefits, on occasion, but neither of us consider what we have as an exclusive relationship or anything," she said quietly as she pushed my dick a little lower and stepped closer, teasing my head between her legs so it rubbed on her definitely wet pussy lips, her rigid nipples brushing my chest.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath before I moved my hands to her hips. Part of me wanted to just pull her closer and drive my cock right into the hot pussy she was tempting me with. Instead, I gently pushed her back. "I can't do that. I hope you understand."
"I do. Maybe later, when we get back, you'll let me suck on you. I wouldn't mind feeling you pumping it into my mouth either."
I reached down for her hand and stopped her from stroking me. "Maybe. But if I'm going to go in nothing but a towel, I guess you better give it to me."
She grinned as she stepped back and grabbed the towel I had tossed back at her earlier. With that little wicked grin on her face, she wrapped the towel around my waist, tucking one end into the part looped around my waist, making sure the overlap was in the front. She reached down and spread the towel so that it hung open with my dick sticking out at her. She reached for the small dish towel lying by the sink and held it up by one corner. "Tell you what: if you walk all the way down there just like that, I'll wear this towel for you."
"That isn't going to cover much."
"No, it isn't, is it?" she said with a sly grin. "But that's what makes it interesting, isn't it: seeing just how far you can go? Are you brave enough to go like that, to see me go like this?"
It was probably my lower head talking, but at that moment I was interested in seeing if she would walk down there in nothing but that tiny towel to cover her boobs and crotch, which it was barely large enough to do. "Okay. I'll take that dare."
I sort of expected her to back out of doing so, but instead, she held the tiny towel against her chest with one hand, both nipples poking out around the sides, and walked to the door and opened it. She boldly walked out of the trailer with the tiny towel and her flip-flops, the only thing between her and mother nature. I followed, feeling a little conspicuous with my dick poking out of the towel, grabbing my hat and the boat keys on the way out. By the time I had made it to the road, she was across it, walking straight toward her campsite, where Toto stood wrapped in a towel, staring at her walking toward her practically naked. "Come on! No excuses now!" Abby said as she walked past her friend, pulling the towel completely off and hanging it around her neck so she really was naked. I followed her down the hill, my dick swinging back and forth with each step, Toto following behind.
Abby walked to the boat, climbed the front ladder into the boat and then sat down on one of the bench seats, her legs stretched out and crossed with nothing at all on any longer. Toto stopped at the front of the boat and I held my hand out to help her up. She paused, looking down at my purple mushroom head and the tiny string of precum that was blowing in the light breeze. She looked up at my face with raised eyebrows before taking my hand and letting me help her into the boat. As she stepped up, the gap in the towel running up her side spread, giving me the briefest glimpse of the side of one bare breast and her bare body from there all the way down to her foot. If there was any doubt about what she had on under the towel, it was gone now.
I untied the boat and pushed off, climbing quickly up into it. I walked toward the drivers seat. Abby reclined back in her seat, completely naked with one leg propped up on the back of the bench seat like she had the night before, spreading her legs to allow me to see all of her.
I settled into my seat, started the engine and quickly got us headed in the right direction before we could drift into the shoreline. I had barely started motoring us slowly through the no wake zone when Abby reached over and pulled on my towel, spreading it so I was as naked as she was. I glanced over at Toto, her eyes glued to my now completely exposed cock. I'd always just assumed that being naked in even a semi public place would be embarrassing, but at the moment I was feeling a hell of a lot more turned on than embarrassed. True, I didn't want to get thrown out of the park or arrested, but otherwise, it was a fairly exhilarating feeling.
I poured on the throttle when I cleared the bouys, pretty sure that the dozen, or so, women along the shoreline couldn't tell that I was motoring by completely naked. Though, the fact that Abby was topless didn't go unnoticed. I thought about where to go, and instead of picking the more remote cove I had planned, I headed to one that had a reasonable chance of having someone come along. Along the way a bass boat paced us for a while, the two fishermen clearly ogling Abby's bouncing boobs. I wondered what they would do if they knew she was completely naked? They couldn't see that from their vantage point, the side of the pontoon boat and the back of the bench seat blocking everything but the middle of her chest down. They finally left after she lifted her big tits and teased her nipples for a few seconds and then blew them a kiss.
When we reached the cove I got out of my seat, completely naked, and set an anchor in the front of the boat before walking to the back and putting down the swim ladder. The last thing I did was dig out three swim noodle float things from the storage compartment under one seat, holding one out to each of the women before walking to the back and climbing into the water.
I'd done what she asked, and it was in Abby's hands now. She was naked, I was naked and now it was time to get Toto naked. So far the most I'd seen of her was in a pretty conservative two-piece suit, but as she stood up and let the towel drop, I could see she was an extremely hot looking woman. Her breasts were large and soft, at least a full C or maybe even D-cup, with large, pink areola and puffy, nickel-sized nipples that seemed to be swelling out as I watched. Her body was completely hairless, including any trace of pubic hair, though I wasn't sure if it was naturally that way or shaved. As she stepped to the ladder and turned around to climb down, she provided me with an incredible view of her pussy, full round outer lips pressing together with only the barest hint of inner lip protruding. Her thirty-something year old pussy looked much like what I would expect an eighteen-year old to look like. I floated only a dozen feet from where her ass was pushing out at me, my rock-hard dick throbbing as my brain imagined having her climb down the ladder and just sit on my lap.
"I don't want to hear any comments," she said as she held herself bent over on the ladder, prolonging the view I was getting, as she settled the float on the water where she planned on sitting into the water. She lowered herself into the float and then pushed away, leaving Abby to similarly climb down the ladder, but in her case, intentionally making her pussy push out at me teasingly before she settled into her own float. "Well, you got me to go naked. Happy now?" Toto asked her friend.



"For now." Abby grinned back. "You can't tell me you aren't enjoying this."
"Sure I can."
"You can say it, but your body says different. Your nipples are puffed out like someone just stuffed them with cream!" Abby said, making Toto blush brightly.
We only floated for a few minutes before Abby suggested we get some sunblock on before we burn something sensitive, which wouldn't feel very good. Toto and I agreed and I eagerly positioned myself to be the last one out, letting the girls both climb up first, giving me another very good view of their pussies. I climbed out myself last, Abby grinning at me, knowing exactly what I had done and what I was looking at.
"Okay Toto. I dare you to let Allen put sunblock on you and you on him."
"Wait! What?!" she asked quickly.
"You heard me. Let him put sunblock on you and you put it on him."
"No. No, no, no, no, no! Not even! I'm not letting him rub lotion on me."
"Why? Afraid he might touch something? Well, guess what, he will. Everything!"
"Which is why the NO! I don't need him touching me down there."
"Why? Afraid you might get turned on?"
"NO!"
"I think you protest too much. I think you're already turned on and don't want to admit it. In fact, I bet you really want to do a lot more than just let him touch you. I'm willing to bet that you want him to put that sexy dick into your pussy."
"I think you're wrong."
"I'm not. I think if he starts putting it on you that you're going to be creaming all over the place."
"Will not!"
"Prove it. Let him do it. Put sunblock on you... ALL over you!"
"And if he doesn't make me cream all over, as you so delicately put it?"
"Well, then, um, I'll..."
"You'll stand there and make yourself come for the next boat that comes by," Toto said quickly.
Abby looked at her for a second and then nodded. "Alright. If you don't climax while he's putting sunblock on you, then I will. I'll stand here and let a boat of fishermen watch me play with myself. But if you do, you have to return the favor. You have to make him come while you're putting sunblock on him."
"Deal!" Toto said with a smile. "I'm so going to enjoy watching you finger yourself in front of a bunch of guys."
I doubted that it would actually be that much of an imposition, based on what I had seen from her so far. The question was, did I want to watch her do that or did I want to have Toto make me come? Hell, easy question! I started at her shoulders and neck, standing behind her, rubbing the sunblock into her skin. I stood behind her, my hard-on pressed between her butt cheeks while I reached around her and spread cream on her chest, my hands cupping and massaging her breasts. Even once I'd finished with her soft, sexy boobs, I kept one hand rubbing, gently teasing her puffy nipples, while my other spread the cream around her stomach and then down to her mound.
I heard her moan ever so slightly as my fingers dipped between her legs the first time. I was determined to get her to climax, so I squatted down behind her until my dick slipped down between her legs. I straightened up again, my engorged head pressing to her wet pussy lips and then sliding along her slit until my rock-hard shaft pressed against her lips. My fingers never stopped stroking her soft smooth lips, drawing another, deeper moan from her.
I held her against me, starting to rock my hips slightly to slide my dick along her wet pussy while I let one finger dip between her round lips to find and tease her hard clit. "Oh fuck," she whispered as I started to draw little circles across and around her hard nub. I felt her hands find my hips, stroking and rubbing them with her fingertips as she started to rock her hips in time with mine, helping slide her wet pussy along my hard shaft. I felt my head bump my fingers with each stroke we made, my body screaming at me to do more. Rubbing her clit with one finger, I let my other fingers hook under my dick and pull it up against her, spreading her lips with the top of my shaft and grinding it harder into her. I wasn't sure who I was teasing more, Toto or myself, as I stroked my fat head the length of her leaking pussy.
"Oh god," she moaned softly as I worked myself along her slit, spreading her lips and teasing her pubic bone with my head and shaft. With each stroke I squatted down a little, letting my head push up at her, forcing me between her lips for the stroke along her wet lips. Each time I did, she bent over slightly, making my head try to push into her vaginal opening before slipping out and sliding along to finally stick out in front of her.
Each stroke we made seemed to be slightly harder, her body responding to the teasing, both to her nipples and to her pussy. I drove harder toward her as well, making my thighs slap her bare ass, gently at first and then with more force as the two of us lost ourselves in the sensations we were creating. I could feel each impact make her boobs bounce in my hand, my cock threatening to force its way into her with each stroke. She pushed my hand away from her clit and moved hers between her own legs, pulling me up against her, forcing my head to stroke across her clit with each thrust. At the same time, each stroke pressed the underside of my head into her palm, teasing me almost to the point of no return. The more I stroked, the more I started to think that I was going to come before she did. It was as if she were trying to hold herself back as I stroked my cock along her wet lips. I shoved hard, time after time, listening to her moan and looking over at Abby, who was sitting in one of the front fishing chairs, her legs spread, fingering her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Toto screamed as I jammed my cock forward. But instead of sliding along her wet slit, this time her hand forced me up tightly enough to her pussy to force my head into her vaginal opening. I thrust hard, as I had been doing, but this stroke drove my lubricated cock fully up into her pussy. I felt her body squeeze around me, her body conforming to the shape and size of my dick as I held it deep in her for a moment, trying to decide what to do next. My engorged head pressed to the end of her vaginal tunnel, made the decision for me. I pulled back and then jammed myself all the way into her wet depths again.
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck me. I'm so god damn close! Fuck me!" She gasped loudly as I started to thrust into her with abandon, ramming myself into her again and again. Her moans and grunts grew with mine, neither of us being quiet as we rutted, standing where anyone could see us, neither of us seeming to care at that moment. In and out I stroked, Toto gasping and moaning as her pussy squeezed and spasmed around my fat shaft. I could tell she was coming, her pussy leaking juices down both her legs and dripping from my balls onto the deck below us.
I felt myself getting extremely close to my own climax as she cried out and bent forward, her climax intensifying as her whole body shook and trembled. I held her against me, not wanting her to fall to the deck, for long seconds before she moved my hands from her tits. She stepped away from me and turned around to face me. I could see a significant puddle on the deck where she had been standing, and slightly in front of her. She turned to face me and pushed me back, back until I had to sit on the bench seat we were standing in front of. She crawled onto me, facing me, one leg on either side of me. She reached between us and aimed my dick at her pussy and lowered herself down on me, sliding me back into her sopping wet pussy. I could feel her pussy squeeze around me as she began bouncing up and down on me again, stroking herself down my shaft until her ass slapped wetly against my thighs.
I moved my hands to her butt cheeks as she arched her back toward me, stuffing her soft tits in my face. As she lifted and lowered herself to ride up and down my shaft, her clit dragged along my shaft with each stroke, causing more grunts and moans as the sensations renewed the orgasm that had been hitting her so hard. Up and down she pounded herself, her tits bouncing wildly inches from my face. My climax that had been so close when she pulled off of me began to build again as she drove herself down my shaft over and over, gasping and shaking as she did. "OH FUCK! I'M COMING AGAIN!" she cried loudly as her body began to shake even harder, disrupting her rhythm. I felt her pussy gush juices out onto me, almost like she was peeing on me as she held herself still for several seconds. The trembling and shaking seemed to overtake her ability to move. As the trembles eased, she closed her eyes and began to bounce on my shaft again, working her strokes up and down the length of my shaft until only my head remained inside her before she slammed herself down again. This time there was no stopping my release, and with her still pounding down on me, my cock began to spurt and pump shot after shot of cum up into her in time with the spasmodic jerks of my body. She cried out in pleasure as my body jerked over and over again, filling her also spasming pussy with my hot cum. She eased her strokes and slowed herself as my cock began to soften inside her, finally leaving her sitting on me, my soft dick still buried in her as I sat in a puddle of her juices. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck." She panted. "God damn did that feel good."
"Looks like you certainly creamed him to me." Abby giggled. "Fuck girl! When you come, you come!"
"Don't make fun of me," Toto said, looking down at me. "Please? I can't help it that I do that when I come with something inside me."
"I'm not complaining about what you did," I answered, knowing we really shouldn't have done what we did anyway. "I shouldn't have let it get that far."
"I'm kinda glad you did. It's been a long time since I've been able to just let myself go and have a really good orgasm. Even when Abby and I fool around, I always have to hold back."
"You never told me you held back," Abby said from where she was sitting, looking at us, her hand still between her legs.
Toto turned her head to look over at her friend. "I always have to. It's kinda embarrassing if you drown someone in your cum, not to mention how bad it is for the bed. I can usually only let go like that in the shower."
"Hell, honey," Abby said, getting up and stepping next to us. "You could have told me. I mean, we could have found a way to let you have it the way you wanted."
"It's been okay. I just didn't want you to think you had to do something different."
"But if you haven't been getting what you need..."
"I'm alright."
"I'm sure you are. I think we ought to get you two in the water to rinse off, and then finish with the sunblock."
"Yeah. Good idea."
Toto pulled off of me and we both took a quick dip in the lake to rinse off all her juices. The three of us took turns helping each other get fully covered in sunblock before we headed back into the water again. By the time we'd done that, I couldn't help but notice clouds building on the horizon and occasionally blocking the sun we had just spent so much time protecting ourselves from. We floated near the boat, having to paddle periodically to keep ourselves from being blown away by the slowly growing wind. "I think we need to head back in. I think we have a storm coming in."
"Do we have to? I was hoping you and I would be able to play a little before we get out."
"Play a little, as in have sex?"
Abby grinned. "After watching you two fuck like that, I'm pretty turned on. And since you already did the deed, well, what's once more? Right?"
I rolled my eyes. "Doing a wrong thing more than once doesn't make it better."
"But does it make it worse?" Abby asked. "I mean, come on. You know we both want it, right?"
"Wanting to and should do aren't the same thing."
She paddled closer to me and reached into my lap where my dick was once again hard. She grasped my shaft and squeezed it gently. "Just because we shouldn't, doesn't mean we can't, right? I mean, your cock is hard, my pussy is wet and wanting. What can it hurt?"
"Mother nature might have something to say. We better get in the boat."
"Huh?"
"Rain," I said, pointing to the clouds a little west of us. I could see that one large, dark cloud was already dumping rain, and it was moving in our direction. By the time we got into the boat and the floats put away, the first large splattering drops had started to fall. I'd been through enough storms to know that trying to drive in through this kind of a storm was a bad idea. I dug in a compartment and pulled out a large nylon tarp. I opened it and the three of us settled on the bench seat Toto and I had fucked on so recently, and covered ourselves with the green tarp none to soon. I was still tucking the tarp under our legs and feet when the heavy rain started. While the bimini top blocked some of it, it did nothing to block the rain that was driven sideways by the growing wind.
We huddled together under the tarp for almost half an hour before the rain started to slack off. The entire time was spent with Abby playing with my dick and pulling my hand to her pussy or pushing a boob in my face to suck on. I had no doubt that if the tarp was a little bigger, she'd have gotten my hard-on in her pussy, not that she wasn't trying. She managed to get my again engorged head to her opening by lying partly on top of Toto. As the rain slacked off, she pushed the tarp off of us and shifted position to be able to lie on her side in front of me and work my dick into her, both of us now lying with our heads on Toto's lap.
"Now, make me come." Abby groaned as she held one leg in the air, stroking my balls with her fingertips. Hell, she'd gone to all the trouble of getting me in her, was I really going to say no? I started to work my dick in and out, reaching one hand down to her crotch to let my fingers tease her pussy and clit. "oh yeah. That's it. God, you feel so good in me. I wanted you to do this the other night, when we were showering. I wanted you to put it in me so bad."
"God, I wanted to. You had me so turned on." I groaned as I pushed my dick in and out of her. I teased her clit with one finger as I worked my mushroom head deep into her, each long stroke coming a little faster as the effect of a half hour of teasing allowed my impending climax to start building surprisingly quickly. In and out I worked, feeling Abby respond in kind, rocking her hips slightly in time with my thrusts. I felt Toto's hand move and shifted my head, realizing that my head was lying with in inches of where she was now stroking her own pussy as she watched the two of us screwing.
"Oh god, Allen. I'm going to come," Abby whispered as I felt her pussy start to clench around my stroking shaft. Her pussy squeezed and spasmed around me as her breathing grew deeper and more ragged. "OHHHHHH FUCK!" She squealed suddenly, her whole body spasming and shaking as her climax washed over her.
In and out I stroked, turning my head slightly to watch Toto play with her teenage-looking pussy, the scent of her arousal strong as she leaked on the seat. "Oh shit. Gonna come." I groaned as I felt that familiar tingle and urgency grow, my body wanting to push a little harder and a little faster with each stroke. It only took a few more strokes and I was pumping my cum deep in Abby, filling her pussy with my hot cream as my body jerked and spasmed.
"Oh god, yes," Abby whispered. "You can do that any time you want. Damn, it's been a long time since I felt someone pump in me like that."
"I guess I never asked; I just never thought about how you guys would do that."
"Do what?"
"Have sex, other than oral sex."
Abby laughed. "You know, if you want, I can show you later. We have a nice little strap-on dick that lets us fuck each other just like a guy would, but it doesn't give you that final little feeling of cum being pumped into you. You really do need a guy for that part."
"I really don't understand your relationship, I guess."
"It's pretty easy. We're friends and we have benefits. Not that we can't or won't have a nice juicy cock when we can, but we don't need it."
"Personally, I get kind of tired of having to hold back, and most guys make fun of me when I come like that. They just don't understand," Toto said quietly. "Not that I wouldn't mind a relationship with a guy, but I'm not going to hold myself back for the rest of my life."
"I guess I can understand that." I nodded as my head lay on her lap. "I think we should head in before the storm blows up again. Looks like there's more coming."
"Probably a good idea, though I don't particularly want to let this end, especially since I figure that once we get back you're going to go all guilt trip and everything and spoil any more fun we might have."
"There is a good chance of that," I agreed as I coaxed Abby off the seat so I could get up. The girls sat with the tarp wrapped around them, the only thing we wore on the way out, being the towels that were now lying on the deck, completely saturated. I drove the boat back completely naked, the uncomfortably cold rain still falling, chilling me more than I really wanted to admit. In some ways I was glad to get back to the campground, even though it meant an end to being with two very sexy, naked women. I tried to use the soaked towel to cover myself while I anchored the boat, but finally gave up and just did what needed to be done butt naked.
I helped the two of them out of the boat, taking the tarp and rolling it up and stuffing it back into the compartment before I headed up the hill toward my camper. I carried the soaked towel in my hand as I plodded up the slope, noticing that the girls were out of sight, probably already in their little trailer, as I walked past their campsite. If I hadn't been so preoccupied with trying to get one last look at their naked bodies, I might have realized that I wasn't as alone out in the rain as I thought.
"Oh shit." I grunted as I turned my head to look down the road, looking for cars that might run me over, instead finding two middle-aged women in dark green ponchos standing in the road, staring at me. One of them scowled at me, and muttered some comment to her friend, as I tried to sort out the towel enough to cover my half-hard dick. "Sorry," I mumbled as I finally got the towel spread enough try and wrap around me.
"I'm not," the one that wasn't scowling said with a little grin.
"RACHEL!" the scowling woman snapped at her friend.
"What? If he's gonna show it off, why shouldn't I look?"
"Really?" I heard her friend as I started across the road. "I suppose that next you'll be flashing your boobs at him or something."
"If it makes him drop that towel again, maybe I would," her friend answered as I headed toward the trailer as fast as I could walk, feeling my face turn beat red. I walked to the door of my trailer and stopped. I looked back at the two women, both standing in the same place and still staring at me. I don't know what made me do it, maybe it was realizing that for some reason I had a full blown hard-on all of a sudden, or maybe it was some of the naughtiness of Abby rubbing off on me. I looked around and saw no-one else, so I unwrapped the towel from around me as I stood under the trailer's awning. I walked several steps toward them, allowing the trailer to block the view of me from the busier side of the campground, and then wrung the towel out, letting the water squeezed from the towel drizzle down over my hard dick.
I shook the towel out flat again, stepped to the brace that held the awning in place, and hung the towel over it. I walked back to the trailer door, opened it and stepped up the stairs, not quite going inside yet. I looked at the ladies, grabbed my dick and stroked it a few times slowly before letting go of it, giving them a little wave and stepping into the trailer, closing the door behind me.



"Jesus," I whispered to myself as I stood inside the door, my heart pounding in my chest. "I don't believe I just did that. What the hell was I thinking?"
I glanced out the window toward the road and saw the two ladies still standing there, one clearly arguing with the other. The one that had been scowling walked off, leaving the other standing there, looking at the trailer for several seconds before she too turned and walked up the road toward wherever their trailer was. I was still shaking my head at myself as I dried off with a towel in the bathroom and then flopped on the bed, naked, surprised at how hard my dick still was given how many times I'd come in the last two days.
I couldn't help but stroke myself slowly as I lay there, my eyes closed, remembering the looks on the two ladies' faces. My hand gently slid the length of my shaft, my palm rubbing lightly over my engorged head as I remembered the look on the first lady's face, clearly startled, turning quickly to a clearly disapproving scowl. The other, equally surprised, but instead, her surprise turning to a crooked little smile. That smiling face showed even more lustful desire as I stood there, wringing out the towel, her tongue licking her lips lightly as she stood and watched the water running over my rock-hard dick, which was pointed straight at her. I couldn't help but wonder what she'd have done if it wasn't for her disapproving friend. Walked over to me and shown me her tits? Maybe pulled her shorts down to show me her pussy?
I could imagine myself standing there, reaching between her legs and feeling the hot moisture between her lips as she reached for my dick and wrapped her hands around it. My mind pictured her standing there, nothing on but the poncho, her body completely nude under it. I could almost feel her hands stroking me as I let my fingers work between her lips, one finger pushing up into her and then slowly sliding the length of her slit to find her hard clit and tease it.
"Shit." I grunted as my cock erupted, shooting a squirt of cum all the way to my chin in a surprisingly quick climax I barely felt building. Three more times my body jerked and pumped cum onto my stomach before it was just a slow drool leaking onto my body as I lay panting in surprise. "Jesus, Allen! What are you thinking? You don't even know who that was and you're imagining playing with her?"
---o---
It was surprisingly late when I finally woke up, having fallen asleep naked on my bed, the remnants of dried cum on my chest and stomach. I supposed the only reason I woke up was hunger. It was well past dinner time, almost eight o-clock. I washed the cum off my chest and pulled on a pair of running shorts. The pork chops were already sitting in the sink thawed, all they needed was to be grilled. I walked to the door to step out and start the grill and paused. All I had on was a pair of thin, and I do mean thin, nylon running shorts. No shirt, no underwear, nothing but a pair of running shorts that my wife would chastise the hell out of me wearing without something under them. Not that I wouldn't dress like that at home, partly intending to tease my wife into playing around, but she'd never let me wear something like it in public.
I chuckled to myself and walked out to light the grill. It didn't take long and I was back in the trailer getting my cooking stuff together. It was still raining lightly outside, but between the awning that covered a large portion of the length of the trailer, and the smaller overhanging door that was part of the outdoor kitchen built into the side of the trailer, I had plenty of room to work and stay dry. I heard the crunch of footsteps in the gravel behind me, clearly trying to step quietly, presumably to scare me. I continued to stand in front of the small gas grill, watching the pork chops sizzle in the flames, doing my best not to jump when a pair of hands slipped around my waist.
Two soft, delicate, feminine hands to be precise. Both of them slid slowly around until they both pressed against my stomach. The pair of hands moved as a body pressed against me. I could feel a pair of cloth-covered, very hard, nipples, press against my bare back as the hands moved, one up and one down. The right hand of the person behind me slipped up to my chest, gently stroking my right nipple, while the other slipped down, working into the elastic waistband of my shorts and down to my flacid cock.
"I'm surprised you just didn't push the shorts down altogether," I said softly without looking back. "But then if you did, since I'd be practically naked, I'd expect you to be the same way. That shirt would have to be gone." I expected Toto to respond in some way, but the way she did actually surprised me. The hands disappeared from around my body, and in a few moments I felt her tits press against me again, this time bare against my bare back. The hands then returned to my hips, finding the waistband of my shorts and pushing them slowly down. I felt the waistband push down my hips and over my butt cheeks before sliding on their own all the way to my ankles, leaving me damn near naked. The hands moved to my already hardening dick, both hands grasping it and starting to slowly stroke it.
"Mmmmmm. That feels nice. You want me to return the favor honey?" I asked Toto, still not looking back at her, just enjoying her playing with me, even if it was still light enough out to be seen from the road. I guess our earlier sex session had loosened her up a little, because before that I would never have expected her to do anything like this. The only answer I got was a soft kiss on the back of my neck. I lifted my arms and turned in her arms, forcing her to let go of my dick as I turned, her hands moving to my bare butt as I rotated. My body pulled from her soft tits and I felt the shirt or whatever she was wearing slip down her body again.
"HOLY SHIT!" I gasped as I looked at the woman in front of me. I started to step back and felt my bare ass press to the table and feel the heat of the grill, making me jump forward instead so I didn't get my ass burned. The motion forced me against the woman in front of me, my dick pressed against her bare stomach as I struggled to catch my balance. I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed us together as we both shifted our feet to rebalance ourselves. Only then did I ease my grip on her, even if she didn't ease hers on me. She stood in front of me in what looked like a nightshirt, which was still pulled up above one breast, pressed bare against my chest. My hands felt her bare lower back and the curve of her equally bare butt.
"I didn't mean to startle you," the woman from the road said. "I was headed to the showers and saw you out here, and well, I couldn't resist, not after that little show you put on."
"I'm sorry," I mumbled as her hands squeezed and kneaded my butt, clearly not at all interested in letting go. "That was kinda crude of me to do."
"Actually, I found it to be rather titillating," she said back. "Now, you were saying something about returning the favor?"
"I did?"
"Uh huh. While you were enjoying where my hands were. I wouldn't mind going back to that, my hands on you and your hands on something more sensitive than my butt." One of her hands left my rear end and slipped between us, finding my slightly softened dick and wrapping around it.
"I. Um. I'm sorry. I thought you were someone else."
"I'm sure you did. One of the girls from across the road, maybe? I saw you going out earlier, the busty one sitting topless? Not that I blame you; she is pretty good looking."
"Well, um, yeah," I answered, still holding her butt.
"I was walking up to the showers and saw you out here, in just those little shorts, and well, I just had to come take a look."
"Um. I see."
"My sister would die if she knew what I was doing right now, standing here, half naked, playing with your dick, which is very hard by the way. Is that by chance an indication that you're finding me at least somewhat attractive?"
"I. Um. You're not unattractive," I mumbled, not at all sure what to answer to a strange woman with my dick in her hand.
"So, you going to return the favor?" she prodded gently. "I mean, I'm standing here with nothing but this little nightshirt on. You could reach between my legs and there wouldn't be anything to stop you from touching my bare pussy."
"I suppose there wouldn't be," I said, not moving for several seconds until she squeezed my dick a little to encourage me. "That what you want? You want to be naughty?"
"I haven't ever been, and well, after what you did earlier," she whispered.
I moved my hands to her hips and pushed her back before lifting her nightshirt. She hesitated for several seconds and then lifted her hands, letting me pull it up so she was naked. I stepped out of my shorts and then stepped around her to get her little bag of shower stuff, which I assumed included soap. "If you want to be naughty, why don't we just take care of that shower right here."
"Here? Out in the open?"
"Well, if you don't want to-" I said, letting it hang open for a few moments.
"No, I want to, I think."
I turned around and turned off the grill before my pork chops got totally burned and then stepped to the outside shower controls to turn on the water. I adjusted the temperature, spraying my hand with the hose-nozzle-type sprayer and then held my hand out to her.
"You sure about this?"
"I've done it twice now. But, if you don't want to."
She looked down at my rock-hard dick and grinned. "No, I want to."
"So, what's your name?" I asked as I gently sprayed water all over her body.
"Rachel," she answered as I put the sprayer aside and reached for her shower bag that I had set on the table by the grill.
"And who was the disapproving friend earlier?"
"Joanne, my sister," she answered as I pulled out what looked like a travel-sized body wash.
"So, Rachel, you married?" I asked as I squirted some on my hand.
"Not any more," she whispered as I placed both soapy hands on her soft tits, cupping each one and massaging them gently. I felt her hands find my dick and start to play with it while I rubbed my hands around her chest and began working downward. "Oh my," she whispered as I curled my fingers between her legs. "Ohhhhhh my." She moaned softly as I let my middle finger slip between the copious amount of inner labia that protruded from between her soft outer lips. I stroked my finger back and forth across her clit as I let my left hand move back to her breasts. We stood there, her hand stroking my dick, while I teased her clit and squeezed her rock-hard nipples. As she stroked me, I couldn't help but feel her pulling my dick toward her, toward the juncture of her legs as if she wanted me to put it between them but didn't want to actually ask me to. I was so damn turned on at that point that I definitely wasn't thinking as clearly as I should have. My raging hormones were doing the thinking for me.
"I think it's time to do your back," I said, abruptly pulling my hands from her. I grabbed the nozzle and rinsed the soap from her before turning her around to face away from me. "Here. Why don't you lean on this while I do your back?" I said quietly, coaxing her to bend partly over to rest her hands on the small table. I squirted some body wash on her back and then began to rub it around, lathering it up as my hands worked down her back and then down over her butt cheeks. I let one hand slip between her legs and stroke her pussy, running my fingers over and between her wet lips. While she was enjoying that, I squatted down a little bit and grasped my dick with my free hand. I stroked it a few times to coat it with soap, and the shuffled a half step closer to her.
I slipped my hand from between her legs and replaced it with the head of my dick, rubbing it back and forth between her lips. If she realized what I was doing and wanted to object, she could, but she either didn't realize or didn't want me to stop. I felt my head find the entrance to her depths and then straightened my legs, forcing my dick into her wet pussy.
"Ohmygodyes," she moaned as I slipped slowly deeper into her. "Oh god, you feel so fucking big."
"You like?"
"Oh god, yes," she answered as I pulled my dick out of her, letting my head slip all the way out of her. "Oh please, don't stop. Please." She moaned as I gently pushed my head into her again and then fed my length into her. I started to rock my hips, driving my dick in and out of her. I let my hands spread the soap around her back and then moved my hands to her hanging, swinging tits. I grasped both orbs and squeezed them as I started to drive harder into her. In and out I went as it got darker out, the sound of my body slapping her wet bare ass echoing off the side of the trailer. She grunted and began to moan, "Oh god I'm coming," over and over as I drove my dick in and out of her spasming pussy. I kept plunging into her over and over until she reached behind her and grasped my hip. "Stop. Don't pull out, just stop for a minute, please."
"Sure." I panted, stopping my stroking, surprised that I hadn't shot a load into her yet.
"I don't think I can take much more, but I don't want you to stop either."
"So what do you want to do?"
"Do you think you can wash my hair without pulling your cock out of me?"
"Never tried."
"Wanna?"
"Why not?" I agreed. She straightened up, keeping her butt pressed against me so I didn't fall out, as if that was going to happen, as hard as I was at that moment. She reached for the shower hose and then arched her back, pushing her ass at me as she tilted her head back. She carefully wet her head while I held her hips and slowly stroked in and out of her, drawing a moan from her as she set the hose down.
"God, you feel like a fucking log inside me. I hope your wife won't be too upset that I borrowed you this way."
"I don't think I plan on telling her," I mumbled guiltily as she squeezed something from a small bottle into her hand.
"You just keep doing that while I wash my hair," she whispered, rocking her hips slightly in time with my slow stokes.
"Uh-huh," I breathed, letting my hands slide back up from her hips to her tits. I cupped both full mounds and squeezed and played with them while I continued to stroke in and out of her sopping wet pussy. It took several minutes for her to wash her hair, and once she was done and rinsed, she pulled off my dick.
"Come with me."
"Where?" I asked as she pulled me off into the gloom. Because of the clouds darkness was closing in further, no moonlight or starlight seeping through. My eyes had adjusted pretty well to the gloom, allowing me to see her body well enough as she pulled me to the picknic table that was in the site and turned to sit on the end.
She lay back and lifted her legs. "I always wanted to try this, but my husband never had the courage to do it. I'm guessing you do." In answer, I grasped my hard-on and aimed it at her pussy. She lifted and spread her legs for me, letting me step between them and push my engorged head and shaft deep into her. "Ohhhhh yes. That's it. Make me come again if you can. I really want to come around a dick again." I pressed my thumb against her clit and began to rub it in circles as I stroked in and out of her. In only a few moments she was holding onto the table, with her legs resting on my shoulders, trying to lift her butt off the table toward me with each stroke. In and out I plunged, the rain falling on both of us, but neither of us caring.
"Ohhhhh fuck. Here it comes again. Keep going. It's coming. Ohhhhh yes. OHHHHHH YES YES YES!" she cried loudly as her pussy squeezed tightly around me. Her body trembled and shook as she panted for breath and climaxed around my fat shaft. The sudden change in pressure was just enough and my body raced to it's final act in only a few dozen more strokes. "FUCK YES!" she cried into the night as she felt my dick pumping cum into her depths. "OHhhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck." She breathed as I stood there between her legs, my body jerking and spasming as I filled her with cum, or at least my dick tried to, as if there was any left to pump.
"RACHEL! IS THAT YOU?!" I heard from the road, recognizing the voice as Rachel's disapproving sister.
"Oh fuck. Here it comes." Rachel groaned. "What a way to ruin a perfectly good fuck."
"Rachel! How could you? Don't you have any self respect? Having sex with a strange man, and doing it in public? What's gotten into you? And you!" she said as she continued to walk toward us from the road. "I'm sure the rangers will be happy to throw your perverted ass out! Having sex in public! How disgusting."
"Oh for the love of god, Joanne," Rachel said as she pushed me out of her and back so she could get to her feet. "You'll do nothing of the kind. I came over here and seduced him. So you can just shut the hell up for a change."
"You? You seduced him? Come on. I'm supposed to believe that?"
"You better, because I did. I walked right up behind him and wrapped my arms around him and stuffed my hand down his shorts. So yeah, this is my doing. Now, I've had a nice outside shower with Allen, I've had two very nice orgasms, and I've felt a man come in me for the first time in years. Now I think I'll get my clothes and head back to the camper. If you know what's good for you, you'll ask him to help you shower too. If you're lucky he might even fuck you if you ask nice. Lord knows Larry isn't about to."
Rachel walked to where her nightgown lay on the gravel and picked it up. She hung it over her arm and then continued to where her poncho lay on the ground. She slipped her poncho on, walked to the grill table to grab her stuff and turned to look at us. She flipped the poncho apart, letting it hang over her shoulder so I could see her naked body as she stepped back toward us. She stepped right up to me, pressing her bare tits to my chest once again, leaning in to kiss my cheek. Without another word she headed off toward her camper up the road, the poncho still over her shoulder so she was basically walking naked.
"What the hell has gotten into my sister, I don't know. I can tell you this: she's not going to be coming back for any repeat performances."
"That's up to her," I said with a shrug. "But like she said, I didn't start this, she did."
"You could have stopped it."
"Could have. Chose not to. She seemed pretty determined."
"It's a damn good thing we're leaving tomorrow!"
I didn't say that I agreed, though I damn well did. My wife was due back in the next night and sis here looked like she could cause me all kinds of trouble. I walked over and rinsed myself off and then pulled my mostly cold dinner off the grill and headed inside.
I sat and ate, wondering what the hell had gotten into me. I'd never cheated on my wife, not that I hadn't thought about it a few times, but I'd never actually done it, now I'd done it with two women in the same day. I really didn't know what to think, or how I was going to deal with telling my wife. Was I even going to tell her? Could I keep something like this secret from her? I flopped into bed, still naked, wondering what the hell had gotten into me. Worse, the week was far from over. If I'd done this in only a couple days, what would I find myself doing the rest of the week? No, this felt like it could only end badly for me if my wife ever found out about it. We didn't have secrets from each other, but maybe, just maybe, this I would have to keep secret.
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It was a rainy Wednesday morning. The storms of the day before had pushed on, leaving behind a gentle, but annoying rain. The weather report seemed to think it was going to go on most of the day, not that we didn't need it, but it could have picked a better week to do it. I ate a bowl of cereal for breakfast, still naked from the night before. I headed to the bedroom to dress and as I did, I started thinking about the girls and how good it had felt to be out on the lake, naked. I hadn't ever really thought about doing anything like that, other than the few times my wife and I had skinny dipped. It had been years and years, since I was young and crazy, and tried things like naked hiking. Was I too old for that kind of thing? I pulled the shorts off, that I'd just pulled on. My rain suit was still in the cabinet, so I pulled it out and started putting it on, still butt naked.
It felt a little funny wearing just the rain suit and nothing else, but in other ways, it felt good to. My dick was already hard by the time I got the rain suit on and zipped. I pulled on my shoes and hat. then headed down to the boat. Everything was of course, wet, but then it was going to get even more so, as it continued to drizzle. I untied the boat and shoved off.
I didn't run too fast, heading up the lake, the fine rain hitting my face, like little needles. I spent most of my time with my head tilted down, trying to just peek under the brim of my hat. I slowed at the fishing hole I was planning on working, not overly surprised that I saw only one other boat out fishing. It would be a miserable day for bass fishing, but since I was trolling, and had a nice cover to sit under, the rain would be more of an annoyance than anything else. It took a few minutes to get things set up and then I was fishing, dragging two lines behind me, as I started crisscrossing the mud flat I'd identified on the map.
As I fished, I couldn't help but think about the girls, and what we had done. I was kind of surprised at Rachel, a total stranger, coming up and sticking her hand down my pants. I still don't know what got into me after that, standing out there, naked, showering with her, then fucking her to two orgasms? I had to be out of my mind. Part of me felt like a damn teenager, just finding sex for the first time, and letting it overtake me. But then, when I got it for the first time, that's pretty much what had happened then. I hadn't used the best judgment during that time.
I thought about that, as I sat fishing, wearing nothing but a rainsuit, my dick feeling like a telephone pole. The more I thought about it, the more I was tempted to take my rain suit off, or at least partly, and fish naked, like I had the other night. I knew I'd never get another chance after this week, so, if I was going to try it, well, I guess I needed to try it. I took off my rain suit pants and unzipped my rain jacket. I wasn't quite ready to be completely naked. This way I had at least some covering if someone came by. But then, I'd only seen a small handful of boats. I was no sooner bottomless, than I had a fish on! Which required me to stand in the stern of the boat and land it, my hardon waggling out in the open, as I did. I dumped the fish into the live well, reset the lines and went back to fishing. I was surprised when I had another on the line in only a few minutes. Things were looking up!
Within an hour I had almost a dozen, nice sized, crappie in the tank, and really didn't want to stop fishing. As a result, I ignored the clouds that were building darker, and the increase in rain intensity. I was finally forced to put my whole rain suit back on as the gentle rain became a chilly, heavy rain. As the wind picked up, handling the big pontoon boat became almost untenable, at the two miles per hour I trolled at. If it had just been the wind, I'd have just tried to find another spot, but when the first lightning flash hit me like a strobe, I knew I had to find cover. Sitting in a metal boat, in the middle of a lake, in a thunderstorm, is just, well, stupid. I pulled in my lines and fired up the engine. I looked at the GPS map and found a cove just up the lake that would be the right direction to shield me from the wind. I headed that way as fast as I could run in the heavy rain.
I backed off the throttle and eased into the cove, carful to keep the engine speed very low in case I hit one of the many dead trees that still stuck up under the surface in these little coves. It didn't look like I was going to be alone though. There was another boat anchored there. That in itself wasn't much of a surprise, what was, however, was how big it was. It was a day cabin cruiser, maybe twenty-four foot or so, easily as long as my huge pontoon boat. The difference was it was a large V hull cruiser with a small cabin in the bow. I tried to give them some space, but there didn't look like a lot of spots along the shoreline, that were devoid enough of trees, to get the nose all the way to the shore. The aluminum pontoons made a loud crunching noise, as they pushed onto the gravel shoreline.
Even here, next to the shore, the sheer size of the boat made it a great target for lightning, especially with the aluminum frame of the cover erected. I sighed and released the Bimini cover and folded it down to lower the profile as low as I could, and then settled on one of the bench seats to ride out the storm, the rain slashing down on me. I dug out one of the tarps and put it over me to try and block the rain as much as I could, but it wasn't exactly a comfortable way to ride out the storm.
"Hey! You!" I heard, from outside my little tarp covering. I pushed my head out and looked around until I found the source of the voice. "Hey Buddy!" the guy sticking his head out of the other boat called.
"Yeah?"
"You might not want to sit there. All that metal and all."
"Yeah, but it's all I got." I called back.
"We're fiberglass. Insulated. You wanna shelter over here?"
"I wouldn't want to impose." I answered, realizing that I clearly hadn't thought out the ramifications of what I was wearing.
"It isn't safe there. You should come over here." He said again. He didn't look much over forty, quite a bit younger than I was. He might understand, but it would still be embarrassing as hell. "Come on. The weather map says it's going to get worse. We have a cell coming over that has already spawned some tornados, at least, according to the warning map."
"I don't know that I can get to you, not on here. Too many trees."
He chuckled. "No, I figured you'd just walk down the shore and wade out. It's not even waist deep, where the ladder is. Come on. My wife won't let me come back in until I convince you."
"I'll be wet."
"So's the lake." He said as a gust of wind pushed my boat around into a tree that was sticking out of the water a few feet away.
"Alright." I agreed reluctantly. I climbed off the bow, walked the couple dozen yards to the other boat and then waded out to the ladder, still wearing my rain suit. I climbed up the stern ladder and stood on the platform letting the water drain from my rain suit. I looked toward the cabin door, which was only about eight or ten feet from me, and saw two faces looking out, one, the guy that had called to me, and the other, a female face, that was probably the wife.
"Why don't you take your rain suit off before you come in. It's a little cramped in here and we don't want to get everything wet."
"Well, um, that could be a problem." I answered. "Maybe I should just stay out here. It isn't too bad."
"Isn't too bad? It's pouring out there! Just get your rain suit off and get in here!" She said, getting irritated, as another huge gust of wind tried to blow me right off the stern swim platform. "Just get it off and get in here before it gets worse."
"But I'm just wearing..."
"I don't care. Come on. No one is going to judge you on what you're wearing." She snapped with a scowl. "Now hurry up! It's raining into the cabin."
I rolled my eyes and stepped into the passenger cockpit. Standing only two feet from the little door leading down into the cabin space, I pulled off my rain jacket and dropped it onto the deck. I only paused a second as the cold rain beat down on my now bare back and shoulders, before I slipped off my water shoes slid my rain suit pants down and off, leaving me standing completely naked.
"Holy shit." I heard her swear quietly, as she looked out at me, pulling my rainsuit pants off my feet. She was still holding the little cabin door open for me, staring at my naked body, her husband having retreated back into the cabin, to make room for me to climb in, before I'd started undressing. I moved toward the door, then paused, as she stared at me. The pounding rain finally made up my mind for me, and I ducked down into the little cabin, that was little more than a triangle shaped bed with a small area to stand partly upright near the door. The wife was still kneeling on the bed, staring for several seconds before she pushed the door closed behind me, shutting out the rain. "You're, um, naked." She finally mumbled.
"Sorry, long story." I said quietly, looking around the small cabin, to see her husband sitting on the bed behind her, and in the bow, another woman.
"Yeah. Um. Well, I guess you tried to warn me." She answered, still looking at my crotch, which seemed to be, inexplicably, starting to sport a hardening cock, despite my embarrassment. Without taking her eyes off of my dick, she reached out her hand toward me, handing me a small towel. I took the towel and quickly covered my dick with it instead of drying off. "This is my husband, Mark," she said motioning behind her, "and my friend Elizabeth." She added, finally looking up at my face. "And I'm Margaret."
"Her friends call her Maggie, and me Liz." Elizabeth said, moving closer to me in the dim light, holding a hand out. As my eyes adjusted, I realized that the Liz was a, maybe, mid thirty-year old black woman, and Maggie was slightly older, but still a LOT younger than me. The husband, Mark, just sat there staring at me for long seconds as I shook Liz's hand. Liz and Maggie were both wearing long T-shirts, though the one Liz was wearing was much thinner, and from the two prominent bumps, on the front of her clearly large breasts, wasn't hiding a bra. "So, I think I'd like to hear that story," she continued, not letting go of my hand as she moved back, pulling me along so I had to crawl onto the bed. "I mean, it's not every day you find a guy wearing nothing but a rain suit, unless a lot more of you secretly do, in which case, I might have to take up fishing."
I blushed, as I settled on the bed, her hand still pulling me, to get me to slide back farther, toward her, which I couldn't do without moving the towel and using my other hand. But then, that might have been exactly what she wanted. "I, um. No, I don't think they do." I finally managed to say, quietly.
"Too bad. It's not a bad look." She said, with a soft feminine giggle. "So then why are you?"
I wasn't at all sure I could really say what had happened with the girls and skinny dipping and everything, so I quickly invented something hopefully more believable. "It was sort of a dare."
"A dare, hmmm? Now, just who would dare you to fish naked? Maybe a wife?" She asked pointedly. "Or someone you don't want your wife to know about?" I must have looked stunned. "What? You think I don't know that men sometimes have sexy friends, they don't want their wife to know about?"
"I. Um. No. It was just a friend at the campground." I managed to say, feeling like things were definitely going the wrong way.
"I see. A friend. Tell me, are you having sex with this friend?"
"Liz, that's completely inappropriate!" Maggie snapped at her friend.
"Not at all." Liz answered. "I mean, he is naked, and he does have a hardon, so he must be getting turned on by something. I was just trying to find out if it was me, or you."
"Jesus Liz!" Mark said with a scowl, finally managing to say something. "We invited him in because of the storm, and you want to...what? Put the moves on him?"
Liz smiled without taking her eyes off of me. She slipped her hand from mine and reached down for my hardon. She wrapped a hand around it and began to slowly stroke it. "Who says that any more Mark? Put the moves on him? But if you wanna know, I wouldn't mind getting a little attention from him, in exchange for being sheltered from the storm and all."
"You have to forgive Liz." Maggie said quietly, moving toward us on the bed, reaching for her friend's hand. As I watched Liz let go of my dick, for a moment, when it looked like Maggie was going to grab her wrist, and instead Liz grabbed Maggie's wrist and pulled her hand to my hard dick.
"Just because I know what to do with a hard cock." Liz whispered, pressing Maggie's hand to my hard shaft, which she wrapped her hand around, almost reflexively. She seemed to realize, all too quickly, what she had just done, and jerked her hand back, letting Liz return her hand to my shaft. "Too bad, you could have had fun too!"
"Jesus Liz. Last night it was me, now you want, hell, I don't even know what his name is." Mark said, with a scowl.
"I can't help it if Maggie didn't want to share. It could have been fun. Her on your dick, me on your face, or maybe you would have preferred the other way around?"
"LIZ!" Maggie almost shouted.
Liz just smiled, kept looking at me and stroking my cock. "How about it? Wanna see what else I have to offer besides a hand?"
"LIZ!" Maggie shouted again. "Really?!"
Liz let go of my dick and quickly pulled her shirt up and off, revealing a very good-looking body. Her skin was the color of chocolate milk, glistening slightly, in the LED lights that illuminated the small cabin. Her breasts were easily as large as my wife's 38DD's, or maybe even a bit bigger, with large round areola, that looked like they'd been colored onto her with charcoal pencils. In the middle of each large areola was a surprisingly large nipple pushing out at me at least half an inch or more. She shifted herself, twisting her body to move one leg along the hull edge of the bed, the other sticking out toward the gap in the bed where I stepped into the cabin. With her legs spread I could see her almost charcoal black inner lips pushing out between her full round outer lips, little tinges of pink showing from between the flowery black lips. "How about it? Wanna ride out the storm, with a little romp in a cabin?"
"Please, don't mind her. She's just, well..." Maggie started to say.
"Oh Mags, really? You won't share your husband, now a perfectly good cock wanders in and I'm not supposed to play with that either?"
"Of course, I won't share my husband! Whatever made you think I would?"
Liz looked over at her friend. "Oh, I don't know. Maybe because yesterday, he was trying to stick his dick between my legs, while we were swimming."
"MARK!" Maggie exclaimed, twisting to look at her husband.
"What? It was just an accident... While we were swimming."
"Uh huh. An accident, that he had his suit pulled down and pulling me up against him, while you were up in the bushes peeing." Liz said, as she pulled on my dick, trying to coax me closer to her. "Now, how about bringing this a little closer. My cunt has been begging for a cock since yesterday!"
"I really shouldn't," I mumbled, staring at her pussy, her hand rubbing the pre-cum leaking from my head, up and down my shaft.
"Shouldn't doesn't sound like won't. Come on, I've never had a white cock before."
"Won't you get in trouble with your husband?" I asked, noting the ring on her finger.
She laughed. "Not likely. If he was worried about that, he wouldn't be out, fucking his golf buddy's wife, instead of being here." She pulled more insistently. I acquiesced and let her pull me toward her. She lay back on the bed and pulled my dick between her legs until I was crawling over her. She guided me to her pussy and rubbed my head around her wet lips. "You like dares? I dare you to fuck me until I come, twice. Think you can make me come twice? I dare you to try. Just start fucking me and don't stop until you make me come twice." She pulled a little more and coaxed me to push my dick into her, slowly, her pussy expanding around my shaft, as I slowly sunk into her.
"Damn, you're tight!" I grunted, as I pushed myself deeper into her, feeling her vaginal walls squeeze around me.
"Contrary to popular belief, not all black men have big dicks, and apparently, not all white men have skinny dicks." She panted, as I started to stroke in and out of her very wet, very hot, pussy. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck yes! That's it, honey, fuck my hot little cunt! Just drive it into me nice and hard." I started to push into her faster, driving my head all the way to the end of her tight tunnel, making her whole body shake with each impact, her tits rolling on her chest, her rock-hard nipples drawing circles in the air between us. "Yeah. Like that. Ohhhhh, fuck yes. God that feels so fucking good. Shit Mags! You need to get fucked with this cock. Ohhhhh sweet Jesus, you're gonna make me come. Ohhhhh damn. Ohhhhh yes. That's it, honey, do it! Pound me! Make me come around youuuuuuu!" She squealed, as her tight pussy got even tighter.
I could feel her legs tremble as they moved to close around my legs. She used them to pull me to her, almost stopping my strokes, as she pulled us together, her body trembling and shuddering, as she panted and gasped for breath, in the midst of her orgasm. She held me there, only able to move, maybe an inch or two in and out of her, enough to keep my cock hard as hell, but not quite enough to finish the job. "Ohhhhh sweet Jesus! I can't believe you made me come, like, in two seconds. Shit, I haven't ever come that fast! Not, like, ever, ya' know?"
"Uh, no." I panted.
"Well, trust me, I haven't!" She said, as she struggled to catch her own breath. She grinned up at me and then, using her legs around mine to keep me trapped in her, she used her arms to roll us over, leaving my head in the middle of the bed and her almost laying on top of me. She shifted her legs and pulled her knees up to my hips as she lifted herself off of me. She ended up sitting on my pelvis, my hard cock still stuffed in her as she held herself up on her hands, her head almost brushing the low ceiling in the small cabin. "I think, just because you did such a fucking fantastic job, that I won't make you work for the second one. How about we do it together, with me riding you? Just don't come before I do, okay?"
"Sure." I answered, more than ready for her to ride on me and make me come. She began to move her hips, up and down, sliding me in and out of her, still quivering, pussy.
"Somehow, I don't think this is going to take long." She moaned, as she began to slap her full, round, firm, ass down on me. I reached for her hips, and stroked her moving butt cheeks, wanting to watch her incredibly sexy tits swinging in front of me. In and out she made my raging hardon slide, her tight pussy caressing and teasing it in all the right places. I heard a moan and looked to my right and saw Maggie, now naked, on her hands and knees, sucking her husband's cock. I could tell it wasn't nearly as big as I was, but it was damn hard as she pushed her face on and off of it, clearly driving him toward completion.
"Oh shit. Ohhhhh God. I don't know how your wife ever lets you out of her sight. Jesus, you feel so fucking good in me! Never knew a white cock could feel so fucking good. Maggie, you need to ride this. You so need to get this cock in your pussy."
"I don't think that's gonna happen." She answered, pulling her face off her husband's dick, for a moment.
"Tell me you're not gonna do that again, suck him off and then not have a hard dick to fuck."



"He likes getting sucked off."
"Yeah, but fuck. You need to get off too, and I mean by more than just his fingers like last night."
Maggie pulled her face off her husband and looked at Liz in surprise. "You knew we did it?"
"You weren't nearly as quiet as you thought. You might have been out there, but yeah, I fucking heard both of you getting off." Liz said, as she started stroking onto my dick even harder. "Oh honey. Let's make this happen. Your cock is getting me so close, come with me. Come in my hot little cunt with your fat white dick!"
"You just keep that up, and I will." I panted, as she pounded harder on me, pushing that sense of urgency closer and closer. I could feel every ridge and ripple of her tight tunnel with my engorged head, feeling her orgasm start to inch closer, with occasional squeezes of her depths. Her tits swung under her, like pendulums, her rock-hard nipples nearly brushing my face with each stroke. I let go of her ass and slid my hands to her tits, grabbing both of them, squeezing the huge soft orbs, to make her nipples stick out even more. I tilted my head down and sucked one into my mouth, flicking my tongue across it, in little rapid-fire movements that made her gasp, and cry out in pleasure.
"OH FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" she screamed, into the cabin, as her whole body began to tremble and shudder. She stopped bouncing on me, leaving me frustratingly close to my own climax, as she sat astride me, her pussy squeezing me and leaking around me. "Ohhhhh my good lord Jesus!" she moaned, as I continued to suck and lick, first one nipple and then the other. As her trembles slowed and finally faded away, she began to move again, slowly and awkwardly at first, but then with more energy and coordination. "Okay honey. Your turn. God, I want to feel you come. I want to feel that fat cock of yours exploding inside me. Make me feel like a woman. Make me feel you filling me with your seed." She moaned softly, as she bounced on my dick, holding her chest where I could continue to tease and play with her nipples. "Do you like mama's titties? Sucking them and playing with them? I bet you loved to breastfeed, didn't you. I bet you loved your mama's hard nipples." She breathed quietly as she bounced her ass up and down, stroking my growing climax closer and closer.
"Oh fuck. Gonna come." I groaned, as I held both tits, staring at them, as my body tried to lift, in time with her strokes, slapping us both together wetly. "OHHHHHHH DAMN!" I gasped loudly, as my body jerked, jamming my dick deep into her tight pussy, unloading the first gush of cum.
She lowered herself down until her tits were pressed to my face and gently cooed at me. "Oh God, yes. That's it, honey, come in me. Fill me full of your cum. Ohhhhh God, yes. Play with mama's tits and fill me with your cum."
I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around me as she experienced a third, though much less intense climax, in response to feeling me squirting deep in her pussy.
"Oh damn," I panted. As I lay under her, completely out of breath.
"Just between you and me, I hope this storm lasts a LONG time." She breathed, "because I don't want to stop fucking you."
"I'm afraid that you don't have much choice. Not after that one." I panted.
She grinned down at me. "Well, you won't mind if I try to get you up again, do you?"
"Somehow, I don't think you're going to give me a choice, are you?"
"Not a chance in the world," she giggled. "Who knows, maybe Mags wants to help." I looked over at Maggie, having not really paid much attention, and saw her, sitting on the bed with her back to her husband's chest, her legs spread wide while he played with one of her nipples, the fingers of his other hand between her legs. She wasn't a bad looking woman, and I didn't understand why he wouldn't have intercourse with his wife. She clearly wanted it, and it didn't sound like it was because I was here and he was bashful. It sounded to me like this was a normal occurrence.
Liz pulled off of me and slid down my body, until she was lying with her face over my shrinking dick. Looking up my body at my face, she lowered her mouth to my mostly soft cock, and slipped it into her mouth. "Oh damn," I groaned softly, as she sucked and licked it, taking almost the whole thing into her mouth. She slowly pulled off of it, letting her lips stretch my softened dick, sliding over my head and sending little tingles through my body. She wrapped her hand around me and lowered her head further, sucking my balls into her mouth and teasing them with her tongue. She let my sack slip from her mouth and pushed my legs further apart, lowering her face further yet. "OH FUCK!" I grunted, in surprise, as she licked along that spot between my balls and my asshole, and then tried to stick her tongue into me.
"Surprise!" she giggled, squeezing my dick, with her hand, before lowering her face back down. I was glad that I hadn't taken a dump, yet today, as she teased it with tongue, making me feel very self-conscious, but also surprisingly turned on. "Hey Mag, why don't you put your pussy on his face? Mark can't object to that, since he doesn't, right?"
"Oh Liz. I couldn't. Not in front of him." Maggie answered.
"Sure, you can! I bet Mark wouldn't mind, if you were sucking his cock at the same time, right?"
"Oh, I couldn't." Maggie answered, again.
"What? You want him to lick her while she sucks me?" Mark asked, from where he still leaned back against the sloped side of the hull.
"Sure. Not like you're gonna do it."
"She knows I don't do that."
"So, no big deal. Let him do it. She can suck you at the same time."
"I dunno. That seems kinda weird."
"Would you rather I sucked your dick?"
He looked at Liz, and then down to his wife. "I don't think that'd be a good idea."
"What? You were trying to stick it in me yesterday, now you want to be squeamish about me sucking it?"
"I wasn't trying to stick it in you, honest!" He protested. The fact that his face was turning red belied his statement.
"No, then that was just a snake trying to get between my thighs. Come on Mark. I know the score. I know why you don't try to fuck her. I'm not judging you. If it doesn't stay hard, it doesn't stay hard. At least you try to make it good for her. So how about it? You let her sit on his face for a while, and I'll see how long I can keep your dick hard, in my mouth. After yesterday, I bet you'd like to come in my mouth anyway, wouldn't you?"
"I don't know about this." He said, quietly.
Liz moved from between my legs and reached for Maggie's hand. She pulled on it until she rolled toward us, pulling her away from her husband. Liz crawled over and pushed her face in front of his, and then kissed him. "Bet I can make you come." She whispered. "Let me try. Let her try too."
"Alright." He answered, as her hand wrapped around his soft appendage.
Liz turned her head to look at Maggie. "Go on. I'll make it worth his while."
Maggie looked at her husband and Liz and then down to me. She had a look of trepidation on her face, as she began to hesitantly move toward me. She didn't say anything as she crawled over me, her pussy hovering over my face, as hers hovered over my soft dick. She reached down and grasped my dick with one hand, while I used my hands to coax her knees further apart, lowering her pussy toward my face. She had nice firm outer lips, with quite a bit of inner lip protruding, the whole thing, and her mound as well, covered with soft little ringlets of dark blonde hair. I used my fingers to spread her curls, much like I did with my wife, and then reached my tongue out to her soft, flowery inner lips.
"Oh my." She whispered, as I stroked my tongue along the length of her lips, teasing them apart slightly and tasting her soft, almost sweet, juices. I dipped my tongue deeper between her lips, on the next stroke, feeling her close her lips, around my soft dick. The two of us teased each other, my tongue dipping between her soft wet lips and stroking from the entrance to her vaginal depths, all the way to her hard, excited clit, while she licked and sucked on my cock, causing it to slowly harden in her hand and mouth. With her thighs around my head, I couldn't see Liz, but I could hear her loud slurping and Mark's groans of pleasure.
"I thought you couldn't stay hard." I heard Liz tease. "Seems to me it's staying pretty damn hard right now. Maybe you should try to do something with it while it's hard like this."
"Do something? Like fuck you?" He asked, his voice expressing both surprise and also, what? Hope? Desire?
"Well, I was thinking about your wife, but you know, if you wanted to try me, I bet she wouldn't mind trying him out."
"What? Wait? You want me to fuck you, and let him fuck her?" he asked, this time definitely surprised at the suggestion. There was silence, for long seconds before he went on. "Awww Hell. What do you think honey? Should I?"
I chuckled to myself. Typical guy.
"Wait!" Maggie said, pulling her mouth off my dick. "I thought he was just going to, that we were just going to, that...wait!"
"It's alright honey. If you want to, you can." Mark grunted, as the boat rocked slightly, more than the wind and waves were making it move.
"You want me to let him have sex with me?" She asked in surprise. "While you do what? Have sex with Elizabeth? Really? Just because she was able to keep your dick hard?"
"It was just an idea." He said, as I saw Liz crawling closer to me, grinning down at me from where she was on her hands and knees, her ass pointed toward where Mark had been sitting, but was now moving to his knees.
"Ohhhhh yeah. There you go." Liz groaned, as he apparently pushed into her. "Now, let's see what you can do with it."
"What the fuck?" Maggie exclaimed, as her husband apparently started fucking her friend, though I couldn't see it from between Maggie's thighs.
"Go on Mag. You need to feel it." Liz groaned. "I'll keep Mark busy."
"Yeah, I can see that." Maggie said, as she moved off of me, to sit on the bed next to me. I looked at Mark and sure as shit, he was kneeling, partly bent over, behind Liz, his head bumping the ceiling as he started pumping his cock in and out of her black pussy.
"This what you wanted yesterday? To fuck my hot little cunt?" Liz moaned. "I should have let you, right out there in the lake. Just let you stick it right into me."
"I don't believe this." Maggie whispered, staring at her husband, fucking her friend. She shook her head and then looked down at me. "Fine, that's what he wants to do." She moved over me again, this time with her face over mine. I felt her reach for my dick and grasp it as she shifted her weight, pushing her ass back down toward my pelvis, her hand aiming my fat head at her pussy. I felt the hot, wet heat of her juices, as she rubbed my head along her slit, finding that perfect spot to nestle me into. She pushed back against me, biting her lower lips slightly as my fat head tried to expand her. Slowly, I felt the pressure change, and then my head slid into her hot, wet confines.
She held herself above me, on her hands and knees, then began to rock herself back and forth, only a little bit at first, working my dick in and out of her, only a couple of very short inches. But as my dick became lubricated and her vagina became used to the fat intruder, her strokes grew longer and harder. She was soon rocking herself on and off my full length, driving me deep into her with each stroke, her smaller, but damn sexy, tits hung down between us, swinging like two little pendulums. I reached up and captured both tits, gripping them and rubbing my thumbs back and forth across each hard nub. She moaned loudly, as the sensations began to have their impact.
"Oh my," she whispered, as she rocked on and off my shaft, driving herself toward the climax I'd started building with my tongue. Her wet depths, not as tight as Liz, but still quite snug, around me, stroked along my shaft in all the right ways, my mushroom head teasing her closer and closer to climax. "I'm think I'm going to come," she panted. "I think I'm going to come!"
"That's it, Mags, do it! Come around that cock!" Liz coaxed, breathlessly. "Help her come. Do what you did for me. Make her come hard."
I knew what she meant. I moved my hands to her back and pulled her lower, inching her sexy boobs closer to my face until I could reach up and suck one into my mouth.
"OH LORD!" She squealed, as she felt me suck her nipple into my mouth. Her hips drove harder, as I sucked one and then the other nipple, plunging herself down my shaft, over and over. "OHHHHHHHH!" She cried, as she slammed herself down on me, her stomach tensing and her pussy spasming around me, as her orgasm washed over her. She shuddered and groaned deeply, as her climax spread through her body. I released her nipple from my mouth and reached for her hips. I was close, ever so close and I didn't want to wait. I pulled her toward me, levering her off my lap enough to be able to lift my hips. I started driving my cock up into her, plunging it into her spasming pussy, each stroke smashing the base of my cock against her clit. "OH SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!" She cried, as I drove her orgasm even higher, my own only moments away.
"Uhhhhhh." I grunted quietly, as my body jerked, and began to pump my load deep into her pussy. Over and over my body spasmed, feeling like I was putting a gallon of cum into her, even though I knew it couldn't actually be all that much, not with the number of times I'd come in the last few days. I let her slide down onto me, my surging cock still twitching inside her pussy, her tits smashed to my chest.
She lowered her face to mine and kissed me, not softly, but hot and aggressive, her body still reveling in the sensations of her climax. Slowly her kisses softened, until she was gently kissing my lips and cheeks as she lay on me. She began to whisper, softly, "Thank you, thank you, thank you." As if I had done something special, that deserved such thanks. Her kisses softened more and she was soon laying on me, her face next to mine, her cheek pressed to mine, as my dick softened in her. She seemed in no hurry to get off me, in fact, I could feel wetness on my cheek from hers, and realized that she was silently crying.
I wrapped my arms around her and held her to me, not pushing her away as we listened to her husband's last few grunts, before he too, climaxed inside Liz. I didn't know if her tears were for what had happened, or for what she felt with me, that she couldn't with her husband, or if it were the fact that he had managed to keep it hard long enough to fuck her friend, but not her. Whichever, I was sure the couple was in for some rough days.
Liz rolled over onto her back as Mark pulled his now soft dick from her. She lifted and spread her legs and began to frantically stroke her own clit, apparently having not climaxed herself yet. She closed her eyes and moaned, as she teased herself quickly to a small, and hopefully, satisfying climax.
"I'm sorry," Maggie whispered, without moving her face from next to mine. "I'm sure that isn't how you planned on finishing things with me."
"It's okay." I whispered back, just loud enough for her to hear.
"No, it probably isn't." She whispered.
"I'm sure you can work through this." I whispered back. "It's not the end of the world."
She lifted her head to look at me and then slowly shook her head. "No. I don't think you understand. I wasn't planning on anything like this happening. Mark and I. We don't...I don't have any need for birth control."
I looked back at her, for long seconds. "Are you telling me..."
"You wouldn't know. Couldn't know. Liz wouldn't know. But; it's been two weeks, if you know what I mean. I'm always really easy to turn me on, about that time. Easy enough for Mark to get me to play out on the deck last night. Enough to do what we just did."
"Oh shit," I swore quietly.
"No. It's okay. If it is. If you did. I mean, It's okay. I'm a little old for one, but I wouldn't say no if it did."
"And him?"
"We'll deal with it." She whispered.
"What are you two over there whispering about?" Mark asked, from where he was laying against the hull, breathing heavily.
"Nothing in particular. Just about how good it felt to do it like that again." Maggie answered. "And if he wanted to do it again."
"You want to fuck him again?" He asked.
"You want to fuck her again?" she asked, looking at her husband. "Yeah, I thought so."
"I should go." I said, not sure I wanted to intentionally become a father for a kid I'd never see.
"Still raining out there. I'm sure there's time, if you'll let me."
"Oh hell," I groaned.
---o---
It was lunch time before the rain slacked off enough for me to head home. Maggie managed to get me up and firing twice more, once with me on top of her, while Liz ground herself on his half hard dick, and a second time with her on her hands and knees, with her husband's dick in her mouth at the same time, while Liz sat a few feet away, her legs spread, so I could watch her finger herself to another climax. After I rested just long enough, in her opinion, Liz was back on top of me, teasing me and getting me hard again.
The rain had slacked off for a few minutes, and Liz drew me out into the light rain, and had me fucking her from behind as we stood in the rain. She coaxed me to tease her nipples in just the right way, and tease her clit at the same time, in also just the right way, and then to stick my dick into her and move it in just the right way to press in just the right spot. I thought I knew quite a bit about sex, but what happened with her tutoring was something completely new to me. I stroked my shaft in and out a few inches, driving my head hard against the front of her vagina, my finger teasing her clit in small, short strokes. She begged me to start to pinch and twist her nipples, one and then the other as her climax approached. "FUCK YES!" she screamed into the falling rain as her body tensed and her pussy spewed a powerful stream of juice out like pee. Half a dozen times her body tensed and shot her juices out in an orgasm that was more powerful than I'd ever experienced.
"Oh fuck yes. That was perfect." She panted as she pulled off of my still rock hard cock. "I haven't had a chance to come like that in a long time."
"I don't think I've ever seen anyone come that hard."
"That's because you were hitting all the right spots at the same time. You can do it with your fingers and tongue, if you're good, but I like it this way better. A hard cock is always more fun to climax on. Now, how about you give Maggie that last shot?"
She pulled me into the cabin again and I was soon laying on the bed with Maggie riding wildly on top of me, Liz keeping Mark busy by trying to get his dick hard again with her talented mouth. The two of us came to a final, mutual climax, that put another load into her hot pussy.
I was pretty much done, and Maggie and Liz lay cuddled against me while Mark stroked his hands up and down Liz's body, clearly wishing he could get his tool hard again. We lay like that for almost another hour before they agreed the storm had passed enough for me to go.
Maggie and Liz came out of the cabin, still naked of course, and walked me to the boarding ladder, my shoes back on and my rain gear under my arm. Both of them took time to tease my dick, Liz wanting to come spend more of the day with me, while Maggie just whispered a final, "Trust me. If it did, it's okay."
I waded to the shore and walked to my boat. I pulled on my rain suit, untied my boat and headed back to the campground, feeling quite guilty, not only for what I just did, as far as cheating on my wife, but also for what else might have happened. It was a sobering thought, that not all women that age, were on preventive controls. It just never occurred to me. It made me wonder about Rachel, and even Abby and Toto. I moored the boat and headed up to the trailer, intentionally not stopping at Abby's trailer. I stopped outside the trailer, the rain still sprinkling much like it had earlier. I was under the awning, so I wouldn't get wet. I thought about taking my rain suit off outside, standing there naked, and then decided it was the cause of my problems, and headed inside.



I took off my rain suit and hung it in the bathroom over the tub, like a normal person would. I got out a pair of shorts and then made myself a sandwich. I ate it slowly, pondering just what had all happened in the last few days. Had I lost my mind? Temporary insanity. That's what it was. Time to grow up and act my age, not behave like a wild adolescent. I still couldn't tell my wife about what happened, ESPECIALLY not after this morning! I'm quite sure that if she found out, I might have knocked up some strange woman; whose first name was all I knew about her, well, it'd be divorce city!
After lunch I got my kindle out to read and settled outside. It was cool enough with the rain still falling intermittently, that it was comfortable, so I settled under the awning for the afternoon.
"Hey stranger!" I heard Abby call as she walked up to the camper. She had on a long lime green tank top that was long enough to be a dress. Well, maybe it was a dress intended to look like a shirt?
"Hey!"
"Missed you this morning."
"Yeah. Went out fishing."
"Do any good?"
"Some."
"You didn't stop by."
"Nope."
"So, wanna just throw down and fuck right here?"
"HUH!?"
"Gotcha. Wanted to see if you were paying any attention to me at all."
"Oh. No, I was." I answered, looking at her now, instead of my kindle.
She walked to one of my camp chairs and pulled it over and sat down. "Okay. I haven't known you for all that long, but I've known enough men, to know when something is bothering them. So, spill, what is it? Not enough sex? Too much sex? Rather have Toto fucking you than me?"
"No. It's not that. I mean, it isn't you, exactly. It's...Oh, hell."
"Oh boy. This is gonna be fun. Talk to me Allen. What's going on in there?"
I put my kindle down and took a deep breath. "Okay, but look. You gotta promise, nothing we've done or said is getting back to my wife. Right?"
"Uhhhh, right. Not a word! Right!" she said, looking at me a little bit funny.
"I went fishing this morning."
"Okay, nothing odd about that."
"I wore my rain suit."
"Again, nothing odd about that."
"Nooooo. I wore JUST my rain suit."
She paused a moment and raised her eyebrows. "Just your rain suit. I think I'm rubbing off on you."
"More than you know."
"So, did you have fun, wearing just your rain suit?"
"That storm came up so I put into a cove to ride it out. There was another boat there."
"Okay. And you what? Flashed them or something?"
"Not exactly." I took another deep breath. "It was lightning, not the safest place to be, on a metal boat, right? So, this other boat, it was a day cruiser..."
"You mean like a little cabin cruiser?"
"Well, not exactly. More like...well, yeah, I suppose that works. Anyway, it has a small cabin. Not big. Mostly bed."
"Ohhhhhh. Now it is getting interesting. Were there women there?"
"Yeah, there were. A guy and his wife and her friend."
"Okay, this IS getting interesting. So, they invited you over."
"Uh huh. And all I was wearing was my rain suit."
"And that was a problem because?"
"I had to take it off?"
She laughed softly. "And of course, you were naked. That had to be embarrassing, for you."
"It was. Right up until the couple's friend, a very good looking, younger, black woman; decided that since I was naked, I was fair game for, well, games."
"She wanted to fuck. So, did you?"
"After a fashion, yeah."
"And that was a problem?"
"No, she wasn't. The wife, that was the problem. I guess her husband had secretly been trying to play with the wife's friend, and that came out into the open, which made me uncomfortable as hell."
"But not enough to leave?"
"No. it got worse. The friend, coaxed the wife to have sex with me, while she let the husband, who apparently has had some plumbing issues, to try and fuck her, while he gave his wife a chance to do me."
"Sounds like it was fun. Fucked both of them I take it?"
I sighed again. She thought this was funny. "I did. Then I learned something I hadn't thought of. The wife? Since her husband couldn't get it up long enough to do the full job, well, she wasn't on any kind of birth control."
Abby lifted her eyebrows and looked at me. "And you unloaded in her?"
"Multiple times."
"So, you think you might have made 'mini-Allens'?"
"There's that possibility. It got me to thinking about you, and Toto, and even Rachel."
"Rachel? The woman from the road?"
"Yeah."
"Well, for me and Toto, no worries. We're covered, even if your pecker isn't. No idea about Rachel, but she started it, so she probably was covered in some way. Look, if you're gonna play stud, you gotta expect this. Just because you do the deed, does not mean that you have complete responsibility. If a woman does it, it's up to her to be covered; or if not, use one of the morning-after pills or something. I get the feeling that you were having a lot of fun being naked, playing around with the two of us. You gonna give that all up because all of a sudden you're worried you might get someone pregnant? That's what you're trying to do here? Turn back into mister goody two shoes?"
"Sorta kinda."
She laughed again. "You really are a boy scout, like your wife said."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Allen. Honey. Why do you suppose I seduced you?"
"I dunno. Because you wanted to have sex with me?"
"No fucking shit! I'm damn attracted to you, for an older guy. You're cute, funny, not in bad shape. But more importantly, you're kind, and gentle and playful. I can see why your wife likes being with you. But if you're gonna go open, you need to get over being a boy scout."
"Go open? What does that mean?"
"Open? Open relationship? That's what she said you two were going to try."
"I'm lost. What are you talking about?"
"Your wife. Sunday? She said you two had decided you wanted to try an open relationship, but you were kinda shy about the idea and that I might have to seduce you a bit. She was right about that, just like she was right, that the two of us were attracted to each other. She saw us checking each other out and figured I might be a good first fuck. My words, not hers."
I sat and stared at her. "MY wife? Told you to seduce me for sex? Because we were going to try an open relationship, as in having sex with multiple partners? Hell no, we didn't discuss that! Not ever!"
She looked at me, as much surprised as I was. "You and she hadn't discussed any of this?"
"Not unless I was asleep."
"Then what was she asking me to do, if not to have sex with you. Why would she do that?"
"I have no idea." I answered, quietly. "She's always been very possessive. If I even looked at another woman with anything like interest, she was on me. No, this makes no sense to me at all."
"So, about us, Toto and me? You want us to back off?"
"I'm not sure what I want. Hell, I've been having a hell of a lot of fun pushing my boundaries. Showering out here naked, having sex with you, and others. If this kind of thing was her plan, then I don't mind keeping going. But if this was a setup, a test, to see if I'd stay true to her, then I failed miserably and she'll know when she gets back. I honestly don't know what to think."
"Well, you figure out what you want to do, you know where to find us." She said, as she got up from the chair. "And just between the two of us, you're the best fuck Toto has had in a long time. I'd hate to think it was going to be a one and done. I was hoping you two, and, well, me too, would get a few more trips down ecstasy lane."
I watched her walk back to her site, her butt swinging sexily through the light rain. I sat for a long time, pondering what was going on. It was way too soon, to talk to her, she'd still be at work. I still had fish to clean, so I got my rain suit out and went about that task. It took about an hour before I had all the fish cleaned, packed and everything cleaned up. It wasn't quite time for dinner yet, so I walked over to Abby's camp site. They were, once again, not sitting out, presumably because of the rain. I knocked on the little door to the trailer, and, a few moments later, Abby pushed it open. She was laying naked on the bed, that did actually take up almost the whole trailer. Also naked was Toto, on her hands and knees over Abby, her ass pushed out toward me with her head between Abby's legs.
"You here to have fun? Or just sight-seeing?" Abby asked, breathlessly. Without waiting for a response, she reached out of the little doorway and grasped my rain pants. She pulled down, until they slid down, and then she pulled my shorts down, exposing my dick. I was surprised how quickly I was getting a hardon, my dick hardening in her hand as she pulled and tugged it.
Using it as a handle, she pulled me closer and closer to the door. I couldn't get in this way, but she pulled me until I was up against the side of the trailer, my dick sticking into the small unit. I felt something warm and wet, and it didn't take a rocket scientist to realize that she had coaxed Toto back toward me. I groaned softly as my dick pushed into her hot wet pussy, her already excited depths wet and ready. My body knew what to do, and in moments I was rocking my hips, thrusting myself toward the trailer, and at the same time, toward Toto's ass and pussy. In and out I thrust, listening to Toto moan and gasp, inside the trailer, as I fucked her through the door.
I stood there, pumping my hips, to fuck my cock in and out of the hot pussy I was sunk in, watching a thirty-year, oldish couple, walk down the road on the other side of the trailer. I stood there, my head visible over the top of the trailer, watching them watch me. I wondered if they realized what I was doing, if they knew I was fucking right in front of them. In and out I thrust, thinking about it, knowing now that she knew, the young woman on the road. She put it together, watching me, her lips separating slightly as she licked her tongue across them. Yes, she was telling me she knew exactly, what I was doing.
Her shirt was already damp from the rain and clinging to her body. I could tell she didn't have a bra on, her nipples hardening, as she watched me, while she walked. She slowed her pace, the guy with her, not paying as much attention, stepping further away as she paused for a moment. She turned to face me, a slight smile reaching her lips. Yes, she knew. She also read in my face what was about to happen. She made a jacking off motion with her hand, and blew me a kiss as my body jerked hard. I felt my cum, lance out, into Toto's pussy as my body spasmed. I knew Toto had long since started to climax, Abby having already coaxed her close before I even showed up. I stood there, emptying my load into Toto, as the woman on the road, smile still on her lips, turned to follow the guy she was with. She looked back twice, almost as if trying to say she'd be back.
---o---
Dinner was done, and I waited until I was sure she'd be done too. If this had been a test, I didn't want her to think I failed, or that I knew it was a test. If it wasn't a test, I wanted to know. But how to ask without letting her know? I settled into my chair, under the awning, and dialed my wife.
"Hey lover! How was your day?" I asked, cheerfully, when she answered.
"Busy but otherwise alright. How about you? I've been watching the weather. Did you get hit by that storm?"
"I did. I was out fishing when it hit. I had to shelter in a cove and ride it out."
"Ouch. Not fun. Pretty dangerous with all that lightning. Did you have to shelter on shore?"
"Actually, there was a small cabin cruiser in the same cove. A fiberglass hull. They invited me over to shelter the storm with them."
"Oh. Nice people?"
"Yeah. A couple and their friend. The four of us just hung out while the storm passed."
"Sounds kinda boring. What did you do, hanging out?"
"Not much. Chatted, talked about life. That kind of thing. It was kinda close quarters, but it was better than being a lightning rod."
"Does sound boring. Was the fishing any good?
"Yeah. Got a dozen nice crappie."
"Cool. That always makes the trip better. Did you see the girls across the road today?"
Okay. Clue one. She brought them up. "Yeah. Just for a few minutes."
"You take them out fishing?"
"Took Abby once the other day. Not today. Way too wet today. Rained all day."
"Well, maybe the weather will be better tomorrow. Gonna try to take her again?"
"Haven't decided."
"She not interesting?"
"In what way?"
"Oh, I don't know. You seemed to be pretty interested in her when I was there."
"I wouldn't say interested. She's nice looking and wears that tiny bikini. Any guy would look at that."
"Did she wear that when you went fishing?"
"Actually, yeah. She did."
"Bet that was fun to look at."
"It was a nice distraction. Wouldn't mind seeing you in that suit."
"Oh?"
"Yep. You could wear that. Well, most of the time. I'd probably try to take it off of you."
"Oh? I'm sure you would. No, I don't think I'd be comfortable wearing something that little, and yes, you would definitely try to take it off of me, or at least part of it. I know how you love looking at my boobs. Hers really show in that too. Were you tempted to try and take it off of her?"
"Why would I do that?"
"Just for fun?"
"Honey, if I tried to do that, you'd shoot my dick off." I chuckled. "Or don't you remember saying that all those years ago?"
"I might have said that. But would I? Maybe. Maybe not." She said with a verbal shrug.
"I'd rather not take the chance. I like my hardware just the way it is."
"You don't think I'd actually do that, do you?"
"Maybe not physically, but figuratively. I pretty much figure, that if I started dipping my stick in someone else's honey pot, it'd never see yours again."
"Hmmmmm. I guess I can see where you might conclude that."
"Not something I want to test, thank you very much."
"So, what are you going to do tomorrow?"
"Fish, swim, fish, pretty much it."
"Going swimming, when it gets hot?"
"Yeah."
"Bet you go to that little cove we swim in, the one where you're always trying to get my suit off."
"Yeah, probably will. It's nicer than swimming in the back of this cove. Pretty muddy bottom right here."
"I've often wondered. When it's just you. Do you? Go without your suit I mean? I know that you're always trying to get mine off, but when it's just you, do you?"
I paused a few moments. I knew what she was asking, but not why. "Sometimes." I finally admitted.
"Ever get caught like we did this weekend? Have to flash some sexy woman while you were getting into the boat?"
"Once or twice." I admitted.
"Bet they liked that, huh?"
"Dunno, never stuck around long enough to find out."
"What about Abby? Would you, with her that is?"
"Would I what with her?" I asked, innocently.
"You know, take your suit off and skinny dip?"
"I couldn't do that here at the campground. Too many people. Besides, it wouldn't be appropriate. At least not without you there."
"Why not, unless I was there?"
I paused for a moment. "You really think I should be skinny dipping, with another woman, with you not there?"
"Well, would you, if I was there?"
"I might."
"So, it's just that you wouldn't want to do it behind my back?"
"Would you do something like that, behind my back?" I asked quickly.
She paused for long seconds. "Do you think I would?" She asked back. It was an evasive answer that set off all kinds of alarm bells in my head.
"Actually, I trust you implicitly. No, I don't think you'd ever do anything like that, behind my back. Skinny dipping with another guy or even flashing your boobs or anything. That's just not you. It's been a long time, since you even allowed me to go as far as I did, this last weekend. So no, I don't think you would."
"Good. That's good. We should trust each other." She said, her voice sounding a little off all of a sudden. "Well, if you want to, I mean, if you want to go take them to that swimming hole, you can. They'd probably appreciate swimming where it's nicer than the cove at the campground. And if you did, go swimming there, and your suit just sorta happened to slip down, well, you're not doing it behind my back, are you?"
"Are you suggesting, that I go skinny dipping with Abby?" I asked bluntly, almost shocked at her statement.
"Well, let's see. If you were naked, you'd be skinny-dipping, and if you were with her, then I guess, yeah, you'd be skinny-dipping with her. Why?"
"I don't get it. I mean, you want me to flash her?"
"Allen. Let's be honest. After this weekend, it was pretty clear that you wanted to be a little more, um, exposed than I feel comfortable with. It's just a little flashing, right? I mean, it's not like you're gonna have sex or anything. I'm not comfortable doing that, being that exposed. If those boats had come while I was naked, I'd have been, well, it wouldn't have ended well. You, on the other hand, seem sorta interested in flashing yourself. So, if you wanna flash the girls, this is the time to do it, when I'm not there, to get all nervous and try and stop you."
"You're sure."
"Of course. I trust you. Are you going to get turned on and get a hardon? I'd be damn surprised if you didn't. Especially if she was naked too. If you're gonna show it off, you might as well give her a full view."
"And if she wants to touch it or something?"
The second long silence before her answer left me even more confused. "If she does, she does. I trust you not to let things get too out of hand." There was no doubt in my mind, now, that she intended for me not only to get naked with Abby, but to let Abby touch or even more. I didn't understand why, but at least I had a better idea of the boundaries of whatever this stupid test was, convinced now that it was just that, a test. A test, to see just how far I'd let things go.
"I see." I answered, quietly.
"And if she touches you, I couldn't blame you for touching back, now, could I?"
"No, I suppose you couldn't."
"Good. We understand each other then."
"No, I don't understand at all."
"Well, think about it. I'm sure you will. I'll be back in two more days, and you can have all the sex you want." Ding ding ding ding. Red flags raised in my brain at that. She has NEVER said I can have all the sex I want. Sex with her has been once, and on rare occasions, twice in one day, and that would be it for week or more. The most we'd ever done it, was on a cruise some years ago, when we had sex almost every day for a whole week.
"I might hold you to that."
"I'm sure you'll be more than ready for some sex, unless you find some other way to get a little relief."
"Some other way?"
She chuckled a little. "Honey, you think I don't know, that you jack off in the shower, sometimes?"
"Well, um."
"I know, I just don't let you know that I know. No, if you need to relieve yourself, well, do it. Who's going to care? Who knows, maybe if you're skinny dipping with Abby, she'll do what I did for you."
"And you'd be alright with that?"
"What can it hurt?" She said with a verbal shrug.
"Sometimes I don't understand you," I mumbled.
"Men aren't supposed to understand women. We like it that way, most of the time anyway. I better get moving. I have some laundry to do. Have fun and I'll see you in two days."
"Sure thing, lover."
"And honey?"
"Yeah?"
"You know I love you, right?"
"Of course, I do." I said, trying not to sound surprised. She never asks that question. Why now? Why after this conversation? It was almost as if she felt, what? Guilty about something? Maybe suggesting that I do this with Abby? I mean she just told me pretty much to go swimming naked, with Abby, and let her play with my dick until she makes me come, and then return the favor. That's what it all adds up to. Does she WANT me to lose control and have sex with her? It's almost like she does, but why would she? It didn't make sense to me. My mind was swirling so badly, that I almost didn't get to say goodbye, before she abruptly hung up. I sat and stared at the fire for almost an hour, before I decided to call it a night.



Like I had done the night before, I showered outside the trailer, naked, only this time, alone. I stood naked, lathering myself up and stroking my hard cock for long seconds, before rinsing off and heading in to go to bed.
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I got up early on Thursday morning to go fishing, but it was so foggy out, that I decided to wait. The fog was so heavy that I couldn't even see my boat down at the water, and could barely see the girls' trailer, across the road, as I stood outside frying bacon on the Blackstone griddle. As early as it was and as foggy as it was, I was a little surprised that I wasn't the only one up and moving. As I cooked, I saw two young ladies walk past. One looked sort of like the young lady that had watched me the day before, but I wasn't sure, and they were walking away, towards the bathroom and shower house anyway.
I had breakfast almost done, when the two young ladies came back, slowly appearing out of the fog as they walked along the road. As they got a bit closer, I could tell they were both young, maybe middle twenties or a tad more, one blonde, the other a very dark-skinned black girl. Both of them wore sandals, of some sort, and thigh length t-shirts, the black girl wearing a light gray and the blonde a pink. Both could easily have been night shirts, as much as t-shirts. As they walked, they giggled at each other and I could tell that the black girl was teasing the blonde about something; though the fog dampened the sound enough, I couldn't make out what was being said.
I returned my focus to my breakfast, as they walked past, turning the bacon one more time, before it was going to be done.
"Good morning." I heard a soft, young, female voice say from behind me, startling the shit out of me. I jumped so hard, that I bumped the folding camp table, hard enough to tip it over, sending my portable Blackstone, my breakfast and the table dumping on the grass.
"SHIT!" I gasped, trying to both put my heart back in my chest and try and grab at the hot griddle at the same time. I stopped myself just in time, just before I grabbed hot steel and burned the shit out of myself. "Jesus Christ!" I swore, reaching for the propane tank and quickly turning off the gas, knowing that the whole mess was going to lay there until it cooled. I turned around to look at the blonde that had walked by a few minutes before, standing with both hands over her mouth, her black friend standing some distance behind her, trying not to laugh.
"Oh God, I'm soooooo sorry. I didn't mean to startle you like that. Here, let me help you." She said as she started to move toward the mess laying in the grass.
I reached out and blocked her from stepping toward it, my arm wrapping around her chest as I did. "NO! No. It's hot. You'll burn yourself. Just, just let it be. It'll cool off and then I can pick it up."
"Oh my God Trish! You sooooo fucking scared the shit out of him!" The black girl laughed.
The blonde girl tried to turn quickly to face her friend, twisting toward me in the process. I was still trying to hold her back from moving toward the hot metal, as she turned, my arm, accidently pulled her toward me, until we bumped chest to chest. The sudden push of her body against mine, shifted my balance awkwardly, sending both of us to the ground, me on my butt and then back, and her landing hard on top of me.
"Ohuffff!" I grunted, as I hit the ground, and then again, "UHHHFFF!" As she landed on top of me, her pelvis smashing against mine as she landed between my legs, her firm breasts smashing against my chest, as she fell the rest of the way onto me. "Ohhhhhhhhhh." I groaned softly, my arms instinctively wrapping around her, and then as the gravel dug into my bare back. "Ohhhhhh shit." I groaned again at the sudden pain.
"Ohhhhh fuck. I'm so sorry!" She said breathlessly, the impact having knocked the wind out of her. She pushed against my chest to try and push herself up, jamming my back into the rough gravel even more.
"OWWWWW!" I gasped, as the stones poked into my back, trying unsuccessfully to roll away from the pain.
"OHHHH! I'm SO sorry!" She gasped again, moving her hands to fall back onto me, apparently thinking that her hands on my chest were causing my pain. Her body fell back down on me, her firm breasts again bouncing down against to my chest, driving my back again into the gravel.
"My back." I groaned softly, as her friend stepped closer, to help Trish up off of me.
"Easy," the black girl coaxed, pulling Trish off of me first and then the two of them reaching down to help me get up. "Oh damn! Look at his back." She said softly, trying to brush off the gravel, her hand coming back with streaks of blood on it.
"Oh no, I'm so sorry!" Trish said, almost looking like she was going to cry. "I didn't mean it, honest."
"It's okay. Accidents happen." I said breathlessly, trying hard not to look as hurt as I felt.
"Come over here." The black girl coaxed, pulling my arm toward the picnic table. She guided me to the end of the table and I sat on the top. "We better help him clean this up." She said to Trish. She shifted her attention to me. "Do you have a first aid kit?"
"Back seat of the pickup," I groaned.
"Let me go get that. Trish, why don't you get some soap and water."
"Sure." Trish answered quickly.
"Be careful of the griddle, it's still hot!" I breathed.
"I will." She said as she scurried toward the outdoor kitchen. The black girl walked to the unlocked truck and dug around the back seat until she found the small first aid pack I always carried. She came back almost the same time as Trish returned with a wet towel, she was rubbing dish soap into.
"This is gonna hurt some." The black girl said, as she began to gently wash my back, the white towel getting more pink on it than I was expecting. "We're so sorry. We didn't mean for any of this to happen." She said softly, as she washed my back, as gently as she seemed able to. "We need to rinse this. You want to find another towel Trish?"
"Sure."
"There isn't one out here. But we can just rinse it off with the shower thing." I groaned, pushing myself back and slipping off the table. I started to walk wakwardly to the kitchen and the little outdoor shower wand.
"Wait, you sure you want to..." The blond said as she stepped next to me to try and support me by holding one of my arms.
"I'm fine, I think." I answered, knowing darn well that I was going to feel it for a while, not only the sores where it poked into my back, but also the stiffness from landing hard on it. "Just gonna be a bit sore." The two of them walked with me to the kitchen and I turned on the water and adjusted the temperature before handing the wand to Trish. "Wait a sec." I said, I wasn't sure if I was thinking clearly, or if I was still stunned from the pain of the fall, but I didn't want to get my shorts wet, so I just bent over, holding onto the trailer for support, and pushed them off. I stepped out of them and tossed them toward the trailer door and then leaned my hands and head against the side of the trailer, standing completely naked in front of them both. Trish began to rinse my back, with a very gentle, very warm spray from the shower. The warm water felt good, but also rinsed off the soap and I presumed, the blood. I just stood there, for I don't know how long, letting her run the water down my back. "That feels good." I said quietly, as the water ran down my back, over my butt and down my legs.
"It must." The black girl said, with a little giggle.
"Leona!" Trish snapped.
"What? I can't help it. It's getting big. I just didn't think you'd hurt the poor guy to get it that way."
"Huh?" I grunted, turning to look at the black girl, who was standing next to me with a smirk on her face.
"Your, um, your dick," Leona whispered, sort of bashfully. "It's getting kinda hard."
I looked down at myself and groaned. "I'm sorry." I pushed off the trailer and started to walk to where I'd tossed my shorts.
"Uh-uh. Not so fast. Your back still looks like Swiss cheese," Trish said, dropping the shower wand and grabbing my arm.
"It'll heal," I answered quietly, trying again to walk toward my shorts.
"Maybe, but you can't put anything on it, so you better let us." She said, more insistently, pulling on my arm to stop me. I let her pull me back to the table and get me to lay on it on my stomach. I felt a bit awkward laying naked on the picnic table as the two of them dabbed antiseptic ointment on my back in a significant number of places. The pain killing portion of the first aid cream started working quickly, and long before they had dabbed all the places the rocks poked me, the first they had covered were already feeling much less painful.
"Swiss cheese may be an apt description for how I feel right now," I breathed softly, as I lay on the table.
"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean for any of that to happen." Trish said quietly. "I was just going to come talk to you."
"About yesterday?" I asked pointedly.
"Sort of." She whispered. "Leona dared me to try, to get you to show me your dick and get it hard."
I pushed myself up on one arm and twisted to look at the black girl. "You wanted her to do what?"
"She was supposed to convince you to show us your dick and let her make it hard." Leona said, from where she was kneeling on the bench, dabbing cream on the puncture wounds on my back, looking a little contrite at the moment. "It seemed like a good idea at the time.
I stared at her. "Why? How?"
"How is easy. I don't know too many guys that wouldn't get a hardon with a hot gal standing naked in front of them. Why? Well, we were curious."
"Curious?"
"Uh huh. She saw you yesterday, by the trailer across the street. She knew what you were doing and, well, we wondered just what an old guy, like you, had that those two women would want."
I lowered myself back down to the table and shook my head. "Good lord!"
"Well, you have to admit, you are a bit on the old side." Leona continued.
"And what? Old men are all used up and shriveled or something?"
"Well, everyone knows that guys lose it, when they get older." She answered.
"Really? We lose it?" I chuckled. "If you weren't married, I'd tell you to lay your ass over this table and see if I lost it or not."
"How do you know I'm married?"
"Ring." I said quietly.
"Well, you are too, right? But that didn't stop you from fucking one of them."
"Or both of them." Trish added. "At least that's what I heard from someone in the showers. That they've seen you fucking both of them. Not at the same time or anything, but still."
"Oh damn." I groaned, at the thought that my sexual indiscretion had become much more public than I had intended or expected.
"Too bad. Might have been fun, to see what they found so satisfying." Leona whispered, as she leaned down over me.
"Be careful what you wish for." I answered. "You might get it."
She chuckled and shook her head, before leaning back down to whisper to me. "Tell me, just what could you do?"
I felt a little insulted. No, not a little, a lot. I twisted to look at her. "Tell you what. You really wanna know? You take that off, lay your ass on this table and I'll bet I can give your black ass an orgasm in less than five minutes."
"Oh really?"
"You know what they say. The older a guy gets the more tricks he knows. And like you said, I'm OLD."
"Like you said, better be careful of what YOU wish for, you might get it."
"I dare you, Leona. I dare you to do it." Trish said to her friend.
"Dare me to do what?"
"I dare you to strip and let him fuck you, right here."
"And if I do?"
"If he makes you come in less than five minutes, you do all the cooking and dishes for the rest of the trip. If he can't, then I will."
"Naked. If he can't, then you have to do the dishes, naked, every night, right in front of all of us."
"How are you going to explain that to your husband?"
"What, that you lost a bet and need to do the dishes naked? He won't mind watching your little white tush, wiggling around while you work. He won't care why or what bet you lost, just that you did, and he gets to see your little white pussy wagging in front of him."
"Fine. Same for you. You do them naked, the rest of the time." Trish said quickly.
For some reason, I hadn't thought they would actually do it. I was mostly bluffing, but as Leona pulled the long nightshirt up and off, I realized she was indeed, completely naked under it. Her body was slender, her skin, a deep brownish black. Her breasts, not even a full C cup, were topped with charcoal black areola and nipples. Her pussy was full and round, with practically no inner labia sticking from between her almost black, hairless, lips. She was slender and muscular, making me think she was an athlete of some kind. Her butt looked firm and tight, compared to the stereotypical bubble butt, a lot of black women sported. I lay there, staring at her nude body for long seconds before she spoke. "Well? Here I am! If you're gonna do it, you better make some room for me."
I pushed myself up and crawled off the table, with help from Trish, who seemed eager to see her friend get fucked and lose the bet. At least, that's what I thought she was eager about. Leona crawled onto the table, suddenly looking a bit nervous, her head turning to check the road, to see if anyone was coming. The fog was covering us pretty well, but if anyone walked or drove down the road, we were going to be completely exposed. "You don't have to do this. We can just say you lost the bet." I said, trying to give her an out, for what we were about to do, which included cheating on her husband. Though I had no idea if this was the first time. As readily as she agreed, I kind of doubted it was.
"Uh-uh. She goes all the way through with it," Trish said quickly. "She wouldn't have let me back out of my bet."
"You're right, I wouldn't have. Okay stud, have at it."
"Pull your butt down here. I don't want to give you a bunch of splinters by dragging you across the table."
"Good idea." Leona agreed, scooting herself down the table toward me until her butt was at the edge of the table, her legs lifted in the air and spread in a wide V. Her pussy looked incredibly inviting, and was, surprisingly, already glistening with her moisture. I was also a little surprised that my dick was rock hard, just from looking at her naked body. I stepped closer, grasping my dick and rubbing the tip up and down her slit, feeling the wetness spread over it. I pressed a little more, forcing my head between her full round lips, finding the entrance to her depths and nestling my head into it.
"Last chance to say no." I said quietly.
"Uh-uh. I'm not washing dishes naked, for four days." She said, "you just try to make me come."
I chuckled slightly, I loved a challenge. I pushed toward her, forcing my cock to spread her lips farther and push into her, until my head disappeared into her.
"Ohhhhh fuuuuck." She gasped, as she felt my fat member slip into her a bit farther. "It didn't look that big when he was leaning on the trailer."
"No? Well, you wanted to know how big it was. I guess you're finding out."
"Uh-huh," she grunted, as I started to stroke in and out of her, in little short strokes. I pumped my hips, working deeper and deeper until I felt my head hit the end of her vagina. I started to stroke in and out, wrapping my arms around her thighs, so I could spread her lips, with one hand and stroke her clit with my other. I could tell she was trying hard to ignore what I was doing, but that wasn't going to last long. I increased my pace and force, thrusting hard into her pussy, while I teased my finger over her hard clit. Each impact of my thighs against her firm little ass made her smallish tits wiggle and move on her chest, her black nipples sticking up like two long, hard, little tree stumps.
It didn't take long, before her hands moved to the edge of the table, gripping it tightly, as her body responded, to my fat mushroom head stroking her sensitive insides. If she was walking into this cold, I doubted I could get her to orgasm very quickly, but she was already wet and excited before I started, and I could feel her pussy getting wetter with each passing moment. I looked down at her incredibly sexy pussy and could see my shaft sliding in and out, looking like I'd spread some kind of cream on it. When I was fucking my wife, her juices were always clear and thin, but Leona's were growing thick and opaque as I plunged into her over and over.
"Omygod, ohmygod, ohmygod," she repeated breathlessly, over and over again, as I pounded into her, my finger never stopping its strokes across her clit.
"Oh fuck, that's hot!" I heard Trish whisper, making me glance over at her. She was kneeling on the bench of the table, her knees spread and one hand between her legs, stroking her pussy, while she held the front of her nightshirt up, almost to her tits. I watched her fingers disappear in and out of her pussy, in time with my strokes, her breathing becoming almost as ragged as Leona.
"OH SHIT!" Leona cried, drawing my attention back to her, and my cock pumping in and out of her pussy. I felt her gushing around my shaft and looked down, to see her pussy squirting around my plunging shaft, her pussy clenching and spasming around me. "OHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" She squealed loudly, as she climaxed on my dick.
"I hate to say it." I panted as I kept plunging into her, "But I didn't keep track of the time."
"Who fucking cares? Just don't stop yet!" She begged, as her hips started to rock in time with my thrusts. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes! Oh god keep going. Keep going." She panted.
"Not much longer." I groaned as the warmth and tingle spread through me, warning me of what was coming. I pulled my dick from her, and started to stroke it frantically.
"What the fuck are you doing? Put it back in! Oh God, put it back!" She begged, reaching for me and trying to pull me back at her. She had my head between her lips when my body spasmed, jamming my cock hard back into her. "OH, FUCK YES!" she screamed into the foggy morning, as my body pumped shot after shot into her.
I stood there panting, my cock twitching and jerking inside Leona, as I stood between her legs. I heard a soft moan and looked around, finding Toto watching me, from her campsite, standing completely naked, with her back against the trailer, one hand pulling on one of her nipples while the other was between her legs, stroking herself. As I watched, her eyes glued to me, I saw her pussy shoot a gush of her juices out, almost like she was peeing, the stream spattering on the gravel the trailer was parked on. She moaned again, as she squirted a second and then third stream of her juices out onto the ground. She closed her eyes and sagged back against the trailer, panting as hard as I was.
"Oh God, why did you do that? Why did you take it out?" Leona panted, looking at me, as I stood trying to catch my breath.
"I, um...I hadn't asked and I already might have made someone pregnant." I said breathlessly.
"What an idiot! Don't you think I'd say, if you couldn't come in me? Hell, half the fun of fucking a real dick, is getting to feel it unloading in you. You almost spoiled the whole thing." She practically growled at me.
"Well, he sure as hell made you climax. And by my count it was less than five minutes." Trish said with a grin, her nightshirt now back in place.
"How would you know? You weren't paying attention. You were frigging yourself off!" Leona said, as she sat herself up, spreading her legs wider and pushing me back from between them. "I think you lost, not me."
"Oh no. Not even. I know damn well that it was under five minutes." Trish shot back. "You're not going to back out now. You're doing naked dishes, all week!"
"Not even." Leona snapped. "Tell her. Tell her it took more than five minutes."
"I honestly don't think it took more than five minutes. If it did, it wasn't much more."
"If it was, she has to do the dishes naked, not me!"



"You know. If I think about it, it was your bet that ended up with me and my breakfast on the ground. And it was your bet to do this, not hers, so the way I see it, it was definitely under five minutes."
Leona stared at me for long seconds. "And there isn't anything I can do, to make you say it was more than five minutes?"
"Personally, I hope her husband enjoys watching your naked body, while you do the dishes, as much as I have. Now, you probably better put some clothes on, and I'm going to go in and see if I can find something for breakfast, since mine is laying on the ground."
"I agree about getting dressed. I'm sorta surprised that we didn't attract any attention, given all the noise we were making." Leona said as she slipped off the table and moved to pick up her nightgown. "But Trish sorta missed her dare. She didn't get your pants down or you with a hardon."
"Well, actually, I don't have any pants on and I definitely had a hardon."
Leona scowled, "Well, I think she at least owes you something for hurting you."
"Oh? Like what?"
"I think she should have to get naked too. I mean, she hasn't yet."
"I'm okay with that." Trish said with a smile. "How about we go in and you can play with me while she makes you some breakfast, naked?"
I looked at Trish and grinned. "Why not?"
I spent the next fifteen minutes laying on my bed with Trish's pussy in my face, while Leona cooked me some breakfast. After I ate, they insisted on both taking turns riding me, until I finally did unload again, but only after both of them had climaxed on me.
"You know," Trish panted, as she sat on my slowly softening dick. "I didn't know older guys could keep it up and hard that long. I mean, Rick would have a hell of a time staying hard for almost an hour."
I chuckled. "Miracles of modern medicine. You've discovered a fact that frustrates my wife to no end."
"I don't understand."
"Sucks to get old. You start taking a boat load of pills. Pills for cholesterol, pills for blood pressure, pills for prostrate problems, and sometimes pills for heart stuff. I had a close call some years ago and my doctor put me on a pill. Revatio has a side effect, that has made the company rich as hell. It gives you a hardon at the drop of a hat." She looked at me curiously. "Viagra? It was originally a heart medication until they learned about the advantageous side effect. I take one every day for cardiac hypertension. I've been on it for ten years and all I have to do is look at a sexy woman and I'm sprouting a boner."
She giggled. "A boner? Who says that anymore?"
"An old guy?" I asked, as I reached up to her. I pulled her down to lay on me, and gave her a kiss on her soft red lips. "I hope none of this is a problem. I don't want to end up with an irate husband at my door."
"Trust me. I'm not telling, and by the time Leona gets naked, to do the dishes, both of them are going to be sooooo focused on her that they won't bother to ask. Isn't that right Leona?"
I looked over, as she frowned. "I still think it was more than five minutes."
"Uh-uh. Not as turned on as you were. Hell, I could see your pussy already leaking even before he stuck it in. I've been telling you for a long time, one of these days you're gonna make a bet with me and lose, and when you do, YOU'RE gonna get to feel the embarrassment. I'm so going to enjoy watching this, even if it does mean that Rick is going to be banging me, all night long."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Leona said, as she climbed from the bed. "We better go. Never know when they might come back in."
"True. Back to camp to get some stuff and then a shower. We both smell like sex."
"I'd offer to let you use my shower out there, but to be honest, I don't think I could take watching you two shower out there. My dick is about used up."
Trish giggled and then pushed up off of me. "Maybe we'll come shower here tonight. By then it should have recovered?"
"As much as that sounds like fun, I don't think so. It might be hard to explain to your husbands, why you're going to someone else's trailer to shower. No, you wanna do it outside, give your husbands a show in your own campsite. I'm betting they'll appreciate it and reward you amply."
"Oh, I'm sure they would. Okay, we'll take that dare. Sponge bath, naked in our campsite, WITH our husbands. Who knows, maybe we'll be able to convince them to do a little back and forth. After this, I'm thinking that maybe we're missing some good sex by not swapping a little."
"Really? Because of this you're gonna try that?"
"Well, different dicks might be nice, right? I haven't ever had her husband in me. Or his mouth on me for that matter. I know damn well Rick wouldn't mind sticking his dick into Leona." Trish said, as she slipped her nightshirt on over her head. She crawled onto the bed and leaned down to kiss me. "Thanks for an interesting and sexy time. I'm really sorry about your back. I hope it gets better quickly."
"It's already feeling better. I'll be fine," I answered, before she climbed back off the bed. I watched them disappear out the door and then laid my head down, again. Within minutes, exhaustion, from all the sex I'd had in the last few days, had me drifting off to sleep.
---o---
"That's it, honey." I groaned as my wife rode up and down my shaft. "Just keep doing that. You've got me so fucking close." I could feel the boat bounce slightly in the water, as she lifted and lowered herself, her tits bouncing sexily, as she pounded herself down on my shaft. "Oh God honey, I love you so much." I groaned, as my body climbed the slope, the feeling of urgency growing, enough to know I was going to come any second. "Gonna come."
"Do it." She moaned, as her pussy contracted around me, squeezing me, as she continued to bounce on me.
"Oh damn!" I groaned, as I squeezed her tits and unloaded into her. I could feel my cock deep in her wet pussy, gushing shot after shot into her hot depths.
"OH FUCK, YES!" She cried loudly.
My brain fuzzed at the sound of the voice. It wasn't right, not at all. Slowly, my brain pulled me from the erotic dream of fucking my wife on my boat, something she had yet to agree to do, into the reality that I was laying, not on the Naugahyde cushions of the boat seat, but the soft comfort of a bed. I looked at the ceiling and realized it wasn't my bedroom, at least not at home, and then my eyes looked at the face and body of the woman straddling me.
"SHIT! Toto!" I exclaimed, trying to push her off my dick for several moments before I let all of reality sink in. Yes, I had fucked her already, no it wasn't my wife, and yes, I had definitely come inside her again.
"Sorry Allen. You just looked so fucking good, laying there with a hardon and all."
"What are you doing here? I mean, in here?"
"I wondered if you'd take us swimming again and came over to ask. I thought you might be napping after those two young girls gave you a workout. It looked so fucking hot, watching you fuck that black girl."
"And you just decided to borrow a cup of cum?"
She looked contrite for a moment. "It is a sexy cock, and it wasn't being used. I figured, since we already did it, why not do it again? When you didn't wake up, I just kept going. You're not upset, are you? And who's Sue?"
I took a deep breath. "Sue is my wife. I was dreaming I was having sex with her."
"Ohhhhh, sorry." She said, as she climbed off, my now shrinking, dick. "So, if I asked nice, you mind taking Abby and me out swimming again?"
"You want to go skinny dipping again?"
"Yeah. It was sorta fun. We don't have to ride out there naked or anything, but yeah, I'd like to."
"Funny thing. My wife suggested I take you out swimming someplace, where you could do just that. Still trying to figure out why."
She looked at me curiously. "Abby said something about your wife, telling her that if she happened to seduce you and fuck you, that she'd be good with it. Something about wanting to try an open relationship."
"Yeah, Abby said that too, but Sue and I never talked about it, ever! She's way too possessive about me, to think about something like that. I just don't get what's going on with her."
"Maybe she wants to and figures if you start it, she can join in?"
I lay there for a moment, stunned, realizing exactly what she had just said. No, Sue wasn't wanting me to start it and join in. She didn't think that way. No, Sue had already done it, and this was her way of getting me into the same thing, so I couldn't complain. She knows damn well what my triggers are, and she knew how I would respond to seduction. That's why she was always careful, to be sure, I never had the opportunity to ever be naked with any of her friends, or even in a super tiny bikini, like Abby had been wearing. Because if I was, and she tried to seduce me, I'd have a hard time resisting, just like I could never resist her. No matter how angry or upset I was with her, I could never resist, if she started kissing and touching me, naked. She's trained that into me over the years. That's how she always ended any fight we were having, when SHE was ready to end it. She'd come out naked, or in some sexy lingerie, and start kissing and touching me, until we ended up laying on the bed or sofa, making love and making up.
No, it made perfect sense now. She'd done something, and wanted to change the playing field, so that whatever she had done, wasn't so bad. The question was, what had she done, that she felt so bad about, that she wanted me to have sex with another woman, or maybe even more than one? "Shit." I swore quietly. If she wanted me to have sex with multiple women, it meant she'd had sex with multiple guys. It was all making sense now. What I didn't have, were the details. I didn't know who, why or when.
"What?"
"I just figured out why my wife did what she did."
"What's that?"
"She expected me to cheat. She wanted me to, so I couldn't complain, when she told me that she already did," I said quietly.
"Ohhhhhh. So, she wanted us to cause you to cheat. But what if you decided not to? I mean, if you didn't do what we did?"
I shook my head, frowned, feeling anger start to well up inside me. "Because she knew that if I was pushed far enough, I would. Maybe not the first time, or even the second, but it wouldn't take too many times before I'd give in!"
"And you did, give in. And from the looks of it, once you did, Abby and I weren't the only ones. How many now? Four, five?"
I felt the guilt wash over the anger, that had been growing. "Seven." I whispered.
She laughed softly. "Sorry. Not laughing at you. Laughing at the situation. She wanted you to cheat with two of us, presumably because she had? But it didn't stop there. I wonder just what she's going to think, when she finds out how many women you've had this week."
"I'm not sure I'm going to tell her."
"Probably a good idea. Well, we still want to go skinny dipping, even if you don't want to have any more sex. Will you take us?"
"Sure. Why the hell not. She pretty much told me to, knowing what would probably happen."
"You going to confront her about it?"
"Oh, hell yeah!"
"Well, before you do, I suggest you think it through. I did that. I flew off the handle and now I'm alone and single. I mean, I had a good reason, but if I'd been more thoughtful, maybe we could have ended differently."
"I didn't know you were married."
"I wasn't. I found my fiancé fucking my best friend. So, that was the end of that. In retrospect, if I'd have thought about it, maybe we could have made something work. I mean, Abby and I fuck around. Jeanie and I could have fucked around and shared him."
"Maybe. But I'm not sure I want to share my wife with another guy."
"Really? And you think she wants to share you with other women? I doubt it. I think she's reacting out of guilt, for having cheated, and, in her mind, she's fixing it. But I wouldn't be so sure she's really ready for what it feels like, to see your man fucking someone else. Thinking that he did is one thing, but watching it? Seeing him enjoy himself inside someone else? That's almost punishment." She rolled off of me and stood up by the bed. She pulled on her shorts and tank top. "Come on. Let's go swim. Maybe a little dip will cool you off." I hesitated, but finally let her pull me off the bed. "Damn! What happened to your back?" She asked, gently touching the myriad of sores on my back.
"Oh that. Well, one of those girls, the blonde one, startled me and we ended up sort of falling on the gravel with her on top of me."
"It looks like it hurts."
"Not really. It did at first, but now, I don't hardly feel it." I answered, as I stepped into a pair of athletic shorts. "No point in putting on a swim suit, is there?"
"Since I plan on taking it back off? Not really." She answered as she waited for me. I pulled on my water shoes and then grabbed a hat and the boat keys.
By the time I had the boat ready to go, Toto had gotten Abby. The two were sitting in the boat ready to go. They'd brought a cooler of drinks and food, planning on spending a while out there. It took about ten minutes to motor down the lake, to the cove I wanted, most of it spent with both ladies topless, their sexy tits bouncing lightly, as the boat bounced over the small waves the wind was making. We parked in the cove, then spent the next ten minutes coating each other with sunblock, and of course, playing with all the exposed parts. We settled into the water to float and chat and drink a few beers. Toto explained to Abby what I had concluded about my wife's unusual request to seduce me, and she agreed that I might well be right, but in case I wasn't, to be cautious on how I confronted her. The three of us talked about it for some time before we felt we'd beat that horse dead.
It was almost lunch time, when another boat eased into the cove and anchored not too far from us. I was floating with a hat pulled low over my eyes to shade me from the sun, and didn't pay all that much attention to the boat, at least not until I heard two women talking, both voices I recognized. I almost flipped out of my float a I sat up and looked toward the, now anchored day cruiser. "Oh shit," I whispered. It only took a few moments for me to recognize Maggie and Liz, both wearing small little bikinis, apparently not realizing yet that the three of us were naked.
"Maggie! Isn't that, what's his name's boat? From the storm?"
"Oh hell, it is." I heard Maggie answer her friend. "Allen? Is that you?" She called, shading her eyes from the sun to see me.
"Yeah. Hi." I answered awkwardly.
"Someone you know?" Abby asked with a little grin. "Or maybe fucked?"
I couldn't help but blush. "Yeah, sorta."
"You guys all naked?" Liz called to us.
"We are! Wanna join us?" Abby called back.
"I don't know. After last time, I'm not sure Mark is too eager to have his wife naked in front of another guy, but I'm game, especially if I can get him to play like last time."
"Oh? You enjoyed his attention?" Abby called to Liz.
"Oh yeah. Loved how he licked me and then fucked the shit out of me. You're damn lucky to get him all the time."
"Oh, I don't. Just this week."
"You're not the wife, huh? Just the friend that dared him to fish naked?"
Abby looked at me curiously and then grinned. "Yeah, I'm the friend that dared him to fish naked." She called back, without taking her eyes off of me. I watched her mouth, 'you naughty boy' at me.
When I looked back at the cabin cruiser, Liz was standing on the bow of the boat, completely naked, getting ready to dive in, and dive in she did. She surfaced some distance from the boat and did an easy, almost effortless breast stroke toward me, her head ducking under water and then her face and chest bobbing up above the water, giving me a brief flash of her breasts, before she went under again. It only took her a few moments to cover the few dozen yards between us, surfacing in front of me, with a huge smile on her face. She grabbed hold of my float and nearly pulled me under as she lifted herself up, pushing her face toward mine and pressing her lips to mine.
"I didn't think I was going to see you again." She said, as she broke the short kiss. "And I am soooo fucking horny for you. How would you like to fuck. I've never fucked in a lake before." She said as she lay on me and started to kick her feet to propel us toward shore.
"You in a hurry?" I asked, feeling a little stunned.
"To get you in me, yes. To get done, oh hell no!" She answered with a grin, using her legs to start pushing us toward shallower water. "I could fuck you all day long and not get tired of how it feels."
"But, my friends." I protested.
"They can come play too, if they want. I'm only going to use your dick." She giggled, as she shifted to stand on the lake bottom now that we'd gotten to a shallower depth. She intentionally dumped me forward off my float, until it popped up behind me, leaving me standing with her. "God, I love how you have a hardon so fast. Is it just me, or do get turned on like this for every naked woman that wants your dick?"
"Well, actually..."
"Never mind, silly question. Why else would you be skinny dipping with two sexy women if not to fuck them?" I started to protest before she cut me off. "Oh, I have an idea." she said as she stepped past me and retrieved my float. She put it behind her in the only waist deep water and lay back on it, sticking her legs out on either side of me. "How about you fuck me like this?"
"You really want me to do that out here?"
"Honey, I've been thinking of nothing but us fucking, since the storm. Goddamn, I want you in me. Come on sweetie. You're hard, I'm horny, what else do we need?" She asked, hooking her feet around me and pulling us together.
"Go for it!" Abby said as she paddled closer to us. "You get done with her I might try that. Looks fun."
"What happens when I get worn out?" I asked, loudly.
"I've never known a guy to get too worn out to let a girl ride his cock. All we have to do is wiggle our tits and pussy in front of him and beg him to let us have a ride."
"You're horrible." I said, as Liz reached between us to find my dick, which I, apparently, wasn't doing fast enough to suit her.
"Come on stud. Put it in. Don't make me beg, please?"
I shook my head and let her guide me into her. I suddenly felt very guilty, about being mad at Sue, for probably having sex with multiple guys, and here I was, doing the exact same thing. Is this how it happened with her? Things just getting out of hand. One person and then another? How many guys did she let fuck her? Two? Three? I can't even imagine what would convince her to do one, let alone two or three. But here I was, doing the same thing. Well, not exactly. I'd already fucked Liz twice, so again, isn't really adding another person. It doesn't really add like that, does it?
"Oh, fuck yes. That's it, honey. Fuck my hot little cunt!" Liz groaned loudly, as I pulled her hips toward me without thinking, driving my dick into her several inches.
"Sure." Was all I said, as I started to mechanically fuck her, my mind still actually thinking about Sue, having sex with some other guy. Did she do it like this? Maybe standing in a swimming pool someplace? Or maybe it was at a bar. Did some smooth talker get her to go to his hotel room? Maybe even start undressing her in the elevator? No, that wouldn't be Sue. She wouldn't ever do that. Not unless someone was already feeling her up. I knew her triggers, just as well as she knew mine. I knew that if someone was playing with her clit and nipples enough, she wouldn't be able to resist letting him get her off, and once she climaxed, well there was a period of time during that, where she wouldn't refuse. But how would she end up with some guy playing with her tits and pussy without already being naked, or nearly so? Maybe dancing with someone who got his hands down her pants? Not likely. She wouldn't let it get that far. I could see us dancing like that, her back to my chest, one hand up her shirt to tease her nipples, my other hand under her dress and in her panties. God that would be so fucking hot to do. She'd never let me, so no way any other guy is going to get that far, right?



"Oh, fuck yes. That's it, honey. Fuck me hard. Drive it into me!" Liz gasped, as I pounded into her, water splashing up between our bodies, with each hard stroke I made into her. I wasn't really even thinking about what I was doing, but apparently picturing me dancing with Sue, fucking her on the dance floor, had my body going pretty damn hard. Not only in her, but I suddenly realized that my own body was responding, in a way I didn't think it could, after the number of times already. I could feel an orgasm building fast, the urgency already starting to make itself noticed.
"OH YES YES YES!" Liz screamed, as her body started to climax around my dick. I continued to pump my hips, my body demanding it, my brain suddenly imagining again my cock pumping up into my wife, on the dance floor, her dress pulled up over her ass, my hand in her top squeezing and massaging one of her breasts while my other hand stroked her clit, her pussy hidden from others by the dress. That little blue dress she wore to the last wedding we went to. That dress, I could do that in easily. Slide one hand into one side of her top and the skirt was short enough. On yeah. Just dancing with her, my cock stuck in her as we moved, my finger driving her to climax right in the middle of the dance floor. And who would know until she climaxed?
"Oh shit." I groaned, as my body jerked hard. I doubted there was much, if any, semen left to pump, but that didn't stop my body from trying. I could feel my cock jerking and spasming inside Liz, as I stood between her legs, looking down at her sexy black body. All of a sudden, I felt guilty as hell again, fucking and coming inside Liz, while I was blaming my wife for getting fucked by some other guy. I stood there, letting my dick soften and then pulled out. She looked up at me and dropped her legs to stand. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a hug that I didn't really feel like at that moment.
"Are you okay," she asked softly?
"Yeah," I answered noncommittally.
"I think he's got a case of the guilts for cheating on his wife. He just figured out that she's been cheating on him." Abby said, from where she floated, not far away.
"I don't get it."
"His wife gave me a song and dance routine that I bought into, that they were going to try an open relationship. Only thing is, she didn't bother to tell him. She just wanted me to seduce him. And I didn't mind doing it, so I did. After a little thought, we think she fell off the wagon and felt guilty, so she set him up to do the same, and I was the bait. Get me to fuck him, then he couldn't complain that she'd already done it."
"That's fucking wrong. I mean, you go off the reservation, admit it and deal with it. But tricking your husband into doing it, so he feels guilty, that's just plain low." Liz said, looking at me. "I'm sorry honey. I had no idea or I wouldn't have done what I did in the boat."
"It's alright. I'll get over it."
"Actually, what you need to do is to fuck everyone. I mean, every woman that will spread her legs. If she's gonna toss you in the deep end, why not enjoy the swim? Right? I bet besides me and your friend here, I can find a few more, hot little pussies, for you to fuck."
"Oh, I think he's got that part covered." Abby chuckled. "He's been fucking everything that'll get naked in front of him."
I shrugged and looked a little sheepish. "More than I should have. I wouldn't have thought that many women are that way."
"What way?"
"Fucking strange men."
Liz chuckled. "Oh honey, you are so cute! He doesn't know what he has, does he?"
"Not even." Abby answered with a smile. "You wanna explain it to him?"
"My pleasure. You, sir, are WELL above normal! Take Mark, he's just a bit over five inches long and I can wrap my whole hand around his dick, when it's hard. But yours, fuck, I can't even get my finger tips to touch my palm, so you're definitely above average in that direction, and length? Hell, you gotta be at least seven and a half, maybe longer. When you stepped into the cabin yesterday, all I could do was stare at that monster. Oh, don't get me wrong. There are bigger and fatter dicks. Just go look at porn videos and you'll see horse dicks. But horse dicks aren't all that much fun. I know, I've tried. But you, you got a winner there with yours. And it's just so fucking inviting. I don't know how you manage to get it hard so fast, but you didn't have any trouble hitting the two of us, twice each, yesterday. And how many times have you fucked your friend here?"
"A few." I admitted.
"There you have it. You wave that hard dick around a bit, let a woman take a good look at it, and before long, she'll be wanting to see if it feels as good as it looks. A married woman, unless she's already fucking around, will just wish, but a single woman? Oh yeah. She'd be on it big time."
"But you're married." I protested, trying to poke a hole in her theory.
She laughed. "I am. But, I've also caught my husband fucking his golf buddy's wife, right behind his back, once even on the golf course, no less! No, I figure if he can, I can. Now, what we need to do is find you some more nice young, single girls to fuck you."
"Actually, I think I've got enough right here."
"Okay, but you better be ready to get worn out, because from the look of it, your friend here is more than ready, and I'm not gonna say no, if it gets hard again."
As it turned out, I did get hard again: but, Abby sucking my cock, while I stood thigh deep in the water, would cause it. I fucked her from behind for a while and then fucked her laying on the float like I had Liz, until she came again. After that it was lunch time, the girls and I sat in the shade on the boat, and ate. I lay down to take a short nap and woke up with Maggie sitting on my lap, working my dick into her pussy. I was a little surprised, until I realized that her husband was laying on the sun deck of their boat, with Abby on all fours over him, her pussy in his face and his dick on her mouth.
"Might as well. I might not get another chance at this." Maggie whispered, as she settled slowly down on my cock. "Ohhhhh, fuck yes. God, you feel like a fucking log in my pussy." She moaned, as she started to work herself up and down my shaft, in little short strokes. She eased herself, one stroke at a time, farther and farther onto my cock. "Ohhhhh God, yes." She moaned, as she began to slide slowly up and down, her breasts bouncing slightly, each time her bare ass slapped down on my thighs.
"You sure you want to do this?" I asked quietly.
"Your friend, Abby, is keeping his face between her thighs, he won't even notice." She said breathlessly, as she bounced a little harder on me. I slipped my hands up to her chest and cupped both big, soft tits, squeezing them, and letting her nipples stick out between my fingers.
"That wasn't what I meant."
"You mean come inside me again? No, I don't, but I wanna feel a climax like I had the other day, again. I want you, to make me come around your cock like that."
"Alright." I agreed, letting go of her breasts. I slid my hands around her back and pulled her down to me, opening my mouth and drawing one of her hard nipples into my mouth.
She moaned loudly, as I sucked her nipple, her hips moving faster at the increase in sensations. Up and down, she moved, her velvety soft pussy stroking my rock-hard shaft. Her grunts and moans grew louder with each passing moment, the boat bouncing slightly, with each slap of her bare ass on me. Up and down, she drove herself, both of us oblivious to what was happening around us, as she worked both of us closer and closer to climax. "Oh shit. You're gonna have to stop, if you don't want me to come." I groaned deeply, trying my best to not let happen, what I knew was going to happen, all too soon.
"Don't...wanna...stop." She gasped, as she drove hard down onto me, jamming my cock head all the way into the end of her depths. "Gonna...come...in a ...minute!"
"So am I!" I groaned, trying to keep my body from pushing up into her, in time with her strokes. Each time she slammed down on me, I could feel a tingle race through my body, and the urgency to unload building. "OH FUCK!" I gasped, as my body spasmed, no longer able to hold it at bay. My cock drove up into her and I felt my cock surge, pushing out what cum there was, into her. Her pussy felt it and she slammed down on me, crying out loudly, as her orgasm washed over her.
"OH, FUCK YES! OH GOD, YES YES YES!" she cried, as her body jerked and trembled on my surging shaft. I watched her body slowly still, and then lay down on me, pressing her cheek to mine. "I'm sorry, I couldn't stop. I couldn't." She panted.
I heard some other voices and realized that, while Maggie and I were engaged, another boat had pulled into the cove. I could hear Abby talking to them, which also probably meant that Mark had seen his wife finish on me. I hoped that wouldn't be a problem, as if I needed another, after dumping another load into her, and further risking getting her pregnant.
The conversation seemed to be between three or four women, one of which was Abby and another Liz. Last thing I was ready for, was Liz to try and get more women to have sex with me. I was getting flat ass worn out. True, the miracles of modern medicine kept getting me hard, and the sensations of different pussies and naked bodies in front of me kept getting me off, I really didn't need or want any more. I was already feeling like I'd way over done what my wife intended to trick me into. I'm pretty sure she figured Abby and maybe Toto. I doubt she planned on me getting into the pants of more than half a dozen women, even if those weren't all my choice. No, I was already going to have to lie. The question was, how much and for how long?
Maggie whispered, she wanted to rinse off and get her suit, which was in her boat. I let her slip off of me, and then shifted so I could see up over the back of the bench seat I was laying on. Abby was busy convincing several couples in the other boat, that this was now a clothing optional bay, after which Liz suggested that it was also a free sex bay, which meant, if there was a hard dick, and a pussy close by, both were fair game. That clearly didn't sit well with one couple, though the two younger couples, maybe late twenties or so, weren't exactly put off by that, especially when Liz laid herself back, to completely expose her naked body to the two guys. I couldn't help but wonder if the invitation she was making to the guys was because she wanted to fuck them, or she wanted the wives or girlfriends, to fuck me. Either way, I wasn't sure I really wanted any part of it. I lay back down, out of sight and closed my eyes, wishing I could take a dip to cool back off without becoming over obvious.
In the end, I decided I needed to get in the water to cool off, and got up and slipped into the water as quietly as I could, swimming around to the side of the boat that blocked me from being seen by the others. Without a float, I swam to where the water was shallow enough for me to touch bottom and floated there, my feet resting on the bottom while I closed my eyes and let the water cool me.
I pulled my hat low over my eyes, to block the sun, and closed my eyes, floating with my feet just barely resting on the surface, I could feel the gentle wind-blown waves that were sneaking past the big pontoon boat, and rolling gently into the shoreline behind me. It was probably the most relaxed I'd felt, in days. I could hear the breeze blowing through the trees, the gentle swoosh of the small waves against the gravel of the shoreline. The sound of the birds and even a squawk of a green heron that was upset its fishing was being disturbed. It felt comfortable, even though I was completely naked.
"SHIT!" I gasped, as I felt something press against me from behind, startling me. At first, I thought I had floated up against a stump. But the arms that encircled me, told me that wasn't the case at all. I twisted my head and found Toto behind me.
"Surprise," she whispered, "I saw you sneaking down, out of the boat and coming over here to hide."
"Liz and Abby, they, I don't think, I'm sorry." I finally said. "I'm just feeling kinda sexed out at the moment, and they think the thing for me to be doing, is fucking anything that spread in front of me. In spite of what's happened the last few days, that isn't really me. Well, I don't think it is. It hasn't been up until now."
"You don't have to explain to me. I understand. But I think I'd have to say, you've taken to it like a fish to water, so is it really not you? I doubt it. I think once you did Abby, that having sex with other women was kind of like, whip cream on your ice cream. You couldn't be in any more trouble, so why not? Now that you've figured out your wife wanted you to fuck at least two of us, you seem to have become, concerned? Unsure? Why? What changed?"
I twisted in the water to face her, feeling her move her legs outside of mine. She reached for my shoulders and pulled us together, my dick trapped between us, as her tits touched my chest. "I guess it was figuring out the why."
"The why?"
"Uh huh. Why would she want me to fall off the wagon, and with multiple women. You and Abby said it, if she's probably already been fucking multiple guys. I don't see any other reasonable explanation. How long has she been doing it, and how many guys has she been banging? That's what I want to know."
"Maybe,you don't want to know." She said softly. "What would she say if she knew how many women you've been in this week? You sure you want to tell her? You want her to know? Be careful, don't say or do something that would make things harder than they are. I think you want to fix it. I think she does too. That's why she did this, asked Abby to seduce you. Not to be mean, but to try, in a really screwed up way, to fix it."
"You think so?"
"Honey, I know one thing. You wouldn't be worried, if you didn't still love her. I'm just saying, I don't think it matters if you had sex with two women, or four women or twenty women. The fact that you had sex with even one other woman, is what is going to be the factor. It may be only one guy, but lots of times. Women aren't like men. Married women don't have sex with men just to have sex, well not usually. They have sex outside the marriage, because they aren't getting something they need inside it."
"Well, it sure the hell isn't sex or intimacy. She pushes me away more times than not. I could easily have sex with her every day or every other day, but she doesn't want it that much. And she complains I'm always trying to kiss her when she's busy with other things, so I don't see that. I don't know why she stepped out, but I'm more convinced, after our last conversation, that is exactly what she did."
"If she were here, right now, would she be here like I am?"
"Naked? Out here? Not likely. She pulled her swim suit top down and had me put sunblock on her the other day. That was the first time she did anything like that in years, and I do mean years."
"There was a time she would?"
"Oh yeah. When we were younger, we did all kinds of things like that. Not for years though. Not since the kids were born."
"Maybe she's having a middle age crisis, a little late and is now suddenly feeling guilty about it? Haven't you ever thought about trying out someone different?"
"Well, of course. All guys do."
"But you never pushed the button, and did it?"
"Hell no."
"Why not?"
"Because I didn't want to cheat on her."
"Why not? It's just sex, right? I mean, what we're doing right now, it's not going to steal you away from her, is it?"
"No."
"So why not partake of that temptation and see what another woman is like? Before this week I mean."
"It wouldn't be fair to her. She expects my dick to be hers and hers only."
"Just like you expect her pussy to be yours and yours only. Only, now it isn't. And she feels guilty. Doesn't matter why, whatever it was, it happened. And she kept it a secret. Now she wants to let you do the same. She may never want to know the details. She may never want to know how many, or how often. What she will want to know, is, did you? And did you enjoy it? So, did you enjoy it? Did you like fucking me? Did you like standing next to the trailer and fucking me through the door? On yeah, I knew it as you. I also know that I came all over your dick. Now, how about letting me come that way again. All this sexy talk has us both turned on." She whispered, as she ground her pussy against my inexplicably, hard dick.
She was right, I was turned on for some reason. I shouldn't be, but I was. Not that I liked the idea of Sue cheating, but I was still turned on. Not knowing, my mind went to all kinds of strange places. Did she let some guy take her in a stairwell? Pull up her skirt and slide it into her, right there on the stairs? Hump his cock up into her, until they both came, right there? Or maybe in a store changing room? Maybe even more dangerous? Someplace more public? In the park? Maybe it was when she was out exercising, running on the jogging trail. She meets some guy that also runs and they stop and slip off into the bushes and he fucks her from behind, with her spandex top up over her big tits and her shorts pulled down to her knees. There were dozens of places, my mind imagined, some guy could fuck her. The funny thing was, all of them were places that I would fuck her in a hot second, if she would let me! All of them were on my fantasy list. Maybe that's why I was turned on. I was imagining what she would look like, being fucked in those places. Just with me doing it instead of some stranger. That was the part I was having trouble with. Who was it?
Maybe it didn't matter, I thought to myself, as she shifted her weight and pushed her pussy over my engorged head. She began to move, up and down, in little movements, working me deeper and deeper into herself. I closed my eyes for a moment and felt the sensation, and felt the wetness of her pussy, and the hot, slick vaginal walls squeezing around me. I hadn't ever realized it before, but most of the pussies I'd been in this week, seemed surprisingly tight around me, and Toto was no exception. In fact, she was right up there with the tightest.
She used her legs to squeeze around me, levering herself up and down in the water, her tits lifting free of the water, only to splash down again, into it, as she plunged herself down my shaft. Up and down she moved, my hands on her ass, helping to lift and lower her, my hips driving to and fro, underwater at the same time. We jammed my cock hard into her, over and over, her pussy slick and hot around my shaft, even though the water was trying to wash it away.
"Oh fuck, yes, so good!" She moaned, as we worked my dick in and out of her hot, sweet tunnel. In and out, in and out. Damn! I started to lose focus on what was around me, as her moans and gasps of pleasure enticed me to stroke into her harder. I reached the point, that I didn't care who might know what we were doing, just as long as I could keep doing it. "Gonna come!" she panted, as her arms started to tremble around my neck and shoulders. She pulled herself tighter to me, pressing her tits against my face as she tried to grind against me. I squeezed her ass and humped my hips to drive up into her as I held her against me. I felt her pussy clenching and spasming around me, and I kept pumping my dick into her, feeling that tingle and warmth spreading. That feeling of urgency telling me not to stop. It was almost there, just keep doing that a few more moments.
"Uh!" was all I grunted, as my body jerked and then stiffened, holding my cock deep in her pussy. I felt my body jerk and spasm, and my cock swell a bit more, as that first shot of cum lanced into her pussy. We held each other for several minutes, our bodies pressed together tightly, her tits in my face and my mouth gently teasing one nipple from time to time as my dick softened inside her.



"Now tell me you didn't enjoy that," she whispered.
"I did."
"See. What's wrong with that? No point in ruining what you have in front of you. Just keep her guessing until she comes back. Then you can sort it out. Till then, why not enjoy what there is in front of you."
"Like you and Abby?"
"For sure us, but why not others? Who knows? Maybe someone will walk into your site and want another round?"
"I don't know how many more rounds I have in me," I chuckled.
"Well, who knows. As long as you keep trying, it'll keep happening." She said, as she slipped off my body, my dick having softened enough to slip from her. "Why don't we go lay down and relax in the shade."
"Good idea." I agreed. We swam back out to the boat and climbed in. I stood and watched the other couples, all now naked, playing in the water as Toto lay a couple towels on the deck. She lay down and patted the floor for me to join her. Once I was laying with her, she rested her head on my shoulder and one leg over mine, pressing our bodies together comfortably.
"Can I ask something?"
"Sure."
"If you weren't married. Would you be interested in someone like me?"
"What do you mean, like you?"
"You know, that comes like I do. I mean, there are only so many places you can have sex, when you wet the floor, like I do, when I come,."
"You know. If someone is going to fall in love with you, that isn't going to be a deal breaker, trust me. There are lots worse things than that."
"Like what?"
I chuckled. "Well, believe it or not, for me, infidelity is the biggest one. Like the old seventies song said. No one should get it for free. If you're mine, I expect you to me mine. That's not saying that open relationships can't work, but I've had a few friends try and they always end up badly."
"So, to you, an open relationship isn't an option?"
"Not even."
"So, if your wife is getting it for free, so to speak, and doesn't want to stop, you're done?"
"One hundred percent." I agreed.
"So, what if you don't want to stop? Now that you started?" I lifted my head and looked at her in surprise. "I mean, let's face it. It'd be hard to go back to just her, after all this, wouldn't it?"
"I hope not." I answered, laying my head back down.
---o---
It was getting late in the afternoon. I'd been in the water several times, spread more sunblock, on both Abby and Toto twice, and spent a hell of a lot of time ogling the three women from the other boat, even though I did keep my distance. I didn't need more pussies trying to fuck me. I had enough already. As dinner grew closer, we wrapped up the day's swimming. Liz and Maggie swimming over to say goodbye, which for Liz, included getting my, seemingly perpetually hard dick, stuffed in her pussy for a few good strokes. We dressed and headed back to the campground. Dinner was simple to make and by seven, I'd eaten, cleaned up dinner and was thinking about a shower. If I waited long enough, I'd be able to shower outside the camper, but there were already a few more trailers starting to move in, and I wasn't nearly as alone as I had been. By Friday night it would be even worse.
Just because I couldn't go naked around camp as much, didn't mean that I couldn't push the boundaries a bit. I headed to the showers with a towel wrapped around my waist, my soap bottle in hand, and nothing else.
I was almost half way to the showers, not in any particular hurry, as the sun settled toward the horizon, when I heard a voice behind me, making me stop and turn.
"Hey. Are you Allen?"
"Um, yeah. Why?"
"I kinda thought it might be you."
"Oh?" I asked, as the rather voluptuous brunette in a short dark t-shirt walked closer to me. "How would you know me?"
She giggled. "I'm a friend of Trish, she told me how she ended up landing on you."
"Oh. But you knew it was me?"
"Your back." She said motioning to my back, as we stood in the road. "Looks like someone shot it, with a shotgun or something."
"Oh." I answered, turning to continue walking, the brunette stepping next to me, to keep pace with me.
"So, you headed to the showers?" She asked, as she walked next to me, a towel rolled up in one hand and a small bag in the other. She had on a long t-shirt that came just below her butt cheeks, and I wondered if there was anything under it. I was pretty sure by the way her fairly large boobs wiggled, that there was no bra at the very least.
"I am," I agreed, as I looked back from my quick survey of her body.
"So, is it true? Did you really fuck Leona on the picnic table," she asked quickly?
I almost broke out laughing, as I walked. "Who told you I did that?"
"Trish, actually." She said with a smile, "told me that Leona lost a bet and that was why she washed dishes nude tonight."
"Bet that was fun to watch."
"For our husbands, yeah. I know mine was rocking a hardon, the whole time."
"What about you?" I asked curiously, as I kept walking.
"Got me curious. Not that her husband knows what the bet was, that she really lost, but I was curious what might make her do what she did."
I stopped and looked at her seriously. "There's no way in hell, that I'm going to admit that I had sex with another man's wife. Not while he's close enough to cause problems. So, let's just forget that bet ever happened, okay?" I turned and started walking toward the showers, again.
"Oh, I wouldn't ever tell him that. No, that wasn't it at all. What I wanted was to see if it was really, well, if she was exaggerating or not."
I stopped again and turned to look at her. "In other words, you want to see if my dick is as big as Trish claims?"
She suddenly looked a little bashful as she gave a little shrug. "Something like that," she whispered.
Without a word I turned and started walking again. I saw her catch up again out of the corner of my eye. "I'm going to take a shower. If you happen to get into the same shower I am, and get naked, well, there's a pretty good chance that you'll see me with a hardon. But there is no way in hell, I am going to invite a married woman into a shower with me."
"I understand." She said quietly, keeping pace with me.
I walked to the men's shower house, and kept right on walking into it without stopping. I heard another shower running, and walked past it, moving to one toward the back. I stepped into the small cubicle that was broken down into two parts, the back half the actual shower, and the front half, a dressing area. I took off my towel without looking back, and hung it on a hook on the wall, and then stepped into the shower stall portion. I heard the door close behind me and knew she had followed me in. I turned on the water and adjusted the temperature before turning around to see her standing, naked, looking at me. She did, indeed, have nice sized tits, maybe a big C cup or a little more, slender waist, nicely shaped hips, a tiny tuft of brown curls, low on her mound and full round lips, with a considerable amount of inner labia protruding. All in all, a very sexy looking, young, twenty something, woman.
"I could use some help with my back, if you wanted to." I said quietly, trying not to let the guy down the way know there was a woman in the showers.
She smiled and stepped toward, me as I turned my back to her. I leaned against the wall of the shower, the water hitting my shoulders and neck and then running down my back so it wasn't spraying against the sore spots. I felt her hands on my back, very gently stroking and washing it. Her hands were soft and gentle as she soaped my back, rubbing her hands all over it before working down to my butt and then my legs. Her hands ran up and down my calves and thighs on each leg before her hand reached between my legs and cupped my balls and teased them.
"Okay, turn around." She whispered, as she let go of my hardware and stood back up. I turned for her, and watched as she squeezed more soap into her hand and then began to wash my chest. Her hands moved slowly, not rushing, just teasing her hands around my chest, for long seconds, before she began to work down to my stomach, and then lower. If she wanted to see my hardon, she'd succeeded. My dick was sticking out like a flagpole, as her hands finally reached it, both her soapy hands wrapping around it and stroking it slowly. "It is pretty big," She whispered. "Would you like to wash me now?"
"I wouldn't mind that at all," I answered honestly. She smiled and pushed me back into the water until she had me rinsed, and then she pressed her body against mine, pressing my dick down until it nestled between her thighs. She turned us both, letting my dick slip between her thighs a few times, as she turned us so she was under the water.
"My soap is on the bench," she said softly, pointing to the bottle, she had apparently pulled out of her bag, before getting into the water with me. I stepped back, pulling my hard shaft from between her thighs, to reach the bottle. I squeezed some on my hand and turned to find her closer, no longer standing under the water. I began to spread the soap across her chest, working my hands around her modestly large, soft breasts. Her nipples were already hard, but as I teased my hands over them, they seemed to harden more, and pucker the bright, pink areola that were centered in the middle of the two white triangles of skin, on her otherwise well-tanned breasts. "Mmmmmmm. I like a gentle touch." She whispered, as she reached for one of my hands and gently pressed it down across her stomach to her mound. "I like a gentle touch down there too."
I let my fingers curl between her now slightly spread legs, dipping to her soft, hot pussy lips. She closed her eyes and sighed softly, as my fingers stroked her soft flowery lips. I turned her slowly, letting her rest her back against my chest, as I rubbed my left hand up and down the front of her body, teasing both breasts and her stomach, while I let my right fingers dip between her lips, to find her hard little nub. "Ohhhhh yessssss." She sighed softly, as I teased her.
She grunted in disappointment, as I pulled my hand from between her legs and pressed her forward to rinse her front side. I let go and got more soap and started her back, rubbing her shoulders and then working down until I was stroking my hands over and around her full round butt. I squatted slightly and gave my dick a stroke with one soapy hand before pressing it again between her thighs, this time from behind.
"Ohhhhh, someone is sooo hard," she cooed, as she bent over slightly, trying to coax me to slip it inside her.
"I am, but I'm not ready for that yet."
"No?" she asked in a whisper, turning her head back to me.
"Uh-uh." I answered, as quietly, as I pulled my dick from between her legs and turned her around to face me again. I knelt down and lifted one leg, helping her prop her left foot on the wall of the small cubicle. I leaned my face toward her and gently kissed her nearly bare mound.
"Oh yeah!" She whispered, as I kissed lower, my kisses touching her delicate inner lips. I stroked my tongue along her lips and teased them apart, finding her wet insides with my tongue, as I stroked toward her clit. "Oh fuck!" She gasped, as my tongue danced over her clit for a few seconds, and then as I concentrated more on it, "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck, yes."
I licked and sucked on her pussy for long minutes, her hips rocking and trying to push toward my face, as I teased her climax even closer. I have always enjoyed licking my wife, and before her, all my girlfriends. Since then, before this week, I hadn't had a chance to do this to another woman, and I was enjoying the hell out of it, as was she. I could tell she was about to come, and was getting very ready to do more myself. She looked at me with a pained expression as I pulled my face from her pussy, but that changed as I aimed my engorged head at her wet pussy lips. She closed her eyes and held her breath as I pushed myself slowly into her, my fat cock stretching her vaginal opening more than she was used to. Once my shaft was fully inside her, she let out her breath and looked at my face again. "Do it." She whispered, "make me come around you."
"Uh huh," I grunted, as I started plunging my cock in and out of her. I might have been sexed out earlier in the afternoon, but somehow, fucking this incredibly sexy, twenty something woman, had my body working overtime, to find something to fill her with. Her pussy started to spasm around me and her moans grew louder, as I worked in and out, driving her orgasm to its pinnacle.
"Gonna come, gonna come, gonna come." She panted, over and over, as I continued to thrust into her, driving my own to climax with her.
"Uh fuck." I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming deep into her and pressing her against the wall as my cock jerked and spurted deep in her pussy. We stood there, the two of us jerking and trembling for long seconds, as our mutual orgasms eased and passed.
"That what you wanted to see?" I asked in a whisper, as I softened inside her.
"Uh huh." She panted. "It was."
"I think we've been in here long enough."
"Uh huh."
I pulled out of her, rinsed off my dick and cupped my hands to rub some of the water between her legs before turning off the shower. I found her towel and held it out for her, which she took. I wrapped my towel around my waist, and with a grin, picked up her clothes, the t-shirt and panties she had on when she came in, and opened the door.
"Wait!" She cried, grabbing her stuff and following me past the shower stalls, that were now in use. She darted out into the darkness behind me, carrying her little bag of stuff, trying to wrap the towel around herself, which was actually a bit small. The towel she had, was too short to cover everything, leaving her having to choose between exposed nipples or exposed pussy. She chose exposed pussy, probably thinking it would be less noticeable. "That was sneaky." She said sharply, as I walked along the road.
"Was it? No more so, than getting into the shower with me."
"But you invited me."
"More or less, yes. But that's what you wanted, wasn't it? To see if I was as big as your friends said?"
"Well, yeah."
"But you weren't expecting be to fuck you, were you? You were just going to tease me to see how big I was and then leave?"
"No! Yes. Oh hell! Once you started to tease my clit, well, I wanted it a lot more, but no, I wasn't expecting that."
"I hope it was worth it." I answered, holding her clothes out to her. "You can have these back if you want."
She took the clothes and looked around. "Might as well just stay this way. I'd show off more trying to put them on."
"I know." I said with a grin, as I continued to walk along. We walked silently until we got to my campsite. "Have a good night."
"You too." She said with a little wave as she walked on, trying to make things look as innocent as she could.
I shook my head and headed into the camper to get my phone.
I milled around the campsite for a while, starting a little fire, just waiting for Sue to call. She texted that she was busy and would call after nine, and it was well after now. Finally, my phone rang.
"Hey lover." I said, as I put it to my ear.
"Hi honey. How's it going?"
"Just sitting here looking at a fire. Took a shower a while ago, so I'm ready for bed before much longer. You?"
"Busy day. June says hi."
"Oh? You saw her today?"
"Yeah. We had dinner at her house."
"That sounds good. Sucks to eat alone. Can't' wait for you to get here tomorrow."
"Yeah? Getting bored?"
"A bit."
"I'm surprised. I'd have thought the girls across the way would have been good company."
"Oh, they are. But it feels a bit awkward spending time with them, when you're not here."
"Oh? Did you take them swimming?"
"Yeah."
"Did you have fun?"
"It was alright." I said, not wanting to let on, just how much I'd been doing.
"Did you end up skinny dipping with them?"
"Oh, yeah. We did."
"Bet they liked the view."
"Yeah, I think we all did. Another boat came by. Actually, the one that sheltered me in the storm the other day."
"Oh? Bet that was awkward."
"Not really. Abby just told them that it was a clothing optional bay today."
"So, did they get naked too?"
"Oh, yeah, after a fashion."
"Didn't get sunburned, did you?"
"Oh no, Abby made sure I was well covered in sunblock."
"I bet she did. Did you do her too?"
"Oh yeah, I did. It felt a bit funny rubbing another woman's breasts and stuff."
"Stuff? As in, like stuff between her legs?"
"Yeah. She insisted. Didn't want to get burned down there. Toto too."
"Bet you liked that."
"Well, you know how it is, when I tease you a bit. She almost demanded that I make her, um, you know."
"She wanted you to make her climax?"
"Yeah."
"Did you?"
"Well, sorta, yeah."
"Bet she liked that."
"She seemed to. But it felt really awkward. Other than you, I don't think I've ever touched another woman's body since we were married. Felt kinda strange doing it, especially without you here. I know you told me to take them, but that just felt like I was stepping over some line, you know?"
"Yeah. I can imagine. So, that all you guys did?"
"Well, besides screwing each other in the lake? Yeah, pretty much."
"You did!?" She exclaimed.
"Of course not. What do you think I am? We just skinny dipped, except for putting on sunblock."
"I can't believe you didn't do more. Not with two good looking, naked women in your hands."
"Well, I did let Toto jack me off while they were putting sunblock on me. They wanted to make sure I was hard, when they did my dick, so nothing would get burned, but she stroked a little too much covering me and I couldn't hold it back."
"Bet that surprised them."
"I don't think so. I got the idea that she wanted to make it happen."
"Well, you do have a pretty good-looking dick. I suppose, if I were in their shoes, I'd want to do that. Probably want to do a lot more."
"Maybe, but that wouldn't exactly be fair, would it?"
"Fair to them?"
"No, fair to you."
"Fair to me? Why?"
"Isn't my dick supposed to be just for you? That's what you used to say. My dick and your pussy were off limits to anyone but each other. Is it different now or something?"
"Oh! Uh, no. It's not. That's the way it's supposed to be. I suppose when I get there, you're gonna attack me, after all the flashing and stuff you've been getting today."
"I'd say there's a pretty good chance of it."
"What if I don't want to be attacked?"
"I'd be pretty disappointed. I mean, you basically told me to go skinny dipping with them. You had to know I'd get horny as hell. What did you want me to do? Have sex with them?"
"Uh, no. I didn't suggest that."
"Well, then you better be ready to spread your sexy legs for me when you get here, because I'm horny as hell. I'm sitting here in just a towel."
"No clothes?"
"Uh-uh. Just a towel. If you were here, I could undress you and let you sit on my lap for a while."
"Well, I'm not. Sorry. Guess you're just gonna have to find some other way to get what you need."
"I suppose I could go jack off. I mean, what other choice do I have? Go over to Abby's trailer and bang one of them?"
"I didn't suggest that, no."
"You didn't exactly just say no either. Honey, are you trying to tell me you want me to fuck around on you?"
"I didn't say that at all. I just didn't react when you said that. I knew you were just kidding."
"What if I weren't?"
"Well, then when I get there, you better well have not worn yourself out!"
I chuckled. "Yeah, that's exactly what you'd be worried about, if I was over screwing someone, besides you. Me not being worn out."
"Well, I guess I could be worried about that."
"Not likely. You know damn well, that I can't even help but get hard, when you get naked in front of me."



"I know. Just like you couldn't help but get hard if you were naked with the girls across the way. Abby and Toto, is it?"
Now I knew she wasn't being straight with me. She knows damn well what their names are. I've said them enough times already. "Yeah. Abby and Toto. Both of them are pretty hot looking, naked. Not as hot as you, but pretty hot looking."
"Liar. I'm an old woman. They're what, twenty years younger than we are?"
"Something like that."
"Maybe you should go over and visit."
"I'd have to get dressed and it's almost bed time."
"Why get dressed? You weren't dressed with them all day, were you?"
"No."
"So why would now be different?"
"You want me to go over and hang out with them in just a towel?"
"You don't have to wear the towel, not if you don't want to."
"I don't know how good an idea that is, not as horny as I am right now."
"Well, maybe they'll stroke you off. Or maybe even give you a blow job. All guys like those, right?"
"All guys like sticking their dicks in pussies too, but that doesn't mean I need to go over there and do that."
"It's just a blow job. I mean, how much trouble can that cause?"
I laughed at that. "Come on honey. How much trouble can it cause? You really want me to answer that? What happenes when you start playing with me?"
"You want to lick me down there and suck my nipples."
"Uh huh. And after I've done that a while?"
"You wanna have sex with me. I know that. But that's me. But I suppose if you wanted to do that other stuff. Lick them or suck their nipples, that wouldn't be the worst thing in the world, would it?"
"Honey. If I didn't know you better, I'd swear, you're tying, to get me to mess around with them. Is that what you want? Do you want me to go have sex with them?"
"I didn't say that!" She snapped at me. "I didn't say that at all. All I was doing was trying to help you get a little relief before I get there. Don't twist this into something nefarious. You don't want to go get a blow job, don't. But don't complain to me that you're all horny and didn't get any relief."
I had to admit, her outburst had me confused. I was sure I had figured it all out. If I was wrong. If it was some kind of test, I failed it miserably.
"I'm sorry honey. I shouldn't have jumped to that conclusion."
"No, you shouldn't have. I'm going to go shower and go to bed. It'll be a long day tomorrow with me having to drive up there. Now, go do whatever you need to do, to be able to go to bed. I know how hard it is for you to sleep when you're all wound up. Stroke off, get a blowjob, whatever, but get some sleep. I'll see you tomorrow."
"Yep. See you tomorrow. Love you!"
"Love you too! Night!" She said before hanging up her end.
Had I misjudged her intentions? Now I wasn't so sure of myself and I didn't want to make things worse than I already had. I hung my towel on the rail for the awning and headed into the trailer. I didn't even bother to turn on any lights. I just crawled into bed and closed my eyes.
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It was Friday morning, and the weather wasn't very nice looking, matching my disposition. I'd felt hung over every morning since my wife left last weekend, though this morning seemed a little worse for some reason. I had attributed it to the poor sleep I'd been getting at night. I couldn't explain why, but I felt keyed up and, oh, just off, if you know what I mean. I pushed myself out of bed and stepped outside to look at the weather.
The cloud bank was hanging low, it looked like it was going to rain any second. I could hear thunder in the distance and figured there wasn't much point in going out fishing, as I'd be chased right back in, by the lightning. I didn't mind fishing in the rain, but lightning is another matter. I closed the door, took my morning meds and shots and crawled back into bed, listening to the thunder as I lay half asleep.
I didn't realize I'd fallen back asleep, until I heard the rain pounding on the roof, making me glad that I'd decided not to go out this morning. I looked at my watch and saw that it was already well past eight, a far cry from the six thirty that it had been, when I first looked outside. At least the headache was gone. I pulled on a pair of shorts and climbed out of bed. I stepped outside, feeling a mist blow across me, the bulk of the rain being deflected by the trailer and the awning. The clouds looked ugly, like the rain wasn't going to end any time soon. I turned to climb back into the trailer and saw Abby sitting under the small canopy, looking somewhat uncomfortable. I paused before walking in and waved to her. She smiled and waved back before pulling the beach towel tighter around her shoulders.
After the strange dreams about her I had the night before, I wasn't sure I should, but I did it anyway. I waved for her to come over. She held her hands out, as if to say, you're sure? I nodded and waved again. She smiled and stood up, calling to Toto before covering her head with the towel and running from their campsite to mine. She had on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, both of which looked wet to me as I held the door open for her.
"Thanks." She said as she stepped in past me and then let the towel unwrap from around her body. Yeah, she was definitely wet, and cold.
"Why in the world were you sitting out in the rain?" I asked as I stepped to her, I reached for her t-shirt. I pulled it up, letting her put her arms up. I dropped the wet shirt on the floor and then walked to the bathroom to grab a towel for her. By the time I got back, she had slipped her shorts off and was standing naked. I handed her the towel, which she started to use on her hair first, making her big tits wiggle and sway. I watched her dry her hair and then move on to the rest of her body. "So?"
"Toto and I had an argument." She said with a shrug, as she wrapped the towel around herself to try and warm up.
"I'm going to regret this." I said to myself as I pulled the, now wet, towel from around her. I dropped it on the floor and pulled her to the bedroom, throwing the covers back and climbing onto the bed. I let her climb in with me and I pulled her bare body against me as I pulled the covers over both of us. I could feel her shuddering and shivering slightly as her cold skin pressed against me. It took almost five minutes of laying against me before she started to warm up and stop shivering. It took another five or ten minutes before she felt comfortable enough to slide her hand into the waistband of my shorts and find my dick. "I didn't call you over to have sex."
"Maybe not, but it's a nice way for me to say thank you, isn't it?"
"I suppose it is, but after my talk with Sue last night, I'm not so sure that this wasn't some kind of a test, instead of a getting things even."
"Ohhhhh. That doesn't sound good. And if it was a test, well, we both know, you failed it miserably."
"Understatement of the century."
"So, you're saying you don't want me to thank you by doing this?" She asked, pulling her hand from my shorts. She rolled over on top of me, slipping her knees on either side of my hips. She lay her chest on mine and lifted herself enough to reach between us and force my shorts down over my butt and down my thighs. I felt her hand grasp my already hard dick, as she shifted position again, this time lifting off my chest and moving herself up along my body until her tits were hanging in my face. I felt her rub my head between her hot, wet lips and then felt her push herself back, forcing me slowly into her.
"Ohhhh fuuuuuuck." I groaned softly, as she wiggled and rocked herself, until she had me all the way into her depths.
"I mean, if you want me to stop, I can." She whispered, as she started to rock her body, sliding on and off my dick, slowly and methodically.
"Oh damn," I groaned again.
"I'll take that as a no." She whispered, as she rocked a little harder, driving my dick deep into her with each stroke. She pressed back until my head pressed against the end of her tunnel, pressing hard against my mushroom head. Each stroke drove her body down hard on me, eliciting a gentle grunt of pleasure from her. "God, I love feeling one so deep in me." She groaned, as she rocked on me, pushing both of us up the slope toward orgasm. It was a surprisingly short number of minutes, and strokes down my shaft, before I felt her vagina start to squeeze and clench around me, her climax only moments away. Each stroke swung her tits in front of my face, her nipples bumping and brushing my chin and lips, almost begging me to suck them as she rode on me.
I slid my hands up her body and captured both soft breasts, then squeezed her nipples between my fingers. "AHHHHHHH FUCK!" She cried loudly, as she stiffened, her body beginning to tremble and shake. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she gasped, as her trembling grew, her body wracked by strong spasms, as her orgasm washed over her. I held her breasts, squeezing and massaging each soft mound, as I nibbled one and then the other nipple. As the strongest of the tremors faded, she started her motion again, her strokes awkward at first, but moving with more grace and fluidity, as the seconds passed. In addition to sliding on and off my dick, she began to arch her back with each stroke, her motion clearly intended to tease me, to push my orgasm to climax inside her. She rocked with each motion, changing how it felt around me, changing where the pressure was, changing how the most sensitive spot, under my head, stroked along her still spasming vagina. "Come for me baby. Fill me with your pleasure and let me feel you coming inside me."
"Uh huh." Was all I could grunt, as her motions pushed me closer and closer to orgasm. "Gonna come." I grunted, as she worked a few more of those rocking strokes down my shaft.
"I know. Do it. Come in me. Let me feel it." She moaned as she continued to move.
"AHHHHHH!" I gasped, as my body spasmed and sent a squirt of hot cum deep in her pussy. She slammed herself down hard on me and sat on me, her tits resting in my hands, as she panted, my body jerking and spasming under her, to pump what cum my body had left, into her. "Oh shit," I panted, as she moved my hands from her tits and lowered herself enough to tease a nipple across my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked the offered nipple into my mouth, sucking and teasing it, bringing another shudder from her body.
"God, I could fuck you all day long, but I think Toto would get kinda angry. Not that she isn't already."
"Is that why you were sitting outside?"
"Uh huh. She was upset, because she knew I set her up to get fucked by you. She knew that if I had her naked with you, that she couldn't resist getting your dick in her."
"And she didn't want to?"
"She hasn't wanted to for a while, not with a guy, but it was just because she was embarrassed."
"About what?"
"She wasn't completely honest. She was married once. But her husband decided he was gay and didn't want to be married to a woman any longer. For a Korean woman, that's pretty much the ultimate insult. Well, the second time, she never got to the alter before her fiancé was cheating on her."
"For any woman that would be an insult, to find your husband wanted men more than you. So, you spent the last four days, trying to get me to convince her not all guys are gay?"
"Well, that wasn't the original idea, but once I got you, well, I knew I had to get you to fuck her too. Don't get me wrong, she's really enjoyed it, but she's mad at me for making her want you, when she can't actually have you."
"Well, now that I've now cheated on my wife with multiple women...If this was a test, well, it'll probably mean we're over. So, who knows, maybe she can have me."
"Look, if your wife didn't want us to have sex, she wouldn't have suggested I seduce you. So, you falling off the wagon, so to speak, was exactly what she intended. A woman doesn't dare a woman to seduce her husband, unless she WANTS him to get fucked. If it was a test, then it was a test that was designed to be failed. If she wanted me to test you, she would have said something like oh, try and seduce my husband. I want to make sure he's still being faithful to me. If she said that, then I would try to seduce you, but I wouldn't let you actually fuck me. No, I was pretty sure she wanted me to seduce you into sex, and after watching you all weekend, I wasn't going to turn down the chance."
"Watching me? You didn't tell me you were watching me."
"Uh huh. Especially in your swimsuit. When it's all wet it sticks to you, and you seemed to always have a hardon when you went swimming with your wife. I suspect you'd like to try and do something, but she wasn't having any of it. So, when she suggested it, I wasn't going to say no."
"She was sorta teasing me into having a hardon an awful lot, but not going all the way through with it. Almost like she wanted me to be horny as hell all the time. But when it came time for sex, she stopped."
"And she wouldn't put out, not even when you were out fishing, like the two of us did?"
"No."
"I guess what you need to ask yourself, is why your wife would avoid having sex with you, and then turn around and try to convince me to seduce you, if it wasn't to have you all turned on and wanting to have sex. No, I'm not at all convinced it was a test. I still think she intended for me to have sex with you. Why? That I don't know."
"That's the thousand dollar question."
She rolled off of me, after my softening cock slipped out of her and snuggled up next to me. We lay there, keeping each other warm, until we fell back asleep.
---o---
The weather cleared early in the afternoon, but I didn't bother to go out fishing, or swimming. I was too busy trying to figure out an alternative explanation for what my wife did, or suggested, other than the one Abby was suggesting. To be honest, I was concerned. If it was a test, I failed. If she wanted me to have sex with Abby, it meant that she already cheated on me, or that she wanted to cheat on me. Either way, it didn't make me feel good. I ate dinner and started a fire. I settled next to it and waited for my wife to show up. I expected her around eight, but had to keep adding wood to the fire, waiting, almost dreading her arrival. I watched camper after camper pull in and set up, but my Tahoe didn't pull in until well past dark.
"HEY LOVER!" She called cheerfully, as she got out of the truck. "Miss me?"
"Of course!" I answered as I got up from where I was sitting. She carried her duffel bag into the trailer and then came back out and walked over to me, hugging and kissing me. "Damn you feel good." I whispered, as we broke a fairly long kiss.
"Have a good week?" she asked, as she sat down in the chair across from me.
"It was a good week. Interesting if nothing else."
"Oh? What'd you do?"
I'd been rehearsing this all day long. I was going out on a limb, but I wasn't that good at keeping secrets from her. "Well, did a bunch of fishing, some swimming and skinny dipping, a little fucking around. Pretty much what you planned."
She sat quietly for a few seconds. "Fucking around? Like in having sex with someone?"
"Pretty much."
She stood up and glared angrily at me. "You fucked around on me? Really?"
"Yep. I did. Just exactly like you hoped I would. That's what it was about, right? Trying to make me fall off the wagon?" She stood staring at me for long seconds, making me wonder if I had guessed wrong. Then her face softened and turned sad, as she sat down across the fire from me. She lowered her head to her hands and rubbed her face. "Who was he?" I asked.
"You know?" She asked, without looking up at me.
"I know you wanted Abby to seduce me. You coaxed me to go skinny dipping, and take her fishing, in her bikini. All things that could easily lead to me being unfaithful. Only reason I could come up with, was that you already had and wanted me to do it too, so I'd forgive you easier. That was it, wasn't it?"
"It sounds a lot worse when you say it like that."
"So, who was he?"
She sat, looking in the fire for long seconds, before finally whispering, "June's son, Adam."
"Adam?" I asked in surprise. I'd figured it was someone at work or something, but a young guy? "He's what, nineteen, twenty?"
"Twenty." She admitted, finally looking up at me.
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. She cheated with a twenty-year old? At least it wasn't with someone she'd think about running off with. "So, explain why."
"It was an accident."
"How do you fuck someone on accident?" I asked, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice.
"I was over at June's, and Adam was there. She asked him to give us a massage. I guess he's working as a masseur at college, to help pay the bills. He said yes and she got undressed, and I mean all the way, right in front of him. She put a towel on the dining room table and lay down so he could give her a massage. After he got done with her, she said it was my turn. I wasn't about to get all the way undressed, but they finally convinced me that all I needed to do was to undress down to my underwear. He worked on my back first, and it felt really good. He undid the back of my bra, to do my back and only pulled my underwear down enough to be able to get to my butt cheeks. When he had me roll over, so he could do my front side, like he had on his mom, I held my bra, in place. But, once I was on my back and he started working down from my shoulders to my chest, he suggested I take it all the way off so the massage oil didn't ruin it. I was really nervous about it, but finally took it off. I was really nervous having him touch my boobs, but he was gentle and massaged my boobs and chest, almost as if he was trying to avoid my nipples. In some ways it was making me a little frustrated. When he got down lower, well, my underwear was in the way, so I let him take them off."
She paused and looked at me, trying to gauge my reaction to what she had already said. I sat, as unemotionally as I could, my face lit only by the small fire. She took a deep breath before she went on.
"When he started working on my thighs, I felt his fingers getting closer and closer to me, sorta like you do to me. It was making me so wet and turned on, and God, it felt so good! When his fingers brushed my pussy, I was almost ready to climax, just from how much his touch had teased me. He moved one hand up to my chest and started to rub my boobs again, this time teasing my nipples with one hand while his fingers worked into me." She looked up at me again. "He made me climax so damn hard with his fingers, but he didn't stop, he just kept rubbing. And you know how I play with your dick, while you're stroking me?"
"He wasn't dressed?" I asked, a little surprised.
"No, he was. But he was standing next to the table and I kinda pushed his shorts down, and there it was, his big, fat hardon. Shit honey, he was almost as big as you. I just kinda stroked it, while he was playing with me, rubbing my hand up and down, while he played with me, until I came a second time. He sorta came when I did, all over me, my stomach and tits and everything. There was so much cum, but he didn't stop, he kept rubbing me, so I kept rubbing him. Pretty soon he was hard as a rock again and I was getting close to climaxing again, I mean a third time. I never come three times, and he had me there, he had me sooo close to coming again. Then he just climbed on the table and fed it into me. I shouldn't have, I know that, but I didn't even try to stop him. I was just too close to coming again, when he did it, and I wanted him to. I don't know why, but I wanted him to do it. I let him pump in and out of me, until we both came again."
I was silent for a long time as I sat thinking about what she'd said. She tried to apologize twice, each time stopping part way through the attempt. Finally, I answered her. "And you don't think I'd have forgiven you for messing up, one time? I mean, anyone can make a mistake one time. It's not like I'd divorce you over that. We could have worked it out."
"It wasn't just once," she whispered.
"Well, um, how many times?"
"A few."
"With Adam?"
"And sometimes a few friends," she whispered.
"A few friends?!?"
"A few weeks later I was over having coffee with June, and Adam came home with a friend, Eric something or other. He wanted to show Eric a massage technique for the lower back and asked me to help. It took a little convincing, after the last time, but he promised that he was just going to rub my back, that was all. I reluctantly agreed. He had me on my hands and knees. I wasn't about to let what happened, happen again, so I didn't get undressed. I just undid my shorts, like I do at the chiropractor, and pulled them down to my butt cheeks so he could get to my lower back. He started rubbing on it and then let Eric take over. He was rubbing along my spine, and had my shirt pushed up my back. It felt so good and I was getting so turned on. I could feel the crotch of my underwear getting wet, I was getting so turned on. Next thing I know, my pants were all the way down to my knees and Eric was feeding his cock into me. I should have stopped it, but I was so turned on. I wanted to come, so badly. God, it felt so good sliding in and out of me. Adam stuck his bare dick into my face and I started to suck on it. It tasted like pussy, but I did it anyway, sucked on Adam's dick."
"Shit. Didn't June try to stop them?"
She shook her head. "I didn't want her to," she whispered. "It felt too damn good. I don't know, it was some pressure point thing or something. Just like Adam had done the last time, Eric had me so close to climaxing even before he put his dick in me. And once he did, I started to climax and it seemed like it went on forever."
"Jesus."
"After I came, I looked over at June. She was completely naked and looked like she'd already been fucked."
"Adam fucked his own mom?"
"Sorta."
I shook my head incredulously. "And were there more times?"
"A few. Usually just Adam, but sometimes a friend or two. Once more."
"More?"
"I stopped over and June was laying out by the pool getting some sun. It was a Saturday, so no big deal. She wanted me to lay with her, but I didn't have a suit or anything, so she convinced me to just lay naked. So, we did, I was a little worried about Adam coming home, but she said it didn't matter if he did, because he'd already seen me naked. Well, he did come home, but he had some friends with him."
"How many?"
"Three. They were going to swim. I covered most of myself up with a towel, but the boys decided that since we were naked, they should be too. So, they were swimming naked. June convinced me to ditch the towel and be naked again like she was. I couldn't get sun if I was covered up. I don't know why I did, but I did. I just closed my eyes and pretended they weren't there. I could hear them. I could even hear them commenting about how hot my body looked, for an older woman. I was laying there and all of a sudden, I felt someone between my legs. Adam spread my legs and started to lick me. I told him no, but he said it was alright and he'd stop as soon as he gave me an orgasm, just for being there and looking so sexy. Well, he did, but we didn't stop there. We didn't stop until all four of them had come in both of us at least once. Both our mouths and pussies, and even one of them in June's butt."



"Shit. Four of them?"
"I'm sorry lover. I didn't mean for it to happen."
"Are you still fucking him?" I asked, feeling very betrayed and upset.
"No. I put a stop to it. I mean, somehow it kept happening, I just was having a hard time stopping it. He was doing things that made me feel so damn good. I kept telling myself that once was over the line, so more times, it wasn't all that bad. Eventually I realized, that I was avoiding sex with you, on days that I was going to June's. So, I finally stopped it. I was going to keep it a secret. I didn't think you'd forgive me. But the longer I tried to keep it a secret from you, the harder it became."
"And that's why you came up with this stupid idea? To have Abby try and seduce me?"
"I saw you looking at her, a lot. I talked to her enough to know she wasn't married and wasn't interested in being so. What could it hurt? If you messed around with her, well, I wouldn't have to feel so guilty any more. If you decided not to tell me, I'd keep mine a secret, and if you did tell me, then I could tell you too. Either way, it'd be easier for both of us."
"Jesus, honey! That's why you've been acting so weird about sex lately, trying to tease me, but not quite going all the way?"
"Yeah. Hell, it's been killing me. I wanted to get you turned on and get you to do what Adam did, but then I was afraid you'd ask how I knew to do, what I was asking you to do, and you'd figure out that I was cheating on you. I was afraid to tell you, afraid of what you would do if I did. But having a harder and harder time not doing it. I love you. Nothing changes that. But I messed up, because it felt so incredibly good. It wasn't love or anything like that. It was just, I don't know, lust. Something in the way he massaged me, hell, it made me so fucking horny that I had to have sex. I didn't understand it. Not until June finally told me just exactly what kind of massage parlor he works in. That's when I finally called it quits. I wouldn't go over if he was there."
"So, what do we do now?"
"Depends on you." She whispered.
"Do you want to be divorced?"
"OH HELL NO!" She said, emphatically. "No! I love you. I don't want to lose you."
I sat and looked at her, trying to let my anger slip away. I got up and walked off into the dark, leaving her sitting by the fire while I wandered around the grassy field behind the camper. One time was one thing, but to do it multiple times with multiple guys? Could I forgive that? I looked up the road at the other campers and across the road at the girls' camper, then realized that I had just done the same thing. Had sex with how many different women on the same day? How could I convict her, of what I just did? But that was the idea, wasn't it? That was her plan. A cold calculated plan. I walked over and sat down by the fire.
"Shit." I said quietly. "I never would have suspected you'd step out on me."
She moved to the chair across the fire and sat down, looking into the fire. "Me either. I didn't mean for it to happen. It was just a massage, but somehow, somehow it made me so horny, I just couldn't help myself."
"I can see that once, but multiple times? Even with multiple guys?"
"I'm sorry. I know how it has to look."
"No. I don't think you do."
She looked up at me, "Trust me, I do."
"You know, to do it was one thing, but what I'm having trouble with was that you worked out this stupid plan in your mind, that if I cheated, I'd feel more guilty and forgive you. That's the thing that I'm struggling with."
"But you did have sex with her?"
I laughed softly. "Oh yeah, I did. And a lot more. She got me to do things, naked, things I wouldn't have done without her, things that you and I would never have done. No, more to the point, things you would have never agreed to do. I showered out here, right over there, by the trailer, completely naked. Not once, not twice, but several times. I took her out fishing, naked, both of us. I took her skinny dipping, twice, and not alone either. I went out fishing in nothing but a rain suit and got caught in a storm. Remember me telling you about that?"
"Yeah, I do."
"Remember what I said I did? I sheltered in a cabin cruiser with a couple and their friend. Think about that a second. Think about what I had to be wearing, when I took my rain suit off!"
"Nothing."
"Yeah, nothing at all. I spent three hours, sheltering with them in that cove, with nothing to wear, and a hardon. What do you think happened?"
"You had sex with them?"
I didn't answer, but just left her think about that. "One day I walked back up from the boat and flashed two women walking down the road. One of them came back later to talk."
"Are you trying to tell me you had sex with more than just Abby and Toto?"
"Honey, because of what you started, I've had sex with more than half a dozen women this week! None of which would have happened, if Abby hadn't been trying to seduce me and keep me naked, so I'd be playful. So yes, and they were pretty much all because of what you started. So, you cheated on me with a bunch of college boys, and because of you I cheated on you, with multiple women. How the hell do we move on from here?"
"Shit. I don't know."
"You want me to forgive you for fucking those college boys, and forget that you did. That you took their loads in your pussy, in your mouth. That's what you want, isn't it? But can you forgive and forget that I've banged my way through more than half a dozen pussies this week? That I've filled them, with my cum, and made them climax on me? Can you forgive and forget that?"
"I can try, she whispered.
"You think? Okay then. Here's what's going to happen. You're going to make up for the last six months of practically no sex. And you're going enjoy it, or at least pretend really good. And then when we get home, June is going to owe me. I want you to convince her to come over to our house and tease me, until I give in and fuck her. And I don't plan on making it easy. I don't want her to know that I know about your little exploits, with her son. She's going to have to convince me to have sex, not once, but once for each time her son fucked you. Then, maybe, we'll be even on that count. As far as you getting gangbanged by four guys, I don't know how the hell to deal with that!"
"What if I can't? Convince her, that is?"
"Better think of a way. I wanna see her wearing sexy little nothings, flashing boobs, flashing her pussy, grabbing my privates, kissing me. Anything she can think of to get me turned on and wanting to fuck her. Just how many times did Adam do you? Five, six?"
"Fourteen or fifteen I think." She whispered.
"Fourteen or fifteen. And that was Adam? Is that counting the times other guys did it in you?" I shook my head in dismay. "Fine. Fifteen times June is going to fuck me until I unload in her. Fifteen times she's gonna tease me and seduce me and coax me to fuck her. After the first time you can tell her, but the first time, I don't want her to know that I know, what her son did. I want her to have to try and figure out how to make me be unfaithful, since she obviously put plenty of thought, into how do make you unfaithful to me. And before you ask why, it's because I blame her. It would never have happened, if she hadn't convinced you to get undressed and massaged by Adam. I don't know exactly why she did it, but she did. She plotted and planned to make you cheat on me. Now she has to make it up to me, and that's how I want it done. She's going to have to plot; how to make me cheat on you, and then she's going to coax me to fill her pussy, once for every time her son fucked you."
"I'll try."
"I hope so, because until that happens, I expect you to do whatever sexy things you can think of. I want you to show me that you WANT to have sex with me. I wanna see you naked, more than dressed, or in things that show you off, not for the world, but for me. In fact, I want you to get undressed right now."
"Undressed? Out here? Right now? Someone might see me naked!"
"Yeah, they might." I agreed. "But then, the idea is to be undressed for me. If someone else sees, well, lucky them. You didn't have any trouble stripping for a bunch of twenty year-old boys, right?"
She sat for a long time, looking at me, considering what I'd just told her and what I expected. I was beginning to think she was going to get up and go home. But if she did that, it was over. This was MY test, to see if she really wanted to stay with me or not. This was going to push her comfort zone way out, and break it into tiny pieces. But if she did, if she followed through, I'd know that I we still had a chance.
"You're right. I didn't. I willingly got undressed and let them rub their hands and dicks all over me, and fuck me and even come on my body and in my mouth. So why should this be a problem for me?" She bent over and took her shoes off. She stood up and looked down at me, as she undid her pants and pushed them down. Her underwear went next and then her shirt and bra, leaving her standing nude across the fire from me. "This what you wanted to see?" she asked, as she sat back down again.
"It is." I agreed. "The way I see it, I wouldn't have done any of the things I did this week, if someone hadn't been pushing me to do them. Did I do them? Yes. And no, I don't plan on telling you everything that happened, just like I don't want to know what exactly happened those fifteen times. My imagination can conjure up all kinds of things, but this isn't the time or place. If we're going to get past this, we're going to have to establish some new ground here. Clearly you had sex with multiple guys, and enjoyed it. You don't HAVE to be as prudish as you've been. In fact, you've proven that you can be much less so. I'm not going to ask you to do that with me, with one exception. June. I think we should explore some other things, and this is a good time to get started."
"Other things?"
"Different things. Like this, here." I stood up and pushed my shorts down, leaving me naked, having never dressed in more than my athletic shorts all day. I stepped out of them and sat back down, my hard dick poking up in the air. "I think you should come sit on my dick and ride on it until you come."
"Out here? Where people can see us?" She asked, looking around, to see who might be walking down the road.
"That's what's bothering you? Who might be able to see?"
She shrugged nervously. "Yes."
"You didn't mind those guys seeing you naked, did you?"
"Well, no. They were usually naked too, or partly so anyway. But that isn't the same thing. I messed up. I admit that. I cheated on you. I betrayed your trust, and then I made it worse, by trying to get someone to get you to do the same thing. Which, incidentally, you did."
"I did."
"But I'm not about to let you parade me around naked for the world to see. That might work on a movie or something, but if that's how you want to punish me, then I don't think we're going to be able to work this out."
"Good. Okay, we've established boundary one. I didn't plan on doing that, but I do plan on having sex with you, in places where we MIGHT get caught, or someone MIGHT happen to see us. I've always liked to have sex outside, and after this week, what Abby was coaxing me to do, showed me that I have a little exhibitionism in me. I don't mind flashing a small, and I do mean small, group of strangers my junk. It's kind of a turn on. But, like you, I don't have any desire to just start walking down the street naked."
"Exhibition streak? Like what?"
I grinned. "Stay here." I got up and headed to the trailer. I hadn't ever turned on the outside lights, and I left them off now, as I brought out two towels, my body wash and shampoo. I grabbed her kit bag as well that had her body wash. I put it all on the table by the grill and then walked over to her and held out a hand. "Come on."
"What?" she asked, looking around again before getting up. With her back to the road, she didn't have a to worry too much about someone seeing her, but now standing in the firelight, I could see the concern on her face. I drew her by the hand, off into the darkness by the trailer. "What are we doing?"
"Taking a shower." I answered.
"Here!?"
"Uh huh. Done it a few times this week. It's dark. The only way someone sees you, is if they shine a flashlight or car headlights on you, and with the angle of the road, most car headlights don't get up this far."
"I don't think this is a good idea." She said quietly, as I turned the water on for the outside shower nozzle and adjusted the temperature.
"Then you're not gonna love the rest of it either, because I plan on having sex, right here while we're showering."
"Out in the open, where anyone can see us?"
"Why not? That's what Abby got me to do. Have sex, right here, all wet and soapy."
"You had sex with her here?"
"Uh huh. It was just showering at first, but she managed to get me turned on enough, to let her feed me into her and then, well, it was what it was."
"I don't think I want to do this." She said, with a scowl I could just make out in the darkness, now that my eyes were adjusting from being close to the fire.
"I don't think I wanted you to get naked for Adam and let him fuck you, but that happened. If we're going to work this out, our sex life is going to have to change. I'm not going to be content to just have sex in the bedroom in the dark. You clearly aren't nearly as prudish when you're excited, so it's time to unlock that. Unless you want a divorce, then you can go find someone who's perfectly happy, fucking in the bedroom in the dark and nowhere else."
"This isn't exactly fair."
"No, what wasn't fair was expecting me to be dedicated, to you and only you, while you were off fucking college guys. That wasn't fair. It also wasn't fair to set me up to fail, by telling a woman to TRY to fuck me. That wasn't fair. This? This is plenty fair. It's you and me and only you and me. Just because it makes you a little uncomfortable, doesn't make it unfair. From what you told me happened, I'm quite sure that once I get you soaped up and teased a bit it'll feel just fine."
"Fine." She said, with irritation clearly evident in her voice and on her face. If this was going to work, if we were going to fix things, she was going to have to give a little, because there was no way I was going to be able to go back, to what we used to do for sex, after thinking about what she had done with those guys. That just wasn't going to work.
She reluctantly stepped closer and I gently wet both of us down with the hose. I used her body wash and squirted some in my hand and started to gently rub it into her chest, massaging her tits and letting my fingers tease her nipples each time I stroked across them. I turned her around and pulled her back against me, letting my hands slide up and down her body, stroking her stomach and mound and then slipping my soapy fingers between her legs. I heard and felt her suck her breath in, as my finger dipped between her lips and stroked over her clit. Her pussy felt wet, much wetter than from just the shower water. No, this wet, was warm and slick. As much as she didn't want to admit it, she was turned on. I didn't know if it was because of what I was doing, sitting naked by the fire or thinking about what the boys had done to her, and I wasn't sure how to find out.
I teased her nipples with one hand and her pussy with the other, stroking between the significant amount of inner lip protruding from between her fat outer lips. I held her against me, feeling her butt moving gently against me, my dick trapped between us. I heard a soft moan come from her lips and decided it was time to up the game. I squatted down a little. Not too far, just far enough to get my engorged head between her thighs. I let my soapy fingers find my head and tease it between her lips and nestled into the entrance to her pussy. I slowly pushed up, forcing my soap slickened dick up into her pussy, feeding it into her inch by inch, just like Liz had shown me to do on the back of the boat in the rain.
"Is this what he felt like, sliding into you?" I asked, as I pushed myself deeper into her.
"Oh fuck," she groaned softly, "I don't want to think about that."
"Is it?"
"Yes and no." She panted, as I started to stroke up into her.
"Yes how?"
"If feels different, exciting sort of. God I'm so turned on, I feel like I'm going to climax any second."
"Then come for me. But know that it's me, not Adam or one of his friends. You're coming on me and for me."
"Uh huh." She moaned, as I plunged a little faster up into her, holding her against me, with one hand squeezing her right tit and nipple, and my right hand rubbing her clit. "Oh shit!" she gasped, as her body started to shudder. I felt her pussy clenching around me, as I stroked faster into her, her orgasm pushing mine along. I always loved feeling and seeing her climax, and having her do it right here, next to the trailer we'd camped in, with the family so many times, just made things even more intense.
I could see people walking along the road, wondering if they could see us. I knew they could when one of them shined a flashlight on us for a few moments, their attention drawn by my wife's loud moan of pleasure, as she climaxed around my stroking cock. "Uhhhh. Fuck!" I grunted quietly, as my body spasmed, as the flashlight shown on us again. The second person said something to the one with the flashlight and it disappeared as my body bucked and pumped cum up into my wife's spasming pussy.
"OH SHIT!" I heard her squeak, as she felt my body filling her with surge after surge of my hot juice. Her whole body jerked a few times and I felt her juices flowing around my dick, dripping from my balls, as her climax surged, stronger than I think I'd ever seen her come before. I held her tightly to me, as we both let the orgasms slowly pass.
The soap had dried on most of her body, by the time we were breathing almost normally again, my arm still holding her and cupping her breast. "Why did you ask that?" She whispered, without moving from me.
"Ask what?"
"If it felt like what Adam did."
"Because I wanted to know if you were thinking about having sex with me, or him." I answered softly, whispering in her ear. "I was pleased that it was me."
"You know, someone saw us doing this." She whispered, still not moving.
"Yeah. But they couldn't see much, mostly my bare butt."
"So now you have a famous butt?" She asked, as I turned us, so I could reach the nozzle. I pulled the handle and felt the water until it warmed, my softening dick slipping from her as I turned the gentle spray on to her body. I held her against me and washed her front again, rinsing the soap off, including using the hose to gently wash between her legs. She took the sprayer from me and turned to face me, washing me with it and setting it aside. She reached for my body wash and began to lather me up. "So, you did this with her? Abby or whatever her name is?"
"Yeah." I answered, as her hand wrapped around my now flaccid dick and began to pull and tug it gently.
"And you had sex out here?"
"Yeah, we did."
"And no one saw you?"
"Not doing that, no."
"But doing something else?"
"Well, yeah, sorta."
"Yeah, sorta saw you? I think you better explain that." She said, as she let go and turned me so she could wash my back.
"She was trying to get her Korean friend, Toto, to go skinny dipping."
"Jesus what happened to your back?"
"Long story."
"Maybe you better tell me. It looks like someone shot you with a shotgun."
"No. Just got knocked down on my back on the gravel."
"You?"
"Yeah. I'll explain it later. You want to know about Toto or not?"
"Yes. Well, I think I do."
"Well, Toto would only go skinny dipping, if we all went on the boat, with nothing but towels. That way no one could chicken out. Or at least, that's what Abby told me. It took a bit of convincing, but I finally did agree."



"I'm sure it didn't take too much."
"Probably more than it took to convince you to let Eric put his dick in you."
I heard her sigh, then agree. "Yeah, probably. He was rubbing me here." She said, driving her thumbs into my back on either side of my spine. "He said there was a pressure point or something there, but I wasn't exactly listening, so much as feeling what he was doing. All I know is that when Adam and Eric switched, the crotch of my panties was soaked."
"I'll have to try and find that pressure point."
"So, you went out with nothing but a towel?"
"Yeah. While we were out, we got hit with a thunderstorm. We huddled under the tarp while it rained, but when we got ready to come back all the towels were saturated. So, I just didn't bother covering up when I came back up the hill. I sort of walked right in front of a couple women when I did."
"Oh damn. How embarrassing was that? See, that's why I wouldn't do something like that, try to walk around naked."
"Actually, it was kind of a turn on, so much so, that before I walked into the trailer, I turned around and flashed them my hardon."
"I bet they both loved that."
"One of them did. She showed up a few hours later. She was on the way to the showers when I was cooking dinner. All I had on was a pair of shorts, kinda like tonight, and she walked up behind me and stuffed her hand right down my shorts."
"Holy shit. What did you do?"
"Well, I thought it was Abby at first, so I played along, but it wasn't. Anyway, I ended up showering with her right here, broad daylight and all."
"Naked? Both of you?"
"You know another way to shower?" I asked as she gently rinsed my back off. She set the hose down and pressed her bare tits to my back as she wrapped her arms around me, finding my dick with both her hands.
"You have a hardon. I guess you did get turned on showering with her."
"A bit."
"A bit? Like enough to do more than just shower?"
"If you're trying to ask if I had sex with her, the answer is yes. I did. I fucked her right here, in broad daylight, and she loved every second of it. About like you seemed to have loved having Eric pounding your pussy."
"I guess that's fair. So, we've both had sex with more than one person. I guess we just live with that, but do we need to keep throwing it in each other's faces?"
"Depends on if you're going to get judgmental on what I did." I answered, feeling her hands still slowly stroking my, again, hard dick. "You going to just keep doing that, until I come again?"
"I was thinking about it."
"So, now that you've taken a guys load in your mouth, how about you do that for me?"
"I guess I can't refuse, can I?"
"Not really."
"Okay, turn around."
"Uh-uh, I got a better idea." I grabbed the two towels and took her by the hand, I led her out into the grass behind the camper and spread the towels down. I lay down on them. The only light was the faint light from the stars and any that spilled from the camper trailers that were around us. There were a few close ones, but no one was outside. I pulled her to me and guided her to kneel over my head. I pulled her hands until she bent over, her pussy in my face and her face over my dick. "Now, why don't we both do this until we both come." I whispered.
"And if someone sees us?"
"What's the worst they can do? Come look?"
"I'm not sure I like this."
"I'm not sure I like the thought of you getting fucked by multiple guys, at the same time. At least we're married to each other." In response she opened her mouth and closed her lips around my dick. "Oh god, yes." I groaned softly. "I've wished we could do something like this for years."
"Well, you're getting your wish." She whispered, pulling off my dick for a moment. I grinned and pulled her hips down, getting her to spread her legs a little further to lower her pussy to my face. I began to lick and tease her slit, finding her clit and stroking the tip of my tongue around and across it. I figured some of the wetness I was tasting was my own cum leaking from her, but I didn't care. The gentle moans and grunts she made around my dick, were more than enough payment. It took a few minutes but she was soon so turned on, that she couldn't help but try to grind her pussy against my face. I knew she was getting closer and closer to climax. I wasn't there yet, but I could feel it building.
Up and down her mouth moved on my shaft, my head bumping the back of her mouth a few times. She clearly couldn't take me down her throat, each time she tried, it gagged her, but I didn't mind. She was still sucking me with more than enough energy to get the job done. She came before me, freezing in place, her legs and body trembling, as her pussy leaked juices down my face and neck. It took almost a minute before she started to stroke on my cock again, her hand twisting and moving with her lips, as she tried to get me off.
"Gonna come," I whispered, as I looked up at her pussy and the stars above us, feeling that urgency and need growing. "Oh damn, here it comes sweetie." I grunted as I felt my cum, surge up into her mouth. I felt shot after shot of cum lance into her mouth, as she held me between her lips, just letting my cum, pump into her mouth. I was panting heavily as she pulled off of me and turned herself around, looking down at me. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me. I felt my cum, flow into my mouth from hers as she let my load slip from her mouth to mine.
"Now we're even on that one." She breathed, as she pulled her mouth from mine, her tone anything but loving.
"Did you do that with them? Your fuck toys? Did you feed it to them?" I asked angrily.
She paused, holding herself over me. Very quietly she whispered. "No, not with them."
I raised my eyebrows in surprise. "Then with who?"
"June."
I looked up at her in surprise. "You cum swapped with June?" I asked incredulously.
"Just once. She was on the bottom and I was on top, and one of the boys was switching between us, fucking one of us and then the other, and Adam came in my mouth. She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me, and we, sorta, yeah, shared the load of cum."
I shook my head in disbelief, and then pushed her off of me, forcing her to roll off onto the grass. I got up and started walking toward the trailer. She got up and followed. "Wait! Where are you going?"
"I'm going to the trailer. You're going home," I snapped angrily!
"What? Why?"
I stopped and turned to face her. "For years you've been playing miss prude, never wanting to do anything outside the bedroom. Now I'm finding out that it was all some act? You fuck a bunch of college guys with your friend, and you have the balls to feed me my own cum and call it even, for what? Wanting you to do something you had no problems doing with them? Fuck it. Go home. Get your divorce! You don't really want to fix this. You just want me to make you not feel guilty about what you did to us."
She opened her mouth to protest, but I didn't let her. "NO! you caused this. This was your doing. You fucked them and then figured somehow by getting me to be unfaithful that it'd make your guilt less? I don't need that in my life!" I turned and headed to the trailer again, her following a couple dozen feet behind, probably trying to figure out what to say. I walked into the trailer, picked up her keys and wallet and tossed them out the door before closing it and locking it.
She knocked on the door gently at first. "Allen. Open up. Let's talk about this." When I didn't, she pounded harder and made it more demanding. "Allen! Let me in!"
"GO HOME!" I said angrily. "And don't be there by the time I get back!"
"Allen! I'm naked!" She hissed, through the door.
"So? You had no trouble being naked, while four guys gangbanged you. What's the difference if you're naked now?"
"Allen! Open the door! PLEASE!? People are starting to look! Please?" I took a deep breath, my anger starting to fade. I honestly didn't know how we were going to fix this. "Allen! I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that. I'm sorry. Please let me in." I took the few steps to the door and opened it. I stepped back and she climbed the steps and pulled the door closed behind her.
"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that. I was angry that you were making me do that. Did I do it with the boys? Yes. I did. But I still don't like it. I was mad at you, but I really should have been mad at myself. You're right. I did things with them I would never do with you. I don't know why. Being there, doing those things. I don't know how to say it. I knew it was wrong. I knew it wasn't fair to you, but after the second time it happened, I, well, I had a hard time not wanting a third and forth time. But it was that group thing. Having four of them doing us, at once, that I realized I had to stop it. That it had, somehow, gotten out of hand. So, I did. I'm sorry. I do love you. I really, truly do. I just don't know how to fix this. I don't want a divorce. I want to fix this."
"Just how are you going to fix this?"
"I don't know. But I'll do whatever you say. You want me to run around half naked, I'll do it. As long as my boobs and crotch are covered, I'll wear what you want. I'll try to tease you and grab you and have sex with you when you want, where you want. I don't know what else to do to prove that I don't want to lose you. I can't take back what I did. I can't change it, no matter how much I want to. I don't know why I did what I did. I, it isn't, wasn't me, but I did it anyway and I don't know why. All I can do is ask you to believe me that I don't want to lose you."
Without a word I walked to the bedroom and climbed into bed, having never turned on the lights.
I heard the door open and a few moments close. I thought maybe she was actually going to go home. Then I felt the bed move and her climb onto it. She pressed herself against my back, pressing her soft tits against my sores, as she wrapped an arm around me. Her hand found my soft dick and started to play with it. I reached down and stopped her, moving her hand to my stomach. She held it there and we went to sleep that way.
---o---
I woke up to the smell of coffee, which meant my wife had already been up a while. I didn't drink coffee, but she liked a cup in the morning. I climbed from bed, still naked from the night before, my wife visible, sitting at the kitchen table, through the open sliding doors of the master bedroom area. I sat on the edge of the bed and dug into my kit bag for the ibuprofen. I added two of them to my morning handful of pills and walked to the fridge and pulled out the milk, grabbing a glass and pouring myself one. I popped the morning ritual of pills that I have to take, wishing that the damn headache I had all week would go away and stay gone. I moved to the kitchen table and sat down opposite her, on the bench seat. "Morning Sue."
"Morning." She said quietly, looking down at her coffee instead of me. "I don't know if I can do this."
"Do what?"
"Fix this."
I was silent for long seconds, before I asked the inevitable question. "You'd rather separate?"
"Not really. But I'm having a hard time thinking about you having sex with those women."
I wanted to laugh, but it really wasn't funny. "You should have thought about that before you told her to."
"I know, but I actually didn't think you'd give in as much as you did. I figured I'd get here and you'd have sex with her once or twice, but standing out next to the trailer and fucking in public, I didn't see you doing that. And then, there were those other women. Total strangers and you did them too. I don't even want to know how many. I know, I started it. I did everything June and I could think of to trick you into doing it. And you did, but you went way beyond what I expected you ever would."
"Let's see. You let Adam fuck you once, and then knowing it was wrong, you let yourself be put in a position to get fucked again, this time by his friend. And you weren't done then. You did it again and again, at least once with as many as four guys. Shit Sue! How am I supposed to feel about that? What am I supposed to think? Did you even think about me when that was happening? Or was it just so much better than what I did that you didn't care how it might make me feel?"
"No. I didn't. Not while I was doing it. But after, yeah, I did. I always worried that you'd be the one to get tired of me and find someone else to have sex with, and then it was me that did it. It was stupid. I shouldn't have done it. But I still can't explain why. I mean, I wasn't really attracted to him. Oh, maybe a little, like a woman is to brad pitt or something like that. But stripping and having sex with him? I never would have thought I'd have done that, but I did. And I did it a lot of times. I'm not even sure I remember all of them. A few times it was almost like I wasn't myself. I wanted him with an animalistic desire I can't explain."
"No, you shouldn't have done it. You also shouldn't have told Abby to try and seduce me. You spent all last weekend teasing me and NOT giving me sex. I have to think you were scheming, all weekend, to make it happen."
"Not necessarily with her. I hoped you'd find some cute woman while I was gone all week. I'll admit, June and I thought it would be the perfect time to give you a chance to cheat. She wanted me to keep you horny all weekend, but not give you sex so that if you saw something interesting you'd chase it. If it didn't work here, she thought maybe we could try one of our friends to seduce you at home. Then on Saturday I was teasing you, wanting to get you really turned on, well, I started kinda thinking that that night we'd have sex like we used to. You know, hours long? Like when we were first married. But I saw you checking her out and she looked a lot more sexy that I do. I just started thinking, that if you did it with her, it wouldn't be too bad. I could deal with that. So I didn't have sex with you. But now it doesn't feel that way. I mean, we had sex last night, but I still feel damn guilty about what I did with Adam."
"Well, I don't have any explanation for my behavior. I know you teased me into it and set her up to seduce me, but I was horny all the time, the whole week was like I couldn't get enough sex, and I didn't much care who I got it from. I ended up fucking complete strangers, almost like I was drunk, but without being drunk, you know? It was so easy to just let it happen and enjoy it. Hell, I feel guilty as shit about what I did here while you were gone. The question is, can we get past it?"
"Do you still wanna have sex with her?" She asked, looking up from her coffee to look at me. "I mean, she's a lot sexier than I am. My boobs are just fat and flabby now, and hers are still firm and full. I have a bit of a belly and she has flat abs, and I can only guess, that after four kids, my vagina isn't as tight as hers is." I chuckled, drawing an angry glare from her. "This isn't a laughing matter!"
"No, it's not. But I find your analysis flawed in so many ways."
"Why? It's true!"
"Let's see. College guy compared to me. Yeah, I come out on top on that one, NOT. No way I ever win that contest. The question is, do you still want me fucking you or are you more satisfied when a college boy fucks your cunt?"
"You don't have to be so crude about it."
"No? Let's see. You let guys take turns fucking your cunt and your mouth at the same time, letting them come on you and in you. How many guys came in your mouth? Until last night, you NEVER let me come in your mouth, and what did you do with it? Gave it back to me, trying to punish me for doing it!"
"I'm sorry."
"Did you do that with them? Make them eat their own cum when they came in your mouth?"
"No." she whispered.
"You swallowed it? But you wouldn't mine?"
She looked down at her coffee cup, again. "I guess that was pretty awful of me, wasn't it?"
"Makes me wonder just how much you really wanna be with me. Sue, if I'm not what you want anymore, say so. I love you. I don't want to lose you, but I'm not going to force you to stay with me if you don't really want me or care for me anymore."
"Oh hell, Allen, it's not that! I do want you. I just, I don't know, I don't know how to deal with all this. It was easier when you didn't know. You didn't know what kind of a slut I let myself be, couldn't stop myself from being. I'd have shot the girls if I'd have caught any of them doing what I did. And here I went and did it. And the worst part, was... I enjoyed it."
"So where do we go from here? If you still want me, you're going to have to show me. You wanted to be a slut for those boys, but you want to be prudish with me. I don't think I can reconcile those two points. Until this weekend, I haven't had sex with another woman besides you since we were married. And I wouldn't have even thought about it, if Abby hadn't aggressively seduced me, which I have to believe she wouldn't have done, to a married man, without getting the green light. I'm willing to bet if she knew what you were doing, and why, she wouldn't have had anything to do with it. That whole cock and bull story, about an open relationship? How the hell did you even think that up? I got the idea from her, that you told her it was all good if I had sex with her, perfectly normal for our relationship."
"So, what? You want me to, what, act like a slut?"
I shook my head. "You know, sometimes you can be damn infuriating. Why does everything have to be one extreme or the other. Can't you see yourself being teasing and playful, and yes, maybe a little slutty at times, WITH and FOR your husband? Or can you only do that with a twenty-year old?"
"That what you want? For me to be a slut for you?"
"I don't think slut is the right term here. That implies you fuck anything with a dick. I don't want that. I want you to wanna fuck me, sometimes wear things a bit revealing. I like to be teased and tempted. I think you look good. Maybe you don't, but you must look pretty good to attract multiple college boys. How about letting ME see some of that?"
She sat silently for a long time. Her coffee cup was still mostly full, and by now, cold. She looked down at the cup and toyed with it a few minutes. "You want to go fishing this morning?"
The sudden change in topic took me by surprise. I wasn't at all sure we were finished with the conversation we were in the middle of. "We can, if you want."
"Well, why don't you make breakfast? I need to go talk to someone."
"Someone, as in Abby?"
She just shrugged and headed to the door, wearing nothing but the light weight bathrobe she had brought. I wasn't going to go outside and cook breakfast without putting some clothes on. I pulled my athletic shorts from the night before back on and headed out to light the Blackstone flattop. I could cook inside the trailer, but I hated to, when it was hot out, because it just warmed things inside up too much. While it was heating, I grabbed the package of bacon and a carton of eggs, along with my cooking utensils and a stick of butter.
I had the flat top hot and ready to cook on. I as just laying some strips of bacon on it when I heard crunching of gravel behind me. I felt my wife slip her arms around my waist and kiss the base of my neck. "Eggs and bacon, lover?" I asked, without looking back at her.
"As long as you include some of this sausage." I heard Abby whisper, as her hand pushed down into the front of my shorts and grabbed my cock.
I froze, not sure what to do, or think. "I don't think Sue would appreciate what you're doing right now."
"I wouldn't be so sure. She told me, and I quote, tell him to make breakfast for four and make sure he has a hardon when I get back over there. And that was a direct quote. How else do I give you a hardon besides playing with it or flashing you my kitty and nips?"



"I don't know what to think or feel any more. Not after what she told me."
"That she cheated on you? Yeah, she told me that was why she wanted me to seduce you. Didn't tell me all the details, and I don't really wanna know, but she did tell me she fucked more than one college guy and needs to figure out how to make it up to you."
"I don't know how she's gonna do that either. I want to forgive her, but it's damn hard to think about her getting gang banged."
"Actually, I think she has that covered."
"How so?"
"I think you better wait and ask her that. Right now, you better put some more bacon on to cook, because I haven't had breakfast yet and I'm getting hungry feeling this grow in my hand."
"Tell me something." I asked, as I put some more bacon on the flat top. "Have you ever sucked a guy off and then fed him his cum?"
She chuckled softly. "Uh-uh. Closest would be letting a guy come in me, and then letting him lick my pussy. But that's his choice to do. I'd never force a guy to. Why? Did she do that to you?"
"Yeah, she did."
"I wouldn't normally get involved with another couple's relationship. But she asked me really sweetly to do what we're going to do. And to be honest, since I feel kinda, partly to blame for what you're dealing with right now, I agreed."
"Just what is it we're going to be doing?"
"You'll just have to wait and see." My wife said, as she walked into view from behind me, wearing a tiny green bikini.
"Wow! You look good in that."
"Not as good as Abby probably does. It's hers. I have too much hair sticking out." She said as she tugged at the gray and brown curls on her mound and between her legs that the tiny bikini didn't cover. "Gonna have to do something about that, later."
Toto showed up about the time I was done cooking, wearing some kind of a colorful wrap around her body that covered her from high on her boobs to about the middle of her thighs. It was thin enough that I could easily make out the dark circles of her areola and puffy nipples, and when the light showed through just right, the outline of her pussy. Abby had a beach towel wrapped around her body, but I couldn't tell what she had on under it, not until she went to sit down at the picnic table to eat, then the overlap spread and let me see that she had nothing on under it. I wasn't sure, what she had in mind, but I hoped it wasn't some misguided attempt to fix things that would actually make things worse.
By the time we'd eaten, I was informed we were all going out on the boat and that what I had on was more than enough for the trip. The girls cleared the table while I got the boat keys and headed down to prep the boat. Everything was wet from the overnight dew, so I set about wiping the seats all down. It was already starting to get warm and by the time the girls came down I was perspiring.
Sue pushed us off before I had a chance to, which wasn't unusual. I lowered the motor, started it and began to motor us slowly out of the cove while the girls, all three, settled on the long bench seat closest to where I sat to drive. We were nearly out of the cove, past the no wake buoys, when my wife got up from where she sat between Toto and Abby. "Why don't you let me drive?" Again, not unusual. She liked to drive the boat, almost as much as I did. I got up to give her the seat and moved to sit on the bench seat in front of the driver's station. "Uh-uh. Where I was," she said firmly. "I don't need your big head in the way when I'm driving."
"Okay." I agreed with a shrug, moving to sit down between the girls. I was barely seated when she opened the throttle up, sending us running down the lake a little over twenty miles an hour. While that may sound slow, a twenty mile an hour wind is considerable, and with nothing to block it, like a windshield, twenty miles an hour is plenty fast. The other thing about a twenty mile an hour wind, is that it blows everything around, and it didn't take long before the wrap Toto was wearing and the towel Abby was wearing, were both blown open so the girls were sitting essentially naked on either side of me.
"Where we headed?"
"Someplace." My wife answered, "just enjoy the ride."
Abby took my right hand and pulled it to her bare thigh and Toto followed suit a few moments later, both of them guiding my hands to their crotches. If I had any doubt about just exactly what my wife was planning, it evaporated when Abby hung her left leg over my right leg, spreading her legs, and Toto did the same with her right leg, the two of them coaxing me to play with their pussies while my wife drove the boat. Toto was the first to put her hand in my shorts, Abby moving to work my shorts down, to fully expose my dick. We rode up the lake, with both of them stroking their hands up and down my engorged shaft, making me hornier and hornier by the second.
When my wife started to throttle back, I knew where she was headed. The same small cove we'd skinny dipped in the other day. She slowed the boat and eased it into the cove a few short minutes later, nosing the pontoons onto the shore. She shut down the engine and stood up. Without a word, she undid the bikini top and pulled it off, followed by the bottom.
"You said you didn't know what to think about me being fucked by four guys. Well, it was only ever two at once, but yes, all four of them fucked both June and me that afternoon. I got three loads in my mouth and four in my pussy. And yes, I enjoyed the hell out of it, even though I felt horrible about it later. Well, there aren't four of us, but maybe this will be close enough. I want you to lick and fuck us until you've made us all come at least twice, and I want you to come, in all three of us. I'm guessing we can get you up three times."
"You don't have to do this."
"Yes. I think I do. I know you weren't there to watch, but I can guess what your imagination is showing you. Well, if we're going to fix things, we better be able to feel that we've done the same things, and can understand what the other is thinking. I want you to enjoy this. I want you to pretend it isn't me. Pretend, I'm, oh, I don't know. June? Yeah, pretend I'm June. So, who wants to go first?"
"I think we ought to lay him down and let you ride his face while we take care of his dick." Abby said. "In fact, I think I'm going to let Toto do something she's never done. I'm going to let her ride his cock while she licks my pussy."
"We don't have to do this." I told my wife.
"Oh, don't try to back out now." Abby said. "We've been getting warmed up for this, since Sue suggested it. She said you wanted to do us all. That not true?"
I looked at my wife for a moment and then nodded a little. "Yeah, I do."
Abby grinned and stood up. She lay her towel on the floor and helped me down onto it. "What if someone comes?" I asked, looking up at my wife, as she stepped across my head, to straddle me.
She lowered herself down, until she was on her knees, her pussy inches from my face, "Like you said last night, I guess they'll get to see something sexy. Now, get me turned on with your tongue, before I lose my courage."
"Yes ma'am," I said, reaching for her hips. I pulled her down lower and stroked her soft lips with my tongue. The second stroke I pressed the tip of my tongue between her lips and tasted her tangy, almost tart, juices. She was definitely right. She wasn't very turned on, which told me this was something she was thinking was the right thing to do, not a lustful desire, like I expect was the case with the boys. Well, if she wanted me to make her climax, I would.
I began to stroke and tease her pussy with my tongue, reaching one hand up to her chest to squeeze her right breast and nipple as I flicked over and around her clit. I was only working on her for a few moments, before I felt a hot, wet pussy envelope my dick. It was hot and wet and oh so soft, as it slid down over my engorged head and shaft. I couldn't see, but I knew it was probably Toto riding on me. Up and down, she stroked, sliding her slick, juicy pussy on and off my rigid shaft, the squish with each stroke, growing louder, as she grew closer to orgasm.
I did my best to concentrate on Sue's pussy. She might be telling me to do this, but she's still gotta expect my best, and I wasn't going to do any less. I drove my tongue as deep into her as I could, pushing it into her like a little dick, before sliding along her slit to her clit again.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come!" She moaned loudly after less than ten minutes of my attentions to her pussy. Her legs began to tremble as she sat on my face, a soft moan coming from her. "Oh shit, honey. Ohhhhhhhh, damn!"
I felt her pussy leaking on my face, her whole body, trembling slightly as she climaxed. I don't know what it is, but making her climax always pushed my buttons. Didn't matter if it was with my dick in her pussy, my fingers or my tongue. Feeling and hearing her climax was some kind of trigger for me. Only a few dozen strokes down my dick later, with a grunt my body jerked hard, shooting a massive gush of cum, up into Toto, as she pounded herself down on me. She felt the surge of hot cum pumping into her and let out a muffled cry.
I felt her pussy contract around my spurting cock, my body suddenly feeling like she was peeing on me, which I knew she wasn't. I pumped shot after shot, deep in her pussy, while my wife panted and shuddered on my face. Yeah, it was pretty much every guy's dream. I felt Toto pull off of my now shrinking cock, as Sue also moved off my face and sat on the deck. She sat with her legs spread, one leg over my chest and the other sticking past my head, her still leaking pussy only a foot or so from my face. I could see she was flushed and panting as her climax slowly faded. I looked down my body and saw Abby standing, completely nude, her feet on either side of my dick.
"My turn?" She asked.
"If you get it hard, you can have it!" My wife answered for me.
She grinned. "Just what I needed to hear." She lowered herself to her knees and her face to my crotch. She grasped my softening dick and sucked it into her mouth.
"You really enjoy doing that?" Sue asked her.
Abby looked up from my dick. "Love it. Gets me so fucking turned on. Sometimes I'm so excited by doing this, that I barely get onto his cock before I start climaxing. You wanna help?"
"It's kinda gross, right?"
"Why? I mean, you take his cum in your pussy, right? You just gushed your cum into his mouth. Why would his be more gross than yours?"
"Well, um, I guess I didn't think of it that way."
"So come help. Show him how much you care. That's what this is about, right? Showing him, you care? Showing him that he can get the same treatment you gave those other guys?"
"I didn't say..."
"Oh Sue, honey. It doesn't take a rocket scientist to put it all together. Once he told me that you guys didn't play around, well, I figured out what happened. This? This is making up for doing more than one guy at a time, right? We've all had that fantasy. Having orgasm after orgasm while more than one guy pounds into you. How many was it? Two? Three?"
"Four," my wife whispered.
"Mmmmmmm. Now that would be fun! Did you do three at once?"
"Oh hell no. Only two. I don't do anal."
"Too bad. Three at once can be soooooo fucking exciting. Come on. Help me get him hard again."
Reluctantly my wife moved to her hands and knees, straddling my body again because of the narrow space between the seats. I could look down under her body, seeing her pussy and hanging tits at the same time as watching them take turns, sucking my suddenly growing cock. I reached up and started playing with her pussy, pushing first one finger into her depths. She stiffened at my touch and then relaxed and even moaned as I started working it in and out of her pussy. I slipped a second finger into her and pushed the pair in and out, her hips moving slightly in time with my strokes. I grinned to myself and moved my other hand around her thighs and used my finger between her lips, finding and teasing her clit.
"Ohmygod," my wife moaned softly, as I stroked her clit and pushed my fingers in and out of her. I curled my fingers, as much as I could, just like Liz had shown me while we were playing, waiting for my hardon to recharge. I felt for that rough spot along the front side of her vaginal depths and felt her suddenly tense, as my fingertips found it.
"Ohhhhh shit. Oh honey! You gotta stop." She moaned as her legs started to tremble. She lifted her face from my dick and started to push herself up off of me, her quivering legs seeming not to work right. "Oh god honey. You're gonna make me pee!" She cried as she reached back to stop my strokes, but I didn't let her, and continued to push in and out of her even faster. Her pussy started to squish loudly and I was getting drips of her juices flying off my fingers, and dripping to my hand, as I rubbed my left thumb on her clit and drove my fingers into her pussy frantically. "OHHHHHHHH SHIT!" She cried loudly, her whole body tensing and then suddenly jerking. Her pussy spewed her juices out at me like she was peeing, spraying my chest and face as her body jerked and shuddered a second time. I continued to jam my fingers into her over and over, drawing a third and then fourth surge of juices from her as the massive orgasm raced through her body.
She suddenly pulled away from my fingers, flopping down on my body, her tits smashed against my, again, rock-hard cock, as she panted and shuddered, my fingers still sliding in and out of her, but more slowly now. It was some seconds before she slowly lifted herself and rolled off of me onto the floor. "God, I'm sorry honey. I've never done that, had to pee in the middle of sex before."
"I don't think it was pee." I chuckled. "Is that how he made you feel? How Adam convinced you with his fingers to let him put his cock in you?"
"Yeah, it felt like it. Felt like I had to pee really bad. I just couldn't hold it and then when you made me climax, it just sorta came out, just like it did with Adam. It felt just like that."
"Honey, that's called squirting. And it isn't pee. It's sorta like girl cum. You mean you've never done that before? Squirted?" Abby asked as she massaged my hardon.
"Uh-uh. Not like that. Well, not with Allen anyway." She answered as Abby helped her roll off of me to lay on the deck next to me, pressed between my body and the base of the bench seat.
"Well, then you can add that to your list of new things you've done with him." She said with a chuckle. "Now, I have an urgent date with this cock, because I'm so fucking horny, I'm about to reach down and make myself come!"
She moved up my legs on her knees and hovered her pussy over my dick. With a grin, she lowered herself and nestled my engorged head into her pussy, not more than a foot from my wife's face. She slid slowly down my shaft, closing her eyes and letting out a long low groan of pleasure. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck, yes." She breathed, as she settled her ass against my legs. She moved her hands to my chest and began to lift and lower herself with her knees, sliding me in and out of her tight, wet pussy. She was indeed tighter than Sue, something I hadn't even thought about before. Her pussy squeezed and clamped tightly around me, stretching around my fat mushroom head with each long, slow stroke. I could feel her pussy almost vibrate around me as she started to tremble, her climax apparently already starting to overtake her. Up and down, she moved, faster and faster as she bounced, her tits flopping and flying wildly as she pounded her ass against me with each stroke.
"Oh damn!" I groaned, as her strokes began to push me closer to coming again.
"Feel good?" Sue whispered, sitting up now, watching, not Abby, but my face.
"Uh huh."
"Better than me?"
"Uh-uh, just different." I panted, as my climax got closer.
"Are you going to come?"
"Soon." I panted.
My wife crawled out to where she had room to move and shifted to her hands and knees again, this time brining her face over mine. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me softly, her hand stroking up and down my stomach and chest. She found one of my nipples with her fingers, as her tongue parted my lips and forced its way into my mouth. "Mmmmmmmm" I groaned, as my body inched even closer to letting go. She finished the kiss and crawled a little further down my body, her lips reaching for my nipples while her big soft tits hung down into my face. I grasped both soft orbs and drew one to my mouth, sucking the nipple in while she used her tongue to tease around my left nipple.
"Oh shit." I grunted as she used her teeth to gently grip my surprisingly sensitive nipple. I felt my body jerk in response to the sudden change in sensations, a surge of cum lancing up into Abby, as she pounded herself on me.
"FUCK YES!" She cried out, as she slammed herself down on my spurting cock, the shudders running through her body growing so strong I could feel her whole body shaking as she sat on me. I lay there, jerking and spasming, as my body pumped whatever cum might have been left, into her. After the amount of sex I'd had the last few days, I doubted it was much, but that didn't stop my body from trying.,
I lay there panting, as my wife let go of my nipple and moved back to gently kiss me for several seconds. "Why?"
"Because I wanted you to be thinking of me, when you came." She whispered.
"I don't know if it's hot out here, or if I'm just getting that turned on again, but I think we need to get in the water and cool off before I come down there and make him lick my pussy." Toto said from the bench seat she was sitting on, her fingers between her own legs, slowly stroking herself.
"I think that's a good idea." Abby panted. "As soon as my body lets me move again."
"It did look like a good one," Toto giggled.
"A LONG one if nothing else. Shit, I think I came the whole time."
Toto got up, walked past me. She found the compartment with the floats in it and dug several out, laying them on the deck before taking one to the stern. She put down the ladder and climbed down, into the thigh deep water. "Damn this feels good." I heard her say from the lake.
Abby got off my lap and shakily made her way to the water as well. Sue helped me up and the three of us climbed down into the lake, one after another. Once we were all floating in a group, it seemed like hands were moving around, grabbing and teasing, including Toto slipping a hand between my wife's legs. To my surprise she stiffened, but didn't stop her.
"So, I have a question." I asked Sue, as we floated next to each other, her hand grasping my slowly hardening dick. "I know we said we wouldn't ever ask about past relationships, before we met. But after all this, I can't help but wonder if there was something that happened that made you want to do what you did?"
"What I did? You mean cheat on you?"
"No. More specifically, what you did last night, but yeah, I guess doing it with four guys at once too."
"You really want me to answer?"
"Yeah, I do."
"Then you'll have to answer one for me."
"Okay."
"Before we met, when I was a senior in high school. Some friends and I got kinda drunk. There were six of us, my best friend Jenny and four guy friends. I didn't mean to get drunk, but I did somehow. Someone suggested playing spin the bottle. It was okay, we did some kissing and groping and stuff. Then Jenny spun it and it landed on me. Well, the guys all wanted to see us take off each other's clothes and make out. So, we did. Touching and kissing and such. Once we were naked, I realized that the guys had gotten naked too, and the next thing I knew I was on my back with one guy fucking my pussy and another dick in my mouth. Jenny was the same way, but on all fours. There was no doubt she was enjoying the hell out of it. Tom was fucking my mouth and when he got ready to come, I pulled off, not wanting to, you know, take his cum in my mouth. He groused about how I ruined it, but I told him to fuck off. The guy that was fucking Jenny in the mouth came, and she crawled over and kissed me, sharing his cum with me, well, not sharing, but forcing it into my mouth. She said, I just had to get used to the taste of cum, and then I'd take it down like a trooper. I didn't tell her how much I hated that she did that. I also never told her, how much I hated that she arranged that whole thing, just so the guys could fuck the two of us. I was a virgin up until then."



She paused to look at me and then continued, "unfortunately, other than the cum sharing, that was the best sex I ever had before we met. I tried a couple times getting a couple guys to do it with me again, but somehow it wasn't quite as good as that first time when it was unexpected, unplanned. Maybe it was because I was with my best friend and we were doing it together, or maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was just that it was the first time, but damn it felt sooo good. It was just that, it wasn't supposed to feel good. I wasn't supposed to enjoy what I did. I wasn't supposed to have sex before marriage, I was supposed to be a good girl. That's what my mom taught me. Be a good girl and you'll be happy. But that's now how it felt when I was doing it."
"That explains a lot." I said softly. "About how you feel about stuff, and why you wouldn't suck me off."
"Yeah, well, now you know. So, your turn."
"Okay."
"What exactly happened with Sam? I know you were engaged once before we met, and it was called off at the last minute, but you've never told me why. I tried to find out from your old friends, but all they would tell me was that I had to ask you about Sam."
"I really would rather not."
"I told you."
"Yeah, I guess I promised. Samantha was my girlfriend in high school. We got along really well, and though I pressed her for sex, she said she was saving that until she got married. Well, one thing let do another and I didn't want to go to college, and she was just going to community college, so I asked her to marry me, when we got out of high school. We set a date, and I had a job and all. I thought life was about as good as it could get. We had everything planned. It was going to just be a small ceremony, nothing big.
We were sharing an apartment, you know, living together. We saw each other naked every day, slept together, showered together, had oral sex and mutual masturbation, but she said she was a virgin and wanted to stay that way until she was married. About three weeks before the wedding I got hurt at work and had to go home early. When I walked in, I heard noise in the bedroom. I found Sam tied to the bed with a guy fucking her and a girl sitting on her face. They didn't know I was there, but I was there long enough to watch him fill her. So much for being a virgin. I left and came back later. She told me they were the neighbors from upstairs. She admitted they'd been having sex since a couple weeks after we moved in. I moved out that night."
"And after that you decided to get out of town by going to college?"
"Not exactly. A friend from work, Elain, she was a few years older than me, actually about ten or so, convinced me that the best way to get over Sam, was to fuck as much as I could, and she was willing to be that fuck buddy. We'd go off to the parking lot and fuck at lunch time, and sometimes drive to a park or something and have sex there at work. She had an office, but I didn't, so we fucked a few times in her office, and we'd sneak quickies in stock rooms and anyplace we could. She never let me go over to her house though. She said her roommate was a prude and wouldn't understand, and she wouldn't ever let me take her home with me."
I took a breath and continued. "We'd go to a movie, and only watch part of it before we were having sex in the theater. We did it in store dressing rooms, out in the woods; there was a little creek where we could stop after work and skinny dip and fuck. Sometimes she'd bring a friend and the three of us would play. I got really good at licking someone to climax. One time we even did it in the ladies' room, at work, with another of the secretaries. The three of us in one stall was pretty tight, but I managed to give them both a good orgasm, before I unloaded in one of them. I don't even remember which one anymore. Elain was pretty much insatiable and wanted to do it anywhere and anytime I could. She was right. Lots of sex took the sting out of what happened with Sam."
"I learned more about sex in three months than I had in nineteen years. Then I made the mistake. I told her I had fallen in love with her and wanted her to marry me. That's when she told me she couldn't. Her prudish roommate that wouldn't understand? It was her husband. I decided then to go to college."
"Like you said, explains a lot." My wife said, quietly.
"Like?"
"Why you have always pushed me to do things in other places. You used to do them there and you learned that good sex is associated with public risk. And here I am, spurning all the things that you consider being associated with good sex."
"If you two don't mind me saying so, you two have a really screwed up sex life." Abby said, as she floated a couple feet away from me. "You both know how to have great sex, but you never put the pieces together, as a couple, to do them together. Instead, you kept them hidden secrets until they came out like this. Damn. I thought my life was screwed up. You two beat the hell out of me."
"Well, we always managed to keep loving each other," I answered.
"You two clearly do. Why else would you be doing this? Sue doesn't want to lose you, and figures that making things even would fix it all. Honey, nothing is going to fix this until you start being honest and being the lover your husband wants. And you! You might have a fantastic cock and be fucking good at fucking, but you need to find a way to meet the needs that she's kept hidden."
"Maybe," I answered. "But I have to know about them to do anything about them, and until now, I haven't known all of the story, if I do, even now."
"Enough of it." My wife answered, "please let it go at that?"
I nodded. "Alright, but if you ever want to add more, you know I'll be okay with it."
"Now that we've had our kumbaya moment, how about we get back to sex. Seems to me you said, you fucked this Elain chick in a stream. Well, we're in a lake, and I've never been fucked in a lake. Wanna help with that?" Toto asked.
I looked at my wife, who shrugged. "Help yourself. I told you I wanted you to come in all three of us, you can fuck us as many times as you want, in any order you want. The only thing I want is to make sure we all get it from you at least once."
I chuckled at the reply and began to paddle back toward the boat we'd floated away from. Toto followed and we slipped off the floats when the water was shallow enough. I pulled her around the far side of the boat, not really sure, if I wanted Sue to watch me fucking Toto. She turned around and leaned against the boat, pushing her ass out at me in the knee-deep water, as she bent over. I already had a hardon, thanks to my wife's attentions. I rubbed it gently up and down her slit, surprised at how quickly I was able to coax some of her slick juices out from her full, round lips. "You seem kinda turned on." I whispered, as I slowly pushed my head into her, forcing my mushroom to stretch her.
"Are you kidding? Listening to you talk about fucking that woman in all those places? I wish my husband had wanted to take me in those places." She breathed, as she worked my shaft in and out in short little strokes, lubricating us a little more with each stroke. "Getting fucked in a changing room? Was it fun? Were you scared to get caught?"
"Was it fun?" I asked, as I stroked into her a little longer and harder, feeling my shaft slide deep into her, now that I was fully lubricated. "Oh hell yes, it was! Was I scared to get caught? Only before we got caught the first time."
"How did you get caught?" She asked breathlessly. "Tell me what you were doing when you got caught."
Both Sue and Abby had worked closer, both of them watching and listening as I stroked in and out of Toto, working fully into her, with each stroke. My hands cupped her breasts and teased her nipples as I stroked in and out slowly. "It was in a department store. She snuck me into the lingerie dressing room area, you know, bras and stuff. She got completely naked and had me almost as naked. My pants and briefs were around my ankles and my shirt was off. She was standing almost like you are now and we were watching ourselves fucking in the mirror. I was pumping into her like I am you, long and deep."
"Oh yeah. That's good. All the way in. Did she like it like this?"
"She loved it any way I could put it in her, but yeah, she said I felt like a log inside her, when we did it this way."
"I believe it. God, you feel so big!" She moaned softly. "Tell me more, before I come. I want you to tell me what it felt like, to come in a dressing room."
"It felt good and bad at the same time. We had to be quiet, but it's hard to not let the sound of a wet pussy sneak out. It was just curtains, not a door or anything. I was pumping in and out of her and she just started to climax. She was holding a hand over her mouth, to not cry out as her pussy started to spasm around me. I was damn close. I was almost ready to let go in her and fill her, with my cum, when the curtain opened. I was so startled that I pulled out and tried to hide my dick, but I was too close. I ended up squirting a shot of cum, straight at the woman staring at us! It wasn't a sales girl, it was another customer, that must have heard and decided to be a busybody. Hell, once I started to come, I gave up trying to hide it and just grabbed my dick and started stroking it, I squirted all over the front of her blouse, almost six full shots on her blouse and skirt before the rest became just a drool, out the tip."
"Oh, fuck yes!" Toto cried, as she started to climax. "OH GOD YES!" She cried even louder, as I started to shoot into her, my body jerking and spasming as I remembered how it felt to cum all over that woman. Embarrassed and excited at the same time. I held Toto's tits and squeezed them as I stood behind her, pumping her leaking pussy full of cum, as her pussy gushed her juices out, sounding like she was peeing in the lake, each time her body spasmed. We stood there for long seconds, both of us panting, while our climaxes slowly faded. She shakily pulled off of me and turned to face me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together. "God, I wish there was a store with a changing room here. I'd make you take me there and strip me just like this and fuck me. God I'd love to come like that. Did you do it more? After being caught I mean?"
"A few times."
"In the same place? Or others?"
"Actually, we started doing it in men's changing rooms. Turns out guys are more forgiving of that kind of thing than women. We never got turned in, though one time a guy opened it enough to watch us. I was pretty sure he was jacking himself off, while he watched us fuck."
"Did you always do it in a changing room?"
"Not always. One time she hid down in a rack of clothes, and I stood there with my dick poking between some dresses while she sucked on me to get me really close, then she turned around and pushed her ass out between the dresses for me to fuck. I did, until she came. She pulled off, before I could come, because she wanted to try a different store. I had such a huge hardon, as we walked down the mall, a ton of girls could see it bulging out my pants and were giggling. I was embarrassed as hell at first, but finally she got me where she wanted. It was a photo booth, right out in the main aisle of the mall! We got in the booth, she pulled her skirt up and sat on my dick. We fucked in the photo booth, with all kinds of people just walking past, a few feet away. Damn, we both came so hard that time!"
"She sounds fun. I wish I had a husband that would care enough about sex to want to do things like that. Sex with him was, well, less than spectacular. I found out two years after we were married, that he really liked fucking guys more."
"I'm afraid to ask how you found out."
"I went shopping and forgot my wallet. When I got home to get it, I heard grunting in the shower. When I opened the shower curtain, he was on his knees sucking another guy's dick."
"I'm sorry."
"I thought it was because of how I climax, or that I wasn't attractive or good at sex or something. But I don't think that anymore, not after you. I think there is probably a guy that finds me attractive, and is willing to put up with how I come. Abby said there would be, I just had to learn it for myself, well, I did this week."
"Good, because you are an incredibly sexy woman, and just because you get things a bit wet when you come, that isn't a bad thing, just different. I understand a lot of women squirt, when they have a good orgasm." I looked over at my wife, floating only a dozen or so feet away, completely naked, her legs slightly spread as she sat on the float. "Seems even my wife does, if I do it right."
"Then you must be good, at giving good ones, because you really make me squirt a river!"
We were, unfortunately, interrupted by an incoming boat. Suddenly our quiet little cove was going to be less quiet. I couldn't help but wonder what my wife was going to do. Me, I didn't care if they saw me, but Sue was another matter. I waded to the back of the boat and climbed in, Toto following me. I got the bikini my wife had been wearing and climbed back in the water while Toto put her wrap on. I could see the women in the boat checking me out, while I waded back out to water deep enough to cover up. I carried the tiny green bikini to Sue as she floated in water that was up to my chest. "I brought this out for you," I said quietly, handing her the tiny bikini.
"Why?"
"Because you don't like to be shown off. I figured you wouldn't want to be naked."
"I don't. But I also started this, knowing this was a possibility. What I did, with those boys, I can only imagine how you feel, thinking about it. The only way I know how to fix this, enough that we can get past it, is to feel the same thing you do when you think about them and me. So as far as I can see, having some stranger see me naked, is nothing compared to what I'm going to feel when you finish."
"When I finish?"
"With the girls. I know how much you love oral sex, well, you've only covered half of what I did. The way I see it, you still get to give both of them the same thing you give me at home. Besides, you still haven't finished inside me. I want that to be your last one."
"I don't get you, you're really not going to put this on? I asked, holding the bikini she had handed back.
"As I see it, there's only adults here, what can it hurt to be naked? Make me uncomfortable? Hell, I'll feel a hell of a lot worse if we can't work out, um, what I did."
"And you really want me to keep going? Doing more with them?"
"No. Not at all. But I think we need to, whether I want you to or not."
"So, you're saying you want your husband to keep having sex with me?" Abby asked.
"Like I said before. As many times as you can get him up."
"So, are you girls going to put some clothes back on?" one of the women from the other boat asked, standing with her hands on her hips.
"Actually," Abby said with a grin, "We're going to declare this bay a clothes free zone." She called, like she had the other day when that other boat showed up. She slipped off the tube into the chest deep water and took my hand, the one not holding the bikini, and pulled me through the water toward the boat. "Come on. From what your wife says, you'd enjoy some more oral sex, and I'm fucking horny as hell."
I followed her up the ladder and let her coax me to the bench we had been sitting on before, probably the most comfortable place to lay on the boat, even if it was a bit narrow. It was also, thankfully, in the shade, since it was already getting hot. I lay down and she climbed onto the bench over me, her pussy hovering over my face and her face near my soft dick. I had no doubt, that with the bow of the pontoon on the shore, the other boat could easily see everything we were doing. The only question was, would they leave, or try to complain to the water patrol. I knew that they only really patrolled the lake on the weekends, but they rarely came into these back bays, unless someone flagged them down and alerted them to some problem. I hoped we wouldn't be that problem.
Abby settled her pussy over my face, lowering her lake water wet lips to my lips. Her pussy still looked, to me, much like a teenager's pussy, much like Ellen's had all those years ago, right after high school. Full round lips, with just a hint of inner lip trying to peek out at me. Licking a pussy like this took some practice, and I'd gotten a lot of it, with her, all those years ago. I looped my arms around her thighs and used my finger tips to spread her lips apart, exposing her pink inner depths and her hard little clit. I pressed the tip of my tongue between her spread lips and tasted her tart, almost tangy juices.
I let her sit on my face, my tongue stroking from the entrance to her depths, to her clit, over and over, her juices flowing more freely and tasting sweeter and more ready. I'd had lots of years of experience licking my wife, and knew that I had her orgasm growing nicely, long before she began to rock her hips and grind her pussy against my face and chin. I didn't mind. I let her do that as I concentrated on licking her clit, suddenly wondering how much cum I'd get from Toto if I did this with her.
I could hear voices, and then felt the boat move as someone climbed onto it, unable to see who it was because of Abby's thighs around my head. I felt a hand around my shaft, standing up my dick, and then a warmth, wrap around the head of my dick, as a mouth closed on me. A tongue tentatively teased around my fat mushroom head, licking me before engulfing more of my shaft. I tried to concentrate on the pussy in front of me, as the mouth slid up and down my shaft wetly, stroking me slowly, teasingly, clearly trying to coax me, without getting me close enough to come. Abby moaned louder, as I struggled to pay attention to her, pushing her climax closer and closer, as the mouth on my dick did the same to me.
The mouth and hand stroking me worked a little faster, pushing my urgency closer and closer, as I did with Abby. I felt the mouth work faster, the hand twisting as it moved up and down with the lips. Whoever was working my dick, was definitely pushing enough buttons to make me come, even though I was trying my hardest to concentrate on Abby. It finally became too much for me, and just as Abby began to climax, my body jerked hard, spasming and spouting a shot of cum deep into the mouth on my cock. I lay below Abby, looking up at her leaking pussy as my body jerked and spasmed under her.
"Oh fuck," I panted, as I lay there, my cock twitching and my body occasionally shuddering, as the mouth slowly teased my still twitching cock. I shifted my hands to Abby's butt and lifted her a bit, coaxing her to let me see who had my dick. I looked between her legs, past her dripping pussy, and saw something I wouldn't have expected. I saw the face of my wife, slowly licking my drooling dick like an ice cream cone.
Abby twisted around to look behind her and then lifted off of my face completely, stepping off the bench to stand in the aisle between the bench and the driver's console. Now I could see all of my wife, kneeling on the floor by the bench, her hand still wrapped around my dick as she looked at me.
"Better?" she asked quietly, her face looking hopefully.
I reached a hand out for her and when she took it, pulled her closer to me. I leaned my face to her and kissed her, this time not caring that she tasted, like cum, the cum she had swallowed, this time. "Why?" I whispered, after the several second kiss.
"Because you were right. Why would I do it for them and not you? Do I like the taste? Not really. But Toto said it right. You lick me until I come not only on your face, but in your mouth because you know it makes me feel good. Why wouldn't I do the same for you? Did I do good?"



"You did very good."
"Good. Now, according to Toto, you covered her from head to toe with sunblock when you went swimming with them. I can tell I'm getting a little pink already, so how about you do the same for me."
"You're sure?"
"No, but I'm going to stand here and let you do it. And anything else you think you want to do."
I stood up and looked around. The other boat hadn't left, and both couples that had been in the boat were now laying on a large, floating foam pad, behind the boat. I had no doubt, that one of the husbands was staring right at my wife's naked body, as she stood next to me. "In front of them?"
She looked at me, keeping her back turned to the other boat. "If you're asking if I'm scared, the answer is, hell yes. But you're right. I didn't have any trouble doing things I never thought I'd do, and I didn't do them with or for you. The only way I know to fix this, is to do those kinds of things for you, not some college guy, no matter how good he is at massage. I let a couple different guys cover me in oil, why wouldn't I let my husband cover me in sunblock?"
I nodded as I opened the compartment that I knew held several tubes of sunblock. I started on her front, starting at her neck and shoulders, then down over her breasts, taking plenty of time to stroke and tease her large soft orbs and the hardening nipples poking out at me. By the time I was ready to move down lower, her nipples were sticking out rigidly, begging to be sucked on. If I hadn't already covered them in sunblock, I would have, but honestly, sunblock doesn't taste all that good. I worked my hands down her sides and stomach. I squatted down in front of her and started again, at her ankles, moving my hands up her legs. She moved her feet apart, without being asked, and I let my hands work up further, working around her thighs, until I'd covered her entire legs. I stood up and looked at her. "Close your eyes." I whispered.
She did, and then I turned her around so she was facing away from me, and at the same time, facing the boat and the couples lounging on the foam pad. I let her stand there, completely exposed, while I rubbed the cream on her back, working down to her butt, and around each cheek. I stepped back to her and whispered in her ear to keep her eyes closed, as I pressed myself against her back, my again rock-hard dick pushed between her slickened thighs. I started rubbing her nipples and breasts, knowing that I already had her very turned on, before I let one hand slide down to her crotch. I did what Liz had coaxed me to do, stroking across and around her mound with my fingertips, gently rocking my hips so my hard dick would slide along her wet pussy lips.
I eased my fingers between her legs, spreading her lips and finding her clit with the tip of my middle finger. "Oh fuck." She whispered. "Are you going to make me come? In front of them?"
"Uh huh."
"I don't think I can, I'm too nervous." She said, her wavering a little, along with an obvious shaking of her hands.
"Don't worry, just keep your eyes closed and feel me. Think about me. Think about what I'm doing to you."
"Do you have to? I mean, I want to do whatever you want from me, but do we have to do this?"
"We don't have to." I whispered.
She was silent, for long seconds. "Okay, I said I'd do anything."
"You're sure. If you tell me to stop, I will."
"No, I don't want you to stop." She said with a little more conviction.
I let myself squat down, a little and felt my engorged head slide between her lips, as I pulled back. I let my fingers move from her clit to my head and pressed my mushroom head up between her lips. I felt it tease the entrance to her depths, then I pushed slowly into her, forcing my fat cock deep into her. She moaned softly and trembled slightly as she felt me sink into her. I moved my fingers back to her clit and started to rub it again, moving my hips slightly, to stroke in and out of her just a little at first.
She might have said she couldn't come, but between my fingers squeezing and pulling her nipples, my right hand stroking her clit, and my dick moving slowly in and out of her, there was little doubt in my mind that I could make her come. The only question was, how fast and how hard? In and out I stroked, lengthening my strokes as much as I could in the awkward position, making sure I didn't pull all the way out of her. Her pussy was getting wetter by the minute, getting slicker as she trembled in front of me. I heard her breathing become more ragged, as she gripped my arm for balance, but not hard enough to pull my hand from her nipple. "Oh God," She moaned. "Oh God, it feels so good. You're going to make me pee again. Ohhhhh sweetie. Don't. Please? Ohhhhh damn. OHHHHHHH HONEY!" She cried loudly, as her whole body suddenly jerked. I could see her spray a steam, out in front of her, splattering all over the seat and the floor, not once, but four times, as I continued to stroke into her spasming pussy and rubbing my finger almost frantically across her clit. "Oh my god," She panted, as she sagged back into me. I stopped stroking her and just held her, gently kissing her cheek and earlobe as we stood there. "Did he watch?" She finally breathed.
"They all did," I answered her, "I guess it felt good?"
"It felt really good. I didn't know you could make me come like that. I thought only, I mean, I didn't."
"I know. You thought only Adam could make you come like that? Well, guess what? You never gave me the chance to try."
"Why didn't you ever try before?"
"I didn't know how before." She opened her eyes and twisted to look at me, but not far enough to pull off my still rock-hard dick. "The black girl that I sheltered with. She taught me a few tricks to make her climax harder. I guess they don't just work on black chicks!"
"I guess they don't. Did you do this to her?"
"Not quite the same, but close. It's also how I learned to do the other way, with my tongue and fingers."
"I shouldn't ask, but I will. You said a couple and their friend. Did you have sex with both of them? Both women?"
"I did."
"Even with her husband there?"
"At the time I was screwing his wife, he was screwing her friend. I guess he was feeling her up the day before, so she let him, so the wife could feel me."
"Um, can we get in the water now? I'm hot and I don't want to keep standing here naked, if you know what I mean."
"Uh-uh. You have to sunblock me now."
"Oh, yeah." She said stepping away from me and turning. "Horny bastard." She whispered, as she looked down at my still rock-hard cock. "Did you get worn out? Having sex, a whole bunch?"
"A bit," I answered, as she began spreading cream on my shoulders and chest.
"Me too. The four guys were too much. I couldn't walk right for two days, and it was almost impossible for me to hide that from you."
"Can I ask, how many times they did it with you?"
"Well, they all only came twice, I think, but they swapped between us enough times that I lost track."
"How many times did they make you come?"
She was silent for a few moments. "More times than I thought I could come."
"How many?"
"Five. A couple as hard as you just made me come." She whispered.
"Then I think you and I need to make it six today."
"Why? To prove you can?"
"Uh-uh. To prove to you, that you don't need a bunch of college boys to do it that many times."
"I guess that makes sense. Think you can get me to come six times?"
"Only need four more."
She chuckled, and shook her head. "Okay, we'll try."
I let her finish rubbing all over me and then we got back into the water. It felt good, after getting hot, like we did. I wondered what the women thought about our little show. Probably thought my wife was some kind of slut or something. I closed my eyes and just drifted for a while, not really paying much attention to where I was drifting too. I felt my head bump something and opened my eyes to look. I'd drifted all the way to the pad the other couples were laying on. I started to push myself away, twisting myself in the process. I ended up looking between the legs of one of the ladies, her swim suit bottom pulled to one side to expose her pussy, her husband gently stroking her lips. Even though her leg blocked my view, I could tell that she had his dick out of his suit and was slowly stroking it, as the two lay and played with each other. Before I could push away and paddle back toward my own boat, his finger slipped further down and then pushed into his wife, pushing all the way into his second knuckle.
"Mmmmmm, yeah. God, I'm so fucking horny," she whispered quietly. "I wish you could make me come like that. It looked so fucking hot."
"I'm not exactly sure what he did."
"I don't know exactly either, but it had to be something good for her to come like that," his wife said, with a soft giggle.
"Maybe you should let him show you, Janise." The other woman said.
"Maybe you should let him show YOU Arline!" The woman with her husband's hand between her legs shot back. "But, then you're afraid to even wear a bikini, so no way you'd let a guy touch you like that. I bet you don't even let Tom touch you like that."
"I'm not afraid. I just don't think Tom is into that kind of thing."
"What kind of thing? The other guy said, sleepily. "Did I miss something?"
"Just your wife trying to convince me to let that guy show us how he made his wife come so hard." Arline said, twisting a bit to look over her shoulder at her friends.
"Oh. Is that all? Maybe you should. I wouldn't mind seeing you up there naked." Tom answered her back.
"Like I'm going to go stand there, and let some guy finger fuck me until I squirt? If anyone is going to do it, it'd be Frank," Arline snapped back.
"Oh, come on! You'd be damn hot looking up there, climaxing like that."
"Oh? You wanna see me climaxing? I can arrange that, right after you stand up there and jack off for me. I'd love to see what you have hidden down there."
"It's a moot point because neither of our husbands know what he did." Janise said. "Too bad too, because it looked like she really enjoyed it."
"Maybe it isn't us, maybe it's you. Why is it our fault you can't climax that way." The guy with his fingers between his wife's legs argued. "I mean, you haven't ever complained about how good it feels before."
"I'm not saying you don't do a good job. I just said, it would be nice to have that kind of intense orgasm." His wife answered.
"Sounds like you're saying we don't do a good enough job. Besides, how do you know Tom doesn't do that with his wife?"
"Lover, girls talk. If he did, she'd have told me. Lisa did once, she got a massage one time and the guy made her come like that."
"Your friend Lisa? She let some massage guy fuck her?" he said in surprise.
"I didn't say that. I said he made her orgasm. I don't know what he did exactly, but she said, one moment she was getting a really incredible massage and the next thing she was pushing his hand between her legs, begging him to make her climax."
"I'm not sure I want you going to spa dates with her, anymore."
"Oh honey, you're so funny. I'd never let a stranger touch me down there."
"You don't do that, do you?" Tom asked his wife.
"Don't worry Tom. She only does women masseuses, and even then, she won't even let them take the towel off of her boobs or anything. Hell, she won't even wear a bikini. I don't think you have anything to worry about."
"Just because I'm shy about my body, doesn't mean that I don't like to feel an intense orgasm," she protested.
I'd heard more than enough and started to paddle myself back away from the pad as silently as I could, knowing that they hadn't yet realized, I was overhearing their private conversation.
"Shy? Is that what you call it?" Arline chided her friend.
"Just because I don't flaunt my body like you."
"Flaunt my body?"
She pushed herself up on one elbow to look at her friend. "Tell me you don't have your top off and Frank doesn't have his hands between your legs."
"What's wrong with that? I can be horny, can't I?"
Janise moved to lay back down and turned her head, looking right at me. She paused a second, almost as if she was going to say something and then pursing her lips, lay back down. "I think you should have him do it to you."
"Him do it to me? You mean make me come like that?"
"Sure, why not. You're not bashful about your body."
"What does that have to do with some strange guy making me climax? Would you?"
"I might."
"Right. Like not anytime this century." Her husband retorted.
"You think not?"
"I know not."
"Really? Wanna make a bet on that?"
I was a good twenty yards way, most of the way back to our boat, when I felt my float bump into something. A few moments later Abby was turning my float to face hers, turning me away from the two couples on the pad. She held her finger to her lips in the international signal to keep my mouth shut and then pulled us closer, using her feet to reach to my surprisingly hard dick. I couldn't see the couples any longer, but I could still hear what they were saying while Abby played with my dick with her feet.
"Like what?" I heard her husband ask.
"You're always telling me I'm too shy and too prudish. You want me to wear all these revealing outfits when we go out. Maybe we need to put the shoe on the other foot. I'll take my suit off and swim over there and let him feel me up, if you take your suit off and stroke yourself while the ladies over there watch you."
"Really? You wanna make that bet?"
"I bet you're too shy and too prudish to do it. You're always asking me to wear those things, but you're all covered in pants and shirts. How about you put up or shut up. You can do it right there, on the swim platform. Just step up there and do it where they can all see it."
"And you'll take your suit off and flash everyone?"
"Not only will I go over there take my suit off and flash everything, I'll let him prove that it isn't my fault you don't make me climax like that."
"Wait a second. You're actually going to go do it? No way. I don't believe you. You'll chicken out." Janie said to her friend, sitting up and letting me see her bare, C cup breasts.
"You think I won't?"
"I've known you for almost ten years. No, I don't think you will."
"Fine, if I don't chicken out, you have to do it too."
"You sure you wanna make that bet?"
"I'm sure. I mean, come on, he's not going to do any more to me than those massage guys you keep telling me about."
I saw her look over at me and smile. "So, when does this bet start? Now? If you chicken out any time after right now, I win, right? If you chicken out, what do I get out of it?"
"If I chicken out, um, I'll, um."
"You wear that red bikini I have, all weekend. Nothing but that all the rest of the weekend!"
"It shows an awful lot."
"Oh, trust me, it definitely does! But since I don't have it out here, you have to get and stay naked until we go back in and I can get it for you."
"Okay. It's a bet."
"Starting now."
"Why does it matter when it starts?"
"Janise. Honey, He didn't just use his fingers on his wife."
"Well, what else did he use?"
She laughed. "What else could he use standing there like that?"
She thought about it a moment. "Oh shit. You don't mean?"
"Uh huh. I mean exactly that! So, since there isn't any way you're going to let that happen, you might as well just take your suit off right now."
"I think you're gonna wanna see this." Abby whispered, moving her feet from my dick and using them to turn my float around so I could see them again. The lady, Janise, wearing the dark blue one-piece suit was sitting up, pulling the shoulder straps down off her shoulders.
She looked across the water directly at me, making sure we had eye contact before she pulled the straps down her arms, dragging the top of the dark blue swim suit down as well. Her breasts slipped free of the stretchy material each extremely large breast hanging down on her chest like an over sized water drop. Her areola covered at least a quarter of the front of each breast, with a large, very erect, nipple poking out. She shifted her weight side to side on the floating foam pad until she had worked the suit down over her hips and butt, and then finally her legs. She twisted herself around and threw the suit at the boat, which landed with a loud splat on the raised swim platform.
"Well, you better get up there and get ready, because I expect to see you stroking yourself while I'm over there. Unless you're going to chicken out."
"You're not really going over there, are you?"
She just smiled and pushed herself toward the edge of the pad, and then rolled onto her stomach. I could see her ass cheeks and her pussy exposed between her thighs as she slipped off the pad into the water. She twisted around and began to slowly swim toward me using a kind of lazy breast stroke. "Well? I know you were listening. Think you can do it? Make me come like that?"
"I dunno, I haven't tried." I answered, still trying to grasp what she was asking.
She looked around and saw my wife and started swimming toward her. "Guess I better ask your wife if I can borrow you."
"You better start heading toward the boat, because you know she's going to say yes. At least, today she will," Abby snarked.
"Yeah, she will," I agreed. I started paddling my way back to the boat, reaching it before the woman had finished talking to my wife, a conversation I couldn't hear from where they were at. The water wasn't all that deep by the boarding ladder, and I slipped off the float to stand there, waiting to see what was going to happen. It was only another minute or so before the woman was swimming toward me. She was slightly shorter than I was, but her big tits were above the water as she stood next to me at the ladder, the lake water streaming down her tits from her hair and dripping off the huge, hanging orbs.
"I haven't ever done anything like this, let someone else touch me. Now that I'm here, I don't know if I can." She whispered. "They might be right. I might chicken out."
"Do you WANT to chicken out. I mean, it seemed like your friend was trying to push you into something."
"Actually, I do want to do it. I just didn't realize it was going to include, well, you know. Can you do it without that?"
"I haven't ever tried. I guess I can try it."
She nodded, tiny little short nods. "Okay. Let's try that first."
"Alright, up you go then." I said, holding the ladder to encourage her to climb it. She wasn't thin. In fact, she was just a little on the round side, slightly larger than my wife, but not unattractively so. Besides her tits being quite large, her butt was large and creamy white, looking like it didn't get any more sun than her boobs. She bent over to shift her weight as she climbed the ladder, pushing her butt out at me and her full round, hair covered, lips out at me. I reached for her hips and grasped them, stopping her climb. "I need to see how turned on you are."
"How are you going to do that?"
"By tasting you." I answered, pushing my face between her cheeks before she could answer. I stuck my tongue out and licked her wet lips, working the protruding inner lips apart. At first all I tasted was lake water, big surprise, right? But as she held herself there, I started to taste her pussy juices, the slick, warm fluid, surprisingly copious and sweet. She was more turned on than she was letting on, whether because of what was about to happen, or because of the exposure, I had no idea. I wasn't sure I cared either, at that point.
I stood there, licking and teasing her pussy, licking from her clit all the way to the entrance to her depths. She moaned quietly, as I worked my tongue across her slit, and I could tell that I was going to have her climaxing quickly if I wasn't careful. I moved to pull my face from her pussy, but she pushed back as I pulled away, trying to keep me licking her. "Oh God, don't stop!"



"If I don't, you're going to be coming on my face."
"I don't care. You can still do what you want, but make me come. God, I want to come so bad. I've been staring at your cock so long. When you do it. When you make me come up there, do it. Put it in me."
"You're sure?" I whispered.
"Yes. No. I'm not sure."
I chuckled. "I can understand that." I leaned close to her ass again and pushed my face between her cheeks, licking her pussy as she bent over further, giving me even more access to her excited clit. I reached one hand to her breasts, slipping it between her soft mound and the deck it was laying on. I massaged her massive mammary while I licked and teased her clit, pushing her quickly toward the orgasm that she was waiting for. I let my fingers find her nipple and squeeze it, as I flicked her clit, as quickly as I could.
"Oh fuck. Ohhhhhh fuck fuck." She moaned, as her body shuddered and trembled before me. I eased my attentions to her clit and let her climax pass. At least if I didn't get her off the other way, this way she had a nice orgasm. She seemed to realize I was done and pushed herself the rest of the way up the ladder. I followed, my rock-hard cock waving side to side with each step. She stepped to the shade provided by the Bimini top and turned around. "Well Tom? Here I am. Naked. Your turn!"
"You're serious?"
"You made the bet! Now it's time to put up or shut up! You're always trying to get me into sexy revealing outfits, well, now it's your turn. Lose the suit and show these ladies something. Who knows, maybe I will wear one of those outfits. But if you don't do this, you know damn well I never will."
He seemed briefly torn; but, like most guys, his wife's suggestion that she might wear something sexy or revealing, was enough to tip the scales. He was soon standing on the back of their boat, naked, his hardon in his hand. I didn't have any lotion, so, like I did with Sue, I used sunblock. I stepped behind her and gently wrapped my arms around her. If being with Liz taught me anything, it was that there was no substitute, for being turned on. The more she was turned on, the easier it would be to get what she wanted, and being nervous wouldn't help.
I moved my hands to her big soft tits and began to massage them, feeling how hard her nipples still were, clearly, not yet finished being excited from her last climax. I leaned my face next to hers, as I rubbed my hands around and over her big breasts, squeezing and massaging them. "If you think your husband isn't enjoying this, just look over there. Focus on him. Focus on his hard dick and his hand sliding along it, getting all turned on watching you right now. I'm guessing he's wanted to get you outside, naked, for a long time and now, here you are."
"He has." She whispered, as I squatted down a little. I felt my dick slide down her butt crack and then my head move between her thighs. Not too far. Her thick thighs didn't leave much gap, but for the moment, that was fine with me. I straightened a little, feeling my engorged head press up against her lips. As wet and excited as she seemed to be, I didn't expect to have trouble sliding into her, but looking at the size of her husband, I didn't want to force it too fast. I felt my head press against the entrance to her depth and then held it there while I massaged and teased her breasts. "Last chance to say no." I whispered.
"I know I shouldn't. I know it's wrong. But I still want it. It looks so big, and it made her come so hard, I want to feel it."
"Alright." I whispered back, straightening my legs a little more, the motion forcing my fat mushroom head up toward her, spreading her lips and forcing her entrance to expand to let me pass.
She moaned softly, as my head moved slowly into her, sliding deeper and deeper into her, as I straightened my legs. "Ohmygod, I'm going to come again," she whispered, her legs starting to tremble slightly.
"It's alright. If it does, it does. Just let your body feel it all. Feel everything I'm doing." I started to rock my hips, pushing my fat dick in and out of her tight, wet pussy. She moaned again, her hands grabbing one of my arms and squeezing it to her as her legs trembled more. In and out I slide, moving my free arm down until my fingers could curl between her legs. I let my middle finger find her clit, knowing I was going to have to work quickly. Her climax as already on her and I needed to work her orgasm to even higher heights if I wanted her to squirt, which was the whole point. In and out, I stroked as my finger teased over and around her clit.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" She cried loudly, over and over, as I teased her clit and squeezed her nipple. She was almost there, if I could just find exactly the right spot with my head. I did what I could to change the angle slightly, putting more force on the front side of her vagina. I felt her suddenly stiffen as I stroked quickly in and out of her, a huge gasp and then a long, deep cry of "ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck!" slipped from her. Her whole body stiffened and she squirted her pussy juice out past my cock to spray onto the deck. Her body spasmed and another long, wet stream sprayed from her as she leaned back against me. I hooked my arm under her breasts, as she sagged back even more. I reached back and twisted the driver's seat around and let myself sit back into it, pulling her back with me, her legs spreading as she sat on my lap, panting and shaking.
I held her, my dick still deep in her squeezing pussy, no longer massaging her, but just trying to stroke her and let the intense orgasm pass. "What the fuck did you do?" She finally managed to pant. "I almost passed out."
"Nothing much."
"Bullshit." She moaned. "What was it?"
"As it was explained to me, there are four erogenous zones on the female body. Nipples, clit, butt hole and the really important one most people have trouble with, the front side of the vagina near the pubic bone. There's a bundle of nerves there that help with childbirth, but if they're stimulated during an orgasm, well, the effect can be powerful."
"No shit." She whispered, as her husband climbed the ladder, concern on his face.
"You alright sweetie? You hurt?"
"Oh God no. it was just so intense that I almost passed out." She said breathlessly. "But now I know what he did."
"What's that?"
"Explain it to him while I catch my breath."
"Uh, sure." I said feeling a little awkward. "There's four erogenous zones on a woman's body. Well, at least four. Her nipples, her clit, her butt hole, yeah, I know, gross, right? And the fourth is a bundle of nerves on the inside of her vaginal wall, on the front side, usually just behind the pubic bone. Those are designed to trigger the pushing reaction for childbirth when they get pressed on. But if you stimulate them during an orgasm, it can create a tremendously intense reaction."
"Stimulate them? How?" he asked, looking down at his wife's spread legs and my rock-hard cock sticking up between them glistening with her juices. "You mean, that you..."
"Tom! Don't say it. You dared me, you can't be upset with him."
He frowned and nodded. "Alright."
"All he did was use his dick to stimulate that spot. That's all it was. Nothing more. Don't get your boxers bunched up, alright?"
"Seems an awful lot like fucking to me."
She laughed a little. "Tell you what. You pretend you didn't find out how he did it, and I'll wear that red bikini of hers all weekend. Then you can practice it any time you want."
"Standing up does best. Puts pressure in just the right places." I said, "trust me, it was her request. I didn't force her."
"The red bikini? You mean that little tiny one, the one with the thong bottom?"
"That's the one. But you might have to trim a little hair for me to wear it. You won't mind, will you."
"Um. Uh, no, I won't mind." He agreed; I didn't know what this bikini looked like, but I suspected it was FAR from capable of covering her huge tits.
"Good. Now. I think I need to send Arline over. She lost her part of the bet too." She stood up and turned to look at me. "Don't go away." She took her husband's hand and walked him to the ladder and climbed down. The two waded away and then swam to their boat.
I really couldn't have cared if I did it to the other wife or not. To be honest, poking Janise had me so damn close to shooting when she came that I couldn't help but be disappointed. But I waited and watched Arline dive in and swim to the boat. She was a fast swimmer, and did the crawl or free style or whatever they call it these days, all the way to the stern of the boat. She climbed the ladder, still wearing part of her bikini.
"Okay. You did it. She did it. Whatever. So now I have to, so let's get at it."
"Really? With an attitude like that I doubt I could get you to even have a little orgasm. You're not turned on, you're combative. I wouldn't waste my time, but if you wanna bend over and let me fuck you until I come, well, I wouldn't mind. I'm kinda ready to come."
"What? What the fuck are you saying? You won't do that?"
"Uh-uh. I'm saying that I can't. Not with that attitude. You have to want to come. You have to feel seduced, and fucked and turned on really good. Putting out isn't the same thing."
She stepped to the bench seat and plopped down on it. "I can't believe she did it. I mean, she's so, so, closed, to things like that."
"If I've learned anything in the last week, it's that people can surprise you."
"I guess."
"So, you can go back and tell your husband it's safe. I'm not going to fuck you or touch your pussy or anything. You're just not into it, and you need to be."
"You're serious?"
"Uh huh."
"I don't get it. How did you get her to want it?"
"She already did. When I started licking her pussy on the ladder, she was almost ready to climax right there. She had to be thinking about it for a while, imagining it, thinking about how it was going to feel. She was ready. I didn't have to convince her of anything."
"This is crazy!"
"Can I ask a question? What's with the red bikini?"
"What about the red bikini?"
"She's going to wear it for him the rest of the weekend."
"Holy shit. Say it isn't so! Oh God, well, this should be interesting."
"Why is that?"
"The red bikini is the smallest thing I have. It barely covers my nipples, and you can see, mine are a lot smaller than hers. And the bottom, it's a super tiny thong. I mean, it's so tiny that if I bend over you can see at least half of my pussy, and that's if I have it pulled down as far as I can. I got it to tease my husband, but I never wear it in public. I only brought it, because she dared me to wear it at least once, this weekend for him"
I chuckled. "I wonder what would have happened if I hadn't been here. I think your sweet, conservative friend was planning on something interesting. And I'd be willing to bet it would have exposed her a lot more than you would have expected. Well, I'm going to get wet. It's getting hot." I got up and started for the stern.
"Wait! You're really not going to do that to me?"
"Do you want me to?"
She was silent for a moment. "Actually, I do. At least now."
"How does your husband feel about you getting fucked by another guy?"
"I don't know. Why?"
"Because if you stay, I'm going to lay you down right there on that pad, stand between your legs and fuck you until you come for me like that. Then I'm going to unload in you because I'm so fucking horny it almost hurts."
"Did you, did you fuck her?"
"I only have two hands. Can't hit three places at once any other way, at least not alone."
"I don't think I can do that. I mean, it isn't right, is it?"
"No. it isn't. Tell you what. I'll make you come as best I can without that, if you get me off when we're done, because I'm not joking about it hurting. My dick feels like it's going to burst."
"Okay. I promise. Now what?"
I stood up and patted the large padded area on top of two back-to-back storage compartments that formed the back of the part of the bench seat, as well as the divider to the back portion of the boat where the other two fishing seats were. She moved and sat down and then I laid her down on her back. I pulled her bikini bottom off, leaving her as naked as I was. Her pussy was completely shaved, her tan extending almost completely to her inner labia, only a very narrow strip of creamy white skin on her full outer lips remaining. I lifted and spread her legs and stepped between them. I teasingly rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet slit, she had a look of concern on her face, but she didn't stop me as I dipped the tip of my head between her lips and searched out her hard clit.
I rubbed my head up and down her wet lips, letting the tip rub up and over her clit with each motion, drawing a moan from her lips after several minutes. I so wanted to push it right into her, but I'd promised and I didn't think I should cheat on that. "What do you think? Does it feel good?"
"Oh yeah."
"Can you imagine how it would feel if I just pushed into you right now, let my big fat dick slide into you? Can you feel me pushing it into you?" I asked, as I let two fingers press into her vagina instead of my dick. Think about that fat dick sliding in and out of you." I whispered, as I pulled my dick away and knelt down. I lowered my face to her pussy and began to lick and tease her clit, while I was stroking my two fingers in and out of her. She moaned, loudly this time, and I could taste her juices getting less tangy and more sweet, I knew I was having the effect I wanted. I reached, with my free hand, past her leg and up to her right nipple. I gently began to squeeze and tease it, drawing gasps from her. I worked my fingers in and out of her for almost five minutes, my tongue getting tired from teasing her. But I was having the impact. She wanted it. She wanted that climax and I knew she was about ready.
"Oh God. Stop teasing me and make me come! Oh God! Fuck me! Put your dick in and fuck me. God, I want it so bad. I watched what you did to her. I want to feel it. I want to feel you make me come like that." She moaned breathlessly. "Please fuck me. It looks so big. Please don't tease me anymore and make me come around you!"
I curled my fingers up and found that spot behind her pubic bone. I knew I had found it when her whole body suddenly stiffened and trembled. "OHHHHHH FUCK!" she screamed, as I frantically licked her clit and stroked the tips of both fingers across that spot behind her pubic bone. My fingers barely reached, but in this position I could manage. "OHHHH FUCK YES!" She screamed again, as her climax washed over her. Her body sent its stream of juices from her, spattering on my neck and chest as she spasmed and trembled.
"God. Fuck me with your dick. Oh please. Fuck me with it and then come all over me. I want to see you coming on my body." She gasped, I pulled my face from her pussy and stood up between her legs again. Her pussy was dripping on the floor, as I aimed my head to her lips and pushed it into her. "Oh God. OH GOD. OHHHHH GOD YES!" She cried, as my dick pushing into her pushed her over the edge again, sending out another huge spray of her cum. Her whole body shuddered and trembled, as I pumped my shaft in and out with abandon, each impact of my thighs with her ass making her tits roll on her chest. In and out I thrust, feeling the need, the urgency, grow. I was moments from coming, when I pulled out of her. I wrapped my hand around my dick and stroked it feverishly for only a few moments, before I sent a long rope of sticky cum, sailing through the air to land on her tits. Shot after shot, of pent up cum, squirted out onto her tits and stomach until I was left between her legs, panting, leaking the last, of my cum, onto her shaved mound.
"Holy shit." She whispered.
"Sorry," I panted. "I shouldn't have done that."
"I asked for it." She managed to say, as she gasped for breath.
"Yeah, but I told you I wouldn't."
"No one's perfect. At least we both got fucked, so we can deal with it together."
"I suppose." I said, pulling from her, then falling back into the chair. "God, I'm whipped."
"I don't doubt it." I heard my wife say from where she was sitting in the bow of the boat, in one of the fishing seats. I hadn't even seen her climb in through the front.
"I'm sorry, you didn't need to watch that."
"Actually, I did. It was exactly what I needed to see. Wanna know why? Because it's almost exactly what happened to me that first time. I didn't go into it, planning it. I didn't even think sex was going to happen. But he touched me in ways that made me want it more than anything else at that point. Just like you did to her. You made her want your dick. You made her want to have that climax and you made her beg you for it, even though that isn't what you were trying to do. I think Adam was trying to make it happen. In fact, I think Judy wanted it to happen because he did it to her and it made her feel guilty about fucking her own son."
"And that was what happened that first time?"
"It was. You did good. You did every bit as good as Adam did to me. I had no idea you could even do that."
"Well, I have had a little instruction, in the last few days." I said seriously.
"Well, now that you got that done, what say we go in for some lunch?"
"I could deal with that. And maybe a nap?"
"Maybe a nap," she agreed.
I helped Arline to the back of the boat, holding her bikini bottom, and then helped her down into the water. She waded away while I helped Toto and Abby back in the boat. We all dressed in what little we had and headed back to camp, leaving the other two couples to deal with the results of what I had done. Maybe I had a better understanding now, of what happened and how she got tricked into cheating on me. I was still not happy that she kept going back, but I could forgive her for that first time now.
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"Hey there lover." My wife whispered as I stirred, slowly waking up from my after-lunch nap. It was amazing just how tired sex can make you.
"Hey, honey. What time is it?"
"A bit past two. You've been asleep for almost two hours."
"Sorry," I said as I closed my arm she was partly laying on, rolling her toward me, intending to kiss her. She gave me just a very short kiss and then pushed away from me.
"Uh uh. Not until you get cleaned up. You taste and smell like a whorehouse. And as much as I love you, I'm not into tasting other women on you."
"I guess that's fair. I'll go take a shower."
"Why go anywhere? We can do it right here." Taking a shower outside in the dark of night, or even in the blanketing fog of morning is one thing, but by the time we came in from swimming, the campground was chock full of campers, including all the spots around us. Taking an outside shower would be more than obvious. "Come on." She coaxed, rolling off the bed. She picked up a towel and wrapped it around herself and then held one out for me. "Come on. I have everything ready outside."
I raised my eyebrows, wondering if she was really going to shower naked outside with all the people around. True she'd continued to be naked in front of those other couples while we were swimming, but that's a lot different than getting naked in the middle of a busy campground. Even as much as I'd pushed the boundaries the last few days, I wouldn't do that! I wrapped the towel around my waist and let her lead me to the door and out. "You've been busy," I said as I stepped out of the trailer onto the gravel. The ten-foot square pop-up canopy that I'd had set up to add additional shade, near the outdoor kitchen, had been moved until it was almost touching the overhanging kitchen compartment door, leaving it only four feet or so from the trailer. She'd then strung a rope from the side of the trailer to the legs of the pop-up, and hung bed sheets on the ropes, enclosing three sides of the pop-up from about two feet off the ground to almost head height. She had clothes pinned a couple of beach towels to the rope running from the pop-up leg to the back of the trailer, not completely blocking it off from outside view, but blocking the vast majority of it. The only part that was left open was the side facing the trailer, and the eight or so foot space between the pop-up and the trailer. All in all, unless you got close to the back of the trailer, which wasn't likely because there was a considerable-sized grass area between us and the next trailers behind us, the only place we were exposed to was a small stretch of road between us and the girls' campsite across the street.
She stepped to one of the zero-gravity lawn chairs that she had placed in the enclosure, and took off her towel, dropping it on the chair.
"You like my homemade shower stall?" She asked as she moved to the outdoor shower controls and turned on the water. I was a little surprised because where she was standing was one of the few places that would be completely exposed to someone walking down the road if they looked in our direction.
"I'm surprised," I answered. "You were busy."
She smiled in reply as she ran water from the sprayer hose onto her hand until it was warm. "So, you going to take that towel off?"
"I guess so," I answered, pulling the towel from around my waist and dropping it where hers was. I stepped toward her, but she stepped away from the side of the trailer and pushed me partway back into the makeshift shower stall.
"I'll be honest." She whispered loud enough for me to hear, but still keep the comments private. "That was, um, kinda exciting and scary at the same time. Just like this is. I've never showered this much in public before."
"Well, from here, there isn't a lot they can see."
"No, but they can see our heads and our lower legs. Enough of us that there's no doubt about what's happening." She said as she aimed the spray nozzle at me and began to shower me with the water to wet me. She hooked the nozzle on the leg of the pop-up so she didn't need to step quite as much in the open, but even that far would be pretty exposed. She picked up my soap bottle and stepped back toward me. She began to lather my body up, running her hands all over my chest, my stomach, and my quickly growing hardon. The smile never left her face as she worked on my body, stepping close enough to rub her bare tits on my chest as she washed my back and butt. She was going quickly, but not exactly rushing. I could see over the hanging sheets and people riding bikes, walking and driving down the road. It would take one good puff of wind and the sheets would separate at the corners and blow apart, exposing both of us, which I realized was exactly what she planned. Not that it was windy enough to do it, but the little bit of breeze that was blowing through, rustled the sheets just enough to make you realize just exactly what could happen.
She stepped to the nozzle and pulled it to us again, stretching the spiral hose almost to its limit to keep us both where we were shielded. Having washed me, she handed the nozzle to me and stood waiting. I rinsed her body down, wetting her all over before I did the same thing she had, stepped to hang the nozzle on the leg of the pop-up. I looked toward the road and realized just how exposed someone standing here was. All it would take was for someone walking to look in this direction and I'd be completely in view. I picked up her soap and retreated back to the secluded portion. "So, did you leave that part exposed on purpose?"
"What do you think?"
"I think you did, but I'm not sure why. You could have hung one more sheet and blocked that too."
"You're right. In fact, I did have one there. But I took it down." I raised my eyebrows as I began to soap her body, rubbing the slick soap all around her big soft breasts, over and around her rock-hard nipples. "You haven't tried to guess why yet."
"I'm actually kind of at a loss," I answered as I stroked my hands down further, rubbing my hands on her stomach and then down between her legs to stroke her pussy.
"Mmmmmm. That feels good. Go ahead and rub it a little more. I don't mind."
"I get the feeling you're trying to be, I don't know, more like Abby?" I answered as I pulled her body against mine, pressing her soft tits to my chest as I stroked my fingers between her legs, teasing her pussy.
"I guess that's as good a description as any. She and I had a talk while you were sleeping."
"You did?"
"She made some good points. You've kinda gone teenager for the last week, fucking everything that would spread her legs for you. Can't really blame you after what I put you through. If I want to keep you for me, keep you to myself, there isn't putting that genie back into the bottle. I can't go back to the way it was, the way it was before Adam. I changed the game. Broke all the rules and then wanted you to break them too. Well, I did. You broke them into tiny little pieces, and it was my fault because it's exactly what I wanted you to do. Not because I don't want you for myself, and just me, but because I broke them the same way. I let things happen that shouldn't have, and even then, when I knew it was wrong, I went back and did it again, and again, and well, you get the idea. I still can't explain why, but I did, so if we're going to be together, I have to find a way for us to be satisfied with each other again. Just each other. I don't know how to do that without drastically changing things. I need to make things fun and exciting and sexy for both of us, or you'll find somewhere else to get it."
"You think I'd do that to you?" I asked as I pulled away from her and got the nozzle to rinse her.
"Oh, honey. I watched you with those two women today. Oh god, you were in heaven when you were screwing them. You were enjoying every second while it was happening. Just like I did when it was happening to me. After, after we did it, I knew I shouldn't have, but I let him do it to me more than once because it felt not only good physically, but emotionally. I just couldn't seem to get enough of his cock. If I tried to demand things go back to the way they were, just you and me, in the bedroom, I don't think either of us would be happy. I need to find a way to be more, um, free? I guess that's the best word. Less closed off and stuck up about sex and my sexuality. Those boys, they WANTED to have sex with me. It wasn't forced, they wanted it and they enjoyed it. Sure they were a fraction of my age, but it felt so good to be wanted by them that way. I could see it today when you were having sex with Toto and those women. You and they were enjoying it, even though there were quite a few years between you. Tell me you weren't enjoying it with them?"
"I'll admit, I was."
"See what I mean. It felt good. It wasn't love, it was just intense, lustful sex. And it felt so good while you were doing it."
I hung the nozzle back up and stepped back to her. She reached down and took my hardon in her hand again. "I want you to make me come. I want you to do it out here. I want you to see me climax for you out here, not in the bedroom or trailer or anywhere else. Out here."
"If that's what you want," I whispered, sipping one hand down between her legs, my finger spreading her lips and teasing between them. "You're wet," I whispered.
"I know. Get me close. Really close. I want to do something, but I want you to get me close with your fingers, like you did this morning."
"What?"
"Trust me. Just let me try this, okay? I have to know."
I had no idea what she was suggesting, but I worked her pussy, teasing my fingers between her soft delicate lips, feeling her hard clit and feeling her heaving chest rub her erect nipples against my chest as I worked her ever closer to climax. As I worked on her, she stroked my dick, not fast enough to get me close to coming, but enough to keep me hard as a rock, as if I wasn't going to be, playing with her pussy. She moaned softly as she leaned against me, her climax growing closer and closer. She abruptly pushed me away, not letting go of my dick, but pushing my body away. She pulled me urgently by the dick right through the open side until she could lean her back against the trailer side. We were completely exposed to anyone walking by, but she didn't look to see if anyone was, she just pulled me toward her with my dick as a handle. "Fuck me. Make me come on your dick now." She breathed urgently. "Please?"
I didn't understand what she wanted this for, to fuck her essentially in public, but her determination to get my dick into her was enough for me to agree with her. What was the worst that could happen? The campground could tell us to leave? I lifted her right leg, not wanting to expose her pussy completely to the roadside, and held it up with one hand while she guided me to her pussy. She arched her back to tilt her pelvis toward me, rubbing my head against her sopping-wet lips. I leaned against her, pressing my body against hers, trapping her tits to my chest and her back against the trailer as I pushed my dick slowly up into her. She lifted her hands to my face and pulled it to hers, pressing her lips against mine in an urgent, almost aggressive kiss. "Fuck me." She begged in a whisper as she broke the kiss. "Make me come."
I was already sliding in and out slowly, but I knew what she wanted, and what she needed to climax. All these years have taught me something. I started driving into her, slapping myself against her body with each shove of my cock into her. I was pounding into her so hard I could feel the trailer rocking slightly on the stabilizing jacks, but I wasn't about to slow down. I could feel eyes on us, someone watching us, but I didn't slow down. I just kept stroking up into her and pushing her climax closer and closer.
"Oh god. Gonna come!" She squeaked in a hig-pitched voice. "Ohhhhhh! Honey, I love you so much! I'm going to come!" she cried a little louder as her leg started to tremble in my hand. It was only a few strokes later that it happened. Her pussy squeezed around my thrusting dick and I felt her juices squirt out at me like they had on the boat, once, twice, three times as her body spasmed hard. I kept pumping in and out, trying to drive her orgasm even higher, trying to hold it as long as we could. I was just about to unload in her when she forced me back, pushing my body back and my dick out of her. She pushed my hand away that was holding her leg and squatted down in front of me, grabbing my dick with both hands. She began to franticly stroke my pussy juiced dick, aiming at her face.
"Oh Shit!" I gasped as my body jerked, trying to ram my cock at her face. There was no holding it back. Shot after shot of white cream lanced out of my head, some into her open mouth, some onto her face and some on her tits. She leaned toward me and closed her lips around my head, still stroking me, sucking the last bits of cum from me as she squatted in front of me. I stood panting, trying not to look, but finally had to. There were several people standing and staring at us, some men, some women, some couples, standing next to the road, watching us climax. I looked back down at my wife and realized she didn't look, even if she was tempted. She stood back up, let go of my dick and took my hand, pulling me back into our little shower enclosure.
She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me hard to her, hugging us together before lifting herself to bring her lips to mine. She kissed me, urgently at first, and then more softly, more erotically. I could taste my cum on her lips and tongue, but this time I didn't care. This time wasn't punishment for some slight. Slowly the kisses softened more and then stopped, leaving her pressed to me, our noses touching but our lips not. "We might get in trouble for that, but I did it."
"What was it you were trying to do?"
"It's kinda silly. Abby told me to try this. To see if it gave me that rush. She told me about some of the places you told her you had sex before you met me. Told me about some of the stories you shared with her while you were swimming and fishing. She said she'd done the same thing, had sex in a lot of places, and what it felt like. I needed to see if I could feel that."
"Feel what?" I asked in confusion.
"That rush. That feeling in the pit of my stomach that I got when I was doing it with Adam and the boys. I need to see if I could feel that again, but with you, so I don't go back to that. I hope that makes sense."
"It makes sense. So, did you? Feel that rush I mean?"
"Oh yeah. I came almost as hard as I did on the boat when you were making me come in front of everyone. Yeah, I felt it."
"Well, you drew an audience." I chucked as I held her waist not really wanting to let go of her yet.
I was afraid I would, but I didn't want to look. I was afraid if I did, I'd chicken out and not do it."
"Well, if someone complains we can just say things got out of hand. Maybe all they'll do is ask us to leave."
"If they do, they do. That's' better than the alternative."
"Which is?"
"Me going back to that and breaking us up. I'm addicted. It didn't take long. Only a few times, and I was addicted to that rush. Oh god, it felt so wrong and so good every time he fucked me. I don't want to tell you more than you want to know, but just know, that every time it was different, and still the same. Exciting, intense, almost animalistic."
"Well, we'll have plenty of time to talk about it I guess."
"We will. But right now you have work to do."
"I do?"
She stepped to the chair and moved it over near the wall away from the road, the one closest to the outdoor shower sprayer. She sat down in it and leaned back as far as it would go so she was almost lying down. "There's little scissors, a razor, and some of your shaving soap on the table. Take it all off. All of it." I looked at her in confusion. "My pubic hair. Shave it all off. All of it."
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. Oh yeah. That was four. You have two more to give me yet, so if you happen to make me come doing this, well, I won't mind."
I'd asked a great number of times to have her shave some or all of it off, so now that she was saying yes, I wasn't going to pass up the opportunity. I locked the chair so it couldn't come down and then lifted her legs and sat down with her legs spread on either side of me. I used small scissors first, carefully trimming and snipping her curly graying brown hairs. As I worked from her mound down to her lips, I couldn't help but tease them, stroking my finger intermittently down between her wet inner lips, sometimes finding her clit and stroking across it.
It took a while with the very small scissors to cut all her stiff pubic hairs, but when I had them short enough I switched to the razor. I rinsed her thoroughly with the hose, washing away as much of the trimmed hair as I could, getting giggles from her as the water ran down between her cheeks, the spray ticking her pussy and rosebud. I used my shaving mug and brush to work up a lather and then spread it all around her mound and pussy before taking the disposable razor she had set out to what was left of her curls. I stroked over and around her mound and lips, rinsing and re-soaping several times until I had her baby-bottom smooth. Damn, she looked so sexy like that.
I slipped off the chair, leaving her tilted back and her legs spread. I knelt at the end of the chair and laid partly on it to bring my face to her freshly shaved pussy. I kissed her thighs and then her smooth mound, enjoying the feeling of it on my lips as I teased closer and closer to hers. Finally, teasingly, I used just the tip of my tongue to flick along her soft inner lips, stroking the incredibly soft skin that protruded from her full round, no shaved, outer lips. She moaned softly as I let my tongue spread them, dipping between her lips to gather some of her moisture. Her juices were sweet and gentle, announcing just how turned on shaving her had made her. I leaned a little further and let my tongue dig between her lips to find her clit, a gasp escaping her as I flicked over and across her lips.
I slipped one finger into her, pushing it slowly into her, deeply into her. I curled it as I felt it reach the end of her pubic bone and let the tip of my finger find that place that I knew she had, I knew because I'd already seen how it would stimulate her.
"Oh my god yes." She moaned, moving her feet to rest on my shoulders, trying to lift her pussy toward my face. I licked and teased her clit while I slowly stroked the tip of my finger across her inner wall. I had a pretty good idea what it was doing as her hips started to rock and lift more forcefully toward my face. Her hands, which had been gripping the armrests the whole time I shaved her, were now on her breasts, pulling and twisting her nipples as my tongue and finger worked her ever closer to ecstasy. "Oh god. Make me come. Make me come, lover." She moaned loudly. Loud enough that someone on the road could have easily heard her. She didn't care though, she was lost in those sensations that my finger and tongue were overloading her system with. Her gasps and moans grew louder and louder until she cried out that she was coming, her whole body going rigid and shuddering. I opened my mouth and pressed it to her pussy, capturing her squirting juices as I continued to tease her clit with my tongue, driving her climax as high as I could.
"Five. Oh shit. That's five. I don't know if I can stand another." She panted.



"I hope you can," I said as I shifted her feet off my shoulders. I held her feet in the air and then stepped toward her, straddling the chair with my legs. She held one of her own legs up as I leaned closer to her, aiming my cock at her sopping wet pussy. I pressed my again-engorged head between her lips and slid it slowly in.
"Ohhhhh fuck that feels so big right after I come." She moaned as I worked my shaft slowly in and out of her. "I don't think I'm going to come with you, but if you want to, just go ahead." She whispered.
"It's alright. I've had so much the last few days, I don't know that there's anything left anyway." I chuckled as I continued to slowly stroke in and out of her. "It just feels good to do this in you."
"You mean out here?"
"Yeah, I sorta do. I mean doing it over there, it was pretty intense. I think we both came in buckets."
"You sure as hell did. I still have cum on my tits."
"Well, I can wash it off if you want."
"No. I'm gonna leave it there, just to tease you."
"I won't be able to see it once you put your shirt on."
"Who says I'm going to wear a shirt?"
"What are you gonna wear?"
"Well, if you're done, you can see."
I slipped my dick from her and helped her straighten the chair and then step out of it. We both wrapped towels around ourselves and she led me by the hand out of our little enclosure and across the road. Abby and Toto were sitting in their camp chairs as we walked into the site.
"Well, that sounded like it went pretty well," Abby said with a grin. "You drew a crowd."
"I didn't look. I was afraid to." Sue answered her.
"So, you ready for the next part?"
"No, but yes." My wife said a little nervously.
"Inside the door."
Sue walked over to the little camper and opened the door. She turned to face me and took the towel off. The camper and the door blocked the view of anyone from the roadside seeing her, but if anyone down near the water looked they'd see her standing completely naked. She reached into the camper and turned again to face me. She stepped into the itty bitty yellow bikini bottom that Abby had been wearing all week. I watched in fascination as she put it on and then began trying to put the top on, the tiny yellow triangles barely big enough to cover her pink areola. It took a couple of minutes of trying, and also exposing her boobs before she finally had the tiny triangles tied over her big breasts. If the bikini seemed a bit small on Abby, my wife's even fuller breasts looked like they were going to pop out any second. To tell the truth, she looked steaming hot! She walked toward us and stood, looking around a little bit nervously.
"This is going to take some getting used to." She said as she tried unsuccessfully to adjust the tiny triangle and strings that claimed to be a bikini bottom, to cover a little more of her now shaved mound.
"It doesn't cover anymore honey. That's it."
"I feel naked."
"That's the whole idea," Abby said with a feminine giggle. "You can give it back to me before we leave tomorrow."
"So, you gonna take that walk? After watching you two, we're both pretty horny, so you could stay here and I'm sure the four of us can find a way to entertain each other."
"Um. I think I'll go take that walk." She said with a little frown. "I'm not sure I'm into another baking day orgy."
"Wait! What am I missing here?" I asked a little confused.
"It's simple. What she did over there, with you, that was my price for her tricking me into fucking her husband without his knowledge. Kind of a dirty trick, so payment was required. The shave was so she could wear that," she said motioning to the suit my wife was wearing, "while taking a walk with you. That's Toto's price for being tricked into fucking another woman's husband."
"Taking a walk? Like around the park?"
"Actually, around the loop, all the way to the bathrooms and then back, basically as naked as it's legal to be. I mean, she is, isn't she? Practically naked?" Toto said. "But I'd still accept the other."
"No, definitely not my favorite thing to do. I'd rather walk half naked."
"Well, enjoy it then!" Abby said.
"If we're going for a walk, don't you think I should go get some shorts or something?"
"No. I think you're dressed just fine." Abby said with a grin. "It's up to your wife to keep you covered since she was encouraging you to flash your package at us more than once. Now if she doesn't want you to be showing that much, well, how she solves that is up to her." I looked down at myself. It had been more than long enough since we had sex for my body to recharge and the meds to do what the meds do, and watching my wife stand naked in their site and put that bikini on had my dick sticking out like a flagpole, tenting out the front of the towel. "I have to admit. It's a pretty hot look."
"I don't think we want quite that much showing though." My wife said, turning to face me. She made several attempts to get the towel to hold my dick so it didn't poke out like that, finally ending up with it wrapped low around my hips, my fat mushroom head actually sticking up nearly out of the towel after she had wrapped it around me and tucked the ends in. "There. Better. Should we go for a walk?"
Without waiting for an answer, she took my hand and led me out of the campsite and onto the road. I hadn't actually walked the whole circle before, and I wondered how many of the women I'd already had sex with were still camping down this direction. As we walked down the road, I could feel her hand shaking in mine, telling me just how nervous she was, but she seemed to be determined and wasn't shying away from the looks I could see she was getting from the few guys we'd passed in the campsites already. I wanted to put her at ease and was struggling to think of something to talk about, but all I could do was keep wondering about what she said.
"Alright. You said something I didn't understand. Or more to the point, I really can't believe that I'm thinking is what you meant."
"What's that?"
"Baking day orgy? It sounds like you were somehow involved in a sex orgy on one of those baking days you do with your friends. I mean, that clearly isn't the kind of thing you'd have ever done, well, not before this. Tell me I have that wrong?"
So, it was a baking day. And it did kinda turn into an orgy, but not what you're thinking, and probably not anywhere close to how you might guess it happened."
"What am I thinking?"
"A bunch of young guys showing up and fucking us instead of us baking."
"Okay, that's a pretty good guess of what I'm thinking. But if it wasn't that, what was it?"
She walked silently for a way without answering. I was about to ask again when she finally Said, "You didn't have it completely wrong, but not quite right either. And no, I would never have done something like that before, but then, it didn't happen until after that first time. Actually not even until after the second time."
"So what was it?" I asked as we walked along, passing another site along the road, a middle-aged guy sitting in a lawn chair, openly staring at my wife as we walked past.
"You have to promise not to tell anyone."
"Honey. I know all the friends you bake with are married. Tell me we aren't talking about keeping a secret from another husband who has no idea."
"When it happened, we all promised to let each wife take care of how to tell her husband, and when. Since I haven't told you yet, I guess the when for me is now."
"And you would have told me about this when? If I hadn't asked just now?"
"I'm not sure."
"Would you have told me?"
"I don't know."
"Why? I mean, it can't be worse than fucking four guys by the pool, can it?" I asked in a whisper.
Without looking at me she whispered, "It was only Adam. But yes, it can be worse, depending on how you look at it."
To me, one guy fucking a bunch of women wasn't in any way worse. Hell, it was basically what I'd been doing all week, just spread out. "So explain it to me," I asked as we walked past a pop-up camper, The camper wasn't what drew my attention. What did was the rope stung across from the camper to the little wooden roof structure over the picnic table, and the blue plastic tarp hanging on it. It looked kind of curious, making me wonder what it was for. When we got just a little further and could see around it, I knew exactly what it was for. Leona was sitting in one of the lawn chairs, and I was sure the tarp was to block the view from the road so she could do her naked dishwashing without getting thrown out of the campground, Something I was still concerned could happen to us.
"June of course was there, it was her house this time. And Erin, You know her. And Sylvia Richards and her daughter Chris."
"Sylvia. The one with the-"
"Really big boobs? Yeah, that Sylvia. Her daughter was home for the weekend from college and came along."
"Okay."
"You know how these things work. A bunch of us get together and bake cookies and stuff, and drink wine and gossip. Not much fun for a guy, but you'd be surprised at what we learn about our friends that aren't there!"
"Actually, I doubt I'd be surprised at all. Not after all this."
"Yeah, I suppose I have pushed the believability envelope a little."
"No hon. You've torn it into tiny pieces. I quite honestly don't know what to believe anymore. I just keep finding out more and more in little dribbles."
"Well, this won't help much either then. Because I did some things I never thought I'd do. And before you ask, no, I have no idea at all why I did them. I'd had some wine, but not THAT much. No, I was quite willing to go along with suggestions that a year ago would have been completely outrageous."
"Like what?" I asked as we passed another site.
"Let me start at the beginning. Maybe it'll make more sense to you than it does to me. I mean, I've played it over in my mind dozens of times and I still don't know what got into me."
"Okay, from the beginning."
"I got there and Erin, Sylvia and Chris were already there and starting to bake. Adam was there too, sitting in the living room playing some video game. Everything was fine for the first couple hours. We were drinking wine and making cookies and having a great time. Somehow the conversation turned to all these crazy tic-toc challenges. I don't even remember why, but Chris challenged her mother to go do the one in front of Adam where you take off your underwear without flashing anything. Well, she did. And then came back and challenged her daughter to do it. I mean, it was a pretty easy thing for her to do, just pull down your underwear from under her dress. She was wearing a little mini-skirt, but she did it easy enough without flashing too much. She came back and dared Erin to do it. I was surprised, but she went and did it too. That left June and me, and I had on shorts and a tank top. So they dared me to take my bra off without showing my boobs. Well, I'd been naked in front of him, but I didn't want them to know that, so I protested, but they said I couldn't refuse a dare, so I did it. I walked in front of him and with some difficulty, managed to take off my bra without taking off my shirt."
"And that led to sex?"
"No. Not at first. The dares started getting more, um, involved. Chris dared her mom to go take her bra off and rub her boobs on his face. She did, and he of course grabbed em and sucked on her nipples for a few moments. You could tell he was getting a hard-on. All he had on was shorts and maybe underwear. Sylvia dared Erin to go get him to stand up and then pull his shorts down. I'm sure she thought he had boxers or something under, but when she pulled down his pants, he was naked. I mean, other than his shoes and his shorts around his ankles, he was naked. She didn't have any underwear on so when he pulled her to him and unzipped her dress, well, there wasn't much to hide. All she had on was a bra. He let her go and she ran back into the kitchen, but he kept the dress, leaving her with nothing but her bra."
"Erin. Little redhead, right?"
"That's her."
"That must have looked damn hot."
"I guess. But she wanted to get Sylvia back, so she dared her to go take off her dress and sit on his lap. Well, she did. She stripped completely naked in front of him, and the way she did it, I didn't feel like it was the first time she'd been nude in front of him. She climbed onto his lap and pushed her tits in his face. Well, he did what any guy would do, and he started sucking and playing with them until she was so turned on she lifted up and sat right back down on his cock. We all just stood there and watched while she bounced on him, fuckin him until they both came."
"That doesn't sound so bad. I mean I could picture myself sitting there and letting her do that. I mean Sylvia has some huge tits that I wouldn't mind seeing."
"Dirty old man!" My wife said with a frown before shaking her head and giggling. "Okay, I get that."
"So how did that turn into what you call an orgy?"
"Because after he filled her pussy, he walked into the kitchen with her, and told his mom to strip and lay on the island. I mean, she did, like right away. It didn't seem to bother her at all getting naked in front of him with her friends there. I mean, when it was just the two of us, I could see it, but she didn't even hesitate. She lay on the island and Adam had Sylvia crawl up and sit on his mom's face. She lay there, licking and sucking Sylvia's pussy, and her son's cum from it. I thought it was gross as hell, and I said so. I guess Adam didn't like that, so he stepped over to me, took off my shirt and then leaned me over, pushing my face into his mom's crotch. He told me to lick her pussy until I made her climax. When I refused, he told me if I didn't he'd tie me to the bench again and make the girls all sit on my face until they all came."
"Tie you to the bench again?" I asked in surprise, turning to her as I grabbed her arm to stop her. "What the hell are you talking about? He tied you to a bench?"
"Shhhhh!" Sue said, looking around at who might have heard me. "Keep your voice down! I don't want the whole fucking world to know what we're talking about."
"Yeah, sure. Okay." I answered more quietly.
"Now, you want me to continue?" She asked quietly. "I mean, if you don't, that's fine with me. I don't really want to go back over this if I don't have to. It's more than a little embarrassing."
I stepped to her and pulled her into a hug, pressing our bodies together as we stood in the road. "I'm sorry. Yes, I want to hear. I think I need to."
"Alright." She said as I loosened my grip. She took my hand and started us walking again. "Like I said, Adam made me lick her until I made her come. While I was doing that, he had Erin and Chris on the counter with each other's faces between each other's legs. He went and got some vibrators from someplace and the two girls were supposed to make each other come as many times as they could. I don't actually know why either one did it, but Chris seemed actually kind of into it. She didn't protest at all, and when Erin tried, he just said not to forget what happens to bad girls. I honestly don't know what that meant, but she apparently did.'
"So, it sounds like Adam has been playing games with more of June's friends than just you."
"Seems like it. Anyway, I hadn't ever done it, what I was doing to June, but I had to try. While I was doing that, he pulled down my shorts and started screwing me from behind. He kept going until he came in me, and then he made Sylvia and I switch."
"As in, now you were sitting on June's face? And she didn't object?"
"Oh hell no. She seemed to really love it. She was licking and teasing my pussy until I came, the whole time Adam's cum was leaking out of me. It was so damn embarrassing, but I just couldn't seem to stop myself from doing it. I mean, I did it, and even while I was doing it, I was wishing I wasn't, but I still did what he ordered. I just couldn't seem to stop myself."
"None of this makes any sense to me," I answered as we approached our campsite again.
"Let's go find someplace to fuck. God, I'm soooo horny. I mean, the whole time we've been talking about it, my pussy has been tingling. Just begging to get you inside me. I don't understand it. I mean, I've never wanted sex so much as I have the last few months."
"Except with me?"
"I'm sorry lover. I don't understand it. I mean, I wanted to. I wanted to have sex with you, but when I started thinking about having sex in the bedroom, it was like the mood just evaporated. I'd tease you and get all ready, and then when we went to the bedroom it just kind of, I don't know, went away."
"Well, there's a bed right in there," I said, pointing to our trailer. She pulled me by the hand to the trailer. She pulled me into the little enclosure she made and pulled my towel off.
"I think this is better." She whispered as she pulled the bikini bottom aside and exposed her crotch to me. She reached for my now exposed, rock-hard cock and pulled us together. "Fuck me. Right here, like this. Make me come around your cock again. I know you can."
"Uh huh." Was all I could answer as she rubbed my head between her lips. I was still picturing her sitting on June's face getting licked to climax as I pushed my dick into her.
"God it feels so much better than a vibrator." She moaned as I worked my dick in and out in short little strokes, spreading her juices along my shaft.
"Did you play with a vibrator with them? With June?" I asked a little breathlessly, as we held each other, standing in the middle of the little enclosure.
"Once or twice." She groaned as I started stroking longer into her. "Oh this feels so good. We haven't ever done it this way, have we? I don't know why. It feels soooo good with my clit on your cock like this. Ohhhhhh yeah."
The breeze had picked up a little since she set up the enclosure, and the unconstrained walls were blowing slightly, occasionally flapping far enough apart to expose us to, well, sometimes the road, sometimes the campers across the grassy field behind us. I don't think either of us cared as I squeezed and kneaded her bare ass cheeks, the itty bitty bikini bottom covering absolutely none of her firm cheeks. In and out I thrust, inching both of us closer and closer to release.
"Gonna come." She whispered. "I want to feel you come in me again. Come with me, please? Let me feel you fill me up again." She moaned softly. She had never been very vocal during sex, so I was a little surprised, but at the same time, I was more than willing to oblige her. I thrust into her harder, slapping our thighs together each time our bodies met. Her tiny bikini top had shifted aside and I could feel her hard nipples pressed to my bare chest. Between her wetness and her hard nipples, I at least knew for certain that her body wanted what we were doing.
"Gonna come." I panted as I drove just a little harder into her.
"Do it. Do it for me, lover!" She panted. "Oh god yes. Here it comes. Can you feel it? Can you tell when I'm going to climax?"
"I can." I panted as her pussy began to squeeze around my fat dick. I continued to thrust as her legs started to tremble. Her slightly tighter pussy pushed me over the edge and with a sudden jerk, my body spasmed, jamming my cock fully into her and smashing our bodies together.
"Yes yes yes yes," She gasped softly as her body shuddered around my surging cock. I doubted there was all that much cum to put in her, but it still felt good to try, especially after the long drought of sex she and I had had. We stood there, trembling and jerking and twitching for several minutes before my softening dick slipped out of her, allowing her juices and the small amount of jizz I'd put in there, to leak out and down her legs.



She pulled away from me and pulled me by the hand to the single chair that I had used to shave her. She pushed me into the chair and then, after fixing that incredibly tiny bikini, she sat sideways on my lap, leaning her body against mine and her head on my shoulder. "Honey. You know I love you, right? And you still love me?"
"Of course I love you. I don't think anything could make me change that."
"And this, what happened, we're going to work it out, aren't we? I don't want to lose you."
"I don't want to lose you either. Are we going to work it out? I hope so. I'm just struggling a little."
"I know. Me too. When I talk about what I did, it doesn't seem like me, but I know it was. I mean, it was me doing it, but it didn't feel like I should be, or, hell, I don't know how to describe it. I never thought I'd ever find myself letting anyone touch me like I let him do. I mean, that first time, I was just letting him massage me, and the more he did, the more turned on I got and the more I wanted him to touch me. I didn't, but I did, you know what I mean? When he took my panties and bra off, all I could think of is how mad you were going to be with me, and then his hands were rubbing my nipples, and it was like there was a live wire between them and my pussy. The more he rubbed my nipples, the wetter I got and the more I wanted to feel his hands there. When he finally did, touch me there, it was like my body was on fire. I wanted his dick in my hand, and then I wanted it between my legs. I just couldn't seem to stop myself, even though I knew you would be so upset if you found out."
"Well, at least you were thinking that much."
"But it didn't stop me. I mean, when he started putting his fingers in me, all I could think of was how good it felt. Then after he made me climax, he pulled me to the edge and stuck his dick in me. God, it felt so good. Not as good as you, but the more he stroked into me the more intense it all got. I didn't remember ever coming as hard as I did right then. I always loved the way you made love to me. It was always loving, and gentle and caring. But with him it was, I don't know, urgent, needy, intense. It was so different than what we do together, or at least always have done. But I couldn't stop myself from wanting it. I wanted to climax again, I wanted to do it around his cock. I'm sorry lover. I really am."
"I know," I whispered, holding her to me.
We were just sitting cuddling, our fingers stroking each other, me her nipples through the almost non-existent top, and her my again growing hardon, her fingers teasing around and over my mushroom head, when we heard the little golf cart pull up near our site. It didn't surprise me much when we heard a knock on the trailer door. I'd sort of been expecting it to happen sooner or later.
"In here!" My wife called out.
A few moments later we saw an older woman, older than us at least, step into our little hideaway. The shirt gave her away as the campground host couple. At least it wasn't a park ranger!
"Good afternoon." She said as she stepped in.
"Good afternoon," Sue answered, pushing herself up to sit upright on my lap, twisting a bit to look at the woman.
"I wonder if I might have a word with you?" She said more quietly as she approached a little closer. I could tell she was looking at the two of us, judging us by our attire, or lack of it.
"Sure, what's up?" My wife said sweetly and innocently.
"We had a report from a couple of people that there was a couple having sex out in the open in this campsite."
"Oh?"
"That wasn't you, was it?"
"Well, actually, it was, sort of." My wife said with an embarrassed look on her face. "It was quite embarrassing really. We'd been changing out of our wet clothes and kind of got carried away. We didn't think it would be a problem, I mean we had these sheets hanging so no one could see us," She said, motioning to the hanging sheets around us. "But in the middle of things, one of the sheets slipped and, well, I'm sure you can imagine how embarrassing that would be."
"I can. But why change out here? Not in the trailer?" The woman asked, clearly not believing the story."
"Well, to be honest, we wanted to use the outside shower to rinse the lake water off. I hate to use the inside shower because fills the water tank so fast. You know how that is. So, we just figured we'd do it out here."
"And you were doing it inside your homemade, well, I don't know what you'd call it." She said, looking around at Sue's homemade privacy screen.
"Well, I thought it was more than private enough. I never expected one of the sheets to fall down."
"Well, in the future, please make sure that the sheets are better attached or change inside. This is a family campground after all."
"I completely understand. I promise it won't happen again."
She nodded, though I was still sure she didn't believe us. "Be sure it doesn't. I don't take pleasure in sending people away, but having sex in the open violates the park rules. What you do in here, I really can't say anything about, but you need to keep it in here or in your trailer."
"Yes ma'am," Sue answered as she watched the woman stare at us. I was also pretty sure she could see my hard-on as I sat in the reclining chair with Sue on my lap. "Anything else?" Sue asked after a few moments.
"No. I think that's it. Just keep your private affairs private." She said as she turned and walked out.
Sue giggled as the little cart started up. "Did you see her staring at your cock? She so wanted to come closer and look. Did you see her leaning this way, trying to see without looking like she was? I should have just stood up and let her see it."
"You wouldn't, would you?"
She leaned against me and kissed my cheek. "Probably not, but the idea did come to mind for some reason."
---o---
It became dinner time, and Sue refused to let me wear anything but the towel, frequently pulling it off of me, leaving me standing and cooking completely naked. While I was inside the enclosure, stepping to the sink or the grill, where I spent quite a bit of my cooking time for this meal, left me extremely exposed. I figured it was only a matter of time before someone complained, but Sue just said, if we get sent home, we get sent home. No big deal. I was actually surprised when she gave me my towel and went about pulling down the sheets while I was cooking, soon leaving me standing in my towel in full view of people walking and driving on the road past our campsite, which was a significant number, given all the campers further along the point had to come by on the way to the bathrooms.
Once dinner was cooked, the two of us sat under the shade of the pop-up canopy to eat. I sat and watched people walking by, a significant number looking and even staring our way. I assumed it was because of Sue's absolutely miniscule bikini, which I would be staring at as well if it were on another woman when I walked by. I was actually starting to feel a bit, I don't know, jealous, of how much she was showing to all these guys after all the years of refusing to wear anything like this. I realized she was trying to make it up to me for what she did, but I wasn't all that sure this was doing it.
With dinner done I suggested we go out fishing. She agreed and also wanted to invite the girls along. It didn't take long for us to get loaded and headed off to fish, Abby wearing a very thin, lightweight, shirt and nothing under it, given that Sue was wearing her bikini.
"So, you told me something earlier, that I need you to explain," I said to my wife as we were slowly trolling along a long mud flat.
"What's that."
"You said he threatened to tie you to a bench again. Of course that raises the issue. Again? He tied you to a bench or something like that?"
"You really want me to explain all this?"
"I think you need to. I mean, you never even suggested that I tie you to anything, let alone let me. So what was it that made you let him?"
She took a deep breath. "Well, it started a few weeks after that massage. I was over with June and we were just chatting. Okay, we were talking about sex. Seems like it was the most common topic." She looked at me and took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "No, that isn't exactly accurate. We weren't talking about sex, we were sitting on the sofa, half-naked, playing with ourselves as we watched a porn video. Before you say it, yes, it really was a porn video and no, I have no idea why I was watching it. After all the things I've said about porn over the years, to find myself watching it was, well, awkward. But for some reason, June and I were really horny so we decided to watch some porn and get off that way. I hadn't ever done anything with another woman at that point, so we were just doing it to ourselves. That's when Adam came walking down the hall. He must have come in the back door, because I didn't see him, and here I was sitting with my legs spread, fingering myself."
"Anyway, he saw what we were doing, even though I was trying to cover myself up. He'd already seen me naked and had sex with me, but I was still embarrassed for him to walk in and find me exposed like that. Well, he just walked in, stood in front of us, and told me to stand up. If I was horny and wanted to get a good orgasm, I just needed stand up and do what he says. I hesitated, I really did. I didn't want to end up having sex with him again. I'd already said I wasn't going to do that anymore, but he reached out and just whispered to me that he knew my magic button and he could make it really good for me. I found myself standing up and letting him undress me, taking off my skirt and shirt and bra. All I had on was my shoes and he even took those off. He stepped me closer to the picture window in her living room and told me to stand there and wait until he came back and not to move. So I didn't. I just stood there, in the middle of the living room, right in front of the window, completely naked, waiting for him. God, it felt embarrassing. I imagined that every car that drove down the street was looking at me, staring at my nude body, staring at my nipples getting hard and staring at my pussy. But god I was getting so wet standing there. The longer I stood there, the more turned on I was. By the time he came back, I felt so sexually excited that I was afraid I'd orgasm as soon as he touched me. But I didn't."
I slipped the outboard into neutral and shut down the engine, letting us drift on the light wind, amazed by what she was telling me. I mean, she'd been avoiding sex for months, and now I find out she was slutting out for June's son. I was partly angry and partly frustrated, but I held my tongue and let her continue.
"He put a blindfold on me, one of those things you use when you sleep. I couldn't see a thing as he led me across the room and down the hall. I knew where we were going. He and I had been in that guest room before. He led me around the bed and then lay me down on it. He told me to wait for him to get undressed, so I just lay there, waiting, wanting to feel him. I felt the bed move and I knew he was getting on it. I spread my legs and waited, wanting it so badly."
"Damn, Sue. You remember all that detail and it was, what, months ago?" Abby asked quietly.
"I do. I remember it almost as if it was yesterday." She answered.
"Okay, so go on. You wanted him to fuck you."
"I did. I was so wet and ready that when he lay on top of me and stuck his dick in me, I was almost ready to climax. But he didn't move, he didn't say anything. He just kissed me on the lips for a few moments and then moved my arms. He pushed them up to the top of the bed and spread them pushing them toward the corners of the bed, and then he held them there. I felt someone loop a rope around my wrists. It wasn't rough or anything. It was silky smooth and didn't hurt at all. But it did keep me from moving my arms more than a little bit. Then I felt him use his legs to push mine even further apart. I felt ropes around my ankles and asked what he was doing. He just whispered deeply that he was going to give my magic button the attention I wanted. I wanted him to fuck me, to make me come, but he didn't. He climbed off of me. A few moments later he put a surgical mask on me. He said not to worry. It was to remind me to be quiet because he didn't want me to make a sound, not even to moan. Then he said he was going to give me some music, and he put earphones over my ears playing oldies love songs. It was so soothing."
"I felt him climb on the bed again, between my legs. I waited for him to put it in me again, but he didn't. He lay down between my legs and started to lick me. His tongue teased between my lips and found my clit. I felt his hands, but they didn't feel right. Too small. But the hands spread my lips and the tongue began to lick me. I knew I wasn't supposed to make noise, but I couldn't help it. It felt so good, his tongue on my clit, teasing me, making me squirm. I don't know how long he licked me before he pushed a finger into me, reaching deep inside me. I knew what he was doing. It was what he did that first time, that time I squirted all over. He reached deep into me and began to rub the top of my vagina until I couldn't stop screaming as my climax suddenly hit me. I was so close before, but now, I couldn't stop. I squirted all over, listening to the music, just feeling like I was coming in buckets full all over his face."
"By the time I was done climaxing, I was practically exhausted. It felt like it must have lasted for ten minutes, but I'm sure it didn't. Then he got off the bed and climbed onto it again, this time straddling my stomach. He started to rub oil all over my boobs. He teased them and stroked and massaged them. Oh, it felt so good teasing my nipples like that. You're going to have to do that more, use oil on my boobs and tease my nipples. I never realized just how erotic it is."
"I'd have loved to if you wanted me to. I didn't think you ever wanted me to do something like that."
"Well, now I do. Anyway, I felt him push my tits together around his dick. He held them there, making them wrap around his dick as he started moving, stroking his cock between my tits. No one had ever done that before. It felt good, surprisingly good. So smooth and sexy. I could feel his head sliding between them as he rubbed my nipples with his thumbs. God, I was getting so turned on again as he stroked faster and faster. I wanted to see, see his dick head sliding out from between my breasts, but I couldn't get the blindfold to move, no matter how much I moved my head. I wanted to see his sexy cock sliding between my tits, but I couldn't. I did move the headphones some and heard him groan when he came. I felt his cum squirting on my face, landing on my mask and my cheeks and my neck. I don't know how long he came, but damn it felt like a lot of cum all over me. I should have been mad. I mean, coming all over me like that, but I wasn't. I just lay there and waited. I wanted his cock in me. I wanted to feel him fucking me and making me come. I wanted it so much."
"All because he came on your face?" I asked, not understanding at all.
"No honey. I wanted it because I wanted it. I was begging him to fuck me. God, I wanted it and I didn't even really know why. I just knew I did. He climbed off the bed and a few moments later I felt him climb on again, this time between my legs. I felt his fat cock slip into me, I was so wet he just slid right into me. I could barely lay still as he started pumping in and out of me. Actually, I didn't. If I hadn't been tied down, I probably would have been wrapped around him. God, I was so turned on I started to come after only a couple of minutes. I could feel myself coming around him, hard. He just kept pounding into me and just as he was about to finish, he pulled out. I felt his cum squirting all over me, from my pussy to my tits. Big long wet strings of it all over my body." She finished, panting slightly. "God damn, I'm so fucking horny now."
"Honey. Sue. You do realize what you just said, right? I mean, he couldn't come on your face and then just right away start fucking you. It doesn't work like that, not even for a college guy. It takes a little while. Even Allen takes ten minutes or so before he can get it hard again."
"But he did." My wife answered Abby quietly. "What are you saying? One of them wasn't Adam? I asked June when she untied me. She said it was just her and Adam."
"I don't think so. I think there were at least two guys, and from what you say, either June or another girl, maybe a younger girl, was licking you. And why the blindfold and headphones? Honey, I think they might have been recording you."
"Recording me? Why would they do that?" She asked curiously.
"There's a lot of money to be made in amateur porn. I think they were making a video of them doing you."
"But that would mean. That would mean June knew, that she was part of it! She wouldn't do that to me! I know her. We've been friends for years. She wouldn't do that to me."
"You sure?"
"Yeah. I am." My wife said before dropping into silence for several moments. "I think I am. I wouldn't have thought she'd make me lick her pussy either, but she did that."
"She did? When?"
"When he tied me to the table. I wanted to protest, but Adam told her to put her pussy in my face and if I kept protesting to make me lick her."
"Okay, that's the second time you said that. Who tied you to a table and when?"
"I don't know, two or three weeks later. June and I had been out shopping. We bought some stuff and went back to her house."
"You went shopping for what kind of stuff?"
"Some lingerie. I wanted something new. That little red outfit. You know, the sheer one? I showed it to you."
I shook my head slowly. Uh uh. You haven't even worn any lingerie for me in years. You hate wearing it. Trust me, I'd remember if you did!"
"But I was sure I modeled it for you. We went back to her house and we both put on what we bought. The nighties we bought and the vibrators."
"Wait. You bought vibrators too?"
"Yeah. We each got one. She suggested we go down to the den and try 'em out. There was a table down there. It was kinda odd because it had a hole in the middle. But we both sat down on it, facing each other, and started playing with them. Sometimes we'd reach over and tease each other with them. I was getting pretty damn close to climaxing when Adam walked in. He stepped behind me and wrapped his arms around me. He took the vibrator from me and started playing with me with it, using it on my clit and then my nipples. He just kept whispering that he wanted to make me come with my magic button. God, I wanted his cock in me so badly. I crawled off the table and bent over it, begging him to fuck me. Instead, he pulled some little straps off the shelf and used them to tie my legs to the table legs and my arms to the table. That stupid hole? My tits hung down through it. Then he blindfolded me. That's when I started to protest. I didn't want to be blindfolded. I wanted to see him fucking me."
"And that's when he told June to put her pussy in your face?"
"Uh huh. I hadn't ever done that, tasted anyone else. Not even in high school or college. I wasn't ever interested in anything like that, so I tried to be quiet. He put earphones on me again, playing really soft music. Then I felt him fucking me. He'd stroke in and out of me for a while, and then he'd pull out and tease my clit with the vibrator, sometimes he'd reach under the table and tease my nipples with it. God I was getting so fucking ready to come, but he wouldn't let me. He just kept teasing and teasing until I couldn't keep myself from coming. He had the vibrator on my clit and I started to climax. God, I could feel myself peeing like a river. I was so embarrassed. I'd never peed during sex before, but it felt like I couldn't stop it. Then he put his dick in me again and started stroking, pumping his hips to drive in and out of me. I just kept climaxing until he came too, pumping me full of cum. He pulled out and waited a few minutes and then started again. A couple of times, while he was fucking me, June pushed her pussy into my face and made me lick her until she came. I didn't love it, but I kinda got used to it."



"How many times?" Abby asked. "How many times did Adam fuck you?"
"I don't know. I lost count. Maybe seven or eight?"
"How long?"
"An hour or two?"
"Trained," Abby said quietly.
"Trained? What does that mean?"
"A train is when a string of guys use you, one after the other. I think that's what they did. I think they recorded you being fucked by a series of guys. Honey, I think this Adam is pimping you out for amateur porn videos."
"But why? And why would June be part of it? She's my friend!"
"I'm not so sure she's a friend at all. Not if she's helping her son use you like that."
"I don't believe it. I mean, I didn't get blindfolded very often. Usually, it was just him and June and maybe a couple of his friends. There weren't any cameras or anything."
"You're sure? Where was all this happening?"
"Sometimes by the pool, sometimes in the den, sometimes in the guest bedroom. A couple of times outside."
"I'd be willing to bet that there's hidden cameras around the house," Abby said quietly.
"June wouldn't do that to me. She wouldn't! She's my friend." Sue protested.
I looked at Abby, who looked back at me with concern. "Let's talk about that. Before all this started, how would you describe your sex life?"
"It was okay. I mean, Allen and I did stuff."
"Always in the bedroom?"
"Well, not at first. When we were first married we'd do lots of things. Outside, in the car, that kind of thing."
"But not recently?"
"Well, no. Not once the kids started to grow up."
"You mean not after they were born," I said with a frown. "You haven't wanted to do anything outside the bedroom in well over thirty years."
"I have too!"
"When?"
"We had sex at the river that time, about ten years ago. And that time we went hiking and we were hot and we got wet in that stream?"
"Okay. I'll give you those. So a handful of times in the last thirty-five years. Otherwise?"
"Well, I'm more comfortable in the bedroom. I don't like to show off my body."
"Are you comfortable now?" Abby asked.
"Yeah, why do you ask?"
Abby laughed. "Maybe you need to look in a mirror."
My wife looked down at herself and squeaked. While she had been telling us the story, she'd pulled the triangles of the top apart so both breasts were completely exposed, not only to us but to her own hands. Her nipples were poking out, practically begging to be sucked on. "Shit how did that happen?" She said with a frown, trying to adjust the tiny top to cover her nipples again.
"Better feel between your legs too," Abby said. My wife stopped messing with the top and slipped a finger between her legs. "Wet, huh? So, you felt comfortable, even though you were showing off almost everything. And before, you went for a walk. Before all this started, would you have done that? Taken a walk in a swimsuit like this? Laid out in front of strangers completely naked? Let your husband fuck you in front of other people and make you come? Does that sound like you?"
"Well, no. it doesn't."
"And when did it start? When did you start feeling like this was comfortable."
"I don't know exactly."
"You've known June for a long time?"
"Uh huh."
"Have you ever known her to want to have sex with her son, or her son's friends?"
"Well, now that you ask, no."
"But she's fine with it now? Even more than fine, she was enjoying licking his cum out of your pussy? Does that sound like a normal mom?"
"Well, no."
"But she wouldn't do that before?"
"No."
"But she does now? When did that start?"
"Well, the first time I was a little surprised was when she stripped for him to massage her. She didn't seem to think anything of it."
"Would you consider that normal?"
"Actually, it was a surprise, but she seemed to think it was normal."
"And when you did it, got naked for him, how did that happen?"
"Well, after she got her massage, he invited me onto the table."
"And you got undressed, just like that?"
"Well. Yes. I think. No. No, I didn't want to, not at first."
"So how long were you over at her house? Before She got her massage?"
"An hour or so."
"Did you drink any alcohol?"
"Me? I rarely drink. Well, a glass of wine now and then. I think I had some iced tea."
"And you were there for only a couple hours?"
"Yeah. I think,"
"An hour before, then maybe half an hour for her massage and about the same for yours? Even including the sex?"
"Uh huh,"
"What was the last thing you remember doing before going over to her house?"
"I ate lunch with Allen. It was Saturday and he was going to do some yard work after lunch."
"That right Allen?"
"I'm not sure. I don't remember that was a long time ago."
"But she remembers. What did you do when you got home?"
"I had to cook dinner."
"How long did that take?"
"Not long. I usually make quick things on Saturday. It was done by six."
"So you were there a little after noon and home by maybe five or five-thirty. Your couple hours was actually more like four or five."
"It couldn't have been that long. I would know it."
"I'm going to ask Allen to do something. I want you to act just completely normal., okay? I want you to do everything you normally would. Allen, I want you to stand behind Sue and I want you to rub her shoulders and the base of her neck, and then slowly let your hands move to her breasts and play with her nipples."
"You mean you want her to stop me before I can get to her nipples?" I chuckled softly.
"Is that what usually happens?"
"Pretty much."
"If that's the case, this will be a short experiment," Abby said quietly.
She sat as I moved to stand behind Sue, a bit of a frown on her face. I started to rub her shoulders and the base of her neck, rubbing my thumbs in circles. As I rubbed I could feel her loosening up, becoming more relaxed and less stiff. She moaned softly and whispered, "Mmmmm. That's it now touch my tits. I wanna feel your fingers on my tits."
I was a little surprised, but I did what she asked, sliding my hands down over her shoulders to her chest. I slipped my fingers between the material and her bare skin and began to massage and tease her nipples. She moaned in pleasure as she reached for the ties of the bikini top around her neck and pulled it, slipping the top down and then taking it all the way off. She let her hands move to the strings on her hips and pulled those as well, lifting off her swivel chair to pull the bikini bottom all the way off. Abby stood up and moved over to her, kneeling down and leaning close to her.
"Sue. Tell me, does it feel good?"
"Oh yes."
"Do you want me to fuck you? To make you climax?"
"Here?"
"Yes."
"Not here." She moaned softly as I continued to tease and squeeze her nipples. "I took off my clothes, but not here, please?"
"But I want to. I want to feel you climax around my dick." Abby whispered.
"Here?" She moaned again.
Abby seemed to be thinking and then nodded. "Yes, here. I want to make you come with your magic button. I want to tease it and make you come around my hard cock."
My wife seemed to moan and spread her legs apart further, her fingers reached down and stroked herself, letting her fingers dip between her inner lips to find her clit. "Oh god yes. Make me come. Play with me and make me come."
"Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes."
"Right here?"
"Oh god yes. Fuck me. Make me come." She moaned, reaching up to find my neck and trying to pull me down. "Come on Allen. Fuck me. You know you want to. You want to drive it into me and make me come around you."
She twisted in the chair and moved her hands to mine. She pulled me around and down onto the floor. All I had on was the towel, and she quickly pulled it off, tossing it over her shoulder. With a huge grin, she moved to straddle me. She aimed my dick at her pussy and sunk slowly down on me, her pussy sopping wet with anticipation. "Ohmygod lover. You feel so good. Let me make you come. I wanna feel you coming in me." She moaned as she looked down at me lustfully. She began to lift and lower herself on me. "I don't know why we stopped doing it this way. It feels so good, so deep." She groaned as her bare ass slapped gently against my thighs with each stroke. I reached up and found her tits, cupping and squeezing them gently as she lifted and lowered herself. "That's it! Ohhhh yes. I love having my breasts squeezed and my nipples teased. Why don't you suck on 'em? You know how much I love that." She moaned, leaning herself toward me so I could aim one of her big soft tits to my mouth. I closed my lips around her right nipple and drew another moan from her. Up and down her hips pumped, driving both of us closer and closer.
"I'm gonna come, lover. Come with me. Let me feel your big fat cock pumping cum into me." She groaned as her pussy started to clench around me. Her hips rocked a little as she continued to lift and lower herself. Her strokes pushed me closer and closer until I couldn't hold back.
"Oh fuck." I grunted as my cock jerked inside her.
She slammed herself down hard on me and ground her pelvis against mine, forcing me as deeply into her as she could. "That's it, lover. Come for me. Fill my pussy with your cream. Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck yes. Soooo damn good." She panted as she leaned herself down to me, shifting enough to pull her tit from my face and lower her face to mine. She kissed me deeply, pressing her lips to mine as she teased her tongue into my mouth to find mine. She broke the kiss breathlessly and continued to lay on me as her pussy occasionally squeezed my softening cock. "Damn, you fuck good." She whispered.
"Then why don't you want to do this more?" I whispered back at her.
She looked down at me, almost confused for a moment. "I don't know. It feels so good. I don't know why we don't."
"And that, ladies and gentlemen, answers so many questions," Abby said from where she sat. "Tell me, Sue. What would you do right now if I wanted you to use your mouth to get him hard again so he can fuck me?"
"Well, I'm still learning to like it, but if you wanna come help, I bet we can get him hard again."
"And it doesn't bother you that he'll be fucking another woman?"
"Should it?"
"I don't know. Should it? Did it before all this started?"
She thought for a moment. "Yeah. It did. But I don't know why. It shouldn't. I mean, he should enjoy it wherever he can get it."
"And what about you? Do you think you should be fucking other men?"
"Only ones that he says I can."
"Who's he?"
"Why Adam of course." She said as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "I'm supposed to fuck Allen and Adam as often as I can, and if Adam tells me to, whatever friend he brings over. That's right, isn't it?"
"Yes, Sue. That's exactly right." Abby said with a slow shake of her head. "Why don't you go rinse off while I suck on Allen's cock. You look all hot and sweaty."
"Yeah. Good idea. I don't love tasting my own pussy anyway." My wife said as she got off of me. "Don't take too long. It's getting dark lover." She said as she headed to the back of the boat.
Abby slipped off the seat to kneel on the deck. I was about to ask her what the hell was going on. "I know you want to know. Trust me, we'll talk, but it'll be a little bit. I want her fully recovered before we do."
"Fully recovered from what?" I asked as Abby leaned down and began to suck and lick my softening dick.
"Trust me." She smiled.
Sue came back after only a few minutes, knelt down and joined Abby in licking and sucking my again hardening dick. "I think it's going to be dark soon. Why don't we take this back to camp."
"Good idea. We can probably find all kinds of ways to fuck there." Sue grinned.
"We probably can." Abby agreed.
It took a few minutes to get things packed up and head in. It was pretty dark by the time we got back to the campground, and Sue decided to continue to go naked. I didn't get it yet, but Abby promised she'd explain. We built a fire in Abby's campsite and I brought chairs over so all four of us could sit. Surprisingly Sue decided to sit on my lap, working my dick into her pussy as she settled back against me.
"Okay. Here goes. First off, you need to know what I do for a living. I'm a social worker. I deal with clients that have been raped, molested, abused, you name it. One of the biggest problems we have right now is drugs. A guy spiking a girl's drink, rendering her susceptible to suggestion, or worse, just plain unconscious. I think June or her son slipped one of those drugs into her tea. Once she was under its impact he did something that I've read about, but never actually seen done. I think he hypnotized her."
"Hypnotized her. Like with a swinging watch or something?"
"Something like that, only different. There are a growing number of addiction counselors that are using hypnosis to change a patient's natural tendencies toward substance abuse. They try to modify the desire for that substance into something else. Some of the early results are interesting. But that isn't what happened here. At least I don't think so. I read a case file a few months back. Some guy out on the West Coast managed to hypnotize a girl at a bar. After he took her home with him, they had sex, which she swore up and down was her idea, not his. He also planted a seed. A keyword, that would cause her to want to have sex with him when it was mentioned. Then he planted the desire to be close to him. So she came to visit him a lot, and if he wanted to have sex, he just gave her the keyword and she'd strip, wherever they were, she'd take everything off and want him to fuck her. I guess this went on for some time before he decided to add more. He put her under again and planted the behavior to coax other girls to come with her, where she would slip them a ruffie, and he would hypnotize them to want to have sex and then to emphatically insist that it was all their idea to come over and surprise him with sex."
"He got away with it for quite a while until he did it to a married woman, and the husband knew damn well that his wife wouldn't have ever suggested doing that. That's how he got caught. I think that's what Adam did. I think he planted a modification. You can't make a person do something they don't normally want to do. Like you can't suggest a person go kill someone. If your subject is adverse to killing, they won't be able to do it. However, if it was a behavior they were even slightly prone to do, the behavior modification can bring it out."
"But my wife would never want to have sex with another guy."
"Are you sure? Tell me, Sue. Have you ever seen a guy you really wanted to fuck? I mean, like at the beach or something and you felt yourself getting aroused at the thought?"
She was silent for a few moments. "On occasion."
"Before you met Allen. Did you do that? Have sex with a stranger just because he looked hot?"
"Well, one time there was this lifeguard at the pool. God, he was so fucking hot. One day I just walked into the locker room behind him, pulled off my swimsuit and begged him to fuck me. He took me into the shower stall and we fucked for almost half an hour."
Abby nodded. "And after? After you met Allen?"
"I never did, but a few times I wanted to."
"And you had sex in all kinds of places. The car, outside?"
"Oh yeah. Allen loved it and I wanted to please him, so yeah, we did it all kinds of places."
"And that stopped."
"Yeah. The kids wouldn't understand mommy and dadding getting naked in the park." She said with a giggle.
"There you have it. I'm convinced she's been programmed."
"But she didn't have sex with me for months!"
"I think she wanted to, but for some reason, the programming was keeping her from getting there."
"She was programmed to do what?" I asked. "Have sex with Adam?"
"And whoever he wanted. But she was also programmed to hide it, and in doing so, when she got close to having sex with you, she somehow equated that with revealing having sex with him, so she couldnt finish it."
"Well, that explains a lot. But if she was supposed to hide it, why set up what she did with you?"
Abby smiled. "Adam's not been in contact with her for some time. The programming is starting to slip, and I think her own natural feelings and reactions are starting to come back. She felt guilty. She felt afraid of what you would say or do, that you would leave her because of it, but didn't know what to do about it. In the end, she did the only thing she could think of. She tried to put you on the same grounds."
"Make me cheat? But I didn't just cheat with one woman. Hell, I cheated with a whole fucking bunch of women, and I knew what I was doing, I wasn't hypnotized."
"You want to tell him?" Abby asked, looking at Sue who looked back at her silently. "Unless I'm wrong, you know exactly what I'm talking about."
Sue looked down at her hands, nervously gripping her fingers as she sat on my lap, not even moving to try and keep my softening dick inside her any longer. I felt her start to shake as she leaned back against my chest and realized that she was starting to cry. I twisted her, coaxed her to move, and finally got her sideways on my lap, her head on my shoulder. I held her as she cried for almost five minutes. She finally, blubberingly, started to apologize, over and over. Though for what I didn't really know. "So, what are you apologizing for? You already apologized for telling Abby we were going to do an open relationship."
"I know. This isn't that. Well, it is, but it isn't."
"That doesn't make any sense."
"I needed to make sure. I needed to be sure you would cheat. If you didn't, if it was just me and you were still, you didn't, if you hadn't, then I knew you'd never forgive me for cheating. I didn't know, about the drugs or hypnosis. I thought it was just me doing it. That I was a bad wife. I knew you'd never want to stay with a serial cheater. I didn't want to lose you. I'm sorry I didn't trust you to understand."
"I don't get it. What did you do?"
Instead, Abby answered. "Honey. Allen. Notice that you've been extra tired and extra hungry this week? Junk food? Long naps for no reason?"
"Well, yeah, sorta."
"You've been walking around with a very low grade high all week. I just assumed that you used pot medicinally. It wasn't until today that I realized that it wasn't."
"Walking around high? What are you talking about?"
"Honey, you've been walking around like you smoked a joint every morning. But when I went into your trailer, it didn't smell. Now I know why. You aren't smoking it, but you might as well be. Even now, you're still sorta high."
"But I'm not smoking weed, or taking drugs or anything. Why would you think I'm high?"
"To anyone looking at you, it's pretty obvious. The way you're acting all week. It all makes sense now. THC is a wonderful little drug. It does give you the munchies and can make you extra sleepy, but it also makes guys horny as hell and much more susceptible to suggestion. So if I was going to try and get my man to cheat, I'd make sure he was slightly high, not too much, but enough to make him horny as hell, and I'd have some really hot-looking woman trying to seduce him. No matter how good a husband he is, he'd more than likely fall off the wagon."
"But I'm not using pot!"
"No. You aren't. but Id' bet you're taking a small dose of THC every morning, and have been all week. You want to tell him yet?" Abby asked.
Sue took a deep breath. "I used diluted liquid THC and dripped it on one of the pills you take every morning. I actually got the idea when I saw the bottle in June's kitchen cabinet. Now that I think about it, it's the same stuff June probably put in my iced tea that first day. She had to have gotten me high enough to let Adam hypnotize me, and he probably just planted something so I wouldn't remember being hypnotized. But she's right. Now that I think about it, some of the strange pieces of thought that I've had the last few weeks, well, it makes sense."



"You're telling me you drugged me so that I'd have sex with her?"
She leaned down and ground her face into my neck. "I'm sorry lover. I was so afraid that I'd lose you. I couldn't stop myself from doing all those things, and I didn't think you could forgive me. I'm so sorry!"
"I wouldn't be too hard on her," Abby said before I could answer. "She isn't completely at fault here. I rather doubt she's been thinking straight for months, at least about sex and relationships. Whatever he programmed her with is fighting what she knows is right and good in your relationship. She was desperate to reach you. I think you two are going to have some interesting questions for each other. My personal suggestion, share everything. Don't try to hide anything or keep it secret. You can both understand that neither of you were doing what you did without outside help, so I think you can both forgive each other. It's how you move forward that will be the key."
"So, how do we undo this programming?"
"Unless he wants to tell you what he did, and I doubt he'll even admit it since it would be completely against the law, there isn't a way. Eventually, it'll fade. But what they're learning from the substance abuse studies, is that over a period of months, the programmed actions become normal actions and replace the ones the programming was designed to overwrite. Even if she doesn't do anything with Adam again, the, dare I say, slutty behavior, he programmed into her for his own fun and enjoyment, is going to be with her for a long time, and some of that will become her new normal.
Sue pushed up and looked at Abby. "You mean, if he does what he did tonight? He rubs me that way, I'm going to, I'm going to want."
"Your gonna want to get fucked, no matter where you are? Oh I think that's pretty much a given. No, what I'm talking about is things like earlier today. He didn't know about your trigger, yet you took it upon yourself, while he was asleep, to ask me about that bikini, and to set up that place to shower together. You weren't programmed to get your pussy shaved. You chose that on your own. Just like you chose to pull him into view to get fucked. That wasn't part of your programming. That, my friend, is what was buried inside you. That was all you, just freed up from being suppressed." Abby said, finishing with a chuckle.
"So, that wasn't programming? I did that on my own?"
"You did." Abby nodded. "I think you two are going to have a very interesting several months. I wouldn't recommend being around Adam, or at least if you are, you need to tell him you know about being programmed and that if he tries to do anything, you'll have him arrested for sexual assault. As far as your friend June? If I were you, I'd make sure she understood what happened. She's going to have a hard time breaking her programming as well. And in her case, it sounds like she was programmed to not only please her son, sexually, but to get him more women to do it with. So she might find out a bunch of her friends are programmed just like you were."
"Ohmygod. Erin and Sylvia at baking day? They were, ohhhhh shit. I wonder how many of June's friends he did this to?"
"If he was as successful with you and June, I don't see why he wouldn't do as many as he thought he could get away with. Can we prove any of this? No. And trying would just cause a lot of women problems with their husbands. I think maybe you two need to reach out to a few couples and, oh, maybe have a nice quiet dinner together so you can clue them in."
"Might be a good idea," Sue answered. She climbed out of my chair, still naked, and held her hand out. "Come on. Come to bed with me. I want to have sex with you, and I do mean with YOU, and not him. And then in the morning, we can talk more."
"I think that's a good idea," Abby said as I got out of my chair. "Oh, by the way, what's the count?"
Sue turned to look back at Abby. Eight, but nine is coming." She said with a smile as we walked out of her site and across the road, still naked.
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Julie stood and stared out the bedroom window at the back yard. The perfectly manicured lawn, the crystal-clear swimming pool, the covered hot tub, waiting to be enjoyed, the array of lounge chairs, scattered around the expensive flagstone patio and the neatly trimmed and manicured yard, one of which still had her tanning oil and bikini laying in the grass beside it. Everything looked perfect and idyllic, just like her life. Everything was just so, just exactly the way her husband wanted it to look. But Julie now knew, appearances could be very deceiving. She looked down again at the wadded up boxers, and lifted them to her nose again, taking a soft sniff.
There was no doubt now. She'd suspected for a while, that Allen was cheating; but, she couldn't prove it, she didn't want to believe it. When she met him, she was only a lowly college intern, trying to earn money to finish her degree in business management. He saw her and swept her off her feet. Sure, he was almost fifteen years older than she was, but the fancy gifts, the trips across the country and even a few times across the oceans, and his constant attentiveness and almost worship of her body, turned her head, maybe more than it should have. Five years ago, at the ripe young age of twenty-two, she was head over heels in love with him, and she was certain he was just as much with her. How could so much change in five short years?
She lived in the house, not needing to work, everything she could ask for, was hers for the asking. In exchange, all she had to do was plan lavish parties, attend social functions on his arm, look incredible and convince even older men, that her Allen was the best man in the entire world. When she got married, she had no idea that she was to be a trophy wife. A kept woman, whose primary duty was to make other men envy him. It wasn't until almost a year ago, that she began to wonder just how much he loved her, and how much of their relationship was about flaunting her looks and sexuality, at the other executives. She tried not to think about the unusual sexual antics he had enticed her into over a period of months, until she finally drew the line. Now she had to wonder, if he had found another to play those silly games.
She could no longer ignore his frequent late nights at work and inconveniently scheduled business trips. She wouldn't have thought anything about it, if his sexual desire for her hadn't also started to wane. It used to be that he couldn't get enough of her body, of her making him climax, in every way she could imagine, or was willing to try. He had always been attentive to her sexual needs and desires as well, making sure she had all the orgasms she wanted, which was usually several, one after another. She was somewhat embarrassed at some of the places he wanted to have sex in the last year. But she put up with it, to a point, because she loved him and he always made sure that she was well rewarded, sexually, for going along with his requests.
Now; now sex seemed almost mechanical, as if he was doing it because he was expected to. Gone was the intense lust and eagerness to have sex with her. Now it was almost as if he didn't, unless she asked him for it, and she found herself wearing more slinky things, or less of everything, trying to entice him to start something. But he never seemed to. She suspected that he was cheating, that he was getting that lustful desire satisfied elsewhere. She didn't want to think it, but she couldn't help it. It wasn't as if she didn't exercise several times a week, to keep her body fit and toned, or that she didn't wear sexy clothes or tan naked so there'd be no hint of tan lines for him. No, she was still as attractive and enticing as the day she met him. The question was why wasn't he still enticed?
She looked down at his silk boxers again, boxers she'd gotten him for his birthday, thinking that the feeling of the silk against his dick would entice him to want more sex. Unfortunately, the distinct odor of pussy on his boxers, mingled with a flowery perfume, an odor she knew hadn't come from her, and a perfume she didn't own, confirmed her worst fears.
She might not have even noticed if he hadn't wadded them up and tried to hide them down in the hamper, when he unloaded his suitcase from the last trip. But he had. He had had sex with someone else, and he felt like he had to hide it from her. She wasn't sure if it was guilt or something else, but she knew that he knew, he was in the wrong. Maybe he thought the maid would wash them and she'd never know. But he was wrong. She still liked to wash her own delicates, not that she didn't trust the maid, but to be honest, she didn't trust her not to put the snatch on some of her favorite lingerie. She was a few years younger and she had caught her trying her things on when she thought Julie wasn't going to be home. So sure, she wasn't going to be home, that she was walking around the house, doing her chores in a $300 baby doll, that highlighted all her best features, teasing the maintenance man that was here working on something or other.
She supposed that if she hadn't come home, Elaine would have very happily fucked the maintenance guy in Julie's lingerie, and she never would have known the difference. But she had; Julie was furious, she made her take it off and finish cleaning the house completely naked. She suspected that the maintenance man took care of her maintenance issue as well as fixing whatever he was here to work on, and knew that the pool boy got plenty to look at, though she wasn't sure if he indulged in Elaine's delights beyond looking.
Now she had to wonder if Allen had ever done the same thing. She was tempted to confront Elaine, to see if it was her pussy juices that had soaked his underwear, or if she had yet another competitor she didn't know about. She frowned and threw the pair of boxers in the trash, anger boiling up in her. She stared at the trash can and then walked over and pulled the underwear out. She carried them downstairs to the kitchen and got out a ziplock bag, slipping them into the plastic before sealing it shut. No, if he was going to play this game, she needed some advice.
---o---
It had been several days since her discovery and she had talked to several friends, including her lawyer friend. She was quite frank that yes, if he decided to throw her out, he could do so, the house was his before they got married, so she didn't have any right to it at all. A judge would definitely give her some alimony, his lawyers would drag it out as long as they could. She was going to have to do something to protect herself. Her first step, was to open a personal account at a different bank, transferring a small amount into it. Her second step was to draw out a little over fifty thousand from savings and buy stock with it. She kept the stock for a grand total of twenty-four hours before liquidating it and putting the money into her new account. At least now she had 'clean' money, she could live on that he couldn't touch. She might not have finished her degree, but she had learned her lessons, on the classes she had taken, very well.
The second thing to do was to figure out who he was fucking. That turned out to be surprisingly easy, or more correctly, accidental. She worked out three days a week at the company exercise complex, one of the many perks that the company had for its employees. The center rivaled any of the local gyms with a variety of machines, rowing machines, ellipticals, treadmills, weight machines, free weights and even a tenth mile indoor walking track. Like clockwork she showed up at the gym every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morning around ten, finishing around eleven and heading home. Today she was running late, because she'd stopped to talk to her lawyer friend and now it was nearly noon.
She changed in the locker room, as normal, and headed out to the gym. She moved off to a corner, of the much busier than usual gym, to do her stretches. She was nearly done and ready to move to one of the treadmills to jog a couple miles, when she heard a distinctive voice. It was a voice she had become accustomed to hearing almost every day of the last five years. Today it didn't sound business like, or weary, like it usually did when he came home from work. No, today it sounded happy and jovial. She looked over toward the locker room doors, in time to see him reach over and smack the ass of a very curvy young lady.
She was maybe five three, a hundred pounds at most, with at least a quarter of it in a pair of seriously large tits, that were stuffed into a sports bra at least one size too small. She had on a pair of running shoes and shorts, but the shorts were a pair of gray terry cloth type shorts, that looked almost as if they were made from a pair of overly large gray sweat pants. The legs were short, so extremely short as to be almost non-existent. Other than that, every inch of her, maybe twenty-year old body, was exposed for the viewing.
The two stopped not far out of the locker room area and began to stretch. Julie scowled at the sight of the young woman bending and twisting in front of her husband, very clearly making sure that he had every opportunity to look up the ultra-short shorts, to her panties, if she even had any on, which she doubted, the longer she watched. When the two sat on the padded floor and spread their legs apart, the soles of their feet touching, she could feel the anger rising inside her. They clasped hands and pulled each other in turn, his face leaning down almost into her crotch, which from here she could see was bare under the shorts, and he pulled her down toward his crotch. Each time she bent down she pressed her huge tits to the mat, squeezing them flat for a moment, while she made an obscene motion of trying to suck his cock, which made him laugh happily each time.
Back and forth they went, the hardness of his dick becoming more and more evident, with each passing pull on her hands. They finally finished and stood up, the two taking off at a light lope around the long track. Julie stayed where she was, watching him and her, lope slowly down to the far end of the building, suddenly disappearing behind a hanging mat, near the far end. It didn't take much guessing to know what was happening. Sure enough, only a very few minutes later they slipped out and resumed running, this time without the obvious bulge in his shorts that had been there a few minutes ago. She didn't know if the young girl had sucked or fucked her husband, but she wanted to go strangle her at that moment either way.
"I wouldn't." She heard from behind her, startling her. She whipped her head around, to see an older woman she had met quite a few times, at various functions. It took a second for her mind to clear enough to recognize Samantha, the wife of the vice president of engineering. "I wouldn't make a scene here." She said softly.
"I take it this isn't the first time they've done this?"
"Exercise together, or stop for a quickie behind the mat?"
"Either."
"No. They've been working out together for several months. She's a new hire in sales. Now that you know, I guess I don't have to worry about telling things out of school. He's been taking her on trips with him. The little trips behind the mat, well, those are new. Only in the last few weeks, as is her attire. Clearly, he's teaching her a lot more than sales."
"So it would seem."
"If you want my advice, I'd be very careful of what you do. Your husband is in a powerful position. Those that are here that see things like this, well, they value their jobs too much to make a stink. Even the head of HR won't touch it. The rumor is that he has the ear of the president's wife, but I suspect that he has much more than that."
"Damn." Julie swore quietly, as the two walked off the track toward some weight bench machines. She watched her husband lay on the bench, after adjusting the weight settings, the young lady almost instantly climbing onto his lap and grinding her pussy against his crotch. She was either a very horny slut, or she only sucked him off and was now looking for a little satisfaction of her own. Julie was damn tempted to walk over and give her some, though she doubted it would be the kind she wanted. "Oh, fuck no!" Julie swore, as she watched the girl look around to see who might see them, and then pulled the front of his shorts down to expose his, again, hard dick. She wrapped both hands around it to hide it while she looked again, and then lifted herself up pushing his hardon upright into the leg of her shorts. Julie didn't need to hear the groan, to know where his dick had gone, as she sat down again.
She rocked her hips on his lap as he pumped the weights, working herself on his shaft. Clearly, she didn't have enough time to get the job done, and he set the weight bar back into its holder. The young woman lifted off of Allen, quickly hiding his rock hard, pussy juice covered, dick, before bending over to kiss him on the lips and whisper something to him. He looked around and then grinned at her as he coaxed her off of his lap. He moved to her by the hand and drew her along to a stair step machine and started it, coaxing her onto it. She held the hand bars that moved up and down alternately, and then stepped onto the treads, lifting her as she began an almost ladder climbing motion. Her butt pushed out at him invitingly as he stood behind her. He looked around and then pulled his dick out again, sticking it up her shorts leg, into her pussy again. He reached for her sports bra and pushed the elastic band up over her tits, freeing them to anyone who wanted to look, before reaching for the machine's controls. He increased the speed, making her climb faster, but at the same time making her butt move up and down in time with her steps. He closed his eyes, held onto her big tits, as she moved up and down in front of him, sliding herself on and off his cock with each step.
She's seen the look on his face more than enough times, to know what was happening very soon. He seemed to be holding back, waiting for his young partner to climax for him. Julie was sure he wanted the young woman to think he was holding back for her, but the sad truth was, that he enjoyed fucking a climaxing pussy, more than anything else; so to him, letting her climax was more about his own pleasure than hers.
Up and down her ass moved, pushing on and off his cock as his shorts slipped all the way down to his ankles, leaving him naked, from there up. She was amazed that he didn't seem to care, but then neither did the young woman, on the machine in front of him, as she began to climax on his cock. Her body shuddered so she could barely hold onto the machine, still moving her arms and legs up and down, sliding her climaxing pussy on and off her husband's dick. He closed his eyes and let his head fall back, as his body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of his cum into her pussy. He stood there for long seconds afterwards, letting the machine work her on and off his dick, until it softened enough to fall out. He stepped back and pulled his shorts up, the only thing he had on besides shoes, looking around to see who might have been watching, as if it really mattered.
"Jesus," Julie swore quietly, a she watched the half-dressed young woman, climb shakily off the machine, before turning to wrap her arms around her husband to kiss him, her big tits still sticking out. "What a fucking slut. Doesn't she realize she's fucking someone else's husband?"
"Do you think she cares? He's the vice president of her department. I don't know if she's doing it to move up, or if she's just a slut, but it's been going on for weeks. At first it was just in his office, then it seemed to expand to here. I think they've had sex on almost every machine out here. Lord knows what they'll do when they run out of machines."
"And no one says a thing?"
"If you saw your boss doing that, what would you say? Knowing that it would probably cost you your job? Besides, he isn't the only one that does it. I've seen a variety of men having fun with their secretaries and such here. I've caught my own husband trying to take his secretary on that machine. The only thing that stopped it was a fortunate power outage."
"A fortunate power outage?" Julie asked in surprise.
The woman smiled knowingly, as way of a reply.
"Ahhh, I see what you mean." Julie mumbled as she looked back and watched her husband and the young woman head to the locker rooms, apparently done with the important part of their exercise. "Doesn't any of this seem to embarrass him?"
"Nope. As long as he's in control of things. To a lot of guys here, it's more a sign of his dominance. This company is not, what anyone would call enlightened. No, the upper management here, is definitely good old boy stuff. There are no women in higher management, no women on the board of directors and no women in control of anything important with one sole exception. The head of HR, not a VP position, incidentally, is a woman. But she knows her limits and as long as everything is consensual, she isn't going to make waves. No, the only thing that might embarrass him is showing that he's not as much in control, as he thinks he is."
Julie looked at the woman behind her. "Are you suggesting something?"
She shrugged. "Not that I'd ever be brave enough, but a woman, a good strong woman with good looks, might be able to knock her husband down a few pegs if it was known that he wasn't as in control of his own wife, as he made out to be."
Julie nodded at the comment, thinking just exactly what that might take. She got to the locker room, as the young woman was drying off, her husband's cum leaking from her pussy and dripping on the floor as she dried her body. Julie stripped down, having never actually exercised, but feeling that she needed a shower just the same. The idea came to her as she showered, just a seed of an idea, actually, but still, it was an idea.
---o---
Julie timed today's trip to the gym carefully. She hoped her husband would show up and play with his employee again. She needed to record that before she pushed anything else. She loved her husband and wasn't going to let go without a fight. If she was going to confront him, she needed more proof than just a pair of cum stained underwear. She was either going to gain her husband back, or he was going to throw her ass out, if she did what she had in mind. Either way, she was putting an end to this shit. She headed to the gym late, like she had the previous Wednesday. She knew he had been out of town Monday and Tuesday, alone this time, so he'd be horny for his little slut. She already had on her workout clothes so all she needed to do was head into the gym without stopping in the locker room.
She settled in the corner where she had been before, the machines blocking her, mostly, from view of the track and locker room area. She settled back, appearing to read on her phone as she sat against the wall, waiting. She didn't have to wait long. Almost at twelve on the dot she saw her husband walk out of the locker room, not wearing his workout shorts, but with a towel wrapped around his waist. The young lady from the other day appeared only a few moments later, wrapped in a towel as well. "Shit." She swore to herself as they walked the short distance to the row of small sauna booths. She sighed, knowing that this was going to make things more difficult. She needed to get video of them, without him noticing her. The sauna had a glass door, but trying to video them with her phone, through the door, could be tricky, at least without being caught.
She closed her eyes and thought back to when she had first been in one of those little booths with her husband. She enjoyed working out with him, even if he was a bit over playful and handsy, in full view of everyone. But when he suggested they relax, after a workout, in one of the saunas, things changed more than she would have expected. She could still remember how he coaxed her to have sex with him, even though the glass door left them completely visible to the users of a number of machines, and of course the track, that walked right past the little booths. She agreed to sit on his lap and ride him, keeping her towel around her body. She wasn't overly surprised that as she got closer and closer to orgasm on his dick, that he kept pulling the towel down to play with her big soft tits. Up and down, she bounced, letting her tits flop up and down, slapping his palms each time she slammed down on his lap. It was only after she had climaxed, that she realized that the men, on one set of the weight machines, were watching her through the glass door.



She was mortified and embarrassed at the realization, but Allen seemed to revel in this new level of exposure of her. She felt like it was almost intentional, to show off just how sexy and sexual she was, trying to make the other guys jealous. He apologized, when he realized just how embarrassed she was, but that didn't stop him from getting her completely naked, the next time they were in one of the booths. This time he got her on her hands and knees on the bench, facing the glass door, and started slamming his cock into her pussy with abandon. It was no wonder the towel didn't stay put around her, and it wasn't much of a surprise when he pulled it off and tossed it aside, not letting her wrap it back around herself, as he pounded himself into her. Her big tits hung down and swung wildly in full view of half a dozen men. All she could do was close her eyes and pretend they weren't there, Allen, not at all willing to stop.
She swore to herself there wouldn't be a third time, but there was. He drew her along, saying she needed to meet some of his superiors, and in the process, drew her into one of the booths where they were already sitting in towels. Allen whispered that she needed to undress and sit on his lap. She had of course refused, which received a reaction she hadn't expected. The strength of his grip on her wrist made it clear that he intended for her to comply. She was to undress and not make a fool of him, in front of them. How was he expected to control a company, if he couldn't even control his own wife.
In that moment she understood all too well, exactly what he wanted and why. He was ambitious, and that included climbing the corporate ladder, no matter what the cost. She reluctantly agreed and undressed, before he had her bend over in front of him, sucking his cock to get it hard and slick. As she did, her ass pointed toward the two men on the bench just behind her. They were so close that when she moved, her legs brushed theirs. She jumped in shock at the touch of a hand between her legs, quickly standing up and turning to face them, suddenly worried that maybe one of them, whichever had used his finger to stroke her pussy, might decide to put more than his fingers there.
Allen pulled her down onto his lap, his hard dick sticking up between her spread thighs. He moved his hand between her legs, grasping his cock and trying to shift her on his lap, as he tried to work his cockhead down to her waiting pussy. She resisted for a few moments and then relented, realizing that he wasn't going to stop, until he got what he wanted. She frowned as she lifted slightly, letting him worm his head between her lips. She settled down on him, feeling his fat cock push deep into her. As much as she was embarrassed to be doing this, in front of two much older men, she couldn't ignore the sensations that Allen's cock made within her. She loved how it felt, when he was inside her, loved how he made her climax. She knew she was expected to do the work in this position, and she was sure he wasn't going to let her stop, before at least he climaxed.
She used her hands on his knees for balance and began to lift and lower herself on his cock, closing her eyes, shutting out the sight of the two older men leering at her. She moved up and down on her husband's dick, sliding it in and out, letting the sensations flow through her, hoping that her body would overcome the nervousness and embarrassment. She thought about having sex this way, in one of the many places they had enjoyed it. She pictured herself riding him on that beach in Spain, her bikini bottom pulled aside enough to allow his cock into her, the two of them just far enough from the next closest, completely nude couple, that they couldn't hear their love making. Up and down, she stroked on him, feeling her moisture grow, as her body responded to the sensations and her imagination. She stroked up and down, feeling the warmth and fullness with each stroke, his fat head caressing her tunnel walls, bumping ever so slightly, against the end of her vagina. She loved how full she felt, when he was in her, how fat and long he was. She leaned slightly more forward, pressing her clit against his shaft as she bounced on him. She felt the little tingling sparks run through her body as Allen grasped her big tits and squeezed her nipples. She panted for breath, as her orgasm climbed the hill, pushing closer and closer to completion. She could feel Allen getting fatter, his hips trying to push up at her, as she coaxed his orgasm to grow with hers.
She opened her mouth and gasped, as her orgasm started to push itself over the edge. She could feel Allen begin to climax in her, pumping his seed deep into her. She loved how it felt, how hot and full she felt, as his cock surged and jerked in her pussy. "OH FUCK!" She gasped, as her own climax took hold, squeezing and holding her husband's spurting cock.
It would have been a good climax, if not for the sudden and unexpected feeling of a cock, pushing into her mouth, moments before it erupted. She tried to pull back, but a hand held her head in place, the cock in her mouth, pumping shot after shot of cum into her. Her eyes shot open, to see one of the men standing in front of her, his hardon stuffed in her mouth, as he groaned and came in her mouth, some shooting straight down her throat, choking her. She tried to pull back as she choked, but the hand held her in place as she fought for breath, her own orgasm long since stifled as she struggled for air.
Finally, the hand let go and she pulled off his still leaking cock, choking and gasping for breath, as she let the accumulated cum drool from her mouth, onto the floorboards. "What the fuck?" She gasped, as she watched the guy sit back down, his now shrinking cock still leaking cum.
"You were right. She is a hot little slut, isn't she?" The man said, as he settled back next to the other guy, who had also let his towel open, so he was basically naked in front of her, his hand stroking his rock-hard cock. "Why don't you give it to her too Don?"
"I should. God knows she's one hot little bitch." The second man answered, standing up. "How about it, bitch? You want it in your mouth or your cunt?"
"What the fuck?" She gasped again as the man stood, with his engorged cock sticking at her face, his hand slowly stroking it.
"She'll be happy to take it anywhere you want." She heard her husband answer for her.
"Well, I haven't had a good blow job in weeks, why don't you show me how good you are with that mouth." The man said, stuffing his cock into her mouth.
"Go ahead honey. Show him how good you can do it."
Julie shuddered involuntarily, at the memory of having both men cum in her mouth, and the argument that happened that night with her husband. She accused him of not loving her and basically pimping her out to advance his career, to which he countered that he did love her, and if she loved him, she'd wouldn't complain, about having to give a blow job once in a while, to help his career. In hindsight, she realized she should have packed a bag and left, instead of letting him make love to her, over and over, for hours to make up for letting them fuck her mouth.
She forgave him, though now, she was questioning that choice. While that had never happened again, it was more because she stopped going and working out with him. It as easier, in her mind, to not allow that situation to repeat itself, than to deal with it again. She thought she had been successful, until that last dinner party.
Each month one of the executives would host a dinner party. Usually there were around fifteen or so executives and their wives, in attendance. Julie had to host one of these about twice a year, which she actually found enjoyable, to both plan and execute. It was during one of these parties, at another couple's home, that they were invited to stay after, and enjoy the host's hot tub. The hosts were an older couple, Mark, the vice president of something or other, and his wife Angela. Julie tried to decline, saying they didn't have any swim suits, of course, being dressed in semi formal attire for the dinner party. Angela, was unconcerned, and was nothing, if not insistent, that they stay, having a collection of swim suits in the guest room for just such an occasion.
Despite her reluctance, Allen agreed to join them for a dip in the hot tub, and the two were shown to a guest room on the second floor, to select a suit and change.
"Allen. Look at these suits!" Julie said quietly, holding up a number of miniscule bikini's that would fail miserably to cover her large breasts.
"Hell, honey. I think you'll look spectacular in any of them!" He answered her with a grin, while unbuttoning his shirt.
"Allen! I don't think you understand. I don't think these will even cover the important parts!"
Allen stopped what he was doing and stepped to her. He took one of the tiny string bikini tops and held it to her dress covered breasts. "Honey, you'll look spectacular!" He grinned. "You'll look fucking fantastic!" he added, as he squeezed her breasts through the dress, the tiny triangle of material trapped between her and his palms.
"That's kind of what I'm worried about." She whispered. "After that episode at work. I don't want to be some guy's fuck toy."
"I don't think we have to worry about that. Jerry, and his wife Nicole, stayed late with them, the last time they hosted a party and had a great time."
"If you're sure," she answered, picking the most conservative bikini she could find in the drawer.
"I promise. Nothing like what happened in the sauna will happen again."
She looked dubiously at him and then shrugged and nodded. He stepped back and continued to undress; his dick, getting obviously hard, as she began to undress. They were both soon naked and pulling on the swim suits, hers a tiny yellow bikini that barely covered her areola, and his, a tiny spandex speedo, that did more to show off his hardon than hide it. She sighed and allowed him to guide her by the arm down to the kitchen and then out on to the large patio. Their hosts were already in the hot tub, relaxing and enjoying a glass of wine.
"There you are! And you look absolutely wicked in that little suit!" Angela said cheerfully. "I suspected you were a bikini girl."
"I would have preferred something a little more covering," Julie answered, as she stepped over the edge of the hot tub, into the hot swirling water.
"I'm sorry dear. Didn't you find the other drawer of suits?"
"Other drawer?"
"Oh of course. There was another drawer down lower that had tankini's and such in it. Didn't I show you that one?"
"I'm afraid not," Julie said, as she settled down into the water.
"Oh well. What's done is done. I still think you look absolutely wicked in that little suit. You have such a sweet, voluptuous body."
"Um. Thank you?" She replied, awkwardly.
"And Allen. Don't you look tasty in that little speedo. It looks like you enjoy watching your wife undress."
"I do that." He said, with a crooked grin. "Kind of hard to hide it in a suit this small."
"So don't," Angela said with a naughty looking grin.
"Don't?"
"Uh-uh. Don't, take it off, I don't mind. I'm not wearing anything." Angela said as she pushed away from the side and slid across the pool, just barely rising high enough in the water to let her modest sized boobs show for a few moments. She reached for Allen's swim suit as he sat on the edge of the tub, having not slipped down into the water yet. She pulled gently on the elastic waist band. She tugged gently, looking up at Allen hopefully. He grinned down at her and lifted his butt off the edge, allowing her to pull his suit down and then off. She tossed the suit over the side of the tub and then reached for his rock-hard dick.
"Mmmmmmm. Now I can see why it had to work so hard to contain you." She cooed softly, before aiming it toward her face. She closed her lips around it and began to gently stroke her mouth along its length, pushing his mushroom head almost all the way into her throat, before she drew slowly back. Her tongue teased under his engorged head for a moment, at the end of the stroke and then she pushed slowly toward him again. She continued to stroke and tease Allen's cock for long seconds, before finally pulling her mouth off and looking over at Julie. "You don't mind, do you dear? It's not often I get a chance to play with a really big, hard dick."
"But your husband?" Julie started to ask.
"I love my husband very much, but sometimes life takes things away before it's time. In Mark's case, this part of the plumbing doesn't work right any more. I can still make him climax, orally, but he never gets hard enough to fill my pussy, so I'm relegated to toys, or when I can, someone else's husband.
"You want to use my husband for sex?" Julie asked, in surprise.
"Actually, I'd like to invite both of you. I'd never dream of stealing another woman's husband, but I definitely won't turn down an opportunity to share, as long as his wife is part of the action. You can do pretty much anything you want with me, as long as I get at least one good fucking, by his cock."
"Wait! What!? You want to have sex with us?"
"Of course, dear. I wouldn't dream of not including you. If you like me to do oral on you, I'd be happy to, or let you do me. Your husband only has one dick, and I'm sure between the two of us we can find a way to use it up in the few hours we have."
"But your husband..."
She smiled. "You're welcome to play with him and make him come. In fact, I bet he'd enjoy using his tongue and fingers on you at the same time; but, don't expect him to get a hard-on and fuck you."
"Wait. I don't think you understand, we didn't agree to stay, to have sex with you."
Angela looked up at Allen and then back at Julie. "I'm sorry. I was under the impression. I mean, after what Tom and Don said you did, I just assumed... Oh my. I'm very sorry." She said sliding back across the tub. "I think I've made a mistake. I just assumed. But then, I shouldn't have."
"Tom and Don?"
"Yes. I heard what they said they did to you, in the sauna at work, while you were riding your husband. I just assumed that you were willing to play with other couples."
"Um. No. That was a one-time thing, that I wasn't given a chance to object too. No, I wasn't expecting that was what this was."
"Do forgive me, Julie," Angela said, as Julie stood to climb from the tub. "Please, stay. There's no need to leave."
"I think maybe we better, before my husband decides for me again." Julie said as she swung her legs over the edge of the tub. "I'll be upstairs, changing." She said, pointedly, to her husband, before she turned and walked toward the house.
Allen walked into the guest room a few moments after her, catching her naked, drying off with a towel she had snagged from the bathroom. "You didn't have to be like that."
"What the hell did you expect? That I'd just go along and have sex with you and her at the same time? Maybe let her lick your cock as you pump it in and out of me? Or maybe you'd prefer to fuck her while she licks me? Allen! What the hell are you thinking?"
"I'm thinking, that it's a great opportunity to make a close personal friend, of someone that can help me up the next step of the ladder."
"Really? I thought we went through this. You DON'T pimp out your wife to advance your career! It's not the right thing to do! Not if you love me!"
"What about me? Don't you love me? Don't you want me to succeed?"
"You can't succeed without letting other people have sex with me? Shit honey! You think that having those two men, Don and Tom or whoever, fuck my mouth is going to get you a promotion? Why not just let them fuck my pussy or my ass while you're at it?"
"Didn't think you'd let them do that." He mumbled.
"YOU DIDN'T THINK I'D LET THEM? YOU FUCK!" She screamed at him, throwing the towel at him. She gathered her clothes in her arms and picked up her purse and ran from the room. She didn't care that she was still naked as she ran out the front door, to their car. She threw her clothes in the passenger seat and then dug in her purse for her keys. She squealed the tires, as she stomped her bare foot on the accelerator. "He can fucking walk home!" She swore to herself, as she raced away from the house.
She thought it was over, that she had finally made her point. Now she was wondering if she had, or if he had just decided to find someone who WOULD fuck other men to advance his career. Julie was pretty sure that he'd stayed long enough to fuck that woman that night, but she'd never know, and she refused to ask. She took a deep breath and walked onto the track, carrying her phone. Her plan was simple. Walk around the track, kneel down to tie her shoe and use her phone to record what was happening inside the booth while she tied her shoe. Hopefully, he'd be too engaged to notice her.
The plan, for all it's simplicity, actually worked. When she looked at what she had recorded she was almost stunned. The young lady was, indeed, naked. Her tits were bigger than Julie's by quite a bit, and her body was shaved bare of any hair. Allen had her bent over and was pounding himself into her with abandon, making her tits fly wildly, under her, as she moaned and gasped in pleasure. She couldn't have timed it better, at least not if she was looking for proof. Just before she finished tying her shoe and getting up to leave, he climaxed in the little slut, standing behind her and pumping shot after shot of cum into her. The question was now going to be, was she brave enough to do what she had thought up. She waited until they came out of the sauna and headed to the showers. She didn't want him finding her here like this, or more to the point, like she was going to be in a few moments.
If he was concerned that it would look bad, because he couldn't control his own wife, then he was in for a huge surprise. Looking bad was going to be the least of his concerns, if she had her way. The gym was still a busy place as she peeled off the light weight jogging suit she had on. Under it was something she would never intentionally wear in public, and yet, here she was. The shorts were the shortest, tiniest, hip hugging, no leg, micro shorts that she owned, courtesy of her husband. The material clung to her like a second skin, and was so thin, that she knew the dark patch of hair on her mound, showed through the light-colored material. She looked around and then pressed her fingers between her legs, ensuring that the material was, indeed, pressed slightly between her pussy lips. Guys couldn't resist looking at camel toe! Her top was an equally thin, bare midriff, spaghetti strap top that showed her dark areola and her hardening nipples. She'd intentionally not worn any bra, knowing damn well how much showed and how much more would, once her big tits started bouncing.
She set her phone to record video and slipped it onto the side pocket of her small gym bag before walking to the treadmills. She always thought the guy who laid out the gym was a bit of a perv. Who else would put a glass mirror wall in front of treadmills, but someone who wanted to watch women's tits bouncing? Well, she was going to use it to her advantage, and maybe to the advantage of the guys on the treadmills, who were about to get one hell of an eye full. She set her bag down, so her camera was pointed toward the mirror wall, and then stepped onto a machine between two men, pretending to ignore them. She turned on the machine and started a slow run, her tits bouncing in the top, the little straps almost acting like springs. Up and down her tits bounced with each stride. She grinned to herself, as she looked at the two guys in the mirror. "Guess that can go both ways." She thought to herself, as she used the mirror to look at how bulged out both of their shorts had suddenly become.



She reached for the speed dial and bumped it up a little more, making her running step work a little harder, her feet slapping the rotating belt a little harder, of course, making her tits bounce harder. Up and down, the girls moved, the top clearly not able to corral their weight. She bumped the speed up again, watching herself in the mirror. She knew that it was now only a matter of time. She hadn't ever done anything like this before; she could feel her pussy getting wetter, as each minute passed, her tits bouncing closer and closer to falling all the way out. She could see herself in the mirror, her right nipple, now exposed above the material of her top. Up and down, they bounced, as she watched herself in the mirror, as well as the two guys on either side of her. Both had huge hard-ons in their shorts, but while the one on her right had tried to make it less obvious, the one on the left seemed content to let her know exactly how hard he was.
Then it happened, her right breast slipped completely out of the top, her entire breast hanging free, swaying and bouncing with each step. She let it hang out for long seconds, before she moved to put it back in her top. She'd practiced this at home, just to be sure she could make it look like an accident. She kept running, and at the same time, pulled the top of the shirt down and out, intending to pull the material down and out to scoop her boob back into it.
She knew what was going to happen, she'd had to sew the tiny strap back on when she made it happen at home. It only took a small tug and the already cut threads separated, and the tiny string broke loose from her top, allowing almost the whole front of her shirt to suddenly pull down, both tits now exposed and flopping wildly as she continued to run. She pasted a frown on her face, and tried to ignore the stares she was getting, stepping her feet off the sides of the belt. She stood still, messing with the little string, inspecting it, while her tits remained exposed. Finally, she made a comment about cheap shit and then pulled the top up over both tits again.
She didn't let them know she was pleased with the result, but instead stepped back onto the still running belt. Her running motion had her boobs bouncing again, and in only a minute or two, the weight of her big chest had the top working down again, her right nipple again exposed, her whole breast threatening to slip out at any moment. Then it did, again, completely exposed to the two men next to her.
She shook her head in mock disgust and stepped off the belt again, fixing her top, covering her tit. She looked at herself in the mirror and froze for a moment. The darkness in the crotch of her thin shorts was surprisingly obvious. She had felt herself becoming aroused, but she had no idea she had become so turned on, that she was leaking into her shorts. It had been a long time since she had been that excited. She stepped back onto the belt, starting to run again, knowing that her boob was going to bounce out again. She'd only planned on doing it a couple times, figuring that some of the guys in the gym would notice and soon be whispering over the water cooler about the hot bitch, whose tits kept popping out. She ran, waiting, and in moments it happened again. This time she stepped off the belt and instead of covering her breast, she pulled the small top up her body and over her head, dropping it on top of her bag. She went back to running again, four more minutes still to go on the timer. Her boobs bounced and flew wildly as she ran, topless. She felt so turned on, so damn horny. She glanced at the man to her right, and then to the left. His dick was no longer tenting out the front of his shorts. He was still running, but now the front of his shorts was pushed down, below his balls, his rock-hard dick in his hand.
She smiled to herself, pretending to ignore what he was doing, but she wanted to stop and let him push it into her. She hadn't planned on cheating on her husband, but suddenly, she wanted that cock in her pussy.
She reached down and stroked with one hand between her legs, feeling the wetness, feeling her excitement. The man to her left saw her hand and he grinned, knowing that they were both watching each other. She knew what he wanted. He wanted her to show him her pussy. She glanced around, pretending to be concerned about who might see, and then reached for the waistband of her tiny shorts. In one smooth motion, she pushed her shorts down to her thighs, exposing not only her now bare ass, but also the small patch of curls on her mound and her teenage looking pussy.
"Oh fuck," the guy grunted, his cock suddenly spurting his cum out onto the machine and the rotating belt. He stepped off the belt onto the frame and stood panting, his cock spurting more shots of his cum onto the still turning belt.
Julie grinned and stroked her own pussy briefly, slipping one finger between her lips and stroking across her clit. She sucked in her breath, as her finger teased across her hard nub, surprising her, with how incredibly turned on she really was. She felt almost as if she could make herself climax with only a few strokes, but suddenly, looking at the now shrinking dick, she knew she wanted more. She not only wanted to climax, but she wanted to make a statement with it.
She slowed the machine, her shorts still around her thighs leaving her practically naked. The machine stopped and she stepped off. "After that, I need a fucking shower." She said, just loud enough for the guys to hear her. "And by that I mean a fuck and a shower!" She picked up her bag and started to walk to the locker rooms, she left her shorts around her thighs, drawing the attention of almost every man, and most of the women, in the gym. She was almost all the way to the women's locker room door, when she paused. "I want to make a statement." She said quietly to herself before she turned and walked, not into the lady's locker room, but the men's.
Every eye turned to look at her practically naked body, but not one man complained or stopped her. She walked to a row of lockers near the small individual shower stalls, ignoring, or pretending to ignore, the men staring at her body. Most of the men she didn't recognize, though a very few she did. Most of the ones she did were older men, with the exception of Jerry. She knew Jerry from some of the parties they had been to together. He was half dressed, or actually, less than that. He had apparently started to change to work out, and stood there in nothing but his boxers. She walked right past him, but not far. She stopped and set the bag down on the bench so her camera pointed toward the showers.
"Julie, isn't it?" Jerry asked awkwardly.
She smiled at him, as she bent over to push the shorts down further. "Uh huh. Jerry and, um, Nicole?"
"Yeah. That's me and my wife." He said, slightly less nervously as she worked her shorts off over her shoes. She didn't say anything else as she lifted one foot and then the other, taking her shoes and socks off, one at a time. She set them on the bench and then unzipped her bag. She dug into it and pulled out a small bottle of body wash.
"You know, Jerry, I could really use someone to wash my back. Would you mind?" She asked, holding the bottle of body wash out toward him.
"Uh. You, uh, you want me, to wash your back?" He stammered.
She looked at him with a smile. "And anything else you feel like washing." She said softly, before turning and walking toward a shower stall that was right in line with the lockers, and also, her still recording, phone camera. She walked all the way to the shower stall and then stepped into it. It was only about three-foot square, with a curtain across the only open side. She left the curtain standing open as she stepped into the stall and turned on the water. She waited, hoping he'd get the message and follow her. She squealed as the cold water hit her sweaty body, but it quickly became warm and she stood, letting it cascade on her nude body, adjusting the temperature.
"You want me to wash your back?" She heard Jerry say, from behind her.
"Uh huh. And anything else you feel like washing." She answered, before she turned around. "Now that isn't going to work, is it?" She asked, looking down at his body and the boxers he still had on. She stepped to him and reached for the waist band. She could see he was nervous, but not nearly as nervous, as she felt inside. She pretended that nothing at all was wrong and this was a normal occurrence. She pushed his boxers down, squatting down in front of him as she worked them down his legs. His cock was rock hard, fat and long, much larger than she would have thought. She'd never actually seen a black dick before, let along a hard one. She intentionally kept her knees spread apart to show herself off to everyone that was staring, and that was most of the men. She also very intentionally let her face brush across his hardon, 'accidently' rubbing her cheek across it.
She stayed squatted down, Jerry staring down at her nude body with his hardon almost brushing her cheek, before finally stepping his feet out of the boxers. She set them on the floor and then reached for his cock. She hadn't ever sucked another woman's man, but she was so incredibly turned on that she had to, for just a moment. She grasped it in her hand, her fingers unable to completely encircle it. She held it for a moment, and then opened her mouth and closed it around his bulbous mushroom head.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, as she teased as much of his fat cock into her mouth as she could, which, was much less than she could manage of Allen's cock. She slowly stroked her wet mouth along his shaft, using her tongue under his head, to tease him even more.
"Now, I think you were going to wash my back." She said, as she slipped her mouth off his cock and stood up, not letting go with her hand.
"Uh, sure." He agreed, allowing her to pull him by the dick into the shower. She turned around and, right in front of all the men staring, guided his hands to squeeze some of the body wash across her chest. She took it from him and set it aside and then began to move his hands around her chest, his hands quickly getting the idea. Soon he was massaging her tits, squeezing them and teasing her nipples. She let him do that for some time, before reaching for the soap again. She put some in her palm and then reached for his dick.
"Oh shit." He whispered, as her hand closed around his shaft.
"Now, about my back?"
"Yeah, sure," Jerry grunted, as she stroked his cock. She smiled at him and turned under the water, letting his soapy hands start stroking her back. She pushed her butt out at him and lifted herself on her tip toes, as she guided his cock toward her pussy. "Oh my God," he groaned, as she pushed her ass back at him, forcing his cock into her hot, wet pussy.
She could feel his fatness stretching her, expanding her vaginal depths. She felt his head slide slowly into her, as she pushed back toward him, finally pressing all the way to the end of her vagina. She'd never felt a cock there before, all the way to the end, pressing so deep she almost felt like it was in her stomach. She moaned loudly, before begging him, in a whisper, to fuck her.
He was beyond caring whose wife it was, or who was watching. He started to rock his hips, sliding in and out of her spectacularly tight pussy. He'd fucked a lot of women in the short years he had been with his wife, some of them with her by his side, some of them apart from her. She didn't mind, as long as she got hers, and sometimes that included the same wife or woman he had just fucked. As he pumped in and out of her, he wondered what would happen, if he tried to invite her to have sex with them.
"Oh Jesus Jerry, you're going to make me come!" She moaned loudly, feeling his shaft push in and out of her rhythmically. She felt her clit slide across his shaft as she leaned slightly farther. She could feel her tits swinging, the cool air chilling her nipples, as the hot water of the shower pelted her back. He pushed harder into her, forcing her face against the shower wall. She reveled in the sensations running through her body. She was going to climax. She could feel it building, the warmth spreading, the urgency growing deep between her legs. "God yes, make me come! Make me come around your fat cock." She groaned.
"Uh huh." He answered, knowing he was going to be joining her, in her climax, all too soon. He thrust hard into her, smashing the head of his cock into her depths. He could feel the tingle growing, knowing it was coming. Then he felt it. Her pussy beginning to spasm, to tighten even more, around his fat cock. He thrust harder, smashing her into the wall, her tits now pressing against the shower wall, as she cried out that she was coming. "OH FUCK!" He gasped, as his body spasmed and jammed hard into her. He could feel his cum boiling up his long, fat shaft and then out into her pussy.
"OHHHH FUUUUCK!" She cried, as she felt the first shot of cum lance deep in her pussy. She closed her eyes and let the sensations flow over her; her whole body trembling, shuddering and feeling like it was on fire inside. She reached to her own pussy and stroked her finger across her sensitive clit, sending a wave of sparkling electricity running from her nipples to her pussy. She stroked it again and then again, pushing her orgasm higher and higher until she couldn't hold back. She felt her body flooding her juices out at him, pushing out, squirting all down his front and legs. "FUUUUUUUCK!" she squealed as her climax hit the pinnacle, higher than she remembered it being in quite some time.
She stood, the water cascading down her back, as he stood behind her, his cock still twitching and jerking, finishing pumping his load into her. Slowly it started to dawn on her as the euphoria faded. She had done it, she had done, what he had done! She cheated! She chose a man and intentionally had him fuck her and come in her. Something she never thought she would do. She wanted to make a statement, and she had. The men would be talking about this for months. But she wasn't done yet!
She let him stand behind her until he softened and slipped out of her. She turned to face him and pressed her body to his. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled them together, before pressing her lips to his. "I hope your wife doesn't mind me borrowing you like that." She whispered, after a many seconds long kiss.
"I don't think she will."
"You, know, if Allen would bother to fuck me a little more often, I wouldn't have to go shopping for cock. Maybe I can borrow it again, if your wife doesn't mind?"
He chuckled softly. "She might, if I don't bring you home for her to play with too."
"Oh, now there's an idea." She answered just loud enough for the closest guys to hear her. "But for right now, I think I better get dressed."
"No hurry." He chuckled, squeezing her ass and pulling her body against his. "I bet my wife would love to get a chance to play with these tits."
She grinned a little before wordlessly letting her arms slip from around his body, his doing the same. She walked to the rack with the towels. She took one and started to dry herself, all the men watching her as she did. She tossed the towel aside and walked to her little bag. She pulled out a pair of spike heels and started putting them on, resting one foot at a time on the bench so that as she stood there, bent over, everyone could see the cum leaking, dripping from her pussy. She dug in the bag again after a few moments and then pulled out a short red spandex dress. She pulled it on over her head, settling the material onto her breasts and then smoothing it down over her butt and crotch. She zipped the bag closed and picked it up. "Ya know, I might have to start changing in here, all the time. It's a lot more fun than the lady's locker room." She said, as she started walking out. "See you in a few days boys."
She looked the epitome of confidence until she closed the car door. She rolled her eyes in her head and started to shudder and tremble. "Oh fuck. I can't believe I did all that." She sat, for almost five minutes, before she felt in control enough to drive home.
---o---
"Fuck Mrs. J. You really did all this? This is you?" Elaine said, in shock, as she fast forwarded through some of the video on her phone. "Fuck! I told you to flash your tits at the guys, not everything! Ohmygod. Is he actually jacking off on the treadmill watching you? Ohhhhhh shit. He is. God damn! He's coming. Wait, let me back that up. Oh yeah! Look at that load he dumped. Shit. This is perfect!"
"Wait till you watch what happens in the men's locker room."
"The men's locker room? You didn't!"
"I did. I got naked and showered and invited one of the guys to wash my back."
"Wait, let me see this. Ohhhhh God damn! Look at that cock! It's fucking huge. You let him fuck you? Ohhhhhh shit. Did you really get it into you? Ohhhhhhh fuck. You did. Look at that. Oh shit. Look at that. I'd let him fuck me in a hot second with that!"
"What about your boyfriend?"
"Ha. He got no dick like that Mrs. J! No way! Yeah, I'd let him fuck me with that, in a hot fucking minute."
"So now what. I took the first step, I did the video. Now I have to rub his nose in it. He's either going to acknowledge what he's been doing, or he's going to force me out. Either way, I've had my fill."
"You know what you should do? You should make a Fan's Only page. Make this into, like two different videos. That first one, on the treadmill? We can make some teasers out of it and post them to the porn sites. You stripping on the treadmill like that, guys'll flock to your page for more of that kind of thing. Then the second. I bet you make a shit ton of money."
"Make money at it? Cheating on my husband?"
"You want to embarrass him in front of the other execs. Think what you making porn will do? You said his big thing was controlling you. That's what he was doing that day, when he let that guy fuck your mouth. He was controlling you. Well, we put this up and when word gets back around, and we can make sure it does, when word gets back that his hot ass wife is doing personal porn pages, well, fuck. He's going to go ballistic!"
"God knows, I'd never have figured I'd be making amateur porn of myself." She said with a frown, shaking her head, as she watched Elain push a hand between her legs, as she watched the video of Jerry fucking her in the shower.
"Let's make your site and get these up. We might need one or two more really juicy ones. Maybe you fucking a toy or like the gearshift in your car. Guys love that shit. Wild girl shit. And you got the body for it. Jesus this is hot."
"Okay. Well, if you think that's the thing to do."
"Honey, you do this and you won't have to worry about money for a long time!" She said, as she stroked between her legs. "Can you get another one of him fucking you? This guy? With a dick like that, it'd be perfect."
"I don't know. Maybe, if you think I should."
Elaine looked up at her and turned off the video. "Julie, this isn't what I want. This is about what you want. You don't have to do any of this. Hell, word is going to get around pretty damn fast, at work, anyway. You don't have to post anything. It'd just be icing on the cake."
"Or maybe the straw that broke the camel's back?"
"There is that." She agreed. "But hell, look at what he was doing. He was fucking that woman right out in the open, even though he's married to you. What does that say? I say fuck him. Take him down. No way he's not going to look like an ass, when this kind of thing hits the internet. Him fucking that woman? I say we post that and then circulate a link on it to everyone he knows, and not just there. I mean, everyone at the company already knows he's fucking her. We need to make it wider. A Facebook post maybe."



"I don't know."
"Trust me, this'll work."
"If you say so." Julie said hesitantly. This was a huge step. Doing what she did, was tough. She forced herself to look like she was enjoying the hell out of it. But posting videos for other people to see, that was a huge step. She needed to think about it. "Let me think on it, okay?"
"If you say so, but trust me, you don't want to wait too long. Word of this is gonna get out fast and you want him on the defensive, not you."
"Yeah. He could twist this around and make it all my fault."
Elain grinned. "Uh-uh, we start the page with his video fucking that woman. Then we put yours later. Make sure we date them appropriately. Yeah, we got some work to do, go get your computer honey. We'll fix this prick, once and for all."
Elaine helped Julie to create her page and then edit the videos into final form. It took a few hours, but the results were, hopefully, going to be worth it. By the time he got home from work, the posting would be done and there would be no going back. But then, she'd already felt that way after watching him fucking that little slut, right out in the open.
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"Allen, Sue. I'm ready for you now." Dr Ivy Kensington said as she held her office door open for us. It was already fifteen minutes past eight, our appointment time. I was a little surprised, since the last three meetings we'd had she had been extremely prompt. But we'd waited out in the waiting room, the other patient, a maybe twenty-year old kid, trying not to look as bored as we all felt. I wasn't exactly sure why he was waiting, since ours was the last appointment for the day, as I understood it. She closed the door behind us and we took our seat on the sofa along one wall, while she moved to the comfy looking swivel chair that she seemed to like. "So, how did things go over the weekend?"
"Pretty well." My wife answered for both of us. "We did what you suggested. We had sex each day, at least once, sometimes twice."
"Good. And how did it feel?"
"Better I think."
"And where did you end up doing it?"
"Well, Friday night we did it in the back of the pickup, in a parking lot, and Saturday, during the day, we went for a walk in a little park. There weren't too many people around, so we did it behind some bushes along the trail." My wife said quietly.
"And Sunday?"
"Sunday was a little more problematic." I explained. "We went to a playground after dark. At first, we were just going to partly undress, but once we got started, well, we both ended up taking everything off. It wouldn't have been a problem, except someone pulled into the parking lot, while Sue was laying on a swing with me holding her legs up and screwing her."
"I see. And I take it that the person that pulled into the parking lot saw you?"
"Had to have. I mean, their car headlights landed on us and just stayed there. It wasn't like we could even hide. We were both in full view and our clothes were ten feet away."
"So, what did you do?"
"Well, um, to be honest, we just kinda kept going. I was really close already, and Sue had already climaxed."
"So, how did it feel?"
"Um. A bit intense."
"And after you came?"
"We um, we had to get our clothes. We kinda ran to the car naked, got in and drove off."
"And after?"
"We were both pretty turned on yet. So, when we got home, we had sex in the back yard again. At least until the mosquitos got too bad."
"Well, that sounds like it was productive. Tell, me, Allen, has any of the resentment for your wife's actions faded?"
"Some. I'm still having a hard time dealing with the fact that she decided to drug me, so that I'd be more likely to cheat."
"But she's explained that she really was feeling like she had no choice, doesn't that help?"
"If it wasn't for that admission, we wouldn't be here." I said quietly, "I know now, that what she did was mostly out of her control, but that part, that wasn't. The whole idea of making me cheat wasn't because of being hypnotized or anything. It was something she came up with on her own."
"It was. Sue? Do you want to add anything that you haven't before?"
"I don't know that there is anything I can ever say, to make up for that. I'm actually surprised that Allen has forgiven me as much as he has, though I think trust is going to be a problem for a long time to come."
"Very true. So, since we were together last, how has it felt looking at other men?"
"You mean am I still turned on by looking at young guys? Yeah, it doesn't seem to be fading that much. Not as fast as I'd like anyway."
"I see. So, Sue, stand up and take off your underwear for us."
"Here? Now?"
"Why not? You were naked in the park. This is much more private. It's not like we haven't seen you naked already."
"True." My wife said, as she stood up. She was wearing a pair of shorts and satin tank top, so she slipped her shorts off, sliding them down her legs and over her high heels. She pulled the little lace panties she had on down her legs while we watched. She used one hand on my shoulder to balance herself, as she carefully stepped out of them. She bent over and picked them up.
"Now, give them to Allen." I took them from her, not at all sure what I was supposed to do with them. Sue bent over to put her shorts back on, but Dr Kensington stopped her. "No, just leave them off for the moment. What do you notice about them Allen?"
I looked at her underwear. "They're wet."
"How wet?"
"Quite." I answered, feeling the crotch of the thin lace panties.
"Sue? Would you like to tell him why?" She sat down next to me, still naked from the waist down, looking down at her feet, saying nothing. "It was the young man outside, wasn't it?" My wife nodded. Was he doing anything to seduce you? To encourage you?"
"No," my wife answered.
"So why?"
"I wish I knew. I was just, so, I couldn't help it."
"Was the thought of him having sex with you exciting?"
"Yes," she answered, in a whisper.
"Even though he wasn't doing anything to entice you? He was just sitting there?"
"Yes."
"When you came to me, I talked at length, with Abby Montgomery, and what all of you did out there at the camp ground. It was because of her recommendation that I took your case. You also agreed, when we started, that you would abide by my requests, no matter how extreme they may seem. And you seem to have done that, including the public sexual encounters this weekend. The difficulty I am faced with, is how to break conditioning that makes you attracted to young men. How do we make your desire for young men into a desire for your husband again? Clearly, good, exciting, sex with him helps, but it isn't enough. We have to make you feel like sex with your husband is better than sex with random young guys. I dare say, that if I had that young man come in here, the way you are dressed now, you would be quickly begging him to have sex with you. What I need to do, is to make your attraction for him to be less, and your attraction for your husband more. Would you agree with that?"
"Yes. I mean, that's what we need, right?" Sue asked, looking at me for confirmation.
"That's the idea. If we're going to make this all work somehow." I agreed.
"Very well. Sue, stand up and finish undressing."
"Now?" Ivy looked at her with a frown. "Alright, now." She whispered, as she stood up. She pulled her satin shirt up and off and then unclipped her bra, letting her large, soft tits swing free. She dropped her bra onto the sofa, then stood, her hands clasped together in front of her crotch.
"Tell me, Sue. When Adam and the boys were taking turns with you, what was the thing you liked least?"
"When they came in my mouth, or on my face."
Ivy nodded slowly. "And when you were with your husband camping that second weekend, what was the thing that you liked least?"
"Watching him have sex with another woman."
Ivy stood up, walked to the door and opened it. "Adam," She held the door open, allowing the young man to walk into the room. "Adam, this is Sue and Allen. Sue, this is Adam. The same young man you were getting sexually excited about." She said as she led Adam to where my wife stood, one hand over her crotch and the other across her breasts. "Sue, I want you to undress Adam."
"Why?"
"Because I said to." She said, with a shrug. "Because you were sexually excited by him, you might as well see what he has to offer." I sat there, not sure what to think. I opened my mouth to say something, but shut it again, after Ivy gave me a sharp look. "Go ahead. We're not going to continue until you do. We have all night to reach our goals, if need be."
"Alright," my wife finally said, moving her hands so she could reach for Adam's belt.
"Fuck! What a hot looking slut." He said quietly, moving his own hands to his button-down shirt. He undid the buttons of his shirt, while my wife awkwardly undid his belt, then the front of his pants. She knelt down in front of him, pulling his pants slowly down. He didn't have any underwear on and as his dick came into view, I could see her lick her lips in anticipation, the same way I'd seen her lick her lips, before sucking my dick the last few weeks. "Yeah slut. Take my pants off."
I looked up at Ivy who just shook her head slightly. In a few more seconds, Adam was standing completely naked, in front of her. "Now, Sue. Undress your husband."
She turned to look at me and then stood up. She held her hand out for me and I stood for her. She pushed my polo shirt up first, tossing it onto the sofa, before moving her hands to my belt.
"I want you to think, as you undress him. Think about what you liked best, about the sex you had this weekend. Think about what he did that felt the best and how good the orgasms felt."
"Okay." She whispered, as she undid the front of my pants and then squatted down in front of me.
"Tell us what it was. Tell us what it was that you liked best?" Ivy asked quietly. "Don't stop what you're doing, but tell us what you liked best."
She moved her hands to my shoes and untied them. "I liked how it felt when he was behind me, pushing all the way into me. But I still love when he does it from the front, so I can see his face when he comes." She whispered, as she helped pull off my shoes and then my pants. "But when he fucks me from behind, it feels so much deeper." She pulled my briefs down and helped me out of them, so I was as naked as she was.
"Get him hard, so he can fuck you. Just like you did this weekend. Pretend you're out at that swing set, or behind the bushes, and you want him to fuck you. Get him all hard and ready."
She looked up at me from where she was squatting, and reached for my partly hard dick. She stared up at me, as she closed her mouth around me. She began to tease her hot wet tongue under my head and suck my shaft. I could feel myself growing quickly, enjoying the sensations of her mouth. In our years together, she'd never been much on sucking my dick, but since Adam, when we did have sex, she frequently included a little oral sex. I watched my shaft disappear, in and out of her mouth, as she bobbed her head on me.
"Very good, you can stop that now." Ivy said, drawing my attention back to her. To my shock, she had stepped behind the desk and undressed, so that her mid-thirty-year-old body was as bare as ours. She stepped around the desk and pulled Adam by the hand to us. She moved me from in front of Sue and moved Adam to replace me. "Now, suck his dick. I want you to make him come, I want you to make sure to let him come all over your face. Maybe even a little in your mouth. And while you're doing that, Allen is going to be fucking me, from behind. He's going to be giving me what you like best. This is your doing. The result of you being sexually attracted to Adam. If you hadn't been, you'd be bending over my desk and letting your husband fuck you, the way you like best. Instead, I will, and you'll be getting a face full from Adam. And don't think that you can just not do it. You see, Allen is going to keep fucking me, for as long as it takes, for you to get Adam's cum all over your face."
"Fuck." Sue swore quietly.
"That's right slut. Now start sucking me. If you don't, I might just have to fuck your cunt until I get close. Your choice slut!" Adam said sharply.
Ivy took me by the hand and pulled me over to the desk. "It's alright. It may take this kind of thing a time or two, but we need to make the association within her, that fucking you is more satisfying than some young guy."
"His name really isn't Adam, is it?"
She grinned and shook her head, as she turned her butt to me and bent over her desk. I understood what she wanted. She wanted me to make Sue wish it was her. I rubbed my head up and down Ivy's wet slit and then slowly pushed into her. "Ohmygod," Ivy groaned softly, the sound of her voice telling me that it was no act. I pushed slowly into her, my saliva coated dick sliding in without much resistance. I held her hips and started to plunge into her, slowly at first, and then faster as I looked at the windows in front of us. They were behind her big desk, the outside darkness making it like a mirror. With the lights on, in the room, I had little doubt that anyone, looking at the tenth floor window, would be getting one hell of a show, but there wasn't much I could say about it.
I plunged in and out of her pussy, my cock stroking her soft, hot depths, teasing around my head and slowly coaxing me toward climax. I watched her tits, swinging below her chest, each orb just a little smaller than my wife's; but, at the same time, each one hanging down below her chest a bit more. Each impact of my thighs to her ass made each orb swing, her nipples almost brushing the desk, as I held her hips and pumped myself in and out of her.
I used the mirror-like window to look at my wife, noting that she had moved so that she could watch me in the same mirror. She held her hand on his dick, sliding it along his shaft, as she stroked her mouth on and off him. I watched him grab the back of her head and jam his cock deep into her throat, gagging her, but not letting up, until he had plunged it several times down her throat. She gagged as he pulled back. "What's the matter bitch? Can't handle a real cock? You better fucking start doing a better job, before I just roll your ass over and fuck your cunt!"
"Uh huh." Sue gasped, as she went back to stroking him, with her mouth, now both hands on his dick, twisting and sliding along his length.
"Ohhhhh yeah. Now that's better bitch. Suck my cock, you dirty little slut!"
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna come." I heard Ivy moan, drawing my attention back to her. She had both hands on the desk, grabbing at the edges. She suddenly pushed me back, forcing my cock from her depths. She turned around and sat on the edge of the desk and then lay back on it, lifting and spreading her legs wide. "Fuck me, Allen. Fuck my hot pussy. Make me come and let me see your face, as you come deep in my hot pussy!"
I pushed into her and held her ankles, driving hard into her with each stroke. I slapped against her ass, making her tits roll and jiggle on her chest, as both our climaxes grew closer. "OHHHHH FUCK!" Ivy cried, as her body began to tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, squeezing me, making her depths tighter, as I plunged in, over and over again.
"Shit!" I grunted, as my own climax hit me. My body spasmed hard, driving deep into the sexy woman in front of me, plunging my engorged shaft deep into her, as the first shot of cum flowed into her, in powerful surges. Over and over, I jerked, pumping into her pussy.
I held myself there, looking over my shoulder at my wife, her eyes big and wet, as she sucked on Adam's cock.
"That's it, slut. Suck my dick, make me come!" Adam groaned loudly. He pulled his dick from her mouth and grabbed it himself. With one hand he stroked his cock furiously, while the other held her head. "Open your mouth slut! Let me see that tongue!" In moments she did as he ordered, and moments after that, he was spewing a considerable load, all over her face. Some landed in her mouth, some on her cheeks and even some in her hair. It seemed like he was never going to stop coming, spewing easily three or four times the amount of cum I produced, all over her. When he finally was done, he started rubbing his leaking head around her mouth and cheeks, smearing his cum all over her face as his dick slowly softened.
"You're not done yet." Ivy said as Adam stepped back, clearly used up for the moment. She reached out and pushed me away. "Now come and lick your husband's cum out of my pussy."
"What!?"
"Do as I say. Come lick your husband's cum from me."
I could see the look on her face, was one of disgust. I knew that she had done that once before, at Adam's command, and in my private session with her, I told her what I knew of that encounter. I didn't know if she broached it with Sue, but I had a hunch she did, which was why the added action. Sue crawled over until she had her head between Ivy's legs. Ivy pushed herself up, so she was sitting on the edge of the desk, but was more upright, causing my cum to start leaking from her pussy.
"Come on you little slut! Lick my cunt. Lick your husband's cum from my cunt you dirty little slut! That's what Adam made you do, wasn't it? Lick his cum from his mother's pussy? Filled her full of his cum and then made you lick her until she came on your face? How many times did he do that? Don't bother to tell me. I know it was a lot. You just keep licking my cunt and show me how good you learned your lessons. Come on. Dig that tongue in there. Lick me. Don't lose any of his cum, or I'll make him fuck me until he gives me another load, for you to lick."
"Yes ma'am," my wife whispered contritely, a she aggressively dug her tongue into Ivy to collect the cum leaking from her. Sue's tongue slid up and down Ivy's slit, not only collecting, my cum, but Ivy's too.
"Now, make me come." Ivy demanded. "Lick my clit until I come and flush the rest of his cum into your mouth."
"Oh fuck!" My wife said screwing up her face with displeasure.
"What's the matter? Don't like that? You did if for Adam!" Ivy asked.
"NO! I don't like it! I don't like it that he made me do that to June!"
"Well, you can do that or you can bend over my desk, while Adam fucks you up the ass. Would you prefer that?"
"NO!" She snapped, even more emphatically.
"Then make me come."
To my surprise, she began working her clit more energetically, licking and stroking it with the tip of her tongue. She pushed her middle finger into Ivy's pussy, and began to plunge it in and out like a little dick. I didn't know where she learned that, but I suspected that she'd done things with other women that she hadn't told me about, a lot more than she had let on since Adam started fucking her. In and out her finger went, her tongue flicking her clit furiously until Ivy started to shudder and buck in front of her. I was surprised that Sue kept licking and sucking Ivy after she started to climax. It was almost as if she wanted to make her come harder. Weather it was intentional or not, Sue got her wish. Ivy jerked hard, spraying a gush, of her girl juices, out at my wife's face, saturating her face, hair and chest. After she'd spasmed and jerked half a dozen times, she pushed my wife's face from between her legs.
"Good girl." She panted softly. "Adam, you can go now."
"Yes Ma'am." He answered, stepping to where his clothes were. In a matter of less than a minute he was dressed and headed out her office door.
"Now, Sue, how did that feel?"
"Disgusting, at least at first."
"Just at first? What about at the end?"
"I don't know. It wasn't so bad."
"Wouldn't it be a lot more fun, to just have sex with your husband?"
She shook her head. "I know what you're doing, but I don't know if it's going to work."
"Trust me, it will. It just might take a little time. Now, we've had the stick. Let's have the carrot." She said, reaching out and taking both our hands. She led us to another door in her office. She opened it, to reveal a large tiled bathroom, with a massive shower. She took our hands and gently pulled us along to the shower. She turned on the water, that came out of half a dozen overhead rain heads, as well as several wall sprayers. She turned to us and pulled us with her, into the shower. "Now, let's clean the nasty off, and let you and your husband enjoy a little loving."
She reached for a wall dispenser and pumped it several times. She reached out for my hands and dumped some of the creamy soap from it into my hands, then did the same for Sue. "Now, wash." She whispered, reaching a hand to each of us, placing them on our backs. She pressed us closer together before moving behind Sue. I stood and began to rub the soap, around my wife's cum covered chest, her nipples quickly hardening under my touch. My wife began to rub her hands on me, slowly working down my chest, to my dick, while Ivy gently stroked her hands around my wife's back and butt. I leaned my face toward Sue and kissed her. The embrace was somewhat stiff at first, but then softened, as she began to respond to my touch and her desires. She had been denied the opportunity to climax, but that seemed like it was on its way to being solved, as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together.



"Oh fuck," Sue moaned into my mouth, as her hips started to move, pumping toward me, my dick hardening and sticking between her thighs. I felt something against my dick and realized that Ivy had a hand between my wife's legs, teasing and massaging her pussy, and now that my dick was hard enough, my dick along with it. I started to rock as well, pushing my dick toward her, with each press she made toward me. I felt Ivy push my head up between my wife's lips. I squatted a little, to change the angle and then felt Ivy coax my engorged head into the entrance to her. "Oh God lover. Fuck me. Please fuck me." My wife moaned, as she pulled her lips from mine, and hugged me tightly to her.
She didn't have to ask twice. I started to rock my hips, driving my dick in and out of her several inches, her clit grinding along the top of my shaft, with each stroke. Her gentle moans grew, with each passing moment, our thighs slapping together wetly, in the gently falling water. I could tell she was getting closer and closer to climax, as was I.
"Oh God, I love you so much! Make me come honey. Please make me come." She begged, breathlessly, her tits squished to my chest as we banged our thighs together. "OH GOD, YES!" She cried suddenly, her pussy clenching around me. "Ohhhhhhhh God yes, God yes." She gasped, over and over as her powerful climax surged through her body.
I felt Ivy's hand reach lower, stroking my balls with each thrust into my wife's depths. In and out I drove, feeling her hand stroking and touching me, as my own climax grew closer and closer. The urgency became too much to deny, and my body jerked and drove into her. I felt my cock, spurting my cum, deep in her, as my body shook and jerked against her.
We stood there, under the water, Ivy slowly moving around us, rubbing, touching, caressing, teasing both our bodies sensuously. I had to admit it was a tremendous turn on, so much so that my dick began to harden again, before it had a chance to even soften enough to slip from inside my wife. While the magic pills I took daily let me recover quickly, this fast, was a surprise even to me.
"Do you want your hair washed?" Ivy asked softly, her face near ours.
"Yes," my wife responded, equally softly. Ivy slipped away and was then pressing her body against my wife's back. She began to soap her long hair, my hands, between them, being rubbed on by Ivy's tits. Ivy moved my hands around my wife's body, to cup her breasts before moving her hands back to my wife's hair. I gently teased my wife's hardening nipples, as Ivy worked the soap through her hair, working the dried cum out. I could feel my, again, hard dick, slipping in and out of Sue's pussy as she began to rock her hips against me, almost automatically.
"That's it, can you feel him deep inside you?" Ivy whispered softly, to my wife. "Feel how strong and caring he is. How much he loves you. Feel how much different it is, than what Adam gave you? How much he loves you? Can you feel the desire to climax with him growing in you, feel his touch? Tell him how much you still love him. Show him that love, by making him climax, filling you with his love."
"I do love you," my wife whispered, as she stood with her eyes closed, her head tilted back, allowing Ivy to gently work the suds in her hair. "I was so afraid that I'd lose you, that you could never forgive me. I love you more than anything." She whispered, her hips working a little faster and harder, now clearly trying to make her body stroke and tease my cock.
"Do you love her Allen? Do you still love your wife? Tell her how much you love her. Tell her how important she is to you. Show her by helping her climax and feel your love for her."
"I do love you. And I don't know what I would ever do without you. We'll find a way to work this out. I still love you every bit as much as I did, when we made love that first time." I whispered, before leaning my head down to kiss her. Our lips touched, gently at first and then with growing desire, as she used her hands to pull me against her in time with her strokes.
"Oh God honey. Make me come! Make me come around your cock. Let me feel you pumping yourself into me." She moaned softly, as we broke the kiss several long minutes later. I could tell she was getting close and I was doing everything I could to help make it happen. "Oh yes. That's it. It's almost there. OH GOD YES! I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!" She cried out into the shower, as her body tensed and trembled. I could feel her pussy clenching around my shaft, the sudden change in tightness, pushing me over the edge with her. My body jerked and spasmed, as she pulled us together, my cock pumping my seed, deep up into her wet depths, as we climaxed together.
Slowly the two of us recovered, Sue's hair now washed, Ivy gently caressing both our bodies, as she stood behind my wife. "There, now that's how it's supposed to be. That's what you want to feel, what you want to enjoy. Not that thing with boys that care nothing for you, using you, abusing you. To them you are nothing more than a receptacle, to fuck, to play with. There is no love there. There is no caring there. This, this is what you need. This is what you should desire."
"I do." My wife whispered. "I'm so sorry, my love. I'm soooo sorry!" She leaned her head against my chest and I could tell by the shaking of her body, that the wetness on my chest was no longer just shower water, but tears once again. Ivy had warned me that this would happen, probably many times, before she could finally accept that I would forgive her. The fear of losing me, was the driving force in what she had done to me on the camping trip, and she was having a hard time accepting that I would forgive her. But I would. But forgiveness and trust were not always combined. It was going to be a long time, before I felt the trust we had shared for so many years, if ever.
Ivy turned off the water and we dried off and then walked to her office to dress. When we had, Ivy sent my wife out to the outer office and held me back for a moment. "I think you should know. The police did an investigation and have closed the case. They say there is no evidence to back up the accusations. They are listing it as an unfounded complaint and closing the case."
"So what? Adam just keeps doing this to other women and goes scott free?"
She shook her head. "Officially I can't tell you what to do. I know I told both of you to stay away from both June and her son, but with the investigation officially closed, well, what you do now is up to you. If it was my wife, I would consider long and hard how far I was willing to take things. I don't want to see you in jail. That would be as devastating to Sue, as if you divorced her, maybe more so. So please be careful with what you decide to do."
I nodded. I understand.
"One more thing. What we are going to do here Thursday, is going to be hard for you. It will be difficult for you to watch, but I need you to be here and I need you to be loving and sweet and gentle and caring, even after what you see. Remember, this is going to be a bumpy road. I've deprogrammed cult group members in the past, and this is really not much different. What he planted in her mind, is so deeply engrained, that the only way to break it, is to get the base portions of her psyche to override that. Getting to her sexual desire center is the key, but to do that, we have to break the shell of what he programmed. That's going to be what we try do Thursday."
"Can you tell me what it will be?"
"It will be the worst of the things you can imagine she did with them." Ivy whispered. "But you need to be there, and watch. She needs to see you watching and see your reaction. We need to drill into her, that what she is going to do, is what would drive you away and into the arms of another woman."
"You're sure this is the way to go?"
"Do you trust Miss Montgomery?"
"Well, pretty much, yes."
"Then trust me. I wouldn't do anything to hurt you or your wife. This will be hard, but it must be done. And don't forget to do your homework!"
"Understood." I nodded, as she leaned to me and kissed my cheek.
"That's for what you did with me." She said with a smile. "I hadn't planned on doing it myself, but when my assistant called in sick, I knew I was going to have to. I'm kind of glad that she did."
I just nodded and then walked out to my wife to head home.
---o---
Personally, I wanted to tie a brick to Adam's feet and drop him into the lake, but I knew Dr Kensington was right. I didn't want to go to jail. But he was going to have to pay. First, I needed to figure out how much of this June had done this on her own, or if he was controlling her the same way he was controlling, not only my wife, but a number of wives. I wondered briefly just how many women he was using this way? I guessed that it was more than just the ones here. I wondered if he had a whole harem of college girls as well.
I pulled into June's driveway and shut down the car. I didn't know what Adam drove, but being the middle of the week, I hoped he'd still be gone to school, or wherever he lived locally. Given it was summer time, he might not even have classes. Maybe he had some kind of internship over the summer, or something. I hoped he wouldn't be home this evening. I knocked on the front door and got no answer. I walked around back, walking through the side gate of the six-foot privacy fence. I could hear a woman gasping and moaning, slowing my steps. It was definitely the sound of a woman having sex. Maybe Adam was home after all. I moved quietly to the corner of the house and peeked around it.
No, Adam wasn't home. June was laying on a foam pad in the pool, completely naked. Her knees were spread wide apart and she was frantically plunging a pink, dick shaped dildo in and out of her pussy with one hand, while pulling and twisting her nipples with the other. I stepped around the corner and walked silently across the grass to the patio and then to the edge of the pool. She apparently hadn't heard me approach, and continued to pump the dildo in and out of her pussy frantically, moaning and begging Adam to make her come.
June was, maybe ten years younger than Sue and me, and she was a very good looking woman. Her tits were large and soft, her nipples poking out rock hard, from the center of large pink areola that covered nearly a quarter of each large soft mound. Her pussy, completely shaved, displayed, only a small amount of inner labia that were currently molded around the fat pink dildo she was working into herself. Each plunge of the dildo emitted an audible squish of her juices, as she worked to make herself climax.
She suddenly squealed and tried to cover herself with her hands, clamping her thighs around the dildo, still stuffed in her pussy, as she finally realized I was standing there staring at her naked body. "Oh God, Allen! You scared the shit out of me!" She gasped breathlessly, as she spread her knees far enough to pull the dildo out of herself. She held it up for me to see and grinned an embarrassed smile. "I guess you're wondering what I was doing, huh?"
"Not really. Seemed pretty obvious." I answered.
"Well, help me out." She said, setting it on her stomach and using both hands to paddle her foam float to the side of the pool, where I was standing. She reached a hand up, for me to help her up out of the pool. I had her partly levered up to sit on the float when she intentionally leaned back and pulled me over the edge and into the pool with a huge splash. I came up sputtering, standing in the waist deep water, trying to get my bearings. "That's for just standing there, staring at me!" she said, as she stood in the water with a grin.
"Fuck," I swore, grabbing my phone off the belt holster, and tossing it onto the patio, thankful that I had a water-resistant case for it. "Why the hell did you do that?"
She stepped to me, that little grin still on her face. She walked up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together. "Because, this way you have to get naked and I can get you to fuck me."
"You want to have sex with me?"
"I'm not trying to steel you away from Sue, I just want to borrow your cock for a little while. I know how much Sue loves to fuck you, why shouldn't I have a chance too?"
"What if I don't want to?" I asked as she waded to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her nude body against me.
She ground her pelvis against the hardon in my pants. "Uh huh. Tell me another fib. That cock is telling me that you wanna fuck me, just as much as I want to feel you coming in me. So why not?" She asked, her hands moving from around my neck to slide down my sides. She pulled my t-shirt up my body and waited for me to lift my hands. If I was going to find out what I wanted to know, I was going to have to play along and get her to open up. I lifted my arms and let her pull my wet shirt up and off, tossing it onto the patio with a loud wet slap. She moved her hands to my shorts and started to undo my belt. In moments she had my shorts and briefs pushed down to my thighs under water and was guiding my dick between her thighs. "Come on honey. Fuck me, fuck my aching pussy. Make me come around you, and feel you filling me up."
"That really what you want? Me fucking you?"
"Oh yes. I've been trying so hard, for the last half hour, to make myself come with that damn thing, and no matter how hard I try, I just can't seem to get off. I need a real dick to make me come. And yours is everything a woman could ask for. Sue always said you were big, but I wasn't sure I believed her. But you are, you're quite a bit bigger than I expected. Maybe even bigger than Adam." She cooed softly, as she pulled me, by the dick, back to the edge of the pool. She rested her elbows on the edge of the pool and floated her feet up around my hips, pulling me with her heels toward her. "Now put that in mama's pussy!"
I didn't have to work too hard to get myself aligned with her sexy looking pussy. My fat head pushed into her only a little bit, before I felt the resistance of her vaginal entrance. She moaned loudly, as my head forced her hole to stretch around me and allow my shaft into her. The water tried to wash the lubrication of her pussy away, but after a few strokes, I was working my shaft into her in long slow strokes. "Oh fuck, yes. That's it, baby. Fuck me! Make me come! Ohhhhhh God, it feels so good. Come in me so I can come too! Goddamn, I need to feel you come, so I can!"
I was almost surprised at her moans, but guessed that maybe, she had been programmed just like Sue. If Adam had programmed her, that she needed to feel a man climax inside her, for her to climax, it would be a powerful incentive to follow his directives. That way he could thank her, by coming in her, so she too could climax. I stroked into her, her legs holding her up at the right height, while her back and elbows held her on the pool edge. I reached for her tits and grasped her nipples, squeezing and twisting them firmly. "Oh fuck, yes! God, you are making me get so close. Come for me, come in my pussy and help me come!"
I knew I was getting close, but I wanted some answers. "So why did you try to get Sue to fuck Adam?"
"Oh nooooo, I didn't. She begged me. She begged him to fuck her. She wanted him so bad. Oh God, just come for me. Please baby. Please come in me! I need it so bad! I'll do anything you want, just help me come!"
"You didn't convince her to get undressed and let him massage her?"
"Oh fuuuuck. Please let me come!"
"Answer me or I'll stop."
"All I did was help her undress. She wanted to. She wanted to be naked for him so she could fuck him. She begged me to get him to fuck her!"
That wasn't anywhere near the story that I got, and for some reason, I wasn't sure at all, that I could trust anything she said. "What about the other women. Do they all beg to have sex with him too?"
"Oh God, he attracts women like flies. So many women want to fuck him."
"How many?"
"Lots, a lot of my friends, but also some women I don't know. Oh, please, make me come. Please, I need it so bad!"
"Alright. One more question and then I'll make you come. Have you ever helped Adam record having sex with any of your friends?"
"Oh God no, that would be so embarrassing! I'd never do that to any of my friends!"
"Alright. You want to come?"
"Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned, as I continued to slowly stroke in and out of her. I stroked faster, driving into her harder and squeezing and pulling her nipples harder. "OH, FUCK YES! MAKE ME COME!" She screamed, as I pounded into her. I drove hard, letting my own orgasm reach its peak. I felt my body jerk and drive into her, as the first surge of cum lanced deep into her pussy. "FUCK YES! OH GOD YES!" She screamed again, as her whole body began to shudder and tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around my surging cock, as she climaxed with me. She pushed herself up and reached for my neck, pulling her body against mine, as she wrapped herself around me, holding my cock deep, in her still spasming pussy. "Oh God thank you, thank you, thank you. I needed that so bad. I haven't been able to climax in almost two weeks. Ohhhhh God, I needed that so bad."
I held her butt with my hands, her arms and legs still wrapped around me. I awkwardly shuffled to the stairs, my shorts and briefs floating around my ankles. It took a little to shake one foot out of my clothes so I could climb the stairs, but managed to get one foot free. I walked up the stairs and carried her to one of the big soft pads that were laying on the deck. They looked like twin sized, three-inch thick mattresses, maybe out of an RV or something. I knelt down on one and ended up laying on top of June, her legs and arms still wrapped around me. "You're going to have to let go, so I can get the rest of my clothes off."
"Promise you'll fuck me again if I do?"
"I promise."
She released me and I rolled off of her. I took my shoes off and then got my soaked shorts off. I pulled my wallet and keys from my pockets, shaking my head at how soaked everything was. I wrung out my shorts and briefs and tossed them onto the deck to lay flat, hoping some of the water would drain from them, and then poured the water from my wallet. I got up and picked up my phone and checked it, thankful that the case had done its job. I put my phone, wallet and keys on the little table that had an umbrella and then stepped back to where June lay. She held her arms up to me, wanting me to come back down to her. I knelt on the pad and let her pull me down to her again. She wrapped her legs around mine and pulled me against her, until my soft dick was pressed against her pussy. She rolled the two of us over, until she was on top of me and then settled herself on her knees, sitting up, astride my lap. She grinned down at me and teased my dick head with her finger tips.
"I wonder how fast I can make this hard again? Sue tells me that you get hard remarkably fast. Maybe we should test that and see just how fast?"
"You want more?"
"Honey, I ALWAYS want more. I don't seem to be able to get enough, but for some reason, I can only come, with a dick coming inside me."
"That could be a problem."
"Not really. Adam has a bunch of friends, that are more than willing to come have sex, with an old woman like me, just to help me out. I mean, not that any young man that age really has any interest in fucking an old woman's pussy, but they do it because he asked them to. He and his friends are such sweet boys."
If I had any doubts they were allayed now. She began to rock her hips, grinding her pussy against my dick, her wet lips teasing me a bit. Thanks to my daily pills, I knew I'd get hard, but it'll take a few minutes. "Tell you what. If you wait right here, and let me go get a drink of water, I'll be more than happy to let you ride me until we both come again."



"You promise?"
"My keys and wallet are right there. I can't leave without those, can I?"
"I guess not."
"Good." I said, moving my hands to her back and pulling her down. I rolled us over again and then stood up.
"Do you think I look pretty?"
"I think you are a very attractive woman."
"Why don't men want to fuck me? Why does my son have to talk his friends into coming to fuck me, just so I can have sex?"
I looked at her and shook my head. "I don't know." I answered softly, "you just relax and I'll be back out in a minute."
"Don't be too long!" She whispered, as I walked toward the back of the house. I'd already seen the two cameras on the back of the house, but only because I was looking. I suspected there might be more, but I didn't see them. I walked around the house, checking room after room, finding nothing unusual. The last place to check was the basement. I walked down the steps and stood looking around. It was a mostly unfinished basement, except for the laundry room at one end. There were a number of odd shaped tables and such scattered about, all of them with clothes or covers over them to keep dirt and dust off. I walked to the laundry room and opened the door. Nothing unusual there. I was about to close the door and leave when something hit me strange about it. There were no windows, but the far wall should have had one. I walked to the wall and looked at it. Something didn't feel right. It was that 'engineer tingle' in my brain, that always tries to figure things out. Something just looked 'off.'
It took several minutes of poking, before I realized that the one shelf unit didn't quite touch the floor. I grabbed the shelf unit and pulled, and sure enough, the shelf moved. It swung out, acting like a door. I slipped into the darkened room behind it, immediately noticing the soft purr of a fan. I felt around until I found the light switch and flicked it on. The room wasn't large, only about six feet deep, but it was the full width of the basement. On one of the short walls was a desk with a few computer monitors. I walked over and tapped the keyboard sitting on the small desk and was rewarded with the monitors all lighting up. Each of the six monitors, with one exception, were broken down into tiles, each displaying a different part of a room.
The whole house was filled with cameras, including the outside. I began to click around on the tiles, bringing up each one on the sixth monitor in full size. I could feel the anger well up inside me as I clicked on tiles, revealing the bathrooms, the kitchen, where the girls had their orgy, the master bedroom where June slept, and even six full images of the guest bedroom, where she told me she had been tied to a bed and had sex. I couldn't believe my eyes. Not only was Adam programming women to have sex with him and who knows who else, but he was recording it all.
I sat down in the small chair and clicked on the icon on the bottom of the main screen and popped up one of the few apps that were running. The first was just the camera controller. The second was much more concerning. Now I was really angry. Not only was he recording the women he was programming, but he was streaming it to a site, which people were presumably paying to view. They had an inside view of June's entire life, including all the raunchy sexcapades that her son had set up. June was as much a victim here as Sue.
It was all Windows stuff, so I popped open a file browser and started looking at the massive storage volume. I opened a few files, most of them containing mundane camera feeds. Each feed was named and appeared to be motion activated. I clicked on June's bathroom folder. It had hundreds of files with the names as dates. I opened a fairly large one from this morning and was treated to a view of June, taking her morning shower, shaving her legs and even shaving her privates. I closed that and opened the living room. I started clicking on the larger files, figuring the shorter ones were just someone walking through the room. I started looking at the longer ones, finally opening one that was quite large. I was surprised to see a police officer step in through the front door, along with another woman, following her. I turned the up the volume on the speakers and listened, as June invited them in and they sat on the sofa, talking. June offered them a drink of lemonade and went off to get it, the two officers chatting between themselves. June came back and offered each a glass before sitting back down. June seemed unwilling to directly answer their questions, each time veering off, on a tangent. I watched, as the two officers started to look at each other oddly and then the plain clothed officer sank back onto the sofa, seeming to fall asleep.
The uniformed officer, a young black woman, stood up and took half a dozen steps, before falling down. June, seeming to be unaffected, got out her phone and called Adam. The conversation was short, and I could only hear one side, but clearly, she was directed to do nothing. She sat on the sofa, hardly moving, until Adam walked in half an hour later. He kissed his mother on the lips, and then told her to go take a shower, and stay there until he came for her. She dutifully got up and walked out of the room, like nothing had happened.
"Now what are we going to do with you two. I can't have you spoiling my fun. I've got way too much invested, to have that happen." He moved the uniformed officer to sit on the floor with her back against the sofa. "You look like a hot little bitch. Let's do you first." He walked to a cabinet and pulled out what looked like a VR headset. He put it over her head, settling it over her eyes. He then pulled a syringe from that same cabinet and drew something from a bottle. I had no way of knowing what it was, but she began to stir, only a few moments after he injected her, with whatever it was.
"Easy, can you hear me?" he said softly, to which she nodded almost drunkenly. "That's a good girl. I want you to watch and listen. You'll feel better in a moment." He put a set of headphones on her head and then stepped back. I had no idea what was on it, but he let it play for almost five minutes before he took them off. "Can you hear me?"
"Yes."
"What's your name?"
"Caitlan."
"Caitlan, I want you to listen carefully to me. Can you do that?"
"Yes."
"I want you to remember these words. Magic button. Can you remember that? Magic button."
"Magic button."
"That a girl. Now here's the important part. Any time someone is rubbing your back, or your neck, and you hear that, you will want to have sex with them. You will want them so badly, that you won't be able to wait. You'll want to take off all your clothes and have sex with them. Do you understand?"
"I understand."
"After you've had sex, I want you to dress again and then forget, that you even had sex with them. Do you understand?"
"I understand."
"If you hear my voice, you will want to do whatever I say. You will want to please me, by doing whatever I say. You will want to please me, in any way you can. Do you understand?"
"Please you any way I can."
"Very good. I'm going to give you another word. An important word. If I say this word, you will fall back into this trance and follow my directions. Is that clear?"
"Yes."
"That word is scrumptious Is that clear? If you hear me say scrumptious, you will fall back into this trance and do whatever I say. If you hear that word from anyone else, you will ignore it. Do you understand?"
"I understand"
"Very good, Caitlan. Now, I'm going to take this off you," Adam said, as he lifted the device off of her. "Now, Caitlan, I'm going to give you a shot. Once you feel better, I want you to stand up and take off all your clothes. Once you're completely naked, I want you to put your belt back on and then I want you to play with yourself. I want you to make your pussy all wet. I want to see your nipples hard and ready to be sucked on. Can you do that for me Caitlan?"
"Yes." She said, sitting in what looked much like a drunken stupor. Adam injected her again, with something, and then moved to put the device on the other woman. He injected the other woman and knelt on the sofa, waiting for it to take effect.
"Can you hear me?" He asked softly, as she began to stir.
"Y,yes." She answered haltingly. "I can't move my arms."
"No, that's for your safety. We don't want you to get hurt. Just relax. Everything will be fine. Tell me, what's your name?"
"Julia. Julia Connor."
"Very good Julia. I want you to listen to what you are going to hear and watch the screen in front of you. Can you do that for me? If you do, you will start to feel much better."
"Alright." She said, in clearly slurred speech. He moved back to a chair and sat down, watching the black uniformed officer taking her clothes off. Her body was surprisingly curvy under the heavy vest and baggy pants. Once released from the heavy sports bra, her, easily double D, boobs swung and swayed sexily as she worked to take off her pants and underwear. The angle of the camera was such that I was looking down somewhat, almost as if I was standing near them. I watched her completely shaved pussy lips push out at the camera as she bent over to work her pants and underwear down her legs. She worked her clothes over her feet and then stood naked, buckling her belt back on.
Adam moved back to the other officer, and repeated much the same thing, giving her the trigger words of magic button, while Caitlan stood next to the sofa, fingering her pussy and pulling her now hard, nipples. Adam backed away from the sofa, loaded the syringe again and then moved back to Inject Julia a second time. He moved to his chair again and watched while Julia recovered. She began undressing before her coordination was completely back, and popped two buttons off her blouse, causing her to giggle girlishly. She finally pulled the blouse off and then the lace bra that was hiding her C cup breasts. She pushed her pants off while she was sitting there, and then pushed her small panties down and off. She spread her legs wide, showing off her ample inner labia poking out from between her full, blonde curl covered, outer lips. She began to tease her own pussy and nipples while Adam watched.
"Caitlan. I want you to lick Julia's pussy until she climaxes."
Caitlan didn't even look over at him. She moved closer and bent over, pushing her ass out at the camera as she lowered her face to Julia's pussy. In moments she was licking and sucking Julia's pussy, making her squirm and moan on the sofa. Adam stood up, dropped his shorts and stepped behind Caitlan. He rubbed his head up and down her black lips and then stuffed himself deep into her with one strong push. He began to drive himself in and out of her, pushing his cock fully into her, with each strong stroke, her moans muffled by the pussy she was licking. In and out he thrust, pushing himself closer and closer to climax.
"FUCK YEAH!" He grunted loudly, as he began to unload in her. He jerked and shook for long seconds, before pulling his, still mostly hard dick from her. He stepped back and dropped in the chair again.
"Caitlan. I want you to climb on the sofa, then I want you to feed my cum, to Julie. She's just a white bitch slut, and she wants to lick my cum, from your pussy. I want you to feed her my cum, until she makes you come too."
"Oh, fuck yea. That's it, white girl! You want my hot black pussy on your face?" I watched, as she climbed up on the sofa and pushed her pussy onto Julia's face, who seemed more than eager to lick her. While she licked, Caitlan spewing a constant chatter of nasty, little white slut comments. Julia was fingering her own pussy, the whole time she was licking Caitlan to climax, both of them coming about the same time.
"Good girls. Now, I want both of you to get dressed. Caitlan, I don't want you to put your underwear or bra on. In fact, I don't want you to ever wear any underwear or bra under your uniform. And if any of your fellow officers happen to be around while you're changing, I want you to make sure they can see, just how naked you are under your uniform. Do you understand?"
"Yes." She said as she climbed from Julia's face and began to dress, leaving her bra and panties off.
"Julia. Why were you here?"
"We had a report that there had been a sexual assault. That someone had been coerced against their will, to have sex with a group of boys."
"And what did you find?"
"The primary occupant was acting suspiciously. She didn't want to answer questions. I suspect she was covering for another person."
"No Julia, she answered all your questions and you find no need to look any further. This was clearly an unsubstantiated claim. There is no evidence that any such event ever took place. Don't you agree?" She was silent for a moment. "Julia. Do you enjoy sex?"
"Yes."
"Are you married?"
"Yes."
"Do you like having sex with your husband?"
"Yes."
"Then Julia, you have to decide. Do you want to close this case, and continue to have sex with your husband? If you don't close the case, you can't climax. Do you understand. You are unable to climax, until you close this case. No matter how hard you try, you won't be able to climax, until this case is closed."
"I won't be able to climax, until this case is closed," she repeated.
"Very good. Now, get dressed and go back and write your report. You report what you feel is best."
"What I feel is best."
"The choice is yours. Do you want to climax with your husband again, or do you want to say that there is more to see here? It's your choice. Now get dressed."
He stood and waited for them to get dressed. "Now I want you to stand here. I want you to wait right here until June comes back. When she tells you the word bingo, you will snap out of this trance. You will not remember any of this happening. No matter how hard you try, you will not remember any of this. You will remember having a nice conversation with June and then you will leave. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
He walked off and a couple of minutes later, June walked back in, wrapped in a towel. She stood in the room and said, "bingo". Both officers seemed to startle, as if a large noise has shaken them. They looked at each other and then at June. "I think we have all we need. Thank you for your time." Julia said, as she reached to shake June's hand.
"It's quite alright." June answered, as she turned and led them to the front door. She closed the door behind them, dropped the towel and headed back out of the living room. I had no doubt where she was headed.
I shook my head and left the room. I headed upstairs and out the door to the back yard. "Hey hon." I said after dialing Sue's number.
"Yeah lover?"
"I need you to do something. In my computer bag there is a small portable hard drive. I want you to bring it over to June's house."
"A hard drive? Why?"
"Don't worry about why. Just bring it. June and I are out back."
"I can be there in about ten minutes."
"That's good. I'll still be here."
"Are you getting the answers you want?"
"Oh yeah. More than I could ever have guessed."
"Alright, I'll be there."
June had gotten up and was standing behind me, rubbing her tits on my back and reaching around to stroke my dick. "Now, do we get to finish what we started?"
In some ways I felt sorry for her. She clearly wasn't able to control any of what was happening. I had no idea how bad this had gotten, and had no idea how difficult it might be, to break the programming that her own son had given her. I wondered if he had more than just her house set up like this, and suspected that he did. I let June pull me back to the mat and lay me down. She climbed onto my dick and began to bounce up and down on my lap, driving my cock into her over and over. Up and down, she moved, sliding my dick in and out of her hot, wet pussy, her tits bouncing with each impact of her bare ass on my lap. I lay there, letting her tease us both toward climax, knowing that if I didn't come in her, I'd be leaving her unable to climax.
"What the fuck?" I heard Sue gasp, a few minutes later. "What are you doing?"
"It's alright. I'll be done in a minute." I panted. "Then I can explain."
"How do you explain this?"
"Trust me. I have to come or she can't." I panted. "Just trust me, okay?"
"Come on Sue, join us!" June called to her, holding a hand out for her. "You can sit on his face."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Come on, we'll have fun. You know you want to. He loves licking your pussy!"
To my surprise, she walked to the table, set down the drive and then stripped bare. She walked over and climbed onto the pad over my face, facing June. She held herself a few inches above my face on her knees and leaned toward June. I watched from between her legs, as she kissed June, not just a little kiss, but a deep, passionate, erotic kiss that made my, already close climax, threaten to explode inside her. Both women's hands moved to each other's breasts and they began to tease and play with each other's nipples. I'd never seen my wife have any interest at all in doing things with another woman, which was why the baking day orgy seemed so out of character. But here she was, her pussy inches from my face, making out with June.
"Oh fuck." I groaned softly, as the sight of my wife, doing this, sent me tumbling over the edge. My body bucked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of cum into June while the two continued to kiss and stroke each other. June felt my climax and her own was triggered, almost immediately, her body shuddering and trembling, as she came around my spurting cock.
Sue pushed her face away from June's and looked down past her pussy to my face. "I thought that might make you come." She said with a grin. "You haven't been my husband all these years, without me learning a few of your fantasies."
"I guess not." I panted.
She lifted herself from over me and helped June climb off my dick. June walked a little wobbly, but walked to the pool and slipped into the water, leaving the two of us on the deck. "So, was this how you were getting answers?"
"Actually, no. She pulled me into the pool. Apparently, she can't climax, unless someone is pumping cum into her."
"And you needed me here to tell me this?"
I climbed from the mat and shook my head. "No. I needed you here for this, and while you're here, I think you need to see this." I led her by the hand down the basement and to the hidden room.
"What is all this?"
I plugged the hard drive in and started a copy of the image drive before I answered. I clicked on the camera that was pointing at the patio where we just were. "Is that the patio?"
"Yep."
And these other ones?" I clicked on the living room, and then one of the four cameras in the kitchen. "Oh no. Are all these recording?"
"Not only recording." I said, clicking on the icon that was control the stream. "Apparently, it's going out as well. Whatever camera is detecting motion. I figure he's getting money to stream June's life, along with any additional sex acts he can capture."
"Oh shit. This is, oh God. How embarrassing for June."
"For June? Didn't you have sex in that kitchen?"
"Well, yeah. But, I didn't do anything that embarrassing."
"No buts, remember you telling me about being tied to the bed?"
"Yeah." I clicked on the cameras in the guest room, one at a time, showing four different angles of the bed. "Ohmygod. Someone was watching me having sex with Adam?"
"If it was even Adam."
"What do you mean?"
"Honey. The description you gave me, it didn't sound just like one guy."
"But June said."
I took a deep breath. Only one of the cameras in the bedroom seemed to be motion activated, based on the files in the directory. However, there were additional files that seemed much bigger. I opened one and found out why. It was a combination of all four cameras. Laying, tied to the bed, was Sue's friend Erin. Like my wife had described, she was tied to the bed by both hands and legs, her eyes covered with a blindfold and headphones on her head. I fast forwarded a bit and saw a naked young woman bent over the end of the bed, her face between Erin's legs, another guy standing behind her, fucking her pussy from behind. You could see the whole thing from four angles around the bed.



"Shit! That's Chris! Sylvia's daughter. What is she doing there?"
"What do you think?"
"She's being forced!"
"Like you were?"
Sue was quiet for several seconds. "Maybe."
"Maybe not too. I don't know."
"Adam isn't doing anything he's just watching." I fast forwarded to where the guy fucking Chris, had made her climax and was now climbing onto the bed to lay his dick between her tits. He started to fuck her tits until he unloaded on her chest and face. I sort of expected Adam to climb on the bed, but he didn't. Another guy, that was standing naked, kind of around the periphery of the images, moved to climb onto the bed. He slid his hardon into Erin and began fucking her in earnest, driving hard in and out of her, until he finally came. All of them left the room, and June came back in. She gently soothed Erin, then untied her, before helping her off the bed and out of the room.
"Can you find mine?"
"You sure?"
"Yes."
I opened no less that twelve different women in this position before I found Sue, who was incidentally, the oldest of the files, apparently making her the first recorded. I fast forwarded, through Adam starting to fuck her on the bed before tying her up, and then climbing off. A different young girl about Chris's age, was between Sue's legs, licking her pussy, while Adam and two other guys took turns fucking her, Adam eventually filling her pussy. One of the other two guys climbed on my wife's chest and fucked her tits until he came on her surgical mask covered face, and the third did his work between her legs. Once they had left, June came back in and untied her. "June said it was just Adam."
"From what I've seen, June will say whatever her tells her to."
"But why?"
"If you knew about all this, would you allow it in your house?" I asked, flicking the cameras through different rooms until I found June in her shower, working that same pink dildo into her pussy in the shower.
"No."
"But she seems to not even know they are there; I don't think he lets her know. I think he's told her that its her imagination or something."
"Can he actually do that?"
I nodded and pulled up the recording of the two police officers and let her watch, fast forwarding to different parts, most importantly the parts where he is telling them what to do and what to say.
"He can, can't he. He can make me do whatever he wants, can't he?"
"If he can talk to you. Yes. He has a code word. I don't know if yours is the same as the one he did on the cops, but it has to come from him. I can say it and it doesn't do anything. But if he does, he puts you back into that trance like they were, and then he programs what you say or do. From what Abby and Dr Kensington say, he can't make you do something, that is completely against your will, but I think, he can make you think you are doing something that you would do, but it's actually something else completely. So, under no circumstances do you talk to or take a call from Adam. Not ever! Since this is streaming, even if I erase the recordings, it's already streamed out. He can't know we were here and what I found. This, this would put him in jail for a long time."
"What do we do?"
"Well, I guess I call the detective and show her this recording."
"I agree. And we tell June and shut this down."
"You go get her."
I watched and listened on the cameras, as my still naked wife coaxed June to come to me, promising that I'd make her come again, if she did. I followed their progress all the way to the basement. "NO!" June cried as they approached the doorway. "NO! IT'LL EAT ME! NOOOOOOO!" She pulled away and ran up the stairs, clearly terrified.
I went after her, catching up to her in her bedroom, cowering under the covers of her bed. "June! Relax. There's nothing there." I said softly, pulling the blanket off her head. "No, I can't go in there. That's where it lives. It eats women that see it, I can't let it see me. It'll eat me, it'll kill me!"
"I've been there, it won't." I whispered, her eyes brimming with tears of fear. "I won't make you come see it. It's alright. Just stay here. It'll be fine. I'll close the door, so it can't get out."
"You will? Please! Please don't let it out!"
I kissed her on the forehead and headed back down. The file copy was going to take some more time. The problem I had was that there wasn't anything illegal about recording yourself, or even streaming yourself. We'd have to prove that it was done against her will. The police officer video would so that. I collected my clothes, as wet as they were, and Sue's. Then I made a call to the police. I had little hope of getting hold of the same woman, but we needed to shut this down now. I sent Sue home with my hard drive, so I had my copy safe from here, and then waited for the police to arrive.
To say the officers were stunned, when they watched their own being manipulated, would be an understatement. They quickly located the drugs that Adam used as well as the VR glasses seen in the video. I had little doubt that we wouldn't be seeing Adam again, if ever. But that didn't help poor June, or any of the women in those videos. They deserved to know what had happened to them, but how to identify them? That was going to be a problem. But for another day. By the time the police let me go home, it was almost two in the morning.
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Dr Kensington said I was not going to enjoy this session, and she was right. While I was sitting on the sofa of her office, with an extremely sexy and naked, twenty-year old, named Julie, riding my hardon, I was having trouble enjoying it. It also wasn't, because the same aged young woman named Eva, that was sensuously kissing me and teasing my body with her finger tips at the same time. No, I wasn't enjoying it because, despite Eva's attempts to keep my focus on the two of them, I knew what was happening to my wife only a few dozen feet away.
When we walked in for our session, I had expected to have time to talk to her, about what I'd found at June's house, but that didn't happen. As soon as we walked in, we were confronted by four naked college age dudes, and two naked young women. Doctor Kensington, Ivy, gave us explicit instructions, for us to follow the "leader" of our individual teams. In my case, a very cute little blond, with modestly large tits named Eva, and in my wife's case, the guy from the previous session, Adam.
Eva and a petite little brunette named Julie, very slowly and seductively undressed me, kissing and touching and stroking me all over, before informing me that their job, and mine, was to give each other as many orgasms as we could, before Adam declared my wife "finished." To that end, they spent forty-five minutes riding me, letting me lick them, suck their sexy, firm, C cup breasts and hard nipples, and of course, kissing and touching anywhere and everything. So far, they had gotten me off twice, and were working me toward a third, which would match what I had given each of them. That was, if they could keep me from being distracted, by what was happening to my wife at that moment.
Sue had a very different reality happening from her team of college age boys. They roughly stripped her, even ripping some of her clothes in the process, and then put her to work making them all come. She was to make each of them come in or on her, not less than twice, before they managed to make her climax twice. Failure would lead to what he called punishment. I don't know what she thought punishment was, but whatever he whispered to her, seemed to shock her. She immediately let one of the guys bend her over the padded massage table, set up in the middle of the office, and start fucking her from behind, while she worked to suck on one of the others. Over the last forty-five minutes I caught glimpses of, and listened to them as she had ridden, sucked, and jerked all of them off at least twice, including taking a load of cum, in her pussy from each of them, with the exception of one final guy, who had yet to come a second time. Two of them had come a third time, squirting, their cum, all over her tits and face while she lay on her back, frantically sucking and jerking the fourth guy to try and get him to come for her.
I could tell by the sound of her moans, that she was struggling to not let herself climax a second time, while Adam stood between her uplifted legs, rubbing the head of his cock up and down her slit, smearing the cum leaking from her, around her pussy and around her rosebud.
"Come on. Come for me bitch. I wanna fuck you up the ass, you want it too, I know you do. Just let yourself come and I'll feed my cock deep into your ass! Then we'll go stuff this little toy in your old man's ass. Bet he's gonna really love you for this! Come on bitch, come for me. Let me stuff your ass with my cock!"
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her shake her head, then seem to work even harder on the dick in her mouth and hand, while Adam sadistically teased her clit with a vibrator, that I now knew was destined for MY ass, if she failed in her task! I knew that she hadn't ever done anal, at least not to my knowledge, though it's possible that the real Adam had taken her there and made her forget it. No, as much as she didn't want to take his cock in her ass, the tip of which was teasing her rosebud, enough to push her ever closer to orgasm, I couldn't help but think, and hope, that her efforts were to spare me the indignity, of having that silver torpedo shoved up my ass. That is what was distracting me from the two beauties working to push me over the top once again.
She licked, sucked and stroked, the cock of the guy in front of her face, while Adam pushed his cock in and out of her pussy, and then pulled it all the way out, to tease the tip of his head down to her butt hole again. He went so far as to press against it with his head, threatening to force it into her at any second, if she didn't make his fourth team member come in her mouth.
The sudden spasm around my cock drew my attention back to Julie, riding my cock again, my hands cupping and kneading her firm little C cup boobs and nipples absentmindedly, as she began to tremble. Her pussy squeezed around me, as her fourth orgasm started to overtake her sexy young body. She bounced a little harder, her coordination not quite what it had been, which seemed to actually push my own just that much closer.
"Come for us. Let it happen again. Feel how good it is." Eva whispered, turning my face toward her with her fingers, preventing me from seeing my wife being tortured, for the lack of a better word, by Adam. I felt my own climax pushing to the edge, my body begging me for release, as Julie slammed herself down harder on my lap with each stroke, driving my engorged head against the end of her vaginal depths.
"Oh fuck," I groaned quietly into Eva's kiss, as my body jerked hard and started to empty what cum was left in me, into Julie's hot pussy. The moan my wife made, as her second climax overtook her, barely registered, but the massive gasp of surprise from her definitely did. I pulled my face from Eva's and looked over, to see Adam's cock already several inches into my wife's ass.
"That's it, bitch, I knew you couldn't do it! God, I love fucking you sweet whores in the ass!"
"NO!" my wife cried, jerking her legs from his grasp and using her feet to push him back. "NO!" She cried again, shoving the other guy back from her face, his rock-hard cock clearly not having come yet. She pushed up off the table and backed herself away, finally ending up standing with her back to the corner, one arm across her big tits, the other covering her crotch.
"Very good." Ivy said, motioning to Adam to back away and not pursue her. She walked over to my wife and gently stroked her face; then pulled her into a gentle hug. "It's alright, he's not going to do any more to you. You did just fine." She motioned to the four guys, who each walked behind Ivy's desk, picked up duffel bags and walked out of her office, still naked. The two girls on me, both gave me gentle kisses and then did the same, leaving just the three of us in the office. Ivy pulled away from Sue, the front of her blouse covered in the cum that had been put on my wife's face and tits. She pulled her gently, by the hand, over to the sofa and had her sit next to me. I reached out for her and Sue fell over into my arms, letting me hug her tightly, her back pressed to my chest as my arms circled her.
"I'm sorry, I couldn't hold back any longer," she whispered.
Ivy smiled. "I'd have been surprised if you could. David is extremely practiced at making women climax. I dare say, you lasted much longer than I would have expected. The question is, why did you try so hard? Were you that afraid of anal sex?"
"It wasn't for me. I didn't want him to do that to Allen." She looked up and me and smiled. "I love you, you shouldn't have to be punished for what I did."
"Perfect," Ivy practically purred. "I couldn't ask for a better result. Why don't you two go shower. Once you're cleaned up and dried off, come back and we'll talk more."
Sue nodded, she pushed up off my lap and from my arms. She stood and held a hand out for me. The two of us went to the bathroom and that ridiculously huge shower. We washed each other gently, Sue's touch was what I would call, tender. I let my fingers slip between her legs to wash her pussy, but she pushed my hand away. "Please don't, not when I'm full of them. You shouldn't have to touch that."
I kissed her head and pushed my hand back between her legs, gently stroking her lips with my soapy hand, while she looked up at me questioningly. "It's there because you wanted to protect me, not because you wanted it to be."
"So, you're not mad I had sex with them like that, and made them come in me?"
"Not mad." I whispered, pulling her to me in a tight hug. I wasn't mad. I didn't love the fact that I'd just watched four guys, fucking her in every way they could, but now I pretty much knew what happened at the pool that day. Nothing left to the imagination. Ivy had done a perfect job, even having one of her crew be a black guy, just like happened at the pool. I know that Sue wasn't in control of what she did, I don't blame her any longer for it. It'll be a long time though, before I feel like this is behind us, if I ever do.
After we dried off, we walked out and caught Ivy with her feet on her desk, tilted back in her chair, plunging the silver vibrator frantically in and out of her pussy. She realized we had come out, and blushing slightly, dropped her feet and sat upright, the hum of the vibrator in her hand, still evident for long seconds. "Sorry about that." She said awkwardly. "So, come sit back down and we can talk." She waited until we were seated, both of us wrapped in towels, before she stood up and pulled her skirt back down. "So, how did this week go?"
"Well, I wanted to talk to you about that. I know you didn't want me to, but I went to confront June. Turns out, he has the whole house wired with cameras and was not only recording them, but he was also streaming the whole house on motion control cameras. I found the control computer that had all the recorded feeds. Now I know why the police didn't find anything."
"How is that?"
I leaned down and picked up my pants and pulled out a thumb drive and handed it to her. "Play that."
She went to her desk, pulled a laptop out of a drawer and in a few moments was playing the video. "Did you notify the police about this?"
"I made a copy of the whole drive before I called them. They arrested June and were looking for her son. I don't know what they'll do with June. She was as much a victim here, as Sue. Hell, looking at the videos I have, he did this to dozens of women, some of them we know, some we don't."
"There is just nothing I can say that would make sense. There are people that just can't manage to function in society, without going off into deviant behavior. I suspect it started as a game or dare and then, once he realized what he had, what he could do, he turned it to, well, this. If the police have all the recordings, they can try and find the victims, but it might be easier coming from a friend, at least for those who you know well. But be careful. This is a potential mine field. Some husbands will be much less forgiving than you are. This could be the end of the road for their relationships."
"I understand."
"So, what else did you do this week? Did you do your homework?"
I glanced over at Sue, who smiled at me and then at Ivy. "Actually, we did."
"Great, tell me about it."
"I talked my sweetie into taking a drive with me, naked. We left all our clothes at home and drove out to this little scenic overlook. I've heard a few friends talk about their kids going out there, to make out, and well; we did more than that. There were a few cars there when we pulled in, but I just got out and climbed onto the hood, then begged him to fuck me. He did."
"How did it feel?"
"I expected to be nervous, but I wasn't, once I got out there on the hood. I knew the other couples had to be staring at my naked body, but all I wanted to do was to feel Allen coming inside me. It was...exhilarating."
"Would you have done this, say, a year ago?"
"No way! Not in a hundred years."
"So, I've noticed a theme here in your homework. You seem to be drawn to public exhibitions of sex. Doing things in a much more public setting, than you have for the last several dozen years. From what your husband has said, you wouldn't even wear a bikini, for the last twenty or so years. But now, you're exposing yourself, not just as a display, but also exposing yourself, having sex. I wanted to ask how it makes you feel, doing that?"
"It felt, I don't know. Hot. Sexy. I don't even know what gave me the idea, but once I got the idea, I couldn't seem to let go of it."
"How do you feel about putting Allen in that position? To have to expose himself, and you, in what has been an intimate, shared experience?"
"He doesn't seem to mind it. I mean, you don't, do you Allen?" She asked, looking at me.
"Well, when we were younger, we did a lot of more crazy shit like this. I mean, not to this extent; but, we did have sex in a movie theater once."
"And recently?" Ivy asked quietly.
"Before the camping trip? I don't think I'd have ever done it, what I did there. But that was kinda under the effects of drugs, right?"
"True, but now isn't. Why do you still indulge her in these? Are you enjoying them?"
"Well, sorta, yeah. I am."
"Alright. Good. If both of you are enjoying these settings, I don't see any reason to change what you are doing. These homework assignments are intended to cause you to bond more closely with each other again. This week, I want you to concentrate on oral sex. I want each of you, to pleasure the other orally to climax. If you want to have intercourse after that, feel free, but make each other climax orally, first."
"Do you think this desire for public sex is still part of his hypnotic control?" I asked.
She smiled at us. "Actually, no. You said that when you were younger, you did some things like this. Lots of young couples do, and as they age, they become more conservative and less, um, out there. I think that what's happened is, he unlocked some of those hidden desires. Are there other things that you're finding yourself thinking about? Things that you wouldn't have done before?"
"Well," Sue said, looking at me nervously. "This morning I went to work without panties on. I was so wet all day. When I got home all I wanted to do was rip off Allen's clothes and fuck him silly. Unfortunately, well, tonight happened."
"And you don't think you can have sex with him now?"
"Not like this. He doesn't deserve to have to have sloppy thirds or fourths from his own wife."
"And you don't think he would want you this way?"
"I wouldn't, if I were him."
"What do you think Allen? Would you still have sex with your wife?"
"It wouldn't be my first choice, but I would, if she asked me to."
"Don't worry. I won't ask." She said, squeezing my hand.
"Alright, what else have you thought about or done?"
"Well. Um." She said looking at me, suddenly chewing her lower lip. "After you made me lick your pussy last time, I started to think what it might be like, to have sex with another woman. If it was really as hot as the idea was suddenly sounding. I mean, I had to lick June that one time and I had someone lick me a couple times. But that was different. Last session, with you, was, well, I wasn't being directed by Adam. I had to do it, but part of me still wanted to, a little bit. I wanted to, because I knew that if I did, it'd help Allen and me."
"Have sex with another woman, as in how?"
"I don't know. I mean, I expected to find licking you to be disgusting, but while I was licking you, tasting his cum, well, I was starting to actually, kind of enjoy it. I thought I might like to try it again, but this time with Allen taking me from behind instead of Adam, like when he made me lick his mom."
"What do you think Allen? Would that sound like a fun thing to do?"
"I wouldn't mind taking my wife from behind, while she has her face between your legs. It's kind of a pretty hot idea. But if we're having sex with another woman, doesn't that sort of also include me, having sex with her too? I wouldn't mind, but I don't know that I want to be having sex with another woman in front of her. I mean, I did here, but that was because you told us to."
"What about the campground? You did there."
"I did, but I don't count that. I wasn't really myself."
"No? You were more susceptible because of the THC, but it was still you. That desire came from inside you, not from the drugs."
"Maybe, I suppose."
"What if you didn't have sex with the other woman?"
"It'd be pretty hard not to. I'd be pretty turned on."
"So, you're saying that if you watch your wife licking another woman, you'd want to join in? You find that idea not only attractive, but stimulating?"
"Stimulating?"
"Allen, you have sprouted a considerable erection since we started talking about it. I'd say you find it stimulating."
"I guess I sorta do."
"But the idea of another guy fucking your wife in front of you, isn't exactly appealing?"
"Not even."
"So, then what you're saying, is that you're only willing to do this, if it's one way. Meaning, you get to pleasure two women, and both are solely there for you?"
I was silent for a few moments. "I guess that's what it sorta works out to, doesn't it?"
"Does that seem fair?"
"Not really." I answered.
"Allen. I'll be honest with you. With Sue's job, as a nurse at the university, and with the extreme availability of half-dressed, college age men that brings, I believe it is just a matter of time, before her conditioning puts her into a situation that could be career ending. In some ways, I'm surprised it hasn't already happened. He planted the desire to fuck every young guy he introduced her to. And she did. But with him no longer there to introduce them, with no outlet for the desire he programmed into her, well, to be brutally honest, it's going to come out. Remember what I told you that first meeting? That the longer a person is under this kind of conditioning, the more it becomes ingrained, in what is normal for them? That's the whole purpose of that kind of programming, to change their behaviors."
"For Sue, having sex with multiple college age men has now become part of her new normal. I don't think we can ever erase it all. We can reduce it, minimize it somewhat, maybe channel it to something more controllable, but the desire will always be there. It wouldn't take much to make her fall off the wagon, so to speak, and have sex with a young guy that came on to her. All it would take is one of her co-workers to innocently rub her shoulders or back, before she walked into a patient room with a young man, and she could find herself inviting him to touch her inappropriately. She's always going to be susceptible to this. Adam programmed a physical and verbal trigger. Rubbing her shoulders or back is part of that trigger. Even if they don't say the trigger words, she's going to be primed, and from what research I've been able to do on this technique, there's no guarantee that it requires both parts of the trigger. There's also no data at all to suggest how deprogramming techniques affect this. This is a very new field. It's only now being used, in limited trials on addiction remediation. We're breaking new ground here. How he got his hands on this is, well, concerning. Why he thought it was appropriate to do, to unsuspecting women, well, only he can answer that. We're just stuck with the aftermath."
"So, what do we do? Just live with it forever?"
"The way I see it, we can do one of two things. The first is a variation on the intense submersion techniques I use to deprogram cult victims. We put them into day after day of intense situations designed to make the patient dislike or even hate that behavior we are trying to program out. It's a tricky balancing act, but it usually works. In Sue's case, that would be multiple times a day getting banged by a group of guys, like happened tonight. We'd do it every few hours, intentionally trying to make her body dislike the contact. The concern I have is that it might also make her no longer want sex at all, not just that particular kind of sex. It could also be fairly brutal, because we would have a number of young men force fucking her, being rough and somewhat brutal to her. In effect, we'd be raping her, over and over until she despised having sex with young guys."



"That doesn't sound very attractive. What's the other option?" My wife asked quickly.
"What we need to do, if you want to stay together, and you want to keep the job you have, is to find a way to channel that desire, into something you can both support."
"Like what? Sex orgies or something?" I asked her.
"No. Nothing like that. What I'm going to suggest is that you seek out someone you can trust, a younger couple. The younger the better, given Sue's conditioning. Have them over for dinner and enjoy each other. Have sex with each other's spouse or partner or whatever. Try to limit it to only when you are both there as a couple. Don't go off alone and have sex, that will just breed more mistrust. You may find that you have to, but if you do, you have to be open with Allen that you did and he has to have, what I like to call, balance. If you have sex with the male, Allen should have an equal amount of time with his wife. Sue, if you find you are having these urges, and you just absolutely have to have a young man between your legs, try to put it off until you can invite that couple over and the four of you share each other. But under no circumstances should you ever do anything behind the other's back. Do you understand me? If you start feeling these urges towards one of your patients, no matter how minor, you have to separate yourself immediately from that person. Find a quiet place and convince yourself that what you are feeling at that moment, is NOT for whoever you might be treating, but is for sharing the experience with Allen."
"So, the solution to my problem is to have more sex with other men? Is that what you're saying?" My wife asked quietly.
"Not just any random man. No, we want you to develop a relationship with one or two couples you can trust, so when those urges become overwhelming, you have an outlet." She looked at me. "Allen, you love your wife. If you want to keep her, you're going to have to find a way to accept that she is going to have these urges. Based on what you did at the campground, I think you have some serious sexual fantasies that you've never indulged in. Most men do. Having sex with younger women, is a very typical fantasy, one that often breaks up relationships if it's acted on in an inappropriate way. The cost of both, you fulfilling some of these fantasies, and giving your wife a controlled outlet for this conditioning, is that you need to find a way to accept, emotionally, that her having sex with another man in your presence, is okay."
"In front of me?"
"Just like you'll be having sex with his wife, in front of him. Some couples prefer to do it in the same place, right next to each other, even interacting with each other while they are having intercourse, but others will move to different rooms. Not having to watch, can make it a lot easier. You'll still know it happened. You may even hear it happening, depending on how vocal they get. What's important, is that it's never done separately. If she's having sex with another man, you should be having sex, with his wife, at the same time."
"I don't know. I mean, when we started, I was hoping we could put all this behind us and be a normal couple."
"There are a lot of levels of normal. For some couples, this kind of partner swapping is normal and part of their relationship. Just as to some couples, keeping it in the bedroom and between just the two of them, is normal. Your wife has been through something extremely difficult, and beyond her control. You've done a remarkable job, standing behind her and forgiving her. I know you two still love each other. But you have to accept, that for some time, maybe a long time, the only way you two are going to manage to get through this, is with these kinds of measures. Its either that, or sooner or later you're going to catch your wife having sex outside your marriage and hiding it from you, maybe with a friend, or neighbor or, more likely, one of her patients. We want to control those emotions and desires. So, why don't you go home, share your bed, but don't have sex tonight. Think about what I said. We'll meet next Thursday and talk about it some more. Is that okay with both of you?"
"Yeah. Sure." We both agreed.
"And don't forget about your homework. After each encounter, talk about what did and didn't turn you on about it. That's as important as the act."
"I have a question," I asked quietly. "Are you going to play with yourself after we leave?"
She blushed slightly. "Probably."
"I have a suggestion. I'm going to have to get used to her having sex with other people, maybe a good place to start is here. We're already naked, and Sue told me that she might like to try playing with another woman, why not let her try with you. I mean, she feels pretty safe with you, and you just told us, we should find a couple to play with. Why not let her try here, and see if it's what she thinks it is."
"You want to have sex with me?" Ivy asked Sue, directly.
"Well, we sort of already did. I mean, Allen had sex with you and then you forced me to lick his cum from you. So, I guess we already did, but I'd kind of like it to be more consensual, not something I'm forced to do."
"It's against my better judgment. The sex I've had with you two, was because the person I had lined up, got sick and couldn't make it and we needed to proceed with the deprogramming process. I never intended on having sex with you at all. If we did this, you'd have to understand that it wouldn't be part of my treatment. This would be just, oh, extra experience."
"That's kind of what I need, I think. Even if we had someone over, I'd feel compelled to keep going, even if I didn't want to. So, yeah, I think I wanna try with someone I can stop with, if it doesn't feel right."
"There isn't any need for you to have sex with another woman if you don't want to. A lot of couples don't do any same sex interactions, others, well, I know one couple that is struggling, because the husband likes to watch his wife being pleasured, by both members of the other couple, but the wife doesn't particularly enjoy being with another woman. Another guy, even two or three men, but not women."
"So, being hesitant about having sex with another woman isn't a big problem?" I asked.
"That's right. But if you still want to do this." Ivy said, pausing to look at my wife who was nodding slightly. "Okay then. Since we've already had sex as part of the treatment, I guess it can't hurt." Ivy said, standing up. I watched as she undressed, taking off her skirt, followed by her cum stained blouse and bra. She still had on her stockings and moved to take them off.
"Let me," I said, slipping off the sofa to kneel in front of her. My towel, fell open and off, as I reached for her right thigh. I slowly rolled the stocking down her leg, to her ankle, my fingers gently stroking her leg, over and over to coax the roll down. She lifted her foot from her high heel and let me take the stocking off, before standing back down on her now, bare foot. I did the same on her other leg, intentionally teasing the inside of her thigh as I did. By the time she was naked, I could tell she was already breathing hard, with excitement.
"Why don't we come over here." Ivy suggested, holding a hand out to my wife. Sue stood and took her hand, letting Ivy pull her around to the massage table. Ivy stopped next to the table, then moved to embrace my wife. She pressed her big soft tits against my wife's and leaned her face to my wife's, to kiss her. It was awkward at first, my wife was stiff and resistant. But that slowly changed, Ivy not backing away, nor letting my wife back away. Soon the two were kissing, every bit as wetly and softly as she and I did, in the throes of sex. I sat on the sofa, watching them, my cock rock hard. I couldn't help but stroke it slowly, as their hands began exploring each other's bodies, Ivy stroking my wife's back and butt, being careful to stay away from her neck, shoulders and lower back. It wouldn't do to hit any of the programmed triggers, though I wasn't above that myself.
They touched and stroked, until each had a hand between the other's legs. Only then, did Ivy break the embrace, and suggest that they lay down. She lay on the table and coaxed my wife to crawl onto the table with her, facing the opposite direction. With my wife's pussy above her face, she gently pulled my wife's butt down, inching her closer to her mouth.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck." Sue moaned softly, as Ivy dipped her tongue, into her wet slit. I was almost surprised that Ivy wasn't hesitant, after how much cum my wife had in her already tonight. She looked down at Ivy's crotch, her knees spread wide for her to expose her pussy. She slowly lowered her face down and gently kissed Ivy's thighs. Her kisses were slow and wet, making Ivy moan into her pussy. Slowly, she worked her kisses closer and closer, to Ivy's wet lips, finally planting her kisses directly on soft, delicate inner lips.
I got up and walked over to watch, pulling Ivy's chair around so I could sit in it and watch. I slowly stroked my rock-hard cock, watching my wife slowly, tentatively, explore Ivy's wet lips. She frowned a little at the taste, but continued to lick and stroke, before shifting her arms to loop around Ivy's thighs. She used her fingers to spread her lips apart, exposing Ivy's hard, little clit. She licked it tentatively, causing Ivy to jerk in surprise and then arch her back a little, trying to coax my wife to lick again. Sue began to tease and flick Ivy's clit, with the tip of her tongue, drawing a moan from Ivy.
I could tell that Ivy was also having an effect on Sue, her licks coming in short bursts, before she pulled her face away, long enough to gasp and pant. Yeah, she was definitely getting closer and closer to climax. I saw her lift her head suddenly and moan as Ivy did something that changed the sensations drastically. "Oh God, you're going to make me come." She moaned softly.
"That's the idea, isn't it?" Ivy answered, from between her legs.
"I don't think I'm doing as well on you though."
"You're doing fine. Just keep going. I'm enjoying it just fine."
"I'm not very good at this."
"So, use your finger and push it into me, like a little dick, while you lick me."
Sue nodded and I saw her slowly push one finger into Ivy's wet depths. Her finger slowly disappeared into Ivy and then she began to stroke it in and out, much like I might, if I were fucking her. She lowered her head and licked, while she stroked, Ivy's body quickly responding to the new sensations. Sue jerked her head up and looked at me with wide eyes, moments before her whole body bucked and shuddered. I could tell she was having a massive climax, one that she hadn't seen coming, apparently. She gasped and panted, as her body shook and trembled. Slowly her shudders stilled and she began to breathe again. "That wasn't fair." She finally panted.
"It wasn't supposed to be fair, it was supposed to make you climax, and it sure as fuck did. God, you squirted all over me."
I raised my eyebrows in surprise, to which my wife gave me a coy look. "I didn't know I could until Adam made me do it." She whispered, a little shyly.
"It's okay." I nodded, letting her know that whatever she did, was going to be okay with me tonight. I'd made her squirt out at the lake, doing what I'd learned in the rain storm, but as far as I knew that had been the first time she had. I guess that assumption was wrong. She went back to licking and finger fucking Ivy for several minutes, Ivy squirming and moaning under her, but not quite getting her over the edge. She looked up at me and grinned. She pulled her finger from Ivy's pussy and held a hand out to me, flexing her fingers to coax me to get up and come to her. I stood and she grasped my dick and pulled me toward them, moving her face to the side a little as she guided me to Ivy's pussy.
"If we're going to swap partners, I'm going to have to learn, to watch you having sex with another woman. Can't get a closer view than this, can I?" she whispered, as she pulled my shaft and forced me into Ivy's vagina. I leaned closer, driving easily into her already excited pussy.
Ivy gasped and moaned as I started to stroke in and out of her, Sue leaning her face down and trying to lick her clit, finally giving up on that and using her fingers, to rub it. "Oh shit! OHHHHH SHIT SHIT SHIT SHIT!" Ivy cried, as her body began to tremble and shudder. I felt her pussy clench around me and knew that if I kept going, I was going to come any second. I started to pull back and Ivy gasped "NOOOOOOO!"
Sue grabbed my dick as soon as I was out of her and pulled me back, forcing me back into Ivy's spasming pussy. "Do it." Was all she said, knowing that I knew what that meant. I started to plunge into her again, fucking her pussy inches from my wife's face. It didn't take long before my body let go and I started to fill Ivy with my cum. Shot after shot went deep into Ivy, as I stood jerking and panting. Sue let me stand there for almost a full minute, before she pushed me back. I stared as she lowered her face to Ivy's pussy again, licking the cum, that started to leak from Ivy's depths. I sat in the chair, until my wife pulled her face from between Ivy's legs. "I guess I could get used to it, as long as it's yours." She said to me, as she crawled off the table.
Ivy climbed from the table, her whole upper body from her neck down was glistening with my wife's juices. "I seriously need a shower now." She said with a chuckle.
"You do." I agreed.
"But I think you two should go home, and be together. This was enough for a first time. Don't you think?"
I looked at Ivy and saw her give me that little nod. I nodded back. "Yeah, I think that's a good idea."
Ivy stayed naked while we dressed, then pulled both of us, in turn, into a full body embrace and a long, wet kiss; Sue's being considerably longer than mine. She showed us to the door and we headed home, both of us exhausted, but still having over an hour drive home.
---o---
How does one go about finding a couple to play sex games with? Do you advertise on Facebook for the whole world to see? Do you approach a friend and hope they understand? Maybe someone you know at work? That too could be difficult, if they don't understand. It would be hard enough, finding a same age couple to do this with, though now that we have a group of women that have been under Adam's control, maybe one of those couples would agree. Only a few are the age we're supposed to consider though. Ivy said young. To my wife and me, that means under thirty for sure.
Sue and I talked about it all the way home, and well into the night. We had mutually agreed that if Ivy thought it was best, then we should try. Neither of us liked the other alternative she suggested. But discretion was paramount. As a college professor, image was important. Even the hint of impropriety could be costly to my career. True, I would be retiring soon, but that didn't mean I wanted to be forced out early.
I had one possibility I could think of, of a person I might ask. Well, ask is a difficult thing. No, asking outright wouldn't work. It was going to have to be more subtle than that. One of the secretaries at work, typically wore very revealing clothing, was definitely young enough and had, on more than one occasion, made subtle passes at me. Why, I don't know, given that I'm at least thirty years older than she is. Maybe it was the accidental encounter in the men's room a couple years ago. I was changing after working out and for some reason, she absentmindedly walked into the men's room, rather than the women's room, right next door. I wasn't naked by any means, but all I did have on was my briefs. That was almost two years ago, and since then, she would occasionally find some way to make a pass at me. Subtle comments, an occasional 'accidental' rub against me with a hand or other body part, one time, even going so far as to gently pat my butt as she was standing behind me in a line. None of it was ever going to go anywhere, since we were both married, but now, if she was interested, would she want to take it further? Would her husband be interested? Or was she into doing things behind his back.
"So, you think I should approach Debbie?" I asked my wife, as we ate breakfast. "I know you don't like her all that much."
"I don't like her, because she was making passes at you."
"Which I rejected."
"You did, like a good husband. It's ironic, that now you're going to make a pass at her?"
"I don't know that I'd make a pass at her."
"So just how to you plan on asking her, if she and her husband would like to go fuck?" She said with a frown, her tone clearly making note of her discomfort.
"Well, I'm sure as hell not going to go up and ask her if she wants to fuck. I kinda thought I might invite them over for dinner and a swim. We can always make disappearing swim suits happen, through a game or something. If that works, well, we see what happens and how far they want it to go."
"Seems like you thought this through pretty well."
"I didn't sleep very well last night. Watching what happened to you, bothered me a lot more than I'd like to admit."
"Yet you're still willing to go through with this swapping thing?"
"If Ivy is right, you're gonna cheat on me at some point. Might as well make it happen, where we can both control it and, well, share it, instead of you getting mixed up with one of your patients. I mean, seriously, think about it. You, with those desires, taking blood pressure of a twenty-two or three-year-old guy, sitting in just a hospital gown? How much of a temptation would it be for you, to just push his gown aside and start playing with his dick? After what I've seen on those videos, I'm kind of surprised it hasn't happened already."
"Who says it hasn't?" She asked me, with raised eyebrows. "For all I know, it has and I've just been programmed to forget about it."
"I don't think it works like that. Being programmed to forget things that Adam did was one thing, being programmed to forget about something you do with some random guy? I don't think that's part of it, is it?"
"I wish I could be so sure. I had no idea that I was being recorded. I'm still not very happy that my body has been splashed all over the internet. If someone saw that and connected that it was me, it could end badly for my job."
"Yeah, it wouldn't be good for me either. Okay, I'll try and approach her and see what happens."
"If they do, come over, I mean. How am I going to entice her husband to want to have sex with me?"
I looked at her and shook my head with a smile. "I keep telling you, you're still a good-looking woman. Do you remember that bikini that I bought for you, for the cruise we took a few years back?"
"That tiny little thing I refused to wear?"
"That tiny little thing you refused to wear. Why did you refuse to wear it? Do you remember?"
"Yeah. It showed way too much of me. Last thing I wanted was a bunch of horny men leering at me, as I walked around or swam in the pool."
I got up from the table. "Think about what you just said. You'll find that suit, still in the bottom drawer under those little nightgowns that you never wear either."
"Those aren't nightgowns. They're extremely risqué lingerie."
I grinned at her in response, before turning and heading out the door.
---o---
"Hey beautiful." I said softly, as I walked into Debbie's office. She looked up at me, startled, making me wonder if I'd misjudged right out of the gate. I was about to apologize, when she smiled back at me.
"Allen. What a surprise. What can I help you with?" She asked, as I moved to sit in the chair next to her desk, that she was motioning me toward.
"Nothing in particular, just came to visit." I answered with a shrug. "I didn't want you to think that I was avoiding you or anything." She leaned back in her chair a little, exposing more of the front of her light weight, yellow, sleeveless sun dress. The deep V in the front ran down nearly to where the bra, that held her fairly large breasts, would become visible, exposing a significant amount of her young cleavage. "That's a very attractive dress. It suits you well."



She smiled, sort of, almost as if she were trying to figure out what I was thinking. "You have been avoiding me. I thought maybe I'd done something you didn't like."
"Oh, I guess I've been a little preoccupied lately, with some personal stuff. Not that you've done anything I didn't appreciate."
She raised her eyebrows, knowing full well that I'd avoided reacting to her advances. "I'd have thought you didn't appreciate my attentions," she practically whispered, glancing toward the door. "If you want to have a private conversation, why don't you close that?" I got up, stepped to the door and closed it. Not that we were by any stretch of the imagination, private, given the number of windows the office had, both to the outside and to the main office area, that the secretary's offices were located in. "So, what's on your mind?"
"Well, to be honest, I was wondering if you and your husband had plans for this weekend. I thought maybe you'd like to come over, for a little bar-b-que and maybe a dip in the pool?"
She raised her eyebrows again. "Is your wife out of town or something?"
"Why would you ask that?"
She laughed a little. "Because of the look she gave me, at the last department Christmas party, right after I kissed you on the cheek?"
"Oh, well, I think she was a little concerned, that you might be trying to get into my pants or something. I mean, you were grabbing my ass, the same time you kissed my cheek," I chuckled.
"What if I said I was?" She answered, with a naughty grin.
"What if I said that I might not mind?" I answered her, getting a surprised look back. "Anyway. Yes, Sue is home. We thought maybe it was time to have you and your husband over for dinner. The pool water is warm. I'm planning on putting some ribs in the smoker. You guys could come over in the afternoon and hang out with us around the pool, maybe play some cards or something. Have some good food."
"Sounds like an interesting offer. You don't think she'd be upset if I wore a bikini, do you?"
"I think she has a brand new one, that she's been dying to wear, so I don't see any reason not to. Personally, I'd kind like to see you in a bikini."
"I can tell." She said with a little lick of her lips, her eyes darting down to my lap. "What are you going to be wearing. Nothing that would hide that bulge, I hope."
I looked down at my pants and realized that I had sprouted a considerable hardon, something I had trained myself to avoid, when I was with students, or at least as much as possible. "Sorry," I mumbled, blushing slightly.
"I don't see there's anything to be sorry about, not if you were hinting at what I was hoping you were hinting at. Unless of course I read you wrong, and in that case, I'm the one that's sorry."
I looked back up at her, finding her blushing slightly, as well. "Actually, um, uh, you, um, you didn't. Oh shit. This isn't going the way I planned."
"So, I didn't read you wrong?"
"Um. No. You didn't. This is just kind of awkward."
"You do seem to be a bit nervous. Maybe I should flash you some boob or something, just to take your mind off of it?" She said with a crooked little grin, that made me blush a little more. "Damn! You are making me so fucking wet right now."
"I am?"
"Oh yeah. Remember that day I accidently walked into the bathroom on you? You were standing there in just your briefs?"
"How could I forget?"
"Well, it was an accident, but after, I was really wishing that I'd been a few seconds earlier or a few seconds later." I looked at her curiously. "To catch you without the briefs." She grinned. "If what you're suggesting, is what I'm hoping you're suggesting, is there a chance that I might get that view?"
I took a breath and let it out. "There is, as long as your husband doesn't mind reciprocating with my wife."
She raised her eyebrows again. "Oh really? Are you suggesting that there could be some hanky-panky to be had, by all involved?"
"I guess that all depends on how your husband feels about older women."
She laughed and shook her head. "After the hardon he had from looking at the size of your wife's tits in that dress at the party? I think he'd be more than happy, to indulge in a little teasing."
"What if it was more than just a little teasing?" I asked in a whisper.
She looked at me seriously. "Allen, are you propositioning me?"
It was my turn to be startled. "I...Um, I didn't...I wasn't...I was just..."
She finally smiled and winked at me. "I don't know what my husband would think of the idea, but if somehow your wife's boobs managed to become exposed, I'm pretty sure he'd at least agree to a little messing around. But what I really want, really wouldn't at all mind, is seeing what you have hidden down there, and maybe even what you can do with it. Don't worry, this Saturday will be fine. We'll be there."
---o---
Damn! Sue looked incredible, in that tiny, navy blue, string bikini. Sixty-year old body or not, she was still quite trim, and her thirty-eight DDD breasts, were a struggle for the tiny blue triangles to corral. Every step she took, made them wiggle and jiggle in the tiny top. I'd already shaved her a few weeks ago at the campground, so touching her up so she had no sign of hair down there, well, it just made her look that much hotter. If Debbie and her husband weren't coming over in less than an hour, I'd be tempted to try and take the suit off her right now. She walked toward me with a little bag in her hand and stopped a few feet away, watching me tend the smoker. I closed the door on the smoker and she held the bag out for me. "What's this?"
"It's for you." She said, still holding the bag out.
"That didn't answer the question." I said, taking the bag from her extended hand, her other hand behind her back.
"I know." She said with a grin as I reached into the little bag and pulled out a fire engine red wad of cloth.
"What the hell?"
"Something a lot sexier to wear, than that." She said, as she squatted down in front of me. In moments, she was using a pair of scissors, she had hidden behind her back, to cut my boardshorts style swim suit. I stood there as she cut all the way up one leg and then continued up until she cut all the way through the waistband. "If I have to wear something like this, it's only fair that you do too." She said, as my now destroyed shorts slid down my one leg, leaving me basically naked.
"Shit honey! You could have just asked me to take them off."
"And have you refuse to wear these? Or change back later? Not a chance."
I tucked the bag under my arm and spread out a bright red, spandex, speedo style swim suit. "I can't wear this." I protested, as she grasped my mostly hard dick and aimed it at her mouth. "Oh damn, what are you doing?"
"Getting your dick hard really nice and hard." She said, looking up at me, then going back to take my dick back in her mouth. She continued to look up at me, as she stroked her lips and hand along my shaft. I could feel it already starting to grow harder, as she used her tongue and hand to squeeze and tease it, stroking her tongue under my head, like Abby had taught her only a few weeks ago. It only took a couple short minutes to have my dick rock hard and my mushroom head engorged.
"Okay, that isn't fair, because I know you're not going to let me have sex with you."
"Nope, I just wanted to see what it was going to look like when you got hard later."
"I can tell you what it's gonna look like. As soon as I get a hardon it's going to be poking out of this little thing."
"Ohhh, poor baby." She cooed, as she reached up and took the small suit from me. She coaxed me to lift one foot, allowing her to pull the now ruined board shorts off, and slip the spandex on that leg. I held her shoulders for balance and let her pull the suit over my other foot. She pulled the stretchy material up my legs and then over my butt. She pulled the suit waistband out as far as she could, then pulled it over my raging hard-on. "Hmmmm. This isn't going to work very well, is it?" She mumbled, as she tried to tuck me in by pushing my dick sideways so that it lay pointed toward my hip. Even then, the tiny suit was only going to cover three quarters of my fat shaft.
"I could have told you that. Now what am I supposed to wear? They'll be here any time."
"Well, I guess it's my problem then, isn't it?"
"Your problem?"
"Uh huh." She said as she stayed squatted down in front of me. She reached for the suit again and pulled it down to my thighs. Then she reached for my dick and pointed it toward her mouth. She reached to her chest and pulled the triangles of the top aside to expose her big sexy tits, and then used both hands to stroke my dick while she sucked and licked my head. She pulled off my dick and stood up. "Okay, but just for a second." She said a she turned around and bent over, putting her hands on her knees. "Go ahead!"
She didn't have to ask me twice. I pulled the tiny slip of a bikini bottom aside, exposing her soft pussy lips and rubbed my saliva coated head up and down her lips. "Someone's damn wet!" I grunted, as I pushed easily into her hot, wet confines.
"That's what happens when you make me prance around mostly naked." She panted, as I held her hips and drove my dick in and out of her. "Remember. We don't want to give him sloppy seconds, as you call it."
"Uh huh." I grunted in answer, as I pounded into her, watching the shadow of her hanging tits on the pavement. I could make out their swinging profile, including her hard nipples, making my climax grow, even more quickly. "You want me to make you come?"
"Uh-uh. I just wanna be really turned on so I'm not so nervous."
"I'd have thought those two glasses of wine would have done that." I panted, as I got ready to unload. "Gonna come."
She abruptly pulled off of me and turned around, squatting down in front of me again. She aimed my dick at her face and began to frantically stroke it, until I unloaded, squirting my cum into her waiting mouth, much to my surprise. "Might as well get used to it, I have a feeling I'm going to be doing it a lot more," she said, after swallowing my cum with a somewhat displeased look.
"Why so?"
"Don't young guys like blow jobs? I mean, all of them I've done, have always wanted to come in my mouth. I mean, you don't ask me to, I guess because you know I don't really like it. But I can't count on other guys being like you. Besides. Wouldn't be fair for me to get you all turned on and then tell you no."
"Not something else in there too? Like maybe, if I've already come for you I won't be so fast to come for her?"
"Well, maybe," she said, with a little shrug, as she stood up. "Damn suit is so small. I still can't believe you wanted me to wear this on that cruise."
"You would have looked so damn hot in it though!"
"Uh huh. Just like you would have looked in that. By the way, I bought it when I found this in your sock drawer, just in case you tried to force me to wear it on the cruise."
I chuckled. "You've been hiding it this whole time?"
"I knew it would come in handy some day. It's a shame though," she said, as she reached to me and pulled the suit up over my now softening cock. "If I'd have realized just how sexy you look in it, I might have gotten it out for you a lot sooner."
"You're terrible," I whispered as I pulled her into a hug. "But if you had, I'd have made you wear this one too."
"As horny as I am right now, it might have been worth it. God, I wanna come so bad!"
"I can get you off." I whispered, reaching down to stroke her between the legs, her suit still pulled to one side, exposing her wet lips.
"Uh-uh. I wanna be horny. I'm afraid I'm going to chicken out. Doing it for the boys, with Adam, was different. I never felt like I was in control, I was like a robot or something, watching myself doing those things. I couldn't stop myself, I didn't WANT to stop myself, but at the same time, I sorta did. Can you understand that?"
I removed my hand from between her legs and slipped the tiny triangle of material over her lips. "If I couldn't, I wouldn't still be here."
She hugged me tightly and kissed my cheek. "I wonder sometimes, what I did to deserve a guy like you."
She pushed away and headed into the house, to answer the doorbell we could hear ringing. I fixed my suit to make it presentable, hoping that the wet mark on the front, where I was leaking, wasn't overly obvious, and then headed for the house, grabbing a towel to wrap around my waist on the way.
"Allen, you remember my husband Joe, right?" Debbie said, with a smile, as she stepped into the house, wearing a tank top and shorts.
I held my hand out to her husband and he took it and shook it, without taking his eyes off my wife's chest. "Uh. Yeah. Allen." He mumbled, before Debbie punched him in the arm. "OW! What was that for?"
"Staring? Or do you want Allen to stare at my chest that way?"
"Well, no."
"Then don't stare at her that way."
"Sure," he said to his wife, before looking back to my wife. "Sorry about that. I wasn't prepared for, um, to see, um. Yeah."
Sue laughed softly. "Not a problem Joe, enjoy the view, that's why it's there!" She said, as she stepped toward him, wrapping her arms around him and hugging them together, pressing her tits against his t-shirt covered chest. "If you want to change, I can show you the guest room."
"That'd be nice. It's been a warm afternoon and a dip sounds pretty nice right now."
"Sure, come on this way." My wife said, taking Joe by the hand and leading him through the living room.
Debbie looked at me with raised eyebrows and stepped closer, wrapping an arm around my neck and reaching to my crotch with the other. "Can't wait to see you get a hardon." She whispered, rubbing her hand on my towel covered crotch.
"You think I will?"
"You usually do, when you're pretending not to look at my boobs, and I'm going to give you plenty to pretend not to look at." She giggled.
"You coming hon?" We heard Joe call from down the hall.
"Be right there!" She smiled, as she let go of me and then headed across the living room and down the hall. I shook my head and headed back to the patio, wondering if Sue was going to try and peek into the bedroom or something.
She didn't, and ended up walking out to the patio and standing next to where I was sitting in a lawn chair. "She seems willing enough."
"Oh, yeah. I think Joe will be the tough sell."
She chuckled. "If Adam did one thing better than any other, he got me to realize just how much guys like my boobs. I don't think he'll turn down a chance to see or touch them once I lose my top."
"How are you going to do that? Just whip it off?"
She laughed. "Just play along. You left that part in my court, so in my court it'll be!"
"As you wish." Joe and Debbie came out, a couple minutes later, Joe in a pair of board shorts, sorta like mine were, before Sue took a scissors to them, and Debbie in a tiny bikini, not quite as small as the one Sue had on, but pretty damn small just the same. The effect of seeing this much of her, for the first time, was almost immediate, and disturbing. I was hoping that I wouldn't sprout a hardon as soon as I saw her, but that wasn't going to be the case. Fortunately, I still had the towel around my waist to minimize the visible reaction.
"Would you like a beer or something? I asked, as they came out and stood near the chairs I'd arranged in a rough circle, around the little gas fireplace.
"Sounds like a good idea." Debbie agreed. "I've been hot all day long."
"I'll get 'em then." I said, standing up.
"That's alright honey. I'll get them." Sue said, as she stepped in front of me. She tugged on the towel on the way past, pulling it off and exposing the significant amount of bulge the tiny red suit was showing off. I saw Debbie's eyes grow at the sight, and then a smile spread across her lips.
"That's some suit there Allen."
I felt myself blush. "Yeah. Um..."
"That wasn't a complaint." She added. "I think it's quite, uh, yeah. Sexy."
"Really Deb?" Joe asked quickly.
"Sure hon. Don't tell me that hardon you had when we were changing was because the wind was blowing. It was cuz you were ogling Sue's boobs. Can't I ogle Allen?"
"I hope so." Sue said, as she stepped back onto the patio, with four bottles of beer in her hands. "Otherwise, this bikini thing would be kinda one sided."
"I agree!" Debbie said, with a grin. "You want us to wear bikini's, how come you don't wear something like Allen?" She asked her husband.
"Oh, don't blame him. Allen would be wearing one like Joe's too, if I hadn't taken a scissors to it a few minutes ago."
"You did? Seriously!? I should try that. I hate that suit he has on, but he just continues to wear it anyway."
I took one of the bottles from Sue and passed it to Joe, and then took the other one in that hand for myself, while Sue held out the other hand to Debbie. I took a long swig and tried not to think about anything sexy, which was really damn hard, as I stared at Debbie's body. Debbie's boobs were smaller than Sue's by about two cup sizes, but looked surprisingly firm for their size. The tiny, lime green and dark green striped material covering her areola did a poor job of hiding her protruding nipple. As she turned to set down the beer, I could see her entire ass was bare, only three small straps coming together high on her butt, marring the incredibly sexy view. She dropped something and bent even further, showing me, just how much wasn't covered. The tiny triangle of the bikini bottom failed to cover her entire pussy, or was intentionally situated to generate that effect. The single tiny strap that ran down the crack of her ass, ran across her rosebud and then dipped between her lips slightly before joining the triangle covering the front of her pussy and mound.
She straightened back up and turned to look at me, her eyes dipping down to look at my crotch, moments before her mouth broke into a grin. I didn't look down. I didn't need to. I was all too sure exactly what was happening, which I was equally sure, was exactly what she hoped would happen.
"You know, I think I'm going to go get wet." I said, turning around to set my beer on the table, intentionally facing away from Joe. I glanced down and sure as hell, the head of my dick was trying to push up out of the waistband of the tiny spandex suit. I walked, with my back to them, headed to the stairs at one end of the pool. We wanted to make our pool kid friendly, when we had it built years ago, and to that end, there was a walk down stairway on the shallow end, leading down into four-foot deep water. It maintained that depth for about half the length of the pool, before dropping off to a nine-foot deep section, designed to let them dive in, though not from a diving board. Once I was down into the water that came up to my stomach, I felt a little better. At least I was covered.
I turned toward the side of the pool to look back toward Sue and saw that only my wife and Joe were left, both now moving, to sit in chairs facing each other. I couldn't help but notice, that the way she was sitting, her crotch had to be spread for Joe to see, which was what I suspected, she intended. I felt a set of hands on my waist and then a set of tits pressed into my back, as the hands slid down under water, and pushed the waist of my suit down, forcing it down over my butt all the way to my thighs. The hands slid up, to grasp my now exposed cock.
"I never thought this'd be happening." She whispered, as she slowly stroked it.
I turned myself around to face her, making her step back slightly and let go of my hardon. "If you'd have asked me six months ago, I wouldn't have either."
"So, what changed?" She asked, reaching for my dick again.
"First, let me ask what you told Joe."



"Well, um, I was a little vague."
"How vague?"
"Well, if you're asking if I told him, you and I wanted to have sex, no, I definitely didn't say that."
"So, what did you say?"
"I said we were invited over and suggested that if Sue flirted with him, he was welcome to flirt back. And when he asked, if that meant I wouldn't be upset with him if he looked at her boobs, I said as long as he didn't mind if I showed mine off to you."
"I see."
"Not yet you don't. but if you want to, you can." I looked at her quizzically. "If you wanna see my boobs, you can."
I reached up and cupped her breasts, rubbing her already hard nipples through the material. "I just want to be sure this isn't going to cause a problem at work for us."
"I don't know why it would." She said as she grasped my dick in both hands.
"Can I be really honest with you? I mean, you can't tell anyone about this."
Her face changed to one of concern. "Allen, sure. What's going on?"
"Um. You've seen in the paper that guy that got arrested for sex offenses?"
"Yeah. The article was pretty cryptic. Just that he was being charged with some ungodly number of sexual assault charges. What does he have to do with it?"
"What the article didn't say was that he got caught hypnotizing women and forcing them to do sex acts, which he recorded and put on the internet."
"Oh God, that's fucking disgusting!"
"Yeah, it is. He didn't just force them to do sex acts on him, but he forced them to have sex with a pretty significant number of other college guys. They're still trying to identify them, and from what I understand he isn't talking; but, they think he was charging them money to be part of sex orgies with older women."
"What a perverted asshole. But I still don't understand what, wait...you don't mean..."
I nodded. "Sue was one of his victims. We've been going to see a sex counselor about it. He didn't just force them. He used some new, experimental hypnosis technique they're using to help addicts, only he used it to make them want to have sex with him and his buddies."
"Let me get this straight. He hypnotized women, convinced them to have sex with him and his friends and then puts it on the internet, presumably for money. And your wife was one of the women that he did this too?"
"That's about the size of it."
She looked at me a long time. "You're not going to hypnotize us for sex, are you?" She asked with a laugh. "I mean, hell, I'm holding your cock in my hands, so all you'd have to do is ask."
"No. I'd never do that. Remember, I told you that he was using an experimental technique they're trying on substance abusers? Well, it kind of follows a lot of stuff that was done way back, in World War II, by the Germans. They were exploring how to create agents to infiltrate the governments of the countries they were fighting. They were never successful, because even under hypnosis, you can't force a person to do something they wouldn't ever do, like kill someone. But you can program them to do things like steal information. You just have to make it a reaction to something else. For instance, they were trying to have people make copies, of things that said secret, so any time they read something that said secret, they were to memorize it and then write it down and put it someplace. They'd then have another person, that every time they went to have a smoke or a cup of coffee, they'd check that place and if there was something there, they'd take it and send it someplace else. It was kind of involved, as I understand it, neither person would actually know they were committing treason. But the result of it was, that they figured out that they could program people to do specific tasks, without even realizing they were doing it."
"And he was using this same technology?"
"Yeah. They're doing experiments, where once they get an addict cleaned up, they program him, to try to find his high a different way. Program them to enjoy, so to speak, some other activity instead of getting high on drugs. So, they programmed her to want to have sex with young guys. They redirected her desire to have sex with me, and aimed it, at younger men. They made her imagine that Adam was me and what she was doing with the other guys was to please me, that I wanted her to do it with them and me."
"Jesus. That's, I don't even know what to say. But you're getting help to fix it?"
"Yeah. It's been a bit rough. Our second visit she brought in a person to hypnotize her and try and reverse what he did, but some of it can't be undone. It's been embedded in her for six months, and well, some of it is now, what the therapist calls, her new normal. There may be no way to ever undo it all."
"So, what does this all have to do with us?"
"The therapist is concerned that because she's programmed to want college guys, that she might, accidently, oh hell. She might be overly susceptible to them. She wants us to find a couple we can trust to, well, you know."
She laughed, "So, it isn't that you want to have sex with me, but you want Joe to have sex with your wife?"
"Well, yes and no. She needs to have an outlet for that, at least for a while, and in order to keep me from being jealous, the therapist wants for us to share it as couples. I don't mean that you'd have to have sex with her, unless of course, you want to. But I damn well don't really have any desire to do anything with Joe, if you know what I mean."
"I do. So, right now, your wife is trying to seduce Joe, and that's alright with you, as long as you get to play with me at the same time?"
"That's about the size of it. If you find that offensive or something, just say so and we'll put a stop to it."
"Are you kidding? I don't think Joe will mind at all, being seduced by her, as long as he gets to play with those tits! And for me, I'm fine with him fucking her, as long as I get this in me too. Yeah, I'm in. But Joe, he's not going to take it quite as up front. She's going to have to seduce him for real."
I looked over my shoulder and saw her, gently rubbing a finger up and down, over one of her completely exposed, rock hard, nipples, Joe's eyes as big as saucers. "I don't think that will be a problem." I turned my head back and moved my hands to her neck. I untied the knot behind her neck and then pulled her closer to undo the one behind her back. I slipped the top from between us and tossed it up onto the deck. "I think we're committed now."
"Oh, hell yes, we are. You wanna take the bottoms off too?"
"You're really okay with having sex with us? I mean, not just you, but your husband?"
She paused a moment. "I told him she was flirty and I didn't mind if he got touchy. I didn't exactly ask about having sex; but, I don't think he'd say no."
"He might not say no to her having sex with him, but would he object to me having sex with you?" I asked seriously.
"Tell you what. If your wife manages to get him into her, then I don't think he can complain, right?"
"I suppose so, but I don't want to start a row, in your relationship. This isn't intended to break things up."
"Maybe if you told him what you told me?"
"I can do one better. I can show him a video of a wife being programmed."
"No shit. You can!?"
"I have recordings."
"Well, maybe after dinner? Let's just play around and let them play around and see how far it goes, and if we need to, we can watch it after dinner."
"Sounds like a plan. You know, I really didn't think you'd jump into this that fast. I was worried that you might find this whole thing kind of perverted."
She giggled. "Old people. Hell, I've been thinking about getting at your cock, ever since I walked in on you. I just never thought we'd connect up to do it."
"Why? Just because you saw me in my underwear?"
"Honey! Really? With the size of the hard-on, you had? Shit you looked like you had a cucumber stuffed down your underwear!"
I shook my head in wonder. "So, if I'd have let you, you would have cheated on your husband, even without Sue involved?"
She squeezed my dick under the water. "Why not? It wouldn't be the first time, and your cock is a hell of a lot bigger than his was."
"So even if he doesn't want to get into my wife's pants, so to speak, you have every intention of having sex with me, don't you?"
"In a hot second, but I don't think it'll matter."
"Why not?"
"Because right now, Joe is about to take your wife's top off." She said with a grin.
I twisted to look over my shoulder, and sure enough, the two of them were standing, only a foot from each other, his hands shakily pulling on the string that held the top up. As I watched, he pulled the string and then moved closer, reaching around her, to the string around her back. She glanced over toward us and then leaned forward, pressing her, now bare, tits, against his bare chest.
"Oh damn," He whispered, and yes, I could tell without hearing him, even though he was only about twenty-five feet away. My wife slowly wiggled her chest side to side, grinding her hard nipples into his chest.
"That what you wanted to feel?" She asked him.
"Oh damn." He said, a little louder.
Sue glanced over at me again, gave me a look of trepidation, and then stepped back from Joe. She turned around, picked up an orange bottle that I recognized immediately, as one of the many bottles of sunblock that we kept in the bottom of the little gas firepit. She turned and handed him the bottle and then turned her back again. Now I understood the look of trepidation.
I stood, my back still to Deb, and watched, while Joe began to gently rub his hands around my wife's back. The therapist had warned us, that she couldn't predict how Sue would respond to sexual advances, after having her back and shoulders rubbed the way Adam had done, and I guessed this was her way of trying to find out. I watched her face, as he rubbed the cream around her back. Her eyes were closed and I could see her breathing slightly harder, clearly getting turned on, as his hands worked lower and lower on her back. She reached to her hips and pulled the two small strings holding the triangles covering her mound and ass in place.
"Do my butt too." She said, just loud enough for me to hear, as her bikini bottom slid down from between her thighs and fell to the patio. She pushed her butt out at him, as he worked his clearly shaking hands lower, finally rubbing the cream around her firm creamy cheeks. She wiggled her butt slowly, side to side, clearly inviting him to go further, but a quick glance over toward me signaled his hesitation.
Sue straightened up and turned to face him. "Might as well do my front too. I mean, these are what you wanna touch, aren't they?"
"Um. Uh." He mumbled, looking back toward me again, almost as if he was worried about what I might do.
She reached for his hands. She took the bottle from him, squirted a considerable amount across her boobs and then tossed the bottle aside. She reached for his hands again and pulled them to her chest, placing one on each big soft orb. "It's alright. Allen won't mind, I promise."
"Well, um, if you're sure." He said, his hands clearly trembling with nervousness, as he began to slowly slide them around, spreading the cream over her big tits.
"Mmmmmm. That's it." She whispered, as she stood, letting him move his hands around her chest, slowly expanding his strokes until he was moving them all around her big tits, her rock-hard nipples and then her upper chest. He stopped looking over at me and stared at her tits, as he clearly got more excited, his dick poking his board shorts type suit out. "Don't forget lower too." She said, reaching for one of his hands and pushing it down toward her stomach.
"Um. Uh, sure." He stammered nervously, rubbing her stomach.
"Lower." She coaxed, verbally.
"Lower?" He mumbled questioningly.
"Lower." She said huskily, reaching again for his hand and pushing it slowly down toward her crotch.
"All the way down there?" He asked, clearly trying to resist her pushing his hand down there.
"You don't want me to get burned down there, do you? Trust me. Allen would MUCH rather have you put your fingers there than let me get burned." She said huskily. He looked over at me, nervously, again, and then allowed her to slide his hand down between her legs. "Mmmmmm. Oh yes, rub me there!" She moaned softly, his hand gently rubbing her pussy while his other hand still cupped her right breast. "Oh, that feels so nice. Just keep doing that." She coaxed, as her hands moved to the front of his suit. She pulled the strings and started to push the front of his suit down to expose his hard-on.
"Hey!" He squeaked in surprise, as his suit slid down his legs, abruptly pulling both hands from her body to try and catch his suit, which was already out of reach. He bent over to try and reach it, his face hitting her slickened breasts. He twisted and reached down further and pulled his suit back up, covering his dick again. "I, um. I don't think we should be doing this."
"You mean you aren't going to join me?"
"Join you?" he asked, as she reached for his hands and gently removed them from his suit, pulling them back to her body, his suit sliding down his legs again.
"Yeah. You know, naked? You're not too bashful to be naked with me, are you?"
In all the years I've known my wife, what she was doing right now, isn't anything I would have expected, not with me, and not with another guy. At least, with the exception of the last few weeks. Clearly rubbing her back, even just to put lotion on, at least partly triggered the urges inside her. What I had no way of knowing, was it something natural, that she'd been suppressing for so many years, or was it something from Adam's programming? I really had no way to find out either.
"Well, um. No, I suppose not." He answered, a little tremor in his voice. "Are you sure Allen isn't going to mind?"
"Maybe I should ask, if Debbie is going to mind?" She asked, with a little grin, her hands now on his dick. Joe was a tall lanky guy. I didn't know how strong he was, but he didn't have an ounce of fat on his body, and his dick followed the rest of his build, long and slender.
"Debbie? Would she mind what?" He asked, his eyes as big as saucers.
"Why don't we go ask her? She's right over there." Sue said, stepping toward us, using his dick as a handle, to make him shuffle along behind her. She walked toward us, which was only a dozen or so steps, stopping when she was standing on the same foam float pad that she and I had had sex on a couple of times in the last week. She stood, looking down at the two of us, Joe standing right next to her, his suit still around his ankles. "How about it, Debbie? You don't mind if I borrow your husband for a few minutes, do you?"
"Not if you don't mind me borrowing yours."
Sue smiled down at us. "Feel free. Just be aware, he can really make a woman come fucking hard. You should ask him to do what he did to me at the lake. Fuck, I came so fucking hard I squirted all over the place. You should do that to her honey. Just like you did to those other women. God, it looked so hot watching you make them come like that."
"You really want me to do that?"
"Sure, why not? The therapist said we should do it at the same time. You can make her come while Joe here makes me come."
"Wait! You want to have sex with me?" Joe asked in surprise.
"Sure, why not? I mean, you're naked, I'm naked, you like my tits, how about you play with my boobs while I ride your long cock? You'd like that, wouldn't you? Playing with my tits while I ride you?" She asked, her hands stroking his dick as she stood in front of him. "Come on. Just lay down right here and I'll just sit on you. You can suck my nipples and play with my tits. All you young guys love that, don't you? Having a hot sexy woman with big tits ride you? They call it cowgirl for a reason, don't they?"
"Oh fuck." He grunted, reaching for her hands. His body jerked and I saw his cum spurting out onto Sue's body as he came in her hands, clearly not ready for the mental image of her riding him. "Oh shit." He gasped, pushing her hands away and then trying to cover his still spurting cock. He tried to turn and run toward the house, but his suit was around his ankles. He bent over, one hand still covering his dick, the other pulling his suit up as he started to practically run for the house.
"Oh shit. Didn't expect that." Debbie swore quietly, as she let go of my dick and stepped to the side of the pool. She levered herself up and took off after her husband, her bare tits bouncing with each step.
"Oh goodness." My wife said, looking down at me. "Did I do a bad thing?"
"I'm sure it'll be fine." I answered her, holding a hand out for her. "Might as well come down here."
She stepped to the edge of the pool and sat down, dangling her legs over the edge, one on either side of me. "Help me down?"
I reached for her and she slipped off the side into the water, intentionally pressing her hot, wet pussy against my body, as she slid down, ending up with my hardon trapped between her thighs. "Mmmmm. Someone's hard. Was Debbie being a naughty girl under the water?"
"No more than what you were suggesting I do."
"I know. She wants you to fuck her so bad. I could see it in her face, when she walked out in that bikini. She wanted to just strip it off and let you fuck her right there."
"Tell me, how much of this is you and how much is what Adam told you to do?"
She thought about it for a moment, wiggling her thighs, to rub my hardon. "Let's see. How much is me? Well, it's all me, right? Adam just wanted me to have fun, to let out my inner animal. He's good at getting women to do that. He knows just how to coax them to let it all hang out, to let those suppressed feelings come out in the open. He didn't make me do anything I didn't want to. He just helped me not be shy about letting my desires out to play."
"Is that what you're doing? Letting your desires out to play? Is that what having sex with Joe was going to be?"
"Sure. Not any different than what you do. Or did, at the lake. You let your desires out to play. I'm just doing the same thing. We should both have fun." She said with a grin, reaching down under the water, behind her butt, to find my dick and pull it up against her pussy. "Fuck I'm so horny. Stick it in me and make me come."
"I thought you wanted Joe to do that?"
"I'd like it, but I don't think he's going to. He's too shy." She pouted. "And I need to get fucked, so badly. He turned me on so much, that I need to get fucked, for real now."
"Maybe you should give him another chance. Why don't you go see how they're doing in the house?"
"You think I should?"
"I know you want to."
She grinned. "I do." She waded to the stairs and walked toward the house, her naked butt wiggling side to side with each step, water dripping from her body. She walked into the house and closed the door behind her.
I turned around to lean against the side of the pool and pulled my suit back in place. I had mixed feelings about all of this, but I was determined to try and stand by her, mostly because this wasn't her fault. I love her, and we have decades of life together, that I can't overlook. We just need to find a way to work this out. I'm sure if we discussed this with our kids, they'd agree with me. At some point, I'm sure we're going to have to, sooner or later. All it'd take is one unfortunately timed issue and they'd know that something was up.
I worry too, that what Sue started at the campground, would irreparably damage our relationship. I did a lot of things there that I wouldn't have normally done, but at the same time, I couldn't entirely blame it on the drugs. Hell, I had a problem with impulse control, that was the drugs. But I CHOSE to fuck all those women. Sooner or later, she's going to realize that. I was frustrated at her, sexually, and I allowed myself to have sex with Abby, knowing full well that I was cheating on Sue. Knowing now, that I was drugged to some extent, doesn't change that fact. And now, here I am, being told by the therapist to cheat some more. Having that orgy in her office, that was one thing. It was part of the therapy. I did that because I needed to. Did I enjoy it? Sure. What guy wouldn't. But I can say it was part of what I had to do. What's happening today, what I fully expect to happen today, well, that's different. We're trying to create a situation where we have someone to cheat with on a regular basis.



I guess it's not the same thing as doing it behind her back. I mean, we're doing it together. Swapping, swinging, whatever name you want to put on it, our kids would be horrified, to find out what we were doing.
"Penny for your thoughts?" Debbie asked, as she waded down into the pool, completely naked.
"Huh?"
"You looked like you were deep in thought. I wondered about what?"
"All this." I said, shaking my head slowly. "It's all kind of weird."
"Well, Sue told me to come out and get fucked, while she did the same."
"Did Joe agree to have sex?"
"Well, I was trying to convince him to stay, when she walked in. She pushed him back on the bed and then crawled over his lap, asking if he really wanted to walk away from the chance to play with her tits. He said no, but he wasn't sure that I wouldn't be angry. I assured him, I'd be fine with it."
"And will you?"
"Of course. Like I said, I've cheated on him once before. This time, he'll know about it, so it won't be cheating."
"So why did you? Cheat before?"
"It was one of those, stupid things, girls do. We had a stripper at a bachelorette party and, well, after all the girls spent so long sucking on his dick, he had to fuck SOMEONE!"
"And it was you?"
"It couldn't be the bride. I was maid of honor, so, it sorta fell to me."
"I see." I answered, not sure I really did see.
"Well, I didn't let him come in me. He came all over Bridget's tits, she was the bride. But he had to fuck someone, right?"
"If you say so."
"So, now, Sue said I was supposed to come fuck your brains out. Preferably by riding you, because that's your favorite."
"She said that?"
"Uh huh. Something about equal treatment, and that was what she was planning to do to Joe, so, how about it? Wanna get your brains fucked out?"
I actually did. After watching my wife earlier, and Debbie playing with my dick, yeah, I was ready! "Sure, why the hell not."
She grinned and pulled me by the hand, out of the pool and over to the mat. She had a very sexy body, her pussy shaved except for a tiny patch of blond curls on her mound. She helped me out of my suit and then lay me down on the foam pad that we often floated in the pool on, and more recently, had sex by the pool on. She moved over me and knelt over my lap, reaching down and aiming my dick at her pussy. "So, what's this secret way you have to make women come hard?"
"Something someone taught me recently."
"Someone besides Sue?" She asked questioningly, as she rubbed my engorged head around and between her lips, spreading her juices on it.
"Yeah."
"So, you were cheating on her?"
"Sorta yes and sorta no." I groaned, as she slowly slipped down my shaft, my fat mushroom head spreading her insides with each inch it penetrated.
"How do you sorta cheat?" She gasped, as she began to slowly bounce on me.
I moved my hands to cup her tits and began to gently massage and knead them, her hard nipples pressing into my palms. "I guess when she sets it up so that I cheat, it isn't cheating, is it?"
"That you're gonna have to explain." She said in a soft moan, "After we do this though. Fuck it feels good."
"It does." I grunted in agreement, as she bounced up and down my shaft, each slap of her wet ass against my body, making her tits jiggle in my hands.
"Oh fuck. I wanted to do this that day, the day I walked in on you."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I walked out and then I went into the ladies' room. After I went pee, I couldn't help thinking about how big you looked. I started to rub myself. I almost walked back into the men's room to fuck you. But I didn't. I was too afraid."
"So, what did you do?"
"I made myself come, thinking about being bent over by you, getting fucked from behind."
"That's what you imagined?"
"Uh huh." I reached for her hips and stopped her strokes. "What?"
"Get up."
She looked at me curiously and then climbed off my lap. I got up and pulled her toward the pergola. I walked her to one of the chairs, bent her over the back of it and then stepped behind her. "Like this?" I asked as I pushed my dick back into her.
"Ohmygodyes!" She moaned, as I started stroking into her, driving my cock deep into her pussy with each stroke. My hips smacked loudly against her naked ass with each stroke, driving hard against her body. I reached down around her and captured her left breast, finding her nipple with my fingers and squeezing it gently. I let my right hand move between her slightly spread legs and dip between her wet lips to find her clit. It wasn't the most comfortable of positions for me, but at that moment I didn't really care. I teased her clit and twisted and pinched her nipple as I thrust into her over and over.
It seemed like the longer I stroked into her, the wetter she became, an audible squish sounding with each thrust just before the wet slap of my thighs against her cheeks. "Oh, sweet lord," she moaned loudly as I pumped in and out of her, pushing the two of us closer and closer to climax. Each thrust jammed my hard engorged head into the end of her depths, making her grunt and gasp in pleasure. I never in my wildest dreams believed that I'd ever be fucking her like this, having her naked with my cock sliding in and out. Sure, when she flirted with me I fantasized about just pulling her dress off and bending her over my desk, but those were all just fantasies. This, this was anything but.
"I'm gonna come. Ohhhhhh shit! I'm gonna come!" She squeaked loudly, a few short minutes later, my cock pushing her climax right to the edge. I slowed my strokes a little, drawing it out, making her climax float just inches away from completion. "OH DON'T! make me come! Please make me come!" She panted, trying to twist to look back at me.
"You want to?"
"Oh, fuck yes!"
I drove into her hard and fast, my hips pumping almost frantically, my hand grasping her breast and squeezing her nipple between my fingers and palm as my right finger frantically teased her clit. Her whole body began to shudder and tremble as she started to cry out, "OH, FUCK YES!" I felt her pussy contracted around me, squeeze and spasm around my thrusting shaft, the sensations exactly what I was looking for. My body only took a few dozen more urgent thrusts into her, before it spasmed and jammed me deep in her. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed, as her body shuddered and trembled even more. I could feel her body pumping her juices out to spray down our legs as I thrust a few more times hard into her. "OH GOD YES!" she cried, as she felt the first surge of hot cum lance, deep in her pussy. I stood behind her, moving my hands to her hips, holding her in place on my cock, panting for breath, as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot deep in her pussy.
"Damn." I gasped, as I stood there, shudders and trembles running up and down her body, my occasional little jerks still jamming my dick into her.
"I agree. DAMN! FUCK! JESUS! And a bunch of other things I can't think of."
I chuckled a little. "And that wasn't even as hard as I can make you come."
I pulled from her and we stepped around the reclining deck chair I'd had her bent over, and fell into it, with her falling on my lap and curling up on me. I wrapped an arm around her and held her against me, both of us still breathing hard. It was at least another half hour, of Debbie trying to get me to tell her about the camping trip, before Sue and Joe came back out, both of them naked, cum leaking down her legs and Joe's clearly well used dick swinging side to side in its mostly soft state. "I take it you talked him into it?"
Sue smiled a little coyly. "A couple of times." She walked to a chair and dropped into it heavily. Joe chose the chair next to her and sat down, trying to cover his flagging dick as he glanced at me and then looked away again. "He's not a bad fuck." She said to Debbie.
"I don't think so." Debbie agreed. "But I can't get your husband to tell me about the camping trip. It's like, it's some secret or something."
"Not a secret, I just don't think he's too proud of what he did. I mean, I don't blame him. I set him up, but I didn't expect him to fuck over half a dozen women."
"Half a dozen?" Debbie asked in surprise.
"At least. Those are the only ones he told me about. I didn't mind Abby. She was the one I set him up with. And I can't really complain about the one that taught him how to make me squirt, just because of how good it feels. And I guess I can't complain about Toto or those two women on that boat, I kinda did tell you to fuck them too."
"You did."
"But I know there were others that he didn't tell me about."
"Damn!" Joe said quietly. "And you just put up with it?" He asked Sue.
Sue was quiet for long seconds. "There's a reason for that. He didn't start it. I did, sorta. But it's kinda embarrassing."
"Then why don't we wait until after dinner. The ribs will be done in about half an hour, why don't you go finish getting dinner set and I can show them a video of what happened. Not with you in it, though." I added quickly, when she started to object.
She nodded and got up to leave, pausing to grab a towel and wrap it around herself.
"Let's go in the den. I need to show you this so you can understand what we're up against."
"What you're up against. I don't understand. I thought that, well, that Sue was just, kinda, I don't know," Joe said quizzically.
"You mean acting like a slut?"
"Allen! That was uncalled for." Debbie snapped.
"No, it wasn't. That's exactly what she does, how she acts. You saw it today, Joe saw it. You know why? Because he rubbed her back. That's it. He rubbed her back."
"I don't get it."
"You will." Debbie said, getting up off my lap. "Come on, I'd kind of like to see this too."
I led them to the den and turned on the big screen TV. I already knew which video I was going to play. It was one of someone I didn't know, but it was also one of the more graphic ones. I turned on my laptop, switched the tv feed and then started the video. I dropped onto the sofa next to Debbie.
I'd clicked video to start, when June brought in the ice tea, which seemed to be the key element. That's when the drugs were most likely administered. "Allen! Where did you get this!?" Debbie asked, sitting up quickly, no longer lounging back.
"What do you mean. It's one of a couple dozen women that he programmed."
"Tell me this is a joke of some kind."
"No. it's no joke, why?" I asked, as the woman sitting with June started to sip on her ice tea.
"Allen. That's my sister-in-law!" Debbie snapped, now standing up. "Oh shit." She groaned, as the woman on the screen set the glass down and held her head for a few moments. She slumped to the side, clearly unconscious. As quickly as I could, I jumped off the sofa to the computer and hit the pause button.
"Tell me you're kidding me. Your sister-in-law?" I asked incredulously. "I picked this because I didn't know who it was."
"Well, I sure as hell know what my sister-in-law looks like, and that, sure as fuck, is Julie!"
"Damn. I'm sorry. Maybe this isn't a good idea then."
"No, it is. I, I want to know what happens."
"No, you don't." I answered emphatically. "You really don't."
"How can you say that? I want to know. Hell, I think I need to know! If this is, this is what you and Sue are dealing with, I need to know, so I can help her!"
"Debbie. This is bad. I mean, I picked this one because it was bad. I don't have one of Sue being done, I don't think he had all the cameras set up then, but I do have videos of her being gangbanged by the pool, and lots of other stuff. This one, this one is, you don't really want to see."
Debbie looked at me pleadingly. "Please? I don't want her to find out from some total stranger. I can tell her, but I need to know."
I looked at Joe, who looked a little helpless. "Okay, but you're not going to like it."
"I already don't."
I nodded and started the video again. I sat down while Debbie stood, watching the screen intently. June walked out and soon came back with Adam, who must have been elsewhere in the house. He did what he had done to the two police officers, putting the VR glasses on and then injecting them to partly bring them out of whatever drug they were under. He spent considerably more time talking quietly to Julie than he had the officers, but then, I'm sure it's harder to program someone you plan on using over and over, as compared to just getting them to do something and then leaving. We couldn't hear what he was saying, but as he talked, he fondled her chest and crotch, opening her shirt and then her pants to fondle her bare breasts and pussy. She answered his questions softly, occasionally loud enough for us to hear a yes or no or even a 'yes I like that'. He was clearly exploring what she did, sexually, and what kind of little sexual fantasies he could capitalize on. He finally took the VR glasses off, then injected her the second time, to fully bring her out of the paralyzing effects of the drugs. I knew what was coming next, but I also knew she wouldn't let me stop the video.
"Stand up." He said, which she did without hesitation.
"Julie, tell me about the most beautiful dress you've ever seen."
"It was red, and long. Floor length, with the most beautiful frilly red lace around it."
"Would you like to wear it?"
"Oh yes. It would be so beautiful to wear."
"Picture it here, in this room. Look over there, see it?"
"Yes."
"Do you want to put it on?"
"Oh YES!" she said with a smile, looking toward the doorway of the room as if she were indeed looking at that dress.
"Well, you have to take off your clothes then."
"Yes," she agreed, quickly starting to remove her clothes. In just a very short minute or two, she had finished undoing her shirt and pants and had them off, standing completely naked in the middle of the room.
"Now, put the dress on." We watched as she went through the motions of putting a dress on, sliding it over her head and zipping the back. "Now, show it to me." She turned and spun and ran her hands up and down her body as if showing off the dress to him. "Tell me, what would you like to do, now that you're wearing the dress?"
"Go dancing with Evan." She whispered.
"Do it. Show me how you dance with your husband." Julie immediately began to dance a very hot salsa move, but without a partner. We watched her soft breasts bounce and wiggle as she moved and shook her body. While she was dancing, Adam was getting undressed, his dick rock-hard, as he watched her moving. Once naked he stepped over to her, and took his place as her partner. She began to rub and grind her body against his, rubbing her tits on his body, squatting down and rubbing her hand up and down his cock as if she were rubbing it through his pants. She stood again and ground her firm looking ass into his crotch. "Freeze right there." He said, making her stand half bent over. He rubbed his head between her legs and then pushed his cock into her pussy. "Can you feel Evan fucking you? Driving his cock into you?"
"Oh God yes," she moaned.
"Imagine it, right there on the dance floor. Getting fucked by your husband. Do you want that? Do you want to be a naughty girl and let your husband fuck you on the dance floor?"
"Oh yes. Fuck me Evan. Fuck me hard."
"Take off your dress." Adam said, as he held her hips, then began to fuck her from behind, driving into her, as she pretended to remove the dress. "Do you like it? Does it turn you on to be fucked like this? To be naked in the middle of the dance floor, getting fucked where everyone can watch? You're getting wet. I know you like it. How would you like to do it more?"
"Yes. Oh please yes. It feels so good. It's making me all tingley thinking about being watched as Evan fucks me."
"Everyone is watching, but instead of being embarrassed it turns you on, doesn't it? I can feel your pussy getting wetter and wetter. I know you want to come, you want to feel your climax, but you have to wait. You have to wait, for Evan to come too." He grunted, pumping his cock into her. "Tell him to come all over you. Tell him to show everyone how sexy he is by coming on your face and tits. Tell him"
"Oh fuck Evan. I want you to come for me. I want you to squirt your cum all over my face and tits. I want everyone to see how sexy your cock is and how much I turn you on. Come for me baby. Tell me when and I'll help you."
"I'm ready." Adam grunted. Julie pulled off his cock and spun around, squatting down with her knees spread, both hands reaching for his cock. She began to stroke him frantically, aiming his cock at her face, her mouth open and waiting. "Reach between your legs and make yourself come with me. Make yourself climax, while my cum, is squirting in your mouth and on your face.
"Oh God yes." She moaned, moving one hand from his cock to between her legs. We couldn't see it, but we could hear her wet pussy as she frantically plunged her fingers in and out, each push making a wet squishing noise. "Come for me honey. Come on my face and in my mouth and all over my tits. Show everyone how wonderful your cock is!"
Adam grunted and his body jerked, cum shooting out of his cock all over her face and into her mouth. She began to climax as well, crying out, as her body trembled and shuddered, her hand still stroking his cock as his body ejaculated all over her face and tits. As his climax began to subside, she rubbed his cock around her face, smearing the oozing cum from his head around her mouth and cheeks, finally sucking the head into her mouth. "That's it. Good girl. You enjoyed that didn't you? Having sex in front of everyone? Being naked in front of everyone? I bet you'd love to show your body off for guys, wouldn't you? Letting them see your hard nipples and your pussy. It makes you horny, it makes you want to be fucked. When a man looks at you and clearly wants to see your body, you want to show him, don't you? You want to feel that tingle all through your body. You want to show him your tits and touch your nipples for him. You want to pull your pants down and show him your soft, tight little pussy. You want him to touch you and to fuck you and to make you come, don't you?"
"ohhhhhh god yes. I want so bad to tease him until he makes me come."
"Now, Julie. I want you to remember something else. When you see me, when you see my face, you want me to touch you. You want me to stroke your face. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I want you to touch me, touch my face."
"When I stroke your face, I want you to think about this. I want you to desperately want to do this again. I want you to want to take off your clothes and dance for me and rub your body on me and make me come on you. Do you understand?"
"Oh, fuck yes. I want you so badly. I want, your cum, all over me."
"Very good. But I want you to not just do it for me. If I tell you, I want you to want to do it with whatever man is in the room. You'll go to a room and there'll be a man there. What will you want to do with him?"
"Take off my clothes for him, let him touch me as we dance. Let him put his dick in me and fuck me until I come and make him come all over me."
"Very good. Now Julie, I have one more thing I want you to do. I want you to want to show off your body to men. Any time you're alone with a man that smiles at you and looks at you like he wants to see you naked, I want you to flash him, I want you to show him your tits, and I want you to pull up your dress, or pull down your pants and show him your sexy little pussy. I want you to want to do that any time you're alone with a man and he smiles at you like he wants to see you undress for him. And then, Julie, I want you to ask him if he wants to fuck you. If he says yes, I want you to let him fuck you. If he asks to fuck you, I want you to tell him please do. Please fuck my hot little pussy until you come. I want you to fuck him until he comes, no matter how many times you come. Make sure he comes deep in your pussy or in your mouth or on your body. Make sure he comes anywhere he wants in you or on you. And you'll keep fucking him until he tells you he's done. Do you understand that?"



"You want them to see you and to touch you and to fuck you. You want to feel his cum flowing into your pussy and your mouth. You desperately want to climax for him, and show him how much you enjoy what he's doing. And Julie, you're to never, ever, tell Evan that you do this. It's to be our secret. You're going to do this and never, ever tell him."
"Oh, fuck yes. It has to be our secret. I can't let anyone know. God I'm so turned on again. I want to come again. Will you make me come again?"
"Not this second Julie. I want you to stand up for me. I want you to get dressed again. Don't bother with your bra or panties. In fact, you don't like to wear them any longer. They just get in the way, don't they? They're not comfortable and they get in the way of flashing your sexy little body to men that smile at you. So, you're not going to wear them, anymore, are you?"
"No, they're really uncomfortable," she whispered, as she stepped into her pants. In a few moments, she was dressed in her slacks and heels and was buttoning her shirt. He dressed while she did, and by the time she was done buttoning her shirt, he was dressed again as well. "Now, Julie. I want you to remember something for me. Remember 'scrumptious', you are scrumptious. Remember that. If I say that, you will return to this state and wait for me to tell you what I want. If anyone else says it, it doesn't mean anything. But if I say it, if it's my voice saying scrumptious, you will return to this state."
"Yes."
"Good, now I want you to forget everything that happened here unless I tell you scrumptious. Do you understand? Just remember what you want to feel and what you want to do. You want to live those fantasies, you want to show off to those men who smile at you, and you want to let them fuck you. But you don't remember why. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I understand."
"When I call you or text you, you'll do exactly as I tell you, wont you? If I tell you to go see a man, you will. You'll remember the address and go see him. You'll erase the message and the phone call from the phone so Evan can never know. But you'll do it. You'll answer yes. But ff you can't right then, if Evan is there, just text back unable. Understand? Unable. And then delete the message."
"Yes. I understand. Yes and Unable and then delete."
"Very good Julie. Now, when I snap my fingers, you're going to wake up and everything is going to be as it should. There's cum on your face and in your hair and on your tits, and that's all normal. Do you understand?"
"I do. I understand."
Adam snapped his fingers and Julie jerked, like she was startled. "Oh, hi."
"Hi Julie. I'm Adam, June's son."
"Oh yeah. That's right." She said, touching her face and coming back with cum on her fingers. She looked at it quizzically and then smiled to herself. She began to rub the cum off her face and lick her hand until, almost like a cat, she had cleaned herself.
"Well, I have to go now. Have a good day, it was nice to meet you." He said, smiling at her.
"Same here." She said, moving her hands down to her pants. She began to unbutton the front and push the zipper down as he stood and looked at her, smiling. She smiled back and pushed the front of her pants down to expose her pussy to him. She grinned and left her pants open and began to unbutton her shirt, undoing it, until it was open and her bare chest completely exposed. "You like?"
"I do." He answered.
"You wanna fuck me? You can if you want." She whispered, moving her hand to her crotch and rubbing her hand between her legs. "I'm getting so wet for you. Would you show me your cock? Show me how hot and sexy your cock is?"
"I'd like to, but I don't think I have time."
"Are you sure?" She asked, stepping back to the sofa again. She pushed her pants to her knees and then sat down. With her legs together, she lifted them in the air, holding them to the side so she could look past them at Adam. "I mean, if you wanted to, you could just slide it right in." She cooed, as she reached around her own butt and began to stroke her pussy.
"Why don't you start and maybe I'll join you," he said.
She grinned and began to play with her pussy, stroking her fingers between her lips and rubbing her own clit. I could feel my own cock sticking out rock hard as I watched her play with herself, Adam's cock now hard again, sticking out the front of his pants. He walked over and knelt in front of the sofa and let his head press to her wet lips. She moved her hand and rubbed his engorged head up and down her lips before guiding it into her depths. She moaned loudly as he held her legs and began to pump his shaft in and out of her. He drove into her hard, drawing groans and moans from her as he worked himself toward climax.
"Fuck yes, you little slut." He grunted, as he began to empty into her. His body jerked and spasmed as he pumped his cum into her pussy. "You didn't come yet, did you, you little slut?"
"Not yet." She panted.
He looked over at his mother, who had surprisingly been sitting there, watching the whole thing. "June, I want you to come over here and lick her pussy. I want you to lick her, until you lick all my cum, from her slit and make her come. You have permission to take off your pants and make yourself come too."
"Oh, fuck yes!" She groaned, quickly moving her hands to her pants front. In moments she was pushing her pants off and moving to the floor. Adam had moved away and was putting his cock back in his pants. He stood and watched as she knelt on the floor in front of Julie, her legs spread. With one hand she began to stroke and play with her own pussy, and with the other she began to force Julie's pants up her legs further, allowing Julie to spread her knees to give her room to get her head between her thighs. Adam left, but June continued to lick and tease Julie's pussy for almost five minutes, before she suddenly trembled and climaxed for June.
I walked to the computer and stopped the video.
"Jesus," Joe whispered. "That explains it."
"Explains what?" Debbie asked, looking at her husband.
"Well, um. For the last couple months, Julie has been trying to get me to fuck her. Flashing me her tits and pussy, walking into the bathroom on me, even getting into the shower with me a couple times."
"She has? And you haven't told me?"
"I didn't want to upset you."
"Did you? Did you fuck her?" He blushed brightly. "Oh fuck." She groaned. "My sister-in-law? You fucked Evan's wife, for God's sake?"
"I didn't have a lot of choice. She got in the shower with me and wouldn't leave unless I fucked her."
"So, you did?"
"Well, I didn't want Evan to know she was in the shower with me, what else could I do? I mean, he wouldn't believe that I didn't, if he caught us like that, would he? He'd have blamed me, not her."
"Oh shit. I wonder how many other men she's fucked. Jesus. And this is what he did to Sue?"
"Similar. He set her to want to fuck younger guys. To seduce them and have sex with them. He used her to fuck a bunch of college guys, even have gang bangs and simulated rapes and such. We think he was charging guys for her services, and then on top of that, making money from recording and streaming it. I don't think she even knows how many guys she's fucked for him. I started counting on the videos, and well, I stopped after twenty-two. It's been going on for almost six months."
"Jesus." Joe whispered.
"So, what we want from you two, is to act as a safety valve. We, the specialist and I, are trying to modify her programming to aim her trigger back to me again, but the doctor is afraid that with all the young guys she's around at work, that she might, well, revert? So, the idea was to get a couple or two for her to use as a safety valve. If she got so turned on that she had to, instead of hitting on one of her patients, she could call you and you two could have sex."
"And I'm part of this how?" Debbie asked.
"To try and keep it as couples. We'd try to do it as couples, as much as possible. But if she just had to, well, if she had to do it alone with Joe, you and I would get one the same way. That way there isn't any cheating behind each other's backs. We'd all know when it was happening."
"To my surprise, that sorta makes sense." Debbie said, with a smile. "I think I can live with that arrangement. How about you Joe?"
"You mean, if she calls me up and wants to have sex, it's okay with you?"
"As long as you're okay with Allen fucking me if she does."
"Well, um. And it'd be any time she called and needed it?"
"We hope that over time it'll become less often, but at the moment, it could be pretty frequently. We'll also try to get together like this, all of us together, and she can seduce you into sex while Debbie and I play."
"Well, uh, yeah, and she can have sex with me any way she wants?"
"Anything she can seduce you into." I nodded.
"Well, uh. I suppose I could help out that way." He said, the tone of his voice clearly more excited about the possibilities, than his words were betraying."
"Good. Why don't you go up and see how dinner is coming." Debbie said. "And see if you can do something with that hardon you got for my sister-in-law while you're at it."
He got up and left, a huge smile on his face. "I know what he's gonna go do." She said shaking her head slightly.
"We both do."
"Which means, you're gonna owe me one. Or I'm gonna owe you one, depending on how you look at it."
"Would seem that way."
"Good." She said, pushing me back to sit on the sofa. She climbed onto my lap facing me, her knees on either side of my hips. She reached between us and aimed my cock at her pussy. She rubbed my head around and then slid slowly down my shaft, her extremely wet depths enveloping my hardon. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes! God that had me so turned on, watching him fuck her."
"Uh huh." I grunted as she began to bounce on me, her tits bouncing sexily on her chest, as her ass slapped rhythmically on my legs.
"And since he can come inside Sue, does that mean you can come in me?"
"It does." I panted slightly, my impending climax, racing to grow, now that there was a physical sensation to go with the erotic scene we'd just watched.
"God, I wanted to just sit on your cock while we were watching that." She panted breathlessly. "Ohhhhh Goddamn I'm going to come!"
"Do it." I breathed.
In only a few dozen more bounces, I could feel her pussy clenching around my shaft. The sudden change in sensations pushed me over the edge, my body bucking under her, as my cock spurted shot after shot into her, filling her hot pussy until it leaked out of her, around my shaft while we held each other, my face pressed to her firm D cup boobs.
"I could get used to this." She panted after a few minutes. "Do you suppose they're done yet?"
I chuckled. "I heard Sue climax almost five minutes ago. So, I'd guess so."
"Does that mean dinner is ready?" She asked with a grin.
She slipped off me, and we used a towel, that was left on the arm of the sofa from a previous sex session with my wife, to clean off our genital areas, and then we headed up for dinner. I hadn't ever had a dinner party naked before, and I was hard as a rock, as I watched Debbie sitting across the table from me, her tits wiggling and bouncing off the edge of the table as we ate. I was pretty sure that my wife had a foot in Joe's crotch, under the table, as well. After dinner, we talked about Julie and how we might be able to help them, and then, we had dessert. I'm sure you can guess what that consisted of.
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It was Sunday morning, though far from what I would call a normal one. I woke up and stretched, bumping into a set of legs. I rolled over and wrapped my arms around the body next to me and kissed the back of her neck. "Morning lover." I mumbled sleepily.
"Morning yourself." A familiar voice answered, but not the familiar voice I was expecting.
"Debbie?" I asked, as she rolled over to face me, a smile on her face. Her hand slid down to find my dick and started to play with it.
"Sue said it'd be okay. She wanted to surprise you, so we swapped in the night. She's in the other room with Joe."
"I guess that explains the moans I can hear?"
"I guess it does. Wanna join them? I'm betting you can make me really moan."
"I'd have thought you had enough last night."
"I don't think there is such a thing as enough of your cock, and to be honest, as long as he keeps rubbing her back, she's gonna keep begging him to fuck her."
"It did seem that way last night, didn't it?" I agreed, remembering some of the little experiments we did, with Joe rubbing her back and neck periodically, each time seeming to cause her to want to have sex again. I wondered how Joe managed to keep getting it up, but I suppose the newness was enough to keep him up for six rounds with her.
"It did. Now, she promised me a good morning fuck before we were supposed to shower. We want to be cleaned up and have breakfast, before Julie and Evan come over later." She said softly, as she rolled her nude body over on top of mine. "I think the fuck first, and then the shower?"
"Are you trying to be insatiable?" I asked as she ground her pussy against my hardening dick.
"Honey, you still owe me two from last night, according to our little deal, and based on how it sounds, Sue is making it three right now."
"I think your husband is taking advantage of the situation." I said quietly.
"Wouldn't you? I mean, look at her tits. Joe LOVES big tits, and hers are quite a bit bigger than these. If Sue gave you permission to fuck someone as many times as you wanted, and she had tits like that, wouldn't you?"
I chuckled. "I sorta have." I admitted. "Maybe someday I'll tell you all about that stupid camping trip."
"Why not now?"
"I thought you wanted to fuck again?"
"I do!"
"Well, I'm hungry, so why don't we get at it?"
"Thought you'd never ask." She grinned. She lifted herself and reached between her legs for my dick. She slid easily down my shaft, her pussy sopping wet with anticipation. She began to move up and down on my shaft, presenting her chest so her tits swung back and forth for me, knowing just how much I was enjoying the view of her D cup boobs. "I thought you were a master at making someone come hard?"
"I am, I guess."
"So why haven't you done that to me?"
"You want me to?"
"You did promise last night, by the pool, remember?" She panted.
I reached for her hips and rolled her off of me. I climbed from bed and grabbed a bottle of body lotion off my wife's dressing table. "Come on." I said, walking out of the bedroom.
"Wait! Where are we going?"
"Only two places that I'm doing this. In the shower or outside."
"Why?"
"I don't want to clean up after you, and I don't want it to soak into my bed and carpet." I answered, as I stepped out into the sunny morning. "Come on," I walked across the patio to the pool, pumping almost a dozen pumps of the body lotion into my hand. I tossed the bottle onto a chair as I walked across the patio and then kept going until I was out in the middle of the yard. "Well?"
She walked up to me, with a frown on her face. "Okay, why out here?"
"For fun," I answered, reaching for her. I pulled her to me and lowered my face, kissing her wetly. Her arms wrapped around me and held us together as we kissed, our lips sucking each other's, our tongues teasing back and forth in each other's mouths. I broke the kiss and turned her around, pulling her back to me. I wrapped both arms around her and began to spread the lotion in my hand around her chest.
"Mmmmmmm. Nice start." She whispered as my hands cupped and kneaded her breasts, teasing her nipples and making them stick out, rock hard. "But you're going to have to do more than play with my tits."
"Don't worry, I will." I let one hand start to work lower, stroking her stomach, and then her mound, and finally letting my fingers dip between her legs. She stepped her feet apart, as I used one hand to tease her breasts, the other stroking her wet lips, my middle finger dipping between them, with each stroke.
"Ohhhh fuck." She moaned, her hands searching for something to grip, as my finger teased her clit. I squatted down a bit, letting my dick slip between her legs. I pushed it forward and used my fingers to press it up between her lips.
"You sure you want me to do this?"
"Uh huh." She answered breathlessly. "If you think you can make me come that hard."
"So far, I'm six for six, on making women squirt this way."
"I hadn't ever done it, before yesterday, you sure you can make it happen again?"
"I guess we'll find out." I whispered, as I straightened partly way up, shoving my cock deep into her, in one thrust.
"OH FUCK!" She gasped as I drove into her. I started to thrust my hips, driving my cock in and out of her pussy, the angle of my motion driving my head along the front of her vaginal wall and across that sensitive little bundle of nerves most women have right behind her pubic bone. I kept my finger on her clit, stroking it in time with the strokes of my cock. I felt her hands find the arm that I had looped across her chest, my left hand cupping her right breast, my fingers squeezing and twisting her nipple. "Ohmygodyes! Ohhhhhh fuck fuck fuck!" She gasped and moaned as I worked across all three sensitive spots at the same time.
"You like this?" I whispered, my cheek pressed to the side of her neck so she could feel my breath on the side of her face.
"Oh God yes!"
"Do you think you look sexy like this? About to come?"
"Oh God, who cares?" She moaned.
"She does." I whispered before I nibbled on her earlobe. I could feel her face moving to look around and see who I was talking about. It took a few moments before she saw the movement on the balcony overlooking the yard from the neighbors house.
"OH GOD!" She cried in surprise, her hands trying to cover her boobs and pussy when she spotted the lady that lives next door, standing on her balcony, looking down into our yard, with one hand massaging one of her own breasts and the other between her legs. Her robe was spread apart to reveal most of her nude body to us, giving us a fantastic view of her firm, modestly small, breasts, and her hairy mound and pussy. Debbie's hands moved from her boobs and crotch, back to my hips, as I drove her closer and closer to climax, apparently no longer caring who saw her. "OHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" Debbie cried as her body tensed and jerked. I moved my hand from her pussy just in time to let the spray of her juices squirt out into the yard, in full view of the neighbor lady. I quickly moved my hand back and frantically stroked her clit until she stiffened again, adding more to the wet spot on the grass. After a third time she sagged back against me, and I held her in place, slowing my strokes and more just caressing her body and pussy than anything else. "You knew she'd be there, didn't you?" Debbie panted.
"Uh huh. She stands out there to cool off every morning after she works out.
She pulled away from me and turned to face me. "Well, if you're going to make me come for her, maybe you should too." She squatted down and grabbed my rock-hard shaft. She started to suck my dick, slurping and stroking it, with both hands and her lips. I looked up at Trish. She was watching me, her robe now spread even further apart, displaying both her C cup breasts and hard nipples. She wasn't slender, but I wouldn't call her fat. She was just a little more heavy-set than Sue, and about ten years younger than we were. She'd only lived there for about two months. I didn't know her all that well yet, except to notice that she worked out on her elliptical machine, in her bedroom, completely naked, every morning, and then she'd put on the light weight, semi-translucent robe, to stand on the second story balcony to cool off. Now she was standing there fingering her own pussy, clearly growing closer and closer to climax, as she watched Debbie sucking my dick.
I watched her climax, her entire body trembling, her robe falling off one shoulder and part way down her arm, as she continued to finger her climaxing pussy. She pulled her hand from between her legs and stood, the robe half off, apparently not caring, who in the neighborhood might see her half nude up there. She leaned against the railing around the deck and watched as Debbie got me closer and closer to climax.
"Shit." I grunted as my cock began to erupt, the first shot going into her mouth. She pulled back and aimed it up in the air enough, that each shot of cum sailed into the air before landing on her face or tits. Half a dozen times, I sent cum sailing into the air, until all that was left was a drooling ooze of cum, that she wiped around her face with my softening dick.
"There, now we're even." Debbie said as she stood up, my cum starting to slide and drip down her face and tits. "Now, a shower?"
"Sure." I agreed.
We headed back in and up to the master bedroom on the second floor. I could hear the guest bath shower running as we walked by, the guest room door standing open. Debbie followed me into the master bedroom and then bathroom, for our own shower.
"So, you want to tell me about how you learned to do that?" She asked, as we began to wash each other.
"A lady taught me that, out on a boat, in the rain."
"Oh? Now that does sound like an interesting story."
"Not really. Just a chance crossing."
"You know you're not going to get away with that lame story, right?"
"Well, maybe you can coax it out of me sometime. Anything can be bought, for a price." I said with a smile.
"Oh? And the currency?"
"Unique sex." I answered.
"Ahhhhh, I get it. Okay, I'll think of something."
"Figured you would."
---o---
It had been an interesting morning. Sue finished showering with Joe and came down for breakfast, dressed in a pair of shorts and a tank top, and as far as I could tell, not much else. She walked to the kitchen cabinet and pulled out a package of toothpicks and got a shot glass out of the cabinet.
"Other than the one in the back yard, which looked pretty fucking hot incidentally, did you two do any more this morning?" She asked, looking at me and holding the package of tooth picks.
"Um. No." I answered, a little confused.
She counted out five toothpicks and dropped them in the glass and set it on the table. "That's how many I owe you. Every time you come for someone else, you take one out. Every time I do, I put one in. If the glass is empty, we're even."
I looked at the glass and the five toothpicks. "What happens if I do it more than you?"
"I don't think it'll be a problem as long as Joe keeps playing the part of energizer bunny. Once he starts, he doesn't seem to stop until he's made me come two or three times." She chuckled softly. "You okay with doing it this way?"
"As long as you remember, the idea is to only do it as many times as you need to, to keep from doing something stupid with a stranger, or a patient."
"I do. This was just, let's say, get to know you? I think I know what to expect from him and him from me." She nodded. "Now, what's for breakfast?"
Breakfast was actually ready when she'd come down, so all I needed to do was put it on the table. It was really more brunch than breakfast, since it was already ten in the morning. Joe came down while we were eating, and joined us. After breakfast we sat around outside, discussing how we needed to approach Julie and her husband. It was decided that Debbie would explain what she could, and then show the video to them, without any of us there to watch. There wasn't any point in embarrassing her any further than she already would be.
They showed up almost at twelve on the dot. Sue and I greeted them and brought them out to the patio.
"So, what's this all about? You said it was important, sis." Evan said, as he sat down on one of the chairs, near where Julie had settled.
"It is. You've met Sue and Allen. Allen is a friend from work. He and his wife were quite suddenly having some problems, yes, marital problems. After some investigation, it turned out that the son of someone Sue knows, hypnotized her and, well... programmed her is the term the therapist is using. Programmed her to do things."
"What kind of things?" Evan asked his sister.
"Sex things. Lots of rather trashy sex things. Not only did she do these, but she was recorded doing these things, and it was even streamed to the internet."
Evan was shaking his head. "Yeah, right. Okay, what's the joke."
"I wish it was a joke." I answered him. "Trust me, thought the same thing."
"Sue was programmed to want to have sex with college guys. In particular, college guys that this one guy introduced her to. In her mind, Adam wasn't Adam, it was her husband, Allen. And she was doing whatever he wanted, to please him. That's the short version, but it's true. Unfortunately, it's not a precise science and the desire to do that, can be triggered, even by a total stranger."
"And you're involved with this fantastic fantasy story how?"
"I've seen it with my own eyes, as well as recordings of her doing things with guys. Lots of guys." Debbie said quietly. "Joe and I are involved as friends. We've agreed to be an outlet for her, so she doesn't just go around seducing random college guys, since she's a nurse at a college."
"Okay. No, I don't believe any of this. But for the sake of argument, what does any of this have to do with us? It's not like we're going to agree to be part of a kinky sex orgy or anything."
"No, that wouldn't be you at all." Debbie answered him. "You're here because on one of those recordings, well, Sue and Julie have a mutual friend. And I recognized Julie from a recording."
"Wait. You're telling me that you have a recording of Julie having sex with a bunch of college guys? I don't believe it."
"I didn't say that. I said I recognized her, in a recording. That recording was the one where she was programmed, much like Sue was. Only not to do the same thing. Oh, he probably used her the same way, but where Sue was programmed to want college guys, your wife was programmed to want to flash and fuck strangers. Any stranger that looked at her like he wanted to fuck her. Any guy that was alone and wanted her, she was programmed to preform for."
I could tell that Evan wasn't buying any of it. He was either refusing to believe because of the ramifications, or he just didn't believe it was possible. "Evan, I didn't want to believe it either when I learned about Sue, but I couldn't deny what had happened, the way she was behaving, how it was impacting us."
"So, what, I'm supposed to believe this tripe, and then what? Believe my wife has been programmed to be what? Some kind of sex performer? Stripper or something?"
"I'd guess, based on what I know about this guy, that he programmed her to be a call girl." I answered. "He's out of the picture, but you should know that it can still happen, and Julie doesn't have any control over it."
To this point Julie had been sitting there, silent, looking at all of us, clearly getting more and more nervous as we talked. "So, this programming. What does it do to me?" She asked quietly, her voice quavering a little bit, in either nervousness or fear. "Does it really make me have sex with people or something?"
"Don't worry honey. This is a bunch of bull shit." Evan said sharply. "I don't know what game you're playing sis, but this isn't funny. Not in the least."
"I think he needs a demonstration." Sue said quickly.
"A demonstration?"
"Yea. A demonstration. You trust your wife? Nothing is going to happen, right? Tell you what. I'm going to send Allen into the house and he can set up his phone and you can watch on my phone exactly what happens."
He shook his head. "This is stupid."
"Then you don't have anything to worry about, right?" Sue asked him.
"Alright. Show me."
Sue pulled her phone out and mine began to ring. I answered the facetime request. "Go in the living room," she told me.
I got up and walked to the house. Now I was nervous. Of the things that could go wrong, one was that she wouldn't react as we expected. Another was that she would and her husband would come screaming in, with violent intent. Another could be that he walks out and that's it for their marriage. Part of me hoped for the first. I set the phone on an end table, so it showed the room and then I stood by the sofa and waited.
Julie walked in a minute or so later, looking very nervous. "Do you know what's been happening to me?" She whispered, looking around for where I'd put my phone.
"Unfortunately, yes."
She closed her eyes and held her breath. "Okay. I'm ready. Do whatever you have to."
I looked at her and waited a few moments. "Open your eyes." She did. "You know it's not a fantasy, don't you?"
"I just know that I have an overwhelming urge to, to, well, show off things and invite guys to have sex with me. At first, I didn't even realize I was doing it. I'd get home from work or the store and I'd have cum leaking from me."
"And I bet you haven't worn any underwear for, months?"
"I haven't. How did you know?"
"The same way that I know that in a few moments, you're going to be showing me your boobs." I said with a smile, that wasn't completely faked. I let the smile turn into a 'I'd like to see you naked' leer. On the video she had a very sexy looking body, a couple years younger than Debbie, and I definitely get turned on by women flashing me and undressing for me.
She looked at me for several seconds and then grinned back. "I think you're right. How about this for a start?" She asked as her nipples visibly started to harden and poke out the thin material of her shirt. She ran her fingers across her hardening nipples, circling each hard nipple with her finger tips, making them stand out even further. "Want me to let you see em?"
"I'd like that very much."
She pulled her shirt up and showed me one breast for a moment, and then dropped it. "Wanna see it again?"
"Of course."
She lifted her shirt up to expose both of her sexy C cup breasts. They looked firm and round with almost no sag in them. Her nipples poked out from the center of two bright pink, fairly small areola. She grinned and held her shirt up for me. She licked her finger and teased the wet tip around one nipple. "I see you like what you see." She said with a seductive grin. "Want me to take it off?"
"Your shirt? Sure."
She lifted it over her head, and tossed it onto the sofa. Then she began to tease and rub both her nipples, circling them slowly and occasionally pushing her finger across them, to bend them over. "Mmmmmmm, it feels good to do that. Making me so wet and horny. You wanna see? You wanna see how wet I'm getting?"
"I'd love to."
She reached down and undid the front of her pants. She spread the fly of the shorts apart and started to push down the front a little. She slid a hand into her pants and pulled it back out. "Oh yeah, look how wet my finger is. You wanna see my pussy?"
"Sure."
"Guess what color panties I have on."
"What color?"
"Uh huh. You guess right and you can see my whole pussy. You want to see my pussy, don't you?"
"I do, but you don't have any panties on."
She looked down at herself and pushed her shorts down a little farther. "Mmmmmmmm. You're right, I don't...I guess you win." She pushed her shorts down farther, letting them slide all the way to her ankles. She stepped out of them and then stepped to me. "Wanna touch?" I didn't have to answer, my hands almost moved on their own, to cup both her firm round breasts. I stroked my thumbs across her nipples, bending them over like she had done, letting them pop back with each stroke. "Fuck, you're making me so goddamn horny. I dare you to touch my pussy. I dare you to stroke your fingers between my lips and feel how wet I am."



I slipped one hand down and moved my fingers between her legs. I let my middle finger slip between her lips and stroke her slit, sliding across her clit. Her hands moved to my pants and started to undo the front of my shorts. "I wanna see it." She whispered as I stroked one nipple and her pussy. She pushed my shorts and briefs down and then grasped my dick. "Oh yeah. That's what I need. A big, fat dick! Would you like to fuck me with this sexy dick? Fuck my hot, wet pussy? You can if you want. Just push it right into me. Would you like that?"
"I would," I answered, "but your husband wouldn't like it very much."
"Evan, you are so silly. How can you pretend to be a stranger and say that. You're supposed to fuck me. Come on sweetie, fuck me. You know you want to."
"Okay, that's enough!" Evan said, as he walked into the room. He reached for his wife and pulled her away from me, pushing her back and stepping between us, facing her. "What the hell are you doing?" He snapped at her.
She looked confused. "Playing, just like you wanted. It was your idea. Pretend to be a stranger and I flash you and we have sex. It's fun. Why would you stop it now?"
"He isn't your husband. He isn't me!"
She looked at him and then past him at me. It took a few moments and lights dawned in her mind, and she quickly covered her breasts and pussy with her hands. "Oh, fuck no! Not again! NO!" She cried, as she ran from the room. She had no idea where she was going, other than away. She finally ducked into the office and slammed the door hard.
"She actually thought you were me?" He asked, looking at me, as I pulled my shorts up.
"See, that's the trick he figured out. You can't make someone do something they wouldn't want to. But in her case, she thinks she's doing it for you, to you. She doesn't realize it's not you. At least not most of the time. From her reaction, I think she's snapped partly out of it a few times, for some reason, like she just did, and realizes what's happening."
"And he did this? This woman's son? You know where he is? I wanna have a few words with him."
"Yeah. He's in jail right now."
"What about her? The mother? How could she let this happen?"
"The same way. He programmed her to ignore it all. I think he programmed her to drug the women that came to the house, so he could program them too. That's what happened to my wife. And yours, and a few dozen more from what I can tell. Hard to tell if he has more, he's not talking."
"And she doesn't know she's doing this with strangers?"
"Not a clue." I answered him, as Sue, Debbie and Joe walked in. "She's in the office." I said to Debbie. She nodded, picked up her clothes and walked down the hall, opening the office door and closing it behind her.
"How many guys has she done this too?"
"Who knows. Could be a dozen or could be a hundred. She doesn't even know. She's programmed to forget right after."
He stood, shaking his head. "Fuck! She's been fucking total strangers! How do I forgive her for that? I mean, hundreds?"
"I doubt it's been hundreds, but it's probably been quite a few. She's only been programmed for about three months." Sue said quickly.
"Three months? She's been doing this for months? Fucking random guys, just for smiling at her?"
"First off, from what I can tell, he usually has to be alone. Like you would be. Or someplace he can be alone. But not at your house. And just because a woman comes on to you, not all guys will just jump into sex. I did, because I wanted to show you what could happen. But if it came down to it, I wasn't planning on actually having sex with her. She probably gave a lot of guys a good thrill, with some boob shots and maybe even dropping her pants, but having sex? I doubt it was all that many. Most guys aren't going to fuck someone in public, like in a store or something. Most married guys aren't going to do more than look and maybe touch her breasts. So, I'd guess a few dozen at most."
"Shit a few dozen? I have to get used to her having fucked a few dozen guys and forgive her for it?"
"She didn't even know she was doing it. And to be blunt, at least she wasn't getting gang banged by a bunch of guys and getting it splashed all over the fucking internet." Sue said angrily. "I may not know you or Julie, other than in passing, but I sure as hell know what she's feeling right now, and an angry husband isn't going to help anything. You need to suck it up and help her through this. And no, this isn't over, because you know about it. She's still going to do this, because she's been programmed and this doesn't end that."
"So what? We just let her keep doing this?"
"She doesn't even know she is." Sue said with a scowl. You can get help. That's what we're doing. Maybe they can help deprogram her, but it isn't going away overnight and being angry at her doesn't fix it. That bastard thought it'd be funny, to have her going out and flashing guys and acting as a call girl. We figure he sent her places to flash and fuck certain guys, like sending her to their office or something, for a price. It's just a side effect that she does random guys. It's up to you how you deal with it. But if I were you, I'd feel sorry for her, not be mad at her. She needs a lot of support." Sue turned around and stormed out of the room and back outside.
Evan looked at me almost helplessly. "Now what do I do? How do I deal with this? My wife is a call girl? Worse, a robot call girl?"
"If I were you. I'd go give her a hug and tell her that you'll find a way to work it out. That's if you love her."
"I do." He said, as he started toward the hallway. "But I don't know that I can."
I shook my head and settled in the living room, on the sofa. It wasn't long before he walked back down the hall and out the front door without a word. That didn't bode well. Debbie came back out a few moments later. "Seen Sue?"
"Out back." I watched her go out, find Sue and the two of them went back to the office. I got tired of waiting and headed down to the den and turned on the TV, figuring the girls were better dealing with this than I was. Almost an hour later Sue came down to find me.
"Julie's going to stay with us for a few days. That shit head said he couldn't forgive her for what she'd done, what she'd turned into."
"Wait! She's staying with us? Why? Why not with Debbie?"
"Oh come on, honey." She said, sitting down on my lap and wrapping her arms around my neck to squeeze us together. "She doesn't have room, and we have two guest rooms. She just needs a place to stay for a few days, while they work this out."
"But with us?"
She looked at me with a frown. "I don't remember you ever objecting before to helping a friend out. What's the problem here?"
"You don't see it"?
"See what?"
"She's programed to come on to any guy she's alone with. Hell, how often do you think that's going to happen in this house?"
Sue rolled her eyes. "Are you telling me you can't handle one woman?"
"Depends on how you define handle. Because she's sure as hell going to be trying to have sex with me. Is that what you want?"
She shook her head. "Not really, but I'm sure you can manage. Oh yeah, we're going to take her to meet Dr Kensington on Thursday. I'll call her tomorrow and let her know what's going on. She might have some advice, for how to help her."
"Fine. But unless you want her trying to have sex with me, you better make sure I'm not alone with her." I said with a frown.
She leaned down and kissed me on the lips. "I knew you'd say yes. Debbie is taking her over to her house, to get some clothes and personal items." I sighed and wondered what kind of trouble this was going to cause. "Now, while they're gone. Wanna see my boobs?" She whispered with a giggle. "Watching her try to seduce you made me really horny, and I thought, maybe we ought to fuck, while they're gone."
"I thought you'd never ask." I said, moving my hands to pull thin shirt up her body. It only took a few short minutes before we were both naked, with her bouncing wildly on my cock, pushing both of us toward the release we both needed and wanted.
---o---
Sunday afternoon in the summer is usually spent watching the NASCAR races, and this Sunday was no exception. I was ensconced on the sofa, in the basement family room, with my beer and chips, enjoying the quiet. I'd already missed a good part of the race, dealing with the Julie drama. Sue had promised to try and make sure that Julie wasn't left alone with me, any more than absolutely necessary, and she was currently upstairs working on dinner with her, so I was a little surprised when Julie walked, almost silently across the carpeted floor, to stand in front of the TV.
"Finally." She whispered, pulling a tank top that was partly see through, up and off, before pushing the pair of micro shorts down her legs, leaving her completely naked. "I've been trying to sneak away to come be with you, for almost an hour now."
"I think that was intentional." I said, as I tried, hopelessly, not to get a hardon, at the sight of her very sexy twenty-five-year old body. Her tits were a nice, firm looking C cup, that her slender figure made look even larger. She had a slight gap between her thighs that framed her full outer lips, and just a hint of inner labia peeking out at me. When she'd been flashing me earlier, I hadn't really noticed, but there wasn't a single tan line on her well bronzed body.
"I know it was. She wants to keep you all for herself." She whispered, as she stepped closer and knelt in front of me. She pushed my legs apart and reached for the waist of my athletic shorts. As much as my brain wanted me to stop her, the beer in my right hand and a handful of chips in the other prevented me from doing much. She pulled the elastic waist down as far as she could, working my growing hardon out into her hand.
"Oh shit, we're not supposed to be doing this." I groaned, as she lowered her head and closed her lips around my organ. "Oh lord, that feels good."
She pulled her mouth off my shaft a moment, to grin at me, then closed around it again, sucking and teasing, my quickly hardening dick. She pulled her mouth off my dick, as soon as she had it mostly hard. She crawled up onto the sofa over me, straddling my lap like Sue had, not all that long ago. She reached between us and wrapped her hand around my dick and rubbed my mushroom head between her tight little lips. "I bet you wanna stuff it right into my hot little pussy, don't you? Can you feel how tight and sexy it is? Mmmmmm. Just like a little teenager's pussy, isn't it? Nice and tight? Think it'll fit? Think I can get your big, fat, hard cock into my tight, young little pussy? Why don't we find out. You want me to? Want me to feed this into my hot, sexy, little cunt?"
"Ohhhh fuck," I groaned, as she started to force herself over my, now engorged, head. I could feel the pressure of her pussy on the crown of my head, as she put more weight down on me, forcing it to spread her opening. "Ohhhh God," I groaned louder, as she forced my head and several inches into her.
"Ohhhhh God yes! What a big fat cock, I love it! I love how much I have to stretch around you. Fuck yes!" She moaned, as she began to lift and lower, only an inch or so at first, but with longer strokes, as she worked more and more of me into her surprisingly, tight depths. "Ohhhh fuck yes. Fuck my hot little cunt. Fuck me and make me come around your big fat cock."
"Oh fuck, yes!" I heard Sue, say from the stairs. "I love playing slut!" Sue said, walking over. She didn't have all that much on herself, and in moments, she had pulled the t-shirt and shorts she'd put on, after we had sex, back off. Now naked, she moved to the sofa and crawled onto it. With a lustful look, she took the bottle of beer from me and took a long swallow, and then moved the bottle to her pussy and worked the brown glass neck between her lips, pushing it into her pussy. "Ohhhh fuck yes. Do you like seeing me be a slut?" She pulled my hand to the bottle, and whispered for me to fuck her with it. Then she lowered her face to Julie's chest, and began to lick and suck one of her firm little tits and its rock-hard nipple.
"Oh God." I groaned, my hand wrapped around the bottle, holding it in place, as Sue began to lift and lower her hips, to fuck herself on the glass bottle. I felt my cock swelling inside Julie, and began to wonder how long I could last, doing this. Between Julie's incredibly tight pussy on my dick, and my wife being slutty for me, in a way I'd never seen before, I knew it wouldn't be long before I let go.
"SHIT! I'm gonna come on you. Come around your fat cock. Ohhhh fuck yes. Fuck me! Fuck my hot little cunt, until you fill me up!" Julie cried, as her pussy clamped, even tighter, around me. She slammed herself down on me, over and over, begging me to come for her, to fill her cunt, with my cum.
"Ohmygodyes," I groaned softly, as my body jerked and pumped a gush of cum up into Julie. I closed my eyes and felt myself surging my cum, into her pussy, as she trembled and shuddered on my lap, my wife still fucking herself on my beer bottle.
"Fuck yes! Look at that little slut taking your load. That's so fucking hot, isn't it? All your cum, pumping deep in her hot little cunt! Oh shit! I'm gonna come now. You wanna see me come for you too?" Sue cried, a few moments later, pushing herself down hard on the bottle, forcing even more of it into herself, forcing part of the larger portion all the way into her pussy for a few moments, her whole-body jerking and trembling as she climaxed. I could feel her juices leaking down the bottle and over my hand, as she jerked spasmodically, in the midst of her climax.
I sat there, panting, my cock starting to soften inside Julie, as I watched my wife's climax slowly fade. She reached between her legs and gently pulled the bottle from her pussy, holding it with both our hands. She grinned at me and moved the bottle to my lips, coaxing me to drink from it. I had to admit, I'd never seen her do anything like this, and it was startling, if not intriguing. The bottle tasted like her sweet climax juices, as well as the slightly bitter taste of the beer. I drank from the bottle and pulled it from my lips. She leaned down and pressed her lips to mine, in a long, wet kiss, sucking my lips and tongue enough to stop my dick from softening further. She smiled at me, when she pulled her face from mine. She took the bottle from me and held it to Julie's lips. To my surprise, Julie eagerly took the bottle from her hand and took a long swig, draining the bottle.
Julie wiggled herself around on my dick, while Sue moved her face back to mine, for another long, wet kiss. "Wanna see her licking my pussy?" She whispered, as she broke the kiss. "Maybe I should just stand up and let her lick my pussy and let you watch until you get hard again, and then you can fuck both of us.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, my brain jumping to that image.
"I'll take that as a yes."
She stood up on the sofa, straddling me, facing Julie. She pushed her pussy into Julie's face, then reached out and pulled Julie's face to her pussy. "That's it you fucking little slut! Lick my pussy. Lick me and make me come, like the little slut you are! Ohhhhh yeah. Right there, baby. Lick me right there. Ohhhhh shit. Ohhhh shit yes. Get a finger in there! Fuck me with a finger. Ohhhhh fuck yes. Fuck my cunt, you horny little slut! Oh God!" She gasped, in an unusually high-pitched voice. "Oh God! Gonna come! Shit, shit, shit shit! She's gonna make me....OHHHHHH FUCK!" Sue's whole body bucked hard, her legs pushing her pussy at Julie, as she arched her back.
"OH FUCK!" Julie cried in surprise, as Sue sprayed her juices out at her face, with all the force that she had, like when I'd made her come on the boat that time.
Sue gasped and then trembled, as her orgasm shook her whole body with its intensity. I could see her cum dripping and running down Julie's face and chest from where I was looking between my wife's legs.
Julie pulled her dripping face from between my wife's legs. "Holy shit!" She said softly. "When you said you were going to come, you weren't kidding."
Sue stepped across me and off the sofa. She coaxed Julie off my cock, and pulled her with her, to the coffee table. She lay down on it, pulling Julie with her until Julie was laying on top of my wife. "Here you go sweetie. Come fuck us both. You can take turns in both your little slut's cunts, until you come." Sue said, as she moved Julie's legs with hers, spreading them so both of their pussies were practically laying on each other as they lay face to face, their nude bodies pressed together. I saw my wife pull Julie's face down to hers and start to kiss her, as I sat, staring at both their pussies, my cum, leaking from Julie, to drip and drool down over my wife's pussy.
I got up and squatted down between their legs and pushed into my wife, my leaking cum lubricating my shaft as I plunged into her. With what I was looking at, I had no problem wanting to do this. If Sue wasn't upset that Julie was fucking me, why should I be? I started stroking in and out of my wife, her moans and grunts of pleasure muffled by Julie's mouth. The two kissed each other aggressively, as I pulled out and stuffed into Julie again. In and out I stroked, her incredibly tight pussy having a distinct effect. I wasn't going to come fast, but if I kept this up, I was going to get there, even after just having climaxed a few minutes ago.
In and out I stroked, a few dozen strokes in one, and then switching to the other. I was practically in heaven, as I worked both pussies, adding my fingers to the mix, to try to push the two of them toward climaxes of their own. I rubbed Julie's clit while I stroked into my wife, and then rubbed my thumb across my wife's clit, while I drove in and out of Julie.
I'd been pumping in and out of the two of them, for almost ten minutes, before I knew I wasn't going to make it much longer. I warned them, and got a response I didn't expect.
"Bring it up here, come fuck our faces with it!" Sue gasped breathlessly.
I pulled from her and walked around the table. She reached for my dick and pulled it down to her face, the two of them starting to lick and suck me, each seeming to be eager to get my load. "Oh shit...gonna come!" I grunted, trying to hold back as long as I could, but realizing it was going to come in a few moments, whether I wanted to extend this incredible situation or not. "OH FUUUUUUCK!" I grunted loudly, as my body jerked hard, a huge gush of cum surging out into Julie's mouth. The two of them tried to share my engorged head as I pumped several shots of cum into both their mouths.
I stood there, panting, looking down at my wife, not sure what the hell to think. It was only a few weeks ago that she was telling me she didn't like the taste of cum, and she was reluctantly trying to "learn" to take a load in her mouth, and here she was, eagerly sucking and licking my leaking dick. Just when I thought it couldn't get any hotter, the two of them started to kiss again, sharing, my cum, back and forth, before both swallowed what they had; my wife seeming to have the most of the load.
"You still want more? We're your little sluts until you want us to stop."
"No. I think I'm done for the moment."
I stood there, while the two disengaged from each other, got up, and without a word, walked to where their clothes were. They both dressed and walked out without a word, leaving me standing there, naked, wondering what had just happened?
I walked up stairs and heard the shower running in our bathroom, and figured Sue was in there. I decided I better check on Julie, I walked into the guest bathroom. The curtain was pulled closed, I could just see the shadow of her body moving behind it. I pulled the end of the curtain back, on the end away from the shower head, and stuck my head in. "I just wanted to make sure you were okay."



"EEEEEE!" She screamed in surprise, throwing her soapy wash cloth at my face, her hands moving to cover her nude body. "GET OUT! WHAT ARE YOU DOING!" She practically screamed at me.
I jerked my head back and vacated the bathroom, closing the door behind me. I stood in the hallway, breathing hard after the surprise response.
"What the hell was that?" Sue asked, coming out of our bedroom at a run, her wet body completely naked.
"Damned if I know. She just screamed at me to get out."
"What'd you do?"
"Just looked into the shower and asked if she was okay."
Sue looked at me and scowled. "Why would you do that? What the hell were you thinking?"
"I was thinking that I wanted to make sure she was okay, before I came to shower with you. I mean, you both left without saying a word."
"Left where? What are you talking about?"
"Downstairs? In the basement? The two of you?"
"The two of us? What are you talking about. We were just watching a movie down there."
"Um. Honey. That's not what happened."
"What are you talking about?"
"Julie came down and undressed and started having sex with me. You came down and joined in. I mean, you were playing the part of a slut pretty good, but I thought it was just some kind of role play you and she worked out."
"Role play a slut? Why would we do that?"
"I don't know. I thought you two worked it out."
"Honey, we were watching a movie." She said, with a scowl.
"Fine. What movie?"
"Um. It was, um, I don't remember. The proposal or something like that."
"Oh shit." I swore quietly.
"What?"
"You really don't remember what you just did?"
"Yeah, I watched a movie with you and then came up to shower, after it was done."
"Um. No. You had made Julie lick your pussy, while she was sitting on my dick and then the two of you lay on the coffee table and I fucked both of you until I got ready to come and then you two shared my dick, while I came."
"Not likely. I don't like the taste of cum. Never have, you know that."
"It didn't look like it to me a few minutes ago."
"Ohmygod. Are you telling me, that I don't remember fucking you?"
"Doesn't seem like it."
"Oh shit. So, I could have been fucking, well, who the hell knows who I've been fucking, and forgetting about it?"
"What the fuck were you doing, peeking in on me?" Julie snapped at me, as she stepped out of the bathroom.
"I was coming to check on you." I answered defensively.
"Naked? You were checking on me naked?"
"Why not? We'd just had sex."
"Okay! That's a lie. We didn't have sex. No way, we were watching a movie. But have sex?"
"Honey. I think we might have been downstairs with Allen, having sex, not watching a movie."
"I was? Ohhhhhh Noooooo! Not again."
"Not again, what?"
"Shit. I don't remember it. I just remember sitting down to watch a movie and taking a little nap. I woke up and came to take a shower."
"This has happened before?"
"Um. A few times. A few times I could tell I'd had sex. I mean, I had someone's cum leaking from me. I thought it was Evan's, but he wasn't home. It's all so confusing."
"Do you remember what we talked about, earlier, about being hypnotized and programmed?"
"Yeah."
"Do you remember walking into the living room and flashing Allen your body?"
"Uh. Not really. Did I?"
"Do you remember talking to Evan earlier?"
"I remember having an argument, but I can't remember what it was about."
"Julie, do you know why you're here?"
"I'm, um, I'm taking a shower?"
"So, you have no recollection at all, of going down to the basement and stripping and fucking my husband?"
"No. I wouldn't do that, not to your husband. I mean, why would I? Evan would be furious if I did something like that."
"Julie, I think you've been doing this to a lot of guys. Guys that Adam called and told you to go have sex with. That's what this is all about. You doing a strip tease and flashing guys, that are alone. That was how he got you naked, for them to have sex with you. I think he's been using you as a call girl. And yes, Evan was furious, when we figured it out. You're here, because he told you not to come home. Remember now?"
She leaned back against the hallway wall and slid down the wall, her towel pushing up her body until it unwrapped and left her naked once again. She put her face in her hands and started to cry. "Allen, why don't you pick her up."
I knelt down next to her and coaxed her to put her arms around my neck. She was light enough, that I managed to get her picked up into my arms. Sue had to help pull me up to standing, but once up, I carried her to the guest room and sat down on the bed, with her arms around my neck, sobs coming from her, wracking her body. It took almost fifteen minutes before she managed to haltingly, get out coherent sentences. "I thought... I thought... it was all a... nightmare. I didn't know... I did it for real. I mean... I sorta knew I was... doing something. What I remembered... and what I was feeling... things just... didn't add up. Time wasn't right. It was like I was sleeping... and dreaming things... Nasty sex things... having sex with guys... people I didn't even know."
"It's alright. I understand better than you can imagine." Sue whispered, stroking her hair. "From what Allen said we were both doing, kind of neither of us knew what we were doing."
"From what I could see, you two were acting like super sluts. I think Sue is right. I think you were doing what Adam wanted you to do, for guys that he chose. I presume he was paid for providing the right women."
"Well, that means I didn't do it very often then." Sue said.
"Why?" I asked her curiously.
"I'm too old."
I chuckled. "Honey, you're hot as hell for your age. And some young guys really get off on fucking what they call MILF's, mothers I'd love to fuck. Don't assume you didn't get called by him."
"Shit. Honey. How the hell are you going to deal with this? I mean, I don't remember it, so I can't even feel guilty about it. But you, you know I did this."
"Look, I'm not going to go looking for trouble. I have enough to deal with already. What I'm worried about is why this got triggered? What made you do this?"
"I remember coming downstairs and hearing noises that sounded like someone having sex. I sorta remember seeing her sitting on your lap. After that, it's a little fuzzy. I thought I sat down to watch a movie with you, but you weren't watching a movie. were you?"
"Not when you came down."
"I'm sorry honey. It had to be something about the situation. It's almost like when Adam used to ask me to show him my tits. He'd ask me to show him my boobs, and the next thing I knew, I was naked and having sex with him and his friends."
"But you remember that? Doing that?"
"Oh yeah. I remember doing it, I remember how it felt, how much I wanted to do it, not because I liked it, but because I wanted to desperately please him, and pleasing him, was giving his friends as many orgasms as I could. Not like I was actually doing it, but like I was doing it in my dream. Not physically, but well, guys have vivid wet dreams, right? This was just like a wet dream, on steroids."
"Which is why I can forgive you. You weren't in control. Now, Julie, what do you remember? What's the last thing you remember clearly?"
"I remember talking to you guys on the patio, and then Evan asking me to walk into the house and stand in front of you. I thought it was silly, but I don't really remember much after that. It's all kinda hazy. Then I was in the shower and Allen stuck his head in."
"And you screamed at him."
"I did." She agreed, pushing up from resting her head on my shoulder, as I still held her on my lap. "I guess that was kinda silly, but, well, I didn't realize, I thought you were going to get in the shower with me. I mean, you were naked, and I was naked, and well, hell, you're still naked."
"And so are you."
She frowned and tried to cover her breasts again. "Yeah, I am. I've been that way a lot, lately. For some reason I don't much feel like wearing underwear anymore. And I can feel people looking at my tits. I don't want them to. When it's time to get dressed, I take out a bra and then leave it on the bed. I don't get it. I never used to do that. I never went anywhere, without underwear, either. You know what I caught myself doing in the grocery store the other day? Some old guy, even older than Allen, he was watching me shop, and I just squatted down, pretending to look at something on the bottom shelf, and spread my knees, so he could see all the way to my...all the way to my crotch. If that had been accidental, I'd have been ashamed of myself, but you know what? I wasn't, I was turned on! I was so turned on, that I spread my legs for him at least half a dozen times and even bent over and pulled my skirt up, to show him my butt once. I don't know why I did it, I just couldn't resist doing it. It was sorta like what I did a few times with Evan, but this wasn't Evan, it was a total stranger."
"So, we know he programmed you to do two things. No, three, at least three. One is to flash guys, that are in a room alone. Like you did with Allen. That's how you start sex, doing a flash and strip for the mark. Second is to flash guys that are watching you. I'm sure that guy at the store saw your tits through what you were wearing, and was checking you out, so you gave him more to see. Third thing is to take calls or texts from him and go to where he said. Once you were there, one of the other two things would happen. Do you know when all this started?"
"Maybe April? May?"
"How does April twenty third sound?" I asked, remembering the time stamp on the video we watched. I think it took more than one time to get it all in, but it all started then."
"Oh God! How many times do you think he sent me out?"
"You'd have to go out and look at your phone records. See how many times he called or texted you. That'd give you a good idea."
"I'm not sure I want to know."
"If I know I don't," Sue said softly.
She was finally in control enough to get off my lap and dress, putting on her nightshirt. Sue and I went to our room and dressed and then went to the kitchen to make something for dinner. After dinner, we all went to the family room and did watch a movie, Julie needing some quiet time to think and process. She tried several times to call her husband, who intentionally declined her calls, or had blocked her number, each attempt, sending her into another crying spell. Yeah, this was going to be tough for her, and I kind of felt sorry for her, knowing what I did.
If I ever got my hands on Adam, I'd be hard pressed not to choke the life out of him, not only for what he did to Sue, but what he clearly did to a number of her friends, and friends of hers were, by default, friends of mine.
---o---
Monday was a work day. I fell into my normal routine after the alarm went off. I usually let Sue shower and get ready for work, while I made lunches and cooked breakfast, and then after we ate, I'd take my turn. Not that the shower wasn't more than big enough for both of us, but it was just easier for me to not stare at her naked, before I had to go to work. It just made me horny and there wasn't time to do anything about it, or at least that was the excuse I usually got. I didn't really have a set schedule like she did, so I didn't care how long it took, not if she was giving me some good sex, but in the last couple years that had been surprisingly little, at least until now.
I was standing at the kitchen counter wearing my bed pants, working on making our lunches, when I heard soft steps behind me. Bare feet on a tile floor makes a distinct sound in the otherwise silent kitchen. I felt a set of hands on my hips, and a pair of bare breasts press to my back. Soft, wet lips kissed the base of my neck, before I heard the whisper that I knew wasn't going to be my wife's voice.
"I wanted to thank you, for what you're doing." Julie whispered quietly, her light touch on my hips making my mind jump to the thought of her pushing my bed pants down.
"Um. You don't have to do that." I answered.
"I know. But I want to. Sue's so lucky that you're understanding. That you're standing behind her in this, trying to help her get through it. I wish Evan was supportive like that."
"Maybe he still will be. It's got to be a shock to him."
"I'm sure it is." She said softly, her fingers toying with the waistband of my bed pants, sliding a few inches back and forth, almost as if she was trying to decide if she should push them down or not. "But it had to be a shock to you too. Why are you so different? Why can't he be more like you?"
I turned in her arms, her nipples rubbing across my arm and then pressing to my chest, as she leaned against me, now face to face, only my bed pants, between my, now hard, dick and her nude body. "Sue knew something was going on. She didn't understand exactly what, but she knew she was cheating on me, and worked out this stupid idea to make me cheat on her, so that I'd be more understanding and forgive her. As angry as it made me, to realize she set me up, once I understood what was happening, well, she was kinda successful. I felt guilty about cheating on her, even though she did set me up to do it. Because of that, I guess I understand a little better, than someone that hasn't been through it."
"Maybe I should try that," she whispered, laying her head on my shoulder, her hands still resting on my hips.
"I don't recommend it," I answered, reaching to her hips, for lack of anything better to do with my hands. She pushed down on my bed pants, forcing them down over my butt to slide down my legs. My hard dick sticking out now, so my head nestled into the gap of her thighs, her hot, wet pussy lips, resting on it. I could feel the heat and wetness of her firm, little pussy lips, on my engorged head. "I don't think we really want to do this," I whispered.
"I do."
"Why?"
"I've intentionally not looked at your face. I don't want to see the look there, I don't want to think that the only way I can have sex, is because of a man forcing me to. I want to feel myself come because I want to. I don't think I have for several months."
"Sue will be down soon."
"I know."
"I have to finish making lunches and breakfast."
"Alright." She answered, making no effort to release me.
"Julie."
"Just hold me for a minute more." She whispered.
I did, I held her, not encouraging her at all, as she began to rock her hips slightly, sliding my fat head back and forth across her firm wet lips. I knew what she wanted from me, and I was trying hard to avoid it. "Why don't you go get dressed for work now?" I said softly, hoping she'd get the idea.
"Do I have to?"
"Yes. You do."
She sounded a little defeated, as she whispered, "okay" and then released me. She turned away and continued to not look at my face. She walked away while I pulled my pants up and turned back to my work. I heard my wife's footsteps, the soft rubberized soles of her shoes making the slightest squeak on the tile, as she walked. I felt her hands on my hips and then a soft kiss on my shoulder before she pressed herself against me. I could feel the coarse roughness of the scrubs she had on, pressed to my back by her full tits. "You handled that well." She whispered, "I wish I had time to reward you."
"So do I," I agreed, as she slipped a hand around me and down into my bed pants. She gripped my dick and squeezed it gently before starting to stroke it a little.
"Maybe I can. It'd only make me a few minutes late, as turned on as you already are."
"I haven't even started breakfast yet."
"I can get something on the way in. That is, if you want me to."
I turned in her arms and leaned my face to hers, kissing her softly. "When have I ever turned you down?"
"Never that I can remember, unlike me."
"What do you want to do?"
She grinned and placed her hands between us. I felt her untie the waist of the scrubs and let them slide down to her ankles. She moved her hands to her hips and pushed her underwear down before moving to the hem of the scrub top. She pulled it up and tossed it at the kitchen table. She reached behind her back and undid her bra and shrugged it off as well. She took my dick and pulled me along, the two of us shuffling back to the big wooden kitchen table. With a grin, she wiggled her butt onto it and then lifted her legs enough to spread her knees, her ankles unable to spread too far with her pants around them. She pulled me by my hardware, pulling me between her spread knees, aiming my dick for her pussy. I pressed my head into her already wet pussy.
"Someone's been thinking about this already."
"Only for the last half hour. But listening to her, trying to convince you to have sex with her, well, it just made me all the more turned on." She said huskily, as I stroked my dick in and out of her, short little strokes at first to lubricate my dick, and then, longer, fuller strokes that we both enjoyed. I wasn't rushing, I didn't need to. I could tell by the noises she was making that she was already turned on and I was just working her ever closer to a quick climax. In and out I pushed, leaning my face down to her chest, to suck on one of her rock-hard nipples. "Oh God yes, do that! You know just what I love, don't you?"
"Uh huh." I grunted, as I switched to her other nipple and sucked it into my mouth, teasing over and around her nipple, as I plunged harder into her. I could feel my climax building quicky, but I wanted to make sure she came too. It was one of the things that I had always done, make sure my partner climaxed as well. If I came too quickly, I'd always find a way to make it happen for her, even if it meant licking my own cum, while I was teasing her clit. This time that wasn't going to be necessary. I could tell she was starting to come, her legs trembling, as her pussy started to clench around me. Only a dozen or so strokes into her, and her climax was in full bloom, her body shuddering and shaking, as her pussy spasmed and clenched around me. There was something about fucking a climaxing pussy, the change in tightness, the change in angle, the sound of its wetness, the sound of her voice, that all combined to make it even more special. I came, very shortly after she did, my cock pumping shot after shot, into her. I stood there, panting, as my body jerked occasionally, my dick still twitching inside her, as she lay on the table panting, her fingers stroking her own breasts.
"Fuck that felt good. I don't know why we ever stopped having sex like this."
"Like what?"
"Spontaneous. I mean, it always feels so much more intense, when we do it like this."
"Kids." I answered, in one simple word.
"Yeah, I suppose that's true. It's a shame this had to happen, for us to discover good sex again. Not that what we had, when we did, wasn't good, but it wasn't...I don't know. It wasn't the same."
"It wasn't as intense, it wasn't as emotional, and it wasn't as fulfilling." I answered, as I moved my hands to stroke her body softly.
"I guess you're right." She agreed. "Now, you finish making my lunch, before I'm late for work." She said, as the old antique mantle clock in the living room struck seven forty-five.
I pulled out of her and she quickly lifted her legs, so that our cum wouldn't leak onto her pants. I grabbed a paper towel from the holder and gently held it to her pussy, as I helped her off the table. She bent over to pull up her underwear, and I pulled the towel away as she slipped the crotch of the panties up to her pussy. "Someone was horny." She giggled, as she rubbed her pussy, the crotch of her panties getting wetter by the moment. She finally pulled her pants up and started putting her bra and top on, while I put her lunch in her lunch sack. She gave me a kiss, took her lunch and headed out the door in a rush, still needing to pick up some breakfast on the way to work.



I headed up to my bedroom, stripped off my bed pants and headed into the shower. It doesn't usually take me long to shower, so within about five minutes I was rinsing my hair, with my eyes closed to keep the soap out. "FUCK!" I cried in surprise, as I felt hands on my body, gripping my hips. I stood, trying to get my heart back into my chest, soap running down my face and body as I panted. "Jesus. Is that you Julie?"
"It is." She said softly.
"I thought I said I didn't wanna do this."
"Sue's gone. She's not going to mind. I just want to have sex on my own. I want to have it with who I want, not because I'm being forced or tricked into it."
"And how are we going to do that?" I asked her, as her hands left my waist.
"Easy." She said softly before the light I could see through my closed eyelids blanked to blackness. "Now it's dark in here."
"Don't you have to get to work?"
"Not until nine." She said, her hands feeling her way up my body to my head. She moved my hands and began to rub my hair, helping rinse the soap out. I stood there, feeling her tits rubbing against my chest, her nipples, rock hard, as she pressed against me. I couldn't help but get a hardon, unable to see, but imagining her tits covered in soap suds. She felt it pressing against her thighs and shifted her stance, so that my dick was once again, in that sexy little gap, just like it was in the kitchen. "Will you make love to me?"
"You do realize that Sue just had sex with me, to reward me for being good, and now you want me to not be good?"
"She doesn't have to know."
"We made a promise to each other, that we wouldn't have sex with other people behind each other's back. I can't do that. We're trying to build trust again."
"So, you won't?"
"Not without her permission," I said quietly, as I reached for her hands and gently pulled them down, my hair, more than adequately rinsed. "But if you want me to help you shower, since you're already in here, we can do that."
I couldn't hear her nod, but I suspect she did, since she didn't move away from me. I felt around for Sue's body wash and hoped that I grabbed the right bottle. If not, Julie was about to be washed with either conditioner or shampoo. Not that it would really matter that much. She stepped back and used her hands to guide mine to her chest. I began to wash her in the dark, rubbing my hands around her chest and stomach. I slid my hands to her shoulders and pulled her toward me again, pressing her soapy tits to my chest, as I rubbed my hands around her back and down to her butt. I felt her hands find my dick and guide it between her legs again, this time grinding herself along my shaft. She rocked her hips, squeezing me between her thighs, my dick pressing up against her hot, wet pussy.
"Oh yeah." She whispered, I felt one of her hands slip between us and pull me up tighter to her pussy, my head now spreading her lips with each stroke. She leaned herself back and I moved my hands back to her chest, cupping and rubbing both her firm little boobs. "Ohgod," she moaned, as she pulled my head further between her lips, clearly arching her back to be able to force me up against her even more. "Move with me. Please. Make me come." She whispered urgently, I started to rock my hips, to drive my dick between her lips.
"I'm going to have to tell her," I groaned, knowing exactly what she was trying to do.
"I don't care," she moaned, as she shifted her legs apart, pulling my head up into her further, this time my head pushing right into the entrance to her depths. My head spread her lips and dipped into the entrance to her hot depths. Damn she was tight. My body knew what to do with a tight pussy, and my hips thrust myself, deep into her. The two of us stood in the dark, my soapy hands playing with her tits, while we bucked our hips at each other, driving my cock in and out of her. "Oh God, gonna come!" She panted.
"Uh huh." I grunted back, as I felt my own urgency building, my climax only moments away, inside her tight pussy.
"SHIT!" She cried loudly. "OH FUCK! I'M COMMMMMMING!"
"Damn." I grunted, as her tight hole grew even tighter. I moved my hands to her ass, cupping both cheeks as I drove harder into her, thrusting my shaft fully into her, moments before I felt my cum erupt into her. I held her to me, her tits pressing to my chest, rubbing up and down, as she panted for breath, while I pulled her ass toward me, holding us together, while my body occasionally jerked and tried to add more cum to the load I'd put deep in her. "I'm going to have to tell her."
"I know," she whispered, as she stood breathing heavily. She turned us slightly and then pushed my chest, spreading us apart. I felt her turning under the spray in front of me and then felt her pull me toward the water. She let go of my hands and I waited, and waited and finally realized she'd walked out, leaving me alone in the dark.
I rinsed off, turned off the water and felt down the wall for the light switch. I flicked it on and began to dry myself and get ready for work.
---o---
"So, how did it go?" Debbie asked, as she walked into my office, an hour or so later.
"Alright, I guess. She's one messed up girl at the moment. I don't think she can even trust herself."
"I'd suspect not. She's never been a particularly strong person. Hell, when she got married, I tried to tell her he wasn't a very good guy, but she didn't want to hear it. Now, I guess she's paying the price."
"I guess so."
"So, did you and Sue figure out why she even went over to that house? I'd have thought, if they were friends, Sue would have known it."
"Yeah. Apparently, June was considering moving, or at least, that was the reason for the visit. She wanted to get an idea of what her house was worth. In retrospect, I don't know that Adam would have ever let her move. He had too much invested there. So, either June was realizing something was wrong and felt like she had to move someplace, or it was just a ploy to lure a young real estate agent over for Adam. Hell, for all we know, he told her to call Julie."
"He was really a piece of work, wasn't he? We don't really know how many women he did this to, do you?"
"Nope." I agreed.
"So, we're good though? Me and Joe, with you guys?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"And you still owe me two more, right?"
I looked at her. "I suppose so."
"Good. If I come by to collect, you won't say no, will you?"
"That depends. I think we need to keep this away from work. It wouldn't do to get caught, doing what I know you're thinking about."
She pouted and shrugged. "Can't help a girl for hoping, can you?"
"I guess not. Now, unless you have something else for me, I need to get some work done before class."
She stepped to the side of my desk, turned around and bent over, lifting the hem of her dress. Her completely bare pussy pushed between her thighs at me, her wetness obvious. She straightened back up and grinned. "Just let me know when you want some of that."
"Sure." I said, feeling my dick harden, wondering just how long I could manage to put up with what, I suspected, was a whole new level of teasing, before I had to fill it.
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I did tell Sue about Julie coming into the shower with me, Monday, Tuesday, and this morning. Debbie was very supportive of me helping Julie out, and Sue didn't complain, answering with just a nod and 'okay', but I still felt guilty about it. No matter how hard I tried to convince her, Julie just wouldn't take no for an answer, and I was afraid that if I was too forceful, that she'd break down again. I don't know if Sue thought it was a valid argument or not, but she just shrugged and said it was only temporary, so it was 'alright' with her. Honestly, her reaction surprised me. I really expected her to be at least irritated, that I was going back on what we had talked about. True, I wasn't doing it behind her back, but she wasn't getting her pound of dick, so to speak, was she?
"You know. I'm getting the short end of the stick here." Debbie said as she walked into the office. "If Sue's gonna fuck Joe, aren't I supposed to get equal treatment?"
"Huh?"
"Sue, fucking Joe? You didn't know?"
"No. I didn't."
"She's stopped by last night on the way home from work for a quickie. Just walked in, pulled her pants down in front of Joe and begged him to fuck her. She bent over the kitchen table with her pants around her ankles, and he fucked her until she came twice. Joe loved it. Said he'd never fucked a nurse in scrubs before."
"Oh. I think maybe that's my fault."
"Let me guess. Julie?"
"She's been hitting on me every morning, and joining me in the shower."
"Ahhhhh. That explains it. Well, the way I see it, you still owe me, and I need to collect, big time."
"And how do you propose we do that?"
"I have an absolutely naughty as hell idea. You game?"
"I don't know. What are you thinking about?"
She held up a little key and wiggled it, as it dangled from her hand. "I borrowed this from Samantha."
"The custodian?"
"That's her."
"And what, pray tell, is that the key to?"
She leaned over my desk and pressed her arms together to squeeze her boobs in the dress she had on. "The roof access." She whispered.
"And why would Samantha give you the key to the roof?"
"So we can sneak up there and fuck!"
"Wouldn't that be dangerous?"
"How so? We're the tallest building on campus. Who's going to see? So, you game? Or do I have to start stripping right here? Not that it would take long, since all I have on is the dress. Nothing at all on under it. So, how about it? Wanna be naughty?" She asked, straightening up and moving her hands to the hem of her dress. She started to pull it up, inching it slowly up her thighs, watching me watch her. I glanced past her, to my still open door, my attention caught by someone walking down the hall, past my office.
"Shit." I hissed quietly. "Not here."
She dropped the hem of her dress and grinned. "Five minutes, third floor equipment room. I'll leave the door ajar." She whispered before turning and walking out of my office. I sat there, shaking my head and wondering, just how this had turned into what it was. The idea was to have a couple we could do things with, to keep Sue from messing around with her patients. How did that, turn into this?
I was half tempted to not show up, but as the minutes ticked away, I couldn't help but be turned on by the idea. Somehow all that sex, even public sex, at the lake, had flipped a long-lost switch inside. I'd spent a lot of time over the last few weeks, thinking about history, in particular, my history, with girls. Even as early as my senior year of high school, I'd been attracted to girls that liked things a little more on the naughty side. I remembered taking Rebecka to a Halloween party, her mummy costume consisting of mostly wrap after wrap of that silly three-inch wide crepe paper streamer stuff, and how, on the way walking home with her, we got caught in a downpour, leaving her in nothing but shoes, a pair of little white panties and a white lace bra, none of which left much of anything to the imagination, once it got wet. It was probably some of the hottest sex we had, fucking in the park, in the rain, both of us butt naked.
My experience with college girls, wasn't much tamer. One of my girlfriends, Alicia, invited a friend along, for what I planned to be a sexy date to the dunes, including a little sex. Little did I know, that I was going to get my first piece of black pussy, as well as my first double team, with Alicia and her friend taking turns on my dick and face, until I'd made them both climax, at least twice each as I recall. And to have that happen outside, in the middle of the sand dunes, was just icing on the cake. None of us much cared who saw us, at that point. So, yeah, when five minutes was about up, I was headed up the elevator, to the third floor.
Like she said, the door to the equipment room was ajar, blocked open a couple inches, with a wooden wedge. I stepped in and let the door close and latch behind me. It only took a minute to walk around the huge air handlers and find the stairs to the roof access. I climbed the steel grate stairs, to a hatch type door, which, when I tried the handle, was unlocked. I pushed the hatch up and climbed onto the white rubber coated roof. I looked around, wondering where Debbie was, and then saw her, laying on a blanket on top of an air conditioning unit of some kind, completely naked!
"I knew you couldn't resist." She said, as she propped herself up on one elbow, her free hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy. "Now, you wanna come over here and fuck me?"
"Shit," I swore quietly, as I looked at her naked body laying out completely exposed. I looked around and realized, that other than a few windows, we were indeed shielded from being seen by anyone, on the ground or most all of the upper windows. As I walked closer to her, even those windows were blocked by the three-foot high wall, around the perimeter of the roof.
"What do you think? Naughty enough for your tastes?"
"Where did you get the blanket?"
"Someone keeps it up here, for when she wants to play." Debbie answered with a shrug. "Now, you gonna take some clothes off and fuck me, or are you planning on just whipping it out and doing it dressed?"
"Maybe I should. Just whip it out and fuck you, just like that."
She grinned. "Almost as good as in your office, if you do." I nodded, as I undid the front of my pants, and walked the last few steps to her. She slid herself to the edge of the AC unit, her butt right on the edge, and then lifted and spread her legs. I let my pants fall to my ankles and then pushed my briefs down, exposing my rock-hard dick. "That's it, sweetie, give me that fat dick of yours."
I rubbed my head up and down her slit, then started to push it between her lips and into her depths. "Mmmmmmm. That's it," I groaned, as I slid slowly into her wet, ready pussy. I felt my shaft grab at her lips and pulled back, slipping almost all the way out, before starting to push in again, spreading more of her lubrication on my shaft. It took three slow strokes like that, before I felt her pussy lips press against my pubic hair. I reached up to her chest, as she lay flat on the unit, gripping her firm breasts, as I started stroking in and out of her.
"Oh yeah. That's what I needed. Ohhhhh fuck yes, I love your cock in me. Fuck me honey. Fuck my hot little cunt!"
"Uh huh," I grunted, as I slammed myself into her over and over, her whole body shaking with each impact. I had to admit, it was more than a little exhilarating, to be fucking her in broad daylight, right in the middle of campus. True, no one could really see us, but still, there were students walking all over campus, sitting in class right below us, people working in offices that were just out of sight of us. Yeah, that lake trip had definitely awakened something in me, that had long been dormant. Sue and I had already enjoyed a few encounters, and I had a hunch we'd be enjoying more semi-public fucks, in the weeks to come.
"OH shit! I'm coming, I'm coming!" She gasped, as her pussy started to spasm around my thrusting cock. In and out I drove, even harder, feeling her tighten around me, pushing my, almost there, orgasm right to the edge.
"Oh fuck." I grunted, as my body jerked and jammed deep in her. I felt my cock surge, my hot cum, into her. I don't know how much cum my body actually had, but it made a valiant attempt to pump it all into her, in strong powerful surges. "Oh damn," I panted, as I stood between her legs, my cock twitching inside her and my body, still occasionally, giving a little, spasmodic jerk. She rested her legs on my shoulders, as we both panted for breath.
"God damn that was hot." She breathed, after a few moments. "You sure do enjoy being naughty, don't you?"
"Why do you say that?"
"You always fuck that hard? Or is it just when you're fucking someone, that isn't your wife?"
"Well, uh. I don't know exactly."
She giggled softly. "Allen, I've watched you fuck Sue; and then I felt you fuck me. There's a difference. When you fuck her, it's gentle and caring. When you fuck me, it's, well, almost animalistic. It's hard and deep and urgent. It's one hell of a fuck to be honest. But it's not what you do with Sue. I'd be willing to bet, that if you fucked her like you just fucked me, she wouldn't be looking for young guys. She'd have everything she needs, right with you. Some naughtiness, spontaneity, passion, love and lust. That's what makes good sex good."
"Maybe." I panted.
"I know." She said, as she shifted her legs, then used her feet on my chest, to gently push me away from her. She sat up and climbed off the unit, as I pulled my pants back up. She dug into the little bag that was on the roof, and pulled out a cloth and a squeeze bottle. I watched curiously as she stuffed the squeeze bottle into her pussy. "What? Never seen a woman do this before?" She asked as she looked up at me.
"Actually, no."
"I can't walk around all day, leaking your cum, now can i? Down side of no underwear.'
"Guess that's true."
She closed her eyes and I saw her squeeze, as the liquid she had squirted into her pussy, ran back out, almost like going pee, but not quite the same. She stayed squatted down for several long seconds, before using the cloth to wipe her pussy. Only then did she stand up and pull her dress from the bag she'd stuffed it in. She dressed, used the rag one more time to wipe herself, and then stuffed the blanket back into the bag. I watched her walk to another AC unit, a much bigger one, open the side door and then put the bag into it. "Hiding place." She said with a grin, as she walked back toward me. "Ready? I need to get back downstairs before I get missed."
"Sure." I answered, following her across the roof to the access hatch. She held it open, until I went through and then used the key to lock it. We walked out of the equipment room and to the elevator. We had to wait for it to come, and then we both stepped in. She pressed 1 and then, as soon as the door closed, she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me urgently.
"One of these days, we're gonna have to figure out how to fuck in here."
"In the elevator?"
"Uh huh. That'd be so fucking hot, wouldn't it? Oh yeah. Now you owe me that story about camping. That was the deal, right? I find some really naughty exciting way to have sex and then you tell me all about the camping trip."
"I guess I did say that, didn't I?" I answered as she slipped her arms from around me and turned to stand next to me, facing the doors as the elevator slowed.
"See you later." She said, walking out and turning left. I stepped out and turned right, heading toward my office, trying not to look guilty, as I passed a number of students. I made it to my office and found several students waiting to see me.
"What can I help you with?" I asked the first student, a young lady that usually sat about half way back, in one of my classes dominated by male students almost five to one.
"We need some help on the homework due tomorrow." She said, as she stepped into my office, the other young lady standing with her following her in.
"Sure, have a seat." I answered, motioning to the seat I kept next to my desk for students. She pulled the chair around the desk a bit further, so she could sit just to the right of me, and show me her notebook, the other girl moving to stand behind her right shoulder. Summer classes are hard for the students. Instead of only three days a week, it's a grueling five days per week, and it's easy for students to get behind. I do what I can, to keep them up to speed, but the sad truth is, only those that come to my office, get individual help. The young lady now sitting next to me, opened her notebook, and laying it on her legs, began to explain what her problem was, the other young lady looking over her friend's shoulder.
Let me just admit, right up front, that I'm a dirty old man. I like looking at girls, and women, and well, the less they have on or the more they are removing, the better I enjoy it. One of the hardest things I had to adjust to, after being prescribed the heart medicine, was trying to train myself NOT to think about sex, especially when I was with a female student, or worse, in front of the class. I was completely embarrassed, right after I started taking it, because I couldn't seem to help, but get a hardon, while I was teaching. I'd always looked at the girls in my classrooms, sometimes even being able to see up under their skirts, in the auditorium. Some of them wear such scant clothing to start with, and then, being able to see bare legs all the way up under their skirts, well, with the meds on top of that... well, you can imagine what happened. It only took me two lectures in that auditorium to decide that boxers were no longer going to work. I switched to boxer briefs, that held my junk in a position that would be less obvious in case I grew, and pants that had enough flex and bagginess, that it wouldn't be so noticeable. Over a number of weeks, I trained myself not to look at the girls long enough to register what they were wearing, so I could keep my mind on what I was doing, and not on other things.
Over the intervening years, I tried to just ignore, for the most part, what the girls were wearing. That is, until they did something, like the girl in my office was doing at that moment. She had on shorts, that were damn short, and tight enough to actually pull the shorts slightly between her pussy lips in what the kids call a camel toe. She also had on and a thin tank top, with absolutely no bra under it, that left the outline of her little nipples poking the front out slightly. If that weren't enough, she kept absentmindedly stroking her left nipple with the end of her pen, making it grow even more rigid, as she talked, explaining to me what her problem was and what she didn't understand. She didn't have large breasts, maybe only a B cup or slightly more, but the fact that she kept stroking her nipple, which was obviously poking her shirt out, was making something else grow.
I was doing my best to ignore what I was seeing her doing, which seemed to be an unconscious, maybe nervous action. I couldn't believe she was doing it on purpose, as flattering as the thought might be. Unfortunately, I couldn't completely ignore the sight, as she bent part way over her notebook, putting the profile of her small perky breast and now rigid nipple, right in my line of sight to her notebook page. Usually, before I went to class, I did what I call a quick prep stroke. With my office door closed, I'd dig one hand quickly into my pants and make sure my dick was positioned, in a rather unobtrusive position, just in case it decided to have an untimely growth. Having just had sex with Debbie, I'd not paid much attention to where mister happy ended up when I pulled my pants up on the roof, and I hadn't had a chance to readjust anything when I reached my office, because of the students waiting for me. So the sight in front of me, was starting to cause a significantly obvious, and somewhat uncomfortable bulge, that I had no hope at all of hiding, with her sitting next to me.
Not only did I notice it, but I could tell, from the little pauses in her words, and the little shift of her head to glance at my crotch, while she talked, that she noticed it was well. Embarrassed, that was what I felt. And the harder I tried to not think about what was making it hard, the more I seemed to harden. I tried to not think about it, as I started explaining the process she needed to follow on the homework, but I could tell she was as distracted by my crotch, as I was by her pen stroking her nipple.
"I'm sorry. Elaine, isn't it?" I asked, stopping my explanation.
"Yes Professor."
"Elaine, I want to apologize. It's rather embarrassing, but if you don't mind me taking a moment to use the men's room, I'd appreciate it."
She leaned back and looked at my face, opened her mouth to say something, and then closed it again, probably deciding against whatever she was going to say. I stood up to be able to get around my desk and out of my office, which was definitely a mistake, in hindsight. Not only was my hardon now more pronounced, but when I stood up it was essentially right in her face. I saw her stare at me, but not move her chair back to let me by.
"Um. Uh. Really, it's alright." She stammered, her eyes glued to the bulge in the front of my pants. "I mean. I don't mind. I'm not offended or anything."
"I don't want you to be uncomfortable. I mean. I don't want you to think I'm some kind of letch or something. It's the reaction to a medication I'm on for my heart. I'm not trying to perve on you or anything. Honest." I said, still hoping to move past her.
"Uh, no. I don't think that, it's alright."
It was pretty clear she wasn't going to move aside, which suddenly made me suspicious that her stroking of her nipple, wasn't as innocent as I had assumed. I looked up at the face of Gina, the other girl with her, and realized she was trying hard to conceal a smile, that was really trying mightily to slip out, and hadn't said a single word one way or the other, despite her staring right at my crotch. "Alright." I said, turning my back to the two girls. I quickly stuck my hand down the front of my pants, and into my briefs, moving my dick to lay up along my body, instead of being bent awkwardly, trying to poke down the leg hole of my briefs. I tucked the front of my shirt back down into my pants and then turned and sat back down. "Now, where were we?" I asked, trying to get my head back into what I was explaining.
It took another ten minutes with her, to get her to understand the process to finish the homework properly, the entire time spent with her teasing her nipple with her pen. She finally declared she understood, and she and her friend Gina, left, to allow the next student in. It wasn't lost on me, that Gina had objected to nothing she'd seen either myself or Elaine do, or to what I did to try and resolve the problem. And I was also quite sure, by how hard her nipples clearly were in her t-shirt, that she could tell what her friend was doing.
Half an hour later, I'd finished with all the students that were waiting, and was able to close my door and sit back and sigh. As flattering as it might be, to think that someone that young, really had some kind of attraction to me, it was a problem I really didn't need. The younger women at the campground had been plenty, and now I had Debbie wanting me to have sex with her, on the roof of all places. I felt like my life was spiraling out of control. Two hours later, after I'd eaten lunch, I felt even more out of control as I stood before a classroom, lecturing, unable to NOT think about each of the young ladies in the room, wondering which, if any, harbored secret fantasies toward this particular professor.
When it was time to go home, I was thankful. I needed to get back to reality, and a good swim was what I needed. The pool wasn't anything like a regulation size swimming pool, but it was long enough that I could get at least half a dozen good strokes in, before I had to flip and go the other direction. I put my suit on, or should I say my NEW suit, and started swimming laps. It was a bit tough making the flip on the shallow end; but, I had lots of experience keeping my curl tight enough, I didn't hit the bottom, and was working on lap thirty five when I heard and felt someone else dive in. I paused at the shallow end and stood up to see who had joined me. To my surprise, I saw Trish standing in the shallow water, not far from me, her body completely bare.



"Hi. Hope you don't mind. Your wife said any time I wanted to come swim, to help myself, so, well, here I am." She said, with a cockeyed little grin on her face, "I haven't been able to find my swim suit since I moved in, so I hope you don't mind that I don't have one."
I looked at the water droplets clinging to her perky C cup breasts, her nipples obviously erect and practically begging for attention. "Trish! Um. Yeah. No, I don't mind." She wasn't bad looking, at fifteen or so years younger than I am. Her short cropped brown hair, matched the small trimmed bush I could make out, just under the water, on her mound. "Sue said you could come swim any time, huh?"
"Yeah. I hadn't really planned on it, but after the other day, I got to thinking, maybe I should come get to know my neighbors a bit better, and well, since you seem to be kind of loose about requiring a suit, I didn't think you'd mind."
"Uh, yeah. No, I don't mind at all." I answered, trying to figure out how to get back to swimming without being rude. And I did want to get back to it, before my dick became a solid chunk of iron, no longer able to be contained by this damn little suit, Sue had me wearing. "You're welcome to join me for some laps."
"Sure. That's be a nice change. I usually exercise on an elliptical, but then I think you already know that."
I could feel myself blush for some reason. "Yeah. I, um, I hope you don't think I'm being a pervert or peeping tom or anything."
"Oh, not at all. I mean, I work out naked, because it's comfortable. I'm not bothered, if you see me from time to time."
"Good. That's, um, good, yeah. So, I need to get back to laps." I said, as I turned to face the deep end more than her, even though she was standing in that general direction.
"Um. You don't have to." She said quickly, just before I pushed off again, making me pause. "Wear your suit, I mean. If you don't want to. I mean, not too many people can see down into your pool, but me and the other neighbor, Karla. But I don't know that she does, look down into the pool that is."
"Uh huh. I didn't know she could see us down here."
"Um, yeah. From her bedroom."
"I see. I didn't know that."
"Yeah, I just found out a couple weeks ago. I was up there with her and we noticed you two, um, you and Sue, out here. You know."
"Having sex in the middle of the back yard?" I asked quietly, suddenly embarrassed that they had seen us. "Sorry. We'll stop, if it bothers you."
"Oh. No. I mean, I don't want to intrude on you doing, well, whatever it is you like to do. I mean, it's your yard. I just thought, that, well, if you didn't mind, I'd come over and swim."
I shook my head and waded over to where she was standing, her hands on her hips, for lack of anyplace better to put them and still allow me to see her naked body. "I'm just guessing here, but I think you're here, because you're hoping you might, somewhere down the road, encourage me to have sex with you. Just guessing."
She looked down at the water and moved her hands behind her back. I could see her blush a little. "I guess, um. I guess, that's pretty close."
"And I'm also going to guess that you work out naked, partly because, you're hoping I see you that way. Like when you were on the balcony the other day."
She blushed even brighter. "I'd never done anything like that before. But watching you, playing with, oh hell. Watching you fucking that woman, and making her come like that. Well, I just thought, maybe my fantasy wasn't quite as unreachable, as I thought it was." I nodded, I knew what she wanted, but I wasn't so sure I should, not after the way Sue responded to what I had done with Julie, the last few mornings. She must have read my indecision as disapproval, and turned to wade to the side of the pool. "Sorry," she said, without looking back. "I guess I shouldn't have assumed anything. I'll, um, head home if you don't mind."
She'd reached the side of the pool and was levering herself up onto the edge, when I decided what to do. I stepped over and laid a hand on her shoulder. "You don't have to leave. Sue invited you after all. Why not stay?" She half turned to look at me, clearly not sure what to think. "I just wasn't ready for that. That's all. Since you obviously didn't wear a suit, how about you stay and swim and I'll dress down to your level?"
"And you're sure your wife, you're sure Sue won't mind?" She asked, looking a little surprised.
I reached under water and bent down, pushing my swim suit down my legs, as I bent over. I was more than close enough to her, to intentionally, accidentally, bump my face against one of her firm breasts, as I tried to get my foot out of the tiny suit. I got one leg out and allowed myself to topple over, letting go of the suit and reaching for the side of the pool, my arms reaching on either side of her, so my face pressed against her chest again. This time I held it there for long seconds, giving her a chance to push me away, which she didn't do. I turned my face and opened my mouth. I could sure as hell give her something to enjoy, without going full intercourse. I closed my lips around one nipple and sucked it into my mouth, teasing my tongue across it.
"Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned softly, her arms moving to capture my head, and pull me closer to her chest. I shifted my right hand from the pool side to her stomach, then slowly slid it down, until I could feel her curls in my palm and curl my fingers between her legs. She didn't have a lot of inner labia showing, but what she had was soft, and hot against my fingers. I sucked her nipple, my fingers starting to stroke her soft lips, my middle finger dipping between them.
I had to admit, the whole reason that I was swimming, was to burn off the sexual frustration I felt, after working with that student, so having a naked woman in my arms, was one hell of a temptation. I wanted more. Maybe I didn't have to have sex, per se, but there wasn't any reason I couldn't enjoy more than stuffing my fingers into her. I squatted down in the water, slipped both arms between her legs and then, cupping her butt cheeks, lifted her up, my arms spreading her legs wide, as I set her on the edge of the pool. She squealed in surprise and then moaned, as I lowered my face to her crotch and kissed her soft pussy lips.
"Oh, fuck yes! I don't mind if you do." She groaned, as I licked up between her lips, and flicked my tongue across her hard little clit. I loved licking pussy! For so many years it had been just Sue's, but now, well, a little variety was more than a little enjoyable. She leaned herself back and held her legs high and wide, so I could get my tongue deep between her lips, almost poking into her vaginal entrance. As badly as I wanted to just pull her back into the water and fuck her, I hesitated, trying hard to be 'good'. I pressed one finger and then a second into her and started slowly stroking them in and out of her, as I licked and teased her clit. "Oh fuck. Oh God, you're gonna make me come. Ohhhhh shit yes. OH! OHHHHHH!" She cried, her eyes wide, as her legs started to tremble, as she held them in a wide Vee. "OHHHHHHHHH SHIIIIIIT!" She cried loudly, as her whole body started to shudder and tremble, her juices leaking around my fingers from her depths. I kept plunging them into her, rolling my hand over so my palm was up, curling my fingers, so that the tip of my middle finger rubbed along the top of her vaginal walls, right behind her pubic bone. "HOLY FUCK!" she screamed, as her whole body suddenly convulsed and jerked. I grinned to myself at her reaction to the sudden addition of sensations. "OHHHHHHHHH SWEEEET JESUS!" She screamed into the air, as her body spasmed and jerked again. She reached between her legs and pushed my face away from her pussy, so I slowed my stroking fingers, then pulled them from her gaping pussy. "Holy fuck!" She panted, as she lay there, little tremors running through her body, as she lowered her legs and let them dangle over the edge of the pool. "I don't know what you did, but, honey, you can do that to me any time you want!"
I chuckled in reply, before taking a deep breath and looking at the sky. I still wanted to fuck the shit out of her, but instead, I reached down, pulled my suit off the leg it was still around, and tossed it on the patio. I pushed off the side of the pool and floated off to the middle of the pool, my hard dick sticking in the air. I'd come out to work off sexual tension, and just made it a hell of a lot worse. I hoped Sue would be home soon.
"You sure we can't take this to the next level?" Trish asked, as she waded over to me and grasped my dick. "I still wouldn't mind having this in my pussy, especially after what you just did. Now I know how that woman felt, when you did her out in the yard. Jesus."
"As much as I want to right now, I'm kinda waiting for Sue to get home."
"I get it. She's your wife. I just thought..."
I stood up in the stomach deep water and looked at her. "Trust me. Right now, I'm moments from doing just that. But I'm gonna go in, instead. You're welcome to stay and swim as long as you want." I told her, as I turned and waded to the stairs. I padded across the patio, water dripping from me, as I headed to the patio door. I walked in and was surprised to see Sue standing in her scrubs, watching me through the kitchen window.
"You didn't have sex with her?" She asked pointedly, without looking at me.
"Uh. No. I was waiting for you."
"You shouldn't have. I mean, you could have had sex with her if you wanted. You have plenty of shots available." She said, causing me to look at the kitchen table. Standing in the middle of the table was the shot glass with toothpicks, which was our counting system. As we agreed, I'd taken one of the toothpicks out when I came home, since I'd had sex with Debbie, leaving only two in the little glass. Now there were quite a few more than that. "I had to add five." She whispered.
"Five? What happened?"
"You know Celia, at work?"
"The little black nursing student, at the clinic?"
"That's the one. Her husband came over to have lunch. He was just trying to be nice, but he started to give me a shoulder rub." I nodded silently, expecting what came next. "I couldn't help it. I ended up begging him to fuck me in one of the exam rooms. I came three times."
"He must have been good."
"You're big, but, um, he was a bit bigger. He reminded me of one of the guys Adam used to let fuck me. He was big like that."
"That's three."
"On the way home, I stopped at Debbie's to talk to her and ended up letting Joe fuck me. I came two more times." She said, still looking out the window. "Like I said, you have plenty of shots to take, if you want to go out and play with her again."
I stepped over to where she stood looking out the window. I put my arms around her waist and pulled her back against me. "What if I don't want to."
"Why not? She seemed to enjoy what you did."
"She did. But that wasn't what I was supposed to be doing, right? Having sex with strangers?"
"Neither was I, but I did."
"Is Ceilia mad at you?"
"She was until I explained it. She thought it was a little weird and comical at the same time. But when she finally understood, that I don't have any control at that point, well, she realized just what a problem it could be."
"It could be." I agreed, as I let my fingers slowly pull the string of the waistband on her scrubs. Her pants slid down her legs, and I moved my hands to her hips, pushing her panties down.
"You don't want to do that. I let both Joe and Darel come in me."
"Well, I guess you won't mind getting another in there then." I answered. I didn't really love the idea that this Darel guy had filled her, but there wasn't much I could do about it, and damn it, I was horny for my own wife! I pushed my dick slowly into her, and started to work it in and out, as she bent over the sink.
"Oh fuck." She moaned, as I pushed her scrub top up her back. I undid the clasp of her bra and pushed it up her chest, to free her big, soft tits. I was soon pounding into her, my hips slapping her bare ass with each stroke. I held her tits, letting her nipples stick through my fingers so I could squeeze them as I squeezed her tits. "I heard, from Debbie, that she, and you, fucked, on the, roof, at work." She panted.
"Uh huh."
"Bet that, was fun."
"Uh huh."
"Would you have done that, if, it was me?"
"In a hot second." I answered breathlessly, as my climax built.
"That, isn't why, you're so, turned on, is it?"
"Uh-uh."
"Tell me."
"Student. She was playing with her nipple, with her pen, while I was helping her."
"I can see, why that, would make, you horny."
"Worse. I didn't have a chance to position my dick after coming down from the roof, so when I got a hard-on, it was pretty obvious."
"Oh damn."
"Uh huh."
"Bet you, wanted to, fuck her, didn't you?" She panted as I pounded my dick into her over and over.
"I'd have never even considered it, before the camping trip."
"Pretend I'm her," she panted.
"Don't need to. I like fucking you." I grunted, moments before my body spasmed. I felt my pent up cum release deep in her, drawing a soft moan and shudder from her. My body jerked and twitched for a long minute or more, before I started to soften inside her. I pulled from her pussy and bent over to kiss her bare ass cheek. "I don't ever need to pretend you're someone else to get off. I like fucking you."
She turned around, her naked, from where her scrub top and bra were pushed above her tits, all the way to her white panties around her thighs. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together, pulling our faces together for a long wet, very loving, kiss. "I'm sorry I lost control today." She whispered, after we broke the kiss.
"We knew it could happen sooner or later. I'm just happy it wasn't with a patient, where it would be a real problem. This going to be a problem with Ceilia?"
"Probably not."
"Probably not?"
"Not if you come by work one day, for lunch. She was pretty turned on, by the thought of having sex at work."
"And her husband won't mine me fucking his wife? Even after doing you?"
She chuckled. "Trust me, he has no problem at all doing that, with her or me. No, she thought it might be fun to have someone else do it."
"And your sure her husband is fine with it?"
She chuckled again. "Trust me! Let's just say that I have his cell number, and if I find I can't wait until I can get to Joe, that he's more than willing to fill in."
"I'm sure." I nodded. "But let's try to not have to, alright? I mean, that is the idea, isn't it? To try to stop doing that?"
"Yeah, it is." She nodded. "But it did feel good."
"I'm sure it did."
She took off the rest of her clothes and the two of us finished making dinner together, naked. My cum was leaking down her legs, and she refused to wipe it away, or let me wipe it away. We sat down to eat and I realized Julie wasn't home yet.
"She's going to be late tonight. She wanted to go look at apartments."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. We talked today. Evan is refusing to even discuss it. He just wants her gone. I told her that she was welcome to stay with us a while, but she said that just knowing you were alone in the shower, naked, was more than she could handle. That's why she keeps getting in the shower with you. I told her that you probably wouldn't mind, but she said it wasn't fair to me."
"Well, as long as you're getting first dibs." I chuckled, getting a wry look from her. "Alright. Yes, I wouldn't mind more sex with her. She's one hell of a good fuck, but I really don't need someone busting me for sex every morning, except for you."
She rolled her eyes and shook her head. "You are such a bad liar. But I appreciate it, just the same."
---o---
The two of us had dressed, somewhat. I had on shorts and she'd put a thin nightshirt on, neither of us expecting to do anything, other than just snuggle up together and watch some TV down in the den. I was enjoying the quiet time with her, feeling her lean against me, the heat of her body pressed against me, much like we used to do, before all this started. I hadn't even realized, that we had stopped sitting this way, over the last half year, until we did it again. Tomorrow was going to be a busy night, with therapy and all, so tonight was just the two of us, for the first time all week. I couldn't help but let my arm around her gently stroke her breast and hard nipple. In spite of everything that's happened, I still loved her very much and was still attracted to her, physically and sexually.
I felt her hand find it's way into my shorts, teasing my hard-on, the two of us doing something we hadn't for a long time. So, I was rather perturbed, when the doorbell rang. I was tempted to tell her to ignore it, but she was already pulling her hand out of my shorts and pushing herself off the sofa. From the frown on her face, I knew that the mood had been broken and wasn't sure it was going to come back the same way, any time soon. I watched her butt wiggle side to side as she walked away.
I heard her talking to someone and then she came back, but not alone. "Allen, you remember Victoria," Sue said, as she walked into the den, a very curvaceous black woman following behind her.
"Oh. Yeah." I nodded, remembering hearing about her from some of the baking get togethers the girls had. I'd met her a couple times, but hadn't ever really had a chance to get to know her, as she was more June's friend, than Sue's.
"Come, sit down." Sue said, motioning to one of the lounge chairs that were in the room. She picked up the remote to the TV and paused the movie. "I thought maybe we needed to chat."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. About you know what?"
I hadn't looked at all the videos, there were hundreds of hours of it, but I didn't recognize Victoria, from any of the programming one's that I'd viewed. "I see."
"I've been trying to get hold of June and Adam for weeks. I went by the house and it looks like no one has been home for a while. So, you know what's going on with her?"
"You heard from her a lot lately?"
"Well, not all that much, but Adam. Well, he texted or called me, every couple of days. Such a hot little fucker." She said, ending with a giggle.
"OH? When did that start?" I asked, touching Sue's leg to, hopefully, get her not to say what I thought she was about to.
"Well, actually a few months ago. I stopped by to see June and she was out by the pool with Sylvia. Both of them were butt naked and getting fucked by three young guys. I couldn't help but join in, I mean, three on three is a hell of a lot more fun than three on two, right? Well, I hadn't ever had a white cock before and damn girl. I just can't get enough now. Adam was so good. He has so many friends. He'll hook me up with friends of his so I can go get my fill of white cock. Sometimes he even hooked me up with two or three at once. God, I love having a cock in my pussy and my mouth at the same time."
"So, you saw June having sex with her son? Didn't that bother you?" Sue asked softly.
"Actually, it did a little, but once I joined in and realized just how fantastic a cock he has, well, I could understand why she'd fuck him. I mean, hell, he's one of the best fucks I've ever had. Anyway, you know where I can find him?"
"Last I heard, in jail." I answered her. "He's been charged with multiple sexual assaults for hypnotizing women and sexually assaulting them."
"Adam!? Seriously? I don't believe it. He's such a sweet caring boy! He'd never do anything like that. Be a little sexy with women maybe, but with a cock like he has, I wouldn't call that sexual assault. Sexual bliss maybe, but not assault."
"Victoria, are you married?" I asked her.
"Me? Not any more, that ship sailed years ago."



"And you don't think there's anything wrong with Adam hooking you up with a bunch of guys? Just for sex? What does he get out of it?"
"He's just being nice. Helping me indulge in what I love. Fucking white cocks!"
"Oh boy." I said, shaking my head. "Victoria, I think we need to have a serious conversation."
"We do? Why?"
"Because I think you've been used. I think he's been sending you on dates to fuck guys, but he's been getting paid for it." Sue said to her, bluntly,
"Adam? No way. He wouldn't do that. He's too nice a boy."
"You think so?"
"I know so!" She said, with a determined look on her face.
I looked at Sue. "Well?"
"We have to show her."
I went and got my laptop and came back. I sat down and got things powered up and then connected to the portable hard drive. "You remember when that was, that you walked in on them having sex?"
"Oh gosh. Maybe the middle of May? No. earlier than that. It was one of the first nice hot weekends of April."
I opened the directory that contained all the files by the pool. There were two cameras that were separate feeds, but looking down the list there weren't too many in April that had any length to them, the month had been pretty chilly, except for a few days. There was one file though, that was big enough to cover a couple hours at least. I opened it and saw June and Sylvia, walking on the patio around the pool. They walked to the hot tub and flipped the top back and turned on the circulation pump. I paused the video and got up. It only took a few moments to pull the HDMI cable I keep attached to the TV as far as the coffee table. I set the laptop on it and plugged it in while Sue turned the TV back on and flipped to the correct input.
We usually only used this to play special stuff, but this seemed like the right thing to do. I started the video again.
"Hey. That's June's back patio, by the pool! How did you get this?"
"Adam has the whole house wired with cameras." I said, as we watched June and Sylvia start to get undressed. I've known Sylvia for years, not really close, but friendly level. I'd seen her over at our house in swim suits a number of times, usually in one-piece suits, though one time I saw her in a tankini. She had tits that are big, and I do mean big, though I'd never seen them, like I was at that moment, completely bare, as she stripped her bra off and tossed it onto the table she was standing near.
"Jesus. This is all recorded?" Victoria asked, in surprise.
"Uh huh," I answered her, feeling my cock grow in my shorts, as I watched the two of them stripping. Once they were naked and slipped into the hot tub, I decided to flip forward some. It took a few clicks before I got someplace interesting. Adam was there with two other guys, all three of them were already naked and the girls had climbed from the tub. The boys had pulled the padded top of the tub, down onto the patio, and two of them were busy fucking Sylvia, one of them laying on the ground, with her riding his cock, while the other stood over his head, his cock stuffed in her mouth. Adam had June bent over the side of the tub and was busy fucking his mom. I glanced at Victoria, who was watching intently, her nipples poking her bra and shirt out dramatically, as she became more and more turned on.
I flicked forward a few times, letting it play for a few moments each time. The three were taking turns with the two women, fucking every hole available, the women seeming to love their attentions. The fifth time I flicked forward, I saw Victoria. As soon as I saw her, I flicked back, advancing in smaller steps until we saw her walk into the frame.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" Victoria cried at June, as June knelt on her hands and knees, with Adam fucking her ass from behind her.
"Victoria!" June gasped out. "Come join us!"
"What are you doing? Fucking your son? Are you crazy!?"
"Oh, come join us already. We're just having some fun."
I saw the movement that she didn't see. The two boys that were fucking Sylvia over on the hot tub cover had slipped behind Victoria. If I had any doubt that they were in on his fun and games, well, it was gone now. The two grabbed Victoria's arms from behind her and pushed her roughly down onto her face on the smooth concrete. "FUCK! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" she screamed at them, as the two pressed her down onto the cement.
"That's it bitch, struggle! I love it, when they struggle." One of them said, with a rather nasty grin on his face. Victoria tried to struggle, but the two of them holding her down, were too much for her. It didn't take long for Adam to come back with a piece of rope and tied her hands. The two boys pulled her to her feet. "What are you gonna do now bitch? Fuck, I love black sluts! What do think Brad?"
"I think we're gonna have some fun." He said, as he stepped around in front of Victoria. She was wearing a button down, short sleeve shirt and a pair of shorts. He grabbed hold of the shirt and ripped the front open, exposing the huge, industrial strength bra, that contained her huge tits. Rather than untie her hands, the boys grabbed a knife and began to cut her shirt off, and then went to work cutting the shoulder straps of the bra, freeing her big tits. One of them held her from behind, by her bound hands, while the other began to undo her shorts. She tried to kick him, but he seemed to just enjoy it even more. He pulled her shorts down to her ankles, trapping them, so she couldn't move her legs, and then pulled her panties slowly down, exposing her full, round, shaved pussy. "Fuuuuuuck. Now that's one sexy ass black pussy!" he said, as he pulled her panties down to her ankles. He stood back up in front of her and began to maul her big tits, grabbing and squeezing the massive black mounds and her nipples, making them grow hard despite her constant stream of curses and epitaphs. Her curses faded to moans as he stuffed a hand between her legs and began to play with her pussy, his fingers stroking between her lips.
"That's it, slut. You wanna get fucked now? You ever had white dick before? Come on. Answer me. You ever had white dick before?"
"NO!" She shouted back, angrily, "and I don't want it now!"
"Too bad slut, because you're gonna get it!" The two of them pushed her to the little table, with Sylvia's clothes on it. I was surprised that Sylvia and June were both watching, Sylvia from where she lay on the hot tub pad, and June from the lounge chair, she had been kneeling on. Both seemed content to just watch and play with themselves, while the boys busied themselves with Victoria. They bent her over the table and the one that pulled down her pants, stepped behind her. "Here comes, slut!" He grunted, as he jammed his cock deep into her, in one thrust. "Oh fuck. What a slut. She's wetter'n a rain storm. Jesus, this bitch is fucking turned on as hell!" He grunted, as he began to thrust into her with abandon, slamming his hips to her big round ass. Before long she was moaning in pleasure, as his cock stroked in and out of her, pushing her unwillingly, toward climax.
"That's it, slut. Take my white boy cock. Bet you're gonna come, aren't you? Come for me you slutty bitch. Let me see you come on my cock!"
"NO!" She gasped, trying to wiggle from between him and the table. He grabbed her hips and held her in place, pounding his cock into her, over and over again.
"Might as well, you fucking black bitch. I'm gonna fuck you until you come anyway."
"Noooooo," she groaned.
"Come on bitch, let it happen. You know you want to. You know you wanna come for me. Let it happen you little slut!"
"You might as well." The other guy said, the one still loosely holding her hands. "If not, when it's my turn, I'm gonna fuck you up your ass."
"NO! OH GOD NOOOO!" she cried out.
"Oh? This black slut doesn't like it in the ass. Maybe we should do it, just to teach her how it feels. You know she'll like it anyway. They all do!"
"Ohhhhhh shit, noooooo." She practically cried, as Adam walked up to her, with something in his hand. He showed it to her and then handed it to the guy fucking her. I recognized it as one of those large, ball type vibrators. The guy behind her turned it on and pushed it under her. "OH FUCK!" She gasped, as he kept pumping his cock in and out of her. "No no no no no," She panted, as her legs started to tremble.
"There she comes. God, I love it when a slut comes around my cock. And a black one at that. Come for me bitch. Here I come. Gonna fill your pussy with my white boy cum! What do you think of that? Ohhhhh shit yes!" He grunted, as his body began to jerk.
"Oh fuck no." Victoria moaned, as he unloaded into her pussy.
He had no sooner finished and the guy holding her hands let go and stepped behind her, jamming his cock deep into her. He began to jam his cock in and out of her, stroking into her cum filled pussy for several moments. He pulled out of her pussy, his cock clearly slimed up with her cum and his friends cum. He grasped his cock and rubbed it around, then pushed forward again.
"OHMYGOD NO!" She screamed. "NOT THERE!"
"Told you I was gonna give it to you in the ass!" He grunted, as he held her hips and started to thrust in and out of her. She broke down in tears, as he pumped in and out of her for several minutes, before finally coming himself, pumping his load into her ass.
"You boys had your fun?"
"Yeah man." The guy with his dick in her ass grunted. "She's not gonna remember it anyway."
Adam stepped to her and I knew what was coming next. He carefully injected her with something, after which she sagged and nearly fell off the table. The three of them moved her to one of the lounge chairs and settled her in it. Adam went and got the goggles and earphones and put them on her. I clicked forward in little jumps until he moved close to her again. I couldn't hear what he was saying, but he spent several minutes talking softly to her, with her responding, while she wore the goggles. He took them off, gave her another shot, and she seemed to slowly start to become cognizant of her surroundings again.
"Oh, fuck yes. I agree. Let's get in the hot tub. Come on June!" She said, as she got out of the chair. She was a little wobbly, but pretty soon she was at, then in the tub. June followed, as did Sylvia. The boys climbed in and paired off with the women and proceeded to have sex again, for almost another hour, before they left, leaving the three women lounging, sleepily, in the tub.
"God, I can't believe how good those white dicks felt." She announced, to whoever wanted to listen, her head tilted back and her hands clearly playing with her body under the water. "Adam said he could hook me up with more."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. He's such a sweetheart. You're so lucky to have him for a son." She cooed softly. "God, I need another white cock. You suppose the neighbor wants to fuck?"
"He's married," June answered.
"So? I bet he'd like to fuck a black pussy just the same. I mean, come on. What white guy wouldn't?" She climbed from the tub and walked to the privacy fence gate and out of it A few moments later I heard the lawnmower stop. I could hear talking, but couldn't make it out. The lawnmower started back up and Victoria came back into the picture. "Oh well. Was worth an ask."
"He said no?" Sylvia asked, as Victoria climbed back into the tub.
"He said maybe later."
"Maybe we both need to go ask him." Sylvia said with a grin. "Come on."
The two climbed from the tub and walked out of the frame. I heard the lawn mower stop again. The feed showed June in the hot tub, just resting when it cut out, the motion timer having expired without the lawn mower starting back up again.
"Jesus Christ." Victoria whispered, tear streaks down her face. "They raped me. They fucking raped me and then made me, somehow, think it was my idea. That I joined in. But they fucking raped me! Did you know? Did you know they did this to me?"
"Tonight was the first time I saw this. No, I didn't know."
"So help me God, if I ever see him again, I'll cut his balls off!" She swore. "He did this to other women?"
"We have no idea how many, but yeah. Similar things." I agreed, turning off the computer and closing it.
"He did this to me? Making me want white boy cocks? Why would he do that?"
"I think it was spur of the moment. But once he did it, he figured he had another call girl. There's a lot of guys that would love to have a black pussy. And since he doesn't pay you for it, hell, he doesn't have to charge them a lot and he can still make a pile of money. I know of at least two of you now, that he was using as call girls. I presume there's more. I assumed most of the women he programmed, were in the videos of the living room, but now, hell, maybe I need to look at a lot more."
"More?"
"Every room in the house has at least one camera. Bedrooms, bathrooms, kitchen, outside, even the basement."
"So, what do I do now? Fuck Allen, I want your cock. I know what I just saw, what they did to me, but fuck, I can't help it. Just sitting here I WANT your cock. I want a white cock. I want it so bad my pussy is tingling. I know I shouldn't, but I can't help it. I want it, just because I'm sitting here with you. Just like that guy mowing the lawn. I didn't even know him. I just knew I wanted another white cock."
"Did you have sex with him?" Sue asked.
"Oh, fuck yes! We both did. The three of us must have fucked for at least an hour. And then, hell, I don't even remember what I wore home. I just remember getting to my apartment and wanting more. I started fucking my neighbor downstairs and we fucked almost every night for a few weeks before Adam started calling me and setting me up."
"Shit. I'm sorry Victoria. I really am." Sue whispered, moving over to where she was sitting. She knelt down in front of her chair and reached out to rub her arms. "I wish I knew what to tell you. We're struggling ourselves. He programmed me to want young guys. I keep wanting to fuck college age guys. Not just one, but sometimes groups of them. We're pretty sure he was selling me for gangbangs."
"Oh God, I didn't know." She whispered, "what can we do?"
"We're seeing a therapist. She can't undo the programming he did, but she's trying to redirect it. It's kinda hard, because he programmed a trigger, as she calls it, if a guy rubs my shoulders or back, I'll want to have sex with him, no matter who it is or where we are."
"Oh God!"
"We found out that a relative of a friend of ours, got programmed to do a strip tease for any guy that's alone and looks at her, like he wants to see her naked. Then she invites him to fuck her. Adam was apparently using her as a call girl too. The problem is, she blocks out the memory of even doing it most of the time. She has no idea how many guys have had her that way."
"I remember them. I mean, there's been dozens. I just get a text that a friend of his doesn't have a date and if I want, I could stop by. Hell, I always do. I can't hardly stand not having a white dick in my pussy for more than a couple days. What am I going to do?"
"We can give you the name of our therapist, and we'll also give you the name of the detective that's trying to identify all the victims. At least with this video he and his friends can get charged with first degree rape."
She nodded and wiped her cheeks. "I don't know what to do. I know that I shouldn't want to, but God, I need a white cock. I think I'll go to Malone's. I can usually pick something up pretty easy there and Malone keeps an eye out for us girls."
"You girls?" I asked. "There's more of you?"
"Well. Um. I guess there's half a dozen of us."
"All black girls, looking for white guys?" I asked curiously.
"Now that you mention it. No. Tina is white and she likes black guys. She's really young, only turned twenty-one a few months ago. A couple are Asian and a couple more are Hispanic."
"And they're not hookers?"
"Oh hell no. None of them do it for money. They just like certain kinds of guys and, well, Malone is really good at finding nice guys. She knows her clients, ya know what I mean?"
"I think so." I answered.
"So, you're going to go there, to try and hook up, just because you need a white dick?" Sue asked, clearly concerned for her friend.
"Gotta do something, I mean, I can't help myself! I need it, almost as bad as a druggie needs a fix. I need a white dick in my pussy."
"Even after watching that, and seeing what they did to you?"
She shook her head and smiled slightly, "I need a white cock, just as bad as you probably need a young guy."
"Well, not tonight," Sue said standing up and reaching her hands to Victoria's hands. She pulled her up from the chair.
"I'm not sure I understand."
"Well, I don't want it to become a habit, but I sorta owe Allen a few good fucks." She turned to me and bent over and kissed my cheek. "If you have anything left over, when she gets done with you, I'd still like to get fucked by you tonight." She turned and left, leaving Victoria standing in front of me a little confused.
"Was she just suggesting..."
"She was." I agreed.
"She owes you?"
"We have an arrangement at the moment. If she can't keep from fucking a young guy, I get equal time, with a pussy that isn't hers. We have a couple we're doing it with, but, well, today she was a little messed up and ended up fucking another friend's husband, as well as the guy we're working with. So, she feels like she owes me a couple."
"And I get to be some of that?"
"That's what she was saying."
"Haven't ever been given permission to fuck another woman's man before, but hell, why not? How do we start?"
"Why don't you pretend we just met and do what you'd normally do."
She grinned at me. "You sure about this?"
"Why not?"
She moved closer to me, with a very naughty grin on her face. Victoria wasn't a thin woman. She was broad hipped, big butted and big titted. I didn't know how big they actually were, but if I had to guess, I'd say an H, or larger. Other than the video we had just watched of her, I'd never seen her naked. She'd been over swimming once, where she wore a one-piece suit that struggled to contain her massive boobs. Tonight, she was wearing a top that was partly halter top in design, eliminating the need for a bra, and a mini-skirt. As she stepped closer to me, her tits wiggled enticingly, in the loose top. She stepped right to the sofa, stepping her legs outside mine, and then moved onto the sofa over my lap on her knees. She settled her full round butt on my thighs and grinned down at me. "Wanna see my tits? I know you do. When I was over, that one time swimming, you just couldn't stop looking at 'em in that suit I had on. God, you got such a big hardon watching me. I was so tempted to just do this." She said, reaching behind her neck. She pulled the tie that held the top in place behind her neck and then pulled the two ends out, still holding the top up over her tits. "What do you think? Should I let go of them?"
"Oh yeah." I whispered, thinking about just how good her tits looked, in that video, and how much better they were going to look, inches from my face. She slowly lowered the ends, letting her massive tits push the material down until they were completely unsupported. She dropped the ends and reached for my hands, drawing them to her, now exposed chest.
"Feel free to touch, kiss, lick and suck anything you want."
Massive, was almost an understatement. I'd played with some big tits in the last several weeks, but these, were by far the biggest. Each huge black mound, was big enough to more than overflow both hands. I cupped under each one and hefted the surprisingly heavy orbs, bringing her erect, dark black nipples to face level. She leaned toward me, letting me guide one of her fat, hard, nipples to my mouth. "Ohhhhh fuck yes, baby." She cooed softly, as I stroked and teased her nipple with my tongue, as I suctioned it and a portion of her large, dark areola into my mouth.



I had to admit, I'm a tit man and at that moment I was in heaven. I moved from nipple to nipple, teasing each one with my tongue, lips and even my teeth, drawing moans and gasps of pleasure from her, as I coaxed her excitement higher and higher. "This is fun; but, how about we give my pussy a little attention too?" She panted softly.
"I'd love to." I agreed, as she pulled her tits from my face.
"Then how about I get rid of a few things?" She said with a grin, as she stood in front of me. She pulled the rest of her top off, leaving her naked from the waist up. She unzipped her skirt and wiggled her hips, making her tits swing side to side as she did, working the skirt over her big round butt and hips. She let it fall to the floor and I realized that she had on stockings, but no panties at all. "What do you think? Sexy enough to fuck?" She asked huskily, as she stood letting me enjoy the view.
"Actually, I wouldn't mind taking a turn licking that sexy pussy." I said, staring at her completely shaved mound and full round lips.
"You do huh. You wanna bury your face in my pussy, like you did my tits?"
"I wouldn't complain." I answered, with a smile.
"Then why don't we get rid of these." She said, bending over and reaching for my shorts. She tugged the legs and I lifted my butt off the sofa to let her pull them down and off. "Holy shit! Honey, she didn't tell me you had a cock like that."
"It's nothing special," I shrugged.
"Yeah. I bet she says that too." She said shaking her head. "I've seen a lot of dicks, and honey, THIS is a DICK!"
I shook my head and lay down on the sofa. "Bring that pussy here."
"As long as you don't mind if I wrap my other lips around this for a while." She grinned, moving to crawl onto the sofa with her face over my crotch and her crotch over my face. I looked up at her bare pussy, while my hands stroked the slick, silky stockings covering her thighs. I pulled a pillow under my head, to lift my face up toward her and then reached to her big round butt, to pull it down toward me.
"Oh damn." I groaned softly, as her mouth enveloped my raging hardon. I was getting pretty turned on, playing with Sue, before Victoria showed up, and after watching the video I was no less turned on. The only question I had was how long I could take the incredible sucking, tongue teasing and stroking of her hand and mouth, before I started pumping gallons into her mouth?
I stuck my tongue out and licked along her fat, full lips, none of her inner labia showing between them. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips, exposing the dark edges of her inner labia and then, spreading a little more, her pink soft inner depths. I licked along her slit and then began to search out her clit.
"Oh fuck." She groaned around my cock, as I flicked and teased her clit with the tip of my tongue. Her pussy was leaking her juices on my face, as I licked and teased her, trying my best to not lose the battle between my legs. Her legs trembled and she moaned around my dick, as I licked and teased her, trying to return the sensations she was imparting, with the incredibly sexy job, she was doing on my member. No matter how hard I tried, though, I was losing the battle to hold back, and finally was no longer able to do so.
"OH GOD DAMN!" I gasped, as she used one finger to stroke the sensitive spot between my balls and anus. My whole body bucked up at her, as she teased the tip of her finger into my butt, sending what felt like an electric shock the full length of my dick. I closed my eyes and gasped, as my body bucked under her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her sucking mouth. "Oh God damn," I groaned again, as I lay panting, her mouth and tongue still gently sucking and licking, my now softening dick. "I thought you wanted to fuck it."
"I will. But I love a good mouth full of cum too." She said, as she pulled her face off my dick. She pushed up and pulled her pussy from my face. "Besides. I always like to give an orgasm for an orgasm, and honey, that was a nice sweet gentle one you gave me."
"It was?"
She stood up and looked down at me, holding a hand out for me. "Oh yeah. Most guys, they just attack your clit and call it good, but you teased all around and inside. It was a very long, slow, gentle orgasm. But now I'm ready for that intense, fuck my brains out, kind of climax."
She lay down on the sofa, where I had been laying, hooking one leg over the back of the sofa, the other on the floor, spreading her legs wide apart for me. My dick wasn't completely soft, but it wasn't hard enough to fuck her either. I crawled between her legs and leaned my face down to her tits, letting her hold them, for me to play and tease, while I held my dick with one hand and held myself up with the other. I began to tease my head up and down her slit, spreading her juices around with my head and teasing her clit with it at the same time. Her hands rubbed up and down my back, stroking me, as she moaned softly and coaxed me to push it into her. It took a few minutes to get my dick hard enough, then I did. I settled it into the entrance to her depths and then pushed it into her.
"Oh God, I need to be fucked hard." She moaned, "fuck me hard. Fuck me honey!"
I stroked into her, slowly at first, afraid that I might slip out, but that gave way to long powerful strokes, as my dick hardened further. In and out I stroked, my white shaft disappearing between her dark black lips. She moaned loudly and encouraged me to fuck her hard, with my hard white cock. I could tell that my strokes were pushing her recent orgasm back to life, her hips rocking and pushing up at me with every stroke. I wasn't close to climaxing again, so I could concentrate on what I was doing, shifting my angle within her, driving us hard together, so my dick jammed hard into the end of her vaginal depths. In and out I worked, sweating enough to drip on her body, as I looked down at her massive tits rolling on her chest like two huge chocolate mounds of jello. God it was one hell of a sight, tempting me to lean down and capture one, so I did. I leaned my face to her right breast and sucked the huge black, rock hard nipple, into my mouth.
"Oh fuck yes." She moaned as I sucked and nibbled her hard nipple.
After more than thirty years of fucking one pussy, and having my mouth on one pussy and one set of tits, I'd suddenly, in the last few weeks, hit the mother load. I'd seen, touched, licked and fucked both young and middle aged women of a variety of ethnicities, but I had to admit, that fucking an African American woman seemed to be the most exciting so far. All three of them had been extremely hot looking, and extremely energetic partners. The one I was in now was bringing back very vivid memories of fucking my first black woman, standing on the back of a boat, in the rain. The thoughts were starting to cause my own climax to start building as Victoria humped her hips up at me and continued to verbally coax me to fuck and suck her hot body.
"Holy shit!" I gasped, jerking back, startled, releasing her hard nipple and almost pulling out of Victoria, at the unexpected hand on my butt. I pulled my face from Victoria's chest and twisted to look behind me. To my surprise, Julie was standing behind me, taking her clothes off. She held her finger to her lips to silence me and then continued stripping, until she was as naked as I was. She moved to the other end of the sofa and then gingerly climbed onto it, stepping across Victorias's head and then squatting down to push her pussy into Victoria's face.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes. White cock and a white pussy!" Victoria moaned enthusiastically, reaching up, to help pull Julie down to her face.
I pushed my dick back into her and started stroking again, my face, now inches, from where Victoria was eagerly licking her tongue between Julie's lips. What did I say about not being worried about my own climax? Within a very few minutes I was begging Victoria to come so I could come with her, the sight, inches from my face, more stimulation than I was prepared for.
My body bucked hard against Victoria and I felt my cock surge in her, pumping, what little cum was left after the last one, deep in her pussy. She jerked and trembled in time with my orgasm, her moans and gasps muffled by Julie's pussy. When my cock had softened, I pulled out of her, and flopped back onto the other end of the sofa, staring at my cum, oozing from Victoria's pussy, though not for long. Julie leaned down, pushed her face between Victoria's legs and began to lick and suck her pussy, cleaning up my leaking cum, occasionally looking up at me with a smile, so I could see her cum covered face.
I sat there, staring at the two of them lick and suck each other's pussies, until I had recovered and had another hardon building. I thought about joining the two of them and then decided I had someplace else that this hardon needed to go. "Julie, make sure you lock up when Victoria goes home. I'm going up to our room." I told them as I got off the sofa. I got a grunt in response before I headed up to see Sue, intending to jump into the shower before climbing into bed with her.
The light was out and I was hoping she wasn't asleep as I walked through the bedroom. I closed the door, turned on the water and stepped into the shower. I was just lathering myself up when I felt hands around my waist, one slipping down to grasp my dick, the other sliding up to my chest. I felt lips on the back of my neck. "Is this for me?" Sue whispered softly as she pressed her tits against my back.
"It is." I answered.
"So I can pick where I get it?"
"You can." I agreed.
"I can't offer you a roof top, but we have a back yard." She whispered.
I smiled as she pushed me toward the water to rinse me off. She reached her hand from my chest to turn off the water and then stepped back. I followed her out of the bathroom, my hand in hers, and down the steps and out the back. I hoped the bugs wouldn't be too bad, but then realized I didn't have to worry. She pulled me out into the middle of the back yard, and the mist that was wafting across the whole yard form the in ground sprinklers that were spraying the grass. She turned to warp her arms around me. "Make love to me." She whispered.
I pulled her tightly to me and the two of us kissed softly as the chilly mist wet our bodies. I was afraid it might be too cold, but it was still hot and it actually felt good as I let my hands wander on my wife's body, finally stopping at her firm round butt. I squeezed her cheeks and pulled her to me, trapping my dick between us. I lifted her up, breaking the kiss, making her giggle like a little girl, at least until I lowered her back down, my dick now pressed to her wet pussy. She moaned softly as I lowered her down more, my dick thankfully finding the right hole, and slipping inside.
"Nice trick." She whispered. "Practiced that one?"
"Actually, only done it a couple times. But this is by far the best." I whispered as we started to rock our hips, driving my dick in and out of her pussy, her tits rubbing up and down my chest as we moved. I enjoyed every moment of the intimate love making, the two of stopping when she had climaxed and the water had begun to feel a bit too cool. She led us back up to our bedroom where we dried each other off, and then she pushed me onto my back on the bed and climbed onto me. With the lights now off, she lay down on me, my hardon deep in her pussy and her tits pressed to my chest. She pulled the blanket over us and whispered for me to hold her. I held her tightly against me and we fell asleep together, clinging to each other and coupled in the most intimate way possible. Even with all the issues we faced, I was still confident we could get through this as long as we kept loving each other.
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Thursday morning felt normal. I was up and working in the kitchen, making lunches, still wearing my bed pants, as usual. This time it wasn't a surprise, to hear bare feet padding across the tile floor. I was starting to get used to hearing Julie come into the kitchen in the morning, wrap her arms around me and push her hands into my pants or push my pants down, so I just waited, working on making lunch. She stepped behind me, her hands on my hips and then she pushed my pants down.
I turned in her arms, planning on giving her a hug, a kiss on the forehead and sending her away so I could finish what I needed to. I looked at the big black tits, inches from my chest, and then up to Victoria's grinning face.
"She told me to just come push your pants down, that you wouldn't mind being naked, while you made me a quick breakfast."
"I, um. No. Um. You stayed the night?" I asked, in surprise.
"Well, we kinda got involved and neither of us wanted to call it quits, so, yeah, we just slept together." She said, reaching down to my hardening dick. "As much as I'd love to let you fuck my brains out for breakfast, all I have time for is a cup of coffee and toast. I gotta get home to change, before I go into work."
"Uh. Okay. Sure." I agreed. "Coffee is in the coffee maker and bread is in the cabinet over the toaster."
"Thanks sweetie." She said, stepping closer and pressing her tits and hard nipples to my chest. "I could get used to this." She whispered, as she rubbed my, now hard, dick around the upper most part of her pussy lips. "A nice hard cock first thing in the morning. Haven't had that in quite a few years. Maybe I do have time for a quickie."
"I don't think. I mean, I had permission last night. Not this morning."
"I could go ask her, if you want." She grinned, arching her back a little bit, to work my head between her lips. She rocked her hips a little, to grind her clit across my fat head. "Or not. Mmmmmmm. This is fun too." As much as I wanted to, I really couldn't help myself. Feeling her rubbing my head around her pussy lips was just too tempting. I reached around her and grabbed her huge cheeks and gently pulled her toward me. I felt her guide my head between her hot lips, as I pulled us together, my head sliding along her pussy, until her thighs pressed to mine, my cock between her thighs. I let my fingers reach under her full round cheeks and find my engorged head. I pushed it up with my fingers, working my hips slightly, to slide my shaft and head between her lips, my head teasing across the leaking entrance to her depths and her anal rosebud.
"Why don't I just turn around and let you get it really deep in there?" She asked softly. Not waiting for me to answer, she pulled herself back and turned around anyway. She bent over and reached behind her to find my cock and guide it to her sopping wet entrance. She rubbed my head up and down her slit, rubbing her juices into it, and then nestled it into the entrance of her depths. She pushed back, forcing me into her vagina, as she pushed her ass back toward me. "Now, why don't you give both of us a really good morning," she said huskily, "if I'm gonna be late for work, might as well be worth it, right?"
"Oh damn." I groaned, as I sunk slowly into her very wet, and very ready, pussy. I held her hips and began to thrust into her, working my shaft deeper and deeper, until I was pounding against her bare ass, her huge tits swinging wildly under her chest. In and out I slammed, jamming my cock hard, all the way into her, making her gasp and moan in pleasure.
"Oh, fuck yes. That's it, baby. Make me come. Make mama come on your cock!" She gasped, as I drove over and over into her. I felt her body start to shudder and tremble, so I reached around her thighs and between her legs, to work a finger between her lips. "FUCK YES!" She cried, as my finger found her clit, making her, already started climax, blast to a higher level in seconds. "OHHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!" She cried, as her body suddenly bucked against me, her legs and arms trembling as I felt her juices running down my legs. "OH GOD YES!" she cried even louder, as my cock began to jerk and spurt inside her, my own climax pushed over the edge, by the sudden squeezing and spasming of her pussy.
I stood there, panting, my cock twitching inside her, as I gently stroked one finger between her lips. She straightened up and pulled my other hand around her body to her left breast, pressing my palm to it as my softening cock slipped from her.
"Oh yeah. Now that's the way start a day." She whispered, twisting her head and upper body around, enough to try and kiss me.
"I should say." Sue said, as she walked in, only partly dressed. "I wondered who was getting the good morning treatment, and it didn't sound like Julie." She walked to the table and the toothpicks from the shot glass. "So how many did you use last night?"
"Just one." I answered breathlessly.
She took two out of her hand and tossed them on the table, dropping the remaining five into the glass, with a bit of a glare at me. "Once these are used up, I don't know that I want to keep doing this."
"No?"
"Uh-uh. You're having too fucking much fun, fucking too many women."
I was a little shocked, to say the least. "Wasn't it you that started that, at the campground?"
"Don't keep throwing that at me. It was a mistake. We both know that. I did it, but it's over with. How about we just try and keep it between us and Debbie and Joe?"
"And me?" I heard Julie ask as she stepped into the room, "or not?"
"Okay. You too, until you move out. This is just getting way out of hand."
"I think she's jealous." Victoria said, as she stepped away from me.
I looked down, my bed pants were soaking wet, and there was a puddle on the floor. I looked back up at the scowl on my wife's face. "And you can clean that up too. You made the mess." She turned on her heel and walked out, clearly angry.
"Oops!" Victoria said, following it with a giggle. "She was jealous. You better go fuck her, before she gets even more pissed at you."
I stepped out of my bed pants and picked them up before walking out of the kitchen and heading to the bedroom. I heard the bedroom door close hard, not quite a slam, but hard. I walked to it and opened it slowly, finding her standing in front of her dresser, her hands on the top edge, her head hanging down, crying. I walked up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist loosely. She turned as she felt me, and laid her head on my shoulder and continued to cry. I gently stroked her back, trying hard not to rub in a way that would trigger her, in particular, not rubbing her shoulders and neck, or along her spine in the little dip just above her firm butt cheeks.
"I'm sorry." She gasped, between fading sobs. "I shouldn't have been angry. This is all my fault. If I hadn't gone over to June's, none of this would have happened."
"Hey. We promised not to try and place blame on that anywhere but Adam, right? It is what it is. We're working it out, aren't we? I mean, how about last night? Wasn't that good?"
"It was. But what happens when I get better? Are you still going to want to have sex with all those women?"
"Why would I? I mean, you were enough for over thirty years, why would that change now?"
"Was I? Was I really enough, or did you just limit what you wanted, because it was all I'd give you?" She sniffed.
"Is that what you're worried about?"
"Partly."
"And the other part?"
"That you're going to find having sex with some of the other women, is better than what you have with me."
I chuckled softly. "You know what Debbie said, after we had sex on the roof yesterday?"
"No, what?"
"She said that now that she'd had sex with me, and seen us have sex together, she realizes just how different it is. With her, and honestly with other women, it's just sex. But with you, it's a tender, emotional, loving exchange. It's different with us, in a way that it can never be with anyone else. I really hope that it's the same way with you. Sex with you is special. Sex with other women Is just, well, sex. Not all that much different, from the sex I had before I met you, or while I was gone to college. I mean, with you it was always something special. When I was gone, I tried to find that with someone else, and God knows, I tried enough times, but it was never the same. That's why I was glad we got back together after college. I mean, there was no one that touched me, like you did."
"You mean that?"
"I do. And I still believe it."
"Even after all the guys I've had sex with in the last few months?"
"I don't know how many, and I don't want to know. I just want you to be mine again, like we were when we just got back together. Do you remember that? How intense and emotional sex was for us?"
"I do," she nodded, with a sniff.
"If we can get back to that, with just you and me, I don't think there is anything that could ever pull us apart."
She nodded again and then pushed me away. "Well, until then, you better go take another shower. You smell like pussy, and it's not mine this time."
I nodded and headed back to the shower for a quick wash. By the time I was done and dried off, she was gone from the bedroom. I dressed and headed down to finish lunches, finding them already finished. She was at the stove, frying some scrambled eggs for our breakfast. I walked up behind her and kissed her, sliding my hands up under her scrub top, to cup her bra encased boobs, giving them a gentle squeeze. "Hey, you know what?"
"What?"
"Yours is still the body that turns me on the most."
"Really? Not even that student at work? You seemed pretty damn turned on yesterday. That's why you were swimming, wasn't it? Too much sex drive?"
"Maybe."
"Well, don't maybe yourself into trouble, okay?"
"Not a chance!" I answered with a kiss. She used her butt to push me back, then dished the eggs onto plates, with bacon and toast already on them. We ate and she headed off to work.
---o---
It was a quiet morning, once I got to work, at least until class time. I headed off to my ten o'clock lecture and walked into the large lecture hall. I took care of getting my lecture queued up on the computer, then looked up at the mostly full lecture hall. My eyes found Elain and Gina sitting next to each other, right in the middle, fifth row back. At first, I didn't notice anything unusual, but then it struck me. Elain had a button-down shirt on over some kind of top, and a very, and I do mean, VERY, short skirt. She was watching me and when she knew for sure my eyes were on her, she pushed her knees apart. From my vantage point, she was giving me a look up between her thighs, all the way to her, very clearly bare pussy. I was immediately concerned that someone might see what she was showing off, and then realized that there was little risk of that, with only five rows in front of her. No, where she was sitting put her pussy almost at the same level as my eyes, and was giving me a very clear view, up between her thighs.
I closed my eyes and shook my head slightly, hoping she'd get the message. When I opened my eyes and looked up at her again, instead of having done anything to cover herself, she simply grinned at me and slipped one hand into the front of her unbuttoned shirt. I stared at her as she slowly pushed the edge of the shirt to the side, until one of her completely bare nipples peeked out at me.
I tried hard to ignore it, and walked back to the podium, trying to get my mind off of what I had seen. I messed with my slides for a moment and then decided to start. As lectures go, it was the hardest one I've done, in many years. Not because the material was hard, but because it was almost impossible to keep my train of thought and NOT look at Elain, who left her pussy completely on display for me the entire period, and occasionally flashed her left nipple at me, any time she thought I was looking in her direction, which was frequent, since she was sitting in the middle of the room.
I was actually quite glad that class was over, when I let them go. The students filed out of the room, coming down to the stage and dropping off their homework before heading out of the auditorium. I wasn't surprised to see Gina and Elain bringing up the rear of the stream of students, clearly trying to be last, or nearly so. Both put their papers on the stack on the table, before Elain asked if I had time to answer a question or two.
"I always try to have time for my students." I answered, "what can I answer for you?"
"I think maybe back at your office. This might take a few minutes."
"Alright." I agreed, with some trepidation. I lowered my voice. "Just so long as we're not alone. I don't think that'd be appropriate."
She smiled. "Not to worry. Gina'll be there."
Somehow that didn't seem like it would really resolve the worry, but I agreed, and she followed me back to my office. I walked in and she followed, with Gina right behind. Gina pushed the door closed behind us and stood with her back to the door, leaning against it, effectively blocking the small window with her back.
"So, professor, I wanted to finish what we started yesterday." Elain said, with a grin. "There were just too many students around for me to do this." She reached for her hips and slid the short skirt down, letting it slide all the way to her ankles, leaving her completely naked, below the waist. Her long sleeve shirt went next, sliding down her arms, to flutter to the floor. She pushed the stretchy little tube top down her body, over her hips and let it to slide to the floor, around her ankles.
"Jesus." I swore quietly, as I stared at her, standing in nothing but a pair of running shoes.
"Your turn." She said with a grin.
"Huh?"
"Your turn. I mean, It's only fair, right?"
"Elain! Put your clothes back on!" I hissed quietly. "You know what would happen if someone saw you like this in my office?"
She smiled. "Oh yeah. I do."
"Then why are you trying to get me into trouble?"
"Who says I am?" She asked sweetly, as she stepped out of the skirt and top that were around her ankles. She stepped toward me, while I backed up as far as I could, running out of room to retreat. She stepped right to me and pressed herself against me, lifting herself on her tip toes, to press her lips to mine. She kissed me wetly, erotically, her slender, sexy body pressed to mine, as she fumbled with my belt between us. "Come on professor. You know you want to. Help me out here and I promise, you'll enjoy the hell out of it."
"Elain, why are you doing this?" I asked, as I tried to stop her from pulling the front of my pants apart.
"Cuz it's fun." She whispered, "I want you to fuck me. No grades, no strings attached. I just wanna see your hard dick sliding in and out of my pussy. Come on professor, please!?" She asked urgently.
I looked to Gina, who just stood there, smiling. "Don't expect me to help. I'm just here in case she can't convince you."
"And if she can't?"
"Then I take her clothes and leave. She can have them back when she gets back to the house."
"Wait! What? You'd leave her here, in my office, naked?"
"Why not? Besides, he told her to."
"Who? Who told her to do this?"
"I can't tell you. But he told her, she has to convince all of her professors to fuck her, in their offices. If she can't, she has to walk home naked.
"Wait a second. She's done this to other professors?"
"You're the third. She's got two more to go. Personally, I think she enjoyed Professor Wilson the best."
"Professor Wilson? Peggy?"
"Uh huh. God, she moaned like crazy, when Elain licked her pussy. So, you going to fuck her, or are you gonna make her walk out of here naked?"
"Who's making her do this?"
"Her ex-boyfriend."
"Her ex-boyfriend? Seriously? And you're going along with this, why?"
She looked down at the floor. "Cuz we're best friends and if she doesn't, then I have to walk into Delta Sigma naked and ask them all to fuck me."
I shook my head in surprise. "You have to do what?"
"I have to let all the guys in Delta Sigma fuck me."
"Why would you have to do that?"
"Because he said so."
"Who's he, and why would he say that? Why would you just obey him?"
"I have to. I can't tell you why, I just do, because he was mad at me for telling Elain to dump him. But he was cheating on her. He was always cheating on her, but she never saw it. She just kept fucking him and his friends and she wouldn't listen that it wasn't right. It wasn't! She shouldn't have had to do it. She didn't used to want to do that kind of thing. But once she started dating him, hell, she'd strip in front of anyone and fuck him, if he asked. And sometimes he let his friends fuck her, when he was done. It was disgusting. I told her to stop, to break up with him." She said, the words pouring out of her so fast, that she could barely take a breath. "But he got mad and...and...I don't know why, but I have to make her do this. I have to."
"What's his name?" I asked quietly, dreading the answer.
"I can't say. He told me I can't ever say his name again." She said, as Elain worked on trying to get my pants open while I was distracted with Gina.
"Gina. This is really important. Was his name Adam?"
Gina looked at me in surprise, her eyes wide. "Oh fuck." She grunted, as she suddenly started to undo the front of her pants. Without looking at me again, she pushed her shorts down and then her panties, pushing them all the way to her ankles. As soon as she had done that, she pulled her shirt and bra up, exposing her perky, C cup, tits to me. She closed her eyes and leaned against the door again, sliding one hand between her legs and reaching the other to her tits. As I watched, she began to finger her pussy, pushing first one finger and then a second into her completely shaved pussy, bending her legs and spreading her knees, to give her hand room. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck." She grunted, as she pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy.
"Jesus. Gina. What the hell are you doing?" I gasped, stunned at what I was seeing. "Fuck." I grunted, as a hot, wet mouth closed around my dick. I looked down, Elain had gotten my dick out of my pants and was now sucking it eagerly, slurping and licking it. I looked back to Gina, who was completely ignoring us, intently working her fingers in and out of her pussy, her other fingers pulling and pinching her nipples.
"Come on Professor C. Fuck me!" She said, standing up and moving to sit on my desk. She pulled me by my dick toward her, aiming my head for her wet pussy. She reached with her legs and dug her heels into my ass, pulling me toward her.
"Elain, we can't!" I protested, trying to pull back from her, her heels digging harder into my ass, to keep me from doing so.
"You have to! I have to! He said I have to! I don't want to run naked. I don't. All you have to do is fuck me, just for a minute. Just put it in and fuck me and I can say we did!"
"Shit! This can get me fired!" I swore quietly, realizing that I was already in a horribly compromising position. Two naked girls in my office, with my pants around my ankles? No one and I mean no one, is going to believe that I didn't have something to do with this! I was fucked, literally. The only thing I could think to do, was to put it in her for a minute and then she could say she was fucked, and get dressed again.
"Oh fuck, yes!" She moaned loudly, as I let her pull me toward her, letting my fat dick force its way into her hot, wet pussy. "Oh God, you're sooo much bigger than Doctor J was. Ohhhhhh yeah. Fuck me Doctor C. Fuck me good!"
If this was Adam's work, if he wanted her to fuck all her profs on their desks, she'd just try another time, if I didn't do it now. I looked down at her sexy little body and started thrusting into her, trying hard to make it as short and sweet as possible. In and out I pushed, watching her little body shake and move with each impact of my body against her ass, her legs now held high in the air. In and out I pushed, watching her and then watching Gina fingering herself closer and closer to climax. I prayed no one would come while any of this was happening, except us of course. And that was going to happen damn soon after the teasing I'd gotten from her in class.



In and out I pushed, her body starting to tremble and shudder on my desk, as she started to climax. I felt her already tight pussy clenching around me as she began to climax and thrust harder into her, pushing my own right to the pinnacle. "Oh God, gonna come." I grunted, as the intense sensation of urgency overwhelmed me.
"Do it. Come for me." She panted, spreading her legs even further. "Come in me. Fill me up with your cum!"
"Ugh fuck." I grunted, as my body spasmed. I felt my cock surge shot after shot into her pussy, my body and cock jerking and twitching, as my climax washed over me. I stood there panting for almost a minute, before I pulled my still partly hard dick, from her pussy and looked around for something to clean up with. She slipped off the desk and licked and sucked my dick to clean me while Gina continued to finger her pussy.
"OH FUUUUUUUCK!" She finally squeaked, as her body trembled. I could see her juices leaking down her leg, and little droplets flying off her fingers as she continued to plunge her fingers in and out of herself.
Elain finished licking and sucking our combined cum off my dick, then pulled my pants back up and helped me get decent again. Only then did she start to dress herself, turning and moving to give me the best possible views of her body, as she dressed, leaving her skirt for last. She stepped to Gina, leaning against the door, panting, after having climaxed in front of us, and helped her dress. The two of them stepped to me, both giving me big kisses, before grabbing their book bags and heading out of my office.
"Damn." I swore quietly, realizing that Adam had been more prolific, than I expected. Though it wasn't a hard stretch to think he had been dating a college girl from here, since he too, went this school, but to run across his ex-girlfriend, in one of my classes no less, and in this way? What the hell was I going to do? How could I tell someone and not get in trouble for having sex with her. It sounded like I wasn't the only one that had been put in this compromising position. Maybe that was part of his plan, his idea. Not only get back at her for breaking up, but get back at professors? As much as I knew I shouldn't have, I also knew that if I didn't, she'd be running across campus naked, or worse; get seen leaving my office naked. It's a terminating offense, to have sex with a student under your control, and no one seeing or hearing about her coming out of my office, naked, would believe I was innocent of anything. She needed some help, but how could I get her the help she needed, without getting myself in trouble? Shit, I just got myself in over my head.
I plopped down in my chair and looked at the phone list on the wall. Stared at is more correct. I was starting to get an idea, but it would only work if she was willing. I leaned over, picked up the phone and dialed.
"Professor Wilson."
"Hey, Peggy. It's Allen. I just had a very unusual encounter with a couple of my students and wondered if you'd mind coming down and chatting with me."
I could hear the dead silence on the other end of the line, for long seconds. "Elain Gibson?"
"Yeah."
"Um. What did they do?"
"It's as much what they said, as what they did. I think you and I should chat. Alone."
"You haven't, um, told anyone, have you?"
"No. But I think we need to talk. I think we can help each other out here."
"Give me a minute. I'll come down."
She must have made record time down the halls, to get to my office as quickly as she had. Peggy wasn't a bad looking woman. A bit younger than me, a little chunky, but not bad looking. She always wore nice dresses or skirts, that flattered the best parts of her body. She'd never make a playboy centerfold, but then, not everyone is attracted to that type. She stepped into my office and closed the door behind her, leaning against it, almost as if to keep me from leaving. "So, you wanted to talk?" She asked, a look of concern on her face.
"Yeah. I had a visit from Elain and her fiend Gina."
"Uh huh?" She said noncommittally.
"Look, before we go any further, this isn't an inquisition. I'm worried about those two, and I think you know why."
She looked at me for long seconds. "Yeah. I think I do."
"It sounds like you made the same choice I did."
She looked at me even longer this time before nodding and then looking down at her feet. "Once she was, they were, once. Shit. Once she was naked, I felt trapped."
"Just like I was."
"Did you?"
"Uh huh. From what Gina said, you did too."
"I really don't understand what it was about. I mean, they seemed determined to do it. I wasn't asked for grades or money or anything. It was just like they were driven to do it."
"I think they were."
"Huh? How?"
"Do you remember reading in the paper, about the guy and his mom that were arrested a few weeks back, for sexual assaults?"
"Yea, it was pretty big news. Some of the faculty in the Psych department had him as a student. Apparently, he was pretty smart."
"Maybe too smart. He was arrested because he was drugging and then hypnotizing women, so he could use them as sexual toys, and then eventually, call girls."
"The papers didn't say anything about that."
"No, but it's true just the same. I know this for a fact. Don't ask how, please, but believe me, he was pretty effective. From what I got out of Elain before, well, before things got completely out of hand, was that she had to fuck all her professors. I don't know who else she has, but I was apparently number three, about half way down the list. There's just no way this ends well for her, but she's not really in control...he is. I think he was mad at her for dumping him, and he must have already had her tagged. All he would have to do is to give her the keyword and the instructions and she'd do it. I think he did. This is his revenge on her and Gina."
"So how do we help her? We can't say anything or we're in trouble too."
"I think that was part of his plan. He knew that if she was fucking the professors that had her in class, they couldn't say a word. I'm sure there's something else programmed for when she gets done with all of us. Hard to say what. Something embarrassing, I'm sure. I want to make sure she doesn't get to that point."
"But we can't say anything. If they start asking her questions, she's bound to say she had sex with us."
"She would. I think maybe we have to take a chance on a friend. If Elain does something stupid at the end of this, I'd never forgive myself. And Adam is just sick enough to make her do something stupid."
"I know what you mean. I've been stressing about it since it happened on Monday."
"I think if we both go talk to her, my friend, that maybe we can convince her that we were acting in Elain's best interests."
"And if we can't?"
"You want to walk around campus, wondering when someone is going to say something that ends your career?"
"Not really."
"Me either." I said before I picked up the phone. I'd already looked the number up and it only took a few moments to punch it in.
"This is Diane."
"Diane! Its Allen. How's it going?"
"Fine. Say, when are we going to have another bar-b-que? That last one we had was a blast."
"We'll have to do it soon. I didn't know you guys had that much fun."
"Oh we did. That ballgame in the pool was a hoot. I loved seeing Dan getting his butt dunked by your wife."
"Yeah, that was epic, wasn't it? I never figured she'd go that far to get it away from him."
"Served him right though."
"Yeah. I'll talk to Sue and maybe we can do it again in a few weeks or so."
"That'd be great. So, to what do I owe the pleasure of your call?"
"I have a problem and I need your professional guidance."
"My professional guidance. Hmmmm. You know I can't talk about what goes on in my office."
"I do. You made that abundantly clear. No, this time I have an issue with a student, that I'm counting on your discretion on. And since I know you absolutely refuse to break that trust, you're just what I need."
"I see. This sounds serious."
"More serious than I can even tell you here."
"Then maybe you better come to my office."
"I agree. When?"
"I'm open now until three. When in there works?"
"How about now?"
"That serious?"
"Yes."
"Okay. Come on over."
"Be there in five." I answered, before I hung up. "Let's go."
---o---
"Allen, Doctor Wilson, isn't it?"
"Yes," Peggy answered, as she shook the hand Diane held out to her.
"Have a seat." Diane said, as I closed the door. "So, what's so serious?"
"We have a problem, involving a couple students. Let me start with some background. If I told you that I knew that someone could drug and hypnotize a person to do things, and that person would be driven to do them, would you believe me?"
Diane looked at me with surprise. "Actually, I was just reading a journal article a couple weeks ago about some of the work they're doing to help addictions. It's all cutting edge stuff. Not really sure how well it works in the real world, but it seems like an interesting idea."
"Well, it does work. It works surprisingly well. I know several women that can attest to just how effective it can be."
Diane looked at me for long seconds, waiting for me to continue. "Allen, are you suggesting that you've been hypnotizing women?"
"Me? No. I haven't, but I know who has, and I know at least some of his victims."
She sat for a few more moments. "This has to do with the boy that was arrested for multiple sexual assaults?" I nodded. "And these victims. Some of them are close to you?" Again, I nodded. "Allen, was your wife one of these victims?"
"See. This is why I came to you. You're an expert at taking little bits of information and putting together the puzzle."
"Thank you for the compliment. But, if you need professional help along those lines, I can't help you."
"No. I don't. Sue and I are seeing someone already for that. No, this involves a pair of students, that are in both of our classes."
Diane looked back and forth between the two of us. "Are you two involved in some way?"
"Not the way you're thinking, no. I'm putting together puzzle pieces too, but I think that one of my students was that boy's girlfriend. And after he was arrested, she broke up with him, or maybe before, I don't know for sure, but it was partly at her friends urging. And in retaliation he gave both of them directives that, well, put both Peggy and myself into an untenable situation."
"Since he was arrested for sexual assault, and if he was in fact using hypnotism to get his victims to do things, then how would he have done anything, after he was arrested?"
"I've watched how he programs his victims. It's a combination of being drugged; then while they aren't fully in control, administering the hypnotism. Once hypnotized he gives them a key word. He can then put them back into what I call his programming trance, by just issuing the key word. I think he uses it to refine their programming, as time goes on. I've seen a distinct improvement in his ability to control the actions of his victims."
"You've seen? As in, watched?"
"Not in person. But don't ask, please."
"You have recordings? Shouldn't you turn those over to the police?"
"They have them."
"And you have, what? Copies?"
"Like I said. You put pieces together well. Please don't put any more together on that part. Let's concentrate on the students."
"Alright. So how is this student effected."
"I believe that she and her friend have been programmed to intentionally embarrass them, in the worst way possible."
"Some kind of sexual thing?"
"Uh huh."
"And the two of you have been involved in some way."
"We were both pulled into it, against our will."
"Against your will? What was it she was programmed to do?"
"She was told to go have sex with all of her professors."
"I see. And I suppose both of you, being her professors, have been propositioned by this young woman?"
"Propositioned wouldn't even begin to cover it. No, she came into my office after class, which was spent, incidentally, flashing me her body in the auditorium, at every opportunity. I didn't even have a chance to ask her what she needed and she was taking her clothes off."
"Wait. She walked into your office and stripped? Just like that?"
"Just like that."
"You of course, told her to put her clothes back on."
"Of course."
"But she didn't."
"No. She begged to have sex with me. She said if she didn't, her friend, who was there as well, would take her clothes and make her walk home completely naked."
"Oh! And this friend would do this why?"
"Because I think she was programmed as well. When I tried to get her to tell me who the 'he' was that they kept saying, she suddenly refused to say anything else, pulled her own clothes mostly off and began playing with herself."
"So now you have two naked students in your office. And you did what?"
"What could I do? Imagine me saying no, and having two naked girls come out of my office, and what would happen if they were seen or worse, picked up by campus security. No way it wouldn't turn out that they were naked in my office."
"I'll concede that point. Tell me you didn't do what I think you're telling me you did."
"I did. I thought it was the best way to put an end to the situation. It wasn't until after, I realized that if Adam had done what I think he did to them, that there wouldn't be some end game after they embarrassed themselves in front of all of their professors."
"End game as in, what?"
"I watched him and his friends gang rape a woman, and then drug and hypnotize her into believing it was her idea to join in. And just to make things more fun for them, they convinced her that she needed to have white dick more than anything else. After talking to her a while, I'm convinced he was also sending her out on dates, with white guys, and charging them for it. To her, he was just being nice, to help her get what she wanted."
"That's a lot to swallow."
"If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I'd think I'm crazy too."
"And you're going to just walk into my office and tell me you had sex with one of your students, and that I'm supposed to believe this cockamamie story, so what, you don't get in trouble for what you did?"
"That's what I'm saying."
"And you're along for what, moral support?" She asked Peggy.
"Um. No. I'm here to verify his story."
"Oh? You were what? Watching it all happen?"
Peggy took a deep breath. "No, she came into my office and demanded the same thing. Said that if I didn't, she'd run out into the hall screaming that I was attacking her."
"She demanded that you have sex with her."
"Actually, she demanded that I let her lick me to climax."
"So, you did?"
"What other option did I have? Who's going to believe who?"
Diane nodded. "You know that I'm a mandatory reporter, right?"
I nodded. "I was hoping, that looking at the entire situation, you'd realize that we weren't the perpetrators here. She was the aggressor. While that doesn't absolve us of responsibility, we hoped you'd understand our predicament and agree that we did what was in the best interest of the student here."
"That's a bit of a stretch, isn't it?"
"No. If I've learned anything about Adam, is he isn't a nice guy. If any of us think that he'd just make her embarrass herself and leave it at that, they're fooling themselves. I don't think he wants her around, to be able to tell anyone, just how it is that she felt she had to go do this."
"You think he'd kill her?"
"I don't know. But I do know that he's not the same as you and me. Diane, I've watched video of him stripping a woman, strapping her to a table and then taking part in a gang bang of her. Not one or two, but thirteen guys fucking her, in every way possible, and then thanking him for the fun, after it was over."
"Maybe she wanted it? A fantasy or something?"
"Diane. It was a married woman that I know. A very proper, very religious married woman. The wife of a pastor. No, it wasn't something she wanted or would ever consent to."
Diane looked at me like she didn't believe me. "Allen, you're watching these videos?"
"I'm trying to identify as many as I can so I can give them a heads up on what's happened to them. The therapist thinks it would be better if it came from a friend. So far, I've identified seven women I personally know, and I've only looked at a fraction of the hundreds of hours of video. There are cameras in every room of the house. Everything, everyone, got recorded and streamed live. Somewhere out there, there are people paying money, to watch innocent women being raped and turned into sexual play things, not to mention him streaming the most intimate details of his own mother, on the internet without her knowledge."
"Allen. Was Sue, did she..."
"Yes. At least half a dozen times." I answered.
She pushed back in her chair and looked at me, "and, she's okay?"
"I think we will be. But right now, I haven't told her of everything that I've seen him do to her, all of it streamed live."
"Damn! Okay. Give me their names. I'll do what I can to keep you two out of it."
"One more thing. Gina said three down. There's at least one more of her professors that she's done, Professor J, whoever that is. If she has five classes, you only have two more faculty, before whatever he has planned, well, you know what I mean." I said, as I wrote down Elain's and Gina's names. I slid the paper across the table to her. "I'll let you know about the cook out," I said, as I stood up.
She looked up at me in surprise. "After what Sue's been though, you'd wanna do that?"
"We need some normal in our lives." I said with a shrug. "Besides, it's not like you're coming over for an orgy or anything."
---o---
I was beginning to wonder where Sue was. It was Thursday and we had an appointment with the counselor. In fact, we were taking Julie along with us. Sue was late on occasion, but usually not this late. She should have been home an hour ago. Dinner was sitting getting cold, while we waited for her. Finally, she walked in.
"Sorry I'm late. Had to clean up an exam room."
"You're going to have to hurry. We're supposed to be leaving in less than fifteen minutes.
"Not a problem. Let me change, real quick." She said, as she began pulling her scrub top off. She pulled it up and off as she headed through the kitchen toward the staircase.
"Sue," I called to her, as she reached the bottom of the stairs.
"Yeah?" She called, as she started up.
"Did you stop and see Joe on the way home?"
"No, why?" She called from the top of the stairs.
"SUE!" I called making her stop in the hallway at the top of the stairs and glare down at me.
"WHAT?"
I lowered my voice. "Sue, where's your bra?"
"What? On me," she said, looking down at herself, and her completely bare breasts. "What the fuck? Where's my bra?"
I started up the stairs. "Did something happen today?"
She stood at the top looking at me and then looking down at the floor, not in embarrassment, but in confusion. "I, uh, I don't think so." Then with the look of concern she pushed a hand down into her pants. Moments later she pulled her fingers out of her pants. They were glistening with moisture. "I'm, um, missing my underwear too."
"And that's?"
She licked her finger and frowned. "Yeah, I think it is."
"What happened?"
"I don't know. I don't remember doing anything. It was a normal day, it was getting close to quitting time. Doctor Kim said something about cleaning exam room four, so I went to look at it. I, um, I think I cleaned it and then I came home."



"Do you think..." I started to ask, stopping when she glared at me.
She pulled her phone out of her pocket and dialed a number. "Hey Ceilia. I've got a question. Did anything unusual happen today at work? Yeah, unusual, as in not normal. Well, what do you call unusual. Well, okay that would be. Did anything not medical happen at work today? No. What do you mean, not any more than normal? Celia. Tell me what you're obviously not telling me." Sue listened for a few moments, holding her hand up to me, to wait. "How long. Weeks? How many weeks? Wow. That long. And you didn't say anything? No, I understand, why would you. And how long? Oh. He sent you home? Yeah. No. Uh-uh. I don't remember anything about it. Yeah. Okay. Thanks. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
"So?"
"It seems that Dr Kim asked me to check on room four, told Celia to lock up and go home, that we'd take care of it, and then followed me into room four. Since I'm an hour late and full of someone's semen, it would seem that Dr Kim has somehow discovered my trigger, and has been using it."
"For how long."
"Every few days for a couple months. It explains why I've been losing so many bras. And the strange fantasy memory."
"Fantasy memory?"
"That's what I call it. I've been getting them. You know how you wake up from a dream and you can remember it, but the harder you try to remember the details, the less you can remember? Well, I've been getting a lot of those for the last few months. It's like I have a vivid daydream of a sexual fantasy, and then the harder I try to remember it, the less I can remember. On the way home I was remembering going into the exam room, getting naked and laying on the exam table with my feet up in the stirrups. Dr Kim came in and took everything off except his white coat. Then he licked me until I was about ready to climax. I was almost there when he put his dick in me and he fucked me right through my orgasm. Then he did something really kinky. He put a speculum in me, spread me wide open so he could see all the way to my cervix, and then jacked himself off, squirting his cum into me, through the speculum."
"Son of a bitch! I feel like ripping his dick right off. That mother fucker. Taking advantage of you? Who the hell does he think he is? I'm going to call the police and press charges for raping you!"
"Don't. I can't prove any of it. And I certainly can't prove that I didn't agree to any of it. But don't worry, I'll take care of this in my own way." She whispered. "It's me he's been violating, not you."
"I disagree. He's been violating our relationship too. But alright, I'll let you handle it. Do you know what are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet, but it'll be epic for sure. Bastard. I never much liked him to start with. Go down and eat. I'll be down in a few minutes. I suddenly need a shower."
I nodded and kissed her cheek before heading down stairs. Julie and I ate, then I made a to go plate for Sue. We left the house well behind schedule. At least we had an hour drive to try and make up some time.
---o---
"Hi. Sorry we're late." I apologized to Dr Kensington. "We had an issue today that kind of threw us off kilter."
"An issue?"
"We discovered that one of my coworkers, a doctor, apparently figured out at least part of my trigger and has been using me as his personal fuck toy, for the last few months." Sue answered.
"Oh, I see. And you've confronted this person?"
"Not yet. But I plan on making sure he regrets it."
Ivy nodded slowly. "I'm sure I won't be able to talk you out of it, but please, make sure that you don't cross the line and do something illegal."
"Don't worry. I've spent the last hour trying to decide what to do, and I have a few ideas that will put the shoe on the other foot."
"Alright. And this is?"
"This is Julie. We talked about her on the phone."
"Yes. Well, tonight the two of you are going to go into the office and, like last week, you're going to do exactly what Adam says to do. You, Allen, have a young woman waiting for you as well. I want you to follow her directions to the letter. I'm quite sure that you will find this encounter a bit less enjoyable than the last, but it's my hope that, after what I saw last time in Sue, that this will allow her to have some measure of control, over what happens when she's triggered."
"So, you're going to intentionally trigger her?" I asked in surprise.
"Me? No. Adam? Yes."
I took a deep breath. "Alright."
"Good. While you're in there, I'm going to sit and chat with Julie for a while."
I nodded and opened the office door and we walked in. Adam, or the fake Adam, was there, as was a young lady in black leather. She had on a bustier that contained her body above her waist, but left her breasts completely exposed. Below the waist, she had on a pair of long black stockings that covered her legs all the way to where they met, and black leather, knee length boots. She had on elbow length black leather gloves and a black ribbon tying her blonde hair back into a long pony tail that extended down her back, almost to her ass. "Allen. Strip!" She said, in a commanding voice.
Adam took Sue by the arm and gently pulled her to a bench like table that was set up on the other side of the desk, next to a second one, that looked much more ominous. "Take off your clothes." He said gently.
I was a little surprised, but we both did as we were told, getting undressed, until both of us were naked. Adam turned Sue around and gently bent her over the table and began to gently rub and massage her back, from the round of her butt, all the way to her shoulders. While he was doing that, my young woman began her task.
"My name is Sally, but you shall call me mistress." She snapped. "Now, get on the table, face up."
"Um. Alright."
Sally turned to get something off the desk and then slapped me, surprisingly hard, with a whip made of a lot of long thin strips tied together at the handle. It smarted surprisingly.
"OW!"
"YES MISTRESS!" She demanded.
"Uh. Yes mistress." I mumbled.
SLAP! Went the whip, across my ass. "YES MISTRESS! I WANT TO HEAR IT!" She snapped loudly at me.
"Yes mistress." I answered louder, before moving to the table. I crawled onto the table and in a few moments, she was looping fat black ropes around my ankles and wrists. She tugged the end of the ropes. Pulling my arms and legs toward the corners of the table.
Sue was moaning softly as Adam rubbed her back and shoulders, clearly having triggered her. He leaned over her, his shorts now gone. He slowly pushed his dick into her pussy from behind, and then leaned down so he could whisper to her. I couldn't hear what he was saying, but she moaned an affirmative reply.
"Your wife seems to be enjoying Adam." Sally whispered, as she stepped next to me. "Trust me, I'm not going to actually inflict any more pain that I need to, but we need your wife to believe that you are being dealt with harshly. The better actor you are, the less I have to really do. The goal is for her to want to break out of the conditioned loop to save you. Adam is right now telling her that if she can force him to stop fucking her, that I'll have to stop torturing you. Do you understand?"
"Yes." I whispered back.
She straightened and slapped the whip down on my stomach. "YES WHAT?"
"Yes mistress." I grunted in surprise.
"I hear your wife brags about how good you lick pussy. How about I make you lick mine?" She snapped at me. She climbed onto the table and pushed her completely bare, shaved, pussy at my face. She practically smothered me, pushing her pussy against my mouth, just barely leaving me the ability to breathe through my nose. "Come on you nasty fucker. Lick my cunt. Put that tongue in there and get my clit. Make me come or by God, I'll make you regret it!"
"Can you hear that?" Adam whispered to Sue, as he stroked in and out of her. "You can stop it. You can stop me and you can stop Sally from what she's going to do to your sweet husband. You love him, don't you? If you love him like you say, all you have to do is make me stop. Can you do that? Can you find a way to make me stop? Or does this just feel so good that you don't care what happens to him. I think you don't. I think you love how this feels! Having my dick in you, wanting my young, hard dick deep in your pussy, so badly that you don't care what happens to him."
"Nooooo." Sue moaned softly, turning her head to look over at me. The look on her face was one of confusion and desire mixed. She closed her eyes; I could see her body and mind responding to the stroking cock in her pussy. I knew that she was losing the battle.
"Come on you fucking shit. Lick my pussy. Your wife said you were good, maybe I need to entice you a little more?" Sally snapped as she slapped my thighs with her whip, while still pushing her pussy to my lips. I dug my tongue into her pussy, digging between her protruding soft inner lips to search out her hard clit. "Oh fuck, yes! That's better. Lick my little cunt. Make me come, you fucking male whore. Sounds like your wife is enjoying herself. Do you like that? Like hearing her being fucked by some young stud? Listen to her moan. Don't worry. I'll make you moan like that too, but it won't be because it feels good, trust me. I LOVE making men moan in pain. Men are all fucking bastards, that aren't worth anything, but to pleasure a woman. They don't deserve pleasure, they just deserve to pleasure us. And if they don't? What do you think I do? Yeah. That's right. Dig in there and get to my clit, because you don't want to know all the ways I can hurt you."
+++o+++
"Nooooo." Sue breathed softly, as Adam drove his cock into her over and over. In and out he slid, her wet pussy giving an audible squish with each stroke. She moaned softly in pleasure, but opened her eyes to look over at her husband, his face held between Sally's thighs, her pussy practically suffocating him as he worked to lick her toward orgasm. She looked down at his dick, no longer sticking up hard and proud, but laying on him only partly hard, clearly not enjoying what was being done to him. She reached behind her with her hands and tried to push Adam back, but her there was no strength behind her motions, and he just grabbed her wrists and held them, like handles, as he plunged into her harder.
+++o+++
"Come on. Make me come. I thought you were good at this. I thought your wife said you could make a woman really come hard. Well? I'm waiting!" Sally snapped, reaching behind her to whip Allen across his thighs, this time hitting it across his partly hard dick. "Awwwww. What's the matter? Little boy doesn't enjoy his work? Look at that sorry excuse for a dick. Not even hard any more. Maybe I need to do something else to make it hard. Crystal! Why don't you come out here and bring the toy box!" The bathroom door opened and another young woman, this one dressed in nothing but knee length boots, brought out a cardboard box and set it on the desk. "Why don't you see if you can make this sorry excuse for a man hard again. How am I supposed to fuck a soft little dick like that?"
"I have no idea mistress." Crystal replied, as she dug in the box. She pulled out at tube looking thing and grinned. "I think this'll do mistress."
"Oh yes. The milking tube! Good choice my slutty little helper. Get him good and hard and maybe I'll let you sit on it and get it lubed up for me."
"Yes mistress," she replied, moving to where Allen lay. She fed his dick into the long slender tube and then turned on the switch. A soft mechanized warble came from it, almost sounding like some kind of piston stroking up and down a cylinder.
"Ohhhhhh damn." I grunted, at the sudden change in sensations.
"That feel good? It should. It should feel really good. But don't let yourself come. If you do, I'll have her press the other button. The one that gives your cock a nice little electric shock. Now make me come you fucking shit. Lick my clit and make me come."
"Uh huh." I grunted, as I dug my tired tongue deep into her pussy again. She held my face so I could barely breath, and still wanted me to make her climax. I closed my eyes and searched, with the tip of my tongue, for her clit and concentrated on keeping my attention on it, while she began to rock and grind her pussy on my face. Each time she rocked her pussy, she slid her wetness over my nose, making it impossible to breath. I timed my breaths with her strokes, while trying, at the same time, to lick her clit each stroke. I did enjoy licking pussy, but this, this wasn't fun at all.
"Is he getting hard my little slut?"
"Not so much," Crystal reported.
"Well, why don't we find something to help that out?"
Crystal move back to the box while Sue watched her, where she drew out a short slender device and a bottle of liquid. With a sadistic grin on her face, she squirted the liquid on the end of the cylinder, and then rubbed it all over. She turned back to the table and stepped to the end of the table. She looked over at Sue, making sure she saw what she was doing, and then moved the cylinder down to her husband's butt. "Noooooo." Sue protested, again as Crystal began to push the device into her husband's ass. "NOOOOO!" she protested louder, pulling her hands from Adam's grip.
Sally looked over at Sue and gave her an evil little grin. "What's the matter slut? Don't like seeing your husband take one up the ass? You have, lots of times, I bet. You probably love taking it in the ass. Most of you sluts do. Might as well teach your fuck ass husband to take it that way too. Maybe I'll take my strap-on and fuck him in the ass for real. Would you like to see that? See me fucking him like he fucks you?"
"NOOO!" I heard her grunt, loudly.
"Good girl." Sally said quietly, as she lifted off my face. I looked over, and Sue was still bent over the table, panting hard, her face a mask of conflicting emotions. Adam was no longer fucking her, but instead standing with his hardon inches from her pussy, glistening with her juices. "Come on. You can do it. Come over here and take it out. You come over here and take it out and you can let him finish with you. Would you like that? To have him finish making you climax instead of Adam? Yeah. I can see you do. You just have to come over here and make it happen."
I watched her push up off the table and move to mine. She leaned heavily against it, like it was hard for her to make her muscles do what she wanted. I felt the small vibrator that had been shoved in my ass pull out and the stroking sensation on my dick disappear. Sally crawled off of my body and walked around the table. She helped Sue climb onto the table and then guided my mostly hard dick into Sue's pussy. She began to ride up and down, slowly at first, but then with more vigor as both of our bodies responded. I lay and watched Sue's big tits flop up and down wildly, as she moved faster and harder, driving herself closer to the climax, that Adam had pushed her toward.
"That's it." Sally said softly. "Come on him. Make him come in you. You want his cum, don't you? You want to feel him come for you, making you come, the two of you, in love, loving each other, sharing this. That's what you want, isn't it?"
"Yes." Sue whispered breathlessly. "I want to feel Allen come in me."
Sally moved down to whisper to me. "Give it to her. Let her feel you come."
"Uh huh." I grunted, feeling my climax pushing closer and closer. I could feel my cock swelling and the urgency to push up at her, overwhelming my body, even though there was no way I could push up at her. I felt her climax begin, her pussy clenching around me. She continued to bounce on me, her motion slightly awkward as her coordination started to fail, but she continued to move, trying to push me to climax with her. A few dozen more wild bounces on my dick, pushed me over the edge. My body jerked hard and I felt my cum, surge into her. She gasped and stopped moving, her entire body trembling and shaking for long seconds before she lay down on me, moving her face over mine.
She kissed me softly and then lifted her face to look into my eyes. "I did the best I could." She whispered.
"You did fine. You managed to break out, which is what she wanted to have happen." I answered, as Sally untied my wrists and ankles.
"How do you know?"
"Sally told me the plan before she climbed on my face."
"I love you. I'm sorry I couldn't do it faster and you had to, well, you had to..."
"Shhhhh. You did fine. I'm proud of you." I whispered, before pulling her back down for another soft kiss. We lay there for some minutes, kissing and hugging each other, before my dick softened enough to slip from her. Sally seemed to recognize that we were 'done' and came over to help us off the table. I looked around for Adam and Crystal. The bathroom door was open and we could hear the sound of sex, coming from the open door.
"Have to admit, it was fun." Sally said, before leaning to me and kissing my cheek. "Wouldn't have minded if she waited just a little longer though. I was going to get on your dick next."
"Well, sorry you were short changed." I answered with a chuckle.
"I'm not." Sue answered. "I'm kinda glad it was left for me."
"Getting possessive about it again?" I asked, looking at her in surprise.
"A little." She admitted as we started to dress. "I don't think I want him to fuck you, but, since you already had your pussy in his face, if you wanna let him tie you to the table, I bet he'd be happy to let him finish that orgasm that you were trying for."
She looked at Sue and then at me and grinned. "I'm game, since Adam is already busy with Crystal." She turned and lay down on the table and lifted her legs in the air.
"You sure?"
"It's just oral." She said with a chuckle. "Not like you don't already smell like her, and I'm NOT letting you into the shower with her. I know how that ends."
I nodded and stepped over to the end of the table, my pants on but my shirt not yet on. I leaned down and licked up her soft pussy lips. She moaned softly, as I let my tongue dip between her lips and seek out her clit. "Ohhhhhh fuck, this is so much better." She moaned, as I teased my tongue over her hard nub. I wrapped one arm around her thigh and used my fingers to spread her lips, giving me even more access, while I gently pushed two fingers into her. I pushed my fingers in and out slowly, making sure to curl them up behind her pubic bone with each stroke. The tip of my middle finger stroked across the top of her vaginal tunnel, while my tongue flicked and teased her hard clit. "Oh God," she moaned softly, lowering her feet to my shoulders. She used her feet to lift her butt off the table, pushing her pussy up at my face, as I moved my fingers faster. I could feel her pussy begin to clench around my fingers as her orgasm raced faster toward completion. "OHHHHH FUCK!" She cried suddenly, arching her back and pushing her pussy at my face. Her whole body stiffened, as I jerked my face back from her suddenly spraying pussy. My face, neck and chest were doused with a huge stream of her juices, which sprayed out past me as I pulled away. She seemed to squirt a steady stream for several seconds, before she fell back onto the table panting. "Holy shit! She wasn't kidding." She gasped as she lay on the table, moving her legs to dangle over the edge.
"That's my sweetie. He can really make a girl come." She said, standing behind me and rubbing my back. "As much as I hate the idea, you better go take a shower or you're gonna smell of her all the way home."
"I don't have to."
"Yes, you do." Sue said emphatically. "You most definitely do!"
I shrugged and began undressing again, even stripping my stocks off this time. I walked into the bathroom and past Crystal, who was sitting on the counter top with Adam between her legs. I turned on the water and stepped under as soon as it was warm. I was rinsing off when Sally stepped in behind me, pressing her modest tits against my back.



"She said I could wash you off, but only washing, no hanky-panky."
"That's fine." I answered, turning in her arms to face her. I let her work her soapy hands around my chest, and then working lower, around my dick. She massaged my balls and shaft, making it start to grow in her hands. "That's quick," she whispered.
"What is?"
"Getting hard again that fast? She's lucky. Usually, older guys take a lot longer to recharge."
"You do a lot of older guys?" I asked curiously.
"I've worked with Dr Kensington for a while now. She has a lot of middle age and older couples that are trying to work through sexual dysfunction issues. It's surprising how many older guys can get it up for a younger woman, but not for their wives."
"So, you have sex with older guys in front of their wives? How does that help?"
"Oh, not usually. Most of the time I just strip for them and then stroke them off. The idea is to make sure the plumbing works, but also to show the wife that her husband still has the hardware. Most times the problems are that he doesn't do what he needs to entice her, and she doesn't do what it takes to entice him. Guys are visual. If all you wanna do, is do it in the dark, well, guys have trouble with that."
"Sounds like you're learning a lot from her."
"Helps to be going to school for psychology." She said with a grin. "Sometimes I suck them off, or even spend a little time between the wife's legs. If we're working with a couple trying to explore swapping or something, I might get to have sex with them in multiple ways. A lot of times I go home frustrated, though."
"And it doesn't bother you to have sex with a lot of people?"
"Why should it? I mean, sex is just an expression of a person's individual desires and tendencies. If I can help someone understand what's driving them, individually, or as a couple, then that's a good thing, right?"
"I guess so, if it works for you."
"This would too." She said, pushing my dick down and sliding it between her legs. "You wouldn't mind if I just tried it out for a second, would you?"
"I thought she said no hanky-panky?"
"Yeah. Well, she did."
"Then the answer is no." I said, pulling my hips back. "Not that you aren't extremely sexy and I'd sure as hell love to fuck you, but after what she did tonight, I want to reward that, and that means tonight it's hers and hers only."
"Too bad. I bet you're one hell of a fuck."
"He is." I heard Sue say, from the doorway. "Maybe another time, you'll get to find out. Ivy says she's done with Julie and we're done for tonight."
"Okay, I want to talk to her about something before we leave."
"Sure." Sue said, as she turned and left. I stepped past Sally and got a towel. I dried off and walked out with the towel around my waist.
"So, you wanted to talk about something?"
"I do." I said as I dropped the towel and started to dress. "I had this idea. What's keeping you from undoing what he did, is that only he can give the key word, right?"
"Well, that and once he does, he'd have to transfer control to me."
"How does that work?"
"Well, he'd have to give the key word and then tell her that she needs to listen to me and only me. And when I give the key word that she'd fall into the mode the same as she does for him. It's not hard, but I've talked to the police and he's refusing to cooperate."
"I have tape of him saying it. Wouldn't that do it?. Then you could undo it all, right?"
"Probably not. It's usually more than just the word. It's how he says it or how it's associated. We'd have to find all the right things. Bestids that, remember what we talked about? The longer she has the programming, or more correctly, the longer she's acting on the programming, the more ingrained it will become, and eventually become her new normal. That's what the researchers are hoping for in addiction. It becomes a new normal, before the conditioning wears off. If we don't do anything, it will eventually wear off."
"When?"
"Weeks, months, years. They just don't know. Hypnosis works differently on different people, and what the programming is affects it. The more drastic a departure from normal, the less time it stays in effect. Some things only last minutes, others last years."
"But you could switch it. Make her want something else?"
"That'd have to be the plan. I mean, I could reprogram her to want you instead of them. If she sees a young guy's dick, instead of wanting it, I could make her want yours. But it won't matter, if we can't get him to turn her over to us. And quite frankly, I'm afraid to let her get that close. He could trigger her and force some action we don't know into being. Who knows what he planted in her mind over those months. From what I can see, he adjusted the programming a few times. Refined it for lack of a better word. But again. Without him, my hands are tied."
"But this, your therapy, it seems to be working?"
"It seems to be. Tonight was meant to show her that she has control, even if she doesn't feel like she has. It had to be something that she needed desperately to intervene in. After last week, and seeing her reaction to what was going to happen to you, well, it gave me the idea to try this. It was a little risky, but it worked."
"How about Julie? Can you help her?" Sue asked.
"She's going to be difficult. Without her husband helping, I don't know that I can. She needs someone to transfer the need to. Someone she can count on to be there and accept her desires. If not, well, it will be a much longer road."
"Well, I'm not offering myself up for that. I have enough, with just one wife." I said jokingly.
"Funny you should say that. I was going to suggest that if you didn't mind, both of you, that is. That you might be able to help change her behavior."
"How?" Sue asked quickly.
"To be honest, you'd need to let her strip for you, frequently, flash you and strip for you, and then have sex with her, but not quite all the way. Allen, you'd need to have sex with her and come to completion without letting her climax. You want her to be frustrated, to reduce the desire to do it."
"But if she doesn't come, from what I can tell, she just keeps trying until she does."
"Hmmmm. That complicates things. I didn't realize that. It means you'd have to let her keep trying and keep denying her completion for as long as you can. Maybe all evening and just finally let her climax, nearly at bed time."
"I'm not sure I'm comfortable with that. I mean, we're trying to get back to normal and now we're going to add a new person to the mix?"
"Oh, I didn't mean long term. No, I think she needs to find someone to live with that can do that. If you have a single friend or someone you can trust to help with, let her stay with him for a while. He'd get all the sex he can handle, as long as he's willing to deny her an orgasm, even if it means preventing his own. He'd need to learn to read her signs and stop short."
"Oh. I see. Well, maybe for a few more days we can do that. Wait. What about Tom?" Sue asked quickly.
"Tom? Are you serious?"
"Sure. I mean, I bet I can convince him. Since Ruth passed, well, he's alone in that big house. I doubt he's been with a woman in almost a year. Why not?"
"We can ask."
"No, I can ask! You'll just go up and say, hey Tom, how about fucking our friend? No. this has to be done subtly. I think I can convince him, with a little help from Julie."
"If you have someone, that's what needs to happen. Otherwise, I'll see you next Thursday."
We said our goodbyes and headed for home, not letting on to Julie what was suggested by Ivy.
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I was hoping for a quiet Friday. The week had already been tumultuous enough. Between Victoria and Elain, I wasn't sure what to expect, anymore. Life, as a whole, had spiraled out of control and I often felt like I was in a bad episode of the twilight zone. Part of me just wanted to run away for the weekend, just to get some quiet time with Sue. The idea was so appealing, that I called and suggested just that to Sue. She seemed a little distracted when I talked to her, but she agreed, maybe some time alone would be good for us. I wasn't sure I wanted to haul the camper and boat both, so I started making my list of things that I needed to pack for just a short tent camping weekend. Tent spots at the campground were easily obtainable, as compared to electric trailer spots, which were notoriously hard to get on short notice. Other than Debbie coming in, to ask if I wanted to go off and fuck, in just those words, and having three classes to teach, the day was surprisingly quiet. Even my class with Elain and Gina was as normal as it could be, both girls missing from class. I hoped nothing had happened to them, but at the same time, I hoped nothing was going to happen to me.
I got off work and headed home to start gathering gear, so we could leave first thing in the morning. It had been a while since I'd done any tent camping, but I had all the stuff, including the nice ten-inch thick air mattress, that pretty much filled the whole dome tent I was packing. By the time Sue got home from work, I had the bulk of the gear out of the shed and packed into the truck. Much to my surprise, she wanted to go this evening to get as much time together as we could. We each packed our duffel bags. I loaded a cooler with enough food to get us through the weekend and hooked the truck up to the boat. Dinner would be some kind of fast food on the road, but I didn't care. Sue had changed into a pair of micro shorts, I didn't even know she owned, and a snug fitting, and very thin, tank top, sans bra. She saw me checking her out and playfully wiggled her chest side to side, to make her tits wiggle for me. I had a hunch this was going to be an enjoyable weekend, if things kept going the way they were starting.
We arrived at the campground, picked an open tent site and went to work setting up. Sue had suggested we pick one of the more wooded ones along the water, which would give us a little more privacy. I readily agreed, hoping that meant she wanted to be playful, and we went to work setting up the tent and kitchen stuff. I hadn't been tent camping in a while, and I'd gotten a bit spoiled, with things like beds and air conditioning. It was getting hot and I was soon stripped down to just my shorts and shoes, as I climbed into the tent and started inflating the ten inch thick, queen sized, air mattress.
"Hey sexy." Sue whispered, as she crawled into the tent with me, pushing me over onto the partly inflated air mattress that practically filled the small tent.
"Hey yourself." I answered, as she crawled over me and lay on top of me.
"Make love to me." She whispered.
"Now? I thought you'd want to go fishing."
"There's plenty of time for that." She answered, moving her hands between us to start undoing my shorts. I grinned and allowed her to get my shorts undone and pushed down, along with my briefs. Laying naked on the still inflating air mattress, I watched as she stood up in the tent and began stripping. The zippered windows and door were all hanging open, but she didn't seem to care as she took off her shirt and then shorts, revealing that that was all she had on. She knelt down again, this time over me, reaching for my already hard dick and aiming it for her pussy. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as she forced herself down over my engorged mushroom head. I held her hips as she began to lift and lower herself, her strokes short and choppy as she lubricated my shaft with her juices and worked herself further down my appendage. "Oh yes," she sighed, as she wiggled herself on my now fully engulfed dick. She looked down at me and smiled, leaning down until she could press her lips to mine.
We shared a long, hot kiss that seemed to excite her even more, her hips soon moving up and down while we kissed, stroking her pussy on and off of my cock. She broke the kiss and lifted herself, just high enough for her tits to swing between us, her nipples brushing my chest, with each rock she made. "Oh damn," I groaned in pleasure, as she worked us both closer and closer to climax.
We were suddenly interrupted by the air pump, which had now fully inflated the mattress, popped out of the inlet and began flopping around on the tent floor as the air inside the mattress started rushing out the open hole. She tried to reach for the inlet to cap it, and ended up rolling off of me and onto the tent floor. We both laughed, as we reinserted the pump to top off the mattress again, and then seal the inlet plug in place, "Now, where were we?" She whispered, as we sat on the floor at the end of the air mattress.
"Tell you what, you climb back up there and I'll show you."
She grinned and climbed onto the mattress, laying on her back, spread eagle. "Like this?"
"I think that's just about perfect." I answered, as I crawled up between her legs. She lay watching my face as I moved over her and then guided my dick into her. She closed her eyes and moaned as my fat shaft pushed back into her hot, wet depths.
"Oh yes. I love how you feel in me."
"And I love how it feels to be in you." I whispered back, as I started stroking slowly in and out of her. She wrapped her arms loosely, around my back and lifted her legs, so she could rest her heels on my butt, allowing me to stroke even deeper into her. In and out I pushed, my pace quickening as her breathing became more ragged, as the sensation of urgency built within me. I drove into her harder, making her breasts move and roll on her chest, a sight I loved, and which always turned me on even more. "Come for me lover, let me feel you come for me."
"Uh huh." She panted, "almost." I continued to stroke in and out, trying to hold my own climax back. Each thrust seemed to send tingles through my body, demanding that I let it have its way, but I continued to hold back, waiting for her climax to overtake her. She groaned loudly, as my cock felt her pussy start to clench around me. I smiled to myself and drove harder into her, knowing that she loved feeling it slam deep into her as she climaxed, and also knowing that it would be the final push, to my own climax. In and out I thrust, her moans growing louder, as my own climax pushed itself forward.
With a grunt, my body spasmed, jamming hard into her, the first pump of cum lancing deep into her body. Time and again, I felt my cock gush more into her, each accompanied by another strong spasm. Slowly they faded, leaving me laying on my wife, panting for air, the two of us enjoying the post orgasmic bliss. "I love you." I whispered in her ear.
"I'm glad. I love you too. I never really thought about how special you were until all this happened. Not many husbands would have stood by me."
"I know. Most men are kinda funny that way. They don't mind being promiscuous, but they don't want their wives to be."
"And you know this how?"
"I talked to Sylvia today."
"You did? I know we were going to, but I didn't know you were going to do it alone."
"I wasn't. She called me. Apparently, Dick is being a dick. He thought she was cheating on him, so he set up a camera in their house."
"Uh oh."
"Uh huh. He got more than he was expecting."
"How bad?"
"Three different guys in a week's time."
"And?"
"Until she saw the video, she didn't exactly remember any of them. But afterward, well, she sorta remembers them, but kinda like me and Dr Kim, more like a dream."
"Does she know what's going on?"
"No. she just knows that each of them came to the door with a single red rose."
I chuckled. "Now that's a novel trigger."
"I want to tell her what's going on. But Dick, well, he's already moved out. I don't think he's going to listen."
"I'm sorry. You know I'll do what I can, to help any of your friends."
"I know. That's why I told her to come up tomorrow."
"Wait? What? I thought we were going to have a quiet weekend?"
"We will. She's just going to come for a few hours. Just so we can explain it to her." She whispered to me.
I frowned, but knew that there wasn't much I could do at this point. "Alright."
"I know what'll cheer you up."
"What's that?"
"Let's go put the boat in the water."
"We should, before it gets dark."
"Good. Think I should dress first?" She asked as she rolled me off of her and then sat up on the air mattress.
I chuckled, knowing she wasn't serious, but somehow feeling that it might be interesting if she was. "Yeah, might be a good idea."
She smiled back and climbed off the air mattress to pull on her shorts and shirt. I pulled my shorts back on, working the legs over my shoes, and then pulling them up, still buttoning them up as I followed her out of the still open tent door. I stopped to zip the tent closed to keep the bugs out and then headed to the truck. "You're not upset with me, are you?" she asked when I climbed into the truck.
"Well, I was hoping for a nice quiet weekend with just you."
"And you think if she comes, it won't be just me?"
I looked at her. "Honey. When has it been, since all this started?"
"Are you wishing it was back like it was a year ago?"
I was silent for a moment, trying to figure out how to answer that. "What I really wish, is that it was back the way it was that first year. after we got married. I think that was the best of times for us."
She laughed as I started the engine. "Oh honey. I know you have pills, for mister happy there, but you think you could actually keep up with that pace? I mean, how many days did we not have sex multiple times that year?"
I shrugged with a grin. "I don't remember, but I'd sure as hell like to try."
"Alright honey. We'll see."
I dropped it in drive and we drove around to the landing. The process of launching the monster sized pontoon boat is pretty easy, but it does take two. Once I was off the trailer, she took off, to pull the trailer back to the campsite, while I motored the boat around the point to the little cove near our site. She beat me back by a little bit, and I saw her coming down the hill through the woods as I was approaching the shoreline. She was dressed, sort of. Her shorts and shirt were gone and she had on some kind of net type beach wrap, which I assumed had a bikini on under it. She was carrying the plastic tote in her arms, that contained our collection of citronella candles. While the plastic tote pressed to her chest didn't let me see her breasts, the mesh beach wrap exposed enough in the twilight, that I could tell she didn't have anything on below her waist.
She stepped to the boat as it touched the shore, and held the tub of candles up to me, which I took. I was wrong, she didn't have a bikini on under the wrap. In fact, she didn't have ANYTHING on under the wrap! "I think we should go for a boat ride." She said with a grin, as she stepped onto the front of the boat.
"Sure, why not?" I agreed, stepping back to the driver's seat and pushing the throttle into reverse and backing the boat away from the shore. I turned us around and eased us out of the cove and into the main portion of the lake. I cranked some throttle into the one fifty horse engine, to get us up and going and then took a moment to enjoy the view of my wife sitting on the bench seat right across from me. She had her legs spread enough for me to see her bare pussy, and the wrap allowed me to watch her boobs bounce enticingly, as the boat bumped over the waves being kicked up by the wind. "I'm surprised!" I called to her, over the wind.
"About what?"
"Your attire."
She grinned. "Good, that was the idea."
"Anything you want to tell me?"
"Maybe later." We rode along for a while, the sun dipped fully below the horizon now, leaving the few clouds being painted a deep orange by the sinking orb. She looked around, presumably to see who else was out running around, and then stood up. She pulled the beach wrap off and tossed it onto the bench seat and sat down again, this time completely naked. "This is what you wanted, wasn't it? To be more like we were back then?"
"Actually, yeah."
"Over there!" She said, pointing toward the far shoreline.
I shrugged and turned the boat, cutting a long graceful arc in the water, heading toward the far shoreline. "Uh-uh! The buoy!" she called over the wind as she realized I was aiming for the narrow passage of deep water between the point and the underwater ridge. The lake was a reservoir, and the land that was flooded consisted of two fairly deep valleys, that had contained good sized streams. There was also one stretch where, right in the middle of the lake, another ridge had stuck up. The water there got as shallow as only a few feet, but once you slipped through the cut, the back side of the ridge fell off to almost fifty feet deep again, with an almost sheer drop to seventy feet deep in the main channel side of it. The ridge was a navigational hazard, and over the years I'd seen more than one boat ignore the buoys and hit the ridge. She apparently wanted me to head right to one of those. I shrugged and backed off the throttle, slowing the boat as we got closer. "I want to anchor right there."
"On the ridge?"
"Uh huh." She said, with a little grin.
I cut the throttle and let the boat float into the two-foot deep water, the top of the rocky ridge only a few inches below the pontoons. I dropped an anchor on the front of the boat and let the momentum carry us over the shallower top as I tied off the anchor. "Okay, what now?"
She moved to where I set down the tub of candles and began pulling out a number of them. She set them around the boat and lit them as the light faded. When she was done with those, she moved to the driver's console and switched on the anchor lights. "Okay. Get naked for me. I want you to make love to me in the middle of the lake."
It only took me a few moments to pull off my shorts, leaving the both of us naked, except for our water shoes. She moved to the rear boarding ladder and then climbed down onto the rocky ridgetop, the water only coming up to her knees. I followed her into the water. She took my hand and pulled me along the ridge line, careful to keep away from the almost sheer drop-off. When we were a good hundred feet or so from the boat she turned and put her arms around me. "Is this the kind of thing you miss about the way we were? Being naughty like this?"
"Yeah, actually, it is." I grinned, as I pulled her against me, her hard nipples pressed to my chest. We pressed our lips to each other's and stood in the middle of the lake, kissing for long minutes before she reached down and moved, my now rock-hard, dick between her legs.
"When you called, I was busy." She whispered, as she broke the kiss.
"Yeah?" I asked, as she began to work my head along her very wet pussy lips. "Mmmmmm. That's nice." I whispered, as she stepped her legs apart far enough to get my engorged head pressed between her soft sexy lips.
"I was. But I didn't know it." She whispered, as she worked my head to the entrance to her depths. "Hold my leg up." I reached my arm under her right leg, as she lifted it, holding it up to my hip. She reached her hand around her leg, to my dick and used her fingers to press me up against her. "Push it in." She coaxed, as if she really needed to. I pushed my hips up at her and felt my fat head slide into her opening, and then into the hot, wet depths of her vagina. "Mmmmmmmmm. Yes. God, I love having you inside me."
"I love being there. I always have." I mumbled, as I started to rock my hips. She moved against me, the two of us working my dick slowly in and out, not rushed at all, but slow and gentle. Not having sex, like I had with too many women lately, but making love the way she and I used to do it, when we were first married and so in love with each other. In and out I slipped, my fat head caressing her depths with each stroke we made in unison.
"Even after all of this? You still want me this way?"
"It wasn't your fault. You wouldn't have ever cheated on me, if he hadn't done what he did."
"But I still did it."
"Yeah, you did. And then I did. At least you have a good excuse. You couldn't help it. I wasn't being forced."
"No, but you were doing what I expected you to do. I shouldn't have done it, but I did."
"It's water under the bridge."
"What if I told you that I don't know everything that I've been doing? That maybe there's more I don't know about?"
"We'll deal with it, if something happens." I grunted, as I pushed the two of us closer to a mutual orgasm. I could feel her body stiffening as her climax approached, her pussy squeezing slightly, but not quite fully there yet.
"What if it's something, well, different."
"How different?" I asked, trying not to lose the climax that was, oh so close.
"What if I've also been having sex with women?"
I slowed my strokes a little, looking at her face in the dim light. "Well. Have you?"
"When you called, I was."
"Wait. You were having sex with another woman, when I called you today?"
"Don't stop. Please don't stop. Keep going. I want to feel you come in me." I started to stroke again, pushing in and out, drawing a pleasured moan from her lips. "Your phone call, it broke the spell."
"And you were having sex, but not with Dr Kim?"
"No. I was having sex with his wife. She was naked on the exam table and I was giving her oral sex. I was naked too and I could tell I'd already come. Oh shit. Here it comes honey. Come with me, please, come with me!?"
I started to thrust harder, picturing an Asian woman, laying naked on the exam table, her feet up in the stirrups, Sue's face between her legs, her big tits hanging down below her chest.
"AHHHHHH FUCK YES!" She cried, as her pussy clenched hard, around my thrusting cock. Her whole body trembled and I felt her leaking her juices around my stroking shaft.
"Uh. Fuck." I grunted, as my body hit its peak as well, the two of us climaxing together as we both flowed out at each other. I felt my cock surging into her, emptying what I had left, after the climax in the tent, pumping what it could, into her spasming pussy. We stood that way for only a minute or so before she moved my hand from her leg and stood again.
"Better," she whispered, pulling us together, as my dick slipped out of her. "I guess I should explain more."
"I think."
"You remember I told you about Dr Kim?"
"Yeah. You were going to take care of things."
"Well, I thought I was being so smart. I set up a camera and let him catch me alone in the exam room this morning, half undressed. I was pretending to change my scrub pants that had gotten messed up. Well, he did what he always does. He came in me through the speculum. Only this time, this time I was aware. I knew what he was doing. I could see it the whole time, only I pretended I was still out of it. After he was done and left, I sent the video to his wife. I figured she'd be seriously pissed. When she showed up at the clinic, I didn't want a scene, so I took her into the exam room."
"And you ended up naked how?"
"Actually, I don't know. But I think she did the same thing he did. She knows my trigger. He had to have told her. I'm beginning to think she was part of it, somehow. I sorta remember some weird dreams, where I was licking a woman, while someone was screwing me from behind. Some more, some that don't make sense. I remember watching you fucking women, sliding in and out of them right in front of my face. I'd watch you fuck them until they came, while they were licking me, trying to make me come. And then, then I'd let you pull out and lick your cum from them. I know, it sounds gross, but I remember it. I remember how it tasted, your cum mixed with theirs. Somehow I know I like it, the taste. Not watching you come, but licking them after and feeling them lick me and then tasting your cum. Sometimes I think I'd even suck on your dick until you got hard again and then put it back in so you could fuck them more if I hadn't come yet. I know, it's not at all like me, at least not for the last few dozen years, but now, now I think they weren't dreams. When I was licking her, I was enjoying it. I had my fingers inmy pussy and I was playing with myself and enjoying licking her."



"So when you called her in, instead of being upset that her husband was fucking you, she took advantage?"
"I checked my phone when we got done. After you called. The video of him, it was gone."
"So, they both know that you know."
"Uh huh."
"We'll deal with it, together this time." I whispered. "Is that what this is about?"
"Partly. I was awake when he was doing me. I saw and felt it all. I pretended to love it, just like I would have if I was under. I let him fuck me, and I knew he was doing it. I guess I felt a little guilty and wanted to do something special for you."
"You know, feeling guilty tends to get you in trouble, when you try to make it up to me."
"It does, doesn't it."
"But this time, I have to say, I am enjoying it completely."
"You are? Really?"
"Very much so. But I think we better get back in the boat. Hopefully the candles will keep these damn bugs away. I don't think I want any more bites on my ass than I already have."
"If anyone is going to bite my ass, it better be you!" She agreed, with a giggle. We waded back to the boat and climbed aboard. She lay down on the bench seat and pulled me to her, coaxing me to climb on top of her. "I wasn't sure I was going to like this, doing this for you. But I have to admit, it's been kinda fun. Different, than when I walked around in that tiny suit. This time I felt completely exposed. It was kinda exciting. Don't you think?"
"I do." I agreed, only the flickering light of the citronella candles illuminating her sexy body.
"I know you've already gone twice, but do you suppose there's a number three in there yet?"
"I'm sure there is." I whispered, as I leaned my head down to kiss her.
---o---
Number three had happened, after a fashion. Then we made our way back, in the dark. She didn't even put the beach wrap on as we headed up the hill to the campsite, in the light of the rising moon. It was late enough that bed was in order, so, completely naked, with the windows still open, we got the bed made up the rest of the way and called it a night. As was usual, she had to get up in the night to go pee, but being naked, she decided to just go out behind a tree, much like I would. When she came back, she knew I'd been peeking at her, her hand finding my hardon. We made love a fourth time, with her sitting astride me, slowly bouncing herself up and down, until we both came in gentle, but fulfilling, climaxes.
Now it was morning and time to start the day. The sun was already well up, both of us having slept in, after our late-night enjoyment. The tent windows were still open and anyone walking close enough to our campsite, could easily see in and notice we were both laying on the air mattress, naked. She found her shorts and tank top from the night before, and dressed in those again before heading for the bathrooms. I pulled on some shorts and climbed from the tent to start cooking some breakfast. I didn't have things very well planned, just tossed a bunch of food into the cooler and hoped I had everything I needed. As I squatted down and dug through the cooler, Sue came back, standing right in front of me. I glanced up at her and saw her fingers holding the leg of the shorts aside, exposing her sexy pussy to me.
"You trying to give me a hardon?" I asked softly, looking up at her grinning face.
"Damn right. I wanna see it poking those shorts out." She said, with a soft little giggle.
"Still turned on? I'd have thought after last night, you'd be satisfied."
"I was. Until I went up to the bathrooms. You know how you can hear over the divider wall between the men's room and the ladies' side?"
"Yeah."
"Well, I could hear two guys talking about the hot as hell woman, laying in her tent naked." I raised my eyebrows and looked up at her. "Yes, it bothered me at first. I was sitting there, taking a poop, listening to them talking about how hot she looked and how they'd love to fuck her, and well, I started to think that maybe it wasn't so bad, letting them see me like that. I mean, I did get turned on hearing them talk about how they'd like to fuck me. I didn't know you guys talked about it that graphicly."
"That graphicly?"
"You know. 'I wouldn't mind bending her over the counter and fucking her hot cunt, until she makes me blow my load deep inside her. Fuck she'd look hot with those big tits swinging in the mirror. Fuck yeah, I'd fuck that bitch for sure.'" She said in a fake man's voice.
I chuckled. "Sometimes we do. I don't suppose you know which guys it was?"
"Not for sure," She said, biting her lip, "but I have a pretty good idea, if you wanna know."
"No, I don't need to know, and no, I don't want you to give them the chance. You wanna flash them your goodies, go for it, but let's keep the fucking between you and me, okay?"
"Suddenly getting possessive?" She asked, moving her other hand to her crotch and stroking one finger along her exposed lips.
"A little. What you did when you were under his control, that you couldn't help. But now that you're starting to be able to break out of that, I don't really want you banging other guys. Just like I shouldn't be banging other women."
"Did I say you needed to stop?" I looked up at her face. "I need to add some more toothpicks to the jar, now that I know what I've been doing. You have a lot to catch up on, if you want to."
"Is that what you want me to do?"
She squatted down next to me, reached her finger out and drew a wet line across my lips, with her pussy juice. "What I want, is for you to feel like I'm all you need. Not because we're married, but because I meet all your wants and desires. I know I don't do that right now. I know that you're struggling, trying to deal with all the guys that have pumped loads, into what was supposed to be just yours. I can understand that; I'd be having trouble with it too. Unlike Julie's husband, you've stood by me and that's something really special. I want to reward that. One thing I think I've learned from all this, is that I have a lot more inside me, than I was willing to let out. Like last night. I can do those things, and as nervous and awkward as they make me feel; after the fact, I found I enjoyed it immensely. Part of that was watching you enjoy it too. So, do I want you to fuck other women? Not really. But yes, I do, until your desire for them fades, because I'm giving you everything you want and need. In the meantime, if some sexy little thing flashes her boobs at you, and you wanna go play with them, well, you certainly have the right." I leaned toward her, kissed her softly and didn't bother to answer in words. I wasn't sure what I could say, anyway.
She helped me dig out bacon and the two of us worked side by side, cooking eggs and bacon for breakfast on the small propane powered stove. It was the first time we'd shared in this way in many, many years. After breakfast we went fishing. She'd chosen not to change her clothes, and teased the shit out of me by stripping for me in the boat and putting sunblock all over her body, while my hands were busy running the boat and handling my one fishing rod. As the morning progressed, it got warm, and she suggested swimming, even though neither of us brought suits. Needless to say, we skinny dipped, and enjoyed sex in the lake again, before we climbed out and headed back in for lunch. I had to admit, I was liking this new Sue. I hoped it would last.
We were lounging around camp in the shade, after a light lunch of sandwiches, when a blue car pulled up to our site. Sylvia climbed out and looked around. "Now I see why you came up here. It's beautiful!"
"And relaxing too!" Sue said, as she got up and walked to meet her friend. The two hugged and then whispered something back and forth a few times. "Honey, why don't we take her for a boat ride?"
I looked at Sue questioningly, and then nodded; when I guessed that she wanted to be able to talk privately, and the campground had become pretty busy. I got up and the three of us headed down to the boat. I was still dressed in just my shorts and shoes, Sue had on her shorts and tank top, but Sylvia had on running shoes and a summer weight dress. I helped her up into the boat and then pushed off. In only a few short minutes we were out in the open lake, lightly bouncing across the waves, and the wakes created by other boats. "Where do you want to go?" I called, over the wind, to my wife.
"How about that little cove near where we fished this morning."
"You sure?"
"It's wooded, but pretty secluded."
"I can get us in there if that's what you want."
"Yeah, I think that's best."
I nodded and headed us up to the fishing hole. The cove she wanted us to go into, we'd fished for crappie before, but usually in the spring when the fish are still in the shallows. This cove was only a dozen feet or so deep, once you got into it, but it had a hook in it that allowed us, if we went shallow enough, and dodged a few trees sticking up, to get almost out of sight of the main channel. I picked my way through, the main engine tilted up so just the prop was barely in the water to avoid any stumps. I tied off to a tree and then returned to my seat.
"Alright. What's the mystery?" Sylvia asked.
"How are things with you and your husband?" Sue asked quietly.
Sylvia's smile faded to a scowl. "He's moving out. He says we're done. He can't abide by cheating. I tried to get him to come along, but he refused."
"I want you to know that what you've been doing? Cheating on him? It isn't your fault."
"Hell, whose fault is it? I don't even remember doing it, but he showed me the video. Those men, I invited them right in and then let them undress me and fuck me, right there in my own living room! I don't remember it at all, none of it!"
"Do you remember our last baking day?"
"Sure. We made cookies, and bread and I don't remember what else."
"Do you remember having sex in the kitchen?"
"Sex in the kitchen? Why the hell would we have sex in the kitchen?"
"So, you don't remember laying on the counter and having your daughter's pussy in your face, licking Adam's cum out of her?"
"WHAT? HELL NO! Why would you even suggest such a thing? Who'd do that with their own daughter?"
"Would you believe me, if I told you, I watched you do it?"
"NO! I don't know what this is. But there's no way I would do anything so disgusting!"
Sue got up, and walked to the little bag she brought along on the boat. She dug into the bag and then stood up, facing me. She made the head motion that said, stand up and come here. Amazing how she could communicate all that, with just a tilt of her head and raised eyebrows. I stood up. She unwrapped what she had in her hand and gave it to me, leaning toward me. "Tell her I need to see your naked body." She whispered to me.
"You sure?"
"Uh huh."
"If this works, how far do you want me to go?"
"Until she climaxes," she whispered back.
I looked at her in surprise before she stepped back. I shook my head and walked to Sylvia, held out the single red rose, wilted as it was, and said, "I need to see your naked body."
At first Sylvia just sat there staring at me, then, as the frown turned to a smile, she stood up. In moments she was stripping off her dress, followed quickly by her panties and bra. I'd seen her a number of times in bikinis at the house, and of course, naked on the videos, but this was the first time I could remember, seeing her naked, in person.
Now completly naked, she moved closer to me, so close her bare tits almost brushed my chest. She took the rose and dropped it onto the seat and then began to work on the front of my shorts, her breathing heavy and ragged with desire and anticipation. She let my shorts slide to my ankles and then she was on her knees, sucking and stroking my cock eagerly. She slurped and licked and sucked my quickly hardening dick, until she had it sticking out like a rock-hard pole. Without a word she stood up and pulled me back to the bench seat she had been sitting on. She pulled me by the dick as she sat down, lifted her legs and spread them wide. "Fuck me," she groaned, as she pulled my head toward her pussy. "Come fuck me and fill me with your cum!" She pulled on me, until I had to lean over her, my hands on the back of the seat, while she pulled my dick toward her pussy. "Come on sexy, let's do this! You know you want to. Don't be shy, just push it in."
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, as she pulled on my shaft, my engorged mushroom head pushing into her, an inch or so. I leaned toward her further, sliding more of my shaft into her.
"That's it, baby, fuck me. You know you want to. Fuck me and give me your sweet cum!" she moaned, reaching her hands to my hips and using them to start pulling and pushing me into her. I let her set the pace, her hands coaxing me to move, my dick sliding in and out rhythmically. She was surprisingly tight around my fat shaft, her insides caressing my head and shaft in all the right places. Her pussy was getting wetter by the moment, each stroke into her making an audible squish. "Oh yeah. Make me come with that sweet cock. Make me come around you. You wanna feel it? You wanna feel your mama coming around you? Making you come too? Oh yeah. That's it, baby. Fuck mama. Fuck me hard and make me take your cum. You want to fill my pussy, or you wanna squirt it in my mouth? I'm all yours. Fuck me baby and give me your cum.
"Tell her you want to cum in her mouth," Sue said softly. I glanced over to where she was sitting. She was as naked as we were, one hand between her legs, the other holding her phone, recording the entire thing.
"I wanna put it in your mouth," I grunted.
"That's fine baby. I'd love to taste your cum in my mouth. Make me come around your sexy cock and then fill my mouth with your cum. Ohhhhh yeah. That's it, baby. I'm getting so close. Make your mama come for you. Make me come around your sexy fat cock. Ohhhhh shit. Here it comes sweetie. Here it comes for my little boy! AHHHH FUUUUCK!" she cried out, as her body jerked and shuddered.
I felt her pussy clenching around me and knew I was going to come damn soon myself. "I'm gonna come." I grunted.
She pushed me away, slid off the bench to sit on the floor and then guided my dick to her mouth. She stroked me and sucked my head, working her hand frantically on my shaft, pushing me closer and closer to coming. Finally, I couldn't hold back any longer. My body jerked and I started pumping my cum, into her mouth, listening to her moan and grunt as she swallowed my cum down, sucking eagerly.
Sue waited for me to finish unloading, and then, before I could move, she was beside me. "Don't move honey." She said softly before reaching down to slap Sylvia across the cheek, my cock still in her mouth. Sue slapped her a second time, harder, drawing a moan and a gasp from her. She still had her hand around my dick and tried to push me back, opening her mouth and gasping. "WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" She cried, as she tried to now use both hands to push me back and away from her. I stood up as she started to stand, her hands reaching out to my chest and shoving me back again. "WHAT THE FUCK? What did you do to me? Did you just fucking rape me?" She shouted at me, as she pushed me back hard enough to make me stumble back against the side rail of the boat. She came at me again, her anger building in intensity, her hands pushing me again, this time tumbling me over the side of the boat into the lake.
I came up sputtering and choking for a few moments, before I could hear the two of them in the boat again, well, Sylvia actually.
"OH MY GOD! How could you let him do that? Your own friend? How could you let him rape me like that?" She asked, her hand rubbing her clearly well used pussy. "You let him fuck me and then cum in my mouth? How the hell could you do that?"
I started to swim around the boat to the boarding ladder, the water deep enough I couldn't touch bottom.
"You going to slow down?" Sue finally asked.
"Why? Why would you let him do that? You just sat there and let him do that?"
"No. I didn't. I let you invite him to do that." Sue answered quietly, as I climbed back up onto the boat.
"Invite him? Are you fucking nuts? Why would I want your husband to have sex with me? I thought we were friends!"
"We are. I knew you wouldn't believe me unless you saw it for yourself. Well, here it is." Sue said, holding her phone out. I couldn't see the picture but I could hear her own words. "Fuck me. Come fuck me and fill me with your cum!" I heard her say on the recording.
"Oh my God. I did. I just, oh Jesus. I just fucked your husband. And, oh God, I, oh I'm so sorry Sue! I didn't mean to. I mean, I don't remember even telling him to, but, well, I did. I can see it. I told him to fuck me."
"You want to see all of it?"
"No. No, I don't need to. I'm sorry Allen. I thought. I mean, I thought you, oh, I'm sorry."
"It's alright." I said as I dug a towel out and began to dry myself off. "No permanent damage."
"So, you see, it wasn't your fault."
"Then what the fuck is going on?"
"You remember Adam? June's son?"
"Yeah."
"Remember he got arrested for sexual assault?"
"Yeah. He was hypnotizing women and assaulting them. I read that. But he didn't hypnotize me."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course, I am! I'd know it if someone hypnotized me."
"No, you wouldn't. I won't say who, but I watched video of him and his friends, raping a woman multiple times, and then drugging and hypnotizing her, convincing her that they hadn't raped her, but that she had willingly joined a group sex adventure with them. On top of that, he convinced her that she should crave young white cocks. He'd text her addresses of 'friends' that wanted to have sex, and she'd go and have a good time. Adam would then collect payment."
"Oh, no. Tell me I'm not..."
"You are." Sue said. "I'm sorry."
"How did you know how, how to make it happen?"
"You said about each guy showing up with a flower in the video. The words, well, he's used those before. I've heard them in the videos we have. See, he streamed everything that happened at June's house, for a fee, I'm sure. Her whole life was being lived for deviants on the internet to watch, including group sex, rapes, God knows what else."
"So, any guy that gives me a flower and says what? I want to see you naked? And I just strip and beg him to have sex with me?"
"Yep. While pretending, for him, that you're his mother. Mother, son sex is a prime fetish, and you fit the bill as a good MILF."
"I'm sorry Allen. I didn't mean to do that, you were just trying to help me." She said apologetically, before turning back to look at Sue again. "So, what the hell do I do?"
"Well for one thing, you have to get your husband to understand that you have no control over this. It wasn't your fault."
"But I let him hypnotize me."
"Did you let him? Or did he find a way to do it? Was there a day you were over at June's that you don't remember things clearly?"
"No. I don't, well. Um, I seem to remember falling asleep one time. I was out with June on the patio. We were chatting and hanging out. I seem to remember falling asleep in the sun. When I woke up, Adam was there. He gave me a flower and I remember how horny I was for him all of a sudden. Shit. SHIT SHIT SHIT!"
"You remember now, don't you?"
"I remember getting undressed and sitting on the table. And then, letting him, no, begging him to fuck me. Fuck. I wanted him to fuck me. Shit, that's when I started cheating on him isn't it?"
"Let's think about that. Is that the first time you saw him that day? Close your eyes and think back."
"Yes, I'm sure it was. He came out of the house with a flower. Just one. A daisy, I think. No, that's not right. It was something else in his hand. Tea! He brought iced tea out to us!"



"That's how I think he got me too. He gives us drugged ice tea. Then, under hypnosis, he makes us forget he did any of it. But it doesn't last forever. I'm finding, that I'm all of a sudden, remembering a lot of things I didn't know, and some I didn't want to know."
"When was that?" I asked. "When did you visit June?"
"Oh hell, back in April. Remember that nice warm Saturday?"
"About three weeks before he did you." I said softly, while Sue nodded in agreement.
"He did you too?"
"He drugged and hypnotized me. I think you and I were early tries. Before he was recording everything. He made me want young guys, including group sex with them. I seem to remember, like you, playing the part of a mother. I remember being in the shower with two of them someplace, begging them to fuck mommy and make her come."
"Oh my god. Group sex as in one of you and lots of them?"
"Something like that. Apparently, that wasn't all. I'm just finding out that there was a female aspect to it. I've never been attracted to women, not that way. But I think he 'fixed' that after the baking day. He wanted me to lick his cum out of his mother's pussy and I balked at it. I think he added some programming one day after that, because I found myself having sex with another woman yesterday."
"Jesus. Do you think he did..."
"Honey, you were eagerly licking the fuck out of your daughter's pussy at baking day. Yeah, I think he did her too."
"That mother fucking bastard. If I ever get my hands on him, I think I'm going to rip his balls off and shove them down his throat."
"You might have to stand in line. I think Allen is ready to do that already."
She looked over at me. "You're still with her? I mean, you're not upset that she's been having sex with a bunch of other guys?"
"Given what I've seen him do to other women, I'm thankful that it isn't worse. But no, I'm not happy. But I'm living with it, because I still love her."
"And you. You just let your husband have sex with me, and that didn't bother you?"
"Well, when I was starting to realize what I was doing, I didn't understand that I was under his influence. I just knew I was cheating on him, a lot. I got this stupid idea to set him up to cheat, so he'd forgive me for doing it."
"Oh Sue. You didn't."
"I did. So now, yeah, I kind of made this deal with myself. He gets a free one for every one that I do. And I still do other guys because I NEED to. Hell, I work with college students at the clinic, sometimes naked, and I can't be getting hot for them. We have a couple that I can use, to release that need for a younger guy. When I do, Allen gets to fuck someone. Usually his wife, but it isn't limited to that."
"And that works?"
"I don't know. We're trying it. But it's getting harder and harder to watch him doing it with someone else."
"I take that as a sign she's getting better," I said.
"If she's getting better, that means treatment?"
"From a therapist, yes. We can't undo what he did, but I'm learning to break out of the trance or whatever you want to call it. I can force myself out of it, stop myself, at least some times."
"Can you help me do that?"
"I don't know. I can put you in touch with Ivy. She can tell you more. We see her once a week. But it's helping."
"I don't know what triggers what happened at the baking day, but as long as no guys are bringing you flowers and giving you the key phrase, well, you shouldn't be doing that anymore."
"That's something at least. So now what?"
"I know what I'm going to do now. After watching him fuck you, I'm ready to throw his ass on the deck and ride him until he pops!" Sue said with a grin, as she turned and looked at me. "No, this isn't some programming. I'm just super horny right now and no point in being nice and polite, when what I really want is to get fucked!"
I chuckled, "I guess I did sorta ask for that, didn't I?"
"You did." She said, standing up expectantly. I got up, lay my towel on the deck and laid down on it. To my surprise, I didn't have a hardon, but Sue was going to fix that soon enough. She got to her hands and knees and began to lick and suck on me as I lay on my back on the deck.
"Oh damn, yes!" I groaned, as she played with my growing hardon. "Just get on and ride me lover."
"With pleasure." She answered, moving to straddle me on her knees. She settled herself down on my dick, sliding me into her hot, wet depths in one slow easy plunge.
"Oh fuck, someone is horny!" I groaned to her, reaching up and letting my hands find her big soft tits.
"Told you." She breathed, as she began to lift and lower herself, slapping her ass rhythmically against my thighs. Up and down, in and out, so fucking hot and wet. I squeezed and massaged her tits while she bounced on me, coaxing her orgasm up the long slope.
I saw a shadow and then a body. Sylvia stepped over my head and squatted down over my face, lowering her pussy toward me.
"Come on, lick mommy's pussy. Make her come for you sweetie. Make her come all over your face."
I thought about trying to snap her out of it, but if Sue didn't mind, I wasn't going to either. She continued to stroke up and down my dick as Sylvia's legs pushed my arms out of reach of Sue's tits. Sylvia, now on her knees over me, looked down and ground her pussy against my chin, while begging me to lick her pussy. I stuck my tongue out and stroked up her slit, tasting her sweet, copious juices. Yeah, she was definitely as turned on as Sue was. I worked my tongue across her clit, drawing gasps and moans from her, mixed with begging statements to make 'mommy' come. I had to admit, having two women on me at once was one hell of a turn on, but for some reason, her statements were pushing me along even faster. I managed to reach up and capture her tits, easily as big as Sue's, starting to squeeze and knead them, as she ground herself on my chin.
I could feel my cock swelling, getting ready to unload, deep in my wife's pussy, as she bounced on me faster and harder. Her moans grew louder, as her pussy began to tremble inside, something I'd felt every time she came so hard she squirted. With a loud cry she slammed herself down on me, her pussy squeezing me as her body trembled. I could feel her juices spraying out onto my pelvis and stomach as she orgasmed. I was close, so damn close. I just needed her to bounce a little longer, but with Sylvia on my mouth I couldn't say anything.
Slowly Sue moved off of me, moving to kneel on the deck next to me. I felt Sylvia moving, pulling away from my face. As her thighs moved from away from my head, I saw that Sue was pulling her by the hips, moving her back from my face toward my still hard dick. I reached down and grabbed my own shaft, holding it to aim it at Sylvia's pussy as Sue coaxed her backwards.
"OH, FUCK YES!" Sylvia cried, as she pushed herself down on my cock. She looked at me lustfully and then began to lift and lower herself. "That's it, baby. Let mama fuck you. She wants to come all over your big fat sexy cock. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Letting mama come on your big cock and then filling her with your cum. Such a naughty, naughty boy. Ohhhhh God, it feels so good though. It feels soooooo goooood. Oh God. I'm going to come! Come with me, let me feel you filling mama's pussy with your cum!"
"Oh shit." I groaned, as my dick exploded inside her, pumping what cum I had left, up into her. There couldn't be much, not after a fourth, or was it fifth, climax in less than twelve hours, but what I had was forced deep in her spasming, climaxing, pussy.
"Oh God yes. Give mama your cum. That's it. Fill me up. Ohhhhh God, it feels so good. Ohhhhhh yes, yes. Can you feel me coming for you? Can you feel my pussy climaxing on your sweet young dick?"
I lay there for long seconds, watching her face, watching her look down at me, lustfully at first, and then slowly, the look changing to confusion, and then finally recognition. "Oh fuck. Sue! I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to. I mean, I shouldn't have. I don't know why, how?"
"Shhhhh. It's alright." Sue said, pulling Sylvia over to lean on her, as she still sat astride my dick. "I was afraid of this. That's why baking day happened. He didn't just program you to do it when you were offered a flower. Whatever he set, it triggers when you see other people having sex. Kind of a join in thing. That's why you got so turned on and wanted to have sex at baking day."
"OhmyGod. So, every time I see someone having sex, it's going to want me to do this?"
Sue laughed a little. "Just how often do you see people having sex?"
"You don't understand. On TV, if I see someone getting it on, I mean, even starting it, like they do on so many programs, I get so fucking turned on that I need to have sex. I was practically ripping Dick's clothes off, right in the middle of the family room, even if we weren't alone. I think that's what started him wondering if I was cheating."
"I don't think Adam did that on purpose. You and I and June were his early attempts. I don't think he was good enough at specifying things, yet, and it left a lot of stuff open, if you know what I mean."
"So, what do I do?"
"We'll put you in touch with Ivy. Maybe she can help. Come on. All three of us need to wash up now."
Sue helped Sylvia climb off of me and then the three of us made our way to the boarding ladder. I climbed down first, standing in the chest deep water as I helped Sue climb down backwards, her pussy sticking out between her thighs at me. I couldn't help but reach up and stroke it for a few moments before letting her come the rest of the way down. Sylvia was last, turning around and climbing down. Sue was standing next to me and gently pushed me aside, taking my place behind Sylvia.
"Stay there a second." Sue said, holding onto Sylvia's butt cheeks. She leaned to her, tipped her head back and began to lick Sylvia's pussy, her tongue dipping between her lips and finding her clit. Sylvia stood on the ladder, bent over, moaning softly as Sue licked her pussy and teased her clit. I stood there watching, my dick getting hard again under the water as I watched my wife lick her friend closer and closer to orgasm.
"FUCK!" Sylvia finally cried as she shuddered, her arms trembling as she held herself at the awkward angle on the ladder. "Ohhhhh god yes. Make me come on your face! Make me come for you!" Her body shook as her orgasm swept through her. Sue helped hold her up as she pulled her juice covered face from Sylvia, a huge grin on her face as she licked her lips.
"Yum." She said, looking over at me. "Even better than straight from your cock!" She said as Sylvia slipped the rest of the way down the ladder into the water. She turned in front of Sue to face her and the two embraced for long moments, sharing her pussy juices in a wet sensuous kiss. They finally separated and I saw Sue sigh quietly. "Fuck." She whispered. "I'm sorry. I couldn't help myself."
"Yeah, me either," Sylvia agreed. "You licked me and I wanted to pull away, but I couldn't, and then I wanted it. I didn't want you to stop until you made me climax." She looked at me. "This is hard, isn't it?"
"Mine is." I joked, but I wasn't exactly sure why.
She shook her head and then looked back to Sue. "And we're stuck this way?"
"I think so." Sue answered her.
Sylvia disengaged from Sue and turned to me. She stepped toward me and found my dick with her hand under the water. She pushed it down and stepped closer, her thighs ending up touching mine, her tits pressed to my chest. "If you decide you don't want that staying hard, you know where to put it, right?"
"I do." I agreed as Sue stepped to us and gently separated us.
"Really? Already?"
Sylvia looked at Sue and then at me and shook her head. "I don't even know why I did that. I just did."
"Yeah. I understand." Sue agreed.
We spent several minutes, getting rid of the remnants of our sexual tryst. Sue coaxing me to help wash, both her and Sylvia, while they made sure all my important parts were clean, playing with my hardon until they managed to make me come again, this time in the lake water. It was late afternoon, almost dinner time, by the time we climbed from the lake and dried and dressed. It took another ten minutes to extricate the big pontoon boat from the maze of stumps and standing timber that seemed so easy to get into. Once clear, Sue drove the boat, leaving Sylvia to sit next to me, the wind blowing her dress around, and the bouncing over the small waves making her now braless, boobs, bounce enticingly. From the look on Sue's face, she was enjoying the results of those little pussy flashes from under Sylvia's blowing skirt and her sexy boobs bouncing every bit as much as I was.
Sue tried to convince Sylvia to stay longer, but I was actually relieved when she decided she needed to head home, after we made some dinner. I was almost afraid Sylvia was going to agree to spend the night, the three of us sharing the one queen sized mattress. Not that I didn't want to have sex with her again, but this was supposed to be about the two of us having time together. After she left, Sue and I went out to fish a little before dark.
We were still out fishing when my phone rang. I should have left it in the car, not really wanting to be disturbed, but I'd shoved it in my pocket that morning and didn't really pay much attention to it. I pulled it out with a sigh, looked at the lack of caller ID and almost didn't answer it. Finally, I did. I hit the answer button, pressed the speaker phone button and set it on the dash so my hand was free again. "Hello?"
"Mister Connor?"
"Speaking."
"Mister Connor, this is detective Connor. Do you remember me?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered, chuckling at the memory of the two of us ending up with the same name. "Julia, right?"
"That's correct. I went by your house today and didn't find anyone home and wondered if there was someplace we could get together."
"Well, Sue and I are at the lake right now."
"I see. Have you been there all day?"
"Since last night actually."
"Is there anyone that can corroborate that?"
"Well, one of our friends was here earlier today. Sylvia Richards. Why?"
"Is there someplace we can meet?"
"Well, we're not planning on coming home until sometime tomorrow. I suppose if you want to make the drive..."
"Where at the lake are you staying?"
"We're in the state park campground."
"That's what, an hour or so away?"
"Closer to two."
"Hmm, that is a ways. It'd be after nine by the time I got there."
"We'll be home tomorrow afternoon. Probably by three or so."
"I should probably wait until you get home then."
"Has something happened?"
"There's been a development in the case that I believe you need to be aware of."
"Is it urgent?"
"Well, I'm not sure exactly."
"You're not sure? That doesn't make me feel particularly comfortable. Would you like to share with me just what the issue is?"
"Not over the phone, no."
"Well, maybe you better make the drive then."
"Maybe I better."
"We're in site 325."
"325. I'll be there in a couple hours. In the meantime, I wouldn't advertise your location on social media or anything like that."
"I won't. See you then."
"That was weird." Sue said, from where she sat holding her fishing rod, watching me tuck my phone away again.
"Yeah. I hadn't expected to hear from her again, not after that day we turned things over in the basement. What could have come up that she would be concerned?"
"What's more worrisome, is telling you not to advertise where you are. Makes me think someone is looking to cause us harm."
"Yeah. You're right. I hadn't thought of that. But why would anyone want to hurt us?"
"I guess we'll find out when she gets here."
"I guess we will."
We fished right until dark and then headed in, anchoring the boat for the night and then heading up to the campsite. It was warm enough we didn't need a fire, but we decided to make one anyway. Within a half hour we had a nice fire crackling away and we were sitting by it in our camp chairs, holding hands and watching the flickering flames.
"Have you had any idea what to do about the doctor and his wife?" I asked Sue quietly.
"I've been trying to think how to deal with it. I thought outing him to his wife would put an end to it, but having her involved, and God knows why she is...but, having her involved, makes it hard to come up with something to get him in trouble that doesn't get me in trouble too. Why, do you have an idea?"
"I've been playing with a few."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I thought about kidnapping them, stripping them naked and dropping them off, someplace public."
"You know we'd get in trouble for that, but I love the idea. What else?"
"Putting video out on the internet of them doing you. I could blur your face and leave theirs showing. Sooner or later, that'd get out."
"Oh yeah. Now that is a possibility. Video of them both doing me in the clinic? Yeah, that'd get him canned for sure."
"But it'd have to be obviously forced. Maybe getting them to tie you to the table or something."
"Not sure how we could do that."
"Me either." I admitted, as we fell back into silence.
"Public embarrassment is still the best choice." She said quietly, after some time. "We need to get them both naked, having sex with me at the same time. I need to look like I'm drugged. Maybe I can take a sedative that they don't know about and catch them on video doing me drugged out?"
"Even if we just get him on video doing it. We'd have to set some hidden cameras up. You think your med student assistant would help?"
"I think if you offered to give her twelve hours of all the sex with you that she can handle, that she'd do about anything."
"Buying services with sex? Really?"
"Why not? I've been doing it for months with Adam getting all the benefits. Maybe it's time to use it to our advantage? Do a couple's date with them? I do him, you do her, as much as they want? And then we blur my face on the video of him doing me in the exam room and post it to one of those porn sites, maybe even more than one."
"Sooner or later, someone is going to recognize him." I agreed. "I think that's the best idea so far, short of cutting his pecker off!"
"That thought crossed my mind. I even thought about putting something on his dick when he was done with me, something very irritating."
"Itching powder gag?" I laughed. "Tempting, very tempting."
It wasn't unusual to see cars and trucks drive slowly through the camping areas, some of them campers, making sure they didn't run down any other campers, others, looking for their site. This compact car was clearly looking for a campsite number, on the little red signs, stopping in front of our site. She pulled onto the gravel in front of our truck, and turned off the car. She was wearing a light, colored, blouse, and slacks as she walked toward us. I recognized her blonde hair pulled back into a bun on the back of her head and her tall slender frame. I'd met her in person on the day I found the video feeds, but I remembered her even more from the video of Adam programming her.
"Julia?" I called to her, as she walked toward us.
"Mister and Missus Connor?" she asked, clearly not completely recognizing us in the darkness.
"You found us." I said, as she walked up to the fire ring and stood in the flickering light. "So, what's this all about?"
"First off, I need to ask a few questions. Number one, where were you around ten o-clock last night?"
"Right here."
"Can anyone verify that?"
"Well, we were alone. At ten o-clock we were just going to bed."
"So, you don't have anyone that can verify that?"
"Not that I know of." I answered her honestly.



"That might not be right." Sue said quietly. "While we were getting ready for bed, well, I had to go pee, and I just went over behind a tree, since I was already naked. And I wasn't the only one out going pee."
"You weren't?"
"No. the guy in the site next to us, he was kinda out watering a tree at the same time. I'm pretty sure by how long it was taking him that he saw me."
"Would you mind going over there with me?" Julia asked politely.
"Is there some reason we need to be able to prove where we were?" I asked.
"I can explain that after I verify that you were, indeed here." She said, "please, just bear with me, I don't personally believe you had anything to do with this, but I have to be sure, before I say anything else."
I shrugged and got up. The three of us walked over to the next campsite where two couples were sitting around the fire chatting.
"Good evening. I'm Mrs. Connor with the police."
"Hi." One of the guys answered. "Are we being too loud?"
"Oh. No. This might seem awkward, but I was wondering if any of you could verify if this couple was indeed here last night, between ten and midnight."
"I'm pretty sure they were." One of the guys offered.
"I remember the tent, but I don't remember seeing them." One of the young women answered.
"It's extremely important. Can any of you confirm for me, positively, that they were here last night."
"Yeah. I can. I saw her last night, around eleven or so." The other guy finally offered up.
"How did you see them, we were in bed by then!" the young lady sitting close to him, asked snippily.
"I went out to go take a leak, remember? Well, she was out taking a leak too."
"Wait. You were watching her?"
"She was naked! What was I supposed to do? Close my eyes?"
"Look. I didn't mean to start a fight. But I knew one of the two of you happened to see me last night, and while I don't know why yet, the police wanted to make sure we were here then. So, thank you, and if there's anything I can do to thank you, let me know." Sue said softly.
"You better just keep your mouth shut!" The young woman snapped at her friend, or partner or husband or whatever he was. "She didn't mean what you're thinking!"
"I didn't say anything!" he protested.
"Yeah, but I know what you were thinking. You're ALWAYS thinking about that."
"Thank you, all of you. I appreciate your candor. I hope you all have a good night." Julia said as she turned to usher us back to our own campsite. We sat down on one side of the picnic table and Julia sat across from us.
"So, what's this all about?"
"I don't know if you know it, but Adam had gotten out on bail."
"You're shitting me. Half a mil, and he managed to put it up?"
"Yeah. Well. I wasn't informed either before he was out. Anyway, we had another victim come forward, this one with a story about being gang raped at the house. We went back to the video and managed to locate a segment of video that validates her claims, not only against Adam, but also against two other gentlemen that we hadn't identified yet."
"Victoria," I said quietly, drawing a quick stare from Julia.
"You knew her?"
"Yeah. We know her. She's a friend. We sorta helped her discover what was done to her."
"Discover? As in how?"
"I made a copy of the hard drive before I called you guys. I wanted to be able to find out which of our friends had been violated, and to help let them know what was happening to them. When Victoria came over, we were able to locate the video on the patio where they raped and drugged her."
"You really shouldn't have that." She said sternly.
"I don't have it because I'm a pervert, but because I'm trying to help my wife and our friends."
"How does having video of them in compromising positions help them?"
"I can show them what happened. The way he had things set up; I can find a lot of the programming sequences. Most of these women don't believe it until they see it for themselves."
"I can certainly understand that. As long as you don't spread it around, I guess I can forget that you have the copy."
"I appreciate that. I think we're going to be dealing with this for a long time, at least until the programming wears off, which could be years."
"I see. Well then, I needed to verify where you were last night because of what happened, and to make sure you were warned."
"Warned? About what?"
"We went to his house last night to rearrest him, with the new charges, and when he didn't seem to be home, we investigated. The house was unlocked. When we searched the house we found him, along with two of his friends, in the basement."
"Good, back in jail?" I asked her.
"Not exactly."
"You let him go free?"
"No, we didn't do that either.
"So, what was it?"
"Based on what we found, we're pretty confident that we're looking at the handiwork of either one of his victims, or their spouse."
"Based on what you found? What are you beating around the bush with?"
"We found Adam and two of his friends, in the basement, hung."
"Suicide?"
"No, definitely not. Each one was left standing on a stool, their hands tied behind their backs, nooses around their necks and thin wires wrapped around their genitals."
"Wires around their genitals? I don't get it?"
"Someone had stood them up, with the nooses around their necks, so that if they fell off the stool, they'd be hung. But in addition to that, each one had a loop of thin wire around their genitals, and then a rope up and over the rafter their noose was tied to. On the other end of the wire was a five gallon bucket with a hose in it. Looking at the injuries to their mouths, they were given the chance to hold the rope attached to the bucket and wire. It seems they were given a choice. If they tried to call for help, they'd let go of the rope and the wire would slowly tighten until it severed their private parts. Once that happened, they'd start to bleed out until they passed out and hung themselves. Otherwise, they'd have to stand there, holding the rope as the buckets filled with water. Sooner or later, they'd lose grip and the weight of the bucket would rip it off. The third choice was to just quickly step off the stool and hang themselves. All of the choices would result in death, but only one was quick and relatively painless."
"Jesus." I whispered.
"It was someone that wanted to make a statement. We were able to match the two other males at the scene with multiple cases of gang rape on the videos, including Victoria's."
"So, they're all three dead? Adam's dead?"
"I'm afraid so. It seems that Adam decided to call for help. From what the medical examiner told me, his genitals were slowly cut off while he was standing there. It had to be excruciatingly painful, and help never arrived. He had done too good a job at sound proofing the basement. He eventually lost his genitals completely, as he bled to death. When he became unconscious, he was hanged. Officially the death was by asphyxiation, but he had to have suffered tremendously, before that happened."
"And the other two?"
"They both tried to hold the rope in their mouths until the weight in the bucket became too much. They lost theirs very quickly, and painfully, but in both cases, it looks like the pain happened so fast they lost their balance and fell off, hanging themselves in the process. They didn't suffer as long as Adam, but they still suffered."
"And you thought maybe I did it?"
"I wouldn't have blamed you if you did, but we have a lot of suspects at this point."
"So, you seemed concerned about people knowing about where we were? If Adam is dead, he can't come after us."
"No, he can't, but whoever did this, they could. This was personal. My guess is one of the husbands."
"Why would one of the husbands come after us?"
"Allen, Sue. How much of the video have you watched?"
"Not a lot. Only a few dozen hours. Mostly fast forwarding through looking for people that we know."
"Did you know you were in some of the videos?"
"I'd guess I was. I mean, Sue and I were over at her house a few times since she was, since he did it to her. I suppose with all the cameras in the house, we'd be on some of them."
"You were. And in most of the cases, everything appeared on the up and up."
"Most cases."
"Allen, you were drugged and hypnotized as well. From what I could tell, Adam didn't expect you to show up. You happened to arrive when he was having fun with a group of women. From your reaction, I'd say a number of them were wives of people you knew. To say he was angry with your wife for bringing you over and catching him, well it'd be an understatement. He grabbed Sue and held her at gun point, while he used the other women to handcuff you to a post in the kitchen. Once he had you secured there, he made your wife mix the drugs in some water and give it to you, knowing you wouldn't hurt her.
"That's how you knew about the drugs!" I exclaimed looking at Sue. "That's how you knew what to dose me with!"
"What are you talking about?" Julia asked.
"When she started to realize that she was cheating on me, but not why, she got this weird idea to dose some of my medicine with THC and set me up to have sex with some other women. Kind of, now you have to forgive me, because you did the same thing."
Julia nodded. "I wasn't aware of that. But it makes sense."
"So, what did he program me with?"
"Ironically, he programmed you to cheat on your wife. To flirt with attractive women, and if they responded at all, to try and convince them to have sex with you. To punish Sue, he made her lay down on this weird table, and one at a time, had you have sex with the other seven women, with their pussies right over her face. Then he made her lick, your cum, from each one of them. I had to admit, when I watched it, I was pretty impressed that you could get it up and come that many times in two hours. Adam seemed determined to make you run out of steam, even having you have sex with his mother. It wasn't until he wanted you to start a second round that you couldn't do it anymore. But by then, you'd made all of the women there climax, and ejaculated in them."
"I don't remember any of that." I whispered.
"I'm not surprised. While you were still under, and you did this all while you were under, he told you it was a fantasy, all a dream, it never happened and you wouldn't even remember coming to the house that day. Apparently that part of the hypnosis worked."
"Which also explains his sudden appetite for all the different women he's had sex with, and his inability to say no to any naked woman.
"Different women?"
"That thing I did, where I set him up to cheat, well, he did. But not with just the one woman I was setting him up with. He had sex with quite a number of women that weekend. I guess I can't blame him now, can I?"
"I can't be the judge of that. I think you need to know that we've also associated at least four, of the seven women your husband had sex with that day, to other videos, where the other two young men that were hung, were involved in gang raping them. My concern is that since this was streamed, there may be other video recordings of what happened in that house, and possibly one of the spouses of one of the women that was gang raped, is going after the guys that had sex with them. Well, if that spouse is married to one of the women your husband had sex with that day, he could become a target."
"Oh boy," I groaned.
"It could be something else altogether too. I mean, the three of them were part of multiple gang rapes and trains on numerous women, including your wife. So, it could be someone that wasn't even at that gathering."
"You know. I think I remember that day. It was like, a week after baking day! We all got together, remember? And you drove me over. You were going to go to the parts store on the way home, but you walked in with me to say hi to June and pick up...damn, what was it? You needed to get something from her. I can't remember what, but you weren't going to stay. I completely forgot about that whole thing!"
"So, you knew he had sex with those women?"
"Huh? Oh, no. Not at all. I just remember going over and coming home. I don't remember what happened there. It's just kind of a big fog." Sue said. "But it sorta makes sense. I mean, that's after the baking party, and I know that somewhere in there he, um, fixed my resistance to licking another woman. That must have been when he did it."
We sat for almost another half hour before Julia stood up.
"Well, I should get back. It's getting pretty late and it's already been a long day."
Sue looked at me, raised her eyebrows and then looked back at Julia. "You know, it's late. I'm worried about you driving that highway this late. You could just stay over and go in the morning." She looked at Sue and then at me. "Unless you have to get back for some reason. I mean, you could just call whoever and let them know it's late and you'll be back to town in the morning."
"I should go back. My daughter and husband will be expecting me," she said, as she stood there.
"If you have to. But the offer stands. I mean, I'd hate to see you get hurt, after coming all the way up here to warn us."
"I should. I mean, I don't even have anything to wear."
"That doesn't matter. Allen has seen you naked already, anyway, in the video."
"He saw that?" She asked, with sudden concern.
"He did." Sue answered. "So, if you're naked, no big deal, right? I will be. I didn't bring anything to sleep in." Sue said, as she stepped closer. "I'm sure he wouldn't mind seeing you naked again. I'm sure you wouldn't mind taking your clothes off for him either, would you? The two of us, naked for him? Playing with his big fat hard dick? Can you think of how it'll feel, pushing into you? Are you getting as wet as I am? As turned on as I am? God, my pussy is so wet right now. What about yours?" Sue whispered as she stepped even closer, Julia not backing away as Sue slipped one hand between Julia's legs and began to rub her pussy through her slacks. "What do you think? Should we get naked for him? I'd love to watch you fucking him. His hard cock sliding in and out of your hot, wet pussy, seeing him come in you. Mmmmmm. I bet his cum will taste so good leaking from you. How about it? Should we?"
"But my husband will be expecting me."
"But you could call him." Sue whispered, letting her hand between Julia's legs rub her pussy while her other hand began to massage one of Julia's breasts through her blouse.
"Oh God. I'm getting so fucking turned on. I should go home, but he hates it when I have to drive at night."
"So, tell him you've been invited to sleep the night here and come home in the morning."
Sue moved both hands to the front of Julia's blouse and began to unbutton it, working slowly down the front. She opened one button after another, the front of the blouse gaping apart as Sue pulled the tail out of the waistband of her slacks. She undid the last two buttons and then reached for her right hand. She undid the button on the right cuff and then reached for the left. I sat staring at her as Sue pushed the blouse off her shoulders, holding it so it didn't land on the ground. She set it on the table and then reached for the little clasp on the front of Julia's bra. In moments her bra was sliding down her arms, ending up on the table on top of her bouse.
Sue stood in front of her and pulled her own shirt up and off, tossing it onto the growing pile of clothes. Sue pushed her shorts down, bending to step out of them. She reached for the badge holder on Julia's waist. Julia reached to stop her, and then allowed her to pull the badge off her thin leather belt weaving its way through her pants belt loops. Sue tossed the badge on top of the blouse, and then reached for her holstered gun. She carefully removed it from the belt and carefully set it on the blouse as well, Juliea's eyes carefully watching her. The last to be unclipped was the small case containing a pair of handcuffs. Sue took the car keys from Juila's hand and tossed them onto the pile before she reached for the belt, undid it and pulled it from around her waist, tossing it on the blouse as well. She squatted in front of Julia and undid the front of her gray slacks, pulling them slowly down her legs. She had pantyhose on under the pants, and as soon as Sue had coaxed Julia's feet out of her shoes and pants, she was pulling the hose down Julia's legs, along with the small pair of white panties. "You won't need these either." Sue whispered as she pulled the hose and panties down her legs. She helped her step out of them, and then stood up on the concrete pad, both of them completely naked. She leaned her face toward Julia and slowly licked her bare lips, only a small amount of curly blond hair on her mound.
"Oh God," Julia moaned softly.
"You are soooo wet. Do you want to fuck my husband? Maybe we should tease him and let him watch us first, let him watch us kiss and lick each other? He loves to watch me lick another woman, don't you lover?"
She didn't wait for me to answer, before she took Julia's hands in hers, then walked slowly backward toward the tent, pulling Julia along with her. "Well, come on." Sue said softly to me. "I don't think she's going to wait all night." She stopped at the tent door, unzipped it and walked in, pulling Julia by one hand along with her. By the time I got to the tent, the two of them were laying on the bed, making out, Sue kissing Julia, and Julia just as eagerly kissing her back. I slipped off my shorts and shoes, zipped the tent door closed and then climbed slowly onto the air mattress, the two moving and letting me lay between them before they leaned over me to continue the long kissing session.
I wasn't sure what had led to this, but I wasn't arguing. The two of them began to take turns kissing me, one kissing, the other kissing and licking my already hard dick. Not that it needed any help getting hard, but I wasn't going to complain about what either of them were doing. Sue left my face and switched with Julia, taking my hard shaft in her mouth and slowly stroking up and down it's length. She worked slowly, stroking her lips and one hand up and down my shaft, her tongue teasing around my mushroom head. Sue had never really been much on oral sex, or more to the point, sucking my dick. She'd only done it a few dozen times, up until the last few weeks. Now she seemed much more interested in doing it. And it was no half assed job. Her mouth was working every bit as good as any expert sucker.
Up and down her mouth went, pushing me closer and closer to climax. I began to think I was going to come any second, and then she squeezed, hard. I groaned into Julia's mouth, as Sue squeezed, but the urge to come in her mouth, was suddenly dampened. Not shooed away completely, but definitely set back. She pulled her mouth from my shaft and moved around again, bringing her face to mine. "Can't have you coming before you get to fuck us." She whispered. She looked at Julia. "You want him first?"
Julia grinned and without a word, moved to swing her leg over mine. She reached for my shaft and aimed it at her pussy as she lowered herself down. I felt my head spread her hot wet lips and then felt her slide down and envelope my shaft. She began to move up and down, sliding her hot wet depths along my shaft, my head almost slipping from her each time she lifted up. Her moans grew louder as she worked up and down, growing loud enough that I had no doubt that the campsites around us could all hear her and tell what we were doing. As much as that should have bothered me, it didn't, just like having the tent windows open, so anyone walking by could see us didn't bother me. I didn't know why, but it didn't.
Up and down, she bounced, working herself closer and closer to climax, and me along with her. "Gonna come." Julia panted, as Sue lay next to me, watching, her fingers stroking my chest from my neck all the way to the base of my cock, her finger tips drawing the moisture leaking from Julia up and down my chest. She teased her fingers around my nipples and whispered in my ear to come for her. That it was time to come and fill Julia's hot wet pussy, with my cum; I did! With a loud grunt my body spasmed, and I felt myself pumping my cum deep into Julia, as she gasped and trembled with her own climax.



I lay there panting and occasionally jerking as my intense climax slowly passed. Sue took Julia's hand and gently pulled her off my dick and onto the mattress next to me. Sue crawled over Julia, putting her pussy over Julia's face and lowering hers between Julia's legs.
"Oh my God, yes." Julia moaned, as my wife started licking her pussy.
"That's it. Let me have all his cum. Come for me again and squeeze it all out for me." Sue moaned softly, before lowering her head again. I lay there watching, wanting to move, but seeming to be unable to, as I watched Sue licking Julia to another orgasm. Julia moaned and gasped, as she shuddered and trembled under my wife's attentions, Sue's pussy literally dripping onto Julia's face, as it hovered inches over her mouth.
Julia lifted her face to my wife's pussy and began licking, slowly at first, and then with more energy, as she licked and teased my wife's clit, pushing her toward climax, as I watched. Sue moved her face from between Julia's legs and shifted, keeping her pussy where Julia could get to it, but putting her face over my crotch now. As Julia licked and sucked my wife's pussy, Sue began to lick and suck my dick, cleaning off all of our combined cum, and making my dick slowly start to harden again. She licked and sucked my shaft until Julia's attentions pushed her over the brink and she came in a loud, screaming, intense orgasm. She flopped down on the two of us, panting and shuddering for what seemed like a couple minutes before she finally rolled over onto her back on the other side of Julia, almost falling off the edge of the mattress.
"Oh god. What did we just do?" Julia whispered, into the darkness of the tent.
"I'm not sure." I heard Sue breath. "But I know we had sex. God damn am I wet."
Sue sat up on the edge of the mattress and looked at the two of us. "Did I just undress you and ask you to have sex with my husband?"
"I think so." She replied. "I'm sorry. I don't know why I did this. I shouldn't have. I mean, I'm married. How could I have let this happen?" She said, as she climbed off the mattress. She stepped to the door and unzipped it, walking out, naked. I could see her walking to the table with an arm across her breasts and the other covering her crotch. She had to let herself become exposed as she began sorting her clothes out, finding her panties and pulling them on first. Sue walked out, not at all bashful, right to her and gently laid a hand on her arm. "Julia, stop."
"What?" She snapped, looking at my wife.
"It wasn't your fault. Think about it. Think about what we were talking about? Think about what you just told us that Adam did to punish me? Doesn't this kinda seem like the same thing?"
She paused her motions and looked at Sue. "It does. But I wasn't there."
"No, but you were programmed, and while you were under his influence, he had sex with you. He said things we couldn't make out in the recording, but I'm pretty sure that what he says, while you're under, becomes sorta programming, even if he didn't mean it that way. He might have said things that left you susceptible to being seduced by whoever you're with, when you get turned on. I think that's what happened tonight. I think that punishment stuff snuck through and I seduced you, so I would have to watch him fuck you and then lick his cum from you."
"You think so?"
"I do, because I remember every moment of it. I just couldn't help myself from encouraging it. I watched every second of his cock sliding in and out of you, wishing it was me, but not doing anything to stop you. I don't think this was your fault."
"I should go home."
"No, why not stay? It really is late. Just call him, your husband, and tell him this is taking longer than planned, and you'll stay the night here. Trust me, it'll be fine."
"But, Sue. I want to..."
"I know. You want to have more sex with Allen. I understand, I'm not upset with you for what you did. I encouraged it. Come on, stay." Sue said, reaching for the pile of clothes and stuff and picking it up. She walked to the tent with Julia's clothes and gear and then ducked into the tent, leaving Julia no choice but to follow.
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The tent began to brighten with the rising sun. I was partly awake, enough to know that someone was riding my dick, again. I lost track of how many times Sue and Julia had swapped off on me, before we fell asleep in a sweaty heap of bodies. I'd enjoyed having my lips on both their pussies and my dick in them in multiple ways, before that happened. The two seemed almost insatiable, and I wasn't sure if it was just desire, or if it was still programming, or some of each.
I opened my eyes to see Julia straddling me, her body lifting and lowering slowly, my cock sliding slowly in and out of her wet pussy, as she smiled down at me. "You're awake." She whispered.
"I am now."
"Good. I was hoping for one more orgasm, before I had to leave."
"Well, you got it hard, you might as well enjoy it." I answered.
As way of an answer, she began to move faster, her tits bouncing slightly, as she made the whole air mattress bounce. Sue yawned and stretched next to me, opening her eyes and looking at Julia riding me. "Again?" She whispered softly, "I don't know where she gets the energy. My pussy feels like a truck has been driving through it. I hope you don't mind if I sit this one out."
"I don't mind, if you don't," I answered, equally quietly.
Julia bounced up and down on me, her moans growing louder by the moment, as she came closer and closer to climax. With a loud grunt, her whole body stiffened and shuddered in climax. She sat that way for long seconds and then slowly leaned down to lay on top of me, kissing me softly. "Thank you." She whispered. "But I better get dressed and head home."
"You can't go home like that," Sue whispered, "you smell like sweaty sex."
"I know, but what can I do?"
"Take my towel and soap and go shower. In fact, why don't you take this horn dog with you. He smells even worse."
"Are you telling me I stink?"
"Uh huh." Sue said, as she rolled over. "Go take a shower with her."
I groaned and rolled off the air mattress, after Julia climbed off me. I was actually still tired and wanted to go back to sleep. I dug the bath towel out of my duffel, and then dug the one, along with her body wash, from Sue's bag. I also pushed Sue's water shoes over, toward where Julia was standing. She wrapped the towel around herself and waited for me to do the same, before the two of us slipped out of the tent and headed toward the shower house. It was still early, not even six AM yet, so there weren't a lot of people up and about, except of course, those tent campers that were making the early morning bathroom walk. There were a few of those. I was surprisingly at ease, walking along the road with nothing but a towel on, and in the back of my mind, I idly wondered what would happen if it just, sort of fell off, in front of the young woman that was fifty or so feet ahead of me. She had on a pair of baggy gray shorts with really short legs, that almost allowed her crotch to be exposed as she walked. I could tell from the shirt that she didn't have a bra on either, but unfortunately, I could only see her from the back. I guessed she was headed for the showers herself, since she was carrying a small bag and a towel.
I showed Julia where the showers were, walking her to the ladies' door, which was only a few feet from the men's room door, on the back side of the building. I was about to turn and walk to the men's door, when Julia grabbed my hand and pulled me into the ladies' shower room with her. "She said go shower with me." She said quietly, pulling me down the row of curtained shower stalls, until she found one that was standing open. She pulled me into the stall and then pulled her towel off, hanging it on the hook on the wall. She reached for mine and pulled it off as well, adding It to where hers hung.
I frowned and turned and pulled the curtain closed before someone else could see us, while Julia stepped into the slightly sunken shower stall, and turned the water on. She stepped out, turned me and pushed me back in under the water, and then to my complete shock, turned back to the curtain, and pulled it back open, exposing both of us!
"Tell me you didn't like having it open." She asked softly, as she stepped into the shower portion with me, the bottle of soap in her hand. "I know you did, because you started getting a hardon again."
"You know," I said, as she started to rub body wash on my chest, "We can get thrown out of the park for this."
"What? For taking a shower with a friend? Nothing wrong with that. What are they going to do? Call the police?" She answered with a giggle, as her hands made their way down to my crotch. "You going to wash me?" She asked, as she stroked her soapy hands on my cock, keeping it fully erect, for anyone walking by our shower stall to see. I rolled my eyes and squeezed some soap into my hand, before setting the bottle back on the little shelf. I cupped her large, soft tits and began to massage them, rubbing the soap in and around each one, while teasing her nipples with my fingers, at the same time. "Mmmmmm. Now that does feel nice." She moaned softly. "Making me want to do something more with this, than wash it."
"Okay, being in here is bad enough, but having sex in here with the curtain open?" I whispered urgently.
"You're right. It's a great idea." She giggled, leaning back and lifting one foot to rest it on the wall behind me. She pulled me toward her, aiming my dick, for her now exposed pussy. "Come on. Do it. Put it right in and make me come again." I looked to the shower door, thankful no one was watching, and pushed my soap slickened shaft into her hot, wet pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes." She moaned as my cock spread her pussy and slid fully into her depths. "Fuck me honey, make me come again!"
I started to rock my hips. I knew I shouldn't be doing this, not here, but I realized that I couldn't help myself, not any more than I could the last time a woman pulled me into these same showers. I started driving into her with abandon, plunging my fat head deep into her, getting moans and grunts with each thrust. After last night I'd learned her signs, and was surprised that she was getting close to climax already, but then, for some reason, so was I.
"What the fuck!?" I heard from the doorway, making both of us jerk our heads that way. There was a woman standing in front of the open curtain, staring at us. It took a few moments for me to realize, that it was one of the women from the campsite next to ours.
"Just taking a quick shower." Julia panted. "We'll be done in a minute, unless you want to come join us? We'd be happy to share."
"Jesus, I don't believe you people! You stay up all fucking night, fucking like rabbits, and then you have the balls to come in here and start fucking again? What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"Not a fucking thing!" Julia squealed, as her body began to tremble. I felt her pussy clench around me and her whole body tensed and jerked as her pussy sprayed her juices out onto me. "OHHHHH FUCK YES! THAT'S IT!"
"You people are disgusting!" The woman snapped at us, still standing there staring.
"Honey, if you wanna have a try, all you gotta do is ask. No point getting your panties in a bunch because your husband can't or won't give you a real fucking!"
The woman cried out in surprise, and with an angry look on her face stomped off, but not toward the door, but further down the row of showers. I heard the curtain close on the next stall, and then heard her muttering, about how anyone could be so fucking bold, as to fuck right out in public.
"For a minute I thought she might just come join us. That could have been interesting."
"God Julia. You're horrible."
"I know, right? My husband doesn't understand why, all of a sudden, I can't get enough sex. I think it's because of all the hours of video I've been watching. Ohhhhh God, it makes me so fucking horny!"
"Wait. You've been watching the video?" I asked.
"Uh huh. It's soooo fucking sexy to watch. I watched this blonde haired Asian looking woman, with really big tits, trying to learn to do a strip tease and then pole dance. Adam got so turned on that he made the two of them do a sixty-nine and eat each other out, while he fucked her. What was funny was her name. She had the same name as me. Julia. Julia Kim."
"Julia? You're sure? Julia Kim?"
"Yeah? Why?"
"What else did he tell them to do?"
"Not much, but the woman she was trying to learn from. "Amanda or Agatha or something like that. She kept telling Julia just how hot and sexy it felt to be stripping and pole dancing on stage. She looked so graceful on the pole, compared to Julia. She could spin and rotate and even turn herself upside down. At one point, she invited Adam to come put his dick in her, while she was hanging on the pole. She said she wished she could do that at the club, but they'd never allow it."
"And you watched that whole thing?"
"Uh huh."
"Where was it? In the basement?"
"Yeah. That's where the pole is. In the basement."
"Julia! I love you! I think you just helped me fix all of this."
"Me? How did I do that?"
"Let me ask you a question. A few months ago, would you have ever done this? Had sex in a shower like this?"
She thought for a few moments. "Well, actually, no. I wouldn't have."
"But now, now you think it's not only okay, but you WANTED to do it? Right?"
"Yeah, so?" She asked hesitantly.
"What changed?"
"If I knew that, my husband would be happy. He doesn't understand why I wanna have sex right in front of the living room windows, or on the porch or the balcony out back or anyplace like that."
"But I do! I know exactly why! Because you watched the programming of that woman. She had your name and when he did her, you picked it up. His voice, his words, even recorded, they worked on you!"
"I don't get it." She said in confusion.
"It's okay. I do." I said with a grin. If it worked on her, I knew how I could make it work for Sue!
"You know what?" She said, moving closer to me again, her tits pressing to my chest. "All this talk is getting me horny again."
"You wanna do it again?"
"Maybe." She said softly, before looking at the still open curtain and then up at the top of the wall separating our shower cubicle from the one next to us. She leaned her face to mine and whispered. "I think we need to help someone loosen up a bit too."
"Julia? What are you doing?" I asked, as she pulled away from me and started for the curtained entrance, pulling me by the hand.
"Shhhhh." She hushed me, before grinning broadly again. She pulled me out of the stall and into the hallway leading past all the stalls. She stepped to the one next to ours, and opened the curtain a few inches to peek in. She looked back at me again with a very naughty grin and then slid the curtain back silently. The woman that had been upset with us was standing, completely naked, water and soap running down her body and face as she washed her long brown hair, her head tilted back and her eyes closed. Julia pulled me into the shower stall, pushing me past her toward the woman, and then closed the curtain behind us.
"Suck her nipples." She whispered to me.
"Aren't I going to get in trouble for this?" I whispered, realizing that this was bordering on sexual assault.
"Wimp!" She whispered, stepping past me. She stepped into the shower with the woman and then reached for both breasts, putting her palms on them and gently squeezing them.
"OH FUCK!" The woman cried in surprise, backing hard into the wall under the shower head, her hands moving to cover her tits and push Julia's hands out of the way. I could see the woman struggling to look through the soap still streaming down her head and face and into her eyes.
"Shhhhhh." Julia whispered, reaching up and wiping the soap from her forehead and cheeks before letting her palms catch water and gently wipe her face again. "No worries. Just relax."
"What the fuck? What are you doing in my shower!?" the woman said, all too loudly.
"Just coming to help out."
"I don't need any help," she snapped, "now get out."
"Awwww. I thought you wanted to see that cock of his again," Julia cooed softly. I saw the woman's eyes dart from Julia, past her to me, and down to my protruding hardon.
"I didn't say that."
"No, you didn't have to. I saw where you were looking. I saw you touching your crotch, while you were watching us. I know you want it. You want to see it and you want to feel it and you want to know what it would feel like, sliding into your hot, wet pussy. Don't you?"
"I...no!"
"On come now, you can tell me. You wanna feel it, don't you?" She turned to look at me. "Come on. Let her touch it." I don't know why I did, but I stepped into the shower, which was really quite crowded with three of us in it. Julia gently guided the woman's hand to my dick and I felt her grasp it and then begin to slowly stroke her hand along it. "It's huge, isn't it? I bet you want to feel it pushing into you. You listened to us all night long. Now you want to know what kind of a cock could keep two women fucking, all night long. Well, here it is. All you have to do is ask. That's all. Just ask him if you can feel it. Ask him if he'll push it into you. Ask him to make you climax around it. That's all you have to do. Just ask."
"Would he?"
"If you ask him. But you have to ask him. I can't answer for him. That wouldn't be right."
She looked at me and then down, to where her hand was stroking my dick. "God, it looks so big! I don't know if it'd even fit. And my husband...he'd be furious."
"If he had that kind of a cock, you'd be fucking him all night long. So why not? Just try it on for size. You don't even have to have sex. Just slip it in and try it for size. That isn't having sex, is it?"
"It sorta is," she protested weakly.
"But you want it. You wanna try it. You can. All you have to do is ask."
She was silent. I couldn't believe Julia was actually talking this woman into having sex, with a total stranger! The woman looked at me. "Just for a second?"
"See, that's all it takes," Julia whispered, "turn around."
The woman turned to face the wall and bent over some, pushing her ass out at me. Julia moved past me and then pushed me closer to the woman, reaching around me and grasped my cock. She pushed my butt, until my engorged head was able to rub the soft wet lips. She stroked my head up and down, intentionally working the tip across the woman's clit, drawing a long deep moan. She settled my head in the woman's entrance and then used her hands on my hips, to push me toward her. My cock spread her lips, and then the entrance to her depths, and then slowly sunk into the hot wet depths of her vagina.
"Ohhhhh my God, yessss!" The woman moaned, as I pushed in, my head finally pressing against the end of her vaginal canal. I started to move my hips, pushing in and out of her slowly, long slow deep strokes, that were bringing gentle moans of pleasure from the woman. I was turned on, a lot, and was soon holding her hips and driving my long fat shaft in and out with abandon. She panted and gasped, as I worked her closer and closer to climax, her pussy starting to tremble and squeeze around my plunging shaft.
"Make her come." Julia whispered, leaning her bare tits against my back and whispering in my ear. "Make her come around you and then fill her up with your hot wet juice. Show her what we did all night long."
"Oh God." I grunted, as I plunged faster, feeling the urgency build within me. I drove hard into her ass, making her soft tits, hanging down under her chest, swing wildly, as she gasped and moaned in pleasure. I knew she was climaxing, I could feel it around my shaft, her pussy clenching and practically vibrating around me, as I continued to thrust in and out. I knew I couldn't last much longer, and wanted to pull out, but Julia clearly knew what I wanted, and it wasn't what she intended. She used her body to block mine from pulling back far enough to pull out of the woman, and unable to pull out or hold back, I had little choice.
My body bucked hard against the woman's bare ass. I felt my cock surging and swelling with each shot into her, even though those shots might not have as much with them, as the ones earlier in the night.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuck!" The woman squeaked breathlessly, her whole body trembling as I held myself inside her. I felt my cock surge and twitch as the last of my cum drained into her still spasming pussy. Julia disappeared, and a few moments later, came back with our towels. The woman turned to face me after my dick softened and slipped from her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her tits to my chest and her lips to mine in a long, wet, very eager and aggressive kiss. Julia interrupted that kiss to join in, and for a few minutes we took turns kissing each other, though much softer than before.
"Time for us to go." Julia whispered. "I need to get back."
"You won't tell him, my husband, will you?"
Julia smiled. "No. I won't tell him. But if you don't want him to find out, I suggest you go seduce him and have him fill your pussy too."
"Good idea." She whispered, before kissing me again. "Thank you."
I had no idea what to answer to that, so I let Julia pull me back, handing me a towel. We both wrapped ourselves in our towels and then left, leaving the woman in the shower to finish washing off the remnants of our sex.
"Why did you do that?" I asked quietly, as we walked back toward the campsite.
"Do what?"
"Get her to have sex with me."
"Did I?" She asked, with a little bit of a startled look.
"Yes, you did."
"Huh. I don't remember it. Come to think of it, I don't remember most of what we did after going into the shower. What did we do?"
"Besides shower, have sex, and then you convincing that woman from the other campsite to have sex with me, not much of anything."
"I did that?"
"You did."
"Huh. Strange I don't remember it at all."
"Yeah, strange." I agreed, knowing it was anything but and also convinced now, that what she just did was programming. On the walk back she let her towel slip off her tits twice, both times where some guy was obviously watching us, and a third time, letting it slide all the way to the ground so she was completely naked while she turned her back and bent over to get it, showing the guy her completely exposed pussy. She stood up, turned to face him, without looking at him, and wrapped the towel back around herself, letting him see her full body for long seconds. By the time she was again wrapped, the old dude clearly had a hardon growing and I wondered if his wife was going to get screwed later.
We got back to the tent, Sue still laying on the mattress sleeping. Julia stood in front of the window facing the campsite the woman in the shower was from, dropped her towel and stood, stroking and teasing herself in front of the window, knowing that both guys were watching. I couldn't resist the temptation, and moved to stand with her, as naked as she was. I bent over to suck her nipples and finger her pussy, teasing her body closer and closer to climax until she finally orgasmed in full sight of both of them. Julia was just getting the last of her clothes on when the woman from the shower returned to her site. To my surprise, she was carrying her clothes and had just the towel wrapped around her like we had. She walked to their tent door and turned to look at us and then at her husband. She dropped her towel and called to him, drawing his attention. Naked, she bent over and stepped into the tent, leaving the door open in invitation to him. He looked at us, then back at his tent and quickly got up and followed his wife.
"Someone is gonna get fucked." Julia whispered before wrapping her arms around me. We spent a few moments kissing before she whispered that she had to leave, and then ducked out of the tent door, zipping it closed behind her. I crawled onto the air mattress and snuggled up with my wife, my again hard dick pressing between her thighs.



"Didn't get enough in the shower?" She whispered, without rolling over.
"Didn't get enough of you."
"Not even after last night?"
"Actually, I got a lot last night, but I got even more this morning. I got enlightened!"
That brought Sue's attention to me. "Explain."
"Last night. When you invited her to stay, do you remember it?"
"A little."
"That's because something she did or said triggered that part of you that he used to make you lick those women's pussies. He wanted you to make out with other women, because he knew that you didn't go that way, after the baking day incident. I don't know what triggered it, but I know that it was. I've never seen you act that way, and to be honest, I never felt you suck my dick that way."
"I sucked your dick?"
"Oh yes. Very expertly. And not only did you, but when you had me just ready to explode in your mouth, you squeezed me hard, cutting off my ability to ejaculate. That l meant when I came later, inside Julia, I came even more, and harder. Then, you licked my cum from her pussy."
"Yuk." She said making a face. "I don't even remember it."
"Well, I can tell you, you enjoyed it."
"Damn. I'm sorry honey."
"For what?"
"For not remembering what you clearly were enjoying. I mean, come on, I don't want to be a sex robot."
I laughed at her suggestion. "Maybe not, but you're still the sexiest sex robot on this planet!" She punched my arm playfully and then snuggled up against me, pressing her nude body against mine, her soft breasts pressing against my chest and side. I held her against me, my hand gently stroking her bare butt cheeks. "I also learned something really important."
"Oh? What's that?"
"Did you notice how she wanted to flash and play?"
"Yeah."
"Wanna know why she's doing that?"
"Because he programmed her to."
I chuckled. "You watched it, the one where he programmed them, right?"
"Yeah."
"Did he do that? Program her that way?"
She thought for a moment. "No, actually, all he did was say to go home and close the case. She must have come back and gotten again."
"Uh-uh. You think he'd be crazy enough to mess around with trying to get cops to be call girls? I wouldn't, in his shoes. I'd want her staying as far away from me as she could."
"So that's the way she is?"
"Uh-uh. She'd never done anything like this before a few weeks ago. Now she can't seem to get enough of showing off. She even dropped her towel and flashed a guy up the road, full on nude!"
"Damn, really?"
"And when we got here, well, you probably heard."
"How could I not?"
"She was showing off for the two guys in the camp next to us."
"Ahhhhh. That explains the orgasm."
"Yeah. I fingered her off for them."
"So, if he didn't program her, and it isn't her thing normally, why is she doing it?"
"Because she'd been watching the videos."
"I watched the videos. It made me horny, but nothing else."
"You didn't watch a video of a woman with your own name being programmed."
"WHAT!?" She asked sitting up. "She got programmed watching the recordings?"
"Uh huh. A woman named Julia Kim. He was trying to get her to learn to strip and pole dance."
"Wait. You're not serious. Julia Kim?"
"Yeah. Blond Asian looking woman with big boobs. That's how she described her. Sound like someone we know?"
"OH MY GOD!" Sue cried, dissolving into laughter. "Oh my god I don't believe it! Julia Kim, Doctor Kim's blond Asian wife with big tits! He had her programmed! The bastard that's been fucking me at work had his own wife programmed! That's why she wasn't upset. She came in and had sex with me, probably to shut me up. It worked. I thought she was in on it and I couldn't make his homelife difficult, so I'd give up. But he had his own fucking wife programmed!"
"How the hell did he know about Adam? That's what I want to know "
"I can guess. He needed to have someone help him with the drug stuff. Dr Kim, besides being a clinic doctor, does research in therapeutic drugs. I bet that's how they met. Adam asked for help on the drugs and he gave him some of his research. Shit. And he knows. He has to. If he had his wife programmed, he had to know at least what was going on, if not participating. I haven't gone and looked, but I wonder if we'll find him on camera?"
"I doubt it. If I were him, I wouldn't want anyone knowing I was part of that mess, but that didn't mean that the price was a stream of women to fuck and play his little kinky games."
"So, we can't prove it, but we know."
"And we know that Adam's voice can reprogram, as long as he's saying the right names."
"You think you can duplicate that?"
"I don't have to. I have a friend over in the theater that is a genius when it comes to sound. I bet she can master up almost anything we want him to say from the recordings we have."
"And then we can deprogram me?"
"That's the idea."
"So, what are we still doing here? Get up!"
"Slow down little one." I said in my best Yoda voice. "Seriously. I need to ask her, but on the QT. I don't want anyone at work to get word of what we're doing."
"Yeah, that wouldn't be good, would it?"
"No, now we just have to figure out what to do about Dr Kim. Maybe re-program his wife to something he wouldn't want."
"You'd do that to a woman?"
"No. You know I wouldn't. But we'll have to find that video and show her and help deprogram her. I bet his life becomes hell once she finds out what he did to her."
"If not, I'll find another way to make it so."
"Come on, I'm hungry now." I said, rolling off the mattress. We dressed, more or less. I had on a pair of athletic shorts with an elastic waist, and that was it. Sue put on one of my t-shirts, one that was just barely long enough to cover her pussy, and not even all of her butt cheeks, 'just to tease me,' she said.
The two guys in the site next to ours, seemed more than interested enough in watching as well, probably hoping she'd bend over for them. The one, even after he'd gone and had sex with his wife. Sue threatened to walk over and give them cups of coffee with their wives sitting out there with them. I'm quite sure she would have shown plenty as she did, just to get them in trouble with their wives.
It was late enough we didn't want to go fishing, but we decided to go swimming for a while, before we packed up. She wore only the shirt out on the boat and we anchored in the same place we had the night before, this time skinny dipping in the open daylight. More than one fisherman got a good look at my wife's assets, which made her even more horny, finally begging me to fuck her, right there in front of them. I wasn't sure I loved her showing off her wares that much, but I had to admit, it was fun as hell having sex out there.
After we got back in, we loaded the boat and started breaking down camp. Sue continued to wear nothing but that shirt, promising she wouldn't wear anything but that, all day, as long as I promised to keep wearing the pair of shorts I had on. Packing the site up required a considerable amount of bending and lifting, which she seemed to do more of than required, just because she was having fun teasing the two guys in the next site. The two women showed back up, while we were packing, and were both giving their husbands shit about watching Sue. I kind of got a kick out of the one that I'd already had sex with, chastising her husband over watching Sue, given what she'd already done with me!
It took a while, but when it happened, I wasn't overly surprised. Women can be extremely determined when they think they're being slighted. The one that I hadn't had sex with, soon came walking over to our site.
"My husband seems to think that it's okay for guys to look at women's private parts. If they're going to show it, why shouldn't I look at it, he says."
"Well, he does have a point." I agreed.
"So, you don't care that your wife is flashing her stuff to my husband?"
"Actually, she's just working at packing up camp. If he sees something, well, what can I say. I don't tell my wife what she can and can't wear. Does he tell you what you can and can't wear?"
"Hell no! He tells me when he wants me to wear something less. I've never heard him say wear more."
"Well, that's a guy for you." I said, as I finished rolling the tent, Sue kneeling on the ground helping me stuff it into the bag.
"And you, you don't mind your husband looking at other women?"
"Could I even stop him? Not likely. He wants to look, that's fine with me."
She looked miffed for several seconds and then, in a move I didn't expect, she pulled her shirt up and off. She had really nice looking, little C cup tits with hard nipples poking out at me. Her hands moved to her shorts as soon as the shirt had hit the ground, undoing them and then pushing them and her panties down, all the way to her knees. "So, you don't care if I do this in front of him?"
Sue stopped what she was doing. "You don't really wanna play that game, do you?"
She looked stunned for a moment. "What game?"
"You try and tease my husband to fuck you and I try to tease your husband to fuck me? I guarantee, I'll win that game hands down."
"I'm not playing any game. I just, I was, I'm just showing off to your husband, like you're showing off to mine."
"Really, I dare you to stand right there, with both hands on the table, and let my husband touch you, anywhere he wants, and I'll go over and let your husband touch me, anywhere he wants. We'll see who gives up first."
"You'd really do that?"
Sue grinned and pulled the t-shirt up and off, leaving her in nothing but her shoes. "I bet I get his cock in me in under three minutes."
"No way Don would do that."
"Wanna bet?"
"And if you lose? He doesn't?"
"Then I'll stand in front of him right here, naked, and pay you a hundred dollars. But if you lose. If he puts his dick in me, Allen gets to fuck you until you come, right there, bent over the table. So, how much do you really trust your husband?"
"No way he'd do that to me."
Sue stepped over to me and twisted my arm to see my watch. She set a three-minute timer and then looked at her. "Three minutes from right now." She turned and walked toward the other camp. With the boat sitting where it was, most of the campground was shielded from seeing her, or us, naked. But once she walked past the end of the boat, she was in full view of anyone that wanted to watch. I couldn't hear what she was saying, but her hands were both busy, one on her breasts and the other between her legs, teasing him with her sex. It wasn't long before he had his shorts down to his knees and his cock sticking up, his hand wrapped around it, stroking it slowly as he watched and listened to her. The timer hadn't gone off yet when she stepped over him, reaching down to find his dick with her hand. She aimed his cock at her pussy as she lowered herself down, rubbing his head around her already wet lips.
"Oh fuck," we heard him moan, as she slid down his shaft.
"Oh goddamn! I don't believe that. He did it! He stuck his dick in her! That sonofabitch husband of mine. What did he think he was doing?"
"Having fun." I chuckled. "You wanna get even?"
She looked at me and back at her husband and Sue, as she lifted and lowered herself on his shaft. "Fine!" She said, as she stepped to the table. She kicked her pants the rest of the way off and then lay down on the table, sticking her legs in the air. "Fuck me. Nice and hard and loud!"
"Revenge sex?" I asked, as I pushed the front of my shorts down. My dick had been hard since we started packing, my wife's exposure turning me on every time she moved or squatted down or bent over. So, I was more than ready, as I started to rub my head up and down her slit.
"Holy fuck!" She moaned, as I pushed slowly into her a couple inches. I started to stroke, working my shaft deeper and deeper as I became more lubricated, soon stroking my full length deep into her. "Oh my God."
"I take it you like that?"
"Oh fuck, yes! Did you really fuck your wife and that cop all night long?"
"I think we slept for a few hours." I joked.
"No, I mean it. Did you really fuck both of them?"
"Sure, why not? They wanted it."
"Oh damn," she groaned, as I reached for her firm breasts and began to squeeze and pull her rigid little nipples. I pumped my shaft in and out, glancing over at my wife, occasionally. I didn't exactly love watching her have sex with someone else, but at least now, I knew why I wanted to do what I was doing right now, fucking other women besides my wife. In and out I stroked, pushing her closer and closer to orgasm. I heard my wife start to come, and glanced over at her. Her hand was frantically rubbing her pussy while she bounced on his lap, trying to bring herself off hard and fast for him. She cried out and stiffened, and even though I couldn't see, I knew she had made herself squirt on him.
She pulled off of him and knelt between his knees, stroking his cock and leaning her face over him. I couldn't see that she was really sucking him off, but the fact that she was, told me that she was working more off programming, than desire, which surprisingly helped my own attitude. I looked down at the woman about to climax around my dick and started thinking about coming, and how I was going to do it. As soon as her pussy started to squeeze around me, I let myself go, that feeling of urgency growing rapidly, until I started to shoot deep in her pussy, while her own climax was still racing through her.
"Oh fuck." She panted. "Did you? Um, did you really come in me?"
"Sure. You wanted it someplace else?"
"Well, um. It might not have been a really good idea."
"No?"
"I'm not, I mean, I don't take anything. My husband is cut, so we don't worry about it."
"Well, looking to have kids?" I chuckled.
"That isn't even funny! What would Joyce say if I got pregnant?"
"Who's Joyce?"
"My friend. We decided to make both our husbands get cut so we didn't have to worry about the side effects of the hormone pills and such."
"Oh really? Well, maybe you'll both be pregnant at the same time." I joked. She looked at me curiously. "I fucked her in the shower. She didn't tell me she wasn't on anything, sooooo."
"Oh God. You mean that?"
"Why would I lie about that?"
"Shit." She said, pushing me back. She looked down at her pussy and pushed two fingers into herself, pulling them back out and looking at het white cream on her fingers. "Oh fuck. You did. I thought you were joking!"
"Nope."
"Ohhhhhh fuck. He's going to fucking kill me!" She said, as she climbed from the table and began to dress. She was still pulling her shirt on as she headed back to her site. Sue stood up and came back over, still naked of course.
"You have fun?"
"Maybe too much." I answered.
"Oh?"
"No birth control."
"Well, serves her right, expecting her husband to not fuck a naked woman that's throwing herself at him."
"How did you get him to fuck you so fast?"
"Easy. I told him she bet me five hundred dollars that he had a bigger dick that you had, and all he had to do was put it in me to prove it."
"You are soooo bad!"
"I know, right?" She giggled. She stayed naked the rest of the time, packing things up. She wasn't really overly exposed, with how big the boat and truck are, and how much they block, parked alongside the road. After I put the last of the stuff in the truck, we climbed in to head out.
"Going to ride home that way?"
"Why not? I thought you liked seeing my body, and the thought of flashing all those truckers is already getting me horny. By the time we get home you'll have to beat me off with a stick!" I shook my head and started the truck to head us home.
---o---
She had flashed a hell of a lot of truckers, once we hit the interstate, but even before then, she was so turned on, riding naked in the truck, that she had to play with herself, making herself climax as we drove through Lebanon. I made her promise to clean the seats after we got home. I was sure she would, just as soon as we finished putting everything away.
She turned it into a game. We both put things away, working naked, and anytime she was bent over, I was to stick my dick in her and give her at least five strokes. I made her climax twice, before we put the last of the gear away and came myself. She went to work cleaning the seat of the truck, while I headed inside to find my laptop.
One of the things I found on that hard drive was an index program. It allowed me to 'track' from one camera to another as a person moved. In this case I was looking for a long file in an unknown room with a date about a week from the baking day. I figured it had to be a Saturday, or I wouldn't be over at June's for any reason that I could think of. It didn't take me long to find myself, handcuffed to the post at the end of the counter in her kitchen. I scrolled back to where that started and then traced that with the index program back to the outside. There were two cameras on the patio, I picked the one that seemed to show the bulk of the area as Sue dropped onto the sofa next to me.
"Find something?"
"Yeah. I found myself handcuffed in the kitchen. I'm going back now to look and see why."
"Handcuffed? Seriously?"
"Yeah. Okay, here we go. Maybe I should fast forward though this?"
"Not too much. We wanna know what happened."
"Okay." I agreed, clicking the video forward at four times the frame rate. I suddenly paused and then backed it up. "Holy shit. It's Gail!"
"Oh damn. It is. How did she get mixed up in this?"
"Damned if I know, but it is. Shit Trevor is going to be pissed as hell."
"Maybe it's innocent. I mean, it's not like she's having sex or anything."
"Yeah. Maybe." I said, not sure I believe it. I fast forwarded more, seeing several women arrive I didn't recognize, and stopped again when I recognized another face, one from work. "Ohmygod. It's Jeanie."
"Professor Nichols? Isn't her husband the dean?"
"Yeah. She's in the math department. This isn't good."
"So far, there isn't anything going on. Maybe it isn't what we think."
"I bet it is. See the table?"
"Yeah." My wife answered. You could see the odd-looking table or bench, sitting in the middle of the patio. The women seemed to be mostly ignoring it, with the exception of Jeanie, who seemed to be walking around it, eyeing it, as everyone else just chatted and made girl talk. Then Adam walked out of the house and I knew that there was nothing innocent about any of this.
"Okay ladies. Time to start the garden party. Hear that? Time to start the garden party. Everyone, strip!" Adam said in a commanding voice. There were seven women there in all, if you counted June. All of them, including June, began to undress, piling their clothes on the round table near the hot tub. It was an interesting mix of women. There was one that was definitely Latino, another very petite woman that was Asian, Gail, who was black, several white women with a variety of body types, from big tits to tiny slender forms and one that was what I guessed was from India, both in her skin tone and her dress. Once they were all naked, June took all their clothes and everything else and carried them into the house, leaving them milling around waiting. "Shall we begin?" Adam said. Almost immediately all of their demeanors seemed to change. They instantly began to act shy, covering their pussies and breasts with their hands. June walked back out, leading a man with her. He wore a business suit and tie. He looked to be almost as old as me, maybe a bit more.
"Okay girls. Line up!" All the ladies hesitantly formed a line. The guy started walking along the line, making them move their hands for him as he reached out and groped each of them, fondling their tits and sticking his hand between their legs. He would occasionally remark about one being good and wet or having a tight little pussy. After walking the line twice, he stood in front of Gail and looked her up and down.



"This one."
"Okay girls. This one. On the table!" Adam commanded.
"No. Not the table. NO!" Gail cried out, as she backed away. Three of the other women, including Jeanie, grabbed her before she could move far. It took all six of the other women to hold her by the wrists and ankles and get her on the strange looking bench. They laid her down, with her ass right at the edge of the bench with the two posts sticking up in a V position. I understood immediately as they held her arms to the boards that were sticking out the sides, velcroing her wrists to the boards and then her ankles to the vertical posts. Gail was effectively laying with her legs restrained up in a wide V, her pussy completely exposed, and her arms held out wide so she couldn't cover herself or move away. By the time she was restrained, the guy in the suit had his coat, tie and shirt off. He stepped to the end of the bench with her legs spread, and undid his pants.
He dropped his pants and pushed his boxers down, leaving him naked from the ankles up. He grasped his already hard dick, and rubbed it up and down her wet slit. Gail wiggled and began to cry, trying to work her body away from his touch, but her restrained legs prevented her from moving. "Go ahead and struggle, you black slut. Go ahead and try. It won't help!" He said gruffly, as he suddenly jammed his cock hard into her, forcing his shaft fully into her, in that one hard thrust.
"FUCK!" Gail screamed, before June stepped to her and put a gag in her mouth.
"Go ahead and try to scream bitch. Won't help you a bit. No one is going to save you." June said harshly.
The guy started to fuck her, driving his cock hard into her, over and over, while he reached between her uplifted legs and grasped both her big black nipples. He pulled and twisted them roughly, making her try to squirm and thrash. "Go ahead and fight. I love it when they fight. Not that it'll help. I'm going to fill your slutty, black cunt, with my cum and there isn't a thing you can do about it you black bitch!" he said in a nasty snarl.
I suddenly remembered seeing this, but not from this angle. The sound of his voice, the sight of him pumping in and out of Gail's pussy. Yeah, this was all too familiar for some reason. Then I heard it, my own voice.
"What the fuck!? Hey! You! What the fuck are you doing to her!?"
I walked into view of the camera, with Sue trailing right behind me. I walked over to him and shoved him roughly away, shoving him back until he fell on his ass on the hard patio, his cock sticking up. My hands went to Gail's restraints and started to undo her leg before Adam grabbed me from behind. He whipped me around and threw me down onto the pavement. "STOP HIM LADIES! HOLD HIM DOWN!"
All of the women, including June, who had been hanging back, almost cowering by the hot tub, rushed out and practically threw themselves on top of me. I struggled as they lay on me, but there was just too much weight and I was pinned to the ground. Sue tried to pull June off of me and got slapped hard with the back of her hand, sending her falling to the ground.
"Well well well. What do we have here?" Adam asked, as he stood over me, looking down, waving a small, nine millimeter handgun in my face. One that I recognized all too well. It was the one that I generally carried in the holster in the small of my back. He stepped to where Sue was just picking herself up, and helped her get up by jerking her to her feet by one arm. He wrapped an arm around her neck and pressed the muzzle of my pistol to her temple. "Now. Stop struggling, unless of course you want your wife's brain air conditioned." I stopped struggling, feeling at a loss for anything to do. I suddenly remembered this part vividly. "June. Hand cuffs, now!" June got up and disappeared into the house coming out a few moments later, with a pair of metal handcuffs. "Now, get up. Help him up girls." One by one the girls climbed off of me, allowing me to get up. "Over there." He said motioning with his head. "Lock him to the pole." June locked my wrists together around the pole that held up the pergola over the hot tub.
The guy that I'd knocked down was finishing putting his pants back together. "Sorry about that Don. Tell you what, how about one for real? How about you do this one for real. No charge. Girls, get Gail off. Put her on." He said, shoving Sue toward them. Sue struggled, for real, as they forced her onto the table, fastening her to the posts. Adam walked into the house and came back with a scissors and handed them to the guy, Don. "Feel free to cut off as much of her clothes as you want. She's a pretty hot little bitch, so enjoy. Just don't leave any marks and don't hit her face."
He grinned and then looked at me. "With pleasure." He started cutting, cutting her clothing apart and pulling the pieces off, as she struggled against the bonds, unable to even call out for help with the gag in her mouth. I struggled against my cuffs as he slowly stripped her of her clothing, taking long minutes to fondle her breasts and pussy, knowing I was watching. He dropped his drawers again and pulled his rock-hard dick out. He aimed it for her pussy and, watching me, jammed it hard into her. He drove into her with abandon, stroking furiously into her, not caring at all what it might have felt like for her, but instead, more interested in watching my reaction as he raped her in front of me. With a loud grunt he came in my wife's pussy, his body jerking and twitching as he emptied his cum into her. He pulled his dick from her and used it to wipe his cum around her pussy. He finally stepped back and pulled his pants up. He dressed again, tying his tie and putting on his jacket while Sue lay restrained, his cum leaking from her gaping pussy.
Yeah, I remembered every bit of this. I remember how angry I was at her being raped in front of me. I remember it all, because at the time, I didn't realize or know that Sue had already been fucking numerous guys. To me, this was the first time, and I wanted to rip Adam's head off!
After the guy left, Adam came back out and looked down at Sue.
"Sue, you look scrumptious. Your tits look scrumptious, you pussy looks scrumptious. Do you understand me?" Sue nodded gently. "Untie her," he said. Several of the ladies helped unstrap her and help her off the bench. She made no effort to leave or fight, which I remember confused the hell out of me. Adam turned her around to face me, wrapped his arm around her neck again and then pressed the pistol muzzle to her head again. "If you love her, you'll do exactly as I say." I nodded. "Mom, unlock him and take him in the kitchen."
June stepped to me and unlocked the cuffs from one wrist, and used it as a handle to pull me toward the house. Adam followed behind, keeping enough distance that I didn't have a chance to do anything, even if I was daring enough to do it.
I had to change the feed, to the kitchen and we saw her pull me into the kitchen. "Lock him to the post." June handcuffed my hands around the post at the end of the counter. Adam walked Sue in next to the counter and released her, leaving her standing, almost motionless. "Did you enjoy watching that?"
"You fucking bastard! I'll have your thrown into prison and the key thrown away for what you just did."
"Me? I didn't do anything. But that doesn't matter. You see, in a little while, you won't even remember this little incident." He turned to Sue. "You were a bad girl. You know the rules. No husbands to come to these parties. Remember?"
"Yes." Sue answered quietly, almost what I could call demurely.
"So, what do I do with you now? I guess I could have you shoot him and then yourself. Then neither of you could ever tell anyone about my little game, could you?"
"No," she whispered.
"Would you like that? To shoot your husband? Shoot him so he never knows what you've been doing? Did you see how hard he tried to protect you?"
"No." She whispered.
"No? You want him to know?"
"No." She whispered.
I remembered this. I remembered hearing these words and seeing her face. I looked at Sue, tears starting to roll down her face as she sat, leaning against me, watching us both on the screen. I knew then that she remembered this every bit as much as I suddenly did.
"I don't want to watch anymore," she whispered.
"I need to know what he did to me, to you. I remember this, but not what. I don't know why."
"I do. I know why. You'll be mad at me."
"Why would I be mad at you."
"You will," she whispered.
I looked back to the video, as Adam started to talk again. "You see, your sweet little wife here has been a bad little girl. Did you know there's a lot of guys that have fantasies about fucking their mothers or friends of their mothers? Well, I tapped into that fantasy. I have a really hot MILF for just that. Your wife, she's perfect. Incredibly sexy body for her age, all the right moves and words for her real age. You can't fake some of that. Older women, they're just different."
"What does this have to do with Sue?"
Adam grinned. "Because, today isn't the first time she's been fucked by another guy, besides you I mean. She's been fucked by, oh gee, I've lost track. Maybe eighty or ninety guys over the last few months. She doesn't even know she's doing it. You see, I tell her where to go and what to do to start, and then the rest is, well, up to them."
"Them?"
"Oh yeah. It's a lot more lucrative to get two or three or four guys to split the cost. Hell, I make over a thousand dollars a week on her. And the best part is, I don't have to pay her a nickel."
"I don't believe you. You're lying. She'd never to that."
He laughed again. "You wish, turns out she can be a real slut, when she wants to. And what I did, was make her want to, without knowing it. You see, I tell her where to go, and what to do. Like go over to a specific address. They let her in and depending on what they like, sometimes she'll get naked and into the shower, and one or more will join her. Sometimes it's wearing something revealing while she does laundry, and they seduce and fuck her in the laundry room, or while cleaning the bedroom. The favorite at the moment, is cleaning in nothing but a long t-shirt and then pretending to get stuck under the bed. That way they can fuck her from behind, and once they get her unstuck, well, they can do whatever they want after that."
"She wouldn't do that. Not in a hundred years."
"No? Would you like to see video of your sweet wife fucking four guys out there by the pool, or even better. Ten of them fucked her, one after the other, right down in the basement. Oh yeah, it's true. Tell him Sue. Tell him how naughty of a girl you are."
She looked at me with tears streaming down her face and just nodded.
"You see, she remembers it like it was a dream. Not real. Inside, she knows it's real, but like a dream, the memory fades away and she can't tell anyone. You see, if she does, she'll die. Won't you sweetie. If you tell anyone you'll die."
"I'll die," she whispered.
"Now, why tell you all this? Because when I get done with you, you won't remember any of it, just like she doesn't remember. The question is what to do with you? I'd hate to lose such a lucrative commodity. Not that I don't have others. You'd be surprised at how many women I have working for me. I have one that I've trained to search out and fuck white cocks. I have the wife of a dean that loves to get fucked up the ass by college guys. I have women that love to tease and flash guys. I even have the wife of a doctor that will do a full lap dance, and I do mean a FULL lap dance. She doesn't quit until her pussy is full of cum. If you have a kinky desire, I have a woman that will satisfy that, for a price. And not a one of them even realizes she's doing it."
"You can't get away with this. Sooner or later the police are going to catch up to you."
He laughed. "Yeah, about that. They already tried. I got rid of both of them. The detective, I just sent her home. I've kind of wondered about the beat cop though. I bet the guys in her locker room are enjoying the shit out of her. I made her not wear any underwear anymore, and told her to flash her brothers in blue all her goodies any chance she gets. I wonder how that's going?"
"You are a bastard, you know that?"
"Oh, you don't know the half of it. I'm such a bastard, this is what I'm going to do. I'm not going to have your wife shoot you and then kill herself. No, I'm going to have the two of you stick by each other, no matter what. You two are going to stay together and married until the end of time."
"And that makes you a bastard?"
He grinned. "You didn't love seeing her getting fucked, did you? Well, what would you do if you had to watch her tease and seduce men in front of you? If you had to see her flashing all her stuff at men and fucking them? Wouldn't be much fun, would it? But then, you're going to forgive her every time it happens. You're going to say it's alright and that you still love her, and you will. You'll love her until the day you die. But that wouldn't be much fun for you, so I'm going to make you seduce women. Any woman that flirts with you, you're going to flirt back. And, within legal limits, you're going to get them naked and fuck them. Doesn't matter if it's in front of her or not, but I'm going to make you remember all of them. Every one of them. And you're going to know you cheated on her and that it was wrong, but you won't be able to help yourself. You won't care if they're married or single, or old or young. Well, old enough to be legal. Wouldn't want you being interrogated for pedophilia. No, we'll keep it legal. But you'll know about all of them. And you'll honestly tell her, if she asks. Any time she asks, you won't lie, you'll tell her exactly who you fucked and how. And she'll know it was her fault. It was her fault you can't resist fucking other women. You can't help but flirt back and try to seduce them. In public, in their own homes, wherever. Oh, that gives me another idea. How about this Sue? You have daughters, don't you? Both in college as I recall. Next time they're in town, you're going to bring them to me. I'm going to train them to want to fuck their father, right in front of you. They'll tease him and get naked for him and get him to fuck them, right in front of you."
"What a sick bastard you are!" I snapped.
"Yeah great, isn't it?"
"Only thing is, I don't plan on playing your game. I'm not having sex with my daughters, or strangers or friends or anyone else. Not happening, so your little plan isn't going to work very well."
"Oh, yes you will. Because you won't be able to resist. Any woman that flirts with you, you'll try to seduce and have sex with. Trust me. And all this? This will have never happened."
"Not happening."
"It will. Sue get a glass of water. In the cabinet over the sink. There are two bottles. One blue and one green. Put two drops from the blue bottle into his water and then make him drink it."
"Drugs? You're going to drug me?"
"It's just enough to make you nice and pliable. Then I'm going to hypnotize you and program you to do what I want."
"That won't work."
"You better hope it does. Because if it doesn't, you'll have to admit that your wife is a kinky slut, that loves to get fucked by college boys, even getting gangbanged by them. Yeah, you better hope it works."
Sue walked to me with the glass. "I'm not drinking."
Adam picked up the pistol and stepped behind Sue. "You sure?"
I looked at Sue's face, tears streaming down her face, as she lifted the glass to my lips. I reluctantly drank. It took a few moments and I was sliding down to the floor. Adam had his mom come unlock me and then he began his programming with the headset.
"You know what? You didn't much like licking pussy when we were playing the other week. I think we should fix that." Adam said to Sue while I was wearing the headset. "I'm going to have your husband fuck as many of them as he can, and you're going to lay right down on the bench with your face right under their pussies and watch him fuck them. And when he comes, you're going to lick his cum from them, licking them until they leak all of his cum out for you. And after he's all done with all of them, you're going to love sucking guys cocks and swallowing their cum, but you're going to like it best when it's mixed with pussy juice. You're going to crave cum and pussy, and you're going to love sucking his cock after he's had it in a pussy, even if it's not yours." He whispered. "Remember that, remember you love pussy, you love cum, you want to suck cocks that are covered with pussy juice. If a woman gets naked with you, you want to lick and suck her pussy. You want to lick her and tease her and then beg her to fuck your husband so that you can lick his cum from her. Tell me, you'll love that won't you?"
"I'll love that." She whispered.
"Good girl. Now, go outside and let me finish with your husband."
"Yes," she whispered, standing up and walking from the room.
"Now, I'm going to add one more little goodie that she won't know about. I think you should fuck all of the women in her life, her mother, her daughters, her friends, her sisters or sister-in-law if she has one. All the women in her life. I want you to seduce them, play with them, tease them. Find ways to be naked with them. Get in the shower with them, walk into the bathroom with them, undress them, when they are over at your house, encourage them to wear less. Play games like, strip poker or spin the bottle or whatever, and get them to get naked and want to have sex. You have a pool, try to take their suits off. Bet you'd like to do that, wouldn't you? Strip your sister-in-law and fuck her? Well, I want you to try. Be sneaky, be sly. Try not to get caught by her husband, unless you can get Sue to do the same. Try and convince her to share, play swapping partner games, so you can watch each other fucking. You want to do that, you want to fuck other women, and you want her to fuck other men. You won't like seeing her do it, but you won't be able to resist encouraging her to do it. Do you understand?"
"I understand." I heard myself answer, on the tape.
"When I snap my fingers, you're going to forget what happened before. You're not going to remember anything from when you came over to now. It will be like a dream that will fade away. When you come to, you will be very turned on. You're going to want to fuck every woman that's naked. You're going to go outside and strip and fuck every one of them, while Sue lays under them and watches your cock sliding in and out of them. I want you to fuck them, one at a time, and I want you to give them each as good an orgasm as you can, and then come inside them. I want you to watch your cum leaking from them as Sue licks it, and licks their pussy. Do you understand?"
"Yes," I answered quietly.
"And I wasn't ever here. I was not here today. You didn't see me, and you didn't see anyone else but the ladies out there. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
He snapped his fingers and then walked away and out of the room.
It took me a few seconds to come to, or at least to seem like I had. I looked groggy yet, and realized that he hadn't injected me with anything like he had most of the women. I finally stood up and staggered out of the room to the patio.
I flicked the video back to the patio and fast forward again to the right time stamp and saw myself walking out. I dropped heavily into a chair and sat staring at the ladies who were all still naked, just sitting around and chatting like it was completely normal. June walked out and started giving directions. In a few moments Sue was laying on the bench with her legs being strapped to the vertical posts again, but this time willingly, while Jeanie and another woman I didn't know, helped me stand up and stripped me. By the time they had me naked, Gail had crawled onto the table over Sue. She lowered her butt down, until her pussy was almost touching my wife's face. Jeanie helped me step to the end of the table and grasped my inexplicably, rock hard dick, and rubbed my head up and down Gail's slit. Sue reached her tongue out to lick my head as Jeanie rubbed me between Gail's soft protruding inner lips. I pushed slowly into Gail's hot, wet, black pussy, Sue starting to lick her clit while I started to stroke in and out of her at Jeanie's urging and help.



I was still a little wobbly on my feet, but Jeanie stayed behind me, coaxing me with her body to continue to stroke in and out, and before long I felt and heard Gail climaxing. I was lost to the sensations, sounds and scents and my body began to jerk and spasm as I filled Gail with my cum. Jeanie pulled me back and turned me, squatting down in front of me to lick and suck my dick while I watched Sue, now almost at eye level, lick my leaking cum from Gail's pussy. The Asian woman came over when Gail climbed off of Sue, taking over for Jeanie as she climbed onto the table over Sue. The Asian woman helped me push into Jeanie, and then coaxed me to plunge in and out of her hot, tight pussy. It took at least fifteen minutes of pumping in and out before my body rocked again, and I filled my bosses, bosses, wife, with cum, and then watched Sue lick it from her, teasing Jeanie's clit with her tongue until she climaxed a second time, squeezing more of my cum out.
We fast forwarded through me doing the same thing to all of them, filling each of them in turn, until I finally finished inside June, exhausted, almost two hours later. June brought my clothes out, and I dressed and headed home with a completely naked wife, all of her clothes having been cut off. Somehow, I acted as if it was completely normal to have her walk out to the car completely naked, neither of us seeming to care who saw.
"I guess that explains a lot." I whispered.
"Yeah. It does."
"I have a question. Did the girls come home since then?"
She was silent for long seconds. "They did. You were gone on that fishing tournament all weekend. They never even saw you."
"Did you? Take them over?"
She shook her head. "I don't know. I don't remember. I'm sorry. This is all my fault. You should divorce me and leave me. You shouldn't have to deal with this, watch me fucking other men. It's not right."
"You know I won't do that. I love you. This isn't your fault. And now that I know how to deprogram you, I can."
"What about you?"
"What about me?"
"Didn't you notice? He didn't give you a keyword. He didn't say scrumptious, anything else. He can't get back in and do it again without a keyword, can he?"
"I don't know how," I agreed quietly.
"Does that mean we can't, um, you'll still be doing what he told you?'
"I'd guess so."
"Forever?"
"Until it wears off. It was a pretty big set of instructions. Maybe it won't last long because of that."
"But until then. You're going to want to, um, have sex with my sister and my mom?"
"Maybe. We'll just have to see when they come over."
"And all my friends?"
"Well, I haven't yet, right? And that was, what, almost eight weeks ago?"
"But they haven't really been over much, not when you were home."
"Well, as long as they don't flirt with me when I try to make something happen. He did say to try not to get caught. Maybe, if they don't react? You can warn them, right?"
"Right. Warn them that my husband is going to make a pass at you and try to fuck you. Just ignore it, it's all fine! That's going to go over big."
"Well, not sure what else to do." I said, with a shrug.
"So, how are you going to get Tina to do the audio stuff and keep it a secret?"
"Easy, offer her something she's wanted for a long time."
"You're going to offer her sex, aren't you?"
"It was the first idea that came to mind. Remember that meeting she and I went to in the city? We drove together?"
"When was that?"
"Almost two years ago."
"And you remember it, from that long ago?"
"It was memorable. She got completely naked and changed from her dress into a pair of shorts and t-shirt while we were driving home."
"You never told me that."
"Nothing happened. Not that she didn't want it to. I mean, while she was naked, she said if I wanted to pull over someplace and stretch my legs, she wouldn't mind. I'm pretty sure she was hoping we'd have sex on the hood of the car or something."
"But you didn't."
"Uh-uh."
"Well, I guess you can now, if you think that'll convince her to help us out."
"Might take more than once." I said quietly.
"Is that your programming talking? Or are you serious?"
"I wish I knew. How much of my desire for other women, like on the camping trip, and now, is because of his programming and how much is just me being a cheating husband?"
"I don't know that we can even know. What I do know, is that I don't blame you and I won't leave you because of it. Ivy said the longer I had this programming, that the more natural it would become. I guess that means the same for you too. How long the programming lasts, might not be a question we can ever answer, because the longer it lasts the more normal it will be. Pretty soon, we wouldn't be able to tell at all. God what a mess. I'm sorry I got you into this."
"Don't worry, we'll manage. I love you, I always will."
"How much of that is programming and how much is real?" she whispered.
I smiled. "I'll tell you. When he was telling me about you getting fucked by other guys, being sent to pretend to be someone's mother? When he was telling me about that, I was angry. Not at you. At him. At him for making you cheat against your will. I didn't blame you. I could tell the way you were crying, that you hurt inside, because of what he had made you do. I had already forgiven you for all of it, before he ever programmed me. I wasn't going to leave you before he programmed me, so no, it's all real."
"How did I get so lucky to have a man like you?" She whispered, as she pulled me into a tight hug.
"Just lucky I guess." I answered.
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I wasn't sure exactly how to ask Tina to work on this project. I most certainly didn't know how to do it at work. I was also struggling with what to do about the doctor and his wife, one of my best friend's wives and the deans wife. God knows what kind of trouble I could be in, if she recognizes me from that session only ten weeks or so ago. According to Sue, the longer she's away from Adam and his influence, the more she remembers, including in some cases, just exactly what she did and with who.
Debbie and Joe were both invited over for after dinner tonight, expecting that there was going to be a need for Sue to have some young guy attention, but after having Debbie come into my office and show me that she was, indeed not wearing any underwear, I couldn't resist sneaking off to the third floor storeroom, for a little quick fun.
"Come on, come for me." She whispered, as I sat, partly laid back on a stack of copy paper boxes, my pants around my ankles and my shirt pushed up so she could stroke my nipples with her finger tips. Her dress was laying on the boxes next to me, leaving her in nothing but her high heels and stockings, as she bounced on my cock, each plunge down my shaft making a soft squish of sexy wetness. "Oh God yes, I'm going to come so hard, but I want to feel you coming in me."
"You're getting me close." I panted, holding her tits, squeezing and kneading them, as she bounced herself on me.
"Ohhhhhhh God, I'm so close. I don't know if I can wait."
"Just a little more."
We both heard the door lock click, as the key was turned in it. In unison we turned our heads to look, then began scrambling before the door could be opened. Neither of us had expected this, though I guess we should have, and there was absolutely no way, that either of us could get dressed fast enough in any event. She pulled off of me and started climbing off the boxes just as the door opened. There was a startled look on the young lady's face, as she stared at me, half laying on the copy paper boxes, with my rock hard cock bouncing with my heartbeat, glistening with Debbie's moisture.
"Ohhhhh shit!" She whispered, as she stared at my exposed dick, fat and long and wet. Debbie was the quickest to react, taking the less than two dozen steps to the door, reaching for her arm and pulling the young, barely twenty year old office assistant, into the room as she pushed the door closed behind her, the young lady
"Lisa!" Debbie said, as calmly as if she had just met her in the grocery store; not interrupting us fucking. "What are you doing up here?"
"Mrs. Gleason sent me to put some paper out with the upstairs copier." She said, still not taking her eyes off my dick, as I pushed myself up off the boxes. My cock stuck straight out at her as I tried to pull my pants up, having not done so with my underwear, making it impossible to get them up. I pulled my briefs up and covered my dick, finally breaking her stare. "Fuck," She whispered, finally turning to look at Debbie, realizing almost at that moment that she was naked. "Oh God! You're naked!"
"Now, just take a breath Lisa. It's alright. We're just, well, we're just, um."
"Fucking?" Lisa said, letting a little grin creep to her face as the look of shock disappeared. "Does your husband know you're fucking Professor Connor?"
"Actually, he does. He's fucking Mrs. Connor, so fair is fair."
"He's doing Mrs. Connor? Oh damn. And you're doing Professor Connor? And I'm interrupting?"
"You are. Just a few minutes too soon, but we'll worry about that later. Right now, we have to worry about what you saw."
"What I saw? Or what I'm seeing?" She asked with a giggle. "Nice tits, by the way." I saw Debbie blush brightly. She looked around the room and then chewed her lower lip for a few moments. "Kinda puts you at a disadvantage, doesn't it?"
Debbie stepped back half a step and shook her head. "What?"
"Kind of puts you at a disadvantage. I mean, who might I tell?"
"You wouldn't tell, would you? I mean it could get us both in trouble."
"Like I said, kind of puts me in the driver's seat."
"So it would seem. I take it that the fact you're not running down the hall screaming, means you have something you want, in exchange for your silence."
"I might."
"Tell me, just how is it you chose this particular time to get paper? Didn't you just do that on Friday?"
"Did I? I guess I forgot."
"Uh huh." Debbie said, nodding slowly. "I think I understand."
"Okay. I'll admit it. You've been sneaking off for two weeks, coming back either looking flushed, or with cum leaking down your legs. Doesn't take a rocket scientist to put two and two together. I just didn't expect it to be Professor Connor."
"Oh? Who did you expect it to be?"
"Raymond."
"Ray? The custodian?"
"Uh huh. You'd be surprised the things he says about how you look, when he thinks no one can hear him talking to his buddy Jack."
"He does, does he?"
She looked down at her and grinned. "His description is pretty accurate."
"It is?" She asked, suddenly concerned. "Just what exactly does he say?"
"Oh, he says about how tight and hot your cunt is and how much he loves to slide it into you. I didn't think he was really fucking you, but then you started disappearing, well, I thought maybe."
"Uh huh. Well, I'm going to have to figure out how he knows what I look like naked. But no, he and I haven't. This is a consensual relationship between two consenting adults. We just enjoy playing with a little risk to the game, if you know what I mean."
She walked slowly toward me, reaching out and stroking one finger down my chest to the hem of my shirt, after which she slipped her fingers under and slid her hand up, stroking her small, hot hand up my chest. She stood in front of me and let her hand stroke back down my chest, her fingers hooking into the waist of, my now fastened pants. Debbie stepped up behind her and slipped her hands around Lisa's waist, sliding her hands up until she was cupping her small breasts. "Let me guess. You want sex to keep quiet about us having sex?"
"Well, I didn't, not until I saw this." She said, sliding her palm up and down the front of my pants, stroking my dick with her hand. "I personally didn't care if you were banging the custodian or not, but now that I see what you were playing with, well, maybe it wouldn't be so hard to keep me quiet."
"I could keep you quiet by sitting on your face!" Debbie said softly.
"As long as he's fucking me, with what he was fucking you with." She said, with a soft feminine giggle.
"That can be arranged. You sorta messed up my orgasm, and I'm horny as fuck."
"Not to mention, you're hoping to get it again tonight." I added.
"There is that. Okay, get your clothes off. Might as well at least give him a good look." In a few moments she had her skirt and shirt off, and was pulling off the bra that contained her little B cup boobs. She slipped her panties off last and then lay back on the boxes, where I had been, lifting and spreading her legs. Her pussy was completely bare, not a hair in sight, her outer lips full and round, with only the barest hint of inner lip peeking out at me. I dropped my pants, partly at the excitement of having such a sweet, young pussy around my cock, which I was quite sure was part of my programming, thank you Adam, and partly wanting to get this done, before we got caught by someone else. Debbie kicked off her high heels, climbed onto the boxes and lowered her pussy to Lisa's face, who began eagerly licking her, as if it was something she had done, plenty of times before. I rubbed my, still engorged, head up and down her slit, working the tip between her lips. I pressed forward, putting more force on my head to spread her outer lips, finally finding the entrance to her depths and nestling into it. She moaned loudly into Debbie's pussy, as I pushed my head more forcefully, spreading her enough to finally accept the fat intruder.
"Good God, she's tight," I grunted quietly, as I started to stroke myself in and out, with only about two inches of my eight inside her. Her body gave up its moisture willingly to my fat intruder, growing slicker by the stroke as I worked each short choppy stroke deeper and deeper within her.
"Oh fuck! You're so Goddamn big!" Lisa moaned, as I pushed in and out of her with my full length, my engorged head banging against the end of her depths, before I ran out of length.
"Oh damn," I groaned, as I tried to hold the finish of my interrupted orgasm from building too quickly. I wanted to feel her climax, I wanted to see her climax. Hell, I wanted to hear Debbie climax, as her pussy got licked by the sexy little thing. I thrust into her over and over, completely lost in the levels of desire, I seemed unable to contain or control. When I felt the first shudder of her legs as I held them up and apart, I knew she was about to climax, and I was planning on coming right along with her. I stared down at her sexy body, looking from her wiggling little tits, to her tight teenage looking pussy with my fat shaft driving in and out of it, knowing that the view and sensations were going to finish me in short order. Her trembles grew as my final strokes plunged harder into her, my own urgency growing exponentially with each stroke.
"FUCK!" I gasped, as my body spasmed, jamming my cock hard into her, causing her to cry out, muffled by the pussy pressed to her face. I could tell Debbie was silently climaxing as well, her body shaking and trembling, as Lisa moaned and cried out with pleasure. I stood, with her legs held in my hands, my body bucking and jerking as I pumped cum into her incredible pussy.
Finally, after I don't know how long, Debbie moved off Lisa's face, rolling to sit on the stack of boxes, her legs spread and her pussy leaking a small puddle on one of the boxes. I looked down at the smiling Lisa, panting, her face covered in Debbie's juices. "Fuck! That's what I call a fuck!" she panted.
"Yeah," I agreed breathlessly, beginning to be concerned about how much noise we made and who might have heard. "I think we better get dressed though."
"Good idea." Debbie agreed. "God this room smells like sex, doesn't it?"
"Oh yeah." Lisa agreed, as I pulled my, now softening, dick from her pussy. A gush of our combined juices leaked from her pussy and drooled onto the floor in front of the pallet of boxes. She looked down at her pussy and the flood dripping from her. "Good thing I wore panties today."
"You don't usually?" I asked curiously.
"Nope. Not with a skirt. I love how it feels when I'm walking around and the breeze is blowing across me, knowing that if I bent wayyyy over, all the guys would see me."
"Are you a tease?" Debbie asked. "I didn't realize you did that."
"I don't let a lot of people know, but yeah. I keep a vibrator in my backpack, just in case I get so turned on, I have to make myself come."
"Well, I don't think you'll need to use that too much. If Allen isn't around, I might be willing to help you out."
"You swing both ways?" I asked Debbie curiously.
"Uh huh. Just don't tell Joe. He'd never stop bugging me to bring someone home for us to double team, besides Sue that is. I could get into that."
"Well, given what we found out this weekend, don't be surprised if she offers to lick my load from you if she sees us screwing."
"She will?"
"Yeah. Thanks to that bastard. Oh, yeah, I should tell you, he's gone."
"Gone? I presume you mean Adam? Did he move?"
"To the afterlife. Someone tortured and hung him and two of his buddies. The working theory is that it was the husband of one of his victims."
"What are you two talking about?" Lisa asked, as she pulled her shirt on, covering up the last of her exposed body.
"Guess it doesn't hurt to tell you. This guy was hypnotizing women and programming them to do various sex acts, and then using them as kinky call girls."
"The guy from the papers? I heard about that. Got arrested on something like twenty sex offenses and sexual assaults. But how is he connected?"
I looked down at the ground and answered. "My wife got programmed. I didn't even know it, just that something was going on. I thought she was cheating, but I didn't want to find out. He programmed her to wanna do, what he called mom fucks and MILF fucks, usually with a group of college guys.'
"OH NO! that's horrible! She was hypnotized to do this stuff?"
"Yeah."
"It's nice that you're staying with her though. I mean, a lot of guys wouldn't be able to handle something like that."
"I probably would have anyway, when I found out. I still love her. I always will. But when I stumbled onto one of his sex orgies he set up for a customer, he programmed me too."
"Programed you? To do what?"
"Be unable to resist any woman that flirts with me. To want to fuck them. And also, to never want to divorce Sue. I'll always forgive her for whatever she does, sexually, and stick by her, just like she will for the women that I have sex with. It was his way of punishing her. I fuck women, and then tell her about it. She'll be unhappy that I did it, but forgive me and promise to stay with me no matter what. He, um, also wanted her to watch me fuck women, up close, like, really up close, and then lick, my cum out of them. She was never much on the taste of cum, and never did a woman before this. Now, he made her want it. It's all fucked up, but I'm working on an idea that might change her programming."
"You did? You found something?" Debbie asked excitedly.
"Yeah. The police officer we watched getting programmed? The detective? Turns out she was watching video of women being programmed, and one was getting done with her name. The recording added new programming. So, I'm going to try and get a recording put together that will transfer control to Ivy. Then she can deprogram her."
"And you?"
"No. Not me. He didn't leave what we call a key. I'm stuck this way unless he uses the drugs and goggles on me again, and the police have both of those."
"But if Sue gets deprogrammed, doesn't that mean that she'll lose the part that forgives you for having sex with other women?"
"Yeah."
"And you'll still be doing it?"
"Yeah."
"Honey, that isn't good." Debbie said quietly.
"No, but I'd rather see her get fixed." I said quietly, what she had just voiced, already weighing on me. "Come on. Let's get back to work." I added, wanting to put an end to the conversation.
"Just to be clear, if I walk into your office and flirt with you and ask you to fuck me, you can't say no?" Lisa asked suddenly, as we walked to the door. "I mean, you really can't say no?"
"That's about it. Oh, I can try, but so far, I haven't had much success." I admitted.
"Oh, this could be fun." She said with a giggle, as Debbie opened the door.
"Try not to abuse it." Debbie whispered.
"I won't." She answered back, the three of us heading down the hallway toward the elevator.
---o---
I put it off until after lunch. Not that I didn't like Tina Rayland. In fact, I did. She's a very sexy looking, petite young woman in her late thirties. She has a darker complexion, probably driven by her middle eastern roots, that make her look like she's tanned all the time, even in the middle of the winter. No, part of the reason I was avoiding it was that I knew what could easily happen. Ever since the time we drove together and she stripped in the car with me, I've felt a bit of sexual tension between us. It was a very overt pass that she was confident I wouldn't turn in to HR, but one that today, I'd quickly accept, even though I didn't then. Every time I'd seen her since, she had always done little things that reminded me of that pass, staying bent over longer than necessary, making sure her skirt was pulled up high enough that if I wanted, I could easily look up her thighs toward her crotch, slight little swipes across her modest sized breasts, clearly designed to get me to look at her cleavage. No, I have no doubt that, given the chance, we would end up having sex. While Adam programmed me to fuck any woman that came on to me, he also programmed me to know that it was wrong, even though I couldn't help myself. I was pretty sure that she'd come on to me, and just as sure that this time, I wouldn't object. Last time I heard, she was engaged, and I didn't need that kind of entanglement, and I was pretty sure that the "cost" of doing this extremely sensitive task was going to include sex, probably more than once, once she started watching the videos.
"Rayland!" She answered the phone curtly.
"Tina. Hi. It's Allen Connor," I said.
"Allen! Nice! Been a while. To what do I owe the pleasure?"
"I have something I need done that needs your professional touch." I answered.
I could almost hear the frown in her voice. "Work stuff huh?" She said with a hint of a sigh.
"Actually, no. Personal. Very, very, personal, but it's going to take some pretty special skills and a lot of secrecy."
She was silent for a moment. "Okay, clearly not work. " She answered, her voice completely different. "So, what's happening?"
"It's kind of a long story, but I need for you to extract audio from some video recordings and make the person say something specific."
She was silent again. "You know that's unethical, don't you? I can't do that kind of work."
"Tina. This is different. I'd be happy to explain more, but if you're worried about getting tangled in a legal situation, we don't have to worry about that. The person we're trying to create isn't alive any longer, and no, we're not talking about a famous person."
"You know there's AI stuff out there that will do this, right?"
"There is. But we don't want this video anywhere close to the internet. It's already been at risk enough."
"Look, you're going to have to explain a lot more."
"Can you come by the house tomorrow night? I can explain it all. I don't want to do it here."
"I'm free tonight or tomorrow night." She said, hesitantly.
"If you're worried about us getting involved, I understand you're engaged and that we have a little history there. My wife will be there, so she can keep me in check."
"Engaged? Oh, that. No. I'm not worried about that. Jared's not in my life any longer, and as far as our history, nothing I've done in the past with or in front of you bothers me. I've tried hard to respect your wishes and not push that particular issue. I know you're married and these kinds of things can be sensitive for spouses. No, you don't have to worry about that."
"I appreciate your candor."
"Would you like me to come by your office and we can chat? I get the feeling you're being hesitant at getting together, because of that incident a couple years ago. I promise to keep my pants on this time, if that helps."
I sighed to myself, the thought of her getting undressed in my car, already starting to get things started in the back of my mind. I was about to say that we should wait to get together at my house, when I blurted out that if she wanted to come by my office, I was more than willing to have her, no matter what she chose to wear, or not wear.
She was silent for several seconds. "Okay, well, sure, how about half an hour?"
"Sounds good to me. I'd love to see you again, especially if you're wearing a dress. I love the look of your legs, and other things." I answered. As soon as I said it, I shook my head at myself. Yeah, this is really helping!
"Well, you have gotten to see more than most guys, so I suppose that's fair. And I do have a dress on today."
"Well, I'm looking forward to seeing it, even if it's not on you." I answered, with a chuckle.
She paused again. "Allen, are you alright?" She asked, with concern in her voice.



"Sure. Just thinking about how you looked in the passenger seat of my car. It was a pleasant view, to say the least. Not sure you had as much fun watching me, as I did, watching you."
"Um. No. I didn't." She answered hesitantly. "You sure your wife is good with this?"
"Why not? She knows I enjoy looking at sexy women."
"Well, sure. Why not. Okay. I'll be over soon." She said hesitantly, before hanging up.
"Shit. What did I do that for?" I groaned to myself. I let my head fall back and rest on the back of my chair. 'And you won't be able to help yourself' Adam had said. "So it seems," I said to the ceiling tiles, at least confident they wouldn't talk back to me.
It was only twenty minutes before she was knocking on my door. She looked every bit as sexy to me at that moment as she had that day in my car. Her light brown skin practically glistened in the harsh light of the office, her chest rising and falling heavily, making me wonder if she ran over here. She did have on a dress, a short red dress with little white geese all over it, a white lapel style collar with a shape not unlike my suit coat, exposing her sexy looking cleavage, down well between her modest sized breasts, clearly lifted and squeezed together sexily, by her push-up style bra. She had assets and she knew how to showcase them. "Knock-knock?" she asked, leaning against the door as I looked her up and down, feeling like a lion sizing up an antelope for lunch.
"Come on in and take something off, I mean, take a load off." I answered with a smile, my mind hoping that she'd flirt back to give me a reason to try and get her naked.
She gave me a curious look, but closed the door behind herself and moved to sit in the chair by my desk. "You alright?" She asked with honest concern. "I mean, I've never seen you quite so, um..."
"Lustful?" I suggested.
"Is that what it is? Things okay with you and, um, Sue, right?"
"Yeah. Sue and I are fine, well, mostly. Um. Look. This is awkward. You'll understand when I explain it, I promise, but for right now, just ignore the flirts and keep your dress on. I can't help but flirt with you, as long as you don't tell me to knock it off."
"I can tell you to knock it off, if it helps."
"Depends on if you want me to get into your panties, that is if you're wearing any."
She raised her eyebrows. "Okay Allen. You definitely have my curiosity piqued here. What the hell is going on? Besides you wanting to get into my panties. Which I am not objecting to, by the way. I just want to know why."
"It's a really long story. I can shorten it if you take my word for some stuff."
"All right. Shoot."
"It's possible to program a person, under a certain kind of hypnosis to do things, to want to do things. Not like go kill someone, unless of course that person is already pre-disposed to killing. They're using it to redirect addictions to other forms of pleasure reinforcement. Really, cutting edge stuff. A student got hold of the research and added some really cool drug inducement, at the time of hypnosis, to make it really deep. I mean, REAL deep, not like the little party stuff where you make someone moo like a cow. This is really deep, making a person not just want something, but to truly desire it deep within them."
"Like what?"
"Like a certain kind of sex. Or sex a certain way. This guy used it to build himself a harem of women, doing his bidding. Most of them he used as call girls. Like a person I know who's black, and now can't get enough white cocks. God, she likes her white cocks! And she's soooo fucking hot when she's naked. Damn."
"Allen!"
"Oh yeah. Well, one of these women that he programmed, he programed to want to play the part of a mom, or MILF for guys, and to enjoy going into situations, where they pretend she's mom or step mom, or friends mom, and have sex with them. Usually more than one at a time. Her husband knew something was wrong, but she had been programmed to think it was all a dream, a very realistic, sexy, desirable dream, but still a dream, and the longer after the act, the less she remembered of it."
"And she didn't even know she was doing it?"
"No, but one day, her husband was with her and they went to a friend's house, where this person had a number of women from his harem, playing that they were being raped, by one of his clients. When the husband walked in, he didn't realize it was play-acting, for that matter, it wouldn't have mattered if he did. He still would have stopped the prick from fucking the wife of a friend. Anyway, to punish both the guy and his wife, this dude programmed him too. He programmed him to want to seduce any woman that flirted with him. Not just seduce them, but to have sex with them. He also programmed the wife to know what she was doing now, instead of forgetting and to want to lick the guy's cum from women he's fucked. So now not only does she remember fucking a bunch of the guys of the past months, and it's a fucking lot of them, but she now wants to help him fuck women, so she can lick his cum from them. This is all way out there, sorry."
"No. I'm not sure how much I believe, but I'm still tracking. So, the wife is driven to play the part of mommy, for boys that wanna fuck their moms, and the husband is driven to fuck anything with a skirt that flirts. That about it?"
"That's about the size of it. Neither one can help themselves, but both were programmed to forgive and love no matter who or how many people the other fucks."
"Jesus. So, am I to take it there's no way to change it? To undo the programming?"
"We didn't think so. Not until something happened this weekend. The detective that is working the case, she was watching video of this dude programming women, and..."
"Wait! Watching video of him doing this? Why the fuck wasn't he arrested?"
"He was. Did I forget to mention that he had the whole house wired with cameras and he was recording everything in the house his mom lived in. He recorded it, but also streamed it out. He was charging money for people to be able to watch his mom in her everyday life, you know, cooking, cleaning, taking a shower, having sex, all that."
"His own mother? What a fuck!"
"Yeah, well. The police got a complaint about a sexual assault and came to investigate. The mom was programmed to drug anyone she thought would be a good addition to the harem, or who might be a danger to the operation. Well, he programmed this detective to close the case. But something weird happened. The programming of that wife started to slip. Because he made her remember all the guys she fucked, she started feeling guilty for cheating on her husband. So, she set it up for him to cheat, not realizing what he had been programmed to do, and he had sex with a bunch of women. One of them figured out enough pieces to realize that something was amiss, and she got him thinking. When he went to the house, he found the server and all the recordings, and he turned them over to the police, who arrested him."
"End of story? Or not?"
"Not. The scumbag got out on bail! Someone, hard to say who yet, someone caught up with him and tortured him and hung him. Him and the two guys that had participated in a number of gang rapes. See, sometimes they'd get an innocent woman in the house, rape her, and then drug and hypnotize her to think that it was all her idea. I'm getting off track. When the detective was watching the videos, her programming got changed because she watched a video of him programming a woman with the same name as her. It changed her programming. So, I figure if it can change hers, it can change Sue's! But I need the audio to say just exactly the right thing and in his voice."
"The woman. The MILF. Sue?" I sat and nodded. "And the husband? You?"
"Fraid so."
"Oh my god!" And you can't help but fuck anyone that flirts with you? So, if I said, I'd love to let you get into my panties, you'd willingly have sex with me?"
"Not just have sex with you, but give you the best, hardest, orgasm I could, before I filled you with my cum."
"Hell, I'd think you were in heaven!"
"Trust me, there's a down side. I remember them. All of them. All their naked bodies, all their boobies, all their pussies and all the tells of how their orgasms start and grow. I remember all of it."
"What's bad about that?"
"I feel guilty about every one of them. I do it, but know I shouldn't. And if Sue asks me if I had sex, I willingly tell her, in detail, what I did and with who."
"Lord." She whispered. "So, if we fucked, and she asked..."
"I tell her that I did, where and how we did it without holding anything back."
"Jesus, and she's good with this?"
"She's not. But she can't not forgive me, just like I can't keep from doing it, and she can't keep from doing it. But at least on her side, with him dead...well, no one is sending her to houses to play that game. She still wants to, has the desire to, but doesn't have the opportunity. But we worry that it'll come out on its own, with one of her patients or something. All they'd have to do is to flirt with her a little and she'll be doing it right back, and all the way if they let her. She's also, quite, um... visible. She used to be dark, bedroom sex only. At least for the last twenty years or so. As part of getting her to be sexy for these guys, she likes to flash and show off, presumably for the guys that are paying, but now also for anyone around. She suddenly likes public sex again."
"But now, you think you can fix her? Take that away?"
"Uh huh. He left a trigger word, or actually phrase, so he can refine or adjust his programming. All we have to do is have her hear the phrase and then give her directions to listen to someone else now."
"Like you? So, you can re-program her?"
"No way. I don't want that. I want her to listen to the therapist. She can reprogram her. At least, as far as she can. One thing about this research. The programming wears off on its own over time. But that's okay for what they're doing, with addiction, because the longer the programming is in place, the more 'normal' that set of behaviors has become. She's been at this for seven months now. Some of this won't ever go away."
"And you? Will she reprogram you?"
I looked down at the floor. "No. I watched the programming video of me over the weekend. He didn't leave a key for me. The only way I think it would work is to redo the programming with the device, the problem is, the police have it. We think I'm stuck this way until it wears off."
"Which is how long?"
"We don't know. There's more. He wanted to punish her more. We think he programmed our daughters to have sex with me, in front of her. And I'm supposed to seduce and have sex with her sister, mother and all her friends. All the women in her life."
"But you know it, so you can stop it, right?"
"I haven't been able to yet. I think, when we see her mom for Christmas, we can expect me to do the stupid stuff he suggested, like getting into the shower with her, climbing in bed with her when she's napping. He even suggested I pull her pants down and fuck her while she's washing the dishes."
"And you'd do those things?"
"From what I can tell? Yeah. I can't help myself."
"But you're not fucking me now, right? You're stopping yourself?"
"Actually, I'm not stopping me. You are. Your attitude, your demeanor right now is business, not playful. To me, that's a turn off in general, so it works here. As long as women stay all business with me, they're fine. But if they get playful, flirty, then I'm right back at them, trying to seduce them. I honestly don't know how far I'd take it with who."
"So, if I told you I wasn't wearing any panties, and I pushed my knees apart and dared you to show me your cock, you would?"
Without hesitation, I stood up, undid the front of my pants and let them slide down my legs. I pushed my briefs down and grasped my half hard dick, and started to stroke it. "Something like this?"
"Oh fuck," she whispered, staring at my dick, as I slowly stroked it harder. "And if I suggested that you could push my skirt up and lick my pussy if you wanted..."
I grinned at her and knelt down in front of her. I pushed her knees apart and slipped the hem of her skirt to her waist and pushed her knees even further apart as I lowered my face to her crotch, which, indeed, didn't have any panties covering her somewhat wiry, dark, almost black curls. I kissed the edges of the inner lips protruding and then licked up them gently. "You mean like this?"
"Uh huh." She breathed, as I let my tongue spread her lips. I dipped deep between them, searching for her clit and tasting her moisture. "Oh Goddamn," she moaned, as I found her clit and flicked across it. "The only thing better than this, would be to get fucked with that cock."
I didn't even hesitate. I pulled my face from her pussy and crawled on my knees between her legs. She watched as I rubbed my head up and down her now wet slit, working my mushroom head between her lips until I could feel the entrance to her depths. "You sure?"
"Oh God, yes." She moaned, as I pressed against her. Her body expanded around me, allowing my fat intruder into her hot wetness. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of my dick slowly slipping into her hot, wet confines. I started to rock my hips, after I was only a couple inches into her, working it in and out in short choppy strokes, lubricating both of us. I was soon stroking fully into her, my hands working on the buttons on the front of her dress, undoing them one at a time and spreading it apart. When I had undone as much as I could, I pulled the cups of her bra down, exposing both her rock-hard nipples. I let my hands cup and tease both breasts and nipples while I rocked my hips, driving my dick in and out. "Oh my God yes. Fuck me. Make me come, like I wanted you to do that night. Ohhhhhhh yesssss!"
"You wanted me to fuck you that night?"
"You know I did."
"On the hood?"
"I'd have taken it anywhere. Hood, leaning against the side of the car, on the trunk, in the back seat. I didn't much care. I just wanted it."
"How come?"
"Easy, I saw how big a bulge you got watching that woman on the street. The hooker that was practically showing everything? God it was so huge. I wanted to just reach over and undo your pants and pull it out and suck it. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted it."
"Well, now you have it. I hope it's everything you hoped for."
"It's so much better than I even imagined! Ohhhhh God! You're going to make me come with just your dick. That never happens. God yes. Gonna come. Ohhhhhh shit! OHHHH SHIIIIIT!" She cried, as her pussy clenched around me and her whole body trembled and shook. I continued to plunge into her, driving myself toward climax. I felt my body jerk and let it all happen, my body jerking and jamming my cock into her, as I pumped shot after shot into her hot depths. "Oh God, ohhhh God, yes yes yes. Ohhhh fuck yes!" She moaned, as I squeezed and teased her nipples, trying to push her climax even higher. Her whole body was trembling as I moved in and out again, my cock still mostly hard, but her climax not quite done. I thrust in and out, trying to prolong her orgasm as long as I could, my stroking seeming to help, as she lifted and spread her legs. She pulled them back toward her as she sat slouched down in the chair, letting my cock slide deeper into her.
I moved one hand to her pussy and stroked her clit, rubbing my thumb across it quicky, trying to push her orgasm even higher.
"Professor C? Are you in?" I heard a young woman say, as the door opened. "Oh fuck! I'm sorry!" she said, as she backed out of the room.
"Oh fuck." I groaned, stopping my strokes. I pulled out of Tina and quickly pulled my pants back up. I was still fastening my pants when I reached the door and pulled it open, looking for the young lady that had opened it. I saw her part way down the hall, walking quickly away. I looked at my watch and realized I was late for class. "Shit. I forgot about class!" I swore quietly, as I moved back into my office, Lisa buttoning the last of the buttons on her dress.
"Not a problem. Want me to come tonight and start working on it?"
"Yeah, I can show you what I need." I agreed, as I grabbed my stuff and headed for the door again.
I left the door standing open, as I headed down the hall toward the classroom. Fortunately, this was a small, upper-level class. But when I stepped in the three girls in the front of the room stared at me, the one in the middle, the one that walked in on me and Tina, blushed brightly. "Sorry. I was unavoidably detained by a colleague. Now, where did we leave off Friday?"
---o---
"Miss Anderson, could I see you a moment after class?" I said, looking at the young lady that had walked in on me. I waited for the rest of the class to depart and then she walked up to me. "Miss Anderson. Do you have a moment to come to my office and talk?"
"Um..."
"I'd like to take the opportunity to apologize for what you saw, but don't really want to do that in public, if you can understand that." I said quietly.
"I have a few minutes. Sure."
"Thank you." I nodded, picking up my stuff and heading to my office with her following. We walked into my office and the automatic closer for the door pulled it closed behind us. "Miss Anderson. I do want to apologize. I understand that this sounds like I'm making excuses, but there really is no adequate excuse for what you walked in on. What I am hoping, is that you understand why you walked in on what you did, and would be kind enough to keep this between us. You see, I'm struggling with a health related issue, that makes it virtually impossible for me to refuse a woman that is, well, propositioning me, for any better way to say it. My friend Tina, Miss Rayland, was quite honestly in disbelief, and chose to try to verify the claim, which led to what you saw."
"So, it was her idea?"
"It was."
"And she did what to start this?"
"She, um, she took off her underwear and flashed her bare private parts at me, and requested that I return the favor." I admitted quietly. "As much as I knew it was not only dangerous, given the environment, but also highly inappropriate, I couldn't stop myself from doing what she asked."
"What kind of medical condition causes that?" She asked with a frown, clearly not believing my story.
I took a deep breath. "I'd hoped I wouldn't have to get into the details, but suffice it to say that a number of people on this campus and in the community, including some other faculty as well as staff and at least two students have become victims of someone's attempt to control their sexual desires through hypnosis. I unwittingly stumbled onto this person in the midst of all this, and this is my punishment. Until my mental health team can find a resolution, it seems I'm stuck with this situation."
"This all... sounds kind of far-fetched."
"It was to me as well when I was confronted by the fact that my wife had become one of the victims. I'm working with the police to try and identify as many victims as possible and get them help."
"Does this have something to do with that rumor I heard, about two students in one of your classes being naked in your office?"
I looked back at her, startled. "There's a rumor about that?"
"There is. I wasn't sure I should believe it, but from what you say..."
"One of the two young ladies was the perpetrator's girlfriend. And yes, she was naked in my office. It was part of his punishment for breaking up with him, when she found out he was having sex with multiple women."
She looked at me for long seconds. "And if your friend just dropped her underwear and asked to see you, and it turned into that, then having her naked in your office would have led to..."



"Let's let that thought go unfinished." I said quietly. "I'm sure you can understand why I would request a little discretion on what you saw."
"I think I can. Thank you, for both explaining and apologizing."
"Thank you for being understanding." I said, as she turned and opened the door. "See you in class tomorrow."
"Definitely!" She said, as she headed out the door.
---o---
Thankfully the rest of the day went smoothly. After lunch I had two more classes, including one in the auditorium, though neither Gina or Elain were there. I was a little worried about what this might do to their grades, but there wasn't much I could do at this point. I also called Ivy and filled her in on what had transpired over the weekend. She asked me to bring a copy of the video from the kitchen with me, which I agreed to do. I didn't tell her about my plan yet on deprogramming Sue.
I beat Sue home from work again, which made me concerned. I was pretty sure that Dr Kim worked Mondays at the clinic, so having her late, made me presume Sue was being detained for his pleasure again. My fears were confirmed when she walked in, half an hour later.
"He did it again, didn't he?"
"Uh huh."
"Could you have stopped him?"
"I think so. But I didn't. I wanted him to think he was still in charge. This time, he took my phone from me as soon as he came in the room, before he did anything. I took that as a sign, and pretended that I thought it meant he wanted to be more in control, and begged him to tie my feet to the stirrups. He used some med tape and tied them to the table and my hands together."
"You wanted to be bound for him?"
"Uh huh. And when he does it on Wednesday, which I'm banking on him doing, he's going to be recorded on a hidden Go-pro camera. He might get my cell phone to keep me from recording him, but he won't know about the Go pro. Then I'll have him on camera, binding me and having sex with me. If I pretend to be drugged once he starts, we can edit the start out and hand over the film of him raping me, bound to the table. Our detective friend should love that, shouldn't she?"
"Julia? I'm willing to bet that she'll have his ass in jail before the night is out." I chuckled. "Remind me never to cross you. You can be devious as hell."
"Not with you lover, but with these other bastards, you know it. They deserve everything they get. Just like Adam did. I hope it was excruciatingly painful to have his cock slowly cut off his body."
"I'm quite sure it was." I agreed. "Now, I invited Joe and Debbie over tonight to play. I thought you might need it.'
"You don't?"
"You remember me saying that Tina would probably want sex to do that work we talked about? Well, she did. I got walked in on doing her by one of my students. It seemed like a day for that. Debbie couldn't wait, and had me fucking her in one of the store rooms when the office assistant walked in on us. Only she didn't want to turn us in, she wanted to join in," I said. I walked to the table and pulled three toothpicks out of the small glass in the center of the table.
Sue walked over and pulled all the toothpicks out of the class and then put the glass in the cabinet. "Knowing what I know now, about you being programmed, well, I don't feel like I can hold you at all, to that silly bargain about keeping things even. Without Adam hooking me up, I'm finding a much lower desire to go get my pussy pounded, by a bunch of young guys. I'm still pretty attracted to the young men that come into the clinic, but so far, I'm keeping that at bay. You on the other hand, I don't think you stand a chance of not fucking anything with a skirt that flashes you any of her goodies. Do you?"
"Given what happened today, no. It's funny, now that I know I was programmed, it seems almost harder to resist doing it, or I give in easier maybe. It was a struggle to try and not do it, and then give in. It made me feel horrible. Now, it just makes me feel disgusted with myself afterwards. Disgusted that I can't control myself."
She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me. "Okay. This isn't programming. I love you and I forgive you."
"How do you know it isn't programming?"
She looked at me silently. "Good question. How do I? I don't think I can. But then, I guess that's the whole point."
"I guess it is. Even with him gone, we're still going to be dealing with this, for a long damn time."
"But we'll get through it." She whispered, before kissing me again. "So, besides you, what's for dinner?"
---o---
We weren't even done with dinner before Joe and Debbie showed up, both of them anxious to get started. We told them to head to the basement and get naked and warmed up while we finished eating, and then we went down to join them. I still didn't like watching Joe have sex with my wife, but then, I knew that it would help her not start going after the guys at the clinic, so I could put up with it. Debbie did her best to take my mind off of it as well, pulling me back upstairs and then outside into the warm summer night, begging me to finish what I started that morning, only this time under the stars. We ended up in the middle of the back yard, laying on several towels to insulate us from the grass when I thought I heard a car pull into the driveway. It was only moments later I could hear the doorbell ring, through the still open sliding patio doors.
"Damn! That's the second time today!" Debbie huffed, in frustration.
"Sorry honey." I whispered, as I leaned down and kissed her softly. "I'll finish it this time, I promise."
"You better!" She said, as I got up and headed into the house.
I wasn't surprised when I opened the door and saw Tina standing there, grinning at me. "I'm not early, am I?"
I shook my head. "Well, a little, but what the hell." I said, opening the door all the way, allowing her to see that I was standing there, completely naked, with a raging hardon.
"Actually, looks to me like I'm just in time." She said, stepping toward me and grasping my dick with her free hand, her other hand carrying her laptop case. "Can I join in? Or is it a private party?"
"It's not private, but it is taken, until he finishes what he started." Debbie said from behind me.
"Debbie, this is Tina, my audio expert. Tina, our friend Debbie. She and her husband Joe are the couple I was telling you about. Joe's downstairs with my wife right now."
"Well, I don't mind sharing if you don't." Tina said, looking past me at Debbie, as she walked toward us.
"I don't mind sharing, usually, but this is the second time today that I've been cheated out of the end of a good time. So, this time, if you don't mind." Debbie said, pulling my arm, "he has a pussy to fuck!"
"Hang on. I need to get her started." I said quickly.
"Looks to me like you already got her started." Debbie said with a frown. "Fine. Let's go do what you need."
I led them both down the stairs to the basement, and my work room where I had a computer set up to read the portable drive files. I logged into the system and connected to the disk, searching through until I found the file I wanted. "Okay. So, this part is him breaking into the programming on my wife. We need to make him say this and then say this part." I said, opening a text file that had what I thought Ivy would need to transfer control, at least I hoped that was what would happen.
"So, I get to what? Pick through and find him saying things to build this, right?"
"That's the idea. You see, from what I can tell, it has to be him making the commands. His voice. But if we can get him to transfer it to Ivy, our therapist, then she can delete the programming. At least, that's my theory. Hasn't been tried, and I'm afraid it won't work."
"Well, with all the hours of video here, it could take some time." She said as she clicked through the lists of files. "And I'm willing to bet only some of them have him in it."
"Yeah, the living room, patio and the basement have the most of him. Just be aware, I've not watched all of it yet. Hell, only a fraction. But some of the stuff you see might be disturbing."
"I'm sure I can handle it."
"I'll let you work. I have to finish what I started."
She laughed, as Debbie led me out of my work room, and back up the stairs.
"This time, I'm going to be on top, that way you can't get up and run away again." Debbie said softly, as she pushed me down onto the towels. She straddled me and guided my, still hard, dick toward her pussy. She moaned softly as she sunk slowly down my shaft. "Mmmmm yes. That's it." She cooed, as she began to bounce herself on me, her big soft tits flopping up and down with each stroke down my shaft. Her round, soft butt slapped against me in the night, echoing lightly off the side of the house, as she pounded herself down onto me, over and over.
I reached for her tits and grasped them, trying to hold her nipples, as her tits tried to bounce and move, the weight of her tits pulling her nipples this way and that, drawing more moans from her. "God yes, I'm going to come." She moaned into the night, as she moved her hands to mine, pulling them from her tits. She held my hands, using them as levers as she lifted and dropped harder and faster, the slap of her ass against me growing louder, as did her moans. "Ohhhhh fuck!" She said, in a squeaky voice. "FUCK! I'M COOOOOMMMMING! Her whole body began to tremble and shake, her strokes becoming uncoordinated as she tried to keep stroking on me. I knew what she wanted. She wanted to feel the end of it all inside her.
I closed my eyes and let the last of her strokes push me over the edge that I was already so damn close to. My body jerked hard, making her gasp and cry out that she could feel me coming, as I pumped shot after shot into her, leaving me laying, momentarily panting and exhausted. When I opened my eyes and looked past her, at the movement I saw. Trish was standing completely naked on her balcony, sliding a vibrator in and out of her pussy. I didn't know if she could tell I was watching her or not, at least not in the darkened yard, but I couldn't help but watch her push herself closer and closer to climax. With a jerk and shudder, she froze in position, holding the vibrator in place while she climaxed. I could see her panting for breath, as she stood there, looking down at me, exposed to any of the other neighbors that might happen to look out at the back of her house.
I closed my eyes and lay there, letting my breathing return while Debbie sat on me, allowing my dick to soften inside her, seemingly unwilling to move off of me.
"If I sit here long enough, does it get hard again?"
"Normally, yeah. But I've had quite a bit of sex today and to be honest, it might take a little persuasion."
"You mean more than watching the neighbor lady fucking herself on her balcony?" She laughed, as I looked at her in surprise. "You are so damn transparent. I could see you weren't looking at me, and I heard her climaxing. Was it fun? Watching her fucking herself while I rode you? Do you like being watched?"
"It seems that Adam thought it'd be cute for both Sue and me to partake in semi-public sex."
"Mmmmmmm. I'm going to remember that. Joe just doesn't want to do anything too risky. I got him to fuck me in the river one time, but when another canoe came, well, that was the end of that. I bet you'd have just kept on fucking me, wouldn't you?"
"Without a doubt."
"Good. Maybe we should all go canoeing some time. Sue can teach Joe how to fuck in public and you can take me anywhere you want."
"Be careful what you wish for," I chuckled. "Right now, I think I need to check on Tina."
"Oh phoo. If you have to."
"I need to."
She moved off of me, my cum leaking out of her, making me wonder just how much Joe had contributed to Sue tonight. Debbie followed me down the stairs to the work room and when we stepped in, we saw Tina with her feet on the edge of the table, a video of a woman being fucked by four guys playing, while she fingered her exposed pussy. It took a few moments for one of the guys to move out of the way, and see that the video was one of my wife. I watched it for only a few moments and then walked away, not wanting to watch it any further.
---o---
I didn't really want to wake up. It was only Tuesday and I was wishing it was Friday. I rolled over and wrapped my arm around my wife, only to realize it wasn't. "That's right, Tina stayed." I breathed, as I looked at her naked body, my dick almost immediately starting to get hard. I remembered Joe and Debbie going home, and then Sue inviting Tina to stay the night. It was almost midnight, before I got to go to sleep, Sue begging me to fuck Tina where she could watch and catch my cum. Like we'd done that day when I was programmed, we had Tina in a sixty-nine, licking Sue, while I fucked Tina from behind. After I came, Sue licked and sucked my cum, from Tina, before moving to my cock. By the time she had me cleaned off, she also had me hard, and worked me into Tina to give her a second orgasm before we all fell in a heap to sleep. With all the sex I'd had the day before, I was surprised that I never even got to fuck my own wife!
I crawled out of bed and headed for the shower. I was glad we had a big one when the girls joined me, Tina more eager than Sue to wash me, but eager enough to suck on Tina's nipples and finger her pussy until she came. I couldn't resist, and soon had my dick stuffed inside Sue while she continued to stay bent over, playing with Tina's nipples and pussy. I felt her climax after only a few short minutes, and then followed her, pumping my morning load deep in her pussy. Only after that, was I sated enough to be able to leave the two beauties in the shower, while I shaved, dressed and headed down to make lunches.
---o---
"Morning Professor C!" I heard, as my office door opened. I'd only been in my office a few minutes, barely time to get my computer booted up and start thinking about the day. I looked up to see Miss Anderson standing in my doorway. "Do you have a few minutes?"
"Sure." I answered, leaning back as she stepped into the room, followed by her two friends that had been sitting next to her in class. "What can I do for you Miss Anderson?"
"Anna, please. I was wondering about what you said yesterday. Is it really true?"
"It is." I nodded, suddenly concerned. "Anna. You're not going to... Shit." I groaned, as she bent over slightly, slipped her hands up under her skirt and began to pull down her panties. I watched her slip them all the way down her legs and step out of them, without showing me anything else. She stepped closer to my desk and tossed the panties onto my lap.
"From what you said, a pair of panties buys a look at your cock."
"It might. If it was just you. Don't you think all three of you need to make payment?" I asked with a grin, already knowing that this was going to be trouble, but unable to stop myself. "How about it, girls. It's um, Miss. Um. Winston?" I asked, looking at the blonde standing to her right, "and um. Damn. Stevens?" I asked the young lady that was clearly bi-racial. She had dark, curly afro hair, but very light-colored skin, almost like coffee with a heavy dose of milk.
"Susanne and Patricia." Anna offered. "Girls?"
Without a word, both repeated her steps, slipping their fingers up under their already short skirts to pull their panties down their legs without showing me anything. A few moments later, both pairs of panties were in my lap.
"Well, that's a pretty tempting offer, but what fun is it if I can't see anything? Tell you what, how about a little game?"
"Like what?"
I wrote on the back side of a half dozen post it notes, and then stuck them on the desk in front of them. "Each one of you gets to pick a note. If you show me what it says on the note, I'll show you what you want to see. The choices on the notes are boobs, kitty and naked. You up for the game?" I asked, leaning back and grinning.
The three of them looked at each other, apparently not having planned on exposing that much. Finally, Anna reached out and took a note. "Go on. Pick one." She said to her two friends, who reluctantly did the same. They showed each other the notes and then looked back at me. "I thought you said the choices were boobs, kitty and naked? How come we all got naked?"
"Did you now?" I asked, leaning forward and reaching for the other notes. I turned them over one at a time, one saying kitty, one saying boobs and the other saying naked. "Never said it was an even distribution, did I?"
"But that isn't fair. Why do we all have to show you?" Patricia asked with a frown.
"That's easy. Because I think you look sexy as hell and I wanna see you naked." I answered her with a grin. "Okay. You all like risk. I know that because you all came in here and at considerable risk, took off your panties," which I held up for them to see, "In the hopes that you'd get to see the big cock that Anna told you about, right? Well, with risk comes reward, sometimes. Here's what I'll do. There are three slips left, one of each. You can each pick a new slip." As they started to move to do so I added. "But, with a catch. Whoever picks nipples, you have to take your shirt off and give it to me, and come over and take down my pants while I suck your nipples. Whoever picks kitty, has to take her skirt off and give it to me and then bend over my desk and let me lick her pussy."
"And the one that picks naked?" Anna asked. "Has to have sex with you?"
"Whoever picks naked has to get naked, and give me her clothes. She gets to sit on my dick and if she can make both of us come, you all get your clothes back."
"And if she doesn't?"
I grinned. "Then I get to enjoy the view until noon. You can have them back then."
"And if we don't want to take your challenge?"
"You will. Because Anna has you much too excited about seeing my dick."
"How do you know that?"
I held up the three sets of underwear. "The crotch of all three are good and wet. Someone's been thinking about sex pretty hard. So, who draws first?"
The three of them looked at each other, and then stepped the short step to the table again. One by one they picked a slip and turned it over to look at it. "Fuck." Anna said with a groan. She turned the slip around to face me and it said boobs.
"You were hoping for naked, huh? Well, you have to get me hard, I didn't say how. If it takes your pussy sliding on it, I'm not going to stop you, any of you, from doing that."
She grinned and pulled her shirt off. She stepped over to me and took my hands, pulling me up from my chair. In moments my pants and briefs were around my ankles and my dick was sticking out lewdly at them. She wrapped both hands around it and started to stroke it. I stepped to the side, and pulled the chair I keep for students around from the side of my desk and sat down in it. I coaxed her toward me, leaning my face to suck one of her rock-hard nipples. She straddled the chair, and me, and then gripped my dick, lowering herself until I could feel my head pressing against her pussy lips. She rubbed me back and forth, lowering herself slightly, letting my head press between her lips and then into her the entrance to her depths. "Ohhhhh shit." She moaned as she started to lift and lower herself a little, working me deeper and deeper into her pussy. "Jesus he's really that big."
"Looks like it." Suzanne whispered, slipping her skirt down and stepping out of it. Her pussy had a small amount of inner lip protruding from her fat outer lips and the blond curls covering her mound and between her legs. Much less than Anna's completely shaved lips framed. Suzanne began to stroke and tease her pussy as she watched Anna begin bouncing on me, making me have to work to keep her hard nipple in my mouth. I finally gave up and just let her bounce on me, her titties bouncing wildly on her chest. I reached for her hips and slowed her and then coaxed her up and off.



"Don't want to wear it out before Patrica gets her turn, do you?"
"Fuck."
"Didn't say I wouldn't make you come. Let Suzanne get her pussy licked and then I'll make sure you both come, while Patricia takes me along with her."
"Oh, fine." She said, with a frown.
Suzanne stepped over and bent over, pushing her ass out at me. I leaned my face over and kissed her soft lips and then licked her soft inner lips. I didn't spend long licking her, my dick was screaming to stuff it into her, so I stood up and pushed into her hot wetness, drawing a long deep moan. I stroked in and out a few dozen times and then pulled out, looking at Patricia.
"Well?"
She reluctantly undid the dress she had on, pulling it down her body and letting it fall to the floor. Her body was indeed sexy. Her whole body was the same uniform color of heavily creamed coffee, except for her areola, nipples and the significant amount of inner lip that was protruding, which were all the color of dark chocolate. She chewed her lower lip as she stepped to me and then reached for my dick. She held it up and rubbed the tip around her lips before letting herself settle onto it.
"Ohmygodyes!" She moaned, as she sunk down my fat shaft. "Jesus you weren't kidding."
"Told you." Said Anna.
Patricia's tits were the largest of the group, easily a D cup, but still firm and round as I cupped them and guided one of her nipples to my mouth. I closed my eyes and licked and sucked her nipple for long seconds, as she moved slowly up and down my shaft. I felt my hands being drawn away from Suzannes tits, and down to two wet pussies. I let my fingers find their way between both sets of soft pussy lips, searching for their clits and finding them. Patricia started bouncing harder on me, making it impossible for me to keep sucking her nipples, so I leaned back and enjoyed the view of her tits bouncing on her chest. I occasionally looked at the other two girls, both now as naked as Patricia was, my fingers between their legs, teasing and stroking them closer and closer to climax. Up and down Patricia pounded, her ass slapping my legs hard with each drop, her moans and gasps growing as her orgasm grew closer.
"Oh fuck. Gonna come. Oh ANNA!" Patricia gasped, as Anna reached out and squeezed one of her nipples. She slammed herself down and began to shake and tremble as her climax washed over her sexy young body. She opened her eyes and looked at me for long seconds, panting, before she climbed off of me. Anna didn't waste a moment. She was moving to climb onto me, almost before Patricia had moved away. She aimed my cock for her pussy and plunged down on it, with a long deep groan of pleasure.
"Jesus yes." She gasped, as she began to bounce on me. Up and down, she moved, pushing the orgasm that I had already started building with my fingers, even closer to its release. I felt my own urgency growing, becoming undeniable. I closed my eyes and tried to hold myself back as my body screamed for release. I waited, feeling for her to climax with me, and as soon as I felt her pussy start to tremble and spasm, I let myself go, my body jerking hard as my cock pumped a gush up into her. I leaned my head back and enjoyed the sensation, of her pussy squeezing my surging cock, as we came in unison.
"Ohhhhh damn." I groaned softly. "I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did."
"Oh yeah." She panted. "I did."
"Only one that didn't get one was me." Suzanne said with a pout.
"Tell you what. I'll owe you a special one. Anywhere, any time."
"You sure?"
"Uh huh."
"I'll let you know. I have a few ideas."
"Just remember, gotta be naked."
"I will be." She said, with a naughty looking little grin.
Anna pulled off of me and took her panties from off my desk and slipped them back on to catch the cum drooling from her pussy. God, she looked so fucking sexy! I watched them all dress, finally standing up and pulling my own clothes back in place before they left. Each of them gave me a long, wet kiss, before slipping out the door and down the hall.
It took at least half an hour before my mind was working right again. I knew what I did was wrong, and could cost me my job, but I still couldn't help myself. I was going to have to figure out how to stop this, or I was going to have to get some professional help, here on campus. I thought about chatting with my friend, but she already was overlooking me having sex with two students, and now I was going to add more? And not be in trouble for it? I didn't see how that was going to work. Maybe a leave of absence, but, for how long? This could take years to wear off!
I was still sitting, pondering my concerns and options, when my phone rang. "Doctor Connor," I answered automatically.
" Dr Connor. This is Dean Nichols. I was wondering if you had a few minutes to get together with us, this morning?
My emergency antenna quickly deployed. Short notice, not good. Dean Nichols, my boss's boss, not good. Get together with US? Definitely not good. Say goodbye to my career, not good. "Um. Sure. When?"
"Are you available now?"
"Uh. Yeah. I can be."
"Excellent. There's a conference room just down the hall from my office, say, ten minutes?
Us in a conference room? Not good at all. But I was stuck. "Sure, be there in ten."
"Fine, see you then. He said, before hanging up.
I looked around the office and wondered if I'd see it again. My guess was Gina and Elain. Probably a formal hearing before they fire me. Not that the hearing would do any good. I wouldn't lie. If they were going to fire me for it, all I could do is explain my side and take my lumps. I headed out the door a couple minutes later, knowing it would only take me about three minutes to walk to the admin building and his office. To my surprise, even though I was early, the dean was already there, along with another woman I didn't recognize, and Diane. If I had any thoughts this wasn't what I guessed, it was dispelled by her presence.
"Hello Dr Connor." The dean said, as he stood up and reached out to shake my hand, which sort of surprised me, considering what I was expecting. I took his hand and shook it. "This is vice provost Claire Daniels, student affairs, and I believe you know Diane already. Have a seat." I sat down across the table from the three of them, unsure what to do next.
"I realize this is an extraordinary situation for you, so let me put you at ease as much as I can. The chancellor had appointed the three of us as a sexual assault task force, given the unusual number of victims. Under this investigation, you are considered a victim here. And yes, I am aware that there has been some, what shall I say, unusual sexual activity going on at a number of locations. We've spent a considerable amount of time with a detective Connor, and as part of that we have viewed some small portions of video she has provided in order to help us understand just exactly what was happening. Among that video was a segment where you were restrained under duress and conditioned, is the term she used, conditioned to respond in certain ways to certain stimuli. We had a hard time believing just how effective this conditioning was, until we viewed footage of a woman being conditioned, and then later footage of her being triggered, as she calls it, to respond, according to that conditioning. The footage was indeed graphic and, honestly, very startling. She had indicated that you were the one that discovered what was happening, and that you have been working closely with her to identify victims."
"Yes sir. I have."
"Stan. Please. We want to keep this as comfortable and informal as we can. What we would like from you Allen, is to get a better feel for how this is impacting the victims. We chose you, partly because you already have a trust relationship with Diane, and, well, to be frank, you're the only man on the list. All the rest of the victims appear to be female of varying ages."
The vice provost leaned forward, toward me, resting her arms on the table. "If you could explain a bit more about how you became involved? The detective was hesitant to share the entire video segment, and suggested that for privacy reasons, we should discuss it with you. As part of the victim rights, you can refuse to discuss any of it. But we were hoping to get your Insight."
"Allen." Diane said quietly. "I think it would help, if you could help us. I know some things that have been happening in your department that are clearly inappropriate, but we've withheld action until we can understand the context of what you are experiencing. Nothing you say here will go beyond this room. This is your opportunity to help us understand what you are going through."
"Alright. But let me say, Dean, um, Stan. You may choose to want to step aside from this task force. No, not because you are the only man on it. But as I go on, you may find yourself in an untenable conflict of interest."
"I'm not sure I understand why, but I'll keep that in mind as we talk." He said frowning.
"It all started, what has to be almost nine months ago now. I noticed a sudden change in my wife's behavior. She suddenly started to avoid sex. I noticed things that I haven't even told her about. I noticed a sudden increase in the number of undergarments she was buying. For some reason, she was losing brassieres and underwear. She'd often come home from work late without a bra, or she'd go out on an evening to see a friend and come home looking disheveled and sometimes with still damp hair. My obvious conclusion was that she was going out for sex. I didn't want to think about her cheating on me, so I denied what I as seeing for months, but it didn't get any better. Things came to a head several weeks ago, about the end of the semester. We went camping, and I took additional time off. More than she had, so I stayed at the lake camping, while she returned to town and worked."
"I found I was suddenly very tempted to have sex with other women. It started even before that, almost three weeks before the end of the semester. I noticed that for some reason, I became less concerned about my wife's unusual behavior and much more focused on women in general. Any woman that flirted with me, I flirted back. Not just a little bit, but a LOT. I was clearly coming on to them sexually, and I recognized it and was forcing myself to try and not allow it to get out of control. As the days passed, it became very,much harder. I caught myself, actually squeezing the butt of a young woman in the elevator, that had responded to my flirt. She didn't complain, and seemed to like it, but fortunately for me, she and I didn't end up getting off on the same floor. While I was camping, that changed. I suddenly found myself unable to restrain myself. A woman in the campground was definitely flirting with me and it quickly moved from just flirting to physical relations."
"And you were okay with doing that?" Claire asked.
"Actually, I felt horribly guilty about it afterwards, but at the time I just couldn't help myself. Once she was naked, I was quite literally unable to restrain my desire to have sex with her. And it wasn't just her. Over the course of the week, I had sex with no less than seven different women there, all of them after flirting or teasing got them naked. At the same time, I was spending a lot of time thinking about my wife and my relationship, and I realized that she set me up, to cheat on her. She actually invited the first woman to seduce me and have sex. The only reason I could think of was that she was indeed cheating and this was her way of making it so I'd have to forgive her. It wasn't until the second weekend, when my wife came back, that I confronted her about it. Even then, we didn't understand what had happened. She admitted that she had had sex with a friend's son, Adam. She also confessed that she had had sex with not only him, but a number of friends on multiple occasions. But her recollections were foggy and not particularly defined. So, I went over to confront June about what her son had been doing with my wife. I knew something was off, but I couldn't put my finger on it. I had this weird thought, in my mind, and I went into her house, snooping around, and that's when I found the computer."
"And you told the police."
"I did. There were hundreds and hundreds of hours of video on the drive. Adam had wired the whole house with motion sensitive cameras, and was streaming it to, well, I don't know who. But I made a copy of the drive, before I called the police. I was glad I did. Over the last few weeks, I've been going through and trying to identify women that were compromised. It's amazing how intertwined lives can be. I've found co-workers, my wife's friends, my friend's wives, even students. I'm sure the list you have is primarily university employees and students. But there are so many more. People I know that are doing unspeakable, sexual things that they would never consider. The wife of one friend, who is extremely religious and conservative, is now allowing herself to be tied to a table and have multiple guys have sex with her, in every way imaginable. In one instance, she was taken by no less than twelve guys over a period of just over an hour. I haven't told her yet. I don't think she even knows she has done it. I'm waiting to tell her, hoping that the memory block he tries to use will hold. It would be devastating for her to find out she did that."
"I understand your concern for your friend, but don't you think you should let the professionals handle this?" Claire asked.
"Handle it how? They can't fix it. They can't change it. All they can do is tell her she did this horrible thing and offer her some counseling to help her deal with the aftermath. No, I'd rather be the keeper of the news, until such time as she has to know."
"And how will you know that?"
I shrugged. "If I had all the answers, I wouldn't have the problem I do right now."
"Let's get back to that." Stan said quietly. "So, you found the computer."
"Yeah. It wasn't until the detective came to see us, out camping, that we found out I had been conditioned. It seems that the women were given instructions, on not bringing men over to the house without checking with June that it was okay. We stopped by unannounced, and walked in on a rape orgy."
"A rape orgy?" Claire asked curiously.
"When I walked in, the wife of my best friend was secured to this table, that kept her arms spread and held her legs up and apart so she was completely exposed. There was a guy, standing at that end of the table, having sex with her, and telling her all this nasty stuff about how he was going to fill her with is cum and shit like that. She was struggling to try to break out of the bonds, and none of the other women, six others, were doing anything to help her. They were just sitting around watching. I walked over and shoved the guy away from her. Well, Adam was watching, from where I didn't see him, and he immediately shouted for the women, that were hanging out, to restrain me. I ended up with six of them laying on top of me, pinning me to the ground. I didn't want to hurt them, which was probably why I was taken down, as easily as I was. In the struggle, the weapon I always carry when I'm not here, fell out and Adam found it."
"So that's where he got the gun?" Diane asked.
"Yep, it was mine. He put it to Sue's, my wife's, head and told me if I didn't stop struggling, he'd shoot her. I ended up handcuffed in the kitchen. He spent some time talking to Sue, apparently, he does this thing, where he can put them back under his spell by saying a certain thing. He sorta puts them back into the hypnotic trance. I didn't think that kind of thing was possible, until I saw it done. He had her mix the drugs and feed them to me. It was drink the water laced with drugs, or have my wife be shot. I drank. The thing of all this was, I didn't even remember doing any of this, until the detective told me about the video. I'd never even thought to look for anything with me in it."
"And that was the video we saw, of you handcuffed in the kitchen?"
"Apparently."
"So, we heard him outline what he was going to do to you, in the discussion with your wife. His punishment as he said. I take it that he has conditioned you that way?"
"Yes sir, he has. As the weeks have passed, the conditioning has seemed to become more intense. At first, I could resist to some extent. Now, I find myself flirting with women more frequently, and if they respond, those flirts become much more intense. Quite honestly, I find myself tying to convince them to flash body parts, or take off clothing items. The goal is to get them naked, because once they are naked, I am completely unable to refrain from having sex. The only way it's stopped, is for them to say no. If they firmly say no, I can break out and let it all go, but otherwise, I'm unable to help myself."
"And this applies to any woman?" Claire asked.
I looked at her seriously. "If you took that dress off, I would, without any hesitation, have sex with you, right here, in this room, in front of them. I find you to be quite attractive, even in that somewhat stiff business skirt suit. You'd look a lot sexier if you lost the jacket."
She looked at me almost in shock. "I see," she whispered. "Now, I understand that you have been having sexual relations, with a staff member of your department."
"Actually, yes. The therapist suggested that we find a younger couple, we could trust, to have relations with. Sue was conditioned to want younger men, and working with partly naked young men at the clinic, we agreed that it would be a good safety valve. If she can hold back long enough to get off work, Joe will make himself available to give her satisfaction. That presumes of course, that she isn't physically triggered."
"Physically triggered?" Claire asked.
"We think that Sue was one of his early attempts. He gave her a physical trigger. Rubbing her shoulders in just a certain way, or her lower back, it would trigger an intense physical desire to have sex, with whoever was rubbing her."
"In a certain way?" Claire asked.
"Sure. Let me show you." I answered, as I stood up. I walked around the table until I was behind her. "Let me take your jacket off," I suggested. She looked back at me and then at Diane, who just nodded, ever so slightly. She allowed me to help her slide her coat off and lay it on the table. "Any guy that came up to her and did this," I said as I gently laid my hands on her shoulders. I began to rub the base of her neck, right near her spine, with my thumbs, allowing my fingers to gently rub the top of her shoulders. She let her head drop forward some, at the pleasant sensation. I leaned my face down next to hers as I continued to rub her shoulders. "Any guy that does this, she has a sudden intense desire to have sex with." I whispered, before I turned my head slightly and let my lips brush her earlobe. My hands moved over her shoulders a little further, my finger tips stroking her upper chest now as my thumbs rubbed the sides of her neck instead of the back.
"I, um. I think I get the idea." She answered, a little breathlessly, as I kissed her earlobe again.
"I was right. You do look a lot sexier, without the coat." I whispered, as I let my hands slide down a little further, stroking the top swell of both her modest sized breasts. "Much sexier."
She suddenly reached for my hands and pulled them away. "I think I get the point. So, anyone that rubs her that way, she's going to want to have sex with?"
I straightened and pulled a chair out next to her and sat in it, sitting so I was looking at her. "Uh huh. But he went back and added verbal commands. Most of the women he programmed used verbal commands. Things like, I'd love to see you naked. Or, if you show me your sexy tits, I'll make the orgasm more than worth it. Things like that." I said, twisting my chair so I was reaching my finger tips to her stocking covered leg, where it stuck out from her skirt.



"Claire! Say no, firmly!" Diane said sharply, drawing Claire's attention to her. She looked back at me and then down where my fingers were stroking her smooth stocking covered leg.
"Allen! NO!"
I almost jerked back, pulling my fingers back like they were burned. "Shit. I'm sorry." I said quickly, getting up and walking back around to the other chair and dropping into it. "I'm really sorry."
"It's, um, alright." She said quickly, blushing somewhat. "I think I understand what you mean now about flirting. I didn't even think I was, but, well, huh. Interesting. And you just keep going until she says no?"
"Or she climaxes." I nodded. "Debbie, since her husband is servicing my wife, has permission to allow me to do the same for her. He doesn't seem to mind and she definitely doesn't."
"So, while you were rubbing my shoulders. Did you think about what you were doing, how you were moving forward?" Diane asked.
"No. in fact, I was only slightly aware that I was moving forward. Now that it stopped, I realize what I was doing and I remember all of it, including how her hair and perfume smelled, how sexy she felt under my hands, how it would have felt to start opening her blouse and stroking her bare skin. How she might have moved as I slipped my hands down into her bra, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples. I can see they're already getting hard. I bet they taste good too!"
"Allen STOP!" Diane said sharply. "Jesus, is it like that all the time for you?"
I looked down at my lap, embarrassed. "Yeah. It is."
"With any woman?"
"With any woman. And I remember all of it. I remember the face and body of every woman I make love to. I can recall their most intimate details. The curve of their breast to the softness of their insides. Yeah, I remember it all, and if Sue asks me, I can and will tell her all about it. That's part of her punishment."
"Part of it?"
"She didn't used to be able to remember when she did things. Since that day he conditioned me, he made her able to remember. As time has gone on, she's remembering more and more times she did things. He added a verbal command for her to go to guys houses and play mom. You know, sons who want to fuck mom? Well, she goes and starts doing laundry or taking a shower or cleaning a room, and then the guy comes in and undresses her and has sex with her, pretending she's his mom."
"That's disgusting!" Claire said, with a scowl.
"You'd be surprised how many young guys have that fantasy. Adam just provided a way to help them fulfill it. Lots of times a guy apparently didn't want to do it alone, but if he was with friends, he was braver and then they'd take turns with her. So far, the largest group she remembers is six. But two or three was more normal."
"And she'd have sex with all three of them?" Claire asked.
"She's stopped telling me how many she's remembered. But it's something over eighty in eight months. Some of them might be repeats, but she doesn't know that much."
"Jesus." Claire said quietly."
"Can I see the list of who they have figured out? Maybe I can add a few names." I said, leaning forward. Claire pulled a paper from the folder in front of her and handed it over. It was a typed list of about fifteen people, all women except for me. "Yeah. I can add a couple names here. Dean Nichols. I'm afraid you can add your wife to the list."
"My wife?" He exclaimed.
"Yeah. The day I walked in on the rape party, well, one of the women there was your wife."
"My wife? Are you sure?" He asked, his eyes the size of saucers.
"Slender, five-eightish, B cup breasts, slightly oblong areola with really pink nipples sticking out about the thickness of my pinky finger? A slightly odd shaped dark birthmark on the back of her left thigh only a few finger widths from her pussy? Blond curls trimmed into a small triangle with her lips otherwise shaved?"
"Jesus. Jeanie!" he said quietly. "Did she, um, do you know if..."
"If she had sex that day? Yes, she did. Adam wanted to make sure Sue got a face full. He had her strapped to that table, with her legs up and spread and her arms tied out. One by one, the women, including your wife, climbed onto the table, with their heads between my wife's legs and their pussy in her face. They licked her pussy while I screwed them from behind until I unloaded in them. Then, Sue licked my cum, as it leaked from them. Yes, your wife did. And from the way she did it, I'd say it wasn't the first time she'd had her face between another woman's legs. She was the second one, so she got a pretty good load. I'm sorry. That's part of the programming. If I'm asked, I can't help but give details."
"Holy shit. What did that maniac condition her to do?"
"I don't know. But I can try and find her on the videos."
"Can't he just ask her?" Claire asked.
"I doubt she even realizes she's conditioned. Most of the women that I've been with haven't the faintest. Usually, they're doing something they think is right and normal. One woman thought she was having sex with her husband every time, even though it was a total stranger."
"Allen. I'm going to give you a pretty wide latitude here with what you do, sexually, until we can resolve some way to deprogram you. Stan, I'm going to have to ask you to step down from the task force. With your wife now listed, you need to be separated from this. I'll ask the chancellor to appoint someone else."
He nodded and stood up. He looked right at me. "Was there any way for you to resist? I mean to not have sex with all those women that day?"
"None at all," I said. "I expect your wife doesn't even know what she did that day. She probably remembers having coffee and talking with friends or something like that."
He nodded and got up and left the room. I took the paper again and looked at it and then at Claire. "I need to add two more names. One is a victim, the other...the other I have to say was involved."
Claire looked at me startled. "A faculty?"
"More or less. Dr Kim. He knows about my wife's physical trigger and for the last few months has been triggering her in the clinic and having rather kinky sex with her in the exam room. We didn't have any proof, so we tried to record him. Sue sent the video to his wife, who came in and used the verbal trigger to have sex with her. When they got done the video had been deleted. We don't think she knew what she was doing. I think Dr Kim had his own wife conditioned or programmed."
"That's a pretty serious charge."
"We think that that's where Adam got his drugs and drug information from. He was doing research on therapeutic drugs. If we're right, by now there's a Go-pro camera hidden in one of the exam rooms that has video of him taping my wife's hands and feet to the exam table and then having sex with her, against her will. His usual move is to get her all turned on, and then have intercourse with her until she climaxes. Then he uses a speculum to spread her apart and jacks himself off into her through the speculum. We think it's some kind of kinky desire from doing pelvic exams on the college girls."
"And you think you have video of this?"
"If everything went right? Yes."
"If you do, we'll make sure that Dr Kim is taken care of, as would be Adam."
"As of Friday night, Adam has been taken care of. Someone got to him. The police think either a victim or a spouse that figured it out."
"Good lord. How?"
I chuckled. "The way it was described to me, he was self-castrated, very slowly, and then hanged when he passed out from lack of blood."
"Sounds like an appropriate punishment." Diane said.
"How are the girls? The two I referred to you?"
"They're very embarrassed and afraid to come back to class." She said quietly. "I'm trying to convince them."
"Have them come see me. Maybe I can settle it some for them. Incidentally, I had sex this morning with a couple students. They walked into my office and took off their panties and wanted to play show and tell. I'm sure you can guess what else happened."
"I'm sure I can," Diane said softly. "Are they going to complain?"
"I don't think so. They started it and could have walked away at any time. No, one of them saw me having sex in my office with someone and wanted to get a closer look. It was just a lot closer than I think she expected."
"And you couldn't prevent it?" Claire asked pointedly.
"I made up a game on the spur of the moment. They had to pick a sticky note. One of them had to show her boobs, the other had to show her pussy and the last had to strip. I'm sure you can guess what the third one also had to do."
"I'm sure I can." She nodded. "You do realize, that it's a terminating offence to have sex with one of your students?"
"Yes ma'am. I fully expected that I was coming here to be terminated for just exactly that."
"And you couldn't have stopped it?"
"Once they took off their underwear, it was in their hands. All they had to do was say no, stop, walk away, anything. But as long as they stayed and continued to respond positively, I couldn't help myself."
"Thank you. I think this has been very helpful. Diane, would you excuse us? I have a few more private questions for him, if you don't mind."
"Yes ma'am." Diane said, as she got up. She looked at me. "Don't worry. We'll find a way to help you out. Now that this is an official university problem, I can get additional resources that you might not otherwise have available."
"Thanks Diane. I'm hoping we can get this reversed, at least for Sue."
"Not you?"
"If what I have discussed with my therapist is correct, the only way to undo it is with the same method that he used to start with. And the police have that equipment."
"I'm sorry. Maybe there will be something we can do about that."
"It'd be nice." I agreed, she nodded and headed out the door.
"Tell me, if Diane hadn't told me to say no, just how far would you have gone?"
"I would have quite willingly undressed you, laid you on this table and had sex with you until you climaxed." I admitted.
"And you truly have no ability to control it?"
"None that I've found. And it's getting worse."
"And if the woman isn't good looking?"
I chuckled. "As if you think you aren't?"
"It was a hypothetical."
I looked at her seriously. "Adam programmed me to take advantage of all the women important to my wife. That includes her sister, our daughters and her mother. I have no doubt at all, that the next time I'm home with her, at her mother's house, that I will find some way to get naked with her and have sex with her, even at her age."
"And that doesn't bother you?"
"On the contrary. It bothers me a lot. So much so that I would like to say I won't go, but every time the thought comes to mind, it is quickly replaced with one of me climbing in the shower with her, or sliding my hands under her shirt while she's cooking, or pulling down her shorts while she's outside watering the flowers. There are a hundred ways and places I can imagine to have sex with a woman, and my imagination has been working overtime, in regards to her sister and her mother trying to expand that number.
She stood up. "And all I need to do to start it, is to flirt with you?"
I grinned. "I dare you to. I dare you to do what those girls did. I dare you to take your underwear off and hand them to me."
"And if I did?"
"Well, then we'd see what else I can dare you to take off. I bet you wear stockings instead of pantyhose, don't you? Ahhh. Knew it. I could tell by the way you looked back at me. I bet I can take them off of you without even ruffling your skirt. Just slide my hands up under and slowwwwwly roll them down your legs."
She blushed brightly. "I'm almost tempted to let you try."
"Getting wet, are you?"
"Me? That would be inappropriate."
I got up and walked around the table to where she stood. I gently turned her so her butt faced the table and pushed her back until she sat on it. I stepped right next to her and let my hand find her bare knee, and then slowly, very slowly slid my hand up her leg. She swallowed hard as my hand reached the hem of her skirt and then continued to slowly slide up. "Your legs feel so silky soft. Does your pussy feel the same way?" I whispered, as I let my fingers run up past the lacy tops of the stockings. "You want me to find out?" I whispered, my heart pounding in my chest as I let my fingers stroke up the inside of her leg. My finger tips found the crotch of her panties. I let my fingers slide up and down the soft material, stroking her through the panty.
"Oh damn." She breathed softly. "I should make you stop."
"But you won't." I whispered back, as I let my fingers start to worm my way under the crotch. The panties were smaller than small. They were tiny. Almost thong tiny, and easily pulled aside. My fingers stroked her soft flowery pussy lips, spreading the moisture leaking from her, as I worked my fingers between her lips.
"They blurred out your dick on the video they showed us." She breathed softly. "But it seemed like it must be pretty big, considering how much they had to blur."
"You want to see it?"
"Maybe." She said breathlessly.
"Well, my hand is busy, if you wanna see it, you'll have to get it out."
"I really shouldn't." She whispered.
"But you want to."
The door to the conference room opened and a woman walked in, followed by another, apparently thinking the room was vacant. Claire shoved my hand from between her legs and slipped quickly off the table, smoothing her dress down, before turning to pick up her folder.
"Thank you, Allen. I'll get back to you on that." She said before stepping away and walking quickly out of the room. The ladies that had walked in stood staring at me, and the bulge that had developed in the front of my slacks. I gave them a crooked grin and headed to the door. I could hear them giggling, making an all too accurate assumption about what was going on when they walked in.



        Camping Exposure Ch. 14

        Trying to catch the doctor goes wrong for Sue.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/camping-exposure-ch-14

Title: Camping Exposure Ch. 14

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Mind Control

Description: Trying to catch the doctor goes wrong for Sue.

Tags: maid, mind control, forced sex, outdoors

Series: Camping Exposure


I was sitting at home, waiting for my wife to get home from work. I was anxious, because she was late, and I hoped that I knew what that meant. It should have meant, that Dr Kim took advantage, and if so, hopefully we had video of him doing so. Tina had promised to come by after dinner, to work on our project, and I planned on having her work on the video. But it kept getting later and later and she wasn't home yet. I started to get worried. Even when she'd been used by him, she was always home by now.
I had always resisted doing it, even when I thought she was cheating. Her car had tracking that I could tell where it was parked. We usually only used it when we needed to find the way to our parking spot after a baseball game or something like that, but there was no reason I couldn't use it now, to find where she was. I opened the Subaru app on my phone and told it to locate her car. It took about fifteen seconds and I found it parked, not at home, not at work, but at a house across town. I didn't like the looks of this, not one bit. I checked that I had my carry piece in the small of my back and climbed into my SUV. It took ten minutes to get there, and sure enough there was her car, parked in front of a large house. I thought about knocking, but decided to do a little scouting first. There were no fences, so I didn't think there would be an issue for the police, if I just walked around the house.
At first it was a quiet noise, but I noticed it, because I was listening to every sound. I worked my way silently though the grass around the back of the large house. I could hear the noise better now. Then a cry out of a female voice, a voice I'd heard many times. I looked in the back sliding glass door, and the kitchen looked empty, but I could hear the noise still. I crept slowly around the back further and then saw it, a splash of light. I knelt down and could see a small basement window with curtains. There was a small gap in the curtains I could just make out. I leaned down, putting my head down into the small window well and peered through. Yep, that's where the noise was coming from. There was a folding table set up in the middle of the large room, and laying on the table, her arms pulled up over her head, her tied hands held in place by a piece of rope. Her legs were spread and being held by two guys while a third pumped his cock in and out of her with abandon, driving hard into her. I could hear her cry out to stop through the gag that was being tied into her mouth by a fourth naked guy, her body struggling to free herself. I grabbed my phone and took a picture of her through the curtain. I wanted proof, before I did anything else, because what I had in mind wasn't going to be pretty.
"911, what's your emergency?
"I want to report a sexual assault in progress. My wife didn't come home from work and I tracked her car to this address. I can see at least ten naked guys in the room with her. She's tied to a table and struggling to get away, while two of them hold her and a third is fucking her."
"Can you give me that address "
"2302 Winston Avenue."
"We'll have a car there in a few minutes. Does it look like she is in physical danger? "
"You mean besides being raped?" I asked the dispatcher in dismay.
"Yes sir. Do you see any weapons or anything?"
"Just the one I'm carrying."
"We should have a car there in about five minutes"
"If you think I'm waiting that long, you're nuts!" I said, as I got up and shoved the phone in my pocket, leaving the call running. I crept back to the door and slid it quietly open and stepped in. I looked around and began to search, moving quietly, looking for the basement door. I followed the sounds of my wife's cries and then began to walk as quietly down the stairs as I could. Fortunately, the wooden stairs were carpeted. I peeked around the corner of the wall and counted. There were twelve guys, all naked, some stroking their dicks, others with theirs limp. Sue was tied with her hands over her head and rag gag in her mouth. Her body was covered in cum, some squirted on her face, some on her tits and some on her mound and pussy. The guy between her legs was jamming himself hard into her frantically, clearly about to come. I drew my nine millimeter and stepped around the corner.
"You better fucking hope you don't shoot inside my wife or it may be the last thing you ever do!" I said loudly. The guy fucking Sue stopped and stood, staring at me. All the rest of the heads turned as I stepped into the room and lifted my weapon to aim it at the guy between her legs. "Now just step back. You two, put her legs down and untie her." They just stood there, staring at me. "NOW!" I shouted. That seemed to break them out of their trance. The two holding her legs dropped them and both of them moved to the head of the table and tried to untie her at the same time, the two of them fumbling to get it done. Finally, her hands were free and she slid off the table, walking wobbly toward me, as she untied the gag.
"It was Kim. It worked, I mean, he tied me to the table. But instead of having sex with me, he left the room. He came back a minute later and injected me with something. That was all I remembered until I woke up here with these guys having sex with me and coming all over me."
"You better start talking." I said, still pointing my gun at the guy that had been between her legs.
"Hey, dude, cool it. I was just doing homework upstairs, when Eddie told me to bring some buddies down, we were going to have fun."
"Which one of you is Eddie."
"Me." One of the guys that was standing on the far side of the room said.
I swiveled around to point my gun at Eddie, Sue wrapping her arms around me and pressing us together. "Tell me Eddie, how the fuck did my wife end up down here?"
"Some dude knocked on the door. He said that he had his girlfriend in the car out front, and she's always had a fantasy about being gang raped by a bunch of college guys. He said, we could do whatever we wanted to her, she was up for anything. So, we carried her down here. We figured we'd tie her up and make it good. He gave us a syringe and said that if she started to get too feisty to give her a shot in the butt and it'd calm her down. It was all part of her fantasy to be partly drugged out. He was going to wait in the car out front."
"You got that syringe?" I snapped.
"Yeah. It's over there." I stepped over and saw it laying on a book shelf. It seemed like a lot of something, even for a sedative.
"Well, it isn't his girlfriend, it's my wife. And you're probably lucky you didn't inject her or you'd probably be looking at a murder charge."
"A MURDER CHARGE?"
"I have a hunch that this guy didn't want my wife around, to tell people how he's been drugging and raping her for the last few months. You boys must have been just what he needed." I heard the police call from up the stairs. "DOWN HERE!" I called back. "You got anything to put on?"
"Nothing. I woke up naked."
I looked around and saw an Afghan on a sofa. "You, bring that blanket over here. Carefully!"
He moved slowly, picking it up and stepping over, holding it out as the police came down the stairs. I lowered my weapon and slipped it into the holster while Sue put the blanket around her shoulders. I held up both hands so the police wouldn't shoot the guy with the gun. "I'm the one that called."
They relaxed a little as they looked around the room. "So, what the hell is going on here?"
It seemed like all the guys wanted to talk, at once. Finally, they got it down to Eddie talking, and got his story, which was the same one as he gave me. At least he was consistent.
"It was Dr Kim, from the university clinic. He drugged me at the clinic, then apparently drove me over here and told them I had that stupid rape fantasy. I woke up here, being assaulted by these, um, gentlemen."
"You might want to get hold of Detective Julia Connor. She's been working our sexual assault case." I said quietly, holding Sue tightly to me.
---o---
We sat in the kitchen waiting for Sue to come down from the bathroom. I brought her home and the first thing she wanted was a shower. Julia sat with me, sipping some coffee, waiting for her to come down. "Lab is going to test what was in the syringe and fingerprints, but I'm pretty sure he wouldn't leave any. Not there or in the car. Probably wore gloves. There isn't any proof he did it."
"Maybe, maybe not. Sue was going to plant a Go Pro in the room to capture him. Even if he found the camera, I had it set to stream to my cloud account." I said, as I pulled my phone out. It didn't take long for me to find the feed and pull it up. We fast forwarded through until Sue came in and undressed. She lay down on the table and Dr Kim came in. He grinned, at the suggestion of tying her up. He used tape to secure her to the table, and then a piece across her mouth.
"Thought you could play games huh? Good thing my wife is on the lookout for anything wrong. That video you sent of me having sex with you. It's gone. And by this time tomorrow you'll be a memory." He left the room and came back about two minutes later. "It was so nice of your husband, to leave all that good used rope in his garage. When the police do the DNA testing, they're going to find his all over it. Then, be so accommodating to go fishing with you, so neither of you have an alibi. It's really too bad. We were getting such good results, then that stupid boy had to start making you girls work as call girls. It was only a matter of time before he got caught. Yes, I killed him. Well, not me personally, but I paid to have it done. Now, to tie up the loose ends. The only ones that know about me, is you and your husband. And by morning, it'll be down to one. It'll be a shame, when he hangs himself in his garage. Overcome by grief at your accidental overdose, and the prospect of spending the rest of his life in prison for torturing and killing those poor boys. Yes, it'll be a sad thing. Now, say goodbye to your husband Sue. It'll be the last thing you remember doing." Then he injected her. We watched as the drug took effect. "Now, where should we finish this. Wouldn't be good for you to be found here now, would it? No, I think alongside a little used road maybe. You wouldn't be the first nurse to get caught stealing morphine from the stores. Only this time you'll have accidently taken just a little bit too much. Hmmmmm, I wonder." He started looking around the room, he found her phone, set to record, but didn't stop there, apparently suspecting, that she already knew he'd find it. He lifted the towels on the shelf and stared into the little camera. "Being cute, were we? Well, not cute enough. It's a shame he's going to die not knowing how much you enjoyed getting fucked by all those boys. If he only could see you laying there, begging for them to come in you and on you, fucking your mouth and pussy and ass. Terrible thing he did out of anger and hatred, making them cut their own cocks off and then hanging them like that. Takes a sick mind to come up with a torture like that. Only fitting that he hangs himself, after what he did." He said moments before the camera was dropped into a container of liquid, cutting off the feed.
"I'll get a warrant to have him arrested. Don't worry, we both know you didn't and couldn't have done what he said. You weren't in town, and we can prove that."
"What about June?"
"She's with her sister up-state. I don't know if he knows where she is, but yeah, she's a target just like you. If what he had in that syringe was morphine, it was more than enough to be fatal. I think you and Sue should find someplace else to be, for a few days. And Sue probably shouldn't go to the clinic. If he hired a crew to take care of the boys, he could easily do the same for you. I just hope we get to him before he does."
---o---
"Nonsense. I insist. I have plenty of room in this big house by myself. " Claire insisted over the phone. " After what you two have been through, at the hands of one of our staff and students, I absolutely insist that you let me help!"
"I really wasn't planning, on... All I wanted to do was let you know that Sue was going to have to take a leave of absence, until they can locate Dr Kim and the men he hired. I don't want to put you in any danger either."
"You wouldn't be the first man to underestimate me. Trust me, I'm more than capable of dealing with whatever may come. Now you have the address. Gather what you need and I'll be ready when you get here."
"Yes ma'am."
"And don't start that ma'am thing again. It's Claire! I'll expect you presently!" she said before ending the call.
"She wouldn't take no, would she?" Sue asked, with raised eyebrows after having listened to the conversation I had with the vice-provost. "I wonder if she understands what she's letting herself in for, with you staying under her roof?"
"I'm perfectly capable of remaining professional." I said with a frown. "But yes, I think she understands exactly what could happen."
"Uh huh. Remain professional. Sure. She walks in with a flimsy little nightgown on and you'll be salivating like a starving dog!"
"We can still find a motel room."
"Actually, I'd prefer that you take her up on her offer." Julia said. "The address she gave you is in a gated community, and that will only help with your safety."
"Two against one?" I asked.
"Three if you count me!" Sue said. "But then I'm still feeling the effects of the morphine."
"Alright. Let's pack a bag."
"I'll stay and make sure you get to her house safely."
---o---
It was almost ten at night, when we rang the doorbell on Claire's house. She answered the door in a pair of spandex shorts and a sports bra, a towel draped around her neck. Sweat still trickled down her face as she held the door open for us. "Sorry, I was just doing my evening workout." She said, as she let us in. "Let me show you the guest room first, so you can drop your bags, and then I'll give you the nickel tour."
"We appreciate you doing this." Sue said, as we followed her down the hall.
"Not at all. I mean, given what you went through in the past, and then tonight? That had to be awful, waking up to a room full of guys having sex with you, unable to stop them. I can assure you that Dr Kim, come morning, will no longer be associated with the university, in any capacity! I've already had the campus security pull his access credentials, so he can't get back into any campus buildings."
"I'll feel better when he's behind bars!" Sue said, as we stepped into the bedroom that Claire had led us to.
"You saw the living room. Right across the hall is the guest bathroom." She said, stepping out of the bedroom she had led us to, pointing to a bathroom across the hall. I stepped in and turned on the light. The guest bath was bigger than our master bathroom, by quite a bit. I whistled at the size, looking at both a soaker tub and a walk-in shower, more than large enough to accommodate four people. "You're my only house guest for the moment. My daughter is due back this weekend, but until then, you have this bath to yourself."
"It's huge," Sue said, as she stared at it.
"My ex-husband had a lot of things oversized, including the three bathrooms. There's another in the basement that is a little smaller, but not much, and then the master, which makes this look small."
"You could have a party in a shower that big," Sue said, as we followed Claire out of it and down the hall.
"I think that's exactly what he intended, but if so, it never came to fruition."
"No?"
"Between us girls? He wasn't brave enough to bring his play things home."
"Would it have mattered?"
"That all depends." She said with a grin, as she stepped into another open door. "This is the workout room." She said, letting us see the nearly half dozen machines sitting in a room, with a large screen TV, the back wall being nearly all glass with a sliding door that led out onto a huge patio, and one wall covered in mirror tiles. The curtains on the back windows were open, allowing us to look out on the large in ground pool and hot tub, the entire yard enclosed with a six foot or taller wooden privacy fence. Not that it would keep the surrounding houses from looking down into the yard, or the room we were in, from their second story windows or balconies.
"Nice."
"It is. I prefer to do my workouts in the evening, so if you want to join me; that's fine, otherwise, feel free to use it whenever the mood hits you."
I walked toward the windows and looked at a device on the rubberized floor. "You like to work out on this too?" I asked, looking down at what looked like a small half barrel shape, with male appendage sticking up out of it. I turned back to her in time to see her blush.
"I've been known to. When you live alone you do a lot of things, like walk around naked."
"Don't feel like you have to cover up on my account." I said, with a chuckle.
"I won't." She said in a whisper, before saying louder. "That is, as long as Sue doesn't mind. I think I'll give her last say, on anything like that."
"It's your house, feel free to dress any way you like. But don't be surprised, if you're not the only one dressing down."
"Well, I think that settles that then." Claire said, stepping from the room and heading down the hallway again. She came to the last room on the hallway and turned the light on. "This is the master, obviously I enjoy my space when I sleep. Just ignore the mess. I didn't make the bed this morning."
"So I see," I said, as I walked into the bedroom and stopped next to the huge king sized bed. I leaned down and picked up a nearly see through nightgown, holding it up. "Can't wait to see you in this."
"At ease lover. You don't want her to think the ONLY thing you think about is sex, do you?" My wife said, with a shake of her head, while chastising me.
"You mean I think of other things?" I asked her back jokingly, as I continued to hold the little nightgown, waiting for Claire to come collect it, which she did, again blushing.
"And this is the master bath." She said, trying to suppress a smile, as she stepped past me and turned on the light in the other room. Big wasn't even an adequate description. It was bigger than our master bedroom at home. It had a soaker tub, a whirlpool tub big enough for about four, twin sinks, a toilet and of course, a shower. The whole far end of the bathroom was a shower area, no doors or separators, and at least three different rain type shower heads sticking down from the ceiling. The wall with the two tubs was mostly glass, the floor to ceiling windows extending from the whirlpool tub all the way to the shower and part way into it, though there were sheer curtains pulled closed over them now to allow the morning light in, but not the neighbors eyes.
"I see your ex had a thing for looking outside?" Sue asked.
"Or having people look in. This particular set of windows faces the back yard as well, and there are a number of balconies and windows that can look right in. One that I know of, can see you as you soak in the tub or shower."
"You've looked?" Sue asked.
Claire blushed again. "Let's just say: that one day Charles decided to give me the nickel tour of his house, while his wife was gone."
"Ending at the bedroom I presume?"
"You presume correctly. Which is why the curtains. I'm not into stealing other wives men."
"Well, you don't have to worry about Allen. You can't steal him away. Just don't put him away wet, if you choose to borrow him." I saw the look of confusion on Claire's face. "Oh honey. I can see you already flirting with Allen. I don't mind, but if you get him all worked up, you'll have to take care of him. After what I've been through tonight, I'd rather not."



"I wasn't going to...I mean, I wouldn't." Claire started to protest.
"Oh honey. It's fine. He told me that you watched the videos and what you asked him, after the meeting. I presume you saw him naked in the videos and were curious. I get it. He's got an above average dick, and when he uses it, well, I don't know any woman that's ever gone away less than satisfied."
She looked at Sue curiously. "You really don't mind, do you?"
Sue shrugged. "Honey, I have to live with him checking out every woman he walks past. I'm programmed to not blame him, and to forgive him, even if he beds a woman right in front of me. Does it bother me that he does it? Some. But, I also know it's my fault, not his. I can't punish him for what I caused."
"I see." She answered, though I wasn't sure she really did understand. "So, the kitchen is the other direction." She said, stepping out of the bathroom and walking out of the bedroom. She led us across the living room, which didn't look like it was frequently used, and into a large kitchen. "Feel free to use it any way you want. There's a maid that comes in daily to clean, so if you spill, no big deal. The basement stairs are behind the sliding barn door in the living room. Laundry is down there, as well as the den and what my husband called the playroom."
"The playroom?"
She rolled her eyes. "He swore up and down that someday he was going to build something to tie me to, but it never happened."
"You wanted to be tied up?"
"Let's say it was a fantasy, but I wasn't quite sure I really trusted him to not do something stupid, like invite his friends over, while he had me tied up, naked. He seemed to enjoy talking about showing me off, and, well, you could see by the windows, that it wasn't all just talking."
"No?"
"Uh uh. The curtains in the bathroom? Those didn't get put up until after he left, so I'm pretty sure that Charles enjoyed watching me soak in the tub and shower on multiple occasions."
"Well, I can see why the neighbor would enjoy looking." I said with a grin. "So far, what I see is pretty good looking."
Claire blushed again. "I'll let you two get settled in. I need to finish my workout and then get a shower. If I don't see you tonight, sleep well. I'm usually up by about six-thirty, but feel free to sleep in as long as you want."
"Okay. Goodnight." Sue said, taking me by the hand and holding me back, as Claire walked out of the kitchen. "How about you just hold me for a while? I could really use that."
"Sure." I agreed, letting her pull me by the hand to the living room. She let me sit on the sofa and then found the light switches, turning the living room lights off, the room illuminated only by the light coming down the hall from the workout room, and the moonlight making its way in the large living room windows. She sat down next to me and curled up, laying half on my lap, half off, facing me.
"I'm sorry this happened." She whispered.
"It wasn't exactly your fault. I had no idea he was involved in Adam's death. If I had, I wouldn't have let you try and catch him. Hell, he almost killed you."
"And you." She whispered. "I don't know what I'd do if something happened to you."
"Me either. As hard as all this has been, I still love you so much. Losing you would be devastating."
"What are we going to do? We can't keep going through life like this."
"This was different. I think he intentionally didn't trigger you. I think he wanted you to know what he was doing to you. He's a sadistic bastard."
"I wonder if he thought up the wire on the dick thing for Adam. I mean, paid killers don't waste time with things like that, do they?"
"I don't know any killers for hire, but if I was doing the job, I'd want it quick and clean. I wouldn't want to make it any more complicated than it has to be, or it might leave something behind that could implicate me."
"Well, that wasn't quick or clean."
"No. He wanted it to look like whoever killed Adam, did it because he was an angry spouse of one of the women, or maybe one or more of the women themselves. Using ropes from our garage would definitely throw suspicion a long way from him."
"Except he was arrogant enough to tell me he did it, and what he was going to do to you. I'm glad you talked me into getting the streaming model camera. If you hadn't, he'd have gotten away with it again."
"I think I need to take a few days off and spend it with you. I need to be here to protect you."
"I know. You feel guilty about not being there today. It wasn't your fault. If you had been there, who would have come looking for me? They'd have eventually injected me because I was starting to fight back, as it wore off. Then I wouldn't be here at all. So, in a way, you were exactly where you needed to be when I needed you most."
"But those boys. They raped you."
"Honey, it isn't any different than any other time I've been banged by a bunch of guys, except this time I knew what was happening."
"And that doesn't make it different?"
She shrugged and pulled herself against me, hugging me tightly before whispering. "I was afraid it would be different for you."
"It's alright. Maybe it's a good thing that he programmed us to stay together and forgive each other."
"Maybe." She whispered, I held her like that for some time, before she fell asleep in my arms. It took a little effort, and I was darn sure she woke up and just pretended to stay asleep, but I got up with her in my arms and carried her to the bed. I lay her down, undressed her, kissed her softly all over her body and then undressed myself. I had to go pee, so I headed across the hall to the bathroom.
While I was in there taking care of business, I could hear the rhythmic thump, thump, of some kind of machine in the workout room. I could also hear her breathing in the otherwise silent house. I couldn't resist, and padded softly down the hall to peek into the room. She was sitting on a rowing machine, her body naked from the waist up. Back and forth she moved, letting her legs bend and then straightening them again as she pulled the handle. She had on a pair of earphones, so I was pretty sure she didn't hear me, and her focus was forward, rather than on the doorway. I stepped silently into the room and walked to where she was working the machine. It wasn't until I was standing behind her, naked, that I realized she was looking directly into the mirrored wall, watching me watch her.
I stood there for long seconds, looking down at her, as she pulled back and then moved forward, sweat beading up on her body and turning into little trickles that ran down, around and between her very sexy, very firm looking, C cup breasts. Her nipples had grown hard, as I watched, as had my dick. The longer I stood there, the hornier I got. I grasped my dick and began to stroke it slowly, in time with her strokes of the machine, imagining that each time she slid forward, she was sliding onto my shaft.
She stroked forward, let go of the handle, and slowly stroked back again, extending her legs. She twisted around and reached for my hand, grasping it and pulling me toward her. She pulled, until I stepped over her, straddling her as she sat on the machine, her face at almost the perfect level to fuck her mouth. She sat, looking up at me. I smiled back down and aimed my dick at her mouth, leaning toward her slowly. She looked down at my engorged head and opened her mouth. I had to move my feet to keep from falling over, and did, making my dick move side to side before I could push my hips toward her. She let me slip my dick into her mouth, and then she closed her lips around me. I began to move my hips, not far, but far enough to slide a portion of my dick in and out of her mouth. I felt her tongue teasing under my head as I pushed it in and out of her mouth.
She reached up and toyed with my balls, while I fucked her hot, wet mouth, working myself closer and closer, to the orgasm that had been rising and falling all evening. Now it was rising, rushing toward the pinnacle of its existence. In and out I thrust, my head almost dipping into her throat with each plunge, as I started to lose the ability to restrain the length of my strokes. In and out I drove, closing my eyes and groaning loudly, as I rested a hand on her head, keeping her from pulling back, as I drove my cock head fully into her throat.
She finally moved a hand to my thigh and forced me back enough to get my dick out of her mouth, leaving her gasping for breath. She grabbed my dick and began stroking my saliva coated appendage furiously. She leaned toward me and engulfed just my head with her lips, sucking it for a few moments before she opened her mouth and tilted her head back. She stuck her tongue out at my dick and looked up at me as she frantically stroked my dick.
"Uh." I grunted quietly, as my body jerked and spewed the first shot of white cream out at her, hitting her in the face. I stood there, my body jerking and spasming as I emptied my load onto her face and tongue. She finally slowed her strokes and leaned to me again, closing her mouth around my head and shaft. I stood panting as she sucked and licked the remaining cum from me. Only when I had softened enough, that she couldn't easily suck me any longer, did she let go.
Without a word, she pushed me back, allowing herself room to get up. She stood, my cum, still on her face, and took my hand. She pulled me to the chin-up bar and let go of my hand. She jumped up to grasp the bar, and then pulled herself up right in front of me. She stuck her legs out in a wide Vee and then lowered herself until her legs hooked over my shoulders. "If you want my shorts off, feel free." She whispered.
I grinned at her and waited for her to pull herself up again. She held herself up on the bar, her chin above the bar and her legs sticking straight down. I reached for her shorts and pulled them down, along with the underwear she had on. I pulled it all down to her ankles, and then had to untie and take off her shoes, to get her shorts off.
She spread her legs again and lowered herself to rest her legs on my shoulders. She hooked her legs over my shoulders and pulled me toward her, until I was right under the bar. Now my shoulders were taking most of her weight, and her pussy was in my face. I reached for her tight little butt cheeks and squeezed them, as I pulled her pussy closer to my face. She had nice full lips, with a pleasant amount of inner lip protruding, though at the moment it was pressed tightly to her full lips, from her spandex pants; the only hair on her crotch a tiny patch, very low on her mound, almost designed to let her pants ride low enough to almost show her pussy, without showing any curls. I looked up at her tits and then her face.
"Sexy. No tan lines?"
"I like to tan in the nude." She answered huskily.
"I bet the neighbors like that."
"At least one or two do, when I feel particularly naughty. Sometimes I'll even use one of my toys on myself out there to tease them."
"Show them what they'll never get to have?"
"One could if he wanted to, but he knows the price."
"And that is?"
"His wife has to come with him, naked."
"You are naughty." I agreed, leaning my face into her pussy and licking her lips.
"So are you." She moaned softly, as I licked her slit again, spreading her lips slightly and tasting her tangy juices. "Oh my, yes."
I licked up her lips over and over, teasing my tongue as deep into her as I could, and then sliding it up her lips until I found her clit again. She moaned louder as I worked my tongue up and down her slit, pushing her orgasm along toward a nice climax. She held herself upright with the bar, but most of her weight was on my shoulders. I could feel her pussy getting wetter and wetter as I licked, her climax slowly approaching, like a stranger in the night. Inching closer and closer, but not too fast. I didn't want it to be fast. I wanted it to be enjoyable.
I almost missed the signs, moments before she climaxed, her legs stiffening and her arms trembling slightly. Then she spasmed, much like I had, her whole body jerking, as I flicked my tongue across her clit one last time. I could feel her juices leaking down my chin to drip on my chest, as her orgasm pushed her juices out at me. I looked up at her face, her expression one of ecstasy, as I continued to tease her clit and keep her climax running as long as possible.
She suddenly spread her legs wide and lowered herself down in front of me, her sweat covered body sliding against mine as she lowered herself slowly. I felt her thighs clamp around my again hard cock, as she reached the lowest point of her hang. She dropped the last few inches to the ground, jamming my cock against her sopping wet pussy. She stood there for long seconds, panting, her tits rubbing my chest, as my shaft pressed against her wet lips. She swallowed and stepped back, looking down at my dick, as she leaned back against the mirrored wall.
I reached out and gently turned her, turning her to face the wall. I pulled her hips back and grasped my cock, rubbing my head up and down her slit as soon as she started to bend over. She looked at me in the mirror, her hands planted on the mirror for balance, as I pressed my engorged head into her. "Ohmygod." She whispered, as my fat shaft slipped into her still sensitive pussy. It seemed like her insides could feel me sliding into her, and spasmed several times around me.
I started to rock my hips, pushing my dick in and out of her hot wet depths. She moaned in pleasure, but continued to watch my face, as I watched her firm tits, hanging down only slightly, wiggle and bounce with each impact of my body against her bare ass. I thrust harder, feeling my desire for her growing quickly, my desire to pump her full of my cum, racing to catch up with the sensations of her incredible pussy around my shaft. In and out I thrust, hard, making her grunt and pant, as her orgasm began to return, renewed by the new sensations. "Oh God! Coming!" She squeaked, in a high pitch voice, as her pussy began to spasm around me. I thrust harder, jamming my head all the way to the end of her spasming vagina.
"Uh. Fuck!" I grunted, as my body jerked. My hips thrust my cock fully into her and began to unload, deep inside her. Over and over my body jerked, pumping cum into her, until there was nothing left to give. We stood there, both of us panting, enjoying the afterglow of our tryst. Finally, after several long minutes, my dick softened enough to slip from her on its own, uncorking a small gush of our combined cum, dripping from her pussy to the rubberized mat.
"Been a long time since I've seen that." She said, watching her pussy leaking in the mirror in front of her.
"Hope it was worth the price of admission." I joked.
"Oh lord yes." She breathed. She pushed off the mirror and turned in my arms, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling our bodies together. "I'm not in the market for another man in my life, but if I was, I can assure you, that one that fucks like you, would be a serious consideration."
"I aim to please."
"You aim just fine."
"I better go take a shower and get to bed with Sue."
"Why not shower with me?"
"I could."
"You should."
"Is this what you planned, when you invited us to stay with you?"
"Actually, something along these lines, is what I planned to do in that conference room, if we hadn't been walked in on. You needing a place to stay, well, it was just perfect timing."
"And it doesn't bother you that you're the head of the sexual assault task force, and you wanted me to have sex with you, during work hours, in a conference room, in direct opposition to all the university policies? I mean, technically, you could be considered my boss."
"Touché." She stepped back and pulled me by the hand. "But a shower is perfectly innocent, isn't it?"
"It could be." I agreed, as I let her pull me to her bathroom. The shower seemed even larger once I was in it. She had two massive rain heads showering down on us, from above. It was indeed, like standing in a gentle rain, two of the long rectangular heads raining down on us. She used a flowery smelling soap to begin to lather me, handing me the bottle to return the favor. We spent long enough in the shower that my dick was once again hard, which surprised her.
"Hard again?"
"Miracles of medicine." I said with a crooked grin. "I take what amounts to a Viagra pill once a day."
"Just for sex?"
"Uh uh. For my heart. But so far, I can't complain about the side effects."
"Neither can I!" she said, as she grasped my cock with both hands and stroking it. "Tell me, would you have? Taken me on that table, if someone hadn't stopped you? Told you no?"
I grinned and took her hand, pulling her soapy body out from under the water. I pulled her to the counter with the two sinks, lifted her butt onto it and then spread her legs. I stepped between her legs and rubbed my head against her lips, and then between them. "Just like this." I whispered, as I pushed my cock into her, still sopping wet pussy.
"Oh God yes!" She panted, as I started to stroke in and out of her. "Ohhhh my, it feels so good. Make me come again. Please make me come again."
"That's the whole idea." I breathed, pushing her chest back until she was leaning against the mirror. I leaned my face down and sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth, as I continued to stroke my fat shaft in and out of her. Her moans grew louder as I worked in and out of her, again excited pussy, my strokes smashing the base of my cock into her clit with each thrust. The effect was to drive her orgasm quickly up the slope to climax, and then over the edge. I felt her body trembling and jerking as she climaxed around my cock, the extra tightness of her spasming pussy taking me with her. I let go of her nipple, then arched my back to force my cock as far into her as I could, while my body pumped what little cum was left, into her depths.
We stayed there, coupled together, my cock softening inside her, but not falling out, as she held me tightly to her with her heels. As our breathing finally eased, she let me slip from her and then, slip her off the counter. I pulled her back to the shower, where we washed each other again. Cleaned and satisfied for the moment, I was able to walk away without starting another round. I pulled a towel from the rack and dried myself as I walked from her bathroom. I stood in the guest room, toweling the last of the water off and then climbed onto the bed, snuggling up against my wife's back.
"Was she good?" Sue whispered in the dark.
"Not bad."
"If you could change to only want sex with me again, would you?"
"In a heartbeat!" I whispered back. She pulled my hand from her breast, up to her mouth and kissed it, and then clutched it between her breasts.
"I love you." She whispered.
"I love you too."
"Even after today?"
"I'd love you no matter what."
"I'm glad." She whispered. She stayed silent until we both fell asleep.
---o---
The sun was already peeking in the bedroom window when I woke. Sue was still asleep, her back and butt pressed against mine as we slept, we were facing opposite directions, which wasn't uncommon for us. I slipped out of bed and the bedroom, closing the door behind me, before I padded across the hall to the bathroom. I could hear soft music down the hall, and after taking care of business, I walked silently down the hall, across the living room and into the huge eat-in kitchen. Claire was standing at the sink doing some dishes, looking out the back window at the back yard, standing completely naked. Just watching her going about a normal task, with nothing on, had my dick growing. I stepped silently across the tile in my bare feet and gently rested my hands on her hips.



"Good morning." She said softly, just a little louder than the seventies oldies station playing in the background.
"You heard me?"
"I heard the toilet flush and hoped."
I grinned to myself as I squatted down slightly, lowering my engorged head far enough to slip between her thighs. She froze in place when she felt my dick head press against her pussy, and then moved her feet slightly apart as I rubbed my head between her lips. She groaned softly, as I pushed my dick up into her, her hands setting the dish back in the water. I worked myself in short little strokes; drawing her moisture out a little at a time to lubricate her lips and my shaft, until I could stroke fully into her. "Oh God, I could so get used to starting the day like this." She moaned, as I pushed in and out of her hot, wet depths. I let my hands slide up to her firm little breasts and cupped each mound, letting her nipples protrude between my fingers. Each squeeze of her breast squeezed the tit as well as her hard nipple, my squeezes timed with my strokes into her. "Are you trying to make me come fast?"
"No, just trying to make you come," I whispered back.
"You're doing a good job."
"I can do an even better job." I whispered, moving one hand from her right breast and sliding it down to the juncture of her legs. I let my pointer finger slip between her lips and find her hard, excited clit.
"Oh God." She gasped, as I stroked across the hard nub the first time.
"I take it you like that?"
"Oh God yes." She moaned, as I stroked my finger in time with my dick. "Ohhhhhh God. Ohhhhhh God. Oh shit, Allen! YOU'RE GOING TO MAKE ME...OHHHHHHHHH SHIT!" she cried loudly, as her whole body suddenly started to jerk and tremble. I could hear her juices hitting the floor, sounding like water poured from a glass, as her legs shook. I felt her pussy clenching and gripping me, as my finger worked her clit, pushing her raging climax even further. I heard her body spray out her juices, a second, third and even fourth time before she reached for my wrist and pulled my hand from her pussy. "Oh God, enough. No more."
"Glad you enjoyed it." I chuckled.
She pulled off my dick and turned to face me. "Come with me." She said urgently, taking my hand. She pulled me to the French door that led to the patio, opened it and pulled me out into the morning. She led me, my dick wagging side to side, with each step, pulling me along, until we'd reached the picnic table sitting on the patio a few dozen feet from the back door. She sat on it and then lay down. "Come for me. Put it back in and let me see you come."
How could I refuse an invitation like that? I stepped between her legs, lifting and spreading them. I pushed my dick back into her, not even needing my hands to aim my hard appendage, and began thrusting into her. In and out my dick slid, as I worked my hips, watching her good looking body shake, each time I slammed my thighs into her ass. She'd already come, so I didn't wait, and just let my, again, quickly building orgasm wash over me. My body jerked hard and drove my cock into her deeply, forcing a surge of cum into her hot, wet depths. I stood there, panting, and jerking as I came in her, filling her with my seed.
"Ohhhhhh yes. That's what I needed." She cooed softly, letting her fingers stroke her own pussy, around where my dick impaled her. "Only thing that would have made this better was your wife on my face."
"You like it a little kinky?"
"Let's just say that I learned to appreciate the pleasure of both sexes while I was married. He had a desire for, well, he liked to have two women at once, so I learned that it can be surprisingly satisfying, to have a woman coming on my face, while her husband is pumping me full down there."
"Her husband and not yours?"
She grinned. "I could have him any time I wanted, and turnabout is fair play. Besides, what's more fun, than to have someone new. If my husband taught me anything, it's that variety is the spice of life. I just couldn't get him to bring his playthings home nearly often enough. He complained that I monopolized them too much."
"And having sex out here?"
"Just advertising. I'm trying to convince two of my neighbors to convince their wives to come play, and if they do, well, they get to as well."
"I see. Keeps you from being called the aggressor, by letting them proposition you?"
"Yep. Advertise and let the other side make the proposal. Then you can either refuse if you don't like it, or say yes if you do."
I chuckled. "And in the conference room?"
"I wondered just how far you'd go. I think I got my answer."
"Hope it was worth it."
"It will be. I think you should avoid campus for a few days, as well as Sue. You can stay here, enjoy what my house has to offer, teach your classes remotely, and then I know you're safe and, well, maybe I get a little fun as well."
"If you ask her, she'll say yes," I said.
Claire grinned. "Good! Now, I better get dressed for work. I think I need another shower. You want to join me?"
"With pleasure." I agreed.
---o---
Claire was showered, dressed and gone before eight, which was quite late for her, apparently. Sue and I were enjoying a cup of coffee and the remains of breakfast, when a young woman came in the back door. She looked a little startled to see us both sitting naked, at the kitchen table. After a few awkward moments, we introduced ourselves, and found out she was the maid, Carlotta Remerez. She wore a pair of tight, dark blue shorts, that had such short legs, that almost all of her muscular legs showed, as well as a navy blue tank top, that held a surprisingly large pair of boobs, for her slender frame. I couldn't help but notice that her nipples hardened, as she tried not to stare at my quickly hardening dick.
"I'm afraid you're going to have to wash the floor and cabinets in front of the sink." I said with a grin.
"I will?"
"Yeah. Claire sorta made a mess on them."
"Spill something?" She asked, walking over to look at them and bending down to swipe her fingers across the still damp spot on the floor.
"Well, not exactly." I answered, watching her reaction as she looked back at me. "She sorta came all over em." Her eyes got large and looked down at the floor, then at her fingers and then at me. "Yeah. I do mean that kind." I said, with a wink.
"Oh God," she whispered, turning to the sink to wash her hands. I got up and walked to the sink and stepped behind her, my now rigid dick pressing to the crack of her ass through her shorts as I reached both arms around her.
"Here, let me help you." I said, letting my hands capture hers under the running water. I began to rub her hands with mine as I leaned my face down next to hers. "You look pretty sexy in those shorts. Bet you look even better without them." I whispered in her ear.
She stood stiffly, letting me wash her hands, but not really helping or stopping me.
"You're naked." She whispered.
"Uh huh."
"Your wife? She's naked?"
"Uh huh."
"And Claire, she had sex right here?"
"Uh huh, I made her come really hard." I whispered, "You want me to make you come like that?"
"I don't think this is appropriate." She whispered back. I let her hands go, and moved my still wet hands, to cup her breasts, cupping each of the very large mounds through the thin material.
"This better?" I asked as I began to squeeze and knead each, easily double-D, breast. She stood there, frozen for long seconds, not responding. I let my right hand slide down her shirt, across her stomach and then down to crotch. I slid one finger between her legs, stroking the crotch of the tiny shorts. "Or do you like this better?"
"Oh my," she whispered. I pulled my finger from between her legs, slid my hand up to the waistband of her shorts and then pushed my hand down again, this time inside her shorts. I felt the waistband, of a pair of bikini style underwear, and made sure my fingers slipped inside there too. I didn't feel any hair at all as my fingers slipped across her smooth mound and back between her legs again. I used my pointer and ring finger to make room between her smooth shaved pussy lips, and her panties, to allow my middle finger to stroke her again, this time letting it work between her lips. "Oh my." She whispered again, as my finger spread her lips enough to seek out and find her clit. "Ohhhhhhh damn." She breathed, ever so quietly.
"I guess you like that?"
"We shouldn't be doing this."
"I know."
"I want you to stop."
"Are you sure?"
"No." She breathed, "I want you very much to keep doing what you're doing."
I felt a hand on my back and lifted my face from besides Carlotta's, and looked to see my wife standing next to us. She reached her left hand for the water and turned it off, and then pressed that same hand to Carlotta's stomach. She worked her hand down toward mine, slipping her fingers under the tail of the tank top.
"Ohhhh damn," Carlotta moaned softly, as Sue's hand slid up and cupped her breast through her bra. Sue's right hand left my back, and I soon felt it pressed between Carlotta and myself, sliding up her back. She found the fasteners on the bra and quickly released the tiny metal hooks. I slid my left hand down to the tail of the shirt and then slid up again, letting my wrist pull the shirt up, as my hand slid up her stomach. I felt the bra cup move and I worked my fingers under it, and then was cupping her bare breast in my hand. "Ohhhhh my," she moaned softly.
Sue leaned her head toward Carlotta and whispered to her. "Would you like to feel that cock sliding inside you? His big fat head pushing deep in your pussy, sliding deep into you, stroking in and out of you? Can you feel it? Feel how good it'll feel pushing in and out of you?"
"Oh God." She moaned, as my finger continued to stroke her clit, while I teased one breast, and Sue the other. Sue took that as an affirmative, and moved her hands, pushing the young maid's shorts down. I felt the material slide down and then the bare of her skin against my rigid shaft. Sue squatted down next to us, pulling the shorts down her legs and then coaxing her to lift both feet, one at a time, to take them all the way off. She stood back up and then coaxed her to turn around in my arms.
I slid both hands under her cheeks and picked her up, her arms wrapping around my neck as I pulled her tits to my face, burying my face between them. Sue led me to the table and I set Carlotta on the edge. Sue grasped my dick and began to rub up and down Carlotta's pussy lips, wetting my engorged head and then working it into her vaginal opening.
"Ohmygodyes," Carlotta moaned softly, as I pushed a couple inches into her depths. I started to work my hips, stroking in and out of her, working my cock further into her with each stroke. She released my neck and lay back on the table, letting me lift and spread her legs. Once she was laying flat, Sue climbed onto the table with her, holding herself on her hands and knees as she crawled over Carlotta. She lowered her face to Carlotta's crotch, kissing her soft smooth mound while watching my cock slide in and out of the sexy young pussy. In and out I stroked, noticing that Carlotta had grasped Sue's butt and pulled it down.
Sue moaned loudly, as Carlotta began to lick and tease her pussy, closing her eyes and letting her head hang down. The sight of Sue getting her pussy licked, just added more to the overload of sensations. I could tell I was going to come soon, and started to struggle to hold myself back. Sue seemed to notice, and moved one hand to Carlotta's pussy, sliding a finger between her lips to find her clit and then leaning her face down. I had to change how I was stroking, but I was able to still push in and out while also watching Sue's tongue flicking across Carlotta's clit.
"OH FUCK!" Carlotta cried, as her pussy clenched around my stroking cock. I could feel her climax working her depths, spasming and squeezing me, as I tried to keep stroking. It only took a few more, before my body jerked and I felt myself pumping into her. My cock swelled and surged inside her half a dozen or more times, before I was left standing there, panting, my body randomly jerking as my cock began to soften, the remnants of my seed oozing into her.
Sue pushed me gently back, then leaned her face down to Carlotta's pussy. I sat down in the chair that was only a couple feet from me, and sat, watching my wife licking Carlotta's pussy, lapping up every drop of our combined cum that was oozing from her pussy. As she licked, I could tell that Carlotta had her orgasm growing again as well. I stood up and walked around to see Carlotta licking my wife's clit. I rested my hand on her ass and then gently pushed my thumb into her hot wet vagina. I stroked my thumb in and out of her, like a dick, Carlotta working her clit, to push her over the edge.
"FUCK YES! OH FUCK YES YES YES!" Sue screamed, as her body began to shudder and tremble. I continued attacking her pussy with my thumb, while Carlotta frantically flicked her clit with the tip of her tongue. Then it happened. She stiffened like she was hit with an electrical surge, her pussy pushing a gush of her juices out. I pulled my thumb out in time to see her body squeeze a second and then third powerful stream out all over the table, floor and Carlotta's face.
She held herself over Carlotta for long seconds, panting and shaking as her climax slowly faded. Finally, she moved off Carlotta, climbing off the table and then walking out of the kitchen to the living room. She flopped on the sofa like a rag doll and flopped over on her side. I helped Carlotta up, to sit on the edge of the table.
"I think we have a problem." She said softy, pulling her shirt over her head. She pulled her bra off as well. "I'm going to have to wash these. They're sorta wet now."
"I don't see that as a problem."
"I don't have anything to wear."
I grinned. "And that's a problem?"
She looked at me and then twisted to look in the other room at my wife. "Well, I guess if you don't mind, I don't."
"I guarantee I don't mind. And if you find you suddenly need to come sit on my dick, well, I won't say no."
"Ohmygod," She giggled. "You are such a...Hell, you just fucked and you're already thinking about it again? Where did Claire find you?"
"Like a lost puppy, she just took us in."
"Yeah, I bet that's exactly how it happened."
"If I were to guess by your NOT resisting my advances, that this isn't the first time you've showed up to work and ended up doing something else?"
"You mean does my job include sex? No, not specifically, but that doesn't mean that it doesn't happen."
"With Claire?"
She grinned. "Oh yeah. Sometimes with Claire. Sometimes with her house guests. She's kinda liberal about that. As long as she's had her fun, if her guest wants to play while she's gone, well, she never says no."
"Explains why you didn't exactly complain when I started to touch you."
"Well, sitting at her kitchen table naked, kinda left the invitation open."
"So, can I talk you into doing your work naked?"
"I will if you promise to stick that into me every now and then."
I grinned. "Easiest ask you can make."
She smiled, picked up the rest of her clothes, and then headed to the basement, where I presumed the laundry room was.
---o---
I had to admit, it was fun having a naked maid. Claire called me mid-morning to see how things were going, and I couldn't resist telling her about what Carlotta and I had done, and continued to do, every time she walked through where I was. She didn't seem to mind, except to ask that I please save some for her when she gets home.
Unfortunately, I had to teach class shortly, and Carlotta dared me to do it with only a shirt on. I had already e-mailed my class, indicating that we were going to do remote for a few days, so when it got to be class time, I was sitting at the kitchen table with my laptop, and nothing at all on but my shirt. It felt a bit funny as I started my class, but within a few minutes I was well within my zone, talking about the topic of the day.
About half way through the class I saw a chat window pop up with a question from a student. In itself, it wasn't unusual. A lot of students didn't want to ask the question where others could make fun of them, and would send me the question privately. What was unusual was the content of the question. "Can you see me?" Was all it said.
Without breaking stride, I continued talking, and began to scroll down the vertical bar of camera feeds, looking for the one that belonged to Jessi Camble. I hadn't had a chance to really interact with her much, though I knew who she was. She typically sat in the back of the room and wore dark clothing, almost bordering on Goth, but without the dark makeup. What made her stand out, was the whiteness of her skin, compared to her dark clothing. Her creamy white skin was dotted with tiny red freckles, that matched her orangish hair. She was a true redhead, and seemed to want to hide that fact, under her dark clothing and almost always present hat of some kind.
I finally found her feed and clicked on it to enlarge it. I paused, losing my train of thought for a few moments as I took in the view consuming almost my whole monitor. She was laying back on a bed, the laptop sitting on her bed between her spread legs. She didn't have any of her dark clothing on, in fact, she didn't have any clothing on at all. That in itself would have been enough to derail my train of thought, but the sight of her sliding, a fairly good sized vibrator, in and out of her pussy, well, that definitely did throw my train of thought completely off track.
"Holy shit." I mumbled to myself, as I stared at her pink pussy lips, stretched around the fat vibrating, cock shaped, toy. She stared at the camera, and me, as she pushed it in and out, the laptop skewed to show the view of her pussy gobbling up the toy, as well as all the way up her body to where she was pulling and twisting her nipples. I did my best to continue my lecture while watching her push the toy in and out of herself. I couldn't hear her, but I could read lips enough to know she was gasping and repeating "fuck me" over and over.
I couldn't help but get one hell of a hardon, as I watched. If I wasn't distracted enough, I suddenly felt a hand and then a mouth on my dick under the table. I paused for a moment and closed my eyes, while trying to re-focus on my lecture, the mouth on my dick sliding on and off, while her tongue teased under my head. I finally had to minimize the image of Jessi, just to keep my train of thought enough to talk coherently. I wasn't sure who was sucking my cock under the table, the maid or my wife. Not that it mattered, the attention, along with the still visible, though smaller, image of Jessie had me quickly pushing along the orgasm that Carlotta and I had been teasing all morning.
I wanted to reach under the table and push the face off my dick, but every attempt to do so, got my hand steered away from her face, back to the chair. I got the idea that, whoever it was, wasn't planning on stopping. I did my best to work through my slides, while the mouth under the table pushed me closer and closer to climax. Then it was gone. Just like that, the mouth stopped sucking me. I felt the table bump and move a few times before I felt something new. I looked down and saw a pair of legs stick out from under the table, and then felt my dick push into another hot wetness, that wasn't a mouth. She had gotten on her hands and knees and slid her body up my legs until my hardon could slide into her pussy. Using her feet and hands, she began to rock herself, pushing her hot wetness on and off my dick slowly, teasingly.
It was almost too much. No, I take that back. It WAS too much. I stopped talking and did my best not to look like what was happening, was happening. My cock surged in the pussy wrapped around it, and I started coming in what felt like gallons. I couldn't believe she made me climax, in front of the whole class! But there I was, staring stupidly at the monitor, unable to talk, while I tried to keep my body from visibly jerking. It took at least fifteen seconds, before I could talk enough to end class five minutes early. I quickly switched to the screen with Jessie still stroking the toy in and out of her pussy as the students started logging off. "Come on, do it." I said, hoping she'd hear me. She was muted, and there wasn't much I could do about that, as I watched her legs start to tremble. In moments she was climaxing around the toy while I watched. I sat and watched her for nearly thirty seconds as she lay panting and stroking her pussy, the vibrator no longer inside her, allowing me to see her whole pussy. I would have watched much longer, if Sue hadn't climbed from under the table and moved to stand next to me. "Now you can say you got fucked during class." She said with a giggle, as she leaned down and kissed me. I stood up and wrapped my arms around her, kissing her back for long seconds. Before I remembered to shut off the zoom session. I reached down and clicked it off, terminating the session, the incredible view of Jessie blinking away as the window closed.



"You are such a bad girl." I whispered, as she reached down and toyed with my deflated dick.
"Uh uh. You are such a bad boy. You've been sticking this in her, and ignoring me, and I just won't have it. If you're gonna fuck the maid, you better be fucking me too!"
I laughed. "I thought after last night you'd have had enough fucking for a while."
"Well," she said with a pout. "None of them measured up compared to you, so, I just want to make sure you don't forget about me."
"I'd never do that." I said, before kissing her again.
"Don't worry. I'll make sure to remind you if I think you might be." She giggled.
---o---
I worked on a research paper until lunch time, though it seemed difficult with both Carlotta and Sue frequently stopping by the kitchen and bending over, which was my cue to give them a few strokes or licks, my choice. Most times I chose both.
I was just starting to get myself ready for my early afternoon class when Lisa showed up, let in by Carlotta.
"Hey stranger. I like the look!"
"Lisa! What are you doing here? I wasn't expecting you until tonight."
"I wasn't planning on it, but now I'm glad I did. You got time to share with me?"
"I have class in a few minutes," I said.
"Don't worry. I happen to know he can be fucked while he's teaching." Sue said, as she walked into the room and walked to Lisa. "You have way too many clothes on sweetie. Why don't you come with me and let me take care of that!"
Lisa looked at me in surprise. "Go on. The hard drive is on the nightstand in the guest room."
"You good with this?" She asked, before she let Sue pull her down the hall toward the bedroom.
"I have class. Have fun."
I pulled on my shirt and sat down to get the zoom session started. I barely had the session open and three people had logged in. The log ins were almost immediately followed by private chat messages. "Dr C. You need to know. Some of the girls are going to flash you after what you did in today's 403 class." One of them said. I looked at who it was, one of the girl's names.
"What are you talking about?" I asked back, looking at the two other chat comments, both of which were basically 'don't forget to look at my camera feed.'
"Your camera was still turned on while you were smooching with your wife."
"So? People can kiss, right?"
"Dr C. You were naked below the waist and she was completely naked!"
"OMG. Did we flash students?"
"Not too many, but a few, from what I heard. Several guys are talking about your wife's boobs, and well, someone took a screen shot of your, um, thing."
"Oh Jesus." I groaned. That was NOT good! "I'm sorry." I wrote back to her. "I had no idea."
"That's okay. But; I think you should know, my room mate is planning on trying to get you to show it to her."
"And how is she going to do that????"
"There's a rumor running around the sorority house that if a girl flirts with you, you can't resist. Something medical, or so I heard. Anyway, I wanted you to know before class starts."
"Anna!" I said to myself. "Thank you, sweetheart. Now I know I can count on your discretion."
The only thing I could think to do was to keep the display feeds minimized and ignore the chat. If someone started flirting with me, I'd be hard pressed to not respond. This was getting way too out of hand. If that asshole hadn't already gotten himself killed, I'd about do it, at this point. He had no idea what the unintended consequences of his actions were.
I managed to get through my lecture without getting sidetracked by sex, well mostly. I watched the chat window until the first flirtatious private message came though, and with some difficulty, managed to not reply to it. Multiple times as I lectured, I was tempted to go back to it and answer, but managed not to. The worst that happened was that while I was using the white board function to write some equations, I doodled a pair of boobs on the corner, while a student was asking a question. I quickly made it look like fish hooks instead of boobs and then erased it, hopefully before anyone else noticed what I had done.
I closed down the session at the end of class and leaned back and breathed a sigh of relief. "I can do this." I said to myself. I looked around and wondered where everyone was. I got up, still wearing nothing but a polo shirt and looked around. I finally found everyone downstairs, sitting around Tina's computer. "What's going on?" I asked, stopping short when my wife looked at me, tears running down her cheeks. "What?" I asked softly.
She got up and walked, well, almost ran to me, slammed herself against my chest and hugged me tightly. "I'm sorry! It's all my fault!"
"What is? What are you talking about?"
"The girls! I took them. Adam, he, he did them. He used them! The bastard fucked our girls! Kaytlin was still a virgin and he took that from her!"
"Ohhhh damn. No honey. It wasn't your fault. It was Adam. Not you."
"But I took them! I drugged them! I gave them to him!" She cried, starting to sob again. All I could do was hold her until it stopped some minutes later. When she stopped crying, she took me to where they were all sitting around the computer, looking at us. "You need to watch."
"Why? Why do I need to watch our daughters?"
"You need to hear what he programmed them to do." Tina said quietly.
"Alright." I agreed, sitting down. Tina started the video where Sue, June and the girls were all sunning themselves in bikinis. I'd seen my daughters that way plenty of times, particularly Kathy, the oldest by ten minutes, who wore the tiniest little suits she could get her mother to allow. Kaytlin had on a much more reserved yellow bikini. It wasn't long before Sue got up and went to get ice tea for all of them. I knew what was going to happen. Tina fast forwarded to where Adam showed up almost ten minutes later. The girls looked like they were asleep, and Sue just lay there, looking at him, almost as if she were frozen. Even from the distance of the camera looking over them, I could see she was already crying.
"Holy shit. Look at those bitches! Twins! I didn't know you had twins. Fuck I wish they lived here. I could make so god damn much money. You know how much men would pay to have two blond hair, blue eyed, big titted twins fucking them? Shit, I'd be fucking rich! Nice work Sue. You followed directions perfectly this time. Not like that screwup with your husband. How's that working for him? Is he fucking everything with a skirt yet? If he isn't, he should be soon. The more he does it, the more he's going to want to do it. Now, let's see what we have here!" he said as he stepped to the girls and began to take off their bikinis. "Shit these bitches are fucking HOT! This is gonna be fun. Only thing I regret is that they aren't going to be around enough to enjoy them more frequently. Oh well." He said before walking away, leaving both of the girls laying naked on their chairs, still drugged into unconsciousness. He came back with his VR set and drugs. He started with Kathy. Tina fast forwarded to where he was doing more than just watching. Then he did Kaytlin, spending a similar amount of time with her.
"Now, you two girls are really fucking hot. Can you hear me? Can you hear me talking to you?"
"Yes." They both answered dreamily.
"Now I want you to listen carefully. I want you to do what I say. I want you to remember and do what I say. More than anything else, you want to do what I say. You know if you don't, you'll hurt inside. You'll need to do it, it will become the most important thing for you to do, because you know if you don't, you'll die. You'll fall in pain, excruciating pain, and soon you will die, but not before the pain makes you pay for not following my directions. Do you understand that? I'm doing this for you, to help you. I don't want to see you in pain, so I'm giving you these directions so you don't have to experience the pain. We don't want that do we, we don't want you to be in pain, do we?"
"No." The two breathed, clearly uncomfortable, both seeming to be struggling to hold still.
"Shhhhh. Just relax. The pain, it will go away, once you stop fighting it. Once you listen to my voice. That's it. Let it go. As long as you remember and do what I say, it'll be fine. Are you ready now? Do you want to hear my instructions?"
"Yes," they both whispered, as they stopped struggling against whatever was happening in their minds.
"You are such pretty girls, such sexy girls. I want you two to please your daddy, you're good girls, and want to please your daddy, don't you? Yes, I know you do. He likes to see your bodies. He likes to see and touch your sexy tits. He likes to see you take off your pants and panties. He loves seeing your sweet young pussies. He likes to touch and stroke and even lick them. You want to please him, don't you? So, when you see him, you'll try to show him, flash him, tease him. He loves being teased. Even more than just walking in front of him naked, he loves to be teased, to watch you take off your clothes, a little at a time, until you're naked. Then you're going to help him take his dick out and you're going to fuck him. You're going to beg him to let you ride his dick or to bend you over and fuck you or lay you down and fuck you. You're going to want to feel his dick in you, to please him. You want him to fuck you, more than anything else. If your mother is there, you want her to see it too, you want to fuck your daddy until he comes inside you. You want to feel his cum pumping inside you, and then, once he has, you're going to let your mother lick you and suck you and take his cum from your sweet young pussies. Do you understand? You want that. You desire to have him fill you with his cum. You want to tease him and strip him and strip for him, to get him to put his cum in you. Do you understand?"
"Yes," they both whispered.
"Good. Now, I want you to look at me. When you see me, I want you to pretend I am your daddy. I want you to do for me, what you will do for your daddy. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
"When I clap my hands, you're going to wake up. You won't remember this, but you will remember my words. You'll feel the need to follow my words, to do what you have been told. It will be the most important thing in your life. You must do what I have said. Do you understand?"
"Yes." Both girls whispered.
He smiled to himself and then clapped his hands loudly.
"Shit!" I swore quietly. "No key word."
"No," Tina said, "I noticed that too." She said, as the girls got up and pulled Adam gently toward one of the lounge patio chairs, they had been in. They whispered to him, telling him things we couldn't hear as they undressed him. His clothes were taken off one item at a time, followed by strokes and touches and kisses. He was soon naked and then Kathy was climbing onto his dick. She began to ride him, bouncing on his lap, her big soft tits bouncing wildly on her chest, as she pushed herself toward climax. While she was doing that, Kaytlin knelt over his face and let him lick and play with her slit, moaning and gasping as he licked and teased her clit.
It didn't take long for Kathy to climax on his cock and take him with her. Coming deep in her pussy as Katylin sat on his face. Once he had unloaded, Kathy pulled off and walked to Sue, still laying frozen on her chair. Kathy climbed over her face and ground her pussy into Sue's face. I watched as Sue began to lick and suck our daughter's pussy, licking and collecting the cum leaking from her. While that was happening, Kaytlin was licking and sucking Adam's dick, working on coaxing him hard again.
Kathy pulled from Sue's face after several minutes, and moved to help her sister suck and tease Adam's dick. Their combined ministrations had coaxed him hard again. Katylin moved over his body until she was hovering over his dick. She paused, seeming to be uncertain about what to do next. Kathy reached for his dick and rubbed it around her slit before coaxing her to lower down on it. I saw the grimace of pain on her face that only lasted a moment, and then the tinge of blood on his shaft as she began to move up and down at Kathy's coaxing.
"Fuck. Are you a virgin?" Adam grunted in surprise.
"Yes." Kaytlin whispered. "But not any more daddy, now I'm yours."
"Oh fuck." He groaned, as she moved faster, pushing the climax, he had started with his licking, along faster. Up and down, she bounced, working her climax closer and closer until she came on his cock. I watched my daughter, having her first orgasm by penetration, sitting on a man's dick, thinking it was me. He lifted her slightly and coaxed her to hold herself over him as he used his legs as levers and started thrusting up into her. It didn't take much longer before he unloaded again, this time into my daughter's virgin pussy.
"Mother fucker." I swore quietly, as Tina ended the playback, the picture freezing on him pumping a shot of cum into my daughter. "If he weren't already dead, I'd rip his dick off and stuff it down his throat."
"Yeah, well, I can understand that." Tina said, as Sue hugged herself to me tightly.
"We got lucky. She wasn't on birth control either." Sue whispered. "She is now. She went to the clinic at her school. I remember her telling me, but I didn't know why she did. Now I do."
"One more thing you need to see." Tina said quietly. She changed the video feed to one I recognized, the reverse gang bang that I had with those women when he programmed me. She fast forwarded through most of it, slowing when I started fucking the women. I watched myself fuck three women in fast motion, before she slowed it even more. We watched as the woman I was having sex with crawled off the table, Sue licking and sucking my dick to get me hard. She allowed it to run, until the next woman started to climb onto the table. She was naked, slightly heavier than most of the other women, and her skin tone was clearly darker. I seemed to remember thinking she was Indian. Only now did I realize she had a sheer headscarf around her head and neck, even though she was otherwise naked. We watched as Sue worked my only partly hard dick into the pussy over her face. I started to work my hips, short little bits at first, trying to work my dick hard again inside her. She twisted to beg me to fuck her harder, and Tina froze the image. She clicked one or two frames at a time until we had a clear picture of her face.
"Do you recognize her?" Tina asked quietly.
"No, should I?"
Tina opened a PDF file and scrolled down to the picture of a woman, and slid it up so the two were next to each other. "How about now?"
I looked at the two pictures. "Yeah. Looks like the same woman. Who is she?"
Tina looked at me. "That's the chancellors wife."
"Ohmygod. Tell me I didn't." I whispered. "Yeah. I did. I know I did. Shit, if he finds out!"
"I think we need to talk to Claire before we go anywhere else with this. I mean, she might not even know she's been doing anything, and with Adam gone, maybe she won't again. I mean, we don't know what she was programed to do, besides something like this. Maybe nothing."
"What would happen if she sees me? Or worse, I see her? Will she remember me fucking her, push me to just go up and try to convince her to have sex again? We already know I don't have any filter at all, would I do that in public?"
"I don't know." Tina said. "But I thought you should know. Also, I identified three more female faculty that have been compromised. I made a list of them as I was gathering audio samples. You can give them to Claire." She said,handing me a piece of paper with three names on it, two of whom I recognized. She then handed me a flash drive. "This is the video clip of you being programmed. You said you needed that. Also is the audio file with what you told me to make it say."
"Thanks." I answered, as she disconnected my hard drive from her laptop.
"I was planning on asking you for sex today, but after what we saw, I kinda don't feel like it. How about I collect my fee another day?"
"I'm fine with that." I answered, with a nod.
She looked at me curiously. "No argument? No attempt to seduce me or convince me to stay and have sex anyway?"
I looked back at her. "Your body language and attitude seem to say no, and at least he left me able to respect no. Not a fake no, but a real no, so I don't get arrested. He wouldn't want the kind of scrutiny he'd end up with, if I was arrested and evaluated by a real shrink."
"Good point. So, to control this, all you need is for all the women you know and run across to say no."
"And mean it." I added. If you stand there, and tell me no, and at the same time, pull your skirt up and flash me, well, that isn't no, that's try harder."
"Good to know."
"Why not come over Saturday. I'm sure Claire won't mind if you stop by."
"You sure? She might be monopolizing you."
"I'm sure she will be." Carlotta said, from where she was sitting in an overstuffed chair, still naked. "And if she isn't, I might come over and monopolize him a while myself. My husband is going golfing, so I have the day to myself."
Tina looked at Carlotta and raised her eyebrows, before looking back at me. She leaned to me and kissed my cheek. "I'll see."
---o---
I had one more class to do, and I was feeling like I was actually getting control of this, what should I call it, urge, to flirt with the girls in my class. As long as I keep my attention on the material, I felt like I could manage it okay. Now, I say this, as I sit at the kitchen table, naked below the waist. I fired up the zoom session for my third and last class of the day. Several students were already logged in, and more were attaching as I watched. My window of student cameras was quickly filling to the expected thirty-two. This class was a bit harder material, as we worked through international monetary systems and the implications of which country's money was considered the standard, such as the US dollar was at the moment.
This particular class had a lot more discussion than something like macro-econ, where I spent a lot of time writing formulas and doing math on the board. This looser form of discussion, also allowed me to peruse the cameras, while students were talking, sometimes to me, sometimes to each other. I always found it amusing to watch students carry on with their daily lives while also trying to attend class. Sometimes I think they forget that not only can the instructor see them, but so can the rest of the class, if they choose to look.
I was looking at the feeds while two students discussed an item, and saw one student's laptop clearly sitting in the bathroom on the counter. While the sound was muted, I had a nice view of the sink, faucet and bathroom wall, as the laptop sat on the counter, facing away from the young woman whose name appeared on the screen. In the upper, right hand, corner of the screen, was a section of the bathroom mirror, which looked like it took up a significant portion of the wall behind the sink. Reflected in that section of the mirror was enough of a view to tell that the young lady was taking a shower, instead of paying attention to class.
I focused on that image, periodically getting a brief look at her bare bottom or, when she was facing the mirror, her curly brown hair on her mound. I was so engrossed looking at her image, waiting for another flash of her bare body, that it took one student calling my name twice before I responded. Even then, I continued with class, with that image maximized so I could get as much of a look as possible. Eventually she stepped out of the shower, giving me a full view of her body from her thighs to her neck, as she wrapped a towel around herself. Only then did she pick up the computer and carry it back to the bedroom, where it was set on the bed.



In some ways I was disappointed that the show had ended, and made a mental note to discuss appropriate Zoom etiquette. I saw the computer bounce, as she apparently sat on the bed, but couldn't really see anything of her. Just the bedspread and the wall of her bedroom. I saw the computer move a bit and then, there, again, along one side of the image was a portion of a mirror, this one, over what appeared to be a small dresser. In the small slice of the mirror, I could see her reclined on the bed, wrapped in the towel she had put on in the shower. As I watched she opened the towel and laid the ends on the bed beside her. I could see her whole body, almost like looking through a window, as she lay on the bed and began to play between her legs. It didn't take much imagination, to know she was stroking her pussy, her free hand moving to her small firm boobs, twisting and pulling on her hard nipples. She lay that way, teasing herself for several minutes, before she moved her feet, lifting her knees so that her feet were now closer to her butt. She looked to the side and reached her free hand out, coming back with a very obvious article.
The flesh colored dick, was at least as large as mine, maybe even a little bigger. She picked up a tube of what I guessed was lubricant, and drizzled some on it, then laid the tube aside. She wrapped her hand around the dildo and rubbed up and down it's length. She moved her hands and in the triangular gap between her bent knee and the bed, I could see her aim the dildo at her pussy, and then slowly push it in. I didn't need sound to know how good it felt, her arched back and open mouth, made that part perfectly clear. She settled back on the bed and started to push the device in and out of herself. I couldn't resist reaching under the table and stroking myself as I watched her. She lifted her legs, her pussy, now almost visible to me, as she continued to plunge it in and out of her pussy, the dildo glistening in the light of the bedroom, from both the lube and her own juices. I continued to watch, as she worked the flesh colored dick in and out, the both of us definitely growing closer and closer to climax together.
"Oh fuck." I groaned, as my body suddenly jerked and I felt myself start to shoot cum up from my dick under the table. My cock, and me with it, jerked several times, as I squirted, my cum, out on the floor below me, leaving me flushed and panting.
"Are you okay professor?" One of the students asked, apparently watching me online.
"Huh? Oh, yeah. Sorry. Just had a Charlie horse in my leg." I lied. quickly. "You were saying?"
"Actually, I was asking if you thought the dollar being displaced as the standard currency, was going to be a good or bad thing for our economy?"
"I see. Um. Well, to be frank, I don't think it's going to happen. There are some international groups that would like it to happen, to reduce our influence, in particular China, who would like to take it over, but, um, shit. I lost my train of thought." I said, as I watched the young woman pulling her left nipple with her fingers as she plunged the dildo in and out of herself. "Sorry. Um. I was saying I didn't think it would work out as well as they wanted."
"I see. Okay." She answered, clearly not satisfied with my answer, even though my brain wasn't working quite well enough to formulate anything better, with my dick still leaking cum and twitching.
I looked at the clock in the corner of my screen. "I think we'll call it a day there." I said still trying to gather myself. "Tomorrow, same way. I'll send the link before class. Miss Espers, would you stay on please? Everyone else, have a great day."
I watched as the screens clicked off, one by one, slowly diminishing to only about three active users. "Miss Espers, would you please turn your laptop so I can see you?"
It took a few moments before her face showed up in the window, and it un-muted, though it didn't turn to show her. "Yes professor?" She asked innocently.
"Turn your computer so I can see you." I repeated.
She hesitated and then slowly turned the computer until it showed her sitting cross legged on the bed, her body wrapped in the towel from the shower. "Yes Professor?"
"Was that fun?"
"What?"
"I saw what you were doing in the mirror. I know you did it on purpose. I wanted to know, was it fun?"
"I. Um. You saw me?"
"I did."
She blushed and looked down at her lap. "Sorry."
"For what? Am I hollering at you?"
"Well, um. Uh, not exactly."
"It wasn't appropriate for class. But I don't see any reason that I should holler at you for it. I mean, if you WANT the boys in the class to see you naked, just do it. Just flash it all. Or aren't you brave enough?"
"Brave enough?"
"I take it you did this on a dare or something?"
"Sort of."
"Well, stand up and take the towel off for me."
"DO WHAT?"
"Come now. We both know the dare was about trying to tease me. You succeeded, but now I want more. You had to expect that, didn't you?"
"Well, sorta, but that doesn't mean I want to do more."
"Why not? You don't think I'm going to enjoy looking at you that way?"
"I, um, I'm not sure."
"I enjoyed what you did show. Why wouldn't I enjoy more? How about it, Miss Wilkins. I know you're still on, listening. I'd be willing to bet that you're the instigator of this little challenge?"
"Me?" I heard her say, even though her video was turned off.
"Why else would you be hanging on to see what happens?"
"I was just, um, making sure everything was alright."
"Uh huh. Turn your video on Miss Wilkins." It took a moment, but her camera turned on. She was sitting in a room, it looked like alone. "So? Was this your idea? Challenge her to flash me during class?" I could tell by the sudden blush, visible even over video, that I had hit the nail on the head. "I see. And what is it you hoped to gain?"
"I, um, I don't know."
"No? Well, tell you what. You started this, so you can join her. You can stand up and strip for me."
"WHAT? WHY?"
"I find it interesting that you want to know why, but didn't answer with a resounding no. The why is simple. I don't allow bullying in my class, and daring another student to do something like that, well, to me, that shows that you really don't appreciate her feelings very much. So, why don't you do what you dared her to do. You flash me your body and make yourself climax for me."
"But professor!?"
"Did you dare her to do it?"
"Well, yes."
"And did she?"
"Mostly."
"Then I think it's only fair that you join her."
"But I dared HER!"
"And she did it. Now you get to as well."
"But."'
"Unless you want to do it in person."
"Um, no! I don't think I want to do that."
"Well then?" With a huff, she stood up and began undressing, taking off her shirt first, then her skirt. She stood in the frame, her bra and panties still on, clearly hoping I'd stop her. "Well?" She rolled her eyes and huffed again, before reaching behind her. She unclipped the bra and took it off, replacing the lacy cups with one hand and arm. She dropped the bra on the floor and then used her free hand to try and wiggle her tiny bikini style panties down. I got a couple nice flashes of her trimmed brown curls before she was able to get her panties to slide down her legs on their own, leaving her hand free to cover her crotch.
"There."
"Uh uh. Hands in the air."
"But!"
"Hands in the air. The more you protest the longer I'll make you stand that way."
"Oh fuck. Fine!" She huffed a third time. She moved both hands, holding her hands and arms in the air for a few moments and then started to put them down.
"Uh uh. Keep em up till I say." She put her arms back up and stood there, staring at me. With a grin I pushed my chair back and stood up as well, my, again hard, dick pointing almost right at the camera. "You dared her hoping she'd get me to show her this, didn't you? Well, you paid the price of admission, so here you go."
"Fuck." She whispered, as I reached for my dick and slowly stroked my fat hard shaft.
"Everything you expected Miss Wilkins?"
"Oh, yeah." She said, as she moved her hands down. One hand moved to her crotch and slowly stroked her pussy lips, as she stared at me stroking my cock.
"Damn it's big." Miss Espers said, making the video change to the image of her, now standing completely naked with one foot resting on the edge of the bed, so the camera was looking up at the front of her body. She had her dildo back and was slowly pushing it in and out of her pussy, as she watched me stroking myself. "Um, when are you having office hours this week?" She asked breathlessly.
"You want to come feel it in person? Maybe even get a chance to sit on it?" I asked with a grin.
"Well, um," she said, stopping stroking the dick. "Can I?"
"I'll let you know when I'll be back on campus." I answered. "Thank you for the show, both of you. But I better get off, before I get off, if you know what I mean."
Miss Wilkins giggled, making the video click back to her. "I think we do."
"Very well." I answered, reaching down and sliding the mouse to the end meeting button and clicking it. Both video windows disappeared.
"Now that was fucking hot, but they aren't here and I am, so how about putting that to use in me?" Carlotta asked, as she stepped to the table. She turned to face it and bent over. "You've been poking that into me just enough all day to keep me simmering like a hot kettle. I think it's time you let off the steam!"
Hell, how could I refuse that? I stepped behind her and rubbed my engorged mushroom head up and down her wet pussy lips. I nestled my head into the entrance to her depths and pushed into her, driving my dick several inches into her, just like I had been doing all day, when she bent over in front of me. I worked my hips, pushing myself in and out of her until my shaft and her lips were lubricated with her juices. Unlike the other times I'd been in her today, this time I was staying until we were both done. I grasped her hips and started to slide in harder, driving my engorged head against the end of her vagina, making her grunt with each stroke.
"Oh fuck, you feel good!" She moaned loudly.
"Uh huh." I answered, as I looked over to see Sue walking into the room. She was still naked, as she had been all day, from the same kind of play that I had been doing with Carlotta.
"Not waiting for me?" She asked, with a crooked little grin.
"Didn't know you were interested." I answered honestly, as she stepped to the table and crawled onto it. I was glad that Claire had a sturdy kitchen table, as Sue moved herself on it, so her legs were spread around Carlotta with her face inches from my wife's pussy. "I bet you know what to do with this." She cooed softly at Carlotta, as she scooted herself closer.
"Think you can handle it?" Carlotta asked with a grin. "I bet I make you come, before he does."
"I'll take that challenge." Sue whispered, as Carlotta lowered her face to her pussy and began to lick my wife's soft lips. "You have no idea how turned on it makes him to see someone licking me, and sticking her tongue into me."
"You saying that I might get his load, before I make you come?" Carlotta asked, lifting her face from my wife momentarily. "What do I get if I make you climax first?"
"What'd you want?"
"To sleep with him tonight, all night, with as much sex as he can give me."
"You don't want to go home to your husband?"
"I'll just tell him I'm working late. Wouldn't be the first time I spent the night here."
"Oh?"
"We can talk about it later. I have a pussy to make climax first." She said, as she lowered her face back to my wife's pussy.
I watched Sue's face, as Carlotta expertly worked her clit with her tongue, one finger pushing in and out of her pussy at the same time.
"You're gonna have to do better than that." Sue panted, as she looked at me fucking the maid's hot pussy. "Cuz I can see that he's getting closer and closer to filling that tight little pussy of yours."
"In that case," Carlotta mumbled.
I watched Sue's eyes grow to the size of saucers, moments before she cried out in surprise. "OHHHHH FUCK!" She cried a few moments later, as her whole body began to tremble and shake. Carlotta pulled her face from my wife's pussy as she began to squirt juices out at Carlotta's face, allowing me to see just what she had done. She had one finger stuffed in Sue's pussy, and another stuffed into her back door, both fingers stroking in and out of her, as she pushed her hand back and forth frantically. "OH SHIT SHIT SHIT!" Sue cried, as Carlotta pushed her orgasm even higher, by allowing her thumb to rub her clit while her two fingers plunged in and out of her openings.
"Jesus." I grunted, as the surprise of the situation struck me. My body jerked hard, jamming my cock into Carlotta.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed, as my cock surged, my cum, deep into her, filling the slight space around my cock that her pussy would allow. She stopped stroking my wife and stood, trembling and shuddering as she climaxed on my surging cock. "That's what I wanted. Oh God yes. That's exactly what I wanted." She panted, as she lay down on the table, her hand not out of my wife and moving down to stroke her own pussy. "Fuck that was perfect. Absolutely ass fucking perfect. And the best part? I get to have you fuck me alllll night!"
"How is that?" I heard Claire ask, from the living room as she stood looking at us, completely naked. "I thought I'd join the party, but it looks like I'm too late."
"Claire!" I gasped, pulling my still twitching cock from Carlotta. "You're home!"
"I am. Now, what's this about Carlotta having you all night?"
"I bet Sue that I could make her come, before he came in me. I won." Carlotta panted. "But I'm not against sharing, like last time."
"Mmmmmm. That was fun, wasn't it? That poor pizza guy could barely walk out, in the morning."
"You fucked the pizza delivery guy?" Sue asked, with raised eyebrows. "Aren't you worried about someone finding out and ruining your reputation?"
"What's to ruin? I'm single. I can fuck who I want, when I want, and if the board thinks they're going to restrain me from that, well, they've already been told, in no uncertain terms, just how badly the law suit for sexual discrimination would look."
"They've tried?"
"They suggested that I be more, demure, in my sexual encounters. I told them to bend over and fuck themselves, because I know damn well, at least three of them have had sex outside their marriages, and attacking a single woman, over her personal sexual desires, on her own time, wouldn't fly very well once that all came to light. As long as I'm not banging my staff or students, they don't have a legal leg to stand on. Now, how about we order some dinner in, and see just how many orgasms that cock of yours can give to three women?"
"Three?"
"I wouldn't think of excluding your incredibly beautiful and sexy wife. Would you?"
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Epilogue
August 1986
It will be our second anniversary tomorrow. Life has changed for me in ways that I never would have expected when William was born, not that I wasn't happy. Quite the opposite. It took almost a year off to feel comfortable being with Mandy again. I'm not sure I ever would have if it hadn't been for Betsy. Over the months that followed her passing, I found love notes hidden all over the house, encouraging me to love another the way I had loved her, all the while doing my best to be a dad to William. I watched Mandy become a mother to William, every bit as loving and dedicated as if he were her own son. I have no doubt that she loves him as much as her own daughter, who I have grown to love as if she were mine. I think it was a forgone conclusion to everyone but us that the two of us were going to be together once I'd gotten past the grief of losing Betsy.
This morning was starting out about as good as a day can, my face buried between my wife's legs, my tongue stuck in her pussy, teasing her clit as she rocked and ground herself on my face. My hands cupped both her large, soft breasts, which I could barely see because of her round pregnant belly.
"Oh fuck, David. That's it. Make me come, baby! Make me come all over your face!" she moaned loudly as her body leaked juices down over my cheeks and chin to run down my neck and drip on the bed. I groaned in pleasure as I continued to lick and tease her, knowing that any second she was going to practically drown me in her sweet juices. In our short four years living together, we'd learned exactly what to do to give each other the most intense climaxes possible. The two of us were a perfect fit in that respect, neither of us willing to take anything for granted, we'd already made that mistake. No, we were always trying to make things just that much better, whether it as doing chores around the house, or as now, giving each other pleasure. "SHIT! SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!" she screamed as her pussy squirted on my face. I captured as much as I could with my mouth, knowing that if the roles were reversed, she would do the same, taking every bit of my load she could. "GOD, DAVID!" she gasped as the trembles and shudders slowly faded from her body. "You make me come sooooo fucking hard!"
I heard a noise down the hall and knew that her cry had awoken William. With a sigh that I felt as much as she did, she lifted off of my face and swung herself over the edge of our king-sized bed. I watched her walk naked to the door and disappear down the hallway. It didn't take long for her to soothe him and coax him back to sleep and she walked back into the bedroom. She smiled as she pushed the door closed and then came to me on the bed. She crawled onto the bed and settled her sopping wet pussy on my slightly softened dick.
"Now, what should we do about this?" she whispered as she ground her pussy against my dick. "You think I should ride it? Or maybe I should go get mom and let her take care of it this morning?"
"Do you really want me to answer that?" I asked as I reached for her shoulders and pulled her down to kiss me, her bulging belly making it difficult for her to find a comfortable position lying on me. We kissed for a few moments and then heard William again.
"Ohhh. I'm sorry, lover. I don't think he's going to let us have any more time this morning," she whispered as she pushed up off of me. I watched her slip the robe hanging on the back of the bedroom door onto her body, covering up her pregnant, but still, oh so sexy, body. "You might as well get up and start the day."
I sighed and nodded. "Yeah. Probably," I agreed reluctantly. I got out of bed and headed to the bathroom to grab a much needed shower. I stood under the water, one hand braced against the wall, the other wrapping around my still-hard dick. With her due any day, Mandy had been somewhat reluctant to have intercourse, paranoid that she'd go into labor full of my seed, but was more than willing to provide me with other options, when we weren't interrupted, that is. My eyes were closed and I was imagining her sitting on me, bouncing up and down, her sexy tits flopping up and down wildly as she bounced on my lap, the way she had so often over the last few years. In my mind's eye I could see her bright pink nipples jutting out at me as my rock-hard dick disappeared up into her with each stroke down, her tightly curled auburn ringlets between her legs mixing with my dark brown pubic hairs each time she slammed herself down on me.
I almost slipped and fell when I felt a pair of arms circle around me, one hand moving to my chest while the other moved to my soapy dick. She kissed the back of my neck and pressed her hard nipples into my back as her round pregnant belly pressed to the small of my back. I let her move my hand and replace it with her own, her strokes slowly working the length of my shaft, her hand rolling over my engorged head with each stroke. I groaned softly as I let my mind show me my wife riding me, the hand now wrapped around me coaxing my orgasm closer with each passing moment.
"Oh god. Gonna come," I groaned softly as her hand teased me ever closer.
"Good," she whispered barely loud enough for me to hear over the water, her lips kissing the back of my neck again as she moved her other hand to join her first, both hands now stroking my soapy shaft.
I couldn't help but pump my hips in time with her strokes, the urgency growing in me until it was undeniable. I pictured in my mind, my cock erupting deep in my wife's pussy, pumping shot after shot of my cum into her while in reality my cum was spurting out and landing on the shower wall. "Ohhhhhh damn, that felt good," I groaned as my dick started to soften. I pushed off the wall and turned in her arms, stopping half way around and frowning. "ROSE!?"
"Hey, lover." She grinned at me, her huge belly pressing to my stomach and her soapy hands pulling on my butt cheeks to squeeze us together. "Nice to know you can't tell us apart any better than you did on New Year's Eve."
"Damn, Rose," I whispered, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her to me until she laid her head on my shoulder, the two of us standing just out of reach of the water.
"I know. You wanted it to be her. She's taking care of the kidos and thought that maybe she wouldn't mind me giving you some release. I'd have much rather had it inside me, but the way things are, well..."
"Yeah, I know. You don't want your pussy full of cum when you go to the OB today. She told me the same thing."
"Maybe after our appointments, both of us can coax you to let one loose in each of us. We haven't done that in a while, have we?"
"No we haven't," I agreed, giving her a squeeze as her hand found my dick and began to play with it again.
"You know, if you got hard, you could get me off with it. I don't think it'd take long."
"It usually doesn't," I whispered with a soft laugh. "Okay. Get it hard and we'll see what happens."
"Okay, but how about someplace more comfortable?"
"Sure," I agreed, releasing her and turning to turn off she shower. She didn't even give me time to dry off before she was pulling me down the hall to the guest room, where she had been living the last six months. She pushed me back onto the bed and then climbed onto it as well, swinging one leg over me so her pussy hovered over my face. She gripped my dick and lowered her face to me, engulfing my partly-hard member in her hot mouth while spreading her knees to lower her pussy to my face.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned as I licked up her delicate inner lips and teased her hard little clit with the tip of my tongue. While I didn't know all her triggers as well as I did Mandy's, in the last few months we'd had enough sex with each other to find the important ones. Her mouth closed around my shaft again and began to stroke up and down, pushing my fat head all the way into her throat at times. In return, I worked her clit hard enough to make her hips begin to rock and move, the sensations clearly doing what I intended. "Okay. Enough of this. God, I need this inside me!" She gasped as she pulled her pussy from my face and rolled off of me. I waited as she positioned herself over my dick again, this time straddling my hips, facing me. She grinned at me, knowing full well how much I was waiting for her to do just exactly what she was about to do.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she slowly forced her pussy down over my engorged shaft. I closed my eyes and let the sensations flow over me as she began to slowly stroke up and down, each stroke accompanied by a rock of her hips to force my shaft against her clit.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned as she rested her hands on my stomach and began to bounce faster, sliding up and down my hard-on, pushing me closer to the climax she didn't want inside her. Even though she had just gotten me off a few minutes ago, I could already feel things building deep inside, leaving me unsure if I could actually hold out long enough for her to climax. I was a sucker for big, fat tits bouncing in front of me, and her dark pink areolae and distended nipples were begging to be sucked and teased. I reached up and cupped both soft, bouncing mounds, letting my fingers squeeze her rock-hard nipples, drawing a gasp and moan from her. "Oh yes. That's it. Tease my nipples. Make me come around you," she panted. "Oh god, yes. Almost there. Gonna come any second. Ohhhhhhh David! GOD! I'M COMING!" she squealed as she slammed her body down hard on my lap, her whole body shuddering and trembling while her pussy clenched around my fat cock.
She sat there for long seconds, not moving on me as I worked to keep my own hips from starting to try and push my dick in and out of her. I had no doubt she knew that I wanted, and with a grin, she slipped off my dick and slid back down my legs. She leaned forward, forcing me to spread my legs to give her room for her big, pregnant belly, and then used her fingers to pull my dick up between her soft, sexy tits. "Your turn. Come for me, sweetie," she whispered as she began to rub my dick with her tits, both soft mounds molded around my girl-cum covered shaft. I watched my head appear and disappear from the warm, soft confines created by her pressed-together breasts, the view and the sensations pushing me quickly toward climax. She'd done this enough times to be able to read me and moments before I let go of my load, she leaned her head down and engulfed my mushroom knob with her hot mouth.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body jerked and pumped a shot of cum into her mouth. I closed my eyes and let my body empty several shots into her mouth. She licked and sucked me until I softened and stopped leaking cum for her, grinning at me and licking her lips.
"Fuck, I like the taste of your cum," she whispered as she lifted herself and crawled up my body. She held herself over me, her belly and nipples just brushing against me as she leaned her head down and gave me a wet cum-flavored kiss. "You know, if you hadn't married my daughter, I think I'd have had to find a way to get you to marry me," she whispered with a smile. "Although, getting to live here and fuck you all the time isn't a bad compromise."
"I hope the price is worth it," I answered her quietly, letting my fingers stroke up and down her sides, feeling her soft, warm skin with my finger tips.
"You mean this?" she asked, wiggling her stomach to rub back and forth across mine. "It was my own doing, I'm willing to pay the price for my actions."
"You probably could have convinced the two of us to let you have sex with me again without sneaking in like you did."
"David, I was living in your house, watching you two fuck and play almost every day. It was just a matter of time before you and I did it again. I just picked a bad time to make it happen. But it was one hell of a fuck!" She giggled. "I wouldn't have thought you could put two loads in me after already fucking Mandy, though the first was probably enough to cause this."
"I kinda still feel responsible for Dean doing what he did."
"You weren't. I told you that way back then. We just weren't working any more and it was our choice to separate for a while. This just kind of cemented what was already going to happen."
"Uh huh. And now you're a single mom."
"Only sorta. Since you offered to let me stay after the baby comes, well, I'm not really a single mom. I'm just glad that Mandy is getting a little more accepting of things like this."
"Us having sex?"
"Uh huh. Us having sex."
I heard the grandfather clock in the living room chime. "I need to get ready for work."
Rose pushed up off of me and then held a hand out to help me up.
---o---
"There he is," Victoria called to me from her desk as I walked in about half an hour late. "I was wondering if one of them went into labor or something."
"No. We have doctor appointments later today, but I think both of them are ready to pop any time," I said as I dropped into my chair.
Victoria got up and walked over to me, leaning down far enough to put her elbows on the desk. "I have to admit, I never would have thought you'd have knocked up both a mother and a daughter the same night. But my offer still stands: once they have the babies, if you need a little on the side, you're always welcome between my legs."
"I appreciate that, but other than game nights, I promised Mandy that I'd try to keep it tucked in."
"I haven't given up trying to convince her either."
"I doubt she'll change her mind. After her mom getting pregnant that night, well, she's a little gun shy."
"I guess I can understand that. Oh, before I forget," she said, standing up and walking to her desk. "Anne dropped this off for you," she said, handing me a small brown paper wrapped box. "She said something about still needing to pay off a lost bet and that she hoped you liked her choice."
"Oh damn." I groaned softly to myself.
"Okay, now I HAVE to know. What bet?"
"Not so much a bet as a dare."
"Who dared her?"
"Actually, her daughter, right after Anne dared her to let Chris undress her and come all over her face in a store. I don't think she ever expected Chris to do it, but he did. He stripped her in a seven-eleven at about two in the morning and let the clerk watch her suck him off until he unloaded all over her tits and face."
"You're right, that doesn't sound like Chris. What got him to do that?"
"Katie suggested that if he did that, that she'd let him fuck that petite little Chinese gal at work."
"She must have really wanted her mom to do this, whatever it is."
"She has to strip, dress in whatever this is, and give me a lap dance."
"Here?!"
"Yep."
"A FULL lap dance?"
"All the way until she makes me come in her."
"Then what?"
"She has to go home wearing nothing but that."
"Shit. Can I watch?"
"I don't see why not. You can probably even join in if you want."
"Wait. Why would Joe let her do that. I mean, here?"
I grinned. "Because if she goes all the way, gets me to fill her, then he has permission to try and convince Leah to let him do the same thing to her."
"Oh damn. Anne is going to let him fuck Leah? She must really want to do this dare."
I lowered my voice and leaned toward her. "Actually, I think the two of them have been planning this for some time, Katie and Anne. Katie's wanted to get Chris to strip in a store, and Anne has made suggestions before about trying to get to role play being a hooker for me, here in my office. I think she's jealous about what you and I used to do."
"But Katie already got stripped in a store. I remember you being dared to do it."
"I did, but Chris never has. Too bashful. And she wanted it to be him," I said with a shrug. "Doesn't really matter right now, though. I don't think I'll be playing games for the next few weeks. Not with both babies due any day."
"I don't know how you do it, deal with both Mandy and her mom being preggo with your kids. I mean, I don't know how I'd deal with being pregnant the same time as my mom, let alone from the same guy."
"Well, we both know I didn't make that choice. I thought it was Mandy, and since we were trying to have a baby, of course I was going to have sex with her. I guess that's what happens when you drink too much and fuck whoever climbs in bed with you."
"I know I'd be pissed as hell if my mom did that to my husband."
"Who says she wasn't? But what's done is done. We all have to live with it now."
Victoria shook her head and walked back to her desk. "You're taking it a whole lot better than any other guy I know."
"What am I going to do about it? All I can do is accept that it happened and love the babies as best I can."
"So, just out of curiosity, just how long are you planning on having her live with you guys?" Victoria asked curiously.
"I've left it up to Mandy, but given what she did this morning, I don't know that she's thinking it's going to be a short stay."
"This morning? What happened this morning?"
I logged into my computer and then, talking more to the computer than to Victoria, I answered, "She sent her mom up to take care of me."
"Take care of you, as in..."
"Uh huh."
"I thought you weren't having sex with her any more, well, after April."
"I wasn't, but I guess Mandy is changing it again."
"You know, being single looks better every time we talk about it."
"Uh huh. And if you didn't come over and play games with us, how often would you have sex?"
"I don't need sex."
"Says the woman not wearing any bra or panties again."
"You noticed that, huh?"
"Couldn't not notice. Not with how see-through that dress is and how you intentionally stood so that you were backlit by the doorway."
"Well, I don't NEED sex, but it still feels nice. In fact, it'd feel nice any time today, too."
"You know the rules."
"I do. I gotta get Mandy's permission. Don't worry. I'll call her," she said as she stepped toward the office door. She paused and bent over partway, lifting her skirt. "Just so you remember what it looks like," she said over her shoulder as she flashed her bare cheeks and pussy. She dropped her skirt and headed out the door, leaving me wishing I could have just walked over and poked her. Who knows, maybe Mandy would say yes.
It wasn't all that much longer before the phone on the corner of my desk rang, dragging me from the middle of the program I was working on. "Hello?"
"I think you better come home," I heard Mandy say sharply.
"Is it time?"
"For mom."
"Okay lover. I'll be there as soon as I can." I logged out, grabbed my briefcase and coat and headed out the office door. I stopped and poked my head into Victoria's office. "I'm on the way out!"
"Mandy or mom?"
"Mom," I said with a shake of my head. "You know Mandy is going to be pissed if Rose has her baby first."
Victoria chuckled. "Well, if she makes you sleep on the couch, you can always come over and crash at my place."
"If I did, it wouldn't be on your sofa, would it?"
"Not likely," she answered with a little grin. "And I don't know how much sleeping you'd be doing."
"I'll let you know what happens," I said, shaking my head and headed for the exit.
Yeah, life wasn't at all what I expected it to be, but then Betsy had always told me to expect the unexpected, and I'd never be disappointed. The truth was: the only thing that had disappointed me was losing her. As long as she was with me, I believed that everything would be alright. I love Mandy and she tries hard to fill that place inside me that was torn up so badly by Betsy's passing, but it will never be the same.
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I'd never spent a night with two women, let alone three. While Denise, our department's senior secretary, had expected and planned on only having sex with me one more time, Evelyn, being the true to her promise to the two of them, kept Denise involved throughout the night. By the time I'd finally unloaded my final shots into Evelyn at about two-thirty in the morning, each of the three of them, Denise, Betsy and Evelyn, had climaxed at least twice and in Betsy's case, four times. Denise was the most reserved of the group, but Betsy was able to coax even her into one of the many girl-on-girl positions that helped make the night such a resounding success for all of us.
When morning came, Evelyn ordered room service, and Betsy, being the most daring of our little group, didn't hesitate to answer the hotel room door completely naked, giving the guy delivering the food a good look at not only her but the other girls as well.
While we ate breakfast, Evelyn played twenty questions with me, coaxing all of my Christmas plans from me, including which days I was doing what and what days my two girls were coming to visit. I was surprised at how comfortable I had become with her, being as high in the company as she was. But after spending a whole night enjoying her body, I suppose I should be comfortable. I answered her questions as I would for any good friend, even though I had no idea what she had in mind, and she didn't seem about to tell me. By seven-thirty, we were all clean, but dressed in the same things we'd worn to the party, riding down the elevator together. The guy at the desk gave me a grin as I walked by with the three of them, Evelyn dropping the door key card off on the way by. Betsy made some comment about being the first time she'd ever had to make the walk of shame, which I didn't understand until she explained it on the drive to my house.
I finally walked into work at nearly nine o'clock, almost an hour and a half later than usual. I got a few looks from some of my people as I walked in and settled into my office.
"Good Morning Michael!" Amanda said as she walked into my office half an hour later. "I see you finally made it in!"
"Yeah, It was a late night." I agreed evasively.
"I don't wonder. I would have thought keeping Betsy occupied all night would have been job enough, but you took on three. Says a lot."
"Took on three?" I asked, trying to play innocent.
"Oh come on. It wasn't a surprise that you went up the elevator with Denice and Betsy, but Miss Jenkins too? I didn't think you had it in you to play with the big girls!" She said with a smile. "Word was that the ladies were each completely naked when they got off the elevator." I groaned and rubbed my face in embarrassment. "Well, well. It was true. I thought he made that part up. I'm impressed."
"Good lord. Who else knows about this?" I asked quietly.
"Oh, a few people." She said with a grin as she moved around my desk. "Now that I have you completely embarrassed, maybe we should talk work?"
"Good idea," I answered.
"You want to pull up that file we were working on yesterday? I made those changes you asked for and I think we ought to take a look at them."
"Yeah, sure," I answered turning to my computer. It didn't take too long for me to get the cad program opened and the file loaded she was talking about. She stepped around the side of the desk so she was standing next to me. She reached down and pulled my right hand to the back of her bare leg below the hem of the gray skirt she had on, and as she bent over to look at my computer screen, pulled my hand up, pulling the hem of the skirt up as my hand slid up her bare thigh.
"Now that I know you like to play." She whispered, pulling my hand up until my fingers, wrapped around the inside of her left thigh, pressed against a surprisingly bare pussy. "I think you should know that I never wear underwear with a dress."
"Amanda. This isn't appropriate." I whispered, wanting to pull my hand from under her skirt, but also, not wanting to at the same time. She held my hand against her lips until I gently started to move my fingers, stroking her pussy slightly, working the side of my pointer finger between her round outer lips and the small bit of protruding inner lip I could feel there.
"That's better." She cooed softly. "You know, from now on, when I come in, I expect you to tease me." She whispered. "Unless you want to do more than tease. I'd take that too."
"Amanda," I whispered, looking past my computer to the door, to make sure no one was coming. "Why would I want to get into that kind of trouble?"
"Let's just say that if you don't, Evelyn might be disappointed."
"Evelyn? Why would she be disappointed?"
She looked back at me and wiggled her butt. "Who do you think has been keeping her informed about you?"
"Informed about me?" I asked, stopping rubbing my finger on her pussy. "Why would she even WANT to be informed about me, and just exactly what have you been informing her of?"
"Well. Sometimes girls talk. She got a bit curious a few months ago and started asking about you. She was more than a little surprised and even somewhat excited when she heard about you and Miss Fensing in the conference room."
"Why would you tell her something like that, even if you did know about it?"
"She can be very persuasive." She whispered back. "Especially when she has me ohhhh so close to climaxing."
"You? And Evelyn?"
"I'll just leave that to your imagination." She grinned. " But, don't you love that little heart tattoo right next to her pussy?" If I needed any proof that Amanda was telling the truth, that seemed to be enough. She did have a very little heart tattooed on her pubic mound, ever so close to her pussy. I'd seen it the night before and briefly wondered who the lucky tattoo artist was since there was no way it was done without her completely exposing herself to him. "It's cute, isn't it? I dared her to get it last year. She had to take off all her clothes and lay there while he tattooed it on her."
"Oh, wow," I answered a little stunned.
"I have one just like it." She whispered. "You can see it any time you want."
"And you dared her to do it?"
"I did. I also dared her to take you to the ladies' room and have sex with you at the party. Did you enjoy that? I know she did. VERY much!"
"Wait. You dared her to do that? It wasn't her idea?"
"I can be very persuasive, especially when I have her sooooo close to climax." Amanda grinned. "She was tired of dating those stuffed suits and wanted something a little different. I couldn't resist daring her to play with you, especially not after I heard about you and Denise in the conference room. You both needed a little push. All I did, was, push a little. The rest, the night in the hotel? That was all her idea. I wouldn't have expected her to be so bold as to invite Denise and Betsy along."
"Well, she did."
"I hope you all had fun."
"I would say we did," I answered her. I slid my hand around her thigh a little further and rubbed her pussy lips with my thumb, and then gently pushed it up at her, slowly spreading her lips and forcing it up into her vaginal depths. "I might have to find a way to thank you. If you're into guys that is."
"Ohhhhh fuck yes I'm into guys." She moaned as I started to work my thumb in and out of her pussy, fucking her slowly with it. "I think every girl loves the feeling of a nice big cock in her pussy, even the ones that love a girl's lips on hers."
"Well, since you like to be daring, let's see if you can find someplace naughty to finish this. If you're naked, I'll let you not only see it but put it right here." I said wiggling my thumb.
"Ohhhhhhhhh. How about right here, right now?" She moaned.
"Uh uh," I said, going back to teasing her pussy, rubbing my finger across her clit as I pushed my tumb back up into her. "Not with a mostly glass door. You can do better than this. You're the daring one, right?"
"You'll come if I call?"
"Any time tomorrow. I think my dick needs a rest today, and that gives you all kinds of time to think about it."
"You are so bad You're going to make me come, aren't you?." She moaned as I rubbed my finger harder on her clit as I stroked my thumb in and out of her pussy. In and out I pushed it, using it like a little dick, my finger rubbing across her clit with each stroke. It didn't take too many more minutes before I felt her pussy clench around my thumb, her legs trembling and shaking. "Ohhhh fuck yes." She moaned softly as she climaxed. She pulled my hand from between her legs, lifting it to her mouth as she turned to face me. She sucked her juices from my thumb and then smiled. "I'm not so sure your dick really needs much of a rest." She said as she bent over and reached for my lap, squeezing my surprisingly hard dick through my pants. "Be sure I'll come up with something." She said before fixing her skirt and then walking from my office.
I was a little surprised not to see Betsy at all Thursday. Not that I needed to see her, but I honestly expected to. She almost always stopped at least once a day. When quitting time came, I headed home, planning on going to bed early.
It was Friday, my last day at work before the long holiday week of Christmas and New Year's. I'd planned on taking the whole week and a half off. I still had to finish Christmas shopping for my girls and put up the tree. For the last three years I hadn't done a tree. I just didn't feel like it. It was always something Marie and I did together, and it just didn't feel very happy thinking about doing it without her. My girls had given me a hard time about it, so this year I'd decided I had to do it one way or the other.
I had a long list of things I needed to get done before I was out of the office for that long and was buried in that list when Betsy walked into my office.
"Michael." She said as she walked in with a huge smile on her face. "Merry Christmas!"
"Betsy. Hey! I missed you yesterday."
"I was busy." She said as she walked to my desk and set down a brightly wrapped box.
"Too busy to see me?"
She sat down in the chair across from me. "To be honest, after the other night, I kind of got the feeling that maybe three people interested in you was pushing you a bit too hard."
"Three people?" I asked curiously.
"Uh-huh. Me, Denise and Evelyn."
"Evelyn? She isn't interested in me. Hell, I'm not even in her class. She's an executive, I'm just and engineering manager. All she was interested in with me was a quick fuck because of some dare."
"The dare doesn't have anything to do with it," Betsy said quietly. "I watched her with you in that hotel room. When she was sitting on you, riding you? That was more than a quick fuck. She was getting very emotionally into it. It was becoming more than just sex. She was TRYING to please you, not just make you come."
"That's silly. I'm not even on her radar." I said with a frown.
"You can tell yourself that. But I don't believe it for a minute. Anyway, I thought that maybe three women trying to date you at once might be a bit much. I'm glad that you're opening up, but for the moment, I think I need to take a step back."
"I'd rather you didn't," I answered her. "I like our time together."
"I know. I'll still come by and tease you, maybe even flash you a little something now and then. But if you're dating two other women, you need to concentrate on them. So I want you to take that box and put it in your drawer. Don't open it unless you want to date me for real. And I don't mean as one of three. If you open it, you'll know what to do with what's in it and I'll know that you really want to date me for me, not just because you like having sex with me. Okay?"
"I guess so," I answered as she got up and stepped around my desk. She pushed my chair back and climbed into my lap, straddling me. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled our faces together and gave me a very long wet kiss that had my dick hard as a rock by the time we broke the embrace.
"Just something to think about." She whispered before pushing off my lap and walking away. I couldn't help but be disappointed. She was quite a bit younger than me, but I did enjoy her company.
It was lunch time when Amanda walked into my office wearing one of the most unprovocative outfits I'd ever seen her in. It was what I'd heard called a sack dress. It didn't highlight ANY of her curves. If anything it seemed designed to hide them. "Come with me." She said, stepping around my desk and pushing my chair back. She held a hand out for me and waited.
"Where are we going?" I asked as I took her hand.
"You'll see." She said, taking my hand and pulling me toward the office door. She led me by the hand through the work area, half way across the building, upstairs using an elevator and then down a wide hallway with large opulent-looking wooden doors. I recognized the executive office suite when I saw it. I'd only been here once. She led me past a desk, pushed a door open and pulled me inside one of the offices. She closed the door behind us and walked to the large floor-to-ceiling office windows. She pushed the curtains apart until the entire office wall was exposed glass windows. Inside the office was a large desk, several sitting chairs and a sofa. She took my hand again, pulled me over to the sofa and pushed me down onto it. She stood in front of me and quickly skimmed the sack dress off, leaving her in a metallic look bikini. "Ever had a lap dance?"
"Once," I admitted as she turned on some music on her phone and set it on the corner of the desk.
She turned to me and started to sway and move to the music. "Did she let you take her top off?" she asked as she turned around and settled her butt on my lap, rubbing side to side and back and forth, teasing my hardening dick through my slacks.
"She did."
"You can take mine off I know you'd like to see my tits, wouldn't you?"
"I would." I agreed, reaching up and pulling the strings on the bikini top, pulling it off and setting it aside. She stood up off of me and turned to face me. Her breasts weren't that large, Maybe a nice full B cup with small round dark, almost black, areolas and two hard perky nipples that were equally dark. She crawled onto my lap, straddling me, rocking her hips to grind her pussy against my crotch, her bare chest inches from my face. "I bet she didn't let you suck her nipples, did she?"
"Actually, she did, for a rather hefty tip."
"I won't even charge you a tip." She whispered, still moving her body to the music, but pushing her chest closer to my face. I took the invitation and slid my hands up her back, pulling her closer and drawing one of her rock-hard nipples into my mouth. She moaned softly as I sucked and teased one nipple, and then moaned again as I moved to the other. "Tell me, Did she let you take her bottom off?"
"She did," I said as I moved back to the first nipple. "But it was a very expensive tip."
"Well, you can take mine off, but it'll cost you." She groaned softly.
"Yeah? What?" I asked.
"You have to let me do this on your bare lap. Nothing between your hardon and my pussy." She said as she rocked herself on my lap, grinding herself against my hardening cock.
"I wouldn't mind that." I agreed with a grin. I reached for the ties on her hips and pulled, untying them and pulling the bikini off of her, leaving her in nothing but high heels. Her pussy was completely shaved, her outer lips dark, but not nearly as dark as her protruding inner lips, which were almost black. She ground her bare pussy against the front of my pants for several more minutes and then slipped off my lap, reaching down to undo them. In a few moments, she had my pants undone and was pulling on them. I lifted off the sofa enough to let her pull them down and then she was turned around, grinding her bare pussy against my dick. I wasn't sure who she was teasing more, me or her.
Her grunts and moans grew as she danced and ground herself against me, finally reaching between her legs to guide my rock-hard cockhead between her wet lips. "You want this?" She moaned, rocking side to side with just my head between her lips.
"As if I'd say no at this point." I groaned.
"Yeah. Me too." She said as she stopped moving and held herself over my head. She slowly pushed down on me, forcing her body to expand around my fat mushroom head. Ever so slowly she forced more of me into her incredibly tight vagina, her body squeezing me as she worked me deeper. "Oh my god. You're so big." She moaned softly as she finally pressed her firm little ass cheeks against my thighs. Up and down she started to bob her butt, twerking herself on and off my cock faster and faster with each passing moment. Her ass slapped loudly against my legs, the music forgotten, her motions nothing but fucking with abandon.
I slid my hands up her body and squeezed her nipples, drawing a gasp from her, her pussy clenching around me even harder. "Oh god. Gonna come. Gonna come." She moaned as she pumped herself wildly up and down my cock, my own climax close in her heels.
"Ohhhhh damn." I groaned as my body stiffened and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of cum into her. I let my head rest back as my body continued to occasionally jerk, panting for breath after the intense climax.
"Maybe next time you should ask before using my office." I heard Evelyn say from behind us.
Amanda and I jerked out heads around and saw Evelyn and another young woman standing in the now open office door.
"Oh shit. I'm sorry." Amanda said quickly, covering her breasts and looking around on the sofa for her bikini top.
"That'll be all for now Darcy," Evelyn said, clearly dismissing the young woman. She closed the door and walked over to us. She had on a cream-colored button-down blouse and a dark gray pencil skirt that came nearly to her knees. She stood in front of us and unzipped the skirt and dropped it to the floor. She stepped out of it while she was unbuttoning the blouse. "You know I can't let this go unanswered."
"No. I don't suppose so." Amanda said as Evelyn tossed the blouse toward her desk. She reached behind herself undid the bra she had on and tossed it to her desk as well. She had on black silk-looking panties, a garter belt and stockings. She pushed the panties down, leaving her sexy body framed in just the stockings, garter and heels.
Evelyn stepped to us and then knelt down in front of us. She pushed on Amanda until she leaned back, my softened cock slipping from her lips. "I usually like to take this from the source. But I'll make an exception this time." She said as she leaned her head down between Amanda's legs.
"Oh god," Amanda moaned softly as Evelyn began to lick her pussy, collecting my leaking cum from her. She stayed on her knees for several minutes before standing up and backing up to her desk.
"Okay, young lady. Now it's your turn."
Amanda nodded and slipped off my lap. I watched her step to the corner of the desk and kneel down in front of Evelyn. She began to lick and play with Evelyn's pussy, sliding one finger into her pussy while I watched. In and out her finger moved, clearly working with experience to push Evelyn quickly toward an orgasm.
"Oh yeah. Right there. That's it, sweetie. Right there. Oh yeahhhh. Oh my. Almost. Almost!" Evelyn moaned loudly, her body starting to tremble and shudder. I watched Evelyn climax on Amanda's face, almost as if it were a normal occurrence. "Mmmmmmmm. That a girl. You know just how I like it." Evelyn whispered as Amanda pulled her fingers from her and gently kissed over and around her pussy. "You look confused," Evelyn said as Amanda stood up from between her legs.



"A bit."
"One of my dates took me to a strip club one time. It turned out to be an amateur night. After watching several young ladies struggle to get naked gracefully, or at all, Mandy came on stage and gave a fantastically erotic strip show. Even going as far as to put her butt toward my date's face and spread her lips when he tipped her a ten spot. When she was done my date called her over and convinced her to give us a private lap dance, fully nude. She even let him pull his pants down to grind her pussy on his dick, though she didn't go nearly as far as she did with you today. Anyway, it wasn't until several weeks later that I saw Amanda in the hallway here and made the connection between Amanda and Mandy."
"And she's been having sex with you since then?" I asked curiously.
"Oh lord no. Nothing that dramatic. Only once when she was trying to teach me how to lap dance, and maybe a few more times since then. Nothing planned, just a little surprise now and then."
"She was being an exceptional student that night," Amanda said with a grin. "One of these days you'll have to let her show you how good she is."
"I don't know that I'm all that good. I haven't even done it for a man yet."
"You'll be great," Amanda answered.
"Maybe. Now, lunch is over, and while I don't mind my employees being playful during lunch break, I can't tolerate that kind of behavior on company time. Can I?"
"I'd think not." I agreed, getting up from the sofa to pull my pants up and fix them. Amanda pulled the sack dress on again, leaving the bikini off completely, and Evelyn didn't bother to dress. She did walk up to me and wrap her arms around my neck and pull us together.
With her face inches from mine, she asked. "A little birdie told me that you haven't finished your Christmas shopping for your girls yet, and you're having trouble trying to find the right things for them?"
"Maybe," I answered hesitantly
"Would you mind terribly if I took you shopping and helped?"
"You want to go shopping with me?"
"I'd love to. I thought you'd never ask." She said with a grin. "I'll pick you up tomorrow around, oh tenish?"
"Tenish?"
"Perfect. See you then." She said, leaning her face to mind and giving me a short wet kiss before stepping back and turning me toward the door. She gave me a swat on the butt to send me away and stood in her office, naked except for her stockings and heels, watching me go.
"Taking you shopping? That's interesting." Amanda said quietly as we walked past her secretary's desk, who was looking at me almost like a carnivore sizing up a steak. "Taking an interest in you like that? That most definitely is NOT just quick sex. That's interest."
"Intrest?"
"Uh-huh. As in she likes you. Maybe more than a little bit."
"Not even. What do I have to offer her? I'm not in her class at all. All I am is a plaything for her at the moment."
"I wouldn't be so sure," Amanda said with a grin as we stepped into the elevator. "But I know a way to find out."
"Oh? How's that?"
"Just leave it to me," Amanda said with a grin.
I returned to my office and got down to work again. It was mid-afternoon when Denise slipped quietly into my office. I almost didn't notice her until the office door clicked shut. I looked up startled and saw her standing by the door.
"Hi." She said quietly.
"Hi," I answered as she walked toward my desk. She seemed more than a little nervous. She had on a festive-looking red dress that came down to the middle of her thighs, the top molding to her C-cup breasts in such a way that I doubted she had a bra on at the moment, though I would have been surprised if she had gone all day showing as much nipple through the dress as she was at the moment.
She walked over toward me slowly, stepping around my desk and pushing my chair back. She reached for my pants and I let her unzip and undo the front of them. I wanted to stop her, afraid of who might see me though the glass door, but the look on her face told me stopping her would be difficult. At least my monitors and desk blocked most of what someone might see walking past. Denise tried to work my pants part way off but clearly hadn't ever tried anything quite like this. I helped by lifting myself off the chair a little, letting her pull my pants and briefs down to my knees. She licked her lips nervously and then lifted the hem of her dress to expose her completely shaved and bare pussy. She stepped across me and settled herself on my lap, trapping my hardening dick between us.
"Hi." She said again.
"Hi," I answered, letting my hands settle on her hips and then start to stroke up and down her sides.
She leaned toward me until her cheek pressed to mine and then whispered in my ear. "There's a zipper in the back if you're interested."
"Trust me. I am." I whispered back, letting my hands roam up her back to the zipper. I pulled it down and then let my hands slide down to her hips again. This time when I pushed up, I pushed the sleeveless dress up, slowly working it up her body until she had to raise her hands. I lifted it above her breasts, which were indeed bare, and then up her arms. I dropped it on the floor next to us and let my hands reach for her back, pulling her toward me, aiming my lips for one of her nipples.
"Ohhhhhhh." She moaned softly to me as I closed my lips around her right nipple and teased it. "I've been trying to work up the courage to do this all day. I'm not used to doing things where someone else might see."
"There is that possibility," I whispered between kisses, as I worked my way to her other nipple. I felt her fingers find my head as my dick hardened enough to push out between her lips.
She lifted herself slightly, being careful to move slowly enough to let me keep sucking and licking her nipple. I felt her lift my head and push it between her lips until she had it settled into her vaginal entrance like she had the night in the hotel. She slowly lowered herself down, her very wet and already excited pussy sliding down my shaft. "ohhhhhh god yes." She moaned softly. "You feel so big inside me. I thought maybe it was just because of all the sex that night, but you still feel just as big."
"I'm glad you like it," I answered quietly, moving my lips to the other nipple. "I'm going to miss seeing you for a week and a half."
She began to slowly lift and lower herself, sliding her wet pussy up and down my shaft. "Mmmmm. I hope you miss more than just this."
"I think that's a safe bet," I whispered.
"You know, you don't have to do without me for a whole week and a half."
"No?"
"Uh uh. I can come over if you want. Maybe even spend the night if you'd like me to."
"You think we're ready for that?"
"I think I'd like to find out." She whispered as she slid up and down my shaft. "Not that I'm trying to convince you or anything."
I chuckled softly and leaned back, moving both hands to cup her sexy tits. I squeezed and massaged her firm breasts as she worked herself up and down my dick faster. I could tell that she was pushing herself toward an orgasm as well as me. "I think you're doing a great job of convincing me." I groaned as my hard dick started to declare it's urgency to me. "And real soon you're going to feel just how convincing you are."
"Good. I want it. I want it all in me." She moaned as she bounced faster, her bare ass slapping my bare thighs with each drop onto me. "Oh god. Ohhhhhhhh god yes." She moaned as she clearly came closer and closer to orgasm. "Come for me. Let me feel it. You were so worn out that night that I didn't really get to feel it all."
"Oh damn. You ready?" I gasped trying to hold back as long as I could.
"Do it. I want to feel you come as I come." She moaned as her legs started to tremble and her strokes began to become slightly erratic. "OH SHIT YES!" She gasped as my body spasmed hard under her, my cock swelling and sending a surge of cum up into her pussy. Over and over my body jerked as I pumped my cum deep into her while she sat on me trembling and shaking.
Slowly she leaned toward me, leaning her head toward mine, kissing my cheek at first and then my lips as I turned my head to let my face meet hers. We sat kissing like that until my cock softened, each of us teasing the other's lips softly. "You want to help me put up my tree? Maybe after we can talk about when we can be together over the holiday."
"I'd like that." She whispered. "When?"
"Tomorrow night? Evelyn is taking me shopping in the afternoon. Something about helping me find things for my daughters." I said softly. "But if you want to help me with the tree, and then maybe stay the night? I'd really enjoy that."
"Can we be naughty?" she asked with a giggle as I helped her pull the dress back up, while she sat on my lap with my shrinking dick in her.
"You want to be naughty?" I asked.
"You know, I have to admit. It's kinda been fun being naughty. I wouldn't have ever thought that having sex in a conference room was a good idea, but that was probably one of the strongest orgasms I've ever had. I wouldn't mind having a few more of those at your hands."
"Then we can definitely be naughty. Maybe we'll put up the tree naked and leave the drapes open? That naughty enough?"
"It's horribly naughty. Just like now, doing this here, where anyone walking by could look in and see us, or even walk in. I didn't lock the door either." She grinned.
"You weren't worried that someone would walk in and see you naked?"
"Of course I was. But that's kinda what makes it exciting. What would they see? My back? But they'd sure as hell know what we were doing." She whispered. "But right now, I don't mind letting people know that I'm interested in something more than a quick fling with you. No. don't say it. Don't say anything." She said as I opened my mouth. "I'm not asking for you to say a word. I don't want you to tell me what you aren't sure is true and I definitely don't want to hear what you think I want to hear. I want you to just enjoy what we're doing and see what happens. Okay?"
"Alright," I answered quietly, knowing all too well that I didn't feel like I was anything close to ready for a serious relationship. Hell, I'd only been having sex again for a week. And was what I was doing even considered dating? It felt good. But to be honest, if I had to say I had an emotional attraction to any of them at the moment, it would be Betsy, and she just walked out of the game.
"What are you thinking." She whispered, looking concerned. "Did I misjudge what you wanted?"
"No. you didn't." I answered, letting the frown that had apparently appeared disappear. "I love what we have done and how attentive and concerned you are for me. I think you're right though. I'm not quite ready for a long-term relationship. But that doesn't mean we can't explore each other a bit. Learn about each other. Who knows what'll happen along the way, right?"
She smiled back. "I can live with that." She whispered. "Now. I better get dressed before someone really DOES come in here."
She lifted off me, our combined cum leaking onto my lap as she lifted off of me. She tried to clean up the mess with a couple of Kleenex from the box on my desk, more of my cum leaking down her legs as she stood, still with her dress pulled up to her waist, trying to clean me off of her. I finally had to stand up and fix my pants back in place after which she leaned against me, pressing her body to mine, and gave me a long wet kiss. "Tomorrow night then." She whispered before she turned and left.
I remembered dating being fraught with stress. Somehow I didn't think it had changed all that much, other than now I was the one being chased instead of the one doing the chasing.
---o---
It was funny. The older I've gotten the harder it is to sleep in, even on Saturday. I was up at six, as usual. I ate breakfast, got down the Christmas decorations and the tree, assembled the tree and then sat down to ponder what to do next by the time the grandfather clock chimed seven-thirty. I had several hours to kill before Evelyn was supposed to show up. When my wife passed, my daughters insisted that I find something to keep me busy. I'd always loved working with wood and was fairly talented at it. My current project was a cedar chest for Jennifer, my youngest daughter. I stood in my work shop planning down the cedar boards, making a huge mountain of shavings, wearing a t-shirt and athletic shorts. I head my hearing protection on so when a hand touched my back I damn near jumped out of my skin.
"HOLY SHIT!" I cried, dropping the piece of wood in my hand and spinning around to see who or what was behind me.
"Oh god. I'm sorry. I couldn't figure out how to let you know I was here." Evelyn said, standing behind me looking almost as startled as I was.
I reached for the switch on the plainer and turned it off and then took off my ear protectors. "God damn!" I panted, still trying to get my heart back under control. "You scared the hell out of me!"
"I'm sorry. I stood there a while waiting for you to notice me and you didn't." She said quite meekly.
"Couldn't hear you," I said before looking at my watch. "You're early," I said, realizing it was only nine o'clock.
"Yeah." She said with a shy shrug. "I wanted to surprise you. And your front door was unlocked, so I just thought you left it open for me."
"Well, you surprised me." I agreed, setting the wood aside. "I still need to shower and get dressed."
She stepped closer to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me toward her. She had on what I would call an off-the-shoulder sweater dress, the gaps of the knit allowing just a hint of bare skin to show through, except where there was obviously black lace under it, in the shape of a bra and a very small black panty of some kind. She pressed herself to me and pulled my face toward hers as she wet her lips and then pressed them to mine in a very soft, very erotic kiss. "You don't have to dress on my account. I don't mind." She whispered after breaking the minute-long kiss.
"Yeah, but you probably don't want me full of sawdust," I answered, giving her a little squeeze, pressing my growing hardon against her pelvis.
"Well, I could shower with you." She suggested.
"And we'd never go shopping," I answered.
"Can I at least watch?"
I chuckled. "Sure."
"Can I tease you?"
"You want me to get all horny and turned on?"
"Like you aren't already?" She asked with a soft giggle, pushing her pelvis back against me and my now fully hard dick.
"Maybe," I agreed. "But I do need to shower."
"Alright." She whispered. "If you insist." She added before pressing her lips to mine again in a quick soft kiss. I led her up the stairs to the bedroom and she watched as I stripped. I walked to the large walk-in shower in the master bath and turned on the water. When I turned around she was seated on the counter, her dress pulled up to her waist, and her tiny black underwear around her ankles. She lifted her black stocking-covered legs and black six-inch heels, up to spread her knees apart and expose her pussy. While I showered she sat there and teased me, stroking her pussy and pushing one finger in and out slowly. I finally turned off the water and walked across the bathroom, still dripping, to where she sat. I pulled her panties down off one leg, one of her high heels falling off in the process, and then lifted and spread her legs. I stepped between them and aimed my engorged head at her wet lips. I rubbed my head up and down to wet it with her juices and then slowly pushed several inches into her.
"Oh god yes." She moaned as I pulled back and pushed again, using her juices to lubricate her lips and more of my hard shaft. In and out I stroked, slowly at first, and then faster as her wetness grew and my cock became lubricated.
"You know. It's a good thing you wore panties today." I grunted.
"Yeah. Why is that?"
"Because in about ten seconds you're going to need them to keep from ruining your sexy stockings," I answered breathlessly as I plunged in and out of her, trying to slide her dress up further to reach her tits.
"What if I tell you to stop?" She asked while she rocked her hips slightly with each stroke I made into her.
"You really want me to?"
"Oh hell no." She moaned. "I want you to make me come." I moved one hand from her bra-covered boob to her pussy, reaching my thumb down between her leg and her hips. I rubbed my thumb up and down her slit, rubbing it over her clit as I stroked in and out of her. "Oh god. Ohhhhh god. Ohhhhhhhhhh! OHHHHH FUCK!" She screamed as I made her climax, her body jerking hard and spewing her cum out at me around my dick. Over and over she jerked, pumping her girl cum out at me each time. My own body finally let go, pumping shot after shot of my cum up into her sopping wet pussy.
I stood there, jerking and twitching, while I panted for breath. "I'm gonna have to get into the shower again," I said quietly.
"it's your own fault for making me come so hard." She giggled.
"That's what you wanted, wasn't it?" I asked as I pulled my shrinking dick from her pussy.
"Oh hell yes." She said as I walked back into the shower and she slipped off the counter to pull her panties up to her leaking pussy. She stopped before pulling them all the way up and dipped her finger into her own pussy and pulled it from her, covered in our cum. She looked at me seductively and licked her finger like a popsicle. "Mmmmmmm. Such tasty cum."
I turned the water back on and rinsed before stepping back out of the spray again, this time grabbing a towel to dry with. She walked out of the bathroom while I was drying and when I came out of the bathroom she was in my closet, looking at my clothes. She came out moments later, her dress still pushed up above her little lace bra, holding a button-down shirt and a pair of slacks. "We are going to HAVE to do something about your clothes."
"What's the matter with my clothes?" I asked, a bit surprised.
"Nothing, if you want to look like a sixty-year-old grandpa, and not the super sexy man that you are."
"I'm far from super sexy," I answered as I walked to the dresser. I pulled out a pair of socks and underwear and stepped to the bed.
I sat down and pulled on the socks and then picked up the white cotton briefs. "Not on your life. Not if you're dating me!" She said, taking them away from me.
"Is that what I'm doing? Dating you?"
She turned to look at me and then stepped toward me. She pushed me back on the bed and then climbed on the bed, kneeling over me and holding her face inches from mine while her wet panties pressed against my flaccid dick. "I don't know. Is that what you WANT to do? Date me?"
I thought about it for a few seconds. "I'll be honest. I'm not in your league. You date rich guys. Me, I'm just a boy toy that you hooked up with on a dare from Amanda."
"Is that how you see yourself? As a boy toy?"
"Isn't that what I am? When you walked across that dance floor and asked me to dance, you're intention was to dance with me a few times, see if you can get me turned on and then take me off somewhere for a quick fuck. Right?"
She frowned down at me. "Right." She whispered.
"So, how is it different now?"
"Because even when you were having a quick fuck in the ladies' room, you were more concerned about what I was feeling and that I was having a good climax than your finish. The guys I associate with, they don't think like that. They USE women as a means to an end. You wanna know why I spent the night with you at the hotel? Because you intrigued me. You were different than any other man that I'd ever let fuck me. I wanted to see if it was real, or just some game you played. So I invited both Denise and Betsy, figuring that once you got in bed with three pussies, you'd become a typical man, a user. But you surprised me. You spent most of the night trying to please us, not yourself. Oh, you got yours too, but you let US please you. Your focus was on making sure that what you were doing for us was what we wanted. You let US decide what we wanted to do, and believe me, we wanted to do a LOT for you after all the climaxes you gave us. You weren't demanding, you weren't selfish, you didn't put yourself first. In my circle, that's unheard of. So I ask you again. Do you WANT to date me?"



"I'm not ready to be exclusive," I answered quietly. "If that chases you away, I'm sorry. I went to that silly party because I was kinda forced to. I didn't really WANT to go. I still miss Marie. I miss the sound of her voice, I miss the scent of her perfume, I miss the touch of her skin against mine. This, sex thing. All this that has been happening. I'm having a hard time with it. Right now I'm just taking it as physical. I'm letting myself accept the attentions and trying hard not to feel emotionally attached to any of you. I don't WANT to lose the feeling of Marie."
She was silent for long seconds before laying down on me and giving me a long slow wet kiss. "God, do they even make men like that any more?" She whispered.
"What do you mean?"
"It's going to be hard for you to let go of the love you still have for her, even though she's gone. I think you can. I hope you can because I would love the chance to try and have you for mine. I don't care if you're not rich. Money isn't everything and I have all the money I need. What I need, what I want, is to be loved for the woman I am, not the money I have. The way you look at me, the way you touch me. I know you're looking at me and touching me. Not thinking about what I can get you or how much I have. Let me date you. Let me enjoy that for a little while. Even if we don't work out. Even if we're not being exclusive. I know that when I'm with you, you're with me. For now, that's enough. So will you let ME date YOU? I don't want to replace her. I just want you to find room in your heart next to her for me."
"That's an awful lot to take in. But yeah. I'll let you date me."
"Good. But you have to do one thing for me if this is going to work."
"Okay. what's that?"
"Well, two things actually. Please let me treat you the way I can. I'm used to things on a different level, financially, than you are. So I tend to throw money around a little more than you do. So let me. Let me share what I can with you."
"Okay. the second thing?"
"Don't change yourself. Be the way you have been. The way I know you were before we met. You're playful, sweet, considerate and sometimes a bit naughty. Your wife was a wonderfully lucky woman. Stay that way. Treat me the way you would have treated her."
"I can try," I whispered. "But sometimes she refused to do some of the things I wanted."
"I won't." She said with a grin. "I promise to try to do whatever you toss my way, as long as it isn't made to intentionally embarrass me."
"I'd never do that," I whispered back.
"I know. But I needed to say it."
"Trust. You don't trust me. You still look at me and think of how those other men treated you."
She stared down at me. "You're right. I should have trusted that you wouldn't do that."
"If I ask you to do something, trust that if it goes wrong, I'll be as embarrassed as you are."
"Oh? Such as?"
"You'll just have to wait and see." I grinned.
"I can do that." She answered.
"So, we going to get dressed, or lay here and have sex again?"
"You wanna lay here and have sex again?"
"We could, but I really do need to shop. Christmas is only three days away and I haven't gotten anything for my girls yet."
"Then we should do that." She nodded, pushing herself back up. I reached up and wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her down again. I kissed hers softly. Then I let go.
"Now you can get up."
"If that's you having the last word, you can have it any time you want." She whispered before giving me a quick peck before climbing up off of me again.
I made her take her underwear off too, since she was making me go commando. I dressed in what she chose for me, and we headed downstairs for our coats. There was a light coating of snow on her Mercedes and light fluffy flakes were falling as we walked to her car. I climbed into the passenger side, a little disappointed that her coat hid as much of her as it did. I had to admit, she was a very sexy-looking woman, even if she didn't have big tits, which I ALWAYS found attractive.
We wound around the outside of town, with her refusing to tell me where we were going. We eventually pulled into a large western apparel store. "A western store?" I asked curiously as she parked.
"Yep. Trust me." She smiled.
I shrugged and got out, meeting her in front of the car and allowing her to clasp my hand as we walked to the front doors. Inside were racks and racks of both men's and women's pants and shirts. A young lady came up that clearly worked there, based on her attire and asked if she could help us find anything.
"Yes. We need a whole outfit for my friend here. Pants, shirt, boots, the works." She said. "Something nice and rugged and sexy at the same time."
"I think I can help you with that. We're not talking jeans here. Let's go over here." She led us quite a ways across the store to a rack of pants that were anything but denim jeans. These were what I would call western-cut dress slacks. She picked two or three things off the rack and then asked us to follow her. She led us to a changing room and suggested that I try her selections on for size. If the color wasn't to my liking, that was fine for now. we just wanted to try the size and cut.
I went into the curtained changing room and took off my shoes and pants, standing in only my shirt, my half-hard dick sticking out as I pulled on the first pair of pants. "I think these are a bit snug," I called out.
"Well, come out and let us see!" Evelin said, pulling the curtain aside. "Oh my. Yes, I think those are just a little snug." She said with a grin as she stared at me, the half-hard dick of mine bulging the front out so far I could barely get the zipper up.
"Wow." That was all the sales girl said. "I think maybe try on the next larger pair."
"or two sizes," I answered back as I closed the curtain.
"And lose the shirt!" Evelyn said through the curtain.
"You wanna come in here and change me too?" I asked as I struggled to get the too-tight pants off.
"That's a tempting offer. I wouldn't make it too many times."
"Or what, you'll come do it?" I asked as I finally got my feet out of the skin-tight pair of pants. I stood there, pulling the second pair off the hanger.
The curtain door pulled back and she stood there with the sales girl right next to her, staring at my hardon as I stood half naked. "OOPS!" she cried, pulling the curtain back closed again. "I thought you already changed."
"Not quite," I answered, feeling myself blush a little at the sudden exposure. I worked the pants on and after some difficulty, was able to tuck my hardon into them before working the zipper closed. I opened the curtain and let her look. "I think we need to go a couple sizes bigger."
"I thought you were going to take off the shirt." She said. I frowned and unbuttoned the shirt, tossing it back into the changing room on top of my coat, leaving me in nothing but the pants and socks. "You're right a bit tight. But damn, it's a hell of a view." She said as she stepped closer and rubbed her hand up and down the bulge my dick was making. "What size were these?"
"I don't remember," I answered honestly.
"Well, let me look at the tag." She said, stepping closer. I turned around to face away from her, looking at myself in the mirror in the back of the changing room. Yeah, they were too tight all right. "I can't get the tag."
"No? here." I said, unsnapping and unzipping them. My hardon pushed out the now open pants and I could see the sales girl's eyes as big as saucers as she stared at my hardon in the mirror.
"I'll go get a bigger size." She stammered before turning and walking away blushing.
I turned to face Evelyn again, my dick hanging out of the too-tight pants, and grabbed her arm. I took her coat from her, tossed it onto the chair across from the changing room and pulled her into the room with me. I pushed the curtain closed and then turned her to face the mirror. I leaned her against it and pulled up her dress. It only took a few moments to get my dick between her lips and slide it slowly into her, drawing a long deep moan from her. "ohhhhhhh god." She moaned as I stroked my dick in and out of her.
"Um. I have those pants." The sales girl said through the curtain.
"No problem," I said, pulling from her pussy and turning around. I pulled the curtain back just enough for the sales girl to see that Evelyn had her dress pulled up and my dick was glistening with her juices.
"Try these. When you get done, um, finished, um, when you're done, find me and we can look at some different colors." She said, blushing brightly.
"Thank you. It'll take me a minute or two to try these on." I answered her before pushing the curtain closed. Evelyn watched me pulling the too-small pants off, leaving me naked, and quickly pulled her dress up and off. She undid the small bra she had on so all that was left was her stockings and shoes. She turned around again and pushed her butt out at me. I quickly slipped back into her and the two of us stood there, fucking as quietly as we could. I slid my hands up and watched myself in the mirror playing with her nipples as I teased her closer and closer to climax.
"ohhhhhhhh shit." She moaned as I quietly plunged in and out of her, holding my stroke just short enough that we didn't slap our bodies together. "Gonna come."She whispered.
"Uh-huh." I agreed, knowing we were both on a short road.
"What are you going to do to clean up?" She whispered.
I grinned just before the two of us started to climax. "That's what you have a mouth for."
"OH SHIT!" She grunted loudly, apparently surprised by my idea. Surprised enough that it triggered her orgasm. Her suddenly spasming pussy around my sliding cock was all it took to push me over the edge as well. I stood behind her, pulling her by her tits back toward me while she quietly gasped and shuddered. I could feel my cock pumping what cum was left in me, after the last tryst, into her pussy. "Holy shit." She whispered as we stood there, looking at each other in the mirror. "I don't believe we just did that.'
I grinned. "I think it was great," I answered her.
"You would." She said as I pulled out of her. She squatted down in front of me and looked at my dick. "You know, with all the times I've fucked a guy, I don't think I've ever done this." She said before opening her mouth and putting as much of my dick into it as she could. She licked and sucked quickly and then stood up and grinned. "So you gonna try on those pants?" she asked as she slipped her dress back on.
"Sure," I answered as I started stepping into the larger pair of pants.
"I'm going to go get the sales girl again." She said with a really wicked little grin, pushing the curtain open all the way while I was still standing mostly naked, the pants only up to my thighs. She left the curtain open as she walked away, the woman standing outside the changing room, who I suspected might have heard us fucking, by the look on her face, staring at my dick. I turned around to at least point away from her, but it was pretty obvious that the mirror really didn't help my situation. I pulled my pants up as quickly as I could, tucking my dick into them and carefully zipping them before turning back around.
The woman still stood there with a disapproving look on her face, not really sure if she should look at my crotch or my face as she frowned. I shrugged but didn't say anything, glad that Evelyn was coming back with the little sales girl.
"Okay, so I guess a shirt next?" The young lady said as she approached.
"Most definitely," Evelyn said with a smile, looking at my crotch. Even with my dick mostly soft the snug pants still showed quite a bit of bulge.
"You sure we don't need a slightly larger pair of these?" I asked, tugging on the snug pants. "I'm really not used to wearing pants that are this tight.
"Well, they ARE supposed to be tight. That's the style. But if you want to go a little looser, we can," the young lady said. "But if you want an honest opinion, I think those look really good on you."
"So do I." Evelyn agreed.
"Maybe, but how about just one size bigger?"
"We can do that. Do you like that color or do you prefer a different one?"
"I like the brown," Evelyn said quickly.
"Brown it is. I'll be right back." She said as she turned and walked away.
"Why don't you take those off while she gets the new ones?" Evelyn coaxed.
"Sure," I answered, starting to wonder just what she was intending to do next. Not that I could complain. I mean, I did start it by pulling her into the dressing room and stripping her. I closed the curtain and started pulling the pants off, almost peeling them down my thighs until the legs got loose enough for me to step out of them. I tossed them onto the little bench on the side of the changing room and then stood there, in nothing but my socks, waiting. I couldn't help but notice that my so recently used dick was already getting hard, though I couldn't quite understand what was driving it.
"Oh why don't you just take them in. it'll be fine." I heard Evelyn say moments before the curtain opened and the young sales lady was standing there with the pants in her hand, looking quite stunned.
"Oh goodness." She said, quickly covering her mouth with her free hand, staring at my now mostly hard dick sticking out at her. I could feel myself blush as I reached for the pants. "Why don't I find you a shirt?" she said, backing up, but having trouble tearing her eyes away from my exposed dick.
"Yeah. I could use a shirt." I mumbled as I bent to step into the pants, Evelyn holding the curtain open so that the woman who had seen me before also had a clear view of me. "Evelyn. Do you mind?" I finally asked her as she looked into the changing room, still holding the curtain open.
"Oh. Goodness. What am I doing? Sure. No problem." She said, letting go of the curtain so it could swing back at least partly closed. I gave up trying to even cover myself, the gap of the curtain leaving me completely visible to the woman standing outside, no doubt intentionally. I pulled my pants in place just as the man in the changing room next to mine finished and stepped out, taking his wife with him as they walked away.
Evelyn opened the curtain again, not bothering to ask if I was covered, but fortunately, I was. "Here comes our sales girl with a few shirts." She said with a grin. "Having fun?"
"Embarrassed," I answered quietly.
"Don't worry. You'll have a chance at turnabout." She said with a grin before the sales girl stepped up to my changing room with several shirts.
"I think this might be the best." She said, holding out a button-down shirt on a hanger. It was white with light brown stripes and pearlized buttons. It was definitely a trim fit, making me glad that I still worked out and didn't have a beer gut, or it would look ridiculous. I don't have anything resembling a six-pack but my stomach is at least still flat. I took the shirt and slipped it on.
"I think just a little wider in the middle," I said as I buttoned it.
"I agree. Let me get one just a little bigger." She said, smiling at me. She turned and walked quickly away with the other shirts still in her hand.
"She seems taken with you," Evelyn whispered with a grin.
"I don't understand you."
"What's not to understand?"
"Showing me off like that? Why?"
"None of the men I have EVER dated would even consider letting something like this happen. And you know what? I'm having fun being naughty. You'll have a chance later to do the same to me."
"But why?"
"Because having you strip me and take me in here," She said as she stepped into the changing room and wrapped her arms around my neck, "Has made me sooooo fucking horny, and being naughty is making me even hornier. I had no idea this could be so much fun."
"Maybe I should just take your dress off again and let every guy in the store see you naked. See if it's as much fun then?"
"Trust me, you'll have a chance to do just that, and maybe more, later."
"oh?"
"What would it be worth to have me walking through a mall with nothing under my coat but the lingerie that you picked? Anything you picked."
"Anything I picked?"
"ANYTHING!" she whispered before kissing me. The short kiss was interrupted by the sales girl coming back.
"Here. Try this one." She said, holding out an identical shirt to the one I had on. Evelyn stepped back and undid the shirt, took it off of me, and then pulled the new one on me, buttoning the pearl buttons. "Now we need to tuck it in, don't we?" She asked as she moved her fingers to the waistband of my pants and began unbuttoning them.
"You're determined to do this, aren't you?" I asked quietly.
"Do what?"
"Flash me to the sales girl again?"
She grinned. "Tell me it isn't getting you turned on." She whispered as she unzipped my pants. She pushed them down to my thighs and then used her hands to smooth the shirt down over my butt as she pulled the waist back up again, my hardon sticking out from under the shirt in full view of the sales girl.
"Sorry," I said, feeling a little embarrassed for her.
"No problem. I don't mind." She answered, looking at my dick as Evelyn stepped back and wrapped her hand around it and stroked it slowly.
"It is a pretty nice cock, isn't it?" Evelyn asked the young lady.
"Okay. Enough is enough." I said pushing her hand away and tucking my now rock-hard dick into the front of my pants as I pulled them up.
"Let's see. Boots and a belt?" She said, turning to the sales girl. "What do you think?"
"Definitely!" the young lady said, waiting for me to finish buttoning my pants. "Bring your stuff and we'll go over to the boot side."
I moved my wallet and keys to the new pants and hung the shirt, pants and coat over my arm and then picked up my shoes while Evelyn picked up her coat and purse. I followed them across the store in my stocking feet, finally making our way into a huge section of all kinds of boots. The girls looked at literally, hundreds of pairs of boots before selecting a style that they thought was right for me. After fitting and trying them on, all that was left was a belt. The sales girl selected a nice black leather belt with a large rectangular buckle depicting a picture of a cowboy on a bucking horse. "So, what do you think?" she asked the sales girl. "is that sexy or is that sexy?"
"I have to admit. He looks damn good. If I ran into him in a club I think I'd be asking him to dance." She said with a grin.
"Perfect," Evelyn said with a grin. "I couldn't ask for a better recommendation!" Evelyn said. "You know, you've been such a help, I'd like to thank you. Is there a particular shirt you've been eyeing?"
"Me?" the sales girl asked.
"Uh-huh."
"Well, there is one, but it's kinda expensive."
"Well, let's see it," Evelyn said, winking at me and taking me by the hand to follow the sales girl back to the ladies' portion of the clothing side. She led us to a rack and pulled down a blouse that had lots of lace and frilly little dangles on it. "Oh, that is nice. Would you put it on for us?"
She looked at Evelyn and then at me with a hesitant look. Evelyn leaned toward her and whispered something I couldn't hear. She looked back at me and then took my hand and pulled me to the row of changing rooms identical to the ones we'd used before. She took my clothes and coat and set them on a chair and then pulled me into one of the changing rooms, closing the curtain behind us. "You can only look." She whispered as she started to undo the front of her shirt. She unbuttoned it quickly and pulled the shirt off. She reached behind her and pulled her bra off, releasing a pair of very nice looking D cup breasts with nice large round areola and two very hard erect nipples. She pulled the new shirt off the hanger and pulled it on, pulling the front closed over her boobs. She buttoned it up and then pushed the curtain open for Evelyn to see.



"Oh, that IS sexy. I can imagine that would tempt any man to dance with you." She said with a grin. "Is there a skirt you think goes with it?" The young lady looked at her a little suspiciously. "Trust me. It's my treat for you being sooooo helpful."
"You're sure?"
"As long as you're willing to try it on for us." Evelyn grinned.
The young lady looked at her and then at me and then down at my hardon bulging the front of the pants out. "What the hell. Why not?" she said, walking down the aisle. She came back a few moments later with a heavily embroidered denim skirt. She stepped back in with me and closed the curtain. She unzipped the skirt she had on, pushed it down and stepped out of it. She pushed her white bikini panties down and stood there for a few moments, letting me look at her half-naked body, the small tuft of blond curls on her mound neatly trimmed into a wide triangle. She took the skirt off the hanger and pulled it on before opening the curtain.
"Oh yes. I think I can see why you like it. Those two go together VERY nicely. If you want to change back, I'll be more than happy to get both for you."
She looked at Evelyn as if she had said something strange and then closed the curtain. She took the skirt back off and then undid the shirt, leaving her in nothing but her boots. She stepped toward me and reached for my pants. "I'm not going to fuck you or anything, but if you wanna touch anything, you can."
"I don't understand," I whispered as she worked my dick out of my pants and started to stroke it.
"Your wife. She said if I wanted to play with you she'd make it worth my while. All I had to do was get naked for you. But I'm not having sex with you. Not for a skirt and shirt."
"I wouldn't expect you to." I agreed. "But thank you for the view. After the one she gave you of me earlier, I suppose it's fair."
"It is," Evelyn said as she pushed the curtain back and stepped inside. She closed the curtain back and lifted her dress up, pulling it up and off. She undid her bra and tossed it to the bench with her dress. She finally slipped off her wet panties so she was as naked as the young lady. "Would you like to fuck him?" she asked the young lady.
"I think my boyfriend would object." She answered, not letting go of my dick, her hand slowly stroking it.
"That wasn't the question. Would you LIKE to?"
She looked at Evelyn and then at me. "Sorta."
"Have you ever licked a woman's pussy?"
"Once or twice." The girl said, clearly getting nervous now.
She stepped around me so that she was between us and the mirror. She set her purse down and reached into it. "I'm going to set some bills on the bench. If you think it's worth it to lick my cunt while he fucks you, you pick up the money and we do it. If not, you pick up your clothes and we'll all get dressed and go check out. Either way, the skirt and blouse are yours." Evelyn whispered. "What do you think?"
"I think you're crazy." She said.
"Maybe," Evelyn said as she pulled a hundred-dollar bill from her wallet and set it on the bench. I could see the girl's eyes grow larger as Evelyn set down a second one on top of the first. She stood biting her tongue as Evelyn set a third and then a fourth down.
"He doesn't come in me, right?"
"Uh uh. I want that in me." Evelyn agreed as she set down one more bill.
"Okay. as long as he doesn't." She said, apparently making up her mind. Evelyn smiled and then looked at me. "Make her climax and then come in me." She whispered.
"You're really going to do this? Buy sex?" I asked, a bit offended.
"Why not?"
I shook my head and pulled the young lady's hand from my dick. "You go ahead. I'll wait at the registers." I said, closing my pants up. I pushed out of the changing room, closing the curtain, more for the young lady's sake than Evelyn's.
The two came out of the changing room only a few short minutes later. Evelyn paid for all the clothes I had on, as well as the two items for the young lady. She looked at me after checking us out, almost apologetic.
"I hope you know, that was an expensive decision," Evelyn said as we walked out to the car.
"Good," I said sharply.
"I gave her the whole five hundred."
"You should have."
"You're mad."
"Nope." I lied as we reached the car. I climbed in, tossing my clothes in the back seat and settling into the bucket seat. She climbed in and started the car. "You can take me home," I said testily.
"You are mad."
"No. disappointed." I answered.
She looked at me while we sat, going nowhere. "Disappointed?"
"That girl didn't want to have sex with us. She had a boyfriend. I know if she was my girl I'd be really pissed if I found out she had sex with someone else just for five hundred bucks."
"You think it wasn't enough?"
I groaned and shook my head. "Some things aren't supposed to be bought," I said with a scowl. "You know. I was kind of having fun. Right up until that part. I could get you being playful and showing me off, teasing her and you at the same time. But trying to buy sex? I don't even know what kind of person does that."
"Apparently one that doesn't realize that everything isn't available for money."
"Oh really? Seems to me you bought her just fine."
"I did. I found her price. That wasn't what I was referring to."
"No? What then?"
"You." She said quietly. "I'm sorry. I should have realized that you wouldn't be that kind of person. I should have realized that the way you made love to the three of us that night. Nothing was taken for granted, nothing was taken without permission. I guess I really stepped on it, as they say."
"You think?"
" I know." She answered. "I'm glad you're the caring person you are."
"Why is that?"
"Because I'm going to ask you for a second chance." She whispered. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that. I shouldn't have assumed things that weren't my place. I just assumed that because you are as turned on as I was, you would WANT to have sex with her. I mean, the other guys I've dated would have bought her without a second thought."
"I guess I'm not like those guys," I said, still frowning.
"You're not. And I need to get used to that if I'm going to be part of your life." It was my turn to look at her startled. "If you'll let me. No, I don't mean that we're going to run off and be married or anything. I know that isn't you either. But I really would like the chance to know you a LOT better. Maybe someday you'll look at me as more than a friend. But for now, I'm hoping you'll give this friend a second chance."
I was silent for long minutes, letting her statement sink in. She seemed perfectly willing to wait as long as it took for me to formulate my response. I'll admit, I had several flow through my head, finally settling on the last one. "As a friend. Maybe friends with benefits. But I'm not ready for anything more than that."
"I'll try to do better." She whispered. "Can I still take you shopping?"
"Okay. for the girls." I agreed.
She smiled and settled back into her seat to drive. It took us almost four hours, and lunch at the mall food court before I had half a dozen gifts bought for my two girls. Things I was fairly sure they were going to like. Evelyn wanted to pay for much of it, but I refused. I told her that a gift should come from the heart. It wasn't about the money. I guess that too is a new concept. As we shopped we talked, some about my wife, some about my life, a lot about my girls and even some about her life and upbringing. It wasn't a huge surprise that she was born into money and has had it in exorbitant amounts all her life.
We got home and we walked into the house. "Micheal. I know I kind of messed things up today. But would you mind if I stayed?"
"Are we going to be friends?" I asked quietly.
"Yes."
"Then I can be honest, right? The friends I need are going to be honest with me all the time."
"You can be honest with me."
"As much as I might like that, Denise is coming over after dinner to help me finish decorating the tree."
"Oh, that kind of sounds like fun." She said, looking at me hopefully.
"Evelyn. I've kind of invited her to spend the night when we're done with the tree." I said quietly.
"Oh. Well, yeah. I guess that makes sense." She said quietly, even though I could see the look of disappointment on her face. I stepped closer to her and put my arms around her waist, pulling her toward me.
"I enjoyed today. I really did. Other than that one thing, it was fun. If I hadn't already promised Denise, I'd be asking you to stay for dinner and help me with the tree."
"You would?"
"I would. I told you I forgave you for what happened. I like you. I like you a lot, and not because you bought me clothes or flashed me at that sales girl or even got her naked in front of me. I like you because you can be funny and playful and when you want to be, you can be very sweet."
"I don't think anyone has ever called me that."
"Well, I've seen it. When we were looking at those necklaces and you were trying them all on? You looked so at ease and happy. It was very sweet. I hope I get to see a lot more of that part of you."
"I hope you do too." She said before leaning toward me and kissing me. "I'd love to rip your clothes off right now and fuck your brains out, but I'm going to leave that part for Denise. She deserves to not have you worn out." She said with a soft giggle.
"Trust me. If she wasn't coming over, by now you'd be laying naked on the floor getting pounded." I chuckled.
"Do you really find me attractive? I mean, for real? I don't have big boobs or anything, I'm skinny, I have a little girl-looking vulva."
"Trust me. You are attractive, and you are sexy." I answered her.
"Okay." She whispered before kissing me one more time. "I better go before I start ripping those clothes off of you. It's been a long time since I've had to go home and satisfy myself with a toy, but that's what I'm going to do. Do you wanna know why?"
"Okay, I'll bite. Why."
"I hope you don't bite too hard." She giggled. "Because until you tell me there isn't any chance for us, I'm off the market."
"What?" I asked in surprise.
"You heard me. Until you tell me that there isn't an US and not going to be an US, I'm going to be just yours."
"That sounds like quite a commitment."
"I know you said no commitments. And you don't have to commit to anything. But it's how I want it to be. I don't want you to ever wonder who I'm sleeping with, because it's going to be only you. Any time you stop by, the door is open. No exceptions." She whispered.
"I don't even know where you live."
"We can fix that another time." She said with a grin. "I just wanted you to know that before I left. And if I find out that you held back and didn't give Denise the best night you could, I'm going to come bust your butt!"
"Yes maam," I whispered before she pulled away. She pulled on her coat, blew me a kiss and walked out the door.
I showered and changed before dinner, switching to a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. I didn't want Denise to see me in a new pair of clothes someone else bought for me. I was suddenly feeling guilty about seeing two women at once, but the honest truth is that I wasn't sure what I wanted. I was enjoying the attention and the physical stimulation, but at the same time, it felt a little hollow. I didn't want to lead either of them on, but I wasn't ready for an emotional relationship right now.
---o---
When I answered the door I was a little surprised. It was Denice, as expected, but it wasn't. At least not the Denice I'd seen at work and in bed. Her hair framed her face in a myriad of curls, and her makeup was every bit as prepared as it was for the party. She looked absolutely incredibly gorgeous!
"So, you going to ask me in?" She asked me as I stood there with my mouth hanging open.
"Oh sure. I'm sorry. I was, just, um, stunned. You look incredible!"
She smiled as she stepped past me, setting a small bag down in the hallway. "And you haven't seen the best part yet either." She said as she took her coat off.
"Wow," I said quietly as I looked at her. She was dressed in red high heels, red fishnet stockings with a red garter belt holding them up, a tiny, and I do mean tiny, thong panty that was barely big enough to cover her lips and a bra, if you could call it that, that was less there than what was not. It had a lace band around her body holding to partial cups under her sexy C-cup breasts, and basically the outer framework of a bra the rest of the way around her boobs, leaving them almost completely exposed except for a tiny bit of support under each one.
"You said we were going to do the tree naked, but I thought you might enjoy a sexy Christmas outfit just the same."
"Oh, trust me. I AM enjoying it."
"Good. I have one for you too." She said, bending down to dig into the bag. She pulled out a tiny little red, well, I wasn't sure what it was. It looked more like a little stretchy tube with some strings than anything else. She held it out for me. "I can put it on for you if you want."
I chuckled. "The way you look, I doubt it'll fit."
She smiled back. "I hope not." She stepped toward me and lifted my shirt. I put my arms up and let her pull it up and off of me. She pushed my sweatpants down and grinned at the lack of underwear. "Someone was expecting me?"
"It would seem that way." I agreed as I lifted my feet to let her pull them off. "Yes. This is definitely NOT going to fit." She said. "I was hoping that my attire would generate that response."
"Oh?"
"Uh-huh. It means that we'll have to find a way to make it go down. Can you think of any way to do that?"
"Hmmmm. Let's see. I could read a math book. That should be boring enough."
"I see. Any other way?"
"Well, I have some dirty movies someplace. I suppose I could use one of those.
She rolled her eyes. "ANY OTHER WAY?"
"Well, there is one. But I'd hate to mess up such a sexy outfit."
"Oh? What's that?"
I stepped to her and scooped her up in my arms. She was more than light enough for me to lift, and I carried her to the sofa. I set her butt on the arm of the sofa and then pushed her back so that she fell back on the sofa, leaving her butt on the arm, her pussy pointing up at me. I pulled the tiny red thong panty aside and pressed my engorged head between her lips. "I could make love to you." I whispered as I rubbed my head up and down her lips.
"Oh god. I thought you'd never get around to this." She moaned softly as I pushed my head slowly into her. "ohhhhh yessss. I've been waiting for this all day."
"yeah?" I asked as I pulled back to let her juices lubricate her lips again before pushing in again, deeper this time.
"oh yes. I'm afraid I'm addicted to your dick." She moaned as I pulled back and pushed in again, even deeper. I lifted her legs and let her rest her calves on my shoulders as I started to stroke in and out of her slowly. In and out I pushed, wrapping one arm around her thigh and resting my thumb on the end of her slit. I pressed against the juncture of her flowery outer lips and rubbed my thumb in small circles, drawing another groan from her. "Oh my. You know exactly what to do, don't you?"
"I try," I answered a little breathlessly as I pumped my hips, driving down into her with each stroke. My engorged head felt every ridge and ripple of her vagina, teasing me closer to the tipping point with each stroke. I closed my eyes and moaned softly as the sensations of her body around me pushed every button. I stroked harder and faster, driving deep and hard into her with each plunge. I opened my eyes and saw her tits rolling and moving in circles on her chest with each impact I made into her bare ass.
"That's it. So good. Oh god so good. You're going to make me come. Ohhhhhh yes. Ohhhhhh god getting so close. Don't stop. Please don't stop." She moaned as she tried to lift her butt off the sofa arm to match my strokes. In and out I plunged, feeling her legs begin to tremble and her pussy squeeze tight around me. "OH GOD! I'm COMING!" she cried loudly as her body was wracked with shudders and trembles. I felt her pussy squeeze around me, providing just enough change in sensation to send me over the edge.
My body bucked hard into her, and I grunted loudly, as my cock surged the first gush of cum into her. I stood there, watching her body shudder, the look of pure ecstasy on her face as she climaxed around my surging dick.
"Oh Michael. God, I love feeling you come inside me like that. It feels so, so, oh god, I don't know what I'm saying."
"I think I do," I answered, coaxing her legs off my shoulders. I reached for her hands and pulled her up to sit on the arm again, my softening dick still buried in her. I scooped under her butt and lifted her. I stepped around the sofa and gently lowered us both onto it, ending with me laying on top of her without losing my softening dick.
She looked up at me with a smile, gently stroking my hair and staring into my eyes with her dark green, almost mesmerizing, eyes. "I told myself I wouldn't push you. I wouldn't say those words. Yet here I am, laying under you, feeling a surge of emotions every bit as powerful as the sex we just had. I could love you so easily. I could make my life fit into and around yours just as easily." She whispered. "I can't ask you to feel the same way. I know you don't. I really do. But maybe someday you will."
"Maybe," I whispered back, Not wanting to say anything either of us might regret later. Before I could say anything else, she pulled my face to hers in a long soft, loving kiss that lasted several minutes.
"God, I could kiss you all day. Every time we do it makes my belly tingle."
"Oh? I give you indigestion?" I joked softly.
She slapped my shoulder lightly. "So bad." She whispered. "But I understand. But we should start decorating. Otherwise, we'll lay here until that thing doesn't fit again."
"Oh?"
"UH huh. I can already feel you getting hard inside me again. Not real hard, but definitely growing again. I'd like to say that it's because I'm such a hot sexy woman you can't help but get a hardon when you're with me. But I think it's really because you haven't had a woman in three years and your body is trying to make up for lost time."
"You really want me to wear that thing?"
"Actually, I'd rather play a game."
"Yeah? What kind of game?"
"How about I take my underwear off too, and any time I bend over in front of you, you push that sexy cock of yours into me."
"I wouldn't mind that game," I answered with a smile.
Denise made sure to put on all the lower ornaments, bending over once or twice every minute. It was probably the slowest and longest fuck I've ever had, sticking my dick in for one stroke every time she bent over. The tree was only half done when I'd had all the teasing I could handle. I pulled her down onto the carpet and she eagerly climbed onto me and began bouncing wildly on me, turned on every bit as much as I was.
I suppose someone could have seen in the front window and seen us, but neither of us cared at that moment. Not that it mattered. It was snowing hard enough that we couldn't hardly see the houses across the street and no one was walking down the sidewalk in the snow either.
We climaxed together very quickly, and after several long minutes of kissing and touching, we went back to work finishing the tree. When it came time to put the tinsel garland on it, Denise playfully wrapped herself with it and she had to spin herself slowly as she walked around the tree, feeding me the garland as we moved, until it was all transferred from her to the tree. I had to admit, it was the most fun way of putting the garland on that I had ever done.
With the tree done, I took the rest of her outfit off, so she was as naked as I was, and we settled in my recliner, all the lights off except for the tree, the two of us snuggling naked, watching the snow fall. It was comfortable to cuddle with her, her bare skin soft and warm against my body. We touched and kissed softly, not always on each other's lips until it was long past bedtime. We retired and made love gently one more time, this time in the bed, in the dark, before falling asleep in each other's arms.



---o---
"What are you thinking?" she whispered when she woke in the morning, realizing that I was awake and just lying, holding her snuggly against me.
"I'm thinking that you're the first woman that has ever been in this bed besides my wife."
"Is that difficult?"
"It wasn't last night when we were making love. But it is now." I whispered.
"I know when I lost my husband, I had trouble just going to sleep in the same bed we'd shared for so long. Eventually, it got better. But I never quite got comfortable with him not being there."
"So, why now? Why me?"
"Why now is the easy one. You're finally available." She whispered. "Why you is a lot harder. Have you ever wanted something but knew you couldn't have it? You accept that you can't have it, but that doesn't stop you from wishing you could. Do you know what I mean?"
"Yeah."
"Well, we've been friends at work for how long?"
"Oh gosh. Since I started here, what ten years ago?"
"Uh-huh. Just after I lost my husband actually. You may not know it but Betsy is VERY taken with you. She is always gushing about how sexy you are, how sweet you are, how much she wishes she could get into your pants, that kind of thing. You might have noticed how many times she makes trips to your office."
"She does make a lot of trips." I agreed.
"She told me once that she intentionally forgets to bring things, just so she can make another trip." She said with a chuckle. "Anyway. She got my curiosity up. I started thinking about you way too much. More than a woman should think about a married man. You can imagine what I was thinking of myself."
"But Betsy was only what, twenty-five or twenty-six? Why would she have been so taken with me?"
"That I can't answer. You'll have to ask her. But she was. She still is. She hasn't found a guy she can date for any length of time because she measures them up against you. In her rose-colored glasses, you are a high bar to meet."
"I had no idea. Did you know she took herself out of what she felt was a competition for me?"
"Yes."
"You knew?"
"She told me. She didn't think she could compete with Evelyn. She could offer you everything you've ever wanted, and what could Betsy offer you, besides herself?"
"She shouldn't underestimate herself," I said quietly.
"You should tell her that, not me."
I twisted my head enough to look at her. "I thought you'd have preferred not to have more competition."
"I'm not afraid of competition. If you develop the feelings I'm hoping you do, for me, it won't matter who else is throwing themselves at you. I watched you, talked to you, let you cry on my shoulder more than a few times after you lost your wife. I know what kind of man you are. I know what kind of emotions you are capable of. If those don't develop for me, you'd never be happy being with me. No, I'm in the game to let you have time to see where this all leads you. I want to keep reminding you that I am here, that I am ready if you ever are, and to keep feeling your gentleness and kindness. I'm not out looking for anyone else. You don't have to worry that I'm off in someone else's bed. There are only two beds I'm sleeping in. Mine alone at home, or yours, wherever that happens to be, as long as you're in it."
"I don't deserve any of that," I whispered. "Here I am having sex with, well, more women than is proper, and you're saying that it's me or nothing?"
"Don't put any pressure on yourself. If it happens, it will. If it doesn't, then we'll know, right? I'm not in a hurry. To be honest, I'm just going to absorb everything you give me and take it as a gift. If it keeps coming, that's great. If not, I'll understand."
"That sounds, I don't know, lonely?"
"Honey, I've been alone a long time already. Something like this is, like last night and today, it's just something special, like a vacation from loneliness. You never want to go home from vacation, but eventually, you have to."
"I feel like a heel," I whispered.
"Why?"
"I feel like I'm using you or leading you on or something."
She pushed herself up and looked at me. She slowly lowered her face to mine and gave me a soft gentle kiss, breaking it when I sipped my arm around her to pull her closer. "Don't," she whispered. "We're dating. That means that we're kinda both using each other. Trying each other on for fit, so to speak. No promises, no commitments, just, enjoying each other to see if maybe, sometime in the future, there could be more. I'm not bothered by that. I don't want you to be either. Who knows, I may decide you aren't what I want either, right?"
"I suppose," I answered.
"Good. Now, you wanna have sex before I make you breakfast, or after?" she asked, sliding her hand down to my soft dick and grabbing it gently.
"Why not both?"
"I like how you think." She whispered, letting me pull her down toward me to kiss her again.
I knew my girls would be showing up later in the day, so after breakfast and one more slow gentle fuck, she headed home. I went about cleaning the house up, putting away the decoration boxes and such. Late in the afternoon, Jennifer, my youngest showed up. Jennifer was thirty now, though still single. She had dated a guy for a long time and I had expected them to tie the knot. I guess she had too, but he had other ideas. I helped her bring in things for under the tree and her clothes, moving them into one of the bedrooms. We were just settling down to chat and catch up when my oldest daughter, Sam, and her husband Richard arrived.
It felt good to have them both home for Christmas. I felt like I was smiling more this year than in the past few. It felt good.
---o---
"Hey Dad. Can we talk?" Jennifer asked as she walked into my bedroom the next afternoon while I was putting away clothes that she'd washed for me earlier that day.
"Sure honey. What's up?" I asked.
"That's what I was going to ask you." She said as she stood with her hands behind her back.
"I don't understand," I said feeling confused. "What's up about what?"
She pulled her hands out from behind her back. "I found this in the laundry." She said holding up a lace bra that I recognized as being one that Betsy had accidentally left here after the Christmas party. I'd thrown it into the laundry without even thinking about it. "Thirty-eight double D? I don't suppose you want to tell me where it came from?"
"Just a friend," I answered.
"Uh-huh. And these?" she asked, holding up the red thong panty that I'd taken off Denise the night before and a small black one that I knew damn well belonged to Evelyn.
"Where did you get those?"
"The red one came out from between the sofa cushions. The black one off the closet floor. They aren't the same size, and the red one? The red one is still damp. You have something you want to tell me?"
I looked at her and shook my head. "Not really."
"Come on Dad. You're clearly seeing more than one woman. Why else would you have at least two different women's underwear in the house? For that matter, WHY do you have their underwear at all?"
"Okay. I'm seeing someone. Is that a crime?"
"Hell no! I think it's great. But two women? Or is it three? Or more? I found at least two different shades of lipstick on that white turtleneck. What the hell is going on Dad?"
"The turtleneck was from the company Christmas party. I danced with a few people." I said quickly.
"Dad. You don't get lipstick all over your clothes unless you are dancing REALLY close. So you wanna tell me about it?"
"Not really."
"DAD! Come on. I don't care that you want to find someone. I understand being alone. But multiple women? And having them over for sex?"
"Who said I had them over for sex?"
"Dad. Come on. Why else would their underwear be here?"
"Okay. so I have a couple of women that are interested in me."
"Are they good?"
"What do you mean good?"
"Are they good to you? You know, women we'd approve of?"
"Women who'd approve of?" Sam asked as she walked into the room.
"Us."
"What women?" She asked.
"The women dad's dating. Or more correctly having sex with." Jennifer said holding the panties and bra up for her sister to see.
"Oh Dad! Really? So cool!"
"Cool?" Jennifer asked.
"Hell yes. He's got a right to be happy. If it's banging a bunch of women, who are we to complain."
"Mom wouldn't think it's okay."
"Mom would want Dad to be happy. Doesn't matter how he goes about finding that happiness, does it?"
"But screwing around with multiple women at once?"
"Go for it Dad. How many?"
"At least three. Maybe more." Jennifer answered for me.
"Go Dad!" Sam said with a laugh.
"It's not funny!" Jennifer said angrily.
"Yes it is!" Sam said. "It's none of our business who he fucks. It's his business. If he finds someone important I'm sure he'll let us know."
"Oh really? Like what, having her walk in naked and say, here's your new mom?"
"Oh Jen! Don't be so dramatic." Sam took the underwear from her sister and stepped to me. She handed them to me. "At least they all seem to know what's sexy." She said before leaning to me and kissing my cheek. "It's fine with me. Do what you want, as long as it makes you happy." She said before turning away. She grabbed her sister's hand on the way out. "Come on Jen. Let's leave him alone for a few minutes."
"Why?"
"So he can go jack off silly. Didn't you see the hardon he was sprouting?"
"Hardon?"
"God you can be so dense. It's not like what you're wearing is helping at all. I mean that shirt damn near shows off your boobs, and you're standing there making him think of sex?"
"Oh," Jennifer said as Sam pulled her out of the room. I sat down on the end of the bed and groaned, feeling my warm face from blushing.
As we usually did, we went to church for Christmas Eve service. I always enjoyed the service with all the Christmas carols and then the candlelight singing of Silent Night. With the snow on the ground from the night before, it really felt like Christmas this year, unlike the last few.
"Hey there." I heard from behind me. It was a voice I knew very well. I turned around to see Betsy standing there in a very stunning dress, her hair deep auburn hair curled so that it framed her pale freckled face and huge smile.
"Betsy!" I said in surprise.
"I didn't want to let Christmas go by without you knowing I was thinking about you." She said as she stepped closer and used her free hand, the one not holding her purse, to pull us tightly together. I could feel her pelvis push against mine, trapping my suddenly hardening dick between us as she kissed my cheek. She broke the hug after a few moments and stepped back, letting her hand slide down my arm to my hand. She slipped her hand into mine and squeezed it. "So, these are your girls?"
"Um. Yeah. This is Samantha and Jenifer. Girls. This is a friend of mine from work, Betsy."
"So nice to meet you," Sam said, stepping up and giving her a little hug, at least as much as she could with the huge baby belly. I couldn't help but notice Sam take a long up-and-down look before turning enough to smile at me. Jenifer reached a hand out and Betsy shook it.
"You know, we're going to go to the house and have hot cocoa before bed. Would you like to join us?" Sam suggested.
"I wouldn't want to intrude on family time," Betsy said quickly. "Besides, I just wanted Michael to know he was in my thoughts."
"You really wouldn't be intruding. Honest." Sam said quickly. "Besides Christmas is a time for sharing."
"Well, if you're sure you don't mind?" She said looking at me. I couldn't tell if she wanted me to say no or yes. I said yes.
"You know where the house is I take it?" Sam asked with a little grin.
"Uh. Um. Uh, yes. I think so." Betsy stammered.
"Good. We'll meet you there!" Sam said, looping an arm in mine. "Won't we Dad?"
"Uh. Yeah." I agreed, looking at Betsy as my daughter led me away.
"I take it that's the bra lady?" Sam whispered as we walked out the door into the night.
"Um. Yeah." I agreed quietly.
"Good. I thought so."
"How?" I asked.
"The way she looked at you. She wanted to just grab you and kiss you, but she didn't. I suspected with those boobs that she was the one who left the bra. You'll have to tell me how that happened sometime."
"Seems like it's going to be hard to get anything past you."
"Oh, mom taught me well." She said with a laugh. "Richard can't get away with shit. Just like mom never let you get away with anything."
"Who said there was ever anything to get away with?" I asked as we reached the car and I unlocked it.
"Trust me, Dad. Mom told me about the time you and Mrs Wilson went skinny dipping. How you thought she didn't know. But she did."
"She did?"
"Oh yeah. She never told you she knew, but she knew. She didn't want to make a big deal out of it because it was just looking. Nothing happened. Now if you'd have done more than look, I'm sure she'd have let you have it big time!"
"I'm sure she would have" I agreed as we got into the car. "It was a stupid bet. I shouldn't have let Jerry get me into that."
"Oh? Wanna tell me about it? Mom never knew exactly what it was, but she said it had to be something stupid for you to do that."
"It was. The losers of the bet had to jump into the lake naked. Only two of us lost, me and Sylvia. So we had to strip on the shore in front of everyone and dive into the lake. It was damn cold!"
"What kind of a bet?"
"You had to hold your breath for at least one minute," I answered. "I figured I could. Turns out I couldn't any more."
"Dad."
"Yeah?"
"You do know that Mrs Wilson was a swimmer in college, right?"
"Sylvia? No. She was?"
"Uh-huh. She told me once when she was giving me swim lessons in our pool out back. She could hold her breath for like five minutes."
"She could?"
"Oh yeah."
"But she, wait, she lost too."
Sam chuckled. "God, Dad. You are such a boy scout. That's why mom loved you so much. It never occurred to you that she lost on purpose?"
"But she'd have to get naked in front of the other guys too."
"Dad! She wasn't going to lose if you didn't lose!"
"Oh," I answered as I started the car. Jennifer and Richard had climbed into the back seat while we were talking.
"Who wasn't going to lose what?" Jennifer asked.
"Nothing. Just a bet Dad lost a few years ago." Sam said.
We drove home, enjoying the Christmas lights on the houses reflecting off the snowy yards. We pulled into the garage and just made it into the house when Betsy pulled into the driveway. I walked out to her car and watched her climb from the car, a LOT of leg showing as she did so. Probably on purpose. "I think you should know. The girls found your bra from the other night."
"They did?" She said in surprise. "I thought I lost that at the hotel."
"Apparently not. I found it and tossed it in the laundry without thinking."
"Is it a problem? I can leave if you want."
"NO! Um. No. I'd like you to stay." I answered, almost too quickly. "Come on, we can go through the garage." I led her by the hand into the garage and then stopped us before getting to the door. I turned to her and pulled her to me, pressing my lips to hers. She kissed me back eagerly as we held each other, sucking each other's lips and teasing with our tongues before finally breaking the minute-long kiss.
"I told myself I wasn't going to do this." She whispered. "I just wanted to come to your church to see you. I wasn't even going to let you know I was there."
"Why not?"
"Because of what I said. I don't want to make it hard for you to decide."
"What if you're part of the equation?"
"Me? You don't want me. I'm too young."
"From what Denise told me, you've been saying a lot of things about me. About how much you'd like to get into my pants and such. Well, you've been there. Do you want me any less now than before you did?"
"Oh god no. I want you even more."
"Then be part of the equation. Let me decide if you're too young."
"You really want to be with me?"
"I want the chance to find out. I'll be honest. Sex with Evelyn is interesting. Sex with Denise is good. But sex isn't what it's all about. I miss seeing you come to my office. I miss hearing your voice every day at work. I also miss feeling you like this. So don't stay away anymore. Let's just let nature work its magic and see what happens with who."
"You sure?"
"I'm sure." I agreed.
She nodded and let me lead her into the house, the garage door opener putting the door down as we left the garage.
"I have the milk heating," Sam said as I walked into the kitchen. She looked over at me and grinned. She grabbed a paper towel and stepped toward me. "Someone left lipstick." She whispered, rubbing the corner of my mouth with the paper towel. "I guess she's a better friend than you let on?"
"Yeah." I agreed, squeezing Betsy's hand, which I was surprisingly still holding.
"Dad's a good man. Treat him right and he'll always treat you right."
Sam said before turning back to the stove. "Go sit down. I'll bring it out when it's ready."
I led Betsy into the living room and I was going to sit in my recliner, but wanted to sit with Betsy. Unfortunately there wasn't room on the sofa or anywhere else for the two of us to sit together. I let go of her hand and let her sit on the sofa while I ended up in my recliner.
"So, you've known Dad for a while then?" Jennifer asked.
"Oh. A few years." Betsy answered.
"So you're what? Thirty-five or so?"
"Thirty-eight actually."
"Kind of young for my dad, aren't you?"
"Depends on if you think age matters," Betsy answered.
"So have you been fucking him long?" Jennifer asked boldly.
I saw the look on Betsy's face change to shock and then, moments later, defiance.
She stood up and for a moment I thought she was going to leave. Instead, she turned to Jennifer and smiled a crooked smile. She reached up under her skirt and pulled her panties down her thighs and then pushed them down her legs. She stepped out of them and then took the few short steps to me. She lifted the back of her dress up clear of her butt and sat down on my lap. She twisted herself around until she was sitting on my lap with her legs over one arm of the recliner. "Long enough to feel comfortable doing this," She said as she pulled one of my arms around her shoulders so she could lean herself against me. She found my right hand and pulled it down between her legs and pushed it all the way up under her skirt until the bright red material was barely covering her pussy, but there was no doubt exactly where she had my fingers.
"I think I missed something," Sam said as she walked in with a tray of cocoa cups.
"Just your sister trying to embarrass Betsy by asking how long she's been fucking your dad." Sam's husband said with a chuckle.
Sam looked at Jennifer and then to Betsy on my lap. "Yeah. looks like that worked out." She said as she moved toward us. "Here Betsy. You might need to share one with him, given his hands are both busy."
"SAM! How can you stand there and just let this happen!?" Jennifer asked her sister incredulously.
"Jen! He's a grown man. He can fuck whoever he wants whenever and wherever."
"But it's not right!"
Sam laughed. "If it wasn't right, you wouldn't be here!"
"What the hell does that mean?"
"It means that mom got pregnant with you a month before they got married, in a movie theater. The only place grandma would let them go alone before the wedding."
"How do you know that?"
"Mom told me, years ago," Sam said. "Grandma didn't want them having sex before getting married, like they hadn't already been doing it. So she wouldn't let them go anywhere alone. Except for the movies one time. They had sex in the theater and again in the bushes behind a house on the walk home. Result, you."



"Oh shit," Jennifer said, letting out a long breath.
"So stop being a prude and let Dad be happy. If sitting here with a younger woman on his lap makes him happy, let it be!" I sat there and let Betsy take turns taking a sip and giving me a sip, while I let my fingers gently tease her pussy. I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't help myself. "Dad. Why don't you go get your suit off before one of you spills cocoa on it."
"Probably a good idea," I answered, sitting with even my suit coat and tie on yet. I didn't really want Betsy to get off my lap though.
"You can show Betsy that thing I showed you earlier too," Sam added. "I'm sure she'd love to see it."
"That thing?" I asked in confusion.
"Yeah Dad. You know. That thing? In your bedroom?" she said with raised eyebrows before making sure Jennifer couldn't see her pretend to stroke the dick she didn't have.
"Oh. Yeah. You're right." I agreed, finally understanding. "You wanna come with me, Betsy? Won't take long."
"Sure, if you don't mind me in the bedroom while you change."
"You've seen me in my underwear before," I said as I pulled my hand from between her legs. Betsy slipped off my lap and stood waiting for me to get up. I did, and we walked hand in hand down the hall. I could hear Jennifer hiss at Sam that she had to know we were going to fuck.
"Damn straight," Betsy whispered as we walked to the bedroom. I pushed the door closed and started taking my suit off. Before I could get my tie and jacket off Betsy had her dress off and was moving to the bed. She pulled her bra off and tossed it on the bed before sitting down. "Better make sure I take this one home."
"Yeah. I think so." I agreed as I pulled my shoes off and then my pants. She lay, her legs spread, teasing her pussy, waiting for me as I took my shirt off and then finally pushed my briefs down and off. I stepped between her legs and rubbed my engorged head up and down her lips.
"Oh god yessssss." Betsy hissed softly as I pushed into her depths, feeling the hot wetness envelop me. "I wasn't sure I'd ever get to feel this again. Not after what I told you in your office."
"Yet here you are," I whispered as I started to slide in and out of her pussy. "Oh damn. You are sooooo tight and hot. I love how you feel around me."
"I'm glad. I hope you aren't too disappointed if I climax quickly."
"Not as long as you don't mind if I come fast too. Where do you want it?"
"In me, please."
"You sure? Your underwear is out there."
"Don't worry. I'll take care of that. You just enjoy it." She moaned softly.
In and out I stroked, feeling my engorged head slide deep into and bump against her cervix. I could feel her pussy start to quiver, her climax rushing closer and closer as I pumped into her. I knew I was getting close too and smiled to myself as she started to climax around my hard shaft. Her legs trembled slightly and she bit her lower lip to stay quiet as she climaxed. Her spasming pussy changed the sensations just enough to send me tumbling over the edge with her. I came hard, jamming deep into her and pumping shot after shot of cum into her pussy as I stood there, panting.
"I don't suppose we should stay in here too long." She said softly, pushing on my stomach to pull my still half-hard cock out of her pussy.
"Probably not." I agreed as she stood up, wrapping her arms around me and pulling us tighter so her hard nipples pressed against my chest. She pressed her lips to mine and we kissed for almost as long as it took for us to have sex before she broke the kiss breathlessly.
"God I love kissing you." She whispered. "Almost as much as fucking you."
"I'm glad."
"You are? Really?"
"I am. Really," I answered. "I was very disappointed when you said you wanted to not do this anymore because I knew damn well that I did."
"Is sex with me that good?"
"That special," I answered.
"Mmmmmm. I like that." She whispered. "Now, what are we going to put you in?" she asked as she walked into my closet. She came back out a few moments later with the western pants Evelyn had bought me. "Um. These look new. I don't remember seeing these when we dressed you for the party, or I sure as hell would have put you in them."
I blushed a little. "Evelyn." That was all I said.
"Ahhhhh. I see. Okay. we won't use those right now." She said, turning back into the closet. "Can I pick anything?"
"Anything? Hell, I don't even remember some of what's in there."
She came back out a few moments later with her hands behind her back. "Just say yes. I can put you in anything my little heart desires."
I chuckled. "Is it going to make a difference if I say no?"
"Not likely." She said with an impish grin.
"In that case, anything your little heart desires," I said with a laugh. She grinned and pulled her hands from behind her back. "Where did you find those?"
"Way on the end." She said as she held out the silk bed pants that my wife had bought me on an anniversary, trying to get me to NOT buy lingerie for her.
"Oh lord. My wife got me those years ago. She hated that I bought her lingerie and made me wear those to prove just how useless something like this was."
"She didn't like you to buy her lingerie?"
"Nope. Said it was a waste of money. If I wanted to have sex naked was as good as anything else."
"Silly woman. You can buy me any kind of lingerie you want and I'll be more than happy to wear it for you." She said with a grin. "But that means you need to wear these for me now."
"Honey. There's no way I can wear those out there in front of my daughters."
"You sure about that? I think you'd look sooooo sexy in them. Why not let them see just how hot and sexy you are!"
I sighed and took the bed pants from her. I pulled them on, glad that I didn't have a hard-on any longer because these were designed to show every bit of it. They were almost, but not quite see-through, but there was no doubt about what was being looked at. "See. I show way too much in these." I said quietly.
"I think you look spectacular, but if you're worried about how much you show, I'll just sit on your lap some more to cover you up."
I rolled my eyes, feeling like I'd already lost the argument, sure I was going to regret it. I nodded my assent and stood waiting while she pulled her dress on, leaving her bra off, her still hard nipples poking prominently out the front of the dress. I let her lead me back out to the living room.
"Oh good god Dad!" Jenifer exclaimed.
"Whoa, Dad! Now that's definitely getting comfortable." Sam said with a grin.
"I made the mistake of letting Betsy pick," I answered my daughter, trying hard to cover myself as best I could as I moved to my chair, suddenly feeling VERY exposed. Betsy quickly settled on my lap again.
"So, Betsy, I have to ask," Sam said quietly. "How did you ever get my dad to agree to start dating again?"
"Well, Denise and I had been trying for months, and he just wouldn't. You could tell he wanted to, but wouldn't let himself. So in the end we tricked him."
"You tricked him?"
"Yeah, I invited him to escort me to the Christmas party so I didn't have to go alone. I got him to tell me what would make it NOT a date, and he said not going alone with me. I kinda expected that so I already had it set up with Denise. So he took both of us."
"Nice move. Dad always was an easy one to trick into stuff when we were kids. We were just always a lot more devious than he thought we were. But that kinda explains you and one other pair of underwear. Where does the third come in?"
"Evelyn," Betsy said, looking at me with a little frown. "Denise and I wanted to make sure that Michael didn't think we were trying to just fix him up with one of us. We wanted him to have plenty to pick from. So we made up a game with all the single girls at work. If they found him at all interesting, they were supposed to dance with him at the party and get him to take off their underwear. The idea was that he might get lucky with one or more at the party, but by the end of the night he'd have a collection of underwear that was all the single girls that were interested in letting him date them. The game was, well, he doesn't even know this part yet because of Evelyn. The idea was that all the girls he had underwear for would have a chance to collect them back. They could either get him to take them home and have sex, or they could find a place at work to have sex, but they had to get naked in front of him and get him off, one way or another."
"Oh damn! That sounds like a great game!"
"Well, one of the girls, Amanda, is apparently friends with Evelyn. She's the chief financial officer for the company. She's also single. Anyway, Amanda dared Evelyn to seduce Micheal and take him off somewhere naughty to have sex right there at the party. She ended up taking him to the ladies' room and stripping and having sex. She was so taken with him that she wanted to spend the night with him. He said no, because he'd brought us, Denise and me. So she got the two of us to agree to spend the night together, the four of us."
"Four of you? You mean he had sex with three of you at the same time?" Jennifer asked in surprise, a shocked look on her face. "Do people even do that kind of thing for real?"
"Not only did he, he did it for a whole night, satisfying all three of us multiple times. He was really damn good, but now, he has three girlfriends. I hate to think what's going to happen when the rest of the girls start wanting their underwear back. Oh yeah." She said looking at me. "I got three more pairs after the party that didn't have a chance to dance with you. So that makes, I think seven pair you're going to have to give back."
"You mean I have to have sex with seven other women? Holy shit. I can barely keep up with three of you!" I complained quietly.
"I think it's wonderful. I've been on Dad for over a year to start dating again. I think this is just what he needs. No dipping an oar in the water, just dive in all the way!" Sam said with a smile.
"I think it's disgusting," Jennifer said quietly. "How could you set up my dad to have sex with so many women?"
"It's not like he's married or anything. He's single and just between the two of us, he's a damn incredible man. He's gentle, sweet, considerate, smart, good-looking, sexy, and great in bed. What the hell else could a woman want?" Betsy snapped back. "I'm sorry. I don't mean to spoil your Christmas. I should probably go." She said quietly to me after snapping at my daughter.
"Actually, I think you should stay," Sam said quickly. "In fact, it's getting pretty late. No point in you driving home this late with the slick roads. Why don't you stay the night?"
"Sam! Where is she going to sleep? We have both rooms tied up."
"With Dad of course!" Sam said. "Come on. It's not like they haven't already, right?" She asked looking directly at her younger sister.
"Yeah but," Jennifer started to protest.
"But what? If it makes Dad happy, you're going to tell them no? Seriously?" Sam said, standing up from the sofa. "Come on Betsy. Let's see if we can find you something to wear. You can't be going to bed in a dress, now can you?"
"I suppose not," Betsy said hesitantly before looking at me.
"Why not?" I answered.
"Alright." Betsy answered, taking Sam's offered hand and sliding off my lap. "oops." She said, looking at my lap and the huge wet spot where our combined juices had leaked out onto my pj pants, making them damn near translucent right over my half-hard dick.
"Oh damn," I said, covering myself with my hands.
"Don't worry about it,Dad," Sam said. "You just relax. I'll get you something. Come on Betsy. Let's see what we can find."
I watched the girls head down the hall toward my bedroom, wondering just exactly what they were planning on finding.
"Jesus Dad, I can't believe you're doing this."
"What? Sleeping with Betsy?"
"NO! Sleeping with three women at once!"
"I only did that once," I said. "And it wasn't even my idea."
"But you agreed."
"That or walk home," I said with a shrug. "Besides. It really was kinda interesting."
"Do you even like these women? Or are you just fucking them for fun?"
I sighed. "I do like them. Betsy and Denise both, a lot. I've liked them for a long time. They were good friends before your mother passed, and they both helped me through it all. So yes, I like them."
"But Betsy, she's a lot younger than you are. Doesn't that bother you?"
"I think it bothers you a lot more than it bothers me right now. Hell, honey. You have no idea how hard it has been for the last few years. Being with Betsy has been like a breath of fresh air. She makes me feel good inside. She makes me laugh. Hell, you have no idea how many times she's come into my office and flashed me something, just to make me smile."
"You let her flash you? At work? Really dad? Aren't you going to get in trouble with HR or something? Isn't that sexual harassment?"
"Technically, it's only sexual harassment if I find it to be offensive. And quite honestly, I don't. Besides, one of those pair of underwear I have to return belongs to the head of our HR department."
"Oh god. You're impossible." Jennifer groaned. "You make a joke out of everything."
"I wasn't joking," I answered her quietly.
"DAD! SHIT! That's even worse!"
I couldn't help but laugh. "Honey, you definitely got your conservatism from your mom. You sound just like I'd have expected her to sound." I took a deep breath and slowly let it out. "Your mom made me promise to find a way to be happy again. She and I were exclusive to each other, but she's gone. If I'm going to find someone compatible, I'm going to have to go shopping. Betsy just provided a very unique way to go shopping. I've already stopped arguing. In fact, she wanted to take herself out of the picture to give me a better chance to find what I wanted. I want her in that picture. I want her to have a chance to be that person. I actually think she could be."
"Oh god Dad. No. Not someone that young."
"What are you worried about? How does it matter to you?"
"You mean introducing my new mom, who just happens to be the same age as my older sister?"
I laughed again and then stopped laughing when I saw Betsy and Sam walking down the hall. "Oh my," I whispered to myself as I saw Betsy. She had on a red sheer robe-looking thing that went to the middle of her thighs, and was almost completely see-through. Under it, she had on a pair of VERY skimpy red lace panties, which I happened to know were crotchless, because I bought them. Holding her huge breasts was a red lace bra that was a little too small, though it didn't matter, since the design held them up, but covered none of the front so that her bright pink areola and rock-hard pink nipples showed over the under cups of the bra.
Richard was staring at her as much as I was as she walked into the room. "Oh damn!" he whispered.
"You just keep your eyeballs in your head there sweetie. I'll give you plenty to look at later."
"Uh. Um. Sure." He answered awkwardly, unable to rip his eyes from her big tits.
Sam walked over to me and held a hand out. She pulled me up from my chair and then pushed me down the hall, Betsy taking my hand and walking with me toward the master bedroom. "See you two in the morning. And Betsy! Feel free to wear anything you want in the morning. We all usually do Christmas in our pajamas!"
"Okay," Betsy called back, squeezing my hand.
"Damn you look sexy," I said as we stepped into the bedroom and closed the door.
"Sam wanted me to look good for you. She thinks that maybe you like me a lot more than you let on. I hope she's right."
"She may just be," I answered, pulling her to me. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her against me. We leaned into each other and shared a long soft kiss before she pushed away. She turned the bedroom light off, leaving the bathroom light on so we had some light, and then moved to the bed. She crawled onto it and settled onto it. She untied the single bow near the neck of the robe and let it spread apart. She pulled it so both nipples were exposed and bare and then spread her legs.
"You know. I've never made love in anything like this. How would you feel about making love to me just like this?"
I pushed the silk bedpants off and stepped out of them as I crawled onto the bed. I moved up over her body and she reached down and guided me between her legs. I felt my engorged head find her wet lips and then pushed into her.
"Oh yessss." She hissed softly as I slipped deeper into her. I felt my dry dick catch her lips and pulled back until only my head was inside her and then pushed in again. It took several strokes to get me fully into her hot wet confines. "Oh god, Michael. I love how you feel." She moaned softly as I pumped myself in and out of her, her hot wet pussy caressing the length of my shaft with each stroke. In and out I slipped, reveling in the sensations her tight little pussy gave my cock. Much tighter than Evelyn. Probably with a lot less mileage as well.
In and out I continued to stroke, feeling her hotness, her hips rocking in time with my strokes to push her clit against the top of my shaft with each stroke. I was beginning to wonder if I was going to be able to outlast her when I finally felt her start to climax. Her pussy clenched tighter around me and she moaned deep and long as her orgasm washed over her, her hands reaching for my hips and pulling me to her. She wrapped her legs around mine, stopping me from stroking into her as she moved her hands to my back, pulling me down on top of her.
She held me with my rock-hard dick moments from erupting, deep in her pussy while she pressed her lips to mine and kissed me deeply. Her soft long erotic kiss was filled with desire and pleasure as she climaxed around my fat shaft. Finally, she broke the kiss, only as her climax faded sufficiently. "Can I ask a favor?"
"Sure."
"Take me from behind and after you come, hold me until I fall asleep with you inside me?"
"If that's what you want."
"It is. It's something I wanted since that first night." She whispered as I pulled my raging hardon from her. She rolled on her side and I lay down behind her. She lifted her leg and guided me back into her and then I snuggled tightly to her, rocking my hips enough to slide in and out of her. The changed position made her already tight confines even tighter. I reached one arm around her and cupped her right breast while she pulled my left arm under her head as a pillow. In and out I slid, slowly working my recently prevented climax back to full blossom. I felt her hot wetness caress me softly as I worked in and out slowly, the pace pushing me up the slope equally slowly. "You feel so good inside me. I love feeling you like this, inside me and holding me at the same time. You didn't get to hold me nearly as much that first night as I wanted. I could have let you hold me and make love to me all night like this.
"Yeah?"
"Uh-huh. God, you feel so good. I think I'm going to come again. Touch my clit. Play with it just a little and make me come with you."
"If you want," I whispered, sliding my hand from her breast down to her soft thighs. I slipped one finger between her legs, stroking her lips and working the tip of my finger between her lips. I felt her gasp and jerk as my finger found her sensitive clit. It only took a moment for her to relax and start to move her hips in time with mine, making my strokes into her ever so slightly longer.
"That's it. That's just right. I'm going to come. Come with me. Fill me up as I come for you." She moaned softly.
It wasn't too many more moments before I felt her once again spasm around me. I continued to tease her clit, making her gasp and moan loudly as she climaxed around my fat stroking shaft. The extra tightness pushed me quickly over the top and I felt my body struggling to push hard and deep, jamming my cock hard into her for half a dozen strokes before my body stiffened. I groaned deeply as my body jerked and spewed a massive shot of cum deep into her.



"FUCK!" she cried as she felt me surging into her, filling her vagina with shot after shot of my cum. I pulled my hand from between her legs and once again cupped her breast, pulling us together, my hand squeezing her tit each time my body jerked and spasmed behind her. Slowly my climax passed, as did hers. We lay there, cuddling against each other, her hand holding mine against her breast. We held each other that way until I heard her breathing slow to the gentle rhythmic breathing of sleep.
I felt my dick slip from her and with it the wetness as her pussy squeezed our cum out to run down her thigh to puddle against mine. I too soon fell asleep.
When I woke, morning was already starting to push through the open bedroom curtain. I briefly wondered what the neighbors could see, and then decided I didn't care as I looked at Betsy, her face inches from mine, a contented smile on her face. Her hazel eyes almost looked blue this morning in the dim light, but there was no missing the desire and caring in them. She tilted her head slightly and kissed me softly before gently pushing on my shoulder to roll me onto my back.
"It's my turn to make you feel good this morning." She whispered as she rolled herself on top of me. She shifted herself while she worked her panties off, sliding them down and off before settling herself astride me. She pushed up and took the little shelf-bra off, leaving her completely nude. With a wicked little grin, she lifted herself and I felt her guide my surprisingly hard dick up to her wet lips. She settled herself gently on my head and then closed her eyes as she let herself slide down my pole, her tight little pussy stretching around my fat shaft. She smiled again as she settled her ass on my thighs, shifting her weight to her knees as she rolled her legs under herself further.
She began slowly lifting and falling, pushing my hands away when I reached for her tits. "Just watch and let me do it all." She whispered as she began sliding up and down faster. I could feel her vaginal walls stroking over and around my engorged head. From the look on her face, I would say my dick was doing as good of a job on her as she was doing on me. She pounded on me more forcefully, jamming herself down fast with each stroke, slapping her ass loudly against my thighs while she moaned and gasped loudly. I could feel my head smashing against her cervix with each stroke, just like it had that first night in the hotel room. The only thing different this time was that instead of having a pussy on my face, I could watch her huge sexy tits flying wildly on her chest with each plunge down, and the look of ecstasy on her face as she drove both of us toward climax, though I could tell she was going to be there long before I was.
I felt the first spasms of her pussy around my dick as she slammed down on me over and over again. Each spasm seemed to be tighter and harder than the last until she slammed down on me, sitting unmoving as she shuddered and trembled in climax. "OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" She cried loudly as she came around my fat dick. I reached for her and pulled her toward me, leaning her far enough that I could shift my legs and pump my hips up toward her climaxing pussy. I started to jam myself up into her, stroke after stroke, driving myself toward my own climax to join hers. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, her gasps and moans loud as her body shuddered.
"Almost." I groaned as I felt the urgency rushing through me. I don't think I could have stopped right then if I'd wanted to. My body was on autopilot, the sense of release building in me by the second. "OH FUCK!" I grunted as my body jerked and jammed up into her. I felt the first surge of cum lance deep into her as she pushed back against me, pushing my butt back to the bed to trap me deep inside her.
"Oh god yes. Oh god yes." She moaned over and over as my cock surged inside her. I lay my head back and closed my eyes, as the orgasm fled my body. I didn't open my eyes as she lay down on top of me, shifting her legs to lay fully on top of me. She pressed her lips to mine in a long slow loving kiss. "God I love feeling that." She whispered after a few minutes of soft kissing. "Some day I hope I can let you do that without anything to keep it away."
"Keep what away?"
"Being pregnant. I'd love to have a baby with you. I hope that doesn't scare you too much."
"A little. I'm getting old. I don't know how much longer I can chase little kids around."
Instead of answering she lowered her face to mine again and kissed me softly. "It's okay. You'd do fine." She finally whispered. "That is if you want more children."
"I hadn't really thought I'd have any more," I answered. "I don't know how I'd handle a baby the same age as one of my grandchildren. I don't know if I can do that."
"It's not what I want to hear, but would you at least think about it?"
"I'll think about it," I whispered back. It was certainly something I hadn't contemplated having to consider. I thought my baby-raising days were over. It was certainly another piece of the equation. "Would you think less of me if I didn't want to do that again?"
"No." She answered, but I could tell by the look on her face she was disappointed. We lay for several more minutes before we got up. I put on the blue silk pajama pants, at her urging, and then dug into the drawer that I knew she'd gotten the other lingerie out of. I wasn't worried about her wearing things that my wife had, because there were only two outfits she'd ever worn, of the nearly a dozen I'd bought her. I tucked those two aside and drew out a semi-sheer spaghetti strap nightgown that just barely came to the middle of her thighs, if that, and allowed her nipples and areola to slightly show through. She looked a lot like I would have expected Marie to have looked if I could have ever gotten her to wear it.
With both of us dressed, we headed out to the livingroom.
Jennifer was wearing a flannel nightshirt that came down to her knees, showing absolutely nothing, which was appropriate for the occasion. Sam, on the other hand, had on a semi-sheer cream colored nightgown that was pulled tightly across her round stomach, her dark areola and nipples showing prominently through the thin translucent gown material. I was a little surprised that she hadn't worn a robe or something over it. Despite being my daughter, I couldn't help but look at her sexy tits, which reminded me so much of her mother's when she was pregnant. I should have been shocked that Sam was showing off as much as she was, but it clearly seemed intentional, based on the little looks she was giving me to see if I was looking, which I was, frequently, as I sat with Betsy on my lap.
Richard finally joined us, wearing a pair of bed pants not unlike mine, only not nearly as revealing. Sam got up and pulled the presents out from under the tree, crawling around to do so, her short nightgown not hiding anything at all as she bent low enough to nearly lay her head on the floor while on her hands and knees. The view of her bare butt and pussy was making my already mostly hard dick push up hard against Betsy's thighs as Sam distributed the packages to each of us. By the time she was done, the wiggling and bouncing of her tits in the thin material, and the frequent views of her clearly wet pussy had my dick hard as a rock but fortunately hidden by Betsy's butt. I was also sure that Betsy could feel just exactly what she was sitting on as well as she leaned her shoulder into my chest and softly kissed my cheek.
It took far too long, as far as I was concerned, to pass around the presents, but Sam seemed to almost revel in the attention she was getting from both myself and her husband. Richard should have been objecting to everything she was showing off but was instead just smiling and staring at his wife flash the five of us. With Sam's work finally done, we took turns opening, starting with Jennifer first. She opened the pearl earrings and the silk kimono robe that I'd gotten her and then opened a dress that her sister had gotten for her, along with a new pair of furry driving gloves and, to my surprise, and Jennifer's, a small vibrator. No amount of coaxing and teasing by her sister would convince Jennifer to try it out in front of us, instead it just made her blush even more.
Sam opened the silk robe I'd gotten for her, and then the large package behind the tree, which was a brand-new stroller she could use to jog with.
Richard opened his new set of cordless power tools from me, a new hat and gloves from Jennifer and a pair of really sexy bed pants from his wife, along with a coupon book that she had created that included all kinds of sexual favors. He read through them, surprising some of us with the choices she had included. It was pretty obvious that Sam had embraced some riskier behaviors, offering to give her husband a blow job in the park and another in a store changing room. The most surprising was doing naked Yoga with a friend, in front of him. That could only lead to more than just a little visual play. She told him it was her way of making sure he still was "taken care of" after the baby arrived. I could so easily picture her doing those things, especially now that I had gotten more of a view of her than I'd ever gotten before. None of this would have ever been done if their mother was still around!
I had to get up to open my single present, which was way too heavy to pick up. I felt damn awkward, trying to hide the raging hard-on that was pushing out the thin material of my bed pants, showing not only its shape but also a lot of detail through the thin material. Jenifer, of course, gave me a disgusted look, while Sam wore a smirk on her face as if it was exactly what she had intended to have happen. The present turned out to be a brand new DeWalt planer to use in my woodworking shop. Sam pulled out one more present and handed it to me. I stood there and opened it in front of her, almost immediately blushing as I held up an assortment of VERY skimpy men's briefs. "I was hoping to use these to coax you to start dating again, but it seems that instead, you can wear them for your new girlfriends, instead of those old man briefs." She said with a grin. "So, you going to try them on?"
"I don't think so," I answered, embarrassed.
"I think you should," Betsy said. "I think you'll look really sexy in em!"
"In front of my daughters?"
"Why not? It's not like you're not already showing plenty." Sam said. "Nice stick by the way."
"You should talk. Sitting there half-naked in front of your dad!" Jennifer said. "You should be ashamed of yourself, showing off like that."
"I did it on purpose. I wanted him to feel comfortable wearing or doing whatever felt good. Clearly last night it felt good to wear those pajama pants. I just thought I'd join him."
"Yeah. Right." Jennifer said with a scowl.
"Well, if you're smart, you'll use that little vibrator and maybe you'll be a little happier. You're always such a sour puss. I think it's because you don't get enough sex. If you got off once in a while you might not be so frustrated."
"That's not fair! I get enough sex!" Jennifer snapped back.
"Yeah, right. When was the last time you got any? Six months ago?"
"That's none of your business."
"That long ago huh? I'm surprised sis. I'd have thought you'd have found a guy worth spreading em for by now."
"That's mean. I go out with guys."
"Uh-huh. Go out. Do you even let them kiss you?"
"Sometimes." She said with a shrug.
"Uh-huh. I bet you don't even let them cop a feel, do you?"
"Damn Sam! That's not fair! Just because I don't drop my pants for every guy that comes along."
"Have you even been fucked yet?" Sam asked boldly. "Or are you still a virgin?"
"Hey! That's not fair!"
"That's what I thought. Still a Virgin. Well, Richard can take care of that if you want."
"WHAT! NO WAY!"
"Then maybe dad?" Sam asked, causing Jennifer to look down at her lap and blush. "Oh shit! You don't mean? I was just kidding. But yeah, makes sense now. You've got the hots for Dad!"
"I DO NOT!" Jennifer cried out.
"Oh yeah. You got it bad, little sis. No wonder you're so upset about him showing it off. You want it in your hot little twat! Well, don't let me stop you. But if you want to tease him into doing it with you, maybe you should choose something besides flannel!"
"God Sam! You're horrible. Like I'm just going to whip my pants off and do it in front of you and flash Dad and everyone?"
Sam laughed. "Anyone notice she didn't tell me I was wrong? I dare you to. I dare you to just take it all off and let him see what you have to offer!" Sam said.
"Not likely!"
"What? Afraid to let Dad see your body? You know, when you were little he used to bathe you. It's not like he hasn't seen it before. If you want to get him to fuck you, you're gonna have to let him see."
"Wait! What?" I gasped when what she said sunk in. Not that they stopped arguing or even listened.
"That's different than now. I'm not a little girl any more!" Jennifer snapped back at her sister.
"You act like you are. A spoiled little girl!" Sam said as she stood up. She reached for the hem of the nightgown and pulled it up and off, leaving her completely naked. She turned to me and stepped in front of me. "Come on Dad. Let's see if those are as sexy on you as they are on the models online!" She said as she reached for the waist of my pj pants and tried to push them down.
I must have been stunned at her stripping in front of me, as well as the conversation the girls had just had because it took me several seconds to realize what Sam was doing. "HEY!" I practically shouted as my hardon sprung out into the open. I tried to cover myself with my hands, one still holding the tiny underwear, as my pj's slid all the way to my ankles.
"Don't be such a prude dad. Hell, you've been checking out my tits and pussy all morning. And don't think I don't know it gave you that hardon." She said taking the underwear from me. "Now, let's see. Betsy? Which ones?"
Betsy, who had settled in my chair when I got up to unwrap my present, stood up. "Ohhh, these for sure." She said, reaching to pull a pair of mesh see-through underwear from the set Sam was holding.
"I agree," Sam said, turning back to me. "Here Dad. Put these on."
"Hell no, those don't cover anything!" I said as I bent over to try and pull up my pj's.
"I know!" Sam said with an impish grin. "Now you going to put them on, or do you want me and Betsy do to it for you? And trust me, if I do it for you I'm gonna do a lot more than look at that dick!"
"SHIT SAM! You wouldn't!"
"Wouldn't what? Play with your dick? Maybe even suck on it? Come on Dad. If you're gonna start playing the field you better get used to having women want to play with it. It's a hell of a sexy dick and women are going to WANT to do more than just look. Right, Betsy?"
"Well, I can't argue with that. I know I'm getting pretty turned on just looking at him trying to hide it."
"I bet you wanna fuck it again, don't you?"
Betsy blushed a little, the first time I'd seen her blush. "I wouldn't say it's not an attractive prospect. I was kinda hoping we'd get a chance for one more time before I had to leave."
"Well, see Dad? She wants to fuck you, so why not just go ahead and put these on?"
"What does having sex with her in the bedroom and putting those on in front of you, have in common?"
"Because I'm naked, and if you don't, I'm going to kneel down right here and play with you until you come all over me. That is what you were thinking about, wasn't it? Squirting all over my tits, just like you used to do to mom when she was pregnant?"
I looked at her like she had three heads. "How the hell do you know what we did?"
"Mom told me years ago." She said with a grin. "When I found the Polaroid pictures you took of her with your cum all over her prego belly and tits."
"Oh god. Where did you find those?" I asked incredulously.
"In your dresser drawer, right next to the little memory card of naked pictures and videos of Mom and you having sex in all kinds of places." She said with a devious little grin. "It was surprising the things I found when I was helping her clean out the drawers when you got the new dressers."
"Ohhhhh shit." I groaned.
"I have to admit. They were pretty sexy. I never thought mom was into that kind of thing, but, well, you never know, do you?"
"What kind of thing?" Jennifer asked quickly.
"That was a long time ago," I answered quickly. "And it was only one time!"
"What was a long time ago?" Jennifer asked again. "What are you two not telling me?"
"Well. That little memory card had all kinds of things on it. Mom and Dad having sex on a picnic table in the park, Mom and Dad having sex in the middle of the river, Mom and Dad having sex in a changing room at the beach, and one of them in a changing room in some store. But the best one was when Mom tied him up on the bed and blindfolded him." Sam said with a grin, looking at me. "You wanna tell her the rest, or should I?"
"That was private. She doesn't have to know. Hell, you shouldn't have known!"
"Okay, I'll tell her," Sam said turning to look at her sister. "Mom said it was to teach him a lesson about being careful of what he asked for. Mom tied him up and blindfolded him. He thought she was going to have sex with him, but instead, Sylvia came over and sucked his dick and then ground herself on his dick while Mom took pictures. Then Mom sat on his face and made him lick her to climax. They didn't let him come until after they'd both satisfied themselves several times. Then Sylvia jerked him off and left before he could even see her naked."
"It wasn't what I expected," I said quietly.
"Nope. She said you'd suggested trying a three-way after a party where a few couples were talking about doing that. She wasn't exactly interested and thought she'd teach you that wishing for something wasn't exactly the same as having something. So, you got your three-way, just not quite the way you expected."
"No. it wasn't at all what I expected." I answered. "She made her point. But I never expected her to ever tell you guys. That was supposed to be private."
"Private enough that you saved the pictures?"
"Yeah, well, it was as close as I was ever going to get to seeing Sylvia naked." I chuckled. "Not that I didn't try over the years to convince your mom to let me get Sylvia naked for me again."
"Mom could be a little devious when she wanted to. Kind of surprised me that she did that too, but she said it wasn't a big deal because you never saw Sylvia naked in person and she never actually put you into her."
"No, she didn't." I agreed.
"Well, now you get to dip it in as many as you want." She said with a grin. "So you might as well get used to doing it."
"I'm getting used to it just fine without having to have my daughters flashing me."
"Awwww. You mean you don't like looking at me?" Sam asked. "Well, then you better put these on, or you're gonna see a lot more of me than you already do!"
"Fine," I said, taking the underwear from her outstretched hand. I pushed my bed pants back off and then stepped into the mesh underwear. "There. Happy?"
"Much better." She said, stepping back and sitting on the sofa. She pushed her legs apart so I could see her whole bare pussy again. "So, you wanna fuck Betsy again? Now that we're done opening presents, and you didn't get her anything. The least you can do is give her a little lovin' for a Christmas present."
"Really? That's what you want? You want me to fuck her right here in front of you?"
"Sure. Why not Dad? Show us what you got!"
"I think not," I said. "You got me to put on the underwear, so you got to see my dick, which is what you apparently wanted. But as far as using it, what I do with Betsy is between the two of us, just like what I did with your mother was always between the two of us. It's just not your business. Now unless you're planning on throwing down and getting fucked, I'm taking Betsy and going to share a shower with her before she has to leave. It'd be nice to have breakfast before she has to go." I added as I took Betsy's hand and then led her from the room. "I'm sorry about all that. I had no idea that Sam could even be that way."



"It's alright. I got the impression she was looking for an extreme reaction. She got it, maybe just not what she expected."
I did share a shower with her. A nice long gentle shower where the two of us made love standing up, both of us enjoying a well-timed, mutual orgasm, only mine squirting on her instead of inside her. After breakfast, we dressed, Betsy putting on the dress she wore to church the previous evening. I wished I had something else for her to wear, but she was comfortable wearing it home. She'd change before heading across town to her parents' house to meet up with the rest of her family.
Sam was still butt naked as she worked in the kitchen, cooking some bacon and eggs. I still wasn't sure WHY she seemed to need to be naked, but I wasn't going to make a big deal out of it. I ate what she made, and kissed Betsy goodbye, okay, so it was a LONG kiss. And watched her walk away into the cold morning.
"You know. I really would have preferred that you find a different way to make your point." I said to Sam quietly as she stood by the door, watching her walk away. "I guess you were trying to shock her or something?"
"Or something." She said.
"I doubt you can. She's come into my office and dropped her dress already. If she's confident enough to do that, I doubt much will shock her."
"Maybe so. She seems like a good woman, Dad. I hope you know enough not to lose her."
"She tried to walk away already. I told her I wanted her to have her chance with me too. Partly because, well, I really do feel a lot for her. Maybe more than Denise, definitely more than Evelyn. I just don't know if I can handle having little kids again. It wouldn't be fair to her to not let her have that chance."
"IS that the problem? Why you don't want to do more with her?"
"I hadn't really thought about it until last night when she told me she wanted to have my baby. I'm no spring chicken. I don't know if I still have it in me to chase a toddler around."
Sam turned me away from the door and stepped against me. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tightly. I could feel her hard nipples pressing through my t-shirt into my chest, and my dick almost immediately started to get hard, much to my embarrassment. She pressed her cheek to mine and held me tightly as I let my arms slide around her and hold her against me. "I think, if you love her, you'll find a way to give her exactly what she wants. That's what you were always good at with Mom. Finding out what she wanted and doing your best to give it to her. She loved that about you almost more than anything else. Except maybe your dick." She said with a giggle, pushing her pelvis against the bulge in my pants. "She did like your dick."
"That's not appropriate," I whispered.
"It's a hell of a lot more appropriate than what I'm thinking right now!" she said with a giggle. "If Richard wouldn't object I'd, what did you call it? Throw down and let you fuck me? It might be worth it either way, given how big you are. I always wondered why Mom was so loud when you two were going at it. Now I know."
"What do you know now?"
"Shit Dad. It's BIG! Any girl would give her eye teeth to ride you."
"It's not that big."
"It is. You want me to measure it to prove it to you?"
"I don't think that'd be appropriate either."
"Maybe not. But you have to admit, it'd be fun." She said before releasing me. She gave me a quick peck on the lips. "I better go put some clothes on before I really do what I'm thinking."
"And just what is that?"
"Letting you push that dick into my very wet pussy, just to see how it fits." She said with a grin before walking away.
I shook my head in dismay and watched her ass wiggle its way away, wondering just how determined she was to sample Dad's dick.
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Claire climbed from bed at the insistent ringing of the doorbell, and padded, still naked, from the bedroom. I looked at my watch and was surprised to see it was barely seven o-clock. I wasn't sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing. I know we were still awake at two, which is when I gave the last load I was going to be able to manage, to Claire. I fell asleep before Sue had finished licking it from her, but assumed that when I felt her snuggle up later, that she had. It wasn't until the doorbell woke us, that I even realized that it was Claire snuggled up against me, and not Sue, who was nowhere to be seen. But then neither was Carlotta. I vaguely remember them saying something about needing a shower.
"Honey, we have a visitor." Claire said, as she walked back into the bedroom, Detective Connor following closely behind.
"Looks like someone has been making sure to pay the rent." She said with a grin, as she sat on the bed next to where I was laying. Her hand reached out to my flagging dick, and grasping it for a moment before pulling back. "Sorry, I'm suddenly feeling quite horny."
"It's alright." I answered, pulling the covers over my dick.
"I wanted to come by and say we had luck with our little sting operation. I stayed at your house, turning lights on and off to make it look like you were home. We apprehended three gang bangers, just after they broke into your house."
"What time was that?"
"About three this morning."
"These the guys that took out Adam?"
"We think so. So far, they admitted to planning on beating Sue, and then trying you both up and setting fire to the house, with you in it. They were supposed to make it look like a murder suicide."
"Would that have worked?"
"If they did it right. They don't seem interested in copping to the murder of Adam and his buddies, but a few comments they made, leads me to believe they were responsible. We'll keep working on that."
"So, we can go home?"
"Not yet. We still don't have Kim. He seems to have disappeared. His credit cards haven't been used since yesterday morning, and that was at a gas station near the interstate. My feeling is he wants us to think he's on the run, but I don't think he is. His wife is still home and he didn't take any clothes with him, that we can tell. I think he's waiting for the loose ends to be tied up and then he'll know there isn't any evidence to link him. No, he's still here, somewhere. The concern is that he tries again. He has to get rid of you two or he's going away for a long time, and he knows it."
"I don't want to have to hide forever. Can we lure him out some way?"
"Not safely."
"So, what do we do?"
"Just stay here with Claire and let us find him."
"Okay. So, how are you doing?"
"I'm, uh, okay. Things are a bit rocky with my husband, but I think he's starting to come around. It might help if we could introduce him to your wife though."
"Oh?"
"I don't know how to approach this, so I'll just come out and say it. He's willing to forgive what I've done, for a price."
"A price?"
"He wants to try some of the things I've done. He says it'll give him a better understanding of what I felt. I don't think it really will, but I'm willing to give him the chance to find out. So, I thought that maybe, you and Sue, well, you might consider helping us do a couple's swap?"
"I'm pretty sure we can arrange that. You want an afternoon and done, or an overnight or what?"
"I think just an afternoon would satisfy him. I doubt he could actually handle Sue for more than that."
I chuckled. Okay, if it's safe, why not this weekend over at our place? Let me know what day works best."
"And if it's not safe at his house," Claire added. "Bring him over here. I'm willing to bet he won't complain about having to service two women at once."
"I doubt he would." She agreed. She looked down at me, leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. "Thank you for understanding."
"My pleasure." I answered her, before she got up and left.
"So now what?" Claire asked, as she lay down and snuggled into me again.
"I guess you have us a little longer for house guests, if you want us that is."
She chuckled a soft female laugh. "Honey, you can stay here as long as you guys want, provided of course, you keep paying the rent like you did last night. Hell, I didn't think anyone could wear me out, but you two did."
"Glad we could oblige."
"I better get up and start moving. I guess I still have to go to work today."
"We have a meeting with our therapist tonight. We'll have to leave here by about six, to get there on time."
"Well then, I guess I better have Carlotta have dinner ready before that, shouldn't I?"
"She cooks dinner too?"
"Only when I have house guests," Claire answered, with a shrug.
"I'd think her husband would complain about having to cook his own when his wife is cooking yours."
She turned and looked at me. "Oh honey. Don't think he doesn't come by and get some dessert from time to time. She doesn't do it on an everyday basis, but when I need it, she will."
"Does she know he comes for, um, dessert?"
She grinned back at me. "Of course. She enjoys dessert as much as anyone, and that way she knows where he's getting his cake."
I just shook my head in dismay, as she walked toward the bathroom.
---o---
I was sitting at the kitchen table, trying to write an exam for one of my classes. The girls had both agreed to wear clothes today, so I could get my work done. I was completely engrossed in trying to make an online exam from the paper one that I had planned on giving the next day, when Carlotta walked into the kitchen, talking to someone that was following behind her. I looked up to see who was there and froze, as did the woman.
"You're real." The woman said softly, staring at me stare back at her.
"Mrs. Sellers!" I answered in shock.
"Claire said I needed to come by and talk to her house guest, I didn't understand, now I really don't understand. How can you be real? You were just in a dream."
"Mrs. Sellers, please sit down." I said, getting up and pulling out a kitchen chair for her. "I'm Allen Connor. I'm a professor at the university." I added, as she moved to the chair and sat down.
"Dr Connor. I'm confused."
"Allen, please."
"Allen. I don't understand. I mean, I've seen you in a dream, but how, why?"
"Let me guess. It was a dream about a very extreme sexual situation?"
"Yes, how did you know?"
"Because it wasn't a dream." She looked at me, as if I had just told her she was about to die. "I'll explain. But it's going to sound bizarre."
"I don't think anything could be more bizarre, than what I've been dreaming the last few months."
"You've been having other dreams, about sex?"
She blushed. "A lot of them."
"Like what? Like the one I was in?"
"Sometimes. Sometimes it's just me and one or two other men. Sometimes it's one man and a couple of my friends. But you said it wasn't a dream? The one you were in? It wasn't?"
"It wasn't." I said slowly, before explaining about what Adam had been doing to women. "That's about the size of it. I haven't told anyone yet, about you being one of the women on the tape."
"And, that was real. You had sex with me, you and your wife? You had sex with all of us there?"
"Unfortunately, yes. It was part of Adam's punishment for my wife, for brining me over unexpectedly. He, uh, programmed me to flirt with women and if they responded, to try and seduce them."
"And your wife?"
"To try and convince women to let me come in them, so she can lick my cum from their pussies." I answered, noticing that her hand had moved to her lap, and was slowly rubbing between her legs through the long skirt she had on. "You're getting turned on, aren't you?"
"I am. And I can't help it. I want to...I feel like...oh shit. I want to take my clothes off for you, and I don't know why!" She said, her eyes looking almost frantic. She stood up without another word. "Oh God, I don't understand why I want to do this, but I really need to."
"Has this happened before?" I asked, as her long skirt slid down her legs. She was dark skinned and a little rounded in her figure, but definitely not bad looking. She reached for her grandma style panties and pushed them down, revealing the same dark mat of curls I remembered from before. She closed her eyes and began unbuttoning the blouse she had on. I watched, my dick getting harder by the second, as she undressed in front of me, the blouse dropping to the floor. She reached behind her and unclipped the unflattering looking bra holding up her large breasts, letting them out for my view. She stood for a moment, letting me look at her, completely naked, except for the sheer scarf wrapped around her head and neck. Each large dark orb hung down like a massive drop of water on her chest, her areola, even darker looking, was puckered with a large erect nipple centered in it.
Without a word I stood up and let her step to me, her hands reaching for my belt. She unfastened it, her big soft tits gently pressing my shirt to my body. "I don't know why, but I want this." She whispered, as my pants slid down my legs. She pushed my briefs down, exposing my rock-hard cock.
"Just say no." Carlotta said loudly. "Tell him no."
"No? Why would I say no? I want it. I want his cock. I want to see it sliding in and out of my pussy, to feel him making me climax with it. I want it in me. I want to feel him fucking me and making me come." She said softly, as she pushed my shirt up my chest, and then up my arms. With both of us, standing naked, she turned to push my laptop away from the edge of the table. She turned back to me and pressed her butt to the edge of the table. "Take me." She whispered, grasping my hardon and pulling it toward her as she wiggled her butt onto the edge of the table. She lifted her legs some and spread them, while pulling me between them, aiming my dick for her sexy looking pussy. I watched and felt her rub my head up and down her wet lips, working me between them until I could feel the entrance to her depths.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck yes!" She moaned, as I pressed toward her, my engorged head spreading her and finally slipping a couple short inches into her. "Fuck me. Make me yours."
I started to stroke in and out of her, sliding in only a few short inches with each stroke until I'd drawn enough moisture from her to lubricate my entire shaft. She lay back on the table and lifted her legs higher, spreading them, to give me even more access as I started plunging into her with abandon. In and out I pushed, driving hard with each stroke into her, and then pulling back until my head was all that was left inside her. In and out I worked, pushing my desire higher and higher, as hers seemed to build as well. I reached up her body, for the big soft tits that were rolling on her chest, capturing both hard nipples and pulling them gently, the motion of her tits pulling them this way and that as I plunged into her over and over.
"Fuck yes. Fuck me lover! Fuck meeeeee!" She cried, as she started to climax around my pumping shaft. Her body squeezed and spasmed around me, as I continued to plunge into her, driven to come in her, wanting to come in her.
"Fuck yes!" I grunted, as my body jerked and jammed my cock deep into her. I felt the first surge of cum lance into her, pumping deep in her spasming pussy. I stood between her legs, watching her body shake and tremble in orgasm as my body jerked time and again, pumping what cum my body had been able to recover since the night before.
She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me against her, trapping me, so that my now softening cock was held inside her. "Mmmmmmm yes. That's what I needed. I needed your cock to fill my hot pussy."
"Uh huh." I panted, as I looked down at her and I started to think again with something other than my dick. I stroked her breasts softly for a few moments, and then tried to spread her legs to let me pull out.
"uh uh. Not yet." She cooed.
"Jesus." Carlotta whispered, drawing my attention to her. "You two really couldn't say no, could you?"
I saw the light in Parvati's dark eyes change. She looked at Carlotta and then at me, still between her legs. "Oh fuck. What did we do?"
"We did what we were programmed to do." I answered, as she spread her legs. She sat up and pushed me back, covering her big soft tits with one arm.
"I can't believe I did that. I couldn't stop myself. I was talking to you, talking about sex, and all of a sudden, I wanted to have sex with you. I couldn't help myself." She said, as she slipped off the table and started to look for her clothes. She found her panties and started to put them on, finally dropping the arm across her tits to pull them up to her thighs. She looked at her own crotch and reached between her legs, stroking her fingers between her lips and drawing some of the moisture that was leaking and dripping from her, onto the floor. "Oh fuck. You came in me? You really came in me? I didn't imagine it?" She asked, with her eyes huge as she looked up at me, her fingers covered in my cum.
"Yeah, I did." I agreed, as she looked at my still dripping cock.
"Oh fuck, I don't believe this." She groaned, as she sat down on the chair. I watched her for a moment and then stepped to her, grabbing for and catching her before she fell from the chair. I wrapped my arms around her and held her, her butt still on the chair, but otherwise laying over in my arms, her bare tits pressed to my chest as I cradled her.
"She fainted?" Carlotta asked.
"I'm guessing that he planted something to keep her from realizing it was real, if she woke up while doing some guy."
"Could he really do that?"
I shrugged. "I dunno. All I know for sure is she fainted. Come on, let's get her to the sofa or something."
Carlotta took her legs and I held her upper body, as we carried her to the sofa and laid her out, her panties still around her thighs. It was several minutes before she began to come around.
"Where am I?"
"Claire Daniels house." Carlotta whispered.
"Why am I here?"
"You came over to talk."
She rubbed her face and then her hands moved to her body. She looked down at herself, startled, and quickly covered her breasts and crotch. "I'm naked? Why am I naked?"
"Because you stripped your clothes off and had sex with Allen."
She looked from Carlotta, to me and then down at herself. "No. I didn't. Did I?"
"You did." Carlotta said softly.
"It's alright." I answered her, quietly.
"You're naked," she said, looking at me. "I thought I was dreaming. I thought it was a dream."
"It wasn't."
"Oh God. What have I done! If that wasn't a dream..."
"I'm sorry." I whispered. I got up and headed to the kitchen. I brought her clothes back and let Carlotta take them from me and then went back to get my own clothes from the floor where I'd stepped out of them. By the time I'd dressed, so had she. We sat for a long time, talking, trying to answer her questions as best I could. The whole time, all I could think of was, one down and so many more friends and acquaintances to break this news too.
--o---
I wasn't thrilled about the idea, but I had to go in to work. I had tests to give in two of my three classes, only able to get one converted to online, in the limited amount of time I had. I e-mailed my two classes and informed them there would be an in-person test today, and to show up for class time. I didn't have to be there myself, all I needed to do was have someone proctor them, and I knew exactly who to have do that, Debbie!
I spent almost half an hour in the main office, copying the tests and getting them ready to turn over to Debbie. All I needed to do now was to get the rest of the stuff I needed from my office and then head home.
"Professor Connor!" I heard from behind me, as I was unlocking my office door.
I turned and saw one of my students walking down the hall toward me. "Miss Wilkins, what can I do for you?" I asked, as I continued unlocking and opening my door. She followed me into my office and closed the door behind her. I stood behind my desk and looked at her, waiting.
"I came to apologize." She said simply.
"You did?"
"I did. It wasn't fair of me to dare Vanessa to do what she did."
"I think we covered that yesterday. It's a closed issue as far as I'm concerned."
"It doesn't have to be." She said, as she set her backpack down on the office floor. She straightened, turned to look at me and then, with a naughty looking little grin, reached under her skirt. She wiggled her butt side to side, bending slightly toward me, never taking her eyes off me. She pulled her tiny pink panties down her thighs, letting go of them when she had them past her knees. She straightened up, letting them hang on her legs a few moments before wiggling to let them slide to her feet. She had on high heel sandals and she lifted each foot to step out of the panties. She stepped toward me and turned around, bending at the waist to pick up the panties. She bent over much further than she needed to, the short skirt sliding up her cheeks, until I could see her pussy. She stayed that way for long seconds, letting me see her, as she reached a finger between her legs and stroked her inner lips, freeing them from where they had been pressed to her outer lips by the panties. With her inner lips now glistening with her juices, and sticking down between her legs, she straightened up, holding her panties. She turned to me and stepped by my desk, and then around it, slipping between the desk and me. She reached for the waist of my pants, and slowly, a little at a time, tucked the tiny panty into the front of my pants.
"You know. I dare you to come to my house and give these back to me." She whispered, as she tucked more and more of the pink into my pants until her underwear was completely tucked into the front of my slacks.
"You do?" I asked, as breathless as she was, after the incredible tease she just made.
"I do. I bet I'm not the only one interested in feeling that dick you showed me yesterday. I bet there are several girls that would take their panties off, and probably a lot more than that, if you came over."
"You do, do you?"
"I do, but I can tell you're not convinced yet." She moved her hands to the hem of the t-shirt she had on and pulled it up. She pulled it all the way up over her head and dropped it on my desk. She reached behind her and unsnapped the bra containing her firm breasts. She dropped the bra on my desk and then reached up and slipped her hands around the back of my head. She gently pulled my head down as she arched her back pushing her, easily C cup, breasts toward my face. I let her pull me down and opened my mouth to suck one of her, already hard, nipples into my mouth. "Oh yesss. Suck my hard little nipples." She moaned as I sucked and teased her right nipple. I let my hand reach for her skirt and slip under it, feeling the curls on her mound and pussy as I stroked her with my fingers. I was soon running one finger between her lips, teasing it from the entrance to her depths, to her hard little clit, making her moan and gasp in pleasure. "God, I wanna fuck you," she moaned.
"I can fix that." I said, straightening up from sucking her tit, moving my hand from her pussy to the front of my pants.
"No. not here. I want to be completely naked with you. I want you in my room, naked and fucking me on my bed. Can you wait that long? Long enough to take me home and fuck me the right way? Not just some quickie?"
"I'd love to." I answered.
She grinned, picked up her shirt and pulled it on. She picked her bra up and stepped to her backpack. She bent over again, this time pulling her skirt up over her butt so her entire rear and pussy showed for me as she stuffed the bra into her pack. "We can walk. It's not far."



"I better drive," I answered.
"Well, if you want to," she said, with a grin.
We left my office together and headed through the hallways toward the front of the building to the parking lot I had my car in. Debbie saw me and raised her eyebrows as we walked past. I just winked in return and walked out with Trudy next to me. My car wasn't far away, and as soon as we were in, she had her skirt pulled up and her legs spread, to show me her pussy, as she stroked it with her finger. "God, I'm so fucking horny for you. I could almost strip and fuck you right here!"
"We could," I suggested.
"Uh uh. I wanna wait till I get you home. You take me home then you can have me any way you want, as much as you want."
I grinned and started the car. She pointed me the dozen blocks or so to a huge house, with Greek symbols on the front. Chi-Omega. Should have figured, a sorority girl! "Here?" I asked, as I pulled into the parking lot next to the house.
"Park any spot you want," she said, as she pulled her shirt up and off, tossing it into my lap.
I slid the car into a spot. As soon as I was parked, she was out of the car, standing in the driveway, waiting for me. "Come on," she said, as I got out of the car, her hands pushing her skirt down. She let it slide down her legs, leaving her nude except for her sandals. She turned and dashed around the back of the building. I stopped, to pick up her skirt and followed. She stood, waiting at the top of a small staircase. When I reached her, she walked down and then punched in a code to open the door. She held the door open, waiting for me to come down, her free hand stroking one of her nipples. "Come on. I can't wait all day!"
"Coming," I agreed, with a grin. I headed down the stairs and she took my hand before closing the door. It was gloomy without any lights on in the large room. I could just make out a bunch of sofas and such, a large screen television on one wall and an array of chairs and tables as well.
She stopped by one of the sofas and turned. "You wanna fuck more than just me? You can, you can fuck three of us, if you want. How would you like that? Three sweet sorority pussies to fuck, as much as you want?"
"Sounds hot."
"Good. Now, you get naked and I'll be right back!"
She scampered across the room and up some stairs. I started undressing, pulling the panties from my pants. As soon as I was naked, I laid down on the sofa and waited, my dick rock hard and my heart pounding in my chest. I heard footsteps and in moments Trudy came back down, followed by Miss Vespers and the petite little redhead that I'd already fucked in my office, Jessi.
"Here we are!" Trudy said. "Vanessa why don't you and Jessi get naked, while I ride on that cock and keep it warm for us?"
"Sounds like a plan." She answered with a grin. "Then I'm going to sit on his face until he makes me scream!" She started to pull her clothes off, as did Jessi, making it hard to decide who to watch, them or Trudy climbing onto the sofa over my dick.
Trudy aimed my dick at her pussy and sank down on me, her wet pussy enveloping my fat shaft, slowly. "Oh fuck, you feel so much bigger than it looked on the screen. Jesus, you fill me up!" She moaned, as she began to bounce herself on me. Up and down, she moved, sliding herself on and off my shaft, her body responding to the sensations. "Oh fuck yes. God, I love it, I love how it feels! Fuck me professor, fuck my hot little cunt!"
"Save some for us." Vanessa said as she climbed over my head and held her completely shaved pussy over my face. "You like seeing it this way, better than on your computer?"
"Fuck yes." I groaned, as I reached for her hips and pulled her down. I started to lick and tease her pussy, sliding my tongue between her lips and tasting her excitement.
"Oh yes. That's it, lick me. Make me come on your face!"
I intended to do just that. I pushed my tongue into her as far as I could and then slid up to find her clit, making her gasp in pleasure. "OW!" I grunted into her pussy as something stuck me in the butt cheek. "What the fuck?" I tried to lift Vanessa off of me, but she seemed determined to keep my head pinned down, and Trudy was no longer bouncing on me, just sitting on me to keep me held in place.
"I'm sorry professor, I had to." Was the last thing I heard, as blackness slid over me and...
---o---
I felt funny. Sort of disjointed. I wasn't sure where I was, what time it was, or even where I was. I tried to move my head, but it felt heavy. Slowly I started to feel my body. My fingers first. I could feel them and make them work. Then my hands, and then my arms. Everything felt funny, but was slowly coming together. I could see light, which resolved slowly into a giant white thing. No, it was a ceiling, with a light, and lots of other stuff. Some kind of metal things. "Where am I?" I croaked out, not sure who was even around me to hear.
"Oh God, Honey!" I heard Sue cry, suddenly appearing in my vision. It took a moment to focus on her, but I did.
"Where am I?" I asked again.
"In the ER. Thank God you're alright!"
"In the ER?"
"Yeah. You've been out for almost four hours. They weren't sure what you were injected with, so they couldn't try and counteract it, they had to just let it run its course and hope."
"Injected? From what?"
"You don't remember?"
"I, um. Not sure. Let's see, someone came to my office. Oh yeah. Trudy. She came to my office. She, um, she got part way naked and wanted me to come home with her. It was a sorority house. She and um, two other girls. Can't think of their names. We were going to have fun."
"Well, you did, to a point. Right before one of the girls injected you with some kind of sedative."
"They did? Why did they do that?"
"It seems that Dr Kim had been hiding out there, because a number of girls were under Adam's control. He had them looking out to find you, and lure you to the sorority house. It was a good thing Debbie got suspicious when you walked out with Trudy. She called Julia.
"Did they get him?"
"Dr Kim? Yeah, they did. They caught him and the three girls trying to load you into the trunk of your car. Fortunately for you, there was a bunch of stuff in it they had to move out to make room for you. Julia thinks he was going to take you out of town and then overdose you, but he isn't talking."
"Oh Jesus."
"Never thought I'd say this, but wanting sex almost killed you! You were supposed to do what you needed and come right home."
"I'm sorry lover. I didn't mean to. She just took off her underwear and flashed her stuff at me and I couldn't help myself."
"I know lover, I know." She said, as she patted my arm. "At least you're going to be alright."
"What time is it?"
"Two thirty."
"Oh damn. You need to call Ivy. We're supposed to meet with her tonight."
"I know, I did. She said to let her know how you were doing. She was concerned about you. I think she has a fond spot for you."
"I think she has a fond spot for my dick." I answered, almost choking as I tried to chuckle.
"Well, that too."
"Mrs. Connor? We're going to move him up to his room now. OH! He's awake! Doctor Clements!" She said, turning back and disappearing out of the curtained partition. She came back a few moments later with an older gentleman.
"Mister Connor? You gave us a pretty good scare. It's good to see you back among the living."
"I guess that's what all these wires are about?" I asked, moving my arm to show the bundle of wires laying across it, some connected to my chest and some to my arm, along with an IV.
"Your vital signs were dangerously low. We weren't sure what you had been injected with, but it was some sort of sedative. A bit much for your mass though, which is why you were touch and go. The detective said that, well, that Dr Kim wasn't too worried about you surviving the sedative anyway, so we're just lucky that your system was able to handle it."
"You're going to move him?" Sue asked.
"Yes. We wanted to get him into an ICU room so he'd have an almost private nurse to watch over him. Now that he's awake, we can move him to a regular room though. I think we should watch him overnight, just to make sure the sedative is completely out of his system."
"That sounds fair." Sue answered.
"Let us get a different room scheduled and then we'll be back to move him. Glad you're awake again Mister Connor."
---o---
Of all the places in the world, a hospital has to be the most difficult place to get any rest. There's tons of strange noises and smells, and surprisingly, the beds aren't all that comfortable. On top of that just about as soon as you get to sleep, some nurse comes in and wakes you up, so she can take your vital signs. It didn't bother me too much, until i had to go pee. I was still completely wired up, but the bathroom was right there. My roommate was sound asleep and snoring away. I pushed the covers off and figured out how to drop the side rail. I'd seen this done before, it was just a matter of disconnecting the connector for the box and then walking the IV rack to the bathroom. I stood next to my bed and found the release for the connector and unplugged it. That was my first mistake. Almost immediately the damn thing began issuing an alarm, as if I just died or something. BEEEEEEEP BEEEEEEEP BEEEEEEP!
"Come on. Stop that!" I groused as I pushed the button that appeared as if it would silence the alarm. After half a dozen tries, it did. The beeping stopped, but it kept flashing the bright red alarm banner across the bottom.
"MISTER CONNOR!" The nurse that came rushing in said, when she saw me standing next to the bed with the offending connector still in my hand. "What are you doing!?"
"Trying to go to the bathroom." I said, as she walked over to me and started to push me back toward the bed.
"I'm sorry, but I'm not supposed to let you out of bed."
"But I have to go pee."
"We can use the can," she said, referring to the little plastic thing, that I'd had to pee in earlier.
"But the bathroom is right there." I protested, "it'll only take a second."
She rolled her eyes and reached past me to press some buttons on the machine, ending the alarm mode. Her chest was almost touching mine and I couldn't help but reach out and rest my hands on her hips, holding her so that her tits rested against my chest. "Good thing this is disconnected." I whispered.
"Why is that?"
"Because otherwise it'd be going crazy right now."
She frowned at me and stepped back away, now that she was done with the machine, for the moment. "I thought you had to go to the bathroom."
"I do."
"Then let's do that, shall we?" She reached one hand for the IV cart and the other she let me hold onto. She walked me the dozen or so steps to the bathroom door, and then into it. "I'll wait outside." She whispered after she turned me around. "Just don't fall down, or you'll get me in trouble."
"Well, if you're worried about that, why not just stay in here?"
"I thought you might like a little privacy."
I pulled on the front of the hospital gown, pulling most of it from in front of me, and looping it up over my shoulder, leaving me mostly naked. "I don't mind if you don't."
She shook her head and closed the door behind us. I turned myself to face the toilet and stood there for long seconds peeing. "You want to hold it?"
"Me?"
"You held it while I peed in that little plastic container, didn't you?"
"Well, yes, but that was different."
"Oh? You mean you didn't enjoy it? Seemed to me we both did, for as long as it lasted."
"Did anyone ever tell you that you're an incorrigible flirt?"
"I've been told that once or twice." I said, reaching for her hand. I pulled it toward me and she stepped toward me until her body was almost touching mine. "Wouldn't want me to fall, would you?" I whispered, as I guided her hand to my dick.
"You're supposed to be peeing."
"You aim it, I will." She looked down at my partly hard dick and grasped me. I closed my eyes and had to concentrate to actually pee, now that I was half hard, but once I got the flow started, it felt good. I let my right arm loop around her body, my hand sliding down to her butt. I squeezed her cheek gently as I stood there relieving myself.
"Somehow that doesn't seem to have much to do with peeing."
"No, but it's fun." I said honestly, sliding my hand up to her waist, and then down again, worming it into the waistband of her scrubs. "More fun this way though."
"You are horrible." She whispered.
"I know, and you love it." I answered quietly. I'd finished going pee, but she still held my dick, gently massaging it as it grew harder. "I get the feeling you wanna see it a little longer, or a lot longer, depending on how you look at it."
She pulled her hand back quickly. "I'm sorry." She whispered. "I shouldn't have done that."
"Did you hear me complain?"
"No."
"Then obviously I don't mind." I stood there squeezing her butt cheek though her underwear. I reached my other hand across my body and found the little bow of the waist tie on her scrubs. "Tell you what. You let me pull this, and you can play with that as long as you want." I didn't wait for a reply, but instead, pulled the bow. Sue wore these same kinds of scrubs every day, so I was well familiar with what would happen, and it did. As soon as I had the bow pulled enough, the draw string went loose and the waist of the scrubs began to slide. She reached for her pants and grasped them in her hand.
"Mister Connor!"
"I thought you wanted to hold something else." I said, using my hand, no longer needed to pull the bow, to reach to where she'd gripped her pants. I coaxed her to let go of the scrubs and guided her hand toward my dick while her pants fell and pooled around her ankles. "Much better," I whispered, as she grasped my dick. I, in turn, moved my hand down her butt and low enough to reach my fingers between her legs. I slowly stroked my finger across the crotch of her panties, feeling the dampness in the material.
"I heard about you."
"Oh? What did you hear?"
"That when you were brought in by the medics, you were naked in a sorority, having sex with several girls at once. What would entice college girls to want to have sex with someone your age?"
"Maybe you wanna find out?" I suggested, sliding my hand up her butt. I let my thumb hook into the waistband of the modest pair of panties she had on, and pulled down. I kept pulling until the panties had rolled themselves down in front, pulling down until I had her entire butt bare. I let go of her underwear and slipped my hand between what was still covered and her crotch. I pushed the crotch down, making room for my hand again, and the slipped my middle finger between her lips.
"Oh God, you are sooo fucking naughty!" She whispered, her hand stroked my dick, while I let one finger push slowly into her depths from behind.
"I can be even naughtier, if you want. I dare you. I dare you to turn around and close your eyes.
"Why? What will you do?"
"Just close your eyes and enjoy whatever it is. How about it? Willing to take that dare?"
She chewed on her lip for a moment. "Just for a second." She let go of my dick and turned to face the wall. She put both hands on it and shuffled her feet about a foot or so apart while I turned to face her. I squatted down a little and then rubbed my engorged head between her lips. I rubbed back and forth, drawing her moisture onto my head, and then nestled it into her entrance. "Oh, my goodness," she gasped, as my head spread her and pushed inside just a little bit. I pushed a little harder and was rewarded with pushing my whole head into her soft confines. "OHHHHHH God," she groaned.
"You like?" I asked in a whisper, moving my hips to stroke my hardon in and out of her pussy in short little moves. Each stroke coaxed more of my shaft to be lubricated with her juices and I was soon stroking my full length slowly in and out of her pussy.
"Ohmygodyes." She breathed, as I pushed slowly in and out of her hot wetness.
"Amanda? Are you still in here?" We heard from outside the door.
"Oh shit," she whispered. "Yeah, just helping Mister Connor. Be done in a couple minutes." She called back to her co-worker, as she pushed me back, my dick slipping from her pussy.
"Alright." The nurse outside called back.
"Come on. Enough playing." She whispered, bending down to pull up her panties and then her scrubs. She tied her pants and then helped me out of the bathroom and back into bed, fixing the machine and putting the side of the bed back together. "No more sneaking out of bed, you hear me?" She whispered, before she turned and left.
I was just dozing off nicely, when I felt the bed move. I startled awake and saw Amanda pulling the covers down off of me, the curtain around my bed pulled all the way around. "Shhhhh," She whispered, "I only have a minute. I said I forgot to do your vital signs." I watched, as she quickly slipped her scrub bottoms, underwear and shoes off. Naked from the waist down, she climbed onto the bed and straddled my legs. "Let's see if we can get this back into operation." She whispered as she pulled my gown up and exposed my flagging dick. She leaned herself over me and closed her mouth around my dick.
"Ohhhhh," I groaned softly, as she sucked and licked me, quickly coaxing my dick to start to harden in her mouth. She licked and slurped quietly until I was hard enough, in her opinion, to work inside her. She knee-walked up the bed, until her pussy was over my pelvis and then pressed my head to her pussy. I wasn't nearly as hard as I had been in the bathroom, but I was hard enough for her to coax it into her pussy. She sat on me, grinding herself against me. I reached to her chest and pushed her scrub top up and then added her bra to what was up around her upper chest. Her tits weren't big, maybe a modest B cup, but I didn't mind. I squeezed and massaged her breasts as she worked herself on my dick, her motions moving toward bouncing on me, as I got harder inside her.
"That's it honey, just let it happen. I can feel how big you are now. Just let it happen." Just happened it was going to, but not that fast, at least not for me. For her, however, it seemed it was going to happen much faster. She bounced on me over and over, her ass lightly slapping my thighs with each stroke. Her pussy was hot and wet and velvety soft around my cock, and it felt delightful. Up and down, she moved, pushing me in and out of her pussy. "Oh lord. Almost sweetie. Almost there, come with me. Come for me honey. Let me feel it." She whispered, as her soft pussy caressed my head and shaft in all the right places.
She was pushing me closer and closer to climax, my cock swelling inside her as she bounced, her bare ass slapping lightly on my thighs, as she worked me in and out of her pussy. "Almost," I grunted, feeling my urgency growing. I felt my hips start to rock in time with hers, making her strokes slightly longer and harder. I thrust up into her with each stroke, drawing a moaning gasp from her, with each stroke. "Ohhhhhh God. I'm coooooming." She breathed ever so quietly, as her pussy started to spasm around me. "SHIT!" She squeaked, as her body started to tremble.
"AMANDA! WHAT THE FUCK?!"
Amanda looked to the sound of the voice and saw another nurse standing there, staring at her nearly nude body bouncing on me. She jerked in surprise, her coordination not what it should have been, given she was in the middle of an orgasm. Instead, she accidently pulled off my dick just moments before the point of no return overflowed me. In reaction I reached for my cock, my mind wanting to get it back into her with my climax, just starting to hit me. Instead of getting it into the pussy it could no longer reach, I started spurting cum out at her, spraying it over her stomach, mound and even some of it reaching her tits. She stared at my fountaining dick, while the nurse that walked in on us gasped.



"Oh my God Amanda! What the fuck?" her partner asked more quietly. "You know better than to do something like this."
"I'm sorry." Amanda said, as she quickly climbed off the bed. She started pulling her clothes back on as the woman stared at her and then my still leaking, and now softening dick.
"I'm sorry. This will never happen again." She said emphatically to me, as Amanda finished pulling her scrubs back in place. She pushed Amanda out of the curtained area. "Get back to the station. I'll be there in a minute." Then she stepped back in. "I have no words. That was so completely unprofessional. I can assure you there will be disciplinary action."
"Don't." I said quietly. "It's alright...really."
She looked at me. "Mister Connor. Are you suggesting that she not be disciplined for something like this?"
"No, I invited her." I said with a shrug. "I was just thanking her for helping take care of me."
"I'm sure your wife would be less than pleased, to find out one of our staff was taking advantage of you."
"She wasn't taking advantage of anything I didn't offer, and as far as my wife, she'd more likely be upset that she wasn't here to be part of it. Trust me. I don't want her punished. It isn't really her fault."
"I don't know that I can keep that from happening."
"Try. Please. She's been super nice to me, and I don't want to see her get in trouble for what I invited her to do."
"I can't promise anything. But I'll try." She said, as she turned and left.
"Hey, buddy." I heard from the other side of the curtain.
"Yeah?"
"How'd you get her to fuck you? I've been hitting on her for three days."
"Dunno. Just must've said the right things."
"Was she good?"
"Would have been better with another fifteen seconds. Her friend showed up at just the wrong second."
"Too bad." He agreed.
---o---
I didn't see Amanda anymore that night, or before her shift change, in the morning. A new set of nurses came on duty, the one assigned to me not nearly as sweet and caring as Amanda had been. In some ways, she was a rough, old bird, even older than me. She did take all the wires and hoses off of me and let me know that I was cleared to check out as soon as they could get around to it. Sue showed up at eight, which was as early as they'd let visitors in. She kissed me softly and climbed into the bed with me, laying her head on my chest as we cuddled. The hospital seemed motivated to get me out, and by nine thirty, I was headed home with Sue.
Claire had canceled my classes for me for the day, which meant I had until Monday free. Sue also called Ivy and she agreed to come down and see us. Julia came by just after lunch to check on us. She was confident that we were now safe, since there was no threat from Dr Kim, to hurt us any longer. Even without our testimony, the admission on the video, was going to be enough to put him away for a long, long time.
Sue had physically suggested that Julia join us in a little celebration, and the thee of us were soon naked, the girls taking turns riding me, while I licked the other. Julia was riding me, slowly pushing herself closer and closer to orgasm when the damn doorbell rang. "Fuck, I'll get it." Sue said, as she climbed off my face, leaving me with Julia sitting on top of me, my dick buried inside her, as she moved slowly on and off it, not in any particular hurry to come again, for a second time, but just enjoying the sensations.
"Do you think I could bring my husband later today and maybe you two could show him some of the video?"
"I don't see why not." I agreed.
"Well, how are we doing?" Ivy asked, as she walked into the bedroom, my still naked wife, leading the way, it was another woman following behind, that really caught my attention. She was tall and slender, with LONG black hair that swished side to side, well below her butt, with each step she took. She wore an interesting, partially see through, partially opaque black dress that had a hem even shorter than her long hair. There was strip of creamy skin showing below the dress hem, and above the tops of her black fishnet stockings, which were clearly held up by a black garter belt. She had knee length black high heel boots on that made her already tall slender body look even taller.
"Recovering." I said, once I could pry my eyes from the newcomer. "Nothing like a few hot looking women to help with that."
"I heard it was three that got you into trouble." The woman following Ivy said, with a crooked little grin as Julia rolled off of me, allowing my rock hard cock, glistening with her juices, to stick up lewdly.
"Oh, yeah, that. Well, I wasn't thinking about my safety at the time, just fucking some sorority girls."
"Allen, Sue, this is Xenia, a friend of mine."
The woman stepped forward and held a hand out to Julia, who was laying naked next to me. "And you are?" She asked, as she stepped close enough to Julia for her to shake her hand. It was a soft, slow, handshake, almost as if Xenia was assessing her in some way. Julia let out a little shudder and then released her hand.
"Whoa." Julia whispered, as Xenia held a hand out to my wife. Sue took her hand, but instead of shaking it, she used it to pull the two of them together, my wife's big tits pressing to her chest, as Xenia wrapped her other arm around Sue. She leaned her face into my wife's pressing their lips together. Sue seemed to hesitate and stiffen for a few seconds, and then softened and leaned into the kiss, the two soon licking and sucking each other's lips and tongues in an extremely erotic kiss.
"You were right," Xenia whispered, as she broke the kiss breathlessly. "She is extremely pliant and sensual. I can see why her men enjoy her so much. She likes to please and be pleased."
"I told you." Ivy said, from behind her.
She released my wife, who was panting heavily, one hand unconsciously moving to her crotch and pressing between her legs to her pussy. Xenia turned to me and stepped to the bed. She knelt onto it and then leaned over me, holding herself up with both hands. She leaned her face down slowly and started to kiss me. I was already turned on, when she had arrived, but her kiss was almost electric. I felt her breath flow into my mouth as she breathed with me, her breath timed to match mine so we shared each other's air. We sucked and licked each other's lips and tongues, making my cock start to feel like it was made of steel. I wanted her, I wanted her very badly. I reached up and began to tease my hands up the outside of her thighs, sliding them up under her dress. I stroked her bare butt cheeks under the skirt as we kissed. I moved one hand around her thigh and stroked my fingers between them, finding her completely bare pussy. I let my fingers tease across her soft inner lips, spreading them, enough to let my middle finger slip into her wetness.
She abruptly pulled her face away and stared into my eyes. "It's possible. He has been taken very deeply. It may take more than once, to break completely through, but it might be possible." She pushed off the bed and stood next to Ivy. "Yes, I think I can help."
"I don't understand." Sue asked, looking at me and then back at Xenia and Ivy.
"Xenia is an expert in spells and hypnosis. I've talked to her at length about your cases. If anyone can undo what he did, it's Xenia."
"I'm a witch. Yes, that kind of a witch." Xenia said, noting our curious looks. "Can you let me see the audio file?"
"Ivy? You told her about the file?" I asked in surprise. "I thought that was confidential."
"Allen, trust me. I was willing to try and use it, but to be honest, I don't feel qualified. Something like you're trying to do, it's never been done. The whole thing you are going through, is first time stuff. The only thing I have ever seen work as deeply as what he was causing, was spells. And yes, witch spells are real. In some way they are the same kind of thing. What Adam was doing, was a combination of drugs and psycho-suggestive training. He planted things so deeply that I'm not sure any traditional technique would be able to undo it. That's why I asked Xenia to help. She's actually done spells, that if you believe in these things, are nearly as deep as what we are dealing with here. I think Xenia is more qualified to try and modify the programming Sue has."
"From what I saw, in the video Ivy showed me, Adam never intended for you to have your programming modified. He wanted it to be permanent. I can tell you, nothing is permanent. What he does is close to what we call a dynamic spell. It modifies behavior based on the events. These are extremely tricky, and only the most advanced of our coven would even attempt such a spell. She said you've noticed it getting worse, more intense with time. That's because your mind is starting to internalize it as requirement and not suggestion. As time progresses, you will lose the ability to stop, even if she says no. You will simply become so engaged, that you will become physically ill, if you don't complete the sexual act with whoever was flirting with you."
"Worse? This gets worse?" I asked in shock. "I thought it would fade with time, not get more intense."
"Adam was playing with parts of the brain he had no idea how to deal with. By combining drugs and psycho-suggestion in the way he has, it drives the suggestion deep into the personality centers. And because you are a man, it affects you differently. If you were a woman, I could easily add a modesty element, which would make you hesitant to start stripping in front of total strangers. But men, men don't react the same way to sexual stimuli. What he did was open your desire center for any woman that flirts with you in the slightest way."
"I can't keep doing what I have been. I've been having sex with my students, in my office! True, they were doing what they did, at the suggestion of Dr Kim, to try and lure me to the sorority house, but still, I did it. They're not going to keep overlooking this kind of thing. Sooner or later, I'll be fired for it."
"I can try to help you. I could feel you, feel the desire build in you. I can tell how deep he planted into you. I think I know a way. But first, let's work on your wife. Hers is easy."
"I'm easy?" Sue asked in surprise.
"Sure. We have a key. "Let's go in the other room. You need to decide what you want done."
"Take it all away!" Sue answered quickly.
"Are you sure? That's not what I felt from you a few moments ago. That kiss, that wasn't programming, it was live desire. You wanted it to continue, to engage in it. I'm not sure how far you would have gone, had I let it continue, but I could feel the desire, the heat building in you. You were about to start touching me, sexually. I could feel it. You may not want to go back to what it was a year ago. You may want to keep some of what you are clearly enjoying."
Sue looked at her like she had three heads, and then, she looked at me, almost as if she wanted help.
"I love you. I don't want you going out and fucking bunches of college dudes, but I've really enjoyed having you more like you were when we were first married. We had a lot of fun. If you want to save some of it, I don't mind."
"What if I want to keep having sex with other guys?"
"As long as we're doing it together, if that's what you want, I guess I can accept it."
"You mean like couples?"
"Yeah. If that's what you want."
She looked at me for long seconds and then walked out of the bedroom, Ivy and Xenia following her. Julia, still laying naked against me, turned my face toward hers and kissed me softly. "You're a sweet man, you know that?"
"I am?"
"You didn't have to let her decide to do that. I know it bothers you to watch her having sex with other guys. But you're going to let her choose to do that anyway."
"I don't know she'll choose to do that."
"Yes, you do. I'm an expert at reading people, and you just gave her permission to do something that will always bother you, just because she wants to taste that desire more. That's love if I ever saw it." She rolled herself over on top of me and worked my still rock-hard dick into her pussy. She rocked back and forth on her hands and knees, sliding herself on and off my dick, her body quickly picking up where it left off only a few minutes before. "Come for me. I want to feel you come in me." She whispered.
"Keep doing that and I will." I groaned in pleasure.
"Would you like it faster?" she asked, with raised eyebrows, pushing herself more upright. She started to lift and drop herself on my shaft, plunging down quickly, driving both of us closer to climax in only a very short couple minutes. "Oh God. Gonna come baby. Come with me. Let me feel you pumping into me when I come. I love feeling a man come with me!"
"Uh huh." I grunted, as my body tried to push up at her with each stroke, my urgency growing by the moment. I moved my hands up to her tits and grasped her nipples, squeezing them slightly, letting her body bounces pull them.
"Shit, you're cheating!" She gasped, as she bounced harder. Up and down, she moved, slapping her ass against my thighs with each stoke.
"Nope. Just trying to help you get the most out of it."
"I will, as soon as you come in me." She panted. "But I can cheat too!"
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh," she panted, as she started to rock her hips with each stroke, changing the angle of her body with each stroke, which changed the sensations of her vagina around me.
"Ohhhhhh damn. Gonna come sweetie. Gonna come for you. You ready for it?"
"Do it!" With a deep groan, I let loose, my load pumping shot after shot up into her pussy as she ground herself down on me, her own body trembling and her pussy spasming around my spurting cock. She sat there for a full minute or more, trembling and shuddering before she lay down on top of me and softly kissed me. "God, I love feeling you coming inside me. It makes me feel so, so, I don't know how to describe it."
"It's okay, I don't mind."
"I hope not, since you started it." She said with a giggle. She rolled off me and lay next to me, snuggled to my side, her leg bent over mine. "If I bring my husband over, do you think he'll be upset to see me do this with you?"
"We can change it. I can have Tina make a programming tape for you too."
"I'm not sure I want it to change. I kinda like how it feels. I just want Don to enjoy it too, and I think if Sue seduced and had sex with him, he might enjoy it too. You think she'd do it?"
"Pretty sure she would," I agreed.
"I have to get back to work." She said, with a note of disappointment in her voice.
"We'll try it with him, if that's what you want."
"If you still want to after they get done with you."
"Oh, yeah. Well, there is that."
She pushed up off me and climbed from the bed. I watched her sexy body as she dressed, making sure I got the last little looks before covering her leaking pussy and her breasts. She leaned down, gave me a kiss and then headed out of the room, leaving me alone.
I wondered how the girls were doing, and was about to get up, to go find out, when Ivy and Xenia walked back in. "How'd it go?"
"It went simply, once she decided what she wanted." Xenia answered.
"What did she decide?"
"That, you will have to get from her. It's her mind, what I did there, it's between her and me."
"So, how will I know what she chose?"
"You can ask her, or just find out over time. She might not tell you, even if you ask."
"Okay. Can you do this for some of our friends? I mean, some of them don't even understand what's happened to them. Just that they suddenly are doing things that they shouldn't be."
"I can fix any of them you can give me a sound file like that for. "
"I'll get with you when he puts together a list. Maybe we'll have a programming party." Ivy said with a grin. "Now, what about you?"
"Yeah, what about me? How are you going to fix me without, what did you call it? A key?"
"I can't undo what he did without a key, even with one, I'm not sure I could undo it, but what I can do is to change the direction. Think about your desire like a train. You had a track, that your mind created over years. You were comfortable there, and your train of desire followed that track. Over time, that track moved and changed, so what you did a year ago wasn't the same as what you did twenty years ago, but it was no less comfortable. What Adam did, was to put a switch in. He routed your desire train onto a new track. The problem is, that over time, and it doesn't take long, the old train track starts to get overgrown from disuse. Once that happens, it gets harder and harder to get a train down that track, so it goes on the track that it can go down. What I can do, I'm pretty sure, is to add a new switch part way down the track. I can't make it connect to the old track, but I can lay a new track that's different than the one Adam laid. Does that make sense?"
"I think so. So how do we make a new switch?"
"We build it on the fly. What do you want the new track to lead to? Obviously not what it does now, but I don't think you want it to go to a blank train station either. Then you'd have no desire at all."
"You know, if I didn't have the hots for every woman that winks at me, I'd be a lot better off."
"But you still like feeling that desire build in you when she does?"
"Well, um, yeah."
She chuckled softly. "Sounds like the same thing Sue said. She likes how it feels when she's thinking about sex. She says it feels a lot like it felt when you were first married, only aimed at each other, not other men and women. But she didn't want to eliminate that either. She's having fun playing. So, is that what you want too? You want to be able to play and enjoy the attentions of another woman?"
"I sorta do."
"Good. Because if you'd have said no, it would be a much more difficult thing to do, given your current state."
"My current state?"
She smiled and reached up to the top of the black dress. She tugged a small zipper down, sliding it down her front, the black material spreading to show her bare skin under. I watched as she pulled the zipper slowly down, exposing more of her chest, and then the swell of the sides of her small breasts. She continued to pull down, her stomach and belly button showing, and she still pulled. She finally stopped when she'd reached the end, nearly as low as her mound. She reached up and spread the dress off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. She wore no bra and no panties, leaving her in high heel boots, fishnet stockings and a black garter. Her long hair flowed down, partly down her back and partly over her right shoulder and breast. Her mound was shaved clean, as were her lips. She had small tattoos, of spider webs, around both nipples. She bent over and unzipped one boot slipped it off and then the other. With a crooked little grin, she walked to the handbag she had set down when she walked in, withdrew something and then stepped to the bed.
"This part I'm definitely going to enjoy." She said, as she climbed onto the bed and then over me, straddling me. She reached down to grasp my already hard member and lifted it up. She rubbed my head around her lips, and then nestled it between them. "Ohhhh my, yes!" She cooed softly, as she settled her weight down on me, forcing my head into her depths. She lifted and lowered slowly, watching my eyes, staring at me, making me feel like she was staring deep into my soul. "Yesssss, I see it now, the desire, the want, the need to make me orgasm and then you. But I also see something else, something deeper. I see your want, and desire, for someone special, someone you love, someone you love more than anything or anyone else. I see your desire for your wife."
"How can you see that?"
"Your eyes are the doorway to your soul." She whispered. She reached out and held out a small bottle. She pulled an old fashioned stopper from the bottle and then lowered it to my lips. "Drink." She whispered.



"What is it?"
She smiled down with that crooked grin again. "A spell in a bottle."
"Drugs?"
"Not like you think of. It is a spell, a special one. It allows me to reach into your mind, to guide you, direct you, coax you. Laypeople would say it's a mind drug, a black magic spell. But that's overly simple. This merely allows me to coax your thoughts to a particular place. What I do there, with my mind, one could consider black magic, if I wanted, I could make you desire almost anything I want. But that isn't what I intend. I intend to help build that track we talked about, but in this case, it will be more like a narrow walking path. What I need for you to do, is to drink this, and then to make me climax. I want you to wait, to hold yourself back, until I tell you. In order to reach where I must, we both need to be in that state, that intimate connection brought on by mutual orgasm. Mine will last as long as I wish it, once you start it. And while I am climaxing, you will come with me. Then, at that precise moment, the deepest ranges of your mind will become open to me. Then, and only then, can I draw that path in your mind, that track to guide you to a different outcome than the one he left. You'll have to trust me, because in that moment, I will be one with your deepest desires and wants. In that moment your soul will be laid bare to me. In that moment, and only that moment, can we have any hope of fixing what he broke. And when I withdraw, I'll remember, I'll feel those desires with you, drawing you along that new path, like a guide in the night. While we climax, together, I can help you."
"It sounds like, I don't know what."
"Magic?"
"Yeah, magic."
"You have to trust me. Because when I leave your mind, I'll know your secrets, and you will know mine. We will be forever linked by that."
"Witches really do this kind of thing?" I asked, not quite believing any of it.
"Not all witches. In fact, there are only two in the coven that would even attempt such a thing. The grandmother, and myself."
"Why you?"
"Because I am the spell master. The teacher of spells for our coven."
"And Sue? Will she be here?"
"She will, in a bit. At the moment she is cementing her new paths in her mind. It will take her a little while to finish, but Ivy is helping her."
"Helping her?"
"Helping her climax again. After she has, she will join us, and she will help you climax again as well. Once I lay the pathways, you will have walk them yourself so you will be able to find them again when you are with a stranger. You must, as she is now, walk the path with a friend or lover. Are you ready?"
"Did you do it this way with her?"
"Oh goodness no. She was easy. All we did was play the sound track and then I could give her new, um, programming, I think you called it. I laid new paths, new desires, new wants, and directed her away from the ones she didn't want. Did you know she was programmed to desire sex with multiple men at once?"
"Yeah, I did."
"Did you know she was programmed to want to taste your semen from the pussy of another woman?"
"I did."
"And did you know that she was told, she was going to be programmed to stay with you, no matter what?"
"Yeah. He said he was going to do that."
"He didn't. She did that one to herself. She thought he did, but in reality, her love for you already had that programmed into herself, if you want to call it that."
"Really?"
"I found a few other surprises in there when I started poking around. Some I think you will find quite amusing, when the time comes. Now, let's concentrate on you. Drink this and let's begin."
I took the tiny bottle and drank the contents. She took the empty bottle and stoppered it and set it on the nightstand by the bed. Then she began to lift and lower herself slowly at first. "Listen to my voice. Hear my words, feel my body. Feel where our bodies are coupled, feel the heat, and the smoothness. Reach out with your feelings and try to find my mind, while I reach for yours."
"How do I do that?" I asked, as I watched her moving rhythmically up and down.
"You'll know when it happens. Coupling in the middle of orgasm is one of the deepest connections we know to make. Hate, lust, and orgasm are three of the deepest emotional states and each opens the door to a different part of the subconscious mind. Adam didn't know it, but by having sex with his victims when he was programming them put those desires and wants into one of the most powerful parts of the brain, the erotic pleasure centers. When you and I climax, what I gave you, will help you reach out and touch my mind. When you come, just reach out and think of me, think of how it feels to be coupled to me. Follow the feeling, the sensations. Feel for my body and my mind. Yesssss! There you are. Can you feel it? I can already feel yours building, growing deep inside you. I feel you swelling, moving in me, my body stroking yours, yours stroking mine. Yes, there it is. Growing. Try to reach my mind. Try to find my orgasm with your mind." She whispered as she moved, her pussy stroking my cock, her fingernails gently stroking my chest, in time with her strokes of my dick.
"Oh damn." I groaned, as I felt a little dizzy. I could feel her pussy stroking me, my head spreading her depths, the tip of my head touching her cervix, as she rested her firm smooth butt cheeks on my thighs. I could feel something else. I felt like there was someone standing with me. It wasn't distinct, more like a nagging feeling of being watched. Just a soft, flitting presence.
"Yes, there you are, you found me. I can feel your desire in my mind, your intensity, your lust. Concentrate on my body. Feel me, feel for my clitoris. Think about how your cock feels, stroking across it. Can you feel it? Yes, there. You do. I can feel you feeling it. Now, think about making me climax, think about driving my desire up. Feel my desire, feel my want, my need, grow. Feel me moving toward orgasm, the seed growing deep within me. Can you feel it? Can you feel my want and desire for your seed?"
"I can." I whispered, feeling like I was floating, almost like I was under water. I couldn't feel my arms or legs, but I could feel my dick inside her, the heat of her body flowing into me. I could feel every little ridge and wrinkle of her vagina as my head slipped past them, time and again. And I could feel her want, her need. I could feel her wanting to share with me, wanting to share that moment. I could feel both of our orgasms reaching out, like two octopuses reaching for each other, their tentacles touching each other just at the tips. As she moved up and down, I could feel them pull each other closer and closer.
"Yes. Yes. You're going to make me come. Feel my orgasm grow, touching yours, pulling each other together. Now let me reach into your mind. I'm looking for the root, the base of the tree he planted. Oh yes. Feel my climax starting. Pull me in, but hold yours, don't come yet, I haven't found the root of the tree. I must find the root first."
It was all I could do to hold my orgasm at bay, it was building within me, urgency, need, want. I felt like a cup overflowing, unable to contain the feeling within me. I didn't know how long I could hold it back.
"There.... There it is. NOW! COME WITH ME NOW!" She screamed into the room, as she began to shudder and tremble. I'd no idea how many times I've come in my lifetime, but what was happening was, by far, the most intense orgasm I'd ever felt. My whole body seemed to be on fire, but inside. I could feel my cock swelling with each surge of cum flowing into her, and at the same time, I could feel my seed pushing against the end of her tunnel, my semen expanding her vagina, ever so slightly more. I could feel the tingle running through her body, from her nipples being pinched by my fingers, when I didn't even realize I'd grabbed them.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted, as the second surge of cum lanced into her pussy, feeling her body shudder, but not around me, but part of me. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing me, and I could feel her pussy feeling my cock. It was dizzying, and made no sense, but I could feel her orgasm mixed with mine. I felt the third surge of cum lance into her and the elation she felt at the sensation, and something else. I could feel her elation at finding what she wanted. I felt a sudden desire for Sue, to have Sue sitting on me, to have Sue accepting my seed deep in her vagina. It was okay that it wasn't her, but I could feel the desire to have it be her. And then, it was gone, her orgasm became hers and mine, mine. They were no longer entangled, but now side by side.
"Oh shit, yes!" She panted, as she looked down at me. "You are an incredibly sensitive man. I could feel your desire for all the women you've been having sex with, caring about them, not wanting them to be hurt or feel used. I could feel your desire for your wife, and something else, something I don't know how to answer yet. I could feel your desire for someone else, or multiple someone else's. It's a desire you hold, but are ashamed of, afraid of, your mind was trying to hide it from me, almost as if it didn't want it to be known. I wasn't ready for that. I didn't expect that. We'll have to address that in another pass. This one, this was enough." She whispered, rolling off of me and laying by me. "I need to rest. Go find Sue. Make love to her. Feel all those things with her while I rest."
I wasn't sure I could walk. I was wobbly, but managed to get to the door. I made my way down the hall, leaning against it, and then into the living room. I saw Sue there, with Ivy, both nude, laying on the carpet, each of them licking the other's pussy. Ivy saw me first, looking up at me with concern. She climbed from Sue, and helped me lay on the floor. "She said to come out here and have sex," I mumbled.
Ivy looked down at me and grinned. "Come on Sue, your husband just invited us to fuck him!"
"Fine, but I get his cock first!" Sue said, with a little grin. She crawled around, to put her face over my crotch, then began to lick and suck my cum covered member. I closed my eyes and tried to remember what Xenia had told me, about what Sue wanted to be left with, but couldn't seem to make my mind work well enough. Sue had my dick growing in a surprisingly short period of time, she moved to straddle me, aiming my dick at her pussy. I watched her aim me at her sweet pussy, looking at her, desiring her, wanting her. I groaned softly, as she pressed herself down over my cock, her already wet pussy, sliding down my full length as she too let out a pleasured moan.
I remembered what Xenia said, what she felt, how it felt to be penetrated by my cock, and how my cock felt being inside her at the same time. I felt something else, something flowing over and through me. Love. I love my wife. I wanted to feel with her what I felt with Xenia. I watched her sliding up and down my shaft, her body moving fluidly as she worked herself on my shaft.
It was almost a disappointment when Ivy moved over my face, blocking my view of my wife's sexy body. Ivy lowered her pussy to my face, looking down at me lustfully. I moved my hands to her butt, then helped move her to my face, but what I really wanted was to taste my wife. Up and down Sue moved, working both of us closer to climax, sending urgency through my body. Her bare ass slapped rhythmically on me, the sound pleasant and reassuring. I could feel my dick sliding deep in her, with each stroke down onto me, caressing her vaginal walls, her walls caressing my head in all the right places. I could hear her breathing, her familiar moans, all telling me she was growing closer and closer to orgasm. I wanted her to orgasm on me, around me, with me. Yes, that's it! That's what she said. She wanted me to come with Sue.
I felt Sue's pussy start to clench around me, squeezing me, making her tighter around my fat shaft. I loved how it felt. I could almost feel her love for me flowing through our coupling. My head was swimming with sensations I couldn't avoid or stop. I knew I was going to come, I was going to fill my wife with my cum. I groaned deeply, as my body bucked under her, pumping a gush of cum up into her, as she slammed herself down hard on me. "Oh, fuck yes!" I groaned into Ivy's pussy, as my wife and I climaxed together.
Xenia walked out of the bedroom at the sound of my wife's cries of ecstasy, and stood in front of Ivy. I was panting, looking up at her and Ivy from between Ivy's thighs as I tried to catch my breath. She stepped toward Ivy and pulled her face toward her pussy. "That's it, sweetie. You taste him on me, don't you? You know you like it. You like to taste a man on my lips." Xenia cooed softly as Ivy licked her leaking slit. "That's my girl. Lick me. Take all of him from me. Mmmmmm. Yes. Find my clit. There, yes. There. Lick it. Tease it. Make me come for you. You want to, I know you do, you always do. Come for me sweetie."
"Oh damn." I groaned, as I watched Xenia's body begin to tremble and shake as she stood above my head, her feet on either side of both my head and Ivy's thighs. Her widely spread legs let me see her pussy as Ivy licked and stroked it. If I hadn't just climaxed, I'd be coming in buckets at the sight, but instead, I felt my dick, which had just started to soften, begin hardening again inside my wife's pussy.
"That a girl. Make me come." Xenia moaned loudly, her pussy dripping her juices onto my face. I tilted my head back and tried to catch the drips in my mouth, as her shudders and trembles grew more pronounced. "OH FUCK YES!" Xenia cried loudly, as her body stiffened. I felt her raining her juices down on me, soaking my face and neck as well as Ivy's chest. She jerked hard, half a dozen times, leaving me laying in a wet puddle of carpet, below her.
Finally, she stopped shuddering and stepped back, leaving Ivy panting for breath. Ivy used her hands to rub Xenia's juices into her big soft tits, teasing her nipples as she looked down at me. I knew what she wanted. She didn't have to say anything. I shifted my face back to her pussy and began to lick and flick her clit, trying to draw the climax that had been building, back to fruition. It didn't take me long, as turned on as she was, before she was moaning and grinding herself against my face.
"Oh God yes. Here it comes. Ohhhhhhhh fuck yes. OHHHHHHHH YES!" she cried, as her whole body jerked, pumping her cum into my mouth and around my face. I let my mouth capture her juices, swallowing it down, as she emptied it into me in several hard jerks of her body. She held herself over me, panting for long seconds before she rolled herself off of me and lay back on the carpet.
Sue looked at me, smiling as she still sat, on my again hard dick. "Someone liked what they saw."
"How could I not?"
"Is this what you wanted from me? Is this how you wanted me to be, playful and sexy and, well, willing to do more than I have been?"
"The question is, is it what you want?"
"I want what you want. I want us to be happy together forever, and if being a little more willing to play like this does that, for both of us, then that's what I want. I can still have her change me, to take this away, but I hope you don't want me to. I sorta like this. It reminds me of how we were when we were first married. We had so much fun being sexy with each other."
"As long as I'm not forcing you to do something you don't want."
"You're not." She said to me, before looking at Xenia. "So?"
"I can tell you that your husband has a deep love for you. What Adam did, was very deep. But I found the root. I gave him a new path. That path is you, both alone and with others. It will take some time to reinforce that path, but I think you can do it. The more you exercise it, the stronger it will grow, and the more he will have the ability to control it."
"So, have lots of sex?"
"With you, and with others, along with you. For now, it is best if you participate when he is having sex with others, but it won't need to be that way forever. A few weeks should make the path more permanent. Share friends with him, couples, even strangers, but share with him so he can use your love as a guidepost."
"Thank you." Sue whispered.
"There is one thing. I wasn't ready for it, but he has a deep desire for someone in particular, besides you. I couldn't read who, his mind was trying to hide it, almost as if he's ashamed of that desire, but I could see the level of desire and how deeply it's planted."
"I don't understand. Someone besides me? Who?"
"I couldn't tell."
"Our girls and your mother." I said softly. "Remember? He told me I'd want them. I don't think he meant to do what he did. I think he meant for me to just react when they stripped. But he talked too damn much and I want them. I want to watch them undress and tease me and I want them to climb onto my lap and ride me until I come in them, in both of them."
Sue looked at Xenia in the silent question.
Xenia shook her head slowly. "I'm not sure what to do about that. It's so deep. I know that I can reach it with the orgasm coupling. But he's hiding it, he may not allow me to find the root. He might just have to let it come about, to reduce its intensity to something he can manage."
"So, you're saying I'm not going to be able to refrain from having sex with my own daughters?"
"Not at all. It will be yours to control, but it may take more willpower than you possess. One thing you can try. Have sex with Sue and the girls together. You have the power within you to steer your orgasm to complete inside your wife instead, but they'll have to be part of it. Let them undress and tease you. Let them feel your cock, feel its fatness and hardness. Let them experience your desire and lust, and then, when you think you can't hold back any longer, slide out of them and into Sue. Let Sue take your seed. Once you have done that once with the girls, call me, and I can help you find the root. It will then take the four of us, together, coupling together at the same time for me to get to the root. That is my advice."
"So, he's going to have sex with his daughters, and you can't change that?" Ivy asked.
"No. Not the way it's planted. It wasn't planted on purpose. It's deep in his lust center. He doesn't lust for me to that level. And it has to be lust. It was written in lust, and it will have to be purged in lust, just like what we worked on today was driven by desire."
"But we can, I mean once they are here and we've had sex, then we can find it?" I asked.
"I think so." Xenia answered. "Until you have sex with them, share the desire and lust, feel their lust and desire for you. Until then your mind will keep it hidden. Once it is a memory, I can use the memory to guide me to the source. The girls, your daughters will have to help. They will have to be with you, engaging that lust, drawing it out, while we couple in orgasm. But I think it can be done." She turned to look at Ivy. "Well my love, should we go home? I need you to hold me while I sleep."
"My pleasure." Ivy answered.
"I don't get it. I thought you were friends."
"Would you have allowed me to help, if she'd have told you I was her wife?" Xenia asked. "I am. We've been married and sharing each other for a long time. If you two want, we'd be more than happy to come share ourselves with you again, just or fun? I know I will have to be back to help Allen again, with your daughters, but I'd be happy to just come play. Allen should be able to control things better, but it will take a long time for what was done to him, and you, to go away. In the meantime, in a few weeks we can do this again. Until then, have sex, with Sue and with others with her. Help grow that path, and then in a few weeks you and I can couple again and we can change it a little more. But it will be your choice. Just let Ivy know." She said as she stood up. She found her dress and slipped it on, while Ivy dressed. Sue and I got up and kissed them both goodbye and then the two of us went to the bedroom to explore each other again. In some ways it felt much like when we were first married. I hoped that meant that some of the games we played would be coming back.



Epilogue.---
Xenia was right, it took me having sex with each of my girls, fucking them right up to the point of coming, where I pulled out and filled Sue. Once that was done, I was able to resist, but the desire was still there, and that didn't stop them from teasing me. The few weeks they were home between semesters provided ample opportunity for them to tease and strip for me, which they availed themselves of. Not only did they do that, sometimes encouraging their friends to join in, they climbed into the shower with me, and even on one occasion, climbed into bed with us. It took restraint, to not come in both of my incredibly beautiful daughters, restraint which I didn't apply to any of their twenty-year old friends. Xenia came just after Christmas to help us. After they teased and played with the two of us, Xenia and I climaxed and she was able to find the root. I still desire them, and even after undoing their programming, the girls still had a desire to flirt and tease me, even going so far as stripping and occasionally having sex, but now it was our choice, not someone else's. To this day I have been able to refrain from emptying my seed in their pussies, usually pumping my load on their bodies or in their mouths.
Sue's sister was another matter. So far, we've had sex at least two dozen times, mostly because, after explaining things to her, she understood all too well what teasing me led to. I think she liked having an excuse to have sex with me. Sue, didn't want her brother-in-law to feel left out, and occasionally invited him to come play, as a couple. I'm pretty sure that he's interested in keeping the arrangement going for some time, as is her sister.
Sue's mom, well, mom was another story altogether. She refused to believe that a person could be turned into the kind of sex animal I had become, just by being hypnotized. We assured her that I was completely unable to help myself if I was teased and the woman didn't say no. Almost to try to prove us wrong, she walked into the living room the first morning we were at her house for Christmas, having just showered, and asked me if I would shave her legs. Of course, I followed and shaved her legs, and her pussy, giving her two good orgasms and one full load before we were done, the first sex she'd had since dad passed away. She still doesn't believe I can't resist, but that hasn't stopped her from flashing me her tits three times, and not saying no.
Work got more controlled. Without programmed girls trying to get into my pants, I was able to hold the lid on things. Debbie and I still found places at work to fuck, as has the dean's wife, even though Ivy had de-programmed her. The chancellor never learned about his wife being programmed, since no one was calling her to make her do things, and as long as she and I don't cross paths. Apparently seeing me triggers something in her and she wants me to pretend to rape her. I've never been much on forced sex circumstances, but I did agree to tie her to a table, twice, and fuck her brains out. According to Xenia, over time that programming will fade, though in the interim we have to be careful around each other in a public setting.
Debbie and Joe still come by to play, though not as often, partly because Debbie is getting some at work with me, and partly because Sue doesn't need Joe as often any more. Sue does still stop by Joe's after work on occasion, which he enjoys, but she admits that it's not as fulfilling as when she and I are playing with them as a couple.
We've become regular visitors at Claire's house. Sometimes alone with her and at other times, with friends, including Carlotta. There were so many women touched by Adam, it took nearly two months to meet with each of them and their spouses at Claire's house. Some took it well, others, not so well. Xenia and Ivy have been down on a regular basis, trying to help the couples. Most of the women weren't programmed to want other women, so Xenia taught me how to couple with them and find the root, like she did to me. It took almost six sessions with her before she felt I was ready to try one. I started with Gail, wanting to help her, even though her husband, and my best friend, still refused to believe what had happened. He was there, in the room, when I tried to deprogram her the first time, only being partly successful at finding the root. By the second attempt, I was getting better at laying new paths for them, and worked on Gail while Xenia helped Trevor "see". It was amazing how easy it was for her to convince him to have sex with her so she could help him understand what I was doing to his wife. I had to admit it was kind of fun, and the experience has drawn the four of us even closer. Close enough to partner swap the last time we were at the lake. I've never been quite convinced that part of Xenia's method of making him see wasn't to plant a little seed of her own.
The hardest one was June. She avoided jail because she had been programmed, but it left an indelible mark on her, that she had compromised so many of her friends. No matter how hard I tried, I could never find the root of her program, and I tried numerous times. I could feel her desire, her want, her need, but I couldn't find where it was coming from. Her programming was so messed up, probably because she was one of the first Adam tried. As a result, she would probably always want to do the things she's been doing, group sex, bisexual interludes, gangbangs and role playing being raped. We never knew what would happen. Sometimes out of the blue she'd just stand up and take off her clothes and beg me to fuck her, or to tie her up and take her, or any number of other sexual perversions. Sue and she are still friends, but not nearly as close as they once were.
Dr Kim went to prison for his role in killing Adam and his friends and his attempts on our lives. Not to mention accessory to rape, of over sixty women!
Oh, yeah. Almost forgot... Julia and her husband have taken a liking to camping with us. I just bought a bigger tent for our first trip to the lake this year. He seems to enjoy playing couple swap games with us, no longer bothered by seeing his wife having sex with me, at least, not as long as Sue is doing the same with him. Once again, I think Xenia had something to do with that, since she coupled with him to help him 'see'. We're scheduled to go out next weekend, for the first time this year, now that winter is a thing of the past. It's been several months since Julia and I slept together, and I'm looking forward to cuddling up in a sleeping bag with her. Sue bought a brand new, flannel night shirt, just for the trip, knowing how much Julia's husband enjoys trying to unbutton all those buttons, a few at a time over the course of an hour or so. He really enjoys seeing Sue partly naked, and I can't blame him. She is still one fucking hot sexy looking woman.
Yeah, life isn't the same as it used to be, but both of us are enjoying it to the fullest, with many more adventures to come.
--- the end. ---
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It had been two weeks since our night with Jen and Bob. It had been an interesting evening, and an eye-opening one in some respects. I very much enjoyed seeing Jen completely naked. Oh, I'd seen her in skimpy bikinis at the lake and such, but I'd never seen her private bits before. And Bob had seen even less of my wife, who preferred a more conservative one-piece swim suit. I wasn't sure I exactly loved having Bob ogling my wife's naked body, but it had been her choice to make and she wanted to support Jen, her best friend, as best she could. If it took a hit to her modesty to do that, well, it surprised me, but maybe it shouldn't have.
After we got home, I tried to discuss the video, and what she and I both found stimulating. To my surprise, she was reluctant to discuss it at all, and even when she did, it was in very vague and closed terms. We had the invitation for a free consult with the therapist that Bob and Jen were using, but so far we hadn't taken advantage of it. Mandy didn't think we particularly needed any help in the sex department, since I'm already "over-sexed", in her estimation. I thought maybe it would help for us to discuss things, since I was a little surprised at what fantasy situations Mandy responded to. Unfortunately, just because I thought maybe talking about them would be a good idea, she didn't, and had since resisted every attempt I've made to discuss them. The best I could get from her so far was, quote, "My private fantasies are just that, private. I won't ask you to explain yours and I don't expect to have to explain mine!" unquote, end of discussion.
I know that Jen and my wife, Mandy, had been talking daily, which wasn't at all unusual, but when I walked through wherever they were, they quickly curtailed whatever they were discussing, which was unusual. When I asked my wife about it, she simply said it was girl talk and they'd tell me if there was something I needed to know. That's her way of telling me to keep my nose out of it, so I would.
Bob and I routinely hung out on many Sundays, watching football in the fall, and NASCAR in the spring and summer. It wasn't unusual to find us at each other's houses for at least part of Sunday, unless we had something else planned, like a weekend at the lake. Typically the girls hung out as well, though they paid little attention to what was on TV unless their favorite team was playing, and then it was Katie bar the door! Mandy could be quite competitive when she wanted to be, and supporting her team was one of those times.
It was one of those Sundays, with football just getting going and NASCAR winding down toward the end of the season. We were all in our living room, watching the Kansas City Chiefs playing. I couldn't help but notice that Bob was frequently looking at Mandy, especially if she got up and left the room. "You know, I can't get out of my mind how sexy Mandy looked that night. You are one lucky SOB!" he said when both she and his wife were out of the room at the same time.
"Hell, Bob. You act like Jen isn't sexy or something. I mean, she's really hot looking. Don't know why you have to be trying to check out Mandy when you have such a hot woman in your bed."
"Jen? She's not all that good looking. Not like Mandy. Her tits are fucking to kill for!"
I was startled, to say the least. "Really? You're gonna talk about my wife's tits like that?"
"Why not? I mean, they are, right? Your wife is smoking hot! I mean, she looks good in shorts and stuff, and in a swim suit, even better. But naked, shit. I don't know how you aren't pounding her every fucking night!"
"Come on, Bob. Seriously?"
"What?"
"That's my wife you're talking about."
"So? I mean, you saying she isn't smoking hot?"
"Well, yeah, she is. To me, anyway."
"Hell man, to any dude! Never thought I'd see her naked, but damn!"
The conversation died when the girls came back in, but it left its imprint on me, and I noticed a lot more just how much he was watching her. At halftime, the girls got up to work on dinner, leaving us alone. I made an excuse to get up and get more beers, allowing me to talk to the girls alone.
"Honey, I don't think getting naked in front of Bob was a good idea," I said softly.
"Why's that?"
"He's obsessing over how you look."
"He is?" Jen asked.
"He's practically undressing you with his eyes every time you move. He's more than a little taken by your boobs."
"And he doesn't think Jen is good looking?"
"Not like you," I said with a frown as I opened the fridge and got out two more bottles of beer. "I just thought you should know."
"Well, I'm not surprised," Jen said. "I am surprised he'd say it to you."
"He's said something to you about it?"
"In his own way. The other night he suggested that I get a boob job to make them more like hers." Jen said with a frown. "He doesn't think mine are big enough."
"Damn," I said quietly.
"Yeah, well, I'm sorry. I didn't think that what we did would turn into this. It was supposed to just be an experiment and that having me naked with you looking at me, would encourage him to do the same."
"I don't think it worked."
"It didn't," she said with a sigh. "He just doesn't see me as desirable."
"Maybe you need some hot guy to put the moves on you in front of him," I chuckled jokingly. "Maybe then he'd realize he's got a hot woman of his own."
"You think I'm hot?" she asked quickly, raising her eyebrows. I looked at Mandy, expecting a very negative reaction, but instead saw her looking at me curiously.
"Well?" My wife asked me, expecting an answer.
I looked back at Jen and nodded slowly. "Let's just say that I liked what I saw last time we were at the lake, and it only got better the other night."
"So, that's a yes?"
"It's a yes," I answered before turning and heading to the living room before the conversation could get me in to trouble with my wife. I walked into the living room and handed Bob a beer before dropping into my recliner.
"Did you get a chance to feel up your wife's tits while you were in there?"
"Huh?"
"You were in there long enough; I thought maybe you were playing with your wife's tits."
"Uh. No. No, I didn't. You know, I still don't get why you don't think your wife is good looking," I said with a frown.
"She's just not. Not like your wife, dude. I mean, she's really hot looking. Jennifer, she's just sorta average, ya know?"
"No, I don't know. I thought she looked pretty spectacular in that lingerie she had on. I mean, didn't that turn you on? Seeing her in that?"
"Maybe a little, but not nearly as much as your wife's tits. Shit, a guy could get lost for hours in those."
"Come on. They're thirty-eight double D. Jen's are at least as C, maybe a D, right?"
"Thirty-two C," he said. "But she does have a nice looking pussy, when she shaves it. You could feel her up if you wanted. I mean, if you think she's good looking. Wouldn't bother me. Maybe I'll try and cop a feel on Mandy some time."
"Only if you plan on getting your face slapped off. I doubt she'd be particularly agreeable to having her tits groped by anyone other than me. Hell, other than the other night, I'm the only guy that's seen her naked in thirty years," I said hoping to end the now uncomfortable conversation.
"Might be worth a slap or two." He chuckled as the girls came back into the room.
"What would be worth a slap or two?" Jen asked as she settled on the sofa.
"Feeling up Mandy's tits," Bob said with a grin.
"Are we back to that again?" Jen asked with a frown, shaking her head. "She agreed to get undressed to help us, not to become your personal wet dream!"
"Yeah, but even you have to admit, with those hooters, she is a wet dream!" he answered.
"Good lord," my wife mumbled, covering her face with one hand.
"Sorry hon. I told you he was obsessed with your tits," Jen said quietly. She looked back at Bob. "Maybe I should just take my top off and let Jack enjoy them, since you don't seem to be excited by 'em any more."
"Feel free. He thinks you look hot anyway. I'm sure he wouldn't mind you flashing him."
Jen looked at me with raised eyebrows while I blushed.
"Hope you don't expect me to flash you MY tits!" Mandy said with a scowl. "That was a one-time thing to help Jen."
"Too bad. I wouldn't have minded seeing them again."
"You're supposed to be concentrating on your own wife. Isn't that what all that therapy is about? To help you find out why you don't find your wife sexually desirable any more?"
"Yeah, but let's face it. Jen is kinda plain. Not like you. I mean, you're fucking hot!"
"And it doesn't bother you to talk about your best friend's wife like that, especially right in front of him?"
Bob chuckled. "Fuck, he KNOWS you're hot as hell. I mean, he gets to see you naked every day. I don't see how he keeps his hands off you as much as he does. I mean, right now, if I were him I'd have you sitting in my lap so I can play with those tits!"
"Jesus Christ honey! Really? You'd say that right in front of Jack?"
"He knows it. Why beat around the bush? He's a lucky bastard and he knows it."
Jen got up and ran from the room, my wife following after her as fast as she could get up.
"Jesus, Bob. You really can be a shit sometimes. How can you say that about your own wife? I mean, does she mean that little to you?" I asked incredulously.
"Oh no man. I mean, I love her and all, but let's face it, she's not the sexy little thing she was when we got married, that's all. We both know it."
"But my wife is even older. That doesn't even make sense."
"Yeah, but your wife really is super fucking hot. I mean, she could do a playboy centerfold and have half the guys in the world with their tongues hanging out over her."
"Don't let her hear you say that," I said shaking my head. "She's more than a little self-conscious about her body."
"I don't know why. I mean, hell, you know how good she looks."
"Sure, she looks great to me, but that isn't the point. Your wife is supposed to look great to you, not mine."
"You're living in a dream state dude. Marriage isn't like that. At least not anymore. The old days where you get hitched and that's the only woman you mess around with, those are gone."
"Are you telling me you've been messing around on Jen?"
"Not a lot. I mean, a little now and then. Went to this bachelor party for a guy at work. They had a couple strippers. I mighta let one of em stick her tits in my face and sit on my lap."
"Yeah? Were you dressed?" I asked with a frown.
He chuckled. "No, man. I wasn't and yes, she felt fucking good on my dick."
"And it doesn't bother you? That you cheated on her?"
"It's alright. I mean, if she wants to find some dick someplace, it's no big deal, is it?"
"It's no wonder you're having marital problems. Of course it's a big deal!"
"Why? I mean, it's just sex, right? It's not like I'm going to leave her because I find some pussy someplace else."
"And it really wouldn't bother you if, say, she came in here, took off her clothes again and then sat on MY lap?"
"Naw. Why should it? Besides, you never would. I mean, Mandy would slice and dice you if you suck that thing into anyone else."
"That's not the point," I said, shaking my head. "It's the fact that you don't care if someone else fucks her."
"Well, yeah I care. But if she finds a dick she likes, why shouldn't she be able to take a taste, just like I have."
"Bob, how many women have you cheated on her with?"
"How many? Oh hell. I dunno. Maybe ten or fifteen."
"Seriously? You've fucked around on her that many times?"
"It's not that big of a deal. I mean, most of them were one night stands while I was out of town on business. I mean, it's not that big of a deal."
"Bob, I don't believe you. If I did that, even once, it'd be one hell of a big deal. I mean, that's divorce city!"
"Naw. She doesn't care."
"You sure? She knows about it?"
"The stripper? Yeah, one of the other wives told her."
"And the other dozen?"
"Well, she don't need to know. I mean, yeah, she'd be a little upset, but hell, It's just sex, right?"
"Not to a woman it isn't," I said. "I'm disappointed in you. All these years, I never figured for you to go that way."
"Oh come on. I even fucked Ellie one time."
"Ellie, as in our friend Ron's wife? You fucked Ron's wife?"
"Yeah. I mean, you remember that new years party last year, right?"
I did remember Ron and Ellie hosting a new years party for a number of friends, including us. They, and most of their friends, were in their low thirties, but they still enjoyed doing things with us, especially if it included trips to the lake and camping and such. They really loved the outdoors. "Yeah, I remember."
"You remember Ron getting into the hot tub with Karen?"
"Yeah. I think so. Several people stripped and got into the hot tub," I agreed, remembering seeing half a dozen people, not all married to each other, getting naked in the kitchen and running out into the freezing night air to the big hot tub they had.
"Yep. Well, Ron was fucking Karen, because Karen's husband was fucking someone else. So, Ellie took me upstairs and we fucked in her bedroom."
"And what was Jen doing while you were doing that?" I asked incredulously.
"Oh, she was hanging out with you and Mandy. I just figured you two would keep her entertained."
"Not that way."
"Well, you could have. I wouldn't have complained."
"I guess not," I said, shaking my head. "Why would Ellie want to have sex with someone who's not her husband?"
"Why would her husband want to have sex with someone that's not her? Plenty to drink and a few dares running around. You know. One girl shows her boobs and then another has to top it. Pretty soon they're daring each other to get naked in the hot tub, and well, you know what happens after that, right?"
"I didn't, but I guess I do now."
"You honestly didn't know?"
"Well, the people we were hanging out with in the living room weren't exactly throwing their clothes off. A few random kisses and stuff."
"You got the tame crowd." He chuckled.
"I better go check on the girls," I said, getting up and walking out of the room. I honestly couldn't believe what he'd told me. Yes, I remembered seeing some people stripping and running out to the hot tub, but I didn't figure it was for sex. And him fucking Ellie? I guess, given the chance I'd be tempted too. She's a very sexy looking young woman. Slender and petite, small boobs, maybe a B cup, nice firm butt, which I will admit I smacked once, out at the lake. Yeah, I could see myself having sex with her if it wasn't for being married. "You alright?" I asked as I stepped into the master bedroom, Jen and Mandy were sitting on the edge of the bed talking. I could see that Jen had been crying.
"Yeah. He was just being a jerk." Jen sniffed.
"He done that before? Kind of caught me off guard, him acting like that."
"First time he's done it out in the open like that. Usually he just says shit like that in private. That's part of why we're seeing a therapist."
"Part of it?"
"Oh, hell. He admitted to cheating on me, with Ellie of all people. Did you know he snuck off to the bedroom with Ellie at the New Years party and had sex with her?"
"Actually, I only found out a few minutes ago. He seemed to think it's no big deal."
"Yeah, he keeps saying that. It's no big deal. If I wanna get some from someone else go ahead. Well, to me, it is a big deal."
"Maybe you should. Have someone fuck you right in front of him and see how big of a deal it is to him!" Mandy said with a scowl.
"I don't get it. He's never been like this before," I said, shaking my head.
"The therapist told him that he needed to speak up and vocalize his desires. I thought that meant with me and what we did, not lusting after my best friend's body," she said quietly. "I should go home. I mean, I'm just being a wet blanket today."
"Not even," Mandy said softly. "You just stay here and ignore him. And if he says he's going to grab my tits again, maybe I'll give him that slap."
"You should. Might wake him up a bit. He thinks he's god's gift to women and they can't resist him."
Mandy laughed softly. "Yeah right. I've seen his dick. Doesn't hold a candle to Jack. You get fucked by his and you know you've been fucked!" Jen laughed and then hugged her, knowing that she was trying to cheer her up. "Tell you what. I bet I can embarrass him if you want."
"Like how?"
"I'll go out in some skimpy shirt or something and get him all worked up by bouncing on the sofa to cheer the game, and then dare him to drop his pants or something. Let him think he's gonna get some and then drop the hammer on him."
"That's awful mean," I said. "You sure you want to start playing those games? It could get out of hand pretty easily."
"I think it's already gotten out of hand. Unless you want to tell him he's being an asshole."
"I don't know that it would do any good," I said with a frown. "He seems to think his behavior is just fine. "
"Maybe we should show him some really inappropriate behavior!" Mandy said with a scowl.
"Like what?"
"Maybe you should give him what he wants: fuck Jen in front of him. I bet it isn't nearly as fun for him as he thinks it'll be."
"Come on. Be serious. You really want me to fuck your best friend, just to piss off her husband? Really?"
"Yeah, well. Maybe you're right," Mandy said, a little steam slipping from her sails at the completely in appropriate suggestion. "Maybe you're right. Just tell him you did. You've been in here long enough."
I was in shock. "You really want me to say that? First off, he wouldn't believe it. Second, why do we want to piss him off? If what you want is for him to be more interested in you sexually, I don't see how pissing him off helps that."
"I don't want to piss him off, I want him to realize the things he says have consequences. But if you don't want to do it, I'm sure I can figure out another way to send the message."
"What? You're gonna tell him?"
"Nope. I have a much better idea! Jen, take off your underwear."
"What?"
"Your panties. Take them off," Mandy said as she stood up from the bed.
Jen stood up and looked at me. She hesitantly unsnapped her shorts and started to push them down.
"Turn around, Jack." My wife said sharply.
"Huh?"
"Turn around! You don't need to watch, do you?"
"I dunno what you have planned, but whatever it is, it's sure to be a bad idea," I said as I turned around. I stood there, looking at the far wall, realizing that I could see Jen in the mirror over Mandy's dresser. She slipped her shorts off and then pulled down her panties. She stood there, naked from the waist down for several seconds while she straightened her shorts out, the entire time, my dick was growing harder in my pants. She finally bent over and stepped into her shorts and pulled them up.
"Okay. You can look now," my wife said. "Here, put these in your pocket." I took the tiny bikini panties from her and stuffed them into my pocket. "Now go back out there and pretend you just had sex."
"How am I supposed to do that?"
"Just go sit down and don't say anything. He'll wonder and when he asks, just say you were getting some."
"Um, honey?" I said, pointing to my crotch and the bulge in my pants. "Like he's going to believe that, right? Besides, I'm not that good of a liar. You know that."
My wife shook her head. "Fine. Jen, come on. You can help, then he's not lying, just exaggerating."
"Help?"
"Suck his dick. He can't pretend to have had sex with a hardon, right?" my wife said as she knelt down in front of me and began undoing the front of my pants.
"Hon? You sure you wanna do this?" I asked as she pulled my jeans down.
"What? You're going to complain about getting a blow job? Seriously? All the times you've asked for one and now you're going to complain?"



"No. it's just that..."
"What? Afraid of Jen seeing your dick? Didn't she already see it, and a lot more?"
"Well, yeah, but..."
"Just close your mouth and enjoy it," my wife said as she pulled my boxer briefs down. "Come on, Jen."
"You really want me to help give your husband a blow job?"
"Sounds like Bob has done a hell of a lot more than that, so what's the problem? It's not like he's having sex with you."
"It just doesn't feel right," Jen said, stepping closer to me as Mandy slowly stroked my now exposed and rock-hard dick.
"Any more wrong than him fucking Ellie at that party?"
"Well, no. I guess not."
"Then come help me with this."
Jen stepped over and knelt down next to my wife. Mandy tilted my dick to point at Jen's face and I stared as Jen leaned toward me and closed her lips around my engorged head. "Oh shit." I groaned softly as her tongue teased under my head.
"I take it you're not objecting anymore?" Mandy asked me as she looked up at me.
"Uh-uh," I agreed breathlessly as Jen began pushing her face on and off my dick. Mandy let Jen suck on me for a minute or so and then pulled my dick from her to close her own lips around me. Her hand and mouth stroked my shaft, her hand pushing all the way back to my balls while her mouth stroked the first few inches of my hardness. On and off she bounced her mouth until she pulled her face back and offered me to Jen again. Back and forth, they swapped, pushing me closer and closer to orgasm. "Shit honey. Gonna come soon." I groaned softly as I watched Jen bobbing her head on and off my shaft, her long hair flying wildly as she did.
"Let me," Jen said, pulling her mouth from me for a moment and then leaning back to take me back into her mouth.
Mandy looked up at me and then shrugged. "Go for it. I never much liked the taste of cum anyway." Jen moved her hand to my shaft, replacing Mandy's. My wife rocked back on her feet and knees a bit to give Jen more room in front of me and then watched as Jen stroked me furiously with both her mouth and hand.
"Oh damn. Here it comes." I groaned as I felt that undeniable urge to push toward her face. I arched my back, pushing my dick toward her, my body urging me to let it all happen. I could feel the tingle and warmth of my climax build until I couldn't hold it back if I wanted to. My body spasmed, trying to jam my cock into her mouth, but she was ready for it. Her hand slid down my shaft to hold me from plunging my cock all the way down her throat, but still allowed me to drive it deep into her mouth. I felt a surge of cum flow up my shaft and squirt into her mouth. She held me in her mouth, stroking me with her hand as my body pumped shot after shot of cum into her hot mouth.
"Wow. Quite a load," Jen whispered as she pulled my dick from her mouth and looked up at me. "Almost makes me wish he did fuck me."
Mandy looked at her. "Let me get a rag for you."
"What for?" Jen asked.
"For the cum of course."
Jen looked at her and laughed. "Way too late. That load went all the way to my belly."
"You swallowed it?"
"Sure, don't you?"
"Not usually," Mandy said with a frown. "It's kinda gross."
"Not really," Jen shrugged, as she leaned toward me and licked and sucked my dick again, collecting the last of my load. She let go of me and licked her lips. "All done."
Mandy stood up and watched while Jen pulled my briefs and pants back in place. Then she stood up as well. "So, now what?"
Mandy took the panties and tucked them part way in my pocket so they hung out. "He goes out and sits down. Then I'm going to go ask him for your panties back so you can get dressed."
"Ohhhhh So sneaky. Bob will assume that I had sex, even though I didn't."
"Let him stew on it a while," my wife said with a little smirk. "You just play along, lover, and I'll give you plenty of reward later."
"I hope this doesn't backfire on you," I said, shaking my head. I'd long learned two things about my wife that were important to this incident. One: that she can be extremely determined, and two: that she absolutely will stand by her friends to the end, especially if she feels they have been wronged. Right then, she felt like Bob had definitely wronged his wife, and her best friend. I had no doubt she would 'even the score', given half a chance. I walked back out to the living room. The fourth quarter had just started as I dropped back into my seat.
"Everything okay back there?" Bob asked.
"Yeah. Jen is a bit upset, but Mandy's trying to settle her down."
"Yeah. Jen can be kind of high strung and emotional at times. Like when I told her about fucking Ellie. She broke down into a sobbing jag for hours. And hell, it was just a little sex, ya know?"
"Well, women kind of take that kind of thing seriously. I mean, it might just be sex to you, but to women, well, it includes all kinds of things," I said.
"Hey lover!" Mandy said as she walked into the living room "I think Jen left her panties in your pocket. Can she have 'em back? We don't need her leaking all over the place, do we?"
I looked down and pulled the tiny, tan-colored panties from my pocket. "Sure. Here," I said, tossing them to her.
Mandy caught them, opened them up to show what they were and then grinned at me. "Thanks lover." Then turned and walked back toward the bedroom, making sure to wave the panties where Bob could easily see them.
He looked over at me and grinned. "Now I know what took you so long."
"What's that?"
"Hey, I'm not saying anything. You wanna bang her, go for it buddy. She could stand a good fucking."
"I didn't say I had sex with her."
"Hey, it's alright. I'm not mad. I mean, I'm gonna try and put the moves on Mandy at some point, so fair is fair, right?"
"I wouldn't expect you to be overly successful in that. Mandy is a bit more conservative than you might expect."
"She got naked in front of me, so that's step one, right? Next is a little touchy feely."
"You know, I'd tell you to go fuck yourself and leave Mandy alone, but she's a big girl and the last guy that patted her ass without asking didn't get up off the floor for half an hour, and even then he was talking in a significantly higher voice. You wanna risk that, well, you go ahead and pat her ass or grab her tits." I said, shaking my head. "She got naked because Jen asked her to help, and my wife can't resist helping a friend in need. Getting more physical just isn't going to happen."
"We'll see," he said with a grin.
The game ended with the girls still in the bedroom. Bob headed home, planning on bar-b-quing some burgers for dinner, calling down the hall for Jen to come home whenever she was ready.
"I don't think that worked the way you planned," I told Mandy as she walked into the living room a little while later.
"No?"
"Uh-uh. He figures if I fucked Jen that it's an open door to try the same with you. Fair is fair, according to him. I told him I didn't have sex with her, but he didn't believe me. So, if I were you, I'd be careful."
"And he really wasn't bothered by the fact that you fucked his wife?"
"Not in the least."
She frowned and walked away. A few minutes later she and Jen came back out, hugged each other and Jen headed home. She walked over in front of the tv. "Well, you did your part. I promised you a reward for helping. So here it is." She pulled her shirt up and off, exposing her big tits encased in one of the heavy-duty sports bras she usually wore around the house. She pulled it up and over her head, tossing it onto the sofa, and then pushed the spandex shorts she had on down her legs along with her underwear. With nothing left on but her little canvas shoes and socks, she stepped toward me. She reached for my hand and pulled me out of the chair. I was a little surprised, as she pulled me through the kitchen to the back door, and then out onto the back patio. She led me to one of the lounge chairs on the patio and laid down, spreading her legs. "You wanted to do this a few weeks ago, and I said no. Well, now the answer is yes."
"You know he's out on his deck grilling."
"I know."
"And if he wanted to, he could see you between the bushes."
"I know."
"And you're sure?"
"As long as you make me come. I got really horny giving you that blow job."
"I'm not going to say anything else," I answered, starting to strip my clothes off. It didn't take long and I was as naked as she was, and kneeling on the chair over her body. She gently grasped my rock-hard dick and aimed it at her pussy, rubbing my head up and down her wet slit.
"Push it in baby. Give me that big, hard dick."
"Uh-huh." I groaned as I pressed my hips down, driving my dick slowly into her. "Ohhhh, you are wet," I whispered.
"I know, right? Soooo fucking turned on."
I started to work my dick in and out of her, sliding my full length deep into her once it was fully lubricated with her slick juices. "Any reason why?" I grunted as I pumped into her between her now raised and spread legs.
"Can't I just love the feeling of your dick in me?"
"Sure. If that's all it is."
In and out I stroked, her body trying to rock in time with my strokes, even that slight motion changing the sensations on my head with each stroke. In and out I slid, feeling her pussy try to hold my fat dick inside her with each stroke. "Maybe it was kinda hot watching her take you like that," she said with a loud grunt.
"You think so?"
"I do. I got really turned on watching. Especially when you came in her like that. I've never seen it from that perspective before."
"No?"
"Uh-uh," she said as she reached for my hips and stopped my strokes. "I want you to take me from behind, just like you did to Jen. I want you to pump your cock into me until you make me come. I want to feel you come in me like you came in her." She coaxed me back until I had to stand up. She rolled herself on the chair and then pushed herself to her hands and knees, shoving her ass out at me. I knew what went on in that bedroom, and I knew I didn't have sex with Jen. But Mandy clearly wanted Bob to think I had, and she wasn't against teasing Bob with both that information and with her big tits. I shook my head and pushed my dick back into her, grabbing her hips and holding her as I started to stroke hard into her, banging my body against her bare ass. Her tits were soon swinging wildly under her chest as she moaned and grunted loudly, hamming it up for Bob.
I could almost see him through the bushes, watching her where he thought we couldn't see him. If this is what she wanted, fine, I wasn't about to stop. I could feel my climax building and knew hers wasn't that far away either. I thrust into her over and over, driving hard to make her feel each impact, her grunts and gasps getting louder as her climax grew toward fruition. I started to struggle, holding back my own climax, being driven not only by the sensations around my cock, but her vocalizations of our normally private act being conducted out in the open.
"Oh fuck! Fuck me honey! Fuck me hard! OHHHHHH shit! I'm coming! I'm COOOOOOOMMMIIIINNNGGG!" she cried loudly as her whole body began to shudder and her pussy clenched around my plunging cock. It only took a few dozen more strokes and my own body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep inside her. "YES!" she screamed as the first gush of my cum surged into her. "That's it baby! Give me that cum! Ohhhhhh fuck yes! Fill me up!"
I stood behind her, my cock surging cum deep in her, a few extra shots added from the added stimulation of her cries. I stood, panting, feeling my cock twitch inside her as the last bits of my seed oozed into her pussy. She pulled off of me, rolled over onto the chair to lay down, and then, with her legs once again spread, pulled me down on top of her. She kissed me, urgently at first and then more gently, the long kiss slowly morphing into a very erotic, sexual embrace with both of us teasing and sucking each other's tongues and lips.
"Fuck, that was hard," she whispered after almost five minutes of kissing.
"Yeah?" I panted, still not having caught my breath because of the long kiss.
"Uh-huh. Harder than I remember having in a long time."
"It was hard, wasn't it."
"Seems like you came a bit extra too. I take it you liked it?"
"Well, you have to admit, it's different. I mean, when was the last time we had sex where someone else could watch?"
"Oh hell. When we were in our twenties, maybe?"
"So why this time? You know I didn't have sex with Jen, yet you were clearly trying to convince Bob I had." I whispered to her.
"Well, I want him to be jealous of what she got."
"And you were willing to let him watch us to have sex, just for that?"
"It's not like he hasn't seen us fuck before. I mean, how many times did we come in front of them, watching that silly movie?"
"A couple," I admitted.
"So, nothing he hasn't seen before."
"Bob, no. Nothing he hasn't seen before. Gary? Well, I'm sure he enjoyed the show as well."
"Gary!?" she exclaimed, quickly looking past me down the length of the yard to the house behind ours. True, it was a good hundred plus feet away, but sure enough, there stood our forty year old neighbor Gary, standing on the second floor deck of his house behind ours, watching us rutting like animals. "Why the hell didn't you say something?" she asked in an urgent whisper, trying to cover her tits with her hands, even though I was lying on them.
I chuckled. "Didn't seem like you cared at that point."
"Well, I do now!" she said with her brow furrowed. "How am I going to get into the house without him seeing me?"
This time I laughed out loud, getting a slap on my bare shoulder. "Honey, he just saw everything there was to see. Your boobs, your bare ass, your pussy. You were sticking it all out there while he was watching, so watching you get up and walk in the house is minor compared to what you've already showed him!"
"You're horrible, you know that? At least you could lie and tell me he didn't see anything!" she said with a scowl, pushing me off of her at the same time. I moved to let her climb from the chair after which she ran to the back door a quickly as she could.
I climbed from the chair and looked back at Gary, who was standing there grinning like the cat that caught the canary.
"Hey Gary." I waved.
"Hey Jack. Nice evening, isn't it?"
"Yeah," I agreed, feeling more than a little awkward.
"Always knew you had a damn good looking wife. Wish I could get my wife to do that."
"Yeah, well, let me know so I can return the favor," I said before turning and heading for the house.
"I'll do that," he called before I stepped into the house and pulled the door closed.
"You could have told me," Mandy said as she walked down the hall, her body now covered in the satin robe that usually hung in the bathroom.
"Would it have done any good?"
"Sure. I'd have stopped and come in the house."
"I know."
"You know? You didn't tell me because you knew I'd stop it?"
"Yep. I was having a really good time, as were you. Didn't want to spoil it." She shook her head and walked over to me. "For what it's worth, he says you're really damn good looking."
"I bet he says that about all the naked wives he sees," she said as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together. "I guess it wasn't so bad that he saw me. I mean, not knowing it was easier. But yeah it was a pretty damn hard orgasm because I was trying to tease Bob. You think he bought it?"
"Honestly? No. I'm pretty sure he called my bluff. He knows that I wouldn't cheat on you. And saying he plans on trying to feel you up was just to push my buttons, knowing damn well that neither of us would do that. No, he didn't bite, sorry."
"No huh? Well, maybe we'll have to figure something else out."
"Or just let it drop?"
"You know me. Could I just let it drop?"
I sighed heavily. "No. You won't, will you."
"Not until he apologizes for what he said."
---o---
As the week progressed, I was pretty much convinced that Mandy had given up on the idea of making Bob apologize to Jen. True, Jen had been over almost every evening, but I hadn't heard anything else about any silly plans to embarrass him. Personally, I didn't think it was possible. In the fifteen years I'd known him, I've never seen him the slightest bit embarrassed, even when he was doing things that would have embarrassed me, like standing in the back of the boat and dropping his pants all the way to his knees to take a leak, even though there were women in boats not all that far away. In retrospect, I had to wonder if was more about showing off than anything else. Maybe he had an exhibitionist streak in him.
Whatever was going on between Mandy and Jen, they'd managed to keep it from me all week, so it was a bit of a surprise to hear that Mandy had invited them over for Thursday night football. It was even more of a surprise, when after dinner, Bob showed up and Jen hadn't.
"She said she'll be along shortly. Spilled something on her shorts and wanted to change first," Bob said as he settled into one of the reclining sofa sections and accepted a bottle of beer from Mandy, who seemed to be being extra sweet to him. That's when I noticed that Mandy didn't, in fact, have a bra on. I stared at her as she moved between us and the TV, her nipples clearly pushing the front of the loose satin shirt she had on out just enough to be obvious. She winked at me as she walked past, and I rolled my eyes, knowing that she and Jen had been scheming again, and I doubted it would end up any better than the last attempt.
"Damn! Nothing like headlights to get the old juices stirring, are there?" Bob said quietly after Mandy had disappeared into the kitchen. "She sure has one hell of a set of hooters. Loved the view the other evening. Hope you didn't mind me looking."
"Uh, no. I guess not. Gary liked the view too."
"No shit? She let him watch too?"
"She didn't know he was watching until after," I said with a shrug. "Not that I'd have wanted her to stop."
"Seemed like she was having fun. Wouldn't mind having fun with Gary's wife either. Her tits aren't as big as your wife's but I've never done a natural redhead before. Always wondered just how far down those freckles of hers really go."
"I doubt we'll ever find out."
"Oh, I don't know. After watching you out there, never know if he might try to get his wife to do it. Hope he lets us know so we can watch."
"You're horrible. What's gotten into you lately? I mean, you never used to talk like that about other guys wives."
"Yeah, I know. Used to think it. Therapist said I needed to learn to voice my desires, and well, now you know."
"I don't think that's what he meant."
"She."
"She?"
"The therapist. She."
"Oh."
"Hot little piece of ass too. She wears these short little dresses and I got a peek up her skirt the one day. Not a stitch of underwear and not a hint of a hair on her sexy little pussy. Couldn't help but spring a boner, ya know? If she'd have said to drop my pants and do her, I'd have done it in a hot second."
"In front of Jen?" I asked in surprise.
"Well, yeah. Why not? I mean, it's just sex, right?"
"Yeah. Just sex," I agreed awkwardly. "Oh. Kickoff."
About five minutes later, Jen walked in. She had on a very short, black pleated skirt that looked barely long enough to cover her butt, and a loose tank top whose shoulder straps clearly wanted to slide down off her shoulders. Even as she walked into the room, one had already slid down off her shoulder, exposing a good part of her upper chest, as well as the distinct lack of a bra. Instead of walking to the long side of the sectional she walked right up to where I was reclined.
"Hey Jack! How are you tonight?" she asked me, standing next to the extended foot rest, her hand reaching down to gently stroke her fingers across my leg near my knee.



"Um. Doing well. You?"
"Well, to be perfectly honest, I haven't been able to think about anything else but your cock all week!" she said with a smile, leaning over further toward me, her hand reaching out to stroke my crotch. Her shirt bagged down far enough for me to easily see down her front and both her sexy bare tits. "Got room for me to sit with you?"
"Uh, um, uh, sure," I stammered a little, "Let me, um, scoot over."
"Oh, you don't have to. I'll just sit on your lap. You don't mind darling, do you?" she asked, looking at Bob, who seemed to be ignoring her.
"Nope. Help yourself," he answered with a shrug.
I saw a frown pop onto Jen's face for a moment and then the all-too-fake smile plaster back in place. "Good," she answered as she turned and sat on the arm of the sofa. She swiveled herself around, swinging her legs over mine and then sliding down off the arm onto my lap. She leaned against me, trapping one of my arms around behind her back, which I ended up using to hold her lightly as she leaned her shoulder into my chest. She tilted her head back until she could whisper to me, "I don't have a bra on."
"I know," I whispered back.
She grinned and reached for my right hand. She gently pulled it toward her stomach and then pushed it up under her shirt. She slid my hand up until I was cupping one of her firm, sexy tits. It was large enough that it overflowed my hand, but firm enough that I could contain most of it. I felt her hard nipple press to my palm as she squeezed her hand, making mine squeeze her tit. "Mmmmmm. There you go. Didn't get a chance to do that Sunday, did you?"
"No, I, um, didn't," I agreed, gently teasing her breast with my hand. I was a bit worried about Mandy, but then figured she'd planned this whole thing and I was just along for the ride, much like Sunday night. I gently kneaded her left breast and began to tease and toy with her rock-hard nipple. Her areola swelled surprisingly, pushing out almost as far as her nipple had been before I started teasing her. She looked at me and eased the front of the shirt down enough to expose her entire right breast.
She shifted her hand and cupped her breast, lifting it slightly and arching her back to push her nipple toward my mouth. "You didn't get to do this either, and Mandy said you love to suck on nipples. Why not try it out now?" I looked over at Bob, who was ignoring us, then tried to crane my neck around enough to see if Mandy was coming or not. "Don't worry," she whispered. "She won't mind."
I wasn't sure of that, but then what was I going to do? I opened my mouth and let her guide her hard nipple and swollen areola to it. I suctioned the fat, distended, areola into my mouth and swirled my tongue around her nipple, drawing a moan from her. I sat there, squeezing one breast and sucking the other, paying no attention at all to the game that Bob seemed engrossed in. But there was no way he didn't hear her moans and sighs.
She leaned her head down to whisper again. "I don't have anything on under the skirt either, if you want to touch there too."
I looked up at her, losing the breast from my mouth for a moment. She smiled as I moved my hand from her breast down out of her shirt. I leaned my head back down and sucked her nipple into my mouth again, while I slipped my hand under her skirt. She was right, she didn't have any underwear on and her pussy was hot and wet against my fingers. I began to stroke her lightly, teasing my fingers along her soft, delicate inner labia and then letting my fingers spread it and work between. I stroked my fingers up and down her soft, wet pussy, teasing her from the entrance to her depths all the way to her clit, drawing a gasp from her. "Oh fuck," she whispered as I let my finger tease over her clit, drawing little circles around it before stroking back and forth across it. I sucked her nipple and teased her pussy at the same time, drawing moans and sighs from her. It wasn't long before she was trying to rock herself on my lap in time with my stroking fingers, my attentions clearly pushing her toward climax. Up and down my fingers moved, finally extending their stroke to push into her surprisingly tight little pussy with each stroke. Into her hot depths, out again, up her slit to her clit, stroke and tease it for a moment, and then back down again. The attention was clearly pushing her toward climax, and I was rewarded with feeling hers grow and then wash over her. I could feel her juices flowing as she climaxed, her breathing ragged and gasping as she came for me.
I was a little surprised at how easily I was able to make her come, and also surprised that my wife hadn't put in an appearance for the entirety of the time I was playing with Jen.
"Mmmmmm. Thank you sweetie. I knew you could make me come. I've been needing that allll day."
"You're welcome," I answered her, not at all sure yet what game was being played here. She rolled off of me.
"Awwww. Look at that. I got your pants all wet! Well, I'll just have to take care of that," she said as Mandy walked into the room. She had a bowl of salsa and a bowl of chips, one in each hand. She walked over to Bob and stood near his extended feet and bent over. Suddenly I understood the top. It bagged down, the oversized neck allowing both her big soft tits to be seen as he looked straight down her shirt.
"Would you enjoy a snack?" she asked sweetly, staying bent over while he started at her tits from only two feet away.
"You bet I would." He grinned, reaching out toward her chest. Instead of getting a pair of handfuls of her tits, she set the bowls in each of his hands, straightening up and pulling her chest out of reach. "That wasn't what I thought you meant."
"Not my fault," she said with a shrug before turning to me. "What happened dear?"
"I accidently got him all wet when he made me come."
"Oh, he has a habit of doing that, making me come so hard I can't hold it all in," she said with a smile while Jen started undoing the front of my pants. "You need help getting those off of him?"
"No, I think I can manage," she answered.
"Alright," she said with another shrug before turning to go sit on the sofa. She put her feet up and leaned back, to watch the game, Bob's eyes definitely on her and not his wife.
Jen worked on pulling my jeans down, requiring a little help from me. Before long she had them off my legs, leaving me in nothing but a t-shirt and my boxer briefs, which were now tented out lewdly with my raging hard-on. "Goodness. Someone's really turned on here."
"Oh my, I should say," Mandy agreed from where she was lying.
"Do you think we should do something about it?"
"Well, it wouldn't be very fair to leave him that way, would it?"
"I wouldn't think so."
"I mean, if you're responsible for getting it hard, shouldn't you help get rid of it?"
"I'd really love to. You think I should?"
"I doubt he'd complain."
"Would you?"
"Well, I suppose I could make an exception if you wanted to rub it a little."
Jen looked down at me and smiled. In a few moments she'd pulled off her loose, oversized tank top and was standing next to my chair in nothing but her tiny little skirt. She gingerly climbed into the reclining sectional I was sitting in, straddling my legs, careful not to lean back far enough to tip us. She grinned at me and reached down to pull my boxer briefs down to my thighs, working them under my butt to get them that far. She moved up my body on her knees and settled her pussy lips against my dick. "Feel free to touch anywhere you want," she cooed softly as she began rocking her hips. Her skirt kept me from seeing her pussy resting on my shaft, but I could certainly feel it as she slid her soft, wet lips back and forth across my cock, sliding from my head to my balls, grinding her clit into my shaft with each stroke. I reached up to her bare chest, capturing both her sexy tits and squeezing them as she stroked back and forth across me. She wasn't exactly fucking me, but what she was doing was almost as close as you could get without being inside.
Back and forth her hips moved, stroking my shaft with her lips and her clit with my shaft. Both of us were growing more and more excited by the second as her wet lips stroked me, my head slipping between her lips with each stroke. I sort of expected Mandy to complain, but to my utter surprise, she'd shifted herself on the sectional sofa section so she was facing us. She had one hand under her skirt, and the other inside her shirt, clearly playing with herself as she watched Jen riding my cock.
I could feel myself getting closer and closer to coming, my groans growing louder, as did Jen's soft feminine groans and grunts.
"You're not gonna make a mess on my upholstery, are you?" I heard my wife ask through the mental haze of my growing climax.
"At this rate? Probably." I said breathlessly, knowing I was going to come soon, and hard.
"Jen, I don't mind you making him come, but try not to make a mess for me to clean up."
"Okay," she panted. "Sorry," she said, looking down at me a few moments later. To my utter disappointment, she lifted off my dick. I thought she was going to climb all the way off the chair, but instead she moved to rest her knees on the short middle section of the sectional that separated the two recliners. She bent over with her knees on it, lowering her face to my slick dick, her bare ass pointing at her husband, her wet pussy less than a foot from his face. There's no way I'd have ignored something like that, but as much of a shock it was to have Jen do what she had, and was, him ignoring her wet pussy was even more of a shock. Instead, he was completely focused on my wife's crotch as she teased her fingers between her lips.
"Oh fuck." I groaned as Jen lifted my dick upright and engulfed it with her mouth. She began to bob her head, licking and sucking my head and shaft. I had no doubt that this was exactly what Mandy had planned, having Jen sucking my dick with her pussy an open invitation to her husband. "Oh shit. Gonna come." I grunted moments before my body bucked and I started unloading into her mouth. She sucked and swallowed shot after shot that I gave her, not stopping until my cock had softened enough that even my oozing had been sucked down.
Without a word, she moved to stand on the chair in front of me, using her hands on the wall behind me to balance and keep us from tipping over. She looked down at me and moved one hand to her skirt, pulling the front up to expose her pussy. She arched her back and pushed it toward my face in invitation. I glanced at Mandy, who was still watching us, teasing her pussy and very obviously ignoring Bob, his dick out of his pants, slowly stroking it.
I reached up and used her bare cheeks to pull her pussy to my face, knowing that she wanted to climax as well. As wet and ready as she was, I doubted it was going to take too long. I licked up her slit, spreading her lips and tasting her juices, getting a soft moan from her as I flicked across her sensitive clit. Over and over I licked, teasing her clit and pushing her coming climax closer and closer.
"You wanna come sit on this baby?" I heard Bob ask, knowing it wasn't aimed at his wife, but mine.
"Not likely! If I want a dick, I'll get one that has some size to it, not a little-boy-sized dick," she answered.
I closed my eyes, knowing that was going to garner a significant reaction.
"What the hell? You don't think my dick is big enough?"
"For me? Not worth the trouble. If I'm gonna fuck someone besides my husband, I'm gonna make damn sure it's worth it. And honey, I just don't see what you got is worth me cheating on Jack over. Sorry, but that's the way it is."
"But he's good enough to fuck my wife?"
"Well, let's see. I've seen him put his fingers to good use, I've seen her grind against his big fat dick, and suck him off, and right now he's using his talented tongue on her pussy. But fuck her? I haven't seen that yet. Of course, if you WANT to see her getting fucked by a real cock, we could probably arrange it. I mean, let's face it, it IS a pretty fucking big dick."
"And mine isn't?" Bob asked loudly. I could feel and hear him put the recliner down and stand up. I pushed Jen slightly to the side so I could see what was happening.
"Honey, that isn't a cock. That's a little boy penis. I wouldn't waste my time sucking it, let alone fucking it."
Shit! If that didn't piss off Bob, I'd be fucking surprised. I was coaxing Jen off my chair, expecting Bob to blow up at her. I wanted to be ready to respond if he got physical. I'd never known him to lose his temper that way, but then, I'd never heard anyone insult his manhood that way.
"Little boy penis? Really? Maybe the problem is it's just too much for you to handle. That little girl twat of yours doesn't exactly look like it can handle a real man's cock."
"Oh trust me, It can handle a real man. But you wouldn't know, since yours is so tiny."
I could see him seething as he stood in front of her, staring at her. I wasn't sure for a minute that he wasn't going to lash out at her.
"Doesn't feel very good, does it? Being belittled?"
"What? What the fuck are you talking about?" he snapped at her.
"That's what you're doing to Jen. You treat her like a piece of useless scrap meat. I mean, come on. You don't care who she has sex with? She isn't sexy looking? Do you understand how hurtful that kind of thing is to a woman, especially one you're married to?"
"She doesn't complain, why should you?"
"She doesn't complain? Why the hell do you think she asked you to go to counseling with her? That therapist isn't there to help you hone your skills at seducing other women. She's there to help you two connect sexually again."
He looked around at all of us and then back to my wife. "I can't help that I find you more attractive than I do her."
"Really? Is it more attractive, or just new attractive? Come on. I know guys. You love to look, and for most guys, that's as far as it goes. A little looking. But you went off the plantation. You started fucking women that were new and different. Now you're like a kid in a candy store. You want this," Mandy said, spreading her knees apart and flashing her pussy at him. "You want new and different, we get that. But just because you want new and different doesn't mean that what you have at home isn't still good and special. If you want her to be special, you have to make her feel special."
"I don't have to listen to you kibitzing my marriage. I mean, I already got a therapist trying to tell me that I don't recognize what I have in front of me. I mean, come on. I married her. I know what she is. And compared to you, even begin younger, her body doesn't stack up like yours."
"Or Ellie or any of the other women you fuck when you're on the road?" Jen snapped at him. "Listen to yourself. I work out, I wear sexy underwear and lingerie for you. I've even done housework naked to try and entice you. But you just don't give a shit! Maybe I should not give a shit either. Maybe I should really start looking for another man to fuck. Is that what you want? Your wife fucking other men?"
"I don't care who you fuck. We both know that you're only so-so in bed. Maybe it'd be a good thing for you to fuck some other guys. Maybe you'll learn something to make you better in bed."
Well, that did it. Jen turned and ran down the hall to the bedroom again. Mandy got up from the sofa, put a hand in the middle of Bob's chest and pushed him back away from her. "What a fuck you are, you know that?" She walked past him and down the hall.
"Now what did I do?"
"Jesus, Bob. Don't you get it? You just called your wife lousy in bed. How would you like it if she called you that?"
"She wouldn't, because I'm not!"
"You so sure of that?"
"Well, hell. Of course. I don't ever get any complaints."
"You sure about that? Or do you just not get any complaints made to your face? Women, they don't get in your face about that kind of thing. They care too much about us to make that kind of complaint. At least, I know Jen wouldn't."
"How do you know that?"
"I've heard more than enough going on between them and a few of their friends to know. You'd be surprised at how they compare their husbands after a few margaritas. I can tell you, they're MUCH more explicit than guys are after a few beers."
"And you've heard her say I'm lousy in bed?"
"Not in those words. But I can tell you, that as far as a Don Juan, you're not even on the list, let alone at the top."
"And I suppose you are?"
"I'm at least on the list of guys most of them wouldn't mind fucking," I said with a shrug. "And no, I'm not supposed to know that. I only know it because I gave Samantha a ride home one day after the girls had been together, and she tried to get into my pants."
"Samantha? The blond one? Nice tits?"
"Yeah."
"She wanted to get into your pants?" he asked as he turned and sat back down, looking at me in surprise. "Samantha?"
"That's the way it was. She said that if there was anyone that could keep Mandy so satisfied, she wasn't interested in even looking anywhere else. Well, she wanted to get a taste, and she offered me up her body. Even pulled her panties down to her knees to show me what she was offering."
"And you didn't take her up on it?"
"Why should I?"
"Well, hell! She's one hot little piece of ass!"
"Come on. Like you'd know? Have you even seen her in anything more provocative than those little dresses she wears?"
"Well, uh. Not exactly."
"No. I didn't think as much," I said shaking my head. "Ya know, I like you. You're a nice guy and we've done a lot together, but the last couple months you've been a real dick. I don't know what it is, but you're mean to your wife; we went way out of bounds to help you and Jen out, getting naked and having sex in front of you, because that's what Jen said she wanted us to do. And instead of being excited about having sex with your wife, you spent all your time trying to stare at Mandy. What gives? Are you that unhappy with Jen?"
"Well, not unhappy. But damn, it's just dull. You know, same old shit. Oh, she tries. Gets sexy lingerie and all, but hell, when I look at her I don't see sexy. I see normal every day."
"And you look at Mandy and see sexy? Even though she's more than ten years older than Jen?"
"Well, fuck. She is hot. Mandy I mean. I'd fuck her in a hot second!"
"What makes her better than Jen? I mean, come on. Jen is pretty damn sexy too. No, her tits aren't as big as Mandy's but, well, she seems like she'd be pretty damn good in bed."
"She's not bad. I mean, she'll keep going as long as you want. It's not like she's going to quit, and she does lots of different positions. It's just that she's, you know, everyday."
"So instead of working on it, you're cheating on her?"
"It's just sex. I mean, I'm not going to go run away with any of them. It's just a hot little fling and then it's over."
"If I did a hot little fling on the side, Mandy would probably cut my pecker off. I'm hers and she's mine. That's the way it's supposed to be."
"It doesn't have to be."
"Why not? You think she likes having you stepping out on her? Have you tried to find things that make what you have with her special in ways no one else can?"
"I don't see how. I mean, she's just Jen. Nothing really special about her."
"And you don't love her?"
"Of course I do."
"But you cheat on her just the same, even knowing it hurts her that you do?"
"It shouldn't hurt her. I mean, it's just sex, right? "
"Is that your mantra now? It's just sex? Do you know how stupid that sounds? You toss it out there like its an explanation or an excuse or something. Hell, it would be 'just sex' if she was doing it?"
"Of course."




"Even if it was right in front of you?"
"Doesn't matter to me."
"You're sure about that?"
"Yep. Wouldn't faze me a bit."
"Remember you said that," I said as I got up. I walked down the hall to the bedroom and walked in, closing the door behind me. "How much do you want to help Jen?" I asked Mandy.
"You ought to know. I just sat out there and played with myself in front of him."
I looked at Jen. "He seems to think that it wouldn't bother him at all to see you having sex in front of him. You're just ho-hum, in his book."
"So I've heard," she said with a frown. "I had my bare pussy in his face and he just ignored me."
I looked at Mandy again. "You want to help her enough for me to have sex with her?"
"Have sex with her? Are you serious?"
"Completely. He needs to see that someone fucking her in front of him is a hell of a lot bigger deal than he wants to think."
"So you're going to just drag her out there and fuck her in front of him?"
"Not quite. You have lots of sexy stuff I've bought you over the years. I'm willing to bet you two could get dressed up in something totally hot, see-through maybe even, and look every bit as good as any stripper in any club."
"Sure, but what does that have to do with it?"
"I'm willing to bet that Bob isn't as immune to it as he thinks. I know I damn well wouldn't be. This is pretty damn drastic, but if you want to go along with it, you guys could come out in some kind of hot outfits and we make out and have sex right in front of him. Both of you. Maybe you two even make out with each other before inviting me to join in. I'm willing to bet that he isn't as immune to seeing his wife getting a hard fucking right in front of him as he thinks."
"You'd do that?" Jen asked.
"Come on. It's not like it'd be a hardship. I've never cheated on Mandy, and this would definitely be cheating on her. But since I plan on having her do it with us. You don't even have to get naked if you don't want, hon. You could stay fully dressed while we play if you want. Not even give him a bare body to look at except Jen's. But it's up to you guys. I don't want to force you, but we've come this far and he still isn't getting it."
They looked at each other for a few moments. "You'd let him do that?"
"It sounds like a good suggestion. Bob needs an in your face moment, this could do it. Am I thrilled about Jack having sex with you? Not really, but he's right. We've come this far and nothing has had any impact. It's time to up the game."
"You know I haven't ever cheated on Bill, right?"
"Look, if he watches this and doesn't want to have sex with you after this, he needs to turn in his man card, because I don't plan on giving him the chance to join in. He'll have to keep a lid on it until he gets home with you," Mandy said quietly. "I don't even plan on giving him my body to look at, just enough to tease him."
"Well, I'm game if you are."
"Let's just remember, this is a one time thing. What I tried didn't work, so let's see if shockingly obvious works."
"Okay. Give me about five minutes. Come out and start making out right in front of him. Kiss and feel each other up and such. Then you can invite me in and I'll do my best to give both of you multiple orgasms before the game is over."
"You better!" Mandy said with a slight frown. "I don't expect her to get any more than I get, right?"
"Understood," I agreed before leaving the room.
"So, how are the girls doing?"
"Jen stopped crying. They were talking about maybe coming back out in a few minutes."
"Good. I hate it when she goes off and pouts."
"When they come back. I think you should just stay put. I mean, don't engage them at all. You've made it plenty plain what you think of her, and I suspect that she's going to try and get me to have sex with her just to prove you wrong. That isn't going to bother you, is it?"
"Not at all."
"Okay, well, you just sit tight then and we'll see what happens."
"Can I try and put the moves on Mandy?"
"Not unless you want your nuts cut off."
"You'd do that?"
"Uh-uh. She would."
"Well, whatever you think," he said with a shrug."
When they came out, it had been more than five minutes, but it was worth it. Mandy came first, leading Jen by the hand. Mandy had on a dress that was very lightweight. I never saw her wear it without a slip because it was so thin. This time, she wore no slip and wore no bra or panties. How did I know? Because I could just make out the outline of her curls on her mound and between her legs, and when she stepped in front of the TV I could see through enough to see the outline of her ample inner labia sticking down between her legs. Up top, I could easily see the round outlines of her areola, and the hard nipples poking out from the center of each darkened circle. Damn she looked incredible.
Jen was no slouch either. My wife had to have done some digging to find what Jen now had on, most of which I had only seen my wife in once, and never all at the same time. She had on a black bustier that lifted and pushed her breasts up, making them look even bigger. Her nipples, sticking over the tops of each half cup, were poking out, rock-hard and looking every bit ready to be sucked and played with. In fact, they looked like maybe they already had been. She had on a pair of see-through black thong panties, which barely covered anything and hid absolutely nothing. What they did was attract my attention to what was not being hidden, making her full round lips with only a small amount of inner labia protruding seem even sexier than when I'd seen it completely exposed. She had on a garter belt of black satin and a pair of real silk stockings, black of course. The shoes didn't fit perfectly, but the six inch heels made her almost the same height as my wife in her bare feet.
The two stepped in front of the TV and turned to face each other. I'd never seen my wife kiss another woman, and it showed that she was nervous and hesitant, but then so was Jen. The two stood there, arms wrapped around each other, their partly exposed bodies pressed together, kissing for what felt like five minutes. The initially hesitant, almost resistant kiss slowly softening to a very sexy, soft, sensual embrace while we watched. My dick was already hard as heel as they began to touch each other with the tips of their fingers, first up and down each other's back and butt, and then moving around until each was stroking their fingers across each other's hardened nipples, Mandy's through her dress. I still had on a t-shirt and my boxer briefs, but my hard-on had already grown to tent the material out significantly, and the girls appeared to be just getting started.
Their hands moved over each other while they continued to kiss each other, Mandy's fingers stroking over Jen's exposed nipples and then working down to the black material covering her pussy. Her fingers teased up and down over Jen's mound and then slipped between her legs, gently stroking across her lips.
Jen was similarly busy, though she was keeping her hands on the outside of Mandy's dress. She stroked and teased her big breasts and her rock-hard nipples through the thin material. The exception to staying outside the dress was under her skirt. Her hand stroked across my wife's firm stomach, then down to her mound and then even further. Her hand slipped under my wife's short skirt, I saw her stiffen and gasp slightly, pausing her kiss, when Jen's fingers stroked, not over, but between the soft, wet lips I'd licked and teased so many times. I could just make out through her skirt, Jen's fingers stroking between her lips, focusing on her clit. I watched my wife's face flush, a sign I'd learned long ago meant she was getting very excited. I was a bit surprised; as far as I knew, she'd never done anything with another woman, but she was taking to this like a fish to water, her touches and kisses, incredibly erotic and arousing. I presumed that Jen was being every bit as excited as Mandy when she moved her hands from Mandy long enough to push down and take off her tiny, see-through panties.
She tossed them into my lap and then turned back to my wife again, her hand moving quickly back under my wife's skirt. The two stood there, once again kissing, as they stroked each other's most private parts, soft moans and sighs exposing just how close they were both coming to climax.
"I need to be fucked," Jen whispered.
"Me too," Mandy agreed softly. "I think I know where to find a nice, big, hard dick."
"You do?"
"Oh yeah."
"You think he'd give it to me as well?"
"He would if I asked him to."
"You'd do that?"
"I would, for you," Mandy said, turning to face me. She walked toward me, her hand out, Jen following behind, one of her hands out as well. I lowered the footrest and let her take my hand, pulling me up out of the chair. "Jen wants to know if you want to fuck her tight little pussy."
"She does?"
"I do," Jen whispered. "Would you do that?"
I looked at Mandy for a last chance to say no. She nodded slowly. "Do it, all the way," she whispered as she pulled me toward her. I wrapped my arms around both of their waists and the three of us pulled against each other. It was something new to me as well, sharing kisses between my wife and another woman, and also watching them kiss. The longer it went, the harder I got in my boxer briefs until Mandy decided it was time to move things along. She broke the kiss and used her arms to press Jen and myself together, after which she squatted down. She pulled my briefs down and helped me step out of them so I was naked below the waist. She stood up and moved behind me, pulling my shirt up and coaxing Jen to let go long enough to pull it off, leaving me completely naked.
Jen pulled us together in another long, sensuous kiss, her hard nipples pressed to my chest as Mandy squatted down and licked and sucked on my engorged shaft and head. She licked and slurped on my dick for long seconds as Jen and I continued the long, wet embrace. I wasn't sure what to think as Mandy stood up and gently pulled us apart. She took Jen by the hand, pulled her to the coffee table and coaxed her to lie down on top of it, her butt nearly hanging off one end and her head the other. Mandy took me by the dick and pulled me to the table as well. I could tell what she planned, and knelt down in front of Jen as she lifted and spread her legs. I'd imagined doing this with Mandy more than once, so it seemed a bit odd that I'd be doing it to another woman instead of her.
I had to admit, Jen didn't have the biggest boobs, but otherwise she was one very sexy woman, especially dolled up in the bustier and stockings. I let Mandy rub my head up and down Jen's surprisingly wet slit, coating my engorged head with her juices before pulling on me again. I leaned toward Jen and forced my head into her a couple inches, drawing a deep moan from her lips. I started to move my hips, short little strokes at first, lubricating my fat shaft with her juices until I had my full length stuffed into her. Then I started stroking in and out with long, deep strokes.
I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Bob get up and step up to Mandy. He reached out to wrap his arms around her waist and pull her to him. I was about to say something, when Mandy took care of it for us. She reached around behind her and took his hands in hers, pulling his arms from around her waist. She firmly pushed him back away from her. "Uh uh. No one said you could touch me," she said just as firmly. She pushed him back until he sat in the chair and then let go of his hands again. "Maybe if you're a good boy, I'll take my dress off for you for later."
"Is that a promise?"
"Depends on if you're a good boy," she said as she backed away. She moved around the coffee table, turned away from me and then, in a totally shocking move, she squatted down over Jen's face, practically sitting on her as she brought her pussy to Jen's mouth. "That's it, sweetie. Lick my hot little pussy. Get me all turned on and wet so Jack can fuck my brains out when he's done with you."
I stared, unable to see her actually licking my wife, because of the dress skirt covering it all up, but I knew she had to be doing something good with the moans and gasps that were coming from my wife. I thrust hard into Jen, driving deep into her stroke after stroke, watching her sexy body and listening to my wife moan and gasp at Jen's attentions.
"Shit. I'm gonna come." I grunted, knowing that I was growing awful close to filling Jen's pussy, even though she had yet to climax herself. I knew she was close as well, and did my best to hold off. When her pussy started to spasm around me, I knew I could let myself go, and in less than a dozen or so strokes my body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into her and pumping the first shot of cum deep inside her.
"FUCK YES!" I heard Jen scream out under Mandy's skirt as my cock surged and jerked inside her, pumping shot after shot into her. I knelt there, my body jerking as I emptied inside another man's wife for the first time, panting and listening to my wife inch closer to orgasm as Jen once again was licking her pussy.
"God damn! Coming," Mandy moaned as she shuddered, barely able to hold herself up off Jen's face. She lifted herself up, standing over Jen's face, her juices dripping from under her skirt onto Jen's glistening face. Without a word she walked to the kitchen and came back with a hand towel, which Jen used to wipe her face.
"Fuck, that was fun," Jen said with a grin as she looked up at me. "I've never done anything like that."
"Me either," I answered as my wife stepped around to me and coaxed me to pull out. I did, leaving Jen's pussy gaping slightly open, our combined cum now leaking out of her in full view of Bob. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into a long, wet kiss which lasted at least a full minute.
"It was fun," she whispered as she broke the kiss. She pushed me gently toward the recliner, and then helped Jen up from the table. It only took a few moments for the two of them to gingerly climb onto the oversized reclining sectional with me, the two of them squeezed into the chair with me, both of them half lying on me, Jen on my left and Mandy on my right, her back to Bob.
The two took turns kissing me, each turning my head their direction, followed by long, wet kisses designed to get my motor back to full speed. They also both teased and stroked my dick until I was once again hard, which happened only halfway through the third quarter.
"I think it's my turn," Mandy whispered. It took a moment to move Jen's leg enough to straddle me, but when she had, she rubbed my head on her pussy lips and then slid down my shaft. Jen reached up and coaxed the top of my wife's dress down under her big boobs, exposing them to both me and Bob, though what he could see didn't last long, my hand moving to her left breast and Jen's mouth to her right.
Up and down, Mandy moved, sliding me in and out of her pussy with each stroke. Her whole pussy seemed to be squeezing and massaging my fat cock as she worked up and down on me, her body so turned on that she was practically climaxing only moments after sliding down over me. Up and down, she bounced, moaning and gasping and muttering about how good it felt. Her hard nipple pressed into my palm as I kneaded and squeezed her breast the way I knew she loved, her other nipple being sucked and nibbled by Jen. "Oh god. Gonna come again," she panted after only a few short minutes. "Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. Oh god. Honey. Oh shit! HONEY!" she cried as she started slamming herself down hard on me. I'd enjoyed her doing this many times in the past, but she seemed even more excited as she drove me hard into her with each stroke. Her ass slapped my thighs with each stroke, her whole body trembling and shaking as she continued to stroke us both.
"FUCK!" she cried again, this time stopping her strokes and just sitting on me as her pussy clenched and squeezed me like it was trying to milk me. She opened her eyes and sat, panting, staring at me lustfully for long seconds before she whispered. "Okay Jen. He's all warmed up. Why don't you make him come?"
"I'd love to," Jen answered, pulling her face from my wife's chest. Mandy fixed her dress and rolled herself off my engorged shaft, mostly lying on the small center arm rest between the two recliners. Jen rolled onto me in place of my wife and spent only a few moments working my fat, well-lubricated, dick into her tight little pussy.
Jen was just starting to ride up and down on me when Mandy reached back and smacked one of bob's hands, which had apparently strayed under her skirt to her bare ass cheeks. "That isn't being a good boy," Mandy said without looking back at him. "It's not polite to touch without an invitation."
"Fuck. All I want is for you to sit on my cock like that."
Mandy twisted around to look back at him. "Why would I do that?"
"Well, I just thought..."
"That I'd fuck you too? Not likely. Just because you saw my twat earlier, I don't see any reason I should sit on it."
"Well, we don't have to do it that way. I'm game for whatever position you want."
"I'm happy with the position I have right now, watching my husband get fucked by your wife."
"So you're not going to share?"
"What for? I'm already sharing my husband with your wife. I don't need a second dick in my twat, especially not one that we already know isn't as big."
"I'm plenty big."
"Really? You think so? Well, then, why don't you just stand up and get it all hard and we'll see just how big it is? If you're bigger than Jack, then maybe I'll let you fuck me."
"Oh shit," Jen moaned. "Shit. I'm going to come again."
"Already?" Bob asked his wife.
"Oh fuck yes. You think I'm faking it?" she squeaked at least two octaves higher than her normal voice.
"Well, you don't come that fast, ever."
"Apparently I do," she panted as she started to tremble. "Oh shit. OHHHHH SHIT! HERE IT COMES, JACK!" She slammed herself down on me and sat trembling and shuddering as she panted for breath. I held her hips as she spasmed around me, her pussy clenching and squeezing as her orgasm washed over her. She sat like that for almost a full minute before she started moving again, up and down, this time with determination to make me come as well. She rocked her hips in time with her strokes, changing how it felt with each stroke, my head stroking the soft insides of her vagina as she lifted and dropped on me. "Come for me honey. Come in my pussy. Let me feel you coming again, filling me up again."
"Almost." I grunted as she started bouncing harder, her motion so strong that her boobs bounced slightly in the bustier she had on. Up and down she pounded on me, driving me closer and closer to climax. Then it happened. I closed my eyes as my body jerked, my dick spasming and sending a shot of cum deep into her depths. Over and over my body jerked as I pumped her full. After what seemed like an hour, I lay panting, my body feeling momentarily exhausted as my dick twitched and leaked inside her.
"Would you undo this?" Jen whispered.
I reached around her back as she leaned toward me, her nipples brushing my chest. The back of the bustier had a bazillion little buttons, each one seeming to not want to come apart. One at a time I managed to get them undone, until finally she could take the bustier off, leaving her in just the garter and stockings. She leaned toward me and rested her head on my shoulder as Mandy stroked her hand up and down her back from her neck to her butt.
"Well?" Bob asked, drawing our attention back to him. I looked, as did Mandy. Bob was standing with his pants around his ankles, his cock in his hand, slowly stroking his engorged member.
"And you think that's bigger than Jack?"



"I know it is."
"Well, since we can't measure Jack at the moment, why don't we let Jen test it out. If you can fuck her and make her come harder than Jack did, I'll consider it."
"What kind of test is that?"
"A fair one. Otherwise, we'll let Jen get him all hard again and she can measure him."
He frowned as he looked at his wife. "How do I know that she won't just fake it and say he's bigger?"
"You really trust your wife, don't you? You want to fuck me so badly that you're willing to tell her you don't trust her? God, that's sorta disgusting, isn't it?"
"Well, I just don't think..."
"No, enough said. We'll measure. Jen, think you can get him hard again?"
"Shouldn't be hard. He's already starting to get hard again," she said with a giggle, wiggling her hips on me. "I think he likes being inside me."
"I'm sure he does," my wife answered. "Well, you tell me when he's hard. I'll go get something to measure with."
Jen wiggled and rocked on my dick, which was, actually, already getting hard for some reason. Maybe it was just the novelty of having a different pussy on my shaft, or the fact that I was doing her right in front of my wife, even with my wife. Whatever the cause, I was definitely getting harder inside her. By the time Mandy came back with a sewing tape measure, Jen was slowly lifting and dropping on my dick, sliding me slowly, teasingly, in and out of her tight little pussy.
"Okay lover. You ready?"
"Well could be bigger. I mean, I already came twice in her."
"True, but then, unless we want to wait longer." I looked at her, not sure yet what she was actually thinking, because at that moment I wasn't sure I would measure bigger than him, not after twice in less than an hour. I mean, I knew I was bigger than him normally, but after already coming twice, well, I wasn't sure. "You have a better idea?"
"I don't, do you?"
"Maybe. I'm well familiar with how you feel inside me in all kinds of positions, maybe we let him pick one and stick it in, just to see how big he is compared to you."
"That sounds reasonable," Bob said with a grin.
"But I don't want you ogling my body again."
"I'm going to stick my dick in you and you don't want me to see?" he asked with surprise.
"Well, I'm not naked now, am I? I can't help it if I'm a little bashful about my body."
"How about we put a blindfold on him so he can't see. That way you can take your dress off," Jen suggested.
My wife thought about it a moment and then nodded. "Okay. I'll bend over the kitchen table and you can put it in me. Let me get something to blindfold you with."
"Seems a little silly, but okay," he said as Mandy walked to the bedroom. She came back a few moments later with a long strip of material that looked like a satin belt off one of her dresses. She tied it around his head and then checked to make sure he couldn't see anything. "No. I can't see anything."
"Good," Mandy said with a grin. She motioned for Jen to climb off me and then began to walk him toward the kitchen, his feet shuffling along with his pants around them. "Okay, stand here. I need to take my dress off." She motioned to Jen to step to the table and bend over it. That's when I understood what she was doing. She moved to bend over the table so her head was near Jen's and then told him to move forward. "A little more. Almost there. Yes, there, that's my butt. Think you can get it in blindfolded?"
"Without a doubt," he said, grabbing his dick again and rubbing it up and down his wife's pussy. "Fuck you're wet."
"And ready. So show me what you got?"
He pushed his dick into his wife, Mandy making a fake groan as his cock slid into Jen. "Well, it's not as small as it looks, but definitely not as big as Jack. But if you wanna try and prove it's as good. I'll give you two minutes of stroking to show me."
"Not a problem." He began to push his hips, forcing his cock in and out of his own wife, thinking he was fucking Mandy. In and out he stroked, bringing moans and gasps from Jen as he plunged into her over and over. His hips slapped her bare butt with each stroke, driving hard into her his excitement clearly building. "Fuck! You're tighter than I expected. No wonder Jack likes fucking you so much."
"Yeah?" Mandy said, from near Jen's head, faking being breathless. "You think you got what it takes to make me come?"
"Maybe not in two minutes."
"So make it happen then. See if you got enough dick to make me come."
He grinned and plunged harder, holding her hips and driving himself hard into his own wife. I wasn't sure how long it would take for her to climax again, having already climaxed twice with me, but as long as he wasn't beating his meat into Mandy, I didn't care how long he fucked her.
"Come on there stud. Make it happen, if you think you can."
"I can," Bob panted.
"I don't think so. I'm not sure you've got enough dick to get it done."
"No? How about this?" he asked, changing his motion. He was thrusting up into her at an angle now, almost lifting her off the table with each hard thrust. I could see her face, biting her lower lip to keep quiet as he thrust hard into her over and over again. Her body began to tremble and shudder, yet she stayed quiet, trying her best to not say anything. "Oh shit. Gonna come. You want my load you nasty little slut? You want me to pump you full and show your old man what a real load looks like?" He grunted as his wife climaxed around his plunging dick. He suddenly stiffened, holding his dick deep in her pussy as he shuddered. I could tell by his muscle spasms that he was coming in her, pumping his seed where I'd already put two loads. "Fuck, what a tight little cunt." He growled as he came in her. "God I love fucking such a hot little slutty cunt."
To say I was surprised at what he was calling, what he thought was my wife, was an understatement. I'd never call any woman the things he was calling her. It made me seriously wonder about how I could have missed how much of an asshole he really was for all these years.
"Did you like that?" Mandy asked, lying across the table again so her face was from where Jen's was. "You like fucking my slutty cunt, as you put it?"
"Fuck yes. You're a pretty damn good piece of ass. I could get used to ramming you and teaching your old man how a real man fucks. Did you like it? Getting fucked by a real man's cock?"
"Maybe we should ask what your wife thinks of that."
"Why should she care?" he asked as Mandy walked around behind him.
"Because that slutty cunt you just loved to fuck so much, is your own wife's," Mandy said as she pulled the blindfold up off his head.
He blinked a few times at the bright light and then looked down to see his own wife bent over the table. "What the fuck?"
"What's the matter? Didn't enjoy fucking the pussy in front of you?"
"It was supposed to be you!" he snapped, pulling his dick out of his wife, letting his load leak out of her.
My wife shook her head. "Seems to me, as long as you thought it was me, you were having a grand time."
"That was sneaky as hell. Why would you do that?" he asked with a scowl.
"Simple. To show you it's all in your mind. As long as you thought it was me, you were happy to fuck her. Now that you know it was her, you're upset. You act like you were cheated out of something."
"I was."
"No you weren't. You got exactly what you deserved. This is who you're married to. It's the pussy you're supposed to be fucking. Not me, not Ellie, not whoever the hell you pick up in a bar. See, the problem isn't your wife, or her pussy, or how she fucks. It's YOU! You're the problem with your marriage. Between Jack and you, we've proven beyond any shadow of a doubt that your wife can fuck and she's a good fuck. The problem is you can't see it."
He made a move to reach out to Mandy, clearly planning on grabbing her arm in his anger. I was still moving to get out of my chair when she reached out and caught his hand. In a totally shocking and unexpected move, she twisted his hand and wrist. He went to his knees in front of her, his arm clearly in pain. "Maybe I need to treat you like the shit you are. You want to get physical with me? I think not. This," she said, twisting his hand a little more, "is just one of the little things they taught me in that self defense class your wife and I went to a couple years ago." She let up on the twist and looked down at him. "Don't you ever, and I mean ever, think you're going to get physical with me, or so help me god, you'll be eating your meals for the next twelve weeks out of a straw."
"You wouldn't."
"Wouldn't I?" Mandy asked, twisting his hand again. "I know three ways to break your jaw, four ways to incapacitate you and three ways to make your nuts hurt so badly that you wouldn't be able to walk. And if you think sneaking up behind me will even the advantage, I know three ways to drop you to the ground, and the instructor was bigger than you, so don't even think it." She let go of his hand and backed up. "Now, take your wife home and treat her with respect. I don't ever want to hear you call any woman a slutty cunt again, or I'll demonstrate the one he called the nutcracker. Guaranteed to make you talk like a soprano for at least an hour." With that she turned and walked away and down the hall.
He slowly got to his feet and stood looking at me. "I had no idea she could do that."
"That's not all she can do," Jen said, standing up now. "And I can do the same things, so don't think about getting rough with me because she took you down. There's this cute little move he taught us, just in case some guy knocks us out and tries to rape us? When we come to, there's this little move that can collapse your wind pipe. Fuck, Bob. You liked fucking me. You were having a great time. And you came hard! I mean, harder than I remember you coming in me in, well, a couple years at least. Why can't it be that way all the time?"
"But I didn't think I was fucking you! I thought I was fucking her!"
"So? It was me though. Why does it have to be someone else to be good for you? Why can't you do that with me, thinking it IS me? Come on, take me home and let me show you how seductive I can be and how good we can feel with each other."
"You're not dressed."
"So? Maybe me going home naked will turn you on. I wouldn't mind getting fucked like that again!"
"But you already got fucked three times."
"So? You think I don't enjoy being fucked? Come on." She took him by the hand and pulled him to the back door and then out of it into the night. I walked down the hall to find my wife in the shower, and joined her.
"Good. You need a shower before you fuck me again. And before you ask, yes, I am still horny as hell!"
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I couldn't believe I was doing this. Hell, the only reason I agreed to the dare, was because I knew there was no way Chris was ever going to manage his dare. Neither of us are anywhere close to being part of the "in" crowd. We were part of that typical group of high school students that were more concerned with grades than sports. As a result, we were not socially popular, but we were almost always in demand to be study partners for the girls that wanted to skate by without working any harder than they had to. It'd been that way since my sophomore year. Now as seniors, we're closing in on graduation, and just as in demand as before, this semester by those same girls, in chemistry class.
Chris was partners with Mandy Long. He had a crush on her, of course, but I doubt she had any interest in him at all, besides what he could do on homework for her, that is. I told him flat out that was the case, but he refused to believe me. Instead, pushing me into a bit of a bet. To prove she was interested in more than just his brain, all he had to do was to convince her to drop her pants for him and let him lick her pussy. If he could show me a picture of that, then I'd strip and jack off in the girls' locker room, in front of my chemistry partner, Becky Williams. I knew Becky had no interest in me other than my brain, but I wasn't worried; simply because, there was no way Mandy was EVER going to drop her panties for Chris, no matter how much he asked her.
So here I was, sneaking into the girls' locker room during the football game, one of the few times the locker rooms are unlocked at night, with little chance of anyone coming into the locker room. The cheerleaders would all be on the field until the end of the game. Becky wasn't a cheerleader, but she was still one of the hottest girls in school, or at least I thought so. The locker room was indeed empty when we slipped into it, we being me, with Becky following close behind.
"Now what?" She asked as we stood near one of the rows of Lockers. "I agreed to sneak in with you, so you going to tell me why now?"
I turned to look at her. "Would you believe me if I told you I had to get undressed and you've got to watch?"
"Say what? Are you serious?"
"I'm afraid so. I made a really lousy bet."
"And you lost?" She asked with a shocked look. "Oh Jesus Billy, I don't believe you. I'm risking getting suspended so you can pay off on a bet?"
"Well um, sorta. You see um, you're part of the bet."
"ME?! I'm not part of any stupid bet."
"No. You um, you don't have to do anything, you just have to watch and take a few pictures."
"Take pictures? Of what?"
"Me, undressed." I answered, feeling my face grow hot with embarrassment.
"Seriously? You got me to come in here with you so you could flash your junk in front of me?"
"Yeah, um, not hard, right?" I said quicky, blushing as I said it. "And um, on top of that, well, you sorta get to watch me jacking off."
"You're not serious!"
"Unfortunately, I am. The bet was to have you photograph me jacking off, naked, in the girls' shower."
She laughed. "Holy shit Billy. That's why you wanted me to sneak in with you? To watch you do that?"
"Yeah, 'fraid so."
"I don't believe this. I mean we can get suspended for this. I can't afford that! I only came as a favor because you spend so much time helping me. But this?"
"I know. But if we're quick..."
"Quick? How do you do that quick?"
"I'm not asking you to get undressed or anything. If we get caught it's only me without clothes. Trust me, it won't take long and I hate to welch on a bet."
"But this? You're assuming I actually want to see you do that!"
"All you have to do is take a picture with my phone. Come on. I've already offered to do your homework for two weeks."
"Okay. Make it four weeks and I'll stay!"
"Deal!"
"Better get to it then. I don't wanna get caught in here with you."
I walked to one of the benches and started undressing. I'd never actually been naked in front of a girl, except my sister. So, stripping in front of Becky, was more than a little awkward. Even more awkward to turn around and face her with a half hard dick, trying to cover it with one hand, my phone in the other.
"Well, um, yeah." She said, taking my phone, but not taking her eyes off my crotch. "Um, maybe we better get started?"
"Yeah. We better." I agreed, feeling horribly embarrassed. I turned and walked quickly to the showers and looked around. "Um one place is as good as another, I guess."
"It would seem," she said, following behind me. "Yeah." I said, taking a deep breath. "Never done this in front of anyone before."
"Never watched a guy do it either."
I nodded and moved my hands. I leaned my back against the wall and closed my eyes. I wrapped one hand around my dick and started stroking it, even though it was still pretty soft. "I usually do this to something to watch." I said, as I tried to picture Becky taking her shirt off.
"Yeah?"
"Don't girls do that?" I asked.
"You mean jerk off? Not exactly."
"No?" I asked as I stroked myself harder. "How do they do it?"
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah."
"We, um, we usually rub our clit with our fingers." She said sounding a little breathless. "What do you think about while you're doing that?"
"This?"
"Uh. Yeah."
"Honestly, I'm, uh, I'm imagining you undressing."
"You are?"
"Yeah." I answered, opening my eyes to look at her. She was staring at my dick as I stroked it, one hand holding my phone, the other rubbing under her skirt.
"Damn Billy!"
"What?" I asked, looking around.
"Your dick!"
"What about it?" I asked, stopping my strokes and looking down at myself.
"Shit! You're big. I mean really big!"
"I'm not!" I protested.
"Shit yes. Only one I've seen bigger is my dad."
"You've seen your dad?"
"Well, it was a dare from a friend. Sneak in, while he's showering and take a picture. But he was doing what you're doing. He looked really big, and you're almost as big as he was."
"I don't think I'm that big."
"Can I touch it?"
"You want to touch my junk?"
"Just a little. I want to feel how big it is."
I shrugged nervously. I'd never been asked by a girl to let her touch my dick. "I guess."
She stepped closer and reached out for my dick. I felt her warm hand wrap around my shaft, her fingers not able to reach all the way around. She started to slide her hand along its length. "Damn. It is big."
"That feels good," I groaned softly. She kept sliding her hand along my shaft, her fingers running over my engorged head with each stroke.
"You know, um, if you wanted, you could, um, you could touch me too if you wanted."
"Under your skirt?"
"Unless you want me to take it off."
"Take it off?"
She grinned. "Okay, since you asked nice." She let go of my dick and in only a few moments her skirt was around her ankles, exposing a pair of tiny black panties that clearly had a very wet crotch. She wasn't done yet though. She pushed her panties down to her knees, exposing her completely hairless pussy and mound. She reached for my hand and shuffled her feet slightly closer to me, pulling my hand to her pussy. I felt her hot wetness, as I let my fingers stroke her soft, protruding, inner lips. "Mmmm. That's better." She breathed softly, as she moved her hand back to my dick. "But if you ever tell anyone about this, I'll rip it off!"
"Got it. Who'd believe me anyway?"
"Well, just don't."
"Not likely!" I gasped, as she stroked her hand along my shaft again. "Oh damn, that feels good!"
"I'll take the picture when you come, if you let me know when."
"Okay. Won't be long, with you doing that."
"Yeah. I know the feeling."
"You like that?"
"Oh, hell yes! You're hitting just the right spot."
"So are you." I panted, as she worked me closer and closer to coming. "I'm going to come in a minute."
"So am I," she whispered.
"Oh, damn Becky. I don't know how much longer I can hold it!"
"So don't!"
"The picture?" I gasped.
"Oh fuck! Yeah!" She mumbled, as she fumbled with my cell phone.
"MISS WILLIAMS! What are you doing?!" We heard from the doorway to the shower room area. Becky jerked her head around.
"FUCK! MISS SONG!"
I looked past Becky and saw the girls' gym teacher and cheerleader coach walking into the shower room.
"Oh shit!" I gasped, as the enormity of the situation hit me. She walked over to within a few feet of us, Becky's hand still holding my dick. I pulled my hand from between her legs and tried to push her hand away from my hardon, which she seemed to be gripping even harder.
"Miss Williams, just what the hell is going on here?"
"Um, nothing?" She answered hopefully.
Miss Song stood with her arms crossed. "Young lady, this is most certainly NOT nothing!"
"It's my fault." I started to say.
"I'm sure it is. And just who are you exactly? And don't try to give me any fake names!"
"Um. Billy West ma'am."
"Well Mr. West. Tell me, just how is this all your fault? Seems to me, it takes two for something like this."
"I talked her into coming to take a picture of me doing this stupid dare. She just sorta got caught up in the moment."
"And the stupid dare?"
"It's kind of embarrassing."
"More embarrassing than getting caught naked in the girls showers?"
"I, um, I sorta had to have her take my picture, naked in the girls shower." I said, blushing again.
"I see. And Miss Williams was your selection for this dubious honor?"
"Yes ma'am." I admitted, looking down at the floor.
"Miss Williams, I'm going to give you the benefit of the doubt. You clearly exercised poor judgment getting involved in this. I would have expected better from you. Get your pants on and go. You and I will talk about this later."
"Yes Miss Song." She said, quickly pulling her underwear up from around her knees and then bending down for her skirt. Up until then I'd done a pretty good job of hiding myself behind her. But with her moving as she put on her skirt, I was left exposed. Miss Song stood only a few feet from me, her arms crossed just under her modest sized boobs, looking me up and down. She took long seconds working her gaze up and down my naked body, pausing twice looking at my hand covered crotch. "Here's your phone, Billy." Becky said, holding my phone out.
"I'll take that." Miss Song said, taking the phone from Becky, who looked apologetically at me before handing the phone to Miss Song and then leaving. She turned the phone to use my face to unlock it. "Well now. What should we do about you? Tell me again, just what you were supposed to have a picture of? I don't see any picture of you standing there naked, so clearly there had to be something else involved."
"It was supposed to be me coming." I whispered, looking at the floor.
"I'm sorry. I couldn't hear that. What did you say?"
"It was supposed to be of me coming." I said louder, feeling my face burning red.
"I'm not sure I heard that correctly. Are you telling me Miss Williams was going to take a picture of you ejaculating in my shower room?" I looked at the floor and nodded. "I see. And this was some kind of dare?"
"I lost a bet and this was, well, this was what I had to do to pay off the bet."
"I see. It seems like you went to a lot of risk to pay a silly bet."
"Yes ma'am. It was."
"Alright. Since you're already paying the price, you might as well get your picture." I looked up at her with a startled look. "Oh yes. You are clearly going to pay for this, so you might as well get what you're paying for."
"So, you want me to..."
"Finish what you started? Yes, I'll take the picture." I stared at her, more shocked than anything else. I didn't really think about what she said about paying the price, it was more that she wanted me to stand there and jack off in front of her. "Well?"
"I. um. I don't know."
"It seemed like the two of you were doing a pretty good job of getting each other there when I walked in. I don't see any reason you shouldn't finish."
"I don't think I can." I mumbled.
She looked down at me and stepped closer. "Put your hands on your head."
"Huh?"
"Hands on your head." She said simply. I moved my hands slowly from my crotch, exposing my flaccid dick and rested both hands on my head. She reached out and gently grasped my dick and began to play with it. She teased and tugged it, slowly getting it to grow in her hand. She slipped the phone into the pocket of her spandex yoga pants, and stepped in front of me. She used both hands on my dick and began to massage and tease my balls with her other hand. "Mmmmm. Seems like you have a fairly, good sized piece of hardware here. I can see why Miss Williams was getting into what she was doing. Probably thinking about what this would feel like sliding in and out of her hot, wet pussy. Is that what you think about when you stroke off, sliding it in and out of a hot wet pussy?" When I didn't answer right away, she grinned a little. "I'm not surprised. Whose pussy are you thinking about now? Miss Williams, or mine?" I definitely was NOT going to answer that, especially since I was looking at her crotch and thinking exactly that. "Come on. You can answer me."
"You," I whispered, barely loud enough to be heard.
"I thought as much. Boys are so visual. Alright. Here's something to look at." She let go of my dick and in moments, pushed her spandex pants down to her thighs, exposing her from her waist to her thighs. She had a patch of short trimmed blonde curls on her mound, but the parts of her full round outer lips I could see were shaved bare. She had no inner labia protruding at all, making her pussy look much like what I'd seen on videos of teen girls, or at least, what the videos wanted you to think were teen girls, since everyone knew they had to be at least eighteen. Miss Song was older than that, maybe twenty-five or twenty-six years old. When she let go of her pants, she reached for the hem of the spandex shirt she had on, and pulled the bottom up, pulling it and the built-in bra up over her small, maybe C cup, boobs, leaving her naked from her upper chest to her thighs.
"Holy shit." I breathed as I stared at her mostly nude body. She reached back to my dick and started stroking again, this time with both hands.
"Mmmmmm. That's better. Now you're getting really hard, and bigger too. Yeah, this is a very nice sized dick." She whispered, as she stroked with both hands on my shaft, her fingers didn't quite reach all the way around my shaft and touch her palms, and with both hands on my shaft, a couple inches and my mushroom head easily stuck up over her hands. Her strokes slid up and down my shaft, her hand sliding completely over my engorged head with each stroke. I could feel my pre-cum leaking and being spread over my shaft, but even so, it was clearly not enough lubrication. She leaned over me a little more and drooled saliva down onto my head as she continued to stroke. "There. Better?"
"Oh God, yes." I groaned softly.
"You going to come for me?"
"Uh huh." I panted in response, knowing that she had pushed me back, nearly to where I had been before. I could feel the warmth and tingle of my impending orgasm growing inside me, radiating out through my body. "Oh God. Gonna come." I panted.
"Good. Let it happen." She whispered, continuing to stroke me without moving from in front of me. "Let me see it."
"Oh God." I squeaked slightly, feeling my climax about to take over.
"That's it. Let it happen. Come for me. Let me see your fat cock squirting all over me. That's what you want, isn't it? To see your cum sprayed all over my tits and my pussy?"
"Oh damn." I grunted, as I stared at her mostly naked body. I felt my body stiffen and then jerk hard, a huge gush of cum lancing out of my dick toward her. I watched, as the long creamy rope of cum pushed up through the air toward her, landing on her right breast, right next to her nipple. The sight of it seemed to make the next surge even stronger, spraying onto her other breast and leaving a long rope down her stomach. Half a dozen times I pumped cum out at her, her hands aiming my dick, so that I'd sprayed onto both tits and several smaller, less intense surges, onto her mound, some of it slowly sliding down onto her pussy lips. She let go of my now softening dick, letting it droop down between us, but not stepping away. She reached into the pants pocket by her knees and drew out my phone. She used my face to unlock it and then quickly found the camera app. She took several pictures, of my cum, on her tits and pussy, as well as leaking from my dick. Her final picture was of the head of my only partly hard dick, pressed to her incredibly sexy pussy lips, as if it were trying to push into her.
"Now to send them." She whispered, sending the pictures to someone else as I stood there, leaning against the wall, still panting.
"Who did you send them too?" I asked in shock, suddenly afraid of who might see them.
"Not to worry. No faces are included. But just so you know, you just texted them to me. Now, if you want to, you can stand right there and watch or take pictures of me doing the same thing. Unless of course you want to make it happen."
"Me?"
"You do know how to make a woman climax, don't you?"
"Actually, Becky was the first one I ever touched in person, besides my sister once."
"Well then, maybe it's time you learned. If you're going to expect a girl to do what I just did, you need to be able to return the favor." She reached for my hand and pulled it to her crotch. "Now, just slip your hand between my thighs. Yes, like that. Now let your finger rub along my pussy lips. Yes, just like that!" She whispered, as I started to slide my hand back and forth between her thighs, the side of my pointer finger working between her hot wet lips. I could feel her lips spread and allow my finger between them and then saw her take in a quick breath. "There you go. You found my clit. Now you want to rub it, but not roughly. Make some of your strokes firm, and others softer, gentler. But that's where you want to rub." She reached down and set my phone between her legs, laying it on the crotch of her yoga pants. I could see it was videoing her pussy as I stroked it, filming my hand as well as her entire pussy. She took my other hand and lifted it to one of her breasts and then coaxed me to squeeze and twist one of her nipples. "Yes. There you go. That's going to make me come. Ahhhhh, yes. I can feel it coming. It's growing. Don't stop. Whatever you do, don't stop." She panted.
I continued to stroke my fingers between her lips, teasing her with my strokes, pressing harder and then lighter, making her whole body seem to tremble and shudder. It went on like that for almost two minutes before she pulled my hand from between her legs. She reached down and got the phone, stopping the video.
"Now, you have something to watch while you jack off at home." She said, as she fixed her pants and shirt, not bothering to clean any of my cum off of her. "Now, we have to do something about the price of all this. Since you like the girls' locker room so well, I think it's only appropriate that you police it up after cheerleading practice. Once the girls are all done, you can come in and pick up all the towels and clean things up. And while they're practicing, you can be our mat boy."
"Mat boy?"
"Someone to help get the mats out and put them away again after practice. I think you can handle it. Practice is Monday, Tuesday and Thursday from four to five. I expect to see you there. If not, some of those pictures of your dick might accidently get circulated around school."



"Every week?" I asked, in surprise.
"What? Don't want to hang out with the girls three times a week?"
"It's just that..."
"Uh-uh. I don't want to hear it. If we're going to keep this between us, and keep you from getting suspended, which I'm sure is what would happen if I turned this in to the principal, you're going to have to pay for it. Understand?"
"Yes Ma'am."
"No. It's coach or coach Song. If you're working with the team, no reason you shouldn't address me as such."
"Yes, um, coach."
"Very good. Now get dressed and get out of here."
---o---
It was Saturday and I didn't exactly get up early, so when my cell phone rang before eight in the morning, I wasn't a happy camper. I pulled the phone off the nightstand and answered it.
"Yeah?" I grunted sleepily.
"Billy?" I heard Becky ask.
"Yeah."
"It's Becky. Can you talk?"
"Sure."
"So what happened? After I left, I mean?"
I sat up in bed and let the previous evening come back to me. "She, um, she made me finish what we were doing."
"Seriously? She made you jack off, in front of her?"
"Actually, no. She did it. She, um, I don't know how much I should say."
"You better fucking tell me everything!"
"Alright. But you're not going to believe it."
"Tell me EVERTYHING! My butt is on the line too, you know."
"Yeah. Okay. Well, she started to play with my dick, doing what you were doing. She said if I was going to have to pay for it, that I might as well get the picture for my bet. After she was stroking me a while, she pulled her pants down to her knees, and her shirt up over her boobs. She made me come all over her."
"No shit? She did that? You saw her naked?"
"Almost naked, yeah. She seemed to really get turned on, playing with my dick."
"So she just jacked you off onto herself and then what, took pictures of it?"
"She sent the pictures to herself from my phone and told me that if I told anyone, she'd accuse me of sending her unsolicited sex pictures. So, you can't tell anyone. And I do mean anyone!"
"My god, you're serious. I thought you were kidding."
"Nope. Then she made me do what I was doing to you until she came. She videoed it on my phone."
"Damn Billy. That's some serious shit. What then? She said you were going to have to pay for it. Is she going to suspend you?"
"Apparently, I am now the cheer squad mat boy. I have to get the mats out for practice and put them away, and after the girls are all done, I have to clean up the locker room. Pick up towels and such. Not sure what else yet."
"That doesn't sound so bad. I mean, it's a lot better than getting suspended, or worse."
"Yeah. I agree. Monday, Tuesday and Thursday practices. We'll have to move our study sessions to evening. Practice is from four to five."
"Yeah, that's no problem. I was going to suggest that maybe you come over to my house to help me study, instead of the library."
"I thought you didn't want me at your house."
"I didn't, but I do now."
"You're sure?"
"I'm sure. Can you come over today and help me study for Monday's test?"
"Yeah. When?"
"My parents are going shopping this afternoon and will be gone for a few hours. Why not come by about two."
"Sure. See you at two."
"You know where I live?"
I chuckled. "Yeah. I do. See you at two."
"Okay, see you then."
I had no idea what was going on with her, but if she wanted to study at her house, that was fine with me.
---o---
I showed up at Becky's house at five after two. She had to almost be waiting for me to get there, since she pulled the door open, only seconds after I rang the doorbell. "Hey! You're here! Great!" she said, opening the door for me.
"Hey." I said, staring at her chest showing through the thin shirt she had on. The white shirt was skin tight and her big round dark areola showed through the material, as did her hard nipples.
She closed the door behind me. "Come on. Let's go up to my room." She turned and headed up the stairs, the very short black mini-skirt she had on, was short enough that I could see her bare butt and pussy, as she walked up the stairs in front of me. It was one hell of a view, and I was sure she knew what she was showing and was showing it off intentionally. Each step she took, made her pussy lips push out between her thighs, her inner lips glistening with moisture, as if she'd been playing with herself before I came over. The stairs ended, much too soon for my liking, taking away my view of her sexy parts. She walked down the hall to her room and into it, pushing the door closed behind us.
"Okay. You gotta promise not to tell anyone, okay?"
"Um, sure. Tell them what?"
She reached for her shirt and pulled it up and off, tossing it on the bed. She pushed the skirt down over her hips and off, leaving her completely naked. "That we're having sex. I mean, you do want to, don't you? I just assumed that after the shower room, that you and I would, you know."
"Um. Uh. Sure." I agreed, not sure exactly how this came about. I mean, she didn't really want anything to do with me, other than helping her with her chemistry. To now want to have sex? I didn't get it.
"Well?"
I stood looking at her for long seconds before I realized she wanted me to get undressed. "Sorry. Just not used to seeing you naked."
"You might want to get used to it." She said with a grin. "As long as we're studying together, I plan on enjoying what else you have to offer."
I had my shirt off and was working on my pants. "What else I have to offer? I don't get it."
"You don't?"
"Uh-uh." I answered, pushing my jeans down and then realizing I hadn't taken my shoes off yet.
"Next, you're going to tell me you're a virgin." I couldn't help blushing at the statement. "Oh God, you are? For real?"
"I, um." I mumbled, as I pulled my shoes off and worked my jeans down over my feet. I stood up straight, wearing nothing but my briefs. "I sorta haven't ever..."
She stepped toward me and grinned. "Don't worry. With a cock like you have, it'll be a pleasure to teach you. Call it a trade. You help me with chemistry and I'll help you learn how to please a girl." She slipped her fingers into the waistband of my briefs and pushed them slowly down. "First lesson, never leave a naked woman waiting. If she's naked, she's already willing. If she's half naked, she wants to be teased and seduced a little bit more. Some girls really get turned on by being touched and undressed. Some prefer to have their naked bodies stroked and teased and kissed all over. Some, they just want to throw down, have you take control and take them. And some, some like to be completely dominated. Can you guess which I am?"
"I think you enjoy being kissed and teased?" I asked, hoping I'd guessed right.
"Mmmmm. Good work. How did you guess that?"
"The way you're taking my briefs off. Slow and teasingly. Like you're in a hurry, but not too much of a hurry."
"Very good. I knew you were smart, but I didn't realize you were smart about that kind of thing. Now, I'm going to do something, and I want you to enjoy it and think about how you can return the favor." She knelt down in front of me and pulled my briefs down and helped me step out of them. She stayed kneeling and reached out for my half hard dick and began to play with it with both hands, stroking it with her fingers, but not really wrapping her hand around it. She held it enough to hold it, while she reached out and licked my mushroom head with her tongue, looking up at me for my reaction.
"Oh damn," I breathed softly, "that feels sooo good."
"I like that, that you know to tell me it feels good. A girl likes to know, when she does something that feels good to her man." She whispered, just loud enough for me to hear before she went back to licking me like an ice cream cone.
"Oh damn. It does feel good, but if you keep doing that, you're going to get a face full."
"Maybe I want you to."
"You want me to come for you?"
"I want you to come in my mouth. I want to taste you."
"You don't want me to screw you?"
"Of course, I do! But I also don't want you so excited that you come too soon inside me. Come for me and when you get hard again, you'll be ready for your first vagina."
"Okay." I agreed with a nod. She smiled and closed her lips around my head. "Ohhhhhh fuck!" I groaned, as she wrapped both hands around my dick and began to slide them up and down my shaft, her mouth stroking my head and a few inches of my shaft in time with her strokes. On and off her mouth moved, stroking under my head with her tongue, coaxing me closer and closer to coming. I looked down past her face, seeing her big soft tits wiggling as she pumped her face on and off my shaft. I was quickly building to that point I'd been at the evening before, feeling my load building, and the warmth and tingle spreading. I knew I was going to come, and soon. "Almost there," I grunted in warning. She seemed to suck even harder, as I grew closer and closer to coming. "OH SHIT!" I gasped loudly, as my body bucked, trying to drive my dick into her throat. I felt a huge surge of cum flow from me, into her mouth, which she sucked down eagerly. I stood there, jerking and spasming as my cock pumped shot after shot into her mouth. She finally pulled her face from my dick, panting for breath. She stood up and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing our bodies together and her tits to my chest.
"I want you to kiss me." She whispered. "Kiss me like I'm the woman you love more than anyone else. Show me how you kiss." I let her press her lips to mine, and I kissed her, awkwardly. "No, follow what I do." She whispered and moved her lips to mine again. she spent several long minutes teaching me how to kiss, sucking my lower lip, teasing my tongue and generally getting me seriously turned on again. I couldn't help but think that I was tasting some of my own cream, in her mouth and on her lips, but I was going to do what she asked of me. "I think you learned that very well. And you didn't shy away from tasting your own cum. Not all guys would have let me kiss them after that. It's special that you did. It makes a girl feel like what she did was appreciated, rather than being used. Now, how about I teach you how to properly lick a girl's pussy?"
"I'm game!" I agreed. She backed up to the bed and sat down on the edge. I at least knew enough to kneel down in front of her. She lifted and spread her legs apart, resting her feet on my shoulders.
"Now, you can touch and tease my thighs and outer lips first. Most girls like to be teased a little before you go all in. After you tease me a little, let your tongue stroke me and slowly work deeper. Okay?"
"Sure." I agreed. I tried to think about what would feel good to her, and then did it, slowly kissing both her inner thighs, slowly working closer and closer to her pussy. I softly kissed on each side, using wet kisses like I had on her lips, even using the tip of my tongue to tease the soft creamy skin of her inner thighs. I worked agonizingly slowly toward her pussy, wanting to get to her lips, but also wanting to tease her as much as I could. I finally reached my goal, and then, as she had instructed, I kissed her full round outer lips before moving to the soft, delicate feeling inner labia protruding.
"Ohhhh yes. You're such a good student." She moaned, as I stroked my tongue slowly up between her lips. I let each stroke up work deeper, until I could feel her pubic bone with the tip of my tongue. I found her hard clit, making her moan and gasp with each stroke. "Oh God. You're so going to make me come. Now, put your finger in me."
I did as she asked, slowly pressing one finger into her hot wet depths. I could feel her vagina expand around my finger, but not too much. It seemed to want to hold me inside her, her soft, wet inside gripping me, as I slid it in and out, slowly.
"Oh yes. Now, roll your hand over and press your finger up against me. Feel for my pubic bone, try to let your finger run right along the back side of it. Ohhhh yes! Oh God yes! That's perfect. That's exactly right. Now, while you're doing that, concentrate on my clit. Make me come for you." I followed her directions, stroking my finger in and out while flicking my tongue across her hard little clit. I wrapped one arm around her thigh, so my fingers could spread her lips, making it easier for me to flick and tease her clit. "OH SHIT! OHHHH GOD YES BILLY! FUCK! HERE I COOOOOOOME!"
Her whole body began to shake and tremble, her vagina clenching and spasming around my finger, as her climax wracked her body. I watched her grab her tits and pull and twist her nipples as she shook and trembled, her juices leaking around my finger and tongue as she climaxed for me, only the third girl in my life I'd seen climax in person, coach and my sister being the other two. When her body stopped shaking, she partly sat up and spread her legs apart further pushing herself back on her bed, before reaching out for me. "Come here, it's time to get that cock in me."
I crawled up onto the bed over her, her hand moving to find my, now rock-hard, dick. "With a cock this big, you need to go slow, or you could hurt a girl." She whispered, as she rubbed my head around her sopping wet pussy lips. She worked me around, until she had me nestled into the opening I'd pushed my finger into. "Now, slowly, push in just until just your head slides in." I tried, pressing against her, but not moving into her. "It's okay. Just push with steady pressure. There you go." She gasped, as my dick finally pushed into her an inch or two. "Now, short little strokes. Work yourself in slowly, in little strokes."
"Like this?" I asked, as I started to rock my hips in short little jabbing strokes.
"Oh yeah. Just keep doing that until your whole dick is nice and slick. Feel how deep you are in me? Oh God, it feels so good! Just keep going. You're going to make me come again, but just keep going. Don't stop until you come, okay?"
"Inside you?"
"I appreciate you asking. That's always a nice thing to do. But right now, I need to you to fuck me before we lose it."
I started to stroke long and hard into her, driving my cock hard into her, with each stroke. It seemed like I couldn't do it hard enough for her. Each stroke she rolled her hips slightly, causing me to bang hard against her pussy. It took me a while to realize that she was trying to get her clit to stroke along my dick and then bang hard into the base of me. I started to change my angle along with hers, drawing cries and gasps of pleasure from her with each stroke. "Gonna come," I panted, as my climax grew almost to the point of no return.
"DO IT!" She cried, as I drove hard into her again. "Come for me!"
I watched her tits, rolling wildly on her chest, as I drove into her with abandon, my climax pushing to the breaking point. My whole body suddenly jerked hard, jamming me into her, as my dick spouted shot after shot into her depths. I held myself over her, as I unloaded into her, her arms and legs wrapping around me to pull me down against her. I tried not to smash her with my weight, but she didn't seem to mind, as her body trembled and shuddered with each shot of cum my body pumped into her.
"Oh Jesus, yes!" She panted, as we both stilled. "You fucking made me climax for like five minutes. If you hadn't come when you did, I don't know how much longer I could have handled."
"Is that unusual?" I panted, not really sure if it was a good thing or a bad thing.
She giggled breathlessly. "You are so silly. Yes, that's a good thing. Usually, an orgasm lasts only a minute or so. But after you made me come with your mouth, your dick started it back up and just kept making me come and come and come."
"Oh. Okay. I guess that's good."
"No, it's way more than good. You sure you haven't ever had sex before?"
"Well, I had a few girlfriends and we played around a little. Just hands and stuff. Never did anything like this though. Hell, before coach last night, my sister was the only one I ever saw climax before."
"Well, don't take me as an expert or the only way. This was called the missionary position. I like it hard in this position. Some like other positions, and not all women like it hard. Some like it slow and soft, others more middle of the road, and some like it really rough. Slapping their bodies and tits and stuff. It's always a good idea to go soft and let them coax you to harder, than start hard and have to force you to go gentler."
"I see."
"And as far as positions, I'll be happy to show you as many as you like." She said with a giggle. "Now, some girls like to cuddle after sex, and some like to kiss, that's me. Some, don't want anything, they just want to bang and be done." She whispered, as she pulled my face down to hers. "Why don't we practice some more of that kissing."
I lay on top of her until I softened and slipped out of her pussy. She rolled us over after that and lay on top of me, kissing me gently and seductively. "You know, you're getting pretty good at this. I could get used to doing this with you."
"Can I ask a question?"
"Let me guess. Why?"
"Uh huh. I mean, you're a popular girl, and I'm, well, not even close."
"And you want to know why I'd fuck you? Well, as much as you and I aren't in the same circles, we've worked together long enough, for me to realize that you're actually a pretty nice guy. You never take advantage of me, even if I did leave an opening. The one time you accidently touched my butt, I think you were more embarrassed than anything else. It was so cute, to watch you blush and try to apologize. So, yeah, you're nice. I just never knew how big of a thing you have."
"So, this is because of my big dick?"
"Well, it was. I'll admit that. But now. Well, it's more than that. I wasn't exactly lying when I said I wanted to pay you back, for all the help you've given me. Donnie wouldn't ever want to find out I was doing this with you, but you're twice the man he is in bed, and you're just learning. He thinks he's God's gift to women." She said, with a little frown.
"I don't think he'd appreciate me having sex with his girl." I said, with a frown.
"Which is why we aren't going to tell him." She said, with a smile before kissing me on the lips again. "So, we do have to study. Would you like to do it naked?"
"Naked with you? Hell yes."
"And when you get a hard dick again, why don't you see if you can find another way to put it into me."
We studied for the test for almost an hour before her frequent teasing had my dick hard as a rock again. She was laying on her stomach and encouraged me to try and take her that way, while we continued to study. It was a little odd, with me on my hands and knees over her back, trying to ask her chemistry questions, while I was trying to work my fat head into her. I had worked my dick between her thighs, pressing it to her lips, feeling her hot wetness envelope my head, when my continual trying was pushing me over the top. "Oh damn, no!" I mumbled, trying desperately to get into her pussy before it happened. I felt the right place and was just trying to slide in when my body spasmed, jamming me into her an inch or so. "I'm sorry." I gasped, as I lay on her back, my cock pumping shot after shot out into her pussy.
"For what? Getting a little over excited and hitting the wrong hole?"
"Hitting the wrong hole?"
"Yeah. I thought you were going for the trifecta, you know, my mouth, my pussy and my ass? Kinda brave for a first timer, but hey, go bold I always say."
I lifted myself up part way to look down at my dick, and where it was penetrating her. I lay back down, even more embarrassed that my dick was definitely NOT in her pussy. "Oh damn, I'm so sorry." I panted.



"Nothing to be embarrassed about. Not all girls like the back door, but I've done it before, so all good. Only thing is, now you have me really horny again, so you're going to have to either get hard again and finish the job or get me off some other way."
Half an hour later, with a little help from Becky, she had me standing at attention, like a telephone pole, as she climbed onto me to show me what she called "cowgirl". She grinned at me, as she settled my engorged head into the entrance to her vaginal depths, then slowly lowered herself down my rock-hard shaft. "Oh, fuck yes! I could to this every day and not get tired of it." She moaned softly, as she began to lift and lower herself on my shaft. Up and down, she slid, working more and more of me into her, until her bare cheeks were pressing to my thighs with each stroke. What we'd done before felt good, but this way my dick head was bumping into the end of her vagina with each stroke, sending little tingles down the length of my shaft to my groin. God, it felt good! I slid my hands up her body, capturing her breasts. She showed me how I could hold them, with my fingers capturing her nipples, so that when I squeezed her big soft boobs, it also squeezed her rock-hard nipples. Up and down, she moved, my hands squeezing her soft tits in time with her strokes. Her pussy made a soft squish, each time she slid down my pole, and she moaned and grunted in pleasure, as her bare butt cheeks slapped out a rhythmic tune.
Up and down, she slid, on my cock, looking better than the sexiest woman I'd ever seen in any porn video. I held her tits and reveled in the feeling of her soft vaginal walls stroking, teasing my head and that perfect spot under it. "God. You're going to make me come again." I groaned to her, as the sensations started causing that familiar tingle and urgency.
"Again?" She asked, opening her eyes to look down at me as she continued to lift and drop on me. "I didn't think that'd happen, but I'm not going to complain. I wouldn't mind feeling another one inside me."
"Well, you will, if you keep doing that."
"So, you like this position?"
"Yeah, I do." I answered breathlessly.
"What do you like about it?" She panted.
"Seeing your sexy body. Holding your sexy boobs."
She smiled. "Then let me show you one more trick." She reached for one of my hands and moved it to her crotch. Without stopping her motion, she coaxed my fingers into position, so that, as she slid down my pole, my fingers pressed between her wet lips and across her hard clit. "Oh, fuck yes!" She grunted, as she fine-tuned my finger position. "Just like that. That'll make me come for sure." She continued to lift and drop on me, her breathing becoming more ragged and labored, as her body started to reach for the climax that was growing closer and closer. I struggled to hold myself back, remembering that letting her climax first was a good way to have a happy partner. "Oh, fuck yes! Gonna come." She gasped, as her legs started to tremble and her motion became just slightly less coordinated. She started dropping harder, her bare ass slapping louder, as she grunted and moaned. "Oh fuck yes! Oh fuck yes! Gonna come. Oh shit honey! Oh shit. Gonna come. Gonna coooooommmmme!" she ended with a loud squeal, her pussy clenching and squeezing around me.
I was close, but I needed a few more strokes, and she seemed to know it. She tried to keep moving, sliding up and down, but her strokes started to get more random, which to my surprise, pushed me to the final point even quicker. "Oh shit." I grunted, as my body spasmed under her.
"FUCK YES!" she cried, as my cock surged a gush of cum into her. She drove herself down and sat on me, grinding her pussy hard on my shaft, driving my head up hard against the end of her vaginal depths. She sat, panting and wiggling, while her body shook and trembled in orgasm for long seconds. Finally, she lowered herself down, laying on top of me, and pressing her still hard nipples into my chest. "Now that felt good." She whispered, before giving me a soft kiss. "I could get used to study breaks like this."
"So could I."
"Too bad we have to quit. My parents should be home soon and I wouldn't want them to find me this way. Mom thinks I'm still a virgin."
"Well, given what you've said and taught me today, I guess you've had some experience."
She looked at my eyes for long seconds. "That bothers you, doesn't it?"
"I dunno. I mean, you have a boyfriend, and I'm not it. So, it shouldn't."
"But it sorta does, doesn't it?"
"A little."
"Why?"
"Mom always told my sister that a girl should be saving it for the right man, and not just tossing it out there for any dick that wants it. She was trying to make both of us understand that we shouldn't expect sex just because we're dating someone."
"Your mom might be onto something. But I've had a few boyfriends and they've always wanted sex. I'm good at it, so why not enjoy it?"
"Well, if you're good with it, I guess who am I to complain? I mean, I never figured I'd ever even get to touch your body, let alone have sex with you."
"I never knew you had such a big dick. If I had, we might have done this a lot sooner." She giggled. "I mean, not every girl gets to sit on a man-sized dick."
"I'm not that big." I said with a frown, "I don't understand why you think I am."
"Who's had more sex, you or me?"
"Well, obviously not me."
"Right, so when I tell you; you have a big dick, just trust me that I know what I'm talking about. I know dicks like you know chemistry."
"Kinda hard to argue that explanation."
"Good, now let's get dressed, before my parents come home."
---o---
"Jesus Billy. You get caught in the girls' locker room naked, and you come out smelling like a rose!"
"What do you mean? I damn near got suspended!"
"But you didn't. Instead, you had the hottest teacher in the school get half naked and jack you off. Hell, if any of the guys heard about this, you'd be fucking famous. Not only that, Becky is banging you behind her boyfriend's back."
"Yeah. That's kinda awkward."
"It'll be more than that if he catches you. He'll break you in half!"
"I don't plan on telling him."
"I wouldn't either. Okay, so Miss Song is going to punish you how exactly?"
"I don't know for sure. She said something about being a mat boy, whatever that is, and having to clean up the girls' locker room after cheer practice."
"Mat boy? Well, I don't know what that is exactly, but I can guess it has to do with helping move the training mats. Either way, you'll be in the practice gym with the girls. THAT should be damn interesting."
"Why?"
"You know no one is allowed in the practice gym during cheer practice. Wanna know why?"
"Okay, I give. Why?"
"Because they practice half naked!"
"Come on. No one would do that." I said, with a frown.
"Okay, maybe not half naked. But from what I heard, they only wear tiny little shorts and sports bras. That's pretty much half naked, isn't it?"
"Even if they did, how does that turn into anything interesting?"
"Wearing only that and doing those hand springs and things they do? Hell, you might even get to stand close enough to them, when they're doing pyramids and stuff, to look at their crotches."
"Is that all you think about? Looking at their crotches and tits?"
"Since Mandy put her pussy in my face? Yeah, it is." He chuckled.
"How the hell did you EVER get her to agree to do that anyway? I mean, I never figured she'd do that."
"That's easy. I went to that adult store up the highway and bought a big vibrating dick, and I promised she could have it for nothing if she let me watch her use it one time. Once she started to climax, it was easy to get her to sit on my face so I could lick her."
"And you still think she's interested in you?"
"Maybe not as boyfriend material, but she promised to show me how to use it on her next time we were studying. I'm, planning on getting her really close and then substituting my mister happy, for the fake one."
"And she's not going to object to that?"
"Not if I do it right." He grinned.
"Yeah, sure. You let me know how that goes."
"Don't worry I will. Now, tell me about fucking Becky! How the hell did you manage that?" he asked, with a grin.
---o---
I was having a hard time not thinking about Becky, as I walked toward the practice gym. She sat so close to me in chem class that her hip was pressed right against mine, her hand occasionally slipping into my lap to squeeze my hardon through my pants. I needed to NOT think about that at the moment though, as I walked to the practice gym, a pair of running shoes I dug out of my closet, in my hand. Miss Song had texted me to bring athletic shoes and to be at her office in the gym by 3:30. Since practice didn't start until 4, I wondered what I needed to do before practice.
"Well, Mister West. Good to see you're punctual!" She said, from behind her desk as I walked into her office. When they built the new main gym, they made a hallway between the practice gym and the new gym, which both the boys and girls locker rooms opened to. The other end of the locker room, was accessed through a door going to the parking lot, allowing the athletes to exit outside toward the sports fields, or inside to access either gym. The boys' coach's office was on one side of that hallway, and the girls on the other, with an office door off the practice gym and a back-office door leading into the girls' locker room. The men's coach's office opened on the practice gym and the weight room. Miss Song sat at her desk, facing the door leading to the practice gym, looking at me as I stood awkwardly in front of her desk. "So, you ready to be the mat boy for the cheer team?"
"I guess. I don't even know what a mat boy does."
"Well, you help them get the tumbling mats out of the store room, and set them and move them as they need. And you can help spot them on tumbling runs. I'll show you how to do that. Basically, you're there to help them, with whatever they need, during practice. Towels to wipe off with, help balancing on towers, whatever."
"Okay. I guess. But why?"
"Why? Don't you think you should pay some penance for your actions?"
"Well, yeah, I guess. I mean, probably. I just don't know why it's with the cheer team."
"Why not? You were in the girls' shower room, naked, jacking off. That's a sexual act. More, you were doing it with a girl, which is even more of a sexual act. I figure if you're going to treat women as sexual objects, you might as well get to know the sexiest girls in school, and find out that they have personalities and are not just sexual objects. Knowing some of these girls, and how big your equipment is, you'll probably end up being treated just the same, as a sexual object. Might do you good to know how it feels."
"How would they look at me as a sexual object?" I asked curiously.
She grinned, reached down into a desk drawer and tossed me some clothes. "Put these on."
I shook out a pair of blue shorts, that looked like they had once been a pair of blue sweat pants, that had the legs cut off, and what I called a white muscle shirt. A tank top sort of. "Okay," I answered, turning to leave her office and head to the boys' locker room.
"Where are you going?"
"To change?"
"Uh-uh. Right there." She said, pointing to the corner of her office. Her office had a large window overlooking the gym floor, and beyond that, a long section of wall that was just cinder block. I walked over to where she pointed, and realized that it was far enough away from the windows that no one would be able to see me unless they walked into the office. "Go ahead. I've already seen you naked, so no point in being bashful." I sighed and started undressing. I got down to just my socks and briefs and started to step into the shorts. "Uh-uh. Lose the briefs." She said, leaning back in her chair to watch me.
"You want me to wear just the shorts?" I asked, knowing from just a look that if I wasn't really careful, my dick could easily show through one of the leg holes, and if I was even party hard, the front would tent out significantly.
"That's right. Just the shorts and shirt." After a few moments, she added, "actually, for today, just the shorts."
"Miss Song, coach, this is going to be more revealing than I'm comfortable with."
"Really?" She asked, leaning back in her chair. "More than being naked in the girls shower?"
"Well, that wasn't exactly as public as cheerleading practice, was it?"
"Billy, do you know why we don't allow visitors in the girls practice sessions?"
"I presumed so no one knows what you're practicing."
"No, nothing we do is secret. We don't allow visitors, for the girls' comfort. It gets warm practicing in the gym, so the girls tend to wear as little as possible. Usually just cut off t-shirts or sports bras and small shorts. That leads to frequent, um, displays, of body parts that they don't intend. Rather than have them embarrassed and thinking about what might or might not show, we just make it so it isn't a big deal. No one, from the outside, gets to watch and the girls are more comfortable practicing in what's comfortable for them. Understand?"
"Yeah. I guess so. But why these shorts for me?"
"If you're going to be working with the girls, you're going to occasionally see things they might not feel comfortable with you seeing. I intend on making sure they understand that you aren't there to ogle their bodies, and one way to do that is to make your attire every bit as exposable as theirs. It won't take long for them to get used to accidently flashing you, if you are having the same thing happen."
"I guess that makes sense." I said, with a shrug.
"Good, now finish stripping." She said with a grin. "While I don't flash my body parts during practice, I do enjoy looking at a big hard dick." I couldn't help but blush, as I took off my briefs and realized I did, indeed, have a hardon, which she stared at, with slightly parted lips. I was just pulling the shorts on as her hand moved to her crotch and slowly stroked it, her chair pushed back far enough that I couldn't miss the move. "This is definitely going to make practices a lot more interesting." She stood up from her chair and walked to the door of her office. "Come with me."
I followed out of her office into the practice gym. To say I felt awkward was an understatement. The pair of shorts that I had on were held up by one tie string around my waist, but other than that, I felt like I was naked, my half hard dick pushing out the front of the shorts significantly. I was beginning to wonder, if maybe being suspended for a few days, wouldn't be preferable to what I was being forced to do now. I followed her, to a door part way across the gym floor. She opened it and turned on a light. It was clearly an equipment room with all kinds of gym gear. There were volley ball nets, and scooter boards and most significantly, along one wall, two large, maybe five foot high, stacks of thick pads. She grabbed hold of one and slid it off the pile. "These are the tumbling mats. We use them for all our tumbling runs as well as our lifts and such. That way if a girl falls, it's not nearly as painful. These have to be put out at the beginning of practice, and then put away at the end. I expect you to be here at 3:30 on practice days to get them out and at the end of practice, you can put them back up while the girls are showering. Got it?"
"Yes coach." I said, grabbing one of the mats and dragging it out of the room. Each mat was about four foot by six foot, and about three inches thick. I was surprised that they weren't heavier than they were, each mat feeling like it was some kind of foam inside, with a heavy vinyl outer covering. I started pulling them out and dragging them across the floor to create a twenty-four foot long strip, and then a large twenty-four foot square. By the time I was done the girls had started to come out of the locker room and into the gym. They were milling around near the coach's office door, clearly not expecting to see me in the gym. I didn't have to hear the comments to know what they were.
"Okay, come with me." She said, as I laid the last mat in place. I took a few jogging steps to catch up with her as she headed toward the girls. "Alright girls, let's gather up for a minute." She called as we approached. The girls all gathered up, but were looking more at me, than the coach. She was right about their attire. The shorts were either fairly loose, like mine, or very tight, and very short, spandex types. Tops ranged from cut off t-shirts to sports bras. Like she had described, the girls were more naked than dressed, with just the important parts covered. "Alright ladies. Now, I know what you're already thinking. What's a boy doing in the gym, let alone dressed like he is. Well, this is Billy West. He's paying penance for something, and I felt like it would be appropriate for him to work for us, as a team. He will be taking care of the mats, both before and after practice, so you don't have to do that for the foreseeable future. He will also be cleaning up after you in the locker room. So, for the moment, the cleaning schedule is suspended." There were a few "sweet" comments to that. "Now, as to the other issue. He has been told exactly why I don't allow visitors in the gym when we are practicing, especially boys. I know that a few of you might be concerned about what he might see. It's my hope that you'll get more comfortable having him around. And to facilitate that," she said, stepping aside. "Mister West, please step over here."
I shrugged and stepped to where she was standing.
"Malissa, would you come over here?" She said, looking at one of the girls. The turned her head to look at me. "Malissa is the team captain. So, it's only appropriate that she get to do the honors."
"The honors?" I asked, suddenly getting a bad feeling about this. Coach ignored me and whispered something quietly to Malissa, who looked at me with a look of surprise on her face, and then a cat ate the canary grin.
"Okay Billy, hands on your head." She said, as she stepped behind me. I reluctantly put my hands on my head as Malissa stepped behind me. I could feel her t-shirt covered boobs press to my bare back and her arms circle around me. Her hands moved to the waistband of the shorts I had on, and I quickly dropped my hands and grabbed hers.
"HEY!"
"Hands on your head Billy. Unless you want me to send those pictures to Principal Jennings." I looked at her for long seconds, holding onto Malissa's hands, which were now gripping the bow of the drawstring waistband. "Well? Your choice." I looked at the girls and frowned, as I let go of Malissa's hands. She pulled the string and in moments I felt my shorts sliding down my legs, leaving me completely naked from the ankles up. I figured that Malissa would back away after getting me naked, but instead she stayed pressed against my back, her hands now moving to grip my partly hard dick. She wrapped both hands around it and began to slowly stroke it. I closed my eyes, willing my growing hardon to go the other way, but to no avail. In less than two minutes my dick was erect and poking out at all the girls, to the sound of a few "damn" and "holy shit" comments. "Well, there you go girls. Now, if something of yours happens to slip out, just remember, he's just as embarrassed about getting displayed as you are. It'll happen, and we'll all just deal with it when it happens. Okay?"
There was general assent, as Malissa released my dick and stepped back. She moved back to the group and I could see just how hard her nipples had gotten, making my mind race at the thought that she'd gotten turned on playing with my dick.
"Okay Billy. You can cover up again." Coach said, with a nod.



"Does he have to?" Rosanne Cramer, the only black girl on the small eight girl squad.
"Unless you want to join him and do practice naked, I'd say he does." Coach said with a soft feminine chuckle.
"Might be worth it." Julia Liou, the petite Asian girl on the team called out from where she was staring at my hardon. Her boobs weren't all that big, maybe a large B cup. It was hard to tell with them pressed flat by a sports bra. It wasn't hard to tell where her nipples were though, as each hard nub pushed the front of the bra out dramatically.
"Really girls?" Coach asked with a laugh. "If anyone walked in and saw even this, it wouldn't end well for any of us. So, why doesn't Mister West put his tool back away and we'll start practice."
I thankfully bent over and pulled my shorts up, covering my hardon. Not that the shorts didn't still show plenty, at least it was covered.
I had no idea just how hard it was to practice for cheerleading. I mean, they spent a good part of the hour practicing the handsprings and tumbling runs, that looked so easy on the football field. I also understood exactly why coach had a no guests policy. I saw bare boobs on multiple occasions, particularly Malissa's, Rosanne's and Samantha Aberdeen's, the tallest of the girls. All three of them wore bare midriff cut off shirts that tended to slip up over their breasts, exposing their boobs and nipples to everyone, including me. I had to admit, I'd never seen a black girl's dark areola and nipples before today, and I was having a hard time not thinking about trying to play with them.
I also was having a really hard time resisting looking at Jenny Becker's pussy. She was slightly heavier set than the rest of the girls with really big boobs encased in a sports bra. But she had on a pair of terry cloth looking shorts that kept moving and flashing me her full round, completely bare, pussy lips. She didn't have any inner labia at all protruding and I could tell she was turned on, either from looking at my hardon, or by what she was showing me, by the way the deep groove of her pussy lips glistened.
Between the boobs and the pussies flashed at me, my dick remained pretty much rock hard the whole practice. I was almost glad when practice ended and the girl headed off to the showers. It took me almost fifteen minutes to drag all the mats back to the store room and stack them. By then I was sweating heavily as I walked into coach's office. She looked up from where she sat behind the desk toward me. "Well, you survived the first day."
"I did." I answered, as I started to sort out my clothes to change back again.
"You're not getting dressed yet, are you?"
"I was going to."
"I require my girls to all shower before they go home. In your case, you need to shower and clean up the locker room. As far as I know, all the girls are gone, so you can just strip down and use the showers here, since you have to clean up the space anyway."
"You want me to shower in the girls' locker room? Isn't that just going to get me into more trouble?"
"No. You're technically part of the team now, so while boys aren't usually allowed in the girls' locker room; since you're part of the team, there isn't anything preventing it."
"And if other girls are using it?"
"Who? The volleyball season hasn't started. Neither has track. Right now, we're it. So, strip down and get in the shower. You can use that door. It goes right into the locker room without having to walk into the hallway."
I nodded with a sigh, realizing there was no arguing with her. I took off the shorts and peeled my shoes and socks off. I padded barefoot across her office and through the door into the locker room, her eyes following my swinging dick with each step. Her back-office door led into the locker room near the shower entrance, so all I did was turn and head into the showers and hope that all the girls had left. The shower room was a large open space, with shower heads around the outside walls every half dozen feet, or so. Unlike the boys' showers, there were dispensers for liquid body soap and shampoo mounted by each shower handle. I was going to smell girly today, but I made a mental note to bring my own bar soap the next day. I was standing, facing away from the locker room, soaping my body, when I felt a pair of hands slip around my waist.
I should have been surprised, but I wasn't. I'd sort of expected coach to join me the way she was looking at my dick as I walked across her office. All through practice I'd been trying to figure out why she wanted me to do this, be the mat boy, as she called me. The only reasonable explanation was that it was an excuse to see me naked, though I didn't understand why. Just like I didn't understand why Becky did what she did. I never expected to see her boobs, let alone have her get naked and teach me about sex. All this because I lost a stupid bet and had to get naked in front of Becky, in the girls' shower. Why the hell coach Song wanted to see me naked, or get me naked in front of the cheerleaders, was still a mystery to me, unless she had designs on having sex with me, which was just as mystifying.
So, like said, I startled a little, when I felt her hand on my hips, but I wasn't overly surprised. I felt a pair of rock-hard nipples rub against my back and then large soft breasts press against me. The soft kiss on the back of my neck did surprise me a little, but I let it go as her hands slid down to my soapy dick, grasping it gently and slowly stroking it. It was already partly hard, and got harder quickly, as she teased her fingers along its length.
"I want it in me." She whispered softly, barely loud enough for me to hear over the spraying water. "It was so sexy to watch it at practice. Wanted to just rip your shorts off and sit on it the whole time."
"You did?"
"Oh yeah." She whispered. "Did you like seeing my pussy? I tried to let you see it as much as I could." Okay, that startled me. Coach didn't flash me anything! I twisted my head around to see Jenny Becker's face inches from mine. She was smiling as she stroked my dick.
"Jenny!?"
"That's me. Who did you think it was? Malissa?"
"Actually, coach." I answered, as I tried to push my heart back into place in my chest.
"Oh really? You wanted coach to come shower with you?" she asked, as she allowed me to turn in her arms, her hands now resting on my butt, my soapy dick trapped between our bodies.
"Wanted? Not exactly. Just sorta expected her to."
"You did? Why would she do that?"
"After what she did Friday night, I just sorta expected her to take that next step."
"Friday night? What happened Friday night?"
"Oh, yeah. You girls don't know..." I said, getting interrupted before I could say more.
"And if you know what's good for you, mister West, she won't!" I heard from the doorway. I jerked my head to look toward where I heard coach's voice from, and saw her leaning against the doorway, standing completely naked.
Jenny jerked her head around as well. "COACH!?" she said wide eyed. "I was, um, I was just finishing showering." She said quickly, letting go of me and backing away. "We weren't doing anything or anything." She added, as she started for the doorway where coach was standing. She got as far as a few feet from the doorway and coach moved to the middle of the doorway, effectively blocking her way.
"Where are you going?" she asked very sweetly.
"Um. To get dressed?" Jenny said hopefully.
"Without finishing what you clearly intended?" Jenny stood staring at her. "Come on Jenny. I wasn't born yesterday. I saw you intentionally flashing him your private parts, every chance you got."
"But I didn't! I wasn't!" she protested.
Coach rolled her eyes. "Come on. I was your age once, and not all that long ago. If I'd have been staring at that hardon, I'd be horny for it too. So why deny it? You want it. You came in here hoping to get him to fuck your brains out, didn't you?"
Jenny stood there for several seconds, then looked down at the floor. "Yeah. I did."
"Now that wasn't so hard to admit, was it?"
"No coach," she said quietly.
"There's nothing to be ashamed of. It's a really good looking dick. I wouldn't mind having it stuffed in me, but that wouldn't be appropriate. That doesn't mean I can't enjoy seeing you feel it." Jenny jerked her head back up to look at her. "Yes, that's exactly what I meant. Now, go over there and why don't you see if you can convince him to solve that desire?"
"You mean it? You want me to go have sex with him?"
"I'm not going to force you to, but if that's what you had in mind, I don't see why you shouldn't do it. I'm just going to go over there and take a shower. If you happen to have sex, well, I didn't see anything." Coach said with a wink. She stepped past Jenny and walked into the shower room, selecting a shower head across the room from where I was still standing half under and half out of the water spray from my shower head.
Jenny turned around and looked at me, almost as if she was asking what she should do. I was pretty damn horny from all the flashing anyway, and if I didn't have sex with her, I'd probably jerk myself off, before I went to get dressed, so why not. I held a hand out toward her. She walked toward me and moved to wrap her arms around me again, pressing us together. "I've never done anything like this." She whispered.
"Neither have I."
"It seemed a lot easier when I walked in here the first time."
"Harder now with an audience?"
"Something like that."
"Yeah, I know. We don't have to."
"But you want to?"
"Kinda horny."
"Yeah, me too. So how do we do this?"
"Well, easiest way might be for you to bend over and face the wall and I can do you that way."
"Sounds as good as we can do, without a bed."
"Pretty much. Um, when I come, do you want me to, um, you know."
"Come in me? Yeah. You can."
I nodded, as she released me and turned to face the wall. I stepped behind her and grabbed my, again hard, dick and rubbed the tip up and down her wet slit, "oh damn, don't tease. Just put it in!" She moaned softly. I wiggled my dick between her lips until I felt the entrance to her vagina. I pressed myself toward her, trying to force myself into her depths, pressure building up on my head as it tried to expand her entrance to accept me. A woman's body is amazingly elastic, in that area, or at least it has to be, to have babies. I felt my head slip into her, as her vaginal entrance expanded enough to accept me. "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck." She groaned quietly, as I held myself inside her only a few short inches. I started to slowly slide myself in and out of her, letting her pussy lubricate my shaft like Becky had taught me. Nice easy strokes in and out, a little deeper each time, but pulling back, almost until my head would have slipped out, before sliding back in again. I felt my long, fat shaft sink deeper and deeper into her, as I stroked longer and longer, finally feeling my head banging against the end of her vaginal tunnel.
"Damn," I groaned, as I held her hips and started to stroke harder. I was so damn turned on that I was afraid I was going to come any second. I could feel the tingle racing the length of my cock, each time my head banged into her body, making my body want to stroke wildly into her. I shifted my hands, partly bending over her to reach her hanging tits, which were swinging like pendulums, with each impact I made against her bare cheeks. In and out I stroked, listening to her moans and gasps of pleasure.
I could also hear another set of moans, these from across the shower room. I looked over my shoulder at coach, and saw her leaning against the wall, her legs spread apart, two fingers plunging wildly in and out of her own pussy, as she watched me fucking Jenny.
"God, gonna come!" Jenny gasped, as I continued to stroke in and out of her, her tight pussy caressing and squeezing my dick, almost trying to hold me inside her as I grew closer and closer to unloading. "SHIT YES!" She suddenly cried, her whole body seeming to stiffen and then start to tremble and shudder. I could tell she was climaxing and let myself go, adding to the sound of her orgasm with my own groan, only a few dozen stokes later. I stood behind her, my body jerking and spasming, as I pumped shot after shot of cum into her pussy.
I stood there panting with Jenny, listening to coach making little gasps and moans behind us until she cried out and started to climax. I couldn't help but look behind me and watch her climax as my dick shrunk in Jenny's pussy. I suddenly wanted to walk over and stuff my dick into her incredibly sexy body. Not that I didn't find Jenny sexy, but somehow, the thought of fucking the coach was extremely appealing.
My attention was focused back to Jenny when she pulled off my dick and turned to face me. She wrapped both arms around my neck and kissed me. "Promise not to spread around school that we did this?"
"I won't." I agreed quietly. "Not sure I want it spread around that I was in here doing this. It gets back to the principal and I think I'm toast."
"Yeah, I didn't think of that. Well, I won't say either."
"Thank you. It felt really nice."
"Yeah. You felt good too."
"Gonna be fun teasing you now, knowing how it feels." She said with a little giggle. "See you tomorrow!" she let me go, turned and walked quickly out of the shower room.
"Fuck that was hot!" coach said, as she stood under the shower slowly stroking her fingers across her still excited body, her nipples jutting out, rock hard.
I turned the water off on my shower head and walked over to where she stood under her shower head. "You still need to be washed." I said quietly, as I used the dispenser to get some soap. She moved her hands away and let me start washing her body, starting with her breasts. Her nipples stayed hard as I worked my hands all over her body, finally letting my right hand sneak between her legs, and stroke her very wet pussy. She reached down and started to play with my dick and then, very suddenly, pushed me away and turned to turn off the water.
"Don't be late tomorrow!" She said briskly, as she walked quickly from the shower room. By the time I dried off and picked up all the towels, she was gone and my clothes were sitting on the corner of her desk. I dressed and left her office, closing the door behind me.
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Locker Room Dare ch 02
If life wasn't difficult enough for a high school geek, I'd managed to make mine into a train wreck. Just because of a stupid bet, I was now the official 'mat boy' for the cheerleading squad. That meant that I was the only male officially allowed into the girls practice session; in order to handle the mats for them, as a way of paying penance, for getting caught jacking off in the girls' shower room, in front of Becky Williams. Coach Song seemed to think that I regarded girls as sex objects, and not people with feelings, and her solution was to put me into the same position. The uniform she had for me, to wear during practice, left little to the girls' imagination when I had a hardon. It was VERY hard to NOT get one, watching the girls bottoms and boobs flashing me during practice!
A week ago, I could count the number of girls I'd seen naked on one hand, and the number I'd seen climax on one finger. Suddenly I had Becky Williams 'teaching' me about sex, and Coach Song acting like she'd like to do the same. Why else would she get naked in the showers with me, allowing Jenny Becker to have sex with me, right in front of her? Where my fantasies might have included an occasional cheerleader a week ago; now it seemed like I couldn't get the mental images of their boobs and crotches out of my mind, after only one practice session. How was I going to survive a whole season of this?
"So, tell me about it? How did it go?" Becky asked me, as she pulled me, by the hand, up to her room to 'study'.
"I'll tell you in a second." I whispered, knowing her parents were home and not wanting them to hear what had gone on. I let her lead me to her room and she closed the door behind me.
"I can't leave it closed long. Mom will want to come check on us and make sure I'm being a good girl. So, tell me."
I sat on the edge of the bed next to her and took a deep breath. "Well, it was an experience. She had a pair of shorts for me to wear. And by that, I mean I wasn't allowed to wear anything but my shoes and those shorts. Then she showed me where the mats were and how she wanted me to set them up."
"Wait. You went too fast. She gave you shorts to wear?"
"Yeah, she made me put them on in her office. Just the shorts, no underwear or anything."
"Did they look good on you?"
"They showed a hell of a lot. I mean, the leg holes are big enough that if I'm not careful, I can easily be hanging out. And if I get a hardon, damn, it pokes the front out like a freaking tent, or sticks out one of the leg holes! There's no way to hide it."
"Oh damn, that sounds kinda sexy!" She grinned. "Did she sit there watching you put them on?"
"Oh yeah, the whole time."
"Okay. So, then she showed you where the mats were. Did she try to grab you or anything in the mat room? I would have, with your dick showing."
"No, she just showed me where the mats were and how she wanted them set up and put away. By the time I had the mats set up, the girls had all shown up. I didn't really understand how warm it got in there, but as practice went on, we were all sweating pretty hard. That's why the girls wear so little when practicing. Just shorts and sports bras and some wear cut off t-shirts."
"And you in nothing but those little shorts?"
"Yeah. Well, anyway, you promise to keep this secret? She said if I told anyone, she's have me suspended for ten days. I wouldn't be able to graduate!"
"I promise...just you and me."
"Alright. She marched me in front of the girls and then explained that she wanted the girls to feel comfortable wearing whatever they wanted, and to do that they needed to be comfortable with things popping out, like boobs and such."
"You can call 'em tits you know."
"Yeah, I know. Anyway, she felt like the girls wouldn't be as nervous if something slipped out if they knew I was in the same boat. So, she had Malissa Strong stand behind me and drop my shorts and play with my dick, until I was rock hard!"
"NO SHIT! Malissa!? Oh damn! And you just stood there and let her play with you?"
"Didn't have much choice. Anyway, she stroked me until I was really hard, while all the girls watched. I was damn glad she quit, because even as embarrassing as that was, she was getting me damn close to shooting all over."
"Fuck that would have looked so hot!"
"It would have been so damn embarrassing. Anyway, she didn't and I didn't, and coach finally let me put it away."
"So, what else did you have to do."
"Well, during practice, she taught me how to spot the girls that were doing flips and tumbling stuff. I got to see a lot of pussy and tits doing that."
"Bet it kept you hard as hell."
"Rock hard. I was glad when practice was over."
"So, practice got over and you what, put the mats away?"
"Yeah. Then she told me to go shower."
"And you went to the boys' locker room?"
"Nope. She said because I was officially part of the team, I was within her responsibility, and I needed to shower in the girls' locker room. I had to clean up towels and stuff anyway. So, I did. I was showering in there, when Jenny Becker came in."
"Naked?"
"Not a stitch of clothing. She wanted to fuck me. We started to mess around a little, and then coach walked in. I thought we were going to be in trouble, but no. She told us to do what we were going to do, and she used a shower across the room from us and just watched us having sex."
"NO SHIT! God, you are going to be fucking famous if this ever gets out! She just stood there, watching you?"
"Not exactly. She was playing with herself and made herself climax watching us."
"Damn. You are really something! You made Jenny come, of course?"
"Oh yeah."
"And then what?"
"I walked over and started to wash Coach's body. I was just getting her all lathered up, then she suddenly pushed me away and quickly rinsed off and rushed out. By the time I got back to her office to get dressed, she was gone."
"I'm not surprised. She wanted to fuck you and realized she better get the hell out, before she did."
"No. I don't think so."
"You don't? I bet you a hundred bucks she did. That's what I would have wanted. Hell, I want it now!" She said as she stood up and reached under her skirt. She pulled her underwear down and stepped out of them, leaving her dressed, except for her now missing panties.
"I thought your parents were downstairs."
"They are, but if we're quick, we can do it." She said, as she knelt in front of me and reached for my belt. "Come on, help me out here."
I stood up and undid my pants and pushed then down. She shoved me back, to flop on her bed and then she crawled over me, reaching between us for my rock-hard cock and aimed it at her pussy. She closed her eyes as she slowly slid down my dick, bouncing slightly to help lubricate me, as she worked me deeper and deeper into herself. "Ohhhh yeah. I'm so fucking turned on, listening to you tell me all that. I wish I was there, in the shower with you. I'd let you get me naked and fuck me and not care who saw us."
"Oh damn." I groaned, as she slid up and down my cock. "Becky, I don't think I can last very long."
"Don't worry about it. Just try to hold back until I start to come, then you can come with me. We can come together. That's the best way anyway."
"Okay." I whispered, as she stroked herself up and down, her bare cheeks slapping lightly against my thighs with each stroke. I reached up to her chest and grabbed her breasts through the shirt and bra, wishing she had her shirt off, so I could see her completely bare tits.
"Did any of the girls say anything while Malissa was jacking you off?"
"Rosanne Cramer. She wanted to know if we could all go naked, so they could keep seeing my dick."
"Rosanne? Did you get to see her naked too?"
"I wish. No, I only got a little glimpse of one of her boobs for a second. She saw a hell of a lot more of me than I did of her." I said, as I squeezed Becky's boobs, while she kept riding me.
"I wish I was there. I'd have loved to watch you being stroked. I'd have made sure to flash you anything I could, while she was doing that, just to get you to come."
"You'd want me to come, in front of them?"
"Uh huh." She panted, "I bet you'd squirt at least three or four feet."
"Why would you want me to do that?"
"Because you'd look so fucking hot, coming like that! Just like you had to look so hot, coming all over Coach Song. Damn, just thinking about that is making me get so close. Tell me. If you could, would you fuck her? Coach Song? Would you let her do this?"
"Hell yeah." I groaned, as I felt her pussy squeezing me. "Are you coming?"
"Right now? I am. I'm...oh shit yes! Here it comes honey. Here it comes for you. Come with me. I want to feel you coming in me while I'm coming." She panted, as she started bouncing harder, though somewhat uncoordinatedly. Up and down, she moved, driving hard down my shaft, slamming the end of her vagina against my rock-hard dick. I could feel my climax growing quickly, trying to join her.
"Here it comes!" I groaned, as I felt my balls tighten up to my body, moments before my body jerked. The spasm of my body tried to drive me harder into her, pushing me up deep into her, as the first gush of cum lanced up into her hot, wet pussy.
"Oh fuck, yes!" She gasped, as she felt my cum pumping up into her. I lay under her, jerking and spasming, shooting gush after gush of cum into her, as she sat on me, trembling and shaking with her own orgasm. "Oh God, you feel so good doing that. I love it when we come at the same time. It makes you feel even bigger." She whispered, as she lowered herself down. I let my hands move from her chest to her butt, pushing her skirt up over her creamy cheeks, so I could gently stroke her butt. She lowered her face to mine and gave me a long, wet kiss. I heard something that sounded like her bedroom door, but when we broke the kiss, the door was still closed.
"Did you hear the door?" I whispered.
"The door? No, did you?"
"Thought so, but it's still closed. Must have been my imagination."
"Had to be. If it was dad, he'd have thrown you out the window, and if it was mom, well...she'd have had a cow."
"Then I guess we better get dressed before she comes."
"Yeah. Unfortunately. I really wish we had time to get naked and snuggle. I really like snuggling with you after we fuck."
"Do you do that with other guys?" I asked, as she lifted off of me, our cum drooling from her pussy, onto my crotch and partly hard dick.
"Actually, I never really felt like it before you. Not sure why." She said with a shrug. She climbed off me and slipped her panties back on, to catch our cum, and then cleaned me off with a small towel she'd tucked away. "So, we better start studying," she said.
"Shouldn't I finish getting decent?"
"I wish you wouldn't, but I suppose I need to let you. I kinda like looking at you like this. You look, I don't know. Sorta vulnerable...I like it."
I rolled my eyes and worked my briefs and pants back up. She got her book out and lay down on the bed next to me. The two of us lay next to each other, our hips touching, as I asked her questions that I thought might be on the test. We hadn't been at it too long, before her mom opened the door and walked in with a tray that had some cookies and two glasses of milk on it.
"I thought you two might enjoy a little snack." She said with a smile, as she stepped in. I rolled over to look at her.
Mrs. Williams was as stunning looking as her daughter, or actually vice versa. She wasn't thin, but was very curvy, in all the right places. Her boobs pushed out the front of her white blouse a lot more than Becky's and surprisingly, I could make out that she had on a lace bra and even could see the dark circle of her areola, slightly showing through the bra and blouse. She had on a short black skirt that left a LOT of leg showing, very good looking legs, at that, and was short enough that I could see a little bit of the lacy top of her stockings. Overall, she was extremely good looking for a forty-year old woman.
She stepped toward the bed and rested one knee on it as she held the tray out for Becky and me. With her leg slightly bent, and me laying on the bed looking up at her, I couldn't help but notice that I could see up her skirt all the way to her crotch. At first, I wasn't sure I was seeing what I thought I was, but as I reached for a cookie on the plate, she moved, making her legs spread just slightly more. Yeah, she definitely did NOT have on any panties and I was looking at her bare pussy and blonde curls between her legs! "Um, thank you." I answered, as I took a chocolate chip cookie from the plate, trying not to look like I was staring at her crotch.
"Thanks mom," Becky said, sitting up, so she could reach the tray. She took the cookie, and one of the glasses of milk.
I wasn't able to take a glass, from the way I was laying, and I couldn't exactly sit up with her kneeling so close to me. "I'll just set this over here." She said with a smile, pushing off the bed and turning to set the tray on the small dresser near the foot of Becky's bed. The dresser had a mirror above it, and I could see her mom looking at my reflection, her back blocking the view of her daughter. Her hands moved from the tray up to her front, and for just a moment, I saw her stroke her fingers across her obviously erect nipples. "If you need anything else, just call." She said, still not taking her eyes off the reflection of me. After she turned and left, I looked down at myself and noticed that my jeans were bulging out significantly, from the view she had given me.
"You sure were staring at my mom!" Becky said, with a giggle. "For a minute, I thought you might like how she looks, even more than me!"
"Not even. I love how you look. But, are you sure your mom doesn't know we were having sex?" I asked quietly, the door still standing half open after her mom left.
"Positive. Why?"
"Promise you won't get mad?"
"Why would I get mad?"
"Does she always dress that way?"
"Pretty much. She likes to look good at work. I'll admit, her boobs were definitely showing, a bit more than I usually see her going to work showing. Why?"
"I don't know how to say this, but your mom, she wasn't wearing any underwear." I said quietly. Becky looked at me curiously. "The way she knelt down on the edge of the bed with one leg so close to my head, well, I could see right up under her skirt and she didn't have anything on under it."
"Jesus, mom!" she groaned, shaking her head. "Here, hold this." She said, holding the glass of milk out to me. I took the milk and she slipped off the bed and then took the glass from me. She set the glass on the tray and then stormed out of the room, slamming the door closed behind her.
"Uh oh." I said to myself. "I should have kept my mouth shut." I sat there waiting for her to come back, wondering if I should try to leave or just wait. The door suddenly pushed open and Becky walked back in, led by the hand by her mom.
"Okay mom, you wanted to talk, so talk!" Becky said, defiantly.
"I didn't say I wanted to flash your boyfriend," Her mom said, sternly looking at her daughter. "I just gave him the opportunity to look, if he wanted to." She looked back at me and blushed slightly, her stern look softening. "I'm sorry. I probably shouldn't have done what I did. I apologize."
"It's a good thing daddy's not home!" Becky said, angrily.
Her mom turned to look at Becky again. "You're right young lady. It's a darn good thing he isn't home. I can only imagine what he'd be saying right now, after seeing what you two were doing in here." It was Becky's turn to be startled. She stared at her mother, her face growing white. "Oh yes. I saw what you two were doing. You might want your dad to still think you're a sweet little girl, that doesn't do what you were doing, but I know all too well that you've been having sex for some time. Your friend here is just the latest, to sample you. So don't play miss innocent with me, I know better!" The two were silent for long seconds, staring at each other. I saw her stern look soften somewhat. "Look, honey, I can understand, why you two were doing what you were. I have to admit, I was pretty upset when I heard what was happening in here. I opened the door to chew you out, and guess what I saw?" Becky stood, staring at her mom, her face still ashen white. "I saw my little girl, sitting on top of what might be the biggest dick I've even seen in person. Riding it, and clearly enjoying it."
"Shit." Becky whispered.
"The question was, what do I do about it? I stood outside and listened to you climaxing, wondering how to punish you. And you know what? I came up with what I thought was a fitting punishment. I went and changed into this, and I made damn sure that your friend here had every opportunity, to see my pussy, to make an offer. I gave him a very sensuous invitation. Come follow me and you can have what you're seeing. Simple enough."
"Mom? For real?"
"Oh yes. We made eye contact, while I was teasing my nipples. He knew what I was suggesting. I wanted to prove to you, that boys are little more than sacks of hormones, willing to chase any pussy that offers itself up, including yours and mine."
Becky chuckled a little. "And instead, he told me that you were trying to flash him," she said. "Sorry mom. You drew the short straw with Billy. The first time he'd ever had sex was this weekend, when I took his cherry. He didn't push me to have sex with him, I asked him for it."
That seemed to surprise her mom. "He didn't hit on you?"
Becky gave that little girlish chuckle that I love so much, then shook her head. "Nope, now, since then he's become something of an item for the cheerleading team, but otherwise, I'm just teaching him about sex. So, in a way, I'm repaying all the work he's done tutoring me in science for the last three years, with a little special one on one tutoring. And you know what? He's a damn fast learner. Now, the real question is, how are we going to keep daddy from finding out and shooting his dick off?"
"Your father will be livid if he finds out what you're doing, you know that right?"
"I do. So how do we keep daddy from finding out?"
"We? Do you have a mouse in your pocket? This is YOUR problem, young lady!"
"Uh huh. And how upset will he be, when I tell him you wore a top that you could see your nipples through, and that you flashed your completely bare pussy at my boyfriend? Seems to me like we both have a problem."
Mrs. Williams stood with her arms crossed, looking at her daughter, clearly mulling over the consequences of her rash action. After a dozen or more long, silent seconds she nodded. "And you have a proposal to solve this dilemma?"
"Maybe. What would it take, for us to make you forget we were having sex?" When Mrs. Williams didn't answer, Becky stepped closer to her. She reached out and turned her around, facing partly away from me, but facing the mirror above the dresser. "Since you liked using the mirror so much, why don't we see just what else it can show us?" Becky asked quietly as she pulled the zipper down the back of the black skirt her mother had on. As she pulled the zipper down, the waistband of the skirt spread and soon the whole skirt slid down over her curvy hips and down her legs. The blouse was long enough to still cover her butt and crotch, but looking in the mirror I could get little glimpses of her blond curls. Becky stepped closer and reached around her mother, reaching down to the bottom of the blouse. She pulled it up a few inches, exposing her mom's pussy to me, as she began to undo the buttons, one at a time, from the bottom. As she worked, she pulled the blouse apart slightly, leaving her mom's mound and pussy exposed. When she undid the final button, she slipped the blouse down off her mom's shoulders, leaving her in nothing but the stockings, high heels and lace bra.



Becky tossed the blouse onto the bed and then reached to the clasps of the bra, undoing them easily, before sliding it down off her mother's large, soft looking breasts. Her breasts were larger than Becky's, by quite a bit, each large mound hanging down on her chest like a giant drip of water. Her areolas were dark and round, covering a good quarter of the front of each breast, each one ringing a very rigid and inviting looking nipple. "Now, you can stand here and tease him, all you want." She said softly, before she stepped back, leaving her mother naked except for her stockings and shoes. "Or, you can help me teach him how to please a woman." I was torn where to look, as Becky began stripping behind her, tossing her clothes past her mother, so she knew what was happening behind her back. Her mom stood, staring at me in the mirror, a little grin on her face, as she let one hand stroke her pussy lips and the other, tease one of her rock-hard nipples. By the time Becky was naked, my pants were bulging out in the front as my dick desperately tried to free itself. "You want to help me undress him?"
Mrs. Williams smiled more broadly and turned to face me, giving me a look at all her bare parts. She stepped to the bed and crawled onto it. She leaned over me and began to work on trying to pull up my t-shirt, working it up between my back and the bed until she could pull it off. By then, Becky had my pants and briefs off, leaving me laying with nothing on, but my socks.
"Does he know how to pleasure a woman with his tongue?" She asked her daughter quietly, while looking down lustfully at me.
"He knows the basics. But I'm sure a bit of practice, on someone besides me, might be a good addition to his training."
She smiled down at me and moved to swing her leg over my body, her glistening pussy lips hovering over my face. "Why don't you show me what you know?" She said huskily, as she spread her knees apart, to lower her pussy toward my face.
I hadn't ever done it this way before. I'd licked Becky once, but she was laying on her back, that time. Mrs. Williams could see my trepidation and reached for my hands. It took a few moments, but she showed me how to wrap my arms around her thighs and use my fingers to spread her copious inner labia apart, to expose her bright pink insides. I licked up her spread slit tentatively, tasting her tangy juices. I stroked softly at first, like Becky had taught me, teasing my tongue between her lips slowly, each stroke only a little deeper, until I was stroking from the opening of vaginal depths, all the way up, to her now protruding clit.
"Oh fuck." She whispered, the first time my tongue stroked across the hard little nub. She smiled down at me encouragingly. I stroked my tongue a little faster, stroking the full length of her slit. "Spend a little more time on my clit. Stroke it and flick it with your tongue. Maybe three or four times as long on my clit, as the rest of my slit." She whispered.
I tried doing what she wanted, stroking my tongue up to her clit and then teasing the tip across it. I was momentarily distracted, as I felt Becky's hot, wet pussy, engulf my engorged dick. She leaned herself toward her mother's back and her arms circled around her body, lifting and cupping her big soft tits. I flicked and teased Mrs. William's clit, while Becky teased her mom's nipples, twisting and pulling them tantalizingly, while she slowly lifted and lowered herself on my dick.
"Do you want to feel it in you?" Becky asked, softly.
"Oh God yes. But he's your boyfriend. You really want me doing that?"
"Well, he hasn't exactly agreed to be my boyfriend yet, so if you wanted to, I couldn't object. But it'd have to come with a price."
"Why doesn't that surprise me?" Her mother whispered breathlessly.
"You have to never complain if I'm having sex with him. It'll be our secret, but we're gonna be having it a lot and I don't want daddy finding out."
"What if I have a price too?"
"Let me guess? You want to fuck him too?"
"Maybe. Depends on how good he really is."
"You want to know how good he is? Just lay down and let him show you."
I felt Becky pull off of me, and then her mom rolled off my face. In a few moments, Mrs. Williams was laying on the bed, her legs spread, her sopping wet pussy spread and ready as well. "You sure about this?" I asked Becky.
"Now, that you're part of the cheer squad, I think I'm going to have to share you with more than a few of them, so if sharing you with Mom once in a while, gets us unlimited sex when daddy's not home, well that isn't too much of a problem, is it?" I thought about it for a second and was about to answer, when she added. "Besides, as my boyfriend, you have every right to have sex with me any time you want. You do want to be my boyfriend, don't you?"
"I thought you had a boyfriend."
"Had is the operative word. We're not together anymore. He got mad when he found out that I was having sex with you. Said it was him or you. I chose you."
I looked at her stunned. "It's alright. He was just dating me for the sex anyway."
"And I'm not?"
"I dunno yet. I'm willing to see what happens."
"Well, um, sure. I wouldn't mind being your boyfriend."
"Good. Now, let's give mom a really good climax, so we can fuck any time we want."
I wasn't sure this was really a normal relationship. None of the guys that I knew, ever said they'd fucked their girlfriend's mother, but then, most of my friends didn't have a girlfriend that included sex anyway. I shrugged and crawled between Mrs. William's legs. I grasped my fat dick and rubbed my engorged head up and down her wet lips. I settled my head into her opening and then gently pressed myself toward her, remembering what Becky had said, about taking it slow, until she expanded, to fit around my fat shaft. I pressed steadily, feeling the pressure change slowly, until I suddenly slipped inside.
"Ohmygod!" Mrs. Williams groaned deeply, as my dick slid a few inches into her. I watched Becky lean down and start to suck and tease her mom's big, hard nipples, as I rocked my hips a little, sliding my dick in and out a couple short inches. "Ohhhhhhhh God damn!" She moaned loudly, as I stroked deeper into her. I worked my dick in and out, feeling her vagina clenching around me snugly. I could feel her pussy caressing my shaft and the super sensitive spot under my head, making my dick tingle and grow even fatter inside her. "OH SHIT! GONNA COME!" She cried loudly, as I plunged faster into her sopping wet pussy. "Oh shit. Oh shit, oh shit!" She gasped over and over as her pussy began to clench and spasm around me. I could feel her body trying to hold me in her with each stroke, her body wanting my seed to fill her. Only a few dozen strokes later, her pussy still clenching and spasming around me, her body got its wish.
With a loud grunt, my body jerked, jamming my cock deep inside her, as the first surge of cum lanced into her.
"FUCK!" she cried loudly at the ceiling, her entire body starting to tremble and shake, not just her arms and legs any longer. She lay there, trembling, as my cock surged shots of cum deep into her. Becky let go of the tit in her mouth and moved to swing a leg over her mother's head. She pushed her pussy down at her mother's face as she leaned hers toward me, her arms wrapping around my neck. She pulled our faces together, pressing our lips gently together.
It was a long kiss. A minute's long, wet, erotic, tender kiss. Our lips sucking each other, and our tongues teasing each other. I'd only started to soften, when she began kissing me, and it had the effect of keeping my dick hard inside her mother. The kiss grew wetter and more sensuous, as her mother teased and licked her pussy, my hips again moving slightly, working my fat, still hard, dick in and out a short bit.
I'd never had sex with two women at once, and my mind was almost on overload, with the combination of sensations, so much so that I could feel a second orgasm building, only minutes after the first. "Oh damn, I think I'm going to come again!" I groaned softly to Becky.
She raised her eyebrows and then grinned. "Might as well give it all to her." She whispered. I wasn't sure why, but at that moment, I didn't care. I started working my dick in and out a little faster, Becky still trying to kiss me, as I pushed in and out of her mother. I felt and heard Becky moan in my mouth as her mother's attentions were pushing her toward her own climax. I felt her start to shudder, her kiss seeming to freeze, as her body shook. I knew she was coming, as I held her boobs in my hands, her hard nipples pressed into my palms. I imagined I was fucking her, driving my dick in and out of her, and then my mind was in a completely different place. It wasn't her mom, or her I was fucking, it was Coach Song! Moments before my body jerked and filled Mrs. Williams again, my mind was picturing Coach Song's nude body laying under me, taking my full load, deep in her pussy.
I panted, as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping an additional load into Mrs. Williams. I was a little confused with myself. Here I had two, incredibly good looking women, one my age and the other, older, but no less sexy, having sex with me, and I was thinking about Coach Song? I had no idea why, but I sure as hell wasn't going to tell Becky! As far as she was concerned, my mind was completely focused on her kisses and her mother's pussy.
Becky pulled off her mother's face and lay down on the bed, drawing me out of her mother and onto the bed, between the two of them. It was a snug fit, but didn't think either of them minded, as the three of us lay like sardines in a can, pressed against each other. I knew from what she had said before, that she liked to cuddle and kiss and touch after sex, so I let my free hand wander around Becky's body, stroking it wherever I could reach, while she and I continued to softly kiss in short little kisses. I felt her mom laying behind me, spooned against me, her hand between Becky and me, gently playing with my cum covered dick, almost as if she wanted to get it hard again.
We were abruptly interrupted by the sound of Becky's dad coming in the house downstairs. I'd never seen a woman move so quickly. She rolled over the two of us, off the bed and dashed to the bedroom door. She went out the door naked, closing it quickly, but silently, behind her before presumably racing off to her own bedroom.
"Come on. We gotta get dressed." Becky whispered, climbing off the bed and almost running toward the dresser. She pulled out a t-shirt and a pair of shorts and pulled them on while I pulled my briefs and pants on. Becky was just kicking the pile of clothes under the bed when we heard his footsteps on the stairs. She grabbed her book and pushed me onto the bed, flopping down next to me. She opened the book, just as her dad opened the door. "Oh, hey dad! What's up?" She asked, twisting to look back at the door.
"I was going to ask the same thing."
"Just studying for tomorrow's test."
"Uh huh. And your friend here doesn't have a shirt on why?"
"Oh. It was getting warm in here and I thought he'd be more comfortable that way."
"I see. Have you seen your mother?"
"She looked in on us a few minutes ago. Said something about going to take a shower." She said, with a shrug.
"Oh. Alright.'
"Well, we gotta keep studying or I'm not gonna pass this test, okay dad?"
"Sure honey," he said before focusing on me. "I appreciate you tutoring my little girl. Just don't get any ideas about doing anything more than studying, right?"
"I wouldn't..." I started to protest.
"OH DADDY! Why would you accuse him of such a thing. He's just helping me with chemistry, not biology!" she said with a huff, rolling over to look at the book again, clearly dismissing him.
"Alright. I'm sorry. I just get protective of you sweetie."
She looked back at him and smiled. "I know daddy. It's alright. But we do need to get back to this." He nodded and closed the door. "Damn, that was close!" She whispered with a giggle.
"Too close." I agreed.
"Maybe, maybe not. A little risk makes the juices flow, doesn't it?"
"Not if that risk gets my pecker shot off. That is what you said he'd do if he caught us having sex, right?"
"Well, I don't think he'd actually shoot it off...but it wouldn't be good."
"So, imagine what would have happened if he found me with both you and your mother, naked, in here?"
"Boy, that'd be interesting, wouldn't it?"
"I'm not sure I'd call it interesting."
---o---
The next afternoon saw me headed into the coach's office at 3:30, expecting to have to change in her office again. Fortunately for me, she informed me, that now that I had been properly introduced to the girls, she didn't see any reason why I shouldn't change in the locker room with the girls, since she had polled them and gotten only one negative response. She took me into the locker room and showed me a locker next to the rest of the cheer teams lockers, this one with my name on it in tape. I was now officially part of the team. I stripped down, by myself for a change, and pulled on my shorts and a t-shirt, and then headed out to start laying out the mats. I was mostly done, when I heard him.
"HEY! DICKHEAD!" I heard a guy call across the gym. I turned around and saw Jack, Becky's former boyfriend. He was walking across the gym toward me, and not with a happy look on his face. "Hey Dickhead!" he said again. "What the fuck do you mean, fucking my girl?"
"Huh?"
"You heard me! What the fuck do you think you're doing, fucking my girl!" He said, getting inches from my face.
"What Becky and I do is none of your damn business." I snapped back, trying to look a lot more confident than I felt.
"Yeah. Well, she broke up with me, because of you!"
"Actually, she broke up with you, because you're an asshole." I said, with a scowl. "If you knew how to treat a girl, she wouldn't have had a reason to."
"THAT'S IT, YOU LITTLE FUCK!" He roared angrily, reaching out for my shirt. I backed away as quickly as I could, just barely slipping out of reach of his grasp. Not that it was going to stop him. He stepped toward me as I backpedaled, trying my best to stay out of his reach. I'd been in this position before, but for different reasons, with a different tormenter. I knew that if he got hold of me, I'd be beat to a pulp. He had the look of pure hatred on his face. I backpedaled and he advanced, step by step, my shirt just inches out of his grasp. I saw him shift his weight and lunge at me. I tried to dodge to the right, but his fingers closed on the neck of the t-shirt I had on, as my heel caught on the edge of one of the mats. I started to fall and there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it. Once I was on the ground I was going to be pounded into dirt. I was falling onto one of the mats, which would break my fall, but postpone the pain, for only a very short time.
As I fell, I tried to twist myself, knowing the only real hope I had, was to twist out of his grip and run like hell. Not exactly brave, but he was a football player and easily twice my weight. Twisting didn't exactly happen the way my brain envisioned it, partly because of how tightly he was gripping my shirt. I felt the collar of my shirt start to rip, and got a momentary feeling of hope. I used both feet to try and twist myself, jamming one foot as hard as I could into the matt to push away from him, and using the other to shove off the hard gym floor to twist away. I felt the shirt rip and then his hand slip off, the now ripped material. I didn't know how, but I was free, mostly. I could hear him scream, not in anger, but in pain, as I pushed foot into the mat with all my strength. I felt the cushion of the mat give a little, as my body slid out from under his bulk. I twisted my head back in natural reaction to the piercing sound of his scream. I could see his face, screwed up in pain as he began to double over, no longer holding onto me, but his hands reaching down to his own body, cupping his crotch.
He landed on my legs, trapping them between him and the mat, but only for a few moments. I managed to jerk one foot free and used it to lash out at him in an attempt to get my other foot free, before he could recover from whatever had gotten him to release my shirt. I shoved my foot out hard at him as I tried to roll back to my stomach, doing my best impression of a pushup to try and get myself off the mat and into a running position. I heard him cry out again, this time ignoring it, until I could put some distance between us. I felt my other foot come free and took three running steps away from him, before even thinking about looking back. I looked over my shoulder and then slowed my steps, coming to a stop, as I looked back at him.
He was laying on the mat, curled into a fetal position, blood flowing down his face from his nose, where I had apparently kicked him. I stopped and looked at him laying there, mystified why he wasn't chasing me.
"What the hell is going on out here?" I heard coach shout across the gym. "Billy West! What is going on out here?"
"Sorry coach. Jack just showed up and was going to pound me." I said defensively, as I stood panting, looking at him still curled up on the ground.
"Jack Jackson! What are you doing here? You know this gym is off limits during practice."
"Oh God coach Song. He kicked me in the balls," He groaned deeply, as he continued to lay on the mat, blood still flowing from his nose.
"Billy, go get a towel and then head down and get the nurse."
"Yes coach." I answered, taking off at a run for the little towel rack that sat by the gym door. I grabbed a couple of the small towels that the girls used to wipe off with, and ran them back to coach. She took the towels from me and I ran to the door and then jogged down the halls to the main office, the nurse's office only two doors down from it. I felt a little awkward, running down the hallway in the skimpy little shorts coach had me wearing, not to mention the ripped t-shirt. Everyone I ran past stopped and stared as I jogged by. I was glad when I could duck into the nurse's office. Fortunately, I found her sitting at her desk working on some kind of paper work instead of being out about the school someplace. "Miss Allen," I panted, "coach needs you in the practice gym!"
She looked at me in surprise, sitting at her desk, staring at me like I had three heads. She finally shook her head and then got up. Nurse Allen was only a little older than Coach Song, with skin the color of well creamed coffee. Darker than white, but not nearly as dark as what most people call African American. She had modestly large boobs on her otherwise slender frame, and her light-colored blouse contrasted her darker skin tantalizingly, and made her chest seem more prominent. From experience, I could tell you, that all the guys thought she was rocking hot and never complained about being sent to the nurse. I headed back to the practice gym at a light lope, Miss Allen running next to me, the small emergency kit she'd grabbed on the way out, in her hand. I couldn't help but notice her tits bouncing up and down with each stride, the bra she had on clearly not designed for the kind of running she was doing now. It only took two hallways, before one of her boobs had bounced clean out of the lace bra, her now free boob bouncing even more wildly inside the thin blouse.
I almost ran into the door of the gym, I was so busy watching her bouncing boobs. She paused to let me open the door and then ran at that same lope across the gym, to where coach was still kneeling next to Jack, several of the girls now gathered around as well.
"What's up?" Miss Allen asked as she came to a stop, breathing a little heavily as she stood bent over next to them.




"Jessica. Mister Jackson came in to put the hurt on Billy for apparently having sexual relations with his girlfriend. In the ensuing altercation, he caught a foot in the face and a foot in the testicles."
"Alright." She said, kneeling down next to Jack, one of the girls moving aside to give her room. She started with his face, checking it and replacing the towel over his still actively, bleeding nose. "Looks like his nose is broken. He's going to have to make a visit to the ER." She said, before moving to gently try to roll him onto his back. She had to work to get him to roll and lay flat, his hands still cupping his crotch. She worked to undo his belt and pants, Jack moaning in pain, the entire time. She pulled his pants and briefs down, exposing his genitals to the girls that were gathered around, not that he cared at that moment. She coaxed his hands away from his hardware and gently inspected him, his testicles clearly starting to swell and turn purplish. "I think we better get him to the doctor. Why don't you take Mister West down to the office with you and have Sheila call his parents."
Coach nodded her assent and got up. "Come with me Mister West." I silently followed her across the gym. "You have a penchant for getting into trouble, don't you Billy?"
"It would seem that way coach," I agreed reluctantly, "I was just trying to get away from him before he pounded me."
"Fortunately for you, you were doing what you were supposed to, and Mister Jackon wasn't supposed to be in here at all. Also fortunately, I could see you out the office window, so we can at least make the assertion that you weren't the aggressor here. Principal Jennings has a zero tolerance for fighting, so I don't know what she's going to do."
"Damn," I mumbled, as I walked down the hallway with her, feeling even more exposed, now that I was walking and the girls had a much longer time to look at me.
"So, tell me, was he correct? Have you been having sex with his girlfriend." She asked, as we walked down the last hallway toward the main office.
"Not exactly. She broke up with him. She wants to be my girlfriend, but I haven't exactly said yes yet."
"And who exactly would that be?"
"Becky Williams." I answered.
Coach came to a stop and looked at me. "Becky Williams? Seriously? That is a bit of a surprise. Why would she want to...never mind. I know exactly why, especially if you have indeed, been having sexual relations with her." I didn't answer, and she quickly concluded that my non-answer was, indeed, an affirmative answer. She turned back and started back down the hallway again. I followed her to the office and into it. She walked past the receptionist and pointed to a chair. "Sit!" She turned to the receptionist. "Sheila, would you pull the emergency contact info on Jack Jackson. He had an accident and is going to need medical attention. If you could contact his parents, I'd appreciate it." She looked back at me with a frown and then headed to the principal's open door. "Delila, we have a problem." I heard her say, as she pushed the door closed behind her.
I sat in the chair, feeling more than a little conspicuous in the tiny floppy shorts. I looked at the receptionist, Sheila, whose face was slowly reddening, as she tried to look at the computer screen, but kept looking at me. She wasn't bad looking, for an older woman. If I had to guess I'd say she was in her mid-forties or so. As I sat, I suddenly noticed something else. She had a fairly good-sized chest inside the brightly colored dress she had on; but, more to the point, I could see her nipples clearly hardening inside that dress, poking the material out, conspicuously. I looked down at myself and realized that the left leg had ridden up when I sat down, and about half of my flaccid cock was exposed. I blushed at the realization and pulled the leg down, to cover myself.
"Mister West," Coach said, interrupting my embarrassment. "The principal would like to talk to you. Come back down to the practice gym when you're done here."
"Yes coach." I answered, as I stood up. I walked to the principal's door and knocked.
"Come in Mister West." I heard her call. I stepped into her office a couple feet. "Close the door." I did, Principal Jennings wasn't as old as one would think. She tried to dress older than she was, but I had accidently learned, a year before, that she was actually only forty-two. She was also pretty well built. I knew that, because someone had decided to douse the football coach with ice water, after a win last season, and Principal Jennings was standing next to him and got as saturated as he did. The thin blouse she had on almost instantly became see through, and the wet material clung to her well-shaped body and the ample breasts encased in a very sensual lace bra. Pretty much every guy there, stood and stared until someone gave her something to cover herself with.
"Yes ma'am."
"You know I have a zero-tolerance policy on fighting, correct?"
"Yes ma'am," I responded, knowing this was going to cost me a three-day suspension.
"And what is the penalty for the first occurrence of fighting on school grounds?"
"Three day OSS." I said, looking at the floor.
"Mister West? Just exactly what is it you're wearing?"
"Um. Practice shorts? Coach gave them to me to wear, when I agreed to be her mat boy."
"Yes, I know about you being mat boy. She told me what she caught you doing, and wanted me to let her handle it, instead of suspending you. When she said you agreed to it, I had no idea you'd be dressed, um, like this."
"Yeah, neither did i." I mumbled.
"What was that?"
"Sorry ma'am. I said I didn't either."
"And you agreed to this, um, arrangement, willingly?"
"Compared to getting suspended for ten days? Yeah."
"Um. Okay. I'm getting side tracked here. Your fight with Mister Jackson."
"It wasn't a fight ma'am. I was just trying to get away from him, before he beat me up."
"And why was he intent on beating you up? As you put it?"
"Because I've been having sex with Becky Williams." I said quietly.
"You've what? I don't think I heard you."
"Been having sex with Becky Williams."
"I see. And he didn't appreciate that?"
"No ma'am. He considers her to be his girl."
"And he came to make sure you left her alone?"
"Something like that." I agreed, still looking at the floor.
"Fortunately for you, Coach Song was watching through her window when he came after you. She convinced me that it wasn't a fight, but an attempted assault. As a result, I will be dealing with it as such. You are a victim, though I would struggle to call you an innocent victim at this point. You may go back to practice. And Mister West. I don't want to see you running around the halls in something like that again. What coach permits in the practice gym, and what is appropriate in the larger school building are two entirely different things. Do you understand?"
"Yes ma'am."
I didn't waste any time getting out of her office and back to the gym, though I was pretty sure, every girl still in school, was in the hallway to watch me jogging half naked down the halls. By the time I got back to the gym, practice had already started. One of the mats was pulled to the side, since it had a considerable amount of blood on it. I wasn't exactly sure what to do about it, until Nurse Allen came back into the gym. She had a small basket of cleaning supplies. She motioned me over to the mat and knelt on it with me. She had me don rubber gloves, and then instructed me on how to clean up the blood from the mat. While we were working, she took her high heels off, so she could squat down with me.
At first, I didn't notice, concentrating on trying to clean the dried blood off the mat, but a single glance in just the right direction and my brain made the connection. I was looking right up her skirt, her creamy coffee-colored thighs, acting as a beacon for me to look further, her dark outer lips and even darker inner labia, see, I did pay attention in health class, protruding down into view. She didn't seem to notice where my eyes kept going, but my brain did, and before long my dick was growing harder in my shorts, or more correctly, out of my shorts. By the time I was mostly hard, my engorged head was sticking several inches out of the leg of my shorts with absolutely no hope of covering it. I'd like to say that it wasn't on purpose that she was flashing me her pussy, but the little grin she had on her face, as she looked at my growing hardon, made it clear that she knew exactly what she was showing.
It seemed to take me forever, before I had all the blood cleaned off and the pad sanitized. I stuffed the rags and my gloves into the hazmat bag she held out for me, and then, to my disappointment, she stood up, taking away the view I had of her pussy. She nodded to me and walked away without saying anything. I shook my head and pulled the mat back to the store room and then headed out to help spot the girls, as they did their backflips.
Practice ended shortly after, and I set to work dragging all the pads back to storage, while the girls all headed for the showers. I was sweating heavily, rivulets of sweat rolling down my body and soaking into the waistband of my shorts, my ripped t-shirt long since tossed away. I was just pushing the last of the pads onto the stack, when I was startled by a voice behind me.
"Hi." I must have jumped almost two feet into the air, before I spun around to see Allie Mason, the petite little redhead on the cheer squad, standing behind me. She held out the small towel in her hand. "Sorry, didn't mean to startle you."
"Yeah, it's, um, okay." I panted, reaching for the towel she was holding out. I used it to start wiping the sweat from my face and chest.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Um. Sure."
She looked at the floor and shifted from foot to foot. "The other day, when Coach had Malissa, do that. Did you want to do that? I mean, the girls have been talking, that the reason you're here is because you just like showing off your stuff to us." I looked at her a little startled. "What we can't figure out is why coach would let you be in here unless you had something on her, you know, like you caught her doing something she shouldn't."
I looked at the ceiling and laughed. "The girls all figured that out huh?"
"Sorta."
"Well, I'll be one hundred percent straight with you. None of this is my idea. She isn't the one that got caught. I was. She caught me, naked, in the shower room with a girl. I agreed to this rather than get suspended."
"So, that rumor is true? You were in the showers with a Becky Williams?"
I looked at her a little startled. "How did you guess that?"
It was her turn to laugh. "Jack, screaming that you were fucking his girlfriend kind of cinched it. I mean, Becky is, or was, his girlfriend."
I took a deep breath. "Yeah, I got caught naked in the girls' shower room with Becky."
"What were you doing in there?" I blushed and she giggled. "I mean, I can guess what you two were doing. I just didn't know she was into you that way."
"She wasn't. I tricked her into being there. I lost a bet and to pay off I had to get naked in the girls' shower room, in front of Becky, and, um, uh. Do stuff."
"Do stuff?"
I looked at the floor, "I had to jack off in front of her," I whispered.
She laughed again. "And you got caught by coach?"
"That's about the size of it."
"And she wanted you to do this?"
"It was that or get suspended for ten days for being in the girls' showers."
"Oh damn. I'm sorry. Here I thought you were wearing those shorts, because you wanted to flash us."
"Nope. I'm wearing them because coach wants me to flash, but I'm not so sure it's to flash you guys, or to flash her."
"Flash her?"
"Can you keep a secret?"
"Sure."
"Jenny Becker decided to come shower with me and while she and I were, um, ah, were, um, taking a shower together. Coach came in and showered right across the room from us, and she, um, she played with herself, until she came in front of us."
"Jenny? Really? She did? I mean, she's almost the shyest of us. She doesn't even date."
"I think you missed the point. Not that Jenny and I did anything, but that coach came in to watch." I said with a frown, "I better get moving. I need to get changed." I said, pushing the last of the mats a little further on the stack, giving me a reason to turn my back on her. When I turned around, I expected her to have left, or started to. Instead, she was still standing there. I stepped past her and out the door, waiting outside for her to come out. She blushed a little, realizing I was waiting for her, and she walked out. I turned off the light and closed the door, before heading to the hallway door that led to the locker room entrance. She followed behind me as I crossed the gym. I stopped at the door and shut off the gym lights, except for the couple little security lights that stayed on all the time. I noticed the lights in coach's office were still on and shot a glance into the window. I could see her and the nurse, sitting in her office, talking. I headed to the locker room, with Allie following me.
I stopped at my locker to strip off my shoes, socks and shorts. Before I pulled my shorts down, I looked back and saw Allie standing, leaning against a locker, watching me. "Did you want something else?" I asked, feeling a bit awkward.
"Nope, just watching."
"Just want to see the geek's dick again?" I said sarcastically.
"Actually, yes," she said with a grin, "I do."
I nodded. "Fine," I said, pushing my shorts down. I'd been flashed at all the girls by this time, and I wasn't nearly as bashful as I used to be, but being watched just to be watched, felt a little odd. "That what you wanted to see?"
"Maybe. Do you like being naked in front of me?"
"I dunno, why?"
"Cuz you're getting a hardon."
I looked down at myself and it was my turn to blush. I covered my dick with my hands. "Sorry," I said, as I moved toward the showers.
"Don't apologize to me. I think it looks pretty nice that way." She said, following me at a distance. She followed me all the way into the shower area, still dressed, and leaned against a wall, clearly intending to watch me. I turned on the water and wet myself down, turning my back to her, feeling more than a little self-conscious, with her watching me shower.
"So, Miss Madison, are you enjoying the show?" I heard coach say, from behind me.
"Coach Song?" Allie answered, startled. "Um, I was just talking with Billy."
"Uh huh. If you're going to watch, the least you can do is be naked too. He might like a little something to look at."
"Oh, um, no. I was just leaving." I heard her say, not wanting to turn around and show off my now, inexplicably rock-hard dick. I heard the water turn on across the shower room from me and knew that coach was showering with me again. I turned around and almost slipped and fell. Coach was definitely naked under the shower head across from me, but she wasn't alone. Nurse Allen was under the water with her, just as naked, the two pressed together, in a very sensual looking kiss. As they kissed and teased each other's bodies under the spray, I got a better look at Nurse Allen's body. Her tits were definitely larger than coach's, by several cup sizes, and almost the whole front of each light brown mound of sexiness, was covered in a dark brown areola. Her nipples were rock hard and almost as large across as my finger, and stuck out almost as far as they were fat. Her body was otherwise trim and the pussy she had flashed me at the mat, was definitely completely bare of any hair.
I couldn't help but grab my own dick and start stroking it, as I watched the two of them kissing, their fingers stroking up and down each other's bodies, teasing each other's nipples and even dipping down between each other's legs. After I don't know how long, they broke the kiss and both looked over to me. "You were right Grace. It looks so much better naked."
"I know. Doesn't it? I so wanted to just walk over there yesterday, and make him stuff it into me."
"Why not? Have you ever known a teenage boy that didn't want to stick his dick in a hot, wet pussy?"
"I couldn't. It would be so wrong." Coach whispered.
"I don't know." Nurse Allen said, as she stepped from under the water. "Why don't we share the shower with him and see what happens?"
"Jessica! We can't!" Coach said, not letting go of Miss Allen's hand.
She looked back at Coach and smiled. "Sure, we can!" She pulled harder, drawing coach out from under the spray and finally pulling her toward me. The two of them stepped under my shower head, making me a Billy sandwich, between the two incredibly sexy women. Jessica, as I now knew her name was, used the pump on the wall to gather a dollop of soap on her hand. She reached her other hand to mine and pulled it up. She rubbed the soap into my hand and then pulled it to her chest, spreading the soap across the tops of her big soft tits. In a few moments she had both my hands rubbing the freshly created slick suds around her big tits while her hands slipped down to my rock-hard dick. She stroked my shaft slowly, as I teased her nipples and areola.
"Oh yeah. Now that feels so nice." She whispered, as she pulled my dick toward her crotch. I felt my head dip between her thighs as she moved slightly closer, her hand rubbing my head up and down her wet slit. I could feel her hot lips spread around my engorged head, and the tip of my mushroom rub over her hard clit. "Oh fuck, yes! That's it baby. Make the fat head tease me. Did you like seeing my pussy out there? Did it make you horny for me? I bet it did. It made me horny for you. Made me want this hard cock of yours to push into me. Tell me Billy, do you want to? Do you want to push your cock into my hot, wet pussy?"
"Oh God yes!" I groaned softly, as she teased me with her pussy lips. She arched her back and I felt her push my dick lower, my head nestling into the entrance to her depths.
"Do it. Just slide it in." She cooed softly, as her hands moved to my bare butt. She pulled on my cheeks and pressed her pelvis toward me, forcing her body to expand around my fat shaft. "Oh my God, it's fat!" She moaned, as she pulled harder. I felt the pressure change, then felt my dick slide into her hot wetness. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as she started to rock herself, sliding her pussy on and off my dick. She worked me in as far as she could, while we were standing there, but it was enough, in my book. I could feel her clit grinding along the top of my shaft with each stroke she made, the underside of my head pressed against her vaginal wall. I didn't know how long I could last with what she was doing, the sensations in my cock sending tingles through my whole body.
"I'm going to come." I groaned in warning, as the urgency started to overtake me. I knew I wasn't going to last long and I wanted to give her time to pull off of me, but instead, she seemed to press me deeper into her. "Oh shit!" I grunted, as my body spasmed. I drove my body, hard against her, shoving my cock as far into her as I could, with us standing in front of each other, this way.
"OH FUCK!" She gasped, as my cock surged a gush of cum up into her. She pulled my hips toward her, holding me deep inside her, as her pussy started to spasm around me, her whole body seeming to shudder and shake for long seconds. My body pumped shot after shot of pent up cum up into her, as she climaxed with me. "Oh my God, yes!" She panted, after long seconds of standing with me, shaking and trembling. "Sooooo fucking good..." She moaned, as she leaned her face toward mine. She pressed her lips to mine, in a hot, wet kiss, that lasted almost a full minute. It would have lasted longer, if Coach hadn't gently pushed us apart, my softening dick slipping out of Jessica. Coach pulled her into another embrace, the two of them standing just out of the warm spray, their bodes pressed together.



I wasn't sure what to do, standing there, kind of like an idiot, the two women embracing, in a way that shouted to me that this wasn't the first time they'd kissed this way. I reached out and stroked my fingers down coach's back, running my finger tips down her spine to her bare butt. I heard her moan into Jessica's mouth, and took that as a note of appreciation. I stepped closer, nestling my softening cock between her butt cheeks, my hands reaching around between them. I slipped one hand between their tits, cupping Coach's firm breast, my hand barely able to cover most of it, her hard nipple pressing into my palm. My other hand slipped down around her hips until my fingers found the small patch of curls on her pubic mound. I let my fingers slip lower, and began to stroke her pussy lips ever so gently.
I must have been doing something right, because as I stroked, I could feel her butt rubbing up and down against me, my trapped dick, being teased by her firm cheeks. I stroked my finger between her lips like I had that first time, slipping between her soft wet lips to find her clit.
"Oh fuck, yes!" She moaned softly, into Jessica's mouth, her kiss seeming to grow more urgent suddenly. Jessica held them together as they kissed, sucking each other's lips and tongues as Coach got more and more turned on. I felt my cock growing hard again between her cheeks, her rubbing making me start to think about what other things I could do. I intended to stick my dick between her thighs, and squatted down slightly. As I stood back up, I felt my, again engorged head, slip up between her thighs, and then nestle against her wet lips. She moaned as I straightened a little more, my head spreading her lips and forcing its way into her. "Oh my God." She gasped, pulling her face from Jessica's. She pushed her ass back at me, driving me deeper into her in one fast thrust. I held my fingers on her clit and stroked around and around it as I began to work my cock in and out of her a few inches. She moaned loudly again, and then to my complete surprise, loudly grunted, "NO!" and pushed Jessica away. She pulled off my dick and walked out of the shower, toward her office, without looking back.
"She wants that, so bad," Jessica said with a grin. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a soft kiss. "Thanks for the nice orgasm." She whispered, before pushing away and following coach.
I stood there, with my hard dick still glistening with coach's juices, feeling suddenly depressed. I didn't know why I did what I did, other than I was getting really turned on watching them kissing. Now coach was pissed at me and God knows what was going to happen. I rinsed off, shut off the shower and then policed up the towels that had been left by the girls. I dried off, dressed, and headed out toward home.
It was hard to act like nothing happened, at dinner. Mom seemed to know something was up, but didn't pry. Dad, as usual was oblivious. Sis, well, I wasn't sure what to think about her. She gave me some odd glances as she sat next to me at the table, her foot occasionally kicking mine. I did my best to ignore it, only to feel her hand slip into my lap and grip my dick through my pants. I tried not to react, but it was hard not to, and before long I could feel her gentle squeezes making my dick grow. I subtly pushed her hand away, several times, each time it returned. The third time not only did her hand come back, but this time she worked to unzip my zipper and slip her hand into the open fly. I wanted to ask her what the hell she was doing, but I did my best to act as if nothing was happening. I didn't even bother to push her hand away again. Apparently, that wasn't the right approach either. Her hand slipped out of my pants and then undid the snap and my belt.
Now I really felt stuck! No way I could even get up from the table without mom and dad knowing something was going on under the table! Sis wasn't done though. For some reason she thought it'd be fun to pull my dick out. So, there I sat, mom and dad on one side of the table, talking as if nothing was happening, with my sister sitting next to me, her hand wrapped around my, now completely exposed, dick while she ate, as if it were just another boring day. Her hand slowly stroked up and down my shaft, her fingers occasionally stroking that really sensitive spot under my head.
"I'm going to go up and study for a while." Sis said, after finishing her dinner. Before leaving she stroked my dick half a dozen times, pulling her hand along my shaft until it slid up over my engorged head those half dozen times. She had to know what that would do, well, almost do. If her goal was to make me come right in front of mom and dad, well, she damn near did it. My cock was as hard as a telephone pole, as it stuck up under the table, bobbing with my pounding heart.
Mom got up and started clearing the table, while Dad got up and headed to the garage for something or other. I took that as my opportunity to get the heck out of dodge! I slipped out of my chair, pulling my pants together and holding them that way as I tried to sneak out of the room.
"Billy!" I heard mom say from behind me, freezing me.
"Yeah?" I asked, not turning around.
"Turn around."
"Do I have to?"
"Yes."
I stood there for long seconds and finally turned around, my rock-hard dick still sticking out the front of my pants. I saw her smile a crooked little smile and then a soft chuckle. "Okay. Go." She said shaking her head. I don't know if she knew what was happening under the table or just guessing. But that apparently cemented her guess. I turned around, blushing brightly, and headed to my room. I don't know what got into my sister, but if she wanted to play that game, two could play it.
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It was Friday, and it was Bobby's birthday. I'd started the tradition some time ago, at my wife's prodding, of taking all of the secretaries out for dinner on each of t heir birthdays. It wasn't a hardship with only four of them in my work group, and taking them all to celebrate seemed a nice way of showing them that I cared. Bobby was the youngest of the group, turning twenty-four. She was slender, well constructed in all the right places, a little on the flirty side, at least with me, and always dressed in things that were very nice looking. I rather think she could put a potato sack on her young body and make it look sexy.
All of these were reasons that I found her attractive and they were also all reasons I made sure to severely limit any time alone with her. Not that I was at all worried that I'd take advantage of her. I'm a happily married man after all. I was more concerned that she would misconstrue something I said or did into something it wasn't, or that someone would interpret time alone and in close proximity to her as me being inappropriate, even though that wasn't the case. For that reason, my office door was ALWAYS left open when any of them were in my office alone with me. I guess that was also part of my rationale for taking all of them to dinner rather than just the birthday girl. It was just best to play it safe!
I wouldn't call myself their boss, but they worked for the department and I was, after all, the department head. For all practical purposes June, my executive assistant was really their boss. That doesn't mean that I didn't work with all of them from time to time on various issues, but then a lot of the men in the engineering department could say the same thing.
Anyway, there it was, Friday and Bobby's birthday. I always let the birthday girl pick, and she chose a nice little authentic Mexican place that served half-price margaritas on Friday nights. I wasn't a drinker, so it really didn't matter all that much to me, but the girls seemed to enjoy their drinks. I couldn't help but notice that all four of them seemed to get a bit more flirty as the number of margaritas consumed, increased. I wasn't sure whether it was because they WANTED to flirt with me, or if it was because I ended up blushing frequently at their flirtations that set them all off giggling. It wasn't that we never drank alcohol at these functions, but this was the first time I'd seen them consume the amount they had that night.
June, the oldest, only a few years younger than my own fifty-two years, sat almost directly across from me in the circular booth. She was idly playing with the buttons on her blouse, first unbuttoning one and then buttoning it back absentmindedly, almost as if she didn't realize she was doing it. By the time our food arrived, she'd killed her second large margarita and left three more buttons undone than when she'd walked in, exposing her cleavage all the way down to the little clasp holding the two lacy cups of her bra together.
Sheryl, on a bet from Bobby and Mandy, had successfully removed her bra while sitting next to me in the booth without removing her semi-sheer blouse. Her bra, lying in my lap, had been restraining a rather large set of soft-looking breasts, one of which was bumping into my arm every time she leaned toward the middle of the table to get more salsa or chips. At thirty-six she was quite sexy and had a voluptuous body by anyone's standards. If I'd had to guess, I'd have guessed she was a thirty-six D-cup, but now that I could see the label of the bra lying in my lap, I wasn't all that surprised to see that it was a thirty-eight triple-D. I was secretly glad she and I were sitting with our backs to the rest of the restaurant, since I was quite sure her now-unrestrained breasts were showing through her top more than would be appropriate.
Mandy, whose thirty-second birthday we'd celebrated only a few weeks before, was the giggliest of the group. She was also just killing her second margarita when they brought dinner. Mandy had always been the most bubbly and, yes, giggly, of the girls at almost every one of these dinners. She was athletically slender with a modest-sized chest and short cropped blonde hair and green eyes that seemed to laugh as much as she did. No matter what was happening at work, you could count on her to look for the bright side and make some joke about it. I don't think I ever saw her without a smile on her face.
Dinner, having arrived, seemed to put a damper on some of the conversation, which had turned slightly more toward the sexual innuendo side, as they consumed the unusually large drinks. Not saying that I was against sexual talk, or that I didn't enjoy it in the right setting. I just wasn't sure that this was the right setting or, more to the point, a setting where I wouldn't still get myself in trouble if I made a joke that was too off-color. Each time June leaned toward the table to take another bite, her breasts pressed against the edge of the table and pushed up in her bra, accentuating the ample cleavage she was already showing me. I couldn't help but see it because she was almost right across from me, and because I was having a hard time believing it wasn't on purpose. I also couldn't I seem to control the hardening of my cock! Between Mandy's soft breast frequently pressing against my arm and June teasing me with her cleavage, all I could do was hope that the offending bulge would somehow diminish before it was time to leave. I hoped it would, since there was a zero chance that, in their condition, it wouldn't be noticed and commented on.
My hope that no one had yet noticed was very short lived as Sheryl twisted in her seat, pressing her right breast against my arm as she leaned toward me to whisper in my ear, "Is someone thinking naughty thoughts?" just before I felt her left hand slip into my lap and rub lightly over the bulge hiding under the discarded bra.
"Huh? Me? Um, no!" I answered awkwardly, trying to think about anything but the fingers touching my dick through my dress pants and the hardness of the nipple pressing against my arm.
"You sure? Seems like something is getting interested in someone," she whispered, her breath ticking my ear and sending shivers through my body, which was just exacerbating the problem.
"Not me," I said, trying hard to ignore her fingers slowly, teasingly, softly, stroking along the length of the bulge in my slacks and the hardening cock within.
"Ohhhh. I thought maybe you were looking at June's nice big boobs," she whispered.
"Sheryl, this really isn't appropriate," I said quietly to her, slipping my right hand under the table and gently moveing her hand from my dick.
"No, but it's fun, right?" she giggled. "But if it makes you uncomfortable, I'll stop," she whispered with a fake pout as she turned back to the table and withdrew her hand from my lap.
"Thank you," I whispered, leaning over toward her. "And I think you probably better lay off the margaritas! I don't know what's gotten into you four today!"
She turned and grinned at me before turning back to her food again. "We're just feeling good. Just like you feel kinda good to me. You know, one of these days I'm gonna have to find a way to see that special hardware of yours," she said quietly before going back to eating.
"I don't think that'd be at all appropriate."
"Oh Denver, you really can be a spoil sport, you know that? Can't a girl dream a little?"
"Why dream about me? There's lots of good looking engineers you can be dating."
"Yeah. But they aren't sexy like you," she said with a grin again, pressing herself against my arm again, her hand finding its way back to my lap to squeeze my thigh.
"I'm an old man, Sheryl. Not to mention a married man," I said quietly, not wanting the whole restaurant to hear us.
"You know what they say about older men: you haven't been fucked until you've been fucked by an experienced lover," she said with another giggle, more than loud enough for everyone at our table and the tables around us to hear her.
"What's this?" Bobby asked, from where she was sitting across the gap in the bench seat. "Is Sheryl flirting with you?"
"Nope!" Sheryl said almost proudly. "I am most certainly doing a hell of a lot more than flirting!"
"You are so bad!" June said from across the table, rolling her eyes and shaking her head.
"You should talk, mama bear! You're showing more than a little cleavage there, which, by the way, has done wonders for the bulge in his pants!"
"Sheryl!" I said quickly. "Really? Can't you keep it down?"
She looked at me and giggled. Leaning toward the table, she whispered to the other three, "He's got a pretty damn good hardon going, watching June's boobs poking out of her shirt at him."
"Okay okay. Enough about me," I said quietly. "Or this might be the last time we do this, okay?"
"Spoilsport," Sheryl said from next to me.
Fortunately they heeded the request and conversation turned to other things, though I could feel either Bobby or June rubbing a foot against my leg periodically and Sheryl's hand sliding into my lap any chance she got.
By seven, we were done eating and ready to vacate the restaurant. We walked out into the oppressive summer heat. The short walk from the table to outside, made it was pretty obvious that neither Bobby or Sheryl were in any shape to drive themselves home, not after three of those monster sized Margaritas. I had my concerns about June and Mandy, but they both seemed significantly more sober than Sheryl and Bobby. The Sheryl had already decided she'd stay at Bobby's house, which was in the general direction of my own, so I agreed, somewhat reluctantly, to drop them at Bobby's. I wouldn't say I was completely comfortable with taking two young, drunk women home, especially after all the flirting Sheryl had done, but it was better than leaving them to a Lyft or Uber.
I led them to my SUV and got Bobby into the front seat while Sheryl took the seat behind her. I did my best not to stare at Bobby's bare thighs as her short blue dress hiked up her thighs nearly high enough to let me see her panties as she slid into the seat. I closed the door and looked at Sheryl through the open door, only then realizing just how much her nipples and areola showed through the cream-colored blouse she had on. I closed the door and walked around and climbed in to start the trip home. Bobby gave me a general direction and I headed across town to pick up the two lane highway I'd have to take.
Across town was as slow as usual. Even through rush hour was over, there was still a considerable amount of traffic, and we ended up sitting at stop lights multiple times to get through. As we sat at the lights it was impossible for me to not see, out of the corner of my eye, Bobby, semi-reclined in the bucket seat, one hand stuffed between her legs and the other squeezing and rubbing her left breast through the top of her dress. I tried not to look, but I just couldn't help myself. I looked out of the corner of my eye to not be obvious, but was seeing more than enough to give me a pretty solid hard-on in my pants. After several stop lights the hand in her lap was no longer pressing between her legs outside the skirt, but had moved under the skirt, the hem pulling up her thighs to exposed her completely naked, and completely shaved, pussy. She had pushed her knees apart as far as she could in the confines of the seat, which was more than enough to give me a very good view of her finger teasing up and down her lips and slipping into her depths. I was pretty sure that she'd been seen by the drivers of vehicles stopping next to us, but she didn't seem to care or simply didn't even realize it.
I was glad when we broke free of town and started down highway 160, a modestly wide two lane highway. "God, I thought we'd never get out of town," Bobby said quietly as she pulled her hand from between her legs and sat up. I looked over and saw her reach behind her neck and unzip the top of her blue dress, and then wiggle around in the seat as she worked it up her body and then pulled it off, leaving her sitting in nothing but shoes and her bra, the latter of which disappeared before I could even protest.
"Jesus, Bobby! What are you doing?"
"Getting comfortable. You don't mind, do you?" she asked with her characteristic grin, leaning back in the seat again. Now naked, her hands returned to where they had been, one between her spread legs and the other teasing her left breast and nipple. "I'm sooooo fucking horny right now, I could practically come right here in your car."
"God, Bobby. This is so inappropriate!" I protested.
"Only if you tell someone, but why would you want to? I mean, you don't really mind seeing me naked, do you?"
"Well, Bobby, I can't... We can't... God, Bobby!"
"You are so cute when you're flustered. Don't worry, boss, I go naked at home all the time. I hate wearing clothes if I don't have to."
"And you don't think you have to now?"
"Not if you promise not to tell," she giggled. "Wanna know another secret? You gotta promise not to tell any of the guys at work. Promise?"
"Sure, why not?" I said, wondering what she could possibly say that would make this any worse.
"I never wear any panties at work. And sometimes, I get so horny that I sit at my desk and finger my pussy until I come. Wanna know what I think of? You. I finger myself thinking that I'm sitting on your lap at your desk, bouncing up and down on your big, thick cock," she said in a breathless sultry tone.
"God Bobby. That is soooo inappropriate."
"I know. Isn't it? It feels sooo good to be naughty like that," she said as she sat up in the seat. She unbuckled her seatbelt and twisted in the seat, reaching across the center console for my belt.
"What are you doing?" I said, grabbing her hand with one of mine while the other held the steering wheel.
"Just making you more comfortable. I mean, it has to be awfully uncomfortable all bent over like that," she cooed softly, freeing one hand and going back to work on my belt.
"Bobby! We can't be doing this!"
"Sure we can, right Sheryl?"
"Without a doubt!" Sheryl agreed, leaning forward between the seats to watch what Bobby was doing.
She managed to get my belt undone and then the button before working the zipper about halfway down. All that, while I was trying stop her and drive at the same time. "Come on, Denver! Just relax. I promise I'm not going to hurt you or anything. I just want to help get you into a more comfortable position."
"Jesus," I swore to myself quietly as I released her hand. "No funny business!" I said sternly, giving in to letting her do what she wanted for the moment.
"No funny business. I promise," she agreed, with that teasing, girlish giggle. She used both hands to pull my zipper down the rest of the way and then spread the front of my slacks apart. I felt her use one hand to pull the elastic waistband of my boxer briefs out from my body before sliding her other hand down into them. I couldn't help but stiffen as she grasped my partly-hard dick and gently teased it out from the bent position down my leg so that it lay up along my body, the head poking out of the waistband. She pulled the waistband down farther, exposing more of my cock to her and Sheryl's view. "Good lord, Denver!" Sheryl said quietly from the back seat.
"Sorry," I apologized, feeling a little embarrassed at having such a hard-on in front of the girls.
"What's to be sorry about?" Bobby asked as she pulled the waistband farther to expose as much of my eight-and-a-half inches as she could. She stroked her hand gently up and down my shaft, making it grow even fatter at her attention.
I reached down and stopped her hand with mine. "No funny business, remember?"
"Yeah, no funny business," she echoed, letting go of my cock and gently settling the waistband so that my mushroom head stuck up out of my briefs. She sat back up and then leaned back toward me again. "You know, that looks awfully uncomfortable. How about letting me fix things a little better?"
"Like how better?" I asked as she started to try and work my pants down over my butt.
She clicked the buckle on my seat belt and then reached across my waist to try and force my pants down farther. "Just let me slide your pants down a little so that it's more comfortable."
"By taking my pants off?" I asked sharply.
"Not off. Just down a little. I mean, I'm already naked, so it's not like there's anything wrong with it."
"There's a lot wrong with it. For one, I'm married!"
"So? It's not like we're having sex or anything," she said softly with a wicked little grin on her face. "Come on. It's just a little bit."
"Oh fine," I relented with frown, realizing that she wasn't going to quit any time soon and with her bent over me this way, it wasn't exactly the easiest to drive. I rocked my hips side to side to allow her to work my pants and briefs down over my butt and down my thighs, my cock now sticking up completely exposed."
"Ohhhhh my god. How have you been hiding that from us?" she asked as she sat back up in the seat. She twisted around in the seat and moved one leg between the seats so that she was leaning against the door with her legs spread wide, her obviously wet pussy lips spreading as well. Her outer lips were round and soft looking, completely shaved, as was her mound. A significant amount of soft dark inner lip protruded, glistening in the fading sunlight. She reached down and spread her pussy lips with one hand and then began to stroke slowly up between them with one finger of her other hand. "You're gonna have to turn soon. When you get to Highway V," she said as she began to stroke her pussy, staring at my hard-on. " But until then, you don't mind if I enjoy the view? Do you?"
"Jesus. You have to do that? Here? Now?"
"Denver, I've been fingered myself off, fantasizing about your cock for months, how can I not, with that monster right in front of me?"
"It's not that big," I answered.
"Oh honey. It so is," she said as her finger began stroking circles around her hard clit, her lips held wide by her other hand. As she worked her pussy I drove, occasionally glancing back to look into the back passenger side seat at Sheryl, who had also hiked her skirt up and taken off her panties, exposing her pinkish pussy lips and tiny, trimmed muff of auburn curls.
"Good lord," I said to myself as I slowed to make the turn onto county highway V, Bobby clearly getting close to climaxing. "Where to now?" I asked as I turned onto the narrow, twisting asphalt road.
"Not far," she answered, distracting herself to look out the windshield for a moment. "I'll tell you when." We only drove a couple miles before she had me turn onto a two-track rut road that led across an old cattle guard.
"You sure this is right?" I asked as we bounced down the well-traveled dirt ruts.
"Yeah. This is the back way in," she answered as she pushed a finger slowly into her pussy, doing it so that I could watch it disappear into her. "Oh fuck, I am so close to climaxing, but I don't want to come all over your seats." She moaned as she stroked the finger in and out of her pussy.
"You can stop here," she said as she looked out the windshield again as we approached a concrete low water bridge crossing a stream a couple dozen feet wide.
"Here?" I asked in surprise, stopping on the concrete apron just before the edge of the stream.
"Uh huh," she answered, quickly pulling her leg from the back seat and twisting around. She opened the door and stepped out completely naked. "Come on!" she called, to us, waving for us to follow as she practically ran to the middle of the crossing through the ankle deep water. She reached the middle and walked down a set of steps molded into the concrete, acting as little waterfalls. To my surprise she stepped down into the stream and was quickly waist deep in the water. "Come on! Don't make me come get you!" she shouted back to us.



Sheryl got out of the car and looked at her friend. "Skinny dipping?"
"Fuck yeah! I do this almost every day in the summer," Bobby shouted to us as she sank down in the water.
"Isn't someone going to come and see you?" I asked as I got out and pulled up my pants and briefs before walking around to the front of the SUV, watching Bobby frolicking in the water.
"Who? This is my parents' place. No one going to come this way except us!" she answered.
"What the hell! Why not?" Sheryl answered, quickly starting to undress herself while I stood in front of the car next to her, staring at her quickly-growing nudity. She stripped off her blouse, exposing her tits, her nipples and areola bright pink, on the front of the creamy white orbs, each the size of half a cantaloupe, sagging down from their ponderous weight and gravity. Each huge incredibly sexy mound was covered in little red freckles, running all the way to her rock hard pink nipples. She bent over to push her skirt down, each huge tit swaying side to side as they hung down below her chest. She stepped out of her skirt, leaving her in only her heels and stockings. She turned toward me, reaching out and holding my arm for balance as she lifted one foot, pulling the high heels off and then resting her foot on the bumper. She rolled the thigh high stocking slowly down her leg, looking up at me with a half drunk grin as she did.
"You like what you see?" she asked as she reached for my arm and held it again, pulling the stocking off her foot. She set her foot down on the pavement and stuffed the stocking into my pants pocket. With a naughty smile, she repeated the process on the other foot, spreading her legs to give me a fantastic view of her pussy. This time, she stepped inches from me and stuffed the stocking into the front of my pants, pushing it down as far as my belt would allow. I tried to grab her hand and stop her, but instead, she took my hand and pulled it down toward her crotch. "Uh uh. You want to touch something, you can play with this."
"I don't think..." I mumbled as she humped her hips, rubbing her very wet pussy against my hand. She pulled my hand from between her legs and then lifted it to my face.
"Maybe you should think about that before you say more," she whispered before turning and walking slowly to the middle of the concrete, looking back over her shoulder with that naughty smile as she wiggled her ass at me with each step. She followed Bobby into the water, stopping and turning to face me once she was waist deep. She used her hands to scoop some water and lifted it to dribble it onto her incredibly sexy looking tits. "Well? Going to join us?"
"Yeah, come on, Denver!" Bobby called. "Don't make me come get you!"
"I think not," I answered. "I agreed to drive you home. Not get molested and certainly not go skinny dipping. If My wife caught me doing any of this, she'd shoot me!"
Bobby walked carefully up the stairs and across the concrete toward me. "Denver, It's just swimming. I mean, what can it hurt? Come on! You're not going to be a stick in the mud, are you? It's the one time I got you to let your hair down! Come on!"
"Not to mention his pants!" Sheryl added from where she was standing in the water. Come on Denver! We won't tell. I promise!"
"No way," I said, standing fully dressed in front of the car. "I'm just going to stand here and watch you two."
"Oh that isn't fair. Not at all. You can't just stand there and watch us naked. Ohhhhh no," she said as she moved a little closer to me. "I think we're just going to have to help you take those stuffy work clothes off and come swimming with us!"
"I doubt that'd be a good idea," I said I grasped her hands that reached for the front of my shirt.
"What? Afraid we'll see you naked? We've already seen your cock, remember?"
"So?"
"So. It's hot out here, and we're going swimming. Period. And if you don't get undressed, we'll just throw you in dressed, and then you can explain to your wife why you're soaking wet!"
I gently eased her hands down from the front of my shirt where she was trying to get them lose to unbutton it. "Bobby, this is not a good idea. I mean, if someone found out at work, or worse, word got back to my wife..."
"I promise, it'll be our secret. Unless of course you want to be a stick in the mud, and then I'd have to tell all my friends how you wouldn't even come swimming with us," she whispered, worming her hands out of mine and reaching for my pants this time.
"Bobby!" I protested, grabbing her hands again.
"Oh come on, Denver! Pretty please!?" she begged. "I promise. I'll be good! Besides, It's my birthday! This can be my present! No one will know. It's just the three of us. Come on. Pleeeeeeease?"
"My wife will kill me if she ever finds out!" I answered as I let her hands go.
She grinned and started to undo my pants. "So we just won't let her find out! Besides, it's just swimming. Not like were having sex or anything, right?"
"No funny business? Promise? Just swimming! Nothing else! Right?" I said as she let my pants fall down around my ankles.
"Right. Besides, you're stuck here until we get done anyway, so you might as well join us," Sheryl said with that little naughty smile on her face again, her hands cupping her creamy, white tits and her pointer fingers slowly drawing circles around her puckered, pink areola while she stood waist deep in the water.
"I promise, no funny business," Bobby said as she moved her hands to my shirt and began undoing the buttons up the front, working from bottom to top, slowly spreading my shirt until she had the last one undone and then pushed it apart off my shoulders. She caught it as it slid down my arms and tossed it onto the hood of the car with Sheryl's clothes. She squatted down and undid my shoes and pulled them and my socks off one at a time, leaving me standing barefoot on the very warm concrete. She coaxed me to lift each foot again so she could pull off my pants and then reached for the last piece of clothing I had on, my boxer briefs.
She reached for the waistband and pulled them down slowly, letting the elastic drag my dick downward until it could spring out, sticking almost straight toward her face. She looked up at me and grinned as she pulled my briefs the rest of the way down, intentionally letting my engorged mushroom head rub against her cheek as she helped me take my boxers all the way off.
She tossed my boxers up onto the hood, but stayed squatting down in front of me, her knees spread apart and one hand between her legs, rubbing herself. She reached for my dick and grasped it, licking her lips as if she were going to just put my head right into her mouth. "I shouldn't have promised that I'd be good," she whispered as she leaned closer. She opened her mouth and leaned closer, closing her lips around my fat head for a moment, before sliding it out of her mouth.
She looked extremely disappointed as she stood up, her hand still on my cock. "Okay, I'll be good. Come on," she said as she pulled me along through the cool, ankle deep water to the stairs, using my hard dick as a handle. "Watch the steps, they're kinda slick," she said as she pulled me to them and stepped down onto the first one. I followed her down the stairs, having to agree that the water did feel awfully nice. Bobby let go of my handle and stepped out into the surprisingly deep pool and sank down to her shoulders in the tepid water. "Mmmmmm. Isn't this great?"
"You do this all the time?" Sheryl asked as she settled in the waist deep water, sinking to her shoulders.
"Almost every day in the summer. Sometimes I'll just lie there in the stream on the concrete and let the water flow around me. Soooooo relaxing."
"I can imagine," I said as I stood in the waist deep water, looking down through the clear surface at the girls' naked bodies, the sight doing nothing for my attempts to make my hard-on go down.
Sheryl reached out and her hand grasped my hard-on. "I can imagine something too. Like how big this would feel inside me. Damn it's big, Denver!"
"I was surprised when I saw it too. How about you suck on it. I dare you to suck it," Bobby coaxed with a devilish little grin as she half floated in the water so that her naked body was completely visible to me, including between her spread legs. "How 'bout it Denver? Let a sexy girl suck your dick?"
"I thought you promised to be good?"
"I am being good. It's not me sucking your dick," she answered with another drunken giggle as Sheryl stood up, water cascading down off her big tits.
"Come on," Sheryl said, gently pulling me by the dick downstream. I knew I was going to regret this, but damn they looked so fucking hot. As things went, getting a blow job wasn't the worst. At least, if she did this they'd be unable to carry things much further, so I allowed her to walk us across the surprisingly smooth rock bottom toward shallower water. She stopped when we were standing about mid-thigh deep and knelt down, gently stroking my dick. "You know. If I'd have known you had such a big dick, id have tried to get it a lot sooner, she cooed softly before opening her mouth and closing it around my engorged head.
"Oh damn." I groaned as she swirled her tongue around my head. After only a few seconds she pressed her face toward me, letting her tongue slide along the bottom side of my shaft. "Ohhhhhh shit. I shouldn't be letting you do this." I groaned. "We're both married."
"She's separated, and you're enjoying it, so what's the harm?" Bobby said as Sheryl pressed her face closer to me, stuffing my fat head down her throat for several seconds before pulling back and looking up at me.
"God, that's a tough one to take all the way." She continued to kneel at my feet, once again closing her mouth around my shaft. This time she bobbed her head, following her lips with her hand, stroking my cock sensuously. I stood there, staring at her sucking me, trying hard to not push my hips at her hot, wet mouth as she teased me closer and closer to coming.
"God, look at that," Bobby whispered as she stepped past me and knelt behind Sheryl. She reached around Sheryl's body and cupped both of Sheryl's tits as she pressed her own boobs against Sheryl's back. With Sheryl bobbing her head on my dick I could see her body moving back against Bobby, mashing her back into Bobby's tits with each stroke. Bobby cupped and squeezed Sheryl's tits in time with those strokes, teasing the shit out of me even more than the hot, wet mouth stroking me. "Tell me you don't want to get that into your pussy," Bobby whispered to Sheryl, who responded with a muffled,
"Mmm hmmm. I do," Sheryl said breathlessly as she pulled her mouth off my cock. "Very much."
"Then why not do it?" Bobby asked her.
"Bobby. I can't. You promised," I breathed with as much resistance as I could muster at that moment. Bobby released Sheryl's tits, stood up and stepped around behind me, wrapping one arm around my waist and the other around my chest. I could feel her soft breasts and rock- hard nipples pressing into my back while her hands stroked up and down the front of my body.
"Doesn't she look hot and sexy? Tell me you're not turned on. Tell me your dick doesn't want to be stroking into the hot, wet depths of a ready and waiting pussy," she whispered into my ear. "Does it, Denver? Does your dick want to stroke into a hot, wet pussy?"
"Oh shit," I groaned as Sheryl stroked both hands along my saliva-coated dick. Sheryl stood up and stepped against me, pressing her tits against my chest as she moved her face toward mine. She pressed her lips to mine and gave me a long, slow, wet, and very erotic kiss.
"Fuck I need you so bad," she whispered as she broke the kiss. "Fuck me. Fuck me until I come around your hard cock."
"Sheryl, I can't. I'm married, remember?" I asked in a whispered groan, knowing that there wasn't another no in me with the two of them pressing their naked bodies against me.
"You don't have to. I'll do everything. All you have to do is stand there and let me feel you." She breathed, "Please?"
"Sheryl, please." I groaned as she turned around in front of me, still holding my dick.
"Honey, you're not doing anything. You're just standing here, enjoying the water. I, on the other hand, am going to just bend over and rub some water on my legs. If somehow, while I'm massaging my legs, I just happen to back up and your sexy, fat cock slips into my hot, wet, oh so horny pussy, well, it's just an accident, right?"
"Oh damn Sheryl."
"And I don't plan on telling your wife, are you?" she asked softly before bending over, Bobby replacing Sheryl's hand with her own. Sheryl stood with her hands on her knees while Bobby rubbed my engorged head up and down Sheryl's pink pussy lips. I closed my eyes and groaned as Sheryl pushed herself back, slowly forcing me into her, forcing her pussy down my shaft only an inch or two, her hot wet insides now engulfing my engorged and excited head.
Sheryl swept her long, auburn hair over one shoulder to allow her to look back at me as she remained bent over. She rocked her hips up and down, moving my fat sahft in and out of her pussy a couple short inches, caressing my engorged head with her incredibly hot pussy. "Come on, Denver. You're already in me, might as well enjoy it. How about giving me a few strokes to push it all the way in. Let me feel just how big you really are!"
"Go ahead. Give it to her. You know she wants it. We both do," Bobby cooed in my ear as she pressed against my bare ass to force me to stroke slowly in and out of Sheryl's hot, wet depths.
"Ohhhhhh, fuck yes," Sheryl moaned as she pressed back harder, driving me further into her pussy with each stroke I made. "Soooooo fucking good."
As much as I wanted to protest, all I could do was groan in pleasure at the feeling of her pussy engulfing me. I didn't have to tell my body what to do. In fact, it basically told my brain to go fuck itself while it began to hump my hips back and forth, driving my shaft slowly in and out of the exquisitely soft and velvety pussy in front of me. I reached with my other hand and captured her other breast, leaning farther over her to do so. I felt Bobby step back as I started thrusting more strongly into Sheryl, driving my cock in and out almost its full length.
Bobby stepped around to the side of us and coaxed my left hand from Sheryl's breast, pulling it out from my side until she could step into my grasp and wrap my arm around her as she turned to face away from me, one of her butt cheeks pressed against Sheryl's ass. She coaxed my hand down between her legs and let out a soft moan as I let my fingers press between her soft, wet lips. "That's it, Denver. Finger my pussy. Stroke my little clitty with your fingers."
"Oh shit." I groaned as I pressed my fingers between one sexy young woman's pussy lips and drove my cock in and out of another. The hours of teasing had more than a little effect on me and I could tell that my orgasm was racing toward the point of no return much faster than normal. "God, I'm gonna come," I groaned loudly, as I plunged in and out of Sheryl with abandon.
"Oh yeah. Do it. DO IT!" Sheryl demanded breathlessly as she stood bent in front of me, bouncing her butt in time with my strokes. I didn't know if she had come or was coming or was about to come, and at that point I wasn't sure I could do anything about it either way. My body jerked hard and jammed my cock into her, spurting a huge gush of cum deep into her. "FUCK YES!" she screamed out across the river and fields as she pushed back against my jerking and shaking body.
"Ohhhh my god," I groaned as my body jerked over and over, pumping what felt like a gallon of cum into her pussy.
"That's it," Bobby cooed softly as she clung to my arm, keeping my hand pressed between her legs. "Just let it happen and enjoy it."
"Oh fuck yes," Sheryl moaned. She looked back at me and then pulled off my shrinking cock. She turned around and settled into the water, sitting down so that her tits were just deep enough to float slightly. She leaned back on her hands and looked up at me. "Fuck yeah, Denver! That was SOOOO fucking worth it!"
Bobby turned slightly more, keeping my hand between her legs while she reached around to find my shrinking cock with her right hand. She teased it gently, using the combination of my and Sheryl's cum to lubricate it. "Let's see if we can get this hard again."
"I'm no spring chicken," I answered back quietly, still trying to catch my breath.
"Are you telling me that a sexy young thing like me can't coax your big, fat cock back to life?"
"I'm just saying," I said, cutting the thought short that my wife and I usually only did it once in a day, rarely twice and when we did, it was hours apart.
"Challenge accepted. Come with me." She pulled me back into the deeper water and then up the stairs onto the concrete crossing. She led me across the low water bridge and up the creek bottom on the other side, picking her way carefully over and around rocks for several yards before drawing me over to the left side shore to a surprisingly sandy spot. "Lie down.," she commanded. "Go ahead. Lie down. Trust me. I do it all the time."
"Wouldn't have expected sand out here."
"That's because I had daddy dump it here so I had a beach to lie on," she answered as she stepped over me. She knelt down over me, settling her pussy against my softened cock. "Now, just relax and let's play a little."
"Okay," I agreed, somewhat doubtful as to how quickly she could get me hard.
She reached down spread her pussy lips and then settled on my softened cock, leaving my head sticking out of her wet slit. She moved her fingers and teased the tip of her finger over and around my head. "You know, sometimes I'm so turned on after being in your office that I have to go back to my desk and play with myself," she said quietly.
"You said that."
She giggled. "Yeah. But what I didn't tell you is that I almost never have any panties on at work. I love feeling the air blow under my dress. I especially love standing right next to your desk. Know why? Because you have a vent in the floor right there that blows right up my dress. I get so wet standing there, feeling it blowing on my bare pussy, teasing my lips. I pretend it's your fingers, ever so gently stroking my lips. I just stand there, getting more and more turned on. You know, if you wanted to, you could slide your hand right under my skirt and feel my completely bare bum or even slide your fingers between my legs and tease my pussy. Oh yeah. I can imagine feeling your fingers stroking between my pussy lips while I stand there, bent over, waiting for you to sign things. All this time you never knew you could, did you? But you can. Any time you want. Just slide your hand up under my dress. I won't tell. I just want to feel you touching me, teasing me, making me come for you," she whispered softly, her fingers continuing to stroke my head. "Sometimes I'm so turned on that I walk back to my desk and open the bottom drawer. You wanna know what's in the bottom drawer?"
"What?" I asked softly.
"My little vibrator. It's not very large. But I can run it all over my pussy and, if I want to, I can even push it into me a little bit. One time I put it into my pussy and left it running while I came into your office. I had to work so hard not to come right there next to you. Can you imagine me, standing next to your desk, climaxing? Ohhhhhh yeah. I'd love to do that so much. Just stand there and let you play with my pussy while I cum on your fingers. Of course, knowing how big and fat this is now, I'd much rather sit on your lap. Just pull your cock out of your pants and sit down on your lap, slipping that big, fat, hard dick into my hot, wet pussy," she cooed. "I'd just sit down on it and wiggle on you until I had your whole length inside me. Tell me, would you rather have me ride up and down your cock, or bring my little vibrator in and play with my clit while you're stuffed in me."



"Oh damn," I whispered, imagining both scenarios.
"Seems that I'm starting to have some effect," she said with another giggle, drawing my attention to my cock which had already grown hard enough to stick out several inches from her pussy. She began to slide herself on me, moving her wet pussy along my shaft until my head disappeared between her lips. She then pushed back again, sliding her clit along my quickly hardening cock. Back and forth she slid as she continued to talk to me.
"What would June think? Me sitting on your dick, slowly sliding up and down on it? I bet she'd want it too. She has the hots for you, you know. She told me that she saw how big your bulge was one time in workout shorts. She said that it had to be really big and wondered how good it'd feel to be sitting on your cock. Imagine the look on her face if she came in and I was doing just that, riding up and down on your cock, slowly driving us both toward climax. You think you could make me come and still have some left for her?"
"Jesus," I groaned as she slid back and forth on my cock.
"You wanna feel yourself sliding into me?"
"Uh huh," I agreed, turned on again almost as much as I had been with Sheryl.
"Try this on, then," she said, sliding herself along my shaft before leaning way over me, almost lowering her big tits down to my face. I felt my head press against the entrance to her young tunnel, trying to spread it and force its way inside as she pushed back against me. Slowly, I felt the pressure change and then suddenly pop into her. "There you go, lover. Feel me around you? God, you feel so huge inside me. Just let me do all the work. Just lie there and let me drive you crazy with my pussy."
"Okay," I whispered as she pressed herself back until my head was jammed against her cervix.
She began to slide herself off my dick and then back on again, her tits hanging in my face, her hard nipples brushing my cheeks or lips with each stroke, almost as an invitation. An invitation I took after several of these long, slow strokes. "Oh fuck," she moaned as I sucked one nipple into my mouth and held it with my lips while she slid back down, her motion trying to pull it from my mouth. She slid up again, allowing me to open my mouth and draw more of her breast into my mouth, teasing my tongue across her hard nipple. She slid back again, pulling free of my mouth with a loud slurp, drawing a grin from her. "You like my tits, do you?"
"I do," I agreed, sliding my hands up her sides and cupping her tits.
"Mmmmmm. I might have to change what I wear to work. I bet you'd love to have me flash them to you in your office, wouldn't you?"
"We'd be in so much trouble." I groaned as she slid down my dick once again.
"I bet I could get June to flash you her tits. Would you like that? To see June's tits? Or maybe her whole body. I bet I could get her to strip for you, if you promised to put this inside her. You were sure trying to see them tonight, weren't you? Looking at all the nice, sexy cleavage. Wondering what they'd look like out of that bra?
"She was showing a bit more than normal." I groaned.
"Ohhhh. See, I knew you were looking! You naughty boy! I bet I can get her to show a lot more than that, though. If I can get her to show you her tits, will you fuck me at work? Just once?"
"Have sex with you at work? Seriously? This isn't dangerous enough?"
"Oh, this isn't dangerous. It's just the three of us, and who's going to tell? Come on. How about it? I get June to show you her tits and you fuck me at work."
"God, you're bad." I groaned, but had to admit that the whole thing sounded extremely erotic.
"Uh huh. You wanna see her stand in front of your desk and slowly unbutton her blouse for you? Let it spread apart so you can see her sexy boobs in a nice little lace bra? I bet you'd love to watch her flick that little plastic clasp and let it spread apart so you can see her bare tits right in front of your desk. Would that make you hard? Would you want to stand up and show her your hard dick? Just unzip your pants and pull your dick out so she can see it? God you're getting so much harder. You are such a naughty boy. Do you wanna stick your dick between her tits and cum all over 'em? Or would you want her to bend over your desk and let you fuck her hot, wet pussy. Would you love to do that?" she asked breathlessly before pushing herself upright on me. She started to bounce up and down on my lap, driving my dick up into her with each bounce. Up and down she moved, her ass slapping wetly on my thighs, her big tits bouncing and flying wildly as I watched her. "Oh god. I think I'm gonna come again," she moaned.
"Again?"
"Already came a little bit on the way here," she moaned softly. "But this one is going to be so much better. This one is going to be around your big, fat dick! I couldn't come hard in your car or it'd smell of sex for weeks, but here. Here I can let it all go and, fuck, it's gonna be a big one!"
I could feel her pussy start to contract and spasm around me as she bounced harder, making her tight, young pussy even tighter. Her strokes were pushing me ever closer to climax and watching her tits as she bounced on me was going to finish me off in very short order.
"Come on, baby. Come for me. Let me feel you cum deep in my pussy!" she groaned as she continued bouncing. Her ass slapped loudly, and more wetly as her climax leaked her juices out around my cock, each stroke squishing wetly as she bounced. "Fuck yes. Ohhhhh fuck yes. God, Denver! I'm coming! I'M COOOOOOOOOMMMMMING!" she cried loudly as her body started to shudder and tremble. She sat on me, unable to bounce as her orgasm washed over her body. "Fuuuuuck!" she gasped as she shuddered on my lap, her pussy gushing her juices out onto me. She felt like she was peeing a river over my pelvis as her juices ran down around my body and leaked into the sand I was laying on.
Slowly, haltingly, she began moving again, her motion not as smooth as it had been, but I really didn't care. Up and down she bounced, making her tits flop wildly in front of me as her coordination returned.
"Oh shit. You're gonna make me come." I groaned as the urgency to unload was soon growing beyond the point of holding back.
"That's it, baby. Do it. Fill me with your cum while you think of June and me showing off our tits in your office. The two of us slowly undressing for you? Do you want to watch her take her panties off and show you her pussy? Maybe have me stand right behind her and pull her panties down and tease her pussy with my little vibrator. Would you like to see me make her come in your office? Standing there naked while I play with her pussy and nipples? Can you picture that?"
"Oh fuuuuuuck," I groaned as my body jerked under her, pumping a shot of cum up into her hot, wet depths. I closed my eyes, thinking about June, standing, almost naked, Bobby holding June's skirt up, teasing her pussy with a little vibrator. I pumped shot after shot of cum deep into her, leaving me exhausted as I lay on the sand. She lay down on top of me, mashing her tits to my chest as she lowered her lips to mine. We kissed for long seconds before she broke the hot, erotic kiss.
"You know what this means, don't you?"
"That I'm in trouble?"
"No. It means that now that I know what turns you on, I'm gonna have a hell of a lot of fun teasing you at work. But don't worry. I promise I'll get June to flash you her tits, maybe even more."
"Ohhhhh damn. I am sooooo in trouble now." I groaned, closing my eyes and hoping that somehow she was kidding, but knowing that she wasn't. I was definitely NOT telling my wife about what had just happened. But worse, if Bobby followed through on her suggestions at work, this one time excursion wouldn't be the only one. Lord knew how I was going to deal with any of this. I opened my eyes again when I felt someone move over me, and looked up from where I lay on the small sand beach, looking up at Sheryl's incredible body, as she stood straddling my head.
"Do you lick pussy as well as you fuck it?" she asked quietly as she lowered herself to her knees. "Your dick might be used up, but I'm still half drunk and damn well still fucking horny." She didn't give me much time to answer before she squatted down over my head, lowering her pussy to my face. I shrugged to myself and reached up to her hips. I might as well enjoy my last days on earth, because if my wife ever found out what I'd just done, I was dead meat.
I lay there for long minutes, licking and teasing Sheryl's pussy, noticing that her cute red freckles actually extended all the way down to her bright pink pussy. I spread her lips with my fingers and dipped my tongue deep between her lips, sliding it up until I could flick across her hard little clit, drawing gasps and moans from her with each pass. It wasn't long before she had to move, shifting to rest over my face on her hands and knees, her hips trying to grind her pussy against my face as I concentrated on her hard clit.
"Oh fuck fuck fuck. Sooooo damn good. If I'd have known you were this good I'd have gotten you between my legs sooner," she moaned loudly. "All those times I could have walked in your office with nothing under my dress and let you lick my sweet little pussy. Ohhhhhh god this feels good."
I groaned into her pussy as I felt Bobby move on me, my dick, surprisingly growing hard in her again. I felt her start to move on me again, sliding her soaking wet pussy up and down my shaft while I licked Sheryl's sexy pussy. If there was a definition of heaven, this was it. I moaned into the pussy on my face as I drove her closer and closer to orgasm, her hips grinding her pussy against my chin while I flicked and teased her clit.
"SHIT! I'M COMING!" she screamed into the woods as her whole body stiffened and shuddered. "Oh god oh god oh god," she moaned over and over before rolling off of me, her whole body trembling and shuddering.
"Why don't you fuck her?" Bobby suggested as Sheryl rolled off my face onto her back, and Bobby pulled up off my again growing dick, that naughty little grin of hers plastered on her face. "I know how much she loves feeling a hard cock in her right after she gets off that way."
"How would you know that?" I asked as Bobby stepped over to sit on the sand next to where Sheryl was lying.
"Not the first time she's stayed overnight," she giggled. "Now fuck her good. Might as well let her have a really good one, cuz she's gonna have one fucking hangover tomorrow."
Like I said, if my wife found out, I was already dead, so what the hell, right? I rolled over and crawled between Sheryl's legs. I aimed my cock at her bright pink pussy and pushed easily into her, driving my shaft fully into her already sopping wet pussy, the climax I'd given her with my tongue, still fading away.
"OH FUCK!" she cried, reaching up with her hands to pull my head down toward her, lifting and spreading her legs.
I started pounding myself into her, driving hard into her with each stroke, imagining what she would look like sitting naked at her desk or bent over mine. Not that as a guy it hadn't occasionally crossed my mind, but now that I'd seen her naked, well, picturing it was a lot easier. I thrust into her spasming pussy, driving her climax along for almost a full minute before she let go of my head and lay on the sand, exhausted. I slowed my strokes, thinking that maybe I should quit.
"Uh uh. Not until you come in me again," she panted. "Just keep going until you come."
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah. I don't care if I can't walk straight tomorrow. I wanna feel you come again."
I kept sliding in and out of her, driving my hard-on into her sopping wet pussy. This much sex for me was unusual, and I wasn't actually sure I was going to make it to another climax. I was sweating heavily as I held myself over her, pumping my hips to drive my hard-on in and out.
"Just think of her on your desk. Can you imagine her walking into your office and dropping her dress. Nothing at all on but her dress and shoes. She drops her dress and walks over to your desk, bends over begging you to fuck her hot little cunt. Would you? Would you drop your pants and fill her little pussy with your cum?"
"Oh shit," I groaned at the mental image of her walking in and stripping, and then bending over my desk.
"That's it. You like that idea, don't you? I am going to have so much fun teasing you now. Flashing you my pussy in the stairwell, or the elevator. Can you picture that? Me, pulling up my skirt for you in the elevator and letting you stroke my pussy? Push your fingers into it? MMmmmmmm. Yeah. I can almost feel your fingers in me. Maybe both of us, Sheryl and me both. Letting you finger us both in the elevator at the same time? It's only three floors, so we might have to find a place to finish it, maybe the copy room? The one with the big printer? Just pull out your cock and let us pull up our skirts so you can fuck us?"
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body spasmed and I shot what cum my body had left into her in strong pumps. I drove my cock hard into her and held myself there, the head of my dick against the end of her hot, wet vagina as my body spasmed and jerked. "Oh my god," I panted as I looked down at Sheryl, looking back up at me with a grin.
"Oh fuck, you so have his number Bobby. God did he get fat and hard thinking about that. I'm thinking that we are gonna have a lot more fun at work than we used to."
"You girls are gonna get me fired if we do any of that stuff," I panted. "Not to mention, if my wife finds out we did this, she'll put me six feet under, and maybe you two along with me."
"She wouldn't really do that? Would she?"
"I love my wife, but she wouldn't be the most forgiving person about something like this."
"Well then, we better take you to the house and clean you up before we send you home. Wouldn't want you coming home smelling like pussy, would we?"
"No, we wouldn't," I agreed.
It was almost dark by the time we picked up our clothes and made it to the house. The girls used an outside shower by the pool to wash me, making sure to use some of Bobby's dad's soap so I didn't smell like girl soap, which would be just as bad. Washed, dried and dressed again, I headed home hoping that I would be able to keep this under wraps. I had a feeling that my problems were just beginning, if the girls were serious about teasing me at work. Oh well, only time would tell.
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Some families take that old saying about marrying into a family more seriously than others. For me, it meant that when I married my wife, her two sisters got all the same benefits my new wife did. Well, most of them anyway, like emergency road service, general handyman duties, "special" favors that they'd only ask a brother to handle. About the only thing they didn't get was sex, though over the thirty years that I'd been married to Marie I wondered if her two sisters, Jeanie and Samantha didn't take a perverse pleasure in teasing me sexually, knowing that it was the one thing that was out of bounds.
At first it made some sense, neither of them being married. But once they were both married, I figured that the visual teasing would go away. Alas, it didn't. More than once, we, as couples, would go camping together or on various trips, and I was subjected to discrete and sometimes less than discrete flashes. In one case, a cruise that I was planning for my wife and I ended up being a couples vacation, much to my displeasure. Yeah, it seemed that no matter how hard I tried to have a sexy, fun getaway with just my wife, it t urned into a multi-couple trip that included her sisters and their propensity to flash, touch, and grope, or just whisper sexy little things, all seemingly designed to give me a hard-on at the most inopportune time.
The three sisters were all similar in build and stature, all had the same blonde hair and green eyes. In baby pictures you couldn't tell them apart, but as they grew older some minor differences did appear. Of course, there was the age difference. Jeanie was the baby, two years younger than my wife, and Samantha, three years older. Marie, then fifty, was the middle of the three. She still had a damn good body, topped with a fantastic pair of thirty-eight-D tits with large areola that puffed up when she got excited. God, I loved playing with her tits. She wasn't as thin as when we were first married, with three kids to her credit, she had filled out to a size twelve, but her frequent workouts allowed her to still look pretty damn sexy. Her stomach was firm and toned, her body well sculpted and proportioned, and of course toned, firm legs that I loved to have wrapped around me.
Now, I said that her sisters teased me. I guess teasing wasn't quite the right term, but I wasn't quite sure what else to call it. Even when we were still dating, when I came to pick Marie up, one of her sisters would find some reason to parade through the room wearing as little as possible, sometimes as little as a pair of panties and a bra, and on a few occasions, when Marie wasn't looking, less than that. After we were married, I would have expected that kind of teasing to stop. It didn't. If anything, it got worse. It seemed like at every opportunity they could think of, they were doing something sexy to make me hard. Eventually Jeanie and Sam married, which at least tamed Sam's teasing down to rare and much less obvious instances. Jeanie, however, continued to get perverse pleasure from giving me a hard-on at any opportunity. I often wondered how many guys she teased that way, or if I was special because I was married to her sister. Any time we were together, she wore as revealing and sexy an outfit as she could, and heaven forbid we cross paths alone. To my surprise, my wife shrugged it off as her sister just being cute. Stripping in front of me, which she tried a few times, was a lot more than just being cute!
I remember one particular camping trip with Marie, myself, Jeanie and her husband of five years. The three of them were down at the lake swimming while I was out fishing. When I came in, I headed up to the tent to change into my swim suit and join them. I had no idea what excuse Jeanie used when she left them down at the water, but I was completely naked in the tent, getting ready to step into my swim suit when she unzipped my tent door and stepped in, causing me to try and quickly cover myself with my suit. She said simply that she needed to fix her suit and proceeded to take her top off, messing with the strings for several seconds while I stared at her tits, my cock quickly growing rock hard. She put her top back on, grinned at me and then pushed her bottoms down to the middle of her thighs, exposing her completely-shaven pussy to me. She turned around, bent over at the waist, pushing her bikini bottoms the rest of the way down her legs and stepping out of them. She stood there, bent over, her pussy pushing out between her legs toward me as she messed with her suit bottom for several seconds. Her butt moved side to side as she worked on the strings and then, finally, stepped back into it, pulling it up her legs, finally covering her pussy again. Her only comment was made just before she stepped out of the tent, looking at me over her shoulder and saying, "You don't get much more of an invitation than that!" Yeah, Jeanie was always the most blatant in her teasing, but in no way was I ever going to cheat on Marie with one of her sisters. Even if I was tempted, which I wasn't saying I was, my wife would either shoot it off or cut it off if I did something like that!
Having the biggest house also meant that we most frequently held the family gatherings at holidays. The sisters and their families filled our house at almost every holiday, and most especially at Christmas. I suppose that's because we lived in the country in a quaint, four-thousand square foot house on a small man-made lake. Perfect for summer holidays, but with enough room to manage in the winter. Since all the kids were grown and out of our houses, the group was even larger with our kids and their kids. This last Christmas Jeanie, forty-eight and still with the body of a thirty year old, continued her teasing, walking in on me while I was in the shower to "use the bathroom". She blatantly pulled her panties down and took them off, in full view of me while I was in the shower. She stood straddling the toilet bowl, holding her dress up to her waist and squatting down, peed. I stood there, staring at her as she stood up when she finished and began playing with her pussy while she watched me in the shower. I worried what my wife would have done if she'd found out, or worse, walked in while her sister was climaxing in front of me. But fortunately, she either hadn't found out or if she did, she chose to ignore it. I'll never know for sure. What I did know for sure was that between that incident, and a few other blatant flashes, by the time Jeanie left on the day after Christmas, she had my hormones raging like crazy.
Yeah, having Jeanie around the house was always somewhat uncomfortable. I loved my wife and wanted to stay true, and I most definitely didn't want to have to deal with the implication that I was messing around with one of her sisters. Of course, getting older had its drawbacks as well. My level of desire hadn't really changed much over the years, though I couldn't go as many times in a row as I used to, I still preferred to have sex frequently. My wife, on the other hand. Well, her level of desire was down to once every few weeks, making things somewhat difficult for me, but I managed.
Until a month ago life was predictable, with the exception of Jeanie of course. I got up in the morning, helped my wife get off to work, headed to the shower and then to my home office from which I ran my consulting business. Weekend mornings were lazy with the later parts of the days filled with chores and tasks around the house or outside. Yep, damn predictable and comfortable. That was before my wife got a phone call from her older sister.
Sam had been married twice, her current husband only a couple years younger than she was. After ten years with him, he'd decided that someone much younger, prettier and sexier than Sam, was what he wanted. He flaunted his new fuck bunny by being in the middle of fucking her on the kitchen table when Sam came home from work. She quite obviously left, and just as obviously my wife offered to have her stay at our house. With that one phone call my predictable little life veered into uncharted chaos.
Her first night at our house was a cry fest. Tears flowed for hours as my wife did her best to console Sam and convince her that it was her jerk husband and not her that was the problem. No matter how much my wife tried, all Sam could do was to come back to how she wasn't sexy anymore and wasn't good looking, etc, etc... My wife struggled to find a way to convince her that she was still good looking and sexy and desirable and, much to my horror, drew me into the conversation to "help convince her". As uncomfortable as I was telling her in front of my wife that she was good looking and sexy and that any guy would love to be with her that way, I was equally encouraged to lay it on thick by my wife's pleading looks.
I'm sure by now you've figured out what was about to happen. You've probably concluded that my convincing encouraged Sam to slip into my shower, or some other equally naked venue and have sex with me behind my wife's' back to prove to herself that she was still desirable and sexy. Well, I was well prepared to repel boarders the next day while I was alone in the house with the still tearful Samantha. As it turned out, it was an unwarranted concern. Sam was a perfect lady, leaving me to my work and doing her best to be unobtrusive around the house. I overheard her make a call to take a leave of absence from her work to deal with her situation, but otherwise she spent hours sitting in the living room overlooking the lake, watching the cold, wind-blown waves wash up on the shoreline. The evening was spent in long conversations with my wife while I did my best to hide.
The second day and third day were much the same as the first, thankfully. Though she came out of her shell a bit more the third day and make the two of us lunch, which she surprised me with by bringing it to my office. We ate, not saying much, but then she seemed to just want to not be alone at that moment. She spent the afternoon lounging on the sofa in a pair of slacks and a t-shirt, reading a book while I worked on my computer. Her evening was again spent with my wife, off sitting in the living room talking about lord knew what, while I sat in the den and watched some TV.
The fourth day, Sam started to almost seem normal. It was the first day since she'd arrived that I'd seen her smile while talking to my wife in the morning. Marie gave me a soft kiss, told me to take care of Sam and then headed off to work, leaving me standing in my pajama pants in the same room with Sam, wearing just an overly long T-shirt for nightwear, giving me long assessing kinds of looks. It was almost as if she were trying to decide if the wall was the right color or the lamp would look good in the living room. I wasn't used to those kind of looks coming my way.
I apprehensively excused myself and headed to the master suite to shower and shave. I'd already dealt with Jeanie coming into the bathroom on me recently, and part of me expected Sam to do something similar. I was relieved to not have a surprise visitor in my shower and by the time I got to my office, ready to work, Sam was ensconced on the little sofa, reading her book, still wearing her long t-shirt.
I liked my office. It was the place in my house that I'd designed specifically for concentrating on my work. Concentrating was hard enough for an adult with ADD, so I took the best of the techniques I'd learned over the years and built them into the room. My desk sat about six feet from the wall in front of me, three large computer monitors arrayed across it. Directly beyond them was a forty-seven inch plasma display hung on the wall that I generally kept old movies playing on for background noise. Sometimes I'd turn the movies off and just play music on the surround sound system. The background noise and motion were key to allowing part of my mind to be occupied while the other part focused on the work at hand.
To my right was a huge bay window that overlooked the second story wrap around deck, and far below, the lake. A warm wind was blowing across the lake from the southwest, pushing the waves toward the far shore, the leaves were just starting to come out on the trees, fluttering in the unseasonably warm breeze. The bay window stuck out over a portion of the second story back deck, that ran the width of the house. On really nice days, I would sometimes move outside with my laptop, if I needed a change of scenery. From there I could overlook the yard and lake from my second story perch and get a change in perspective.
The sofa, which Sam was lounging on, was to my left, set so that it could easily look past my desk and out over the lake and the hills beyond, nearly three miles before the tops of the trees in the state forest ended the view. The sofa was there specifically for cold days when I just couldn't concentrate at my desk.
I went to work as usual, deep into the design details of my current project by eight. As I worked my mind jumped between the TV, playing an old black and white western, and the schematics of the control system I was designing. The depth of my concentration was controlled not by the distraction, but by how long I could focus before my mind jumped me out again. I'd learned over the years that those jumps were necessary to keep the distracting little voice calling me to go out and play, go out and fish, etc, at bay. Though I seemed to be distracted in other ways that day. I found myself looking at Sam frequently, her long, bare legs crossed as she lay on the sofa, a book propped up on her chest as she read.
It was at least half an hour before I realized what was drawing my attention to her. Well, two things actually. The first was that her nipples were evident through the thin shirt, and both of them were rock-hard and protruding enough to make little mountain peaks on each of her full, round tits. The second was that the hem of her shirt had ridden up her legs from her periodic movements, the hem now clearly high enough to allow me to see the juncture of her legs, and, if I stood up, probably her pussy. Now this was a serious distraction! No matter how hard I tried, my overactive brain couldn't help but imagine that shirt pulling up farther and exposing more of her body. Finally it got too much for me to deal with.
"Hey Sam!"
"Yeah?" she asked, looking up from her book, toward me.
"It's pretty nice out. Just thought you might enjoy sitting in the sun and reading your book. There's a couple lounge chairs on the upper deck."
"Oh. That's not a bad idea. I think I will!" she said, flashing me a smile as she twisted to get up, her shirt riding up even farther and giving me a brief glimpse of the blond curls on her mound before the shirt fell down over them again as she stood up.
I sighed and shook my head to get the image pushed out of my mind before going back to work. At least, that was the plan. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement on the deck. Not a huge surprise, since I had suggested she go outside. What was a surprise was that she had pulled one of the reclining lounge chairs out into the sun, setting it near the back of the house where I suspected she thought she was out of my sight, and as I watched, stripped off her t-shirt, leaving her completely nude on the deck. She lifted her hands to her bare tits, lifting each one and gently rubbing her thumbs across her rock-hard nipples, her eyes closing and her lips parting slightly in pleasure. I was surprised at how little her tits sagged down compared to Marie's. Her breasts were large and round and clearly heavy in her own hands. In the sunlight it was just as obvious to me that her areola plumped and filled almost half the height of her erect nipple as she teased them with her thumbs.
I wondered if she realized that I could not only see, but was indeed watching her as she stood there and teased her nipples? My heart was pounding and I found myself unable to rip my eyes from her as she moved to the chair, sitting down with her legs pointed across the deck. From where I was, I couldn't see her pussy, being blocked by her legs, but I could most certainly see the curls on her mound as she lay back and reached one hand down between her legs.
"Oh shit," I groaned as my cock tried to break through my pants at the sight of her lying in the sun, her fingers obviously teasing her pussy while her other hand moved from breast to breast, teasing, pinching and pulling her nipples. I couldn't hear her, but her mouth clearly was making noises as she rocked her hips and arched her back at the pleasure she was causing in her body.
I didn't remember doing it, but I clearly must have. I looked down and realized that I had my cock out of my pants and was slowly stroking it in time with her rocking hips, my own level of pleasure growing more intense by the moment. I felt my hand sliding along my under-used cock, much as it did when I relieved myself to some internet porn, only this time I was imagining my cock sliding in and out of her pussy instead of some random porn star showing off for me. I saw her hand moving and knew she was pushing her fingers in and out of her pussy, teasing herself closer to climax and, inadvertently, me along with her.
I saw her lips mouth 'oh god' as she arched her back, her legs suddenly trembling and shaking in orgasm, my own climax suddenly springing upon me at the thought of her climaxing around my fat cock. My body jerked uncontrollably half a dozen times, spewing my cum on the wall and the carpet as I came along with her. I sat there panting, wondering if she knew what I had just done, if she knew that I had watched, or even if she knew I could see her naked at all.
I saw her relax, a smile creep to her lips, her eyes still closed, and her fingers teasing across her thighs and tits.
I got a towel and cleaned up my mess, wiping down the wall and the wet spot on the carpet before tossing the cum-covered hand towel into the hamper. By the time I'd cleaned up and was back, ready to work, she was reading again, still naked in the sun.
I was doing my best to concentrate when she got up again, still naked, and walked from my view.
"Mark, do you have any sunscreen?" I heard her ask from the doorway to my office, drawing my attention to her. She was standing there, completely naked with her hands behind her back, allowing me to see her whole nude body, including, for the first time, her pussy. Her full, round lips were puffed up and glistening with her own moisture, a significant amount of sexy, soft inner lip protruding and sticking down in the gap between her legs. I opened and closed my mouth several times, trying to make my words come out.
"Um. Uh. Yeah. Um. In the hall closet," I finally got out.
"Okay. Thank you!" she said cheerfully, turning and walking from my office, leaving me with a short look at her completely bare, firm, round ass.
"Oh lord." I groaned to myself as I sat there, listening to her rummage in the hall linen closet.
"Oh, here it is!" She called down the hall. I heard the closet door close and a few moments later the door to the deck open and close.
"Wow," I said to myself, shaking my head at what I had just been treated to. I didn't have all that long to consider it when a whole new view presented itself or, should I say, herself. Sam walked out to the chair and, facing away from me, bent over to spread the white cream on her legs, starting with her right ankle. I sat and stared at her, her legs about a foot apart, her pussy pushing out toward me as she wrapped both hands around her ankle and began massaging the lotion into her skin. Her hands moved slowly, stroking their way up her leg, stroking and twisting, almost like she were stroking a fat cock. She continued working around her calf and then paused to get more lotion before starting again with her right thigh just above her knee. She swirled her hands around her soft, creamy thigh, still bent over with her tits hanging down and swaying as she moved, her hands stroking around her thigh and finally high enough to swipe briefly across her pussy.



She remained bent at the waist, getting more lotion and turning slightly, letting me see more of her right breast as she worked the lotion into her left calf, her hand again stroking up and down and twisting around as she worked the lotion into her creamy skin. Upward, her hand traveled, slowly stroking and working more of the lotion into her leg. My cock was screaming to escape my pants and reach for the pussy that was all too visible and close. I'd never been to a strip club, but the show she was giving me was certainly hot enough for the fanciest stage.
"Oh shit." I groaned as she finished her left thigh and stroked her hand between her legs, her finger splitting her wet pussy lips briefly before she stood upright again. She settled on the chair again and then began massaging the lotion into her chest, her hands circling around and around her breasts, lifting each large, soft orb, teasing and massaging it before moving to the other. She covered her chest and neck with the cream and then went back to her tits again, working more unneeded lotion into the creamy, white skin, her whole body responding to her own touch.
I couldn't hear through the triple pane window, but it was more than evident without the sound: the moan that she let escape as her hands massaged and teased her tits and nipples. I watched, no, stared at her as she rolled herself onto her side, her back facing me as she lifted one leg, bending her knee and setting her foot on the padding of the chair, leaving her legs spread and her pussy completely visible.
I could imagine my cock sliding into her wetness as she pressed her fingers between her lips and deep into her pussy. She slid them slowly in and out of herself, her juices glistening on her two fingers as she pushed them slowly in and out, her hips rocking in time with her strokes. My cock strained at my pants as I imagined my cock in place of her fingers, stroking deep into her with each move of her hips, her other hand probably teasing her nipples, unseen from that angle.
Her stroking fingers moved faster, her hips rocking more and more as she plunged her two digits, almost frantically, between her wet lips, her cries of pleasure loud enough now to faintly be heard through the window pane. I didn't even realize that my own hips were moving on my chair in time with hers until her body jerked and shuddered, climaxing in front of me. Her pussy gushed juices out in a heavy stream, leaving a puddle on the wooden deck as my own cock spewed cum down my leg, soaking into the leg of my pants and boxers.
"Oh shit." I grunted, getting up from my chair and walking unsteadily toward the bedroom, cum leaking from my still-twitching cock down my leg. I stripped my pants off, tossed them into the hamper and then dug out fresh underwear and shorts. I was still breathing heavily as I walked back to my office and sat down, her bare body still on its side, her fingers slowly teasing her wet lips as her juices leaked from her sopping pussy and ran down her ass to the chair.
I tried to rip my eyes from the view in front of me and finally succeeded only when she climbed from the chair and walked into the house.
"Would you like some lunch?" I heard her call from the stairs as she walked down toward the first floor.
"Sure!" I called back, not sure how she would take the idea of me jacking off to what she was doing, most likely thinking her actions were in private.
Sam came back up the stairs a short time later, dressed in a lightweight satin robe, thankfully covering her breasts and pussy. Not that I didn't enjoy the view, but I had to admit, I felt a bit guilty. She had two plates, one for her and one she handed to me.
"Thank you! I need something to drink. Want something?" I asked, getting up from my chair and walked the few feet to the small refrigerator I kept in the office. I pulled out a Pepsi and, at her request, a bottle of water. I handed her the water and then sat back down, swiveling my chair to face her while I ate the sandwich she had made.
"You changed," she said almost off hand, as we sat across from each other.
"Yeah. Got hot sitting here," I answered evasively.
"Oh. I wanted to apologize. I didn't mean to startle you when I came in earlier," she said with a serious look on her face.
"Oh, it was okay," I answered.
"No, really. You looked so stunned that I wanted to apologize. Marie said to just make myself at home and that you'd be fine with whatever. But if it makes you uncomfortable, me being naked, I won't."
"Oh. No, it's fine. Not a problem," I said, little beads of sweat suddenly popping out on my brow. I wondered if she could see the reaction my body was suddenly having at the thought of her walking around naked again.
"Yeah. I know my little sis used to tease the shit out of you. She liked trying to give you a hard-on because Marie used to say how good you were. I guess I just assumed that she'd flashed enough by now that you'd be used to it."
"You know she still tries to flash me?" I asked in surprise.
"Oh yeah. To her, it's a game. She doesn't mean anything by it. Marie always gives her a hard time about it, but knows damn well that she's going to still try."
"Yeah, she does every now and then," I agreed.
"She can be a bit of a slut sometimes. I guess she never grew up. She was always trying to get into my boyfriends' pants too. I guess I should have let her. I might not be going through this now if I had. Marie is lucky. She got a winner."
"I don't think I'm that much of a winner."
"Oh, trust me. Compared to my two exes, you're a dream. Hell, when was the last time you didn't come help me when I needed something? Or when was the last time any of us were in a tight spot and you weren't there for us? On top of that, Marie says you have a fantastic cock and you're a freaking genius at making her come."
"Oh. God. I didn't know my sexual prowess was up for general conversation," I said, feeling myself blush a bit.
"Oh, just between sisters. We've always compared notes on our boyfriends and husbands, and you always seemed to be on top of the stack. Kind of a shame that Marie doesn't get turned on much any more. I know she feels bad about it, but I guess it's physical or something. Not a lack of desire, just a lack of arousal, you know what I mean?"
"Uh, yeah, I guess I can understand."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll read in here a while. Looks like the sun is going to hit the whole deck and it's a bit hot sitting in it."
"Um. Sure. Whatever you want. I'm just going to sit and work."
She got up and walked over, set her dish on the edge of my computer table, then turned and sat in my lap. I could feel her ass pressing my hard-on against my leg as she wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a sideways hug, pressing one of her big tits into my chest. She held the hug and I moved my arms tentatively around her and hugged her back, which is what she seemed to want. "Thank you," she whispered softly as she pressed her cheek to mine. "I know having me around is a bit difficult, but thank you for letting me hang out with you. I just really don't want to be alone, you know?"
"You're welcome," I said softly, trying not to feel nervous with her ass pressing on my hardon.
"And I'm sorry that I get you all turned on too. I'm sure that doesn't make things easier."
"Uh. I don't...I mean you don't..."
"Mark."
"Huh?"
"I can feel your hard-on. It's okay. In a way it's a compliment," she said as she released my neck and slowly pushed herself up off of me. "Marie would be beside herself for this, but...." she said as she reached down to my leg and slid her hand up the baggy leg hole, finding the engorged head of my rigid cock sticking down along my leg. She gently stroked what she could of my shaft and then looked up and smiled at me. "You know, it'd be okay if you wanted to do something to relieve that."
"Huh?" I asked, startled, trying to drag my mind back from the feeling of her fingers on my head.
"Oh, I don't mean have sex with me or anything, but I don't suppose that Marie would mind if you came just looking at me. I know you're turned on because I was naked," she said, reaching for the waist tie of her thin robe and pulling it apart. She let the robe slide down off her shoulders and then pulled her hand from my shorts, letting the robe fall to the floor around her. With a smile, she reached down and undid the snap on my shorts and pulled the zipper down. "You're so big, you might have to help me with this," she said, trying to stick her hand into my shorts and boxers and pull my cock up and out. "Lift," she coaxed.
"Huh?"
"Lift your butt silly," she said with a little giggle.
I moved my hands to the arms of the chair, still staring at her big tits as they hung down below her and in front of me as she bent at the waist to reach for my shorts. I lifted and she quickly pulled my shorts and boxers down, working them all the way down my legs and then pulling them off.
"Wow. Now I know why she thinks it's a great cock!" she said, wrapping both hands around it and squatting down in front of me, her legs splayed wide allowing me to see her spread pussy and her fantastic tits while she slowly stroked both hands up and down my shaft. "So, this is from looking at me?"
"Uh. Yeah."
"Wow. Just looking at my naked body? I'm surprised. Or did you have a little more stimulation? You weren't watching me on the deck were you?"
"Well... Actually,"
"I know. I didn't until the second time. When I turned around putting the sun block on you, I saw you through the window. Did you like what you saw?"
"It was one hell of a view." I grunted.
"I bet. If you could, would you fuck me?"
"I wouldn't cheat on Marie," I answered quickly.
"That wasn't my question. If you could, would you fuck me? Do I look sexy and fuckable?"
"Shit yes you do!" I said, no longer really thinking clearly as her hands stroked slowly up and down my shaft. "I'd fuck you in a hot second."
"You sure? I mean I'm not as young as I used to be," she said as she grinned up at me and leaned her face toward my cock, blowing hot breath across my engorged head, making it twitch.
"I'm quite sure." I groaned as she gently stroked her hands up and down my shaft, twisting them each in opposite directions as she worked them slowly.
"Mmmmmm Look at all this pre cum!" she cooed as she let one hand stroke over my head, dragging the leaking lubricant down my shaft. She lowered her head and closed her lips around my head, swirling her tongue around it before pulling her mouth off my cock. "Tastes like cum. Did you come watching me outside? Did I turn you on so much that you squirted all over your pants? Mmmmmm what a naughty boy," she said in a deep, seductive voice before closing her lips around my head again.
"Ohhhh shit." I groaned as she pushed her face down my cock after her hands, her saliva lubricating me as she pulled back up, her hand sliding more wetly down my shaft. Up and down, she bobbed her head, slowly, almost painfully slowly, her twisting hands dragging her saliva down my shaft until she had my whole eight and a half inches lubricated and sliding as wetly as if I were buried in her pussy. Up and down, she went, her tongue teasing under my head before she pushed down my shaft, moving one hand to allow her mouth to take more of me into her, my head pressing lightly into her throat before she pulled back up again.
"God, you're so big and hard. I wish this was in my pussy." She moaned, pulled her mouth off my cock to catch her breath. "You want to come in my mouth? Let me suck your cum right out of your hot, fat cock? I bet you do. I bet you want your sister-in-law to suck you off and swallow your load. You are such a bad, bad boy!" she said with a crooked grin before closing her lips around me again. I felt her move one hand to my balls, gently teasing them as she went back to her slow gentle pushes down my shaft.
I closed my eyes and groaned, knowing that I was soooo damn close but being very expertly denied. Her words and the sensations of her mouth and hands were inching me ever closer to a massive climax, but each time I thought I was going to tip over the top, she'd slow down more, letting my body pull back slightly from the impending climax. Half a dozen times she did this, my cock seeming to grow massively fat in her hand and mouth as she inched me closer again. I tried to sit still, but my hips wanted to lift off the chair and push toward her, try to push more of me into her mouth faster. I felt her hand kneading my balls and then felt her finger tease along lower, the tip of her finger, wet with her saliva leaking down my balls, stroke that sensitive spot between my balls and my anus.
I felt her pull her head back, holding just my head in her mouth as her fingertip found my anus and gently teased across it, pressing against it and stroking it. The sensation was like a jolt of electricity racing through my body. The climax she had held me back from over and over suddenly flashed into being like super-heated water into steam. Sparkles appeared in my vision as my body bucked hard, trying to jam my cock into her mouth as I exploded.
I felt her suck my cum as it surged from me, her moans of pleasure sounding in my ears as she licked and sucked my spurting cock, my body barely able to sit still as it convulsed and tried to force itself deep into her throat. Time and again, my body jerked, adding more to the load I had emptied into her waiting mouth, finally leaving me exhausted and panting as she stayed squatted between my legs, gently sucking and licking my cock clean of any cum.
"Mmmmmm, now that was a serious climax," she cooed softly, gently teasing my softening cock with her fingers as she looked up past it at me. "I wouldn't mind feeling one of those inside me."
"Not a good idea," I grunted breathlessly.
"I know. But this... this was pleasant just the same. Consider it a thank you for all the years of helping me with all those little problems."
"You're welcome," I panted as she let go of my cock and moved back to the sofa, sitting down with her legs spread, her pussy glistening.
"Now, just watch," she said, the smile never leaving her lips as she leaned back and spread her legs wider. "I bet Jeanie never gave you a view like this!" she said as she reached for one of her breasts with one hand and slid her other between her legs. I sat and stared as she dipped two fingers into her pussy, sliding them wetly into her pussy with an audible squish. "God, am I wet. Just thinking about you pushing that fat cock in me has me so turned on again. Do you want to watch me come? See how sucking your cock has my pussy begging for you to push into me? God, I want you to just step over here and feed that big, fat cock into me, push into me until I can't take any more of your fat length," she said, moaning as she plunged her fingers in and out of her pussy. Her other hand pulled and pinched one nipple and then the other as she worked her pussy and tits together.
"I bet you'd like to suck on my nipples, wouldn't you? Marie tells me about how you spend so long loving and teasing her breasts and nipples, sucking and nibbling them until she's almost begging you to feed your cock into her. She tells me how you tease your tongue around and around her nipple while you reach down and gently stroke your finger up her wet pussy, dragging your finger tip slowly across her clit until she feels like her pussy is connected to her nipples, both of them on fire with want and desire. Only then do you push your cock into her and make her come around your cock as you stroke powerfully into her. OHHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed as her pussy gushed her juices out at me, spraying a stream half way to me from where she reclined on the sofa. "OHHHH GOD YES!" she cried again as her body was wracked with another spasm, shooting more of her cum out at me.
She pulled her fingers from her pussy, panting and shaking as she lay there, her chest heaving as she fought for air. "Ohhhhh fuck," she groaned softly. "Damn, that was huge. Did you like watching me fuck myself? Did you like how I looked when I came? Was I sexy?"
"Yeah, it was very sexy," I agreed, noting the change in her voice with the last question, clearly wanting an answer where the other questions were obviously not meant to be answered. "No doubt you are still an incredibly sexy woman. If I wasn't married I'd most definitely be trying to get between your legs."
"Mmmmmmm. Good. You knew exactly what I wanted to hear. Thank you, even if it isn't true."
I opened my mouth to protest, and then closed it again, deciding that it wasn't an argument to be had at the moment. After almost five minutes of silence, I swiveled back to my computer, still sitting half naked in my chair, and went back to work, figuring that she might enjoy seeing as much as she was showing.
I had to admit that I felt guilty for what we had done, and when bed time came and I was snuggled to my wife, I admitted that Sam had come into my office naked and that she sucked me off. I expected an angry response, but instead got a soft, gentle, "I know."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. She told me. It's okay. I know she's feeling a little inferior right now, about her looks and all. If giving you a blow job helps her realize that it's about him, not her, then I guess I don't mind that much. Besides, you know I don't much care to give those to you. Was she good at it?"
"Quite good," I answered.
"Made you cum hard?" she asked curiously.
"Surprisingly hard," I whispered. "But not as hard as I come when I'm filling you!"
"Liar," she whispered. "But thank you just the same."
---o---
We'd usually sleep in on Saturday morning, at least past our usual six am wake-up time, and spend a little while snuggling, for me at least in the hopes of some sex. While I had no real expectation of sex, since I only got it about once out of every six Saturday mornings, I still enjoyed the quiet snuggle time. That morning though, my wife surprised me by pulling off her nightshirt on the way back from the bathroom and climbing into bed on top of me, both blatant indicators of her desire for sex. She slid her body up mine without a word and gently drew her breasts within easy sucking range.
Let's face it: I'm a HUGE tit man. I love looking at tits, I love playing with tits and I LOVE sucking my wife's nipples. NOTHING turned me on faster than a mouthful of soft sweet breast and rock-hard nipple. I eagerly sucked the front of her breast into my mouth, letting my tongue swirl and tease around her hard nipple, my attentions arousing her and puffing her puckered areola up in my mouth. I switched from side to side, leaving neither nipple alone for too long. As her level of arousal increased, I could feel her hips rocking gently on me, my engorged head pressed to her lips and spreading them, but not pushing into her. I waited, knowing that when she was ready, she would push back, slowly sinking me into her hot wet pussy.
That most wonderful moment came in only a few more minutes, her wet lips spreading around my head as she gently pushed her body back down mine. I let my hands squeeze and knead her creamy ass as she worked me deeper into her pussy, little moans and gasps slipping from her lips as I expanded her soft tunnel walls around my fat cock. "Sooooo fucking big this morning," she moaned softly as she rocked her hips a little harder, working my cock an inch or so in and out of her to spread more of her juices on me. "God, I love having you inside me."
"I love being there!" I said as I moved from one tit to the other.
I felt her work her knees up beside my hips, allowing her to lift her hips off mine and pull herself up my shaft a few inches. She closed her eyes and sighed as she lowered herself back down, my cock sliding all the way into her until I felt the end of her tunnel pressing against me. Up and down, she began to ride, slowly at first, stroking her soft wetness the full length of my shaft. I nibbled her nipples, getting pleasant gasps from her as her strokes increased in tempo. Up and down, her hips moved, rocking with each stroke, her back arching slightly in and out so that my cock seemed to stroke into her at a different angle each time.



"Ohhhh god. I'm going to come," she whispered softly, continuing her motions, little tremors starting in her legs moments later. "Ohhhhh! Sweetie! God damn I'm coooooommmmmiiiiinnnngggg!" she cried softly as the shudders in her legs spread through her whole body, her pussy clenching and spasming around my fat cock. "Ohhhhhhhhhh god yessssss!" she hissed softly as her body jerked a few times on me in response to more nibbles of each hard nub in front of me.
"Take me from behind!" she whispered, opening her eyes and smiling down at me. "You can watch my tits in the mirror. I know how you love to see 'em swinging."
"Got that right!" I agreed, rolling over as she climbed off of me. It took a few moments for us to reposition, getting her facing the headboard and the mirror that was set into its surface with me behind her. I reached for my hard cock and rubbed it up and down her wet lips, teasing her clit and drawing a little moan of pleasure before letting my fat shaft slide back into her. I held her hips and watched her face and tits in the mirror as I started stroking, driving my cock into her and slapping my thighs against her bare ass with each stroke.
"That's it, baby. Pound that into me. Does it feel good? Do you like fucking me like this?"
"God, honey, you know I do," I grunted as I worked my shaft in and out of her, my body hitting her ass and making her tits swing wildly as I pounded into her over and over again. "Shit. Almost there," I groaned as I pumped faster into her, my strokes pushing her toward another small climax, her pussy clenching and spasming around me again as she gasped out little moans of pleasure. "OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed, jamming my cock deep into her as I gushed a surge of hot cum into her, filling the slight space between our tightly-coupled skin. Over and over I jerked, adding more cum to her pussy with each shot, finally, after well over two minutes, stilled to an occasional random jerk or tremor.
"That felt nice." She sighed, leaning herself forward, and made sure she moved slowly enough for me to follow her down until I was lying on top of her on the bed, my cock still buried inside her sopping-wet pussy. She pulled a pillow down under her chest to support her slightly and then lay there as I gently kissed her neck and shoulders and the side of her face.
"Mark?" she asked in a whisper.
"Yeah lover?" I asked, still a little breathless.
"Did you want to have sex with my sister?"
"Huh?" I asked, startled.
"Did you want to have sex with my sister, while she was flashing you on the deck and sucking your cock?"
"Geez!" I responded, not sure what to answer.
"That wasn't an answer."
"You really want me to answer this? Why?"
"I have my reasons. I want to know if you find her attractive enough to have sex with."
"Lover, she has a body almost as sexy as yours. I'm sure if you thought about it, you'd figure out that any guy with blood flowing through his veins would think about the possibility of fucking a sexy body like yours in a hot second."
"Uh huh. When did you take up politics? Will you give me a straight answer?"
"Okay. Yeah. I thought about what it might be like to have sex with her while she was flashing me on the deck."
"Now, that wasn't so hard, was it?"
"If it's just between you and me, I don't want to start anything remotely like an argument. I'd wouldn't be surprised if me thinking about having sex with your sister would cause plenty of strife in the bedroom for us, so I just as soon not think about it and not repeat it."
"What if it didn't?"
"Didn't what?"
"Didn't cause a problem? Would you fuck her if she came on to you?"
"We're married. I'm not going off and fucking other people."
"I know Jeanie has tried."
"Huh!?"
"Oh come on, lover. Don't tell me you didn't see her finger fucking herself in the bathroom, hoping that you'd just climb out of the shower and take her."
"Yeah, I saw her, but I wasn't going to do anything," I admitted.
"So spoiled her day. She's been trying to get you to do something for years, but you haven't."
"Nope. I'm supposed to be yours, remember?"
"Uh huh. But it's tempting, isn't it?"
"Sorta, I guess."
"I wish I was horny for you more than I am. I know the last couple years it's been kinda hard on you: you still wanting it but me not so much."
"You wanted it this morning."
"Yeah. I did. I guess I was thinking about what Sam did yesterday. Flashing you and sucking you off. Kinda made me horny."
"Yeah, well, I'm glad it did," I said as my softening cock slipped out of her.
"Awwww," she said with a fake pout.
"I agree," I said, sliding myself off of her and then lying on my back again and pulling her partly onto me so her soft tits were mashed against my chest and her face was near mine. She leaned down and softly kissed me, letting our lips press against each other for long seconds before she pulled back.
"I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too," I answered with a smile.
"If I asked you to do something really wild, would you do it?"
"If you're going to ask me to screw your sister to make her feel better, the answer is no," I answered her as quietly as she had asked.
"So, you won't?"
"Uh uh. I'm supposed to be yours, remember?"
"What if I told you I wanted you to?"
"I'd have to ask why? And it better be a whole lot better reason that to make her feel better."
"When was the last time we had sex this good?"
"I don't know. Been a while, why?"
"Because I want it again," she whispered.
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh," she said with a grin.
"Okay. I'm game, you know that."
"Good, because I want you to wait."
"Okay, now you have me confused. You want to do it again, but you don't?"
"What's the most important question to ask right now?"
"Uhhhh why not?"
"Uh uh. Try again."
"Okay, if it's not why not, then why?"
"Bingo," she answered with a mischievous smile.
"Okay. So why?" I asked after she didn't say anything for several long seconds.
"Why what?"
"Oh lord. Seriously? Twenty questions?"
"Uh huh."
"Okay. Why do you want it, again?"
"Can't I?"
"Um, sure you can. I thought you wanted me to ask why though?"
"I did. But I bet if you think about it, you don't need an answer. I'll be in the shower when you work it out," she said, pushing up off of me. She started toward the bathroom and turned to look back at me. "Don't take too long."
I knew my wife. She was dead set on something, but I wasn't sure my conclusion was right. It wasn't in character to say the least. I'd known her to go out of character before for various reasons, but this had me shocked. I was pretty sure I knew what she was hinting at, but it didn't make sense to me. Just because it didn't make sense was no reason for me to pass up another shot with my wife, in the shower no less, someplace we hadn't done it in years! I climbed from the bed and padded naked into the bathroom where she already had the shower running and was standing under the hot spray.
"So, you figured it out?"
"I won't say I understand, or that it makes sense, but yeah, I think I did," I answered her as I stepped into the shower with her.
"Okay. 'Splain it to me!" she said with a giggle.
"You got all turned on thinking about your sister sucking my cock."
"Close, but not close enough," she said putting her hand on my chest and pushing me back out of the water. "Try again."
"You got horny thinking about me watching your sister?" I asked, not at all getting it yet.
"No, silly," she said as she stepped closer to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling herself closer to me until her soft tits pressed against my chest and her soft lips were brushing mine as she whispered to me. "I got turned on thinking about you sitting there stroking your cock while you watched my sister getting off. It made me think about how you'd be if I was out there naked, playing with myself."
"If you were out there naked playing with yourself, I wouldn't have stayed in my office. I'd have been out there sliding into you as soon as I could get there."
She giggled. "You are so funny and sooo damn predictable. Wouldn't you like to watch me play with myself out on the deck? Would that turn you on?"
"Hell yeah it would," I said as I pulled her tighter to me, my again hardening cock pressing between her legs as our hips came together.
"Me, just lying there, completely naked, playing with my nipples. You, not able to come out and just having to stand there and watch me. I'm getting wet just thinking about how you'd look, standing there with your shorts down, and your hand stroking your cock. Oh yeah. My pussy is practically screaming to be touched."
"Oh? You want to be touched?"
"Uh huh. I want to be touched by you. I want to feel your fingers teasing my clit until I can't stand it any longer," she whispered, barely loud enough to hear. "Then I want you to put your cock in me and fuck me until you come.
It was a request I was more than willing to comply with. I grinned down at her and slipped one hand between us, letting one of my fingers slip between her wet lips, finding her clit and ever so slowly teasing it with my finger.
"Ohhhhh yeah. That's what I need. Make my body want you again." She moaned softly as I pushed her back gently under the warm water. I stroked her lips softly, letting the tip of my finger slide along her pussy, spreading her lips as I did so until my finger found her clit. I paused with each stroke and ran my finger in circles on the hard nub, timed with the fingers of my other hand circling her nipple. She kept her legs spread slightly apart to give me access as she lifted herself on her toes and brought her lips to mine in a hot, wet, erotic kiss.
She reached down between us and grasped my cock, pushing it down between her legs and then holding it tightly to her pussy as she began to slowly rock her wet lips against my head and the top of my shaft. She closed her eyes and sighed softly as I squeezed her ass, my hand no longer needed between her legs. We stood like that, her pussy gently caressing my head as she teased her own clit on it. She pushed me down slightly farther and pulled her body against mine, lifting herself for another kiss while she rocked her hips gently on the top of my shaft.
"Fuck me," she whispered as we broke the kiss. "Put your big cock in me and fuck me until we both come!" With a grin, she pulled away and turned around, bending over to push her waiting pussy out at me, the water cascading off her back as she used the wall for support. I didn't even have to move. All I did was push my cock down and rock my hips back a little and I had my head between her fat, wet lips.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I pushed into her sopping wet tunnel, the tightness of her confines caressing me as I pushed into her. "So good!"
"Oh god, yes," my wife moaned softly as I started stroking in and out of her. "Soooo fucking good. Fuck my hot pussy. Make me come! I'm already so damn close. So damn turned on. Make me come lover. Make me come all over you!"
My wife wasn't usually this verbal and her comments quickly coaxed me to drive into her harder, my hips slapping her ass wetly in the cascading water as my cock drove into her over and over again. I let my hands slide up her sides, my fingers feeling her tits swinging, my mind picturing her huge tits swinging to and fro under her chest as she came closer to climax. "UH FUCK!" I grunted as the climax that had been building suddenly washed over me. I briefly wondered if I had let myself come too soon, but the sounds of my wife climaxing with me told me I had timed it perfectly.
We stood there for long minutes, my body bucking and twitching, my cock pumping cum into her as her pussy spasmed around me. We slowly receded from that mutual pinnacle, Marie pushed herself upright, her arms reaching behind both of us to clasp my neck and pull my head down toward hers. "Mmmmmmmm that felt nice," she cooed softly. She let go of my neck and reached for the faucet, turning the now cool water off. "I think we used up all the hot water." She giggled.
"Yeah, but it was worth it," I replied with a smile.
"I'm glad," she whispered before turning us and stepping out of the shower. We dried off and dressed, each of us pausing to occasionally kiss whatever bare skin was reachable, my wife surprisingly pulled on a t-shirt without first putting on a bra. "Just to keep your motor running," she said with a giggle before leaving the bedroom.
I headed down to the kitchen for breakfast, sitting at the kitchen table, watching my wife, her tits bouncing around in her t-shirt, and her sister helping, wearing what I suspected was ONLY a long t-shirt based on what I saw when she bent over to get a pan out of a low cabinet. I did my best at containing my hard-on, and failed, both of them suppressing grins as I got up after breakfast to head out to do some chores around the yard. It was mowing day and that little task took several hours, finishing just before lunch. I parked the tractor and headed in to cool off from the unseasonably warm eighty degree heat.
"Oh. Hi Jeanie!" I said as I walked in and was surprised to see my younger sister-in-law standing in the kitchen in a tiny mini-skirt and midriff-showing tube top that wasn't quite up to containing her big tits. "I didn't know you were coming out."
"Yep. You know us. All for one and all that," she said with a grin, turning to face me and leaning her ass against the counter as she drank some of the water she had just put in her glass from the refrigerator door.
"Yeah. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised you showed up," I agreed with her, stepping toward the refrigerator and her at the same time, since she was leaning against the counter right next to it. "Just came in for some lunch."
"Oh. Well, in that case, why don't you let me make you something. Go sit," she said quietly, placing one hand on my chest and pushing me back from the refrigerator. She stepped between me and the fridge and gently pushed me back farther, letting her arm bend with each step I took back so she grew closer. I felt my butt bump against the table, stopping my retreat. "You know, I hear that you let Sam suck your cock," she whispered as she lifted her hands to the tube top and pulled the bottom up over her tits, leaving them hanging out, each large boob, shaped like a giant teardrop with a two-plus inch aroelae and rock-hard nipples.
"You heard that?"
"Oh yeah. I also heard that you watched her finger herself to climax and squirt her cum toward you. Now, why won't you do that for me? I'd love to suck your cock."
"That wasn't exactly planned," I said defensively as she reached down and stroked her palm across my growing bulge.
"Which part? Sucking your cock or watching her finger fuck herself in front of you?"
"Either," I answered, grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand from me. "You wanna play with this, you gotta get permission from your sister."
"Maybe I will!" she said with a grin, stepping back from me and swapping her hand around so that she held my wrist instead of me holding hers. She pulled my hand up and pressed it against one of her big, soft tits. "For now, why don't you play with this?"
"Same reason," I answered, unable to resist giving her sexy tit a squeeze before pulling my hand away.
"Okay, Mark. I hear you. Now, lunch?"
"Please," I answered as she backed up a little more.
"Alright," she said with a grin, turning and walking to the fridge. "What would you like to eat?" she asked as she opened the door. "Hmmmm Let me see. Tell me if you see something you like!" she said as she bent over to look into the fridge, keeping her legs straight so that her skirt slid up her creamy white ass cheeks as she bent. She pushed her ass out at me as she looked in the fridge, her bare pussy pushing between her legs toward me. "Anything at all?"
"If you were my wife and you did that,you know damn well that I'd already be standing behind you with my cock out."
"Don't let a little thing like being married stop you. I wouldn't at all mind feeling that big log of yours sticking into me."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll just keep it zipped up for now."
"Your loss. I've been wet since I left my house to drive down here. Just think about how good I'd feel wrapped around that fat cock of yours."
"Oh, I can imagine just fine."
"Jeanie!?" I heard my wife call from behind me as she stepped into the kitchen. "Seriously?"
"Hey sis. How could I not tease him?" she said with a giggle. "We both know he won't do anything more than look, no matter how much I tease him. Not unless you say to, and I don't see that happening any time soon."
"Not likely," my wife agreed. "Now, why don't you go sit with Sam and I'll make my husband lunch."
"She never quits, does she?" I asked after Jeanie had left the kitchen and my wife was busy making me a sandwich, which I could have easily done myself.
"She doesn't," my wife agreed.
"Doesn't it bother you? Her trying to get into my pants all the time?"
"Not really," my wife answered with a grin. "I KNOW you enjoy the hell out of it and you're not going to give in no matter how much she tries. What can it hurt? Her flashing her body at you anyway? I mean, all you do is get more horny. Now that I think about it, it makes me a bit horny thinking about how big and hard it makes you."
"You're not worried that she'll find a way to get what she wants?" I asked as she stepped over and set the plate down on the table next to where I was still standing. She grinned at me and reached out to the bulge in my pants. She unzipped my shorts and wormed her hand into the opened gap, working the front of my boxers down below my balls and pulled my mostly hard cock out the hole. She moved in front of me and stroked my cock slowly, coaxing it harder as she leaned toward me, pressing her tits against my chest through the thin shirt she had on.
"I think you wanna fuck her," she whispered.
"I think she wants to fuck me even more," I answered, sliding a hand up under her t-shirt to her bare breast.
"Mmmmmmm, you are so naughty," she cooed as she enjoyed my fingers stroking her soft tit.
"And you're not?" I asked with a chuckle as my hips wanted to move toward her stroking hand.
"I wouldn't worry too much about Jeanie. Let's focus on Sam. She thinks she isn't good looking anymore. So what can we do to convince her that she is?"
"I'm not going to fuck her, if that's what you're suggesting."
"Oh, I'm not. I think if you did that'd just be reinforcing that men are cheaters. No, I want you to just tease her a bit, make her feel sexy and desirable."
"If that's what you really want. What do I get out of it?"
"You want a reward?" she asked with a grin?
"Well, let's face it. I'm going to be horny as hell if I'm seeing her body again."
"Okay,, tell you what: if you get so horny you can't stand it, I'll, um, I'll leave my pussy open and ready for you."
"So you're suggesting that I just take you, wherever?"
"That is what you want, isn't it? I mean, I know I haven't always been receptive, but for reasons I don't quite understand, knowing that my sister was sucking you and fingering herself for you, well, it's got me really turned on. I can only imagine what it would be like if I actually saw it happen."
"I don't understand you," I said, shaking my head.
"You don't have to. You just have to do what you've always done. Love me and treat me like you always have, like a queen. I know how hard you work at pleasing me. All the ladies at work are jealous of me because they know that all I have to do is ask and you'll do it. So how about it? Going to try to please me today?"
"Sure. What do you have in mind?"
"I'm not sure yet, but I'll let you know. I'm sure Jeanie will have some deviously sexy idea as to how to get you to fawn over Sam's sexy body."



"Is that what you want me to do? Fawn over her body?" I asked as her hand slowly stroked my cock.
"I want you to make her feel the same way you make me feel when you look at my naked body, like there isn't a sexier woman in the whole world. Oh, I know it's not true, but when you look at me that way I know damn well that YOU think I am. I want her to feel those little butterflies in her stomach and that warm ache in her pussy and that tingle all the way from her pussy to her nipples."
"Is that what you feel?"
"Every time you look at me naked," she said with a grin. "Oh, I know full well it isn't true. I'm not that sexy. I'm old and overweight, but in your eyes, I know that I'm it," she whispered, leaning toward me and pressing her lips to mine. "God, I'm so fucking horny now," she whispered after breaking a nearly minute long embrace.
"So why don't you let me lay you on this table and fuck your brains out right now?" I coaxed, wrapping my arm around her waist and turning her so her ass was against the table.
"Maybe later, lover. I don't want to wear out your cock, because there isn't a better compliment to a woman's looks than a man with a hard-on."
"So I'm just supposed to run around with a hard-on all day?" I asked with a crooked grin.
"You know, I can't think of a better idea. Why don't we just leave this out on display?" My wife giggled, stroking my shaft.
"Uh huh. And leave it as open season for Jeanie?"
"Oh, I don't think she'll do anything. Not without asking at least," my wife said as she lifted herself up to kiss me again. We stood and embraced, her hand stroking my cock and my hand under her shirt, teasing her left nipple. She sucked my lower lip and then teased my lips open with her tongue, encouraging me to follow her tongue into her own mouth and have a little teasing duel there. She pulled her mouth from mine breathlessly. "So? Did you like having Sam suck your cock?"
"She was pretty damn good at it," I answered her.
"Well, if she wants to do it again, you have my permission. In fact, you can do anything you want with her except fuck her. Save that for me."
"Are you serious?"
"If you think that it'll make her feel more desired and sexy, yeah, I am."
"I'll never understand you three."
"What's to understand? We're close."
"But sex close?"
"Oh yeah. It's always been the rule that we can look, we can flash, we can tease, but we can never touch. This is the first time anyone has crossed that line, but given what she's going through, I'll forgive her. Now I'm giving permission. I love you, but I also love my sisters and, to me, I think this will help her feel as sexy as you make me feel. That's what I want her to feel again."
"You seriously want me to play with her?"
"Lover, I want you to make her feel like I do right now. I want you to bend me over the table and fuck me with this cock. I want you to drive it into me until I come in a huge screaming orgasm. When you're having sex with me I feel like the luckiest woman in the world. I just wish my body wanted it as much as you did because I love how it feels."
"I wish you did too," I whispered. "I love making love to you. I love looking at your naked body and feeling it against mine."
"I know. So, today, save this for me, but see if you can make Sam feel the rest, okay?"
"If that's what you want," I answered, leaning down and kissed her softly again.
"Oh, what the hell. I don't want to wait. Fuck me," she said as she let go of my cock. I felt her hands moving between us and then she turned around, pushing her shorts down her legs to her thighs, leaving her ass and pussy bare as she bent herself over the kitchen table. "Fuck me, lover. I don't think I can wait until later."
I grinned and took the half step toward her, my cock already rock hard and poking out of my pants. I undid the snap on my shorts and pushed them down to my thighs along with my boxers. I grabbed my cock and rubbed my head up and down her sopping wet lips, her inner lips pushing out of her fat outer lips, her blonde curls framing her sexy pussy. I rubbed my head up and down, wetting my head and feeling for the entrance to her tunnel.
"Ohhh god," she moaned as I pressed into her, my head stretching her tunnel to accept my fat shaft. I pressed into her several inches and then pulled back, letting her juices lubricate my shaft. I pushed in and out in short little strokes, getting moans of pleasure with each inch more that I worked into her. After several stokes I was pushing fully into her, my hips slapping rhythmically against her bare ass as I pistoned my cock in and out of her hot, sexy tunnel.
"Damn, you feel good." I groaned as I pumped in and out of her.
"Uh huh." She grunted as my strokes banged her thighs against the table, shaking it with each stroke. I pushed her shirt up and let the material work its way between her breasts and the table surface. With her nipples rubbing directly on the table surface, she shuddered and trembled with the added stimulation. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come." She moaned loudly as I plunged into her over and over, my fat head caressing her soft tunnel walls.
I could feel the tingle start low in my cock and spread, the urgency of my impending climax building by the second. That special warmth spread by the moment. My hips pushed faster into her, almost on their own as my actions swung closer to involuntary. I could feel her pussy contract around me as her gasps grew louder.
I heard another gasp, this one at the kitchen doorway. I looked over and saw Jeanie standing there, her tube top down around her waist and her miniskirt pulled up just as far. She stared at me, one hand massaging one of her big tits and the other down between her legs, stroking her completely shaved pussy. "Oh damn," I groaned as my cock swelled the last little bit before unloading in my wife's already quivering pussy. I closed my eyes as my body bucked hard, jamming my cock deep into my wife as a surprisingly huge gush of cum lanced out into her.
"FUCK!" my wife cried suddenly. I wasn't sure if it was because how hard my hips hit her ass, pushing the whole table several inches, or feeling the power of my climax unloading inside her.
My body bucked at least half a dozen times, pumping gush after gush into her, leaving me standing behind her with my twitching cock still leaking more into her as I gasped for air. I opened my eyes to see that Jeanie had vacated the kitchen and looked down at my wife, whose body was still occasionally shaking.
"Holy shit," she finally said quietly. "Where did that come from?"
"What?" I asked breathlessly.
"That! Jesus, I can't remember the last time you fucked me that hard."
"I can't remember the last time you let me fuck you on the kitchen table. The two might be related."
"Yeah, I guess," she said, pushing herself up to her elbows so she could look back at me. "Why did we stop doing this again?"
"I think it had to do with you not wanting a little audience," I answered.
"Oh yeah. I guess we stopped a lot of things because of that."
"Uh huh," I answered, pulling my shrinking cock from her pussy. "So, now what?"
"What do you mean?"
"So what do you have in mind that I'm supposed to do to make Sam feel sexy?"
"I'm not sure. Jeanie'll have some ideas I'm sure."
"Oh without a doubt," I answered. "I think I'll eat that sandwich you made me and then go down and work on that dresser."
"Good idea," she answered as she stood up and turned to face me, "that way I know where to find you."
"And I can hide from Jeanie."
"Why hide from her?"
"Because I think fingering herself watching us fuck isn't going to be enough for her," I answered as my wife wrapped her arms around my neck.
"All right. I'll talk to her and ask her to back off. You have your hands full with Sam and me anyway."
"I have my hands full of you. Sam is just a distraction," I whispered as she lifted herself to kiss me. We stood and embraced for long seconds before she let go and walked out of the kitchen without another word, her shorts and underwear lying on the kitchen floor, her naked ass swinging sexily as she disappeared. I shook my head and pulled up my pants. I pulled a soda out of the fridge, picked up the sandwich my wife made for me and headed down to the basement and my woodshop area.
********
I'd been at it well over an hour when my phone chimed. I finished running the board I was working on through the plainer and then pulled it out to see what it was. My wife had requested my presence upstairs, not an unusual thing to have happen on a weekend. While I had my projects, my wife had hers and occasionally needed help reaching or lifting something. I set aside the board on the stack of those already done and headed upstairs.
I called from the top of the stairs to see where she was and she returned my shout that she was in the living room. I headed that way and stopped as soon as I stepped into the room.
"Hey lover. Would you take us down to the swimming hole? We're going to catch some sun and thought that lying on the sand would be more fun than the deck," my wife said with a smile.
I'd seen my wife and sisters in all assortments of bathing suits and bikinis. I'd even seen them all naked now. What I'd never seen, nor expected to see, was all three of them standing in the same room with nothing on but VERY, VERY tiny bikini bottoms, including my wife who never went topless. I stared at the three sets of nearly identical tits, Sam's and my wife's a bit larger than Jeanie's, but each with practically identically sized two-plus-inch across areola and protruding nipples as large across as my little finger.
"So, you gonna stare all day or you gonna drive us down to the swimming hole?" my wife prompted after several long seconds staring at the three.
"Uh. Yeah sure. Let me go get the UTV," I said, still not making any move to go anywhere. I could feel my cock hardening in my pants as I started at the three, finally shaking myself out of my stupor and turning for the kitchen. I headed out the door and stopped, reached into my shorts to straighten my mostly hard cock and settle it into a better position before heading to the garage for the side-by-side UTV I used for working around the place.
Years ago, when we'd built the dam to make the lake, I'd had several large truckloads of sand brought in to make a nice swimming beach for the kids. It quickly became the favored hangout for most of my kids' friends. Over the years I'd seen a lot of bikinis on sexy little bodies, but the bikini bottoms the girls were wearing today were so damn tiny that they were practically nude. The one my wife had on was by far the biggest, covering her whole mound and pussy, but the ones Jeanie and Sam had on covered less than half their mound and I could swear that Sam's pussy lips showed through the thin material of her white bottom.
I drove the UTV up to the house and went in to get them. "You wanna drive it down?" I asked my wife, knowing that it really only sat three, not four.
"No. I think you can take us down. Jeanie'll sit in the back, won't you sweetie?" my wife said, turning to Jeanie.
"Well, I can, or I can sit on Mark's lap. I'm sure he won't mind."
"I don't think that's particularly safe," I answered with a frown. Not only unsafe from a driving standpoint, but having her sitting with her almost-naked ass on my hard-on was definitely NOT a safe thing for me to be doing. And almost naked was an understatement. When she turned around, I got to see that the suit bottom was little more than a thong, a single string dipping down between her cheeks. She bent over to pick up her bag and I could see that the tiny triangle of cloth didn't quite extend far enough to cover her entire pussy, the rosebud of her anus and the very bottom of her pussy lips showed to me, making my cock even harder.
"Oh poo. You're not going to make me ride in the back with this on, are you?" she asked as she stood back up and turned to face me again.
"Oh, it's not all that far. I'm sure you won't mind her sitting on your lap," my wife said with a wink.
"Yeah, sure. Why not?" I answered, rolling my eyes to let her know that I got the message but wasn't happy about it. We walked out to the UTV and they piled their little bags and towels into the back compartment, then climbed in, Jeanie sitting astraddle my lap, my hardon pressed up between the crack of her ass, Sam next to me and my wife in the far seat. I carefully started out down the bouncy dirt road that wound around the lake to where we had made the swimming hole. Every bump tried to drive my cock up in between Jeanie's cheeks, and she seemed to be loving every moment of it.
I finally pulled to a stop by the sandy beach and let them unload, Jeanie taking her time to slide off of me, leaving a wet spot on the front of my shorts.
"So, you going to stay and hang out with us?" Sam asked sounding almost hopeful.
"Well, I really have a bunch to do," I answered, hoping that would get me out of what looked to me like trouble. If my wife was wearing that bikini bottom and we were alone, there was no doubt that I'd be staying in an attempt to get her OUT of that bikini bottom for some sex in the sand. But with the three of them dressed like this, I had serious concerns about what could happen. Not that I'd particularly object to having sex with either Sam or Jeanie, but I was trying to stay true to my wife, and while her current behavior was... intriguing, I was concerned that down the road she would have an awakening and I'd be in a shit load of trouble.
"Oh you can stay, honey. I'm sure one more day isn't going to be a problem for your project, now is it?" my wife asked me.
"Probably not," I answered with a frown, "but I don't have any swim trunks with me or anything."
"Oh sweetie. I'm sure we won't mind if you're in your underwear."
"Better yet, why don't we just make this au natural? We can all go bare and then it won't matter at all. I mean, it's not like we haven't all seen his nice, big, fat, hard cock before, right?" Jeanie chipped in.
"Um, I don't know that it's a good idea. I mean, us going topless is one thing, but completely naked?" my wife asked, hesitantly.
"Sure, sis. Come on. How often will the three of us have a chance to hang out like this? You're not trying to tell us your husband is bashful, now are you?"
"No. He's not overly bashful. But I'll be honest, Jeanie. If you get half a chance you know damn well you'll be trying to fuck him. I'm not sure I'm exactly good with that."
"Tell you what, sis: I promise, cross my heart, to NOT fuck your husband today. Doesn't mean I won't touch, but I promise not to plant my hot, wet cunt on his hard, fat cock!" My wife looked at Jeanie and then over to me, almost pleadingly, but I wasn't sure if it was TO do it or NOT to do it. "Oh come on, sis. You really don't trust me that much?"
"You mean like the time you fucked my boyfriend after our first date? Or the time you went naked into my bathroom and fingered yourself in front of my husband? Or the time you tried to tempt him on the canoe trip? Or the time you got naked in the tent in front of him when we went camping, hoping he'd fuck you? Awwww, Sis, how can I not trust you?"
"Okay okay. I get it. But I do promise," Jeanie said, a bit sheepishly.
"Alright. Just this one time," my wife said as Jeanie smiled broadly. It only took a few seconds and Jeanie was stripping off her tiny bikini bottom, leaving her completely naked. She stepped over to me and reached for my shorts.
"You want some help there, sexy?" Jeanie asked as she unbuttoned the front of my shorts and started pulling the zipper down.
"Jeanie!" my wife said with a scowl.
"Oh all right," Jeanie answered, letting go of my shorts and letting them slide down my legs as she backed up. "You're right. Sam should be doing this."
"Me?" Sam asked in surprise. "Why me?"
"Why not? You're not afraid of seeing his hard dick are you? I mean you're the one that got to suck him off, right?" Jeanie chided her sister.
"Yeah, but," she protested.
"How about I do it?" my wife said, stepping over to me. "You might as well do me, too, since it looks like we're both going naked."
"I don't mind making you naked," I said with a soft chuckle as she pushed my boxers down and freed my rock-hard cock.
"You seem a bit hard."
"Yeah, having a bare naked woman bouncing on your cock will do that to a guy." I laughed as I squatted down and pulled the bikini bottom down her legs, letting her hold my shoulders for balance. She stepped out of the tiny slip of a swim bottom and stood in front of me naked, her curly, blond bush in front of my face. I leaned toward her and gently kissed what I could reach of her pussy lips, making her squirm and giggle girlishly before she stepped back out of my reach.
I stood back and watched as they laid out large beach blankets in the sun and lay down on them. "Mark, would you be a sweetie and put some sunblock on my back?" Jeanie asked sweetly.
I looked at my wife who looked back at me and shrugged. "When you get done with her you can do me too," she finally said, laying her head back down on the towel. "She's been trying to get your hands on her body, might as well be with me lying here instead of someplace else."
"So you're giving him permission to touch? In that case, he can do my front too." Jeanie giggled.
I looked at my wife as she turned her head to look at me. She gave me a wink and then said quietly, "If she wants you to do her front. Do her front. Just make sure you get it allllll really good!"
I stared at my wife for about two seconds. Had she just given me permission to finger-fuck her sister? Do something that Jeanie had been wishing for? "You sure?"
"Oh yeah," she answered me.
"Sure about what?" Jeanie asked as she held out the bottle of tanning oil.
"Your sister just gave me permission to touch your tits," I said evasively.
"Ohhhhh goodie. I thought I was going to have to fight for that!" she said as I drizzled oil across her back and over the curves of her ass. I started rubbing her back near her neck, working the oil into a thin, slick layer across her body, her skin slowly absorbing it as I worked lower, my hands finally down to her ass. She moaned softly as I rubbed my hands around her firm, smooth ass, dipping my fingers down into the crack of her ass. I heard her sigh, almost an audible pout, as I pulled my hands free, to get the bottle of oil again. I drizzled a trail up each leg before setting the bottle aside. I looked over at my wife, lying on her back, watching me as I stroked my fingers along and around her calves, working my hands higher up one leg and then the other. I let my fingers dip down deep between her thighs, her legs moving apart in hopes that I would let my fingers actually tease her pussy.
I grinned at my wife as she watched, hoping that it was what she wanted. "Oh fuck," Jeanie gasped as I let my slick fingers draw up between her lips, diving deep into her slit and wiggling slightly.
"What's that, Jeanie?" my wife asked innocently.
"Huh? Oh nothing. Just enjoying your husbands spreading the oil around on my back," Jeanie lied.
"Time to turn over," I said to her, my wife closing her eyes and pretending that they had been closed the whole time.
Jeanie rolled over onto her back on the towel, her big, soft tits lying on her chest as she spread her legs slightly, her completely shaved pussy open to my view.
I looked over and my wife had her eyes open again, knowing that Jeanie couldn't see her watching. I drizzled oil all over Jeanie and then reached down to her legs, starting down there and working my hands up one leg and then the other. I let my fingers make little dimples in her thighs as I worked both hands up her thighs, my thumbs inching closer to her pussy. I swung my leg over hers, straddling her and sitting on her legs, my balls rubbing her just above her knees as I pushed my hands farther up, both thumbs stroking up around the outsides of her fat pussy lips.



I teased her for several strokes this way, running my thumbs up and around her pussy, drawing soft moans from her as she tried to wiggle her legs under me to get me to touch her. I pushed my hands up her body, my palms running up the two lines of tanning oil that I had drizzled down her front, sliding up slowly as she groaned in disappointment. I slid my hands all the way up over her breasts and kept going until my hands were at her shoulders. I took a breath and then pulled my hands back down to her breasts, cupping each fat, round mound of softness, massaging them and letting my fingers stroke back and forth across her rigid nipples.
The moans of pleasure returned as I worked her tits, her hands reaching for my thighs, her fingers trying to stretch to my ass to pull me up her body farther. I scooted closer, knowing what she wanted, but intending to tease her rather than giving in. "Closer," she whispered as her fingers found purchase on my ass and tried to pull me even farther. My engorged head was almost touching her mound now and I knew that if I moved much more that she'd be able to get my cock into her wet pussy. Instead, I left one hand on her right breast and moved my other to my cock, pressing it down and rubbing the tip of my head across the juncture of her lips. I moved and allowed her to spread her legs, remaining between them on my knees, my cock now out of reach of her pussy.
I had no doubt that she wanted me to slide forward, her heels digging into my ass and her ass lifting off the towel in an attempt to draw me closer to her or, more correctly, my cock to her pussy. Instead, I pressed two fingers slowly into her pussy, her hot, wet tunnel gobbling the offering up with all the gusto that it would have accepted my cock with. I could feel her soft walls twitching occasionally as she moaned and started rocking her hips. I let my thumb press against her clit, rubbing it in small circles as I moved my fingers slowly in and out an inch or so. "Ohhhh fuck," she moaned loudly, my wife watching everything that I was doing to her sister.
I continued to gently stroke my fingers in and out of her and used my other hand to move from breast to breast, pinching and twisting her nipples as her hips worked more urgently up and down, still trying to pull her body closer to me. Her hands moved from my thighs to my cock, stroking and pulling it, aiming it toward her pussy trying to coax me to replace my fingers with it.
I kept my fingers inside her as she wiggled herself closer to me, my cock now rubbing her lips on either side of my hand. I could see her frustration at being so close and being denied, and increased my attentions to her tunnel, curving my fingers up and teasing them along the top of her tunnel. "OH SHIT SHIT SHIT!" she squealed suddenly, her whole body going rigid for several seconds before the shudders started running up and down her body. I felt her pussy contract and grip my fingers as she shook and shuddered in front of me. Her body jerked several times and her juices gushed from her toward me, spraying over my stomach and crotch. Three times she gasped and squirted more on me before she finally let her butt rest on the towel again. "Oh my god," she moaned after her body being consumed by her climax.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy and unhooked her legs from me before climbing from between her legs.
"You ready to get done?" I asked my wife as I crawled over to her and straddled her legs, her bare ass sticking up at me. I used the tanning oil to drizzle from her neck, down her back and both legs to where I was kneeling across her calves. I started rubbing the oil into her legs, working slowly up both legs at the same time, letting my thumbs rub deep between them as I worked up past her knees to her thighs. She lifted her ass toward me slightly as I teased my thumbs deep between her thighs, held from spreading too far apart by my own legs. I looked over at Sam, lying on her back, watching my every move, her tongue pushing out to lick her lips as she stared at my engorged cock.
"Fuck her," Sam mouthed silently, her own hand between her spread legs, her fingers teasing around the outside of her pussy.
I grinned and wiped my hand up and down my cock a moment, greasing it up with more oil before scooting up my wife's legs farther. I pressed my cock down between her legs, my engorged head sinking between her soft thighs as I worked a little farther up her body. I felt the heat of her pussy as my head pressed between her delicate inner lips, the rounded tip of my cock finding the entrance to her pussy.
"Oh fuck," she whispered quietly as she tried to lift her ass toward me, my cock slipping into her an inch or so. I wiggled myself closer, sliding my hands up her creamy round ass as my cock slipped a tad deeper into her. I held it there, my hands rubbing up and down her back and ass, spreading the oil while she gently rocked her hips, working my cock in and out of her only an inch or so, but making it grow even harder.
Reluctantly I pulled out of her pussy and allowed her to roll over, kneeling between her spread legs like I had done with Jeanie, only I let my wife wiggle herself closer to me, her hands aiming my cock for her pussy. My position wasn't working very well and I straightened my legs out so they stuck up each side of her body, her legs over mine and wrapping around my waist. She pulled herself down the towel toward me, her hands finding my cock and aiming it for her pussy. She pulled herself onto my cock as I drizzled oil down her front and around her big, soft tits. She smiled at me and began to gently rock her hips as I used my hands to knead and massage her big tits, my hands sliding over most of her body. I let my right hand work down to her pussy, gently stroking my fingers around her pussy and my cock that was penetrating her. My other hand moved from breast to breast, teasing her nipples and stroking her puckered, excited areola. She rocked her hips as my thumb found her clit, gently rubbing it in circles and making her rocking hips pump even harder.
The position we were in allowed her to stroke her pussy only an inch or two on and off of me, but it was clearly enough to excite her. Up and down her hips went, little grunts coming from her as she worked herself on and off my engorged prick. I continued to stroke with my thumb, working her hard nub in little circles while teasing her nipples with my fingers, her rocking motion growing faster by the moment.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come," she moaned loudly, her hips lifting and falling to drive me in and out of her slightly, my thumb rubbing across her clit faster as her orgasm grew closer. "Oh shit shit shit shit shit!" she gasped as she squeezed my legs with her hands, trying to pull herself farther onto me. "UH FUCK!" she cried suddenly, her ass slapping against my legs as she shuddered and trembled in front of me. "Ohhhh my god." She panted as she lay there, her body jerking and twitching occasionally. I stopped stroking her clit and ran both hands up and down her body, teasing her soft skin with my fingers while my cock remained rock-hard inside her.
I wanted to just roll her over and fuck her from behind. My body was primed and ready to explode, but her climax had cut short the motions she was making that were pushing me toward that.
"I think you need to do Sam now," she panted, lying limply on the towel in front of me.
"I'd rather do you some more, if you know what I mean," I prompted.
"I know. But I'm not there just now," she panted.
"Yeah. Okay," I said a bit grumily, more than a little frustrated at that moment.
"Just go oil up Sam. I'm sure we can find a way to take care of this when you're done there."
"Yeah, okay," I said with a frown. Sam was lying on her stomach, looking at me as I untangled from my wife's legs and moved over to straddle her on my knees. As with My wife and Jeanie, I drizzled oil down her back and legs and then began working the oil in, my hand sliding along her skin, working from her feet up her legs toward her ass. I massaged her big, round ass and ran my hands down between her thighs, teasing oil onto her exposed pussy lips. She spread her legs as far as she could beneath me, which wasn't all that far, but it was far enough to allow me to tease my fingers up and down her wet slit, lubricating her round outer and protruding inner lips.
Not wanting to get too involved with her, especially how I was feeling at that moment, I abandoned stroking her pussy and moved farther up, my cockhead almost touching the crack of her ass as I started to slowly rub the oil into her back. I leaned toward her as I pushed my hands up her back to her neck and then rocked myself back to stroke all the way down to her ass. I felt her reach around with her right hand, the one farthest from my wife, and push my cock down between her cheeks as I rocked back farther to rub my hands down her lower back and ass. She used her fingers to press my engorged head down between her oil slicked thighs.
As I rocked forward, she pushed me lower, my head spreading her lips and teasing into her tunnel entrance. I almost couldn't help myself as I pushed my hands up her back, reaching for her neck, my cock pressing into her hot, wet confines.
"Oh fuck," Sam moaned softly as I sunk several inches of my fat cock into her.
"He is good, isn't he?" my wife asked without looking over at us, her eyes closed against the sun.
"Oh yeah," Sam moaned. "So good."
"You are behaving aren't you Mark?"
"Oh yeah. I'm just rubbing her back," I answered, knowing it was a fine line between what I was doing and what Sam had aligned my body to do without my permission. I stroked Sam's back, letting my cock slide in and out of her hot, wet pussy, pushing my hips farther toward her with each stroke until I was almost fully inside her.
I felt more than a little guilty fucking my wife's sister with her lying right there. I guess it was just my body taking over for my brain for a few moments. I pulled my cock from her pussy and moved back. "Better roll over so I can do the other side," I said to Sam, a look of disappointment on her face.
"If you insist. I was having fun having you rub my back like that," she said softly.
"He is good at back rubs. Just be careful, he has a terrible tendency to let things wander a bit when he rubs my back that way."
"Oh, he wasn't doing anything I was going to complain about," Sam answered my wife.
My wife shielded her eyes from the sun and looked at me with a frown while I drizzled more oil on Sam's naked body. I set the bottle aside and gave her a sheepish shrug, wondering if she knew what i had done or if she was just guessing. Either way I felt bad about having done it at all. In all my years with her, I'd never cheated, but I certainly felt like I had now, and it had happened with her own sister.
I rubbed the oil into her chest and breasts, sitting on her legs with her hands grasping and stroking my rock-hard cock.
"I think it's only fair that we return the favor now," my wife said, sitting up after I'd played with Sam's tits for several minutes.
"You're definitely right," Sam agreed with a huge grin. "I think we should oil him up just like he so thoroughly did to us!"
"Come on, lover. Lie down here," my wife said, patting the large beach towel she was lying on. I shrugged and moved off of Sam's legs, not really sure I wanted to be covered in oil, but at the same time so damn turned on that I wasn't going to complain one bit about having their hands all over me. If I was lucky, one of them would stroke me off and relieve the massive pressure building up.
My wife moved from her towel, leaving me a place to lie down, which I did, face down. I felt the cool oil drizzle down my spine and legs and then two sets of hands start to massage and rub the oil around. I was pretty sure it was Sam's hands that were dipping down between my thighs and teasing the base of my balls and stroking across my anus, making my already massive hard-on feel like it was going to explode. When they told me to roll over I couldn't help but see Sam's eyes as she stared at my engorged, purplish head.
My wife drizzled more oil on me, trickling it up and down my chest and over my rock-hard cock. She grinned at me, moved her hands to my chest and began rubbing the oil into me, teasing my nipples like I had done hers so many times over the years. Sam wrapped one hand around my dick, stroking it while her other hand massaged the oil into my thighs, dipping her hand down between my legs and teasing my balls with each stroke.
I felt like I was going to come any second when my wife moved, swinging her leg over my body and straddling my face with her hot pussy. She looked down at me and grinned as she lowered her pussy to my face. Now, I loved licking my wife's pussy. I mean I'd gladly do it any time she wanted, but right at that second I really wanted her straddling a bit lower. But I'd learned long ago that it was not a good idea to complain when a woman wanted you to lick her pussy, so I just wrapped my arms around her thighs, pulled her down lower, slowly licked up her wet pussy, and searched out her clit with the tip of my tongue.
I had just started my second lick up her wet pussy when I felt something much different than a hand on my cock. With my head between my wife's legs, I knew that it wasn't her, but otherwise I wasn't sure who had just settled their hot pussy down my oiled shaft. Up and down, my unseen benefactor slid, working her pussy the full length of my oil slickened my shaft.
I wondered briefly if my wife knew that one of her sisters was riding my cock, but the thought lasted only fractions of a second and was lost to the sensations on my cock. My wife sat on my face, her eyes closed, moaning softly as I stroked her pussy with my tongue, teasing between her wet lips and flicking across her exposed, engorged clit. I moaned softly into her pussy, making her gasp slightly at the vibrations it sent through her pussy, her hips almost immediately starting to rock as her excitement grew.
Up and down, the pussy on my cock slid with long, slow strokes. The heat of her pussy flowed into me as the tingle spread through my body. My overstimulated cock was quickly moving toward a climax that I couldn't and didn't want to stop. I concentrated on the pussy over my face, accepting the gift on my cock without further question as my brain was flooded with hormones. My wife drew my attention back to her pussy, moaning loudly as she rocked, my tongue concentrating on her clit while the pussy sliding up and down my cock stroked faster as well.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted into my wife's pussy as my cock surged and exploded into the pussy wrapped around it. My body bucked hard, driving up into the pussy on my hips, squirting a massive gush of cum into her. Over and over my cock squirted, emptying the pent-up load into the pussy that was now also clenching around me in a quiet climax. As my brain began to function again, I went back to licking my wife's pussy, suddenly worried about her looking back and seeing one of her sisters on me. I worked her clit to drag her climax closer, her hips rocking and grinding against my face as I licked and sucked her clit. I reached up to her big tits and squeezed her nipples as the pussy on my cock disappeared, replaced moments later with a hot mouth sucking and licking my shrinking cock.
"FUCK YES!" my wife suddenly cried as her climax washed over her. She stared down at me as her body jerked and twitched over me, her pussy leaking copious amounts of her juices over my chin and neck. I held her tits and looked up at her contented smile as she sat astride my face, panting to catch her breath. She finally rolled off of me and lay down next to me on the towel, snuggling against me with her oily body.
It wasn't half an hour and I'd been toasted more than I wanted to be. Even a quick dip in the still chilly lake water didn't kill that toasted feeling. I quite honestly didn't know how they did it, the girls, soaking up all that sun.
I announced that I was headed back to the house, a good half mile walk if I left them the UTV. My wife called me a spoil sport and said if I was going to leave that I'd have to go naked. Not that I was particularly worried about doing that. I mean, it was private property and I didn't have to bust brush, just hike up the road. Twenty minutes later I was standing in the shower, washing off the oil and cooling off. I pulled a towel around my waist, flopped on the sofa and opened the suspense novel I had been reading for the last few days.
Two chapters later the girls all came in, still naked and oily. My wife gave me a kiss and headed off to the bedroom for a shower and change of clothing. Her sisters had to take turns in the guest bath, so Jeanie kept me company while Sam showered, her hands of course under my towel teasing my cock and rubbing her still-oiled tits on my arm.
"You know I'm not doing this," I said quietly as she stroked my cock and worked one leg into the gap of the towel. She spread the blue material as far apart as she could without taking it off of me and snuggled closer.
"Who says you didn't already?"
"Pretty sure we haven't."
"Oh? You really sure about that? You positive it wasn't my pussy rubbing up and down your hot, fat cock while you licked Marie to that crazy orgasm."
"Pretty sure it wasn't your pussy on my cock," I whispered.
"Might have been," she said with a grin. "Could be again."
"Could be what again?" my wife asked as she came into the family room with a big pink towel wrapped around her body.
"Oh nothing," Jeanie answered with a shrug.
"I doubt that," my wife said. "My bathroom's open if you want to clean up."
"Yeah. Good idea I think," Jeanie answered quickly, untangling herself from me and getting up from the sofa. She padded off naked to our bedroom, my wife replacing her on the sofa. My wife snuggled against me, opening her towel and rubbing her now bare tits against my arm.
"So, did you have fun out there?" she whispered, leaning her head toward me and kissing me gently on my cheek.
"Oh I had a great time," I answered. "But we gotta talk."
"Oh? About what?" she cooed softly, turning my face toward hers so she could kiss my lips. I felt her lips press to mine in a soft, loving kiss, which I returned, enjoying the taste of her lips against mine.
"About Sam," I whispered as she broke the kiss.
"What about her?" she whispered as she brushed her lips against mine again.
"You're not going to like this," I whispered. "She climbed on me while you were on my face."
"Oh?" she asked, pulling her face back a little. "I didn't hear you complaining, or stopping her."
"I was kinda busy," I answered lamely. "Not much of an excuse though. I should have stopped her."
"You sure it was Sam? Might have been Jeanie. You couldn't exactly see, now could you?"
"No. I couldn't."
"Well. I already knew, but thank you for being honest with me." she whispered as she moved her face to mine again and kissed me. "I don't think one time will hurt anything. But just the same, I've taken care of it."
"Okay. I'll leave it in your hands," I answered feeling her hand grasp my cock.
Jeanie came out of the bathroom, naked of course. It seemed that there wasn't much point in even pretending that we should be covered. If I had any doubts, Sam's appearance, equally nude, clinched it. The three of them headed to the kitchen, leaving me alone. I was mildly concerned about just exactly what they were talking about, but since I'd already fessed up about Sam on my cock, I didn't think there was too much to worry about.
It was almost an hour and a half later that I was called for dinner. I put down my book and headed to the kitchen. As soon as I stepped into the room I knew that this was not going to be an ordinary dinner. The kitchen table was set with four salads, four plates of what looked like a pasta dish and four bowls of some kind of cake. That in itself wasn't astounding or special. What was unusual was that all three of them were standing completely naked next to the table and there were only three chairs around the table.



"So? Looks good," I said as I looked at the table and then at them.
"Glad you think so," my wife answered, making no attempt to move.
"So. Looks like we're missing a chair."
"Depends," my wife answered with a crooked grin. She walked over to me after a pause and put her arms around my neck, holding herself so her nipples just brushed against my chest. "The girls wanna play a little game. After a lot of convincing, I said yes. They've been dancing around trying to get you to come out and fuck, well, especially Jeanie. Sam managed to sneak one in today, but we'll let that slide for now. So here's the game: Sam gets the salad. Jeanie gets the main course. And me, I get the desert."
"Um. Okay. I still don't get it."
"Well, that's the reason for only three chairs. While you're eating, they get to use you for their chair. The idea is to let them get as much as they can while you eat. When you're done, so are they. The only thing you have to do is enjoy it and save the end for me," my wife said quietly. "And of course, your permission. They already have mine."
"You're really going to let them fuck me right in front of you?"
"Uh huh. And your wording is just exactly perfect. THEY are fucking YOU, not the other way around. And once this is done, it's done. One time offer. You say no, then it's all off."
"Do you want me to say no?" I whispered.
"I want you to do what you want. Do you want to fuck my sisters?"
"What I don't want is to do anything that would affect our relationship," I whispered back.
"Hell, lover. I've spent the last thirty years trying to guess if they've snuck one in and not told me. I guess it's not any worse than wondering."
"You didn't trust me?"
"Oh hell, lover. I trusted you just fine. It's Jeanie I didn't trust. She wanted in your pants so bad!" she answered with a grin.
"So now you're going to let her?"
"This one time," my wife answered. "And she better damn well remember that."
"Good luck with that," I answered. "But tell me: how does this help Sam?"
"Just to make her feel good about herself, feel the things that a woman should feel. Her husband hasn't done anything with her for almost two years, so yeah, I think this will help."
"Well, don't let it be said that I wouldn't go to the limit for your sisters!" I chuckled.
"Well, good. Sam gets to get you hard, and when you're ready, you can start with your salad," she said, reaching down to the towel around my waist, pulling it off and turning to walk away with it.
Sam smiled and stepped up to me, squatting down in front of me and grasping my half-hard cock. She leaned toward me and enveloped my cock with her mouth, swirling her tongue around my head. Her hand and mouth had me quickly hard as a rock. She stood up, moved over my lap, facing away from me, and then reached between her legs for my hard-on. She aimed me toward her pussy and then slowly settled back, guiding me into her. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as her hot wetness sank down on me. She lifted and lowered herself half a dozen times before she settled fully on my lap with my dick embedded all the way into her. "I've never had sex and eaten at the same time," Sam said quietly.
"Me either," I answered as she took a bite of salad and then started to lift and lower herself on my lap.
"Oh my. I don't know if I can do this." She moaned as she pushed me in and out of her. I closed my eyes and let her bounce slowly up and down my shaft until my wife reminded me that I had to keep eating as part of the game.
It took at least ten minutes for me to get my salad eaten, after which Sam reluctantly pulled off my dick, having climaxed hard only a couple minutes before. Jeanie was there ready to take over almost as soon as Sam had vacated. I still had no idea what this had to do with making Sam feel better. Hell, this was nothing but Jeanie's idea to manage to have sex with me right in front of her sisters. She settled eagerly on my dick and started to slide up and down my shaft almost immediately. I could tell from her motions that she was going to do everything in her power to make me come inside her.
I started eating from the plate of pasta as she bounced up and down, trying hard to ignore the incredible sensations she was imparting with her tight, sexy little pussy. It was amazing how not having children managed to keep her pussy teenager tight. Or maybe it was the size of her husband's tool. Either way, I could tell she wasn't going to last very long on me.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she moaned over and over as she drove herself up and down on my shaft. I reached up with one hand and found a nipple, squeezing it and pulling it as I continued to eat with my other hand. "Oh FUCK!" she cried suddenly, slamming herself down on me. I could feel her pussy grip me as she sat shuddering and trembling in climax. I was actually glad she wasn't moving on me. I needed the break if I was going to save the end for my wife. I held her on my lap as she recovered from her climax and continued to eat, hoping to finish before she decided she was ready for round two.
"Okay, I'm ready for desert," I said, pushing my plate away. "You ready for it?" I asked my wife as she sat in her chair, eating the main course and trying not to look at her sister still sitting on me.
"Actually, I'm not," she said with a shrug. "I've had more sex today than we've had in, well, months. To be honest, I don't think I could take you in me again. I kinda feel like a rug burn down there."
"Oh. Okay," I answered her, trying hard to keep the disappointment out of my voice and off my face.
She looked at me and smiled. "I can see that you think I just left you hanging. I wouldn't do that to you, at least not on purpose. No, you still get to have desert. But before you get it, you get to choose who you wanna finish in. Sam or Jeanie. You can take them right over there and pump into them until you're done. Then you can come and I'll sit on your lap and feed you desert."
"You sure about this?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. Pick the sexiest pussy and have at it," she said.
Ahhhhh. Now I got it. Now I understood her game. I was supposed to pick Sam over Jeanie! Hell, that wasn't even a hard decision. "Okay. Jeanie, up."
Jeanie climbed from my lap and turned around to face me. "I'm so going to enjoy this!" she said, pressing her body against mine.
"I doubt it. I'm picking Sam," I answered.
"ME!?" Sam asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. Why? You don't want to?"
She looked from my wife to me and back again. "I want to. I just don't know if I should."
"Why not?" my wife asked. "He's not cheating on me. He's clearly not going to run off with you and divorce me. I gave him permission. You didn't have a problem sitting on his lap to fuck him a few minutes ago, or to sit on his dick down at the lake. Why stop now? He thinks you're the sexier of the two of you, so enjoy it."
I stepped over to her and held a hand out. She stood up from the table and I walked her over to the marble top island. I helped lift her onto the counter, her bare ass sitting on the marble with her legs sticking out on either side of me. The height was just about right as I rubbed my engorged mushroom head between her lips.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I pushed a couple inches into her. She lifted her legs a little higher and spread them more, choosing not to lean back so she could arch her back and push her tits into my face. I bent myself slightly to lower my face to her right breast and used one hand to lift it slightly. "Oh god," she moaned as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. I started to stroke into her, my already lubricated shaft sliding easily into her hot, wet vaginal depths. Her insides were slick and hot, accepting my fat member easily, but with enough tightness to easily coax my orgasm to start racing toward completion again. In and out I stroked, nibbling and sucking her nipple as she moaned and panted in pleasure. She wrapped her legs around me and began to dig her heels into my butt, helping to drive me hard into her with each push of my hips. In and out I moved, my mushroom head caressing her tender insides and her sexy pussy caressing me in all the right places.
I felt her pussy clench around me slightly as the first shivers of her legs started, letting me know that I didn't need to hold back any longer. She was starting to climax and the sudden change in her spasming pussy and the difference caused by her now rocking pelvis were all it took to push mine up that final little hill. I let go of her nipple and straightened as my body spasmed and jammed my cock deep into her. I felt the surge of cum lance out into her, followed by a second, much weaker squirt, my body simply failing to have recovered enough volume yet. She leaned to me and wrapped her arms around me, squeezing us together with her arms and legs, molding our bodies against each other as we both panted for breath.
"Holy shit," she whispered softly. "I don't believe I just did that with you in front of my sisters."
"What? You already had me down at the lake, right?" I answered in an equally quiet whisper.
"Actually, no. Jeanie did." She panted, drawing a look of surprise from me. "I wanted to, but I couldn't bring myself to do it behind Marie's back."
"Well, um. I hope it felt good," I said lamely, not sure what to say after that admission.
"Oh, it did. It was even better than I imagined it would be after feeling you slip into me just that little bit."
"Well, it was nice for me too."
"Did you do it just to make me feel better? Or did you really want to do it with me over Jeanie?"
"It was a no-brainer. Hell, if I could have done it with you in the office the other day, I would have. You looked so damn sexy."
"You really mean that, don't you?"
"Of course I do."
She slowly released me and then coaxed me back from her. She slipped off the counter and then walked quickly down the hall toward the guest room, closing the door behind her. My wife looked at me and then down the hall. "What did you say to her?"
"Just that I though she looked really sexy and that I wanted her more than Jeanie."
"And she ran off?"
"Yeah," I answered, not sure what to say or do. Marie turned and walked down the hall, opening the guest room door and then closing it behind her. Jeanie stepped over to me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling us together.
"Well, looks like I get to give you desert," she said with a grin. "If I get it up, can I have it again?"
"I know it was you, down at the lake."
"Me?" she asked innocently. "Would I sneak a fuck with you behind her back?"
"And claim it was Sam? Yeah, I think you would."
"It was Sam's idea. She didn't want Marie to know she couldn't do it."
"Couldn't or wouldn't?"
"Couldn't bring herself to. She felt like, well, she didn't think you'd really want her riding you. That she wasn't sexy enough or something."
"So you just took it on yourself to do the honors?"
"How could I not? I mean, there it was, all hard and waiting. I was ready, you were ready, why not?"
"What part of 'this was all to help Sam' did you not get?"
"I didn't think she should have been required to do what she didn't want to. Even if your wife did set it up for her to do it."
"And Marie knew?"
"Of course. She told me to coax her to do it when she sat on your face. She had it all planned out. She knew what you two did in the office and figured a little quality cock would help. But she didn't think she could. You weren't that hard up or something to that effect."
"And you just let Marie assume that Sam had, even though it was you? That's just great."
"What's the problem? We're all sisters, share and share alike? Right?" I looked at her, stunned. It took about six one-thousandths of a second for my brain to decide what to do. I grabbed Jeanie by the arm, dragged her to the chair I'd sat in and pulled her toward me. She flopped over my legs, half falling over me, catching herself with her hands, but not until she was lying over my legs. I didn't give her a chance to recover, even for a moment, before I brought my hand down on her bare ass with a loud smack. "OWWWW!" she cried as I raised my hand again. I swatted her bare ass, leaving red handprints on her bare cheeks with each of the eight strokes I gave her. True, my hand hurt, but it felt good inside to give her what she deserved for all the years of teasing me.
"What are you doing!?" my wife cried as she practically ran out into the kitchen, Sam following close behind.
"GOD DAMN IT! STOP!" Jeanie cried, kicking her feet in the air and trying to roll off my lap as I brough my hand down on her ass again with another loud smack. "OWWWWWW! STOP IT YOU FUCKING BASTARD!"
"Not until I get an apology!" I snapped at her before landing another loud smack on her bare bottom.
"OWWWWW! OKAY! I APPOLOGIZE!"
"For what?" I asked as I began to rub my hand on her red behind, my wife standing across the room staring at me, a crooked smile on her lips.
"I don't know, for fucking you instead of letting Sam do it I guess!"
I lifted my hand and laid another on her ass, making her jump and cry out again.
"Really? You guess?"
"Alright! I know, I know! I shouldn't have done that!"
"What else are you sorry for?"
"I don't know, teasing you?" she cried out as I lifted my hand again. "NO! NO! I'M SORRY! REALLY!"
I lowered my hand and began to rub her butt again. "Are you? Sorry? Really?"
"I am," she whispered this time as I stroked her butt gently. "I shouldn't have teased you so much."
"So why did you?"
"Because I wanted to fuck you," she whispered.
I sat, rubbing her butt, Marie and Sam watching with grins on their faces that Jeanie couldn't see from where she was. I let my fingers rub her butt and then stroke down between her legs, stroking my fingers over her bare pussy. She let out a soft moan as my fingers bounced, one after the other, across her hard clit. "Why?"
"Because I wanted it. I wanted to fuck you ever since Marie started dating you. I wanted to fuck you at wedding, and almost every time I've seen you. I wanted you to fuck me that day in the tent. I was giving you the perfect opportunity, and you didn't, and it made me so damn frustrated."
I looked at Marie who was walking toward us again. She stood behind me and leaned down to whisper in my ear.
"Give her one more good one for me, and then bend her over the table and give her what she thought she was swiping earlier." I looked at my wife and the grin she had on her face. "On second thought, you probably better take her outside. I don't want to clean up the mess."
"You really want me to...?"
"Just like you used to make me come."
"You really want me to do that?"
"I think it's fitting for all the teasing she's given you. Sam told me that she did you at the beach, so it's only fair, right?"
"Alright." I lifted my hand and brought it down again with a loud smack, and then helped her get up off my lap. I pulled her toward the back door and out onto the patio. I continued to pull her until I reached the picnic table in the grass. I turned her around and pushed her back, her butt hitting the edge of the table, making her tip back. I reached down and lifted her legs, tipping her all the way back to lie on the table as I lifted and spread her legs.
My cock was rock-hard for some reason, and it took no effort at all to press my engorged head against her pussy lips. "That last swat was for Marie. This is for all the teasing you've done over the years," I said as I plunged my dick roughly into her.
"OH FUCK!" she cried into the evening as my shaft drove hard and fast fully into her hot, wet depths.
"I'm going to enjoy the hell out of this," I grunted as I started to plunge myself into her, working my hips hard. I shifted her legs to let them lie over my shoulders as I pounded my thighs against her recently spanked ass. I wrapped my right arm around her thigh and reached between her legs to get my fingertips between her lips to find her clit. My left hand moved up her body to find a nipple, capturing and grasping it. In and out, I thrust my cock, driving hard into her as my finger stroked circles around her hard clit, and my other hand twisted and pulled her rigid nipple.
"OH FUCK! OH GOD YES! FUCK ME! FUCK MY HOT CUNT! YES YES YES!" she screamed as her body shuddered and trembled under my attentions. I could feel her spasming inside, squeezing my thrusting shaft, making her already teenager tight pussy even tighter around my quickly plunging appendage. In and out I drove, interested in making her climax even harder, wanting to give her the same kind of orgasm I'd given my wife the first night we were married.
My finger worked between her lips, rubbing around and across her clit furiously, while I drove hard and deep into her, bending my legs with each stroke so that my engorged cock head would press against the stomach side of her vagina, searching for and finding that sexy little bundle of nerves. Normally I could tell when I found the perfect angle with Maria, but her sister was already climaxing, making it hard for me to tell if I was hitting it. "OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body stiffened and began to spray a gush of her juices out at me. Her discharge splattered on my chest and groin as she lay stiff and trembling for almost three seconds before it ceased. I wasn't done yet, though; I continued to assault her nipple and clit as I drove myself deep into her over and over, pushing her to another huge, squirting spasm.
I felt my own body hitting its limit, the feeling of her cum spraying at me triggering a deep-seated pleasure center usually reserved for my wife. I wasn't sure where my body found it, but moments after her second strong surge of juices, my body jerked hard, ramming me deep in her pussy, a gush of my cum forcing its way into her depths.
"Oh fuck," she panted. "Jesus Christ, Mark. What the fuck. You do that to Marie?"
"Any time she asks for it," I answered breathlessly. "You wanted to get fucked, well, there you go. Hope it was worth waiting for, cuz I don't plan on doing it again." I stepped back and let my softening dick slip from her. I lowered her legs and helped her stand up. "I need a shower now. You come like a fucking fire hose, girl," I said with a chuckle. "Damn am I wet!"
"Yeah. I guess I do at that. Didn't know I could, but shit!"
I walked away without another word and headed into the house and up the stairs to the master bedroom. I was in the shower washing when Marie came in, still naked, and slipped into the shower with me. "You want more?" I asked in surprise.
She laughed. "Oh god, no. My pussy really does feel like it's been driven through. I can't remember the last time I was horny enough to have sex more than once, let alone, what, four times?"
"Five."
"Five. No wonder I'm tender down there. Didn't know you could get it up that many times either."
"Neither did I. I guess it was all the different and new pussies."
"So, you're saying that you think my sisters are sexy?" she asked as she rubbed my butt with her hands, pressing her chest to mine, wiggling just enough to rub her hard nipples against my chest.
"Honestly? Yeah. They are. But then you knew that already because they look a lot like you, and you KNOW I think you're the sexiest woman around."
"Mmmmmm. Now I like that. Sexiest woman around. I could get used to hearing that."
"Like I don't say it enough already?" I asked in surprise.
"I guess you've said it so many times I just started to ignore it. I shouldn't take you for granted. Seems you're one hell of a good fuck, or so both of my sisters tell me."
"Nice to know I'm appreciated, but to be frank, I didn't really ever have to have sex with them. I mean, I was happy just having you."



"I know. And because you are so devoted to me, I felt safe letting you help Sam out. Jeanie, well, she just kinda horned her way in on this. I think you handled it well though. Her ass really hurts!"
I chuckled. "So does my hand."
She kissed me and then leaned her head on my shoulder. I reached behind me and shut the water off and just stood there, holding her. "You know what I want to do?"
"What's that?"
"I want to go lie down with you and just snuggle."
"We can do that," I whispered back. "I'm sure the girls can take care of themselves for the rest of the evening."
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"Shit Jack, I had no idea your wife could be such a hardass bitch!" Bob said as he walked into the yard the next evening while I was grilling dinner. "I mean, that woman took me to my knees like it was nothing."
"I knew she'd taken a class, but I hadn't ever seen her have to use it."
"Well, she made a believer out of me." He chuckled. "I don't think I'll be calling her that kind of thing anymore either."
"It wouldn't be a good idea."
"You know, when I was fucking Jen and thought it was her, it really was a good fuck. I had no idea Jen could feel so, so, shit, I don't know what to call it. It was different. It didn't feel like her."
"Maybe it was because she'd already had sex?"
"You sure as hell gave her a good fucking. I've never seen her orgasm like that. I mean, even when we're having a lot of sex, she doesn't come like she did on you. Fuck, she came grinding herself on you, after you already made her climax with your fingers, and then twice more with you inside. Then she came for me and again after we got home. Hell, that was what, six times? I had no idea she could come like that."
"Maybe she's got more to offer than you think."
"I dunno. I mean, looking at her in the shower this morning, she was still the same old Jen. Not bad looking, but not exactly spectacular either. Not like Mandy. Shit man. She's one fucking hot bitch!"
"Mandy's a lot older. I don't know how you can think she's better looking than your wife. I personally think that Jen is pretty damn sexy."
"Then you take Jen and I'll take Mandy and we'll see who wears out who fastest!" he said with a chuckle.
"Better not let her hear you talking about her like this, you might end up on the floor again."
"Yeah, I know. Never been taken down by a woman before. Kinda hot, isn't it: knowing she could kick your ass if you don't fuck the right way?"
I looked at him, shaking my head. "I don't think that's exactly what she had in mind. It was more, 'don't touch me,' not, 'come have rough sex.' If you tried to rough her up having sex she'd kick your balls so hard you might never find 'em again."
"Does that mean she's talked about having sex with me?"
"Hell no!" I snapped. "You don't get it, do you? Everything she's doing is to try and help you and Jen work together to fix your problems. She's not trying to throw herself in the middle of your relationship."
"But you had sex with Jen. How does that work, that you do and I don't?"
"What? You think that because I had sex with Jen that Mandy should put out?"
"Sure, sounds fair to me, right?"
"I didn't have sex with Jen for my pleasure. I had sex with your wife so that you'd realize that it does make a difference if someone is fucking your wife. I'd be upset as hell to find out Mandy was fucking some other guy. Even worse if it was something she was doing behind my back while on business trips."
"It wouldn't have to be behind your back. I mean, you could have had any woman you wanted at that party, just for the asking."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"Ellie's party! That's what you were talking about, wasn't it? Me fucking Ellie and those women on business trips? Shit, I didn't have to even hardly ask Ellie. I flirted a little and she said she wanted to show me something. Next thing I know, we're in her bedroom and she's butt naked. Hell, she didn't have anything on but that dress. She was expecting to be laid by someone. Just turned out to be me."
"Wait, you're saying she was planning on having sex at the party?"
"Dude, more than half the women there didn't have anything on under their dresses. What do you think?"
"And you know this, how?"
"Because at least four different women showed me their goodies," he said with a grin. "If I'd have known that it was a quiet swap party before I got to Ellie, I might have laid more than just her."
"Quiet swap party?"
"Yeah, that's what Ellie called it. Quietly swapping partners. Just for a little while. Ellie told me about it while she was getting dressed. I thought you knew and just weren't playing."
"Shit. I had no idea. Explains a lot, though."
"Like?"
"The number of women that were hitting on me any time Mandy was away from me. Hell, I had one stick her hand down my pants."
"Well, now you know why." He chuckled.
"How the hell did we get invited to a swingers party?"
"Jen and Mandy were both invited by Ellie, so you'd have to ask them, unless Ellie invited you hoping to get into your pants. I have to admit, you did one hell of a job making Jen scream last night."
"Ellie wouldn't try and do that, not with Mandy right there, would she?"
"She slipped off and fucked me with Jen there. Why wouldn't she do you too? I bet if Mandy would have disappeared for a little while you'd have had all you could handle. I'm surprised some of the guys there didn't put moves on her."
"She wouldn't have taken to it very well."
"Who wouldn't have taken to what very well?" my wife asked as she walked out the back door with a beer in her hand. "Hello Bob. Arm feeling okay today?"
He grinned at her. "Yeah. Feels fine. Never would have thought you'd take me down like that."
"You keep pissing me off, I might make it more of a habit." She turned and looked at me. "So, who would have been upset about what?"
"Bob was telling me that that party where he bedded Ellie. It was a swingers party: something called a quiet swap party. If some guy tried to put the moves on you, you wouldn't have taken it very well."
"Who says some guy didn't 'put the moves on me', as you put it."
"One did?"
"Several did. And don't think I didn't see that young woman put her hand down your pants. Yes, I knew what kind of party it was, and I agreed to go, but not to participate, but to watch."
"To watch? Watch what? " I asked in surprise.
She shrugged. "How it worked. Ellie's been trying to get me to agree to let her try you out, with Ron getting to try me out. She convinced me to come to the party, just to see how it all works, no expectations. Just watch, talk to people, that kind of thing."
"Wait, you're thinking about trying swapping? Since when?" I asked, almost dropping my spatula as I turned toward her.
"Oh, off and on for a while. Greg was hitting on me one day when I was laying out getting some sun. I told him I wasn't interested unless he brought Ronnie over naked for you. I figured it'd shut him up."
"Wait, you told Greg that he could have sex with you if he brought Veronica over naked?"
"Not exactly, but that's how he took it. But after a few times of him coming over and chatting me up while I wasn't wearing a hell of a lot, it got me thinking. When Ellie told me that she does other guys and I should try it, I guess it got me wondering why she did it."
"Shit!" I swore quietly, turning back to the grill as the flames leapt up, trying to devour the meat. "Explains why he was so hot to watch us having sex that night." I said with a frown while I shuffled the meat on the grill so it didn't all burn.
She chuckled softly. "Wouldn't have been the first time he's seen us, lover. Apparently, that telescope he keeps by the sliding door of their bedroom, supposedly for looking at stars, can see into our bedroom."
"Explains the new curtains, but how did you know?"
"Ronnie told me. Said that he asked her the other day what it would take to get her to walk into our yard naked."
"Good lord."
"Don't worry. She isn't going to be doing it any time soon. The price is too high. For now, if Greg gets a little peek now and then, well, what the hell, right?" She said with a little shrug.
"The price?"
She chuckled. "She told him that she'd only do it if she could have sex with you for a whole night, not just some stupid little quickie."
"You turned that down I'm sure."
"I did, but then, I dunno, since then I started thinking, and it got me wondering. If the guy was as sweet and gentle as you are when you make love to me, it might be fun to try once, even if it did mean loaning you out for a while."
"Hell, I'm game right now!" Bob said quickly.
My wife said, "But I'm not. You don't offer me anything I don't already have even better. Jack's dick is bigger than yours, and you're too gruff and selfish. For you, sex is all about you getting off."
"Isn't it for everyone?"
"God, Bob. You have a lot to learn about women. Sex isn't just about the act of fucking. I mean, fucking is great, but women want more. We want to be treated like we're important. Making love to us means taking our emotions and sensuality into account and letting us climax before you blow your load. Find what pleases us, what tantalizes us, what kind of touch to we like, where do we like to be kissed, how do we like to be kissed. We can be a tease, but we also like to be teased, seduced, coaxed. So no, it isn't just about getting yourself off, it's about getting your partner off."
"Doesn't seem that way to me."
"And that's why you're not going to be having sex with me any time in the foreseeable future."
"You really told Greg that he could have sex with you if Veronica came over naked?" I asked, still more than a little surprised at the whole conversation.
"Sure, but it isn't like she's going to any time soon, so what's the harm in letting him fantasize?"
"And you call me mean?" Bob said as he shook his head. "I better get back. Dinner was almost ready."
"See you, Bob!" Mandy said as he walked away. She stood by me for a few minutes, watching me grill. "You know, I really have no interest in fucking him."
"That's good."
"But the idea of sex with someone else, it isn't as out there as you might think. I mean, Ellie has a point. Done right, it can reinforce a relationship."
"And done wrong it can kill one. I read somewhere that, over eighty percent of open relationships end in divorce, or something like that."
"Ahhh. See, that's just it: in an open relationship you go off and have sex with whoever you want, whenever you want. That isn't what Ellie does. She and Ron share. They have to agree on who and when. Sometimes it's a couples thing, both of you paring off with each other, and other times it's inviting a third in."
"A third? Like another woman?"
"Or another man. Why does it have to be a woman?"
"If you expect me to have sex with another man, you're barking up the wrong tree."
"I didn't say you had to have sex with another man. I just said another man having sex with us, as in, me. It might be fun to try having two guys taking me at once. I mean, I love you, and your cock, but you can only service one hole at a time."
"Honey, you don't even like oral sex all that much."
"Doesn't mean that I don't want to try something different once. Or are you afraid to? You did alright last night with both of us servicing Jen."
"Yeah, since when do you let another woman between your legs?"
"Since last night. Ellie says there's nothing like a woman licking you. Different than a man. She's right. You're good, but that was, I dunno, different."
"No wonder you agreed to do what we did with them that night. You'd already been thinking about it, weren't you?"
"A little."
"And you didn't think it was something we should have talked about?"
"Honey, if Ellie came over and said 'I want to fuck you and your wife', would you say no?"
"Well... um,"
"Yeah. That's what I thought," she said with a grin. "Tell me you didn't have fun with Jen last night?" she asked, stepping to my side and pressing her tits against my arm. She set the beer on the little side table on the grill and then hand reach down toward my crotch. I felt her fumbling with the front of my shorts, and in a few moments she had them unsnapped and sliding down my legs to pool around my ankles. She pushed down my boxer briefs, first one side and then the other, so they were around my thighs with my hard-on poking out. "Uh huh. That's what I thought, too. You did enjoy it, didn't you?"
"I'd be lying if I didn't, but that doesn't mean I want to make it an everyday thing."
"Wouldn't want to do that, would we? But you have to admit, helping them out as been an interesting trip."
"It has."
"Interesting enough to, say, try something different?" she asked as she slowly stroked my rock-hard dick.
"Such as?"
"I don't know. It could be interesting to feel someone else in there once. You enjoyed being inside of Jen, right? Shouldn't I get the same chance?"
"I suppose that's a fair statement."
"But you're not thrilled about it?"
"Not especially. How about we just let things sit a few days or so and see how it feels later?"
She nodded, knelt down in front of me and stroked my dick, aiming it at her face. "Maybe I need to do this a little more often, just to get used to it?" she asked before closing her lips around my now-engorged head.
"Oh damn. That's not fair."
"What isn't?" she asked as she pulled her mouth of my rigid member for a moment.
"Using sex to try and convince me to do something." I groaned as she started to suck my dick again.
She pulled her face off and looked up at me. "Lover, I've been doing that since we got married. I just didn't ever have to work this hard to convince you. But not to worry, I'm nothing if not persistent once I make up my mind."
"Yeah, I know." I groaned as she went back to sucking my dick again. She was right, when I thought about it. She'd used sex a number of times to convince me to do things for her. The question was, would it work this time?
---o---
I had to admit I wasn't all that sure what to think of Mandy's suggestion. She'd always been enough for me, and until this thing with Jen, well, there hadn't been anyone in that way, ever. But, the seed was planted and the idea seemed to have taken root in both of us. We mentioned it to each other over the next several weeks, at least half a dozen times, so it wasn't exactly a surprise when I came home from work to find Ellie there. What I didn't know was what the two were planning.
"Jack!" Ellie said as she walked over to me, wearing a very skimpy little red dress, and by skimpy I mean her 36 D's were intentionally falling out of the top and the skirt was so short that I wasn't even sure it even covered all of her butt. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her body to mine. "So, we decided that if we're going to get you to try this, maybe you need a little extra convincing."
"Try what, exactly?"
"Mandy said you were a bit worried about how it would feel watching her and Ron together, so we came up with this idea."
"And that is?"
"Together, but not together."
"I don't get it."
"We're going to ease into this. Starting with a special dinner date tonight."
"Okay. What makes it special?"
"You and I are going to dinner, while Mandy and Ron go to dinner elsewhere. No sex, just a little time together to get more intimately familiar with each other."
"I see. And where are we going?"
"You'll see." She grinned.
"And Mandy and Ron?"
"He's chosen a quiet little place," she said with a squeeze. "The whole idea is you don't need to know. You should have fun with me, and let them have their fun. Again, no sex, so nothing to worry about. Then you two can discuss it and see if you want to continue or not."
"Seems reasonable."
"Good. Now let's get you changed."
"Changed?"
"Uh huh. You're way over dressed."
She pulled away from me and pulled me by the hand to the stairs that led up to the master bedroom, pulling me up them after her. We walked into the master bedroom where I saw a western shirt and jeans on the bed. "So, here are your clothes. Other than your socks, that's all you get."
"Okay," I answered hesitantly. I'm not what I'd call western, but if she wanted me to wear that, I guess I could. I turned to look at her as she leaned against the door. "You going to stay here and watch?"
"I haven't ever seen the hardware Mandy keeps raving about, so I wouldn't mind, if you dont. " I frowned and she laughed. "Alright. But just so you know, you get to wear the same underwear I am."
"I'm not wearing women's underwear!" I said as she was halfway out the door. She stopped, looked back at me, rolled her eyes. She flipped the back of her skirt, flashing me her bare butt before she stepped the rest of the way out and closed the door.
I looked at the bed and shook my head. "Dumbass!" I swore at myself as her comment sank in.
I stripped to nothing but my socks and dressed in the pants and shirt. I felt a little odd wearing no briefs, but then she was wearing that tiny skirt with no panties, which most certainly would show a hell of a lot more than I would. I walked out in my stocking feet, and down the stairs. "Here I am."
"Woo hoo. Damn honey, you look hot in those pants!" my wife said with a low whistle.
"Yeah, I kinda feel poured into 'em."
"That's what stretch jeans are supposed to be like. I think they're perfect," Ellie said. "Hopefully these'll fit." She reached down and picked up a pair of western boots and held them out to me. They were a tad large, but not horrible.
"Now what?" I asked.
"Now you and I go to dinner. We need to let your wife change before Ron comes."
"What are you wearing?" I asked my wife.
"I'm not supposed to tell you."
I raised my eyebrows.
"All I can tell you is that it isn't as short as Ellie's and I'll be wearing just as much as she is. Beyond that, it's a secret."
Ellie said, "Suspense and mystery is part of the game. Neither of you know where you're going to dinner. What I can promise is that there won't be anything more than touching and kissing, well, as long as you don't ask which set of lips got kissed." She giggled. "Nothing that can't be walked back. After tonight, you two talk about it and if you want to go further, we'll set some new ground rules and take the next step. This is about keeping a good relationship strong, not destroying one, so you'll have plenty of time to adjust or stop."
I sighed softly. "Alright, I guess. I'm not sure I'm one-hundred percent ready for this though."
"No-one is the first time. Ron and I weren't. We just jumped in with both feet. Sometimes I wish we'd done it a bit slower."
"We appreciate you doing this. I'm sorta interested in trying this, but like Jack said, not quite one-hundred percent." Mandy said, suddenly showing some hesitation now that things were actually in motion.
Ellie reached out and rubbed Mandy's arm for a moment. "Trust me, Ron will be very easy and respectful. He won't do anything you don't agree to. True, the request might not be verbal, but it'll be refuseable." She turned to me. "Shall we?"
"I guess," I agreed, helping her pull on her long down coat, considerably longer than her dress, leaving the front completely open. I pulled mine on and took her hand, letting her lead me out the door to her car. "So, you're really not telling me where we're going?"
"Nope."
"Or where they're going?"
"Nope," she answered with a smile. "You just pretend this is our first date. Hold me, hug me, touch me, kiss me, make out with me; do anything you want except have sex with me. That's for another day. And yes, if you decided to put your hand between my legs while I'm driving, there wouldn't be much I could do about it, as if I'd want to stop you."
---o---
I had to admit it was an interesting drive. Ellie had to ask three times before I finally leaned over and slipped my hand between her thighs, my fingers quickly working between her very soft and wet lips, which I hadn't even really seen yet. When the half hour trip was over we were parked in the lot of a non-descript cinder block building with a neon sign "Platinum " on it.
After we parked she awkwardly climbed from the driver seat, across the center console and into my lap, her white cowboy boots in the driver seat and her butt on my lap.



"Make me come before we go in," she whispered.
"You want me to? Here?"
"Can't think of a better place." She reached down between the seat and door and soon had the seat back motoring down into a reclined position. She rolled partway toward me, struggled out of her coat and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling her face to mine. "Kiss me and make me come before we go in, or I might not make it through dinner!"
"If you insist." I chuckled before she pressed her lips to mine.
She shifted her legs enough for me to slip my hand behind them. I could feel she had a small amount of inner labia protruding from between full, firm, outer lips. I started to stroke my fingers up and down her wet slit. The kiss only lasted a few minutes before she shifted, slipping both her 36D's out of the top of her dress to push into my face. Clearly she wanted her nipples to be sucked, which I was more than happy to do. I suspected that she'd chatted with Mandy about my preferences.
I closed my lips around one hard nipple, the evening sun shining into the car and warming us as I sucked the hard nub and stroked my fingers up and down her slit.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned. "I love a man that knows how to treat a woman's body! "
I continued to stroke and suck her sensitive nubs, pushing her closer and closer to the climax of the orgasm that was building deep inside. "Oh yes. Make me come, lover. Make me come for you! Yes. That's it. Almost. Ohhhhhhh fuck yes. Here it comes. Right there!!!!"
I felt her whole body shake and tremble as she climaxed on my lap. She pulled her tits back and moved her face back down again to kiss me, her lips eagerly sucking mine before she pressed her tongue into my mouth. "Oh fuck yes," she whispered after pulling her lips from mine almost two minutes later. "If that's any indication of what you fuck like, I'm going to enjoy it when we get that far."
"You think we will? You don't think Mandy and I will back out of all this?"
"If I have anything to say about it, hell yes. Just maybe not tonight."
"Sorta too bad we can't do that. Right now you have me horny as hell!"
"Horny enough to put that stick under my butt into my pussy?"
"Right this second, yes."
"And if Mandy was doing the same thing to Ron? Would you let him?" When I didn't answer right away, she nodded slowly. "Ready for dinner?"
"Are you part of dinner?"
"Not exactly, but I can be desert, if you want me to be, that is."
"In that case, yes, I'm ready for dinner then."
She grinned and climbed awkwardly off my lap and out the door, her bare ass and wet pussy completely exposed to me as she did. I felt like I had an iron rod in my pants as I climbed out to join her. She hooked her arm in mine and led me to a set of stairs on the outside of the building. It looked more like a factory than a restaurant. We entered through the door at the top of the steel mesh staircase, stepping into a drastically different, not factory looking, change in decor.
"May I help you?" a twenty-something year old young woman in a microskirt that didn't reach quite far enough down her body to cover her pussy, which was clad in a pair of translucent panties, and a bikini style top that barely covered her nipples and almost none of her young, firm, C cup boobs. The hostess station she was standing next to, allowed me to see all of this, and the curtain behind it made sure that my attention was definitely on her rather than what I suspected was the restaurant behind it.
"Ellie Callendar."
"Yes, miss Callendar. We've been expecting you. Your table for two is ready. This way please!."
She led us through the curtain partition and I realized this was a completely different place than I'd expected. The restaurant was long and narrow, with a row of floor to ceiling windows along the long wall. The windows overlooked what looked like a strip club on the ground floor. There was the typical stage with two silver poles surrounded by an array of small tables and chairs. Onstage was a fair-skinned woman with long, black hair, hanging and twirling her nearly naked body upside down around one of the silver poles. Her long, black hair flew wildly as she flipped herself back upright, and then proceeded to do a split on the stage in front of several men sitting close to it.
"Interesting place to eat," I said as I turned back to Ellie, realizing that there was a bit of a floor show up here as well, with the servers only partially dressed, and one naked except for a pair of high heels.
"More than you might realize. You lay the tip on the table to start and the bigger the tip, the more your server will show."
"That is a bit unusual," I said as I sat down. "Not that many of them are wearing all that much to start with." I added as a topless black girl, that couldn't be more than twenty made her way towards us.
"Good evening. My name is Nichole, I'll be your server tonight. Can I get you started with some drinks?"
I knew I was there to pay attention to Ellie, but I couldn't help but see the action on the floor below us. Even that became secondary when Ellie laid $60 on the table and asked Nichole to remove her panties for me, which she did, turning toward Ellie, her butt pushing toward me as she bent over. She worked the nearly see through panties down her legs, her black pussy fully on display, as she stayed bent over to work the panties over her long spike heels. The next time she came to the table, another $60 encouraged Nichole to open my pants and pull out my dick, which she stroked several times before walking away.
"I didn't think that kind of thing is legal in a strip club." I said softly as I watched Nichole's bare ass walk away.
"Strip club's down there. Up here, well, let's just say that the rules are a bit different."
"Just how far do you plan on having her go?"
"That's about as far as I've seen any girl here go. Not that I suspect you'd mind if she wrapped something else around it. But this is more of a restaurant, rather than a bordello."
"Why all this?"
"Because I haven't seen that package that your wife keeps bragging about, and the first time I see it, I want it to be every bit as hard as it can be."
"Well it definitely is right now."
"Good. Stand up for me."
"Here?"
"Bashful?"
"A little."
"Then how about a little incentive?" She began to undo the buttons on the front of her dress, spreading the material apart to expose her bare tits. She stood up and let the dress slide down so she was standing in front of me naked, except for her shoes. "Your turn."
"They don't mind you doing that?"
"Does it look like it? Nichole is waiting too, I think she wants another look too!"
"I don't believe I'm doing this," I said as I pushed my chair back. I took a breath and stood up, my dick sticking out at her.
"Push those down a bit more for me."
I pushed my pants farther down so she could see all she wanted. I felt someone behind me, and then felt a hand slide around me and grasp my rock-hard dick.
"Damn yes," I heard her whisper as she stroked me. "That's a nice-sized cock."
"Thanks, I think. But you playing with it is making me damn horny!" I breathed feeling both turned on and a bit bashful now that ladies at other tables that were staring at my haron.
"I think that was her intent," Ellie said with a crooked little grin.
I removed Nichole's hand and sat back down, feeling very embarrassed as Nichole stood behind me rubbing my shoulders. "I'll bring your food if you're ready."
"I think we are now," Ellie said.
When she brought our plates out, we were still basically sitting there naked. Well, Ellie was naked except for her shoes, and my pants were down to my knees. Nichole made sure I got a very good look at her completely shaved pussy, both when she brought our food and the several other times she checked our table, going so far as setting one foot on the edge of my chair to make sure I got a really good look.
I paid the food bill and Ellie dropped an additional twenty on the table along with a small note from her clutch that had her phone number on it. "What? I was kind of thinking she might be fun to have over some time. I know you wouldn't mind trying her out, and I'm sure Ron would love her as well."
"And it doesn't bother you that he'd be having sex with her?"
"I'd prefer I was part of it, but no, because I'm sure Ron will repay the favor somewhere down the line," she said as she buttoned the last of her dress.
We walked out to the car and she unlocked the passenger door. I opened it and before I could get in, she reached around me and pulled me back against her. "Are you as turned on as I am?"
"I'd bet I am."
"I promised Mandy no sex, but we didn't exclude oral sex. We still have a little time. How would you like to let me suck you off? You can return the favor if I do a good job."
"You want me to do that? Out here?"
"I'd much rather have you bend me over the fender and fuck my brains out, but I promised Mandy I wouldn't. So how about it?" she asked as she began undoing my belt. In only a few moments she had my pants pulled down to my thighs and turned me around. "Fuck yes. Both Mandy and Jen said you had a fantastic dick. I'm inclined to agree even before I slide it in me."
"Nothing special," I groaned she squatted down in front of me and closed her lips around my hard-on. "Oh damn!"
She groaned something I couldn't understand as she began sliding her hand and lips along my engorged shaft. Her hot mouth teased me as she slid it on and off my shaft, her hand following along, sliding and twisting as she did. "Shit, you're good at this," I moaned more loudly than I intended. "I'm gonna come damn fast with you doing that."
"Good. Sooner you do, sooner I get your face between my legs."
"I don't think you're going to have to wait any longer," I groaned moments before my body jerked. I felt the surge of cum flow up my over-excited shaft and into her mouth in a powerful gush. She groaned in pleasure as my body continued to buck and jerk nearly a dozen times, pumping what felt like a massive load into her hot mouth. Only when I'd begun to soften did she pull her mouth off and my pants up.
"Your turn." She grinned as she took my hand and pulled me to the hood of the car. She sat onto it, spread her long coat and then lifted and spread her legs while she leaned back, exposing her pussy to me, as well as the patrons coming and going from the club.
"It doesn't bother you to be exposed like this?"
"Not as long as you make me come, I don't. It just makes me even hornier to know I'm being watched when I come."
"If you say so."
"Trust me, I do!" She pulled the skirt up to completely expose herself below the waist.
"Come on, sweetheart. Make me come."
I lowered my face between her legs and looked closely at her pussy. It looked even better than it had in the club. Her soft lips protruded from between her full round, lightly tanned lips. There wasn't a single tan line on her body that I could see, making me think about how she would look lying out naked, or more probably in a tanning bed. She reached down with one hand and used her fingers to spread herself, exposing her deep, pink depths. I leaned the rest of the way down and slowly licked up her slit.
"Oh yes. That's what I want. Make me come baby!" I flicked my tongue across her hard little clit, drawing a gasp from her. "Oh fuck yes!"
I stroked my tongue slowly up her pussy again, wishing I could just drive my cock into her sexy pussy. Instead, I pushed a finger into her, and then a second. I pushed them in and out quickly as I concentrated on her clit with my tongue, wanting to make her come every bit as much as she had given me. She began to squirm on the hood, moaning and drawing attention to us, not that she seemed to care.
"Fuck yes. Make me come, baby. Make me come all over your face!"
It only took a few more minutes and her legs, still held high and apart, began to shudder and shake. I felt her pussy start to leak her juices heavily, drooling out of her and down my wrist to drip on the car hood. "Shit yes!" she cried as her trembling legs turned to whole body shudders. "YES!" she screamed out as her body jerked and I felt her pussy gush juices out onto my chin. I continued to lick and tease her until she pushed my face away. "Enough. Oh god, enough!"
I straightened up and pulled her skirt down to cover her as she lowered her legs. She pushed up and wrapped herself, arms and legs both, around me, pulling us together in a wet, sexy embrace. The show over, the couples and single men that had stopped to watch us began leaving as we kissed. After a few minutes she broke the kiss and pushed me back. Once we were in the car, she pulled out her phone and looked at it for a moment before twisting in her seat to look at me.
"Alright, question: did you enjoy this?"
"Yeah, I did."
"Would you do it again if you could?"
"Definitely!"
"You should know, Mandy and Ron were doing the same thing while we were doing it. How does that make you feel?"
I paused a second and thought. "So he was doing what we were? He made her climax on the hood of the car?"
She looked at her phone a moment and then nodded.
"He did. I won't say where. You'll have to ask her, but it was part of what she and I agreed to do, including giving him head in the parking lot. Does that change how you feel?"
"It was her idea?"
"I made suggestions, but she agreed. She also agreed that you could call it off now, no questions asked."
"I get the feeling you and she have been talking about this a while."
"A few months. When Jen asked her to do what you guys did, she was surprised to say the least, but since she'd already been thinking about something like that, well, it made sense to try and see how it felt to be naked in front of Bob. When she told me I was kinda shocked she'd gone that far without talking to you about any of this. And then she had Jen making out with you, she handled that okay too. When you suggested having sex with Jen, I guess it was the perfect way to try and see how it felt. She said it wasn't as bad as she thought it'd be, so we thought it was time for the next step. She's worried that you might not be as comfortable with another man being with her as she was with you being with Jen."
"I see. So, step one, see if I can handle finding out she gave another guy a blow job and him giving her a climax, right?"
"Something like that. So how do you feel about it?"
"I knew she was going on a date with Ron, and that she'd be going without underwear. As a guy I know what I'd do. I guess I was just trying not to think about it too much."
"You'd have done just exactly like we did. And Ron is every bit the gentleman you are, if you know what I mean."
I nodded."So what's step two?"
"Seeing her being playful with Ron."
"How are you doing that?"
"We're all still under the no sex rule, so if you're still game, we'll go join them at a dance club. You can see as little or as much as you want this way and you don't have to worry about watching him have sex with her."
"And if I say no?"
"Then we go home and so do they."
I sat for a few moments. "Why not."
She picked up her phone from her lap and texted "GO" to her husband. After putting the phone away, she started the car and pulled out of the parking lot.
It was called the rodeo club. Obviously, a honky-tonk club. I walked in with Ellie on my arm, drawing quite a few looks. She was a gorgeous woman, considerably younger than me, wearing a dress that showed a lot of assets, even with her coat still hanging on her shoulders. We walked in the front doors of the club and stood facing a large fenced ring in the middle of the massive room, with one of those huge mechanical bulls in the middle of the ring. Instead of a cowboy wannabe on it, there was a very busty woman desperately trying to keep hold. The operator of the bull was making it move up and down in choppy little jerks, the bouncing trying to dislodge her boobs from the top of her dress, while she tried desperately to keep them from bouncing out and her falling off. While she was having some success keeping her breasts in her dress, she was unable to hold the rope to stay on the bucking beast, and keep her skirt from riding up, at the same time. The result was that her skirt had ridden well up toward her waist, the tiny white panties she had on as visible as her completely exposed butt cheeks.
To the left of the bull ring was a large dance floor where a significant number of people were doing some kind of line dance. To the right was a smaller dance floor that had couples close dancing. Ellie led me toward the right as the young lady on the bull tumbled off, her legs sticking in the air, displaying the minuscule patch of cloth partly covering her pussy. I let Ellie lead me to a table where we took off our coats and hung them on the chair backs. There were a number of young ladies in skimpy western shirts and skirts carrying trays of drinks. One stopped at our table after delivering her tray to another table.
"What can I get for ya, darlin'?"
"How about a couple Michelob lights." I suggested.
"Can do, honey. Back in a minute," she said as she turned to saunter away."
We looked around the dance floor and the club. Another woman had climbed onto the mechanical bull. This one was a bit younger and not quite as busty. The tiny dress she had on kept riding up her thighs as the operator bounced and jiggled her to keep her off balance. I looked across the dance floor and enjoyed the view of quite a few good looking women. That's when I noticed her. She wore a relatively tight fitting, cream-colored, western dress. The material was thin enough that I thought I could see her areola faintly through the top, the creamy mounds wiggling tantalizingly as she moved. The top four buttons of the dress were undone, allowing a significant amount of her creamy breast to flash into view. Her long, brown hair bounced and flew as she danced almost up against the man in front of her. His arm was around her waist and I stared at them as he pulled her to him, his hand sliding up to cup one of her breasts as she ground her pelvis against him. The smile on her face made it clear to anyone interested, that she was enjoying herself and his attentions.
"See something you like?"
"My wife!" I answered Ellie.
The waitress came back with our drinks and I paid for them. After a drink, Ellie suggested we dance. She pressed herself to me and wrapped both arms around my neck. It took a minute to get coordinated with her movements, it'd been so long since I'd danced. But she took it in stride and we were soon moving together, her pelvis pressing against the hard-on in my pants. She worked us slowly toward Mandy and Ron, close enough for us to see each other. I could see one of his hands under her skirt as they danced, which was a little surprising. But even more so was her hand pressed against the bulge in the front of his pants, her hand stroking up and down, rubbing her palm against his dick.
"So, here's the game," Ellie whispered to me, moving one arm from behind my neck to reach down and rub her hand on my rock-hard shaft. "We're twinsies. Anything she does, I do. Anything she lets him do, like undoing those buttons, you get to do. Anything you do to me, is permission for him to do to her. Simple!"
"You really want me to do that? Whatever he's doing?"
"Anything he's doing, he's asked to do or has been asked to do, knowing you'd be seeing it and doing it to me."
"Alright. Here goes," I said, sliding one hand from where it rested on her firm, round butt. I slid it up between us and began working on the buttons of her dress. They were a little farther apart than the ones on Mandy's dress, and by the time I had four undone, I could look right down into the top of her dress and see her erect nipples. After undoing the buttons, I slid my hand down her body and slipped my fingers between two buttons on the skirt, sliding my fingers between her legs to tease her pussy lips.



"Mmmmm. What a wonderfully bad boy," s he whispered just louder than the music, pressing her palm harder against my hard dick, and then her lips to mine. We danced, more or less, and made out while we did. She periodically turned us so that I didn't have any trouble seeing my wife doing similarly. She seemed to be taking cues from Ellie now instead of the other way around. It was pretty obvious to me that the two of them were getting each other very turned on.
"You know what I want to do?" Ellie asked with a grin.
"What's that? Fuck?"
"I want to ride that bull!"
I looked at her a little surprised. "If you want." I ageed before I realized that what she did, Mandy did.
"I do! Mandy! Come on we're going bull riding!"
"Wait? What?" Mandy exclaimed as Ellie walked through the crowd between them and took hold of her hand, pulling her away from Ron and his grip.
"Perfect opportunity for what I know you really wanna try." she said, pulling my wife from her husband. The two disappeared into the crowd, leaving Ron and myself to make our way to the rail around the large padded area containing the bull. I wasn't at all sure what to expect from either of them. Seeing my wife in that dress, partly unbuttoned, and how much it showed, was, well, surprising. In all our years together, I never once suspected she'd go out without underclothes. Hell, the only dresses she ever wore without a bra were her wedding dress and the gowns she wore to our daughter's weddings. But here she was, bra and pantyless, having just danced with, or should I say just groped by another woman's husband. Now she was headed to the big mechanical bull, not something suited for a short skirt, even with underwear on, nor a half open dress top with no bra. It didn't take much imagination to know what was going to happen even before she awkwardly climbed onto the bull.
The operator was well skilled. He started out with long, rolling tilts that slid her butt back and forth on the bull's back, slowly working the skirt from under her bare buttocks. She had one hand on the rope and the other trying desperately to pull the front of the skirt down over her bare pussy. The operator knew his business and changed the motion, tilting the bull's head down so she slid toward the rope, allowing her to somewhat cover her pussy with the same hand that was holding the rope. He started bouncing the bull's rear end up and down in short, hard, jerking bounces, timed to make her butt bounce up and down on the bull, the bouncing well-timed to make her big tits bounce wildly in the dress top. Her left hand left her skirt to try and hold her big boobs from bouncing out the top of the half-undone dress. The operator had to be grinning to himself as he started to alternate the motions, making her choose whether to cover her now-exposed pussy, or keep her tits from bouncing into view. In the end she chose to alternate, which allowed her tits to bounce out of the top while she was trying to cover her exposed crotch and then attempting, unsuccessfully, to tuck them back in while her pussy was once again on full display.
The operator knew exactly where he had her, fully exposed, top and bottom. He started to twist the bull back and forth, making it hard for her to hold on and not fall off, leaving her no choice but to hang on with both hands. Back and forth, he twisted her, finally tossing her off the side of the bull in a slow-motion roll that sent her to the mat with her legs sticking in the air, spread wide, creating one hell of a view for the lucky guys near the rail on that side.
I should have been upset. I should have felt embarrassed for her. I should have been bothered by what the patrons had seen. But all I could do was stand and stare, in total shock, at my wife as she tried to cover herself and put her big tits back into the dress. "Jesus," I whispered to myself as I watched her finally get up and walk to the rail and meet Ron. I caught her glance at me before leaning over the rail and kissing Ron firmly on the lips. She broke the kiss and walked back to where she'd entered the pit to collect her shoes.
I watched Ron make his way toward her, thinking about going after them. I wasn't at all sure what I was going to do, but I felt like I needed to do something! I mean, I was her husband! I was supposed to stop her from doing that kind of thing, right?
The only thing that stopped me was seeing a barefoot Ellie walking toward me. She walked up to the rail and grabbed the front of my shirt. She pulled me partway over the railing and pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me firmly, allowing the kiss to soften as a few guys whooped almost as loud as they had watching my wife on the bull. She pulled away and grinned. "It was her choice."
I stared at her as she stepped back, that grin still on her face. "Can I borrow this?" she asked the cowboy a few guys down from me wearing a cowboy hat. She took his hat and put it on her head as she walked toward the bull. She managed to hoist herself up onto it, not bothering to even put her skirt under herself. She grabbed the rope and nodded to the operator with one hand in the air and the other holding the rope. The operator started with long, rocking motions, twisting the bull slowly to give everyone a good view of the sexy woman sitting on the bull. He quickly switched to those short, choppy strokes, bouncing both boobs out of her dress in short order. She made no attempt to cover them or put them back, which pleased the guys watching.
Her tits, like my wife's, bounced and flew wildly on her chest as the operator worked the mechanical bull. I could see Ellie's bare ass bouncing up off the bull as the ride became more and more erratic. A guy near me realized she was bare-bottomed and quickly clued his buddies in which drew growing cheers. As I watched, the fifth button down popped off her dress, exposing even more of her. She looked down at herself, realizing what happened, and lowered the hand she had been holding in the air. The operator assumed she was trying to fix herself and thought he'd help, easing the bucking of the bull for a few moments. Instead, she undid the remaining three buttons. The dress flew apart and she was completely exposed to everyone watching. I had no doubt that with the number of phones out, this was headed to the internet! The operator apparently decided that Ellie had shown the world enough, and it took less than 30 seconds for him to send the mostly naked woman flying off the bull.
She stood up, walked to the guy she borrowed the hat from, her dress still hanging completely open, put his hat back on his head, and pulled his face down to kiss him. As she kissed him, he reached out and grabbed both her tits, squeezing the soft orbs with no objection from her. She finished the kiss and released his face and stepped back out of his grasp. She thanked him and then made him jealous as hell by coming over to me, climbing onto the fence, facing me, spread her legs and pulled me to her for a very long, wet kiss, her dress completely open down the front as she pulled me against her.
"Let's go get my boots!" she said once she broke the kiss. I pulled her to me, and her butt off the fence rail, and she slid down my front until she could stand. She took half a step back and stood there, fixing her dress, seeming to be completely at ease with what she was showing the whole time. Finally she took her clutch from my hand and pulled out her phone. "Still game to dance some more?" She asked, looking up at me after reading something on her phone.
"Is there a reason I shouldn't be?"
"After Mandy's display, we weren't sure you wouldn't want to take her straight home."
"She wanted to do that, show off like that, didn't she?"
"She didn't know how it would happen, or when, but she told me that if I came up with a way, she was game."
"It was her choice. If she ends up on the internet with her tits bouncing around. I guess it's her choice too. I just wouldn't have ever guessed that she'd do any of this."
"Does it upset you?"
"Some."
"Why?"
"Because there's like a million times I've suggested we do things a little riskier, and been shut down cold. But here she is, doing these things for another man."
Ellie was quiet a few moments, looking at my face, into my eyes, almost as if she were trying to read what I was thinking. "I can see how that could make you feel resentful. Is there anything she's asked you to do you refused?"
"I've always tried to please her any way I can. So not really."
"Anything you ever wanted to ask her to do but were afraid to?"
"I can think of a couple."
"Any we can do here?"
"Maybe, if you're daring."
"So? Let's hear it."
"Since you're panty-less I dare you to pull my dick out while we're dancing and put it between your legs."
"Ohhhh, you are daring! Does that include into my pussy?" she asked watching me nod.
"I wish. Isn't that out of bounds for you and me for tonight though?"
"But she'd refuse to do it if you asked, right?"
"Without a doubt."
"Then maybe this is your lucky night. She agreed that any request you made of me, she'd have to do it also. But since I can't accommodate it, maybe we can arrange for her to. We don't want you going away feeling resentful. Come on." We went and got her boots and then walked to the floor where Mandy was dancing again with Ron. She whispered something to Ron, who nodded and then something to my wife. She looked past Ellie to me and then back at Ellie. She shook her head slowly, Ellie whispering something else that got an even more energetic shake.
Mandy finally closed her eyes and nodded reluctantly. "One dance." She said as she reached for the front of her dress. She undid the bottom three buttons and stepped up to me. "You really want me to do this?"
"Are you afraid to? After what you just flashed at the whole place?"
"That wasn't on purpose."
"That's not how I hear it." I answered her. "According to Ellie you wanted to flash the world.
"Not exactly. What I agreed to was flashing my boobs, not everything."
"Maybe you needed to choose a different wardrobe then."
"Actually it wasn't my choice. It's Ellie's. Including what I'm not wearing."
"Oh. I think I'm starting to see a theme here." I nodded quietly.
"Let's get it over with," she said as she stepped closer to me. Her hands went to the front of my pants as she pressed herself to me. "You better hold me so we don't come apart."
I put my hands on her hips as she started to try and work my rigid dick out of my pants. "We don't have to do this then, not if you don't want to."
"No. you asked, I have to honor any request you make."
"No matter what it might be?"
"Pretty much."
"If I told you to drop your dress right now?"
"Don't, please." She said, suddenly concerned that I might just ask exactly that.
"I won't." I could feel her get my dick out of my pants, finally, and then felt my head slip between her thighs. She was trying awkwardly to push my engorged head up into the entrance to her depths, without much success. I squatted a little until I felt my head slip between her sopping wet lips. I pushed up into her, her hands reaching for me and pulling our chests together as she moaned deeply. "Holy shit. I can't believe how turned on this is making me right now."
"Yeah, I know what you mean," I agreed as we tried to look like we were dancing, the motion working my shaft in and out a couple short inches. Fucking her on a dance floor was a fantasy that I never expressed to her, and never expected to actually fulfill. But here I was, my dick sliding in and out of her pussy as we danced with other couples on the dance floor. I could feel the mental enjoyment and the physical sensation pushing me towards a very quickly approaching climax. I groaned and did my best to not unload in my wife, sure that if I did I'd never hear the end of it. She'd never forgive me for leaving her with my cum leaking down her legs in public. So I held myself back, trying to make it through the whole song without losing it. I felt and heard her moan, her face buried into my neck as we moved. Her body began to tremble and she stopped moving. I could feel her whole body trembling as her lips kissed my neck wetly.
"Shit I'm coming," she whispered softly as she stood still, her legs and arms trembling as we held each other.
"Yeah. I can tell," I breathed over the sound of the music. She moved her legs slightly, rocking her trembling, squeezing, pussy on my dick, sliding me in and out several inches. "Oh god, honey. You don't wanna do that."
"No? You do. That was the idea, wasn't it?"
"Yeah, but you keep doing that and I'm gonna come."
"I know. She said you were upset that I was doing stuff I'd never do with you. Well here's something I'd never do with anyone but you!" She worked her hips a little more. Anyone watching would know damn well we weren't dancing. But I didn't care at that point. I closed my eyes and pulled her chest tighter to me as my body jerked and I pumped a gush of cum into her. My body jerked and spasmed, over and over, flooding her pussy with shot after shot of cum. We stood together and rocked side to side for several minutes until my dick slipped from her. She moved her lips to mine and kissed me softly. "Take me home and make love to me."
"Gladly."
Turned out Ron had to drive us home, since neither of us drove, the two of us making out in the back seat all the way home. Unsurprisingly, by the time we got to our house we had both managed to get each other out of everything we had on. We ran through the chilly night air to the house, carrying our clothes and coats, hoping none of the neighbors were watching. We fell into bed laughing like a couple teenagers, and ended up making love twice before we fell asleep in each other's arms.
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It had been a weird couple of days. It was Wednesday, so there was no cheerleader practice today, which was giving me a break, from both the girls and coach. I still worried she was angry with me, after what I did in the shower with her and Jessica, I mean, nurse Allen. Maybe it wasn't right to call her by her first name, but then how many other guys in the school could say they'd seen her naked and fucked her.
She was absolutely gorgeous naked. I wasn't ever really worried about racism or anything like that. I tended to judge people by their actions rather than what they looked like. Maybe that's what comes from looking geekish. Anyway, black or not, she was stunning looking. I sort of hoped that I'd get another chance to see her naked, but I doubted it. My best guess; she was what I had heard called 'bi', liking both men and women. And coach was one of the women she very clearly liked, a lot. I wondered how many times they'd made out in the showers after practice before they did it in front of me?
Becky wanted me to come over after school, and I had spent most of the class with her hand in my lap and mine in hers. She'd worn underwear to school but had managed to covertly slip them off in class, right there next to me, and stuffed them in my pocket, which is where they still were, as I headed down the hallway to my locker, after the last class of the day.
"Billy!" I heard Allie Mason call, from behind me. I stopped and turned, letting her catch up to me. She did, and I turned back to the way I was going to start with, Allie walking beside me. "How you doing today?" she asked sweetly.
"I'm okay. You?"
"I'm alright." She said, followed by a long very pregnant silence. "Um, you have any plans for right after school?"
"No. I was just going to head home. I have to go over to Becky's later to study."
"Yeah. About that. Do you suppose we could go walk someplace and talk?"
"I usually drive home, but if you need a ride, we could stop someplace and chat."
"I'd like that." She said, with a smile. I nodded as we reached my locker. It only took a few moments to switch out what I needed and to get my jacket. It wasn't cold out, but it wasn't exactly warm either. I mean, late October was expected to be coat weather. I followed Allie to her locker and waited while she did the same, pulling her puffy, knee length, down jacket over her long sleeved dress. I led her to the parking lot and my car. Nothing fancy, just an old impala. I opened the door and held it open for her while she climbed in. I walked around the car and climbed in and started it up, turning the heater up to max before backing out of the parking space.
"So, you wanted to talk?"
"I did. You can do what you want, but I wanted to let you know that Becky doesn't think of you like a boyfriend or anything."
"No?"
"Uh uh. I overheard her bragging to one of her friends about how she managed to snag a fucking fantastic cock to fuck."
"That's good to know. Though I don't know that's a bad thing."
"Typical guy. A little flattery and he bends over for you. Look, you don't understand. She doesn't like you, she likes the way you fuck her. She's only into you for your dick." I tried not to run into anything as I drove, trying to take in what she said. I sorta felt like she did like me. Was I totally screwed up that badly? "I heard her talking to one of her friends. She's seeing you because of your dick. Not because she likes you as a person. She's planning on going to Penn State next year, and she doesn't plan on being tied down to anyone, when she does. She wants to be able to see and fuck whoever she wants, without having to feel guilty."
"Wow."
"I'm sorry."
"Yeah, me too." I said quietly.
"Hey, why don't you pull in there." She said, as we were driving past one of the many parks in the town. I shrugged and pulled into the small parking lot, barely large enough for half a dozen cars. I parked and almost as soon as I had the car turned off, she was opening the door. "Come on." She said with a smile, closing the door behind her and starting to walk toward one of the many walking and hiking trails that criss-crossed the parks. I got out and followed her. I caught up quickly and walked next to her. "I like taking walks. Do you?"
"They're okay. Sorta boring most times."
"Guess you just don't go walking with the right person," she said with a grin. We walked about a hundred yards down the small paved walk, before she spoke again. "I thought you looked pretty hot taking that shower last night. If coach hadn't interrupted, I was going to do something for you."
"Yeah? What's that?"
She stopped near a small bench, looked down the trail both ways and then took off her coat. She set it on the bench and then reached up under her skirt, skimming her panties down her legs and stepping out of them. She handed them to me and then unbuttoned the front of her dress. It only took a moment for her to work her arms out of the soft material, leaving her in nothing but her bra above her waist. She unclipped her bra and pulled it off, exposing her creamy white, freckle covered boobs. "Thirty two C" she said, with a grin, as I stood staring at her firm mounds. Her areolas weren't large, but they were a bright pinkish color, each one was puckering before my eyes around her small rock-hard nipples. "Want me to keep going?"
"Hell yes." I answered, as I took the bra, she now held out to me. She slipped the dress down, exposing her body all the way to her calves where her legs disappeared into her tall boots. She stepped out of the dress and handed it to me. She reached for her coat and pulled it back on, leaving the front open, so I could still see the modest sized bush of auburn curls on her mound. Her pussy was incredibly sexy looking, with almost no inner labia at all, protruding from her creamy white lips, where her freckles finally petered out.
"What do you think?"
"I think you look incredible." I said with a grin. "I bet all the guys you show off to like this, say that though."
"I wouldn't know. I don't show off to guys, at least not on purpose."
"No?" I asked in confusion.
"Nope" she said, reaching for one of my hands. "I don't do this either." She said as she pulled my hand from holding her clothes to her bare front. She coaxed my hand to squeeze her firm breast. "Ohhh. Cold hands." She giggled. "I just thought that since, well, I was checking you out yesterday, that maybe, I should give you a chance to check me out."
"Yeah." I answered as she stepped back, pulling my hand from within her coat. She closed her coat and turned to walk away. That's when I noticed someone walking down the narrow, paved walking trail. She walked toward the guy coming down the trail, with me following her, a few paces behind. After she passed him, she turned around and walked backwards, spreading her coat for me to see her naked body, from her neck to her knees. Her nipples were rock hard and exposed to me, as she walked backwards, her smile huge on her face. She continued to walk, this time facing away from me, pulling the coat down off her shoulders. She let it slide part way down her arms, showing me her bare back, before turning to show me her naked front again, this time even more exposed than before.
"Why don't you show me now." She said, as she continued to walk backwards.
"You want me to flash my dick?"
"Uh huh. Come on. Show me!" I shrugged my shoulders and undid my belt with one hand, my left hand full of her clothes. I undid my pants, stopped for a moment, to push my briefs down and expose my cock. I pulled my pants back up so I could walk and she started going backwards again. "I like how it looks." She said, as she turned to walk forward again, now sliding the jacket all the way off. She was completely naked, except for her boots, as she turned to face me again. "Do you like how I look?"
"I do."
"If you could, what would you do with me?"
"I wouldn't mind having sex with you."
"You wouldn't mind? That isn't exactly a resoundingly positive response."
"Okay, I'd love to find a place I could fuck you, until you come in a screaming orgasm."
"Now that's a lot better." She said, as she stopped, letting me catch up. When I was standing only a foot or two from her, her coat still held in her hands, but not on her in any way, she whispered. "How do you know I come in a screaming orgasm?"
"I don't."
"Wanna know a secret?"
"Sure."
"I don't either." She said with a little grin. She pulled the coat up to her shoulders, pushed her arms in the sleeves, then she wrapped her arms around herself, pulling the coat closed over her bare body. She stood there, in front of me, making me wonder what she was thinking. That's when I heard footsteps. Moments later, my dick still poking out, a woman jogged by us. She wasn't overly old and was encased in spandex jogging gear. She looked at the two of us as she jogged by, her head suddenly looking down at my crotch, when she realized I had a hardon sticking out. She rolled her eyes and shook her head so that we could see her disapproval, and then continued on jogging.
"You could have warned me."
"I could have."
"But you didn't."
"Nope. I could have stepped against you and covered you, like this." She said as she opened her coat again, stepping toward me, until her tits pressed to my chest and my dick was pushing between her thighs. She closed her coat around the two of us as much as she could, as we stood there, my dick poking between her thighs.
"So, why don't you know if you come in a screaming climax?" I asked her quietly.
"Because no one has ever made me climax."
"You've never climaxed?"
"Didn't say that. Said no one has ever made me."
"So, you never played with anyone?"
"Only once, on a sleep over. And we didn't know what we were doing, so nope, no screaming orgasm."
"You slept over at a guy's house?"
She giggled. "Of course not."
It took about three heart beats for me to understand. "Ahhh. So you're telling me this, why?"
"Curiosity."
"About what?"
"What it feels like to climax on a dick."
"Are you hoping I will?"
"Make me climax? Maybe."
"Why me?"
"Because. I know that before a week ago you were a virgin, just like me."
"How do you know that?"
"Because Becky said you were."
"Shit."
"Don't worry. She told Allisa that she's been teaching you, and you're a good learner."
"Good to know." I answered, blushing a little.
"So, will you?"
"Here?"
"Can't do it at home. I'd get in trouble."
"I don't have a condom."
"So? I had my period four days ago."
"Ah. Well."
"Your dick is between my legs already. Why not finish the job?"
"And if I do?"
"I'll stay naked until I'm back in the car, just for you. How about it? Wanna take my cherry?"
"You're determined, aren't you?"
"Since yesterday, yeah."
"Not before that?"
"Before that I thought you were a pervert, that loved to flash his junk at girls."
"And now you don't?"
"Nope."
"Maybe I'm just a serial flasher or something."
"Not likely. But even if you are, your dick is still between my legs, and it hasn't gotten any softer. So how about it? Make me come with it?"
I looked up and down the trail, finding no one. I pulled away from her and pulled her back up the trail to one of the benches that we had passed. "Take it off." She looked at me in confusion. "The coat," I said, as I tossed her dress and underwear onto the bench. "Don't want it getting in the way."
She nodded and took off her coat. She tossed it onto the bench and then turned to face me. "Now what?"
"Now you get fucked." I said, as I turned her around. She seemed to know to bend over, her bare ass pushing out at me. I let my pants slide to my ankles and pushed my briefs down to my knees. I was surprised how chilly it felt on my bare legs. If she was willing to be naked out here for this, then the least I could do was give her a good hard one. I stepped up behind her, rubbed my head up and down her very wet slit, spreading her full lips with the tip, until I could feel the entrance to her vaginal depths. "You sure about this?"
"Uh huh. Do it. I can feel you're right there. Trust me, I want you to."
I pressed myself toward her and forced my fat head into her. I heard her gasp, as I pushed a couple inches into her. We were committed now. I started to stroke in and out, slowly working myself into her, a little at a time. She was almost as tight as Becky was, when she was in the middle of an orgasm, her pussy tightly holding me as I pulled back and pushed forward. I bent forward and reached for a breast with my left hand and wrapped my right around her hip and thigh, until I could get my finger between her full lips. I felt her wetness with the tip of my finger and let it search for her clit.
"Oh fuck." She squeaked, as my finger rubbed across the sensitive nub. I started to slide my finger over her clit, in time with my strokes, something I'd tried with Becky and found she really enjoyed. It didn't take long before she was moaning and shaking gently, while I stroked in and out of her pussy, my finger teasing her clit in time with my strokes. I knew the signs of an orgasm, or at least I thought I did. It seemed to me like she was climaxing, her pussy squeezing and spasming around me, but at the same time, she kept moaning for me to not stop, so I didn't. I stroked her clit and drove my dick in and out of her. Her whole body shook harder and then I felt her body convulse and stiffen. She stood with her legs spread about two feet apart, her whole body rigid, as she peed a stream onto the pavement below her, a long gasping cry coming from her. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!"
I kept stroking, knowing that I was going to come in a moment. I panted out to her that I was going to come, not that I intended to do anything but come inside her. "Here comes." I panted as my body spasmed. I stood behind her, my cock pumping shot after shot into her depths, the sensation apparently making her climax peak again. A second long stream of pee sprayed out on the ground between her legs, before she leaned forward, her arms and legs trembling as she tried to hold herself up. She pulled off my still drooling cock, long streamers, of my cum, starting to hang from the tip of my mushroom head, down toward the large wet spot on the pavement. "Oh my God, I'm soooo sorry. I don't know what happened. I didn't mean to."
"What?"
"Pee. I didn't mean to pee on you."
"Oh. Jenny did that too. She said it wasn't pee, it was something called squirting. I guess if you come really hard, that can happen."
"It can," I heard from behind me. I jerked around to see the woman that had jogged by earlier, leaning against a tree. I tried to cover my now flagging dick, while Allie pulled her coat over herself to hide her nakedness. "Trust me. If you squirted, you liked what he was doing." She said as she pushed off the tree. She gave me a little smile. "You know. I run here almost every day. If she gets tired of doing this, catch me out here. I'll be happy to let you feed that into me."
"You were watching us?" Allie squeaked.
"Oh honey, I was doing WAY more than watching," She said, sliding her hand down into her spandex pants, drawing my attention to the very wet crotch of the black pants. "Hope you two keep having fun like that. Good sex is hard to find and harder to keep hold of." She said, as she turned and started jogging away.
"Ohmygod, I'm so embarrassed." She said, lowering her face and burying it in the coat.
"Wait. I got the idea that you went naked out here a lot."
"Actually, no. I just wanted you to think I was more, um, you know, than I really was."
I chuckled, as I pulled up my pants. "Tell you what. Any time you wanna come out here and do this again, I'm game, as long as you get naked like this. It was really a turn on."
She smiled back, then started to get dressed. We walked back to the car hand in hand, chatting about what we had just done and what the lady that watched was thinking. I stopped in front of her house, to drop her off. She leaned over, pulled my face toward hers and pressed her lips to mine. We kissed somewhat awkwardly for long seconds before she broke the kiss. "Becky might only be into you for fucking her, but I'm fucking you because I'm into you." She whispered, and then without another word, got out and closed the door and ran to the house, leaving me completely confused.
I went to Becky's house to study, and of course, had sex. I couldn't get out of my head what Allie had said. Becky was using me for sex, just like she was using me for her grades. I wanted to believe it was something else, but in the end, I wasn't sure anymore. It was almost ten when I got home. I headed up to my room and heard the shower running in the bathroom. I still owed my stupid, big sister, for what she had done the other day. I didn't even know WHY she did it, but she had. What's the old saying about revenge being served cold? I had a perfectly bad, naughty, nasty idea. I went to my room, stripped completely naked and played with myself to get good and hard. If she wanted to play with my dick, I was going to let her see it, this time with it coming all over her.
I thought about fucking Allie out at the park, and felt myself getting closer and closer to coming as I stroked myself. I opened the bedroom door and stepped across the hall to the bathroom. I slipped into the bathroom and closed the door. I stood there, stroking myself, getting closer and closer to letting go as I imagined my sister standing naked under the shower spray. I heard the water stop and thought to myself "perfect." I was going to come any second. I held off, stroking myself to the point of no return. "You wanted to see my dick, well here it is sis!" I said, as I jerked the shower curtain back and started spurting my cum into the air, shooting string after string of my cum out at her. I saw the first powerful shot land on her tits, and the next on her stomach, the third on the dark brown curls on her mound. Only problem was, my sister is blond!
The scream was almost piercing. "WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" I stood there, staring at the girl in the shower, who was definitely NOT my sister, trying to cover her boobs with one arm and her pussy with her other hand, while at the same time trying to decide which arm to use to push me away from the bathtub. The last three squirts of cum landed on her legs and the bathtub, moments before the bathroom door burst open. My sister raced into the bathroom, at the sound of her friend's cry. She hadn't expected to find anyone in the small bathroom except her friend in the shower, so she wasn't prepared to have to stop a quickly as she needed to. As a result, she crashed into me, taking us both to the floor. I lay there, groaning at the impact of the hard tile floor, taking long seconds to realize that my sister, now laying flat on me, and searching for a grip to push herself up. As she did so, I could see her almost completely naked body, including her completely exposed bare tits.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING IN HERE!?" She shouted at me, as she pushed herself up off me, and started to stand up. Instead of answering, all I could do was stare at her. She was completely nude except for a pair of mostly see through panties that left so very little to the imagination. I could see her pussy lips and the tiny little bit of blonde curls on her mound. "SHIT! YOU'RE FUCKING NAKED!"
"He pulled back the curtain and came all over me!" her friend cried, as she stood in the shower, no longer covering her boobs, but trying to wipe my cum off her body, with her hands, shaking them in front of her, to get what she had wiped off, off of them. "Shit. I'm covered in his cum!"



"What the hell were you doing?" Sis snapped at me, at least no longer shouting.
"What the hell is going on in here!?" I heard mom say from behind Lynn. "Oh Jesus, are you two at it again? You better knock it off before you wake up your father, I doubt you want him sticking his nose in here right now!"
"Sorry mom!" Sis said quickly, before turning back to look at me on the floor. "And you, get your fucking ass out of here!"
"Yeah." I said, pushing myself up off the floor, almost sticking my face in my sister's crotch to do so, since she refused to back up and give me any room. I moved past her, my still partly hard dick swiping across her hip, spreading my still leaking cum on her.
"Jesus Billy!" She swore, as I stepped out of the bathroom, past my mother and into my own room. I closed the door behind me, but mom pushed it back open and stepped inside.
"Billy," she said softly, in that voice that meant, you better listen because I don't plan on repeating it. "I don't know what got into your sister yesterday to do what she did at the table, but doing what you just did, even if it had been her and not Terri in there, was really over the line. I don't want to see that kind of thing again, is that clear?"
"Yes mom." I said, as I stood by my bed, my hands trying to cover my softening dick. She looked down at my crotch, shook her head and walked out of my room, pulling the door closed behind her. I flopped down on my bed. It had been such a good idea. How the hell was I supposed to know she had a friend over and she was in the shower, not Lynn?
I climbed out of bed, just long enough to turn the light out and then back into it. I lay there awake, thinking about how the girl in the shower looked, her big tits wiggling, with a string of my cum laying on her right boob. I felt my dick start to harden, as I lay there listening to the water running; knowing that she was in there, still naked, washing my cum off her body. I lay there until I heard the shower go off again, thinking I needed to go apologize to whoever that was. I got up and pulled on a pair of my pj pants, and opened my bedroom door.
I was expecting to see the girl come out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel or something, so I wasn't at all ready for what I did see. My sister, and her friend, both completely naked, tiptoeing out of the bathroom toward my sister's room. Lynn noticed me first, stopping in her tracks, looking like she had just gotten caught at something, her friend stopping behind her, her eyes wide, like she had DEFINITELY gotten caught doing something she shouldn't do.
"Not a word!" Sis said, barely above a whisper. "Not one!" I held up my hands in the universal gesture of "hey not me!" After which, she straightened her back and walked to her room, her friend shrugging shyly, before following her. I walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind me. What was it they were doing that made them act like that?
"God, am I a dunce!" I whispered to myself, as I picked up my sister's underwear off the floor. The crotch was more than damp, it was wet, while the rest of the material wasn't. Only one way I know that happens. It also explained why it took so long for them to wash off the cum.
---o---
Jessica sat on my body while I lay on one of the mats in the gym, my dick stuffed into her tight black pussy. Up and down she moved, bouncing on me, her bare, tight, little ass slapping rhythmically on my legs, making me bounce on the mat with her. Her big soft tits bounced and flew wildly on her chest as she rode me, her continual soft moans pushing me closer and closer to climax. I could feel her hot wetness stroking my shaft with each plunge down onto me, my engorged head feeling every little ripple and bump in her vaginal walls. Up and down she moved, softly moaning and gasping, as she drove me closer and closer to climax, her ass slapping my thighs, and her tits slapping her own chest each time she slammed herself down my shaft.
I could see Allie, leaning against the wall, her shorts around her knees as she pushed her fingers in and out of her pussy. I called to her, wanting her to come over closer, but she shook her head and just leaned against the wall, watching Jessica bouncing on my lap. I was going to come, I knew I was going to come, any second. Up and down she moved, her ass bouncing harder on my legs, her own orgasm building closer and closer.
"Oh fuck yes!" She gasped, as her pussy began to spasm around me. I could feel my own climax coming, my body ready to pump my seed into her, as she rode my shaft faster. "Oh God, yes!" she cried softly.
I shook my head, my eyes seeing only darkness, not Jessica's sexy tits, not Allie's bare pussy. I blinked to clear my vision, wanting to see Jessica as I climaxed, but the face that came into view, in the dim light of the clock on my nightstand, wasn't that of Jessica.
"Oh God. Gonna come, Lynn." The girl bouncing on my cock moaned. "He's gonna make me come."
"Told you, you couldn't get him off without coming yourself." I heard my sister say, in the dark.
"Oh Jesus, yes. Gonna come!" she squeaked, the face coming into focus. I recognized the face, the memory of having come all over her in the shower jumping to the forefront. I could see her tits bouncing, flopping up and down as she pounded herself down harder on my cock. I felt her pussy start to clench around me, as the urgency and need overwhelmed me.
"Oh damn," I grunted, as my body jerked hard, not because of some stupid wet dream, but because my body realized, better than my brain, that my sister's friend was riding my cock and climaxing around me. I felt the first surge of cum lance up into her, as she slammed her trembling body down on me.
"SHIT! He's awake." She gasped, as she sat on me, her trembling body shaking even more, as she felt my surging cum shoot into her. "Oh God. He's coming. He's coming in me."
"Told you." I heard my sister say, from the darkness near the foot of my bed. "You lose the bet."
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked again, as she sat on me, her pussy clenching and squeezing my cock, as I unloaded another strong surge of cum up into her. "OH God, he's pumping me full!"
I lay there panting, as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping at least half a dozen shots of cum into her. "Oh damn." I groaned, letting my hands move up her body to her soft tits. I cupped each one as she sat trembling on my lap, her hands reaching to mine and pushing mine away from her.
She sat on me until she stopped shuddering, then climbed off my lap and the bed. Without a word, she slipped out of the bedroom, my door closing after she and, presumably, my sister, slipped out. I rolled to look at the clock and saw it as just past twelve. I got up from bed, my pj pants falling to my ankles. I pulled them up and snapped them over my slowly softening dick, and then walked quietly out of my room to my sisters. I saw the light was on under the crack at the bottom of the door and leaned my head against it. I could hear soft moans coming from inside, and tried the knob. It was unlocked. I wanted to know what the hell was going on. I turned the knob and pushed the door open, as quietly as I could. I saw my sister, and her friend, completely nude. My sister, Lynn, was laying on the bed, with her feet pointed at the door, and her legs spread wide. Her friend was on her hands and knees, over the top of her, her head between Lynn's legs, clearly licking my sister's pussy.
I stepped in and closed the door, apparently unnoticed. If you ever wanted to know just how fast a guy my age can get a second hardon after just being fucked, well, I can answer that. Two and a half minutes, maybe a few seconds longer, but not much. I stood there, watching her friend licking and teasing my sister's pussy, while my sister was clearly licking hers. It wasn't lost on me that not only was my sister licking her friend's pussy, but she was licking the friend's pussy that I'd just filled with cum. SHIT! My sister was licking MY CUM, from her friend's pussy!
I stood there, my dick getting harder by the second as I thought about what was happening, watching the two of them locked in the lesbian embrace, pleasuring each other. I inched closer, knowing that at some point she'd see me, but wanting to get a much closer look at my sister's bare pussy as she licked it. Terri, that was her name. I remembered mom saying it. How close could I get, before Terri saw me?
The answer was a hell of a lot closer than I thought. I had dropped my pj pants, stepped out of them and was less than three feet away from the two of them, standing there stroking my, again hard, dick as I watched her licking my sister's pussy. I'd expected her to see me a long time before she did, and to respond more or less like she did in the shower. I was pleasantly surprised to be wrong...on both counts!
My engorged head was nearly touching her face by the time she saw me, or at least acknowledged that I was there. Her response was to look up at my dick, reach out with her hand and grasp it, and then pull me close enough, for her to wrap her lips around my hard head. She sucked my dick for only a few moments, and then pulled off of me. She looked up at me and grinned, as she pulled me by the dick, down to the bed. "I hope you're ready for me to put that toy, I was talking about, in you." She said to my sister, while looking at me.
"Oh, fuck yes. God, I want it so bad."
"You sure?"
"Uh huh." My sister moaned.
"Alright. Here it comes." She pulled on my dick, clearly intending to put it into my sister. It was wrong. I knew it was wrong, but at that moment I didn't care. I sat down on the bed with one leg sticking up toward my sister's head, I allowed Terri to pull my engorged head toward my sister's wet pussy. I scooted closer, not caring at that moment that it was my sister. Hell, after what she did at the table, she sorta deserved it anyway. I moved closer, letting Terri rub my head up and down my sister's wet lips until she found the perfect spot. I pushed forward, forcing my saliva coated dick into my sister's hot wet depths.
"Oh my God, yes!" She moaned, as she started to rock her hips, sliding me in and out an inch or so. "Fuck it feels so good. Feels almost real."
"Does, doesn't it?"
"Push it deeper."
"If you insist," Terri said, with a grin.
I moved closer and forced more of me, into her hot wet depths, stifling a moan of pleasure, as her tight tunnel formed itself around me. I started to work my dick in and out a few inches, about all I could do in the awkward position. Terri lowered her face between my sister's legs again, licking her sensitive clit. "Oh, fuck yes. That's it. Fuck me and lick me. God damn that feels good. So fat in me. God honey, you're gonna make me come doing that. Gonna make me come so fucking hard. Ohhhhh shit. Lick me more. God just like that. Keep fucking me and licking me. Ohhhh damn! I wish it was a real dick. God I'm going to come!" She squealed, trying to be quiet but unable to be.
I felt her rocking change as her pussy clenched around me, making her tighter around my shaft. Between watching Terri lick her pussy and my dick sliding in and out, I could feel my climax building. I knew I was going to come, but I wasn't sure I should come in her. Coming all over her body was one thing, but filling her pussy? "Shit! I'm coming!" Sis moaned loudly, her body suddenly stiffening and spraying a gush of her juices, out at me. I'd seen Allie do it and knew that she was coming hard. The sight of her climaxing with Terri's face between her legs, and the feeling of her cum spraying on my stomach and crotch, were more than my over excited cock could handle.
My body jerked hard and I felt a gush of cum lance deep into her pussy.
"WHAT THE FUCK!" I heard her gasp, just before her body jerked again, spraying another gush of her cum out at me. "OH SHIT OH SHIT OH SHIT!" She cried, Terri's pussy shoved onto her face to muffle her cries. I continued to come in her climaxing pussy for long seconds before I lay back, feeling exhausted for a moment, my, still partly hard, dick slipping out of her pussy and sticking up. Terri moved down her body to reach mine and grasped my dick. She closed her lips around me and sucked and licked my dick until she had to pull off to answer my sister.
"Tell me what just happened, didn't happen!" my sister snapped. "Tell me you didn't just invite my brother to fuck me?"
"Okay, I won't tell you." She said with a grin. "But just because I don't say it, doesn't mean it didn't happen."
"Oh fuck." Sis panted, as Terri climbed off of her. My sister looked down her naked body at me, with a scowl. "How could you? You're my brother!"
"How could you pull my dick out and play with it at the kitchen table, in front of mom and dad?" I asked back.
She flopped her head back onto the bed. "Oh, that. Is that what this is all about? Paybacks?"
"Pretty much."
"And you had to fuck me to pay me back?"
"Actually, I was going to just come all over you in the shower. I had no idea your friend here was in there. Besides, it was her idea to fuck you."
"Terri? YOU!?"
"Why not. You talked me into fucking him in his sleep. Why not return the favor?"
"Shit! Fucking you isn't illegal!"
"So, who's ever gonna know but the three of us, right?"
"No one better ever find out!" Sis snapped.
"So, why did you pull his dick out like that? I mean, that sounds pretty damn brassy."
"I just wanted to see if it was true."
"What was?"
"That he had a big dick and liked dangerous sex."
"Huh? That doesn't make any sense." I said in confusion.
"I know Rosanne Cramer's sister. I didn't believe it, but she said that you were caught having sex in the girl's showers at school, and not just once. I told her no way, but hell, you got hard enough when I was playing with you under the table. I sorta believed it might be true."
"That's what that was about? You couldn't just ask me?"
"Would you have told me?"
"Probably not."
"So, you clearly aren't the virgin I know you were a few weeks ago."
"How did you know I was a virgin. I might have been having sex with someone!"
"Come on Billy. If you were having sex with someone, your trash can in your room wouldn't be full of cum covered Kleenex."
"Well... Um, and you clearly like to play both sides of the fence."
Sis laughed. "That's your come back? That I like to play with girls too? Why not? It's fun, and it isn't hurting anyone. So, tell us. Just exactly how did you end up having sex in the girl's showers?"
"I lost a bet and had to jack off in front of Becky Williams, naked, in the girl's showers. She kind of started to get turned on, watching me, and we started playing with each other. That's when coach walked in. I don't know why, but instead of suspending me, she made me become part of the team."
"Part of the cheer squad?"
"Not really. I just help out at practice, put out the tumbling mats and that kind of thing."
"That doesn't sound so bad."
"Yeah, well, she has me wearing these stupid little shorts that keep showing off my dick. She says, it's because she wants the girls to feel comfortable when something slips out. You know those girls hardly wear anything, practicing, and they get so sweaty in there, that sometimes, when I'm trying to spot 'em, I can't get a grip and end up with my hands in all kinds of places."
Sis laughed again. "Shit little brother. I think coach has a thing for your dick. That's why she did it."
"I don't think so. Nurse Allen maybe, but coach is into girls, I think. She and Jessica were making out in the shower while I watched."
"You were naked in the showers again?"
"I have to. She makes me shower before I go home, after the girls are done. She comes in and showers with me. Not with me, but at the same time. Last time she came in with Jessica and the two made out together, until Jessica brought her over and she fucked me, not coach, but Jessica."
"Who's Jessica?"
"Nurse Allen."
"So, you're telling me, that besides having sex with at least one of the cheer leading squad, and seeing the coach naked, the school nurse has been fucking you?"
"Sorta."
"Holy shit! Maybe I had you wrong. You sure as hell aren't a virgin any more. And risky sex? Shit, it doesn't get much riskier than fucking the school staff, on school grounds. Damn! If the principal finds out you're all toast. Nurse what's her name, coach and you."
"So, we're not about to tell anyone."
"I'd fucking hope not! Jesus!"
"He does have a good cock though. No wonder coach wants to see it. I bet she does have the hots for him."
"Well, as far as I'm concerned, I'm doing what I have to and trying to stay out of trouble."
"Well, you better get your naked ass back to your own room before mom or dad finds out what you did, get it?"
"Got it." I answered, getting off the bed. "Just for the record, you've got a really nice pussy, and you look a lot hotter naked, than I thought you would. Just sayin'."
"Get out of here you little perv!" She said, as if she were angry, but the smile on her face told a different story.
---o---
I woke up to the beeping of my alarm, and slammed my hand on it, to turn it off. After the late night events, I was still pretty tired. I was still naked, so I didn't even have to undress before climbing into the shower. I stood under the hot spray trying to wake up. I was thinking about Becky and wondering if it was true, if she was just using me for sex, when the curtain slid back. Terri pressed her finger to her lips to quiet me and then stepped into the shower with me. She pulled the curtain closed and then stepped to me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling us together. She pressed her lips to mine in a soft kiss.
"You don't mind if I share a shower with you, do you?" She asked in a whisper, after breaking the kiss.
"Um, no. I guess not."
She smiled and reached past me for the bottle of my sister's body wash. In only moments she had squirted a considerable amount on both our chests. She stepped back to give me room, then began to rub her hands in the soap, lathering my body and letting her hands work down toward my dick. "You going to help?"
"Sure," I answered a little awkwardly. I moved my hands to her full breasts and began to rub the slick soap around, teasing her nipples with my fingers, and causing my own cock to harden, at the same time. I felt her hands on my hardening dick and wrap around it. She stroked me softly, running her hands back and forth, the length of my shaft, making sure to stroke up over my, now engorged, head. "Oh damn, that feels good."
"You want to put it someplace even better?"
"If you want me to."
"I wouldn't be here playing with it, if I didn't want to." She said, with a grin. She stepped back, to lean her back against the shower wall and then lifted one foot, resting it on the soap dish built into the wall. The position spread her legs, more than enough for me to get access to her pussy. I stepped to her and rubbed my soap covered head between her lips, and then pushed slowly into her, my slick cock sliding easily between her lips, as she moaned softly in pleasure. "Oh damn. Fuck yes. Fuck me, Billy. Make me come around your cock." She whispered, as I started to stroke in and out of her. I could feel her tight depths caressing my shaft and head, as I watched her big soft tits wiggle with each plunge up into her. I cupped both tits, playing with them and her nipples as I worked my dick in and out. "I want you to squeeze and twist my nipples. Not too hard, but firmly. Oh yeah. Like that. So good." She moaned, as I tried to follow her directions.
"I keep doing this I'm going to come."
"That's okay. You already filled me up last night, might as well do it again. That way I can give Lynn another face full."



"Does she do that a lot?" I asked curiously.
"Not often, but sometimes. She loves the taste, of both a guys come and a girl's pussy, so both at once is like a treat."
"Damn," I groaned, at the thought of my sister licking her pussy, and getting my cum from it, at the same time.
"Ohhh. You like that, I can feel it! You drive in harder when you get more excited. Fuck me hard. Give it to me hard. I'm going to come in a minute and I wanna feel you slamming it into me, when I come. Ohhhhh yes. That's it, baby. Drive it into me. Oh yes. OH YES! SHIT!" She gasped, as her whole body began to shudder. "Come for me," she panted breathlessly, as I continued to drive into her.
I was going to, just not quite yet. I still needed a few more moments. I drove into her as hard as I could, in this position, feeling the head hitting the end of her vagina. "Oh shit." I grunted, as my body spasmed. I felt my cock drive hard up into her, as the first squirt of my cum, pushed deep into her. She used her hands to pull my ass toward her, keeping my dick fully inside her, as my body jerked and spasmed. I made shot after shot of hot cum flow into her, as I stood twitching and jerking between her legs. Both our chests rubbed together, her hard nipples almost digging into my chest as we panted for breath.
"Oh, fuck yes. So good. Who'd have thought I was going to end up fucking my girlfriends' brother?"
"Girlfriend?" I asked in surprise, pulling my face away from her to look at hers.
She grinned. "Well, sometimes girlfriend. We kinda share each other because right now neither of us has found a guy worth anything. Not that we're going to get married or anything, we just, you know, play around for a little satisfaction."
"Um, uh, okay."
"But now that we know how good of a fuck you are, I might have to come spend the night more often."
"What if I'm already taken?" I asked.
"I don't know too many guys that will turn down a bare pussy, stuffed in their face."
"Maybe not," I agreed.
---o---
The morning had gone slowly, after my shower. I felt like everyone was staring at me, as I walked between classes. I presumed that word of what happened Tuesday had finally spread. I walked into the lunch room with my tray and headed to my usual table. When I started high school. I learned that being smart isn't all its cracked up to be, at least not when the jocks run the show. I learned how to walk across a busy room and be completely invisible...until today. I swear that almost every head in the place was turned toward me, by the time I reached my table. Not just guys, but also girls. I could guess why the guys. Not every day a geek puts a football player in the hospital. The girls, that was another matter. I had no idea what they were whispering about.
"There he is!" Chris said, as I sat down. "How does it feel to be a celebrity?"
"A celebrity?" I asked, realizing that Mandy Long was sitting next to him, instead of at the cool kids table she usually sat at.
"Hell yeah!"
"About what?"
"You don't know?"
"Know what?"
Chris chuckled and pulled out his phone. He flipped down to something and then held it out for me to see. It was a picture of Miss Allen running down the hall next to me, her boob having bounced out of the bra. The angle of the picture was almost straight on, and her areola and nipple were much more distinct than they had looked while I was running next to her. That still didn't explain the looks I was getting. I looked at the picture some more and then closed my eyes and groaned. My dick was sticking down out of the leg hole of those damn shorts, completely visible! No wonder I was being stared at. "Hell of a picture. Seems someone posted it, along with the caption of 'new cheer squad member hard at work'"
"Oh lord!"
"So, word of you being on the cheer squad is out. Guys are envious, as hell, girls are wanting to see your dick. Hell, then there's the fact that you put Jack in the hospital. Not too many skinny guys like you can do that. Just between you and me, it was one hell of a way to take him down, kicking him in the nuts. Pretty ballsy, pun intended."
"It was an accident. I didn't do it on purpose."
"So? You did it." He said, with a shrug.
I was still staring at him incredulously when a tray was set down on the table next to me. I looked up at the owner of the tray and saw Allie. She smiled down at me and then stepped over the bench seat and sat down next to me. She twisted on the seat, wrapped both arms around me and pressed her lips to mine. She kept her lips pressed to mine until I moved my arms to be around her and returned the kiss. Only then did she break the very prohibited PDA, school slang for public display of affection. "Allie?" I asked, in surprise.
"Just wanted all those girls who are salivating, while looking at you, to know that you're taken. At least, I'm hoping you feel that way."
"I, um...I haven't really had a chance to digest it. But I'm sure not saying no."
"Close enough for now. Not no, isn't a yes, but it's not a no, and I plan on making sure you have plenty of chances to decide yes."
"I think that all made sense." I answered.
"Good!" she said, twisting back to face the table. She slid her butt over until her hip pressed against mine and then looked up at Mandy. "Hey Mandy! How are you today? I didn't think I'd see you at this table."
"Well, a little birdy told me, that maybe this table wasn't going to be nearly as off limits as it used to be."
"You mean now that Billy is famous?"
She chuckled a soft feminine laugh. "Yeah, something like that."
"I know what you mean. I was just happy that no one had taken my spot here, before I got through the line."
"Did you expect someone to be?"
"Actually, yeah. I overhead a couple of girls in the washroom wondering if he was open to other girls or if he was stuck on Becky."
"I'm not stuck on Becky," I said, "Why would I be?"
"Well, the way I hear it, anyone that takes on a football player over a girl, and sends him to the hospital with busted nuts and a busted nose, must be pretty set on the girl in question."
"It was an accident." I protested.
"Yeah. But no one else knows that!" Allie giggled.
"Good lord." I groaned.
"Now eat! We have practice tonight and you don't want to miss it, do you?"
"No." I agreed.
Lunch was different, having Allie there to talk with. It seemed like we had quite a bit in common, in our areas of likes and dislikes. We like the same kinds of music and a lot of the same kinds of activities. All in all, I learned more about her in that half hour, than any other girl I'd ever been with. It was almost a disappointment to have to leave and go to class.
"Hey there!" Becky said, as I slid into my chair.
"Hey." I answered her, not particularly enthusiastically.
"What's up?" She asked, with concern in her voice.
"I'm not sure I want to talk about it right now."
She looked at me with even more concern. "What's wrong?"
"I don't think now is the time." I whispered back, as class was starting.
"Tell me." She whispered forcefully. "Now!"
"My sister is friends with Rosanne's older sister. I guess they have class at college together. Anyway, according to her, she overheard Rosanne telling someone that the only reason you're spending time with me, is for the sex. That you don't really have any intention of having a relationship, because you don't want to be tied down when you go to Penn next year. You want to be free to see and fuck whoever you want."
"That's not true!" she said, almost too loud.
"Miss Williams? You have something to share?" Miss Lawson, the chem teacher, asked from the front of the room.
"No Miss Lawson. We were just talking about the answer on one of the test questions. I'm sorry, we'll be more quiet."
"I'd prefer you discuss your test results after class and pay attention to what I'm teaching."
"Yes ma'am," Becky replied quietly, looking down at the desk. Then in a whisper she asked me again. "You don't believe that, do you?"
"I don't know what to believe. I mean, maybe it's true, I don't know. I know you like having sex with me. But other than chem and sex, we don't really do or talk about anything else. Hell, do you even know my favorite color or anything personal about me?"
"Not really." She admitted.
"So, are you in this just for my dick, or do you really care about me as a person?"
"Does it matter?"
"I think so."
"Why, because Allie Mason is playing kissy face with you? You think she likes you for more than getting fucked?" She practically hissed at me, angrily. "Don't think I didn't see you two packing on the PDA in the lunch room. If you two kissed any harder you'd have been laying on the table banging each other!"
"MISS WILLIAMS! MISTER WEST!" Miss Lawson snapped at us. "Since you seem so intent on having this conversation over mine, how about you share with us?"
"I'd rather not ma'am," Becky answered quickly.
"Then let's pay attention up here!"
"Yes ma'am," she answered contritely, while I sat silently and looked down at the table. I wasn't used to be hollered at by a teacher, any teacher.
"It was just a kiss." I whispered, after Miss Lawson had gone back to teaching.
"Just a kiss!? She damn near sucked your vocal cords out! That wasn't just a kiss. That was an 'I'm fucking this guy and the rest of you sluts keep your hands off' kiss. Is that what it was? You fucking her too now? I know I said I didn't care if you fucked the whole cheer squad, but do you have to do it in front of the whole school?" She said, her voice rising in anger.
"MISS WILLIAMS! MISTER WEST! Both of you! OUT! I'm sure the principal's office is a better place for this than my classroom."
"But Miss Lawson!" I started to protest.
"I don't want to hear it. Out Mister West! NOW!"
"Yes ma'am." I answered getting out of my chair and picking up my backpack. I stuffed my book and notebook into it, then headed to the door, Becky only a few steps behind me. Once we were out in the hall, she grabbed my arm and spun me around to face her.
"Well? Are you?"
"Am I what?"
"Are you fucking her too?" I didn't answer for several seconds, which was all she needed to hear to confirm. "I told you I wouldn't complain if you did. I mean, I expected it with Malissa or Julia or even Rosanne, but Allie? Shit Billy! Everyone knows she's a fucking virgin! She probably doesn't even know how to suck a cock!
"What's the difference if it's her or one of the other girls?"
"Because she's a fucking virgin. She isn't coming to you for your cock! If she's letting you fuck her, it's because she wants a lot more than your dick!"
"And you don't?" I snapped.
"YES! I want a LOT more than just your dick! I broke up with Jack because he was into me just for the sex, like I was into him for just sex, but I can't say that about you! Fuck Billy, don't you get it? I did what I did the other night with my mother, so that you and I can do whatever the fuck we want when we want. Do you think I'd do that if you weren't something special to me?"
"MISS WILLIAMS!" Miss Lawson snapped loudly as she came out of the classroom. "PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE NOW! BOTH OF YOU!"
Without another word Becky spun on her heel and headed down the hall at a fast walk, clearly angry.
I looked at Miss Lawson and then at Becky, and took off, at a run, to catch up. I waited until we were around the corner from the classroom and Miss Lawson. I grabbed hold of her arm and pulled her sideways into the entrance of the girl's bathroom, and pushed her back against the wall. "Show me!" Was all I said.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together, pressing her lips to mine. I could feel the anger in her kiss for long seconds, until it started to fade, to be replaced by something else. Desire, want, even urgency. She pushed off the wall with her butt and, without breaking the kiss, pulled me the rest of the way into the bathroom. She pulled me all the way back to the counter and then hiked her butt up onto the counter. She finally broke the kiss breathlessly. "You want to see, here." She said, letting go of me and moving her hands to her skirt. She pulled her skirt up and showed me her bare pussy. "I didn't wear any just so you could play with me. Wanna know why? Because when you play with my pussy it makes me horny, but it also does something else. It gives me butterflies in my stomach. It makes me want you in ways I haven't ever felt with anyone else. It makes me want to hold onto you forever, to never let go. That's what it does. So, does that make me want you just for sex? Maybe, but I want to find out about those other things too. I want to feel those butterflies and I want to lay with you and feel your body against mine. I don't understand it, but I want to find out about it. Can you understand that?"
I nodded. It was probably a stupid idea, but the only thing I could think of for an answer, was to do what I was doing. I unzipped my pants and worked my dick out of my pants. I was fully hard, as I stepped between her legs and rubbed my engorged head up and down her lips. She reached for my belt and undid it, as I slowly pushed my dick into her. My pants slid down to my ankles and she forced my briefs down as well, and then wrapped her legs around me, digging her heels into my bare butt. She sat there, her feet pulling me into her with each stroke as I drove into her again. "Oh damn, yes! That's what I want. That's what I want to feel. It's like you're not just fucking my pussy, but my whole body. I can feel tingles all over and feel butterflies in my stomach as you push in and out of me. I don't understand it, but it feels too good to not do it. If that's wanting you for just sex, then I'm guilty." She panted. I slid my hands up under her sweater and was surprised to find she didn't have a bra on either. I cupped both her tits in my hands and massaged them, as I plunged myself in and out of her. I could feel my own orgasm starting to build, as hers grew with mine. I'd had enough sex with her to know the signs. Her pussy was starting to spasm slightly, gripping me more tightly, as her climax approached. "Oh fuck, Billy! You're gonna make me come." She whispered, reaching out and pulling my face to hers so our cheeks pressed together. "I think I'm falling in love with you Billy West!"
I felt her climax wash over her after that, her pussy spasming and clenching around my stroking cock. Her legs trembled and she groaned deeply, as her climax intensified, the sudden change in sensation of her, now tighter, pussy sending mine tumbling over the edge as well. I grunted quietly as my body began to shoot my load into her, shot after shot filling deep in her pussy.
"There you are!" I heard Principal Jennings say from behind us. "This is getting to be a thing for you mister West. Now, if you're quite done, why don't you pull your pants back up, unless you want me to march you to my office like that!"
"Yes ma'am," I answered, pulling my still mostly hard dick from Becky. I could feel her staring at me, at my hard cock, still dripping cum, as I pulled my briefs up, covering it as quickly as I could. I was pulling up my pants while Becky slipped off the counter to stand next to me. Principal Jennings stood with her arms crossed, waiting for us. We collected our backpacks on the way out and walked to her office, with her following close behind, the sound of her high heels clop clopping with each step.
When we got to the office, she stepped past us and opened her door, ushering us in. She closed the door behind us and walked to her desk. "Alright. Let's have it."
"Have what?" I asked, feeling confused.
"The story, the excuse, whatever you want to call it? Disrupting class, failing to come to the office when you were instructed to, having sex on school property, and in the girls' bathroom, where you know damn well you aren't allowed Mister West. This is turning into a theme for you two. First the girls' showers, now this?"
"I'm sorry. It's my fault," I said, looking at the floor. "I don't want you to punish Becky. It's my fault. I started a conversation of a personal nature that upset her. I should have waited until after school."
I didn't hear anything for several seconds, and looked up at the Principal, to see her looking back at me, with a look of surprise on her face. "Mister West. Are you suggesting that this entire event was your responsibility and that you should be punished instead of Miss Williams?"
"Yes ma'am."
"You do realize, this will mean suspension, correct?"
"Yes ma'am." I whispered.
"NO!" Becky snapped quickly. "NO, you can't. it wasn't his fault. I made him tell me what was bothering him and then I got upset when he told me. It was my fault not his."
"Miss Williams. Are you telling me that you don't want him to take the blame for this? Wasn't it your boyfriend that tried to attack him in the gym the other day?"
"My ex-boyfriend. Yes."
I saw the principal take a deep breath. "I allowed Coach Song to deal with you two on her own, believing that she had things under control. It seemed like a rather unorthodox punishment, and in retrospect, I'm not sure it had the effect she was expecting. Here I find you in the girls' bathroom, having sex, again. It seems you didn't, in fact, learn that kind of thing is not only inappropriate, but prohibited, on school grounds. I feel like I'm going to have to be much, more, heavy handed and hand out a suspension for this."
"I'm sorry Principal Jennings. This really was my fault. I heard from my sister, through a rather round about path, that Becky really was only seeing me for sex. I didn't intend to confront her here about it, it just kind of happened. What happened in the bathroom was her showing me that I was wrong. It was my idea to have sex, not hers. She shouldn't be punished for this. The night we got caught, in the showers, I tricked her into being there. I lost a bet and I had to jack off in front of her in the locker room. She didn't know anything about it, until after we were in there."
"But she was partly undressed and touching you?"
"That was my fault too. I encouraged her to do it. If someone needs to be suspended, it should be me. I started it both times."
"Billy, no. You can't." Becky said quietly. "I won't let you."
The principal chuckled softly for a moment. "I suspect that if I tried to suspend you, I'd have a revolt on my hands."
"Ma'am?"
"It would seem that I was suspending you for something that you didn't do, when in fact, I'd be suspending you for something you very certainly did. It puts me in a very difficult position."
"Yes ma'am." I answered her.
"Miss Williams. I think you have used some very poor judgment. On two occasions you have allowed yourself to be drawn into a compromising situation on school grounds."
"NO! It wasn't his fault!" Becky suddenly said, loudly.
Principal Jennings held up one hand. "Miss Williams. Unless you want me to call your parents and get them involved, I think you should just be silent a moment."
"Yes ma'am."
"Like I said. You have used some very poor judgment. I don't want to see you have this kind of lapse in judgment, again. I know your mother quite well. I think she and I are going to have a little discussion about this lack of judgment. I'm willing to forgo suspension as long as you can assure me this will not be happening again."
"But..."
"Miss Williams. Can you assure me that this will not be happening again?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Okay Miss Williams, you may go."
Becky got up and left, a look of concern on her face. After she closed the door again, principal Jennings looked at me sternly.
"Mister West. What are we going to do with you? I deferred to Coach Song because I thought she might be able to teach you something a simple suspension wouldn't. But I'm not so sure it's having the impact intended. Twice, in less than a week, you've been caught partly or completely undressed in girls' spaces, and I know you don't identify as female. So, what are we going to do with you?"



"I'm sorry. It was stupid, but Becky and I just got a little too personal in our discussion."
"Too personal? Is that what you call it? The PDA I saw in the lunch room between you and miss Mason, that was personal. What you did in the bathroom was much more. Am I to understand, that both of these young women are concerned with your romantic desires?"
"It seems so ma'am."
"All stemming from Coach Song's efforts?"
"Yes ma'am"
"I've already approved a second, very unusual request from Coach Song. She seems to think she's having a positive impact on you. That your attitude toward women is, in fact, not nearly as objectifying as she had first believed. That you are integrating with the team extremely well, and the girls are accepting of your efforts to support them in practice. As a result, I've approved your continued work with the team. Do I need to rethink that?"
"No ma'am."
"According to Coach Song, both you and the girls have become comfortable sharing the same space, which is the only reason I can consider her request. We don't have the staff to support male members of the cheer squad, leaving Coach Song in sole charge of both. I'm not entirely convinced that having you share their locker room is the best idea, especially given your most recent behavior."
"Yes ma'am," I answered, not at all sure where this was going.
"Against my better judgement I'm going to let Coach Song's experiment with you continue. But I don't want to hear about you having sex, or anything similar, in the girls' bathroom again. Keep your attention on your studies and your romantic pursuits outside of school. Is that understood?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Now go apologize to Miss Lawson!"
"Yes ma'am." I got up and left, before she could change her mind. Becky was waiting for me in the hall.
"Well?"
"She's going to overlook it this time." I answered.
"Oh good. I was so afraid you were going to get suspended, because of me."
"Wasn't your fault."
"If I hadn't pulled you in and shown you what I wasn't wearing, we wouldn't have gotten caught doing that."
"It was my choice. You didn't make me drop my pants."
"Why? If you think that I'm just into you for sex, why do what you did?"
"My mom told my sister years ago, that it's impossible for a woman to hide her true feelings in the middle of sex. If a guy looks into her eyes and she looks back into his, if there's a connection there, you can both see and feel it. If not, you can tell that too."
"And?"
"I don't think you're lying to me. At least I'm pretty sure of it." She smiled brightly. "But that gives me a problem."
"And that is?"
"Allie."
"Why is she a problem?"
"You know how you were my first?"
She looked at me silently for several seconds. "You're hers."
"Uh huh."
"That's why the kiss?"
"Yep."
"Well, I'm not going to worry about it. I know damn well, I fuck better than she can, so if sex attracts you, I'll win that, hands down."
"And if it's more than just sex?"
She stopped and turned to me. "The heart will have to work it out and all I can do is be patient and hope I come out on top."
"What about college? Pennsylvania?"
"If you try, you can make long distance relationships work. I'll worry about that next year."
We didn't get to talk any further. The bell Rang and the hallway became clogged with students. We made our way to Miss Lawson's classroom and apologized to her. Then I headed to practice. I was late and getting later as I stripped and pulled on my shoes and shorts. I'd completely forgotten a new shirt, so I headed to the equipment room without one. I only had half the mats out by the time practice was supposed to start and Allie pitched in to help me, and also tease me. Every time we went into the mat room for another, she pulled her shirt up to flash me her tits, or her shorts down to flash down there too. By the time the mats were set my hardon was poking down my leg, in full view of all the girls.
Rosanne walked up and reached down and grabbed my exposed dick. "I think I'm going to enjoy watching you shower with us." She said quietly. "How would you like to see me naked in the shower with you? Maybe even let me help wash your back?"
"That could be interesting. But Allie might not appreciate it."
"That's okay. We can both help you." She grinned.
"That could be fun, but I have to do the mats after. You'll probably be done by the time I am."
"I don't have to be." She whispered, she used her free hand to pull the front of her shirt up and leaned against me, pressing her firm round tits and hard nipples against my bare chest. Her hand on my exposed dick began to stroke gently. "Gotta keep my catcher happy now, don't I? Wouldn't want him distracted by another pussy, while he's catching me, would I?"
"Um. I guess not, but I'm only catching you in practice"
"Maybe, maybe not." She whispered, before we heard coach calling us. She fixed her shirt and let go of my dick before we both headed out of the mat room to start practice. Coach had taught me how to catch Rosanne from the top of the three-stack pyramid, which I could do alone, instead of both Ronnie and Julia having to team up to catch her. They practiced the three stack four times, planning on doing it for tomorrow's game. Each time I stood behind the pyramid of girls with Rosanne climbing up the two girls standing on the backs of three girls on their hands and knees. Rosanne balanced herself on their legs until she could step onto their shoulders. It was kind of dangerous in my opinion, but the girls liked it. All I had to do was stand behind the pyramid and catch her when she intentionally fell backwards from about eight feet up, landing in my arms. Each time, she rolled once she was I my arms, pressing her chest to my face as she bent herself around my waist, sliding around me until she was standing behind me. It was a pretty slick move, but it had the side effect of dragging her cut off t-shirt up so her bare tits smashed against and dragged across my face. Once she was standing behind me, Malissa and Samantha, a sexy dishwater blonde, with tits easily as big as Rosanne's 34D's, fell back off the backs of the other three girls, one at a time. Before today they had just fallen backwards off the stack for me to catch them under the arms and stand them up, but today they changed it up, bending in half to do a hand stand on the girls backs before laying out flat for me to catch. It was a cool trick, but no matter how hard I tried, I seemed to end up with my face between their legs and their hands reaching for the ground. Malissa suggested a slightly different dismount, with their legs spread as they laid out, letting me catch them facing me with both arms between their legs instead of on my shoulders. It seemed a bit awkward and after trying it a time or two, getting their tits in my face, they went back to laying out flat.
"Alright girls. Let's gather round!" Coach called, as practice drew close to the end. "Malissa? The floor is yours."
"Billy? You wanna come here?" Malissa asked, as she stepped forward. "None of us were really sure how this was going to work, a boy in the locker room with us. To be honest it seemed like you were more embarrassed than we were, especially after the first day. I'm sure you weren't expecting to be displayed the way you were. I thought after that, that you'd never come back, but you did. And you've been super respectful of us. Coach didn't tell us why you were even here, not until yesterday. Us girls got together and had a team meeting. And yes, we now all know about what you did with Becky Williams in the showers. But even so, we felt like you deserved more than just being a slave to practices. We want you to dress out with the team and be official."
Ronnie stepped forward with one of the little skirt and top sets, the girls wear. "But you'll need a uniform to join us!" Mallissa added. I looked at the uniform and just stood staring. No way was I wearing that! The girls all laughed at my discomfort, after a few moments.
"Seriously, we'll get to see plenty of you when you shower with us, and I don't think we need you wearing a little skirt like this." Samantha stepped in front of the rest of the girls, and held out something else. I took it from her. It was a pair of dark blue nylon wind pants and a polo shirt with the school logo looking very much like on the tops, the girls wear.
"Yeah, this looks a lot better." I nodded. "Thanks."
"We've never had a boy on the squad before, so it's going to be interesting. But we'll find ways to work you into the routines, as long as you don't mind some personal tutoring. We're going to have to get your tumbling skills, something better than your falling skills. That means we'll start private tutoring, at my house Saturday, and then Wednesday nights until you get it. You okay with that?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Don't worry. Allie and Sally will be there to help teach. They were both gymnasts before their boobs got too big and started getting in the way."
I looked at Allie and smiled. She grinned back, probably thinking the same thing I was. It was a perfect chance for us to spend some time together.
"Okay girls. Hit the showers. Remember! Tomorrow, dressed out and ready by six thirty!" Coach said, dismissing us.
"Yeah!" One of the girls shouted, as they headed toward the locker room. I started dragging mats to the equipment room. I had about four put away when Coach came in.
"Billy."
"Yeah coach?"
"It was a unanimous vote to include you. All the girls agreed."
"Good to know."
"I had a disturbing report a little while ago. About you having sex in the girls' bathroom with Miss Williams again."
"Yeah. Sorry about that."
"You and I both know that you're a sexually active boy, and what happens in the locker room, stays in the locker room, right?"
"Of course, coach."
"It would be quite disturbing if word got out that any of the girls were, um, overly familiar with you while you were showering."
"Understood coach."
"It would be even more disturbing if somehow word got out about Jessica and me sharing the showers with you."
"I'd never say a word coach!"
"Good. Just wanted to be in the same mindset as you. I'd hate to have to modify what we're doing."
"Sure thing." I said, as she turned and left. I went back to work on the mats, dragging them back to the room and piling them up.
"Hey stranger!" I heard Allie say behind me. I turned around to see her sanding naked behind me. "A little birdie told me you were a bad boy today."
"I got in a little trouble."
"So I heard! Well, if you wanna fuck a hot, wet pussy here at school, I want you to know exactly where to find one."
"I think I get that message."
She stepped to me and reached for the tie of my shorts. In moments they were sliding down and her hands were grasping my hardening dick. "How about we find out how soft these mats are. I'd kinda like to do it where I can see your face."
I grinned. "I'd like that."
She let go of me and climbed on top of the shortest pile of mats and lay down. I kicked off my shorts and climbed up after her. I could see her whole body as she lay with her legs spread. Her bright, pink areola were the size of silver dollars, each with an equally pink nipple standing erect in the center, poking up at the ceiling. She has a considerable amount of auburn curls on her mound and between her legs, the reddish curls almost hiding her creamy full outer lips and the delicate pink inner lips. Her body was covered in little red freckles, all the way to her pussy, where they seemed to peter out. I crawled over her and lowered my face to her chest.
"Oh yesssss." She sighed, as I drew one of her rigid nipples into my mouth. I suctioned her sexy pink areola into my mouth and swirled my tongue around the rigid nub. I lingered on it, teasing it and flicking it, before moving to the other. "Oh God. You're making me so horny!" She moaned softly.
"Me too!" I heard Rosanne say quietly.
"Rosanne!" We both said in surprise almost in unison.
"Don't stop on my account. Fuck that girl!"
"Rosanne!" Allie said, trying to cover her boobs and pussy.
"Come on girl. How many times have we showered together and you're gonna get bashful? Fuck that cock honey, or I will!"
"Jesus Rosanne."
"Oh Allie. Tell me you're not gonna pass on this?"
"I just don't need an audience!"
Rosanne climbed onto the mat with us and lay down next to Allie. She reached down and found my dick with her hand, she then used it as a handle to pull me down towards Allie's pussy. I felt her rub my head up and down Allie's wet slit and the nestle me into the entrance to her depths. "Just slide it in honey. You know she wants all of it."
I was already tuned on like crazy and eagerly pushed my fat head against her opening. I felt the pressure build against my fat head and then felt it change as her body expanded to accommodate my size.
"Ohhh fuck, yes." Allie moaned, as I slid into her. "That's it, lover. Make me come like you did last time!" I started stroking in and out, short little pushes at first, working myself deeper into her, until my whole shaft was sliding in and out. She moaned loudly, as Rosanne leaned her head over and sucked one of her nipples. Rosanne had already dressed, wearing a short little blue dress that had a zipper all the way down her front. She pulled her face from Allie's chest and rolled to her knees.
She grinned as she moved to face me, and then pulled the zipper slowly down, exposing inch after inch of her light brown skin. She continued to pull until she started to expose her completely bare mound. She paused a moment and then pulled the last half dozen inches quickly, pulling the dress apart and exposing her completely shaved pussy. She pulled the dress off, leaving her totally naked.
"Oh damn!" I groaned, as I watched her roll, to sit on her butt, spreading her legs wide around Allie's head, so her pussy was right in front of me.
"If she doesn't make you come, you can have as much of this as you can take."
"Oh damn! Rosanne!" Allie gasped.
"Don't worry. I won't take him, until he finishes you! "
I continued to stroke into Allie, driving hard into her with each stroke. I watched Rosanne begin to finger her own pussy, spreading her lips to let me see deep into her pink sex. I watched as she pushed two fingers into herself, plunging them in and out, timed with my strokes into Allie. It was hard to know where to pay attention to, the feeling around my plunging cock, the sight of Allie's tits rolling wildly on her chest, or Rosanne's spread legs and plunging fingers.
"Oh fuck! Comiiiing!" Allie gasped, only a few short minutes later. I could feel her pussy spasming around me, making her already tight confines even tighter. "Come for me baby. Let me feel you. Come in me!"
"I don't have a condom!" I grunted back, not sure I wanted to risk it again.
"It'll be okay. Trust me."
"Don't worry honey. You just bring that cock over here and you can unload all you want in me." Rosanne said breathlessly.
I wanted to trust Allie, but I also didn't want to accidentally get her pregnant. I held myself back, not letting go, before she finished climaxing. I pulled out and rolled over onto my back next to her, hoping she'd suck me off. Rosanne didn't waste any time once I was on my back. In moments, she was on her hands and knees, straddling me, her hand around my cock as she aimed it at her pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes!" She moaned, as she settled on my dick, her darker skin contrasting my white cock. She began to slide up and down, quickly hitting an almost frantic pace. She slammed herself down on me, over and over, her big tits bouncing and flying wildly on her chest.
"Oh God, gonna come." I grunted in warning, only a very short time later.
"Do it! I'm almost there! Let me feel it! I'm so fucking turned on from teasing you all fucking practice!"
"Oh damn." I groaned, trying to hold it back a few moments longer. "Oh shit! Gonna come!" I gasped, as my body jerked, trying to push up into her. I felt the load I was holding back push forward and surge up into her.
"Fuck yes!" She cried, continuing to pound down on my spurting cock. "Shit! Shit! Shit!" She cried, with each wild plunge down my jerking cock. "God, I'm coming!" She cried, as she slammed down one more time, grinding herself down on me, as her climax raced through her body.
Allie climbed off the mat stack and slipped out the door, leaving the two of us alone. "I don't think she liked us doing that." Rosanne said softly. "Maybe I shouldn't have horned in. But if I hadn't, you'd probably not gotten off."
"Maybe that wouldn't have been the worst thing."
"You worried you hurt her feelings?"
"Yeah. Aren't you?"
"Honey, I'm just in it for the fun. If you've got feelings for her, you better go after her!"
"Maybe I better." I agreed, coaxing her off of me. I climbed down and pulled my shorts on and walked quickly toward the locker room. I found her in the showers, standing under one of the running spigots. I stripped off my shorts and shoes and walked up to her. Slipped my arms around waist and pulled her back against me. "I'm sorry."
"For what? Being a guy? I should have just made you come in me."
"No. Not if it's not safe."
"It probably was. It's only been a week. I don't think it'd be a problem for at least another week."
"A week ago, you were a virgin. Now you want to risk getting pregnant?"
She turned in my arms to face me, pressing her sexy soft body against mine. She lifted her face to mine and kissed me softly. We stood under the spray, kissing for long minutes before she broke it. "I don't want to get pregnant, but I also didn't want to watch her fucking you. I know about Becky. That's fine, she's my competition. But Rosanne is just fucking for the fun of it. She really only cares about finding a hard dick and riding it. She even fucked a guy under the bleachers in gym class one time. I don't want you to be that guy. You're too nice to treat like that."
"How do you know I'm too nice for that?"
"Because of the way you kiss. I may have been a virgin, but I've kissed a lot of guys. And I know a nice one from someone who just wants into my pants by how they kiss."
"You can tell that?"
"Sure. Isn't hard. You kiss softly, caringly, like I matter. Not like I'm a trophy to be taken."
"I'm even more sorry then. I shouldn't have let her join in."
"No, and yes. You know, tomorrow you'll be showering with us, not after us."
"So?"
"So, all of us will be naked. You know you're gonna get a hardon, and all the girls will want a feel. I guess I better get used to seeing you get grabbed and maybe even fucked. I know when we had the team meeting that several girls wanted to know if that meant we'd all be sharing the shower. And it wasn't because they're bashful."
"Oh."
"Don't worry, I'll be fine with it. I just wasn't ready today."
"But you will tomorrow?"
"I have to be. If it wasn't unanimous it was going to be a no, and I wanted you to be part of this with me. I wanted to be able to share the shower with you out in the open, instead of behind everybody's back, like this."
"I'm not sure I understand girls at all."
"Good. Let's get dressed and you can take me home. Maybe stop at the store too?"
I smiled and leaned down to kiss her again. We did stop at a store and buy some condoms, and of course found a quiet spot to park and try one out, before I drove her home. It was already dinner time, by the time I got home. "Hey mom." I said as I walked in. Mom, dad and sis were all at the table eating.
"Well, hello, I was wondering if you were coming home tonight."
"Yeah. Got held up at cheer practice."
"Cheer practice? I didn't know you were on the cheerleading team. At least not before a call I got from the principal of your school."



Oh shit! "Really?"
"Yes really. I'm surprised you didn't tell us about the cheering team. I mean, it is all girls, except for you, isn't it?"
"Yeah. But, well, there wasn't much to tell. I was just helping out at practice. I sorta have a friend on the team."
"A girlfriend? Isn't that two now?" Lynn asked, with a grin.
I shrugged as I headed to the closet to hang up my coat.
"Well?" Mom asked
"Sorta." Was all I could say.
"The girls all voted for me to dress out and help with some is their tricks. So, I guess I'm actually on the team now."
"Dressing out?" Dad asked, as I slipped into my chair next to sis. "Like wearing their uniforms?"
"Yeah, but I have a shirt and wind pants instead of a skirt."
"So, you dress with the football team? That must be awkward."
"Um, actually, I, um, well, I sorta, uh, I don't actually."
"Don't what?"
"Dress with the football team."
He looked at me curiously. "So where do you dress?"
"Um. With the cheer team," I said quietly, as I scooped some food onto my plate.
"Wait! You're telling me you dress in the girls' locker room? Behind a divider or something? Right?"
"Um. Uh, no. My locker is right next to Malissa's. The team captain."
He put down his fork and stared at me. "You undress in front of the girls?"
"Daddy. I think you're missing the point." Sis said, with a giggle. "The girls are undressing in front of him!"
"Lynn. That's enough. I'm sure it's as embarrassing for him, as it is for the girls." Mom said quietly.
"I'm surprised they allow that." Dad said, shaking his head.
"Well, the coach asked the girls and they unanimously voted to have it that way. So, coach approved it."
"Jesus. My son the cheerleader. The school must think you're some kind of wuss!"
"Actually, I heard one of the football players tried to beat him up the other day and Billy put him in the hospital. Broken nose and broken balls!" Sis said, with a laugh.
"Is that true? You've been fighting too?"
"Actually, he attacked me. All I did was try to get away." I said defensively, "I didn't mean to hurt him, it was an accident!"
"One hell of an accident!" Sis said. "From what I heard it was a massive take down. Foot to the balls and a foot to the face? He never stood a chance. Teach him to mess with my little brother, the cheerleader!"
"It wasn't that way. I just wanted to get away."
"Why was he attacking you anyway?"
"Becky Williams!" Sis said, "Billy stole his girlfriend."
Dad looked at me, startled. "The same Becky you've been tutoring for the last three years?"
"Yeah. She wanted me to be more than a tutor." I said, with a shrug.
Dad shook his head. "I still don't think it's a good idea to have boys in the girl's locker rooms. Too many things can happen. What happens when the girl's parents find out about this?"
"I imagine they'll complain." I answered honestly. "But coach said she'd explain it all and take care of it. The girls want me to be part of the team, not just at practice."
We ate the rest of dinner in silence, sis occasionally kicking my foot and grinning at me, while mom looked like she had more to say. After dinner I headed to my room, to work on the history paper that was due the next day. I was typing away on the paper, when mom came in. She closed the door and sat on the edge of the bed, silently waiting. I'd been here before. This was her way of saying she wanted to talk about something important, and she wanted my full attention. I sighed and turned in my chair to face her.
"That wasn't all the principal had to tell me. Wanna talk about it?"
I looked at her, trying to guess what she meant. This was her technique for getting me to talk. Try to make me guess what she knew, and along the way spill the beans on something she didn't really know about. She'd been doing it all my life. "I dunno. Do we need to?" I asked, trying to figure out what she knew.
"Seems we do." She answered just as gently.
"Okay, you wanna start?"
"I thought maybe you would. After all, it was you who got in trouble."
Okay. Now I at least knew what I was in trouble for. "Becky?"
"Uh huh. Why?"
"Sis told me that Becky was just into me for the sex, and we kind of had an argument about it." She looked surprised, clearly, I'd guessed wrong.
"And that got you tossed out of class?"
Disaster recovery time! "Yeah, it did." She sat, waiting for me to continue. "It was just personal mom. Not a big deal."
"Seems like it was. You must have told her what Lynn said?"
"Uh huh."
"And it upset her?"
"A lot."
"And you didn't expect it to?"
"Yes and no. She was really upset, that I thought she could do that."
"You've been seeing her a long time. Just how long have you been having sex with her?"
"Just a couple weeks."
"Do her parents know?"
"Her mom does."
"Because you got caught by her?"
"Sorta."
"I'm concerned. The principal said it was twice you've been caught in the girls' bathroom doing inappropriate things. She's not sure you being on the cheerleading team is a good thing. She suggested that I discuss appropriate places to be having sex, girlfriend or otherwise. Wanna tell me what happened?"
"Becky. We were still talking about how she felt. She pulled me into the entrance of the bathroom to kiss me. I remember what you always told sis, that you could tell how a guy feels by how they kiss, so I was trying to do the same thing, figure out if she was into me just for the sex or if she really cared. We were kissing and she pulled me into the bathroom and showed me that she hadn't worn underwear and explained that when we had sex, that, well, how it made her feel inside. I guess I just wanted to make her feel that, so I pulled it out and started to have sex with her."
Mom smiled softly. "When I was a young lady, I'd had a number of partners before your father. To me, sex always felt good. I enjoyed climaxing around a hard dick. When your father and I did it the first time, that's all it was. Sex. But after a few times, going out with him and spending time with him, it changed. It became more intimate and special. It made me feel things inside that I couldn't explain. It took a while for me to realize that what we thought was sex, had turned into making love. We'd fallen in love and didn't even realize it. Once we did, we never wanted another partner. Sex wasn't the same with other people. It didn't have that special feeling of completion deep inside. If she feels that, she's falling in love with you. The question is, do you feel the same?"
"I dunno. It's all kind of confusing. Between her and the girls on the team, and coach. I'm kinda confused."
She raised her eyebrows. "Coach?"
Uh oh. Now I blew it. "I didn't mean I was having sex with coach."
"Sounded like that was exactly what you meant."
"Um no. Just that I don't understand why coach put me on the team. I mean she caught me with Becky that first time. She could have had me suspended, but instead she made me finish and then made me mat boy."
"You better explain."
Oh lord. I was digging a deeper hole by the moment. "It was a bet I lost with Chris. I had to take Becky into the girl's locker room, and jack off in front of her. She didn't know that's what I was going to do, but when I stripped for her to take the picture, she kinda got turned on. We were just touching each other when coach caught us. She sent Becky away and then made me finish."
"So, she stood there and watched you?"
"Sorta. She, um, she pulled her shirt up and her pants down for me to look at while she stroked me with her hand."
"I see. And you didn't tell anyone?"
"No. Who'd have believed me?"
"And has she done anything else since then?"
"Just showered when I was. It was Jessica that pushed her to do more."
"Jessica?"
"Yeah. Nurse Allen. She and coach showered with me after practice one day. Jessica, I mean nurse Allen and her were making out. When she saw how hard I'd gotten, Jessica pulled her over to where I was showering and put me into coach for a moment. When coach pulled away and left, Jessica had me fuck her until we both came."
"Oh lord."
"You can't say anything mom. Really. I didn't mind and I don't want to get coach in trouble."
"But Billy, that kind of thing. It's not allowed. It actually illegal."
"Please mom. You always said these talks were private. No one would ever know what we said."
"They were, but this?"
"Please mom."
She was silent a long time. "Alright. I promise. Is there anything else I should know? Like are you having sex with other girls too?"
"A few. Allie Mason wants me to be her boyfriend too. She and I, um, I, uh..."
"You took her cherry? They called it the same thing when I was your age. I was convinced that the boy that took mine was my soulmate as well. But we both learned later, that it wasn't like that. It was just special, because it was my first time. So be gentle with her. She can be hurt very easily by you."
"Sure. It's just that, well, I kinda like her."
"As much as Becky?"
"I dunno. Maybe. It's confusing as hell."
She laughed. "Yes, it is."
"Thanks for understanding."
"I'm always here if you need something. You know we can always talk about anything you need. If you need to know something, I'll always tell you what I can."
"Well, actually. I'm a little confused about something."
"Okay. Shoot!"
"Squirting. I made both Becky and Allie do it, but I don't understand what it is exactly."
"Oh boy. That's a tough one. As long as men and women have been having sex, you'd think there would be a good explanation. Squirting is something some women do when they have a particularly strong orgasm."
"So, it's like a girl version of my semen?"
"Actually, no. The entire act of sex is to prepare a woman's vagina for sperm. Generally, a woman's vagina is too acidic to support sperm for long. By massaging it, with your dick, you're stimulating the vaginal walls to excrete a different Ph fluid. To make it more able to support sperm, as they try to make their way into the uterus. For some women this is rather thin fluid, for others it can be almost a cream. Squirting is different. It's a strong expulsion of fluids. I don't know all the technical end. I've only done it a few times. Some say it's from the vagina, others say it's from the bladder. It's not urine, but I guess there's some in it. I guess the best thing to know is that it's a good indicator of a really intense climax."
"Why have you only done it a few times?"
"Well, it takes a fairly large member inside me, and your father isn't that big. So, I only usually do that if I'm using a toy. But, you've made both of them do it?"
"Yeah!"
"You must be very good with what you have. I know it's large, but size isn't everything. Knowing how to use it is just as important."
"You know how big I am?"
"I got a pretty good look in the bathroom when you came all over your sister's friend. Not exactly how I would have handled what she did at the table, but if it had been her in the shower, it would have been ample retribution."
"Yeah. I was pretty pissed. Still don't know why she did that."
"Maybe ask her?"
"Maybe. Can I ask another question?"
"Sure."
"Did talking about this turn you on?"
"Why do you ask?"
"The crotch of your pants is wet." She looked down and blushed.
"So it would seem. I take it you got turned on too?"
"Sorta." I admitted, looking down at the bulge in my pants.
"I can tell." She said, with a smile.
"Do all girls, women, get wet down there when they're turned on?" She got off the bed and walked to the door. She turned her back to the door to face me. "Most women, some more than others. If they have a wet crotch, they're either turned on, or they're leaking the results of already having climaxed. When I get turned on and your dad isn't available, or interested, I'd usually go into the bathroom and use a toy to relieve myself."
"Is that what you're going to do now?"
"I was thinking about it."
"How do you do it?"
"You want to know how a woman makes herself climax?" she asked softly, looking at me curiously. "I'd have thought you already knew that, given what you're doing."
"Actually, Becky is still teaching me. I haven't seen that yet."
"If you wanted to show me what you have, I'd do the same." She looked at me for a few seconds, as I sat frozen, unsure what to do, and then, blushing, she turned and left the room without another word.
I was still sitting on the bed when she came back a minute or two later. She closed the door behind herself and walked to the bed. She set a couple things on the bed, and then turned to face me. I looked past her, at what looked like a large plastic dick, laying on my bed. She chewed her lower lip a moment and then pushed her yoga pants down. She pulled them all the way off, leaving her in her workout top and a pair of lacy panties. She pushed the panties down, showing me the dark brown curls on her mound and between her legs. I was still staring at her bare pussy, when she pulled the spandex top up, pulling it over her head. She dropped the top, with it's built in bra, onto the bed, leaving her completely naked.
She sat on the bed and leaned back, spreading her legs. She took the little thing she set on the bed and turned it on. It made a soft buzzing sound. She moved it to her pussy lips and began to rub the little chap stick sized toy up and down her flowery inner lips.
"Your turn." She said, as she teased the small device between her lips. "To get undressed."
I stood up and began to undress, pulling off my t-shirt first and then pushing down my pants. My dick pushed out hard as a rock as I pushed my pants down, not having put my underwear back on after having had sex on the way home with Allie. I stepped out of them, so I was as naked as she was, and then sat back down in my chair, wrapping my hand around my own dick.
"You are big, aren't you." She asked softly. "A woman can climax two different ways. One is stimulation to her clitoris, and the other is stimulation to her vaginal walls. There are nerves, in her vagina, that are intended to help trigger pushing, during child birth. If you stimulate those nerves, it can cause a vaginal orgasm. The clitoris is more easily stimulated. It can also cause an orgasm. The two are often different in feeling, but if done together, it can be quite powerful. Have you tried both with your friends?"
"I think so. I've used my tongue a couple times."
"That would be on her clitoris. Here, come look." Mom said, lifting and spreading her legs wide. She used the fingers of her left hand to spread her lips apart while the right hand moved the small vibrator to her now exposed clit. I knelt on the floor in front of her, looking at her spread pussy, seeing her depths move, as she became more excited. "Some women enjoy having their clit stimulated while they're being fucked by the man's dick. Those generally cause the strongest climaxes."
I was kneeling between her legs, stroking my dick. I really don't know why I did it, but I shifted to bring my engorged head only inches from her pussy. I leaned closer, bringing my dick right to the entrance to her depths, the tip of my head brushing her hot wet lips, aiming it right at her splayed open vaginal entrance. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, almost as if she didn't want to see what I was doing. I stroked myself slowly, watching her tease herself, imagining me pushing into her, the thought, pushing my building orgasm closer and closer. She let go of her lips and reached for my hand, pulling it off my dick. She pulled my hand toward her pussy and then pressed the vibrator into my hand. "Now you do it."
I spread her lips like she had and pressed the little vibrating tube gently against her clit. "Not right on it. Move it around, up and down my lips and over my clit. Not too much all at once." She cooed softly. I followed her directions, teasing her lips and clit with the little vibrator. She began to rock her hips, moving them up and down as she moaned softly. "You're getting me so close." She whispered, as she reached for the big dick on the bed. She pulled it to her pussy and began to work it into her, slowly teasing the fat dick into her depths. She pushed it in and out of herself slowly, teasingly, while I teased her clit with the little tube.
She let go of the dildo she had stuck in her and reached between her legs to grasp my raging hardon. I watched as her pussy slowly pushed the artificial dick out of her vagina. It fell from her to the floor before she pulled me closer to her, her rocking hips rubbing her lips against my engorged head. I felt her pull me a little more, her feet reaching out and hooking her heels on my butt. She moaned softly as she dug her heels into my butt and pulled me slowly into her hot, wet confines. Her hips continued to rock as she pulled me deeper into her. I could feel her vaginal walls almost quivering, as her orgasm grew closer and closer to climax.
"Now, more on my clit. I'm almost there. Now is when you want to really stimulate it. Make me come honey. You can do it. Make me come for you."
I had my dick pushed all the way into her, her rocking hips teasing me even more. I started to slide my fat cock in and out, slowly, long deep slow strokes, while I teased the tiny vibrator around and around her clit. "I'm going to come." She panted softly, as her arms and legs began to tremble. She spread her legs wide again, allowing me to do what I wanted, with my dick inside her. I started to stroke harder, driving deep into her as my excitement grew with hers. Her hands pulled and squeezed both her rock-hard nipples as I pushed in and out of her, her hips rocking, changing the sensations on my cock with each stroke. In and out I moved, knowing I was going to come before long, unable to hold back much longer, but unwilling to pull out.
"Oh fuck, yes!" She squeaked softly, as her arms began to tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, squeezing me, the sudden change in pressure urging me to drive harder into her. I started to thrust hard into her, my hand holding the vibrator still, right on top of her clit. She grabbed two handfuls of blanket, as her whole body stiffened, on my bed. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" She squealed, surprisingly loudly. Then it happened. Her whole body jerked hard and I felt a gush of hot juices flow from her, squirting out and splattering on my pelvis. She panted as her body jerked twice more, each time pumping another shot of her juices out at me.
I was beyond thinking clearly, my brain clouded with the onset of my own climax. My body jerked hard, driving deep into her and shooting a surge of hot cum into her. I felt my dick pump not one, or two, but half a dozen shots of cum deep into my own mother's pussy.
She lay, panting, while I knelt between her legs, my dick twitching inside her. She opened her eyes and looked down at me. "That, was, unexpected." She panted. "I don't think we should tell your father about this talk, though, do you?"
"Um. No." I agreed.
"Does that answer your question on squirting?"
"I think so." I panted, as I slipped from her, my creamy white cum leaking from her and dripping to the floor next to my bed. She picked up her discarded clothing and her toys after getting up from the bed. She looked back at me and wordlessly slipped out of my room, leaving me alone, naked, with cum dripping from my how shrunken cock, wondering just exactly what my life had turned into.
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"Hi hon! I'm home!" I heard my wife call down the basement stairs.
"Down here lover!" I called back up from my shop. Most guys have a den or man cave, or whatever you want to call it. After nearly thirty-five years working as an engineer in classified related, well, 'stuff' is all I can say, I've learned that the best way for me to unwind, is to spend time teasing pieces of wood into beautiful furniture. I wasn't looking forward to retirement in a few years, but one thing I wouldn't miss, was being unable to discuss what happened at work, with even my wife.
I heard her coming down the stairs, her high heels clop-clopping on each hardwood tread. It took a few moments for my brain to process that the clop-clop, seemed to echo oddly, but not quite in sync. No, that wasn't an echo, it was a second pair of heels coming down the stairs. I guessed maybe Julia, our neighbor, that was probably my wife's best friend in the world, besides me that is. I set aside the piece I was preparing to mount in my wood lathe and walked to the shop door, looking out across the finished, 'game room' portion of the eighteen hundred square foot basement. At least that's what the kids called it, when they were growing up. It had a pool table, that was barely ever used anymore, multiple sofas and tables and a flat screen TV on one wall. I saw my wife, wearing the same, nice-looking dress she had been putting on when I left for work, and someone else behind her.
I didn't recognize the other woman. She was a bit younger than my wife's fifty-seven; well, on second look, maybe quite a bit younger. As she stepped next to my wife, I could see she was maybe late thirties or early forties, very well shaped in all the right places. Her dress was considerably shorter than my wife's mid-thigh dress, a tiny strip of light chocolate brown skin showing between the very short black skirt and the tops of what looked to me, to be real silk stockings, held up by a black garter belt. The black dress clung to her curves like a second skin, hugging her round, full hips, her clearly firm, flat stomach and narrow waist, and then out and around her large breasts. My wife had a nice rack for a woman of her age, though her thirty-eight double Ds needed quite a bit of support now, but the clearly African-American woman, standing next to her, sported a set of breasts even larger, with no indication of bra straps over her shoulders.
The black dress ended high on her breasts, but not without leaving a considerable expanse, of her light brown skin, of her upper chest, exposed, with the exception of a tiny loop of material extending from the center of the dress, between her big boobs, up around her neck. Her, not quite black, hair, was shoulder length and was curled at the bottom in long looping curls, that brushed her bare shoulders and framed her neck and face like a curly picture frame. I had to admit, she looked stunning, and well, yeah, sexy as hell, though I'd never say that in front of my wife.
"Dan, this is Rachel." My wife, Lisa, said, as she stood at the base of the stairs, clearly waiting for me to come closer to them.
I started to walk toward them, planning on shaking her hand. I could see her eyes travel up and down my body at least twice, maybe three times, almost as if she were a lioness evaluating a passing animal, to see if it was going to be a suitable meal. As I approached, she stepped toward me, closing the last few feet quickly, not reaching for my extended hand, but stepping right past it, until her body was fractions of an inch from mine. I could smell the scent of her floral perfume, seeming to be the same, or at least very similar to the one I gave my wife almost every year for her birthday. Her arms moved out toward me, one circling my waist and the other my shoulders. She pressed her cheek to mine as she pulled us together; in what, I felt, was an awkward and unexpected hug. I stood there, my hands sticking past her, not sure what to do, while my wife stood there, trying to suppress the grin, I could see, attempting to surface on her face.
"Daniel, it's so good to meet you!" Rachel said, as she hugged me. "You can hug me back, I won't break." She added, leaving me the impression that she wasn't intending to release me until I had done just that. I closed my arms around her and gently hugged her back, her arms taking that as an invitation to hug tighter. She pressed our bodies together her tits and nipples pressing through my thin t-shirt into my chest and her pelvis pressing against mine, trapping my rapidly hardening dick between us. After what felt like at least an hour, but was probably only half a dozen seconds, she eased her grip on my body, allowing a few millimeters of space between our chests. "Lisa has told me so much about you. I can see she hasn't exaggerated one bit."
"She has?" I asked, completely mystified, as to just who this woman was.
Her arm around my waist eased its hold and her hand slid across my butt and the pair of athletic shorts I typically wore when working in my shop in the warmer months. That hand continued to slide over both my butt cheeks, around my left hip and then between us, rubbing her palm and fingers up and down over the bulge that had grown between us.
"Well, should we go up and eat?" My wife said brightly, turning and starting up the stairs.
I looked at Rachel's eyes staring at me, looking for a reaction. I opened my mouth to say something, and then closed it, her hand still pressed against my dick, moving ever so slightly to coax it even harder. "Sure, I didn't see anything out thawing, so I didn't start anything cooking." I finally managed to call after my retreating wife.
"No worries, I picked something up," she said, from halfway up the stairs. Rachel finally released me and without a word, turned and walked up the stairs after my wife. Each step seemed to make the already short skirt, slide up her full round butt a little more, leaving not only the tops of her stockings and the clips of her garter belt exposed, but also the see through black panty she had on. With each step it seemed like more and more of her was exposed, the short dress hiking up her cheeks with each step. I couldn't help but look, as I walked up behind her, my head nearly at the same height as her sexy butt. She made no move what-so-ever to pull the skirt back into place, as she climbed the stairs, or as she stepped from the basement into the kitchen, the tight hem of the skirt pulled tight across her firm, hot coco colored, cheeks. She followed my wife to the kitchen table, where a couple of bags were standing.
"You want to get some plates down? The cabinet next to the sink." Lisa said to her friend, as stopped at the table to begin unpacking the bags. I watched Rachel step to the cabinet by the sink and open it, choosing the correct one on the first try. She reached into the cabinet, and drew out three plates and turned back to bring them to the table, the hem of the dress pulled high enough now to completely expose her, almost black, pussy through the see through black panties. "You want to get some glasses?" My wife asked me, her request pulling me from the gawking I was doing, at her extremely sexy friend.
"Uh, yeah. Sure." I stammered, before walking toward and then past Rachel, to get glasses from the cabinet next to where the dishes were. "You want forks too?" I asked.
"What do you think Rachel?" I heard my wife ask her friend.
"Not for me. Chopsticks are just fine." I heard Rachel reply, not from the table, but from behind me. I felt her hands rest on my hips, then her right hand slid around my waist. Her fingers slipped into the waistband of my shorts and then her hand pushed down into them. I felt her fingers touch the elastic band of my boxer briefs, and deftly work under there as well. She pushed her hand slowly down, her fingers finding my hard-on and closing around it. She moved it to straighten it up and then slowly withdrew her hand, her fingers stroking the length of my shaft as she removed her hand. I stood there, afraid to complain and get her in trouble with my wife, and at the same time, nervous that my wife might see what was going on any second, and become rightfully angry.
"Well?" I heard Lisa say from the table.
"I'm surprised he hasn't complained about my advances. Probably trying to protect your feelings. But you were quite correct, he does have a very nice sized dick. Erection speed and firmness seem to be relatively normal. Straight with no signs of PD. Nicely shaped head. Circumcised. All in all, a good quality dick so far." Rachel said, as she finished pulling her hand from my shorts and stepping back.
I turned around and looked at Rachel and then my wife, and back again, my jaw hanging open. "What the hell is going on?" I finally managed to get out.
My wife stepped toward me, passing Rachel who was now walking toward the table, pulling her skirt back into place to cover her cheeks. Lisa stepped right up to me, circled her arms around my waist and leaned into me to kiss my lips softly. "Trust me, I'm not going to be upset that she stuck her hand down your pants. She said she was going to tease you, to see how hard you got."
"I don't get it." I said, trying to hold my voice down, but having difficulty. "You wanted her to make a pass at me?" I'd have pushed her back so I could look at her face more clearly, but both hands were full of glasses.
"I did. And you'll understand. Just, trust me. I love you. Nothing means more to me than you do, you know that. Just, let me explain over dinner, okay?"
I looked past her to the table, covered with containers from one of our favorite sushi places. "And that's the reason for one of my favorite meals?"
"Could be," she said with a smile. "Please," she whispered?
If my wife knew anything about me, it was how to get me to do what she wanted. She knew, that if she asked me like this, that I'd agree to almost anything she wanted. I say, almost, because so far, I'd only refused her one request. Not because I didn't love her, or want her to be happy, but; well, to be frank, talking about my problem in front of my primary care physician, a woman doctor, was kind of difficult. So, for two years, I'd put it off. "Let me guess. This is because I won't go talk to the doctor about you know what?
"You know what? I don't know what you're talking about."
"Sweetie. We both know what I'm talking about."
"Yes, I do." She giggled. "Come eat." I nodded, as she stepped back and used the waistband of my shorts as a handle, pulling me with her as she walked backwards to the table. She stopped when her butt bumped the table. Only then did she let go of me and moved to her own seat. She sat down, as did Rachel, leaving me standing looking at the two of them. "Come on lover. Sit down and eat. You know you want to."
I sighed and sat down, "I said I'd go and talk to the doctor."
"I know. But that was two years ago and you haven't, yet. So, we're just going to make the whole process easier." She said, before taking a bite of a sushi roll. "Rachel here is a qualified medical professional. On top of that, she's a highly qualified sexual therapist. So, in the privacy of our own home, she's going to help find out why you, well, you do what you do."
"I see." I said with a frown. Now I understood. I'd not gone to talk to the doctor about the fact that I could get it up, and get started, but then, for reasons I didn't understand, it just kind of faded away. I didn't want to have to resort to downing fifty bucks of pills, each time I wanted to have sex with my wife! And after having this super embarrassing talk with my doctor, the best I expected her to be able to do, was to prescribe Viagra. If I couldn't talk to my doctor, how was I supposed to talk to this...this...incredibly sexy, and clearly provocative, sexual therapist? I mean, there isn't much more embarrassing to a man, or probably a woman, than to have to discuss their own sexual dysfunction.
I tried not to frown as I ate, but given what Rachel had already done, with absolutely no protest from my wife, made me wonder; just how far my wife was willing to let things go? Normally a meal like this would be seriously enjoyed. She'd selected all of my favorite sushi rolls, even the ones that she knows I like but she doesn't care that much for.
"Lisa, why don't you sit on Daniel's lap, then the two of you can feed each other," Rachel suggested?
"That sounds fun." Lisa answered, getting up from her chair. She stepped over to me and waited for me to push back from the table. I looked back and forth between the two women, seeing that they were indeed serious. I sighed and pushed my chair back to make room for my wife. She sat on my lap sideways, her legs hanging over my right leg and her butt resting on my left. She used her chopsticks to select a piece of a roll, dipped it in soy sauce, the way I like it, and then, cupping one hand under it, just in case, twisted herself to feed me the section of roll. I couldn't help but chuckle as she giggled, "we haven't done anything like this in years!"
"No, we haven't." I agreed. Several pieces of sushi roll later, some given to me, some shared with her, Rachel made her next suggestion.
"Okay, Lisa, Daniel. Why don't you two undress each other?"
"What? Here? Now?" I asked. "In front of you?"
"Why not? You're having fun. Why not have a little more while you're eating? Trust me, you don't have anything that I haven't seen before. I'm a medical professional, this is a perfectly normal request."
"But...while we're eating?" My wife asked, a little surprised.
"Why not? All we're going to do, is inject a little more fun into eating."
"Well, um." My wife said, clearly hesitant to comply.
"We talked that we'd be pushing your comfort zone, and you agreed to do whatever I suggested. Is this really that far out of your comfort zone already?"
"Well, um. I guess not." Lisa answered her. She set aside the chopsticks and stood up, turning to face me. She started to pull the dress up her body.
"Uh-uh, each other. Let him undress you, and you undress him." Rachel coaxed. I looked at her, then shrugged and stood up. Lisa and I stood looking at each other for a few moments, neither of us sure where to start. I knew what she had on, so it wasn't like I didn't know how to start undressing her, it was just that; well, we'd never done this in front of a stranger. "You two aren't bashful, are you?" Rachel asked with a grin. "Here, let me get you started." She stood up, walked around the table to us and then turned me to face her. She took my hands in hers and pulled them to the hem of the black form fitting dress. "Now, you just take the material, then you pull it up." She said, using her hands to make mine grasp her dress and pull it up. She pushed my hands up, rolling the black dress over itself as I pulled it up her body, exposing more of her coco brown skin. I pulled, until the dress rolled itself up to her breasts, then over the big brown orbs. She let go of my hands and reached behind her neck to work the loop of material over her head, completely freeing the dress from her body.
I hadn't thought she had a bra on, but I was surprised that she did, of sorts. It was a lace bra with cups that came up just barely above her nipples, leaving a significant portion of her extremely large dark brown areola exposed above the lace. The cups were large, and held to her body by a long lace bodice that wrapped around her, extending nearly to her belly button, the entire thing held together by a crisscross black string that looked insufficient to hold her melon sized breasts in check. I stood there, staring at her boobs, as I held her dress in my hand.
"Honey!" my wife snapped, slapping me lightly on the arm, to snap me out of the trance.
"Huh? Oh, um. Yeah. Sorry I didn't mean to stare," I mumbled, not really sure who I was really apologizing too, my wife or Rachel.
"Oh, I don't mind. I always consider it a compliment when a man can't keep his eyes off of them." Rachel said, with a grin as she hefted both, obviously heavy, orbs inside the lace encasement. "Now, why don't you do the same to your wife."
"Huh? Stare at her tits?" I asked in sudden confusion, which garnered a soft feminine chuckle from Rachel.
"Well, I'm sure she wouldn't mind if you did, but I was referring to taking her dress off."
"Oh, yeah." I said, turning slightly to face Lisa. I reached for the hem of her dress and started to pull it up, not getting help, but instead a frown.
"Really? You going to tell me you've forgotten how to undress me?" When I didn't respond, she pushed my hands away from her dress and turned around, to show me the zipper down the back.
"Oh, yeah, sorry hon." I said, reaching for the zipper.
"That distracted by her breasts?" She asked, as I slid the zipper down her back.
"Sorta. Sorry love." I apologized, as I slipped the dress off her shoulders.
"Actually, there should be no need to apologize." Rachel said, as Lisa turned to face me again, taking the dress from my hand. "I mean, men are biologically designed to look. It's a natural expression of their biological maleness. As long as it's only looking, and not touching, it's a healthy expression you really should embrace."
"You don't think I should mind, that he looks at another woman's breasts?" Lisa asked quickly.
"That depends. Do you prefer he doesn't?"
"Well, of course I do."
"Why?"
"Well, um. I'm not sure."
Rachel smiled. "I can tell by your body language. You feel threatened. You're afraid that your husband is going to find something else more interesting than you."
"I am not!" Lisa answered, almost angrily.
Rachel looked at her, the smile still not leaving her face. "Lisa, we talked about this. You have to be honest, not only with me and Daniel, but with yourself, if this is going to work. So, taking a step back, why do you feel threatened by him looking at my body?"
"Hell! You're younger and sexier than I am. I'm getting old and it shows."
"Has Daniel ever complained? About your looks I mean."
"Well, um, no."
"Has he given you reason to think that he's even thinking about something or someone younger?"
"Well, um, not exactly."
"Then what exactly?"
"I see him look at those younger women, in those really short skirts and stuff. I know what he has to be thinking."
"You do? And what is that, exactly?"
"He's thinking about undressing them. What else does a guy think about?"
"How about it, Daniel? When you look at a sexy young thing in a short skirt, what are you thinking about?"
"Well, sure, I mean, I think some about what they'd look like out of it. But I also think about what Lisa would look like in something like that."
"You wish." Lisa said, with a frown.
"Now wait a moment, Lisa! He's entitled to his thoughts and opinions, just like you are. Daniel, tell me, why do you want to see your wife in outfits that she clearly doesn't think she would look good in."
"Because she would. I mean, no, she's not thirty anymore, but she still has a damn good-looking body and I like seeing it."
"Now, that sounds fair. What about the dress I had on. Do you think she would look good in something like that?"
"Oh yeah!" I said with a grin.
"Interesting. Alright. I was going to suggest that the two of you finish dinner naked, but I think it might be interesting if you wear my dress, Lisa."
"You want me to wear that?"
"I'm sure it'll fit. Why don't the two of you get undressed, and then you can put the dress on your wife. How does that sound?"
"Sounds great!" I agreed quickly.
"Alright, why don't you both finish undressing each other?"
"Everything?"
"EVERYTHING!" Rachel stressed. "I'm sure you both have seen each other naked many times, this should be an easy ask."



"Just not used to getting naked in front of someone else." Lisa said, as she reached for my t-shirt. "Not that Dan will complain, I'm sure."
"Why do you say that?" Rachel asked, as Lisa pulled my t-shirt off and tossed it on one of the chairs.
"Well," she answered as she pushed my shorts down and squatted down in front of me to pull them down and off my feet. "He's suggested things like naked hiking and having sex, out in the middle of the river and things like that."
"Those, sound like interesting ideas! You don't find them appealing?"
"Not doing that, but getting caught by someone while we are." She answered, as she pulled my briefs down, releasing my raging hardon. "Can you imagine how embarrassing it would be, to get caught naked in the middle of the river by a bunch of drunk guys canoeing down river?"
"I can see where that might be a different experience, but why drunk guys? Couldn't it have been a number of bikini clad women?"
"Drunk guys would be my luck." My wife said, as she stood up in front of me. "Your turn."
I stepped to her and reached around her back, to find the clip of the bra holding her double D breasts. I released it and started pulling it off as Rachel continued her discussion with my wife.
"Why would that be your luck. Has it been that way before?"
I saw my wife look quickly at Rachel, a look of surprise on her face for a few moments. I'd seen her do that before, if I said something she clearly didn't expect, or I caught her doing something she didn't expect me to.
"Why would you ask that?"
Rachel smiled softly and stepped a little closer. "Lisa, why don't you sit on the edge of the table to let Daniel take off your stockings."
"Um, sure, I guess." She said hesitantly.
"Daniel. Why don't you pull her panties down first. Might as well get those out of the way."
"But then I'd be sitting naked, on the table." Lisa complained.
"In front of your husband, yes. Does that bother you?"
"Well, I don't know, a little maybe. It's not exactly sanitary."
"Go ahead Daniel." Rachel coaxed.
I turned Lisa so her butt was facing the table, and pushed her high waisted panties all the way to her thighs before coaxing her back to the edge of the table. She sat down on it and I slid her underwear down her legs and over her high heels. I took off her shoes one at a time, then began to slide her thigh high stockings down her legs.
"So, you were going to tell me about getting caught naked, by drunk guys?" Rachel coaxed.
"What does this have to do with Dan's problem?" She asked quickly.
"Maybe nothing, maybe everything. I said I'd do this, as long as you let me explore your relationship fully. Sometimes, the problems in a relationship can be traced back to something completely unexpected."
"So, his problem is my fault?"
"I didn't say that. I said I wanted to know what happened."
I knelt between her legs, her stockings now all the way off, her legs spread enough for me to easily see her pussy as the two talked.
"It was stupid. It's not important."
"Actually, it sounds like it is. Have you ever shared this with Daniel?"
"No, why would it matter? It was before we even knew each other."
"You were born before you knew each other, but that matters, doesn't it? Just because it was before you met, doesn't make it any less important."
"Well, this isn't."
Rachel stepped closer. I could feel her crotch press against the back of my head as she pushed my wife's knees apart. I suspected it was intentional, but as she pushed my wife's knees apart, I felt her press her pussy against the back of my head, pushing my face closer to my wife's spread and exposed pussy. "Explain it to me anyway."
"It was stupid." My wife said, barely louder than a whisper, something she did, when she knew she had lost an argument and was going to have to give in.
"So, it was stupid. Tell me. Tell us." I saw Lisa look down at me for the first time, my face inches from her pussy, Rachel's black panties pressing against the back of my head. Rachel lowered her voice, almost a whisper. "Tell us what happened."
"It was a stupid bet and I lost. So, I had to strip and run around the park one time, naked. We'd all been drinking and Katie lost too, so we had to do it together. It was really late, so I figured no one would even notice me. The girls all laughed and joked as we stripped. Katie and I took off running. It wasn't a large park. Maybe an acre or so. We were past the swing set and starting back to where we started, at one of the picnic tables. That's when I noticed it. They were all running away. And they had our clothes! Katie and I ran after them and eventually they stopped, about two blocks later. But they didn't have our clothes. They'd hid them in the park, to make us think they took them. We all headed back to get our clothes, the two of us trying to hide behind our friends, when a car went by. But when we got there, there were four drunk boys sitting where our clothes were hidden, and they'd found them. The girls tried to get them back but they refused to give them back unless we had sex with them. Of course, that wasn't going to happen, so Katie and I ended up walking home butt naked."
"I see. So drunk guys not only got to see you naked, but demanded sex."
"Pretty much."
"I think I understand. Alright." She said, without moving back. "Daniel. Tell me. Do you notice anything about your wife?"
"Like what?"
"Like how excited she is."
"I'm not excited!" Lisa snapped.
"Actually, your nipples are hard as a rock and even I, can smell your arousal. You are very turned on at the moment. You might not WANT to be, but your body is." Rachel said, as she backed up. "Alright Daniel. Why don't you put my dress on your wife."
I stood up and took the dress from Rachel as she held it out for me. I helped Lisa off the edge of the table and then carefully pulled the stretchy dress down over her body. It took a few tries for me to get it situated and the loop around her neck to hold the top in place, but when I was done DAMN, did she look good!
"I think he likes the look." Rachel said, reaching around me to grasp my raging hardon. "Don't you?"
"He does seem to be a little turned on." My wife agreed.
"Definitely turned on," Rachel said softly, her hand slowly stroking my raging hardon. "I say we finish dinner. Why don't you sit back on his lap again. Only this time, make sure that excited part of him slides into that excited part of you."
"You want me to sit on his dick while we eat?" My wife asked incredulously.
"I do." Rachel nodded firmly. "I want you to sit on his lap just like you did before, but this time with his dick inside you."
I could almost hear her roll her eyes as she shook her head slightly. She let me sit down and then, backing up to me, reached between her legs to aim me at her pussy. I heard her stifle a moan, as she slid down my shaft, her hot, wet pussy enveloping me almost all the way, before she had to lift and lower herself a couple times to lubricate me. When she was done, she was sitting on my lap again like she had been before, her legs hanging over my right leg, only this time my dick was buried deep inside her and she had Rachel's extremely sexy dress on; well, except for having the skirt part pulled back enough to sit her bare ass on me.
"All right Daniel, for the rest of dinner you can't touch anything but your wife, including and especially her pussy. Her job is to feed both of you, sharing bites and sushi rolls until you're both satisfied. Your job is to tease her with your body, and lips and fingers, until you're both satisfied. Understand?"
I chuckled. "Oh yeah! I read you loud and clear!"
"Then let's finish eating. Fortunately, getting cold isn't an issue for sushi rolls."
We sat and Lisa fed me bites of roll and fed herself as well. While she did that, I used my fingers between her legs; to stroke her clit gently and even pulled the front of the dress down enough to expose one breast, which I sucked and teased in between bites. It wasn't too many minutes, before she was wiggling her butt on my lap, but trying not to. I sucked and teased her rock-hard nipple and stroked my fingers up and down her slit and across her clit as I teased her closer and closer to climax. I felt her pussy start to squeeze me and I knew she was going to come. Her breathing had already become ragged panting, as her body got closer to climaxing in spite of her clear desire NOT to climax in front of Rachel.
"Oh shit....ohhhhhh shit." She moaned softly, as her legs and hands began to tremble. She held the edge of the table with one hand and my shoulder with the other, as the tremble spread though her body, her pussy leaking her juices around my rock-hard cock. "Why aren't you always this big and fat?" She panted, as she climaxed around me.
I waited until she finished her climax and then coaxed her up, off my lap. I pushed my chair back with my legs and put a hand on her back to bend her over the table. I was so damn horny at that point that I could have fucked her in the middle of the street! I pushed my dick into her and started stroking with abandon, knowing I was going to come any second. I plunged in and out of her hot pussy, smashing her thighs into the edge of the table, as she tried to hold herself away from it slightly. I looked across the table and saw that Rachel had taken her bra and panties off while we were engrossed in each other. She was squeezing one of her big bare tits, pulling the huge fat, black nipple while she rested her feet on the edge of the table. I watched her, plunging her fingers in and out of her pussy, her fingers moving in time with my dick plunging, into my wife. I slid both hands up Lisa's body to her chest and grabbed her big tits through the dress. "OH SHIT!" I gasped loudly, as my body spasmed and jammed hard into my wife. I stood there, my body jerking uncontrollably, as I pumped shot after shot into my wife, while I watched Rachel stroke herself, with her fingers, to a silent, but clearly satisfying climax.
"Oh, fuck YES! I don't know what got into you, but I want a hell of a lot more of it!" My wife said quietly, as she half lay on the table, with my, still twitching, dick inside her.
"Okay," Rachel said breathlessly, as she started to recover from her climax. "I think we can eliminate mechanical problems. He clearly CAN keep it hard and finish the job. The question becomes; why doesn't he?"
"We both want that answer." I panted, as I watched her, softly stroking her body, across the table from where I stood, with my softening dick in my wife.
"Why don't you let your wife up and share a kiss or two. I'm going to step outside and get some air." Rachel said, as she got up from the chair. I watched her walk through the living room and out the front door, still naked.
I helped Lisa up, as we hugged and kissed. "Damn honey, that was some fuck. Why don't you do that all the time?" she whispered as we held each other.
"I wish I knew." I answered honestly. We kissed again and stopped only when Rachel came back in, carrying a small bag. "Let's go down to that really comfortable looking room downstairs. I think it's perfect for what we're going to do next."
"And what's that?"
"Would you believe, an interest survey?" Rachel answered my wife.
"Seriously? A survey?" I asked in surprise.
"Not like any you've done before, trust me. This is high tech." Rachel said with a giggle, as she headed to the stairway. She led us downstairs to the biggest of the sofas, and sat in the middle, patting the cushions on either side of her. I sat on the right and my wife on the left. We waited while she removed a iPad from her bag and then two pairs of VR goggles. She had each of us put them on, then pressed a small remote into my hand. "Now, what I'm going to do, is to play a series of images on your goggles. You won't be getting the same ones, they're tailored to what I know of each of you. If you find the image stimulating or arousing, press the button. The longer you hold the button down, the higher rating that is recorded. Sound good?"
"Sounds fine with me." I answered, hearing Lisa answer the same. In a few moments, the goggles started showing the scene of a woman standing in the woods, being undressed by another woman. Of course, I pressed the button. It didn't last long, only a few seconds, but it was enough. The scene changed to a completely naked woman laying on a bed in a rather dark room. I could sort of make out her body, but not very well. I pressed the button almost at the end of the short few second clip. Interesting, but not what I found the most intriguing.
The third was a scene of half a dozen bikini clad girls playing in the ocean. I was about to press the button for a second, when I felt a hand on my left hand. It pulled my hand to the side, toward Rachel. I felt her move her leg and hang it over mine and then pull my hand down to her crotch. I felt her wet pussy lips against my fingers, and couldn't help but stroke them, as I watched the next clip; a woman standing in the middle of a lingerie store, slowly stripping. I almost forgot to press the button with my right hand, as I stroked the wet lips with my left.
The goggles made everything look so realistic, pretty soon I could almost feel myself in each situation, many quite erotic, like a woman taking her towel off in a sauna, and a woman bending over, along a wooded trail, her shorts around her knees and her shirt pushed up, so her big tits hung under her chest and her pussy pushed out at me, as she held onto the trunk of a tree. I pressed the button and held it down the entire clip. I also couldn't help but stroke the pussy in my left hand even faster, when I felt a hand close around my hardon.
The hand stroked me slowly, not fast enough to get me off, but more than fast enough to keep me horny. The slide show, if I could call it that, lasted almost an hour, and included a wide variety of situations, including quite a few that I didn't bother to press the button on, like a short clip of three guys fucking a single woman in all available holes, or two guys on a bed sucking each other off. The slide show ended and I took off the VR goggles and looked at Rachel. Lisa's slide show must have still been going, as she had her goggles still on. Rachel had Lisa's right leg over her left leg, much like her right was over mine. She had one hand on my dick, slowly stroking it, and her other was, very surprisingly, between my wife's legs, stroking her pussy much the way I had been stroking Rachel.
I looked at the iPad propped on the table, I could see that half of the screen was still showing video clips. A small green bar along the bottom indicated the button push, the bar progressing across the bottom of the screen as she held the button down. I glanced at the clip and was surprised to find it was a man and a woman in a room of some sort, the woman wearing some very sexy red lingerie, the man slowly stroking her body. The scene flashed to black and Rachel moved her hand from between my wife's legs while Lisa moved her hands to take off the goggles. She lifted them up and off her head, then shook her head a little. "Some of those were a little explicit." She said, as she set the goggles on the sofa between her legs. "A lot of the time it felt just like someone was playing with my pussy."
"I can understand that. It does that to a lot of women." Rachel said, suppressing a smile. She leaned to the table and picked up the pad again. "So, now we're going to do it again. Only this time the scenes are going to be different things with couples doing things. I want you to press the button if you feel like you could participate in this kind of thing with your partner. You're to assume that this is something your partner has asked you to do. If you would do it reluctantly, press the button briefly. The more interested you would be in actually doing it with your partner, press the button longer. Easy?"
"Sure," I agreed, putting the goggles back on. The sceens started out pretty tame. Kissing out in the woods, doing a little fondling in a store, showing each other sexy lingerie in another store, and that like. The scenes grew more and more sexual, as the couples depicted, wore less and less and did more and more overt sexual things, finally winding up with the couples having sex in all kinds of places, both private and public. When the show was over, I was left sitting with a massive hardon poking out of my lap.
"Alright. I'm going to go review the results. If you two want to work on the arousal I'm sure you're both feeling." She said, as she stood up and took the iPad. She walked out and up the stairs, leaving us alone.
"So, wanna do something?" I said, as I moved over next to her.
"Like what?"
I rolled my eyes. "What do you think?" I twisted around, to lean my head down to her bare breast and sucked her nipple into my mouth.
"Not now!" she whispered sternly, pushing my face from her breast. "She'll be back in a minute."
"So? You can't tell me you aren't horny!" I said with a frown.
"Just because I am, doesn't mean I want to do it in front of her again."
"Jesus." I swore quietly, sitting back on the sofa and glaring at her angrily. "And you want to know why we're having problems?"
"I think that's a surprisingly accurate assessment." I heard Rachel say, as she came back down the stairs. She walked to the table in front of us and sat down. "Lisa, you came to me for help. But I can't help you if you won't be honest. These results. They scream that you're hiding your true desires. I can't help if you can't be honest, even with yourself. I don't think this is all Daniel. I think there's something much deeper going on here, but I can't do anything about it, if you won't be honest about your feelings and desires. Is there something I need to know, something in your background that is making you suppress your desires?"
"No, not really." She said dismissively, with a shrug. Rachel sat and looked at her for long seconds, just waiting. "Honest, there isn't!" she protested more strongly. "Okay. Fine!" She said with a huff, after Rachel sat for almost a full minute without saying anything. "The dare didn't end up with us walking home naked. We started to and then Katie got mad and went back to get her stuff. Her phone and things were with the clothes too. I didn't want to, but she convinced me we needed to. So, all four of us did. We went back. That's when the trouble started. Somehow or another it ended up in a wrestling match to get her phone, and along the way, well, one of the guys did what guys do. They broke up on us one on one. The girls that were still dressed didn't have much of a problem, but Katie and I were a bit more exposed. The one that had Katie pinned down managed to get his pants open and stuff his dick into her. The guy that was trying to do that to me misjudged and I got my leg free and kicked him in the balls. Once he was off of me, I got up and kicked the guy on Katie in the head. We grabbed our stuff and ran."
"And you blamed yourself for what happened to Katie?"
"Pretty much. She wouldn't have bet, if I hadn't talked her into it."
"So, now, you hide what you really desire, because you're afraid someone might get hurt and it'll be your fault again?" Rachel asked her pointedly.
"Something like that." My wife whispered so quietly we almost couldn't hear her.
"And you're not at all worried about hurting the one you love, by hiding what you really desire?"
"What I want isn't all that important. Protecting him from me being stupid is more important." Lisa answered her, before turning to look at me. "What happened to Katie, it could have been me. If I did some of the things you want, it COULD be me! I won't let that happen. You deserve better."
"Better than what?" I asked. "You've been hiding this from me, for all these years? Now you want to say you're protecting me? From what? The only place you want to have sex is in the bedroom. You know how boring that is?"



"So? It might be boring, but it's safe!"
"I think I see the problem. You think it's being safe; Daniel thinks sex has gotten boring and is having a harder time getting you interested. Lisa, men and women look at sex differently. Men are visual. They need to be in a mental state that comes from visual and physical stimuli, not just physical. You might be the greatest in the world at sucking a man's dick, but if he doesn't see it, it's not going to be the best. Women need to feel. They get turned on by emotion, not visual stimulation. When you looked at the pictures, you pictured how it would feel to be there. It's different and at the moment, you two are not connected at all. If you want me to help. You'll have to be honest with yourself. Denying sex anyplace but in the bedroom isn't being safe, not if your partner feels like you're just having sex, out of duty to the relationship. No one says you have to go run around a public park, naked. But there's a lot of room between the two to explore. I want you to take this test again. Only this time, I want you to be honest with yourself. You're completely safe here. Just let yourself go and see what it tells you about your sexuality."
She sighed and nodded slowly. Rachel handed her the goggles and sat and watched her tablet as Lisa did the test again. All three parts. For my part, all I could do was sit and wait, which was boring, since Rachel wouldn't let me see what was happening on the screen.
"Alright. Now I know." Rachel said. "You two are much more closely aligned than you might think. That is, if you can let yourself enjoy what you've indicated interests you."
"I don't see how any of what I clicked on can be done safely."
"Well, first off, you have your husband there to help protect you, where you didn't back then. And second, there isn't anyone else to talk into doing something she doesn't want to. This is about you and Daniel."
"I still don't see how this is going to help."
"Trust me. I think we can really twist the tiger's tail, and keep it completely safe. Are you game for that? Game to explore what you really desire without risking things getting out of control?"
"I don't know how."
"But are you willing to TRY?" Rachel asked emphatically.
"I suppose."
Rachel shook her head. "Such enthusiasm. Think about that orgasm you had upstairs, at the table. Think about how hard Daniel was inside you and how hard you came around him, how hard he came inside you. Do you want that kind of sex all the time?"
"Who wouldn't?"
"Then let me help you. Wait here." Rachel walked to her bag and dug in it, until she came out with a small pad of paper. She wrote something on it and then walked back to sit in front of the two of us. "Now, here is what I want you to do. You go to this address; it's a lingerie shop I use for these kinds of things. They're very good at allowing what I'm going to suggest. Daniel, I want you to take your wife there. Browse the racks and find the sexiest outfit you can put together. It can be as demure or as slutty as you wish, but it should fit YOUR desire of what you would like to see her in. Lisa, you may NOT complain about anything he picks. Your job is to model what he selects. Daniel, once you have picked an outfit, take her to the dressing rooms. They're a row along the back of the store. Pick one, have her go in and undress. Oh yes, Lisa, you have to leave the curtain open."
"Wait! What? Leave it open? But then won't anyone be able to see me naked?"
"Anyone in the store, yes. Outside, no."
"But...But...I don't think..."
"You can do it. I've seen what you claim turns you on. You're going to stand in the dressing room, you're going to undress until you're completely naked, and then you're going to put on whatever your husband selected. You'll step out and model it for him, and then, if he wants to select different items, you can either follow him to the rack or you can stay in the dressing room, with the curtain open, until he brings you the new items. Once he has chosen what you're wearing, you can go to the men's area, pick whatever you would like to see HIM wear, and then take him back to the dressing room and he can do the same thing you did. Strip completely and model whatever you selected. Once you're both satisfied, that each of you is dressed the way you each want to see your partner, pay for your purchases and go home."
"Wait. I didn't hear you tell us to change back." Lisa said.
"I didn't. Because you're not going to. You're going to wear home what you picked, so Daniel, Lisa, the fact that you will be going home in what you're modeling, may impact just how revealing you want to make it. Because I plan on using it for another task, the sexier and more revealing, the better. Are you dressing your spouse for showing them off in public? Yes, to an extent. But both of you show heavy interest in situations that involve both voyeurism and exhibitionism. So, we're going to find out just how far you are willing to experience it. If you get so turned on, you just have to have sex in the store, do it. If you manage to wait until you're back in the car, that's fine. What you can't do is wait until you get home. You MUST and I do mean MUST, both climax before you get home."
I sat and stared at her for long seconds. "You can't be serious, are you?" I asked quietly, looking at Lisa, who was sitting, staring, with her mouth hanging open, not saying a word.
"I am. Look, you two have a problem. Like a person who is afraid of heights, going sky diving or zip lining, to confront their fears. I'm going to ask the two of you, to together, help Lisa face her fear. It's no accident that she agreed to the dare that left her running in the park naked. There was always a risk she'd lose, and in her case, if she did, it would be an exhilarating experience. Sometimes being terrified of something, can be an incredibly stimulating experience. I'm going to throw you two into the deep end and hopefully get two answers. One, is can you be safe outside the bedroom, and two, does your interest profile match your desires? With that, I'm going to get dressed and go. I recommend that the two of you have sex, right here, right now." She said, as she stood up.
She picked up her stuff, put it in her bag and headed upstairs, still naked.
"Are we really supposed to do this?" Lisa finally asked.
"You reached out to her. If you don't want to do what she recommended, why did you find her?"
"Because I thought she could fix you, us."
"Uh huh. You were convinced the problem was me, and I needed to be fixed. Well, part of it is me, but part of it was you, trying to hide from me. I see what she's doing. She's trying to force you out into the open. I say we do it."
"Just because you want to flaunt my naked body in public?"
"No, because I think you're beautiful and if putting you into a lace picture frame, letting a few people see the Rembrandt in that frame, well, how can that not be sexy as hell?"
"And if I pick something that makes you essentially naked?"
"I'll wear whatever you pick for me. I don't care if it leaves me completely exposed, as long as it turns YOU on and makes you wanna have sex with me like earlier today."
"You liked that?"
"I did. And I think you did to. I dare you to let me sit your ass on the table and fuck you again."
"On the kitchen table?"
I grinned. "It's warm out. I was thinking the picnic table...out in the back yard?"
"In front of the neighbors?"
"It's mostly dark. I dare you. I double dare you. I double dog dare you!"
"You double dog dare me?"
"Uh huh. I double dog dare you."
Without a word she got up from the sofa and started up the stairs. I got up and followed after a few moments, wondering what she was doing. By the time I got to the top of the stairs, I could hear as she opened the back door to the patio. I walked to the still open door and in the fading evening light, saw her walking to the middle of the yard, where the picnic table had been moved, to dry out a tarp in the sun. She pulled the tarp off the table and sat on the edge and then lay back, lifting and spreading her legs wide, showing off her pussy to anyone that might happen to be looking toward our yard. I stepped to the end of the table, my rock-hard cock bumping her soft wet lips. "If you don't lick me first, I may not let you fuck me." She said quietly. I grinned and knelt down, looking at her sexy pussy for several seconds. She moaned softly into the night, as I stroked my tongue up her wet lips the first time. Yeah, I don't think I'm going to have any trouble staying hard for this one!
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Friday morning at school was as normal as it could be, given that there was a picture of my dick floating around, which had a lot of girls eyeing me. The rumor, that Jack wasn't going to play tonight because of me, had a lot of guys eyeing me too; though some in surprised admiration and some in anger. It also didn't help the looks I was getting from other students when any of the cheerleaders saw me. Without fail they'd come over and kiss me, usually on the cheek, but a few times on the lips. When lunch came, Allie caught up with me in the lunch line, and kept herself connected in a way that screamed "MINE! Hands off!"
Surprisingly I didn't really mind. In fact, I sort of enjoyed it. I'm not sure how Becky would take it, but it felt good to have her with me. Becky got her shot during class, keeping my hand between her legs, fingering her bare pussy, making me horny as hell. There wasn't practice, because of the game, so I gave Becky a ride home after school. Since her parents weren't home yet, we headed straight to her room, got undressed and I practiced licking her to climax, paying attention to how she tasted as her arousal grew. After she climaxed for me, I crawled up and pushed into her still spasming pussy. It only took a couple minutes before I was ready to unload. To my surprise, she must have felt I was getting close, and abruptly pushed me off her. She rolled me onto my back and turned to put her pussy in my face, her lips around my dick. She pushed her hot, sexy pussy to my lips and closed hers, around my pussy juice covered dick.
I groaned softly into her pussy, as she began sliding her lips and one hand up and down my slickened shaft. Up and down, she bobbed, her tongue teasing under my head and pushing me closer to climax by the moment. I was way too close to coming, to be able to do anything to her pussy, but groan into it and try to catch a breath when she moved enough.
"Oh damn, honey. You're going to make me come!"
"I know," she mumbled. Going right back to sucking me. It didn't take long for her to make me come in her mouth. My body bucking up at her as my dick pumped shot after shot into her mouth. She sucked every ounce of my juice from me, stroking me with her mouth while she suctioned. Only after I started to soften in her mouth did she turnaround and lay on me. She smiled down at me and lowered her face to mine. I wasn't sure if she had swallowed my load or if she still had it in her mouth, but when she pressed her cum covered lips to mine, I didn't feel like I could do anything, but return, what turned out to be, a long, very sensual, kiss.
"Why did you do that?" I whispered breathlessly, after she broke the kiss a couple minutes later.
"I wanted to see what you'd do." She whispered back, just as out of breath as I was.
"Okay. Why?"
"I wanted to see if you were just with me for the sex, or if you loved me."
"And?" I asked, giving her a surprised look.
"You didn't resist, even though you knew I still had some of your cum in my mouth. Hell, I could have had all of it in my mouth yet, but you still kissed me."
"And that tells if I love you?"
"Cosmo says it does. If you're not willing to kiss after me taking your load, then you really don't care about my feelings. You're just in my life to bang me and you don't really care about me."
"But since i did?"
"You have what it takes to be a lover, not just a fuck buddy. Jack wouldn't have ever done that. None of the guys I've dated would. That makes you special."
"Thank you, I think."
"I want you to know, I'm falling in love. I wanted to tell you before tonight. Well, my mom says I am anyway, and the kiss test says it too. I wanted to know if you did before I told you I did."
"Okay, why tonight?"
"Just something I heard."
"Such AS?"
"You'll Just have to wait. I promised not to tell."
"Okay," I answered with a shrug. We kissed and snuggled a little more, before we got dressed and I left, wanting to be gone, before her parents came home.
---o--
I showed up at school at the appointed hour, not sure what to expect. I hadn't ever thought about being part of a cheerleading squad, let alone thought about what it would entail. Getting dressed out was going to be a new experience, since it was in the girls' locker room, with all of them there. If I was expecting to see them all naked, when I walked into the locker room, nervous as hell, I was anything but disappointed. All eight girls were completely naked, standing around, clearly waiting for me to arrive. They all stayed naked, sitting or standing around to watch me while I stripped. I'd seen little glimpses of some of the girls, and everything of a couple, like Rosanne and Jenny Becker. But I'd never seen any of Julia Liou's hairless petite Asian body or Samantha Aberdeen's big tits and blonde bush. Now, I was getting to see every bit of all of them. While a couple seemed to be a little more shy, than the others, a couple seemed to relish in watching me strip, even teasing their own bodies a bit while they watched.
"Okay girls," Malissa said after I'd finished taking off my briefs. I was caught completely off guard, as four of them grabbed my arms and pulled me to one of the benches. "If you're going to be part of the squad, you need to be initiated. Usually, we take turns sitting on the new girls' faces, while we finger them to climax, but since you don't have a pussy, well, we're going to have to do things differently." Malissa said, as the girls pulled me down onto my back on one of the benches. Malissa leaned down to put her face next to mine, she whispered in my ear, "Just enjoy it, I promise you won't get hurt."
Samantha stepped over my head, as Malissa stepped back away from me, and looking between Samantha's legs, I caught sight of Allie, stepping over my pelvis, before Samantha lowered her pussy toward my face. "Oh damn," I groaned, as Allie stood over me, rubbing my dick with some kind of warm, slick lotion. "That feels good."
"Don't worry, it'll feel even better in a moment." Samantha said, as she settled her pussy over my face, but then I could feel Allie slide down my slick shaft, only moments later, at least I think it was Allie. I couldn't see to be sure, but it felt like her. She began to ride up and down, as Samantha ground her pussy lips on my mouth and chin. I stuck my tongue out and she slowed her grinding to let me lick her velvety soft pussy lips. I wondered how long I was supposed to lick her, hoping I was going to get to taste a few more of them before I came in Allie. I found Samantha's clit and began concentrating on it, as Allie began to bounce wildly on my fat cock. Up and down, she pounded, while I licked and teased Samantha closer to climax. I could feel Allie's hands begin to tremble where she had them resting on my chest for balance, and moments later her she slammed her pussy down my shaft. She sat on me, shaking and trembling, her pussy squeezing and spasming around me as she climaxed, surprisingly quickly. I'd felt Allie climax a few times now and it was enjoyable to know I was making her come, but I wanted Samantha to come too, and concentrated on her hard, sensitive nub.
Samantha apparently was more excited than I'd expected, and not long after Allie came on my dick, Samantha came on my face, shuddering and jerking as she leaked her juices down, onto my face. I'd have loved to watch more, but someone pulled a pair of women's underwear over my head to act as a blindfold. I wasn't sure whose they were, but they smelled damn sexy and were only partly effective as a blindfold. Samantha stepped off, from over my face and another pussy replaced hers. I could just see enough around the supposed blindfold, to guess it was Julia. I'd just started licking her, when Allie lifted off my dick. I wasn't at all sure how this was going to work, when I felt another pussy slide down my still rock-hard shaft. It was distracting to what I was doing to Julia, the pussy stroking up and down my fat shaft while I teased Julia, but damn this was one hell of a way to get initiated! I continued to lick and play with Julia's hot pussy until she climaxed, feeling whoever was on my dick, still riding up and down on me. I could see some of Rosanne's coco colored skin as a new pussy took over on my face.
"Come on Billy, make me come." Rosanne whispered, while whoever was on my dick, began to orgasm, causing her to start bouncing wildly up and down my rigid pole, threatening to make me come with her.
I knew, that once I blew my load, that the fun would be over, so I tried to concentrate on Rosanne's pussy, while the girl on my dick finished climaxing and stopped riding me, thankfully just sitting on me for long seconds, giving me a chance to let my body slip away from the orgasm that was building. Rosanne used her thighs to clamp on either side of my head for a few moments, squeezing her soft thighs against my cheeks and ears, probably to cover the sound of something happening they didn't want me to know about. I hoped whatever it was, wasn't going to hurt. I knew it wouldn't, when I felt a new pussy slide down my dick and Rosanne released her thigh grip, allowing me to go back to licking her.
I don't know who was on my dick, but I could feel my head hitting the end of her depths before her bare ass could slap my thighs. She was incredibly tight, I was thankful they had lubricated me with that slick liquid between pussies. Up and down she bounced, her moans and gasps growing louder by the moment. When she came, she came hard, her pussy gushing juices all over me like a hose, spraying all over my pelvis, stomach and chest. I'd felt Becky squirt on me, and watched Allie do it on the ground. I'd had Julie spray me all the way to my neck, and even felt my mom squirt around my dick. Whoever was on my dick was having one hell of a climax as she continued to bounce on me, my sliding shaft drawing more long gushes of cum from her. The only problem was, I was getting damn close to coming, when whoever it was started to climax on me. Having her bouncing wildly on me while her pussy gushed copiously around my fat shaft, was sending me into overload.
I groaned and grunted into Rosanne's pussy, as I started to come with the girl on my cock. Over and over my body jerked, as I pumped cum into her, only to have her squirt another long gush, of her own juices, out onto me. By the time my body had emptied itself into her, I was left momentarily exhausted. The pussy on my dick pulled off and I had no idea what they'd do next, now that I'd fired my load and was going to have to recharge before anyone else could ride me. I wanted to make sure Rosanne came, and concentrated on her clit while someone began to lick and tease my softening dick. I was having trouble keeping my attention on Rosanne, due to the expert sucking job on my dick, when Rosanne started to climax, almost drowning me in her juices.
"Welcome to the team Billy." Malissa said, as Rosanne pulled off my face, and she removed the panty blindfold. Rosanne was the only one still naked, besides me. "One last little prize for our first and only guy. If you can guess who you filled, you can have me after the game, as long as you want to, well, as long as you can keep a hardon that is. But you have to figure out who it was. If you guess wrong, well, next week we get to tease you even more."
"How am I supposed to figure it out?"
"That's the game. You wanna play?"
"Why not. You girls already tease the shit out of me. How much more can you do it?"
"Sweetie, you have no idea." She laughed. "Come on girls. Let's let him dress!" I wanted to shower, but there wasn't time, so I dressed with Rosanne, both of us smelling like sex, and the whole team ran out to the field together. I got a LOT of looks from the stands, but people seemed to figure out what I was doing with the team, once they saw me catching the girls, after they made the pyramid and on some of the bigger flips that they had practiced with me the day before.
"Tomorrow, we're teaching you some new moves to do with us." Malissa said quietly. "I have a few ideas, if we can teach you a few tumbling moves to do. You game?"
"Why not?" I answered. They did the pyramid again at half time and then I really didn't have anything to do until after the game. When I wasn't helping catch, I spent my time sitting on the bleachers next to coach. She said surprisingly little to me during the game, which struck me as unusual, given how much like sex I had to reek of. But it left me plenty of time to think and watch, and try to guess who'd I'd unloaded inside. During the pyramid I had a chance to see all the girl's crotches, and I didn't see one wet enough to think she was leaking my cum, and I know I had unloaded one HUGE load into her. It was well into the third quarter when I realized that coach was sitting with one of her hands almost always between her legs. It got my curiosity piqued, and I started watching more closely. That's when it dawned on me. The crotch of her pants looked wet. In fact, the only crotch on the whole squad that looked wet was hers. But that was impossible. No way she would allow that to happen! No way she walked in and fucked me in front of all the girls!
"Well?" Malissa asked, as we walked to the locker room after the post-game celebrating was done.
"Well, what?"
"You ready to guess? Ready to take a chance? I mean, all you have to lose is a lot of teasing, right?"
"How much more can you guys tease?"
"How about see though panties and crop tops that are barely long enough to cover our nipples?" She asked with a laugh. "Or maybe, one piece jump suits that don't show anything!"
"That wouldn't be a tease, that'd be mean."
"Well, what do you suggest?"
"If I guess right, besides getting to fuck you, I want you bare bottom, all next week at practice."
She raised her eyebrows. "Really? You want me bare bottom? Do I get to wear anything?"
"Your cheer skirt, without the shorts."
"Okay. My cheer skirt without shorts, but if you're wrong, you have to do the same."
"The same what?"
"Wear my cheer skirt without the shorts to practice. Think you're sure enough to risk that? I can already see you walking around, your hard dick wagging back and forth under the hem of my skirt, your dick staying hard because of all the looks at our pussies and tits. Yeah, I can already see it."
"Well, I was sure...but now; well, that's a big risk."
"It is, isn't it. But hey, the skirt was your idea, wasn't it?"
"Well, okay. I'm game. There was only one crotch wet enough, to be leaking how much I came. But I'm having a hard time believing it was her."
"Oh? Well, it's still up to you if you want to guess or not."
"It had to be Coach Song." I said, fairly confident in my assessment.
"That's a good guess. You're right that she was wet enough, but then, that isn't the only way to get a wet crotch. Just so happens that she had a little side bet with me. She bet me, that you couldn't last more than two girls, before you came. You lasted three. So, she had to wear the egg."
"The egg?" I asked in confusion, the fact that I had lost not quite sinking in yet.
"Yep. It's a little internal vibrator. You put it in and someone controls the remote," she said, pulling the skirt up so she could slip her hand into her shorts. She pulled out a little remote control. "Just so happens, she spent almost all game with it turned on, her trying not to climax in public. And also, making her crotch very, very, wet."
"Shit. I guessed wrong?"
"You did."
"Then who was it?"
"The shyest of all of us. Ronnie."
"Oh shit. I didn't think she'd have even sat on me. She was practically hiding behind you guys when I walked in."
"You're right. You see, that was her dare. To sit on you and ride you until you came."
"But she didn't have a wet crotch on her shorts. I don't get it."
"I cheated. She put in a tampon right after!" Malissa laughed. "it's going to be so much fun watching you wear a skirt next week!"
"Damn." I swore quietly, as we walked into the locker room. The girls that were ahead of us were already undressing and heading to the showers. Malissa and I stripped down and I walked in next to her, my hardon wagging side to side with each step.
"I just have one more question." I said, as I turned on a shower head and stepped under it.
"Shoot."
"You said coach was supposed to not climax. Now that I know what was happening, I'm pretty sure she climaxed, at least once, maybe twice."
"Three times actually."
"So, what was the bet? What did she lose?"
I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned around to see coach behind me, completely naked. Malissa leaned to me and whispered. "She has to let you fuck her, until you come, in her pussy, once for each climax she had out there."
"I hope you're as good as they say," coach said with a little frown. "Because we have our work cut out for us." She took my hand and pulled me from the shower. She held my hand and pulled me through her office, into the dark practice gym and to the equipment room. She punched the code into the security lock on the door, and led me in, closing it behind us. "This should give us some privacy."
"She's serious?"
"Of course, you like dares. That's what got you into this to start with. Well because of that, all the girls had to take at least one dare. Mine was to let you come in me once for each climax I had out there in public. If I could keep from coming even once, then Malissa was going to have to pay off. But I underestimated just how much stimulation the little vibrator she picked could have inside me. I know you've wanted to fuck me since that first night. So I'm all yours until you come three times," she said, as she moved to the pile of mats and climbed up onto it. "Now, I know you already had sex in here once, but maybe I can teach you a new thing or two. What's your favorite position?"
"I don't know that I have one."
"Well, why don't we find out then." She held a hand out and helped me climb up with her. She coaxed me to lay down on the pad and then crawled over me, holding herself on her hands and knees. "I think you're already as turned on as I am, so why don't we forego the usual warm up exercises and get right to fucking." She whispered, as she reached between her legs for my dick. She lifted me and aimed me at her pussy as she rubbed my head between her lips. "You are so big. I couldn't believe how fat you felt, when Jess put you in me." She whispered, as she slowly pushed back, forcing my cock head into her, already sopping wet, pussy. "Oh my God, yes." She moaned, as she held herself on her hands and knees and began rocking herself, to and fro, her tits swinging under her chest between us, my cock pushing further and further into her, with each rock. She soon had me fully driven into her hot, wet confines and then began rocking on me to take my full length in and out.
I could feel my cock nearly slip from her with each stroke, my head just barely held inside her, as she expertly stroked my shaft. "Oh damn, that feels so damn good! I don't know how long I can last with you doing that."
"That's the idea." She whispered. "You come when you're ready. I've already come three times tonight, so any more are just gravy. But you, I have to get you off inside me three times, and if we don't finish tonight, I have to give you more chances, until you do."
"Alright," I whispered back, shifting my gaze to watch her swinging tits. In and out I slid, her pussy stroking and teasing me unbelievably, as I worked in and out of her. Her rocking was just off rhythm enough to keep the stimulation growing, each stroke feeling slightly different. Either longer, shorter, tilted a little or something else. She pushed down onto me stroking me deeply into her, her bare ass slapping my body with each stroke. I was glad that I'd already come twice, otherwise the incredible, constantly changing sensations, would have already thrown me over the edge. The way she fucked was something I hadn't ever felt before, and it was going to make me come, long before I wanted to. It was a fantastic fantasy come true, and I didn't want it to end, but there was no denying the inevitable. She was just too damn good. "Gonna come." I groaned softly, when I knew I couldn't hold it back any longer.



"Good, let me feel it. Let me feel you coming in my hot pussy. Let me feel your fat, young cock, filling me with your cream." She moaned softly, as she continued to rock on and off of me. "That's it! Give it to me!" She gasped, as the first surge of cum lanced up into her pussy. She pressed herself back, forcing me fully into her as my cock jerked and shot into her, her whole body gently trembling as she came along with me. "Mmmmmmm. I didn't expect that. Such a powerful orgasm, makes me think you really liked what I was doing."
"I did." I panted, my body still occasionally jerking as my dick leaked deep inside her. "It was really different."
She smiled. "I'm glad you liked it. Now, let's see what it takes to keep you hard." She gently wiggled herself on my dick, stroking up and down gently while moving her butt side to side. Disappointingly, I slipped from her pussy as I softened. "Not to worry. I know exactly what this needs." She crawled back down my body and lowered her face to my softening dick. She giggled softly and licked up my shaft with her tongue, teasing me with the tip of it as she looked up at me the whole time. "Yummy. I used to love the taste of cum. I don't get it nearly as much any more."
"You used to taste it more?"
"I did. Lots. I love the taste. I love the taste of fresh pussy juice too."
"You and Jessica?"
"Me and Jess. We play when we feel inclined, which is a lot these days. Lord knows what I'd do, if I didn't have her pussy to play with. Maybe take one of the girls home. I bet I could have some real fun with Rosanne. That sweet looking black pussy is just begging to be licked. When I walked in and saw you licking her pussy, I was sooooo jealous. I wanted to just kneel down and help you. Did she taste good? I heard her come. Did she give you a nice wet climax?"
"Oh yeah." I answered, remembering the taste of her pussy. "We did it in here yesterday too, she and I."
"Right here? Ohhhhh I wish I would have known. I could have joined you. Would you have liked that? Watching me licking her pussy, while you fuck my hot little cunt? I bet you would. You seem like the kind of guy, that doesn't mind being on either end of a woman."
"Oh damn," I groaned, as she closed her lips around me and pushed her face down my surprisingly, already hardening, dick. She pushed my head all the way into her throat and bounced her face on me half a dozen times before she pulled her face off of me, gasping for breath.
"Fuck yes. You're getting hard already. You must like the idea of me playing with you and that sweet young black pussy." She asked softly, as she stroked my saliva covered shaft. "I bet you'd love to fuck her hot black cunt, while she licked me, or would you rather watch me lick her, while you fucked me from behind? Yeah, I see that look. You want to take me from behind, don't you? Stuff your hard pecker into my hot cunt and plunge into me, until I scream for you? I'd even let you fuck my tight little ass, but I promised to take all three in my pussy. Or do you still like missionary? It can be fun too, watching my tits, while you pump in and out of me? What's your pleasure?"
"I wouldn't mind taking you from behind."
"Good boy." She said softly, moving to give me more room to move. I got on my hands and knees, and she moved to put her butt right in front of me. "Okay Billy, give it to me. Let me have the whole thing!" I aimed my dick, hard, but not fully engorged yet, at her pussy and then pushed it into her in one quick thrust. "Ohhhhh!" She gasped. "Fuck yes, that's a good fucker. Take me, take me all the way! I bet you can make me come again too. You want to see and hear me come again? Hear me scream your name while you make me come?"
"Fuck yeah!" I grunted, as I started to plunge into her, driving my dick in and out of her. I was thrusting hard, my cock pushing all the way into her, until I could feel my head drive against the end of her wet depths, and my hips slap her bare ass.
She moaned as I drove into her, clearly enjoying how it felt to have me pumping in and out of her. "Did you like seeing Jess and me making out in the shower with you? Did that turn you on?"
"Oh yeah." I agreed, with a grunt as I held onto her hips and drove myself in and out of her.
"Do you like watching women make out like that? Does it make you want to walk over and just join in? Feel us both pressing our sexy bodies against you, kissing you and feeling your cock. Mmmmmm. I can almost imagine you sticking your fingers into her hot wet pussy, while you fuck me. I wish she was here. You could watch me eating her pussy while you fucked me. She so loves having her pussy licked. Oh yeah, you do like that, don't you. I can feel you growing even thicker inside me. Getting harder and harder. Damn. You might just make me come again with that thing. It feels so good. Almost as big as Jess' big fat dildo. She loves to push it in and out of me, while she's licking my clit. She can make me squirt so hard with that thing. Do you know how to make a woman squirt?"
"I think so," I panted.
"Have you made that sweet little thing you're fucking, Becky, squirt for you? I bet you have. I bet she can give you a real shower. Do you want me to squirt for you? Spray my sexy pussy juice all over you? Will that make you come?"
"Oh, shit yeah!" I groaned. I reached around her thigh like I had done with Becky that day, my finger slipping between her lips to find her clit.
"OH SHIT!" She gasped, as my finger found her clit and stroked across it. I started sliding my finger up and down her slit, in time with my strokes, plunging my cock into her, as I stroked her clit. I could feel her pussy squeeze around me after a few short minutes, I could tell she was going to climax again for me. She arched her back down, changing the angle of my dick inside her and then she moaned loudly. "Oh God Billy, come for me. Come in my hot pussy!" Her whole body started to tremble and then I felt it, her pussy spraying all over the mat below us and out between my legs. Her body shuddered and spasmed half a dozen times, making a huge puddle on the mat, before my dick finally let go. Her pussy was still spasming around me when I started pumping my second load into her. I held myself deep inside her, as I softened, both of us panting to catch our breath.
"I think we used up this spot. She said I had to take you three times, but she didn't say how long it could take or if I had to do it all here. How would you like to take a break and meet me someplace special?"
"Someplace special?"
"Trust me, you'll love it." She said, as she pulled off me. "Boy did we make a mess. You are going to have such a cleaning job on Monday. Let's go rinse off and get dressed."
"Sure." I agreed, crawling off the stack and waiting for her to join me.
It only took a few minutes for the two of us to rinse off, in the otherwise deserted showers, and dress. She handed me a slip of paper from her desk that had an address, and then admonished me to go out the locker room door and she would meet me there. I had no idea where this was exactly, but google maps didn't have any trouble. It was already past ten, when I pulled into the driveway of the little, single story home. I walked to the door and knocked, not sure who to even ask for. She just said she'd meet me here.
When the door opened, all I could do was stand and stare. Nurse Allen, Jessica, stood on the other side of the door; her light coco skin starkly contrasting the cream-colored mesh body suit she had on, that really didn't hide anything. Her tits looked incredible, her dark areola covering most of the front of each dark orb, her nipples, nearly black, poking at me through the mesh of the body suit. She held a long-stemmed glass of wine in one hand and stood staring at me, as much surprised to see me, as I was her.
"Billy!? This is a surprise." She finally said.
"Uh. Miss Allen! I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt anything."
"You haven't, yet. What are you doing here?"
"Um, coach asked me to meet her here."
"Grace? Really? That IS interesting. I was just sitting here relaxing waiting for her to show up. I guess now I know why she's late."
"I, um. I can go. I didn't mean to intrude or anything. I'm not even sure what exactly I'm here for."
"Oh, trust me, I'm quite sure I do. Come on in. I'd be willing to bet she'll be along shortly." She said, pulling the door open farther and motioning, with the hand with the glass in it, to come in. I stepped inside, feeling a bit awkward. "So, tell me Billy, just how did she arrange this?"
"I'm not sure how much I should say. I don't want to get her into any trouble."
"Trust me, there isn't anything you can say that would surprise me. The two of us have an, um, intimate relationship, as I'm sure you've figured out. So, you can tell me anything."
"Well, she lost something called an egg challenge and she had to make me come in her, three times."
"The egg challenge, seriously? At school!? She is daring." Jessica said with a laugh, as she took my arm and gently guided me to the sofa in the living room. "You said she had to, post tense. Does that mean she's accomplished that task?"
"Um. No. We sorta did two."
"You sorta did, or you actually did?"
"I guess we actually did." I said, blushing and looking at the floor.
"Why don't you sit down. You're old enough to drink, would you like a glass of wine?"
"I don't think I should. I mean, I don't usually drink."
"Probably a good idea. How about we get you more comfortable?" she said, putting the glass on a small table. She reached for my t-shirt and started to pull it out of the waist of my pants. "If she's planned on meeting you here, she's planning on making that third one happen, and maybe more. So, we might as well take these off and start warming you up from the cold outside." She said softly as she pulled my shirt up.
"I'm not sure what she intended."
"I know what we planned. Having a sweet, young boy, with a really big, hard, sexy dick is just icing on the cake." She said, as she started to work on my belt. "Feel free to touch, if you want. You're going to get to, sooner or later, anyway."
I heard a door open and then saw Coach walk in from the kitchen, apparently having come in the back door. "I see you're getting started already?"
"How could I not? Billy here says that you told him to meet you here, I can only assume that you planned on adding him to our evening's fun?"
"I let Malissa talk me into that stupid egg challenge. She had a new one that vibrated even more than the last one. Fuck, I climaxed three times during the game, right out there on the bleachers. God, it was so fucking hard to not let it show." She said, as she started taking her dress off, the only thing she had on besides her shoes.
"I can imagine. Three times, huh? That little minx is a pack of trouble, isn't she?"
"She has kept things interesting." Coach said, as she dropped the dress the same time my pants were sliding down my legs. "But damn she's fun in bed, isn't she?"
"She is that." Jessica agreed, as she squatted down in front of me.
"Billy, is there someone you should let know you won't be home tonight? A parent or something?"
"You want me to stay the night?" I asked in surprise.
"I think it'd be alright if you did, don't you? You could just say you're staying at a friend's house. I'm sure your parents would understand."
"Yeah, I think I can do that," I agreed. Jessica pulled my phone from my pants pocket as she stood back up, my pants in her hand, now that she had them off my bare feet. I used the phone to text my mom that I was staying at a friend's house and then Jessica took my phone back from me.
"You don't mind if I hold onto this, do you? It wouldn't do to have you take pictures of us, or anything like that, if you know what I mean?"
"Yeah, sure. I wouldn't do that anyway."
"Just have to be safe." She said, as she pushed me back onto the sofa. She reached to her neck and pulled on the end of a small ribbon, the bow holding the neck of the of the cream-colored, mesh body suit closed. She spread the neckline and pulled it out over her shoulders, the gap down the front between her tits I hadn't even noticed, spreading wider as she material stretched out. She pulled it down her arms and body, slowly removing the only thing that had been between her bare coco colored skin and mine. She eased the body suit down over her waist and then pushed it down her legs while Coach stood near her, removing her dress. It was hard to decide who to look at as they both stripped in front of me. In moments they were both as naked as I was. Jessica stepped to me, straddling my legs before she crawled onto the sofa over my lap, facing me. She reached down and found, my already rock-hard, dick and grasped it. "I've been sitting here all evening, playing with myself, waiting for Grace to get here. I'm soooooo fucking horny right now. How about you let me get you all warmed up for her?"
"I'd think he'd enjoy that. But save his load for me, then you can lick it from me, while we get him hard again." Coach whispered, as she knelt on the sofa next to me.
Jessica didn't answer, but rubbed my mushroom head between her lips, spreading her juices around my head and her own lips. She lowered herself slowly, slipping the tip of my engorged head, into the entrance of her depths, and then slowly let her weight press against me. "Sooooo fat." She moaned, as the pressure built on my head and then, suddenly, changed as I slipped inside her. "Oohhhh yesssss. God damn, this is going to be so much fun!" She moaned as coach, on her hands and knees leaned her face to Jessica's. The two of them kissed softly and erotically while Jessica sat on my lap with my hardon stuffed inside her. I felt one of coach's hands find mine and lift it, placing it on one of Jessica's tits. Then she fumbled for my other hand, drawing it to one of her tits. I sat there and kneaded both tits in my hands while they kissed, Jessica starting to rock her hips as the kiss dragged on longer and longer.
They broke the kiss and Coach turned her face toward mine and leaned to me. She pressed her lips to mine and began a long, wet kiss with me while Jessica started to slowly move up and down on my lap, stroking my cock in and out of her tight pussy. "You like how she feels?" Coach whispered as she broke the kiss to catch her breath, her lips still brushing against mine as she talked.
"Uh huh."
"You can do anything you want to her, except to come inside her. I want you to save that for me. Understood?"
"Sure."
"Now, she loves having her tits sucked on, why don't you show me what you know about doing that?"
I smiled. "Hell, yeah." I grinned as she pulled her face back from mine so I could see Jessica again. I already had one of her tits in my hand, and I moved my other from Coach back to Jessica. I cupped both her coco brown tits and, just like Becky had taught me, squeezed them both into cone shapes to push her nipples out at me. I'd spent a lot of time sucking and playing with Becky's boobs, which she really enjoyed, but Jessica's tits felt different. Her nipples were a bit harder and fatter, and her tits not as big and a lot firmer. Not that I minded. Hell, I was enjoying the attentions every bit as much as I enjoyed it when Becky rode on me. I squeezed Jessica's tits and sucked, flicked and even nibbled her hard nipples, drawing moans and gasps from her, as I changed what I was doing until she reacted in pleasure, just like Becky had taught me. Not too much of the same thing for too long. That was the one of the lessons. One of the many, very enjoyable, lessons she shared with me, while we were supposed to be doing homework.
"Ohhhh God damn. I'm fucking going to come!" Jessica moaned after almost ten minutes of her sliding up and down my shaft with her nipples in my hands and mouth.
"Let it happen. He felt sooo fucking good inside when I came, at least for a man that is." Coach said softly, before leaning toward Jessica and pressing their lips together. I watched Jessica ride up and down my shaft, while I sucked her left nipple, Coach kissing her erotically as her moans grew.
"I, um, I don't know how much longer..." I groaned, as I felt my body start to race toward overload with all the stimulation.
"Oh, we don't want that." Coach said softly. "Can you hold off a couple minutes more?"
"I can try." I groaned, as I leaned my head back and tried to think of anything else, but unloading into Jessica's pussy. It was a losing battle, that got even harder, as Jessica began to climax, her pussy squeezing me, as she bounced erratically on my shaft. I don't know what it was, but the change from rhythmic to more erratic had seemed to be a frequent trigger for my own climaxes, and this was no exception. "Oh shit." I grunted as my body jerked hard. I felt Jessica jam herself down hard on my dick, grinding herself against me as my body jerked and spasmed under her, pumping cum deep in her pussy. "Oh God! I'm sorry Coach." I groaned, as I panted for breath, my dick still twitching and jerking inside Jessica as it unloaded itself deep inside her.
"It's alright." Coach said with a bit of a disappointed frown. "I knew it was a lot to ask. But we have all night to get number three in me."
"You could tell her that we did it, Malissa I mean."
"And cheat? Oh no. I wouldn't ever do that!" Coach whispered. "Besides, if two sexy women can't get you hard again, I don't deserve to get it a third time."
"That's true." Jessica panted. "Fuck, that felt so good. It's been a long time since I felt that so deep inside me. It was so much better than what we did in the shower!"
"I know. We did it twice in the mat room. Jess, he made me squirt, like, shit, gallons!"
"He did?"
"Uh huh. I bet we can get him to do it to you. He's got some skills. That little piece of ass, Becky, has been teaching him damn good!"
"Really? You think we should take him to the tub?"
"That was my thought. We can get him all worked up again, and then see if he can give me that third one? I bet he'd love to watch us make out while he fucks me."
"I think that's a great idea. You go turn it on, I'm going to just sit here another minute or so and then bring him out."
"My pleasure." Coach said, as she climbed off the sofa and disappeared.
"Billy. I need to say something with her not here. I need you to understand. You can't ever tell anyone about this. Not what you did with her at school tonight, and definitely not what we're doing here tonight. Grace and I, we're lovers, but including a student, that can get us into more trouble that you can even imagine. I need you to promise; that you'll never tell anyone, not what we did in the shower, not what you and Grace did at school earlier and not what's happening here tonight. I need you to promise me that. You can't tell your friends, your girlfriend, your parents. No one! Do you understand?"
"I do." I nodded.
"In that case, we'll have lots of fun tonight. Things that the three of us can share, and will be our secret forever. Now, how about a dip in our hot tub?"
"Sounds like fun."
She climbed from me, our combined cum leaking from her pussy and down her legs as she led me to the back patio and into the dark night. Coach was already in the swirling, bubbling water when we got there. Jessica helped me in and then climbed in herself. I became a Billy sandwich between them, coaxing me to stroke and touch all over their bodies, including sticking my fingers into their pussies, as they teased me with their fingers and kisses. The two seemed to enjoy taking turns seeing who could give me a more sensuous kiss, in between their own kisses that is. It wasn't too long before my cock was rock hard again. Jessica stood up and sat on the edge of the tub, leaning back against the side of the house to support her back. Coach coaxed me between her legs and into her again. "Make her come again. Make her squirt like you did to me. But save your load for me. I need you to pump your cum into me one more time."



"Sure." I grunted as my dick slid easily in and out of the tight, but very excited, pussy I was stuffed into again. I was always a quick learner, and I'd learned a lot in such a short time having sex. I pressed my thumb to her clit, rubbing it in soft circles, as I stroked my hardon in and out of her, trying to do what Becky and mom had taught me. I thrust in and out of her, jamming my cock hard into her as I tried to angle it up to push against the top of her vagina with each plunge in. Coach stood behind me, her arms reaching around me, pulling and twisting Jessica's nipples. It didn't take more than a very few minutes and I was quickly pushing her to an orgasm, a hard enough orgasm to make her squirt all over me.
"FUCK YES!" Jessica screamed as her body jerked and shuddered, spraying her juices out at me as I drove hard into her, my own climax starting to build. "Fuck Grace. Your turn." Jessica panted as she pushed me back and lowered her legs into the water. She slipped into the hot swirling water and Coach took over her spot on the edge of the tub.
I stepped between her legs and pushed easily into her wet depths, soon pumping my cock in and out while I stroked her clit. I had to work fairly hard to get her to climax again, but then it was the sixth of the night for her. I wondered just how many times a woman could climax in a night, and then wondered about myself, as I came again, this time filling Coach with her third, which was my fifth of the night. To say I was worn out after that, was an understatement.
They seemed to realize that I was worn out, and the three of us retired to their bedroom, and the king-sized bed. I fell asleep, watching the two of them, licking each other's pussies.
It was very early morning when I woke up. It wasn't even light yet. I was alone in a strange bed, and it took me a few moments to get my bearings. I didn't have anything to put on, and padded naked out of the bedroom, looking for coach and Jessica. I found them, lounging in the hot tub, the warm water steaming in the chilly night air, the soft Illumination of rope lights, strung around the top of pergola over the tub, bathing the two of them and the tub in a soft yellowish light. I slid the door open and trotted quickly across the cold concrete to the tub, and slipped in with them.
"Hey sleepy head." Coach said with a smile, pulling me toward her to lay on top of her in the hot water. "Do you think you have it in you to give me a good morning fuck?"
"Is it morning?" I asked quietly.
"It's five am. That's morning in my book." Jessica giggled.
"I bet I could." I agreed, before Coach rolled herself over to half lay on top of me. She pressed her lips to mine in a soft sweet kiss. We lay in the water, kissing each other, getting more and more turned on as the minutes passed. I felt Jessica's hand slip between us and find my now hard, dick. She coaxed coach to spread her legs, then helped me find my way into her hot pussy. The two of us lay in the hot water, bucking our hips at each other, forcing me in and out of her hot depths. Her soft depths caressed my shaft and head as we worked into each other gently, not like the almost animalistic fucking we'd done in the mat room. This was more intimate and gentle. I could feel her arousal grow through our breathless kisses and the way her body rocked with each stroke toward each other. She was soon moaning into my mouth, as she inched closer and closer to orgasm. Her body tensed and I felt her squeeze around my hard shaft as she stopped moving, laying on me, trembling softly as she continued to kiss me. Only after she finished climaxing did she start moving again, this time clearly working to enhance the sensations for me. She moaned and gasped as I drove myself into her still sensitive pussy, her hips rocking in time with my strokes to coax me closer to fruition. Her efforts not only pushed me quickly to completion, but also brought her own orgasm back to a second climax as I emptied myself deep inside her.
---o---
It was almost nine in the morning when I woke up, or woke up again, spooned against Jessica, my dick surprisingly growing hard, as she teased my head with one finger. "You awake?" She whispered.
"Uh huh." I whispered back, squeezing the breast that was in my hand, my body pressed to hers.
"Think we can do it once more?"
"I'm game to try."
I felt her fingers press me against her wet pussy lips, working my partly hard dick into her opening. I groaned softly in pleasure, as my head slipped into her hot depths. She began to move gently, rocking her body slightly to slip me in and out of her. I was afraid to move too far, afraid I'd slip out, but it didn't end up being a problem. The soft warm sensations had my half hard dick quickly hardening. I started to rock lightly, in time with her strokes, pushing and pulling, so that I stroked in and out of her a couple inches. It was incredibly pleasant, and a huge change from the extremely energetic sex we'd had so far. Both had aggressively ridden me, their preferred position being on top. Not that they didn't share half a dozen other positions with me, but they preferred what they called cowgirl, because it allowed them to be in control. I got the idea that they liked being in control.
I lay there, my orgasm slowly growing toward fruition, as she rocked us, working me in and out gently. I felt her pussy clench around me, but her motion didn't stop. I heard her gasping and panting and then her legs start to tremble, but still, she didn't stop moving. In and out my dick slid, pushing into her until her bare ass pressed to my thighs, and sliding out only a few short inches, never far enough to worry about slipping out. My hand held her breast, squeezing in time with her strokes, my fingers squeezing her nipple each time my hand squeezed her breast.
In and out I stroked, her motion becoming slightly erratic as she tried to continue stroking on me, even though her orgasm was taking control of her body. "Come for me," She whispered softly, "let me feel you come again."
"Okay." I whispered back. "Soon."
She nodded and continued to rock in time with me, sliding me in and out of her hot soft pussy. "Would you like to take me in my office," she whispered? "Just walk into my office one day and lift up my skirt and fuck me? Did you know sometimes I don't wear underwear to work? If my skirt is long enough, I don't. Would you like to do that? Come to my office and just pull my skirt up and fuck me? I wish you would. I wish you'd come into my office and slide this into me. Make me come for you right there. Ohhhh. It feels like you like that idea. I can feel you pushing harder, driving into me harder. Come for me baby. Bend me over my exam table and fuck me until you come deep inside me."
I couldn't help but think about doing just that, bending her over her exam table and pulling her skirt up over her bare cheeks. "Fuck." I grunted, as my body bucked hard against her, driving my dick deep into her, as I unloaded my first shot of cum into her. My body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot into her trembling, spasming pussy.
"Oohhhhhh God yes. Soooo good. Sooooo fucking good." She moaned softly.
I held her tightly to me for long minutes, both of us panting for breath, before she gently disengaged my hand from her breast. She slipped from bed, my soft dick slipping from her. She turned and held a hand out for me and led me silently away from the bed while coach continued to sleep. She led me to the bathroom and then the shower, turning it on and waiting for the water to warm. She pulled me into the shower with her and pressed her nude body against mine, in a tight embrace, while she kissed me, her tongue dipping into my mouth and her mouth sucking my lower lip sensuously. "You know, I wish you could do just that, walk into my office and push that fantastic cock of yours into me. But it would be incredibly dangerous. As much as it excited you to think about it, I don't think we can ever really do it."
"Do you really not wear underwear to work?"
"Most days, no. I like how it feels to have the breeze blow up my skirt and tease my pussy. The other day, I did, but as you saw, I took it off when I realized I could tease you by letting you see it."
"Do you tease a lot of guys?"
"Some."
"Do you have sex with them too?" I asked curiously.
"Does it matter?"
"I guess not." I shrugged.
"I'm touched that you're concerned. But to answer, no, I don't. In fact, I've fantasized about it, almost since I started there, but you're the first high school boy at this school I have. I've picked up a few in other places, but never at my school. Doing a boy from another school is risky, doing you, being from this school, it's illegal. So no, I don't do a lot of boys at school. I hope you can keep this a secret. If not, then I've made a terrible mistake, for both myself and Grace."
"I can keep it a secret." I nodded, knowing that I'd just lied. I didn't keep it a secret. I told my mom, even though she agreed to keep it secret. And Becky knew, and of course, Melissa, and the girls could all guess. So, no it wasn't a secret.
"We better get you home," she whispered.
"Yeah. I'm supposed to go to Malissa's today."
"Ohhhhh. That girl can be a real dynamo. I hope you enjoy her as much as I have."
"You've had sex with her?"
"The only other student that I've had sex with, in this school, yes. It was kind of an accident when it happened, but so far, we've kept it under wraps."
"How was it an accident?"
"Inquisitive, aren't you? We were up at the beach over the summer, and we hooked up and had sex in the woods. I had no idea she was a student here until the semester started. That's when Grace found out Malissa and I had been together. We had her over, to tell her that she had to keep it a secret, and she agreed, as long as we agreed to play from time to time. See, she's technically a virgin, but doesn't want that fact to get out. She's waiting for that perfect, special guy. In the meantime, she does some things with boys, but gets most of her satisfaction with other girls. It'd really make life difficult if the word got out that the sexiest girl in school was a virgin, so we share a secret. A secret you are now part of. She'll know you had sex with Grace, but maybe not me. So, use the information wisely."
I just nodded in agreement, after which she turned off the water. She helped me dry off, then took me to the living room to dress me. She kissed me at the front door one more time before slipping my phone into my pocket. She pulled us together, her nude body pressed against me, as we shared a long, wet kiss. Finally, she opened the door and sent me away.
I walked into the house and tried to slip up to my room without anyone noticing. Dad was gone, probably got called into work again, not an uncommon event. Unfortunately, I ran into mom on the second floor as I tried to sneak into my bedroom.
"Billy!" She said, in that voice that told you the stuff was going to hit the rotating oscillator.
"Hey mom," I answered, trying to sound as innocent as I could, while I was stepping into my room.
"Hold it young man!" She said, stepping into my room behind me. "Care to tell me where you were last night?"
"Geez mom! I'm eighteen. Can't I spend the night at a friend's house without getting interrogated?"
"Sure, you can, except the friend I expected you were with, called here, looking for you because you didn't answer your cell phone."
"Yeah, I sorta didn't. Sorry." I mumbled, realizing I hadn't even checked my phone for messages, when Jessica gave it back, when I had dressed.
"So where were you?"
"A friend's house."
"Who?"
"Does it matter?"
"Yes."
"Well, it was just a friend."
"I see. Couldn't have been Becky. Her parents wouldn't dare let you spend the night. So, where were you?" I took a deep breath and tried not to answer at all. She stepped into the room all the way, and closed the door behind her. "Were you with someone you weren't supposed to be with?" I looked at her, trying to hide the fear that suddenly welled up inside me while I tried to figure out what to do. Apparently, that was the wrong thing to do. But then, I was new at this kind of thing. She more quietly asked, "Billy, were you with your coach?"
"Sorta." I answered.
"How sorta?"
"I was just with her and a friend."
Mom walked over, pushed me back with two fingers in the middle ofm y chest until I had to sit on the edge of the bed. She sat down next to me and twisted to look at me, one leg tucked partly under her so she could face me. "Okay Honey. Time to come clean here."
"Look mom. I can't say anything or I'll get people in trouble. I don't wanna do that. So just let it drop, okay?"
"Who are you going to get in trouble? Your girl friends on the cheer team? Your coach?" she probed. "Both? I see. Honey, you need to tell me what happened."
"Mom. I'm not going to say anything that will get people I know in trouble. So let it go, please!?"
She leaned toward me and wrapped her arms around me and pulled me over against her until my head rested on her shoulder, my shoulder pressed between her big soft tits. "Alright. I promise. Nothing you say will leave this room. Now, start at the beginning. Tell me what happened last night."
She let me pull away and sit back up on the bed. She reached out for my hands and held both my hands and waited for me to talk. "The girls had a little initiation for me. You know how that works."
"I'm sure I can guess what kind."
"Yeah, probably. Anyway, the deal was, that they took turns making me lick their pussies while they rode on me, trying to make me come. Of course, they did, but then I had to guess who it was that was on me when I came. I was blindfolded, so I figured I could guess by who's shorts got wet between their legs. The problem was, none of the girls were, but coach was. So, I guessed it was her. I didn't guess right. She had a wet crotch for a totally different reason. Anyway, I have to wear one of their cheerleading skirts to practice Monday."
"Well, that could be embarrassing."
"No mom. JUST the skirt."
"Oh. I see. Well, still. How does that get to staying overnight with the coach?"
"It was part of the reason that I guessed wrong. She apparently had a dare with Malissa, the captain of the team. I guess she had a vibrating egg thing inside and Malissa could control it remotely, when to turn it on or off. She turned it on and left it on any time I was sitting next to coach. The dare or bet or whatever, was that she had to make me come inside her once for every orgasm that she had at the game. She came three times during the game, sitting right there next to me. So, after the game, she took me to the mat room so we could have sex. I came twice and made her come twice, but number three was going to be a problem. I was kinda worn out."
"I can imagine. That would have already been three times, right?"
"Yeah. Well, um more if you count what I did before. Anyway, she gave me an address to meet her at, and then we left different ways. When I got there, it was Jessica, I mean, Nurse Allen's house. She was only sorta dressed, waiting for Coach to show up. I guess they're sorta play partners. Anyway, coach showed up a little later and the three of us played, until I gave her that third one, and then they suggested that I stay overnight. I didn't see anything wrong with it, so I did."
"And of course, you had more sex with both of them?"
"Yeah. Look, mom. I like coach, and I like Jessica. I don't feel like they're taking advantage of me or anything like that. I don't want them going to jail because of what I chose to do. I know what they did is wrong, well, illegal, because they're in the same school as I am. If I wasn't, it would be different. But if I didn't want to do any of this, I could walk away any time. Coach told me it was my choice, I could handle it with the principal, or I could let her handle it. Even then, she wasn't going to force me to do anything. I mean, there were times when I didn't feel like I had much choice. The day she introduced me to the girls and I ended up with Malissa pulling my shorts down and showing the girls my junk. I mean, I sorta felt like I had to. And the shorts she had me wear. I know why she did, but at first it felt more like punishment than anything else. But now. It's not a big deal. I see the girls naked and they see me naked and it's all good. Last night. At Jessica's? I could have left any time I wanted. It was my choice to stay."
She silently nodded her head. "Alright. I understand. Now, you have to understand. There are laws for a reason. It's easy for a person in control to convince someone to do things they shouldn't, and think that it's their choice. I'm not saying that's what happened here, but you are inexperienced, sexually, and they have a responsibility to protect you, not exploit you. It almost sounds to me like she's taking advantage of your innocence, and the innocence of the girls on the cheer squad."
"I don't know how innocent they all are. I mean, Allie is, or was at least. We mutually decided to have sex. No one pushed us. But some of the girls are definitely into sex for the fun of it and are taking every opportunity to try and get me to want it with them. Hell, it's not all that hard. I mean, if you take your clothes off in front of me, I'm going to want it. I'm a guy, right?"
"It would seem by your description that maybe some of them are taking advantage of the situation. I'm not sure how comfortable I am with this arrangement. First it was just working with them at practice, and now, it's being part of the team, which I don't mind, but having to shower with them, and being involved sexually with the team members? There is a lot there going on, that most people would find unacceptable. I'm afraid that you're going to get caught in the middle on this."
"Mom. I've been the butt of jokes my whole high school life. To be included here feels really good. If it's because they like to have sex with me, is that a bad thing? I know now that Becky isn't doing that, and I don't think Allie is either. That's all that I'm worried about. The rest of the girls, if they wanna have sex just for fun, I don't really mind."
"You might somewhere down the road. If Becky is as serious as you say she is, then having multiple partners could become a stumbling block for your relationship."
"Yeah. I was worried about that too. But she isn't worried about the team, except for Allie. She says that's who her competition is. That's all that matters for me. I like both of them. If I had to choose, I don't know how I would. I mean, I care for both of them, but not the same way. You know what I mean?"
"I do. You're just going to have to let your heart decide. And it will, when it's ready. In the meantime, try to not let any of them take advantage of you."
"I won't mom."
"Good. I'll try to smooth things over with your dad when he gets home." She said, as she got up. She walked to the door and stopped. "Billy. I think you need to consider that there are girls in this world that will happily take advantage of an innocent boy, especially one that is above average sized, like you are. And those same girls aren't afraid of doing things, that could embarrass him later."
"Like what?"
"Taking pictures? Requesting you swap pictures? That kind of thing. Things that can be put on the internet. Once it's there, it never leaves."
"Okay. I'll be careful." She smiled and left. I flopped back on my bed and sighed. "Damn." I was supposed to go to Malissa's this morning, but I really was still tired. I texted her and asked if we could do it after lunch, which she agreed with. I stripped down and crawled into bed for some more sleep.
---o---




I wiped the sleep from my eyes and pushed out of bed. I woke up because I had to go pee. I opened the door to slip across the hall to the bathroom, but the door was closed. Damn! Sis was in there. I stepped to the door and could hear the water running. Well, we'd seen each other naked, well, a lot more than that. We'd had sex with each other, so going in and sharing the bathroom shouldn't be a big deal. I walked in and closed the door quietly. I lifted the seat and stood at the stool to pee, hoping the shower would drown out the sound of me peeing. As I stood there, I realized that sis was making little grunting sounds, that were just barely audible over the sound of the water. I finished peeing, but didn't flush right away, curiosity getting the better of me.
I stepped to the curtain and pulled it back a slight bit, only an inch or two, on the end away from the shower head. Through the slight gap I could see her creamy white butt pushing into and disappearing from view. There was also another sound. A very faint humming sound. I pulled the curtain further, spreading it enough to see her bare ass pushing toward the wall and then pulling away. It only took a moment to realize that there was something stuck on the wall, something about the size of a paper towel cardboard roll, but definitely different. It was flesh toned and looked like...oh shit. She had a dildo stuck to the wall and was fucking it! I stood there, watching her pump her ass toward the dildo, her ass gently slapping the wall, when she pushed far enough to drive it fully into her. On and off she slid, grunting with each plunge.
I pulled the curtain back further, looking now at her whole nude body, her big soft tits swinging wildly, with each stroke down the fake dick. She had one hand against the wall, and the other was between her legs. The soft humming I'd heard must be a small vibrator. I stood and watched her fucking herself, my dick getting harder by the second. I'd never seen her do this, or even known that she had. I just assumed she did it in the privacy of her bedroom, like I did. Slap-slap-slap, her ass banged against the shower wall. Her long hair hung down in long wet strands as the shower rained on her head each time she pulled away from the wall, the shower raining on her head and back, so that the water ran down her back and over her butt.
"Oh fuck." She moaned softly, as she pounded her butt harder against the wall. "God damn Billy. Make me come god damn it!" She swore quietly. "Make me come baby. Make me squirt! OHHHHHH DAMN!" She gasped, driving back onto the dildo and pushing her ass against the wall as she trembled and shuddered. She held herself there panting and shaking as she climaxed. I let go of the curtain and snuck out of the bathroom.
"Jesus, she was pretending to fuck me!" I said to myself, as I closed the door and walked to the bed. I flopped on the bed, my legs hanging over, and reached for my dick. I started to stroke it, thinking about how she looked fucking herself, thinking about letting myself come, before I got dressed to go to Malissa's.
The bedroom door opened, startling me. "SHIT!" I gasped, trying to cover myself with the only thing in reach, which was a pillow. Sis walked into the room with a towel around her body and one in her hand. She pushed the door closed.
"Did you have fun watching me?" She said, angrily, a scowl on her face.
"Huh? I didn't watch you."
"The fuck you didn't. You forgot to flush the toilet you little shit!"
"Hey, I wasn't the one with a dildo stuck on the wall, pretending to fuck my brother!" I snapped back.
"So, you did watch. I bet you watched me come too? That'd be about your speed you little perv. Now that you're fucking half the cheerleading team, you think you're big stuff, huh?"
"Hey, I never said I was!" I snapped back, getting up from the bed, holding the pillow over my hardon.
"You didn't have to. You didn't come home last night. Doesn't take a rocket scientist to know you were off fucking one or more of them."
"I spent the night at a friend's house!" I snapped, as I took a step closer, feeling my anger grow.
"Sure. What was her name?"
"Just a friend."
"Yeah. Tell me you weren't fucking one of the cheerleaders!"
"I wasn't." I snapped, stepping closer to her, no longer paying attention to what I was or wasn't covering.
"I don't believe you."
"I don't care what you believe. Now get out."
"I don't feel like it." She said, leaning back against the door.
I reached for her to try and move her and shove her out the door, dropping the pillow in the process. I left it on the floor and grabbed her arm with one hand, and tried to pull her away from the door. Somehow, I grabbed part of her towel and in moments, we were struggling, both of us naked. She was either more powerful than I expected, or more determined. She braced herself and pushed me back, pushing me all the way back until my legs hit the bed and I toppled backwards. I still had hold of her wrists and I ended up pulling her down on top of me.
"Oooof!" I grunted, as she landed hard on top of me, knocking the wind out of me for a moment.
"LET GO!" She said angrily, trying to pull her wrists from my grip as we struggled on the bed. I could feel her trying to climb up my body. "Fine! You wanna see my body! Here you go!" She said, sliding up far enough to push a tit into my face. "That what you want? To play with my tits? Or do you want more than that?" She slid up my body more, sliding her stomach up over my face and then pushing her pelvis into my face. I could feel her shaved mound slide over my face and then smell the scent of her freshly climaxed pussy, inches from my nose.
I stopped struggling and let go of her wrists. I intended to grab hold of her hips and push her up and back, but she used her advantage to change her angle and push her pussy into my face. "Here you go. That a close enough look?"
I froze in place, her pussy lips pressed to my chin and lips, her knees spread on either side of my head sitting on my upper arms, trapping them against the bed. I looked up at her defiant face and then did something she didn't expect. I stuck my tongue out and stroked up between her wet lips, driving the tip of my tongue deep enough to find her clit and flick across it. I didn't give her much time to react before stroking again, this time flicking back and forth across her still sensitive clit quickly.
"Oh shit." She gasped, but didn't move.
I continued to stroke her pussy with my tongue, at least, I did until the bedroom door opened and mom stepped in. "What the hell is going on up here! Lynn! What the hell are you doing!?"
"Nothing mom!" She answered breathlessly, as she pushed off my face.
"That doesn't look like nothing."
"He was spying on me in the shower."
"I wasn't. I was going to the bathroom. It's not my fault she was moaning that she wanted me to make her squirt."
"I didn't!" She said, blushing brightly, while she looked for the towel, she had come in wearing. She found it behind mom, but mom wasn't moving. Instead, mom bent over and picked up the large dildo that had slipped out of the other towel she had dropped.
"It would seem you were trying to do something."
"Can I have that back please?" She asked mom nicely.
"Not before you apologize to your brother."
"For what?"
"For sitting on his face!"
"But he was spying on me!"
"You act like you haven't ever had a boy see you naked before. We both know that isn't true. So, apologize."
She turned, still naked, to face me. "I'm sorry I sat on your face. But you deserved it for spying on me."
"That wasn't an apology." Mom said sharply.
"But he was spying on me!"
"I was just going to the bathroom. She was fucking that thing, pretending it was me. Begging me to make her squirt."
I could see mom trying hard to hide the smile that was sneaking out. She rubbed her face with one hand and then looked at the dildo in her hand. "It's big enough, but it isn't the same thing." She said softly. "Why do you think your brother can make you squirt? For that matter, why would you want him to do it to you?"
"He made you." Sis said quietly.
Mom looked at her in shock. "Who said he did?"
"No one. I heard you."
"That was, um, I was explaining something he asked about."
"Do you always explain to him, by letting him fuck you?"
Mom blushed brightly. "That, young lady, will get you into a lot of trouble."
"Not as much as if I tell Daddy, you've been fucking Billy!" sis said triumphantly.
"Lynn!"
"Maybe I ought to tell him that you and your friend came into the room and fucked me in the middle of the night the other day. I'm sure he'd be quite interested in hearing about that too." I said quickly.
"I did not!"
"You did. And you know it." I snapped back.
"I believe this is what they call a Mexican standoff." Mom said quietly. "We each hold a trump card, but we can't play it without someone else playing theirs. And no matter who plays first, all three of us will end up losing something. So, let's just put this down to none of us ever says anything about any of this, is that understood?"
"Yes mom," we both answered.
She held out the dildo to sis, who reached for it. "And if you want your brother to make you squirt, just make sure you do it where it doesn't make a mess, or else clean it up when you're done. Don't leave it for your father to find." She turned around and walked out, closing the door behind her.
"You listened to us?"
"Not on purpose. I heard through the door. It sounded like it was getting pretty intense. Did you really have sex with her until she came like that?"
"She was teaching me something about how girls make themselves climax."
"Sounded like she didn't just do that."
"No, I sorta replaced her dildo with my dick, and made her come."
"Yeah. I heard. So, um, uh, do you, um, do you want to go shower? I might even come in and help you wash your back."
"I might," I said, "if you leave that thing out here."
"I might," she said with a little tilt of her head, "as long as you don't mind if I use that one."
I got up and headed for the bedroom door. By the time I had the shower running and the water set to be pleasantly warm, Lynn was in the bathroom with the door closed behind us. I pushed the curtain back and stepped in with her following me.
"I was thinking I was going to have to stroke it or something, to get it hard, but I think you like the idea of fucking your sister." She whispered, as she reached for my hardon. She wrapped both hands around it and then pulled me toward the back of the shower. She leaned her butt and back against the wall and lifted one foot, reaching out and resting it on the soap dish built into the wall, spreading her legs somewhat for me. She pulled my dick toward her, aiming me for her pussy. "This what you wanted to feel when you were spying on me? Feel your cock sticking into your sister's hot pussy?" She whispered, as she rubbed my head against her wet lips. She pushed her butt off the wall, arching her back to keep her shoulders against the wall, thrusting her pelvis out toward me. It was all I could do, not to groan, as she forced her already wet pussy down my shaft, in one easy thrust. "Oohhhh yeah, I like this a lot better! Now, fuck me and don't forget to play with my titties. But don't you dare come in me, you little shit." She gasped, as I pushed my full length into her.
It didn't take any more coaxing. I reached for her breasts, cupping each one with a hand, not quite covering their full size. I squeezed and kneaded them, as I started to hump my hips to and fro, driving my long, fat, cock, in and out of her. She was so wet, and it felt so good, that it wasn't long before I started to wonder if I was going to be able to make her come, before I had to pull out. In and out I thrust, my engorged head stroking her soft hot insides, her tight tunnel caressing my head with each of those strokes. I shifted my hands to squeeze and twist her nipples with my fingers, the way Coach and Jessica had taught me the night before. In and out I thrust, driving hard, watching her face as her climax grew closer and closer. Her moans grew louder and she was soon covering her mouth with her own hands to muffle her cries of pleasure as I drove harder into her, making her whole body shake and tremble.
I let go of one of her tits and slid my hand down to her pussy, pushing one finger between her lips and finding her clit. "OH FUCK!" she gasped loudly, as my finger pressed against her hard nub and began to rub it in time with my strokes. "OH SHIT! YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME COME!" she practically screamed, as I drove hard into her, rubbing her clit, hoping she came soon, because I knew I sure as hell was going to damn soon myself. She reached down to my ass and pulled me toward her, pulling her butt off the wall with each stroke I made, her hands jamming us together with a loud hard slap. In and out I thrust, driving hard into her a she panted and grunted. "GOD I'M COMING!" she cried loudly, as her whole body started to shudder. She pulled me hard against her, driving me hard into her pussy and holding me there as her pussy clenched and squeezed around me.
"God sis, I'm gonna come." I groaned, as her milking pussy started to push me over the edge. I started to pull back, trying to pull my cock out of her, before I couldn't hold it back any longer.
"No! Not yet!" She gasped, as she pulled me back in, driving my dick hard into her again, my fat head banging against the end of her vaginal tunnel. I could feel her juices flowing down my legs as she held me against her, my cock driven as deeply into her as it could go.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted, as the tingle from the impact of my head went through my body. Her jerking me back into her, and the feeling of her squirting her cum down my legs, triggered my own climax. My body jerked hard against hers and my cock swelled with a huge gush of cum. I felt it flow into her as her pussy continued to squeeze around me. I moved my hand from between us and let my body press against her, trapping her against the wall as my cock surged shot after shot into her wet depths.
"Jesus," she panted, as we both gasped for breath, her tits rubbing up and down my chest. "Jesus Christ that was intense. Tell me you didn't come in me again!"
"Sorry. I tried to hold it back." I answered breathlessly.
"Yeah, yeah. I'm sure you did," she panted, as we leaned against the shower wall. She pushed me back, my mostly hard dick pulling from her. She forced her way past me to stand under the water and rinse herself. She frowned and then glared at me as she rubbed her fingers between her legs, scooping some of my leaking cum from between her lips. "Fuck, how am I supposed to go on a date, with your cum leaking from my pussy?" she said angrily.
"You held me inside. I tried to pull out." I said defensively.
She just frowned and then stepped out of the shower, leaving the water running and the shower curtain half open.
I rinsed off and then went to my room to get dressed and head over to Malissa's house.
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The discussion the next morning was more revealing than I'd expected, and cleared up a lot of questions I'd had about my wife's sudden change in attitude and behavior. I'd always known bits and pieces about Mandy's college roommate, and their college days, what I didn't know was that my wife's best friend in the world, at least during her college days was now dying, and working on her bucket list, which she'd apparently discussed at length with Mandy. That list included things she'd wished she'd done in her wilder, younger years. Such racy things, like trying to win a wet t-shirt contest, streaking, having sex with more than one man at once, having sex with her high school crush, and the list goes on. It seemed to me that most of the things she regretted doing, or at least the ones she and Mandy discussed, were sexual things, put aside by a more conservative lifestyle, the same kind of lifestyle Mandy had embraced for our entire married life.
"When I talked to her, it got me thinking. If I hadn't met you, what would I have done differently? To be honest, I haven't had sex with too many guys. I mean, I know you were more active than I was when we met, but part of the reason I fell in with you was how you treated me on that first date, and how you treated me when we had sex the first time. You made me feel like something really special, that how it felt for me was more important than you getting off. You're the only man that I ever done it with who was like that. Most of the guys I had sex with were more concerned with their end than mine. Was that the kind of husband I was destined to have? Was that the kind of husband most women had?"
"Why not just ask them?"
She laughed softly. "First thing I did. I asked my friends at a Mary Kay party. We were talking and comparing husbands. You know, how big, how good an orgasm, who finished first, that kind of thing. Only a couple thought their sex life was great, and a few even felt a little cheated after hearing about how you treat me in bed. I mean, you practically treat me like a queen in bed."
"I do?"
"Lover, for all practical purposes you worship my body with yours. I couldn't ask for a more tender, considerate lover. But maybe sometimes I take that for granted. What if I hadn't met you? What if I'd have settled for one of those other guys?"
"What do your friends say?"
"Most of them wish they'd have tried more partners, some even suggested trying you out, to see if you're really everything I bragged about."
"Oh boy. Just what I need."
"Actually, maybe it is. What man hasn't fantasized about having sex with more than one woman at a time? You seemed to enjoy Jen and I together, would you object to trying with someone else?"
I tried to look at her face, but with her head on my chest, I couldn't, and she wasn't helping. "Why?" I finally asked.
"Actually it's something a little crazy. Trish said she had sex with two guys at once, it was mind blowing. She'd never tried anything that wild and it was eye opening. I guess I'm curious now."
"You're telling me that having sex with Ron is just a warmup? "
She stroked my chest with her fingers. "I'll never go behind your back and do anything you don't want, but it'd mean a lot to me if we could try this once."
"I guess that's your way of saying, I'd better find a way to be comfortable with you having sex with Ron."
"It'd help. But if it doesn't work for you, I'll drop the whole idea."
"But you really want to try this. Why?"
"Trish said most of her regrets in life were not having experienced more sexual things. She even paid a strip club to let her dance on stage, going full nude. She said it was one of the most exhilarating things she'd ever done. It was exciting and terrifying at the same time. After riding that bull last night, I can imagine a little how it must feel."
"I don't see you doing that, lover. I mean, you won't even wear a bikini to the lake."
"I might, now."
"I'll believe it when I see it." I chuckled.
"You're changing the subject. We were talking about you having sex with two women at the same time."
"No, we were talking about you having sex with two guys at the same time, and keeping me busy with their wives."
"Amazing how you pieced that together."
"Let me guess: two of your friends who were more than just making noise when they suggested trying me out?"
"It seems like a win-win. Both would get to sample you for an evening, and they'd convince their husbands by letting them gang up on me."
"And there would be no way for me to protect you if they started to do what you didn't want."
"That's part of it. I'd be physically safe, but no, they'd be free to do whatever they wanted that didn't physically hurt me."
"And you want me to agree to this?"
"Eventually."
"You're already ready to do it with Ron, aren't you?"
"Well, actually, no. I was last night. If he'd asked me to do what you did, I would have and would probably have climaxed there too. But now, this morning, I still want to, but also I'm afraid to. I'm afraid it won't feel good, I'm afraid how it will make you feel, and I'm afraid that if I don't, I'll miss something I'll wish I tried later. Does that make sense?"
"It all sounds to me like you're pretty conflicted. There's nothing that says we have to do any of this."
"No, but I don't want to end up like Trish. She probably won't make it 'till Christmas, and there's a lot on her wish list she never did."
"Such as?"
"Scuba diving. She's always wanted to try that. And she wanted to be trained."
"In what?"
Mandy lifted her head and looked at me. "Not trained in something, trained by a group of someones."
"Huh?"
"Sometimes you are such a boy-scout! Having a train run on you is when a whole bunch of guys fuck you one after another."
"Oh. Tell me that isn't on your list!"
"For now, two is my limit," she said, resting her head back on my chest.
"Alright. Tell Ellie to set something up and you can do Ron."
She lifted her face and kissed my cheek. "You sure?"
"No. But like I've always done, I'm willing to try anything you ask me. But I draw the line at a train."
"Maybe the other?"
"We'll see how Ron goes."
"How about if I want you to take me to a nude beach?"
"One thing at a time. Besides, it's the middle of the winter. They're probably all closed."
She laid her head down and giggled as she slid her hand down my body. "Someone likes some of those ideas," she said, grasping my hard-on under the covers. "Maybe I should do something about this?" In moments, she had shifted herself and rolled on top of me. I reached up to her sexy tits and cupped them as she aimed my hard shaft at her pussy and slowly settled down it, her very wet pussy slipping easily down its full length.
"I think someone else was getting excited."
"Maybe a little," she agreed as she began to slide up and down my shaft. "Okay, maybe more than a little."
---o---
It was Tuesday before Ellie had things arranged, sending me a text to surprise Mandy by taking her to dinner where she'd taken me, and then bringing her to the house without telling her. I didn't know why, but I was sure Ellie knew what she was doing. I texted Mandy and told her I was taking her to dinner. When I got home she had changed from her work clothes to a little more sensual dress, this one an off the shoulder, dark blue dress that came down to the middle of her thighs, instead of her usual knee length skirts. I could tell she had thigh-high stockings on along with fairly tall high heels.
"Wow. You look stunning!"
"Thank you, kind sir. I thought if you were taking me to dinner, I should dress like I appreciate the thought."
"Well, that dress does that. I haven't seen you wear that in a long time."
"Well, maybe you'll see more of this kind of thing."
"I won't complain. Let me go change." I headed up the stairs, already peeling my tie off. I could hear her heels on the stairs behind me. She followed me to the bedroom and into it as I unbuttoned my dress shirt. She leaned against the door, watching me undress. I caught a glimpse of her pressing her skirt to her crotch with her hand a s I took off my slacks. Once I was down to my briefs she stepped over and stood in front of me, reaching for my hands and taking them in hers. "Do you remember why I stopped wearing this dress?"
"Not really."
"It was because you tried to do this while we were kissing," she whispered, taking my hands and pulling them up to her chest. She used my fingers to pull the top of the dress down and hook the material below her boobs. "I'm a little more saggy than I was back then, but surprisingly, it still fits, thanks to stretchy material."
"I think I remember that now," I whispered as I moved my hands to cup both soft boobs and gently massaged them.
"Good. Instead of getting upset, I probably should have just done something like this," she said, pushing my briefs down and grasping my quickly hardening dick. She stroked me with both hands, sliding them along my shaft as she leaned her face to mine. She kissed me wetly, sucking on my lips as she pulled me by my dick until her back was against the door. She broke the kiss, and with her lips still brushing against mine, whispered, "Lift one of my legs."
I moved one hand from her soft breast to her left leg. Feeling my fingers on it, she lifted it, allowing me to hook my hand under her knee and hold her leg up while she used her hands to pull me closer. I felt her wet pussy lips against my now-engorged head as she deftly worked me between her lips and settle me into the entrance to her depths. She arched her back, forcing my mushroom head to expand her entrance and force my head into her slightly. My body knew exactly what to do and my hips pushed toward her, forcing me into her hot, wet depths. "Oh, fuck yes." I groaned as I started sliding in and out, my body slapping her ass against the bedroom door with each stroke.
"Don't come in me. Tell me when you're close, okay lover?" she panted before pressing her lips back to mine.
We kissed each other eagerly as I pumped my hips, driving myself in and out. Her pussy grow wetter with each passing moment that I stroked into her hot depths. It only took a very few short minutes before I felt her pussy start to spasm around me, her climax starting to wash over her. She moaned into my mouth as we kissed, her pleasure growing quickly. I knew that I too was getting close to coming, but didn't want to interrupt her in the middle of her climax. "Shit, hon. I don't know how much longer I can hold back." I finally gasped, knowing I was going to unload inside her any second.
She abruptly pushed me back, even though her own orgasm hadn't fully faded yet. She squatted in front of me, grasping my pussy-juice-covered dick and engulfing it with her mouth. She used both hands, stroking and twisting at the same time, her mouth only moving a little on my shaft as her tongue teased under my head. She pulled her face off and looked up at me.
"Come for me, lover. Pump all that sweet cum in my mouth! You know you want to! I'm ready! Give it to me!" she said before leaning toward me with her open mouth. She used both hands to continue stroking me, her hands sliding and twisting, making sure her hand slid all the way over my head.
"Oh shit," I grunted, trying to not buck my hips as my body spasmed. I watched the first gush of cum lance out of my head and spurt straight into her mouth. She let me see the next few squirts of my cum sail into her mouth before leaning towards me and closing her lips around me to suck the remnants of my orgasm from me.
She stood up and smiled, letting me see she'd swallowed my load, something she had only done a few times in the past.
"How was that?"
"Great!" I panted.
"Good. Ron taught me that trick."
"I don't understand."
"If I'm not wearing panties, I can't have you filling me up, can I?"
"No, but that wasn't what I was asking. Maybe I should have, though."
"Why the dress, no panties, and the sex?"
"That's definitely the question."
"Well, I was thinking about it. I'm asking a lot from you, but what have I given you in exchange? What has been your most frequent comment over the years? That I've not wanted to wear this kind of sexy stuff anymore, not since the girls were born. I've not been what I was when we were married. With the girls and my career, well, I put that king of thing in hiding. Now I'm asking you to be much more adventurous. Asking you to allow me to do things that you might not feel comfortable with me doing. Jen said that if I wanted to do this kind of thing, I needed to do things for you in return. Well, this how I start it. I promise to be more sexy and flirty with you. I have a few of these kind of dresses in the closet. I can't wear them to work, obviously, but when we go out? Why not? Is it a reasonable trade?"
"I think it'll go a long way to making some of your suggestions more palatable."
"Good. Wanna tell me why dinner out tonight?"
"Nope."
She gave me a sexy little grin. "In that case, I'll just go along and enjoy whatever you have planned. And if it includes more sex, so much the better."
---o---
"Well, I never expected this. Is it a hint of some kind? That you wouldn't mind seeing me strut the stage?" Mandy asked as she stood at the floor-to-ceiling window, watching a slender, modest-chested woman, twirling around the pole, naked except for a minuscule thong covering her apparently shaved pussy.
"Not at all. This is where Ellie brought me on our date," I said as I pulled the chair out for her. She slipped her coat off and I hung it on the back of her chair. She moved to sit down in it as I slid it toward the table, in a carefully choreographed motion the two of us had years to refine. "I can't believe Trish did that! I don't think I could. Look at those men staring at her body, waiting for her to show everything. There it goes. Now what? Oh damn. Look at her pushing her pussy out at that guy. God, he must be enjoying that view!"
"What can I start you with?" a petite and totally topless waitress asked, drawing my wife's attention from the floor show.
"Oh my!" she exclaimed seeing the waitress for the first time.
"I'll have a Mich ultra. And my wife will have an amaretto sour."
"Be right back with those," she answered with a wide smile.
"She's half naked!" Mandy whispered after she'd walked away.
"Yep. One of her other tables must have shown a big tip." She looked at me curiously. "You lay a tip on the table. The bigger it is, the more she'll take off for you."
"You mean she'd even get naked?"
"That's the idea."
"Wow!"
"So, what do you think you want to eat?"
She looked at me and then down to the menu lying in front of her. "Oh. Yeah. I almost forgot this was a dinner date."
The waitress came back with the drinks and then waited patiently while we selected our meals. After the waitress left, my wife took a sip of her drink. "Is this part of your plan? Getting me tipsy so you can take advantage of me?"
I chuckled. "More likely the other way around."
"True. Tell me, what would you do if I walked down there and started taking off my clothes?"
"I'd be hard pressed to decide whether to stop you, or watch you."
She raised her eyebrows. "Oh? You wouldn't want to protect my honor?"
"Lover, if you want to get undressed in front of a bunch of strangers, go for it. This is probably the safest place to try it. No cameras, no men that might try and take advantage of your nakedness. The bouncer would see to that. I think you look spectacular, so if you really wanna show it off, once, I won't stop you. If it's more than once, we'd need to have a discussion."
"Fair enough answer." She nodded. She spent almost all of the time waiting for our food watching the strippers, not only on the floor but also the ones that moved to the line of private booths down below us, up against the wall that held up the windows. She seemed to be mesmerized by the young Asian woman giving the patron in the booth right below us a fully nude lap dance. Her concentration was broken by the waitress bringing our food.
"Miss, do you dance down there too?" Mandy asked before the waitress could leave our table.
She shrugged. "On occasion."
"What does it feel like? Doing that for a stranger?"
"Nothing much. I mean, it's just a way to make money."
"Does it leave you sexually excited?"
"It did at first. Not much now."
"What does your husband think of it?"
"He got used to it. The money is good, lots better than up here, but still, I try to stay up here, just so he doesn't have to think about other men fondling me while I'm doing lap dances."
"I think that's nice."
She smiled at my wife, reached down and pushed the front of her panties down, exposing her pussy to my wife for a moment. She let them snap back in place then turned and walked away.
"Why do you think she did that?"
"No clue. Ask her next time she comes back."
Mandy didn't ask. But then she was naked the next time she came. It didn't take long to figure which table had tipped her enough to lose the panties too. We were just fortunate enough to share in the view.
I didn't know what Ellie had in mind, but it was at least a very enjoyable dinner. As soon as we got to the car, Mandy was stripping off her coat and climbing onto me. It was a tight fit between the steering wheel and me, but I tilted the seat back as far as it would go, allowing her to lie on top of me, her lips pressed to mine for a long minute, before she gasped how excited she was.
"Fuck. I'm so turned on right now that I want to rip your pants off and fuck your brains out."
"Tempting, my love, " I answered, having already pushed her skirt up so I could play with her bare butt.
"But you're not going to?" she asked quizzically.
I smiled and kissed her again. "I'm thinking that Ellie has different plans."
"Ellie?"
"Yep. That's where we're going now that dinner is done. She didn't say we couldn't have sex here, but I think she has plans for you."
"Maybe both of us. Okay. I'll wait." She said in a slightly exasperated tone. "But I don't want to!"
---o---
Twenty minutes later we were standing at their front door. Ellie opened the door and invited us in, giving both of us full-body hugs. "Was dinner good?" she whispered to me.
"Remember how turned on we were?"
"Yeah."
"Well, we were more than ready to do it right in the parking lot."
"Good!" she said, taking our hands. "Ron is down in the basement, waiting."
Basement was almost a misnomer. The huge, two-story house was built on a hillside, so the south wall of the basement was exposed. The whole wall, one giant set of glass doors, that in warm weather could be opened to the patio, which contained a built-in pool and a built-in hot tub big enough for at least eight people.
The basement was a huge, open area with some storage rooms along the north wall and two bedrooms on the west wall. There were a number of sofas, overstuffed chairs, game tables, and a pool table which was where Ron was when we walked down the stairs. "Hey guys! Glad you could come!"
"Sure! Our pleasure!"
"Let me rack 'em back up," he said, setting the triangle on the table and starting to collect the balls. "You play pool?" he asked, looking at me."
"Not much," I admitted.
"Well this could be interesting, then." Ron grinned.
"What's that?"
"Strip pool!" He answered, looking toward Mandy. "Gonna enjoy taking her clothes off."
"Oh Ron. No! That's not fair. You're way to good for that." Ellie protested to her husband.
"No? You have a better idea?"
Ellie grinned a naughty little grin as she stepped up to me, wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together. "I do. How about Dare Me? " She asked as I let my arms slip around her waist and help hold us together as she pressed her thighs to mine.



Ron smiled knowingly while I asked, "How do we play that?"
"I dare your wife to do something. She has to do it. If she refuses, I get to give you a penalty that you HAVE to do. If she doesn't refuse the dare and does it herself, she gets to make the next dare. Each dare has to be at least as daring as the previous dare. We keep going until we run out of dares. Sound fun?"
"Sorta does."
"Good. Mandy, I dare you to French kiss my husband." Ellie dared Mandy without looking away from my face, almost as if she were watching to see my reaction.
"For how long? Like a minute or so?" Mandy asked.
"Uh uh. Until he has a hard-on. A really good one."
"How am I supposed to know that?"
"Use your imagination!" Ellie answered my wife with another of her naughty little grins, her eyes never leaving mine. She lowered her voice to barely a whisper. "We play this game sometimes with friends. It can get awfully hard to watch your wife doing things and not join in. But we need to wait our turn, or we'll spoil the game."
I looked past Ellie and saw Mandy looking a little nervous as she stepped up to Ron and wrapped both arms around his neck. She pulled them together and began kissing him, not unlike how we'd been kissing in the parking lot.
Ellie turned her head to look at my wife kissing her husband. "Damn, this is getting me really tuned on. I can't wait till our turn," Ellie whispered.
Mandy slipped one hand from where she'd had it behind his neck and moved it down to the front of his pants. She rubbed her hand up and down the bulge in his pants.
"I think he's hard now," she panted as she broke the long, erotic, kiss.
"See? Not a hard game. Now you get to dare me. It has to be at least as good as the last."
"Okay. I dare you to take your shirt off and then suck Jack dick."
"Oh really? Suck his dick bare chested? For how long?"
Mandy let go of Ron and moved back to me, leaned against both Ellie and me and used her fingers to turn my face toward her. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips and then whispered, "Until he comes all over your tits. You can thank me later, lover. I know you'd love to try this with her."
Mandy stepped back to watch while Ellie let go of me and stepped back. She quickly stripped her satin pullover blouse off, leaving herself in just a pair of shorts. She squatted down in front of me and grinned. "Just like in the parking lot, sweetie." She wrapped both hands around my shaft and began to stroke both hands along my shaft, sliding and twisting them like Mandy had shown me she learned from Ron. Now I knew where he got it from. Ellie's mouth moved with her hands, sliding on and off my engorged and now over-excited cock.
"Oh fuck," I groaned after only a very few short minutes. "God, I'm going to come already!"
"Good!" Ellie said as she pulled her mouth off my dick. "Now come for me. Come all over my sexy tits. Come on, baby. Do it for me. Let me see you squirting all over me. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To see your cum all over my tits? Well just wait, because I have something special in mind for Mandy's next dare."
"Oh damn. I've been holding this since dinner," I groaned moments before my body bucked. I watched shot after shot of cum lance out and splatter all over her tits. My body jerked with each new surge of cum squirting onto her tits. I stood there panting as she rubbed my head around her nipples to coax the last drops out of me.
"Okay Mandy. I dare you to lick your husband's cum off my tits while you finger my pussy."
"Oh goodness. Um. You really want me to do that? Lick his cum off you?" My wife answered with a surprised look on her face.
"Uh huh. And don't forget to play with me while you're doing it."
"Um. Okay, I guess. I suppose I'm supposed to ask how long I'm, supposed to do this?"
Ellie grinned as she stood up and pushed her shorts and tiny panties down and kicked them off her feet, leaving her completely naked. "Until you've licked all his cum off me and made me climax with your fingers." She said as she sat on the edge of the pool table and then lay down on hard green felt surface.
Mandy looked more than a little surprised. For moment, I thought she was going to say no. She looked over at me, opened and closed her mouth as if she wanted to say something, but then a little grin crept onto her face. "So be it. I know my next challenge for you, then."
Ellie raised her eyebrows and then smiled. "I think you're getting the idea of this game." She stripped her shorts off and then lifted herself to sit on the edge of the pool table. She pushed the balls out of the way and lay back on the green felt. Mandy climbed onto the table on her hands and knees and lowered her face to her friend's breasts.
I stood there next to Ron, my hand moving almost on its own to my now-soft dick, watching my wife kissing and licking my cum from another woman's boobs. It didn't take all that long before she had kissed and licked my cum away, leaving her free to tease and suck her nipples while she stroked Ellie's pussy with her fingers. As far as I knew, my wife had never done anything like this before, but the longer she worked on Ellie, the more at eas she seemed to grow, her licks and kisses moving up and down Ellie's body, from her nipples, down her stomach and even to some tentative kisses on her shaved mound. Ellie moaned softly as Mandy placed a few kisses on her pussy lips while her fingers continued to stroke her friends clit.
"Oh, fuck yes. That's it. Make me come, sweetie. Make me come for you! Ohhhh. Fuck here it comes!" Ellie squealed as her body started to tremble. I watched her climax at my wife's touch, something I never believed I'd see happen. Mandy straightened up and knelt on the table. She pulled her dress off and tossed it aside, leaving her in nothing but her stockings. "Okay Ellie, I dare you to lick my pussy while my husband fucks your pussy!"
"Seriously? Fuck yeah. You know I have to ask, for how long? "
"Until you make me come!" Mandy said as she crawled over Ellie's face. She looked over at me. "I know you want to, so here's your chance!"
I already had a hard-on again from watching her give Ellie an orgasm, the entire scene making me sooooo damn horny again. I didn't even pause to think twice, if I had, I'd have guessed what was going to come next. But at that moment I wasn't thinking that far. I helped Ellie and Mandy move themselves down the table toward one end until her butt was resting on the raised edge of the table. Ellie raised her legs and spread them for me, hooking her knees over my arms while I still had hold of her waist. Mandy, having knee-walked down the table with Ellie to keep her pussy over her face, leaned toward me and reached down between Ellie's legs to find my dick.
"You sure? There's no going back," I asked as she grasped my shaft and pulled it toward Ellie's pussy.
"I'm sure. I want you to do this. I want US to do this."
Ellie pulled my wife's pussy down to her face as Mandy stroked my engorged head up and down Ellie's wet slit. I felt my head nestle into the entrance to her vaginal depths and instinctively pushed toward her.
"Ohhhhhh. Fuck yes!" Ellie moaned loudly. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck my hot cunt!"
I started stroking, slowly at first, enjoying the different sensations of how she felt around me, mentally comparing how she felt with both my wife and Jen. My strokes increased in pace as my wife leaned towards me, one hand reaching behind my neck to pull our faces together.
"Kiss me. Show me how you love me in your kiss!" she whispered breathlessly as Ellie licked and slurped her pussy.
It had to be one hell of a view, not that I'd ever get to see it, Mandy being licked by Ellie while I fucked her pussy, Ellie playing with both of my wife's big tits while we leaned toward each other, kissing. I couldn't help but notice that my wife's kissing abilities seemed to have significantly improved. Instead of only a short dozen seconds or so, our kiss lasted minutes, long sensuous, erotic minutes, and it probably would have lasted longer if she hadn't had to pull her face away to gasp for breath as her climax washed over her. I continued to pump myself in and out of Ellie, not quite ready to end things after having already come only a few minutes before.
Mandy's whole body shook and trembled as she climaxed on Ellie's tongue, panting and gasping for breath from the intensity of her orgasm. "Fuck!" She panted as she forced Ellie to let her lift off her face.
"You can say that again, Fuck! Tell him not to stop." Ellie gasped from below my wife's pussy. "Oh god, your sweet husband's cock made me climax once already and a second is on the way. I dare you. I dare you to bend over the table to keep kissing your husband while mine fucks you from behind."
"For how long?" She asked dutifully, "As if I didn't already know the answer. "
"Until he fills your pussy and your husband fills mine."
I had to stop stroking while Mandy climbed off the table and then pressed her thighs to it. She leaned toward me and used one hand behind my neck to pull our faces together to start kissing me again. I caught a glimpse of Ron moving behind her, and while I couldn't see it, I had no doubt when he slid into her pussy. She always enjoyed my hard dick inside her after I'd made her come orally, and tonight didn't seem to be any different. She moaned loudly into my mouth as he pushed into her. The other thing I knew from experience was that she always came a second time if I fucked her after a first orgasm, and it was frequently harder than the first. I had no doubt that her choice of dares the two girls made were intended to end up something like this, though the kiss was an interesting twist.
It wasn't long before I'd unconsciously synchronized my strokes with Ron to be able to maintain the kiss. It also wasn't much longer before that second climax was upon her, the two of us trying to keep the kiss going while she came on his dick. But just because she came, that didn't mean Ron was stopping. He continued to thrust himself into her over and over, his strokes getting even harder. I was a bit surprised that he was able to last as long as he was, given this was his first one.
"Gonna come," I finally grunted moments before my body could hold back no longer. I didn't want to come yet, I wanted to keep stroking in her pussy longer, but my body demanded release. My body pumped shot after shot into Ellie's depths. My body jerking and spasming. Mandy broke the kiss and screamed out as a third climax hit her forcefully while Ron began unloading into her as well.
"Jesus!" Mandy gasped as she laid her head on Ellie's stomach, her whole body trembling and shuddering. "Where did that come from?"
"Told you. Ron never disappoints," Ellie panted. "Apparently neither does jack!"
Ron said, "Since we're all naked already, I dare you girls to come out to the hot tub with Jack and me and let you ride the other's husband."
"How long?" both girls asked in unison with a laugh.
"Until we beg you to stop!" he answered with a grin, looking at me. "You can handle another, can't you?"
I just nodded and then helped Ellie off the pool table while Ron took my wife's stockings off, all of us now fully naked. It was a chilly dash to the in-ground hot tub, but the water was plenty warm and we all sank into the water to our necks, me on one side of the tub with Ellie sitting on my lap facing me, and Ron and my wife on the other.
"No, don't look at them. Look at me," Ellie whispered, noticing I was looking past her. "Just know she's enjoying herself, and you enjoy yourself. Let the rest go."
"Alright," I said.
"Here. Pay attention to these," she said softly, lifting herself up to bring her breasts out of the water. She brushed her hard nipples across my lips, coaxing me to suck them. She was right. It was a lot easier to not think about what Mandy and Ron were doing if I was distracted with something equally pleasant. Ellie teased my dick with her hand until she'd gotten me hard enough to work into her pussy. She settled back down into the water to sit on my dick and then pressed her lips to mine. We were lost in the long, erotic embrace, Ellie slowly rocking her hips to slide me in and out of her pussy, when we heard Ron grunt loudly, clearly coming again, probably inside my wife.
"That wasn't fair," he panted. "I wanted to feel you come again."
"I didn't say I'd stop, not if you can get it up again."
"I'll try," he panted.
"Think you have another in you?" Ellie whispered. "I mean you're hard as hell but I'd like to finish number five with you coming."
"I probably will."
"Bet I can make you." She whispered, leaning her face close to mine, her cheek brushing mine as she slowly lifted and lowered herself on and off my hard shaft. "Close your eyes and picture me wearing that sexy button down dress you liked so much. That's it. Now imagine me on that stage, standing by the big silver pole, my fingers stroking up and down the front of the dress, stroking over my soft tits, teasing my nipples through the material. You watch me slowly begin to unbutton it, one button at a time, starting at the bottom. As I work the buttons apart, you see my pussy come into view, first just a few glimpses, and then longer looks until it's completely exposed to you, all shaved and wet. You can tell I'm so excited, wanting you, wishing you'd touch me, my pussy practically dripping for you. One button at a time, I expose myself not just to you, but to all the men watching. One button at a time, exposing more of my stomach and then my chest.
With all the buttons finally undone, I pull it apart a little at first, just showing you the valley between my breasts, and then more, finally letting you see my hard nipples, begging to be sucked and licked by you. You stare at my body as I slip the dress off my shoulders and spin slowly for you, wearing only a pair of stockings. God I can feel you getting fatter inside me. I can tell you like this. Would you like me to do this for you, for real? Get on that stage and strip just like that? Oh damn yes." She moaned as I squeeze her rock hard nipples.
"Can you see me naked, just wearing stockings as I walk to the edge of the stage and squat in front of you, my knees spread wide. I slip one hand between my legs and stroke my pussy, spreading my lips for you, letting you look right into my pussy as I tease one of my nipples. I want you. I want to feel your fingers on me, your tongue on me. I want to feel you make me come, right in front of everyone. I want them all to see me climax for you, so I sit down and scoot my bare ass closer to you, working myself right to the very edge of the stage. I lift my legs sticking them up in the air so you can see my fat pussy lips pushing between my thighs toward you. I lower my feet, curling my legs down and hooking my feet behind your shoulders. I use my feet to pull you closer, to pull your face closer to my waiting pussy. I reach between my legs again and stoke myself, spreading my juices around my lips. I want you to lean forward and lick me, kiss me. I want to feel your tongue dip between my lips, but you don't, you just smile and watch as I push one finger into my hot pussy. I stroke it slowly in and out, wishing it was your cock, wishing you'd climb up on the stage and push that fat engorged shaft deep into my hot wet pussy.. Your face is so close I can feel your breath on my pussy, making me want you even more.
"I know all the men are watching us, but we don't care, we're lost in each other's desire. Then I feel it, I feel your lips touch mine, your tongue slipping between my hot, wet lips, tasting me, searching for my excited clit. I moan for you as your tongue teases me. I want you. I want you to come on stage and fuck me, pull your dick out and fuck me, right there in front of everyone. I beg you to come on stage as your tongue teases me closer and closer to climax. Ohhhh! Fuck! I'm going to come. Come with me sweetie! Oh shit YES!" she screamed into the night as she felt my dick surging inside her, triggering her own climax. She held us together as she trembled, her pussy clenching around my surging cock. She pressed her lips to mine in a breathless, urgent kiss that lasted through both our climaxes, and then longer, not ending until we were both well past our orgasmic bliss.
"Damn," I panted as she broke the kiss.
"I had a hunch that would do it," she panted. "And it did, for both of us."
"Yeah. It was one hell of a mental image. I wish it could be true, but I doubt they'd allow it."
"I doubt it too, but it is an interesting thought. If I did it, you'd have come on stage to fuck me for real, though. Think you could do that?"
"I don't know," I answered, wondering for a moment if I could really do it or not.
"Still. Nice thought." She whispered.
"It is." I agreed.
"Oh fuck, yes!" I heard Mandy gasp on the other side of the hot tub as she started to climax again. "Ohhhh god baby. Fuck me! Take me and fuck me!"
"Uh huh!" I heard Ron grunt as he too began to come.
We sat silently as they finished and then we traded back wives, spending long minutes making out with our spouses before Ellie suggested we call it a night. We all dashed into the house and dried each other off. Mandy and I dressed and we all said goodbye.
"You know," Mandy said while I drove us home, "that I came that last time imagining myself on that stage, naked, being fucked by you."
"You did?"
"Uh huh. I heard what she was describing, how she was stripping for you and teasing you. It was a pretty strong thought. Not sure I could do it, but it was a pleasurable thought."
"Sounded like it made you come pretty hard."
"It did. Almost as hard as when Ron came in me the first time."
"So, I guess you enjoyed this?"
"I did. I was really worried about how you were going to deal with it, but Ella found a way to make all four of us involved together the first time. It seems like it made it easier for you."
"Yeah. It sorta did." I agreed.
We got home, showered and climbed in bed naked. We cuddled and went to sleep without any additional sex.
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"Seriously? He let you?" I heard Jen from the kitchen as I walked up the basement stairs.
"He did. I was a little surprised too. He took me to dinner at a strip club and then to Ellie's house. We played some game called 'dare you' where Ellie and I took turns daring each other to do things," Mandy told Jen. I stood in the stairwell and listened to her describe what had gone on during the game, and afterwards. It was pretty evident from her description that she had very much enjoyed the entire experience. "That last climax I had on Ron was so hard! God, I was so excited listening to Ellie describe stripping for Jack! Shit, I was so turned on listening to that, that I think I'd have let Bob stick it in me!" She said as she ended her description.
"Damn! Don't let Bob hear you say that, or he will. Shit, I wish I could get Jack to fuck me again. Bob's just being an ass and pretending he doesn't want to have sex with me because I hurt his feelings."
"What an asshole. I'm sorry he's being that way. I kind of feel guilty, like I helped that happen. Hey, I know. I have Jack getting out the air mattresses and inflating them to make sure they're good if we need them for when the girls come home for Christmas. He's down in the basement if you want, you can go down and help him."
"And by help him, you do mean..."
"If you want to. I have to run to the store, so you have about an hour, if you want it."
"Hell yes," I heard her answer from where I'd stopped on the stairs. I quietly retreated back down to the basement. I returned to where I'd set up the air mattresses and pretended to be messing around with the valve on one. She was trying to be silent, but I could still hear her sneaking down the stairs. No amount of stealth could bypass the creak that the fourth and tenth stair treads always make.
I acted surprised and interested as a pair of lacy panties flew past me and landed on the mattress. I reached for them without looking back. "Mmmmm. I think my wife is trying to tell me something." I lifted the panties to my face and sniffed them. "I think she wants something. Maybe I'll let her have her fun." I stood up, not turning around, and pulled my shirt off. My pants and briefs went next. Leaving me in nothing but my socks. I crawled onto the air bed and rolled onto my back, closing my eyes. I laid the panties on my face over my eyes and spread my legs and arms, and then waited.
I maintained the charade as she crawled onto the bed. "Hey, lover. I'm all yours. Do with me what you will!" I said softly as I felt the bed move and then a hand close around my half-hard dick. "Oh yesss. I love it when you suck on me. I wish you'd do it more, especially now that you've learned those new tricks from Ron." I felt her lips close around my head and begin to suck and tease me. My cock grew in her mouth and hand quickly, soon growing to my full proportions. I wanted to stroke her head and encourage her, but I held myself back and lay waiting for her next move. I knew it was coming when her mouth left my hard-on. She moved on the bed, rolled me side to side as she shifted on the squishy air bed. I felt her trying to straddle me and helped her by moving my spread legs together. There was no mistaking the feeling of her pussy lips as she worked my engorged head along her wet slit. "Oh yeah. Sit on me, sweetie. Let me feel you ride me."
She nestled my head into her opening and settled down on me. "Oh fuck," she moaned softly. I pretended not to hear, but moved my hands to her thighs as she began sliding up and down my dick. I slid my hands up to her breasts and cupped both, squeezing them in time with her up and down motion.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she gasped breathlessly after she'd been riding me for a good five minutes. Her wetness announced how quickly she was growing toward climax, which didn't surprise me if Bob had been denying her like she had said. I let her have her way, letting her ride herself toward climax at the pace she chose.
"You're so turned on, lover. I can feel how wet you are. Come for me. Let me feel your hot pussy come around me."
"Uh huh," she grunted.
"Oh yeah. Come for me and then make me come. I wanna fill your hot pussy with my cum." The panties slipped off my face so I could see her naked body bouncing on my lap. Up and down she moved, bouncing us on the mattress, her moans and gasps attesting to her growing orgasm.
"Oh god! Gonna come!" Jen suddenly cried out as she slammed down on me. I felt her pussy clench and spasm around my shaft as she came, her juices leaking around my shaft as she continued to sit on me.
I waited until her climax just started to ease and then decided it was time to give her what she really needed. I took my hands from her tits and slid them to her back, pulling her toward me as her pussy continued to clench and spasm around my shaft. I rolled us over and held myself over her on my hands and knees. I started to thrust into her, driving myself in and out of her sopping wet, still spasming pussy. My strokes were long at first, enjoying the feeling of her pussy clenching around me. I drove into her as she cried out in pleasure, her climax pushed to new heights with the added sensations. I didn't want her to lose it before I could come, so I stroked faster, pushing my coming climax closer and closer.
"This what you want to feel?" I grunted as I let my body go, the first spasmodic jerk driving me deep into her and unloading a massive gush of cum into her. Time and again I jerked and added to the load filling her pussy. I held myself over her, looking down at her as she panted for breath.
"Oh fuck," I heard another female voice gasp behind me. I jerked my head to see the newcomer, Veronica, the neighbor from behind us. She had her stretch pants pulled down to her thighs, revealing her considerable mat of brown curls. Her shirt was pushed up, exposing her big, 45ish year old breasts. I watched as she leaned against the wall, her eyes closed, her body trembling as she continued to stroke her own pussy with her fingers. She opened her eyes and froze in place as saw me looking at her. With a sudden squeak of surprise, she tried to run up the stairs while trying to pull her pants up, her big tits wildly bouncing as she disappeared up the stairs.
Jen and I laughed for a moment. "You knew it was me the whole time, didn't you?" She asked as we became serious again.
"Yeah."
"And you pretended it was her, why?"
"Just to be playful." I said with a shrug.
"Does this mean you'll be playful every time I come over?" She asked hopefully.
"That depends on Mandy. But I heard her tell you to come see me while she was gone, so I if she wants to keep this to just couples, she's not doing a very good job of it."
"I know what Ronnie is going to want now." She giggled. "I know if I was in her shoes I would."
"Veronica? I didn't expect her to show up."
"I don't think she expected to find what she did either. But I think she liked what she saw."
"That seemed apparent. I should probably go explain to her."
"I'd like to hear that one. 'I was fucking my neighbor because her husband is being a jerk.' Should explain everything."
"Yeah. Maybe it wouldn't." I said as my softening dick slipped out of her. I rolled off her and she rolled back on top of me. She kissed me softly. "Thanks for the fuck, sweetie. But I better get home."
"Sure." I watched her dress and blow me a kiss before running up the stairs. I got myself dressed and headed up the stairs to continue with my Saturday chores.
---o---
"Daddy! I'm home!" I heard Samantha, our youngest daughter, call from the upstairs hallway almost a week later. At only 23, she was getting close to graduating college, the last of our three to do so. We'd see all of them home at Christmas, but only Sam would be home for thanksgiving with school being closed for the whole week. I stopped working and headed up the stairs from my office to greet her. meeting her at the top of the stairs. It never stopped amazing me how much she looked like her mother when we first met. I let her slip into my arms for her customary hug, my arms going around her to hug her back. In mid hug I realized we weren't alone.
"Oh, hi!" The young lady behind her said awkwardly when she saw me looking at her.
"Oh yeah. Daddy, this is Sally. She's a friend from school. She didn't have anywhere to go over break, so I brought her home. You don't mind, do you?"
"Of course not, sweetie. Any friend of yours." I uncoupled myself from the hug and held out a hand.
"Hi mister Young. I'm Sally Wu."
"Hi. Well, um, we're all adults here, just call me Jack."
"If you say so. Thanks for having me."
"Not a problem. Sam, why don't you show her the upstairs guest room?"
"I was kind of thinking the one downstairs. That way she has her own bathroom."
"Alright with me. Come on, Sally. I'll show you to your room." I took her bag down to the guest room next to my office, Sally following behind me, but not really saying much. She thanked me and I left the room, closing the door behind me so she'd have privacy if she wanted it, and headed back to my office. I only had about another hour before I could knock off for the long weekend. It'd be nice to have Sam home for the thanksgiving break.
I finished work and headed up to start dinner, it being my turn to cook. I usually did on days I didn't go into the office. I was busy getting the pork chops ready to go into the oven when I heard Sally behind me.
"Um, Jack, where would I find a glass?"
"Ah, Sally, thirsty? Glasses are in the cabinet up there and there's water in the fridge door. If you want soda, there's a variety in the garage fridge, out through that door."
"Thanks!" she answered with a smile. She walked to the cabinet I indicated and stood on her tiptoes to reach up into the cabinet for one of the smaller glasses. The incredibly short skirt she had on pulled up enough for me to see the round bottoms of both cheeks. There was enough bare skin that I wondered if she even had underwear at all on. I shook my head at the thought. Not that she might not, but that I even thought about it! She set the glass down and walked to the garage door. She came back moments later with a can of soda.
"Ice is in the fridge door too," I said, anticipating her next question. She took the glass to the fridge and bent over to look at the control. Her skirt pulled up her cheeks again, this time even further, exposing a considerable amount of creamy, bare butt cheek. I stared in shock as she stayed bent, her mostly bare butt pointed my direction, as she pressed the glass against the lever. I'd met a lot of our daughter's friends over the years, but Sally seemed to be a bit on the slutty side in her clothing choice. I stood there trying not to have the thoughts that were racing into my mind as I was as I watched her completely bare pussy push between her thighs toward me as she watched the ice clink from the spout into the glass.
She had to know what she was showing, but what I didn't understand was why. She stayed bent over more than long enough for her to be sure I'd seen what she was showing, not that I had any intention of doing ANYTHING about it, not with my daughter's friends! But god damn that twenty something year old pussy looked awfully enticing. By the time her glass was filled with ice, my dick was bulging my pants out obscenely and I was forced to try to hide the offensive bulge before she turned and saw her friends dad perving on her.
"I'm home!" I heard my wife call from the garage door while Sally was leaning against the kitchen counter, her ass and pussy clearly in view as she slowly poured the soda from the can into her glass.
"Hey lover!" I called back, turning back to the counter to finish putting the pork chops in the pan.
By the time Mandy walked in from the garage to the kitchen Sally had straightened up so her exposure was covered again. So much for it NOT being intentional, I thought to myself.
"Oh, hello!" Mandy said as she stopped, looking sally up and down, taking in the pink micro-skirt and bare midriff top as Sally turned to face my wife with her soda glass in her hand.
"Um, this is Sally Wu. One of Sam's friends. I guess she's staying with us over break." I said, hoping that neither of them noticed the all too obvious bulge in my pants.
"Oh? Well, I suppose we can handle one more. Sally is it? I'm Mandy, Sam's mother."
"It's nice to meet you Mrs. Young," she answered cheerfully as she stepped toward Mandy with her hand held out. "I was just getting a drink."
"I see. Well, enjoy the drink." Mandy said to Sally before looking at me. "I think I'll go change."
"Sure, dinner in about thirty minutes," I said as she headed to the stairs. I had no doubt that Sam was about to get paid a visit by mom over her friend's attire. I was pretty sure that Mandy had seen the bulge in my pants and, being a smart woman, knew exactly what had been happening. I wasn't going to bring it up, I was going to play innocent and pretend I hadn't even noticed, and hope it all faded away.
---o---
Saturday morning was like most. It was when we did most of our weekly chores. In the summer, that meant yard work as well as house cleaning, laundry, and grocery shopping. November had ended most outdoors chores for the year, so it made sense for me to help with other chores. Mandy sorted the clothes and started the first load, and then headed to the grocery store. That was, of course, after we'd slept in and enjoyed some quiet time. Mandy asked me to clean the bathrooms and keep the laundry going while she took care of shopping, which I happily agreed to. With the first load of laundry already going, I changed into a pair of shorts, knowing that scrubbing the showers to my wife's standards was often a rather wet task. I set to work on our bathroom first, doing the large, jetted tub and the sinks first, leaving the huge walk-in shower and the floor for last. My wife's version of clean was quite a bit more stringent than mine, but I did my best to meet her standards. Half an hour later I declared our bathroom done and headed to the downstairs bathroom next, the middle one currently occupied by Sam.
I had the downstairs bathroom almost completely cleaned and was standing in the shower, rinsing the walls with the hand sprayer when she walked in.
"Hey, sexy!" Jennifer said as she stood in the doorway behind me.
I spun around startled, trying not to rain water all over my freshly cleaned bathroom. "Jen!"
"Didn't mean to startle you. I thought I'd catch Mandy before she left to go shopping, but I guess I caught you instead."
"Uh. Yeah. Just cleaning."
"I was hoping to get her to pick up a few things for me and save me a trip, but maybe I'll just borrow a cup of cum instead? "
I rolled my eyes and turned back to the wall to finish rinsing the soap suds off. "You're horrible, you know that?"
"Actually, I think I'm horny. So how about a quickie?"
"Really?"
"Yep," she answered as she stepped into the tub behind me. I felt her slip her hands around me and press her bare tits to my bare back. "Glad I didn't wear much this morning," She whispered in my ear as she pushed my shorts down. My shorts slid down my legs, dropping in the water around my ankles.
"After last week? You want to get caught again? You don't think word will get back to Bob?" I asked, trying to ignore her hands grasping my hard-on.
"I'm not sure he'd care," she answered as I turned off the water and hung the spray head back in place. I disengaged her hands from my dick and coaxed her out of the tub so I could get out. I had to step out of my soaking wet shorts to step out of the tub, leaving me as naked as she was. She grasped my fat cock and grinned as she pulled me out of the bathroom, into the family room. She pulled me to the arm of the sofa, sat on it and then let herself fall backwards, ending up with the sofa arm holding her butt up while her back lay on the cushions. With her legs stuck high in the air and spread wide, I had a perfect access to her pussy. What guy would refuse that offer? I stepped closer and knelt down, lowering my face to her spread sex.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned loudly as I licked up her slit, tasting her tangy juices and flicking across her hard clit. I loved making Mandy come that way, spending a long time tasting and teasing her pussy to orgasm before following it up with a good fucking. Jen wanted a quickie, and Mandy would be home from the store soon as well, so I didn't spend nearly as long on her as I would have liked. I licked her slit for several minutes before I stood up. She looked at me eager to feel my dick pushing into her. I pushed my head down against her and slid it along her now wet lips and across her clit. "Oh god. Don't tease. Give it to me!"
"If that's what you want." I pushed my head down further, pressing it into the entrance to her depths.
"Ohhhhhhh. Fuck yes!" she moaned as I pushed myself slowly into her. I'd only fucked Mandy in this position a few times, and learned that I could not only stroke into her but I could tease her clit with my thumb at the same time. Each stroke drove my engorged head hard along her vaginal wall, which seemed to really push her to a hard climax. I started stroking in and out, driving my engorged head deep into her with each thrust, letting my head slide across that part of her vagina that always drove my wife crazy. I pressed my thumb against her clit and began to rub it in circles in time with my long, powerful strokes.
"Oh fuck!" Jen gasped as I drove into her over and over. "Oh god yes! Make me come!" she began to moan loudly, over and over as I drove hard into her. I could feel the unusual position pushing my own climax up as I looked down at her completely exposed body, her nipples rigid and her legs spread wide. "FUCK! I'm going to come!" she squealed.
I plunged in harder, pushing us both toward climax. "Do it!" I grunted. "Take me with you!"
"FUCK YES!" she cried as her body tensed. Her body suddenly fountained a steam of her juices high into the air, raining down on me as I continued to jam my rock-hard cock fully into her. I heard a moan and looked at the partly open door of the guest room only thirty feet or so away. Sally was standing there, completely naked, one hand between her legs and the other squeezing one of her tits. Her eyes were locked on my dick sliding in and out of Jen. I saw her whole body shake as Jen fountained another gush of juices out at me, this time splattering all over my face and chest.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted as my body suddenly going into overload as the sight of Sally coming. My body jerked hard and began to pump a gush of cum deep into Jen.
"DADDY! What the fuck?!" I heard from the stairs as my body pumped another gush of cum into Jen.
I jerked around and saw Sam standing on the stairs, her body wrapped in a towel, staring at me. "Shit!" I grunted in shock before my brain started to process what my daughter must be thinking at that moment. I saw her turn and run up the stairs, holding the towel around her body. Without thinking, I pulled my dick from Jen just as my body sent a third shot out, laying it across Jen's pussy and nude body. I froze, looking at the streamer of cum laying on Jen, just standing there, as my body spurted four more weaker shots onto her pussy and body. I looked back toward the guest room and saw Sally, standing there, staring at me as well. Or, more correctly, her staring at my spurting dick while I stared at her bare, young body, her hand now moved so I could see her shaved pussy.
"What was that about?" Jen gasped breathlessly, unable to see the guest room door or stairs from her position.
"Um, I forgot Sam came home yesterday," I panted. "I better go talk to her," I said as Sally pushed the door to the room silently closed.



"Maybe you better clean up first. Fuck, you made me come hard. I mean really hard! Didn't mean to come all over you like that. I mean, shit, I almost never come like that. Actually, I think you're the only one that has made me."
"Yeah. Sorry." I said as I stood there, panting, trying to figure out what I should be doing, my body still half under control of the flood of hormones from my climax.
She chuckled and rolled off the sofa. "Don't apologize for that!" she said, getting up and stepping against me. She pressed her cum-covered body against mine as she leaned her face to mine. She kissed me and then pulled me to the basement bathroom. Turning on the water in my freshly cleaned shower, she pulled me into the tub with her to help rinse both of us off.
"There. Now go talk to her!" she said, pushing me out of the tub. "Sorry," she said as I picked up my shorts, realizing I had nothing at all to wear.
After grabbing another pair of shorts from my dresser, I walked to Sam's bedroom door just down from mine and my wife's. "Hey sweetie. Can I come in?" I asked through the bedroom door.
"NO!" she snapped.
"I think we need to talk."
"About what, you cheating on mom?"
At that, I opened the door and walked in without her permission. She was sitting on her bed, looking every bit like the towel, was all she had on, as she sat cross-legged, hugging a stuffed animal. It was clear she had been crying. "No, not about me cheating on mom. But yes, about what I was doing."
"Cheating on mom!" she said sharply as I closed the door behind me.
"No. Your mom knows I was having sex with Jen. It was her idea."
"Mom?! No fucking way!"
I sat down on her bed and looked at her. "Yes, way. See, your mom has sorta had a life changing moment because of her roommate from college. Like a late midlife crisis. She's decided that she wants to try some more, um, experimental things in our relationship. Jen and I have had sex several times as part of that."
"I don't believe you. Mom wouldn't do that!"
"Do what?"
"Want you to have sex with the neighbor!"
"Well, she does. And also with another couple. We've both had sex with other people, and from what I can tell, she has plans to expand that to have sex with multiple men at the same time. She seems to think that she's missed something by limiting her sex life so she wants to experience some wilder things."
"MOM?! No way!"
"Yes way. I won't say I'm completely comfortable with all this, but I love her and if she wants to try some things, well, I'll let her as much as I can."
"But dad! Having sex with the neighbor?"
"I'm not going to give you all the details. If you want, you can ask your mom about it What I will tell you is that we got naked with the neighbors to try and help their relationship. It didn't turn out the way I think their relationship counselor wanted. But it also opened the door to having sex with Jen and your mom in front of Bob. It's a long story. I'm sorry honey, I sort of forgot you were home, otherwise I would've told her no."
"And mom's really good with you fucking her best friend?"
"Yeah, she is. I'm sorry you had to see that. I should have been more discreet." I said as I sat down on the bed next to her and wrapped an arm around her shoulders to pull her against me. As she leaned over to me, I wrapped my other arm around her to hug her to me in an awkward sideways hug. But it seemed to have the effect I wanted, calming her down.
"Yeah you should have" She whispered after a few more seconds. "I don't think I can unsee what I saw down there."
"I'm sorry. Probably pretty disgusting to see your dad having sex."
"It was a bit shocking to see, yeah. God, I can't believe mom is really okay with you doing that. Sharing you like that."
"What your mom and I share is much more than just the physical act of having sex. Making love is more than just screwing, and I've had to learn to separate the two, otherwise I'd never be able to handle her having sex with other men."
"And she has?"
"Uh huh. Just one so far, but she's talking about more."
"Why? She doesn't think you're enough any more?"
"No. it's not that. She thinks she's missed something by not trying a bunch of stuff. You should probably talk to her about it though."
"Damn, dad. I don't know what to say."
"Well, I just wanted you to know that I wasn't cheating," I said as I let go of her and got up.
"Dad?" she asked softly, as I started for the door.
I turned back to her. "Yeah honey?"
"That was real down there? She wasn't faking that?"
"Jen? No, she wasn't faking. Why?"
"It's just, I've never seen anyone come like that. I mean like she did. Did you like it?"
I chuckled and felt myself blush a little bit. "It's a bit messy, but to me it means I gave her a massively good orgasm."
"Does mom do that?"
I looked at her for a few seconds, trying to figure if I should even answer. "Yeah, sometimes."
"For you?"
"She did, once," I said as I turned for the door again.
"Hey dad?"
"Honey, if you have any more questions I think you should ask your mom. Sharing details of how your mom has sex is getting a bit uncomfortable."
"More uncomfortable than telling me that mom is fucking around on you with other guys?"
"Actually, if you hadn't seen what I was doing, I never would have brought it up. Yes, the whole thing is embarrassing."
She looked at me for a few moments. "Yeah. I can see that." She unfolded her legs and pushed herself to the edge of the bed. She slid off, her towel sliding up her thighs. She spread her legs for a moment as she put her feet on the floor, giving me a, hopefully, unintentional glimpse of her bare crotch as she stood up. The Towel slid quickly down her body to end up on the floor as she walked to me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together for a hug, her bare tits pressing against my bare chest. I tried not to think about what I was feeling as I hugged her back, my hands stroking her bare back gently, intentionally keeping my hands well above her waist. I could feel my dick starting to harden at the impure thoughts I had running through my mind at that moment. I was sure that as the seconds ticked by, she would soon feel my dick poking out my shorts toward her, if she hadn't already, but she held the hug with no sign of letting go.
"I'm sorry, daddy. I shouldn't have intruded in your and mom's personal stuff." She whispered as she lay her head on my shoulder, her arms still holding us together. I could feel her pull herself more tightly against me, her hard nipples poking into my chest. I felt her shift and then felt her bare thighs pressing against mine so that my growing dick was bulging my shorts against her stomach just above her mound. She lifted her face from my shoulder and moved it in front of mine. We stood there, staring into each other's eyes for long seconds before she tilted her head slightly and moved her face to mine, tentatively brushing her lips against mine as she closed her eyes. I stood there, kissing her softly, not pushing the issue, but not drawing away either. Her soft kiss began to grow more erotic as the seconds passed, her lips sucking mine and her tongue teasing into my mouth. She finally broke the kiss, but didn't move her face far from mine. Breathlessly she asked, "Can you make any woman climax like that?"
I moved my hands to her hips and gently pushed her back from me. I tried not to, knowing I shouldn't, but at that moment I was unable to help myself. I looked up and down her body slowly, feeling her hands slide from my back around to my hips as she stepped back slightly to give me a better look at her sexy young body. She looked so much like her mother did at that age, which didn't help.
I shifted my gaze and I looked into her eyes. "Honey, I don't think this kind of hug is appropriate. And if you're even thinking what I think you're thinking, that's even more inappropriate. Okay?"
"Sure daddy," she whispered as she stepped back further. She bit her lower lip lightly and stood there, letting me look at her fully naked body. Her breasts were large and firm, each sporting a large, round, pink areola, each sexy mound topped with a large, rigid nipple. Her body was firm and trim, her slender waist flaring out to her full, rounded hips. Her long legs joined with a slight gap where I could see her inner labia sticking down tantalizingly. Her mound had a small patch of curls shaved into a triangle. "I'm not a virgin, daddy, but that doesn't mean I've ever had an orgasm strong enough to make me do that."
"Honey, if I even thought about doing what you're thinking, your mom would cut my balls off!"
She giggled. "She would be upset, wouldn't she?"
"That's the understatement of the year," I agreed before leaning toward her, kissing her forehead and then heading out her door.
---o---
The next few days were a bit awkward. I felt like both my daughter and her friend Sally were going out of their way to flirt with me whenever Mandy wasn't looking. I knew my wife had a long talk with her daughter, though what that included, I wasn't told, even when I asked.
Thursday morning, Thanksgiving day, Alyssa and Suzanne, the older two of our daughters, showed up with their significant others. Alyssa and Evan announced their engagement and the oldest, Suzanne, and her husband Daniel announcing the impending birth of a daughter by displaying the undeniable baby bump.
I'd thought that their arrival would put a damper on the flirting, which it did for Thanksgiving day and that evening, but that seemed to be the only respite I was getting, both girls picking up the subtle teasing again Friday morning. Alissa and Suzanne both picked up on Sam's flirtations almost immediately, each of them taking her aside when they thought I wouldn't notice. Sally was slightly more subtle than Sam, but no less sexual. Her, I sort of understood, after her watching me have sex with Jen. But Sam was more of a problem. Mandy acted completely indifferent to what her daughters had caught onto in only a few hours. I didn't know what to think. There was no way I was going to give Sam what she appeared to want! It just wasn't going to happen. That didn't stop Sam from flashing her pussy and her boobs at me every chance she had.
Saturday morning we said goodbye to my older daughters, who headed home. They'd be back in only a few weeks for Christmas. With our older girls headed home, it was time to set to work on the mountain of leaves the trees and bushes had been dropping the last few weeks. It took me a good hour to get the power rake, an overgrown vacuum cleaner you walked behind, up and running. It was an easy way to deal with the leaves. Suck 'em up, munch 'em up, dump 'em. It might have been cold out, but the job was still dusty, dirty work. By the time I was done late in the afternoon, I felt like I had leaf dust in every nook and cranny of my body.
Since Mandy and the girls had gone shopping at the post-holiday sales around town, I stripped off my disgustingly dirty clothes in the garage, making a pile on the cold concrete. Having the house to myself, I just stripped down completely in the garage, not wanting to track the dust and leaf snibbles into the house. Getting undressed in the garage, which could open at any moment with Mandy's return, was slightly stimulating, leaving me with a half-hard dick. I chuckled to myself at the thought that if the girls decided to return at this moment, they'd get one hell of a view. The thought took me all the way to actually grabbing my dick and stroking it a few moments, aiming at the door as if the girls were sitting in the car watching me. After a few moments, I shook my head, let go of my dick and headed into the house. I padded naked across the kitchen, up the stairs and into the master bathroom. The hot water felt good as I leaned against the wall and let the water cascade over my head and down my back.
"Mmmmm. Finally!" I heard over the sound of the water as a pair of hands slipped around me and wrapped around my partly-hard dick.
"SHIT!" I gasped, not expecting anyone to be home, let alone in my bathroom. I turned under the water, not sure who to expect. "Veronica?!" I asked in shock as I looked at the back neighbor woman her standing there in her underwear, which was slowly getting wet and turning translucent.
"Surprise! After seeing you having sex that day, I just couldn't get the thought of you naked out of my mind."
"Shit, you scared the crap out of me."
"Sorry. I saw you get done working out in the yard and knew you'd want a shower. I used Greg's telescope to watch and see if you came in here. Once you did, well, I thought I'd take a chance."
"You did. The girls are gone shopping and could be home any moment."
"I doubt it. The stores are jammed. But if you're worried, then we ought to hurry up, right?"
"You really expect me to have sex with you? Here? Now?"
She began to strip off her now soggy bra, dropping it on the shower floor. "Yep. Greg's been bugging me to agree to have sex with you so Mandy will let him fuck her," she said as she peeled her panties off and dropped them as well. "So, should we?"
"And Greg?"
She smiled. "I don't plan on letting him have sex with Mandy, if that's what you're asking. He's way too eager."
"You aren't?"
"I wasn't, until I saw you having sex with Jennifer. She seemed to be really enjoying herself, so I thought, why not? So, should we?"
"Will it matter if I say no?"
"Maybe, but I'll just be back again." she whispered. Veronica wasn't a bad looking woman for forty-five. She had a nice, large pair of breasts, even a little larger than my wife's 36d's. Otherwise her body was well toned and firm.
"If you want it then maybe I should give it to you." I pushed her into a corner and lifted one of her legs. She grinned at me as she reached between us for my dick. "God damn. No, it wouldn't matter if you said no," she whispered as she pulled me closer to her. I let her guide my dick to her pussy and then pushed my head into her. "Oh my god, yes. I knew it was big when I saw you fucking Jennifer, but I didn't expect it to feel this good."
"Glad you approve."
"Trust me, I more than approve, and I'll approve even more if you make me climax like she did!"
I started to work myself deeper into her in short little strokes, drawing gasps and moans.
"Shit! Greg isn't this fat or this long. God damn, Mandy is one lucky woman!"
"I'm glad you think so," I heard Mandy say from behind me.
"Oh shit!" Veronica gasped. "Mandy!?"
I stood frozen, not looking behind me. "Hey hon. Good shopping trip?"
"Oh yeah. It was really productive," I heard her say as she stepped into the big shower stall. The water turned off, leaving me wondering what she was going to do. "Couldn't find a more comfortable place to do this? Or just in a rush?"
"Well, um, I kinda thought we needed to get done before you found out," Veronica said meekly as I let her lower her leg.
"Well, now that the cat's out of the bag, why don't we find a more comfortable place to continue this?"
"Continue?" Veronica asked. "You're not going to make us stop?"
"Honey, you went to all the trouble to get this far, of course I won't. But I am going to join you. Unless you think you can't please both of us at the same time?"
"Um. I've never, I mean, well, I don't know."
I felt my arm being pulled. I stepped back and let my wife pull me away and out of the bathroom. She pulled me to the bed and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled me to into an embrace, her body already naked except for her stockings, which she'd learned I enjoyed her leaving on sometimes.
"I think I better go," Veronica said as she started dressing.
"You sure? All it'll cost you is pleasuring me while you get pleasured by him. Not a bad deal, is it?"
"No, but I've never done anything with another woman. I'm not sure I'm ready for that."
"Your loss. Now that he's all warmed up, I guess I'm going to have to take care of him."
"Sure. Talk to you later," Veronica said as she slipped out of the room, leaving the door standing open.
"Well, now what do we do?" she asked with a grin.
"I think we do what you suggested. Let me close the door," I suggested as she started pulling me onto the bed.
"Why? Those two have been flashing you all week. Maybe we ought to let them see just what real fucking looks like!"
"I think they already did, that's what started it all: them catching me with Jen."
"So I heard. You made her squirt all over you. Poor Sam thought you were cheating on me."
"Yeah. Jen was pretty turned on."
"Well, now so am I. So how about you give me what you were giving Veronica."
I turned her and pushed her back not the bed, crawling on top of her and worked my dick into her. "Something like this?" I asked as I forced my already pussy slickened dick into her depths.
"Oh yes! Just like that!" she moaned as I forced my engorged shaft deep into her. I held myself over her and started sliding in and out, drawing gasps and moans with each stroke. "God, yes. I love it when you fuck me like this."
With her legs pulled up and back, I had full access to drive hard into her, jamming my cock deep in with each stroke.
"Is this a private party? Or can I join in?" Sally asked as she walked into the room naked.
"Why not? You've been asking my husband for it all week," Mandy moaned.
With a huge grin, Sally climbed her petite, Asian body onto the bed, moving to put her pussy over my wife's face. I was surprised. I'd seen her do a little with another woman, Ellie in particular, but she made no complaint at all as Sally pushed her pussy into her face. "Oooooooo! That's it Mrs. Young. Lick me!"
"Mmmph," she replied, her response muffled by the pussy pressed to her mouth.
I stroked in and out of my wife, pushing her body closer and closer to climax with each stroke. My face was almost bumping into Sally's sexy little boobs as I stroked hard into my wife's pussy. The longer I stroked, the more Sally coaxed me to lick and tease her nipples. I was getting seriously excited, working hard to hold back from coming too soon as I kept driving hard in and out of my wife. It seemed the pussy Mandy was licking was pulling her closer to climax every bit as much as my dick was pushed her. I heard her moans grow suddenly louder and felt her pussy start to spasm and clench around me as her climax began to overtake her. She gasped something into Sally's pussy as her body shuddered and trembled, her pussy gushing a surprising amount of her juices out around me, soaking the bed below us.
I was almost ready to come when Sally lifted herself off my wife's face, stood on the bed and then knelt down again, this time facing away from me, her ass pushing against my body, forcing my engorged cock out of my wife. She arched her back down, tilting her pelvis and exposing her pussy to me as she pressed her tits to Mandy's. I watched as she lowered her face to my wife's and then touched their lips together.
"Oh damn!" I whispered as I looked at Sally kissing my wife eagerly, and my wife returning the kisses with equal fervor. My dick was rubbing against the crack of Sally's ass, so there wasn't much left to do. I leaned back just a little more and pushed my cock down. I slid easily into Sally's tight pussy, drawing a moan muffled by my wife's mouth. I started stroking, knowing I wasn't going to last long. In and out, I drove, forcing both of our bodies closer and closer to climax. My wife lifted her legs around Sally and bent them, digging her heels into my butt to help pull me into Sally with each stroke. I could feel Sally shuddering and trembling slightly as her climax began to take over her young body. Her already tight pussy grew even tighter as I pushed in and out, trying to hold back as long as I could. I realized as I pumped my dick in and out of her, that I hadn't bothered to find out if she was on any kind of birth control. I tried to pull back, to pull out of Sally's pussy before it was too late, but my wife's heels dug in harder, pulling me back in, either not realizing why I was pulling away, or wanting me to unload in Sally. Finally I couldn't hold it at bay any longer. With a jerk, I drove hard into Sally and began to unload deep in her young body, shot after shot pumping into her hot pussy. I heard her gasp and thought I felt her pussy clench even tighter around my surging dick.



"Fuck fuck fuck!" Sally cried as she pulled her face from Mandy's and pushed herself up off my wife's chest. "Oh fuck yes! Keep going, please keep going! Don't stop. Please please don't stop!" she begged.
I did my best to start stroking again. It took a few strokes to get a rhythm, and to my surprise my dick only softened a little. Within a couple minutes I was hard as a rock again, thrusting in and out of her hot wetness, my cum squeezing out of her pussy to drip on my wife's pussy.
"Fuck yes! That's it! Fuck my hot little cunt with your fat dick!"
"That's it, honey. Fuck her! Fuck her tight little pussy until she comes again! Show her what a man-sized cock can do!"
"Oh god," I groaned as I heard my wife encouraging me.
"Fuck yes! God Damn! I'm commmmiiiing!" Sally cried out as I felt her tight pussy spasm around me. Yeah, she was coming for sure this time.
I slowed and stopped stroking. Pulling from her, I pushed my cock's h ead down until it slipped between my wife's lips.
"Oh yeah!" my wife moaned. She shifted her legs, pushing Sally back up her body, her feet lifting her butt up off the bed so I could work into her again. Try as we might, it just didn't work. Sally was in the way. Mandy used her feet to push me back from between her legs and then awkwardly rolled the two of them over, ending up lying on top of Sally as she moved onto her hands and knees. She pushed me back with her ass until I had to step off the bed. She pushed herself back and reached between us for my cock while I stood next to the bed. She rubbed me between her lips a moment and then pushed her hips down, sliding down my shaft. It only took a moment for her to start driving her pussy up and down my shaft as she held herself on her hands and knees, her ass moving up and down to force herself off and then back onto my hard cock. I reached up her body and grabbed her tits, squeezing them and her erect nipples while Sally shifted her legs to lift her butt off the bed. Sally lifted her pussy toward my wife's face and stuffed her cum-leaking pussy right to my wife's mouth.
"Holy shit," I whispered to myself as I watched her licking my cum from Sally's pussy, all the while lifting and lowering her hips to drive her pussy up and down my still-hard dick.
"Yes! Fuck yes! Here it comes lover!" Mandy cried after only a couple minutes of her pumping her ass up and down, driving me into her as I stood next to the bed. Sally dropped her ass to the bed again as my wife began to shudder and tremble. I felt her body squeezing my dick as her motions became uncoordinated, her strokes more erratic. I could see her face in the mirror over her dresser, a look of pleasure and contentment on it as her climax washed over her and then began to fade. Panting, she pulled off my dick and rolled onto her back on the bed next to Sally. I took the hand she held out to me and let her pull me toward her, crawling onto the bed on my hands and knees. She continued to pull my one hand until I had crawled up her body. Far enough for her to wrap her arms and legs around me and pull me down onto her. "God I love you!" she whispered breathlessly before kissing me.
"I love you too!" I answered as we broke the kiss more than a minute later.
"I don't know what it is, but for some reason, sex has been so much better lately. So much more intense. Don't you think so?"
"Oh yeah, It has that."
"Good. Now, I think I'd better go start dinner and you'd better go finish that shower."
"Yes ma'am!" I acknowledged with a mock salute, which earned me a playful punch on the shoulder. I climbed off of her and held a hand out to help her up, her other hand finding my still-hard dick for a quick squeeze. Mandy pulled on her semi-sheer satin robe while I headed back to the shower.
"You'd better go get showered, too." I heard her say to Sally as I stepped into the bathroom. You don't want Sam smelling my husband's cum all over you, do you?"
"No ma'am," Sally answered a jokingly as I had. A few moments later she was walking into the shower with me. I spent several minutes washing Sally all over while she washed me. Last to be done was my hair, which was still full of dust and dirt. I let Sally push me under the water and then put soap on my head. Her hands started to rub while her body pressed against mine. I could feel her tits rubbing my chest as she rubbed her hands in my hair. I couldn't see why, but for a moment she pulled her body way and her hands from my soapy head. In a few moments I felt her hands find mine and move them to her hips before pressing her body against mine again, this time pushing me back with her soft body until I was under the spray again. She reached for my head and continue, rubbing my hair and rinsing it gently. I grinned to myself as I felt her shift her body to allow my again hard dick between her legs. With soap still in my hair and face so I couldn't see her, I felt her begin to slide her hips along my hardon, gently stroking it with her hot pussy lips as she rinsed the suds from my hair.
"Still want more?" I asked as she rinsed the last of the soap from my hair and used her hands to wipe the water from my face. I rocked my hips in time with hers, my hands still gripping her waist, holding. I felt her lean closer to me, rubbing her hard nipples back and forth across my chest as he continue to stroke my face to remove any residual soap. When her hands moved from my face and slid down to my ass, I opened my eyes and looked down at her with a smile. A smile that only lasted a moment. "Shit! Samantha!" I gasped, seeing my own daughter's face in front of me. "What are you doing?!"
"Same thing Sally did!"
"No way! You can't be in here! You're my daughter!" I said, pushing her hips back so my dick wasn't between her legs any longer.
"You and mom fucked Sally!"
"Sally isn't you!"
"So? I just want a little of what she got."
"Not a chance! Now go!" I said, pushing her out of the walk-in shower. I shook my head as I gave her bare ass a hard, angry, smack, making her cry out in surprise. She looked back at me with a sexy smile while she stopped and rubbed the red handprint I'd left. She turned back to the door and walked practically ran out with Sally next to her, their asses wiggling with each step.
I was still shaking my head to myself as I dried off. I couldn't believe she had tried to have sex with me. After I pulled on jeans and a shirt, I headed down to the kitchen. Mandy was standing at the counter, cutting something up. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pressed myself against her. "Honey, yYou had a talk with our daughter, didn't you?"
"Uh huh. Why?" She asked, twisting herelf partly in my arms to be able to see my face.
"I think you need to have another one with her. One about what's appropriate for her to do with her father. She just walked into the shower with me."
"And that's a problem?"
"She was naked!"
"That's usually how you take a shower."
"Honey, she didn't want a shower." I said quietly.
"I see. So, she wanted to taste what you willingly gave her girlfriend?"
"Okay, I had, we had, sex with her friend. So?"
She set the knife down and turned in my arms. She smiled as she lifted her hands to my face and then kissed me softly. "Not her friend, her girlfriend." I looked at her, confused. "If you you'd have walked by her room in the night, you'd have heard what I did. I'm sure she's just trying to figure things out and doesn't know how to tell you."
"Tell me what?"
She frowned. "Your daughter plays both sides of the fence, and is still trying to work out which she prefers."
"Oh. And Sally is her... girlfriend! Now I get it. But if Sally is a lesbian, why have sex with me?"
"Not all lesbians like just other women. Sometimes they enjoy a man as well. It's called being bisexual."
"Yeah, I know what a bisexual is, but why would Sam be attracted to that kind of a woman?"
"You know, I'm learning that there's something interesting in the touch of a woman as well as a man, and maybe she enjoys the touch of both at the same time." She said before turned in my arms again to go back to cutting.
"So what should I do?"
"I honestly don't know," she said softly. "I'm having enough trouble figuring myself out at the moment."
"Surely you don't think I should give her what she wants?"
"If I were her, I'd want you to. I'm not sure how you say no without hurting her feelings, especially after how Sally joined us. I'm not saying you should, or shouldn't. Right now is not the time to ask me, not after what we just did and how I'm feeling inside. Now go do something else while I finish making dinner!"
I let go of her waist and headed to the family room to turn on the tv, not at all sure what to do about my daughter.
---o---
I couldn't believe how little both girls wore to dinner. It was more than obvious their intention was to tease and entice me. What did surprise me was Mandy letting her robe fall apart enough to expose both her tits, not to tease me, but apparently also Sally. How did I know? Because the two of them couldn't seem to keep their eyes off each other all meal long. I never would have thought Mandy would be attracted to another woman, but there she was, clearly getting turned on again by the sight of Sally's young body and exposed nipples. Mandy's nipples had grown every bit as hard as Sally's were, and I could smell the distinct scent of arousal as she sat on the hard kitchen chair only a few feet from me. Yeah, my wife was definitely turned on by Sally.
I finished cleaning up the dishes and headed down to the family room to join my wife. She still wore nothing but that little semi-sheer robe, and had some kind of romance-type show on, greatest bachelor or some such drivel. It really didn't interest me at all, but she wanted to snuggle, so we did. Fortunately she let me change to a decent movie after that ended. She and I were snuggled on the sofa, enjoying the action movie when Sally walked in, completely naked. She walked to a spot in front of us, between us and the TV, turned her back to us and then bent over.
"Shit," Mandy whispered as Sally bent far enough to push her sexy pussy out at us between her thighs, her lips glistening with moisture and looking oh so inviting.
Sally, staying bent over, pulled two big pillows that were on the floor, over in front of her and arranged them on the floor. Straightening and turning to face us, she gave the two of us a crooked little grin and then sat on the floor in front of the pillows. She laid herself back on the pillows, settling her feet near her butt and then pushed her knees wide apart to expose her pussy. She looked at the two of us seductively as she licked a torpedo shaped silver vibrator, that I had somehow managed not to see in her hand before this. We stared as she licked and the sucked the vibrator as if it were a real dick, stroking it in and out of her mouth while she watches us watch her. It didn't last long before she turned the vibrating action on and reached it down between her legs. She began to rub the tip of the device around her clearly wet pussy lips, closing her eyes and moaning softy as she slipped the device slowly into her pussy.
I caught motion out of the corner of my eye and looked away briefly, looking to the stairs, seeing Sam slowly moving down the last few steps, every bit as naked as her friend. She cleared the stairs and then very slowly, step by step, moved toward Sally, giving both of us a chance to see her nude body. She walked over and sat on the sofa on the other side of her mom, her eyes still glued to her friends nude form. A soft moan drew our attention back to Sally, now sliding the vibrator slowly in and out of her pussy, pulling it all the way out every so often to tease it across her clit. In and out, she teased it, slowly pushing herself toward climax. We watched her body flush pink as her orgasm started to wash over her, the vibrator held to her clit as she arched her back. As her climax started to wash over her, she pushed the toy deep inside herself as the slight shudders of her legs turned into whole body trembles and shakes.
The three of us sat in silence, staring at her as her climax slowly passed and her body stilled. She opened her eyes to look at us, actually, looking intently at Mandy as she pulled the vibrator from her pussy. She slowly rolled onto her knees and began crawling the dozen feet or so toward us, her eyes never leaving wife. She smiled seductively as she stopped crawling, now right in front of Mandy, who was sitting with her right shoulder pressed into my left side, her head on my shoulder and both her legs bent with her feet on the sofa. Sally reached a hand to my wife's bare, right knee, stroking it with her fingers and allowing that stroking to move up her thigh until her fingers were sliding under the hem of the robe. My wife and I both stared at Sally as she stroked her fingers back to her knee and then gently applied pressure, pushing it up, coaxing my reluctant wife to spread her knees so that her right knee was sticking in the air, her legs spread. Sally glanced at Sam, sitting almost against my wife's feet, and then leaned herself toward my wife's leg.
Sally slowly leaned her face down and kissed the inside of my wife's left knee, and then slowly, very slowly, began kissing her way up the inside of her left thigh. Each kiss drew her closer and closer to my wife's pussy. I could see Mandy's chest moving more as she breathed deeply in anticipation. I watched Sally slowly work her kisses closer, pushing the bottom of the robe out of the way to expose my wife's pussy to her lips.
"Oh my," Mandy breathed, squeezing my arm tightly as the first kisses touched her soft lips. We both watched Sally lick and tease my wife, coaxing her to shift her butt more toward the edge of the sofa so her legs were spread wider. Sally licked and kissed Mandys wet pussy lips for several minutes, Mandy squeezing my arm and moaning as Sally pushed her closer and closer to climax. I glanced past her to Sam, now sitting with her legs spread, her fingers slowly stroking her own pussy as she watched her friend teasing my wife. I heard the hum of the vibrator start and watched Sally tease it along my wife's right thigh, vibrating the soft skin as she moved it slowly toward my wife's pussy. "Oh god," Mandy groaned as Sally slipped the vibrating toy slowly into my wife's vagina. She closed her eyes and stifled another moan as Sally licked and flicked her clit while slowly pushing the vibrator deep in and out of my wife.
I was sure that Sally was going to make my wife climax right then, but to my surprise, Sally suddenly lifted her face from my wife's crotch and stood. The vibrator slowly slipping out of my wife of it's own accord while Sally reached for her hands. Mandy took the offered hands and allowed Sally to pull her up from the sofa, and then over to the pillows on the floor. Mandy allowed Sally to coax her to sit on the floor and then be rolled onto her back. I had no idea what to expect, as Sally stepped over to retrieve the vibrator and then back to where Mandy lay on her back, partly propped up by the pillows. Sally stepped over her, lowering herself to her knees with her pussy in front of my wife's face. Sally slipped the vibrator back into my wife while she lowered her wet pussy to my wife's face.
"Fuck," I whispered as I watched Sally working the vibrator in and out of my wife's vagina and my wife licking Sally's wet pussy.
While I watched, and got more and more turned on, Sam rolled toward me and began to rub the massive bulge in my pants as she laid her head on my stomach. I stared at my wife, unable to see her face, but watching Sally lower her face down and start licking her clit while she continued to push the vibrating toy in and out.
Sam started to undo my fly, trying to work my dick from my jeans and briefs. She struggled, trying to work my pants down under my butt. With some effort, and no real help from me, she got them pulled down far enough to expose my whole dick. She wrapped one hand around my shaft and started to stroke me while we watched her girlfriend and my wife pleasure each other, the muffled moans growing from both of them. Sam moved her head on my lap, sliding it closer to my crotch, stroking my dick inches from her face. With nothing else to do with my hands, I rested one on her head and the other on her side. My fingers seemed to move on their own, slowly stroking her soft skin where my hand lay, and then slowly moving around her chest until I was cupping and stroking one of her soft breasts.
Encouraged by my stroking, she brought my dick closer to her face until she could slip my engorged head into her mouth. "Oh fuck!" I gasped as her hot mouth enveloped my head and shocked me back to reality. I wanted to pull my dick from her mouth, I wanted to admonish her that this was wrong in so many ways, but instead I stat there, frozen, staring, as she continued to stroke my cock, her soft hand moving along the whole length of my shaft, only my head in her mouth keeping her from stroking her hand over it as well. I sat there, torn between watching my wife and Sally, and watching my daughter stroke my shaft as she sucked and licked my engorged head. My body finally over rode my brain, and as she stroked me, I started rocking my hips, slowly pushing my dick in and out of her mouth. I was incredibly excited from watching Sally and Mandy, and Sam's attentions were pushing me ever closer to the point of no return. I wanted to make her stop, and at the same time I didn't want her to stop. In the end all I could do was to groan a warning to her. "Honey, you're going to make me come."
She thankfully, and disappointingly, she pulled other mouth off my dick before I could unload in her. She pushed herself up off my lap, and then before I could react, she swiveled her body around swinging her leg over my lap. She sat down on me, her tits in my face and her soft hot pussy pressed against my rock hard shaft. She cupped one of her breasts and pressed her nipple to my mouth. "Come on, daddy. Suck my hard little nipple!"
"Oh honey. I want to, but this is so wrong. "
"Sure you can. Just let it happen. Let me feel your lips on my nipples like mom does."
"How do you know how I do it to your mom."
"I've watched, daddy. You guys don't always have the bedroom door closed as good as you think. I've seen you two fucking in the night. I've seen mom bouncing on your dick while you suck her tits. I want to feel you do that to me. I want to feel you sucking my nipples while I ride your big hard cock."
"Honey, we can't!" I protested, trying my best to get my head back where it belongs instead of in the fog of sex. I moved my hands to her hips to push her off my lap, but she just held her weight against me, still trying to sit on me as I pushed her back, sliding her wet pussy along my dick until it slipped from between us and she was sitting on my legs, looking at me in disappointment.
She nodded and then whispered, "Alright daddy. Let me at least finish what I started?"
"You want to jerk me off?"
She nodded and slipped off my legs. She pushed my knees apart and knelt between my legs, reaching for my dick with both her hands and her mouth. "Oh damn, sweetie," I moaned as she began to suck and stroke my dick. I looked past her to my wife lying on the floor panting, Sally lying next to her on her back such that I could see her whole naked body. Sally's fingers slowly stroked her own body while Sam sucked and stroked my rigid cock, raising my impending orgasm back to life. I couldn't seem hold myself from rocking my hips, my body growing closer and closer to coming. I warned her again, her hands working faster in response.
Just as I was about to come, Sam suddenly stood up, pulling her mouth off my dick. She turned around to face away from me, grasped my dick again and then tried to sit on me before I could stop her. She missed her pussy entrance as my hips thrust up uncontrollably, pushing up into her and squirting the first gush of cum into the wrong hole. She gasped in surprise, lifted again and sat down, this time driving her vagina down on my pussy as my hips bucked up again, unloading another massive shot of cum. She forced herself down on my shaft as my body jerked and pumped cum up into her as my body unloaded shot after shot.



I sat panting, looking at her naked back and her as on my lap, my dick buried deep in her young pussy. She began to lift and lower herself, her already sopping wet pussy even wetter with my cum. I didn't bother to stop her, the damage already long done. Up and down she move, my dick staying surprisingly hard as she pumped her ass up and down, driving me hard into her pussy with each new plunge. Her moans grew louder and Sally got up and stood in front of her, reaching down to tease both of Sam's tits.
"OH FUCK!" Sam cried as she slammed herself down my shaft. I could feel her squeezing and spasming around me as she started to climax. She sat on my lap, her pussy squeezing me as she shuddered and trembled. Sally knelt down and sucked one of Sam's nipples into her mouth, the added sensations prolonging the climax Sam was experiencing. I sat there, looking at Mandy, unsure what she was thinking as Sam's climax slowly began to fade. "Ohhhh god damn yes. Sooo fucking good. You were right, hon. It did feel incredible. Even better than Bruce."
"I know, right? So worth it!" Sally answered as she knelt in front of Sam, toying with her tits. She leaned her face to Sam's and the two kissed for several seconds before she pulled away.
"I don't get it sweetie. Why?" I gasped as both our body's began to recover from the climax.
"Sal said it was incredible. I wanted to feel it."
"But hon, it was wrong."
"More wrong than you fucking the shit out of mom's best friend? Or more wrong than fucking my girlfriend? I'm just another pussy."
"No, you're my daughter! You can't do that! It's not only wrong, but if someone found out, I could be arrested!"
She lifted off of me, turned around and climbed onto my lap. She leaned her face to mine and kissed me. "Daddy, I'm no virgin, but you're only the third guy to get in there. Not every girl that goes off to college is looking for dicks to fuck."
"Other than Bruce?"
She laughed. "Bruce is our double-ended dildo. If we'd have brought it, we'd let you watch us use it."
"I don't think I need that."
"But I bet it'd make you sooooo horny. Might even have to join in. I wouldn't complain if you did."
"I'm not sure I could."
"I'd be willing to bet you would. Now that we've done it once, what's the difference? We can do it more, right?"
"Oh Jesus," I groaned. I looked at Mandy who just lay there, looking at me with a silly little grin.
"I think you girls broke him." Mandy said as she sat up and crawled over to the sofa. "But he's right. This is going to have to be our little secret. No one. And I do mean no one, not even your sisters, can know what you did today.
"Alright mama." Sam whispered. "Our secret."
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I've seen my wife be determined, confused, unsure, demure, playful and the list goes on. I've watched her sit down and read a novel for hours on end, without coming up for air, so to speak, but never have I seen her sit down to read a book, and read the same page over and over for what seemed like hours. To say she was in a state of confused flux, or even extreme preoccupation, would be the best description I could put to her. When she invited Rachel over to the house, she clearly intended the visit by the sex therapist, to figure out what MY problem was, and to FIX it. She never expected that it would turn out; that an event that happened to HER, before we even met, would be the crux of our problem. I was more than a little amazed, at how quickly the therapist had zeroed in on a relationship issue that had been simmering and growing for years, unbeknown to us.
She had never told me about what that happened that one night with one of her college friends, and after I learned about it, I felt kind of bad for having pushed her, so many times, to have sex outside. Had I known... Well, maybe I would have actually done more damage to our relationship, trying to avoid things. Rachel felt that the only solution was to face the irrational fear she had, much like pushing a person afraid of heights, to go ziplining. Face the fear outright and prove to yourself that it truly is irrational. That's what Rachel had recommended. She even gave us the ability to do it.
Now all that needed to happen, was for Lisa to convince herself to do it. But it was a big ask for any woman, let alone one that was apparently scared of any kind of public display. I definitely would never have suggested anything like this at all. But then, I had no idea that both of us were turned on by voyeuristic and exhibitionistic situations. In over forty years, I'd never known that she had those desires, and was suppressing them. Of course, maybe she does it once, then decides that it isn't what she thought it was. All I could do was wait until she was ready, if she ever was.
"Okay, you ready to go?" She asked, as she walked into the family room where I was lounging, watching a movie.
"What's that?" I asked, without looking over at her at first. When I did, I saw her standing in high heels and a powder blue, wrap around dress that came down almost to her knees.
"Do you still want to do this? We don't have to if you don't want." She said, as she stood with her hands clasped behind her butt, a very nervous look on her face.
"I'm confused hon. What are we talking about?"
"It's Thursday night."
"Yeah? And?"
"We don't have to. That's fine." She said, turning to head back up the stairs.
"Wait! Don't have to what? I just asked what we were talking about?" I called, stopping her on the bottom step. She turned and stepped back down off the step.
"Go shopping. The lingerie store, we were going to go, tonight?"
I looked at her, suddenly understanding what she was talking about. "Um, yeah, I still want to do it, I just didn't know we were doing it tonight." I said, as I got up.
"I told you on Monday night, when we went to bed, that we could try it this Thursday."
"Oh. I don't remember you saying that. I must not have heard you for some reason. Sure, we can do it tonight if you want. All I need to do is change." I said, as I walked toward her and the stairs.
"Not much point in changing. I mean, you're going to have to take it all off anyway, right? Who's going to care if you're wearing shorts or a suit."
"Uh. No one, I guess. Alright, I'll go like this." I agreed, as she turned and walked up the stairs in front of me. I followed her to the car, as she walked to the passenger side and climbed in. It was pretty tight for her to get in, while the car was parked in the garage, but she chose to get in before I could start it and back out. We sat in the driveway for a couple minutes, while I entered the address, on the small piece of paper she held out for me. The GPS found the address quickly and I backed out of the drive and headed to wherever this store was.
It wasn't a long drive, only about twenty minutes across to the north side of town. It wasn't a big shopping center. In fact, it was a pretty old looking, strip mall that had a liquor store on one end, and a Goodwill store on the other. In between was an empty store for lease, and our destination, a small lingerie shop. I parked in front of the shop, next to the only other car in the small parking lot, and we sat and looked for a few moments. "Doesn't look like much, does it?" Lisa asked me quietly.
"Not really." I agreed. "You sure you want to do this?"
"Well, at least it's not overly busy. If I have to walk to the car in what you pick, it would be a lot harder, if we went to Frederick's in the mall or something."
I chuckled. "Yeah. I'm not sure I'd be comfortable dressing you in lingerie, then having you walk through the mall."
"Not to mention, whatever I happen to choose for you." She said, with a small smile, before taking a deep breath. "Well, should we at least go in and see what they have?"
"Just to be clear what she expects us to do. She said that once I chose an outfit, you were supposed to completely undress with the changing room curtain open, and dress in what I picked?"
"That's what she said."
"And if I decide I don't want to have you in that one and pick something else?"
"I can stay in the dressing room, with the curtain open, or I can follow you."
"I thought that's what she said. Guess I better make a good pick first time. Any suggestions?"
"I'm not supposed to suggest. It's all up to you. Whatever you really want to see me in. Just remember, after I do, you have to do the same thing.
"So many ideas," I exclaimed!
"Well, you better narrow them down a bit, before we try on the first one. I don't plan on hanging out, naked, half the night."
"I guess we're supposed to ask for Crystal." She said, looking at the little slip of paper. "I'm guessing that might be the owner?" she asked, as we looked up at the 'Crystal's Delicates' sign.
"Maybe," I agreed.
"You ready," She asked me?
"Not sure. Are you?"
"Definitely not!"
"Okay. Let's go then."
She nodded and opened the car door. We walked into the shop and I was surprised at how large it actually was. It was fairly narrow, only about 50 feet or so wide, but it was definitely long, easily four times as long as it was wide. I saw one other couple, looking to be in their thirties or so, browsing the racks farther back in the store. Not far from the door was a checkout counter, with a young woman, maybe in her late twenties, standing behind it. She greeted us with a smile. "Good evening. Can I help you find anything tonight?" She asked, as we walked the few dozen steps toward the counter.
"Actually, we're supposed to ask for Crystal?"
"You found her!" She said cheerfully.
Lisa looked at her in surprise. We were both expecting someone a bit older. She took a breath. "Rachel sent us."
"Ohhhhh! I'll bet you were expecting my mom, Crystal with a C. I'm Krystal with a K, her daughter. She's not here right now, but if you're one of Rachel's clients, I'm sure I can help you out, with anything you need."
"I see. Well, um, okay then. My husband is supposed to pick something for me to try on."
"Sure thing." Krystal said before looking at me. "Do you have any idea what kind of thing you would like her to model? We have, like, demure stuff, sexy stuff, really sexy and racy stuff, stuff that's a bit slutty and even some really, really, slutty stuff. The pole girls really go for that stuff."
"Pole girls?" I asked quizzically.
"You know, strippers? Pole girls?"
"Oh yeah. I get it. Let's try the sexy and racy. I don't think I'm looking for slutty." I said with more confidence than I felt.
She leaned over the counter and looked down at my crotch and then up at me again. "I don't know. I think you like the idea of seeing her in something slutty. Why don't we start there and see what happens?"
"Um, uh, okay." I said, not sure how slutty, a slutty outfit was. She stepped out from behind the counter and led us deeper into the store.
Krystal turned around and walked backwards for a few steps, looking at my wife, presumably sizing her up. "You know, I've done a few of these for Rachel before. I think I have just the thing to really get you turned on." She said with a grin. She led us to a rack of things, almost to the back of the shop, and then stopped. She pulled a hanger from the rack and turned it to face us before holding it up to her body. "I bet this'll get your motor running!"
It looked sort of like a collection of strings and straps, that covered damn near nothing! I could see two straps that would be going between her legs, almost like crotchless panties, without any material for the panty, and triangles where her boobs would be, that would just frame around them, but not really cover anything. "I think that might be just a little bit too revealing."
"That's the idea, isn't it? Showing it off? No point in hiding it, if you really wanna see it." She looked at me and then shook her head. "You're right. You strike me as more of a peekaboo kind of guy." She turned and walked around the end of the rack to the other side and then stopped and pulled something else off the rack. She held it up for me to look at over the rack. It was all lace and fishnet kind of mesh, but the cups that would cover her big boobs were split so that the material could easily be pulled aside to show her nipples, or pulled together to cover them. The bottom, of the one-piece body suit, where the crotch was, was also split so that her pussy would stick out between the red lace. "Now this, is probably perfect. Would you like her to try it on for you?"
"I'd love to see her in both!" I agreed enthusiastically, having a hard time not imagining both my wife and Krystal in the sexy outfit.
"You really want me to wear that!?" Lisa asked in surprise. "I mean, everything would hang out!"
"I know! God, you'll look so damn hot in it!"
"You just remember this, when it's my turn!" Lisa said, with a frown.
"Dressing rooms are this way." Krystal said, turning and walking toward the back of the shop with the tiny lace outfit and the strap thing. Lisa turned, with the frown still on her face, to follow the young woman. I followed behind, anxious to see my wife in that outfit. Krystal walked to one of the curtained changing rooms, a cubicle about five or six feet square, with mirrors on two walls and hooks and a small bench on the third. The front was a sliding curtain that Krystal pulled all the way back as far as it would go. She stepped in and hung the little outfits on their hangers on one of the hooks, then stepped out. "Here you go! I'll be over here if you need me," Krystal said, as she turned to walk away. As she stepped past me, she whispered, "enjoy."
"I know I said I could do this, but now, I'm not so sure." Lisa said softly, as she stood in the middle of the changing cubicle, looking in the mirror on the back wall.
I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her and kissed the back of her neck. "We don't have to do this right now, if you don't want to."
"It's not that I don't want to, I'm just scared. What if I get half way and can't do it? What if that guy over there, with his wife, comes over and watches?"
"Then he's gonna see one of the sexiest women on the planet." I whispered, before kissing her earlobe.
She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Alright. Get out."
I nodded and backed up. She looked at me in the mirror and moved her hands to the belt around her waist. Without taking her eyes off of me, she unthreaded the material through the loops of the buckle, letting the free end drop once it was free. The powder blue dress gaped apart in front, as she reached one hand into the waist of the dress, reaching deep in toward her right hip. She pulled her hand back out, the left side of the dress dropping apart as well as the right. There was a strip of her bare body, showing from her neck to her ankles, her neatly trimmed bush completely visible, as well as her protruding inner labia. She stared at me as she lifted her hands to her shoulders. I watched her as she pushed the dress off her shoulders and let it slide down her arms, all the way to the floor. She stood there, completely naked, except for her high heels. She turned around to face me, letting me look at her as she stood with the curtain open.
"God, you're incredibly beautiful!" I said quietly, as I looked at her sexy body.
"Hopefully, this makes me look even better." She said quietly, as she turned to take the tiny red strap thing off the hanger. "No looking," she said, as she turned to face the mirror. I couldn't not look. I mean, her pussy stuck out at me from between her thighs, as she bent to step into the little outfit. She worked the straps up her body and then spent a couple minutes trying to work out just how the straps were to go around her body. She finally turned to face me, her body laced with the narrow red straps, one pair running down between her legs, framing her sexy pussy, and another set around her big tits. The outfit was indeed, like framing a masterpiece. I thought she looked incredible naked, but now, she looked even better in my opinion. "Well, what do you think?"
"I think you know what I think." I said, unzipping and undoing the front of my shorts. I spread the front of my shorts and pulled out my rock-hard dick. "This tell you?"
"It does. It says you're one horny bastard!" she said with a grin. She stood there for long seconds, watching me. "Honey. I have to be honest. I can't walk out there like this. I know I'm supposed to, but I can't."
I looked at her curiously. "I thought this was what you wanted to try?"
"It is, but I don't think I can do it."
I nodded and stepped into the changing room with her. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me. I felt her tits press to my chest, as I moved my lips to hers. We stood there, kissing softly for long seconds. I could feel her grab my dick with one hand, and work it between her legs so that her pussy was resting on the top of my shaft. As we continued to kiss, she rocked her hips slightly, sliding her clit on my hard shaft. She broke the kiss breathlessly, resting her forehead and nose against mine. "Take me with you." She whispered.
I moved my hands from her back, slid them down her arms to grasp her hands. I stepped back, my dick slipping from between her legs, and my shorts slipping down my legs to my ankles. I shuffled backwards, pulling her hands and drawing her out of the dressing room with me.
"Holy shit." I heard a female voice say, drawing my attention. I looked over and saw the couple that had been shopping, when we arrived, standing less than ten feet away, just getting ready to walk into one of the changing rooms. Her eyes were glued to my glistening dick, while her husband's eyes were glued to my wife. They were younger than us by at least ten or more years. Both were rather slim and fit looking, though I wouldn't call either of them muscular. The young woman was a little shorter than Lisa, and didn't have nearly as big of a chest, but was otherwise quite attractive. She had short blond hair, almost boy cut, and a modest sized chest hidden inside a button-down western style shirt. Her hips and legs were as slender as the rest of her, encased in form fitting jeans.
I blushed, as she stared at my dick and mumbled "sorry."
"No problem," she whispered, her eyes still glued to my dick.
"Yeah, no sweat." The husband said, staring at Lisa's exposed tits, the angle he was at, I was pretty sure he wasn't able to see her pussy yet, but probably the curls on her mound. "I, uh, didn't think you could do that in here."
"We, um, got permission." I said, feeling my face still burning a bit. I looked at Lisa, and saw her face and neck also flushed, but then she did something I wasn't expecting. She let go of my hand and turned toward the couple. I watched her step toward him, allowing him to see all of her exposed parts, as she moved to within only a foot or two of him.
"What do you think of this outfit? Do you think it makes me look sexy? Or slutty?" She asked in a sultry voice, the tiny squeak at the end betraying her nervousness.
"It's um. It's really something." He answered, staring blatantly at her big tits trying to push out between the red triangle of straps.
"If I was your wife, would you want me to wear this for you?" She asked quietly, not turning away so that he could continue to stare at her practically nude body.
"Oh yeah."
Lisa looked back at me with raised eyebrows, asking the question with her eyes, before turning back to the younger man. I could tell she was asking permission to push the boundary, and wanted to make sure I was not only good with her doing it, but that I was still here to protect her. "Maybe, um, I can show you where these are, if you want to pick one for your wife to model for you." She said before looking back at me again for a moment before turning to the young woman. "You don't mind if I show him where they are, do you?"
"I, um, uh, no. You can show him." She stammered, clearly not sure what to do.
"I'm sure Daniel will be more than happy to wait here with you, won't you dear?" She said, without looking back at me again, her arm reaching out for the young man's arm. She turned him gently and hooked her arm through his, guiding him away from us, down the aisle between racks of lingerie.
"Um. Sure." I answered, as she started away from us.
"We won't be long honey. Why don't you help her get undressed so she's ready to put it on?" Lisa called over her shoulder as she pulled him along, walking, essentially naked, with him through the store.
"She, um, really looks good in that," the young woman said quietly.
"Yeah, she does." I answered, watching my wife's naked ass, wiggling, as she walked down the aisle between the racks.
"Does she often do this? When you're shopping, I mean?"
"Actually, this is the first time." I said, looking back the young woman.
"You, um, don't mind standing there like that?"
I suddenly realized that I was indeed showing all my hardware in its full proportions. I could feel my face grow red again. "Actually, I was just trying to show her, how much I appreciated how she looked."
"I see you appreciate it a lot."
"I suspect that if you were going to show off like that, you'd get a similar response."
"From you? Or from Doug?" She asked softly. "I'm not sure Doug would ever show off quite this, um, publicly."
"Would you?" I asked quietly.
"I don't know. No one has ever asked me to." She said, stepping into the changing room. "Maybe I'll leave this curtain open, if you leave those shorts off."
"Well, since Lisa has to still pick something for me to model for her, I don't see why not."
"Good." She said, hanging the items on the hook in her dressing room. She turned to face me and started to unbutton her shirt. One, two, three, four buttons were undone, letting me see that she had a lacy bra. She pulled the shirt out of the pants and undid the last couple buttons before slipping the shirt off. Her skin was creamy white and her breasts looked like a nice full C cup inside a petite lace bra. I could see the outline of her dark pink areola through the bra material and two prominent bumps in the center. She undid her pants and started to push them down, stopping long enough to pull her underwear back up. She wiggled her legs and worked the tight material down, until she stepped from her shoes and pulled the pants completely off. She straightened up, wearing nothing but the lace bra and a pair of tiny, white, bikini panties.



"I, uh, I've never done anything like this before." She said softly, the slight quaver in her voice betraying her nervousness. She reached behind her back and in moments she had the bra strap undone. She pulled the loops over her arms one at a time, holding an arm across her breasts as she did. She took a deep breath, then lowered her arm, letting the bra slip off her breasts.
I looked at her body, now clad in only the tiny, white panty. Her breasts, a good C cup, looked firm and stood on her chest proudly, her two to three inch areola puckering slightly, as her nipples hardened further and stuck out toward me, almost begging to be sucked on.
Without thinking about it, I reached for my dick and wrapped my hand around it. I stood there, slowly stroking it, as she stared at it, and I stared at her almost naked body. I watched her move her hands to her hips, slipping her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. She started to push them down, forcing them down over her firm looking butt cheeks. In the mirror I could see the white material sliding down over her creamy cheeks, the front starting to slide down some as well. More of her mound was exposed as she pushed the panty down lower on her butt. She got it down as far as being under her cheeks in back and almost to the top of her pussy in front and she stopped.
"I can't do this." She suddenly said, reaching for the curtain and pulling it about half way across the opening, as she stepped behind it. While the curtain blocked my direct view, I could still see her in the mirror, on the back wall of the changing room. She looked at the floor for a few moments and then realized I was still looking at her, though now in the mirror. We stared at each other for long seconds, neither of us doing anything. Finally, she reached for her panties again, and pushed then down in front, exposing her pussy. She stood there with her panties around her thighs, the two of us staring at each other. What she did next, surprised me even more. She reached one hand between her legs and began to rub her completely shaved pussy. We stared at each other, my hand stroking my hardon, while her fingers stroked her pussy lips. I saw her dip a finger between her flowery inner lips and then push it deep into herself. She bit her lower lip and very slowly pushed her finger in and out of herself, her finger moving in time with my hand stroking my fat dick.
"Having fun there, lover?" Lisa asked me, as she placed a hand on my shoulder, scaring the absolute shit out of me.
"HOLY SHIT!" I gasped, as I spun around to see my wife behind me, the young man standing next to her, looking past me, to the mirror in the back of the changing cubicle, and his almost completely naked wife. "My God, you scared the shit out of me." I said, trying to control my breathing.
"A bit engrossed in the view?" Lisa asked quietly, looking past me to the mirror where the young woman was standing, one hand over her pussy and the other arm across her boobs, her panties still around her thighs.
"She was, um, she was, just, um." I stammered, trying to figure out how to say what we were doing, without sounding like I was perving on her.
"Uh huh. I could tell you were just, um... Here. Why don't you take this to her and then you can come with me and pick something else. I'm definitely going to get this, but I don't think I'm going to be walking out the door in this. Do you?"
"Um, no. Probably not." I answered, as I took the hanger with the little red string thing from her hand. I bent over to pull up my shorts and as I straightened up, Lisa reached down and stopped me from pulling them all the way up.
"Why not get rid of them first?" She asked, looking at me, as she slowly started to squat down. She reached for my shorts and pulled them down, sliding them down my legs, until she could get me to step out of them. She slowly stood up again, leaning her chest close enough to me to rub my engorged head between her tits. Her hands slid up my legs and then my sides, dragging my polo shirt up my body. She pressed her bare chest to mine as I lifted my arms up and let her pull the shirt off, unable to get it completely off with the hanger in my hand. I switched hands as I lowered my arms and let her pull the shirt the rest of the way off, leaving me naked except for shoes. "There. If you're going to let her look, you might as well let her look at it all, right? That's why this outfit, isn't it?"
"Sorta, yeah." I breathed, as her hard nipples pressed against my chest, her nose nearly touching mine. "Damn, I'm horny as hell!"
"Me too." She whispered. "Now, go take her that to try on, for HER husband."
"Um. Yeah. Sure," I said. I had to step back before I could turn and then walked the half dozen steps to the changing room. I stepped into cubicle past the half open curtain, my raging hardon sticking straight out at her. "Um, here's this thing to put on." I mumbled, holding the hanger out to her.
"Oh. Yeah, thanks," she said, reaching for the hanger, so her tits were uncovered again. She moved to hang it on one of the hooks, bringing her closer to me. I felt the head of my dick press against her, her hand, which was covering her pussy, turned so that it could now grasp my dick. I felt her hand close around it between us as she hung the red strap thing on the hook. It wasn't long, only a few seconds, but her hand wrapped around my dick; I wanted to just push her back against the wall, and stuff it into her. But I didn't. I stepped back, letting her release me, making sure that no one could see what she'd grabbed, either in the mirror or otherwise.
"I need to go pick something for my wife now." I said breathlessly. "Maybe you'll show me how you look in that later?"
"Yeah, maybe." She breathed, looking up at me.
I swallowed hard, wanting to reach up and grab her tits, but at the same time, not wanting to. I stepped sideways and walked to my wife. "Okay, let's see what else we can find."
She wrapped her arm in mine and steered me away from the changing rooms. "You wanted to touch her, didn't you?" Lisa whispered.
"I didn't."
"I know. But you wanted to."
"Yeah." We walked up the aisle between the racks, toward some less slutty lingerie.
"Her name is Vicky." She whispered. "And her husband was shocked, that she did, what she did, in front of you."
"He wasn't shocked at you walking around like this?"
She giggled and squeezed my arm. "Oh yeah. He flat asked me if he was supposed to have sex with me."
"And you said?"
"Not unless he was willing to give his wife to you."
I looked at her. "You weren't serious, about me undressing her, were you?"
"Of course not. But I figured it'd put an end to the idea, and it seemed to."
"Good. That's, um, that's good." I answered, as I stopped at a rack with a lot of white lace outfits. "Might as well put it on here instead of the changing room. Not like there's anything left to show."
"True." She agreed, taking the red strap thing off, while I looked at the lace in front of me. I finally decided on a little white outfit. It consisted of an attached bra and panty, the bra fully covering her breasts with two almost opaque cups, held up by tiny straps over her shoulders to a wider strap around her body. The lace panty was partly see-through and covered her whole pussy and mound, though it didn't quite hide it. Between the bra and panty, was a panel of lace and white straps, that formed a wide V from the bottom of the bra, to the top of the panty. The panty was held in place by two narrow strips of white satin looping over and around her hips to the equally revealing lace covering her butt. The whole thing was topped off with two ankle length panels of sheer white silk each one attached to the bottom of the bra, but separated enough that the V of lace and her stomach weren't covered by the sheer panels. All in all, once she had it on, she was every bit as sexy as the red strap thing. The only thing I added after that was a pair of white thigh high stockings. Damn she looked hot!
"Well, your turn." She said with a grin. "Let's go see Krystal and find out where to look." She took my arm and holding the red strap outfit in one hand, and my arm in hers, she led me back to the sales counter, seeming to not care at all, that I was still nude and would be standing right in front of the glass door. Or maybe she did know and wanted it that way. "Krystal. Can you help us find something for Daniel? Something really sexy and naughty?"
"I think I know exactly what you're looking for." She said with a grin. "Come with me." We followed her to the back of the store, the opposite corner from where the dressing rooms were. She stopped in front of a set of glass shelves with cubby holes. She reached into one and pulled something out. She turned and held it up for us.
I had a hard time even calling it a pair of underwear. It was a thong, but unlike a women's thong, this one had a considerable pouch on the front to hold a guy. Notice I didn't say cover his stuff, since this was made of see through black mesh.
"Oh, that's perfect!" Lisa said with a giggle. "Almost as good as that little red thing he put me in."
"I can't go outside with that on." I said with a frown.
"No, but you can with this." She said reaching into another cubby hole and pulling out a tiny red piece of material. She held it out to me. "Go ahead. Try it on!"
"I don't know about this," I answered, taking the red, men's thong from her. I stepped into it and pulled it up, getting exactly what I expected. It covered my balls and about two inches of my seven.
"I do! It's fucking hot!" Krystal said with a grin. She stepped closer to me and wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me toward her, until our bodies were pressed together with my dick trapped between us. "You know what I have on under this dress?" She whispered.
"Let me guess, nothing?"
"You are so right. I started out with panties, but watching you, I decided to lose them. I've been playing with myself for half an hour, and Goddamn, am I horny. Think we can convince your wife, to let me make that underwear fit?"
"I don't think that was the idea." I whispered back, while Lisa watched my discomfort.
"Maybe not. But that doesn't mean it can't be fun." She said quietly, before looking over at my wife. "How about it? Let me take care of that hardon?"
"I don't think so. But I'm sure if you want, he wouldn't mind making you climax. He knows plenty of ways to do that."
"Mmmmmm. I'm sure he can, but I was really looking forward to feeling that cock inside me. I'll tell you what. I'll give you both of those and the thong he has on for free, if you let me come on his cock."
Lisa looked at her in surprise. "I don't know. That's asking an awful lot."
"Trust me, I'll make it worth your while. All three outfits you picked, plus what he has on, no charge."
"Well, we're supposed to have sex before we get home. I wasn't going to do it here, but alright. He makes me come, then you can have what's left. At least that way, I won't be going home leaking cum down my legs."
"Wait a second. You actually want me to have sex with someone else?" I asked in shock.
The two of them grinned and then started laughing. "No lover. I don't. You were just so wrapped up watching Vicky, that I thought I might throw a little scare into you."
"Sometimes I don't understand you."
"Understand this then," Lisa said quietly, gently pulling Krystal from where she was still pressed against me. "I'm so fucking horny right now that if you asked me to wear that red thing and fuck me on the hood of the car, I'd almost agree to it. So why don't we go back to that changing room, and you really can fuck me before we go?"
"Why go to the changing room?" Krystal asked, "I won't complain if you do it right here!"
Lisa looked at her with raised eyebrows. "That won't be a problem for you?"
"Not as long as you don't mind me watching." Krystal answered with a grin as she turned her back to me. "You wouldn't mind, would you?
"Huh?"
"She wants you to unzip her dress." Lisa whispered.
"Oh! Sure." I said, reaching out with one hand and pulling the little tab down. True to her word, as soon as the dress had slid down her body, she was more naked than I was. "Damn." I whispered looking at her sexy body. Lisa reached up and turned my face back to look at her.
"Over here big boy. She said she wanted to watch, not you to watch her. So, how do we do this?"
"I don't see any reason you can't just bend over and hold onto the rack there."
"I'm willing to try." She said, stepping away from me, over to the rack a few feet away. She bent part way over and grabbed the bar with her hands, sliding several hangers apart to give her a place to grip. I pushed the front of the tiny underwear down, and stepped behind her. The panty was easily pulled aside, allowing me to rub my engorged head, up and down her wet slit. "Stop teasing and put it in. God, I feel like a school girl, getting felt up for the first time!"
"Yeah? Is that a good thing?" I asked, as I settled my head into her entrance.
"Oh yeah." She groaned, as I pushed my fat dick into her, driving it slowly deeper and deeper, until my body pressed to her practically bare ass. I started to slowly stroke in and out of her hot depths, my hands moving to cup her tits, through the lacy bra material. It didn't take long before I wanted access to her nipples, and unfastened the small strap running around her back, holding the cups in place. The bra portion of the sexy outfit hung loosely below her, freeing her big soft tits to my hands. I pushed rhythmically in and out of her, working her excited body closer to climax with each stroke. I hadn't seen her this sexually excited in years. Her moans and gasps were growing louder, as I pulled and twisted her hard nipples, her ass pushing back at me with each stroke, until we were slapping loudly together.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!" she gasped over and over, as I drove into her, her body clearly growing closer to climax.
I felt a hand on my back and then a soft body pressing to mine. Krystal pressed her tits against my arm and leaned toward me, lifting herself on her toes to bring her mouth to mine. We kissed awkwardly, as I pumped my cock in and out of my wife. Krystal broke the kiss and grinned at me, as she squatted down. I stared at her as she slid below my wife, reaching up to put her hands on my wife's hips and then pulling her face into my wife's crotch from below.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Lisa cried in surprise, her head jerking to look down between her legs. "What the fuck?"
"Just let it happen." Krystal said from below her. "Come for him!"
I hadn't stopped stroking and to my surprise, after a few moments of awkwardness, Lisa's sexual excitement overrode her bashfulness at having another woman licking her pussy. She started to moan and gasp again. My strokes and Krystal's tongue apparently driving her to new heights. I felt her pussy spasm around me, the first signs of an orgasm for her, and then came the shudders. I'd felt her legs start to tremble and shake, as I plunged into her over and over. I'd felt her have some pretty hard climaxes when we were younger, but this appeared to be a huge one. I pushed into her with abandon, wanting to come with her, but not quite there yet.
"OHHHHHHHH FUUUUCK!" My wife screamed, as her whole body tensed, her legs and arms shaking, like she was shivering in the cold. With a gasp and a grunt, her body convulsed.
"Oh fuck!" I heard Krystal gasp. I looked down and saw her sliding out from beneath my wife, the entire front of her body dripping with my wife's juices. "Wasn't expecting that!"
"Ohhhhh God. Don't stop honey. Keep going." Lisa moaned, when I stopped stroking, to look at the very wet Krystal.
"Oh, yeah." I grunted and started plunging into her again, even faster now, even more turned on, as I looked at Krystal rubbing my wife's juices all over her body.
"Oh God I need a cock now so bad!" She moaned, stepping to me. "How about it, just for a minute." She pulled my right hand from my wife's tit and put it between her legs. "Feel how wet I am for you. How much I want that cock in me? How about it? Just for a minute?"
"I don't think I can." I answered, as she pushed me back, pulling my dick out of my wife. I should have been resisting, I know that now, after the fact, but as she reached for my dick, all I could think about was my body demanding that it be allowed to finish. She turned me to face her, her hand on my cock, stroking it.
Lisa stood up and moved to my side, reaching for my cock and wrapping one of her hands around it too. "Oh fuck, honey. Do it. Just this once. Make her come like you just made me come." She panted in my ear.
"You're serious?"
"Don't ask too many questions. I might change my mind."
Krystal grinned and pulled me by the dick, turning us, so she could bend over like my wife had. Lisa, with one hand still on my dick, aimed me at Krystal's pussy and pulled me toward her. I felt my head engage into the entrance to her depths, as Lisa let go of me. She slipped behind me and pressed her body against mine, the white lace outfit falling down her upper body so it was held up only by the white lace panty. She pressed herself against me, pressing her tits into my back and her body to my bare ass, forcing me to push forward.
"Oh damn." I groaned, as I slipped deep into Krystal's waiting body. Lisa held her hands on my hips and moved with me, pulling and pushing, in time with me, so her body continued to be pressed against my ass. The two of us fucked Krystal, pushing my fat shaft in and out of her.
"That's it. Fuck my hot little cunt. Oh God yes! It feels so good. So full and big. God fuck me! Fuck me hard baby! Ohhhhhhh yes. That's it. Oh God yes. I think I'm going to come! Ohhhhhh yes. Oh shit! Just like that! Fuck me baby! OHHHH GOD YES! YES! YES! YES!"
The feeling of her pussy clenching around me, and my wife pushing me in and out of her young body, pushed me over the top as well. My body jerked hard, driving deep into her and surging a massive gush of cum into her. I stood there, jerking and spasming as Lisa stood behind me pressed against me, stroking my body, as I came deep inside another woman.
"I don't understand," I panted, as I stood behind Krystal, my cock still twitching inside her pussy.
"I don't either. It was a spur of the moment thing." Lisa said softly, as she held me from behind. "Just, don't ask too much and let it be what it was."
"If you say so." I agreed, as my softening cock slipped out of Krystal.
"You wanna help me with this?"
"Sure." I helped her fasten her bra back in place, then pulled the tiny underwear I had on, up over my dick. "Fits now, go figure!"
"You goof!" Lisa said, as she rolled her eyes. We walked to the changing room to get our clothes, hearing grunting and slapping happening in the changing room the young woman had undressed in. We both grinned at each other knowingly and then to the register, Lisa giggling as we walked to where Krystal stood, still naked.
"Like I said, well worth the price!" Krystal said, with a huge grin on her face. "Please, come on back any time. I can't remember when I've enjoyed helping a couple shop, as much as I have you."
"Well, um, sure, thanks." I mumbled, not sure what to say exactly. I looked at my wife and took a breath. "Ready?"
"No, but we're going to do this anyway. At least it's dark out." I walked to the door with her and we walked out into the parking lot. I don't know what we were worried about. There wasn't anyone to see us as we walked to the car and climbed in. We drove the twenty minutes home and didn't even get out of the car until we were in the garage with the door closed.
"One question before we go in the house." I said, before Lisa could climb out.



"Sure," she answered, pausing and looking back at me.
"Krystal. I don't necessarily need to know why, but I just want to be sure that everything is okay, after what happened there."
"Which part? Her licking my pussy and helping make me squirt all over her? Or you fucking her?"
"Both?"
"Yeah. I'm okay. No, you're not in trouble with me. I told you to do it. Hell, I pushed your cock into her, and no, I have no idea why. I was just sorta caught up in the moment, after she helped make me come like that, I wanted to give her something back. It's what she wanted, so I figured why not. I don't plan on making it a habit though."
"Okay. Just wanted to check."
She twisted in her seat, her legs sticking out the door, leaning over the console between the seats, and pulled me down awkwardly, twisting her body until we could kiss. "Are you still horny?" She whispered, as we broke the soft wet kiss.
"Actually, I am."
"You complained that we never had sex anywhere but in the bedroom. How would you like to do it here?"
"Here, as in, in the car?"
"No, here as in the garage. On the hood of the car. Right now."
"Sure," I agreed eagerly. If she wanted to have sex in the garage, who was I to argue? She pulled away from me and climbed out of the car. We stood in front of the car and stripped off the sexy little nothings that we had picked, and she put the red strap thing back on. Then she did something very surprising. She walked over to the back door of the house and hit the garage door opener button. As the door motored up, she walked over, took my polo shirt from my hand, tossed it onto the hood of the car and then climbed onto it, sitting her butt on the shirt to protect her from the warm hood. She pulled her feet up and spread her knees apart.
"All yours honey. This time I want to feel that cum inside me." She didn't have to ask me twice. I stepped between her legs and lined myself up. "Damn you're big tonight!" she moaned, as I slowly pushed into her dripping wet pussy. "You must be really turned on by all this."
"More than I know how to tell you."
"You really don't mind that I was walking around the store naked?"
"There weren't all that many people to watch, so no, it was okay by me."
"You didn't seem to mind checking out that other woman, what was her name again?"
"Vicky." I answered, as I started to slide in and out of her pussy.
"Yeah. Vicky and Greg. Do you know what he said while we were looking for one of these for his wife?"
"No, what did he say?"
"He said he knew I was an older woman, but I was so fucking hot, that he'd fuck me in the middle of the street if I asked him to."
"Good thing you didn't ask him to."
"No," She panted lightly, as I drove into her hard, making her whole body move each time I thrust into her. "Would you have been upset if I did?"
I slowed my strokes and looked down at her. "Did you want to?"
"I don't think so, but he let me pull his dick out and play with it for a few minutes while you were busy watching his wife. For a minute I thought he might actually try to do it right there in the store. It kind of scared me for a minute. Those boys all over again. Then I realized, I didn't have to worry. You were just a call away, and there was no way you'd let him do something I said no to."
"Not in a hundred years," I agreed.
"But if you weren't there. If I was naked and he decided he wanted me, right then and there. What would I have done? What could I have done?"
"I don't know, what?"
"I put myself there. I stripped and I set myself up, naked in public. If he did something, it would be partly my fault. Just like it was that night. I put myself in that position."
"That's one way to look at it." I answered, suddenly having a hard time concentrating on fucking her. "But it didn't happen."
"No, it didn't." She said softly. "I don't think he was that kind of a guy, to force himself on me. But it made me think. You're not the only guy that ever had his dick in me. Would it really be so horrible if some other guy did?"
"I don't know that I'd like it." I answered honestly.
"You liked being in Krystal, didn't you?"
"Sure. But you told me to."
"I did. But there it was. You did it, and you enjoyed it."
I wasn't loving the direction of this conversation, and it was definitely having an effect on what I was doing. In fact, I'd stopped stroking completely and was standing there with my softening dick inside her.
"Honey. Lisa. Are you telling me you want to try having sex with someone else? Or more than one someone elses?"
"I just don't know. I mean, I can tell you aren't enthused about the idea. I was just thinking. When I was standing there, playing with his dick, what would it feel like? It's not something that I really feel like I have to do, but, I have to admit that I got more turned on today, than I would have thought possible thinking about it. Maybe that's part of why I did what I did. Because I was so turned on and you made me come so fucking hard. What if something like that got me turned too?"
"I guess we'd have to just see about it, if it happens. But I'd prefer we didn't try to make it happen, okay?"
"Okay. Now, what about that orgasm you were supposed to be giving me?"
It took a while, but she managed to get me hard again, even though I was having a hard time not thinking about other men having sex with her. Eventually her cries and moans got me heated back up again and I gave her what she wanted, a good full load in her pussy.
To be continued----
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Significant amounts of sex was still a new thing to me, but I was getting surprisingly good at giving girls satisfaction. In the last few weeks I'd had sex with a lot of girls, but as many as I had, even on the cheerleading team, Malissa was one that I hadn't. Part of me expected that today would change that. True, Julia and Allie were both supposed to be here to 'help', but that didn't mean that Malissa wasn't going try to get a piece of me too. The way I figured it, being at home instead of at school would change the situation in her mind.
Listen to me. I'd fucked half the girls on the cheerleading squad already, and I was worried about Malissa wanting to have sex too? I mean, she's damn hot! I mean really, really damn hot! But she's also dating the captain of the football team. Last thing I needed was to get him pissed off at me. I heard about what happened to the last guy that made a pass at Malissa. A couple of the offensive linemen 'accidently' flipped his car over on its top, with him in it! I looked around again and didn't see any other cars, besides mine, so I wasn't sure if Jullia or Allie were here yet or not.
I considered going back to the car and texting Allie to see if she was coming, and then realized that I was being silly. I was here to learn how to tumble, whatever that meant. Sex wasn't part of that equation, at least I hoped so. Malissa had made no indication, other than that first day, stroking me off, that she was at all interested in me. She'd stood by during my initiation, naked as the rest of the girls, but not at all taking part in any of it. No, I was being silly. I reached out and pressed the doorbell. I heard footsteps inside the house coming to the door, a gentle clop-clop of high heels. The door opened and I stood there, my mouth practically hanging open, as I stared.
"Yes?" The incredibly gorgeous woman in the doorway asked. She looked like an older, and even more sexy, version of Malissa. She had flaring, curvy hips and a generous sized set of boobs, both accentuated by a nearly form fitting, yellow spandex dress that had a zipper running from the short, less than mid-thigh, hem, all the way to her boobs, where the zipper was pulled down a couple inches, letting a significant amount of her big tits show. She stood staring at me, staring at her, and then smiled slowly. "Let me guess. You're Billy?"
"Uh. Um. Yes ma'am." I mumbled. Then getting my brain back in gear. "Um. I'm sorry Mrs. Strong. Yes, Malissa asked me to come over to work on tumbling."
She opened the door wider. "Please, call me Callie. Come on in. Malissa is down in the basement. I'll show you the way." She said, as she stepped back to let me in. I could smell the scent of floral perfume, as I stepped past her, my arm almost brushing her chest as she slightly leaned toward me, as I walked past her. "I've heard about you joining the cheer team." She said, as she closed the door. "My daughter has been quite complimentary on how you've become a part of the team. From being a mat boy in punishment, to being part of the team, that's quite an undertaking."
"Well, coach is the one that really pushed this."
"Maybe at first." She said, as I followed her across the living room. "But you impressed Malissa, and that's hard to do."
"I did? I didn't think she really liked me all that much."
"Oh, quite the contrary. She has spent quite a bit of time chatting about you. Not something she does, for someone she doesn't like." She said, as she led me to a doorway. She opened it and I saw a set of carpeted stairs going down. "Malissa is down in the workout room. I'm off to the store, so have fun doing, whatever it is she's going to teach you!"
"Yes ma'am."
"Callie or miss C will do." She said with a smile, holding the door for me to go down. I walked through and headed down the stairs, the door closing behind me. The room at the bottom of the stairs was huge. Basically, an open room the size of the house, which was pretty large, in my book, with a few sofas, a TV on one wall and a bunch of exercise equipment. Sitting in front of one of the sofas I saw Malissa, sitting cross legged, papers and a book open on the floor in front of her.
"Hey there." I said, as I walked in. "Your mom let me in."
"Billy! Cool! I wasn't sure you were going to come."
"Sorry I'm late. I was taking care of something with my sister." I answered, as I walked over to where she was getting up. She had on a very tiny pair of shorts and a crop top, not unlike what she wore to cheerleading practice, but maybe a bit tighter and shorter.
"No worries. What say we get started? Julia should be here in a little while. I haven't heard from Allie yet."
"Sure, what are we doing?"
"We're going to start with hand stands. Can you do a hand stand?"
"I don't know. Never really tried."
"Then let's do a wall stand first. Come over here. Now, put your hands on the floor like this." She said, bending over to demonstrate. From where I was standing, the shorts tightened and pulled up into her crotch. The tiny little shorts pulled in between her pussy lips, letting part of her pussy show around the narrow crotch material. "Then I want you to kick up and push your feet toward the ceiling. When you do, you lean your body and feet against the wall for balance. Like this!" She pushed off the floor and swung her feet up against the wall. She held herself upside down on her hands, her feet and butt pressed against the wall. Aided by gravity, the tiny little shirt slid down her chest, uncovering her breasts and flopping down in front of her face. She pushed off the wall and landed on her feet again. "Stupid shirt," she said reaching up and pulling it up and off. "Now, let's try that again." She put her hands down and kicked off again, this time, holding herself on her hands, as she rested her butt and feet on the wall. "So, this is a wall stand. Once you can do this, we'll do a free hand stand. Like this." She pushed her feet off the wall and then walked on her hands several feet from the wall, and held herself there, upside down, her toes pointed toward the ceiling and her body straight and rigid. Her big, soft tits hung from her, toward her face and wiggled slightly as she moved her upper body to hold her balance. After ten or so seconds, she bent over and easily stood back on her feet, gracefully. "So, you ready?"
"I guess."
"Take that shirt off. No point in having it distract you."
"Sure." I agreed, pulling my t-shirt off and tossing it aside where she had thrown hers. I did my best to imitate what she had done, trying three times to kick off and get my feet held straight up like she had. The fourth time she stepped over to me and grabbed my ankles, lifting and pushing them up until my butt and feet were both on the wall. I looked up at her, from my head down position, looking right up at her crotch, part of her inner lips still sticking out around the material of the shorts. I couldn't help it. I just couldn't. I was trying to concentrate on balancing, but looking at her crotch made my dick start to grow in my shorts, and before long, she was looking down at my tenting shorts.
"Okay. Come down now." She said, letting go of my legs. I pushed off the wall like she had, but instead of landing gracefully, I fell over backwards as soon as my feet touched, ending up sitting on the carpeted floor. "Well, that wasn't very graceful."
"I'm not all that coordinated." I apologized.
"Well, that's okay. We'll work on it, okay? Now, we're heading toward a turnover. It's the first step in a back flip. You step into doing what you just did, to do a handstand, but you keep going and bend right over until your feet hit the floor, and then you use your momentum and push off with your arms to stand up again. Like this." She said, as she took one step, bent over, planted both hands on the floor and then kicked off. I stared, as she gracefully bent backwards, reaching for the floor with her feet, letting her momentum carry her body as she pushed herself off with her arms and bent her legs, causing her to spring up to stand again, all done smoothly and effortlessly.
"No way I can do that."
"Of course not. Not at first. We'll do it in stages. I'm going to hold my arm out and when you feel your body hit it, you bend your back, and I'll help you roll it over. And if you don't make it, I'll help you not fall flat on your back, okay?"
"I guess." I answered, a little nervously.
It took no less than six tries, before I managed to not end up laying on the carpet at the end. Finally on the sixth, I managed to push enough with my hands to flip over her arm and end up sprawled on the floor on my face.
"Now, that definitely looked graceful!" I heard Julia say from across the room.
"Yeah, it's proving a little more difficult for him than I expected." Malissa said as she helped me stand up.
"Topless already?" Julia asked with a grin.
"Yeah, my shirt was being a pain as we did hand stands."
"Likely excuse." Julia said, as she stripped her own shirt off and tossed it aside, exposing her little B cup boobs. "Not that I'm going to argue with it. Now, trying to teach him to do a flip is a little ambitious, isn't it? Why don't we try getting some coordination first. Maybe a round off and then a summersault?"
"You think? All the way back to that?"
"Honey, he has no experience at this kind of thing. Fucking, yes, tumbling? Not so much... We gotta start as if he's a newbie, which he is!"
"Alright. Show him a roundoff." Malissa said, moving back.
I watched Julia take a few steps, start what I recognized as a cartwheel, and then cut it short, bending to end up standing facing the way she'd come. I couldn't help but enjoy the view of her small boobs bouncing, as her feet hit the ground and she bounced on them several times. "Okay Billy. Your turn. Just like I did it."
It took three tries to get it to work and several more before she had tweaked my 'form' into something she felt was acceptable. She then moved on to demonstrate a cartwheel, which I easily did, though not nearly with as much grace as she had. By the time I had done several, I was getting quite warm, sweat running down my chest and face. Malissa got me a towel to wipe off with and then we moved on to combining the two, a cartwheel followed by the round off. It wasn't overly difficult and before long I had it going well, with what they both considered 'decent form'.
"Now we're going to get tougher. We want to combine these into a back flip. When you do the round off, you'll already have momentum. What you do, instead of leaning back the way you came, you let the momentum carry you the same direction, bending over backwards and pushing with your feet. Here I'll show you!" Julia said. She stepped to the end and then started her run. She got some speed, did her roundoff and then transitioned that into three backflips before stopping and standing upright again.
"I don't think I can do that."
"We'll start with just one flip. Malissa and I will help you. Trust us!"
"If you say so. I walked to where she had started. I took several running steps and did my roundoff and then bent backwards and pushed. Both Malissa and Julia reached out with their arms to help flip me over, but instead of flipping, I just sort of laid down flat and slid over their arms. I hit the carpet fairly hard, the air getting knocked out of my lungs for a moment. I lay on the floor doubled over, trying to get air into my lungs, as the two of them quickly knelt down next to me, to try to help. I'm not sure at that moment that there is anything that could help, not until my body decided to make my diaphragm work again, which took several excruciatingly long seconds. My body finally drew in a massive breath to fill my screaming lungs again, allowing me to gasp and pant for breath.
"God Billy! You alright?" Julia asked, stroking my head, as I rolled onto my back and lay there, panting and gasping.
"I will be," I panted. I looked at both girls who were looking at me, but not at my face. I looked down and saw that my shorts had been accidently pulled down, leaving my hardon sticking out completely exposed.
"You know. When we initiated him, I wouldn't have minded being one of the lucky ones. He's good with his tongue, but that dick just looks soooooo fucking inviting!" Julia said, as she reached out for my dick. Her petite hand closed around it, as much as it could, and she slowly began to stroke it. She looked at me with raised eyebrows. "What do you say? Let me take care of this so it doesn't get in the way of our practice?"
"Damn Julia!" Mellissa laughed. "Why don't you just come out and ask him, if he minds if you fuck him?"
"Okay. Billy, mind if I fuck you?"
I looked between the two of them and then shrugged. "As long as you don't mind getting naked."
"Hell, if that's all it takes!" She giggled, as she stood up. She quickly pulled her shoes off and then slid her spandex shorts and the tiny panty she had on under the shorts, down her legs. She kicked them off her feet and then stepped over me. She looked down at me and then squatted down, reaching for my dick again and aiming it at her pussy. She didn't have a large amount of inner lip protruding from her completely hairless pussy, but she wasted no time in rubbing the tip of my engorged head back and forth across what was there, spreading her juices both over my head and her lips. She slowly worked me deeper between her lips until I felt my head push, slightly, into the entrance to her vaginal depths. She pushed down against me, closing her eyes and groaning softly, as her body slowly tried to expand, to allow my fat cock into her. "Fuck. I don't know if this is going to go."
"You sure?" Malissa asked.
"Fuck!" she gasped, as her body suddenly slid down an inch or two, driving my swollen head and part of my shaft into her. "Jesus Christ, you feel like a fucking log! No wonder Becky and Allie wanna fuck you all the time!"
"I'd like to think its for more than just my dick." I said quietly, as she wiggled and moved up and down a little, slowly working my shaft into her further.
"Malissa. I dare you to sit on his face." She moaned, as she started to lift and lower herself."
"I don't have to." She said, sitting on the carpet a few feet from us.
"You're missing out. He did a really good job on me in the locker room."
"I'm sure he did." Malissa said quietly, watching Julia ride me, her own hand rubbing her pussy through that tiny pair of shorts. I watched her stand up and slip the shorts off, sit back down and spread her legs. She teased her fingers over her slit, as she watched my dick appearing and disappearing in Julia, her petite Asian ass slapping rhythmically against my thighs, as she bounced herself on me. Tight was an understatement. Julia was probably the tightest pussy I'd been in, in my short career as sex object. She reached for my hands and pulled them up to her chest, pressing them to her firm little boobs. I squeezed and kneaded her breasts as she lifted and lowered herself on my shaft. I could feel my orgasm building fairly quickly, Julia's tight pussy teasing me, in ways that I only really had felt, while my partner of the moment was climaxing.
"Oh damn Julia, you're gonna make me come," I groaned softly.
"Yeah, I know, me too. God, getting so close!" She panted, as she bounced on my lap. "Ohhhhh God, yes. No wonder Sally came on you so fast!"
"Sally? Is that who was riding me while you were on my face?"
"Part of the time." She answered.
"Oh damn, if you want my load, you're going to have it damn soon!"
"Good. Come for me, I'm almost there too."
"Not going to leave any of me for Malissa?" I grunted.
"Oh, honey, she doesn't have sex," Julia moaned, "she just watches."
"Oh shit. Here it comes." I panted, as I tried to hold back, as long as I could. I loved how it felt, when I came hard inside one of the girls, how if I held it as long as I could, I would come so hard inside them. They seemed to enjoy it every bit as much as I did. "Gonna come!" I gasped, as my body started to hit overload.
"OH FUCK, YES!" Julia screamed, as my body jerked hard under her, jamming me hard up into her pussy as she was stroking down on me. I felt the surge of cum push deep into her, as she let all her weight down on my lap. I lay there, jerking and spasming, filling her tight little pussy with shot after shot of cum, while she sat on my surging cock, shaking and trembling, in a climax of her own. "YES, YES, YES, YES! FILL ME WITH THAT CUM!" she screamed, as I squeezed her tits and continued to spasm and jerk under her. She looked down at me, panting heavily, as my body began to still. "Now that was one hell of a good cum. I wish Tommy could make me feel like that, but he just doesn't have the hardware."
"God Julia, why do you keep going out with him, if you have to find other guys to satisfy you?" Melissa asked with a frown.
"Hell, I like him. He's really nice to me and I care about him. But his dick just isn't big enough!"
"And he doesn't complain about you fucking other guys?" I asked breathlessly.
"Honey, who says I tell him? As far as he's concerned, he's the world's best lover, when he's fucking me, even if I have to help him get me off."
"I'll never understand girls." I said, shaking my head.
"You're not supposed to." Julia chuckled. "Now that we got that put away for a while, how about we go back to work?"
"Sure." I agreed, as she stood up, pulling off my dick. Her pussy leaked our cum out, dripping down onto me with long streamers. Malissa shook her head and went and found a towel to wipe me, and Julia's pussy, off with. Then we returned to working on the flip.
It took almost another hour before I was comfortably doing the flip, and then not without having landed on both Julia and Malissa several times. My dick had long since recovered and was wagging and flopping around wildly, while we worked, but Julia insisted that we stay naked, just for fun. Of course, the kind of fun she was hoping for was more evident while we 'cooled down' with some stretching exercises. Most of which seemed designed to show off her waiting pussy, until I finally just stood behind her and shoved my rigid member into her. It only took a few short minutes before she was climaxing again, loudly crying out about how good it felt and how hard she was coming. After she climaxed, she got dressed and then ran off for home, complaining that she was going to be late for something or other, leaving Malissa and me alone.
"You did good today." She said, as she flopped onto the sofa and patted the cushion next to her.
I dropped onto it. "Thanks. Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
"I think I've had sex with almost everyone on the team now, except you."
"Are you asking me to have sex with you?"
"No. Not that. I just wondered why."
"You're wondering if there's something about you, that doesn't turn me on?"
"Well, I guess that's one way to look at it."
"There's nothing about you that's the problem. In fact, I'm super horny right now and would love to sit on that dick."
"But you won't."
"No."
"Because?"
"Because I made a promise to myself, that I'd wait until I got married. Whoever that one perfect, special guy is, that's who's going to have me, all of me, and no one else will have ever sampled what I give him."
"So, you don't do sex at all?"
"I don't have intercourse. Doesn't mean I don't do oral or touching." She said with a shrug.
"But you're dating Nathan, the football star. He has to want some once in a while. I know I would, if I was him."
"I never said my boyfriends didn't get sex. I just said I didn't give it to them."



"I'm confused. That doesn't make any sense at all."
"You really want to know?"
"I guess I don't have to know, but I am a bit curious."
"All you have to do is make me a promise."
"What kind of promise?"
"The same one you made to Grace and Jessica. Yes, I know all about it." She said, when I looked at her in shock. "It's the same promise I made to them. But, since we've made the same promise, and know the same things, I don't suppose it makes a lot of difference if we know each other has done it."
"How did you find out?"
"Jessica told me. She called me this morning and told me. Wanted me to know what was going on before we met up today."
"I get it. So, all I have to do is promise to never tell anyone. I guess I can do that."
"Then sit here. I'll be back." She got up and headed upstairs, still butt naked. I waited for a couple minutes and was about ready to get my shorts and shirt when I heard her coming back down the stairs.
"Oh shit," I gasped, covering my dick with both hands, as her mother stepped out of the stairwell behind her daughter, the two of them walking to where I was sitting on the sofa, the two stepping in front of me, side by side. "Uh, Mrs. Strong! I didn't, I mean, we weren't, I just, Malissa, she, shit." I finally said quietly, realizing there was nothing I could say that wouldn't look bad. I mean, here I was, in her house, naked. What else could I be doing besides having sex with her daughter.
"Hello Billy. I hear you and Malissa have been having a little chat. She said you wanted to know, how it was her boyfriends didn't complain about her not wanting to have sex with them. She thought maybe, rather than telling you, she'd show you. Does that sound about right?"
"I...Um, well, um..." I started to mumble, stopping as she reached behind her back. I saw her hands move to the zipper on her front, and then watched her slowly pull the tab down, exposing her body inch by inch. Once the zipper had hit the end, she pulled the dress apart, and let it slide down her arms. With the short summer dress now on the floor around her, she stood and let me look. She had black lace bra and panties and a black garter belt, that she was now unclipping from the nude-colored stockings. In moments, she took the belt off and tossed it aside. She reached behind her back again and slipped off the lace bra, freeing her tits, which were quite a bit larger than even her daughter's big tits. With a naughty looking little grin she stepped out of her high heels and then stepped to the sofa. Standing in front of me, she lifted one foot and placed it on the sofa between my legs.
"Why don't you help me with my stockings," she said softly. "You know how, don't you?"
"I, um. Maybe." I said, almost afraid to move my hands from where they were, hiding most of my hardon. "But Mrs. Strong..."
"Miss Strong. I'm not married any longer. Please, call me Miss C, or even better, Callie. Now, you want to help me with my stockings, or should I take them off and use them to tie your hands to something?"
"That's okay. I think I can manage." I mumbled, pulling both hands from my dick and reaching up her thigh. I pulled on the top of the stocking and when the material tried to roll on itself, I let it. I stroked my fingers across the rolling material, my fingers stroking her soft skin at the same time.
"Ohhhhhhhh yessssss. I love a man that knows how to tease a woman." She cooed softly, as I worked the stocking all the way down and off her foot. She moved her other foot between my legs, this time using her toes to nuzzle against my balls. I stroked my fingers along her thigh again, rolling the other stocking down until she had to lift her foot from under my balls to let me pull it all the way off. She turned to face away from me. She slipped her panties off and slowly, very slowly, bent over in front of me, pulling them slowly down her legs, until she could step out of them. She spread her feet about a foot apart and stood there, waiting. She looked past her butt at me and grinned. "Yes. This is exactly that kind of invitation. If you want to, you can slide that big, fat cock right into my hot, wet pussy. That what you want? You want to fuck my hot cunt? Come give me that cock. Just slide it right into me."
I stared at the pussy pushing at me between her thighs, her fingers reaching between her legs to stroke herself, teasing the significant amount of her inner lip away from her body, until it was all exposed and glistening with her juices.
"Go ahead." Malissa said with a smile. "She hasn't had a cock in at least two weeks."
"I haven't." Callie said softly. "And I haven't had one this big in even longer. I heard your friend screaming it out earlier. How about you push that fat cock in me and make me scream like that?"
I might not have understood the dynamic, but I sure as hell understood the invitation. I was horny as hell after 'stretching' with Julia. I stood up from the sofa and stepped the short two feet or so to where she stood, bent over. She reached between her legs, her fingers looking for and finding my cock. She pulled me gently closer, rubbing my head between her lips and then trying to pull me forward while she tried to feed it into her depths. I pushed toward her and stepped toward her as well, sinking my full length into her hot wetness. "Ohhhh God yes, sooo big and full. Now fuck me honey. Fuck me as hard as you want. Make me come and then use my pussy and make your deposit. I want to feel you pumping your cock, and your cum, into my hot cunt!"
I held her hips and started to rock, driving my dick in and out of her. I hadn't even realized that part of the wall by the exercise equipment was mirrored. I could see us in it, her bent over, facing the mirror, her huge tits hanging down below her chest, swinging wildly like two huge creamy drops. In and out I thrust, driving my cock into her, until I could feel it bump the end of her vagina, when my hips hit her firm round ass.
"YES! That's it, honey. Fuck my hot cunt, make me come with that cock. Give it all to me baby, drive it right in there!"
"Uh huh." I grunted, staring at the image of the two of us fucking. I noticed something else, something that made me spread my attention between Callie's swinging tits, and the sight of Malissa, plunging a dildo in and out of her own pussy, as she sat on the couch behind us. She held her legs up in the air, spread way apart, and drove a pink dildo in and out of herself, in time with the strokes I was making, into her mother.
Malissa sat on the sofa, plunging the dildo into her pussy, moaning loudly, while Callie begging me to pound her harder. The sights and sounds were pushing me closer and closer to climax. I wasn't sure just how much longer I could go, without unloading in her. Out I pulled, then in I thrust, hard, driving myself rhythmically, and strongly, into her, over and over.
"SHIT! GONNA COME! DON'T STOP! WHATEVER YOU DO, PLEASE DON'T STOP!" Callie screamed, as her pussy started to squeeze around me. I loved how it felt, when a girl climaxed around my dick, and Callie was no exception. The sudden spasms and additional tightness sent me over the edge. My body bucked hard and I drove deep into her pussy, as my dick started unloading cum into her. "FUCK YES!" she screamed, as she stood, her body spasming and jerking almost in time with mine.
"Damn." I panted, as I stood, gently stroking her bare ass, as my cock continued to twitch inside her. To my surprise, she pulled off of me and straightened. With a grin, she turned around to face me and pushed me in the middle of my chest, until I backed up to the sofa and then fell back onto it. She moved closer and knelt down, pushing my knees apart.
"I hope you like being sucked on." She said with a grin, staring at me as she lowered her face toward my dick. She opened her mouth and engulfed as much of my slowly shrinking cock as she could.
"Oh damn," I gasped softly, as her tongue teased that sensitive spot under my head, making my dick jerk in her mouth.
"You like that huh?" She asked, pulling her mouth off of me for a moment. She closed her lips around me again and began to slide her mouth up and down, her tongue teasing the underside of my shaft. I was slowly softening, but not nearly as fast as I usually would. But the fact I was, didn't seem to bother her. She worked, licking and sucking my dick, with loud slurping noises.
Malissa moved next to me, pulling the dildo from her pussy and standing up on the sofa. She stepped to straddle me, and then pushed her pussy toward my face. She didn't have to say anything, I knew what she wanted. I grasped her bare ass cheeks and pulled her gently toward my face, sticking my tongue out to softly lick her wet, spread lips.
"Ohhhhhh yeah. Lick me, Billy. Lick my hot little clit and make me come all over your face!"
I didn't need to answer. I pulled her a little more toward me and then licked up between her lips, tasting her copious sweet juices and searching for her clit with the tip of my tongue. She moaned softly, as I worked up and down her slit, squeezing her butt cheeks as I did. I started to imagine her sliding down and sitting on my dick, letting me push my hard shaft up into her. But I knew that wasn't going to happen. She wanted to not have sex, that way, until she was married, and I understood. Instead, I let go of one of her butt cheeks and moved my arm between her legs. I slowly pushed a finger up into her, as I continued to lick and flick her hard little clit, making her moan even louder. I stroked my finger in and out of her, like a little dick, pushing it deep into her and trying hard to curl it, like Jessica taught me, not all that long ago.
I needed a little more depth, and added a second finger, now able to get that fraction of an inch further, reaching a spot that was clearly more sensitive. She held onto the back of my head and tried to smash my face toward her pussy, while I licked her clit and plunged my two fingers in and out. God, I was damned turned on again, and apparently it had the desired effect on my dick. I felt Callie pull her face off of me and then felt a soft wetness envelope me again. I wasn't sure how she had the room, but she had crawled onto the sofa on her knees and fed me back into her sopping wet pussy. She began to move up and down, her rhythm bouncing us up and down slightly on the springy sofa cushion. Up and down she moved, sliding her pussy on and off my cock while I sucked and finger fucked her daughter.
"Oh God Billy, you're gonna make me come!" Malissa moaned softly, her hands alternately stroking my short hair and trying to grab it to pull me tighter to her clit. It wasn't long before she started to rock her hips, gently at first, and then more aggressively, grinding herself against my chin and lips. I worked my fingers along the front of her vaginal wall, just above her pubic bone, stroking the little bundle of nerves I'd been taught about. "OH FUCK! God damn Billy! You're going to make me come! You're fucking going to make me, ohhhhhhh shit, shit, shit! Here it comes Billy, I'm coming for you sweetie! I'm going to come all over you honey!" Her body suddenly jerked and I felt myself being wet on, from my neck all the way to my groin. Three times, her body spasmed and rained her juices on me, some of it washing down the front of me, and some of it flowing into my mouth. She abruptly pulled away, panting heavily, and dropped to the sofa next to me, one of her legs still draped across my lap.
She watched her mother riding up and down my shaft for long seconds, her mother's butt slapping her calf as she watched us. As suddenly as she had pulled off my face, she climbed off the sofa and running up the stairs.
Callie stopped riding me and sat on my lap, twisting to look at me and then at the stairs. "What was that about?"
"I wish I knew. She just suddenly got up and ran up the stairs.
"I better go check on her," she said, but instead of getting off of me she began lifting and lowering again, only more slowly now, like she wanted to pull off but was reluctant to do so. She looked at me again, her daughter's cum, all over my chest and face. She pursed her lips and stopped moving. She sat on me for long seconds without moving and then shook her head. "Please don't go away. I need to go check on her, but I don't want you to go. Please?"
"Sure." I agreed.
She pulled off me and then looked down at me. "Tell you what. There's a shower on the back patio. You can go out that side door. Why don't you rinse off there."
"Outside?"
"It's for rinsing the pool water off. My ex-husband had it built so he could watch our friends showering, after swimming. Kinda kinky, isn't it? Anyway, the yard's got a privacy fence, so no one can see. There are towels in the little cabinet next to the shower. Why don't you clean up and then find a place to relax. I have a hunch this might take a few minutes and I'm still way too horny to not finish what we started, okay?"
"Sure." I answered. She turned and headed up the stairs. I got up and walked to the door at the end of the basement. To my surprise, it opened to a stairwell that led up to the patio and the in-ground pool I didn't even know was there. Sure enough, there was a shower on the back of the house. Just the hardware, no walls or doors or anything. I turned on the water and adjusted it. I stepped under the spray and thought about what she said, making me wonder if any of their women friends, or neighbors, had undressed while they showered. The fact that he's now an "ex" suggested to me that maybe some of them did.
I turned off the water and dried off. It was warm enough to be outside. Not hot, but pleasantly warm for a fall Saturday. I wrapped the towel around my waist and settled into a lounge chair in the sun.
I must have dozed off because next thing I knew, I was feeling a body climb onto the chair with me. I opened my eyes, expecting to see Callie, but instead saw Malissa. "You okay?" I asked quietly, as she settled her still naked body against mine, struggling a little to open the towel and spread it so I was as naked as she was.
"I think so."
"What happened?"
"I don't want to talk about it." She whispered, as she lay her head on my shoulder.
"Okay," I answered, but not really understanding. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and held her to me, letting her just lay against me.
"My mom says you're special." She whispered, after a little while.
"That's nice of her."
"No, I don't mean that way. Yes, you have a big dick, but that's not it. She said you're special because I never do what I did."
"I don't get it. You never climax for your boyfriend?"
"Of course, I do. He can get me off hard, like you did. That's not what I'm talking about. What I never do is leave the room like that."
"So why did you?"
"Because it sorta bothered me, watching my mom fucking you. I mean, I've watched her do it to a lot of guys. It was never a big deal. For some reason, I wanted it to be me, not her."
"I see." I answered, not at all sure I understood what it means.
"Let me ask you something. Do you like Becky?"
"Yeah, I do."
"Why?"
"I wish I could answer that. I don't know exactly. It's the way she makes me feel when we're together. I feel comfortable with her. Like we can talk about anything, or do anything, and it'd be okay. I mean, I'm just tutoring her, but it feels like more than that. I've been doing it for so long, that I really have a hard time thinking about the way life would be, if I wasn't going over to her house to tutor her every few days."
"Then what about Allie? You haven't tutored her."
"She's even more confusing. When she came into the mat room and wanted to have sex, I was yeah, sure, no problem. You're sexy and I'm horny. Why not. But when we were doing it, it was different. Even different than it is with Becky."
"That's not much of an explanation."
"No, it isn't, is it?"
"If you had to pick one, could only be with one of them. Which would you choose?" She asked me quietly.
"Oh damn. I don't know that I could. Choose, I mean."
"So, you go through life with two girlfriends?"
"I don't think that'd work out for very long. Right now, it's confusing enough."
"How so? I mean, you fuck both of them. Best of all worlds, right?"
"Not really. One of them is gonna be hurt, or maybe both."
"You care? About if they get hurt?"
"Sure, how can I not? I mean, I really like Becky. If she wasn't such a popular girl at school I could see her being my girlfriend. Allie, I like her, I like what we do, but I'm not so sure about what we would be like long term. Sometimes it feels like if it weren't for the sex, she wouldn't even notice me."
"Trust me, she'd notice you. The whole reason she had sex with you was because she noticed you, and not just because of your dick. She noticed the way you interacted with the girls, the way you treat them, the way you don't just try and get free looks at them, but actually try and avoid looking at them, even when they almost stick it in your face. It's a far cry from how Coach has always said men are."
"Well, I just don't know what it is she likes about me, but I still don't want to see her hurt."
"But Julia just fucked you. You don't seem to be worried about her getting hurt."
"No, she just wanted sex. Becky and Allie both want a lot more than that."
She rolled over onto me a bit more and reached down to start playing with my dick. "You like having sex?"
"Yeah, what guy doesn't."
"Doesn't matter who?"
"For sex? It matters some. But something's different with Becky and Allie. Hell, I was willing to get in trouble, just to show Becky that I cared. Why would I do that? Hell, if Coach hadn't intervened, I'd have gotten expelled for what we were doing in the bathroom."
"So why? Why do you care about them? Becky, I sort of understand. You have been working with her for three years. Now with the addition of sex, I can see intimacy there. But Allie? You didn't even know her a few weeks ago."
"I don't know. I really don't. We went for a walk. She wanted to have sex and I didn't say no. I didn't know I was her first. I think part of the reason she's hooked on me, is because I was her first. I don't think she really loves me. I think it'll fade."
"Your idea, or someone else's?"
"I'll admit that Coach and Jessica helped me think through it a bit."
"They're pretty smart, but they aren't infallible."
"No?"
"No," she said quietly. "For instance. They said that doing what I did, that first practice, would scare you away. It didn't. She said having you walk around in those little shorts would embarrass you and scare you away. It didn't. She said that having the girls flashing you, would drive you crazy and make you quit, but you were still nice and respectful to all of us, even when we were intentionally teasing the shit out of you. I don't think they really know guys as well as they think, or else you're not a normal guy. She wanted to use you, but you kinda showed us, me at least, that not all guys are the sex crazed jerks she'd always told us you were."
"I was trying to keep from being expelled. So, I put up with you guys teasing me. Why did coach want me on the team? For more than just practice, I mean."
"She didn't. That was my idea."
"Your idea?"
"Well, mine and the girls. We all kinda got the idea together. We asked coach to let us put you on. You were trying really hard to be part of the team, I didn't think it was fair to just use you like that. And yes, I know all about coach wanting to have sex with you. For her, it's just sex. She isn't interested in guys for relationships, just the occasional fuck. She doesn't have a very high opinion of men in general."
"I thought she was trying to help me."




"She was trying to help herself, as much as anything. She had you over a barrel and she knew it. It was just a game for her. She wanted to embarrass you and show us how much of assholes men are."
"What is it for you?" I asked quietly, as she stroked my quickly hardening dick.
"That's a good question," she whispered. "Can I do something?"
"Something... as in what?"
"Can I use your dick to rub on my clit?"
"I thought you were saving that for that perfect guy."
"I am. All I want to do is use the tip of your penis on my clit. I want to tease myself with it, until I come."
"Well, um. I guess it'd be okay, if that's what you want to do."
She shifted to her knees straddling me, and reached down to my dick. She used her fingers to spread her lips and then lowered herself a little bit. She rubbed my head around and over her clit, looking down at me, more than at what she was doing between her legs. What she was doing was surprisingly stimulating, and I could tell by her breathing, that it was equally stimulating for her. "I haven't ever let anyone touch me down there with their dick." She breathed. "It feels so much different than fingers. Does it feel good for you?"
"Oh yeah."
"You're not going to come on me, are you?"
"I'll warn you first." I answered her.
"Good, do that." She moaned softly, as she continued to rub the tip of my head around her clit, the minutes slowly slipping past as she teased herself and me closer and closer to climax. "Oh damn, this feels so good. Does it always feel like this?"
"No. Sometimes it feels even better," I groaned softly, the result of her gentle strokes across her clit having its effect on me as much as her. "Malissa. If you don't stop doing that, I'm not going to be able hold it back much longer."
"Hold what back?" She panted.
"Coming. You're going to make me come." I groaned, curling my toes and trying to think of anything but how wonderful it felt. "God, it feels good."
"It does, it feels so good, better than I ever imagined." She said breathlessly as she pushed my dick back down her slit further and lowered herself just a fraction more. I felt the tip of my head start to tease over and around the entrance to her depths.
"You really want to do that?" I moaned softly, trying to think about math problems instead of how insanely soft and hot her pussy felt on my engorged head.
"Just the tip." She moaned back, rubbing me in a circle around the entrance to her vagina and then back up to her clit again. Back and forth she rubbed me, sliding me over her clit and then rubbing me around and even slightly into the entrance to her vagina. She stared at me, looking intently down at me as she rubbed me around and around the entrance. I couldn't tell what exactly was going through her mind, but her breathing and the look on her face shouted that she wanted more. She wanted to come on my dick. She lowered herself a little more, and I felt my mushroom head settle into that perfect opening, her fingers actually stroking me now as she continued to try and rub my unmoving shaft. Unable to move my dick back to her clit without lifting, she let go and moved her fingers to her clit. I watched her gently stroke herself, one finger stroking her hard nub in small circles, while she began to lift and lower herself only a slight amount. Each time she lifted, she eased some weight off my mushroom head, but only for a moment before she pushed back down again, pressing the very tip of my head right to the verge of pushing into her vagina. With each little shift in weight she mead, I felt like I was going to push all the way into her. "Oh my God! It feels so good." She moaned before closing her eyes gripping her lower lip between her teeth. I felt her push slightly harder, my head spreading her entrance slightly, the sudden increase in pressure sending all the right, and wrong, signals to my body and my brain.
"Oh damn, Malissa! Don't! You're gonna make me come," I gasped, as she continued to tease my engorged mushroom head barely into her opening. "Oh fuck, Malissa." I groaned, as I reached for her hips and tried to lift her off before it was too late.
"NO! I'm going to come." She panted as I tried to lift her up. She shifted her weight back down, fighting against me as her legs began to tremble. Her finger feverishly stroked her clit as the trembles in her legs grew stronger. "Just a few more moments Billy. Oh god damn it feels so good! Oh God Billy! I'm commmmming!"
"Shit, Malissa, I can't hold it back any longer! You have to get off!" I gasped, trying to think of anything but coming.
"Oh fuck. I'm coming Billy! God I'm coming!" she cried breathlessly as she pushed herself down again, breaking my grip just as my body jerked. "OH FUCK!" she cried, as our bodies drove toward each other, forcing my cock deep into her, until her bare ass hit my thighs.
"Ohhhhhhh nooooo," I groaned, as my body surged a gush of cum up into her pussy. I lay there, jerking and spasming, unable to prevent all four powerful surges of cum from flowing deep into her pussy, as she sat on me, her own body jerking and shaking in time with my spasms.
I lay there, my cock jerking inside her, as it continued to pump the remaining cum into her, watching her body tremble and shudder, as her own climax washed through her body. As the trembles softened and disappeared, she leaned over and lowered her head toward me. She tilted her head and pressed her lips to mine. I felt her lick my lips to tease them open, and then felt her tongue dip into my mouth. We lay there, my dick twitching and oozing the remaining cum into her, as we kissed. She finally broke the kiss after a long couple minutes. "Does it always feel that good?"
"What? Sex?"
"That, and feeling a man come inside. Does it always feel so special?"
"I don't know. Did it?"
"Well, it was my first time. Seems like you're developing a habit of taking girls cherries."
"I didn't mean to. I mean, I didn't want to, wasn't trying to."
"I know. I think that's what made it special. I said I was waiting for that special man? I think I found him. No, no. Don't get all worried. I'm not going to demand that we get married now. No, you're that special guy because you didn't want to do it. You tried to stop me, tried to respect what I wanted. All the guys that I've met, if I put their dick between my legs, they'd be trying to stuff it in me. Those guys want to do it. They don't understand or care, that I need to know that it was my choice, not theirs."
"I see, I think."
"So, now that we've done it. Would it be too much to ask for you to get it up again and let me ride it some more?"
"If you can get it hard, I guess there's no reason you shouldn't ride it again now."
"Good!" she said with a grin. She slipped off of me and crawled down the chair. "Most guys say I'm pretty damn good at this." Then she lowered her face to my crotch, and began to lick my shrinking dick.
---o---
It was getting late. Callie made me stay for dinner, but only after Malissa had gotten me hard again and we had real, intentional sex. Long, slow, very intimate, sex, that saw her climax three times before I let myself go. The final climax we shared, with her mom watching us and playing with herself. What I needed now was to talk, and mom wasn't the person I needed to talk with. I needed to understand, if coach set me up to fail, to run away, to prove to the girls that I was a loser like 'all guys'. If she did that, then I needed to understand why. And I needed to understand why, if she felt that way, did she include me in sex, with Jessica? There was only one place I was going to get those answers.
I knew her address, but I'd never been to her house before. It was a small ranch house, with a fairly large front yard and whatever the back yard was, looked to be surrounded by a seven-foot high, wooden privacy fence, making me suspect she had a pool in the back yard. I parked in the driveway, behind the car that was parked in front of the garage. I could see lights on, so I was pretty sure she was home. I walked to the front door and rang the bell and waited, and waited. I rang a second time and waited some more.
"Damn." I swore quietly, as I turned from the front door. I was almost back to the car when I heard what I thought was Coach crying out 'fuck'. I stopped and listened and after a few moments realized there was a soft moaning coming from the back yard. Most privacy fences had gates on one side of the house or the other. In this case I guessed right and it was on the garage side of the house, and it wasn't a locked gate. I opened it and closed it softly, trying not to make too much noise. I padded through the grass to the back corner of the house and peeked around the corner, expecting to find Coach laying outside stroking herself. What I saw instead, froze me in place, unable to pull back and not look, but also unwilling to move forward and interrupt what I saw.
Coach had a hot tub and modest sized above ground pool in her back yard. The pool was clearly not being used, but the hot tub, that was another story. The tub was nestled into the corner of a patio, with a large pergola covering most of the patio. There were rope lights strung around the perimeter of the pergola, and the twilight was just fading enough to make the rope lights cast their soft yellow glow on the hot tub and its occupants. Sitting on one corner of the square tub, her back to the house, was a woman, her legs spread so that her feet rested on two sides of the tub. I could see a tousled mop of blond hair between the spread legs of the dishwater blonde woman sitting on the edge of the tub. It took a few moments before the situation settled in my mind enough to realize that the woman on the edge of the tub, the woman moaning in pleasure, the woman completely nude and clearly approaching orgasm, was Principal Jennings!
"God yes Grace! Oh fuck, yes. Right there! Keep doing that! Oh God, you're gonna make me come!"
Grace pulled her face back and stood up. "Not yet I'm not! Why spoil all the fun so fast?"
"You naughty bitch." Principal Jennings groaned, as she held her arms out and Grace slipped between them. Grace stood in the water while the two embraced, kissing erotically, their hands roaming all over each other. Principal Jennings hand was soon between Grace's legs. I couldn't quite see in the semi-darkness, but it didn't take a rocket scientist to know what her fingers were doing.
"Oh fuck, Delila!" Grace gasped, "and you call me a naughty bitch?"
"You like that, do you?" Principal Jennings, Delila, said to Grace. "How about this?" She asked, as her fingers moved more dramatically, starting to push in and out of Grace's pussy.
"Oh fuck, yes. That's it. Take me Delila! Make me come!"
"What was it you said?" Delila asked with a soft chuckle. "No point in spoiling the fun by making you come too soon?"
I stood there, watching them, Principal Jennings, Delila, with one hand between Grace's legs, and her other hand moving from one of her tits to the other, pulling and pinching her nipples. I might have already had plenty of sex for one day, but the sight before me had my cock quickly growing. I still just wore a t-shirt and the pair of athletic shorts I'd worn to work out at Malissa's, so it didn't take much to push the front of my shorts down, and pull out mister happy.
"Now, get your face back between my legs and lick my cunt you nasty little bitch!"
"Oh, you little minx. I'm gonna lick your sweet, sexy pussy until you beg me to stop!" Grace growled, as she knelt down into the water again and pushed her face back between Delila's legs.
"Oh my God, yes!" Delila cried into the growing night, as Grace began licking her again.
Damn what an incredible sight. Coach and Principal Jennings having a lesbian tryst! I would have never thought it of Principal Jennings, but she was really getting into it, and to be honest, so was I. I was getting into it so much that I forgot I was supposed to be hiding and let myself step around the corner and lean on the side of the house. I stood there, oblivious to the fact the only thing keeping me from being seen was the darkness. I had my dick in my hand and was stroking it slowly as I watched Delila tug and twist her nipples, while Grace eagerly worked between her legs. Delila was moaning and gasping and occasionally crying out in pleasure. "OH FUCK!" She cried, as she lifted her legs and wrapped them around Grace's neck, her hands leaving her sexy tits and reaching down to the mat of blond hair between her legs. "FUCK! I'M COMING," she screamed into the night! I watched her body jerk and shake, as she climaxed to Grace's ministrations.
"Holy shit!" I gasped, as I watched her body in the throes of climax. It was the wrong thing to do. I should have still been hiding around the corner, or maybe I should have left. I shouldn't have been standing in the open, watching the two of them sharing sex, and I damn well shouldn't have moved, because when I did a motion detection light blinked on, bathing me in hard white light.
"FUCK!" Delila cried, this time not in pleasure, but in surprise and anger; Instead of pulling Grace's face to her pussy, she used her hands to push Grace's face away, as she spread her legs to give her room. "We're not alone!" She said sharply.
Grace stood up in the tub, her pussy just above the level of the swirling water. She turned to look around, quickly spotting me. She scooped some water from the tub to rinse the pussy juice from her face and then she moved toward me, still in the tub. She stepped out of it and walked toward me, completely nude, water dripping from her full round tits and streaming down her body. As she got closer, she recognized me and stopped. "Billy? What the fuck are you doing here?"
"I, um, I came to talk to you." I said, tucking my dick awkwardly into my shorts. "I didn't mean to intrude. I rang the bell and no one answered."
"Yet here you are." She said quietly.
"Sorry. I can come back tomorrow." I said, stepping back to leave.
"OH NO! I don't think you need to be going anywhere, at least not until we have a talk!"
"I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to intrude." I said lamely, as she took my hand and pulled me along with her toward the hot tub.
"Look what we have here Delila. Mister West has joined us, for a little evening entertainment."
"Grace, let him go. This is highly inappropriate."
She huffed in exasperation. He interrupted our play time and I think he should make up for it."
"Grace, he's a student. We can't be doing what I can tell you're thinking!" Principal Jennins said, having slipped down into the water again, her arm across her breasts so that even under the water I couldn't see her tits. "It's totally inappropriate!"
"And Jessica and I fucking him wasn't?"
"Oh Grace, tell me you didn't."
"I did. And I enjoyed the fuck out of it."
"Jesus Grace, what's got into you?"
"I'm tired of being fucked over by insensitive, emotionally abusive assholes!"
"Greg," Delila said softly.
"Greg!" Grace nodded. "I'm done with men, I'm done with the way they think, the way they treat women, the way they rip your heart out and stomp all over it. It's my turn to enjoy what I want, when I want!"
"Oh God, Grace. I knew you took it hard when he broke it off, but I thought you were handling it better than this. Better than taking up with a student of all things."
"Handling it? Handling what? Being alone again? Being dumped by another asshole that doesn't really care, just pretends to?"
"Billy, go home," Principal Jennings said softly. "We'll talk tomorrow."
"No! He wanted to talk, let's talk, right now. What is it you wanted to ask me Billy? What was so important that you had to come to my house and see me?"
"It doesn't matter." I answered, just wanting to get out of here. I had my answer.
"No, it does. Go ahead, ask me." She said loudly. When I didn't speak, she shouted. "ASK ME!"
"Billy." Delila said softly, moving to my side of the tub and gracefully slipping out of the swirling water and over the side of the tub. She moved toward me slowly, almost as if approach an animal that might run away scared, suddenly seeming to not care that I was seeing her naked body. "What did you want to ask Grace." I looked at her up close now, completely nude, but still not answering, but now for a totally different reason. I stood frozen as she reached for my hands and took them gently. "I can see your nervous. Come with me."
she whispered as She drew me back to the tub a few feet away. "Come on. Let's all just get comfortable and we can discuss whatever's bothering you." She stopped when the tub hit her butt and then she let go of my hands. I stood there, letting her slowly undress me, taking my shirt off first and then pushing my shorts down over my butt. "I can tell this is important, so let's just take this slow and let you get comfortable here." She let my shorts slide to my feet and then knelt down in front of me, my rock-hard dick sticking almost in her face, while she untied my shoes. She pulled them off, along with my socks, and then slipped the shorts over my feet, leaving me as naked as she was. She looked up at me, and then at my hardon inches from her face. She knelt there looking at my dick for long seconds, making me think she might just slip it into her mouth, before moving back slightly and standing up. She took my hands again, and deftly sat on the edge of the tub, twisting herself to swing her legs over and into the water. She stood and pulled me toward her, drawing me with her, to sit on the edge and then swing my legs over into the water. She pulled me into the middle of the pool, then released my hands. She stepped the short distance between us and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me against her nude body. She leaned her face to mine and kissed my lips gently, softly. Just for a moment; a brief, soft kiss, and then silence. She held her face in front of mine, her nose nearly touching mine.
"Now breathe, deeply, in and out, slowly. That's it. Just relax. Let the tension flow from you with your breath. In and out, long slow deep breaths. Just feel our bodies touching, the tension slipping away and the feeling of my soft body against yours replacing that tension."
I did as she asked, breathing in deep and letting it slowly out, concentrating on how her tits felt against my chest, how her thighs felt against mine and how my hardon felt trapped between us. It was definitely taking the stress I was feeling, away. At least until she tilted her head and leaned toward me again, pressing her lips to mine again. This kiss lasted much longer, and as we kissed, it grew more sensual. Her tongue was soon in my mouth, playing tag with mine, her hands stroking up and down my back, from my butt to my hair. She kept us pressed together, her tits pressed to my chest, my hardon trapped between us. I lost track of how long the kiss lasted. It was long enough to make me start feeling nervous again at the thought that she was getting turned on enough that she might want to have sex with me. She finally broke the kiss and stepped away, her hands sliding up to my shoulders and down my arms to my hands. She sank down into the water and pulled me with her, pulling me until she was reclined on one of the scoop seats, with me laying on top of her. I could feel her move her legs under the water, shifting both of us until my hardon was between her thighs. Not pushed in her, but with my head resting right against her sex. I tried to stifle the soft groan of pleasure at the thought of how close I suddenly was to pushing into her.
"Now," she whispered, "what did you want to ask Grace about?"
I took a breath and let it out slowly. "I wanted to ask her about why she did what she did? Why she wanted me to work with the team. Why she wanted me to be dressed the way I was."



"Those sounds like serious questions. What brought you to want answers, to those particular questions?"
"Malissa was helping me learn to do some tumbling stuff. Things she told me made me wonder just exactly why Coach Song wanted me to work with the girls."
"It sounds like a reasonable question. I think I should hear the answer to that as well, don't you Grace?" Delila asked softly, looking past me to Grace, as she stood in the middle of the tub with her arms crossed under her tits and an exasperated look on her face. I didn't know if that exasperation was toward me, or toward Delila taking over.
I heard her take a deep breath and let it out slowly. "When I caught you in the locker room with Becky, I assumed you were just another egotistical boy, trying to get laid. I assumed that I interrupted you, before you could con your way into her pants, though I could see you were well on your way, with her tits hanging out and her pants around her knees. It was just a matter of time before you talked your way into sticking it into her, instead of just letting her stroke it."
"Is that why you sent her away? Why you took over?" I asked, without looking away from Delila.
"It was." She answered.
I rolled on Delila, until I rolled off her and sat on a bench, neck deep in the water next to her and looked at Coach. "So having me dress that way, having Malissa drop my pants in front of all the girls, having them all intentionally flash me all practice long, that really was all just to embarrass me?"
"No, not just to embarrass you. I wanted to do a lot more than that. I wanted to humiliate you. I wanted to make you feel, what I felt at the hands of...of another man. I wanted to prove that all men were dirty, filthy, hormone driven assholes, and you were just another."
"Thanks for nothing," I said sharply.
She dropped her arms and waved them around a moment. "You're right, I wasn't doing it to help you. I really wasn't." She said before she put her hands on her hips and stood looking at me. "But you did something I didn't expect. You surprised me! You stood there, embarrassed as hell, but you stood there, letting Malissa jack you off in front of all the girls. You let me dress you in those stupid little shorts, that couldn't help but show off your dick, as soon as you started getting hard, and I made sure that happened, by asking the girls to be sure to show a little extra. When that didn't seem to do it, I had you help spot them, knowing that you'd be getting your hands on their bodies, with as little as they were wearing. But you didn't...you didn't take advantage of it. You tried to be respectful and polite."
"Grace." Delila whispered.
"It gets worse. I showered with him, trying to get him to... giving him every chance to, every invitation to, but in the end, I had to make the moves. He wouldn't. I asked some of the girls to make passes at him, and he let them draw him into having sex, but it was at their request, not his. He was a conundrum. Then Allie asked him to take her virginity. He was, as I understand, gentle, and caring. He made her feel special. And when she started to have feelings for him, he responded. He truly cared about her."
"It seems like you tried to prove all men are bastards, and instead you proved just the opposite."
"Not really. He'll fuck anything in skirt. Even though he claims to have feelings for both Becky and Allie."
"What do you expect. You've taken a virgin, and dropped him into a vat of feminine hormones that love sex, every bit as much as you do. What did you expect to have happen? He is very much a product of your own creation, though he isn't the asshole you expected."
"No, he isn't," she agreed.
"From what I hear, he's become a confident lover, capable of giving tremendous pleasure, and making sure his partner enjoys it every bit as much as he does."
"That's what the girls tell me," Grace acknowledged.
Delila rolled, on her reclined seat, to face me. "Billy, I understand that this could be somewhat awkward, for all of us. You walked into a very private and intimate exchange between Grace and myself. It is not intended for public consumption, or even for public knowledge. Quite clearly, this kind of relationship between a principal and her staff is forbidden, not unlike the physical relationship you and Grace and Jessica have already shared. You've shown great restraint so far, keeping that relationship under wraps. Now I'm afraid that you're going to have a much larger secret to keep. That of what Grace and I were sharing, when you showed up. I presume I can trust you to keep this secret?"
"Um, yeah, I guess I can."
"Good boy. Now that you have the answers you wanted, what are you going to do?"
"I don't know. Malissa, said that this was all true, but I didn't want to believe her. I kind of feel like I don't really belong on the team, that it was all fake."
"I didn't ask for you to dress out with the team, to be part of the team. Malissa came to me and demanded it. She said she asked all the girls and they agreed to a girl, to add you to the team." Grace said, "so, in a way, there isn't anything fake. You won the girls over yourself. I didn't have anything to do with that."
"You didn't?"
"No, she had to convince me, and she did." Grace answered. "Though she wouldn't have had to work as hard to do so, if you and I had our after-game play sooner. Not the stuff in the gym. The stuff that we did with Jessica after. You proved to be a gentle, caring and considerate lover, just like Malissa said you were. You have the tools and the sensitivity to make it work. Jessica was as impressed as I was. Not only did you satisfy both of us, you were intuitive enough to know when not to interrupt our intimacy, and when to join in and add your, um, uniqueness, to our game."
"Well Billy, since you're going to have to keep our little secret, maybe we should add a little incentive." Delila said softly, drawing my attention back to her. "What boy wouldn't love to be able to say he fucked his principal, literally? Not that you could tell anyone, but you'd know."
"Fuck you?" I asked in a whisper.
She held a hand out to me, and when I took it, she pulled me gently back toward her, rolling on her seat, pulling me back on top of her. This time she spread and lifted her legs, one on either side of me. She wrapped her legs around my middle and reached a hand down between us. I wasn't hard, not after the discussion I'd had with Coach. "Let's see if we can coax this back to what it was before, shall we?" She moved her hand from between us, and slid it up to find one of mine. She pulled my hand to her breast and then, once my hand was firmly planted on her soft tit, she moved her hand to the back of my head. She pulled my face to hers and pressed her lips softly to mine. We kissed for long seconds, her lips sucking mine, her tongue teasing into my mouth, her breath sharing with mine. After some time, she broke the kiss, but didn't pull her face from mine.
"How does it feel to be playing with your principal's tits? How many times have you seen me at school, and looked at me, wondering what I had on under my dress? Would you like to know what I wear under my dresses?" she asked with a naughty little grin. "I don't think I'll tell you, but maybe one day I'll show you. If you're a good boy, and you keep our little secret. Maybe I'll let you undress me. Would you like that? To take off my dress and see what I wear under it?"
"I would," I whispered, as she slipped her hand between us again. She grasped my hardening dick.
"Mmmmmmm. Getting hard, I think you like the idea of fucking your principal. Can you imagine doing it in my office? Undressing me in my office and see what I wear under my clothes?" she asked in a loud whisper. She used her legs to move me a little bit, pushing my now hard dick down and then using her legs to pull me toward her again. I felt her rub my head around her pussy lips and then use her legs to pull me up her body, forcing me slowly into her pussy. She closed her eyes and lay her head back, letting out a soft pleasurable groan. "Damn!"
I felt my dick push into her, I started to stroke into her, feeling her hot wet depths caress my head. She wasn't nearly as tight as the girls I'd been with were, but the way she used her legs as I stroked, changing how my dick moved inside her with each stroke, was, well, an incredible feeling.
"Yes, God you feel so good in me. Fuck me, Billy! Make me come for you!" She moaned loudly, as I plunged into her over and over. I worked in and out of her as she moved in time with my strokes. I squeezed her tit with each stroke, letting her nipple stick between my fingers so that each squeeze of her tit also squeezed her nipple. I was glad I'd had sex already or I'd be struggling to not come. "Fuck me, Billy. Undress me, take my dress off. Take off my bra and my panties. Make me naked for you and then sit me on my desk and fuck my hot pussy. Make me come for you and then fill me with your cum. God, you have no idea how many times I've wished someone would do that, come to my office and take me. Strip me naked and fuck me on my own desk. Oh God Billy! I'm coming. I'm COOOOOOMMMIIING!" she cried into the night, as her whole body tensed and shuddered. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, her legs tightening, so that it was hard to stroke into her. She wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me tightly to her as she climaxed. "Ohhhhhhh God, yes." She moaned softly, as her body slowly started to relax, the tension of her climax slowly fading away.
She looked at me and pressed her lips to mine again, softly kissing me, but not letting me move in her, as she held me with her legs. "I think it's time to get out of this tub before we're boiled to death." She whispered as she broke the short kiss. "Not to mention that I'm up on Grace two to none. I think we have our work cut out for us." She unhooked her legs from around me and gently pushed me back, slipping my still rock- hard cock out of her. She was soon standing in the water, one hand pulling me up and the other held out to the pouting, scowling, woman on the other side of the tub. "Come on Grace. Don't be like this."
"Why not? You just proved my point! Men are all assholes and boys are no better!"
"How did I prove that?"
"By inviting him to have sex with you, when this was our time!"
"Oh sweetie. Don't be mad. We both know that a cock can feel so good, especially after a good climax. Why don't we take this to the bedroom and continue it. Grace rolled her eyes, but got up and climbed from the tub with us. Delila led us both to the master bedroom and crawled onto the bed, pulling Grace onto the bed by her hand. Reluctantly Grace crawled onto the bed, while Delila laid down. It took a few moments, but Grace crawled over the top of Delila and laid down on top of her, the two wrapping their arms around each other and bringing their lips together.
I stood there awkwardly, as I watched the two of them embrace, the kiss slowly growing more and more intimate. Delila reached a hand out for me as they broke the kiss, both of them panting heavily. "Now, why don't you come up here with us. I bet Grace would love to feel you pounding her, while I licked her hot little pussy!"
"If he fills me up, I'm going to make you lick it out of me." Grace said quietly.
I saw Delila grin, "it'd be well worth it, to see you climax nice and hard on my face."
"If you want it," Grace said quietly. She pushed up off of Delila's body onto her hands and knees and then crawled up the bed until she could hold the headboard. Delila moved down the bed a bit further until her face was under Grace's pussy and then she reached up to grasp her butt cheeks and pull her wet pussy down to her face.
"Come on Billy. Fuck her for me, make her come, like you made me come."
I quite honestly had no idea what was happening to my life. I came over to talk to Coach about Malissa, and here I was, fucking her and Principal Jennings. But hell, I was still a guy, with a raging hardon. What else would I do, but what I'm told? I moved to straddle Delila's chest with my knees and watched her grasp my dick. She pulled my head down to her mouth and she licked my dick for a few moments, before moving it up and rubbing it between Grace's wet lips. I held her hips and pushed forward, as I felt my head nestle into the entrance to her depths. I pushed in a few inches and then started to stroke, short little jabbing strokes at first, her lubricating me, as I moved in deeper and deeper. I was soon stroking my full length into her, driving fully into her, until I could feel my head hitting the end of her tunnel. In and out I drove, Grace moaning loudly, while I stroked and Delila licked. I reached up to Grace's tits with one hand, using the other to hold her butt cheek for balance. I squeezed and kneaded her tit, while I pushed into her, my orgasm starting to grow more urgent with each stroke.
"Come for me baby!" Delila said, from under Grace's pussy. "You know you want to, you're just fighting it. I can tell, let it go honey, let it happen! Come for me, come all over my face with your sexy pussy."
"Uh-uh." Grace grunted, hanging on to the edge of the headboard.
"You wanna play that game?" Delila asked. "Alright sweetie, you just try not to come." Delila reached one of her hands up between us, sliding her palm up Grace's butt cheek and around my plunging cock. I watched in fascination as Delila reached her fingers between Grace's cheeks, and then pushed a finger into her puckered rose bud.
"OH FUCK! YOU CUNT!" Grace screamed, as her whole body suddenly dissolved into shudders and trembles. I could feel her pussy suddenly clenching around my hard member, the sudden tightness pushing me quickly to the point of no return. I plunged into Grace over and over, watching Delila push her finger in and out of Grace's ass, in time with my strokes, making Grace jerk and shudder as her climax was pushed even higher.
"Oh fuck." I grunted, as Grace screamed a stream of profanity. My body bucked hard and jammed not only my cock deep into Grace's pussy, but my stomach also forced Delila's finger deeper into her ass at the same time.
"OHHHHHH FUCK! YOU GODDAMN NASTY CUNT!" Grace screamed, as her whole body convulsed. I could hear Delila laughing below her, as my body pumped shot after shot of cum, deep into Grace.
"That's it, sweetie. You know you wanted to come for him, you just didn't want to let it happen." Delila said, as she pulled her finger out. She gently pushed me back, sliding my still leaking dick out of Grace. She pushed me until I rolled onto the bed next to them and then she coaxed Grace to crawl back down over her juice covered body until she could lay on top of Delila again. The two pressed themselves together, and then kissed. After several minutes they broke the long, incredibly hot embrace.
"I think you should go home now Billy, I think that we're going to be busy, for the rest of the night." Grace said quietly.
"Yes ma'am." I said quietly.
"Billy!?" Delila said, looking at me as I crawled off the bed. I stopped and looked back at her. "Don't go home without a shower. We don't need people wondering what you were doing, right?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Use the shower in there." Grace said, before lowering her lips back to Delila's.
I did as they asked and then found my clothes outside and slipped out the same gate I had entered. As short time later I lay in bed, not sure what to think. I'd just fucked the principal and my coach. God knows what anyone would think, if I tried to tell them that. Maybe Jessica would believe me. I also knew that there weren't many people I could tell, without causing coach a lot of trouble. I was beginning to believe what I was told, about her trying to embarrass me instead of caring about me. Part of me felt that I should get her in trouble for that, but I couldn't do that without getting people I cared about in trouble. It was a restless night's sleep, when I finally did drift off.
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Thanksgiving was over and Christmas was working it's way closer, with it all the usual things to do. Christmas shopping being included. I'd always struggled on what to get my wife. We kept lists for each other, but her list this year was even shorter than usual. It included three items: sexy dresses, lingerie, and "underwear and stockings that turn you on". Clearly she'd gotten her mind focused on one thing this year. Unfortunately, I wasn't exactly good at picking dresses for her. Lingerie was no problem. Underwear was easy. But dresses? I never did well with those.
We'd agreed that tonight we'd go to the mall and she'd give me some ideas of things she liked. It was bound to help. Mandy was upstairs getting dressed almost half an hour after we were supposed to leave. Why she had to dress up to shop, I don't know, but then I guess it's a woman thing. I was patiently waiting for her to finish getting ready when the doorbell rang. I of course answered it. I could hear Mandy coming down the stairs behind me, her high heels clop clopping with each step as she almost ran down the stairs, clearly trying to beat me to the door. She didn't. I opened the door while she was still a good third of the way up to the second floor, and stood staring at a tall, slender redhead I only vaguely recognized.
"Janice!" Mandy called from behind me.
"Mandy! I made it!" The redhead said cheerfully from where she stood on the front porch.
"You did," my wife answered as the redhead stepped in past me. The two hugged and then separated. "Honey, this is Janice. She's kinda new to the office."
"Hi. I said, feeling confused before looking back at my wife. "Are we still going shopping?" I'd seen my wife dressed up a lot more lately, but the short black zipper dress she had on seemed overkill for shopping. The long-sleeved dress only came to the middle of her thighs and the turtleneck had a zipper that ran down the front from the top of the neck all the way to the hem. The fairly stretchy knit material hugged her curves snuggly, accentuating her full breasts and her curvy hips. I vaguely remember her buying the dress quite a few years ago to wear to a single event, to never come out of the closet again. But here she was, dressed in the sexy black knit material, black stockings that were barely long enough to be covered by the short dress and knee-length leather boots. She looked truly incredible.
My wife laughed softly. "Yes and no. Yes, we're going shopping, but no, not together. I enlisted Janice to help you."
"Help me?"
"I know how hard it is for you to shop for clothes for me, and I really like Janice's style. Since she's almost the exact same size as me, she can help you pick without spoiling the surprise for me!" She turned to look at Janice. "Show him!"
Janice grinned and took off her long coat. She had on a very short red dress that seemed to be little more than a tube of spandex that molded itself to her body, covering everything from just above her nipples to the middle of her thighs, the outfit finished off with red stockings and heels. She was surprisingly close in build to Mandy, right down to her probably 36D breasts. "Wow," was all I could say. "You sure you want me to take her shopping?"
"Why? Afraid you might not be able to keep your hands off me?" Janice said softly as she stepped toward me. She slipped her arms around my waist and leaned her body against mine and ground her pelvis against my already hardening dick. "Glad to see you enjoying the view. It'd be a shame to get all dressed up and not have you enjoy it."
I looked past her toward my wife. She grinned and nodded. "Feel free to tell her how good she looks."
"Well, you do look spectacular." I said a little tentatively, not wanting to piss my wife off at being overly complimentary.
"Thank you!" she said with a smile before her look turned more serious. "Mandy, Jack, I have a question for you two."
"Okay?" I said a little curiously.
"My husband and I play this game when we go clothes shopping so he doesn't get bored. We've talked about trying it with another couple, and since you two are already exploring that kind of thing, maybe you'd be a good couple to share it with."
I was immediately put on guard and answered, "What kind of a game?"
"Well, it's kinda a showing off and flirting kind of game." Janice said, looking back at me, still holding my pelvis against hers, and not seeming to be ready to let go.
"Showing off, like showing off our bodies?" Mandy asked her co-worker.
"That's a pretty close description. Greg gets really turned on watching me flash him and any other guy that happens to be lucky enough to be in the right place at the right time. So, we play a little game, flashing and touching each other while we're shopping."
"Okay. Maybe you better explain more first." I said hesitantly.
"Well, first he buys me a new pair of sexy undies, then we go look at lingerie. I pick at least one thing that I would like to wear for him, and I model it."
"So you put it on for him?" I asked, not sure how this turned into flashing, though I could imagine some pretty skimpy lingerie.
"Uh huh. The rule is, when I model anything, I have to come out of the dressing room completely, and make one full turn for him, before I can go back. If I renege and don't come out, I have to undress in the parking lot and ride home naked. I have to admit, at first it was kinda hard, but now I love it. I get so turned on. Anyway, once we pick a piece of lingerie, and sometimes he makes me try on more than one piece, I put on the panties he bought me. Then we go shopping for dresses. He picks some for me to model, and I pick some I like. Of course the same rules for modeling dresses apply. Anything he picks and asks me to model I have to. The idea is to tease each other to climax before we're done, by both flashing and touching."
"So, like jerking him off or something?" Mandy asked her friend.
"That's one way. Another is to let him get between my thighs or even into me if he can arrange it. My goal is to get him to come in my panties, and his goal is to get me to climax before I get him to come. If he makes me come first, then when we get back to the car, I have to strip and ride him until he fills me. If I get him to come in my panties first, then he has to buy me the lingerie I modeled for him. Easy."
"And all you have to do is, what, get him to jack off in your panties?"
"Well, he can come in my panties with me holding them out, or he can slide it between my thighs, dry humping, some people call it, or he can cum in my pussy and let it leak out into the panties. I mean, we can't exactly go around coming on the floor, can we? It has to end up in the panties."
"That sounds like it could be difficult," Mandy said, looking at me to see my reaction.
"Not as hard as you think, not if you get creative and do things in short little bits. Oh, I almost forgot, I'm not allowed to touch my panties unless his dick is hanging out. So if he pulls them down my thighs to play with my pussy, well they stay down until he pulls them up, or I fish out his dick. Sometimes he'll pull the panties down so far that they almost show below my dress, and I have to leave them there. But the positive side is then that I can lift my dress and flash him my bare pussy, which he absolutely loves."
"And you guys do this a lot?" I asked, a little surprised at the game.
"Almost every time we go shopping." She said with a grin.
"And you never get caught?" Mandy asked.
"Oh, I didn't say that. We get caught by people a lot. The trick is to not get caught with your goodies hanging out. There's not much anyone can do if your husband has his hands under your dress, but you don't wanna get caught even partly naked with kids around! Bad, bad situation. No, you have to be really careful about when and where, but that's part of the stimulation, trying to guess where your partner is going to do something. I've gone so far as to try on a dress and then, standing right in the middle of the dressing room area, slip it off so I'm completely naked before I walked back into the dressing room. Or accidently have a dressing room door come open. One time I hid in the middle of a clothes rack and he leaned on it while I sucked his dick with other people all around us."
"And he likes this?"
"One time, he took me to the shoe department with my panties way down my legs. So far down that my dress didn't even cover them. He had me try on some high heels. I thought the poor boy helping me was going to cream his pants when I asked him to slide my panties back up. Just because I couldn't touch them, didn't mean I couldn't ask a stranger to."
"Did he?" Mandy asked.
"Oh yeah. I even made sure he got two fingers into my pussy before he was done too. That nearly did make Greg cream his pants. I took him behind a rack, and pulled his dick out and in less than a minute I had him coming in my panties."
"So you won and got the lingerie?" Mandy asked.
"Uh, No. The shoe boy made me climax, so I lost. But I didn't care. It was the first time I had anyone other than Greg make me climax in a public place."
"And you want us to play this game?" I asked Janice, looking back at my wife to see that she was clearly interested.
"I think it'd be fun to try with someone besides Greg. What do you say stud? Game to try?"
I looked at Mandy. "You sure you want to do this?"
"Well, it does turn me on a little to walk around without underwear on. Maybe we try it? Just once?"
"Great! Take off your panties and bra." Janice said as she released me and turned to face Mandy.
I watched as my wife unzipped her dress and take it all the way off. She stripped off her bra and panties and put the dress back on. I could see how this dress had lots of potential for flashing, and I could now also see her nipples poking the top of the dress out. I was really wishing I was taking her shopping. I wouldn't at all mind watching her flash me in all kinds of places around a store.
"Alright, Greg is waiting in the car. We'll meet back here at nine-thirty." Janice said to both of us.
"You're not coming?" Mandy asked suddenly.
"With you? No. If Greg wins, well, you'd be the first time he's been with someone else. Might as well let him enjoy it without worrying about me watching. Besides, Jack still needs to get ready."
"I am ready." I protested.
"Not if you're still wearing underwear. How will I get to your dick if you're wearing all those layers?"
"Oh, well, yeah. I can see that." I said a little sheepishly.
Mandy got her coat out of the closet and put it on, covering almost her entire dress. I couldn't help but think that if she wanted to, she could unzip the dress and walk around in just the coat. "Oh, one more thing," Janice said as Mandy got ready to go out the door. "Don't let him forget he's supposed to be buying MY Christmas presents."
"I won't."
"Oh, and yeah, I should probably warn you. He's a bit of an exhibitionist. If he hasn't already pulled his pants down and given himself a hard-on for you to look at, I'd be surprised."
"He'd do that?" Mandy asked with raised eyebrows.
"I'd be surprised if he hasn't. But then, use it to your advantage. If you get him all worked up even before you get to the store, it'll be so much easier to get him to fire off in your panties!"
"Um, okay then. See you in a couple hours hon," Mandy said a little nervously as she stepped out.
"Now, lets get your clothes off," Janice said with a naughty little grin. "At least your pants. I wanna see what I get to work with."
"What you get to work with?"
"Sure. Flashing you, sucking your dick, stroking you, trying to get you into my pussy. Might as well enjoy ourselves. That's the whole point of the game, right?'
"I guess so," I agreed. I walked into the living room and began taking my pants off. It struck me that over the last few months I'd become surprisingly comfortable getting undressed in front of women other than my wife. I pulled my briefs down and off, and stood back straight as she gripped my hips and then slid her hands around my waist. Both hands moved down to my partly hard dick and grasped it.
"Mmmm. Feels like it could be nice. You are going to let me look, aren't you?"
"For a price."
"Let me guess. You want to see me, too?"
"Seems fair."
"Then all you need to do is turn around."
I turned to face her as she released me and stepped back. Her coat was tossed on the floor and the tube type red dress was lying on top of it, leaving her in nothing but her red stockings and heels. Her skin was creamy white, flecked with little reddish freckles all over her body, including her full, rather firm looking, breasts. She had a very small patch of auburn curls on her mound, trimmed into the shape of a heart, the tip pointing down toward her full, round, creamy white lips. She had a small amount of inner labia protruding down between a modest-sized triangular gap where her legs met. "Well?"
"Uh, damn," I mumbled, looking at her incredibly sexy body.
She stepped toward me and reached down for my dick, wrapping one hand around it as it grew to its full proportions. "I could say the same thing," she whispered as she pressed her body against mine, my dick still in one of her hands. She pushed her tits against my chest and then her lips to mine. We stood there, my hands stroking her hips, butt and back, while we shared a long, wet, lip-sucking erotic kiss. "You know, I've never had another man in me since I got married. This would be the first time and I'm a little nervous. Maybe it would be a good idea to try that before we go out?"
"You think that's a good idea? Us having sex I mean?"
"I think if I don't, I'll regret it all night," she whispered. "Just for a minute."
"You sure your husband won't mind?"
"If my husband is half the man I think he is, by now he's found a quiet parking lot to get to know your wife a little better."
"You think they're having sex?"
"I think if she says yes when he asks, that he'll be more than happy to try it. We've talked about doing something like this a long time, but never quite knew how to find a couple to try it with."
"Well, if you're sure."
"I am."
I gently turned her around and pushed her back until she had to sit on the sofa. I knelt down then lifted and spread her legs. "Better get you wet then." I whispered before lowering my face to her pink pussy lips. I slowly licked up her slit, tasting her wetness and teasing just the tips of her lips.
"Oh fuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as I dipped my tongue between her lips on my second long, slow pass. I used my fingers to spread her firm outer lips and flicked the tip of my tongue across her clit. "SHIT!" she gasped in surprise. She reached for my head to grab at my short hair and try to pull me to her as I started to lick faster. I teased my tongue up her slit over and over, tasting her quickly increasing juices, pushing the tip of my tongue between her lips to flick across her clit. She moaned loudly and began to shudder as I concentrated on her hard, sensitive nub, pushing her oncoming orgasm closer and closer to climax. Her legs began to tremble as her moans grew louder as I pushed her further up that wonderful slope.
I could tell by her humping hips and moans that she was close, but I wasn't quite ready to push her over the top yet. I pulled my face away and shifted on my knees between her legs, bringing my engorged head to her wet lips. I pressed my mushroom against her pussy lips and rocked my hips, sliding my cock across her lips. I stroked it that way several times, pushing it down against her with my fingers, putting enough pressure on it to spread her lips and force my rock-hard shaft to rub across her clit. I rocked my hips, stroking the bottom side of my shaft and my engorged head along her sopping wet slit, pushing her orgasm closer and closer to fruition. I watched her body language, and knew she had to be almost there. I put a little more pressure on my dick as I pulled my hips back a little further, settling my head into the entrance to her depths. Part of me wanted to just thrust it into her, but I held myself back and slowly, very very slowly, pushed my engorged shaft and head into her.
"OHHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she cried as she felt me forcing my member into her surprisingly tight little tunnel. "OH GOD DAMN YES!" she cried as her climax overtook her body. Once I felt her pussy clench around me in climax, I started pumping my dick in and out of her with abandon, pushing her climax higher by the second, her whole body shaking and spasming as her pussy contracted around my shaft. I knew I was going to come any second, and I suspected she didn't want me filling her pussy, at least not yet. I pulled out of her and pressed my shaft to her pussy with my fingers again, continuing to stroke my cock along her wet slit, teasing the underside of my engorged head with her lips and clit until I could hold back no longer.
"Uhhh, damn," I grunted as my body bucked toward her. My cock spurted a huge streamer of cum out at her as my balls pressed against her leaking pussy, the streamer landing on her face it sailed so far. The second and third landed on her firm, round tits and the fourth and fifth on her stomach. I stood there, panting, looking at her incredibly sexy body as my dick oozed the remaining cum onto her mound and her auburn curls.
"Oh fuck," she panted.
"Sorry about that."
She giggled. "Sorry? You're kidding, right? When Mandy said you were fifty-four, I was like, oh man, this isn't going to be all that good, but shit, you don't look fifty-four and you sure as hell don't fuck like it!"
"Thanks, I guess."
She pushed me back and got up. She walked to the kitchen and found a dish towel then used it to wipe my cum off of herself. She came back with a smile. "Let's try not to do that in the store. I'm a bit of an exhibitionist, but I don't know if I could walk through a store with cum all over my face."
"Yeah. I won't." I agreed with a nod. I started pulling my pants back on as she stepped into her tube dress and pulled it up. Her coat came next and she was dressed far faster than I could be.
The mall wasn't too far away, only about twenty minutes from our house. I parked near the entrance that I knew was close to Victoria's secret, even though I didn't visit it very often any longer. I used to frequent it often, that and a little independent lingerie shop further down the mall buying things for my wife. But that was before I'd given up on giving my wife lingerie she never wanted to wear. It felt a bit odd walking into the mall with Janice on my arm instead of my wife, but then, most of the looks we were suddenly getting, were probably due to her being much younger than I was, or maybe it was just how hot she looked. It was pretty clear to anyone looking that I wasn't her father, but I was actually old enough to be! I let her lead me to Victoria, and then a large display of underwear.
"Pick something revealing and stringy," she whispered.
"Stringy?"
"Yeah, you know, strings, like a thong. It'll show less when I walk around with 'em pulled halfway down." She giggled.
I chose a see-through cream colored thong, which she didn't bother to try on. I paid for it at the counter, the young woman behind the register giving me a disapproving look. I supposed she thought Janice was a kept woman and I was her sugar daddy. Anyway, we walked out and then Janice led us down to that same little lingerie shop I'd stopped in so often years ago. I was a little surprised it was still there. "Pick anything you desire, and I'll model it for you," she whispered in my ear, her hand finding my crotch and stroking my dick through my pants.
"Even if it shows a lot?"
"ESPECIALLY if it shows a lot!" She giggled. "When I married Greg I wasn't nearly as much of a show off as I am now, but it kinda grew on me, so enjoy it!"



If she wanted me to enjoy it, why not? I walked along the racks of items until I found something I just couldn't refuse. I took it off the rack and immediately wanted to see my wife in this outfit more than any other. She took the hanger from me and grinned. "You have incredible taste. If I win, you sure you want to spend this much on me?"
"If you win, it'll be worth it. But I will add one stipulation. If you win, I get to have you the first time in nothing but that, and maybe your stockings and heels."
"Deal!" She grinned. She took my hand and pulled me along to the back of the store where the changing rooms were. She had me stand against the end of one of the racks that was facing the small changing area, which consisted of small, curtained changing rooms all facing a single aisle. The rooms were set side by side so the curtained cubicles faced a blank wall. No men peeking into the changing rooms with that setup, unfortunately. She walked into the room with the outfit on a hanger. I was confident that she hadn't pulled the curtain more than half closed, though I wasn't sure if it was meant to be an invitation or not. Either way, I wasn't comfortable walking into the changing area. In only a couple very short minutes she stepped out of the changing room wearing nothing but the outfit and her stockings and shoes, just as I had suggested.
She looked ravishing in the red outfit. The leather- looking material was laced together up the front from where it hugged her stomach and waist tightly, all the way up to the bottom of her breasts. There was a bare strip of creamy white skin behind the laces, exposing her little belly button and its piercing. The outfit had a total lack of material over her breasts and below her hips leaving all her special bits completely exposed. She slowly walked toward me, one foot crossing the other in an exaggerated runway walk you'd expect from a super model. She walked the length of the dressing cubicles and then out of the dressing area, her pussy and tits completely exposed. She stepped toward me, reached one arm out to loop around my neck, the other hand moving to my crotch. She pressed her tits to my chest and her lips to mine in a very hot, wet kiss while she let her other hand undo the belt and front of my pants. I felt her push my pants down, and felt them slide all the way to my ankles as her lips sucked on mine in the hot erotic kiss.
"Fuck, I'm so god damn turned on now," she whispered, her lips inches from mine. "I almost wish I could walk down the mall in this. It feels so fucking naughty standing here kissing you like this."
"Uh, yeah," was all I could mumble as she brushed her lips against mine again and started to stroke my cock between us. She let the kiss end slowly, softly, and then she stepped back, still holding my dick. She gave it a squeeze and then released it. She turned around to face away from me and then bent over, her hands touching the floor in front of her, in spite of her high heels. She wiggled her butt side to side, displaying her clearly wet pussy for me, practically inviting me to take my still-exposed dick and just push it in. She wiggled her hips for several seconds before she straightened up and walked slowly back into the changing room.
"Jesus," I heard a guy behind me whisper. "If you don't get that for your wife, I'm going to fucking get it for mine!"
"Yeah, she looks pretty hot, doesn't she?" I asked without looking back.
"You going to stand there with your dick hanging out all day? I know you didn't pull it out, but I don't think you should just stand there like that," a woman said only a few feet away from me as she paused her walk toward the changing rooms. "And don't think I'm going to display myself like that, honey!"
I shook my head in surprise and then rolled my eyes as I realized she wasn't talking about showing it off to me when the guy behind me groaned. "Didn't cross my mind."
"The hell it didn't," she said as she stepped into a changing room and closed the curtain. I bent down to get my pants and pulled them back up.
"How do you get your wife to do that?" he whispered behind me.
"I don't know. She isn't my wife."
"Holy shit! No shit?"
"No shit. Just a friend that's helping me do some shopping for my wife."
"God I need some friends like that!"
We stood silently for another minute or so before Janice came back out, wearing the sexy little tube dress again. She walked up top me, pressed her body against mine and her lips to mine again in a soft kiss. "Ready?"
"Oh yeah." I breathed.
She smiled and hooked her arm in mine. "Let's just go ahead and get this now. Even if you don't win you need to take it home and put it under the tree for Mandy."
"I couldn't agree more. You know, you had something of an audience."
"I had quite an audience. I don't think there was anyone in the store NOT looking at me by the time I walked back to the changing room. Even the women that were trying to look like they weren't looking, were looking." She whispered as we approached the checkout. The young lady behind the register gave Janice a frown before I set the sexy red bustier on the counter. It was going to be worth every penny of the ninety plus dollars.
Janice looked the little sales girl up and down before whispering, "You know, you'd look pretty hot in that, too. I wouldn't mind if you wanted to try it on and show us."
"I'd almost be tempted, but we're not allowed," she whispered back. "Actually, I wasn't supposed to let you do what you did, but I just pretended I didn't notice."
"Too bad. If you'd have come over to stop me you'd have caught my friend here with his hard-on sticking out. It would have been worth the trip."
She leaned toward the counter and looked down at the bulge in my pants. "Maybe it would have," she said with a grin. "But we're not allowed to do that either."
"Too bad," Janice said softly as the young woman swiped my card in the machine. We waited for the process to finish and then she put the bustier in a bag and handed it and the receipt to me. Janice took the receipt from me. "Can I borrow your pen?" she asked the sales girl.
"Sure," she said, handing it over.
Janice tore the bottom of the receipt off and wrote a phone number on it, which I assumed was hers, and handed it to the young woman. "If you get off work and decide you want to try it on, let me know. I'm sure my husband and I can arrange it." The young woman blushed as she took the slip from Janice and hadn't stopped blushing as we walked out of the store.
"You're horrible," I whispered.
"Why? Tell me you wouldn't mind watching her take off her clothes and put that on?"
"Alright, I won't tell you."
"Because you would."
"I would," I agreed.
"Good. Now, where should we look for some dresses for your wife?" She led me to a few clothing stores and we looked at a number of things. She agreed to try a couple on, but the stores were all much too busy to play any games, which I found quite disappointing. After an hour and a half and three stores, all I had managed to do was pull her panties down partway, leaving them there of course, and play with her pussy under her skirt. Even then, I got an extremely dirty look from another woman about my age. She clearly didn't think I should be doing what I was doing, let along to someone much younger than myself. If she only knew!
The fourth store we tried had a mix of men's and women's clothes, but what I found most interesting was that the changing rooms were all along one wall, and they were unisex, with hard doors rather than curtains. As a result, it took nothing for us to sneak into a single changing room, me with a pair of pants, for an excuse, and Janice with two dresses I wanted her to try on. The changing room had mirrors on two walls and a bench on the third. I sat on the bench and watched her strip and try on the two dresses, one at a time, while I sat with my pants around my knees, slowly stroking my hard-on to tease her.
"Do you want me to try that on, too?" she whispered in case someone else could hear.
"I wouldn't mind," I whispered back.
She grinned and, with her dress off so she had on just her stockings, heels and her thong, she turned her back to me and bent over. She reached between her legs and grasped my dick. I stifled a groan as she pushed her hot, wet pussy down my shaft, her depths dripping wet. She held her hand over her mouth and began to lift and lower her butt, pushing her pussy up and down my shaft. Jesus, she was so tight and hot. I looked in the mirror and was able to watch her tits swinging as she moved, working me in and out of her depths in long, slow strokes. Up and down, her ass went, sliding herself on me until her bare cheeks slapped ever so lightly against my thighs.
I wondered how many times I'd wished Mandy would do something like this, and then suddenly wondered if she was doing it now with Greg? The thought didn't help things much and suddenly I found my own orgasm fading. Janice must have felt it too and slowed her strokes, finally pulling off of me with a loud slurp.
She turned around and sat on my lap sideways, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled our faces together. "What's wrong?" she whispered.
"Nothing."
"Uh uh. Doesn't work that way. I could FEEL you lose your hard-on in the middle of what we were doing. That isn't nothing."
"It just all of a sudden hit me. Mandy always said no to anything like this, but now, is she is doing this right now with your husband but never would with me?"
"If I know Greg, he'd definitely try. Would she let him? I can't answer that. I'm sorry."
"Yeah. Me too. I don't think I like either of those dresses. Lets see what else we can find."
She nodded and got off my lap. I fixed my pants as she pulled on her dress. We hung the dresses and pants on the re-stock rack and then left, both of us carrying our coats and bags. We visited two more stores and found one dress that I liked. That brought the gift total to thee dresses for the night, not including the bustier. As we shopped Janice tried to get my mind back on the game, but it just didn't seem to be happening. Finally, she stopped and got out her phone. She typed a message to her husband and waited for a reply. She turned her phone to me to read while she and her husband traded messages.
"Did you win yet?"
"I won before we even got out of the lingerie shop, but not the way I wanted."
"Wouldn't let you in?"
"No. She came with me just touching her while she modeled the outfit. I guess I got her too excited on the way, and then standing mostly naked in the store was a lot for her. "
"How did you do that?" She typed.
"Getting her to ride all the way to the mall naked. "
"Remember the first time you had me do that?"
"Oh do I, the car smelled like sex for weeks! "
"What did happen?" I asked her softly as she was typing her next reply.
"Still shopping for me?" she typed before she whispered to me, "He kept playing with my pussy at this stoplight and this truck driver was looking right down into the car while he did. I got so turned on, I squirted all over the windshield!"
"Oh damn." I chuckled. "Seriously?"
"Oh yeah. Definitely," she said before his reply came back.
"Yes, she looks really good in a lot of dresses. Hard to believe she's over fifty. She has a killer body, just like you. It's hard to settle on only one or two. I've got one more stop I want to try on the way home, so we're headed out of the mall. "
"I bet I know where you're going." She said as she typed.
"Awwww. Don't spoil the surprise," he answered.
"Where is he going?" I asked.
"A toy store," she answered. I looked at her quizzically. "Adult toy store. Lingerie, sex toys, games, that kind of thing. They have some dresses there that are designed to be easily removable. He got me one last year that all he had to do was pull one string attached to the zipper on the back, and the whole dress came off. He made me walk around in the mall for almost fifteen minutes, waiting for him to do it, before he pulled it"
"In the mall?"
"Yeah. I didn't have a stitch of clothing on under it and the whole thing fell to the ground, leaving me so totally naked. We spent several minutes trying to hold the dress up on my body and fix the zipper, everyone getting a hell of a look at my body parts, sometimes my boobs, sometimes my pussy, but the zipper on the back was completely broken for real. Finally, we gave up trying to find a way to make it stay. He had a light jacket, which I wore all the way back to the car. It was too short to cover my pussy or my ass, so I walked all the way through the mall flashing my kitty to everyone! By the time we got to the car I was leaking down my legs and had climaxed twice, just walking."
"Damn. I don't think I'd ever do that to Mandy. She'd kill me."
"We didn't expect that. It was just supposed to be a quick 'flash it all' and put the dress back on, pretending the zipper popped. But it didn't turn out that way. After that, well, I was really sold on flashing."
"That explains the lingerie shop."
"Uh huh. I guess I could have warned you a little more."
"Maybe. I enjoyed it though. Mandy wouldn't ever do that, at least I don't think she would."
"Well, if he's going where I think he's going, I'm ready to go out to the car. I wanna fuck you before we go home, and if I know him, he'll try to get her to do it before going home."
"In the car?"
"Definitely. He loves to do it in the car, especially where someone might walk by and see in the windows."
"Can't that get you arrested?"
"It can, but usually it doesn't. We've been caught before, usually you only get a stern talking to."
"And you think he'll try to get her to have sex in the car?"
"Well, technically, she owes it to him. He did win by making her climax in the store, just not quite how he hoped. I'm sure he hoped it'd take a lot longer."
"I wonder how many times I've tried to get her to do it in the car and she wouldn't," I said with a frown.
"Tell you what, let's fix that!" she said as she started typing on her phone again. "Yep. We can fix this. Come with me." She hooked her arm in mine and walked me to the main junction of the mall. We stopped and waited, though she wouldn't tell me what for or why. Finally we saw my wife coming toward us with a fairly burly looking man on her arm. I assumed that was Greg. He looked like a construction worker, but was much better dressed. He walked up to us and leaned in to kiss his wife. "Greg, this is Jack, Mandy's husband."
"Good to meet you," he said, holding his hand out. "So what's up, lover?"
"Did you have fun shopping with Mandy?" she asked with a smile."
"Actually, I did. Not quite what I expected, but interesting nonetheless."
"Not what you expected in what way?" Janice asked him.
"She's a lot less playful than you are, lover," he said quietly. "Other than getting her to ride here naked and wear some lingerie, she really didn't get into the flashing me in the store thing."
"Not my thing exactly. At least, not with someone else," Mandy said with a little frown. "Seemed like he was more interested in checking out my body than telling me what looked good on me."
"Hell, it all looked good." He chuckled.
"Well, I think we should swap partners back. I think you'll have a lot more fun collecting from me than you would with Mandy. Maybe another day we can try it again, when it isn't quite so busy."
"Yeah. It was pretty hard to find any quiet spots," he agreed. "Alright. We'll swap back."
Janice stepped to my wife, whispered something in her ear and then kissed her on the cheek. "See you at work tomorrow?"
"Sure thing," Mandy answered as she stepped away from Greg.
"Oh, before I forget, you paid for this, so you might as well keep it," she said, handing me the bag from the lingerie store. "I think she'd look fabulous in it. Maybe you'll let her wear it for Greg next time we get together?"
"We'll see," I answered before she leaned in and kissed me on the lips.
"Bye sweetie. That's for the chance to try this."
"Sure," I said before they started to walk away.
"So, ready to go home?" Mandy asked.
"Yes and no." I answered.
"Where are we parked?"
"This way." I motioned toward the end with the door we came in through.
She hooked her arm in mine and we started walking. "So? did you have fun?"
"It was interesting."
"Did you win? Or did she?"
"Well, actually, neither of us did."
"Wanna explain that?" she asked as we walked in stride with each other.
"She got me into a changing room, with her naked,and we were doing stuff..."
"Doing stuff, like having sex?" she interrupted in a whisper.
"Uh huh. We were. And then I got to thinking about you and Greg, and that I'd tried a whole bunch of times to talk you into doing that, and you never would. I got kinda resentful that he was getting something I could never talk you into."
"You did?"
"Faid so. Sorry lover."
"No point in being sorry," she said softly, squeezing my arm. "I kinda didn't get into it with him either. He was trying to get me into a dressing room, but all I could think of was how it felt like cheating on you. I mean, I know we agreed to do it, but still."
"Yeah. Maybe we're not cut out for this kind of thing?" I asked a little hopefully.
"You can't actually tell me that you're not enjoying having sex with other women, are you?" she asked in a whisper.
"I'm a guy, of course I am. But I'm still having trouble with you having sex with other guys."
"You seemed to do alright with Ron."
"That was different. It was all four of us at the same time, and, well, this sounds stupid, but you weren't giving him anything you hadn't given me."
She nodded slowly. "I think I see."
"You do?"
"Uh huh," she said quietly. We walked toward the exit and as we approached the lingerie store Janice and I had shopped, she pulled me toward it. She walked me down the racks to the back of the store where the dressing rooms were. Without stopping, she walked me into the dressing area, down the little aisle and into one of the curtained rooms as if everything were perfectly normal. She pulled the curtain closed and dropped her coat off her arms. She then unzipped her dress all the way and spread it. With her dress hanging open down the front, she bent over to pull the tiny panties she had on down to her knees and stepped to me to begin working on my pants. "You could help," she whispered.
It only took me a moment to replace her hands with mine and get my pants open and pulled down. She reached for my dick and wrapped both hands around my half-hard member before leaning her face in to mine. She pressed her lips to mine and we stood there kissing while she stroked my dick harder. After two or three minutes she broke the kiss, stepped back and turned around. As she bent over she swept her dress to the side so her completely bare pussy and ass were exposed. She leaned against the mirror with both hands and looked back at me. "All yours, lover," she whispered.
I grinned at her and aimed my now-engorged head at her pussy. I rubbed it up and down to wet it with her juices, and then pushed slowly into her, the way I knew she liked it. She enjoyed feeling that first push into her stretch her with my fatness. She moaned softly as she pushed back against me, forcing more of me into her. I grabbed her hips and began to slide in and out, making my strokes as long as I could while each stroke also lubricated me to get more of me into her. I was soon sliding my full length into her in long, even strokes, each one ending with my body slapping her bare ass lightly. I looked into the mirror on the back of the cubicle to enjoy the incredible side view of my wife's huge tits swinging like creamy white pendulums with each stroke. I wanted her to come, I wanted to make it feel as good for her as it was feeling for me, but I honestly didn't know how long I was going to last. Between the view of her tits, the situation I had fantasized about for years and the sensations of her sopping wet pussy, I was already struggling to not fire off inside her.



In and out, I stroked, trying hard to hit all the right spots. Her soft moans were muffled by one of her own hands as she too responded to the situation and sensations. In and out, my fat cock slid, my head teasing her vaginal walls in all the right ways. I could feel her body rock in time with my strokes, working back harder against me. Each stroke made an audible slap against her bare ass, but she didn't seem to care, pushing back hard against me in time with my strokes. "Oh god. Gonna come, lover," I whispered, feeling that warm tingle spread through my body. I pushed a little harder, driving my head hard against the end of her vagina with each stroke. "Oh god. Any second." I groaned softly, trying to stay quiet. Thankfully I felt her pussy start to contract around me just before my dick told me it could wait no longer. I spasmed, jamming my cock hard into her, pushing a surge of cum deep into her pussy.
"OH SHIT!" she gasped a lot more loudly than either of us intended. Her whole body shook and trembled as she climaxed around my jerking, spurting cock. I stood there, watching her face in the mirror as she climaxed, a look of contentment and satisfaction on her face. Yeah, I loved looking at her climax. I reached for her hanging tits and cupped each one, squeezing and kneading them as my dick twitched inside her spasming pussy. I squeezed her nipples and felt her whole body jump and shudder again at the sudden change in sensations, making the climax last just a little longer.
She pushed up and pulled off my shrinking dick. She pulled her panties up to keep me from leaking down her legs and then wrapped her arms around me, pulling us together. She drew our faces together and we kissed a long, wet, loving kiss. "I'm glad it was you and not Greg."
"Yeah? How come?"
"You being my husband isn't reason enough?"
"Sure it is. But you've never said yes to this before. So how come?"
"Because you were right. I shouldn't be doing things with other men that I'd refused to do with you. It isn't fair, not to you and, actually, not to me either."
The curtain pushed back and the little sales girl that Janice had given her number to stood there looking at us. "If you two are done, it's time to close up for the night."
I looked at her in surprise. "Um, uh, sure."
She stood there, waiting for something, not backing off. Finally I realized she was waiting for us to separate. "Let's go," I said softly to Mandy. She stepped back and my now mostly soft dick was on full display to the sales girl. She stood by and watched until I'd pulled my pants back in place, by which time Mandy had the dress back closed and was picking up her coat. The little sales girl waited until I'd collected my coat and packages and then followed us out of the changing room area. "Two in one night? Pretty bold if you ask me."
"Two in one night?" Mandy asked.
"Uh huh. You're the second woman he's been in here with tonight."
"I am? Well, I hope he found something nice for her to wear."
"Oh, trust me. He did!" she said, stopping at the sales counter while we continued on.
"You did, did you?"
"Um, yeah."
"Am I going to know what it is?"
"Uh uh. At least not until Christmas," I said with a grin as we walked out of the store and headed toward our car.
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I love Christmas. There's something about the season that makes everything look better. Maybe it's the snow, or maybe the lights on the trees and houses, or maybe Mandy was just so sexy and seductive lately that I was willing to let her experiment. It had been a bit over a week since our little shopping adventure and Christmas was only two weeks away. After a lot of thinking, one of my Christmas presents to Mandy was going to be a coupon for her to have that double team she wanted to try so badly. Or at least that's what I called it. I just couldn't think of it as a threesome, since it was going to be pretty much two of us fucking her at the same time. I had no intention of doing anything with another guy! I'd talked to Ron and he was game to help us. I wasn't sure how I'd feel sharing Mandy with him, if I weren't already engaged with his wife. But for Mandy's sake, I was going to let her try it, as long as I was part of it. But that had to wait until after Christmas break and Sam went back to school.
For the time being, with Samantha home until almost the middle of January, it seemed like there was a steady stream of her former high school friends, coming and going, which was keeping our activities relegated to the bedroom. I'd had to set up an air bed in the family room the night before due to a heavy snow, Sam not wanting her friend Gina to have to drive home in the storm. The two stayed up half the night watching some movie trilogy, both of them sound asleep when I went out shortly after daylight to start shoveling six plus inches of snow that had fallen. Mandy was off for the week, with Christmas only two days away, and I was planning to work from my home office so the snow didn't pose much of a problem. The forecast said it would melt off the roads in the next few days, so we didn't expect Suzzane or Allysa to have any difficulty getting home for our Christmas celebration.
It took nearly two hours before I had the drive clear, and by then I was sweating heavily even with my coat and heavy coveralls unzipped. I brushed the snow off my clothes as I undressed in the garage, coming into the house in my sweat soaked t-shirt and jeans. Mandy took one look at me and sent me to the showers. After a quick breakfast, I headed down to my basement office while Mandy headed up to the upstairs guest room to finish wrapping presents.
As I walked through the family room to my office, I loo ked over at the girls, both of them awake and lying on the air bed chatting. They were, of course, still in what they'd slept in, Sam in one of her night shirts and her friend Gina wearing one of Sam's oversized t-shirts, which wasn't quite long enough to keep me from seeing her pink panties, and more than snug around her large boobs, leaving two good sized bumps exposed.
I remembered Gina from high school band. Not a slight girl by any means, but she was comfortable in her skin, and not easily offended by comments about her size. In fact, I'd heard her more than once make comments on her own size, more or less, 'just more woman to be played with' type comments. She always was cheerful and bubbly when she was over and was a good friend to Sam before they both left for college. It was good to see that they still maintained a solid friendship.
I ducked into my office and settled in to start working on prepping for the coming semester. The work of a professor is never, ever, done. Even during class breaks there were papers to write, grad students to manage and, of course, classes to prepare.
It wasn't all that long before I could hear giggling in the family room through my partly open office door, distracting me from the document I was editing. Clearly they were playing some game or other.
"Yes! You made the bet, now you have to pay up," I heard Sam say sternly.
"NO! I can't!" Gina answered her.
"You have to. You made the bet. I won. Now it's time to pay up."
"But your mom will get pissed!'
"I doubt it. But either way, she's upstairs. Come on. Pay up! "
"Really? You're going to force me to do that?"
"You didn't have to make the bet. If I lost, you'd make me pay up, wouldn't you?"
"Well, yeah."
"So, pay up!"
"Shit. You better be careful on the next bet!"
"So you say. You're the one that lost... again! So don't bet what you're not willing to lose!"
It was silent for several moments and then the partly open door of my office pushed the rest of the way open and Gina stepped inside. "Morning, Mister Young!" she said with a forced smile on her face.
"Morning Gina. Sleep well?" I asked from where I sat at my computer, turning in my swivel office chair to face her.
"Could have slept longer. We stayed up pretty late. It was a LONG movie!"
"I understand. Well, at least you didn't have to drive home in the snow."
"True. Thanks for letting me stay."
"You're welcome." I nodded. "So what can I do for you?"
"Well, um. Just sit there and not scream I guess," she said nervously. She reached for the hem of the shirt she had on, reached under the hem of the shirt and pulled her pink panties down. She bent over to slide them down her legs and then stood up, her full, meaty pussy lips now on display below the shirt hem. Her thick thighs hid a lot of her pussy, but there was enough showing for me to see that her mound and lips were completely shaved. After standing there for several long seconds, looking like she was counting to herself, she took her panties, walked the half dozen paces to me and dropped them in my lap. Then she turned and walked to the office door. She looked back at me, hesitated for a moment and then bent over long enough to touch her fingers to the carpet, completely exposing her pussy to me from behind, before quickly straightening and darting the rest of the way out of the office.
I sat there and did my best not to react, picked up the panties and set them on the corner of the desk. I had no idea what game they were playing, but I wasn't expecting THAT! I could hear them giggling and talking quietly, though I couldntg make out what was being said.
I was just starting to get back into the paper I was working on when I heard Sam almost shout out. "HA! Read 'em and weep! I win again!"
"SHIT!"
"Come on! You know what you gotta do!"
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I heard Gina groan. Less than thirty seconds later she was pushing the office door open again. "Sorry Mister Young. I lost again," she said as she pulled the shirt up and off, exposing her complete nude body. Her tits were quite large, maybe even larger than my wife's. Each creamy white orb hanging on her chest like a massive drop of water, only sexier. She walked to me and dropped the shirt on the floor only a foot or two in front of me. "Oops!" she said. She stepped a little closer to me, turned to face away from me, and then bent over. She pushed her butt towards me, pushing her fat, meaty pussy lips out between her thick thighs. She stepped her feet about a foot and a half apart, spreading her legs and thighs somewhat, still bent over. I sat there and stared as she reached between her legs and stroked her pussy a few times, spread her lips and dipped one finger between her full, round lips. She abruptly grabbed the shirt off the floor, straightened up, and ran for the door.
"Holy shit," I mumbled as I stared at the again closed door, my dick still hardening in my shorts after the impromptu show. I was tempted to go out and put an end to whatever game they were playing, but I wasn't exactly sure how to approach it. So far, other than flashing me a little, there wasn't anything particularly wrong. She was an adult in her early twenties. It wasn't like I was taking advantage of a minor or anything.
"WOOOOO HOOOO! MY turn to win!" I heard Gina shout. "Take that, Samantha! Now who's gonna pay up!?"
"So you did. One time in five."
"Yeah, but you have to do it just like I would, and since I'm already naked, you gotta be, too. I might not have won them all, but the end is the same!"
"Fine! If you insist!" Only a few moments later the door pushed open and Sam walked into the office, closing the door most of the way behind her. She stopped a few feet from my desk and reached under her nightgown, pulled her panties down and stepped out of them. She tossed them onto the desk in front of me and then pulled her nightgown up and off, revealing her completely nude body.
"Honey! What are you doing?!"
"Just what I'm supposed to!" she said as she slipped between me and the desk, her hands reaching for the arms of my chair to turn me as she did. Her tits hung down in front of my face as she twisted us until her butt pressed against the edge of the desk. She let go of the chair and reached behind her, pushing my keyboard back as she sat her butt on the edge of the desk. She lifted her legs and set her feet on the arms of my chair, pushed her knees apart to completely expose her pussy.
"Shit, Sam! What are you doing?!"
"Playing with myself for you to watch," she said softly as she reached between her legs and started to stroke her pussy. "If you want, you can help. I wouldn't mind if you licked me. It'll help me climax for you much faster." I shook my head and stood up, pushing the chair back with my legs. She slipped her feet off the moving chair and hooked them behind my thighs, pulled me toward her with them. "Oh yeah. I wouldn't mind if you just fucked me until I came. You felt pretty damn good last time," she whispered as she used her hands to try and pull the front of my shorts down and extract my hard dick.
I grabbed her hands and pulled them away, but not before she had my hard-on sticking out and my shorts pushed down below my balls. I pulled her hands away and tried to back up, but was held in place by her heels, dug into the back of my legs. "Sam. I'm not going to have sex with you again!" I said as my engorged head pressed against her stomach. "You're my daughter. There isn't anything at all that's right about this."
"If Gina came in here and did this, you'd fuck her, wouldn't you?"
"I don't know, why?"
"Well, you had sex with other women besides mom. I figure you'd do her too if she wanted it, wouldn't you?"
I shook my head. "Your mom's and my sex life isn't your concern," I said as I let go of her hands and moved mine to her legs to try and spread them. Her hands moved to my hard-on and grasped it as I spread her feet from behind me and stepped back. "And this... this isn't happening."
I freed myself from her and headed out of the room.
"What's with you?" Mandy asked as I walked into the kitchen. "You look like you just saw a ghost."
"No, just our daughter," I said with a frown as I leaned against the counter near where she was working on something or other.
She set down whatever she was holding and turned to face me. "You'd better explain that."
I sighed and then started to tell her. "She and Gina were playing some dare game. It was okay when Gina came in and took her clothes off, but when Sam did it, and then wanted to sit on my desk and play with herself, well, hell hon. You know how I felt about last time she did what she did."
"I know how upset you were."
" I thought you talked to her."
"I did," she said. She stepped in and pressed herself to me, wrapping her arms around my waist. "Look, she's confused. All that stuff about her being a lesbian and having a girlfriend; I just kind of shrugged it off. She's just confused. She's in college and you know how college boys are about sex."
"You mean wanting it all the time?"
"It's more than that. Too many of them are just not that skilled or in tune with reading a woman's body. You were always really good at that, but over the years you've gotten to be an expert. College boys, they don't think that far. They only think as far as the end of their dicks. To them, good sex is if the girl gets off at all. You know what I mean?"
"Sure. But we all go through that phase. Well, at least most of us."
"Some of you, like Bob, don't out grow it," she said with a chuckle. "Look. I'll talk to her again. Okay?"
"Okay. Thanks, lover."
She leaned in and kissed me. "Now, you want to help me with these cookies? They're your favorite kind!"
"Sure," I answered. We spent the next ten minutes working on making the marshmallow wreath cookies. It's a messy job, ending with your hands covered in butter and marshmallow-covered cornflakes. Gina and Sam had come up the stairs while we were making them, both Mandy and I standing at the kitchen counter. Sam joined in, the three of us dipping our hands into the bowl to grab some of the hot marshmallow-covered cereal and form it onto the wreath shape on wax paper. Gina seemed content to watch, for a while anyway.
"HEY!" I said, startled as my shorts were abruptly pulled down. I started to grab for them and then stopped, staring at my hands. I felt Gina press herself against me from behind, now bare all the way to my ankles. Her tits pressed against my back, her hard nipples pushed hard into my back as her hands slipped around my waist and grabbed my flagging dick.
"You girls get him all revved up, you're gonna have to take care of it. I'm way too busy today to spend all day playing sex games, even with my husband," my wife said without looking over at Gina or Sam.
"Is that permission, Mrs. Young?"
"I heard you were playing tease games down there with him. You should be careful. You get a man all turned on, he's going to want more than just a tease."
"Who said I wasn't ready for that?" Gina said. "After seeing it when he left the office down there, it might be interesting."
"Be carful what you wish for. Might be more interesting than you're expecting."
"If she isn't, I am," Sam said quickly, leaning against my arm with hers as she formed another holly wreath.
"Honey, your dad loves you very much, but I don't think you want that kind of relationship with him."
"I wouldn't mind. I mean, from what I can tell, he's fucking all kinds of women. I just want to know what's so special about sex with a guy that can turn on so many women."
"I think we better have this talk without your father in hearing range," Mandy said with a frown. "Honey, why don't you clean your hands off and go downstairs with Gina for a while Sam and I talk?"
"And by go downstairs..."
"Oh, honey. You know damn well what I mean. Go downstairs, and if she wants to be fucked, fuck her. I have my hands full trying to get this done before everyone gets here. I don't have all day to play 'can we fuck now' with you. Just go down with Gina and get it out of your system."
"Fine,." I answered, shuffling to the sink with my shorts around my ankles. It took a few minutes to get all the sticky green off my hands and then I stepped out of my shorts, my cock rock hard yet, since Gina had kept playing with me while I cleaned my hands. I walked over to where my wife was still working. She had on a pair of knee-length yoga pants. I grabbed hold of her pants and pulled them quickly down, rolling them and the tiny pair of underwear she had on down with them.
"HEY!" she said, turning to face me, her hands still full of marhmallow stuff.
I pressed my lips to hers while I slipped one finger between her pussy lips. I stroked my finger between her lips, intentionally teasing her clit while I kissed her. I didn't stop the kiss until she was eagerly kissing me back. When I stepped back slightly, she stood there, her chest heaving in both desire and breathlessness. "You sure you want me to use it up on her?" I whispered, still slowly, softly stroking her clit.
"Maybe I'd better come down when I'm done and make sure you two are getting along alright," she breathed, her lips almost brushing mine.
"You could come now."
"Uh uh. I wanna talk to Sam, and I need to get these done. Don't worry, you convinced me to take a short break when I'm done here."
"So save some for you?"
She took a deep breath as I rolled my hand down further between her thighs and pushed the tip of my finger into her opening. "Yeah, definitely save something for me. Now go, before I make you fuck me right here."
"I will if you want."
"I know you will. But I have a feeling Gina wants more than a quick look."
"I still don't understand why you want me to do this with other women."
"Because. You fuck me so damn hard after you've played with someone else. It's almost like you're trying to prove how good you can make it for me. Like you feel guilty or something and want to make it up to me. And DAMN, you do lover!"
"I don't do that!" I protested softly, realizing that maybe that was exactly what I was doing.
"Oh sweetie. The next morning? Yeah you do. I've had to change the sheets a hell of a lot more often because you make me get them all wet."
"Oh dad! For real? You fuck mom that good?" Sam asked as she stood with her sticky fingers held up.
"Trust me, he does sweetie." Mandy said before saying to me. "Now, go have fun with Gina."
"I don't have to do this. I mean, you're always enough for me."
"I know. But I know you enjoy it and I like the after effects. So go have fun. I'll be along after Sam and I chat."
"If you say so," I said, slipping my hands up to her waist and then pushing the spandex shirt up over her tits, leaving her naked from her upper chest down to her thighs before stepping back. I left her like that, knowing they'd have to stay there while she finished cookies, and then headed downstairs with Gina pulling me along.
"Okay, so what do you want?" I asked as she lay down on the air bed, completely naked.
"What do you think I want?"
I nodded and knelt on the air bed, lowered my face to her pussy as she lifted and spread her legs. I slowly licked up her slit, teasing my tongue between her lips as I searched for her clit. I knew she was already as turned on as I was, removing the need for too much foreplay. Her soft, wet lips were quite wet with her sweet juices. I licked and teased her pussy softly, stroking my tongue up her lips and across her clit, bringing moans and gasps with each stroke. I couldn't help but be turned on looking at her big soft tits, wanting to lick and suck her huge nipples, even bigger than Mandy's. I abandoned her pussy lips and kissed my way up her body, over her soft, round stomach to her breasts. I kissed her right breast, teasing it as I cupped it with my hand until, working around the soft mound until I reached her nipple and sucked it into my mouth.
"Oh god. Fuck me, mister Young. Fuck my pussy. God, I wanted you to fuck me all the way back in high school. I never wore any underwear when I came over just so you could see my pussy. God, I wanted to feel you in me so bad. But you never did. I wanted you to just pull me into the bathroom and sit me on the counter and fuck my hot little pussy."
I felt one of her hands reach down between us while she whispered what she must have thought was a deep, dark secret, finding my dick and guiding it toward her pussy. I felt her rubbing my head between her lips, trying to coax it to the entrance to her hot depths.
I released her nipple from my mouth as soon as I felt my head nestle into her slightly. I forced my shaft into her slowly, pushing all the way into her sopping wet pussy as I whispered back.
"I knew. You think I didn't notice your bare pussy when you flashed me? You think I didn't notice the day you took your bra off to flash me your breasts, or the day you and Sam were lying out in the yard and you took off your whole swim suit to sunbathe naked, then rolled over to show yourself to me? You think I didn't think about walking over and doing this?" I started to stroke in and out of her, slowly driving my engorged cock in and out of her sopping wet depths. "Oh fuck yes, I did want to. You were such a damn tease. But I couldn't do what I wanted to one of my daughters friends, and I couldn't cheat on Mandy. But now, now you can have what you were trying to tease me into."



"Oh god. Oh yes. Make me come. Make me come around your cock!" she moaned loudly as I stroked in and out, increasing the speed of my thrusts, my body growing closer and closer to climax as I pounded into her. I watched her big tits moving wildly on her chest before she grasped them with her own hands, squeezing her entire areolas between her fingers and her palms. In and out I thrust, the two of us growing closer and closer to the inevitable end. She had her legs stuck high in the air and spread wide as I pounded into her, our bodies slapping together loudly with each stroke. "FUCK YES! OH GOD! I'm COMING!" she screamed as her whole body began to tremble and shake, her pussy clenching around my cock. I drove into her pussy harder, the sound of her climax and the memory of her laying naked in the back yard pushing me over the edge.
"Oh damn!" I grunted as my body jerked and pumped a gush of cum into her. I felt my whole body jerk and spasm as my dick emptied shot after shot into her, filling her hot depths with my cum as her whole body continued to shudder and tremble.
"Ohhhh yes. Yes yes yes." She panted as I lay on top of her, her arms and legs wrapped around me to hold us together. "I was hoping this morning I'd lose to Sam and she'd dare me to come fuck you, but you never gave us the chance to get that close."
"No, I guess I didn't." I panted.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" I heard Mandy shout from upstairs.
I heard a male voice shout "FUCK NO!" and then heard a loud thump of something hitting the floor while I pulled out of Gina unceremoniously, and tried to get off the damn air bed. I got my feet on the ground and ran up the stairs naked. I stopped in the kitchen and stared. Bob was laying on his side on the floor, no shirt, his pants around his ankles and his hard dick sticking out while Mandy knelt on the floor behind him her hand holding his hand and arm uncomfortable behind him. "OKAY! I'M Sorry! I shouldn't have tried that!" He gasped in pain as he tried to look back at my wife. "Please, Let me up. I'm sorry!"
"What the hell's going on?" I demanded as Sam came unning in from the other room, still naked.
"Bob decided to sneak up on me and try and stuff his dick in me!" Mandy said as she held him in the arm lock that I was sure was more than a little uncomfortable.
"I said I was sorry!" He panted. "Just let go my arm, please!"
"I don't know. Think I should? Or should I just break it off?"
"His arm or his dick?" I asked, trying not to laugh. "Fuck, Bob. What did you think would happen?"
"Well, I could hear you down there banging away on someone, I just thought, maybe I'd get a little."
"That what you want Bob? You want my pussy? You wanna fuck a woman that can kick your ass? Is that it?"
"You mean do I wanna fuck you? Fuck yeah I do!"
Mandy looked over at me and I just looked at her and shrugged. She slowly got a nasty little grin. "Alright Bob. You lie right there and I'm going to use your sorry little cock to get myself off. And you'd better hope that I come first because if you come before me, you'll lie right there and lick my pussy until you make me come. Do you get that?"
"Fuck yeah. Go for it, you fucking little slut!"
"You like to talk dirty? Well, we can both to that you no good fucking bastard. That little cock of yours might not even be big enough to get a chihuahua off, but I'll try and find some way to get it done!" She let go of him and then pulled her pants and shirt the rest of the way off. "This what you wanna see? My naked body again? You liked looking at it that night. There something about mine that you like better than your wife's?" she asked as she stepped across him, now that he was lying on his back. She squatted down over him while Sam and I watched in surprise. She settled on his cock and rolled her legs to her knees and began to slide up and down his cock. Her motion wasn't nearly as long as when she rode me, but then I was easily two or three inches longer than he was. She bounced herself on him with a look of determination that didn't say she was having fun, but was trying to get to a predetermined end point.
"Come on, Bob. You like my pussy on your dick? Does it really feel better than your own wife? Feel me sliding up and down your little prick, getting you closer and closer to coming? That's what you really want, isn't it? To come in my pussy? That's why you stuck it in me, didn't you? You wanted to pump it into me until you came? So come on, stud. Show me what your little cock can do. Come for me. Fill my pussy with your cum!"
"OH SHIT!" he gasped as his body jerked and twitched under her. "Oh fuck yes."
"I hope you enjoyed that, you shit, because now you're gonna lick my pussy until I come all over your face!"
"But I just came in you!" He grunted as she lifted off of him and started to walk on her knees up his body, her pussy dripping his come on his chest.
"Yeah, you did. I told you what'd happen if you came before I did. You see, a woman deserves a good orgasm too, not just you. You might want to start thinking things through before you concentrate on your own pleasure."
"If you think I'm going to lick your after I came in you, you're fucking nuts!" he said, trying to roll and get up, but failing to get a good purchase with Mandy kneeling on his arms. She leaned back and found his shrinking cock with her hand and when he tried to roll her off again, she squeezed his dick. "OWWWWW! FUCK, THAT HURT!" he shouted.
"I can hurt it a lot more. Now, you gonna be a good boy and lick my pussy, or am I gonna break your dick off so you can't abuse anyone else with it?"
He tried to roll again and cried out as she squeezed him again.
"SHIT! Jack, you gonna let her do this to me?"
"Actually, so far what you've gotten is a lot less than I'd have done if I caught you trying to fuck me without asking. I think anything she decides to do, you have coming!"
"Shit!"
"Does that mean you give in?" Mandy asked.
"Yes," he groaned.
She let go of his dick and shifted her position so her pussy was right over his mouth. She spread her knees a little more and pressed herself down to his mouth. "Start licking. And you better fucking well make me come!"
I shook my head and watched for a couple minutes, seeing him get more into it and seeing my wife start to enjoy the sensations. I walked out of the room and down the stairs, Gina, who had apparently come up behind me, following me down the stairs again. Sam came down behind her and when Gina pulled me back to the air bed she lay down with us, one of them snuggled against me on either side. We lay there, listening to mom gasping and moaning as her climax slowly approached.
Sam asked, "So, she's doing this because he's kind of a dick, huh?"
"He's been being a dick to his own wife too," I answered.
"Jennifer. But you've been having sex with her too."
"Some."
"Why?"
"Actually, it kind of started as trying to help them with their relationship. Things sort of changed after that. Your mom wanted me to keep having sex with her for some reason. I think just because she felt bad that her best friend wasn't getting any good sex, and also because I think she was hoping that by having me fucking other women, I'd be good with letting her fuck other men."
"But you're not?"
"Not really, but I'm trying to let her explore."
"Even if it's not something you want to do?"
"I won't lie. I like having sex with different women, at least at the time. It's not like I'm cheating. I don't ever do it unless your mom gives me permission, but still, it makes me feel kinda guilty afterwards."
"So, when I came in and you were doing the neighbor, mom was really okay with that?"
"Yeah, she was."
"And you're okay with what she's doing now?" I was quiet. I didn't want to lie to my daughter, but I didn't want to throw her mom under the bus, so to speak. "So you're not okay with it?" she added after a few moments of my silence.
"It's not what I would have expected. When she first brought this idea up, it was helping a friend out. Then it was, maybe we play with a couple together. Then that turned out to be playing with a couple at the same time but apart from each other. Now, well, clearly she's doing this to try and teach him a lesson, but I'd much rather she found a different way."
"So tell her that!"
"I'm going to, I think. But for now..." I paused as I listened to the sound of her cries as she climaxed on his face, and had a passing thought that I hoped she came hard enough to drown him. I didn't really mean it, but at that moment, well, you know what I mean. I didn't have to be there to know what she was doing at that moment. I'd seen her climax that way on my own face more than once, and I'd always enjoyed watching her come. I hoped he didn't enjoy it as much as I did.
"Now, next time you think you can sneak up on a woman and stuff your cock in her without asking, maybe you'll think twice!" she said loud enough for us to hear.
"If you think you sitting on my face is going to make me change, you got another thing coming! That was fucking awesome! Jen never came on my face like that. Shit, Jack's one lucky son of a bitch!"
"Get the fuck out of here!" I heard my wife snap at him.
"You sure you don't wanna fuck one more time?"
"GET OUT!" she shouted at him.
"Somehow I don't think that worked the way she intended," I said quietly.
"Yeah. I think you're right. Men are such fuckheads. I don't know why women even bother with them," Sam whispered.
"Careful there, little one. Without this man you wouldn't be here."
"Not you dad. You're different."
"Oh? How am I different? I'm a guy, right?"
"You're different. Even mom says so. She says that you're the one man she's had sex with that actually cares about how she feels, not just getting his nuts off."
I chuckled. "Is that what you think of guys?"
"Hell yes. They're all selfish bastards, just like he was. I mean, who'd walk into someone's house and think that they have the right to stick their dick in any pussy they want?"
"No-one. Bob I think is a special case because we've already done some sex stuff with them. He doesn't quite understand boundaries yet."
"Because he doesn't want to. He's a selfish bastard that cheats on his wife and thinks he's a great lover because of it. Tell me I'm wrong."
"You figured that out on your own?"
"Actually, that's what mom said."
"I thought as much. Look, honey, not all guys are like that."
"All of them I've fucked."
"You just haven't met the right guy yet. When you find one that cares about you, as a person, he'll care about sex with you too."
"Well, that's not going to happen."
"Why not?"
"Cuz I don't date guys any more."
"I see. You still want to have kids?"
"Well, yeah."
"So how's that going to happen?"
"I'm sure Sally and I can figure something out."
"You mean like artificial insemination?"
"Maybe."
"Or contracting a guy to knock you up?"
"That's another way."
"Why don't you give guys a chance. Stop worrying about having sex with them and try to find someone who cares about you."
"Sally cares about me."
"Sally isn't a guy."
"Guys don't want to just date. They want to go out, and then fuck, and then go home. Guys like mom said you are don't exist anymore."
"I think you're looking in the wrong place," I whispered, hugging her to me. "But you're going to have to work that out on your own."
"Can you believe that son of a bitch?" Mandy said as she walked down the stairs wrapped in a towel.
"Who, Bob?"
"Yeah. He just walked up behind me and tried to stick his dick into me."
"Why would he do that?"
"Well, maybe I was thinking it was you behind me and I was wiggling it a bit."
"So you wigged your butt at him and asked if he was going to stand there all day and look or fuck you? Is that about it?"
She blushed a little. "Maybe," she said in a little squeak. "But he had to know I wasn't talking about him!"
"Oh? How would he know that?"
"Um. If you walked into their house and Jen was wigging her ass and asking you to fuck her, would you? Oh fuck. Never mind. Of course you would."
I almost couldn't stop from laughing. "Sounded like Bob enjoyed his face-sitting lesson."
"He did! The bastard! I wanted to teach him a lesson and he liked it!"
"Why not. I love it when you do it."
"But he wasn't supposed to like it!"
I laughed again, causing her to climb onto the air bed and throw herself down on me, pretending to strangle me. I grabbed at her body to lift her and ended up pulling her towel off of her. We wrestled on the bed, the two girls moving as far to the sides as they could to give us room. It had been a long time since the two of us play wrestled, and it wasn't long before I had a hard-on poking between her legs. She paused when she felt my head press against her pussy lips and then grinned. She lay on me and wiggled herself around until she felt my fat head, press between her lips. "I'll teach you to laugh at me," she whispered huskily as she pushed herself down my body, forcing me into her pussy. She wiggled and rocked her hips, working my dick in and out of her only a fraction of an inch at a time until she had pushed herself fully onto my dick. "Now I have you where I want you," she whispered as she lay on me, pressing her tits to my chest and her lips to mine. We kissed softly while she rocked her hips, teasingly sliding me in and out of her hot wet depths.
She knew all too well that she was moving herself just enough to tease me, but not get me off, which would become frustrating after a while, but now, this early, was extremely enjoyable. I helped by rocking my own hips in time with hers. We worked my shaft in and out of her as she ground her clit into the base of my cock, helping to drive herself toward climax while she teased mine to grow ever so slowly. She pulled her face away and then pushed herself up, carefully moving her legs so she was resting on her knees, careful to not pull herself off of me. She grinned a naughty little grin at me as she began to slowly, tantalizingly, lift and lower herself on my dick. I watched her face and that naughty little grin as she let me know she knew exactly how teasing, and frustrating this was for me.
I was a little surprised when Gina leaned over me, aiming one of her big, soft tits at my face. Mandy didn't say a word as Gina squeezed her breast to make her nipple stick out more, rubbed it across my lips until I opened my mouth. I sucked her big hard nipple into my mouth and sucked it as I moved my hand from my wife's thigh. I slipped it between Gina's thighs and started to tease her pussy with my fingers. I stroked her soft, full lips for a couple minutes before working my fingers deeper into her, stroking the length of her slit and across her hard little clit.
"Oh fuck yes. Getting me so damn turned on," Gina moaned softly.
"Since he loves face-sitting so much, why don't you give him a taste?" Mandy coaxed in a soft moan.
"You mean it, Mrs. Young?"
"Go for it," Mandy answered breathlessly.
Gina looked at me and grinned. In a matter of moments she was kneeling over my face with her knees spread wide to spread her full lips. She used two fingers to spread her own lips apart to give me access to her soft, pink depths and her hard clit. "OH SHIT!" she gasped as I stroked my tongue up between her lips and across that incredibly sensitive nub. I grinned to myself as she moaned and pulled her hand away from her pussy, reaching for both of her tits, cupping and squeezing them. I wrapped both arms around her thighs to get my fingers in position to spread her thick lips again and allow my tongue to continue teasing her clit.
I could feel my wife riding me faster, her climax growing within her, her moans and the moans of Gina melding into a chorus of pleasure. I felt Mandy begin to climax, my own not all that far away. Unfortunately for me, when she began to come, she slammed herself down on me and stopped riding up and down my shaft. In disappointment, I started to think about having her pull off and let Gina ride me to completion. I felt her pussy contract around me and felt her juices leaking onto me and running down uncomfortably between my legs, but there was little I could do about it but to be glad she had a good, strong orgasm.
I continued to lick Gina, teasing my tongue up her slit and across her clit. I could see her looking down at me past her big tits, which she was squeezing and pulling with her hands, clearly adding to the sensations from my tongue. I felt Mandy pull off my dick and was about ready to suggest to Gina that she sit on me when another pussy slid down my engorged cock. I had no doubt at all who it was. I wanted to protest, to tell her NO, but she started to slide up and down my dick, her tight young pussy sending tingles from my head each time she drove down against it, driving it hard into the end of her vagina. I closed my eyes for a moment, soaking up the sensations and feeling my cock swell inside her. Up and down, she moved, stroking me with her pussy, and stroking herself with my huge mushroom head.
I looked back up at Gina and reached out to flick her clit rapidly, wanting to push her to climax so I could watch what I resigned myself to allow. If Mandy was going to make it happen, I might as well try to enjoy it. Up and down, Sam moved, stroking me, teasing me, while I licked Gina closer and closer to climax. I hated to hurry her, but I wanted to see, and with her sitting on my face, there was no way. Gina gasped and climaxed on my face moments later, her juices leaking down over my chin as she panted and trembled. I held her lips apart and teased her clit until she finally had to pull off my face to keep me from continuing to stroke her now overly sensitive clit.
Gina lifted off my face and then carefully rolled over onto her back, panting as her climax began to fade. I looked now at Samantha, stroking herself up and down my dick, working her pussy with my shaft, her eyes closed, soft moans escaping her lips. She had me so close to coming after Mandy had ridden me so expertly, but suddenly I wanted, I needed, to hold myself back. I reached for her breasts and cupped each mound, squeezing them and then rubbing my thumbs back and forth across her nipples. She moaned in appreciation and continued to stroke herself up and down my shaft, driving down harder as her climax slowly approached. Up and down, she moved, her pussy teasing me in all the right ways while I struggled to think about anything but coming inside her. I thought about the snow, I thought about chores I needed to do, I thought about Bob walking in and being mistaken by Mandy for me and being invited to stick it in her, and doing it. I tried to think of him doing it, knowing it would slow my meteoric rush toward climax, but instead my mind jumped to seeing, not Mandy, but Sam, leaning against the counter, her pussy lips sticking between her thighs tantalizingly as I rubbed my fat mushroom head between them. My mind imagined slowly sliding myself into her, feeling her tight pussy squeeze me as I pushed slowly deeper into her.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted, suddenly unable to hold myself back any longer.
I felt my cock swell inside her and begin pumping shot after shot of cum up into her hot pussy. I watched her eyes shoot open and look down at me as she moaned "Oh god," driving herself down on me fully. I lay there, unable to stop myself from pumping my load deep in her pussy. She looked down at me as she sat on me, and then, slowly laid herself down on me, much like Mandy had been before. She gently brushed her lips on mine as she whispered, "Thank you."
"For what?"
"For being you," was all she said. She pulled off my still-oozing dick, climbed from the air bed and ran up the stairs without another word.



"If you think I'm going to let that go to waste!" Gina said as she rolled onto all fours and crawled over me. She grasped my dick and began to lick and suck on my head, drinking the oozing cum from me and cleaning my daughter's juices off of me. While she sucked my dick, she moved her pussy back over my face, offering me the chance to lick her again. It also blocked the view I had of her working my softening dick, so much so that I was surprised when a second mouth joined hers. The two of them took turns stroking my shaft with her mouth and who was teasing my balls, and even further down. I was surprised at how quickly the two managed to get my dick hard again. Gina pulled her pussy away from my face and crawling down my body. It was almost surprising to see my wife kneeling next to Gina, grasp my dick and feed it into Gina's pussy. She smiled at me and crawled up toward my face as Gina began to lift and lower her ass, basically twerking, but with my dick buried in her hot wet pussy.
Mandy leaned over me with her breasts and then pushed one of her nipples to my lips. "Go ahead, lover. You know you love sucking 'em."
"I do," I agreed, closing my lips around her nipple and drawing it into my mouth.
"Think you have another load in there yet?" she whispered. "I want you to give it to Gina. Feel her sexy young pussy stroking you, drawing your load into her. Let her make you come deep in her hot pussy."
"Why?" I asked softly.
She shook her head. "Because I owe it to you."
"For what?"
"What I did with Bob. I said I wasn't going to fuck him, and then what did I do?"
"You were trying to teach him a lesson, right?"
"So? I still did it, right in front of you. I know how much it bothers you to see me doing that, so this is make-up sex. I want you to enjoy it. Let her make you come again. I need to go talk to our daughter."
"Why did she do that?"
"I don't know. I wanted to stop her, but she shook me off. She was determined to do it. I think now I need to go talk to her. You stay here and enjoy her any way you want." She gave me a quick kiss and then pushed off the bed and headed up the stairs.
I looked down at Gina's twerking ass, her body glistening with sweat from the effort she was putting into her actions. I reached out, grabbed her ass and stopped her. I pushed her until she rolled off of me onto her back and then rolled myself. "Tell me," I whispered. "If you could have me fuck you any way you want, how would it be?"
"Would you fuck me on your desk?"
I looked at her in surprise. "Is that what you really want?"
"Never been fucked that way before and when we were teasing you, it was looking pretty attractive."
"If that's what you want." I crawled off the air bed and helped her off. I pulled her gently by the hand to my office and set her on the edge of the desk where my keyboard had been before Sam pushed it away. I stepped between her legs, lifted them and aimed my hard-on at her pussy. I squatted a little to get my head to her lips, and then without having to use my hands, slid myself back into her hot, wet depths, drawing a long, deep moan from her.
"Oh yes. Please fuck me. Fill my hot pussy, Professor," she moaned softly. I chuckled to myself as she sat on the edge of my desk, clearly imagining I was one of her professors. I thrust myself in and out of her, working my dick deep into her with each stroke. I hooked her legs over my arms, spreading her wide while she held herself on the desk with her hands back behind her. She moaned and panted as I plunged in and out, her occasional moans including things like, "Yes. That's it. Fuck me, professor," or, "God yes. I promise to do better in your class." I could only imagine what she was fantasizing, but I didn't mind. If she was enjoying imagining I was her professor, so be it, as long as she climaxed and took me along with her.
In and out, I stroked, feeling her pussy start to quiver a little. "Oh professor, you're gonna make me come. Please make me come for you!" she moaned loudly as I plunged in and out harder, her tightening pussy making my own climax start to build faster. I didn't know how many times I could come in one day, but I was learning that it was surprisingly more than I expected. I felt the warmth and tingle spread through me as her climax tightened her pussy around me. I wanted to help her finish hard, and unhooked one arm from her legs, leaving her to rest it on my hip as I moved my fingers to her pussy. I pressed my thumb between her fat outer lips and to her clit, stroking it in circles as I continued to plunge into her.
Her eyes shot open and she gasped suddenly. "OH FUCK!" she cried as she tried to lift her hips off the edge of the desk, lifting herself using her hands behind her and her leg hooked on my arm. She lifted herself so high she almost pulled off my dick as her body stiffened and trembled. I could feel her pussy clench around me as I tried to keep stroking into her, the angle now much different as my head slid along the front of her vagina. Her legs trembled and she cried out again as her pussy squirted juices out at me like a small hose. Her stream lasted several seconds before her hips lowered, but only for a few seconds. The next thrust I made up into her sent her hips up again and another strong gush of her juices splattering on my chest and stomach.
I don't know what it is, but having a woman come hard enough to squirt sends me tumbling over the edge all too quickly. I thrust up into her one more time as my cock surged a gush of my juices into her depths. She held herself off the desk, trembling and shaking for long seconds as my cock surged several shots into her. Only after my cock had ceased flowing its load into her did she lower her butt to the desk. She shifted her legs to wrap them around me and pull me to her, trapping us together.
"So, who was it?" I asked in a soft whisper.
She looked at me, startled, and then blushed. "My math professor. He's such a hot-ass hunk. I'd love for him to fuck me like this. Sometimes I sit in class without any panties and pull my skirt up so he can see my pussy. I don't know if he really does or not, but sometimes he gets such a big bulge in his pants that I'm sure he's looking at me."
"Nothing wrong with a little fantasy."
"I guess not."
"You know what I'd like?"
"What's that?"
"You to take a shower with me. Come on. We'll use the bathroom down here."
I led her to the bathroom and we cleaned each other up, washing each other with the flowery smelling soap that was in the tub. "My clothes are all up in Sam's room," she said after we'd used the towel hanging in the bathroom to dry. I gave her a playful smack on the ass as we headed up the stairs naked, her to dress, and me to check on my wife and daughter.
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It was probably the best therapy I knew. I could sit here all day and do this, and I probably would. Click, aim, cast, retrieve, search the next spot, repeat. It seems mindless; but, it's anything but. It's a battle between the fish's natural tendencies and wariness, and a fishermen's ability to coax them into hitting an artificial piece of plastic, as if it were their next great meal. Each cast was made with the next two or three already planned. The shoreline is searched for the right spot, the one where the fish will be expected to be sitting. Not in front of the bush, not behind the bush, but in that little slit between the branches that gives them protection from both larger predators, as well as cover from their dinner seeing them. Each cast had to be perfect. A few inches short and you wouldn't entice the fish to go after the bait. A few inches to either side or too long and you're hung in a bush and chasing away all the fish for the next fifty feet, while you recover your five-dollar bait. It's a mind game. Sure, you're smarter than the fish, but you're playing on their home turf, and sometimes that's all the advantage they need.
I'd been here, doing this, for almost three hours. The sun was getting high, or at least would be, if not for the quickly approaching cloud bank. It's mid-summer. These are to be expected. They usually don't last long, but they can be harsh. Violent winds whipping the waves to a froth, blowing over trees, slashing rain, as cold as liquid ice. Not fun. But no worries. I know I have my rain suit in the storage compartment, and if it gets bad enough, I can put up the canvas cover. If it gets even worse, I can totally enclose the passenger cockpit of my heavily modified runabout to make it storm proof, or mostly so. Once erected, the rubberized canvas and clear plastic flexible windows create a warm, dry and quite cozy respite from the rain and wind. It was an option that I had never regretted purchasing when I bought the boat. I've had to use it many times in the past to deal with the fast moving storms. Pull into the back of a small bay to get some shelter from the wind, point the nose towards the storm, drop the anchors to hold the boat in place and then put all the canvas up. Sitting out these short lived storms was always a perfect time for a short nap. The sound of the rain, even hard rain, seemed to be soothing, when it was hitting the soft canvas roof. It often got a little stuffy, so I'd ditch the rain suit, and if I had to sit long enough to ride out the storm, a good portion of my clothes. My wife always used to complain, that I did it just to get her out of her clothes. She was partly right. I did enjoy getting her out of her clothes in the boat, or in the woods, or in the lake or anywhere else I could, with difficulty, coax her to take some or all of her clothes off. Sure, it ended up in sex. What fun would it be if it didn't?
I sat, floating, the electric motor off, the rod in my hand, staring at the shoreline. Why did I have to think about that? I was out here so I could get away from all the reminders that she wasn't here anymore. I took a deep breath and halfheartedly made the next cast. It was short, but I wasn't surprised. My concentration had been broken. I swiveled in my chair to look at the back of the boat, the spot my wife liked to fish from. For thirty years she'd put up with my frequent fishing trips. I liked to think she eventually learned to enjoy them. It was one of several things we did together. She liked hunting better, so I learned to hunt, just to have more time alone with her. In thirty years, you would have thought that I'd have had more than enough time with her, but you'd be wrong. I'd trade all the fishing I could do in all the future years for just one more day with her. But that wasn't going to happen. That ship had sailed, now it was time, as my kids told me, to find a way to move forward.
My daughter was always telling me that mom wouldn't want me to be alone. I'm not a very good bachelor. Oh, I can cook, I can do my own laundry, but housekeeping? If I hadn't hired a maid, by now the house would look like a major disaster area. But finding another woman to be with? I wasn't really interested. It hadn't even been six months yet, but it felt like an eternity.
I shook my head and took the next cast and the next and the next. My head was getting back in the game, searching, finding that perfect spot, coaxing the fish to respond and hit my bait. Three fish and several dozen casts later, I glanced up at the sky again, the sound of thunder pulling my attention away from the water. A sharp crash of thunder following very closely after the bright flash told me all I needed to know. It was going to be bad and it was coming in a lot bigger hurry than I expected. I considered the rain suit, but with the lightning, continuing to fish until it passed was a stupid idea. As much as I hated being alone, intentionally risking getting hit by lightning, wasn't something I would do. I was more intelligent than that, not to mention that she'd be totally pissed at me for giving up that way. I'd never given up on anything in my whole life. Giving up on life would be dishonoring her memory, not to mention a cheat way out.
I looked at the sky again and put my rod down. It only took five minutes to put up the canvas. I even put the clear zipper side windows on to keep the rain out when it came. I'd zip the last piece, between the roof and the stern, into place after I found an anchorage. And I was going to have to do that damn soon. The wind was already picking up fast, and where the wind was blowing me right now wasn't nearly as protected as I wanted. I could see that the waves outside the cove I was in, that were only a few inches high a few minutes ago, were now foot high windswept white caps. The tops of the waves breaking over and the spray blowing off each broken crest. I looked up and down the shoreline. I was already partly protected, but if the wind shifted, and it was sure to, I'd be in a rough spot. I needed protection on three sides. I needed a much smaller cove to slip into. I'd fished one earlier that would do nicely. But I'd have to hit those whitecaps I was protected from, right now. to get there. Oh well, that's what the canvas was for, right?
I stored my rods, pulled up the electric tolling motor and then ducked down into the driver's seat under the canvas. I fired the big i/o and eased away from the shoreline before giving it more throttle. It wasn't the fastest boat on the lake, but it had been designed for the big waves or the great lakes, so the foot high whitecaps were nothing for the deep V hull to split. True, it bounced the nose pretty high in the air at this speed, but I didn't feel like pounding myself to death. I eased around the point at a comfortable fifteen miles an hour as the rain started to hit the windshield. Huge wet drops splatted, making it harder to see what was ahead. Not to worry, in this weather there wouldn't be too much traffic.
The rain picked up in intensity. Slashing would almost describe it. I could barely see fifty feet in front of me. Both shorelines were lost to me in the deluge. The GPS map in front of me kept me heading in the right direction, but the bigger worry was someone doing the same thing I was, trying to find shelter. I could easily run into another boat. I throttled back a little more, dropping my speed enough that the bow now soared higher in the air with each wave and then slammed down again. Up and back down with a solid thud that sent water cascading out both sides from under the bow as the deep fiberglass hull cleaved into the water. Up and down, up and down. I could sense the wind was changing direction. I knew it would. I could feel the change in the waves as it began to turn a little more out of the west. Never a good sign, that. It usually meant that it was going to last longer.
Up and down. Up and down. Up and down. Up and "HOLY SHIT!" I swore, as the bow came down, this time barely ten feet from a small green kayak that I hadn't been able to see through the rain until now. "What the hell are you doing out here!" I hollered, more at myself for not seeing it before I almost hit it. My boat slid barely five feet from its bow, narrowly missing running it over. I shook my head and turned around, taking the waves broadside for a moment, causing some serious rolling. Now I understood. She was hanging on for dear life, her paddle apparently lost. She looked like a drowned rat, her blond hair hanging down over and around her face while the slashing rain pelting her mercilessly. The waves were rolling her side to side so badly that I wondered how she hadn't already capsized. I pulled around her, pulling up broadside. It didn't take more than a second for her to realize that she was safer in a bigger boat and was grabbing for the hand rail. I barely had time to throw the engine in neutral before I ducked down under the canvas and darted out into the rain.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted at the feeling of the icy drops pelting my face and exposed skin, quickly soaking into my clothes. In seconds I felt like I'd had a bucket of ice water dropped on me. I grabbed hold of her as she tried to claw her way into the boat, and pulled her bodily up and in as she kicked free of the small kayak. It wasn't graceful, but it worked. She came over the side as I pulled, tumbling backwards to the floor, my head thumping hard against the other side of the boat. "OH FUCK!" I swore again, at the sudden pain in the back of my head. At least I got her into the boat. I could feel the boat rocking wildly in the waves as the wind pushed it around broadside. I didn't waste a lot of time. I half lifted, half pushed her off of me, onto one of the rear facing seats under the canvas cover, and then crawled, still rubbing my head, to the driver's seat. I grabbed the throttle without even getting into the seat, stuffing it roughly in gear as I spun the steering wheel to put us bow on into the wind just as one of the waves washed over the stern corner. I wasn't worried about the water, too much, the automatic bilge pump was designed to take care of this kind of thing. I'd taken whole waves over the bow before without incident, and this one was a lot less water.
"What about my Kayak?" I heard the woman call to me over the sound of the engine and pounding rain.
"We'll get it after the storm. No way in this wind!" I called back to her as she huddled against the slashing rain. I looked back where she sat, still partly exposed due to where the canvas roof ended. "Come up here. Get out of the rain!" I called to her as I slipped into the driver seat, keeping the boat now pointed into the wind. I throttled up a little, making more headway, even though the bow was still rising and falling like a demented bucking bronco. I saw her out of the corner of my eye, as she crawled along the short aisle to the forward-facing passenger seat, from the rearward facing starboard side seat behind me. She slipped into the passenger seat and held onto the dashboard as the boat lifted high in the air and slammed down again. I frowned, hating for my boat to take that kind of beating, and pushed the throttle forward a bit more. The ride was choppier, but it didn't take long for me to find the sweet spot where the hull cut from the top of one wave to the other with a lot less butt pounding bouncing.
The deep V did its job the way it was intended and in only a few minutes I was driving toward the far shore and the small cove, the waves falling off quickly as we approached the lee shore. I throttled back and eased into the cove. The rain was still coming down hard, not quite the slashing storm it had been, but it was still hard. I opened the split windshield section and stepped into the open bow with the fishing seat still in place, and dug out the anchor. I tossed it over, threw out the right amount of line and the tied it off. I ducked back under the canvas top, closed the windshield behind me and then moved to the stern. It took two full minutes of standing in the pouring rain before I had the stern anchor set and the stern cover zipped into place and snapped down. Other than one small area below the windshield, we were now effectively a tent on the water.
The design of the boat was that the side seats were a pair of forward and backward facing seats, they could be folded down to make a six foot long bench seat. I did that now for the starboard, driver's side, seat to give us more room and then plopped down on it, completely soaked to the skin. I pulled my t-shirt off and wrung the water out of, getting what seemed like half a gallon from it, before I hung it over the steering wheel. I looked at my guest, taking in a good look for the first time as she pulled the soaked flop hat off her head, her life jacket already laying on the deck between the seats.
She was maybe forty or so, long blondish hair with some gray streaks in it, the shirt she had on was plastered to her body with water, a string bikini top visible through the soaking wet material. She had long slender legs that looked like she must walk or exercise quite a bit, and from what I could tell, an otherwise nicely proportioned body.
"I want to thank you for pulling me out of there." She said, with a pleasant smile. "It was beginning to wonder if I was going to make it out there."
"What in the world were you even doing out there in a storm like this?" I asked a little incredulously, trying hard not to let the "what a stupid thing to do" tone of voice creep into what I said.
"I suppose you must think I'm a complete flake, but to be honest, I didn't want to be there either. I was trying to make for shelter when a wave rolled me. I managed to get righted and then I lost my paddle. After that I was at the mercy of the wind." I shook my head, actually feeling sorry for her. I could only imagine how helpless she must have felt in that wind, just hanging on without any control. She must have seen it on my face and nodded. "Yeah. Me too. Thank you again."
"We can go after your boat when this storm quits." I said, grabbing hold of the leg of my shorts and trying to wring some of the water out of it.
"I'm sorry you had to get soaked."
"It all dries." I answered.
She nodded. "You don't mind if I wring some water out too, do you?"
"Help yourself." I nodded.
She pulled the t-shirt up and off, twisting it to squeeze water out of it into the aisle like I had. She hung it over the back of her seat and then wiggled her shorts off, leaving her in just a small, pale yellow string bikini. She had a very good-looking body, modest sized breasts, maybe a thirty-two C or so, as I suspected, a firm flat stomach and nicely shaped hips and legs. She squeezed the water out of the shorts and hung them over the seat as well. "At least I have a swim suit under my clothes."
"Not quite as lucky on my end. I brought one, but never got it put on."
"Oh. Well, I guess, if you don't mind me being here, I can close my eyes, if you want to change. Since you rescued me and everything."
I chuckled. "You sure you want a strange man getting naked in front of you? I might be a rapist or something."
"If you were, I'm sure I wouldn't still have this suit on. No, I think I can trust you that much."
"I appreciate that." I answered, trying to figure out my next step. "But my suit is a little revealing."
"So? My daughter talked me into this silly bikini. I mean, look at it, how much more can it possibly show?"
I chuckled. "You'd be surprised. Just for the record, I think it looks pretty damn good."
"Oh, well," She said, blushing a little. "Weren't you going to put on your suit?"
"I'd love to put it on for you, but you're kinda sitting on it." I answered her, pointing to the seat she was sitting on. "Under there."
"Oh.. OH! I get it." She slipped off the seat and stood in the aisle, bent over, her butt sticking out at me. I could make out the shape of her outer lips as her bikini bottom pulled snugly against her sex, making my dick twitch in my soaked briefs. It took her a moment to figure out that she could lift the front of the seat and expose a storage compartment beneath it. She pulled out several items and put them back in. "I don't see one."
"It's there. Red one." I said, wondering if she was going to appreciate what I had for a suit. It was a suit my wife gave to me, more as a prank than anything, however I wore it every time we were alone at the lake, embarrassing her and making her blush, when I took my shorts off and that was all I was wearing, which was usually less than she had on.
"Oh, here!" She said, pulling the small red men's bikini suit out of the compartment. She held it up as she turned back around and sat down. "Interesting." She said holding it up with two fingers. "Not much to it, is there? I bet your wife loves you in this." I reached out and took the suit from her fingers, the smile disappearing from my face. "Did I say something wrong?"
"No." I answered quietly. "If you just close your eyes, that'll be fine."
"Right. Close my eyes." She sat there, her eyes closed while I started to take my shorts and briefs off. "I feel silly, sitting here like this."
"Okay." I answered, agreeing that she probably did feel silly. I was on my knees, trying to work the tiny, stretch material, suit up my thighs.
"OH! I'm sorry!" She gasped, as she quickly pulled her hands over her eyes. "I didn't mean to. I mean you said okay, so I thought."
"Um. Yeah." I answered, blushing a little as I tried to tuck my mostly hard dick into the thin little suit. "Not that the suit doesn't show almost as much. There. You can look now."
"You sure?" She said, her hands still over her eyes, her face, neck and ears beet red.
"Yeah. I'm covered." I answered, rolling back to sit on the seat again, the thin stretchy material of the little suit outlining my hardon so snugly that I could even see the shape of my mushroom head through it. "It's a little thin. I used to wear it for my wife."
She pulled her hands down and if anything, her face got even more red as she looked at the shape of my dick in the thin suit. "I'm sure she enjoyed every moment of it."
"Actually, it was a bit of a gag gift, because I was always trying to get her to wear smaller bikinis. But I kinda turned the tables on her and wore it out here, whenever we were alone. Or at least I used to."
She looked at me. "I'm sorry. I guess I don't mean to pry, but it seems like that wound is pretty fresh."
I looked up at her for a few seconds, before I realized what she meant. "Yeah. A little over six months."
"Three years for me. Car accident. Yours?"
"Pancreatic cancer."
"Ouch. That's tough."
"Yeah. My daughters want me to start dating, but I don't much feel like it."
"They want you to date so soon?"
"I'm a horrible bachelor."
"Can't cook?"
"Oh, I can cook just fine. I can even do my own laundry. But housework? I can't even use the words in public that my daughters use for my housekeeping abilities. If I dust once a year that should be enough, right?"
She laughed. "By the way. I'm Dana. Thought you might want to know who you were getting naked in front of."
"Daniel," I answered. "Glad to meet you, Dana."
"I didn't mean to look."
"I know." I answered before going quiet. We sat, listening to the rain pound down on the canvas roof, kind of staring at each other without looking like we were. I couldn't help notice that her nipples had gotten hard, and not because of cold, since it was getting quite warm inside our little enclosure. The engine heat seeped in through the engine housing cover, along with our body heat and breathing. So, no, it wasn't because of cold. The more obvious her nipples, the harder my dick got, and of course, the more it threatened to push right out of the waistband.



"So, how long do these storms usually last?"
"They weren't calling for anything significant, so I wouldn't think about more than half an hour or so. But one time my wife and I rode one out for almost three hours, before the rain slacked off."
"Three hours? What did you do for three hours?" She asked. I blushed and she giggled girlishly and blushed herself. "With a suit like that on, I guess that was a silly question."
"Yeah, it's okay though. So, tell me. Your daughter wanted you to wear that suit?"
"Yeah. She said if I was going to attract a man, I needed to wear something that would draw his eye. She says I have a good-looking body and I should use it to my advantage."
"Well, she's right about the look. It is attractive."
"It shows too much."
"Oh, I don't think so."
She looked down at herself and quickly covered her breasts and protruding nipple bumps with her hands. "Oh yeah. It definitely does."
It was my turn to chuckle. "Not in my book."
"No? You must be a boob man then."
"I'd say that's an accurate statement. Probably the first thing I notice about a woman, unless if she's trying to drown herself, that is."
"Yeah, go kayaking mom! It'll be fun mom! Just go enjoy the sun and the solitude mom!" I laughed; it was the first time I could remember laughing in weeks. "She's been trying to get me to date again for two years."
"Not a fun prospect, is it?"
"Actually, the thought of dating isn't so bad. It's the thought of getting hooked up with some pervert or faker. Those dating sites are full of people pretending to be what they aren't."
"That thought occurred to me as well."
"So, what do you do?"
"Engineer." I answered. "You?"
"Radiology technician. I spend most of my time squishing boobs!" she chuckled. "What do you do for fun? Besides fish?"
"I like to write." I answered, after a little hesitation.
"Oh? Books?"
"Those too." I answered, feeling a little embarrassed. I hadn't ever really admitted to anyone I'd met in person, just exactly what I write.
"Ooooookaaaaay. So, besides books?"
"Um. I uh, oh, you don't really want to know."
"Actually, now I definitely do!" she said with a smile. "If it embarrasses you, it must be good!"
"Well, um, I sorta write erotic literature. Stories." I said, feeling myself blush.
"Oh my." She whispered. "What was it I was saying about dating sites?"
"I'm not a pervert!" I snapped angrily.
"Oh no! I didn't mean that. No. That wasn't at all what I meant. I meant that a lot of people on dating sites aren't honest about what they do or like. I find it refreshing that you are, honest about it, I mean."
"Oh, um, okay...so, ah, what do you do for fun?" I asked, trying to get the conversation back on some other track.
"Actually, I love to read."
"Oh? What genre?"
It was her turn to blush. "Romance novels. I love to read romance novels."
"I guess that could be kind of frustrating, living alone."
"It can be. Which is why my second favorite thing to do is to masturbate." She said, lifting her head up to look me in the eye, even though her cheeks were turning red.
I laughed again. "I think that's just alright. I too appreciate the honesty."
"Least I could do. I mean, I did kinda see your dick already, and you admitted you write erotic stories. I'd kind of like to see some."
"Of my dick or stories?"
I didn't think it was possible, but she blushed a little brighter. "Is it getting hot in here or what?" She asked, fanning her face with her hands.
"I think it's the or what." I agreed. "I guess I wouldn't mind you seeing some."
"Of your dick or your stories?"
"Both, as long as it convinces you to take that top off."
She looked down at her nipples poking out and gently stroked them with her finger tips. "It does seem like they want some attention, doesn't it?"
"It does."
"I don't have sex with strangers, you know that, right?"
"Fair enough. I don't have sex with anyone, well, except my wife. Or at least, did."
We sat for long seconds, listening to the rain, staring at each other. "I'm getting horny looking at that." She whispered. "I don't suppose you'd mind showing me a little more of it?"
"I guess you already saw it once." I said with a little shrug, hoping it led to her taking some, or all of that swim suit off. I hadn't seen a naked woman in over half a year, and I hadn't had sex in over a year! I took a breath and then lifted my butt off the seat. I pushed the little suit down my legs and then lifted them, pulling it all the way off. I set it on the seat next to me and stretched my legs out so that my hardon was poking toward the canvas top.
"Um. Uh. Gee. That's, um, wow, that's something. How big is it?"
"I dunno. I never measured it. It was always big enough, so it didn't matter much."
"No, I suppose it didn't," she whispered.
"So, your turn?"
"I hope you know, I don't undress for strangers, in general."
"Just ones that rescue you?"
"Yeah, just ones that rescue me." She reached up slowly and pulled the strings of her top, the one behind her neck first, pulling it slowly until the little bow untied. She held her arm across her breasts to hold the top in place while she reached behind her back to pull the other string. "I hope you're not disappointed." She whispered as she dropped her arm, exposing her chest to me. Her breasts were nicely rounded, drooping somewhat, but that droop made them even sexier, as it made her nipples turn up slightly. Her areolae were slightly oblong, larger up and down than sideways, but still extremely sexy looking.
"Disappointed is not a word I'd use. They look...superb. I can only imagine how they'd feel in my hands."
"Well, I think we'll just have to leave it to imagination." She said softly, her eyes still staring at my cock. The more she looked at me, the hornier I got. Somehow showing it off for her was an extreme turn on, and my cock was staying hard as a telephone pole, bobbing slightly with my pounding heart.
"You know. I can make that seat into a bench like this one. If that helps. You don't look very comfortable sitting twisted like that."
"That might be nice." She answered quietly. I moved forward to the aisle and lifted the rear facing seat portion and folded it out, folding the two seat backs down as I pulled it toward the stern, leaving the six-foot bench.
"There you go."
"Thank you." She said, moving down the bench to sit closer to being right across from me. "I guess I have to do the other half, don't I?"
"I wouldn't mind."
She swallowed nervously. "I've never shown that part to any man, other than my husband and my doctor."
"Yeah, I understand. I've not done anything like this either. Oh, I've written lots of stories about it, but doing it? This is the first time."
"How does it feel?"
"Kind of exciting. My heart's pounding, if that means anything."
"I know what you mean. Mine too." She whispered. She reached down and pulled the strings on her suit bottom and then wiggled side to side working it from under her butt. She sat, now completely naked, with her legs pressed together, not letting me see any more than I could a moment ago, except for a little hair on her mound.
"Why don't you move down this way a bit more. We can see each other better that way."
"You're not going to come across the aisle and jump on me or anything, are you?"
"I promise to sit right here and not move unless you ask me to."
She took a deep breath, and let it out slowly, her body shuddering slightly with nervousness. "I don't believe I'm doing this with a stranger."
"Sometimes it's easier with a stranger than someone you know." I answered. "Or at least that's what I've heard."
"I guess. If you mess up then you never have to look at that person again, where if it's someone you know, well, you have to live with it."
"Yeah, I suppose so."
She pushed up off the bench and moved her butt down until she was directly across the narrow aisle from me, her legs still sitting at an angle so they were both on the same side of my legs. I could tell she was nervous, maybe as nervous as I was. I reached for my own dick and wrapped my hand around it. I started to stroke it slowly, looking at her nipples getting harder as she watched me. Her hand moved to her crotch, pressing between her thighs, still pressed together. Slowly, she moved her legs apart, staring at my cock and my hand stroking slowly up and down my shaft. She shifted her legs wider and then, lifted her right leg and set it on the other side of mine. She spread her legs wider, slowly slouching down on the bench, her fingers stroking her wet pussy lips, which I could now see. Her hair tapered down between her thighs, but the light color of it still let me see the darker inner labia that protruded, and her fingers gently spreading and stroking between them.
She looked incredibly sexy, sitting there, stroking herself. I wasn't sure how she was going to take my moving, but I wanted to see more. I sat upright, leaning toward her slightly, far enough to gently lift her right leg. Her fingers stopped moving, and instead covered her pussy protectively as I eased her leg over so it was on the other side of mine, her legs now spread wider. I leaned back and went back to slowly stroking my dick.
Tentatively she uncovered herself again, her finger tips moving back to stroke herself. She stared at my dick, my hand moving up and down its length, my engorged head poking up and then disappearing again. She licked her lips as she stared at me, her fingers of her left hand spreading her lips apart and a single finger of her right stroking small circles around her now exposed clit.
I was getting more and more turned on, watching her, and I wanted to do more, but wasn't sure she'd agree. Instead, I twisted around until I found a bottle of sunblock. I squirted a small dab on the tip of my head and stroked my hand down my shaft, spreading it like lotion. I set the bottle aside and then slowly eased myself into the aisle between us. She stopped teasing herself and covered her pussy again, pulling her legs back as well, clearly trying to protect herself.
"It's alright." I whispered, reaching for her hand. I gently pulled on her fingers, letting mine slip under hers. I didn't want to force her, but I wanted to feel her hand stroking me, instead of my own. I gently, ever so slowly, pulled her hand toward me, toward my rock hard dick. I used only my fingers to coax her hand to me, and then rubbed the back of her fingers up and down my shaft. She looked at me nervously and then disengaged her hand from mine, reaching toward my dick. I let her clasp her fingers around my manhood and begin slowly stroking it. I moved both my hands to her knees, gently coaxing them back apart.
She spread her legs slowly, finally pushing them back apart and onto my seat like they had been. I teased her thighs with my fingers, stroking slowly, teasingly, working ever so slowly toward her pussy.
"Oh damn. I don't believe I'm doing this." She whispered softly, as my fingers finally reached her soft, wet pussy lips. I stroked one finger up and down her lips, teasing the tips of her protruding inner lips. I let my finger work between her lips as I stroked her, working deeper until I was stroking the tip of my finger across her hard little clit. I worked up and down, from the entrance to her depths to her clit, teasing both before sliding to the other.
Her hand moved rhythmically up and down my shaft, her palm rolling over my head with each stroke, her attentions drawing me closer and closer to release. It was the first time I'd had another woman's hand on my dick, other than my wife's, since my freshman year of college, and it was having its affect. I didn't know how much longer I could keep the urgency at bay.
"You're going to come, aren't you?" She asked breathlessly.
"Getting close." I answered, equally breathlessly.
"Go ahead. Let it happen." She whispered as I pushed the tip of my finger into her vagina. "Oh God, you trying to make me come too?"
"Uh huh." I grunted, as I slid my left hand up to her chest. I cupped her sexy soft breast and used my thumb and finger to tease her nipple.
"Oh damn," she moaned, as I kept my finger in her pussy and used my thumb to press on her clit, "come for me." She groaned softly. "It's alright. Let me see it."
"Uh huh." I grunted, knowing that it was only a few more strokes from being there. I rubbed my thumb across her clit as I pushed my finger in and out like a little dick, making her body start to squirm on the seat. Then it happened. I couldn't hold it back any longer. My body jerked hard, my hips thrusting toward her as the first gush of pent up cum surged out the tip, sailing into the air. Her hand was wrapped around my dick and the way she was stroking it, my shot of cum sailed through the air before gravity pulled it back down, landing on her left breast in a long white string. My body bucked again, sending another powerful surge of cum into the air, this time gravity pulling it down to land on her face and neck. Time and again my body bucked, sending more squirts of cum out onto her body, until she had seven streamers of my cum on her body, from her mound to her face, the remaining cum I'd stored up, oozing out the tip and down over her fingers as she held my dick.
I'd stopped moving my hand while I came, but now I went back to teasing her, curling my finger up into her and rubbing her clit with my thumb. She arched her back and gasped, moments before her body was wracked with a spasm not unlike mine. "Oh God!" she cried in a high pitched voice, as her pussy suddenly gushed it's juices out at me, the unexpected spray splattering on my dick and her hand before bouncing off to wet her own thighs. She spasmed a second time, sending another gush of her juices out at me, this time missing her hand and spraying all the way to my stomach. "ohmygod!" she gasped, as her legs trembled and her pussy clenched around my finger. I knelt there, rubbing the tip of my finger along the top of her vagina as she continued to climax, her whole body shuddering, for long seconds before it finally began to fade from her. I released her nipple and pulled my finger from her pussy. She let go of my softening dick and I moved back to my seat and sat, panting, watching her climax slowly fade away. "Oh god, that was, um, that was intense."
"For both of us." I agreed, as I sat panting to catch my breath. "I'm afraid I made a bit of a mess on you."
"I think I did the same on you. I don't remember coming that hard in, well, years. I didn't actually think I could still do that. I guess the situation and all."
"Uh huh." I agreed. I twisted around to find a rag and then moved to the aisle, settling there on my knees. "Here, let me." I said, reaching toward her with the rag.
"If you want." She whispered, as I wiped my cum off her face, down her jaw and her neck. I moved to her breast, and gently wiped the cum off of it, lifting it and making sure to wipe what had oozed down around her soft orb to her stomach. I was about to move my wiping further down and instinctively leaned my face to her chest, softly kissing her still hard nipple. I could see her tense as I softly kissed her nipple and around her creamy soft breast. I continued to kiss, gently working across to her other breast, kissing it as well, finally drawing her still erect nipple into my mouth. I didn't want to overdo, so I pulled my face from her chest and went back to wiping. I cleaned the cum from her stomach and then down between her legs. I leaned my head down as I finished, bending awkwardly to kiss her curl covered mound. I had to move myself back a bit, but I continued to kiss down lower, planting soft delicate kisses on her wet pussy lips, finally reaching my tongue out to stroke between her lips.
She reached down and gently coaxed me up from her pussy, lifting my head insistently, but gently. "I don't think I've ever let a man kiss me down there without kissing me up here first." She whispered, as she pulled me toward her. She pulled me closer to her, aiming my face to hers. Our lips brushed each other softly at first, just barely touching, before she leaned her face toward me and pressed our lips together. It was awkward and tentative at first, but it didn't take long for both of us to lose ourselves in the kiss, her lips trying to suck mine while my tongue played hide and seek with hers. She twisted herself and lay back on the seat, using her legs to coax me on top of her. I lay on her, her legs wrapped around me, our bodies pressed together.
"It's still raining." She whispered, after several minutes of our mutual embrace.
"It is."
"How long did you say these storms lasted?"
"Sometimes a couple hours, sometimes a few minutes."
"If I asked you to do something for me, would you?"
"If I could."
"Make love to me?"
"You're sure?"
"No, but I want you to, anyway." She whispered. "Will you?"
I could already feel my dick hardening from the kiss we'd been sharing. I wormed my hand down between us and found my stiffening member. I rubbed my head around until I felt the softness of her pussy lips brushing my head. I worked it up and down, stroking it between her lips until I felt the entrance to her depths. I settled my mushroom head into the entrance to her pussy, and felt her legs move her heels digging into my bare butt. She pulled us together, helping force me into her waiting vagina. I felt my cock force her to expand and then slip into her a couple inches. I pushed a bit more, slowly sliding my sunblock slickened cock deeper into her.
"Oh fuck, you feel so big!" She moaned, as I pushed into her until my head pressed against the end of her hot wet depths. I shifted my weight onto my elbows and my knees and began to work my dick in and out of her, pulling most of the way out before sliding back in again. I started slow, long slow intentional strokes, but quickly picked up my pace, as her heels on my ass coaxed me faster. In and out I thrust, driving hard into her, so that our bodies slapped together. She moved her heels, spreading her legs as wide as she could, her right foot pressed to the clear zip in window on the port side, the toes of her left foot hooked on the bar that holds up the ceiling canvas.
In and out I thrust, panting and sweating in the warm confines as I drove into her over and over. The boat rocked from both the wind and my motions, my hips slamming down hard into her, as her moans coaxed me to drive harder. I could feel my under used cock swelling inside her, growing closer and closer to another climax. I hoped I could hold off longer. I didn't want to stop, and I definitely DID want to feel her climax again, this time around my dick.
"Oh damn. I'm going to come!" she squeaked, as I pounded into her.
"Good," I grunted, "me too."
"Oh fuck. OH FUCK! OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUCK!" she cried loudly, as her legs began to tremble and her pussy clenched and spasmed around me. The sudden change in sensation from her spasming pussy did what it had always done, when my wife climaxed on me. My cock recognized the sudden tightening and change and demanded release.
"Fuck," I grunted as my body jerked, jamming hard into her spasming pussy. I felt my cock surge a gush of cum into her, drawing another cry of pleasure from her. Over and over, I jerked, pumping god knows how much into her hot depths, as I lay on top of her, panting. "Oh God." I groaned. "It's been a while."
"For me too." She panted. "I could feel you coming inside me."
"I hope that isn't a problem." I said, suddenly thinking about what could happen, if she weren't on some kind of birth control.
"Not to worry. I can't get pregnant, at least not anymore."
"No?"
"Tubes tied years ago." She breathed, her arms around me. "I thought that would take a bit longer. It's still raining. What do we do now?"



"I guess that depends."
"On?"
"How fast you can get my dick hard again." I chuckled. "No point in not doing it again, is there?"
"No," she agreed with a giggle.
We re-situated to lay together on one of the benches, while she played with my dick, my hands also busy on her body. The rain unfortunately quit, before we managed to get it up again, and she reluctantly said we needed to find her kayak and get her back to camp so her daughter wouldn't worry. I just as reluctantly agreed, disappointed that the surprisingly enjoyable interlude was going to end. I put my swim suit back on, my clothes being soaked yet, and Dana put the bikini on. It took me longer to take the canvas down than it did to put up, but within five minutes it was all stowed and we were ready to go hunt down her kayak.
I pulled the anchors up and eased out of the cove, careful not to ding the prop on any of the submerged trees that were hiding under the surface. We drove from cove to cove until we found the kayak floating upside down in the back of a cove, far enough back that I couldn't get the boat back to it. I tied off on a branch of a tree and then the two of us slipped into the water to swim the remaining distance. When the water got shallow enough, we waded, finally reaching her stranded craft.
We were wading back to deeper water, me pushing the kayak in front of me when she did it. I felt her hands reach my waist and then, in one quick motion, she tugged my spandex suit down to my thighs, freeing my partly hard dick. "Hey!" I cried in surprise, turning to see her trying to run through the water back toward the back of the cove again. I left the kayak to its own devices and took off after her, trying to pull my suit up and run at the same time. She made it to shore before I caught up to her, and started up the hillside. When I broke free of the water, I followed, chasing after her as she climbed. I was barely making headway on closing the gap when she stopped and turned around. She stood, waiting for me. I slowed and stopped as she stood looking at me. Without a word, she reached behind her neck and pulled the string of her top. She pulled her top off and dropped it to the ground next to her. She pulled both strings on her bikini bottom and dropped it as well, standing completely naked.
"I don't want to go back, until we do it again." She said quietly.
"Here?"
"If you want me, right here."
I nodded and pushed my suit down. It took a second to get my feet untangled from it as I pushed it off, and then took the last few steps toward her. She wrapped her arms around me, and I mine around her. We stood kissing in the broken sunlight under the trees, our hands roaming each other's bodies. There wasn't a soft place to do anything on the rocky ridge we were on, but that wasn't going to stop me. I reached under her butt and lifted her off the ground, her legs wrapping around me, pressing her hot wet pussy against my now, rock-hard shaft. I carried her half a dozen paces to a medium sized tree and set her down again. She reached for the tree, turning around and sticking her butt out at me. I stepped behind her and guided my mushroom head to her hot wet lips.
"Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned, as I pushed slowly into her. "So good."
"Uh huh." I grunted, holding her hips and starting to slide in and out of her. I drove hard into her, making her hanging tits wave around wildly, under her chest. I plunged myself into her, listening to our bodies slap together in the warm breeze, her moans growing as she began to rock her hips in time with my thrusts.
"God yes, make me come. Make me come around your hard cock. Ohhhhh Jesus it feels so good. Make me come sweetie. Please make me come again!"
"Doing my best." I grunted.
"I can tell. Ohhhhh fuck. I don't think I could ever get tired of this." She moaned, as I continued to drive hard into her. I could feel the end of her tunnel smashed with my engorged head with each stroke, the little tingles pushing me closer and closer to letting go again.
"Oh fuck, sweetie. I'm going to come. Ohhhhh shit. Oh! OH! Here it come! JESUS YES!" she screamed, as her whole body jerked. I felt her juices spraying down my legs as she climaxed, the sensation of her climax squeezing me and sending me over the edge with her. I stood behind her, panting and, yes, sweating, as my body jerked and trembled, my cock surging inside her hot pussy.
She pushed herself up on the tree until she was practically upright, her arms reaching back for my neck. She pulled me over a bit, pressing my chest to her back as she turned her head enough to kiss my cheek. I felt my dick slip from her, a soft 'damn' coming from her. She turned and we wrapped our arms around each other again. We shared a long, wet kiss, both of us still breathing hard after the kiss and sex.
"Daniel?"
"Yeah?"
"Would it be too forward for me to ask if you have to go home? Tonight, I mean? If you could, would you stay the night with me?"
"I don't really have anything to wear, or eat or, well, you get the idea."
"I know. But other than clothes, which you really wouldn't need once we went to bed. If you could, would you?"
"I don't want to lead you on or anything. I'm really tempted to. I just don't know that I'm ready for any of this."
She chuckled. "Honey, I'm not ready either, but it's happening anyway. I don't want to take the chance of losing, what I find staring me in the face."
"And what's that?"
"A man that gives me those butterflies in my stomach again. A man that I look at and don't want to see walk away. A man that makes me feel so...so...loved, with his touch. You could have done anything you wanted to me in the boat, but you didn't. You pushed me exactly where I wanted to go, but wasn't brave enough to voice. Daniel, I know there's no way we're in love or anything silly like that. But I have to say, there's a spark there. Something I haven't felt for a long time. If you don't want to, that's fine. I don't want you to think you have to, but if you want to, if there's even a chance you'd say yes, I wanted you to know that the invitation is there, and why."
"I guess I don't really need too many clothes, as long as you promise to keep me warm." I said, with a soft chuckle.
"Is that a yes?"
"Where will we sleep?"
"My tent of course." She said with a smile. "Though I don't know how much sleeping I'm going to let you do."
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Some families take that old saying about marrying into a family more seriously than others. For me, it meant that when I married my wife, her two sisters got all the same benefits my new wife did. Well, most of them anyway, like emergency road service, general handyman duties, "special" favors that they'd only ask a brother to handle. About the only thing they didn't get was sex, though over the thirty years that I'd been married to Marie I wondered if her two sisters, Jeanie and Samantha didn't take a perverse pleasure in teasing me sexually, knowing that it was the one thing that was out of bounds.
At first it made some sense, neither of them being married. But once they were both married, I figured that the visual teasing would go away. Alas, it didn't. More than once, we, as couples, would go camping together or on various trips, and I was subjected to discrete and sometimes less than discrete flashes. In one case, a cruise that I was planning for my wife and I, ended up being a couples vacation, much to my displeasure. Yeah, it seemed that no matter how hard I tried to have a sexy, fun getaway with just my wife, it t urned into a multi-couple trip that included her sisters and their propensity to flash, touch, and grope, or just whisper sexy little things, all seemingly designed to give me a hard-on.
The three sisters were all similar in build and stature, all have the same blond hair and green eyes. In baby pictures you couldn't tell them apart, but as they grew older some minor differences did appear. Of course there was the age difference. Jeanie was the baby, two years younger than my wife, Samantha three years older. Marie, now fifty, was the middle of the three. She still has a damn good body, topped with a fantastic pair of thirty eight D tits with large areola that seem to puff up when she gets excited. God I love playing with her tits. She isn't as thin as when we were first married, with three kids to her credit, she now wears a size twelve, but her frequent workouts allow her to still look pretty damn sexy. Her stomach is firm and toned, her body well sculpted and proportioned, and of course toned, firm legs that I love to have wrapped around me.
Now, I said that her sisters tease me. I guess teasing isn't quite the right term, but I'm not quite sure what else to call it. Even when we were still dating, when I came to pick Marie up, one of her sisters would find some reason to parade through the room wearing as little as possible, sometimes as little as a pair of panties and a bra, and on a few occasions less than that. After we were married, I would have expected that kind of teasing to stop. It didn't. If anything, it got worse. It seemed like at every opportunity they could think of, they were doing something sexy to make me hard. Eventually Jeanie and Sam married, which at least tamed Sam's teasing down to rare and much less obvious instances. Jeanie, however, continued to get perverse pleasure from giving me a hard-on at any opportunity. I often wondered how many guys she teased that way, or if I was special because I was married to her sister. Any time we were together, she'd wear as revealing and sexy an outfit as she could, and heaven forbid we cross paths alone. To my surprise, my wife shrugged it off as her sister just being cute. Stripping in front of me was a lot more than just being cute!
I remember one time we went camping: Marie, myself, Jeanie and her husband of five years. The three of them were down at the lake swimming while I was out fishing. When I came in, I headed up to the tent to change into my swim suit and join them. I had no idea what excuse Jeanie used when she left them down at the water, but I was completely naked in the tent, getting ready to step into my swim suit, when she unzipped my tent door and stepped in. She said simply that she needed to fix her suit and proceeded to take her top off, messing with the strings for several seconds while I stared at her tits, my cock quickly growing rock hard behind my hands as I only partially managed to hide it. She put her top back on, grinned at me and then pushed her bottoms down to her thighs.
I stood there, frozen in shock, but unable to rip my eyes from her smooth, fully shaved, mound as she stepped closer to me. She reached down to my hands with hers and gently pulled mine away from my now raging hardon, completely exposing me to her view. She grinned as she let go of my hands and turned herself around. I moved to step back, my foot hitting the air mattress, warning me I was back as far as I could go without falling down. With no escape, I stared at her lightly tanned ass, not a single hint of a tan line showing, as she stepped back toward me again, pushing her bare ass out at me as she reached back for my hands again. She used my hands to pull the bikini panty down her leg as far as she could, bending over more and more as she slowly pushed the panty down with my hands. Her completely shaved pussy lips pushed out between her legs toward me, and toward my engorged head only a few fractions of an inch from her lips. She let go of my hands when I didn't stoop or bend to go lower, and used her own hands to take the panty the rest of the way to her ankles. She stepped out of the small panty, and still bent over, messed with her suit bottom for several seconds, intentionally pushing her bare ass back at me until my fat mushroom head was rubbing against her soft lips.
She held herself there, untangling the suit bottom for long seconds, her butt moving side to side slightly, grinding her wet lips against my fat mushroom, before stepping back into the tiny slip of material. She 'accidently' pushed herself back harder, trying to force my dick to spread her lips as she began stepping into the tiny suit bottom, pushing even a little harder as she slid the panty up her legs, finally pulling her pussy away from my dick as she covered her pussy again.
Her only comment was just before she stepped out of the tent, looking at me over her shoulder and saying, "You don't get much more of an invitation than that!" It was the closest I'd ever been to stepping across the line, but in no way was I ever going to cheat on Marie, especially with one of her sisters! I mean, come on! My wife would either shoot it off or cut it off over something like that!
Having the biggest house also meant that we most frequently held the family gatherings at holidays. The sisters and their families filled our house at almost every holiday, and most especially at Christmas. I suppose that's because we lived in the country in a quaint, four-thousand square foot house on a small man-made lake. Perfect for summer holidays, but with enough room to manage in the winter. Since all the kids were grown and out of our houses, the group was even larger with the kids and their kids. This last Christmas, Jeanie, forty-eight and still with the body of a thirty year old, continued her teasing, walking in on me while I was in the shower to "use the bathroom", pulling her panties down and peeing, and then standing up and playing with her pussy while she watched me in the shower. I worried the whole time about what my wife would have done if she'd walked in while her sister was climaxing in front of me.
Yeah, having Jeanie around the house was always somewhat uncomfortable. I loved my wife and wanted to stay true, and I most definitely didn't want to even have to deal with the implication that I was messing around with one of her sisters. Of course, getting older had its drawbacks as well. My level of desire hadn't really changed much over the years, though I couldn't go as many times in a row as I used to, I still preferred to have sex frequently. My wife, on the other hand. Well, her level of desire has faded to once every few weeks, making things somewhat difficult for me, but I manage.
A month ago life was predictable, with the exception of Jeanie of course. I got up in the morning, helped my wife get off to work, headed to the shower and then to my home office from which I ran my consulting business. Weekend mornings were generally more laid back with the later parts of the days filled with chores and tasks around the house or outside. Yep, damn predictable and comfortable. That was before my wife got a phone call from her older sister.
Sam had been married twice, her current husband only a couple years younger than she was. After ten years with him, he'd decided that someone much 'younger, prettier and sexier' was what he wanted, according to her words. He'd flaunted his new fuck bunny by being in the middle of fucking her on the kitchen table when Sam came home from work. She quite obviously left, and just as obviously my wife offered to have her stay at our house. With that one phone call my predictable little life veered into uncharted chaos.
Her first night at our house seemed like a cry fest. Tears flowed for hours as my wife did her best to console her sobbing sister, and convince her that it was her jerk husband, and not her, that was the problem. No matter how much my wife tried, all Sam could do was to come back to how she wasn't sexy anymore and wasn't good looking, etc, etc... My wife struggled to find a way to convince her that she was still good looking and sexy and desirable and, much to my horror, drew me into the conversation to "help convince her". As uncomfortable as I was telling her in front of my wife that she was good looking and sexy and that any guy would love to be with her that way, I was equally encouraged to lay it on thick by my wife's pleading looks.
I'm sure by now you've figured out what was about to happen. You've probably concluded that my convincing encouraged Sam to slip into my shower, or some other equally naked venue and have sex with me behind my wife's' back to prove to herself that she was still desirable and sexy. Well, I was well prepared to repel boarders the next day while I was alone in the house with the still tearful Samantha. As it turned out, it was an unwarranted concern. Sam was a perfect lady, leaving me to my work and doing her best to be unobtrusive around the house. I overheard her make a call to take a leave of absence from her work to deal with her situation, but otherwise she spent hours sitting in the living room overlooking the lake, watching the cold, wind-blown waves wash up on the shoreline. The evening was spent in long conversations with my wife while I did my best to hide.
The second day and third day were much the same as the first, thankfully. Though she came out of her shell a bit more the third day and make the two of us lunch and brought it to my office. We ate, not saying much, but then she seemed to just want to not be alone. She spent the afternoon lounging on the sofa in a pair of slacks and a t-shirt, reading a book while I worked on my computer. Her evening was again spent with my wife, off sitting in the family room talking about lord knew what, while I sat in the den and watched some TV, doing my best to stay out of a conversation that I knew would be uncomfortable for me.
The fourth day, she started to almost seem normal. It was the first day since she'd arrived that I'd seen her smile while talking to my wife in the morning. Marie gave me a soft kiss, told me to take care of Sam and then headed off to work, leaving me standing in my pajama pants in the same room with Sam, wearing just an overly long T-shirt for nightwear, giving me long assessing kinds of looks. I didn't know what else she had on under it, but I could easily tell by the two distinct bumps, that seemed to be getting more pronounced by the moment, that it didn't include a bra. It was almost as if she were trying to decide if the wall needed to be repainted, or the lamp would look better in the living room. I wasn't used to those kind of looks coming my way.
I apprehensively excused myself and headed to the master suite to shower and shave. I'd already dealt with Jeanie coming into the bathroom on me recently, and after the looks she gave me in the kitchen, part of me expected Sam to do something similar. I was relieved to not have a surprise visitor in my shower and by the time I got to my office, ready to work, Sam was ensconced on the little sofa, reading her book, still wearing her long t-shirt.
I liked my office. It was the place in my house that I'd designed specifically for concentrating on my work. Concentrating was hard enough for an adult with ADD, so I took the best of the techniques I'd learned over the years and built them into the room. My desk sat about six feet from the wall in front of me, three large computer monitors arrayed across it. Directly beyond them was a forty- seven inch plasma display hung on the wall that I generally kept old movies playing on for background noise. Sometimes I'd turn the movies off and just play music on the surround sound system. The background noise and motion were key to allowing part of my mind to be occupied while the other part focused on the work at hand.
To my right was a huge bay window that overlooked the lake. A warm wind was blowing across the lake from the southwest, pushing the waves toward the far shore, the leaves on the trees, just starting to come out, fluttering in the warm spring breeze. Between the lake and the bay window was a portion of the two-story back deck of the house, which I would sometimes move to with my laptop if I needed a change of scenery. From there I could overlook the yard and lake from my second story perch and get a change in perspective.
The sofa, which Sam was lounging on, was to my left, set so that it could easily look past my desk and out over the lake and the hills beyond, nearly three miles before the tops of the trees in the state forest ended the view. The sofa was there specifically for cold days when I just couldn't concentrate at my desk.
I went to work as usual, deep into the design details of my current project by eight. As I worked my mind jumped between the TV, playing an old black and white western, and the schematics of the control system I was designing. The depth of my concentration was controlled not by the distraction, but by how long I could focus before my mind jumped me out again. I'd learned over the years that those jumps were necessary to keep the distracting little voice calling me to go out and play, go out and fish, etc, at bay. Though I seemed to be distracted in other ways that day. I found myself looking at Sam frequently, her long, bare legs crossed as she lay on the sofa, a book propped up on her chest as she read.
It was at least half an hour before I realized what was drawing my attention to her. Well, two things actually. The first was that her nipples were evident through the thin shirt, and both of them were rock-hard and protruding enough to make little mountain peaks on each of her full, round tits. The second was that the hem of her shirt had ridden up her legs from her periodic movements, the hem now clearly high enough to allow me to see the juncture of her legs, and, if I stood up, probably her pussy. Now this was a serious distraction! No matter how hard I tried, my overactive brain couldn't help but imagine that shirt pulling up farther and exposing more of her body. Finally it got too much for me to deal with.
"Hey Sam!"
"Yeah?" she asked, looking up from her book, toward me.
"It's pretty nice out. Just thought you might enjoy sitting in the sun and reading your book. There's a couple lounge chairs on the upper deck."
"Oh. That's not a bad idea. I think I will!" she said, flashing me a smile as she twisted to get up, her shirt riding up even farther and giving me a brief glimpse of the blond curls on her mound before the shirt fell down over them again as she stood up.
I sighed and shook my head to get the image pushed out of my mind before going back to work. Well, that was the plan. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement on the deck. Not a huge surprise, since I had suggested she go outside. What was a surprise was that she had pulled one of the reclining lounge chairs out into the sun, setting it near the back of the house where I suspected she thought she was out of my sight. As I watched, she stripped off her t-shirt, leaving her completely nude as she stood in front of the railing. She leaned on it a few moments, her bare ass pushing back at the house, and me, her big soft tits hanging down below her chest. She straightened up, lifted her hands high over her head and then lowered them to her bare tits. While her back was partly to me, I couldn't help but see her cupping and lifting each huge mound, her thumbs rubbing gently across her rock-hard nipples. She shook her long blonde hair, allowing me to see her eyes were closed and her lips parted slightly in pleasure. I was surprised at how little her tits sagged down compared to Marie's. Sam's breasts were large and round, and clearly heavy in her own hands. In the sunlight it was just as obvious to me that her left areola plumped and filled almost half the height of her erect nipple as she teased herself with her thumbs.
I wondered if she realized that I could not only see, but was indeed watching her as she stood there, allowing the breeze to blow across her nude body, both that and her fingers clearly having a distinct impact on her? My heart was pounding in my chest and I found myself unable to rip my eyes from her as she moved to the chair, sitting down with her legs pointed across the deck. From where I was, I couldn't see her pussy, being blocked by her legs, but I could most certainly see the curls on her mound as she lay back and reached one hand down between her legs.
"Oh shit," I groaned as my cock tried to break through my pants at the sight of her lying in the sun, her fingers obviously teasing her pussy while her other hand moved from breast to breast, teasing, pinching and pulling her nipples. I couldn't hear her, but her mouth clearly was making noises as she rocked her hips and arched her back at the pleasure she was causing in her body.
I didn't remember doing it, but I clearly must have. I looked down and realized that I had my cock out of my pants and was slowly stroking it in time with her rocking hips, my own level of pleasure growing more intense by the moment. I felt my hand sliding along my under-used cock, much as it did when I relieved myself to some internet porn, only this time I was imagining my cock sliding in and out of her pussy instead of some random porn star showing off for me. I saw her hand moving and knew she was pushing her fingers in and out of her pussy, teasing herself closer to climax and, inadvertently, me along with her.
I saw her lips mouth 'oh god' as she arched her back, her legs suddenly trembling and shaking in orgasm, my own climax suddenly springing upon me at the thought of her climaxing around my fat cock. My body jerked uncontrollably half a dozen times, spewing my cum on the wall and the carpet as I came along with her. I sat there panting, wondering if she knew what I had just done, if she knew that I had watched, or even if she knew I could see her naked at all.
I saw her relax, a smile creep to her lips, her eyes still closed, and her fingers teasing across her thighs and tits.
I got a towel and cleaned up my mess, wiping down the wall and the wet spot on the carpet before tossing the cum-covered hand towel into the hamper. By the time I'd cleaned up and was back, ready to work, she was reading again, still naked in the sun.
I was doing my best to concentrate when she got up again and walked from my view.
"Mark, do you have any sunscreen?" I heard her ask from the doorway to my office, drawing my attention to her. She was standing there, completely naked with her hands behind her back, allowing me to see her whole naked body, including, for the first time, her pussy. Her full, round lips were puffed up and glistening with her own moisture, a significant amount of sexy, soft inner lip protruding and sticking down between the gap in her legs. I opened and closed my mouth several times, trying to make my words come out.



"Um. Uh. Yeah. Um. In the hall closet," I finally got out.
"Okay. Thank you!" she said cheerfully, turning and walking from my office, leaving me with a short look at her completely bare, firm, round ass.
"Oh lord." I groaned to myself as I sat there, listening to her rummage in the hall linen closet.
"Oh, here it is!" She called down the hall. I heard the closet door close and a few moments later the door to the deck open and close.
"Wow," I said to myself, shaking my head at what I had just seen. I didn't have long to consider what she'd shown me when a whole new view presented itself or, should I say, herself. Sam walked out to the chair and, facing away from me, bent over to spread the white cream on her legs, starting with her right ankle. I sat and stared at her, her legs about a foot apart, her pussy pushing out toward me as she wrapped both hands around her ankle. Her incredible looking pussy pushed out at me from between her thighs, as she began massaging the lotion into her skin, her hands slowly stroking their way up from her ankle, stroking and twisting, almost like she were stroking a fat cock. She continued working around her calf and then paused to get more lotion before starting again with her right thigh just above her knee. She swirled her hands around her soft, creamy thigh, still bent over with her tits hanging down and swaying as she moved, her hands stroking around her thigh and finally high enough to swipe briefly across her pussy.
She remained bent at the waist, getting more lotion and turning slightly, letting me see more of her breasts as she worked the lotion into her left calf, her hand again stroking up and down and twisting around as she worked the lotion into her creamy skin. Upward, her hand traveled, slowly stroking and working more of the lotion into her leg, my cock screaming to escape my pants and reach for the pussy that was all too visible and close. I'd never been to a strip club, but the show she was giving me was certainly hot enough for the fanciest stage.
"Oh shit." I groaned as she finished her left thigh and stroked her hand between her legs, her finger splitting her wet pussy lips briefly before she stood upright again. She settled on the chair again and then began massaging the lotion into her chest, her hands circling around and around her breasts, lifting each large, soft orb, teasing and massaging it before moving to the other. She covered her chest and neck with the cream and then went back to her tits again, working more unneeded lotion into the creamy, white skin, her whole body responding to her own touch.
I couldn't hear through the triple pane window, but it was more than evident without the sound: the moan that she let escape as her hands massaged and teased her tits and nipples. I watched, no, stared at her as she rolled herself onto her side, her back facing me as she lifted one leg, bending her knee and setting her foot on the padding of the chair, leaving her legs spread and her pussy completely visible.
I could imagine my cock sliding into her wetness as she pressed her fingers between her lips and deep into her pussy. She slid them slowly in and out of herself, her juices glistening on her two fingers as she pushed them slowly in and out, her hips rocking in time with her strokes. My cock strained at my pants as I imagined my cock in place of her fingers, stroking deep into her with each move of her hips, her other hand probably teasing her nipples, unseen from that angle.
Her stroking fingers moved more quickly, her hips rocking more and more as she plunged her two digits faster between her wet lips, her cries of pleasure loud enough now to faintly be heard through the window pane. I didn't even realize that my own hips were moving on my chair in time with hers until her body jerked and shuddered, climaxing in front of me. Her pussy gushed juices out in a heavy stream, leaving a puddle on the chair pad as my own cock spewed cum down my leg, soaking into the leg of my pants and boxers.
"Oh shit." I grunted, getting up from my chair and walking unsteadily toward the bedroom, cum leaking from my still-twitching cock down my leg. I stripped my pants off, tossed them into the hamper and then dug out fresh underwear and shorts. I was still breathing heavily as I walked back to my office and sat down, her bare body still on its side, her fingers slowly teasing her wet lips as her juices leaked from her sopping pussy and ran down her ass to the chair, and eventually onto the wooden deck.
I tried to rip my eyes from the view in front of me and finally succeeded only when she climbed from the chair and walked into the house.
"Would you like some lunch?" I heard her call from the stairs as she walked down toward the first floor.
"Sure!" I called back, not sure how she would take the idea of me jacking off to what she was doing, most likely thinking her actions were in private.
Sam came back up the stairs a short time later, dressed in one of my wife's lightweight satin robes, thankfully covering her breasts and pussy. Not that I didn't enjoy the view, but I had to admit, I felt a bit guilty for what I had seen and done. She had two plates, one for her and one she handed to me.
"Thank you! I need something to drink. Want something?" I asked, getting up from my chair to walk the few feet to the small refrigerator I kept in the office. I pulled out a Pepsi and, at her request, a bottle of water. I handed her the water and then sat back down, swiveling my chair to face her while I ate the sandwich she had made.
"You changed," she said almost off hand, as we sat across from each other.
"Yeah. Got hot sitting here," I answered evasively.
"Oh. I wanted to apologize. I didn't mean to startle you when I came in earlier," she said with a serious look on her face.
"Oh, it was okay," I answered.
"No, really. You looked so stunned that I wanted to apologize. Marie said to just make myself at home and that you'd be fine with whatever. But if it makes you uncomfortable, me being naked, I won't."
"Oh. No, it's fine. Not a problem," I said, little beads of sweat suddenly popping out on my brow. I wondered if she could see the reaction my body was suddenly having at the thought of her walking around naked again.
"Yeah. I know my little sis used to tease the shit out of you. She liked trying to give you a hard-on because Marie used to say how good you were. I guess I just assumed that she'd flashed enough by now that you'd be used to it."
"You know she still tries to flash me?" I asked in surprise.
"Oh yeah. To her, it's a game. She doesn't mean anything by it. Marie always gives her a hard time about it, but knows damn well that she's going to still try."
"Yeah, she does every now and then," I agreed.
"She can be a bit of a slut sometimes. I guess she never grew up. She was always trying to get into my boyfriends pants too. I guess I should have let her. I might not be going through this now if I had. Marie is lucky. She got a winner."
"I don't think I'm that much of a winner."
"Oh, trust me. Compared to my two exes, you're a dream. Hell, when was the last time you didn't come help me when I needed something? Or when was the last time any of us were in a tight spot and you weren't there for us? On top of that, Marie says you have a fantastic cock and you're a freaking genius at making her come."
"Oh. God. I didn't know my sexual prowess was up for general conversation," I said, feeling myself blush a bit.
"Oh, just between sisters. We've always compared notes on our boyfriends and husbands, and you always seemed to be on top of the stack. Kind of a shame that Marie doesn't get turned on much any more. I know she feels bad about it, but I guess it's physical or something. Not a lack of desire, just a lack of arousal, you know what I mean?"
"Uh, yeah, I guess I can understand."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll read in here a while. Looks like the sun is going to hit the whole deck and it's a bit hot sitting in it."
"Um. Sure. Whatever you want. I'm just going to sit and work."
She got up and walked over, set her dish on the edge of my computer table, then turned and sat in my lap. I could feel her ass pressing my hard-on against my leg as she wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a sideways hug, pressing one of her big tits into my chest. She held the hug and I moved my arms tentatively around her and hugged her back, which is what she seemed to want. "Thank you," she whispered softly as she pressed her cheek to mine. "I know having me around is a bit difficult, but thank you for letting me hang out with you. I just really don't want to be alone, you know?"
"You're welcome," I said.
"And I'm sorry that I get you all turned on too. I'm sure that doesn't make things easier."
"Uh. I don't...I mean you don't..."
"Mark."
"Huh?"
"I can feel your hard-on. It's okay. In a way it's a compliment," she said as she released my neck and slowly pushed herself up off of me. "Marie would be beside herself for this, but...." she said as she reached down to my leg and slid her hand up the baggy leg hole, finding the engorged head of my rigid cock sticking down along my leg. She gently stroked what she could of my shaft and then looked up and smiled at me. "You know, it'd be okay if you wanted to do something to relieve that."
"Huh?" I asked, startled, trying to drag my mind back from the feeling of her fingers on my head.
"Oh, I don't mean have sex with me or anything, but I don't suppose that Marie would mind if you came just looking at me. I know you're turned on because I was naked," she said, reaching for the waist tie of her thin robe and pulling it apart. She let the robe slide down off her shoulders and then pulled her hand from my shorts, letting the robe fall to the floor around her. With a smile, she reached down and undid the snap on my shorts and pulled the zipper down. "You're so big, you might have to help me with this," she said, trying to stick her hand into my shorts and boxers and pull my cock up and out. "Lift," she coaxed.
"Huh?"
"Lift your butt silly," she said with a little giggle.
I moved my hands to the arms of the chair, still staring at her big tits as they hung down below her and in front of me as she bent at the waist to reach for my shorts. I lifted and she quickly pulled my shorts and boxers down, working them all the way down my legs and then pulling them off.
"Wow. Now I know why she thinks it's a great cock!" she said, wrapping both hands around it and squatting down in front of me, her legs splayed wide allowing me to see her spread pussy and her fantastic tits while she slowly stroked both hands up and down my shaft. "So, this is from looking at me?"
"Uh. Yeah."
"Wow. Just looking at my naked body? I'm surprised. Or did you have a little more stimulation? You weren't watching me on the deck were you?"
"Well... Actually,"
"I know. I didn't until the second time. When I turned around putting the sun block on you, I saw you through the window. Did you like what you saw?"
"It was one hell of a view." I grunted.
"I bet. If you could, would you fuck me?"
"I wouldn't cheat on Marie," I answered quickly.
"That wasn't my question. If you could, would you fuck me? Do I look sexy and fuckable?"
"Shit yes you do!" I said, no longer really thinking clearly as her hands stroked slowly up and down my shaft. "I'd fuck you in a hot second."
"You sure? I mean I'm not as young as I used to be," she said as she grinned up at me and leaned her face toward my cock, blowing hot breath across my engorged head, making it twitch.
"I'm quite sure." I groaned as she gently stroked her hands up and down my shaft, twisting them each in opposite directions as she worked them slowly.
"Mmmmmm Look at all this pre cum!" she cooed as she let one hand stroke over my head, dragging the leaking lubricant down my shaft. She lowered her head and closed her lips around my head, swirling her tongue around it before pulling her mouth off my cock. "Tastes like cum. Did you come watching me outside? Did I turn you on so much that you squirted all over your pants? Mmmmmm what a naughty boy," she said in a deep, seductive voice before closing her lips around my head again.
"Ohhhh shit." I groaned as she pushed her face down my cock after her hands, her saliva lubricating me as she pulled back up, her hand sliding more wetly down my shaft. Up and down, she bobbed her head, slowly, almost painfully slowly, her twisting hands dragging her saliva down my shaft until she had my whole eight and a half inches lubricated and sliding as wetly as if I were buried in her pussy. Up and down, she went, her tongue teasing under my head before she pushed down my shaft, moving one hand to allow her mouth to take more of me into her, my head pressing lightly into her throat before she pulled back up again.
"God, you're so big and hard. I wish this was in my pussy." She moaned, pulled her mouth off my cock to catch her breath. "You want to come in my mouth? Let me suck your cum right out of your hot, fat cock? I bet you do. I bet you want your sister-in-law to suck you off and swallow your load. You are such a bad, bad boy!" she said with a crooked grin before closing her lips around me again. I felt her move one hand to my balls, gently teasing them as she went back to her slow gentle pushes down my shaft.
I closed my eyes and groaned, knowing that I was soooo damn close but being very expertly denied. Her words and the sensations of her mouth and hands were inching me ever closer to a massive climax, but each time I thought I was going to tip over the top, she'd slow down more, letting my body pull back slightly from the impending climax. Half a dozen times she did this, my cock feeling like it was growing massively fatter in her hand and mouth as she inched me closer again. I tried to sit still, but my hips wanted to lift off the chair and push toward her, trying to push more of me into her mouth faster. I felt her hand kneading my balls and then felt her finger tease along lower, the tip of her finger, wet with her saliva leaking down my balls, stroke further, down across my perineum.
I felt her pull her head back, holding just my head in her mouth as her fingertip found the rosebud of my anus and gently teased across it, pressing against it and stroking it. The sensation was like a jolt of electricity racing through my body. The climax she had held me back from over and over suddenly flashed into being like super-heated water into steam. Sparkles appeared in my vision as my body bucked hard, trying to jam my cock into her mouth as I exploded.
I felt her suck my cum as it surged from me, her moans of pleasure sounding in my ears as she licked and sucked my spurting cock, my body barely able to sit still as it convulsed and tried to force itself deep into her throat. Time and again, my body jerked, adding more to the load I had emptied into her waiting mouth, finally leaving me momentarily exhausted and panting as she stayed squatted between my legs, gently sucking and licking my cock clean of any cum.
"Mmmmmm, now that was a serious climax," she cooed softly, gently teasing my softening cock with her fingers as she looked up past it at me. "I wouldn't mind feeling one of those inside me."
"Not a good idea," I grunted breathlessly.
"I know. But this... this was pleasant just the same. Consider it a thank you for all the years of helping me with all those little problems."
"You're welcome," I panted as she let go of my cock and moved back to the sofa, sitting down with her legs spread, her pussy glistening.
"Now, just watch," she said, the smile never leaving her lips as she leaned back and spread her legs wide. "I bet Jeanie never gave you a view like this!" she said as she reached for one of her breasts with one hand and slid her other between her legs. I sat and stared as she dipped two fingers into her pussy, sliding them wetly into her pussy with an audible squish. "God, am I wet. Just thinking about you pushing that fat cock in me has me so turned on again. Do you want to watch me come? See how sucking your cock has my pussy begging for you to push into me? God, I want you to just step over here and feed that big, fat cock into me, push into me until I can't take any more of your fat length," she said, moaning as she plunged her fingers in and out of her pussy. Her other hand pulled and pinched one nipple and then the other as she worked her pussy and tits together.
"I bet you'd like to suck on my nipples, wouldn't you? Marie tells me about how you spend so long loving and teasing her breasts and nipples, sucking and nibbling them until she's begging you to feed your cock into her. She tells me how you tease your tongue around and around her nipple while you reach down and gently stroke your finger up her wet pussy, dragging your finger tip slowly across her clit until she feels like her pussy is connected to her nipples, both of them on fire with want and desire. Only then do you push your cock into her and make her come around your cock as you stroke powerfully into her. OHHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed as her pussy gushed her juices out at me, spraying a stream half way to me from where she reclined on the sofa. "OHHHH GOD YES!" she cried again as her body was wracked with another spasm, shooting more of her cum out at me.
She pulled her fingers from her pussy, panting and shaking as she lay there, her chest heaving as she fought for air. "Ohhhhh fuck," she groaned softly. "Damn, that was huge. Did you like watching me fuck myself? Did you like how I looked when I came? Was I sexy?"
"Yeah, it was very sexy," I agreed, noting the change in her voice with the last question, clearly wanting an answer where the other questions were obviously not meant to be answered. "No doubt you are still an incredibly sexy woman. If I wasn't married I'd most definitely be trying to get between your legs."
"Mmmmmmm. Good. You knew exactly what I wanted to hear. Thank you, even if it isn't true."
I opened my mouth to protest, and then closed it again, deciding that it wasn't an argument to be had at the moment. After almost five minutes of silence, I swiveled back to my computer, still sitting half naked in my chair, and went back to work, figuring that she might enjoy seeing as much as she was showing.
I had to admit that I felt guilty for what we had done, and when bed time came and I was snuggled to my wife, I admitted that Sam had come into my office naked and that she sucked me off. I expected an angry response, but instead got a soft, gentle, "I know."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. She told me. It's okay. I know she's feeling a little inferior right now, about her looks and all. If giving you a blow job helps her realize that it's about him, not her, then I guess I don't mind that much. Besides, you know I don't much care to give those to you. Was she good at it?"
"Quite good," I answered.
"Made you cum hard?" she asked curiously.
"Surprisingly hard," I whispered. "But not as hard as I come when I'm filling you!"
"Liar," she whispered. "But thank you just the same."
---o---
We'd usually sleep in on Saturday morning, at least past our usual six am wake-up time, and spend a little while snuggling, for me at least in the hopes of some sex. While I had no real expectation of sex, since I only got it about once out of every six Saturday mornings, I still enjoyed the quiet snuggle time. That morning though, my wife surprised me by pulling off her nightshirt on the way back from the bathroom and climbing into bed on top of me, both blatant indicators of her desire for sex. She slid her body up mine without a word and gently drew her breasts within easy sucking range.
Let's face it: I'm a HUGE tit man. I love looking at tits, I love playing with tits and I LOVE sucking my wife's nipples. NOTHING turned me on faster than a mouthful of soft sweet breast and rock-hard nipple. I eagerly sucked the front of her breast into my mouth, letting my tongue swirl and tease around her hard nipple, my attentions arousing her and puffing her puckered areola up in my mouth. I switched from side to side, leaving neither nipple alone for too long. As her level of arousal increased, I could feel her hips rocking gently on me, my engorged head pressed to her lips and spreading them, but not pushing into her. I waited, knowing that when she was ready, she would push back, slowly sinking me into her hot wet pussy.



That most wonderful moment came in only a few more minutes, her wet lips spreading around my head as she gently pushed her body back down mine. I let my hands squeeze and knead her creamy ass as she worked me deeper into her pussy, little moans and gasps slipping from her lips as I expanded her soft tunnel walls around my fat cock. "Sooooo fucking big this morning," she moaned softly as she rocked her hips a little harder, working my cock an inch or so in and out of her to spread more of her juices on me. "God, I love having you inside me."
"I love being there!" I said as I moved from one tit to the other.
I felt her work her knees up beside my hips, allowing her to lift her hips off mine and pull herself up my shaft a few inches. She closed her eyes and sighed as she lowered herself back down, my cock sliding all the way into her until I felt the end of her tunnel pressing against me. Up and down, she began to ride, slowly at first, stroking her soft wetness the full length of my shaft. I nibbled her nipples, getting pleasant gasps from her as her strokes increased in tempo. Up and down, her hips moved, rocking with each stroke, her back arching slightly in and out so that my cock seemed to stroke into her at a different angle each time.
"Ohhhh god. I'm going to come," she whispered softly, continuing her motions, little tremors starting in her legs moments later. "Ohhhhh! Sweetie! God damn I'm coooooommmmmiiiiinnnngggg!" she cried softly as the shudders in her legs spread through her whole body, her pussy clenching and spasming around my fat cock. "Ohhhhhhhhhh god yessssss!" she hissed softly as her body jerked a few times on me in response to more nibbles of each hard nub in front of me.
"Take me from behind!" she whispered, opening her eyes and smiling down at me. "You can watch my tits in the mirror. I know how you love to see 'em swinging."
"Got that right!" I agreed, rolling over as she climbed off of me. It took a few moments for us to reposition, getting her facing the headboard and the mirror that was set into its surface with me behind her. I reached for my hard cock and rubbed it up and down her wet lips, teasing her clit and drawing a little moan of pleasure before letting my fat shaft slide back into her. I held her hips and watched her face and tits in the mirror as I started stroking, driving my cock into her and slapping my thighs against her bare ass with each stroke.
"That's it, baby. Pound that into me. Does it feel good? Do you like fucking me like this?"
"God, honey, you know I do," I grunted as I worked my shaft in and out of her, my body hitting her ass and making her tits swing wildly as I pounded into her over and over again. "Shit. Almost there," I groaned as I pumped faster into her, my strokes pushing her toward another small climax, her pussy clenching and spasming around me again as she gasped out little moans of pleasure. "OH FUCK!" I grunted loudly as my body spasmed, jamming my cock deep into her as I gushed a surge of hot cum into her, filling the slight space between our tightly-coupled skin. Over and over I jerked, adding more cum to her pussy with each shot, finally, after well over two minutes, stilled to an occasional random jerk or tremor.
"That felt nice." She sighed, leaning herself forward, and made sure she moved slowly enough for me to follow her down until I was lying on top of her on the bed, my cock still buried inside her sopping-wet pussy. She pulled a pillow down under her chest to support her slightly and then lay there as I gently kissed her neck and shoulders and the side of her face.
"Mark?" she asked in a whisper.
"Yeah lover?" I asked, still a little breathless.
"Did you want to have sex with my sister?"
"Huh?" I asked, startled.
"Did you want to have sex with my sister, while she was flashing you on the deck and sucking your cock?"
"Geez!" I responded, not sure what to answer.
"That wasn't an answer."
"You really want me to answer this why?"
"I have my reasons. I want to know if you find her attractive enough to have sex with."
"Lover, she has a body almost as sexy as yours. I'm sure if you thought about it, you'd figure out that any guy with blood flowing through his veins would think about the possibility of fucking a sexy body like yours in a hot second."
"Uh huh. When did you take up politics? Will you give me a straight answer?"
"Okay. Yeah. I thought about what it might be like to have sex with her while she was flashing me on the deck."
"Now, that wasn't so hard, was it?"
"If it's just between you and me, I don't want to start anything remotely like an argument. I'd wouldn't be surprised if me thinking about having sex with your sister would cause plenty of strife in the bedroom for us, so I just as soon not think about it and not repeat it."
"What if it didn't?"
"Didn't what?"
"Didn't cause a problem? Would you fuck her if she came on to you?"
"We're married. I'm not going off and fucking other people."
"I know Jeanie has tried."
"Huh!?"
"Oh come on lover. Don't tell me you didn't see her finger fucking herself in the bathroom, hoping that you'd just climb out of the shower and take her. I know she's tried to rub herself on you before, trying to get you to stick it in her."
"Yeah, I saw her, but I wasn't going to do anything," I admitted.
"So spoiled her day. She's been trying to get you to do something for years, but you haven't."
"Nope. I'm supposed to be yours, remember?"
"Uh huh. But it's tempting, isn't it?"
"Sorta, I guess."
"I wish I was horny for you more than I am. I know the last couple years it's been kinda hard on you: you still wanting it but me not so much."
"You wanted it this morning."
"Yeah. I did. I guess I was thinking about what Sam did yesterday. Flashing you and sucking you off. Kinda made me horny."
"Yeah, well, I'm glad it did," I said as my softening cock slipped out of her.
"Awwww," she said with a fake pout.
"I agree," I said, sliding myself off of her and then lying on my back again and pulling her partly onto me so her soft tits were mashed against my chest and her face was near mine. She leaned down and softly kissed me, letting our lips press against each other for long seconds before she pulled back.
"I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too," I answered with a smile.
"If I asked you to do something really wild, would you do it?"
"If you're going to ask me to screw your sister to make her feel better, the answer is no," I answered her as quietly as she had asked.
"So, you won't?"
"Uh uh. I'm supposed to be yours, remember?"
"What if I told you I wanted you to?"
"I'd have to ask why? And it better be a whole lot better reason that to make her feel better."
"When was the last time we had sex this good?"
"I don't know. Been a while, why?"
"Because I want it again," she whispered.
"Seriously?"
"Uh huh," she said with a grin.
"Okay. I'm game, you know that."
"Good, because I want you to wait."
"Okay, now you have me confused. You want to do it again, but you don't?"
"What's the most important question to ask right now?"
"Uhhhh why not?"
"Uh uh. Try again."
"Okay, if it's not why not, then why?"
"Bingo," she answered with a mischievous smile.
"Okay. So why?" I asked after she didn't say anything for several long seconds.
"Why what?"
"Oh lord. Seriously? Twenty questions?"
"Uh huh."
"Okay. Why do you want it, again?"
"Can't I?"
"Um, sure you can. I thought you wanted me to ask why though?"
"I did. But I bet if you think about it, you don't need an answer. I'll be in the shower when you work it out," she said, pushing up off of me. She started toward the bathroom and turned to look back at me. "Don't take too long."
I knew my wife. She was dead set on something, but I wasn't sure my conclusion was right. It wasn't in character to say the least. I'd known her to go out of character before for various reasons, but this had me shocked. I was pretty sure I knew what she was hinting at, but it didn't make sense to me. Just because it didn't make sense was no reason for me to pass up another shot with my wife, in the shower no less, someplace we hadn't done it in years! I climbed from the bed and padded naked into the bathroom where she already had the shower running and was standing under the hot spray.
"So, you figured it out?"
"I won't say I understand, or that it makes sense, but yeah, I think I did," I answered her as I stepped into the shower with her.
"Okay. 'Splain it to me!" she said with a giggle.
"You got all turned on thinking about your sister sucking my cock."
"Close, but not close enough," she said putting her hand on my chest and pushing me back out of the water. "Try again."
"You got horny thinking about me watching your sister?" I asked, not at all getting it yet.
"No, silly," she said as she stepped closer to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling herself closer to me until her soft tits pressed against my chest and her soft lips were brushing mine as she whispered to me. "I got turned on thinking about you sitting there stroking your cock while you watched my sister getting off. It made me think about how you'd be if I was out there naked, playing with myself."
"If you were out there naked playing with yourself, I wouldn't have stayed in my office. I'd have been out there sliding into you as soon as I could get there."
She giggled. "You are so funny and sooo damn predictable. Wouldn't you like to watch me play with myself out on the deck? Would that turn you on?"
"Hell yeah it would," I said as I pulled her tighter to me, my again hardening cock pressing between her legs as our hips came together.
"Me, just lying there, completely naked, playing with my nipples. You, not able to come out and just having to stand there and watch me. I'm getting wet just thinking about how you'd look, standing there with your shorts down, and your hand stroking your cock. Oh yeah. My pussy is practically screaming to be touched."
"Oh? You want to be touched?"
"Uh huh. I want to be touched by you. I want to feel your fingers teasing my clit until I can't stand it any longer," she whispered, barely loud enough to hear. "Then I want you to put your cock in me and fuck me until you come.
It was a request I was more than willing to comply with. I grinned down at her and slipped one hand between us, letting one of my fingers slip between her wet lips, finding her clit and ever so slowly teasing it with my finger.
"Ohhhhh yeah. That's what I need. Make my body want you again." She moaned softly as I pushed her back gently under the warm water. I stroked her lips softly, letting the tip of my finger slide along her pussy, spreading her lips as I did so until my finger found her clit. I paused with each stroke and ran my finger in circles on the hard nub, timed with the fingers of my other hand circling her nipple. She kept her legs spread slightly apart to give me access as she lifted herself on her toes and brought her lips to mine in a hot, wet, erotic kiss.
She reached down between us and grasped my cock, pushing it down between her legs and then holding it tightly to her pussy as she began to slowly rock her wet lips against my head and the top of my shaft. She closed her eyes and sighed softly as I squeezed her ass, my hand no longer needed between her legs. We stood like that, her pussy gently caressing my head as she teased her own clit on it. She pushed me down slightly farther and pulled her body against mine, lifting herself for another kiss while she rocked her hips gently on the top of my shaft.
"Fuck me," she whispered as we broke the kiss. "Put your big cock in me and fuck me until we both come!" With a grin, she pulled away and turned around, bending over to push her waiting pussy out at me, the water cascading off her back as she used the wall for support. I didn't even have to move. All I did was push my cock down and rock my hips back a little and I had my head between her fat, wet lips.
"Oh damn," I groaned as I pushed into her sopping wet tunnel, the tightness of her confines caressing me as I pushed into her. "So good!"
"Oh god, yes," my wife moaned softly as I started stroking in and out of her. "Soooo fucking good. Fuck my hot pussy. Make me come! I'm already so damn close. So damn turned on. Make me come lover. Make me come all over you!"
My wife wasn't usually this verbal and her comments quickly coaxed me to drive into her harder, my hips slapping her ass wetly in the cascading water as my cock drove into her over and over again. I let my hands slide up her sides, my fingers feeling her tits swinging, my mind picturing her huge tits swinging to and fro under her chest as she came closer to climax. "UH FUCK!" I grunted as the climax that had been building suddenly washed over me. I briefly wondered if I had let myself come too soon, but the sounds of my wife climaxing with me told me I had timed it perfectly.
We stood there for long minutes, my body bucking and twitching, my cock pumping cum into her as her pussy spasmed around me. We slowly receded from that mutual pinnacle, Marie pushed herself upright, her arms reaching behind both of us to clasp my neck and pull my head down toward hers. "Mmmmmmmm that felt nice," she cooed softly. She let go of my neck and reached for the faucet, turning the now cool water off. "I think we used up all the hot water." She giggled.
"Yeah, but it was worth it," I replied with a smile.
"I'm glad," she whispered before turning us and stepping out of the shower. We dried off and dressed, each of us pausing to occasionally kiss whatever bare skin was reachable, my wife surprisingly pulled on a t-shirt without first putting on a bra. "Just to keep your motor running," she said with a giggle before leaving the bedroom.
I headed down to the kitchen for breakfast, sitting at the kitchen table, watching my wife, her tits bouncing around in her t-shirt, and her sister helping, wearing what I suspected was ONLY a long t-shirt based on what I saw when she bent over to get a pan out of a low cabinet. I did my best at containing my hard-on, and failed, both of them suppressing grins as I got up after breakfast to head out to do some chores around the yard. It was mowing day and that little task took several hours, finishing just before lunch. I parked the tractor and headed in to cool off from the unseasonably warm eighty degree heat.
"Oh. Hi Jeanie!" I said as I walked in and was surprised to see my youngest sister-in-law standing in the kitchen in a tiny mini-skirt and midriff-showing tube top that wasn't quite up to containing her big tits. "I didn't know you were coming out."
"Yep. You know us. All for one and all that," she said with a grin, turning to face me and leaning her ass against the counter as she drank some of the water she had just put in her glass from the refrigerator door.
"Yeah. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised you showed up," I agreed with her, stepping toward the refrigerator and her at the same time, since she was leaning against the counter right next to it. "Just came in for some lunch."
"Oh. Well, in that case, why don't you let me make you something. Go sit," she said quietly, placing one hand on my chest and pushing me back from the refrigerator. She stepped between me and the fridge and gently pushed me back farther, letting her arm bend with each step I took back so she grew closer. I felt my butt bump against the table, stopping my retreat. "You know, I hear that you let Sam suck your cock," she whispered as she lifted her hands to the tube top and pulled the bottom up over her tits, leaving them hanging out, each large creamy mound shaped like a giant teardrop with a two-plus inch areola and rock-hard nipples.
"You heard that?"
"Oh yeah. I also heard that you watched her finger herself to climax and squirt her cum toward you. Now, why won't you do that for me? I'd love to suck your cock."
"That wasn't exactly planned," I said defensively as she reached down and stroked her palm across my growing bulge.
"Which part? Sucking your cock or watching her finger fuck herself in front of you?"
"Either," I answered, reaching for her wrist and pulling her hand from me. "You wanna play with this, you gotta get permission from Marie."
"Maybe I will!" she said with a grin, stepping back from me and swapping her hand around so that she held my wrist instead of me holding hers. She pulled my hand up and pressed it against one of her big, soft tits. "For now, why don't you play with this?"
"Same reason," I answered, unable to resist giving her sexy tit a squeeze before pulling my hand away.
"Okay, Mark. I hear you. Now, lunch?"
"Please," I answered as she backed up a little more.
"Alright," she said with a grin, turning and walking to the fridge. "What would you like to eat?" she asked as she opened the door. "Hmmmm Let me see. Tell me if you see something you like!" she said as she bent over to look into the fridge, keeping her legs straight so that her skirt slid up her creamy white ass cheeks as she bent. She pushed her ass out at me as she looked in the fridge, her bare pussy pushing between her legs toward me. "Anything at all?"
"If you were my wife and you did that,you know damn well that I'd already be standing behind you with my cock out."
"Don't let a Little thing like being married stop you. I wouldn't at all mind feeling that big log of yours sticking into me."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll just keep it zipped up for now."
"Your loss. I've been wet since I left my house to drive down here. Just think about how good I'd feel wrapped around that fat cock of yours."
"Oh, I can imagine just fine."
"Jeanie!?" I heard my wife call from behind me as she stepped into the kitchen. "Seriously?"
"Hey sis. How could I not tease him?" she said with a giggle. "We both know he won't do anything more than look, no matter how much I tease him. Not unless you say to, and I don't see that happening any time soon."
"Not likely," my wife agreed. "Now, why don't you go sit with Sam and I'll make my husband lunch."
"She never quits, does she?" I asked after Jeanie had left the kitchen and my wife was busy making me a sandwich, which I could have easily done myself.
"She doesn't," my wife agreed.
"Doesn't it bother you? Her trying to get into my pants all the time?"
"Not really," my wife answered with a grin. "I KNOW you enjoy the hell out of it and you're not going to give in no matter how much she tries. What can it hurt? Her flashing her body at you anyway? I mean, all you do is get more horny. Now that I think about it, it makes me a bit horny thinking about how big and hard it makes you."
"You're not worried that she'll find a way to get what she wants?" I asked as she stepped over and set the plate down on the table next to where I was still standing. She grinned at me and reached out to the bulge in my pants. She unzipped my shorts and wormed her hand into the opened gap, working the front of my boxers down below my balls and pulled my mostly hard cock out the hole. She moved in front of me and stroked my cock slowly, coaxing it harder as she leaned toward me, pressing her tits against my chest through the thin shirt she had on.
"I think you wanna fuck her," she whispered.
"I think she wants to fuck me even more," I answered, sliding a hand up under her t-shirt to her bare breast.
"Mmmmmmm, you are so naughty," she cooed as she enjoyed my fingers stroking her soft tit.
"And you're not?" I asked with a chuckle as my hips wanted to move toward her stroking hand.
"I wouldn't worry too much about Jeanie. Let's focus on Sam. She thinks she isn't good looking anymore. So what can we do to convince her that she is?"



"Well, I'm not going to fuck her, if that's what you're suggesting."
"Oh, I'm not. I think if you did that'd just be reinforcing that men are cheaters. No, I want you to just tease her a bit, make her feel sexy and desirable."
"If that's what you really want. What do I get out of it?"
"You want a reward?" she asked with a grin?
"Well, let's face it. I'm going to be horny as hell if I'm seeing her body again."
"Tell you what: if you get so horny you can't stand it, well, I'll try to leave my pussy open and ready for you."
"So you're suggesting that I just take you, wherever?"
"That is what you want, isn't it? I mean, I know I haven't always been receptive, but for reasons I don't quite understand, knowing that my sister was sucking you and fingering herself for you, well it's got me really turned on. I can only imagine what it would be like if I actually saw it happen."
"I don't understand you," I said, shaking my head.
"You don't have to. You just have to do what you've always done. Love me and treat me like you always have, like a queen. I know how hard you work at pleasing me. All the ladies at work are jealous of me because they know that all I have to do is ask and you'll do it. So how about it? Going to try to please me today?"
"Sure. What do you have in mind?"
"I'm not sure yet, but I'll let you know. I'm sure Jeanie will have some deviously sexy idea as to how to get you to fawn over Sam's sexy body."
"Is that what you want me to do? Fawn over her body?" I asked as her hand slowly stroked my cock.
"I want you to make her feel the same way you make me feel when you look at my naked body, like there isn't a sexier woman in the whole world. Oh, I know it's not true, but when you look at me that way I know damn well that YOU think I am. I want her to feel those little butterflies in her stomach and that warm ache in her pussy and that tingle all the way from her pussy to her nipples."
"Is that what you feel?"
"Every time I'm feeling horny and you're looking at me, yeah," she said with a grin. "Oh, I know full well it isn't true. I'm not that sexy. I'm old and overweight, but in your eyes, I know that I'm it," she whispered, leaning toward me and pressing her lips to mine. "God, I'm so fucking horny now," she whispered after breaking a nearly minute long embrace.
"So why don't you let me lay you on this table and fuck your brains out right now?" I coaxed, wrapping my arm around her waist and turning her so her ass was against the table.
"Maybe later, lover. I don't want to wear out your cock, because there isn't a better compliment to a woman's looks than a man with a hard-on."
"So I'm just supposed to run around with a hard-on all day?" I asked with a crooked grin.
"You know, I can't think of a better idea. Why don't we just leave this out on display?" My wife giggled, stroking my shaft.
"Uh huh. And leave it as open season for Jeanie?"
"Oh, I don't think she'll do anything. Not without asking at least," my wife said as she lifted herself up to kiss me again. We stood and embraced, her hand stroking my cock and my hand under her shirt, teasing her left nipple. She sucked my lower lip and then teased my lips open with her tongue, encouraging me to follow her tongue into her own mouth and have a little teasing duel there. She pulled her mouth from mine breathlessly. "So? Did you like having Sam suck your cock?"
"She was pretty damn good at it," I answered her.
"Well, if she wants to do it again, you have my permission. In fact, you can do anything you want with her except fuck her. Save that for me."
"Are you serious?"
"If you think that it'll make her feel more desirable and sexy, yeah, I am."
"I'll never understand you three."
"What's to understand? We're close."
"But sex close?"
"Oh yeah. It's always been the rule that we can look, we can flash, we can tease, but we can never touch. This is the first time anyone has crossed that line, but given what she's going through, I'll forgive her. Now I'm giving permission. I love you, but I also love my sisters and, to me, I think this will help her feel as sexy as you make me feel. That's what I want her to feel again."
"You seriously want me to play with her?"
"Lover, I want you to make her feel like I do right now. I want you to bend me over the table and fuck me with this cock. I want you to drive it into me until I come in a huge screaming orgasm. When you're having sex with me I feel like the luckiest woman in the world. I just wish my body wanted it as much as you did because I love how it feels."
"I wish you did too," I whispered. "I love making love to you. I love looking at your naked body and feeling it against mine."
"I know. So, today, save this for me, but see if you can make Sam feel the rest, okay?"
"If that's what you want," I answered, leaning down and kissed her softly again.
"Oh, what the hell. I don't want to wait. Fuck me," she said as she let go of my cock. I felt her hands moving between us and then she turned around, pushing her shorts down her legs to her thighs, leaving her ass and pussy bare as she bent herself over the kitchen table. "Fuck me, lover. I don't think I can wait until later."
I grinned and took the half step toward her, my cock already rock hard and poking out of my pants. I undid the snap on my shorts and pushed them down to my thighs along with my boxers. I grabbed my cock and rubbed my head up and down her sopping wet lips, her inner lips pushing out of her fat outer lips, her blonde curls framing her sexy pussy. I rubbed my head up and down, wetting my head and feeling for the entrance to her tunnel.
"Ohhh god," she moaned as I pressed into her, my head stretching her tunnel to accept my fat shaft. I pressed into her several inches and then pulled back, letting her juices lubricate my shaft. I pushed in and out in short little strokes, getting moans of pleasure with each inch more that I worked into her. After several stokes I was pushing fully into her, my hips slapping rhythmically against her bare ass as I pistoned my cock in and out of her hot, sexy tunnel.
"Damn, you feel good." I groaned as I pumped in and out of her.
"Uh huh." She grunted as my strokes banged her thighs against the table, shaking it with each stroke. I pushed her shirt up and let the material work its way between her breasts and the table surface. With her nipples rubbing directly on the table surface, she shuddered and trembled with the added stimulation. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come." She moaned loudly as I plunged into her over and over, my fat head caressing her soft tunnel walls.
I could feel the tingle start low in my cock and spread, the urgency of my impending climax building by the second. That special warmth spread by the moment. My hips pushed faster into her, almost on their own as my actions swung closer to involuntary. I could feel her pussy contract around me as her gasps grew louder.
I heard another gasp, this one at the kitchen doorway. I looked over and saw Jeanie standing there, her tube top down around her waist and her miniskirt pulled up just as far. She stared at me, one hand massaging one of her big tits and the other down between her legs, stroking her completely shaved pussy. "Oh damn," I groaned as my cock swelled the last little bit before unloading in my wife's already quivering pussy. I closed my eyes as my body bucked hard, jamming my cock deep into my wife as a surprisingly huge gush of cum lanced out into her.
"FUCK!" my wife cried suddenly. I wasn't sure if it was because how hard my hips hit her ass, pushing the whole table several inches, or feeling the power of my climax unloading inside her.
My body bucked at least half a dozen times, pumping gush after gush into her, leaving me standing behind her with my twitching cock still leaking more into her as I gasped for air. I opened my eyes to see that Jeanie had vacated the kitchen and looked down at my wife, whose body was still occasionally shaking for a few seconds.
"Holy shit," my wife finally said quietly. "Where did that come from? After twice this morning already? Jesus, I can't remember the last time you fucked me that hard."
"I can't remember the last time you let me fuck you on the kitchen table. The two might be related."
"Yeah, I guess," she said, pushing herself up to her elbows so she could look back at me. "Why did we stop doing this again?"
"I think it had to do with you not wanting a little audience," I answered.
"Oh yeah. I guess we stopped a lot of things because of that."
"Uh huh," I answered, pulling my shrinking cock from her pussy. "So, now what?"
"What do you mean?"
"So what do you have in mind that I'm supposed to do to make Sam feel sexy?"
"I'm not sure. Jeanie'll have some ideas I'm sure."
"Oh without a doubt," I answered. "I think I'll eat that sandwich you made me and then go down and work on that dresser."
"Good idea," she answered as she stood up and turned to face me, "that way I know where to find you."
"And I can hide from Jeanie."
"Why hide from her?"
"Because I think fingering herself watching us fuck isn't going to be enough for her," I answered as my wife wrapped her arms around my neck.
"All right. I'll talk to her and ask her to back off. You have your hands full with Sam and me anyway."
"I have my hands full of you. Sam is just a distraction," I whispered as she lifted herself to kiss me. We stood and embraced for long seconds before she let go and walked out of the kitchen without another word, her shorts and underwear lying on the kitchen floor, her naked ass swinging sexily as she disappeared. I shook my head and pulled up my pants. I pulled a soda out of the fridge, picked up the sandwich my wife made for me and headed down to the basement and my woodshop area.
********
I'd been at it well over an hour when my phone chimed. I finished running the board I was working on through the plainer and then pulled it out to see what it was. My wife had requested my presence upstairs, not an unusual thing to have happen on a weekend. While I had my projects, my wife had hers and occasionally needed help reaching or lifting something. I set aside the board on the stack of those already done and headed upstairs.
I called from the top of the stairs to see where she was and she returned my shout that she was in the living room. I headed that way and stopped as soon as I stepped into the room.
"Hey lover. Would you take us down to the swimming hole? We're going to catch some sun and thought that lying on the sand would be more fun than the deck," my wife said with a smile.
I'd seen my wife and sisters in all assortments of bathing suits and bikinis. I'd even seen them all naked now. What I'd never seen, nor expected to see, was all three of them standing in the same room with nothing on but VERY, VERY tiny bikini bottoms, including my wife. I stared at the three sets of nearly identical tits, Sam's and my wife's a bit larger than Jeanie's, but each with practically identically sized two-plus-inch across areola and protruding nipples as large across as my little finger.
"So, you gonna stare all day or you gonna drive us down to the swimming hole?" my wife prompted after several long seconds staring at the three.
"Uh. Yeah sure. Let me go get the UTV," I said, still not making any move to go anywhere. I could feel my cock hardening in my pants as I started at the three, finally shaking myself out of my stupor and turning for the kitchen. I headed out the door and stopped, reached into my shorts to straighten my mostly hard cock and settle it into a better position before heading to the garage for the side-by-side UTV I used for working around the place.
Years ago, when we'd built the dam to make the lake, I'd had several large truckloads of sand brought in to make a nice swimming beach for the kids. It quickly became the favored hangout for most of my kids' friends. Over the years I'd seen a lot of bikinis on sexy little bodies, but the bikini bottoms the girls were wearing today were so damn tiny that they were practically nude. The one my wife had on was by far the biggest, covering her whole mound and pussy, but the ones Jeanie and Sam had on covered less than half their mound and I could swear that Sam's pussy lips showed through the thin material of her white bottom.
I drove the UTV up to the house and went in to get them. "You wanna drive it down?" I asked my wife, knowing that it really only sat three, not four.
"No. I think you can take us down. Jeanie'll sit in the back, won't you sweetie?" my wife said, turning to Jeanie.
"Well, I can, or I can sit on Mark's lap. I'm sure he won't mind."
"I don't think that's particularly safe," I answered with a frown. Not only unsafe from a driving standpoint, but having her sitting with her almost-naked ass on my hard-on was definitely NOT a safe thing for me to be doing. And almost naked was an understatement. When she turned around, I got to see that the suit bottom was little more than a thong, a single string dipping down between her cheeks. She bent over to pick up her bag and I could see that the tiny triangle of cloth didn't quite extend far enough to cover her entire pussy, the rosebud of her anus and the very bottom of her pussy lips showed to me, making my cock even harder.
"Oh poo. You're not going to make me ride in the back with this on, are you?" she asked as she stood back up and turned to face me again.
"Oh, it's not all that far. I'm sure you won't mind her sitting on your lap," my wife said with a wink.
"Yeah, sure. Why not?" I answered, rolling my eyes to let her know that I got the message but wasn't happy about it. We walked out to the UTV and they piled their little bags and towels into the back compartment, then climbed in, Jeanie sitting astraddle my lap, my hardon pressed up between the crack of her ass, Sam next to me and my wife in the far seat. I carefully started out down the bouncy dirt road that wound around the lake to where we had made the swimming hole. Every bump felt like it was trying to drive my cock up in between Jeanie's cheeks, and she seemed to be loving every moment of it.
I finally pulled to a stop by the sandy beach and let them unload, Jeanie taking her time to slide off of me, leaving a wet spot on the front of my shorts.
"So, you going to stay and hang out with us?" Sam asked sounding almost hopeful.
"Well, I really have a bunch to do," I answered, hoping that would get me out of what looked to me like trouble. If my wife was wearing that bikini bottom and we were alone, there was no doubt that I'd be staying in an attempt to get her OUT of that bikini bottom for some sex in the sand. But with the three of them dressed like this, I had serious concerns about what could happen. Not that I'd particularly object to having sex with either Sam or Jeanie, but I was trying to stay true to my wife, and while her current behavior was... intriguing, I was concerned that down the road she would have an awakening and, sisters or not, I'd be in a shit load of trouble.
"Oh you can stay, honey. I'm sure one more day isn't going to be a problem for your project, now is it?" my wife asked me.
"Probably not," I answered with a frown, "but I don't have any swim trunks with me or anything."
"Oh sweetie. I'm sure we won't mind if you're in your underwear."
"Better yet, why don't we just make this au natural? We can all go bare and then it won't matter at all. I mean, it's not like we haven't all seen his nice, big, fat, hard cock before, right?" Jeanie chipped in.
"Um, I don't know that it's a good idea. I mean, us going topless is one thing, but completely naked?" my wife asked, hesitantly.
"Sure, sis. Come on. How often will the three of us have a chance to hang out like this? You're not trying to tell us your husband is bashful, now are you?"
"No. He's not overly bashful. But I'll be honest, Jeanie. If you get half a chance you know damn well you'll be trying to fuck him. I'm not sure I'm exactly good with that."
"Tell you what, sis: I promise, cross my heart, to NOT fuck your husband today. Doesn't mean I wont touch, but I promise not to plant my hot, wet cunt on his hard, fat cock!" My wife looked at Jeanie and then over to me, almost pleadingly, but I wasn't sure if it was TO do it or NOT to do it. "Oh come on, sis. You really don't trust me that much?"
"You mean like the time you fucked my boyfriend after our first date? Or the time you went naked into my bathroom and fingered yourself in front of my husband? Or the time you tried to tempt him on the canoe trip? Or the time you got naked in the tent in front of him when we went camping, hoping he'd fuck you? Awwww, Sis, how can I not trust you?"
"Okay okay. I get it. But I do promise," Jeanie said, a bit sheepishly.
"Alright. Just this one time," my wife said as Jeanie smiled broadly. It only took a few seconds and Jeanie was stripping off her tiny bikini bottom, leaving her completely naked. She stepped over to me and reached for my shorts.
"You want some help there, sexy?" Jeanie asked as she unbuttoned the front of my shorts and started pulling the zipper down.
"Jeanie!" my wife said with a scowl.
"Oh all right," Jeanie answered, letting go of my shorts and letting them slide down my legs as she backed up. "You're right. Sam should be doing this."
"Me?" Sam asked in surprise. "Why me?"
"Why not? You're not afraid of seeing his hard dick are you? I mean you're the one that got to suck him off, right?" Jeanie chided her sister.
"Yeah, but," she protested.
"How about I do it?" my wife said, stepping over to me. "You might as well do me, too, since it looks like we're both going naked."
"I don't mind making you naked," I said with a soft chuckle as she pushed my boxers down and freed my rock-hard cock.
"You seem a bit hard."
"Yeah, having a bare naked woman bouncing on your cock will do that to a guy." I laughed as I squatted down and pulled the bikini bottom down her legs, letting her hold my shoulders for balance. She stepped out of the tiny slip of a swim bottom and stood in front of me naked, her curly, blond bush in front of my face. I leaned toward her and gently kissed what I could reach of her pussy lips, making her squirm and giggle girlishly before she stepped back out of my reach.
I stood back and watched as they laid out large beach blankets in the sun and lay down on them. "Mark, would you be a sweetie and put some sunblock on my back?" Jeanie asked sweetly.
I looked at my wife who looked back at me and shrugged. "When you get done with her you can do me too," she finally said, laying her head back down on the towel. "She's been trying to get your hands on her body, might as well be with me lying here instead of someplace else."
"So you're giving him permission to touch? In that case, he can do my front too." Jeanie giggled.
I looked at my wife as she turned her head to look at me. She gave me a wink and then said quietly, "If she wants you to do her front. Do her front. Just make sure you get it allllll really good!"
I stared at my wife for about two seconds. Had she just given me permission to finger-fuck her sister? Do something that Jeanie had been wishing for? "You sure?"
"Oh yeah," she answered me.
"Sure about what?" Jeanie asked as she held out the bottle of tanning oil.
"Your sister just gave me permission to touch your tits," I said evasively.
"Ohhhhh goodie. I thought I was going to have to fight for that!" she said as I drizzled oil across her back and over the curves of her ass. I started rubbing her back near her neck, working the oil into a thin, slick layer across her body, her skin slowly absorbing it as I worked lower, my hands finally down to her ass. She moaned softly as I rubbed my hands around her firm, smooth ass, dipping my fingers down into the crack of her ass. I heard her sigh, almost an audible pout, as I pulled my hands free, to get the bottle of oil again. I drizzled a trail up each leg before setting the bottle aside. I looked over at my wife, lying on her back, watching me as I stroked my fingers along and around her calves, working my hands higher up one leg and then the other. I let my fingers dip down deep between her thighs, her legs moving apart in hopes that I would let my fingers actually tease her pussy.



I grinned at my wife as she watched, hoping that it was what she wanted. "Oh fuck," Jeanie gasped as I let my slick fingers draw up between her lips, diving deep into her slit and wiggling slightly.
"What's that, Jeanie?" my wife asked innocently.
"Huh? Oh nothing. Just enjoying your husbands spreading the oil around on my back," Jeanie lied.
"Time to turn over," I said to her, my wife closing her eyes and pretending that they had been closed the whole time.
Jeanie rolled over onto her back on the towel, her big, soft tits lying on her chest as she spread her legs slightly, her completely shaved pussy open to my view.
I looked over and my wife had her eyes open again, knowing that Jeanie couldn't see her watching. I drizzled oil all over Jeanie and then reached down to her legs, starting down there and working my hands up one leg and then the other. I let my fingers make little dimples in her thighs as I worked both hands up her thighs, my thumbs inching closer to her pussy. I swung my leg over hers, straddling her and sitting on her legs, my balls rubbing her just above her knees as I pushed my hands farther up, both thumbs stroking up around the outsides of her fat pussy lips.
I teased her for several strokes this way, running my thumbs up and around her pussy, drawing soft moans from her as she tried to wiggle her legs under me to get me to touch her. I pushed my hands up her body, my palms running up the two lines of tanning oil that I had drizzled down her front, sliding up slowly as she groaned in disappointment. I slid my hands all the way up over her breasts and kept going until my hands were at her shoulders. I took a breath and then pulled my hands back down to her breasts, cupping each fat, round mound of softness, massaging them and letting my fingers stroke back and forth across her rigid nipples.
The moans of pleasure returned as I worked her tits, her hands reaching for my thighs, her fingers trying to stretch to my ass to pull me up her body farther. I scooted closer, knowing what she wanted, but intending to tease her rather than giving in. "Closer," she whispered as her fingers found purchase on my ass and tried to pull me even farther. My engorged head was almost touching her mound now and I knew that if I moved much more that she'd be able to get my cock into her wet pussy. Instead, I left one hand on her right breast and moved my other to my cock, pressing it down and rubbing the tip of my head across the juncture of her lips. I moved enough to allowher to spread her legs, leaving me kneeling between her now spread legs, my cock just out of reach of her pussy.
I had no doubt that she wanted me to slide forward, her heels digging into my ass and her ass lifting off the towel in an attempt to draw me closer to her or, more correctly, my cock to her pussy. Instead, I pressed two fingers slowly into her pussy, her hot, wet tunnel gobbling the offering up with all the gusto that it would have accepted my cock. I could feel her soft walls twitching occasionally as she moaned and started rocking her hips. I let my thumb press against her clit, rubbing it in small circles as I moved my fingers slowly in and out an inch or so. "Ohhhh fuck," she moaned loudly, my wife watching everything that I was doing to her sister.
I continued to gently stroke my fingers in and out of her and used my other hand to move from breast to breast, pinching and twisting her nipples as her hips worked more urgently up and down, still trying to pull her body closer to me. Her hands moved from my thighs to my cock, stroking and pulling it, aiming it toward her pussy trying to coax me to replace my fingers with it.
I kept my fingers inside her as she wiggled herself closer to me, my cock now rubbing her lips on either side of my hand. I could see her frustration at being so close and being denied, and increased my attentions to her tunnel, curving my fingers up and teasing them along the top of her tunnel. "OH SHIT SHIT SHIT!" she squealed suddenly, her whole body going rigid for several seconds before the shudders started running up and down her body. I felt her pussy contract and grip my fingers as she shook and shuddered in front of me. Her body jerked several times and her juices squirting from her toward me, spraying over my stomach and crotch. Three times she gasped and flowed more on me before she finally let her butt rest on the towel again. "Oh my god," she moaned after her body started to relax from being consumed by her climax.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy and unhooked her legs from me before climbing from between her legs.
"You ready to get done?" I asked my wife as I crawled over to her and straddled her legs, her bare ass sticking up at me. I used the tanning oil to drizzle from her neck, down her back and both legs to where I was kneeling across her calves. I started rubbing the oil into her legs, working slowly up both legs at the same time, letting my thumbs rub deep between them as I worked up past her knees to her thighs. She lifted her ass toward me slightly as I teased my thumbs deep between her thighs, held from spreading too far apart by my own legs. I looked over at Sam, lying on her back, watching my every move, her tongue pushing out to lick her lips as she stared at my engorged cock.
"Fuck her," Sam mouthed silently, her own hand between her spread legs, her fingers teasing around the outside of her pussy.
I grinned and wiped my hand up and down my cock a moment, greasing it up with more oil before scooting up my wife's legs farther. I pressed my cock down between her legs, my engorged head sinking between her soft thighs as I worked a little farther up her body. I felt the heat of her pussy as my head pressed between her delicate inner lips, the rounded tip of my cock finding the entrance to her pussy.
"Oh fuck," she whispered quietly as she tried to lift her ass toward me, my cock slipping into her an inch or so. I wiggled myself closer, sliding my hands up her creamy round ass as my cock slipped a tad deeper into her. I held it there, my hands rubbing up and down her back and ass, spreading the oil while she gently rocked her hips, working my cock in and out of her only an inch or so, but making it grow even harder.
Reluctantly I pulled out of her pussy and allowed her to roll over, kneeling between her spread legs like I had done with Jeanie, only I let my wife wiggle herself closer to me, her hands aiming my cock for her pussy. My position wasn't working very well and I straightened my legs out so they stuck up each side of her body, her legs over mine and wrapping around my waist. She pulled herself down the towel toward me, her hands finding my cock and aiming it for her pussy. She pulled herself onto my cock as I drizzled oil down her front and around her big, soft tits. She smiled at me and began to gently rock her hips as I used my hands to knead and massage her big tits, my hands sliding over most of her body. I let my right hand work down to her pussy, gently stroking my fingers around her pussy and my cock that was penetrating her. My other hand moved from breast to breast, teasing her nipples and stroking her puckered, excited areola. She rocked her hips as my thumb found her clit, gently rubbing it in circles and making her rocking hips pump even harder.
The position we were in allowed her to stroke her pussy only an inch or two on and off of me, but it was clearly enough to excite her. Up and down her hips went, little grunts coming from her as she worked herself on and off my engorged prick. I continued to stroke with my thumb, working her hard nub in little circles while teasing her nipples with my fingers, her rocking motion growing faster by the moment.
"Oh god. I'm gonna come," she moaned loudly, her hips lifting and falling to drive me in and out of her slightly, my thumb rubbing across her clit faster as her orgasm grew closer. "Oh shit shit shit shit shit!" she gasped as she squeezed my legs with her hands, trying to pull herself farther onto me. "UH FUCK!" she cried suddenly, her ass slapping against my legs as she shuddered and trembled in front of me. "Ohhhh my god." She panted as she lay there, her body jerking and twitching occasionally. I stopped stroking her clit and ran both hands up and down her body, teasing her soft skin with my fingers while my cock remained rock-hard inside her.
I wanted to just roll her over and fuck her from behind. My body was primed and ready to explode, but her climax had cut short the motions she was making that were pushing me toward that.
"I think you need to do Sam now," she panted, lying limply on the towel in front of me.
"I'd rather do you some more, if you know what I mean," I prompted.
"I know. But I'm not there just now," she panted.
"Yeah. Okay," I said a bit grumily, more than a little frustrated at that moment.
"Just go oil up Sam. I'm sure we can find a way to take care of this when you're done there."
"Yeah, okay," I said with a frown. Sam was lying on her stomach, looking at me as I untangled from my wife's legs and moved over to straddle her on my knees. As with My wife and Jeanie, I drizzled oil down her back and legs and then began working the oil in, my hand sliding along her skin, working from her feet up her legs toward her ass. I massaged her big, round ass and ran my hands down between her thighs, teasing oil onto her exposed pussy lips. She spread her legs as far as she could beneath me, which wasn't all that far, but it was far enough to allow me to tease my fingers up and down her wet slit, lubricating her round outer and protruding inner lips.
Not wanting to get too involved with her, especially how I was feeling at that moment, I abandoned stroking her pussy and moved farther up, my cockhead almost touching the crack of her ass as I started to slowly rub the oil into her back. I leaned toward her as I pushed my hands up her back to her neck and then rocked myself back to stroke all the way down to her ass. I felt her reach around with her right hand, the one farthest from my wife, and push my cock down between her cheeks as I rocked back farther to rub my hands down her lower back and ass.
As I rocked forward, she pushed me lower, my head dipping between her thighs, pressing against her bare pussy lips and then spreading her lips and teasing into her tunnel entrance. I almost couldn't help myself as I pushed my hands up her back, reaching for her neck, my cock pressing into her hot, wet confines only an inch or two.
"Oh fuck," Sam moaned softly as I leaned a little more over her back and sunk several more inches of my fat cock into her.
"He is good, isn't he?" my wife asked without looking over at us, her eyes closed against the sun.
"Oh yeah," Sam moaned. "So good."
"You are behaving aren't you Mark?"
"Oh yeah. I'm just rubbing her back," I answered, knowing it was a fine line between what I was doing and what Sam had aligned my body to do without my permission. I stroked Sam's back, letting my cock slide in and out of her hot, wet pussy, pushing my hips farther toward her with each stroke until I had worked as much of me into her as I could without laying on her.
I felt more than a little guilty fucking my wife's sister with her lying right there. I guess it was just my body taking over for my brain for a few moments. I pulled my cock from her pussy and moved back. "Better roll over so I can do the other side," I said to Sam, a look of disappointment on her face.
"If you insist. I was having fun having you rub my back like that," she said softly.
"He is good at back rubs. Just be careful, he has a terrible tendency to let things wander a bit when he rubs my back that way."
"Oh he wasn't doing anything I was going to complain about," Sam answered my wife.
My wife shielded her eyes from the sun and looked at me with a frown while I drizzled more oil on Sam's naked body. I set the bottle aside and gave her a sheepish shrug, wondering if she knew what i had done or if she was just guessing. Either way I felt bad about having done it at all. All these years I'd managed to avoid cheating on her, and when it finally did happen, it happened with her own sister, even if it was only for a few short moments.
I rubbed the oil into her chest and breasts, sitting on her legs with her hands grasping and stroking my rock-hard cock.
"I think it's only fair that we return the favor now," my wife said, sitting up after I'd played with Sam's tits for several minutes.
"You're definitely right," Sam agreed with a huge grin. "I think we should oil him up just like he so thoroughly did to us!"
"Come on, lover. Lie down here," my wife said, patting the large beach towel she was lying on. I shrugged and moved off of Sam's legs, not really sure I wanted to be covered in oil, but at the same time so damn turned on that I wasn't going to complain one bit about having their hands all over me. If I was lucky, one of them would stroke me off and relieve the massive pressure building up.
My wife moved from her towel, leaving me a place to lie down, which I did, face down. I felt the cool oil drizzle down my spine and legs and then two sets of hands start to massage and rub the oil around. I was pretty sure it was Sam's hands that were dipping down between my thighs and teasing the base of my balls and stroking across my anus, making my already massive hard-on feel like it was going to explode. When they told me to roll over I couldn't help but see Sam's eyes as she stared at my engorged, purplish head.
My wife drizzled more oil on me, trickling it up and down my chest and over my rock-hard cock. She grinned at me, moved her hands to my chest and began rubbing the oil into me, teasing my nipples like I had done hers so many times over the years. Sam wrapped one hand around my dick and started stroking it while her other hand massaged the oil into my thighs, dipping her hand down between my legs and teasing my balls with each stroke.
I felt like I was going to come any second when my wife moved, swinging her leg over my body and straddling my face with her hot pussy. She looked down at me and grinned as she lowered her pussy to my face. Now, I loved licking my wife's pussy. I mean I'd gladly do it any time she wanted, but right at that second I really wanted her straddling a bit lower. But I'd learned long ago that it was not a good idea to complain when a woman wanted you to lick her pussy, so I just wrapped my arms around her thighs, pulled her down lower, slowly licked up her wet pussy, and searched out her clit with the tip of my tongue.
I had just started my second lick up her wet pussy when I felt something much different than a hand on my cock. With my head between my wife's legs, I knew that it wasn't her, but otherwise I wasn't sure who had just settled their hot pussy down my oiled shaft. Up and down, my unseen benefactor slid, working her pussy on and off my oil slickened shaft.
I wondered briefly if my wife knew that one of her sisters was riding my cock, but the thought lasted only fractions of a second and was lost to the sensations on my cock. My wife sat on my face, her eyes closed, moaning softly as I stroked her pussy with my tongue, teasing between her wet lips and flicking across her exposed, engorged clit. I moaned softly into her pussy, making her gasp slightly at the vibrations it sent through her pussy, her hips almost immediately starting to rock as her excitement grew.
Up and down, the pussy on my cock slid in long, slow strokes. The heat of her pussy flowed into me as the tingle spread through my body. My overstimulated cock was quickly moving toward a climax that I couldn't and didn't want to stop. I concentrated on the pussy over my face, accepting the gift on my cock without further question as my brain was flooded with hormones. My wife drew my attention back to her pussy, moaning loudly as she rocked, my tongue concentrating on her clit while the pussy sliding up and down my cock stroked faster as well.
"OH FUCK!" I grunted into my wife's pussy as my cock surged and exploded into the pussy wrapped around it. My body bucked hard, driving up into the pussy on my hips, squirting a surprisingly massive gush of cum into her. Over and over my cock squirted or at least tried to, emptying little load there had to be left, into the pussy that was now also clenching around me in a quiet climax. As my brain began to function again, I went back to licking my wife's pussy, suddenly worried about her looking back and seeing one of her sisters on me. I worked her clit to drag her climax closer, her hips rocking and grinding against my face as I licked and sucked her clit. I reached up to her big tits and squeezed her nipples as the pussy on my cock disappeared, replaced moments later with a hot mouth sucking and licking my shrinking cock.
"FUCK YES!" my wife suddenly cried as her climax washed over her. She stared down at me as her body jerked and twitched over me, her pussy leaking copious amounts of her juices over my chin and neck. I held her tits and looked up at her contented smile as she sat astride my face, panting to catch her breath. She finally rolled off of me and lay down next to me on the towel, snuggling against me with her oily body. Her leg shifted to rest across both of mine, her thigh nuzzling my now flagging dick. She had to know that I came, my not flaccid dick making it more than clear. I hadn't meant to cheat on her, and I knew we were going to have to talk about what just happened, but I really didn't want to start that here or now.
It wasn't half an hour and I'd been toasted more than I wanted to be. Even a quick dip in the still chilly lake water didn't kill that toasted feeling. I quite honestly didn't know how they did it, the girls, soaking up all that sun.
I announced that I was headed back to the house, a good half mile walk if I left them the UTV. My wife called me a spoil sport and said if I was going to leave that I'd have to go naked. Not that I was particularly worried about doing that. I mean, it was private property and I didn't have to bust brush, just hike up the road. Twenty minutes later I was standing in the shower, washing off the oil and cooling off. I pulled a towel around my waist, flopped on the sofa and opened the suspense novel I had been reading and tried not to think about the discussion we'd be having later that evening.
Two chapters later the girls all came in, still naked and oily. My wife gave me a kiss and headed off to the bedroom for a shower and change of clothing. Her sisters had to take turns in the guest bath, so Jeanie knelt on the floor to keep me company while Sam showered, her hands of course under my towel teasing my cock and rubbing her still-oiled tits on my arm.
"You know I'm not doing this," I said quietly as she stroked my cock with one hand while she reached for and spread the blue material as far apart as she could without taking it completely off of me and snuggled closer.
"Who says you didn't already?"
"Pretty sure we haven't."
"Oh? You really sure about that? You positive it wasn't my pussy rubbing up and down your hot, fat cock while you licked Marie to that crazy orgasm."
"Pretty sure it wasn't your pussy on my cock," I whispered.
"Might have been," she said with a grin. "Could be again."
"Could be what again?" my wife asked as she came into the family room with a big pink towel wrapped around her body.
"Oh nothing," Jeanie answered with a shrug.
"I doubt that," my wife said. "My bathroom's open if you want to clean up."
"Yeah. Good idea I think," Jeanie answered quickly, untangling herself from me and getting up from next to the sofa. She padded off naked to our bedroom, my wife sitting on the sofa near my feet. It only took her a few moments before she was working her way to lay down next to me, squeezing between the sofa back and my body. I scooted over as far as I could to make room for her, without falling off the sofa myself. My wife snuggled against me, opening her towel and rubbing her now bare tits against my arm and chest.



"So, did you have fun out there?" she whispered, leaning her head on my shoulder and tilting her head enough to kiss me gently on my cheek.
"Oh I had a great time," I answered. "But we gotta talk."
"Oh? About what?" she cooed softly, turning my face toward hers so she could kiss my lips. I felt her lips press to mine in a soft, loving kiss, which I returned, enjoying the taste of her lips against mine.
"About Sam," I whispered as she broke the kiss.
"What about her?" she whispered as she brushed her lips against mine again.
"You're not going to like this," I whispered. "She climbed on me while you were on my face."
"Oh?" she asked, pulling her face back a little. "I didn't hear you complaining, or stopping her."
"I was kinda busy," I answered lamely. "Not much of an excuse though. I should have stopped her. I'm sorry hon. I didn't mean to end up cheating on you."
"You sure it was Sam? Might have been Jeanie. You couldn't exactly see, now could you?"
"No. I couldn't."
"Well. I already knew, but thank you for being honest with me." she whispered as she moved her face to mine again and kissed me. "I don't think one time will hurt anything. But just the same, I'll take care of it."
"Okay. I'll leave it in your hands," I answered feeling her hand grasp my cock, feeling thankful that she was taking it as well as she was.
Jeanie came out of the bathroom, naked of course. It seemed that there wasn't much point in even pretending that we should be covered. If I had any doubts, Sam's appearance, equally nude, clinched it. The three of them headed to the kitchen, leaving me alone. I was mildly concerned about just exactly what they were talking about, but since I'd already fessed up about Sam on my cock, I didn't think there was too much to worry about.
It was almost an hour and a half later that I was called for dinner. I put down my book and headed to the kitchen. As soon as I stepped into the room I knew that this was not going to be an ordinary dinner. The kitchen table was set with four salads, four plates of what looked like a pasta dish and four bowls of some kind of cake. That in itself wasn't astounding or special. What was unusual was that all three of them were standing completely naked next to the table and there were only three chairs around the table.
"So? Looks good," I said as I looked at the table and then at them.
"Glad you think so," my wife answered, making no attempt to move.
"So. Looks like we're missing a chair."
"Depends," my wife answered with a crooked grin. She walked over to me after a pause and put her arms around my neck, holding herself so her nipples just brushed against my chest in a way that she had learned years ago was an undeniable tease to me. "The girls wanna play a little game. I said yes. They've been dancing around trying to get you to come out and fuck, well, especially Jeanie. Sam managed to sneak one in today, but we'll let that slide for now. So here's the game: Sam gets the salad. Jeanie gets the main course. And me, I get the desert."
"Um. Okay. I still don't get it."
"Well, that's the reason for only three chairs. While you're eating, they get to use you for their chair. The idea is to let them get as much as they can while you eat. When you're done, so are they. The only thing you have to do is enjoy it and save the end for me," my wife said quietly. "And of course, your permission. They already have mine."
"You're really going to let them fuck me right in front of you?"
"Uh huh. And your wording is just exactly perfect. THEY are fucking YOU, not the other way around. And once this is done, it's done. One time offer. You say no, then it's all off."
"Do you want me to say no?" I whispered.
"I want you to do what you want. Do you want to fuck my sisters?"
"What I don't want is to do anything that would affect our relationship," I whispered back.
"Hell, lover. I've spent the last thirty years trying to guess if they've snuck one in and not told me. I guess it's not any worse than wondering."
"You didn't trust me?"
"Oh hell, lover. I trusted you just fine. It's Jeanie I didn't trust. She wanted in your pants so bad!" she answered with a grin.
"So now you're going to let her?"
"This one time," my wife answered. "And she better damn well remember that."
"Good luck with that," I answered. "But tell me: how does this help Sam?"
"Just to make her feel good about herself, feel the things that a woman should feel. Her husband hasn't done anything with her for almost two years, so yeah, I think this will help."
"Well, don't let it be said that I wouldn't go to the limit for your sisters!" I chuckled.
"Well, good. Sam gets to get you hard, and when you're ready, you can start with your salad," she said, reaching down to the towel around my waist, pulling it off and turning to walk away with it.
Sam smiled and stepped up to me, squatting down in front of me and grasping my half-hard cock. She leaned toward me and enveloped my cock with her mouth, swirling her tongue around my head. Her hand and mouth had me quickly hard as a rock. She stood up, moved over my lap, facing away from me, and then reached between her legs for my hard-on. She aimed me toward her pussy and then slowly settled back, guiding me into her. "Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as her hot wetness sank down on me. She lifted and lowered herself half a dozen times before she settled fully on my lap with my dick embedded all the way into her. "I've never had sex and eaten at the same time," Sam said quietly.
"Me either," I answered as she took a bite of salad and then started to lift and lower herself on my lap.
"Oh my. I don't know if I can do this." She moaned as she pushed me in and out of her. I closed my eyes and let her bounce slowly up and down my shaft until my wife reminded me that I had to keep eating as part of the game.
It took at least ten minutes for me to get my salad eaten, after which Sam reluctantly pulled off my dick, having climaxed hard only a couple minutes before. Jeanie was there ready to take over almost as soon as Sam had vacated. I still had no idea what this had to do with making Sam feel better. Hell, as far as I could tell, this was nothing but Jeanie's idea to manage to have sex with me right in front of her sisters. She settled eagerly on my dick and started to slide up and down my shaft almost immediately. I could tell from her motions that she was going to do everything in her power to make me come inside her.
I started eating from the plate of pasta as she bounced up and down, trying hard to ignore the incredible sensations she was imparting with her tight, sexy little pussy. It was amazing how not having children managed to keep her pussy teenager tight. Or maybe it was the size of her husband's tool. Either way, her body's response to my fat cock inside her screamed to me that she wasn't going to last very long.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she moaned over and over as she drove herself up and down on my shaft. I reached up with one hand and found a nipple, squeezing it and pulling it as I continued to eat with my other hand. "Oh FUCK!" she cried suddenly, slamming herself down on me. I could feel her pussy grip me as she sat shuddering and trembling in climax. I was actually glad she wasn't moving on me. I needed the break if I was going to save the end for my wife. I held her on my lap as she recovered from her climax and continued to eat, hoping to finish before she decided she was ready for round two.
"Okay, I'm ready for desert," I said, pushing my plate away. "You ready for it?" I asked my wife as she sat in her chair, eating the main course and trying not to look at her sister still sitting on me.
"Actually, I'm not," she said with a shrug. "I've had more sex today than we've had in, well, years. To be honest, I don't think I could take you in me again. I kinda feel like a rug burn down there."
"Oh. Okay," I answered her, trying hard to keep the disappointment out of my voice and off my face.
She looked at me and smiled. "I can see that you think I just left you hanging. I wouldn't do that to you, at least not on purpose. No, you still get to have desert. But before you get it, you get to choose who you wanna finish in. Sam or Jeanie. You can take them right over there and pump into them until you're done. Then you can come back and I'll sit on your lap and feed you desert."
"You sure about this?" I asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. Pick the sexiest pussy and have at it," she said.
Ahhhhh. Now I got it. Now I understood her game. It might have been Jeanie's way of getting to fuck me, but my cunning wife figured out a way to both help Sam and to put Jeanie in her place at the same time. This way she could see what was happening, and at the same time, not have to have me put my already used dick in her own pussy. Smart, as long as it worked the way she wanted. I was supposed to pick Sam over Jeanie. Hell, that wasn't even a hard decision. "Okay. Jeanie, up."
Jeanie climbed from my lap and turned around to face me. "I'm so going to enjoy this!" she said, pressing her body against mine.
"I doubt it. I'm picking Sam," I answered.
"ME!?" Sam asked in surprise.
"Uh huh. Why? You don't want to?"
She looked from my wife to me and back again. "I want to. I just don't know if I should."
"Why not?" my wife asked. "He's not cheating on me. He's clearly not going to run off with you and divorce me. I gave him permission. You didn't have a problem sitting on his lap to fuck him a few minutes ago, or to sit on his dick down at the lake. Why stop now? He thinks you're the sexier of the two of you, so enjoy it."
I stepped over to her and held a hand out. She stood up from the table and I walked her over to the marble top island. I helped lift her onto the counter, her bare ass sitting on the marble with her legs sticking out on either side of me. The height was just about right as I rubbed my engorged mushroom head between her lips.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she moaned softly as I pushed a couple inches into her. She lifted her legs a little higher and spread them more, choosing not to lean back so she could arch her back and push her tits into my face. I bent myself slightly to lower my face to her right breast and used one hand to lift it slightly. "Oh god," she moaned as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. I started to stroke into her, my already lubricated shaft sliding easily into her hot, wet vaginal depths. Her insides were slick and hot, accepting my fat member easily, but with enough tightness to easily coax my orgasm to start racing toward completion again. In and out I stroked, nibbling and sucking her nipple as she moaned and panted in pleasure. She wrapped her legs around me and began to dig her heels into my butt, helping to drive me hard into her with each push of my hips. In and out I moved, my mushroom head caressing her tender insides and her sexy pussy caressing me in all the right places.
I felt her pussy clench around me slightly as the first shivers of her legs started, letting me know that I didn't need to hold back any longer. She was starting to climax and the sudden change in her spasming pussy and the difference caused by her now rocking pelvis were all it took to push mine up that final little hill. I let go of her nipple and straightened as my body spasmed and jammed my cock deep into her. I felt the surge of cum lance out into her, followed by a second, much weaker squirt, my body simply failing to have recovered enough volume yet. She leaned to me and wrapped her arms around me, squeezing us together with her arms and legs, molding our bodies against each other as we both panted for breath.
"Holy shit," she whispered softly. "I don't believe I just did that with you."
"What? You already had me down at the lake, right?" I answered in an equally quiet whisper.
"Actually, no. Jeanie did." She panted, drawing a look of surprise from me. "I wanted to, but I couldn't bring myself to do it behind Marie's back."
"Well, um. I hope it felt good," I said lamely, not sure what to say after that admission.
"Oh, it did. It was even better than I imagined it would be after feeling you slip into me just that little bit."
"Well, it was nice for me too."
"Did you do it just to make me feel better? Or did you really want to do it with me over Jeanie?"
"It was a no-brainer. Hell, if I could have done it with you in the office the other day, I would have. You looked so damn sexy."
"You really mean that, don't you?"
"Of course I do."
She slowly released me and then coaxed me back from her. She slipped off the counter and then walked quickly down the hall toward the guest room, closing the door behind her. My wife looked at me and then down the hall. "What did you say to her?"
"Just that I though she looked really sexy and that I wanted her more than Jeanie."
"And she ran off?"
"Yeah," I answered, not sure what to say or do. Marie turned and walked down the hall, opening the guest room door and then closing it behind her. Jeanie stepped over to me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling us together.
"Well, looks like I get to give you desert," she said with a grin. "If I get it up, can I have it again?"
"I know it was you, down at the lake."
"Me?" she asked innocently. "Would I sneak a fuck with you behind her back?"
"And claim it was Sam? Yeah, I think you would."
"It was Sam's idea. She didn't want Marie to know she couldn't do it."
"Couldn't or wouldn't?"
"Couldn't bring herself to. She felt like, well, she didn't think you'd really want her riding you. That she wasn't sexy enough or something."
"So you just took it on yourself to do the honors?"
"How could I not? I mean, there it was, all hard and waiting. I was ready, you were ready, why not?"
"What part of this was all to help Sam did you not get?"
"I didn't think she should have been required to do what she didn't want to. Even if your wife did set it up for her to do it."
"And Marie knew?"
"Of course. She told me to coax her to do it when she sat on your face. She had it all planned out. Sam told her what you two did in the office and figured a little quality cock would help. But she didn't think she could. You weren't that hard up or something to that effect."
"And you just let Marie assume that Sam had, even though it was you? That's just great."
"What's the problem? We're all sisters, share and share alike? Right?" I looked at her, stunned. It took about six one-thousandths of a second for my brain to decide what to do. I grabbed Jeanie by the arm, dragged her to the chair I'd sat in and pulled her toward me. She flopped over my legs, half falling over me, catching herself with her hands, but not until she was lying over my legs. I didn't give her a chance to recover, even for a moment, before I brought my hand down on her bare ass with a loud smack. "OWWWW!" she cried as I raised my hand again. I swatted her bare ass, leaving red handprints on her bare cheeks with each of the eight strokes I gave her. True, my hand hurt, but it felt good inside to give her what she deserved for all the years of teasing me.
"What are you doing!?" my wife cried as she practically ran out into the kitchen, Sam following close behind.
"GOD DAMN IT! STOP!" Jeanie cried, kicking her feet in the air and trying to roll off my lap as I brough my hand down on her ass again with another loud smack. "OWWWWWW! STOP IT YOU FUCKING BASTARD!"
"Not until I get an apology!" I snapped at her before landing another loud smack on her bare bottom.
"OWWWWW! OKAY! I APPOLOGIZE!"
"For what?" I asked as I began to rub my hand on her red behind, my wife standing across the room staring at me, a crooked smile on her lips.
"I don't know, for fucking you instead of letting Sam do it I guess!"
I lifted my hand and laid another on her ass, making her jump and cry out again.
"Really? You guess?"
"Alright! I know, I know! I shouldn't have done that!"
"What else are you sorry for?"
"I don't know, teasing you?" she cried out as I lifted my hand again. "NO! NO! I'M SORRY! REALLY!"
I lowered my hand and began to rub her butt again. "Are you? Sorry? Really?"
"I am," she whispered this time as I stroked her butt gently. "I shouldn't have teased you so much."
"So why did you?"
"Because I wanted to fuck you," she whispered.
I sat, rubbing her butt, Marie and Sam watching with grins on their faces that Jeanie couldn't see from where she was. I let my fingers rub her butt and then stroke down between her legs, stroking my fingers over her bare pussy. She let out a soft moan as my fingers bounced, one after the other, across her hard clit. "Why?"
"Because I wanted it. I wanted to fuck you ever since Marie started dating you. I wanted to fuck you at the wedding, and almost every time I've seen you. I wanted you to fuck me that day in the tent. I was giving you the perfect opportunity, I did everything but push my pussy on your dick, and you didn't, and it made me so damn frustrated."
I looked at Marie who was walking toward us again. She stood behind me and leaned down to whisper in my ear.
"Give her one more good one for me, and then bend her over the table and give her what she thought she was swiping earlier." I looked at my wife and the grin she had on her face. "On second thought, you probably better take her outside. I don't want to clean up the mess."
"You really want me to...?"
"Just like you used to make me come."
"You really want me to do that?"
"I think it's fitting for all the teasing she's given you. Sam told me that she did you at the beach, so it's only fair, right?"
"Alright." I lifted my hand and brought it down again with a loud smack, and then helped her get up off my lap. I pulled her toward the back door and out onto the patio. I continued to pull her until I reached the picnic table in the grass. I turned her around and pushed her back, her butt hitting the edge of the table, making her tip back. I reached down and lifted her legs, tipping her all the way back to lie on the table as I lifted and spread her legs.
My cock was already rock-hard for some reason and it took no effort at all to press my engorged head against her pussy lips. "That last swat was for Marie. This is for all the teasing you've done over the years," I said as I plunged my dick roughly into her.
"OH FUCK!" she cried into the evening as my shaft drove hard and fast fully into her hot, wet depths.
"I'm going to enjoy the hell out of this," I grunted as I started to plunge myself into her, working my hips hard. I shifted her legs to let them lie over my shoulders as I pounded my thighs against her recently spanked ass. I wrapped my right arm around her thigh and reached between her legs to get my fingertips between her lips to find her clit. My left hand moved up her body to find a nipple, capturing and grasping it. In and out, I thrust my cock, driving hard into her as my finger stroked circles around her hard clit, and my other hand twisted and pulled her rigid nipple.
"OH FUCK! OH GOD YES! FUCK ME! FUCK MY HOT CUNT! YES YES YES!" she screamed as her body shuddered and trembled under my attentions. I could feel her spasming inside, squeezing my thrusting shaft, making her already teenager tight pussy even tighter around my fast moving appendage. In and out I drove, interested in making her climax even harder, wanting to give her the same kind of orgasm I'd given my wife the first night we were married, and periodically ever since.
My finger worked between her lips, rubbing around and across her clit furiously while I drove hard and deep into her, bending my legs with each stroke so that my engorged cock head would press against the top of her vagina, searching for and finding that sexy little bundle of nerves. Normally I could tell when I found the perfect angle with Maria, but her sister was already climaxing, making it hard for me to tell if I was hitting it. "OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body stiffened and began to spray a gush of her juices out at me. Her discharge splattered on my chest and groin as she lay stiff and trembling for almost three seconds before it ceased. I wasn't done yet, though; I continued to assault her nipple and clit as I drove myself deep into her over and over, pushing her to another huge, squirting spasm.



I felt my own body hitting its limit, the feeling of her cum spraying at me triggering a deep-seated pleasure center usually reserved for my wife. I wasn't sure where my body found it, but moments after her second strong surge of juices, my body jerked hard, ramming me deep in her pussy, a gush of my cum forcing it's way into her depths.
"Oh fuck," she panted as she lay there, trembling, my body still between her legs, occasionally jerking spasmodically. "Jesus Christ, Mark. What the fuck? You do that to Marie?"
"Any time she asks for it," I answered breathlessly. "You wanted to get fucked, well, there you go. Hope it was worth waiting for, cuz I don't plan on doing it again." I stepped back and let my softening dick slip from her. I lowered her legs and helped her stand up. "I need a shower now. You come like a fucking fire hose, girl," I said with a chuckle. "Damn am I wet!"
"Yeah. I guess I do at that. Didn't know I could, but shit! Any time you wanna make me do that again, feel free!"
I walked away without another word and headed into the house and up the stairs to the master bedroom. I was in the shower washing when Marie came in, still naked, and slipped into the shower with me. "You want more?" I asked in surprise.
She laughed. "Oh god, no. My pussy really does feel like it's been driven through. I can't remember the last time I was horny enough to have sex more than once, let alone, what, four times?"
"Five."
"Five. No wonder I'm tender down there. Didn't know you could get it up that many times either."
"Neither did I. I guess it was all the different and new pussies."
"So, you're saying that you think my sisters are sexy?" she asked as she rubbed my butt with her hands, pressing her chest to mine, wiggling just enough to rub her hard nipples against my chest.
"Honestly? Yeah. They are. But then you knew that already because they look a lot like you, and you KNOW I think you're the sexiest woman around."
"Mmmmmm. Now I like that. Sexiest woman around. I could get used to hearing that."
"Like I don't say it enough already?" I asked in surprise.
"I guess you've said it so many times I just started to ignore it. I shouldn't take you for granted. Seems you're one hell of a good fuck, or so both of my sisters tell me."
"Nice to know I'm appreciated, but to be frank, I didn't really ever have to have sex with them. I mean, I was happy just having you."
"I know. And because you are so devoted to me, I felt safe letting you help Sam out. Jeanie, well, she just kinda horned her way in on this. I think you handled it well though. Her ass really hurts!"
I chuckled. "So does my hand."
She kissed me and then leaned her head on my shoulder. I reached behind me and shut the water off and just stood there, holding her. "You know what I want to do?"
"What's that?"
"I want to go lie down with you and just snuggle."
"We can do that," I whispered back. "I'm sure the girls can take care of themselves for the rest of the evening."
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My wife's friend, Ellie, walked into the room wearing a black lace negligee, her sexy body not so much displayed as framed for viewing. I could see her nipples sticking out wantonly. Wanting to be touched, wanting to be sucked, wanting to be teased. I knew how nipples like that looked. My wife's looked that way right then as she sat on the bed next to me, completely naked. I could smell the arousal on her as she sat next to me, her hands nervously clasping and unclasping, the only thing she wore was the ring on her left hand, the ring she kept moving her fingers to, to twist around her finger.
"You sure you want to do this?" Ellie asked, not Mandy, but me as I sat next to my wife, wearing only my briefs.
"Honestly? No. I'm not. But I promised her a Christmas present unlike any she's had before. Well, this is it," I said quietly, looking at Ellie and hoping that it was a portent of things to come, at least for me.
She walked over and instead of sitting next to me, she climbed onto the bed on her knees, facing me. She knelt there, her tits inches from my face. "I don't want to convince you to do anything you don't want to. You can still change your mind, both of you."
"I could," I agreed, letting my hands reach to her bare butt. I gently stroked my fingers on her bare cheeks, teasing them across her butt and letting them curl between her thighs to tease her bare pussy lips.
She moaned softly at my touch. "You get all four of us, as many times as you can, any way you want us," she whispered. "That's what you want to think about. That's what you want to focus on until you get more comfortable with seeing her with other men. If, that's what you want to do. You don't have to. This isn't for everyone. In fact, a lot of my friends have never done what she's going to do today. It's not for everyone. Most of us like a little fun, swapping around, couples things, games. But something like this, it's not for everyone."
"So you said. You think we should call this off?"
"It's not for me to say. But I know this is as extreme as we'll ever get. The penalty table is only used now and then, like at new year's. I've never pulled it out for a private event, so this'll be a first. I'm sorta interested to see how this works out. The couples I've lined up are excited about the opportunity."
"I guess it'd be tough to call it off then."
"They'll get over it," she said. "If you want, we can call it off and just play, the two of us."
"And Ron and Mandy?"
"And Ron with Mandy," she agreed.
"But then I'd have to find a new Christmas present for her."
"True."
I looked at Mandy. "You still want to do this?"
She looked nervous, her hands clenching and unclenching. She looked down at her hands and then back up at me. "Are you sure YOU still want to do this?"
"I'm not doing it for me. I could go just fine without this. I'm doing it because you want to." I waited for her to say something, and after several long seconds I looked at Ellie. "Let's do this."
"Before you chicken out," Ellie added for me, getting me to nod.
She slid back off of me. She walked to a small table by the bedroom door, picked up a satin strip and walked back, this time to Mandy. She leaned to her and tied it around her head to cover her eyes. "Alright. Come with me." She held both of Mandy's hands and drew her out of the bedroom and into the large open area of the basement family room. I looked across the room to an unusually shaped padded table. Ellie led Mandy to it, turned her, backed her up to it and then coaxed her to sit and then lie back on it. Once lying down, Ellie spread my wife's legs apart and strapped her ankles in place with some soft, fur-covered cuffs. She did the same to her hands, securing them to the table down by her sides. Ellie looked at me one more time and then walked to the second bedroom that opened onto what I was starting to think of as the "play room". She opened the door and moments later four naked guys, all with hard-ons, including Ron, walked out, followed by three women I didn't know, all wearing extremely sexy, almost to the point of being slutty, lingerie, varying from semi-see through lacy to crotchless panties and exposed nipple bras.
Ellie walked in front of the group, over to the table. "Okay gentlemen, you know the rules. If Ron says to stop anything you're doing, you stop it. This is NOT punishment, but experimentation, so push her boundaries but don't be mean or rough. You can come on her or in her, and you can continue to play as long as you want, or can, or until she calls it quits. Ladies, Jack wants to be here so he knows what's going on, but he doesn't have to watch every second. Feel free to engage in anything you can entice him into. He's quite adept at making a woman come multiple ways. Feel free to get him to experiment with different positions and ways to stimulate you. The toy box is available as well. Anyone have any questions?" There didn't seem to be any and one of the men stepped past her, kneeling down between my wife's legs and gently stroked her pussy with his fingers.
I didn't get to look long before someone stepped behind me and gently turned me around to face away from my wife. "Trust me, Allen won't hurt her," she whispered. "I'm Suzan."
"Hi," I said quietly, looking down at her. She was maybe thirty or so, slender, small, maybe B-cup breasts. She had on a very sensual white teddy. She took me by both hands and drew me all the way across the room to where a large air bed had been set up. She pulled me to it and then crawled herself back onto it, pulling me along with her. She smiled as she let go of my hands and gently pushed my chest until I lay back.
"This is Rachel," Suzan said quietly, motioning to a tall, very dark-skinned black woman who was probably a few years older than her. She had massively large breasts and an equally large looking butt, all covered in a stark-white mesh body suit that covered her from neck to ankle.
"And I'm Tessa. Victor is my husband," A very slim and well-muscled young woman said in a Russian or similar accent as she crawled onto the air bed wearing a pair of crotchless lace panties and equally see-though bra that really didn't cover much of her C-cup, or slightly smaller, breasts. "Trust me, he will give your wife a most wonderful fucking! And I will do the same to you!" she said as she reached for my briefs. She eased them down, letting my partly-hard dick out in the open. She slipped them all the way off and then tossed my briefs away. "Oh girls. I think we are going to have so much fun!"
"It's starting to look that way," Rachel said with a grin as she lowered her head down to my crotch and grasped my dick. I watched as she enveloped my dick with her mouth and began to suck and tease it. It didn't take long to get me to start to grow harder, though my attention was understandably split between what the ladies were doing to me and what their husbands were doing to my wife. I couldn't help but look over and see a tall, muscular young man push into my wife, drawing a loud, almost surprised, gasp from her lips.
"You do not want to watch that. You want to be here, with us. Come, suck my hot little pussy while Rachel gets you all hard and ready," Tessa said as she moved to straddle my head, her panties already gone to expose her pussy. She had a patch of brown curls on her mound, trimmed in the shape of a heart with the tip pointing down to her round outer lips and the copious amount of inner lip protruding invitingly down between her thighs. "Ellie says you like the taste of girl cum. If you make me come good, I can assure you, you will have plenty to taste."
I could hear my wife making noises and muffled moans, but with Tessa sitting on my face, her thighs blocked any view I might have gotten. I gave up trying to think about her and concentrated on the pussy in front of me. I wrapped my arms around her muscular thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips before trying to stroke my tongue up them. I had just barely begun teasing her pussy when I felt the mouth leave my dick, moments later replaced with a much hotter and tighter sensation.
"Oh, fuck yes. So good," I heard Rachel moan softly as she began to lift and lower herself on me, her big butt pressing on my thighs with each stroke down my shaft. Up and down, she moved, bouncing us on the air bed as she adjusted her stroke to match the bed's up and down motion. She soon had the two of us moving in rhythm, driving me deep into her with each stroke, her ass slamming down on me with an audible slap. It made it a little hard to keep my tongue in Tessa, but for some reason the more erratic licks and flicks of my tongue on her hard clit seemed to be exciting her even more than what I had been doing before.
Her pussy impacted against my chin with each slam of Rachel down on my dick, my tongue trying fruitlessly to stay on her clit. "OH FUCK YES! OH GOD, YOU DO GOOD! KEEP DOING! KEEP DOING LIKE THAT, YOU. MAKE ME COME ON YOUR FACE!" Tessa screamed out into the room as her pussy smashed onto my face over and over again. "OH FUCK YES! YOU MAKE ME COME NOW! I COOOOOOOOMMMME!" she screamed as her whole body jerked hard, a gush of her juices jetting from her pussy onto my face. Again and again she jerked and stiffened, each time another gush of her juices squirted from her pussy until my face and even my short hair were soaked with her juices. "OH GOD! Rachel! Share me his dick!"
"Almost," Rachel moaned. "Going to come in a second. Oh yeah. Any second. Shit. Yes! SHIT! God, here it comes! Ohhhhhhhhhhh!" She gasped as her pussy clenched around my dick. I couldn't see her with Tessa still on my face, but I could tell her body was having a massive climax, her pussy squeezing and spasming around my fat shaft. "Oh yeah. That was good," she moaned after sitting and grinding on me for almost half a minute.
"Good. Now you give me dick," Tessa demanded from where she still sat on my face.
"Don't be pushy. We have plenty of time," Rachel answered breathlessly. I felt her move, climbing off and then flopping on the bed while Tessa slid back from my face. She walked herself back on her knees until she could reach my hard dick between her legs. She leaned toward me, holding herself up with one hand and grasping my dick with the other. She rubbed my head between her lips until she found the entrance to her depths with it, and then pushed back forcefully, driving her sopping wet pussy down my shaft in one long stroke. She held herself on her hands and knees and began rocking to and fro, pushing her pussy on and off my dick rhythmically.
"Oh yes. God, I need dick after good come like that. I need hard dick to make me come more. Come again. You make me come again, now. Let me feel you come in me and make me come. I love to feel man come in me and make me come with him!"
"Having fun?" Ellie asked, leaning down and kissing my cheek.
"Uh huh," I answered. "But I don't know how much will be left of me after four of you."
"Don't worry about me. You and I can find some time for you to make it up to me. Just enjoy it and let them give you as much as you want."
"Okay," I said as Tessa rocked herself on and off my dick, quickly pushing me toward climax as she somehow squeezed her pussy tighter with each stroke down my dick.
"You like what Tessa does with your dick while fucking you? All that exercise good for something, no? God your cock feel so good. I think you come soon. You so big and fat in me. So ready to cum deep in Tessa's cunt. I fuck you until you cannot stop but give me your cum. Ohhh yes. I feel it coming, building. I see it on your face too. You want to fill my hot, young pussy with your cum. You want to unload it all in me like I did on your face! Come for me, baby. Come deep in my cunt!" She urged as the undeniable desire to do just that grew in me to the point I couldn't hold back. I reached up and cupped her tits in her thin bra and then found the little clasp between the cups. I flicked it apart, letting her tits hang down and swing in time with her strokes. I reached both hands to her tits, capturing her nipples between my fingers and thumbs, and then firmly squeezed both hard nubs moments before my body went over the edge. "FUCK! YOU COME IN ME! I COME ON YOU AGAIN! FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she cried as I squeezed and pulled her nipples, her pussy clenching and gushing her juices over my pelvis as she came around me. My body jerked and spasmed as I unloaded what she wanted deep in her, leaving the two of us coupled, panting for breath.
"That what you wanted?" I asked breathlessly.
Tessa leaned her face down lower toward mine, a huge grin on her lips. "Oh god, baby. That perfect way to make me come second time. Ellie say you were damn good in bed, now I know it true. You come fuck Tessa any time you want. Maybe I teach you how to fuck new ways too. You fuck me by pussy while Victor fuck me in ass. Make me come twice as hard!" She said softly in that tantalizing accent.
"I'm not sure I could handle you coming twice as hard." I chuckled, getting a laugh from the other three of them.
"Okay. I need break and Suzan need sex. She make you hard again and then you fuck her hard. She need hard fuck today. "
"She does, huh?"
"Yes, she does," Suzan answered. "Allen refused to fuck me for the last three days so he'd be able to get it up for Mandy at least three or four times."
"Well, hopefully she enjoys it," I said with a frown.
"Hopefully you're gonna make up for it?"
"I'll do what I can."
"Now that's what I call a loving husband. Alright, loving husband. How about warming me up while I get you hard again and then you can pound me as long as you want," She said softly as she moved around, swung her leg over my head and spread her knees. She pushed her completely bare pussy in my face, the sexy little lace outfit she had on lacking any covering at all over her full, round lips. She pushed her pussy closer to my face as she lowered her face to my dick and engulfed my softening cock with her mouth. "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned around me as I licked up her slit the first time, tasting her slightly tangy juices. The two of us licked and sucked each other for had to be at least ten minutes, her pussy juices growing more abundant and definitely less tangy as she worked my dick slowly back to a hardened state.
By the time she rolled off of me, my tongue was almost ready to fall out of my mouth. I lay and watched her as she shifted around until she had her butt at the edge of the air bed. I figured out what she wanted and moved off the mattress to kneel on the carpeted floor next to it, spreading her legs with my hands and helping her move her butt even closer to me. She rested her feet on my shoulders and pushed her knees apart while I grasped my dick and rubbed my now fat, saliva-coated head up and down her lips. I settled myself into her entrance and then held myself there, not pushing in yet. "You ready?"
"Honey, I've been ready for the last five minutes. You think you can make up for three days of no sex?"
"I'll do my best," I answered softly before jamming my dick hard into her.
"OH FUCK!" she gasped as my thighs pressed against her bare butt cheeks, her sheer, thigh-length gown already pushed up to her waist when she moved her butt to the edge of the mattress. I held myself in place, pressing my dick deep inside her as I waited for her body to adjust to the sudden fat intruder. Feeling her tightness abate slightly, I started to slide in and out of her depths, drawing a soft moan from her. "Harder, baby. You can't do it too hard, trust me."
I pushed harder and faster into her, driving my cock into her. Her small B-cup tits moved a surprising amount on her chest with each impact my pelvis made against her, her little tits not at all hidden by the sheer gown. In and out, I thrust, slamming my thighs to her bare ass with each stroke. I wasn't used to driving this hard into a pussy but she seemed to be enjoying it more the harder I went. I wanted to look behind me as my wife cried out that she was coming, wondering if this was her first, or if I'd missed some. The more I thought about it, the less I wanted to think about it. I looked at Suzan and concentrated on thrusting into her. In and out, I drove, driving my engorged head into the end of her tunnel, making her grunt and gasp with each stroke.
I reached around her thigh and let my fingers work between her inner labia, seeking and finding her clit. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried as I pressed my finger against it and began rubbing, stroking the hard nub in time with my stroking cock. In and out, I thrust, feeling my own climax starting to grow closer and, with that, more undeniable. I had long years of practice holding back until Mandy came, always wanting to get her off first, partly because I didn't want to leave her unfinished, and partly because I loved how it felt to come in her while she was still climaxing. I loved how she felt when she came around me, her pussy squeezing me as I thrust into her, pushing my own climax right to the edge of release. I felt Suzan's legs start to tremble and knew she was damn close, her pussy starting to clench tighter around me. I moved my finger and pressed my thumb to her clit. Pushing firmly, I rubbed my thumb between her lips in a circle, making her clit roll in circles as I plunged my cock into her.
"OHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she cried out as she started to climax, her pussy clenching around my cock. "That's it, Jack. Fuck me 'till you come. Fuck my hot pussy until you unload in me! Oh god, Jack. Fuck me harder! Harder! HARDER!" She cried moments before my plunging cock erupted deep inside her. I knelt there, gasping and sweating as my cum pumped deep in her pussy.
"Oh fuck," I panted. "Hope that was hard enough."
"Oh sweetie, it was just perfect," she panted, lying on the bed, sliding her feet off my shoulders and moving them to the floor by me. My softening cock slipped out of her as she reached for my hands and pulled me toward her. She drew me down for a kiss and then, after a few seconds, pushed me away. "Girls, we gotta do something about this. He smells like pussy, all over!"
"Yeah, I kinda let go on him." Tessa giggled. "How about we take him to the showers and clean him up? Maybe go out the tub after that? I think, looking at Mandy, that she gonna be busy a while yet."
"You think?" I asked, not sure how she knew.
"Honey, I can tell you by how fast Victor got it up for the third time that he's got plenty more to go. She must be a good fuck to get him that excited that fast."
I twisted to look back at her, seeing Victor between her legs again and Tony, Rachel's husband, pushing his cock in and out of her mouth.
" Uh uh uh. You don't wanna do that. Just play with us and don't spoil the fun. You're down here because you feel like you have to keep her safe. Trust us. She's perfectly safe. Now, let's see how many of us can get into the shower at once?"
"All of us if we use the one in my bedroom," Ellie answered "but I charge admission."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Watching you getting licked and fucked has me horny as hell. Who's gonna fix that?"
"I will," Suzan answered. "You lay your ass down here and I'll give you something to moan about."
"Done," Ellie said, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs.
"Guess that leaves us to clean him up!" Rachel said with a grin. She climbed off the bed and helped me up with one hand and Tessa with the other. The three of us headed up to the top floor and into the master bathroom, the girls stripping off what was left of their outfits as they went, leaving a trail of lingerie. Rachel started the water in both shower heads to give us plenty of coverage and then pulled me into the water with her. She squirted soap all over her huge tits and then started to use them like a pair of huge sponges to rub the soap all over my body, giggling and laughing as she did. Tessa, not to be left out, used a bunch of soap on her body and then squirted a bunch on my head. Between the two rubbing their naked bodies all over me and Tessa rubbing the soap into my hair until the suds were running down not just my face, but my whole body, I couldn't help but get turned on. Rachel worked her tits down to my hardening cock and soon had the huge black mounds sliding up and down my soapy shaft.



"Fuck this! I want this cock in me again!" she said from where she knelt in front of me. I felt her tits move away from me and then her hand around my fat shaft. She pulled me toward her while Tessa tried to rinse the soap from my hair, Rachel rubbing my head between her lips and then pushing herself back onto my shaft. I didn't need to see to know what to do. I started to rock my hips, pushing in and out of her hot, wet pussy, slapping my body against her big, round ass. Each stroke made a loud slap as we drove together, pumping my cock into her. Tessa finally got my head rinsed and I could open my eyes and look down at Rachel's back, her huge tits swinging wildly under her, appearing and disappearing as they made huge circles under her bent body.
Tessa continued to stand behind me, bent enough to not inhibit me from stroking into Rachel but still feel her firm tits and hard nipples pressed to my back. She reached around me and let her hands stroke up and down my body, her fingertips teasing me and occasionally pausing at my nipples to stroke over and around them. "Go ahead. Cum in her hot, wet pussy. You know you want to. You want to fill her hot black cunt with your cum, don't you? Just listen to her. She's loving your cock. Think how much more she's going to love having your cum pumping into her, wet cunt. God, it looks so sexy sliding in and out of her, your white cock and her black pussy? Oh yeah. I bet this is the first black pussy you've ever fucked, isn't it?".
"No. I've done one other," I answered, unable to help but notice that her accent had slipped a little and she was using much more complete sentences now. "What happened to your accent?"
"Ahhhh. You find secret to my slut personality? You like this better, yes? Maybe we make sure her black pussy really enjoys fucking you give it!" She stepped around Rachel and sat on the floor in front of her. She leaned back and stuck her head under her, reaching for one of Rachel's tits and capturing it. I couldn't help but be even more turned on as I watched her suck Rachel's nipple and listened to moans it generated in both of them. I pumped even faster into Rachels sopping wet depths, my excitement growing with each passing moment.
"Oh shit! Lick my pussy, you nasty little slut. You wanna play, get your face under there and lick my pussy while he fucks me. If you're lucky you might even get what you're hoping for."
"What's that?" I asked breathlessly as Tessa slipped even further under Rachel.
"OH FUCK YES! OH GOD! GONNA MAKE ME COME DOING THAT!" Rachel screamed. "OHHHHHHH GOD! Come for me! Come in my pussy. I wanna feel you come when I do! Ohhhhh shit. Here it comes, baby. You want it you little slut? Here it comes!" I continued to pump my cock into her as Rachel shook and jerked. I knew she was climaxing, but I could only guess what was happening under her. "That's it, baby. Come for me. Please come for me!"
"Uh huh," was all I could say as my body rose to the tipping point. I jerked and jammed my cock hard into her pussy as I gushed what cum was left into her depths. I stood there, holding her hips, holding my cock as deep in her spasming pussy as I could. I felt something on my balls, startling me for a moment until I realized that Tessa was licking Rachel's and my cum from her pussy and my balls.
I stood there until my dick slipped out of Rachel and then felt Tessa's hand on my ass, holding me from pulling away while she licked and sucked my shrinking cock. She licked and teased me, and then, when it was clear there was nothing left to get, she turned her attention to Rachel. She pushed me back a bit, back under the water behind me, leaving her seated on the floor between Rachel's legs, still bent over. Tessa began to lick Rachel's pussy, licking deep between her lips, licking my cum out of her pussy as she stroked and fingered Rachel's clit, causing her orgasm to rise to another surprisingly quick climax, her pussy pumping several gushes of juice out onto Tessa. Rachel's cum ran down Tessa's chest, down to her pussy, as she sat there and licked every bit of Rachel's and my cum she could. She finally got out from between Rachel's legs and then stood in front of me, grinning. She squirted soap on her chest and pulled my hands to her tits.
I knew what she wanted, and the three of us rubbed all over each other's bodies, and between each other's legs, until Tessa declared we were all clean again. We turned off the water and then headed downstairs, all of us still dripping wet. I paused on the way to the back door to look at my wife, her hands no longer restrained, Ron standing between her still-restrained legs, pumping his cock in and out of her while she twisted on the table to stroke and suck Tony's short, fat dick. I could see that she had at least half a dozen loads crusting on her body and face, and it looked like Tony was going to add another any second.
Ellie and Suzane were already out in the tub, and Rachel pulled me by the hand, taking my attention back from looking at Mandy. Somehow it didn't bother me as much seeing her covered in other guys' cum while she worked to get another load added to it. Ellie had promised me that Ron would make sure she wasn't hurt, and it looked to me like she was enjoying what was being done. I had to focus on where I was going as Rachel dragged me by the hand out into the cold. We all ran to the hot tub and climbed in, joining Suzan and Ellie. It didn't take the girls long to swap around so Ellie and Suzan were with me while Rachel and Tessa relaxed in the hot swirling water.
"Well, are you having fun?"
"Actually, I am."
"Less stressed about Mandy?"
"Yeah. I guess it's what she wanted. She seems to be enjoying it."
"I think they'll be done soon. I don't know that the guys can get it up too many more times."
"Yeah, I know the feeling."
"About used up?"
"For the moment," I said.
Ellie leaned in to me and kissed me softly. "You'll just have to owe me one, then."
"I think I can arrange to pay you back. Just say when and where."
"Trust me, I will."
We cuddled in the water for a while before anyone said anything again. "Tell me, I heard what Bob did, and what Mandy did in return. Do you think he learned his lesson?"
"I think he learned something, but I don't know if he learned his whole lesson. I don't know if you can fix selfish."
"We're having a new years party. Yes, one of those kind. We want you to come, but we were thinking about inviting Jennifer and Bob. Do you think he could handle it?"
"As long as the other women don't care about getting off."
"Oh trust me, they do. And if he fires off and doesn't help them, I suspect he's going to find himself on a penalty table."
"Yeah, you said that's what it is. What would he do there?"
"Oh, not that one. That's the ladies' table. There's a men's version too." She said with a crooked little grin.
"What gets you on the penalty table?"
"Well, you can be voted onto it. Once an hour there's a chance to nominate someone for the table, man or woman. If you get nominated, there's a vote and if you get elected to the table, you get strapped down and for the next hour you're available for anyone to have sex with you. And, by the way, you're blindfolded, so you don't even know who it is."
"And you get nominated for?"
She grinned a little. "Being too selfish is one way."
"Are there other ways?"
"Hurting someone, or doing something they forbid. Like sticking it in their ass if they don't consent. Being on the table doesn't mean you HAVE to have someone have sex with you. Someone could choose to use a toy on you, or everyone could decide to leave you alone and not touch you at all."
"Have you ever been on the table?"
"Once."
"What did you do wrong?"
"We ran out of wine." She giggled. "They tried to get me to squirt enough to fill a wine glass.
"Did they succeed?"
"They did, actually. It was... interesting. Oh, looks like they gave up. I just saw Ron take your wife to the bathroom for a shower."
"Does that mean we have to get out?"
"Nope. It means everyone can get in," she said as Allen, Victor and Tony walked out to the tub. In a few moments they were all in, lounging with their wives. Ellie made introductions and then we waited for Mandy and Ron. They walked out and Mandy didn't get in the tub, instead standing in the cold, waiting for me to get out. I did and we dried off using towels stacked on a table in the house. We dressed without a word and I took her home.
"Were you okay with this?" she asked as we drove home, not looking at me while she waited for me to answer.
"Mostly. It took a while to stop worrying about you. I guess you enjoyed it?"
"I feel like someone drove a truck through my pussy, but otherwise it was okay. It wasn't as fun as I'd expected."
"No? In what way?"
"Well, after about three orgasms I couldn't get off nearly as fast as the guys. I mean, they were coming all over me, and yes, before you ask, in me a few times, but I just couldn't get off fast enough. I ended up coming only about every two or three guys. It just wasn't as good as sex with you."
"I see."
"Did you enjoy yourself?" she asked, finally looking over at me.
"It was different."
Did you come for all of them?"
"I still owe Ellie."
"Only three? I'm surprised."
"It was good sex, but it was almost too much too fast, you know?"
"Yeah, I do know."
"I think if we keep the numbers down, in an couples kind of thing, I don't think I'll be as worried about you being with another guy, as long as you don't ask me to have sex with you after he fills you."
"You mean as long as you're banging his wife at the same time?"
"Yeah, that's sorta what I mean. Couple swapping. I think if you wanna do that, I can handle that. But I don't think I want to find out you've been having sex behind my back and not telling me, or sneaking off for secret rendezvous or anything. I think those would be detrimental to us."
"I agree. I feel the same way. But if Jen comes over, how do you tell her no?"
"I just have to."
"I doubt you can."
"I'll find a way."
"I don't think you need to. If she wants a quickie, give her one. That goes for Veronica too, as long as you don't mind if I try out Greg."
"You really wanna have sex with him?"
She grinned. "I wanna drain his balls one time so that when he's peeking at us in the bedroom he'll know what he's missing. Nothing too fancy, just letting him get it out in the yard when I'm gardening or something. Maybe lying out tanning. Wouldn't mind him coming over and oiling me up and accidentally sticking it in me."
"I suppose if I'm giving Veronica a taste, you have the right to give him a taste too."
"That's the way I see it."
"So, since we can't plan that, tell after the fact?"
"Seems reasonable. But no strangers, period. No going to the store and banging a sales girl or any of that kind of shit. At least, not unless I'm with you. That might be different."
"I agree. No strangers."
"I do have a request, though."
"Yeah?"
"My friend Trish. If there's time for her to get out this way, would you do her?"
"If you want me to."
"Dunno if there's time or even desire to come this way. Just have to wait and see. It's a long way to travel in her condition."
I nodded in understanding.



        Wedding Day Disaster

        Sometimes love is right next door and you don't even know.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/wedding-day-disaster

Title: Wedding Day Disaster

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Romance

Description: Sometimes love is right next door and you don't even know.

Tags: wedding




Authors note: Thanks to ChiefHal for his proofreading assistance.
I crept down the stairs in the near total darkness, just enough light, from the few lights in the air B&B, to let me find Jen's room. She was supposed to sneak up to my room almost half an hour ago, after my best friend and best man had snuck out to keep her sister busy. We'd barely had time to see each other all week, her parents keeping her busy and away from me. Her mom still thought that we weren't having sex, but the reality was, we slept together more nights than not. We had different apartments, and she kept a few things at mine, but not much.
It had been a difficult two years since a rough breakup and then my accidental trip over Jennifer in a store. Since that day the two of us had grown to love each other, more than I could ever put to words, and tomorrow we would share words that would cement that for the rest of our lives. I padded barefoot to the door of her room and reached for the knob. I heard moaning inside, and then a very distinct female gasp. There was no mistaking that type of gasp. I'd heard it almost every time I pushed into Jen's hot, wet pussy. The rhythmic slapping that began as I stood and listened, that I could just make out through the closed door, was also unmistakable.
I pushed the door open quickly and fumbled for the light switch. When the lights came on, we were all temporarily blinded, but me a little less so, since I closed my eyes just as I flipped the switch on. I shaded my eyes and opened them, seeing what I expected and what I hoped I wouldn't see. "JEN! WHAT THE FUCK!?" I shouted, as I stared at my bride to be, laying on the bed nude, my best man on his hands and knees between her legs. Alex's head jerked around and he looked at me through slitted eyes. "Jen!? Fuck no. Julie!"
I stared at him for several seconds and then stepped toward the bed. I reached for Jen's hand and jerked it up and held it between us. "NO! Jen. See the ring mark?" I snapped at him. I jerked her arm harder, rolling her slightly under him. "And her tattoo?" I asked, looking at the small three dots tattooed on her shoulder that her dad had put on her, shortly after she was born, so he could tell his twins apart.
"Shit! I didn't know. I thought it was Julie. She said to meet her here!" He said, pushing himself away from my wife-to-be, his dick glistening with her juices.
I looked down at Jen and shook my head. "How the fuck could you do this? I thought you loved me! That you wanted to marry me! Now I find you cheating on me, with my best friend of all people? How the fuck could you?" I snapped angrily at her, before turning and walking out of the room. Lights all over the house were turning on as I half ran, half stomped up the stairs to my bedroom. I only had on a pair of shorts, but that wasn't going to matter. I found my shoes and pulled them on and began throwing my stuff into my suitcase haphazardly. No way I was staying here another minute.
"Hey man! I didn't know!" Alex said, as he walked into the room. "Julie said to meet her down there, so Jen could come up and be with you."
"Yeah, right!" I snapped. "I really believe that!"
"You should! It's true." Julie said from the doorway. I turned to look at my bride's identical twin, anger still roiling hotly inside me.
"Yeah, and what? Somehow, Jen just accidently ended up with in bed with my best friend?"
"Accidentally? Not even. It was completely planned. She was going to fuck Alex and I was going to come to your room and fuck you. Only thing was, I fell asleep."
"You think I wouldn't figure out it wasn't her?" I snapped.
She held her hand up and wiggled her fingers, showing me that she had on the engagement ring. "You'd have never known."
"Right. You think I don't know my own fiancé?"
She laughed. "You haven't before."
I stopped what I was doing and stared at her. "What the fuck do you mean I haven't before? Before what?"
"You think this is the first time we've swapped partners? Not hardly. We've been swapping boyfriends since high school."
"Julie! NO!" I heard Jen snap from the hallway. Then she was pulled back and Jen stepped into the doorway. I just stood and stared at her, waiting for her to speak. "This was going to be the last time," she whispered.
"The last time? How many times were there?"
"With you? A few."
I stood there and nodded. "A few? HOW MANY?"
"Fifteen," she whispered.
"What the hell? Tell me you're joking. You really did this other times? Why the hell would you do that? Why would you even think about doing that?"
"It's not you. We never meant to hurt anyone."
"Well, you sure as hell did!"
She stepped to me and laid a hand on my arm and I shrugged it off, still staring at her angrily. "We started it as a joke. We'd swap boyfriends on dates and see if they could tell. They never could. After high school we just kept doing it. It was kind of a challenge."
"To what? Humiliate your boyfriends?"
"NO! At first it was to see if they could tell. Then it turned into something else. To see whose boyfriend fucked better. We compared how they were in bed."
"Oh great. Now I'm being compared against your other boyfriends? Well, I hope the hell I stacked up, because there won't be another chance." I said turning back to throwing stuff in my suitcase. "Because I'm gone."
"NO! Stop! PLEASE!" She said, reaching out to grab my arm and pull me to face her again.
"Why, so you can humiliate me some more? Maybe talk me into walking down that aisle so everyone can laugh at the guy that had his fiancé fuck his best friend the night before his wedding? Not happening. I'm done. Have a good life!" I angrily shouted at her, as I tried to close the suitcase.
"KEN! Please! Let me fix this!"
I turned to stare at her. "Fix this? Fix what? Trust? Fix trust? How do you fix trust? How to you erase the horror of seeing your best friend, fucking your soon-to-be wife? Do you have any idea how that feels?"
"No, I don't." She answered quietly. "But I can guess. This was going to be the last time. She wanted to have sex with you one more time."
"And just how many times did we have sex? Since I have no way to tell you apart. I thought the tattoo was good enough, apparently not."
"Sharpie," Julie said from the bedroom door. "Three dots, with a sharpie is all it takes. We used to fool dad that way too."
"Great! You can masquerade for each other. Nice to know. So just how many times did you fake me out?"
"Once for each time she fucked my boyfriend." Julie said with a smug grin. "And not one of them, boyfriend or you, knew it had happened."
"And how many times is that, really? Fifteen is it? Are you sure? How do I know? It could be twenty or fifty for all I know. Not that it really matters at this point."
"Fifteen, well sixteen would have been tonight." Julie said, with a shrug.
"Fifteen!? You pulled this on me fifteen times? WHY!?" I asked, looking past Jen to her sister.
"Because I wanted to know if my boyfriends stacked up to you." Julie said, as she stepped into the room, still wearing the tiny little nightgown that I'd actually given to Jen, some time back. "Besides, you're a damn good fuck. How could I resist?"
"Stacked up to me? In bed? Seriously? You did this...to see if your boyfriend stacked up to me sexually? That is sooooo fucking screwed up! I hope you have fun doing it to the next guy you date."
"You were always the best to me." Jen said quietly. "It wasn't because I was looking, it was because she was looking for someone like you."
"Well, I hate to say it, but neither of you gets me now." I said, as I turned back to the suitcase and zipped it closed.
"You can't leave. It's the middle of the night." Jen said, in a desperate attempt to get me to stay, her hand reaching out and grabbing my arm.
"I don't care. I'm not about to sleep here, let alone stay here one minute longer than I have to. I loved YOU, Jen. I loved you more than anyone else in the world. You betrayed that, not once, but fifteen, no sixteen times. I don't see any way to go back from that." I snapped, as I picked up my suitcase.
"I want to try! I don't want to lose you!"
"Not lose me? Honey, you lost me the moment I walked into that bedroom and saw him between your legs. There is no way BACK from that! There's no undoing it, no changing it, no erasing how it felt in that moment, to see the person you loved; betraying that love and trust in a way that can never be undone." I pulled her hand off my arm and walked out the door, shoving Julie out of the way, when she tried to step in front of me.
"It wasn't her idea! It was mine!" Julie shouted, as I walked down the stairs.
"Doesn't matter anymore." I called back, without even looking back.
---o---
It was still early morning, when I pulled into the parking lot of my apartment. It was probably the longest walk of my life, up the stairs to my apartment. The last time I made this walk, this long, was after Suzanne broke up with me. I dropped my suitcase on the floor and walked to my bedroom and flopped onto the bed. Then I did something, that I'd only done one other time, since I was as small child. I cried until I was so exhausted, that I couldn't help but fall asleep.
It was mid-morning on Saturday, my supposed wedding day, before I pulled myself out of bed. I ate some toast, before I dropped onto the sofa in the living room, wishing I'd never met Jennifer. I didn't much feel like doing anything. I turned on the TV to some old western and sat staring at it, not really paying attention to it at all. My life was in the dumpster. Nothing could fix what happened, and nothing could change my life from the dumpster fire it had just become. Today, was supposed to be the beginning of the rest of my life. Now, it felt like I'd been thrown into a pit of hopelessness.
The knock on the sliding glass door startled me. I looked over and standing on my balcony was my neighbor, Marsha. She was a pleasant enough person. Surprisingly athletic for her size, which accounted for how she managed to get onto my second-floor balcony from hers, next door. She had a very sweet disposition, and was often flirty and playful, but only if I was alone. She didn't have a lot of male friends, mostly I suppose, because she wasn't playboy material. She was a bit on the heavier side with plenty of curves, sort of plain, short brown hair. Not anything particularly special. She'd lived next to me for three years now, and had been a good friend through the last breakup, and now this. I'd invited her to the wedding, but she had declined, saying that the last thing Jennifer needed was to have her there on her wedding day. I never understood why, and she wouldn't explain more.
"What are you doing home?" She asked, as I opened the sliding glass door for her. "You're supposed to be getting married right about now, aren't you?"
"Was..." I answered sullenly, as she stepped into the kitchen area. I left the door open and walked back to the sofa, flopping down on it where I had been.
"So, wanna share?" She asked, as she walked into the living room.
"Why? Not much to say, I'm here. Obviously not getting married."
"Obviously. Wanna tell me why?" She asked, as she sat down next to me.
"Not really."
"Might help. It's easier than crying again." She said softly. I jerked my head to look at her in surprise. "These walls aren't that thick. I've always been able to hear what's going on in your bedroom."
"Oh. Well, now you know what kind of man I am."
"I do. A very hurt, very sensitive man, that just had something terrible go on in his life." I looked at her, shrugged and looked back at the TV again. "So, what happened?" she pressed.
"I caught her having sex with my best man." I answered quietly. She sat silently, clearly waiting for me to continue. I wasn't sure I wanted to. "Seems that she and her twin sister, have been swapping guys since high school. Last night Jen was supposed to come to my room and Alex was going to go down and have sex with her sister, but they swapped. When Jen didn't show up, I went down to their room and found her with Alex between her legs. He thought he was fucking Julie, but it was really Jen." I said, my voice trailing off to a whisper.
I felt her hand on my shoulder, rubbing gently. "I've heard of twins doing that, but I never thought she was that kind of girl. All the interactions I've had with her seemed pretty straight forward."
"Well, apparently this wasn't the first time. They have some arrangement, that they swap boyfriends, so since I've known her, Jen has actually cheated on me fifteen times. At least that's how many times she'd admit to. Might be more for all I know. But the worst part was, they say this was going to be the last time. If I hadn't walked in on them, I'd have never known. I'd have lived on in our lives, believing a lie. I wasn't supposed to ever know."
"Oh God, I'm so sorry." She whispered. She rubbed my shoulder and then hooked her arm around my shoulders and gently pulled on me. I flopped over on the sofa, ending up laying partly on her lap, her arms wrapped around me as she leaned her head down to softly kiss me on the head. "I know this isn't what you want to hear, but at least you found out now, and not after."
"Part of me wishes I never found out. I would have been fine, not ever knowing." I whispered.
"But would you have? What would happen if it ever came out? You'd have found out you were living with someone so dishonest. Could you keep living with her that way?"
"I don't know. Right now, I don't know anything."
"Your phone is ringing." She said softly.
"So? It's probably just Jen again."
"She's already tried to call?"
"About a dozen times. Along with my parents and Alex. I'm not in the mood to talk to anyone."
She pushed me off her lap enough to slip out from under me. She walked to my bedroom and came back with my phone, which was ringing again, the caller ID declaring that it was Jen. "Answer it." She said, "hiding from her isn't going to solve anything."
"I don't want to talk to her."
"So, just listen. She clearly wants to try and patch this up, or she wouldn't be calling over and over."
"I don't know that I want it patched up. I don't know how to ever trust her again."
"I see." She said, as the phone beeped to tell that there was a voice message. She stuck the phone in front of my face to unlock it.
"Honey. Please answer. I don't want to lose you. I do love you. I love you more than I can ever tell you. I want to fix this. I want to find a way to make us work. I have to find a way to make you understand that I do love you. Please answer so we can talk! Please! I'll do anything, and I do mean anything, to show you that you're more important than anyone else in my life. Please my love. Please talk to me."
"Sounds like she's pretty determined to try and make it up to you. Don't you think, she should have a chance?"
"To what? Humiliate me again?"
"No, you heard her. To make it up to you. If you love her, if you really do love her, can't you find it in your heart to at least hear her out?"
"I don't know that there's anything she can do to make it up to me. How do you make up to someone for cheating on them, not once, but fifteen times?"
"I don't know, but you can at least hear her out, right? I mean, before you give up. You know how you were last time. Do you want to go through that again? Do you want to go down that road again?"
"Not really." I admitted.
"Then hear her out."
"You really think there's anything she can say, that will take away the pain she made me feel?"
"No, I don't, but that doesn't mean she doesn't feel pain as well. If she's in love with you, truly in love, then she's feeling it every bit as much as you are right how. Come on. I'll dial her and you can at least hear her out."
"If you think she has anything to say worthwhile, you call her."
"Okay. I will." She answered, as she pressed the call button. "Hi, Jennifer? This is Marsha, Ken's neighbor? Yeah. No. I'm just here because, well, he wasn't supposed to be here today, so I figured something happened... Yeah, he told me what happened... Yes, pretty hard... He isn't really sure he wants to talk to you... See you? I don't know... He doesn't seem to think there's much you can do to change what happened. He's hurt by what you did and doesn't think he can ever trust you again... I understand, but... You really think... Well, I can't make sure he's here without tying him up... Funny... Okay, I'll do what I can... Three hours... Okay. Bye."
"You told her she could come?"
"I did. I think you should at least hear her out. You have a lot invested in this relationship. You want to throw it away without giving her at least one final shot?"
"What difference does it make? She can't fix this."
"She thinks she can try. I think you should at least hear her out. Come on. Get up and go get cleaned up."
"What for?"
"You want to meet her looking like this? I thought you were worried about her humiliating you again. Well, if you see her looking like you do right now, well, you can imagine what she'll think. Come on, let's get you cleaned up and dressed." She said, reaching for my hand and pulling on it.
"I don't want to. You go shower and dress."
"I'm already dressed, but you aren't."
"I don't even want to see her."
"Ken, do you want me to be here with you? You don't have to meet her alone, if you don't want. All you have to do is ask."
I looked at her, "you'd stay here with me?"
"Trust me, I won't leave. If you ask me to stay," she whispered.
"Alright. I'm asking. I don't want to face her alone."
"Then I'll be right here for you. Now come on, let's get you up." She said, pulling on my hand harder again. I let her pull me, and then got up. She walked backwards, pulling me toward the bedroom and then the bathroom. She let go of my hands and started to turn on the shower in the tub. I sat down on the toilet seat as she reached in and adjusted the water temperature, turning around to face me again, once she was satisfied. "Come on, into the shower." When I just sat there, she reached for my hands again and pulled, standing me up. "I'll step outside and you can get undressed. You can't shower if you're still wearing shorts."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why bother stepping outside?" I said with a frown, reaching down to push my shorts down. They slid down my legs and I stepped out of them, leaving me completely naked in front of her.
"Oh, well, um, sure, okay then. Well, let's get you into the shower." She said as she looked down at my flaccid dick and reached for the shower curtain. She pulled it back and reached for my hand.
"You're blushing," I said, as I let her pull my hand toward the shower.
"Well, I wasn't expecting this. Not that I mind. But I just wasn't...um, wasn't expecting to see you naked."
"Not like it matters. I'm done with women, I'm done with sex. I'm done with anything to do with relationships!" I said, as I let her coax me into the shower.
"Come on. You don't really mean that."
"Marsha, you know why I broke up with my last girlfriend, the one before Jen?"
"Yeah, I do." She whispered. "But just because it didn't work out with her, doesn't mean that you give up on all women."
"You're absolutely right, I mean, so far, I've only been dumped by a woman who decided she'd rather be a lesbian, and fell in love with a serial cheater. I'm sure there's something else I can be humiliated by if we think about it long enough. Clearly, I'm not anything special. Nothing to write home about. Not even good enough to want to keep screwing!" I said as she helped me step into the shower and then pulled the curtain closed for me.
"That's not fair. You're a kind, gentle, considerate man. You're not bad looking and I'm sure you're more than ample in bed."



"How would you know that?" I asked, as I stood under the water.
"Trust me Ken, I've heard... I've heard you two in the middle of the night, lots of times. It didn't sound at all like you weren't adequate."
"Which is why she had to cheat on me? Why Crystal turned lesbian? Because I'm so good in bed?"
The curtain pushed back and Marsha stepped into the shower. "Well, since you're done with women and sex, you won't mind if I share your shower then." She said nonchalantly. She wasn't slender but her body looked firm and toned. Her breasts were big, even bigger than Jen's, looking like two huge, cream-colored teardrops hanging on her chest. Her areolae were light brown and easily three inches or more across with a large protruding nipple, pointing slightly upward, toward me. Her stomach was surprisingly firm looking, even though it was somewhat rounded. Her thighs were heavy, but toned and pressed together, partly hiding her pussy, also somewhat hidden by the brown curls on her mound. I didn't have too long to look and she was stepping toward me, pressing her tits to my chest and wrapping her arms around me. She turned me in the shower, putting herself under the water. She tilted her head back and let the water run through her hair, as her pelvis pressed against my suddenly hardening dick, and her tits pressed to my chest as she held us together. "There." She said, stepping toward me, pushing me back with her chest. She turned us again, pushing me under the water again, before she stepped back. "You have some soap?"
"Uh. Sure." I answered, reaching for the bottle of old spice body wash. I handed it to her and she grinned at me.
"Thanks." She said, as she opened the bottle and squirted several long lines of soap across her chest. She handed the bottle back, and then began to rub the soap around her chest. Her hands roamed over and around both big soft tits, lifting and mushing them with her hands, letting her fingers circle her hard nipples and then stroked across her, now rigid, nipples. One hand slid down her body, over her firm stomach, stroking side to side and in circles to spread the soap. Her hand moved lower and lower until it was soaping the matt of curls on her mound. Her hand moved even lower, moving down to her crotch, her fingers curling between her legs as she began to rub her pussy. "You gonna wash, or just stare at me?"
"Uh, yeah..." I grunted, shaking myself from staring at her. I squirted some of the soap onto my hand and set the bottle aside. I started to rub my hands around my chest and down my body, while I watched her stroking herself, clearly teasing her own body. I stared at her hands, cupping both her pussy and her tits as she washed herself, her fingers now clearly more intended to tease herself than wash herself. As I watched her, my hands moved all the way down to my dick and wrapped around it, even without thinking about it.
She stepped a little closer to me and reached out for my wrist with the hand that had been between her legs. She gently coaxed my hand from my dick and then slid her fingers down until her fingers were hooked in mine. She pulled my hand toward her, drawing it closer to her pussy, as she stepped, small shuffling steps, to bring our bodies closer together. "Maybe you'd rather stroke this than yourself?" She whispered softly, pressing the back of my fingers on her curl covered mound. "I mean, since it doesn't much matter anymore, you not being interested in sex or anything. Maybe you just help me wash and I'll help you wash?"
I felt her hand close around my dick and then the other hand moved from her breasts, down to join the first. She let her big soft tits rub side to side on my chest, dragging her nipples back and forth across my chest as her two hands stroked the length of my dick, one sliding all the way up over my engorged mushroom head. Almost automatically I rolled my hand over and slipped my fingers between her thighs, feeling her hot wet pussy lips. She didn't have any protruding inner lip, but her full, round outer lips were definitely shaved down between her legs. I let my middle finger slip between her hot lips. She moaned softly and her hands gripped my shaft a little tighter, as my fingertip stroked over her clit.
"Mmmmmmm. Just keep doing that," she whispered, as I lifted my other hand and cupped one of her big tits. She twisted her body a little, to give my hand more room; allowing me to cup the huge, soft orb and stroke my thumb across her rigid nipple.
I felt her hands push my dick down, aiming it at her pussy as she began to rock her hips, pushing them to and fro, as if trying to stroke herself on my shaft, that was still inches away from her pussy. My finger pressed and stroked over and around her hard clit, as her breathing became more ragged. "Oh fuck, gonna come! Make me come for you." She whispered, as she stroked my dick in time with her hip thrusts, making it almost like we were having sex, without my dick actually being inside her. "OH!" she squeaked, as her body started to tremble. "Oh God, gonna come!" She squeaked, her body starting to bend over slightly as if she were going to double over. I continued to stroke her clit, moving my finger faster and changing my grip on her tit so I could squeeze and twist her nipple. "OH FUCK!" She cried, as her body jerked in front of me. I felt and watched her tremble and shake, as her climax washed over her, her hands on my dick having stopped moving, just holding me as her climax ran its course.
As her body began to soften, the shudders, now occasional trembles, she began to stroke my dick again. She held it, aiming it at her pussy as she stroked me faster, her fingers rubbing under my head across that sensitive spot. I felt the warmth and tingle spread, and despite my best efforts to ignore it, my body responded in the only way it knew how. I jerked hard, my cock shooting gush after gush of cum, out at her, as she let me rest my chest against hers. I felt her stiffen a moment and realized that i was squeezing her nipple harder than I expected, and I let go of it, letting my arm wrap around her and pull her chest tightly to mine. Her hands moved from my cock and I felt them circle around my waist and rest on my ass, pulling us together down there as well. I felt my surging cock slip into the gap of her thighs, her soft skin and her pussy lips pressing against me as my hips automatically tried to stroke in and out of the soft confines. I felt my cock pump at least four more good, hard shots of cum between her thighs, before we were both left, wrapped around each other, panting for breath.
"You know," she whispered. "For someone who wasn't interested in ever having sex again, you managed to come an awful lot."
"Sorry. I didn't mean to...you know."
"I do know. I intended it. I wanted to show you that life and intimacy don't have to end, just because one person betrayed your trust."
"But why? I mean, we've been neighbors for years."
"I know we have," she whispered, "but now isn't the time for that discussion. You need to think about your relationship with Jennifer. You need to think about what it would take to patch that up, to make it work for you."
"Why? Why are you doing this?" I asked, in a whisper.
She was silent for long seconds. "If I have to tell you, then you won't understand." She whispered, as she pushed back from me. "Now, let's get this soap and cum rinsed off, shall we? Can't have your finance showing up and us still being in the shower together, can we?"
"She won't be here for a couple hours." I said, not quite ready to let go of her yet. I didn't understand why, but holding her against me, feeling her soft body against mine was soothing, and right now, soothing was a good thing. "Just let me hold onto you a little while longer."
"Alright," she whispered, pressing herself against me, her arms around me. Her hands idly stroked up and down my back, from my bare butt to my neck, her fingers slowly caressing my back and spine. Her touch was every bit as soothing, as the crush of her tits against my chest, as they moved up and down with our breathing. I felt my dick soften and shrink enough to pull from the tight gap of her thighs, and felt her sigh.
"I think the water's getting cold," she whispered.
"Yeah, it is." I agreed, reaching behind me to turn it off. Reluctantly I let go of her. She pushed the curtain open and reached for the only towel. She handed it to me and stood in the tub next to me, still dripping. I turned to face her and then began to dry her off, wiping her body from her neck down taking time and care to lift each of her big breasts to dry them and under them, before working down further. She stepped one foot up onto the edge of the tub to let me dry between her legs. I squatted down to dry her legs and between them, at the same time, getting a very good look at her pussy. The curls on her mound were actually much more neatly trimmed into a wide triangle, the bottom of which ended at the top of her full round lips. She indeed, did not have any inner labia protruding from between the creamy outer lips. I could also smell the scent of her arousal over the scent of the Old Spice body wash. I reached between her legs with my fingers and gently stroked her lips, drawing some moisture from between them across their soft smooth surface.
"I don't think you want to do that," she whispered huskily.
"No?"
"Not unless you want something more to happen than just did. I didn't actually intend to have sex with you, just try to show you that you weren't really done having sex yet."
"You telling me you don't want to have sex with me?"
She reached down to my arms and coaxed me to stand up. "Ken, I don't want you to have any illusions here. Would I like to have sex with you? Yes. But right now, you need to focus on Jennifer. If you really love her, having sex with me would only complicate things. It'd only be jilted sex. Not a good thing, and not how I want it to be when I do it with you."
"You really want to have sex with me," I asked quietly?
She shook her head and stepped out of the tub. She began pulling on her t-shirt before she answered. "I think I should go home. I'm just going to complicate things for you."
I stepped out of the tub after her and reached out for her arm. I stopped her before she could pull the shirt over her head. "You promised to stay with me while she's here. You're not going to break your word, are you?" I asked softly, knowing that I was putting her in a no-win situation. Truth was, I didn't want her to leave at that moment. It was comforting to have her here, and right now, I needed that, even if my emotions were all screwed up right now.
"I'll stay, on one condition."
"And that is?"
"That you don't let what you think I might be feeling, affect your decisions. You're in love with Jennifer. I know, I've seen it, and I've heard it. She loves you more than you might realize. She made a mistake. Don't throw everything away, without at least giving her a chance. I can tell you from experience, that if you do, you'll regret it for the rest of your life."
I looked at her for long seconds. From her words I could tell she went through something traumatic and felt like she didn't give, whoever it was, a chance and regrets it now. And she's still single now. Those two could be easily added up. I took a deep breath and nodded. "Alright, I'll do the best I can to give her a chance, but I don't know how she thinks she can fix this."
"I don't either, but you need to hear her out." She whispered. I let go of her arm and she pulled the shirt on. Only then did I realize that she'd not had a bra on when she came over, and I hadn't even realized it. She pulled her shorts on next, now having put on everything she had worn to my house. I suddenly wondered how often she'd come over with almost nothing on, and I hadn't even noticed? She walked out of the bathroom, leaving the door open, as she retreated to the living room.
I dried off and dug out some clean clothes, well, sort of. I pulled on a pair of workout shorts and a t-shirt. Not exactly dressing up, but then, I didn't much think that Jen deserved it, at the moment. By the time I came out of the bedroom, Marsha was in the kitchen making something to eat. I sat at the table and watched her move around, her big tits wiggling under the shirt each time she shifted her weight. How had I never noticed, that she was actually a pretty, nice looking woman? I mean, she wasn't Playboy. She was built stout, but wasn't fat. "Do you jog a lot?" I finally asked, watching her clearly muscular legs moving.
"Some." She replied with a shrug.
"You definitely work out though."
"Sort of." She said, again, avoiding the conversation. "Jen should be here soon. I said I'd stay, but if you two start to patch things up, I'll just slip out, okay?"
"No. Not okay. I don't see any way she's going to patch anything up. No, I want you to stay while she's here."
"And you think that if I leave that she's going to try to seduce you into sex again?"
"Something like that."
"And that'd be a bad thing?"
"It'd be just heaping more humiliation on me."
She paused to look at me and shook her head. "I don't see how a woman that is in love with you, making love to you, is adding humiliation."
"Her sister slept with me over a dozen times, and I couldn't even tell! That's humiliating."
"Really? You couldn't tell identical twins apart, and that's humiliating? I'd be willing to bet, that if you were blindfolded, you couldn't tell Jen's kiss from any other woman."
"Sure, I could!"
"Um. Over a dozen times the answer was no, since you were kissing her sister, in the dark. So, you still wanna go with that?"
"Good point. Okay, maybe I couldn't tell. But I would have thought I could tell how they have sex."
"Not if they're intentionally trying to make it the same."
"Okay." I finally agreed.
"Good. Now, I need to go dress in something more appropriate. I don't think you want me meeting your potential wife in something like this."
"Why not? You embarrassed about your tits?"
"No. Trust me, it's a woman thing. I'll be back in a few minutes." She said as she headed to the balcony. I watched her climb on the railing and then slip around the dividing wall that separated her balcony from mine. I suddenly wondered how many times she'd slipped around that way, when I didn't know it.
True to her word, she was back in less than ten minutes, wearing an attractive, navy blue skirt, a cream colored blouse with buttons about half way down the front, and very obviously, a bra. Now all we had to do was wait.
The time estimate seemed to be a little off. It took her almost, three and a half hours, to get here, not arriving until almost three in the afternoon. When she knocked on the door Marsha walked to the door and answered it. The two talked in low tones for a few moments and then Jen walked in, followed by another of the bridesmaids, Clara.
Clara was Jens' best friend, aside from her sister of course. She was a tall willowy blond with a modest size chest, long muscular legs and long blonde hair, fashioned back in a loose braid that extended most of the way to her butt. She had on a very short black, hip hugger style mini skirt and a snug spandex top that left her belly bare and her belly button ring exposed. She looked quite sexy, as compared to Jen, who was, uncharacteristically, wearing a pair of loose-fitting jeans and an equally unflattering t-shirt. At least she wasn't trying to push me to have sex with her again.
Jen walked into the room and stood in front of me, her hands in front of her, clasped so tightly together that I could see the blood draining from her fingers. She looked at the floor for long seconds before she looked up to me. "I know there isn't anything that I can ever say, that would make up for what I did. It was a stupid, childish thing, that I've been letting my sister con me into, over and over again, over the years. It was never meant to hurt you. The first time we did it, it was just swapping boyfriends, like we always did. Usually, we only did it once for a guy, but, well, um, Julie finally admitted that she was getting me to do it with her other boyfriends, just so she'd have a chance to have you again. I guess you sorta knocked her socks off that first time and she wanted more. I'm sorry, I messed up more than I can ever express."
"Yeah, you did. You have no idea how it felt, to walk into that room and realize that it was you and not Julie."
"How did you know? Never mind. It doesn't matter. You did. And it hurt you more than I can ever make up for. But I want to find a way. I don't want to lose you. You're way too important to me, to let it happen without trying to stop it."
"And just how are you going to put that genie back in the bottle?"
"I don't think I ever can. But if you let me, I can try to at least lasso the genie, as you put it."
"How?"
"You said that I didn't know how you felt, you're right. I never actually watched any of my boyfriends having sex with my sister. We usually tried to do it at the same time, so there wasn't any chance of crossing things up. Well, I can at least try and see what you felt, by watching you have sex with my best friend."
I looked at her like she had three heads. "Wait a second. You want me to have sex with your best friend, and somehow that's going to fix this?"
"No, I have no illusion that it'll fix things. But it will at least let me feel something, like what you had to be feeling. Maybe then you'll at least be willing to talk about ways to fix things. I talked to Clara and she agreed to do this. You can have sex with her as many times today and tonight as you want, and I'm not going to do anything else but watch."
I sat there staring at her. I didn't know what to think. She must have taken my silence as a dismissal of the idea. She stepped to me, dropped to her knees and took my hands in hers. "Please Ken. Please, try this. Think of it as revenge sex if you have to. She's going to do her best to rock your world, and I'm going to sit and watch her do it. I know it won't be the same as walking in on you, but it's the best I can do."
"So, once you feel as hurt as I do, how does that fix us?"
"It doesn't, but it at least gives us a level playing field to talk. That'll help, won't it?"
"Sure, along with me fucking fifteen of your friends maybe." I joked.
She looked at me for a moment. "Okay, that's fair. I bet I can talk fifteen of my friends into having sex with you."
"Wait, what? I was just joking!"
"I'm not. You have sex with fifteen of my friends. I had sex with fifteen other guys that you never even knew about. I give you fifteen of my friends for one fuck session each. Then we're even."
"I don't think it works that way."
"Can't it? I mean, that's what you're upset about, isn't it?"
"No. What I'm upset about is that the pussy that was supposed to be mine, for all time, got used by fifteen other guys first."
"Honey. I'd had sex with a number of guys before you came along. And I know you had sex with a number of women before I came along. Why does it matter that those fifteen were after we met?"
"Because once we were going together seriously, there was an expectation of celibacy, aside from each other," I answered.
"And I broke it, I can't unbreak that. I want to, I'd give anything to, but I can't."
"So, your answer is to have your best friend cheat, to fuck me, and how many of your other friends are married and you'd ask them to cheat? I can't even imagine asking my friends to cheat on their wives."
"She's not asking me to cheat." Clara said quickly. "Am I married? Yep. I am. And my husband knows exactly what I'm here to do and why. He's good with it."
I snorted softly. "Right. He just rolled over and said, sure honey, go fuck this other guy. Have fun! Right!"



"Actually, it isn't far from that. He told me he's good with it, because he's getting something from it, that I've refused to give him before."
"Yeah? What's that?"
"A night with three women at once."
"What?"
"I do this, he gets to have Julie and the other two bridesmaids all night. They get the bridal suite and anything they want to do until checkout time tomorrow."
"WHY would you do something like that?"
"Because I love Jen. In some ways, I owe her my life. That's why we're best friends. He understands what Jen means to me and I understand what the cost is. We're adults and it's our choice. The only question is, are you willing to try to let Jen feel, at least some of what you felt, or maybe, still are feeling?"
"I don't know that this fixes a hell of a lot. I mean, there's a hell of a lot of betrayal that I'm feeling. It isn't just the sex, it's realizing that she did what she did, she CHOSE to do that."
"And now she's choosing to sit, and watch me try to rock your world. I'm supposed to give you the biggest, hardest orgasms I can, and encourage you to do the same to me. I can't make you feel like this is your idea, but I can sure as hell make you want to keep doing it all night."
"It's still not the same thing." I said, shaking my head. "It's her idea for you to do this. It wasn't my idea to have her do my best friend or my idea to have my best friend fuck her. It's NOT the same thing."
"So, you're saying that it has to be something that isn't my idea?" Jen asked as she remained kneeling in front of me.
"It has to be something you'd never want to walk in on. Then, maybe, just maybe, you'll feel a little of what I felt."
I could see the gears turning in her head, so to speak. I'll give her credit for at least trying to find a way to make things up, though I had no idea what could possibly do that. "Like a former girlfriend?" She finally asked, looking intently at me.
"Yeah. Something like that." I agreed. "You walking in on me having sex with a former girlfriend would be equivalent. Someone that could still have an emotional attachment and would be a threat to you, to us as a couple."
She looked down at my hands and I could see her almost melt. "I don't know how to do that. How to make that happen." She whispered.
"Does it have to be a former girlfriend?" Clara asked suddenly. Jen looked back at her questioningly. "What about a different potential advisory for his love? Someone else who cares about him, maybe even loves him?"
"Well, I suppose," Jen answered. "But who?"
Clara stepped back and turned to face Marsha, sitting in one of the other chairs in the living room. "I think we actually have that person, I don't see any reason that a woman would, intentionally, sit through something like this unless she cared about Ken."
"No, no, no! Leave me out of this. I'm just his neighbor," Marsha protested.
"Actually, given your body language, and the intensity of your protest, I'd say that you care very much about Ken. Maybe even love him, but haven't told him because you didn't want to mess up his relationship. Am I getting close?" Clara asked.
"Of course not!" she protested again. "I'm just here for moral support."
Clara turned back to look at Jen. "Tell me, how would you feel if you walked in and saw him having sex with her?"
Jen looked at Marsha and then at me. She looked in my eyes for a long time and then looked back at Clara. "I'd be devastated." She whispered.
"Even more than if you walked in on the two of us having sex?"
"Well, yeah. I mean, you'd never do that unless I told you to."
"I wouldn't, and you know that. If you really want to feel that betrayal, I think that's what we do."
"What?" I asked.
"Your neighbor has sex with you. Maybe even the two of us."
"Marsha?" I asked looking past Jen, at Marsha, her face beet red as she blushed. "Is she right? Do you have feelings for me?"
Marsha shrugged coyly and looked down at her hands. "I won't say the idea hasn't appealed to me. After what you went through with...I won't even say her name...After the way you were hurt by her. I kind of got used to being close to you, helping you out."
"And today, in the shower?" I asked. "There was more to it than trying to convince me that I wasn't ready to give up on sex or women."
"Sorta," she whispered.
"In the shower?" Jen asked, looking at me again.
"She forced me to take a shower and clean up before you came, and she got in the shower, naked, with me. We sorta..."
"Had sex?"
"No. We just touched each other. She wanted to convince me that I wasn't ready to give up sex or women."
"Touched each other, as in... played with each other until you came?"
"Yeah." I said with a shrug. "It was a convincing way to make her point."
Jen shook her head and a little smile crept to her lips. "You are such a boy scout. That's actually one of the things I love so much about you. Honey, she wanted to convince you that you weren't ready to give up sex or women, because she was hoping that there was a chance, she might be that next woman. But she didn't want to go all the way, sex wise, as long as there was a chance you'd get back with me."
I looked at Marsha, who wasn't looking at anything but the floor. "Is that true?"
"Sorta." Marsha whispered.
"So, if she asked you to, would you have sex with him and let her watch?" Clara asked her directly.
Marsha looked up at her face, a panicked look spreading across it. "I should leave." She said, standing up.
Clara stepped in front of her to block her way to the door. "Actually, I think you should stay. More than stay, I think you should let me make out with you for a while and then invite Ken to join us and let him do what you've been wishing for, let him fuck you until you come."
"I don't think I could do that." She whispered, but didn't try to move past Clara.
"Couldn't do what? Let him have sex with you? It's what you want, isn't it?"
"I don't think I could make out with another woman," she whispered.
"Are you willing to try? For Ken's sake?" Marsha looked over at me. I could see conflicted emotions in her face, but she finally nodded, without taking her eyes off me. "Alright. I guess we have a plan. I hope you're ready for the hottest night of your life, because I plan on making sure that Ken rocks your world as many times as I can coax him to."
"What about you?" Marsha asked.
"I'll get some from him and some from you. It makes my deal with my husband all the easier. I wasn't looking forward to having to tell Ken he wasn't going to be able to come inside me, but now, well, he can come in you as many times as he wants. The more the better."
Jen looked back at me, her face, clearly panicked. It was almost as if she were begging me to say no. Her lips parted and she whispered, almost silently, "please." I couldn't tell if it was, please do this, or please don't. Clara was right. This could very well make Jen feel what I felt, or at least something close to it. When no one answered, Clara took that as agreement and stepped closer to Marsha. She reached for the top button on Marsha's blouse and then began to undo the buttons. There weren't a lot, only half a dozen, but it allowed the top to spread more than enough to easily fit her head through. Clara reached to her waist and undid the little zipper on the side of the skirt and pushed it down, the navy-blue material sliding down her legs. Clara moved her hands to Marsha's shirt tail and pulled it up, dragging the thin blouse up her body and over her head. She tossed it onto the chair and then reached for Marsha again, stepping closer to reach around her. She unclipped her bra and then gently slipped it off her shoulders, and from between them, leaving her in nothing, but a small white bikini panty.
"Mmmmmm. These look scrumptious," Clara whispered, as she turned Marsha to face Jen and me. She leaned her body over and cupped one of Marsha's tits, sticking her tongue out and flicking it over the fat, rigid nipple. Marsha gasped slightly, as she stood there, letting Clara tease and lick her areola and nipple. It was easy to see that Marsha was getting more than a little turned on, one of her hands gently stroking over her panty covered mound, almost as if she wanted to reach between her legs, but at the same time, was afraid to. In the end, she didn't have to. Clara slipped one hand down to her crotch and began to gently stroke her fingers over and across the small amount of panty covered pussy that wasn't protected by her thighs. In response Marsha's hand went to Clara's head and began to stroke it as she moaned softly in pleasure.
"Your turn," Clara said, after a few more moments, letting go of Marsha and standing upright. She looked over at Jen. "You might as well sit down and get comfortable. This is going to take a very enjoyable while!"
Marsha hesitantly pushed Clara's top up, the spandex rolling up her body to expose more and more of her firm creamy abs and then her breasts. Once free of the restraint of the spandex, her two, now free breasts, formed two grapefruit sized orbs, each sagging slightly down on her chest. Each breast had an oblong shaped, dark pink areola, with a small hard nipple jutting out from the center. Marsha reached for the elastic waist of the hip hugger skirt that Clara had on, and pushed it down over her hips and butt, revealing that she had nothing at all on under it. Her completely shaved mound and pussy lips were exposed in moments as her skirt slid down her long legs. She stepped out of her shoes and the skirt, and then stood in front of Marsha completely nude.
"Go ahead. You can touch, or lick anything you want," Clara whispered.
Marsha looked at her face and then down at her breasts. She reached out and cupped both her soft tits and lifted them slightly while she bent over to bring her face to the level of her breasts. She tentatively reached her tongue out and stroked it over Clara's hard nipple, drawing a pleasurable moan from her lips. "You like that?"
"I do. Tease around it too. Don't be afraid to suck on it either."
Marsha teased her tongue over and around one nipple for long seconds before she opened her mouth and pressed her lips to her breast, engulfing her entire areola. I watched Clara's face as she enjoyed the attentions Marsha was giving her sensitive nipple. She closed her eyes and let her head fall backwards, one hand moving to the back of Marsha's head and the other to one of Marsha's huge tits as it hung down between them. Clara's grip on her breast, seemed to be the trigger she needed to switch breasts, letting go of one with soft slurp before she moved her face to the other.
I felt a hand in my lap and glanced down, finding Jen's fingers gently stroking my growing hardon through the material of my shorts. I tried to ignore it as I looked back at Marsha and Clara. I watched one of Marsha's hands leave Clara's boobs and slip down to her crotch. Clara let out a long low moan as Marsha's fingers slipped between her legs and gently stroked her pussy. They stood like that for several minutes, Marsha sucking and stroking Clara's tits and pussy, while Clara squeezed and massaged Marsha's big tits and nipples. Finally, Clara moved her hands and coaxed Marsha to let her oral grip release, lifting her until she could press their bodies together. She lowered her face to Marsha's, who stood several inches shorter. I watched the two kiss, tentatively, at first, but then with growing passion as they licked and sucked each other's lips. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies as they kissed and Clara finally pushed Marsha's panties down, at least as far as she could reach, which wasn't all that far.
They broke the kiss and Clara began to slowly squat down, kissing her way down Marsha's body while her hands pushed the panties lower and lower. She paused her downward travel to kiss and lick and suck each nipple for several seconds before working her kisses lower again. She worked the panties down Marsha's legs until they'd reached the floor. She coaxed Marsha to step from them and then used her hand to make sure that when she put her foot down again, it was spread well apart of the other. She leaned her face between Marsha's legs, reaching for her pussy with her tongue.
"Oh fuck," Marsha moaned, as Clara apparently connected with where she was headed. I couldn't see it, but I knew what her pussy looked like from earlier, and I could easily imagine what Clara's face looked like, licking that full, round pussy. My dick also could imagine it and was now rock hard in my shorts. I felt Jen move her hand and in moments I felt it slip into the elastic waist band. Her fingers grasped my hardon and began to slowly stroke me inside my pants. I was way too turned on, to stop her at that point and my mind started to think about pulling her onto my lap to fuck her. It never got past the thinking stage, before Clara abruptly pulled her face from Marsha's crotch. Clara stood up, leaned against Marsha to whisper something. Marsha looked over at me and then back to Clara before nodding. The two turned and stepped the dozen or so steps to where I was seated.
Marsha knelt down in front of me and rested her hands on my knees. She slowly stroked her hands up my legs and then my body, finding the waist band of my shorts. "Time to get rid of these." She said softly, as Clara moved around to the other side of Marsha, standing now in front of Jen. Marsha pulled on my shorts, and I lifted myself enough off the sofa to let her pull them and my briefs down, Jen pulling her hand away from my dick now that it was exposed.
"I guess I should move." Jen said quietly, starting to try and get up.
"No, you should just stay where you are," Clara said softly. "You're not going to like me for what I'm going to do, but it's what you made me promise to do."
Marsha pulled my shorts and briefs off my feet and tossed them aside. She lifted herself and climbed onto the sofa, straddling my lap, facing me. She rested her very wet pussy against my raging hardon for long seconds, as she settled herself on my lap. She worked my shirt up and off my body, my arms lifting to let her take it off. With me as naked as she was, she lowered her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine.
We sat there, my hands roaming up and down her back, as we kissed. Unlike her kiss with Clara, there was no hesitancy at all in her actions. Her kiss was soft and erotic and loving. She teased my lips and sucked them and my tongue, as she let the fingers of one hand stroke up and down my chest. She gently broke the kiss and moved her hand to cup one of her big tits. "This is what you wanted to kiss earlier, wasn't it?" She whispered, as she lifted her nipple to my lips. "Go ahead. Make me feel, what you think of my body."
I opened my mouth and sucked her nipple in. I teased my tongue over and around her nipple, teasing her areola with the tip of my tongue. I slid my hands up her body and cupped both her tits, replacing her hand with mine. I felt her lift herself off my shaft and then felt her a hand grasp it. The hand stroked me slowly, moving over my dick and head with each long slow stroke. I felt my dick be pushed back until I could feel Marsha's hot wet pussy lips rub against it. Back and forth it moved, drawing moisture from her wet depths to lubricate my head. The movement stopped and Marsha began to lower herself down, slowly forcing my dick into her. Her pussy enveloped me slowly, expanding to accept my fat, six-and-a-half-inch length, her velvety soft, wet depths teasing my head, as she slowly lowered herself down me. I felt her bare ass touch my thighs, just as my engorged head pressed against the end of her vaginal tunnel.
"God, I've wanted to feel this for so long..." she whispered huskily, as she began to slowly lift herself. She raised up off my lap until my head was almost ready to slip from her, and then she started down again, forcing me back into her. I let her turgid nipple slip from my mouth, and looked up at her face. She was looking down at me, her face filled with lust and desire, and along with that, something else. The same thing I was used to seeing in Jen's face, as we made love. Her bare cheeks bumped against my thighs and she started up again, this time faster. Each stroke seemed to be slightly faster, until she was bouncing on my lap, driving me hard into her and into the end of her vagina. She gasped and moaned as I held her tits, rubbing my thumbs across her nipples, as the sexy, melon sized mounds of pleasure, bounced in my hands. Up and down, she went, moaning and whispering how wonderful it felt, how much she loved how it felt. Her almost constant stream of soft whispers to me, began to change as she pushed both of us closer to climax. "Oh God sweetie. Yes, come for me. Let me feel you come deep in my pussy. I've waited for this for so, so, long. I wanted you to do this in the shower today. I knew I shouldn't, but I wanted you to and I could barely keep myself from begging you to. God Ken, I've loved you from afar for so long. Watched you hurt and comforted you, all the while I wanted to be in your arms, feeling you making love to me."
"Oh damn." I groaned, as my climax inched ever closer. I'd never known how she felt, how much I clearly meant to her. I suddenly began to consider how much she meant to me, how often I had relied on her comfort and support, how many times we'd sat next to each other, yet I never knew how much she wanted me to do this.
"Oh God honey, I'm going to come, come for me. Come with me. Let me feel your desire fill me!" she gasped loudly. "Ohhhhhh God, yes. Gonna come! Come for me! Please come for me!" She cried in a squeaky voice, as she tried to hold off her climax, her arms and legs already beginning to shudder slightly.
Each trip down my shaft smashed my engorged head into her depths, sending little tingles racing down my cock to my balls. Each stroke pushed me closer and closer. I could feel her pussy begin to clench around me, little spasms at first, but then harder as her legs trembled more. She refused to stop moving, driving herself up and down my cock in an attempt to get me to come with her climax. Her motions grew a little erratic and her leg trembles were turning into whole body shudders. "Uh, fuck." I grunted, as my body suddenly jerked hard, trying to drive up into her already descending body. I felt my cock drive hard into the end of her depths moments before my body began to surge cum into her. My body jerked and spasmed time after time, each one forcing more cum deep in her pussy.
She sat on me, her body trembling and shuddering as she climaxed with me, panting and gasping for air. It seemed like half an hour, but I was sure it was only a long minute or two before my cock started to soften inside her. She stayed sitting on me, staring down at me, a look of concern slowly etching on her face. "I'm sorry." She whispered.
"For what?"
"For saying all those things."
"Did you mean them?"
"Yes. But you weren't ever supposed to know. You had a love and it wasn't me."
"If they were true, don't apologize. I'd much rather know the truth, than have you hide it from me."
"I feel like I just messed up our friendship," she said, the look of concern still on her features.
I squeezed her tits and smiled at her. "No, you didn't. But now I know why you put up with so much and still kept coming over."
"I hate to spoil this touching moment, but I need for you to climb off."
"I do?"
"You do. Remember what we're trying to do here?"
"Oh yeah." Marsha whispered, she lifted up on her knees and then stepped back to stand straddling my knees.
"Okay Jen. You're not going to like this, but I need you to lick him. I don't want you to stop, until you've cleaned off all their cum, and have him hard again."



Jen looked at her friend and looked like she was going to object. Instead, she nodded slowly, then moved to lay on the sofa, so she could put her face in my lap. She grasped my dick with her fingers and engulfed me with her mouth. I felt her tongue licking my shaft, as she cleaned both mine, and Marsha's cum off of me. She spent long minutes, stroking my dick with her lips and tongue before, with Clara's prodding, she began to lick and suck our combined cum off my balls and around the base of my shaft. It took almost ten minutes before my dick was standing tall and rigid again. Clara pushed Jen up and back so her head was resting on my chest, her cheek pressed to my chest.
Clara gently moved Marsha, to sit on the sofa next to me, and then she climbed onto my lap the way Marsha had been. "Okay Jen. Put it in me."
Jen reached for my dick, and I realized from her touch, that it was her hand that had rubbed my dick between Marsha's lips and held me in place, while she slid down onto me. Now Clara was doing the same, sliding slowly down my saliva coated dick. She moved down slowly, her pussy not quite as tight as Marsha had been, but pleasant all the same. She settled herself on me a bit more, then began moving up and down, stroking herself up and down my shaft. "You need to let me know before you come. I'm not allowed to let you come in me, but I have a hunch that Marsha will be more than happy to finish for me."
"I know I will." Marsha said softly, leaning over to gently kiss my cheek, her big soft tits pressing against my arm.
Clara silently stroked up and down my shaft, working her hips to roll as well as stroke, her efforts clearly designed to push my orgasm up quickly. I was amazed at how fast she got me close to coming again, and then, in a complete surprise, she changed her motions to do just the opposite. She sat on me, moving up and down very slowly, teasingly, but not nearly enough to push me over the top. She lifted and lowered for several minutes, keeping me hard, but letting my impending orgasm slowly pull back, leaving me slightly frustrated. "Don't worry." She whispered, as she picked up her pace again, driving hard down onto me, so her ass slapped loudly against my thighs.
Up and down, she drove, slamming herself hard onto me. I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming as she continued stroking, her body clearly climaxing, as she drove her panting, gasping body down onto me over and over.
"Getting close." I grunted. She immediately slowed down again, slowing her strokes to just hold me ever so close but not over the edge. Slowly my body retreated from the impending release, leaving me feeling frustrated again. I had my hands on her hips, and tried to lift and lower her on me, trying at the same time to lift and lower my own hips to drive into her. She let her weight down on me and sat on my thighs, letting me do neither.
"Patience," she whispered. "All in due time. You want a nice big load to give Marsha, don't you?"
"Sure," I panted. "But I also want to come."
"I'm going to get you close again, and then we'll switch partners."
"Okay," I breathed, as she began to lift and lower again. "Ohhh damn, that feels good."
"You feel so fucking fat in me. God damn! You feel like a fucking log in my pussy!" she panted, as she bounced with abandon. "Ohhhh shit. I'm going to come again. Jesus. It's been years, since I came twice on one cock."
"Well, you're gonna get it if you aren't careful." I grunted, feeling my own orgasm racing toward completion.
"Can you wait another minute?" She gasped.
"I can try."
"Oh God. Yes. Here it comes honey. God I'm commmmmiiiiinnnnggg!" she screamed, as her whole body began to shudder and jerk. She slammed herself down on me, and sat on me, so I couldn't push into her, her whole body enjoying the climax. "Okay," she panted, after a few minutes, that had allowed my climax to once again recede.
She pulled off my dick and then took my hands. "Come on. Stand up. Jen, lay down."
Jennifer lay down on the sofa on her back, seeming to know what her friend was expecting. Clara reached for one of Marsha's hands and then gently pulled her to crawl over Jen, leaving her pussy over Jen's face. "Okay. Now you can have that orgasm. Give her the whole load honey."
"Over Jen?"
"Yep. Trust me."
I crawled over Jen's head and felt her hand gasp my shaft. I looked down at her, seeing her looking up at me. She bit her lower lip, waiting for me to move, clearly not wanting to encourage me to do what we both knew I was going to do. Finally, my desire to climax overcame my sudden desire to not hurt her feelings any further, and I crawled forward a little more. She rubbed my head up and down Marsha's bare lips, working my head between her full lips. I pushed forward and watched my cock disappear inside Marsha. I pushed in slowly, feeling Marsha's body expand again to accept me. I started to stroke in and out of her, watching my cock disappear with each thrust. I moved my hands from her hips to her tits, capturing her swinging tits and gripping them. I squeezed her nipples and allowed the weight of her swinging breasts, to try and pull her nipples from my hands, making her gasp and moan in pleasure.
In and out I thrust, feeling my body get closer and closer to climax.
"Don't worry about making her come. I promise, she will." Clara whispered to me, as she rubbed her hand up and down my back, stroking me from my neck to my butt.
"You want me to..."
"I want you to fill her pussy. I want you to give her every ounce, of your cum, deep in her cunt." Clara whispered. "Let it happen. Let that load you were building up for me, flow into her instead."
"Oh damn." I groaned, as she reached down between Marsha and me, and grasped my balls. She squeezed and kneaded them gently, as I thrust into Marsha over and over, my climax suddenly racing to completion. She knelt on the sofa next to me, one hand on my balls and the other stroking my ass. I felt her fingers slide down further, and then in another huge surprise, I felt her finger push right into my ass hole as I stroked back. The shock made me thrust hard forward and triggered my pent-up climax. I held Marsha's tits as my body bucked and tried to thrust harder into her, Clara pushing what felt like a massive rod in and out of my ass, but was actually only the tip of her finger. She held herself against my shuddering body as she stroked her finger in and out of me, making me pump shot after shot into Marsha, and then, after my cock was drained dry, still tried to pump more.
"That a boy." She whispered, "I told you I could rock your world. I bet you've never come like that before."
"I don't think so." I panted, as her hand rubbed my butt but no longer pushed into me. I felt my cock start to soften inside Marsha.
"Now, pull out, but don't go anywhere." She whispered. I pulled back and Clara slipped off the sofa so I could spread my knees further. She guided my dick to Jen's face. "I think you know what to do with this."
"Uh huh." She answered, opening her mouth and engulfing my, now mostly soft, dick.
"Don't go anywhere," she said, as Marsha started to move away from us.
"No?"
"Oh no. I have one more important task for you."
"What's that?"
"To climax for me."
"But Ken just came. He isn't going to..." Marsha started to protest.
"Never said it would be him." Clara said with a grin. "Jen is going to make you come, and she's going to take everything you can give her, including all of Ken's cum."
"That's disgusting!" Marsha protested.
"Maybe, but this isn't about you, it's about Jen. Just let us do this."
"Oh, fine." Marsha said, with a sigh. She let Clara push her butt down until her pussy was only an inch or two from Jen's face, who was looking at her best friend pleadingly.
"No. You made me promise to not stop until I was sure you understood what he felt. This may not be what either of us expected, but I'm just using what's available. If you love him, make Marsha come, and I don't mean some little, puny climax. Make her come like you used to make me come."
Jen sighed and turned her face back to Marsha's pussy. She reached her hands up and pulled her down until her lips were pressed to Marsha's full lips. Clara coaxed me to shift, until I was sitting on the sofa with my legs spread around Jen's head and shoulders, allowing me to watch Jen licking Marsha's pussy. I'd seen plenty of porn of women licking each other, and men licking women, but somehow seeing it in person, was incredibly stimulating. Now knowing that she had done this to her best friend, it was somehow even hotter. I sat and watched, seeing Marsha begin to respond, Jen's tongue driving deep between her lips to coax the climax I had started building, to grow.
Slowly, lick by lick, Marsha's moans grew and her hips moved, trying to grind her clit into Jen's chin, but Jen wasn't having any of it. She used her arms to hold her in place, allowing her to continue assaulting her clit.
"Ohhhh damn. Ohhhh God! Shit! You're going to make me come. OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!" She squealed, as her whole body started to shake. I saw her body tremble and then jerk, hard. Her whole body began to buck and shake, gushes of her juices, flowing out over Jen's face, until her head was lying in a puddle, on the sofa cushion. She pushed Marsha's pussy up from her face, until she could roll her off enough to get out from under her. Jen rolled off the sofa and walked to the sliding glass door to the balcony. She pushed the door open and stepped outside. I saw her sit in one of the chairs on the balcony and hang her head. There was no mistaking what she was doing.
I got up from the sofa, torn between what to do. Part of me was glad she was crying, part of me hurt, because she was hurting. I looked down at Marsha, laying on the sofa, panting, dealing with the fading effects of the hardest orgasm she'd probably ever had. She looked up at me, wanting to say something, but not doing it. Her mouth opened and closed a couple times before she whispered, "go to her." I stood and looked at Jen sitting out on the balcony sobbing. "Go to her," Marsha said louder. "She loves you and you love her. Go to her! Forgive her! Don't let it happen again." I looked down at her questioningly. "Go, please, before I ask you not to."
I turned away from her and walked to the door. I stood in it, not stepping though, but listening to her sitting, crying. I stepped through and stepped behind her, resting my hands on her shoulders, her t-shirt soaked with Marsha's cum.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," She managed to get out, between sobs. "I had no idea how much it...I could hurt you."
"But you do now?"
"I do now." I whispered back. She turned in the chair, then stood up. She stepped to me, wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together. I let my arms slip around her and hold her as she rested her head on my shoulder. "I'm so sorry. How can you ever forgive me for hurting you so?"
"I don't know." I answered. "But I'm willing to try."
She lifted her head from my shoulder and turned her head. She turned my face with her fingers, urging me, but not forcing me, to look at her. She leaned her face to mine and gently pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me gently, softly, her lips barely touching mine. She wasn't trying to be erotic or sexy, but she wanted to express her emotions in a physical way. We stood there kissing each other for long minutes, before she broke the kiss. "I think I should go home now." She whispered.
"Why?"
"You can't want me around, not the way I made you feel."
"I think that what Clara just put you through, how she made you feel, it at least gives us room to talk. If you leave, we can't talk, can we?"
"No, I guess not."
I pulled her to me again and slid my hand up to her head to hold her. Her hair was wet and smelled of sex. "You're a mess." I whispered.
She laughed a short little chuckle. "I imagine I'm pretty nasty looking."
"Didn't say that. You're still every bit as beautiful as the day I fell over you and broke that bottle of spaghetti sauce all over you."
"I was a mess then too."
"Yeah, but it was kinda fun to clean up, wasn't it?" I chuckled softly.
"It was." She agreed.
"Think we can start there?"
"Go back to that again? Start over?"
"We've come way too far, to just start over. How about just a reboot? Think we can find a way to do that?"
"I'm willing to try," she whispered.
"Then I suppose we need to undress you. Come on." I said, letting go of her, so we could go into the house.
"Why? What's the matter with right here?"
"Out here?"
"Why not? It'd be different, wouldn't it?"
"It would." I agreed.
"Then do it." She said with a little grin, stepping back a few inches to give us room between each other. I reached down and found the bottom of her shirt and pulled it slowly up. "I'm afraid the underwear I have on isn't nearly as good looking as the stuff I had on that first day."
"No?" I asked, as I pulled the shirt up, making her lift her arms, so I could pull the shirt up over her head. I tossed it aside and then reached around her back to unclip the bra she had on. It was certainly a far cry from the little lace bra she had on that first time that allowed her nipples to stick out the front of the bra. It was what she had worn to her date the night before, but one that the date never even got to see. I slipped the padded bra off and tossed it onto the table. I reached for her waist and undid the pants. They were baggy enough that I was able to easily get them pushed down. I knelt down in front of her to help get her shoes off and the pants as well. She stood in a pair of plain white panties. She obviously didn't plan on having sex with me, or even showing off her underwear. At least that much of what she had said was truthful. I slipped her panties down and helped her out of them, leaving her standing naked on the deck.
"Someone has a hardon." She whispered, stepping back to me and pressing herself against me.
"Someone looks sexy as hell, standing out here naked," I answered.
"That sexy woman has watched you come twice now, and it hasn't been with me. I'm really horny for you, for your cock. The first time we cleaned up, I didn't manage to get that into me until we were in the shower. How about we try a little sooner this time?" She let go of my body and stepped to the railing. She looked over it at the courtyard below us, rested her hands on the railing, and stepped back, bending over until her chest was almost horizontal. She pushed her butt out at me and waited, wiggling it side to side. "Well? Just like the first time, no promises, just sex."
"No promises." I agreed, as I stepped behind her. I grabbed my hardon and rubbed the tip of my head up and down her wet slit, letting it spread the delicate inner lips, of her fully shaved pussy. I worked it a little deeper, and then found the entrance to her depths. She moaned loudly, as I pressed myself into her. I got a couple inches into her before my bare cock grabbed at her lips. I started to stroke in short little moves, pulling back enough to wet her lips with her own juices, before pushing in again. It took a good half dozen of those strokes, before I was sliding fully in and out of her pussy, her moans growing almost with each stroke. She was always a little vocal, but today she chose to keep it to just moans, gasps and grunts. It didn't matter though, because I could still tell just how much she was enjoying my attentions. I couldn't help wondering, if she enjoyed Alex as much, as she was enjoying me, and in a rather stupid move, I asked.
"No, I didn't." She grunted. "He didn't feel nearly as good in me as you do. He was awkward, rushed things too much and isn't nearly as big as you are."
With a response like that, I had to assume that she was being honest. I needed to know she was being honest, but there wasn't any way to prove it. I was going to have to take her word for it.
I continued to stroke into her, feeling her body respond, her pussy began to tighten as it always did right before she climaxed. "Remember the first time?" I asked breathlessly.
"You mean you coming in me before I could come?" She asked.
"Yeah. I don't plan on repeating that today."
"No? What if I make you?"
"Make me what?"
"Come first." She grunted.
"Try it, if you think you can." I answered.
I felt her change the way she was standing, arching her back and pushing her butt at me further. I knew what she was doing. I'd felt her do it before. She knew exactly where the sensitive spot under my head was and how to change her position to make sure it rubbed along her vaginal wall. Two could play that game though. I let go of her hips and reached a hand down around her thigh and reached my fingers between her legs. It took a few moments to find her clit and begin to rub it, stroking the tips of three of my fingers across it, so that each one bent it slightly as it bounced over.
I grinned to myself as she gasped at the new sensation, my cock thrusting a little harder into her. I drove the head of my cock hard into the end of her vagina, sliding my head across her cervix, just before it hit the end. I knew what she had to be feeling and I was confident that between my fingers on her clit and my thrusting I was going to get her to go first. I listened to her moans and gasps grow, little grunts sneaking in as well, as she tried to keep herself from climaxing. I had the advantage, I'd already come twice and had just been fucking Marsha.
"Oh God! You're gonna win!" She cried loudly, as her legs started to tremble. "OHHHHH FUCK YES!" she screamed, like she typically did as she climaxed. I felt her pussy clench around me, her legs and arms trembling uncontrollably. She gripped the railing as I thrust harder, jamming my cock harder into her, trying to push her climax even higher. She cried out again, this time as her body jerked hard. This time I felt something I hadn't ever felt her do. Her pussy gushed her juices down my legs, as she screamed that she was coming.
"Oh shit." I grunted, as my body suddenly jerked hard and jammed my cock into her. The sudden thrust pushed her toward the railing, pushing her to the railing so far that her bare C cup breasts were hanging over the railing, the two of us leaning against it, both of us off balance as my cock spurted, deep in her spasming pussy. I was unable to gather my balance for long seconds, as my body jerked over and over, filling her with my cum. I shakily pushed myself off her butt, my still leaking cock pulling out of her, as I stepped back. I held her hips and pulled her back, until she could get her feet under herself again.
Laughing, she turned to face me and hugged me tightly. We stood with her bare ass pressed to the railing, kissing each other. "I think we gave a few guys a free shot." She giggled, when we broke the kiss.
"A free look doesn't bother me." I answered breathlessly. "As long as it's only a look."
"I promise, nothing but looks, as long as we're together."
"Are we? Together?"
"As far as I'm concerned, we are. We might be having a problem, but I'm not ready to call it over. Are you?"
"I was."
"But you're not now?"
"I'm thinking on it."
"Something still bothers you?"
"The fifteen guys that had a run on you," I answered honestly.
"You know, I was serious. I'll give you fifteen of my girlfriends. I'm sure I can find fifteen that want a good fuck."
"Something about that doesn't seem right."
"How about we think about solutions while we shower. I need my hair washed and I know how much you love washing my hair."
"I loved washing your hair when I had a hardon and could wash your hair with my dick inside you." I chuckled.
"So, I'm sure we can find a way to get you hard again."



"Okay. Let's see what happens." I agreed. We released each other and walked into the house. "Where's Marsha?"
"She felt like it was time for her to go home. She said you'd understand if she broke her promise to stay with you, while Jen was here. You know, you're a lucky man Ken. You have two women that love you more than they can express."
"Two?"
"Jen and Marsha. That woman is very much in love with you. Why else would she have done what she did today? Not many women would have, but she did, even though she didn't want to."
I frowned and nodded. I knew she was right. I didn't before today, but now, yeah, I knew it wasn't just words. It was all the actions of the last three years that added up to one word. Love. The question was what was I to do, if anything.
"Come on, let's go get cleaned up!" Jen coaxed, pulling on Clara's hand as well.
It was a tight squeeze, but the three of us managed to all get showered together, our bodies covered with soap, rubbing together against each other until my dick was most definitely hard. Clara stood behind me and fed me into Jen's pussy, and then squeezed me into a Ken sandwich to keep me inside her while I washed Marsha's climax out of her hair. I agreed to stay naked with them the rest of the evening, and for them to spend the night, though with some stipulations. The first was that while I had forgiven her for what happened with Alex, there was still the matter of fifteen other guys I was grappling with, and I wasn't ready to just jump in again. Since Clara had 'purchased' her ability to help her friend, by letting her husband fuck three women at once. Jen convinced me to allow Clara to be my first 'cheat', toward fifteen, and working together, give her as many climaxes as we could before morning.
Clara was limited to not having me come inside her pussy, but she was more than willing to take the three loads she coaxed from me various other ways. One in her mouth, one all over her tits, and in a first for me, one in her butt. By the time we finally fell asleep, the three of us sharing my queen-sized bed, Jen and I had given her no less than six climaxes.
"I want you to know," Jen whispered in the morning before the two left. "That I want you to trust me again. So, I'm not going have sex with anyone else while we work this out. I know you don't think that this will fix things, but I want you to know, I'm still intending to send you fourteen more women to rock your world."
"I don't believe that'll make what I feel go away." I answered quietly.
"Let me try at least, okay?"
"Alright."
"After I get back, maybe Wednesday or so, can I come over and spend the night? We don't HAVE to have sex or anything if you don't want, but I'd really like the chance to be with you and show you that I do still love you."
"We'll see." I answered not wanting to make any decision while I was still in the aftermath of a night of hot sex.
"One more thing. After what happened yesterday, with Marsha, if you want to...you know... I won't count that as cheating. I'm sort of hoping that you do, and you decided you like sex with me, like being with me, more, but I think it's something you should explore. If we do fix this, I want it to be for all the right reasons, so it lasts. I don't want you to have regrets about not exploring what's right there. Okay?"
"I'm never going to understand women," I said, shaking my head.
"You're not supposed to," she said, before giving me a final kiss and then turning to leave.
I sat for a long time after they left, trying to make sense of the last two days. It was filled with emotional swings that left me feeling exhausted. I felt like I loved Jen, but at the same time I was struggling with what she had done, not once, but multiple times. I was also struggling with Marsha. She'd been living next to me for three years, and I never knew she had any more feeling for me, than a good friend. Yes, we chatted almost daily, yes, we would occasionally do favors for each other, and yes, when my last girlfriend declared she wanted to be a lesbian and no longer have sex with me, Marsha was there to console me and help me work though it all. When I started to fall in love with Jen and told Marsha, she celebrated with me and told me how lucky I was. All this time, she had feelings for me she kept concealed.
It was almost lunch time. I knew from long experience that she rarely skipped church, and would be home soon. I wanted to talk to her. No, I needed to talk to her. I taped a note to her door, left mine ajar so she could come in and dropped onto the sofa to wait. Maybe I expected too much, or maybe I completely misjudged the situation, but when I heard her apartment door open and close, rather hard, I knew that I'd done something wrong.
"Marsha? Can I talk to you?" I called through her front door after knocking at least three times. The response I got was for her stereo to be turned up. I walked back to my apartment and sat down, listening to her music through the apartment wall. "What an idiot!" I said to myself, remembering what she'd said the other day about hearing Jen and myself through the bedroom wall. She had to have heard last night as well. I guess I don't blame her for being upset, not after what she did for me. What she didn't know, was that not once, after the shower, did I have sex with Jen, or even stick it into her. Jen's cries of pleasure were at the hands and mouth of her best friend, not me.
Now, how to make her understand? I sat for long minutes before it finally dawned on me. I could do the same thing she did. I walked to the balcony, stepped out onto it and stood looking at the wall that separated mine from hers. If she could do it, so could I! Dressed in only shorts, I headed back in for a pair of shoes, and then went back to try this. Using the wall as a hand hold, I climbed onto the balcony railing. If I fell, it wasn't going to be pretty, but then, if she could do this, so could I! I pressed myself to the wall as tightly as I could and reached around to find a hand grip. The vertical siding had three quarter inch strips every foot or so, and by holding onto those I was able to lean myself out, step a foot around the wall and onto her railing. It was a simple matter to repeat the process for my second foot and then drop down onto her deck.
I stood at her sliding glass door, hesitant to just walk in on her. I waited until she stepped out of her bedroom, wearing nothing but a very sexy looking lace panty and bra set. She really did look very nice. No, not playboy, but I couldn't help but start getting a hardon as my body remembered what it felt like to be sliding in and out of her hot pussy. I stood there, waiting for her to notice me. She walked to the kitchen, got several things out of the refrigerator and set them on the table, still not noticing me. I finally tapped on the glass, startling her so that she cried out in surprise.
She walked to the door and stood on the other side of the glass, not opening the door. "I don't want to talk to you." She said, loud enough for me to hear through the glass panes over the stereo.
"I know, but I need to talk to you."
"I don't want to talk to you. Go back to your own place."
"Not until we talk!"
"No!" she said with a scowl before turning and walking back to the table.
I stood there, trying to figure out what to do to get her to open the door and talk to me. She sat at the table, eating the sandwich she made, in nothing but her bra and panties, sitting so she could look my way and show me that she was ignoring me. I had an idea. Crazy, but maybe it'd work. I took off my shorts, leaving me in nothing but my shoes, walked to the railing and threw my shorts around the wall onto my deck. I walked back to the door, now naked but for my shoes. I stood in front of the door, in full view of her, and began to slowly stroke my dick, which was already hard from seeing her in the sexy lace underwear.
She'd like to think that she was ignoring me, but I could tell by the hard nipples poking the bra front out, that she was watching exactly what I was doing. I stood there, stroking myself, my dick pointed at her, letting my hand slowly slide the full length of my dick, my hand closing over my engorged head with each trip it made. Her eating slowed and she finally put down the sandwich. I watched as she got up and walked to the window. I waited for her to come open the door, but to my surprise, she pulled the blinds over the window.
I stood there like an idiot, my hardon in my hand, wondering what I was going to do now. She had a little table on her deck like I did, and I pulled out a chair and dropped into it. Could I climb back to my own place? Sure, but I'd be giving everyone one hell of a show, and being a weekend, there were a lot of people coming and going in the courtyard. I could see a group of young ladies near one of the grills, starting some charcoal. I could see the pool on the far side of the green, already starting to get busy. Yeah, climbing back would be troublesome at best. It had, in fact, been a stupid idea.
I sat for at least half an hour before the curtain opened and Marsha slid the door back. She was standing, wearing an over long t-shirt that hinted that she didn't have shorts on under it, but still covered all the important parts. "Go home. I don't want to talk to you." She said, turning and walking away from the still open sliding glass door.
I got up and walked into her house, closing the door behind me. "But I need to talk to you." I said quietly, walking to where she was standing with her back to me.
"No, you don't. You made up with Jennifer. That's what I wanted you to do. Go be happy with her."
I stepped a little closer and touched one of her shoulders before letting my hand drop again. "No, I haven't made up with Jen. I told her I forgave her for what happened with Alex. I haven't forgiven her, and I don't know that I can, for the other fifteen times she cheated on me."
"Didn't sound like it, last night!"
"I wondered if that was the problem. Well, for what it's worth, I didn't have sex with her all night. Did I have her in bed last night? Yeah, I did. But I didn't have sex with her. I had sex with Clara because she bought the ability to have sex with me, in front of Jen, by letting her husband have sex with three women. I kinda took pity on her and I agreed to give her as many orgasms as I could, since it was going to be a one-time thing for them. And I did. But I didn't give any to Jen. Those were between her and Clara."
She turned in front of me and looked up at me, her chest almost touching mine, as I stood naked in front of her. "So, those cries of pleasure from her, they weren't with you?"
"No, I made Clara climax three or four times, the rest were her and Jen doing each other, while I just lay there and watched."
"So, after the balcony, you didn't fuck her again? I thought that when you told her you were doing a reboot, that meant that...that you were going to..."
"No, it didn't mean that at all. It just meant that I'd try and date her again and see if there was any chance we could find a way to work it out. We showered together, and Clara got me hard and tried to get me to have sex with her, but all I did in the shower was hold my dick inside Jen while I washed your cum out of her hair."
She looked at me, her eyes darting side to side slightly, like she was examining my eyes. She suddenly spread her arms and launched herself at me, wrapping her arms and legs around me. Her body hit mine with such force that the two of us fell to the floor with me below her. She reached for her shirt tail and pulled it up and tossed it aside. She reached behind her and freed her big soft tits from the lace bra and tossed it aside too. She pushed up off of me only long enough to push the panties off, only pulling one leg out, leaving them around her right ankle, as she knelt back down, her legs outside of mine. She grabbed my partly hard dick and then stopped, frozen, looking at me. Her hand gently began to stroke my partly hard dick, slowly causing it to grow.
She stared at me, as she lifted herself on her knees and worked my mostly rigid dick between her lips, rubbing it back and forth. She never broke her stare at my eyes, as she lowered herself down, my fat shaft pushing slowly into her, as she wiggled and moved herself on me. Once she had me fully inside her hot depths, she leaned down toward me, her tits pressed to my chest, her lips inches from mine.
"I told you things yesterday. I meant them. I don't know if you do, or can, love me, but I know that I love you. I have for a long time. It was hard watching you and Jen connect and grow the way I wanted us to do. But I couldn't tell you. I wouldn't ever mess up something like that. I'm just not that selfish. But if you're just starting to date her again, I want you to know, I want you. I love you. This time I'm going to do everything I can to get you to love me, not her. That includes doing anything you ask of me. You want me to fuck you on the balcony? I'll do it. You want me to fuck you in the middle of the courtyard? I'll do it. I'll kiss you and touch you and fuck you so much that you wont even have time to realize Jen is still around. All you have to do is say one thing. Tell me you want me to. Tell me that I have a chance, that you care, and you want me to be part of the equation. I might not win, but this time it won't be because I didn't try."
"If I remember right, you have a passport, right?"
"Yeah, why?" she asked me curiously.
"What if I asked you to run away with me for a week?"
"All I need to do is make one phone call, and then I'm yours. No matter what you want to do or where you take me, I'm yours."
"Well, I have a weeks' vacation and reservations at a very private little grass hut out over the water on an island in the Caribbean. Plane leaves at eight tonight. If you want, I'd really enjoy having you come with me."
"Your...honeymoon trip?" She asked quietly.
"It was. Too late to cancel the reservations, so I'm paying either way. Might be a good time to explore what we feel for each other."
"And no interruptions from Jennifer?"
"I plan on turning my phone off as soon as the plane takes off and not turning it back on until next Sunday, when we get home. It'd be just you and me. Are you interested?"
She dropped her face to mine and kissed me quickly, before lifting her face again. "O damn, I have so much to do. I need to go get a new swim suit, and some shorts and stuff, and oh yeah, something sexy to wear to bed with you. I have so much to do!" She said, as she pushed up off my chest.
I reached for her hips and held her in place. "Slow down. I don't care what you wear to bed, because I plan on taking it off of you anyway. And as far as a swim suit, I think what you're wearing right now is perfect."
"But I'm naked!"
I grinned and looked up at her. "And where we're going it doesn't matter. Just bring plenty of sun block so the important parts don't get burned."
She looked down at me. "That's what you were going to do with Jen? Go naked the whole week?"
"It is," I answered, wondering if the look on her face meant she was going to turn me down.
She nodded slowly. "Alright. I never done that, but alright."
"Good. Does that mean we have time to finish this?" I asked, slipping one hand from her hip to her crotch. I stroked her pussy lips and dipped a finger between her lips.
"There's always going to be time to do that!" She grinned, as she leaned over again, this time leaning her weight on her hands. She started to lift and lower herself on my dick, which had, thankfully, stayed hard enough for her to do this. Her tits swung under her chest, her hardening nipples dragging back and forth across my chest, as they swung in time with her strokes. Up and down her hips moved, my dick thickening and lengthening, as her motions excited me further. In and out my dick slid, pushing deep into her velvety soft vagina.
I watched her face, listened to her moans, let my cock feel her tightness and wetness. I listened to her body, learning as much as I could. I was going to have a week to find out about other positions and situations, but this one, here, now, I wanted to be as good as I could make it, for both of us. One thing Jen always said, I was a patient and attentive lover, knowing exactly when to speed up and slow down, to push her orgasms just as fast as they needed to be, to get really hard climaxes. I was going to use every bit of that now. Yes, I needed to talk to her. But I needed this WITH her almost as much.
Her breathing became more ragged as she worked up and down my shaft. I slipped my hands between us and captured her tits, squeezing them and kneading the huge soft mounds, as she pushed her hips down harder at me. I could tell her climax was nearing, and I wanted to come with her, but I wasn't there yet. I let go of her tits, slipped my arms around her and rolled us over, ending up on top of her. She gave a startled cry, and then giggled, as she spread her legs wide to give me access.
I watched her watch me as I started to stroke, slowly at first, moving my angle slightly to find that perfect spot, the angle that would push me to the same place she was. I felt the velvety softness of her vaginal walls stroke along my shaft and tease under my head, knowing that what I was doing was good for me, but had slowed her progress. That was okay, because in a few moments I was going to change things again. I waited until I could feel my climax teasing forward, the warmth and tingle spreading. I lowered my hips a bit so my head slid along the top of her vagina, and lowered my face to one of her soft breasts.
"Oh God yes!" she gasped, as I drew her nipple into my mouth and gently nibbled it. My strokes pushed both of us closer, her hips starting to rock in time with my strokes. Now was the hard part. It was awkward, but I wasn't going to care in a few moments. I moved my hand from holding me up, down to her butt. I curled my hand under her cheek, until I could feel her wet lips with my fingertips, my shaft sliding in and out. I shifted my fingers up a few inches and was rewarded with a gasp, as my fingertip found her clit. I rubbed the tip of my finger across her clit as I drove harder into her, her nipple gently gripped between my teeth. "OH SHIT SHIT SHIT SHIT SHIT!" She cried, as her legs, sticking in the air, started to tremble against my body. Her pussy clenched around my stroking cock, as she started to come. I thrust a little harder, pushing her climax a little higher, and driving mine to the tipping point. "OH FUCK!" She screamed, every bit as loud as she had the day before. I felt her juices spurting from her pussy onto me, as my own climax took hold. I held myself deep in her, as my body jerked and spasmed, sending shot after shot of hot sticky cum deep in her pussy.
I lay on top of her, panting, my hands now holding me up enough, so that I didn't crush her. I lowered my face to hers and she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down for long wet kiss. Her lips sucked my lips and tongue, and her tongue teased mine playfully, as we both tried to breath at the same time. Finally, she eased her grip on me, so I could lift my face from hers. "If that's any example of what you plan on doing for the next week, I won't ever wear clothes around you again." She giggled. "God that felt incredible."
"I hope that we find more than sex incredible."
"So do I. I'd about given up on ever finding a guy that would care for me."
"You mean again?"
She looked at me for long seconds, and then nodded. "I don't count him. He didn't care for me, he just wanted me to be his sex toy. I don't think he ever would have married me. He always would have found an excuse."
"So, how about you be my sex toy, but at the same time, we try to find out if we can work as more than friends?"



"I think it'd be a lot of fun learning." She whispered. "Now, I DO need to go shopping, just because you love seeing me naked, I want to surprise you with some wrappings and trimmings."
"Alright. Bring over whatever you want to pack. We only need one suitcase. We have to be at the airport at six, that means leaving here at five thirty."
"Trust me, I won't be late!" She said, before lifting her head to kiss me again. "At least not as long as you let me up so I can do that shopping." I let her roll us over, my softened dick slipping from her. She climbed to her feet and held a hand out for me. After I was standing again, she pressed herself to me again and kissed me softly. "Your sure this is what you want?"
"I'm sure." I answered. She grinned and turned away. I slapped her ass gently, as she headed to the bedroom to dress. "Just one problem."
"Yeah?"
"I'm, uh, locked out of my apartment!"
She stuck her head out and looked at me with a crooked grin. "Blue key fob in the drawer by the door. Just make sure I get it back, just in case I have to let myself into your place again."
"Got it." I answered, as I headed for the door, feeling surprisingly happy, given what the weekend had brought to my doorstep. Maybe I'd been looking in the wrong place the whole time. Maybe love really was just next door.
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Most Sundays are pretty quiet. Go to church with mom and dad, sit around and watch TV, do some homework, just relax, ya know what I mean? But today I felt anything but relaxed. I sat in church, trying to make sense of all the things that had happened, just since I walked into church last Sunday, and I was stunned. I should have listened to the sermon, but instead, I was taking inventory of the craziness that had become my life. I went from high school geek, to sex machine, fucking every girl, and woman, that wanted me. Was it wrong? Well, according to the bible and my church, yeah, it was. Hell, didn't God destroy a whole city because of that kind of thing? I was used to being conflicted. I believed in God, mostly, but the science part of my brain had a hard time reconciling the science, with the faith part. Today though, it was a much more direct consideration. Should I be doing what I was doing? Probably not. But what should I be doing instead?
Becky had shown me that she cares about me, as a person, and wanted to at least try a long-lasting relationship, both sexual and emotional. Allie had been a virgin, until I came along. Now SHE wanted to have a long-term relationship with me, that definitely included sex. Then there was Malissa. I didn't know what she wanted. I didn't even understand why she had sex with me. If she was intent on saving herself in that way until she met a man she wanted to marry, did that mean that SHE wanted that long term relationship too? And don't even get me started on Coach, Jessica, or Principal Jennings. Clearly what we had done was entirely inappropriate, but at the same time so incredibly good. I learned sooooo much about pleasing a woman and being pleased by a women in one night, it was mind boggling. I knew I was nothing more than a plaything for Jessica, but Principal Jennings, Delila, had simply been caught in a compromising position, and chose to use sex to put me into the same position, ensuring my silence. At least that's what I believed, though I wasn't really sure about anything anymore.
It was Coach that I really wasn't sure about. I thought she was trying to help me, but now I knew, without a doubt, that she really didn't much care for men. Oh, she'd use a cock if it was available, but she very definitely thought of men as assholes, as a group. Her attempts to "help" me, were actually intended to humiliate me for what I was caught doing with Becky. Her sexual advances were more to use me, than anything else. Her having me join the cheerleading team, was designed to show the girls that men were shithead sexual predators. The only thing was, I had the opposite effect on them. They found me to be polite, supportive and respectful, even though I was sharing showers with them. I was everything that Coach was trying to prove men aren't, and as a result the girls voted to make me part of the team, for real.
It was going to be a very interesting rest of the year, but first I had to sort out the girls, well, the three of them at least. Becky was willing to work to 'earn' me, while Allie explored our relationship. I could deal with that. Dating two very good-looking girls that wanted to have sex at the drop of a hat, was every hormone driven boy's dream. Malissa on the other hand, had the potential to really mess things up, if she wanted that kind of a relationship too. I mean, I liked Malissa, but there wasn't any way I was going to love her. I couldn't say that about either Becky or Allie. No, I think I was going to have to have a talk with Malissa and see if we could throttle it back to really good friends, even 'friends with benefits' if she wanted. So, to that end, there I was, just after lunch time on Sunday, standing at Malissa's front door, ringing the bell.
I heard high heels on the hardwood on the other side of the door as I stood waiting. I'd not bothered to change after church, so I was still wearing my slacks and button-down shirt from church. I thought that might actually help me keep the discussion serious, keep it from devolving into sex, at least until we could reach an understanding.
I had what I wanted to say completely rehearsed and outlined in my mind. As the front door opened, I prepared myself for what I hoped would be an adult conversation. What I hadn't thought about was Mrs. Strong.
"Billy! Hi! Come on in!" She said cheerfully, opening the door wide for me. "Don't you look nice today."
"Thank you. So do you. That's a very pretty dress." I answered politely, as I stepped past her into the front room. The dress was pretty, the white dress, with bright colored flowers all over, was just shorter than knee length and showed just a small amount of cleavage. She had on high heels that were fairly conservative, and a choker of white pearls. She did look very pretty.
"I guess you're here to see Malissa?"
"Yes ma'am," I nodded.
"Well, she went out to lunch with a few friends. She should be home soon. You're welcome to wait."
"Thank you, Mrs. Strong."
"Please, call me Callie. I thought we got that settled yesterday."
"Yes ma'am," I agreed, as I followed her into the living room.
"I was just finishing some lunch. Would you like something? Maybe some lemonade?" she asked, as she continued to the kitchen while I sat down on the sofa.
"Lemonade would be great," I answered, realizing my mouth was suddenly fairly dry.
She came back a few moments later with an icy, cold, glass of lemonade. She set the glass on the coffee table in front of me and then sat down next to me. "So, how are you today? You had a very serious look on your face when I opened the door."
"I was sorta expecting to see Malissa. I actually didn't think about you answering the door."
"Oh, that's too bad. I found it quite pleasant to find you on the other side of the door. I take it the serious look has something to do with my daughter?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Goodness. Callie you silly! So, want to share with me? Or is it private?"
"Well, given what we did yesterday..."
"You're trying to understand me? Why I'd willingly have sex with my daughter's boyfriends?"
"Well, there is that."
She smiled and stood up. "You don't mind if I take this off, do you? I don't want to get it all wrinkled." She said, as she reached behind her and started taking off her dress. She slipped it down her arms, then her body, stepping out of it. With a little flip of her hand, she tossed it over the back of the sofa. "I hate bras. I have to wear them, or when I get older my boobs will be saggy baggies, but I really don't find them comfortable. You don't mind if I take it off, do you?"
I opened my mouth to say that I really didn't come over to have sex with her, but I closed my mouth as she slipped her bra off and tossed it on top of the dress. She slipped her panties off without asking and then stood in front of me in nothing but her high heels. She moved toward me and crawled onto the sofa over my lap, facing me. "Callie, I really didn't come over to have sex with you."
"I know you didn't. But you asked a question, and I'm answering it, in my own way." She said, as she reached for the front of my shirt and started to unbutton it. She worked her way down the front of my shirt, one button at a time. "I had a husband until about three years ago." She said as she worked down my shirt buttons. "For years I was sure he was cheating on me, but I couldn't seem to catch him at it. It was almost like I thought he was, but maybe he wasn't. I just couldn't shake the feeling, but I couldn't prove it one way or the other." She said, as she pulled the shirt tail out of my pants, and undid the last button there. She pulled it and I reluctantly leaned forward to let her pull it all the way off. "I thought maybe he was fucking his secretary, but I couldn't seem to prove that either." She said, as she started working on the front of my pants. "Then it occurred to me, maybe he was fucking the neighbor. She was a good-looking woman, often wore tiny little bathing suits out sunning herself. Wouldn't have surprised me at all that he was fucking her."
She slipped off the sofa to kneel on the floor in front of me, her hands on the waist of my pants. "Lift for me sweetie." She cooed softly, pulling on the waist of my pants. I did and she pulled my pants and briefs down my legs. She tossed away my shoes and then pulled my pants off, leaving me in just my socks. She grinned and climbed back on my lap again. She sat on my mostly hard dick, trapping it between my body and her wet pussy lips, as she arched her back and leaned her tits toward my face. "Suck them." She whispered, as she lifted and teased one of her nipples against my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked her entire areola into my mouth. "Ohhhh God yes, that's it, sweetie. Now, reach between my legs, tease my hot wet pussy."
I did as she suggested, I slipped a hand between her legs, as she lifted herself off my lap a little bit. I sucked one nipple and then switched, when she shifted her other tit to my face, all the while teasing my fingers between her lips and across her clit. She moaned softly, before finally whispering for me to rub my dick between her lips. I was incredibly turned on by the time she asked, and I responded quickly, moving my fingers and grasping my dick. She felt my head between her lips, and as soon as my head nestled into the entrance to her depths, she sat down on me, driving herself quickly down my shaft. "Oh, fuck yes, such a good boy! I told you I thought my husband was cheating." She said breathlessly, as she began to lift and lower herself on me. I reached up to her tits and squeezed them to make her nipples stand out more and then let her lean toward me as she rode me, stuffing one of her soft tits into my mouth. "I knew in my heart he was cheating, but I couldn't seem to figure out who. Then I saw him, I was in the bedroom and looked out the window and saw him in the neighbor's back yard. He wasn't having sex with Andria. It was Andria's college age daughter, Julie, that was completely naked in a lawn chair while he pounded the shit out of her. God I was so angry! I wanted to go down and confront him. But I didn't. I wanted him to feel the humiliation I was feeling right then. So, I waited, and I plotted, to give him a taste of his own medicine."
"Oh shit, you're gonna make me come," I groaned softly.
"Hold on honey. Take me with you. Put your thumb on my clit and press it there. Make me come with you." She moaned loudly. I did as she said, I pressed my thumb between her lips against her clit, so that as she rode up and down my shaft, my thumb rolled and moved on her hard little nub. "Oh, fuck yes! There you go. God damn, gonna come. I'm gonna come. Come with me Billy! COME WITH ME!"
I felt her pussy contract around me as she started to climax, her strokes suddenly less rhythmic, as she slammed her ass down against my lap. It only took about a dozen of those hard strokes to push me over the edge. My whole body jerked hard, as she came down on me, jamming my cock up into her, as I surged the first gush of cum, deep in her pussy. We both sat there, jerking, trembling and shaking as we climaxed together for long seconds.
"Oh, fuck yes!" She whispered, without moving off my lap. After sitting on me as I softened inside her, both of us panting, she continued her story. "I went to the high school and paid three of the senior football players to come over to move some furniture for me. When they got here I told them they could take me any way they wanted, as long as they made me climax for each time they came. When my husband came home from work, they were still here. I was laying on the picnic table, completely naked, with one dick in my mouth, one dick in my hand and one in my pussy. I was covered with cum, all over my face and my tits and my pussy. On top of that, I had at least three loads in my pussy and two more in my mouth." She said as she looked down at me. "Id' come more that afternoon than in the last two years combined. But it did what I wanted. He was livid and screamed at me for cheating on him. I pushed the boys off of me and climbed off the table to face him. Very calmly I said 'and what were you doing to Julie? Checking to see if her chair was safe to sit in?' Well, he took a swing at me, which was a mistake. The three boys grabbed him to keep him off me. By the time the police got here, the bruise on my jaw was pretty ugly. With three witnesses, he got arrested and charged with battery. He lost his job; I got damn near everything, when Julie admitted in court that he'd been having an affair with her and several of her friends for several years."
"And now you just like to fuck young guys?" I asked, as my dick softened inside her.
She leaned down, bending awkwardly and kissed me on the lips. "No," She whispered. "It was the most intense sex I'd had ever. I'd climaxed at so many time I lost track. They were like fucking machines, they kept going and going. We'd been at it at least two hours, before he got home. Shit, I was hooked on young men, like you. When Malissa said she wanted to wait for that perfect guy, I offered to keep her boyfriends happy. It's been a good deal. The boys get all the sex they want, Malissa joins in but keeps her virginity, and I get as much young dick as I can stand, without any entanglements. But I never want anyone to feel used, and I sense you did feel that way."
"A little; but, I'm really having a hard time understanding what she wants. What she expects from me."
"I'm not surprised. I was pretty shocked when she climbed on you in front of me. I thought she was going to keep it until she got married, but then she didn't. I'm not sure what it is she wants now."
"You could ask." Malissa said from the hallway.
"Malissa! We were just talking about you."
"I can see that. Did you have fun?"
"I did." Her mom said. "Don't be upset with Bobby. This was my doing. It's pretty hard to resist a naked woman on your lap, especially when you're as new to sex as Bobby is."
"I don't blame Bobby, or you actually. You're doing exactly what we agreed to, keeping them sexually satisfied."
"But this time, you're unhappy with the arrangement?" She asked Malissa.
Malissa walked to the sofa and began to undress. She had on a very nice-looking dress, which was quickly removed, as were the bikini panties and bra she had on. Callie slipped off of my lap and sat next to me, making room for Malissa to replace her. She settled on my lap, resting on her knees, facing me. She intentionally, moved my cum covered, soft dick, so that her pussy trapped it against my body.
"So, what is it that I want?" Malissa asked quietly. "Quite honestly, I don't deserve someone like you. You're way too nice. See, that's what the girls all see in you, the whole cheer squad. They see a cute boy that could have taken advantage of the situation, but instead was more embarrassed about it, than they were. Not too many eighteen-year-old boys would NOT want to get into the shower with a bunch of the hottest girls in the school. Coach told me to tease you as much as I could, that's what the first day was. Coach told me to jack you off until you came. But you just stood there, and let me do what I was doing. I could tell you were blushing, you were embarrassed, but you just stood there and let me do what I wanted. I figured you'd either be so macho, look at me, or run away embarrassed, but you just stood there and let me. I honestly didn't know what to think."
"So yesterday, it was what?" I asked.
She smiled. "I was ready. I've watched mom ride boys, take it bent over, laying down, standing up, laying on the kitchen table, sitting on the counter, bent over the sofa. Hell, I can't even remember all the ways she's taken the boys I've brought home. I just felt like it was time for me, and I couldn't think of a sweeter, nicer boy to take it, than I had right there. So don't worry. I'm not planning on pushing you into any kind of a relationship. I'm not looking for that. What I am looking for is maybe a little more like yesterday. The two of us. That second time we did it, you spent so much time making me feel special before you finally slid into me... I want to feel that again. That's all I'm asking for."
"Does this mean my parade of young studs looking for sex is going to end?" Callie asked.
Malissa looked over at her mom. "I don't see why it should. Most of the boys I go out with, would kill to get it on with both of us at the same time. With one exception. Right Billy?"
"Right." I agreed, knowing I was already getting more sex than I could almost handle, I didn't need Callie hitting on me too.
"Now, why don't the two of us go into my bedroom and you can show me how it feels to be screwed doggy style." Malissa said with a grin, before sliding off my lap.
---o---
Lunch time at school had taken on a whole new dynamic, with me dating both Becky and Allie. It was Monday and there I was, sitting at my usual lunch table with Becky on one side of me and Allie on the other. As rivals for my attentions, it seemed they were becoming surprisingly good friends, or else they just wanted me to think they were. I began to wonder, though, when Allie told Becky about my bet with Malissa, and having to wear the cheer skirt and nothing else, to practice today. Becky was pretty shocked that I'd even agreed to such a stupid bet, let alone lost it. But once she settled down and stopped chiding me for doing such a stupid thing, she assured me that I could do anything I put my mind to, even walking around in a cheerleading skirt with nothing else on. The more she thought about it, the more she began to wish she was on the cheerleading team, just to watch. Allie, in a complete surprise to me, offered to let me use her skirt to give Becky a "private" showing of how it would look, as long as I did the same for her. The two of them refused to let the idea go, until I'd agreed.
I showed up for practice at my usual time, and started dragging the mats out, putting them in place. I couldn't help but notice the distinct scent of sex, still in the storage room, and the stickiness of one of the mats. I set it aside, intending to clean it, before I put it out for the girls again. I was a little surprised, when a number of the girls showed up to help me pull the mats out, declaring that I wasn't a slave and now that I was part of the team, I shouldn't be doing it all by myself. I appreciated their help, but wondered what Coach would say?
Nonetheless, with their help, the mats were out in record time, leaving us all to head to the locker room to change. When I walked into the locker room, I found a hanger on my locker door containing a cheerleader skirt. The girls had apparently all been privy to the fact that I lost a bet, and would be wearing nothing but the skirt to practice. Jenny and Rosanne were both already dressed, wearing their skirts with a t-shirt over the top. They stood by their lockers, leaning against them, clearly waiting for the floor show. It still felt a little odd, undressing with the girls, but it wasn't nearly as hard as it had been the first few days. I stripped all the way down to my socks, and then pulled my gym shoes on without putting anything else on.
I was about to put the little skirt on when Rosanne stepped over to me. She reached out and grasped my partly hard dick in her hand, her cocoa-colored fingers wrapping around my dick as she stepped even closer. "You know, if you don't go out there with a hardon, I'll be so disappointed." She whispered, as she leaned toward me and pressed her chest to mine. I could feel her hard nipples push against my chest, forced against me by her big D cup tits. She slowly stroked my cock as it hardened, her face leaning toward mine until she gently touched her lips to mine. She sucked my lower lip, as she teased my dick, getting me harder by the second. "Mmmmmmm. It's going to be sooooo much fun seeing your hardon all practice long, I can already feel myself getting wet."



"How do you know I'm going to stay hard all practice long?" I asked back in a whisper.
She grinned without pulling her face from mine. "Trust me, you will."
"Is there something I should know?"
She giggled softly and then pressed her lips to mine, softly again. She kissed me for a few seconds and then moved her face only a few millimeters from mine. "Maybe, but then I don't want to spoil the surprise." She whispered, her lips practically brushing mine. She slowly pulled her face away, letting go of my now rock-hard dick. "Mmmmmm yeah." She turned and walked toward the locker room door, calling over her shoulder to Jenny, "Told you I could get him hard, before he even finished getting dressed!"
"She was right." Jenny said, as she stepped over from her locker. She stepped to me and took the skirt from me. She knelt down in front of me and held it out for me to step into, and then slowly slid it up until it reached my dick. With a little work, she was able to work the slightly too small waist over my hips with my hardon, and then settle it on my hips with my dick poking the front, not only out, but up, so that the skirt tried to flop back against my stomach, leaving me completely exposed. With a grin, she leaned her head toward me, and licked slowly up my shaft.
"Oh damn," I groaned, as she teased under my engorged head with her tongue. She licked and teased it for long seconds, the rest of the girls filtering past us and out of the locker room, until it was only the two of us left. She closed her mouth around my head and bobbed up and down on my shaft for several moments before pulling off.
"Fuck, I want to make you come in my mouth so bad. But if I did, I'd have a lot girls mad at me. I guess maybe we should go to practice. We have a new thing we want to show you."
"A new thing?"
"A new move. And I don't mean a new sex position, though I bet a few of the girls can teach you one or two." She said with a giggle, as she stood up. She took my hand and pulled me to the doors and out into the hallway, my dick sticking out completely exposed. Fortunately, there wasn't anyone in the short hallway, and I was soon safely inside the practice gym. I looked around at the girls and stood stunned. All the girls were dressed just like I was, wearing nothing but their cheer skirts, the t-shirts they'd left the locker room in, sitting in a pile on the floor. Every one of the girls stood there, with their skirts held up, letting me see that they too were naked under them, including Malissa. Jenny stood next to me and pulled her shirt off as well, freeing her huge DD tits and then stepping toward the girls and turning to face me. She pulled her skirt up too, showing off her light brown mat of curls and her fat meaty pussy. "It was the girls' idea. If you have to, we have to!"
"Alright girls. Enough flirting!" Malissa shouted. "Let's get to work. Billy, you and Sally come over here. I have something I want to try!"
I dutifully walked to where she was and let her explain. It wasn't a hard trick, having Sally basically stand on my shoulders. Getting there was interesting, since she was climbing onto my shoulders while I knelt down, leaving me looking up her dress right at her sexy little hairless pussy while I stood up. Once I was standing and we'd learned how to balance that way, Malissa got brave, and had Sally try to stand on my hands while I pushed her in the air. I wasn't very good at it, and we ended up only being able to hold it for a few seconds before my arms wanted to give out. As a compromise, Malissa taught me to throw Sally into the air with a little twist, allowing her to fall back down toward me, with her legs extended, as she spun in the air once. It took us almost a dozen tries, with Sally landing awkwardly on the mat, before we managed to get it where I could catch her, so she was standing in front of me facing the audience. The catch was done by me looping my arms around her body and letting her slide down the front of my body so she didn't land on the ground hard.
Sally was definitely enjoying this particular trick. Each time she came down, her body slid down the front of mine, leaving her landing on the ground with my hardon sticking between her legs, and my arms wrapped around her chest, one hand often cupping one of her tits.
"We'll try this again tomorrow. Sally, you'll need to wear the full suit tomorrow so we can see how it works. I'm afraid that Billy is going to accidently pull your top up."
"That wouldn't be very good." She said with a frown. "Maybe we should change it so that I end up facing him, just in case?"
"Not sure how that'd work. But we can try it once." Malissa agreed.
I lifted Sally on my hands, my arms feeling almost like rubber by now. I tossed her with less rotation and caught her against me as she came down. Her body slid down mine as I squeezed her to me. She came almost to a complete stop when my arms caught under her sexy little butt cheeks. I loosened my grip and let her slide the rest of the way down, her skirt pulling up as she slid down my body. I froze with her feet still a foot from the floor, my skirt pushed down by her body, my engorged dick now sticking up between her legs.
"Go ahead." She whispered, looking down at me. I let her slide a little further down, feeling her tight little pussy slide down my dick as I impaled her, her soft tits pushing into my face. "Oh fuck." She moaned, as I held her there, turning my head slightly, to let one of her hard nipples press to my mouth. I opened my mouth and let it slip in, and then teased it with my tongue while I held her. I felt her legs wrap around my waist, keeping her from sliding any further, my dick sticking several inches into her. She used her legs to start working her body up and down mine, sliding my dick in and out of her tight little Asian pussy. "Oh fuck! God this feels good. You have me so fucking turned on with all the times we've done this."
Up and down she moved, working me in and out only a couple inches, but it was more than enough, with her clit grinding against my shaft. As she moved her breathing got more and more ragged, her face flushed, little moans escaping her lips. "Oh God, oh fuck Bobby. Shit, you're going to make me come. Ohhhhhh Bobbyyyyyyy! Shit! OH FUCK!" she cried as her body started to tremble. "OH GOD BOBBYYYYY, I'm COMMMMMMINNNNNG!"
"Wooo Hoo! Go baby!" I heard one of the girls call across the gym, as Sally climaxed on my dick. Her whole body shook and trembled, as she held herself tightly against me, her big soft tits squished flat against my bare chest.
"Ohhhhhh FUCK YES!" She cried, as I grabbed her bare ass and started to lift and drop her on me, trying to push my own climax to fruition.
"Almost." I grunted, working my hips to try and fuck her as I held her. "Gonna come." I felt my cock surge a gush of hot cum into her pussy.
I heard Sally gasp and moan "Oh fuck yes," into my ear, as she clamped herself even tighter around me, my cock surging shot after shot into her. "Oh God, you feel so good in me."
"Holy shit." I heard Jenny say from behind me, as she laid a hand on my back. "Wanted him all to yourself, did you? Next time I have a hand on that cock, I'm going to fuck him, no matter what you say."
"HEY!" We heard a male voice shout, before Sally could respond.
Seconds after that there was a lot of feminine screaming. Sally unwrapped herself from me and stood hiding from whoever it was.
I turned around and saw two guys standing just inside the gym doors, Coach standing between them with her hands grabbing their arms roughly. "Ladies, look what I found peeking in the windows. Two peeping Toms."
"Honest Coach Song! We weren't doing anything!" one of them protested.
"Except looking in the windows. Trying to catch a glimpse of my girls?"
"Honest, no!" he protested again.
"Then just exactly what were you doing outside the gym door?" She asked, in a much too sweet tone, one that I had plenty of experience with.
"We um, we heard that West had to wear a cheerleading skirt to practice. We just wanted to see if it was true."
"I see, and did you get your answer?"
"We, um, yeah, we did." He said, "so we can go now?"
"Yes, you can go now...almost." Coach said quietly.
"Almost?" The second boy asked.
"Yes, almost. See, I have this arrangement with the girls. I protect them and they do their best for me. Now, I couldn't exactly have you running off and telling all your little peckerwood friends that the girls don't always wear school approved attire, now, could we?"
"We wouldn't tell anyone. Honest!" he protested.
"Now how could I trust two boys that were caught being peeping toms on my girls. Right girls?" She asked. The girls that all gotten their t-shirts back on, and were now standing in a semi-circle around the two boys.
"I don't see how we could trust them." Malissa said. "As soon as they're out of here, they're off to tell their buddies all about seeing the girls topless. Then tomorrow we'll have at least a dozen trying to do the same thing. No thank you! I think we need to make sure they don't run off and start talking."
"I agree. Any ideas?" Coach asked, with that honey sweet tone again. I didn't know what she had in mind, but I knew she already had something in mind.
"I say we tie 'em up and lock them in the mat room for a few days. By the time we get done torturing them they won't want to say anything to anyone." Malissa suggested. "I'm sure, between the eight of us, we can find two pairs of panties to use as gags."
"Not a bad idea, but their parents might miss them." Coach said. "No, I think we give them a little taste of what any of their friends will get, only worse, if they show up here. What do you think Malissa?"
"Other than tying them up and torturing them, what kind of punishment?"
Coach smiled a crooked little grin I'd seen before. "Boys, strip!"
"Huh?" the first one grunted. "Strip? As in take off our clothes?"
"Of course. You like seeing the girls half dressed, I think you owe them something equal, don't you?" Coach said nicely. Then her face went from smiling to stern and she snapped at them. "The two of you will strip, NOW!" The two boys looked at each other and then back at coach. "I'll give you to the count of five to get started. If you don't, I'll have the girls do it for you, and I'm pretty sure they'll do a lot more than just undress you."
She didn't have to start counting. The prospect of the girls doing, who knows what, to them got them both started undressing. They did it slowly, the girls all looking on. It took them a long time to get down to their underwear, but they went no further. "Well?" Coach asked politely.
"We undressed," One of them said.
"No, you only partly undressed. Girls, should we help them?"
"NO!" one of them almost shouted. "We'll do it." He hesitantly pushed his briefs down, exposing his flaccid dick.
"Well, that's pretty underwhelming." Coach said, as she looked over the shoulder of the one that had his underwear around his ankles. "You?" She asked the other boy.
"Yeah, sure." He answered, feeling a little braver now that his buddy was naked. He pushed down his boxers and let them slide to his ankles.
"Alright. Now, jack off for the girls. Show them what you're made of."
"Jack off?!" the first one squeaked. "In fr-fr-front of them?" he stammered.
"That's right. I'm sure you know how to do it, all you little perverts do. So, let's see it. Unless you want me to march you down to the principal's office."
"The principal's office?" the second one said, his eyes the size of saucers.
"Uh huh. Dressed just like this. I can imagine what she might do to a couple perverted young men that like to try and spy on the girls while they play with themselves."
"But we weren't!" the first one protested.
"Really? Now who do you think she'd believe. Two naked boys, or a teacher and eight girls all saying the same thing? Now, unless you wanna take that walk, you better get at it."
I'd seen the two of them around, but hadn't really gotten to know who they were. To be honest, there was something of a caste system in all high schools, and ours was no different. These two didn't even qualify as geeks. They were total gamers, spending all their time, even at lunch time, playing video games. They were even lower than geeks because they were considered as having nothing useful to add to any conversation. Most of the one's I'd met were socially stunted, and couldn't really engage in what we considered an adult conversation. In some ways, I felt sorry for them, being humiliated by Coach in front of all the girls. But then, that's pretty much what she tried to do to me, humiliate me.
"I think your cock is a lot better." Sally whispered in my ear, as she pressed her still bare tits against my back, having not had a chance to get her t-shirt and put it on. I felt her hand slip around under the little skirt and find my mostly softened dick. She stood behind me, playing with me, coaxing me hard again. "I wasn't done." She whispered. "I dare you to put it back in me."
"Here? Now?"
"Why not?" She whispered, "we're behind everyone. Who's gonna know?"
"You want coach to catch us doing it here?" I asked in a whisper.
"Kinda hot, isn't it? Having you fuck me, while she makes those two jack off? I bet I can make you come before they do."
"Kinda dangerous." I whispered, as she let go of my dick. She stepped around me and lifted the little skirt to press her bare ass at me. Her hand found my hardon and guided me back to her very wet pussy, sliding me easily into her depths. She found my hands with hers and pulled them around her to cup both her bare tits. I stood behind her, almost afraid to move too much, that we'd attract attention. Not that I was too worried about the other girls knowing, but I didn't want those two to know that I was having sex with the girls. I had enough on my plate without that becoming common knowledge.
I slid myself slowly in and out of her pussy, shifting one hand down under her skirt to stroke her hairless pussy lips. I liked how it felt, smooth and soft, as I stroked my fingers over her lips, my other hand still squeezing her big D cup breast. She covered her mouth to stifle a moan, as I let the tip of my finger work between her lips and stroke across her clit. Up and down, I moved my finger tip, stroking over and around her hard nub. She moaned softly into her own hand and started to move her butt up and down in time with my slow strokes, working my head in and out farther, than I had been doing myself.
I could see one of the boys had seen what we were doing, or at least had seen what they could in the gap between Samantha and Julia. I knew that one of her breasts was exposed and bouncing as we fucked each other. I saw Samantha look back at us, a little grin sneaking onto her face and she moved a little closer to Julia, blocking the boy's view of Sally's bouncing boob. She stepped back a little more toward us and then reached back, without looking, and found my hand holding Sally's tit. She pulled my hand down and slipped it under the back of her skirt, her intent clear. When she stepped back a little farther, I could finally reach between her legs and stroke my fingers across her pussy.
"There you go." She whispered, without looking back at me, my fingers having found her wet lips, and slipped between the soft, wet portions of her womanhood.
"Oh fuck." Sally moaned into her hand, as her pussy began to spasm around me. I felt her legs shaking and trembling as she began to climax, both around my dick and on my finger. I continued to tease her clit with the tip of my finger as she came, her juices leaking around my dick as I held myself deep inside her spasming pussy.
"My turn." Samantha whispered, pushing Sally aside.
Sally looked at me and then at Samantha and grinned. She stepped back behind me again, so the three of us were in a line, my body sandwiched between Samantha and Sally. I felt Sally's hand find my dick and rub it around on Samantha's bare butt. Sam took the hint and helped move to a position that would allow Sally to work my hardon into her pussy. Sam stiffened as my fat head pushed into her a couple short inches, and then slowly relaxed, as her body got used to my fat appendage. I slid both hands up under the shirt and cupped her breasts in my hands. Samantha's tits were only a little larger than Sally's, but were somewhat softer and sagged a little more, her nipples were also quite a bit bigger, and more sensitive, than Sally's. She had to stifle a gasp as I squeezed both nipples at the same time.
"This is taking much too long," Coach said sharply, "I think we need someone else to stroke these...these BOYS off. What do you think girls?"
"I think that's a great idea." One of the guys said. "I wouldn't mind having someone else stroke me."
I knew, as soon as he said it, that coach was setting them up. She had no intention of letting the girls stroke them. Her goal, was to make this as embarrassing as possible for these two, which was exactly why I didn't want her to see what I had been doing to Sally, and now Sam.
"You boys like that idea, do you? You like having someone else stroke you off?" She said, watching their faces grin. "Fine...turn and face each other. Right now!" She said, as they hesitated to move, both of them still holding their cocks in one hand. They turned to face each other. "Now, stroke each other."
"WHAT!?" the first one exclaimed. "I didn't mean that! I meant one of them!"
"Of course, you did. But why should you enjoy this. It's punishment, remember?"
"But that!? I can't do that. No way!" He protested, while the other guy just stood there like a statue, not sure what to do and too afraid to protest.
"We can always walk you to the principal's office." Coach said, with a shrug. "Doesn't matter to me, come on." She said, as she turned and started walking toward the door. She stopped and looked back at the two boys. "Well? Make your choice."
"FINE! We'll do it." The first boy said with a frown, before he looked at his friend. "Shit Doug. I'm not getting fucking thrown out of school, because you wanted to spy on the girls!"
"You think I do," the second one answered? "How was I supposed to know we'd get caught?"
"You both should have expected to get caught." Coach said, with a crooked little grin. "Now, I'm going to get something from my office. I'll be right back. When I get back, I expect to see some stroking happening." She turned and walked toward her office.
"Jesus, this is embarrassing." The first one said, as he reached tentatively for his buddy's dick.
"I think that's the idea dumbass!" the second one said, before taking a deep breath and reaching for his friend's dick.
"Oh God damn." Samantha whispered, as she wiggled her ass around, working my dick in and out only an inch or so. "You know, their dicks don't look all that bad, do they?"
"Not too bad." Julia whispered back, as the two started to stroke each other's dicks. "Nothing like Billy, but not all that bad."
"Kinda tempted to help 'em out. At this rate it's gonna take forever for them to come."
"What'd you have in mind?" Julia asked.
"You and me, do them from behind and see if we can hit each other with their cum shots?"
"Do 'em from behind?"
"Yeah. Like Malissa did to Billy that first day. Remember? Think we can hit each other's guy, with their cum?"
"I bet we can." Julia agreed.
"Think we should show em our tits, you know, kind of help them along a little?"
"Really? You want to show 'em our boobs? I don't know. I mean, isn't that what they're in trouble for? Trying to see our boobs and stuff?"
"How about we just pull our shirts up so they can feel our tits on their backs, but not let em see anything?"



"Ohhhh. Sneaky! Okay. Why not? I don't think I've ever just jacked a boy off," Julia agreed.
"Never?"
"Uh-uh. I don't think I've ever jacked a guy off. I've sucked em off plenty of times, but just jacking a guy off? Could be fun," Julia giggled.
"Don't go away!" Samantha said, as she stepped away from me, pulling off my hardon and forcing me to slip my hands from under her shirt. The two walked toward the boys and each one stepped behind one of them. "You boys need a little help here? Seems to me that you do."
"Huh?" one of them grunted, trying to twist to look at Julia as she stepped behind him. "Help how?"
"Why not let us do this." Samantha said, as she pressed her body against the back of the boy, apparently named Doug. She wrapped her arms around him and reached down to his dick. "Hmmmmm. Feels a bit on the small side, but we'll see what we can do with it."
"Guess you're mine." Julia said to the other boy, as she stepped behind him. She pulled her t-shirt up before pressing herself to him from behind, squeezing her small boobs against his back. She grasped his cock and started to slowly stroke it, running her hand up and down its length. "Could be better. If you plan on ever having sex with a woman, you better learn how to use this thing, because you're never gonna win on size."
"It's not that small." He protested. Julia whispered something into his ear we couldn't hear, to which he responded. "No, not yet!"
"Hey Sam, Josh wants you to show him your boobs!" Julia said from where she stood behind him.
"Really? And of course, you're just gonna show this one..."
"Doug!" he said quickly.
"You're gonna show Doug here your boobs?"
"I might. You first!"
"Might?" Sam asked, as she gently stroked Doug's dick slowly.
"Yeah. I might. If you show Josh yours."
Samantha chuckled. "I thought you didn't want to show off your boobs!"
"Yeah, but I never said I didn't want to show off yours. This was your idea, wasn't it?"
"Guess it was." She said as she let go of Doug's dick and stepped from behind him. She pulled her shirt up and off and dropped it on the floor. She stood next to Doug and slipped her hands up under her tits and lifted both of her D cup tits, toward Doug's saucer sized eyes. "Like what you see?"
"Fuck yes." He grunted.
Sam chuckled softly, and reached a hand from her tit down to his dick. "Well, since I only have one hand, maybe you want to hold one of them?" She asked softly as she started to stroke his dick again. He reached a hand up to her bare breast and began to squeeze and kneed it. She looked over at Julia. "I dare ya!"
Julia rolled her eyes and stepped around Doug, so she was facing Sam. She pulled her shirt all the way off and dropped it on the floor. She reached down to Doug's hand and pulled one of his hands up to her little B cup boobs and then reached for his dick again. "Never let it be said I couldn't take a dare."
"Really?" Sam asked, letting go of her other tit. Without letting go of her guy's dick, she unzipped her skirt and let it slide down so she was standing in nothing but her shoes. "I dare ya!"
Julia opened and closed her mouth for a moment and then, lifting her chin, reached down to unzip her own skirt without looking. She let it slide down so she was completely naked.
"Ohmygod," Doug moaned, as he looked first at Sam's nude body and then to Julia. He let his hand drop from her tit down to her crotch, slipping two fingers between her legs moments before he grunted and started shooting his cum into the air. He stood there, his fingers on her pussy lips as his hips bucked over and over, pumping his cum into the air so it landed on his partner in crime.
"Jesus Doug!" He shouted, as Doug's cum landed on his stomach and chest. Julia just grinned, as she continued to stroke his now drooling dick.
"Your turn!" She said to Sam.
"Almost." Sam said, as she stepped a little closer to her guy. She moved his hand from her tit down to her crotch and pressed her tits against him, her big soft mounds spreading around his bicep. She leaned her face to his cheek and softly kissed his cheek and then his ear as her hand slipped down to his butt. She licked and kissed his earlobe while she slipped her fingers under his butt cheek, her hand still stroking his cock.
"OH FUCK!" He cried, as his hips pushed toward Doug, his cock suddenly spewing his cum in long hard shots toward his friend.
"Finger up the ass always works." Sam said with a grin, while she aimed his squirting dick at his friend.
"Jesus." Doug gasped, as he stood with Julia behind him so he couldn't back up, her hand still around his softened dick. His face had at least two shots of cum on it and several more on his chest.
"There you boys go." Sam said as she let go of the guy's leaking dick. "Maybe next time you won't be so eager to spy on us?"
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Doug said. "Getting caught to see you naked? I don't give a fuck how many times you jack me off like that! Shit that was fantastic!"
"Could have told you that'd happen." I said, from where I stood behind the girls.
"So why didn't you stop us?" Sam snapped at me.
I chuckled. "You didn't ask me, did you?"
"No, so what the hell do we do now?"
"That's easy." Coach said, as she walked across the gym toward the two. "You two. The principal's office! Now!"
"Uh, okay," Doug said, looking around the floor for his clothes. "Um, where's my pants?"
Coach chuckled. "You didn't think I'd make this easy for you, do you? Girls, give them a sweat rag." Two sweat rags flew through the air and landed at their feet. "You boys can cover yourselves with those. I'll have someone bring down your clothes at the end of practice. 'Til then, you can explain to Miss Jennings why you're running around the school butt naked! Now go! Before I change my mind and take the rags back!" The boys, suddenly looking terrified, grabbed up the rags and ran to the gym doors, trying to figure out how to make the tiny foot square towels cover everything.
"Now, you two." She said turning to look at Julia and Sam. "Since you two enjoy showing off so much, you can practice in just what you're wearing."
"For how long?" Sam asked suddenly.
"Oh, maybe two or three days? Oh yeah, why don't you give me about half a dozen laps of the gym."
"But coach!?"
"Get going! Before I decide to make the laps around the track! GO!" she snapped.
Reluctantly, both girls took off to start running around the gym. Over my vast years as an adolescent, I noticed that girls with pony tails would have them bouncing in an almost circular motion after they had run some distance. I found it interesting as well as titillating to see Samantha's big tits exhibit the same behavior. It didn't take but two laps for my dick to be, once again, holding the hem of the skirt up, a sight that did not go unnoticed to the other girls.
The remainder of practice seemed to fly by, with several of the girls intentionally trying to flash me and even rub themselves against my perpetually hard dick. Practice ended, but instead of running to the locker room, all the girls, without exception, walked over to the mat room and stripped completely before helping me put the mats up. I was just about to head to the locker room and shower when I was pushed from behind into the mat room, the door quickly closed behind me.
"Hey Billy," Jenny said, from where she stood, waiting in the back of the room.
"Jenny? What's up?"
"We drew straws, I won." She said, with a shrug.
"Won what?"
"Let's face it, today made all of us horny as hell. You only have one dick. You can't fuck all eight of us, so, well, the other girls will have to do whatever they want, but I get your dick." She said with a grin. "Doesn't have to be anything big. Just a quickie. Get both of us off and then go shower? Interested?"
Jenny had tits even bigger than Samanatha, and the idea of seeing her run naked was extremely attractive. "I could be, if you do something for me first."
"What's that?"
"Run a lap for me? I wanna see your tits doing what Sam's did."
She chuckled softly. "Only a guy would ask that. Okay. Get that skirt off. If I have to run naked, you can run naked with me."
"Deal." I agreed, pushing the little skirt down and off. I kicked it aside and opened the door for us. The gym lights were mostly off, leaving only the night light on, but that was enough. The two of us took off running side by side, my dick wagging back and forth while her big soft tits bounced, at first up and down, and then after a few dozen steps, in circles, swinging around to slap together with each step. We got three quarters of the way around and I grabbed her arm to stop her. "Okay. I'm ready. You?"
"Oh, hell yeah," she said, moving to the wall. She leaned her back against it and spread her legs enough for me to step between them. She grasped my dick and aimed it at her full round lips, rubbing the tip up and down her slit, trying to work it between her lips. I pushed toward her, holding myself on the wall with my hands on either side of her head. "Oh, push in...please." She moaned, as she worked my engorged head into the entrance to her depths.
"Oh damn," I groaned, as I started to slide into her. "You feel so wet."
"I am. The longer I watched you today, the hornier I got."
"I can tell." I answered, as I started sliding in and out. I started slow at first, long, slow, full strokes, that pushed my engorged head deep into her. In and out I stroked, enjoying the feeling of her soft, hot, wet pussy around my excited shaft. "Not sure how long I can last." I grunted, feeling my body racing closer and closer to an unexpectedly fast climax. "You might need to help or I'm going to go before you do, and I don't want to do that."
"Me neither." She whispered breathlessly, moving her hand between her legs. I watched her big tits in front of me wiggling each time I thrust up into her, feeling her fingers bump against my cock as she teased her clit. "Oh yeah. Going to come. I want you to cum in me. I know I don't, but this time, I want it."
"You sure?" I panted, knowing that last time she and I had sex, she made me pull out and let her suck me off.
"Yeah, I want it that way. Please!"
"Gonna come in a minute."
"Me too." She moaned. "Oh damn. OHHHH DAMN!" she cried out loudly, as her body began to tremble. I thrust up into her with abandon, feeling her clenching pussy squeeze around me and make her pussy tighter around my shaft. In and out I thrust, feeling that tingle and warmth spread.
"Gonna come too," I gasped.
"Yes, do it!" She grunted, as her body trembled. I thrust hard, as my body spasmed, jamming my cock deep into her, as the first shot of pent up cum forced itself from my head into her wetness. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled us together, quickly pressing her lips to mine as we stood pressed against the wall, both of us enjoying our mutual orgasms.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuck." She breathed, after breaking the several seconds, long kiss. "Does it always feel this good?"
"I'd guess so." I answered breathlessly, still trying to catch my breath after the short workout.
"God I should have let you do this before."
"Why now?"
"'Cause I convinced my mom to let me be on the pill."
"How long have you been?" I asked her quietly, still gasping for breath.
"I dunno. Maybe a week?"
"Oh God, Jenny! That isn't long enough. It has to be at least a month to be safe."
"It's not?"
"Shit no."
"So, that means, I could get..."
"Yeah, it does." I answered softly. "Doesn't mean that you will, but damn, you could!"
"Well, maybe I won't?"
"We can hope," I answered, as my dick slipped out of her. "Come on, we better shower."
"Yeah...Billy?"
"Yeah?"
"Don't tell the other girls about this. Ya' know?"
"I get it. Sure, my lips are sealed."
"Billy?"
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Thank you!"
"You're welcome." I answered her, taking her hand, as we walked across the vacant, mostly dark gym.
---o---
It took another fifteen minutes for us to shower and leave the locker room. She gave me a kiss on the cheek before heading off toward her car, while I headed toward mine.
"Hey stranger!" Becky said, from where she lay on the hood of my car, using the windshield as a backrest. "I figured if I stayed with your car, you'd have to show up sooner or later. You still haven't told me why you couldn't come over last night."
I looked around and said quietly. "Not here," I said, as I held my hands out to her, encouraging her to slide down the hood toward me. As she did her skirt slipped up from under her butt, leaving it bunched around her waist, exposing her bare pussy. She slid down until her legs were on either side of my body and then wrapped her arms around my neck.
"I'm sooooo damn turned on for you right now." She whispered, before pressing her lips to mine in a gentle loving kiss. "Mom and dad will be home by the time we get there, how bout we find someplace to make love?"
"We can do that." I agreed, thinking about several places we might share some quick sex. I helped her off the hood and around to the passenger side. I unlocked the door and opened it for her.
It only took a few minutes to drive to the little park and park the car. We walked hand in hand, down the walking path, a ways, until we came to the first picnic table. She didn't even give me a chance to help and she was pulling off her clothing, her dress and bra laying on the table before I could even get my t-shirt off. "Come on. Hurry up!" she coaxed, trying to undo my pants. She pushed them down and then pulled me to the end of the table, wiggling her butt up onto the end. I shuffled between her legs as she reached for my hardon, guiding it to her pussy. She gently rubbed my head up and down between her wet lips and then coaxed me to slide it into her, a long low moan escaping her, as I pushed slowly into her. "Oh God, yes. I wanted this so bad last night. Why couldn't you come over?" she panted as I stroked in and out of her. "Who was more important than me? One of the girls? I know you're fucking almost all of them. But I want you to just be fucking me."
"I know." I grunted as I thrust hard into her, reaching up to capture her bare tits and squeeze them. "Come for me. Let me feel you come around my dick." I coaxed, knowing she loved to be asked to climax.
"I will. Ohhhhh yes. I want to feel you come too. Let me feel your cum in me baby! Let me feel you fill me up."
"In a minute." I panted, as I thrust hard into her. I slipped one hand from one of her big tits down to her crotch, teasing a finger between her lips to tease her clit, while I stroked in and out of her hot wet depths.
"Oh God lover, you know exactly how to make me come, don't you? Ohhhhh fuck. Here it comes baby! Just for you! I only come for you now!" She gasped, as her whole body began to shudder and tremble. I felt her pussy start to clench and tighten around me, as her climax washed over her body. I knew it would only be a few more stokes and I'd be joining her.
"Uh. Fuck yes!" I grunted, enjoying the feeling of pumping cum, deep inside her. I stood there, looking down at her beautiful, sexy, wonderful body, my body jerking and spasming as it tried to pump every last drop of cum, into her, realizing that having sex with her felt so much different than with the other girls, even with Allie. There was more to it, more to what I felt. I stood there for long minutes, my dick softening inside her, neither of us making any move that would break our coupling, and let my softened dick slip from her. "You like being like this, don't you?"
"Uh huh. I do."
"Why?"
"Because when we're like this, it feels so, so, special. I feel connected to you, not just physically, but emotionally. When you look at me like this, when we're together like this, I can see in your eyes that you care, that you love me. I don't know how else to explain it. Do you, like being like this?"
"Yes, of course I do"
"Why?"
I paused before answering. "Because when I'm having sex with you it's different. It makes me want to work extra hard to please you. Pleasing you and helping you climax, is almost more important than my own climax. I know it sounds silly, but that's how it feels."
"Does it feel like that with anyone else?"
"Allie a little but not nearly as much as with you. Shit Becky, have we fallen in love, for real? I mean, real, long lasting, get married, kind of love?"
"I think we have." She whispered, as she pushed up off the table so she could sit up, her arms slipping around me to pull both of us together, her naked tits pressing against my bare chest. "I think I really love you."
We held each other for more minutes, each of us stroking our hands contentedly up and down each other's bodies. She finally pulled her head off my shoulder and leaned back enough to see my face. "Okay Billy, I think I know you enough to know something's bothering you. If it's me, if I'm rushing you, if this is scaring you, tell me and I'll back off." She whispered. "Just be honest with me."
"No. it isn't you." I said shaking my head.
"Who then?"
"Yesterday, yesterday and today have me kinda screwed up."
"Billy, you can tell me anything, you know that, right? Just tell me and we can deal with it, together."
"I went over to Malissa's house Saturday to practice some new moves she wanted to teach me."
"And you ended up having sex with her?" She prompted.
"No. I did with Sally, Sally Wong?"
"Oh. Okay."
"But that wasn't the issue. I didn't have sex, no that's not right. I sorta did and sorta didn't have sex with Malissa. I had sex with her, but not all the way. I mean we did things, but we didn't fuck. When we started to get close to that, she went and got her mom, and her mom and I had sex."
"Wait! What?"
"When I went back on Sunday to talk to her about it, to try and understand, she wasn't home yet. Her mom got undressed and we had sex, while she explained that Malissa was trying to not have sex with a guy until she got married, or at least met the guy she would marry. But then, later in the afternoon, Malissa and I did end up having sex. It was all so confusing. I stayed for dinner, and after dinner I wanted to talk to coach. I didn't feel comfortable still doing the things I was doing. I felt like maybe things had gotten out of hand."
"They have that, if half the rumors I've heard are true."
"Well, I dunno what rumors you've heard, but yeah, almost all the girls and I have had sex. Anyway, I wanted to talk to coach. I went over to her house and...look, I'm not supposed to tell anyone this. I need you to keep this a secret for me, but I need to talk to someone."
"Alright. You know I'll keep it a secret if you ask me to."
"I do. I need to...I'm so damn confused. I've never had sex before you. Now I'm regularly having sex with a whole bunch of girls. I'm getting naked in front of them and showering with them, and yeah, I'm having sex with them as well. I think you've probably figured out by now that I had sex with coach. You were right. She admitted it last night. She admitted that she put me on the team as the mat boy, so she could try and humiliate me and teach the girls that men are assholes. Only problem was, I wasn't. The girls took a liking to me because I was nice to them, even when they were trying to tease me and get me turned on. Coach told them to, to tease me as much as they could, figuring that if they did, I'd eventually force myself on one of them. Instead, it was the other way around. The girls all got taken with me, and with my hardware, as Malissa put it. And they wanted to have sex with me."
"So, I don't understand. What's got you so upset?"
"I went to coach's house to confront her and I found her, outside, in the hot tub, naked."



"So? You've had sex with her. Seeing her naked shouldn't be a big deal."
"She wasn't alone."
"Ohhhhhhh. She was with some guy and you feel jealous?"
"Oh hell no. She was with Principal Jennings. The two of them were having sex."
"Ohhhh damn. So, you saw Miss Jennings naked too?"
"More than that. I had sex, with both of them."
"You had sex with Coach Song AND Miss Jennings? How could you?"
"They didn't leave me a lot of choice. I was sorta beating off while I watched them having sex in the back yard, and they caught me. They said that if I was doing it with them, that I'd have to keep their secret or I'd get in trouble too."
"Not that you'd get in trouble like they will, but Billy, if people knew what you were doing, you don't want that reputation. Oh God Billy, now I know why you're stressed."
"It gets worse."
"How could it get worse?"
"I think Coach overdid it today. She caught two nerds trying to spy on the girls. You know I lost that bet, right? I had to wear a cheerleader skirt, and that's all. Well, the girls decided if I did, so would they. So, they were all running around with nothing but the skirts on. She caught two nerds trying to spy on the girls. She pulled em into the gym and made them strip in front of the girls and then jack off for em."
"Oh damn. That's...I don't know what to say."
"It probably would have been okay, but Samantha and Julia decided to get naked and jack them off and aim it at each other. Both of the guys ended up squirting all over each other. When coach said that should teach them, well, they thought it was cool, having cheerleaders jack them off. So, to embarrass them she sent them, naked, to the principal's office. Hell, by morning, half the school will know that there were two naked boys in the principal's office, and where they came from."
"Oh God, Billy, this is bad. This could get coach into all kinds of trouble.'
"Yeah, I know. And Delila too. I mean, Principal Jennings. And I'm going to be stuck in the middle of it all, I can just feel it."
"It's gonna be worse Billy. One of the rumors that's going around? Jack, he said that you and coach have been having sex."
"Shit." I swore quietly.
"I'm sure he wants to get you away from me, that's why he started the rumor, or his buddies did at least, but if it's really true..."
"Yeah. That and what happened today will really put things in a difficult position. Hell, you might never want to be seen with me again, once this hits the fan."
She hugged me tightly. "Billy, there is nothing anyone can do or say that would make me be ashamed of being seen with you."
"Thanks. I just hope it's true, because I have a bad feeling about this."
"Quit the squad? Take yourself out of that situation?"
"I do and everyone will jump to the conclusion that the rumor is true. Hell, I don't know what to do! I feel like I'm going to lose, no matter what I do."
"Okay, how about you just tell Malissa that you don't want to do the sex stuff, that you see trouble coming and the girls need to protect themselves. At least then it's only rumor, right?"
"Maybe."
"Come on. Let's get dressed." She said, pushing me back. It only took a few moments for us to dress and we were headed back to the car. "I need to text mom. Dad isn't home tonight, but mom will worry if I'm too late."
"Okay. So, who are we going to see?"
"Malissa," she said, as we walked to the car. I enjoyed the walk back to the car, walking in the dusk, hand in hand. It was surprisingly comfortable and soothing. I hadn't had a chance to really be with her this way since, well, maybe never. I started to think that maybe I was missing something.
---o---
When Malissa's door opened, I couldn't help but stand there, my jaw hanging down at the sight on the other side of the door. Mrs. Strong, Callie, was standing on the other side, completely naked, her large full breasts completely exposed, as was her small blond patch of curls and full round pussy lips. She held the door handle in one hand and a glass of wine in the other, a small smile creeping to her lips, at her recognition of who was on the porch.
"Billy!" She said brightly. "This is a very pleasant surprise. I wasn't expecting you tonight."
"Oh, uh, sorry Mrs. Strong. I was coming to see Malissa, but, um, we can come back another time." I said, starting to turn to step away.
"Nonsense! Come on in. Malissa is upstairs." She said cheerfully.
"We don't want to interrupt if you're busy," I said, still blushing.
She chuckled softly. "You mean because I'm not wearing anything? Oh, no. I'm just relaxing after work and cooking some dinner. Come on in."
"Um, uh, okay." I finally agreed, stepping to the door.
"Who's your friend?"
"Oh, sorry. Becky Williams, Callie Strong."
"Hi." She said meekly, as she stepped past the nude Callie, clearly uncomfortable.
"I'm sorry. I really hate wearing clothes in the evening after being trapped in them all day. I'll go put a robe on if it makes you uncomfortable, or if you prefer, you can join me. We're pretty clothing optional in this house."
"I don't think you should put yourself out. We just need to talk with Malissa a few minutes." I answered, as I headed toward the stairs leading up. I hadn't ever been to Malissa's bedroom, but I guessed it was upstairs.
"If you're sure you don't mind." She said, as I climbed the stairs, pulling Becky behind me by the hand. It only took a few moments to figure out which room was Malissa's. It was the only room with the door closed. I probably should have knocked first, but I was still a little stunned at her mom being naked, so I just turned the knob and pushed the door open. I got the second shock of the day, the opening door revealed Malissa, every bit as naked as her mother, laying on her bed, her legs stuck in the air, her hands pumping a large dildo in and out of her pussy, as she moaned my name. I don't know if it was me or the gasp that Becky let out, that alerted her to our presence.
"SHIT! Billy!" She squeaked, jerking the large pink dildo out of her pussy, her legs pressing together and curling under her as she covered her breasts with one arm, her other hand still holding the glistening pink toy. "Billy! Don't you knock!?"
"I, um, I'm sorry. I needed to talk to you. I should come back later." I said, for the second time in as many minutes.
"NO!" She said loudly, as I turned to head back down the hall. "No, wait!" I'd already started back to the stairs, when she came out of the doorway of her bedroom and raced past Becky to grab my arm. "Billy! Wait. I didn't mean that! It's okay. Don't go!" I stopped when she grabbed my arm, letting her turn me. "I'm sorry. I just...I was...I didn't, um, I wasn't expecting you. I was just trying to, um, well, you know what I was doing."
"You were pretending to be fucking my boyfriend." Becky said softly, drawing Malissa's attention. She turned to look at Becky, a slight look of panic in her eyes as she turned.
"Becky! I'm sorry. I couldn't help it. Not after this afternoon."
"Yeah, I get it. Once he does you, it's hard to not want it again, isn't it?"
"Sorta is," she agreed sheepishly. "I'm sorry. Let me put something on." She walked past Becky and into her room. I walked back and stepped into the room in time to see her slipping a bathrobe on and covering up her large soft tits. "So, why did you need to talk to me?"
Becky pushed the door closed on the three of us and sat down on the bed, one leg cocked, and on the bed, and the other on the floor so she could be turned to look at Malissa. "You have a problem. Actually, I think we all have a problem." Becky started. I stood there and waited patiently while she explained about the rumor, and how I'd gone to talk to Coach after what happened the other night. Malissa looked back and forth between Becky and me as she explained, a look of concern shifting to almost panic, as she realized what could happen.
"Ohmygod. Jack, he didn't really...he wouldn't, would he?"
"I think he already has." Becky answered her.
"Oh God. That...Shit. I, um. Oh shit. If they go after Coach Song, it won't be long before everyone knows what we do, what we did, to Billy before the last game!"
"The initiation?" Becky asked. "That'll only be part of it. Hell, most of the girls have had sex with him, what do you suppose that'll be like when it becomes common knowledge? Most of the girls have other boyfriends too."
"No, not most, all of them, except Allie. But I don't think any of us haven't used his dick. Some of the girls, it's...the reputation that this will put out there. It could hurt their chances on getting into colleges if there's a huge investigation. What are we going to do!?"
"I suggested that he quit the team, but he insists that'll just make it seem like the rumors are true."
"Probably would. Shit, I need to let all the girls know about this. Oh God. What about Coach? I mean, if someone finds out she's had sex with some of us, oh damn. This could be really bad!"
"Wait!" Becky said quickly. "You mean that she's had sex with more than Billy?"
Malissa blushed. "Yeah. She's had sex with a couple of us."
"Oh God, if this gets out, you know what'll happen to her?" Becky said. "There won't be any way that we can keep this under wraps."
"Keep what under wraps?" I heard from behind me. I jerked my head around and saw Callie standing in the partly open doorway, still every bit as naked as she was when we walked in.
"MOM!" Malissa cried in surprise.
"You heard me young lady. Keep what under wraps?"
Malissa looked at her mother, while I did my best to not look back at her. Finally, Malissa whispered. "There's a rumor out there that Coach has been having sex with some of the players, and that some of the players have been having sex in the locker room." She said quietly.
"And by some of the players, are we talking about Billy? Or more than just him?" Malissa just nodded. Callie walked into the room, pulled the chair from the dressing table around. Before sitting in it she reached for me and gently pushed me to sit on the bed between the two girls, facing her. "Alright." She said, as she sat down. "Tell me all of it."
"My ex-boyfriend got in trouble for assaulting Billy. I think he's trying to get me away from him, which isn't going to happen; but he's trying, by starting this rumor about Billy having had sex with coach."
"That's a pretty vicious rumor. Is it true?" She asked Becky, before looking at her daughter and then back to me. "Billy?"
"Yes ma'am," I whispered.
"Yes ma'am, it's true?" She asked quietly. I nodded slowly while she continued. "Yes ma'am, as in you had sex with Coach Song like you and I had sex here the other day?" She was silent for long seconds. "Oh my God. Alright, what else are you hiding? I know you, young lady. I've seen this look before. You're not telling me everything."
"No, I'm not." She whispered. "We kinda had an initiation of Billy in the locker room."
"An initiation as in the girls had sex with him?" She asked, watching her daughter nod slowly. "And that's all?"
Malissa shook her head slowly. "No, Coach sorta had us all teasing him, to show that men are jerks, but we all kinda fell for Billy a little, and we all started having sex with him, at school."
"Oh Lord." Callie whispered. She looked at me, "Billy, this is really important. Did you have sex with Coach Song on school property?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered quietly.
"Did you have sex with her more than once?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Where there witnesses to this?" I nodded slowly. "Who?"
"Nurse Allen and Principal Jennings."
"Oh lord. No wonder you're worried. You should be. Don't you know that something like that is illegal? There are laws to protect children from abuse by teachers and such."
I looked up sharply at her. "I'm not a child, I don't need protecting."
She took a deep breath, got up to pull her chair closer and sat down again. She reached over and stroked my leg with her finger tips. "Billy, you might think you don't need protection, but you're in a vulnerable position. You're eighteen, but they have control of you and your environment. I wondered about this arrangement, with you suddenly on the team. I wondered if something wasn't going on that shouldn't be. You want to tell me how this all started? And the truth, nothing made up. This is really important. If I'm going to try and protect you, I need to understand everything."
"You think you can protect him?" Becky asked quickly.
"I'll do my best. He's not technically a minor, but since he's a student, there are federal privacy laws I can use, to keep his name out of it. Now, Billy, tell me everything."
"You can use?" Becky asked quizzically.
"As his lawyer, yes. But I need to know everything."
"I don't want to get anyone in trouble. Especially not the girls or Principal Jennings."
"I understand. I'll do what I can, but this is going to get messy. So, tell me everything."
I started out explaining how I lost the bet and had to jack off in front of Becky, and how we got caught by Coach. It wasn't long before she was shaking her head in dismay as I related how I had to undress in front of Coach and then Malissa pulled down my pants and jacked me off in front of the girls. She seemed stunned when I described how the girls dressed and how they teased me during practice. She smiled a little, as I described how Malissa had gotten Coach to have me join the team, after the girls all voted. She rolled her eyes and shook her head, while looking at her daughter, while I described the initiation, coach climaxing next to me during the game, and then the sex in the mat room and then with Nurse Allen. But she was totally silent, staring at me intently as I described going to Coach's house after she and I had sex here, only to find Coach and Principal Jennings having sex in the hot tub. She went back to shaking her head as I described what happened to the two boys today.
"I think that Coach Song has used some very poor judgement, both in how she has interacted with you, and the team. But Principal Jennings should know better than to be involved with one of her subordinates, let along inviting a student into that relationship. I don't see that there is any way, if any of this becomes public, that she keeps her job." Callie said quietly, before looking at her daughter. "Malissa, I want you to be honest with me. I know you and Billy have had sex, as have some of the other girls. And I'm quite sure there is plenty of it happening at school, even though it shouldn't. I'm not condemning anyone for any of that. But what I need you to be honest with me is, has Coach Song ever had sex with any of you girls at school, or encouraged you to have sex with the other girls on the team?"
I saw Malissa look down and blush. "In cheerleading camp this summer, she did."
"Tell me sweetie. Tell me what happened."
"At the end of each day, after all the younger girls left and it was just us seniors, she'd have us do this team building exercise. We'd all strip and pair off in random pairs and make each other climax before we went to the showers."
"And what did she do while you were doing that?" Callie asked softly.
"Well, the first week she just kind of walked around, and then when we went to shower, she'd go in with us and play with herself until she came. But the second week, she started to go around and if a girl was having trouble getting off, she'd go help out. You know, get down and help lick or finger her. One day Jenny just wasn't getting off, so she faked it just to get done. Well, coach got upset and she sat on her face until Jenny licked her to climax. She said there was no room on the team for anyone that wasn't one hundred percent in."
"Oh lord, I had no idea sweetie. I wondered why you were being so sexual this school year, I'm sorry."
"I guess I should have said something then, but if things...if anyone found out, they'd shut down the program. The whole squad would be done. I couldn't do that to the rest of the girls."
"So, you were trying to protect them?"
"Yeah. If word got out that we'd been forced to do that to each other, and yeah, some of the girls had a really hard time with it, if word got out, well, you can imagine the reputation we'd all have."
"I can. And I think Coach knew the same thing. Does she still have sex with the girls?"
"Before Billy showed up, yeah. One or two of us would stay in the showers until she came in and then we'd do stuff until we all came. She liked it best if she could make us squirt on her face."
"I was afraid of that. Sweetie, Coach Song isn't a great coach, she's a sexual predator that has been taking advantage of you girls. How she got Principal Jennings involved with her, I have no idea. But you know I can't let this go. This has to be stopped." Malissa looked at her mother pleadingly. "I know, I'll be as discreet as I can be, but there's a chance this will become public."
Malissa nodded, "I understand mom," she whispered.
Callie nodded and stood up, looking down at her daughter sympathetically, before walking silently out of the room, closing the door behind her.
"Well, it was fun while it lasted." Melissa finally said, as she flopped back on the bed. "I've so screwed the girls. I mean, Sally and Julia were planning on doing cheer in college too."
"You weren't really completely honest with your mom, were you?" I asked Malissa quietly.
"What do you mean?"
"You made the egg challenge with her and dared her to fuck me, for each time she climaxed."
I saw her look at me and blush. "I didn't actually think she'd do it. I meant it to kind of shock her. But she took the challenge and, well, we know what happened after, right?"
"Yeah, we do. I also know about the woods."
Malissa sat bolt upright, starting at me in horror. "Tell me you don't."
"I don't know a lot, but I know that you were at a beach and you and Jessica had sex there, and since then, the two of you have had sex more than once, right?"
"How did you find out?"
"Jessica told me Friday night."
"How much did she tell you?"
"Just that you hooked up and had sex. Was there more to it?"
"I, um. I don't think..."
"Come on. You know all my dirty little secrets."
She flopped back on the bed. "I wasn't supposed to be there. My cousin, Adriana and I went to this...um...," she took a deep breath. "We went to this nude beach. I mean, going there wasn't exactly wrong, but I wasn't supposed to be there. Adriana and a few of her friends were going and I went along. We met some people, one of them was Nurse Allen. I didn't recognize her naked. All of us went off to the woods just off the beach where they had a tarp strung up to shade from the sun and some blankets on the sand. There were a couple guys in our group, so we ended up, all told, six girls and two guys. I guess you can imagine what the outcome of something like that was."
"I can imagine." Becky said quietly.
"I almost lost it that day. One of the guys was trying to take me, while I had my face between Jessica's legs."
"Oh damn."
"I couldn't even see him with Jessica sitting on my face, and I couldn't hardly say anything. Only thing that stopped him was Adriana. She knew I wasn't doing dicks, and managed to get him to stop before it went too far."
"That had to be hard." Becky answered.
"Yeah. Worst part was, I was really, really, turned on and I might have even said yes if he'd have asked. He didn't have a bad looking cock. Almost as good as yours Billy."
"Oh," I said, not really sure how to respond.
"I don't regret it. Letting you be my first. I mean, I knew we wouldn't end up as a couple, but I watched how you treated the other girls. I wanted a piece of that."
"So, he really did have sex with you?" Becky asked. "He hadn't said and I was just guessing."



"He did. He was really gentle. I wouldn't have minded a few more times with him. But now it looks that isn't going to happen anymore."
"Might not have to be that way," Becky said quietly. "I asked Billy if he wanted to be a bit more than just friends with benefits, now that I don't have another boyfriend. He hasn't said no yet."
"But he hasn't said yes either, has he?"
"No, he hasn't."
"And you'd let him have sex with me, why?"
"Some of the things I've heard about the girls doing with him. I thought, maybe it would be a good chance to try something a bit different."
"As in, trying a threesome?"
"Well, given that life is going to get really unpredictable with what's happening, maybe I better try it, while I have the chance. As long as my parents don't find out."
"Well, I'm not going to say no. I don't mind."
"As long as you get his dick again?" Becky added, with raised eyebrows.
"Something like that."
"Well, you better help him get undressed then." Malissa said with a grin. "I'll just watch if you don't mind."
Becky grinned and climbed off the bed. She moved to where I was sitting, and pulled me up by the hand. "You take mine off and I'll take yours off."
It didn't take long for the two of us to end up as naked as Malissa, by which time she'd adjusted herself on the bed so she was laying with her butt at the edge, and her legs hanging off. She held her hands out to Becky and pulled her to her. "Why don't we start out with something simple, like letting me lick you while Bobby gives me a little cock action."
"Sorta like you were thinking about when we walked in?"
"Sorta," Malissa answered, with a little blush. She coaxed Becky up onto the bed on her knees, and then up her body until her pussy was over her face. She got her to spread her legs so that Becky's pussy was now almost touching her lips. "Much more comfortable this way. Now, Billy, don't waste too much time. I'm more than ready for you."
I stepped to the edge of the bed, lifting her legs while I moved closer, letting her rest them against my body. Her bed was pretty tall, and I didn't have any trouble at all, getting my dick at the right height. I rubbed my head up and down her lips and then slowly fed it into her, hearing her moan gently into Becky's pussy. I slipped easily into her wet depths, feeling her hot juices already lubricating her vagina. I held her legs by wrapping my arms around her thighs and then began to slide my shaft in and out, my thighs slapping her bare ass with each stroke.
"Someone's fucking wet!" Malissa giggled, as she licked up Becky's lips.
"That's because we had sex in the park earlier." Becky moaned.
"Did he come in you?"
"Uh huh."
"So, I'm licking his cum? Soooooooo good."
"Have you ever done that before?" Becky asked breathlessly, while I plunged my dick in and out of Malissa.
"A few times." She answered between licks of Becky.
"But you don't have sex with guys." Becky panted. "Oh God, Malissa, You're going to make me come."
"That's the idea." Malissa grunted, as she continued to assault Becky's clit with her tongue.
I pounded into Malissa, watching her tits rolling and moving on her chest as she licked Becky closer and closer to climax. I could feel her pussy starting to clench around me as my strokes inched her toward climax, while I watched Becky's legs and arms start to tremble. I'd never seen Becky do this with another girl, and I found it quite exciting. I felt myself growing closer and closer as Becky's moans and gasps grew more and more intense, her climax clearly nearing. "OH GOD!" Becky gasped, as her body spasmed, jerking on Malissa's face, pushing Malissa's climax to burst upon her. I felt her pussy contract around me and continued to jam my dick deep into her, with each stroke, the sounds and sensations ramping my own climax to within moments. In and out I thrust, almost ready to let go, when I heard the gasp behind me.
I jerked around to see Callie standing with the door open, her hand over her mouth as the two girls climaxed in front of me. The look of surprise quickly changed to a wicked little grin. She stepped to me and pressed her body against my back, pushing my dick into her daughter, but also preventing me from stroking any more. My climax was demanding release, yet Callie's body against mine prevented me, as hard as I tried, to do more than move in and out much more than an inch or so. Her arms circled me, pushing her daughter's legs apart so that Malissa had to hold them up on her own. She pulled them up and back and Callie guided my hands to Malissa's feet, coaxing me to spread them even further apart. She wrapped one arm around my chest, her fingers finding and stroking my right nipple, her right hand moving down to gently stroke her daughter's still climaxing pussy and my pelvis. She whispered, "watch" in my ear as she reached her finger between her daughter's pussy lips. She began to stroke her clit with the tip of her finger, her left arm moving down to my waist. She used her body to start to push me in and out of Malissa again, my shaft sliding slowly in and out, as she teased her daughter's clit with her finger.
The reaction was more than I would have expected. Just when I thought her climax had begun to fade and slip away, her hips began to buck again, using her feet against my hands as leverage to rock herself. Her motions helped push on and off my dick, and her mom's finger was clearly having a significant effect. I felt Callie's bare body press against mine with each stroke, coaxing me in and out of her daughter, while she teased her clit.
"She's going to come sooooo hard in about a second," Callie whispered in my ear. "This is double peaking her orgasm. Let it start to fade a little and then push it back up like this. The second can be even bigger than the first."
"OH SHIT!" I heard Malissa cry, from between Becky's legs. "OH GOD! GOING TO COME AGAIN!!!! OHHHHHH SHIT BOBBY!" she screamed into the room, moments before her whole body jerked hard. I looked down at her sexy pussy in time to see her gush juices out as her abdomen clenched and squeezed. "FUCK!" she cried again as her body was wracked with a second spasm, her pussy gushing more juices out around me as Callie drove me deep into her and held me against her daughter's pussy, my cock jammed all the way into her.
"See how that works?" She whispered, as her hands started to stroke up and down my front, from my chest to my crotch. "Now, how would you like to do that to me?" She whispered, as she pulled me back. She used her hands to walk be back, pulling my dick from Malissa. She drew me back until she could take my hand. She pulled me from the room and down the hall. She drew me along with her into what had to be her room, walking to her bed. She turned and sat on it without letting go of my hand. She let go, long enough to shift her grip to my dick, and pulled me toward her, as she lifted and spread her legs.
Her mound and pussy were completely bare, as she rubbed the tip of my slick cock against her full round lips. She worked me between her lips and then hooked her feet on my butt. I groaned softly, as she pulled me to her, driving my cock easily into her. "Alright Billy. All that I ask is that you make me come before you do. You can fill me if you want, but make me come first, please."
I reached up her body to her big tits and grasped them as I started pushing in and out of her. Her vagina was surprisingly tight as she let me stroke in and out of her, her hips rocking gently to grind her clit against my shaft with each inward stroke. She rocked up the other way as I pulled out, grinding my engorged head along the front vaginal wall, and that little bundle of nerves that she had taught me about. In and out I stroked, having to actually work at not coming. She moaned and panted and even whispered how wonderful I felt inside her, as her orgasm grew inside her, slowly pushing toward blooming. I'd learned a few things from her, and from the other adults I'd had sex with. I knew I wasn't going to last a lot longer, definitely not long enough to give her a double peak, like she had just shown me. But I knew a few other tricks. I left one hand teasing her nipple while I moved the other to her crotch. I slipped the tip of my finger between her lips and started to rub circles around the hard nub, drawing a gasp and loud moan of pleasure from me.
"Good boy. That's it. Make me come. Ohhhhh Billy. You are a goooooooood fuck." She moaned, as I plunged into her, each slap of her ass making her tits roll on her chest. "God damn Billy. You are making it so hard to hold back. I'm going to come. Come with me honey. Fill my pussy, while I'm coming. Please baby!" she moaned loudly, as her pussy started to clench around me. The shudders came next, wracking her body. Her whole body seemed to be shuddering, as I slammed hard into her, pushing my own orgasm right to the point of no return.
"UH FUCK!" I grunted, as my body spasmed and jabbed my dick deep into her. I felt the first surge of cum lance into her depths, drawing a scream of pleasure from her. Over and over her body bucked as she spasmed around my pumping cock. Shot after shot of pent up cum lanced from my engorged head into her velvety soft vagina. I stood there panting, staring at her incredible body when a set of hands slipped around me. I felt soft tits press to my back as the hands held me tightly to her.
"God, you fuck good," Becky whispered. "Only thing I wish is that it was only me you were doing it to. I could be you know. I bet I can keep you satisfied as many times as you want it."
"Where would we do it? I mean, your mom wouldn't be too happy if we started having sex in your room." I whispered back.
"Well, maybe if we found a way to show her what you do to me, maybe she wouldn't complain so much?"
"What, have sex in front of her?"
"That wasn't exactly what I was thinking." She giggled, "it's not like you haven't had sex, with an older woman before."
"You could always do it here." Callie said quickly. "As long as you don't mind paying the rent."
"You mean let him do what he just did?"
"Smart girl." Callie laughed, just before the doorbell rang. "Oh shit! I completely forgot!" She said, as she pushed me away, my softened dick slipping from her, letting our combined juices start to flow from her. She pushed herself up. "I called Principal Jennings and she wanted to come over and talk to you both. I was coming up to tell you to get dressed."
"Well, too late now." Malissa said with a frown. "If she's already here."
"I say we just go this way." Becky said. "It's not like she hasn't seen Billy naked before."
"Do we really want to go there, given what were going to be discussing? I mean, come on, we're accusing one of her staff of having sex with students. It doesn't exactly help our credibility if we're all sitting around naked, post fuck."
"Fine, we can dress if you want, but all you need to tell her is that it's a clothing optional house, which is the truth." Malissa said.
"I could." Callie said with a shrug. "But it really won't help our position." She said, as the doorbell rang again. She got up, grabbed a robe off the end of the bed and headed from her room and down the stairs.
"Come on. We better dress." Becky said, as she turned to head out the bedroom door back toward where we started. We followed her to Malissa's room and we all dressed, at least mostly, as quickly as we could and then headed down to meet Principal Jennings.
She stood up from the sofa where she and Callie were sitting when we walked in. "Billy! Malissa!" she greeted us with a small smile on her lips. "Your mother was just telling me a little about what's going on. But I much prefer to hear it from you." I sat down on the love seat, which of course was meant for two, but Becky and Malissa both squeezed onto it on either side of me. "First off, let me express my concern about what has happened to you. I should have realized that she had very different intentions about Billy, when she asked me to allow her to put him on the team as a mat boy. If I'd have known that she was already involved, sexually, with some of her students, I would have most certainly handled this differently."
"I don't think I can or want to blame you for what happened." I answered quickly. "The sad fact is, that I WAS in the girls' locker room with Becky here, and we were both mostly naked playing with each other. So, by rights, I should have had a ten-day suspension. The fact that I didn't get that, I'm not going to complain. What happened in practices was, um, embarrassing sometimes, but quite honestly, I haven't minded all that much. I've made some really fantastic friends, and yeah, I've learned a hell of a lot about sex in only a short couple of weeks. I don't have any complaints in that area."
"See the problem is, the rumor we heard," Becky said, before I could continue, "the rumor that I guess Jack started, he doesn't really know that coach is having sex with anyone, but it's bound to come out if someone starts investigating his claim that the girls and Billy are having sex in the locker room. He's just doing this to try and get Billy in trouble because he wants to break us up."
Principal Jennings looked at Becky and then at me. "So, are you two a couple now?"
"We're thinking about it. Seriously thinking about it actually." Becky answered quickly.
"Well, given what you two did in the girls' bathroom the other day, it would tend to show, that at least you're serious about this. I'm not one to make judgements, but I'm pretty sure that if he makes enough of a stink, he could get an investigation started. Given what happened to those two boys today, well, it'll just add fuel to the fire."
"So, what do we do?" Malissa asked. "I mean, we don't want to get the whole squad in trouble."
"I'm afraid that boat has already sailed. Besides what the girls did today, and what happened with the initiation. Yes, I know what you girls did to Billy, Friday night. I also know what happened after that."
Malissa looked at her startled. "I didn't, I didn't think she..."
"You didn't think she would actually do the dare you put her up to? You don't know Grace as well as you think you do. She simply can't turn down a dare like that. Wearing a vibrator in public? You had no idea. And yes, I know exactly what happened after that. When you came over the other night, I had just suspended her, indefinitely, while I looked into what happened. To my surprise, she easily admitted to both having sex with you, multiple times, as well as admitting to me that she put you on the team to humiliate you. It's amazing what she'd admit to in the middle of an orgasm. I've also talked to Jessica, and given her a warning."
"So, what's going to happen to the girls?" Callie asked.
"I'm going to have to suspend the senior cheer team for the remainder of the football season. None of the details of what happened will be allowed out, for privacy concerns, but the girls all participated in a sexually charged hazing incident. I can't let that slide. Billy, while you haven't broken any rules using the girls' locker room with them, the fact that you willingly have had sex on school grounds, even though it was after hours, you too will be suspended from the team. I haven't decided if that will be permanent or not. That will depend on the new coach."
"I understand." Malissa whispered, looking down at her lap.
"I'll have a meeting with the team tomorrow at practice. You can let them know on your own if you want, but I still have to, officially, do it."
"Yes ma'am." Malissa whispered again.
"Just so you don't think I'm being unfair, I too, have some culpability in this. I knew Grace, and yes, I had a relationship with her prior to this incident. That may have colored my judgment. I had a discussion with the superintendent earlier and informed him of my lack of judgment in being involved with a member of my staff. I have already tendered my resignation, effective the end of the school year. As a result, I don't expect any further investigations. My resignation will serve to cover any additional rumors or claims that anyone else wishes to make, be it Jack or the two boys today." She sighed and stood up. "I appreciate you all being up front with me about what happened. I should have nipped this in the bud at the very beginning. I just didn't expect Grace to take things to this extreme."
Callie stood up and reached out to stroke her shoulders gently. "I'm sorry it came to this. My daughter will definitely have consequences for her part in all this."
"Don't, please, this is much more my fault, than hers. She's the captain of the team, but I'm responsible for what happens on school grounds. I should have realized, much sooner, what Grace was doing and why. I don't want to excuse it, but she doesn't have a very high opinion of boys, or men, given her recent relationships. The person I owe the biggest apology to is Billy." She turned to look at me. "I wish there was some way I could make it up to you. What you've been through, no young man should have to go through what you did."
"Like I said before, it wasn't all bad. I learned a lot. It's not like I'm going to be scarred for life, because I had sex with some beautiful women. Besides, how many guys can say they had sex with their principal?" I finished with a chuckle.
"Well, I appreciate the compliment, but it was still inappropriate. I would though, still appreciate you keeping that little fact under wraps. I shouldn't have indulged in that, and wouldn't have if I hadn't had a bit more alcohol than I should have. I'd gone to her house to suspend her, and yes, console her. We both knew that once my investigation was done that she was going to be out of a job. I was going to do my best to keep her out of jail, but there was no way she was keeping her job."
"I think you should know, Jessica, um, nurse Allen has been having sex with some of the football players." I blurted out.
She nodded. "I suspected as much, but I had little proof of it. But it explains a few things. The frequent visits of football players to her office, and her frequent lack of underwear or wet underwear."
"It was the three of you, nurse Allen, Grace and yourself, all of you, in a relationship?" Callie asked suddenly.
Principal Jennings just nodded. "It was. The three of us have been involved for almost three years, off and on. But that will all change now. Again, Billy, I apologize for what happened to you. If there is anything I can do to try and make it up to you..."
"I'll let you know if there is. For now, I think just trying to keep a lid on this. My reputation around school is going to suck now. The guys will all blame me for the team getting suspended."
"I'm afraid there isn't much I can do about that. But if you need a place to escape to, on occasion, feel free to stop by my office and we can talk." Principal Jennings said softly. She stepped over to me and rested her hand on my shoulder, giving it a very gentle squeeze. "I really am sorry about the way this all turned out. I'm serious about doing anything I can, to make this easier for you."
"Thanks. I appreciate that."
"Just don't let me catch you having sex in a girls' bathroom again!" She said more loudly, in a joking tone.
"Don't worry. We know all sorts of better places now." Becky said with a grin. "I'll keep him out of the girls' bathrooms, I promise."
Principal Jennings nodded and Callie showed her to the door. "Well, looks like I kinda screwed up everything." Malissa said, as her mother was walking back toward us.
"Sometimes even good intentions don't work out the way we want. It doesn't sound like any of the girls have actually been hurt, and I'm sure Billy will agree, that he's had one heck of a learning experience."



"That I have." I agreed with a nod.
"So, do you want to call the girls and break it to them tonight?" Callie asked her daughter.
"Guess I better." She said with a sigh.
"I better go take Becky home too." I said, as I got up.
"Billy, I know you and Becky are going to be a thing now, but if you wanna still come over, you know I'm going to welcome you with open arms." Malissa said quietly.
"Maybe he will, but not without me along." Becky said quickly. "Like you said, we're going to be a thing, if I have anything to say about it, but that doesn't mean I have to be selfish, right Billy?"
I looked at the three of them and then shrugged and nodded. "Whatever you say."
Malissa stepped to me and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a kiss on the cheek, after which her mother did the same, untying her robe and slipping it off before she stepped to me naked. She pressed her body to mine and kissed me softly on the lips. "I know it's a big ask, but maybe save a little for me? Any time you wanna stop by, feel free. I'm almost always available."
"Thanks Callie. I don't know what the next few days and weeks are going to bring, but I have a hunch that a little compassionate company might be needed."
"Uh huh. And as soon as we can find a way to get my mom to loosen up, you can get that at my house too, right?" Becky said quickly.
"If we can, you know how strict she is."
"She is, but I happen to know a thing or two about her that no one else knows, not even daddy. I'm willing to bet we can hit those buttons in the right way to make life a lot more pleasant for us both."
"Well, you know her better than I do. I just know what she'd been like while I've been tutoring you. Speaking of which, we better get you home before she grounds you for being too late."
"Alright," Becky said with a smile, stepping to me and wrapping an arm around one of mine, as Callie backed away to give her space. "See you tomorrow at school!"
"Sure thing, Becky!" Malissa replied, as we headed to the front door.
Yeah, the next few days and weeks were going to be interesting, and not in a good way. If the rumor mill was as effective as it usually was, by mid-morning tomorrow everyone would know the girls cheer team was suspended because of an inappropriate hazing incident. And since I was the only new member of the team, it wouldn't take long for the school to put two and two together. I suspected it would make me hated in some circles and a hero in others. I just hoped the girls weren't all going to be upset with me over this. I kinda liked all of them.
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Authors note: I'm going to post this entire story series in Mind Control, which will will be more obvious once we get a little further into the story. If you enjoy a little mystery, sit back and enjoy! Also, don't forget to let me know if you like this story so i keep it going!
Today is my fiftieth birthday. As they say, the big, over the hill one. I didn't exactly feel over the hill, and I sure as hell don't think I look over the hill, but that doesn't change the fact that this birthday marks a turning point in most men's lives. I've spent much of my life with and around old stuff. Antiques. My wife and I live in a hundred-plus year old home that has been carefully crafted to show off every bit of its original grace, but with all the modern goodies, like wifi, satellite TV, real proper electrical service and the like. I love the LOOK of the old stuff, not that I want to actually live like it was still the beginning of the last century.
My wife, Lydia, and I'd had a wonderful relationship for the last thirty years. We'd started young with an active and varied sex life, which slowed over the years due to the usual life factors. Not that it isn't still active, but no longer several times a week or...yeah...day. Though with the big 50 approaching, our love life seemed to suddenly be making a resurgence. In the last few months she'd seemed more amorous, playful and ... sexual. It'd been years since she'd walked up behind me and undone my pants just to play with my dick, or wore those really short skirts that were barely long enough to cover her butt cheeks, or walked into the room completely naked and climbed into my lap to beg me for sex. Not that I'm complaining, quite the opposite. I'm enjoying the hell out of this sudden lustful resurgence. Even though she's 50, she has a hell of a good looking body and sexy as hell legs. The only thing that bothers me is that neither of us can explain her sudden change in desires. Twice this week she's walked up behind me and pulled my pants down, playing with me until I was hard and then knelt in front of me and sucked me off until I unloaded in her mouth. Neither time had she been able to explain why she was suddenly turned on enough to do something she hadn't done in over twenty years. Trust me, I'm not going to complain about any of it!
To celebrate my turning 50, my wife made arrangements for a very private party with our two closest friends, who also happen to be our next door neighbors, Mike and Suzanne. While several years younger than us, Mike and Suzanne are a good match with us. They too enjoy the older look of the neighborhood and have been working to restore their hundred-thirty year old home its original elegance. The planned dinner was to be at our favorite Italian restaurant with plenty of good food and wine, to be followed by some kind of party games that she refused to tell me about. I didn't often partake in serious amounts of alcohol, but my wife insisted that this particular dinner would include more to drink than usual and would preclude any of us driving home, hence an Uber there and back.
My wife wore one of my new favorite dresses, a beige off-the-shoulder dress which limited the types of bras she could wear to contain her thirty-eight double D's to exactly zero. Going out without a bra was another thing that she hadn't done in many years, claiming she wasn't comfortable drawing attention to her big breasts. To me, that's exactly why a woman doesn't wear a bra, to draw attention to a pair of incredibly fantastic looking breasts. B esides the extremely deep cleavage accentuating her wiggling tits, the other reason I loved this particular dress was what she used to call a scandalously short hem, not even down to the middle of her thighs. This wasn't the kind of dress I'd be able to get her to wear six months ago, or that she would ever dare wear to church or work. But on a special date with me, choosing to intentionally tease me, she'd seemed ready to go the extra mile, and tonight, with this dress, she had gone the whole ten miles!
She looked absolutely fantastic, her hair in an elegant up-do, nude stockings that were pulled up just far enough so that I could make out the barest hint of the lacy top under the hem of the dress when she sat down, and absolutely zero panty lines in the snug fitting dress, leaving me to wonder if she had any on at all or had worn a pair of those thin, satiny teasers she'd taken to flashing at me lately. Either way I had no doubt that I'd find out before the end of the night, though I was choosing to think that she was bare-bottomed. With the addition of a pair of six inch heels, she looked like a million bucks!
I won't say Suzanne was dressed similarly just to tease me, but I had to do a double-take when she walked in our front door. She had on a short, short, short, gray form-fitting dress that I quickly realized was sleeveless and backless from her neck to the curve of her butt. The gray material clung to her body almost like a second skin. She had a somewhat larger butt, a pair of slightly larger breasts, and a significantly darker skin tone than my wife, almost the color of light hot chocolate or heavily creamed coffee, thanks to her African-American heritage. With the gray dress formed so perfectly to her body, I was left with absolutely no doubt about what she WASN'T wearing under it, either above or below her waist. The gray collar around her neck was the only thing holding the front of the dress up, which consisted of two wide strips of the material extending from her neck to the waist, lying snugly against her full, round breasts, leaving her back, sides and a significant portion of her front between her breasts completely bare all the way to her navel. Her nipples poked the thin material out in two sexy bumps that made my already hardening dick try to stand even more erect in my pants. If she weren't another man's wife and I wasn't married, well, we both know what I'd be wanting to do. The outfit made me wonder whether my wife had done some naughty coordinating with her best friend just to tease me even more, or if this was her own idea. The dress was everything a man could want. Lots showing, with more easily exposed, and no way to wear a bra with it. Yeah, she looked every bit a wet dream in that outfit.
Suzanne walked toward me as soon as she was in the door, walking straight up to me and wrapping her arms around me to press her body against mine while her husband followed through the door. She squeezed her tits to my chest and pressed her pelvis against my growing hardon in a much more friendly hug than I'd ever had her give me in the ten years that we'd known each other. "How's the birthday boy? Thought I'd give you a little eye candy for a present on such a special day," she whispered before slipping her arms from around me and stepping back.
"Thanks! You look... incredible," I said before looking at my wife, suddenly worried that Suzanne's actions or my response had trigged an undesirable affect. To my surprise she smiled and agreed with me.
"Suzanne! That outfit is perfect! You look so hot in it. I bet Mike's loving it."
"I'm pretty sure he is, but then you're not exactly looking like a hobo either. I love the dress."
"I think it's Jack's favorite," she said before lifting her hands to her chest and squeezing her tits together, nearly pushing one of her nipples out of hiding, a sliver of her large pink areola sneaking out for a peek. "No bra!" she whispered loudly, as if it were a secret.
"I know. The boys love it when we don't wear bras. Soooooo predictable, but also so much fun to tease 'em like this," Suzanne said with a girlish giggle, wiggling her upper body to make her tits shake inside the snug dress, one of her big, dark brown areola peeking out at me for several seconds before she fixed the dress top again.
"Hey buddy! Happy birthday!" Mike said, walking up to me to shake my hand hoping, I was sure, that it'd distract from the view his wife was giving me.
"Mike. Thanks! How's it going?"
"Well, not sure. My wife insisted on wearing something special for you today. A little over the top for a birthday dinner, but then, who are we to argue when the girls wanna get dolled up?"
"Not me for sure," I answered as we released hands. "They both look pretty spectacular. If that's her birthday present for me, I can say that I whole heartedly approve," I said with a chuckle.
We heard a horn honk outside and my wife reached for her cell phone that was vibrating on the little hallway table. "That's our ride!" she said brightly, sticking her phone into her little handbag. We all filed out of the house and down to the sedan waiting at the curb. "Why don't you sit up front honey?" Suzanne said to her husband. "We'll make Jack a sandwich in the back."
"Sure. Why not? It is his birthday," he said with a shrug, opening the back door so my wife could slide into the car first. Suzanne pushed me to the door next and then slid in after me, allowing her husband to close the door on us and then climb into the front seat, and then we were off. It was about a thirty minute drive across town to the restaurant, so we settled back and got comfortable. We hadn't gone the first mile from the house and my wife had coaxed my left hand onto her thigh and, to my complete surprise, Suzanne had done the same thing with my right. As we rode, each of the girls slowly inched my hand up their thighs, sliding it up to the hem of their skirts and then further. Lydia had done this before, knowing full well how turned on it would make me for later, but Suzanne... I hoped her husband didn't realize where his wife was pushing my hand.
I tried once to slide my hand back down her thigh and away from her crotch only to have her pull it right back, this time pulling the hem of her skirt up even higher. I felt the side of my pinky touch something soft and wet, and it wasn't underwear. I wiggled my finger slightly trying to confirm my suspicion, and was rewarded with my finger slipping between her wet pussy lips. I felt the heat of her pussy flow into my finger as she held my hand there, closing her eyes and letting out a long, silent sigh.
I looked over at my wife, hoping she hadn't seen, but saw her looking directly at where my hand was. I prepared for the explosion as she leaned toward me, but instead got a kiss on the cheek as she pulled my hand further under her dress as well. "Might as well feel mine too," she whispered in my ear so softly that her breath tickled my ear slightly. I felt her slide my hand up until my pinky was rubbing her full, flowery inner lips, working between them until I was stroking my finger across her hard little clit. She gave a barely audible moan of pleasure before leaning her head down on my shoulder.
I knew my wife loved me unconditionally. I also knew that I'd never climbed over the fence into another man's garden. Not that I hadn't had the chance to peer over the fence and enjoy the view a few times, but I'd always kept my hands on my side of the fence. That included Suzanne! She was one hell of a good looking woman, and she knew it. Over the years she hadn't been exactly bashful about letting me see as much of her sexy body as her tiniest of bikinis allowed, often while sunning herself in the back yard. On a few rare occasions over the years, she'd even let me get a glimpse of her apples. But I had no wish to ruin my relationship with my wife or one of my best friends and let it go at just enjoying the view, even though I suspected that if I chose, I could have gotten to see and touch a whole lot more.
But now, here I was, sitting with my hand under her dress, playing with her pussy while she slipped the top of the dress apart to expose both her full, round, light chocolate breasts. I stared at her boobs, a significant amount of the front of each covered with a large, dark brown areola, each with an almost black nipple poking out, begging to be sucked on. Birthday or not, I was worried about how both my wife and my friend would react to what Suzanne had just done. I was so worried about the wrongness of what I was doing that I was having a hard time enjoying just exactly where my hand was, what it was feeling and what I was seeing. I slipped my fingers down her thigh a few inches, pulling my pinky from between her lips, and got an immediate reaction, one that I didn't expect. She slouched down in the seat a further, hooked her left leg over my right to spread her legs apart, and pulled her skirt up far enough for me to see her completely shaved mound, her light brown, full, round outer lips and the dark inner labia protruding. Hell, there wasn't any part of her now that I hadn't seen! She pulled my fingers back again, this time pressing two of my fingers between her lips. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned very softly as she used her hand to draw mine up and down her slit, teasing her lips and her clit with my fingers.
I saw the driver look over his shoulder to change lanes and look right at us, his eyes shooting down between Suzanne's legs and her now exposed pussy. He grinned a little and looked back forward, reaching onto the dash to twist the camera a little further to the passenger side.
I honestly didn't know what had gotten into either my wife or Suzanne! This sexy, playful, behavior wasn't completely unheard of in my wife, especially if she was really horny and wanted my attentions, though NEVER where anyone else could see. And I didn't know at all what to think of Suzanne's behavior, especially with her husband only a few feet away. Rather than make a scene, I decided to just go with the flow to keep her quiet, teasing both of their pussies and enjoying it as best I could.
When we arrived at the restaurant a short time later, my wife and Suzanne smoothed their dresses back out to cover everything before Mike could open the car door to let us out of the back seat. His wife slipped out first, the short skirt pulling up as she did, briefly exposing her bare ass and pussy to me, right in front of her husband. He stood there with a stunned look as Suzanne bent over, pulled the back of her skirt up over her full cheeks and pushed her bare ass out at me. I sat there stunned as she reached back to spread her ass cheeks to ensure that I got a good view of everything before once again pulling the skirt back down.
I looked up at Mike and Suzanne from where I sat in the back seat of the car. Mike was staring at his wife as she stood couple feet away, the stunned look still on his face. He finally looked back down at me, and all I could do was shrug open mouthed. He stepped back enough to let me slip out of the car. I stood next to him and looked back at my wife, holding my hand out toward her as she slid across the seat, the short, tight skirt pulling up her thighs until her pussy, too, was completely exposed not just to me, but to Mike as well. I stepped back to give her room to step out of the car, her hand in mine. I glanced at Mike, looking down into the car over the back door, standing with his mouth hanging open in shock. My wife stood up, the short hem of the dress still bunched up around her waist. She gave him a tiny little shrug with a crooked grin on her face, and used her free hand to smooth her skirt down to cover herself. I wasn't sure who was more shocked, Mike or me? There was no doubt at all that Suzanne had intentionally shown me all her goodies, but had my normally quite conservative wife, just intentionally exposed herself to my best friend? I didn't have much of a chance to continue that line of thought before the girls hooked themselves to each of my arms, began pulling me toward the restaurant, leaving Mike to close the car door behind us.
As we walked the short distance to the door of the restaurant, both of them pressed their bodies as tightly to me as they could, rubbing the sides of their boobs against my arm, their hips bumping mine with each step. Suzanne even reached down with one hand to stroke the bulge in my slacks, right in front of my wife! The poor hostess couldn't have known why I had a deer in the headlights when we walked in, the girls having to separate from me to enter through the single glass door.
The hostess smiled widely at us as the girls, once again, hooked themselves to me, walking me between them as the hostess guided us to a table toward the rear of the dining room. All the way there I felt like the eyes of ever guy in the place was on the two beauties on my arms. I was just starting to recover from the shock of Suzanne's antics when we reached the table. It was a small round table, set in a back corner of the restaurant. The girls guided me to the seat on the farthest side, each of them taking chairs on either side of me, my wife on my right and Suzanne on my left, leaving Mike to sit across from me.
A twenty-something year old girl with the nametag 'Kayla', showed up to take our drink order just after the cute little hostess walked away. We started with wine and fresh bread, and then wine and soup, and wine and a salad, and wine and... well, you get the point. All the while we were talking and eating, I had both women rubbing their feet on me under the table which I took as an explicit attempt to keep me teased. It was certainly doing that, right along with the intentional way they moved their bodies to make sure I got frequent glimpses of their cleavage and an occasional peek at a lot more of Suzanne's breast when she very intentionally moved the top of the dress almost far enough to expose her nipple. I also couldn't help notice that Kayla seemed to be checking back with us more frequently than needed, and the more often she did, the more often she seemed to come by until she was just hanging around, waiting for us to need something. Several times she walked by, letting her hand run across my shoulders as she passed. Unusual behavior for any server, to say the least, even more so since I was in the back corner and she had to walk out of her way to go around my side of the table.
It was almost two hours later when we finished dinner and desert. My wife slipped her hand into her purse, pulled out a small box and set it on the table in front of me. "Happy birthday, lover," she whispered as she pushed the wrapped package closer to me.
The small package, a little smaller than a pack of cigarettes surprised me. I grinned at her and pulled the wrappings off what turned out to be a small, ornately-engraved metal box. It looked to be polished silver with a variety of small ideographs around it depicting what appeared to be sexual positions. I looked at my wife curiously, who just grinned back, waiting for me to open the box. I pulled the top off and found inside a gold ring unlike anything I'd seen before. I pulled the ornate ring out of the case and examined it. The ring itself was gold, but it had what looked like gold threads woven in intricate patterns around the surface, small blue stones of some kind embedded in the surface between the strands of gold thread. "It's incredible," I said quietly. "It looks absolutely ancient! I've never seen anything like it!"
"I hadn't either. I'm sure it's' a copy and not really two-thousand years old, but the design is one that was claimed to be the worn by the high priests of Aphrodite's temples. They were said to be made and sent to earth by the goddess herself, and they allowed the priests to induct the temple maidens into their servitude," my wife said with a grin.
"Really? That's...extraordinary! It looks as if it's fresh from the jewelry shop."
"Uh uh. I wouldn't dare let a jeweler touch it. Nope, I found that buried in a little metal tin in some things we bought at an estate sale a while ago and I've spent weeks cleaning and restoring it myself," she said proudly, with a huge smile.
"You've done an exquisite job. I love it!" I said with a smile, leaning over to give her a soft kiss of appreciation before I slipped it onto my right hand. The ring was an almost perfect fit, which surprised me.



"So. Maidens inducted into servitude? Doesn't that sound kind of like a sex slave?" Mike asked with a chuckle. "Like that would fly in this day and age."
"Well, back then, yeah, girls were gifted to the gods all the time. In Aphrodite's temple there were always what we would now call prostitutes, available to help worshipers give their gifts to the goddess."
"That gift being?" Suzanne asked, leaning toward me.
"Sexual energy. You had sex in her temple so she could enjoy the energy of your copulation and provide prosperity to you and yours," my wife answered. "Apparently in roman times it was a reallllly big thing."
"And I suppose the chief priest was tasked with instructing the young ladies in all the varied forms of sexual pleasure?" I asked with a chuckle, remembering seeing a book on the topic on the coffee table one day.
"They were." My wife said, stroking her fingers along my hand and then up my arm. "I bet you'd enjoy that job."
"I know I would!" Mike said with a laugh.
I looked at Mike and shook my head. "I suspect it was harder than one might think. Think about an older man like myself, having to keep it up and instruct scores of young women in the fine art of sex." I leaned over to my wife and gave her a soft kiss on the lips. "Thank you, my love. It's a truly unique gift."
"You're welcome! Maybe later we'll have to play chief priest and new initiate," she said with devious little grin.
"Hmmmm. Not sure how much instruction you require, but I'll be happy to test your abilities," I said, playing along with her little roleplay idea.
"Mmmmm. I was never much on tests in school, but it sounds like this is one test I could really get into," she said with a giggle.
"I wonder it I'd be able to pass that test?" Suzanne asked sexily, gently nibbling on one of her pinky nails a she looked at me, reaching to rub my leg with her hand under the table. "I might need a little extra tutoring."
"Any time you need tutoring, all you need to do is ask," Mike said, the look on his face one of almost confusion at her obvious flirtation.
"Oh?" his wife asked, turning to look at him. "Maybe we need to get you into the temple too. You heard him, all that sexual pleasure is a gift to the gods, and I can be pleasured for hours," she said in a soft sultry voice that was dripping with desire and lust.
"I think we should take this home before it gets out of hand," I said with a chuckle, turning to find the waitress standing a few feet away, pressing her hand to her crotch as she stood there with her knees pressed together, looking like she was about to climax but trying to hold it back. "Can we get our check?" I asked her quietly.
She nodded silently and scurried away. She came back a few moments later with our check, which she handed to me. In the same hand, hidden by the little folder, was a small pair of panties. I looked at them in surprise.
"Uh uh! My treat!" my wife said, reaching for the folder and capturing the panties at the same time. I was sure an explosion was coming as she lifted the panties in the air. She looked around and the spotted the server, standing not far away. She raised her eyebrows and then, to my shock, smiled at her. "Looks like someone else wants to be tested," she said as she set the panties on the table in front of me.
"Okay. That joke is not going to fly," I said, figuring this was some kind of setup to make me feel good about my age. But my wife looked at me curiously.
"What joke?"
I lifted the panties. "These really aren't her panties, right?"
My wife turned and motioned to the young lady. "These yours?"
"Yes ma'am," she whispered, clearly blushing. My wife just sat there looking at her until she reached to the hem of her skirt and pulled it up, displaying her bare pussy to the whole table.
"So they are," my wife said. "Still want to call it a joke?"
"Well, they're hers, but you paid her to do this?" I said, more of a question than a statement.
"Absolutely not," she answered, looking at the young waitress. She reached out, and gently stroked her fingers across the young woman's smooth mound and then turned herself in her chair to allow her fingers to stroke down between the young woman's thighs. I heard and saw The young server gasp as my wife pressed two fingers between her legs to stroke the young woman's pussy. "That feel good?" she whispered as she worked her fingers between the young lady's lips, drawing a soft moan from her.
"Oh god yes," she whispered.
"Suz, why don't you show her," my wife said quietly.
"Should I?" Suzanne asked with raised eyebrows.
"I think so."
"Alright," Suzanne said, slipping off her chair to kneel on the floor next to me. She reached into my lap and started to unbuckle my belt before I managed to grab her hands.
"SUZANNE!" I gasped, grabbing her hands.
"Honey! Don't be rude! Let her," Lydia practically snapped at me.
"SUZ! What the hell are you doing?" Mike asked in shock as he stood up and moved toward his kneeling wife.
"Oh hush, honey!" Suzanne admonished her husband, half turning on her knees to push his hands away from her.
"Let her do what? Open my pants?" I said in a shocked whisper, not wanting the whole restaurant to hear me.
"Of course, how else is she going to show Kayla your fantastic cock?" Lydia said softly with a crooked little grin while Suzanne moved her hands back to my pants, where I once again grabbed them to keep her from opening my pants.
"Hell, I want to see it too," Suzanne added, working her hands free from mine and going back to my belt.
I grabbed Suzanne's hands a third time. "HONEY! Let her go!" My wife hissed at me. "Don't be rude!"
"Hon? Seriously?" I asked, still not letting go of Suzanne's hands.
"If you want anything when we get home, then yes!" Lydia said sternly.
I opened my mouth to protest and then closed it. I let Suzanne's hands go and in moments she was once again working on my belt, shrugging her husband's hands off her shoulders. She let go of my belt once it was open, turned around and pushed her husband back. "Go sit down! I know what I'm doing!" she snapped at him angrily.
He stepped back and sat down, staring at his wife working on opening my pants again. It took her only a little more time to get my pants undone and open, my rock hard cock now sticking up from my lap. She grinned up at me and wrapped her hand around it, starting to slowly stroking it's whole length.
"Shit," Suzanne said as she stared at it.
"Doesn't that look just delicious?" my wife whispered to the young woman while she continued to slowly stroke her fingers between the server's lips. "I bet you want to fuck it, don't you? You want to just sit on it and ride up and down until you come?"
"Oh shit," Kayla whispered as she moved one hand up to squeeze her breast through her white button down shirt. "Oh god. Ohhhhh fuck," she gasped softly as her legs suddenly started to tremble.
"Good girl,." my wife whispered as the young woman climaxed in front of us, her whole body jerking and shuddering as her body responded to the touch of my wife's fingers. My wife pulled her hand away and let Kayla stand there, her skirt pulled up to still expose her now leaking pussy as she stood there panting. My wife, as calm as I'd ever seen her, pulled her credit card from her clutch and handed it to the young woman. "Why don't you go run this."
"Yes ma'am," Kayla answered breathlessly, smoothing her skirt down. She walked away a bit unsteadily while I stared at my wife. I wasn't sure what to be more surprised at, my wife doing the unthinkable, fingering another woman to orgasm in a public place, or Suzanne kneeling next to me with her hand slowly stroking my cock in the middle of a restaurant. What was even more mind boggling, was that had given up any thought of stopping either event! I felt like I was in some alcohol induced fantasy, watching my wife do things she'd never do in real life, but was.
"Damn. I wanna ride this," Suzanne said, drawing my attention back to her.
"As do I. I'm so fucking horny I'm about ready to toss this dress and let him fuck me right here." Lydia groaned softly as she looked over the table at Suzanne's hand stroking my fat dick. "God I want that in me!"
"Maybe we should go home?" I suggested as Suzanne leaned her face toward my lap and engulfed my cock with her hot mouth. "or maybe not." I groaned as she slowly lifted and lowered her face on my dick, her tongue teasing me under my head with each stroke. I closed my eyes and groaned softly at the sensations. I felt hands on my shoulders and then my wife's soft kiss on my cheek.
"Does it feel good?" she whispered. "Would you like to see her climax too? Climax like that little thing did? Here, taste her juices," she said as she whipped her wet fingers across my lips. I opened my eyes and saw her reach down to the back of Suzanne's neck and undo the single button that held the collar in place, allowing it to unwrap from her neck, the whole front of her dress falling down with it. I stared at Suzanne's completely bare chest as she stroked and sucked my dick. Lydia bent down and whispered something to Suzanne, who nodded and stood up.
My wife stepped around me to Mike and stood in front of him, unzipped the dress all the way down the front before lifting a foot and stepping over him. She sat on his lap, facing him, lifting one of her big, soft breasts toward his face, aiming her rock-hard nipple toward his lips. "Go ahead. You've always wanted to play with 'em. Suck it. Let me feel you suck my nipples."
I was about to protest when my attention was abruptly pulled back to Suzanne, her dress sliding down her body to completely expose her light brown skin to me. She stepped across my lap and straddled me. I found myself unable to protest as she reached for my dick and guided it to her dark pussy lips. My hands moved up to her tits almost on their own as she slid down my cock, impaling herself on my rigid member.
"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned in unison with my wife, who was sitting on Mike's lap, pressing one of her tits to his mouth. Up and down, Suzanne started to move, sliding me in and out of her pussy, my hands squeezing her black nipples with each stroke down my hardon. Each stroke on my shaft encouraged her more, her pace quickening and her moans growing with each stroke. I could feel my own urgency growing as well, the constant tease I'd had on the way there and after we got there, having my pump well primed. Up and down, Suzanne bounced on my lap, her strokes growing faster as she drove both of us toward climax.
I knew we shouldn't be doing it, but I couldn't help myself. I wanted it, no, I needed it! I needed to feel her climax on me, and feel myself climax with her. The two of us grew closer and closer until neither of us could contain it any longer. My body jerked hard, trying to drive myself up toward her as she slammed herself down my dick. Her body spasmed and squeezed around my cock as the first shot of cum lanced up into her. I sat there jerking and spasming as I filled her pussy, her gasps and moans whispering out that she was coming as well.
I looked over at Lydia, still sitting on Mike's lap, her whole body shuddering as if she too was climaxing, but I hadn't seen her do anything other than let Mike suck her nipples. I was in a fog of confusion and lust, lust for the woman sitting on my lap, still impaled by my hardon. I sat, panting for breath as my wife lifted off Mike's lap. I realized that he hadn't even gotten his dick out of his now-wet pants. Lydia leaned down and undid the front of his pants, pulling his dick out. It was easily as big as mine, maybe a tad thinner, her hands slowly stroking it. I wanted to object, to tell her not to do what it looked like she was going to do, but then I'd just fucked his wife, what complaint could I make?
To my surprise, she stepped back from over him and stood next to him, holding a hand out to Kayla, who had returned. I watched her pull Kayla by the hand until she stepped over Mike's lap, and then squat down to grasp his dick while Kayla lowered herself. Mike groaned deeply as the young pussy slid down his cock.
The whole thing seemed surreal as my wife stood up again, this time letting her dress fall all the way off so she had nothing but the stockings and heels on. She stepped to Suzanne and coaxed her off my dick, which was miraculously still hard as it had been when Suzanne sat on me. My wife stepped in front of me and sat on the edge of the table, lifting and spreading her legs. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard and deep. Let me feel you fill me with your cum!" she growled in a deep, sensuous tone filled with lust and desire. The look on her face was one I don't recall ever seeing as I stood up in front of her, my slacks falling down to my ankles. I pushed my briefs down to my thighs, let her grasp my cock and pull me toward her. In moments I was sliding my pussy-slickened dick into her, driving it deep into vagina, pushing my head all the way to the end of her depths.
She tilted her head back and let out a long deep moan of pleasure as I stood buried in her pussy. It was only then that I realized what was amiss. We hadn't been chastised for having sex in the middle of the restaurant, or more properly, thrown out. Looking around the room, I realized that we weren't alone. A table not far away, where an older couple had been dining the woman, maybe in her late sixties, sat naked on the table, her husband bent over in his chair, licking at her pussy eagerly. Two tables away, two thirty-something women were sharing the man they had been dining with, one on his lap while the other fed him one of her nipples to suck.
Several tables over from that, two couples had been dining together, the four of then now standing by the table, their clothes discarded, their hands roaming over each other, teasing and touching each other's private places as the two men prepared to fuck the two ladies. As I looked around the room, it seemed like almost every couple was engaged in some form of sexual stimulation, those closer to us engaging in full blown sex, those further away in various states of making out.
I hadn't even started to stroke in and out of my wife when I felt her start to climax. I knew her body like the back of my hand, and I knew how she responded to all kinds of touch and stimulation, or at least I thought I did. I stood there with her legs wrapped around me, her high heels dug into my butt as she arched her back and her pussy gushed around me in a massively hard climax. I heard another woman cry out that she was coming at the same time my wife mouthed the words.
It took almost a full minute before my wife began to relax and look at me again. "Fuck me, honey. Let me feel you come for me."
I was confused, but seemed unable to refuse her request. I reached for her bare tits and grasped them as she removed her heels from my butt and spread her legs high and wide for me. I started to plunge in and out of her pussy, slowly at first, but then with more vigor as the sounds of sex in the restaurant grew. I drove hard into her, my dick as hard as I'd ever remembered it being, feeling like it was a rigid steel shaft inside her hot depths. In and out, I plunged, feeling her pussy spasm again as another smaller climax washed over her. The tightness of her pussy was drawing me closer and closer to a climax of my own, as I plunged into her over and over. I heard the young woman riding Mike begin to climax, drawing my attention to them, my wife seeming to climax along with her.
"Oh fuck," I grunted as my body began to unload inside Lydia, my cock spurting shot after shot of cum deep inside her. I stood between her splayed legs, panting, feeling my cock twitch and surge inside her as I played with her tits. Normally after a climax that hard, my dick would be wilting quickly, but to my surprise, my cock remained inside her, not softening in the slightest. I stood there for almost ten minutes, looking at the couples at the different tables, some fucking and coming, some just getting started undressing and others looking around in confusion at the completion of their own climaxes. Only when it seemed like all the tables close to us had enjoyed at least one climax, including Suzanne climaxing on her husband after he had filled Kayla, did my wife push me away, forcing my inexplicably still hard dick, out of her sopping wet pussy.
"Take me home," she whispered.
I used her phone, still lying on the table to summon an Uber. We dressed while we waited, most of the couples around the restaurant doing the same thing, some discussing their sexual interlude quietly, some clearly angrily, some definitely confused as I was. I didn't know what the hell to think. When her phone chimed that the Uber was there, we walked out and piled into the car, the two girls in back with me again. Mike was silent on the ride home, as were the girls. When we got home Mike stalked off to his house without another word while Suzanne and my wife went into our house with me. Without talking, they stripped me and themselves in the living room and took turns riding my dick and face until they had both climaxed twice more, Suzanne bringing me along with her final climax, leaving my cum leaking down her legs as she left for home, still completely naked.



        Birthday Present (Ch. 02)

        The next day at work was an even bigger surprise.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/birthday-present-ch-02-3

Title: Birthday Present (Ch. 02)

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Mind Control

Description: The next day at work was an even bigger surprise.

Tags: office sex, interracial, mind control

Series: Birthday Present


Lydia and I sat curled up against each other on the sofa, still naked, watching the evening news, both of us feeling exhausted from more sex that either of us could remember ever having at one time. Not only had we had sex in the restaurant, but after coming home she, Suzanne and I had sex to multiple orgasms, the two girls seeming to be almost insatiable at times. I'd never stepped over the fence and cheated on my wife, if having her involved was still considered cheating, but banging my best friend's wife for over two hours was definitely cheating on her part. It wasn't until both girls had two climaxes each and I'd ended up filling Suzanne with my final load, did our heads clear enough to even realize what it was we were doing. All three of us felt like we were practically drunk, but other than several glasses of wine, we couldn't figure out how we'd become so inebriated. What was even more strange was that now that the moment had passed, there seemed to be no after effect, no hangover. It was just...gone.
"The health department was called to Eddie's Italian Restaurant this evening to investigate what has been described as a mass intoxication event. Nearly all the patrons of the restaurant described feeling undeniable sexual urges that left many of the patrons partially or totally undressed, having participated in a variety of sexual acts. The Health Department is investigating the possibility of some food or drink item having been laced with a powerful aphrodisiac, however, at this time there doesn't appear to have been any single item that was consumed by all the patrons, aside from water. Test samples have been taken from the water supply bottles used by the restaurant and sent out for analysis." the reporter on the evening news said before chucking and noting that he wasn't sure if this would be good or bad for business.
"Do you think that's what it was? Some kind of drug in the water?" my wife asked as she sat nuzzled my cheek softly before kissing it.
"I don't know. But it seemed to affect the women more than the men. I mean, I was looking around and it was pretty clear that the women were the ones instigating a lot of what I saw."
"You think Mike saw this?"
"I hope," I answered. "Maybe it'll soften things a little. I could tell he was pretty pissed at Suzanne when he headed home. I'm betting that he's going to be pissed at me for a long time for what we did after he went home."
"Not that he has a lot of room to talk, after fucking the waitress like he did."
"There is that." I nodded. "Still, I can't help but think. You and she were really dressed up, and what you two did in the car? That wasn't something caused by the restaurant, we hadn't even gotten there yet."
"I couldn't help it. I just wanted you to touch me so badly that I, well, I couldn't wait," she said softly. "You're not angry with me, are you?"
"Surprised, not angry."
"Suzanne couldn't keep your hands off her either."
"I couldn't seem to stop her from having me touch her. What got into her, I don't know."
"Did you enjoy it? It seemed like you did." She asked softly, still nuzzling my face and giving me little kisses, almost as if she were trying to tell me that she wasn't upset for anything that I had done that night.
I was silent a few moments. I knew she wouldn't let me not answer, and finally I did. "It was damn sexy. Yeah, I enjoyed it."
"Did you enjoy having her riding on your face and your hot, sexy cock?"
"Never had sex with another woman, at least not since we got married."
"That didn't answer it. Did you enjoy it?"
"I'm a guy. Of course I enjoyed it. She's one damn hot woman."
"I know she's flashed you before," Lydia whispered.
"She has?" I asked innocently.
"You know she has. It's alright, I don't mind. Just so long as you make sure you still have eyes for me."
"I always have eyes for you." I said, turning my head so we could kiss each other on the lips.
"Would you like to see her like that again? Naked, I mean." She asked when we broke the soft, seconds long kiss.
"I wouldn't complain, but Mike might."
"What if he didn't?"
"How would he not complain? I'll be surprised if he isn't pissed at me for the rest of my life."
"I don't know, maybe if he had something to look at too?"
"Are you suggesting that you want to flash him too? I mean, he already saw you naked at the restaurant."
"Not exactly what I was thinking. I was more thinking that next time we have dinner together, that we do it naked."
"Do it naked? Like all four of us?"
"That'd be fair, right? He looks at me, you look at Suzanne."
"And you end up sitting on his dick?"
"Maybe. Maybe Suzanne sitting on your dick again too. Might go a long way to patching things up with Mike."
"Somehow I think this is only going to cause more trouble," I said quietly, not at all thrilled about the thought of her having sex with Mike, yet at the same time, knowing that she was indeed interested in doing just that. "Come on, let's go to bed."
"Alright. I'm exhausted. I felt like I must have climaxed at least twenty times tonight, some of them right on top of each other. I didn't know you could make me come that much."
"I didn't either," I said as I stood up and held a hand out to her.
---o---
I plopped down into my chair at work the next morning and logged into my computer. I was frequently the first into the office and today was no exception. The rest of the office would start trickling in, with everyone being in the office by eight-thirty, the official start of the work day.
"Hey Jack! How was the birthday dinner?" Jackie asked, sticking her head in my doorway.
"Morning, Jackie," I said, leaning back from my computer to look at one of my forty-year-old co-workers. As usual, she wore a casual but flattering dress that accentuated her ample curves. Her face was pleasantly accented with a light application of make-up that made her perpetually smiling face seem ing to almost glow. "It was, um, interesting."
She raised her eyebrows and stepped into my office. "Interesting? Now, THAT sounds interesting. Wanna spill?"
"We went to dinner and then went home," I answered with a frown, not sure I really wanted to discuss either my sex life or the orgy that we ended up part of.
"To dinner and home. Now, that doesn't sound interesting at all. What part of that is the interesting part?" She said as she stepped into the office all the way and walked to my desk. She leaned on the edge of the desk with her hands, her arms pressing her ample tits together to make her deep cleavage even more noticeable. "Come on. Give before I have to come around the desk and give you something more to think about."
I sighed deeply, knowing her well enough she wouldn't let this die, though I was a little surprised at her directness, which wasn't normal for our daily interactions. I wasn't going to tell her, but sitting there looking at the deep creamy cleft of her cleavage, I couldn't help myself. "You watch the news last night?"
She cocked her head to the side a little. "Yeah. Why?"
"You see the part about the health department investigating Eddie's?"
"Actually, I did. What does that have to do with... wait. You're telling me you were at Eddie's?" she asked, her eyes growing wide as I nodded slowly. "Holy shit! Did you...um, you and Lydia? Did you two... shit. I don't even know how to ask that."
"Don't need to. The answer was yes. In full public view, though we were only a small part of the floor show. I saw all kinds of people there making out and having sex." I chuckled. "There was one older couple there that looked ancient, and she was sitting the table, completely naked while her husband had desert, so it wasn't limited to any particular age group."
"Damn. And you two were..."
"Us and our neighbors," I said quietly, feeling myself blush a little, knowing that she would quickly put two and two together.
"Together?" she asked, to which I nodded. "I mean, at the same time, not together, together, if you know what I mean."
"I know exactly what you mean."
She stared at me for long seconds. "You and your neighbor, you two..."
"Uh huh."
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she whispered before leaning toward me a bit more. "Why the hell am I all of a sudden horny as hell?"
"Are you?"
"Not that I want to get in trouble or anything, but I feel like my panties are getting soaked!"
I chuckled. "I think you're overreacting."
"You think so?" she asked, pushing off my desk and straightening up. She hiked her skirt up almost to her waist and then slid her panties down her legs, letting the dress fall back in place as she did, covering herself back up. She worked the underwear over her high heels and then tossed the small bikini panties across the desk toward me. They landed on my keyboard and I reached for them. "Tell me those aren't wet!"
I felt the crotch and looked back up at her. "Jackie..."
"I know, right? Wet as hell. And god right now I want to get fucked so bad! I think I'd better go to the ladies' room and finger myself off before I come over there and sit on your lap! Fuck, am I turned on!"
"Jesus, Jackie! This is sooo..."
"I know, hot, right?" she said. She looked back over her shoulder toward my office door, and then back at me. She grinned and walked, well, if you can call that sexy step walking, she walked to door, stuck her head out and looked both ways. She stepped back in and turned to face me, standing in front of the office wall by the side of the door. She licked her lips and stared at me as she leaned back against the wall. Her left hand moved to the hem of her skirt and lifted it to expose the mat of brown curls on her mound and pussy. She pushed her knees apart to spread her legs slightly and then pressed two fingers of her other hand between her legs to begin rubbing her pussy. "Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she groaned as she worked her fingers between her lips and working the tip of one finger across her hard clit. "Oh I need to come sooooo bad," she moaned as she pushed her fingers in circles around her hard clit. She shifted the hand holding her skirt up, trapping her skirt with her arm while she slid her hand down to spread her pussy lips with her fingers.
I could see everything, including slightly into her vagina as she arched her back to push her pussy at me. She watched me watching her fingers circle her clit, slowly pushing herself toward climax, knowing exactly what I was seeing and what it was doing to me. Almost without thinking, I stood up from my chair and stepped around my desk, my dick quickly growing hard in my pants. I moved toward her slowly, still transfixed by her fingers as I moved closer to her. I reached out and replaced her fingers with mine, stroking her exposed pussy, let my finger slip slowly into her hot depths.
"Oh fuck," she whispered, moving her hand to the front of my pants. She fumbled urgently with my belt and finally, after more seconds than either of us wanted, had my pants and briefs pushed down. She stood there against the wall, looking down at my exposed cock only inches from her pussy while I slowly stroked my finger in and out of her. She grasped my my dick, wrapping her fingers around it, gently pulled it toward her. I shuffled the few inches needed to let her rub my head between her lips. I pulled my hand from her pussy as she moaned quietly and started to use my dick as a toy, rubbing it over and around her hard little clit.
I fumbled with the top button of her dress, my fingers brushing her bare breast in the vee created by the dress top, undoing each button until I could push her bra up over her breasts, exposing both sexy mounds through the now open, front of her dress. "Oh god," she whispered as I cupped and squeezed both her tits while she worked my dick down to the entrance to her depths, rubbing my engorged head back and forth between her sopping wet lips. I felt my head settle into her opening and pushed toward her, forcing it into her a couple inches. I felt my cock slide into her, part of my brain knowing this was wrong, but a much larger part, focused on the distinct pleasure it was bringing to both of us, didn't care. Holding her tits, I pressed her back to the wall for balance and started to buck my hips toward her, pushing in and out of her hot, wet tunnel with each thrust. "Oh fuck yes. Make me come," she moaned softly as I worked my dick deep into her. She rocked her hips a little as well, helping drive me fully into her with each stroke and making her clit grind along the top of my shaft each time I plunged into her.
In and out, I moved, driving us both toward climax with each thrust. "I'm gonna come," I whispered, my face inches from hers, so close to hers that I could taste the mintiness of her breath.
She tilted her head a little, her lips parted in a clear invitation. I leaned my face a little further toward her, bringing our lips together for long seconds. I humped my hips into her, slapping my thighs to hers, thrusting hard into her, driving both of us up the long slope while we kissed. She felt the same urgency, her lips sucking and kissing mine eagerly before she broke the kiss just enough to whisper back, "Me too." I felt her hands reach out for my hips, grasp them and help to pull me harder into her with each stroke, her skirt now falling down to cover her mound, trapped between us as we screwed. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me come on your sweet cock," she breathed, our lips only a fraction of an inch apart as we rammed ourselves together. "Ohhhhhh shit! Here it comes!" she squealed softly, her legs starting to tremble. I felt her pussy clench tightly around me as she gasped and let out a long, deep moan of pleasure. My body bucked hard against her, jamming her ass against the wall as I pumped the first shot of cum into her, followed by more as my body pressed hers against the wall. I felt her hard nipples pressed to my chest as she moved her hands to my upper back and her face to mine again, renewing the soft sensual kiss. We stood there, both of our bodies responding to our mutual climax as she eagerly sucked my lips and tongue while we enjoyed our mutual bliss.
The kiss slowly softened and she pulled her face from mine and rested her head against the wall. I saw the look of concern in her eyes as she looked into mine. "Oh shit," she whispered breathlessly. "I can't believe we just did that. I can't believe I just invited you to have sex with me. I did, didn't I?"
"Yeah, you kinda did," I answered, still essentially lying against her, trapping her body against the wall, her soft breasts moving against my chest as she panted for breath.
"I don't know why I did that. I mean, I've thought about what it would be like to have sex with you, even fantasized a few times about pulling my panties off like they do in all those tic-toc challenges. Walking into your office and pulling my panties off without showing you anything? And then, then all of a sudden I had a overwhelming urge to show you, and then to have you come and, well, do what you did. You're not upset with me, are you? I mean, we still have to work together."
I pushed my body from against her, and pulled myself from her, my dick slipping out of her with a soft sucking sound. She looked down her body, arching her back to look at her own pussy, my cum already dripping to the carpet below her. "Oh wow. I guess we really did, didn't we?"
"We did," I agreed quietly as my mind swirled. I stared at her sexy tits and then down at my flagging, dripping cock and tried to understand why I felt the overwhelming urge to do what I had just done, something I knew was wrong in so many ways, but driven to do just the same. I stepped back enough to pull my briefs up over my flagging dick and then bend over to get my pants. She reached out and put her hands on mine, stopping me as I straightened back up with the waist of my pants in my hands. I let her take hold of my pants and she pulled them the rest of the way up and fixed them back the way they belonged. She leaned against me, pressing her still bare tits against my chest and her lips to mine for long seconds. She suddenly broke the kiss, practically ran the few steps to my desk to grab her panties, and then ran from my office. I went to my chair and flopped down hard into it, wondering what the hell had just happened. Not just her acting that way, but me just getting up and having sex with her... It was weird. I felt like she wanted me to, without her saying a word. I just knew she wanted me and I wanted to as well. I sat there, wondering how the hell I was going to explain this to Lydia!
I picked my cell phone from my desk and sat staring at the favorite screen, at Lydia's number. I needed to tell her, but was now the right time? While she was at work? It'd mess up her whole day. I tried to imagine her calling me up at work and telling me that she'd just cheated on me! No, this was going to have to wait until I got home. I put my phone down and tried to think about work.
It was a good half hour later before the next interruption walked into my office. I looked up to see my boss stepping into my office, close the door behind her. Gail was my age, within a few years, at least that was my guess, since she never said exactly how old she was. She was a tall, black woman with very dark skin, very curvy with large hips and surprisingly large round butt and a chest every bit as big as her butt. She and I had always been friendly and gotten along well, she'd even come over to have dinner with us a few times. The fact that she arrived unannounced and closed the door didn't bode well.
"Good morning, Jack," she said as she stepped to the chair on the other side of my desk and sat down, crossing her legs and leaning back slightly. I knew the body language. We were all taught this in our many professional development sessions. Be relaxed, comfortable, even though you were in someone else's domain. Set them at ease first, before you hammer them with the difficult topic you'd come to discuss. All she needed to do now was start the small talk to help relax me. "It was your birthday yesterday, wasn't it?"
"Yes ma'am," I answered respectfully.
She smiled and shook her head. "Tell me, Jack, how many years have we been working together and I still can't get you to call me Gail?"
"A few years," I answered. The fact she wanted to use first names meant that it was going to be a difficult conversation, but probably not a termination. I mean, we both knew exactly what she was there to talk about. Someone had probably noticed what Jackie and I had done earlier and this was because of that.
"You're not going to make this easy for me, are you?" she asked softly, starting to fan herself with the folder in her hand. I was pretty sure the folder was empty. It as a coping mechanism I'd seen her use before, though never for me.
I leaned back in my chair and looked at her. "It doesn't have to be hard. I think we both know what you're here about. The only question is, what are you supposed to do about it?"
"Okay, what am I here about?"
"What happened this morning."
She nodded. "What did happen this morning? Want to fill me in?"
"Depends. Have you talked to Julia yet?"
"Not yet. Wanted to hear your side of it first. You know, I have to turn this over to HR if it's what I think it is."
"So, what do you think it is?"
"I find it hard to believe, but the way it got reported to me is that you had Julia trapped against the wall and were having sex with her. It's hard to imagine any situation where that wasn't you being a sexual aggressor and forcing yourself on her. But, again, I find it rather hard to believe. That's not the kind of person I've gotten to know."
"I definitely did have her trapped against the wall and we were having sex, so in that, it was accurate."



The look of shock on her face was almost startling to me. "Is there something that's happened in your personal life that you haven't shared that would cause you to... to... attack a co-worker?"
I rolled my eyes and then shook my head. "Gail, you didn't listen. I admitted that I did have her trapped against the wall, and we did have sex, but I never said that I forced myself on her. It was quite the opposite. She came into my office, exposed herself to me and invited me, in non-verbal terms, to have sex with her."
"Julia!? Why on earth would she do such a thing, and why would you consent!?"
"Gail, I don't understand it, but something's going on. We went to a restaurant last night for my birthday and the place turned into a sex orgy."
"A sex orgy? Come on. Be serious!"
"I am serious. It even made the news last night. The health department is investigating, trying to figure out what caused all the patrons to suddenly break out in sexual acts. Almost everyone there was engaging in some kind of sex act. And I mean everyone!"
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"Yeah, I am. There was even this old couple, I mean way older than either of us, and she dropped her dress and sat on the table while her elderly husband ate her out. There was a group of women that were dining together that all stripped and were doing each other. Couples doing it with each other, some sitting in chairs and others laid on the table. Hell, even our waitress ended up riding on my neighbors lap!"
"Jesus," she swore quietly. "And the health department is investigating what exactly?"
"The news said that maybe contaminated water, because they used bottled drinking water. It's the only thing that everyone shared. Maybe it was laced with some kind of drug or something."
"Damn. And you were there?"
"Lydia, myself and our neighbors."
"Wait, wait, wait. You were there. If everyone was having sex, why weren't you?" I sat and looked at her for long seconds before she shook her head and rolled her eyes. "Ohhhhhh damn. You too. Did you and Lydia have sex in front of your neighbors?" she asked quietly. When I didn't answer she looked at me waiting for me to answer, which I didn't. Finally she did. "Jack, did you have sex WITH your neighbor?"
"Suzanne. Yeah."
"Jesus. What did Lydia say?"
"She was busy on her own." I answered.
"Oh lord. I can see why your kind of messed up this morning, but how does that connect to here? What does this have to do with what we're talking about?"
"Gail. We don't have bottled water here," I said quietly, waiting for her to put the pieces together. When she didn't seem to get it I added, "Julia wasn't at the restaurant last night either, but the way she acted, it was almost like what happened there."
"Oh shit. I see where you're going. Whatever it was, the contamination or whatever, you think you brought it to work?" she asked. Just then we heard a thump on the wall from the office next door. "What the hell?" she asked as the wall between my office and Rachel's office thumped again. She pushed up out of the chair and walked to the door. I followed as she walked to Rachel's office and she pushed the door open.
"OH MY GOD!" she gasped as she looked into Rachel's office. I rested my hand on her shoulder to look in as well. Ron, another of the agents that worked across the hall from Rachel, was standing there with Rachel wrapped around him, both of them completely naked. He held her ass as he bounced her in his arms driving her up and down his hard cock, occasionally banging hard into the wall.
"FUCK YES! FUCK YES! FUUUUUUUCK YEEEES!" she screamed as she stuck her legs out straight behind him, shaking in a massive orgasm as he continued to bounce her up and down, driving his cock hard into her pussy. "OH FUCK I'M COMING!" she screamed to him as she tightened her grip on his body with her arms. Her toes were curled and even her feet shook as she climaxed on his cock. He suddenly turned and dropped her ass on the edge of her desk and then started to thrust hard into her, driving his cock deep into her climaxing pussy as his own climax neared.
"OH FUCK YES!" he grunted loudly as he jammed his cock into her and stood there, twitching and spasming, clearly emptying his load deep inside her.
"Jesus," Gail said as she closed the door, turning to lean against it, shaking her head. She looked at me and then, pushing off the door, grabbed my hand. She pulled me back toward my office and into it, pushing the door closed behind her. As soon as the door was closed, she leaned back against it, panting as if she had just run down the hall. We stood there, her against the door, me in the middle of my office staring at each other. I watched her looking at me, at first at my eyes, and then her eyes traveled down to bulge in my pants. She licked her lips as she stared at me, almost like a hungry lioness getting ready for her meal. Not that I wasn't looking as well. I could see her nipples pushing the front of her dress out and my mind wandered to not only what she was wearing, but what she would look like out of it.
"Are you thinking the same thing I am?" She whispered softly, her back to the door, and her hand on the knob, as if she wanted to leave, but also, didn't.
"Yeah." I answered as I reached for my belt.
"This is really wrong, on so many levels." She whispered as she watched me undo my belt. "We're both married." She whispered even more quietly as I undid the snap on my pants. "And I'm your boss," she whispered so quietly I almost couldn't hear her, as I pulled the zipper down. "Oh fuck." She breathed as my slacks slid down my legs. I reached for my briefs and pushed then down to my thighs, letting my dick stick out at her from under my shirt tail.
I knew I wanted to see her naked, I wanted to touch her body and tease her breasts and I wanted to stick my dick, now with my hand wrapped around it, into her hot pussy and make her come. I stood there, waiting, wanting, desiring.
She pushed herself off the door and reached behind her back. It only took a moment for her top pull zipper of her dress down and shrug the sleeveless dress off her shoulders, pulling it down her body until it pooled around her feet. I stood there and stared at her mostly naked body as she reached behind her back again, undoing the fastener of her bra. In moments she had it sliding off as well, uncovering her absolutely huge black breasts. Her skin was very dark brown but her nipples, centered in her areola, covering a good part front of each breast, looked almost charcoal black. I was still staring at the massive mounds as she pushed her black pantyhose and panties down.
"God I want you!" she said gruffly as she pushed the pantyhose down her legs, stepping out of her high heels as she pulled the hose off her feet. She straightened up, completely nude and moved toward me. She pushed me back, making me shuffle backwards until my butt hit the edge of my desk and I couldn't retreat any further. She leaned toward me, pressing her huge tits against my chest and her lips to mine. She kissed me forcefully, pressing her lips hard to mine in a long, wet kiss that cemented the desire we both had for each other at that moment. She broke the kiss and pulled herself away enough to take the pressure off my butt against the desk and then forced my briefs down my legs, squatting down in front of me as she pushed them down. She reached for my shoes and pulled them off as quickly as she could get them untied, tossing them aside, one after the other. She pushed my pants down over my feet, throwing them aside as well. She froze, looking at my rock-hard cock sticking out right in her face.
"Jesus Christ. Look at that mother-fucking cock. I always thought you had to have a big one," she cooed quietly as she reached a hand tentatively up to my dick. She closed her hand around me, trying to make her fingers circle my fat shaft. She stroked her hand back and forth, slowly teasing my full length as she slowly leaned her face closer. I knew she was going to do it, but it was still a bit of a surprise to see my boss engulf my cock with her mouth. "Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned in pleasure, vibrating me as she began to bob her face on and off my cock several inches, her hand following along.
I stared down at her as she pushed me back against the desk and then more aggressively began to suck and stroke my cock. She worked my shaft, stroking its full length and pushing my engorged head into her throat on several occasions. her other hand had dropped between her legs, teasing herself as she stroked and sucked my hardon. "Come for me, you dirty mother-fucker! Come all over me. Let me see your cum pumping all over my face!" she practically growled as she pulled her face off, my cock dripping with saliva.
"Oh damn," I groaned as she added her other hand to the one already stroking me, both now working me even faster, both hands flying up and down my saliva-slickened dick as she worked to make me climax for her. "Oh shit. Gonna come." I gasped as I felt my orgasm pushing toward release, the tingle and warmth spreading through my crotch and then my whole body.
"That's it, you dirty little fucker. Give me that cum. Put it all over my face. Let me see your nasty white cock coming all over my face! You know you want to. What guy doesn't want to come all over his boss's face? DO IT," she commanded. My body bucked hard and my cock started to squirt shot after shot out at her as she aimed it at her face, both hands still furiously stroking me, milking me, pushing me to give her every bit of cum that she could coax out. "That's it! Give it all to me!" she moaned as her hands slowed down, and then stopped. She leaned her face back into me and engulfed my cock again, sucking the last of my cum from it. She looked up at me with a grin, licking the underside of my softening shaft and teasing my head with her tongue.
She stood up, my cum still dripping down her face onto her tits as she began to wipe it off with her fingers, wiping the streamers of cum off and then licking the cum off her fingers. I stood there panting, watching her as she moved her hands to her big tits, rubbing the cum there into the big, black orbs. Finally done cleaning her face and tits, she pulled my arm, moving me from the desk. She put herself where I had been leaned back against the desk with her ass and then stepped her feet apart several feet. "Okay, Jack, your turn. Lick my cunt until you make me come all over your face!"
Without another thought, other than the lust and desire for her body running through me, I knelt down in front of her as she had commanded. She lifted her feet off the floor to rest them on my shoulders, letting her spread her legs even further apart. Her soft, flowery inner pussy lips were black as charcoal, and protruded from between her full outer lips significantly. I brought my fingers up to spread her copious lips, exposing her bright pink inner depths. I leaned my face to her and began to stroke my tongue up and down her very wet lips, tasting her juices and making her moan in pleasure. I pushed my tongue between her lips further, teasing up and down until the tip of my tongue found her hard clit, her whole body jerking when I stroked across it the first time.
"That's it, lick my fucking pussy! God, I've always wanted to say that to some of the guys that work here. Make them kneel in front of me and lick my pussy! Ohhhhh fuck yes! Lick my cunt, you horny bastard! Ohhhh fuck yes. Jesus, you're good at that. I wonder how many of these whiny, prissy young guys around here can do as good as you are? Ohhhhh fuck that feels good. Your wife must really enjoy having you between her legs. Ohhhhh shit yes. Ohhhh god damn that feels good. Jesus, Jack! OH FUCK! You're gonna make me come! Ohhhhh fuck yes. FUCK YES! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" she cried as her body started to tremble. She stuck her shaking legs high in the air, and spread them wider while my tongue assaulted her clit, driving her climax even higher. I felt the desire in me to make her climax as hard as I could, build inside me. I was driven to feel her climax and see just how hard I could make her come. I jammed two fingers into her pussy, shoving them quickly into her as far as I could, curling my fingers up to rub that sensitive spot inside her vagina. "HOLY FUCKING SHIT!" she screamed as her whole body suddenly jerked and I felt a gush of her juices spray out at me, dousing my neck and chest. A second time, she spasmed hard, sending another, seconds-long, jet of her juices onto my chest. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed as her body jerked and shuddered in a massive orgasm.
I wasn't done yet, though. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and stood up. I aimed my again rock-hard cock at her pussy and thrust into her hard, driving my head all the way to the end of her tunnel, bringing another cry of pleasure from her. I started to thrust into her, driving my cock in and out of her wet depths, making her climax shoot to even higher limits. I felt her pussy gushing another heavy stream of her juices from her, this time soaking the rest of the front of my shirt the first two had missed and running down my legs and dripping from my balls. I jammed myself hard into her, thrusting my body hard against her bare ass cheeks, making her whole body move and shake with each thrust. I couldn't resist reaching up her chest and grasping handfuls of her huge tits, my hands not even beginning to be large enough to cover each breast. All I could do was grab the front of each one, squeezing her areola and nipples between my fingers and palms, using them for handles as I drove hard into her. I pumped furiously in and out of her spasming pussy, feeling my own climax nearly ready to burst over me, washing me with warmth and tingles moments before I started pumping my cum into her pussy.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed again when she felt me unloading inside her, pumping her sopping wet pussy full of my seed. Her legs continued to occasionally tremble and shake long after my cum had stopped gushing into her. I stood there, panting, my cock twitching occasionally inside her. As I stood panting, I looked down at myself, my dress shirt soaked with her juices.
"Jesus Christ! What the hell just happened!?" she gasped breathlessly, lowering her legs from where they had been stuck in the air to hang down on either side of me. "I mean, fuck, it's not like I've never been fucked, but Jesus, what did you do to me to make me come like that?"
I just shrugged, unsure what to say, or even think. I felt my cock start to soften inside her as my brain started to work again, the fog of lust and desire ebbing away and the realization of what we had just done slowly seeping back into my conscious thoughts. I shook my head slightly, trying to clear it as I started to pull out of her. She felt me start to pull back, curled her legs around me and dug her heels into my ass to hold me to her. "Uh uh. Not yet, stud," she panted. "You don't get to fuck me and just walk away. Jesus! I wanna know what you did!"
"Just what felt right," I answered, looking down at my soaked shirt.
She shifted her weight and leaned to me enough to bring both hands to my shirt. She began to undo the buttons, letting her heels slide down so her legs were more wrapped around my legs, rather than my butt, allowing her to sit more upright. She undid all the buttons of my shirt and then undid the cuff buttons before pulling my shirt off. She held it out to the side of my desk and dropped it on the floor. "I don't think you'll be wearing that any more today."
"I should probably go home and change."
"What for? Afraid someone might see your bare chest? Looks kinda sexy actually. I think you ought to just go with the bare chest look all day," she said with a girlish giggle. "Maybe I'll schedule a meeting with all the girls and we can all enjoy the view while you take turns with us. I bet you could make at least half of us come before we wear you out." She giggled again.
"Come on, Gail. That's not funny."
"No, it isn't. It's serious. I mean, I wonder just how many times you can make a woman come. I'm still game for another. Especially if it's as hard as that last one. Jesus, you can fuck!"
"Gail, listen to yourself," I said quietly, using my hands to try and unwrap her legs from around mine so I could pull us apart.
She paused for several seconds, shaking her head a little and then looking down at where we were still coupled together. She eased her grip on me with her legs as she looked up at my face, allowing me to step back, uncorking the small flood of our juices from her pussy. She looked down at our naked bodies again, my cum leaking from her black pussy and then looked up to my eyes again, this time with a look of concern instead of lust. "Oh god, Jack. What the hell did we do? We were talking about you having sex with Jackie, and... look at us, both of us butt naked, rutting like a couple animals. Worst thing is, I have no idea why I did it," she said with a little confusion etched on her face. I was... I was just, I was just overwhelmed by a sudden desire to have sex with you. Fuck, I still am! I'm sitting here already getting turned on again, wanting to feel your cock in me again. Shit, I want you to get hard again and fuck me more," she said as she moved off the desk and stepped to me, making me step back a little more. "How about it Jack? Fuck me to another climax? I don't understand it, but I know damn well that I feel it. Is that how it was with Jackie? Just felt like you had to do it? Like you had to pump her full of your seed?" she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper as she reached out for my hands. She pulled them both to her tits and then, once I had grasped them, moved both her hands to my dick, surprisingly already firming up again.
"Pretty much," I answered as I felt her start to tug and tease my dick, causing it to start to grow more quickly. "God, stop doing that or we're gonna be doing it again."
She looked disappointed as she stood in front of me, no longer stroking my dick, but just holding it. "Okay. I, um, yeah, I think we should get dressed," she said as I stepped back, letting her look around the floor at our clothes scattered around. "Damn. Kinda urgent wasn't it?"
"You seemed that way," I agreed.
"I think it's safe to say that you didn't force me, and I'd guess not Jackie either. But why, what the hell is going on, I don't know. The more I think about it... Fuck, it was like this at the restaurant? Wanting to just fuck and fuck and fuck? Jesus, Jack, if you have this effect on everyone that walks into your office..."
"Rachel didn't come into my office," I said, interrupting her, reminding her about the woman in the office next to mine.
"No? Oh shit. That's even worse. I don't think we can have this happening all day. Most of these women are married, and if they did what I just did, that could cause all kinds of problems."
"I agree. But, aren't you married too?"
"Like I said, if they do what I just did, it could cause problems. I'm going to have to deal with what I did with my husband, but it'll be okay. I know how to handle him. Jesus. I want to fuck you again. I shouldn't be around you right now. I just want to lay you down and ride you until you come in me again. Fuck, Jack! What's the matter with me? With us?"
"I don't know. But I think maybe I should stay away from the office until we figure this out."
"Yeah. You might be right. Maybe take another shower when you get home? Maybe whatever it was that you got contaminated with will wash off!"
"I can hope."
"I'll talk to a friend at City hall and see if I can find anything out about the health department investigation, see if any other people from last night are having these kinds of problems today."
"Good idea." I nodded.



"Now, let's get dressed, before I beg you to fuck me again. I don't know how long I can stay with you in here before..."
"Yeah. I know what you mean."
It took a lot longer to dress than I would have expected, both of us taking too much time playing with ourselves for each other, clearly trying to tease each other while still resisting the temptation to just throw down and fuck again. She'd only gotten as far as having her panties and hose back on before I couldn't resist stepping over and using both hands to lift one of her breasts, lowering my head to her big hard nipple and sucking it into my mouth.
"Oh god. Don't start that. I'll just have to take everything off again," she moaned softly, rubbing the back of my head and pulling me closer to her tit. "I so love having my big, fat nipples sucked on, and you clearly enjoy doing it, but we have to stop." She reluctantly pushed my head back. "I'm sure my husband would forgive me for doing it once, but I'm not sure twice is accidental."
"Sorry. Just couldn't resist." I stepped back and started stepping into my pants.
"I understand. Right now, I want to just throw your ass on the floor and climb on."
I let my pants drop again and pushed my briefs back down to my thighs, letting my already hard dick stick out at her as I stepped toward her.
"We shouldn't," she said as she held the bra in her hands, but didn't put it on. "Why the hell am I so drawn to have sex again? I should be sated after that orgasm, but the longer I stand here, the wetter and hornier I get! Ohhhh damn. Look at that cock." She reached one hand out for my hard shaft, wrapping her fingers around it. "Fuck this!" she said abruptly, tossing the bra aside. "Get your ass on the floor," she said, pushing me down onto my carpeted floor. She pulled my and briefs all the way off so I was naked again and then stood over me, pulling her pantyhose down to her knees. It seemed a bit awkward, but she squatted down and sat on my hard-on, pushing me easily into her hot, wet depths. "Oh, fuck yes," she moaned a she began to bounce on my lap, driving me deep into her with each stroke.
I reached up to her bouncing tits and grabbed each one, squeezing and playing with them as she worked herself up and down my shaft, her black ass bouncing rhythmically off my thighs with audible slaps.
"Jack! You gotta come see this!" I heard Eddie, one of my co-workers, say as he pushed the frosted glass office door open and stepped in. "Abby is laying on her... OH SHIT!" he said seeing Gail riding my dick. "Shit Jack! Boss!"
Gail stopped moving on me and stood up, her pussy pulling off my dick with a loud slurp. She stepped off the few paces to where he stood in the doorway. "Since you're here, you might as well stay!" she said to him as she pulled him into my office the rest of the way and pushed the door closed. She reached for his polo shirt, pulled it out of his slacks and started pushing it up. "But if you're staying, we need to get you out of these."
"Shit, boss! You want me..."
"I want your ass naked! Now are you going to help or just stand there staring at my tits?"
"You want me to..."
"Get your fucking ass naked!" she snapped at the thirty year old man in front of her, her hands moving to his pants to start working on his belt.
"Uh, sure, if you say so," he said awkwardly, reaching to replace her hands on his belt with his. He undid his pants while she bent over and pushed her hose and panties down her legs and pulled them off. She squatted down in front of him as his pants slid down, reaching for his boxers with both hands. She pulled them down quickly, pulling them all the way to his ankles, his half-hard dick sticking out at her face.
"Hmmmm. I would have thought you'd be a little harder by now," she said as she grasped is tool and leaned her face toward it. "Let's see what we can do with this," she said softly before closing her lips around it.
"OH fuck. I don't believe this," he groaned as she pumped her fingers on his partly hard dick, trying to coax it harder. I lay there watching, part of me wanting to get up and get dressed, and part of me, the part that seemed to be in control at the moment, lay there stroking my dick as I watched her big tits wiggle as she worked. "Ohhhhh fuck. I don't believe my boss is sucking my dick," he moaned as he looked down at her mouth working his growing member.
She pulled her mouth off his dick and stood up. "Come with me," she said, pulling him along over to me. She moved him to stand over my face and then she straddled me again. She sat on my dick and then leaned forward, leaning toward him to grasp his cock with one hand again while the other rested on my chest for balance. She started to suck his cock again, stroking her face off and on his shaft, using the motion to stroke her pussy on and off my shaft. Her big tits hung under her chest and swung sexily in my face. I reached up and captured both swinging tits, and guided one of her nipples to my open mouth. "Oh fuck yes," she moaned, pulling off his dick a moment to grab a few breaths. "Get this in my ass!"
"Huh?" Eddie asked in surprise.
"You heard me. I know what you think of me, and I've heard you mumble for me to fuck off when I walk out of your office, well, here's your chance. Fuck my ass!"
"You're serious?" he asked.
"I'm not going to ask again. Here's your chance to fuck your boss up the ass! You want it, go for it, but you fucking well better make me come, or I'll sit on your face until you do!"
"Uh, fuck! Okay."
Eddie had always been a bit surly toward Gail. I'd heard him bad mouth her way too many times for my comfort, which was why we didn't associate outside of work. I never knew if it was sexism or racism, but he didn't like working for Gail, even though she was a pretty decent boss. Just the same, I was pretty sure he never figured he'd be in this position. He stepped around behind her and knelt down over my legs.
"He better do a fucking good job," she whispered to me as she held herself on her hands and knees over me, my cock still pushed deep in her pussy. "Ohhhhhh fuck!" She grunted as he started to push himself into her. I hadn't ever done anything like this, and I was surprised to be able to feel his cock sliding into her. "Fuck me," she whispered. "Suck my tits and fuck my hot cunt. I want to feel you coming in me while he fucks my ass."
"You want me to come?"
"Honey, I want to feel you coming soooo deep in my pussy." She moaned as Eddie started stroking in and out of her, holding her ass like a handle.
I squeezed one of her tits and pushed it to my mouth, feeling her start to rock on my cock each time he pounded his body into her huge, bare black ass. I could hear him grunting as he pounded into her, Gail's face saying just how much she was enjoying having both her southern holes filled at the same time. In and out, he drove, rocking her on and off my cock several inches each time. Gail moaned and gasped as her body was treated to multiple stimulations at the same time, her climax already awakened, building extremely quickly.
"Fuck. I'm going to come all over you again. You ready for it? You wanna feel me coming on you again?" she panted before her body began to tremble. "Oh shit!" she squeaked in a high-pitched voice. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhh shit!" I felt her juices squirting out at me like she was peeing, a long, wet stream that felt like it lasted at least half a dozen seconds. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around me as Eddie's plunging cock massaged my dick at the same time. Feeling him rubbing me through her body parts wasn't exactly a turn on, but feeling her squirting on me was! With a grunt I started to shoot my cum deep in her pussy as I gasped for breath, her nipple inches from my face.
"OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as she felt my cum pumping into her. She held herself tightly down so my dick was deep inside her as I came, my cock pumping more cum into her than I had any expectation of. She suddenly pulled off both of us and rolled off me. She lay on the floor on her back and lifted and spread her legs wide. "Okay, Eddie, get over here and cum all over me!"
He grinned and crawled between her legs, grabbing hold of his dick. He started to stroke himself, aiming his cock at her pussy as he crawled closer. "Uh uh. I didn't say you could put it there! You haven't earned that!" she snapped at him as she wrapped her legs around him like she had done to me. She arched her pack, putting her pussy out of his reach and pulled their bodies together. He ended up with his dick over her mound, his hand stroking it. "Now come all over me. Let me see what you have. You think you're a big man, let's see what you have!"
"You want it, do you?" he asked, a little breathlessly. "So be it." He began to stroke his dick frantically, working himself that last little bit toward climax. With a groan, he arched his back and the first shot of cum lanced up into the air, landing on her face and tits. Half a dozen times he jerked and pumped more cum onto her, leaving cum on her face, tits, stomach and mound as he knelt there panting with is dick softening in his hand. I could see the look on his face slowly change from lust filled urgency to confusion. "Fuck. What the hell did I just do?" he said as he panted and looked around. "Fuck that, what the hell did we all do?"
"We had sex," Gail said, releasing her grip on him as she began to rub his cum into her body. "I came all over Jack and you came all over me."
"Yeah, but Jesus! I came in here because Abby was sitting at her desk fingering herself off with her office door open, and Darla and Chris were fucking in her office."
She let out a long sigh and turned her head to look at me. She shook her head as if to partly clear it, her face, become more serious with each moment. She finally nodded and looked at me as if some new idea had dawned in her mind. "Jack, I think we have a problem. If it's happening outside this office, it's not contamination. I don't know what it is, but we better fucking figure it out before it spreads," Gail said as she lay on the floor next to me.
"Yeah. I agree."
She looked up at Eddie, her face growing a frown. "Now get your ass dressed and back to work! And next time I hear you tell me to fuck off, even under your breath, I'm going to turn around and make you jack off for me again. Understand?" she said sharply to Eddie.
"Yes ma'am," he said as he got up and started to dress.
Gail rolled over and back on top of me. She lay on me like a blanket and then whispered to me. "And next time you get horny, just call. You can make me come like that any time you want." She lowered her face to mine and gave me a long, soft kiss before pushing up off of me. She helped me up and we watched each other dress again, this time getting most of the way dressed. By most of the way, I mean me without a shirt, and her with her bra left off, just to tease me. I could easily make out the dark circles of her areola through the thin blouse she had on, not to mention the bumps provided by her still erect nipples. She leaned in and kissed me again before leaving me standing alone in my office, still grappling with what had happened.
---o---
I sat at my desk trying to get my head around what had happened. I could hear Rachel moaning in climax, for the third time. I wasn't sure if it was still Ron or someone else, but she was definitely enjoying what was being done to her. I just didn't understand any of this.
I pulled out my phone and called Lydia, I didn't actually expect to get her, I usually didn't, not if she was with a client. But this time she answered. "Hello?"
"Hey lover. We need to talk," I said, trying to figure out how to tell her about what had happened here.
"We do lover. I'm so sorry. I know I shouldn't have, but I couldn't help it."
"Help what?" I asked, startled.
"I don't know why. I was soooo damn horny all of a sudden. I was in the break room, I'd taken my panties off and was fingering myself when Wes, the college intern we have, he walked in and saw me trying to make myself cum. I mean, he just stood there, staring at me. The more he watched the more I wanted him to drop his pants and come fuck me. I don't know why I did it. I couldn't help myself. I just stood up and went to him. I pushed him against the counter and undid his pants and pulled him out. He was so hard. Not nearly as big as you, but still long, and sooooo hard. Oh fuck. I'm sorry. I'm having a really hard time not thinking about fucking him again. I know it was wrong. I didn't want to, but at the same time I couldn't help myself. I sat on the counter and pulled him to me and... well, you can guess what happened. I'm sorry honey. I just couldn't help it. I came for him and he came in me. I'm so so sorry. I just don't know what came over me. I'm so sorry. Can you forgive me?"
"Yes, lover, I can. I don't know what the hell is going on, but it isn't just you. Jackie came in this morning. At first we were just talking and then she took her underwear off and, hell, I don't know why I even did it, but I walked over to where she was standing by the office door and I fucked her, right there against the office wall."
"Oh shit. You did? Seriously? Oh my God. I should be so pissed at you, but I'm not. I'm... it's... shit, that sounds so fucking hot. I can feel myself getting wet just thinking about you doing her, there in your office. Oh god, Jack. What's happening to us?"
"Like I said, it's more than just us. Just like the restaurant, half the office here is fucking. Gail came in to talk to me about Julia, and we ended up doing it, not once, but twice."
"Ohhhhh damn! Gail? Seriously?" she said, laughing slightly. "Honey, that's, so fucking wrong and so fucking hot at the same time! How many guys can say they've fucked their boss?"
"Well, two of us anyway. And Rachel, over in the next office, she's been going at it all morning. This is the third time I've heard her climax. I don't even know who all with."
"Does it matter? Unless you're planning on going over and helping."
"No, definitely not. I just don't know what to think. First last night, now this. It's almost like sex is following me."
"What do you mean?"
"Come on, honey, tell me you haven't been horny as hell a lot the last few months. Short dresses, skimpy underwear, lots of sex. Then last night, and now today?"
"You think it's something about you?" she asked.
"Well, don't you?"
"You're not here, so it couldn't be you that made me do what I did."
"So how do you explain it?"
"I can't. I just don't know what to think. I mean, last night, what I did, what I let Suzanne do."
"What you suggested doing with Suzanne and Mike?"
"Yeah, what I suggested. I don't know what I was thinking. It isn't the kind of thing we do, but at the same time, it was what I felt like doing right then. Just like what I did today, I just couldn't help myself. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn't stop myself. Do you understand what I mean?"
"Oh yeah. Just like I knew what I was doing was wrong and that I shouldn't be doing it, but at the same time I just couldn't help myself."
"Do you think we were drugged somehow? At the restaurant?"
"I don't see how. We should check with Mike and Suzanne, see if they're having any of those effects."
"Good idea. I have a client just showing up. I'll call Suzanne after I'm done."
"Okay, lover. I love you!"
"I love you too! We'll figure this out," she said before the connection ended.
I didn't have Mike's work number, so I was going to have to wait for him to get home. I'd just settled back to work when Rachel walked into my office. I looked up as she closed the door behind herself, seeing her leaning against it, completely naked.
"Hey Jack," she said with a grin. "Word has it you're one hell of a good fuck!"
"Rachel," I said, looking at the thirty-something year old woman that had just spent the entire morning fucking in the office next to mine. We were friendly, chatting most days about all kinds of things, including her recent divorce. She was slender, with perky B-cup boobs and small, pink nipples that were already standing out. She had a completely hairless pussy with plenty of inner lip protruding down into the gap between her thighs. "I don't think..."
"What? You being a spoil sport? Word has it that you made Gail come, not once, but three times."
"It wasn't like that."
"No?" she asked as she walked toward me. She pushed my computer monitor over on the side of the desk and then my keyboard. She climbed onto my desk from the other side and knelt on it, leaning her face toward mine. "Tell me, just what was it like then? From the sound of the screams it had to be pretty terrific."
"It wasn't something that should have happened."
"But it did," she said, moving closer to me. She reached out for my shoulders and then held herself with her hands on my shoulders and her knees on my desk. She slowly worked herself around, knocking my phone and a bunch of papers off my desk in the process of getting herself sitting on my desk in front of me. She let her legs dangle over the edge of my desk and let her hands slide down my arms. She pulled my arms toward her and pressed my hands against her bare breasts. "God, I want you to fuck me," she whispered as she slipped off the desk to stand in front of me. She squatted down in front of me, making sure to stay high enough I could continue to play with her nipples, which I hadn't even realized I had started to do.
"Rachel. We're friends. We shouldn't," I whispered.
"I know we shouldn't, but we need to. You and me. Friends with certain benefits, right? I mean, you've listened to me piss and moan about my sex life, maybe it's time to give you a proper thank-you," she said as she undid my pants. "Now, stand up and fuck me. You don't have to worry about making me come. Just put it in and have fun. I'm sure I'll come along the way."
"Oh damn," I groaned as I stood up, my recent conversation with my wife still ringing in my head. She grasped my dick and pulled on it as she wiggled herself back onto the edge of my desk, pushing her legs apart around me. She used my handle to pull me closer, aiming my fat head at her wet pussy. "Ohhhh damn," I said again as she rubbed my head up and down her wet slit.
"You can't tell me that you haven't thought about this, fucking me? I know you have. I saw you get a hard-on when I told you about those little bikinis I wore to the beach? My stupid ex might not have appreciated them, but I know damn well you would, just like I can tell you appreciate what you see now."
"I do," I whispered as I let her settle my dick into her opening. I pushed myself into her very wet pussy, sliding easily into her until my head was pushed all the way to the end of her vagina. "Ohhhhh yesss," I breathed as I started to slide in and out of her, feeling her hot, wet vaginal walls caress my cock in all the right ways. In and out, I moved, my hands squeezing her little boobs with each stroke.
"Yes, oh god yes. You don't know how many times I've wanted to do this, to just take off my clothes for you and let you fuck me. How many times I've wanted to be able to feel your body against mine and inside mine," she whispered, her arms wrapping around my neck. "Nothing permanent. I don't want to steal you from Lydia, but God, I want to feel what she gets from you. I haven't had sex in almost two years. Well, before today. I don't know why, but I'm so damn horny."
"I saw you were fucking Ron."
"I did." She giggled. "And Alex. That's why I had the courage to do this with you, to walk in here naked. I knew you wouldn't turn me away this time. It's not like the last time I wanted to ask you to do this. Alex told me how good looking I am, and that I should walk around naked like this more. He said if I did, I could have any guy I wanted. Well, here I am, with the guy I wanted to fuck more than anything. Ohhhhh, fuck yes, it feels so good," she moaned as I continued to stroke in and out of her tight little hole.



"It does," I agreed as I pumped my hips, driving hard into her. "Almost too good."
"You going to come for me?" she whispered, one hand rubbing the hair on the back of my head and the other stroking my upper back. "You going to come inside me and fill me with your hot cum like Ron did? God, I want it. I want to feel you come deep in my pussy. I wanted to feel Alex fill my cunt too, but he wouldn't. He pulled out and wasted it all over my body. God I want you to come in me. I want to feel you fill me, feel what Lydia feels when you come in her."
"Oh damn. You're gonna in about a minute," I groaned as I pumped in and out of her pussy, her pussy clenching slightly around me as her own climax approached. "But I wanna feel you come too."
"I will, trust me," she panted, pulling our bare chests tighter together. I thrust harder into her, feeling the tingle flow out through my body. I knew I was going to come and she wanted me to. I jammed my cock into her as my body spasmed hard, a surge of cum flowing deep into her as I did. I didn't know where my body was coming up with it, but I could feel surge after surge of cum flow into her as my cock swelled with each one. "OH FUCK YES!" she screamed out in my ear as her whole body started to shudder. Her arms held me tightly against her as both our climaxes washed over us, leaving the two of us panting for air. "Fuck yes. God honey. Any time you want it, I'm just next door!" she panted as she released her grip on me. "God, can you fuck. No wonder she wanted it more than once."
"Who?"
"Gail. Someone saw her fucking you and heard her at least twice."
"Good lord." I groaned. "I'm so gonna get fired for this."
"Why? It isn't your fault, is it?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"Well, if it is, I'm not unhappy about it. I've wanted to do this for a long time, I just wasn't brave enough. Now I am, so expect it again honey!" She kissed me and slipped out from between me and the desk. She walked to the door, opened it and walked out boldly, as completely naked as she had come in. I stood there, astounded at how bold she was about it.
"I think I'm going home before someone else comes in," I said quietly to myself. I could easily work from home, and it looked like maybe that would be a good idea. It wasn't even lunch time and I was headed home.
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Anniversary surprise (chapter 1)
Thirty-five years ago today, I stood at the front of the church and watched my wife-to-be come down the aisle. I was as scared, nervous twenty year old, clearly not ready for all the changes that life was going to throw at me. We were madly in love with each other and we embarked on our life together confident that we could handle any challenges that were tossed into our paths. Unlike today, till death do us part meant something. Today it seems like divorce is tossed out as an acceptable solution to nearly any marital problem.
If we'd have considered divorce for every rocky patch we encountered we'd have been divorced YEARS ago. But instead of that, we learned to bend, flex, and work together to find solutions. That was what we were taught responsible adults did, especially when children were included in the equation.
When we were first married we had sex at the drop of a hat. Anywhere, anytime was play time. I wasn't prepared for how that would change after the birth of our first daughter. Sex was suddenly a secondary consideration. Mommy's tits were touched out after a day of breastfeeding, and we had to be careful to be quiet and not wake the baby up, or we might not get done. After a second baby it got worse, and after four, well, sex rarely happened. Not that I didn't want it, but hell, the demands on her time sapped her desire. Quiet time was now a time for her to relax and read, or do laundry, or dishes, or, or, or. Sex just wasn't in the equation very often.
It wasn't until the kids started getting older that we could find time for us instead of having to sneak off like teenagers. More times than not we'd been relegated to some back seat time, parked in a quiet woods, or a parking lot after going to a movie on one of our all too infrequent dates. On some occasions, we even found time to take a blanket out on a hike in the woods for some REAL alone time! Unfortunately, those times were just too few and far between.
Now that the kids are finally grown and gone, the problem is with getting older and the array of maladies that the human body seems to accumulate. This was all compounded a few years ago by Kathy having most of her internal women's parts removed after a negative routine checkup. They left a very limited amount of internals to allow functionality, but without some parts, there wasn't much of a sex drive on her part. I always looked forward to seeing her reading one of her romance novels, which, if I was lucky, led to her coming to bed looking for a little of whatever her heroine got.
Sex could still be good, but it was infrequent and rarely spontaneous. But that was life, and we both endured, still committed to staying together until death do us part. Not that we didn't both still try to make special days special, or find ways to surprise each other in unexpected ways. IN the last several months I couldn't help but notice that her hemlines were growing shorter, considerably shorter actually, and that our infrequent and rarely spontaneous sex, was becoming a bit more frequent and spontaneous. I worried that the change meant that she was finding something on the side that excited her, and hoped it wasn't some other guy. But I trusted her implicitly and never suggested what had started to poke in the back of my mind.
So here we are, thirty-five years later, waking up for what had become our customary anniversary date. We'd been doing this for almost fifteen years now: canoeing on the river, then a nice dinner. Oh yeah. Did I mention that we usually had sex before we went and sometimes, if I was really lucky, we'd find a nice quite place on the river for a quick interlude?
One thing I learned many years ago was that I enjoyed it more, well, anyplace but the bedroom. Not that I didn't enjoy it in the bedroom, but after years of hiding in there from the kids I found that I LIKED having it in other places. The variety and yes, sometimes the risk of being caught seemed to be a real attraction to me. My wife did her best to participate, letting me occasionally feel her up a little in various places, but keeping actual sex and exposure to more private settings. I wasn't at all sure she really enjoyed it so much as put up with my desires. I'd even teased a few times in the past that we needed to try one of those adult-only resorts. I wouldn't say I got an enthusiastic response to any of those suggestions. No, the responses were more like "God NO! I'm fat and I look horrible in a bikini! Why would you want to show off a fat old lady?" Well, she has a little belly, but not horrible, we both do. Doesn't mean I don't still find her damn sexy!
Well, anyway, it's Friday, our anniversary morning. I got up at seven and took my magic dick helping pills when I made one of my frequent nighttime bathroom trips. An hour later, I woke up to the feeling of a naked body pressed against mine, one of her soft breasts resting on my chest as she lay her head on my shoulder. I could feel her hand grasping my already hard cock under the covers and her lips gently brushing my cheek.
"Morning, lover. Happy anniversary," she whispered.
"Morning, sexy," I whispered back, reaching across my body to use one finger to gently tease her nipple, which was surprisingly already hard and erect.
"Mmmmmm." She sighed softly as I stroked the hard nub with tip of my finger. "I like that. But you know what I like more?"
"What's that?"
"Your tongue on it," she whispered.
"I can handle that." I chuckled, the two of us rolling over so she was on her back. She'd always loved having me play with her breasts, except for the periods of time she was breastfeeding. When we got married she was a thirty-two C, but after breastfeeding four kids she was, much to my pleasure, now a thirty-four triple-D cup. Each of her big, soft breasts were large enough I had to use two hands to completely contain each one. It gave me plenty of creamy expanse to kiss and lick before getting to her sensitive nipples. It was a task that I took great enjoyment in and dedication to. I loved to tease her breasts, finally sucking her nipple and areola into my mouth and flicking the hard nub with the tip of my tongue.
"Mmmmmmmm. Yeah," she cooed softly as I worked my way from her left to her right breast, licking the soft skin with the tip of my tongue before wetly kissing it.
I let one hand trail down to her thighs, teasing between them, stroking that soft inner thigh skin that was ohhh so sensitive. My fingers stroked up her thighs and around her lips, a little surprised at how wet they already were, usually having to apply a small amount of lubrication. It didn't appear that I was going to need any this morning as I stroked my finger between her lips and up to her clit, her hips lifting off the bed in response to my stroke. "Someone's a little turned on this morning," I whispered between kisses to her nipples.
"No. Someone's a LOT turned on this morning," she moaned as I pressed a finger slowly into her hot, wet tunnel.
"I can tell," I said softly, gently pushing my finger in and out of her.
"Oh Damn. Put your dick in me, lover. I want to feel your dick deep inside me!"
"Already? Okay," I answered, a little surprised. She usually liked nice, long, slow foreplay to get her motor running, but this morning she seemed ready to go almost as soon as I started. I crawled over her and settled on my knees between her legs. She grinned at me and reached between her legs, finding my hard shaft and pointing toward her wet lips.
"Bring it here, lover," she cooed as she hooked her legs around my waist and pulled herself toward me, inching her ass closer to me as she rubbed my head between her lips. She pulled herself closer to me, working me deeper into herself by rocking her hips as she pulled on my butt. I couldn't really move toward her much with my knees spread under her thighs and my feet trapped under my own butt, but I could rock my hips in time with hers, driving myself into her with each of our combined strokes. Her ass was slightly higher than her head and her big tits rolled and moved on her chest as she moaned in pleasure, my cock sliding in and out of her wetly. "That's it, honey. Oh god that feels good," she moaned, making more noise in this one encounter than she had in years. "Oh baby. You're going to make me come," she moaned as we slapped ourselves together, the bed banging rhythmically against the bedroom wall. "Oh shit. Ohhhhhhh, OHHHHHHHHHHH!" she cried as she pulled herself tightly to me, holding my cock deep inside her as her vaginal tunnel squeezed and spasmed around me.
I stayed kneeling between her legs, moving slowly to keep my hard-on hard while her climax slowly drained from her. As she lay there I slid my hands up her body to capture her breasts, getting ready to start pumping into her despite the awkward position.
To my surprise she reached for my hands and pushed them from her tits. "Uh uh," she said, wiggling around on the bed and sliding down my thighs and off my cock.
"Hey, don't I get to finish?" I protested, surprised, thinking that I was getting cut off.
She looked up at me with a smile. "Don't worry, sweetie. I promise it'll be worth waiting just a tiny little bit. I wanna see that hard dick for a while. Now, let's go load the coolers and have some breakfast." She twisted around and climbed off the bed. I watched her disappear down the hall completely naked.
"Damn." I sighed heavily, remembering other times she'd intended on doing something and then lost the mood before I got a chance for a happy ending. I got up after a few moments and walked to the kitchen, my still rock-hard cock swinging side to side with each step. I found my wife at the stove, melting some butter in a pan.
"Why don't you get the coolers packed," she said, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Sure," I answered, feeling a little defeated. "I'd better go get dressed."
"Oh? Why?"
"Well, I gotta go out to the shed and get 'em," I answered her with a frown.
"So?"
"What, you want me to run out there naked?"
"Well, not naked. You might want to put some shoes on," she said with a soft laugh. I looked at her quizzically, not at all sure what she was thinking. She turned around and crossed her arms under her breasts, making them stick out at me. "Weren't you the one that wanted to go to an adults only resort and run around naked? And you won't even go out to the shed naked? Really?"
"Uhhhhhhh," I responded stupidly, not at all sure how to respond, and also why she had brought that up at this point in time. It was almost as if she was trying to shame me into running around naked. Well. If that's what she wanted to see! I turned back to face her, and grabbed my partly hard dick. I stood there, stroking myself harder while she watched me with a naughty little grin.
"You better hurry up. I'll be done making breakfast and you won't have had any time to play." She turned around to crack some eggs into the pan. "I'm not just standing here naked because you think I look good. I thought you wanted to be able to play with my body, you know, grab my tits and stick your cock between my legs, or other places?"
I shook my head and headed to the back door without another word. In thirty-five years I thought I'd seen all my wife's moods, but this one was more reminiscent of how she would have acted on our first anniversary, not our thirty fifth. I walked carefully through the grass to avoid any stickers or rocks with my bare feet, my cock still hard and swinging side to side as I made my way to the shed. I found the two coolers and stepped out, closing the shed door behind me. I was only half a dozen steps toward the back door when I heard a soft, feminine wolf whistle.
"Now this is the way to wake up on a Friday morning!" I heard Dee, our slightly younger neighbor say from the second floor balcony on the back of her house. She stood at the railing, looking down into our yard over the privacy fence, a lightweight housecoat covering her petite body, a cup of coffee held in one hand.
"Um. Hi," I said, not sure it was even loud enough for her to hear, quickening my pace for the house.
"You don't have to run away so fast!" she called as I approached the back of the house. I ignored her plea for me to slow down, stepped in through the back door with the coolers and set them on the kitchen table, breathing a little harder than I should have for the tiny amount of effort I'd expended.
"Did you remember the dry bag?" Kathy a sked me.
"Oh. Shit no. I'll get it later."
"Really? Better get it now. You'll forget by the time you get the coolers cleaned and loaded."
"Um. Yeah. I better put something on though. Dee is on her balcony this morning."
"Oh really? Dee? Did she enjoy the show?"
"Um. I guess she did," I said, starting to walk to the bedroom to grab something to put on.
"Where are you going?"
"To get some pants?"
"Why? You're not afraid of her seeing your hard-on, are you? The same guy that wanted to go to an adults only resort and frolic in the ocean naked?" she teased again.
I opened my mouth to protest and then shut it. Clearly she'd decided for some reason to choose this particular thing to needle me about. To what purpose, I had no idea. Okay, two could play that game. "You're right. I probably better get the dry bag and rinse the coolers out."
"Good idea," my wife said, continuing to cook.
"You know, I think this is getting soft. I better make it hard again." I stepped behind her and reached around with both hands to grab her hanging tits.
"Oh? How are you going to do that?" she asked with a little girlish giggle I hadn't heard in years.
"Like this," I whispered, my chest touching her back and my lips brushing her ear. I squatted down a little and pulled my right hand from her tit, reaching for my cock between her legs and pressing the head up between her lips.
"Wouldn't it work better if you actually got it into me?"
"You mean like this?" I pressed my head up harder as I pulled my hips back slightly to get my head engaged in her tunnel. I felt my head push into her wet depths, her ass pushing back at me as I slipped slowly into her.
"Uh huh. Just like that," she moaned as I pulled back, leaving just my head in her pussy. I stroked slowly in and out a few times, feeling my cock swelling back to its full hardness as she held the edge of the stove and pushed back at me. "You'd better stop that or your eggs are going to be burnt," she panted softly. "Besides, you don't want to disappoint Dee, do you?"
"You seriously want me to go out there and flash her my hard cock again?"
"Why not? You're the one that wants to run around naked." She breathed heavily as I pushed slowly in and out of her. "Besides, you wouldn't want to flash her a soft cock, would you?"
"You seem awfully interested in me flashing Dee," I said as I stood behind her, sliding my cock very slowly in and out of her.
"Just think of it as a warm-up for later," she panted.
"What's that mean?"
"It means that I don't want to spoil your surprise."
"I see. So just how is it that Dee is standing on the balcony wearing practically nothing just when I was heading to the shed for the coolers?"
"That's easy," she said pulling off my cock and turning around to face me. She looped her arms around my neck and pressed her body against mine. "I told her you were going out naked. What she has on... well, that's her choice. But if you don't hurry up and go, your breakfast is going to be burned and you'll miss seeing her in whatever it is she's wearing, or not wearing."
"If you insist," I said as I stepped back, allowing her to turn back to the stove.
"Don't take too long!" my wife said as I picked up both twelve pack coolers and stepped out the back door, closing it behind me. I wasn't overly worried about anyone else seeing me. The row of trees behind the privacy fences all down the block pretty much blocked anyone from seeing too much of the houses behind, but Dee's house and Anita's house on the other side of mine both had second story balconies like mine, allowing us to see into each others yards. I stepped out and looked up to see if Dee was still there.
"Well, I was beginning to wonder if I'd see you again or not!" Dee said brightly, leaning on the railing with her cup of coffee, half bent over so her arms could rest on the railing.
"More work to do," I answered as I walked across the yard, my hard cock fully exposed to her as I headed toward the shed. I stopped and opened the door, quickly finding the big yellow dry bag. I stepped out, closed the door and turned to walk back, facing Dee much more than I had on the trip to the shed.
"Damn, I like starting a Friday this way!" she said as I went to work cleaning out the coolers, my cock staying hard and waggling around as I worked. I looked up at Dee standing on the deck as I finished rinsing the coolers, her coffee cup now sitting on the railing, her robe opened to expose a strip of creamy white skin down her front. I was still squatted in front of the coolers, looking up at her as she pushed the robe apart further, exposing a pair of tiny, pink lace panties. As turned-on as Kathy had left me, I couldn't help but grab my dick and start to slowly stroke it as I watched her push the tiny pink lace panties off her mound and down her thighs. She stared at me as she wiggled her legs to coax the panties to slide down to her ankles. I stroked my hard-on in full view of her as I watched her watch me while she stepped out of the panties, stepping back and bending over to pick them up. When she straightened up, she hung the panties over the railing, the robe now spread apart around her large, soft tits. H er soft tits looked like two huge teardrops on her chest, her areola dark and puckered as she let her hands slip down between her own legs.
I stayed squatted down, my rock hard cock slowly sliding through my wet hand as I looked up at her, her fingers teasing her own pussy. "God, what a fucking fantastic view," she said huskily, as she spread her legs even further, allowing me to see not only her curly bush as I looked up at her, but also the inner lips protruding down between her legs. I watched as a single finger was teased between those dark protruding lips while the other hand slid up her body to squeeze and twist one rock-hard nipple. "Fuck, I wouldn't mind having that stuffed in me right now," she said so softly I could barely hear her, moments before I heard the back door of my house open. I looked over to see my wife step out onto the patio, still naked.
"Really?" she asked, looking at me stroking myself.
"Couldn't help it," I mumbled, picking up the coolers and standing up, taking a quick glance up to see Dee pull her robe closed, her face flushed and her hands visibly shaking even at this distance.
"Uh huh. Well. You might as well finish. I mean, you've gone this far."
"Oh. No. That's okay. I'm fine," I answered, not quite sure what to do at that point.
She stepped out into the yard and looked up at Dee's deck, now empty after Dee had quickly slipped back into the house. "Well, that's too bad. Your breakfast is ready, so play time is over." She turned and walked into the house.
It only took a little while for us to eat and get the coolers packed before heading into the bedroom to get our swim suits on. I pulled on my trunks while my wife pulled on a white and black one-piece suit. It wasn't the most revealing suit she had, but it was pretty low cut with very large leg holes. I'd long since learned not to argue with her choice in attire, so I headed to the garage to get our water shoes out while she dug in her dresser for a beach cover-up to wear over the suit. She came out wearing a long thin pink tank top, extending a bit short of the middle of her thighs. She smiled at me and climbed in the passenger side of the car while I loaded the last cooler into the trunk.



"So, you were having fun with Dee watching you?" Kathy asked after we'd been on the road toward the canoe rental place for about ten minutes.
"Huh?"
"Dee? You? Having fun showing off for her?"
"I don't know if I was having fun. I just kinda started rubbing it after I looked up and saw her half naked up there."
"Half naked? She was flashing you?"
"Actually, she was playing with herself while she watched me work," I admitted. "I suppose I shouldn't have looked."
"I don't have a problem with looking. I'd definitely have a problem with touching. I'm just a little surprised that Dee actually went that far."
"Went that far? Was she supposed to go less far?"
"She said she might flash you a little boob or so. I guess I didn't expect her to go for all the bells and whistles."
"Yeah. Surprised me a little too." The two of us fell into silence after that. I wasn't at all sure what she was thinking, or even for that mater, if she was mad at me.
"You didn't seem to be overly shy about letting her see you that way."
"Huh?" My thoughts were someplace else.
"You didn't seem shy about standing out there jacking off for Dee."
"I wasn't standing," I protested.
"You're splitting hairs."
"Okay. I wasn't jacking off for her. I was jacking off watching her," I said. "Big difference."
"Watching her? Didn't get enough naked tits watching me?"
"Come on. You knew damn well what she was going to see when you told me to get the dry bag. You practically told me to go out and show off for her."
"Didn't say she wasn't going to see you, or even you see her. Just didn't expect you to be out there jacking off. I'd have thought you'd wanted to do it someplace else."
"I can think of lots of places and ways to get off other than that, most of them inside of you," I said with a frown. "I'm not the one that cut things off this morning just before I was going to come."
"Touché. Just wanted to make sure you stayed good and horny." She went silent again.
"Well, you definitely succeeded there," I said.
She didn't speak the rest of the half hour trip to the canoe outfitter that we always used. We parked and went into the store, getting the releases signed and paying for our canoe rental. We went outside to wait for the bus.
The location was right on the river, so we had the choice of putting in there and going downstream or getting transported up to another location and putting in there and floating back to the outfitter. T oday we'd chosen the latter so we wouldn't have to wait for a bus when we were done. Like most canoe places, they used old school busses for this and ran periodically when they had enough people to make the trip worth it. In this case we had to wait about fifteen minutes while some other floaters got checked in and ready to go.
I climbed into the bus with my wife, expecting her to drop into one of the more front seats as she usually did. Today she passed the first, second and third seat without even slowing down. In fact, I followed her all the way to the second to last seat in the bus where she slid into the seat next to the window with the canvas swim bag she was carrying. I set our coolers on the seat in front of us, there not being anywhere near enough people to fill the bus, and dropped into the seat next to her. She partly stood so she could pull her long tank top up enough that she wasn't sitting on it, giving me a view of her bare thighs and a little glimpse of the black and white suit covering her best parts between them.
"Back seats?" I asked quizzically.
"Just being different today," she said with a little shrug and a suppressed an 'I know something you don't' grin.
The bus driver climbed in and closed the door, the other floaters sitting well more toward the front of the bus. With a lurch the bus started out, rattling and banging noisily up the steep hill toward the main highway for the twenty or so minute drive to the put in point.
As the bus turned onto twisty two-lane highway, my wife reached for my left hand and lifted it to pull it around her shoulders and neck, slid closer to me until our hips touched. She reached for my right hand and pulled it to her lap. "There's an anniversary surprise if you can find it," she said only loud enough for me to hear it.
"A surprise?" I asked, gently rubbing her thigh.
"Uh huh. Think for a minute. What are you always trying to do on the river when we're doing this?"
"I'm always trying to do?" I still wasn't at all sure what she meant yet.
"God, you are so damn dense sometimes. What part of me are you always grabbing when we're alone and I'm wearing a swim suit?"
"Oh. Hell, that's easy. Your tits." I chuckled.
"So? Why not try now?"
"Here? We're not alone."
"Almost. I mean no one up there can see because of the seats, right?"
"I guess," I answered, sliding my hand up her front to gently cup and massage one of her tits over the tank top and her swim suit.
"Might work better UNDER the shirt?" she coaxed, looking toward the front of the bus. I surprised as hell, but I wasn't going to turn down and invitation to slide my hand up under her shirt and play with her tits. Yeah, if you couldn't tell, I'm something of a tit man. I moved my hand to her lap and then slid it up her suit-covered stomach to her big, round breasts. I gently squeezed her left breast, kneading it gently for several seconds before sliding my hand higher to worm my fingers into her suit top. To my surprise, when I pushed down to work my hand between the snug suit material and her bare skin, the suit material pushed down easily, sliding off the large soft orb, and leaving me holding her bare breast in my hand under the pink shirt. "Surprise," she whispered with a grin, sliding a hand into my lap. She had clearly taken the shoulder straps off, allowing my hand to easily push the material of her suit down and expose her big, soft tits.
"Wow. That is a surprise," I whispered back, knowing that she'd be unable to pull the suit back up without exposing herself, meaning her breasts were going to stay free of her suit for some time. With a pleasured grin, I cupped and squeezed her breast gently and she wrapped her hand around my cock as best as she could through my swim suit. I stroked my thumb back and forth across her hardening nipple, her body responding quickly to a sensation I knew all too well turned her on. As we sat in the back of the bus, bouncing up and down in the seat, the big yellow bus jolted over the periodically rough highway. She looked down the length of the bus toward the people riding farther up, checking to see if anyone was looking. She leaned forward slightly, pulled the hem of the pink shirt up her body with one hand, hooking it over her big tits, exposing them completely, then leaned back again to trap the material between her back and the seat. The bus slowed and turned off the highway, onto one of the twisting bouncy gravel roads that led down through the national forest area, eventually ending at the river. We still had at least ten or fifteen minutes of the ride left as I let go of her breast and looked down at her bouncing tits, each one moving up and down enticingly on the rough drive, her hand still in my lap.
"So, why are you stopping? Isn't there more you'd like to touch?" she asked quietly as she moved her hand on my lap, rubbing her palm along my hard-on through my suit.
I raised my eyebrows at the suggestion and then grinned. "Maybe I should make you look like Dee!" I chuckled, sliding my left hand down around her shoulder to both hold up the pink shirt and cup her left breast at the same time.
"Maybe you should," she said.
I started pushing the front of her suit down her body farther, getting it down as far as her waist. I was expecting her to slap down my attempt as I started to worm my hand down the front of her suit toward her crotch.
"It'd make it easier to get where you're trying to go," she added. I sat and looked at her, my hand halfway down into her suit. Did she just tell me to take her suit off more? Here? In the bus? Surely not! "Well?"
"Uuuuu. Okay," I answered, pulling my right hand out of her suit. I reached to her left hip and pulled down on her suit, sliding it down over her hip and ass as she pressed her back against the seat and her knees into the back of the seat in front of us, lifting her ass slightly off the seat. I moved to her right hip and repeated the process, working the form fitting material down over her hip and ass. She sat back on the seat and lifted her feet off the floor as I worked it down her thighs, making no move to stop me as I pushed it all the way down her legs to her ankles. I sat staring at her as she pushed her knees apart, essentially nude with my left hand holding the pink shirt up over her breasts.
"So. Fair's fair though," she whispered over the rumble of the bus, twisting herself slightly in the seat and grabbing at the waistband of my suit. I wondered when she'd untied the drawstring, deciding I had been too occupied with playing with her tits to realize that she was. I looked around a little nervously and then used my right hand to lift myself up from the seat slightly, my left still around her shoulders holding her pink shirt up. In moments she had my suit down around my thighs and my rock-hard cock sticking straight up. She gently unclasped my hand with hers from her tit, let the shirt fall down over her tits. She looked nervous, her hands shook slightly as she lifted herself in the seat to almost stand between the seats. "Move over!" she hissed, as if I were supposed to be reading her mind. I scooted over on the seat toward the window as she moved her right leg across mine, straddling my legs. She reached between her legs, I felt her grasp my hard cock and then rub it against her definitely wet pussy.
"Oh fuck," she breathed quietly as she sat down on me, the bouncing of the bus working me deeper into her until she was sitting on my thighs, my rock-hard cock deep inside her.
"Oh damn," I whispered as much to myself as anyone as I slid my hands up under her shirt to cup her big tits, the bouncing of the bus working my cock in and out of her pussy slightly. If you'd have told me yesterday that we'd be sitting practically naked in the back of a bus, fucking, I'd have said never in a hundred million years. But there we were, the bouncing of the bus working me in and out of her pussy an inch or so, the weight of her big, soft tits bouncing in my hands as well. In and out, my cock moved, my engorged head bumping against the end of her tunnel with each jolt of the bus. I was beginning to really like dirt roads as the motion of the bus worked me in and out of my wife.
"Damn. Gonna come," I grunted quietly as the tingle spread through my body, my as yet uncompleted climax from that morning building back incredibly quickly.
"Uh huh," was all my wife said, making no move to get off of me or stop the motion of bouncing on my cock.
I held back as long as I could, but also recognized that within only a couple minutes we'd be at the put in point and have to end our little back seat tryst. "Oh fuck," I grunted quietly as we hit a particularly big bump in the dirt road, bouncing her up almost off my cock before slamming back down on my lap. My body spasmed hard, trying to jam up into her as a huge gush of cum lanced out of me into her pussy. I tried to squelch my grunts as my body bucked multiple times under her, pumping more of my pent-up cum into her. I finally sat, feeling a little drained, still holding her tits as my cock started to soften inside her, and none too soon. I pulled my hands from under her shirt as the bus slowed and started to make the turn to go across the low water bridge spanning the river.
My wife lifted off my cock and sat on the seat on the aisle side of me, her pink shirt still around her waist. I reached down to my ankles and pulled my suit up, working up over my ass and shrinking cock as unobtrusively as I could manage. As the bus turned off the bridge and down onto the gravel path along the river, my wife slid out of the seat, standing up so that her long shirt would slide back into place. She squatted down and picked up her suit, stuffing it in the cloth bag on the floor by my feet. "Guess I'm going like this," she whispered, looking seriously nervous, so much so that her hands were shaking slightly.
"No one will even know." I said, knowing that the shirt was completely covering everything her suit would and then some.
The bus lurched to a stop and the dozen or so of us started gathering our stuff to climb off. My wife held back, waiting for everyone else to get off before letting me grab the coolers and dry bag and head up the aisle. She followed behind me, careful to make sure the shirt was pulled down as far as it would go. We made our way to the shore where several canoes were laid out and went about picking paddles, and life jackets. She stepped next to me as I was putting the coolers in one of the plastic "old town" canoes. "I'm leaking." She whispered.
I looked down at her legs and sure enough, all that cum that I'd pumped into her on the bus seemed to be leaking down her legs leaving long very visible trails down her legs.
"Well, just squat down in the river and rinse it off." I whispered back.
She looked at the line of canoes just upstream from us, most of the other floaters from the bus getting ready to head down stream. She stepped into the foot deep water and squatted down, pulling the shirt up enough to keep it from getting wet. She hid herself as much as she could behind the side of the canoe as she squatted, bare-assed over the cold river water and quickly splashed some of the water onto her thighs and between her legs to rinse off the evidence of our tryst on the bus.
She was just getting up from being squatted down when the bus driver, carrying another canoe, dropped it onto the water behind us, creating a huge splash and starting us, not only because of the splash, but also because neither of us saw him walking down around the bushes with the canoe. Startled, my wife slipped on the slick gravel and fell on her ass in the water, her pink shirt still pulled up around her waist as she sat there starting to laugh at herself. Without looking back she pushed herself up, her butt sticking in the air for a few seconds while she got her feet under herself.
The driver couldn't have helped but see her bare pussy as she tried to pick herself back up, but I wasn't going to tell her that. She stood calf-deep in the river, shaking water off her arms and hands, the now wet pink shirt clinging around her hips, her curly bush and pussy still exposed as she turned around to face me. She looked up to see the bus driver and myself staring at her exposed pussy and blushed brightly and squeaked in surprise as she quickly pulled the shirt down to cover herself, holding the shirt all the way down between her legs. The driver walked away trying to suppress a grin while she stared at me with a shocked expression. Just as suddenly as she was surprised, she broke into a fit of giggles like a little girl, something I hadn't heard her do in way too many years. "Oh man. I didn't expect that!" she whispered between giggles as the bus driver headed back to the bus, trying to look like he wasn't still trying to see what else there might be to see, even while she held her shirt pulled down well past her crotch.
I opened my mouth twice without anything coming out before I managed to say anything. "I'm sorry. I had no idea he was walking around those bushes," I whispered, trying to keep my voice down.
"Yeah. Me neither. Oh well. Guess you both got a good show," she said, clearly trying to be serious but barely holding her giggles in.
" I just didn't think you wanted EVERYONE to see."
"You mean like this?" she asked before pulling her shirt tail up nearly to her tits, exposing herself from her feet all the way above her stomach, for several seconds before pulling it back down just as quickly and starting to giggle again. I looked at her in confusion, not sure what to think about her behavior as her giggles settled out. Serious again, she stepped closer to me and looked around a bit nervously, checking to see just exactly who might have seen.
The bus engine started and it pulled away, leaving just the two of us and a couple other couples just up the shore a few dozen yards, she let go of the shirt tail and reached out for my hands. She pulled them toward her, pushing them down nearly to her thighs before pressing them to her bare skin and sliding them up, forcing them under the wet shirt tail. She continued to push my hands and her shirt up enough to once again expose her pussy, and more. She didn't stop until I was cupping both her large, soft t its. "Look, you wanted to go to one of these places where we can go topless or bottomless or both, right?"
"Well..."
"Right?"
"Yeah. The idea seemed appealing."
"But now it doesn't?"
"I don't know," I answered honestly. "I kind of thought we'd be able to ease into it slowly."
"I know you. If you wade into cold water slowly, you'll back out and never get wet. You have to just dive in. I'm the same way, so this is me diving in. I'm willing to do this... just for you. This is part of your anniversary present. So, if you say stop, I'll put my suit back on and this is done. No more talk about going to any clothing optional anything ever again, right?"
"Okay." I was still trying to process her statement.
"Okay, keep going? Or okay, stop now?"
"I don't want you to stop. At least I don't think so. I just wasn't prepared for... well, seeing you show everything off."
"I'm not showing everything off."
"Well, most of it. The bus driver had one hell of a view when you got up."
"Well. I suppose it had to happen sooner or later, right? I mean, someone seeing me down there?"
"Yeah. Your shirt was all the way up to your waist, so you showed off your ass and everything else when you were bent over getting up."
"Oh god." She was suddenly blushing brightly again. "I didn't realize he saw that much."
"Look, I love the surprise. I loved what we did in the bus. I'll love playing more down river. Just gonna take a few minutes to take it all in."
"Yeah. I understand. I suppose we should finish getting ready."
"I thought we were ready."
"Almost, but not quite." She reached into the canoe and dug into the canvas bag she'd stuffed her swim suit in before getting out of the bus. She pulled out a wad of white cloth and handed it to me. "I think you need to put this on."
I took the wadded material from her and spread it out, holding up what appeared to be an EXTREMLY low-cut white bikini bottom. "This is for me? It looks more like a women's bikini."
"Trust me, it's not. But if I'm going to wear something this revealing," she said, tugging on the pink shirt, "then so do you."
I looked at the thin white material and suspected that I'd show like crazy in this even if I wasn't hard. And hard, well, I doubted it would even begin to cover all of me. "You want me to wear this?"
"Unless you're planning on calling it all quits now."
"Okay." I held up one hand to stop her from calling it quits. I looked around, thinking about stepping behind the bushes that bus had parked next to, since there were still two couples that hadn't pushed off down river yet.
"Where you going?" my wife asked as I stepped back out of the water.
"To change."
"Oh? You need to hide behind the bushes?"
"Going naked in the backyard is one thing, but stripping in public can get you arrested, and we're not alone out here."
"Oh, them? I wouldn't worry. They're waiting on us anyway," she said with a little shrug.
"Huh?" I asked, confused, looking over at the two couples standing near their canoes. They did look like they were waiting for something.



"They're waiting for us."
"They are? Why?"
"Because I planned this. Is it really showing off if there isn't anyone to show off to?" She held a hand out for me as she stepped past me. "Come on," she said, tugging me along around the end of the canoe and walking toward the two couples.
"Let's see if I remember this. This is Don and his wife Janet, and Terry and his wife Vera. This is my husband, Andy," my wife said as we approached the couples.
Don and Janet appeared to be in their late thirties or maybe early forties at most. Don was reasonably muscular, enough so that I wouldn't want to meet him in a dark alley, and his wife was slender and pleasantly curved with a modestly-sized chest. The other couple, Terry and Vera, looked to be slightly older. Terry sported a bit of a beer belly and while Vera wasn't nearly as thin as Janet, her curves fit her well, including a chest almost as large as my own wife's.
"Vanessa!" Vera responded. "But close though for only having met once."
"Hi Andy," Don said, stepping out to shake my hand, Terry following. After they shook my hand I extended it to Janet, who ignored it completely and stepped in, wrapping her arms around me to pull us tightly together. She squeezed our bodies together.
"If we're going to see each other naked, it doesn't make sense to just shake hands, does it?" she asked quietly as she pressed her t-shirt covered breasts against my chest in a strong hug, turning her face to press her lips briefly against mine.
"I guess," I answered as she pulled away, making room for Vanessa to step against me and press herself tightly to me in her place, her hard nipples pressing through her thin tank top.
"Well, maybe we should change, then?" Vanessa said as she stepped back, reaching for the hem of her top. She skimmed the tank top up and off, leaving her naked above the waist. I barely had time to take in the expanse of her now bare tits, her large, round areola pink and puckered with nipples nearly as large around as my pinky poking out at least as far as they were across, before she was pushing her shorts down, leaving her standing in only a pair of river shoes.
"Damn," I breathed in surprise, looking at the patch of dark brown curls on her mound, pointing like an arrow toward the gap between her legs.
"So? You going to put that new suit on?" She smiled, "Or just stand and stare at me?"
"Uh," I answered dumbly. "I'm confused."
"Nothing to be confused about." Janet pulled her t-shirt off, leaving her equally bare-chested. "We might not be able to go down river like this all day, but hey, we might as well enjoy the opportunity while we change into something that's more easily slipped on or off."
"Yeah. That's the idea, right? Enjoy being outside naked with a few friends? Not often we get to initiate new couples." Don pushed his shorts down, leaving him completely naked next to his wife.
"I'm still confused," I said, looking between the four of them and my wife, who was trying to hide a smile from me.
"When we talked to your wife, she said you were interested in exploring some clothing-optional experiences. This seemed to be a perfect opportunity to start with, before moving on to something bigger, that is," Vanessa said.
"I don't think that's exactly how I put it." My wife was still trying to suppress that smile.
"No. You had a little more colorful way of describing it. But none the less, here we are. So, are you going to get naked?" Vanessa said.
"More colorful?" I asked as I looked around all four of them now naked, standing around and waiting expectantly.
"Uh huh. Something more along the lines of 'my crazy husband wants to try running around naked at some silly resort', or something like that," Vanessa said with a grin. "So, time to get naked."
I looked at my wife who had her arms crossed under her tits, waiting with a little exasperated look on her face. "Well, it is what you said you wanted to do, right?"
"I guess it is at that," I answered after a dozen or so nervous heartbeats. I pushed my still untied swim suit down my legs, my hard-on popping free to point straight at Vanessa as my suit pooled around my ankles.
"Well, looks like that part works," Vanessa said to my wife with a soft chuckle as I stepped out of my suit and bent to pick it up. "Not that he quite compares to my Terry, but you have to be pretty happy with that one."
"Oh, that part isn't a problem. He still gets hard when the wind blows. Keeping it hard enough long enough has been his problem," my wife said.
"They have medicine to fix that," Don suggested.
"Yeah. We're on those, which does help, but I have to admit that this morning he's had no problems keeping it up," my wife answered, staring down at my hardon.
"Do we really need to discuss my plumbing?" I asked, feeling a little embarrassed as I stood awkwardly naked.
"Don't have to," Janet answered, stepping closer to me and reaching out to gently stroke a finger along my rock-hard dick. "But the topic seems to come up pretty often, so getting it out in the open isn't a bad idea."
"So, as much as we'd like to go down the river this way, sooner or later we'd get into trouble. We can defend wearing something that's pretty sparse covering, but completely naked, not so much," Terry said after an awkward silence.
"So we pretty much wear stuff that's easy to get on and off quickly," Vanessa added. "Not that we won't sometimes push and stay naked as long as we can."
"Though we tend toward more skimpy stuff. I know the bikini I wear barely covers anything," Janet said with a grin as she turned and reached into a bag in the bottom of the canoe. "Of course in the process it gets a lot of guys hard, and I personally enjoy seeing a hard dick."
"I see," I said as Janet tossed a wad of cloth to her husband and then shook out a tiny bikini top. In moments the ladies were donning some of the skimpiest bikinis that I'd ever seen in public and the guys were stepping into low-cut briefs not all that unlike the one I held in my hand. Janet pulled on a frilly pink what I think they call bandeau top. The frilly-edged pink material wrapped around her body and held itself in place without any other straps while she bent to step into an equally pink bottom that looked almost like a pair of tiny thong underwear. She straightened up and, with a grin, pulled the top down to her waist, leaving her tits once again exposed.
While Janet was dressing, I completely missed Vanessa putting on what I couldn't even call a swim suit. The entire suit consisted of two fat strings running from her crotch up and over her shoulders, two wide spots covering her nipples and one miniscule triangle of almost see-through material covering her pussy lips. Everything else was completely exposed. "You like?" Vanessa asked, stepping closer. "Terry loves this because I can do this any time I want." She reached to her nipples and, pushing the two strings to each side, completely exposed her tits.
I took a breath and stepped into the tiny white briefs, which seemed more like a pair of underwear than a swim suit, trying uselessly to stick my hard-on down inside while Vanessa and Janet watched me.
"You know. That's gonna look really damn hot when you get wet," Janet said with a grin, stepping back to me and rubbing my cock, both the exposed and hidden portions with the palm of her hand.
"Probably why you suggested it to her," Vanessa said with a chuckle, standing with the band-type top of her swim suit around her waist, leaving her naked from the waist up. "You know, clothing-optional isn't all about sex," Vanessa said to my wife, "but sometimes a little fun and games is perfectly normal, and Janet does like her fun and games."
"You mean like in the bus?" Janet asked. "Damn I was getting so fucking horny listening to them fucking back there."
"Yeah, she couldn't help but grab my dick on the ride out," Don agreed with a grin. "It was sounding awfully fun back there."
"Oh god." My covered her face.
"Hey, don't worry about it. As long as it felt good and no one got in trouble it's all fine," Vanessa said. "So? Should we head down river?"
"Might as well," her husband said as he bent to push the canoe out from the shore. Vanessa stepped gingerly into the canoe, bending over, her firm, round ass pushing out at me practically naked in the thong-bottom suit. The tiny strip of material pulled between her lips to show most of her pussy to us as she stepped into the canoe I didn't know anyone else really noticed, or it was such a routine thing to see that they didn't care. My cock on the other hand cared a whole lot, twitching a few times as I watched.
"Come on, sweetie. I think that's our cue," I turned and took my wife's hand and started walking toward our canoe.
I pushed the canoe out into the water and held it there while my wife waded out to the bow. "You going to take the top off?" I asked hopefully.
She looked back at me. "You want me to?"
"Well, yeah," I said. "Here," I added as I straightened up and pushed my briefs down to my thighs so that my dick was completely exposed. "Better?"
With a sigh she pulled the shirt up and off, laying it on the seat she was about to sit on. I grinned at her as she shook her head with a wry look on her face. No, she wasn't exactly happy, but she was at least participating, and it was, after all, her idea.
We were soon on our way, all three of us guys with our suits pulled down, almost completely naked, and the girls nearly so with the exception of my wife who was completely naked. We worked our way downstream, running three little riffles and coming across no one else, which wasn't a surprise for a week day. Had it been a weekend it'd be packed with floaters and there'd be no way we could do what we were doing now. Vanessa requested a chance to get wet and put on sunscreen, now that the sun was getting up high enough to clear the trees and start hitting us down in the bottom of the deep valley.
We all pulled onto a gravel bar along the shoreline and climbed out. Don and Terry left their suits in the canoes so I took mine off as well, feeling a little self-conscious walking around naked. The girls were just as quickly naked, pulling off what little they had on. I wasn't exactly sure what protocol for anything was, so I just kind of followed along. To my surprise, the order of business was putting on sunblock, not unlike what my wife and I had done many times canoeing. The only difference was that there was a lot more to cover and a lot more giggling as certain body parts were stroked and massaged.
My wife and I spent the next few minutes spreading sunblock on each other, with me taking my time getting her breasts covered in the white cream. "You trying to turn me on?" she whispered as I rubbed one hand around and around her right breast, sliding my slippery palm over her nipple.
"Wasn't trying to, but won't complain if it does. I'm getting pretty damn horny," I whispered back.
"Well. Maybe we can find a way to do something, off in the bushes or something."
"I don't think running off to the bushes is really required." I looked past my wife at Vanessa, her back against her husband's chest, her hand between them stroking his cock while he had both arms wrapped around her, her big tits cupped in each hand.
"I don't think I can do that. Not out in the open," my wife whispered back.
"Oh? Need to be in the back of a bus or something?" I joked, getting a serious scowl in response.
"It took a long time to work up the courage to do that," my wife said softly. "Weeks in fact."
"Well, you have no idea how much I appreciated it. That alone would have been a fantastic anniversary present." I slid one arm around her body. I pulled her sun block slickened body against mine, trapping my raging hard-on between us. I leaned my head down and kissed her softly before whispering, "I love you. You have no idea how hot it is to see you out here naked like this."
"Oh god, you're horrible." I felt one of her hands slip between us and grab my dick.
"Why's that?" I gently kissed her neck again just as it started to curve into her shoulder.
"Cuz you're getting me all turned on."
"Isn't that the idea?" I asked with a grin.
"Maybe," she whispered, letting go of my cock to turn in my arms. I slid one hand up to her chest, cupping one breast and sliding the other down to her crotch, easing two fingers between her legs to stroke her pussy lips and clit.
"I suppose next you're going to want stick that thing in me again?" she asked, her voice barely audible.
"I wouldn't mind," I answered as one of her hands reached back to my head to pull it closer to her, our cheeks now pressing together.
"Ohhhh fuck yes," Vanessa groaned softly as her husband pushed his dick into her from behind. "That's it baby. Give it to me."
"With Pleasure," her husband grunted as he started to pound into her, his body slapping her bare ass, making her hanging tits swing wildly below her chest.
I continued to slide my slippery hand around my wife's big tits, stroking first one and then the other while my other hand kept a constant, gentle caress between her lips and across her clit. "God, I wanna have sex so bad right now," she moaned after several long minutes of my attentions to her body.
"So why not?" I whispered, nibbling her earlobe gently, making her whole body shiver for a moment.
"In front of them?" Her body stiffened slightly at whatever thought it drew to mind.
"Relax. They aren't going to notice," I whispered, pushing my finger deeper between her legs and curling it up so my tip slipped between her lips and into her hot, wet tunnel.
"Well. I suppose if it happens to slip in there, I suppose I wouldn't mind," she said softly while I watched Vanessa bend over in front of her husband. "As long as we're not too obvious."
"Uh huh. Like them?" I asked with a chuckle, looking over at Vanessa and her husband going at it, Janet and Don doing the bump and grind facing each other, one of Janet's legs hooked over her husband's arms so that I could easily see his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
My wife looked over and saw Vanessa bent over, her hands on her knees, her husband standing behind her pumping his cock into her. His strokes slapped his body into her firm ass with a soft smack, making her big tits, hanging down below her, swing wildly. "That's what you wanna do? Fuck me like that? Right out here in the open?"
"Well, it does look pretty erotic, doesn't it?"
"And if they watch us?"
"What if they do? I think you look pretty damn sexy getting fucked from behind. You know damn well I love kneeling behind you on the bed and watching you in the mirror. Why do you think I like that?"
"Cuz you love to see my tits swinging like that."
"Uh huh," I answered, giving her another kiss on the neck. "Why don't you just bend over and grab the front of the canoe for balance and I'll see if I can make you come on me like you did in the bus."
"Ohhhhhh. That did feel good," she cooed softly.
"Then why not?"
Instead of answering, she let go of me and bent over, reaching for the bow of the canoe with both hands. She moved her feet a good foot and a half apart and arched her back down, pushing her pussy out at me between her now spread legs. I looked down and smiled at the incredibly sexy display before grabbing my cock and rubbing it up and down her wet lips.
I pushed slowly into her wet depths, her body expanding to accept my engorged head and shaft. The sunblock slickened my shaft so I slid easily into her without her lips grabbing, allowing me to push evenly into her until my hips pressed against her ass. I started to stroke, slowly at first, and then faster as I watched Vanessa, only a dozen feet away, being pounded by her husband. Her tits swung wildly below her, driving my desire higher by the second. I reached a hand down around my wife's thigh, sliding my fingers between her legs to stroke her clit in time with my stroking shaft.
"Oh god," my wife moaned loudly as I caressed her hard nub and drove my fat head into her. "Jesus, you feel like a monster right now."
"Uh huh," I grunted back, feeling the same thing, almost as if my cock was even larger inside her as it had been on the bus. Of course, I was pushing a lot deeper into her here, and my body was enjoying each and every stroke. I pushed and pulled my rock hard dick, caressing her wet tunnel with my fat shaft my engorged head teasing her vaginal walls with each stroke. I couldn't see her tits, but I knew they had to be swaying at least as much as Vanessa's.
"Oh shit. I'm coming!" Vanessa squealed from the few short yards away, her body jerking and trembling as her husband continued to pound into her.
"That a girl." He grunted. "You ready?"
"Almost," she panted, making me wonder what it was she was almost ready for. She pulled off her husband's cock and knelt in front of him, holding her tits up and squeezing them together while he frantically stroked his own shaft with his hand.
"OH SHIT!" he grunted loudly as his body jerked, squirting a huge jet of cum out at her face. "Oh damn." He groaned more quietly, jerking and trembling, his cum spurting at her face and open mouth, only a small portion making it into his target, the rest splattering on her face, neck and chest. His cum streamed down, making a small pool in the gap between her tits.
"Oh god," my wife gasped as my cock unexpectedly erupted inside her, my body jerking hard and jamming my cock deep into her. I stood panting and trembling as her pussy clenched and spasmed around my spurting cock, neither of us trying to say anything, but panting for breath. "Oh damn you came hard," she finally said, pulling off my cock and turning to sit on the edge of the canoe while she caught her breath.
"Uh huh." I panted, my cock was still dripping and drooling cum down onto the rocks between my feet.
"At least now your suit will fit," she said breathlessly, looking at my slowly softening cock.
"Yeah. I guess so."
"Not that it'll matter that much." Janet walked up behind me, slid an arm around me and pulled herself against my bare back and ass. I could feel her tits and hard nipples pressing into my back as she ground her nude body against mine.
"Why's that?" I asked, a little surprised as she wrapped her arms around me, one holding my chest to hold us together while the other hand slid down my stomach to my flagging cock, gently close around it, partly expecting an explosion from my wife at the sight of another woman fondling me right in front of her.
"Because as quiet as the river is today, I think we should go without for now. After all, that's kinda the whole point isn't it? Going naked?"
"I suppose so," I answered a little nervously as she played with my cock only two feet in front of my wife's face.
She whispered in my ear, "You know, some women really are turned on by the sight of a nice hard cock."
"That right?"
"Uh huh. So, are you gonna give me a nice, hard cock to look at?" she asked in a soft sultry voice, clearly trying to entice me as she stroked my soft cock to persuade it to become hard again. I looked down at my wife who was watching Janet's hand teasing me. I couldn't quite tell what was going through her head. I didn't see anger in her expression, but maybe irritation mixed with a bit of curiosity. Kathy had never been one for public displays, and had, for so many years, been quite conservative, but here she was, sitting butt naked in front of two other couples, watching one of the wives fondle my dick right in front of her, and NOT blowing a gasket! I was more confused at her reaction, or lack of it, than any time in the past. I was expecting her to stand up and shout at the woman to get her hands off of me, but instead, she just sat, her pussy leaking my cum to the ground, making no attempt at all to either cover herself or to stop the woman from playing with me. She was actually just staring at the hand stroking my dick as I started to harden again, though I wasn't sure why I was so suddenly getting turned on. My attention was jerked back to Janet as she flicked my earlobe with the tip of her tongue teasingly. Her hand that wasn't trying to coax my dick harder, slid down off my chest to find my left hand and pull it gently back around between us, pressing my fingers against her crotch. She whispered, "You know, you can touch too," as she guided my fingers through the small patch of curls to her wet pussy.



I looked down to my wife as I asked Janet behind me, "You really want me playing with your pussy, right in front of my wife?"
My wife's eyebrows went up at the question, and then even higher at the response Janet gave. "It's customary to return the favor when a woman is playing with your cock, wouldn't you say?"
"I would, but my wife might object to my attentions in that way."
"I wouldn't worry. I'm sure that as long as you save this for her, she won't mind you toying with my parts a little bit."
Kathy gave me a little shrug, the surprised look disappearing, to be replaced with a very naughty looking little grin. "I don't see what harm a little touching can do. Might as well get it out of your system now."
That wasn't the response I was expecting, not even in my wildest imagination. No, I'd expected her to emphatically argue against any such behavior. In the past she'd been very clear that any such transgression beyond looking would be met in the strongest of terms, and if she caught me dipping my stick onto someone else's honey pot, she'd be happy to play make sure that it would be the last time. To get a shrug and a tacit approval to touch someone else, especially on our anniversary was, well, flat surprising? No... Shocking! I was suddenly quite unsure of a lot of things that I thought I knew about her. Trying to put the pieces together in only the few seconds I had to work with, I was left with the conclusion that she'd already gotten some twice today, which was her usual limit, and this was her way of keeping me from trying to pressure her for more. But even that didn't make a whole lot of sense. Maybe she just wanted to allow me to play a little without doing it to her? On the other hand, maybe it was a test of some kind, to see how far I'd go with another woman. If it was a test, I wasn't starting out to well, with my fingers between another woman's legs.
I said, "As nice as that feels, I think you should probably get your husband to do this."
"You're not going to be a spoil sport, are you?" Janet asked from behind me, still stroking my hardening cock.
"I think I'd better,"
She sighed heavily and let go of me, stepping back to put a few inches between us. "If you insist."
"Yeah. I think so."
She sighed again. "Well at least it'll be partly hard," she said, then gave me a less than gentle whack on the ass before walking away.
"Turning down a chance like that? Really?" my wife asked watching Janet walk away.
"It is our anniversary."
"I see, so if it wasn't, you would have?"
"Don't know. Never had to make that decision." I shrugged. "So, we going naked or going to wear suits?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"Up to you. You want me to go naked?"
"Yeah. I kinda do... If you're willing to. I mean, you want to. I don't want to push you to do anything you don't want to." I awkwardly answered, still trying to make sense of the sudden change in attitude about being exposed in public.
"Alright. I will as long as you do. Now, answer my question."
"What question?" I asked, hoping it wasn't the one I thought it was.
"If it wasn't our anniversary, would you have played with her pussy like she asked?"
"Well..." I started to answer.
She stopped me mid-sentence. "Be honest."
I paused a second and let out a long, slow breath. "I wouldn't have minded."
"So that's a yes?"
"Only if I had permission." I said quietly.
"So as long as I say yes, you're good to go? Just how far would you go? If it weren't our anniversary, that is."
"I dunno. I guess it all depends."
"On?"
"You've made it pretty clear that there are certain parts of my body that are yours and some of yours that are mine. I've always tried hard to live up to the promise we made to each other about that."
"Tried hard, or been successful? Come on. Total honesty here. I'm butt naked in public for you, the least you can do is be completely honest with me."
"Well, once or twice over the years I've probably looked at women in places that I shouldn't have and maybe touched one or two in ways that were probably not what they should have been." I admitted quietly.
"But you've never cheated. I know that. You're not a good enough liar to get away with that without me knowing. So, basically, you've been a pretty good boy."
"I like to think so."
"Looked at and touched a few places?"
"Oh. A few years ago I went to a strip club with some buddies and had a naked stripper sitting on my lap."
"But of course you couldn't resist touching her tits. "
"Yeah. Well..."
"Besides her tits, what else did you touch?"
"Well. my fingers might have found their way between her legs for a few moments."
"I see. I guess I can overlook something like that." She shrugged. "Now Janet. She clearly wants to play a whole lot more than that."
"It would seem that she does."
"You want to? Play with her I mean?"
"I have to admit that she's doing a good job of teasing me along that direction."
"And If I said yes?"
"Yes to what?"
"To letting you touch back. Would you?"
At this point my brain started flashing the big red alert sign. Let me touch another woman? If this was a test I felt like I was being set up to fail. But if it wasn't a test, what was the end game? For me to play with another woman? I mean, this just went from canoeing naked to fondling another woman. Did that mean she wanted to be touched by another guy? One of these guys? Or had she already, without telling me, gone off the reservation and this was her way of making it up to me. My mind was swirling with unanswered questions as I looked at he waiting for my delayed response. "I guess," I finally managed to croak out.
"Would you WANT to?"
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Only one way to find out where this was going was to play her game and see what happened. "Hell, hon, I wouldn't be a guy if I didn't WANT to respond to something like what just happened," I said, shaking my head. "And we both know I'm not about to turn in my guy card."
"That's for sure." She chuckled. "Okay. You have your fun. Just try to keep it reasonable, okay?"
"By reasonable you mean...?"
"I mean I don't want to see bending her over in the canoe, if you know what mean?"
"Got it," I said.
Don called out that it looked like everyone was ready to go. I nodded, helped my wife off the bow of the canoe and then pushed it out, holding it for her to climb into before turning it and aiming it downstream. The six of us headed off down river together, each of us butt-ass naked.
As much as I had wanted to do something like this, it still felt a bit weird. I could tell that Kathy was also a lot more uncomfortable with this than she had appeared just a few minutes ago, her arms pressed as close to her body as she could along with her pressed together thighs. I had to admit, though, that she was definitely making this an anniversary to remember for me. As a group we traveled down the river, sometimes floating lazily side by side, and other times in single file as we maneuvered down the small riffles. Both Janet and Vanessa were doing their best to coax my wife into being more "free", as they put it, while Janet also took every opportunity to try and tease me to keep me hard. I was just glad that we hadn't come across anyone else on the river to make Kathy, or me, even more self-conscious about our nudity.
Of course, I'd barely gotten that thought put together before we rounded the next bend, only to find there was another canoe pulled up on a gravel bar in the middle of the river. We could see, sitting right on the edge of the water taking a break, was a couple, maybe in their late twenties or early thirties. The name on the canoe, thankfully, wasn't the same outfitter that we were using. Janet and Vanessa reveled in their exposure, waving and bouncing their boobs for the man while Don and Terry both risked tipping over as they stood to let their dicks wag in the wind for the young lady, who appeared totally disinterested. Kathy and I just slid past as quietly as we could, hoping we wouldn't attract attention.
As we moved farther downstream, Janet and Vanessa chided us about missing such a great opportunity to show off, to which my wife said she just wasn't comfortable flashing everything at a total stranger. The ladies quickly insisted they would fix that.
Half an hour later we stopped again, this time for lunch. We all pulled up together on another of the gravel bars that the swift moving flood stage waters left behind each spring. While not bad do walk on, the round river rocks were not the most comfortable to sit on. My wife and I, having floated this river many times, knew to use the cushions we had collected at the put-in point to sit on as we settled next to the water to eat, our canoe strategically placed upstream to give us some coverage should someone come downstream.
"Okay girl, time for an intervention," Vanessa said, pushing herself up. Janet got up with her and the two of them stood in front of Kathy expectantly.
"What?" she asked, looking up at them.
"We're going to help you get more comfortable being naked."
"You are?"
"We are," they said, each holding a hand out to my wife. "Come on!"
"Fine," my wife said reluctantly reaching out to let them pull her up.
"Okay. Pick a number between one and three," Janet said.
"Fine. Two," My wife answered.
"Two. Nice. Okay, stand in front of Don. That means Janet gets my sweet hubby and I get yours."
"Get mine?" My wife asked, looking at the two of them with wide eyes.
"Well, not the way you're thinking. It's just the same as we did the other day, only this time in front of someone. Just do what you did and show him how sexy you are!"
"I'm not sexy. I'm fat and old! And I can't do that! Not in front of someone!" my wife replied with a shocked look on her face while my mind tried to make sense of the "just like what you did the other day" comment. Just what had she done the other day, and in front of or with who? It suddenly became clear to me that this trip was a whole lot more than just a really incredible anniversary present. This trip was becoming something very much more, though I wasn't sure yet just what it was leading to, though I was starting to be able to guess.
"That's only what you think. I'm willing to bet that Don sees you a whole lot differently."
"So? There's still no way!"
"Honey, beauty is in the eye of the beholder. You're used to your husband being the only beholder. You've grown so accustomed to his compliments that you no longer believe 'em. You've replaced his assessment of how you look to him, with your own. That isn't really fair to either of you. Now you know how visual men are," Vanessa explained.
"Yeah, they're like TOTALLY turned on visually." Janet giggled.
"So, this time, you're going to stand in front of Don and show him how sexy you can be. Just like you did the other day in front of the mirror... We'll be right next to you doing the same kind of things. Show Don how sexy and desirable you are. You don't need to touch him and he's not going to touch you. But you ARE going to look at each other. This is what you need if you want to do what you talked about."
"And you're just showing him how sexy you are by playing with yourself in front of each other until you both climax," Janet said quickly, interrupting Vanessa.
"What? NO! Absolutely not!" my wife said, moving toward her cushion again until Vanessa captured one arm and pulled her back out toward the ankle deep water.
"Come on. It's not horrible. It's just a mind game. You just have to learn to look at yourself as sexy and desirable. It's just like in front of the camera, only in person, this time."
"Wait! What?" I asked in confusion as I sat at the water's edge, listening to the conversation. "Ready for what? In front of what camera?"
"Nothing!" my wife snapped quickly.
"Come on, Kathy. You were going to show him tonight anyway, might as well tell him now." Vanessa said.
"Yeah. Fine," my wife said with a frown. "I suppose I won't be able to keep it secret now, anyway. I know my husband. He won't stop until he gets an answer."
"Probably not. But you know that he's going to love it, both of them."
"Both of what?" I asked. "Hon, what are you not telling me?"
"Hon, I haven't been completely honest with you. I've done more than just called Vanessa once to set up today. I met with her and did some stuff a few days ago."
"Some stuff?"
"I taught her how to do a strip tease," Vanessa interjected. "Just in front of a camera, so she could see herself."
"That's part of your present. I was going to give the video to you when we got home. Vanessa had me do a strip tease on camera to get me a little more comfortable in my own skin, as she puts it. The other part was this trip. I needed to be able to do this, walk around in front of people naked. People other than you."
"But why? I mean I know I've suggested we do something like this. And I'll be honest," I said as I stood up, "this has been incredible. I mean, I didn't ever expect you to do anything like this." I stepped the few feet over to her, reaching out and taking her arms in my hands to pull her toward me, even though she was resisting. "But if you weren't comfortable, why do this? Why do you NEED to do this?"
"It's your birthday in a little over a month."
"Yeah? So?"
"So, I bought us tickets on a Caribbean cruise for your birthday," she said quietly.
"A cruise? Really? That's incredible!" I said pulling her into my arms to hug her. She was silent as I held her, almost stiff, barely returning the hug. It caused me to step back slightly to look down at her face, she seemed to be less than happy.
"They're non-refundable tickets," my wife said quietly.
"Okay. They're non-refundable. Why would you want to get a refund anyway? I mean, we've talked about doing a cruise the last half dozen years. It'll be great!"
"I hope so. Because I booked us on an adults-only cruise."
"Okay, It's adults only? What's wrong with that?"
Vanessa said, "She booked you on an adults only, clothing-optional, no-kids-allowed cruise."
"You did? Clothing-optional? Seriously? Why?" I asked looking down at her.
"I was looking at cruises for your birthday and stumbled across one that was adults only and thought, hey that's great, no kids splashing us at the pool or running past when you're trying to relax, maybe even have a chance to flash you a little boob if I wear a bikini, maybe if I got brave, even take my top off for you. You've suggested an adults only place quite a few times in the past. I thought, if I was going to give you this kind of a present I needed to do it before we got too old and fat for you to enjoy it. I saw that it had a clothing optional pool and lounge area, so I figured you could do all the showing off you wanted there, and I'd just bite the bullet and get a little bikini, go topless once or twice, nothing wild. So, in a fit of poor judgment, I booked it. A few hours later, reading through the information they e-mailed, it really sank in that it wasn't just the pool area, but almost all of the ship board events were clothing optional. I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to waste the money, so I asked Jen what I should do and despite being my best friend, she convinced me that we should do it anyway. She even said that it would probably bring back some of the spark I've been complaining didn't seem to be there any longer. Only problem was, if we were going to do this, I was going have to figure out how to go naked, or hide in the cabin the whole time. So I talked to a friend at work and she talked to a friend, and viola, Vanessa called."
"You explained the problem and this was her solution?" I asked.
"Well, actually, this was part two. Part one was screwing up the courage to actually get undressed in front of a camera. Once I was naked, she convinced me to play with myself, as if I was in our bedroom showing off for you. By the time I got done I was feeling a bit better about it. I started to think that maybe I could do this. Now, I'm not so sure."
"I think you're doing just fine." I leaned toward her and kissed her forehead. "And I appreciate more than you can know that you did what you did."
"You damn well better, buster!" she said sharply as she leaned against me again. "Because right now I'm not feeling all that confident that I'm going to be able to do this."
"You are doing just fine." Vanessa said, gently taking my arm and pulling us apart. "Now. you sit back down while we have a word with Kathy."
"Uh, sure," I answered, stepping back to the edge of the river and sat down, Don and Terry having moved to sit on the edge of the river next to where I'd been sitting.
"So. Adults only cruse? Wish my wife was that thoughtful." Don grinned.
The girls waded out into the river out of earshot and talked for some minutes, my wife being quite animated, before the three of them wadded back over to where we were seated. "So, gentlemen. I hope you enjoy the little show you're about to get. In order to help Kathy overcome her fear of being naked, she's going to do something she's never done in front of a live person before, not even for her husband. She's going to allow you to watch while she makes herself climax. Now, just so she isn't lonely, Janet and I are going to join her, and we're inviting you to join us too."
"Oh sweet. We get to watch all three of you get off at the same time?" Terry asked quickly. "I can get into that."
"I'm sure you can," Vanessa answered while I looked at my terrified-looking wife. "But while you might like to get handsy with me, no touching. You can watch, but keep your hands to yourself. We expect your hands to be busy on your own dick. That's the best way to show Kathy just how good a job she's doing."
"No problem." Don said. "I'm gonna enjoy watching a hot dish like her get off for me! Maybe even give her a close up view when I come!"
"I can't do this," my wife said quickly, turning around and wadding back out into the river a ways, Vanessa quickly moving after her while Janet stared daggers at her husband.
"What? What did I say?" he asked defensively.
"Maybe you need to think back to the first time you did something like this? Seems to me someone was so nervous that they couldn't even get it up, let alone satisfy me."
Don looked a little sheepish. "Yeah. I guess I could be a little more considerate."
"Damn straight!" Janet said with a scowl as Vanessa turned my wife back toward us and started wading back our direction.
"Okay Don. Keep it zipped this time." Vanessa said harshly before turning to my wife and quietly asking if she was ready.
I didn't think I'd ever seen my wife this nervous. Not when we were married, not when she was getting ready to go to the middle east to war, never. Nothing had ever bothered her to this extent, so I was clueless to why being naked in front of someone would be so scary to her. Even though I didn't understand it, I had to hand it to her, she had one hell of a stubborn streak, and right now she was definitely determined to somehow, someway, get through this. She walked up in front of Don and stood there, hands clasped in front of her pussy for a few seconds, looking at Don nervously.
Vanessa waded up behind her and slipped her hands around to rest on my wife's hands. "Just close your eyes and think about how your husband touches you," Vanessa whispered in my wife's ear as she leaned against her from behind. "Just like we did on camera. You're making love to your husband, not Don. Think about how you like him to touch you and then touch yourself that way."
"Okay," my wife whispered back, moving her hands from in front of her crotch and lifting them to her breasts. She grasped them and squeezed both big, soft mounds.



"Is that how you want to be touched?" Vanessa whispered.
"No."
"Then touch how you want to be touched. Gently. Tease yourself." Vanessa whispered, reaching her hands around to my wife wrists again. Vanessa pulled Kathy's hands from where she was cupping her breasts, and then brought them back again slowly, holding them far enough from her that only her fingertips touched her skin. Vanessa used her hands to stroke my wife's fingers up and down across her hard nipples and then let go of her wrists when my wife continued to stroke herself the same way. "That's it. Just enjoy how it feels. Think only about making it feel good. Think about how it makes you want to touch your clit. Let your hands go where it feels good," she whispered as all three of us watched my wife standing calf-deep in the cold river water, her fingers stroking up and down and around her big, soft tits. I watched her protruding nipples harder further and her areola begin to pucker as she turned herself on with her own touch.
She pressed one hand to her chest, between her breasts, while the other continued to tease her left nipple. She slowly slipped her hand down her stomach until her fingertips touched her curls. She gently stroked the curls on her mound, her palm pressed to her stomach, and then slowly worked her fingers lower, slipping them between her slightly spread legs to touch her own lips.
Vanessa moved away, giving her more room, and I could see my wife's body stiffening again as she tried to stroke her own pussy, no longer as confident as she was with Vanessa pressing their bodies together. "Too many eyes," she whispered. "I can almost feel them staring at me."
"Then we'll fix that," Vanessa said softly. "We'll make it so only Don is watching you."
"How are you going to do that?" my wife asked, looking over at Vanessa and stopping her stroking.
"Close your eyes. Trust me to do it. Just close your eyes and think only of how your husband touches you. Show Don how you like to be touched and how your body responds to that touch," Vanessa said softly, coaxing my wife to close her eyes and relax again. "That's it. Just relax and enjoy the sensations,." Vanessa added quietly as she stepped out of the water toward me. She stepped over my legs and then in front of me, pushing her pussy nearly in my face. "Bet you can guess what I want," she whispered softly enough that I doubted my wife could hear, though I couldn't tell because she had done what she said she would. She had effectively made it so I couldn't see Kathy.
Vanessa arched her back and pushed her shaved mound at my face, spreading her legs enough to let me get my face between her thighs. "Ohhhh yeah," she moaned softly as I licked up her wet slit, tasting her excited juices. I let my tongue tease up and down her spread lips, reaching one hand up to her chest, which was pushed away. "Keep that on your dick there buster." She grinned down at me.
"Is my husband touching something he shouldn't?" I heard my wife ask.
"Not anymore." Vanessa moved her hands to her crotch and spread her pussy lips apart for me. "Just concentrate on you. Concentrate on finding that feeling. The one that makes you want to touch more, the one that your husband's tongue and fingers gives you."
"Ohhhhhhhh," I heard my wife moan in response. "I can almost feel his tongue in my pussy."
"I know I can," Vanessa whispered breathlessly as I flicked my tongue across her now readily accessible clit.
"Are you getting close? Can you feel your climax building inside you?"
"Some," my wife whispered back.
Vanessa cooed, "Good. Let it flow through you. If you want, you can open your eyes and look at Don. Look at how hard he is, how much his body wants you, how desirable you are to him at the moment."
My wife apparently opened her eyes, even though I couldn't see her, and gasped. "Damn."
"Yeah, he is big," Vanessa said with a soft chuckle. "Not that your husband is tiny. Wanna feel it? Go ahead. Touch it. Janet won't mind."
"I shouldn't," I heard my wife say as Vanessa used one hand to push my head back between her legs.
"It's okay. Trust me, he won't mind, Will you Don?"
"Uh uh," he answered.
Vanessa let my head slip from between her legs and stepped back, allowing me to see my wife, now standing over Don's legs, her big tits hanging down below her as she bent over to wrap one hand around his dick. Vanessa stepped back slightly further and then squatted down over my thighs, sitting on me. I felt Vanessa's wet pussy press against my dick while I watched my wife curiously stroke Don's big dick with one hand.
"You like that?" Don asked quietly as he watched her play with his cock.
"God, it's big," she whispered as Don reached up and stroked a finger across one hard nipple of my wife's hanging tits.
"Just like your tits. You can sit down if you want."
My wife looked around, unsure what to do, her gaze settling on Vanessa sitting on my thighs, my dick sticking up between her legs.
"That's fine. Just sit down on his legs and keep touching yourself. It's fine," Vanessa coaxed softly. I watched my wife settle on Don's legs, her pussy a few inches away from his dick. With one hand she slowly stroked his cock, while her other moved between her legs. I watched her close her eyes again, her two hands moving in unison as she stroked both her own clit and his dick.
Don reached out with both hands and gently teased his fingers around and over my wife's nipples, clearly wanting to do more, but sensing that more would be too much.
"Oh damn," my wife moaned softly as her body responded to her own touch. "Fuck me, Andy. Fuck me," she whispered as she pushed her hand further between her legs, her eyes open but clearly not focused on Don. He reached his hands from her breasts down to her hips and coaxed her forward. She had to move her hand as she wiggled forward on her knees, soon sitting with her wet pussy pressed against his hard dick. She closed her eyes and began to rock her hips, her carnal sensations clearly overriding any hesitation. From only two feet away I could see her wet lips spread around his cock as she slid her hips to and fro, grinding her clit into his fat shaft while she held it tightly against herself.
"That looks like such a good idea." Vanessa slid her own knees forward until my rigid shaft split her hot wet pussy lips. "Mmmmmmmm. Much better." She breathed raggedly as she started to stroke herself along my shaft, my head disappearing between her wet lips with each stroke, her hard clit bouncing over my mushroom head.
"Oh god," my wife moaned as her orgasm pushed closer, her pussy sliding across Don's fat dick and his fingers gently pinching and twisting her rock-hard nipples. I'd seen her climax on me that way and I knew what was coming, but to see it on another man's lap was a bit of a surprise. Not that I had all that much time to think about it as Vanessa's pussy, sliding over my engorged head, was about to push my own body into full on cum mode.
I could feel my cock sliding between her lips with each stroke, her hot wetness lubricating me and caressing me almost as if I were inside her pussy. Each stroke slid far enough along my shaft that I could feel my head bounce over the opening into her vaginal depths, and I knew all she would need to do is to lean forward a little more, just tilt her hips slightly more and her next stroke would drive me deep into her. I waited for it, I expected it, I even wanted it. But she had more willpower at that moment than I did, holding her own climax back until she could see I was going to come. We climaxed together, my cock pumping my cum between our bodies, my head between her lips. I barely heard my own wife's orgasm only two feet away as my body jerked and bucked under Vanessa, shot after shot of cum surging out between her wet lips.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuck," my wife groaned softly. As my orgasm faded I could see hers starting to fade as well, her trembling legs and arms stilling before she opened her eyes and let the enormity of what she had just done sink in. "Oh god, Don. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to... I mean... Oh shit!" I saw her eyes focus on me. "Andy. I'm sorry. I didn't mean too. I mean, this wasn't supposed to... Oh damn. I'm so sorry, honey."
"It's okay. What's done is done. We both went a bit more than we thought, but you still have to go a little more."
"Huh? What?"
"Don. I think you owe him the ending."
"I'm not going to... I mean we're not going to..."
"No, honey," Vanessa said breathlessly. "No one is expecting you to fuck him. Just use your hands, or keep doing what you're doing. I'm sure he won't mind either."
"Just slide a little more forward," Don whispered.
My wife looked at me a little helplessly, looking for permission? Forgiveness? I wasn't sure what exactly. I just nodded and said, "It's alright, just ride along it, not on it. That's what Vanessa did."
She gave me an almost apologetic look before turning her head to look down at the dick sticking out from between her legs. Don lay back flat and my wife started to rock her hips again, this time paying attention to how her pussy slid along his long, fat dick. In moments I could see her strokes shift and lengthen to draw her pussy across his engorged head. I could see it disappear into her pubic curls and between the significant amount of inner lip that protruded from her full, round outer lips. She rested her hands on his chest, leaning into him a little more, her tits swinging with each stroke along his shaft. I could see her body responding again, his fat head teasing her clit as she worked to make him climax. As I sat, my shrinking cock still between Vanessa's pussy lips, I began to wonder if she was going to get him off before she came a second time.
I saw Don's hips trying to push up toward her as her strokes teased his cock closer to completion, each thrust timed with her strokes to force his cock to slip quickly out between her lips. Over and over they did this, little grunts coming from Don and soft moans of pleasure from my wife as her previous climax was coaxed back into life. "AHHHHH FUCK!" he suddenly grunted, thrusting his hips up as his body surged a gush of cum out. My wife sat astride him, as if she were afraid to move, while he jerked and twitched, shot after shot of cum lancing from his fat head where it stuck out between her legs.
As his dick stopped spewing cum all over his stomach and chest he grinned up at her. "Does that look like the results of a not sexy woman?"
My wife pulled her hands from his chest and sat upright on him. "Wouldn't any pussy riding your dick make you come like that?"
"I wouldn't count on it," he answered.
She shook her head and got off his lap, standing up and then wading back into the river. She waded out deep enough to wash herself, rubbing lake water on her pussy and curls. She was so intent on washing herself off that she didn't even notice the young couple from up stream floating almost silently past us, the guy in the back of the canoe staring at her while she was half bent, inspecting her pussy. She finally realized it when he gave a soft whistle of appreciation.
"Oh shit!" she squeaked, dropping down into the water to cover her pussy and tits.
"Well. Progress anyways," Vanessa said and pushed off of me. "By the way, thanks for the climax. You don't know how hard it was not to let mister happy there just slide right inside."
"I appreciate that you didn't," I said.
My wife started to wade back toward us, her arms across her chest as she looked up and down stream to see if there were any more surprise admirers.
"Well, you did a lot better than I expected," Vanessa said as my wife walked up to her.
"I guess things got a little carried away," she said quietly, standing with her arm over her breasts and one pressing defensively against her crotch. "I haven't ever done anything, I mean cheated, or anything, on Andy."
"I don't think you cheated on him. He was right next to you. He gave you permission. There was no cheating. It was just a little touching, just with more body parts than hands. Nothing to be ashamed of."
"But I was rubbing myself on his... You know," my wife said bashfully.
Vanessa laughed. "Kathy, you can say his dick, after all, you just made him come. Look, it's alright. We talked that sometimes doing this gets us kinda horny. We'd never do anything that we didn't have permission to do. You had permission to do what you did. No harm, no foul. Now relax. You look like you're afraid of being attacked."
"I don't," she said defensively, forcing her hand from her crotch and her arm from her breasts. "Well, okay, maybe I do. This is HARD!"
"I warned you that jumping in head first could be difficult."
"Yeah. But I know me. I have to do it this way, all or nothing," my wife said, looking down at me. "Don't I?"
"Yeah, well, that is pretty much you. All the way or nothing. Just like that time zip-lining." I chuckled.
"Okay. So, here we are. I'm naked, I fucked my husband in the bus and now I made myself come in front of and on Don. Why don't I feel more comfortable?"
Janet laughed softly from where she sat in Terry's lap. It was hard to say where his dick was, but I had a hunch it wasn't the same place that mine had been with Vanessa. "It's alright Kathy. We all warm up to it after a while. This is your first time."
"Um, are you sitting on... I mean, did you?"
"Fuck Vanessa's husband? Yeah, I did. He's not nearly as big as Don, but he gets the job done."
"I thought this wasn't all about having sex," Kathy said with a frown, her hands moving back to that defensive position again.
"It's not like I did anything behind her back. The four of us have had sex with each other plenty of times."
"Oh god. Swingers. I hooked us up with a bunch of swingers!" my wife moaned quietly, drawing a laugh from Vanessa as she stepped closer to my wife. She reached out and pulled my wife into a gentle hug, her arm still across her breasts protectively.
"I guess maybe you could call us that. We're just friends that have learned to enjoy a little play with each other. But what we really like is the opportunity to be outside naked. I'm not even suggesting that you try having sex with my husband, or Don. Just like I won't try to force myself on Andy. What we just did, it was just a little touching. You didn't have to use your pussy to make him climax, your hand would have been more than enough. You just felt like it and did it. That's all it is. Nothing horrible. It felt good, so you did."
"And you stuffing my husband's face between your legs?"
"Just giving him something to look at besides you playing with yourself. Nothing bad. He already saw my pussy, I just gave him a closer look."
"This is never going to work," she said quietly, pushing herself away from Vanessa and walking away, down the gravel bar away from all of us. I got up and followed, catching up to her when she sat down in the gravel a way down the bar.
"Hey," I said as I sat down next to her, watching her pick up small stones and toss them into the flowing river only a few feet from us.
"I'm sorry. I don't think this is going to work. I thought I could do this, but now, hell, I just made myself come on another man's dick. That wasn't ever part of what you asked me for."
"No, I never asked for that. What I did want was for you to be more playful, sexually. A bit more open about when and where. This... this is way outside what I ever imagined."
"So, what did you think would happen if you suggested going to a nude beach or something?" she looked at me and asked.
"I love how you look. I love having sex with you in places other than the bedroom. I don't think of you as a fat old woman. I think of you as a very attractive middle-aged woman who I am madly in love with. Do I intentionally want to parade you in front of a bunch of dudes looking to score on an someone else's wife? Hell no. Has some of this turned me on? Yeah, it has. Not so much what you just did to Don, but having you naked, playing with you naked out here, and yes, having sex with you out by the canoe."
"And having Vanessa put your face between her legs and grind on you? Yes, I know you were licking her pussy. No way you wouldn't if any woman stuffed it in your face. I know how you love to lick me when you get turned on. I just didn't want to say anything right then. I was trying to concentrate on making myself climax. Though I don't know that it helped anything."
"That was their idea?"
"Yeah. If I climaxed in front of another guy, someone that wasn't you, that me just being naked in front of other guys wouldn't be nearly as hard."
"I don't suppose there's any reason you have to be naked in front of other guys."
"No? Tell me you aren't going to try and take my bathing suit off on the cruise, or try and undress me on the balcony of our stateroom, or try to feel me up while we're lounging on the deck? You really think that you can keep from doing any of that in that kind of environment, with a bunch of naked women running around?"
I was silent for long seconds before I finally answered. "Would I do that? Yeah, I probably would. I'd prefer if you'd not stop me, but if you did, I'd stop."
"But you wouldn't be happy about it. Let's face it, the reason it's adults only is so there aren't any kids walking around watching all the sex that's going to be happening. Just like I'm sure that sex happens on nude beaches and in nude resorts."
"Probably some."
"Probably. And let's face it, the whole idea of being naked is to make it easier to get turned on and have sex. I mean, come on honey. I know you, no way you aren't going to be turned on the whole time, looking at other women's bodies? You're gonna be horny, and you're gonna see other people having sex and you're gonna wanna do it to. Right?"
I sighed and nodded. "Probably right."
"More than probably. Look at what's happened already. You just had another women grind her pussy on your cock until you came. It's a wonder she didn't just sit right on your cock, I'm sure she wanted to."
"Why do you think that?"
"Hell, look at the size of her husband's dick. Yours is lots bigger. Not quite as big as Don, but still, LOTS bigger. Why wouldn't she want to try and fuck you? Why do you think I'm so possessive? I don't want another woman to find out how great you are and steal you away from me!"
I reached out and rubbed her shoulders. "That'd never happen."
"You don't mind if I worry about it, do you?"
"No. I don't mind." I pulled her toward me until she laid over onto my lap. I held her in my arms, kissing her head softly.
"Did you want to?" she whispered.
"Did I want to what?"
"When she was on you, did you want to feel what it felt like to be inside her?"
"Sorta," I whispered. "But that was just lust talking because I was so turned on right then."
"So, if you're turned on enough, you'd cheat on me?"
I sighed and shook my head. "I didn't say that. I said I'd just wondered what it would feel like. Did you wonder when you were grinding on Don? What it would feel like if you let it slip into you?"
"Sorta."
"You could have. All you had to do was to slide a little more forward and you could have forced him into you. You can't say you weren't tempted, right then, in the middle of your orgasm, wishing his dick was inside you, can you?" The fact that she was silent for long seconds confirmed her agreement. "So how can you blame me for wondering the same thing?"
"I guess I can't."
"Look, this has been a fantastic day. It's been wonderful and special, doing this with you. I'm really looking forward to spending more time with you like this. There doesn't have to be anything more, no touching them or feeling them up or having them stick anything anywhere. You gave me a wonderful anniversary present. I'm loving it and loving you. So, what do YOU want from this? How do you want it to end?"



She whispered softly, "I'm not sure."
"You're turned on by his dick, aren't you?"
"Don?"
"You know who I mean."
"Okay, some."
"Look, we can get dressed and head down river and, like you said before, it can be over. If that's what you want. If you wanna stay naked and play with his dick a little more, grab it, hold it, stroke it. Maybe even suck on it. It'd be okay."
"I shouldn't. I'm your wife, not his."
"And I'm betting that you never expected to feel what you're feeling right now, did you? That you'd be attracted to another man's body?"
"No. I never expected to even see another man's naked body," she whispered.
"So, my present to you. Since you went to all the trouble to set this up, to do this for me, why don't you let yourself go a little bit. See what it's like to touch it and tease it. Call it a... hall pass. What happens here, stays on the river. One time. I'm not telling you to go have sex with him, but if you're playing with him and it happens, it happens and you should get the most out of it. No guilt or angst. Just enjoy it, but only if it's what you want. Don't let any of them push you to what you don't want or don't feel comfortable doing."
"I don't believe you said that."
"What?"
"You just told me I could go screw another man, right in front of you!"
"I'd sure as hell rather have you do it in front of me than behind my back! At least this way I know what you've done and I don't have to worry about my imagination running away with me."
"Oh. I guess in that way it makes sense."
"I think they want to head back down stream. Why don't we go join them."
"Alright," she whispered.
I helped her up and we walked back to the canoes hand in hand. By the time we got back she had a smile on her face again and seemed a little more relaxed.
The next hour plus was interesting to say the least. Vanessa and Janet spent most of their time in the front of the canoes, teasing all of us with their bodies, sticking their legs in the air and playing with their pussies, or cupping and squeezing their tits. Kathy, to my surprise, did start to do some of that as well, letting Don get multiple looks at her pussy while Janet was flashing herself at me. I guess it shouldn't have been a surprise when Janet suggested that she and Kathy swap canoes. My wife hesitated at first, but after a few moments agreed. We put to shore and the two switched places.
Other than the one couple that had canoed past, I was extremely surprised we hadn't come across others on the river, either in canoe groups or camping along the shore. So it wasn't at all a surprise when we started down a bending riffle and realized that there were people sitting in the river just downstream. Once we were in the riffle, there was no way to stop to dress, not that Janet and Vanessa had any intention of doing so. My concern was my wife.
"Uh uh!" Vanessa called as my wife tried to hold the paddle and cover her tits at the same time. "Just paddle and what they see is what they see. That's the whole idea, isn't it?"
"Well, um, I guess so," Kathy said as she shifted uncomfortably in the front of Terry's canoe.
"You can slow down some too," she said to me, loud enough for Terry to hear. "No need to race past them."
"Nope," Terry said, letting the canoe make it's own way downstream in the current. All of our canoes slowed considerably after shooting out of the riffle, and we floated at a leisurely pace past the three couples that were sitting in the river on lawn chairs. Two were maybe in their thirties and the third couple was slightly older. It was pretty obvious from the stares of the men, and a few comments, that they were enjoying the view. One even suggested that his wife do the same, getting an angry glare and a retort that she didn't see any need to get naked. Don heard the comment and stood in the canoe, not a smart thing to do, and turned himself to face her, took his hard-on in hand and stroked it for her. "Come on. Show me your tits! I dare you!"
"You've got to be kidding! At your age, you play that game?" she responded.
"Never too old to play games!" Don answered back. "I dare you! Pull that top up and show me your boobs!"
"I will!" the other, younger woman said, standing up and pulling her t-shirt up, much to her husband's surprise. She stood there, holding her shirt up, exposing a pair of maybe 36-C tits for long seconds as Don stood there, floating slowly downstream, stroking his dick for her.
"Thanks!" he said, finally turning gingerly in the canoe to sit back down.
"You too!" she called as we floated downstream.
"See, that wasn't so bad, was it Kathy?" Don called to my wife. "It's just all for fun."
"I doubt I'd have the nerve to do what you just did. Sitting there and letting those guys ogle me was almost too much."
"That's just because you haven't ever done anything like that. It's really not that hard. You just need to become more comfortable with your own body and sexuality. You're a damn hot looking woman. Nothing to be ashamed of."
"I'm old and fat!" she retorted.
"I doubt Andy thinks that. I don't think that. How about you Terry?"
"Not in the least. I think you're pretty attractive. Every bit as sexy looking as Janet."
"Terry! I'm at least fifteen years older than your wife!"
"So? Sexy breasts, sexy pussy, not fat. A little cushion, but there's nothing wrong with that. No, I'd fuck you in a hot minute." He smirked. "Not that I'm saying we should but, hell, I would if you wanted to."
Janet had turned around and was lying on the bow with her legs spread, her feet resting on the gunwales of the canoe with her knees pushed wide apart. She was teasing her fingers between her lips, stroking her clit, staring at the hard-on poking up from my lap. "Come on, Andy! Let me see you stroke it for me. I LOVE seeing a man stroke himself, thinking about how it would feel to stuff it into me."
"You really want me to stroke myself for you?" I asked still not sure how comfortable I was with all this. I'd never actually stroked myself more than a couple teasing strokes for my wife, let alone another woman.
"Fuck yes. All this talk of sex and staring at your hard cock? Hell yes. I'm getting horny as hell."
"What she really means," Vanessa called to me from her canoe, "is that she loves to watch a man come all over her."
"I DO! I love watching a man come almost as much as I love feeling it coming in me. Maybe we should do that? Let them all jack off on us? Suck on them until they come all over us?"
Vanessa laughed. "Yeah. And after that, you're gonna want someone to make you come, too!"
Janet laughed as well. "Maybe. Okay, so I will. How about a bet? Who can jack off their man fastest? Loser licks the winner to climax?"
"You really wanna play that game again?" Vanessa asked. "You know how to get Terry to shoot almost before you touch him."
"Well, maybe we mix it up then. I'll do Andy here and you can do Terry. Give you a fighting chance."
"And leave Don to Kathy?" Vanessa asked.
"Wait! What are we talking about? Sucking each other's husbands off?" my wife asked in a surprised voice.
"Sure, why not? Not like there's anything wrong with it. You stroke or suck them until they come all over your tits. I'm sure Don would love to shoot all over those tits of yours."
"I don't know about that. I mean, what we've already done was kinda pushing things. I rarely even suck Andy off, let alone another guy."
"You don't?" Janet asked in a surprised tone. "Seriously? Oh god. I LOVE to suck Terry's dick. If we're someplace we can't just outright fuck, I'll suck him until he unloads in my mouth, just like he likes to lick or stroke my pussy until I come. Doing stuff like that can be a lot of fun. Even dressed."
"Dressed?" Kathy asked.
"Yeah, Tell her, hon!"
"We do. We've gotten each other off in movie theaters and stores and such. One time she pulled my dick out and sucked me off while we were riding in the back of an Uber."
"And the driver didn't complain?" I asked.
"Hell no. He was too busy looking at her bare pussy. She took her panties off for him before she sucked me off, then let me finger her until she came. He had a hard ass time paying attention to the road."
"Jesus," Kathy said softly, shaking her head. "What the hell have I gotten myself into?"
"It's just fun and games. No one gets hurt or anything. It can get pretty boring if you only do it in the bedroom, right?"
"Yeah, but it's way more comfortable."
"That climax you had on Don earlier seemed pretty hard to me," Terry said. "You really want to say you didn't enjoy it?" Kathy was quiet for long moments. "That's what I thought. I'll tell you what: why don't you play the game with the girls and then tell me it wasn't fun."
"I don't know. I mean, like I said, I don't usually even do Andy that way."
"I dare you!" Janet said. "I dare you to suck off my husband and let him squirt it all over your tits!"
"NO!" Kathy snapped.
"No?" Terry asked quickly. "Damn! I'd have loved to do that."
"Told you!" Janet said. "Well Vanessa, looks like it's just the two of us. I bet you that I can make Andy come on my tits before you can make Don come on yours."
"Wait a second!" I said. "Who said anything about me being part of this?"
"Well, you have to be! I mean, you don't want to be left out, do you?"
"What about your husband?"
"Terry? I wouldn't leave him out of it. He can fuck the loser after she licks me to climax." She giggled.
"You sound pretty confident on that. Suppose I win?" Vanessa asked.
"With Don? Really? I don't think so. No, I'm quite confident you'll be licking my pussy and Terry'll be fucking yours."
"Not as good as coming all over Kathy's tits, but I suppose it'll do," Terry said. "As a consolation prize that is."
Vanessa glared at him. "Really? Taking my pussy is a consolation prize? Maybe we should just change it up, and we'll make you stand in the river and jerk off in front of Kathy instead."
"If she lets me do it on her tits," he said with a grin. "What'd you say, Kathy? Let me jerk off on your tits?"
"I don't believe we're even having this conversation," my wife said with the shake of her head. "Okay fine. If they want to suck off Andy, you can jerk off on my tits."
"Good! Let's find a place to do this!" Janet said with a huge grin.
It didn't take us more than about another ten minutes going down stream before we found a nice gravel bar. Janet was eager to get me out of the canoe and her hands on my raging hard-on. I had to admit, I was expecting this to be an interesting and somewhat awesome experience. Kathy had given me head before, but only on rare occasions. To have someone eager to do it was, well, exciting. Don, Terry, and I stood on the shore with our backs to the river while the girls all knelt in front of us on life jackets, Janet in front of me, Vanessa in front of Don and my wife in front of Terry. While Janet and Vanessa were going to be working on us, Kathy was hesitantly kneeling in front of Terry as nothing more than a target. She wasn't looking particularly happy about it.
Janet leaned toward me, grasped my dick in her hand and looked over at Vanessa. "Ready? Go!" She turned her face back to me and opened her mouth. In moments she was closing her hot mouth around my head. I groaned softly as she began to slide her mouth on and off my shaft, her hand following, dragging her saliva to lubricate me as she worked me in and out of her mouth. I heard Vanessa moan and looked over to see her doing the same thing to Don's fat cock, one hand following her mouth and the other teasing and squeezing one of her hard nipples.
I looked further down the line to see my wife, kneeling in front of Terry, cupping her tits and holding them up for him to come on as she watched him stroke his much smaller cock in front of her face. The look on her face was not one of disgust or even displeasure, considering how she had reacted to the discussion. She was staring intently at his dick, licking her lips slowly. I saw her let go of one of her tits, reach for his hand, and then stop his motions. He moved his hand and let her take over. She started to stroke his cock slowly, her hand stroking his mostly dry dick, running her palm over his head to gather the little bit of pre-cum that was oozing from it. She looked up at him and then down at his dick again moments before opening her mouth. She slowed her strokes of her hands, shortening them so her hand no longer slid over his head, and then leaned toward him and closed her lips around his bulbous head.
"Oh fuck yes," Terry groaned as my wife slowly slid her mouth on and off his shaft. He seemed almost unable to control his hips as he tried not to push toward her with each stroke she made. She grasped his cock with both hands, using them to stoke down to the base of his shaft, pushing him away slightly with each stroke. He seemed to give up trying to hold back, and was pushing his hips at her face with each stroke she made, allowing him to drive his cock in and out of her mouth a couple inches each time. He stood there, his hands on his hips, bucking his hips toward her, groaning loudly.
"You better be careful there sweetie. He's about to blow!" Vanessa said, pulling her mouth off Don for a few moments to warn Kathy.
Kathy sucked and stroked his cock with a surprising amount of vigor, pushing him closer and closer to coming. "OH FUCK!" he gasped as his hips bucked toward her harder than before, jamming his cock into her throat. I knew what was happening, but was powerless to stop it. His thrust coincided with his first shot of cum deep into her mouth. She pulled her face back, gagging, but managed to continue stroking his cock, urging shot after shot of cum out onto her tits, a few shots even hitting her in the face as she continued to gag and gasp for air after that first shot.
"Sorry. Couldn't help it!" he apologized halfheartedly while his cock continued to ooze cum.
"Yeah, I get it," she panted, looking down at her chest. She shifted one hand to cup one of her tits and used his oozing head to draw around her nipple teasingly. "I should have listened to your wife."
"I hate to say it, but I'm kinda glad you didn't. That was so fucking fantastic feeling. I felt like I pushed all the way into your throat when I came."
"You did," she said with a little frown as she knelt there holding his shrinking cock.
Vanessa pulled her face off Don for a moment. "Make him lick you, now. Make him make you come."
"You want me to make him lick my... lick me down there? Really?"
"Go for it. You should get something out of it," she said before turning back to Don. "Okay stud. You better start giving me some cum."
"Trust me, I'm trying," he said, looking down at her.
"Told you I'd win," Janet said, pulling off my dick just long enough to chide her friend before she had her mouth back on. She stroked my dick with her hand and mouth while she played with her pussy with her free hand.
Kathy got up and walked to the canoes with Terry following. I watched her sit herself on one of the seats and use the life jacket that was lying in the canoe behind her back as she lay back onto the point of the canoe. She lifted and spread her legs the way that Janet had been in my canoe before. Terry climbed into the canoe and lowered his face between my wife's legs. I honestly wasn't sure how I felt about that, having another man licking my wife, but as Janet pushed me closer and closer to my own climax, I accepted that if I was going to be sucked off by another man's wife, I didn't see any reason that she couldn't be licked by Terry.
I felt my own desire flooding over me where I stood, no longer caring about the moans of my wife, but just the pounding of my own heart as I drew closer and closer to climax. I closed my eyes and let it flow over me, the first huge squirt flowing out into Janet's mouth as my body jerked hard. Again and again my body bucked in front of her, the first few shots in her mouth before she pulled off of me and let the remaining shots shower her face and tits. I stood there, panting as I listened to my wife approach climax, her loud moans mingling with bangs and thumps of paddles against canoes. There was nothing I could do about it now, my body was too far into its own climax to even think about stopping. All I could do was look over and watch the half dozen canoes slip down stream past us, my wife's legs sticking in the air as she moaned in preparation for the climax Terry was bringing her to.
"I wonder if she even knew," Janet asked softly as she rubbed my still leaking head around her soft tits.
"I don't think so," I whispered back, looking downstream to see that they were indeed moving on and not stopping, which could have been even more of a problem. I didn't see any kids, but that wasn't a surprise on a week day.
"God, your cum tastes so good," she said with a crooked grin. "I so wanna fuck you now."
"I don't think that's gonna happen."
"What if I can make it happen?"
"I don't think that's gonna happen," I repeated as Bob grunted and began filling Vanessa's mouth with his cum.
"I got her to suck off my husband and let him lick her. Why not one step more? I'll make it worth your while!"
"As much as I like the idea of fucking you, neither of us like the idea of either Terry or Don fucking her. This was supposed to be about being naked, wasn't it?"
"Mostly. Could have been a real fun time though." She shrugged. "Ohhhh look at that. She's climaxing!"
I looked over and saw Kathy jerking and shuddering where she lay with his head between her legs, plunging his fingers in and out of her pussy while his tongue drove her to ecstasy. "OHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she screamed as her climax pushed itself through her making her legs shake wildly in the air. I'd rarely seen her climax as hard as she was at this moment, only twice in fact, one on the night of our wedding and the second time the night our first born was conceived, of all places, deep in the woods on a hiking trip. It was a little bothersome that it was happening at the hands of another man.
"GOD DAMN YES!" my wife screamed. "RIGHT THERE! OHHHHH FUCK YES! GOD ANDY! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!"
Terry, already kneeling in the canoe, lifted himself up. With his hand still between her legs, fucking her with his fingers, he grabbed his already hard dick. I knew in an instant what he was going to do as he started to stroke it and aim it at my wife's spread pussy.
"DON'T!" I snapped loudly, drawing his attention.
Vanessa shouted at him just after I did. "TERRY! DON'T!"
He looked over at us, stopping just short of stuffing his dick into her. "Honey?"
"I told her we wouldn't do anything she didn't ask for, and she sure as hell didn't ask for you to do that!"
He frowned and looked down at my wife's still climaxing nude body and took a deep breath. "Yeah, your right." He looked at me and then down at my wife again. "Sorry. I just got carried away."
"What?" my wife panted, looking up at him, and then over at me as I walked toward them. "What is he sorry for?"
"Just what I was going to do. I told you I'd fuck you in a hot minute."
"You were going to... to... Fuck me?" she asked sharply, reaching out to push him back. "Shit. I let you touch me, and... and you were just going to fuck me? Without asking?"
"I'm sorry. I just got carried away. You looked so fucking hot laying there climaxing," he said with a shrug as he leaned back to sit on the cross rail behind him, allowing her to stand up.
She climbed from the canoe and stepped to ours, reaching into the boat to grab her pink shirt she started the day with. The overlong beach wrap shirt slipped over her head and in moments hid her body. "Let's go," she said to me, pushing the canoe out from shore and turning it so I could climb into the back. I waded into the water and we both stepped into the canoe in a choreographed dance that we had done over and over across the years. Without a word we paddled off down the river, leaving the other four standing on the shore.
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The two of us paddled downstream for almost half an hour before anything was said. We slipped past the single couple and the group of six canoes, all ashore eating lunch, which was what we were supposed to have been doing at our last stop. I spotted another gravel bar and slid us ashore, stepping out onto the round rocks to keep the canoe from floating away while Kathy stepped out.
"Looks like a good place to eat. I'm getting a bit hungry," I said as she made her way out of the canoe gingerly.
"Yeah. I think so too," she agreed, stepping to grab the two small coolers in the canoe. "I need a drink too. I, um, I feel like I can still taste his cum."
"Sorry," I said quietly after dragging the canoe up onto the gravel.
"No. I'm sorry. I did this. I set this up. It was my choice to suck on him. I thought I could do this, that I wanted to do this. Now I'm not so sure it was all that good of an idea." She pulled a beer out of the cooler and popped it open. I watched her tilt it back and take a long pull on it, downing almost half the golden liquid before lowering the bottle. "Better." She nodded.
"I was a bit surprised when you did." I settled onto one of the life jackets so I wasn't sitting right on the gravel in my miniscule swim suit. She remained quiet while I dug out a couple ham sandwiches and handed one to her. "So, why did you?"
"Actually, I don't know. I just kind of got carried away. I was getting really turned on seeing you being sucked by her, and well, I don't know, I just decided to do it."
"And after?"
"Oh god. I was so damn turned on. I wanted you to fuck me, but when Terry offered to do me with his fingers and tongue, well, I figured, what the hell? Why not try it. I never figured he'd try and do that. Vanessa said it wasn't all about sex, but it felt like it was turning into it. I'm sorry honey, this was a bad idea."
"Actually, I don't think it was. I mean, before that, you were doing pretty well. It seemed like you were getting more comfortable being naked, which is what it was supposed to be about, right?"
"It was. But now I don't know. I'd like to find someone to take the tickets off my hands, but they're not refundable or transferable. I guess we're just going to be out four grand. I wanted it to be a special surprise, taking you on a cruise. I just never felt like it would turn into something like this."
"I think it's wonderful that you thought of me. I hate to lose the money, but I also don't want you to do something you don't think you'll enjoy."
"I'd love the cruise. It sounds like a real fun one. It's just the clothing optional part I'm worried about. I don't know that I can walk around half naked for a week."
"Well, how about we just get you a couple new bikinis. You can walk around in those. No reason you HAVE to be naked."
"No, there isn't, but how much you want to bet you make me that way sooner or later?"
"I won't if you ask me not to."
"But you'd like to, wouldn't you? You'd love to have sex right out in the open, like on our balcony of our cabin?"
"I won't say it isn't an attractive idea. But I'm not going to make you do anything you don't want. This... all this today... It's been fantastic. I couldn't have asked for a better anniversary present."
"I bet you could if you thought about it," She said, setting her sandwich down. She stood up and pulled her oversized pink shirt up and off, dropped on the gravel. She stepped in front of me and then across my lap to stand with her pussy inches from my face. "So I want you to make me come. I want you to do what he did. But I want it to be you."
"Not that I'm saying I don't want to, you know how much I love doing that, but why?"
"You mean why now? Why here?" she asked looking down at me, seeing me nodding slowly. "Because I want to know, no I need to know. Was it him? Was it the situation? Doing it out here like that? I was thinking of you, I was picturing you between my legs, but it wasn't you doing it. Does that make sense?"
"It absolutely does," I agreed, reaching up to push her back slightly. "But if that's what you want to know, we ought to do it the same way, don't you think?"
"I guess that makes sense."
I got up and picked up the life jacket. I took her hand and walked her to the canoe and laid the life jacket on the bow, then had her lie down the same way as when Terry was doing it. I lifted her legs and knelt down in the canoe, looking at her look at me as I lowered my face to her pussy.
I saaid, "You've already come more times today than you usually ever do, so, I don't know how this is going to go. I don't want you to be disappointed if it's not as strong."
"I know. But I need to know."
"Alright," I whispered. I lowered my lips to hers and gently kissed the significant amount of inner labia pushing from between her full outer lips. I let my tongue tease over her lips, knowing that she wasn't really turned on yet. I was going to have my work cut out for me. I shifted a little to allow me to wrap one of my arms around her thigh, using my fingers to pull and spread her lips and exposed her clit for my tongue. She jerked a little at the first stroke across her sensitive nub, laying her head back and closing her eyes.
"That's it, baby. Turn me on. Make me want your cock again," she whispered softly as I let my tongue tease between her lips, drawing her moisture from her opening up to her clit. "Mmmmmmm. That's nice."
I licked slowly, working up and down her slit and then began to concentrate more on her clit. When she moaned softly I used my other hand to slowly tease my fingertip around and around the entrance to her depths, just barely pushing it into her. I licked over and around her clit, the sensations causing her to lift her hips slightly. I pushed my finger slowly into her, using it a tiny dick, sliding it in and out of her now very wet vaginal depths. Her hips began to lift and lower in time with my finger, her orgasm building slowly, much too slowly.
I knew I was going to have to work to get this climax out of her, after having already come three, or was it four, times today already, when she rarely had more than two in a day. Trying to coax another, and a strong one at that, was what this was all about for me. I pulled my finger out and added a second, drawing a louder moan from her. I started to slide my fingers in and out, licking and flicking her clit with my tongue while I stroked my fingers faster. Her moans grew as I plunged them faster and harder, gasp of pleasure mixing with her moans. Her hands moved to her bare tits and began to pull and twist her nipples as her hips lifted in time with my strokes. In and out, my fingers went, but it wasn't going to be enough to get that massive climax she was expecting. I rolled my hand over, curling my fingers so that the tip of my middle finger slipped across the front of her vaginal wall, rolling along the curve of the back side of her pubic bone, sliding across that special bundle of nerves.
"OH FUCK YES!" she cried loudly as her hips bucked at me. It became harder to lick her clit as her movements became more wild. She used her feet on the gunwales of the canoe to brace herself as she lifted and lowered her pelvis, pushing her pussy at my face and hand as I drove her orgasm closer and closer to climax. "OHHHHHHH FUCK ANDY!" she screamed as she lifted her hips toward my face and then held them there, her legs and body shuddering as her climax raced through her. I kept plunging my fingers in and out of her until I felt her pussy gush some of her juices out at me, something that she rarely did. "OH GOD ANDY! FUCK ME!"
I quickly untangled myself from her, pulling my arm from around her thigh and my fingers from within her pussy. "NOOOOOOO!" she cried, suddenly looking at me with irritation. I knelt between her legs, pushed my tiny swim suit to my thighs and then jammed my rock-hard cock into her in one fast thrust. "FUCK!" she screamed, partly in surprise and partly in pleasure. I lifted her legs and held them up and apart as I started thrusting into her with abandon. In and out, I plunged my cock, driving hard into her, harder than I usually would, but encouraged by her gasps and moans. "OH GOD! FUCK ME HONEY! JUST KEEP FUCKING ME!"
Her body had yet to stop trembling, my thrusting shaft apparently pushing her orgasm even higher. I felt her pussy clenching and spasming around me as I jammed into her over and over, my body suddenly shouting at me that I was going to come as well, even though I'd only been fucking her a very few minutes, if that. I could feel the tingle racing through me, my cock explaining to my body how wonderful it felt inside my wife's spasming pussy. I watched her tits, which she had let go of to hold the sides of the canoe, roll and move on her chest as I pounded into her.
"OH DAMN, YES!" I grunted loudly as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her one final time. Her pussy squeezed and spasmed around me as my cock shot surge after surge of cum into her. Where it all came from, I had no idea, but it felt so damn good flowing into her, watching her body's climax slowly start to ease. Her trembles stilled and she sagged back onto the canoe, let her bare cheeks rest on the seat again. Her chest was heaving as she panted for breath, her eyes opening and looking at me.
She didn't say anything for a long time, and when she did, it surprised me a little. "How come it took you over thirty-five years to show me you could do that," she gasped breathlessly.
"Do what?" I asked.
"Make me come like that. What did you do different? I don't remember hardly ever coming that hard. Not since, well, since we were a lot younger."
"I didn't do anything I haven't done before," I panted in answer. "Maybe the situation? What were you thinking about?"
"I guess I was picturing what you were doing."
"How come I don't believe that?"
"Okay, I wasn't. That was stupid. Just a wild image that jumped into my mind."
"Okay, explain it."
"I...It's kinda embarrassing!" she said, covering her face with her hands.
"So you don't want to tell me."
"I told you, it was a wild image. It wasn't even real."
"But it's what you were thinking, imagining, while you were climaxing?"
"Yeah. I couldn't seem to push it out of my mind."
I leaned over her, laying my stomach on her pelvis and leaned my face down to her exposed and still hard nipples. I licked one gently and then kissed it. "So tell me," I whispered as I started to kiss my way to her other breast, kissing the soft skin of her boobs until I could suck her other nipple into my mouth.
"It was stupid."
"You mean it was embarrassing."
"Well... yeah."
"So?"
"Okay. I felt like I had an audience. A bunch of people watching me while you were licking me and I started to come and I was squirting pee out at them, long gushes of pee, squirting into the air until it splattered on the ground in front of them. They all started to clap and cheer as I came more and more and more."
I chuckled softly after letting her nipple slip from between my lips.
"Stop laughing at me!" she snapped with a frown.
"I'm not laughing at you, but I think I know where that came from."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. That group of six canoes? Those couples? They floated by just as you started to climax. And yes, a couple of the guys whistled and made comments. I just ignored them, hoping you wouldn't notice."
"Oh shit!" she swore quietly. "They came by then? They saw me climaxing?" She squeaked in surprise, tried to wrap her arms across her chest.
"No point in hiding it now, lover. They saw all there was to see." I chuckled.
"That isn't funny! I didn't want to show that off to anyone! That was supposed to be just you and me!"
"Maybe. But maybe you heard them and it added to it all? I mean, you were going pretty damn hard to start with. Surprisingly hard, actually. If I had to guess, unless you've been climaxing without me around, the last two you had, this one and the one with Terry, were probably in the top half dozen that I've ever seen you have."
"They were not!"
"I think they were. Are you going to tell me that you didn't come almost as hard as our wedding night?"
"It wasn't that hard."
"But close, right? What about that time we had sex in that changing room at that state park? The one where we were playing in the rocks? Tell me it wasn't that hard? Just noisier."
"Oh god," she whispered, her face suddenly reddening. "I forgot about that."
"I didn't," I said with a grin, watched her roll her eyes and shake her head. "It was really good sex, for both of us."
"Yeah, but it was embarrassing as hell when I found out that woman was in the next changing booth. She had to hear me climaxing!"
"I'm quite sure she did."
"Why do you have to be such an exhibitionist? Always wanting to have sex where someone else might see or hear us?" she asked with a frown.
"You really want an honest answer?"
"Yes, I do!"
"You're not going to like it."
"So? You going to tell me your some kind of sexual pervert or something?"
"The five strongest orgasms, you've ever had that I recall, before today, were our wedding night, the store changing room, the changing room at the state park, two times out tent camping, and the time in the movie theater."
"So?"
"So what those all have in common is, surprisingly, that they were risky sex. Our wedding night, having sex out on the balcony in the hot tub, we both know it wasn't private. In fact, we both suspected that we were being watched. The store changing room? We know the sales girl saw us go in and we were both expecting to be caught."
"But we weren't."
"Oh, trust me, the smile she gave me when we left? Oh yeah, we were caught. We just talked about the state park. And the two times camping? You ought to remember those. Both times were in the middle of the summer with all the windows open, and both times you didn't want to have sex because anyone walking down the road could see inside. But we did, and you came damn hard both times. Lots harder than when we had sex in a closed up tent. And we both know you didn't want me playing with you in that theater, but I did, my hand under your skirt and your hand down my pants. We would have probably done more if we hadn't made each other come doing what we were."
"Yeah, damn good thing you had napkins for the popcorn." She frowned. "So what are you trying to say: that I'm an exhibitionist too?"
"No. I think having sex where you MIGHT get caught turns us both on a hell of a lot more than you want to admit. And I LOVE feeling you come that hard, and I LOVE fucking you when you're coming like that. So, yeah, I like to have risky sex in order to get that kind of end to it."
"You can't say you don't climax hard at those times too. Seems to me you came like tons in that movie theater."
"It does turn me on. Not necessarily doing it in front of someone, but doing it where someone might accidently spot us... like out here. Tell me you didn't get turned on swimming naked earlier?"
"Okay, I did. But still... Oh shit. Here they come," she said, drawing my attention to the river, and the two canoes sliding to the shoreline with ours.
"Well, looks like you still decided to be naked!" Vanessa said as she stepped out of her canoe, every bit as naked as my wife was.
"I don't know that I really want..." my wife started to say before she was interrupted by Vanessa.
"Oh, no. we don't mean to do anything. I just wanted to stop a moment and Terry has something to say." Vanessa turned to look at her husband, climbing from the canoe.
"I want to apologize. I shouldn't have done what I did. I totally disrespected your boundaries, and I know better. I know you don't really want to forgive me, and if I'd have kept going, it would have been completely unforgivable, but I do want to apologize and hope this doesn't completely turn you off to this kind of thing in the future."
Kathy gently pushed me off of her, and climbed off the canoe. It took less than seven steps to reach where he was standing. I saw it before I heard it, the hand swinging and hitting him across his face. She stepped back as he lifted his hand to rub his cheek.
"Had that coming." He nodded. "Okay hon. We can go." He stepped back toward his canoe.
Vanessa's jaw hung open, staring at my wife in shock.
"Okay, now I forgive you," my wife said with her hands on her hips.
"Huh?" Terry asked and he turned to face her again.
"I said I forgive you. Just don't try it again."
"Um...uh, sure. Not again. I promise," he said, turning back to go to the canoe again.
"You leaving?" my wife asked, leaving me a little surprised.
"Well, we... um... I didn't think you were interested in us staying. We just stopped so I could apologize."
"Oh. Well, we're nowhere near done with this trip. There's at least three more hours on the river, and the sunblock I put on this morning isn't going to last that long. I thought maybe you'd want to put some more on me. But if you don't, that's okay too. I'm sure Don won't mind."
"Wait, you want him to touch you again?" Vanessa asked curiously. "I kind of got the idea you were done with all this."
"I was. But I'm not any more." She shrugged.
"Okay. You've got me curious now. Why the sudden change of heart?"
"Simple: I came just as hard with my husband as I did with yours. That means it wasn't me wanting him, it was the situation. I was reminded of a few times Andy and I had sex in, um, semi-public places, and how hard I always came when we did. If I'm going to go on a cruise and let him take off my clothes, I'd better be able to handle it, right? That's why we even started this."
"It is. But just to be clear, what are you expecting from Terry?"
"To put some sunblock on my body, and maybe me put some on him."
"I just want to be sure we're still all on the same sheet of music here. You said, before we came, some touching and maybe a little light oral sex was the limit. That still the case? You're not changing things are you?"
"You said light oral sex was okay?" I asked my wife in surprise.
She turned to look at me. "I wasn't at all expecting what happened. That was in there for you. I figured if you were running around with naked women that you'd get horny. If they wanted to give you a blow job, well, that isn't so bad, is it? I never really considered allowing any of them to want to give me oral sex, let alone me wanting it." She turned back to Vanessa. "No, I don't see any reason to change it. Do you?"
"I was just wondering how much touching you were interested in."
"As in?"
"If I get your husband hard, and slip it between my legs?"
Her back stiffened a moment and she took a deep breath. "You really wanna get fucked by him, don't you?"
"I'll admit, I wouldn't mind it. Not after watching him pound you like he did."
"You watched us?"
"Oh yeah. We were sitting just upstream watching." She grinned. "Have to admit, he gave you one hell of an orgasm!"
"And you think..."
"That it'd be fun to get one like that too." Janet chimed in.
"I don't know how comfortable I am with that. I mean, letting you suck him, that's one thing, but out and out sex?" she asked, looking back at me, though I wasn't sure if it was for support or in question.
"No way you can tell the guys that I can fuck their wives and they can't fuck you, so I don't vote for it," I said with a frown. "But it's your party."
She walked over to me, gave me a hug and a kiss on the lips and whispered, "Thank you." She stepped back and turned to look at Don. "You came on my tits before, still wanna get your hands on em? Now's your chance!"
"Fuck yeah!"
"Then why don't you come with me?" she said as she turned to walk to our canoe. She bent over, dug the sunblock out of the food cooler and held the bottle out to Don. I felt a hand on my arm and turned away from my wife to see Janet next to me.



"How about we do each other?"
"Why not?" I answered, letting her pull me toward her canoe.
"Guess we're stuck with each other." Vanessa said to Terry.
In only a very few minutes all of us were busy spreading the white cream on each other, some of us doing it in more unique ways, such as Janet squirting it all over her big tits and then rubbing them around on my body. The whole experience was erotic enough that even though I'd already fired off three times, my cock was again growing along with the desire inside for more sex. Janet made sure to rub plenty of the cream on my dick and work it in by sliding it between her cream-slickened thighs, my shaft pressing against her bald pussy. As badly as she was making me want to just stick it into her, I held back, not wanting to invite Don to do the same to my wife as I was thinking about doing to his. The few times I pulled my attention from Janet to look over at Kathy, she had her hand on his large dick and one of his hands was between her legs, allowing them each only one free hand to spread cream other places. I hoped he didn't miss anywhere, not because I wanted her touched all over, but I didn't want her to get burned, for real. Fifteen minutes later we were all loaded up in our canoes and headed downstream again, though none of us with our spouses.
Going downstream typically resulted in more and more people to come across, some from groups that camped overnight, some from people camping along the shoreline, and some from groups that started before us that we overtook. Each time we passed a group along the shore, the girls, well, Vanessa and Janet, reveled in the attention while my wife sat in the canoe nervously, but never once covered herself, even when one guy dropped his pants and started stroking his cock toward her with a loud invitation to come fuck him. If she needed any encouragement that she really didn't look like a fat old woman, this trip had certainly was providing it.
We had almost an hour left to go when we stopped for a swim, the sun warming all of us until we were sweating. We all waded out into the cold water, the ladies' nipples all quickly hardening from the chill. Kathy came over and pressed herself to me, giving me a long, wet, erotic kiss. "You turned on again?" she asked with a whisper as she reached under water and played with my seemingly permanent erection.
"You know I am," I answered, getting a grin from her. She reached around my neck with her arms and wrapped herself tightly to me in the waist deep water. In a surprising move, she jumped herself up slightly, wrapping her legs around me and squeezing my hard-on between us.
"I bet you can think of what to do now."
"I bet I can," I agreed, using one hand under her cheeks to lift her up my body a little more, and the other to grab my dick and aim it at her pussy. I rubbed my head between her protruding inner lips and then slowly lowered her down, feeling her wiggle a little to work me into her pussy. Her hot vagina was a stark contrast to the sixty-five degree river water, drawing a soft moan from me. I used both hands on her butt to start working me in and out of her depths, listening to her whisper, "Don't rush."
I worked us slowly, pushing deep into her as she hugged her body to mine with both her arms and legs. "We have company," I whispered as I saw a single canoe, one we'd seen before, sliding down the river toward us with one younger couple in it.
"Don't stop," she whispered, loosening her grip on me slightly. I held her butt and continued to stroke up into her as she leaned back, allowing a gap to form between us. The river here was only sixty or so feet wide, so as the canoe moved slowly past us, the guy in the back had a very close view of my wife's breasts bouncing up and down with each obvious thrust of my hips. I could see the young woman blush as she realized what we were doing right in front of her, not that her partner noticed, his eyes glued on my wife's tits.
"Oh fuck. I'm going to come," Kathy whispered as the canoe slowly slid by less than twenty feet away. Her pussy clenched and tightened around me as her orgasm started to peak. "Don't come yet," she moaned as her body trembled around me, her legs holding us together tightly so I couldn't stroke any longer. Her climax only lasted a dozen seconds or so before she began to relax around me. She pulled herself to me again, pressing her soft tits to my chest, and her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss. "I wasn't expecting that," she whispered when she broke the kiss. "I guess maybe there's something to what you said, about risky sex. I knew he was looking at my tits. I wanted to show them to him. I don't know why, but right then, as my orgasm started to get closer, I just wanted to show him."
"Well, you did." I said, holding onto her but unable to stroke into her with her legs clamped around me.
"I have a question. Do you think Janet is sexy looking?"
"Well, yeah. Why wouldn't I?"
"Well, she's almost fifteen years younger than we are."
"Okay."
"I just wondered if you thought she was sexy," she whispered before going quiet. She looked into my eyes, saying nothing for long seconds. "If you could, would you want to have sex with her?"
I looked back at her startled. "Why would you ask that?"
"She's younger, she's got tits almost as big as mine, she's shaved down there, I just wondered if you found all that... um, enticing."
"I wouldn't be a guy if I didn't," I answered her hesitantly. "Why?"
"Well, um, Don, his dick seems like it's a little bigger than yours. When I was playing with it, I mean."
I had a hunch I knew where this was going, but I wasn't going to offer up. "Okay. So he's a little bigger than me."
"I didn't mean it like that. I love how big you are. You're the perfect size for me. In fact, you're the biggest I've ever had in me, you know that. We talked about that years ago."
"Yeah. So he's bigger than me."
"I was just thinking, you know, wondering..." she said, letting it hang open-ended, hoping that I'd finish it for her. She wiggled a little on my dick to make me move inside her.
I looked back into her intense stare. "There's no going back from this," I said. "I mean, once you go down this road, you can't go back."
She looked at me, a little stunned, making me wonder if I had miss-guessed the direction of her comment. "No. I wasn't talking about that. I just wanted to let him put it in for a second, just to see what it felt like. I didn't want to actually have sex with him, I just wanted to see what it felt like."
"Oh, come on, honey. Be real. That's like, just stick the tip in. Once it's there, you can't tell him to stop."
She frowned. "No, I suppose it wouldn't work that way, would it?"
"No, it won' and you know it. You're just grasping at straws because you already know that I'm not in favor of you having sex with other guys. I mean, we're married. That's supposed to be just for you and me, right?"
"Well, yeah. But I wasn't suggesting that we just start screwing around with other people," she said as she unwrapped herself to stand in front of me, my now-softening dick quickly chilling in the cold water.
"No? Seems to me that's exactly what you were suggesting. Why else would you ask if I was interested in having sex with his wife?"
"It was just... Oh hell, I don't know what I was thinking. This is, well, different. What I just did, what we just did... A few weeks ago I'd have been embarrassed beyond words to have some random guy see my tits, and what did I just do? I climaxed in front of him. I don't even know what to think at the moment."
I looked at her as she turned and started to walk away. Hell, she'd already done so much more than I would have ever expected. Buying those tickets may have been the impetus, but what she'd done already was way beyond anything I had ever expected. I shook my head and hoped I wasn't going to regret my next actions. I waded after her, catching her by the arm before we reached the shoreline.
"What?" she snapped, half turning to face me, her eyes flashing with anger at being grabbed.
"Come with me," I said sharply, pulling on her arm to turn her from shore over to where Don and his wife were making out in the knee deep water.
"Where are we going?" she snapped.
"Don't make me regret this, or I might change my mind," I said as she resisted me as I pulled her toward Don.
"Regret what?"
I stopped in front of Don and Janet.
"Don. My wife has something she wants to ask you." I pulled Kathy closer to them and then stepped aside a step or two to give her room to see him. She looked at me helplessly for a few moments. "Hey, you wanna do this, the least you can do is ask him."
"Do what?" Don asked, looking a little confused. Janet looked at me for several seconds and then grinned.
"She wants to see what it's like to have a cock as big as yours in her," Janet said, "Don't you Kathy?" I saw my wife blush brightly and look down at the water without answering. "Oh honey. I understand. Tell you what, why don't you take over for me, and I'll take over for you. Just for a little while," she added as Kathy looked up quickly. Janet leaned over to her husband and whispered something before stepping away. "Come on, Andy. Why don't we see what kind of fun we can have while she tries him on for size."
My wife looked at me with eyes as big as saucers. "Just don't let him come in you," I said before turning and walking away with his wife.
"I have to admit. After what happened with Terry, I wouldn't have expected this," she said quietly as she pulled me along toward the canoes. "You don't need to be so close." She saw me look back over my shoulder. "Give them some space. Don might be big, but he's also really gentle."
"I don't really know why I just did that."
"That's easy: you love your wife. She's gone out of her way to make something really special for you. The trip and all. We offered to take the tickets off her hands, but they're apparently not transferable, so we suggested this instead. I'm kind of surprised she's been as open about all this as she has."
"She surprised the hell out of me in the bus." I said.
She stopped and turned to face me.
"That was Vanessa's idea. Kind of an ice breaker." She wrapped her arms around me. "Now, let's see what we can do to get that cock of yours hard. If he's going to fuck her, you get to fuck me, right?"
"I sorta expect that's the way it works with swingers."
She giggled. "Yeah, with us swingers, and every other couple that does this kind of thing."
"So, how do we start?"
"How do you start with your wife?"
"Kissing her usually."
"Then that's where we start. If this doesn't work for you, if you wanna stop, all you have to do is say so. There's no reason for you to go beyond what you feel comfortable with."
"I'm not so much worried about me, but her."
"Trust me. He'll be gentle."
"That's not what worries me, it's what happens when it sinks into her what we're doing right now."
"If she has trouble, call me. We'll come over and help out. It's not unusual for newcomers to this kind of thing to have some kind of after effects."
"No?"
She whispered, "No. Now, let's start kissing before that chunk of meat on my husband sends her over the top before we get a chance to play," and wrapped her arms around my neck. She slowly lifted herself the few inches it took to bring her lips to mine and started kissing me with a soft, wet kiss.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned softly as she let go of my neck with one of her hands and moved it down to grasp my suddenly growing dick.
"I was really enjoying this when we were putting on sunblock. How would you like me to turn around so you can slide it right between my thighs again, and we can pick up where we left off?"
"Sounds like a nice idea."
"Yeah, for me too. I liked having your cock between my legs and your hands on my tits." It didn't take long for her to turn in my arms, work my dick between her legs and coax my hands to her tits. We stood there with my hands cupping and teasing her big, soft tits, almost as big as my wife's triple-D's, her hips rocking to slide my shaft in the gap between her thighs. Back and forth, she rocked, her fingers finding the head of my cock and pulling it upward, pressing it up to her pussy so it split her lips. I squeezed and teased her nipples as she pushed my head up further, arching her back slightly so that she could press my engorged mushroom head fully between her full, round lips. "All the way in, baby," she whispered, turning her head so that she could kiss my cheek as she pulled my head to her with one hand. I felt her press my head up harder, her hips sliding forward until we both felt my head nestle into the entrance to her depths. "Now. Nice and easy," she whispered as she pushed her butt back at me, forcing my dick slowly into her vaginal depths.
"Oh damn."
"Tight enough?" she asked breathlessly.
"Oh yeah." I pushed my hips to her until our bodies touched again.
"Good. Now, fuck me baby. And you don't have to pull out to come. You can let it all go in me."
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah," she answered as she let go of my neck. She bent partway over, holding her chest at an angle as she used her arms behind her to hold my hips to brace herself. I started to thrust in and out of her, moving faster and faster as the orgasm my wife had started some minutes before, was quickly renewed. I could feel my desire building as her moans grew louder. "Oh yeah. Make me come on you. Make me come and then let me feel you do it. Let me feel your cum pumping into me!" she moaned loudly.
I could feel her already surprisingly tight pussy start to clench and spasm as her orgasm built as quickly as mine. Her sopping wet pussy gave an audible squish with each strike I made into her. I held one of her tits and slowed my strokes slightly as I reached around her hip. I leaned over her enough to reach her crotch with one hand and slipped a finger between her bare-shaved lips. "OH FUCK YES!" she squealed as I started to stroke my finger across her clit in time with my strokes into her. "OH GOD YES!" she cried as her whole body began to tremble and shake.
I drove into her spasming pussy with abandon, plunging my cock hard into her until my body slapped against her bare ass. I knew I should n't do what I was thinking, so I waited until the last second and pulled out of her pussy, my body jerking and spasming as I pumped what cum I had left all over her ass. Over and over, my body jerked, trying to add more to the load as she continued to moan in pleasure, her orgasm starting to fade. She straightened up, reaching behind her to grab my head and pull us together. "Ohhhhhh you fuck sooooo good," she whispered. "Don might have a bigger dick, but you definitely know how to use what you got! I just wish you'd have put that load in me and not wasted it on my ass."
"I didn't think I should," I answered as I heard Don Grunting behind me. I knew what the sound was, and I wanted to turn around and see where it was going, but I held back, not sure I'd want to know if it was where I'd just refused to put mine.
"Shhhh. Don't look," she whispered, holding my head so my cheek pressed against hers. "There'll be time for that later. Right now, just enjoy how it felt."
"Okay," I whispered back, still trying to catch my breath. I stood there holding her for two or three minutes until she let me turn around and see my wife. I was sort of surprised to see her squatting calf-deep in the river, washing between her legs. Janet let me walk from her and wade out to Kathy. "You okay?" I asked softly, squatting down in the water next to her.
"Yeah. I guess so," she answered without looking at me.
"Was it what you expected?"
"Not really," she answered, still lifting water and gently rubbing her pussy with her wet hand.
"Did he come in you?"
"No. Just on me. Sounded like you had fun."
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. I couldn't see you, he turned us so I couldn't watch, but it sounded like you were giving her a good one."
"I just did the kind of thing I'd do with you."
"Did you come in her?"
"She asked me to, but no."
"Good." She reached out and taking a hand full of water, dribbled it on my mostly soft dick. "You'd better wash that before it gets anywhere near me."
I nodded and splashed water on my dick and washed off Janet's and my cum. "Better?"
"I guess."
"Wasn't that what you wanted? What you were really asking me for?"
"Yeah. It was," she answered, still not looking at my face.
"So why are you upset?"
She looked up at me. "I sorta didn't expect you to let me."
"And since I did?"
"I had to go through with it. I mean, I asked for it, right?"
"And now you wish you didn't?"
"Sorta. You were right. There's no undoing it. He was okay. He made me climax, but not nearly as hard as you did earlier."
"I won't say I'm disappointed that he didn't. I mean, I want you to be happy, but I suspect I'd have a hard time accepting that he was better at getting you off than I can."
"It's not the same thing. He's different. He doesn't feel like you and, to be honest, I like how you feel. I kind of got carried away with how you made me feel, how Terry made me climax. I thought, maybe there's more here yet, and now is the time. I don't think I'll ever have the nerve to do this kind of thing again. So, if you don't mind, I'd just as soon keep this to a one-time thing for now."
"I'm good with that." I nodded.
"You won't be upset if I don't want to have sex with other guys? I mean, if I did, you'd get to have sex with other women."
"I won't lie. It's been fun looking at them, touching them and, yeah, even now, fucking one of them. It was different. It was very enjoyable, but at the same time, it's still supposed to be just between us."
"Yeah. I know. Look. I'm sure Vanessa is going to want a piece of you too. She kinda hinted that could be where things ended up, depending on how I felt being naked. But I really don't want to have sex with Terry."
"Because of what happened earlier?"
"Yeah. I don't think he has anything to offer, and I don't trust him not to.... you know?"
"Yeah. I do," I agreed, reaching out and stroking her shoulder sympathetically. She shuffled in the water to get closer to me and let me put my arm all the way around her.
"I think that was a mistake," she whispered.
"Why is that?"
"Because I feel guilty for doing it."
"Why is that?"
"I don't know. I just feel like I let things get away from me. That wasn't me. This isn't me."
"That might not have been but this? This is definitely you. Just part of you that you've been keeping hidden. I mean, look how hard you came, both for Terry, and for me. Look at how hard you came in front of that couple. And that was, what, the fifth orgasm today? When was the last time you had more than two in any one day?"
"Not ever I don't think."
"So, yeah, this is you. I don't know how or why, but you've been getting off on this big time, at least since you started to get comfortable. And even that. I mean, how many women would all of a sudden be comfortable canoeing down the river naked all day? Not too damn many. No, this really is you."
"I'm sorry," she said softly, hugging me tightly to her side.
"Don't be. I'm loving this side of you. I think we're going to have one hell of a lot of fun on that cruise."
"Oh god. I don't want to be fucking a bunch of strange guys!"
"No. I didn't say you had to. In fact, I don't WANT you to."
"Good. I think we need to go though. And dressed this time. We're going to be there in an hour or so."
I agreed and we dressed, as did the others, all of us agreeing that we'd pushed it as far as we could. It was actually only about forty-five minutes before we sighted the landing. We all gathered our stuff and headed up toward the parking area. I'd parked off on one end under the trees so the car would be in the shade, and headed over there. My wife and Vanessa hung back, talking in low tones, probably about what all had happened today. The only thing my wife had on was the wrap, and as I watched her and Vanessa walk toward me, I was a little surprised at how much of her actually showed through the wrap. In the sunlight I could just make out the shadow of the large, dark areola on the front of each breast, and it was short enough that I could get an occasional glimpse of her dark curls between her legs. Yeah, my wife was still a very good looking woman.



"Vanessa, didn't I see Terry headed up to the campground shower house?" my wife asked as the two approached me.
"Yeah. He said he wanted to grab a quick rinse before we headed home."
"Oh. Not a bad idea. Maybe I'll go up there too. I need to apologize to him anyway."
"Apologize?" I asked.
"Yeah. For slapping him. Seems kind of silly that I did, considering what I let Don do."
"That's true. I'm sure he won't mind an apology," Vanessa agreed.
"Good. While I'm gone, why don't you show Vanessa that spot we found a while back. You know the one, down by the river where you tried to get me naked? You might have better success with Vanessa."
"What are you going to be doing?" I asked as she turned and started walking toward the shower house.
"Getting a load of cum on my tits," she said over her shoulder.
I stared at her as she walked away. The last time we'd been canoeing here, I'd found a little spot in the wood line along the river that fishermen used. It was shielded on three sides, only being open on the river side. I'd tried to get her to let me pull her suit down and have sex, but she'd refused. I couldn't imagine why she'd want me to take Vanessa down there unless it was to have sex. "If you want," I agreed with slight shake of my head. "Come on, this way."
"Don't worry, Terry won't let anything happen to her," Vanessa said as she took my hand and pulled me toward the wood line. "Is it this way?"
I nodded and let her to a little path that led down the embankment into the woods, wound around about a hundred feet and then broke into a little clearing right next to the river where the riffle ended and the river broke into deeper water. "Here it is."
"Good!" she said, pulling off her miniscule bikini. "We should have at least ten minutes maybe more."
"I don't get it," I said as she stepped to me and started pushing my itty bitty suit down to free my dick.
"It's easy. When she contacted me she wanted to do something to try and see if she would be able to be naked around other people. I told her that sometimes it turns into a little more than just being naked. After having coffee with her, she agreed for me to set this up, I agreed that she would be the lead.. Basically, we wouldn't do anything with you that she didn't do to someone else. In this case, she let Don bang her so, gee, you get to give me a climax."
"And Terry?"
"I'm not sure. He can, but not without her permission, so how she apologizes is up to her."
"This whole day has been one surprise after another," I said as she began to stroke my cock. "So, I'm paying the bill for the trip?"
"In a way." She used my dick for a handle and pulled me to the river. We waded out until the water was almost to her pussy and then found a big rock to sit on. Sitting on it, she lifted and spread her legs and waited with a grin.
I stepped between her legs and rubbed my engorged head up and down. I was a little worried about staying hard, given that I'd come so many times... I didn't know if I was up to it. All I could hope to do at the moment was satisfy her before my dick ran out of steam. She was not fully shaved, but the fat outer lips framing her copious inner labia, were bare and without a tan line. That didn't surprise me. Anyone that wanted to canoe naked wouldn't even blink at tanning naked. Probably in her yard in a strategically picked place to tease her male neighbors.
"Ohhhhhh fuck! I knew this was going to be good," she moaned as I pushed myself into her, my dick sliding several inches into her wet depths before I had to pull back and let her juices lubricate us. In and out, I worked in short little strokes until I was fully into her, my pubic hair mingling with the small patch on her mound. I let my strokes start to grow in length and force, watched her smaller boobs wiggle and bounce with each impact. She was a lot more flexible than Kathy, and was able to lift and spread her legs significantly more than Kathy could. She rested her heels on my shoulders and let her head fall back in pleasure. I stroked hard, driving fully into her with each push, my body responding and keeping my dick rock hard. I wasn't even close to coming yet as I drove in over and over. "Oh god damn Andy. Just keep fucking me. Make me come like you made her come!"
"If that's what you want, I'm doing this all wrong." I abruptly pulled out of her, generating a gasp. I knelt down in front of her, using my hands to lift her legs as I lowered my face to her gaping pussy. I wrapped one arm around her thigh and used my fingers to spread her lips, exposing her hard clit. I used two finger on my other hand to push into her. "This is how I did it to her." I started to lick and flick her clit with my tongue as I drove my fingers into her like a dick, plunging them in and out of her.
It only took a few minutes before my tongue and fingers pushed her already excited body to the breaking point. "OHHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she screamed over the sound of the water running over the rocks. "JESUS, ANDY! I'M COOOOOMMMMIINNG!"
I continued to flick and attack her clit while I drove my fingers into her, stroking the front of her vagina behind her pubic bone. Her pussy contracted around my fingers as her climax pushed higher and higher, moaning and gasping as I drove my fingers deep into her while assaulting her clit as fast as my tongue could move. I waited until I thought her climax had grown as far as it could, and then pulled my fingers out. I stood in the cold water, aimed my cock at her leaking pussy with the hand that had just been inside her. In one strong thrust, I plunged into her, drawing a high pitched, gasping cry from her. "OHHHH FUUUUUUCK!"
I held her legs in the air and started to drive hard into her, slamming my cock deep into her as my body smacked her wet ass with each stroke. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing around me as my thrusting dick pushed her climax back to where it had been, and then some. "FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed over and over as I drove into her with everything I had. I watched her tits bouncing wildly on her chest with each impact, and then saw her whole body suddenly tense and jerk. Her juices squirted forcefully from her pussy as I pulled back, the jet of wetness deflecting to bounce off my pelvis and back onto her own body as I thrust in again. The whole thing was just too much for my sex-addled brain, and even though I really had no expectation of climaxing after as many times as I had, my body somehow found it in itself to do it one more time. My body jerked hard, pumping a gush of cum deep into her pussy as my cock drove into her. I didn't pull back, but held my cock deep inside her as my body spasmed and jerked, my cock swelling inside her as I came.
"Holy fuck!" she panted as my cock started to soften. "Now that was a fuck!"
"You said you wanted it."
"OH! No shit I did! Jesus fucking Christ! I don't think even Don has ever made me come that fucking hard. DAMN!"
I pulled from her pussy and stepped back, panting for air. I squatted down in the cold water and splashed some on my dick and chest, washing off her juices before walking to the shoreline and plopping down on a large flat rock. I sat there, sweating and panting for breath as she stepped deeper into the stream to rinse herself off. She finally walked up next to me and held a hand out. "I think we'd better head back up."
I said, "Don't want the wife knowing we fucked? I thought that was the idea."
"It was."
"Then I don't see the problem."
"Men never do. Honey, you gave me an orgasm that was at least a dozen times better than any Terry is going to give her. You don't want to flaunt that in her face, not when she's just trying to get her head into this kind of lifestyle."
"I still don't understand why she's even doing this." I took her hand, and let her pull me up.
"She got those tickets and wanted to be able to walk around naked for you on that cruise. She never expected, no, that's not fair. She was adamant that she wasn't interested in sex for this. She was just trying to find a way to be comfortable. The fact that it turned into what it has says she's had some kind of deep hidden desires that all of a sudden jumped out. It wouldn't surprise me at all if she has trouble with what she'd done over the next few days."
"Oh. I get it. Yeah, that makes more sense I guess." I pulled my tiny suit up my body to cover my dick. I stood while she put her bikini on and then we walked up to the car, expecting to see her waiting. To my surprise, she wasn't. "Maybe I should go check on her?"
"I wouldn't. She's a big girl. I'm sure she can take care of herself."
"Alone, naked, in a men's shower?"
"I think you'll find that most men will only push so far. If she says stop, most will. Besides, Terry is there. He'll keep things in check."
"Well, I guess he must have," I said, nodding toward the shower house. Kathy was walking across the large grass field wearing her pink wrap. I could see her hair was still soaking wet, and everyplace the pink wrap touched her had soaked up water, leaving it semi-translucent. Even from a hundred feet away I could see the dark disks of her areola through the wet pink material.
"I guess I'd better go collect my husband," Vanessa said as she pushed off the car. "If you two need to talk or anything, have her call me."
"Will do," I said as she started walking toward the shower house. They passed each other, pausing only for a moment before my wife continued toward us.
Without a word, she opened back of the car and the drink cooler. She pulled out a bottle of water and took a large swig which she then spat out on the grass. She frowned after repeating it and then capped the water. She dug in the cooler again, pulled out the last beer, and used half of it to wash her mouth out again. She then tipped the bottle and drained it before looking at me. "Let's go home," she said without a smile on her face. She opened the car door, dropped into the passenger seat and sat waiting for me. I walked around the car, climbed in and started it. "Before you ask, no, I don't want to talk about it."
I was silent for almost five minutes before I looked over at her when the winding two lane road straightened for a little ways. "I think we'd better. We've never kept secrets before."
"I shouldn't have done what I did. I'm actually kind of embarrassed about it," she said with a shrug, as if that explained everything.
I waited another mile or so and then simply said, "And?"
She looked at me. I heard her sigh. "You're not going to like it."
"Okay. I'll go first. I fucked Vanessa. I thought that was what you intended for me to do. I did to her what I did to you on the canoe. Your turn."
"Everything?"
"Uh huh."
"And you came inside her?"
"Just like I did with you. I didn't think I had any left, but I guess I did."
It was another couple miles before she said anything else. "I guess I did, sort of expect that. I mean, you're a guy, right?"
"Yeah."
"So I walked into the shower house. There were three showers going, but I didn't know which one Terry was in. So I just took off my wrap and opened them one at a time. The first two weren't Terry. When I found him, I walked inside and asked him if he minded if I'd apologize. He said sure, so I knelt down in front of him and started sucking his dick."
"And he came in your mouth again?"
She looked over at me without a word.
"Sorry. I shouldn't have interrupted."
"No, you shouldn't have. Anyway, I was sucking him and the other two guys were watching us, stroking their dicks. He said it'd be a better apology if I let him do what he was going to do out there. So I agreed, as long as he didn't come in me. There was this bench to sit on to change. He laid me on it and then straddled it himself. He lifted my legs up and then pushed his dick in to me. He just started fucking me as I lay there. I wasn't really expecting to get turned on, but the way he was fucking me was actually rubbing my clit pretty good. He told the two guys that if they wanted they could jack off on my tits. I didn't mind, it'd wash off, and Terry was doing a pretty good job of getting my orgasm moving. One of the guys came pretty quick. Just squirted all over my tits. The other one, he kept trying to rub his head all over my face and push it into my mouth. I kept pushing him away until Terry started to make me climax. I wasn't expecting it, but he did. When I did, that guy stuffed his head into my mouth and jerked himself off in my mouth. God, it was gross." She said with a sour frown on her face.
"When Terry came, he waited until he almost couldn't. He pulled out and started jacking off and using his head to tease my clit some more. He rubbed his dick up and down my slit as he started to come, squirting his cum all over my lips and pussy, and even some of it into my opening. When he was almost done coming, he stuffed his dick back into me, and started fucking me again. I'm pretty sure he came some more when he did that. When he got soft, he helped me up and into the shower and washed all the cum off me. He told me my apology was accepted and if I wanted to it again, to just call him."
"I see," I said, now knowing why she was upset. While Terry had said he wouldn't come in her, what he'd done was essentially the same thing. Not that we had any worries about her getting pregnant. She didn't have the hardware for that any more. But it was a line I think she didn't want to cross. We didn't talk any more all the way home. We had dinner in silence and then watched some TV. She said very little to me all night. I could tell she was bothered, but I knew my wife enough to know that if I pushed, she'd just get mad. She'd talk when she was ready. We headed to bed and she made it clear she wanted neither sex nor talk. She just snuggle up to me, letting me spoon her and hold her while she went to sleep.
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"So, Barry, Amanda, tell me, how did the week go?"
"It was a fucking disaster!" My wife, Amanda, snapped. "He couldn't even do the fucking laundry right. Shit, half of my bras are now pink!"
"Hey, I couldn't help it one of your stupid red socks was left in the washing machine! Maybe you should have made sure they were all out, the last time you did laundry!" I snapped back at her.
After twelve years together, our relationship was a fucking train wreck. I was madly in love with her when we got married. We were so good together. Both of us graduating college together, coordinating our job searches to end up in the same city, finding housing together and then finally taking the big step, getting married. It seemed perfect, at least to me. It wasn't two years later, the trouble started. Her career seemed to become more important to her than I was. Traveling around the country, but not with me, long days in meetings but not with me, late into the evening work sessions, power dinners with clients, you get the idea. I'd often suggested that some of her trips included more entertainment than was allowed in a marriage, which she vehemently denied, though it was getting harder and harder to convince me otherwise.
Late night phone calls and texts from her male bosses at the law firm didn't make things any better. She kept calling me childish, for my concerns about what was happening to us, telling me to be more like her, more focused on my career. I countered that I wanted her to be less a stuck up, hyper focused, fancy dressing bitch, and spend more time doing things I liked to do, like fish and hunt and camp. It was, after all, part of MY career to engage in activities that utilized the products I was part of designing. The last vacation we took together was cut short because she hated having to sleep in a tent, hated having to cook on an open fire, and hated to sit out around an open fire, when we could just as easily be comfortably housed in a nice hotel with a soft bed, eating in a fancy restaurant, and sitting around a gas fireplace in a cozy bar.
I, of course, made the mistake of accusing her of knowing all that from experience, but not with me. Like I said, vacation got cut short. This was the last-ditch effort. I still loved her, and I wanted to find a way to get her to loosen up, to relax, to stop being what she had turned into, and more like what she had been, what WE had been during those first years together. Maybe it was a lost hope, but I was willing to try anything before giving up. Rachel, our fifty-year old marriage counselor, had given us a task. We were to do each other's chores for the last week, each of us taking over the other's responsibilities, besides work that is. So, she did the cooking, and I did the dishes and cleaning. She mowed the lawn, sort of, breaking the lawnmower in the process. Since it would have been my job to fix it, I made her try to do it. I had to say, it was almost comical to watch, as she tried to crawl under the riding mower to replace the jumped belt, wearing a fancy spandex designer jogging suit. By the time she had herself wedged under the mower, the zipper on the front of the suit was split open, her pants were worked so far down her hips that I could see her panty covered pubic mound, and like I said, she was stuck, with her jogging suit caught over a lever, that she couldn't see from her position. The harder she tried to free herself, the more of her lower body was exposed. I got a good laugh, which pissed her off to no end, making her then refuse my help to even get un-stuck. Eventually she got the belt on and herself unstuck from the mower, though not without ripping her jump suit. She did look pretty sexy getting up from the ground, her pants and underwear worked down enough to show off her bare, grass stained butt with her jogging top ripped and separated so that her lace bra covered tits were exposed.
No, she didn't think It was funny at all, and it was all the less funny when the first load of white clothes came out of the washer a subtle pink, due to an errant red sock. No, the weekend didn't go very well.
"So, what you're saying, is that changing duties didn't do anything?" Rachel asked sweetly.
"Oh, it did something. It confirmed for me that any smart woman would hire a lawn service, instead of doing it herself." My wife snapped.
"I see. So, as far as you're concerned, there isn't anything positive that came out of it?"
"I thought there was." I said quickly. "She always belittles the outside chores and things I do. She got a taste of what it's like to have to do those chores."
"And like I said. Any smart woman would hire a company to take care of the yard, so she didn't have to crawl around under a mower, getting dirty and torn up. I don't know how you can put up with doing that kind of shit!"
Rachel sat and shook her head. "Alright. Let's not start a fight. We both know this is a safe place. Anything can be said without a fight, right?"
"Yeah, okay." Amanda said quietly.
"I'm just going to say this. I think both of you are acting like children. Neither of you wants to make the slightest move to balance out your issues. I don't see any other option than a trial separation!"
I looked at her stunned. I was hoping that she could find a way to resolve some of our differences. But this...this was basically calling it a lost cause after only half a dozen meetings. "There isn't something else we can try? Something we haven't done? It's all over?"
"About time!" My wife said, with a scowl.
"I said TRIAL separation. Take some time apart, to let you focus on what is really important in your life. Now, during a separation, neither of you has the right to challenge or complain about the other's actions or choices. What happens during the separation is completely protected. That means; that if you want to explore a relationship with someone, the other can't complain."
"And by relationship you mean she can go and fuck her bosses outright, without me being able to complain?"
"I've never cheated on you! You know that!" Amanda snapped angrily.
"Yeah Right. Maybe not in front of me, but I'm not at all convinced it hasn't happened on one of those many late work nights."
"Oh? And Suzanne's and your swim suits just happen to fall off accidently at the same time?"
"You know damn well I didn't do that. She did. She was just objecting to her husband having his hand on your pussy, when you two thought we weren't looking."
"That's not true! He didn't have his hand on my pussy!"
"Oh yeah. I forgot. You're so prudish now that you won't even wear a bikini any more. Too bad for him. I have no doubt that if you weren't wearing a one-piece suit, that he'd have had your bottoms pushed down, and his fingers in you long before she got mad and did what she did!"
"Alright! Stop you two! As of this moment, you're officially separated. If she wants to fuck her boss, that's her choice, yes. But the same goes for you. If you want to explore a physical relationship with someone else, she can't complain."
"Like I would care? I'm ready to be done. I don't care who he fucks or when or where. I just want out." My almost, ex-wife snapped angrily.
"Understood. Now this is a trial because, well, it's meant to allow you to have a taste of what's on the other side of the fence. The old saying, the grass is greener isn't just a saying, it's often the truth because once you have that, what you had might actually look better, than you thought it was. Now, we could let this trial separation go for a few months and let things take a natural course. But I like a bit more of a direct approach. We're going to do a wife swap. Just for a week."
"A wife swap," we both asked, in unison?
"That's what I said. I have a lot of clients, and I actually have the perfect mates for both you, or at least what you have indicated you think the perfect mate would be. For you, Amanda, a very career minded man, that is exactly what you have complained Barry isn't. Barry, I found a perfect mate for you, a sweet young woman that loves the outdoors, and enjoys being in a relaxed environment."
"I don't see anything wrong with that." I nodded.
"So, Barry. I want you to plan a week vacation, away from work and the rigors of life. I want it to be the kind of vacation you always envisioned taking Amanda on. Assume that if Amanda were there, she would do and enjoy everything you suggest."
"That shouldn't be hard." I agreed.
"Amanda. You will be spending seven days with your perfect man. You will be his wife, in all the ways that matter. He's expecting a dedicated, career focused woman, that any senior executive would be happy to show off to his peers."
"When you say wife in all the ways that matter, you mean sex too, right?"
"Of course. What relationship wouldn't include sex? Does it bother you?"
"Well, I don't even know him."
"No, you don't, but trust me, he's everything you have spent weeks trying to convince me Barry isn't."
"And Barry will be having sex with miss outdoors?"
Rachel chuckled. "Amanda! Be careful. You almost sound like you care!"
"I don't. He can fuck anyone he wants." She snapped back.
"Good. I want you both back tomorrow at noon. Barry, expect to take your wife home with you. She will have the same things to bring with her that Amanda is going to take with her. Amanda, you are allowed to bring any medications, cosmetics, your electrical devices and chargers, things you need for work. You can bring your driver's license but no credit cards or money. The only clothing you are allowed is the clothes you wear. You will be totally dependent on your new husband for everything you need, as will Liang, or 'miss outdoors' as you call her. She will be completely dependent on Barry to provide everything she needs and desires. Any questions?"
"What will I be doing, with this new husband of mine?" Amanda asked.
Rachel shrugged. "He's dedicated to his career advancement. I told him you were a very attractive, driven woman, intent on advancing her career, and he should plan appropriately."
"That doesn't say much."
"Actually, I think it says a lot. It is exactly what you have chastised Barry for NOT being. I wouldn't expect a dedicated career chaser to take a vacation, not when career advancement is on the line trying to land a very important client. Now, both of you, go home and I'll see you back here tomorrow."
I got up and walked out of the office, Amanda following along, with the distinct clop, clop, of her high heels. She followed me down to the parking garage and our car. I dropped into the driver's seat while she climbed into the passenger side and we started out for the half hour drive home.
"So, what are you going to do?" Amanda asked quietly.
"Dunno yet. I was thinking about the lake."
"Miss outdoors will probably like that."
"Maybe." I nodded. "If she doesn't come with clothing, we're gonna have to stop somewhere and get her things. Sounds like she isn't even allowed to bring underwear."
"You'll like that." She said with a sarcastic chuckle. "Maybe you can save some money and not even buy her any. God knows, you tried to get me to walk around without any enough times."
"Just because I like your body." I answered. "There was a time when you wouldn't have objected."
"Well, I do now. I wouldn't be caught dead at the office without panties."
"Yeah, probably right. Gotta have underwear on, to keep the cum from leaking down your legs," I said with a scowl.
"I keep telling you, I don't have sex with my boss."
"And I don't believe it. But it doesn't matter. If we're done, getting separated, I guess you can fuck him as much as you want."
"That's not fair."
"No, what isn't fair is turning into an ice queen with me, but playing footsie with your bosses."
"It's an old argument. How about we just let it drop now?"
"First sensible thing you've said all day."
"I wonder what he'll be like?"
"A male version of you? Clearly, he couldn't keep a wife either."
"Well, most men your age, that are single, aren't single because they want to be. Most of them are because their wives couldn't stand living with them."
"Or the husbands couldn't stand living with the woman they married."
"Touché."
We drove on in silence most of the rest of the way home, Amanda finally breaking the silence. "You know, I don't hate you."
"I don't hate you either."
"Just because we can't live together, doesn't mean we can't still be friends, does it?"
"You still want to be friends? Really?"
"I wish we could at least part as friends."
"Amanda, I still care about you more than you can know. Your body still excites me and I still want to find ways to spend time with you, but not on the terms you keep dictating. I'm comfortable with my career, I don't need to be the CEO. I just want to do my job well and enjoy life. The idea is to work to live, not live to work. You used to think that way too. Not any more though. I sorta pity you there."
"Don't. Don't do that."
"Do what?"
"Try to be the bigger person. I know you hate the way I am, the way I've become. But I am what I am. I don't see that changing, and I don't see you changing, so that's why we're where we are."
"True enough. I still hold out hope though."
"For us? You're a dreamer."
"Yeah, I know. But look at it from my side. When you were out there trying to fix the lawn mower, you really did look good."
"I looked like a mess. Dirty, dusty, half dressed, ripped clothes. I don't see how you can find any of that attractive."
"You'd be surprised what I find attractive. Or maybe you wouldn't. I've never hidden my desires or attractions from you."
"That you haven't. Hell, I got tired of you badgering me to take off my clothes all the time. I hope your new wife enjoys being naked."
"I never tried to make you naked, well, mostly not."
"Yeah, mostly not. Just the same, I would like to part as friends."
I turned into the driveway. "I'll try to do friends. But I can't make any promises other than trying."
"Good."
"I'd say you need to pack, but it shouldn't take long. You don't have much you can take."
"You on the other hand, need to find your vacation and start packing."
"I figure I have time. First day I think I'll just bring her home and try to get to know her a bit."
"In our bed, I'm sure." She said, with a scowl in her voice.
I looked at her in surprise. "That sounded suspiciously like you cared. What difference does it make, if we sleep in the bed we used to sleep in?"
"Sleep in? That isn't what I was referring to."
I shook my head. "I know exactly what you were referring to. You don't want me having sex in the same bed we did. Well, once you're gone, what does it matter? You don't expect to come back, that's why all the talk of parting friends. Don't worry, I won't throw your stuff away, or let her wear any of it, whoever it is."
She climbed from the car and walked into the house without another word, leaving me sitting in my car, alone...again.
---o--- Saturday ---
I wouldn't have thought it was difficult to figure out what to wear to meet our temporary spouses. I decided on just a normal, day at the lake attire, a moisture wicking t-shirt, a pair of light weight fishing shorts, synthetic boxer briefs, shorty socks and running shoes. Took me maybe ten minutes and I was ready. Nervous as hell, but ready.
Amanda chose a mid-thigh navy blue skirt and a very light, powder blue, button down satin blouse, over a pair of lacy, high waisted panties and equally lacy bra to contain her double D breasts, and still create a huge cleft of cleavage showing from the top of the blouse. She changed clothes three times since she showered this morning, finally changing back into the aforementioned outfit once again. She paused as she walked to the front door, looking back at the house as she prepared to leave, for what I guess she thought was the last time, carrying nothing but her cosmetic bag and computer bag. I don't recall that we said a single word to each other, all the way to the counselor's office. I was surprised to see her carefully wipe her eyes several times, being cautious not to mess up her mascara. Maybe she didn't hate me as much as she thought.
"Well, I see you made it. Any last minute reservations?" Rachel asked, as she let us walk into the office.
"No, I'm ready to have this done with." Amanda said, with more stone in her voice than I felt.
"Very well. Barry, I'd like to introduce you to Liang." Rachel said, as a young Asian woman stood up from the sofa where she had been sitting, next to a man in a suit. Liang stepped toward me, wearing a very short black micro skirt and a yellow tube top, the pair of which left lots of creamy white skin exposed. She was short, almost petite in height, but not super slender. She was nicely rounded and had a pair of breasts that probably came in at a nice, full C cup or larger, with pierced nipples that poked the front of the yellow spandex top out obviously. She had on a pair of platform sandals, that tried to bring her height closer to my six feet, but failed, by almost half a dozen inches. She walked up to me, and without the slightest amount of hesitation, wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled us together, pressing her firm breasts into my chest as she pulled my head down and her body up, to bring our lips together.
She kissed me softly, my return kiss more hesitant at first, but as she kissed and sucked, teased my lips and tongue I couldn't help but get turned on, and kissed her back eagerly, my dick hardening in my shorts between us. I could feel her press her pelvis against me, grinding herself against my growing bulge until Rachel gently coaxed her back from me. "Hi." Liang finally said, breathlessly, as she pulled her face away from me, but still pressed her body against mine. "I am Liang," She said in a clearly Asian accented lilt.
"I guess you are," I said, as breathless as she was. I looked over at Amanda and the scowl on her face. I sighed while I blushed a little, coaxing Liang to release her arms from around me at the same time.
"I guess we know what you two are going to spend all your time doing!" Amanda snapped irritably, as she stood with her arms crossed.
"Amanda? Is there something wrong with Barry enjoying the attentions of his wife?"
Amanda opened her mouth as if to start saying something and then closed it, in a firm thin line. "No, not at all. I'm not his wife anymore, so as he so eloquently put it, he can fuck whoever he wants, wherever he wants, whenever he wants!" She finally said, "It's not my problem anymore."
"This is what you wanted, wasn't it? For your marriage to be over, so you could move on with a man more suited to your desires?" Rachel asked softly.
"Yep, that's exactly what I want."
"Alright. Allen, this is Amanda, your new wife, at least for the next week."
The guy in the suit stood up. He looked to be a few years older than us, but not by too much. He straightened his coat sleeves and stepped toward my wife, holding his hand out.
"Good afternoon." He said, as if meeting a business colleague.
My wife, reached for his hand, clearly surprised at his greeting. "Hello," she responded awkwardly, as she shook his hand.
"Okay, just a reminder," Rachel said quickly, as my wife and Allen let their hands go. "You are responsible for your new spouse until this time next week. Treat them exactly the way you would if you'd been married to them for months or years. This is an opportunity for all of you, but mostly for you, Amanda and Barry, to experience what a life could be like if your spouse was what you have described for me. So, learn, enjoy, and above all, be safe!"



"We should go, I have a meeting with a client in two hours." Allen said, as he turned to the door.
"Wait!" Amanda said. "I don't have anything, but what I'm wearing. We need to go shopping."
"It'll have to wait. I'm sure we can find something in the closet that my wife left, until we can find time to shop. Come on. I can't afford to be late with this client." Allen answered, turning again and heading out the door. Amanda took a panicked look back at me and then, shaking her head, took off after him, walking as fast as her high heels allowed.
"Well, she's in for a treat," I chuckled softly.
"Barry. That isn't a very nice thought to have about your wife." Rachel said.
"No, but then she isn't my wife any more, at least not if you listen to her tell it. No, she's welcome to that life, if it's what she wants. So, Liang? I take it you enjoy the outdoors?"
"Yes, thank you!" she answered, beaming a huge smile at me.
"Well, we better go find you some appropriate clothing. You can't have just one outfit for a whole week, unless you plan on spending a lot of it naked."
"That not be good thing?" She asked in broken accented English, a naughty looking little grin growing on her face. Before I could answer, she turned to Rachel and leaned over and hugged her. "Aunt Rachel see me one week!"
"See you sweetie. I hope this is what you expect."
"Yes Thank you!" She answered, before breaking the hug and stepping away. "Okay Barry, I'm yours."
"Um, yeah." I said, letting her hook her arm in mine. I turned and headed us out the door, looking back to see Rachel shaking her head slightly. "So, um, Aunt Rachel?"
"Yes, she my father's sister," she said with a shrug.
"I think that's going to take some explaining." I said, as we stopped in front of the elevator.
"Simple. Mother Chinese, father American. They have me, she my aunt." She said, as if that explained everything.
"And you're doing this, why?"
"Doing what? Being pretend wife one week?"
"Yeah, I guess you could put it that way." I answered as the elevator doors opened. We stepped in and as soon as the door closed, she pulled the spandex tube top up to expose her tits, and then practically jumped at me, wrapping her arms around me again. She pressed her lips to mine urgently, as she slipped one arm from around my neck, sliding it between us, to rub her hand up and down my again growing bulge. "Slow down," I breathed, when she pulled her lips from mine. "What's the hurry?"
"Aunt Rachel say you everything my husband not. You good looking, strong, sexy. I feel you have big dick and since he never want sex, you must want much time."
I laughed softly and then disengaged her from me as the car started to slow down. She stepped back from me, but left the shirt up over her perky C cup tits, leaving her puckered areola and rock-hard nipples, complete with two little barbells poked through them, exposed. She held my hand as we walked out into the parking garage, and headed to where I'd parked. "Do you always walk around half naked?"
She looked at me and then stopped. With a little grin she reached for the waist of her skirt, and in moments it was being pushed down her body. She stepped out of it and tossed it to me. "Not at all time. Sometime I walk completely naked!" I stood there, frozen, as she stepped up to me, took my arm again and turned me so we could walk the way we were. "I so ready fuck with you." She whispered, "my pussy so wet, I feel leaking down legs."
"Is this the way you always are, or are you doing this just for my benefit?"
"Aunt Rachel tell me, not do anything I didn't want, and not pretend be anything I am not. If it something I would do with any other man, and I feel like doing, then do it. So...here am I, walking naked, for first time in parking garage in America."
"For the first time? Being naked, or being in America?"
"Oh, is not first time in America. I visited, but I never have chance to do like this."
"And this is something you WANT to do?"
"It feel so good, being outside naked, doesn't it?"
"I think it does, but we usually keep it for more private settings." I answered her, as we approached my Chevy SUV. I walked around to the passenger side and unlocked it for her, pulling the door open, something I had done for my wife for years, before she started being a bitch. Instead of climbing into the car, Liang turned me and pushed me back into the seat. She bent over and reached for the front of my shorts. "Hey!" I said, grabbing her hands.
"What? You don't want fuck?" She asked, with a serious look on her face.
"What? Now? Here?"
"Why not? I waiting for this since Aunt Rachel ask me if I be willing to do. I tell her if you what husband not, then I say yes. Husband never good at sex, so you must be very good. Aunt say that wife complain you always want sex and she never want sex. So, I please new husband, want sex all times." She said, as she shook off my hands and moved them back to my shorts.
"Alright, I get it." I chuckled, more turned on by her abruptness than I wanted to admit. I let her undo the front of my shorts and then lifted my butt to let her pull them down. I wasn't quite ready for her to pull them all the way off, but she pulled so fast and hard that she had them all the way to my ankles before I could object, her hands reaching for my briefs, just as quickly. She pulled my briefs down my thighs and stopped with them around my knees, here face a look of surprise.
"Holy shit! That big dick!" She let go of my briefs and reached both hands to my hard shaft, wrapping her hands around me managing to get both hands around my shaft and still leaving my head sticking up out of her hands.
"Not that big, but I get it. You're not used to one this size?"
"Me? No. Husband much littler dick." She said, still holding me. I reached for her hands and got her to let go of my shaft. I swiveled into the car, and reached down to tilt the passenger seat back as far as it would go, which was almost laying out flat. I held a hand out and let her climb into the passenger side on top of me, before I pulled the door closed on us.
"You sure you want to do this?"
"Oh yes. Ready for fuck."
I chuckled again at her broken English, clearly not her first language. I coaxed her to pull her knees up under her, one on either side of my body, wedging her legs between my body and various car parts. I pulled her chest down toward my face, opening my mouth and engulfing one of her hard nipples. I flicked across it, feeling the metal balls on either side of her warm firm nipple. It was...unique. I teased her nipple for a while, before switching to the other side, this time teasing it with my tongue and then also using my teeth to gently pull her nipple.
"Ohhhhh. You tease too much." She moaned, working a hand between us. She slipped her hand between her legs, found my hardon and lifted it. I felt her move it around a she lowered her butt down, finally making the connection to her pussy with my engorged head. She rubbed my head against her firm round pussy lips, slowly spreading her moisture on the tip before she pressed against me enough to spread her firm little lips. She moaned softly again, as she pushed back against me, forcing my head to expand her delicate entrance. She pushed harder, forcing herself against the crown of my head, until, suddenly, my head slipped into her, a couple short inches. "Ohhhhh Fuck, yes!" She moaned softly, as she started to work her hips. I could feel my dick sliding in and out of her tight tunnel, a little more of me slipping inside with each stroke, until I felt her bare ass against my thighs. She started to lift and lower herself, pulling her tits from my face and sitting upright on my lap until her head touched the roof. Up and down, she drove her hips, each slap of her ass against my thighs making her firm tits bounce slightly,
"Oh God, you so big!" She moaned, "feel so good too, feel like you make me come."
"You want to come?" I asked.
"Yes. Husband never try. Always leave me to do myself, after he done."
"Well, I can fix that." I answered, using my feet against the floor to push back at her in time with her strokes.
"OHHH FUCK YES!" She cried out, as we slammed together, pushing both of our climaxes quickly up that slope. In and out my cock slid, her pussy starting to clench even tighter around my plunging member. I felt the urgency grow, needing to release, months having passed, since the last time I'd had sex. I knew I couldn't hold back much longer, and warned her, in a gasp, that I was about to come. She jammed herself down hard on me as my first shot of cum jetted deep into her pussy. Her tight confines spasmed around me and her whole body trembled as shot after shot, of my cum, filled her.
"Ohhhh damn!" I groaned, as my body continued to twitch and jerk for what felt like five minutes.
She shifted on me, working to lay on me and slide up enough to get her mouth to mine without pulling off my now softening dick. She pressed her lips to mine, and we both kissed, taking frequent panting breaks. Finally, I slipped out of her, my dick quickly fading. "Was very good sex." She whispered, catching her breath before me.
"Yeah?"
"Ohhhh yes. So very good. Definitely not like husband."
"So, I have to ask. Why?"
"Aunt Rachel say you perfect man for me, or at least what I think is perfect man. She say; your wife not care about you anymore, ask me if I willing to pretend be your wife for week. She say; it chance for me to see what real American man feel like."
I chuckled. "That wasn't what I was asking. You're married, I think, but not with him. How come?"
"Does matter?"
"I just want to make sure I'm not taking up with a serial killer or something."
"You think I kill husband?" She asked, pushing up from me in alarm.
"No, it's a bad joke. No, just explain why you're not with him."
"You first."
I shrugged. "You saw my wife. She didn't used to be that way. She was...more like you, less like what she is now. She wanted to change me into that guy in a suit and I said no way. So, we're separated."
"You not get back together? Stay single? Maybe marry new girl, like me?"
"Hard to say. But I doubt we'll get back together. Not unless she has an epiphany."
"Ahhh. Yes."
"Your turn."
She took a breath and sighed. "Mother want me to marry traditional Chinese man. So, I do. We live in apartment in city. Several buildings around grass yard. Big grass yard. We hang laundry out to dry. One day husband come home early, and find me hanging laundry."
"That doesn't sound bad."
"I only wearing what you call bath robe."
"Okay, still don't see a problem."
Bathrobe is see-through... and I not tie it closed either."
"Alright. Still not getting it."
"Bathrobe ALL I wearing."
"Ahhhh, now I do see. You like flashing your body at men?"
"Husband not make me...how you say...get me off? So, I do what makes me turned on, so I get me off."
"Okay."
"He very upset. He take what I wearing and lock Liang outside with no clothes. Say if I want show off my body, that I show off everything! Make me so mad. I know boy next door watching me. He watch me, a lot. One time I see him standing at window rubbing himself. I invite him to come out and let him fuck me in front of door. Let him fuck me until he make me come." Her face clouded over and she frowned. "Let him fuck me until he come in me two times. Father next door come home and see son fucking me. He come over and rub himself until he come all over my face and boobs. I stand there, let husband see me with other man's cum on me and dripping from me. He tell me that I disgrace him. I have no honor. My family have no honor. He make me go away with nothing. I took what clothes were on the line that were mine and went home. Mother. She very, very, upset at what I do. Tell me I disgrace family. Grandfather want to protect me, he help me get passport, and send me here to stay with Aunt."
"I think I see." I answered quietly, "and your aunt thought that I'd be a good introduction to American men?"
She looked at me and smiled softly. "She say; that you still love wife, but she not love you. That you will be very sad when...um...wife swap? Yes, when wife swap over and wife not come back to you. I think that if I please you much, you keep me instead." She said, her face turning bright with a big smile. "So far, I please you much?"
"Yes, so far you please me much. Tell me. Just how old are you?"
"I thirty-two. That too old? I read that American men like younger girls."
"No, that's not too old." I said, with a small shake of my head. "Now. I think we need to go shopping for clothes for you."
"I not stay naked for you all the time? I read many American men like women wear sexy clothes that show body. Not show more than this!"
"I think there's something to that, but in American society, you can get thrown in jail for running around naked."
"In China that happen too." She said with a pout. She took a deep breath and sighed. "So, you buy me clothes to cover my body up."
"Tell you what, I'll buy you some things first that help show off your body, not cover it. Then we'll get some more conservative things." She smiled at me and leaned her face down to give me another long, hot, wet kiss. When she broke the kiss, I was left panting slightly. "You keep kissing me like that and you'll suffocate me." I chuckled.
"You don't like kiss like that? I think you do."
"How do you know I do?"
She grinned and wiggled herself on me, grinding her mound against my once again hard dick. "I think you like kiss very much that way."
We stood in the empty parking space next to my SUV and dressed, finally pulling out at least half an hour after the meeting with Rachel had ended. I couldn't help but wonder what Amanda was doing right then. Part of me hoped she was getting exactly what she wanted, and that maybe she'd be happy for a change, and part of me hoped she was getting just exactly what she wanted... and learning that her idea of a perfect man wasn't anywhere close to what a real man was like. Did I hold out hope that she would come back to me? Sure, but that was all it was. Just hope. I needed to find a way to push that aside and concentrate on the beautiful, sexy, sensual, Asian woman sitting next to me, with her skirt pulled up so I could see her bare pussy, her fingers stroking my dick through my shorts.
I figured the best place to start was someplace she could get something really sexy to wear for me, as well as a bikini. She couldn't walk around the campground in nothing all day, or we'd get tossed out. But once out on the water, there wasn't a lot anyone could say. If she wanted to go naked, there wasn't any law against it, that I knew of. Hell, a lot of the bikini's women wore these days, showed enough that they were damn near naked.
Over the years I'd been to this little shop quite a few times, though not much in the last few. Amanda had gotten to where she just flat refused to wear any sexy lingerie I got her, so I stopped wasting my money. I parked in the lot and walked around to let Liang out of the car. She slipped out, leaving her skirt up enough to give me a good show until she was standing on the ground. She clearly didn't mind flashing, not only me, but anyone who might be around. She hooked her arm in mine as I led her to the front of the store. "I thought we'd start here. You can pick two of whatever you would like to wear at night, which can show as much or as little as you want. And you can pick a bikini. It HAS to cover your nipples and your privates, or we'll get thrown out of the campground. Other than that, whatever you feel comfortable with. You're going to need underwear and bras, so we can get those here as well if you want. A week, so seven pairs of panties and maybe two bras?"
"If that's what you wish to buy for me." She said, "but I almost never wear underwear, so do not waste money on what I not wear."
"Well, whatever you think you need for a week then." I said, with a little shrug. This was SOOOO much different than Amanda! She let go of me and dashed down an aisle as soon as we were in the store, looking every bit like a kid in a candy store. She eagerly looked at item after item holding them up against her body to show me. After looking at more than two dozen she found something she absolutely had to try on. I was about to point out the changing rooms toward the back of the store when she just pulled her tube top up and off. She stripped right there, between the racks, standing completely naked as she slipped on the see through gown. It took a few moments for her to adjust it so that her boobs were settled in the right place, the sheer material leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.
"She looks stunning in that, doesn't she?" I heard from behind me, prompting me to turn and see a middle-aged woman standing behind me. "But she could use the changing rooms in the back."
"Sorry. She's only been here a few weeks and hasn't quite adjusted to our culture."
"Ahhhh. So, they do this in, where? Japan? Korea?"
"China," I said, "and honestly, I have no idea how they clothes shop in China. I've never been."
"Ah. So, your daughter?"
I looked at the woman a little stunned, and then realized that as old as Liang was, she'd looked younger when I first saw her as well. She could easily be confused for a twenty year-old, rather than a thirty-two-year-old.
"Right now, just a friend. But she hopes to make it more permanent. She just looks younger than she is." I watched Liang spin and turn in the thigh length, sheer gown, a huge grin on her face before she turned and headed down the aisle again to look for more outfits.
"She seems quite intent on making sure you like what you see." The woman said softly. I glanced back at her to see a small smile on her face. "More than intent." She added, as Liang leaned over, pushing her bare ass and her smooth, bare pussy lips out at us.
"She does seem to enjoy being exposed, doesn't she?"
"Since she seems intent on teasing you, I may have something she'd enjoy." The woman said, as she walked past me toward Liang. The two talked briefly and then the women headed to the back of the store and up a different aisle of racks. I collected Liang's skirt and top and then followed them. By the time I got there, Liang was naked again, this time slipping on a dress. It took a moment for the woman to show her how to put it on, but once it was on, she showed Liang it's special features. The skirt portion of the dress was split up the front and back, with the two sides overlapping, so that as she stood her delicate parts were covered. But she could easily spread the gap of the skirt apart, letting me see her cute little pussy. The top of the dress had a similar arrangement. There was a frilly kind of covering that hung down over her breasts. Reaching up under the frilly band, the woman pulled the material down, after which the frill covered her breasts, but they were sticking out bare under it. Lifting the frill fully exposed both her perky boobs and hard nipples. I had to admit, the dress had all kinds of possibilities.
I agreed to allow her to purchase that dress, in addition to the sheer gown and another extremely sexy panty and bra set, before we moved on to some shirts. She selected two fishnet mesh shirts that left little to the imagination, before heading to the swimwear section. Selection of a bikini took only moments. I stared at her nude body as she was stepping into what I'd heard called a sling shot. It was little more than a triangle of material with two narrow straps running up over her shoulders, each strap with a wide place where her nipples were. The wider, almost diamond shaped pieces of lime green material were barely big enough to cover her areola, and were thin enough to show the contour of her nipples and the barbell rings sticking through them.



She showed me just how easy it would be, to slip the straps apart around her breasts, leaving them bare, or slipping the straps off her shoulders to let it fall down and expose everything. Yeah, she was having an absolute ball, teasing me and making me hard.
"You like?" she asked, wearing the lime green slingshot, the top pulled apart to display her breasts. She stepped to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. "I am so turned on now, I want to fuck," she whispered, as she pulled her face next to mine, her cheek pressed to mine.
"I don't think this is the place," I answered, looking to see where the sales lady had disappeared to, but not seeing her.
Liang released my neck with one arm and slid her hand down between us, pressing her palm to my rigid dick. "I think your body wants to" she whispered, moving her hand to undo the button. I pulled both hands from her bare ass to reach and stop her from undoing my pants. "You no fun if you stop me. Rachel say, this the kind of woman you want. Playful, fun, sexy. Is this not what you want?" She asked, pulling her face from mine and looking up at me with a pout. "How I know what to be if you not let me be what you tell her you want?"
"I'm not sure what that meant." I answered. "I'm just not as comfortable having sex in public as you seem to be."
"You spend many times talking to Auntie about what wife never want to do. Too shy, too...stuck up, she say you say. Here I'm giving what you say she not do, and you stop me? I not understanding why."
"That's a good question. Why am I stopping you? You're right. It's exactly the kind of spontaneous, sexy play that I always tried to get her to do, without success."
"So, this not what you want?"
"What I want is for you to be you, not what you think I want you to be."
The smile returned to her face as she reached for my pants. "Then let me be fun with you." She said softly, opening the front of my pants. She pushed my shorts over my hips and then squatted down as my shorts slid all the way to my ankles. She squatted in front of me, pulling my briefs down to let my hardon stick out. She grinned at me, as she wrapped her hand around me and then leaned her mouth toward me.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, as she closed her mouth around my engorged head. She started licking around my head and sliding her mouth and hand on and off my dick, watching my reaction and adjusting her actions. She was getting pretty good at reading me, as she slurped and sucked my dick, leaving me struggling to keep my severely, under used, dick from unloading in her mouth.
"I thought you might enjoy this...oh my!" I heard the sales lady say, from off to one side, causing me to jerk my head around toward her in surprise. She stood just outside a curtained area that I assumed went to a store room, staring at Liang squatting in front of me, sucking on my long, fat shaft. She had on a red spandex dress that had a zipper running fully down the front, the very short hemline high enough on her thighs, that the red stockings ended before the dress started, exposing not only the narrow band of creamy skin high on her thigh, but also the clips of a garter belt holding the stockings up. "Oh my," she repeated, as she stared at Liang.
"Sorry." I muttered, reaching for Liang's shoulders to push her back and get her to stand up.
"Oh, um, uh," she said, looking around the store to see if anyone else was there. "I, um, no. Um, I don't suppose." She stammered, as Liang stood up leaving my cock sticking out, dripping her saliva in long strings toward the floor.
"Ohhhh. You are right. This is a good outfit." Liang said, stepping to the woman. She reached for her hand and pulled her closer to me as I stood, pulling my briefs up over my hardon. "You think I look good in this?" Liang asked, looking at me.
"Um. Yeah. I think you'd look really, well, yeah, really sexy in that."
Liang reached for the zipper and pulled it down slowly, the woman standing, staring at the huge bulge in my briefs as she let Liang pull it down. The dress separated as the zipper slid down, spreading apart until her breasts, each one about the size of a grapefruit half, were exposed, being held up by a little half cup bra made of red lace. Liang kept pulling the zipper until it unhooked from itself and the whole spandex dress fell to the ground, leaving the woman standing in a sheer red panty that didn't quite hide her pussy or the curly bush on her mound. Her tits were held up by the lace bra, but her areola and nipples stuck out over the top, completely exposed to my view. With the addition of the red garter belt and red stockings and heels, even though she was probably ten years older than I am, she looked damn good!
"Wow. I can just imagine how you'd look in this." I said to Liang, who was stepping back toward me. She looked at me, as she pushed my briefs back down. "I don't told you to pull them back up. Leave down so I can see you while I put on outfit."
"Sure." I mumbled as she stepped back to the woman.
"You help me?"
"Um, sure." She answered, staring at my dick while she reached behind her to undo the bra. Liang slipped the slingshot off and let it lay on the floor before taking the bra from the woman. One item at a time the sales woman took her clothes off and helped Liang slip them on, the longest to do were the stockings. She had to teach Liang how to roll them and slip them on her own legs. With only the dress to go, the sales woman was completely naked, and Liang looked hotter than I could possibly describe in words. Her Asian features gave her an exotic look, while the sheer panties and shelf bra gave her a sensual framework, that had my rock-hard dick bouncing with my pounding heart.
"I think he likes this he sees." Liang said softly, stepping back to me.
"Even without dress." She reached for my dick and stroked it. "I think you make her hot for you too."
"Huh?" I asked, apparently not hearing what I think I heard.
"Yes. You make her hot too. Her panty, it is wet, when she take it off."
I looked at the woman's face and she blushed, surprisingly at me being told she was turned on, but not at standing in front of me nude. Liang took my hand and pulled me the few shuffling steps to where the woman stood. She tugged my hand toward the woman and pressed my fingers between the woman's thighs. She started to back up, rocking back and stepping one foot back, but then she stopped, and looking down at my bobbing dick, stepped back toward me, reaching for my shaft. "I'm not saying I want to have sex with you." She whispered, not taking her eyes off of my member.
"If you wish, you do." Liang said, surprising me a little. "He like surprises, and you definitely a surprise."
"You're sure you're not married?" The sales woman asked, looking up at my face. "You're wearing a ring."
"Separated." I said quietly, letting my fingers gently stroke her soft flowery lips through the matt of auburn curls between her legs. "Liang is my, um, test wife."
"Test wife?"
"Something the marriage counselor is having us do. My wife and I are doing a trial separation. I have a test wife, that is everything I complained my wife wasn't, and she has a test husband with everything she complained I wasn't."
"Sounds, um, interesting. So that means, that really, if you find someone interesting, you're what, interested?"
"I guess you could put it that way."
"And one thing you're interested in is, something like your test wife is doing? Sexually playful in public?"
"It's a little more than I was thinking, when I complained that my wife never wanted to do anything other than in the bedroom anymore, but yeah, I'm finding it more exciting than I'd expected."
"And standing here, practically naked, with two naked women, in the middle of a store, isn't bothering you?"
"It's...well...it's kind of exciting, I'm just a bit nervous of getting caught this way. But since you work here, I can't really get in trouble, can I?"
She grinned. "No, no you can't," she stepped closer to me and looked over at Liang. "You sure you don't mind if I play too?"
"I think he like idea." She said with a crooked little grin. "I am wonder if he has enough to keep two of us happy."
"Only one way to find out." The sales woman said softly. "I've always wanted to try this." She stepped closer to me, her hand now stroking my dick slowly. "If I go put something on and come back and bend over, what are the chances that you'll take this and fuck me?"
"If Liang doesn't mind, I guess I don't."
She grinned and then looked at Liang. "Keep him hard?"
Liang grinned and stepped around as the woman let go of me. "Trust I keep you hard long time!" she giggled, before squatting down. She went back to licking and sucking my hard shaft and mushroom head while the sales woman walked back into the store room. I had no idea what she was getting, but when she came back out several minutes later, she looked quite different. She had on black fishnet pantyhose, knee length black leather boots, a black corset that left her tits completely exposed, long, black satin gloves that came up to her elbows, and a black eye mask, like one might wear to a Halloween party. She walked back to us, the six-inch spike heels on the boots making her body shift and wiggle enticingly. You could tell she wasn't used to heels that high, and she was trying her best to look erotic. She stepped over to me as Liang backed away.
"You see...most interesting." Liang said, as she moved back, her body still encased in the red lingerie.
"I've always wanted to wear this for a man, and having him fuck me in it." She said huskily, as she stroked my saliva slickened cock with her satin covered hand. She used my dick like a handle and slowly pulled me to follow her. I walked with her, following her slow, careful steps, all the way to the checkout counter. She stopped and then bent over the counter, pushing her butt out at me. "I'm ready if you are."
"How far do you want me to take it?"
"Honey, you can take it as far as you want." She cooed softly, slowly wiggling her butt side to side invitingly. "You make me come before you do, and you can have that red outfit on the house."
"You can do that?"
"I hope so, I own it."
"Owner, should have figured," I said, shaking my head. I stepped behind her and found that the panty hose were crotchless, allowing me to rub my engorged head up and down her very wet pussy. She had a considerable amount of auburn curls between her legs, but they were wet and matted down from her own juices and my fingering of her for those few short minutes. I worked my head between her flowery lips and then pushed into her, forcing my head several inches before I had to draw back to lubricate her lips. I started stroking in and out, short little plunges at first, but each one growing longer and longer until I was driving hard into her, my thighs smashing into the back of her thighs with each thrust. The high heels held her ass at almost the perfect height for me, and I drove into her with abandon.
"Oh my God, yes!" She moaned loudly, her body moving back and forth on the top of the counter, as I smashed into her ass with each stroke. She held the edges of the counter moaning and gasping, as my strokes drove her quickly toward climax. "OH MY GOD! I'M COMMMMMMMIIIINNNGGG!" She cried, as her pussy clenched around my shaft and her legs and arms started to tremble. I continued to drive into her, my own level of desire growing by the second, the urgency to come, becoming almost undeniable.
"SHIT!" I grunted, as my body jerked hard, jamming my cock deep into her pussy, the first surge of cum lancing deep into her spasming vagina. Over and over my body bucked, emptying myself into her until I was left standing behind her, panting and occasionally twitching.
"Oh God, yes!" The woman moaned, as she panted for breath as well. "Oh God, that felt so good. I've never done anything like this before, and well, I've always wondered if it would be as intense as those stories I read."
"Was it?"
"All of it and then some." She said, shaking her head, "oh damn it felt good!"
"So, is this a private show?" I heard, looking over to see a young woman standing inside the door. "Or are you open for business?"
"Oh shit!" The owner squeaked, at the realization that someone had come in while we were in the middle of fucking. She awkwardly pushed me out of her pussy and straightened up, covering her tits with one hand, and her pussy with the other. "Um, just give me a minute to change." She said, starting to move away from the counter.
"Oh, don't. Not on my account. If anything, I'd just as soon you stay just like you are, so I can see the whole outfit." The customer said, as she walked closer to us. "Oh yes, I can certainly see why he enjoyed this outfit. I was looking for something to wear for my husband's birthday, but now, I think I found exactly the right thing."
"You have?"
"Oh yes, if you can help me find this in my size." She said, motioning to what the owner was wearing. "I'll take one. I'd like to have one of those too, but I think my husband might object." She said with a grin, looking at me trying to cover my flagging dick.
"Sorry," I answered, reaching down to pull up my underwear, which had worked all the way down to my ankles.
"Oh, don't apologize. I thought it looked quite enticing. Like I said, if my husband wouldn't object, I'd try it on for size. It seemed like it went with that outfit awfully nicely."
"I appreciate the compliment, but I don't usually do this kind of thing," I mumbled, as I pulled my pants up.
"Then I guess I'm just lucky to be in the right place at the right time, because that was one hell of a turn on!"
"Glad you enjoyed it." I said, before looking at the owner again. "Glad you enjoyed it too. I guess we need to check out." I said as Liang walked toward us from the back of the store, dressed in the zippered red dress and red stockings.
"Now, this is a treat. Wow. Look at her. Is she with you?" The customer asked.
"Um, yeah. This is my, um..."
"I'm test wife." Liang offered.
"Test wife?"
"I am see if he likes what he says he likes, before he get divorced."
She raised her eyebrows. "Like test driving another woman?"
"It's not like that," I answered, feeling myself turning red.
"No? It sounds like it."
"No, it's something the counselor is making us do as a trial separation."
"So, then you aren't attached?"
"Um, getting divorced actually."
"Mhmm. I have to admit, today is getting more and more interesting."
"I think we need to check out though," I said, turning back to the owner.
"Uh, sure. The two pieces of lingerie, the swim suit and the red outfit. Oh hell. Just take it all. After that fuck, I owe you a lot more than just the red dress."
"You're sure?"
"Trust me, I got the better end of the deal." She said with a smile.
"Alright. Liang, let's go."
"And if you decide you want to have a little more fun with my husband and me, I'll leave my number!" The customer called as we walked to the door, leaving me feeling even more embarrassed than I had been.
"Come back and see me soon!" the owner called, as we stepped out the door.
"You did not enjoy?" Liang asked, as I climbed into the driver seat after having helped her into the passenger side.
"Well, yes and no, I guess." I answered her.
"What you not enjoy? I not looking very sexy for you?"
"Oh, trust me, you look plenty sexy. It's just that... well... I guess I always fantasized about something like this happening, but never thought it could. Then when it does, I feel embarrassed at what I did. I've never had sex with a total stranger before, let alone in a public place."
"Well, now you have. Aunt say you wanted be more...free? You wanted other wife, to be more of same, more like me. Now you say you not sure you enjoy it. I not understand."
"Neither do I," I answered, as I backed out of the parking space. We drove across town in silence, headed to my favorite outdoor sporting goods store. "So, we're going to get you some clothes to wear out camping. Have you ever been, camping I mean?"
"Camping in tent? No, have not. I need special clothes for this?"
"You want things that are comfortable in a variety of weather conditions."
"I not just go naked?"
"No, you can't just go naked. You have to have clothes on or we'll get thrown out."
"I thought in America you have freedom to do what want. I read in magazine that women here wear clothing that shows much, like bikini you buy me. Some women like to wear nothing all the time. I like to wear nothing in house. Husband say, 'woman should always be dressed. Only naked in bathroom.' He leave for work and I take off clothes. Feels good to be naked."
"So, what you're telling me is that you're a closet nudist." I said, shaking my head. "That explains a lot."
"It explains what?"
"Why you're so easy about getting naked in public."
"You not comfortable naked? Aunt say you want wife to show more, but you not good showing more of you?"
I chuckled. "I thought I was, until today. I've never actually been naked in public before."
"You should not be...um...you should be good, showing in public. You have sexy looking dick. Many women like sexy dick to see."
"Many women in the US think that when a man flashes his dick, in public, he's a pervert and should be arrested."
"But women not get that?"
"Oh no. Women are much less likely to get arrested if they flash in public. Guys don't complain about seeing a naked woman, like women complain about seeing a man's junk."
"Oh, does not seem fair."
"It isn't. Anyway. We're about there. Do you want to change into your skirt and top again?"
"Why change? I not look sexy in red dress?"
"You look damn sexy. In fact, you look almost too sexy."
"That not make sense. How I look tooooo sexy?"
I took a breath and let it out slowly. "Between you and me, that's a very sexy outfit. Women that wear that kind of outfit, in public, are usually looking for sex."
"So? I want sex with you. Why I not look like I want sex with you?"
"Liang. Women that wear things like that are looking for sex...for money."
"Ahhhhhhh. I see, this, make me look like prostitute!"
"It does lean that direction."
"And you embarrassed to be seen with woman looking like prostitute?"
"Kinda."
"I not understand. You tell Aunt you want wife wear more sexy clothes, but you not want me in sexy clothes?"
I looked over at her and shook my head. "You're absolutely right. I told Rachel that I was upset that my wife always had to wear a damn business suit instead of something sexy. I guess I need to be careful what I ask for. Seems to me, you spent a long time with Rachel finding out about me."
"Yes. Talk for almost two hours. Man you wife with, he not want to talk too long. He make call to someone in middle. Said it not important anyway, as long as she look good and not embarrass him. When she try, to tell him her...she call...um...sexual...um...sexual preferences, when she try to talk her sexual preferences he not want to hear that either. Just say as long as she a good fuck, who cares."
"And you? Did you talk about my sexual preferences?"
She grinned at me. "I living with her, so we talk over bottle of wine one night about how men different between China and America. She tell me all about how you want sex, but wife not want sex. She say, she wish she could go with you on trip and let you...um...let you make her scream all night."
"She said that?"
"She say she hope you make me scream all night, because husband in China what she call gold plated ass hole. I think now that she right. Husband never do what you do in store. Never let me try on those things, or do with woman. You wife lucky and not even know it."



I pulled into a parking space and shut down. I looked over at her and decided that what she was wearing was just fine with me after all. I got out, walked around to open her door, but it was already open and she was sliding out, the short red dress pulling up as she slid off the seat, exposing her see-through panties for several moments before she smoothed the short dress back down. I couldn't help but notice the eyes of every guy in the store on her, as she walked next to me, her arm linked in mine. At first, I was embarrassed, walking next to a woman that could easily be taken for a hooker. But as we moved through the store, ending up in the ladies' apparel section, I started to feel a little protective, wishing they'd stop staring at her. I couldn't help but think that they were thinking about sex, especially when a couple of random guys managed to find places to move to, that allowed them to continue to see her as we moved around the racks.
"Can I help you find something," a cute young sales girl, with a name tag reading 'Julia' asked.
"Yes. I'm taking my friend here camping, and we need to get her some appropriate clothes. A few pair of shorts and shirts to start with."
"Oh, well, we most certainly can help with that. What kind of shorts do you want?"
"Shorts that show sexy body. He say I not just run around naked," Liang said, with a giggle.
"I'm sure that's true, you probably can't go naked. But we have some nylon running shorts that you might find comfortable." Julia suggested. "Just over here."
Julia led us to a rack of Nike shorts, all of them looked very light weight with large loose fitting leg holes. "These are popular with runners because they allow full range of motion without any restriction. Honestly, I think some of the women like them because it makes them feel like they're wearing almost nothing, if you know what I mean."
Liang took a pair of white ones and held them up. She changed pairs until she was satisfied that it looked to be the right size, and then in a move that totally startled the poor sales girl, Liang unzipped the dress and tossed it on top of the clothing rack, leaving her standing in the incredibly sexy red lingerie. She stepped into the shorts and pulled them up, turning to show me. "How this look?"
I had a hard time dragging my eyes from her exposed nipples down to the shorts. They were indeed thin, allowing me to make out the outlines of the red lingerie right through the material. "I think those will be fine." I nodded.
"They not show enough?" Liang asked, looking down at herself, her hands pulling the loose leg holes side to side, showing off her translucent red panties through one and then the other leg hole.
"I think they'll show everything you intend to show." I answered her.
"They look good with panties off?" She asked, looking up at my face.
"I think they'll do fine."
"Good. I like this, and maybe gray one?"
"Let's get two white and a gray then. That should do for now. Shirts?" I asked Julia.
"As warm as it is this week, I think some moisture wicking shirts would be best." She led us to another rack, Liang having taken the shorts back off, following her now in just the sexy red outfit without the dress. I picked up the dress and held it over my arm, as I followed them to a rack of Under Armour shirts. Julia pulled one from the rack. It was white spandex with short sleeves and a fairly deep Vee cut neckline. Julia helped Liang put it on.
"Wow." I whispered as she turned to face me. I could easily see her red bra though the material, and less so, but still visible were her areola and nipples. The spandex formed to her body and clung under and around her tits, even the shape of her nipple barbells showing easily through the front.
"You like?"
"I do."
"You like to take off me?"
I chuckled. "Yeah, they'd make me want to take it off of you."
"Good!" She said with a grin. "You have more?"
"I think I see where you're going, come with me." Julia said, with a little grin. She led us to another rack, this one with a bunch of sport bras. We were now basically standing in the main aisle around the store, with Liang in just the red lingerie, her nipples completely exposed to all the guys craning their necks to check her out. "Try this," Julia said, holding out a hanger with a white spandex sports bra. Unlike the one's I'd seen most commonly, this one, was cut in the front into a deep Vee so there was only a very small amount of material holding the two triangular shaped cups together. Liang unsnapped the bra she had on and tossed it to me, standing now completely nude above the waist and not wearing a hell of a lot below it. She took the bra from Julia and slipped it on over her head, pulling it down and tucking her firm boobs into the cups.
"This bra is designed to be very light weight, quick drying and cool. You can see the material is thin and breathable." Julia explained.
"And look through too!" Liang giggled, turning toward me and moving her chest side to side for me to see that not only the shape of her nipples showed through, but also the obvious darkness of her areola.
"I'll warn you though. When it gets wet, even with sweat, it's even more show though, which is why most women wear this under some kind of loose-fitting tank top."
"Cover this up? Oh no! I like to be looking at, by new husband!" Julia raised her eyebrows at the statement, quickly looking at me as she did. "Yes! I take two!"
"Anything else I can help you find?" Julia asked me.
"Yeah, she's gonna need a pair of long pants and a long sleeve shirt, and some kind of light weight jacket."
"Not a problem. I can help you with those too." Julia said, as Liang worked the sports bra back off over her head and handed it to her. "Right this way."
She led us deeper into the women's section, which I considered a good thing, since Liang seemed to have absolutely no plans on putting anything back on. Her perky C cup tits bounced with each step of her spike heels. I felt my dick growing and looked down at myself, seeing the significant bulge that Julia and Liang couldn't have helped but see. It took several minutes for Liang to pick a long sleeve shirt, then it was off to pants. In order to try those on, she ditched the high heels, stepping into the pants and having to try on several pair before she was comfortable with the fit. Along the way one of her stockings had come loose from the garter belt, so she took both off, as well as the belt, leaving her in just the tiny translucent red panties.
"Anything else?"
"I'm almost afraid to say yes." I said quietly. She can't go camping in these." I said, holding up the red spike heels.
"Shoes! This way!" Julia offered cheerfully, seeming to be enjoying Liang slowly undressing herself and seeing what effect it was definitely having on me. "So, sports shoes or...oh, no. I know exactly what she needs. But let's measure her foot first." She said, as we stopped in the shoe department. There were several customers in the area, including two women that were giving Liang extremely dirty looks, one most certainly, because her husband was unable to keep his eyes off Liang's mostly naked body. One of them mumbled something derogatory under her breath.
"Excuse me. There's no call to say that kind of thing. If you don't like it, you're entitled to your opinion, but don't you dare insult my new wife that way!" I snapped sternly.
"Well! I Never!" the woman said angrily, before marching away. "Just wait until the manager hears about this! A naked woman shopping in the store? Unheard of!"
"I wouldn't worry." Julia said, as she came back with a foot measuring tool and squatted down in front of Liang. "I'm the manager on duty.'
I chuckled. "Okay."
"Now, step on here. Oh my. Small feet. Alright. Size six. Let's see what we can find." She walked away, disappearing into the back room behind a curtain.
Liang moved next to me and turned me to face her. She took my head in her hands and pulled my face down to hers and kissed me. "Thank you." She whispered.
"For what?"
"For making woman go away. You stand up for me more than husband ever does."
"I couldn't just let her say that about you." I answered her.
"I know. That's why thank you. I give you better thank you in car, if you want. I know you not want to do it in here."
"I don't think so, no." I agreed, as she dropped one hand from my face to below where I was holding her clothes, both old and new, to rub her hand on my dick.
"I fix for you." She whispered, undoing the front of my shorts.
"Liang, don't." I whispered, having a hunch as to what she was about to do.
"Me?" she asked with a giggle as my shorts slid down my legs. She kept looking in my eyes and smiling as she pulled my hardon out of my briefs, leaving the waistband hooked down under my balls.
"Oh my," I heard Julia whisper breathlessly, as she walked toward us with two shoe boxes in her arms.
Liang pulled her hand from my dick and turned to face her, leaving my hardon poking straight out, and with my arms full of stuff, no real way to do anything about it. "Ah! Shoes!" She said with a huge smile and a laugh in her voice. She sat down in the chair we were next to so that Julia would be kneeling with her face less than a foot from my now exposed dick. "We try?"
"Uh, yes. We try." Julia said, blushing brightly, as she stepped to where 'we' were standing. She knelt down and I couldn't help but notice her look directly at my hardon. "New husband you say?"
"Ah yes. Temporary new husband. Just one week. Maybe more if he like me." She whispered to Julia.
Julia looked surprised, but to her credit didn't ask more, and I wasn't about to explain it all. I was embarrassed enough with my dick hanging out. Liang put on one pair of the sandals and got up to walk around, Julia staying kneeling down, only a foot or so from my mushroom head. "Temporary husband? Sounds kinda interesting."
"It's complicated." I answered quietly back.
"I bet. Lucky girl though."
"I like." Liang said as she came back and slipped between Julia and the chair to sit down. She leaned toward Julia and whispered to her. "Is nice dick?"
Julia blushed more. "Yeah, it is." She finally answered.
"You want touch? Go ahead. I not mind."
"I couldn't." She answered equally softly. "Besides, isn't he your husband?"
"Ah yes. New husband. But I must learn what he like. That way, he keep me. At last store, he like sales woman too. Make her come so hard, she give me outfit, for free. Maybe he like you like that here too?"
Julia blushed even brighter, her ears turning pinkish as she got up, a hand over her mouth. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to make you think...I mean, I didn't...oh my!" She finally said, turning and almost running to the store room.
"You give clothes, go after her." Liang said, standing up.
"I don't think she wants me to do that. Just pull my pants back up and we'll go check out."
"You not want to go after her? You have good fuck with her before we go home?"
"I don't think so." I answered her.
"Why not? She hot for you. I see her nipples hard. You not see she hot for you?"
"Being hot for someone and having sex with a stranger don't necessarily translate. Now, either pull up my pants or I'm going to drop all your stuff and do it myself."
She frowned at me and then squatted down. "Maybe you not turned on enough yet?" She said, leaning her face to my crotch instead of pulling my underwear back in place. I felt her hot mouth close around my head as she started to suck and lick my dick. "Mmmmmm. I think you turned on plenty. Now go fuck."
I tossed the pile of clothing onto the chair, reached down and removed her hand from my dick. I pulled my briefs back over my dick and then bent to get my shorts. Liang looked dismayed that I wasn't going to go after Julia. "Come on. We go home." I said, shaking my head at how I'd suddenly fallen into her broken English. I collected her clothes, and let her wear the sandals, adding the box to my pile. I walked to the front of the store, Liang following with nothing on but the sandals and the tiny pair of see through panties. I thought the guy at the checkout was going to lose it, as Liang stood next to me while he checked us out, his task taking a lot longer than normal, because he was equally busy checking her out.
Checked out and paid for, we headed for the car. She seemed oblivious to the stares she was getting, as she walked, essentially nude, to the car. "I not understand. That woman, she want you. You turned on, why you not go back. She probably waiting there, taking clothes off so you fuck her."
"Can you stop saying that?"
"Saying what?"
"Fuck. It's not a nice term."
"It what you do, is it not? If not, what is it? What you do with lady at other store?"
"We had sex." I answered.
"No. You have sex with me. Have sex mean we share something. You care about what you doing. You doing woman in store, that just fucking. Give each other good time, and then done. Nothing wrong with fucking. Fucking what you want more of. You tell Aunt that. More fucking. Making love what you do with lover, with wife. Share more than sex. Share feelings. We not making love, but we not fucking either. We share, that not correct?"
"I guess I can't argue with that description. Yes, we have sex. No, we're not making love. So, if we use that, yes, what I did with the lady in the shop was fucking."
"Good. That settled. Now, we go to new home and have sex? Or we have sex here? I very, very turned on!"
"I'm not surprised. The longer we were in there, the less you were wearing. I was a little surprised you didn't take that off too." I said, motioning to her lap.
"You say it not good to go naked, in store. So I not go naked, right?"
I couldn't help but laugh. "Right," I agreed.
She quickly slipped the little red panty off, not that it really hid anything anyway, and sat in the seat completely naked. "This better?"
"This better," I said, with a soft chuckle. I started the car and headed for home. As many times as I'd tried to coax my wife into flashing me her boobs or pussy while we were driving somewhere, you'd think that having a very good-looking young woman, completely nude, in the front seat with me, would be a fantasy come true, but I found myself driving in such a way, as to limit the number of other drivers and passengers that could see in the window, and her naked body. I felt like I was more concerned about who saw her, than she was. I couldn't help but think, if I was this concerned about Liang, what would I have felt if my wife had actually stripped for me?
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The Saturday afternoon traffic wasn't all that bad, but it still took almost half an hour before we finally made it home. It was funny. There were lots of times in the past years that I'd fantasized about my wife sitting in the passenger seat naked, teasing me as we drove down the road. Now, here I was, with Liang completely nude, her feet on the dashboard, doing just that. She had her knees spread so that her pussy was completely exposed, not just to me, but also to anyone driving next to us, which seemed to make her even more turned on. At one stop light, there was a truck driver sitting next to us where he could easily look down into her seat and see everything. As we sat, waiting for the light, she pushed the fingers that had been gently teasing her lips, deep into herself. She plunged them in and out frantically, her other hand pulling her nipples, until she suddenly spasmed and sprayed a huge squirt of her juices all over the passenger side dashboard. Again, I'd fantasized about my wife doing something like that to tease me, but here I was, with another woman, doing exactly that.
"That better." She whispered, as she went back to gently stroking herself, both her pussy and her nipples. I wasn't at all sure what to think, the incident both turning me on like crazy, and made me feel very self-conscious and even somewhat protective of her, maybe even a little bit embarrassed. I had plenty of time to see her toying with herself as we drove. We finally arrived home and she climbed out wearing nothing but the new pair of sandals that I bought her for the camping trip. She seemed completely at ease, no that isn't right, she seemed to be completely enjoying being completely nude, even though she was in full view of a number of people in the neighborhood, outside in their yards. I actually felt embarrassed, and I didn't know why. I helped unload her packages from the car and then led her into the house and away from prying eyes.
I gave her a tour of the house, showing her each room, and the back yard, before we ended up in the master bedroom. "Now we have sex?" She asked, as she turned to me and started to undress me. "I am very turned on. You turned on much too?"
"I am." I agreed, as I let her undo my shorts. It didn't take her long before she had me naked and we were laying on the bed, embracing, with her laying mostly on top of me. We kissed for a long time, soft, delicate, kisses. Nothing rushed, nothing forceful, just soft and gentle. I had to admit, it had been a very long time since my wife and I had kissed this way, and I couldn't seem to stop myself from thinking about her, even while Liang was kissing me and playing with my dick.
"What is it wrong?" She asked softly.
"Why do you think something's wrong?"
She shook her head and squeezed my semi-hard dick. "You not getting hard. Maybe you thinking too much, about other wife?"
"Maybe," I whispered, knowing that it was more accurate than I wanted to admit. This was the first time I'd been in bed with another woman, since Amanda and I were married. It was the first time I'd EVER been in this bed with another woman. I suddenly wondered if she was off having sex with her new husband, if he was giving her everything she wanted. I wasn't sure I was ready for any of this. As much as Amanda and I weren't getting along, having her gone, was...well...difficult.
"Come," Liang said, pulling me not only from my thoughts of my wife, but out of the bed. She grabbed the blanket off the bed and one of my pillows. "This one yours?" I nodded and she smiled back. Holding the arm load of bedding, she pulled me through the house to the patio door. She opened it, pulled me out and across the patio to the picnic table. She let go of my hand, and then folding the blanket, made a pad to lay on the top of the table. She set my pillow on one end of the six-foot-long table, and then held her hand out to me again. "You climb on and lay down. Let Liang make you feel good again."
"Out here?"
"You not like it out here? You tell Aunt that wife never want to do sex outside. Maybe it you, not like to do sex outside?"
"Just not used to doing things where the neighbors can see," I answered, still hesitating to climb onto the table.
"They see, they see. You nothing be ashamed of. You have good time with wife. They not understand that, well, that their problem."
I chuckled at her broken English, but she made a good point. I climbed onto the table and lay down. She climbed on with me, laying on top of me like a blanket, and lowered her face to mine. We didn't have to talk to know what each other wanted. Her kisses, soft and caring, were telling me exactly what she wanted me to know. That she was more than a quick fuck in a store. She was a woman, and she wanted to be treated as if she were my wife. She wanted me to make love to her, not just have sex. Her kisses had the effect she intended, and I could soon feel my hardon trapped between us.
She lifted herself to her hands and knees and smiled down at me. "Do you like oral sex?"
I took that to mean do I like to have oral sex, which I do. I also like giving it. "I do," I whispered back. She quickly climbed off the table and then back on, turning herself around so her face was over my crotch and her knees were splayed on either side of my head. Her pussy was completely hairless, with creamy outer lips framing a small amount of protruding inner labia. I was still looking at her sexy pussy when she closed her hot mouth around my now hard cock. "Ohhhhh yeah," I groaned. I looked up at her pussy and reached my hands to coax her down lower. I gently kissed her soft pussy lips as she slowly, very, very slowly, slid her mouth and one hand up and down my shaft. I'd often imagined myself doing this to Amanda, though every attempt had met with refusal. Here I was, doing it with a totally different woman.
I teased my tongue between her lips, drawing a moan of appreciation from her. Her pussy was wet and sweet tasting, telegraphing her level of desire was already elevated. The only woman I'd ever licked was my wife, making me wonder if my experience with her would hold for Liang. I pressed the tip of my tongue between her lips and slid down to her clit, flicking it gently. She moaned again, coaxing me to do more. We stayed there, locked one to the other for at least ten minutes or more before she abruptly pulled her mouth off of my dick.
She turned herself around, and then settled herself back on her hands and knees over me. "Now we make love?" She whispered questioningly. When I didn't answer, she reached between her legs, found my hardon and rubbed my saliva coated head between her wet lips. She closed her eyes and pushed her hips down slowly, forcing my engorged head into her, taking her time to enjoy the feeling, unlike when we had sex in the parking garage. She eased herself down, her eyes open again, looking down at me. I reached for her breasts and cupped each one, letting my thumbs stroke side to side across her nipples, my thumbs bending them to and fro as I did.
She began to lift and lower her hips, driving her wet pussy onto my shaft over and over again. Her tight tunnel caressed my shaft and head in all the right ways, pushing me slowly toward another orgasm. I teased her nipples and watched her face as she watched mine, sliding herself down my shaft over and over. I could see her lip's part, almost begging me to kiss her. I shifted my hands from her breasts, around to her back, and pulled her down until her breasts were pressed to my chest and her lips to mine. We kissed softly as she worked her hips to slide herself on and off my shaft several inches. I lay there, kissing her, feeling her hot wet pussy on my shaft, my mind telling me that I could get used to this very easily.
We breathed the same air as we kissed, sucking each other's tongues and lips in a way that I wasn't used to. She was much more of a sucker than Amanda had ever been, and I found it extremely stimulating, almost too stimulating.
"If you don't hurry, you're not going to get done before I can't stop myself." I whispered, as we broke the kiss for a moment.
"I not worried about mine. I trying make you come."
"You don't want to come?"
"I know you need this more than me. You enjoy, and after, I know you make me enjoy too." She whispered. "This making love. Me make you feel good first, and then if I do good, you make me feel good."
I shook my head. It took a moment for me to push her up off me as she resisted, but eventually she gave in and let me from under her. I laid her down where I had been and then lay on top of her. I pushed my slick cock back into her and started to stroke long slow strokes, making sure my shaft ground against her clit with each stroke. "No. This is making love. Making sure we both come, together. We share it."
"That not what I learned." She whispered, as she arched her back to push her pussy up to me. "But I like what you do very much."
I grinned to myself and pushed in and out a little quicker, watching her body, her nipples rock hard, her areola puckering and swelling as her desire built. In and out I thrust, driving fully into her, but holding myself back until she too was ready to come. Her heels lifted from the table and hooked onto my butt, allowing her to lift herself toward me with each thrust. We moved that way, in time with each other, her moans growing louder, as we worked each other closer and closer to climax.
"Oh damn. I'm going to come." I groaned loudly, as the urgency to release started to overtake me. I knew I was only a few moments from unloading again, an unprecedented fourth time today. I wanted to feel her come with me. I wanted to see her climax when I did. She opened her mouth and gasped as her legs started to tremble. She seemed unable to pull herself up as her shudders increased. I thrust harder, driving myself into her with abandon as she pulled her heels from my ass and spread her legs wide for me. I drove in over and over, feeling her climax squeeze around me and push me over the edge.
I shoved hard into her as my body spasmed, my cum surging into her, forcefully. "FUCK YES!" she screamed, as my pumping cock pushed her climax even higher. I felt her juices gushing from her around me, squeezing out around my dick as I continued to stroke myself into her, trying to push her climax even higher. Each stroke slapped us together wetly, as her squirting fluids sprayed on my body and dripped back down to hers. "OH FUCK! I COME FOR YOU!" She screamed into the afternoon air.
I smiled to myself as my body faltered in its strokes, twitching and jerking, as I pumped my cum deep into her. Exhausted, I lay on top of her, panting, our chests both heaving, as we struggled for breath following our mutual climaxes. "I think I wish we do this all the time. I never have husband to make me come like that. My husband, never make me come at all."
"Well, if we're together, you will. I enjoy seeing and feeling you coming with me." I said softly. "But I need to get up. This is kinda hard on my arms."
"You not need to hold yourself up. You lay on me fine," she said, pulling me down on top of her, until my chest smashed her tits. She leaned her head up and kissed me softly, her arms around my back, to hold me down to her. I could feel myself start to harden again, as she sucked my lips and tongue, her fingers teasing down my back, and butt.
"Well! I should have known. Wife's away so you play with some little slut anywhere you want?" I heard my neighbor Martha snap at me, from only a few feet away.
I looked up at her and couldn't help but be angry. I pushed up off Liang and climbed off of her, my partly hard dick pulling from her pussy. "What the fuck!?" I snapped at her. "I'm not cheating and you damn well know it!" I climbed from the table, without thinking about how much I wasn't wearing, her eyes looking down at my partly hard dick, our combined cum dripping from it, as I stepped over toward where she was standing just off our patio.
"The hell you aren't! You're the reason she's divorcing you, and you know it."
"Why is woman upset with me?" Liang asked, as she stepped behind me, one hand gripping my arm, her soft tits pressing to my back as she leaned into me for protection.
"Martha is my wife's friend and she seems to think that the divorce is all my fault. Somehow, I didn't bend enough."
"But you not cheating. This legal wife trade. You try new wife and she try new husband. Why she angry with me?"
"Because she thinks this is all stupid and that if I'd have just become what my wife wanted, we wouldn't be getting divorced. Problem is, she only listens to one side of things, my wife's. If she heard the other side, she might realize that I still care about my wife, but she's made it impossible for me to live with her."
"Well, maybe if you put some damn clothes on..."
I looked at her. "So, I'm naked. Who the hell cares? It's my back yard, right? Seems to me you're just looking to make trouble. Liang is off limits. You make one more smart-ass remark about her and you'll pay for it.
"What? You don't think she's a slut, having the two of you fucking in the back yard?"
"That's it." I said, I took half a dozen steps to the back of the house and picked up a five-gallon bucket of rain water that we collect to water the plants. She saw me picking it up and turned to dart back to her own yard. She made one mistake. She stopped just on the other side of the properly line and turned to say something else. Her words never got out of her mouth as the five gallons hit her full on in the chest and face. She stood there, wiping water from her face, her white shirt soaking in the water and becoming translucent.
"YOU! YOU!!!! HOW COULD YOU?" She shouted at me.
"I told you, don't insult her."
"JOHN! JOHN! HE JUST THREW A WHOLE BUCKET OF WATER AT ME!"
I heard her husband laugh. "Sorry honey, but I couldn't blame him. You shouldn't have said that."
"BUT...BUT... They're naked!"
"So?"
"BUT they were having sex, right out there!"
"So?" he asked again. "It's their yard. You were on their side of the bushes to see it. What do you want me to do!"
"Tell them to stop! To...to put clothes on!"
"Why?"
"Because it's disgusting! All that they're showing off to who knows who!"
"You mean like you?"
"Of course, I saw it. How could I not?"
"That wasn't what I meant," he said, as he walked up to his wife. "Right now, you're showing an awful lot too."
"What!?" She looked down at herself and then glared back at me. "YOU DID THIS ON PURPOSE!" she shouted at me, her arms covering her chest. The shirt and bra now totally soaked with eater was showing her boobs and nipples through the material. I couldn't help but laugh, as she stormed to the back of her house.
"Don't worry about her. I'll take care of it. I'm John, by the way." He said, walking over and holding his hand out to Liang, his eyes traveling up and down her naked body. "She's mostly harmless."
"Good meet you John." Liang said, taking his hand and shaking it. "You not mind me being naked?"
He chuckled. "Liang is it? No, I don't mind at all. You can be naked as often as you want, as far as I'm concerned."
"You wife not thinks so."
"No, but then she can be a bit difficult. You have a good day. I'm going to go see if I can calm her down."
"Thanks John," I said, as I looped my arm around Liang and guided her back toward the house. I collected the pillow and blanket on the way, leaving the bucket by the table.
---o---
We spent the next hour talking about food, and what to cook on the campout. She convinced me to stay naked, while I cooked dinner on the grill, and after dinner we went and got dressed to go to the store. I prevailed for her to at least wear the skirt and a sports bra top, which she agreed to.
We got home, loaded the food in the coolers and then settled down to relax. It was almost dark, so I lit some citronella candles on the table and pulled one of the lounge chairs over. She undressed me again and then herself, and the two of us shared one reclining lounge chair as darkness closed in on us.
"This is very nice." She whispered. "In China we not able to see the stars very much. Too much light in city. I not even know there are so many stars."
"You'll see even more out camping. There's so much open sky there and so little light pollution."
"I can ask question?"
"Sure, anything you want."
"Even about wife?"
"If you want."
"You still love her?" That stopped me for a moment and I had a hard time finding an answer. "If she be here now, you cuddle like this?"
"I can't remember the last time we cuddled at all, let alone like this. I can't remember her ever doing it outside naked like this. The best I think she did, was a bikini a few times, when we were younger."
"If she here and do this, you tell her that you love her?"
"Liang, what are you really trying to ask?"
"I think you still love her. Is why you not able to do sex in bed with me before."
"I know I do. But loving someone and being able to stand living with them are two different things. Sometimes love isn't enough."
"So, tell me. Tell me about life?" She asked softly.
"What do you want to know?"
"Everything." She said, with a soft kiss on my cheek.
"I lived around the Midwest as a kid. Moving a lot for my dad's work. I finished school and went to college. That's where I met Amanda. You sure you really wanna hear this?"
"I want hear all of it."
"I met her at a party. She was gorgeous. I couldn't keep my eyes off of her. I figured she was way out of my league, but I had to try."
"What is... out of league?"
"She was too...um...too good looking for a regular guy like me. Anyway, I went and asked if she wanted to chat. She smiled and said yes. We talked for a while and I walked her home. I would have liked to do more, but all I got was a kiss on the cheek and her phone number. I called her the next day and asked if she wanted to on a date. She said she'd agree to a walk in the park near her apartment. So, we did. We got caught in a rainstorm and both of us were soaked when I got her back home. So, she got us towels and she started to undress, right in front of me. I was surprised and started thinking maybe she did want to have sex. We undressed and dried each other off and started messing around. She said she'd never have sex with someone on a second date. But she wasn't opposed to a little mutual masturbation. So, we made each other come with our hands. It was late, and I didn't have any dry clothes to wear, so she hung my clothes in the bathroom to dry and let me sleep on the sofa."
"Sound like she a nice person."
"I thought so. In the middle of the night, I woke up to someone sucking my dick. I thought that she'd changed her mind and the woman sucking my dick ended up on the floor with me between her legs giving her this huge screaming orgasm. When the lights turned on, I knew I was in trouble. I'd never seen the woman I had just fucked. I had no idea who she was. Apparently, her roommate came home drunk, and found me naked and couldn't resist. I figured that was the end of us, Amanda and me. I'd really blown it. Instead, she told me that if I was going to fuck her roommate, that I'd better damn well do it to her too. The three of us spent the rest of the night fucking. I must have done alright because she wanted to keep going out with me. She was a couple years older than me. She was planning on getting her law degree. We got close and as soon as we were done with school we got married. Things were great, at first. We did all kinds of things. One time we went on a hike and she kept flashing me her boobs and butt until we came to this little creek. She took off all her clothes and dared me to fuck her in the creek."



"And you did?"
"Of course, things were really good. Then she got this job at this law firm. All of a sudden, she stopped doing a lot of things we enjoyed. It seemed like her career was more important. Her hours got longer and she was often gone on trips. I started to think she was messing around with one of the guys at work. I started watching and caught her one time, hiding lace underwear, stuff that I know I hadn't bought her. I confronted her and she said she wasn't, that it was just a gift and she hadn't even worn it. I didn't exactly believe her. So, everything went downhill from there. One time we went out on my boat, she liked me to take her and her bosses and other clients on the boat to party and drink. We were swimming, or at least she and her boss was. I was making some food. I was pretty sure that her boss had his hand between her legs under water and her hand in his swim suit. I wasn't the only one that thought it. His wife did to."
"Ahhh. That explain some things you say."
I looked at her a little before asking. "You heard this?"
"Aunt tell me you caught wife playing footsie. I not sure what she mean, now I do."
"Yeah. Well, the boss's wife, Kaley, I think it was, got really pissed, and she was pretty drunk. And right in front of him and the clients we had brought, she stripped her bikini off and pushed my suit down and started playing with my dick. She called to Jack that if he could play with my wife's pussy, that he shouldn't mind if she used my dick. She wanted to fuck me, but he climbed back on board and stopped her. It was the end of the trip. We packed up and headed in. That was the last time I took the boat out."
"But you still love wife, even after all that?"
"The heart wants what the heart wants." I said, with a shrug.
"If you love me, maybe I stay more than a week?" I twisted my head down to look her in the eye. "I like you much. You not at all like my other husband was. He only think of himself, when he with me. He not care, if I feel good. Only that I do chores and keep house for him. I never want to go back. I want to stay with man that make me feel like I special. Make me feel like you do."
"Okay. Your turn. Tell me."
"Mother come from China for school. Meet father. They have me. I only three, when he killed in car accident. Mother take me home to live with family. I grow up in China. My mother not have money for me to go to university. I work with her clean houses. Neighbor man very nice. Have very nice wife. He business man. He want a son very bad. They try and try and nothing. Suddenly she pregnant. They have huge party, he very happy when doctor say it a boy. He getting son he want so bad. Then baby come. Father, black hair. Mother, black hair. Baby, not black hair. Not even look very Chinese. He humiliated. He send her away. Mother hired to clean his house. I help. One day he come home from trip early in day. I there cleaning. He see me and think I very good looking. I still very young. He make me suck on his dick. Then he push me down and fuck me. He take me for first time. Mother hear and get very angry. Say he now must take me as wife. He not happy, but I old enough to marry and I pretty good looking."
"I think you are very good looking." I whispered.
"He think I good enough looking to fuck. He like to fuck. We first married he fuck me almost every day. Only he get done and not let me finish. You understand?"
"Yeah."
"So, I have to find way to do myself. I keep house for him, and he bring home good money. I not need to work, but I bored. I start walking around house naked, teasing men can see through windows. I play with myself in front of windows for them. I get more daring. I start wearing less and less outside. Wear things that men see through. Neighbor boy really like see me. Sometimes we play with self in front of each other. It feel good. One day husband come home and find me outside with only see through dress on. He furious. He strip me and lock me out. I get so mad that I invite neighbor boy to come lick me. Then I let him fuck me. Push me against door window and fuck me in front of husband. Shout at him that he suck at sex. He lousy husband and not deserve any woman. He send me back to mother with nothing. No clothes or anything. She send me to America to say with Aunt."
I nodded and thought about it a while. "So, you really don't have anywhere to go, do you? I don't know what's going to happen in a week. I don't really want to think about it. Rachel told me to think of you as my wife, and do what I would do if my wife let me do anything I wanted. So far, you've done lots more than I ever imagined. I just want to enjoy my time with you and see what happens when it gets here."
"So, if I make you love me, you let me stay?"
"Liang. Don't do anything to TRY and make me love you. Just be yourself and if it happens, it happens. If it doesn't, then we know we weren't really right for each other. But if you try to be something you're not, then it'd just make trouble for us later."
"I understand." She said, "I just be me." She whispered, shifting in the chair to twist herself more against me. She reached down and found my dick with her hand.
"I don't know that there's anything left in the tank for that."
"If I get it hard, I can use it?"
"Sure." I answered back.
We were laying there, her hand coaxing me to start to harden when we heard John in his yard next door. "Come on honey."
"This is silly."
"I don't care. Come on."
"Someone'll see us!"
"In the dark?"
"That what you want to do? Show me off to the whole neighborhood?"
"No. I want to make love to you, out here, under the stars."
"I still think it's silly." She was silent for a long time, before we heard her moan. "Oh John. What are you doing."
"Getting you turned on." He answered quietly.
"Ohhhhh that feels so good. Ohhhh. There. Do it there. Oh my, oh my, John that feels good...like that."
Minutes dragged on, as she moaned and cooed softly into the night. Liang held her finger to her lips and climbed from the chair. She helped me up and then the two of us snuck to the bushes. We stepped just through, standing on the other side, some distance from their picnic table. I could see her laying on the table, completely naked, her legs stuck in the air and spread apart with her husband's face between her legs. As we watched he stood up and aimed his dick at her pussy and slowly pushed into the slit he had just been licking. She moaned loudly, as he pumped his dick in and out of her.
The rhythmic slap, slap, of their bodies joined the chorus of night sounds, peepers and crickets and frogs. I watched him hold her legs by the ankles, as he pounded into his wife, driving his hardon deep into her. She moaned and groaned in pleasure, as he drove them both closer and closer to climax, "oh yeah!" He grunted, as his body bucked hard, jamming his cock deep in her pussy. I heard her let out a deep groan of pleasure as her legs shook and his cock emptied into her. We stood there, watching, both of us grinning. We waited, standing just inside the bushes.
"Yeah, too bad Martha doesn't like to have sex outside. I understand it can be really good. But then, Martha wouldn't ever do anything like that."
"OH NO!" She cried, trying to push John away and cover her tits at the same time. In the end John finally pulled his now shrinking dick from her, allowing her to roll off the table. She had to move her arms to balance herself, her surprisingly large tits hanging down below her as she moved. Her mound and between her legs were covered in tight dark ringlets which didn't quite hide the significant amount of exposed inner labia, or the long strings of her husband's cum leaking from her in the moonlight. She finally covered her tits with one arm and her pussy with the other free hand as she ran to the back door.
"Well, that could have ended better. Damn, your timing sucks Barry."
"Nah. We waited until you had a happy ending. For someone who was totally against sex outside, she sure had a good climax."
"That she did. Took me all evening to convince her to do this. I hope you didn't ruin it for me."
"Yeah, well, just remind her of her standing and watching Liang and me earlier today. It was just payback. Oh, you can tell her that she's still got a good-looking body, too."
"She does, doesn't she? Not as hot as your friend there though."
"Liang? Yeah, she is pretty damn hot, isn't she? Lots hotter than Amanda seems to be any more. Not sure if that's because she doesn't want to be or because she just isn't. I dunno. Guess I'm not going to have to worry about it anymore. After this wife swap thing, where she gets her ideal husband for a week, I doubt she'll want anything to do with me."
"Yeah, I get it. Maybe you won't want her back either, not after a week with this super sexy thing. Damn she was good looking when you two were at it before. I think a week with her, you won't want to go back to the ice queen again."
"You're probably right. It's not even been eighteen hours and I'm already getting kind of attached to her. I could see myself with someone a bit more like her. Maybe not quite so in your face, but I could get used to that too I suppose. If I don't keep her, I'm not sure where she'll go. I guess she's been living with her aunt after getting thrown out of her husband's house in China."
"No place to live, huh? Well, um, if you decided to kick her to the curb I'll see if I can put her up. We have a spare room."
I laughed. "You think your wife will let her stay and run around naked all the time? Not likely."
"A guy can hope." He said with a laugh. "Go on. I'm going in,." Liang watched him walk away and giggled.
"No way honey. He doesn't have what it takes to make woman happy." She whispered before pulling my hand. "Let's go to bed?"
"Sure." I answered before he turned and headed back to his house. We only stood there a few more minutes before we went back to our own yard and had sex again in the lounge chair. No, my wife wouldn't ever do what we just did.



        Last Chance Ch. 03

        Barry Takes her camping  and meets new friends.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/last-chance-ch-03-1

Title: Last Chance Ch. 03

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Barry Takes her camping  and meets new friends.

Tags: skinnydipping, swapping, camping, friends




Authors Note: Thanks to ChiefHal for his proofreading assistance.
It had been a long time since I had a wake-up call in my bed as pleasant as I was having at that moment. I sleepily awoke to the sun shining in the window and this exquisitely beautiful young Chinese girl slowly riding up and down my rigid pole, her eyes smiling down at me, as completely as the rest of her face. She seemed to be enjoying the sensations, in no hurry to push either of us to completion, but to just make it last as long as she could, for both of us. I reached up to her breasts and cupped each one, squeezing her nipple firmly, drawing a small moan from her lips.
"You keep doing that, you make me come," she whispered.
"Isn't that the idea?"
"Was the idea when started. Now I just want to make it go long time."
"Okay. Can I ask why? Not that I'm complaining."
"Husband never let me go long time. He want fast and done."
"In that case, take your time."
She smiled at me in response, her hips rising and falling as she rocked her body to and fro on her knees. I was surprised she wasn't drying out as the minutes passed. In fact, if anything she was getting wetter. Each time she pushed down on me there was a soft squish as my engorged head and shaft pushed deep into her velvety soft depths. It had been a long time since Amanda and I had enjoyed sex like this. Way too many years. I could get used to this again. I moved my hands from her tits and just watched them, each hanging orb swinging gently on her chest, her nipples rock hard and her pink areola actually puffed out almost as far as her hard nipples stuck out. If it was an indicator, of how turned on she was, I was predicting a massive climax, when she finally decided to make us come. Not that I wasn't the same way. My dick felt like an iron pole inside her, fatter and harder than I remember feeling in a very long time.
Up and down her butt worked, her bare ass cheeks slapping my body a little louder, as she began to work more quickly. The audible squish grew as well as her moans. I could tell she was working toward a climax and I wanted to help her as much as I could. I reached a hand down to her crotch and placed my finger so that each time she pushed down her clit ground against the back of my middle finger. "Ohhhhh yes. That going to make me come so hard. You want me to come for you? To come all over your hard dick? Ohhhhhhhhh yesssssssss. You make me come for you. You make me come and I make you come too..."
"Oh yeah," I groaned, knowing that her words were prophetically true. My own climax was just barely holding back, almost ready to send me tumbling over the edge. As she seemed to feel it and quickened her pace, I started to struggle to hold it back, wanting her to climax, not before me but with me. Up and down her butt bounced, her tits swinging more wildly now, her ass slapping rhythmically, trying to drive me over the top. "Oh God Liang. I can't hold back any longer!" I gasped, as I curled my toes and tried to hold back just a few moments more.
"Go do it. Come for me. Give me all cum you have!" She gasped out breathlessly.
"OH SHIT!" I gasped, as my body jerked, trying to stuff my dick up into her pussy as she dropped down my shaft again. I could feel my engorged head jam against the end of her vaginal depths and the first surge of cum push deep into her. I had always expected to have children, but that hadn't happened. Each time I pumped into Amanda, I wished that it was to make children, but it wasn't what she wanted. Now it was going to be too late.
"YES!" Liang screamed, as she slammed herself down on me, her pussy spasming and clenching around my surging cock. Over and over my body pumped cum into her sweet, climaxing pussy. I lay there, watching her face as she climaxed, pleasure written on her features as she sat on me, trembling and shuddering. I could feel her juices flowing from her spasming well, flowing down my body and crack to pool around my ass on the bed. "OHHHHHH FUUUUUCK YEEEEEESSS!" She screamed again, as I unconsciously stroked my finger along her clit a few more times, trying to push her climax as high as I could. I felt her jerk as she screamed and more of her juices flow out onto my body, over my hand and my balls.
She slowly began to still, her shudders and trembles fading to an occasional shudder. She looked down at me and lowered herself to lay on me like a blanket, my still partly hard dick inside her soft sweet pussy. She lowered her face to mine and gently kissed me, not an erotic kiss, but a kiss filled with gentle passion and desire. A loving kind of kiss, that Amanda hadn't given me in far too long.
"I never did ask. You're on some kind of birth control, right?" I whispered.
She lifted her face from mine and looked down at me. "You worried I might get with child from you?"
"Sorta. If we're just going to be temporary."
She nodded, the smile leaving her face. "Yes. In China we only allowed to have one child for so many years. We all on pills to not have more. I still on them. I can stop if you want. We have baby together?"
"If we end up permanent, maybe. Would you like to?"
"I always have wanted children. Rachel not sure if you still want or not. She say, it's a shame in some ways, but good in others. No children make divorce easier."
"It does that," I nodded.
"So, what we do today?"
"We eat some breakfast, pack things up and then go camping."
"I never have camping. Sound like fun."
"I enjoy it. Amanda used to too. Not so much anymore."
"Seem to me you complain that she not like the things she liked before. She change too much, I guess. I not do that, I do what Aunt say. Be myself always. You either like what I am, or you not."
"That's good advice. Come on, let's go get a shower and we can start loading."
The two of us shared a shower, soaping and rinsing each other, taking special care of all our delicate parts. She giggled girlishly as I soaped and rinsed her breasts, her hands around my dick, playing with it teasingly as I teased her nipples. I asked her about her piercings, which she said she got with a friend back in China. It made her husband very angry that she had let someone else see her breasts. But she continued to wear them out of spite. Now she just liked them. To my surprise she asked if I liked them, and when I said I found them a little awkward when I was licking her nipples, she simply took the little bar bells off and dropped them into the soap dish.
With showers done, we dressed, well, mostly. She convinced me to forgo the underwear under my light weight fishing shorts. She selected one of her new pair of white nylon shorts and one of the white sports bras. I had a hunch I was going to be getting lots of views of her sexy body in the coming hours. I cooked breakfast and we set about loading all the camping gear into the back of my truck. As expected, the sports bra spent most of its time pulled up over her breasts, leaving them both exposed, but only after I told her she had to leave it on. I guess I should have told her she had to leave it on, with it covering her breasts. She got a lot of stares from people driving by, but seemed completely unphased by it. After about an hour, I had all the gear loaded and backed the truck around the side of the house to hook up the boat.
Some years ago, when I wanted a boat, I thought a pontoon boat would be good with kids. The eighteen-foot triple tube hull was incredibly stable, and with lots of open space for kids to move about, it seemed perfect. I had no way of knowing that kids weren't going to be in the picture. Instead, it spent more time as an entertainment platform, cruising around the lake with her bosses and clients, than it did anything else. Some of those outings only served to convince me even more that she was willing to sleep, or actually was sleeping, with her bosses to further her career. Regardless of her protests, on more than one occasion I suspected that at least one of her two bosses had his hands in places that they shouldn't be. The last time, not only did I notice, but his wife did. To protest his actions, while I was making sandwiches for lunch, she stripped off her bikini, pulled my suit down and stood naked in front of me, very loudly, suggesting that if her husband was going to play grab ass with my wife, that I might as well just take her right there. It deepened the rift between Amanda and myself, mostly because the protests she made were quite weak, making me think that he did in fact have his hands between my wife's legs, or maybe her hand in his suit.
Either way, it was the last trip I agreed to take her, and her bosses on the boat. It had sat, practically unused, for the last two years because of that. Today would be the first day that it'd seen water in a long time, and I hoped that the engine would still run.
With the boat hooked up, and Liang sitting in the cab, naked again, we took off for the lake, with one required stop. Filling the boat gas tank. To my surprise, Liang stayed naked the whole time we were at the gas station, the guy in the slot next to us, staring openly at her bare chest, as she sat there and teased her nipples with her fingers. I wasn't exactly sure how I felt about that. Part of me was turned on that this sexy woman, attractive to this other guy, was waiting for ME, and wanted to have sex with ME and was teasing ME. Another part was feeling a little protective, wanting her to show it off only to me, not everyone else. Maybe that was part of my problem. I often wanted and tried to get Amanda to show more, but what I really wanted was for her to show ME more, and she thought I wanted to show her off to the world.
It took a little over an hour before we were at the campground and had selected a spot. Weekdays weren't hard to get spots for, and we'd need to be out by Saturday noon time, since the spot was reserved for the weekend. She reluctantly dressed in the shorts and bra to help me set up camp. It took more than a little teaching, but she helped me set up the tent, the canopy over the table and cook area, and then get the bed inflated. By the time we were done, we were both sweating, her bra having soaked up enough to be semi-translucent. The site I'd chosen was a well wooded site, with plenty of shade, just up a little hillside from the lake. Once the boat was launched, we could anchor the boat in the little cove right down from our campsite and not have to worry about having to put it in and take it back out all week.
"Can we swim?" She asked, as we finished inflating the bed and laying the sheets and light blanket on it.
"Sure. Let me zip the tent windows and we can change."
"Zip closed? Not many people here. Who see us if we don't?"
"You really wanna get naked where people can see you?"
"It turn me on, I think it turn you on too, but you too nervous to enjoy."
"Fine. We'll change with the windows open." I said, admitting to myself that she was at least partly right. We ducked into the tent and while my head brushed the ceiling, she was short enough that she could stand without any problem. It took her only a few seconds to strip her clothes off, and then, standing naked in front of me, started on mine. I let her undress me, one item at a time, until she had me as naked as she was. My unsurprisingly hard dick jutting out at her as she stepped to me. She wrapped her arms around me and gently kissed me as she lifted herself high enough to meet my lips.
We stood there, not more than fifty feet from the road, every window in the tent unzipped, leaving us very easily visible to anyone walking by. She kissed me for a long time, before she let our lips part. "I want to ask question. You please answer honest."
"Okay."
"Do you like what I do? Like this? Show off body to whoever?"
"It's your body." I answered evasively.
"I know you want to see body. You like me showing it, when you can see. But when other men see, you not happy. I not understand. Is this not what you wanted from wife?"
"It's what I thought I wanted." I answered softly. "Somehow, it bothers me a little when other guys are looking at you that way, thinking about fucking you."
"You not like the idea of other man fucking me?"
"I don't quite understand why, but yeah, it bothers me a bit."
"What if I want fuck another man? Like you fuck woman in store? You not let me? You stop me?"
"No. I wouldn't stop you. I don't think I have that right."
"You stop other wife?"
"Hell yes."
"Then why not stop me. I wife now."
"Temporary wife."
"No temporary. Aunt tell me, I be like wife, be like married to you. I behave for you like would, if married to you. That not temporary."
I looked at her a little confused. "So, if I wanted to have sex with some other woman, you'd just let me?"
"No, I be there too unless you send me away. You want sex with other woman, that you choice. You man. You in control. I do what you say, that my position. You want have sex with woman, you have sex with woman." I still didn't understand and I guess she saw it on my face. "You not understand. In China, my duty to do what you say. You the man. I the wife. You American, you and wife more equal. More partner. I like that, but I not that way. Not yet. Maybe someday. Now, I do whatever you say. You tell me go stand naked in street, I do. You tell me put clothes on, I do. I might not want, but I do. I might complain, but I do. I trying to be American. I trying to...Aunt tell me. I trying to...stand up for self. Not let man push me around. This not China. I stay here, I learn to be me. I like being with you, I like way you make me feel, way you treat me. I not want to be temporary wife."
"Just tell me one thing. Are you doing all this naked stuff because you think it's what I want, or because it's what you want?"
She smiled. "I do it, because it turn you on. I like be naked, but I like even more you turn on, because you see me naked. I be naked as much as can, so you turn on as much as can. I like have sex with you. I like make love, like we did this morning, even more. I want to make love to you lots. I never have man make love to me before. Have sex, yes, fuck yes, make love? No, husband not do that. I think he not understand how. He think sex about him feel good. Not make woman feel good too. You make woman feel so very good."
I nodded quietly. "I think I understand. Just do one thing for me. Do what YOU feel is good. Not just what you think would make me want you. Okay?"
"Okay," she whisper back, "We go swim now? It getting hot in here."
"In more ways than you know." I chuckled. She stepped back and bent over to get her slingshot bikini out of her bag. She stood, her legs straight, her ass pushed out at me and her pussy looking so inviting. I wasn't sure if she meant it as an invitation, but I couldn't resist teasing her a little, given the way she teased me all morning. I reached for her hips, feeling her stiffen at my touch. I grabbed my dick and rubbed my mushroom head up and down her slit, drawing her juices from her and smearing them on her lips and my head. I settled my engorged head into the entrance to her depths and gently pushed. I felt her tight entrance slowly expand until my head and a couple inches slipped into her.
"Oh yes. Fuck Liang," she moaned.
I pushed in and out a few times, working my shaft deeper into her until my body was pressed to her bare ass cheeks. I stopped stroking and held myself there, letting my hands run up and down her back and butt. I knew if I wanted to, I could just keep driving into her, pushing both of us to a quick climax, but that wasn't what I intended for now. I pulled my dick out of her and stepped back. She straightened up and turned to look at me with irritation.
"Why you start and not keep going?"
"Why do you run around with your tits and pussy showing for me?"
"To make you turned on."
"Uh huh. Same thing. I want to tease you a little."
She shook her head and grinned. "If you want play games." She bent over, picked up the bikini and then stepped to the door without putting it on. "Come catch me." She unzipped the tent door and darted out, running down the hill to the water with nothing on but her sandals.
I stepped into my suit, and then my sandals to protect my feet from the rocks, and ducked out of the tent. I was still tying the string of my suit when I reached the lake, about a hundred feet down the hillside. Liang was already in the water up to her neck, her lime green slingshot laying on the shoreline. One of the nice things about this site hadn't appeared to change, since the last time I was here a few years ago, and that's its seclusion. It's far enough back in the cove that it's somewhat secluded from the main lake and the traffic there. And the woodline I just ran through shields it from the campsites up on the hill. The only people that usually saw down here were the other sites around ours when they came down to the water, or hikers that followed the trail that looped around the end and then went out to the rocky point. Being a weekday, things were quiet and I didn't see anyone else.
I waded into the water, slowly walking toward her. She stood up from where she had apparently been sitting or kneeling, the lake water cascading off her big sexy tits, the small waves being blown in on the breeze lapping around her thighs and at her bare pussy. I walked to her as she stood grinning at me. Without a word she reached for my swim suit and pulled the string. In moments she had it sliding down to expose my still hard dick. The suit floated around my thighs as she stepped against me, pressing her wet, bare tits to my chest, her hand finding my hardon and wrapping around it. We stood there, kissing, her hand stroking my dick slowly as we embraced. She suddenly pulled away from me and waded back, deeper into the water.
"I think someone turned on now,: she giggled. "But if he want me, he have to catch me!" She dove under the water and a few moments later surfaced at least thirty yards out. She stayed there, treading water, waiting for me to come. I pulled up my suit and waded toward her, getting deeper and deeper until only my head was above water and she was still a few yards away. I pushed off the bottom and started to swim toward her, using a very lazy breast stroke, I could feel my suit slipping down as I swam, and had to stop and pull it back up while I treaded water. She suddenly disappeared under the surface again.
Even in the clear water where I could easily see half a dozen feet down, I had a hard time picking her out, finally seeing her only moments before she rolled onto her back under the surface and reached for my swim suit. I'm not the strongest swimmer in the world. I can hold my own but I wouldn't want to be stranded miles from shore without a life jacket. As a result, when she pulled on my suit, she pulled me all the way under. I let go of my suit and pulled myself back to the surface with both hands, helplessly feeling her pull my suit down my legs and off, leaving me in only my sandals.
"HEY!" I called as she surfaced half way to shore.
"Come get it!" She called as she waved my suit over her head.
I shook my head and started for her, this time using my best crawl stroke. I pulled up where I thought she'd be and found she had moved. I tried again and she easily avoided me. The third time I managed to catch her in water that I could stand in. I wrapped my arms around her body and stood up. "Give me my suit you little stinker!" I said, as the water streamed off my face and hair.
"What suit?" she giggled. I looked at her hands and realized that she was no longer holding my suit, but it was lying in a wad, on the shore near her suit. "Now I tease!" She giggled, wrapping her legs around me. She pulled her tits to my face as she wrapped her legs around my waist. She moved her chest to stick one of her tits in my face and just as I was about to close my lips around her nipple, she twisted to pull it away. She did this several times before she let me suck one of her nipples into my mouth. "I think you like this game." She whispered.



"Yeah?"
"Uh huh. You have big hard one."
"Yeah, I do." I agreed. "You want it?"
"I want it someplace!" She said in a little sing-song tone, before breaking into another giggle.
"I bet I can put it someplace." I answered her. I reached down around her thigh and found my hardon. I moved it easily until I was rubbing it against her lips, working it between them.
"Now my turn to tease." She whispered, letting her body slide down mine only a small amount, just enough to push my engorged head into her hot waiting pussy. I felt only a small amount of my shaft slip into her as she took a deep breath. I tried to hump my hips, working my head in and out of her only able to manage an inch or so as she moved with me intentionally. "I think you want to do more."
"I think you want me to, too." I whispered, as I pulled my mouth off her nipple.
"Mmmmmm. I very much want you to do more, I have never made love in a lake. It feel very, very, different. You want to make love to me here?"
"After all the teasing you've done all morning, I'll make love to you anywhere you want." I whispered as she slid down my body a little more, pushing more of her over my cock and lowering herself to where she can kiss me. She leaned her face to mine and we shared a long soft kiss. "Make love to me here." She whispered, her lips brushing mine as she spoke.
I didn't need to answer. The two of us moved in time with each other, my trying to drive my dick up at her and her rocking her hips by using her legs around me. I could feel her angle change with each stroke, sure that her clit was sliding along my hard shaft each time I pushed up into her. Each time I pulled back I could feel my head rub along the front wall of her vagina, rubbing across that perfect little bundle of nerves. Amanda always loved it when I stroked her G spot, and Liang seemed to be the same. We stood out there, in front of anyone that might happen by, pumping my cock up into her as the waves radiated out from where we moved. I could feel my orgasm building and knew hers was as well. In and out I thrust, her hips rolling and rocking in time with my strokes, as the two of us grew closer and closer.
I felt her pussy contract as she cried out that she was coming, my own orgasm moments away. I thrust into her harder, driving myself deep into her, until I felt my body spasm and flow into her. We clung to each other, holding out bodies tightly against each other as I stood there, jerking and spasming into her trembling body. She moved her face to mine and we kissed, as I held her petite frame up, her legs still locked around me. We kissed softly, lovingly, much the way Amanda and I had done so many years ago. I'd almost forgotten what it felt like, how much more it could bring to the conclusion of a good climax. I carried her shallower and settled on the gravel bottom of the lake with her sitting on my lap, still trying to kiss me. Eventually she rolled off of me and we moved a little shallower so we could lay on the bottom in the water.
The small waves lapped around her large tits, as they floated up toward the surface, looking like two islands. We lay there for I don't know how long. What I did know was that the longer we laid here like this, the more likely two events were to happen. The first was that mister sun would start to burn our delicate areas. The second was that we would be discovered and our privacy would be gone. I hadn't expected the second to happen before the first, but it did. A young couple, maybe thirty or so, walked down from a campsite up the hill to swim, not realizing that we were out here naked.
The left their towels and waded out, him wearing a pair of board shorts and her a rather revealing bikini. They waded into the water and then a bit closer to us, clearly intending to say hello. I was immediately embarrassed, but Liang seemed completely comfortable with it.
"Hello! You come swim too?"
"HI! I'm Jenny and this is my husband, Thomas." The young woman said, as she waded closer to us.
"My name Liang. This my...my husband Barry," Liang said, as she stood up.
"Oh. My. You're um. You don't have..."
"We naked? Yes. We have sex and now just relax. You join us?"
"I don't know that...um.. I'm not sure..."
"I think it's a great idea." Thomas said, clearly eyeing Liang's nude body. "I didn't think you could do that here. Nude I mean."
"Not supposed to, but we do it anyway." Liang said with a smile, as she moved to lay back down next to me.
"You're um, you two are getting a little pink." Jenny said quietly. "Maybe you should cover up?"
"Or at least put some sunscreen on. There's a big tube in our bag if you want to borrow some." Thomas added.
"That good idea. Not want to get burned." Liang said, wading toward where the two had set their towels and a swim bag. Jenny and Thomas settled into the warm water next to me, Jenny clearly looking at my hardening dick under the surface of the clear lake water. Why was my dick getting hard? I have no idea. I was trying not to be embarrassed by my nakedness, and here I was getting a hardon. Liang came back with the tube of sunblock before I could quite figure out how to extricate myself from the situation. "Come Barry. You put on me, I put on you." She stopped next to me. "Come. Stand. You not embarrassed, are you?"
"A bit." I answered her.
"I tell you, you have no reason embarrassed. You have good looking body. Better looking dick. That not right?" She asked Jenny pointedly.
"Um...I, um. Yeah, sure."
"See? Now stand and we not get burned by sun." I reluctantly stood up, my mostly hard dick rigid enough to stick out lewdly toward Jenny as I turned to face Liang. Liang pulled my hand toward her, squirted a large dollop of cream on my palm and then did the same on her hand. "You do my front, I do you front." She said as she pressed her hand to my chest, and started to spread the cream. She rubbed it around my chest and shoulders and neck, while I tentatively covered her breasts and massaged the white cream into them, Thomas staring blatantly at Liang, with a hardon in his swim suit. It took almost five minutes to get both of us covered, front and back, including Liang stroking my hardon a number of times to cover it. She walked back to the shore to return the bottle to their bag and then settled into the water next to me again.
The four of us chatted a little, the two very curious about the strange husband/wife relationship Liang said we had. They'd never heard of wife swapping this way, but had heard of it as a swinger's tool. Couple swapping spouses for a few days of fun and sex. I admitted that I hadn't ever heard of this either, but it was the last-ditch effort, which my soon to be ex wasn't all that happy about doing. She just wanted it over and to be free of me.
The four of us lay for about another half an hour before I declared it was time to get some lunch and then get the boat in the water. We got up and walked to shore, dressed and headed up to the campsite. Liang was about as naked as she could be, wearing that little lime green slingshot, which she intentionally kept spread around her breasts so that she was naked except having her pussy covered, pulling the material over her nipples only when someone came by. I had to admit I was getting used to seeing her running around mostly naked.
After lunch I took the boat to the launch ramp and got it in the water, leaving a very nervous Liang to drive the truck, with the trailer on it, back to the campsite, while I drove the boat around to the shoreline near the site. She didn't have to back it in, just park in front of the site, which she did. Jenny and Thomas were still lounging in the water when I rolled in with the boat and anchored it near where we had been swimming. They seemed interested and I invited them to join us for a ride, which I was sure was going to be Liang's first.
I parked the truck and then with her hand in mine, walked with her down the path to the water. She still hadn't put anything on but the slingshot bikini, and I expected that to disappear as soon as we were pushed offshore, having told her that we could get thrown out for being naked in the camp ground, but once out on the boat, there wasn't a lot they could do. Liang settled onto one of the long bench seats that ran down the sides of the boat, the sunshade top casting a comfortable shadow. Jenny and Thomas climbed aboard as well, before I pulled the anchor lines. I started the engine, got the boat turned around and started to ease it slowly out of the cove, Jenny and Liang sitting next to each other on one bench seat, and Thomas sitting across from them, in front of my operator's station, staring at Liang's suddenly bare tits. Liang had the suit completely off and tucked away so it wouldn't blow away, leaving her sitting with her legs slightly spread, her pussy completely exposed to Thomas.
I opened up the throttle, bringing the long wide craft up onto plane, on the surface of the water, easily bouncing across the tops of the waves. There were a few boats out, but not many, being the middle of the week. One bass boat paced us for a while, the two guys in it clearly ogling Liang's naked tits. I doubted they could see that she was completely naked from their vantage point, which I considered a good thing. As we rode, Liang tried to convince Jenny to take her suit off as well, getting her to agree only to take her top off. Her breasts weren't big, maybe a B cup, but the wind blowing across her nipples made them harden and her areola to pucker sexily. We rode up the lake about half an hour before I eased off the throttle and guided the boat into a long cove that I'd stopped in before. Amanda and I had stopped in this particular cove it a number of times over the years, including when we had company on the boat, since it provided a nice sheltered place to swim.
"You take suit off now?" Liang coaxed, as she stood naked in the boat. "We swim, maybe play too?"
"If you want. But maybe it'd be rude in front of our guests."
"I think they get naked too. No one to see here but us. Jenny, you get naked with me?"
"In front of your husband?"
"Hard be naked and not show him. Thomas get naked too?"
"I... um... sure, why not?" he answered Liang, standing up and pushing his suit down and off. His dick was sticking out rock hard, bouncing slightly with his apparently pounding heart. It was long and thin, not nearly as fat as mine, but probably equally long, and his hair down there was shaved off. He looked nervous and kept trying to hide it with his hand, which he would then pull away again. He stood, looking at his wife, waiting for her to agree. She rolled her eyes and sighed before standing up and slipping her bikini bottom down. She was as shaved as he was, her pussy looking like that of a teenager, not unlike what Liang's lips looked like. Full round lips with only a little inner lip protruding. That left just me. I stripped off my suit and tossed it onto the chair before turning and walking to the back of the boat and the boarding ladder. I climbed down into the water, which was deeper than I was tall, and then pushed away to swim the few dozen feet to shallower water.
Liang came next, swimming over to me and wrapping herself around me as Jenny and Thomas made their way into the water. "I wanna fuck." She whispered in my ear. "I am turned on showing off to him."
"You don't think it'd be awkward having sex in front of them?"
"Maybe we try without looking like we do?" she whispered.
"If you keep this up, I'm going to be worn out before we even get to bed tonight, then what'll you do?"
"Oh fine. You make me come then?"
"How about we just play a little and see what happens."
"Okay," She sighed, before unwrapping herself from around me.
We spent the next half hour, chatting with Jenny and Thomas, Liang in my arms, her back against my chest, one of my arms wrapped around her to hold her to me, my hand cupping one breast, while my other was between her legs, teasing along her slit. I let my fingers slide up and down her lips, letting the tip of my finger dip between her lips to tease her clit, while at other times she lifted her feet off the bottom and spread her legs to let me stick two fingers deep into her pussy. As we talked, I tried to not make it obvious, but that got a lot harder when Liang reached between her legs and coaxed my engorged head and shaft into her depths. I held her with one arm, my cock deep in her pussy, trying not to pump my hips as I let my free hand tease her clit.
"Oh my." She moaned softly, as I stroked her clit, unable to quite keep it under the table, so to speak.
"Are you two, um, are you two fucking again?" Jenny asked, with raised eyebrows.
"Well, not quite." I answered. "Liang was feeling pretty turned on after showing off to your husband, so I told her I'd make her come."
"She really got turned on showing off to him?" Jenny asked, looking at her husband for a moment.
"I get turned on much by... Barry say, flashing guys." Liang said a little breathlessly.
"Looks like you get turned on a lot by climaxing in front of them too."
"That bother you? I climax in front of husband?"
"Other than he's going to want to start doing it too."
"He want to make me climax?"
"No. No, I mean he's going to want to make me climax in front of your husband." She said with a little frown. "But I wouldn't put it past him to want to try you too."
I felt Liang put her hand on mine and stop my motions. "He want make me climax?"
"No. I said that he'd probably want to try." Jenny said.
"You want Barry make you climax?"
I saw her face turn bright red as she started to protest. "No. I didn't. I mean, I wouldn't. I couldn't. I mean, I've never..." She said letting it hang there unfinished.
Liang pushed away from me, standing in the water nearly to her neck. She half waded, half bounced to where Jenny stood in the water up to her chest, and reached out to take her hand. "Barry very good at making come. You let him, I let Thomas me."
"Wait, you want to... You're going to. I don't know about this. I'm not sure I wanna have sex with a man I just met."
"Not sex. Just touching. You not need to have dick in you. He good without that." Liang answered as she moved toward Thomas. "You touch me. Make me come. I touch you make you come."
He looked almost panicked as he looked between Liang and his wife, who was looking back at him with her eyes just as wide. "I, um, all we do is touch?"
"I know you want touch my big tits. It okay. I like having them touched. You touch me, I touch you. You make me come, I make you come."
"At the same time?" Thomas asked, his eyes still huge.
"Maybe. Unless if you want not to. You do me first, me do you second?"
"Well, um. I guess. What do you think honey?"
"You haven't stopped staring at her tits since we met them. Might as well touch em and get it out of your system." Jenny said as she turned to look at me. She let her fingers run up and down my chest, trailing down to my dick. "And I'll get this out of my system." She whispered as her hand clenched gently around my hardon. "You wanna do what you were doing to her?"
"You sure?" I asked, both her and Liang at the same time.
"You tell Aunt that you wish wife try more things. Experiment more. Be less...um...stuck up. This more things. Not stuck up. Under rules, you have...she say...um...free hand! You have free hand to do whatever you want."
Jenny looked at me with raised eyebrows. "Free hand?"
"His wife have free hand too. She with perfect husband. He all things that Barry not. Sure she having good fucking time with him, why not Barry have good fucking time too?"
"I think you mean having a good time fucking him, but I get what you mean." She turned to look at me again and then more softly. "Just how far do you plan on taking this?"
"That depends on you."
Without looking back at her husband. "Thomas, if you come inside that woman, I might never speak to you again."
"Wait! Jenny!? You going to... are you planning on..."
"You said you wanted to try a threesome with my sister! This seems a bit more fair, don't you think?"
"Well. Um. Yeah. I guess."
"That answers that. You make me come, I make you come. Just don't come inside me." Jenny said softly, as she pulled on my dick. "So how do we do this?"
I wasn't sure exactly why, but for some reason I suddenly wanted to do this. Maybe it was the thought of my wife fucking that dickhead boss of hers, or the guy she was pretending to be married to this week. But any hesitancy to do it with someone else washed away in moments. If she was going to go balls in on any guy she wanted, why the hell shouldn't I? Especially if Liang was good with it.
I reached for her under the water and pulled her to me, lifting her up until her small tits pressed to my face. She wrapped her legs around me almost automatically, holding herself up while I sucked one of her wet nipples into my mouth.
"Oh my god. I've never done anything like this." She moaned, as I worked her nipple with my tongue. I stroked and teased the hard nub, sucking it and flicking it with my tongue while I worked one hand under her butt. I felt her pussy lips with my finger tips and gently stroked them. I was holding her up with one hand, the buoyancy of the water helping me hold her up as I stroked my fingers back and forth the full length of her slit, my fingers bouncing over her hard clit with each stroke. "Oh God. Ohhhhh my God, yes." She moaned softly, as she held my head in her hands, keeping my head glued to one of her tits. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."
"Sounds like it feels good." Thomas said from where he was holding Liang similarly to the way I'd held her. I wondered for a few moments if he had his dick in her like I had, and then figured he probably did. If I was fucking his wife, why wouldn't he fuck mine?
"Just shut up and pay attention to Liang. You don't do a good job on her and I'll let her slug you." Jenny panted. Then she whispered to me. "Last thing I want right how is to hear him making comments."
"I get it." I answered. "I'm trying not to watch or listen myself."
"But she's just your temporary wife. For a week or something, right? Why would it matter if someone else fucks her?"
"I guess it shouldn't, but it sorta does." I answered as I moved my fingers from her slit and grabbed my dick. "You ready for this?"
"If it fits." She whispered. "It looked awfully big while she was rubbing it earlier."
I rubbed my head along her slit, forcing it to split her lips apart and expose the entrance to her depths. She felt my engorged head nestle into the entrance to her depths and loosened her legs to allow her weight to press down on me. I held my dick with one hand as she wiggled herself, trying to force her pussy to expand over my head. She closed her eyes and then stuck her legs out past my body, spreading them as wide as she could before my fat head finally made its first little bit of progress. I felt more of my head become covered with her hot wetness and then, almost suddenly, I felt my head slip into her, along with several inches of my shaft. "Ohhhhh my God," she moaned loudly, using her hands on my shoulders to pull us toward each other. "Oh God that's big. Sooooo fucking big." She moaned a little more softly. I used both hands under her tight firm little butt to lift her a little. "NO! DON'T!" She gaped, apparently thinking I was pulling out of her. Instead, I let her slide down again, my cock pushing a little deeper into her. "Ohhhh yes. Do that. Keep doing that."
I used my hands to lift and lower her, on my shaft, forcing me deeper and deeper until I could feel my head pushing against the end of her vagina. I held her ass in my hands, bent my legs a little, and then started to hump my hips up at her. God she was tight, even tighter than Liang, which was saying something! I pushed in and out as she gasped and moaned in pleasure, each stroke pushing deep into her, and pushing both of us toward climax. I worked my hips to drive into her, waves radiating out from us. I was sort of glad that her husband couldn't actually see what we were doing, given the moans and comments she was whispering into my ear.



"Just like that. Oh God. So big, so much bigger than Tom. Ohhhh fuck. Fuck me. Fuck me and make me come. God it's so big. I wanna feel you come. I wanna feel it going into me. Make me come baby. Make me come with that fantastic cock!"
I could tell her climax was almost upon her, her already tight pussy clenching slightly as her legs started to tremble. I also knew that I was going to come any second. "I have to pull out." I whispered. "I'm going to come."
"Not yet. Oh please. Not yet. I'm going to come. Ohhhhh shit. I'm going to come. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Just a little more."
"If I do, I'm going to come." I grunted quietly, warning her one more time.
"I don't care. Don't stop. Just a little more. God it's going to be so big. I can feel it. I'm going to come on your cock. Ohhhhh fuck. Here it comes baby. Here it comes! OHHHHHH! OHHHHHH FUCK!" She squealed as her whole body began to shudder and tremble. I felt her pussy clench around me and then felt her legs bend and her heels dig into my butt. "Don't stop. Keep stroking. Keep going. Oh please, please keep fucking me!"
I let her heels be the guide and did my best to keep plunging my cock into her. In and out I moved, one, two, three strokes. I tried counting strokes to hold off my own orgasm. In and out I pushed, listening to her cries of pleasure. "OH FUCK YES! GOD DAMN! I'm COMING! Oh shit oh shit oh shit!" She gasped, as she tried to force me into her over and over.
"Oh damn." I grunted, my body spasming and jamming hard into her as the first shot of cum lanced into her depths.
"FUCK YES!" She screamed, as I came deep in her pussy, her body jerking each time she felt a surge of cum push into her. Four times my body pumped my cream into her before my depleted storage ran out of enough to make it a decent shot. I stood there, panting, her body wrapped around me much like Liang had done earlier in the day, letting the remnants of my cum ooze into her pussy as I started to soften. "Holy shit that was intense." She whispered. "Don't tell Tom, but Goddamn you fuck good."
"Thanks, I guess."
"I don't know how your wife, your real wife, could let you go like that."
"Sex wasn't her thing anymore, her career was. And as far as I could tell, she was willing to get to the top, even if it meant fucking me over and fucking her bosses."
"Well, I don't know all the details, but I can assure you, it wasn't because you weren't good at sex."
I couldn't help but look over at Liang as she climaxed, gasping and moaning quietly as she came. I didn't know if she was trying to not be as loud as she typically had been or if it just wasn't scream-worthy, but her climax passed with only moans and gasps. She pulled away from Thomas suddenly, and turned to face him. I could see from her shoulders she was frantically rubbing his dick under the chest deep water. He closed his eyes and then began to jerk and twitch as he came in the depths between them.
"So, I have to ask. What's the deal about a threesome with your sister?" I asked, as Jenny slipped from me, my dick no longer hard enough to stay inside her.
"Oh, one time I told him about my sister and me getting drunk right after graduating high school, and fucking our track coach. He thought it was so hot, he's been begging me ever since to set one up for him."
"Ahhh, so, fucking your track coach? I bet there's a story there."
"Maybe. You can't tell me you never had sex before your wife."
"I don't think I ever said I didn't. We didn't meet until college and I had dipped my stick into a few honey pots before that."
"Anyone memorable?"
I grinned. "Could be."
"Sounds like a story there. Maybe tonight we can get together and trade a few stories around the fire?"
"I think that'd be fun," I agreed.
"I guess I better get back over to my husband, before he gets all turned on playing with your wife's tits again."
"I think it's way too late for that," Thomas said, as he stood with Liang facing him, his hands playing with her tits. "She's already got me hard again."
"Well, I think one is enough. How about you give any more to me. In fact, if they don't mind, how about we climb onto the boat and you can poke me with that pole and play with my tits?"
He grinned and let go of Liang. In moments the two were swimming back to the pontoon boat, which the wind had pushed up against a couple dead trees, keeping it from being blown any deeper into the cove.
"I thought you were worried to get worn out." Liang whispered to me, as she slipped against me and pressed her tits to my chest.
"I was, but I couldn't seem to help myself."
"Sound like it was good."
"It was. Yours?"
She shrugged. "It okay. He not as big as you. Not as good as you. I like the way you do. Still hope we not have to stop at the end of week."
"I actually don't know. Rachel didn't tell us what happens after the week. I guess we talk about what happened and then sign the final separation stuff and start dividing things up. Bank accounts, house, that kind of thing."
"I not know. Aunt just tell me to make it good, and maybe I have new place to live, if I want it."
"You keep saying that. But all I want is for you to be yourself."
"I do be myself. This, what we just do, this what I want, not what I think you want."
"Good enough." I nodded. "Now what are we going to do while they fuck in the boat?"
"We go watch?" She asked with a giggle.
I shook my head as she pushed off, leaving me alone in the water. I followed along and the two of us lay down, naked, on one of the bench seats, while Thomas lay half on top of Jenny, plunging himself into her over and over.
---o---
I'd planned on fishing, but by the time Tom and his wife finished fucking, and we got back to the campsite, it was time to start cooking dinner. I'd spent a bunch of time trying to figure out what to cook, and she wanted to eat everything I would like, almost as if she were trying to see what kind of food I liked and if it tasted good. I started the fire since I was going to cook some country ribs, and then settled into a camp chair with a beer to watch the flames and wait for it to burn down to cooking coals. Liang walked out of the tent in a pair of the nylon shorts and one of the mesh shirts, leaving her tits visible to anyone who cared to look. She pulled a chair over and sat next to me, also sipping on a beer. Jenny and her husband had headed over to their campsite, about two down from ours, leaving us alone to talk.
"Was fun?"
"Was what fun?" I asked her quietly; pretty sure I knew what she meant.
"You having sex with woman?"
"It was pretty good."
"Better than Liang?"
"Not hardly." She looked at me curiously. "That means no."
"Oh. You have sex with woman in shop too. That better than Liang?"
"Again, no."
She smiled at me. "Sex with new wife better than sex with old wife?"
"That would be a yes."
"But you still thinking about her?"
"A relationship is more than just sex." I answered her.
"Tell me what more it need?"
"Understanding. Cooperation. Love. Mutual respect." I said with a shrug.
"I getting to understand you. I good at cooperating. I respect you; you not respect me?"
"I'm not sure."
"What way?"
"I'm having a hard time telling where you, as a person, end, and where you, as someone trying to make herself into what she thinks I want, starts."
"I say I not do that. You not believe me?"
"I've only known you for one day. Respect takes longer than that to build."
"Ah. I get. Okay. So, we need work respect and find love. Then you keep Liang for wife."
I couldn't help but laugh. I wasn't sure if it was because of how simply she put it or if it was as ridiculous as it sounded. I was in the process of getting divorced. A little early to think about another wife, isn't it? At least that was the question I spent the next two hours considering, as Liang sat, her camp chair as close to mine as she could get it, her hand resting on mine, stroking it ever so softly and slowly with her fingers. It was almost as if she didn't want me to forget she was there.
"Hey you two." Jenny said, as she and her husband walked into camp out of the growing darkness carrying a pair of folding camp chairs. "Thought we might come visit."
"Sure. Fire's free." I answered.
"Sorta figured you'd both be naked by now." Tom said, as he sat down.
"You want me naked?" Liang asked with a smile. "I can do naked." She suddenly stood up and in moments stripped her shorts and the mesh shirt off, and then sat back down. "Is better, thank you."
"Well, you started it. You better drop yours." Jenny said to her husband.
He only hesitated a moment before he stood up and stripped off his shorts and t-shirt. He sat back down with his long slender dick sticking up from his lap. "Who's next?"
I shook my head and stood up, pushing off my shorts, which was all I had onto start with, and sat back down. Jenny was last, taking off her long t-shirt, which surprisingly was the only thing she was wearing; apparently planning on getting naked, or at least teasing me by flashing her pussy again.
"So, I think you were going to tell me a story." Jenny said with a grin.
"Oh, I don't know. You don't really wanna hear all about my sex life. It's not that exciting. Not nearly as exciting as you having sex with your track coach."
Even in the dark I could tell she was blushing. "I don't know why I told you about that. I guess it was just that sex afterglow."
"Yeah, well, now you have to tell us the whole story."
"I will if you tell me about yours."
"About mine?"
"Yeah, you know. When you lost yours."
"Ahhh. I get it. And the track coach?"
"He was mine." She nodded.
"Alright. You tell yours and I'll tell mine."
"It was the night after graduation. My sister, oh you don't know her. She's my twin sister. We look exactly alike and everything. Anway, our track coach always was mixing up who was who. So, we wanted to play a little joke on him. We were drinking a little. Not too much, but a little. Anyway, we drove over to his house and snuck around back. We could see him through the patio door. He was sitting on the sofa naked, watching tv. We couldn't see what he was watching, but it must have been good because he was sitting there, stroking his dick. We figured it was a porn video. The front curtains were closed, but there was a gap and we figured if we snuck around front, we could see what he was watching. So, we did. Turns out it wasn't a porn video. It was video of one of our track meets. He was watching me doing the pole vault. He just kept backing it up and watching me go over the bar and spread my legs as I came down. I didn't realize it at the time, but my shorts had slipped a little and you could see almost all of my pussy as I came down toward the pads. He was jacking himself off to pictures of my pussy."
"Oh damn," I whispered.
"We were a little startled, but after we thought about it a few minutes, we got kinda turned on, watching him stroke himself. We snuck back around the back of the house and the door was unlocked. So, we slipped the door open and snuck in. We were all the way into the living room before he saw us. God he was so startled, and so embarrassed. He was trying to hide his dick with a pillow and trying to turn off the TV at the same time. He must have thought he was in horrible trouble the way he was acting. I kinda felt sorry for him for a minute. Sis and I looked at each other and then she told him, if he wanted to see our pussies all he needed to do was ask. We were both wearing shorts and t-shirts, so we both pushed out shorts down. Jan took her shirt off too, leaving her in just her bra. We stepped in front of him and told him to go ahead and do what he was doing."
"Did he?" Liang asked.
"Yeah. He was kinda hesitant, but yeah, he finally did. So, we were standing there rubbing our pussies and watching him jack off. I hadn't ever seen a guy do that, not in person. Jan dared me to put my pussy in his face. I told her I'd only do that if she sucked his dick. I guess she sucked off Johnny Morrison, so she said yes. We both took off all our clothes in front of him, and then I stepped onto the sofa and pushed my pussy in his face. I'd never done anything like that, and oh God did it feel good. He was licking and teasing my clit like crazy until he made me come all over his face. But he wasn't done. I guess we had him turned on enough that he didn't care about what could happen. He pushed me off onto the sofa and then crawled onto the sofa between my legs. It felt so incredible when he pushed it into me. He started stroking in and out of me, driving into me so hard, that my entire body shook. Jan sat on the end of the sofa, watching, teasing her pussy. Jan told me on the way home that she was wishing it was her. He kept pumping into me until he finally came. It was sooooo incredible. But once he was done, he got really scared, that if someone found out, that he'd be in real trouble. We were eighteen, but he was a teacher and what he did was against the law. We promised that we wouldn't tell a soul. Then we got dressed and left."
"Damn! I get so fucking turned on every time she tells that. Tell him what else you did."
She blushed a moment and then softly said. "A few days later he got a video of two girls with masks on, laying on a bed fucking themselves with dildos."
"I can guess who girls were." Liang said with a grin, her fingers slowly teasing her pussy. "I soooo turned on."
"Okay Barry. Your turn. How did you lose your virginity?"
"You really don't want to hear this."
"Oh yes, I do. We all do."
"I too, want to hear." Liang said, getting up from her chair. She stepped in front of me and reached into my lap. She only stroked my shaft a few moments before she turned herself and sat down on me, letting my dick slip deep into her. She settled herself on my lap and leaned against my chest, reaching her face to mine to kiss my cheek. "Now you tell please?"
"Alright. If you insist. I was a senior in high school. I had a car, but couldn't afford to feed it. So, I usually rode my bike. One day I had an accident. I mean I wiped out big time. I was laying out in the street and this woman came out of her house to see if I was alright. She was older, by that I mean she must have been thirty-five. Which is old to an eighteen-year old. She was wearing a bathrobe, and I could tell nothing else because when she squatted down to look at me, the robe spread apart and I could see her pussy. Anyway, I was hurting pretty good, but nothing was broken, except my pride. I had some pretty good road rash on my arms and knees. She wanted to clean me up, so she helped me pick up my bike and get it to her yard and then she took me into the house. She sat me in a chair in her kitchen and helped me take my shirt off. That was the easy part. Then she wanted me to take my pants off so she could clean up my knees. Shit, she was standing there, half way bent over, the front of the robe only tied around her waist her tits were huge and they were trying to fall out the top and like I said, she didn't have any underwear on, so I already had a pretty good-sized boner growing."
"I really didn't want her to see it, but she finally realized what the problem was. I thought she'd close her robe or something, but instead she said 'maybe I wouldn't be so embarrassed if I wasn't the only one showing something,' and she took the robe off. Her tits were the biggest I'd ever seen. She apologized for being naked under her robe, telling me she was just getting ready to get in the shower when she saw me go down. I let her stand me up and she pulled my pants down, but more than that, she pulled my underwear down too. She sat me back down and took my pants all the way off. She told me we should go upstairs where she had band-aids and stuff. I followed her up the stairs, her butt pushing out at me and her pussy pushing between her legs. Damn I was getting so turned on, watching her walk up the stairs. Anyway, we got up there and went to her bedroom. She had me sit on the bed and went to get the stuff from the medicine cabinet. When she came back out, she couldn't take her eyes off my dick. She cleaned up my arms first and put some gauze wrapping on them. Then she knelt down and started on my knees. She kept leaning over me, looking at my dick and 'accidently' bumping it with her hand. She got my knees all bandaged and then looked at me and asked if anyone had ever sucked my dick before. I told her I'd seen it in a playboy magazine, but never had it done to me. So, she did. She started to suck my dick. God, it felt so good! She hadn't been sucking me for more than a couple minutes and I let go. I just couldn't hold back. She pulled her mouth off of me and I was spurting, my cum, all over her face and tits. When I got done, I apologized, but she told me that since I made the mess, I should clean it up. She took off my socks and then helped me up. She led me to the shower and turned it on. Once it was warm, she invited me in with her to clean her up. I soaped and washed and rinsed her whole body, even where I didn't squirt cum."
"Smart woman." Jenny giggled. "I'll have to try that some time."
"Well, I by the time I had her cleaned up, all the gauze was wet and had to be changed. So, she took it all off and then she said we'd put more on in a minute. She crawled onto the bed and lay down on her back with her legs spread. She asked if I ever licked a woman, and of course I hadn't. So, she said it would be nice if I did that, to pay her back for her helping me. I wasn't sure about it; I mean, I'd never done anything like that. Surprisingly it didn't taste as bad as I expected, and it wasn't too long before she had taught me how to spread her lips and reach her clit with my tongue. She was squirming all over on the bed, gasping and moaning how good I was doing, until she climaxed. Her whole body shook and trembled. I thought I'd done something wrong and hurt her. I'd never seen a woman climax before. After she stopped shaking, she asked me to climb up further. She helped me climb over her and then guided my dick to her pussy. She said I could stroke it in and out of her as long as I wanted."
"I bet you did too!"
"Yeah, not too long. It was my first time and I came in like two minutes. Not that she minded. I guess it was enough to make her climax again, because her whole body was shaking when I let go again."
"So, did you see her again?"
"She bandaged my arms and knees back up and told me that she was a nurse and that I should come back tomorrow to have them changed. She had me coming back, in more ways than one, for almost two weeks before I found out she was married and her husband was coming home. But I learned a hell of a lot about sex and pleasing women, in those two weeks."
"I bet you did! So, Tom, your turn."
"You know mine. It's nothing special."
"Still gotta tell it," his wife chided him.
"Fine, fine. I was out of school already, waiting for college to start. I met this really hot girl."
"Come on Tom, tell it for real."
"Fine." He said with a frown. "I ran into this woman, I mean, I literally ran into her when I was jogging. I tripped over her and we both ended up sprawled on the ground. It was so damn embarrassing. Anyway, I lay there on top of her, staring at her face. I couldn't seem to say anything or move or anything. She finally asked if I planned on holding her tit all day or if I was going to let her up. That's when I realized I had my hand on her tit. God I was sooooo lost at that point. I blurted something out about being sorry, and then helped her up. I held onto her hand, not letting her go, even though she was tugging on it. I asked her if she wanted to go out with me. And to my surprise, she said yes, as long as I let go of her hand. So, I got her number and we each continued our run. I called her later than night and we planned on a movie. We met at the theater and she was wearing a little summer dress where the top was just held up by a couple little strings. It was pretty short too. Once we were at the theater, she had her hand in my lap and was rubbing my thigh. She leaned over and whispered that since I'd already grabbed her tit, did I want to see them? Well, of course I did. She told me that if I wanted to, I had to untie the bows on the strings. So, trying to not look obvious or anything, I untied both strings. I sat there staring at her as she slowly pulled on the dress down at her waist, pulling the top down until both tits slipped out of it. I was still staring, when she pulled my hand to her lap and slid it under her skirt. She didn't have any panties on either. She pulled the dress up her legs until her whole lap was showing."



"Sounds like someone wanted some sex." Jenny said, with a soft giggle.
"Yeah. So, she put her hand in my lap and undid my pants and pulled my hardon out. She kind of scooted over me and sat on my lap, curling against me so her tits were pretty much in my face. People could see, but she didn't seem to care. She wiggled until she had my dick sliding into her pussy. I was so turned on that I barely got into her before I was pumping my load into her. I was embarrassed as hell, but she didn't seem to mind. She just sat there on my lap until I got hard again. Then she pulled my fingers to her pussy and showed me how to stroke her. I did that until she came, around my, again, hard cock. Then she moved back to her seat, fixed her dress and acted like nothing happened."
"Until?" Jenny prompted.
"Until the movie was over. She held my hand and walked me out to her car and climbed into the back with me. She got our clothes completely off and showed me how to fuck her in the back seat of the car."
"Was it good?" Jenny asked.
"It was the first sex I'd ever had and fuck yes it was good."
"So, what happened to that girl?" Jenny prompted again.
Tom looked over at her and grinned. "She's right here. I asked her to marry me the next day."
"Sounds pretty sexy." I said nodding.
"Okay. Liang, your turn." Jenny said, looking across the fire at the two of us, Liang still sitting on my lap.
"I not tell story. Not good story."
"Oh come on, you can tell us," Jenny coaxed.
"No, I not tell," she said softly, looking down.
Tom was about to say something, when I interrupted. "Don't, her first time wasn't good and it wasn't her choice." I said, Tom and Jenny both nodded understanding.
We sat around the fire, all of us lost in our own thoughts for some time before Tom spoke up again. "Honey, I dare you to wife swap tonight."
"Huh? What?" Jenny asked, looking at him in surprise.
"We've already done each other, so it's not like it's something new. But how about we swap wives. Just until morning," he said.
"Wait. You wanna take Liang and me stay here all night?"
"Sure, why not? I mean, they're already wife swapping. It seems to be really hot for them. Why not try it?"
Jenny looked at her husband in silence for an awkwardly long time. Finally, she turned to look at Liang. "What do you think? Wanna swap husbands for a few hours?"
"You want sex again with Barry?"
"I wouldn't mind."
"And you not mind me having sex with you husband?"
"It's just one night. Maybe you can teach him some new things to do."
Liang looked down at my face. "What you think? You want swap for night or you want make love to Liang all night?"
"What do you want to do? I mean, don't do anything you don't want, but don't say no because you think I might not want to."
"I think it interesting to see how other man fuck. I only know you and husband and pool boy."
"Pool boy?" I asked in surprise. Who's that?"
"Aunt Rachel have pool. I laying by pool when man come to clean. He say that my back getting pink. Put some cream on it. So, I let him. He tell me it easier, if he untie suit top. I laying on stomach, so I say do. He rub cream all over back and then down to legs. Work on legs, from feet all way up. Say he better do butt too. I getting turned on so let him untie suit bottom and push it down between legs. I know he able to see between legs. I feel him rubbing cream around my butt, as he climb onto chair. His fingers rub between pussy and then something else. I feel him teased head against pussy. I think he going to push in, but he not. He just rub up and down, until I ask if he going to put in. He ask if okay, and when I say yes, he slide into me. I let him push in and out until he come inside me. He not give me chance to come too. I tell him he have to fix that. He lay me on back and spread legs. He lick pussy and push fingers in me, until he make me come, hard. He make me squirt all over chair. He seem happy make me do that."
"Wow." Jenny whispered. "I've always had a fantasy about fucking the pool boy. Never figured I'd meet someone who had it happen like that."
"You want have all night with Barry?"
"Could be interesting." She answered.
"Okay, we swap for night. Barry need chance to feel more woman besides me."
Jenny looked at her husband. "Okay, but it's gonna cost you."
"Cost me?"
"Uh huh. I know why you wanna do this. You like her big tits. Well, you wanna spend time with those tits, you're gonna have to give me something I want."
"What's that?"
"Rodney."
"Rodney?"
"Uh huh. I want you to convince him to get naked with us in the hot tub, and then I want you to disappear and leave us to do what I want."
"You mean fuck him?"
"Of course. You have to make sure he knows, before, that you'd be okay with whatever he does to me, except of course, hurt me."
"So, you want me to disappear, while you fuck him in the hot tub?"
"And anywhere else he wants. I want you out of the house for at least three hours. He can do whatever he wants with me."
"How am I supposed to make that happen?"
"Dunno. That's your problem."
"And what about Crystal? How am I supposed to get her to agree to this?"
"Like I said, your problem. That's what I want. You want this, that's my price."
"I think I'm getting the short end of the stick. I want Jan too."
"My sister?"
"No, you and your sister together."
"I'm not sure about that. But since you have to get Crystal out of the picture, maybe Jan will help you out with that." When Tom looked at her surprised, she shook her head. "You didn't know that Crystal swung both ways?"
"No."
"You should spend more time talking to your friends' wives," she said, with a chuckle. "So, we have a deal? You give me Rodney for three hours and you can have Liang until breakfast."
"Done." He said, standing up. He looked at Liang and me. "That okay with you two?"
I looked at Jenny. "I don't know what you expect from me, but I've had more sex in the last two days, than in the last half dozen years combined. I don't know that I have much more to give."
"Let me worry about that." She answered, with a little grin.
"You okay with this, Liang?" I asked.
She leaned her face down toward mine and tipped my head back so she could kiss me. She kissed me softly for several seconds and then whispered. "You remember. This fucking, no making love. Yes?"
"Understood." I answered her. She lifted off me and walked around the fire to take Tom's hand. She looked back at me and then turned and the two of them headed off into the dark. "Well, I guess we're stuck with each other."
"I wouldn't call it that." She said, as she got up. She walked around and stood in front of me. "How about we find a more comfortable place to do this?"
"Good idea," I answered. We moved to the tent and lay on the air mattress.
"I have a question."
"Sure."
"What did she mean. Fucking and not making love?"
"Fucking is just having sex for sex's sake. Just for fun. Havning sex is sharing physical intimacy. Making love is sharing emotionally as well. She doesn't want me to be emotionally tied to you over this."
"I know you explained this is a temporary thing. But do you think she's falling in love with you or something?"
"I think her husband was such a turd that I'm like a fresh breeze. I think she's falling in love with that, not me."
"I wouldn't be so sure. I've seen how she looks at you. And I can tell you, that when you and she are having sex, she's all in, emotionally."
"So, while we're asking. What's this thing with Rodney? Do you expect this to be that underwhelming?"
"Oh hell no. Even worn out, you're twice the fuck my husband is." She said, as she rolled onto her knees. She started to climb over me and moved up my body until her shaved pussy was inches from my mouth. "Rodney is a friend of Thomas. I accidently walked in on him in the bathroom one time. He's got a really big dick. I mean, even bigger than you. I've always wondered what it would be like to get fucked by a dick that big."
"And you want to try it?"
"Uh huh. Not that he's going to complain, if he can get Rodney's wife to agree to get naked for him. She has a huge pair of tits that Thomas can't seem to keep his eyes off. Last time we were in the hot tub together, her bikini top slipped a little and one nipple was exposed for several minutes, before she noticed. I don't think he's recovered yet." She chuckled.
"How does a woman have her nipple exposed for minutes without noticing?" I asked, before I kissed her soft pussy lips.
"She can't." She whispered. "Which only leaves one conclusion."
"She did it on purpose."
"Uh huh. She wants me to do a threesome with Rodney. Which is why I was pretty sure Thomas could convince her to let Rodney fuck me as a segue to doing that. I wouldn't be surprised if she lets him fuck her tits, trying to convince him to let me do it with them. Truth is, all she'd have to do is reciprocate and he'd gladly say yes. Only problem is, she doesn't want to fuck Tom. She wants to get fucked by me."
"I always thought women were more reserved that that. I mean, you talk like sex is easy and free. I've not known women that way before." I said, between kisses.
"Birds of a feather. People our age who are already predisposed to doing these kinds of things, tend to find other friends the same way, just human nature. Now, you going to lick that pussy, or just tease it."
"As you wish." I whispered, before dipping my tongue between her lips and sliding it up between her firm outer lips. She moaned softly as my tongue teased across her clit. I went to work, wrapping my arms around her thighs so I could reach my fingers between her legs and spread her lips. I licked and teased and sucked her pussy, until I felt the first shudders of her legs. She'd been softly moaning for some time, her climax slowly growing, but now was the time to shoot it to the moon. She wanted to get fucked by me, here was her chance.
I rolled her onto the air mattress, getting a cry of surprise from her. It only lasted a few moments and I had my face between her legs again, this time licking her clit and stuffing two fingers into her pussy. I drove my fingers into her, curling them up and into her pussy as I thrust them into her. Her moans turned into gasps, which turned into grunts and mumbles as her climax burst upon her. Her whole body was writhing on the mattress in front of me, her hips trying to push toward my face, as her body shook and spasmed. I worked her pussy with both my tongue and fingers, trying to keep the climax going as long as possible, finally pulling my fingers from her as her body stilled.
"Oh fuck! We're not done yet! Not by a fucking long shot!" She gasped, as I rolled onto my back. She moved until her pussy was over my dick and then she plunged herself down on my hard shaft. "OHHHHH FUCK YES!" She gasped loudly, as she drove herself down my shaft. She looked at me lustfully, in the flickering light from the fire. "Now it's your turn."
She started to lift and lower herself on me, using her knees as leverage. She slammed herself down on me over and over, adjusting her timing so that the bounce of the air mattress helped lift and drop her. Up and down, she bounced, looking down at me, trying to bring my climax to fruition. I could feel the warmth growing inside me, and feel my cock starting to swell a bit more inside her. I was just ready to shoot deep in her when she abruptly pulled off my dick. She grabbed the base of my cock and squeezed it almost painfully.
"Shit. Why did you do that?" I gasped as she let go and moved her pussy back to my cock.
"You said you were tired. I was just making it last as long as possible." She said with a smile, as she started riding up and down my cock again. Up and down, she bounced, for at least another five minutes, or more. Up and down, she moved, sweat dripping off her body and running down her sides as she worked me in and out of her over and over. Concentration was etched on her face, as she worked me closer and closer to climax.
"Gonna come." I warned her, as she drove herself down over me again.
"Good." She grunted. "Do it. Let me feel it."
"Uh huh." I grunted back, moments before my body spasmed, trying to push deeper into her. She felt it and slammed down hard on me, driving my engorged head all the way to the end of her depths. I felt the first surge, of my cum, push into her, as her pussy clenched around me. Her legs started to shake.
"That's it. Come for me. Come deep in me like you did in the lake. Ohhhhh fuck yes, it feels so good!" She moaned softly. She held herself sitting on me, my surging cock twitching deep in her pussy for a couple minutes before she lowered herself onto my chest. Her small, perky tits pressed to my chest and my now soft dick slipped out of her. "Mmmmmmm. That was perfect." She whispered, as she lay her head on my shoulder. "I'm tired now."
"Yeah, me too." I agreed a little breathlessly.
She rolled off of me and lay half on and half off of me, the two of us falling asleep together.
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--- Monday ---
The chirping birds heralded the arrival of morning. I'd gotten up once in the night to pee, slipping out of the tent to water a tree. I could hear sounds of sex from Tom and Jenny's campsite. I hoped that Liang was enjoying herself. I slipped back onto the air mattress and spooned against Jenny, covering us with a blanket to protect us from the night chill. Now awake again, I held her to me, my hand cupping her small breast, my fingers idly teasing her nipple almost without thought. She groaned softly and then wiggled herself closer to me. "You have a hardon," she whispered.
"Yeah," I agreed, feeling my morning hardon pressed between her thighs.
"You haven't put it anyplace. You don't want to do it again?"
"I was just enjoying the morning."
"I'll enjoy it a lot more if you do something with that hardon." It only took me a moment, to rock myself back and move my mushroom head to her pussy. I pushed it into her, as I lay behind her, letting her body slowly take it in. "Mmmmmm. That's much better." She whispered, as she moved my hand from her breast and pushed it down between her legs. I knew what she wanted. I let my fingers start to tease her pussy, slipping one finger between her lips to find her clit. She moaned appreciatively as I stroked across the hard nub. Her hips began to rock slightly, moving only a couple inches of me in and out of her, but it was enough. I stroked her clit as she rocked to move me inside her, the two of us ever so gently teasing each other toward a gentle morning climax. It wasn't hard, in fact, it wasn't all that spectacular. But I was just exactly what we both wanted at that moment.
"I need a shower." She whispered. "I think we both do."
"Yeah. We should probably get dressed and go shower."
"Why get dressed? You're just going to take your clothes back off, right?"
"Well, yeah, but we can't go naked."
"You have towels, right? Just wrap in a towel. Who's gonna care? Or even know?"
"Good point." I agreed. I slipped off the air mattress with her, my cum leaking down her leg, as she stood waiting for me to find towels. I handed her one and kept the other for me. "You don't have any soap." I said quietly.
"I'll use yours," she said with a shrug, "come on." She unzipped the door and stepped out into the early dawn. The sun hadn't even made it to the trees yet, still hiding down below the horizon, as the two of us walked toward the shower house. "I dare you to take your towel off." She whispered.
"In public?"
"Everyone is still asleep. Come on, I dare you. I will if you do."
"Okay, you first." She let go of my hand and took several steps in front of me. She turned to face me and pulled the towel from around her body. She walked backwards, only a few paces in front of me, holding her towel to the side, so I could see her entire naked body.
"Your turn." I reluctantly pulled my towel off and walked a few paces behind her, as naked as she was. "Someone's getting turned on by this." She whispered, slowing so I'd catch up to her. She reached for my partly hard dick and grasped it, stroking it a few times to coax it even harder.
"Oh crap." I grunted, seeing a car pull away from the shower house and head towards us. I tried to wrap the towel around my waist while Jenny just kept walking backwards, not trying to cover herself. The car slowed as it went by, the guy driving trying to look at her in his mirror as he went by. Once the car was gone, Jenny reached for my towel and pulled it off again.
"I can't believe you were that bashful." She said, as she walked backwards in front of me, naked except for her sandals. "Not after yesterday."
"Well, I am. Can I have the towel back, just in case someone comes?"
"Uh-uh!" She said playfully, "not unless you can catch me." She turned around and started running toward the shower house. What choice did I have. I took off after her, carrying the small bottles of soap and shampoo. I watched her run for the ladies' side, and then disappear into it, stopping just inside the door. "Come on. You want it, you gotta come get it!" She giggled. I paused just outside the door and then went in, knowing I didn't really have much choice.
I could hear several showers running, and did my best to ignore the fact that I was now inside the ladies' shower room, naked, with women showering. I walked as quietly down the row of curtained shower stalls, looking into each one to try and find which one she had disappeared into. The first two were occupied by women that weren't Jenny, and thankfully, neither saw me peeking into their shower stall. The third one the woman, maybe something in her late forties had just shut off the water and was moving towards me to reach for her towel.
"OH FUCK!" She gasped, trying to cover herself with her hands, as she stood with water dripping off herself.
"Oops! My fault!" Jenny said, to the woman as she pulled me back and closed the curtain again. She looked at me with huge eyes as she pushed me backwards, down the aisle to one of the stalls and then into it. "Ohmygod! I can't believe you did that!" she said, trying to be quiet.
"I didn't know which one you were in."
"I know, but flashing your dick at that woman? I thought you were bashful, but damn was I wrong!"
"I didn't..."
She opened her mouth to laugh and just left it hanging open as she stood shaking her head. She finally closed it and then said. "Yeah, right. You just flashed her your hard dick! Oh my God. I am sooooo embarrassed, and soooo turned on at the same time."
"Well, next time don't steal my towel and make me come in here!" I said, louder than I intended. "Can I have it back please so I can get out of here?"
"Oh no. I don't think so. I think I want you right here." She said with a crooked grin.
"But I'm going to get in trouble!"
"Honey, it's way too late for that." I heard a woman behind me say. I turned around and was staring at the woman that I'd accidently flashed, standing behind me, with her body wrapped in a towel.
"Oh, please don't be mad at him. It was my fault. I stole his towel and ran in here!" Jenny said apologetically.
"Startled maybe, but mad? I'm not mad yet."
"Yet?"
She stepped into the shower stall with us as she closed the curtain behind her. She turned back to face us. "It's not often I get to watch a good-looking young man take a shower."
"Um, you want to watch me take a shower?" I asked, a little surprised, quite sure my face was showing it as well.
"Well, you were watching me take a shower. It's only fair, isn't it? That is what you two came in here for, isn't it? Or was there something else in mind?"
"No. Um. Yeah, to shower." I stumbled. "Actually, I was going to the men's shower when Jenny borrowed my towel and ran in here."
"Well, since you're here, you might as well take it here, don't you think?"
I was holding the towel in front of my crotch after I'd recovered it from Jenny, and decided it was time to exit. "I think I should probably leave." I said quietly, hearing one of the other showers in use turn off. I started to step toward the woman to step past her.
"Oh my!" She said, as she dropped her towel, leaving her standing naked inches from me. "You pulled my towel off!"
"I didn't do any such thing," I said defensively, backing up again away from her.
"Well, that's just your word against mine now, isn't it? Who do you suppose they are going to believe? Me or a man in the women's showers?"
I opened my mouth to respond and then shut it. She was right, no way I'd win that argument. I nodded and pulled my towel away, tossing it to hang over the curtain behind her. "Alright. Let's play it your way." I stepped closer to her and then took her hand. I pulled on her hand, making her step deeper into the shower and dressing stall, backing my way all the way until I was in the actual shower. "Here I am. You want to watch me shower, now's your chance. You can even help if you want." I turned around and turned on the water. It was damn cold at first, but quicky warmed. I adjusted the shower head to spray more to the middle of the stall. I gently took her arms and turned her to move her under the water that I had just been standing under. I stepped out and reached for the bottle of body wash I'd dropped on the bench. "You can join in too if you want." I said to Jenny, as I turned back to the woman. "So, you have a name, or should I just call you sexy?"
She grinned. "I think sexy is just fine by me."
"Alright sexy," I said, as I dribbled soap from the squeeze bottle across my chest, making sure some of it dripped all the way down to my mostly hard dick. I reached out toward her and shut off the water. I drizzled more soap across her chest, her modest C cup tits now covered in water drops and little strings of my soap. "You wash me, I wash you."
I held the bottle of soap out to Jenny, who took it, and turned back to the woman. I guided her hand to my dick and then, once she had grasped it, I started to rub the soap around on her tits. The liquid soap quickly lathered and I let my hands roam all over her body, working slowly down toward her crotch. "If there's any place you don't want washed, better say so now." I said, as I stepped a little closer, my palm rubbing across her curl covered mound. "Anyplace at all?"
"I...um...no. You can wash anywhere you want." She said huskily, her hand gently stroking my dick.
"You haven't been soaping me. Guess I'll have to help you with that." I whispered, stepping closer and rubbing my chest against hers, the slick soap making us slide across each other. I could feel her nipples bumping over mine as I moved side to side. I let my fingers work lower, slipping between her legs, stroking her soft, protruding, inner lip. I let my middle finger slip between her lips and start to stroke her clit.
"Ohhhhh my." She whispered, as my lips brushed hers. I pressed my lips gently to hers and started to kiss her softly, teasingly, as I moved my hand from between her legs. I reached for her hand on my dick and moved it away, and then pushed my dick down as I pushed my pelvis toward her, sliding my soapy cock between her legs. "Ohhhh my." She groaned, as I started to rock my hips, driving my dick in and out between her thighs, her pussy lips sliding along my rock-hard shaft.
"You want me to make sure the inside is clean too?" I whispered, as I bent my legs slightly to make my head push up at her a little more, my head spreading her lips and bumping across her opening. "That's what you really want, isn't it? You want to feel this inside you? Feel it pushing into your hot, wet pussy? You want to feel yourself climax around my hard cock?" I whispered, my lips almost brushing hers. "That's what you want, isn't it?"
I changed my motion ever so slightly, slowing my strokes and letting my head press against her pubic bone and then nestle into her opening. I pressed slightly, feeling my head start to spread her, start to stretch her to allow me inside. I wasn't sure what she was going to do, draw me in or push me away, when I felt her hands move to my hips. For a few moments I was sure she was going to push me away, but instead she slid her hands around to my butt and pulled me toward her, driving my cock into her, in one long slow stroke.
"Ohhhh fuuuuuuck yeeeeees," she moaned softly, as I pushed my body against hers.
"MOTHER, WHAT THE FUCK?!?" I heard from the entrance to our shower stall. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING!?"
The woman looked at me with a combination of startled and panicked looks. She used her hands on my hips to push me back away from her. "Nothing honey. Just meeting a new friend!" She said, as she pushed me back further and then quickly moved from where I had her trapped against the wall. "I was just saying hello!"
"Jesus mother! Seriously? What the hell would Daddy say?"
I turned to see a, maybe twenty-year old, woman standing with a towel around her body, holding the curtain open to look at us.
"He'd say I was being friendly!" Sexy said, as she picked up her towel and quickly started to wrap it around her still soapy body.
"Mother! You're still covered in soap!"
She looked down at herself and then giggled. "I guess I am." She dropped the towel on the bench and stepped back into the shower. "Excuse me." She whispered, turning on the water and stepping under it even before it had gotten warm. She twisted and turned, making sure that, as she rinsed, she was rubbing herself against me, against my rock-hard cock. When she was fully rinsed off, she turned to me, smiled impishly and then leaned her face to mine while she grabbed my dick. She kissed me softly, letting it linger for a couple seconds before pulling back and whispering to me. "I still want to finish that. Come find me and I will." Then she was gone, darting from in front of me and out of the curtain, not even stopping to put her towel back on. We could hear the daughter chastising her mother, as she collected her clothes and toiletries from the other stall before they both headed out of the shower house.
"Well, looks like I'm the only one now that needs a shower." Jenny said softly, as she stepped to me. "Now, just how were you going to make sure she was clean inside?" She pulled me into the stall and under the water with her, grasping my dick and pulling me toward her. She worked my engorged head between her legs and lips, then arched her back to let me push into her.
We spent the next few minutes slowly pumping my dick in and out of her pussy, each stroke teasing her climax closer and closer to fruition. I felt her velvety soft vaginal walls caressing me, as I worked my shaft into her. "Just a little more," she whispered, as I pumped my cock into her. "Almost, Oh yes, almost there. Ohhhhh...There! Right like that. Shit. Here it comes!" She squeaked, as her body started to shudder and tremble. I felt her pussy clench around me as I continued to stroke in and out of her, trying to push my own climax over the edge.
"Uh, damn!" I grunted, as my body jerked. I could feel a gush of cum flow up into her, surging from my cock head, to fill what little space there was between my shaft and her vaginal walls. My body jerked and spasmed, acting like it had gallons to pump into her, where in reality it had precious little. I stood there, panting, as my dick twitched and oozed deep in her pussy.
"That was sooooo fucking hot, watching you take her like that. How did you know that's what she wanted?"
"She was going to great lengths to make sure I knew that she was in control of the situation, that she could make life very difficult for me. Only one reason I could think of. She wanted me to do something like I did, but didn't want to ask for it."
"I hope someday a stranger seduces me, the way you just did to her. God that was so hot. I was ready to start fingering my own pussy if you'd have kept screwing her."
"Too bad her daughter spoiled it for her." I said with a shrug. I pulled my now softening dick from her, collected my bottle of soap and used it to squirt some on us. The two of us stood just out of the water, rubbing all over and then we rinsed. "I think we need to get back. We were only supposed to be together until breakfast."
"I haven't had breakfast yet, so what's the rush?"
"No rush. I can stay all week if I want to. You?"
"We have to be on the road again. We were just stopping for the night."
"Too bad. I was enjoying being with you this way."
She leaned her face to mine and kissed me softly. "Me too. But don't let Tom hear that. He'll want to renege on what he owes me now."
"Not a word." I answered. I reached past her to turn off the water and then stepped back so we could dry off. Dried off, with towels wrapped around us, we headed out, thankfully not running into any more women in the shower room.
---o---
"You have fun last night?" Liang asked, as we watched Jenny and Thomas drive off, back on their road trip.
"It was nice."
"You get sleep?"
"I slept fine. You?"
"I need nap later. He not let me sleep. Every time fall asleep, he putting it back in me again. When I awake, he want be licking me or me sucking him. Not know man could be hard that many times. She not like that?"
"No. we had sex and then cuddled up and slept. When we got up, we went for a shower."
"I see you back. Have nothing but towel. You like go there with nothing but towel? Maybe show off to her?"
"Or maybe have her steal my towel and run into the ladies' shower with it? Yeah, she did that. I ended up showering in the ladies' showers."
She smiled at me. "Sound like fun. Maybe we try?"
"We'll see."
We cleaned up the dishes from breakfast, with our new long-distance friends, and then I took Liang out to teach her how to fish. She wore a pair of the white shorts and a mesh shirt, which I suspected would soon be replaced with nothing but sunblock.
---o---
It had been a good morning fishing, and after coming in for lunch and cleaning the morning's catch, Liang and I settled in for a short afternoon nap. It was hot, even with all the windows open, and both of us naked. Surprisingly she wasn't pestering me for sex, apparently having gotten her fill, for the moment, the night before with Thomas.
When I woke up, I was drenched in sweat. I slipped off the air mattress, leaving her to sleep, and slipped on my swim suit. It only took a minute to walk down to the water and wade in. I grabbed a life jacket from the boat as a pillow and lay down in the tepid water, laying my head on the life jacket and closing my eyes again. I wasn't planning on sleeping, but it felt a lot better than in the sweltering tent. I let my mind wander and before long I had fallen asleep. My dreams were filled, not with Liang, but with my wife, wearing the one-piece suit she had, the last time we were at the lake. I dreamed that we were standing in the water, about knee deep, and I pulled her suit down, not just down to expose her tits, but all the way down to her thighs. I stood there, knee deep, leaning her over so she had to hold the side of the boat, and drove my dick into her with abandon, making her big soft tits swing wildly as I drove her toward climax. My brain imagined her boss and his wife there as well, his wife taking off her bikini and playing with herself in front of her husband, as she told him that what I was doing showed I was a real man, not some snake trying to steal another man's goods by screwing his wife behind his back. She stood there playing with herself, until I made my wife climax so hard, she squirted her juices all over the pontoon of the boat as she came. My dick was still rock hard as she pulled me away from my wife, and pushed me back to lay in the shallow water. She squatted down over my face and begged me to lick her while my wife stripped her suit the rest of the way off and squatted over my dick. She began to plunge herself down on me, begging me to come and fill her pussy, with my cum, while the boss' wife pushed her bare pussy into my face and begged me to make her climax too.
"Fuck, look at that dick." The boss' wife said, as my wife bounced up and down on my cock. "I wouldn't mind fucking a dick like that."
"Oh stop. You'd never do that anyway. You're way too shy." My wife said to her boss's wife.
"I am not!" she answered.
"No? Prove it! Go ask him to let you ride it!"
"I can't do that."
"See, too chicken."
"You go ask."
"I don't need to. I'm married. I can get all the cock I want from my husband. You're the one that wants to fuck him."
"I didn't say that. I said I wouldn't mind fucking a dick like that."
"Uh huh. And when was the last time you saw a dick like that in person?"
"Well...never, but that doesn't mean I want to fuck it."
"Like I said, too chicken."



"I am not!"
"Okay. I dare you. I double dare you! Go ask him. Just ask him if you can sit on it, just for a second. I bet he says yes."
"And if he doesn't?"
"Doesn't matter, does it?"
"Fine. I ask and he says yes, you have to get naked too."
There was a pause. "Okay, deal."
I felt the water, which had been almost completely calm in the cove, wash up over my chest, splashing me in the face.
"What the fuck!?" I gasped, as I sat up suddenly, trying to make my brain work again. The images of me fucking my wife against the side of the boat, and of the boss's wife's very sexy looking bare pussy being shoved in my face, were still vividly clear, even if the conversation seemed to be strange and convoluted. I swiped my hands across my eyes, trying to let them adjust to the brightness of the afternoon sun. Slowly my eyes cleared enough to realize I wasn't alone. I blinked again and saw that there were two girls in front of me, one maybe twenty or so years old, the other a little older, looking like a sister probably. She, the second one, was holding two kayaks from floating away while the younger of the two stood in front of me, her feet a foot or so apart as she stood in front of me in a small bikini, a life jacket being tossed toward the second one.
"Hey, you're awake." The young woman said with a smile. "We were watching you and trying to guess if you were awake or asleep."
"Asleep I guess." I answered, a little groggily.
"Like I said. We were watching you."
"Watching me sleep?" I asked in confusion.
"No, doing the other thing."
"What other thing?"
"What my sister is trying to say, is we were watching you jacking off."
"I was doing what?" I asked in shock, looking down at myself and realizing that my dick was hard as a rock and sticking up from my lap with my swim suit around my thighs. "OH SHIT!" I gasped, at the realization that I had to have been touching myself in my sleep. I covered myself with my hands and tried to apologize.
"Nothing to apologize for. My sister wanted to ask you something though. Go ahead sis."
"I can't!" the younger one said, blushing brightly.
"See, too chicken."
"I am NOT!"
"Then ask."
She looked at me bashfully. "Your dick looked really good and I was wondering, just what a dick that big felt like."
"I see," I said, parts of the conversation between my wife and her boss's wife starting to make sense now, even as it started to fade from my consciousness.
"Well, I was wondering..."
"Let me guess. If you could sit on it, just for a second?" I asked, looking up at her.
She blushed again. "Yeah, sorta."
"Why would you want to have some strange man have sex with you? You don't know anything about me?"
"I told you he'd say no!" She said turning to her sister.
"I didn't say no, but I wanna know why?"
"My boyfriend..."
"Former boyfriend!"
"Fine. My former boyfriend wasn't very big and my sister says I was missing out, by being with a guy that had such a small dick."
"And he's your ex because?"
"Well, I didn't ever really want him as a boyfriend anyway. He kinda forced me."
"Forced you to be his girlfriend, how'd he do that?"
"He started a rumor around school that we were fucking each other. It got passed around so much that no one would believe I wasn't his girlfriend."
"So, you started going out with him?"
"Yeah, just for a while. You know, show everyone that he was my boyfriend and then I could break up with him."
"But it didn't work that way?"
She pouted. "No. We ended up having sex one night, and since he took my virginity, he said we couldn't break up. So, we kept dating."
"Until?"
"Until I caught him fucking Sally Jennings in the back seat of his car after a football game." She said, looking down at the water. "After that, no one wanted to date me, because he made it sound like he broke up with me because I was terrible at sex. I'm NOT! I'm really not! But everyone still thinks I am."
"Some guys can be real jerks." I said to her. "That doesn't mean that you need to go screw some random guy to prove you're good at sex." She continued to look down at the water. "Or is it something else?" She looked up at me almost startled. I chuckled. "I get it. You want to prove to yourself that he's wrong? But you're too bashful, to ask some guy you know to have sex with you and tell you honestly if you're any good?"
"I didn't...you couldn't...how did...how did you know?"
"I'm old enough to have been around the block a few times. Where you're barely old enough to be wearing a bikini that shows that much, let alone be having sex."
"I'm old enough to show off anything I want!"
"You can't be more than sixteen, right?"
"I'm eighteen and a half!" She said defiantly.
"Alright. Eighteen and a half. Any high school age boy will be glad to fuck you sweetie."
"Yeah, but I don't want some boy that doesn't even know what he's doing, fuck me and then run around and tell all his friends I'm not any good!"
"God, I'm glad I'm not in high school anymore."
"So, you won't do it?"
"This is what you really wanna do? Ride some stranger, to prove you know how to fuck? That's what you're talking about. If you want to prove you're good at sex, you have to do all the work. You have to make me WANT to fuck you, and then you have to fuck me, until I come. That's what shows you know what you're doing, that you're good. And then what? Who's gonna know?"
"I can take a video." Her sister piped up.
I looked past the first young lady at the sister standing behind her. "You think this is a good idea? Making a video of your sister having sex, so that she can prove she's a good fuck? Seriously? What kind of sister does that? I mean, if that got copied and put on the internet, she'd...shit. That's a horrible idea!"
"Yeah, maybe it isn't such a good idea at that."
"Not even." I agreed; I sighed and shook my head. "Look, I get you want to prove to yourself that you're good at sex. But you don't need to prove to anyone else that you are. Sex...it's personal. If you're good, you are, and if you're not, whoever is having sex with you can teach you to be good, as long as you WANT to be good. And being good, is in the eye of the beholder. It's about if you meet their expectations. Some guys will expect mind blowing, hours long sucking and fucking, multiple orgasms and everything they've seen in online porn. Other guys don't know good sex from bad, and as long as they come, it's good sex to them. The problem is, neither is the right answer. Good sex is when two people mesh together and enjoy not only the physical act, but also the emotional attachment that comes with it. THAT'S good sex. Everything else is just sport fucking for the fun of it, which sounds like that guy was doing to you."
"So, because I don't know how to give a blow job, I'm not really bad at sex?"
"You really don't know how to do that?"
"The one time I tried, he made me gag and I puked on him."
I chuckled. "Honey, that wasn't you. That was him." I stood up and walked over to the boat, holding my swim suit up on my thighs. My dick had long since softened and now hung pretty uselessly. "Come here."
She waded over to me. "Now, kneel down. It's okay. I'm just going to teach you what to do."
She looked up at me and nodded. "Now, take hold of me. Gently. There you go. Now, I haven't started to harden yet, so you'll have to tease me a bit." I looked over at her sister. "You know how to do this?"
"Sure, I'm married." She said with a shrug.
"Then why don't you show her." She looked at me cautiously for a moment and then pushed the two kayaks toward shore. She stripped off the life jacket and then knelt down next to her sister.
"Here, like this." She whispered, opening her mouth and closing it around my flagging dick. She used her fingers to stroke as much of my momentarily short dick, while she sucked my head in and out of her mouth. I could feel my cock start to respond and she switched with her sister, letting her take over. "That's it, stroke it. Tease under his head with your tongue. Look up at him. They like it when you look up at them."
"That's good. I can feel you making me hard. You're doing just fine."
I reached down to her head and brushed her hair to one side, pulling it so it hung over her shoulder. Then I pulled the little bow holding the top of the bikini up over her chest. I let go and the top fell down, her hand moving quickly to capture it and hold it in place for a few moments before she let it fall and expose her perky C cup breasts. I reached down and cupped one of her breasts, squeezing it and teasing her nipple. She moaned softly, vibrating my dick slightly.
"Why don't you come up here and help?" I said to her sister, holding a hand out to her.
"And do what?" She asked, as she took my hand and stood up.
"Your little sister is doing fine there, why don't you help out by getting me a bit more turned on."
"How am I supposed to do that? She's kinda busy with your cock."
I chuckled. "You think that's the only thing that turns on a guy? Come over here and make out with me." She looked at me a little awkwardly. "Oh God. Kiss me."
"Oh!" She stepped against me, as close as she could, with her sister kneeling in front of me, and pressed her lips to mine for a short kiss.
"No no no. Is that how you kiss your husband?"
"Well, most of the time."
"Come here," I said, reaching up and firmly pulling her face toward mine. I started to kiss her softly, letting my lips tease hers, my tongue reaching out to stroke her lips and then coax her to open her mouth. I let my tongue dip into her mouth and tease the tip of her tongue. She seemed to get the idea and kiss back, sucking my lower lip and then opening her mouth to flick her tongue into mine, sucking my tongue for a moment when mine followed hers back to her mouth. We stood kissing for, well, I don't know how long, before I let my hands roam from her back to her shoulders. I gently pushed the straps of her dark blue one-piece suit over her shoulders, unsure if she was ready to take another step. To my delight, she quickly pulled her arms from the straps and allowed me to push the suit down to her waist, exposing her firm round C cup breasts. Her nipples were hard against my palm, as I cupped one of her breasts and began to squeeze and massage it.
I worked alternately, between squeezing her whole breast and focusing just on her rock-hard nipple, firmly squeezing and twisting it while we continued the long, wet embrace. She moaned into my mouth, her hand moving up and down my chest, clearly becoming more and more turned on. I reached down and tried to push her suit down further, but couldn't quite get it to go one handed. She pulled her face back from mine, and staring at me lustfully, stepped back a full step so I could see her body. She slowly pushed the suit down over her hips and butt, pushing it down, until it was bunched on her thighs, the blonde curls on her mound trimmed neatly. She stepped toward me again, pressing her, now almost naked, body against mine, my hand sliding down her stomach to her mound and then between her legs.
She moaned more loudly as my hand stroked her soft pussy lips, my middle finger finding its way between them. "Ohhhh fuck." She whispered as she broke the kiss. "God, I want you to come so bad."
"Hold that thought." I whispered. "Your sister is about to get a surprise." I groaned. I looked down at the younger sister. "Okay honey. You have me really close. You have to decide how you want this to end. If you're doing this to get fucked, you'd need to stop now. But since we're not doing that, and NO, I'm not changing my mind. If you've already come and are just trying to finish him off, go ahead and suck it all down. Just close your lips around me and let me squirt it all into your mouth. Just turn your head a little so it doesn't choke you."
"And if I'm still turned on and want more?"
I grinned down at her, but her sister answered. "Then sis, you stroke him off and let him come in your mouth and on your face or your tits. Guys love to come on bare tits. Don't they?"
"Yeah, face or tits." I grunted. "But decide soon because I don't think I'm going to last too much longer."
"That means you're doing a good job sis." The older one said, as she leaned against me, watching her sister's face plunge on and off my engorged cock. "Fuck, he's pretty big, isn't he? I wouldn't mind feeling that in me."
"Not happening." I groaned. "I don't do other men's wives without their permission."
"Oh? So, you do fuck other men's wives then?"
"Ohhhhh shit." I groaned, as the younger sister pulled her face off my dick and looked up at me. She opened her mouth and furiously stroked my shaft until I started spurting cum into her open mouth and on her face and cheeks. "Ohhhhh damn," I groaned, as I stood there panting. "So now you know how to suck a guy's dick."
"So, what else? I'm not married and I'm sure as hell turned on." The younger one said, as she stood up, my cum dripping off her face. I reached out and pulled her against me, unlooping my arm from around her sister. I wiped the cum off her face and then moved my hand down to wipe it on her bare tits, rubbing it around and massaging the firm orbs. "So, you sure you don't want to fuck me?"
"I don't think I'll do that, but there are lots of ways a guy can get a girl off."
"Such as?"
I looked around to see if anyone had found us. Not seeing anyone I looked at them both. "Okay, on the boat." I said, and bent some, to reach for my suit where it was floating around my calves.
"Uh-uh. Let's just get rid of this right now." The older one said, as she squatted down in front of me, pulling my suit down before I could bend far enough to do more than get my fingers on part of it. "Come on, step. You didn't have any trouble getting me to show it all off, least you can do is the same."
"Fair enough," I answered, stepping my feet to let her pull it off. She tossed it up into the boat and then took her suit the rest of the way off, leaving her as bare as the day she was born. The younger sister stepped back and I waded out around the back of the boat, with them following, to the boarding ladder on the stern. We all climbed into the boat and I settled the younger one on a seat. I knelt in front of her and reached for her bikini panties. I had them pulled down and off in moments, and then spread her knees apart. I leaned my face down to her pussy, which was mostly shaved clean, except for a small patch on her mound that had been hidden by the tiny bikini bottom. She had a modest amount of inner lip protruding, which I gently kissed and licked, tasting the lake water at first, but then her tangy juices as I worked my tongue to spread her lips further apart.
Her sister had settled on the bench next to us, one leg on the back of the bench seat and the other foot on the deck, making her legs spread wide apart, as she lay back on the bench to watch. She moved her fingers between her legs and started to stroke herself, while I licked and teased her sister's soft wet lips.
I licked and teased the younger sister for at least ten minutes, her hips starting to lift and try to push at my face, her orgasm growing slowly, as I had intended. I didn't want to make it too fast, just get her there slowly. "You ready to come?" I whispered to her.
"I thought that was what you were trying to do?"
"Uh-uh. That was just to get you warmed up." I said, as I moved to my knees between her legs.
"Are you going to put it in? Please tell me you are. I want to feel it in me so bad."
"I don't really think I should."
"It's okay. I'm on birth control. Really! Please? Just for a minute? Then you can pull it back out. It's so much bigger than Dwayne."
"The ex-boyfriend?"
"Yeah." She said with a frown. She changed to a smile, then begged me again. "Please? Just for a second?"
I probably shouldn't have. In fact, I KNOW, I shouldn't have, but at that moment, I was turned on as hell, by both licking her pussy and watching her older sister playing with her pussy. I shook my head no, but then reached for my dick and rubbed my head up and down her slit. "Just for a second."
She smiled back at me as I rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit, wetting it with her juices. I nestled my mushroom head into the entrance to her depths and then pushed slowly and firmly. I felt my head start to expand her small young tunnel. She said she was eighteen but at that moment I began to wonder, but then my head slipped into her, and about two inches of my shaft pushed into her.
"Ohmygod!" She moaned loudly, as I pushed a little further. It was a good thing she was damn wet, because I wasn't sure just how much of me was going to fit into her. I worked my hips a little, pushing my fat head a little deeper with each stroke, until I felt my head push against the end of her vagina. "Oh God, I knew it would be good," she moaned.
I stroked slowly in and out of her, moving my thumb to her pussy and pressing against her clit. I worked slowly, in and out of her as I rubbed my thumb in circles, making her gasp and grunt with her building orgasm. It didn't take much longer and she was bucking her hips up and down, trying to make me stroke faster, wanting it faster and harder as her orgasm approached. I knew I said I was only going to put it in for a second, but I couldn't seem to pull out of her as I watched her sexy little body growing closer and closer to orgasm.
"OH SHIT!" She gasped loudly, before she let out a long low groan. Her whole body seemed to shudder and I could feel her pussy clenching and spasming around my fat shaft. I held myself in her, letting her climax run its course, before pulling out of her. "Oh shit, sis, you gotta do it! I mean, ohhhh God." She said, as I pulled my slickened dick from her.
"No. I draw the line at that. You want me to make you come, I will. But I'm not going to fuck you." I said to the older sister. She pouted at me, as she twisted on the seat so her butt was at the edge like her sister. The two of them intertwined their legs to get closer together. I reached out for the older sister's pussy and stroked my fingers up and down her lips. I shifted in front of her, letting her spread her legs on either side of me as I slowly pushed two fingers into her. I pressed my thumb on her clit and rubbed it firmly while I pushed my fingers of the same hand in and out.
I leaned over her, lowing my head to her chest, sucking a nipple into my mouth, drawing a long deep moan from her lips. "Ohhhh God yessss." I flicked my tongue across her hard nipple, as I suctioned the whole front of her breast with my lips, making her arch her back to push her chest toward me. In and out I plunged my fingers, her juices dripping down my fingers as I worked her closer and closer to climax.
The younger sister moved off the bench, leaving only her sister in front of me, her legs lifted high and spread wide apart for me. I felt a hand slide around my waist and then down between my legs. I felt that hand wrap around my dick and start to stroke it, working slowly up and down my pussy slickened dick. I felt her hand shift and then felt my head bumping against the back of my hand as I pushed it in and out of her sister's pussy.
"Let me rub it against her. You know you want to. You want that sexy pussy grinding against your cock. Just move your fingers and let her rub her clit on your big fat cock." I had to say I was startled by the voice. It wasn't who I expected at all. It wasn't the younger sister, it was Liang.
I jerked my face from the tit I was sucking on and looked at Liang leaning against me. "What are you doing here?" I asked in surprise.
Instead of answering, she pressed her tits to my back and she leaned her face to my neck and gently kissed it. "You want to, you know you do." She whispered, as she moved her other hand around me, gently coaxing me to pull my hand from the young woman's pussy. She guided my dick to her pussy lips and then used her thighs against my butt to make me slide forward, sliding my shaft along the young woman's sopping wet lips. "You make her come now." She whispered in my ear.



"Why are you doing this? I thought you wanted... You know."
"Explain later. Make come now." She whispered.
I looked at the woman in front of me, her gripping the edge of the seat, as she tried to grind herself against my hardness. I really had no idea what was going on any longer. I thought Liang wanted to end up my wife, but it seemed that she was determined to make sure I had sex with any woman that would spread her legs for me, which seemed to be an unusually high number of them. Way more women than I would have ever guessed were interested in sex, outside prostitutes maybe. Liang pressing against my butt, and her tits against my back, coaxed me to start rocking my hips. I felt my cock sliding along the young woman's wet lips, Liang pushing my dick with her fingers, to make sure it pressed between the young woman's lips and into just the right spot.
"Oh fuck." She moaned, as my engorged head bounced over her clit with each stroke, Liang making sure my head slid all the way down between the woman's lips with each stroke. I was glad that I'd already come in her little sister's mouth, or I would have been quickly spouting my cum all over this girls body, which may still happen, as excited as my body seemed to be getting.
"You fuck her?" Liang whispered.
"No." I said shaking my head.
"She want you to. You not do?" She asked, pressing my dick down harder, trying to force me to slide into her pussy.
"Oh God. Put it in, fuck me. You have me so turned on you can't say no now. God, I'm so close to coming. Just put it in until I come." She moaned, her hand between her legs to help Liang press my cock harder to the young woman's pussy.
"Oh fuck," I groaned at the feeling of my head trying to push into her depths. I couldn't help myself, I pushed my hips forward, and drove my juice covered dick easily into her. She wasn't as tight as her sister, but she was still more than tight enough to make my orgasm suddenly race. I plunged into her, feeling her pussy clench and spasm around my shaft after only a few dozen strokes. In and out I pushed, my own climax racing toward completion. I knew I shouldn't be doing what I was. I'd be really pissed if someone did that to Amanda. In fact, I was pissed, believing that her boss had in fact been bopping her. I was pissed at him for taking advantage, where he shouldn't. I was pissed that Amanda let him, considering her career progress more important than our relationship, and more important than her own body. I was pissed that she would use her body to advance her career, but not use it to please me or keep our relationship healthy.
I had no idea why all those thoughts flooded my mind. Just like I had no idea why the idea of taking his wife, right in front of him, suddenly became appealing. I wanted to strip her, make her as naked as she was that day at the lake, and then lay her on the seat like this young lady was, and fuck her until she came in a huge screaming orgasm, followed by pumping her pussy full of my cum. I wanted to do to her, what I imagined he had done to my wife, only I wanted him to see it, instead of having to spend nights imagining it.
"OH, FUCK YES!" the young woman cried out, as my cock surged in her and I started pumping shot after shot into her. I froze, looking at her nude body shaking, as I pumped my cum deep into her pussy.
"Shit." I swore quietly, realizing what I had just done to another man's wife, but not the one I really wanted to do it to. I watched the ecstasy fade from her face as her climax faded away, my cock shrinking inside her. I felt Liang squeeze herself against my back, her hands stroking my chest as she kissed my neck and earlobe. "Why?" I asked softly.
"Why not? You not want wife to do much more sex?"
"Well, yeah."
"You think wife be more like me? More like girl? Want sex with you? But what if she be like me and not only want sex with you, but have sex with other man too?"
"Wait. Are you trying to say that if I want my wife to act more like you, I might be leading her to want sex with other men too?"
"I not say that."
"No, I just did. But that's what you meant, wasn't it?"
She didn't answer, but just kissed my neck. "I go back and take nap. You maybe come later?" She pushed away from me and picked up the beach towel she had been wrapped in. I watched her climb off the front of the boat, wade to shore, and then head up the hill, still naked. I pulled out of the young woman, now that my dick had softened, and watched my cum leak from her pussy. I suddenly felt very guilty. Not only for what I did to her, but for what I was doing in general. I'd gone from wanting to have my wife a little more relaxed about sex, to fucking anything that would spread her legs.
The two sisters pushed me down onto my back and lay down next to me, or more correctly half on top of me. "So, I'm not bad at sex?" The younger one asked.
"No, you're not bad at sex." I agreed. "Look. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done this, not any of it. I really don't know why I did. I was upset at someone else and I let it make me do things I wouldn't normally do." I pushed up from between the two naked, incredibly sexy, young ladies. I stood up, found my suit and stepped to the front of the boat, leaving them sitting there looking at me in surprise. "It's nothing you two did wrong. It's me, I'm really sorry, I need to go." I climbed off the boat and walked up the hill to the campsite.
I unzipped the door and ducked into the tent, closing it behind me. I climbed onto the air mattress next to Liang, who was pretending to be sleeping. "I know you're not sleeping," I said, as I lay on my back next to her.
"How you know?"
"I just did."
"You upset with me?"
"Some."
"Why for?"
"I wasn't going to have sex with them, well, not more than a little oral and fingering, but then I did it anyway."
"It was you wanted to do. You come very hard in girl."
"Wanting to and actually doing are not the same thing."
"But you do when I push you. You not want me to do?"
I rolled onto my side and wrapped an arm around her, rolling her to face me. "Liang. Why are you doing this? Helping me have sex with other women. Like that couple last night."
"You not have fun with her?"
"I didn't say that."
"You upset that I have sex all night with him?"
I stopped a moment. Was I upset that she had fun with him? I was, sorta. I know she isn't really my wife or anything, but...could she be? Could someone like her, or even her, be my wife? Is she the kind of woman I want to be with forever? If we really were married, would it still be okay with me if she went off with another guy like that? Probably not.
"What you thinking?"
"What?" I asked, my brain jerking back to reality.
"You not answer. You thinking. What you thinking? You think I slut? Want all man that look at me? That I be naked to make them see me so I get fucked by them?"
"That's a damn good question. Why are you going naked, I mean really. Not some made up thing, about your husband in China. I don't buy it all. I feel like you aren't really being honest with me all the way. Why are you really running around naked? It isn't to tease me into sex. Hell, you've had lots of sex with me, and you don't have to run around naked to get it. So why are you doing this?"
"You not liking me run around naked for you? This what you say you want wife to do."
"I didn't say I didn't like it. I wanted to know why YOU wanted it."
"I being what you want wife to do."
"I never said I wanted my wife to have sex with other men."
"You sure?"
"Of course. I know what I say and don't say. And I never said that."
"Why not? You want sex with women other than wife. You not want her have sex with men at same time?"
"I want sex with other women? How do you figure that?"
"You act like you do. You say you want wife to think about other sex things. You say she too stuck up to want sex outside bedroom. If you ask her have sex with friend and you, that she probably die of heart attack. That what you say to Aunt. You not say that?"
I thought about it for a few moments. I had indeed said that. The question was, what did I really mean? "Yeah, I guess I did say that."
"You not say that if she not want fuck you anymore, many women in world would love fuck you?"
"Yeah. I said that too."
"So, Aunt tell me, make many women fuck you. See if fuck them, make you feel better, or if you still really want fuck wife, but just mad that she not want you that way, anymore."
I stared at her for long silent seconds. She was right. I did say that. She was also right that I was fucking a bunch of women, and while I was enjoying it, I couldn't help but feel guilty afterwards. I fucked that woman in the shower, and wished it was Amanda. I fucked the woman in the store, and wished it was Amanda. Was I just playing out my fantasies about Amanda, with other women? Is that what she was sent here to do? Make me see that I still wanted my wife? Because if she was, then it was working, but in a rather odd way. "That's why you're the way you are? Trying to get other women to have sex with me? I thought I told you to be who you were. If you're not..."
She was silent for a long time. I waited patiently for an answer. "You sure you want truth?"
"That's exactly what I want."
She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "Alright. I'll tell you what you want to really know." She started, her command of English suddenly very good and her accent slightly reduced. "What I told you about my husband in China was true. My grandfather sent me here, away from China, to protect me from what I did in front of husband. In China, if I acted the way I have been here, I would be in very much trouble. After my husband sent me away, I was so angry I wanted to punish him. I knew that if I publicly disgraced him, I could hurt him. I spent months taking my clothes off in front of other men in public, teasing them, trying to get them to fuck me. I even let one guy give me some drugs so I'd fuck better. It was a lie. It might have felt like it made sex better, but it also got me addicted. My grandfather sent to the United States, not just to get me away from China, but he sent me to a place to get me off the drugs. I'm clean now, but my life is pretty much in ruins."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be. It was my doing. I wasn't completely honest about my life in China. I know English as well as I do, because my husband sent me away after we were married. He didn't want to be disgraced by people knowing that he'd raped me and gotten me pregnant. That's what my mother was furious about. He got me pregnant. So, he had to marry me, but I wasn't what he really wanted. He sent me to the US to go to school, and to have my baby, and when the baby was old enough, no one would question when it happened. If he was lucky, I'd find some guy here that would want me to stay, and he could divorce me as being unfaithful."
"So, you lived here for a few years?"
"Four. Enough to get my Bachelor's degree in psychology. But when I went home, he didn't want me to work. He wanted me to do nothing but stay at home and take care of his home."
"Wait! What about your baby?"
She looked away and I saw a tear form in her eye. "She was stillborn." She whispered.
"Oh damn, I'm so sorry." I said, pulling her into a hug as we lay there.
"When I got sent back here, when I got out of rehab, Aunt Rachel took me in. We started chatting about some of her clients. I started reading her files. She thought that maybe I could learn to work in her field. I had a degree. I read your file and watched your videos. I listened to what you told her; about how you wanted your wife to be, and told her that I wished you could be my husband. That you and I would be very much alike. Your wife didn't deserve you."
"And she told you that having a relationship with a client was a big no-no."
"She did. A few weeks later I came up with this idea. The wife swap. I could play the part of your perfect wife, and we could get one of her other clients to be her perfect husband. Oh, she knew right away what I intended. So, she put some stipulations on it. I had to follow certain rules, and she would pick the man for your wife. Her goal was still to try and get both of you to see that you were still in love and just needed to adjust your expectations and you could still have a happy relationship. I wasn't so sure. In fact, I was pretty sure that it would just reinforce what was wrong with your relationship."
"But she still thought it wouldn't?"
"She said not to get too invested, or I might end up hurt. I was also going to have to do things that I might not like. One thing I was going to have to do, was play the silly little Chinese girl. I wasn't allowed to let you know what I'm telling you now. Second thing was, I was going to have to find a way to get you to have sex with as many women as possible, whether I liked it or not. I was to smile and coax and do anything I could to get you to have sex with other women. The idea as to prove to you that you still wanted your wife more than other women."
"So, you've been fixing me up?"
"Some."
"The woman in the store?"
"I offered her five hundred dollars to wear that red outfit and seduce you. I had no idea that she'd end up doing it for nothing."
"More than nothing. She gave us all those outfits for nothing."
"She did, didn't she? You're better at sex than I'd expected."
"And Jenny and Thomas? How did you get them here?"
"I didn't. It was just chance. I saw her husband staring at me, and I knew he wanted to find a way to fuck me. So, I told him that if he could convince his wife to spend the night with you, I'd spend the night with him and fuck him as many times as he could get it up. Little did I know he was like the Energizer Bunny!"
"And the woman in the shower, the one with Jenny?"
"Didn't have anything to do with that."
"And the two girls?"
"Again, nothing to do with that. You did that on your own."
"So, what about this guy that she picked for Amanda?"
"I don't know a lot. I know that his wife was leaving him because he was too obsessed with his career. So much so that one time he offered her to a client that he'd had over for a dinner meeting. I guess the guy really had eyes for her and he said he'd consider letting him take a turn with her, if he signed the contract they were talking about."
"God, what a bastard! And she's with this guy? I can't Imagine her thinking this is acceptable for any guy!"
"Not really any different than what you think your wife was doing to her boss to get ahead. Offering her body to get a promotion? I imagine if her boss was a woman that you'd think she'd offer you up to get her promotion."
"I guess you have a point. But I have a hard time accepting any of it as appropriate."
"You know, even in private sessions, she still insists that she hasn't ever had sex with him. She let him put his hand between her legs and fondled one of her tits once, but that's as far as it's gone. And she only did that so there wouldn't be a scene in the restaurant."
"I've never believed that on all those business trips that she didn't let him into her hotel room. I always saw the way he looked at her. He was more interested in getting her naked than promoting her. And as a lawyer, they both know what kind of shit that would cause."
"You mean he looks at her the same way you looked at me when we first met?"
I took a breath and nodded. "Yeah, I guess it is. So, what do we do now? You broke the rule Rachel laid out."
"She doesn't have to know. We still have plenty of time to be together any way you want us to be."
"First, I need an answer. How much of this is you, and how much of this is play acting?"
"What is really me? I love to be naked. That's really me. I don't mind at all being naked in front of other people, in fact, it gets me turned on, and I love to be turned on and to climax. I love to climax in front of other men. Do I like to have sex with other men? That answer to that is yes, but."
"But?"
"I was pretty slutty before I went to rehab. I fucked anything with a dick that wanted me, and I wore clothes that made sure plenty of men wanted me. I wanted to humiliate my husband, but I didn't see that I was really just humiliating myself. I have no guilt about having sex with other men. I'm not attached to anyone. There isn't anyone but me to answer to. Would I still do it if there were someone else to answer to?"
"You mean if you and I were more than swap spouses?"
"That's exactly what I mean. If we were...connected, in a permanent way, would I still want to fuck other guys? Maybe, but I wouldn't, not without your consent."
"And why would I give my consent?"
"You wouldn't...unless you were getting something you wanted just as much. Maybe his wife in exchange? A lot of couples do that. They meet up and exchange partners, or share partners. I've done doubles before. It can be fun. We just did a double last night. Seems to me like you had fun. So why wouldn't doing more of something like that together, be fun?"
"I suppose it could. It'd take a little getting used to."
"As would be being married to a very different person."
We lay there for a while looking at each other, lost in our own thoughts. "You want to stay longer?" I asked softly.
"Here? Camping?"
"Yeah."
"I'd like that actually." She whispered, "you know what else I'd really like?"
"Having sex again?"
"Uh-uh. Letting me make love to you. Just lay there and let me make love to you and show you how soft, and sensuous and loving I can be."
"Alright." I agreed, letting her push me, to roll me onto my back. She climbed over me on her hands and knees and rested her pussy on my soft dick, while she lowered her C cup breasts and hard nipples to my chest. She slowly lowered her face to mine and gently, very tenderly kissed my lips. We began kissing sensuously, her lips sucking mine and her tongue teasing mine to come out and play. When it did, she sucked on that as well. I reached up to her waist and slipped my arms around her. Her lifted from my face and shook her head.
"Uh-uh," she whispered, using one hand to pull my right arm from around her, then switching to pull the other down. "Just lay there and enjoy it. You'll have a chance to use your hands later."
"Alright." I agreed, as she lowered herself back down. She kissed me gently for a long time, my desire growing slowly as she teased me. She pulled her face away and grinned at me before moving up my body, hanging her breasts in my face, moving side to side to make her nipples brush back and forth across my lips. Each time I opened my mouth to suck one in, she playfully pulled her chest up and away. She did this time and again before finally letting me close my lips around her nipples.
"Would you mind if I put my barbells back in?" She asked, in a whisper.
"I guess not. You like having them in?"
"I do. They make my nipples more sensitive."
"They're in the truck. It's unlocked." She climbed from me and walked out to the truck, opening the driver's door, still wearing the same thing she had when I walked into the tent, nothing at all. She stood by the truck fully aware that the guy in the next camp site was staring at her body. She turned to face him without looking at him, and inserted her nipple rings. Before closing the door and walking back, she grasped both barbells and pulled, stretching her nipples and tits out before letting them snap back into place.
"Mmmmmm. So good." She moaned, as she reached between her legs with one hand and stroked herself. She stood there for a few moments, rubbing her breasts and her pussy before closing the door and walking back to the tent.
"You looked like you were having fun, showing off to that guy."
"I was." She answered, as she crawled back over me again. "And I'm going to enjoy it a lot more, because now he knows what I'm doing and he can see my bare ass and pussy right though the tent window."



"While you're making love to me."
"Uh huh. You want to know the real me. This is her. The real me. Showing off for another man, while I make love to the one I care about most. I'm hoping that you like the real me. That you'll like the real me enough to keep me after the week is over."
"I wish I could say yes."
"You can't, not yet. And that's okay. I know you still love your wife. But if she comes back from this other guy and says it was perfect, you'll know that nothing you can ever do will bring her back to you."
"And, if for some reason, she comes back and said I don't know what I was thinking?"
"Rachel doesn't know what will transpire. But she did make her selection in such a way as to make it very plain, what a man that puts his career over his family is really like. I think she's hoping that it will be as eye opening for her as this is for you. Only thing is, I think you like what you see. You do like what you see, don't you?"
"I think you know I do."
"Wanna see more? Wanna see my pussy again. Up close. Wanna taste me while I lick and suck your dick?"
"I'd love to." She grinned in response, and moved to turn around. She put herself on her hands and knees with her pussy over my face and then lowered herself down until my face was almost touching her wet lips.
"Feel free to touch or play, any way you want."
I smiled to myself and looped my arms around her legs to spread them wider and pull her pussy to my lips. I stuck my tongue out and licked her wet slit, tasting her sweet wetness. She was already very turned on and all I did was increase that, as I teased my tongue between her lips and over her clit. We lay that way for a while before she declared she needed my, now rock-hard, cock, in her 'fucking hot pussy'.
She climbed off the air bed and then back on again, standing over me with her legs straddling me. She looked down at me and teased her nipples and her wet pussy lips, asking me if I was ready to be fucked. If I wanted to fill her, with my cum? If I wanted her to make me come deep inside her.
Of course, I answered yes and she lowered herself to squat over my pelvis. She reached for my dick and guided it to her pussy as she squatted further. She pushed herself down slowly onto my engorged shaft, letting out a long low moan of pleasure. Once she had me fully into her depths, she leaned back, letting me see my dick penetrating her pussy, her hand on my spread legs to hold herself up. She shifted her feet and began to rock her hips, working my cock in and out of her pussy, the angle making my engorged head rub across her G spot with each stroke. I watched her face, as she watched me, licking her lips and moaning softly, about how good it felt. I watched my dick sliding in and out of her, as my climax slowly grew.
In some ways it was good that I'd recently fucked those two young ladies, or I'd already be coming like a freight train. Instead, I was able to hold off my building orgasm without too much trouble.
"You want so see what I did to Tom while you were sleeping with Jenny?"
"Sure." I agreed. "But I really like what you're doing now."
"Good. Because I'm going to give you a little show. I'm really turned on having you watch me like this. Helps that the guy in the next campsite it watching me make you come too. Ohhhhh yeah. I'm getting so close. Going to come so hard!" She gasped, as she kept rocking herself, pushing her orgasm closer and closer to climax. "Oh baby, I'm going come for you. Watch me come...I love it when a guy watches me come. Makes me come even harder."
"Don't worry, I'm watching." I answered, working a little harder to not come, before she did now. She started rocking her whole body now, pushing her pussy on and off my dick, not just rocking her hips. The new motion changed how I felt inside her, and I was quickly becoming worried that I'd come before she did, though that might have been her plan. On and off my cock she slid, my head almost slipping out of her before she thrust herself down my shaft again. Each time she pushed herself down my shaft she grunted or gasped, her orgasm growing by the second.
I couldn't help but look past her momentarily, looking past the trees to the next camp site. What I saw was surprising. Not only was the guy no longer sitting in the site watching us through the tent window, but he was now standing in the tree line with a woman, bent over, holding onto a tree. She seemed to have on a black bikini, or at least partly on. The panty was down to her thighs and her tits were swinging free, the top pulled down below them. In and out he thrust, slapping his thighs against the back of hers, making her big tits sway below her with each impact.
"Oh God, getting so close. Is he watching? Is he watching us fuck?" Liang panted, drawing my attention back to her.
"He is, he's not alone though. He's fucking a woman."
"His wife, I think. I saw her looking at me from their tent while I was putting my studs in. Ohhhhh God. He's fucking her?"
"He is," I said, as she twisted her head enough to see the other pair.
"Ohhh fuck yes. I bet he comes when I do. How much you want to bet?"
"I don't bet money."
"I bet he does. Oh God, I'm coming!" She squealed loudly, as she slammed herself down on me. I felt her pussy convulse around my shaft as her body tensed. A huge gush of her juices shot into the air, flying at least three feet into the air before arching back down to splatter on my chest. Her pussy juices sprayed from her like she was peeing, a continuous stream for a couple seconds before her body jerked and shuddered. "Stroke my clit! Oh God, stroke my clit!" She moaned, as she started thrusting back on and off my dick. I reached for her pussy and stroked my finger across her clit. "Faster. Do me faster!" She panted. I rubbed faster, running my finger almost frantically back and forth across her clit and pussy lips. "YES!" she cried into the tent as she tensed again. Her pussy started to spray her juices at me again, splashing off my hand before I could pull it away. I watched, almost fascinated as it arched though the air like she was peeing a strong stream, flying so far that as it rained down some landed on my chest and some on my face. Her body bucked and a third stream of her clear juices shot from her pussy into the air, this one flying even further, though not for as long, landing mostly on my face. "OHHHH HOLY SHIT! Come for me! Come in my pussy!" She demanded, as she started to thrust down on me again.
After the surprise shower she gave me, I couldn't help but come for her. My body bucked and she felt me flowing into her, prompting her to jam herself down hard on me again. She held herself on me as my body jerked and twitched. She watched me, a huge smile on her face, waiting until my dick had finished pumping its load into her. She carefully rolled herself toward me, spreading her legs wide so that my dick didn't pull from her. She leaned herself down and lay on me, her legs still splayed wide, exposing her pussy and my dick to the couple in the woods.
She lowered her face to mine and kissed me eagerly, her body still shuddering occasionally, from her climax. Her kisses eased and became gentle and sweet before she pushed herself to her hands and knees. She held herself over me, her tits nearly touching my chest, as my cum leaked from her, and drooled onto my now mostly soft dick.
I looked back past her, to the couple in the woods, the two of them standing, with her trapped against a tree, her suit bottom still nearly to her knees as they embraced.
"God that was sooooo good. I didn't expect anyone to get to watch us."
"You seemed to really like that. Them watching?"
"I do. Something about it, about someone watching me climax, that makes me come all the harder. And you didn't even flinch. A lot of guys, and women, would get scared with someone watching, but you just let it happen and let me have my fun. You keep doing that and I may never let go of you!"
"I thought you weren't supposed to get attached to me."
"Like I could actually fuck my perfect man and NOT get attached? Tell me, did you like watching her tits swinging like that? I wish I could have seen more, but it was too hard to turn around. Did you want to walk over there and stuff your cock in her mouth?"
"I hadn't even thought about it. I mean, who does that?"
"Some call it roasted on a spit. One in your pussy or ass and one in your mouth. It's a lot of sensations at once. It makes me climax like crazy, especially if the guy in my mouth comes at the same time.
"Even more than this? I need a bath now." I chuckled.
"I only remember doing it a few times, but yeah, every bit as hard as I just did."
"And this is your version of making love?"
She blushed a little. "Actually, I kind of got carried away. I wouldn't normally squirt all over you making love. I just wanted you to see my body as I came."
"Remind me to not let you come really hard then, unless I'm naked."
"Or you could just get naked a lot and then it's not a problem."
"Can you imagine Martha and John next door if I ran around naked all the time?"
"Mmmmmm. Sounds like a hot idea. I bet you wouldn't mind giving her a good thumping with your cock."
"And how do you propose that I do that? John's my friend."
"You could, if you wanted to. But you'd have to do what I suggested. A swap. Same room, same time. Just switch partners."
"How am I supposed to do that?"
"Oh, there's lots of ways. Rachel once suggested that a couple that was having trouble, do a swap with the neighbors by playing corn hole. One piece of clothing for each point. First naked woman got to have sex with the other woman's husband. At least the first orgasm. Then the other couple could join in."
"Did it work?"
"I think it did."
"I guess you get lots of interesting stuff to hear."
"I do. One couple, a pair of sexy ladies, wanted to have sex with the neighbor guy. The'd been arguing with each other because one of them wanted to fuck him, and her partner didn't want her to have a dick in her pussy. Kinda makes sense for lesbians, right? Well, Rachel suggested that they be blindfolded and draw cards. High card got his dick, and low card got a dildo."
"Didn't the guy's wife complain?"
"Nah, he was sorta single."
"Sorta?"
"She was out of the country for something or other and they were supposed to keep him out of trouble, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah. I do."
"Well, turned out that they drew identical 6's, so he did them both, with both." She said with a laugh.
I shook my head and pulled her face down to mine. I kissed her softly and then let her head back up. "What was that for?"
"Just to let you know that you don't have to play games with me. If you want me to do something, just ask, and I'll tell you if I want to or not."
"What if I asked you to do something really wild, like fuck me on a street corner?"
"If you can guarantee we won't get arrested."
"How about if I asked you to suck another guy's dick, while I licked his wife?"
"I'd say that it's not ever going to happen. You want to suck his dick while I lick his wife, fine. But not the other way."
"Fair enough."
"So, I need to get cleaned up now." I said, feeling gross after what she did all over me.
"It's not even dinner time yet. Too early for a shower. A quick rinse in the lake?"
"That sounds like a plan."
She got up, put on her sandals and then unzipped the door. She was out the door and running down the hill toward the water, naked as the day she was born, leaving it to me to bring something for us to wear. I ended up just grabbing the two towels and heading down after her. I found her standing knee deep in the water, waiting for me by the boat. One of the nice things about this little cove is that it's fairly secluded and doesn't see much usage except from the few campsites that border it, and in the middle of the week, those aren't heavily used. Since there wasn't anyone else around, I hung the towels over the railing of my boat and waded out to her. She took my hands and backed deeper into the water until we were chest deep and then wrapped herself around me, using her arms and legs to hold herself up and against me. She kissed me softly and then pulled her face back.
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
"About what?" I asked hooking my hands under her butt cheeks to help hold her up so her face was level with mine.
"I was supposed to be making love to you, and I kinda got carried away."
I chuckled. "Yeah. I've never been able to make my wife do that, and now I've felt three women squirt on me, but you were clearly a cut above."
"You should see my friend in China. If you put a vibrator on her clit she'll start squirting and squirting and never stop. Her husband made her do it one time for some friends and she finally stopped after almost a liter and a half."
"That's a lot."
"Yes, even for me." She giggled. "You didn't seem to mind much though. I could feel you coming in me."
"Not a liter and a half that's for sure."
"No, but to be honest, I'm surprised you can still come that much."
"I'm surprised I can still get it up after all the sex I've had the last few days."
She grinned. "I'm not."
"Why? You know something about male anatomy I don't?"
"Nooooo, but I do know about pharmaceuticals."
"Pharmaceuticals? Drugs?"
"On in particular the older men in this country are quite fond of. It's just as effective and actually longer lasting in younger men. One little white pill a day and it gives you an extra boost for the whole day."
"You've been drugging me?" I asked, a little irritated.
"Just one little pill, and it's not habit forming. I didn't want you to have to suffer from an embarrassing loss of ability, since I knew I was going to be giving you all the sex you ever thought you wanted. Please don't be cross with me."
"Would you have told me if you were still playing the silly little Chinese girl?"
"My instructions were to slip you the pills and not let you know."
"Instructions? From Rachel?"
She nodded. "How else would we be able to get you to keep it up enough times?"
I sighed. "Alright. I'll pretend you didn't tell me. Anything else I should know that you weren't supposed to tell me?"
It was her turn to frown. "Just that your wife is probably not going to have a good time. The man Rachel picked was intentionally something of a jerk. He believes that everything in life should be at his disposal to advance his career, including his wife. I think I told you about him offering his wife to a client."
"Yeah, you did. You don't suppose he'd do that with my wife, do you?"
She looked at me with a frown. "After reading his file, I have no doubt that he wouldn't hesitate if he thought it would advance him. The question is, would she agree that her dignity is worth less than his advancement?"
"I think she'd slap his face off and walk out."
"I don't know that she can. She has no money, even for cab fare home, unless he gives it to her."
"And Rachel planned it this way? To put each of us into the extreme situation of what we think we wanted?"
"She did. She thought if you actually got everything you wanted and then some, that you'd realize that you were maybe asking for too much. So, the question is, do you? Do you feel like it's too much, or are you drawn to me knowing that this is who I am? A woman that climaxes harder because she is being watched? A woman that doesn't mind seeing her man fucking another woman, or doesn't mind fucking another man? A woman that is as comfortable being naked in public as dressed in the bedroom? That's what you get with me. All of this, and maybe more. I've never had a man of my own that is willing to do any of what we have done. If it's too much, I could do less. But if you want to see the true me, well, most of what you have has been. Except for Thomas and Jenny. I did that with him so you could spend the night with Jenny."
"So, your dignity is worth less than getting the job done?"
"No. I very much enjoyed having him, fucking him, feeling him pound into me over and over. I also enjoyed knowing that you not only had Jenny; but, also that other woman. You see, until today, I didn't really think that you and I had any chance. I felt that once you found out I'd been pretending that you would be angry with me and not want me anymore. But now, if your wife still wants to be away from you, then maybe you would like to be with me?"
"Liang. You know I still love my wife. I'm not sure I'm really ready for another relationship."
"You would be a stupid man to jump from one to another. No, I just want to be able to spend time with you so that when you are ready, I'm still there, by your side."
"Why me? I'm nothing special."
"Silly man, you are so very, very, special. To me at least. Ohhhh. We have company."
"Huh?" I asked turning around to look. The couple that had fucked in the woods near our site while watching us, had just come down the hill and were wading into the water. I guessed they were maybe mid-forties or so. The guy was tattooed in quite a few places and looked strong and muscular. I wouldn't want to cross paths with him in a dark alley! His wife wasn't thin, but not fat either. I'd call her thick. Maybe a size 12 or so, with some really big tits that were literally falling out of the tiny little bikini top. I could see part of a tattoo sticking out of the also too small black string bikini bottom. I briefly wondered what the tattoo was. She wasn't bad looking, her long hair tied back, in a long braid, down her back. She seemed determined to wade into the water toward us.
"Hello!" She called from a few dozen feet away. "Mind if we join you?"
"Not at all!" Liang answered cheerfully, as the woman continued to wade toward us, the water now up to her chest, starting to float her big tits. They had to be at least a F cup or larger. Considerably larger than my wife's double D's and lots bigger than Liang's C's.
"I'm Issabella, but my friends call me Izzy, and this is my husband Max. I wanted to apologize. I didn't mean to be spying on you earlier."
"Oh, it was okay." Liang said with a little grin. "I didn't mind at all."
The woman's eyebrows went up and then she grinned. "I understand completely! I sorta get off on that a bit myself. You aren't topless there, are you?"
"Not exactly." Liang said, the little grin never leaving her face.
"Naked? I didn't think you could do that here?"
"You're, um, not supposed to." I said quickly, afraid of where this was headed.
"But Barry told me that this little cove is pretty quiet, and if we're careful, we can get away with it."
"In that case." Izzy said, reaching behind her neck. She undid the top of her bikini and pulled it off and then did the same under the water with her bottom. "Wonder where I can put this so I don't lose it completely."
"On the back of his boat." Liang said, twisting to point toward my pontoon boat, Liang's chest lifting out of the water and exposing one of her tits to the couple.
Izzy nodded and waited for her husband to take his suit off, still standing deep enough that he wasn't showing anything. Izzy took their suits and waded over to the back of the boat, the water shallow enough that her, now completely naked, chest was visible to me as she turned to wade back. "This is nice. I wasn't expecting to be able to do this."
"It is nice. Oh, I'm Liang, and this is my temporary husband, Barry."
"Temporary husband?" Max asked, looking curiously at me.
"My wife and I are separated and the counselor fixed us both up with our ideal spouses, just to get a taste of what we think life would be like with a spouse that meets what she calls, our perfect desires. So, Liang here is my temporary wife for a week."
"And your wife is off with some other dude?"



"Pretty much."
"And you don't care that she's probably fucking his brains out?"
"To be honest, I don't love the idea, but the counselor was right. Once we officially separate, we don't have any say in who our ex sees, or what they do. So, this is just sorta...a get used to it thing."
"And you and, um, Liang are just doing it as much as you want?"
"I really don't think my wife gives a shit. If she did, she wouldn't be the one wanting our marriage over." I said with a frown. "So, why not? Barring some epiphany, on her part, which I don't really even expect, in two weeks we'll officially separate and begin the divorce paperwork. This is sorta the counselors last ditch effort."
"Kind of unusual. I've never heard of anything like this, but it really does sound like a good idea. I mean, how many couples separate and then wish later they'd made one more attempt to fix things?" Izzy said. She looked at Liang. "So, you really like being naked and having people watch you?"
"Yeah. I sorta got into it when my husband didn't want me to even go around naked in the house. He said no self-respecting woman would be caught dead, naked outside her bedroom. So I, of course, went naked everywhere I could, including in some really revealing outfits outside. I found I liked it. It turned me on to have men looking at me that way."
"See honey. I'm not weird because it turns me on." Izzy said to her husband. "We went to this bikers' meet and they had a wet t-shirt contest. Max said with my tits I'd be an easy winner. So, I said I'd try it. I was in the top ten on the first round and was getting really turned on, strutting around the stage with only a pair of tiny shorts and a sopping wet t-shirt showing off my tits. On the second round, one of the girls took her shirt off, so I figured, why not. God, did the guys love it! Soooo many cheers when I took it off. There must have been about a hundred guys watching us. I was in the top five and moved to the final round. They rolled out this shower thing for us to stand under. Well, I was so turned on watching the girls going before me, a couple stripping everything off, that I was playing with myself waiting my turn. When it was my turn, I couldn't resist. I stripped everything off and stood there playing with my cunt under the shower for every guy to see until I came, right there on stage!"
"I was kinda pissed when she did," Max said, "but the five-hundred-dollar prize made it not as bad; and I was, well we were, the center of attention for the rest of the weekend."
"He didn't much like me doing that on stage, but it felt so good that on the ride home I flashed as many guys as I could. I was so fucking turned on that I begged Max to stop at a rest area. I let him fuck me right there on the bike, right in front of a bunch of truckers. Goddamn, I came soooo fucking hard. We've been doing that kind of thing ever since."
"So, watching us and doing it in the woods, that was a turn on for you?" Liang asked.
"Yeah. Big time."
"Have you ever thought about doing it with other people?"
"Oh, I don't think Max would appreciate that."
"So, you never tried?" Liang prompted again.
I watched Izzy look at her husband and then back at me. "Not that the idea hasn't been tossed around once or twice, but taking that step, it'd have to be the right couple, ya know?"
Liang pushed off of me and had to swim a little shallower until she could stand again. "So, if coming in front of another guy is a turn on, what do you think having another guy make you come would do?"
"I don't think Max would appreciate it," Izzy said quietly. "Would you lover?"
"Not if I had to just stand there and watch. But you know I wouldn't have minded if your sister got involved that one time. Not to have sex, but just fool around, you know?"
I watched Liang slowly ease through the water toward Max, until she was right in front of him. I saw his eyes get super big all of sudden, guessing that Liang was grabbing him under water. "Well, maybe we just mess around a little. I mess around with you, and Izzy messes around with Barry. Could be kinda fun. No one can really see anything, so all we can do is feel each other up. What do you say? Let her experiment a little?"
"You really want your temporary husband to do this?" he asked her.
"It's kinda my job," she said, "but nothing says I can't enjoy my job, right?"
He looked over at me and then his wife. "No sex, right? Just a little fooling around? Just to see?"
Izzy looked both apprehensive and eager at the same time as in answer, she waded closer to me. "No sex, just touching." She said quietly. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her tits before reaching with one hand under the water for my dick. "It feels as big in my hand as it looked when you were fucking her." She whispered, as she started to stroke me. "You make me come; I make you come?"
"Sure, why not." I agreed. "But can we go a little shallower so I can see your boobs?"
"I can do one better than that." She took my hand and started to pull me toward shallower water. Using the boat on one side to block anyone from seeing us, we only had to worry about the few campsites between us and the point, none of which could see us, without walking down through the woods. She turned to me when the water was knee deep and stood looking at my dick. "You like how they look now," she asked?
"Damn. They're incredible." I answered, reaching for her breasts and stroking my fingers over the huge mounds. I let my fingers stroke back and forth, bumping over her huge puckered areola and rock-hard nipples. She grasped my cock and began to slowly stroke it. "You like that?" I asked in a whisper.
"I'd like it more if you used one hand down lower."
"I can do that." I answered, stepping around her side a bit. She was facing deeper water as I bent at the waist, lowering my face to one of her hard nipples. I closed my lips around it as my right hand slipped down her stomach to her mound. I could see the tattoo of a butterfly on her mound, and stroked my fingers over her smooth shaved skin, before letting my fingers dip down between her legs.
"Ohhhh. Yes, sooooo good." She moaned softly, as I sucked and teased her nipple, my finger finding its way between her abundant inner labia, to find her hard, distended clit. I let my finger rub over and around it, making her moans grow louder. "Oh God I wanna be fucked so bad," she groaned, jerking my dick, more to try and pull me toward her than anything else. I wasn't going to do what I did with the girls. No fucking way. Her husband looked like he could break me like a twig!
I let go of her nipple and switched my position. I knelt down in the water in front of her and let her pull my face to her tit again. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and then pushed one finger slowly into her. She moaned loudly as I slipped it back out, adding a second finger. Her pussy was sopping wet, and her hips pushed eagerly toward me as I started sliding my fingers in and out, my palm facing me so I could curl my fingers up into her more easily. She spread her legs apart, spacing her feet on the bottom and hanging onto the boat railing for balance. I pressed my thumb to her clit and rubbed it as my fingers slid in and out.
"Oh God. Ohhhhh God yes. Ohhhh fuck, fuck, shit honey. Shit shit shit! He's gonna make me come. Oh God honey he's gonna make me cooooooooome!" she ended in a squeal, as her whole body convulsed. I felt her pussy clench and spasm around my fingers as she climaxed, her hands pulling my face to her tit so hard that I could barely breath. I wiggled my fingers, holding them as deep inside her as I could, my thumb moving on her clit as I did. "OHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" She screamed at the unexpected sensations. Her whole body shook and trembled and I could feel her juices running down my wrist and arm to drip into the lake. Her whole body convulsed as I wiggled my fingers more, trying to push her climax a little higher. "FUUUUUUUUCK!" She squealed as her body tensed and I felt her pussy gushing juices that splattered off my hand. She stood there, trembling and shaking, for at least a full minute, before her body started to still and I pulled my fingers from her. She released my head and backed up, panting for breath and stood up. "Fuck!" She gasped, still struggling for air. "Fuck fuck fuck fuck FUCK!" she said in a singsong voice. "Jesus sweetie! You did me fucking good. God, I want your cock in me now. I want you to bend me over and fuck me silly."
"Not going to happen," I said quietly.
"Well, what do you want me to do to get you off then? I don't much see I can match that."
"How about jacking me off on your tits?"
"I can do one step better than that." She said as she knelt down in front of me. She grasped my hardon and then closed her lips around it. I know we said no sex, but I wasn't sure if this was over the line. I looked over at Liang and Max with concern but instead found her sitting on his shoulders with his face between her legs, licking her pussy as he held her up. His dick was already hanging soft in front of him little streamers of his cum still dripping into the water a few inches below it. I wasn't sure if Liang had sucked him off or not, but she seemed to be enjoying the licking he was giving her sweet pussy. I turned back to look at Izzy, sucking eagerly on my cock, her hand stroking my fat length, in time with her lips. On and off her mouth slid, slowly pushing me up the slope. I reached down and cupped both tits, lifting them and squeezing them as she worked her mouth on and off my shaft. "You ready baby?" She whispered, looking up at me. "You ready to come hard all over my sexy tits?"
"Uh huh," I panted, still trying to catch my breath from making her climax. I watched her put her mouth on my dick again, stroking it as fast as she could, driving my head all the way into her throat, almost gagging her. She pulled her mouth from my saliva coated dick, and stroked me furiously with her hand. She looked up and grinned at me as she aimed my dick at her tits. I wanted to tell her that I wasn't ready yet, that she was going to have to work a little bit more as she moved her other hand to my balls. She sipped her fingers between my legs, and then did something completely unexpected. "OH FUCK!" I gasped as I felt her finger penetrate my ass, sticking what felt like a log into me, when it was actually only a single finger. I was taken completely by surprise, as my climax was thrust on me forcefully, by the sudden and new sensation. I felt my cum race the length of my shaft and surge out in strong gushes, lancing streamer after streamer of white cum out onto her tits.
"That's it, baby. Give it all to me. I've always wanted to see another guy's cum on my tits. Oh God honey, this is soooo fucking hot. God I wanna be fucked so bad." She said to her husband as she rubbed my drooling cock around her tits, her finger no longer stuck in me. She used that hand to lift her cum covered tit up to rub my leaking head around her still hard nipple.
I looked over at Max and Liang again, her legs hung over his shoulders and her hands holding onto his long hair like a handle. His hands were on her ass cheeks, lifting her petite body easily, her pussy pulled to his face as he eagerly licked and teased her pussy. She was being uncharacteristically quiet, biting her lower lip and trying not to cry out as her body trembled and shuddered. As I watched I saw her body spasm and moments later her juices running down his chin to dribble in a stream to the lake. Three times she spasmed and jerked, her body momentarily going rigid, as she squirted into his mouth before returning to shaking and trembling. I wondered, both how long she had been climaxing, and how long she might continue, Max clearly in no hurry to be done licking her.
Izzy let go of my dick and stood up, my cum still all over her tits. She stepped in front of me and pressed her back against my chest. She reached for my hands and pulled them up to her tits, coaxing me to spread my cum on her like lotion. I rubbed and teased her tits and nipples while we watched her husband continue to lick and tease Liang's surprisingly, still climaxing body. I felt Izzy spread her legs and reach between them, grabbing my partly hard dick and pressing it to her pussy lips. I was nowhere near hard enough to stick into her, but that wasn't stopping her from pushing my head between her lips and trying to force my dick head into her vaginal opening.
Liang finally patted his head vigorously and begged him to stop. He pulled his face from her pussy and shifted his hands up her body one at a time until he had her grasped by her hips. He lifted her off his shoulders, letting her spread her legs wide. He could only lower her so far before her legs were hooked over his arms and he was forced to twist her in a very uncoordinated, but effective move, to leave her laying in his arms. He lowered her gently to the water and then to standing knee deep in it.
"Thank you!" she panted unsteadily, still holding his arm for balance. "I think I got the better end of that deal."
"You did fine." He answered her before looking over at his wife. "How about you?"
"Oh, yeah. It was just perfect." She said with a grin. "But now I need to be fucked! So, if you're done with her, you can fuck me! If not, I'm going to keep doing what I can to get Barry into me."
He turned and walked toward us. "In that case, why don't you get on your knees and get this hard." He said, grabbing his dick.
"With pleasure." She answered, stepping away from me and kneeling in front of him. As she was kneeling, I stepped around them both and waded to Liang, who was squatting down in the water. I helped her up and we both waded deeper. I stopped her and sat down in almost neck deep water and encouraged her to sit on my lap. She settled on me, not across my lap as I expected, but facing me, her knees spread on either side of my body. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled our faces together for a long, wet kiss.
"Did you enjoy that?" I asked, as we broke the kiss.
"It was very different, I don't think you could do that, but God it felt good. How about you?"
"Hell of a pair of tits," I answered.
"Oh? You say that almost like it wasn't as much fun as you expected."
"It'd been more fun watching em swinging, while I fucked her." I chuckled. "But I wasn't about to do what I did to the girls, with Max standing right there."
"No?"
"Uh-uh. If he didn't break me in half, he'd have probably fucked you back, and I don't know if you could have handled that."
"I dunno. He's not that much bigger than you, if at all. He's just a bit more vigorous."
"Well, as long as you had fun. Since this was your idea."
"Yeah, but you know you wanted it."
"Didn't say that. Just said it was your idea."
"I'm getting hungry."
"Then let's go make some dinner." I suggested, coaxing her to stand up. We waded past Izzy and Max, Max plowing into his wife with abandon. Her tits were swinging wildly and I couldn't help but stop right in front of her, watching her tits slapping against each other as they swung in circles. My cock started to harden as I watched and I could see her eyes on it, almost as if she were asking me to put it in her mouth. I wasn't sure I was quite ready for that. I broke my stare from her and walked past with Liang taking my hand. She squeezed my hand reassuringly as we stepped to the front of the boat and collected our towels. With those wrapped around us, she took my hand again and we walked up the hill to our site.
"Thank you!" she said, hugging my arm to her chest.
"For what?"
"For a moment, I thought you were going to just let her suck you again."
"You didn't want me to?"
"Actually, I didn't." She answered. "And no, I don't know why, but I didn't."
---o---
It had been a long day. We made dinner and ate, and then I took her out fishing. This time it was more fishing than playing, Liang seeming to be eager to learn how to fish, as much as doing it with me. By the time we got back, it was getting dark. She offered to start a fire while I cleaned the catch. Before I headed down to the water, she pulled my shorts down coaxing me to go do what I had to do naked. I hadn't ever cleaned fish naked, and I quickly learned that a liberal spray of deep woods off was required to keep my pecker and such from getting chewed up. Cleaning the fish under these conditions, working only by a strap on headlight, took longer than I really planned. But I got it done, got everything cleaned up and the boat secured for the night just as the first flashes of lightning made their appearance in the distance.
I hadn't been paying much attention to the weather, but summer thunderstorms weren't particularly rare. So, I zipped the sides onto the pop-up canopy, to protect the kitchen and gear from the rain, then got ready to go to the showers. We, of course, went in nothing but towels, and since we only had one bottle of shampoo and one bottle of body wash, it only made sense to shower together. I'd actually expected this. No, not true. I was anticipating this! I wanted to shower with her this way. She promised to not steal my towel and run off like Jenny had done and allow me to sneak into the showers with her quietly.
I should have known better. As playful and as sexual as she was, I should have expected her to do what she did. The night was dark, the clouds sealing out the stars and moon. She stopped me less than thirty yards from the doors to the shower house and turned me to face her. She leaned herself against me, pressing her lips to mine in a soft kiss as her hands spread the gap in my towel to expose my partly hard dick. It didn't take her soft sensual kisses and her soft hands stroking my dick before she had me standing like a flag pole out the front of my towel. I wasn't overly worried, we were just outside the pool of light cast by the small lights over the shower entry doors, but the light-colored towels we had on were probably more visible than we were.
"Come catch me." She whispered, just before she pulled my towel off and turned to run toward the women's showers. With a bottle in each hand, one of soap and the other of shampoo, I didn't have a hand free to grab for what she stole, leaving me two choices, follow her or walk all the way back to the campsite naked. I chose the first.
I took off after her, my hardon waving side to side as I ran. She was at least a good ten yards ahead of me when she ducked into the propped open door of the ladies' shower. I could hear her giggling as she turned the corner just inside the door. I charged at the door, hoping to catch her quickly. I turned the corner, taking me out of view of anyone outside seeing me, but that's where my luck ended.
She was maybe forty, almost my height, a little on the heavy site with a modest sized pair of very soft boobs. How did I know they were soft? Because I ran straight into her, my chest pressing to hers as I knocked her down and landed on top of her. She had been carrying a small bag with shower stuff in it, had a towel wrapped around her wet hair and a thigh length nightshirt on. I lay on her, both of us stunned, my rock-hard dick between her legs, the night shirt pushed up by my body almost to her waist. I dropped the bottles and pressed both hands against the floor to push myself up, almost in a reflexive action. I didn't think about it, not for at least two seconds. Not until my efforts to get my knees under me shifted my weight. Not until I felt the head of my raging hard on, press firmly against her bare pussy, the woman clearly not wearing anything under the nightshirt.
I froze in that position, my brain failing to tell me what to do. I stared down at her in as much shock as she was. Thankfully, she hadn't screamed and didn't look like she would, but I could see the look on her face change from surprise to irritation to anger. "What the fuck are you doing!? Get off of me!" She snapped, reaching for my waist and trying to lift me off of her. My brain was just recovering enough to realize the predicament I was in, and how much worse this could easily turn.



"I'm sorry," I finally mumbled, as she moved her legs apart further, allowing my knees, which had been resting on top of her legs suddenly drop to the concrete floor. It wasn't far, only a few inches, but it was enough to change the angle of my body against her, leaving me in a broken push-up position, my arms extended on either side of her chest and my knees on the floor. But in those few fractions of a second, the sudden shift in my body caused by her movement did the damage and I felt my hardon, that Liang had so expertly enticed to full hardness, push between her lips slightly, my mushroom head slipping at least an inch into her.
The look of anger on her face very suddenly changed to surprise. I saw her draw a quick gasp of air, before the surprise turned to anger again. "WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" She snapped angrily at me.
"OH shit. I'm sorry! My wife stole my towel and..." I said, letting the apology and excuse stop mid-stream, realizing that instead of pushing back, I could feel my hands sliding on the slick concrete floor. Instead of pushing me up and back, as I'd intended, my right hand slipped all the way to her head, dropping my chest back to hers and my face inches from hers and at the same time, pushing my dick another inch or more into her. I tried to shift my knees to get my weight off of her; but, like a typical Keystone Cops moment, my attempt did little but to force her legs to spread further, and allow another half inch or so of my hardon to push into her. The only thing I could do now was to reset my hands and lift myself off of her. I moved both hands, my full weight now laying on her body, trapping her soft tits between us. I moved my hands down and pushed up again, this time with more success. My dick slipped from her as I pushed myself onto my hands and knees. Without thinking I looked down at her exposed crotch, my engorged mushroom head glistening with her juices, as it still pointed at her curl covered pussy lips.
Her hands found my hips again and pushed with me, allowing me to get to my knees between her legs. "I'm really sorry! I didn't see you!" I apologized, as I knelt between her spread legs, holding my hands out to help her sit up. Her eyes were no longer looking at my face, but at my dick pointing up at an angle toward her face. She let go of my hips and propped herself on her elbows, her eyes never leaving my hardon.
"It's partly my fault too. I should have been watching where I was walking," she said, barely above a whisper.
I finally got my head back to working, and stood up, holding a hand out to help her up. She sat up, her face barely a foot from my raging hardon before she worked to get her legs under her, in the process, her face moving even closer to me. She paused with her face barely inches from my glistening head. I wondered for a moment if she was going to just open her mouth and suck me in, but she finally looked up at my face and let he help her stand again. "You don't belong in here." She finally said.
"Yeah, my wife kinda stole my towel," I answered, as if that explained everything.
She looked at me incredulously and then turned her head to look down the aisle of shower stalls, Liang standing near the end, with one towel wrapped around her and mine held in her hand, a sheepish look on her face. The lady looked back at me with a frown. "I suppose you're going to shower together too?" She asked, before continuing without waiting for an answer. "Try not to take too long." She turned around and bent over, her butt sticking out at me as she picked up the towel that had fallen off her head, and collect the items that had fallen out of her bag. She backed up toward me, pushing her butt against my hardon as she collected the last few items on the floor, carefully packing them in her bag as she stood, my hardon pressing the night shirt between her cheeks. She finally stood up, looked down the aisle at Liang and then back at me. I couldn't tell what she was thinking, but there didn't seem to be any more anger in her face.
She was just about to step past me when another shower curtain opened and a familiar face stepped out into the aisle. I'd seen this young lady before. In fact, I'd fucked her before. She stood with a towel around her body and one around her hair, staring at me with equal surprise. A little grin crept to her lips, as she realized who it was, that she was looking at. "Well, hello again," she said with a grin.
"Coleene? You know this man?"
"Oh, um, yeah." She said, the smile quickly disappearing as she looked at the woman that I'd so recently flattened. That's when it dawned on me that the woman I'd flattened and the young woman from the kayak looked remarkably similar.
The woman turned to look at what I was now assuming was her daughter. "Tell me this isn't the man you and your sister were whispering about!"
"MOM! You were eavesdropping!?" The young lady, whose name I now knew was Coleene, asked in surprise.
"No, but you and your sister weren't as quiet as you thought. Both Darell and I heard what you two said." The woman said, turning to look, at me again. "You should be ashamed of yourself, taking advantage of young women that way!"
"Huh? What are you talking about?" I asked, trying my best to look surprised.
"Taking sexual advantage of two young women, one of them married? What kind of pervert does that? After what you just did to me, I shouldn't be surprised!"
"MOTHER! It wasn't that way! He didn't take advantage of us at all. If anything, we took advantage of HIM!" She said, as she walked toward us. "Don't you dare start anything unless you want your own daughters to be in trouble. He didn't start anything WE did!"
"What? What are you saying?"
"Mother, if anything he could accuse me of sexual assault every bit as much as you think he should be. He didn't take advantage of us, we talked him into everything he did. I started it, I pulled his suit down and sucked his dick!"
"You did what!?"
"Good lord mother. Has it been so long since you had a good fucking that you forgot what a dick is good for? Jesus!" She swore quietly, stepping to her mother and pushing her past me. "I'm really sorry. She shouldn't have assumed the things she did," Colene said, as she pushed her mother to the door and through it.
"Holy shit." I said as I stood there, shaking my head. Liang walked toward me, her hand over her mouth.
She bent over to pick up the containers of soap and then took my hand and pulled me down the line of shower stalls, all of them quiet now after the rather loud verbal altercation. I let her draw me into the last stall and close the curtain behind me. She pulled off her towel and stepped to me, wrapping her arms around my waist. I wrapped my arms around her as well, knowing already what she wanted. I lowered my face to hers and we spent several quiet minutes kissing each other softly. Her kisses quickly had me hard again, my dick poking against her body. She broke the kiss and we moved to the shower where she turned the water on before pulling us together to kiss again.
Breaking the kiss, she stepped out from under the water to get the soap, and then she squirted it all over our bodies, putting on way more than was needed. We started to rub it on each other, our bodies soon slick with bubbly lather. She pulled us together again and we kissed while she worked my hardon between her legs. I squatted down a bit and let her guide my engorged head between her lips and then up into her. We stood there, my dick in her, getting teased, as she wiggled, rubbing our soapy bodies together. I wondered if it was to get me off, or just make sure my dick was damn hard when we walked out, presumably with my dick on display. I suspected that she was enjoying showing us both off, and that I'd be amply rewarded, once we got back to the tent. THIS was the kind of playfulness I'd always wanted from Amanda, but never seemed to get.
We let our hands roam all over each other, rubbing the soap around and then rinsing each other. We stayed coupled together, me humping my hips at her occasionally, and her wiggling against me, as I gently and caringly, washed her hair. She held her head tipped back under the spray as I carefully rinsed all the soap from her dark hair, feeling her hands squeeze and massage my butt in return. I lowered my face to hers again and kissed her in a very long, very soft, very loving kiss. Yes, this was exactly the way I'd always imagined things with Amanda could, or should be.
We dried each other, playfully drying everywhere and stroking each other in all the right places. By the time we were done we were both more than ready to get to it, but I could tell by her look that she was intentionally waiting, keeping me wanting her, but not giving herself to me...yet. We wrapped up and headed out of the showers. Thankfully it was completely uneventful. We walked hand in hand, the bottles of soap in my other hand, and both our towels in her hand by the time we'd left the pool of light. We didn't have a flashlight, and the occasional flash of lightning, while helpful to light our way, also didn't do our night vision any favors. None the less, we were able to make it back to our campsite.
She dropped the towels and zipped the tent door closed. Crawling onto the air bed, she lay down and spread her legs wide, inviting me on top of her. She helped guide me to her pussy in the darkness, my engorged head feeling her hot wet lips. I pushed gently into her, hearing her soft gentle moan. I worked myself in and out slowly, each push sliding in a little further as her pussy lips wet my shaft with her juices. Once I was fully into her, she pulled me down onto her, pressing our chests together and lifting her face to mine. In the dark we awkwardly bumped noses, and then found each other's lips. I felt her legs curl around mine and then she started to rock her hips, working me in and out of her vaginal depths with each rock. In and out I slid, slowly, tantalizingly. My hips started to work in unison with hers, both of us matching each other's slow, gentle strokes.
This was very much making love. Making love the way that Amanda and I had done so many times so many years ago. Nothing rushed, nothing hurried. Just each of us trying to make the other's orgasm build slowly. Time passed almost unnoticed as we focused on each other in the dark, only the lightning flashes in the distance punctuating the darkness we were enveloped in. I could feel my orgasm slowly approaching its pinnacle, and was sure hers was as well. Her vagina began to squeeze around me, and she remained silent, except for a soft moan of pleasure, as I pushed a little harder into her. She released my legs from hers, allowing me to stroke a little harder, pushing into her, forcing her climax to race to completion, along with mine. In and out I thrust, the only sounds, her soft moans, and the audible squish of my cock pushing into her wet depths. The peepers and crickets had gone quiet, with the approaching storm front, so the sounds of our gentle love making floated out of the tent to be disturbed only by the gentle rumble of the approaching thunder.
I grunted as my body spasmed, jamming myself hard into her. I felt my cum flow deep into her spasming, trembling pussy. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling my butt down with her heels, driving us together as tightly as she could, holding my spurting cock as fully into her as she could. We lay there, panting, our sweaty bodies rubbing against each other. She lay silently, not saying a word, pressing her cheek to mine as she hugged me, tighter than I recalled her doing before.
The distant thunder grew slowly closer and the flashes of lightning grew brighter, and my dick softened and finally slipped from her before a word was said between us. "I could so easily be in love with you." She whispered. "Rachel warned me, not to, not to get too attached. But it's so hard to do. So hard to not feel like we could be so much together. This, this kind of sex is something I've only dreamed of. When this is over, how do I give it up? How do I let you walk away? I wanted to do this, to be this way with you at least once. I have to distance myself from you, that way, emotionally. I have to force you to not fall in love with me. If I don't, I fear that I'll lose myself in you. But I don't want to. I want to hold you like this forever, to let you be mine and me be yours. When I suggested this, this swap, I had no idea that I could become so attached to a man in such a short time. It's only been a few days, but I already don't want to lose you. Tell me what to do. Tell me how not to fall in love with you. Tell me how to not let you fall in love with me, when I can feel you already touching me inside, and I don't mean sexually. I could see on your face while Max was making me climax, that you wished he wasn't. Even though you were busy with his wife, you had time to look, to make sure I was okay, that I wasn't being hurt. I could see the concern on your face every time you looked at me. No, don't talk."
She whispered, as I opened my mouth to say something. "Just listen please. Rachel warned me that this would be hard. I don't want your wife to come back and want you again. I don't want her to have a horrible time with him. I want her to say it was everything she wanted and expected and leave you, which would leave you to me. I'm afraid though, I'm afraid that because of the guy Rachel picked, that it won't be a good experience. I'm afraid that he'll put her in a position that she can't, or won't, handle. That was actually Rachel's plan. She thinks that your wife is being very selfish and rigid. That she needs to learn a hard lesson about dedication; not to her career, but to her spouse. She picked your wife's swap husband specifically, because he's an asshole that made impossible requests of his wife. She picked him, hoping that he would make requests that your wife would be unable or unwilling to agree to. Requests that she hoped your wife would spurn harshly, that she would leave the swap. Requests that would make her re-evaluate her relationship with you and how simple and easy your requests actually are. I know this because she told me. She told me to warn me, not to do what I'm doing right now, falling in love with you. Tell me how to stop falling in love with you!"
"I wish I knew. I wish I could do the same. I want my wife back. I want her to fail and wish to try and work things out. I don't expect it. I won't let myself become hopeful of something that I know won't happen. But yes, I'm falling in love with you. How do I not?"
"What do we do?"
"I wish I knew. We could call it off. Stop the whole thing and go home. I could send you back to Rachel and just leave things as they are until the end of the week. I really don't know what else to do."
"Do you want to stop this? End our time together?"
"Yes, and no."
"Explain please."
"Yes, because I know that at the end of the week it's going to hurt to have to send you away. No, because I know that Amanda isn't going to come back a changed person. She's going to still be the rigid, demanding woman she's turned into, and when she leaves, I'll be alone, and I know now that if I didn't want to be, I wouldn't have to be."
"Because you'd have me and a whole week of building a relationship to start with."
"Yes."
"Tell me what to do?"
"I can't. Only you can know what to do, for you. All I know is that I have had more fun, more sex, and yes, more intimacy, with you in these few days than the last few years combined. I don't want to stop that. I don't want it to end. But you have a job to do. You have to follow what Rachel told you to do. How you do that, I can't and don't want to control. But I'll be honest; If I were to define my perfect wife, you're much closer than anyone else I've ever met."
"Assuming that I'm now being honest with you, since I wasn't before."
"I have to assume that."
"What if I'm not. What if all this is made up?"
"I don't believe it."
"What if...what if I still want more outrageous things from you. Group sex...bondage...um...hell, I don't know."
"Is that what you want?"
"So much of what I've already done with you are things I only fantasized about. All of what I have done, my husband would have been mortified, if I'd have even suggested it. I've never shared a man I cared about with another woman. I've never teased my man into being naked in a ladies' shower, or walked nude across a campground or ridden, naked, in a boat, or had sex in a boat, in the middle of a lake, or...or...or a lot of things we've done. Some of this I didn't even know I would like. I set out to be your everything, and found out I like a lot of what I'm doing. What else am I going to like that I haven't ever tried?"
"Only way to find out is to try it, right?"
"I guess, but this is supposed to be about you, not me."
"Learning with you is about me. I'd never had a chance to do a lot of this with anyone. Some of it made me nervous at first, but I found I liked it and want more. Notice I didn't complain about swimming naked with you?"
"Or walking with me, naked out there?"
"Right. I'm getting used to a new way of thinking and acting. I'm enjoying it. I don't see Amanda ever doing these things."
"And if she won't, or doesn't want to, you won't want her back?"
"I wish I could say that. But my heart still loves her."
"Would there be room in there for me?"
"There already is. You're already in there, and there isn't any getting you out. That's what would make it so hard to send you away. I won't want to. I don't want to, now."
"I've made a perfect mess of this, haven't I? Maybe that's why this kind of thing isn't done?"
"Maybe. But it is what it is. We're here now."
She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me softly before pushing me off, rolling me off of her. She pulled on her sandals and unzipped the door and darted out. I lay there, wondering just what she was thinking and where she would go. I decided not to chase her, to give her space, It was a risk. I'd chosen to give my wife space, instead of facing our reality. This is where it got me, and now I was going to do it again.
I was almost asleep when the rain started. I got up and zipped the windows closed and wondered where Liang had gone to. I called out to her but didn't hear anything. I sat up, concerned about her, not sure what to think. She finally unzipped the tent door and slipped in, naked, wet and shivering. I wrapped her in a towel and dried her and then pulled her onto the bed with me, wrapping us together in a blanket to warm her trembling body. The only thing she said was that it was cold rain.



        Last Chance Ch. 05

        Barry runs into the girls mother.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/last-chance-ch-05-1

Title: Last Chance Ch. 05

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Barry runs into the girls mother.

Tags: camping, exhibitionism

Series: Last Chance


Authors Note: Thanks to ChiefHal for his proofreading assistance.
---o--- Tuesday ---
I woke in the morning to the rain still pelting the tent. I had Liang spooned against me, her breathing soft and regular. I held her and lay thinking about all that she had said the night before. How did I not fall in love with her, and her me? Did I even want her to not fall in love with me? I was still troubled with that question, when she stirred in my arms. She rolled over to face me and whispered good morning before kissing me softly.
"It's still raining." She whispered.
"Yeah. Not sure how long it's going to last, I didn't expect it to last through the night."
"I have to go."
I looked at her in confusion. "Go where?"
She shook her head and grinned. "Not away. I have to go to the ladies room."
"Oh."
"I can't just go behind a tree this time." She whispered.
"Ohhhh. Sure." I said uncovering us. I dug into my duffel bag and pulled out my rain suit. I helped her into it, thinking that it'd never seen a naked body in it before, not even mine. I had to roll the pants legs up so she could walk, and the coat was several sizes too large, but it'd keep her dry. I sent her off and then pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt against the morning chill and dashed the few feet to the canopy. The concrete pad it was set over was wet from water blowing under the side walls, but otherwise it was dry, though chilly. I started the camp stove to cook some breakfast, and to warm the enclosure at the same time. I started cooking, figuring she'd be back soon. I finished cooking and covered the pans to keep it warm, still figuring she'd be back soon. I was about to decide she wasn't coming back when the corner of the enclosure unzipped and she stepped in, followed by another person. I could tell by the legs sticking out of the blue plastic poncho that it was a woman, but other than that, I had no idea who Liang had brought home with her.
Liang pulled the hood of her rain suit back and smiled. "I have a surprise for you."
"You do?" I asked, as the woman next to her pulled the hood of her poncho back.
"Yep. You met her yesterday. Barry, this is Anna, Coleene's mother."
"Oh boy." I said under my breath, as I looked at the woman Liang had brought back. "I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to trip over you."
"Oh, she knows that." Liang said, before the woman could answer. "After chatting with her at the bathrooms a few minutes, well, she agreed to let the matter go, as long as you gave her something in return."
"Let me guess."
"And you don't need the first two as they say. She wants you to take her down to the boat, and show her what you showed Coleene."
"And why would I do that?"
"Well. First off, you need to finish what you started yesterday. No, don't deny it. She told me what happened when you fell on top of her. Dirty old man!" Liang said, with a giggle. "And second, because I told her if she walked down here in nothing but a poncho that you'd be happy to show her exactly what you did to her daughter. And I do mean EXACTLY!"
"After everything you said last night, you want me to do this?"
"Especially after everything we said last night. If nothing else, it reminded me; of just exactly what I am supposed to be doing, and what the consequences of falling for you would be. So yes, I want you to do this." Liang said earnestly. "Just take her to the boat and do what you did to Coleene. You'll have fun, she'll have fun and everything will be just the way that Rachel wanted it to be."
I shook my head as Liang moved closer to me. She pulled off my rainsuit top and set it on the picnic table in the middle of the shelter. She reached for me and pulled my t-shirt off and tossed it on the table before pushing my shorts down. She squatted down and encouraged me to pull my feet from them, leaving me in just my water shoes. She stood up and held the rain top out to me. "Here. Now you'll both be dressed alike."
I looked at Liang, wearing nothing but my rain pants, and then to Anna. "You really want me to do this?" I asked Anna. "I mean, yesterday you were angry that I assaulted your girls."
"To be honest, the girls straightened me out on that, and Liang makes a compelling argument. You did stick your dick in me yesterday. And it did feel good, the part that I got anyway, and it has been a very long time, since I've had a man between my legs. So, the least you can do is finish what you started."
"And I don't have to worry about an angry husband, or, well, unintended consequences?"
"You mean me getting pregnant or having an STD? No. My tubes are tied and I haven't had sex in over three years. I think we can count both of those covered."
I looked one more time at Liang, who stepped over to me and held my face. She kissed me softly and then whispered. "Don't forget to have fun."
"You really me to do this?"
"Would Amanda do this?"
"Never."
"Then yes." She answered. "I do!"
I doubted I would ever understand women. I let her push me to the still unzipped corner of the pop-up walls and slipped out, standing in the rain waiting for Anna to come out. We walked down the hill to the lake, and waded out to the boat. The Bimini cover was still up, as usual, so as long as the wind didn't blow much, we'd be mostly dry. Just the same, I left my rain top on, unzipped, but still on, and settled her on the seat. I lifted the front of the poncho as I knelt down and let it drape over my head and back, allowing me to see her naked body for the first time.
She wasn't a bad looking woman. A few years older than me for sure, but her body was still firm and trim. Her breasts, were a good C cup with hard nipples protruding from silver dollar sized puckered areola. I pushed her knees apart to look at her pussy, the ample inner labia that had spread around my head the day before, dark and soft and wavy. I lowered my face to her mound, and kissed the blonde curls there before slowly kissing down lower. I needed to not only turn her on, but also get my head into the game, so to speak. I'd never had sex with a woman on demand before. With my wife, if she made the request, by the time I got undressed, I was hard and more than ready to start playing.
"You're not really into this right now, are you?" She asked, as I kissed her lips softly. I pulled my head from between her legs and out from under the poncho to look at her. "I'm just not that enticing, I guess. I thought it was too much to hope for."
"I don't understand," I said, as I knelt between her legs.
"Me...I'm a fat, old woman. Not sexy like Liang. Not hot like my daughters. That's why I haven't had sex in so long. I just don't turn guys on."
"It's not that, I think you have a fine-looking body. This just sorta caught me off guard."
"So, what you're saying is, you're not in the mood?"
"Yeah, just wasn't thinking about sex, let alone with a strange woman."
"You didn't have any trouble getting it up for my girls."
"They didn't exactly give me the chance."
"I don't understand."
"I was just down here resting. Colene was dared by her sister to suck my dick. She did, which is what got things started. The rest just happened after that."
"So, if I suck your dick, maybe things will happen too?" She said, as she stood up. She peeled her poncho off so she was standing naked in front of me. "Come on. You sit here and let me start. Because I AM turned on already."
I shrugged and sat on the seat, letting her spread my knees apart to kneel between them. She reached out and grasped my only partly hard dick and then lowered her face to it. She gently licked the tip of my head with her tongue, and then holding it up, teased her tongue around and around my head. I watched her close her lips around it and work me in and out of her mouth, as best she could, with me not being nearly hard. I felt her suck and tease my dick and head, while her fingers teased around and under my balls. It didn't take long, before her ministrations began to cause old mister happy to start standing up for himself. Her mouth slid up and down eagerly as I grew harder in her mouth, her lips and one hand now stroking up and down my long shaft.
She pulled her mouth off my dick and smiled at me. "That better?"
"You did that quite well." I answered, coaxing her from the floor to stand up. I stood up with her and turned her around and gently eased her to sit on the bench where I had been. I lifted her legs and spread them, guiding her feet to my shoulders as I lowered my face toward her pussy. "Let me return the favor," I gently kissed her lips, surprised at how wet they were. I let my tongue flick across them gently, and then the second stroke, dip between them. Her juices were almost sweet tasting as I let my tongue slip deep enough to find her hard, little clit. She sucked in her breath at the sudden sensation, and then moaned softly, as I shifted my hands to spread her lips apart and softly stroke the hard nub. I let my tongue gently tease over and around her clit, listening to her moans and soft whispers of encouragement. I shifted again and reached up to her right breast, cupping it with my hand and gently massaging it, while I concentrated on softly running my tongue across her clit.
My intention wasn't to make her come, not yet anyway. I needed to tease her, drag it out longer, if I wanted to make her climax, as hard as her daughter had. I had no idea if she was a squirter or not, but I had a hunch I was going to find out. I worked over and around her clit while the boat bobbed gently on the waves making their way into the cove. I could tell the wind was picking up by the occasional spritz of water that blew in on us. She was sitting completely naked, and seemed oblivious to the chilly drops making their way to her body. I suspected that the storm was about to intensify, and I didn't want to leave this unfinished. I let go of her breast and slipped one finger into her pussy, curling it up to stroke the front of her vaginal walls, where that wonderful little bundle of nerves is. Her whole body jerked the first time I found it. I concentrated on it and her clit at the same time, working my finger in and out, her hips starting to rock in time with my strokes.
"Oh, fuck yes! Make me come. Ohhhh God, you're going to make me come." She moaned, as she gripped the edge of the seat pad and moved her hips in time with my stroking finger. The splattering rain started to blow in a little harder and I suspected we were about to be done, unfortunately, I wasn't ready to be done. Now that I had her within moments of climax, I wanted to finish with her.
"NOOOO!" She gasped, as I pulled my finger from her and my face from between her legs. I looked at her with a smile and lifted her feet from my shoulders. I held her legs up and wide apart as I lifted myself to my knees and walked them closer to her. My engorged head was easy to rub against her pussy, and I started to slide it along her wet lips, rubbing it over her clit. She reached between her legs and pressed my head and shaft against her, forcing me between her lips and against her clit harder. She rocked her hips in time with my strokes, both of us inching closer to completion. Her fingers pressed me against her as I pulled back a little further, my head slipping down to the entrance to her vagina. "OHHH FUCK!" She gasped loudly, as I drove fully into her with one stroke. "OH MY GOD YES!"
I worked my hips in and out, driving hard into her with each plunge. I could feel my own climax moments away, as I watched her soft tits bouncing and wiggling with each impact of our bodies. "This is what your daughter wanted," I grunted, as I pounded into her.
"OHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" She squealed, as her pussy clenched around me in the beginnings of her climax. I jammed myself hard into her with abandon, driving my head all the way to the end of her vagina. I felt her spasming pussy around my shaft, as her whole body began to tremble gently. I felt the warmth and urgency start to build, start to push me forward. Just a few more strokes, just a little harder. That was all it was going to take. Then it happened. My body bucked hard against her, driving my cock fully into her as I started to unload the first squirt of cum into her. "SHIT!" She gasped, feeling my cum pushing into her spasming pussy, her eyes now fully open, staring at me, watching my face, as I came inside her. I knelt there, letting my cum flow into her, as my body jerked and twitched for some time. I lowered her legs and pulled from her, as my dick started to soften, not because I really wanted to, but because mother nature was going to get feisty again.
I looked down at her spread pussy, watching our combined cum leak from her before a harder gust of wind blew a considerable amount of cold rain onto us. "Time to go." I said, letting go of her feet and looking for her poncho, which seemed to be nowhere to be seen. "Damn!" I swore, assuming it had blown away. "Come on. Let's get to shelter before you freeze." I said, noting the goose bumps popping up on her tits.
"Yeah. But my poncho?"
"There." I said, spotting it floating in the water some distance from the boat. There was no retrieving it at the moment. "Guess you're gonna have to run naked."
"Funny how that happened!" She said with a frown. "Like you planned it or something?"
"Not me, you took it off." I said defensively.
"Doesn't matter." She said, as I helped her up from the bench seat. I also helped her down out of the boat and then up the hill to the campsite. I unzipped the corner and we both slipped into the space. I expected to see Liang there, but in addition, I was surprised to see Izzy and Max sitting at the table drinking coffee with a still bare breasted Liang.
"OH!" Anna cried in surprise, trying to cover her breasts and pussy.
"Well, nice." Max said with a grin, looking at Anna. "I see you've been having fun too."
Anna looked down at where Max was looking and could see our cum, leaking down her legs, making her suddenly blush.
"Anna, this is Max and Izzy. They're our tent neighbors." Liang said before looking at me. "They were cooped up in that tiny little tent of theirs, so I thought I'd invite them over to hang out here."
"Having fun too?" I asked, looking at Liang questioningly.
"Well, I was a little horny after talking with Anna. I didn't think you'd mind if Max gave me a little help."
"A little help?" I asked, once again surprised at how protective I suddenly felt.
"Oh, only with his fingers. He did both of us at the same time. Well, he didn't use his fingers on her, but you know what I mean." She said with a shrug. "Maybe later you'll wanna try?"
"Uh, sure," I answered, realizing that it was an invitation to a threesome, "what about Max?"
"Well, maybe Anna wouldn't mind having a little fun with him." Liang said, getting a look of sheer terror from Anna. "Oh, don't worry. He's not really as tough as all those tattoos make him look. He's really quite gentle."
"I, um. If you have something I can wear, maybe I should go. I'm not sure I'm up for any of this." Anna said, backing up, until she was against the side of the pop-up. Max stood up, and Anna, looking even more terrified, darted out of the enclosure and into the rain.
"I was just going to offer her my t-shirt." He said as he stood, with his legs between the bench and the table top. I hadn't realized he was naked, and his mostly hard cock was jutting out in full view.
"Oh well." Liang said with a shrug. She got up, naked as well, and bustled around the kitchen area before setting a plate of cold breakfast on the table for me. "Sorry honey, I guess it all got cold."
"No problem, I can make more," I answered, not sure I really wanted to eat cold scrambled eggs.
"Let me help!" Izzy said getting up. She too was naked, which now wasn't a surprise, given her husband was.
I started the stove and showed Izzy where the food and dishes were. It wasn't long, before I had the cold bacon back in the pan warming up, while Izzy mixed some eggs. She used her hip to push me aside before whispering that if I wanted to, I could slip my dick between her legs and get it warmed up too. I looked over my shoulder at Max, who had apparently heard, and just shrugged.
"Go ahead. I'm going to just move over here so I can watch. You know how horny it makes me to watch someone fucking."
"Is that what I'm supposed to be doing?"
"You can if you want." Izzy suggested, rubbing her ass back and forth across my growing dick. I looked at Liang who grinned and made a waving motion with her hands, as if to say...go!
I took off my rain coat and hung it up and then stepped behind Izzy. I let my hand reach for her hips and then slide up her sides to cup and hold her huge breasts. "Mmmmmm. Now that is a nice way to start." She whispered, as I teased and played with her nipples with my thumbs. She rubbed her butt back and forth as she cooked, making my dick harden more while I played with her tits. I looked over my shoulder and saw Liang sitting down on Max's lap. I didn't have to guess too much to know where the hand she had down her front was. I thought about it for a moment and then shrugged. If she wanted to fuck him, that was her right. She wasn't exactly my wife, and if she wanted me to fuck another man's wife in front of him, well, why the hell not?
I squatted down just a little, to bring my now hard cock, between her legs and press my mushroom head up against her lips. She moaned softly, stopping her stirring of the eggs in the pan for a moment to allow me to work my head into her. "Oh yeah, there you go. Liang said you wanted to do this, to fuck me. I hope it's what you expect." She whispered, as she wiggled her hips a little, working my dick slowly up into her wet pussy. "You know, these eggs are about done. How about we do this a different way?"
"What'd you have in mind?"
She pushed me back and put the eggs and the reheated bacon back on the plate. Then she had me sit at the table, across from her husband and Liang, she set the plate down and then carefully climbed onto my lap, facing me, her back to her husband and her legs sticking over the outside of the bench seat, where we had just been standing cooking. She lifted herself and guided my mushroom head to her lips again and settled onto me with a soft moan. Once I was fully inside her, her butt cheeks on my lap, she picked up the plate and began to feed me.
Liang had clearly worked herself down on Max, from the look on his face, but was just sitting, watching us. I ate, as Izzy fed me, until the plate was empty. Then she lifted one of her breasts to my face and held it so her nipple was touching my lips. It only took a moment for me to replace her hand with mine, and then lift the other as well. With both her tits where I could suck on them, she shifted her arms so her elbows were on the table. She began to lift and lower herself on me, her feet on the cement pad and her elbows on the table. I sucked and licked and teased her hard nipples, drawing moans and gasps from her, as she worked herself up and down my shaft. "How did you know my nipples were so sensitive?" She whispered questioningly. "That feels sooooo good. You might just make me come like this."
"Is that a problem?" I asked, as I switched nipples.
"Not in my book. I love to climax. You can make me come as many times as you want. Until you do. That's when we have to stop. You get one in me, and we're done."
"So, I can fuck you as long as I want, just as long as I don't come?"
"That's the deal."
"Same deal for Liang?"
"Same deal for her. But you have the advantage."
"What's that?"
"Max has been dreaming all night about fucking her and I doubt he's going to go near as long as you."
"He has?"
"Uh huh." She answered, a bit breathlessly. "He had to do some work, but he convinced me to try this."



"What kind of work?"
"I'm sure you can guess." She said with a soft laugh. "But so far, I'm not disappointed that he did." She continued to ride up and down my shaft, working me deep into her, with each of her strokes. Her ass slapped lightly against my thighs, with each drop down. I decided to just enjoy what I had in front of me, and drew a nipple into my mouth. "Oh yes, sooooo nice. You can always tell a man that loves tits, by the way they suck on them."
"He doing a good job?" Max asked from behind her, sounding a little breathless.
"He's doing a very nice job honey. Ohhhh SOOO good of a job." I let go of one of her breasts and slipped that hand down between us. I pressed the back of my middle finger against her pussy, letting it slip between her wet lips, so that each time she came down on me, it slid across her clit. "OH SHIT!" She gasped, the first time she came down on me that way. "Oh, holy shit. Oh God. Gonna make me come. Ohhhhh shit shit shit shit!" She squealed, as she slammed down hard on me and started to tremble. "OHHHHHH GOD DAMN YES!"
"Sounds like Barry found a good trigger," Max said.
"He's particularly good at that." Liang answered, drawing my attention away from Izzy's breast, to see Liang slowly lifting and lowering herself on him, while she rested her elbows on the table.
"OHHHHH So good honey. He's got some skills. Maybe not as good as you, but still damn good!"
"Glad you're enjoying it."
"I am. And I'm going to enjoy more. You know how easy it is to get me to come again." She said as she lifted off of me. She awkwardly lifted herself to sit on the edge of the table. She lay back and lifted and spread her legs, her head hanging off the table next to Liang. "Time to fuck me good and hard. Put that cock in my cunt and show me what you have." She said in a demanding growl. I stood up, my rock-hard shaft pressing against her lips. I reached down and aimed it at her and slid it slowly into her, drawing a loud moan from her. She tilted her head back and looked at her husband. "Oh fuck. Never done this before honey. But it feels soooo fucking good and soooo fucking bad!"
I held her legs and started to pump in and out of her, shoving my cock deep into her with each stroke. Her whole body moved on the table, each time my body slammed into her ass. Her huge tits rolled on her chest as I pounded into her, her moans growing quickly, as another climax started to build for her. She turned her head and reached an arm around Liang, Izzy pulling Liang closer to her. She opened her mouth and engulfed one of Liang's tits.
"Oh fuck." Liang moaned, as her nipple was sucked, causing her to start moving faster on Max's dick. She held her chest as still as she could, while she bounced her ass up and down on Max. The look on her face was one of pure ecstasy, her body enjoying the mixed sensations of her pussy around his cock and his wife sucking her tit.
She suddenly released Liang's nipple from her mouth and looked at me, panting and moaning. "Gonna come again. That's it. Fuck my hot cunt. Make me come. Make me come hard!"
I was surprised at how quickly her climax started to build again, her pussy starting to already squeeze around me. In an effort to make her come as hard as I could, I pressed my thumb between her lips and rubbed her clit in time with my strokes.
"OH, FUCK YES!" She screamed at the sudden change in sensations. Her whole body jerked and I felt the stream of her juices spray out at me, wetting me as if she were peeing. Her whole body went rigid for nearly half a minute while her body squirted a stream of pussy juice at me, not once, not twice, not even three times. But four full force streams splattering on my stomach and pelvis as I continued to plunge myself into her over and over. Each time I shoved into her, the stream was diverted until it splashed off of me back onto her and also onto Liang. She suddenly reached down and pushed me back, forcing my cock out of her pussy. "Oh God. Gotta let me breath!" she gasped, her chest now heaving after apparently holding her breath for that whole half minute.
"Jesus Liang, can your man fuck or what!?"
"He does a good job."
"I hope the hell it works out that you get to keep him. Damn woman, I wouldn't let him go if I didn't have to."
"OHHHH SHIT!" Max gasped, as Liang continued to bounce her ass on him. "OH damn, gonna come baby. Gonna fill her cunt with my cum. You sure you wanna do this? You want me to stop, you better say so now."
"Do it. We agreed. One time. Do it and let her have it all!"
"AHHHH FUCK!" He gasped out, grabbing Liang's hips and shoving her down onto his cock one final time. I could see his whole-body jerking, as he pumped his load into her. "Oh God, is she a tight little cunt. Fuck yes." He panted as he sat there, occasionally jerking. "Okay Barry. Time to give her yours. Fill her up buddy. No one has ever done her but me, so make it a good one!"
I shrugged and shoved into her again. I plunged into her with abandon, watching her tits move wildly on her chest. Minutes passed as I plunged into her over and over again, but it just wasn't happening. My mind wasn't quite in the right place. I didn't know if it was from watching Liang getting loaded by Max, or if it was because of just having fucked Anna, but for whatever reason it just wasn't happening. I could see the disappointment on Izzy's face, as I tried to push myself over the edge, unsuccessfully.
I closed my eyes and cleared my mind, thinking of Liang laying in front of me. I imagined my dick sliding in and out of her as she lay on the checkout counter of the lingerie store, her nearly nude body adorned only by the red stockings. I imagined fucking her there, and then, to my surprise, it wasn't Liang that my mind put there. It also wasn't the sales woman. It was, of all people, Amanda. I drove hard into Izzy, plunging hard into her as I imagined I was driving into Amanda. I held her legs up and apart, the sales woman standing behind the counter, her dress in a heap on the floor as she watched me fuck my wife on her counter. Her fingers plunged in and out of her pussy as she watched my dick do the same to my wife.
"FUCK YES!" Izzy cried, as I pushed another orgasm to life within her. In and out I plunged, opening my eyes to watch her huge tits, but in my mind, it was my wife's tits I was watching. In and out I shoved myself, feeling my cock start to finally inch closer to climax. I listened to Izzy cry out in pleasure and imagined it was Amanda. I drove hard into her, my mind picturing her coming in front of the sales woman, her body ready for my load.
"God damn." I grunted, as my body jerked and I started pumping cum into her. I felt her shudder around me as we both came together, our mutual climax synchronized with each other. I stood between her legs, holding them up, looking down at her nude body and big tits and wished that it was Amanda. Though, if it was from desire to have sex with her that way, or desire to humiliate her, by having sex with her that way, I wasn't sure.
I panted as I stood there, looking down at Izzy and then at Liang, who had this little smile on her face. "That was Izzy, not Amanda." She said quietly.
"Huh?"
"Before you came in her. You called her Amanda."
"I did?" Oh. Sorry." I said apologetically to Izzy.
"No, no. I get it. You still hold a torch for her. I get it. It was still a fucking good fuck."
"Yeah. It was," I agreed.
"So now what?" I asked, looking down at her, my dick still plugging her hole, filled with my cum.
"Well, just between us, we all stink of sex. Seems someone came so hard she made a mess."
"You sure as hell did honey. Fuck I've never seen you squirt so hard." Max said. "If nothing else, it was interesting to see it from this side.'
"Not to mention you got to fuck a nice young pussy."
"I did. Fuck she's a tight little bitch. I wonder if Cynthia is as tight as that?"
"Really? Now you wanna fuck our neighbor?"
"Just wondering what she was like. I mean, she's so petite, sorta like Liang here."
"Next thing you're gonna ask me, is to set you up with her."
"I didn't say that."
"Good, because if you do, you can set me up with Tad, and I'll make you sit there and watch."
"Tad? What the fuck? Why Tad?"
She chuckled. "If you don't know, I don't think I want to say."
"No, now you gotta."
"Alright. Because one time he dropped his pants, and he has one big dong!"
"He did? When the hell did he do that?"
"Couple years ago. He just dropped his drawers and dared me to grab him. He was drunk as hell, so I just kinda blew it off; but, if you're gonna get frisky with the neighbor girl, I wanna find out what a dick that big feels like."
"I don't think I'd like that." Max said. "It was bad enough you flashing all those guys at the ride. Fuck, half of them wanted to fuck you right there."
"Well, just remember that next time you ask me to let you dip that stick in someone else's honey pot, baby. I told you; this was a one-time thing."
"So, what do we do now?"
"Play some cards?" I asked. "I keep cards in the cook box, just in case it gets rainy."
"Well, it's rainy. We're already naked, so no strip poker. What kind of game do you want to play?" Izzy asked.
"Dunno. Just thought we could pass the time with some cards. This rain looks like it's staying a while."
Staying a while was an understatement. It rained all day, and into the evening. We passed the time with Max and Izzy playing all kinds of card games and swapping stories. After considerable prompting I agreed to tell them about Amanda, and what I thought had gone wrong. Then Liang began to tell them about our little experiment, including a very in depth and detailed description of our shopping trip to the lingerie store. Listening to her recount the events, it became clear to me, that it was a defining moment for her, in our temporary relationship, and set the tone for everything that has transpired since. Max, of course, was also extremely interested in the location of this particular store, and made more than a few comments to his wife about going shopping there. I suspected that he planned on giving her the opportunity to do a little public flashing, while they shopped there.
It was still raining when it came time for dinner, so we invited them to stay and we pooled our food supplies for the meal, which they appreciated, since they would have been trying to cook dinner over an open fire in the rain. Not an easy task. The down side to motorcycle camping is there is a limit to how much equipment you can take, and to call it bare bones camping was an understatement. The tiny, two-man tent they had, was so small that only one person could dress at a time inside it, unlike my large Eureka dome tent that I could stand up in.
Mid evening, the rain finally quit, as the tail end of the front slipped through, and while wet and chilly, the evening sky was clearing. I was glad I'd made sure to get Liang long pants and a jacket, because both were needed as we shifted to the outside and started a fire. We spent the rest of the evening around the campfire, doing nothing in particular, besides talking. I found I was enjoying Liang's company more and more, as the evening passed, and started to think just how difficult it was going to be when the end of the week came.
Max and Izzy were ready to call it a night, and rather than use the much closer pit toilet, Liang and I walked, hand in hand, up to the main bathrooms, to use the flushies before bed. I never quite knew why it took women so much longer to go to the bathroom than guys, but it felt like I'd been standing outside the ladies' restroom for a good ten minutes, before she finally came back out. Then it was back to the campsite, and naked again for bed.
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It was a chilly morning, but Liang wanted me to take her out to teach her more fishing. I'd also promised to show her how to run the boat, so she was eager to go. We ate a quick breakfast and then headed to the boat. There was a heavy mist rising from the completely still lake. The water looked like glass, without hardly a ripple on it. In the quiet, cool morning, you could hear the occasional splash of Bass feeding along the shoreline. It was an idyllic setting. We pulled the legs of our pants up and waded out to the boat and climbed on. I almost hated to disturb the almost perfect morning by starting the boat. Unfortunately, we weren't the only ones intent on fishing. The first of the morning bass fishermen came streaming down the lake in his flashy red metal flake bass boat, slashing through the still water at a good sixty miles an hour or more.
I sighed at the disruption and started the engine on our boat. It took me a few moments to get the anchor lines pulled in and then I idled out of the cove to the main lake. I got Liang into the driver's seat, explained the controls and then helped her put some power to the engine and get the pontoons up on top of the water. She squealed like a little kid on an amusement park ride, as she steered the boat down the lake at a blazing twenty-five miles an hour. It took almost fifteen minutes, to reach the fishing hole I'd planned on working this morning. With the storm, I expected the fish to have pushed deep and with it now gone, I hoped they'd be coming back to the shallows to feed.
By ten in the morning, we had a good number of fish in the live well, and it was getting warm. No, that isn't quite true. It was getting hot in the sun. I'd already shed everything but the shorts portion of my zip-off leg fishing pants. Liang, having had fewer options was sitting in the fishing chair, completely nude, enjoying the sun, as I drove the boat slowly back and forth across the undulating bottom of the shallows. She seemed completely at ease with her exposure, even though a fair number of boats had raced by, as they ran further up or down the lake to other fishing spots. I wasn't overly worried about those boats. I was pretty sure that even if they did see her naked, they'd not realize she was, simply because it wasn't expected. They'd probably assume she was wearing a tan bikini or something similar, because how many women actually fish naked?
That changed when another boat headed our direction and then slowed, clearly intending to fish this area as well. In a very few minutes there would be no hiding the fact she was naked. The small gas 'kicker' that I used to slow troll was extremely quiet, quiet enough to hear the conversation of the man and woman in the other boat. Quiet enough to hear the exclamation of surprise the woman made, at seeing Liang sitting naked, and the low whistle the guy made.
"Dale! Shame on you!" the woman said, slapping her partner, presumably her husband, on the arm. "Don't stare!"
"Why not? If she's gonna be naked, why not look!"
"Because she isn't yours!" the woman snapped.
"So? I can look, right?"
"Oh really? What if I did that? Would you like some other guy ogling me?"
"I'm surprised at you hon. You're upset with me looking, but not upset that she's naked? Really?"
"If he wants his wife to be naked, that's his business. But just because she is, doesn't mean you're supposed to stare at her like you want to bed her."
I chuckled to myself quietly, as I started a long turn to make another pass, which would also take us closer to their boat if they didn't start trolling soon.
"You have to admit, she's good looking though, right?"
"So what? You don't have to stare." His wife said again, as the two stood in their boat hooking up baits, before starting their fishing.
"Yeah, but it's fun." He answered with a chuckle, which got him another hard slap on the shoulder. He settled down into his seat and put the boat in gear to start trolling. His path would quickly take him past us, fairly closely, which I am sure was the idea. He's a guy and he's gonna wanna look. I would in his position. What I didn't expect, was Liang. When the other boat was almost at its closest point, she stood up from her chair, tucked the rod into a rod holder and then stretched, twisting her body side to side, displaying everything to the other boat, including making her tits swing side to side, as she held her arms high above her head. She turned away from them and bent over, as if getting something from the deck, her butt pushing out at him. "Oh shit," I heard him say, as his wife stared at Liang with her mouth hanging open.
She turned to him again, seeing him staring at Liang's bent form, her pussy pushing between her thighs at him, and slapped him hard on the shoulder again. "Don't stare!"
"Why not? She's putting it out there. What does she think is going to happen?" he said defensively.
"Would you want him staring at me that way?"
"Well of course not. But you're not going to do that anyway!"
"No?"
"Hell no. You don't even wear a bikini for the Gods sake. It's not like you're gonna get naked out here. Not even if I wanted you to."
"You make that sound like I'm some kind of prude or something." She said back, as they motored away from us, their conversation slowly fading beyond being able to hear.
"Guess you made an impression." I said to Liang, as she settled back into her seat with her fishing rod.
"That was sorta the idea. I wonder how big of a hardon he has in his pants now?" She said, flashing me an impish grin.
"You really enjoy how that feels, don't you?"
"Only thing better is getting to see them get that hardon."
"I guess I don't understand that."
"What? That it turns me on to get other guys turned on?"
"Yeah. I guess."
"Does it bother you that he was looking at me?"
"Looking at you? Not really. Thinking what I was sure he was thinking? Yeah."
"And what was he thinking?"
"Fucking you."
"Isn't that the whole point of showing it off, to get them to want to fuck me?"
"Some guys may take it from thinking to doing, even if you don't want it."
She frowned for a moment. "Until this week, it never even occurred to me that I might not want it. I mean, if I got a guy is turned on and he wants me, why not, right?"
"Until this week?"
"Until we started this. I wasn't thinking so much about fucking him, but getting him turned on. If he had wanted to, I wouldn't have minded, except that it would bother you. It would, bother you, wouldn't it?"
"It shouldn't. I mean, you're not really my wife. If it were Amanda sitting back there like that, not that she ever would, but if it were, I'd not really want her flashing it all at him like you did."
"You didn't answer the question." She said, tucking her rod into the holder again and getting up. She stepped to where I was sitting, in the shade from the Bimini top, driving the boat, and wrapped her arms around my neck from behind. She leaned down and gently kissed my cheek and whispered to me. "You still haven't said. Would it bother you if I had sex with him?"
I sighed softly. "It shouldn't. But it sorta would."
"Did it bother you watching me riding on Max yesterday?"
"Surprisingly not. I guess that's because I was busy fucking his wife."
"So, just watching someone fuck me would be a problem, but sharing wives back and forth isn't?"
I shook my head and chuckled at myself. "Kind of silly, isn't it?"
"Not really. In a way, it's kinda sweet. It tells me something about you too, something that I think you don't even know about yourself."
"What's that?"
"You have a very developed sense of fair play. Keeping things even, so to speak. You feel guilty having sex with another woman in front of me, and feel bad with me having sex in front of you, but if we're both doing it at the same time, in front of each other, it doesn't bother you."
"As much. It still bothers me some, but not the same way."
"If Amanda had asked you to do what we did yesterday, with Max and Izzy, would you have said yes?"
"She'd have never asked for it."
"That wasn't the question. If she had, would you have said yes?"
I thought about it for a few moments and nodded. "Probably. Not sure how it would have felt after, but in the moment, yeah."
"Interesting." She whispered, before kissing me on the cheek again. She stood up behind me and looked around and then leaned down again. "Take off your shorts."
"Huh?"
"Take off your shorts. I want to do an experiment."
"An experiment? Of what kind?"
"Of you; just do it for me, please?" I shrugged, tucked my rod into the holder so I had my hands free and stood up. I pulled my shorts down and before I could sit back down, she had pulled my briefs down as well. She pulled both my shorts and briefs off, leaving me naked in the driver's seat. "When they come by, I'm going to have trouble with my fishing rod and ask you to come help me."
"You are?"
"I am. I want you to flash that woman. Don't try to hide anything. Just let her see what she wants to see. Okay?"
"You really want me to do that?"
"I want to see something." She said with a little pat on my shoulder. "Isn't it time to turn around and go the other way?"
"It would seem so." I answered, starting the boat into another long slow turn that would take us back the way we came. As the boat turned, I could see the other boat headed our way and I made sure to settle us on a course that would take us past them reasonably closely. True to her word, when they got fairly close to us, Liang called to me that she was having trouble with her reel. I moved from the driver's seat, letting the boat continue on its heading, and stepped back next to her. I did my best to look like I was concentrating on her reel, while at the same time trying to watch the woman in the other boat. Yeah, she was staring at me. What I had no way to expect was what Liang did next. She reached out to my partly hard dick, and in full view of the other boat, leaned her face to me and closed her lips around my dick.
I closed my eyes and tried not to moan or jump as she stroked my hardening dick with her mouth and hand, pulling off in time to let the woman see my saliva coated dick, now sticking out at Liang's face, fully hard. I saw her staring with her mouth hanging open, seeming to be unable to tear her eyes from the view, even though her husband was chastising her for staring, like she had done to him. As our boats slowly passed each other, I watched her head turn to keep eye contact with my hardon, which showed no sign of getting any softer, but actually started to bounce slightly as my heart pounded in my chest.
"You certainly seemed to enjoy that," Liang said, as she gripped my dick again. "I'd love to suck this some more, but I think you need to go steer the boat."
"Oh, shit yes." I gasped, realizing the boat had started to make a slow turn toward shore. I handed her rod back and darted to the steering wheel to straighten the boat's course out.
I got the boat back on track and then dropped into the seat. I looked back at Liang, who had the seat swiveled around to face me, and was gently teasing her pussy lips, her knees spread apart to show me what she was doing. "Did that make you hot? Make you want me? Or is it wanting that woman?"
"I didn't say I wanted her."
"I bet you do. I think you want to see her naked. I think you want to watch her undress for you."
I rolled my eyes, but in all honesty, she might be more right than I care to admit. I looked back at the boat and the two were having an animated conversation about something, but they were way beyond our ability to hear. I shook my head and focused back on fishing and where the boat was headed. Last thing I needed to do was get too shallow and hang up our baits.
"You know what we need?"
"What's that?"
"Fresh sunblock. Don't want to get the sensitive bits burned, do we?"
"I suppose not. But we'd have to stop fishing."
"Doesn't matter. They're not biting much right now anyway, are they?"
"Not really. Let me put in to shore someplace."
"Why? What's wrong with here?"
"You mean other than that boat going back and forth with us?"
"Yeah, them."
"So, what do you want me to do, just anchor out here?"
"Why not?"
I shrugged and shut down the engine, letting us drift along with our momentum. I reeled my rod in while Liang did the same. I dropped an anchor and the boat swung around to face the other direction as its slow drift was arrested. I stood up and looked at Liang as she stowed her rod in the rack. I looked back and the other boat was again headed in our direction, though it would take a little more time for them to get this far, now that we weren't moving. Liang opened the compartment that I had shown her the first day, and pulled out an orange tube of sunblock. She squirted a whole lot on my hand and then did the same to hers before dropping the tube on the seat. "Now, when they come by, make sure you're rubbing my tits and pussy really good. Maybe even make me come where they can see. Would that turn you on?"
"Maybe," I admitted. We started slathering the cream on each other's chests, my hands working over and around her big tits, cupping each orb and squeezing them. If she wanted me to make her climax in front of him, I was going to have to get her a lot more turned on than she was at the moment. I let one hand slide down to her pussy and began to rub between her legs.
"That's it baby. Slide your fingers in there. I love how that feels, so slick and smooth. God, you're getting me soooo turned on."
"You're not doing too bad yourself." I mumbled, as she stroked my shaft with one slickened hand and rubbed my balls with the other.
"They're almost here. Can you make me come?" she whispered, leaning toward me, pressing her slick tits against my chest. I let my hand slide around to her butt and began to rub and massage her cheeks while keeping my fingers busy between her legs.
I glanced over toward the other boat, and was surprised by the sight I saw. The woman was standing on the front platform of the bass boat, leaning against the raised seat, pulling off her shirt over her head. I watched as she stripped her shirt off and then quickly did the same with her bra, freeing a pair of, maybe B cup, boobs. She continued to undress, pushing her shorts down. She looked over at me as the boat slowed, the husband cutting power so the boat quickly lost headway. She stood in nothing but a pair of panties, watching me fondling Liang and her fondling me back. She looked back at her husband, and then at me several times, and when the boat was almost beside ours, she reached down and pushed her panties down. She bent over and stepped out of them and then straightened. I could tell she was trying not to cover herself, her hands moving toward her crotch and breasts, and then moving away again. She stood there, staring at the two of us as I continued to finger Liang closer and closer to climax.
Liang was hanging onto me tightly now, her hand gripping my dick, but no longer stroking it. Her other arm was around my shoulders, pulling her chest to mine as she panted. "Oh God, gonna come!" She whispered. "Ohhhh God yes! Make me come sweetie. Make me come for them."
"Alright." I whispered back, pushing my finger into her depths. I started to plunge it in and out, working it fast, as far as I could work it. She began to pant and shudder as my strokes pushed her even closer.
"OHHHH FUCK YES!" She cried, as her body jerked and shuddered in climax. She squeezed my dick almost painfully, as her climax took over her body, for several long seconds. I held her tightly until her body stilled and she pulled away from me, letting the guy in the back now see her completely nude body again. They were barely moving now, drifting slightly closer to us but still a good twenty or thirty yards away.
Liang looked over at the woman that was sitting on the fishing seat, nude, staring at us. Her nipples were rock hard and I could see her half dollar sized areola puckered and puffed out almost as far as her hard nipple was long. It made her tits look like a small mountin on top of a mountain, and I had to admit, it looked sexy as hell.
"Well, your turn honey!" the woman said, looking back toward her husband. "You bet and you lost. Lose em!"
"I don't believe you did that."
"Too bad. Never bet what you can't afford to lose. Now it's time to drop em!"
"I don't think so," he said.
"You backing out on a bet? Seriously?"
"Not gonna do it. You were nuts, to do what you did, I'm not joining you in crazy."
"You were the one that said I was too prudish to do it. Now who's the prude? I don't ever want to hear you call me prudish again! Now, drop em or I might do something even more outrageous!"
"I'm not gonna show my dick to some stranger!" he snapped back, leaning down to start the engine. I heard the big outboard crank and fire. When I looked back, the woman in the front was diving over the side, her dive aiming for our boat. She slid into the water with the grace of a professional diver, the splash surprisingly small, very much smaller than it would be if I had tried that.
I stared, as she surfaced nearly alongside our boat, coming up and shaking the water from her face as if she'd done it hundreds of times before. "Lower the ladder?" She asked, looking up at me.
Liang moved first, walking to the stern and lowering the boarding ladder. The woman climbed the ladder, water streaming off her completely naked body. I could see her mound and pussy now, both covered in small wet, blond ringlets. She had a considerable bit of inner labia pushing out from her full round lips, her body showing tan lines that indicated she never wore anything even remotely revealing out in the sun. She stood there, staring at me, intentionally not looking at her husband who was standing in the boat, starting at his wife with his mouth hanging open in disbelief. This apparently wasn't at all what he was expecting.
"NORA!" He finally shouted, shutting the engine down again. "What the hell are you doing? Get the hell back over here!"
"NO! You insulted me, told me I didn't have the balls to do it, well I did and then it turned out you were the one that didn't have the balls! Well, now I'm going to do something you'd never expect!" She called back. She turned to me and lifted her chin, as if drawing up the courage to do something. "Sir, would you be so kind as to apply some sunblock to my body? I'd really hate to get sun burned on any of these white areas."
I looked at her stunned, and then looked at her husband, who was clearly fuming. "NORA! What the fuck!? Get your ass back here!"
"I'm not ready yet. Someone who hasn't got the stones to carry through on a bet, wouldn't understand that though, would he?" She answered her husband.
"Ma'am. I don't want to start a fight here with your husband. I'm going to have to respectfully decline."
She looked at me like I had two heads. "You're what?"
"I don't think it would be a good idea. Your husband wouldn't approve and it's just not worth a divorce. Trust me."
She looked at me for several seconds and then stepped toward me. She pressed herself against me, her small perky breasts poking her nipples into my chest. She wrapped one arm around my shoulders and pulled our faces together. She gave me a soft kiss that lingered for several dozen seconds, her hand finding my hardon and grabbing it. She held my shaft and gently stroked it slightly with her hand, she blocked from her husband seeing by my body. "You sure you don't want to change your mind?" She whispered, as she broke the long kiss. "I was kinda thinking I might enjoy having you put sunblock on me like you did to your wife."



"I think maybe you should ask your husband to do that." I suggested quietly.
She huffed slightly and shook her head. "Here I was, trying to embarrass my husband, and it looks like I'm the one that's embarrassed." She said, moving an arm across her breasts and the other from where she held my hardon to now cover her crotch.
"How so?"
"Here I am, standing naked with a strange man being told he doesn't want to fondle my body. How is that not embarrassing?"
"I just don't want to start a fight between you."
"I think it's too late for that. What he said, he shouldn't have. But maybe he's right. Maybe I'm just an old woman that really doesn't look all that good anymore."
"I never said you weren't good looking."
She looked up at my face again after having looked down and away. "Is that real? Or are you just saying that to spare my feelings?"
I looked down at her face, her expression one of concern. I made a decision I hoped I wouldn't regret. I reached to her and gently moved her hands from where they were hiding her body, and also moved her slightly. I stepped past her, found the tube of sunblock, where Liang had dropped it and squeezed a large dollop onto my hand. I turned to her and reached my hand to her chest.
"NORA!" Her husband said loudly and angrily, as I began to rub the lotion onto both breasts, cupping and squeezing them as I did so. We ignored him, as I continued to spread the lotion on her body, working down her front, my hands stroking over her abdomen and then lower. I rubbed my palm over her mound and then she gave a soft gasp of surprise as I slipped my fingers between her legs. I stepped slightly to her side so I could continue rubbing her velvety soft pussy lips with my fingers and also run my free hand over her tight little butt.
I felt her hand grasp my dick and start to stroke it, as I rubbed her butt and pussy.
"Oh damn, I don't believe I'm doing this!" She whispered.
"What the fuck Nora?"
"Shut up Dale. Or maybe I'll ask him to do more than just put sunscreen on me!"
"You do and I'll..."
She twisted her head to look at him. "Do what? Accuse me of being old and unattractive? Right now, I don't feel very unattractive or old. Maybe I'll just suck his dick, or better yet, let him give me oral sex."
"You wouldn't!"
Nora pulled away from me, backed up to the bench seat and sat on the back off the seat where it curved around, so she was sitting with her legs pointing towards me. She leaned back and lifted her legs into the air and spread them. "You want to come do it or should I ask him to do that too? I'm pretty turned on right now, so there's a good chance I'll want to get screwed too!"
"You wouldn't!"
"Last chance!" Nora called to her husband...she waited a few moments; then asked me. "Would you?"
I had choices. I could do what she asked, intensifying the conflict with her husband, or refuse and humiliate her in front of him. I wasn't sure which choice was better, and since I was caught in the middle, I decided to choose the option that at least held some pleasure for me. I knelt down in front of her and leaned my face toward her pussy.
"Oh my! You're really going to do it?" She asked, as I stroked her pussy lips with my tongue. It seemed to me that she lost her nerve at the touch of my tongue and she clamped her legs closed around my head. "I don't think I can go through with this." She said, reaching down to push my head from between her legs, clamping them closed to prevent me from seeing her crotch any longer.
"See! Told you, you wouldn't! You're not some slut, so stop acting like one!"
Why is it that some men, myself included, don't know when to shut up? If he'd have kept his mouth shut, it would have been over, and she would have been embarrassed for what she'd done so far, but that was her choice. His big mouth pushed her to a whole new level of response. "You're right. I'm just not used to having my pussy being eaten out by any man, including you. Now, bring that dick here. I know exactly what to do with that!" I looked up her body in surprise with eyebrows raised questioningly. "Yes, I mean exactly that! If your wife doesn't mind, I'd very much like you to make me come with your dick!"
"NORA! You wouldn't dare!"
"Shut up Dale before I ask him to do it all in me!"
"You wouldn't!"
"You don't think so? Fuck me. Fuck me until I come for you and then fuck me until you do!" She said, looking down past her small perky boobs and again spread legs.
I stood to, between her legs, my hardon brushing her curl covered lips. "You sure about this? I mean, right now it's just an argument. If you do this, there's no going back."
"You sound like you know."
"All too well!"
"Come on Nora! Get back in the boat and get your clothes back on, before you make a bigger ass of yourself!"
Damn why couldn't he keep it shut? She scowled, reached for my dick and began to rub it up and down her slit. My mushroom head spread her lips and she smeared it with a combination of her juices and the sunblock I'd rubbed between her legs. "One more word Dale! Just one!"
"Shit! Stop pretending Nora! You know damn well you aren't going to do it, just like you chickened out when you threatened to go to that nude beach!"
"That's it!" She moved her feet and dug her heels into my butt, pulling me toward her. I started to lose my balance at the unexpected pull, and leaned over her to catch myself, my cock driving into her more than half my length, before I could catch myself. "Ohhh, fuck!" She gasped.
"Sorry!" I apologized, pushing myself up and sliding my dick back, pulling almost completely out of her, before she dug her heels into me and pulled me back in again. "You sure?"
"Too late to change my mind now. Do it...do it all the way!"
I adjusted my feet so I could stand, reached for her hips and then began to stroke in and out of her. She was older than me by at least ten years, but her pussy felt as firm and tight as Liang. The realization made me suddenly remember I wasn't alone. I continued stroking as I looked around for Liang, finding her laying on the top of the padded, stern live well and battery compartment covers, her legs stuck in the air and spread, so that Nora's husband could see her plunging her fingers in and out of herself.
"Oh God! Fuck me!" Nora moaned loudly. "Soo fucking good. Fuck me and make me cum for you. Ohhhhh God yes."
I heard the outboard on the other boat start and in a spray of water that doused all three of us, Nora's husband took off in the bass boat. I stopped stroking and watched him race away with a huge rooster tail of water spraying behind him.
"He's just being childish. Don't stop, please don't stop." Nora moaned.
I looked at Liang, who had gotten up, partly because she lost her audience and partly from being doused with lake water. She walked up to me, wrapped her arms around me from behind, and kissed my cheek. "Might as well finish. Looks like she's going to be staying a while, and she doesn't have a thing to wear!"
"Oh damn." I groaned. She was right. I now was stuck with a nude woman, that I only knew for like, five minutes. When I didn't start stroking again, Liang used her hands on my hips to get me started again. I held Nora's hips and began to stroke in and out of her again. She smiled and closed her eyes, letting the sensations start to work on her again. Liang moved onto the bench seat and then, swung her one leg over Nora's head, resting her foot on the padded back on the other side of Nora. She shifted her weight and moved her pussy over Nora's face.
"Since you're going to use my husband's dick up, the least you can do is to help me finish!"
"I've never..." Nora protested, as Liang lowered her pussy to her mouth, ending her protest.
"Just do to me what you think would feel good to you!" Liang said soothingly. "It'll be just fine. Barry will make you come, you'll make me come and I guarantee that between us, we'll make sure he comes. That's it. Softly like that. Ohhhh yes, right there! Touch me with your tongue like you touch yourself with your fingers. It's alright. I know you do. It's nothing to be ashamed of. Mmmmmm. There you go. That's nice. That's very nice!"
I could see Nora tilt her head back, working her tongue between Liang's spread lips, while I stroked my dick rhythmically in and out of her. The sight of Liang being licked by another woman was incredibly erotic, and I could feel its effect, on my already turned-on body. I hadn't had a chance to climax when I'd fingered Liang off, or since had Nora stripped for me, played with my dick, had me kiss her pussy, and now fuck her. It was a miracle that I wasn't already shooting my cum into her. But it wasn't going to be long before that happened, whether she was ready for it or not. I figured I better do something, and quickly.
I let go of her hips and reached one arm around her thigh. I spread her lips with two fingers to expose her clit and then used my other hand to add a new level of sensation. With my pointer finger I began to rub her clit in small circles, pressing next to, but not on it.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned, muffled into Liang's pussy. Her legs spread wider and she arched her back to push her pussy at me. I drove hard into her as I teased her clit, pushing both of us up the slope. Liang began to tremble in orgasm and that was all it took to push me over the edge. Unable to hold back any longer, my body spasmed and I felt a surge of cum flow out into her. I briefly worried that I'd blown it and come too soon, but the sudden clench of her vagina around my shaft allayed that fear. I pressed my finger directly on her clit as my body jerked and spasmed, my cum flowing into her, with each new spasm.
"Fuck fuck fuck," she gasped, as Liang lifted slightly off her face. "Ohhhhh God, I'm coming!" She squealed, as her practically rigid body shuddered slightly. Liang shifted off the bench seat back and lay down on the bench itself, panting and sweating. "Oh fuck." Nora gasped, as she worked to catch her breath. "What the fuck did I just do?"
I didn't think I needed to answer. "Oh God, did I just lick a woman to orgasm and let myself get fucked by a total stranger?"
"You sure as hell did!" Liang answered breathlessly. "And you enjoyed the hell out of it at the same time!"
"I guess I sorta did, didn't I?"
"From how hard it looked like you came? Yeah, I'm sure you did."
"What the hell do I do now?"
My softening dick slipped from her, and her hand went to her pussy. She touched my cum leaking from her, and lifted her hand to see it. "Oh God. You really did!"
"You asked me to."
"How is my husband going to forgive me for this?"
"How is your husband going to ask for forgiveness for abandoning you naked out here?" Liang asked her. "There's room on both sides that need forgiveness."
"You have a point." She agreed, as I helped her get up and move to sit on the bench. Now that she was over the sexual excitement, she was bashfully trying to cover herself. I found my t-shirt and handed it to her. She slipped it on and appeared more comfortable. "So, what now?"
"You think your husband will come back for you?" I asked.
"God, I hope so!"
"Were you here for the day or camping?"
"Just the day."
"We can take you to the landing and see if he's there."
"Good an idea as any."
"Come on Liang. I think we better get dressed for this."
"If I have to," she said, pushing herself up from the seat.
"Do you really enjoy being naked out here like that? Showing off that way?"
"I do, it really turns me on." Liang answered.
"And your husband doesn't mind?"
"It's a long story, but not too much he doesn't." Liang replied, as she pulled her shirt on.
"I don't understand that."
"You just stripped for a total stranger, why?"
"Because my husband made me angry."
"And jumping into the lake? Swimming to our boat? Because your husband made you angry?"
"Yes."
"And laying here asking my husband to fuck you in front of your husband? Because he made you angry?"
"I guess I did do that, didn't I?"
"You did, but your climax, your orgasm. That was not because your husband made you angry. That was because it felt so good. You were excited by what you were doing, and wanted to come."
"I guess so, yeah."
"So, what was it that made you excited?"
"I guess because it was...it was..."
"Naughty?" Liang finished for her. "I love the way it feels to be naughty. It makes me wet and want to come. I just do it more than you."
"I'm not sure I could do it again, especially not in front of more people."
"It grows on you. Let's get you back to the landing. Which one did you put in at?"
"By the dam."
I nodded and pulled up the anchor. It took a good fifteen minutes to get back down the lake. The landing they put in at, was close to the campground. We tied onto the dock and went to look for their truck, Nora walking around in just the t-shirt, the tail short enough that her butt cheeks and pussy were easily visible.
"It's not where we parked," Nora said with a frown. "He wouldn't leave me here alone? Would he?"
"He's your husband," Liang said. "But you did humiliate him."
"I did, quite fully. Much like he's done to me many times, over the years." She said quietly. "So, what do I do now?"
"I guess we take you back to our campsite. You can use my cell phone to call him."
"And if he doesn't want to come back and get me?"
"Guess we take you home with us." Liang said. "And the longer he waits to come get you, the more times you can enjoy Barry!"
"The more times she can what?" I asked in surprise.
"Well, we have to tell him something." Liang said looking at me. "Assuming you actually want him to come take her home, and not stay and enjoy you as many times as she wants."
"Oh lord." I groaned, as Liang stepped to me and hugged me. She gave me a small kiss and giggled.
"You are sooooo easy to tease and I love it when you blush like that!" I shook my head and let her turn me, to head us back to the boat. "Come on. We'll let her call and then see how we can pass the time."
---o---
She did call and reluctantly he agreed to come back for her, but not before Liang took over the phone and told him that if he wasn't back in an hour that he'd have to wait at least an extra hour so she could finish getting fucked again.
As it turned out, Liang coaxed her to have sex with me again while we waited, with her riding me, cowgirl style, until she came, taking me along with her. When he showed up, she was as naked as he left her, with me still leaking out between her legs. He continued to be an ass, so she gave me another huge, sensuous kiss before climbing into the truck without dressing, refusing to do so until they were home so he could "enjoy the view," just like Liang suggested.
"That was nice of you." Liang whispered, as we stood making lunch next to each other.
"What was?"
"Making her climax again. She wanted it but didn't know how to ask."
"Which is why you asked for her?" She just grinned in reply.
After lunch I taught her how to clean the fish and then we were left to relax, during the heat of the day. Max and Izzy had pulled out that morning while we were gone fishing, but neither of us worried about goodbyes. We'd exchanged contact information and surprisingly, we lived only a scant seventy miles apart.
As the day wore on, a few new campers showed up, several close enough that I wasn't comfortable laying in the lake nude any longer, with one campsite having two teenage looking girls with them. Running around naked with other adults was one thing, but getting in trouble for flashing my junk around kids wasn't on my radar, so until I knew how old the girls were, I wasn't about to let it hang out, no matter how insistent Liang was.
Liang and I enjoyed behaving like a normal couple, other than the fact the only swim suit she had was the slingshot, which she used to full advantage.
"Good afternoon!" I heard from behind us, as Liang and I sat in the lake, playfully splashing little handfuls of water at each other. I twisted around to see a nice-looking woman, nearly my age, or maybe a little older, standing on the shoreline. I recognized her as the woman three sites down, along with the two teen girls.
"Hello!" Liang answered cheerfully.
"Is this a good place to swim?" She asked politely. I guessed it was her way of asking if they could join us, since Liang had once again pulled the top of the slingshot aside to leave her tits exposed.
"Yes! Please make join us!" Liang said, slipping easily into the fake "silly Chinese girl' act, though I didn't know why.
The woman looked cautiously at us, and probably at Liang being half naked, before she set her stuff down. Her girls had no such reservations and were charging playfully past us toward deeper water, both wearing quite revealing bikinis. "I'm Martha, and those two hooligans are my girls Sandra and Emily."
"Hi. I'm Berry and this is my wife Liang." I answered politely.
"Is that allowed here?"
"What?" I asked innocently.
"Your wife."
"Oh! Well, not exactly, but I'm having a hard time getting her to stay covered up."
"I see. You haven't been married long then?" She asked, as she sat down in the shallow water.
"I am temporary wife, thank you very much! I be wife for only week."
"Temporary wife?" She asked, with a perplexed look on her face. "What is that?"
"His wife and he getting divorce. This trial marriage with perfect wife. He have me, wife have other man. Both perfect. Both what each complain other not. Try find out if it what they really want."
"And you're, like, actually his wife? And you do everything?"
"Ahhh. Yes. Wife. Have sex, be like wife he say she not!"
"And that's okay with you? Him just using you like that?" She said, with a disgusted glare at me. "How can you do that to her?"
"First, it wasn't my idea." I said defensively "It's the marriage counselor's idea. Second, she volunteered for this. And third...well, third is that after less than a week I'm probably every bit as attached to her, as I am with my real wife. So I'm hardly using her and it's going to be damn hard to say goodbye. In some ways I hope that my wife is enjoying her swap husband so I don't have to say goodbye."
Martha looked back and forth between us. "I was going to say that maybe if we'd have, my ex and I, had done something like this we'd have ended up differently. But now I'm not so sure this arrangement you have, is all that good is an idea."
"Is much good idea. Job I have to make him happy, and help find many women to fuck. Need fuck many women to see, how you say, try before buy? You wish try? He VERY good make climax. Many women try. Many women have very good sex. Maybe you try and have good climax too?"
"Wait! What? You don't just have sex with him, you arrange for him to have other women too?"
"Yes, is fun part of job. Many women want have sex, but no allowed, no know how to ask. Many afraid ask what they want. Here, no one to say no. Have much good sex. You want. I tell."
"What? No! I don't want to have sex with him!" She protested loudly.
"You voice say no thank you, but body say yes please. See nipples hard, face pink, arm across chest, other hand rest between legs. Yes, body say I want, even though voice say no. You want I go, you have fun in water. He good at climax. After, you walk away, no troubles. No one know but you. "
"NO! I don't want...I can't do that! Not with my girls here."
"Ahhh. See? You not say no after all. Maybe you do and girls not even see? Girls sisters of you? You too young be mother."
"No, they're my daughters. Eighteen and twenty. And No. Absolutely not. I'm not about to have sex in front of my daughters! I don't know how you can even suggest that."
"You very sure? He very good at lick pussy too. Make you come many times in one night."



She shook her head and got up. "No. That kind of thing just isn't done!" She said, as she waded away toward where her girls were swimming.
"What was that?" I asked after Martha had moved out of earshot.
"What?"
"I thought...I mean...after everything we've told each other you're still trying to fix me up with other women?"
"It's still my job."
"To fix me up with random women? How did you even think she was interested?"
Liang giggled. "So very sorry. You not remember I move swim suit play with hard dick?"
I looked down at myself and groaned. I had indeed refused to take my suit off, because I had allowed her to 'adjust' my suit, so my dick was stuck out one leg of the material, which it still was, completely showing off my manhood. "Damn!" I said, as I reached for the leg of my suit. She reached for my hand and stopped it.
"Leave alone please and thank you! Woman still want, maybe change mind. Come fuck you?"
"I rolled my eyes and shook my head. "At least you aren't asking me to take it off."
"No. Have much more fun idea. You come?" She asked, getting up and holding a hand out for me. I shook my head and let her pull me up and then out to deeper water. It wasn't all that much of a surprise that she worked us closer to the girls and their mom. Liang swam like a fish, while I swam clumsily, at best. She'd splash water at me and then duck under to come back up somewhere else. It wasn't long before we were almost bumping our game into the girls, which got them involved as well. Pretty soon it became splash Martha and me and try not to get splashed back. I saw Liang surface behind one of the girls, I wasn't sure if it was Emily or Sandra, they looked so similar. She whispered something to her, then the two dove under the clear water. The other sister cried out in surprise, and appeared to thrash in the water a few moments before both the one sister and Liang surfaced. Liang held up a bikini top and the girl held up what had to be her sister's suit bottom.
Well, you can imagine the screams and splashes that ensued, Liang switching sides to strip the other sister. Liang held both of their suits and tried to use me as a buffer to fend them off. They swam around me a number of times before one tried to go through me, practically swimming her nude body over me. In the process I had a pair of small, firm c cup breasts pushed in my face and my hands in even more sensitive places, which suddenly changed the game. Yep, you guessed. Steal Barry's suit. With three on one, it was a foregone conclusion how it would end. Once they had me successfully stripped, the only ones with a suit were Martha and Liang. Martha's daughters converged on their mother and with a surprising amount of effort managed to take off the conservative, one-piece suit without drowning her. Only Liang was left with anything on, and she took off for shore with the girls suits, the girls followed with mine and their mothers.
I was treated to a nice view of the two young ladies trying to run through the water after Liang, both naked. Up the hill they ran after Liang, leaving both Martha and myself naked.
"Well! Tell me that wasn't orchestrated by your wife "
"I'd love to be able to, but I'm pretty sure we were just set up."
"And this is what you wanted your wife to do? No wonder she's divorcing you!"
"That's not fair. What I complained was that my wife had turned into an ice queen and had forgotten all the fun, sexy play we used to do. I wanted her to be more playful again. Liang is sort of the embodiment of all those things I complained about, but hyped up many times more intense. Where I complained that I wanted my wife to give me little flashes, maybe in public places, Liang will completely strip nude, not just flash a boob or something."
"So, what are we supposed to do now? Have sex I suppose?"
"Actually, I think that's exactly what we're supposed to do. And by now I'm sure your daughters and Liang are watching and won't bring suits back until we do. Or at least fake it."
"She really expects me to have sex with you?"
"She's nothing, if not persistent. Unless you plan on going back to your campsite naked, we probably need to at least make a good fake of it."
"Fake it?"
"Yeah. You know. Make out and then pretend to screw."
"And that's your plan?"
"I've been here naked enough this week that I have no problem walking up there naked. I'm offering, so you don't have to."
"To help me? When it was your wife that did this?"
"If you don't want to..." I said, starting to swim towards shore.
"Wait!" She called to me. I stopped and touched bottom in the chest deep water. She swam up toward me and settled a few feet from me. "I suppose we could fake it, just to get my suit back."
"We don't have to. Last thing I need is to be accused of forcing myself on someone."
She looked around and then back at me. "It's not like it's an unpleasant idea. It's just..."
"I'm a stranger, and you have to set an example for your girls, I get it."
"We just make out and then fake it?"
"Unless you want to spend the rest of the afternoon naked."
"No. I don't think i do. So how do we start?"
"I'd think a little touching and kissing. But it'll have to look good."
"You mean the kisses? Pretty sure I can handle that." She said, as she stepped closer. She reached out and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together. "You should probably play with my tits too." She whispered, before pressing her lips to mine.
I slipped my hands between us and cupped both soft breasts as we began kissing. The kiss was awkward at best, at least at first, but as the kiss and my attention to her boobs progressed, we were both enticed into a much more sensuous and erotic kiss. "I never pretended to have sex in a lake before," she whispered breathlessly, after a good ten minutes kissing. "Do you think that's enough foreplay to make it a good show?"
"Should be. You have me hard as hell."
"Yeah. Pretty turned on myself. Maybe if you just put it between my legs? Might look more convincing."
"Yeah, probably so," I agreed, I moved my hands from her chest and gasped my hard dick. I slipped it between her legs and then grabbed her butt. We started to hump our hips at each other, sliding my dick between her thighs. I could feel my shaft grinding against her pussy with each stroke. I could also see the look on her face slowly change as her body began to react to the stroking of my hard shaft against her clit. In and out my cock moved, her breathing becoming more ragged, as her climax neared.
"Oh shit. I think I'm going to come. I mean for real. I think I'm going to come!"
"Then do it. Let it happen."
"Okay." She panted. "Ohhhhh my, Ohhhh my yes! Oh my! I'm. Cooooooming!" She squealed, as her body trembled in small shivers, I held her against me and she gripped us tightly together. "Ohhhh my yes," she whispered. "That was actually very nice."
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"Now what about you? We can't have you getting out of the water with a hardon, can we?"
"You could stroke me off." I suggested.
"Or you could just put it in. Just for a minute. You know. Just to get off."
"You sure that's what you want?"
"Ohhhh. No. Not at all sure, but sure enough that I don't want to miss the chance. My girls say I'm too afraid of consequences and keep passing up chances. Well, maybe this time I should take the chance. So how do we do this? Standing up I mean?"
"I'll lift you up and you can wrap your legs around me. I'll do most of the work." In answer she pushed up off the bottom, letting me lift her butt, her legs sticking out past me. I shifted my right hand to reach my hard dick. It only took a moment to find her entrance and settle myself into it. She groaned deeply, as I lowered her down, sinking myself into her depths. I slid easily into her and then felt her pubic bone press down against the base of my cock.
"Oh my." She gasped, as her clit pushed against me. "Ohhhhhh my goodness!"
I gripped her butt with both hands, and began to hump my hips up at her, sliding my shaft in and out several inches, each stroke jamming my body against her clit. She whispered over and over, "oh my," as she pulled us tighter with her arms, her cheek pressing to mine. In and out I stroked, driving myself toward climax, and her again, along with me. My arms started to tire, but I wasn't close to done yet. So much sex in so short a time, allowed me to go considerably longer, than when this all started. I stopped stroking, getting a moaned "NOOOO!"
"Don't worry." I panted. "Arms getting tired." I waded up most of the way out of the water and to the front of the boat. I pushed the front boarding gate open and set her butt on the now exposed section of deck. She eased her grip on me as I started stroking into her again. To my surprise, she released her grip on me and leaned back, grabbing hold of the top rail of the fence around the deck. She lifted her legs and spread them, allowing me to now thrust my full length into her. "Ohhhhh shit!" She gasped, as I drove myself deep into her with each stroke. She closed her eyes and leaned back even further, almost laying on the deck, as her upheld legs began to tremble. It first it was small trembles, which grew more intense, as her pussy began to squeeze around my thrusting dick. "Ohhhhh shit! I'm coming again! Oh shit shit shit!"
I smiled to myself and decided to see just how far I could push her. I reached for one of her tits with one hand and wrapped an arm around a thigh so I could reach her clit with my other fingers. "OHHHHH GOD!" She screamed in surprise, as I squeezed her nipple and began to stroke my finger rapidly back and forth across her clit. She stared at me with her eyes open like saucers, a combination of pleasure, lust and surprise on her face. "GOD, I'M COMING!" She cried, as her whole body shook and trembled.
There's nothing that makes sex better for me, than watching a woman climax for me, and one this hard was really good. My brain told my body it was time. With a grunt my body jerked and jammed into her, pumping a gush of cum deep into her.
"OH FUCK!" She cried in surprise, as I unloaded shot after shot into her. Her legs tried to shift to wrap around me again trapping my arm to my body in the process. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" She moaned over and over. "No, no, no, no. Oh God no." She moaned as she lay panting, my dick slowly softening inside her. She spread her legs again and pushed me back, pushing me out of her. Her hand moved to her pussy and wiped some of my leaking cum from her. "Ohhhh no. No, no, no."
"You okay?" I asked, between pants.
"I'm not on anything." She whispered, looking at me. "I mean birth control. Nothing."
"Oh damn. But you said, to..."
"I didn't mean for you to come in me, just get close and then pull out!"
"Way to go mom! " One of the girls said, as she came down the hill.
"You were watching?" She gasped. "Seriously?"
"What'd you expect? You were fucking right out in the open. Seriously hot! God, you came hard! Screaming climax? When was the last time you had one of those?"
"I can tell you exactly! Eighteen years and 11 months ago!"
The young lady slowed down. "Don't be so dramatic mom!" She said rolling her eyes.
"Who's being dramatic? The last time I had an orgasm like that was the day you were conceived." She answered her daughter with a scowl.
"Well. Then it's about time you had another orgasm like that!"
"So, you want a little sister, is that it?"
"Mother! Tell me you didn't stop!"
"I did. Several years ago. If I'm not dating, why bother?" She said, as she got up from where she lay. She slipped off the deck to stand in the water in front of me. "It's not your fault. I should have stopped you but it felt way too good. I'm sure it'll be fine." She looked at her daughter. "Now if I could please have my suit back?"
The older daughter, wearing her bikini again too, walked past her younger sister, holding the suit out to her mom. I stood and watched her pull it back on, a little disappointed that she was getting covered again. "I hope the owners of the boat don't mind us using it."
"They don't." I answered.
She looked at me. "Yours?" I nodded. "Huh. Well, maybe you can give us a ride later?"
"Be happy to."
"Well, I guess I better at least learn a little about you." She said, taking my hand. She pulled me, still suit less, out to deeper water. When we were waist deep, she turned to me and pressed her lips to mine for a long, soft kiss. "Now, better tell me a little about yourself. Like how old are you, what do you do for a living, that kind of thing. Who knows, you might be my next daughters father."
---o---
It was almost two hours later, before Liang allowed me to have my suit back again, only after having successfully dared Martha to have sex with me again before she'd give it back. It wasn't a screaming orgasm like the first pair, but I made damn sure to leave my load in the water rather than her this time, otherwise it was an enjoyable quickie. As we broke apart for dinner, I agreed to let them know when I was ready to go fishing, just for them to come along for a ride. I headed up to the campsite, changed into dry clothes, glad to be out of the water.
Liang and I worked side by side, cooking dinner, and surprisingly, spending a considerable amount of time touching and kissing each other. It seemed to me, that she wanted to make sure I hadn't forgotten just how she felt about me, even though she had just encouraged me to have sex with another woman, multiple times. She was, if nothing else, a strange dichotomy. But I wasn't complaining. I enjoyed both the sex and Liang's attentions. It seemed to me, the more she pushed me to have sex with other women, the less reserved I became about it, the last time, with Martha, I was anything but bashful, pulling her suit all the way down to her thighs and bending her over next to the boat. If anyone else had come down, we'd have been in full view, but at that moment, I don't think either of us cared. Pounding into her from behind, driving hard into her pussy until she came, and then using her squeezed thighs to finish off, was more than just pleasant. It was flat ass enjoyable. Even if things with Liang didn't work out, once Amanda told me how much she enjoyed her time with her swap husband, I had little doubt that she'd be out of the house like a shot, looking for a permanent version of him, leaving me to explore as many women as I wanted, looking for that just right fit.
With dinner done, Liang headed to the girls' campsite, a few sites down from ours, to let them know we were going out soon. It was a warm night and I didn't expect to need long sleeves, which was good, since Liang had chosen one of her mesh shirts that showed her tits, and a pair of the loose-fitting white shorts, that looked as if they would slide down her body if a light breeze blew. True, it didn't show as much as if she were walking around nude, but somehow it made things all the more tantalizing. Ten minutes later I was pulling the anchor in, with Sandra and Emily on board, their mother deciding to stay back and clean up after dinner. Liang took over the driver's seat, as I pulled the anchors up and stowed them, using what I'd shown her the previous day to start the engine and get us headed out of the cove.
"You just sit with the girls. I'll drive." Liang said, as I stood next to her, waiting to take over.
"Do you know where we're going?"
"I know where I'm taking you, does that count?"
"You don't want to fish?"
"I want to experiment." Liang said with a smile. "You don't mind that, do you?"
"I guess that depends on what that experiment is?"
Sandra, who had been sitting right next to me, answered in a rather unusual way. She pulled the long t-shirt she had on, up and off, leaving her totally nude. While I was staring at her very enticing young body, her sister, Emily joined her, the two of them now sitting on either side of me on the bench seat, every bit as naked as the day they came into the world. Liang just grinned at me, as the two girls shifted, to start undressing me, as we raced down the lake at twenty-five miles an hour. "Just go with it!" Liang called, over the wind. "It'll be fun!"
I simply didn't know what to answer, so I did what any guy facing a pair of naked cuties would do. I let them undress me. It only took a minute or two, and the three of us were naked, my clothes and theirs, stuck into one of the compartments, presumably so they didn't blow away, though it also had the effect of making it difficult for any of us to cover ourselves as we passed by a number of other boats. Liang joined us, stripping off her outfit as she drove, Sandra tucking her clothes away with ours. The four of us were now naked, but I still didn't know what kind of experiment she had in mind.
After a good fifteen minutes she slowed the boat down, letting it settle into the water out in the middle of a large open area of the lake. From where we were, we were out of the main channel by quite a distance, floating in a section of lake we had fished previously. The bottom here varied from a few feet to almost fifty feet with the flooded valleys and ridges. Liang shut down the motor and then stepped in front of me. "The experiment is quite simple. There are three of us. We wanted to know if it was possible, for a man to make all three of us climax with his dick, before he lost it himself."
"We wanted to make it four, but mom wouldn't. She said she had enough sex for one day. Besides, I think she was worried you might give her another full load, and she's still worried about that first one." Emily said. "Now, how should we do this? You have two hands, a mouth and a dick. You get to take turns, so who gets what first?"
I looked back and forth between the two girls and then back to Liang. "You really want me to have sex with all three of you at once?"
"You did two before. Why not three? I just want you to find out what your limits are. It's part of my job, right? No, don't even say it. I know what you're going to argue. As much as I want it to be me, it may not be. I have to give you as broad a range of women to sample, as I can. Then if you pick me, I'll know that it's because you want me, not because I'm NOT your wife. Simple, see?"
"I don't think I'll ever understand women." I muttered, as I shook my head. "What makes you think that I even want to have sex with the girls?"
"Um, your hardon." Sandra said with a giggle, reaching for my dick and giving it a squeeze. "Now, I've been waiting for this since earlier today."
"You have?"
"Ever since I watched you fucking mom. Damn that was hot looking. I wanted to just run down there and stuff my pussy in your face, while you fucked her."
I looked up at Liang. "You sure about this?"
She looked at me shyly. "As sure as I am about anything else with you."
"Alright. Sandra called dibs on my dick, so you want my tongue?"
Liang grinned and held her hands out for me. She helped me off the bench seat and onto the deck. It wasn't the most comfortable place to lay, but in moments I didn't much care. She stepped over my head and lowered her pussy to my face. I liked the way she looked, and the way she tasted. I licked along her soft wet lips and tasted her sweet nectar. She was definitely excited, based on the taste of her juices, but I couldn't help but be distracted, as a very tight pussy slowly sunk down on my rigid shaft.
"Oh my God, is he big!" Sandra moaned softly, as her pussy slowly expanded around me. "I don't believe we're doing this!"
"I don't believe mom is letting us do this." Emily said, as her hands began to rub around my stomach. She coaxed my hand away from my body and in a few moments, I felt her soft, smooth, shaved mound against my fingers.



There was nothing I could say that would make this moment any better, other than groan in appreciation, as Sandra began to lift and lower herself. Her tight little pussy couldn't quite take my full length, and I could feel the end of her vagina bump against my engorged head, with each stroke down onto me, causing little tingles to race from my head to my whole body. Up and down, she bounced, while I did my best to concentrate on Liang's soft wet pussy. "Oh God. Ohhhh God yes. Such a good fuck. I knew it would be. I knew he'd feel so good in me," Sandra moaned loudly.
"You act like you've fucked a lot of cocks, sis. Come on. We know you haven't."
"You'd be surprised." Sandra answered. "You know Jimmy, next door? He gave me a birthday present."
"What kind?" Emily asked her sister, as I rubbed my fingers back and forth along her slit.
"How about six dicks? He and his friends each fucked me for my birthday."
"Shit sis! You let Jimmy fuck you?"
"Jimmy and five of his friends. He said that it was his duty, as my friend to teach me how different dicks felt. Ohhhh God it felt good, but nothing like this. This is a real man's dick. Ohhhhh fuck, he feels so big in me!"
"Stop talking and come for him. He loves to feel a woman come on his dick." Liang groaned. "Not to mention he's getting me so damn close, that I want to sit on his cock too."
"Almost there. Don't worry, I'm almost there." She panted, as she slammed herself down. "Ohhhhh God yes, here it comes!" She moaned, a few dozen strokes later. "GONNA COME!" She squealed loudly, as her pussy started to clench around me. She was already incredibly tight, but the sudden extra grip, tightening enough to make it difficult for her to lift and lower herself, was almost enough to push me over the top with her. I looked up at Liang, past her pussy and her tits, to her smiling face. She blew me a kiss as Sandra climaxed on me, crying out and moaning about how fucking good it felt. She sat on me as her body shuddered and squeezed me, panting hard.
"Alright. If you're done, he needs to get me done, then he gets you Emily, just like we agreed."
"Like you agreed?" I asked Liang, as she moved off my face and slid down my body. I felt a hand grip my hardon and guide me to Liang's pussy. She smiled at me and slid back further, pushing herself back onto my dick. She held herself just over my chest so her nipples brushed my chest, as she began to lift and lower her pussy on and off of me. She lowered her face to mine and we kissed, softly at first, but with more energy and desire as her humping hips pushed her already close climax, even closer. "God, I love coming on you!" She whispered, as she breathlessly broke the long kiss. "I love watching your face when you come and I love feeling you fill me with your cum. One of these days, maybe you and I will make a baby. You pumping me full of cum like you did to Martha today? I'd so love to have a baby with you. God, I think I'm going to come already. You had me so close. I love having you lick and finger me, but I love this even more. Watching your face as I come, seeing the caring in your eyes, the desire to make me come. I love you. I hope I never have to leave you for good." She moaned, as she suddenly stopped stroking. I felt her pussy clench around me as her legs began to tremble. She closed her eyes and groaned softly as her climax washed over her.
I lay under her, panting, trying hard not to start fucking up into her, knowing that if I did, I'd be unloading into her in no time if I did. She smiled down at me and lowered her face to mine again. She gave me a long slow, soft, wet kiss, licking and sucking my lips as she did. "Now, I want you to remember this next one. It's special. You'll be her first real dick, so make it special for her."
"What?" I asked looking up at her smiling face.
"Emily is a virgin." Liang whispered softly in my ear. I looked at her in surprise, and then at Emily, who was kneeling on the floor next to us. "Every woman needs a gentle lover the first time. I wish mine had been, but when he took me, he took me hard and without my permission. Emily wants you to be her first. That's what this is all about. We're just the warm up band. We want you so turned on that you can't refuse us. So turned on that when she comes the first time, she takes you with her, just like I do when I come for you."
"So, this was a setup from the word go? Does Martha know?"
"She does." Liang nodded. She climbed off of me and helped me up to my knees. Emily moved from where she was kneeling to sit on the bench seat, swinging one leg on either side of me so I was between her legs.
"I've had guys lick me and finger me and even had some friends use dildoes on me. But I've never felt a real dick in me. After watching you with mom, I knew I wanted it. I'm just kinda nervous, because it looks so big."
"He'll be gentle." Liang whispered from behind me. "Won't you sweetie?"
"Very. You're absolutely sure about this? You can't take it back once it happens."
"I'm sure. I want to feel you make me come with your dick, and I want to feel what it's like, to have someone come inside me."
"Is it safe?"
"Safer than mom," she giggled, "I still can't believe she did that, stopped using birth control, and then let you come in her."
I aimed my dick at her pussy, and gently rubbed my engorged and leaking head up and down between her lips. "You sure you want this? Maybe you should share this with some young man that means something to you?"
"You mean like Richard? I thought he did too, but the first time we tried it he couldn't get it in before he was coming all over me. No way I was going to the dance with cum stains all over my dress. THAT would have been embarrassing! And then, after that, he dumped me. So, no, I don't think having some inexperienced boy come all over me again is what I want. I want an experienced man to take me and make me a woman. That's what you call it, isn't it? Making me a woman?"
"Emily, you're a woman now. Nothing I do will make or unmake that. But if you want it from me, I'll do it because you ask."
"I'm asking," she said, lifting her legs and spreading them wider. "Please," I rubbed my head up and down her slit again, nestling my crowned head into her entrance and then slowly pushed toward her. I felt her body resist, a slight gasp coming from her as my head spread her wider. I pushed a little harder and then suddenly slipped into her a few inches. "Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned. "It feels so much different." She moaned, as I worked my dick back and forth, pushing in and out a few short inches with each push. Not that it needed much lubrication from her, given the amount that was still on me from Liang, but I wanted to stretch her slowly, guessing that I was probably quite a bit bigger than anything she had already played with. It seemed to be a lost issue though, her body easily accepting me, stretching around me, form fitting itself to my shaft and head. After Sandra, I should have expected what I was feeling, but for some reason it felt so much better. Maybe it was knowing that I was her first, or maybe it was the way she was looking at me, or how her twenty-year-old body looked with her legs spread, or maybe it was just that I was a horny bastard taking advantage of a young girl. Whatever the case, I knew that if I wasn't careful, I was going to end up like Richard, whoever that had been.
I stroked myself in and out slowly, pushing into her until my head bumped against the end of her depths. I stroked in and out, reaching with one hand to her chest, capturing one of her B cup tits while I slipped my other hand to her crotch. "OH FUCK!" She gasped, her eyes wide as my thumb split her lips and pressed against her hard little clit. "OHHH MY GOD!" she gasped again, as I squeezed and twisted her nipple. I thrust harder into her, seeing that she was clearly going to climax, and wanting me to come with her. In and out I thrust, shoving myself into her with abandon now. I rubbed my thumb in time with my strokes, rubbing across her clit with each new thrust. "OH FUCK, I'm GOING TO COME!" She screamed, to the setting sun as I pushed her climax into fruition. I could feel her already tight vagina clenching around me, spasming time after time as her body jerked and shuddered. My thumb against her clit rubbed quicker, pushing it in circles so I didn't over stimulate it. "FUUUUUUUCK!" She screamed again, as her whole body tensed and went rigid. I watched her pussy gush juices out at me in a stream, as her orgasm climbed to new heights. "OH, FUUUUCK YES!" She gasped, as she struggled for breath, before her body stiffened again and another long surge of her juices flowed out to splatter on my body.
I felt my own orgasm tumble into the abyss. The warmth and urgency overwhelmed me and I knew I was going to unload in her. There was no stopping it now. My body jerked hard and jammed me hard into her, as a surge of cum flowed into her. "FUUUUUCK!" She screamed at the retreating sun, almost as if it were afraid to continue watching the spectacle in front of it. Two bodies, jerking and spasming and trembling and shaking, as we each squirted our juices, mine deep in her pussy and hers out onto my pelvis to run down and drip off my balls to the deck. I held myself there, panting, my dick twitching, as it continued to try and add more to what it had already put into her. There was, of course, nothing left. It had all been used with the multiple orgasms today, but it didn't care, it still wanted to try, loving the feeling of the tight young pussy around it.
I moved my hand from her pussy to her other breast, and massaged both of them gently, slowly working my squeezes to gentle stokes, to my fingertips teasing over them, and then down her sexy young body to her pussy, before slowly stroking back up, trying to make what I had just done as loving as possible, instead of just some random fuck.
"Do you always do that?" She panted, as she lowered her legs, to rest her feet on the deck on either side of me.
"Do what?"
"Make a woman come like that? Is that what you did to mom? Why she came so hard?"
"Sorta. I like to make it as good as I can for my wife."
"I'm not your wife though." She said, looking up at me. "Why did she want to leave you? If you fucked like this all the time, why would she want to?"
"There's more to a relationship than sex. There has to be that too, but that can't be all of it." I answered, realizing as I said it, what was wrong with what would be my relationship with Liang. We had the sex, we had the closeness, but we hadn't had a chance to build anything else, do anything normal, like going to work and paying bills raising kids and all the normal things in life. No, there was a lot more to a relationship than sex. I'd had lots of sex with lots of women in the last few days, but I didn't have a relationship. That, I had with my wife, even though she seemed determined to cast it away. I pulled my shrinking dick from her, unleashing a small flood of our juices to drip to the floor. I helped her sit back up, her arms wrapping around me and hugging us together.
"I don't want it to end yet," she whispered.
"I understand," I whispered back. "But we can't stay out here naked all night. It'll be dark soon and we need to head back in."
"If we have to."
"We do. Liang? You want to head us home?"
"Sure!" She answered cheerfully. "I'm having fun driving the boat!"
I got Emily to release me, so I could get off my, now sore, knees, and sit on the bench. She quickly climbed back on my lap, facing me, her pussy pressed to my now flagging dick. "I wish it was hard again." She whispered, grinding herself against me. "I wouldn't mind doing it again."
"Well, I think at the moment it's sorta used up." I answered her, as Liang got the boat turned around and throttled up to head back to the campground. Emily seemed totally unconcerned about sitting on my lap, making out with me, as we ran down the lake at about 20 miles an hour in the growing darkness. She seemed determined to kiss me and play with me until I got hard, hopefully before we got back to camp. To that end managed to get me twisted sideways on the bench seat and laid down on it with her on top of me. She kissed and licked my lips while she ground her body against mine, trying her best to tease me back to hardness, and to my surprise, was having some success. Unfortunately for her, we got back before she got me hard enough to have sex again, and I had to anchor the boat, which ended her play time. Reluctantly, the girls dressed back in their t-shirts and headed back to their campsite, while we went up to ours.
"We need a shower," I told Liang.
"Good! You come in ladies shower again with me?" She asked, using that silly Chinese girl accent again. "I want show you how good shower taken."
"Not this time honey."
"No? Then I go with you. In men shower. You make sex to me there? Show off my body to men in shower? Make me come hard like before?"
I shook my head and knew that if she was determined to do that, there wasn't any way for me to stop it. "Alright. You want to walk in there naked and shower with me, go for it." I answered her. She smiled and got us towels from the tent and then practically pulled me out of the campsite with nothing but my water shoes and a towel on. It was Wednesday night, and surprisingly busy for a weekday. I walked into the shower with Liang following me, finding only one shower stall open. I stepped in and took off my towel and she did the same, leaving the curtain open so any guy that walked by would see us. I turned on the water and barely had it adjusted before she was pressing herself against me, kissing me urgently, her hand on my dick.
"God that was soooo hot watching you fuck her." She whispered over the water. "I just wanted to lay there, instead of her, and let you take me. I wish it had been you taking me the first time. You made it so good for her. I didn't even get to climax the first time I had sex."
"Is that why you're the way you are? Not having good sex from him?"
"I never had good sex from him. He was a jerk. He was worried only about his own finish, not mine. You're not like that. I haven't seen you do that with any of the women I set you up with. If all men were as considerate as you, women would never complain about sex. But all men are not. Many men are users. I have learned that. So many men that I had sex with would use me and then leave. I always thought that was because of me. That I wasn't worth being special. I fucked men for money, I fucked men for drugs, I fucked men because I was high and didn't care who I was fucking, as long as I was fucking. I let my pusher fuck me, and I let his friends fuck me, sometimes more than one at a time. I danced naked for men for money, and got fired because I would fuck them in private dances when we weren't allowed to do that."
"How many men have you had sex with?"
"I can't even begin to count. Sometimes, in China, I'd fuck three or four men in a day to get enough money to buy my drugs. If my grandfather hadn't sent me over here to get cleaned up, I might not even be alive anymore."
"I'm sorry." I said softly, stroking her back and butt as we stood under the water.
"No need to be sorry. It was what my life had become. Now, it's different. I'm using my schooling, working with Rachel. This, what we're doing this week. This was my idea. I wanted to spend time with you. I read all the notes and listened to the videos of you describing your perfect wife and what your wife now wasn't. I listened to your wife tell how you weren't what she wanted, but at the same time, she wished she wouldn't lose how well you treated her, especially in bed. Rachel got her to tell what kind of lover you were, and she almost broke down crying, because she knew you still loved her, but you refused to change, and she couldn't keep living with you if you didn't. I think she was a very stupid woman. She had no idea what she had in her arms, and all she needed to do to keep it, was to be even a little bit more like me."
"You definitely are different." I chuckled.
"I'm not always this way, this, 'in your face' as you think. My job was to not only give you as much sex as I could, but to get as many women as possible to have sex with you. You've surprised me though. I thought I'd have hit your limit a long time ago, but you don't know how to say no to a woman. You just can't refuse their advances. I don't know why, but if a woman gets naked in front of you and asks you to, you can't help but please them."
"Yeah, about that. I never did, as long as I was married, but now that I guess I'm not, why refuse?"
"Nice point, I think you just love having sex." She giggled. I couldn't help but notice, that there were two guys leaning against the wall, looking into our shower stall, watching Liang's naked butt. She must have seen my eyes looking past her and she grinned. "Make me come," she whispered, before she turned in my arms to face them. Without a word she moved my hands, one to her chest, and the other to the gap between her thighs. I knew what she wanted, she wanted to show off for them, to climax in front of them. I doubted my dick was going to be useful anyway, so why not tease her to climax with my hands?
I started to rub her pussy with my fingers, letting her spread her legs apart. She pulled away for a moment, getting the soap, then moving back and letting me wrap my arms around her again. She squeezed a considerable amount of soap on her body and then dropped the bottle. She started to rub the soap around her body, lathering herself up, and my hands with her. I stroked and teased her soapy breasts, massaging them and also stroking over and around her nipples. She slipped a hand between us, finding my partly hard dick and grasping it as she leaned her head back and pressed her back to my chest.
"God, I wanna fuck you right now so bad." She moaned, as I let my fingers tease her pussy lips, the two guys watching, one of them with his own dick in his hand now. He stroked himself slowly as I worked my fingers between Liang's legs, stroking her pussy and drawing more soft moans from her. I could feel my dick getting harder, her hand coaxing me to grow further. I was a little surprised that this whole week I'd had no problems with getting a hardon. I knew she was dosing me with an occasional Viagra, or the generic equivalent of it at least. But I was still a little surprised that I could get it up as many times as I had. She shifted and bent over slightly, pushing my dick down toward the gap between her legs. I knew what she wanted and squatted down slightly to let her get my head against her pussy lips.
"Ohhhhh, fuck yes." She moaned more loudly, as I pushed my soapy dick up into her pussy. "Fuck me honey. Make me come for you."
She bent over, reaching her arms out on both sides for the walls of the narrow shower stall, using her hands against the walls to hold her bent over at an angle. I could feel her big tits hanging down slightly as I cupped one of them. I started to stroke, slowly at first, and then faster, pumping my, now hard, shaft in and out. The guy that had been leaning against the wall stepped into the shower stall, his dick still in his hand, stroking himself, now only a few feet in front of us. In and out I went, my cock jamming into her over and over, each slap against her bare wet ass making her whole body shake. The guy that was stroking himself stepped a little closer as he moved his hand faster, clearly getting close to coming.
"Uh! Fuck!" He grunted, as his body jerked and spewed a shot of cum out at Liang's swinging tits. I wasn't sure if he actually hit them or not, but he stood there panting, jerking occasionally as he squirted his cum out at her, most of it ending up on the shower stall floor between Liang's legs. He suddenly looked embarrassed, and pulled his shorts the rest of the way up before backing away and then quickly walking out of sight.



"That's it, baby. Make me come. Sooooo fucking close." She moaned, now watching the other guy, watching her. I could feel her climax coming, her pussy giving those little telltale squeezes that I'd learned happened just before her climax took over fully. I pumped into her with abandon, knowing that she liked it fast and hard just as she came. "AHHHHHH FUUUUCK!" She cried, as her body shuddered and trembled, her pussy clenching and squeezing me. I felt the warmth and tingle spread from my groin and away, urging me to pump harder, stroke more. I knew I was going to come again, and in a few moments, before her climax had fully waned, mine took over. My body jerked hard, as my body tried to pump what little cum there was into her. She straightened and leaned back against me, letting me wrap both arms around her and hold her from behind, as my body jerked and spasmed in climax.
"Mmmmmmm. That's what I needed." She whispered to me, before my softening dick slipped from her. She turned around to face me and kissed me softly for long seconds before she pushed me back under the water. I'm sure it was anticlimactic for the guy watching, but we spent the next few minutes washing each other, since we did actually come for a shower. We turned the water off, dried and then, with towels around us, headed back to camp.
I'd been keeping my phone powered down to save power, since I didn't have any electricity to charge it in the campsite. But each night I turned it on to check for messages or emergencies. Tonight, there was a message. Just a text. "Call me. Rachel."
"Uh oh." I said as I pulled up her contact and dialed it.
"Trouble?"
"Your boss," I answered.
"Hello?"
"Hey. This is Barry. You wanted me to call?"
"Yes, There has been a development. I know that you still love your wife and wanted very much for this counseling to be a key to fixing or improving your relationship. Amanda called me and I went and picked her up. She's called off her swap relationship."
"Something happened?"
"Under the rules we put in place, I'm not at liberty to say. She might tell you, but that's up to her. What I wanted to convey, knowing what I know, is that there may be a window of opportunity to make some headway on your relationship. I don't know that for a fact, and there is considerable risk. I know you're sure to be enjoying your time with Liang, but if you want to cut it short, there might be an opportunity for some amount of reconciliation with Amanda."
"She said that?"
"No, it's my professional assessment."
"So, I can keep going with Liang for the full week, or I can cut it short and come talk to you and Amanda. Is that what I'm getting?"
"Yes, but if you cut it short, there won't be a continuation. It stands on its own as it has progressed. Again, I'm not saying that there will be any reconciliation, but there could be. The gamble is yours."
"But if I wait, you think that chance will be gone?"
"She doesn't know I've called you, but in my professional opinion, right this moment, because of what happened, she is more open minded about things, than she had been at the start of the week."
"It's too late to do anything tonight. What about tomorrow. I can knock things down here in the morning and be in by late morning."
"I have time in the calendar to put you in at two. Can you be here by then?"
"I can. I'll be there."
"Very well. I'll see you at two."
"What is it?" Liang asked, as she stood in the tent, naked as usual, waiting to hear what had happened.
"I don't know exactly. What I know is that she bailed on her swap and had Rachel pick her up. She said there's a chance she might be more open minded about us. I don't know what the means exactly."
"It means you must go and try. If you do not, you won't ever be able to have a relationship with anyone else. You will always wonder if you should have tried. Barry, I want you. I want you to be mine forever. I know I'm not supposed to have gotten that involved with you, but I did. But I also know, if you don't try, then you and I will never have a chance. You will always look at me and wonder if you should have tried. So, let's pack up and head home and you can find out.'
"It's too late tonight, but in the morning, we will."
She turned off the little light hanging from the tent roof and then climbed into bed with me. "Then let's just be together tonight one last time."
"I don't know that I can even get it up again," I whispered.
"Sex isn't required. Just hold me, okay?"
---o---
It took almost three hours to take down and pack everything in the morning, and get the boat loaded. A good part of that was getting the boat loaded, since I couldn't be in two places at once. I showed Liang how to drive the boat as far as the landing and moor it at the dock while I drove the truck around and backed the trailer in the water. It was clumsy, but it worked. I was glad that I'd already shown her how to drive the boat.
We were home by eleven and had everything unloaded and packed a little after twelve. We were hot and sweaty and both of us needed a shower, which she gladly took with me. She'd been working with me topless since we got home, so I was already turned on, but despite my attempts at starting something, she just smiled and said "wait." I didn't know what it was I was waiting for.
After we dried off, she had me sit in a chair, still naked, and watch her. She slowly began to dress in the red outfit we'd gotten that first day. She stood in front of me, with her foot in my lap, her toes teasing my dick, as she slowly rolled the red stockings up her legs, one at a time. She put on the red garter belt and clipped in the stockings, and then the red shelf bra that left her nipples and most of her areola exposed. With a grin she stepped to me and straddled my lap. I reached for her breasts, but she pushed my hands away and whispered, "Let me. This time, just let me do everything." I nodded, as she reached for my dick and gently rubbed my head between her lips. She lowered herself down slowly, forcing me into her, as she settled onto my lap, her soft, wet pussy slowly enveloping me. She looked at my face as she began to lift and lower herself slowly, stroking her velvety softness up and down my shaft and over my head, tantalizingly. It was slow and deliberate, fast enough to make my body notice, but not fast enough to push me to a final climax. Up and down, she moved, occasionally pushing her chest to my face to rub her nipples up and down over my lips, but playfully pulling away when I tried to suck on them. She was definitely having fun teasing me, pushing me closer and closer to climax, without pushing me over the top. "You do such a good job of making me climax so hard, I want to do the same for you at least one time. I know this might be the last time we do it, and I want to make it as good for you as you do for me."
"Alright." I whispered back, as she continued to slowly ride up and down. I let her bring me to the limit slowly, waiting for her to push me over the top, to have her stop and just sit on me for almost a full minute, making me groan in anticipation. She started again, slowly sliding up and down my shaft, her soft, wet pussy stroking my shaft in just the right way. I could feel her squeeze around me, intentionally squeezing herself to make it tighter as she bounced a little faster on me. I felt the urgency grow and the warm tingle spread through my body, and then, again, she stopped. She sat on my lap and lowered her face to mine and we shared a very long, very soft kiss. With us still locked in the embrace, she once again began to lift and lower herself, a little awkwardly since we were trying to keep our lips kissing each other, but successfully. She kissed and licked my lips while moving her pussy up and down my shaft, her eyes watching my reactions. "Oh God, getting close." I moaned softly to her.
"I know. You want me to make you come this time?" She whispered, her lips brushing mine as she spoke.
"I do."
She pulled her face from mine and shifted herself. She began to ride me quickly, pulling up and slamming herself down onto me. Each stroke down jammed my cock deep into her hot, wet pussy, my head smashing against the end of her vaginal depths, sending little tingles through my already excited body. Up and down, she bounced, her ass slapping rhythmically on my thighs with each stroke. "Oh God, gonna come." She moaned softly, as she continued to drive me deep into her. I watched her tits bounce in the little bra with each impact and I felt her pussy start to clench and spasm. I watched the determination on her face to not let her own climax prevent her from making me come, her motions having me so close to coming. "Oh God baby. I'm comming!" She cried, as her bouncing became slightly more erratic. It was just exactly what I needed though. Watching her climax, and feeling her climax around my dick, was the perfect end, to a practically perfect few days with her. My body jerked and shuddered, as I emptied what little pent up cum I had, into her, each surge into her hot wet depths bringing another moan of pleasure from her. In many ways I didn't want this to end, but she was right. If I didn't try one final time, one last chance with Amanda, we'd always have that between us. As much as I didn't want to let go of her, I had to, at least for now.
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CH 07
I had very mixed feelings about what was going to happen. I spent much of the drive to Rachel's office, thinking about the woman sitting next to me, and trying to figure out how much of what she had done with me, was how she saw her job, and how much was the way she was as a person. She refused to clarify for me, telling me that she didn't want to influence my decisions, and that if I didn't hear out my wife, that I'd regret it for the rest of my days. I knew she was right, but I still wanted to know what was Liang, and what was her doing a job. True, in some ways her job was practically being a prostitute, and getting other women to do the same; but, I also thought I was beginning to understand her and her desires. I just wish I could get her to tell me what I wanted to know.
"Barry! Come on in," Rachel said cheerfully, as she came out of the office to the reception area, to usher me in. Liang entered with me, wearing the incredibly sexy red dress that we'd gotten that first day. I was a little surprised she chose to wear it, but I wasn't going to say no. If the last of her that I saw, was going to be today, then seeing her in that dress was probably the best memory I could have. I entered and saw Amanda, sitting in one of the chairs that we had so often used during our many counseling sessions. I'd expected her to be wearing the same outfit that she left in, but what she had on was far from it.
She stood up as I entered, letting me see that the black dress was backless, and as she turned to face me, I could see that it was a halter type top that was split down the front nearly to her navel. With no bra on, her breasts wiggled enticingly in the loose-fitting top, a significant amount of skin showing. The skirt was also uncharacteristically short, barely coming to the middle of her thighs, if that far. She had on black thigh high stockings, but the skirt was short enough that nearly all of the lacy top was exposed under the hem. The other thing that stood out, was what else I saw on the stockings. The crusty strip I could see down the inside of both thighs. I knew what it was; it didn't take a genius. It was the same kind of stains that were on the inside of Liang's thighs right now, left there by the cum she had coaxed from me, a short time before we left.
I was surprised at what she was wearing, both the dress and the stockings. I knew she'd spent a night in a motel, so there was no reason for her to wear dirty stockings, unless she was doing so as a message. I could only assume that it and the dress were meant as a blatant advertisement of what she had done. I did my best not to frown at the thought, of her having fucked her temporary husband, and wondered just exactly why Rachel thought there was some window for reconciliation. If she was willing to flaunt the incredibly revealing dress, the kind of thing she had refused to wear for me, and having had sex in it, when one of my big complaints was that we didn't have enough good sex, then what was there to discuss?
"Barry!" Rachel said a second time, getting my attention from looking at my wife. "Please, sit."
"Oh, yeah; sorry," I mumbled, as I sat down on the love seat, Rachel having taken the other chair that faced the love seat. Usually, she sat behind her desk and Amanda and I had used the chairs, but this new setting was definitely an indication that something different was happening. Liang sat down next to me, her hip touching mine, as she sat more toward the front of the cushion, her red stocking covered legs crossed at her ankles, her knees spread just enough that my wife couldn't possibly miss either the cum stains on her stockings or the fact that she was panty less. I watched Amanda look her up and down critically, a scowl on her face, and then in one of the most surprising moves I've ever seen Amanda make, she leaned back, uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other direction, lifting her leg high enough and wide enough for just a moment for both Liang and me to see she too, was panty less. I stared at her dumbfounded, to the point I didn't even hear Rachel speak to me.
"Barry! Earth to Barry!" Rachel said.
"Huh? Oh. Sorry. What did you say?"
"I asked if you'd describe for us your time with Liang."
"Oh. Sure. Well, um, we left here and I took her to buy some underclothes, and then took her to buy some outdoor clothes since we were going camping. We went the next morning to go camping and we've been there since, camping, swimming, fishing. That kind of thing. Then I got your call and we came back."
"That was a completely underwhelming description. Maybe we should ask Liang to describe her time with you and see if it's maybe a little more descriptive. Liang? How did your time with Barry go?"
"Time go very well," she said, making me look at her in surprise, as she fell back into, what she called her silly Chinese accent and broken English. "We have sex many, many time. Have sex when in parking. Good sex in car, before he take me buy sexy things. He take me store with many, many sexy things. He let me pick what I want, and I take clothes off in store. He like seeing me naked. Make him very turned on. I tease him with no clothes until he make sex with me. He VERY good at making sex. Make Liang come very hard, many, many times. I too do what you tell me. I find many women him make sex with. Lady run store we shop in. I offer two hundred dolla, her wear sexy things and try get him to kiss and touch her. She put on very sexy red things." She stood up and turned around to show off the red dress. "This what she wear. She unzip dress, and show him she only have sexy red things under. I tell her if she make him do sex with her, that she get five hundred dolla. She must want money, she tease him with body until he do sex with her. Make her have sex very, very hard. She like so much she not make pay for this or other things we pick."
"So you're saying he had sex with the lady that was running the lingerie shop?" Amanda asked, with her eyebrows lifted. "And you paid her to get her to do it?"
"Yes, have sex with lady. No pay. He make her feel good, so much she not make us pay. Just make promise come back and do again. Then we go outdoor store. I know he want see naked many places. Lady help us pick clothing. She give me to try on and I do in store. All men see me and start look at me. Barry embarrassed and try stop me, but I say no. I like be naked for him. We buy clothes for trip. By time done, I not have anything on. I go home with him that way."
"He made you ride home naked?"
"Oh no, he try get me wear clothes, but I know he want wife that not afraid of be naked, so I stay naked for him. Turn me on very, very much so we get home, we do sex. He not want do sex in bed. I take him on table behind house and he do sex with me there. Neighbor lady very angry, but husband tell her to mind own business. Later in night, we hear him bring her out naked and do sex with her in yard. She sound like come much hard." She said with a punctuating giggle.
"So, then you went camping?" Rachel asked.
"Yes. We pack truck. He try get me wear clothes, but I not wear most of time. We drive to campground and we set up tent. Never sleep tent before. We put on swimsuits and go to water. I make him naked and do sex in lake with him. No matter how times we do sex, he always try to make me do come first. He like hearing woman come. He tell me I have wear clothes in campsite, but on lake not so much, so he take me fishing and I take off all clothes. Tease him with body. He get very big, hard dick when I not wear clothes. We have sex in boat. I make him very hard come. He make me very hard come. Meet neighbors. Man and woman. Very nice. I follow directions. I try get woman do sex with Barry. I offer husband all sex I can do for him, if he convince wife to do sex with Barry in night. He sneaky, convince wife to switch for whole night. Big dare. Big bet. She fix him. She take Barry ladies showers to do sex there. I not see this, but she say woman angry that he in shower with her. But he touch her in right way, make her want sex too. Not there, but woman say other woman come very hard. Very embarrassed she let him do sex, but she want it at time. Wife and Barry spend night. I not sure how much sleep. I know I get very little sleep. Husband like you say, Energizer Bunny? He like go and go and go. Not let me sleep. Say only get one time, must make all."
"And Barry didn't mind you swapping with her? Giving him a different woman for the night?"
"He protest, but I convince him. You plan have him many women. Learn how feels with different women. Maybe decide he still like wife. Maybe decide not like wife. But he have many tries now."
"So, he was just like a fucking bunny rabbit? Fucking everything that would spread her legs?" Amanda said, clearly upset. If there was any chance of fixing us, it seemed like Liang's description was killing it. Maybe that was her plan. Messing up any chance for me with Amanda so she could have me.
"He very good lover. He make woman all come very good. He make me come very good. He very good lover. We go fishing and neighbors leave. New neighbors come. I leave all tent window open and we do sex. New neighbors see. They watch us and do sex to watching us. It rain at night. Next day it still rain hard. I invite Max and Izzy to come be dry. They have such tiny tent. I tease all until we do sex with each other. He have sex with many women. Girls doing you call kayak. They doing along shore and see him sleep in water. One dare other to come suck dick while he sleeping in water. I watch from woods. They tease him to let suck dick. Then he take them on boat and do sex with both. Girls not old. Only eighteen and twenty. Very good-looking young girls. I think he thinking about other woman though. He say about Kayle. She take clothes off and tell husband if he fuck Amanda, that she fuck Barry. Not there, but in past. I hear him say Kayle, so when he fucking girl, he thinking about it be Kayle. Not know why he do that. You know why?" She asked my wife, looking right at her.
"No. no idea at all." Amanda lied.
"I think he feel bad one girl married. Not intend to do sex with her, but she not give much choice. She want very much, after he do sex with sister. Izzy married too, but husband right there and he do me while Barry do wife. More fun if want. They not live far."
"Thank you, no," Amanda said quietly. "So that's all of them? All the women he fucked?"
"Oh no. He do sex with mother of girls too. Cause very big worry. She not tell she not... you say...protected. He do good sex but not know. We take girls fishing last night. They want do sex again. They make us all naked and we do sex until he do married girl last time. All of us good sex. We do shower. He take me in man's shower. Not let me make him go in ladies' shower again. Man watch us do sex in shower. It make me come very much."
"You actually LIKE having men watch you have sex?" Amanda asked quickly.
"Is make sex better. Old husband not make me get done. I have to do myself after he done. I find letting man watch make me come better. First time was accident. Next time was purpose. I like and I keep doing. You try? Barry. He like much do sex where might be seen. Not always be seen, but maybe be seen. He like very much me showing off body for him. Not so much to all men. But if other man happens see, not so bad. But he like be teased. He like seeing body, touching, and me touch back. Even where not supposed to. Might be catched. Make it better. Make both of us do sex harder. You not like do that. It make him sad. He say he wish you do. He say he love you. Wish you not...um... he say... Ice queen? He wish things not the way are. But good for me. He like Liang. He like Liang play and tease. He very much like do sex with Liang. You not want any longer, I happy take. He so very nice. So very gentle. Not like men I do often before. They care only for get done. Not care if Liang get done. Barry always care Liang get done good. Even when Liang try to make do sex first, he try wait until Liang do."
She looked over at Rachel and then said quietly. "Liang know not supposed get emotions. But Liang easy fall in love with Barry. He everything Liang wish for in man."
"I understand it can be difficult to be with someone that way, and not have feelings. It sounds like you did a wonderful job getting him to have sex with a variety of women, in lots of public places. Barry, that was your desire. Your wife to be more flexible and enjoy having sex in less than private locations. Now that you've done that for several days, plenty of times it seems, do you still want that from your wife? Is that still a driving factor? A deal breaker if she doesn't?"
"You know I was busy having sex with a young woman and she couldn't understand why my wife would want to give up the sex we had. She said she'd never throw a guy away that had sex like we did. I had to explain to her that sex was important, but it wasn't everything. Sex can't be the basis of the relationship. It can enhance it, add to it, but it can't be the only thing. I think she understood."
"So, if your future wife, whoever it would be, was playful and occasionally wanted to do things in a less than private setting, you'd be happy. But if she was too much into it, letting other men touch or even swap partners, that would turn you off?"
"I think under the right conditions, a little swapping could be fun. I certainly wouldn't want to do it all the time. I actually got hard, watching Liang having sex with another guy. I guess I was getting attached. She didn't seem to have any hang-up about me having sex with other women, but did I need to do that? It was fun while we were sharing, but not as much fun, if I was just off doing and she was off doing, if you know what I mean."
"I think I do." Rachel said. She turned to Amanda. "Amanda, do you want to describe your experience?"
I've known my wife long enough to recognize that face. She didn't want to describe her experience, though I had no idea why. "Hesitant? I thought he was everything you complained I wasn't." I chided, more sharply than I intended. Maybe it was the dress, the type of which she hadn't worn for me since shortly after we were married. Or maybe it was her judgmental comments about my time with Liang, or maybe it was the cum stains on her stockings. Whatever it was, I was irritated and I didn't refrain from letting her know.
"Barry. You need to be respectful. Clearly this is difficult for her."
"It shouldn't be. He was the perfect man, wasn't he?"
"He was everything she complained you weren't, and then maybe a little more. Just like Liang was everything you complained she wasn't. Think about how you described your time with Liang. Was it embarrassment that made you give such a cryptic response? Maybe embarrassment at what Amanda might think about your behavior? Maybe she's embarrassed about what happened on her time."
"Fair enough. I apologize." I said, looking at Amanda. "So, how did your time go, once you left?"
She looked at me and then at Rachel and then back at me. She stared at me in silence for long silent seconds before she took a breath and let it out slowly. An inexperienced listener would hardly have noticed. But I had seen her cry, and seen her hold it in; enough times to know that she was on the verge of crying. If I didn't care about her, I would have just shrugged it off, but instead I leaned toward her slightly and said softly. "It's okay. Whatever it is. I shouldn't have said what I did. I'm sorry." I could see Rachel give me a raised eyebrow look, and knew exactly what she was thinking. Yes, I did still love my wife, even if she didn't love me.
She took another deep breath and nodded slightly. "Well, we went to his house. It was a pretty big house, two story, about four thousand square feet. The kind of place I always imagined we'd have. He didn't even show me in. Just dropped me off, told me to make myself at home and then left for some meeting. It was hours before he came back. I was starving, but he had eaten dinner with the client at the meeting and hadn't even thought of me. Since I didn't have any money, all I could do scrounge around the kitchen for some snacks and wait for him to come home. When he did, and had already eaten, all I could do was ask nicely if he'd call in some delivery or something. It was late enough that there wasn't time to go shopping for anything. All I had was what I had on. He told me to go check out the closet and dressers, that there was plenty to wear. As if I'd wear some other woman's underwear!" She said with a scowl and shake of her head.
"I found some dresses, but most of them were, well, like this. Apparently, his ex had taken everything more conservative, and left a closet full of slut wear. He told me that was what there was, and if we had time, maybe we'd get to go shopping on Monday or Tuesday night. In the meantime, I'd have to make do with what I could find. Since we didn't have to go anywhere that I knew of on the next day, being Sunday, I just accepted it and picked the most conservative thing I could find for Monday. That night, he of course wanted to have sex, making it clear that being his temporary wife, included me pleasuring him. To be honest, I wasn't all that into it at the moment, but when he tossed me what he expected me to wear to bed, I knew that avoiding it wasn't going to be an option."
"What did he select?" Rachel asked.
"It was an almost see through little teddy with a snap crotch and ties over the shoulders. It was clearly designed to be easily accessible both up and down, as well as visually stimulating."
"And you wore it?"
"I guessed I was supposed to. I mean, he was right. If he was my perfect match, then having sex with him shouldn't be a hardship, right?"
"So, you did?"
"I guess you could call it that. He climbed into bed naked and wanted me to sit on him. He hadn't even gotten me warmed up or anything, just climb on and do it. No way that was happening, so I tried to climb up his body and let him lick me, sorta like Barry does. But he just pushed me off and said that I was going to have to learn to share the load. He rolled onto me and just fucked me. He just stuffed it in and fucked me until he came. Then he rolled off of me and left me like that, not even giving me a chance to get off at all. I ended up going into the bathroom and finishing off myself so I could go to sleep."
"So, that was the first night. What happened after that?"
"On Sunday I thought we'd get to know each other a bit more, but he went into his home office and worked for hours, leaving me to do...whatever. He had a pool, so I looked for a swim suit. The only things I found were extremely tiny bikinis. I found one that still had the tags on it. I also found a whole stash of underwear, bras and panties, that still had tags. It looked like he was buying really flashy underclothes for his wife and she wasn't wearing them.'
"Sounds familiar," I mumbled, getting a nasty look from my wife.
"Anyway, I swam for a while and sunned myself. When it got near dinner time, he asked what I was cooking for dinner. I didn't even know I was supposed to be, and I told him so. His response was that I was there to support him and make him look good. That meant keeping house and cooking too, not just laying around like eye candy. He said there'd be plenty of time to do that later. I had no idea what he meant, but unfortunately, I found out. I scrounged around the kitchen for something to make and managed to put together a halfway decent meal. I was in the kitchen, cleaning up after we ate, still wearing the bikini, and he walked up behind me while I was at the sink, pulled my bottoms down and grabbed my tits from behind. He didn't hardly give me a chance to protest and he was stuffing it into me from behind."



"It didn't feel bad, except of course that I wasn't turned on. By the time I was getting good and warmed up, he was getting off, leaving me hanging a second time. To say I was frustrated was an understatement and I let him know I was frustrated. He just shook his head and told me to get with the program and then pulled his pants up and walked away."
"He doesn't sound very attentive to your needs." Rachel said.
"It didn't get any better at bed time. Now I know why his wife left behind a whole drawer full of vibrators. I had to go to work Monday, so I found the most conservative dress that I could find in the closet and wore that. Needless to say, I got some serious looks from the guys in the office, including my bosses. I could almost feel their eyes undressing me, the skirt was so short I had to keep pulling it down when I walked or it would ride up until my crotch showed and all the panties that I had, were partly see through."
"Uncomfortable to say the least." Rachel said.
"Except my boss thought it looked great and he complimented me on the new look, and hoped it was a permanent change." She said with a frown, looking at me as she did. I'm sure she knew what I was thinking, even if I didn't say it.
"So, other than your skirt, work went well?"
"As well as I would expect. He picked me up from work, I made dinner and we ate and then he left again. Something about having to prep for a client that was coming the next day. He let me know just enough so that I could plan a dinner. I still didn't have anything appropriate to wear, and it didn't seem like it was going to happen any time soon. I picked a different dress for Tuesday, and went to bed before he did, pretending to be asleep so he didn't ask me for more sex."
"So, Tuesday."
"I went to work, and of course, got lots of compliments. I almost felt comfortable the second day, wearing something that short. At least I didn't feel like I had to keep pulling the skirt down, although, when I looked at myself in the ladies' room mirror, I was surprised at just how much actually showed, after sitting in my chair and walking around. I had on some little black thong panties and the skirt was barely long enough to cover, so when I was sitting my panties had to be showing. Thankfully it was under my desk. As long as I pulled the skirt down when I got up, it was an acceptable solution. If he wasn't going to take me out to buy some dresses, at least I could manage the week. I got home and started cooking dinner. I was mostly done when he told me it was time to change. I didn't understand and he took me upstairs and showed me things he had laid out for me to wear. Apparently, the client liked to look at women, and he liked sexy black dresses, so I was expected to wear a sexy black dress. The one I have on, actually. He made it a point to tell me, while I was dressing, how important this client was, and that if we could get him to sign the contract it would be a huge bonus. Fifty k big. And because no one had been able to get him to sign, that it would put him in good position for the director's job that would be coming open soon. So, it was vitally important for both of us to do whatever it took to get him to sign."
"And by whatever?" I asked.
"I had no idea at the time, but yes, that's exactly what he meant. When the client arrived, I set to work serving dinner. He kept rubbing his hand on me, trying to push it up under the skirt. I almost slapped him before Allen pulled me aside and told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was NOT to get mad at him or slap him. Just put up with it. It's all innocent. Well, it wasn't all innocent. After dinner, while I was cleaning up, he walked up behind me and pressed me against the counter. He undid the top of my dress and started to play with my tits. I angrily told him to stop, but instead of stopping, he just said he loved his women to be a bit feisty. He was pushing his dick against my butt and I could tell he had a hardon in his pants. He let me go and I went to get another load of dishes off the table. He followed me and when I reached the table, he reached for my dress and pulled it down the rest of the way, then pushed me against the table. I told him to stop, but he just laughed and actually ripped my panties to get them off. He had me pinned to the table, pushing me over it, with nothing on but these stockings. He pulled out his dick and shoved it into me."
"I was mortified. I was being fucked by a total stranger, and Allen wasn't doing a damn thing to help me. He just stood back and watched until this asshole told him that since I was his wife, he might as well get into the act too. Allen walked up, and instead of stopping him, he pulled down his pants and stuffed his cock into my mouth. I've never been so humiliated in my life. Allen was using me as a fucking hooker, to get this guy to sign the contract! After both of them came in me, that fat bastard turned me around, lifted me onto the table and, holding my feet in the air. He was still hard, so he stuffed it into me again. He just stood there, pounding into me, telling Allen that if I came for him, that he'd sign the contract. Well, hell, what do you think Allen did? He walked over and started playing with my clit, while that fat bastard fucked me. He played with me until he made me come! He couldn't be bothered to make me come in bed with him, but for some other guy, just to seal a deal? Oh, he could do it then! If he even suggested this to his ex, it's no wonder she left. I've never felt so used in my whole life."
"I'm sure it was hard. So, what did you do?"
"When he was done coming in me a second time, I ran upstairs and got in the shower. Alen came up a while later and wanted to kiss me and celebrate because he'd closed the deal. No, he hadn't. I had. I'd been forced to use my body to close a fucking deal with a client. I was nothing more to either of them than a high-priced hooker. Allen wanted to fuck me, so I told him the only way I was going to fuck him was if he licked my pussy first. I wanted him to know what that fat bastard had left in me. He got pissed, told me to get out. He threw this dress and the stocking at me, told me to get dressed and get the fuck out. I took the dress, so I had at least something to wear, got my stuff and walked out. That's when I called Rachel to come get me."
"I picked her up and took her to a motel." Rachel said quietly.
"I planned on staying there until this was over, the swap thing. But I couldn't. I didn't have any money or any way to get anywhere, even work. I could call on some friends, but I didn't want any of them to know what I had done, what had been done to me. I was so humiliated. I guess that's when I realized that I was doing the same thing. You were partly right honey. I was letting Jack do things. One time, we were on the road. He asked if he could see my boobs. We'd had a few drinks, so I let him watch me change into my swim suit before we went down to the hot tub. He watched me and then I watched him. We didn't do anything, but it sorta opened the door. After we came back, we undressed together in his room and we both played with ourselves until we came. We never had sex or anything, but I think he wanted to. The next time we were out he gave me some lace panties to model for him. So, I did. I stripped in the bathroom and came out in just the panties. He'd undressed and was naked, and, well, we sorta played with each other until he came on my tits. But we never did more than that."
"And that's about when his wife did her thing on the boat?"
"Kayle? Yeah. She was sure he was trying to fuck me. I think if she hadn't, it would have eventually ended up there. I was letting him use me like I'd just been used. It was all about being in good with the boss. I mean, seeing me naked, what could it hurt? You'd seen his wife in those really tiny bikinis, they didn't show much less than being naked. It didn't occur to me that I was doing the same thing. I was using my body for career advancement."
I sat and nodded, not sure what to answer, but glad that at least she had come clean about her and her boss.
"I wore these stockings so you'd see that I'd been fucked. I wanted you to see that I'd been fucked, that I wasn't an ice queen, like you say. But I realize, that was exactly how I was treating you. I was letting another man enjoy my body, while at the same time preventing you from doing that, and you were my husband."
"Still am, unless you plan on changing that."
"I'm not sure it's even up to me anymore. After what she said you did, you could have your pick of women. You clearly know how to please them. Liang here definitely wants to end up in your bed. How do I make an argument for you to take me back?"
"Try," I said, leaning back and waiting. I wasn't sure what to expect, but it wasn't what she did next. She stood up, undid the dress behind her neck and let the top fall down. She wiggled her hips and pushed her dress down until it slid to the floor. She stepped in front of the love seat and put a foot on the cushion between my legs. She slowly rolled the stocking down, rolling it down her long sexy leg. I always loved the way her legs looked. She slipped her foot out of the stocking and changed feet, rolling the stocking down her left leg just as slowly. She stood in front of me, now complete nude.
"I've taken a shower. Several, actually. I wanted to wash the dirtiness off, but it didn't work. I still feel dirty after what I let happen to me. But I also know that I'm not nearly as ready to give up on us as I thought I was. It seems that you're a much nicer, more considerate and loving husband than I realized. What I can offer to you, is to stop hounding you about your career. Obviously, career advancement really isn't the most important thing in life. The other thing I can offer you is what you already own but I'd withheld from you. As my husband you have a right to see me and have sex with me and, yes, to request, not demand, but request that we do more things. And I have a duty to you, as your wife, to agree to things that I find acceptable. The problem we've had, is what I consider acceptable, apparently hasn't been particularly fair to you. It was fine with me, in my opinion, but that opinion isn't the same as it was last week."
"So, you're willing to do what I want, sexually, to be more flexible. The problem I have, is that what we used to do, when we were first married was fun and exciting and we both enjoyed it all. That was before you got into this law firm. Once you did that you got on that corporate law treadmill and you forgot what made us US! How do I know you won't just go back to that again and we end up back here again?"
"I'm standing here naked in the middle of an office. Doesn't that say something?"
"It does. It says that you're hoping I'll forgive you for what you did to us over these years, and more particularly that I'll forgive you for letting him use you. That about right?"
"I guess using sex, to get you to forgive me for using sex to get ahead, does sound a bit hypocritical."
"It does." I agreed. "I could bend you over and fuck you right here, and you'd probably do it. You might even enjoy it, but in the end, I don't feel like you're doing it because you want to, you're doing it because you feel forced to."
"I do feel forced to. But not because you're making me. But because I'm making me. I lost track of what was important. How you treated me when we first got married was what was important. We talked about having a family, and I prevented that. We talked about the future and things we'd do and trips we'd take, and I ignored those. I want very much to try and reset us to the beginning. I don't know if we can, but me, wearing that dress, standing here naked, these are the things I can offer, to try and show you that I do want to make that happen. Can you see that? Or have I so jaded you that you can't recognize an honest offer from me any longer?"
"It's hard after the last half dozen years to believe that you can, or will, or even want, to change. If I walked away right now, just got up and left, I know there are at least three women who would love to date me, not to mention Liang here. She's ready to move in. So, what do you do, to show me that you really want to change?"
She looked at me, not with anger or frustration, but almost...determination. "I expected that this would be a hard sell, so here goes. What will I do to show you that I want to change? I am going to ask nothing of you but a few simple tasks. First, help me clean out my office at work. We can't move forward with the shadow of what I did at work hanging out there. I need a new start, something and someplace, that you can be confident I'm not breaking my vows. Two, throw out anything in my closet you don't want to see me in. For every dress you throw out, you can pick a new one, of your choice. No limitations. The only string attached, is whatever you do pick will be my new wardrobe. That means work as well as play. I'll wear anything you want. We can start with that red dress if you want." She said, motioning to the red dress Liang had on. "Take me to that shop, and buy me the outfit that makes me look like that. And since I have nothing to wear but that black dress, which I really never want to see again, I'll have to go as I am."
"Naked?"
"Why not? She would, wouldn't she?"
"I would most definitely!" Liang answered quickly.
"Then I will. Third, clean out my dresser. Throw away any underwear or swim wear you don't like and replace it. I'll wear only what you pick for me to wear, no matter how revealing it is. You set the tone. How short my dresses are going to be now, what kind of underwear I have on, if any, and also one last thing. When we get home, if you want, the birth control pills go in the trash. It might take a few months, but if you want a baby with me, I'm ready."
"Amanda. That's a pretty significant change. Are you sure about this," Rachel, asked quietly?
"I haven't been this sure about anything since I walked down the aisle, with Barry standing at the front of it waiting for me. I lost my way; it took this humiliation to realize just how badly. I can't say I won't slip some, but I'm going to try."
"And you aren't going to be bothered by the list of women that Barry has been fucking this week? Maybe he'd still like to have sex with other women."
She looked at me. "It might be hard, but I'm willing to experiment with being a bit more...being able to... Oh hell. I'm willing to try swinging or swapping or whatever they call it now. If it's what keeps Barry happy, I'm willing to try it. I might not like it, but I'll try."
"I'm proud of you. This is a much better conclusion than I had anticipated when we started this. Liang, I think you better say your goodbyes and then let them go do some shopping."
I could see on Liang's face that she was more than a little bit disappointed. I suspected she was about to cry, but was holding it in surprisingly well. She stood up and held her arms out, waiting for me to stand and hug her. I let her pull me into a tight hug before she planted her lips on mine, for a long soft kiss. "If it doesn't work out, you know how to get in touch with me," she said softly. She gave me one more kiss and then stepped back and almost ran out of the office.
"That woman wants you awfully bad," Amanda said, as she watched the still open door where Liang had disappeared.
"She does."
"Do you want her? Is she what you always desired?"
"Yes and no. I enjoyed what we did, but there were times when it was just too much. She spent way too much time trying to get me to have sex with other women. She was successful, but sometimes I wish she hadn't been."
"Such as?"
"The night at the campground that she swapped husbands with...um...Jenny, I think it was. Jenny and I went to the showers wearing nothing but towels. She stole mine and ran into the ladies' showers, so I had to go in there to find her and get the towel. I guessed wrong on which stall she was in, and opened it on some other woman."
"I bet that was interesting."
"Yeah, I'm not sure who was more startled. I found her on the third try. She wanted to have sex in the shower with me and the lady I walked in on, interrupted us. Why, I don't know. How she did it, I'm still not sure of. But instead of turning us in to the park rangers, she convinced the woman to let me give her an orgasm, in exchange for walking in on her."
"Just like that? Give some strange woman an orgasm?" Amanda asked, with raised eyebrows.
"It's not all that hard. I kinda learned a few tricks."
"With your dick I suppose?"
"Amanda! Are you getting judgmental already? This doesn't bode well for what you're trying to do."
"You're right, I'm sorry honey. It's all just a little hard to take in. I think maybe we should just not talk about what you did camping, for right now."
"I think you're right."
"So, how do I do this? Just walk down to the car like this?"
"That's pretty much it. If you're lucky, we won't have company in the elevator, but it's middle of the day. Not likely that you're going to not be seen. I'm willing to let this one slide. You can put on the dress and go that way."
"Why? Are you embarrassed to be seen with me naked?"
"Not at all. I just was trying to think of your feelings. You might have been embarrassed by what happened to you, but consciously walking all the way down to the car naked, this time of day. There's gonna be a lot of eyes on you."
"Which is exactly why I have to do it. I have to prove to you that I'm willing to do what it takes, not to further my career, but to further our relationship."
"Okay, then I guess we go." She nodded, and stepped to pick up her computer bag, next to Rachel's desk, and followed me to the door.
"Text me and let me know how the shopping trip goes." Rachel said, as she walked us to the door. She watched my wife walk out, slightly shaking her head with a little smile. "Good luck," she whispered, as I walked out after my nude wife. This was going to be an even more interesting day, than the first one I had with Liang.
I could tell she was nervous as hell. Her right hand, the one without the computer bag, moving to hover in front of her crotch and then moving back to tap her fingers on her thighs as she stood in the elevator, one man staring at her nakedness and a woman scowling at her. I should have been upset at the bulge that was growing in his slacks, obvious enough that he shifted his briefcase to cover it, but for some reason I wasn't. My wife was a good-looking woman, without any doubt, and he was clearly enjoying the view. He was probably thinking about just pulling his dick out right there and fucking her, or was that only me thinking that? I pushed the thought from my head and let myself see her out of the corner of my eye.
Her nipples were surprisingly hard, as her areola puffed out slightly, a sight I'd seen many times when we were first married, but not so much in the last few years. It meant she was sexually excited, and not just a little bit. I suppose it could also have been the embarrassment she was clearly feeling, her face flushed pink, as she tried not to look at the reflection of herself in the stainless-steel elevator doors.
The car stopped at the third floor and opened, revealing several people waiting to get on. They stood frozen in shock until the doors closed again and the car started down again, none of them getting on. The doors didn't open again until the car had stopped at the parking garage level 2. The two of us stepped out, along with the man and woman standing behind us. I did my best to ignore both of them, as I led her to where the car was.
I opened the car door for her and she slipped into the seat. I closed the door and walked around. I climbed into the driver's seat and as soon as I was closing the door, she was leaning over the center console, putting her fingers to work on my belt. "What's this?" I asked in surprise.



"She did it, didn't she? Had sex with you right here?"
"Yeah."
"So why shouldn't I?"
"You think that's what I expect? For you to do everything she did?"
"Sorta. She was your perfect wife, wasn't she?"
"Not any more than he was your perfect husband."
"I don't understand. Clearly you have feelings for her. I could see it on your face, when you two said goodbye to each other."
"I do."
"But not me?" She asked, pulling her hands from my lap.
"If that were true, I wouldn't be here with you right now. Rachel said you had an incident, and there was a chance we might be able to make some progress. I jumped at the chance, instead of staying the rest of the week at the campground."
"So, you do still have feelings for me."
"Of course, I still love you! That's why I pushed you to come to counseling. I wanted to find a way to fix us."
She sat for long seconds before she reached over and started on my belt again. "This isn't because I think it's what she would do, or what you expect of me. It's because I want to." She said softly, as she pulled my pants open. "Help me take them off."
I wasn't sure what to expect, but I lifted my butt off the seat and let her work my pants and briefs down my legs; then pulled my legs up enough for her to get them off, over my shoes. She leaned over the seat and grasped my partly hard dick and lowered her face to it. "Oh damn." I breathed quietly, as she closed her lips around my head and began sucking on me, something she hadn't done in at least three or four years and not in a car for several times that. I watched her blonde head bob up and down, as my shaft grew firmer and longer in her mouth. She pulled her head up and then climbed awkwardly over the console until she was straddling me, facing me, her knees wedged on either side of my hips, between my body and the vehicle interior padding. She reached between us and found my hardon and rubbed the tip back and forth across her pussy. I was surprised how wet it felt as she spread her moisture around my head and her own lips. She tried to lower herself down, but the angle and the steering wheel made it difficult and before she had gotten me more than a couple inches into her depths, the horn of the truck was blowing.
"Oops!" she said with a blushing giggle, as she pulled her butt from the horn button. "A little tight." I reached down without answering, and pressed the buttons on the side of the seat, to motor it back away from the wheel, and at the same time, tilt the back of my seat down and away as far as it would go. As the seat moved, I felt her hot wetness envelope me further until I could feel her bare butt cheeks resting on my thighs. "Much better. I guess you had some practice doing this."
"Amanda..."
"No, sorry." She interrupted. "That wasn't fair. I take it back. Just let me do this, okay?"
"Sure." I answered, a little surprised at her sudden apology. I let the thought slip away as she leaned over me, reaching for the back of the seat with her hands. She held herself at an angle over me and began to lift and lower herself, sliding her hot wet pussy up and down my shaft. I could feel my engorged mushroom head stroking her velvety soft vaginal walls, caressing my cock in all the right ways. She closed her eyes and moaned softly, as she moved herself on me, sliding me in and out in a slow rhythmic pace. I slid my hands up her body, to cup her firm C cup breasts, cupping each one with a hand, so I could squeeze and knead them as she worked herself up and down. She moaned in pleasure at the additional stimulation, her mouth opening and her breathing becoming deeper and more ragged, as she started bouncing her butt faster.
"Oh God...yes," she moaned softly, as her ass slapped a rhythmic tattoo on my thighs. Up and down her ass moved, slapping loudly, as she drove down harder with her growing excitement.
I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and watched the guy from the elevator slowly moving around the parked car next to us, clearly trying to find a better view of my wife fucking me. It was almost surprising to me that I didn't mind him watching, though I wasn't sure if it was because of all the public sex I'd had in the last few days, or if it was due to it being Amanda and not Liang? I knew I still had some resentment at what she had put me through lately, and I had no illusions that it was going to get a lot better, all of a sudden. So, was me not telling her that some guy was watching her, part of some unconscious payback? Whatever the reason, I didn't bother to tell Amanda, as he shifted closer, leaning against the neighboring car. As he watched her bouncing on me, her eyes still closed, he unzipped his suit pants and fished out his already hard dick. He started to stroke himself, watching her bounce on my lap. I shifted my hands to let him see her tits better, using my fingers and thumbs to grasp her nipples. The sudden change in sensation made her moan loudly and slam down on me harder, driving herself closer and closer to climax, and me along with her.
Up and down her ass bounced, slapping my thighs and making the whole car bounce in time with her motions. I felt my cock driving deep into her, my head smashing against the end of her vagina with each down stroke she made. "Oh fuck honey, I'm going to come." She moaned loudly, surely loud enough for the guy standing outside our car window. I could feel my own climax growing, the warmth and tingle spreading, as her pussy began to clench lightly around me with her impending orgasm. "Ohhhhh shit! I'm coooooming!" she squealed, as she slammed herself down on me. I felt her pussy clench around me, as her climax started to wash over her. I saw the guy step closer, his hand stroking himself frantically as he moved his dick closer to the car window. Then I heard it, a deep grunt, and his cock started to spurt cum out at my wife. She heard it too and jerked her head around just in time to see the second shot of his cum squirt onto the window in front of her face. Time and again he spurted more cum at her as she sat on me, panting and trembling, her climax keeping her from even trying to cover herself.
She watched him finish pumping his cum on the window and then step to it and rub his head around in it, forming a heart in the jizz before backing up and tucking his now softening dick away.
"You knew he was there," she said breathlessly, as she looked back at me.
"I did."
"And you didn't tell me?"
"Nope."
"Why?"
"I don't know. Maybe I wanted some payback for all the shit you've given me."
"Payback? Is that what we're devolving into? Paybacks?" She asked, still staying seated on me.
I frowned. "I don't know exactly."
"I can understand you still being mad at me. I don't think any of what we feel is going to just magically go away, but you could have warned me."
"Sure, but what would you have done? You don't have any clothes to put on."
"No, I guess I don't." She whispered. "I guess we should fix that next." She added before pulling off my still raging hardon.
"Hey!"
"What? Not happy with what I did?"
"What you did was fine, but I could have stood a few more minutes?"
"So you could fill me with your cum, before we go shopping? I don't think so." She snickered, as she rolled back into the passenger seat. "Now, how about you take me someplace that you can buy me some underwear. Maybe that little store, where you got her red dress?"
I reached into the back for my pants and she reached out and stopped me. "No. Just like that. You say you like being naked, why not stay that way?"
"Okay, I will," I answered, dropping my pants back onto the seat and moving to sit my seat back up. I started the car and drove us to the same shop that I'd taken Liang to. I briefly wondered if it was a good idea or not, taking her there, after having had sex with the sales lady. I was a little apprehensive as I pulled into the lot and saw a few cars in front of the store, since Amanda would be going in naked. I was even more apprehensive when Amanda insisted that if she was going in naked, so was I. I wanted to argue, but she made a good point, I'd already been in the store naked, and if I was so gung-ho on being sexual in public, I should be willing to do the same things I asked her to do. I argued that her going naked was her choice, not my request, but she pointed out; that just because she didn't want to wear the black dress, didn't prevent me from offering her at least my shirt to wear. I had to admit that she had me there. I should have thought to offer her my shirt instead of letting her go down the elevator naked. It made me think again, was I subconsciously trying to get back at her?
I pulled off my t-shirt and got out of the car with her, wearing nothing but my shoes. By the time I got around the car she was already out and walking to meet me. I took a deep breath and walked to the front door with her. We stepped in and I saw at least four women in the store, not counting the sales woman, that I immediately recognized from last visit.
"Holy shit!" a middle-aged woman said, drawing the other patrons attentions to her and then to us.
"Well, you did come back!" The sales woman said with a grin. "Don't worry ladies, he's harmless. I see you have a new friend this time?"
"Actually, no, I'm his wife. Yes, his real wife," Amanda answered, before I could respond.
"I see. I take it we're looking for something to wear?"
"I was left by my temporary husband, with nothing but a slutty black dress, that he had me wear while he pimped me out to close the deal with one of his clients. I absolutely refused to wear it any longer than I had to, as such, I have nothing to wear. I thought I could find something appropriate to wear, for my first night back with my real husband."
"I'm sure we can find something. Do you have a style preference?" The sales woman asked, as she walked closer.
"Actually, I think something like the red outfit you modeled for my husband. I understand he enjoyed it so much he fucked you in it."
I saw the woman stop and her face turned bright red. "I'm really sorry about that. I was led to believe that you and he, were pretty much done, so it wouldn't be a problem." The woman said, awkwardly, from two racks away.
"No need to apologize. This time last week I would have completely agreed with that assessment. But things have changed a little, and he and I are going to see if we can find a way to patch our relationship up. So, I'm starting with a change in wardrobe."
"Well, let's see what we have. Just how much do you want showing? Clearly less than right now."
My wife looked back and grinned at me before turning to face the sales woman again. "Since I just fucked my husband in a parking garage and had some strange man jack off on the car window, I'd say I'm open for anything."
"Anything covers a lot."
"Then let's say, it has to be publicly acceptable, and it has to make my husband want to fuck my brains out. Like that little red dress, you showed off for him. In fact, since he's as naked as I am, if it doesn't give him a hardon, I'm not sure I'm interested."
"I think I can handle that." She said with a grin. "Come with me."
Amanda took my hand and pulled me down the aisle, intentionally pulling me down to where the four women were standing, parading me past them, as she walked us to where the sales woman was headed. Two of the women that were somewhat older, stood looking completely miffed, one middle aged woman just stared and grinned and the youngest, maybe thirty or so, followed behind to where she could continue to see us. Amanda stopped us, next to the rack the sales woman was standing by.
The woman pulled a dress off the rack. It was a halter style top, attached to a skirt with a zipper down the front. The woman unzipped the skirt, which let the whole front of the dress spread apart, and helped my wife slip her arms into it, and then squatting down to zip the front of the skirt back closed. She turned to look at me, her face almost bumping into my partly hard dick as she did.
"Hmmm. I don't see a hardon." My wife said quietly.
The sales woman looked back at her. "Well, he just doesn't know what this dress does yet." She reached to the skirt and grasping the bottom of the zipper, slowly pulled the second zipper tab up, letting the bottom hem spread apart until I could see my wife's pussy peeking between the two sides of the material. "This part is really good for women who want to push the limits a little." Then she stood up and reached behind my wife's neck and unsnapped the halter top, letting it fall down to expose her firm breasts. "And this part is for those who want to push the limits a whole lot. Just think of all the fun you could have with this dress in...say a movie theater, or maybe a store?"
"Hmmm. That seems to be helping." My wife said, looking at my slowly hardening dick. "What else do you have that might be this enticing?"
"Mhmm...Let me think. Oh, yes." She said moving to another rack and coming back with another dress. It was a long sleeve, off the shoulder dress, but the top was a mesh material with an intricate pattern woven into it, and the skirt was two layers of sheer material that I was sure would be see through. "Perfectly legal, since everything is covered, but also so exposing. Worn without panties or any kind of breast covering, anyone who cared to see, could. I know a few ladies that wear this with a very tiny thong panty and pasties over their nipples."
"That looks sooooo tempting. Why don't you model it for us?"
The sales woman looked around nervously. "I, um, I have customers here." She whispered.
"I don't think they'd mind; do you honey?"
I just looked at my wife in surprise, unable to ask the question that was foremost on my mind. 'What the hell was she doing?' THIS wasn't Amanda, at least not the one I'd known the last ten years. She didn't even like me looking at other women, and now she was suggesting to a woman to expose herself to me? I was completely dumbfounded.
With the sales woman hesitating, she turned and looked at the thirty something woman that was leaning against a rack, interested in watching us, and more specifically my now hardened dick. Amanda turned to her. "How about you? Would you like to see how this outfit affects my husband?"
"Me?" She asked in surprise.
"Why not. You seem interested in how my husband looks, I thought maybe you'd want to get a closer look."
"A closer look?"
"Sure. If you're showing him how this looks, you can get as close as you want."
"Amanda? What are you doing?" I asked, still trying to figure out what my wife was up to. This was NOT like her, AT ALL!
"Just giving this young woman a chance to see what she obviously wants to see. This is the sales woman Liang told me about, isn't it? You didn't have any trouble fucking her. I thought maybe you'd want to try again."
It wasn't so much what she said, but how she said it, and the look on her face as she did. This suddenly felt more like she was trying to set me up to do something, she could then later use against me in some way. I'm sure it'd go a long way in divorce court having her tell a story about how, with her standing right there, I fucked the sales lady, or worse, a total stranger, at the lingerie store. Yeah, that HAD to be it. She was playing me, setting me up for divorce, while she was playing nice and making me think that she was changed or changing. I wasn't going to fall into that trap! "Look...I don't know what you're playing at. If you want us to be together, like you said in the office, that you wanted to find a way to make us work, this isn't the way to do it."
"It's not? You didn't enjoy fucking everything that would spread their legs for you while you were with Liang?"
Now there was a tone of voice I was used to! Snotty and condescending, accusing me of misbehavior or somehow not meeting her expectations.
"I thought what happened during the swap was protected. I didn't chide you for letting your husband pimp you out to make a deal, did I? I didn't hold it against you that you let some complete stranger fuck you just to make some money for your husband. Are we going back on that now? If you weren't honest with me on that, were you honest with me on you fucking your boss just to get promoted!?" I snapped angrily.
I could see the shock on her face as well as the face of the sales woman standing next to us. She didn't say anything. It was pretty obvious that she was shocked beyond words, or if she had any, she was holding them back. "That's not fair." She said in a harsh but quiet tone, as if she were scolding a child. "I did what I was forced to do, not what I wanted to do. What you did was to take advantage of the situation and go hog wild, fucking how many women? Five? Six? More than that? I couldn't really keep count you fucked so many of them."
"So, what I did was wrong because I enjoyed it, but it wasn't wrong for you because you were forced to do it? He didn't put a gun to your head, did he? He didn't tie you up and strip you and do it to you, did he? At any time, you could have walked out of the house. You could have left and said NO! But you didn't. You let his client fuck you while he fucked your face. And you can't tell me you didn't enjoy it. You got to find out what it's like to have your partner put their career above you in every way that matters!" I snapped angrily. "You got a taste of what you've been doing to me for years, only without the pleasure of sex. I got fucked and didn't even get to enjoy it, while you pursued your career and chastised me for not doing to you what you were doing to me. No. I don't think this is going to work. You might think you want to change, but you really don't. All you want to do is to hurt me more, before you throw me in the trash. Well, fine. You want your divorce, go for it. If I learned anything this week, it's that there's a lot of fish in the sea that would be happy to have what I give you." I turned and started to walk toward the door.
I made it almost to the door before she caught up to me and grabbed my arm, turning me around and stopping me. I looked at her face and didn't see what I expected. I didn't see anger. I didn't see irritation. I didn't see the face of someone who was intent on hurting me. What I DID see was panic. "Wait! Please!" She said pleadingly. "Please don't. I didn't mean it. I really didn't. I DO want to make it work." She stopped and lowered her voice to almost a whisper. "Maybe it won't. Maybe I've done too much damage, to us, to be able to fix anything. But you're right. I got a taste, a very short, very intense lesson on just how I've made you feel. I'm sorry." She paused and took a deep breath before continuing. "I'm upset, yes. I'm upset that you had all this wonderful sex with all these women that weren't me. I'm upset that you felt like you could just go and do, and there wouldn't be any repercussions. I'm upset that what you experienced with Liang was so enjoyable, while what I experienced was cold and humiliating." She looked up at my face again and spoke louder. "I guess I was trying to make you feel some of the humiliation I felt, but that isn't exactly fair. You didn't do to me what happened. You didn't set that up. Rachel listened to all the things that I said I wanted you to be, and she gave me a man that was all those things. She gave me a man that she knew didn't care about me in any way, except as a tool. She gave me a man that tried to do to his wife what he succeeded in doing to me. She knew what would probably happen, and she matched me with that animal. She did it because she knew that I needed to have a taste of reality. Of what a person solely focused on career can be like. She wanted to show me just exactly why I didn't want you to be, what I was asking you to be. I'm sorry."



I wasn't sure what to say at that point. If she was waiting for me to forgive her, or to at least say I would, I wasn't at all sure I could, at least not yet. She let go of my arm and her head dropped again. "I guess it was too much to hope for, that we could fix it. That somehow you could find room in your heart to let me at least try." She started to turn away.
I reached out and grasped her arm gently, turning her back toward me. I took a short step toward her and pulled her gently toward me, feeling her breasts press against my chest as I pulled her body to mine. I leaned my face down and kissed her. It was stiff and almost awkward at first, but over several seconds she softened and began to kiss me back. We stood in front of the glass door, her in that dress only half on, and me completely naked except for my shoes, kissing each other softly. There was a tenderness in her kiss that I hadn't felt in way too long. We were both breathless as we broke the kiss and looked at each other's eyes, our faces still only inches apart. "There has always been room in my heart to try and fix this." I whispered. "If there wasn't, I wouldn't have come back."
"So, what do we do? How do we fix us?"
"I wish I knew. But this... this admission you made, and this kiss are a good place to start. It shows me that you do still want to fix us and that you do still care for me, at least some. I can forgive you for being angry. It'll take time, but I think I can learn to forgive you for what you put us through. But the part I have the most trouble with is you and your boss. I don't know how to forgive you for that."
"What if I can find a way to make it up to you?"
"Make it up to me? How are you going to do that? You can't take back what you two did. Yes, I know you say you never had sex. But you got naked together, multiple times. You touched each other, multiple times. You admit you gave each other climaxes. Do you really expect me to believe that not once, in all those times, that you didn't have sex with him? How do I do that? Knowing that you lied to me about being naked and touching each other, saying nothing ever happened, how do I ever trust you that you didn't let him have sex with you?"
"I suppose that if you're convinced that I had sex with him, there really isn't any way for me to ever convince you that I didn't. But maybe I don't need to."
"How's that?"
"You think I did, so what if I did? What would make it okay in your mind that I did? You said that me having sex with my boss, while we were married, was me giving away something that belonged to you, and that you could never get back. What if I could give you something of his that was equally valuable. Something that you could have that he could never get back?"
"Like what? He's got money to buy anything he wants."
"Almost, but not quite. Will you let me try?" I nodded. She smiled back and stepped from me. "Come on. We have some clothes to buy." She ended up stripping and trying on no less than six outfits, all of which we bought, and the thirtyish young lady tried on two more, for me to see her in, which Amanda also bought, leaving me so fucking horny that my dick almost hurt it had been hard so long. Once again completely naked, she stepped over to the chair I was sitting in, watching the impromptu fashion show, and stepped over me. She reached down and guided my dick to her pussy as she settled on my lap. Of the customers, all of them had left except for the thirty-year-old woman that had modeled two outfits. She stepped out of the changing room, naked, while Amanda was riding me, sliding up and down on my shaft. She walked to us and guided one of my hands between her legs and my face to her chest, coaxing me to suck one of her tits while Amanda rode my cock with abandon, apparently as turned on as I was. I sucked her hard nipple and teased her pussy with my fingers while Amanda slowly pushed both of us closer and closer to climax.
Unlike what we had done in the parking garage, this time she kept her eyes open, looking at me, her face showing the pleasure and joy she was feeling at that moment. I could tell her climax was building, but she was intentionally holding it back, working up and down my shaft, until I came. I groaned softly, the sound muffled by the tit I had in my mouth. I felt another hand on my face, turning me away from the breast I was sucking on, to find another breast, this one belonging to the sales woman I had fucked the last time I was there. I closed my mouth around her hard nipple as I moved my right hand down to find her crotch. I sucked her nipple for a minute or so before turning my face to the left, and sucking on the other woman's breast. I moaned softly as my wife began to climax around my dick, the feeling of her orgasm squeezing her pussy around me, making my own climax peak.
I sat with my fingers in two different women's pussies, and a tit in my mouth, none of which belonged to my wife, as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of cum up into my wife, as she sat on me trembling and shuddering. It took long minutes before I could really concentrate on the two women next to us, but I felt like it was my duty to give both a climax if I could. Amanda sat on my lap and watched me as I turned my head from side to side, sucking first the young woman's tit, and then the sales woman's tit, all the while using both hands to finger their pussies. It took some time, but the young woman came first, moaning loudly, and shuddering, as I stroked her clit. I don't know if it was the hardest, she'd ever climaxed, but it seemed to be adequate as she stepped back from me and sat in one of the other chairs that were in the changing area.
Amanda lifted off of me, my dick again hard, thanks to the residual effects from the Viagra, Liang had been dosing me with. She reached over to the sales woman and gently pulled her to my lap as she moved off of it. In moments the sales woman was guiding my shaft to her pussy while Amanda stood next to us, watching.
"Oh, fuck yes." The woman moaned, as she began to lift and lower on my shaft, her large breasts bouncing on her chest in front of my face as she worked herself up and down my cock. She mumbled how good it felt and moaned in pleasure, as she drove herself harder and harder down onto me. Her ass slapped a rhythmic tempo on my thighs as she pounded herself down onto me over and over, pushing her climax ever so close. "SHIT! I'm coming!" she squealed, as she slammed down on me, her whole body shaking in pleasure as her climax washed over her like a wave. She sat on me for at least two or three minutes before she was coordinated enough to stand up again.
"You want a piece of this?" Amanda asked the young woman as the sales woman climbed off my still hard dick.
"No, as much as I want to, I don't think I should." She said softly, staring at my hardon.
"You sure?"
"I think so, yes." She answered in a whisper, getting up and walking to the dressing room that had her clothing in it. I watched her and the sales woman both dressing, until it was only Amanda and myself naked. Amanda dressed in the halter top dress and then went to the car for my shorts, and my wallet. I dressed in the shorts, paid for our purchases, and then we left to head home.
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Saturday was as normal as I could expect, except of course my wife's quite reserved, almost sullen mood. She talked, but only when she had to and only as much as it took to answer the question. Otherwise, she was quiet and unsmiling. I knew this mood, and I thought I knew what was driving it, but I wasn't sure and I wasn't going to offer an opinion until she asked for it.
After breakfast I went outside to do my weekly chores while she did her inside chores, changing bed sheets, doing laundry, vacuuming, etc. I did mine in turn, the first of which was mowing and weed-eating around the yard. By the time I finished two hours later it had gotten quite warm outside and I was sweating heavily. My t-shirt was soaked, as was the waist band of my jeans. On top of that I was covered with grass and weed trimmings that had been flung on me by the string trimmer.
"Uh uh. I just vacuumed, go outside and take that stuff off!" she said with a scowl as I stepped into the mudroom and started to pull off my shirt. I just nodded and headed back outside and around to the back yard. It wasn't the first time I'd been chastised for dumping all those grass schnibbles on her freshly cleaned floor. I stood in front of the sliding glass door on the back patio and started to pull off my soggy, grass covered clothes. Kathy stood in the kitchen, leaning back against the kitchen counter watching me. I turned toward her, looking back at her as I slowly undressed. While I'd undressed out there plenty of times, I hadn't ever had her watch me as I did, at least not that I knew of. I bent over and pulled my shoes off and then worked my jeans down. She watched, as I worked the pants' legs off my own legs and tossed my pants onto the patio, leaving me in just my socks and briefs. I looked at her with raised eyebrows, questioning if I'd done enough, and to my surprise, got a small shake of her head. I shrugged and pushed my briefs down and the pulled off my socks so I was completely naked.
With nothing left to take off, I reached for the sliding door handle and pulled, expecting the door to slide open, surprised when it didn't. "Locked!" I said through the glass. "Wanna come unlock it?"
"Maybe, after you rinse off. You're all sweaty!"
I shook my head. Okay, this was a new twist. Usually she just sent me to go shower if I was sweaty and stinky. I could only think this had something to do with yesterday. The hose was coiled up on the patio by the faucet only a few feet away. I knew the water would be plenty warm at first, the water trapped in the hose being warmed by the sun. I walked to where the hose was, turned on the spigot and then pulled the hose, with its attached nozzle, out to the middle of the patio so I was standing in the sun. I sprayed myself off, starting at my feet and started working my way up my body. Kathy stepped to the door, unlocked and slid it open, and stepped out onto the patio with me. She walked to me and took the hose from me. She finished rinsing me off, the water growing chilly long before she was done, and then, in another surprise to me, she turned the hose on herself, soaking the shirt she had on. My wife surprisingly held the hose up above her head, and rained the cold water down on herself, wetting her shirt, front and back, until it had been saturated, the thin material clinging to her body snugly. She reached down and started to spray her shorts with the now cold water, spraying them all over before tucking the nozzle into the waistband of her shorts. Kathy let out a little squeak as the cold water began rushing down through her shorts and out both leg holes, running down her legs to soak her socks.
She pulled the hose from her shorts, dropped it to the patio and then stood, looking down at herself. My wife looked up at me with a crooked little grin. "I guess I can't go back in like this, I'd get my floors all messed up. Guess I have to get undressed too."
"I guess you do," I agreed, my dick already starting to get hard from looking at her rigid nipples showing through her now wet shirt and bra.
"Do you wanna help?"
"I'd love to," I answered her, reaching for the waist of her t-shirt. I pulled the shirt up and out of the waist of her shorts and worked the wet material up her body with some difficulty, finally getting it over her head and off. She had on one of those less than sexy sports bras, this one now totally soaked. It took me even longer to get it worked up and over her body and off, leaving her big, soft tits complete exposed and my dick feeling like an iron rod. I squatted down in front of her and unsnapped her shorts. I pulled them down, her bikini-style panties rolling partway down her body to expose her curl-covered mound and pussy. I helped her out of the shorts, and pulled the now soaked socks off at the same time. The only thing she still had on were the partly rolled down panties. I stood up, stepped to her side, and, in a surprise to her, scooped her up in my arms.
True, I'm not as strong as I used to be, but I was still able to lift her hundred-sixty pound frame and carry her the dozen or so feet to the picnic table. She squealed and giggled as I carried her to the table and set her on the end. I stepped in front of her and started to slowly pull the panties, which were now only around her thighs, down her legs. She let me pull them all the way off, leaving her as naked as I was. I tossed the panties aside and took her legs in my hands, then spread them, allowing me to see her sexy pussy and the slightly-graying mat of wet brown curls between her legs. I knelt between her legs and kissed the inside of her right thigh, only a foot or so from her pussy. I turned my head and softly kissed her left thigh as well. Kiss by kiss, I worked down both thighs toward her pussy until I could place my kisses directly on her protruding inner lips, which were still pressed tightly from her panties. I stroked my tongue over her lips several times, slowly working my tongue between them until they were spread and sopping wet from both her own juices and my saliva.
"Oh damn," she gasped softly as I stroked my tongue up across her now accessible clit. I still wasn't sure what she was thinking, but at the moment, she was accepting of the sex I was providing. I licked deeper between her lips, tasting the slightly tangy juices of her pussy, telling me I had more work to do. She always tasted this way when we were just starting, her juices slowly growing sweeter and more copious as she got more and more turned on, which is exactly what I planned on making happen!
I teased between her lips for long minutes, stroking her soft inner lips and between them, letting my tongue draw moisture from her vaginal opening up to her clit. I tasted her wetness growing sweeter and knew it was time to up my game. I let my tongue concentrate on her clit and slipped a single finger slowly into her pussy, drawing a long, deep moan of pleasure from her. "Ohhhhh fuck yes, sweetie. Do that. Make me come like you did at the river!" I grinned to myself and added as second finger, curling them both up behind her pubic bone.
I heard another moan, this one farther away. I looked up my wife's body, past her sexy tits, and past her face, across the short distance of the yard to the row of bushes that separated our yard from Dee and Jack's. Standing just this side of the bushes was Dee, her shorts around her thighs, and her shirt and bra pushed up above her tits, exposing all her pleasures to me as she teased a nipple with one hand, her other between her legs, stroking her pussy.
I watched her pleasure herself as my fingers pushed my wife closer and closer to orgasm. I drove my fingers in faster, working the tip of my middle finger along her vaginal wall to tease that bundle of nerves that I knew was there. Her legs lifted from where her feet had been resting on my shoulders, lifting into the air and spreading in a wide vee. I could feel her pussy contract around my fingers as her legs started to tremble. I knew now was the time, just as her climax was starting to wash over her. I pulled my fingers from her, stood up and grabbed my dick. I thrust hard into her, drawing a cry of both surprise and pleasure as my engorged head drove hard fully into her. I grabbed her legs and started to pump my hips, driving my cock in and out of her spasming pussy.
"FUCK YES! GOD DAMN! YOU'RE MAKING ME COME! OHHHH GOD YES!" she screamed as she lay trembling and shaking on the table, my cock plunging in and out of her hot box. I watched her tits roll wildly on her chest as my body slammed into her bare ass over and over, her hands gripping the table to keep herself from being slid across the rough wood surface.
I was torn between watching my wife's sexy body climaxing, and Dee frigging her own pussy to climax. In the end it was too much for my poor mind to process and I looked down to concentrate on my wife's body as my body jerked, jamming my cock into her. I felt the first gush of cum surge into her pussy, drawing another cry of pleasure from her.
After more than half a dozen powerful shots of cum deep in her pussy, I was left standing between her legs, my dick slowly softening as it leaked any remaining cum into her. Dee had also climaxed, watching us. She fixed her top and then turned around and pushed her ass out at me invitingly before pulling her shorts up and disappearing between the bushes once again. I looked down at my wife who was smiling at me.
"I guess that was good?" I asked her. "I'm not used to hearing you make that much noise."
"It was," she answered. "I guess I haven't felt like making that kind of noise in a long time."
"So, you wanna talk about it?"
"About what?" she evaded the question.
"What has you upset."
"How do you know I'm upset?"
"Lover, after thirty-five years, if I can't tell, I have a problem. You've been evasive, acting almost depressed, since what happened in the shower house yesterday."
"Do I look depressed?"
"This second? No. But I know you're still upset about something. I can tell."
She let her smile fade and let out a long sigh. "I feel guilty," she whispered.
"About what, exactly?" I asked, not wanting to infer anything that could make it worse.
"Terry and those two other guys. I didn't go up there planning to have sex with him. I went up planning on giving him a really good blowjob and letting him come on my tits. I felt like oral sex was one thing, but neither of us had actually had intercourse with anyone else, not until Don. I was okay with that. It was my choice. I wanted to feel if it was different. But I didn't let him come inside me. When Terry asked if I'd let him, I was kinda turned on. Actually I think it was from those guys watching me. I don't know why it turned me on, but it did. Hell, it wasn't because of the blowjob. I don't love doing that, you know that. I hardly even give you blowjobs. But, somehow, doing it in front of them and having those two guys jerking off watching me was making me really horny. So when he asked, I figured, why not? Not any different than what Don and I did."
She stopped talking and sighed heavily. "I wasn't sure I wanted it when he invited those guys to come on my tits, but figured what the hell, it'd wash off. I knew you wouldn't mind that. I mean, as long as it was on me. I didn't love that guy fucking my mouth, but I couldn't exactly stop him... but Terry, I told him not to come in me, but instead of coming on my body, squirted it all right into my opening and then pushed his dick back in so it pushed all that semen into me. While he was doing that the guy who was fucking my mouth started squirting it in my mouth and rubbing it all over my face. Between the two of them, well, I felt dirty. I felt like I'd done something really bad: that I'd cheated on you. I felt like some kind of dirty whore. You knew what I was going to do, that I was going to suck him off, but that, that wasn't what you signed up for. I feel so guilty. When I was doing it with Don, it felt so good, but with Terry, it was different. I got really turned on but then things got out of control."
"I didn't know, no. Yes, I did with Don doing you, but Vanessa told me Terry would keep you safe. Now I sorta feel like he did anything but. I should have been with you to protect you instead of fucking Vanessa. He took advantage of you being naked because I wasn't there, and did pretty much what he felt like doing. I don't blame you, I blame him."
"No. you shouldn't have had to be there. I don't blame you. But I do blame myself. That's why I didn't want to have any more sex last night. Not that either of us really were up to it. But I felt dirty. I didn't want you having sex with me with another man's stuff in me."
"I guess I can understand that."
"That's why I made you wash off after Janet. I didn't want you sticking your dick back into me with her on it."
"Okay. That makes sense too. So, why this, today, out here?"
"Because it was just you. No other guys. I wanted to feel if it was the same, having sex with you outside like this, just us. I wanted to make sure that I wasn't being drawn to being some kind of a slut or something, wanting to fuck guys to make me come that way."
"Why would you think that?"
"Because of how good it felt to have Don having sex with me. How good it felt while he was doing it, to have Terry poking me, even though his dick is a lot smaller than yours. I mean, he made it work... good too! He made me climax hard. Not as hard as this, but still, harder than I usually climax. I needed to know that I didn't spoil what we have!"
I grasped her hands and pulled her up to sit, her legs wrapping around mine as I drew her chest to mine. I pressed my lips to hers, kissing her softly for at least a full minute. "I love you. I've loved you since the say I first saw you. Nothing will change that," I whispered.
"I know you like doing it places like out here. I really didn't think I'd like it, that I'd be too nervous to even get off at all. But somehow, I don't know why, but somehow it's making me get off even harder. It's all so confusing right now."
"So how do we make it un-confusing?"
"I don't know. I feel like I need to try some things. You know, experiment a little and see what it is that turns me on. Is it being out here, is it maybe the chance of someone seeing us doing it? Maybe it's being caught.. or being watched. God, that'd be horrible, wouldn't it? If having someone else watch me does it? Or maybe it's worse than that. Maybe it's other guys touching me that does it."
"How did it feel for you to see me doing it with Janet?"
"At first, it was making me upset. But I watched, and I started getting turned on, seeing you move, how you worked in and out of her. I didn't expect it to, but it got me turned on. You look kinda sexy when you're doing it. I never saw it from that angle before."
"Did it bother you knowing I'd done it with Vanessa?"
"I really didn't think about it. I was sorta absorbed with how I felt from what I did with Terry."
"Okay. I guess I can accept that. So what do you want to do?"
"I don't know. I think maybe with a little more practice I can handle going on the cruise with you. I'll even try to wear whatever you want, even if it's nothing. But if I do, you'll have to promise to protect me. I don't want a bunch of guys thinking that just because I'm naked or scantily dressed that I'm fair game to molest."
"I think that goes without saying."
"And I'm going to protect you, too. I think there will be a lot of women on the ship that see what you have and are going to want it. You have to promise me that you're not going to be off fucking every cunt that walks in front of you."
I was a little shocked at how she said it, but she had a valid point. "Okay, both of us protect each other. No touching or messing around without permission from the other for that particular person."
She looked at me curiously. "Why did you put that qualifier on it?"
"Because we might meet someone, a couple, someone we want to play with. Sorta like we did with Don and Janet."
"Oh, yeah. Do you think that's what turns me on? Doing it with someone else in front of you?"
I shrugged. "I don't know. I just know you came at least half a dozen times yesterday. I don't think I've ever seen you do more than twice."
"I don't think I have, either. It was kind of exciting. I just kept doing it, wondering if they'd get less strong, or I wouldn't be able to get off again. But I did. Even with Terry, I did. Even with that guy trying to rub his dick on my face, Terry still managed to give me a really hard orgasm. I don't know why. I really don't."
"But you want to find out why?"
"Sorta. I'd like to know if it's because it was other guys, or the situation, or... I don't know what. Maybe I can only come like that with other guys playing with me or watching me."
"So, maybe I should tease you all day and see how many times I can make you climax?"
"That's not a bad idea. I'm still a bit horny, even after what we just did. Let me have sex with you when I feel like it, and not in the bedroom either. Anyplace but there."
"Okay. We've done it once. We can keep doing it all day and see how many times I can get you off," I said with a chuckle.
"If you had to make me get off as many times as I did yesterday, your poor thing would be worn completely out."
"Okay. How about this: you come to me every time you get turned on, and I'll do my best to get you off, even if I can't get it up again, I'll find a way to give you a climax."
"If you're sure," she said softly. "Maybe I need to walk around naked all day?"
"I'd go for that. Maybe I need to too? Just to get you interested? That way, all you have to do is grab hold of it." I grinned. I wouldn't mind one bit running around mostly or completely naked in front of her.
"I figured you'd want to. I think you have a bit of an exhibitionist side to you," she said with a slight shake of her head.
Living in a subdivision, I'd always had to be relatively careful about what I wore outside, especially out front. I had bushes around the back yard to provide a buffer between us and our neighbors, mostly because the HOA prohibited dog-ear board privacy fences, preferring instead chain link fences. But large bushes could be a reasonably effective privacy screen as well, at least for yard or first floor level blockage. All of the houses in our immediate area, including ours, were two-story with second floor balcony decks on the back. So, there were at least five or six houses that had easy access to see into our yard from their second story balconies and windows and, along with that, what Kathy and I had just done in our back yard.
Other than those few houses, I could easily run around naked in the back yard and only risk exposure to a few people. Unfortunately, if I tried to go do my next chore naked, well, I was pretty sure I'd be getting a visit by the local constabulary. So as much as I would have liked to go do it naked, I instead went into the laundry room, found the tiny little suit I'd worn the day before, and headed out to wash the car.
I guess maybe I'd always been a closet nudist or an exhibitionist. I'd wondered more than a few times, what it would be like to stand out on the driveway, completely naked, and wash the car, flashing myself to the neighborhood women, or maybe have Kathy help wash the car and get her soaked or even naked in the process. I'd never tried it, knowing that I would have gotten a very negative response from Kathy, not to mention a visit by the HOA president or maybe the sheriff's department. But wearing that itty bitty swimsuit, I felt damn near naked, while still being legal. I hoped the neighborhood wives didn't get too worked up with my attire, or maybe I did.
I got my bucket of water and hose out, and got ready to work. I was just wetting the car down when Dee walked out in a pair of very tiny shorts and a t-shirt. She smiled and waved at me as she made her way to one of the many gardens around her house, knelt down and bent over to start weeding. I had things done and saw her on her hands and knees, looking over at me, her tits pushing her shirt away from her body, one hand rubbing her nipple through the thin material. I could tell she was staring at me, maybe hoping that I'd get a hard-on and the swim suit wouldn't be able to hide it. I teasingly sprayed some water at her, not letting it hit her, but letting it land on the grass part way between us.



She grinned at me and rolled onto her knees so she was upright, kneeling in the grass between our houses. I squirted the water again, letting it land closer, but still not hitting her. "You wouldn't dare," she said with a crooked little grin, almost as if she knew that I'd take her up on the dare. I took a few steps toward her, sprayed the water into the air, the droplets falling on her. Not much rained down on her, but some. She opened her mouth in mock shock and then closed it and put her hands on her hips, making no effort to move. I squirted again, this time letting a much longer stream fly from the hose, a good portion of it landing on her shoulders and head, the water quickly soaking into the thin, white t-shirt. It only took a few moments for the water to soak into her shirt over her right breast and make it see-through enough for me to know that she didn't have a bra on.
She pushed herself up, and then walked the couple dozen feet to where I was. She took the hose from my hand, pulled the waistband of my suit out from my body and then pointed the hose down into it. She pulled the lever and in moments had the suit, overflowing, the tight leg holes keeping the water from freely flowing out. The end result was that the now saturated material really showed the bulge that had already been growing.
She handed me the hose and turned to walk away, her gait making her butt swing side to side enticingly. I shook my head, grabbed the sponge, and started washing the car before I did something else, something that I knew I shouldn't do. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and looked to see Kathy standing inside, in front of the large picture window, still completely naked. I glanced up and down the road and then stepped in front of the car to shield me somewhat from the road, turned to face her. With a grin I pulled the front of my suit down, releasing my mostly hard cock. I stood there in full view of both her and Dee, slowly stroking my dick, watching her reaction. I watched her move one hand to her breast and the other to her crotch, both hands starting to stroke herself gently. I really didn't think about what would happen when I tried to tuck it into my suit again, I was having too much fun teasing her, watching one of her hands slowly dip down between her legs while the other teased one of her nipples. We stood there, playing with ourselves in front of each other, getting more and more into it by the second. I was just thinking maybe I needed to rinse the soap off the car and go in for some quick sex when I heard it.
"Hooooollllly shit!" I heard from behind me. I jerked around, my dick still in my hand, and saw Ashley, the neighbor straight across the street, standing only a dozen feet away, her hand over her mouth, staring at my cock. Ashley is in her early thirties, she and her husband Chris both in the insurance business. She's a pleasant enough looking woman, slightly heavier than Kathy, but with big, bouncy tits and a penchant for wearing short skirts, like the one she had on now, and deep cleavage tops. We were friends, but I wouldn't say super close, given the age difference. They preferred to party a bit more than we did, but we were otherwise friendly to each other.
"Shit! Ashley!" I gasped, trying to stuff my dick into the tiny suit, not unsurprisingly, unsuccessfully. "I wasn't expecting you."
"I can tell," she said, moving her hand from her mouth, her eyes still on my crotch, where I was trying to cover the part of my hard-on that couldn't fit in the suit.
"Sorry," I whispered, feeling myself blush. I glanced back at the window and could see my wife standing with one arm across her breasts, the other hand covering her mouth as she stood laughing inside the house. "I was just trying to tease Kathy."
"Don't be sorry. You can tease me that way any time you want! I said I was surprised, not offended," she said before she stepped even closer. "I didn't know you had that much hardware, or that you enjoyed showing it off."
"I... um... I don't usually... It's just that...oh shit... I was trying to tease Kathy," I finally managed to get out a bit repetitively.
"So you said. It appears it was certainly effective, at least for me." She came another couple steps closer. "You don't have to cover it on my account. I like seeing a big dick as much as the next girl, and yours, well, it's not small, is it?"
"Thanks I guess," I mumbled, still covering myself. "So... you wanted something?" I asked trying to figure out how to extricate myself from this awkward situation.
"Oh, um, yeah. We got some of your mail yesterday. I thought I'd bring it over. You, um, you really can move your hand, if you want. I'm not going to complain."
"You might as well let her see," I heard Kathy say as she stepped out the front door. She had on a t-shirt, and I suspected nothing else by how much she was showing as she bounced down the front stairs. "I mean, if we're going on that cruise..."
"Oh? You two going on a cruise?" she asked curiously, her eyes still mostly on the hand covering my dick.
"We are. I booked a cruise to be a surprise for Andy, and accidentally got an adults only one, thinking it meant no kids. I didn't know it also meant no clothes."
"OHHHHH! Yeah, I've heard of those. I wouldn't mind getting Chris on one of those, but he'd never say yes."
"You'd want to go on one?" I asked curiously.
"Sure, like I said, I like seeing a big dick as much as the next girl," she said as she moved another step closer to me. She reached out to my arm and stroked a finger down to my hand, looking over to my wife. "You don't mind do you?"
She chuckled softly. "It was his idea to wash the car wearing that, so, I guess not."
Ashley grinned and then gently hooked her finger under my hand and pulled it away from my crotch. "Ohhhhh yeah. Now, see, that is nice looking, isn't it?" she said huskily as she reached her finger down to the front of my suit and hooked it in the elastic. She looked over at Kathy to see if she was going to object and then, with a little grin, pulled the front of my suit down until my whole dick was visible. "Can't say I've ever seen you wear something this, um, revealing and sexy." She let the material hook under my balls and then slowly stroked her single finger up my shaft, across that sensitive spot under my head and then around the purple mushroom of my head, making it twitch.
"I don't think you have," I said, grabbing her hand and gently moving it away from my dick. "Just trying to get used to wearing a lot less than we usually do."
"That explains the tiny suit and the shirt," she said, looking at Kathy for a moment. "You know. If you really wanna get wound up for that cruise, you could be really naughty."
"We could?" Kathy asked with raised eyebrows.
"Sure. I've heard about those cruises. Having sex around the pool, or in the pool. Might have to get used to having sex in front of someone else, or maybe even with someone else? I bet you two could stand right here and fuck and no one would even notice," she said softly, reaching for my dick again and this time wrapping her hand around me. "Oh yeah. That is soooooo hard and fat. I can barely get my hand around you."
I was a little surprised that Kathy wasn't objecting. Instead she was standing there, her hand over her mouth, clearly trying not to laugh at my predicament. I sighed and gently moved her hand again, this time gripping her wrist to get her to break her grip on my fat shaft. "I wouldn't want Chris to get upset with me or anything."
"If he was that worried, he wouldn't leave me all alone every Saturday morning to go play golf., she said with a little shrug. "You know, it's a shame to leave you two doing this all alone. How about I take off my underwear and join you, partway anyway. Even better, I dare you to take off my underwear." She took a half step toward me and rested her hand on my chest. "Just reach down and slide my panties down. You know you want to see my pussy. This is your chance."
"HUH!?"
"My underwear. I dare you to take 'em off of me. You can just kneel down and see what there is to see while you're down there."
"Take 'em off? You're serious?" I wasn't at all sure what I should be thinking, let alone doing.
She looked over at my wife. "Is he always this obtuse? "
"He can be," Kathy answered.
"It's simple enough. Kathy doesn't have any on, your dick is sticking out. I just thought I'd join you."
"I don't really think I should," I protested, looking over at my wife for confirmation. What I saw was a crooked little smirk. "Should I?"
"Why not? If she wants to show off for you, who am I to argue. You're gonna see plenty on that ship any way."
"I don't really think..." I started to protest. Not that I didn't want to take her panties off, hell, I was thinking I ought to strip her completely! But doing it in front of my wife... that was a little bothersome.
"Go ahead," Kathy said, moving to me and pressing herself against my right arm. She reached for my hand and clasped her fingers in mine for a moment and then released her fingers, slid her hand to my wrist. She coaxed me gently, moving my hand toward Ashley's waist. She pressed my fingers against her stomach and then slid my hand up to Ashley's maybe C-cup breasts, rubbing my fingers back and forth across the little bumps her nipples made through the bra she had to have on. "I think someone is getting turned on."
"More than a little," Ashley whispered, turning her body to press her tit against my fingers a little harder.
"Go ahead, lover. Why don't you kneel right down in front of her and take her panties off so you can get a really good look at her."
"That what you want?"
"It's turning me on, so yeah, I think it is."
I nodded and knelt down, felt Kathy move closer so that her pussy was only a foot or so from my face. I could smell her arousal as I reached up under Ashley's little skirt and used my fingertips to stroke around her upper thighs and hips to find the sides of her panties. I frowned a little as I felt around, feeling soft, smooth skin, but no underwear. I let my fingers move around to the front and stroke her apparently shaved mound and then between her legs to her pussy lips. I moved one hand to lift the front of her skirt, leaving my other between her legs, gently stroking her soft, full outer lips.
"Surprise," she whispered. "I'm not wearing any." She lifted one foot and rested it on the front bumper of my car, spreading her legs for me. She reached for my head and gently pulled me toward her. "Go ahead. I dare you. I dare you to lick my pussy." I let her pull me closer and then stuck my tongue out to lick her soft, smooth lips. "Oh god yes. That's it. Lick me. Find my clit and lick me." I did, I found her hard clit and started to lick it, her skirt pulling up out of my way so that her whole pelvis was exposed. I teased a finger between her lips as I got more turned on, working it into her tight depths and stroking it in and out like a little cock. "Oh god," she moaned loudly. "I dare you to bend me over the hood and fuck me. Fuck me with that cock until you make me come."
"Maybe I should let him," Kathy whispered, drawing my attention to look up. She had Ashley's shirt pulled up in front and her bra unsnapped in back, the cups pulled up so her tits were completely exposed.
"Ohhh fuck. I'm so turned on. I want to be fucked soooo bad," Ashly moaned as I continued to stroke my finger in and out of her tight little pussy.
"I know what you mean. I so want to feel him fucking me right now too."
"I dare you to. I dare you to bend over with me and let him take turns with us."
"Now that would be interesting. But what if someone comes? We'd be awfully exposed."
"Yeah, we would, wouldn't we?" She grinned.
I could almost hear my wife's mind thinking about it, about what would happen if we got caught that way. I completely expected her to say no to the whole idea. Instead she stepped away from me, stepped around me to the front of the car, pulled her t-shirt up over her tits and then bent over the hood of the car, laying her tits on the soapy hood.
"You're serious?" I asked as I stood up.
"It's got me so fucking wet. I want to see. Try it, I want to see."
"If that's what you want," I said with a shrug, not at all understanding why she was getting turned on by this. I knew why I was, but why she was, was a mystery to me. I stood up and Ashley moved next to my wife and bent over, sticking her bare ass out at me while she laid her bare soft tits on the hood. The longer I waited the more chance there was of someone coming down the street. It was a cul-de-sack, so it didn't get a lot of traffic, but sooner or later someone would drive down the street and see us. I looked at both bare asses and decided I better start with my own wife. I rubbed my head up and down her slit before slowly pushing my fat cock into her. She was indeed quite wet as I stroked little short strokes into her to get my shaft lubricated. Once I was fully inside her, I started to push in and out, slapping my thighs against her bare ass with each plunge, making her tits move on the soapy hood.
Not to leave Ashley complete alone, I used my left hand to stroke and tease her pussy, pushing one finger into her and stroking it in and out in time with my strokes.
"Don't forget to do her," Kathy moaned.
I pulled out of my wife, stepped over and pushed slowly into Ashley. "Oh damn," I groaned as I forced my cock into her surprisingly tight depths.
"Ohmygod!" Ashley moaned. "You feel so fucking huge inside me."
"God you're tight." I grunted as I started to work in and out, her pussy slowly expanding to deal with my fat member. In and out I plunged, working my cock its full length into her with each stroke. "I don't know how long I'm going to last doing this."
"You better fucking last long enough to finish me!" Kathy said pointedly.
"Yeah. I better at that." I reluctantly pulled out of Ashley and stepped back behind my wife. I pushed into her, getting a long, low moan of pleasure at the return of my fatness inside her. I held her hips and started to stroke in and out, Ashley moved one of her hands to stroke her own pussy while she watched me fucking my wife. Back and forth my hips moved, thrusting my cock into her, my thighs slapping her ass with each plunge. I didn't know what it was about this that had my wife so turned on, but I could tell her climax was building incredibly quickly. I'd had lots of years of feeling it, and her hips were starting to do that little bobbing thing that she did when she was being stimulated just right. I held her hips and tried to follow her motions, making sure my shaft stroked her clit. I pushed deep into her with each stoke, little moans and gasps coming from her as I worked myself in and out of her.
"Oh god. Gonna come!" she squeaked as her legs started to tremble slightly. "Oh fuck, honey. Make me come. Please make me come," she moaned softly. I just kept stroking, moving my right hand down and around her thigh to get my fingers to reach her slit. I used my pointer finger to stroke between her lips and find her clit. "OH YES!" she gasped as my finger found her sensitive nub. I stroked it in time with my plunges into her hot wet sex, hearing a squish each time I pushed into her. It only took a few dozen more strokes and her pussy was clenching around me, tightening around me, making my own orgasm grow more quickly. In and out I thrust as she climaxed around me. As hard as I tried to hold back, it wasn't happening.
"Shit," I grunted as my body jerked. I felt a gush of cum lance into my wife's pussy as my body's climax washed over me. The two of us stood there, my cock pumping cum into her as she trembled and shuddered in front of me. It wasn't nearly as hard an orgasm as the one in the back yard, but it appeared to be satisfying for her. The only problem was that I didn't have anything left for Ashley.
"Sorry. Couldn't help it." I panted as I stood behind my wife, my dick softening inside her.
Kathy pushed me back and turned around to face me, her shirt falling down over her wet tits. "Now, you don't think I'm going to let you tease her and not get to have fun, do you? Oh no. Besides, this could be a good chance for me to find something out."
"What's that?"
She grinned. "For me to know. Now, Ashley, I can give you two choices. First is Andy can lick you until you climax. He loves to lick pussy and I bet he'll have fun with yours. Or, if you want, you can wash the car with him. If you manage to get him hard by the time you're done, well, I'm sure you know what to do with it at that point."
Ashley looked at my wife and then at me with a grin. "How far can I go?"
"You can do anything he allows you to do." She turned and headed into the garage. "Hey Dee! Why don't you come watch the show with me?"
"Me?" Dee called back.
"Uh huh. I saw you two playing earlier. Why not come watch with me?" my wife called back from inside the garage where she was getting a lawn chair set up. She settled into it so she could see out at what Ashley and I were doing.
"I'm not dressed for this. Can I go change real quick?" Ashley called to my wife.
"You have what you have, make the best of it."
Ashley stepped around to the front of the truck and stripped completely right next to me, pulling just her t-shirt back on. It was almost long enough to cover her butt, but not quite. Long enough, though, that someone driving by probably wouldn't notice she was naked below the waist. Next, she stepped to the soap bucket and used the sponge on the front of her shirt, soaking it in the warm, soapy water.
"How's this?" she asked, reaching for my dick and using the sponge and her hand on my shaft, washing me gently. It was a good thing I used dish detergent to wash the car with! She made sure my suit stayed hooked down as she and I washed the car. The Tahoe was tall enough that she couldn't reach the middle of the hood or the roof without having to be lifted. She stood on the running board and then allowed me to lift her legs up, lifting her up until her butt was almost in my face. "Lift me up higher," she coaxed until she was practically lying on the roof. She spread her legs so my face was inches from her pussy as she wiggled around on the roof, her shirt intentionally pulled up so her bare soapy tits rubbed around on the roof. She finally slid down the windshield, leaving her tits exposed as she rolled over onto her back on the hood.
"I think you got a hard-on," she said as she sat up, wiggling her butt to the front edge, her legs spread. "I think this is the part where you give me an orgasm with it."
"It would seem that's what she suggested," I answered as I let my hands slide up and down her soapy thighs. "But I think I need to rinse first, before the soap dries."
She shrugged and lay back on the hood, her body exposed as she teased her nipples and pussy. I rinsed the roof and the rest of the truck and then turned the hose on her, rinsing all the soap off. The cold water made her wiggle and squeal and giggle girlishly until I stopped spraying her. Then, I pulled her to the edge of the hood and lowered my face to her pussy. "Ohhhh my yessssss," she whispered as I started licking and teasing her pussy, tasting her juices. She still had a slight soapy taste to her as I licked up between her shaved lips, teasing her body and coaxing her toward climax. She squirmed and moaned on the hood, oblivious to whoever might be watching, as I pushed her closer and closer to orgasm. I waited, inching her toward it, teasing her to where she was almost ready to come, before I slid her off the wet hood. Ashley was a petite young woman, barely a hundred ten pounds, if that. It took me little effort to pull her against me and let her slide partway down my body. I reached under her butt, found my hard-on and guided it to her pussy before letting her slide down further. I felt my fat head push between her lips and then into her as she moaned loudly.



I tried to bounce her on me as I stood in front of my car, but it just wasn't working. I bounced her for a minute or so, my dick banging hard into the end of her vaginal depths uncomfortably hard for her. She pushed herself off of me, pulled me by the hand next to the truck, and pushed me down into the grass. "This should be better for both of us," she said as she squatted over me and sunk down on my dick again.
We'd been lucky so far. I mean, we'd spent a full forty-five minutes playing mostly naked in the front yard without anyone driving or walking by. I didn't know if neighbors had seen from the windows, but at least we hadn't had any other interruptions. Of course, all good things come to an end. Ashley was bouncing wildly on my dick, her tits bouncing equally wildly on her chest, under the shirt, when a car drove slowly by. There was no way anyone looking at us could mistake the motion for anything but what it was: two people fucking in the front yard. I suggested we stop and find cover, but instead got a gruff, "Don't you dare," from her.
The car came back after turning around in the cul-de-sac at the end of the road, and drove slowly by again, this time stopping to watch the two of us. Ashly seemed unfazed as she bounced on me, pushing herself toward climax even though we had an obvious audience. Up and down she moved, slamming herself down on me as her climax worked closer and closer. "Fuck! Gonna come," she moaned and her pussy started to clench around me. Her already tight pussy tightened even more around me, making it surprisingly hard not to climax myself. She finally slammed herself down and sat on me, shaking and trembling as her climax raced through her body. She closed her eyes and moaned softly how good it felt and how good I was inside her, but all I could do was think about the car sitting in the middle of the street, watching us.
"I think we'd better go into the garage or something," I said softly as her body stilled. "We have an audience."
She looked over at the car and gave a small, almost bashful wave, before standing up off my still rock-hard cock. She walked to the car with nothing on but the shirt and sandals, her pussy and ass exposed below the hem of the shirt. She seemed completely unfazed as she walked to the middle of the street, where she leaned into now open car window. I saw a woman in the driver's seat, trying to look past Ashley toward where I was now sitting in the grass, my still rock-hard dick poking up lewdly. Ashly bent over to talk to her, her pussy pushing out between her thighs at me.
I hadn't come yet, and I was actually still horny, but I wasn't about to walk into the street to start fucking her from behind, even though the thought had occurred to me. Instead I walked to the garage, my dick still hanging out, and stopped and stared. My wife was sitting in a lawn chair, her legs bent and her knees pushed wide apart, Dee, completely naked, was kneeling on her gardening pad with my wife's feet on her shoulders, her face between my wife's legs. "oh damn, oh damn, oh damn" Kathy whispered over and over with her eyes closed as Dee licked and fingered her pussy.
I looked around, grabbed a couple shop towels and tossed them on the floor behind Dee. I knew exactly what to do here. I knelt down, placing the towels to cushion my knees, rubbed my head up and down Dee's slit, and then slowly pushed my pussy juice slickened dick into her.
She pulled her face away from my wife long enough to moan quietly and then pushed her face back, licking even more fervently as I sank into her. When I was in as far as I could be, I started to stroke in and out of her, working my dick quickly, pushing hard into her with each stroke. She wasn't as tight as Ashley, but she was tighter than Kathy. I pushed in and out, watching my wife pull and twist her nipples as Dee inched her closer and closer to climax. I'd never seen my wife climax at the hands of another woman before. Hell, before yesterday I'd never seen her climax at anyone else's hands, period. But this, now, here, my dick stuffed into the pussy of a woman busy licking my wife? Shit, I was turned on beyond anything I'd ever felt.
"Oh fuck. Gonna come. Ohhhhh fuck. I'm gonna come. Oh shit. Ohhhhhhh shit shit shit." She opened her eyes and looked me right in the eye. She could see what I was doing, pumping my shaft in and out of Dee. "Ohhh damn, honey. She's going to make me come. Ohmygod, she's going to make me come!" she squealed moments before her whole body tensed. I couldn't tell just how hard it was, but I could tell it was hard. I watched her body shaking and trembling, the sight of her climaxing pushing mine closer and closer to completion. I could see her juices dripping to the concrete floor as she shuddered and jerked, Dee continuing to lick her clit and plunging two fingers in and out of her pussy. Yeah, she was having an orgasm every bit as hard as the ones at the river. I briefly wondered if having sex in the bedroom would ever be fulfilling for her after super intense orgasms she'd had the last two days.
"FUCK YES!" Dee screamed, drawing my attention back down to her. I glanced up at my wife who was gasping for air, watching me as she climaxed. It seemed almost as if she were hoping I'd climax with her. If that was the case, she didn't have long to wait. I reached down under Dee, grabbed her soft tits and barely had time to squeeze her nipples, making her pussy spasm around me again before my own climax hit me like a ton of bricks. I hadn't planned this, any of this. I hadn't planned on having sex with Dee, or Ashley or anyone other than my beautiful wife, and now I was emptying my cum into Dee's pussy, the fourth pussy that wasn't my wife, that I'd been inside in only two days. My mind was a momentary fog of desire and pleasure as my cock swelled and pumped my load, shot after shot, into Dee, but still coherent enough to feel the twinge of guilt at what I was doing to another man's wife at that moment.
It was bad enough that I'd had sex with both Janet and Suzanne, their husbands there to object if they wanted. But Dee and Ashley both were getting fucked without their husband's knowledge. I felt guilty and it sort of ruined the end of what was a tremendously enjoyable climax.
"I'm sorry," I panted, not sure if it was really meant for Dee or for my wife, but I was sorry.
"For what?" Dee managed to ask between gasps for breath as she pulled off my dick, rolling herself to sit on her little pad, still between my wife's legs. "It felt damn good!"
"You're another man's wife," I said with a frown as I looked down at her slightly gaping pussy, my cum starting to leak out of her onto the pad. "I shouldn't have done that."
"Honey, trust me, even if I told him, which I'm not going to, there's no way he'd have any room to object." When I looked at her curiously, she shook her head. "Andy. He may not have told anyone, but I know for a fact that he's fucked at least three other women in the last few years, so he doesn't have a single word to say about this. Trust me, it'll be fine."
"If you say so." I looked at Kathy and shook my head. "Sorry, love. It was there and I couldn't seem to refrain. Not after what Ashley did out there."
"You mean like I couldn't stop myself from playing with my pussy while I watched her tease you? Like I couldn't stop Dee from kneeling between my legs? Hell, I didn't know any of this would happen. She suggested I let her finger me instead of doing it myself. I'd never done anything like that before. I had no idea that a woman could even make me orgasm. It was, well, I figured, since we were trying new stuff, you know? I mean, if I had to do it with another woman, why not a friend? It was surprisingly...um...it was surprisingly erotic. I actually enjoyed it."
"I have to admit, it looked hot as hell with her licking you," I said with a smile. "I wouldn't have ever suggested it to you, but since you did it, I wouldn't mind seeing it again some time."
"I don't know about that. But if something comes up... it's kind of like watching you having sex with another woman. It's so bizarrely different. When you started playing with Janet and Suzanne out at the river, I got irritated with you, almost mad at you. Why were you playing with them and not me? Then Don started playing with me and I sorta understood. It felt so different, so... exhilarating. I'm not saying that I want to watch you having sex with other women, but watching you wash the car and have her tease you like that, knowing how different and exciting another person's touch can feel, well, I understand the attraction. It was turning me on as much as it was clearly turning you on."
"I'm glad you enjoyed the show. I sure as hell enjoyed what I got out of it," Ashley said as she walked into the garage, still naked, carrying her shirt.
"Everything okay out there?"
"Oh, yeah. It was actually someone I know rather well. She was stopping to ask if I wanted to go have a few drinks with her. She just got divorced. Anyway, since I was already occupied, she figured another time would be better."
"Yeah, maybe so," I agreed, stiffly getting up. I pulled the tiny swim suit up over my now flagging dick and went out to put the car wash stuff away, not at all interested in washing the other car right now.
---o---
It was middle of the afternoon, our chores were done, and yes, we were both still completely naked as we lay on a pair of lounge chairs in the shade on the back patio. "So, I have a question," I asked her softly.
"What's that?"
"Does it bother you after you see me having sex with another woman?"
"Why do you ask?"
"Because, well, Don doesn't bother me. I was there, I watched and I was busy myself. But Terry still bothers me. I wasn't there, so all I have is my imagination, but you painted a pretty clear picture. In my mind's eye I can see him coming all over your pussy, actually sticking the tip of his dick into you as he came, and then pushing back into you to force his cum into you, while you were lying there trying to push him away. That bothers me."
"But me standing out there, having sex with Don, didn't?"
"Maybe it was because I was having sex with Janet at the same time. I don't know. More like that was an even swap."
"But you had sex with Suzanne and came inside her, right? So wasn't that an even swap with Terry?"
"For some reason, no. Maybe it's because he crossed the line of what you wanted."
"Maybe."
"But you didn't answer my question."
"Does it bother me after seeing you have sex with another woman? That was the question, right?"
"That was the question."
"Does it bother me? If I'm just sitting and watching, yes. If I'm otherwise engaged, not at the time, but afterwards, to some extent yes. Suzanne doesn't bother me at all. In fact, I don't even think about her. Janet, well a little. Mostly because I saw you give her a really good climax and I always thought that would be saved for just me. Dee, not so much, I guess because she's a friend. Ashley. Does what you did with Ashley bother me? At the time it didn't. When she was out there, teasing you, I was getting turned on, thinking about it being me teasing you like that. Yeah, that's right. When she was lying on the roof, with her legs spread and your face right there with her pussy, I was wishing it was me and that you were licking me instead of her. Oh, I know, I'm not going to lie on the roof. I'm way too heavy. But still. I saw how it was turning you on and I was sitting there, playing with my pussy, imagining it was me."
"I had no idea."
"Yeah, well, I didn't either, not until it was happening. If we hadn't had kids, there's no telling what we'd be into now."
"Probably not," I agreed quietly. "So it bothers you, what Ashley and I did?"
"That you two had sex, no, partly because I know she came and you didn't. If you don't climax inside whoever it is, I have an easier time with it. But the fact that she did something I wouldn't do, that I couldn't do, laying out there on you in the middle of the front yard, that bothered me. Maybe worried me is a better description."
"You don't think you could do that?"
She shook her head. "I think I've more than hit my limit. What we do here, in the back yard, what we did at the river, that's one thing. But out front, I have to live and interact with all these people. I don't think I can just give them that kind of show and then go on about normal stuff. I mean, imagine Greg or Sam watched me riding you like that. Every time I see them, I'd think they were imaging me naked."
"They would be!" I chuckled.
She frowned at me. "That's what I mean. How could we have them over for cards or a bar-b-que with them staring at me, imaging me naked?"
"What about Ron?" I asked.
"Ron? I guess the same thing would be true, why?"
"Because he's trying hard not to be seen, but he's in his bedroom with a pair of binoculars checking you out right now."
She turned her head to look at the house behind ours. She looked for long seconds before she finally nodded, apparently having seen him standing inside the sliding glass door leading to the second story balcony. She frowned and crossed her arm over her breasts and used one hand to cover her pussy. "Damn! Can you see what he's doing?"
"Little late to cover up now, lover. He's been looking for at least five minutes."
"And you didn't tell me?"
"Actually, I wasn't really sure he was there until a minute ago."
"You know he's up there jacking off, right?"
"No, actually, I didn't know that. I can see him, but there's too much glare to see that much detail."
Kathy lifted her sunglasses and looked at the window and frowned. "Yeah. I see why you can't, it's my glasses. I can see him better than you can. Well, I know what to do about this," she said, reaching for her phone on the table between us. She messed with her phone a minute and then I heard one side of the conversation.
"Hi, Alyssa! It's Kathy. Yeah, I know, me too. I'm calling about that thing we discussed a while back. Yeah, that. Well, I did what you suggested, and I think we're going to be keeping the tickets. I know. We did a canoe trip. Yeah, almost all the way. It was pretty intense. Um, yeah it did. Yeah, that was, um, it was hard but it was also kind of exciting. Yeah I know. He's, um, he's handling it better than I am. I know. Guys are like that. Speaking of guys. Andy and I are just hanging out on the patio, relaxing, and well, Ron is up in your bedroom with a pair of binoculars. Uh huh. We're trying to get used to just relaxing this way, so, yeah, we are. Actually I don't have a huge problem with him looking, but I thought you should know, he's not just looking. Oh, tell me about it. Men are always thinking about sex. Okay. Bye."
She looked at me and grinned. "He's gonna get it now!" she said with a giggle, turning her head to look back at the window. "oops! There she is. Ouch!"
"You are horrible," I said with a chuckle. "Sicking your friend on her husband like that."
"He shouldn't be standing up there jacking off looking at me."
"What should he do? Just walk out and do it on the balcony?"
"Maybe," she said with a shrug. "At least I'd get a look too."
It wasn't five minutes later that we saw Alyssa and her husband, Ron, duck through the bushes along the back of our yard and head toward us. Kathy pulled the small towel that she had used to wipe the sunscreen off her hands, onto her lap to cover her crotch, crossing her arms over her breasts to hide them as well.
Alyssa and Ron were what I would call loose friends. They were neighbors, and while Kathy and Alyssa were fairly close friends, Ron and I didn't have a lot of the same likes or hobbies, so we were more like passing friends. Ron was fairly heavy set. I wouldn't call him fat, but at fifty he already had a pretty good-sized beer belly. Alyssa, on the other hand, worked out regularly, was a trim and fit hundred-fifty or so pounds, and had a modest amount of curves. She had long hair, usually tied back in some kind of long braid that extended almost to her butt. Today that braid was swinging side to side as she walked rather quickly toward us, not quite pushing her husband, but certainly making it known that he was not going to stop before getting to us.
"Ron has something to say," she said as she stopped behind her husband, who was looking down at the patio in embarrassment.
"I want to apologize for spying on you," he said surprisingly quietly.
"That's it?" his wife asked from behind him. "Just that you apologize for spying on her?"
"What do you want me to say?"
"Why don't you tell her what you were doing!"
"I'm not saying that!" he snapped at his wife.
"Why? Embarrassed?"
"What do you think?"
"I think you're a coward. You stand up there in our bedroom, jacking your dick, watching our neighbor, and YOU want to act embarrassed when you get called out on it?"
"Well, maybe she shouldn't be sitting around her yard naked!"
"Oh. So if she's naked it's fair game?"
"Well, why the hell not? I mean, she's sitting out here for everyone to see."
"Actually, she's in the privacy of her own yard. It's not her fault you were spying on her."
"I wasn't spying. I was just enjoying the view she was providing."
"I see. Well, maybe I should just give Andy a view to enjoy?"
"Yeah, right." He snorted. "Like you're gonna let him see your tits."
"I could," she answered back angrily. "At least it'd be out in the open, instead of hidden!"
"Right. Fine! You do that. You take off your clothes for him and I'll... I'll just drop my pants and jack off for Kathy right here. I dare you! I fucking dare you to strip for him."
She looked at her husband with anger in her eyes. "Fine. I'm not only going to strip for him. I'm going to... I'm going to..."
"What? What are you going to do? Take off your clothes and then run home? You're way too prudish to do even do that much."
There were a few things you didn't do to a woman if you knew what was good for you. And pushing them in the way he just did to his wife was one of them. "Well, I hope you enjoy the show, because I'm not only going to strip for him, I'm going to give him the best blowjob I know how to give."
"Yeah, right. You give a blow job? That I wanna see!"
Alyssa looked to my wife with raised eyebrows. "You don't mind, do you?"
"Not at all. Knock yourself out!"
She turned to me and started pulling off her clothes while her husband stood there looking shocked. Her tank top went first, revealing a lacy bra encasing a pair of large B or small C-cup breasts. She hesitated slightly before pulling the bra off, exposing her half-dollar sized pink areola and firm little pink nipples. She pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them and then, with her thumbs hooked in the waistband of her panties, froze. She looked at me, like she was trying to guage what I was thinking, and then bent over, pushing her panties down. She worked them over her sandals and let them drop to the pavement with her shorts. She straightened up and stood, letting me look at her trim body.
She really was a nice looking woman, her body firm and well muscled, her breasts weren't anywhere near as large as Kathy's but what she had were firm and perky looking. Her mound and between her legs was covered in strawberry-blonde ringlets that matched her long hair. She looked nervous as hell as she stepped toward the end of my lounge chair and then knelt on it. She bent over, straddling my legs, using her hands and knees to crawl up over me until her face was over my already hardening dick. She looked at my face, and then down at my crotch. She softly gripped my dick with one hand and then lowered her face down. I watched my head and an inch or so of my shaft disappear into her mouth, felt her tongue stroke around my head. She tried to stroke my only partly hard dick with her hand as she sucked on the end of my shaft.



She clearly hadn't much experience doing this, but my quickly-hardening dick made it a bit easier for her. She was soon bobbing her head up and down, my mushroom head and several inches disappearing into her mouth with each stroke. She pulled her face off my dick after a little bit and turned to look at her husband, who was still standing there awkwardly, watching his wife suck me. "Well, you'd better hold up your end. You dared me. Time to pay up."
"What?" he asked, looking surprised that he was being called on the carpet.
"You said you'd drop your pants and jack off in front of her. Well, do it. Drop em!"
"I'm not dropping my pants out here," he snapped.
She shook her head and looked back at me. "What a chicken-ass. He calls me prudish, but is afraid to let your wife see his dick. I should have known."
"Well, you held up your end," I said to her quietly.
"Oh, don't worry. I'm not done yet," she said with a little smile. She lowered her face down and started stroking up and down my dick again.
"Well Ron? You going to put up? Or do you need more coaxing?" Kathy said as she moved her arm from across her tits. She used both hands to lift and squeeze her breasts, teasing him with the sight of them as he stood there staring at them. "Come on, Ron, let's see what you have there."
"This is silly," he said awkwardly while he stood staring at my wife's almost completely naked body. "You really want me to drop my pants?"
"Drop em!" Alyssa said, pulling her mouth off my dick for a moment.
I watched as he started to undo his pants, finally let them slide down his legs. He pushed his briefs down and his long, rather thin, dick stuck out toward my wife.
"Now that isn't so bad, is it?" Kathy cooed softly, moving her hand to pull the little towel away, leaving her whole body exposed to him.
I reached under Alyssa and started to play with her modest little boobs, squeezing and teasing her whole breast and then focusing on her nipples. My attentions brought several soft moans from her, around my cock, as she bobbed her head up and down. I reached down and gently eased her head up from my dick. "Turn around for me. Let me return the favor," I whispered to her. She looked at me for several seconds, then at her husband, standing at the foot of my wife's chair, stroking his dick and then back at me. With a little grin she nodded.
I lowered the back of my chair so I was flat and then helped Alyssa turn around, bringing her pussy to my face while hers was again over my dick. I looked at her pussy, a small amount of inner labia protruding from her creamy white outer lips. I gently pulled down on her hips, encouraging her to lower herself down, bringing her lips to mine. I licked slowly up her delicate inner lips, drawing a short gasp from her at the intimate contact she was clearly not used to. I stroked again, this time letting my tongue work back and forth to spread her lips, allowing my third stroked to part her lips and dip into her slit. She moaned softly as I worked on her, her hand stroking my dick while I teased my tongue up and down her slit and across her clit.
Her hot mouth engulfed my dick again, sucking me as she stroked me, her efforts more energetic now that I was stroking her as well. I couldn't see because of Alyssa's thighs, but I heard the grunt of Ron starting to come. I hadn't heard any telltale sex noises, so all I could do was assume that he had done what his wife demanded, and jacked himself off.
"Now that wasn't so hard, was it?" Alyssa said after pulling her mouth off my dick.
"It was sorta embarrassing," he answered her.
"Awwww. Poor thing. Bring it over here."
"What?"
"Come here," she said, pulling her pussy from my face and crawling down my body. She held herself on her hands and knees with her face nearly at my feet, her husband now standing at the end of my chair.
"What are you doing?" he asked as she reached for his now-softening dick.
"What do you think?" She moved just a little further, allowing her to envelop his cock with her mouth. Her husband groaned softly as she began to suck his cock, which I assumed didn't happen all too often. I lay there staring at her dripping pussy, only inches from my saliva-coated dick. I reached down and lifted my dick to press it against her pussy. She felt me press it against her slit and clit and she began to rock her hips a little grinding against my shaft and head while she sucked her husbands mostly-shriveled dick.
I rocked my hips in time with hers, rubbing my dick against her clit while she sucked and played with her husband's flagging dick. I was surprised when her hand moved between her legs, replacing mine on my shaft. She pulled me against her as she rocked her hips up and down, grinding her clit hard against my shaft. She started to arch her back, sliding my engorged head between her lips as she moved, her fingers pulling me more forcefully between them. She pulled her face from her husband's crotch and looked back at me for a moment. I watched her straighten partway up and lift herself on her knees. Moments later she was pushing back down again, this time with my fat mushroom head sliding not along her wet slit, but into her hot depths. She moaned loudly and reached for her husband. She grasped his arms for balance and worked herself up and down my shaft pushing herself on and off of me.
Ron stood there, staring at her, his eyes occasionally flicking to look at me and then back at his wife, her huge ponytail bouncing and swinging as she bounced up and down my shaft.
"God damn honey. I'm so fucking horny!" Kathy said as she stepped around to the head of my chair. "Here's something for you to watch, Ron!" she said, straddling my head on the end of the chair and lowered her pussy to my face.
I eagerly licked along her pussy, tasting her sweet, copious juices. Yeah, she was definitely turned on. I couldn't see anything but her sexy butt with her sitting on my face, but I was quite sure, from having licked her sweetness so many times, that by now she was squeezing and playing with her tits and nipples. Her moans grew almost as much as Alyssa's, the two of them inching closer and closer to climax.
"Play with my tits," Alyssa moaned to Ron. "Oh god. I'm going to come. I'm going to come, lover," she panted.
"Jesus," Ron groaned. "Keep doing that. Keep stroking me like that!" I could only imagine what she was doing to her husband while she drove my cock in and out of her pussy. "Take it in your mouth," he grunted. "Make me come in your mouth. I want to watch it coming in your mouth."
"Do it. Come for me. Come with me," she moaned loudly.
"UHHHH FUCK!" he grunted, Alyssa's motions stopping while he clearly came, presumably in her mouth. "That's it. Take it. Take it in your mouth like a hot little slut. Ohhh fuck yes!" he groaned before she began to stroke up and down my shaft again.
I licked my wife's pussy with abandon, driving my tongue across her clit as fast as I could stroke it. I felt her leaking and could hear her breathing growing rapid and ragged as she neared climax. "So close. So close. Oh fuck, so close." She whispered over and over as I worked her clit. "OH SHIT YES!" she squealed loudly as her pussy suddenly started to gush her juices over my face. There was little that sent me over the edge faster than knowing I'd made my wife climax hard; it was like an aphrodisiac to me. My cock swelled inside Alyssa, feeling like it was almost ready to blow any second when I felt her pussy clench around me. She slammed her ass down on me and held herself there, her pussy squeezing and spasming as she climaxed, my own climax only moments away, but, unfortunately, still needing a little more stroking to finish.
I used my hands to lift her butt, to coax her up off my lap a little. She did lift a little on her knees, giving me just enough room. I pulled my feet back and spread my knees to gain leverage and then began to hump my hips up at her, driving my cock up into her. I pumped up and down, feeling my cock sliding in and out of her super wet pussy, her vagina spasming and squeezing around my shaft as I stroked into her, carrying her climax along longer as I worked to finish mine. Kathy stepped off my face, allowing me to see both Alyssa's back and Ron's face as he stood in front of her, his face still displaying the pleasure of his recent release.
"Oh fuck. I need to come," I grunted as Kathy lowered her face toward mine. She kissed my juice-covered lips and I felt her hands stroke my stomach, down to my cock. Her hand wrapped around me as my hips dropped, pulling from Alyssa's pussy. She held me there, stopping me from pushing back into Alyssa, instead pulling me out of Alyssa's hot, wet pussy. She lowered her face to my dick and started to jerk me off, aiming me for her mouth as her cheek rested against the bare ass only inches from my dick. "OHHHH FUCK!" I gasped as her mouth closed over my engorged head. I couldn't hold back any longer and pumped my cum into her mouth. Surge after surge flowed into her mouth, her hand slowly milking and stroking me, urging every bit of my cum into her mouth. "Ohmygod," I panted as I lay with Alyssa still kneeling over my pelvis and legs, Kathy leaned over so her big tits hung down as she sucked the dregs of my cum from me.
She finally pulled her face from my still mostly hard dick and aimed me back at Alyssa's pussy. Alyssa must have felt my head touching her again and she pushed her hips down, pushing still quivering pussy back down over my shaft while Kathy straightening up. I looked up at her curiously. She hadn't ever liked the taste of cum, and the few times she'd given me head, if she took it in her mouth it was very reluctantly. "I can either figure out how to live with watching you filling other women with your cum, or find another way to end it," she said softly. "I thought maybe that if I did this, it wouldn't be so hard later, if you know my meaning."
"I do," I panted.
Ron seemed to get his brain back in order, and gently coaxed his wife off of my lap. He didn't seem upset at what had happened, thankfully. When Alyssa had finally climbed from the chair and was standing again, he pulled her into an embrace and kissed her for several seconds.
"I never want to see you do that again, okay?" Alyssa said softly to him. "If you have a need to jack off to a naked woman, I'm sure we can arrange something. Okay?"
"Okay," he answered equally softly before letting her go. She stepped to her clothes and picked up her panties to put them on. He finished fixing his pants, which had been around his ankles the whole time. She started to straighten her panties to put them on, and he reached for them, taking them from her. He bent over and collected the rest of her clothes without giving any of them to her. "I think that you owe me something."
"I do?"
"You do. You didn't have to do what you did. Yeah, I goaded you into sucking his dick, but you didn't have to go as far as you did. You didn't have to ride on him."
She shrugged in response. "I suppose not. Maybe next time you won't call me a prude."
"True. I shouldn't. But like I said, you owe me something now."
"Alright. Tell me," she said, her hands on her hips.
"I want you naked the rest of the day and I want you to put out any time I want it."
"That it?"
"That's it."
"Fine. If you think you can keep up I'll fuck your brains out." She walked to one of the posts that held up the pergola that was shading the patio. She grabbed it and bent over, pushing her ass out at us, her pussy pushing between her thighs. "You want it, come get it!"
"Here? Now?"
She looked back over her shoulder at him. "Now who's the prude?"
He shook his head and started for her. Before he could reach her, she slipped past the post and darted out into the yard. "Gotta catch me first!" she said with a giggle before turning and running across the yard. She stopped halfway across our back yard and turned to face him. "Well?" He took off after her, and the last we saw of them was as they disappeared between the bushes.
---o---
It was almost ten-o-clock when I went out back to make sure the shed was closed up. I looked at Ron and Alyssa's bedroom sliding door leading to their balcony. It wasn't a surprise to see their bedroom lights on at this hour, but it was a surprise to see the curtains open, and Alyssa's bare tits pressed against the glass as Ron stood behind her fucking her where everyone could see. I wondered just how this afternoon was going to change their lives. I hoped it wouldn't be negatively. I told Kathy about it when I walked into our bedroom, to which she walked to our sliding door, pulled the curtain back and stood in front of it, still as naked as she'd been all day.
"Got enough for one more? That'd make, seven if you could manage it," she said as she leaned her hands on it, allowing her body to bend enough to press her tits against the glass. "I wonder if he can see me while he's fucking her?"
"Guess you can ask her tomorrow," I answered as I stepped behind her. My dick wasn't quite a hard as it could be, but it was more than hard enough to get into her hot depths. I pushed into her slowly, listening to her gentle moan that I got almost every time I penetrated her.
"God, it feels good to have you slide into me," she whispered as I started plunging into her, my body slapping against her bare ass, making her body move and smash her tits around on the glass door. I plunged into her with abandon, working her closer and closer to a climax, knowing that as badly as I wanted to come again, I doubted it would happen. Seven times in one day was just too much for my body. Hell, five was overdoing it. Number six with her sitting on top of the washing machine, letting it vibrate her was mostly dry, despite my body trying to find something to pump into her. I wasn't even going to worry about this one. I worked myself in and out until she came and then the two of us went to bed, leaving the curtains open when we turned the lights out.
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I didn't know how this was all going to work out. I knew she wanted to try and fix us, at least now, that she'd had a taste of what she thought she wanted. But there was a lot that had happened that was going to have to be made up for. The last several years she'd been the ice queen; almost never wanting to be intimate in any way, that included kissing or snuggling. As a result, it was a surprise, for her to strip naked and do the things we did already today. After we got home, she stripped and pull me out into the yard. She undressed me right there on the patio and then settled a lounge chair in the shade, pulling me onto it with her. We lay there for a long time, just touching each other, and very softly, discussing the state of our relationship, and what both of us felt we needed to do to fix it. It felt like most of the changes were in her ballpark, and she didn't seem to mind that, at least not right now. I wondered how that would be in a few weeks or months' time.
When we'd talked things out pretty much, she rolled on top of me and guided my again hard, dick to her pussy. We were in no hurry this time. She slid herself up and down on me for a few minutes, and then stopped and lay on me so we could kiss. After we got tired of kissing, she'd go back to riding me for a while. It was pretty obvious, that she was trying very hard to draw this out as long as she could, and she was doing a very good job of it. We'd been at it, alternately making out and fucking, for at least an hour; when miss nosey neighbor showed up through the bushes.
"Amanda! It's you!" Martha, the fifty-two-year-old neighbor woman said, as she ducked through the bushes separating our yards. "I expected it to be that floozy Chinese girl again!"
"Oh?" Amanda asked, pushing herself up, to sit astride me. I could see her move her arms to cover her breasts for a moment, and then, intentionally, move them away, leaving herself completely exposed. "You didn't like her?"
"What was to like? She was a damn sex machine, and she wasn't quiet about it. I could hear her even through the bedroom windows, when she was having sex with him." She emphasized him, as if my name was a dirty word to avoid.
"You didn't approve of him having sex with his temporary wife," Amanda asked softly?
"He wasn't married to her, so why should they have had sex at all?"
"Well, that was part of the agreed intent. He was supposed to enjoy what she had to offer, and from what I heard, he had plenty to enjoy."
"And you're good with that? Him having sex with that little Chinese girl day and night?"
"Oh come now, day and night?" Amanda asked.
"It sure seemed like it!"
Amanda did something I didn't expect in the least. She chuckled softly. "Really Martha? You sure you weren't just jealous, maybe that John wasn't giving it to you that way?"
I could see the scowl on her face as she stood with her arms crossed over her chest. "NO! I'm not jealous. And you! Look at you. Sitting out here having sex for anyone to see? Aren't you ashamed of yourself? The Amanda I know would be!"
"The Amanda you knew, would have been. Am I ashamed, no. I'm doing what I need to do, to improve my relationship with my husband. Am I a little bit embarrassed being out here arguing with you, naked, yes. Am I ashamed? Not in the least. I'm trying to learn to like things that will bring a life back to our relationship. I completely underestimated how important a loving, sensual and sexual relationship can be. I want that back. I want that back with Barry, not with someone else who hasn't been through life with me." She looked back down at me, and smiled. "This is where I belong. Now I need to learn to do what it takes to stay here."
"Even if that means having sex, naked, in the back yard?"
She looked back at Martha. "Even if it means having sex naked in the middle of the street."
"I don't get you."
Amanda shook her head. "Martha, I spent three days with a man that used me as a tool to get ahead. A man that cared nothing for me except how I could help advance his career, even if it meant offering his own wife up to a client for sex, just to close the deal. That is something that Barry would never even think of doing. He would never humiliate and degrade me that way. He would bend over backwards to protect me and shield me from that kind of humiliation. I'd lost sight of just what kind of Barry was. I was trying to change him and what I didn't see, was that he was already exactly what I needed."
"I'll tell you what kind of man he is. He's a sex crazed...dick! He even spied on John and me having sex in our own yard with that little floozie of his!"
Amanda laughed. "God Martha. Listen to yourself. You're standing there complaining that he saw you having sex in your yard, and what the hell are you doing now?" She huffed, turned and ducked under the bushes again, into her own yard. "Was she always that much of a stuck up..."
"Bitch? Oh yeah. You just never saw it." I chuckled, as I pulled her back down to lay on me again.
"I should have flashed your dick at her." She giggled.
"Actually, Liang did just that." I answered with a soft laugh, remembering how she reacted. "But John did manage to get her into the yard after dark and have sex with her. That's what we watched."
"I'm surprised he could get her to do it."
"Me too. But he did. Now, where were we?"
"I think you were about to give me a loud, screaming orgasm." She grinned.
"That what you want?"
"Uh huh."
We uncoupled, rearranged ourselves so she was on the bottom and I was above her. Instead of going right back to screwing, I lowered my head between her legs, intent on using a few tricks I'd learned in the last week. I kissed her soft pussy lips and then slowly licked her slit, tasting her juices and teasing the tip of my tongue across her clit. She moaned loudly, clearly not trying to be quiet, like she usually did. Her moans and gasps encouraged me more. I used my tongue to tease her clit while I slipped two fingers into her sopping wet pussy, curling them up and stroking the tips along her vaginal wall.
"Oh my God Barry!" She squealed, as I teased her in ways that I hadn't had a chance to do in way too many years. Her hips lifted toward my face as I stroked my fingers in and out of her, seeking out and finding that perfect spot deep in her vagina. "OH SHIT!" she cried as my fingers slipped across that bundle of nerves. I pressed my finger tip against it as I rubbed and at the same time flicked my tongue, rapid fire, across her hard little clit. "OH GOD! You're going to make me come!" She cried loudly, as I assaulted her pussy. I felt her vagina clench around my fingers and knew I had hit the jackpot. I licked her clit and plunged my fingers in and out of her, as her climax grew, waiting for that perfect moment. I felt her body start to ease, start to relax the slightest bit, and knew it was time for more. I pulled my face from her pussy and climbed up her body. I aimed my cock at her pussy and thrust it into her sopping wet depths in one strong thrust. "OH SHIT!" she screamed, as my dick plunged into her. I started pumping my hips, driving my dick hard, in and out of her, feeling her climax reignite, her pussy once again spasming, but this time around my cock. In and out I thrust, feeling her tightness as I worked myself closer and closer to coming. She lifted and spread her legs wide, crying out for me to keep fucking her, her climax growing to new heights, as my own inched nearer and nearer.
"Oh shit," I grunted, as my climax pushed itself into being. My body spasmed and I started pumping shot after shot of cum into her, as I lay on top of her, panting, my body jerking, as she trembled and shuddered under me. I lost track of how long we lay that way, both of us climaxing in unison, until both of us started to relax. She used her hands to move my face to hers, aiming out mouths together. We tried to kiss and pant at the same time, both of us struggling for breath, before we both broke down into giggles at the attempt.
"Have you always been this good at sex?" She asked breathlessly.
"I have to admit, I might have learned a new trick or two."
"Well, something good came out of it then." She said, before letting her look turn serious. "Barry. Are you sure you still love me? After what I did?"
"I've always loved you. I just didn't realize how much until I was having sex with other women, wishing it was you."
"You did?"
"Yeah. I did. It seemed like every time I got done fucking someone, I felt guilty that it wasn't you."
"Aww, that's sweet. I kinda wish you hadn't been quite so prolific in your partners, but I understand why. Rachel told me flat out that part of Liang's job, was to get you to have sex with as many women as she could, even if she had to offer them money. She wanted you to realize that sex isn't the only thing that makes up a relationship. It sorta sounds like it might have worked."
"I actually told one young lady exactly that. That relationships are more than just sex. Sex is part of it, but it can't be all of it. I think I told Laing that too."
"It's good advice." She said pulling me down into a hug. "but it doesn't go far enough. A relationship without meaningful sex is just as bad. And I think that's what I was forcing on you."
"Well, we can fix that!"
"I think we already started that part," she giggled.
---o---
The rest of the day, and evening, were spent trying to make some sense of where we stood. At her request, I told her about every sexual encounter I could remember from the week, in detail, and she in turn told me about every time she had been with her boss, finally admitting that he had, on one occasion, stuck his dick into her for a few moments, fucking her for just a very few strokes, because he was already so close, from rubbing it against her pussy. He pulled out before he came so there would be no evidence of it later, though she admitted that after he came, he slipped it back in again, probably leaving some of the remnants inside her. She also admitted that she hadn't told me because she was concerned about what I would do when I found out, not violently, but publicly. That was before we reached the point, that she considered the point of no return. Though she said she hadn't had sex with him after that one time, and she wouldn't expound further. I told her exactly what I thought of the man. It was the chase, that excited him. Chasing another man's wife, coaxing her slowly, to give herself to him, by her own choice. He was a lawyer, and a good one. He'd know exactly what he could say and do, that wouldn't push over the line to sexual harassment. He used that on her, slowly, over several years, breaking down her resistance, until she offered herself to him, putting her in the position of being the sexual initiator, not him. Reluctantly, she admitted that was probably true.
---o---
We woke in the morning, snuggled together, both of us still naked. I felt her soft breast in my hand and kissed the back of her neck. It was Saturday morning, and if everything had gone as expected, I would be taking Liang back to Rachel's and my wife wouldn't be laying here in my arms, but preparing divorce paperwork. But that isn't how things went. Instead I was laying, spooned with my naked wife, her tit in my hand and my dick hardening and trying to push between her thighs, something we hadn't done or shared in almost two years, and I never really expected to do again with her.
"I know what you want." She whispered, letting me know she was awake and felt me. "Would you be terribly disappointed if I asked you to hold that thought until later?"
"Hold the thought until how much later?"
She rolled over in my arms and faced me, moving my hand back to her breast so I'd know she wasn't rejecting my touch. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips, and then laid looking into my eyes, like we used to so many years ago. "I have something I want to do, and I need you to have a good full load ready for me." She whispered, after some seconds. "Trust me when I say you'll enjoy it. And if you choose not to do what I'll be suggesting, I'll let you undress me and have sex with me anywhere you want, without complaint."
"Even if it's in the middle of the street?"
"If that's what you want, yes."
"Alright. I'll bite. What is it?"
She grinned a very naughty little grin. "You remember that day, that Kayle stripped her suit off at the lake and accused her husband of playing with me? Well, he was. He didn't just have his hand between my legs, he had his finger stuck in my pussy, trying to finger fuck me to climax right in front of you."
"I suspected something along those lines. But you didn't tell me that last night."
"No. I didn't. Because I stopped describing things on purpose. I started to get this idea, and I didn't want to spoil it. But now, I think you should know."
"Why is that?"
"Because I'm going to try and give you a chance to have Albert pay the bill for that."
"Pay the bill?"
"Albert golfs every Saturday morning, leaving Kayle home alone."
"And?"
"And how would you like to see Kayle naked again, only this time with my permission to do whatever you want with her?"
"Why would she want to do anything with me?"
"If I read her right, after I tell her what I know, she'll be in a very vindictive mood and be more than willing to let you take her, in a very public way."
"Okay. I'll play along."
"Good. How about we go down and get some breakfast and then you can pick which of those new dresses for me to wear?"
"Sure," I agreed, "I haven't seen you cook naked for...damn...years?"
"Did she cook naked for you?"
"She did everything she could naked."
"Then naked it is."
It didn't take long for us to head down to the kitchen, though not before Amanda called Kayle and suggested that they should meet at the office around ten. With that set, she set about cooking me a very nice breakfast of sausage and eggs, which we shared, sitting as close together as the kitchen chairs would allow. We both ate with one hand feeding ourselves, while our other hand stayed busy in each other's laps. By the time breakfast was done I was horny as hell, but she still wanted me to wait.
She dressed in a powder blue halter dress, that was so loose fitting, that if she bent over, the top would gap away and completely expose both of her sexy C cup boobs. She paused after dressing to show me that if she undid the neck strap, the dress, already riding so low on her rear that her butt crack was almost showing, would slide all the way down, leaving her completely naked. With her dressed in only that dress, and some high heels, I drove her to her office. True to her word, the first thing she did was to type out a letter or resignation, and then start packing the boxes she had me bring along.
Kayle showed up a few minutes before ten and knocked on the office door. "Kayle! Hello!" she said brightly.
"Hello. You said you needed to talk about my husband?" She asked tentatively.
"We do. Let's go down to the conference room though. Things are a little messy here."
"Are you moving offices?"
"Yes, and no. I'm leaving the firm."
"And this has something to do with Albert?"
"Oh, yes. But also, it has a lot to do with me. Come on, let's go get comfortable and talk." Amanda said, coaxing her out of the office. I followed and the three of us sat down, with the door closed, to talk.
"So, I first want to apologize. I have been very unfair to you, and I want to make it clear that I should have seen what was going on long before this and stopped it."
"And what exactly is that?"
"Your husband is a very good lawyer. He knows the law extremely well and he is as sneaky and conniving as any lawyer I have ever met. He likes to chase women, but he also knows how to protect himself. Barry actually saw it long before I did. Albert knows exactly how to make things happen, so that the woman becomes the sexual instigator, not him. He can't be accused of sexual harassment, if the woman is coming on to him, now can he?"
"I suppose not."
"Well, that's exactly what he does. Innocent comments in public places, that leave little thoughts in your head, like a comment about what some woman is wearing, leading to understand that he likes the look. Another comment about something you have on that is complimentary in an offhand way. Individually the comments are totally innocent. But after many of them, a woman starts to build a picture in her mind. She starts to see him as wanting something, but being unable to ask for it. And if she just finds the right way to entice him, he'd probably appreciate it, maybe in more substantial ways, if you know what I mean."
"I'm pretty sure I do."
"Well, it worked. It started as innocent little things. While on a business trip, keeping the conversation going, while I changed into my bikini, at first through a bathroom door, then with the door open and then even right in front of him. That took months, but it happened. I then suggested that he change at the same time, again, at first through the bathroom door, and then, in front of each other. Then we'd get undressed and touch ourselves in front of each other, and then, one day, I started touching him and inviting him to touch me back. That's about where we were at the lake. You were right. He had his hand inside my swim suit and his finger in my pussy, trying to make me climax, right in front of Barry. You startled him though, stripping and threatening him the way you did."
"I knew it!" she snapped, anger showing in her face.
"You did. But that didn't stop him. Eventually he 'paid me back' for giving him a blow job by licking me to climax, and then, well, the next time I let him rub his dick on my pussy to make both of us climax together. In the middle of it there was no doubt that I wouldn't object to him slipping it inside, just for a few strokes, pulling it out to come all over me before putting it back in again. We weren't really cheating on our spouses if he didn't come in me, or so the argument went. I'm still not sure who made that silly suggestion."
"So why are you telling me this?"
"I don't know if you know, but Barry and I were dangerously close to divorce. He pleaded with me to try one last round of counseling. I didn't want to, but I agreed. The counselor did something extremely unusual. She made us spend a week with what we described as our perfect spouse. As such, I got fixed up with a man that was completely consumed with his career and advancement. I was to be his wife, in all the ways that mattered, to experience what a man of that nature was like. She selected a man that represented everything that I complained Barry wasn't, and absolutely none of the things he was."
"Wait, wife in all the ways that mattered, including sex?"
"Including sex. Since we were going to be officially separated at the end of the week, it was no big deal, or so I thought. It turned out, that he was getting divorced from his wife, because he had suggested to her, what he actually did to me. He used me, used my body, as a way to put his client over a barrel. He dressed me provocatively, and when the client got handsy with me, he didn't object, which let the client believe that whatever went was fine. And the client did what he wanted, including to have sex with me. Once the deed was done, the client was led to believe that he had choices. Sign the contract and continue to enjoy the perks of having him as his agent, or be accused of sexual assault. It was a masterful piece of manipulation."
"So, this client had sex with you, to advance your supposed husband's career?"
"That's the size of it. As I stood in the shower, trying to wash off the dirtiness and humiliation I felt, I realized that I was doing the same thing with Albert. He let me believe, that if I wanted to be promoted, I could help my cause by being flirtier and more sensual with him. He never said it, but I knew that was what he was thinking, from all those innocent comments he made over months and months. And I was right there. I was ready to do something I'd never done, to try and please him and gain that promotion to full partner."



"And what was that? Have sex with him?"
"Oh, no. Not just me. He wanted to have sex with me and with Julie at the same time. He wanted me to arrange for the both of us to seduce him and have sex with him, and with each other. And I was going to do it. I knew that he had already been priming Julie, that she had flashed her body to him in his office and rubbed his dick through his pants. The next step was for her to try and get his dick out and fuck or suck him. That's where it's at now. I'd expect that any time now, she'll make that move, and just like me, believe that it was all her idea."
"That stinking bastard. How many women has he done this with?"
"Hard to tell, but I'd suspect almost every woman that has worked here."
"So help me God, I'll castrate the son of a bitch!" she snapped, angrily.
"Slow down. The problem is he's good. He makes it all look and feel like it's the woman's idea. That he's just as innocent as can be. If you try anything it'd be you as the aggressor."
"Shit! That stinking, selfish bastard! That's the game he's been playing!"
"Playing how?"
"He's been making subtle suggestions about what I wear, how I act, and things to do in bed, getting me to talk about fantasies, and then twisting the conversation so that his fantasies become my suggestions. Including me watching him have sex with a friend of ours."
"Well, now you know. And more than that, now he knows you know!"
"How so?"
"The moment I closed that door, everything we said and did was recorded. There are multiple cameras in here recording everything. By now he's gotten an e-mail that someone is in here and it's recording. But he won't know what, until he comes to work to check the server. For security reasons, it can't be accessed from the outside."
"So, he's going to know this whole conversation?"
"Every word. He's going to know that the jig is up on what he's been doing, and with who, and what you know about it. Before we leave I'll make sure to make a copy for you, just so he can't erase it."
"I appreciate that, but what am I supposed to do? So now I know he's been cheating on me and manipulating women to come on to him. What do I do about it?"
"I have a suggestion, if you're interested."
"What kind of a suggestion?"
"Were you serous at the lake? When you stripped and threatened to let Barry fuck you?"
"I was."
"Would you now?"
"What? Let Barry have sex with me?"
"Not just you. But me as well. I've already written my letter of resignation. As a parting gift, I thought I might give my husband something that Albert wanted me to give him. Not only would Barry get something of you that Albert took from me, but he'd get that threesome that your husband wanted me to set up. I've never had sex with another woman, but, surprisingly, if I was willing to try it for your husband, how can I not be willing to do it with my husband?"
She sat looking at Amanda for long seconds, the silence heavy as she pondered the implications. "And this dress you have on? Is that of your choice, or penance for what you did with my husband?"
"This?" my wife asked, standing up. "This is my choice. I'm determined to make some changes in my life, and one of them is to give myself completely to my husband. I've withheld my sexuality from him for years now, claiming that career advancement is more important than anything else. I now know that's not true. I've seen what an excess of that can do to a man, or woman. Don't get me wrong. I don't expect that me wearing sexy little dresses, is going to fix what's broken in our relationship, but it's a start. A way to prove that he is more important, than my career advancement."
"And he's good with you walking around in things like that?"
My wife smiled and reached behind her neck. She undid the strap and let the dress fall, leaving her complexly nude. "Until he decides to change what I'm wearing, he gets everything that his test wife gave him, and everything he's complained that I'm not. So, he gets to fuck me right here, on this table, so Albert can see just exactly what he's never going to get from me, and I'd very much like it if you joined us."
I was almost as stunned as Kayle was. She sat there, staring at my wife, standing across the table from her, completely naked. The clock loudly ticked the seconds off as she sat staring, clearly thinking about the situation and the consequences. Nearly a minute ticked away before she stood up. Without a word, she began to unbutton the blouse she had on. Neither Amanda, nor I, moved, as she undid button after button, and then slipped the satin blouse off. She tossed it across the table at me, and then reached behind her back to undo the bra strap. She slipped the bra off, exposing her tits, slightly larger than my wife's and sagging only slightly more. I was still staring at her now hardening, nipples, as she unzipped the small zipper on the side of her skirt. It slid down her legs, as she moved her hands to her hips. She pushed the waistband of the pantyhose down, catching her panties at the same time. She slid them down, her soft tits hanging down over the table as she bent over to work the hose and panties down her legs. She tossed her shoes aside and then straightened, holding the pantyhose and underwear. She paused before she tossed them at me, the soft light weight material not quite making it to me before it fluttered to the surface of the table.
"I too, have never had sex with another woman, so it sounds like we'll both be trying this for the first time." She looked at me. "Your turn."
It took a few seconds for me to realize what she wanted. I stood up and pulled my shirt up and off, tossing it onto the table with her blouse, bra and underwear. I undid my shorts and stepped out of them, leaving me in just my briefs. I already had a partial hardon from watching her undress, which began to harden even more as I pushed my briefs down and worked them over my shoes. I tossed them onto the table on top of her underwear, my, now mostly rigid, dick pointing at her over the top of the table.
"So how do we do this?" Kayle asked.
"If it's aright with you, I'd like to give Barry a chance to take you fully, including giving you his load. I've been teasing him all morning, to make sure there's plenty."
"You want him to come inside me?"
"I do. That's the one thing that Albert hasn't done to me. He came on me and pushed some of his cum into me, but we hadn't progressed to him coming in me yet. So, that's the thing he will never get from me, and I think it's only fair that Barry be given the chance to do that with you."
"And you?"
"The only thing I can think of is that I can kneel over your face and let you lick me. That's what Albert wanted to see Julie do. Lick me while he fucked her."
"And after?"
"After, we get Barry hard again, and we switch."
"You do realize I'll be full of his cum."
"If I can't take my own husband's cum, then whose can I?"
"Very well. Do we need to point any particular way for Albert to see what we're doing?"
"Nope. There are four cameras in here. I'm sure no matter which way we face he'll be able to see exactly what we're doing."
"Then I only have one more request before your husband does his thing."
"And that is?"
"I'm not quite turned on yet, and I'd like to be able to climax with him if we're going to do this. Would he mind getting me warmed up a little first?"
"I suspect that he'd enjoy that very much." Amanda answered her.
Kayle nodded and turned to sit on the table. She lay back with her butt on the edge and then lifted and spread her legs. "I'm ready."
I walked around the table and sat in a chair, sliding it closer to her. I leaned my face down to her completely shaved pussy. She had a small amount of inner labia pushing between her full round outer lips, her forty something year old pussy still looking every bit as attractive as the rest of her body. I lowered my face toward her pussy, but turned my face to kiss the inside of her thigh, while my wife climbed onto the table. She knee-walked across the polished oak, until her pussy was over Kayle's face. I looked up at her and watched her face as she slowly worked her knees further apart, lowering her pussy to Kayle's face. She stiffened as Kayle stuck her tongue out and stroked it across her lips. Unlike Kayle, my wife wasn't shaved, but she was trimmed enough, that she wouldn't have hairs sticking out the sides of the rather scanty panties she usually wore. Her full outer lips framed a considerable amount of soft delicate inner labia, which Kayle was now spreading apart with the tip of her tongue.
I lowered my face, trying to watch my wife being licked while I began to do the same to Kayle. I let my tongue spread her soft lips and tease between them, searching for and finding her hard clit. She stiffened at the first touch of my tongue, and then again when I found her clit. But it didn't take long for her to relax and begin to enjoy my attentions. Her tangy, almost tart juices, soon became sweeter and less pungent as my attentions coaxed her body toward a much more pleasurable state. Up and down I stroked my tongue, making sure to get all the way to her leaking vaginal entrance, and then stroking up to her clit and over it several times before starting back down again.
Over and over my tongue made the trip while her's did something similar to my wife. I could see Amanda's eyes close and her hips start to rock as Kayle's attentions excited her more and more. I decided it was time to take the next step, wanting to have plenty of time to fuck Kayle before I came. I stood up, and stepped between Kayle's legs, holding them up and apart, now that my shoulders were no longer being used to rest her feet. I pressed my head against her pussy, then used my hips to slide it along her slit, teasing it along her wet lips, before arching my back and aiming it at her entrance. I didn't need to use my hands at all as I nestled my engorged mushroom head into her. I pressed slowly, pushing my fat head against her, the pressure building slowly until it finally slipped beyond the restriction and into her hot pussy.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, as her wetness engulfed a couple inches of me. I started to rock my hips again, working my shaft in and out of her, as I worked it deeper into her.
"Oh God yes. You feel so big in me. So much bigger than Albert." Kayle moaned, between my wife's legs.
"I have to say," my wife said softly, somewhat breathlessly, "that Albert isn't nearly as big as Barry is."
I held Kayle's legs up and apart and started to slam into her, driving my dick fully into her, smashing the head of my cock against the end of her depths, and my thighs against her bare ass. In and out I plunged, watching my wife being licked by Kayle, her fingers pulling her own nipples as she grew closer and closer to climax. "Oh shit! I think I'm going to come!" Amanda squeaked, as Kayle tried to hold her thighs still. My wife's hips were pushing to and fro, trying to grind her pussy against Kayle's mouth as her orgasm grew. I watched her areola swell, as her body reacted to the sensation of Kayle's tongue on her clit, her body racing toward climax. "OHHHHH SHIT!" She cried, as her whole body seemed to start to tremble. Her hips stopped moving and her legs, arms and whole body shuddered and trembled as her orgasm washed over her.
The sight of my wife coming, seemed to be just what I needed. I looked up at where I expected one of the cameras to be. "This is for what you did to Amanda you fuck!" I growled just before my body jerked hard. I felt my spasm jam my cock deep into her and blast the first gush of cum into her pussy. I stood between her legs, my body jerking and spasming as I came in her depths, pumping the huge load my wife had teased into being, into her. I lost track of how many times I felt my body flow into her, but I knew it had to be a huge amount of cum. I barely noticed that Kayle had climaxed with me, apparently triggered by my strong surges of cum, deep in her pussy. The three of us panted for breath as we each recovered, from our now fading orgasms.
"Oh damn," Kayle panted. "It felt like you came a gallon into me."
"Yeah. I know what you mean. Amanda did a good job of teasing me this morning."
"I should say she did. I think we should show Albert just what you gave me."
"Sure." I answered, pulling my now shrinking cock from her. Our combined cum started to leak from her, and she reached down, catching some of it with her fingers, and lifting it to show the cameras just how full I'd filled her.
She spent almost a minute playing with the cum leaking from her pussy while I sat in the chair resting and Amanda laid on the table trying to catch her breath. "Amanda?"
"Yeah?"
"Does he always fuck you like he just fucked me?"
"Actually, we haven't had much sex in the last few years."
"That's a shame. I wouldn't mind having sex that intense more often, not if it was available to me. I think if you actually had sex with Albert, you'd be disappointed, given what your husband is capable of."
"I suppose I'll have to take your word for it."
"Trust me, I know." She answered. "There was a time when he could make me come like that, but that was many years ago. I don't know if it's that I'm not exciting to him any longer, or he just really likes younger women or what, but we don't have that kind of sex any longer."
"I'm sorry." Amanda said softly.
"So, what do we do now? We have to get him hard again if we're going to finish what we started."
"I can answer that." I said, standing up. I moved to the table and crawled onto it, laying down in the middle. "I wouldn't mind watching the two of you sucking me at the same time."
Amanda looked at Kayle hesitantly. Kayle shrugged at her and the two moved on the table to kneel next to me. Amanda grasped my dick and tentatively licked my softened appendage. She looked back at me with a bit of a frown, and I realized that she was tasting, not only my cum, but Kayle's pussy juices as well. For a moment I thought she was going to refuse, but to my surprise she looked back at Kayle and then down to my dick. She opened her mouth and engulfed my dick, licking and teasing it with her tongue. "Oh God yes," I whispered, as I watched her do something, I don't recall her ever doing before. She'd sucked on me plenty of times, but usually I was already hard and I didn't think she's ever tasted another woman before.
She worked on my dick a few moments and then pulled her mouth off to allow Kayle to take a turn. To her credit, she eagerly closed her mouth on me and started to try and stroke on and off my mostly soft dick. It wasn't terribly effective, but her bouncing head made her tits, which were hanging down below her, swing enticingly. She stroked on and of my slowly firming dick for a few short minutes and then let Amanda take over again. The two switched back and forth several times, all the while my dick grew harder.
I think he's ready." Kayle finally said, at the end of her turn. "What is his favorite position?"
"I don't actually know." My wife answered. "He likes so many and to be honest, I don't know that he has a favorite."
"I do." I interrupted. "I like cowgirl."
My wife looked at me quizzically, while Kayle just grinned. "Then let's do that.
"Cowgirl?"
"Yes, you ride on him."
"OH! On top. Sure." It only took a moment for my wife to move over my body and aim my dick at her pussy. She pressed the saliva coated head of my cock between her lips, and then lowered her wet vagina down onto my shaft. "Ohhhhh fuck yes." She moaned. "Not that what you did didn't feel good, but I like this so much better."
She began to lift and lower herself on me, riding me slowly, like she used to long ago. Up and down she slid, my engorged head growing fatter inside her as her pussy walls caressed my head and shaft. Kayle stepped over me, facing Amanda, and stepped closer to push her pussy in Amanda's face. I couldn't see the expression on her face, but could almost feel the hesitancy as she leaned in to lick Kayle's pussy. It took some coordination, which she got the hang of, soon enough. Amanda bounced on me while holding her tongue out on Kayle's pussy lips. Up and down she bounced, her ass slapping loudly on my thighs with each stroke. I heard Kayle moan softly at the attentions my wife was giving her clit. I also heard my wife moan deeply, as her orgasm began to build. Years ago I could easily give her two or three orgasms in an evening, but in the last few years it was one if any.
"I dare you to let him fuck us both at the same time." Kayle said huskily.
"How does he do that?"
"I saw it on a video. We both lay down and he can switch between us."
"I suppose, as long as he makes me come. I'm getting pretty close."
"Then come." Kayle said, stepping back. She helped Amanda stand up and then walk across the table to the other end. She had Amanda lay down on the table, with her butt right at the edge, and then climbed over her. She bent her legs to kneel over her and then pushed her ass out, as she lowered herself on top of Amanda. The two soon had their tits pressed together and Kayle lowered her face to my wife's. I'd never seen my wife kiss another woman, and based on her immediate reaction, I doubted that she had. I climbed off the table and watched as Kayle made out with my wife, kissing and teasing her lips. I stepped around to both of their exposed pussies, and pressed my fat head into my wife again.
"Oh fuck...yes!" She moaned, as I slid deep into her waiting vagina. I stroked in and out a dozen or so strokes, and then pulled out, lifting my dick to Kayle's pussy. I pushed into her and stroked slowly, in and out, feeling her much different pussy caress my shaft with each stroke.
"Yes. I can feel him fuck me." She whispered to my wife. "I am so hot for him again. I want to come around his cock again. I want to see you when you come for him. Barry, fuck Amanda until she comes and then stick it in me and do me again."
"If you want," I answered. I pulled out of Kayle and pushed into my wife again, driving easily into her. I stroked hard into her, arching my back to push as far into her as I could, my thighs beating on the table edge and her bare ass with each stroke. In and out i pumped, listening to her kissing and making out with Kayle as I worked her closer and closer to climax.
"Oh God. Gonna come!" She panted, as I drove into her over and over, feeling her pussy start to clench and tighten around me. I knew she was moments away, and I thrust a little harder, trying to push her over the edge. "FUCK!" She cried, as she came, her pussy squeezing me tightly, as her body climaxed. I kept stroking, trying to push her as high as I could, slowing only when I felt her pussy start to release me.
I pulled from my wife and lifted my dick to plunge it into Kayle again. I slid into her tighter pussy and started to stroke with abandon, hoping she'd come before I did. I felt a little movement and realized that my wife had slipped her hand between them and was rubbing Kayle's clit with her fingers while I stroked in and out of her. Kayle lifted from my wife, her tits now hanging down in the space between them. In and out I thrust, driving hard into her as Amanda stroked her clit.
I heard the door rattle, and looked over at the half glass door. I slowed my strokes when I saw Albert on the other side. "We have company."
Kayle looked over and snapped. "Keep fucking me. I want you to make me come right in front of him. I want you to fucking fill my pussy again right in front of him!"
It was pretty clear that the door was locked and he seemed unwilling to break the glass. Most of the wall between the room and the corridor were glass, and none of the shades had been pulled, so it was pretty easy for him to see what was happening. He walked away as I stroked faster again, coming back moments later and unlocking the door.



"Kayle! What the fuck are you doing!?" he shouted.
"The same thing you've been doing for a long time. Amanda told me all about how you tricked her into seducing you and offering you sex in exchange for a partnership. Well, I didn't have to trick anyone. That client that told you how much fun a threesome is, wasn't wrong. At least not with a man that has a dick as big as his. All I had do to was ask, and Barry was more than happy to give me a good fucking."
"You slut!" he shouted.
"You should talk. Trying to get her to ask you for sex so it didn't look like you started it! That's low, even for you." His wife snapped.
I wasn't sure what to do, keep stroking or stop, but feeling Amanda's fingers still stroking her clit, pushed me to keep going. "Now, you can just leave, because I'm not stopping until he makes me come again and fills me up again!"
"You want to be a whore? Fine! You be a whore!" he said, leaving abruptly. He didn't leave the building though. I watched through the glassed conference room windows as he headed back to his office and slammed the door.
"He's gonna watch us, I know he is," Kayle moaned, as I continued to stroke into her. "I want to feel you come in me, but I also want you to squirt it all over me while he watches. I want the bastard to know exactly what you're doing to me!"
"Then why don't we move," my wife said softly with a naughty grin on her face. "We'll give him something to really watch." It took a few moments for them to rearrange, ending up with Kayle on her back again, her legs lifted and me between them. Amanda knelt on the table over Kayle, their tits pressed together and her legs folded awkwardly so her curl covered mound pressed against Kayle's. I was pretty sure she had chosen this specifically so that his hidden cameras would have a good view of me fucking both of their pussies. She lowered her face to Kayle's and pressed their lips together while she shifted her weight to allow her to slide her hand down between them, to Kayle's crotch to tease her clit again.
Kayle moaned into Amanda's mouth as I started stroking in and out, pushing deep into Kayle with each stroke while my wife's fingers stroked her hard, excited clit. I could tell quickly, that the combination of sensations was going to force her already growing orgasm to its pinnacle very soon indeed. In and out I thrust, trying to change my angle with each stroke so I teased her as much as I could. In and out I worked, the attempt to make her come, making my own orgasm build quickly. I felt her soft pussy caressing my shaft and head, teasing against the sensitive spot under my head with each stroke. I heard her moan louder and saw her hands reach for my wife's ass and squeeze her creamy cheeks. If I was going to climax on Kayle, I was going to have to make my wife come first, so I pulled out and stuffed myself back into my wife, who gasped and then pressed her lips eagerly back to Kayle's. In and out I thrust, jamming hard into her pussy, the angle high enough that I had to almost lift my self on my tip toes to get fully into her. I don't think it really mattered if I did or not. I knew by the moans that she was about to climax, her fingers having left Kayle's clit, now stroking her own frantically.
"OH SHIT!" she gasped loudly, as she pulled her face from Kayle's. "SHIT! I'M COOOOMMMMING!" she screamed, as her whole body shuddered and jerked in climax. I could feel her pussy clenching and squeezing around my shaft, as I continued to pump in and out of her, trying to push her climax as far as I could.
When I felt her start to relax, the trembles and shudders fading away, I pulled out of her and pushed my dick back down to Kayle and slipped easily into her wet pussy. Amanda shakily pushed up from where she was and climbed off Kayle. To my surprise, she turned around and lowered her face to Kayle's crotch, lowering her face down until she could lick Kayle's clit, my cock sliding in and out of her, inches from my wife's face. I looked down and thrust into her with abandon, completely absorbed in the sight of my stuck-up wife, licking her bosses wife while I grew closer and closer to climax.
She lifted her head and pushed her body, creating a gap between them, her face almost high enough so she was looking me in the eye. "Come on honey. Make her come. Show him how a real man makes a woman climax and then come all over her sexy body! You know you want to. You've wanted to do this since that day on the boat. Admit it. You wanted to just bend her over and fuck her right in front of him. Fuck her and show him that he can't just take your wife without repercussions. Do it! Give her a big fucking orgasm!"
"You're right. I did. I knew he had his hands between your legs. I wanted to just bend her over and fuck her and tell him... there! Take that!"
"Then do it!" she coaxed.
I drove into Kayle with abandon, her hips starting to rise and fall in time with my strokes, my body slapping her bare ass with each stroke. I could feel her starting to leak her juices as she grew closer and closer to climax. The first little tremors hit her legs and arms and then she screamed out as her body stiffened and started to shake uncontrollably. "FUCK YES! GOD YES! MAKE ME COME BABY! MAKE ME COME HARD ON YOUR COCK!" I didn't stop stroking, I was too close myself. I looked into my wife's eyes as I grew closer to my own climax, feeling a gush of juices squirt from Kayle's pussy onto my pelvis. It flowed for several seconds before she lowered her ass to the table, her whole body still shaking and quivering.
"OH damn," I grunted as my body jerked and jammed into Kayle with the first shot of cum lancing deep in her pussy. I pulled back and grabbed my cock and stroked it furiously as the second and third shots of cum lanced out and arched through the air, almost hitting my wife's hanging tits. The first shot landed on Kayle's right tit, and the second landed partly on her left tit. The third and fourth shot landed on her chest and stomach. I jammed my cock into her again, knowing there was still more I wanted to give, and drove hard into her for the remaining shots of cum.
I stood there panting, looking at my wife, now kneeling with her pussy dripping over Kayle's face, my cum glistening on Kayle's tits and stomach as I worked to catch my breath. "Don't go away." My wife said softly, as she climbed off Kayle's face and then off the table. She walked out of the conference room completely nude, as if she didn't have a concern in the world. I watched her walk past the windows and disappear, wondering just exactly where she was going.
"That should teach the bastard." Kayle whispered as I stood with my dick softening in her, her finger tips stroking my stomach. "I have to admit, it did feel damn good!"
"What the fuck did you do!?" I heard Albert shout down the hall as he came out of his office.
My wife walked past him, just pushing him out of her way, the smile never leaving her face. She walked into the room with him following and walked to the table. She handed Kayle something and then stepped to me. "Hold onto that." She said to Kayle without looking at her, as she pushed me back. "You'll want that for the divorce proceedings. It's got him admitting to infidelity." She turned me and pressed herself against me, kissing me on the lips for long seconds. She broke the kiss, but didn't let go of me as her arms looped around my neck. "I should have seen what he was doing. I was stupid and I was arrogant and I was blind. I underestimated you being able to see what he was doing, when I didn't." She said to me. "I shouldn't have ever allowed him to even see me naked, let alone the things we did together. I hope you can forgive me."
"You're FIRED you slutty bitch!" Albert shouted.
"Too late. Check your e-mail. I sent you my resignation letter, explaining that you were sexually harassing me for the last two years. On yeah, did I forget to mention I sent it to the company mailing list?"
"YOU DIDN'T!" he shouted.
"I did!" she said calmly. She released me, walked to where her dress was and my clothes. She separated my clothes from Kayle's and then took my hand, walking me out of the office. She paused at the office door. "And if you want me to, Kayle, I'd be happy to handle the divorce if you want it. Of course, with that leverage, you could probably get anything from him you wanted." She didn't even let her answer, but stepped out and pulled me along with her back to her office. The two of us dressed, and I picked up the two boxes on her desk. We walked out of the office and she threw her office keys into the atrium before walking to the elevator.
"So, what now?" I asked as the elevator doors closed on us.
"We have a problem."
"We do?"
"We do. Several, actually. Problem one, I have to find a way to make you forgive me for what I did. It won't be easy, but I have a few more ideas on how to work on it. Problem two, Liang. I saw how she looked at you and how you looked at her when you said goodbye. I've seen that look before. You used to look at me that way. You don't any more. I'd like a chance to bring that back. I want you to look at me that way again."
"What way is that?"
"Desire, love, caring, longing. You didn't want it to end. I don't know that you love her, but I know that you could. I know you. You have a big heart. I don't know how happy you'd be with her though, not if she kept that silly little girl act going."
"You knew it was an act?"
"I don't know exactly what she's like for real, but I could tell it was an act. She's good at it, but it was still an act. Could you love a woman that uses her body for work like that?"
"Actually, this was the first time she did it. It was her idea. And yes, it was an act. She actually has a degree in clinical psychology."
"Ahhhh. In that case, problem two is more mine than yours. How do I show you that I can be everything you want without the memory of her intruding? I'd thought about having you take me camping and do all the things with me that you two did, to let me show you that I can be what you want and need. But I don't think that'll work."
"You don't?"
"No. I need to do something that would set me apart, show you that I'm even better than she is."
"Why do you need to try and show me you're better than her? How do you know she's what I want?"
"Because if Rachel did as good a job setting you up, as she did setting me up, I'm sure you had the time of your life. You'd never fuck around with other women on me, your real wife, but with her, it was easy. Well, I have a lot of making up to do, and if letting you hang it out a bit helps, then I'm willing to take that hit. I let my boss convince me to use my body to get promoted to full partner. He was good, making me think it was all my idea, and in a way, that makes it worse. I was doing things with him, when I was denying you, what actually belonged to you: my intimacy, both emotionally and physically."
The elevator stopped and the doors opened. We walked out into the parking garage and headed for the car. "So, problem two is my problem." She continued. "As I recall, you have a bunch of vacation built up."
"About five or six weeks."
"And I don't have a job. Seems we both have some time on our hands. Albert was telling me he had a client that wanted us to go meet him at this little resort, in the Caribbean. When I did a little research, I found it was an interesting little resort. Not clothing optional, but clothing free, and anything goes. Public nudity, public sex, swapping, sharing, group sex, you name it, it's allowed. I can only imagine what client of his would want us to have a meeting at a place like that. And of course, I'd have to be naked and, well, you don't make that trip in one day, so it would require at least one night."
"Bastard." I mumbled under my breath.
"I agree. It was a conniving ploy that I fell for. That I would have gone too, if not for what happened this week."
"At least it got stopped before that happened."
She grinned. "Oh, it did. But guess what? I already booked the flights and a three day stay. What say we use Albert's money to fly down and I'm sure we can arrange to make the stay a bit longer if you like it."
"You sure that's what you want to do?"
She stopped me a few yards short of the car and used her hand on my arm to turn me to face her. She reached behind her neck and undid the strap of the dress and let it fall to her ankles. "This is for you. You can have me any way you want, as long as you want, any time you want. I was a stupid bitch to you, and I'll do anything to make it up to you, even if it means having sex on the hood of the car in the parking garage. If you want to go on this trip with me, anything goes. If you want me to have sex with another couple with you, I will. If you want to do a threesome like we just did, I will. I'll do anything at all that you want for the next three weeks. At the end of that time, I'll invite Liang to the house for a week, and you can have both of us at the same time. But at the end of the week, you'll have to choose. Liang or me."
"It could be a hard choice."
"I intend on making it as difficult as possible, for you to not choose me." She said, as she stepped out of the dress and pulled me over to a red Mercedes that was parked only a couple spots from our car. She took the boxes from me, set them on the ground and the turned and sat on the hood. She lifted and spread her legs wide for me, exposing her still glistening pussy. "How about you fuck me right here?"
"Don't you think the owner of this car is going to care?"
"I'm sure he will! It's Albert's!" she said with grin. "How about you fuck me and then we can wipe the cum that leaks from my pussy all over his windshield?"
"Really?"
"Not something I would have done before, is it?"
"No. it's not." I agreed.
"I hope I surprise you a lot more in the next few weeks." She said, holding a hand out between her legs toward me. I took her hand and let her pull me toward her. "Now, fuck me baby. Fuck me and let me show you that I still love you."
I had a hunch the next few weeks were going to be very interesting. I wasn't sure yet that I could believe that she was changed this much, that this wasn't just an act, but I was willing to give her the chance to prove it, because, after all, I still did love her and a relationship really is more than just sex. If we could fix what was wrong in ours, well, that was what I wanted in the first place, wasn't it?"
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The date for the cruise was getting closer. I was still a little surprised that Kathy was willing to take this cruise. It was a wonderful idea, a wonderful surprise she had bought me. An adults-only getaway for the two of us. It would be nice to not have to worry about kids running around you when you're trying to have a romantic cruise with your wife, trying to discreetly make out in a pool or on your stateroom balcony. It was meant to be a romantic getaway for the two of us. I loved that she had thought of the idea, but was surprised she sprung for the tickets, given the cost. But she was wishing she'd read the fine print better. Adults-only not only meant no kids, but it also meant clothing-optional, it meant that, while not in port, even sexual encounters in public were allowed. The fine print also read 'no transfers or refunds allowed'.
So we were stuck with the choice of giving up nearly five grand or going on an adult cruise. Before she told me about the cruise, she arranged a little canoe trip with some special friends she had sought out, to find out, in a much less public setting, if she could handle being clothing-optional in front of other people. The two couples that were part of this special group were into more than just clothing-optional. They were into, 'if you're naked, you're fair game to touch' and more. While I'd suggested an adult outing in the past, I'd never really thought about 'swinging' or having sexual relations of any type with other couples. That all changed on that trip and, to my complete surprise, Kathy: my incredibly conservative wife, was suddenly embracing and enjoying the experiment.
She still wasn't completely comfortable being naked in front of strange men, but it seemed to be growing on her and she was finding it to be a significant turn-on. For the last two weeks we'd spent as much time naked as we could, and any time we went in public she was wearing the shortest dresses she owned, leaving her underwear at home, just on the off chance she would get a chance to flash some random guy her pussy, not that she was looking for sex with those guys. But, for whatever reason, she had discovered that doing so turned her on more than she could imagine. More than once we'd gone shopping and found a quiet place to get my hand between her legs to tease her, only to end up in the parking lot fucking in the back seat like a couple of teenagers. Our sex life had taken on a whole new twist, and we were both loving it!
The one thing she still struggled with, though, was not showing some strange guy her pussy for a few brief seconds, or her nipples in a semi-see-through shirt, but being completely naked in front of someone other than myself or her doctors. With the cruise only one day away, she was making one last effort to get comfortable.
My wife had always been the outgoing, friendly type, and she has always made it a point to be friends with all the neighbors around us. This of course included her best friend, Dee, who lived just next door, and who I had already had sex with because of this cruise. It also included the much younger Ashley from across the street, who'd turned my attempt to tease my wife while I washed the truck in the driveway into an incredible public sexual encounter.
Ron and Alyssa from behind us were already aware of our little dilemma, and Ron wanted to help my wife get more comfortable with having sex with other guys by offering himself up as a test subject, which Kathy rejected by demanding that she would only do so if he brought his wife, Alyssa, over, completely naked, for me to fuck as well. She knew full well that Alyssa would NEVER agree to that. Kathy was totally surprised when Alyssa caught her husband jacking off in their bedroom while watching my wife and I lounging nude in our yard, and forced him over to apologize. The apology turned into him jacking off in front of my wife while he watched his wife ride my cock and Kathy ride my face. It seemed to ease her discomfort with being naked in front of other men to some extent, though she said she still needed to work on that more, even though time was running out.
On our last day before the cruise, Kathy arranged to have a few friends over for a bar-b-que. I don't think any of us had any idea what she had in mind as she made the invitations. Rachel and Sam, a nice slightly older couple that lived on the other side of us from Jack and Dee were invited, as well as the recently divorced Katherine that lived kitty corner behind us to the north west. Valery and Tom, a thirty-something couple that lived off the other corner of our yard and, surprisingly, Ron and Alyssa from behind us were also invited. I was a little surprised that Dee and Jack weren't there, but Kathy just said Dee couldn't make it. I'd seen enough hints to know some of what Kathy had planned, but she left most of it unsaid. This was her final opportunity to get naked in front of people before we left the next morning for the cruise.
Guests started arriving around four-ish, and by four-thirty, everyone had arrived with their dish to share, while I started grilling the meat. I was wearing, at my wife's request, nothing but a pair of elastic-waisted workout shorts and sandals. She had on a pair of mini-shorts and a crop top, making her look killer sexy, both of which three weeks ago would have been unheard of for her to wear.
Everyone was seated on the variety of lawn chairs and lounge chairs on the patio, chatting and sipping adult beverages, mostly wine and beer, while I worked at the grill. Kathy walked out onto the patio from the kitchen and stopped near the group, standing expectantly. One by one, our friends realized she was waiting for their attention.
"As some of you know, like Dee, I wanted to get my husband something really special for our anniversary this year. I thought, a really romantic cruise would be just the ticket. So I went and searched and I found one that sounded perfect. No kids to bother us, lots of quiet romantic settings on the ship for quiet encounters, a relaxed atmosphere to cement existing relationships and begin new ones. Sounds perfect for an anniversary present, doesn't it?" She paused and got nods from our friends. "So, I went all in. I splurged on what was to be our romantic getaway. Seems though, that I should have read the fine print. As most of you already know, adults-only meant not only no kids, but it meant that once out of port, the entire ship was clothing-optional and public sexual encounters were allowed. You all know how conservative I have been in the last few dozen years,"
She paused and, once she was sure I was watching, she pulled the crop top off, revealing a swim suit top wrapped around her, very clearly not up to the task of containing her incredible thirty-eight triple-D tits. God, I loved how her tits looked, and the sight her wearing that top with most of her tits exposed made my dick start to harden in an instant. She reached down and pushed off the tiny shorts, wiggling her legs to let the material slip to her ankles after pushing them down over her hips. Tom, Sam and Jack were staring at the tiny thong bottom, little more than a triangle covering her pussy lips, leaving her freshly shaved mound exposed, along with all of her ass. She slowly turned to let everyone see her new bikini.
"I bought this to surprise Andy with, but after re-reading the entire e-mail, It would seem that their version of clothing-optional, meant that you were required to wear something below the waist in all the formal dining rooms and in the nighttime shows, just to protect the upholstery, but beyond that, it was clothing limited, as in none. No swim suits allowed in any of the pool or entertainment areas or in the non-formal eating areas. In other words, we were going to be going like this!" She reached up behind her back and unclipped the top of the suit and tossed it aside. "Won't be needing this," she said as it flew across the patio toward me. She reached down and undid the ties on her hips, that held the tiny slip of material between her legs. "And other than at shows or dinner, I'm not going to need this either!"
I looked around at our friends, all of them except Katherine, staring open-mouthed in shock. She turned slowly and walked to where I was. "Same goes for Andy." She reached out and pushed my shorts down, letting them slide down my legs, freeing my dick which had grown hard as a rock watching her strip in front of everyone. She turned around and looked at our friends. "So, we're trying to get comfortable in front of people, and who better to do that with than friends? So, if you don't mind, we'll be going naked tonight. You're free to join us if you want, but don't feel obligated to. So, I'm going to go finish my part of dinner while Andy finishes the meat." And with that, she turned and walked away and into the kitchen, closing the sliding door behind her.
Tom was the first to say anything. "Was she serious?"
I nodded. "She was."
"You two are actually going on a nude cruise?"
"It's that or waste a lot of money." I chuckled. "Personally, I'm looking forward to it. I've wanted to do something like this for a long time and haven't been able to convince her to do it."
Kathrine looked up at my face. "And you honestly think this was an accident? That she didn't pick this cruise on purpose and is just saying it was an accident?" I looked at her, a little stunned. That thought hadn't ever occurred to me. "That's what I thought," she said as she stood up. She stepped around the chairs and over to me, reaching out for my hard-on. She grasped it gently and started to stroke it. "You think it was an accident that she just did a strip tease to get you all hard before pushing your shorts down, right in front of us, and then invited us to get naked with you? I don't think so." She let her voice drop to a whisper. She was a little younger than we were by a half dozen years or so and didn't have nearly the curves that Kathy had. She turned around to face away from me and looked at me over her shoulder. "You wanna pull that zipper down?"
"Um. Sure," I answered, still trying to digest the meaning of what she was saying. She shrugged the lightweight summer dress off her shoulders so it fell down her body and pooled around her ankles. She reached behind her as she turned to face me, unclipped the back of her bra, which dropped to the patio next, leaving her perky B-cup breasts exposed. She reached down to my dick and stroked it again as she pushed her panties down to her thighs as she stepped out of the dress and closer to me.
"I think the invitation to get naked with you was an invitation to do more than just look," she whispered as she guided my dick toward her pussy. She pressed her thighs toward me, sliding herself over my dick so that my head slipped between her already wet lips. She looked into my eyes and whispered softly as she let her arms loop around my neck. "I haven't had a hard dick between my legs in a very long time. I doubt it'll take much to make me come, not with a cock like yours."
I wasn't inside her, but my head and shaft had slipped into the gap between her legs. She squeezed her thighs to force my shaft up, my engorged head spreading her lips as she rocked her hips toward me. She pushed us together over and over, grunting and groaning softly as she worked clit on my cock, her body moving toward a climax as her clit ground itself along the top of my shaft. "God damn. I'd love to have this in me, but since I'm not protected, unless of course you have a condom stashed somewhere. If you do, I'll just lie down and let you have at it!" She panted as she worked herself over my dick. "Ohhhh yes. Uh huh. There. I can feel it. Oh yeah. Uh. Uh, yes. Oh god. Gonna come. Gonna come on your dick. God, I want it in me."
She moaned as she stepped her feet apart to spread her legs. "You'd better not fucking come in me," she moaned as she reached under her butt and found my head with her fingers. She pushed me up between her lips harder, arching her back as my head found her vaginal entrance. She arched a little more as her fingers pressed against me, forcing me to slip into her depths. "Ohhhh fuck yes! There we go!" she moaned, reaching back to my shoulders for support before starting to rock her hips again, this time driving herself over my dick with each stroke. I felt myself slide in and out of her hot pussy as we stood there, fucking in front of our friends. I was both embarrassed and turned on as hell at the same time. I could see Valorie licking her lips and pushing a hand between her legs as she sat and watched my cock sliding in and out of Katherine.
Katherine worked herself back toward the climax that was so close before she stopped to put me inside her. She moaned softly with each stroke as her desire built again, her body responding to the new sensations. I slipped my hands up to her small tits, grasping her hard nipples between my fingers. I squeezed and twisted her nipples like little knobs, making her respond with even stronger strokes toward me and louder moans. She seemed oblivious to our friends watching us as our thighs slapped together rhythmically, driving herself onto my shaft over and over. Her pussy started to tremble as her breathing grew ragged, her chest heaving as she panted for breath. "Fuck! Here it comes!" she squeaked quietly as her body suddenly clenched around my hard-on and her legs and arms shook. "Ohhhh god yes. Oh fuck. That's it baby. Stroke it in me. Stroke that hard cock into my pussy baby!"
I did as she asked, mostly lost in the sensations of her tight pussy as we fucked in front of everyone. All that was blotted out, as well as what I was supposed to be doing as she climaxed on my dick. I could feel my own climax climbing closer and closer as she shuddered and shook in front of me. I so wanted to unload inside her, let my load fill her quivering pussy, but at the last moment, when I knew I couldn't hold it back any longer, I pulled from her and grabbed my dick. She looked down between us and pushed my hand away, replacing it with hers. She jacked me off frantically, aiming me toward her mound until my body spasmed and squirted the first shot of cum at her pussy. Time and again my body jerked and added to the cum on her mound and pussy lips, dripping down to the crotch of her panties. She rubbed my leaking head around her mound and even down between her legs, across her wet, still-spread lips, before she released me. She stepped back as rubbed her fingers through my cum, spreading it around her pussy before pulling her panties up over her now cum-covered mound. "Much better," she said soothingly. "You can do that to me any time you want."
"Damn, Katherine," Valorie said softly. "No shame there, is there?"
"If I've learned one thing from being divorced. Since sex is no longer a given, you've gotta take it when you can get it, and if it comes attached to a hot dick or a sexy man, so much the better," Katherine answered, looking over her shoulder at Valorie. She looked back at me. "That's exactly the kind of thing you can expect from any random woman on the cruise."
"You sound like you know from experience," Valorie said.
"I do. My ex took me on a few couples retreats at some nudie ranch out west. I thought it was to bring us closer together. He thought it was to fuck whoever spread their legs for him. Just going around and fucking all these nude women wasn't enough. He had to invite multiple women into our bed for threesomes. I guess it wasn't so bad. I'd never had a woman lick my pussy, nor had I ever been made to squirt, so it was interesting. But when it came to letting other guys have sex with me, he wasn't so cool with that as he thought, and tried to tell me that I couldn't do what he was doing. So, in frustration and anger, I walked across the pool area to find the hunkiest guy I could find, and asked him to fuck me, right then and there. My ex wasn't exactly happy about that, and in all honesty, it might have been part of the end of us, but I would be damned if he could dip it into other women, have me licking and touching and being licked by other women and then tell me that no, I couldn't fuck other guys." She looked back at me. "So if you have any idea that she's not going to get fucked, and you're going to not be propositioned, forget it. Either accept it and enjoy it, or don't go."
"You better not let the meat burn," my wife said from behind me, "and to your statement, yes. I completely expect that we are both going to be propositioned. My stipulation is going to be simple. You wanna fuck me, your wife better be willing to take my husband as well."
"Sounds like you already thought this out, or had help thinking it through," Rachel said, still looking at my shrinking dick, a little streamer of cum hanging down from the tip.
"I didn't have much choice." She said with a shrug as I turned back to the meat, which thankfully hadn't burned to a crisp. "So, any of you want to join us before dinner?"
"I don't know that I want Rachel running around naked in front of Andy and Jack" Sam said quietly, looking at his wife. "Not if having sex is part of the game."
"Oh come on. I wear all those bikini s you like. This isn't that much more," she protested.
"Well, I'm going to," Ashley said, standing up and starting to undress. "Come on, Chris. You've said how sexy her tits looked, now's your chance to show off your hardware."
"It isn't Kathy that that has me bothered," he answered quietly.
"What? Rachel and Valorie? Seriously? Just do it," she said.
"Fine."
Before long, Ashley and Chris were as naked as we were and Valorie was naked and Rachel topless. Sam reluctantly stripped down to his briefs, but Rachel pulled them off him as well, leaving him trying to cover his hard-on with his hands as he stood blushing. "Not fair," he said sharply.
"You're right," Rachel agreed, pushing her shorts and panties down and stepping out of them. "There, now we're even."
Rachel and Sam were a few years older than us, but I was surprised how nice looking her body was for her age. Her boobs did hang down a bit, but were probably a good D-cup and her curls were graying like her hair, but she was surprisingly attractive naked.
"Alright. If a couple of you want to help me bring food out, we can eat!" Kathy said cheerfully as she turned her back to us and headed to the sliding door, wiggling her ass as she walked. With four naked women to look at, it wasn't taking long for my dip stick to start hardening again. I was facing the grill, taking the pork steaks off when I felt hands on my hips. The hands slipped around my waist and down to my hard-on. Both hands gripped me and started to stroke me, working the length of my shaft, making me grow harder in her hands. Without looking behind me I continued to remove the meat from the grill, the hands slowly stroking me.
"Seriously, Val?" Tom asked as I felt a pair of modest-sized soft breasts press against my bare back.
"Why not? What was it you just said?" Valerie asked, holding me so I couldn't walk away, even though I was now done removing the pork from the grill.
"I said, um, just that..."
"What's that, honey? I couldn't hear you!" Val said loudly, continuing to stroke me.
"I said she had a hell of a set of tits and I wouldn't mind getting my hands on em," Tom answered his wife more loudly.
"So, if you wanna play with her tits, why can't I play with his meat?" Val asked with a little giggle.
"Come on, you two. You can play later!" my wife said as she stepped over to me and took the platter of meat.
"You're just going to let her play with him like that?" Tom asked.
"I'm not the relationship police. What you and your wife decide to do is up to you. If she wants to play with his dick and you say it's fine, then it's fine. You want to grab my tits and she says it's fine, then it's fine."



"Well, that makes sense, but you still aren't bothered by Val playing with Allen like that?"
I turned around in Val's arms to see my wife step over to where Tom was standing. She stopped in front of him and lifted both breasts, squeezing the front of them to push her hard nipples out at him. "Come on, Tom. Val's told me how much of a tit man you are. After dinner if you wanna spent a little time touching them, that's fine with me. Just, if you do, and you get me all turned on, you better be willing to do something about it!"
"Did she just suggest that Tom fuck her?" Sam asked in surprise.
"Not exactly. She said he better make her come. There's more ways to do that than just fucking. I'd have thought by now you'd start to recognize that." Rachel said with a frown.
"I do," Sam snapped back at his wife.
"Right, sweetie. You just keep thinking that," Rachel said with a laugh. "Come on, let's go eat before you try and bury your face in those tits."
"I would not!" Sam protested as he let himself be led to the table by his wife.
"Just keep telling yourself that, too," she said.
"Guess I have to stop," Val whispered. "You suppose we could do a little more touching after dinner?"
"Don't see why not, as long as Tom doesn't mind."
"He won't once Kathy puts those tits in his face." She chuckled softly. "I'd better go wash my hands. Wanna help me?"
"Help wash your hands?"
"If you think you're up to it. Kitchen sink is right there," she said, motioning to the back door. "Can't get into too much trouble on the other side of a glass door, can we?"
"I suppose not," I agreed, letting her take my hand.
"We'll be right back. Andy's going to help me wash my hands."
"Just make sure that's all he's washing!" Tom called as his wife led me to the kitchen. She pushed the door closed behind us and then led me to the kitchen sink, which was along the wall the door was on, so that we were out of sight of those on the patio.
"So, if somehow, this dick accidentally slips into me while I'm bent over the sink washing my hands..." she said as she led me to the sink. She turned on the water and bent over, pushing her butt out at me. "I'm not asking you to fuck me, but if you wanted to find out how tight I am, I wouldn't mind a little test poke."
"Tom isn't going to appreciate that, is he?"
"I'm sure he will complain, but I'm also pretty sure that if Kathy lets him suck on her nipples he won't be satisfied until he's tasted between her legs too. And if he does that, he's going to be fucking someone before the night is out."
"Ah, I see. And you think it's gonna be Kathy?"
"Seemed to me she just made the invitation, I doubt he'd pass on it, so you might as well get a head start." If the goal here was to find out our personal limitations, this was as good a way to start as any. I was pretty sure, based on what happened at the river, that Kathy wasn't going to have any trouble with me screwing another woman. If anything it was going to be me having trouble with her being screwed by some other guy, so having Tom do her was probably a good test. I squatted down, aimed my engorged head at her pussy lips and then stood upright again, pushing my dick slowly into her very wet pussy. "Mmmmmmmm. Now that does feel good," she moaned softly. "Get it all the way in and then help me wash my hands." I held her hips and pushed in and out a few times to get us both lubricated, and then leaned over her with my dick fully inside her. I reached for her hands and she moved them to her tits, holding them to the sexy C-cup mounds until she was sure I got the idea. I massaged them gently, feeling her hard nipples against my palms as I moved my hips, pushing in and out of her pussy. "Yeah. That's a really good start. I wish we had time to finish it, but that's gonna have to wait, isn't it?"
"'Fraid so. You know, he's gonna know I was just fucking you."
"Yeah, he is, isn't he? Bet you a climax that he doesn't even mention it."
"You sure?"
"Willing to bet? I bet you the best orgasm you can give me, that he doesn't say a single word about it."
"And if he does? Then I'll give you the best orgasm I can. I ride cock really well."
"You're on, then," I said, pulling my hard dick from her and stepping back. She reached for a towel, her tits covered with suds from our hands. She didn't bother to wipe them off, and as soon as both our hands were dry she led me back out, her tits covered in suds, and my dick glistening with her juices. He looked, he frowned and shook his head, but didn't say a word as she stepped around the table to sit next to him. I took my place at the end of the table, getting a few grinning glances as people passed food dishes to me.
Dinner conversation was interesting to say the least. Katherine suggested that we go around the table and recount our wildest sex experiences. Katheline started us off by describing lying in the back of a pickup, her legs and arms tied to the tie-down points of the bed while her ex-husband and several friends of his stood over her jacking off until they came all over her body. The imagery she described was enough to keep my hard-on mostly hard, but I got even harder imagining a much younger Rachel, sitting on a swing set in the park, getting fucked by her then boyfriend. What got me turned on most, I think, was the tantalizing mental image of Val standing under a tree in the woods, her hands tied to the branch above her as she was fucked by some random couple that came hiking along the trail. She described having lost some silly bet, and her girlfriends in college taking her out to this hiking trail, stripping her and tying her to the tree until she could convince someone on the trail to untie her by 'purchasing' the act with sex, while they all sat back and watched of course, just so she didn't get hurt.
"Okay Andy. What's yours?" Val asked me, grinning after having reached into my lap under the table, since she was sitting just across the corner from me. She squeezed my dick and waited for me to answer.
"I don't really have one," I said with a shrug.
"Come on. Everyone has at least one wild sexual encounter," Kathrine prompted.
"Oh fine. I don't know how wild it is, but..." I said with a sigh, feeling her squeeze my dick again. "I hadn't met Kathy yet. I was just a freshman, but this somewhat older girl took a liking to me. We went out two or three times. No big deal. We went for a walk one night, just around the local park. I walked her back to her sorority house and we stood outside kissing and groping each other. We hadn't had sex yet, but I wanted to. She was a really hot girl. Pretty big tits and an otherwise athletic body. It was fall, and still pretty warm, she had on this really sexy little summer dress that she had dared me to try and take off of her. So, we stood in the back yard of the sorority, with me taking her dress off. I did, and then she said that if I was going to undress her, that it was only fair that she undress me. What was I going to say? Sure! So she started undressing me while I finished stripping her. Once we were both naked, she suggested we go to the picnic table. She had me lie on it and then climbed onto me. I held onto her tits while she worked my dick into her pussy. Damn, it felt so good. She told me to close my eyes and let her do the work. She started to ride up and down my shaft, and damn, it felt so good. She whispered to keep my eyes closed as she moved my hands from her tits.
"All of a sudden I felt my hands being pulled and there was suddenly ropes on my wrists and ankles. She stopped riding me and leaned down to kiss me. She whispered that it'd be okay and that she promised I wasn't going to be hurt, but she wanted my help with something, and if I did a good job I could fuck her as many times as I wanted all night long. Well, being a guy, what was I going to say? They blindfolded me and then told me to stay quiet so they wouldn't have to gag me. One at a time, I felt different girls sit on my dick. There had to be at least six. Each one had to sit on my dick while they played with themselves until they came around my dick. If they made me come, then they had to do some penalty, so it was almost torture for a couple of them to try and sit still while they made themselves climax. I never knew who the girls were, but Julie explained that they were the pledges and this was part of their pledge test. She left me tied up, but without the blindfold, and rode on me until we both climaxed. Then she untied me and invited me to her room. We fucked at least half a dozen times during the night. In the morning she walked me into the shower, which was full of naked girls of course, and washed and dried me, gave me my clothes and escorted me out of the house. That was the last date we had."
"Fuck, what a lucky bastard!" Tom said, shaking his head.
"No, a lucky bastard would have gotten to keep dating that Julie girl and sampled more of the sorority girls," Jack said with a chuckle. "Damn, Andy. All this time and you never told me about that?"
"All this time and he never told ME about that either!" my wife said from the other end of the table.
"Alright. Your turn, Kathy," Katherine prompted.
"I don't have one," she said. "I was a good girl until I met Andy."
"Right. A good girl. Never did anything outlandish?"
"Not really?"
"You sure about that?"
"Totally!"
"Did you forget about the mailman?"
I saw my wife blush brightly with a panicked look on her face.
"NO!" she hissed at her friend. "That was supposed to be a secret! How did you find out?"
"Well, it ain't a secret anymore. Dee is quite a chatterbox when she's had a few drinks! Now, you gonna tell it or should I tell it the way I heard it?"
"What are you talking about?" I asked with a little bit of confused look on my face. "What about the mailman?"
"Speaking of Dee, where is she?" Rachel asked. "I expected her to be here."
"Jack said no way he was letting her run around naked in front of a bunch of naked men," Valorie answered Rachel. "Really pissed her off!"
"Didn't know your wife flashed the mailman?" Katherine said to me with a wicked little grin. "Not just her big tits, but the whole thing, taco and all. Gave him the whole show!"
Kathy looked at me looking at her, clearly embarrassed. "It wasn't like that. It was an accident, and it was a very long time ago!"
"Okay. But you didn't tell me?" I asked with a small frown.
"It was a long time ago, and I was embarrassed. I didn't want you to think I was trying to get cozy with the mailman."
"You didn't trust me to believe you?"
"I wasn't sure how you were going to take it and I didn't want to mess us up. We were having some issues back then and I didn't want to complicate them."
"Okay. Well, why don't you tell me now?"
"Alright," she said with a nod. "It was way back when Delila was not quite three. She was asleep and I had just gotten out of the shower. I was on the way to the laundry room to get a bra and panties out of the dryer. I had a towel wrapped around me when the doorbell rang so I just went and answered it. I opened it a crack and there was the mailman. He had an envelope that needed to be signed for. That stupid little puppy we had, scruffy, was trying to sneak out, so I grabbed her and opened the door. As he was handing me the clipboard and a pen so I could sign the little slip, scruffy decided to go bonkers, trying to get out of my arms. She was squirming all over and the next thing I knew, she'd kicked the towel loose and I was standing there in absolutely nothing! I was as startled as he was. I tossed the dog back into the living room and stepped onto the porch, expecting to pick up the towel and wrap back up, but Scruffy came running back at the door again, so I pulled it as far closed as I could. But when I did that, it trapped the towel under the door and I couldn't pick it up. I was starting to get a little frantic, pulling on it, trying to get it free so I could cover myself up, and wham, my hands slipped off and I went sailing back into the mailman."
"Naked?"
"Of course naked! But he caught me before I could fall over. He had an arm wrapped around me, trying to help me get my feet under myself, but when I did, he just sorta held onto me. At first I didn't realize why, but then I felt his thumb stroking my nipple. He had my right breast in his hand. I just stood there dumbounded for a few moments, not sure what to do. I couldn't scream, I'd just draw more attention to myself being naked, and he didn't seem in any hurry to let go of me, not that I blame him. So I just stood there a moment, with my hand on his wrist, getting ready to pull it away. And then I didn't. I just stood there, feeling the bulge in his pants getting bigger and my pussy getting wetter. I was getting so excited, and I didn't understand why. I slowly moved his hand from my breast, but instead of pushing it away, I just slid it down and let his fingers rest on my mound. He started to stroke his fingers in my pubic hair, teasing me, while I reached my hand between us to feel his cock. Damn it felt big. I moved my feet apart a bit and let him reach his fingers between my legs while I started to try and undo his belt. It took a couple minutes for me to get his shorts down and his cock out. It felt massive in my hand. Way bigger than anything I'd ever felt."
"Damn. Wish I'd been your mail man!" Tom chuckled, drawing a glare from my wife.
"I just stood there, feeling his cock and his fingers in my pussy. He kept stroking them across my clit, getting me more and more excited until he finally made me climax, right there on the porch, in front of god and everyone."
"I can see why you didn't want to tell me," I said quietly to her.
"That wasn't all of it honey. We'd been having our problems and I hadn't had good sex in a few weeks, and, well, I turned around and decided to suck his cock. It was so damn big. I could only get about half of it in my mouth at best, maybe not even that much. But he just stood there and let me pull his underwear all the way down and give him a blow job. I sucked and stroked him until he grunted and started to come. The first shot was so much it gagged me, and I accidently pulled my mouth off of it. He just kept groaning and squirting all over my face and tits. He helped me stand back up when I finished gagging and choking, and then, he turned me around and bent me over. He was still damn hard and he rubbed his leaking cock up and down my pussy, rubbing his cum all around my lips. And then he did it. He pushed that huge fucking cock into my pussy. It was so damn big it hurt going in, but when he started to stroke it in and out, god it felt so good. I just stood there, holding onto the door handle, letting him fuck me. I started to come and he's slow down, just until my climax started to fade a little, and then he's start jamming it hard into me again, making me climax again. God I came so fucking hard. I'd never squirted before, but I knew I had to have because after I came the fourth time in less than maybe ten minutes, there was a puddle on the porch between my legs."
"Shit girl!" Valorie giggled. "Right there on the front porch?"
"Yeah. But after I came what felt like the fourth time, I heard him grunt again and felt him coming in me. I mean, really coming hard in me. When he finished and pulled out his cum was leaking out and dripping on the porch into that puddle. That's when I panicked. I pushed the door open and almost jumped into the house, grabbing the towel and slamming the door."
"Panicked about what?" Valorie asked.
"I wasn't on anything. I mean, I was afraid I was going to get pregnant. I spent the next two weeks worrying and then when I was late, I really got worried. Thankfully my period was only a few days late, and I wasn't pregnant. But that whole time I felt so guilty. I was ashamed of what I'd done with a total stranger. I never told you honey. I'm sorry."
I sat for long seconds staring at her, having never known this ever happened. I was briefly angry, and then shook my head and realized that there was no point being mad at her for something that happened so long ago, especially not after what we'd done the last couple weeks. "Well, I guess it doesn't matter now. We got past those problems, so no point in going back there, is there?"
"Not really," she agreed. "Okay, so that's my story."
"Jesus, that's some story!" Katherine said. "Now I'm going to short circuit this whole thing. I know you wanted to spend some time playing games and getting familiar with being nude in front of other men, and for Andy to get comfortable in front of other women, but let's face it: the whole reason for going on a cruise like this, or to this kind of a resort, is to have sex. You may not be thinking that it's the main reason, but I assure you, the other guests do. So you two might as well get used to fucking other people, or cancel the trip," she said, looking at my wife for a few moments. "No? Well, then how about we get to what I'm sure everyone has been thinking about since Kathy got naked, sex."
"Wait a second! What if I don't want her getting fucked by other guys?"
"I think that ship has already sailed Andy. You both did it on that canoe trip. Yes. I know all about that too. I wouldn't be here if Kathy hadn't wanted someone to talk to about what happened. No woman can get naked in front of a bunch of naked men and expect to not get fucked, it's just not reasonable. And if you think you can tell them now, that no, you all aren't having sex, well, I'm pretty sure you'd have some upset women. They already knew the possibility was there, or they wouldn't have agreed to be here. Hell, at least one of two of you were hoping to have sex with someone else, Andy in particular.'
"Rachel? Is that true? You already knew?" Sam, her husband asked her pointedly.
"Of course I knew. Are you telling me that now that you've seen her naked that you don't think you can have sex with her? Come on, how many times over the last few years have you said you wished you could get hold of her tits. Well, here's your chance. One off, one time offer. Lick them, touch the, lick her pussy, fuck it even. Have all the fun you want with her."
"While you have fun with him?"
"What's good for the goose is good for the gander," she said with a shrug.
He looked at her for long second. "You wanna fuck him, don't you?"
"I wouldn't be sitting here naked if I didn't. Come on, Sam, be a big boy here. We're all adults. When we were younger, you tried to take me to that nude beach. Well, we're a bit older, but I don't see why we shouldn't have a little fun while everything still works. Unless, of course, you wanna go home now. We get up and walk away. But I don't ever want to hear another word or suggestion or anything about nude beaches or the like. Ball's in your court, as they say."
"Okay. No marital discord!" Katherine said sharply. "Anyone who Doesn't want to participate, or doesn't want their spouse to participate, now's the time to go home. Otherwise, we're gonna play a game."
"What game?" Tom asked.
"I might as well fess up now. My ex took me to some of these kinds of parties. That's why it was so easy for me to just fuck Andy like I did. I've done it before. Now, we could have a giant swap orgy, but trust me, that doesn't always end up without someone getting their feelings hurt. Too much of someone else, or not enough of someone in particular. That kind of thing. So, here's the deal. We're all going to draw cards and leave things to chance."
"How so?" Valerie asked.
"So, we all draw cards. Highest wife's card and highest husband's card match up and you two are paired. We just go down the line. Is it possible you could draw your own spouse? Yes. It happens. But since we have one extra woman, me actually, the first spouse pair that gets matched gets a second woman, whoever has the next lowest card. If we get all the way down and no one draws their spouse, the last man gets two. Could be interesting if you want to try a threesome. You could either hope to draw your spouse and get a threesome with her and someone else, or you could hope to get the lowest card and get two automatically." She grinned.



"What happens if we draw the same as someone else?"
"Well, in that case, the highest of the opposite sex gets to choose. Oh one more rule, boys. Since we'd like to do this two or three times, some of us don't love sloppy seconds. First round, no coming inside your partner. Failure to will invoke the punishment!"
"Which is?" I asked, knowing I had already learned I have a tendency to do just that.
"You have to lie on the table and lick it all out of her, right in front of all of us. Now, if you get off on that kind of thing... well, you can always have an accident."
I rolled my eyes. "Not in my plans."
"Good." Katherine walked over to a table and pulled out a deck of cards. I couldn't help but notice that the cards were a deck we'd played with more than once, meaning that this was something Kathy planned the whole time. So it wasn't just about getting comfortable naked, she planned on having sex with... well, whoever. It made me wonder even more about Katherine's question if the booking was actually an accident or not.
We drew cards, and it wasn't long before people started looking at each other's cards and figuring out how it was going to end up. Chris, who was one of the most hesitant to play this game, drew a king of hearts, which ended up pairing him with Val, who drew a queen, and was more than ready to get screwed, after our little play time in the kitchen before dinner. She would have preferred to be paired with me, but we'd all agreed to go with random chance. We started to break down into couples, Me with Katherine, Sam with Alyssa, Tom with my wife, Ron, lucky dog that he was, with both Ashley and Rachel.
"You have thirty minutes. Anywhere in the yard or the house is fair game, except Kathy and Andy's bedroom. Now, if you'll excuse us, Andy and I have an appointment with a sofa!" Kathrine took my hand and pulled me along. We'd had already had sex once, right in front of everyone, so we were able to spend a lot more of our time touching, and stroking and kissing while we had slow, gentle sex. Katherine enjoyed the intimacy and expressed her wish that this kind of thing could happen more often, since she was tired of trying to date guys that were into getting fucked and then being done.
The thirty minutes passed almost too quickly, with Katherine having a nice orgasm and then sucking me off barely before our time was up. When we got all back together a few minutes later, it was pretty evident to me that all of us guys were in a similar state, having very recently come. It made me somewhat concerned about how a second round was going to be possible.
Katherine shuffled the cards and walked around, letting each woman draw a card and then going around to the guys. To all of our surprise, my wife ended up getting paired with Tom a second time. Kathrine was paired with Ron, Alyssa with Chris, Ashley with Sam and me, having drawn a dismal two of hearts, got the lucky dog spot, Val and Rachel at the same time. Katherine announced that we would get a whole hour this time, and since it was going to be pushing dark by the time we were done, that coming inside your partner was allowed if she permitted it. I immediately wondered if Kathy would or not. I sort of hoped not.
Rachel quickly took charge and pulled me by the hand out into the yard, Val following behind with a blanket that she had appropriated from the guest room. The blanket was spread under a tree near the back of the yard and the three of us lay down on it.
"Now, let's see if we can get this hard again." Rachel knelt over my legs and lowered her face to my dick. Rachel wasn't a bad looking woman for her age. She was only a few years older than Kathy or I, but she didn't look as young as Kathy did. We were often confused for being in our mid forties, rather than late fifties, but Rachel's short, curly, silver hair, made her look older. I also wasn't sure what to expect as she lowered her face to my soft dick, and was pleasantly surprised how quickly she started to raise my pole. Of course it didn't hurt that I had a thirty-seven year old pussy in my face.
"That's it," Valorie whispered as she pushed her completely shaved pussy toward my face, encouraging me to lick her delicate inner lips. "Make me come with your tongue first. Then you can make me come with your dick."
I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulled her down to my face to lick her soft lips. I teased them slowly while Rachel worked her mouth up and down my shaft, causing me to grow in her hand and mouth, her strokes surprisingly stimulating. Kathy was never all that much on oral sex. By that I mean she loved it when I did it to her, but she wasn't all the big on doing it to me. She just never really loved the taste of cum. Rachel, on the other hand, seemed to be enjoying the hell out of what she was doing, moaning and gasping as she worked me.
I moaned softly into Valorie's pussy as the mouth was replaced by a soft, wet pussy. "Ohhhh fuck," Rachel moaned as her pussy slowly enveloped me. I was suddenly glad that Katherine had made me come so close to the end of the last time period. She was pleasantly snug around me, but more than wet enough to allow her to slide down easily onto me. I felt my head press against the end of her vaginal depths, pushing firmly against me, trying to force my shaft down into my body until her bare ass pressed against my body. Up and down, she began to move, slowly forcing me into her with each downward stroke.
I groaned again into Valorie, moving my hands from holding her thighs apart to reach up to her tits. They weren't large, maybe a C-cup or a little more. My hands grasped them, a fair amount of her creamy white skin sticking out around my hands as I squeezed and massaged them. "Oh damn. Lick me there. Right there," she groaned as I concentrated on her clit. "Oh fuck. If I'd have known how good you do this I'd have come over and tried to fuck you sooner."
"I didn't know you even thought that," I panted, taking my mouth from her pussy for a moment.
"I've seen you out back, working without your shirt on. I kinda have a thing for older men, but don't tell Tom," she added quickly. "Sometimes I see you peaking through the bushes at Dee. I know she teases you. She lays out and takes her top off to sunbathe. She does it because she knows you like to look." I stopped what I was doing and looked up at her in surprise. "Didn't know I saw you doing that? I have," she whispered as I started to lick her again. "Sometimes I want to lay out and do that, but you don't look in my yard. Sometimes I don't think you even notice me when I'm out sunning myself. I lie there wondering what would happen if you saw me laid out. Sometimes I even take my suit all the way off, hoping you'd see me and come take me. It's just a fantasy, but sometimes it makes me come so hard thinking about you watching me play with myself. God, right now I want you to make me come and then fuck me. I want you to stick your cock into me and fuck me hard. I want you to fuck me like you would if you saw me out in my yard naked." She moaned as I pushed her closer to climax.
"FUCK!" Rachel gasped, slamming herself hard down on my dick, drawing my attention back to her. I hadn't even been paying attention to how close she was to climax, and there it had happened, right in front of me. "OH GOD!" Rachel gasped as she sat on my lap, my cock buried in her.
I had to admit, I hadn't even thought about checking out Valorie. I didn't even know that she'd laid out naked for me. Not that I would have gone and done what she wished, but suddenly the idea was extremely appealing. What if I had seen her? What if I had watched her strip naked, watched her sitting there in the yard, rubbing oil all over her body. The thought made my body suddenly want to come, but my brain wanted it someplace other than Rachel. "Let's switch," I said, moving my hands from Val's tits to try and coax Rachel off my lap.
She moved shakily off and lay on the blanket next to me. I coaxed Val off my face, and laid her on her back. I moved myself between her legs on my knees, my engorged head almost touching her soft, wet pussy lips. I leaned over her, her hands reaching between her legs for my rock-hard shaft. "That's it. Come fuck me. I'm just lying out in the yard, waiting for you to come to me, waiting for you to come fuck me." She moaned as she rubbed my head around her wet slit to settle me into her. I pushed easily into her sopping wet pussy with my already pussy slickened dick. "OHMYGODYES!" she gasped into the growing twilight as I slid deep into her.
She was tight and slick and my body knew exactly what to do. I looked down at her sexy body and started ramming myself into her with abandon. Each slap of my body against hers made her tits roll and move on her chest. She pulled her knees back and apart with her hands, allowing my shaft to drive even deeper into her, my head jamming against the end of her depths with each thrust. "Oh damn," I groaned as my orgasm built. As I jammed myself into her over and over, her mouth opened in a long, gasping groan. Her arms and legs started to tremble as her pussy squeezed around my thrusting cock. I knew she was coming and I knew I was going to be very close behind her. In and out, I pumped my shaft as she panted silently in climax, her slight trembles growing to full shaking of her legs. "Oh fuck," I grunted as my body refused to be denied any longer. With a spasmodic jerk, my body drove hard into her as a gush of cum lanced deep into her vagina. I held myself over her, looking like I was doing a push up, as she let go of her legs. She wrapped them around me and then wrapped her arms around me as well, pulling me down until our bodies were pressed fully together, her heaving chest rubbing against mine as we both panted for breath.
She shifted one arm to the back of my neck and pulled my face to hers, pressed her soft lips to mine as my body continued to jerk and twitch, emptying my load into her still spasming pussy. She kissed me fervently, sucking my lips and tongue in an unstopping cascade of urgent desire. Slowly, my body's spasms passed, as did the trembles and shudders of hers. Her kisses fell less urgent to slow, soft, almost loving kisses.
"Damn, Val!" Rachel said from where she lay on the blanket watching us. "I guess you do have a thing for older men. Or at least this one."
"SHHHHH! Don't you dare tell Tom!" Val hissed at her friend. "He'd not take it well."
"I wouldn't worry too much about that. I can see him and Kathy from here, in the house."
Both Valerie and I looked toward the house, and there, on the kitchen counter island, was Tom, lying on the counter with Kathy on her knees over him, pounding herself up and down his shaft, her huge tits bouncing and flying wildly as she fucked him. I wondered just how many times the two of them had already come, since I could tell she was about to come again. As we watched, he arched his back, trying to push his dick up at her. I knew from the look on her face what he was doing, and I knew that she was going to be coming along with him any second. Only a few short strokes later, she jammed herself down on him, crying out something we couldn't hear through the glass. I watched her body jerk and shudder the way she always did when she rode me that way. It was a little awkward feeling, lying on top of another woman, my softening dick still inside her as I watched my wife climax on another man's dick. I was suddenly less sure about this whole cruise thing.
Val rolled me off of her as my flagging dick slipped from her and I started leaking out of her well-used pussy. She rolled me onto my back and then snuggled against me. Rachel rolled to us and snuggled against my other side. Both of them with their heads on my shoulders, their hands stroking and teasing my body and cum-covered dick.
"You better not tell Tom what I said," Val whispered to Rachel.
"Hey, your secret is safe with me. But, if you're gonna let him come over and do this to you for real, you just better invite me once in a while."
I said, "Wait! Who said we were going to do this more?"
"You mean after this? I'd only fantasized about having sex with another man. Now I've fucked two, both of you different. But I think I like you a bit better. Chris is alright, but like I said, I have a thing for older men. So, if you happen to see me lying out naked and you don't come over and fuck me, I'll be VERY disappointed!"
I looked up to the house and saw Tom, still lying on his back, my wife now bent over with her tits pressed to his chest and her lips to his, softly kissing him much like she and I did after making love. I wondered what she was thinking at that moment, what she was whispering to him, if she was whispering the same kinds of things she did to me. Yeah, I was suddenly much less sure of this cruise. I couldn't help but feel that something was amiss. I'd missed something. There was a part of this that wasn't being said. I'd thought I knew my wife. I'd thought I knew all her moods, until the day of the canoe trip. The surprise canoe trip was just that, a surprise. I loved it, even though I didn't understand it. I thought it had been just what she had described: something to get used to being naked, until we'd started having sex. Once Vanessa told me that she had expected to have sex from the get go, I knew that Kathy was holding something back. The revelation about the mail man, even being long ago, didn't help any. I was no longer sure that the accidental reservations for the cruise were in any way accidental. My wife was extremely intelligent. No way she'd make that kind of a mistake, yet she claimed she did. I was left with two bad choices. One: accept that it was a mistake, and that everything we'd done was part of trying to make that mistake work out. Or two: accept that she was lying to me and hiding something from me. The second worried me more, because before today, I didn't think we had any secrets from each other.
What was it she was hiding? Was she cheating on me and this was her way of trying to normalize it? I couldn't believe she was doing that, but at the same time, hindsight was twenty-twenty. Looking back at her behavior, how she'd acted after a few shopping trips, how she desperately seemed to want sex, that something was up. She'd been hiding something from me now for months, and I was too blind to see it. Was she having an affair? I didn't want to think so, but she seemed determined to get me to have sex with multiple women, and she seemed to be more than ready to have sex with other men at the same time. It was something we were going to have to have a heart to heart about before we left.
Twilight turned to dusk as the girls and I lay out in the back yard. I looked toward the house one last time before Rachel climbed over my body, her face over my dick while she pushed her pussy at my face. The last look I had was of Kathy on her hands and knees, dangling her tits over Tom's face, both of them clearly enjoying his eager attentions to both huge mounds and hard nipples. No longer able to see my wife with another man, I tried to concentrate on the pussy over my face. Rachel wasn't a spring chicken, but her outer lips were full and firm and the inner lip protruding was soft and delicate. She moaned appreciatively as I licked between her wet lips and across her clit. She respond by engulfing my partly-hard dick with her mouth, teasing around my fattening head with her tongue. For a few moments, I wasn't sure how Val was going to fit into this, and then I felt another mouth on my balls.
I groaned softly into Rachel's pussy as the two sucked on me, making me grow in Rachel's mouth as we worked each others excitement. I teased and licked her hard little clit, soon making her unable to hold her hips still as I teased her closer and closer to climax. "Damn. I'm going to have to let you give Sam lessons." She panted, pulling her mouth off my dick. "Damn this feels good."
"Doesn't Sam do that?" Val asked her before she took over sucking my dick.
"I wish he did. He agreed to this so he could fuck another woman, someone besides me anyway. But I think I'm getting the better end of this bargain." She panted as I stroked and teased her clit with the tip of my tongue. "I can't remember the last time I've had more than one climax in a day, and now I'm going to have three!" She squeaked as she tried to grind her pussy at my face. "Oh god, Andy. You're going to make me come." She panted breathlessly. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!" she breathed moments before her body began to shudder. I felt her legs tremble slightly as I concentrated on her clit, flicking my tongue across it as fast as I could. "OH GOD!" Her whole body suddenly jerked. I felt her juices flowing freely from her pussy as she climaxed over my face, some of it running down my chin and neck.
Slowly, her trembling passed and she rolled off of me, twilight having turned to dusk and now into full darkness. Val lifted her face from my dick and, with a grin, climbed slowly up my body until her pussy was pressed to my hard-on. She lifted herself, lifted my dick with one hand to aim my head at her opening, and then slowly lowered herself down onto me. "My turn to make you feel good," she whispered as she settled slowly down my fat shaft. She began to slowly, tantalizingly lift and lower herself on me, pulling almost all the way off me before slowly sliding down again. I heard a muffled cry of pleasure and looked toward the house. Kathy was still on her hands and knees over Tom, his hands wrapped around her tits while he sucked on her nipples, her hips grinding hard against him. It didn't take much imagination to realize he was once again hard and she was grinding on his hard-on with her clit, pushing her to another orgasm. I briefly wondered how many she'd had already, and then let the feeling go as Val drew my focus back to her.
Up and down, she slid, slowly, wanting to make it last as long as possible. She rode me with her eyes closed, her body clearly enjoying the sensations of my head caressing her vaginal walls. I wondered what she was thinking about, and almost asked, as she worked up and down on me, pushing her tits together with her arms as she rested her hands on my chest. I glanced toward the house again and saw Kathy climbing from the counter. She walked to the sliding door and looked out, her hands on it as she tried to peer into the darkness. I wondered if she was looking for me, trying to see if I, too, was enjoying this sudden change in our sexual lives.
Up and down, Val moved, slightly faster as the sensations she was giving both of us slowly inched us closer to climax. I saw Tom climb from the counter and step behind my wife. He held her hips and I knew what he was doing. I was briefly irritated that he was taking her again, and then realized how silly that felt, since I was, at that moment, having sex with his wife. He pushed her against the glass, her big tits mashed to the clear sheet. She turned her head and rested it on the glass as well, letting him pump his hard-on in and out of her. In and out, he stroked while his wife lifted and lowered herself on me. It was hard to not pay attention to Valorie as she bounced on me faster, her own climax working toward the surface as she struggled to give me another. I watched past her to my wife's body being pushed into the glass over and over as Tom thrust harder into her, growing his own climax closer and closer.
"Come for me," Val panted. "Let me feel you come in me again. Let me feel your cum pumping into my hot cunt. Do it. Do it for me!"
She bounced wildly on me, her tits bouncing equally wildly on her chest. Up and down, she moved, slapping her bare ass against my body with each stroke, my head ramming into the end of her vagina, sending little tingles racing through my dick. I knew I was only moments away, but I wanted her to come too. I moved a hand from her leg and rested it between our bodies, pressing the back of my finger against her slit as she stroked down, forcing her lips apart and her clit against my finger. She screamed into the night in delight and drove down onto me even harder, this orgasm much louder than the last she'd had. She looked down at me lustfully as her legs started to tremble. I knew it was time to let go, to let her feel what she wanted. I doubted this would ever happen again, and I wanted to make sure we both enjoyed it to the fullest. My body jerked hard as she dropped onto me, my cock surging a gush of cum up into her pussy.



"FUCK YES!" she screamed into the night as she jammed herself down on my surging cock. I rubbed her clit with the back of my finger, trying to push her climax even higher. "YES YES YES OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as she came around me, her pussy clenching and squeezing my cock as her legs and arms trembled uncontrollably. "OH MY GOD YES!" she screamed as I continued to stroke her clit while my body bucked and spasmed under her.
As my body stilled, her trembles started to fade, and my mind started to clear, I looked to the house and saw Tom jerking as he pumped his load into my wife's pussy for the second time. I honestly wasn't sure if i felt upset at him coming in my wife, upset at my wife wanting to have another man fucking her, or if I felt guilty for having just had some really good sex with another man's wife. The mixture of feelings cascaded over me, making what was perfectly wonderful sex, something less. Valorie must have seen the conflict on my face and leaned in, her face near mine.
"I know. It's okay. I sorta felt the same way when you came in me the first time. I was cheating on him. Then I saw him, fucking her. I saw her riding him like I just did you, and I realized that we're all adults and we all wanted to do this, or we wouldn't be doing it. I didn't cheat on him. I enjoyed a gift he just gave me. I think you should enjoy it as well. It's not every day you get to have another man's wife with is permission."
"I guess you're right. We all did agree to this."
"We did. But, I think our time is about to end. I've had at least two mosquitoes try and bite me on the ass, and the only one I really want biting my ass is you." She giggled.
"Yeah."
She climbed off me, my cum leaking from her pussy as she helped me up. We both helped Rachel up and then gathered the blanket. Kathy was no longer leaning against the door, and it looked like we were the last to retreat back into the house, or to the patio where the tiki torches were keeping the bugs at bay. I looked around at the couples sitting and chatting, none of women with their own husbands. I wondered how many had allowed their partners to unload in them beside Valorie and my wife. I may never know. Kathy came out and that seemed to signal the end of the party, the hour time limit having long since passed and no one seeming interested in a third round.
--o--
After a cleaning up from dinner and taking a shower, we packed our bags for the next day, which didn't require a lot, considering, and then settled into bed. "Kathy," I said softly as we lay in the dark.
"Yeah?"
"I have a question. I just feel like this accidental booking on this cruise was anything but accidental. I'm concerned. This isn't like you. We've never been dishonest with each other."
She was silent a long time, but I was willing to wait for her response. "You're right. It wasn't an accident," she whispered. "I wanted to do this. More importantly, I wanted to do this with you. So I came up with this stupid story that I accidently booked it and now I can't change it. The truth is, I can't change it, but no, it wasn't an accident."
"Then I think you have some explaining to do."
"I think I do. I don't want you to think badly of me. Part of the reason I haven't told you anything is because I've been sorta embarrassed about it. Tiffany, at work, she's actually the one that convinced me to sign up for this cruise. It was her idea that if we tricked you into this, that it might be easier to take."
"Trick me? How? And who's this Tiffany?"
"The canoe trip was the first step. We thought that if we tried to do the exhibitionism thing, just canoeing naked, that you'd get turned on enough to have sex too."
"Wait, have you been having sex with other guys?" I asked quickly.
She patted my arm gently where it was wrapped around her shoulder. "No, lover. I'd never do that behind your back. Well not since the mail man."
"Then I don't understand what's driving this."
"Have you noticed anything about what I've been wearing lately?"
"Well, yeah. Sorta. You've been buying some shorter dresses. I like the look, actually. But I didn't put anything important to it. They weren't slutty or anything like that."
"No, they weren't, and the tops show a lot more cleavage."
"Yeah. I don't see a problem, though. You're entitled to wear what you look nice in and is comfortable."
"I'm glad you think so. Because almost every day, when I get to work, before I get out of the car, I take my panties off and leave them in the car."
"You do what? Why?"
"Because I like how it feels, and I like how it makes me feel. I mean, we've been having a lot more sex lately, right?"
"Yeah."
"It's because I feel sexier. I like how walking around that way makes me feel. It makes me think that maybe some guy might accidently see under my skirt and get a hard-on looking at my pussy. Even if it doesn't happen, it still makes me think about it and I get really horny all day."
"I'm getting lost here. I haven't ever known you to go without underwear since just after Delila was born. I guess because of what happened with the mail man maybe? "
"I didn't ever tell anyone the whole thing, until tonight. After I went in the house I realized I realized I hadn't signed for the envelope and he was already gone. I figured he'd come back the next day, so I waited with nothing but a towel on most of the day. He did come back again. This time I opened the door with nothing at all on. I invited him to fuck me again, but he refused. He said he was sorry he'd done what he did, and that he enjoyed it, but didn't think we should do it again. I wasn't exactly happy to hear it, and I stepped out onto the porch, closing the door behind me. He still didn't want to fuck me, so I signed for the envelope and tried to go back into the house. But when I closed the door, I must have accidently locked it. I was stuck outside, nude, with no way back into the house. He was a gentleman and walked me around behind the house to find a way in, but all the doors were locked. The bedroom window was open so we pushed the screen out and he helped me climb back in, well most of the way. I was half in the window and he stopped pushing me. I felt him push his tongue into my pussy and start licking me. God it felt good. He licked me until I climaxed, hanging out the bedroom window, and then he helped me back down out of it again. He walked me to the picnic table and dropped his pants. He shoved that big dick in me again and fucked me until he came again, this time squirting it all over me. Then he helped me into the window again and before he left he told me that it was his last day on this route, that he asked for a different route. See, he didn't want to keep fucking me, cheating on his wife, but he really wanted to keep fucking me. I was sad, but I realized he was right. We couldn't keep doing what we were doing."
"Oh. I see."
"No. You don't. It was so... I was so... I was afraid of what you would think of me, doing that in with him. I didn't want to have sex with him or anything, I just felt soooo turned on with him touching me I couldn't help myself. I was embarrassed at what I'd done. I swore I'd never do anything like that again. And I didn't. Not until I had an accident about a year ago."
"An accident?"
"I went shopping for some new bras. You know how hard it is for me to find ones that fit comfortably. I had half a dozen I was trying on. So I was in the dressing room, and I'd taken my dress off because it just wanted to fall all the way down anyway. I was just in the process of trying to put one on and I lost my balance. I fell over, right through the curtain on the front of the dressing room. I tried to catch myself and ended up pulling the whole curtain down with me. I was lying on the floor, outside the dressing room, wearing nothing but pantyhose and panties and my high heels. I was a little stunned, but as I started to get my head together, I realized I was laying practically naked in front of a whole bunch of people. I tried to cover myself with the curtain, but I was sitting on it and couldn't. I tried and cover my boobs and get up at the same time and was having trouble, so this nice gentleman stepped up behind he and helped lift me up by lifting me under the armpits. As soon as I put weight on my left foot it gave out again and I fell over. He tried to hold me up as I grabbed for his arm, but somehow I pulled him over with me. We ended up lying on the floor with me half under him. I don't know who was more embarrassed at that moment, me or him? He pushed himself off of me and offered a hand to help me up again. That's when I noticed that the heel on my left shoe was broken. I ended up sitting there, half naked, with him trying to shield me from view, and a sales girl frantically trying to pull the dressing room curtain from under me, while I tried to unbuckle my shoe strap. I finally got it off and was able to stand up. The gentleman and the sales girl held the curtain up while I hobbled into the dressing room to grab my dress and pull it on. I was so embarrassed that I didn't even put my bra back on. I just grabbed all my stuff and ran out of the store and then walked as fast as I could all the way back to the car."
"I can see why that would be embarrassing. But why not tell me about it? I would have understood it wasn't your fault."
"Because of what I did when I got to the car. I was very sexually excited. I don't know why, but I as so turned on that I couldn't resist touching myself I took off my underwear and pantyhose and sat in the parking lot playing with myself until I climaxed. I don't know why, but I was so wet. You'd have thought that you'd been playing with me for the last half hour, I was so wet. My panties were damp. And not just a little bit, but really damp. I didn't know what to think. I was embarrassed about being seen naked and even more embarrassed and ashamed about what I did in the car. I didn't want you to think there was something wrong with me. I mean, women aren't supposed to do things like that!"
I held her tight and kissed her head. "Look honey. It's okay. I mean, it was an accident. Could have happened to anyone. There's nothing to be ashamed of."
"What if it wasn't an accident? What if something like that happened on purpose? Would you still be so forgiving?"
"Are you saying it wasn't an accident?"
"No. It definitely was. I didn't know what to do, and one time I heard Tiffany, she's one of the newer girls at work. She and her husband sorta, well, they sorta play around with other people. Like what happened tonight."
"They're swingers?"
"She doesn't call it that, but basically yeah."
"So what does she have to do with this?"
"I'd overheard enough in the ladies room to know she did things, and I wanted to know how she dealt with what I was feeling. She said there was nothing wrong with it and agreed to help me figure things out."
"As in, help you do stuff with other people?"
"Well, not at first. At first it was just a little flashing. We went to the mall, and we bought me a really short skirt, I mean really short. And then we went walking around. She showed me how to drop something and then bend over to pick it up so that my privates showed to the people behind us. It was kinda cool. I mean, I got turned on, not nearly as much as I did in Victoria's, but I did get turned on. She thought that maybe it was me showing off my boobs more than my pussy, that maybe I was just too nervous showing that off. She said she had some clothes that she modified so that she could have wardrobe malfunctions. You know, shirts pop apart, skirts fall down, that kind of thing."
"And she showed you how to do this?"
"Actually, no. I wasn't going to, but the more I thought about it, I decided to try it. You know that yellow dress? The one from my sister's wedding?"
"Yeah. I do. Other than the wedding, you refused to wear it. You said it made you look like a hooker."
"Well, it does. I cut the little shoulder straps off and then I fixed the zipper so that if I pulled it all the way up, it would let the top of the dress spread apart and show my boobs. I wore that and high heels, and nothing else."
"As in..."
"Yeah, nothing down or up. Then I went to the mall. I was going to do some bending over and flashing guys first, so I was walking around the mall, doing that. When I got brave enough, I pulled the zipper up that last inch or so, and then I waited for it to pop open. But it didn't. I was walking around with my purse in one hand and a bag in the other so my hands were busy, part of what she told me she does so her tits stick out longer. Anyway, I was getting frustrated that it didn't pop like it had done here at home, so I pulled my shoulders back and pushed out my chest to make it pop. Well, it did. I not only spread the top, but the whole zipper, all the way down the front, came open at once, and my dress ended up lying on the floor behind me. I was fucking naked in the middle of the mall!"
"Oh my god," I whispered.
"Yeah. I dropped what I was holding and turned back, grabbing my dress and trying to cover myself with it. I didn't plan on being completely naked! I was trying to cover myself, and figure out how to put the dress back on at the same time as not exposing myself completely. I finally just gave up and wrapped it around myself, letting everyone who was staring at me, see everything. Then came the second problem. When I tried it at home I was just planning on holding the top together as I went back to the car, but with the whole zipper pulled apart, I wasn't ready for that. I couldn't fix the zipper and hold it together at the same time. Some young guy offered to help so I let him try to fix the zipper while I held the dress together. He ended up on his knees, trying to fix the zipper. Well, after a couple minutes of his fumbling, I realized that his hand wasn't accidentally brushing up against my pussy. He was intentionally fumbling with the zipper to give him more time to rub his fingers against me. Eventually, he got one finger between my lips and he started rubbing my clit directly while he worked on it."
"And you let him?" I asked in surprise.
"Hell no. Once I realized he was doing it on purpose, not accidently while he tried to help, I pushed him away, grabbed my two bags with one hand and ran down the mall. Hell, my tits were bouncing out of the top and the bottom of the dress was flying apart, showing everything off. Once I even accidently dropped the whole damn thing again. NO! I didn't let him keep touching me!" she said angrily, lifting herself up to glare down at me.
"Take it easy. I'm sorry. I should have trusted that you didn't on purpose. This is just a lot for me to take in, okay?"
"Yeah," she said with a sigh as she lay back down. "I guess if I was in your shoes, I'd be thinking the worst too."
"So, you ran out of the mall half naked? I'm guessing that it was pretty embarrassing."
"It was. I'd intended to flash my boobs for a few moments, but I ended up flashing my whole body to like a hundred people. When I got to the car I climbed in and just sat there. My heart was pounding so hard. I sat there, essentially naked now that I wasn't holding my dress closed any more, and the panic and embarrassment sorta turned into horniness. I realized I was really really turned on. So, I figured what the hell. I'd done it in the car once before. I leaned the seat back and started to play with myself. It felt really good. I was going to come pretty soon and for some reason I opened my eyes and saw this guy standing next to the car, with his dick out. I screamed and tried to cover myself, but he just stood there, stroking his cock. I don't know why I did it. I probably shouldn't have. But I rolled the window down and he stuck his dick in through the window. I let my dress spread apart again and he started stroking his dick again. I lay there, staring at his cock, playing with my pussy. I came first, but He squirted all over my tits just a minute or so later. Then he pulled his pants closed and walked away. I drove home like that, naked, with his cum all over my tits."
"And then you did the cruise plan?"
"No, not right away. I talked to Tiffany about what I did. She was impressed. She hadn't ever thought of that. She thought I'd dropped my dress like that on purpose. I tried to tell her it was an accident, but she said even if I thought I didn't mean to, subconsciously I had, because there was no way that the zipper could be fixed without undoing it, and by taking the shoulder straps off, it had to fall off. Maybe she was right. Maybe I really did want to do that subconsciously. But it was done. She said if I wanted to try being naked with others, that I should do a pineapple cruise. She said if I wanted to try that kind of lifestyle, it was a good place, because neither of us could walk away in the middle, we had to go through with it, and it was enough time to find out if it was really what I wanted. I just had to figure out how to get you to go along with it."
"And that's when you came up with the idea to make it an accidental reservation?"
"Yeah. Pretty stupid now that I think about it. I should have talked to you first."
"You should have. I might have said yes."
"But you might have said no. She told me that it's easier for a woman to not mind her man having sex with another woman than it is for a guy to not mind his wife having sex with another man. Men are way more protective and it takes some getting used to."
"I guess I'd have to agree with that."
"Soooo... You're willing to do this?"
"Go on the cruise? I guess so. After watching you with Tom, I guess I can deal with it. You're sure this is what you want to do? Have a sex with a bunch of other guys?"
"NO! I mean, I don't think so. Hell, I'm not sure at all any more. What we've done, it's been fun and exciting. But Tiffany says once the new wears off, we may not enjoy it nearly as much. And this way, by the end of the trip we should know."
"She seems to know a lot about this."
"Well, I do have to admit, she and her husband are on this same cruise, so you'll get a chance to meet her."
"So we get on the boat and sail around fucking each other?"
"Well, there is one port of call. We sail from Florida, and once we're away from the dock and at sea, that's when things get interesting. We sail down to some little Caribbean island, and we put into port. Apparently it's a resort island, so it's private enough that we don't have to worry about dressing. We can play in the ocean, on the beaches, some of the activities, like golf and mini-golf and hiking, all of it without clothes. Then we get back on the boat for the ride home."
"So, just like any other cruise, except we don't have to pack clothes."
"Yeah, and enjoy being hit on for sex."
"What if I don't want to?"
"She said they give you two rubber wristbands. A Green and a red. If you're wearing a red one, you're not interested in sex. If you have a green one, it's whatever you want to accept."
"So if part way through we want to just keep doing it with just you and me, we can?"
"That's what she said."
"Well. I guess we'd better get some sleep then. Tomorrow sounds like it might be a long day."
She hugged me tightly and we settled in for some sleep.
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"Reservation for Silver please," Amanda said, as we stood at the registration desk of the opulent resort.
"One moment, please." A barely clad, dark skinned young woman answered, as she began pecking on the computer. I actually didn't see how she managed to even hit the keys with her long nails. "I don't see a reservation for you here." She finally answered, with a furrowed brow. "Do you have a confirmation number I can check?"
"What do you mean? I made that reservation myself almost three weeks ago!"
"I'm, sorry ma'am. I don't see one."
"What the fuck?" my wife growled angrily.
"Check Connor, will you?" I asked politely.
"Ah yes. Albert Connor."
"What!?" my wife snapped. "I made both of them, how do you have his and not mine?"
The young woman pecked at the keyboard a few moments and then smiled. "Ah. I see what happened. Mister Connor called and canceled the second bungalow about two weeks ago."
"That son of a bitch!" Amanda swore quietly. "He canceled my bungalow so I'd have to stay with him!"
"Not surprised. I'd have done the same thing. We'll use his bungalow. I can guarantee he won't be coming." I said calmly, completely unsurprised that he had done that. It all made sense.
"I'm not sure I can do that sir. The reservation is in his name."
"Yes, it has his name on it, but who made the reservation?"
"Um, Amanda Silver."
"And I'm Amanda Silver!" my wife snapped.
"One moment." She said, stepping away from the desk. I watched her nearly naked body walk to an office and lean in, her thong bikini bottom leaving her entire chocolate colored ass exposed. She straightened and turned to walk back, an older gentleman following behind.
"I'm the manager. Maybe I can be of some help here?"
"You sure as hell can. You can give us the bungalow I reserved," my wife snapped! "It's been a long rough trip and I want to relax, not stand here arguing."
"I'm sorry ma'am, but I can't do that."
"Can I have a word with you? In private?" I said to the gentleman. He nodded and we both walked to the end of the counter away from the women. "I think what's happened here, is that her boss had her make reservations for the two of them, for a business meeting here, and then called and canceled her bungalow, so she'd be forced to sleep with him. Now, since he isn't going to be coming, and trust me, he won't be, why don't you just switch the names on the two bungalows and you won't be stuck with an empty one and we won't be going home giving your resort a bad name online."
"I can see your point. It wouldn't be the first time someone played that game with one of their subordinates. Very well sir. We'll switch the names on the two reservations and you and your, um..."
"Wife."
"Yes, you and your wife can enjoy your visit."
"Thank you. I appreciate that." I nodded. "If we enjoy the first few days, is there a chance we can extend our stay?"
"Let me check." He said, walking back to the computer. He clicked away on the keyboard for a moment and then smiled. "Right now, that bungalow is available until next week, so adding a few more days would be quite simple."
"Perfect. We'll let you know in a day or so."
"Very well. Oh yes, I see here that he changed his bungalow as well, moving it to one of our higher end ones. You should be quite comfortable there. You are in bungalow seventeen, down by the ocean front. It's a nice secluded, romantic setting. I hope you and your wife enjoy your stay," he said, as he handed us a hotel key on a fob with a wrist band. It took me a moment to realize why the wrist band. I wouldn't have any pockets! "The key fob is tied to your account, so you can swipe it for any of your needs. Food, drinks whatever. No need to carry a wallet or anything. One of the ladies outside will be happy to drive you to your bungalow."
"Thank you!" I acknowledged him, reaching down to pick up the one small suitcase we had brought. We walked out the back door of the welcome area and found a line of small electric carts, with striped canvas tops, sitting on the edge of a narrow, paved path. Another dark-skinned young woman, this one completely nude, walked from where she had been sitting under an umbrella, with several other equally naked young women, most of them apparently island girls, with a couple fair skinned young women mixed in. Her light brown skin glistened in the afternoon sunlight, her large breasts bounced enticingly with each step. Her dark nipples were erect and her large dark areola puckered slightly in the ocean breeze. She was shaved bare, and her dark, almost black, inner labia protruded down into the gap, between her thighs.
"Good afternoon, sir. May I drive you to your bungalow?" She said sweetly, smiling and glancing down at the bulge suddenly growing in the shorts I'd worn to travel down.
"Certainly, seventeen please," I said.
"This way then," she said, walking past us to walk along the line of carts, stopping at a little red four seat one with a large, bright white, 17 stenciled on the plastic hood. "This cart will be yours for the duration of your stay." She said as she held her hand out to invite us into the back seat. I dropped the suitcase into the cargo basket on the rear and then followed my wife as she slipped into the rear bench seat.
I was no sooner seated, than my wife was pulling her skirt up and pulling my hand between her, now bare, legs. She grinned at me and I wasn't sure if it was because she was turned on, or if she wanted to make sure I remembered just exactly where the pussy, that I was supposed to be playing with, was at. Not that I didn't think the young, maybe twenty-year-old, island girl didn't look damn sexy, but I doubted that the staff were allowed to be with guests that way.
The young woman drove us through the palm grove, toward the ocean front and then down another drive, that eventually led to what was cleverly disguised as a grass hut, but my engineer's eye quickly saw the clues indicating a much more substantial structure beneath. The young woman parked the cart and got out, walking around back to get our single suit case. "This way." She said with that huge smile still on her face, walking ahead of us down a short boardwalk to the bungalow. She opened the unlocked door and stepped inside. It took a few moments for my eyes to adjust. The bungalow was basically three sided, with the fourth side almost all glass. As we watched, the young woman unlatched and moved the floor to ceiling, glass panels aside, opening the ocean view up to the outdoors. I looked around and noticed an open-air shower on the inside of the glass wall, positioned so that the user would be visible to anyone outside if the curtains weren't pulled, and another shower head on the deck outside, which was probably for washing the sand off before coming in. The bungalow had a large, probably king-sized bed, and a small bathroom that was enclosed with only a pull around curtain. A small wet bar with a refrigerator and microwave sat against the other wall.
"Very nice." Amanda said as she walked around the room. She'd worn a green, sleeveless, wrap around dress, barely long enough to reach from just above her nipples to just below her bare bottom. The whole trip she'd been forced to periodically hitch the top up, to keep her nipples from slipping out, but not too high, or she'd start showing off other parts. At first, I was feeling a bit protective, feeling a bit irritated at the men looking at her in just that way. Then I realized, that was exactly what Liang would be doing, showing off her body as much as it was possible to do, legally, all the while the dress just barely keeping from flashing something, or everything, if she had wanted it to. I wouldn't have objected to Liang, teasing that way, so why was I so hesitant to see Amanda doing it? True, she'd looked at teasing other men as teasing me as well, but was that what I wanted from Amanda?
Through two airports and three flights, she'd managed to keep things just barely hidden. Now, she let the dress go and was standing in nothing but the high heeled, platform sandals. The young woman didn't seem at all bothered by my wife's sudden nakedness.
"On the counter here," the young woman said, as she walked to the bar, "is a binder that outlines the resort's etiquette: where you can wear clothing, where you can't or shouldn't. What's allowed and not." She picked something up from the counter and turned to face us. "These are your no bracelets." She said, stretching her hand out to show us two red rubber bracelets that reminded me of the kind of friendship bracelets kids wore. "If you wish to be left alone, you wear this. You are not allowed to proposition, grope, or otherwise intrude on someone wearing a red bracelet. If you're with a partner and you don't want others to intrude, simply slip this on. Just because a person is having sex with someone, does not mean you can horn in. Now, if they aren't wearing the bracelet, even if they are having sex, you are free to proposition them. Forcing yourself on someone who has said no, is strictly prohibited. You will get one warning and then you will be expelled. Forcibly taking someone, after they have said no, will be turned over to the local authorities, and I can assure you, a stay with them will not be a pleasant situation. No, means no, but it does need to be a distinct, refusal. Laying with someone saying oh God no, is not a refusal. No should be clear and unambiguous."
"So, how do you know if someone said no?"
She grinned. "The book will tell you that there are hidden cameras all over the resort. Inside the bungalows, are not covered, and it's assumed that if you willingly enter a bungalow, you're accepting whatever happens. If you're in a public space, you can assume you are being recorded. Before you ask, no, you don't have to worry. All recordings are encrypted. It takes two manager passwords to unencrypt any recoding. The image server is not hackable, as it's not attached to any outside network in any way. Recordings are kept for five days and then deleted. Protection is important, but so is privacy."
Amanda walked to her and took the bracelets from her, and then stepped closer, so close that her tits almost brushed the young woman's. "Tell me. Is the staff free to associate with the guests?" She asked quietly.
"We are, if we choose, though we do prefer to be tipped for our efforts."
"And if we don't have any money, how do we tip you?"
The young woman walked over to the bar and picked up a small tablet device. She touched it a few times and then turned back to my wife, stepping in front of her again. "You simply let me enter my number, and then type in your amount. Your key fob approves the transaction."
"And how much of a tip do you want to undress my husband?"
She grinned. "Well, for something like that, I wouldn't charge anything." She grinned. "But I can tell you; that one of my friends feels like a hundred dollars is a good starting point for more than just undressing him."
"Well, I've been teasing him with this dress all day. I'm surprised he isn't walking bow legged by now. I saw how interested he was in how you looked, when you walked over to us, why don't you help me undress him and, well, I'll leave it up to you how we might want to relieve him of the load he has to have built up, assuming of course you want to help."
She looked over at me and grinned again. "This might be fun." She said softy. She moved toward me, Amanda moving with her until they were standing on either side of me. "I'm Tolia, by the way." She said softly, as she squatted down in front of me. "By the size of this, I'm hoping for a nice big one."
"I doubt you'll be disappointed," Amanda said softly, as she turned my face with her fingers, to look at her. She leaned her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine in a soft kiss. I felt my shorts being opened and then pulled down and heard a soft gasp, as she pulled my briefs down, releasing the hard-on that had been wanting to be touched all day. She broke the kiss as Tolia lifted my shirt, giving her room to pull it off as well. I stepped out of the shorts and then let the two of them push me back. I flopped onto the bed and then looked at the two of them looking at me. "I promised him as many threesomes as he wanted and I'm kinda new at this part of things, so, what should we do?"
"With a dick like that, I'm good with anything. Pussy, ass, face. As long as he makes me come."
"Well, it's been a long trip and I'm every bit as horny as he is, so as long as I get to climax too."
"In that case, why don't you lay on the bed. I'd bet he'd love to fuck you while he watches you lick my pussy. After you come, I'd be happy to swap places with you."
"I'm not very good at this part, giving oral sex to another women, but I'll do my best."
"I have a hunch it'll be just fine." Tolia whispered as she crawled onto the bed. She turned around and held a hand out for my wife, pulling her onto the bed to lay down. They moved around until my wife had her ass on the edge of the bed, her legs bent and hanging over my arms, as my engorged head gently rubbed along her wet slit. Tolia shifted until she was facing me, her pussy inches from my wife's face. She slowly spread her knees to lower her pussy to Amanda's face, and let out a soft moan, as Amanda stroked her protruding lips with her tongue. "Oh yes. That's nice. Now, fuck your wife for me, let me see you make her come."
As horny as I was, I didn't have to be invited twice. Without using my hands, I shifted my weight until my mushroom head spread my wife's soft lips. She moaned into Tolia's pussy, as I pushed slowly into her very wet pussy. She wasn't kidding about being turned on. I couldn't remember the last time she was this wet when we were just starting. I held her legs and started to stroke in and out of her, wondering just how long I was going to be able to last with the view in front of me. I watched Amanda reach up to Tolia's tits and squeeze and massage them as she licked between her wet lips and across her clit. I could tell her excitement was growing, by the moans coming from her lips. I continued stroking in and out of Amanda, while I watched Tolia reach down to my wife's tits, and grasp her nipples, making her moan loudly in response.
I stroked my hard shaft in and out of my wife, shifting my position slightly, to drive my shaft along her clit harder. She responded by starting to rock her hips in time with my strokes, a sure sign that I was getting the impact I wanted. I watched her licking her first black pussy, her hands busy trying to squeeze and tease the young set of tits, as her climax pushed closer and closer.
"Oh fuck! Gonna come! Oh God, gonna come!" My wife gasped, stopping her licking, as her legs started to tremble. "Oh God honey. Gonna come for YOUUUUUUU!" she cried out, as her pussy clenched around my shaft. I drove into her harder, driving my dick all the way in so that the base of my dick smashed against her clit with each stroke. I knew what that would do, and I wasn't disappointed. Her cries of pleasure grew louder as she climaxed even harder around me. After almost half a minute or more, she reached from Tolia's tits to my stomach and pushed me back as far as she could. "You better stop, or you're not gonna have any left." She panted, as she lifted and spread her legs further, trying to roll away from me.
"You really want me to fuck her?" I asked, still not quite believing that's what she intended.
"I promised, didn't I? Everything you could want and then some. Well, I saw you looking at her sexy young body. So, you might as well indulge. Besides, I've got her all warmed up for you."
"She does that," Tolia said breathlessly, "I was getting pretty close to coming on her face, but around a dick is always better."
"I don't know how long I can keep from coming," I said breathlessly, as they started to reorganize their positions. "And I don't have any condoms or anything."
"There's a drawer full of different ones by every bed, but you don't need one with me if you don't want one. All the staff get tested every two weeks and we're all on birth control."
"That seems handy," Amanda said, as Tolia laid down where my wife had been and scooted closer to me. "Go ahead lover. Let her have the whole thing. Just be polite and make sure she comes too."
I wasn't sure I was going to be able to do that, to be honest. I was, quite literally, almost ready to come in my wife only moments before. I nodded and aimed my dick at Tolia as she held her own knees back, spreading her legs wider than anyone I'd ever done before. I aimed my head at her wet lips and pressed it slowly into her. "ohmygodfuckyes!" she moaned softly, as my dick slowly disappeared into her. "Shit, I knew this was going to be good." She said, looking up at my wife. "Play with my tits again."
"If you want." My wife answered with a little grin. "As long as you give my pussy a little attention. I wouldn't mind a second climax about now."
"You think you can handle another?" Tolia giggled, as Amanda moved her pussy over Tolia's face. She looped her arms around my wife's thighs and pulled her down to her face.
"Holy shit," Amanda gasped, as Tolia pushed her mouth against my wife's pussy, "oh my God yes! Jesus that feels good. Oh Lord." She breathed, as I started to plunge in and out of Tolia. Amanda reached down to Tolia's tits, and pulled and squeezed her nipples, pulling on them enough that; as they moved on her chest from my pumping into her, that they tugged first one direction and then another. I watched her twist them like little knobs, drawing louder moans from Tolia. Then my wife did something I didn't expect at all. She leaned down over Tolia and laid chin on her dark-skinned mound and stuck her tongue out. I knew what she was trying to do, but each time I pushed in, my stomach pushed her face out of the way. Eventually she just lay her head on Tolia's dark skin and used her fingers to tease her clit. Around and around my wife stroked her fingers over Tolia's clit, adding to the sensations of my strokes.
I thought that Tolia had given up trying to lick my wife's pussy, but the moan that came from my wife, as she lay on top of Tolia, said that was anything but true. I felt Tolia's pussy start to quiver slightly. Just a little gentle squeeze, followed by another and then another. With each passing stroke the squeezes seemed to get stronger, and as they did, her tunnel got tighter, and I grew closer and closer to climax. Finally, there was no holding back.
"Fuck yes!" I grunted, as my body spasmed, a huge gush of cum pushing deep into her pussy. I stood there, resting my hands on my wife's face as I came into Tolia's, now climaxing, pussy. I could hear her muffled moans, as she tried to keep licking my wife.
Amanda moved her fingers from Tolia's clit and pressed her hand to my body, pushing me back and my dick out of her pussy. She reached for my dick as the next huge squirt of cum sailed across the short distance and landed on Tolia's black lips. Amanda grasped my dick and pulled me toward her, opening her mouth wide and pulling me, until she could close her lips around me. The next shot went into her mouth, as did the one after that and the one after that. I stared down at her in surprise, as she teased under my head with her tongue, taking the rest of my load in her mouth.
I stood there, panting, looking down at her as she let my, now softening, dick slip from her mouth. She shifted a little lower and drooled my cum from her mouth down over Tolia's pussy, and then reached down with her fingers and spread it around her lips. She slipped two fingers into Tolia and stroked them in and out slowly, rubbing her palm across her clit and mound as she massaged my cum into her.



Tolia reached to my wife's thighs and pulled her back up, making my wife squirm a little more to back up. Then she pushed her face back to my wife's pussy and began assaulting her clit.
"OH FUCK!" Amanda gasped, as Tolia stuffed two fingers into her pussy. "Oh God, gonna come again! Ohhhhh yeah. Gonna...oh shit! SHIT SHIT SHIT!" she cried loudly, as her whole body began to tremble. I watched Tolia stuffing two fingers in and out of my wife, as her tongue still attacked her clit, making my wife's body shake and tremble with another climax.
Finally, she pulled her face and fingers from my wife. Amanda rolled off of Tolia and laid on the bed panting. "Holy shit." She whispered, as she looked at the ceiling. "God damn that was crazy."
"Yeah. What was that?" I asked, as I crawled onto the bed to lay next to her.
"Something I wanted to try." She said with a small smile. Albert suggested that if I watched some porn that I might get some ideas I could use on you. I'm sure he really meant for me to use them on him, especially since most of the ones he watched with me in the hotel room were threesome ones."
"I didn't know you watched porn in your room with him."
"Yeah. One time. I was under the covers though and he was on top of them, so we couldn't get carried away. That didn't stop him from jacking off in front of me. I think he wanted me to stop him and suck his dick, based on what we were watching, but I wasn't much on doing oral. I think I'm going to have to get a lot better though."
"Why is that?"
"I can't count on always being able to get naked, now, can I? I mean, if I want to make you come in a movie or something, I can't exactly strip and ride you, can I?"
"I guess not. But I didn't know you wanted to mess around in a movie theater."
"We did before. Long time ago. You seemed to always enjoy it. I thought maybe, I should start doing that kind of thing again."
"You mean acting like a twenty-year-old?"
"Uh-uh. Acting like a woman that wants to get her man off everywhere she can think of. I have a high bar to hit if I'm going to convince you to keep me and not Liang."
"You really want it to be a 'who can fuck me in more places' competition?"
"Isn't that what this is?" She asked quietly. "I mean, you were ready to throw in the towel on me and keep her. I could see it in your eyes. If that's the kind of woman you want, why shouldn't I try and be that kind of woman?"
"I've told you already. Liang was a bit over the top. I don't necessarily want someone that is that much of a..."
"Slut?" she asked, raising her eyebrows. She frowned and then shook her head. "I shouldn't have said that. She wasn't a slut, she was doing her job. I guess I'm as much of a slut as she was."
"I don't think of either of you as that. Look, if I didn't love you, I wouldn't be letting you try to show me you can change, to win me back."
"Am I? Winning you back?"
"I don't know yet. I guess that depends on what happens over the next few weeks. I'm not convinced yet that this isn't all some act. That you're not going to switch back to the ice queen. It's gonna take more than a few threesomes, to convince me you really want to do what it takes to be that woman, not after all the years of shit you gave me about career, instead of being a loving wife. If Liang could tone it down a little, then I think I could be very happy with her. You on the other hand, have to swing a long way, from the way you were two weeks ago. Of course, you still have an advantage. History. We have that, she and I don't. If you can focus me on the good part of that history, then you'll easily come out on top. Like I said, it takes more than just sex.
"But sex is still a key part, according to Rachel. She's made it abundantly clear that your 'love language' as she calls it, is very physical. To you, being teased and flashed and fucked is what says 'I love you' to you."
"I suppose there's something to that."
"Oh, there's more than something to it. I watched some of the video of your private sessions. Just some clips. But they were telling."
"She showed you those? I thought those were supposed to not be shared!"
"She did it to show me how wrong I had been about you. You should be glad she did. Otherwise, we wouldn't be here right now."
"I think I should leave." Tolia said quietly, slipping out of bed.
"Oh no! Please don't!" Amanda said, trying to get out of bed to stop Tolia, as she walked toward the bungalow door.
"I really don't want to get in the middle of some marriage problem." Tolia said, as she stopped at the door to slip on the flip-flops she'd taken off, when she walked in.
"Oh, trust me, you're not. You were just exactly what I wanted, maybe needed. Please don't go."
"I must." She said, opening the door, clearly intent on leaving, as soon as she could.
"Wait. Let me at least give you that tip." Amanda said, walking to the counter and picking up the tablet. "So, show me how to do this."
Tolia stepped back in and helped my wife navigate to the right place and then handed it back to my wife. She grinned widely and tapped out the amount on the device and then used the keyfob laying on the counter to submit the transaction. I saw Tolia's eyes grow wide. "You mean that? That wasn't a mistake?"
"Trust me, you were worth every penny." Amanda said.
"THANK YOU!" She said emphatically, as she hugged my wife, their bare tits pressing together, my wife's white skin and Tolia's dark skin a very exotic contrast.
"Maybe we'll see you around tomorrow?"
"Maybe, I work in the afternoon and evening tomorrow."
"Good, have a wonderful night then." Amanda said, as she walked to the door with Tolia and closed it behind her. "I kind of hate to do that. It sorta turns her into a prostitute, doesn't it?"
"I guess that's one way of looking at it."
"How about a shower and some food?" Amanda asked, walking to the open-air shower and turning the water on. "You know, Albert has been coming to this resort for a couple years to meet some famous client. Now I know why it cost him so much."
"Some famous client? How do you know that?"
"Privacy here is paramount. Part of the paperwork I signed when we checked in was an NDA that says that if I take pictures, and disseminate them, of any guest without their permission, that I can be liable, for up to a ten million dollar fine. Pretty strong incentive to keep it under wraps. Oh yeah. While we're talking about rules." She said, as she stepped under the spray and waited for me to join her. "If you see someone famous, you aren't allowed to do anything. Just treat them as a regular person. If you overdo it, they can throw you out."
"Kinda strict."
"Has to be. Can you imagine what would happen if pictures of a movie star here came out?"
"Oh lord yeah." I said, as I stepped under the warm spray with her.
"This is one place they can let their hair down, without worrying about any paparazzi." Amanda said softly, as she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me to her. "So, you wash me, I wash you?"
"Be my pleasure." I agreed. It only took a few minutes to wash each other and then dry each other. It felt a little odd standing in the middle of the deck overlooking the ocean, drying each other off, completely exposed to anyone who might happen to look, though there weren't really too many people to see, other than a few speed boats and jet skis, racing across the relatively gentle waves.
It felt even more odd, walking out naked to the little cart and driving across the compound to where the restaurants were. There were several listed in the handbook, so we chose one that was a twenty-four-hour buffet, since it was well past dinner time. Opulent was the only way I could describe it. For a buffet, it was opulent, replete with a wide variety of dishes from any number of countries. I had a hunch I was going to do a lot of sampling. We both loaded up plates and took them to a small table and settled in to eat. We were maybe half way done eating, when another couple walked to our table.
"May we join you?" The guy asked, motioning to the two empty seats at our table. Not that the place was full. In fact, there were plenty of completely empty tables. Amanda looked up at him questioningly. "You don't have to say yes if you want to be alone. This is just a nice way to meet other couples."
"Well, why not?" Amanda answered, after a few seconds.
"I'm Dan and this is my wife, Sherri." He introduced, as he sat down. Dan and Sherri were a bit older than us, maybe ten years or so. Sherri had a fairly toned body, with plenty of curves. I guess I'd call her thick, a nice large butt, very large breasts, easily a double D or bigger, curving hips, and a small patch of dark brown curls on her mound that matched the short, cropped brown hair on her head. Dan was well tanned from what I guessed was some kind of outdoor vocation.
"I'm Amanda, and this is my husband, Barry."
Sherri pushed her chair around closer to mine, set her plate on the table and then, before sitting down reached a hand over to me to shake. I took her hand to shake it and was a little surprised as she bent over, her big tits hanging down nearly to my plate as she pressed her lips to mine in a soft gentle kiss. "Hello." She whispered, her face inches from mine.
"Um. Hi." I answered awkwardly.
She pulled my hand that she was still holding, up to one of her hanging down breasts and changed her hand position, to cup the front of the large, soft mammary. "This is my idea of an ice breaker." She whispered. "Kinda, anything you wanna touch or kiss is fair game." I felt her hand, which had left mine, rest on my already hardening dick. Her fingers closed around my shaft and gently squeezed it while she stood, bent over, letting me toy with her tit. She leaned her face back to mine for another kiss, this time her hand starting to stroke my hardening dick, which coaxed me to kiss back, instead of just letting her do it. "Mmmmmm. Nice." She whispered, as she broke the kiss.
"Thanks." I answered awkwardly.
"Hope I'm not being too forward, but with only three days here, I don't want to waste a minute."
"You, um just got here?" I asked, as she moved to her chair without letting go of my dick. She sat down and scooted the chair as close to me as she could so she could keep playing with my dick.
"Actually, no. We got here yesterday. I take it you just arrived?"
"Yeah. A couple hours ago." I answered, glancing at Amanda, who was leaning partly across the table toward Dan, the two kissing much like Sherri and I had just been.
She must have seen the look on my face. "Don't worry about Dan. He's a very gentle lover. Your wife is perfectly safe with him."
"I wasn't worried about that," I answered quickly, before I realized that was exactly what I was worried about. I watched Amanda breathlessly pull back from the kiss; her face flushed.
"I think we should finish eating." She said, looking bashfully around the table. "Before we get any more distracted, that is."
"Good idea." Dan agreed.
We spent the next fifteen minutes eating and sharing small talk. We learned they were from California. Dan was a construction worker, and Sherri was a school teacher. The two had saved up for several years for this, after some friends took them to a nude beach for the first time. This was their anniversary present to each other, a chance to let it all hang out and experience other couples, in a way that they could never do at home.
I let Amanda explain that we were trying to fix our marriage, which Dan thought a little odd, that we would be trying to fix a marriage by having sex with other couples. I couldn't disagree, it did seem odd. But Amanda just explained that she'd not been paying attention to my wants and needs, and this was the one thing she could do to show me that she was willing to do whatever it took, to keep me, even if that meant helping me find other women to fuck. The way she said it, made me think that she wasn't exactly on board with all this, as much as she claimed, but I wasn't going to challenge her on it in front of our new friends.
We finished eating and Sherri suggested we go back to their bungalow and enjoy the sunset. Amanda wanted to agree, but I suggested that we'd had a very long day and I wouldn't mind some sleep. Sherri understood and we made plans to try and catch up with each other the next morning, to go explore some of the beach areas the resort had to offer.
"You know. If you don't want us to have sex with other couples, we don't have to." I said quietly, as we drove down the paved path toward our bungalow.
"What do you mean?"
"I heard what you said to Sherri. I just couldn't help but think that you're not really into this, nearly as much as you're acting."
"But I am!" She protested.
"Honey! Even if it means finding other women for him to fuck, does not sound like this is at all enjoyable. This was your idea, not mine. If you don't want to, don't."
"But I have to!" She said very quietly. "If I don't, what's going to happen when Liang comes? You'll choose her over me. It wasn't until that bastard was, for all practical purposes, raping me, that I realized that I didn't really want to lose you. Yes, I wanted you to change, but I didn't want to lose you. If this is what I have to do to keep that from happening, it's what I'll do!"
I stopped the cart in the middle of the path and turned to look at her. The sun was just touching the horizon, and in the orange rays, bouncing off the gentle surf, I could see the tears, slowly running down her cheeks.
"Amanda." I whispered, getting her to turn and look at me. "What you need to do is to be you. Laing wasn't being herself. She was doing exactly the same thing you are, but in a different way. She was paid to get as many women to have sex with me as she could. You're basically doing the same thing. Trying to fix me up with as much sex, with other people, as you can. As if that is somehow going to convince me, that you're who I need to be with. Well, I can tell you. While that kind of sex is fun, it's not sustainable. What I need for you to do, is to figure out just exactly what YOU'RE comfortable with doing, on a long-term basis. If it's running around naked like this, then fine. If it's sharing with another couple, then it is. If it's going off and having sex with other partners at the same time, then we need to know that too. But it has to be what you want. I'm not changing. I'm still the same me, as when we got married. What I need to know, is what is comfortable for you? What is it you can enjoy life with. If you're faking it and just doing it to keep me, you'll end up resenting me and we'll end up back at the same place again."
"And you're really not going to be upset if I decide I can't do all this swapping and threesomes and shit?"
"Not if it's not what you want for yourself. If you don't enjoy it, don't want it, it'll never work."
She leaned toward me and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a hug. "When did you get so smart?"
"I always was," I chuckled. "Just women don't think men can be smart that way."
"I certainly didn't." She whispered, pulling away from me and wiping the tears from her cheeks. "Let's go to bed and just cuddle a while, okay?"
"I'd like that," I agreed. I started the cart back up and we were soon at our bungalow. We walked up to the door and stopped. There was a little note taped to the door. I pulled it off and opened it.
Bungalow 2. I'm waiting
"Who's waiting? I don't get it." I said, handing the note to Amanda.
"Oh shit. The client, whoever it is, is expecting Albert." Amanda swore quietly. "Whoever it is must have figured out this was going to be Albert's bungalow."
"So, what do we do?"
"Well, we better let them know that he isn't coming. I might be spiteful sometimes, but whoever this is, they don't deserve to get in the middle of my fight with him."
"Alright. So, who is it?"
"I really have no idea. It could be anyone."
"Only way to find out is to go there." I said with a shrug. "Shouldn't take long and then we can be in bed snuggling."
"Yeah," she said, with a smile. The sun was just sinking into the sea, barely a sliver still shining over the gently rolling sea. Still enough light to easily see where we were going, while we walked back. The burnt orange sliver had disappeared over the far horizon, by the time we made it to the buggy. It was still more than warm enough to be out naked, even with the sun gone. There was a gentle, warm, breeze blowing out to sea, keeping the temperature pleasant, though the bugs were clearly enjoying the breeze as well. The cart went fast enough to out run the bugs and we arrived at bungalow 2 in only a few minutes. We walked to the bungalow and knocked on the door. It didn't take long for whoever it was to open the door.
She stood in the doorway, looking surprised to see, not me, but Amanda. She was older, maybe mid to late forties, fairly slender, with a light layer of make-up. She wore a see-through red gown that fluttered open in the breeze, exposing her quite shapely body. She had creamy white C cup breasts and bright pink nipples and areola, that drooped on her chest, slightly, making her erect nipples point slightly upward. She had a small, neatly trimmed triangle of auburn curls on her pubic mound, that matched her rather long auburn hair on her head.
"Amanda," the woman exclaimed in surprise!
"Christine!?" My wife said, in equal surprise. "What are you doing here?"
"I was going to ask you the same thing. Who's this, and where's Albert?"
"Albert isn't coming," Amana answered. "This is my husband, Barry."
"I think you better come in and explain." Christine said, as she stepped back into the bungalow, giving us room to come in. "Where's Albert? You said he wasn't coming?"
"Right now, I suspect he's busy looking for a divorce lawyer." Amanda said. "He was having sex with me, and I finally got smart. He wasn't going to promote me to partner, no matter how much of myself I gave to him. That's what this trip was supposed to be. He wanted me to come and then he canceled the second bungalow, so we'd have to sleep together. I told his wife, and after a somewhat dramatic encounter, I left the firm."
"But you still came here?"
"Couldn't get a refund on the trip tickets or anything, so I figured I'd bring my husband, sort of a going away gift from the firm. Now, what are you doing here?"
Christine was silent for several awkward moments. "I'm the client he's been coming to see." She whispered. "Albert and I have been seeing each other this way, for a couple years now."
"Would someone clue me in here?"
"Oh, sorry lover. This is Christine Mason. Justin's wife."
"Justin as in your other boss?"
"Uh huh. Of Connor, Mason and Lewis."
"Oh shit."
"Well, who's this hot looking stud!?" We heard from the deck. I looked over and saw a woman in her late twenties at most, walking up the stairs from the ocean, using a towel to dry herself. She looked like a much younger version of Christine, her red hair shorter, but otherwise an incredibly sexy, and beautiful young woman.
"This is my daughter, Alexi." Christine said, her cheeks pinkening a bit, as her daughter walked toward them naked. "Alexi, this is Amanda and her husband, um, Barry."
"Well, I like what I see so far," she said, she dropped the towel as she approached me. She walked right up to me, her hips swaying with each step, her arms lifting and then settling on my shoulders with her hands clasped behind my neck. She pressed her body against mine, grinding her pelvis into mine, her wiggles working my dick into the gap between her thighs. Once I was settled between her thighs, she leaned her chest toward mine until her erect, pink nipples pressed against my chest lightly. "I like what I feel even better."



"Alexi. Why don't you take Barry out on the deck, while Amanda and I have a chat." Christine said softly.
"Oh? Can I do more than talk?"
Christine looked at Amanda, who opened her mouth to say something, and then closed it. "Feel free," she finally said.
"Oh goodie." Alexi answered. "Come on. Let's go have a little fun." She pulled away from me, letting one hand slide down to my arm and coaxed me to follow her. She walked us to the hanging bug screen and then out into the growing night. She led me down the stairs and off onto the sand in the calf deep ocean water, the gentle waves slowly working back and forth.
"So, you're her daughter?" I asked a little curiously, "and she brings you here?"
"Uh huh. You see, I'm her excuse."
"Her excuse?"
"Sure...She needed someplace to meet Albert, where no one could find out, and what married woman would bring her married daughter to a place like this?"
"So just where does your husband think you are?"
"This time? New York, shopping."
"And you don't think he'll catch on, that you're not where you're supposed to be?"
"He hasn't yet. And if he's suspicious, he doesn't say so. Not when I bring him home sexy little nothings for me to wear. He loves it when we have a party and I wear one of my little bikinis for him and his friends. He likes it even better if, somehow, a nipple slips out, or maybe the bottom of my suit 'accidently' gets pulled down while we're roughhousing in the pool. Or maybe after the party, one or two of his friends stay and we all spend a little time in the sauna, no towels allowed. You get the idea. He loves to show me off, to make his friends jealous of what he gets."
"And what does he get?"
"This body, for as many hours of sex as he can handle."
"I take it you like sex?" I asked, as she turned to face me again, this time reaching down to my dick to grasp it and stroke it. She pulled me down into the water with her and wrapped her legs around me. She used her hand to force my dick down between us and then dug her heels into my ass to pull me toward her, driving my cock into her soft hot pussy.
"Oh yeah. This is what I needed. NO! Don't pull away! I don't bite."
"I don't know about this. I mean, your mom is right there."
"She's not going to care. Just leave it in. If you decide you wanna move it around a bit, I wouldn't mind at all."
"You don't think your husband would mind?"
"Like I said. He gets as much as he can handle. But he thinks I only want sex with him. He doesn't mind if I flash his friends, or even play a little grab ass. It gets him turned on. Sometimes when the party is winding down and there's only one or two other couples, I'll get playful and strip him and maybe even fuck him in front of his friends. He loves it. Makes him come so fucking hard."
"But behind his back... you're doing this?"
"Like I said, what mother would take her daughter to a place like this. I give her cover, so daddy doesn't realize that she's cheating on him with his partner, and she gives me cover to get fucked by as many cocks as I can handle for a couple of days, every couple months."
"Cheating, I'm getting tired of cheating women," I said with a frown. "That's what was breaking us up."
"Oh, I don't think of it as cheating. It's just a vacation. It's not like he hasn't fucked his share. One time he had a college buddy come visit for a few days. I know he snuck off and fucked his wife in middle of the night."
"How do you know that?"
"Honey, there were only two pussies in the house. When he came back to bed he smelled like pussy, and I know it wasn't mine."
"So, you cheat on each other?"
"Like I said, I don't consider it cheating. Besides, we don't ever talk about it. As far as Daddy is concerned, I'm a model wife that wouldn't ever think about cheating on her husband. That makes me the perfect alibi for mom to come and meet Albert."
"I don't get it. You don't care that your mother is cheating on your dad?"
"Albert and my mother have been in love since college. That's where they all met. Dad, Mom, Albert and Erica. Albert and Dad were both in love with Mom. One of them had to win. Mom chose Dad. When they got out of law school, they did different things. They all got together once a year. Mom still had feelings for Albert, but she had to keep them hidden. One night, they'd rented a houseboat and had partied pretty hard. Mom snuck into Albert's room and fucked him, with his wife laying right there on the bed next to them. She was passed out drunk, as was Dad, so they didn't get caught. What they didn't plan on was; well, me. I was the result of that little tryst."
"And your dad doesn't know?"
"Nope. No one knows but mom and me."
"Good lord." I said softly. "What a screwed-up mess. And Albert wanted my wife to come down here to have sex with him, for what reason? It doesn't make sense."
"It makes perfect sense if the husband of the woman you're going to meet starts getting suspicious. Bringing another woman along to have sex with, pretty much seals the deal that he isn't coming here to meet a woman, right?"
"So, all this time he's been playing around with other women in his office, Amanda, trying to get her to seduce him. It was all a game? All just to keep your dad from figuring out that he was sneaking off down here to fuck his wife?"
"That's it! Pretty crazy right? Cheat with women in the open, to keep the one you really want to be with concealed? Takes a lawyer to think that one up, doesn't it?"
"I seriously underestimated him. He's WAY more devious than I guessed."
"I wouldn't worry. If you did what you said, you told his wife that he was cheating on her, this whole thing is going to blow up like a keg of dynamite. Erica's not exactly Lilly white either."
"Erica?"
"Erica Lewis. The third partner? She's been screwing dad off and on for a couple years. Ever since her divorce. She called him on the night her divorce was final and asked him to come over and help her throw out her ex's shit. He went over and she was pretty drunk. I guess she spent two hours fucking his brains out. They've been occasionally doing the friends with benefits thing. You know, about every two months or so?"
"Oh damn, so while your mom is down here having at it with Albert, your dad is screwing Erica, and they're all keeping it a secret from each other?"
"That's the size of it."
"How the hell did you find that out, if you're with your mom when she comes?"
"Erica got a little drunk one night and let something slip that made me wonder. Didn't take much to put the pieces together. Surprising what you can learn if you sneak a camera into someone's bedroom. For a forty-three-year-old woman, she can really get it on! I hope I'm that energetic when I get that old."
"She, your mom? Or Erica?"
"Both!" she said with a grin. "Though I doubt either could keep up with me."
"Good god. This is going to be a real disaster. Not that it matters, I guess. She already turned in her resignation."
"Well, it is what it is. If Kayle makes a stink, Albert will just tell her to get lost, and probably try to get mom to come with him. Since dad doesn't know they're fucking behind his back, he'll object, until some little birdy lets on that he and Erica have been fucking each other too."
"And you're that little birdie?"
"Something like that. Now, how about a little fucking?"
"Honey! Would you come in please?" We heard Christine call from the back of the bungalow. I was surprised how far out the gentle waves had moved us, the long shallow beach extending a surprising distance from the bungalow.
"Be right there." She called back, before swearing softly. "There goes my fuck I was gonna get."
I pulled out of her pussy and helped her up, the water almost to our knees with the waves occasionally washing up almost to the middle of my thighs. We'd been floating on those gentle waves, the two of us tied together with our body parts. We waded back in and climbed the stairs. I stopped at the top and stared through the bug netting in shock. Albert!
"Seems we have company." Alexi said, as she pulled me through the hanging mosquito netting. "Albert! I didn't think you were coming!"
He looked at my wife with a frown. "I wasn't sure either. Not after my plane tickets and everything disappeared. Didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what happened." He looked at me. "Have you been enjoying yourself?"
"Well, to be honest. I have."
"Seems you enjoyed my wife as well. I hope it was good. She was doing her best to make me angry."
"Looked like she did."
"She did. I told her to get her divorce." He looked at Christine. "Looks like I'm going to be single. Is there anything you want to do about it?"
"You know I do. I just don't want to make a scene with Justin. You know how much of a prick he can be when he wants to be. I'm sure he'll try and take me for as much as he can."
"Mama is lots richer than Justin." Alexi whispered to me. "Grandpa left her the business worth like a hundred million or something like that when he passed."
"I think you have the key here. Up to you how you play it," I answered her quietly. "If they don't know about your dad and Erica."
"Yeah. Mom could use that." She said to me quietly before speaking louder to her mom. "You want to be with him, mom?"
"Of course, but your dad isn't going to let this happen. He'll fight it tooth and nail."
"I bet he doesn't."
"No? Why is that?"
"You wanna know where he is right now? Well, probably is right now."
"Okay, where?"
"With Erica. Every time we take one of these trips, he spends the time with Erica."
"And just how do you know this?" She asked, with a furrowed brow.
"Because I hid a camera in your bedroom one time. They spent hours fucking."
"In my bed!?"
Alexi laughed. "Where the hell else would they do it?"
"Oh god damn him."
"Hey! What are you mad about? You can show him the video and tell him you want a nice quiet divorce. No fuss, no muss. He can be with her, and you can be with him and everyone's happy, right?"
"Except you." Her mother said. "You're going to lose your little vacation trips here."
"Guess I better make the most of this now then, right?"
Christine looked at her daughter for several seconds before nodding in understanding. "Amanda. Since what you're doing here is sorta stealing, since you don't work for the company anymore. What do you say we let you continue on and we'll pay the whole trip."
"What's the catch?"
"Let Albert and me have this bungalow...alone."
"And we take Alexi to ours?"
Christine smiled. "Smart girl."
Amanda looked at me as if she wanted to refuse and then frowned. "Okay." She agreed quietly, she looked over at Alexi. "Get your stuff."
We drove back to our bungalow with Alexi and her single little suitcase. I could tell that Amanda wasn't exactly happy, but I wasn't all that sure exactly what it was that was making her unhappy. Was it that we were going to be hosting Alexi and it would mess up something she had planned, or was it that we were going to snuggle tonight and now that was going to be much less intimate. I really couldn't tell.
"Here we are," I said, as I pulled up to the bungalow walkway.
"So, we're all going to share the bed?" Alexi asked with a grin, setting her suitcase down and walking to the bed. She crawled onto it and then laid out, spreading her legs and arms so she was completely exposed to both of us. "Who wants me first?"
"First?" Amanda asked, her with raised eyebrows.
"Unless you wanna go at the same time. I'm good with just about anything, as long as I get a cock in my pussy sooner or later."
"Just how much 'anything' have you done?" Amanda asked, walking over and sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Well, let's see; I've done as many as five guys at once..."
"Five at once? What the hell do you do with five guys?"
Alexi chuckled. "One in my mouth, one in my ass, one in my pussy and one in each hand."
"Jesus," Amanda whispered. "How can you do that? Let that many guys take you at once?"
"It's actually pretty fun. You've never done multiple guys at once?"
"Two is my limit, and that was only once. It wasn't a fun experience."
"You never had a guy in your ass and pussy at the same time!? God, it feels so fucking wild to do that."
"I've never had one in the back door, ever!"
"I bet we can fix that!"
"I'm not sure I want to."
"So, what do we want to do? I'm fucking horny as hell. I was so ready to let him fuck me in the water."
"That sounds like a good idea. Why don't you take him out and fuck him in the ocean. When you come back, we can get some sleep!"
"I like that idea." She answered, crawling off the bed. "Come on Barry. Come fuck me in the ocean!"
She almost ran across the room to where I was standing and pulled me by the hand across the room, through the mesh curtain and out onto the deck. It didn't take long before she had me down the stairs and into the water. The tide must have been coming in, because the water was up to my thighs as we stepped down into the soft sand bottom. She pulled me out away from the bungalow into the night, the moon, already well above the horizon, and making her creamy white shin shine almost blueish. She stopped with the water almost up to my dick and turned to face me. "Ever done it like this?" She asked, stepping to face me, her arms reaching up around my neck.
"Yeah. In a lake." I answered.
"Oh cool, now you can say you did it in the ocean this way. Just put it in. I'm way ready, already. No point in wasting your energy on foreplay."
"That what you want? Wham bam, thank you ma'am?"
"Haven't heard it put quite that way before, but yeah, that's pretty much the idea."
"If that's what you want." I grasped my cock, which was hard, but not massively hard yet. I squatted down a little and rubbed my head between her legs, stroking her soft lips. "Damn, you're wet!" I whispered, as I smeared the juices from her pussy over and around my head. I nestled it into the entrance of her pussy and pushed slowly into her, letting her vagina expand around me.
"Oh yeah. That's what I've been needing for weeks!"
"You haven't had sex in weeks? What about your husband?"
"Too damn busy working on some big project." She moaned. "His loss, your gain. You can make me come as many times as you want." We stood in the waves and I started to stroke myself in and out of her. I could tell my cock was rubbing her clit, as her hips pushed back at me, her moans growing from soft, quiet little things, to loud, gasping grunts as she pushed at me more forcefully. We shoved my cock hard into her, over and over, pushing her climax closer and closer. "Oh fuck me baby! Here it comes. Oh God. It's gonna be a good one. You have such a fucking, sweet cock!" She slammed her thighs into mine, as she balanced herself, hanging back with her hands behind my neck. She pumped her hips in time with mine, our wet thighs slapping together with each stroke. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed into the night, as her body was going rigid, as her legs trembled and shook. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around me as she came, moaning and grunting in pleasure.
As her climax passed, she softly moaned. "Fuck that was good. Now keep going. I know there's at least one or two more of those in there."
"Seriously?"
"Oh, hell yeah. I can sometimes come five or six times for my husband before he just can't go any more."
"Don't think I've ever done anything like that." I answered, starting to stroke in and out of her again. I felt my cock sliding in and out of her wetness, her vagina squeezing me tighter after her first climax. I could almost feel it quiver slightly as plunged in and out of her, stopping every few strokes to just hold it there while I caught my breath.
"Getting tired?" She asked. "Let me." She shifted her hands to my hips and used her hips to drive herself on and off my dick. I slid my hands from her hips up to her tits, cupping each firm orb and using my thumbs and fingers to squeeze her hard pink nipples. "Oh yeah. Do that. Ohhh God yes. Gonna' make it happen again!" She gasped, as I pulled and pinched her nipples, my hips moving almost automatically in time with hers, to stroke my fat cock in and out of her. "Oh yessss. Oh fuck. Gonna come. Oh God. Gonna come!" She squeaked in a high pitched voice, moments before she froze in place, her whole body trembling and shaking with a second climax, or more correctly, a resurgence of her last one. She panted and moaned in pleasure as I worked my hips very slowly, sliding my engorged head in and out of her spasming pussy.
I stopped teasing her nipples and just held her tits as she stood panting, trying to catch her breath. "You haven't come yet." She panted.
"Not yet."
"Here, how about this way?" She asked as she pulled off of me. She turned around and bent over, reaching behind her butt for my dick. She guided me to her and then pushed back, forcing herself back over my slick shaft. "Now, fuck me hard. Give me everything you have. I love to feel a man come in me, so let he have it all!"
I gripped her hips and started to plunge into her, the waves washing around our thighs as I drove into her over and over. Each stroke slapped my body against her ass, making her slightly hanging tits swing under her chest, each creamy white orb giving me just the slightest glimpse of its side as they swung wildly. I drove into her hard, my head hitting the end of her depths, sending little tingles into my dick. I held her and fucked her, but my mind was elsewhere. It was Amanda I wanted out here right now, with my cock driving into her, not Alexi. I slowed my strokes and then stopped.
"Is everything alright?" She asked, looking back at me as I stood with my dick deep in her pussy, my hands holding her hips.
"Yeah. Just the wrong woman." I answered. She pulled off of me and turned to look at me quizzically. "You're not the woman I was planning on doing this with tonight." I answered her unasked question softly.
"Ahhhh. Amanda. I kinda horned in, didn't I?"
"Kinda." I admitted.
"We can fix that." She said, taking my hand. We waded back to the Bungalow and up the steps. The lights were out, which made me suspect that she was asleep, or trying to be. We stepped through the hanging mosquito netting and found the glass doors closed to seal off the bungalow from the night. The curtains were also pulled closed so I couldn't look in. I tried the door and found it locked. "I think someone is upset." Alexi said softly.
"Shit." I swore quietly. I knocked on the window and called out Amanda's name, but got no response.
"Well, I guess we sleep outside tonight." She said with a frown. "Have to admit, I haven't been locked out for an awfully long time."
I couldn't help but think this was what I had expected. What she had been showing me was little more than an act. Her true colors were now coming out again, cold, vindictive and petty. There were two lounge chairs on the decking. We might not have blankets, but at least they were inside the mosquito netting. We each took one and settled down to try and get some sleep.
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I felt her climb onto the chair, gently, slowly, easing herself onto the lounge chair. I left my eyes closed, pretending to sleep, not wanting to encourage her. Last thing I needed, was for Amanda to wake up and find Alexi fucking me. I knew it was morning. The sun was coming up high enough, on the other side of the island, for the early sunbeams to break over the trees and light the ocean waves. I knew because it had been a lousy night's sleep. I knew, because the unfamiliar jungle bird sounds kept waking me. I knew, because I was still irritated at Amanda for locking me out, no locking US out, after it was her idea to have Alexi stay with us. I guess that isn't completely fair. We didn't exactly have a lot of choice in the matter once Albert showed up.
I felt a hot wet mouth close around my flaccid dick, gently licking and teasing me. As much as I didn't want it, my body couldn't help but get turned on. I could feel my cock hardening in her grasp and mouth, her tongue teasing around my engorged head, as she slowly, teasingly, bobbed her head up and down my growing shaft.
Her mouth left my, now hard, dick and I felt her slowly, very carefully, almost as if she didn't want to wake me, crawl up my body, her knees marching up along my legs and then my hips. I felt her hand gasp my shaft again, but in a different way. I knew what was next. I loved this position more than any other, so it was hard to pretend to sleep, while she rubbed my mushroom head between her lips. She teased the tip of my head between her lips and across her clit, teasing herself as much as me. I felt the tip of my, now engorged, head tease over and across her clit with more force, her hand circling it over and around the hard nub. I heard a soft moan and then felt my head being pushed back, back to the entrance of her depths. I felt her weight lower onto me, forcing her entrance to have to expand to allow me in. She moaned again, as she let more weight down on me, my fat head now spreading her enough to slip into her. She slid easily down my shaft, her lips lubricated with her own juices, and my shaft with her saliva.
"Oh damn," I groaned, unable to keep up the pretense, as she sunk down the length of my shaft. I opened my eyes, looking up at the woman on my lap, expecting to find an incredibly gorgeous, possibly the most beautiful redhead I'd ever laid eyes on, sitting on my lap, looking down at me. But that wasn't who it was. Instead, I saw the very familiar face of my wife, looking down at me, a small, but very timid smile on her lips. She sat on me with that almost concerned look on her face.
"You didn't come to bed with me." She whispered, looking over her shoulder briefly at the other lounge chair, the one with that redhead I'd expected to see, sleeping on it, a frown appearing on her face briefly.
"You locked us out."
She looked back at me in surprise. "What? No, I didn't."
"It was locked when we came back and I knocked on the window and called to you. When you didn't answer, I figured you were pissed at me and locked me out."
"I didn't! At least I don't think I did. I closed it. I didn't want to hear you two fucking, so I closed it and went to bed."
"Well, you missed out, because I was coming back to get you, and take you out there and do it. I gave her two climaxes and figured that was enough."
"So, you didn't finish with her?" She asked, with furrowed eyebrows. "I would have thought, a good-looking young woman like her. You would have...you know."
I chuckled at how bashful she suddenly gets, when she talks about certain sex things, like climaxing, at least when she's not intentionally trying to be crude for effect. "No...I didn't...you know. I was out there and I wanted it to be you. But that kinda went up in smoke when you locked us out."
"I'm sorry lover." She said, leaning down toward me. She pressed her lips to mine in a soft kiss. "I really am sorry." She whispered, as she broke the kiss.
"Look, would you two stop waking me up? Just go out there and fuck already!" Alexi said, from where she lay.
"Maybe we should. Otherwise, we can stay right here and I can ride you until we both come." She said, with a naughty little grin.
"I like that idea just fine." I answered. She pushed herself upright again and then, resting her hands on my chest, began to slowly lift and lower herself. She moved slowly, making sure she didn't accidently pull off my partly softened dick. She reached for my hands and pulled them to her tits, letting me cup them and stroke my thumbs across her hard nipples. I could feel myself hardening inside her, and she did as well, making her strokes longer as my shaft grew longer in her. She was soon bouncing up and down energetically, her bare ass slapping on my thighs with each downward stroke. She looked me in the eyes, as she rode me, concentrating on making her motions chance with almost every stroke, her hips rocking slightly, as she stroked herself up and down on me.
"You better come soon. I don't know how long I can do this."
"It'll be little bit yet. You know how long I can go, first thing in the morning," I said, with a little smile. I was actually enjoying the ride very much and really didn't want to hurry it. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Alexi stand up and step to us. She moved to the end of the almost completely reclined chair, and stepped one foot over my head. With one foot on the back of the chair near my head, and the other on the deck, she had her pussy in full view of me, while she faced Amanda.
"If you're gonna make me all horny as fuck, you better make sure to make me come." she said, as she pushed her pussy toward my face. She reached for my hands on Amanda's tits and pulled them to her own chest and then reached for Amanda's tits. "There...now we can all have fun," Alexi said, as she lowered her pussy the last few inches to my face. She pressed her soft pink lips to mine, moaning softly, as I reflexively licked her slit and pushed my tongue between those pink lips.
I had to admit, between the two of them my ability to hold myself off longer in the morning, was being challenged. I could hear my wife's moans, nearly being drowned out by Alexi's gasps and moans. I could taste her tangy juices quickly growing sweet, as she leaked onto my face. "Oh fuck, make me come baby! Make me come all over your face!"
"SHIT!" Amanda cried loudly a few moments later, her pussy squeezing around me and slamming down onto my lap. She sat on me, shuddering and trembling. I liked to watch her climax, I always had. But this time I couldn't see anything but Alexi's cute little ass.
"Okay, your turn..." Amanda said, as she shakingly pulled herself off my dick. I felt her climb off the chair and then Alexi pulled her pussy from my face. She moved quickly down my body and still facing away from me, grasped my cock, aiming it at her pussy. She slammed herself down on me, driving my lubricated cock into her sopping wet pussy in one stroke. She sat on my lap, my cock deep in her, as she trembled and shuddered, apparently so close to climax from my licking her clit, that she started to climax just from the feeling of me sliding into her.
She sat for a few moments, and then began to lift and lower herself. I looked past her to see Amanda reclined in the other chair, the one that Alexi had slept in, her legs spread and her fingers teasing her recently climaxed pussy. I watched her watch us, as Alexi began to ride me, urgently; her ass slapping down hard on me, almost as fast as she could move it. Up and down, she bounced her ass, half bent over, almost as if she were twerking on my cock. I could hear her moans and gasps of pleasure as she drove herself down onto me, over and over, my head banging against the end of her tunnel with each stroke. Up and down her cute little ass flew, driving her climax on and on. She hadn't ever really finished climaxing; she just kept it going with her constant pumping on my cock.
I watched Amanda watch us, one finger now slipping into her pussy, while her free hand teased one of her nipples. I was a bit surprised, that even though she'd already climaxed, she was quickly getting turned on again. I wondered just how far she would take it, sitting there, her legs spread wider now, two fingers sliding in and out of her pussy. I wondered if she'd climax a second time, watching Alexi fuck my cock wildly. As much as I wanted to make this last longer, I couldn't. It had pushed my excitement to the limits and my body jerked hard. I started coming inside Alexi, shot after shot of cum lancing deep into her pussy, as she slammed down and held herself on me. She moaned how good it felt to have me pumping her full as she sat on me, taking it all in.
I'd barely stopped pumping my cum into her and she was off my dick. She moved quickly to where Amanda reclined, and crawled half onto the chair. She lowered her face to Amanda's pussy and pushed her hand aside. I could just barely see past her face and see her push two fingers into Amanda. "Come on honey. Come for me. Let your man see you come fucking hard. Let it all out. Let's see just how hard we can make you come!" She said, as she moved up the chair further. She lowered her face to one of Amanda's tits and got a massive moan as she sucked the nipple into her mouth. Her fingers plunged in and out of Amanda's pussy, almost as fast as she'd been fucking my cock. Amanda moaned and gasped as her climax built, her hands holding the back of Alexi's head to pull it to her tit.
"SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!" Amanda cried loudly, as her whole body jerked and shuddered. Alexi quickly rolled herself onto one of Amanda's legs, exposing her pussy to my view. I was surprised to see a stream of juices squirt from Amanda's pussy into the air, nearly hitting my feet as it sailed back down to the decking. A second time she tensed and sent a stream into the air. I'd seen her squirt a couple times over the years. But nothing as hard as this. The third stream of her juices seemed almost harder than the first two, her hips now rocked differently so that her stream was sent higher into the air before coming down to splatter on the decking like she was peeing.
"That's it honey, feel that climax! Let it take you all the way over."
"Oh God, stop." Amanda gasped, reaching for Alexi's hand and pushing it from her pussy. "No more. Oh God... No more please."
Alexi crawled off Amanda and looked over at me, looking very pleased with herself. Without a word she slipped through the mosquito netting and walked down to the water. She waded out away from the bungalow until she was nearly tit deep, leaving the two of us alone.
"That looked intense."
"Shit, it was! I don't know exactly what she did, but damn she did it good!" Amanda panted, as she lay there looking at me. "Did you enjoy filling her pussy?"
"I thought you wanted it."
"I did. But I figured I'd get plenty of it. Might as well let her have a little."
"I don't understand you at all." I said, shaking my head.
"You're not supposed to." She said, as she moved off the chair and came to mine. She crawled onto me and lay on me, putting her face in front of mine. She held it there, inches from my face, waiting. I knew what she wanted. She wanted to be kissed. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her a little closer before pressing my lips to hers.
"So, what do we do today?" I asked, after the second kiss was finished.
"You mean besides finding interesting places to let me fuck your brains out?" And there it was again, that intentional crudeness that I knew was not real. It made it hard for me to believe that she meant what she said, and that it wasn't just some act. "What? You don't want me to fuck your brains out?"
I sighed deeply before answering. "Amanda. You and I both know that you don't talk like that. You never have, even when we were first married. You rarely use the word fuck at all, let alone to describe sex."
"But that's what you want, right? You want me to be a slutty little whore for you, fucking anywhere and everywhere. That's what Liang did, wasn't it? Not only fuck you anywhere, but run around naked all the time and get other women to fuck you too? That is what she did, wasn't it?"
"I won't deny she did. But I also said she was over the top. How about we drop this to some realistic expectations here. I don't expect you to change overnight. I certainly didn't have any expectation or even wish for you to turn into a slut. That implies that you want to spread your legs for other guys at the drop of a hat. That isn't what I want. Yes, you brought me here, yes you let me buy you some very slutty dresses. But damn, why can't you just try to be yourself, instead of trying to be sluttier than Liang?"
"Those dresses you bought me. I've worn them. Hell, I wore one all the way here. That was what you intended right, for other guys to check out my stuff?"
"Actually, not exactly. What I like is to be teased by you. That includes dressing in things that COULD allow some other guy to check out your stuff, but that doesn't mean I want you to show it to them. I want you to show it to me! If it gets you turned on to give some dude a little flash, then fine. I can deal with that, as long as you're not spreading your legs for 'em. I know you just went through something pretty traumatic. I get that. After what they did to you, I'd be a little screwed up too. I get that you suddenly want to change to keep me and, God knows why, you want to suddenly make sure that we stay together no matter what. I don't completely understand it, but I get that you do. But if this is going to work, I need you to be what you're gonna be, going down the road, long term. Not just a few weeks of over-the-top crazy shit."
"So, if I say I'm not good with you fucking these other women, you'd stop?"
"Why do you think I wouldn't?"
"That was an evasive answer. So yes, or no? Okay. Fine. I'll tell you why I think you wouldn't. I think that you've been like a thirsty man for the last four or five years, and now you've been thrown into a lake and told that you can have all of it you can take. Liang saw to that. She didn't just fuck you, she made sure you had plenty to sample. I don't even know how many different women you've fucked in the last few weeks. Enough, I'm sure, to give you lots to think about. How do I compete against that? I mean, what did you do last night? Instead of having sex with me in the surf and then snuggle me all night, you went out there and fucked Alexi. Not once, but two or three times. How do I fit into that?"
"It wasn't my choice. I kind of got forced into that. I wanted to snuggle and sleep with you."
"It wasn't like you objected to fucking her out there."
"No...I didn't, I guess. I suppose I should have."
"Yes, you should have. I don't mind sharing you a bit. I get that you've gotten used to a variety, but I don't want to be ignored and I can't be left out."
"You're right. I should have told her no and come to bed with you."
"Yes, you should have." She agreed. "Now that we got that settled, how about we take a shower and go have some breakfast?"
"Sounds like a good idea to me." I agreed. It took us only a few minutes to shower, since we didn't have to dress or anything. We didn't even bother to dry off. Amanda just pulled her wet hair back into a pony tail and we set off for breakfast, confident that the ride to the restaurant would dry us off. We were right, it did.
We walked into the same buffet restaurant that we had visited the night before. The biggest difference was the number of people. I could tell that Amanda was more than a little nervous, walking around naked in front of all these people, but then, they were naked too, and I could tell by the body language, that more than a few of the ladies were equally shy. She could no longer cover herself in any meaningful way, as we progressed through the buffet line, both hands being needed to hold her plate and glass. We wound through the tables, making our way to one some distance from the food line; but, also making us both walk past a lot of sitting people. What's the difference you ask? A sitting person is practically looking at your crotch as you walk past, a standing person, looking at your crotch, is definitely more obvious. By the time we sat down, Amanda was blushing brightly and I had more than a bit of a stiffy showing.
"Was it that embarrassing?" I asked her softly.
"Why?"
"You're blushing."
"I am not!" She said with a sudden frown.
"Okay, your face is red."
"It is?" she asked quickly, lifting her hands to her cheeks and covering them. "Oh my."
I looked at her for several seconds before it dawned on me. She wasn't blushing, she was flushed. "You know what? I forgot a fork. Would you be a love and run up and get me one?"
"Me? Why me?"
"Because I asked you to?"
"But... I'll have to..."
"Walk up there? Is that a problem?" She looked at me for several seconds and then with a defiant look on her face, stood up. She walked to the end of the buffet table, winding herself between the maze of tables and came back with a fork for me. She was about to sit down when I stopped her again. "Damn. No butter. We need some butter."
"Let me guess, you want me to go get some?"
"You're still standing up." She opened her mouth to object and then turned and walked back. It took her a few moments to get several packets of butter and head back. By the time she got back her face was flushed bright red. I pushed my chair back and reached out for her. I she took my hand, not sure what I was going to do, and then pulled her onto my lap, her legs both hanging over one of mine.
"What are you doing?" She hissed softly, looking around, clearly embarrassed about what she thought I might do, now that I had her on my lap.
"Checking something." I answered her with a grin. I used my fingers to try and push her legs apart a little bit.
"Stop!" She whispered forcefully as she resisted my attempt to get between her legs. "Someone will see!"
"So?"
"SO? You want everyone to see you doing that?" She said a little louder.
"Then tell me what you're embarrassed about."
"I'm not."
"You are. Either that or you're feeling turned on by something. Is it walking around with all these people looking at your sexy body?"
"No!" she said with irritation in her voice.
"Then let me see."
"Really? You wanna stick your fingers there? In here?"
"Uh huh." I nodded. "Just for a second."
"Oh fine." She said, finally allowing me to spread her legs a couple inches. I reached my fingers between her thighs and stroked her pussy gently, my pointer finger splitting her lips and feeling the wetness there. "That's what I thought."
"What is?" She almost moaned as my finger rubbed up and down her slit, stroking across her clit. "Oh shit. Don't do that!"
"Someone is seriously turned on."
"I am not." She said tersely, looking down at me.
"Really?" I asked, putting my finger tip on her clit and rubbing it in small circles. She closed her eyes and sat stiffly, trying to suppress the reaction.
"You aren't going to do what I think you are, are you?" She whispered as her hands squeezed my forearm where she was gripping me.
"Depends. Still want to tell me that you aren't turned on, walking through there naked?"
"Okay, so maybe I am a little." She said, as I continued to stroke her clit in tiny circular motions.
"I didn't think you'd get that turned on by being looked at by a bunch of guys." I said honestly.
"I'm not. It isn't that. Oh God. If you don't stop..."
"Then what is it? I won't stop unless you tell me."
"Ohhhh damn. Please..."
"Tell me."
"Oh God, you're going to think this is so silly."
"Tell me." I said, as I continued to slowly stroke her hard clit, drawing a soft moan from her.



"Alright. Just stop. Look across the room. The lady with the red scarf. She was staring at me."
I looked across the room, and there definitely was a woman with a red scarf in her hair. She was an extremely good looking thirty something, sitting alone, with her chair turned to face us, her knees spread and her fingers between her legs. Even across the room I could tell that she was staring at us. She saw me looking at her and gave me a wink and pulled her finger from her pussy to slowly stick it into her mouth like she was sucking a small cock. "Yeah. She's looking. But why would that turn you on?"
"Because she wants to have sex with me."
"How do you know that?" I asked curiously, having already come to the same conclusion.
"She stared right at me as she did this." She said as she let go of my arm and held her fingers up to her face in a V shape, and then stuck her tongue out between them. "That's what that means, isn't it? That she wants to lick my pussy, or have me lick hers?"
"Usually, but how do you know it was aimed at you?"
"Because when I stared back, more surprised than anything, she spread her legs and started stroking her pussy for me to see."
"Ahhhh...Well, we were warned that either of us could be propositioned." I answered her with a small smile, my finger still teasing her lightly.
"Would you stop, please?" She asked, a little quaver in her voice as she squeezed my hand tighter with her thighs.
"I could. Maybe she'd like to take over."
"Who?" Amanda asked quickly, looking at me and then twisting her head to see the lady with the red scarf in her hair walking toward us. She was definitely plus sized, but not unattractive by my standards. Her chest had to be at least an E cup or maybe even larger. I'd already seen that her pussy was completely shaved and her full round lips hid all of her inner labia. She made her way between the tables toward us, walking very purposefully, her eyes never leaving us. "Oh God," Amanda groaned," here she comes."
"Hello." She said, as she reached our table. "I'm Lisa."
"Hello, Lisa." I answered, with a smile. "I'm Barry and this is my wife, Amanda."
"Amanda. That's a nice name. Kind of rolls off your tongue, like pussy juice," she said huskily. She stepped closer and leaned over a bit. She reached to my wife's chin with one finger and used it to tip my wife's head back so they were looking into each other's eyes. "What do you say Amanda, wanna become my breakfast desert?" She asked, as she slowly lowered her face to Amanda's. I watched as she kissed my wife's pursed lips. Taking long seconds to try and kiss away my wife's resistance. I felt her big tits brush my arm and glanced down to see her cupping and squeezing one of my wife's tits with her free hand. It took almost a minute before my wife parted her lips and tentatively kissed back. The two continued to kiss, Amanda's kisses growing slowly more sensual, as Lisa played with her breasts and nipples and, being the devious bastard that I was, I continued to softly stroke my finger around her clit.
"I haven't even eaten yet." Amanda protested breathlessly, as they broke the kiss, my wife now trying to push my hand from between her thighs.
"Tell you what, you bring your plate outside and you can eat that while I eat that scrumptious looking pussy of yours. How's that sound?" Lisa whispered softly.
"But my husband."
"I don't mind. He can come too." She said with a giggle, punctuating her pun. She turned her face a little to look at mine, as she moved her hand from my wife's tit to pull my hand from between my wife's legs. She lifted my hand to one of her big tits and pressed it to the huge soft mound hanging down. "How about it, Barry is it? How about you come play with both of us."
"Could be fun." I answered.
"I can guarantee it." Lisa whispered before turning back to look at my wife's face again. "Come on, you know you want to. I can tell by your body how turned on you are. Let me make that into a raging climax." She continued in a loud whisper, moving her hands to my wife's. She straightened up and pulled my wife's hands to try and draw her off my lap. "Come on. Trust me, you'll be screaming in no time."
"Oh damn. I don't think..." She looked at me, as I pushed on her butt to try and coax her off my lap. "You want me to do this!?"
"I think you should honey. It might be just what you need after last night, a little fun of your own. Don't worry, I'll be right there watching."
"I bet you will!" My wife looked daggers at me for a moment, and then back to the woman who had reached down to pull her from my lap.
Lisa looked at her and smiled seductively. "Oh honey, don't worry. You are so going to enjoy this. Just let yourself feel it and have fun." As my wife lifted from my lap she looked at me. "Why don't you bring your plates and we'll all have some fun together over breakfast."
Amanda allowed herself to be pulled from my lap, partly from Lisa's pull, and partly from me sliding my hand under her ass and pushing her up, not really giving her much choice. Once standing; Lisa led her by the hand, through the tables toward the door, the looks they got from a number of couples, said they knew exactly what was happening. I grabbed our plates and both glasses of juice and followed them through the restaurant. Lisa led us to a little sitting area with tables, umbrellas and chairs, resembling a little French café. She guided Amanda to a chair and the coaxed her to sit. Once Amanda was seated, Lisa knelt down and, crawled under the little table and gently spread my wife's legs.
"Here sweetie, breakfast." I said, sitting down next to her so I could look down between her spread legs, and feed her bites of her breakfast at the same time. I sat and fed Amanda breakfast, one bite at a time, wondering just how much she would eat before she had to stop to climax. I was surprised at how long she resisted what was being done to her, before she finally let herself go. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back, as Lisa licked and fingered her, letting her climax build more swiftly. Lisa was licking, frantically pumping two fingers in and out of my wife's pussy, trying to push her to an orgasm for her, right there in front of everyone. I was pretty sure that at that moment, my wife didn't care who was looking at her, as her body started to make slight little trembles and shivers.
"Oh shit. Ohhhhh shit. She's gonna... OH HONEY! She's gonna..." My wife panted, moments before those slight trembles grew to uncontrollable shaking. "OH FUUUUUCK!" she gasped loudly, as she looked down at the head between her legs, making her climax in the middle of the little café setting, at least a dozen or more couples pausing to watch. "SHIIIIIIIIT!" she gasped, as her body jerked and spasmed at the ministrations of Lisa's tongue and fingers. I watched with a smile, as her climax raced through her body, knowing there was nothing faked or pretend about this. She was climaxing in a very public place, and at the hands of another woman. "Ohhhhh damn," she panted, as Lisa pulled her wet face from between my wife's thighs.
"God, that was so fucking tasty!" Lisa said, as she crawled from under the table. "I knew you were going to be one sweet bitch, and you came so fucking much in my mouth. Yum!"
My wife looked around and realized she'd been the center of attention for quite a few couples, some of them just standing and watching, others standing and fondling each other. One woman stood behind her man just a few yards away, her arms around him, stroking his big long cock as she aimed it toward my wife invitingly. "Oh God. Did all these people just watch me climax?" She asked, as she covered her tits with one arm and her pussy with a hand.
"Yeah. It was one hell of a hot show." I said, getting a scowl from her.
"Yeah, so fucking hot, isn't it?" Lisa asked her. "It always makes me come so much harder knowing someone is watching."
"You actually LIKE people watching you?"
"Oh, fuck yes! Why do you think I hang out in the restaurant looking for hot, sexy couples?"
"And we're a hot sexy couple?" Amanda asked, as Lisa moved to sit on the small table. She looked at my wife and grinned, as she wiggled her ass onto the edge of the table. "More than you might know. Shit, honey, why don't you just sit there and let me introduce you to my hot little coochie." She twisted to push the plate away from in front of my wife and then wiggled herself on the table so her pussy was pointed at my wife. I wasn't sure at first if the table would hold her, but it did. She leaned back so she was resting on her elbows, her body stretching across the bulk of the table's width. She lifted and spread her legs wide, looking down past her huge tits toward my wife. "All you have to do, is do what you think would feel good to you."
"It's not like I haven't been with a woman before. I just don't know if I really like it all that much." My wife said with a frown. "Especially with a bunch of people watching."
"You mean here?" She asked with raised eyebrows. "Honey, this isn't even a crowd. You want a crowd; you should come to one of the contests. Now there's a crowd!"
"Contests?"
"Oh yeah. Down by the pool. There's one or two almost every night. Who can make their partners squirt first. Who can suck a guy off, no hands, fastest. Who can get the most scum shots into her in five minutes. You name it, there's a contest for it."
"And people watch this stuff?"
"They eat it up," she said, "so, how about you give me a little taste?"
"What about Barry?"
"I wouldn't leave him out. You lick me and I'm gonna suck his cock. If he can manage to keep from filling my mouth before you make me come, I'll let him pump me full down there."
"You really like women more than guys?" She asked.
"Honey, I love both, but I love how a woman feels, better. Personal preference. So, if you don't want your man to fuck me, take your time. If you do, then make it hard and fast and he can have the leftovers."
"God, I don't believe I'm doing this." Amanda said, shaking her head as she looked at me. "This is really the kind of thing you want me to do?"
"I'm not forcing you to do anything. This is up to you." I answered softly. I could see the conflict on her face, her desire to prove that she can be as slutty as Lian, but also hesitant at doing this, in front of people watching. With a little sigh, she turned the chair around and leaned forward, lowering her face to Lisa's pussy. She kissed her pussy lips stiffly, clearly not comfortable. It was going to be interesting to see how this turned out.
I stood at the edge of the table, near Lisa's head, and let her grip my raging hardon and guide it to her mouth. I stifled a groan, not wanting to interrupt my wife, as she took her first few tentative licks up Lisa's slit. Lisa moaned loudly around my cock, vibrating me slightly, before she increased her licking and sucking efforts. I watched my wife spread her lips, and teased her tongue deeper between Lisa's fat outer lips, tentatively reaching for her clit and then, once finding it, concentrating on licking and teasing it.
"I thought you were going to wait for us?" I heard a feminine voice say from behind me, moments before a set of arms slipped around me. Big soft tits pressed against my back and I saw Dan, the guy from dinner last night, walk over behind Amanda.
"WHAT!?" Amanda startled, as Dan slipped his hands around her body and cupped both tits.
"Shhhhh...relax." He said, as he stroked her tits. "It's just me, Dan. We were going to meet this morning and have some fun."
"Oh. Yeah. Um, hi."
"Go ahead and do what you were doing," he whispered, as he leaned down and kissed the back of her neck. One of his hands slipped down to her lap from her chest as he continued to stroke her left nipple. "Why don't you spread them just a little." He said softly as his hand tried to move between my wife's thighs. She pulled her head from between Lisa's legs again to look back at him and then, with another sigh, turned back again, spreading her legs as far as the chair would allow. "That a girl." He said, as he started to rub her pussy.
"God that looks so fucking sexy, doesn't it? Her licking Lisa like that and him playing with her. God, it's making me sooooo fucking randy!"
"You know Lisa?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah. She invited us to play after lunch yesterday."
"And you did this?"
Sherri laughed softly. "And more. She really loves getting it in public."
"I'm getting that idea," I answered, mostly distracted by Lisa very slowly stroking my cock with her mouth and hand, her eyes looking up at me brightly. Sherri began to stroke my chest with one hand, moving the other to one of Lisa's huge tits. She massaged and squeezed it before shifting her grip to her nipple.
"Why don't you do the other one." Sherri suggested in a whisper.
I reached out to Lisa's other tit and gripped her nipple, twisting and squeezing it like Sherri was doing. Lisa pulled her mouth off of my dick and looked up at us. "I dare you to fuck her while she sucks my tits. I love having my tits sucked while I'm being eaten out!"
"Can we?" Sherri asked from behind me. "I'm horny as hell, I wouldn't mind."
I looked over at Amanda, Dan standing behind her, his arms around her, stroking both her pussy and one of her tits. "Sure, why not."
We changed places and Sherri bent over to lower her face to Lisa's tits. She engulfed the nipple of one of her huge soft tits with her mouth and sucked it in, stretching and pulling the soft tissue, drawing an appreciative moan from Lisa. I grasped my dick and rubbed up and down between Sherri's, now exposed, pussy lips, rubbing between her soft lips to find her vaginal opening. I pressed forward, getting a groan from her as my saliva covered dick slowly slid into her. I held her hips and began to stroke in and out of her wet confines. As I felt fingers brush my balls, I realized that Lisa had moved one hand between Sherri's legs and was stroking her clit, as I worked my cock in and out. This was by far the closest thing to an orgy that I had ever been part of, and was also the most public sex that I'd done. I had to admit, it was kind of exhilarating to be stroking into this woman, while I was being watched by almost a dozen couples, some of them touching each other and two couples, actually fucking as they watched us.
I stroked in and out of Sherri, driving hard into her, as she sucked, first one and then the other, of Lisa's huge tits, her own tits swinging wildly as they hung below her chest. I bent and grabbed one for a moment, squeezing her nipple before having to release it to straighten up again. I looked down at my wife, Dan's fingers teasing her pussy, while she frantically plunged two fingers in and out of Lisa's pussy, both of them pushed closer and closer to climax.
As I watched my wife try and make Lisa come, Lisa's moans of pleasure and gasps and mumbles of 'fuck me' and 'lick me' were quickly replaced with loud cries of "OHHHHHH FUCK YES! HERE IT COMES BABY!" Her legs, bent so her feet could rest on Amanda's shoulders, began to tremble and I suspected she was about to climax for my wife.
I drove in and out of Sherri with abandon, my mind completely ignoring the moans and groans of other couples, as I watched my wife, my conservative, ice cold wife, frantically trying to make another woman come in public. I knew I was close, but I was trying to hold back, waiting for her to make Lisa come. In and out of Sherri I plunged, driving her toward climax along with me. I wasn't exactly sure who started coming first, but it was clear that Lisa's climax was massive.
"FUUUUUUCK YES!" She screamed, as her whole body jerked and stiffened. I saw her pussy gush a stream of juices out at my wife, splattering on her face, and partly squirting straight into her mouth. She pulled back in surprise, as Lisa squirted again, and again, and even again, her juices squirting into the air, to land on both Dan and my wife.
Sherri froze and shuddered silently, as her climax took over her body, her pussy clenching tightly around me as I tried to keep stroking, but only for a few moments. Only a few moments because the sudden change in tightness was enough to push me over the edge as well. My body bucked, jamming my cock into her, surges of pent up cum flowing deep into her pussy, as I watched Lisa's juices dripping down my wife's face and hair, onto her tits to make small trickles running down her body.
Amanda looked at me with a shocked expression, clearly not sure what to do, as Lisa continued to moan, her fingers stroking her own pussy, until she squirted another long stream into the air, once again landing on Dan and my wife. Finally, my wife stood up and tried to wipe the girl cum off her face, with a disgusted look, just in time for Lisa to shoot yet another long squirt of her juices out to splatter all over my wife's tits and stomach.
"FUCK YEA! God yes! Someone fuck me! Someone give me a hard cock!" Lisa cried.
Dan, apparently not bothered by being covered in Lisa's juices, stepped around gently pushing Amanda back. He grasped his raging hardon and plunged it onto Lisa without hesitation. He grabbed her ankles and lifted them high and wide, and then began to plunge himself into her, driving hard into her pussy over and over.
"FUCK YES! FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARD! OH GOD YES! GONNA COME AGAIN!" she screamed, as her body shook and trembled again, moments later, Lisa squirted yet another stream out, this one splattering on Dan's pelvis. Some of her stream deflected back onto Lisa, but most ended up running down his body or dripping to the ground-up rubber that made up the pavement of the little café area.
"FUCK YEAH!" Dan gasped, before his body jerked and he started pumping shot after shot of cum into Lisa. "Ohhhh God yes. I love seeing a woman squirt, and fuck Lisa, you come like a damn fire hose!" He panted, as he stood there, his cock still twitching inside Lisa.
"You don't do half bad yourself." Lisa answered, between gasps of air. "Fuck Amanda. You might not think you know how to treat a woman, but FUCK you did a good job. All of you did."
I looked over at Amanda, standing there, Lisa still dripping off of her, staring at me in shock. I pulled from Sherri and stepped to her, my dripping cock wagging side to side as I walked to her. "Jesus, I'm disgusting!" She said quietly, as she held her arms out from her body awkwardly, looking up at me with that shocked look.
"I think it was pretty damn hot looking." I said, as I stepped toward her, trying to wrap my arms around her. She stepped back and looked at me like I had three heads.
"You don't want to do that! I'm covered in... I don't know what?"
I stepped toward her again, this time not letting her step back from me. I pulled her toward me and pressed my body to hers. I lowered my face to her wet face and tried to kiss her, but she pulled back and twisted her head. "NO! I'm covered in pussy!"
"Yeah, I know," I chuckled, "I can't remember the last time you looked so beautiful!"
"You're sick!" She said with a frown, as I lowered my face back to hers again, but this time she allowed me to kiss her. At first, she just stood there and took it, but after a few dozen seconds passed, she let her arms close around my back and kissed me back, both of us soon sharing a very erotic kiss. "I need a shower now." She whispered when we broke the kiss.
"I know a place we can get one." I chuckled.
"I also need to be fucked." She whispered. "But not here please?"
"Got a little turned on with Dan?"
"A bit."
I looked over at Sherri. "Bungalow seventeen in about half an hour?"
She grinned and nodded, as I let Amanda turn in my arms and led her toward where we parked the little cart, my arm around her as our hips bumped together with each step. We had to walk between a number of couples that had been watching us. At least two whispered things that made it clear they wouldn't mind playing with us, but at that moment I was interested in only one thing.



We left the curtains open as we showered, enjoying the sight of the ocean as we washed each other. Alexi was lying in one of the lounge chairs, playing with herself, as she watched us wash each other. Long before we were done, we'd succeeded in teasing each other to the point of no return, we were still in the shower, Amanda's tits pressed to the glass wall facing the ocean, while I fucked her from behind when the doorbell rang. While Amanda had already climaxed, I hadn't yet, and was disappointed, when she pushed me away and told me to answer the door.
"Hey there!" Sherri said, as they stood in front of the door I'd just opened. "Did we come too soon?" She asked as she looked down at my dick, "or maybe we're just exactly on time?"
"It's fine!" Amanda called from where she was drying off. "It just means he'll be all the hornier when we get to the beach. Where are we going, by the way?"
"I don't know what it's called," Dan answered. "There are a lot of them. Some are more private than others."
"And some are just plain designed for fucking in public." Sherri added. "Which was what we tried yesterday, for the first time."
"Seems like you enjoyed it, based on breakfast." Amanda said, as she opened the suitcase and pulled out a baseball cap and put it on, pulling her short hair out the hole in the back to make it into a pony tail. She pulled out a second hat and tossed it to me and then a bottle of sunblock. "Haven't had to pack this little to go to a beach in like...well, ever."
"I know. I'm so used to having to keep adjusting my bikini so I don't flash anyone, and here, well, what bikini?"
"You're well-tanned, already." Amanda told Sherri. "I guess we're ready."
We followed them out and got into our cart. It wasn't a long drive before we reached a little parking area. There was a red circle with a 1 in it, next to the start of a sandy path that clearly led to a beach. We got out and followed the trail until we stepped out onto a wide sandy beach with half a dozen curtained cabanas scattered around. There was a small area near the trees that was obviously a bar, with three naked women and two equally naked guys reclining on lounge chairs. We stepped out and a small young lady got up and trotted over to us. Dan told her we'd like to share a cabana, and she led us to a vacant one. After describing the various drinks and, um, services, that were available, she trotted back to the bar.
"Will they really put sunblock on you?" Amanda asked Sherri.
"I had one do me yesterday. He started on the front and didn't stop until he had me done from head to toe. He even made sure that I was fully taken care of inside too."
"He fucked you?"
"Oh yeah. VERY energetic!" She said with a giggle.
"And what was Dan doing while he was taking care of you?"
"One of the girls was doing the same to him. But since we're sharing, I thought maybe we'd like to take care of each other's spouse. Just for sunblock I mean."
"And not that hardon Barry has?" Amanda asked, with a knowing grin. "Alright. Dan's already fucked me once. Why not again?"
There wasn't any undressing to do, obviously, so Sherri and I started to apply sunscreen to each other at the same time, Sherri clearly having an enjoyable time stroking my dick every chance she got, and encouraging me to stroke her tits and pussy with my slick hands. Once our fronts were done, she had me lay down and applied sunblock to my back. She teased my butt with her hands, and made me jump in surprise as she stroked down between my legs and over my puckered anus. She seemed to delight in my reaction, stroking across it several times while giggling. She declared me done, and then lay where I had been to do her back. I started at her shoulders and worked my way down her body, making sure to get between her thighs and around her bare ass.
I sort of wanted to tease her back, so I climbed over her legs and sat on the back of her thighs, pushing my dick down. I didn't push into her pussy, at least not right away. I used my engorged head to stroke over and around her little rosebud, but instead of making her jump or wiggle, she simply moaned softly as if she were anticipating me pushing my fat cock into her.
"Oh fuck," I heard Amanda groan, drawing my attention. Dan was sitting much like I was, rubbing the cream into her back and butt cheeks, but his dick was between her legs, and with each stroke up her back, I could tell he was pushing into her further. I knew I shouldn't be upset. Hell, how many women had I fucked in the last two weeks, and I was suddenly feeling irritated, at a husband of one sticking his dick into my wife? Silly, wasn't it? At least, that's what I thought to myself, as I was coaxing her to turn over onto her back again. I settled myself on the pad on my knees, Sherri laying with one leg on either side of me, my hard dick resting against her pussy.
I waited until I could see Dan glance over at me and then I pushed my dick slowly into her, making sure he saw every inch slide into her. Sherri moaned loudly in pleasure, as I sunk into her. I leaned over her, shifting so I could keep my cock buried in her, as I lowered my face to one of her big tits. I drew another moan as I sucked her nipple into my mouth, pulling it with my lips as far as her soft breast would allow, before letting it slip from my mouth with a loud slurp.
"Oh fuck," Amanda moaned, making me look over. Dan was over her now, driving his cock in and out of her, slapping his body against her bare ass, much the way I had been doing in the shower, only now laying down instead of standing. I could tell she was trying to lift in time with his strokes, clearly enjoying his attentions.
I shook my head and realized that if I was going to get jealous of any guy sticking his dick into Amanda, this wasn't ever going to work. Unless of course, I decided to go back to being exclusive with my wife. Maybe in the end I would. But right now, right now I wanted to make her work for it. I wanted her to prove that she'd do anything to keep me. If she was feeling anything like I was at that moment, it said a lot about how much effort she was putting into trying to prove it to me.
I closed my lips around her nipple again and started working my hips, pushing myself in and out of her sopping wet pussy. She was soft and wet, and she rocked herself in just the right way with each stroke, to get that climax, that I was so close to with Amanda in the shower, growing back again. She used her hands on my sides and back, stroking me and moaning softly about how good I felt inside her, how hard she was going to come and, surprisingly, how hot she thought I was. All of it was just adding to the tremendously sensual sensations radiating from my engorged head and shaft, through my whole body. She lifted and spread her legs wider as her own orgasm built.
"Oh God...I'm going to come so hard. I love doing it this way. I love feeling a cock sliding into me like this, with you sucking my nipples. Ohhhhh God yes, I'm going to come so hard for you. Are you ready baby? Are you ready to feel me coming around you? Just keep fucking me when I come. Don't stop. I don't want you to stop. Just keep going until you fill me like you did before!"
I knew I was damn close and when she started to climax only a few dozen strokes later, she almost took me with her right away. I held myself back, letting go of her tit, so I could stretch out more and look down at her face. She was in total bliss as she climaxed, her pussy squeezing tightly around me, while her legs trembled and shook uncontrollably. Her big fat nipples stuck up on each big soft mound, drawing circles in the air as I pounded into her over and over. I could feel my own climax building, encouraged by her spasming pussy and gasps of pleasure. In and out I plunged, finally letting myself go. MY body jerked hard, driving deep into her, unleashing the first huge gush of cum. Time after time my body jerked, pumping more into her until I felt spent and drained, laying on her chest, panting. She held me and stroked me, as her own trembles and shudders slowly stilled, my dick no longer continuing to excite her sensitive pussy.
"Ohhhhh yesss. That was sooooo nice." She cooed in my ear softly. "Now I know why she doesn't want to lose you. You fuck sooooo damn good."
"Your husband doesn't seem to do too bad, at least not based on what he did to Amanda out there."
She chuckled. "Seems like it. He wasn't exactly a ball of fire in the bedroom, until we did a nude beach one time. I wasn't sure I wanted to, but I did it as an anniversary present to him. I couldn't seem to keep him fucked or sucked enough, to keep him from walking around with a hardon. He must have come at least six times that day. After that, well, he was the energizer bunny in bed for about three or four weeks after that, and then it started to go back to ho hum. A friend of mine suggested that we try a sex party. It was the same thing. Fantastic sex for weeks after. So, we've just started doing things like that every once in a while. We went from having sex in front of other people, to having sex with other people, to having sex with other people in front of other people. Now, every few months we do something sex crazy.
"Like this."
"Like this."
"Does it bother you to watch him having sex with another woman?"
"It did at first. Same for him, not at the time, but after, he got really possessive about me having sex with other men, after the fact. We had to have a long talk, and if he was going to be fucking other women, I was going to get to have fun too. We agreed that what happened on our sex dates was all fair and we wouldn't talk about it after."
"Seems sensible."
"It works quite well. Probably isn't for everyone, but we enjoy it. The more public we can do it, the better we like it. Swapping, nude parties, threesomes, groups on occasion. It's all fun in its own way. We just have to remember that sex with someone else, isn't ever going to be the same as with our partner. There's more to a relationship than sex, but good sex can really make it special."
"I couldn't agree more."
"So, how about we go take a swim?" I looked over at Amanda, who was laying on her stomach yet, Dan slowly stroking in and out of her pussy from behind, clearly not ready to quit. "Trust me. He's a good lover. He won't hurt her."
"I guess we might as well then." We got up and walked from the shade of the cabana. Even for late morning, the sun was extremely bright and made you hot in only a few moments out in it. There was no doubt that if you missed anyplace with the SPF 50 sunblock, you'd be burned to a crisp in no time at all. We waded into the ocean, the swells a little bigger here, the larger ones crashing over what had to be a coral reef, a couple hundred yards from shore. There were a number of other couples enjoying the water as well, but being covered by the water made it seem almost like a normal beach. Once Dan and my wife were done, which took a surprisingly long time, they waded out to join us and we swapped our spouses back.
We spent the morning lounging in the warm ocean waters, or in the cabana, the gentle breeze stiffening somewhat, driving larger waves onto the shore. When lunch time came, we ordered a platter of various cheeses, meats and crackers, which the four of us shared, along with a number of adult beverages.
Early in the afternoon Amanda and I were 'wave bouncing', that is, standing about chest deep in the waves, and letting them lift and push us, as they rolled in toward shore. The fun part was to try and catch yourself so you ended up standing again, instead of being washed toward shore. It didn't take long for Sherri and Dan to join in, or for them to modify the game. Sherri dared us to do it competitively. Of course, you have to have some kind of benchmark for who wins. Well, Sherri came up with an interesting one. We each hold our wives, dick inserted, and the first one to get pulled out loses.
It sounded interesting enough, so we tried it. It took a little to get her wrapped around me, with my hardon stuffed into her hot box, and then wadded out deep enough to start bouncing. It didn't take long before we were tumbling through the waves, completely knocked over. To my surprise, she wanted to try again, which we did. It didn't take long for me to figure out that I needed to let her slide up and down against my body as the wave washed us. It let me keep standing more easily, and it also had the added effect of being quite pleasant in all the right places.
It didn't take too many times "losing" to us, before Sherri wanted to switch partners. I suspected that it had as much to do with still wanting to have sex with me again, which I'd been avoiding since earlier this morning. Reluctantly I agreed. We had to be quite a bit deeper in the waves for me to hold her up while we got situated, needing the water to support a bit more of her weight than I did with my wife. I waded us out a little deeper and she was soon sliding up and down my shaft with each wave that passed by, our entangled bodies lifting my feet clear off the sandy bottom and moving us back several feet with each wave.
Dan had an easier time keeping Amanda on him, and it was easily twenty minutes before Sherri and I lost, not because I lost my footing, but because she unlocked her legs from around me, as she climaxed. Her cries of pleasure also attracted a few of the other couples sharing the beach, and our little game grew to include a total of six couples.
"I think we need to mix it up!" a petite little Asian woman said as she slipped off her husband. "Whoever wins trades partners with the first loser, and so on. What do you think?"
"You really want to do that? I mean, you could end up with all of them. You really want that many guys dicks in you?" Amanda asked, with a little frown.
"Sure. It would be fun, right? Try before you buy?" She said with a grin. "Given how things ended up for your friend there, I wouldn't mind trying your husband on for size."
Amanda looked at her and then rolled her eyes. "Honey, if you want my husband to fuck you, all you have to do is ask."
"Well, I do sorta want to, but wouldn't it be more fun this way? "
"Come on Amanda! It'd be fun!" Sherri chimed in. "You don't really want to be a wet blanket, do you?"
She looked at me with her eyebrows raised in a clear question... Did I want to do this? "Up to you sweetie. We don't have to if you don't want."
She looked around, as the waves washed around our thighs. "Oh hell, why not."
"Alright. I call this big stud first!" The little Asian woman said, as she stepped toward me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself toward me, her tits pressing to my chest while she looked up at me, almost a foot shorter than I was. "Help me up?"
I looked at my wife, she just shook her head and turned to look at the other guys. "Well, what do you say?" She asked, as she moved toward a muscular guy that couldn't be more than twenty-five or so.
He grinned and stepped toward her. "Let's go for it, if you think you can handle it."
"Handle it?" She asked.
"Yeah, having another orgasm." He grinned at her.
"Oh, challenge accepted." She answered, before looking back at me. "I bet you make me come before he makes her come."
"Now that's the kind of challenge I like." He answered, reaching down to cup her butt cheeks and pull her to him, and then up his body. He had no trouble lifting her up until her tits were pressed to his face. She gasped slightly as he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. He held her up, her legs wrapping around him while he sucked her nipple, one of his hands making its way to her now exposed pussy. He let his fingers stroke between her lips, finding her clit, making her gasp even louder. "Ohhhh fuck!"
I looked down at the petite Asian woman, who looked back up at me. "Ready any time you are."
"I am Mae-Ling." She said, standing on her tip toes in the sand. "I'm more than ready." I reached down and lifted her, almost surprised at how light she was. I easily lifted her well above my dick, and was able to easily hold her up, while I moved my head between her lips. I lowered her weight down onto me, feeling her weight rest on me, her vaginal entrance stretching slowly to allow me into her. She moaned into my ear as she held herself tightly to me, almost not letting her weight down on me. Slowly she let herself slide down, once my fat head had spread her enough to slip into her. "Oh God you're big." She moaned softly, as she wiggled her hips a little to work herself fully down. I used my hands under her butt to lift and bounce her slightly, rocking my hips at the same time to stroke my cock in and out of her. As my dick became more lubricated, I slid more easily into her, my shaft now sliding in and out several inches with each stroke.
"Ready?" I asked, as I started to wade out, no longer wanting to watch or hear my wife's moans, at the attentions of the young guy having fun sucking her tits and fingering her. I waded out until I was almost chest deep, standing sideways to the rollers, allowing me to present the narrowest profile. Each wave that washed by me lifted Mae-ling up as well, lifting her up my shaft before letting her slide back down again. She moaned softly as she clung to me tightly enough to keep her from sliding off and loosely enough to allow her to slip up and down on me. She was tight, much tighter than either Amanda or Sherri, and I quickly was wondering just how long I could go before she had me shooting. Amanda had done a good job of getting me warmed up before she came, my climax tossed in the waves as the two of us were rolled by a roller during her climax.
"Oh yes, going to come." She gasped, as another wave lifted her almost off my dick and then continued on to let her slide quickly back down my shaft. Up and down the waves washed her, my cock caressing her depths, and her tight vagina teasing me in all the right places.
"Yeah, me too." I panted. "Gonna have to stop if you don't want a load."
"Who says I don't want it? I am ready if you do." She panted. "I coming very, very, soon too."
Up and down, she moved, pushing me closer and closer to shooting. I felt her pussy start to clench around me, making her incredibly tight pussy even more so. I couldn't close my eyes, needing to concentrate on the waves, lest we be bowled over by one. I felt my body tingling, little shots of lightning flowing from my cock head, as her bouncing pounded her down onto me. I felt her legs loosen as her climax started to wash over her, her whole-body trembling, as she sagged against me. I held her chest to mine and started to hump my hips toward her, my body taking over from my mind as I drove into her with abandon between each wave. Up she'd slide, down she'd slide, hump, hump, hump, I'd buck my hips, her climax seeming to grow stronger with each passing wave. Her body bucked against me as she spasmed, her pussy clenching me even tighter, moments before I gave up to the sensations. I did my best to keep standing in the waves as my climax overtook me, but I was only able to manage a few before my body betrayed me.
My cock was pumping a gush of cum deep into Mae-ling when the wave knocked us over. We both flailed to get back above water, our mutual climaxes disrupted by the rudeness of the ocean. I stood up in the trough between waves, looking for Mae-ling and finding her coming up a few yards from me. The next wave almost knocked me over. We grabbed hold of each other and waded back toward shore, the waves helping to push us along. We flopped down on the wet sand, trying to recover from nearly drowning ourselves.
"That was less than satisfying," I panted.
"It was that," she said, "but that does not say we cannot make it better, yes?"



"How are we going to do that?"
She grinned at me and then moved to her hands and knees. She turned around and then swung a leg over me, lowering her pussy toward my face, while she grasped my cock with one hand. I didn't need an interpreter to know what she had in mind. I felt her mouth engulf my, still partly hard, dick and start sucking it, while she spread her knees apart. I reached up for her hips and pulled her down to me, letting my tongue slip up between, her now spread lips. She moved her mouth on my cock slowly, teasing it with her tongue and hand, in no hurry to make anything happen but get me hard again. It didn't take all that long. Between her ministrations on my dick, and her sexy young pussy in my face, I was growing hard in her mouth surprisingly quickly.
She abruptly pulled her mouth off my dick, turned herself around and, reaching behind her to aim my dick; she pushed herself down my shaft until my engorged head was pressed to the end of her depths. She grinned down at me and started to pump her hips up and down, driving my cock into her very tight, very wet pussy. In and out she slid me, clenching her lips and moaning to herself softly. I reached up to her modestly small tits and squeezed them between my fingers and palms, making her look down at me and open her mouth, in a soft gasp. She stared at my eyes and pumped her ass up and down faster, working my shaft in and out almost as fast as I could have plunged my fingers in and out of her.
"Oh God. Going to come on you." She moaned breathlessly, as her legs started to tremble. I could feel her tight pussy clench even harder around me, almost stopping her strokes. Her work had driven my climax, that had been cut short, back to full power. I let my hands leave her tits and grab her hips, pushing her down hard on my now surging cock. "FUCK YES!" she screamed, as I forced her down hard on my engorged head, my surging shots of cum lancing against the end of her vagina and forcing her vagina to expand further, as my cum tried to squeeze between my fat shaft and her sensitive walls. I lay there panting, Mae-ling shuddering and trembling on my lap. She slowly stilled and lay down on my chest, as my cock slowly softened in her. "That was so much better, than trying to make it happen out there."
"I have to agree with that. But it's getting darn hot out here if we're not in the water."
"Then let us go cool off and we can go to your cabana?"
"You don't want to keep wave bouncing?"
"My husband is having his fun. I'm content with this." She said, wiggling a little, which unfortunately made my dick slip from her. "Oops. Gonna have to get it hard again. Come. We go cool off and then go lay in shade!"
I let her climb from me and help pull me up. We waded part way out and splashed water on ourselves and then walked back to the Cabana that Amanda and I were sharing with Dan and Sherri. We settled in the shade, letting the breeze blow the curtains around and blow over us. Mae-Ling lay down next to me and grasped my dick, gently playing with it while I watched the rest of the group playing in the surf. I couldn't help but notice that Amanda seemed to be having quite a bit of fun, as they played swap men. She ended up with the young stud again and I watched him lift her enough to suck a nipple while he played with her pussy, like he had done before, bringing her to climax again, before sliding her down onto his cock. There wasn't even pretending to be bouncing in the waves this time. He just held her, her legs stuck out behind him, pumping his cock in and out until he filled her. This time I was less irritated than I had been previously, though I didn't know why.
The rest of them spent almost another hour playing in the surf before they started to break up, Amanda walking back to where I was laying with Mae-Ling. "You have fun?" She asked me, as she stepped into the cabana and picked up one of the many towels that were provided. She started drying her hair as she looked down at me, waiting for an answer.
"It was relaxing enough." I answered her. "How about you? Have fun?"
"Surprisingly, yes. I wasn't sure I was going to, but yeah, feeling different guys in me was kind of enjoyable."
"Oh? That surprises me. I didn't think you'd want to do that."
"I didn't. I mean, I hadn't expected to like it. I was just going along to get along, but once I was doing it, it was kinda fun. I can see why you had so much fun with Liang, doing it with all those women. Did you have fun here?"
"We enjoyed ourselves." I nodded.
"Good. I'm kinda hungry. Think we should head back and get some dinner? I'd kinda like to do that fancier place for dinner."
"Sure, we can if you want."
"I do."
We didn't have hardly anything to take back with us, just the little bag with sunblock and personal items. We drove back to the bungalow and walked in while Alexi was showering.
"You two look like you got some serious sun." She said with a laugh as we walked in. "Sunblock or not, you're both a bit pink."
Amanda looked down at herself and shrugged a little. "Yeah, looks like we did."
"Tell you what, take a shower and I can help you put some aloe on before dinner."
"You want to come with us? We're going to try the main restaurant tonight."
"I'd love to. I kind of hate eating alone."
"I thought by now you'd have been shacked up with some island stud."
"Nope. Most of the single guys here are old men looking to score, which is okay for the daytime, but not all night. The staff aren't allowed to eat with the guests, or spend the night with them. So, no, I'm sorta alone for the evening."
"Well, not anymore!"
"You aren't afraid I'm going to monopolize Barry?"
"Not really. You can even fuck him if you want. My pussy is pretty worn out."
"What did you do?"
"We fucked in the surf. Not just Barry and me. But a few other couples. I got fucked so many times in three hours that I feel almost raw."
"I'm not surprised. Between the sand and the salt, ocean water doesn't make a very good lubricant."
"You sound like you know that from experience."
"Trust me, I do." She said with a laugh.
We took her advice, and showered the salt and sand off before letting her rub us down with aloe gel. I would have liked to think that she spent extra time on my dick because she wanted it, but as we lay on the bed, she spent almost as much time on Amanda's breasts and between her legs as she did on stroking my cock. I couldn't help but think about what she might have done, besides rub Amanda's pussy, if Amanda hadn't stopped her from making her come.
Covered in a light coating of aloe, we dressed, me in a pair of blue silk boxers that Amanda had gotten just for this trio, and her in a matching dark blue dress. It had a neck hole, and was basically just a long piece of material front and back, that hung down her body. There was one small gold chain with a clip on each hip, that held the material to her body. Even then, even a slight breeze would push the bottom of the very thin blue material aside, exposing her pussy to whomever. If she unclipped the gold chains, her breasts would also be easily exposed. Not that it matters that much here, since we've been running around naked, but at home, I could see some real potential if she wanted to go someplace and expose herself.
Alexi slipped on an ankle-length, see-through lace dress that hid just enough to make it alluring, and exposed just enough to make any guy, looking at her in it, hard. She was an extraordinarily beautiful young woman with an almost perfect body shape, at least to me. If I were fifteen years younger... well, anyway. We headed to dinner and were directed to a round table that could seat six. The waitress, a dark-skinned young woman, wearing a see through white thigh length dress, took our drink orders and left us with menus.
"Before you ask, the seafood here is do die for!" Alexi said quietly.
"Then maybe we should look at that." I said softly. I looked up from the menu to see the young woman, that was a hostess, walk up to our table with another couple.
"We're getting a little full. Would you mind dining with the Emersons?" She asked sweetly, her tits wiggling enticingly in the same see through white dress, that the female wait staff seemed to be wearing.
"Not at all," Alexi offered, before I could even think about it.
The new couple was seated. "I'm Eric, and this is my wife, Taylor." The new man said. He was a little older than we were, maybe forty or so. His wife, wearing what was little more than a negligee, had a pair of fantastic looking tits, affixed to a rather firm looking plus sized body. I guess she might be a size ten or twelve, but everything I could see of her body, which was everything except her pussy, looked firm and well-toned. Eric was a clearly a desk worker someplace, not overly athletic, but still not in bad shape. He clearly had eyes for Alexi as he sat down where he could easily look across the table at her.
"So how are you tonight?" Taylor asked, as the waitress brought them menus and waited to take their drink orders.
"We're doing well." Amanda answered. "Are you enjoying your stay?"
"I have to say, it's been an experience," he answered.
"Walking around naked like this," Taylor shared, "it's left me sooooo damn horny all the time. It feels sometimes like I'm dripping down my legs as I watch some of these hard cocks walk by."
"Have you been sampling them?" Alexi asked with a little grin.
"No, we haven't. We told ourselves that this was going to be exposure, not play time, but I have to admit; it was awfully tempting to let that scuba instructor fix more than my air hose."
"You must be talking about Ramone. He is one hell of a hot hunk. And he can fuck for hours." Alexi said, with that little grin still on her face.
"You know this for a fact," she asked?
"Oh yeah. He took me on a private dive one day and we almost ran out of air. He made me come five times, while we were down there."
"You had sex with him underwater?" Taylor asked, in surprise.
"Oh definitely. I mean, anyone can do it in a bed or on a sofa. The fun thing here is to do what you can't do at home."
"That does make sense. But doesn't your husband get upset with you having sex with other men?"
"He would if he knew." Alexi answered, with a soft laugh. "But I'm sure as hell not going to tell him."
Taylor looked surprised, but didn't ask any more questions, as the waitress brought their drinks, and ours, and we ordered our food.
We made small talk as we ate, discussing where we were from, what we did for a living, that kind of thing. Everything perfectly normal couples would discuss with new acquaintances over dinner. The only difference here was that I couldn't seem to make my hardon go away, as I watched Taylor's tits wiggle, each time she leaned forward for a bite of her food. The fact I was attracted to his wife's tits hadn't escaped Eric's notice, nor had the hardon in my boxers escaped my wife's notice.
"Then you two are just spending the time flashing and enjoying being naked?" Amanda asked Taylor out of the blue.
"Pretty much," she agreed.
"And you really haven't thought much about trying on someone else for size? Other than that Ramone guy that is."
"Thought about it? Sure. Done it? Not really."
"Any reason why?"
"Just that I'm not sure how I'm going to feel after. I mean, I haven't ever cheated on Eric before."
"It's not cheating if you're both there, and both agree to it. I'm sure that Eric is more than a little interested in Alexi. In fact, if you asked him right now, if he wanted to fuck her, I bet he'd say yes."
"I would not," he protested quickly!
"I didn't say you would. I said you wished you could. Be honest, she's a very good-looking young woman. What forty-year-old doesn't fantasize about fucking a gorgeous twenty-year-old?"
"Well, we probably all do."
"See? That wasn't so hard, was it? And Taylor, I bet if you saw Barry's equipment first hand, you'd be interested in trying it on as well, wouldn't you?"
"I don't know. I haven't seen it."
Amanda turned to me. "Come on sweetie. Stand up and show her. Just for a second."
"You really want me to stand up and flash her?"
"Sure. How else are you going to get her interested."
"Go ahead Barry!" Alexi added to my wife's coaxing. "You know it's a hot looking cock, and right now I can see it's hard as hell." I could feel myself blush for some reason. Alexi stood up, and stepped the short two feet to my chair and stood next to me. "Come on. I'll help."
"I don't think I need any help."
"If that were true, you'd already have stood up and showed it off. Come on. It's nothing more than you showed off this morning, right? When you fucked that woman on the patio?" She looked over at Taylor. "God, she loved getting fucked out there. It was so hot that we had half a dozen different couples watching him fuck her. BIG screaming orgasm and all."
Now I was blushing for sure, I could feel the heat of my face. "You saw that?" I asked, looking up at her.
"Oh yeah. I saw that!"
"Oh yeah. I was walking by when she was licking Amanda. God I was getting seriously turned on watching, but I didn't want to walk over and embarrass you. Fuck, you two looked hot out there!"
I rolled my eyes and looked down at my lap, not feeling the redness of my face getting any better.
"Come on. Stand up and show her."
I looked up at her again and then at Amanda, who was just sitting there grinning at me. "Oh hell, just for a second," I frowned. I stood up and pushed my silk boxers down at the same time, my hardon poking toward her, with a slight upward angle. I stood there for half dozen heartbeats, each one making my hardon bounce as she stared open mouthed. I pulled my boxers back up and then sat down, trying to go back to eating.
"Wow. Um. Yeah. That was maybe bigger than the scuba instructor."
"Now you thinking you might want to fuck it," my wife asked?
"I am now. Damn honey. What do you think? Should we think about maybe...um, you know."
"Um, I'm game, if I get to have a turn with Alexi here." He said, as Alexi sat back down to finish eating.
"I'm pretty sure that Amanda was suggesting both of us, but I could be wrong. Was that what you were thinking Amanda?"
"I'm pretty used up down there, but I wouldn't object to a little oral play. Who knows, he might even get me turned on enough to ride it for a few minutes."
"I know just the place." Alexi said, as if it were now a done deal. It took us almost fifteen more minutes to finish eating, and then we headed down from the second-floor restaurant to the patio below. "We might as well recouple here." Alexi said, taking my hand and pulling me over to where Taylor was walking with her husband. She coaxed him to let go of his wife's hand and then put mine where his had been. She then took his hand and pulled him over to Amanda, putting him between them. We walked the small road down to the sandy beach of the protected bay, the waves crashing far off shore on the coral reef. Alexi led us to a large cabana with the curtains all pulled back. She stopped and slipped off her dress. "Why don't you lay down and we'll see if we can keep you happy while Barry gives your wife that taste she wanted."
"Fuck yeah." He grunted, pushing down the little speedo suit. He stepped out of it and lay down on the bed.
Alexi crawled onto the bed and looked at Amanda. "Why don't you give him your pussy to taste while I work on his cock."
"Why not?" she agreed. I watched her take the dress off, leaving her naked. She climbed onto the bed, swinging her leg over his head and lowering her pussy to his face. She glanced over at me and grinned, almost like, 'bet you didn't expect this'.
"You ready?" Taylor asked, having stripped, while I was watching my wife. She lay down nude on the other bed and spread her legs wide, exposing her curl covered mound and pussy. I knelt down on the end and lowered my face to her pussy.
"Might as well enjoy the trip," I said, as I kissed her pussy lips. She had a significant amount of inner labia pushing from between her full, round lips, so I shifted to lay on the end of the bed, and wrapped my arms around her thighs. I spread her lips with my fingers and stroked my tongue up her slit slowly, tasting her juices and teasing her, now exposed, clit. She moaned softly as I stroked again, letting my tongue dip deeply between her lips.
"Oh God, the only man that has ever done this to me is my husband," She moaned softly!
"We don't have to. I mean, once you do this, there's no undoing it."
She turned her head to see Alexi knee walking up her husband's body. Alexi grasped his cock and aimed it at her pussy. She slowly lowered herself, letting his head press between her lips, and then his shaft sank slowly into her. "I think that decision has already been made."
"If that's what you want." I answered, lowering my face to her pussy again. I licked slowly up her slit, tasting her juices, and teasing her pussy lips. I let the tip of my tongue slide over her clit and then flick it a few times before going down to stroke again.
"Oh God, that feels good." She moaned softly. "But if we're going to do this, let's do it before I lose my nerve."
"As you wish," I answered, unlooping my arms from around her. I crawled up over her body, feeling her hands slide down my sides and hold my hips. I paused to lean my face down and suck one and then the other of her nipples for a few moments, getting a soft groan of pleasure before I released the turgid left nipple. I moved a little further, her hand gripping my hips almost as if she couldn't decide if she wanted to pull me down or push me away. I lowered my face to hers and kissed her lips softly. I let the kiss linger for several long seconds before breaking it. "Why don't you help me out."
"Help you out," she asked quizzically?
"Yeah. You know. Aim me."
"Oh...OH! Sure." She said, moving one hand from my hip to my hard shaft. I felt her grasp me and I lowered my hips down until I felt my head being rubbed up and down her wet lips. I lowered a little more and felt her nestle my head into her entrance. I hesitated one last time, giving her the chance to change her mind. I knew all too well just how unsettling it could be, to see another man in your wife. "I'm ready." She whispered. I lowered my hips further, slowly pushing my shaft into her sopping wet tunnel. "Oh God! You feel so damn big," she moaned.
I pushed into her until I felt like I couldn't go any deeper and then started to stroke in and out, pulling my dick almost out and then pushing it back in again, I started slow, pumping my full length into her with each stroke, letting my mushroom head press as far into her as it could go. She moaned softly, her eyes closed, lost in the sensations as I slowly picked up my pace. I glanced over and saw Alexi bouncing on his lap wildly, pounding down hard on him with each stroke, her tits flopping and bouncing wildly as she held her hair and moaned. Amanda, held his head, pulling his face to her pussy as she rocked her hips, his licking clearly pushing her closer to climax.
I looked back down at Taylor, her tits rolling on her chest with each stroke, her legs lifted and spread wide now. "Fuck me baby, make me come," she moaned, over and over as I drove hard into her. I could feel my own climax building, and began to think about having to stop and pull out soon, but I needed to wait for her to climax.
"Come for me honey, let it take you away, and come for me. Let me feel your hot pussy gushing your juices."
"Oh, fuck yes!" she moaned, shifting her legs so her feet rested on my ass. "Fuck me hard. Make me your little fuck slut!" Her feet dug into my ass with each stroke, trying to drive me harder into her. I did as she wished, and started pumping my cock harder into her, making the whole bed sized lounger shake, with each impact. "God yes, fuck me honey! Fuck my hot little cunt! Make me come, fuck me hard baby!" She cried softly, over the sound of the surf breaking far out on the corral reef. Her heels coaxed me to drive harder, her hips lifting toward me as she dug her heels in, and then my body driving her ass down into the pad. Over and over, we moved like this, her pussy squeezing around me, as she panted and moaned.



I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold back much longer, thankful that I'd had as much sex as I had already today, to be able to hold off this long. "Shit, I'm gonna come!" I grunted, trying to pull back out of her.
"NO! Don't!" She cried, digging her heels into me. "Just keep fucking me! Don't stop! Oh God no, don't stop!"
I continued to stroke, trying to think of anything but coming; but failing, as the urgency grew. I knew I was only moments away, and any chance of pulling out, to avoid filling her, was fast fading. "I need to pull out or I'm going to come." I grunted, as I struggled to hold back.
"DO IT!" she cried loudly. "OH, FUCK YES DO IT! MAKE ME YOUR FUCK SLUT!" I had no idea what she was fantasizing about, but whatever it was, it had to be good. My body let loose, forcing a gush of cum up my shaft to squirt out into her sopping wet vagina. "FUCK YES!" she screamed, as her whole body went rigid. Her already squeezing pussy seemed to squeeze even harder as another gush of my cum forced its way into her. I held myself over her, jerking and spasming as she shuddered under me.
Her legs tightened around me and her hands slid up to my back, pulling me down. She lifted her face to mine and kissed me, urgently at first, and then more softly, erotically. She sucked my lips and tongue and teased my tongue with hers, clearly still very turned on. I heard Alexi climax some time ago, but that hadn't stopped her bouncing, her ass slapping against Eric very audible. "Oh fuck," I heard him grunt, partly muffled.
"FUCK YES!" Alexi cried, as he started pumping his cum into her. I was surprised he'd made it this long, the way Alexi fucked.
As his wife released me, letting me push up from her body, he moaned to Alexi. "No more baby, I can't take any more."
"Aww. You mean two is your limit?"
"Tonight, it is." He panted, as Amanda rolled off his face and lay down cross ways above his head on the pad. "Jesus, can you fuck!"
"Isn't that the idea?" Alexi asked. "Fuck the day away?"
"I don't know how your husband keeps up with you."
She paused a moment. "He doesn't. If he could, I wouldn't be here."
"His loss...damn!"
"I take it you enjoyed your hall pass?" Taylor asked, as she lay under me.
"Oh yeah! Couldn't have asked for more, except maybe you on my face instead." He answered his wife.
"You think so huh? I don't think I would have enjoyed that nearly as much as I did this." She responded.
"It was good for you?" He asked without looking over at us.
"It was way more than good. I should have done this years ago."
"Oh really?" He asked in surprise.
"Whoa! Stop there." I said quickly. I pushed up from between her legs, and climbed from the bed. I picked up my boxers, found my wife's dress and then stepped to the bed she was still on. "Come on lover, I think it's time to let them come to grips with what they just did, and not be in the middle of it."
"Good idea." Alexi said. "I'm coming with you." She pulled off his dick, his cum leaking from her as she climbed from the bed. She picked up her dress and the three of us walked away, leaving them staring at us in silence.
"I have enough problems without getting into someone else's mess." I said quietly. "And that was about to go downhill fast."
"So, what now?" Amanda asked.
"I think bed."
"You can't go to bed yet. You need to come to the games. They're playing twister tonight."
"Twister? A kids game?" Amanda asked.
"Not the way they play it here. You really ought to come play."
"I don't know that I have the energy to play games," I said with a sigh, "can't we just go to bed?"
"You'll be sorry you didn't play!" Alexi said, grabbing my arm and trying to turn me to walk the other way down the road. "Come on you two, it'll be a blast! Besides, you might win a free night!"
"As much as naked twister sounds fun, right now I have other priorities. I need some alone time with Amanda."
"If you insist. But you're gonna miss a good time." She said, letting go of my arm.
We said good night to her and walked to our little cart. It took a couple minutes to drive back to our bungalow. It wasn't really bed time yet, not for a while, so I suggested we take a swim. There wasn't much we had to do, other than take off our shoes, and then wade out into the ocean. The waves were considerably larger than the night before, but we were still able to relax somewhat in the warm ocean waters. We watched the sun sink into the ocean and then retired to the bed to snuggle and sleep.
"So, tell me." I asked softly, before we fell asleep. "Did you enjoy this afternoon?"
"You mean with John and Eddie and... well, you don't need to know their names. Yeah, I actually did, once I got used to it."
"After you got used to it?"
"It was a little awkward when John picked me up. I thought he was just going to stick it in, and then he lifted me up and started sucking my tits. I didn't know what to expect, but he played with my pussy, and made me climax, before he even put it in. Other than you, I don't think any guy has ever done that. It felt good. It felt...no, that's not right... it didn't make me feel like a slut, just fucking some guy. It made me think about how you make love to me, and how much you enjoy watching me climax. He was kinda like that. He wanted me to climax, and then ride on him until he did. The other guys didn't do that, but John did, both times.
"So, he came inside you?"
"He did. Does that bother you?"
"It shouldn't. I mean, we both were doing everything with each other's permission. But it does a little."
She looked at me for long seconds. "Good."
"Good?"
"Uh huh. Good. Because it bothered me to know you were pumping Mae-Ling full of your cum too. It shouldn't have. Not after what I've said to you and called you over the last couple years; but yeah, it did. Does that mean that we're starting to care for each other again?"
"Maybe; which, of course, complicates the hell out of everything."
"How so? Liang?"
"Yeah. I figured you would try to do all the stuff Liang was doing, but it wouldn't be natural. It would just be an act. After a couple weeks of it you'd revert back to ice queen."
"And I'm throwing a wrench into your plan? Let me fake it for a while and then when I can't any more, go back to Liang?"
"Kinda, sorta."
"Guess what? I expected that was your plan. So, I decided I was going to try to actually see if I could enjoy some of this stuff. I have faked a lot, but today, it was the first time I really enjoyed what I was doing. Not just with John out in the surf, but also this morning. Not at first, but in the middle of it, when she was trying to make me climax for her. Yeah, it was feeling really good. It also felt nice wearing that dress to dinner. It made me horny wearing it. Made me feel sexy, thinking some guy I didn't even know could be checking me out, that my body was attractive. Then when Eric wanted to fuck Alexi, and she suggested I sit on his face, I actually wanted to. I didn't have to force it or fake it. I was horny and I enjoyed what he was doing. I could see you having sex with his wife, but it didn't bother me, nearly as much as it did, when you were fucking those other women before we came. Maybe it was because of what he was doing to me, but I sorta feel like I could get used to this."
"I never would have expected that from you, not after the last few years."
"Let's just say that what happened to me, it was an eye opener. I could have left, I could have protested more, I could have done a lot, but I didn't. I let him use me. I let him; because I was supposed to be doing everything I could, to make my husband successful. I essentially gave myself to him, just like I knew you were doing with Liang. I can't blame him for what he did, how he used me. That's what the agreement was. He was my husband and he was to treat me the way he would have treated his real wife, and I was supposed to do what I would have, if it was you."
"You're telling me that if I'd have tried to let my boss fuck you so I could get a promotion, you would have?"
She was silent for several seconds. "As screwed up as this sounds, if you'd have asked me to put out for your boss, to let him seduce me and even have sex with me for you to move up in the company, yes, I would have. I wouldn't have been happy about it, but it was what I was asking you to do. Use everything at your disposal to advance. I guess that would have included me."
"You're right, that is screwed up."
"I thought about offering you to Erica. She made some comment after the last boat trip, that she wished she'd have been there to see Kayle pull your suit down. I don't know how she heard about it, but she was pretty clear that she wouldn't have minded being there to watch. It gave me the idea of maybe setting things up to give her a little flash, and let things go where they would. I just figured you wouldn't mind all that much, and if it convinced her to vote for me to be partner, well, why not?"
"You really would have offered me to your lady boss? Really?"
"Before our formal separation, yes. The thought had crossed my mind. I didn't do it, but I figured as long as you had fun, it wouldn't be so bad. When it came up with him, how could I not do what I was contemplating asking you to do for me?" she stopped and looked at me seriously. "But don't think that's who I am today. I know now how screwed up that whole idea was. I can't even begin to guess what was going through my mind that I would think about doing that. I was so focused on getting that partner position. It was consuming me. I knew that once I was partner, we'd be set. I wouldn't have to worry about money, or anything. If you wanted to just quit, you could. It was stupid."
"Yeah. It was."
I letAlbert's apparent attraction to me color my thinking. Before I realized what I was doing, I was using my body to tease and entice him to put me up for partner. I convinced myself that it was all my idea and that it was okay to do. I was doing what he always coached me to do, use all the assets I had available. Only thing was, he wasn't looking at me that way. He was looking at me as an alibi. Someone to get caught having sex with, so that he could really have sex with someone else. I was stupid."
"That's the second time you've said that. I still agree with you, you were. I can't believe you would have suggested I have sex with your boss to get you promoted! What did I ever to or say that would have said I had any interest in doing that?"
"To be honest? I saw you flirting with different women. When we had a party. You always had eyes for the ladies. When you suggested that Erica would look good in a bikini, well, what was I to think? If you were interested in her, why not let you play a little and use it to my advantage? It's not like you and I exactly were having a good sex life."
"Good lord. Because I flattered her and said she'd look good in a bikini, you thought I'd be willing to fuck her to help you get ahead?"
"Not in so many words, but like I said. I was stupid. I let career advancement become the most important thing in my life. Even more important than you. I hope, someday, you can forgive me. No! Don't say anything. I know you can't now. I know that it will take time, and I'm truly hoping that you keep me around long enough for that to happen."
"It's going to take a bit to digest what you just told me, let alone forgive you for it. You'd have really set me up with your boss?"
"Come on. You know you're good at sex. All I had to do was to sorta get you together, accidently expose you, and then slip away and let things happen."
"And you honestly think that just because you got me naked in front of her, that I'd have had sex with her?"
"Well of course not. You were too nice to want to cheat on me. I'd have had to make sure that you knew it was okay with me. That you weren't cheating."
"And you had some idea of how this was going to happen?"
"I was considering playing some kind of game, like strip black jack. You know. You bet clothes instead of money? Once you were naked, well, the only thing left to bet would be sexual favors."
"And how do you know I'd lose?"
"Easy, you suck at card games. When was the last time you didn't lose to me at cards?"
"Okay, maybe true, but strip blackjack?"
"Faster than poker. Besides, you'd have to take off the piece of clothing you were betting, so you'd both be taking clothes off."
"And as the dealer, you'd keep our lost bets until we were both naked?"
"Something like that."
"And I was just supposed to agree to that without complaint?"
"Oh of course not. I'd have made sure you got something you wanted out of it."
"Which was?"
"Sex of course. That was your biggest issue. Not enough. So, I'd just offer you some amount of sex, to be negotiated, any time or place of your choosing."
"I'm beginning to see why you ended up in the position you did. If your swap husband thought the same way as you..."
"That's why he was getting divorced. He tried to offer his wife up and she refused. Not surprised he did it with me."
"Well, let's not do that again."
"I don't need to. Not if I get you back."
"Well, the jury is still out on that one. You're going to have to show me a lot more than you have so far."
"I'm running around naked, how much more can I show?"
"You know what I mean."
She giggled softly. "I do. I think I can do it, if you give me the chance."
"We'll see. Now, sleep?"
"Sure." She whispered, before she leaned to me and kissed me. It was a long soft kiss, not a fuck me kiss, but an I love you kiss. We broke the kiss and she rolled over. I spooned up against her, holding her to me, as we drifted off to sleep with the sounds of the surf.
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The sounds of the surf, crashing on the distant coral reef, nearly drowned out the soft feminine moans, as she rode my hard shaft in the darkness. Up and down, she moved, working herself toward climax on my dick, apparently unconcerned if I was awake or not. I slid my hands up her body to cup her tits, my hands closing over her medium sized, firm orbs. I'd been with my wife more than long enough to know that the tits in my hands, weren't hers. I could only guess that they were Alexi's. She worked slowly, my fat cock sliding smoothly in and out of her pussy, her bare ass dropping all the way to my thighs with each stroke. Knowing how loud she seemed to be when she climaxed, it was surprising, and pleasant, to have her riding me in near silence.
Up and down, she moved, my thumbs rubbing back and forth across her nipples, letting her know I was awake, and that I wasn't upset for her having sex with me without asking, though maybe I should have been. I suppose she figured, that since she was sharing our bed, she got to share that part too. I felt the bed rock a bit and then the shadow in the dark, of Amanda, moving to her knees. Without disturbing Alexi's motions, she moved over my head and lowered her pussy to my face.
"If she's going to wake us up to fuck you, the least you can do is make sure I get some too." She whispered to me, as she lowered her pussy lips to my face. I reached my tongue out and licked her softly, letting my tongue spread her lips and seek out her clit. I was a little surprised at how wet she was already, making me wonder how long Alexi had been at it. It sort of explained the strange sexy dreams I was having.
I loved licking my wife's pussy, I always had. It was just that I hadn't had many opportunities in the last few years, since she was pretty much withholding sex, except for rare occasions. I moved my hands from Alexi's tits and shifted them to my wife, wrapping them around her legs, allowing me to reach my fingers between her creamy soft thighs and spread her lips. I briefly wondered why she had shaved most of her curls off, since she and I weren't having sex, and then realized she must have done it for Albert. The thought made me frown briefly, before I realized how silly it was for me to be worrying about what she had done to impress her boss, given all the men she had just had sex with. Maybe it was because she was trying to please him, not me?
I re-focused my mind on what was in front of me, and on me, and worked to try and make my wife climax for me. I licked and teased her clit, while Alexi rode my dick, moaning as her pussy squeezed me in the midst of her climax. It amazed me how she could climax, and then just keep going, until she climaxed again, and again, according to her. I didn't mind. It felt kinda good, having her riding my dick, but I was more interested in the pussy on my face.
"Oh fuck, honey! You're gonna make me come." She moaned softly, as I flicked my tongue rapid fire across her hard clit, causing her to grind her pussy against my chin. I knew she was close. I could taste how sweet her juices had become and could feel them leaking down my chin and neck. Her grinding got more forceful as I continued to attack her clit, pushing her closer and closer to climax. All of a sudden, I didn't want to finish this way. I stopped licking her, getting a gasp and an irritated "NO!" I reached down and pushed on Alexi, forcing her off my dick. She rolled onto the bed next to us and I reached up to try and pull Amanda back.
"On my dick honey, I want you to make us both come." I couldn't see her face in the dark, but I didn't need to. She started to move back and after a minute or so, of fumbling in the dark, she had me in her sopping wet pussy and was bent over me, rocking on and off my shaft. I reached to her tits and squeezed them. "That's it lover. Make us both come. Let me feel you come around my dick. Let me feel you make me come for you."
"Uh huh." She panted, as she rocked on her knees, pushing herself down my shaft over and over. Each plunge down my shaft seemed to be slightly harder, until she was driving hard against me, driving her clit into the base of my cock. "Oh God honey, come soon! I don't know how long I can do this."
"Keep going lover, almost there..." I groaned back, as the warmth and tingle spread through me. "Make me come for you. Make me come deep in your hot pussy. God, I missed this!"
"Shit. Oh honey. I'm coming!" she squealed softly.
"Keep going, almost there," I panted, feeling her pussy clench around me, as she tried to keep rocking. Back and forth she rocked, working my cock into her spasming pussy, pushing me to the limit. With a jerk my hips tried to lift off the bed, jamming me up into her. She slammed us both down hard onto the bed, as her body dissolved into trembles and shudders, her pussy clenching and squeezing my surging cock. I felt powerful shots of cum lance deep in her spasming pussy. I moved my hands, from her tits to her back, and pulled her down, wanting to kiss her while we climaxed together.
She resisted at first, not sure what I was doing and then let me pull her face down to mine, to kiss her. It was slightly awkward at first, but grew soft and tender as the peak of our orgasms slowly faded away, leaving us kissing lovingly, with her on top of me. She straightened her legs, laying fully on me as she broke the kiss. She turned her head and lay it on my shoulder. I held her, my arms around her back, feeling her breathing, and then the gentle shake of her body. It took me several moments to realize that she was crying silently. She was never a loud crier. But I'd felt and seen her cry enough to know. She hated anyone seeing her cry, and she'd go to lengths to hide it from me. But as I held her, all I could do was gently stroke her hair and let her cry. I hoped she'd tell me why when she stopped.
Slowly the cry ended and she was left laying on me, gasping a little for breath as she tried to still hide it. She coughed, her body forcing my softened dick out of her pussy when she did. "Sorry." She whispered.
"It's okay," I whispered back. We lay there, until she fell asleep on top of me.
"You know she loves you, right?" Alexi whispered softly near my ear.
"I haven't really been sure of that for a long time. I was convinced she didn't. Now, I just don't know." I answered her back in a whisper.
"Trust me, she does." Alexi rolled away to give us room, moving to the edge of the bed and then laying still. Soon her regular breathing told me she'd fallen asleep, leaving me the only one awake and troubled.
---o---
They were still asleep when I woke sometime later. It was morning, based on how light the room was from the morning sun rising on the other side of the island. Sometime in the night Amanda and Alexi had swapped places. Both were still laying against me, but Amanda was now on my right side, twisted to lay with part of her chest on mine, my right leg between her legs, and her head on my shoulder. I needed to pee, so I slowly extracted myself from under her, hoping she's stay asleep. I crawled off the bed, leaving it to them, as I padded to the little bathroom. After, I walked to the back door, the glassed one overlooking the ocean, and stepped outside into the morning air. I decided I needed a shower, and rather than make the noise inside, I turned on the outside one. I stood showering on the open deck, letting the water run over me as I stood thinking about last night. Not just what happened before we came back to sleep, but also our conversation. It was troubling, more so now, that we were back together.
It never would have occurred to me, to use her to advance my career, yet she had apparently contemplated it enough to figure out how to get me to do it. I stood there, contemplating what would have happened if she had done that. I could picture her dealing cards, mostly naked, Erica equally undressed. I'd never actually seen her tits bare, but I knew that she had them worked on, at her husband's request, before he left that is. I knew they were big. Exactly how big I didn't know, but I guess a good thirty-eight triple D or a tad more. They were large and round and had to be fairly firm, based on how much tit she showed off, in that string bikini she had on, the last time I saw her half-dressed. I presumed that was to please her husband, who seemed to have a thing for big tits. Yeah, I could guess what they looked like naked, along with the rest of her. For a forty-five-year-old, she was a pretty good-looking woman. Always wearing dresses that were professional, but with just the slightest hint of naughtiness. The slit up the side of her skirt just a little longer than was professional, or heels just a little taller, or a neckline dipping just a tad lower. Yeah, she was a looker. But even then, would I have had sex with her if Amanda asked me to? I wasn't sure I would.
"Well, now that's the kind of thing that makes a woman turn away from an ocean view." I heard from the ocean. I wiped the water from my face, as I stepped from under the spray, and looked down into the water just out from our bungalow. There was a woman wading toward me in the foot and a half high waves, making awkward progress as the waves tried to push her off her feet. I guessed she was maybe thirty at most, dark skinned, but not nearly as dark as most of the island girls. Her brown, butt length hair, being pushed around by the waves, was soaking wet. Her tits were abnormally large for her slender frame, maybe as much as the triple D tits I'd just been thinking about. In the troughs of the waves, I could tell she was as bare as a newborn babe.
"Huh?" I asked stupidly, not sure I heard her correctly.
"I said a dick like that, is a view that would make any woman turn away from the ocean." She said as she waded closer, now only a few feet from the stairs.
I looked down at myself and saw that my dick was, indeed, standing tall and proud, completely hard. I looked back at her, as she approached the stairs and stepped up onto them. She climbed the stairs, the water streaming off her dark skin. "I'm Naomi."
"I'm..."
"Hard as hell, I know," she interrupted, "looks to me like you're ready for some action. Not sure what you were thinking about while you were showering, but I'd sure like to become part of it."
"Um. Sure. I was just..."
"Thinking about fucking someone?" She asked as she stepped up off the last step and onto the deck. She was only a few feet from me now and didn't look like she was going to stop. "I can tell; how about I offer myself up as a willing receptacle for that nice, sexy cock?"
"You don't have someone here?" I asked softly, as she walked the last few steps closer to me, stopping only when she could wrap her hands around my hardon and rub my engorged head on her smooth shaved mound.
"I might. But he doesn't have what you have." She whispered, as she pushed my dick down so that my head slipped between her legs. She inched closer to me, forcing my hardon down between her thighs, my hard shaft pressing against her wet pussy lips. "Mmmmmmm. I can tell this is going to feel really nice. All you have to do is say yes. You know the rules. I can't force you, but I can sure as hell do everything I can to convince you." She whispered, moving her hands to my shoulders while she started to rock her hips, pushing her thighs on and off my shaft, the wetness of the ocean water quickly being replaced by the wetness of her pussy. "Mmmmmmm. Yessss. How would you like me to just slip it in? I can, you know. I can fuck you right here, just like this. Would you like that? Would you like me to give you a nice, good morning fuck right here?"
"I'd like to, but..."
"Shhh. Now try that again." She said pressing a finger to my lips. "Just stop at I'd like to. No buts."
She moved her finger from my lips and I started again. "I'd like to..." she pressed her finger to my lips and grinned. "See, that wasn't so hard, was it?" She moved her finger from my lips, and still holding onto one of my arms, used her hand to move down under her butt. I could feel her fingers find my head and press me up against her wet pussy. She closed her eyes as she continued to slowly rock her hips, letting her fingers push me up between her wet lips as she slowly covered it with her juices. She arched her back and I felt my head find her entrance, and then slip into her as she arched her back a little more.
"Ohhhh fuck yes. That's exactly what I needed this morning." She moved her hand back to my other arm, to hold for balance, and began to rock her hips again, sliding her tight pussy on and off my shaft. "ohhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck." She moaned softly as she worked on and off my shaft. I could tell she was grinding her clit against my shaft, and could feel my head rubbing hard against the wall of her vagina. It felt very good as she worked herself on and off my dick, my hands moving to her hips. Her big hard tits brushed against my chest, almost as if she liked teasing her nipples on my chest. Back and forth she drove her hips, slapping her thighs against mine, with each stroke. "Fuck! You're gonna make me come sooooo fast!"
"Same here," I grunted, feeling my body racing toward climax. I looked down at her tits and suddenly imagined them being Erica's. Why was the thought of being set up to fuck her boss suddenly such an erotic situation? Was it because she was setting me up or because of what I'd seen her look like in that string bikini?
"Oh shit, babe. Here it comes." Naomi moaned softly as she started bucking harder against me. "OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" She cried, as her body started to tremble. She pushed herself against me, pressing our thighs together and her tits to my chest. She held herself to me, climaxing on my cock. I tried to hump my hips and drive my own orgasm to a peak, but she reached down and held my hips to hers, letting her body move with mine so I couldn't push in and out. She stood there until her climax had passed and then leaned her face to mine. She kissed me softly and then whispered. "You can have me, when you find me again. I love to play hard to get." She backed away, letting my dick slip from her. She walked quickly down the stairs and then into the ocean. In moments the waves had carried her away and out of sight.
"Fuck," I whispered to myself, feeling very frustrated at that moment. I stepped back into the shower and rinsed off and then back into the bungalow. Both ladies were still sleeping. I considered waking my wife up, but it didn't seem fair, so I climbed back into bed between them. In moments I had them both snuggled against me, both appearing to still be asleep. We lay that way until my wife got up to go to the bathroom.
When she came back, she snuggled to me and whispered. "So, who was that?"
"Who was who?"
"The woman that wanted to fuck you out there."
"Oh, her. Not sure actually. Her name was Naomi. She was just wading by while I was showering and decided to stop and play."
"Did you have fun?"
"Until she quit, yeah."
"She quit?"
"After she came. She pulled off and left. Told me that I could have her, if I found her later. She liked to play hard to get."
"Sounds more like a cock tease than hard to get."
"I agree."
She lifted her head up and talked across me. "What about you? What had you so turned on in the night?"
"Who me?" Alexi answered, pretending to yawn as if she were just waking up.
"Yeah. Not that I really minded you using his cock. It was sorta nice to have him lick me for a while. When we used to do it, I often wanted him to do it longer, but he was so ready to fuck, that he wanted me to move down. Having you riding him let him lick me until I was almost ready to come."
"Well, glad I could help."
"You still haven't told me what had you so horny. Was strip twister that good?"
"Yes and no. It's a points game. You start with six groups of four, two women and two men. You get a point for each time you move whatever to a new spot. But you can also get extra points. Five for sucking on something, boob, dick, pussy, etc. Twenty points extra if you can get your pussy on a cock, or vice versa. Both people get the points. At the end of the round the high woman and high guy move on to the next round. Three groups of four, and then one group of four. High score on the last group gets to spin the challenge wheel."
"Challenge wheel?"
"Uh huh, kind of like the wheel of fortune, but instead of fortunes, it's challenges. If you agree to the challenge and carry it through you get the prize. Sometimes it's a free night stay, sometimes it's a free excursion, like scuba diving or jet skiing."
"And these challenges?"
"Oh, they're pretty good. My favorite is winner take all."
"Winner, take all?"
"Uh huh. Female winner gets all the men that played, to do a train on her. There's an equivalent for the winning guy too. All the ladies ride him until they come. It's a little harder for the guy because he isn't allowed to come until the last woman has climaxed."
"And you just lay there in front of everyone and let all those guys fuck you?"
"Sure, why not?"
"I don't think I could ever do that." Amanda said softly.
"So, what did you get last night?"
"White rain. I have to lay there and jack off all the guys until they shoot all over me. They're not allowed to fuck me. All I can do is stroke and suck them. It leaves me sooooo fucking horny!"
"What else is on that silly wheel?" Amanda asked curiously.
"Oh, well, nothing really bad, well not bad if you're into all kinds of sex. There's one that ties you to a table and lets anyone in the audience do oral on you. And there's one that lets anyone in the audience draw a chance to fuck you. Someone wins, but only one person, and they get to fuck you until they come. Let's see, there's one mystery one, where they bring out a curtained booth and you have to make whatever staff member is in it, climax, but you have your choice as to how. And oh, I almost forgot tied up. The winners face each other, with his dick in you of course, and you get tied together. You have to get untied and out of your ropes before either of you climax, but you aren't allowed to get off his dick until all the ropes are off. It's actually harder than one would think, especially after being teased playing twister. It's all in good fun."
"Sounds almost interesting," I said. "Maybe we'll have to play some time."
"Not sure you'll get a chance. Tonight is blind fuck."
"Blind fuck?"
"Uh huh. All the guys and women that want to play get blindfolded, and the staff matches you up. You can't take off your blindfold to see who you're fucking until both of you have climaxed. Of course, it's all done out in the open so everyone in the audience can see who's fucking who."
"Barry should enjoy that." My wife said with a smile. "Come to think of it, I might too."
"Well. Enough talking about sex games. How about we go eat?"
"Oh yeah, I'm getting hungry!" Alexi said, pushing up from bed. "Just let me rinse off really quick."
"Good idea," Amanda agreed, "I could use a quick rinse myself."
I lay in the bed and watched Alexi turn on the shower and adjust the water before the two of them slipped under the spray. At first, they concentrated on washing themselves, but a butt bump turned into a return butt bump, which turned into a grab of a tit which...well, you get the idea. Before long the two of them were tossing soap suds at each other and grabbing each other's boobs. Alexi stuffed her hand between Amanda's legs and I saw Amanda's eyes grow huge as she held her hand there. I could only guess that she was pushing a finger or two into my wife's pussy, which was confirmed as she stood frozen, a gentle moan slipping from her lips.
"That's not fair," she said, as Alexi moved her hand more, pushing at least two fingers in and out of her pussy.



"So, do it back!" Alexi said, with a grin. Amanda left one hand on Alexi's boob and reached down with her other hand, slipping her fingers between Alexi's slightly spread thighs. "Oh yeah. Do that."
I watched, my dick getting rock hard, as the two stood under the water, fingering each other's pussies. I was tempted to walk over and join them, but I held back, curious about how far Amanda might take this. They stood in the shower, leaning against each other, one breast of each pressed to the other's, so that they could easily rub their fingers through each other's pussy. The longer I watched, the harder it became to resist stroking myself. I lay there, slowly running my hand up and down my rigid shaft as I watched them panting and moaning in pleasure, each trying to push the other's orgasm over the top.
It wasn't a big surprise to see Alexi climax first, her whole body shaking and trembling as she cried out. "FUCK YES!" I watched her continue to stroke between my wife's legs, unable to see exactly what she was doing, but able to see enough, to know she was pumping at least two fingers up into my wife's pussy.
Amanda stood with her eyes closed, panting heavily, one hand gripping Alexi's while the other continued to push in and out of Alexi's pussy, either unaware she had already climaxed, or just simply not caring. Not that Alexi was complaining. She seemed to really enjoy still being fucked even after her first climax. As I watched them, Amanda's orgasm began to push to its pinnacle, her body starting to tremble slightly, her nipples jutting out and her areola puffing out as well, something that only happened when she was really, really, really turned on. Turned on enough to squirt, not that she'd done that all that many times.
"Fuck." She whispered softly. "Ohhhhh fuck," she said louder, as her legs began to tremble. "OH FUCK FUCK FUCK!" Amanda screamed, as her body jerked. With the shower running, I couldn't tell that she was actually squirting, but from how her body was tensing and jerking, she was having a massive orgasm, easily as hard as any I've ever given her. She stopped stroking Alexi and gripped Alexi's other arm as she tried to keep her legs from giving way. "Ohhhhhhhh shit. Shit shit shit shit!" She mumbled over and over, as she slowly sank down to her knees in the shower area, Alexi lowering herself down with her, still stroking her fingers in and out of my wife's pussy.
"That's it sweetie. Come hard for me." I heard Alexi whisper.
"Ohhhhhh. God damn." Amanda panted, reaching down to stop her stroking. "Enough, no more!"
"Good girl," Alexi whispered, as she knelt under the spray next to my wife. She looked over at me and grinned, before giving me a knowing wink. "I think someone is damn horny now. Think we should take care of that?"
"You go, I can't." Amanda panted.
"Don't mind if I do." She said, as she let go of my wife and stood up. She stepped toward the bed, leaving the shower running, the spray hitting my wife, still sitting on the tile floor, the spray scattering out into the room several feet. Not that it really mattered, the floor being designed to shed the water back down into the surging ocean below the bungalow. She walked toward me, the shower water still dripping from her. She reached the end of the bed and crawled on, working her way up the bed, over my body, until her pussy was hovering over my dick. She reached between her legs and grasped my steely shaft and lifted it up toward her. She licked her lips and stared me in the eyes, as she rubbed my head between her lips, and then pushed herself down my shaft.
"Ohhhhh damn," I groaned softly, as she pushed her body down my engorged head and shaft.
"Ohhhh yeah. Sooooo fucking big." She moaned, as she broke eye contact. She looked down at my cock, sliding down my shaft and moaned again. I felt her push down until her ass touched my thighs and then she looked back at me and grinned. "Now, it's your turn to come."
"You think?"
"Oh yeah. I know I can make you come, just like I made her come."
"Is that a challenge?"
She grinned. "I dare you to hold it as long as you can." She started to slide up and down my dick, rocking her hips with each stroke so that my engorged head rubbed first along the front of her vaginal tunnel, and then along the back. The constant change in sensation made her up and down motion even more stimulating. If I'd come with Naomi, it would be a simple matter to hold back a while, but I could see Amanda, standing again, the shower turned off, stroking her hands all around her body as she watched me. Her fingers dipped between her legs and teased her pussy while Alexi rode up and down, her sopping wet pussy clenching and releasing around me. I couldn't tell if she was actually climaxing again, or if she was intentionally squeezing me that way, but whichever, it was having its impact. Up and down, she moved, her rhythmic motion stroking my cock in just the right way, as if she knew exactly what tripped my trigger.
Her ass started to hit my thighs harder, making her tits bounce. She looked me in the eye, as she reached for my hands and pulled them to her tits. She forced my fingers to grip her nipples, making her tits stretch and pull with each plunge down my shaft. Up and down, she moved, her mouth now open and gasping, sure she was now climaxing if she hadn't been before. She drove her body down my shaft hard, closing her eyes slightly. "Come for me baby, come for me. Just imagine you fucking me on a table down at the café like you did that woman yesterday. Would you like that? Would you like to bend me over a table down there and fuck me, right in the middle of the square? Ohhhh yeah. I can feel that. I can feel you squeeze my tits harder. You do like that idea. Should I stop and make you do it there? Or are you going to fill me up so it's all leaking down my thighs when we go eat. Ohhhhh yeah...Oh God yes. Come for me. I can feel you're so close. Do you like to fuck in public? Have some horny ass woman watching you fuck my pussy! Or is it Amanda you want to fuck. Ohhhhh yeah. I felt that. I felt you jump at that. You want to fuck her out there, don't you. Bend her over the table and fuck her until she can't take it anymore."
"Ohhh damn...You are such a dirty slut." I groaned.
"Maybe, but so are you." She said, as she slowed her strokes. "God, you can make me come SOOO fucking many times, but I think I should save this one. I think you should do it. Just like that woman did yesterday, I think you should take Amanda out there." She stopped moving and just sat on my engorged shaft, making me even more frustrated. "What do you think Amanda? Think we should make him fuck you out there like yesterday?"
"Oh God no!" She said quickly, from where she stood at the foot of the bed. "That was once. It was enough. We don't have to repeat that."
"You sure. He's really fucking hard right now. I can tell he's sooooo close to exploding. You sure you don't want it?"
"I don't think I can do that." Amanda said softly. "I know I did yesterday, but I was so turned on it didn't matter then. It does now."
"You sure?"
"I'm sure."
"I don't believe you. Not after what we talked about last night. I think that having that woman between your legs, right there in public, was so much more exciting than you thought, but you don't want to admit it, not even to yourself. You've been pretending to be as slutty as you can be, but I've seen enough women in this place, from raunchy sluts to conservative types; trying hard to be what they aren't, and I can tell, you want to let go, but just haven't. So, I challenge you. Go out there, right on the café, and let him fuck you!"
"I can't! No way I can do that."
"Hmmm. You think not? Maybe you just need the right incentive. How about a little bet? I'll bet you that I can make your sweet husband come for me in five minutes or less. If he can keep from coming, I'll do thirty minutes on the table and the two of you can watch. But if I DO make him come, then you and he both do it, and I get to watch.
"The what? The table? What the hell is that?"
"Just a place to have some really public sex. Sorta like being on stage. Don't worry about it. I've done it before. The question is, what does Barry want you to do? If he wants you to have public sex, he lets it go and fills me. If not, well... I guess all you need to worry about is if your sweetie wants to keep from coming in me in for five little minutes, or if he wants to see you getting fucked in public. How about it? Do you trust your husband? Who knows, maybe he really WANTS to see you on the table. But then, if you don't want HIM to be on the table with you, then you need to convince him to hold it back. How about it? Willing to take that bet?"
"You sorta did that at the beach yesterday and seemed to enjoy it." I said to her.
"No. No no no. That was different. It was just a few couples. Not just anyone who walked by. I don't know if I can handle you fucking me on stage in front of a bunch of people. Walking around naked is more than enough public exposure for me."
"You don't take the challenge? Shame." Alexi said, as she pulled off my rock-hard cock. She stood up over me on the bed, looking down at me. "I was looking forward to trying to make you come, but I guess you get left hanging again. I guess you'll just have to fuck her at breakfast. Unless of course you run into an interesting friend. Say a really hot sexy black woman that loves to play hard to get?"
"Wait!? What?" I asked in surprise, as she stepped off the bed.
"What? That hit a nerve?"
"Not a nerve, but it does raise a question or two. What do you know about a black woman that plays hard to get?" I asked, looking up at her.
"Oh, just someone I met last night at the pool. She thought you sounded like one hot fuck. Her game is to let some guy get her off, and then run off and hope he follows and fucks her again. Did you meet someone like that?" She asked, as she sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me.
"Shit. Did you set me up?"
"Me? Would I do that?" She asked innocently, giving me a little wink. "I just suggested that if she was out for her morning swim, that if she happened to take a rest break on your deck, that you'd be pretty easy to entice, if she did it right. I'm guessing she did it right? And you didn't follow her, after she walked away? Too bad. But she told me her offers always stand. If you find her out there, you can fuck her wherever you find her. And you don't have to worry about her husband. He loves to watch."
"Good lord," I groaned.
"I think we should go have breakfast. You know." She said, twisting on the bed to look at my wife. "The nice thing about leaving him hanging, is seeing all those sexy women running around naked will have his hardon showing for every one of them. I wouldn't be surprised if he gets propositioned long before he gets to eat his breakfast, and if he makes it to the restaurant, well, every woman in the place will be staring at his hard dick, thinking about fucking it, thinking about how good that big fat stick would feel, sliding in and out of their hot, wet pussies. No, I wouldn't be surprised if he gets propositioned by at least half a dozen women before he can even sit down!"
"That's a dirty trick." Amanda said, with a frown
"Well, you can always take the bet. I tease your sweetie for five minutes. If I make him come, you lose. If I don't, you get to ride him right here and finish him off, and I lose. Not a hard bet."
"Why do you want to make this bet so bad?"
"Because after last night's chat, I think that you're more interested in public sex than you say you are. In fact, I think that you'll enjoy the hell out of it. What was it you said to me a little while ago? You didn't think you could come from just having a woman rubbing you? Well, you came baby. You came HARD! So, it's pretty obvious that you don't know what your limits are. From what you told me, giving yourself to your temporary husband's client to close a deal, wasn't out of your reach either."
"I didn't do that willingly!" Amanda snapped.
"Oh yes you did. You could have walked out."
"I didn't have anything to wear."
"Uh huh. Good excuse. How many women would rather be forcibly fucked than get seen naked on the street? You let it happen. You might have even wanted it to happen!"
"That's absurd! Who wants to be forcibly taken by a total stranger!?"
"A lot of women fantasize about some big hunk taking them."
"He wasn't a big hunk. He was a fat pig!"
"Really? So, if he was a hunk, you would have enjoyed it?"
"Hell no!"
"Funny. Didn't you tell me that this guy made you wear this really revealing dress? You didn't resist putting it on and wearing it in front of the client, did you? Maybe you were hoping he'd be a hunk."
"I DID NOT!"
"When he arrived, you didn't go change. You wore that dress and let him get all turned on looking at you. You wanted something to happen. Maybe not what did, but you wanted him to look at you and get turned on. I think you were trying to punish Barry. He couldn't see you, but he'd sure as hell find out that you were flaunting your body at the client. You'd make damn sure you told him that. A final parting shot maybe?"
"That's not true." She said quietly, making me wonder if Alexi was more right than not.
"I think, you were one screwed up bitch. I think you'd been withholding sex from Barry for so long to try and force him to bend to your ideas, that when you got a guy in front of you, that WANTED you to do what you were demanding from Barry, that you felt like you had to follow through, no matter what. I think you guessed long before the client even came that your temporary husband was going to offer you up. You were willing to do that, to prove to Barry that it was no big deal. But it was, wasn't it? When he started to actually fuck you, it was suddenly a very, very, big deal. But you were committed. You couldn't call rape, not with what you agreed to wear. You could only take it and deal with it. Tell me I'm wrong." Amanda stood there, staring at Alexi, her hanging open mouth telling me that Alexi had hit the nail far better than was expected. "Don't worry." Alexi said softly. "It isn't the end of the world. Sometimes what we think we want, isn't what we really want."
"How so?"
"My husband. He's rich as hell. I don't have to worry about a thing in the world. All I have to worry about is if he's coming home at night, or spending the night with some bimbo, claiming to be working late. He's more interested in lifting other skirts, than mine. He doesn't have a big dick, not anywhere near as good as Barry. He isn't all that good at oral sex. But he can sorta get the job done. But, all those little twenty somethings are more than happy to pretend that he's the best fuck in the world, just to get whatever little trinkets he might toss at them. And honey, a thousand-dollar diamond necklace isn't a tiny little trinket, but for him, it's pocket change."
"No, I come here to get REAL sex, and I hide it from him, because I like my huge house, I like my flashy wardrobe, I like my ten-thousand-dollar necklace he gave me for my birthday. And all I have to do to keep that flowing, is to pretend he's the best lover in the world, to wear sexy things when we go out so his friends can be envious of what he gets at home at night, to let my bikini accidently slip and flash some business associate. Sometimes I even occasionally will let some handsy friend of his grab a little more than is appropriate, or accidently stick his dick where it doesn't belong when his wife isn't looking. It's all part and parcel to the lifestyle I chose. And you know what? Right now, I'm wishing that I'd run into a Barry, a man that cares enough for me to give me a second chance. After trashing him for years, trying to force him to do what you thought was the ideal life, one you really didn't want after all, he's still willing to give you a shot. Yeah, I wish I had a Barry in my life."
"I had no idea."
"No one does. That's the whole point of this place. I come to get fucked as many times as I can, because I never know, if mom is going to make another trip or not. I get my fill of sex in a weekend so that I can last a month or more with my tiny dick husband. I wanted to be a kept woman, and that's what I am. Be very careful what you wish for, because you might get it."
"So I learned," Amanda answered quietly, with a frown. She looked down at her watch. "Alright. I'll take your dare. Five minutes, starting now."
Alexi didn't seem at all bothered by the short start time. She grinned at Amanda and then at me as she stood up and climbed back onto the bed. Instead of sitting on me, she turned herself around and lowered her pussy to my face while lowering her face to my, still mostly, hard dick. She grasped it and closed her lips around me.
"I thought you were going to ride him?" Amanda said.
"I never said that. I said I could make him come. And I can!" She answered, pulling her face from my dick just long enough to answer. She lowered her face down again, closed her lips around me, and began to pump her mouth and hand up and down my shaft.
"Oh damn," I groaned, as she expertly worked my cock. She was definitely good at this, pushing my head just into her throat enough to put pressure around my mushroom head. Her other hand cupped and squeezed my balls, adding even more sensations to the mix. Up and down her face went, forcing my twice aborted orgasm to build swiftly. I suddenly wondered if I COULD hold back for five minutes of this, or if she was going to get me off, even if I tried not to. I was suddenly faced with a decision. Did I WANT to come, and have very public sex with my wife, or hold back and not make her do what she didn't seem to want to do?
I could easily guess that being on stage here, would most likely be someplace very, very public, to cater to those who really get into that sort of thing. I seemed to almost remember seeing something near the pool, a raised platform with two tables on it, one looking much like a doctors exam table with stirrups for vaginal exams. I wondered if that was what she was referring to? I thought about what it would be like to fuck her there, her pussy completely visible to anyone who cared to watch me pumping my dick in and out of her. She'd been trying hard, to show me she could be as slutty as Liang had been. I wondered to myself if I should let her? Let her show me how far she's willing to go, to prove to me that I should take her back.
I had already started to think that not all of her exhibitionism and the public sex, she had done yesterday, was an act. I really think she enjoyed at least part of it, and if so, that would be a huge change. After everything she had put me through the last few years, was I petty enough to try and punish her with something like this? Something as public as being fucked on a stage? It was an interesting thought. One that I didn't have a chance to really think all the way through, before I felt an undeniable urge to come, spurred on by a sudden sensation that I wasn't prepared for.
"HOLY SHIT!" I gasped as my brain flew into overdrive, my hips thrusting up at Alexi's face. I felt my cum surge up my cock and spurt forcefully into her mouth, as she pushed a finger into my asshole. "JESUS!" I gasped, as a second powerful shot lanced from my dick into her mouth. She pulled her finger out and stroked the tip of her finger softly around my anus, just teasing the tip in enough to coax another three or four shots from me.
She lifted her face from me and turned it to look at Amanda. She opened her mouth to show her the load of cum I'd deposited, and then closed it and swallowed. "Fuck that tastes good!" she said softly, pulling her pussy from over my face. She turned and sat down on the bed and smiled. "You lose," she said.



"Shit." Amanda swore quietly, as she looked at me. "Did you really have to? Did you even try not to come for her?"
"Did I try?" I asked in surprise, partly at the question, but also partly at the accusation. "You think I came on purpose, just to spite you or something?"
She looked at me for several seconds before the look on her face changed, realizing what she had just accused me of. Not that she was totally wrong. I did contemplate it for a few moments, but I hadn't let my mind get that far, before Alexi made me come. But to be accused of it smacked of the way things had been for too long. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have thought it. It just jumped into my mind. I'm sorry." She said, her face showing real concern that I might not forgive her.
"I'm sorry too. I didn't do it on purpose. At least I'll be sharing it with you."
"Or maybe not." Alexi said with a grin.
"Of course I will. I'm going to be there screwing her, aren't I?"
"Funny you should ask. I never said you'd be fucking her. I just said she'd be getting fucked on stage. I never said who was doing the fucking. No, you won't be doing the fucking. Any guy that comes by will be. It's open to anyone. That's part of the fun of it."
"NO!" Amanda snapped quickly. "ABSOLUTELY NOT!"
"WHAT!?" I asked, as quickly as Amanda was protesting. "I thought..."
"I never said it would be you. In fact, I can arrange for you to have the table next to her if you want it. I mean, just think how many sexy naked women can climb onto you in thirty minutes. It's almost a guys perfect dream. Multiple women riding his cock and face?"
"I'm not doing it!" Amanda snapped. "I don't care what you say, that isn't what we agreed to!"
"Sure, it is! Are you actually telling me you're going to pass on the chance to prove to Barry that you can be as big a slut as that other woman? Liang? I mean, come on! I'm SURE she wouldn't turn this down."
"Well, I am! No fucking way you're getting me on that table, just to let random guys fuck me!"
"Isn't that pretty much what you did out in the surf yesterday? How many guys? Five? You said you enjoyed it. What's the difference here?"
"That WAS different. We were all playing together!"
"So, the fact is you do have limits. I'd have thought you'd just pretend to like it, to prove to Barry that you could be anything he wanted."
"If that's what he wants me to be, then we don't have a future."
"About fucking time, you stood up for that! What about it Barry? This something you wanna watch your wife do? Get fucked by a line of guys just waiting to come on and in her?"
"Not even close." I said shaking my head. "What made you think that either of us would enjoy something like this?"
"Oh, I didn't. If anything, her response was even a little milder than I expected."
"You expected me to object?" Amanda asked with a scowl.
"If you hadn't, I would have been disappointed. Public sex, with another couple or with your spouse can be a very exhilarating and enticing experience. It can really add to a couple's relationship. But getting trained, buy a string of guys, is only for the sluttiest of sluts. Women who want to really get hammered, without any real care about who does it. Some women have that kind of level of self-esteem. I didn't think that was you."
"But you said you did it!?"
"I did. I lost a stupid bet, and I spent an hour on the table. I had no less than twenty-five guys fuck me and come on me. It was the most degrading and disgusting sex act I have ever participated in! But I paid my debt and now I know better. I know what the table means."
"So, this was a set-up?" Amanda asked.
"Yeah, it was. And I'm not going to make you pay up. I just wanted to see how far you'd take this silly game you're playing."
"Silly game?"
"Come on. I listened to you. I heard what you said and what you actually meant. I know you're faking it, so that you can prove to him that you can change. I think that yesterday was probably the first time you actually enjoyed what you've been doing. You had fun, but you also felt embarrassed that you did. You let your hair down, for the first time in years. I don't know your past, I don't know what turned you into a cold fish about sex, but yesterday you finally started to break out of that mold. You didn't just pretend to like it; you actually liked it. If I were to guess, I'd say you two actually have a lot of desires that match up. You need to learn to have fun together again. Yes, I mean sexual fun. I'll give you a new dare. We go eat. Have a good breakfast. And after, we go out onto that patio, and you let Barry have desert between your legs and then fuck you. I think you should embrace it and enjoy it. I think you will."
"You're serious?"
"Of course, I am! I've been at this long enough to meet a lot of different women. You really want Barry. You want to share with him, but you've spent so long pretending not to want sex, that you convinced yourself doing this kind of thing was wrong. Well, as long as it's with your husband, and its consensual, there's not a thing in the world wrong with it. Hell, even if it was with another guy, as long as it was consensual between you and Barry, there isn't anything wrong there either. Some guys really get off on watching their wives being fucked by another guy. I don't see that with Barry, but who knows."
"I don't think that's the case."
"But you've been pushing her to have sex with other guys since you got here, haven't you?" Alexi asked me directly.
"Sorta."
"Why?"
"I guess maybe to force her to admit that she's just faking it. That she really doesn't want to do all this stuff."
"And if she doesn't? Then what? You go to this other woman? Is that what your expectation is?"
"I actually don't know." I answered her. "I just wanted to get her to admit that she was faking it. I need to know what's real and what's not."
"So you can decide if you're going to keep her or not? That's kinda cold, isn't it?"
"Not any colder than what she's been doing to me for the last half dozen years."
"Yeah. She told me about that. What kind of apology will you ever accept for that? Is there one that you would accept?"
"If you'd have asked me a week ago, I'd have said no. Now, I'm not so sure."
"Alright. If you'll accept an apology, what do you see it being? What is it that she can do that would allow you to forgive her for what she did and accept that she's going to try and change. Does she have to degrade herself to the point of allowing a dozen men to use her? Or is it something else? Do you need to see her hurt, not physically, but emotionally? Is that what you need to see?"
"I actually don't know." I admitted. I honestly never thought that I'd ever see her do any of this. I didn't expect her to even walk back into the marriage. She wanted out and I expected her to take it at the first opportunity. Having her want to try again caught me so totally off guard. I was pretty much settling my mind on her being gone and having to find someone new."
"And this Liang woman, she was a good substitute?"
"I don't honestly know, if she and I would have what it took to make it last. She's great at sex, and she's so totally playful. Yeah, I loved all that. But there was going to be a trust issue. Because of her past. Because the first thing I knew of her was all a lie. It took days before I finally knew her story and what kind of person she was."
"So, trust is important?"
"Yeah. Isn't it for you?"
She chuckled softly. "Oh honey, my marriage doesn't have an iota of trust in it. He fucks his little girlfriends and secretaries and whatever else you want to call them. I come here and fuck whoever I feel like. And we both pretend we don't know that the other is getting sex. We just don't talk about the how's and where's. As long as I flash and tease his buddies and work mates, he doesn't much care what I do. No, trust doesn't exist in my relationship. You two, on the other hand, still have a lot to work with. All you have to do is stop playing games with each other and figure out how to meet each other's needs."
"Mine just got a lot easier. Now that I quit the firm."
"I bet you still have plenty of needs. You told me you spent the last four or five years chiding Barry for not putting his career advancement first. But that didn't work out so well for you. I think you don't know what you want or need. But I'm willing to bet that, together you two can figure it out. That is, if you want to. What about it Barry? You ready to throw in the towel and go find your other woman fuck buddy?"
"If I wasn't interested in trying to fix it, I wouldn't be here right now." I answered her.
"Good call. Alright. You have twenty-four hours before you go home, right? I know, we're on the same flight out. In the next twenty-four hours the three of us are going to play games. The goal of the games, is to find what does and doesn't trip your trigger Amanda. If you want him, you're going to have to find what you can enjoy with him that meets his needs. Once you get a new job, you can explore what new needs you have, but for now, why don't we work on the biggest one, sex. Now, kiss and make up." We both looked at her, and she shook her head. "No more faking it Amanda. You have to let him see how you feel. Now, go ahead and kiss. If you can't kiss in front of someone, how are you going to fuck in public?"
"You really mean for us to do that?" Amanda asked.
"Of course. How are you going to know if you like it, unless you do it?"
I rolled my eyes. After Liang, I had no problem with fucking my wife in public, but her hesitation made me question just how much she was faking it the day before. Only one way to tell, I guess. I stepped to her and lowered my head to kiss her. She tentatively met my lips and we kissed the kind of kiss we'd been sharing for the last few years. I hoped that it wasn't a portent of things to come.
"You are impossible Amanda! KISS HIM! Give him a 'god I wanna fuck you so bad' kiss. Make his dick get hard and make him want to touch you all over! It isn't that hard!"
Amanda pulled her face from mine. "I was kissing him."
"Kissing is more than lips." She said with a frown. "Here," she stepped toward me and turned me to face her. She put her arms around my neck and pulled our faces together. I felt her hard nipples press to my chest and move ever so slightly, as she pressed her lips wetly, to mine. She teased my lips apart with her tongue and then slipped it into my mouth, her hips pushing toward me at the same time until my dick was trapped between us, our thighs pressed together. As she moved her head slightly, she shifted her chest, grinding her nipples into my chest and her pussy and mound against my suddenly hardening dick. She moaned softly, as I kissed her back, letting her suck my tongue and lower lip, her hands moving from behind my neck, one to the back of my head and the other down my back. We breathlessly broke the kiss that had to have lasted, at least two or three full minutes, my hardon pressing between her thighs. She stepped back and licked her lips. "I'd so like to keep doing that, but it's supposed to be her job."
"Alright," Amanda said, stepping in front of me. She lifted herself the few short inches on her toes to bring her lips to mine and did her best to emulate how Alexi had been kissing me. It felt a little awkward at first, making me realize how many years it had been since we'd kissed like this. Even the last few days, her more sensuous kisses had been relatively short and awkward, as she tried to fake it.
I pulled her against me, letting my hardon press between her thighs and her tits against my chest. I could feel her tits move on me slightly as she tried to breath and keep the kiss going. She sucked my lower lip and pulled it gently with her teeth as she lowered herself down to stand flat footed again. "Better?" she asked breathlessly.
"Much." I agreed.
"Is the hardon from kissing me, or Alexi?"
"Both," I admitted, "she got it started, but you kept it going."
"Fair answer I guess."
"Okay you two, let's go eat." Alexi said softly, as she walked toward the door.
"Sure," I agreed, turning Amanda and wrapping my arm around her so that we could walk next to each other, our hips bumping together with each step. We had to go single file out the door, but she slipped back with me as we walked to the cart.
"I'll drive, you two get in the back and make out." Alexi said with a grin.
"Make out?" Amanda asked.
"Yep. You're going to do everything I tell you to, or I'll arrange to not only put you on the table, but during the games tonight. That way you're guaranteed at least thirty guys."
"I'm not doing the table!"
"Then do what I say!" she said, as she slipped into the driver seat. I slid into the back seat and Amanda followed me.
"Make out? I haven't made out since..."
"We were dating?" I asked in a whisper.
"Uh-uh. Seems to me someone got me pregnant while we were making out in the bushes one time."
"Oh yeah. I guess we did. We were a little drunk though."
"So? You think we can't make out unless we're drunk?"
"You better hope not!" Alexi said, as she pulled onto the path toward the main buildings. "Cuz it's wayyyy too early to start drinking."
"Guess we better get at it." Amanda said, twisting in the seat to face me. We wrapped our arms around each other and started kissing, our hands soon moving to start stroking and touching each other. When we pulled into the parking area of the restaurant, she had one hand around my cock slowly stroking it, and I was squeezing one of her breasts. Both of us were getting warmed up nicely.
Alexi led us to the buffet line, my hardon wagging back and forth with each step. It attracted the attention of a few ladies, and I did my best to not feel embarrassed. As long as I had been walking around nude, I was surprised that I was still slightly embarrassed at having it so obviously looked at. Amanda drew some attention from the guys, but not nearly as much as Alexi. She was by anyone's standards, stunning, even when she was naked. We filled our plates with bacon, sausages, eggs, the usual fare. Alexi led us to a table in the middle of the room, but not before winding around several tables, taking me past at least two women who were more than interested in how I looked, one reaching out and grabbing my dick for a second as I walked past.
We finally sat down to eat and I had to admit I was starving. I was busy chowing down on my food, when I felt a hand on my shoulder.
"Good morning," the woman standing next to me said. She had to be at least fifty, but wasn't bad looking for her age. Her face looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn't place it. "I'm Sophie. You don't know me, but I was watching you yesterday. I thought maybe you and your wife would enjoy a little company."
"Actually, they're already spoken for." Alexi said quickly. "But maybe later today we can include you in a little game I'm thinking about."
"Oh? A game? What kind of a game?"
"I wouldn't want to spoil the fun, but let's just say that if you enjoy sex, it should be a fun little game."
"Well, hopefully we can meet up later then. Where should we look for you?"
"I'd say near the pool after lunch." Alexi answered.
"Sounds like a date." She said before she turned and walked off.
"Play games?" Amanda asked.
"Oh honey, I have all kinds of good games in mind. But I'll limit it to the tame ones."
"The tame ones?" Amanda asked.
"Uh huh. Fun, but tame. Don't want to push you too far."
"Oh lord," she answered.
I shook my head, not sure I liked the idea of her meddling in this, but if it helps, maybe it could be good thing? I just nodded noncommittally and ate my breakfast as quickly as I could.
"Well, since we're all done now," Alexi said, after about ten minutes. All of us were finished eating, and thankfully mister hardon had diminished, though I doubted that would last too long with Alexi in the mix. "I think it's time to play."
"Time to play what?" Amanda asked.
"I want you to pick any woman here, your choice. I want you to go ask her what her favorite sex position is, and if her husband is interested in demonstrating it. Then come back and tell us. Whatever it is, that's how Barry is going to fuck you. That sound fair?"
"That's it? Just ask some strange woman what her favorite sex position is, and see if her husband will show it to us?"
"Shouldn't be too hard," Alexi said with a grin.
"Oh no....not at all."
"So, go do it," Alexi said, the grin getting wider.
"I don't know why you want me to do this." Amanda said with a frown as she stood up. "Any particular woman?"
"Your choice." Alexi said.
Amanda shook her head and looked around the room. There were quite a few. She started one direction and then changed to head a different way.
"I'll bet you she picks that redhead." Alexi whispered.
"You think?"
"I know." She answered, still whispering.
"Why?" I asked as my wife headed in the general direction of a short haired redhead with modest sized tits that looked to be early to mid-forties. She sat across from a husband that had really short cropped hair and looked fairly muscular. I wouldn't have been surprised if he was military or former military.
"Partly because the woman looked embarrassed as she stared at your cock, which makes you think she's fairly conservative. And partly because the husband looks kinda hunky. But I have a hunch she's not nearly the little goodie girl she looks like."
"Well, it looks like you win." I said quietly, as my wife walked up to the table. I couldn't hear what she was saying, but I saw the creamy white face and neck of the redhead turn pink, before she answered so quietly that Amanda had to lean down and ask again. She stood back up and walked quickly back to us, blushing herself.
"Well?" Alexi asked, as Amanda stepped to her chair and sat down. "It was?"
"I can't say." She whispered.
"Then I take it you didn't ask her husband to demonstrate?"
"Oh hell no!" She said, covering her face for a moment.
"Sooooo. Let me guess? Back door?"
"No." Amanda answered Alexi.
"Mmmm. Well, then it had to be something kinky. Maybe bondage?"
"Oh, yeah. You could say that." Amanda said shaking her head. "I could never do what she said she likes."
"Let me guess. She likes to be tied up when she's fucked?"
Amanda looked at her with her mouth hanging open. "How did you guess?"
Alexi chuckled. "I saw her two nights ago on the table. Her husband tied her up and fucked her, but when he got done, I saw at least a dozen guys fuck her. It was her first time, either in public or by multiple guys, but she was definitely loving it!"
"You could have warned me!"
"Why? You picked, not me. So, let's go! Oh yeah. I forgot to tell you, you have to go invite them to come watch, or participate, your choice."
"WAIT! WHAT!" Amanda snapped.
"That was the game. Go ask someone what their favorite sex position is, and then do it. So, unless you want me to go invite him to do you... I have a hunch he wouldn't mind at all."
"No. I can't do this. It's just too much." Amanda said quietly, shaking her head.
"Well, okay. I'll just go ask them. I'm sure they'll be happy to help."
"NO! No. Don't. I'll...I'll go ask him." She said hesitantly. "I suppose that means right now?"
"Of course," Alexi answered with a grin. "This is going to be sooooo much fun!"
"Tied up, okay, but just Barry! Right? Not a whole bunch of guys? I mean, he does whatever to tie me up and then that's it? Just Barry is going to have sex with me?"
"Just Barry, unless you ask for more. Never know, you might like what you see and want someone to join in."
"No, that definitely is NOT going to happen. What happened in the waves, that was...that was kinda fun, but it wasn't as public as this is. This is basically getting naked and fucked on a street corner!"



"It is that." Alexi agreed. "Never been stripped and fucked on a street corner myself, but here, I've been done by as many as a dozen or more guys at a time."
"I don't understand why you'd do that," Amanda said with a frown. "I'm all for showing Barry that I can do whatever he needs, or wants, from me, but getting gangbanged on a street corner; doesn't feel like it shows him anything other than I'm a whore. Does it prove anything to you Barry?" She asked, looking at me.
I shook my head and refrained from chuckling. "Honey, it doesn't show me anything other than you're willing to do whatever it takes to still keep me. I think we can forego taking this little game further. I'm not at all fond of you having sex with other guys."
"So, you don't want me to do this?"
"Not unless you see some need to. I don't need you tied to a table in full public view to prove anything to me. That was never what I wanted from you to start with. When we got married, you were playful and sexual. We messed around in all kinds of places, not to necessarily get caught, but because it was exciting to do it, where we MIGHT get caught. We had lots of fun doing that. Until you decided career was more important."
"We both know that was a mistake on my part. I've been trying to show you that I can make it up to you. That I can be that woman again. If I have to go out there and get tied to a table to prove it to you, I will. But I really don't feel very comfortable with the idea."
"You'd go do it just to prove you'll do anything to keep me?"
"Pretty much; you want me to be playful, I can be playful. I can get naked at the lake, I can go hiking nude in the woods with you, I can fuck your brains out in the back yard. I can and will do anything."
"Anything? You should know better than offering that. Anything includes a wide range of things I doubt you'd appreciate. Don't make offers you can't keep."
"You're right. Anything is a stupid thing to say. I'm willing to do anything...within reason. I'm willing to let you make any suggestion for sex you want, and I'll do it, as long as it's with you and it doesn't get us arrested or hurt. You want to get naked in a movie theater, I will. You want me to get naked in the car and play with myself while we drive somewhere? Done. You want to sneak into a dressing room with me and have sex, we can. I'm even willing to do a threesome with you and another woman, if that's what you want. After this, being naked in front of other people isn't going to be all that hard. What I need from you is only two things. First is to know you still love me. I know that's a hard ask after what I've done, and it might take some time. But I think we can get back there. You know how the song goes? We're bent, not broken. I think we can fix this."
"What's the second thing?"
"I need to know you're treating me fairly, with respect to Liang. I could see it in your face that you have feelings for her. I know you, you have a wonderfully sensitive heart. If she gave you all the things, I think she did, I'm sure she worked her way in there. I don't want to find out you're sneaking off to be with her. I don't want to be blindsided. I don't want to do all the work I know it will take, to make us work again, and then get tossed away. I need to know that we're forever, or that we're not. Does that make sense?"
"What you want makes perfect sense. The question is, how do I give you that?"
"As hard as it's been for me to do some of the things I have here, I'll ask you to do something just as hard for me."
"Block her out of my life?" I asked her, trying to anticipate her request.
She looked at me in surprise. "NO! Definitely not, if I did that, you'd resent me forever. No. I need you to decide who you want. I confident it'd be her if it wasn't me. I know you. Bird in the hand and all. I think you'd take up with Liang and try to tame her just enough to be comfortable. Wouldn't you?"
I was silent for a few moments. "Probably right."
"Most likely right." She said with a nod. She looked at Alexi and asked her a question. "If your man was torn between you and another woman, what would you do?"
"I guess that depends on how badly you want that man."
"VERY badly," Amanda said quietly.
"Well, if I wanted that man that badly, I'd want a chance to prove to him that what he has with me is every bit as good, or maybe even better than what he'd have with her. I wouldn't want him comparing me to his expectations. I'd want him comparing to reality."
"I agree. How do we do that?"
"Depends. How confident are you that you can compete against her? Not just what she did with him while you were away, but what she could or would do in person, if she thought it was a contest between the two of you?"
"I think head-to-head, I have an advantage. I can draw on our past, at least the good parts." Amanda answered her.
"Then it's simple. Take her on just like that. Head-to-head. Invite her into your home, into your bed. Let Barry live with you both. I'm sure that he'll think it's the greatest thing in the world, at first. But we both know how hard it can be for a man to please a woman. Now he'd have to please both of you equally, or make a choice about which one to keep."
Amanda stared at Alexi for long seconds, before the startled look slowly turned to a naughty little smile. "I think you're absolutely right! Why should I try and convince him to keep me. What I need to do is let him do the hard work. You're right. I've learned how to have sex with another woman. I've done three of us in bed a couple times now. All I have to do is to be me, and let Barry get tired of having to please us both. And if Liang is anything like I think, she's going to sex his ass to death, where I'm going to cuddle and snuggle and love his ass to death. Sex just comes naturally if you're loving and cuddling."
"I think that's the perfect solution. Then if he does choose her, you'll know that you did your best and that you weren't what he really wanted or needed, and it's time for you to move to a relationship that works better for you. That might sound cold, but if you're going to do it this way, you have to be ready for that."
"Well, if I don't do anything...I'm already out. So, what do I have to lose?"
"Not a thing," Alexi answered.
"Good; now, does that mean I still have to go get fucked in the town square?"
"Not if you don't want to. I think you found what you were looking for here, even if you didn't know it."
"I think you're right," Amanda agreed.
"Well, now that that's decided. How about the three of us go scuba diving? Having sex under water is an experience you should try."
"Does that include you?" Amanda asked.
"Well, someone has to show you how to do it, right?" Alexi laughed.
I looked at both of them and realized that life, as complicated as it had become, was about to turn into something even more so. Alexi was right. How the hell was I going to keep two women happy at once? Hell, how was I going to keep up with the sex Liang would be sure to want, and at the same time, keep enough to give Amanda what she deserved? Yeah, this was going to be complicated.
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Birthday Present ch3
I'd decided to hole up in my house for a few days, working remotely, until this, whatever it was, worked itself out. My wife, Lydia, said I was being silly, that it was all just a coincidence. How could what happened at the restaurant and what happened at work be in any way connected? In a way, she was right. We'd talked to Suzanne and found out that she had also been driven to suck off one of the guys where she worked, much to Mike's displeasure. That was something they were going to have to work through, though. I didn't see how what happened to me could be in any way related to what happened to Suzanne at work. Maybe some kind of contamination between my wife and I, but her too?
The other thing that bothered me was how little my wife was bothered by me having sex at work, with not only one of my co-workers, but my boss. She'd always been okay with me looking, as long as I didn't make it too obvious, but I'd NEVER even think to touch, and she knew it. Now I'd had sex with her best friend, right in front of her, and fucked co-workers and my boss at work, and she didn't seem the least bit bothered by it. She was more concerned about how I felt about her having sex with that intern at work. I of course told her I forgave her, like I really had any choice after what I had done. But in reality, I did forgive her. I knew, without any doubt, that she really didn't mean to do it and just couldn't help herself, just like I couldn't. I wasn't angry at her over having had sex with this guy, which did surprise me a little. I was a little miffed that she let him cum inside her, but that was all, and I would have thought that I'd be much more upset at her for having sex with another guy. All I could think was that whatever this was, it was suppressing our feelings guilt and betrayal as much as it was enhancing our levels of desire and lust.
"What are your plans today?" my wife asked as I lay on the bed and watched her dress. She had taken panties, stockings and bra out of the dresser, but had put only the stockings on as she headed to the walk-in closet.
"Not sure yet. I have plenty of work to do," I answered while she was in the closet. She walked out, smoothing the cloth of a very snug-fitting dress that would be more suited to wearing to a club than work. The skirt only came to the middle of her thighs, and the slick, silvery material clung to her trim form all the way up to her big chest. The glistening material seemed to mold itself to the thirty-eight double-D breasts which I loved looking at so very much. The snug material clung tight enough to her chest that her obviously hard nipples made two very sexy and prominent protrusions in the otherwise smooth surface.
"What?" She asked, looking up at me staring at her.
"You going to work like that?" I asked.
"Sure, why?"
"You might have forgotten something." I said, nodding toward the foot of the bed and the bra and panties still laying there.
She stepped over to the underwear and lifted the panties. "You mean these? I was thinking, if I don't wear em, how horny do you think I'll be when I get home?"
"Pretty horny, if you can actually last that long." I answered. "With you not wearing a bra, you know some guy is bound to comment."
"And you're afraid that a comment will lead to more?"
"Isn't that sorta what happened yesterday?"
"Not exactly. I was sitting there playing with my pussy when he came in. I just had to be fucked. You said you understood and weren't upset."
"I'm not. I just didn't think we needed to make that sort of thing a habit. The way you've been acting the last few days, I'm sort of surprised that you haven't come to me and said, 'Hey, you wouldn't mind if I fucked a few guys at work, would you?'"
"I wouldn't ever do that to you."
"You fucked Mike and that intern. Why not a few more?"
"You mean like you?" she said with a naughty little grin. "Didn't know Mike had such a sexy cock! Not as good as yours, but still pretty damn good. If I'd have known, I might have tried to fuck him sooner. I'm sure you wouldn't have minded fucking Suzanne before this."
I ignored the obvious implication. "And the intern?"
"You know I was just was sooo fucking horny I couldn't help myself."
"Just the same. I don't get what's happening to either of us, but I'd prefer that you wore something less likely to get you fucked."
"You mean like a pantsuit? Or maybe a chastity belt?" she asked with raised eyebrows. She walked over and leaned over the bed and kissed me softly on the lips before whispering to me, "Don't worry, lover, I promise, there won't be any cocks in this pussy today but yours, unless you tell me otherwise."
"I guess that'll have to be good enough."
"Of course it will. When have you ever not trusted me to keep my word?"
"Never."
"And I'll keep it this time. I promise." She moved to kneel on the bed next to me and reached for my hand. She pulled it between her legs and up her thighs until I could feel her wet bare pussy lips. I could feel the wetness of her pussy as I stroked her soft lips, the desire to just take the dress off and fuck her growing by the moment. "You just have to promise to let me fuck your brains out when I get home."
"Why wait that long. There's nothing stopping you from just sitting on me right now." I answered softly.
"But then I'd be leaking your cum out of my pussy all day and I couldn't walk around without panties on."
"It might be worth the price."
"I have a better idea," she said whispered. "A way we can both win."
"How's that?"
"You just let me know when you have to come." She straightened up and pulled the dress hem up until her dress was pulled above her waist. She pushed herself up to stand on the bed in her bare feet one foot on either side of me. She squatted down over me and guided my raging hard-on to her sopping wet lips. She moaned softly as she slid down my shaft, my fat cock driving deep into her depths as she sank all the way down until her bare ass rested on my thighs. She began to slide herself up and down my shaft, fucking me slowly, tantalizingly. She moved deliberately, arching her back with each stroke to ensure that her clit ground against my hard shaft. Up and down she moved, her tits bouncing sexily inside the dress, her even harder nipples blatantly evident through the thin, silvery material.
Her slow, deliberate strokes changed gradually, growing not only faster, but harder, her ass slapping me with each stroke, plunging herself hard down my shaft. I could feel my engorged head fatten as she pushed me toward climax.
"God, I love fucking you," she moaned as she worked herself on my engorged cock, her hot, wet pussy stroking me in all the best ways. I reached between her legs and rested my hand on my pelvis so that each stroke pushed her clit along my finger, the new sensations pushing her climax to fruition surprisingly quickly. I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, and I groaned as I worked to keep from shooting my seed deep in her at that very moment.
"Gonna come, baby," I moaned softly as I curled my toes to keep from unloading in her spasming pussy. She looked down at me with a slightly frustrated grimace before quickly pulling off my dick. She slid down the bed, wrapped her hands and mouth around my dick, then started stroking me frantically. "Ohhhhh god, yes," I groaned as I let myself go, my body jerking and pumping shot after shot into her mouth. She sucked and stroked me until I reached to her head and stopped her, my now over-sensitive head unable to take that much sensation.
She lifted her head and looked at me with a wide smile. "How was that, baby? Feel better now?"
"I sure as hell do. You?"
"Oh yeah. I was getting so fucking hot for you, looking at your hard-on. I love fucking you. I could have fucked you just a little bit longer, but I promised. Hell, I could fuck you all day if you'd let me."
"I believe it. God you fuck good!"
"As good as your boss?" she asked with a cockeyed little grin. "And if you say no, you better plan on getting her ass over her to give me lessons."
I chuckled. "No, you definitely fuck better."
She smiled as she climbed off the bed and stood up, pulling her dress down and smoothing it again. "I'd better get going. Now that we've burned up so much time, you're gonna have to get breakfast on your own, or I'll be late for work."
"Okay, babe. Have a good day!"
"It's already been good! It can only get better!" she called as she headed down the hallway, high heels in hand. "Don't forget, you have a dentist appointment at ten!"
"Oh shit. I did," I mumbled as I climbed from bed. I headed to the shower to get cleaned up.
To be fair, I'd probably tried to forget. I hated going to the dentist. True, it was only once every six months, but I still hated it. Jolene, the twenty-something oral hygienist was gentle enough as she cleaned my teeth, but still I hated having it done. I showered, made some breakfast and sat down with my computer to get some work done.
It was barely nine when the doorbell rang. I frowned at the interruption and got up to answer the door.
"Hello, mister Leonard?" A middle-aged woman in a postal uniform said from the porch as I opened the door.
"Yes."
"I have a certified letter for you. Signature required." She held out a clipboard with a fat white envelope with a little green form glued on it. I took the clipboard and pen from her and scribbled my name in the signature block.
"Here you go." I said, handing it back.
"Thank you. And here, is your package." She said, holding out the fat white plastic, bubble wrap, envelope the form had been stuck to.
"Thank you." I took the package then stepped back and started to close the door.
"Um... excuse me," she said, still standing on the porch, making no move to turn and head back to her mail truck.
"Yes?" I asked, stopping the process of closing the door.
"I hate to ask, but is there any chance that I could use your bathroom? We're not supposed to, but I really have to go."
I chuckled, thinking how hard it would be to have to hold it if I were doing that job. "Sure," I answered, opening the door back up all the way. "First door on the left." I pointed to the hallway.
"Thank you so much!" she said as she brushed past me and walked quickly toward the hallway. I left the door ajar for her and headed back to the sofa and my laptop to pick up where I'd left off. I sat and started working again, glancing up occasionally to look down the hallway, wondering what was taking her so long. She seemed to have been in the bathroom an awfully long time if she just had to pee. "Maybe it was something else? " I mumbled as I shrugged and looked down at the computer again. I saw movement and looked up to see her walking out from the hallway. I stared at her as she walked to the middle of the room and dropped the uniform in her hand on the floor.
"I hope you don't mind" she said, standing nude in the middle of the room.
It took me almost half a minute to answer. "No. not at all," I mumbled as I stared at her, feeling my dick hardening in my pants.
She slid her hands up and down her body, from her crotch, with a small bush of blonde curls on it, up to her maybe B-cup tits, and then up to her neck. Her hands slipped up and down, caressing her body and clearly enticing herself, nipples hardening as she teased her body with her finger tips. She didn't say a word as she stepped her feet apart a bit farther, reaching one hand between her legs to stroke her pussy. "I want to fuck you. I want to feel your cock pushing in and out of my pussy and to feel your cum flowing into me. Let me fuck you. Please let me fuck you!"
I couldn't help myself in that moment. I had an undeniable urge to push my dick into that incredibly sexy looking pussy. I wanted to feel her around me, I wanted to feel her riding up and down my shaft. I wanted...no I needed to feel myself cum inside her deep confines. I pushed my computer onto the sofa and then slowly started to unbuckle my belt as I sat staring at her teasing her body. She cupped one and then the other breast, licking her lips in anticipation as she stared at me undoing my pants. "Ohhhh, fuck yes," she whispered to herself as I lifted my butt off the sofa and pushed my pants and briefs down, freeing my now-hard dick.
She moved tentatively, stepping closer to me and then around the coffee table between us. She lifted one foot and rested it on the sofa to spread her legs even more. I stared at her sexy body, at her firm, round pussy lips and the inner labia pushing out from between them. Her finger tips stroked over and around her soft protruding lips, occasionally slipping between them to draw some of her excitement out and spread it around, making her lips glisten. I rubbed my cock slowly while watching finger slip between her lips, slowly stroking from the entrance to her depths to her clit. She moaned softly, staring at my hand sliding on my cock as she pushed a finger into herself, pushing it in a full two knuckles deep. She stroked it in and out of herself in time with my slow strokes on my cock. She looked like she wanted to do more, her lips pursing and then her tongue slipping out to lick them. I could see her hesitation, her desire to step to me and feel my cock inside her, but also something holding her back.
We watched each other, watching each other pleasure ourselves while occasionally glancing at each other's eyes and making a connection. I could see the desire building in her and was about to suggest that she come sit on my lap when she started to move. It only took her a few moments to close the distance and crawl onto the sofa, one knee on either side of my hips. She sat on my legs and took my hands in hers, pulling them both up to her chest, coaxing me to cup each firm little mound. She smiled at me as I squeezed her firm breasts, her hands reaching down for my dick. She lifted her butt off my legs and bent herself enough to see my dick between her legs. We both watched my fat mushroom head as she rubbed it between her flowery inner lips, spread her juices on it and finding that perfect spot for it to be. She lowered herself down slowly, forcing her body to stretch around my head. She let the breath she was holding out slowly, letting a little moan slip out as well, as she pushed herself down against my engorged head. Her body resisted, refusing for long seconds to let the fat intruder in before finally giving way to accept my fat member.
"Oh god, yes," she whispered as she slipped slowly down my shaft, her body stretching inside to accept the size of my engorged shaft. I felt her butt finally rest on my legs, pressing her firm cheeks to my thighs ass he panted lightly for a few moment. She moved slowly at first, lifting and lowering herself up and down my shaft, spreading her juices on my dick. I could feel her soft vaginal walls stroking and gripping me with each stroke. Her slow strokes soon increased in pace, her tight little pussy squeezing me pleasantly as she bounced harder, her ass starting to slap against my thighs. Her small tits bounced slightly in my hands with each impact, reminding me of what I should have been doing. That's it. Squeeze them. I love having then squeezed," she moaned. I did as she asked, squeezing her firm orbs between my fingers and palms, making her shudder for a few moments. "Oh damn, yes. That is soooo good. I could fuck this cock all day. Just fuck it and fuck it and fuck it. Are you enjoying it as much as I am?"
"Oh yeah. You keep going like this, and you're going to make me come buckets in you," I groaned, enjoying the spreading warmth and tingle that heralded the growth of my orgasm.
"Good. I want you to. I want to feel you come in my pussy. I want to feel you fill me with your seed, to give the goddess all of your desire and lust. I want to be the receptacle of your sex, to feel you come and to feel you make me come."
"Then you should hurry, because you're not too far from being that receptacle." I groaned as she continued to ride me wildly.
"DO IT! COME FOR ME! FILL ME UP!" she cried, her body starting to tremble while she continued to bounce herself up and down my shaft. "OH FUCK! I'M COOOOMMMING!" she screamed as she slammed herself down on me over and over, each plunge down my shaft jamming my head against the end of her vagina. The warmth and tingle and urgency grew beyond what I could hold back, and with a massive groan, I jerked hard. I could feel the surge of cum flow up my shaft, and gush into her pussy as she slammed down on me one more time. She sat on me, moaning as she felt my cum surge into her with each new spasm of my body. Her whole body trembled and shook where she sat, panting for breath between deep moans of pleasure.
She slowly leaned toward me, aiming her lips for mine, kissing me slowly, softly, letting little pants and moans slip between our lips as her climax slowly faded with mine. I felt that almost drunk feeling start to pass as our lips brushed each other's and my cock softened inside her. "Fuck yes," she whispered, her lips brushing mine as she did. "The goddess was pleased with our gift."
I pulled my head back from her and looked into her eyes in confusion. "What?"
"The goddess was pleased," she whispered, staring back into my eyes in an almost spooky way. She stared at me unblinking for several more seconds and then blinked and shook her head slightly. The look on her face changed from contentment to confusion. She looked at me, then down at us. She pushed herself up and pushed my hands away from her tits, looking down at her nude body. "Shit." She whispered. "Did I... Did you... Did we...Shit!" she gasped. She pushed up off of me, pulling off my still partly hard dick as she stood up. She spread her knees and looked at her own pussy, my copious load of cum slowly oozing from her to drip to the floor between her legs. She looked back at me, her face still a mask of confusion. "I'm naked! Why am I naked? Shit! Did I take off my clothes and... um... did I beg you to fuck me?"
"You sorta did."
"God, I don't know what got into me." She twisting around, looking for her clothes. She found the pile she had dropped and began to dress, stepping into her panties first, giving me another sexy view of her leaking pussy as she did. She pulled them up, capturing my oozing cum before straightening again. She slipped on her small lace bra and fastened it behind her back. "I don't know what to think. I've never done anything like this before," she said, facing away from me, untangling the arms of her light blue postal shirt. "I want to apologize. I'm sure this wasn't how you planned on spending your day, having sex forced on you by a strange woman."
"You didn't force me." I answered her.
She stopped dressing and turned to look at me. "I don't know why, but I was in the bathroom and I felt the urge to undress and show you my body. The longer I stood there, the more I wanted to fuck you. I don't know why or what or anything, but I do know that you didn't ask me for it. I just sorta did it without asking, so yeah, I sorta forced it on you."
I got up, shuffled around the table to step toward her. She turned away, her face flushed in embarrassment. I stepped behind her, and slipped my arms around her waist. I wasn't sure why I was doing it, but I felt compelled to. I cupped each of her breasts through the lace and gently stroked her nipples with my thumbs while I kissed the back of her neck. She stood frozen for almost half a minute, holding her shirt in one hand, before she turned in my arms to face me. She looked up at me, and opened her mouth to say something, then closed it again. "God I want to let you fuck me again. Just take me again, right here, but I can't do this again. I have to leave," she whispered. "I don't want to. I want you to take me again. I want to feel you in me, pumping your seed deep in my pussy. I want to come for you again and let you feel my orgasm match yours." She said with a look of confusion on her face. "I don't understand it. I really don't. But I know I have to leave before I can't."



"I understand," I whispered back, stepping away and letting her pull her shirt on. I reached for her hands and took them from the front of her shirt. I started to button it for her. She reached down to my dick and wrapped her fingers around it, slowly stroked me as I worked down her front, doing up one and then the next button. When I was done, all she had left was her shorts and shoes. She stayed frozen in place, stroking my cock for several lingering seconds. With a look of sudden certainty, she let go of me and turned around. As she did, she reached for her panties and pulled them down to her thighs.
"Fuck me. Take me again," she whispered, staying bent over to expose her pussy to me. I looked down at her bare ass and pussy, feeling very conflicted. I knew I shouldn't want to, but at the same time I could feel the desire for her growing within me. It was almost as if there were something drawing me toward her, to stick myself in her, to make myself climax deep in her pussy. Almost without realizing it, I grasped my again rock-hard dick and rubbed it against her lips. I felt the desire to push into her grow inside me, pushing away the conscious thought that I shouldn't, replacing it with images of me pumping my cock in and out of her, and how it would feel.
I was still struggling with knowing I shouldn't be doing it, when I pushed my hips forward, almost as if someone had grabbed me and pushed me toward her, my hard cock sliding easily into her sopping wet pussy. I pushed fully into her until my body pressed against her bare ass, groaning softly in pleasure at the feeling of her vagina around my hard-on. I closed my eyes and reveled in the sensations around my cock as I started to stroke in and out of her, driving my cock deep with each push.
"Oh god yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me come around you again." She moaned loudly as I held her hips and plunged into her, my hips working faster with each passing moment.
"Uh huh," I grunted in answer holding her hips and driving into her with abandon. I jammed my cock deep into her with each stroke, drawing gasps and moans from her as her orgasm built quickly. I opened my eyes could see our reflection in glass of the TV screen. I watched her move one hand between her legs and play with her clit, drawing a grin from me at the sight. I liked seeing her play with herself, knowing that it would make her climax all the harder. In and out, I pumped, driving both of us toward what I expected to be a quick, but intense climax.
She came first, gasping and shaking as I plunged into her even faster, my thighs slapping her bare ass with each thrust. I felt my need grow, the urgency become undeniable. I knew I was going to come again. I knew it was close. I pulled her ass toward me as I stroked wildly, driving hard into her with each plunge of my shaft. "FUCK YES!" I shouted as my body spasmed. I felt the jerk jam me into her and once again, felt the flow of my cum into her pussy. I stood there, jerking and twitching as my cum flowed into her trembling pussy.
"Yes! Fill me. Fill me for the goddess!" she moaned loudly.
"I am," I groaned as my cock surged cum into her that I didn't even think I had. I had no idea how I was coming as much as I was, but my foggy brain didn't seem to care. All I knew was how good it felt, how good she felt around me, how good our mutual climax felt. I stood there, letting my cock twitch as it oozed the remaining cum into her. She partly stood and arched her back to be able to straighten without pulling off of me. She found my hands and pulled them to her stomach and then up under her shirt, using my hands to push her shirt and bra up to expose her breasts again. She moved my hands to her tits again, this time ensuring my fingers squeezed and twisted her nipples, making her pussy spasm around me a few more times while she stood panting in front of me. I looked past her at the TV and watched my hands teasing her nipples, drawing every last bit of enjoyment from the act. Slowly my brain cleared, leaving me standing behind her, my softening dick slipping from her pussy, staring at myself playing with her body and knowing I shouldn't have been.
I pulled from her and stepped back. Without a word, she bent over and slid her panties back up. She bent again and stepped into her shorts. She pulled her bra and shirt back into place before bending to step into her shoes. She straightened and turned to face me. "I don't know what came over me. I should have already gone, but I just couldn't help myself. I needed to feel you again, I just couldn't walk away until I did. I know if I wanted I could stay here all day and fuck you. But I have to go."
"I know," I answered.
"Thank you," she whispered, leaning toward me and kissing me on the lips before she turned and ran to the door. She was out the door in moments, slamming it behind her. I could see her through the window, run down the sidewalk to her truck. And then she was gone.
I pulled up my pants, and sat back down on the sofa. I sat there, staring at the dark TV screen, my mind still swirling from the intense sex that I had just shared with a total stranger. My mind could still see her naked body and what she looked like bent over, being fucked from behind. As I stared at the blank screen my brain played back the vivid sensations and then it dawned on me. What was it she'd said? The goddess? Fill me for the goddess? I'd never heard anyone say that during sex, not even on porn videos, which I did, from time to time, watch. What was that supposed to mean? Was that some new term for her vagina? She was older than me by quite a few years. At least a dozen. Maybe that was slang in her day for her pussy? That didn't seem right, but I couldn't put my finger on what exactly she meant.
My computer chimed, breaking my reverie. I looked at the screen and saw the reminder for my dentist appointment. I frowned and got up. I grabbed my car keys and headed out the door in a hurry. I was still thinking about the mail lady as I drove across town. I wasn't sure what I was going to say, but I felt like I needed to call Lydia and let her know what happened.
"Hey, lover. How's your morning gone?" she asked cheerfully when she answered he phone.
"Um. Interesting. I had a visit from the mail lady."
"Oh? A mail lady? Not a mail man?"
"Oh, no, she was definitely not a mail man. She had a package I had to sign for."
"Uh huh. That sounds interesting, NOT."
"Yeah, not so much. She asked to use the bathroom. So, I let her in to go. She, um, she came out of the bathroom naked and wanted to have sex with me."
There was silence for a few moments. "Did you?"
"I'm ashamed to admit I let her.
Again, there was silence. "You're ashamed to? It doesn't sound like y our all that broken up about it."
"Well, I know I should be ashamed, but somehow I don't feel ashamed."
"Huh. Was she good?"
"Good enough."
"Jack... I know this is going to sound like a strange question, but, when did this happen?"
"Just a little while ago."
"This is going to sound even more strange. Did you have sex with her twice?"
"Well, um. Yeah... Why?" I asked with trepidation.
"Because I was sitting in a meeting with a client, and I suddenly felt hot and sweaty, and my pussy started to tingle. Then the strangest thing happened. I wasn't thinking about sex or anything, just work, but right there, right in the middle of the meeting with a client, I started to imagine her, my client, without any clothes on. I was imagining her standing there undressing, and then, I was seeing her lying naked on the conference table. I mean, I know she wasn't, by my brain kept showing me that image, trying to convince me that she was. I tried to ignore it, but it got so intense, and then, without warning, I climaxed, right in front of her. I came hard. She couldn't not see. In fact, she did see."
"She was sitting across the table from me, staring at me in shock as I climaxed in front of her. She just sat there, staring at me for almost a full minute, almost like she was waiting for my orgasm to pass, then, instead of being angry or leaving or anything, she licked her lips at me and stood up. She stared right at me as she lifted her skirt and pushed the front of her pantyhose and panties down. God honey, she stood there stroking herself, asking me to do the same. I don't know why, but did, I stood up and pulled up my skirt so she could see my pussy and we stroked our pussies until we climaxed again, together. But it felt funny. It felt just like you were pumping your dick in and out of me. I could swear you were coming in my pussy."
"That is soooo... I don't know what to call it...weird I guess. It's just... I don't know how to explain it. I believe you. I don't know why, but I do."
"I can't explain it either. After, we both were kinda fuzzy feeling. We had to sit for almost ten minutes before we felt normal. She apologized and said it must have been something in the air, but I felt the same way. I felt almost like I did when we got done at the restaurant. I mean, that after-sex, fuzzy feeling I've been having for months. Do you get that?"
"The last few days, yes," I agreed. "She said something, too, something that bothered me. Is there an old name for pussies or vaginas or something that would be goddess or sound like that at least?"
"Not that I know. Why?"
"She said it twice. The second time she said she wanted me to fill her for the goddess. I haven't ever heard that slang before."
"I haven't either."
I pulled into the dentist's parking lot. "Well, I gotta go. I'm at my appointment."
"OK, lover. Have a good appointment. We'll talk about this tonight."
"Will do."
I clicked my phone off and walked into the dentist's office and only had to wait a few minutes before Jolene came out to get me.
"Good morning, Jack! Have you been having a good summer?" she asked politely as she waited for me to walk from where I had been seated to the door she was holding open.
"Not all that bad," I answered as I stepped through, and then waited for her to close it and lead me the exam room we'd be using. The office had a number of hygienists, each had their own room. The rooms didn't have doors, but they did have privacy curtains, mostly because whoever designed the rooms thought they were doing everyone a favor by pointing the foot of the chairs toward the hallway, instead of the nearly floor to ceiling windows on the opposite wall. I was told that it only took the hygienists a few moments to realize that anyone walking down the hall would have a look right up the skirts of the female patients, and if they were turned the other way, anyone walking down the sidewalk would have the exact same view. The solution was to install privacy curtains.
Jolene led me to her room and once I was in, pulled the curtain closed. I sat in the chair and she went about her work getting me ready for my cleaning. In a minute I was tilted back and she had her face over mine, podding my teeth with a metal poker of some kind. "Well Jack, any issues you've noticed? She asked, with a finger and the probe in my mouth.
"Nuh uh," I grunted.
"Things look pretty good here so far," she said, pulling her finger out of my mouth. "Let's go ahead and start cleaning." She leaned over again, this time starting to scrape the plaque from my teeth with that irritating scritch and scratch. "Been having a good summer?"
"Uh huh."
"It's been hot. Have you had time to get to the lake and fish?"
"ott eally."
"Yeah I know. I barely can find time to go out into the back yard and tan."
"Ah."
"It's nice to get out and let the sun tease you, isn't it? I mean, you enjoy being out in the sun when you're fishing, don't you?"
"Uh huh," I agreed.
She leaned a little harder against me, one of her fairly large tits pressing against my chest.
"I love laying out. Letting the sun and wind tease my skin. I get all oiled up so I tan easily, and then when the wind blows it feels so sexy, doesn't it?"
"I unnno."
"You don't? I bet it does and you just don't want to admit it." She said with a smile behind her mask evident by the crinkle of her eyes. She leaned down a little further and whispered. "Can I tell you a secret?"
"Urrr."
"Sometimes I take my suit all the way off and tan naked," she whispered before pulling her face back a bit, her tit still pressed to my chest. She scratched on my teeth silently for a few moments before saying anything else. "You ever try that, just going that way in the boat while you fish?"
"Uh uh."
"You should. It feels sooooo good. And I don't get any tan lines," she finished in a whisper.
"Ah."
"You don't think so? Here." She took her fingers and tools from my mouth. She looked around, unbuttoned the top three buttons of her white lab coat. She pulled the zipper on her blouse down, exposing a surprisingly delicate white lace bra. She looked around again and then leaned down. "Now, don't tell anyone," she whispered as she reached between her breasts and flicked the little plastic clasp between the lace cups that didn't look nearly strong enough to support her large breasts. With a naughty little grin, she spread one side of her coat and shirt, pulling the cup aside to show me her entire right breast, which was, exactly as she said, without a single tan line. She left it exposed for several seconds and then covered it again. She glanced around and then picked up her tools and went back to work in my mouth. "Now, no telling anyone, right?"
"Uh huh."
She smiled and nodded as she worked. After a few moments, she looked down at my lap and her mask shifted on her face as she apparently grinned wider behind it. "I think you liked what you saw."
"Huh?"
She set her tool down and stroked her hand down my chest to my crotch and over my hardening dick. She rubbed it for several seconds, working her palm back and forth along its length at least half a dozen times before grasping my hardening shaft through my shorts. She leaned down and whispered, "Like I said, someone like what he saw," before squeezing it a few times. She let go of my dick and went back to working on my teeth. There was a long awkward silence before she leaned down to whisper again. "It feels pretty big. Is it? Never mind. You wouldn't tell me if it was, would you? Of course not. All guys think theirs is big. Don't they?"
I didn't answer, basically unsure what to say.
She looked around again and then set the tool down. She shifted her open smock, blouse and bra cup to leave her left breast hanging out completely. She leaned toward me as she went back to work in my mouth, her right breast pressed to my chest and now bare left tit pressed against my equally bare arm. As she worked, she twisted side to side, sliding her nipple back and forth across my arm. "It's getting hot in here, isn't it? I bet you think so too, don't you? I can see you sweating a little. Would you like me to wipe that away?"
She stood up, took a paper towel and wiped it over my forehead. As she did, she leaned herself over, pressing her left tit to my face and her nipple right into my mouth. I probably shouldn't have. No, that's not right. I KNOW I shouldn't have, but I couldn't help myself. I closed my lips around the obviously offered nipple and sucked it quickly. She let me do it for several seconds before pulling back, slipping the nipple from my mouth with a soft wet pop. "Naughty boy," she whispered as she sat back down.
"Now, where were we?" she asked in a normal businesslike tone. "Oh yes, fishing. Do you have big rods or do you prefer thinner, flexible rods? I personally like a fairly stiff rod when I'm fishing."
"Stff," I mumbled.
"Yeah, kind of figured you for that style. Lots of power behind them when it's time to set the hook." She set her tool aside and reached down to my lap again. This time she undid my belt and the snap and zipper of my shorts. She spread the front with one hand and then pushed the elastic waistband of my briefs down. She worked it down until my rock-hard dick was fully exposed, my underwear hooked under my balls. She grasped my cock and began to slowly stroke it. "Oh yeah. Very nice. I wouldn't mind trying out that rod."
She left my dick hanging out or, more correctly, poking up into the air, as she went back to cleaning my teeth, her still-exposed breast teasing my arm as she worked. "That looks so delicious," she whispered. "Is it? Would you be offended if I tasted it?" she asked. "I don't want to get in trouble with your wife or anything, but I wouldn't mind tasting it."
"Sure," I answered, after she'd pulled her tools from my mouth again.
She pulled her mask down to expose her pretty, grinning, face and then leaned over me. She opened her mouth and engulfed my dick. She bent over the chair, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft. Almost without conscious thought, I slipped my arm down and slipped my hand between her knees. I I moved it slowly up between her legs, working up farther until I could feel the wet crotch of her panties. She moved her hands and for a moment I thought I might be in trouble, but instead she reached under her dress and pulled her panties down.
She worked them down until she could step out of them, leaving them lie on the floor near her feet. I slipped my fingers back up to her now-exposed pussy lips and worked two fingers between them.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly. I stroked her pussy with one hand while I worked the other under her chest, working it toward her exposed tit. I grasped her big, soft boob and then squeezed her nipple. "Mmmmm," she moaned louder. She stood next to the chair bent over, sucking my dick while I worked two fingers in her pussy, stroking her clit with each movement. The more I stroked her pussy, the faster she worked her mouth on my dick, pushing me closer and closer to climax. I found her clit with my fingers and concentrated there, working her slowly building orgasm. I didn't know how long we could do this before getting caught, but she had seemed to lose her concern. Her hand and mouth moved up and down my dick, teasing me closer and closer to unloading in her mouth.
She stopped sucking for a moment and silently gasped as I pushed two fingers into her pussy. I knew what she wanted, and what I wanted at that moment. I just didn't see any way of doing it.
"Damn," I groaned softly as she went back to sucking my dick again, even more aggressively than before.
She pulled her face from my dick and turned to whisper to me, "You have to be quiet or we'll get caught."
"Okay," I answered as she went back to my dick once again. I stifled a groan of pleasure with her moaning around my dick, in response to my thumb pushing against her clit, pushed me a little closer to climax. I wasn't sure who was going to come first, her or me, as we both worked to push the other's buttons. I felt her pussy clench around my fingers as she began to silently orgasm, her face still bobbing up and down my shaft. "Oh shit," I whispered as my body bucked up at her, squirting a gush of cum deep into her mouth. She expertly took my load in her mouth, as her own body shook and trembled.
She finally pulled off my dick and sat on her stool, panting. "Someone has already been fucking today," she whispered as she fixed my pants. She grinned before covering her cum-covered lips with her little blue paper mask. "Almost done," she said in as businesslike tone as she could manage at that moment. She went back to finish the last scraping and then started on the buffing with the gritty, unpleasant tasting paste. A few minutes later she helped me rinse all the grit from my mouth and declared me done. She leaned down over me and whispered, "Don't you ever tell anyone what we just did."
"I won't," I whispered back, and she straightened up. She walked out and the dentist came back a couple minutes later to look at all my teeth. He declared everything healthy and then Jolene came back to finish cleaning me off. I climbed from the chair and looked down. "Jolene," I said softly, pointing down.



"Oh shit," she gasped, reaching down to the floor and her underwear lying there. She rolled her eyes as she hid them in her smock pocket, and led me to the receptionist to schedule my next visit. Before she left, she slipped a note into my hand and then walked away.
It said, Back door five minutes.
I walked out the front door towards my car, and then, not seeing anyone around, I headed around the back of the building where the employees parked. She stepped out a short couple minutes later.
"Jack. I wanted to apologize. I don't know what came over me. I really don't. I don't ever do that kind of thing, ever! I don't want you to think I was trying to... you know."
"If you're worried I might claim you assaulted me, don't worry. You and I have the same problem. It overtook us and we couldn't help ourselves. As long as neither of us try to make any kind of complaint, no one can, or will, know. I enjoyed it. Probably the most enjoyable dental visit I've ever had."
"You're not angry?"
"Not at all," I said, leaning toward her. I kissed her on the lips for several seconds and then felt her lean into me and kiss me back. We stood at the edge of the parking lot, kissing sensuously, our hands starting to stroke all over each other's bodies as our desire for each other again grew. I reached my hands up under her skirt, cupping her bare butt cheeks, pulling her against my hardening dick. She ground her pelvis against me as we kissed.
She suddenly pulled back from me, panting, her face flushed. "Fuck. You do that much more and I'm going to strip and let you fuck me right here on one of these cars, and I don't think my husband would appreciate that."
"Yeah. I know what you mean. I don't know what came over me."
"Same thing that came over me in there. God, I want to fuck you so bad right now," she said huskily. She leaned into me and kissed me on the lips again, her hands moving between us to undo her smock. She pulled it apart and then pulled the zipper on her shirt all the way down. Her bra was still open and she pulled my hands to her now bare tits while we continued to kiss. I felt her hands move to my shorts and in seconds if felt them slide down to my ankles. My briefs were pushed down so she could get to my hard cock with her hands. She pulled her face from mine and looked down between us, one hand pulling her skirt up while the other pulled on my hard cock. She pulled me toward her, aiming my cock for her pussy. I pushed forward, sliding my cock between her thighs, her hot wet lips sliding along the top of my shaft. She slipped her arms around me and pulled us together, her hips starting to slide back and forth, sliding her pussy and thighs along my shaft. "God I wanna fuck you for real." She whispered moments before the back door opened.
"Jolene your next appointment is here." The receptionist said, before the enormity of the situation in front of her made itself plain in her mind. "I'll...um...I'll let you finish your conversation." She said as she retreated back into the door.
"Shit. Shit shit shit!" she swore quietly, pulling back from me. She moved her hands to push mine away and then start fixing her bra. "God I wanted to fuck you." She mumbled as she zipped her top and then turned to go back in. She stopped, turned back and moved to kiss me on the lips again. "Come back later and I will." She whispered before she turned again and disappeared into the door, leaving me standing there, my shorts around my ankles and my briefs around my thighs, wanting to follow her, but knowing I couldn't. I walked a little unsteadily to my car, climbed in and headed for home.
---o---
I was just making lunch when Lydia came dashing in the door. "We don't have much time and I have to run back to work, but I need to be fucked soooooo bad!" she said, already starting to slip her dress off.
"Huh?" I asked a little stupidly as her dress slid down her body, leaving her naked except for her stockings and high heels.
"Fuck me silly!" she said, pushing what I was working on away from the edge of the counter. She pushed me back, slipped between me and the counter and lifted herself on it. She spread her legs wide and reached to pull me between them. "I don't know why, but I need to be fucked so fucking bad, and if you don't fuck me I don't know how long I can go without getting one of the guys at work to do me."
"Sure," I answered as she worked on my belt and the front of my shorts. In a few moments she had my shorts down and my briefs pushed low enough to get my dick aimed at her pussy. She used her heels to pull me toward her, aiming my cock at her pussy. I slid easily into her sopping wet tunnel.
"Ohhhhh, fuck yes. That's what I need. Make me come, baby. Make me come hard around your fantastic cock!"
I didn't need any more coaching. I reached for her ass and grasped it as I drove my cock into her. After being turned on in the parking lot by Jolene, I was more than ready to fuck my hot, sexy wife. I started plunging into her with abandon, driving her body quickly toward the ecstasy she was craving. Within only a few short minutes, long before I was ready to fill her, I felt her pussy clenching and spasming. Her moans and gasps echoed through the kitchen as did the wet slap of our bodies together. She held her legs as high and wide as she could so my cock could drive deep into her, my head bumping the end of her depths with each stroke. "Oh, fuck me hard, lover. God, you're making me come so good. Soooo damn good! God, I love feeling it, feeling you make me come. Come for me. Let me feel you pumping my pussy full of your cum!"
"Uh huh," I grunted breathlessly as I slammed into her over and over, my climax building more quickly now. I watched her tits bouncing, her nipples making little circles in the air as I thrust hard into her with each stroke. The warmth and tingle that associated with that feeling of urgency grew and spread, my hips pounding hard into her to keep it growing. "Gonna come," I grunted when I knew I could hold back no longer, not that I wanted to, other than to make it more intense for both of us. My hips jerked hard, jamming me into her so hard I slid her butt slightly on the counter.
"FUCK YES!" Lydia screamed as her climax raced even higher at the feeling of my cock surging shot after shot of cum in her. Her legs and arms trembled as her climax melded with mine, the two of us lost in our mutual, intense orgasms. She slowly stilled her shaking and kicked off her heels to wrap her legs around me, holding my still leaking cock deep in her pussy. "God, I needed that. I needed that soooo badly. I don't know why, I was just sitting there working and I started to need to be fucked. It didn't matter who, but I knew I needed to be fucked, so I ran home as soon as I could slip out."
"Since when?" I asked as I panted for breath. "I mean, when did you decide you needed to be fucked, not that I'm complaining at all."
"I don't know. I mean, I came in the conference room with that client. I was so totally messed up at that moment. Neither one of us seemed to be able to help it. She was as mortified that she did it as I was doing it in front of her. Then a little while ago, maybe around eleven or so, I suddenly had the urge to get fucked. I almost asked Gerry to come fuck me. I wanted a cock in me so badly. Then I just decided I'd come home and let you fuck me for lunch."
"It was a great lunch break. You won't ever hear me complain about you coming in and wanting to be fucked."
"It seems silly. What's happening to us? We've been sexy before, but I don't ever remember being so turned on that I'd have just any guy fuck me. But it's so urgent, like I can't help it."
"Well, about eleven Jolene, the dental hygienist, she had just sucked me off, and then the two of us were standing in the parking lot, making out and getting ready to fuck. I don't know why. I really don't. I'm at a total loss. The both of us are having these sexual desires that are stronger than anything I can remember. It has to be something from the restaurant. Something we ate or something."
"Flashing you and getting sexy and wearing short little skirts and such for you, I can get that. But the restaurant, Suzanne, you having sex at work, the mail lady, and now I'm having these urges a work, getting so horny and excited that I want a dick, any dick, to come fuck me. What's happening to us?"
"I don't know. I guess whatever happened at the restaurant hasn't worn off yet. Some kind of chemical contamination maybe? Something that didn't wash off?"
"That doesn't explain my client. We didn't touch or shake hands or anything. We just sat in the same room." She looked concerned. "What's happening to us?"
"Maybe whatever the chemical was it simulates a pheromone or something. I'm just grasping at straws. I don't know what it is, I wish I did. With the mail lady, after we were done, both of us felt sorta like we'd been drunk. You know, uninhibited. We wanted each other and really didn't have any way to stop what we were doing. But while we were, she kept saying something about the goddess wanting it and the goddess being pleased with our gift. I don't know what she meant, but it isn't the first time one of the women I'm having sex with has said it. I feel like it's a key, but I don't know to what yet. I just can't get my brain to think about it. Every time I do I get so damn turned on I can't think about anything but sex."
"Oh god. I thought that. When my client was frigging her clit in front of me, I kept thinking that the goddess would be pleased when we both came. I kind of forgot that, but now that you say it, I remember thinking it. I don't know what I meant, but I remember thinking it. It's probably just some random thought from the other night, right? Talking about Aphrodite and all?" she said with a sudden girlish giggle. "Oh god wouldn't that be funny?"
"What?"
"If all this was some drug induced delusion because we were talking about the sex goddess at dinner?" she said, giggling again.
"Drug induced delusion? Seriously? You think we've been fucking like rabbits because we were talking about Aphrodite when we were drugged!?"
"It makes more sense to me than some supernatural being invading our minds!" she said, her face turning serious. "You're way to logical to even think that...aren't you?"
"None of this makes sense to me." My softened dick slipped from her. "I don't know of any drug that would do what's happened to us. I mean, everyone at the restaurant would have been effected."
"You mean like stripping and having a huge public sex orgy or something like that?" She asked with raised eyebrows.
"Yeah, you sorta have a point." I agreed before I helped her down off the counter.
She looked down at my cum dripping from her pussy to the floor. "Well, if it's a gift to a goddess, I hope she mops the floor!" she giggled girlishly yet again. She bent over, picked up her heels and slipped them on before finding her dress where she had stepped out of it. She slipped it back on and headed to the back door. She paused and turned to look back at me. "Maybe I should be more worried about who your going to be fucking before I get home, but if you promise to try and keep it oin your shorts, I'll try to keep from pulling theirs down." She blew me a kiss before giggling and heading out the door to go back to work.
I just shook my head in frustration that she didn't seem to be taking any of this seriously. I mean, there was SOMETHING going on, I just couldn't put my finger on what it was. I finished making my lunch and eating it and then settled in to try get some more work done.
---o---
"Hey, you sexy hunk!" I heard from the doorway as I sat on the sofa, working on my computer. I looked up and saw Suzanne standing in the doorway from the kitchen to the living room, leaning against the opening, her hands gently running up and down her body. I watched her cup a breast in one hand and squeeze it through the summer dress she wore, her other hand rubbing gently on her mound, pressing the material of the skirt between her legs slightly. "I've been at work thinking about you aaaaall day. How hot and sexy you are. How good your cock feels inside me. I want you. I want you to fuck me!"
"You have?" I asked as I stared at her. I knew I should say something to discourage what I could feel was coming, but while I sat there watching her stroking her body, any thought of telling her no, slipped away like smoke in the night. A part of my mind wanted to tell her no, but some other part, some part that was growing larger in my mind, overwhelmed the desire to say no. Suddenly, all I could think of was how she would feel around me.
"I have," she said, slipping her dress' little spaghetti strings off her shoulders. She inched the material of the dress down her body by pulling on the material at her hips. The top stretching a little more as it slowly slid down her big chest. She had a strapless bra on, and soon the dress had pulled down far enough to slip under her big sexy tits. She kept inching the dress down, pulling the material a little, and then taking another slight grip and then pulling it down a little more. Over and over, she gripped the material and pulled, making the stretchy material almost ooze down her trim body, exposing more and more of her chocolate skin, at the same time making my desire for her grow with each inch uncovered. I watched her dress slip down over her hips and then slide to the floor. She stepped out of the dress, and then walked slowly toward me, still wearing a tiny thong, the strapless bra, stockings, and her heels. She looked incredibly sexy and desirable and at that moment I could think of nothing else beside helping her undress the rest of the way and fucking that incredible black pussy.
I stared as she reached a foot out to push the coffee table aside and then stand in front of me. With a naughty smile, she reached behind her back and undid the back of the bra, letting it slip from off her tits and fall to the floor. She reached for the tiny strings of her underwear and pushed them down over her hips, peeling the tiny triangle of material off her completely shaved mound and lips. She bent over, her thirty-eight D tits hanging down sexily as she worked the slip of underwear over her high heels. She stayed bent, taking off the shoes and then standing in nothing but her black nylon thigh-high stockings. She put one foot on the sofa between my legs and began slowly rolling the stocking down her leg. She worked slowly, stroking her hand from her thigh all the way to her knee until she had the stocking rolled that far, and then extended her strokes until she had it rolled all the way her ankle. "Why don't you take it the rest of the way off?" she said huskily, lifting her foot from between my legs and resting it on my crotch.
I reached to her leg and gently stroked my fingers from her knee down her calf to where the stocking was rolled. I eased it down her ankle and then shifted her foot enough to slip it the rest of the way off. She stepped back and placed her other foot on my dick. "You did that so nicely, why don't you do the other one all the way?"
"With pleasure," I answered, reaching up to her thigh. I let my right hand rest on her thigh at the top of her stocking, but slipped my left higher, sliding it up until my fingers could stroke her delicate inner labia that was protruding, but still somewhat pressed to her full round outer lips from the panties. I teased her lips, stroking them softly, easing them from their pressed position. I teased my fingers between her lips, working the tips of my fingers between her lips, feeling her moisture and spreading it over her lips.
"That doesn't feel like taking my stocking off," she whispered.
"No? Silly me." I smiled, slowly sliding my now-wet fingers down the inside of her thigh to the hem of the stocking. I began to roll it down like she had, rolling the material down further with each stroke of my hands down her leg. I soon had it down to her ankle and had to lift her foot to get it free. I tossed it aside, leaving her completely nude.
"My turn," she said softly, grabbing my hands and coaxing me up to stand in front of her. As soon as I was standing, she was pushing my shirt up my body. I lifted my arms, holding them up so she had to step closer to me, her tits pressing to my chest as she stood on her tiptoes to get my shirt up over my hands. I lowered my arms and circled them around her waist, holding her loosely against me as she worked her hands between us to undo my shorts. She soon had them siding down, and her hands working my briefs down as well. "I can't reach all the way," she whispered.
"You want to go lower?"
"Oh trust me, we both do, sexy."
"Alright." I grinned, letting my arms go loose enough for her to squat down in front of me. Her nipples slid down my chest and stomach, ending up with her tits pressed to my now rock-hard dick as she worked my briefs down to my shoes. Without looking down, she untied my shoes and got me to lift my feet, one at a time, holding her shoulders for balance as she pulled off my shoes and socks. She lowered her face slightly and engulfed my mushroom head, slipping my briefs down the last few inches and then over my feet.
She slid her hands up to my butt and held me as she slid her mouth on and off my dick, getting me even more turned on. She slowly let my dick slip from her mouth licking my head like an ice cream cone for a few moments. She pulled her face away and settled her butt on the carpet, using my dick as a handle to pull me down with her. I knew what she wanted and I lowered myself to my hands and knees, her legs spread around me. She guided my hard-on to her pussy, rubbing my saliva- coated head between her soft, delicate, black, lips to find that perfect spot. I felt my head nestle into the entrance to her depths, and then pushed myself slowly into her. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. This is what I needed. Ohhhhhhh god damn yes. That's it, baby. Fuck me. Make me come for our goddess."
My brain might have been feeling a little fuzzy and overwhelmed by desire, but even in the midst of the sexual desire overloading my brain, that statement clicked. For a fraction of a second, somewhere in my sex addled brain, it made sense... and then, just as fast as it came, it was gone, lost to the lust of the moment. I started to stroke in and out of her, driving my cock fully into her with each stroke. She lifted and spread her legs wider, letting me drive myself even deeper into her. I could feel my engorged head stroking her soft, hot walls, the tip of my head bumping the end of her tunnel, my shaft spreading her wide with each thrust. Part of my brain momentarily thought of Mike, and what he would think of me fucking his wife again, and then that too was gone. I stared down at her chocolate-colored breasts, her dark nipples drawing circles in the air, her tits rolling on her chest in time with my strokes.
"Fuck me, baby! Oh god, yes, fuck me hard! Make me come for you. Make me come around your fantastic cock!" she cried as I pounded into her.
"Seems like someone started without me!" I heard Lydia say. I briefly wondered if I was in trouble with her, but the smile on her face told me otherwise. She slipped her dress off and walked over to us. She went to her hands and knees and backed toward me, pushing her pussy in front of Suzanne's face. She lowered it down and Suzanne eagerly began to lick my wife. Her cries for me to fuck her harder, were now replaced with muffled moans and grunts as I continued to pump in and out of her with abandon. I could feel her climax start to overtake her, her vaginal walls clenching around me as I pushed myself in and out of her. If anything, feeling her start to climax encouraged me to pump harder, driving my cock more forcefully into her. My body slamming hard against her bare pussy seemed to just push her climax higher, her whole body shuddering and shaking as her climax washed over her like a flood.



I felt my own orgasm build as I continued to drive into Suzanne. I knew I was going to come. Part of my brain didn't understand how, after already coming several times today, I knew I couldn't have anything left, but another part encouraged me to pump harder, to drive myself, and Suzanne even higher. I stared at her tits and at my wife's sexy ass over her face as my climax overtook me. My body spasmed hard and jammed deep into Suzanne. I felt the first huge gush of cum lance deep in her, making me feel... satisfied, as my cum pumped into her in powerful shots. Half a dozen and then some pushed into her hot wetness before I felt the stiffness of my body start to ease. I pushed her leg down and rolled off of her, my still mostly-hard cock pulling from her, glistening with our cum as I lay on my back panting.
Lydia moaned in pleasure as Suzanne continued to lick and tease her pussy, seeming to be enjoying it almost as much as my wife was. I listening to my wife's orgasm building through her moans and gasps. I could tell her climax was moments away when I heard Mike's angry shout.
"FUCK! SUZANNE! What the FUCK are you doing?"
I heard a muffled something from her as Lydia began to climax. "Fuck yes!" Lydia cried as she began to climax on her friends face. Suzanne seemed unconcerned about her husband's entrance, and continued to lick and tease my wife's clit through her climax.
I'd have thought that Mike would have left, given how quiet it had gotten, unable to see where he was because of my wife's body. It was only as she finished climaxing and rolled off of Suzanne's face that I could see he was still standing in the kitchen doorway. The anger his voice had held seemed to have dissipated, to be replaced with a look of pure lust. His pants were around his ankles, and his hand around his rock-hard cock. Lydia seemed to know exactly what he watned, and while I lay, still trying to catch my breath, she went to him, crawling on all fours like an animal. She pulled his hand off his dick, replacing it with her own, and then rolled back onto her butt much like Suzanne had done to me. She pulled him toward her, pulling his dick down with her, until he had to be on his hands and knees as well. She pulled his dick toward her until, with a groan of pleasure, she had his engorged head between her lips. With a deep groan of pleasure, he thrust himself into my wife's pussy.
"Fuck yes!" she gasped as he drove himself fully into her in one thrust. "Fuck me, Mike. Fuck me hard. Make me come again."
"You know it," he practically growled. He started to thrust into her in strong, powerful strokes, slamming his body to hers with each one, moving her in little bits across the floor. Over and over, he drove into her, pushing her climax back to life, her body shaking and trembling as he worked himself toward climax. "FUCK YES! Take this you little cunt!" He drove deep into her, and I could tell by the way his body bucked that he was unloading into my wife. Not that I had any room to complain after the load I left in his wife, though I didn't exactly appreciate him calling my wife that. "Oh fuck yes," he moaned as he lowered himself down to lie on Lydia, suddenly seemingly exhausted.
"Soooo good. God, we love to feel you come in us. Soooo much desire, so much lust. It's just what we need. What we've missed for so long," Lydia panted quietly as she lay under Mike, stroking his shirt covered back.
I lay there, my head again seeming to have cleared from that strange fuzziness that didn't make sense. I listened to Mike and my wife panting from their orgasms, and my brain played back what my wife had said in the throes of her climax. 'we love to feel you come. It's what we need.' I didn't know who the hell we was, but it sure as hell wasn't me. I was about to ask her when my thoughts were again derailed.
"Jesus, Suzanne. What the hell are we doing?" Mike asked as he pushed himself up off of my wife, rolling to sit down on the carpet between her legs. "God, Lydia. I'm sorry."
"For what?" my wife asked from the floor, looking up at him on his knees trying to pull his pants back up. Lydia reached out and stopped him, pulling his pants and underwear down to his knees again, leaving his softening dick glistening with their combined cum. "You don't have to do that."
He seemed unsure what to do, and just knelt there, letting her reach out for his dick and gently wrap her hand around it. "I was sorry for Having sex with you." He said quietly, staring at her nude body while she teased his cock. "I mean, I don't get what's going on. I came over to see if you'd seen Suzanne, and found her getting screwed by Jack, and then you want me do you. I shouldn't have, but I couldn't seem to resist. All of a sudden I really wanted to have sex with... well... whoever I could, I guess. You keep doing that and I'm going to have to do it again." He said as she continued to work his hardening dick with her hand.
"And that's a problem? Trust me, I have we have no idea what's going on." Lydia twisted to look at me. "Jack and I have been fighting this kind of thing all day. I don't know how many times I've wanted to have sex today. It seems like almost every guy that walks by." She looked back at him and shifted so she could use both hands on his dick. "Thank god I'm not, but still. If I hadn't come home and fucked Jack at lunch, I don't know who I'd have jumped."
"Jesus," Mike groaned before looking at a very embarrassed looking Suzanne and then back to my wife. "I'm, um, you're making me want to fuck you again."
"I know. That's the idea isn't it? To get fucked as many times as we can?"
"With you, I mean, us? Suzanne you want to let her do this?" He said in a protest that didn't sound all that enthusiastic.
"Well, um, I suppose that if, well, you wanted to. It wouldn't be like we haven't both, um..." Suzanne answered, watching my wife stroking is cock.
"Suzanne, what did you do?" Mike asked with clear trepidation.
"I couldn't help it! It was just a spur of the moment thing! It just sorta happened!" she said, clearly upset with what had happened, whatever it was.
"And just what was it that happened you couldn't help?"
"Jeremy. I followed Jeremy into the bathroom and... I still can't believe I did it."
"What did you do?"
"I gave him a blowjob. In the john, for gods sake. I gave Jeremy a blow job in the fucking bathroom!" Suzanne said, almost in tears. I have no idea what came over me. He just...he...he was following me, staring at my ass as I walked down the hall, and when I turned around, he had a hard-on. He just grinned at me and stepped into the bathroom and held the door open for me. I followed him in and knelt down and sucked his dick."
"I know how you feel," Lydia said, stopping stroking Mike's cock and pulling her hands away from him. "Damn. This is affecting all of us, but this is... it's scary, but exciting. Scary that I can't seem to help myself, and exciting in how it feels. I swear, sometimes I'm just sitting there and I can feel myself practically climaxing, and I'm not doing anything. And when I do climax, I feel this huge surge of... I don't know... satisfaction? Contentment? Not sure how to describe it."
"You said something when you were climaxing with Mike, something that didn't make sense. You kept saying we. We missed this, we want to feel it. Who the hell is we?" I asked my wife.
"I did? I don't remember it. I don't know who we could be. I mean, it was just the four of us and we haven't done this kind of thing before the other night."
"Yeah, you did say that. I... yeah. I do too. It felt like I wasn't alone when I was climaxing. That I was... connected? Connected to someone else. I could feel their... no, her, it was a woman, I could feel her climaxing with me, hers feeding into mine. How is that possible?" Suzanne asked with a concerned look.
"Wait, I remember something," my wife said as she jumped up and ran down the hall. She came back a few moments later with a very old looking book in hand and plopped on the sofa. "I remember reading something in here."
"What is that?" Suzanne asked.
"I don't know exactly. It doesn't have a title. I got it from that same estate sale that we got Jack's ring from. I thought it was a cool old book. It's all about the old Greek gods and ceremonies and such." She said as she flipped through the pages of the ancient looking book. "Ah. Here it is. I knew I read this. It was commonly believed that when a couple joined in copulation within the temple walls, that the Goddess Aphrodite could not only feel the couple's emotions and sensations, feeding on their sexual energy, but that she could join with the woman, adding to her climax to increase its intensity. While it was considered to be a great honor, to be temporarily joined to the goddess, it was believed that only those that had been touched by the temple master could make this connection. That's got to be it. That's the WE! You and I. We've been touched by the temple master! Jack! We've both been fucked by Jack!"
"Jack? Temple master?" Mike asked in confusion.
"Yeah. The ring. It's supposed to be a replica of the ones that Aphrodite's temple priests wore. He'd be the temple master!"
"That's crazy. Those gods were just superstitions. Right? They never really existed." Suzanne scowled. "I'm not sure that I'm ready to blame my sudden sexual desires on some god that never existed. There has to be some other rational explanation. We were poisoned, or contaminated or something with some kind of aphrodisiac drug or pheromones or something. That's what some of those date rape drugs do, right? Make you lose your inhibitions and accept the advances of whoever's there?"
"Jack suggested it earlier to day and I said the same thing. It's just a superstition. Those gods never really existed, but now, I don't know. Maybe he's right. Maybe there is something to this." Lydia answered with a shrug. "All I know is that for the last two days I've wanted to fuck anything in reach. And not just guys. A woman client and I fingered ourselves in front of each other. I've never done that. Never even been interested in anything like that until the other day. And a few minutes ago? I put my pussy in your face. I wanted you to lick me, to make me climax."
"So you're telling me you can't help it?" Mike said in disbelief, looking at his still naked wife sitting on the floor next to me. "That some supernatural being is controlling you? That's why you're fucking our best friends?"
"Come on, honey. You can't tell me you haven't been affected. I know better than that. You just let Lydia pull you down to fuck her without a complaint. And at the restaurant, that little server sitting on your dick? That was all you? You really wanted to fuck her in front of everyone, in front of me?"
"Well... um... it wasn't that."
"And don't tell me you're all lily-white about sex with other women. I know you banged the maid service this morning before work."
"I didn't!" he objected.
"Come on, Mike! I know you did! I found her panties on the floor next to our bed and cum stains on the bedspread."
He looked like a deer caught in the headlights, staring at his wife. "I didn't... I mean... It was an accident."
"An accident? How is fucking a twenty year old an accident?" Suzanne said with a scowl.
"She was... um... she was cleaning the house naked. She just kept taking off her clothes as she worked, moving around, dropping one thing and then the next until she was almost naked."
"And you just had to follow her to the bedroom?"
"Well, I sorta did. She was bent over making the bed and I couldn't help myself. I just walked up behind her and pulled her underwear down. She stood there wiggling her butt at me, waiting. I pulled it out and did her," he said, looking like he'd been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
Suzanne rolled over and crawled over to her husband, where he was still kneeling after fucking my wife, then rolled him back with her hand pressed to his chest. She crawled over him, straddling him with her pussy over his partly hard dick. She reached down between them, grasped it and started stroking it, her big tits hanging down so far that her nipples almost touched his chest with each breath she took. She whispered as she shifted slightly, "It's alright, lover. I'm not angry. I just wanted to make sure that we were both understanding each other. Supernatural being or drugs or whatever, I don't care right now. I just know that I want to feel your cock in me." She pulled his now-hard cock up toward her pussy and pushed herself down his shaft. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah. God, it feels so good inside me. I love feeling you fuck me. Tell me, lover, do you want to fuck me, or would you rather fuck that little twenty year old maid?" She asked as she started to lift and lower herself, sliding her pussy up and down his dick.
"You, of course," he answered quickly with a bit of a groan.
"Liar. If I was a guy, I'd want to fuck Maria. She's one hot as fuck little package. Don't think I haven't noticed you eyeing her when she shows up, wearing those tiny little shirts with no bra? Oh yeah. You know what I mean, those cute little boobs showing right through? She has to be taking her bra off in the car. I don't know any mother who would let her daughter go out dressed like she is. She's been teasing you for weeks, flashing her bare ass when she bends over. You know what I mean, lover." Suzanne was moving faster as she talked, driving herself harder down his cock as she held herself over him on her hands and knees, her huge tits swinging wildly between them. "Oh fuck yes. Make me come like you made her come. She's just been waiting for a chance for me to leave for work before you so she can do what she did. God, you're soooo fucking hard. I can feel how much you liked what you saw. I can't blame you, I was almost ready to undress her and fuck her myself."
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna come!" he gasped as she pounded herself down on him over and over, driving his hard cock deep into her pussy. He had his hands on her chocolate ass cheeks, pulling her back and forth with each stroke she made. Her nipples were brushing his chest as they swung between them, teasing both of them even closer to climax. "OH SHIT!" he cried suddenly as his body suddenly started bucking up at her spasmodically. He pumped his cum deep into her pussy as she too started to climax, her whole body shaking and trembling as she lay herself down on top of him.
"Oh fuck yes. Soooooo good," she moaned softly as she lay on his still periodically jerking body. She lowered her lips to his and kissed him aggressively, seemingly unable to quite let her climax fade away. "Oh god. I love you so much," she gasped between wet, forceful kisses. "I love fucking you. I love loving you. Any time, any place, lover. Fuck me any time, any place." Slowly, over two or three minutes her kisses softened and the two lay softly, tenderly, kissing, their mutual orgasms finally having faded away. His dick slipped from her and she moaned softly with disappointment.
"You're not mad that I fucked her? Maria?" he asked in a whisper.
"I should be. I should be furious, but I'm not. I don't know why, but I'm not bothered by it at all. Just don't let it happen too often, or I might get jealous, and you know how jealous women can be."
"That goes for you, too," Lydia whispered, having slid off the sofa to sit next to me, half leaning on me while Mike and his wife were fucking.
"What? You want to hire a maid for me to fuck?"
She giggled softly. "Silly man. You know exactly what I mean."
"I'm starved. What should we eat?"
"Besides each other?" she asked with another giggle that seemed to be coming out so much more frequently than I could ever remember. "We were supposed to have meatloaf, but it's getting a bit late to do that. How about a pizza?"
"Sounds good. You going to run out and get it?" I asked with a grin.
"Naked? I could, but I couldn't be sure that I wouldn't fuck the cop that stops me."
"In that case, maybe we better get it delivered."
"You guys want to stay?" Lydia wife asked Suzanne and Mike.
"I'd love to, but I think we'd better go home so he can fuck me again."
"You aren't hungry?" Mike asked his wife.
"For you? Yes. I guess I could stand to find something to eat besides you, though. In fact, I have just the thing I can throw in the oven, and then you can fuck me until it's ready? How's that sound?"
"Sounds like a plan to me," he agreed. She climbed off of him and helped him stand. He still had his pants around his ankles and he pulled them up as she collected her clothes. She left completely naked, grinning as she scampered out the back door with nothing on.
"Pizza," Lydia said as she got up to get her phone. She sat on the sofa and I got off the floor to sit next to her. She ordered the pizza and then set the phone aside. "I think Suzanne had the right idea."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. How about you fuck me until the food comes?"
"That sounds like an interesting invitation, but I like fucking you naked best."
"So?"
"You don't want to wear something when the food comes?"
"Why? You afraid to let some cute young stud see your naked wife?"
"Not if you don't care."
"Good." She reached into my lap. "Now, let's get this hard again so you can fuck my brains out."
---o---
"Oh fuck yes. Soooo good," Lydia moaned again as yet another orgasm built within her. It was the second since she'd ordered the pizza over forty minutes ago, which wasn't there yet, and the fourth since she'd come home. I had no idea how many orgasms she was capable of having in one day, but she seemed intent on finding out. I was dripping with sweat from exertion as I held myself over her, thrusting my hips down at her to drive my raging hard-on deep into her. I was glad I was in pretty good shape, but this was starting to take its toll on me. Even so, I didn't want to stop. I wanted to keep going, to keep stroking into her velvety soft depths, to feel my head banging into the end of her depths, sending those little tingles through my body. I wanted to keep thrusting to push her orgasm just a little closer. I knew she was going to come again. I could feel it, I could hear it, I knew it because I knew her.
The doorbell rang. I stopped thrusting and pushed up off of her. "Go get it, lover," she panted. "I'll wait right here for you to come back and finish."
"Sure," I panted, my rock hard dick glistening with her juices. I walked to the door and opened it, not really caring if the guy on the other side saw my dick or not. My mind was wayyyyy to deep into lust to care.
"Uh... um... Your pizza?" the young woman on the other side of the door said, holding out the large flat box, her eyes glued to my dick, bobbing of its own accord with my heartbeat.
"Yeah. Sorry," I mumbled, reaching for the box. She let me take it and I turned and stepped to the little table just inside the front door and set the box down. I turned back to her. "Forgot your tip. Just a second."
I walked to the living room where Lydia was still lying, stroking her body, and found my pants. I dug my wallet out and found a five-dollar bill. I was halfway back to the door with the money when the delivery girl stepped inside. She stared at me, biting her lower lip as I walked toward her. I saw her glance past me to Lydia lying on the sofa, as naked as I was, teasing herself with her fingers while she waited for me to return.
"Sorry. We were sorta tied up," I said as I stepped toward her, holding out the five spot.
"Yeah. I see."
"I guess in your business you see a lot of this kind of thing, huh?"
"Some." She nodded, reaching for the bill.
I stood there, watching her stare at my dick and I suddenly asked. "You want to stay a few minutes?" I don't know why, but the words just jumped to my mouth.



"I really can't," she said, still staring at my glistening, throbbing cock. "I need to go."
"Uh huh." I agreed, waiting for her to turn back to the door, but she didn't move.
"Maybe a minute," she whispered.
"You coming back, lover?" my wife called to me.
"Yeah. In a second," I answered over my shoulder as I watched the young woman look past me to my wife. She licked her lips and I could see her nipples hardening under her t-shirt, her boobs apparently small enough that she didn't need a bra. When I looked back up from her nipples to her face I grinned and asked, "You like what you see?"
"You mean her? Yeah, sorta." She said bashfully.
"You want a closer look?"
She looked back at me with a start, and then gave me a little nod. I reached out for her hand and turned to lead her across the room to the sofa.
"Well, what do we have here?" Lydia asked, sitting up on the sofa and looking over the petite, twenty-ish year-old delivery girl. Lydia stood up and stepped right in front of her. "What's your name?"
"Vicky," she whispered.
"Well, Vicky. You seem a little over-dressed. How about we do something about that?"
"Um, sure," Vicky answered tentatively, reaching for her t-shirt and starting to pull it out of the waistband of her shorts.
"Here, let us do that," Lydia whispered, capturing Vicky's hands. She guided the young woman's hands to her much larger tits and then smiled as she reached for the front of Vicky's shorts. In a few moments they were undone and sliding down her legs, after which she pulled the t-shirt up. Vicky had to move her hands from my wife's tits to let her pull the shirt up, but once she had, she moved them back, grasping Lydia's tits and squeezing them playfully.
"Why don't you help her with the rest," my wife whispered breathlessly as she let Vicky tease her nipples.
I squatted down behind Vicky, reaching for her hips and pulling her skimpy panties down her legs. The material stuck to her pussy as I pulled and finally peeled away to expose all of her to us. I pulled the panties down and then coaxed her, one foot at a time, to step out of her shorts and underwear. With nothing left on but her tiny canvas shoes, I leaned in and kissed her firm little butt cheeks. I heard her moan softly as I slipped one hand between her legs, stroking her full, round pussy lips and tiny little bit of inner lips peeking out.
I looked up at my wife and saw her lean down and kiss Vicky on the lips. Their first kiss was tentative at best, but the following ones grew more sensual with each new touch. I stood up behind Vicky and Lydia leaned toward me, kissing me this time before turning her face back to kiss Vicky again. They didn't say a word, and didn't seem to need to. Lydia moved back to the sofa, pulling Vicky by the hips with her. She lay down where she had been, allowing Vicky to decide where and how she wanted to join us. I was a little surprised to see her crawl onto the sofa and lower her head between my wife's legs, sticking her butt in the air.
She started to lick my wife's sopping wet pussy, two fingers pushing into Lydia's sopping wet pussy moments later. Lydia moaned pleasantly as Vicky began to stroke her fingers in and out while attacking her clit. I didn't wait to ask permission. I just knelt on the sofa behind Vicky, my knees outside her legs, her pussy completely exposed to me. I reached between her legs and began stroking her full outer lips with my fingers, sliding the tips between them to find her clit. She gasped at the first touch, but then pushed back slightly to encourage me.
I teased my fingers up and down her slit, my lust for this young woman growing with each passing second. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and replaced them with my dickhead, stroking my mushroom head between her lips and over her clit. Up and down, I stroked myself, pushing my own orgasm, that had faded away, back to life. I nestled my head to the entrance of her depths and held it there, not sure if I should do what I wanted or not.
She gave me the message I needed, pushed back at me until my fat head pushed into her tight little pussy. "Ohmygod," I moaned as I pushed into her incredibly tight little vagina.
"Good, lover?" my wife asked breathlessly.
"Oh fuck yes," I groaned.
"For me too. She's gonna make me come, so you better do her good!"
"Trust me, I intend to." I pushed slowly in and out, giving her body time to expand around me and take my full fat cock all the way in. She moaned into my wife's pussy almost in sync with my wife's deep moans. I held Vicky's hips and started to push in and out faster, working my cock deep into her with each stroke. She was sooo damn tight around me, her vaginal walls caressing my head and shaft with each stroke. I could feel the orgasm that had been aborted so short a time ago grow again, soon sending me flying every bit as high as I had been while fucking my wife only minutes before. In and out, I plunged, driving hard into her, driving both of us toward climax.
"Fuck me harder!" Vicky pulled her face from between my wife's legs for a moment and gasped. "Give it all to me. Fuck me hard and come for me. Let me feel it. I want to feel it all!"
"With pleasure," I answered with a smile as she turned her face back to my wife's pussy. I thrust harder into her, jamming myself hard into her with each stroke. She moaned loudly as she plunged two fingers wildly in and out of my wife, inching her orgasm back to where it had been and then some. I could see on her face that she was growing ever so close. I felt the need, the urgency, to come with her, at the same time as my hot, sexy wife, and thrust faster into the pussy in front of me. In and out, I plunged, feeling my climax growing.
"FUCK YES!" Lydia suddenly cried, her whole body jerking and shaking as Vicky attacked her pussy with her tongue and fingers. I watched my wife climax, feeling my own only moments away. She stiffened, her whole body growing rigid for several seconds, and I knew what that meant. With a grin, I thrust one last time, hard, into her and felt the surge of cum flow up my shaft and forcefully squirt deep into Vicky.
"SHIT!" Vicky cried, pulling her face from my wife's pussy just in time for my wife's pussy to squirt a long wet stream up at Vicky. Vicky's body shuddered as she gasped for breath, my wife squirting down her front and me squirting deep in her pussy. The three of us had somehow managed to climax together, but even more startling was each of us feeling the other's orgasm in some way.
I knelt behind Vicky, panting to catch my breath as my dick continued to twitch inside her, not yet overly soft. Vicky pulled off my dick and rolled herself over, laying the back of her head on my wife's mound, lifting and spreading her legs to show me her smooth-shaved pussy and nude body. She reached for my dick and pulled me toward her, stroking my dick firmly with both hands, coaxing the last drips of cum from me to drip down onto her bare mound. "Now that was what I call a tip," she said with a wide smile. "God damn yes."
"Was she good, lover? Did you love filling her hot little pussy with your cum?"
"Oh yeah," I agreed breathlessly. "Did she do you good?"
"Oh, so very good. She can come and lick me any time she wants. She's very good at it. Do you like licking pussy, Vicky? Was it fun to lick my hot snatch?"
"I've actually never done it before." She giggled girlishly. "Never done it with a couple either. It was kinda fun."
"Did you like my husband's cock in you?"
"Oh yeah. It felt so good. So much better than my boyfriend. He has... well, he isn't as big as you."
"You can stay and I'll do it again." I suggested almost automatically.
"I can't. I have to go back to work. I've already been here way too long."
"Well, if you want to come back, you know where we live." I chuckled.
She pushed me back and she and I got up, leaving Lydia still reclined on the sofa. I said, "You sorta smell like sex."
"Well, maybe we better do something about that. Wanna rinse me off?" Vicky asked suggestively.
"Shower?"
"No time. Besides, if I get in the shower with you I'm gonna want you to fuck me again. No. I have a better idea. I saw a garden hose out front. I dare you to come out and rinse off with me."
"In the front yard?"
"I dare ya. Both of you."
Lydia got up from the sofa with a grin. "Come on, lover. I dare you too. Come wash us off."
"What the hell, why not."
Vicky grabbed her clothes and walked out the front door in nothing but her shoes. She tossed her clothes on the front of her car and then walked to the grass to get the end of the hose. She pulled the handle on the nozzle and got a shower of water, and then walked back to us. She pulled the handle and sprayed us with the misty spray that my wife used to water the garden. The water soon turned quite chilly, but that didn't stop her from continuing to spray us until my wife chased after her into the middle of the yard and took the hose from her. Vicky turned around and around in the middle of the yard, giggling and squealing at the cold water as my wife hosed her down. After a minute or so she ran back toward the car, leaving my wife standing alone and naked, in the yard. She looked around and we saw several neighbors standing out in their yards, pausing whatever they had been doing, to stare at the three of us, frolicking in the yard butt-naked. Lydia just looked back at the woman across the street, shrugged, and dropped the hose. She walked back to me, wrapped her arms around me and drew her nude, wet body against mine. She kissed me deeply, the two of us sharing the embrace for long seconds before we realized that Vicky had finished dressing and was pulling out of the driveway.
"Wanna fuck out here? Give em all something to really look at?" my wife whispered.
"As much as that sounds tempting, we should probably go back in and do it there."
"Think you got another one in you?"
"We'll see," I answered. She pulled away and instead of pulling me back onto the house, she pulled me through the yard and around to the back of the house. She dropped into one of the lounge chairs on the patio.
"Why don't you get that pizza before it gets any colder, and after we have that, you can have me again."
I grinned and headed into the house, leaving my nude wife lounging on the patio. I just briefly wondered how many of the neighbors, well, the husbands anyway, were busy checking her out. I suspected word of our exploits in the front yard would spread quickly. I should have been upset. I knew I needed to be upset, but for some reason, all I could think of was that it might open the door to do a few of the wives, which couldn't be a bad thing, right?"
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Birthday Present ch3
I'd decided to hole up in my house for a few days, working remotely, until this, whatever it was, worked itself out. My wife, Lydia, said I was being silly, that it was all just a coincidence. How could what happened at the restaurant and what happened at work be in any way connected? In a way, she was right. We'd talked to Suzanne and found out that she had also been driven to suck off one of the guys where she worked, much to Mike's displeasure. That was something they were going to have to work through, though. I didn't see how what happened to me could be in any way related to what happened to Suzanne at work. Maybe some kind of contamination between my wife and I, but her too?
The other thing that bothered me was how little my wife was bothered by me having sex at work, with not only one of my co-workers, but my boss. She'd always been okay with me looking, as long as I didn't make it too obvious, but I'd NEVER even think to touch, and she knew it. Now I'd had sex with her best friend, right in front of her, and fucked co-workers and my boss at work, and she didn't seem the least bit bothered by it. She was more concerned about how I felt about her having sex with that intern at work. I of course told her I forgave her, like I really had any choice after what I had done. But in reality, I did forgive her. I knew, without any doubt, that she really didn't mean to do it and just couldn't help herself, just like I couldn't. I wasn't angry at her over having had sex with this guy, which did surprise me a little. I was a little miffed that she let him cum inside her, but that was all, and I would have thought that I'd be much more upset at her for having sex with another guy. All I could think was that whatever this was, it was suppressing our feelings guilt and betrayal as much as it was enhancing our levels of desire and lust.
"What are your plans today?" my wife asked as I lay on the bed and watched her dress. She had taken panties, stockings and bra out of the dresser, but had put only the stockings on as she headed to the walk-in closet.
"Not sure yet. I have plenty of work to do," I answered while she was in the closet. She walked out, smoothing the cloth of a very snug-fitting dress that would be more suited to wearing to a club than work. The skirt only came to the middle of her thighs, and the slick, silvery material clung to her trim form all the way up to her big chest. The glistening material seemed to mold itself to the thirty-eight double-D breasts which I loved looking at so very much. The snug material clung tight enough to her chest that her obviously hard nipples made two very sexy and prominent protrusions in the otherwise smooth surface.
"What?" She asked, looking up at me staring at her.
"You going to work like that?" I asked.
"Sure, why?"
"You might have forgotten something." I said, nodding toward the foot of the bed and the bra and panties still laying there.
She stepped over to the underwear and lifted the panties. "You mean these? I was thinking, if I don't wear em, how horny do you think I'll be when I get home?"
"Pretty horny, if you can actually last that long." I answered. "With you not wearing a bra, you know some guy is bound to comment."
"And you're afraid that a comment will lead to more?"
"Isn't that sorta what happened yesterday?"
"Not exactly. I was sitting there playing with my pussy when he came in. I just had to be fucked. You said you understood and weren't upset."
"I'm not. I just didn't think we needed to make that sort of thing a habit. The way you've been acting the last few days, I'm sort of surprised that you haven't come to me and said, 'Hey, you wouldn't mind if I fucked a few guys at work, would you?'"
"I wouldn't ever do that to you."
"You fucked Mike and that intern. Why not a few more?"
"You mean like you?" she said with a naughty little grin. "Didn't know Mike had such a sexy cock! Not as good as yours, but still pretty damn good. If I'd have known, I might have tried to fuck him sooner. I'm sure you wouldn't have minded fucking Suzanne before this."
I ignored the obvious implication. "And the intern?"
"You know I was just was sooo fucking horny I couldn't help myself."
"Just the same. I don't get what's happening to either of us, but I'd prefer that you wore something less likely to get you fucked."
"You mean like a pantsuit? Or maybe a chastity belt?" she asked with raised eyebrows. She walked over and leaned over the bed and kissed me softly on the lips before whispering to me, "Don't worry, lover, I promise, there won't be any cocks in this pussy today but yours, unless you tell me otherwise."
"I guess that'll have to be good enough."
"Of course it will. When have you ever not trusted me to keep my word?"
"Never."
"And I'll keep it this time. I promise." She moved to kneel on the bed next to me and reached for my hand. She pulled it between her legs and up her thighs until I could feel her wet bare pussy lips. I could feel the wetness of her pussy as I stroked her soft lips, the desire to just take the dress off and fuck her growing by the moment. "You just have to promise to let me fuck your brains out when I get home."
"Why wait that long. There's nothing stopping you from just sitting on me right now." I answered softly.
"But then I'd be leaking your cum out of my pussy all day and I couldn't walk around without panties on."
"It might be worth the price."
"I have a better idea," she said whispered. "A way we can both win."
"How's that?"
"You just let me know when you have to come." She straightened up and pulled the dress hem up until her dress was pulled above her waist. She pushed herself up to stand on the bed in her bare feet one foot on either side of me. She squatted down over me and guided my raging hard-on to her sopping wet lips. She moaned softly as she slid down my shaft, my fat cock driving deep into her depths as she sank all the way down until her bare ass rested on my thighs. She began to slide herself up and down my shaft, fucking me slowly, tantalizingly. She moved deliberately, arching her back with each stroke to ensure that her clit ground against my hard shaft. Up and down she moved, her tits bouncing sexily inside the dress, her even harder nipples blatantly evident through the thin, silvery material.
Her slow, deliberate strokes changed gradually, growing not only faster, but harder, her ass slapping me with each stroke, plunging herself hard down my shaft. I could feel my engorged head fatten as she pushed me toward climax.
"God, I love fucking you," she moaned as she worked herself on my engorged cock, her hot, wet pussy stroking me in all the best ways. I reached between her legs and rested my hand on my pelvis so that each stroke pushed her clit along my finger, the new sensations pushing her climax to fruition surprisingly quickly. I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, and I groaned as I worked to keep from shooting my seed deep in her at that very moment.
"Gonna come, baby," I moaned softly as I curled my toes to keep from unloading in her spasming pussy. She looked down at me with a slightly frustrated grimace before quickly pulling off my dick. She slid down the bed, wrapped her hands and mouth around my dick, then started stroking me frantically. "Ohhhhh god, yes," I groaned as I let myself go, my body jerking and pumping shot after shot into her mouth. She sucked and stroked me until I reached to her head and stopped her, my now over-sensitive head unable to take that much sensation.
She lifted her head and looked at me with a wide smile. "How was that, baby? Feel better now?"
"I sure as hell do. You?"
"Oh yeah. I was getting so fucking hot for you, looking at your hard-on. I love fucking you. I could have fucked you just a little bit longer, but I promised. Hell, I could fuck you all day if you'd let me."
"I believe it. God you fuck good!"
"As good as your boss?" she asked with a cockeyed little grin. "And if you say no, you better plan on getting her ass over her to give me lessons."
I chuckled. "No, you definitely fuck better."
She smiled as she climbed off the bed and stood up, pulling her dress down and smoothing it again. "I'd better get going. Now that we've burned up so much time, you're gonna have to get breakfast on your own, or I'll be late for work."
"Okay, babe. Have a good day!"
"It's already been good! It can only get better!" she called as she headed down the hallway, high heels in hand. "Don't forget, you have a dentist appointment at ten!"
"Oh shit. I did," I mumbled as I climbed from bed. I headed to the shower to get cleaned up.
To be fair, I'd probably tried to forget. I hated going to the dentist. True, it was only once every six months, but I still hated it. Jolene, the twenty-something oral hygienist was gentle enough as she cleaned my teeth, but still I hated having it done. I showered, made some breakfast and sat down with my computer to get some work done.



It was barely nine when the doorbell rang. I frowned at the interruption and got up to answer the door.
"Hello, mister Leonard?" A middle-aged woman in a postal uniform said from the porch as I opened the door.
"Yes."
"I have a certified letter for you. Signature required." She held out a clipboard with a fat white envelope with a little green form glued on it. I took the clipboard and pen from her and scribbled my name in the signature block.
"Here you go." I said, handing it back.
"Thank you. And here, is your package." She said, holding out the fat white plastic, bubble wrap, envelope the form had been stuck to.
"Thank you." I took the package then stepped back and started to close the door.
"Um... excuse me," she said, still standing on the porch, making no move to turn and head back to her mail truck.
"Yes?" I asked, stopping the process of closing the door.
"I hate to ask, but is there any chance that I could use your bathroom? We're not supposed to, but I really have to go."
I chuckled, thinking how hard it would be to have to hold it if I were doing that job. "Sure," I answered, opening the door back up all the way. "First door on the left." I pointed to the hallway.
"Thank you so much!" she said as she brushed past me and walked quickly toward the hallway. I left the door ajar for her and headed back to the sofa and my laptop to pick up where I'd left off. I sat and started working again, glancing up occasionally to look down the hallway, wondering what was taking her so long. She seemed to have been in the bathroom an awfully long time if she just had to pee. "Maybe it was something else? " I mumbled as I shrugged and looked down at the computer again. I saw movement and looked up to see her walking out from the hallway. I stared at her as she walked to the middle of the room and dropped the uniform in her hand on the floor.
"I hope you don't mind" she said, standing nude in the middle of the room.
It took me almost half a minute to answer. "No. not at all," I mumbled as I stared at her, feeling my dick hardening in my pants.
She slid her hands up and down her body, from her crotch, with a small bush of blonde curls on it, up to her maybe B-cup tits, and then up to her neck. Her hands slipped up and down, caressing her body and clearly enticing herself, nipples hardening as she teased her body with her finger tips. She didn't say a word as she stepped her feet apart a bit farther, reaching one hand between her legs to stroke her pussy. "I want to fuck you. I want to feel your cock pushing in and out of my pussy and to feel your cum flowing into me. Let me fuck you. Please let me fuck you!"
I couldn't help myself in that moment. I had an undeniable urge to push my dick into that incredibly sexy looking pussy. I wanted to feel her around me, I wanted to feel her riding up and down my shaft. I wanted...no I needed to feel myself cum inside her deep confines. I pushed my computer onto the sofa and then slowly started to unbuckle my belt as I sat staring at her teasing her body. She cupped one and then the other breast, licking her lips in anticipation as she stared at me undoing my pants. "Ohhhh, fuck yes," she whispered to herself as I lifted my butt off the sofa and pushed my pants and briefs down, freeing my now-hard dick.
She moved tentatively, stepping closer to me and then around the coffee table between us. She lifted one foot and rested it on the sofa to spread her legs even more. I stared at her sexy body, at her firm, round pussy lips and the inner labia pushing out from between them. Her finger tips stroked over and around her soft protruding lips, occasionally slipping between them to draw some of her excitement out and spread it around, making her lips glisten. I rubbed my cock slowly while watching finger slip between her lips, slowly stroking from the entrance to her depths to her clit. She moaned softly, staring at my hand sliding on my cock as she pushed a finger into herself, pushing it in a full two knuckles deep. She stroked it in and out of herself in time with my slow strokes on my cock. She looked like she wanted to do more, her lips pursing and then her tongue slipping out to lick them. I could see her hesitation, her desire to step to me and feel my cock inside her, but also something holding her back.
We watched each other, watching each other pleasure ourselves while occasionally glancing at each other's eyes and making a connection. I could see the desire building in her and was about to suggest that she come sit on my lap when she started to move. It only took her a few moments to close the distance and crawl onto the sofa, one knee on either side of my hips. She sat on my legs and took my hands in hers, pulling them both up to her chest, coaxing me to cup each firm little mound. She smiled at me as I squeezed her firm breasts, her hands reaching down for my dick. She lifted her butt off my legs and bent herself enough to see my dick between her legs. We both watched my fat mushroom head as she rubbed it between her flowery inner lips, spread her juices on it and finding that perfect spot for it to be. She lowered herself down slowly, forcing her body to stretch around my head. She let the breath she was holding out slowly, letting a little moan slip out as well, as she pushed herself down against my engorged head. Her body resisted, refusing for long seconds to let the fat intruder in before finally giving way to accept my fat member.
"Oh god, yes," she whispered as she slipped slowly down my shaft, her body stretching inside to accept the size of my engorged shaft. I felt her butt finally rest on my legs, pressing her firm cheeks to my thighs ass he panted lightly for a few moment. She moved slowly at first, lifting and lowering herself up and down my shaft, spreading her juices on my dick. I could feel her soft vaginal walls stroking and gripping me with each stroke. Her slow strokes soon increased in pace, her tight little pussy squeezing me pleasantly as she bounced harder, her ass starting to slap against my thighs. Her small tits bounced slightly in my hands with each impact, reminding me of what I should have been doing. That's it. Squeeze them. I love having then squeezed," she moaned. I did as she asked, squeezing her firm orbs between my fingers and palms, making her shudder for a few moments. "Oh damn, yes. That is soooo good. I could fuck this cock all day. Just fuck it and fuck it and fuck it. Are you enjoying it as much as I am?"
"Oh yeah. You keep going like this, and you're going to make me come buckets in you," I groaned, enjoying the spreading warmth and tingle that heralded the growth of my orgasm.
"Good. I want you to. I want to feel you come in my pussy. I want to feel you fill me with your seed, to give the goddess all of your desire and lust. I want to be the receptacle of your sex, to feel you come and to feel you make me come."
"Then you should hurry, because you're not too far from being that receptacle." I groaned as she continued to ride me wildly.
"DO IT! COME FOR ME! FILL ME UP!" she cried, her body starting to tremble while she continued to bounce herself up and down my shaft. "OH FUCK! I'M COOOOMMMING!" she screamed as she slammed herself down on me over and over, each plunge down my shaft jamming my head against the end of her vagina. The warmth and tingle and urgency grew beyond what I could hold back, and with a massive groan, I jerked hard. I could feel the surge of cum flow up my shaft, and gush into her pussy as she slammed down on me one more time. She sat on me, moaning as she felt my cum surge into her with each new spasm of my body. Her whole body trembled and shook where she sat, panting for breath between deep moans of pleasure.
She slowly leaned toward me, aiming her lips for mine, kissing me slowly, softly, letting little pants and moans slip between our lips as her climax slowly faded with mine. I felt that almost drunk feeling start to pass as our lips brushed each other's and my cock softened inside her. "Fuck yes," she whispered, her lips brushing mine as she did. "The goddess was pleased with our gift."
I pulled my head back from her and looked into her eyes in confusion. "What?"
"The goddess was pleased," she whispered, staring back into my eyes in an almost spooky way. She stared at me unblinking for several more seconds and then blinked and shook her head slightly. The look on her face changed from contentment to confusion. She looked at me, then down at us. She pushed herself up and pushed my hands away from her tits, looking down at her nude body. "Shit." She whispered. "Did I... Did you... Did we...Shit!" she gasped. She pushed up off of me, pulling off my still partly hard dick as she stood up. She spread her knees and looked at her own pussy, my copious load of cum slowly oozing from her to drip to the floor between her legs. She looked back at me, her face still a mask of confusion. "I'm naked! Why am I naked? Shit! Did I take off my clothes and... um... did I beg you to fuck me?"
"You sorta did."
"God, I don't know what got into me." She twisting around, looking for her clothes. She found the pile she had dropped and began to dress, stepping into her panties first, giving me another sexy view of her leaking pussy as she did. She pulled them up, capturing my oozing cum before straightening again. She slipped on her small lace bra and fastened it behind her back. "I don't know what to think. I've never done anything like this before," she said, facing away from me, untangling the arms of her light blue postal shirt. "I want to apologize. I'm sure this wasn't how you planned on spending your day, having sex forced on you by a strange woman."
"You didn't force me." I answered her.
She stopped dressing and turned to look at me. "I don't know why, but I was in the bathroom and I felt the urge to undress and show you my body. The longer I stood there, the more I wanted to fuck you. I don't know why or what or anything, but I do know that you didn't ask me for it. I just sorta did it without asking, so yeah, I sorta forced it on you."
I got up, shuffled around the table to step toward her. She turned away, her face flushed in embarrassment. I stepped behind her, and slipped my arms around her waist. I wasn't sure why I was doing it, but I felt compelled to. I cupped each of her breasts through the lace and gently stroked her nipples with my thumbs while I kissed the back of her neck. She stood frozen for almost half a minute, holding her shirt in one hand, before she turned in my arms to face me. She looked up at me, and opened her mouth to say something, then closed it again. "God I want to let you fuck me again. Just take me again, right here, but I can't do this again. I have to leave," she whispered. "I don't want to. I want you to take me again. I want to feel you in me, pumping your seed deep in my pussy. I want to come for you again and let you feel my orgasm match yours." She said with a look of confusion on her face. "I don't understand it. I really don't. But I know I have to leave before I can't."
"I understand," I whispered back, stepping away and letting her pull her shirt on. I reached for her hands and took them from the front of her shirt. I started to button it for her. She reached down to my dick and wrapped her fingers around it, slowly stroked me as I worked down her front, doing up one and then the next button. When I was done, all she had left was her shorts and shoes. She stayed frozen in place, stroking my cock for several lingering seconds. With a look of sudden certainty, she let go of me and turned around. As she did, she reached for her panties and pulled them down to her thighs.
"Fuck me. Take me again," she whispered, staying bent over to expose her pussy to me. I looked down at her bare ass and pussy, feeling very conflicted. I knew I shouldn't want to, but at the same time I could feel the desire for her growing within me. It was almost as if there were something drawing me toward her, to stick myself in her, to make myself climax deep in her pussy. Almost without realizing it, I grasped my again rock-hard dick and rubbed it against her lips. I felt the desire to push into her grow inside me, pushing away the conscious thought that I shouldn't, replacing it with images of me pumping my cock in and out of her, and how it would feel.
I was still struggling with knowing I shouldn't be doing it, when I pushed my hips forward, almost as if someone had grabbed me and pushed me toward her, my hard cock sliding easily into her sopping wet pussy. I pushed fully into her until my body pressed against her bare ass, groaning softly in pleasure at the feeling of her vagina around my hard-on. I closed my eyes and reveled in the sensations around my cock as I started to stroke in and out of her, driving my cock deep with each push.
"Oh god yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me come around you again." She moaned loudly as I held her hips and plunged into her, my hips working faster with each passing moment.
"Uh huh," I grunted in answer holding her hips and driving into her with abandon. I jammed my cock deep into her with each stroke, drawing gasps and moans from her as her orgasm built quickly. I opened my eyes could see our reflection in glass of the TV screen. I watched her move one hand between her legs and play with her clit, drawing a grin from me at the sight. I liked seeing her play with herself, knowing that it would make her climax all the harder. In and out, I pumped, driving both of us toward what I expected to be a quick, but intense climax.
She came first, gasping and shaking as I plunged into her even faster, my thighs slapping her bare ass with each thrust. I felt my need grow, the urgency become undeniable. I knew I was going to come again. I knew it was close. I pulled her ass toward me as I stroked wildly, driving hard into her with each plunge of my shaft. "FUCK YES!" I shouted as my body spasmed. I felt the jerk jam me into her and once again, felt the flow of my cum into her pussy. I stood there, jerking and twitching as my cum flowed into her trembling pussy.
"Yes! Fill me. Fill me for the goddess!" she moaned loudly.
"I am," I groaned as my cock surged cum into her that I didn't even think I had. I had no idea how I was coming as much as I was, but my foggy brain didn't seem to care. All I knew was how good it felt, how good she felt around me, how good our mutual climax felt. I stood there, letting my cock twitch as it oozed the remaining cum into her. She partly stood and arched her back to be able to straighten without pulling off of me. She found my hands and pulled them to her stomach and then up under her shirt, using my hands to push her shirt and bra up to expose her breasts again. She moved my hands to her tits again, this time ensuring my fingers squeezed and twisted her nipples, making her pussy spasm around me a few more times while she stood panting in front of me. I looked past her at the TV and watched my hands teasing her nipples, drawing every last bit of enjoyment from the act. Slowly my brain cleared, leaving me standing behind her, my softening dick slipping from her pussy, staring at myself playing with her body and knowing I shouldn't have been.
I pulled from her and stepped back. Without a word, she bent over and slid her panties back up. She bent again and stepped into her shorts. She pulled her bra and shirt back into place before bending to step into her shoes. She straightened and turned to face me. "I don't know what came over me. I should have already gone, but I just couldn't help myself. I needed to feel you again, I just couldn't walk away until I did. I know if I wanted I could stay here all day and fuck you. But I have to go."
"I know," I answered.
"Thank you," she whispered, leaning toward me and kissing me on the lips before she turned and ran to the door. She was out the door in moments, slamming it behind her. I could see her through the window, run down the sidewalk to her truck. And then she was gone.
I pulled up my pants, and sat back down on the sofa. I sat there, staring at the dark TV screen, my mind still swirling from the intense sex that I had just shared with a total stranger. My mind could still see her naked body and what she looked like bent over, being fucked from behind. As I stared at the blank screen my brain played back the vivid sensations and then it dawned on me. What was it she'd said? The goddess? Fill me for the goddess? I'd never heard anyone say that during sex, not even on porn videos, which I did, from time to time, watch. What was that supposed to mean? Was that some new term for her vagina? She was older than me by quite a few years. At least a dozen. Maybe that was slang in her day for her pussy? That didn't seem right, but I couldn't put my finger on what exactly she meant.
My computer chimed, breaking my reverie. I looked at the screen and saw the reminder for my dentist appointment. I frowned and got up. I grabbed my car keys and headed out the door in a hurry. I was still thinking about the mail lady as I drove across town. I wasn't sure what I was going to say, but I felt like I needed to call Lydia and let her know what happened.
"Hey, lover. How's your morning gone?" she asked cheerfully when she answered he phone.
"Um. Interesting. I had a visit from the mail lady."
"Oh? A mail lady? Not a mail man?"
"Oh, no, she was definitely not a mail man. She had a package I had to sign for."
"Uh huh. That sounds interesting, NOT."
"Yeah, not so much. She asked to use the bathroom. So, I let her in to go. She, um, she came out of the bathroom naked and wanted to have sex with me."
There was silence for a few moments. "Did you?"
"I'm ashamed to admit I let her.
Again, there was silence. "You're ashamed to? It doesn't sound like y our all that broken up about it."
"Well, I know I should be ashamed, but somehow I don't feel ashamed."
"Huh. Was she good?"
"Good enough."
"Jack... I know this is going to sound like a strange question, but, when did this happen?"
"Just a little while ago."
"This is going to sound even more strange. Did you have sex with her twice?"
"Well, um. Yeah... Why?" I asked with trepidation.
"Because I was sitting in a meeting with a client, and I suddenly felt hot and sweaty, and my pussy started to tingle. Then the strangest thing happened. I wasn't thinking about sex or anything, just work, but right there, right in the middle of the meeting with a client, I started to imagine her, my client, without any clothes on. I was imagining her standing there undressing, and then, I was seeing her lying naked on the conference table. I mean, I know she wasn't, by my brain kept showing me that image, trying to convince me that she was. I tried to ignore it, but it got so intense, and then, without warning, I climaxed, right in front of her. I came hard. She couldn't not see. In fact, she did see."
"She was sitting across the table from me, staring at me in shock as I climaxed in front of her. She just sat there, staring at me for almost a full minute, almost like she was waiting for my orgasm to pass, then, instead of being angry or leaving or anything, she licked her lips at me and stood up. She stared right at me as she lifted her skirt and pushed the front of her pantyhose and panties down. God honey, she stood there stroking herself, asking me to do the same. I don't know why, but did, I stood up and pulled up my skirt so she could see my pussy and we stroked our pussies until we climaxed again, together. But it felt funny. It felt just like you were pumping your dick in and out of me. I could swear you were coming in my pussy."
"That is soooo... I don't know what to call it...weird I guess. It's just... I don't know how to explain it. I believe you. I don't know why, but I do."



"I can't explain it either. After, we both were kinda fuzzy feeling. We had to sit for almost ten minutes before we felt normal. She apologized and said it must have been something in the air, but I felt the same way. I felt almost like I did when we got done at the restaurant. I mean, that after-sex, fuzzy feeling I've been having for months. Do you get that?"
"The last few days, yes," I agreed. "She said something, too, something that bothered me. Is there an old name for pussies or vaginas or something that would be goddess or sound like that at least?"
"Not that I know. Why?"
"She said it twice. The second time she said she wanted me to fill her for the goddess. I haven't ever heard that slang before."
"I haven't either."
I pulled into the dentist's parking lot. "Well, I gotta go. I'm at my appointment."
"OK, lover. Have a good appointment. We'll talk about this tonight."
"Will do."
I clicked my phone off and walked into the dentist's office and only had to wait a few minutes before Jolene came out to get me.
"Good morning, Jack! Have you been having a good summer?" she asked politely as she waited for me to walk from where I had been seated to the door she was holding open.
"Not all that bad," I answered as I stepped through, and then waited for her to close it and lead me the exam room we'd be using. The office had a number of hygienists, each had their own room. The rooms didn't have doors, but they did have privacy curtains, mostly because whoever designed the rooms thought they were doing everyone a favor by pointing the foot of the chairs toward the hallway, instead of the nearly floor to ceiling windows on the opposite wall. I was told that it only took the hygienists a few moments to realize that anyone walking down the hall would have a look right up the skirts of the female patients, and if they were turned the other way, anyone walking down the sidewalk would have the exact same view. The solution was to install privacy curtains.
Jolene led me to her room and once I was in, pulled the curtain closed. I sat in the chair and she went about her work getting me ready for my cleaning. In a minute I was tilted back and she had her face over mine, podding my teeth with a metal poker of some kind. "Well Jack, any issues you've noticed? She asked, with a finger and the probe in my mouth.
"Nuh uh," I grunted.
"Things look pretty good here so far," she said, pulling her finger out of my mouth. "Let's go ahead and start cleaning." She leaned over again, this time starting to scrape the plaque from my teeth with that irritating scritch and scratch. "Been having a good summer?"
"Uh huh."
"It's been hot. Have you had time to get to the lake and fish?"
"ott eally."
"Yeah I know. I barely can find time to go out into the back yard and tan."
"Ah."
"It's nice to get out and let the sun tease you, isn't it? I mean, you enjoy being out in the sun when you're fishing, don't you?"
"Uh huh," I agreed.
She leaned a little harder against me, one of her fairly large tits pressing against my chest.
"I love laying out. Letting the sun and wind tease my skin. I get all oiled up so I tan easily, and then when the wind blows it feels so sexy, doesn't it?"
"I unnno."
"You don't? I bet it does and you just don't want to admit it." She said with a smile behind her mask evident by the crinkle of her eyes. She leaned down a little further and whispered. "Can I tell you a secret?"
"Urrr."
"Sometimes I take my suit all the way off and tan naked," she whispered before pulling her face back a bit, her tit still pressed to my chest. She scratched on my teeth silently for a few moments before saying anything else. "You ever try that, just going that way in the boat while you fish?"
"Uh uh."
"You should. It feels sooooo good. And I don't get any tan lines," she finished in a whisper.
"Ah."
"You don't think so? Here." She took her fingers and tools from my mouth. She looked around, unbuttoned the top three buttons of her white lab coat. She pulled the zipper on her blouse down, exposing a surprisingly delicate white lace bra. She looked around again and then leaned down. "Now, don't tell anyone," she whispered as she reached between her breasts and flicked the little plastic clasp between the lace cups that didn't look nearly strong enough to support her large breasts. With a naughty little grin, she spread one side of her coat and shirt, pulling the cup aside to show me her entire right breast, which was, exactly as she said, without a single tan line. She left it exposed for several seconds and then covered it again. She glanced around and then picked up her tools and went back to work in my mouth. "Now, no telling anyone, right?"
"Uh huh."
She smiled and nodded as she worked. After a few moments, she looked down at my lap and her mask shifted on her face as she apparently grinned wider behind it. "I think you liked what you saw."
"Huh?"
She set her tool down and stroked her hand down my chest to my crotch and over my hardening dick. She rubbed it for several seconds, working her palm back and forth along its length at least half a dozen times before grasping my hardening shaft through my shorts. She leaned down and whispered, "Like I said, someone like what he saw," before squeezing it a few times. She let go of my dick and went back to working on my teeth. There was a long awkward silence before she leaned down to whisper again. "It feels pretty big. Is it? Never mind. You wouldn't tell me if it was, would you? Of course not. All guys think theirs is big. Don't they?"
I didn't answer, basically unsure what to say.
She looked around again and then set the tool down. She shifted her open smock, blouse and bra cup to leave her left breast hanging out completely. She leaned toward me as she went back to work in my mouth, her right breast pressed to my chest and now bare left tit pressed against my equally bare arm. As she worked, she twisted side to side, sliding her nipple back and forth across my arm. "It's getting hot in here, isn't it? I bet you think so too, don't you? I can see you sweating a little. Would you like me to wipe that away?"
She stood up, took a paper towel and wiped it over my forehead. As she did, she leaned herself over, pressing her left tit to my face and her nipple right into my mouth. I probably shouldn't have. No, that's not right. I KNOW I shouldn't have, but I couldn't help myself. I closed my lips around the obviously offered nipple and sucked it quickly. She let me do it for several seconds before pulling back, slipping the nipple from my mouth with a soft wet pop. "Naughty boy," she whispered as she sat back down.
"Now, where were we?" she asked in a normal businesslike tone. "Oh yes, fishing. Do you have big rods or do you prefer thinner, flexible rods? I personally like a fairly stiff rod when I'm fishing."
"Stff," I mumbled.
"Yeah, kind of figured you for that style. Lots of power behind them when it's time to set the hook." She set her tool aside and reached down to my lap again. This time she undid my belt and the snap and zipper of my shorts. She spread the front with one hand and then pushed the elastic waistband of my briefs down. She worked it down until my rock-hard dick was fully exposed, my underwear hooked under my balls. She grasped my cock and began to slowly stroke it. "Oh yeah. Very nice. I wouldn't mind trying out that rod."
She left my dick hanging out or, more correctly, poking up into the air, as she went back to cleaning my teeth, her still-exposed breast teasing my arm as she worked. "That looks so delicious," she whispered. "Is it? Would you be offended if I tasted it?" she asked. "I don't want to get in trouble with your wife or anything, but I wouldn't mind tasting it."
"Sure," I answered, after she'd pulled her tools from my mouth again.
She pulled her mask down to expose her pretty, grinning, face and then leaned over me. She opened her mouth and engulfed my dick. She bent over the chair, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft. Almost without conscious thought, I slipped my arm down and slipped my hand between her knees. I I moved it slowly up between her legs, working up farther until I could feel the wet crotch of her panties. She moved her hands and for a moment I thought I might be in trouble, but instead she reached under her dress and pulled her panties down.
She worked them down until she could step out of them, leaving them lie on the floor near her feet. I slipped my fingers back up to her now-exposed pussy lips and worked two fingers between them.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly. I stroked her pussy with one hand while I worked the other under her chest, working it toward her exposed tit. I grasped her big, soft boob and then squeezed her nipple. "Mmmmm," she moaned louder. She stood next to the chair bent over, sucking my dick while I worked two fingers in her pussy, stroking her clit with each movement. The more I stroked her pussy, the faster she worked her mouth on my dick, pushing me closer and closer to climax. I found her clit with my fingers and concentrated there, working her slowly building orgasm. I didn't know how long we could do this before getting caught, but she had seemed to lose her concern. Her hand and mouth moved up and down my dick, teasing me closer and closer to unloading in her mouth.
She stopped sucking for a moment and silently gasped as I pushed two fingers into her pussy. I knew what she wanted, and what I wanted at that moment. I just didn't see any way of doing it.
"Damn," I groaned softly as she went back to sucking my dick again, even more aggressively than before.
She pulled her face from my dick and turned to whisper to me, "You have to be quiet or we'll get caught."
"Okay," I answered as she went back to my dick once again. I stifled a groan of pleasure with her moaning around my dick, in response to my thumb pushing against her clit, pushed me a little closer to climax. I wasn't sure who was going to come first, her or me, as we both worked to push the other's buttons. I felt her pussy clench around my fingers as she began to silently orgasm, her face still bobbing up and down my shaft. "Oh shit," I whispered as my body bucked up at her, squirting a gush of cum deep into her mouth. She expertly took my load in her mouth, as her own body shook and trembled.
She finally pulled off my dick and sat on her stool, panting. "Someone has already been fucking today," she whispered as she fixed my pants. She grinned before covering her cum-covered lips with her little blue paper mask. "Almost done," she said in as businesslike tone as she could manage at that moment. She went back to finish the last scraping and then started on the buffing with the gritty, unpleasant tasting paste. A few minutes later she helped me rinse all the grit from my mouth and declared me done. She leaned down over me and whispered, "Don't you ever tell anyone what we just did."
"I won't," I whispered back, and she straightened up. She walked out and the dentist came back a couple minutes later to look at all my teeth. He declared everything healthy and then Jolene came back to finish cleaning me off. I climbed from the chair and looked down. "Jolene," I said softly, pointing down.
"Oh shit," she gasped, reaching down to the floor and her underwear lying there. She rolled her eyes as she hid them in her smock pocket, and led me to the receptionist to schedule my next visit. Before she left, she slipped a note into my hand and then walked away.
It said, Back door five minutes.
I walked out the front door towards my car, and then, not seeing anyone around, I headed around the back of the building where the employees parked. She stepped out a short couple minutes later.
"Jack. I wanted to apologize. I don't know what came over me. I really don't. I don't ever do that kind of thing, ever! I don't want you to think I was trying to... you know."
"If you're worried I might claim you assaulted me, don't worry. You and I have the same problem. It overtook us and we couldn't help ourselves. As long as neither of us try to make any kind of complaint, no one can, or will, know. I enjoyed it. Probably the most enjoyable dental visit I've ever had."
"You're not angry?"
"Not at all," I said, leaning toward her. I kissed her on the lips for several seconds and then felt her lean into me and kiss me back. We stood at the edge of the parking lot, kissing sensuously, our hands starting to stroke all over each other's bodies as our desire for each other again grew. I reached my hands up under her skirt, cupping her bare butt cheeks, pulling her against my hardening dick. She ground her pelvis against me as we kissed.
She suddenly pulled back from me, panting, her face flushed. "Fuck. You do that much more and I'm going to strip and let you fuck me right here on one of these cars, and I don't think my husband would appreciate that."
"Yeah. I know what you mean. I don't know what came over me."
"Same thing that came over me in there. God, I want to fuck you so bad right now," she said huskily. She leaned into me and kissed me on the lips again, her hands moving between us to undo her smock. She pulled it apart and then pulled the zipper on her shirt all the way down. Her bra was still open and she pulled my hands to her now bare tits while we continued to kiss. I felt her hands move to my shorts and in seconds if felt them slide down to my ankles. My briefs were pushed down so she could get to my hard cock with her hands. She pulled her face from mine and looked down between us, one hand pulling her skirt up while the other pulled on my hard cock. She pulled me toward her, aiming my cock for her pussy. I pushed forward, sliding my cock between her thighs, her hot wet lips sliding along the top of my shaft. She slipped her arms around me and pulled us together, her hips starting to slide back and forth, sliding her pussy and thighs along my shaft. "God I wanna fuck you for real." She whispered moments before the back door opened.
"Jolene your next appointment is here." The receptionist said, before the enormity of the situation in front of her made itself plain in her mind. "I'll...um...I'll let you finish your conversation." She said as she retreated back into the door.
"Shit. Shit shit shit!" she swore quietly, pulling back from me. She moved her hands to push mine away and then start fixing her bra. "God I wanted to fuck you." She mumbled as she zipped her top and then turned to go back in. She stopped, turned back and moved to kiss me on the lips again. "Come back later and I will." She whispered before she turned again and disappeared into the door, leaving me standing there, my shorts around my ankles and my briefs around my thighs, wanting to follow her, but knowing I couldn't. I walked a little unsteadily to my car, climbed in and headed for home.
---o---
I was just making lunch when Lydia came dashing in the door. "We don't have much time and I have to run back to work, but I need to be fucked soooooo bad!" she said, already starting to slip her dress off.
"Huh?" I asked a little stupidly as her dress slid down her body, leaving her naked except for her stockings and high heels.
"Fuck me silly!" she said, pushing what I was working on away from the edge of the counter. She pushed me back, slipped between me and the counter and lifted herself on it. She spread her legs wide and reached to pull me between them. "I don't know why, but I need to be fucked so fucking bad, and if you don't fuck me I don't know how long I can go without getting one of the guys at work to do me."
"Sure," I answered as she worked on my belt and the front of my shorts. In a few moments she had my shorts down and my briefs pushed low enough to get my dick aimed at her pussy. She used her heels to pull me toward her, aiming my cock at her pussy. I slid easily into her sopping wet tunnel.
"Ohhhhh, fuck yes. That's what I need. Make me come, baby. Make me come hard around your fantastic cock!"
I didn't need any more coaching. I reached for her ass and grasped it as I drove my cock into her. After being turned on in the parking lot by Jolene, I was more than ready to fuck my hot, sexy wife. I started plunging into her with abandon, driving her body quickly toward the ecstasy she was craving. Within only a few short minutes, long before I was ready to fill her, I felt her pussy clenching and spasming. Her moans and gasps echoed through the kitchen as did the wet slap of our bodies together. She held her legs as high and wide as she could so my cock could drive deep into her, my head bumping the end of her depths with each stroke. "Oh, fuck me hard, lover. God, you're making me come so good. Soooo damn good! God, I love feeling it, feeling you make me come. Come for me. Let me feel you pumping my pussy full of your cum!"
"Uh huh," I grunted breathlessly as I slammed into her over and over, my climax building more quickly now. I watched her tits bouncing, her nipples making little circles in the air as I thrust hard into her with each stroke. The warmth and tingle that associated with that feeling of urgency grew and spread, my hips pounding hard into her to keep it growing. "Gonna come," I grunted when I knew I could hold back no longer, not that I wanted to, other than to make it more intense for both of us. My hips jerked hard, jamming me into her so hard I slid her butt slightly on the counter.
"FUCK YES!" Lydia screamed as her climax raced even higher at the feeling of my cock surging shot after shot of cum in her. Her legs and arms trembled as her climax melded with mine, the two of us lost in our mutual, intense orgasms. She slowly stilled her shaking and kicked off her heels to wrap her legs around me, holding my still leaking cock deep in her pussy. "God, I needed that. I needed that soooo badly. I don't know why, I was just sitting there working and I started to need to be fucked. It didn't matter who, but I knew I needed to be fucked, so I ran home as soon as I could slip out."
"Since when?" I asked as I panted for breath. "I mean, when did you decide you needed to be fucked, not that I'm complaining at all."
"I don't know. I mean, I came in the conference room with that client. I was so totally messed up at that moment. Neither one of us seemed to be able to help it. She was as mortified that she did it as I was doing it in front of her. Then a little while ago, maybe around eleven or so, I suddenly had the urge to get fucked. I almost asked Gerry to come fuck me. I wanted a cock in me so badly. Then I just decided I'd come home and let you fuck me for lunch."
"It was a great lunch break. You won't ever hear me complain about you coming in and wanting to be fucked."
"It seems silly. What's happening to us? We've been sexy before, but I don't ever remember being so turned on that I'd have just any guy fuck me. But it's so urgent, like I can't help it."
"Well, about eleven Jolene, the dental hygienist, she had just sucked me off, and then the two of us were standing in the parking lot, making out and getting ready to fuck. I don't know why. I really don't. I'm at a total loss. The both of us are having these sexual desires that are stronger than anything I can remember. It has to be something from the restaurant. Something we ate or something."
"Flashing you and getting sexy and wearing short little skirts and such for you, I can get that. But the restaurant, Suzanne, you having sex at work, the mail lady, and now I'm having these urges a work, getting so horny and excited that I want a dick, any dick, to come fuck me. What's happening to us?"
"I don't know. I guess whatever happened at the restaurant hasn't worn off yet. Some kind of chemical contamination maybe? Something that didn't wash off?"



"That doesn't explain my client. We didn't touch or shake hands or anything. We just sat in the same room." She looked concerned. "What's happening to us?"
"Maybe whatever the chemical was it simulates a pheromone or something. I'm just grasping at straws. I don't know what it is, I wish I did. With the mail lady, after we were done, both of us felt sorta like we'd been drunk. You know, uninhibited. We wanted each other and really didn't have any way to stop what we were doing. But while we were, she kept saying something about the goddess wanting it and the goddess being pleased with our gift. I don't know what she meant, but it isn't the first time one of the women I'm having sex with has said it. I feel like it's a key, but I don't know to what yet. I just can't get my brain to think about it. Every time I do I get so damn turned on I can't think about anything but sex."
"Oh god. I thought that. When my client was frigging her clit in front of me, I kept thinking that the goddess would be pleased when we both came. I kind of forgot that, but now that you say it, I remember thinking it. I don't know what I meant, but I remember thinking it. It's probably just some random thought from the other night, right? Talking about Aphrodite and all?" she said with a sudden girlish giggle. "Oh god wouldn't that be funny?"
"What?"
"If all this was some drug induced delusion because we were talking about the sex goddess at dinner?" she said, giggling again.
"Drug induced delusion? Seriously? You think we've been fucking like rabbits because we were talking about Aphrodite when we were drugged!?"
"It makes more sense to me than some supernatural being invading our minds!" she said, her face turning serious. "You're way to logical to even think that...aren't you?"
"None of this makes sense to me." My softened dick slipped from her. "I don't know of any drug that would do what's happened to us. I mean, everyone at the restaurant would have been effected."
"You mean like stripping and having a huge public sex orgy or something like that?" She asked with raised eyebrows.
"Yeah, you sorta have a point." I agreed before I helped her down off the counter.
She looked down at my cum dripping from her pussy to the floor. "Well, if it's a gift to a goddess, I hope she mops the floor!" she giggled girlishly yet again. She bent over, picked up her heels and slipped them on before finding her dress where she had stepped out of it. She slipped it back on and headed to the back door. She paused and turned to look back at me. "Maybe I should be more worried about who your going to be fucking before I get home, but if you promise to try and keep it oin your shorts, I'll try to keep from pulling theirs down." She blew me a kiss before giggling and heading out the door to go back to work.
I just shook my head in frustration that she didn't seem to be taking any of this seriously. I mean, there was SOMETHING going on, I just couldn't put my finger on what it was. I finished making my lunch and eating it and then settled in to try get some more work done.
---o---
"Hey, you sexy hunk!" I heard from the doorway as I sat on the sofa, working on my computer. I looked up and saw Suzanne standing in the doorway from the kitchen to the living room, leaning against the opening, her hands gently running up and down her body. I watched her cup a breast in one hand and squeeze it through the summer dress she wore, her other hand rubbing gently on her mound, pressing the material of the skirt between her legs slightly. "I've been at work thinking about you aaaaall day. How hot and sexy you are. How good your cock feels inside me. I want you. I want you to fuck me!"
"You have?" I asked as I stared at her. I knew I should say something to discourage what I could feel was coming, but while I sat there watching her stroking her body, any thought of telling her no, slipped away like smoke in the night. A part of my mind wanted to tell her no, but some other part, some part that was growing larger in my mind, overwhelmed the desire to say no. Suddenly, all I could think of was how she would feel around me.
"I have," she said, slipping her dress' little spaghetti strings off her shoulders. She inched the material of the dress down her body by pulling on the material at her hips. The top stretching a little more as it slowly slid down her big chest. She had a strapless bra on, and soon the dress had pulled down far enough to slip under her big sexy tits. She kept inching the dress down, pulling the material a little, and then taking another slight grip and then pulling it down a little more. Over and over, she gripped the material and pulled, making the stretchy material almost ooze down her trim body, exposing more and more of her chocolate skin, at the same time making my desire for her grow with each inch uncovered. I watched her dress slip down over her hips and then slide to the floor. She stepped out of the dress, and then walked slowly toward me, still wearing a tiny thong, the strapless bra, stockings, and her heels. She looked incredibly sexy and desirable and at that moment I could think of nothing else beside helping her undress the rest of the way and fucking that incredible black pussy.
I stared as she reached a foot out to push the coffee table aside and then stand in front of me. With a naughty smile, she reached behind her back and undid the back of the bra, letting it slip from off her tits and fall to the floor. She reached for the tiny strings of her underwear and pushed them down over her hips, peeling the tiny triangle of material off her completely shaved mound and lips. She bent over, her thirty-eight D tits hanging down sexily as she worked the slip of underwear over her high heels. She stayed bent, taking off the shoes and then standing in nothing but her black nylon thigh-high stockings. She put one foot on the sofa between my legs and began slowly rolling the stocking down her leg. She worked slowly, stroking her hand from her thigh all the way to her knee until she had the stocking rolled that far, and then extended her strokes until she had it rolled all the way her ankle. "Why don't you take it the rest of the way off?" she said huskily, lifting her foot from between my legs and resting it on my crotch.
I reached to her leg and gently stroked my fingers from her knee down her calf to where the stocking was rolled. I eased it down her ankle and then shifted her foot enough to slip it the rest of the way off. She stepped back and placed her other foot on my dick. "You did that so nicely, why don't you do the other one all the way?"
"With pleasure," I answered, reaching up to her thigh. I let my right hand rest on her thigh at the top of her stocking, but slipped my left higher, sliding it up until my fingers could stroke her delicate inner labia that was protruding, but still somewhat pressed to her full round outer lips from the panties. I teased her lips, stroking them softly, easing them from their pressed position. I teased my fingers between her lips, working the tips of my fingers between her lips, feeling her moisture and spreading it over her lips.
"That doesn't feel like taking my stocking off," she whispered.
"No? Silly me." I smiled, slowly sliding my now-wet fingers down the inside of her thigh to the hem of the stocking. I began to roll it down like she had, rolling the material down further with each stroke of my hands down her leg. I soon had it down to her ankle and had to lift her foot to get it free. I tossed it aside, leaving her completely nude.
"My turn," she said softly, grabbing my hands and coaxing me up to stand in front of her. As soon as I was standing, she was pushing my shirt up my body. I lifted my arms, holding them up so she had to step closer to me, her tits pressing to my chest as she stood on her tiptoes to get my shirt up over my hands. I lowered my arms and circled them around her waist, holding her loosely against me as she worked her hands between us to undo my shorts. She soon had them siding down, and her hands working my briefs down as well. "I can't reach all the way," she whispered.
"You want to go lower?"
"Oh trust me, we both do, sexy."
"Alright." I grinned, letting my arms go loose enough for her to squat down in front of me. Her nipples slid down my chest and stomach, ending up with her tits pressed to my now rock-hard dick as she worked my briefs down to my shoes. Without looking down, she untied my shoes and got me to lift my feet, one at a time, holding her shoulders for balance as she pulled off my shoes and socks. She lowered her face slightly and engulfed my mushroom head, slipping my briefs down the last few inches and then over my feet.
She slid her hands up to my butt and held me as she slid her mouth on and off my dick, getting me even more turned on. She slowly let my dick slip from her mouth licking my head like an ice cream cone for a few moments. She pulled her face away and settled her butt on the carpet, using my dick as a handle to pull me down with her. I knew what she wanted and I lowered myself to my hands and knees, her legs spread around me. She guided my hard-on to her pussy, rubbing my saliva- coated head between her soft, delicate, black, lips to find that perfect spot. I felt my head nestle into the entrance to her depths, and then pushed myself slowly into her. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. This is what I needed. Ohhhhhhh god damn yes. That's it, baby. Fuck me. Make me come for our goddess."
My brain might have been feeling a little fuzzy and overwhelmed by desire, but even in the midst of the sexual desire overloading my brain, that statement clicked. For a fraction of a second, somewhere in my sex addled brain, it made sense... and then, just as fast as it came, it was gone, lost to the lust of the moment. I started to stroke in and out of her, driving my cock fully into her with each stroke. She lifted and spread her legs wider, letting me drive myself even deeper into her. I could feel my engorged head stroking her soft, hot walls, the tip of my head bumping the end of her tunnel, my shaft spreading her wide with each thrust. Part of my brain momentarily thought of Mike, and what he would think of me fucking his wife again, and then that too was gone. I stared down at her chocolate-colored breasts, her dark nipples drawing circles in the air, her tits rolling on her chest in time with my strokes.
"Fuck me, baby! Oh god, yes, fuck me hard! Make me come for you. Make me come around your fantastic cock!" she cried as I pounded into her.
"Seems like someone started without me!" I heard Lydia say. I briefly wondered if I was in trouble with her, but the smile on her face told me otherwise. She slipped her dress off and walked over to us. She went to her hands and knees and backed toward me, pushing her pussy in front of Suzanne's face. She lowered it down and Suzanne eagerly began to lick my wife. Her cries for me to fuck her harder, were now replaced with muffled moans and grunts as I continued to pump in and out of her with abandon. I could feel her climax start to overtake her, her vaginal walls clenching around me as I pushed myself in and out of her. If anything, feeling her start to climax encouraged me to pump harder, driving my cock more forcefully into her. My body slamming hard against her bare pussy seemed to just push her climax higher, her whole body shuddering and shaking as her climax washed over her like a flood.
I felt my own orgasm build as I continued to drive into Suzanne. I knew I was going to come. Part of my brain didn't understand how, after already coming several times today, I knew I couldn't have anything left, but another part encouraged me to pump harder, to drive myself, and Suzanne even higher. I stared at her tits and at my wife's sexy ass over her face as my climax overtook me. My body spasmed hard and jammed deep into Suzanne. I felt the first huge gush of cum lance deep in her, making me feel... satisfied, as my cum pumped into her in powerful shots. Half a dozen and then some pushed into her hot wetness before I felt the stiffness of my body start to ease. I pushed her leg down and rolled off of her, my still mostly-hard cock pulling from her, glistening with our cum as I lay on my back panting.
Lydia moaned in pleasure as Suzanne continued to lick and tease her pussy, seeming to be enjoying it almost as much as my wife was. I listening to my wife's orgasm building through her moans and gasps. I could tell her climax was moments away when I heard Mike's angry shout.
"FUCK! SUZANNE! What the FUCK are you doing?"
I heard a muffled something from her as Lydia began to climax. "Fuck yes!" Lydia cried as she began to climax on her friends face. Suzanne seemed unconcerned about her husband's entrance, and continued to lick and tease my wife's clit through her climax.
I'd have thought that Mike would have left, given how quiet it had gotten, unable to see where he was because of my wife's body. It was only as she finished climaxing and rolled off of Suzanne's face that I could see he was still standing in the kitchen doorway. The anger his voice had held seemed to have dissipated, to be replaced with a look of pure lust. His pants were around his ankles, and his hand around his rock-hard cock. Lydia seemed to know exactly what he watned, and while I lay, still trying to catch my breath, she went to him, crawling on all fours like an animal. She pulled his hand off his dick, replacing it with her own, and then rolled back onto her butt much like Suzanne had done to me. She pulled him toward her, pulling his dick down with her, until he had to be on his hands and knees as well. She pulled his dick toward her until, with a groan of pleasure, she had his engorged head between her lips. With a deep groan of pleasure, he thrust himself into my wife's pussy.
"Fuck yes!" she gasped as he drove himself fully into her in one thrust. "Fuck me, Mike. Fuck me hard. Make me come again."
"You know it," he practically growled. He started to thrust into her in strong, powerful strokes, slamming his body to hers with each one, moving her in little bits across the floor. Over and over, he drove into her, pushing her climax back to life, her body shaking and trembling as he worked himself toward climax. "FUCK YES! Take this you little cunt!" He drove deep into her, and I could tell by the way his body bucked that he was unloading into my wife. Not that I had any room to complain after the load I left in his wife, though I didn't exactly appreciate him calling my wife that. "Oh fuck yes," he moaned as he lowered himself down to lie on Lydia, suddenly seemingly exhausted.
"Soooo good. God, we love to feel you come in us. Soooo much desire, so much lust. It's just what we need. What we've missed for so long," Lydia panted quietly as she lay under Mike, stroking his shirt covered back.
I lay there, my head again seeming to have cleared from that strange fuzziness that didn't make sense. I listened to Mike and my wife panting from their orgasms, and my brain played back what my wife had said in the throes of her climax. 'we love to feel you come. It's what we need.' I didn't know who the hell we was, but it sure as hell wasn't me. I was about to ask her when my thoughts were again derailed.
"Jesus, Suzanne. What the hell are we doing?" Mike asked as he pushed himself up off of my wife, rolling to sit down on the carpet between her legs. "God, Lydia. I'm sorry."
"For what?" my wife asked from the floor, looking up at him on his knees trying to pull his pants back up. Lydia reached out and stopped him, pulling his pants and underwear down to his knees again, leaving his softening dick glistening with their combined cum. "You don't have to do that."
He seemed unsure what to do, and just knelt there, letting her reach out for his dick and gently wrap her hand around it. "I was sorry for Having sex with you." He said quietly, staring at her nude body while she teased his cock. "I mean, I don't get what's going on. I came over to see if you'd seen Suzanne, and found her getting screwed by Jack, and then you want me do you. I shouldn't have, but I couldn't seem to resist. All of a sudden I really wanted to have sex with... well... whoever I could, I guess. You keep doing that and I'm going to have to do it again." He said as she continued to work his hardening dick with her hand.
"And that's a problem? Trust me, I have we have no idea what's going on." Lydia twisted to look at me. "Jack and I have been fighting this kind of thing all day. I don't know how many times I've wanted to have sex today. It seems like almost every guy that walks by." She looked back at him and shifted so she could use both hands on his dick. "Thank god I'm not, but still. If I hadn't come home and fucked Jack at lunch, I don't know who I'd have jumped."
"Jesus," Mike groaned before looking at a very embarrassed looking Suzanne and then back to my wife. "I'm, um, you're making me want to fuck you again."
"I know. That's the idea isn't it? To get fucked as many times as we can?"
"With you, I mean, us? Suzanne you want to let her do this?" He said in a protest that didn't sound all that enthusiastic.
"Well, um, I suppose that if, well, you wanted to. It wouldn't be like we haven't both, um..." Suzanne answered, watching my wife stroking is cock.
"Suzanne, what did you do?" Mike asked with clear trepidation.
"I couldn't help it! It was just a spur of the moment thing! It just sorta happened!" she said, clearly upset with what had happened, whatever it was.
"And just what was it that happened you couldn't help?"
"Jeremy. I followed Jeremy into the bathroom and... I still can't believe I did it."
"What did you do?"
"I gave him a blowjob. In the john, for gods sake. I gave Jeremy a blow job in the fucking bathroom!" Suzanne said, almost in tears. I have no idea what came over me. He just...he...he was following me, staring at my ass as I walked down the hall, and when I turned around, he had a hard-on. He just grinned at me and stepped into the bathroom and held the door open for me. I followed him in and knelt down and sucked his dick."
"I know how you feel," Lydia said, stopping stroking Mike's cock and pulling her hands away from him. "Damn. This is affecting all of us, but this is... it's scary, but exciting. Scary that I can't seem to help myself, and exciting in how it feels. I swear, sometimes I'm just sitting there and I can feel myself practically climaxing, and I'm not doing anything. And when I do climax, I feel this huge surge of... I don't know... satisfaction? Contentment? Not sure how to describe it."
"You said something when you were climaxing with Mike, something that didn't make sense. You kept saying we. We missed this, we want to feel it. Who the hell is we?" I asked my wife.
"I did? I don't remember it. I don't know who we could be. I mean, it was just the four of us and we haven't done this kind of thing before the other night."
"Yeah, you did say that. I... yeah. I do too. It felt like I wasn't alone when I was climaxing. That I was... connected? Connected to someone else. I could feel their... no, her, it was a woman, I could feel her climaxing with me, hers feeding into mine. How is that possible?" Suzanne asked with a concerned look.
"Wait, I remember something," my wife said as she jumped up and ran down the hall. She came back a few moments later with a very old looking book in hand and plopped on the sofa. "I remember reading something in here."
"What is that?" Suzanne asked.
"I don't know exactly. It doesn't have a title. I got it from that same estate sale that we got Jack's ring from. I thought it was a cool old book. It's all about the old Greek gods and ceremonies and such." She said as she flipped through the pages of the ancient looking book. "Ah. Here it is. I knew I read this. It was commonly believed that when a couple joined in copulation within the temple walls, that the Goddess Aphrodite could not only feel the couple's emotions and sensations, feeding on their sexual energy, but that she could join with the woman, adding to her climax to increase its intensity. While it was considered to be a great honor, to be temporarily joined to the goddess, it was believed that only those that had been touched by the temple master could make this connection. That's got to be it. That's the WE! You and I. We've been touched by the temple master! Jack! We've both been fucked by Jack!"



"Jack? Temple master?" Mike asked in confusion.
"Yeah. The ring. It's supposed to be a replica of the ones that Aphrodite's temple priests wore. He'd be the temple master!"
"That's crazy. Those gods were just superstitions. Right? They never really existed." Suzanne scowled. "I'm not sure that I'm ready to blame my sudden sexual desires on some god that never existed. There has to be some other rational explanation. We were poisoned, or contaminated or something with some kind of aphrodisiac drug or pheromones or something. That's what some of those date rape drugs do, right? Make you lose your inhibitions and accept the advances of whoever's there?"
"Jack suggested it earlier to day and I said the same thing. It's just a superstition. Those gods never really existed, but now, I don't know. Maybe he's right. Maybe there is something to this." Lydia answered with a shrug. "All I know is that for the last two days I've wanted to fuck anything in reach. And not just guys. A woman client and I fingered ourselves in front of each other. I've never done that. Never even been interested in anything like that until the other day. And a few minutes ago? I put my pussy in your face. I wanted you to lick me, to make me climax."
"So you're telling me you can't help it?" Mike said in disbelief, looking at his still naked wife sitting on the floor next to me. "That some supernatural being is controlling you? That's why you're fucking our best friends?"
"Come on, honey. You can't tell me you haven't been affected. I know better than that. You just let Lydia pull you down to fuck her without a complaint. And at the restaurant, that little server sitting on your dick? That was all you? You really wanted to fuck her in front of everyone, in front of me?"
"Well... um... it wasn't that."
"And don't tell me you're all lily-white about sex with other women. I know you banged the maid service this morning before work."
"I didn't!" he objected.
"Come on, Mike! I know you did! I found her panties on the floor next to our bed and cum stains on the bedspread."
He looked like a deer caught in the headlights, staring at his wife. "I didn't... I mean... It was an accident."
"An accident? How is fucking a twenty year old an accident?" Suzanne said with a scowl.
"She was... um... she was cleaning the house naked. She just kept taking off her clothes as she worked, moving around, dropping one thing and then the next until she was almost naked."
"And you just had to follow her to the bedroom?"
"Well, I sorta did. She was bent over making the bed and I couldn't help myself. I just walked up behind her and pulled her underwear down. She stood there wiggling her butt at me, waiting. I pulled it out and did her," he said, looking like he'd been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
Suzanne rolled over and crawled over to her husband, where he was still kneeling after fucking my wife, then rolled him back with her hand pressed to his chest. She crawled over him, straddling him with her pussy over his partly hard dick. She reached down between them, grasped it and started stroking it, her big tits hanging down so far that her nipples almost touched his chest with each breath she took. She whispered as she shifted slightly, "It's alright, lover. I'm not angry. I just wanted to make sure that we were both understanding each other. Supernatural being or drugs or whatever, I don't care right now. I just know that I want to feel your cock in me." She pulled his now-hard cock up toward her pussy and pushed herself down his shaft. "Mmmmmmm. Yeah. God, it feels so good inside me. I love feeling you fuck me. Tell me, lover, do you want to fuck me, or would you rather fuck that little twenty year old maid?" She asked as she started to lift and lower herself, sliding her pussy up and down his dick.
"You, of course," he answered quickly with a bit of a groan.
"Liar. If I was a guy, I'd want to fuck Maria. She's one hot as fuck little package. Don't think I haven't noticed you eyeing her when she shows up, wearing those tiny little shirts with no bra? Oh yeah. You know what I mean, those cute little boobs showing right through? She has to be taking her bra off in the car. I don't know any mother who would let her daughter go out dressed like she is. She's been teasing you for weeks, flashing her bare ass when she bends over. You know what I mean, lover." Suzanne was moving faster as she talked, driving herself harder down his cock as she held herself over him on her hands and knees, her huge tits swinging wildly between them. "Oh fuck yes. Make me come like you made her come. She's just been waiting for a chance for me to leave for work before you so she can do what she did. God, you're soooo fucking hard. I can feel how much you liked what you saw. I can't blame you, I was almost ready to undress her and fuck her myself."
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna come!" he gasped as she pounded herself down on him over and over, driving his hard cock deep into her pussy. He had his hands on her chocolate ass cheeks, pulling her back and forth with each stroke she made. Her nipples were brushing his chest as they swung between them, teasing both of them even closer to climax. "OH SHIT!" he cried suddenly as his body suddenly started bucking up at her spasmodically. He pumped his cum deep into her pussy as she too started to climax, her whole body shaking and trembling as she lay herself down on top of him.
"Oh fuck yes. Soooooo good," she moaned softly as she lay on his still periodically jerking body. She lowered her lips to his and kissed him aggressively, seemingly unable to quite let her climax fade away. "Oh god. I love you so much," she gasped between wet, forceful kisses. "I love fucking you. I love loving you. Any time, any place, lover. Fuck me any time, any place." Slowly, over two or three minutes her kisses softened and the two lay softly, tenderly, kissing, their mutual orgasms finally having faded away. His dick slipped from her and she moaned softly with disappointment.
"You're not mad that I fucked her? Maria?" he asked in a whisper.
"I should be. I should be furious, but I'm not. I don't know why, but I'm not bothered by it at all. Just don't let it happen too often, or I might get jealous, and you know how jealous women can be."
"That goes for you, too," Lydia whispered, having slid off the sofa to sit next to me, half leaning on me while Mike and his wife were fucking.
"What? You want to hire a maid for me to fuck?"
She giggled softly. "Silly man. You know exactly what I mean."
"I'm starved. What should we eat?"
"Besides each other?" she asked with another giggle that seemed to be coming out so much more frequently than I could ever remember. "We were supposed to have meatloaf, but it's getting a bit late to do that. How about a pizza?"
"Sounds good. You going to run out and get it?" I asked with a grin.
"Naked? I could, but I couldn't be sure that I wouldn't fuck the cop that stops me."
"In that case, maybe we better get it delivered."
"You guys want to stay?" Lydia wife asked Suzanne and Mike.
"I'd love to, but I think we'd better go home so he can fuck me again."
"You aren't hungry?" Mike asked his wife.
"For you? Yes. I guess I could stand to find something to eat besides you, though. In fact, I have just the thing I can throw in the oven, and then you can fuck me until it's ready? How's that sound?"
"Sounds like a plan to me," he agreed. She climbed off of him and helped him stand. He still had his pants around his ankles and he pulled them up as she collected her clothes. She left completely naked, grinning as she scampered out the back door with nothing on.
"Pizza," Lydia said as she got up to get her phone. She sat on the sofa and I got off the floor to sit next to her. She ordered the pizza and then set the phone aside. "I think Suzanne had the right idea."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. How about you fuck me until the food comes?"
"That sounds like an interesting invitation, but I like fucking you naked best."
"So?"
"You don't want to wear something when the food comes?"
"Why? You afraid to let some cute young stud see your naked wife?"
"Not if you don't care."
"Good." She reached into my lap. "Now, let's get this hard again so you can fuck my brains out."
---o---
"Oh fuck yes. Soooo good," Lydia moaned again as yet another orgasm built within her. It was the second since she'd ordered the pizza over forty minutes ago, which wasn't there yet, and the fourth since she'd come home. I had no idea how many orgasms she was capable of having in one day, but she seemed intent on finding out. I was dripping with sweat from exertion as I held myself over her, thrusting my hips down at her to drive my raging hard-on deep into her. I was glad I was in pretty good shape, but this was starting to take its toll on me. Even so, I didn't want to stop. I wanted to keep going, to keep stroking into her velvety soft depths, to feel my head banging into the end of her depths, sending those little tingles through my body. I wanted to keep thrusting to push her orgasm just a little closer. I knew she was going to come again. I could feel it, I could hear it, I knew it because I knew her.
The doorbell rang. I stopped thrusting and pushed up off of her. "Go get it, lover," she panted. "I'll wait right here for you to come back and finish."
"Sure," I panted, my rock hard dick glistening with her juices. I walked to the door and opened it, not really caring if the guy on the other side saw my dick or not. My mind was wayyyyy to deep into lust to care.
"Uh... um... Your pizza?" the young woman on the other side of the door said, holding out the large flat box, her eyes glued to my dick, bobbing of its own accord with my heartbeat.
"Yeah. Sorry," I mumbled, reaching for the box. She let me take it and I turned and stepped to the little table just inside the front door and set the box down. I turned back to her. "Forgot your tip. Just a second."
I walked to the living room where Lydia was still lying, stroking her body, and found my pants. I dug my wallet out and found a five-dollar bill. I was halfway back to the door with the money when the delivery girl stepped inside. She stared at me, biting her lower lip as I walked toward her. I saw her glance past me to Lydia lying on the sofa, as naked as I was, teasing herself with her fingers while she waited for me to return.
"Sorry. We were sorta tied up," I said as I stepped toward her, holding out the five spot.
"Yeah. I see."
"I guess in your business you see a lot of this kind of thing, huh?"
"Some." She nodded, reaching for the bill.
I stood there, watching her stare at my dick and I suddenly asked. "You want to stay a few minutes?" I don't know why, but the words just jumped to my mouth.
"I really can't," she said, still staring at my glistening, throbbing cock. "I need to go."
"Uh huh." I agreed, waiting for her to turn back to the door, but she didn't move.
"Maybe a minute," she whispered.
"You coming back, lover?" my wife called to me.
"Yeah. In a second," I answered over my shoulder as I watched the young woman look past me to my wife. She licked her lips and I could see her nipples hardening under her t-shirt, her boobs apparently small enough that she didn't need a bra. When I looked back up from her nipples to her face I grinned and asked, "You like what you see?"
"You mean her? Yeah, sorta." She said bashfully.
"You want a closer look?"
She looked back at me with a start, and then gave me a little nod. I reached out for her hand and turned to lead her across the room to the sofa.
"Well, what do we have here?" Lydia asked, sitting up on the sofa and looking over the petite, twenty-ish year-old delivery girl. Lydia stood up and stepped right in front of her. "What's your name?"
"Vicky," she whispered.
"Well, Vicky. You seem a little over-dressed. How about we do something about that?"
"Um, sure," Vicky answered tentatively, reaching for her t-shirt and starting to pull it out of the waistband of her shorts.
"Here, let us do that," Lydia whispered, capturing Vicky's hands. She guided the young woman's hands to her much larger tits and then smiled as she reached for the front of Vicky's shorts. In a few moments they were undone and sliding down her legs, after which she pulled the t-shirt up. Vicky had to move her hands from my wife's tits to let her pull the shirt up, but once she had, she moved them back, grasping Lydia's tits and squeezing them playfully.
"Why don't you help her with the rest," my wife whispered breathlessly as she let Vicky tease her nipples.
I squatted down behind Vicky, reaching for her hips and pulling her skimpy panties down her legs. The material stuck to her pussy as I pulled and finally peeled away to expose all of her to us. I pulled the panties down and then coaxed her, one foot at a time, to step out of her shorts and underwear. With nothing left on but her tiny canvas shoes, I leaned in and kissed her firm little butt cheeks. I heard her moan softly as I slipped one hand between her legs, stroking her full, round pussy lips and tiny little bit of inner lips peeking out.
I looked up at my wife and saw her lean down and kiss Vicky on the lips. Their first kiss was tentative at best, but the following ones grew more sensual with each new touch. I stood up behind Vicky and Lydia leaned toward me, kissing me this time before turning her face back to kiss Vicky again. They didn't say a word, and didn't seem to need to. Lydia moved back to the sofa, pulling Vicky by the hips with her. She lay down where she had been, allowing Vicky to decide where and how she wanted to join us. I was a little surprised to see her crawl onto the sofa and lower her head between my wife's legs, sticking her butt in the air.
She started to lick my wife's sopping wet pussy, two fingers pushing into Lydia's sopping wet pussy moments later. Lydia moaned pleasantly as Vicky began to stroke her fingers in and out while attacking her clit. I didn't wait to ask permission. I just knelt on the sofa behind Vicky, my knees outside her legs, her pussy completely exposed to me. I reached between her legs and began stroking her full outer lips with my fingers, sliding the tips between them to find her clit. She gasped at the first touch, but then pushed back slightly to encourage me.
I teased my fingers up and down her slit, my lust for this young woman growing with each passing second. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and replaced them with my dickhead, stroking my mushroom head between her lips and over her clit. Up and down, I stroked myself, pushing my own orgasm, that had faded away, back to life. I nestled my head to the entrance of her depths and held it there, not sure if I should do what I wanted or not.
She gave me the message I needed, pushed back at me until my fat head pushed into her tight little pussy. "Ohmygod," I moaned as I pushed into her incredibly tight little vagina.
"Good, lover?" my wife asked breathlessly.
"Oh fuck yes," I groaned.
"For me too. She's gonna make me come, so you better do her good!"
"Trust me, I intend to." I pushed slowly in and out, giving her body time to expand around me and take my full fat cock all the way in. She moaned into my wife's pussy almost in sync with my wife's deep moans. I held Vicky's hips and started to push in and out faster, working my cock deep into her with each stroke. She was sooo damn tight around me, her vaginal walls caressing my head and shaft with each stroke. I could feel the orgasm that had been aborted so short a time ago grow again, soon sending me flying every bit as high as I had been while fucking my wife only minutes before. In and out, I plunged, driving hard into her, driving both of us toward climax.
"Fuck me harder!" Vicky pulled her face from between my wife's legs for a moment and gasped. "Give it all to me. Fuck me hard and come for me. Let me feel it. I want to feel it all!"
"With pleasure," I answered with a smile as she turned her face back to my wife's pussy. I thrust harder into her, jamming myself hard into her with each stroke. She moaned loudly as she plunged two fingers wildly in and out of my wife, inching her orgasm back to where it had been and then some. I could see on her face that she was growing ever so close. I felt the need, the urgency, to come with her, at the same time as my hot, sexy wife, and thrust faster into the pussy in front of me. In and out, I plunged, feeling my climax growing.
"FUCK YES!" Lydia suddenly cried, her whole body jerking and shaking as Vicky attacked her pussy with her tongue and fingers. I watched my wife climax, feeling my own only moments away. She stiffened, her whole body growing rigid for several seconds, and I knew what that meant. With a grin, I thrust one last time, hard, into her and felt the surge of cum flow up my shaft and forcefully squirt deep into Vicky.
"SHIT!" Vicky cried, pulling her face from my wife's pussy just in time for my wife's pussy to squirt a long wet stream up at Vicky. Vicky's body shuddered as she gasped for breath, my wife squirting down her front and me squirting deep in her pussy. The three of us had somehow managed to climax together, but even more startling was each of us feeling the other's orgasm in some way.
I knelt behind Vicky, panting to catch my breath as my dick continued to twitch inside her, not yet overly soft. Vicky pulled off my dick and rolled herself over, laying the back of her head on my wife's mound, lifting and spreading her legs to show me her smooth-shaved pussy and nude body. She reached for my dick and pulled me toward her, stroking my dick firmly with both hands, coaxing the last drips of cum from me to drip down onto her bare mound. "Now that was what I call a tip," she said with a wide smile. "God damn yes."
"Was she good, lover? Did you love filling her hot little pussy with your cum?"
"Oh yeah," I agreed breathlessly. "Did she do you good?"
"Oh, so very good. She can come and lick me any time she wants. She's very good at it. Do you like licking pussy, Vicky? Was it fun to lick my hot snatch?"
"I've actually never done it before." She giggled girlishly. "Never done it with a couple either. It was kinda fun."
"Did you like my husband's cock in you?"
"Oh yeah. It felt so good. So much better than my boyfriend. He has... well, he isn't as big as you."
"You can stay and I'll do it again." I suggested almost automatically.
"I can't. I have to go back to work. I've already been here way too long."
"Well, if you want to come back, you know where we live." I chuckled.
She pushed me back and she and I got up, leaving Lydia still reclined on the sofa. I said, "You sorta smell like sex."
"Well, maybe we better do something about that. Wanna rinse me off?" Vicky asked suggestively.
"Shower?"
"No time. Besides, if I get in the shower with you I'm gonna want you to fuck me again. No. I have a better idea. I saw a garden hose out front. I dare you to come out and rinse off with me."
"In the front yard?"
"I dare ya. Both of you."
Lydia got up from the sofa with a grin. "Come on, lover. I dare you too. Come wash us off."
"What the hell, why not."
Vicky grabbed her clothes and walked out the front door in nothing but her shoes. She tossed her clothes on the front of her car and then walked to the grass to get the end of the hose. She pulled the handle on the nozzle and got a shower of water, and then walked back to us. She pulled the handle and sprayed us with the misty spray that my wife used to water the garden. The water soon turned quite chilly, but that didn't stop her from continuing to spray us until my wife chased after her into the middle of the yard and took the hose from her. Vicky turned around and around in the middle of the yard, giggling and squealing at the cold water as my wife hosed her down. After a minute or so she ran back toward the car, leaving my wife standing alone and naked, in the yard. She looked around and we saw several neighbors standing out in their yards, pausing whatever they had been doing, to stare at the three of us, frolicking in the yard butt-naked. Lydia just looked back at the woman across the street, shrugged, and dropped the hose. She walked back to me, wrapped her arms around me and drew her nude, wet body against mine. She kissed me deeply, the two of us sharing the embrace for long seconds before we realized that Vicky had finished dressing and was pulling out of the driveway.



"Wanna fuck out here? Give em all something to really look at?" my wife whispered.
"As much as that sounds tempting, we should probably go back in and do it there."
"Think you got another one in you?"
"We'll see," I answered. She pulled away and instead of pulling me back onto the house, she pulled me through the yard and around to the back of the house. She dropped into one of the lounge chairs on the patio.
"Why don't you get that pizza before it gets any colder, and after we have that, you can have me again."
I grinned and headed into the house, leaving my nude wife lounging on the patio. I just briefly wondered how many of the neighbors, well, the husbands anyway, were busy checking her out. I suspected word of our exploits in the front yard would spread quickly. I should have been upset. I knew I needed to be upset, but for some reason, all I could think of was that it might open the door to do a few of the wives, which couldn't be a bad thing, right?"
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I was wasted when I woke up. Lydia seemed energetic as could be, but I was still tired as hell. I didn't think it was possible for me to get it up and have sex eight times in one day, but I had, somehow. Now I was paying for it. I took a shower and stood under the hot spray for almost five minutes before I dried off and shaved. I was still moving slowly as I pulled on a pair of shorts and t-shirt, thankfully not having to go into work today. By the time I walked into the kitchen, dressed and ready for the day, Lydia was still bustling around energetically, finishing off making breakfast for both of us, having already done the dishes, loaded the dishwasher and cleaned the counters.
"Good morning, you sexy, wonderful man!" My wife said brightly, wrapping her arms around me to pull us together. She pressed her lips to mine in a soft, loving kiss, before pulling her face away. "You look tired."
"I feel tired."
"For good reason. I didn't know you could get it up that many times, but I know I came at least ten times. God what a day and night."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I answered honestly.
"Oh trust me. I did. I enjoyed it sooooo much." She said, giggling. "And I think Suzanne loved it too, but she can't say that in front of Mike."
"Yeah, I can see that."
"He isn't bad, but he isn't you. If you know what I mean."
"I'll take your word for it."
"Good, now let's eat." She gave me one more kiss. "Maybe it'll give you a little more energy for later."
"Later?"
"Lunch time, silly. I can't go to work all day without coming home and fucking you, unless of course you want me to make it a habit of fucking Wes. Not that I'd mind all that much. He's not too bad, but he- "
"Yeah, isn't me. I get it," I interrupted. "I guess lunch time it'll have to be then."
"Good!" She grinned, letting go of me. We ate breakfast and then she dashed off to work, leaving me to settle in for a long morning working from home. I had plenty to do, so I wasn't about to be bored. Though, I had a hard time not thinking about what was happening and the things that Suzanne and Lydia had both said during sex. I set my computer aside when it was clear I wouldn't be able to think about work, found the book she had been reading and flipped open to the section she had marked with a sticky note. The book itself looked ancient, the pages and the binding crinkling and crackling with brittleness. I'd come across enough old books to realize this one was no modern reprint. The paper used was heavy and the print on the pages looked as if it were hand written in real ink. It looked so much like true pen strokes that when I started comparing different letters, it was obvious that either the pages had been computer printed with a font that intentionally varied the shape of the same letter slightly, or it was, indeed hand written, which would be extremely rare, and VERY old.
I got up and found the magnifier I used when working on tiny things and inspected the pages. Under closer scrutiny, I could see tiny dots of black that had to be minuscule droplets left by a real fountain pen, or maybe even a quil. Yeah, there was no doubt left in my mind that the book was indeed hand written, or hand copied. I returned my attention to the page that was marked and started reading.
While all of the gods had ceremonies, rites and rituals, those for Aphrodite commonly ended in large sexual orgies. The goddess thrived on the sexual energies of her acolytes and worshipers. She was known to collect the sexual energies of the female worshipers orgasms, and, in some cases, enhance the strength of a worshiper's orgasm to drive their sexual energy as high as possible. There are differing thoughts on how this occurred, but it was believed that the temple priests acted as conduits in some way, channeling the female's sexual energy to her.
Some scrolls of the time relate instances of female worshipers becoming acolytes of Aphrodite, capable of channeling sexual energy to the goddess. These acolytes are said to have been gifted by the goddess, to not only channel their sexual energy, but to attract male worshipers by their very presence. These acolytes were typically adorned by golden jewelry, silky white robes and, as the goddess herself, were the most beautiful of the temple's women. Their sexual prowess and appetite was almost insatiable, able to take multiple male worshipers each day, at the same time in many cases. Even so, they were still attached to temple at the desire of the chief priest. The scrolls indicate that if the acolyte lost favor of the chief priest, he could cast her out and she would lose her power to channel to the goddess. Since she would no longer be protected by the temple, but still possess the sexual appetite of an acolyte, once cast out, the city wives would typically cast her into a pit to protect their husbands.
Scrolls document that roman wives would accompany their husbands to the temple and partake in rituals and rites that included sexual relations with others besides their husbands. Some husbands would have relations with as many as three or four different women during one worship session. Wives and husbands having sexual relations with others, even of their own sex, during worship was not considered a violation of their wedding vows, but as a welcome gift to the goddess. As a result many children were born into families from unknown fathers. If these children were girls, they were often gifted to the temple as servants once they were of age, typically six years old. Male children were often gifted to the temple of Zeus to become temple guards.
"Jesus. Is this stuff for real?" I asked myself out loud, thinking about what it said about sexual energy and desire. I had to admit that Lydia was definitely more sexually aggressive than she had been for some time. Was there some possibility that the silly ring she'd found actually was having some kind of effect? I looked down at the ring and considered taking it off. But the thought didn't last long. It was, after all, a special gift from my wife. Why would I take it off?
I flipped through the other pages on Aphrodite, glancing at the different rites, rituals and ceremonies it listed, some quite interesting, but all involving some form of sexual gratification. I paused at one and read through the description of a maiden being tied to an x-shaped stand, with all the male participants lining up to have sex with her; it reminded me of some of the more outlandish things I'd read online. I had no idea that some of the modern sexual encounters people partook in were actually ancient in origin. I closed the book and set it aside to go back to work.
The doorbell rang, breaking my concentration. I looked at my watch, nearly eleven-thirty. I frowned and got up, headed to the door to see who it was. I opened the door to two middle-aged, very professional looking women in pantsuits.
"Mister Leonard?" one asked.
"Yes?"
She held up a badge for me to see. "Detective Cline with Metro PD. May we ask you a few questions?"
"Sure," I answered, suddenly concerned that something had happened to Lydia. "Is everything okay?"
They looked at each other and then back to me. "That remains to be seen. Would it be alright if we came in to discuss this?"
"I suppose so," I answered, even more worried now. I opened the door further and let the two women in. "So, what's this about?" I asked as I closed the door behind them.
"Were you at an Italian restaurant named Eddies, three nights ago?" the detective asked.
"Yeah, I was."
"According to the credit card receipt, you were with a group of four people. Can we ask who those were?"
"My wife and our best friends. Why? Are we in some kind of trouble?"
"We're trying to investigate an unusual occurrence there that evening. While you were there, did you notice anything out of the ordinary?"
"Besides half the restaurant patrons having sex? Not a thing."
"So you were there during the event?" the other woman asked.
"And you are?"
"I'm sorry. Mrs Welton, with the health department. You were there during the event?"
"If you mean were we there when everyone went kind of sex bonkers? Yeah, we were there. But then you already know that, or you wouldn't be here."
"You are correct. I needed to make sure we were discussing the situation with the correct person."
"So, have you found out what it was? How this... event... transpired?"
"At the moment, I would like to say we have a good idea... But the truth is, we've come up with nothing solid so far. The only real lead we have is that after interviewing the staff, there is the general impression that the intensity and timing of the sexual acts seemed to radiate outward from the general location where your table was located. It's as if your group was near the epicenter of the event."
"So you suspect us of what? Releasing some kind of airborne poison or something?"
"Actually, we're not at all sure what kind of toxin could even cause what happened. Some patrons indicated that afterward, they felt as if they were drunk, but the amount of alcohol that they'd consumed was insufficient for that effect. The staff indicated that, as a group, all four of you ended up completely naked and having sex. Is that an accurate assessment?"
"It does seem to be what happened, though there were quite a few other guests that were naked as well, not just us."
"That is correct. We have twenty-two completely naked patrons and seventeen partially disrobed patrons engaged in various sex acts. We also have another twelve remaining dressed, that were making out in various levels of... well, you get it. All of this seems to have radiated out from the back corner of the restaurant where you were seated. Your own behavior indicates that whatever transpired was definitely a strong enough effect for you to engage in multiple sex acts before leaving."
"Yeah? So? Are you insinuating that this was my fault?"
"Your fault? We have no basis for that. We were able to see some areas of the restaurant on the surveillance video, but not the area you were sitting in. We don't even know what exactly happened, what did it, what started it." The lady from the health department said quickly. "The detective would love to be able to put this case to rest, but the reality is that we have very little to go on. Can you tell me, besides the evening at the restaurant, has there been any other indications of something unusual happening recently in your life?"
"You really want to know?"
"If we're going to solve this, yes," she said earnestly.
I motioned for them to sit on the sofa where I had been and I took one of the overstuffed chairs. "This is all confidential, isn't it?"
"Of course."
I took a deep breath. "The next day I went to work, and things went south there, much like they did at the restaurant. I had coworkers that I've known for years, come to my office and end up getting undressed to have sex with me. And not just me. Some of my coworkers were involved in having sex in adjacent offices. I thought maybe I was contaminated with something, so I've been working from home until whatever it is passes."
"And has it? Passed, I mean?" the detective asked. She was fidgeting with the buttons of her jacket. I could see little beads of perspiration popping out on her forehead.
I glanced at the woman from the health department, realizing that she was perspiring as well, tiny beads of sweat coalescing and running down her chest, between her full, round breasts, the little drips disappearing behind the cream colored blouse she wore under her gray pantsuit.
"Unfortunately, no... um, are you okay?" I asked quietly.
"It seems a bit warm in here. Would you mind if I took my coat off?" the woman from the health department asked, standing up and pulling her suit jacket off before I could answer. Her blouse was already damp under her arms, but that could have been from the heat outside. She laid her coat over the back of the sofa and then settled down again, sitting on the edge of the sofa, leaning towards me slightly. "You were saying, it hasn't gone away? Have there been other incidents, since what transpired at work and the restaurant?"
"I got a registered letter yesterday I needed to sign for. The young lady asked to come use the bathroom, and she came out naked and begged me for sex."
The women looked at each other with raised eyebrows. I wasn't sure if it was disbelief or surprise. "Could I go see that bathroom?" Detective Cline asked as she stood up.
"Sure. Down the hall, first door on the right."
She headed that way as the lady from the health department drew my attention back to her.
"So, she begged you for sex. I take it that you indulged her?"
"I, uh, yeah, I did," I answered a little hesitantly.
"Did she enjoy it?" she asked quietly. "Did you make her climax?"
"Um, yeah, she did," I answered just as quietly, watching her slowly start to undo the buttons of her blouse. I knew she shouldn't be doing it, shouldn't be undoing her blouse, but I also knew that I really wanted to see her tits, see what her nipples looked like, feel them and maybe even taste them. I wanted her to strip and come sit on my lap and let me lick and suck her nipples.
I watched as she stood up and pulled her shirt out of the waistband of her slacks, pulling it open and then down her arms. She dropped it onto the sofa and reached behind her back. In moments she had removed her bra, her probably C cup tits exposed to me, her nipples standing erect and inviting. She kicked off her shoes and her slacks went next, pushing them down, and letting them slide down her legs while she pushed her small bikini panties down. She stepped out of her pants and underwear in one motion, letting both lay on the floor as she walked toward me completely naked.
"Do you like to suck on nipples? I love having my nipples sucked on. Would you? Would you suck my nipples?" She said just barely louder than a whisper. She didn't give me time to answer, but walked to me and climbed onto the chair facing me. She rested her butt on my legs, hers bent and resting on the cushion of the chair next to my hips. She arched her back and pushed her tits toward my face, forcing one of her erect nipples to my lips. I opened my mouth and let the turgid nub between my lips, opening my mouth far enough to engulf her entire areola. "Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned softly as I licked and teased her nipple, swirling my tongue around it as I sucked the front of her breast into my mouth. "Sooooo fucking good!"
"Jesus, Jennifer!" I heard from the hallway. "What the hell are you doing?"
"Keeping him busy while you check out his bathroom and bedroom," the woman on my lap moaned.
"Well, I didn't find anything," the detective answered.
"Maybe you'd better go look again." Jennifer moaned as she started tugging at my belt buckle. "There must be something to find."
"I think you're likely to find more than I am," the detective said, closer this time.
Jennifer had my pants undone and pushed back off of me, pulling her breast from my mouth as she did. The detective was busy stripping while Jennifer pulled me to my feet by my hands. My shorts slid down and she pushed my briefs down, squatting down to help get them off my feet. She stood up, pulled me to the coffee table and sat on the edge. She lay back on it and spread her legs into a wide V. "Fuck me. Fuck me and make me come for you. I want to feel your cock sliding in and out of me when I come," she moaned loudly.
Part of my brain told me this wasn't something I should be doing, but a much larger part was intent on finding that wonderful feeling I knew would be there. I knelt down and aimed my dick at her pussy while she held her legs splayed up and apart. I rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit a few times and then nestled it into her opening. I closed my eyes for a moment and then pushed firmly into her, sliding my cock deep into her extremely wet pussy. "Ohhhhhh fuck yes. Fuck me. Please fuck me and make me come!"
I grasped her legs as handles and then started to pump my cock in and out of her, sliding it deep into her with each thrust. The detective had finished undressing, and was naked as Jennifer was, moving to the table near Jennifer's head. She squatted down and pushed her pussy at Jennifer's face, clearly expecting her to lick her. I had no idea if Jennifer was at all interested in that kind of thing, but didn't have to wait long to find out. She pulled the detective's hips down so she could reach her pussy. The detective moaned as Jennifer began licking her pussy.
I plunged myself in and out of the pussy in front of me, letting the sensations flow through me. I could feel every ripple and bump in her vaginal walls as my mushroom head stroked in and out of her. I could feel her breath change the angle ever so slightly with each one. I heard her moans, muffled by the pussy in her face, and the moans of the detective as Jennifer licked and teased her. Her sexy C-cup boobs rolled and wiggled on her chest, little beads of perspiration appearing on her chest as her body responded to my dick. I felt the first stirrings of her building orgasm, her pussy squeezing slightly as I stroked in and out. Those squeezes increased in pressure as her climax inched toward breaking loose. In and out, I thrust, waiting, wanting to feel her orgasm peak. Her legs began to tremble and I knew she was going to come any second. I held her ankles, the tremors in her legs growing. Then, her orgasm overtook her completely. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around my plunging cock.
"FUCK YES!" she cried, pushing the detective up from her face a few inches. "FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK! GOD DAMN, I'M COMING!" she screamed as her whole body shuddered and trembled with pleasure. I continued to plunge into her, driving her climax as hard and high as I could. Her whole body suddenly stiffened and a spray of her juices squirted up at me, hitting me in the chest and neck. Her body spasmed hard a second time, squirting more out at me before she sagged down, momentarily exhausted. I slowed my strokes and then just held myself in her, feeling her pussy clenching and spasming, each more gentle than the one before.
I finally pulled out of her, looking at the detective, now standing, looking down at Jennifer. She stared at my glistening dick and licked her lips. I could tell she was hesitant. She was torn between being taken and holding herself back. At that moment I didn't care why. I wasn't sure I cared if she wanted it or not. I wanted it and I knew that as soon as I started fucking her, she'd want it as much as I did. I stepped around the table, turned her to face the sofa and pushed her firmly forward until she had to kneel on the sofa cushions, her hands resting on the back of the sofa. I r ubbed my head up and down her hairless slit, dipping between her lips to tease the tip of my head across her hard little clit. I finally nestled my engorged head into her opening and pushed.
"Oh my god," she moaned as I forced my slick cock into her, her body expanding around my shaft as I pushed each inch in. I reached for her tits, somewhat bigger than Jennifer's, and grasped them, squeezing each mostly firm orb as I started to stroke in and out of her. "Ohmygodyes," she moaned softly as I worked my shaft in and out of her pussy. "Ohhhh fuck yes. God, that feels so good," she moaned as I pushed in and out of her. I stroked with abandon, feeling my own body responding to the body in front of me, my body slapping her bare ass with each stroke, making her whole body jerk and shake in time with my strokes. There was something about her, something I could feel, but I couldn't seem to put my finger on it.



I continued to stroke, plunging my fat cock into her over and over, my mushroom head bouncing against the end of her tunnel with each stroke. She moaned how good it felt, how much she wanted me to come for her. She moaned lots of other things in a language I didn't understand, but it didn't matter. What mattered was how her body was talking to me, and how I was responding to what it was saying. In and out, I thrust my cock, pushing both of us closer to climax. "Gonna come. Oh god. I'm going to come on a cock," she moaned over and over as her pussy started to squeeze around me. I felt my own climax building, my own desire flooding over me like a tidal wave. I was going to come and I couldn't hold it back any longer.
I jammed my cock deep into her pussy as my body spasmed and my cum flowed as a huge gush into her. My fuzzy brain barely heard her pleasured scream, as my surging cum filled her, shot after shot of hot cum, deep in her pussy. "Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod" she panted over and over as her body trembled and quivered. I felt my body pump at least half a dozen shots of cum into her before my dick started to soften slightly, my brain starting that slow process of becoming more lucid again, something I was getting all to used to experiencing.
I was still pushing that almost drunk feeling away when the detective surprised me by pushing me back, pushing my dick from her pussy. She turned me and grabbed my arm, cocked it at an angle and forced me to the ground on my face. She pressed my hand to the middle of my back and for a moment I thought she was going to handcuff me. She held me for several seconds and then rolled me over on the carpet onto my back, my still leaking cock softening as it lay on me. With a wicked little grin, she crawled backwards, drawing her face down my body until she had lowered her face to my crotch and sucked my cock into her mouth. She was tentative at first, like she hadn't done it often, but seemed determined to figure it out. Jennifer soon joined her, resting on her elbows and knees as the two swapped my cock back and forth. Having long since drained the rest of my cum, they were trying to coax me back to hardness.
It didn't take nearly as long as I thought it should, that they had me hard and sticking up again, and wanting each of them again. I felt drunk with desire for their bodies and wanted to touch and taste and fuck them both again.
"You want him again, Maria?" Jennifer asked.
"I don't know why, but I do."
"I know. Trust me, I know. Go ahead. Do it."
The detective, Maria, looked at Jennifer, and then at me. She moved up as Jenifer moved back, crawling back atop me until her pussy was hovering over my now-hard dick. She aimed me at her dripping pussy and began to slide down my shaft. She took a deep breath and pushed back hard, driving herself fully down on me, gasping slightly as she felt my head push to the end of her vagina. She paused, holding herself still, staring down at me. I could see the expressions on her face change with thought, and then settle on one that I had to describe as lustful. Using her knees as a pivot, leaned over me and started to started rocking herself. With each rock she drove her pussy on and off my cock, her tits hanging down below her chest between us, swinging in time with her strokes. Her strokes grew more forceful, driving herself hard onto me, jamming her clit into the base of my cock with each stroke.
Jennifer sat next to us and watched for a while, her legs splayed while she stroked her fingers between her lips. She wasn't watching me, she was watching Maria fuck me. She pushed herself up and stepped over me. I looked up at her completely exposed pussy as she inched closer to Maria, who stopped stroking and looked at her friend's pussy. She licked her lips as Jennifer pushed her pussy into Maria's face. From where I lay below then, I had a fantastic view of Jennifer's pussy while Maria licked and teased her clit, the sight enticing me to try and pump myself up at Maria. I shifted my legs under her and began stroking up into her hot, wet depths while I watched her lick her friend.
I felt that feeling again, that drunkenness start to swell in my brain, lust for both women growing even more, if that were possible. I reached a hand up to Jennifer and teased two fingers between her lips. She gasped in surprise, and then moaned in pleasure as I pushed those two fingers into her depths.
"Oh yeah. Make me come. Ohhhhh god yes, make me come, lover. Make me come on your face. Just like this morning, make me come hard." Jennifer panted as I plunged my fingers in and out of her faster, Maria licking her clit. I wasn't sure how I managed to keep my coordination, but I did. I was pumping two fingers into a pussy above me and pumping my rock-hard cock into the one sitting on me. I closed my eyes and felt the sensations of not only my impending climax, but also of Jennifer and Maria's building orgasms. It didn't make sense, but not a lot did at that moment. All that made sense was the desire to make them both climax, and myself with them.
It felt like I could sense Jennifer's body responding to my fingers, feeling them sliding in and out of her wetness. I moved them slightly and felt a sudden up-swelling of pleasure as my fingertips found a new sensitive spot. She cried out at the same time, screaming into the room that she was going to come. I felt her climax rush at her, her whole body seeming to tingle as her body stiffened. I could feel the results of my fingers finding that perfect spot and then felt the gush of juices rain down on me. My cock began to spurt huge gushes of cum into Maria's suddenly spasming pussy as Jennifer's juices rained down on my chest. "FUCK YES OH FUCK YES!" she screamed as she came over me.
As suddenly as it started, it ended. The feeling of her climax slipping away as Jennifer pulled from Maria's face. She stepped back and dropped to the floor, lying with her legs spread on either side of my head. The scent of her pussy was strong, even stronger than the scent of the juices she had rained down on me. I could almost feel her desire for more still, but also the sudden exhaustion that came with the intense climax.
Maria laid herself on me, panting, our bodies molded together, shaking her head slightly. I knew the feeling, I was going through it also, that feeling that I was stoned and not in control of my body and mind. It passed in a few dozen seconds, leaving me with a disjointed feeling. I knew where I was and what had happened, I thought. It took Maria a few more seconds before she looked down at me quizzically. She pushed up off my chest, still looking down at me. She opened her mouth to say something, closed it again and then looked past me to Jennifer.
Maria moved a little and I saw her eyes grow wide as my dick slipped from her. She lifted herself onto her hands and knees and then reached between her legs, bringing back fingers full of my leaking cum. "Shit. Did we just... did I throw you on the ground and fuck you?" she asked.
"Pretty much."
"I sort of remember doing it, but at the same time, I didn't feel like I was in control. Jennifer! Did you have sex with him too?"
"I think we both did. I don't get it. I mean, why would you and I want to have sex with him? I'm sorry, lover. I don't know what came over me."
"Over US!" Maria answered back. She looked down at me again and shook her head. "How did you do this to us?"
"Me? I didn't do anything," I protested. I just did what you two started. I mean, Jennifer undressed and had sex with me. I didn't force anything on anyone."
"Does your head feel funny Maria?" Jennifer asked. "Mine does. Just like those people from the restaurant described it. Like they knew what they were doing, but couldn't seem to stop themselves from doing it."
Jennifer stood up and helped Maria up as well. The two moved to the sofa and sat down hard, still naked, seeming unconcerned at the moment with getting dressed. They looked at me still lying on the floor. "Mister Leonard, you said that something like this happened at work as well? Was it people around you? Or just people you touched?"
"Some of the people that it happened with, people that were doing it with each other, not with me, I didn't touch any of them. Some of them were in different offices than mine, so I wasn't even close to them."
Jennifer frowned. "This doesn't make any sense. I was... I felt like was practically driven to take my clothes off and have sex with you. I suddenly needed to climax. I've never felt anything as intense as that before. It was so overwhelming."
"Yeah. I get it. I've seemed to need to have sex with all the women that have come on to me. It's like I can't refuse them, and it is definitely them that are the aggressors, if that's the right word. I didn't ask for the mail woman to do anything. She went to the bathroom and came back naked. She undressed me and wanted to have sex with me. I didn't start it. I couldn't help it. I had to climax with her, I just had to."
"Like with me?" Maria asked. "I wanted you in me. I wanted to climax again and I wanted to feel you pumping into me. I don't get it. I don't even likedicks."
"You two are what, lesbians?"
"Partners," Jennifer answered. "We've been together, what, seven years now? In all that time I don't ever remember seeing a guy that I wanted to fuck. Not until today."
"I wish I knew what to tell you. I'm as mystified as you are."
"Has anyone else in your household, or anyone else you know, been having these urges?"
"Well, my wife. She's been attracted to having sex with other guys. She came home yesterday to have sex at lunch time, just to stave it off. Her best friend, the other couple that was at the restaurant. She's been the same way. Super sexual. She came over last night after work and begged me for sex. So no, it's not just me."
"I don't get it. I don't know of any kind of contaminant that would cause what we are seeing. If it were a psychedelic, like some kind of mushroom or narcotic, we'd see more unusual behaviors, not just sex. This seems to be just limited to sex, and in particular, having an orgasm, then it just fades away and you're normal again."
"Well, I wouldn't say that." Jennifer looked at me curiously. "Do you always sit around a strange man's house naked?"
Jennifer and Maria looked down at themselves, and cried out comically, as if they'd forgotten they were naked. They scrambled around getting their clothes and dressing as quickly as they could. I got up and pulled my shorts on over my already growing hard-on, and then sat and watched them dress. As I did, I could feel the desire build in me, wanting to stop them and get them to undress again, but I resisted the urge, though I suspected that Jennifer was once again starting to feel those pangs of want the way she was looking at me and slowing her dressing.
"Don't even think about it!" Maria said, seeing her friend look at me lustfully again. "We'll be in touch!" she said and ushered her friend out the front door in a hurry, leaving me feeling momentarily frustrated.
I didn't have to stay that way long. Only a scant ten minutes later, Lydia dashed in the back door, stripping her dress off before the door had even closed. "Oh god honey! Fuck me before I lose control. God damn I need a cock so bad!"
"What's going on?" I asked as she reached me and started undoing my shorts.
"I don't know. I was doing alright. I mean, I was horny as hell, but I was doing alright until about an hour ago. Then all of a sudden I was sitting at my desk, I it felt like I was fucking someone. I could feel my body trying to orgasm, and fuck if I didn't, right there at my desk! I came, not once, but three times in about half an hour. I wasn't doing anything but working! Now I do need to fuck!" She pushed me back onto the sofa, climbed onto my lap and guided me into her. A very few minutes later, she'd climaxed on me, taking me with her even though I'd just had sex with those two women.
"Ohhhh god yes. Sooo much better," she purred as she held herself against me, hugging me tightly and kissing my neck. "I needed you so bad. I was sitting there climaxing when Wes walked by. It was everything I could do to not get up and just pull him over to fuck me. I know I said I wouldn't, but I don't know if I can keep doing this! Whatever it is, it's making me soooo fucking horny I almost can't help myself."
"Yeah, I know what you mean. I had a visit this morning from a detective and someone from the health department. We ended up having sex, all three of us. I knew I shouldn't. I even tried stop myself, but somehow, I ended up doing it anyway."
"Oh god, honey. I'm sorry. I wish I knew what was going on."
"You and me both." I answered, afraid to broach the subject that I had started to focus on. "You know I love you right?"
"Of course."
"And you know that I'd never ever do anything on purpose to hurt you, right?"
"Yeah," she said softly, trepidation in her voice.
"And I believe you wouldn't either. Ever do anything to hurt me, not on purpose."
"Of course not. What are you saying. Have you done something that's gonna hurt me?"
"No. not at all. But I've been thinking. You know me. I hate a puzzle I can't solve. I've sorta put a few pieces together and I want to know what you think."
"Oh, okay. I was thinking it was something really bad."
I smiled and kissed her. "Not at all. So, you started getting really sexy again, you know, shorter skirts, sexier underwear, wanting more sex... you know what I mean, right?"
"Yeah. It just sorta happened. I didn't plan it or consciously change anything. It just, I don't know, it felt right. Are you saying you don't like it?"
"Oh, hell no! I'm loving it! I love how you look and how you come to me and want sex and how good it's been. I mean, let's face it, sex has been really good the last few months."
"Yeah. It has." She grinned, wiggling herself on me. "Not to mention that you've been getting hard again really fast lately. Makes it a lot more fun when you're so big and hard."
"Yes, it does. And it makes it a lot of fun when you're playful and sexy and you want me the way you do. But, we have to deal with the fact that this has gone way beyond any normal level of desire. When I'm with a woman, when she's wanting to have sex with me, I can't seem to refuse it. More than that, I can feel a want, a desire, a need build within me to have sex with her. I don't need to push her to do it, she takes care of that, but I feel completely unable to say no. I feel so much lust inside to have sex with her and to feel her climax, and to climax with her, that it leaves me feeling out of control. Like I'm drunk or under the influence of some kind of drug. Once she's naked and playing with my dick I couldn't care who she is or where we are. I just need to have sex with her. Does that make sense?"
"It does. It makes a lot of sense to how I feel sometimes. When I'm with you and we're having sex, I couldn't stop if I wanted to. When I was doing it with Wes, I didn't care who would have walked in. All that mattered was climaxing. It's almost as if, you're going to think that I'm crazy, but it feels like there's someone else in my head, begging me to climax."
I chuckled softly. "Yeah. It does make sense. At least twice now I've heard the women climaxing saying things like let us feel the climax. I didn't understand the us part. But maybe I do now."
"You do?"
"Maybe." I coaxed her off my lap, my dick surprisingly hard as she slipped off of it. I leaned to the coffee table and picked up the book that I'd read from earlier. "Where did this come from?"
"I found it in a box of books from an estate sale."
"Yeah. Any chance it was the same sale you found this in?" I asked, holding up my right hand to show her the ring she'd given me.
"Actually, I think it was. Why?"
"This book. It's not a printed book, It's hand written. Hand written with a fountain pen or quill. That makes it eighteen-hundreds at least. The paper? It's not paper. It's pieces of parchment. The original pages, not the binding, but the pages themselves might be as much as a thousand years old. The binding. I looked it up. It's called a Coptic binding. It was invented by the Egyptians. Honey, this book is ancient. And it isn't a book like we think of it. I flipped through some pages. It's all kinds of roman-era rites and rituals. Rites and rituals of the roman gods and goddesses. This is someone's notes. Maybe research notes. How it's survived this long is beyond me. But it's ancient. I think it's as ancient as this ring."
"You're trying to tell me that the ring is thousands of years old? Come on. I don't buy it. Yes, it's unusual. It's intricate in ways that I can't even figure out how they made it. But thousands of years old? I don't think so."
I opened the book to the pages I'd been reading before. "Listen to this. While all of the gods had ceremonies, rites and rituals, those for Aphrodite commonly ended in large sexual orgies. The goddess thrived on the sexual energies of her acolytes and worshipers. She was known to collect the sexual energies of the female worshipers orgasms, and even in some cases, enhance the strength of a worshipers orgasm to drive their sexual energy as high as possible." I looked up at her from the book. "Didn't you say that you thought this ring was a replica of one from one of Aphrodite's temples?"
"Well, yeah, but just a replica. She said, the woman from the university, she said it had to be a replica because no one had ever come across a real one."
"What if it isn't. What if it really is one?"
"But we all know those gods were make-believe. That they didn't really exist."
"Were they gods? Probably not. But were they real? Most myths are based on some modicum of truth. What if the truth here is that a real entity existed that fed on sexual energy. Not a god as we think of it, but in that day, how would they know the difference? "
"Come on. Next you're going to tell me aliens are real."
"Can you prove to me they aren't?"
"Well... no. You know it's impossible to prove a negative."
"Correct. And if this was written by someone who actually experienced this, that's enough for me to say that something happened. Listen to this part.Some scrolls of the time relate instances of female worshipers becoming acolytes of Aphrodite, capable of channeling sexual energy to the goddess. These acolytes are said to have been gifted by the goddess, to not only channel their sexual energy, but to attract male worshipers by their very presence. Didn't you just tell me that you didn't feel like you were alone in your head when you were climaxing? Maybe you weren't."
"You're trying to tell me that somehow I'm channeling sexual energy to some mythical creature that lives in what, another dimension?"
"I have no idea what it is or where it is or even if it is, I'm just saying that what we're experiencing seems to mirror what this book is talking about. And if it really is someone's notes on these... worship services, well, it's hard to ignore, isn't it?"
She rolled her eyes. "If you say so. I gotta get back to work." She stood up, clearly not buying into my suppositions. She headed for the back door in a huff.
"Hey hon!"
"Yeah?" she called, stopping and holding the kitchen door open to go out.
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
She looked down at herself and gasped. "Shit! My dress!" She walked back to the kitchen floor where she had dropped it, picked it up and slipped it on. "Just because I forgot my dress doesn't mean that some make-believe goddess is controlling me!"
"Not at all. Have a good afternoon."



I sat and pondered what I had concluded. It hadn't all come to mind until I was talking to Lydia, but once I started, it coalesced all at once. I was sure I was on to something, but how to prove it? If I had become a conduit, would it still happen if I took the ring off? Was it the trigger? Lydia's and Suzanne's sexy transformation happened over many weeks that sort of coincided with her working on the ring. It was at least an unexplained coincidence.
---o---
It took nearly two hours before the obvious answer presented itself, in the form of Ruth Sutton, a nineteen year old that lived a few houses down the street. She was one of a pair of twins. Neither was particularly popular, partly because they weren't slender and didn't have really fantastic looks. They were, in fact, rather plain looking, a little plump, but not fat, but had very cheerful dispositions. The other reason that they were not particularly popular with the boys was their father, a very very strict Baptist preacher that forbade his girls from listening to modern music, participating in any form of social media, and worst of all, refused to allow them to date in any way.
"Hi, Ruth, right?" I asked as I opened the door and saw one of the twins standing there. She had her hair cut a bit shorter, the only way I could tell the two identical twins apart.
"It is!" she answered cheerfully and held out an envelope. "Mom sent me over with this. It came in our mail by accident."
"Well, thank you," I said, taking the envelope from her, intentionally letting my fingers stroke her hand as I did. I wasn't sure what to expect, but the idea was to wear the ring and see if it had an effect on Ruth, and if it did, then I could try it without the ring on her sister, Charity. It seemed like a good test.
"What do you think of this heat? Kinda early in the season to be this hot, isn't it?" I asked, trying to stall, unsure how long the effect might take to happen.
"It is hot, isn't it? I was thinking the same thing yesterday, that it was way too hot. Sorta like today. Much too hot, isn't it?"
"I think so," I agreed, even though I was wearing nothing but a pair of shorts. I didn't even have shoes on.
"A day like today is perfect for running through a sprinkler, isn't it?"
"It is that. Do you like to?"
"I used to, when I was little. Mom says it's not very ladylike and I shouldn't do it anymore."
"That's too bad. I think you'd look quite interesting running through a sprinkler in that dress."
She looked down at herself and grinned. "I bet you'd enjoy that. But I can think of something you'd enjoy a lot more."
"Oh yeah?"
"Uh huh. If only I had a sprinkler."
"There's one in the back yard," I said with a grin. I could see where this was going, and I felt the desire growing within me to see her, running through the sprinkler.
She stepped through the door and pushed it closed behind her. She took my hand and pulled me through the house and out the back door. She took a moment to locate the hose valve and turn it on. The sprinkler set in the back yard to water my wife's garden began to shoot water into the air. She stood on the patio and unbuttoned her conservative knee-length dress. I watched as she undid button after button, smiling at me the whole time, smiling at the hard-on that was growing in my shorts very obviously. "I think you like what you see, and I haven't even gotten wet yet."
"No you haven't," I agreed as she slipped the dress down and stepped out of it. She ran across the yard to the sprinkler in nothing but her modest underwear and a lacy bra that captured a pair of nicely shaped breasts about the size of apples. She ran to the sprinkler and began to jump through the spray of cold water.
"Come on!" she called to me. "It's fun!"
"It looks it."
She ran back to me and grabbed my hand. "Come on!"
"I'm still dressed, well mostly."
"So? Take em off! I don't mind."
"I'm not wearing anything under 'em."
"Ohhhhhhh even better. Come on. Take 'em off!"
"You want me to go naked?" I asked, trying to let her set the limits.
"I will if you will," she said with a girlish giggle. She reached behind her back and in moments she was dropping her bra onto the picnic table, exposing a very sexy, very enticing looking set of breasts. She didn't give me long to look though before she was bending over and slipping her panties down and off, leaving her completely naked. "Your turn," she said, stepping toward me, reaching for the waistband of my shorts. I let her undo them and push them down, freeing my hard-on. "Oh wow. It looks huge," she whispered. She let my shorts slide down my legs. "Can I touch it?"
"If you want."
She tentatively reached out and grasped me with both hands, squeezing it almost uncomfortably. "Easy," I said softly, not wanting to scare her. I set my hands on hers to get her to slide them slowly and gently up and down my shaft. "Like this is better."
She stared at my dick as she moved her hands up and down its length, her delicate little hands barely able to wrap all the way around my excited member. "It's way bigger than Billy Trent's," she whispered.
"Billy Trent?"
"Uh huh. We kinda got naked and touched each other once. Just a little touching. He had me do this too until he squirted his semen all over me."
"That happens when you tease a man's cock," I said. "Do you want me to touch you?"
She frowned. "Billy tried, but it didn't feel very good."
"He probably didn't know how," I said softly. "Here." I had her let go of me then turned her and sat her on the edge of the table. I gently pushed her back until she was lying on the table with her butt at the edge and her legs splayed wide. I lowered my face between her legs and gently licked up her full round lips. She had lots of tiny brown curls on her mound and between her legs, almost hiding her lips and the tiny little bit of inner lip protruding. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her curls as best I could, and then I started to lick and tease her pussy.
"Ohhhh my that feels so good," she moaned. "Billy didn't do this at all."
"I take it you like it?"
"Oh yes. It feels so good."
"I bet this feels even better," I whispered before spreading her lips apart and dipping my tongue deep enough to find her clit.
"OHHHHHHH!" she gasped loudly, her legs trying to close around my head. "Ohhhhh my!"
I teased and licked her clit, making her squirm on the table, slowly pushing her orgasm up the slope toward climax. I inched her closer and closer, and as I did I felt my desire for her grow as well. I felt lust fill me, and an almost overwhelming desire to drive my dick into her tight little pussy. From what she said, she was probably a virgin, at least a dick virgin, I wasn't sure if she'd ever tried anything else in it. That thought made my heart race. My brain started to tell my body things I wasn't sure I should be doing, but in the end, desire overwhelmed my better judgment. I licked her clit until she began to climax, her hips bucking up at me as she moaned in pleasure. I continued licking her sweet little pussy until I sensed her climax was starting to fade slightly.
I pulled my face from her and stood between her legs. My rock-hard cock was right there, aimed right at her pussy. I grasped myself and rubbed my head up and down her little pussy and then nestled my head into the entrance to her vagina. "This is what Billy probably wanted to do," I whispered as I grabbed her ankles. I held her legs wide apart and then pushed my hips, not quickly, but firmly. I pushed my head against her entrance and waited for her to expand and accept the fat intruder. I stared at her body as she moaned and gasped, my cock slipping into her an inch or two. I held her legs and started to pump myself in and out, just short little strokes, trying to spread her juices on my dick and her lips. Each stroke worked me deeper until I could feel the end of her vagina with my engorged head.
"Oh my. Don't stop," she moaned to me. I started to stroke, working my cock in and out of her in long, slow strokes. She moaned in pleasure and begged me to keep going, to not stop, as if I had any intention of doing so. In and out, I thrust, working my shaft fully into her with each plunge, working faster as her renewed climax overtook her. I felt my own growing, surging forward. I knew I should stop, I should pull out of her virgin pussy and not do what my brain was demanding. It was a voice that overtook reason. It kept telling me to come with her, to share it with her. In and out, I plunged, my orgasm growing wildly, pushing right to the edge of climax. I tried to hold it back. Part of me knew what I was about to do was wrong, but that voice kept inching me on, pushing me to finish. Then it happened. I felt my climax overtake me, my body jerking and driving deep into her. I felt the sensation of my cum flowing up my shaft and then squiring forcefully into her. I held myself deep inside her as both our climaxes ran their course, mine pumping her full of cum, and her feeling of ecstasy flowing into me as if I were feeling her climax as well.
"Oh my. Ohhh that felt soooo good. Can we do it again?" she panted as my dick softened within her, my mind slowly clearing.
"Maybe another time," I said, not wanting to hurt her feelings as I slipped from her, the enormity of what I had just done staring me in the face as my brain cleared. I watched my cum leak from her virgin pussy and could feel dread spread through me. All I'd planned on doing was to lick her to climax. I didn't expect to do this. Even if I didn't get her pregnant, if her parents found out, there would be serious ramifications! I tried to grasp why I had taken as far as I did. I didn't intend to. There had definitely been another voice in my head, coaxing me to do this. Yeah, this had been a very bad idea. No doubt her father was going to be furious when he found out "Let's just keep this between ourselves. I don't think your father would approve of what we just did."
"Approve? You have to be shitting me. He'd be apoplectic. No, I don't have any intention of telling him about any of this."
"Good. You keep this our little secret and we'll see if we can make it happen again some time. But only if it stays a secret, right?"
"Right." She nodded. "Except for Charity. She's gonna be soooo pissed that I had sex before she did."
"I'm not so sure you should tell her. It might get back to your dad."
"Oh, I wouldn't worry about that. If she told on me doing this, then I'd have to tell on her going out and drinking and smoking pot with her friends."
"She does that?"
"Well, not very often, but she has, well, drinking mostly."
"I'd still rather you didn't say anything."
"Trust me, we can keep it a secret." She giggled as I stepped back and helped her sit up. She looked down at her crotch as she sat on the table, my cum oozing from her pussy and dripping to the patio. She stroked her fingers through my cum and then lifted them to her mouth. She licked my cum from her fingers and grinned. "Always wondered what it tastes like. Mom seems to really like the taste."
"Your mom has told you she likes cum?" I asked, a little confused.
"Oh hell no. She'd never say it. But one time I saw her sucking one of the deacon's dicks. She sure seemed to love it when he came in her mouth."
"She did?"
"Oh yeah. She said it was just exactly what she needed. Then she asked him to lick her. He made her scream so loud. I was glad you did it to me that way too. I wondered what it felt like."
"Your mom was having oral sex with a deacon of your church?"
"Yeah. I only saw her once, but I'm pretty sure it wasn't the first time they did something. He said something about wanting to see her naked in the baptismal basin again. She said he was so naughty wanting that again."
"Who'd have thought," I mumbled as she pushed off the table. She collected her still wet underclothes and pulled them on before slipping her dress back on.
She came to me, kissed me on the lips and then, with a grin, leaned down and kissed my dick. She started to lift and then leaned back down and engulfed my flaccid dick within her hot mouth. She began to lick and suck me until she had me growing again. She squatted down in front of me as my cock grew slowly harder in her mouth, slowly lengthening and making it so she couldn't contain all of me any longer. She continued to lick and suck, now adding one of her hands to stroke me. Before long, she had my dick rock-hard again and I was starting to seriously think about fucking her again. She worked her panties off again until they were around one of her ankles, and with her legs spread, began to play with her own pussy again, her mouth still sexily sliding on and off my dick.
There was no doubt that I wanted to fuck her again. I was just about to get her to lift up and sit on the table again when we were interrupted by a very angry female voice. "RUTH! What in the world are you doing!?"
I jerked my head up to see Evelyn, Ruth's mom, standing just past the corner of the house, staring at the two of us.
"Mama!" Ruth gasped, turning her head at her mother. She was still squatted down, her dress pulled up and her knees spread wide, her hand holding my glistening cock.
"What are you doing, young lady!?" she snapped.
"I was just..."
"No. don't say it. I can see what you're doing."
"I was just playing in the sprinkler with Mister Leonard." Ruth said defensively.
"That isn't a sprinkler!" her mother snapped again.
"Well, no. It's over there. I was running through it and..."
"Trust me. I can guess the rest," she said with an angry glare at me. "How could you take advantage of a young girl like that?"
I was trying to figure out how to respond when Ruth stood up and angrily snapped back at her mother. "He didn't do anything! I did. I took my dress off and then dared him to come run through the sprinkler with me."
"That isn't appropriate for a young lady to do! Do you have any idea what can happen in that kind of a situation?"
"You mean he might fuck me? What do you think I wanted him to do? I wanted him to lick me like Mister Edwards did to you that day. I wanted to feel what a man feels like inside me instead of a stupid vegetable."
Evelyn walked over to her daughter and looked down at her, her underwear still around her ankles. "Honey. You know what can happen if you do that, right? A vegetable can't get you pregnant, a man can."
"I'm not completely stupid, mom. You taught me enough to know that only three days after my period ends that I'm not likely to get pregnant. I mean, I'm not a little girl anymore."
"No. No, I guess you're not. Well, if you're going to be a big girl, you better learn how to be good at it. Take it off."
"Take what off?"
"Your clothes. He already saw you naked, so it shouldn't matter, right? Take everything off."
"In front of you?"
"Of course. You want to learn how to have good sex, you might as well learn now." Her mother said as she began unbuttoning her dress. "Come on. Don't want to waste a good hard-on, do we?"
Ruth looked at me and then her mother again and then, with a grin, pulled her dress up and off again. She pulled her bra off and then stepped out of her panties while her mother was still taking her own dress off. I couldn't figure out who to look at, the sexy naked body of Ruth or her slowly disrobing mother. Unlike Ruth, Evelyn had considerably large breasts. At least a thirty-eight D or maybe even bigger. Like Ruth, Evelyn was not a slender woman. With her dress and bra now lying on the table I could see her curves more fully. She was heavyset, with a bit of a belly, but surprisingly I still found her attractive enough to want to fuck. In fact, I was thinking seriously about how it would feel to take turns in the two of them.
She pushed her panties down and I was a little surprised to see her completely shaved between her legs. She looked at me and then back at her daughter. "I'm guessing you used the table? We might as well do it again. Come on, up on the table."
Ruth looked at her mother as if she wasn't serious, and then, decided she was. She quickly climbed onto the table and lay down like she had been before, with her legs in the air and her ass at the edge. Evelyn stepped up to me, pressed her body against mine and whispered. "You want to fuck her again? You want to stick your hard dick into my daughter again?"
"Oh yeah," I answered breathlessly. She'd grasped my dick between us and started stroking it.
"I want you to make her come, and then I want you to feed this into me and make me come too. Think you've got enough to do that, make two women come for you?"
"I think I can handle it," I answered eagerly.
She pulled away from me and used my dick as a handle to turn me. "Go ahead. Put it in. Let her feel you stroking deep in her pussy." I pushed easily into Ruth's still sopping wet pussy, sliding my full length into her. Evelyn moved to the side of the table and climbed onto it with her daughter. She positioned herself over her daughter, facing me with her pussy inches above Ruth's face. "If you're gonna fuck like an adult, you better learn that sometimes you have to please more than one person. So lick me. Lick my pussy and make me come."
I stood, stroking in and out of Ruth while her mother leaned over lowering her pussy to Ruth's face and her face toward her daughter's pussy. She tried to lick her daughter while I was fucking her, but my body banging against her head had to be uncomfortable. Instead, she just used her fingers between her daughters lips to tease her while I fucked my cock in and out of her pussy. In and out, I slid my fat member, the two of them soon moaning in unison. I couldn't believe what I was doing, fucking Ruth a second time, this time with her mother as part of it. It was... well... unbelievable. This wasn't the kind of thing any guy might dream of, but never really got to do, but here I was doing it.
I pumped my shaft in and out of Ruth, feeling myself grow closer to another climax, even though I had only come in her a few minutes ago. "That's it. Come in my sweet little girl," Evelyn moaned breathlessly as she rubbed her daughters clit, inching her closer to another climax as well. The sound of both of them moaning and panting, as the three of us worked each other closer and closer to climax, pushed my own levels of desire to incredible heights. I was barely holding my climax at bay when Ruth began to climax around me. Her pussy squeezed and spasmed around my pumping shaft, her whole body shaking as her mother teased her clit and my plunging shaft stroked her depths.
"Oh fuck yes," I grunted as my body suddenly jerked hard, the spasm jamming my cock deep into Ruth. I held her legs and stood spasming and jerking as I pumped my seed deep into her hot, wet young pussy. "Ohhhhh damn," I groaned as my cum flowed into her in shot after shot of delightful bliss. I could almost feel her climax with me, the trembles of her body as well as the feeling of my hot cum surging into her. I stood there in total ecstasy for long seconds before my mind shifted gears. I looked down at Evelyn and practically growled at her. "Now, turn your ass around and give me that pussy!"
She looked up at me, mildly startled, and then pulled herself up from her daughter's face. She stood on the table, her pussy at the level of my face as she stepped around and then knelt down over her daughter again. She rested on her knees and backed up until her pussy was almost touching her daughter's. I pulled my inexplicably rock-hard cock from Ruth and rubbed the tip between Evelyn's wet lips, then thrust it into her in one swift move.
"FUCK YES!" she cried as my cock drove deep into her.



"Now, kiss her. Taste your pussy on your daughter's face." I grunted as I started to thrust in and out of her pussy. I slammed my cock hard into her, feeling her hot, wet depths caress my shaft. In and out, I plunged, feeling my body respond in time with hers. I couldn't explain it, but I could feel her climax building, the desire spreading through her body, her need to come growing by the moment. I didn't understand why I could feel it, but in that moment I didn't care. It just increased my own level of desire, and I knew that at any moment I was going to fill her hot pussy with my cum. I wanted to. I wanted to feel it flowing into her. I wanted to enjoy it with her. I felt her start to climax, her daughter having already teased her ever so close with her tongue. I could see the two of them kissing eagerly as I drove myself in and out of her pussy. I pulled back and drove myself into Ruth again, wanting to feel her body again before I made her mother climax. I wanted to feel them both. I stroked in and out of her a few dozen stokes before pulling out and driving back into her mother again.
In and out, I stroked, feeling Evelyn start to rock her hips and push herself back at me, her climax growing faster now. I pumped in and out of her until I was sure she was going to come, and then pulled out again. She cried out, "NOOOOO!" as I drove into Ruth again, pumping my fat, engorged shaft in and out of her, coaxing her level of desire to start growing again. I didn't know how I could, but I could tell she was. Her orgasm was beginning to build again. I thought it had to be just her youth, and I drove in and out of her a few dozen rapid strokes, driving hard into her until abruptly pulling out again. I thrust hard into Evelyn again, hearing her moan in pleasure as I plunged wildly into her, feeling my climax right there, just ready to explode, somehow managing to hold back as I waited for Evelyn to climax with me. I felt the need to hold it back, waiting for Evelyn's climax to join mine.
She lifted her face from her daughter and lifted her chest as I slammed myself into her over and over. Her big tits hung down and swinging wildly as she pushed back at me with each stroke I made. Her daughter reached for her mother's boobs and sucked one nipple into her mouth. She gasped at the sensations of her daughter eagerly sucking her rock hard nipple, pushing her a little closer to climax. I could feel her climax building, her desire almost unimaginable. I felt her pussy suddenly clench around me and I knew we were ready. I thrust hard and felt my body spasm and gush cum into her depths.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed as my cock started surging shot after shot of cum into her. Part of my brain wondered where it was coming from, but another animalistic part didn't really care. It just wanted to enjoy the sensations of my climax mingled with those of Evelyn's. I felt my cum surging into her pussy for half a dozen hard shots, and then something told me to do something I wouldn't have ever thought of. I pulled out of her and thrust back into Ruth again. I thrust hard and started to stroke in and out, feeling her body respond to the sudden sensation of my cum surging into her as I thrust in and out of her pussy. Evelyn shifted on top of her daughter, pulling her breast from her daughter's mouth, bending awkwardly to reach her daughters tits and then returned the favor. The sudden change in sensation of her mother sucking her nipple brought a third orgasm crashing down over her. Her whole body jerked and shuddered as the third climax raced through her body, egged on by my swelled dick and her mother's suckling. I felt her pussy gushing her juices out at me, leaking around us, dripping down from my balls and running down her ass to puddle on the table.
Suddenly completely exhausted, I pulled from her and staggered back, falling onto the lounge chair a few feet back from the table. I half sat, half lay on the chair, looking at the two pussies leaking my cum as Evelyn kept her daughter's climax going as long as she could with her lips on a nipple and a hand that had worked between them to rub her pussy. Evelyn stroked her daughter's clit rapidly, pushing her climax even further until Ruth stiffened on the table. Her legs, held in the air, shook and trembled as Ruth squirted another surge of juices into the air, the stream so powerful and long that for a moment I thought she was peeing. The squirting fluid arched through the air to spatter on the patio between my feet. Only then did Evelyn ease her attentions and finally pull her face and hand from her daughter.
She climbed off her daughter and the table and turned to look at me. She stepped to the chair and climbed onto me. I didn't know how I could still be hard, but it seemed like as soon as I saw her naked form coming toward me, whatever softening had transpired, evaporated, and by the time she rubbed my head between her lips, I was as hard as I had been while I was fucking her. "My turn now," she moaned as she settled down on my cock. "Just relax and let the goddess feel us climax. Let her eat it up." She began to lift and lower herself on me. Her big, soft tits bounced on her chest as she slammed herself down on me rhythmically, her ass slapping my thighs with each drop down. "Oh fuck yes," she moaned loudly. "God, it feels so good. I could fuck you all day like this. Tell me you like it. Tell me how sexy I look riding you. Tell me you want me to come on you again."
"Fuck yes. Do it. Make me come again with you." I panted, feeling a deep desire to come again, even though I knew that there was no way I could.
Up and down she pounded, tipping her head back and rubbing her hair and face in pleasure. "Oh god yes. Let me feel it. I love feeling your hard cock in her pussy. I love feeling you coming in her pussy, filling her with your seed. Come for me. Come again for me. Let me share it with you," she mumbled as she rode me.
There was no possible way I could come again, let alone this fast, but I knew I was going to. I closed my eyes and let it wash over me, my body jerking and twitching as I pumped another load of cum into Evelyn. As my surging cock slowly stilled and started to soften, Evelyn was forced to stop bouncing on me. She sat with her eyes closed for almost two minutes before she opened them and looked down at me. She looked confused for several seconds before she shook her head. She looked down at the two of us, naked, with her still sitting on my lap, my softened dick still inside her. She seemed to focus a little more on me with a questioning look, and then looked down at her own nude body for a moment. "Shit!" she gasped, suddenly crossing her arms across her bare chest. "I'm naked! Why am I naked? And why am I sitting on your lap?" I was about to answer when she stood up, my cum flowing from her pussy. I saw her eyes grow big as saucers as she looked at my cum dripping from her. "Oh my lord. Did we... I mean did you and I... Did we have sex?"
"Oh yeah."
"Did you come in me?"
"More than once."
"And I let you!?"
"You practically forced me to. You told Ruth that if she was going to learn to have sex she might as well learn to have it like an adult."
"I said that!? I mean, I did say that. I remember that. I remember taking off my clothes and..." She saw her daughter still lying on the table, her legs hanging over the end, and then at the puddle on the patio underneath her. "Oh good lord. Did you... did we?"
"Oh yeah. You made her lick your pussy while I was fucking her."
"Ohmygod. I thought that was a dream!"
"No. It was pretty real."
"Ohmygod no. No, no, no. I couldn't do that. I couldn't!"
"You did."
She looked around for her dress, and without putting her underwear on, pulled it on. She was slipping her shoes on and then running out of the back yard even before she had her dress buttoned all the way up. I guessed she was headed home, but I didn't know what the big deal was. Ruth pushed herself up on her elbows to look at me, and then said the strangest thing. "The goddess could feel her fertility. She wanted to feel you come in her fertile pussy, feel the ultimate act of passion, and risk."
"What... what did you say?" I asked in surprise.
"Say? I didn't say anything. I was just looking at your cock and wondering if I could make it hard again."
"I think it's sort of used up at the moment," I said. "Why don't you go check on your mother."
"Do I have to? I'd rather stay here and fuck you again."
"Not just now, okay?"
"Ohhh. Fine," she said with a frown. She found her dress and pulled it on without her bra or panties. She slipped her little sandals back on and headed for the corner of the house. She walked backwards, lifting her skirt to show me her pussy, dropped it, blew me a kiss, then turned and headed out of the yard.
I sat there looking at two sets of panties and bras on the patio, tried to make sense of what had just happened. I closed my eyes and flopped back on the seat. "Aphrodite. It's not really possible, is it? That that stuff from the book is true? How could it be? There has to be some other explanation." I lay there and imagined the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, wrapped in layers of sheer silk such that each time she moved I could see her nude body appear and disappear. I suddenly had an overwhelming desire to remove all of the sheer veils and then to take her, to fuck her wherever I found her. I opened my eyes and looked down my body and saw my dick standing rigid again, poking up toward the sky. A drip of precum leaked down my shaft from my engorged head, and I knew in that instant that it was exactly as the book had said. Aphrodite was real, and I was somehow attached to her. The thought both intrigued me and terrified me.



        Unintended Consequences Ch. 02

        David learns more about the Love Potion and tries to escape.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unintended-consequences-ch-02-2

Title: Unintended Consequences Ch. 02

Author: m_storyman_x

Category: Mind Control

Description: David learns more about the Love Potion and tries to escape.

Tags: love potion

Series: Unintended Consequences


Authors note: Thanks to Chief Hal for his proofreading work!
I still lay in bed, almost two hours after Alyssa explained what she had done. I wanted to be angry, but I couldn't bring myself to be. I knew why she did it. She wanted me. She wanted me for a long time and she was fearful that if she didn't move now, that she would miss her one chance. She went overboard. A love potion of all things. I'd have had a hard time believing she was a witch, if it hadn't been for what happened the day before. There was no denying what had happened at work and with my boss the night before.
Why was I still in bed? I was quite honestly afraid to get out of bed and go to work. I was afraid that what happened, the previous day, would repeat itself. I was afraid that this...love potion, would cause me so much trouble at work that I would lose my job. Imagine if my boss came to her senses last night and realized what we had done? She was sure to. What was she going to think? I was there, having sex with her, and her daughter at the same time! It's a completely indefensible act on my part, as was having sex with my subordinates. I had sex with a married woman in her office, and got caught doing it, had sex with my secretary; who it turns out, is the CEO's niece! How can I ever defend myself against those actions? No one would ever believe the "love potion" defense.
But I'm a manufacturing engineer. I'm trained to identify production system actions and quantify causes and corrections. Looking at the situation, the unprecedented sexual attraction I seem to exude, and Alyssa's confession about a love potion, I have no choice but to conclude that there has to be at least some truth to it. I certainly couldn't deny that I had felt sensations during sex I'd never felt before. What I felt was...well...it was the female side of an orgasm. I felt my own cum squirting into her vagina, from her point of view as well as mine.
The real question now, was; not is this true, but assuming it is, what do I do? I can't go hiding in my bedroom for weeks. I can't keep going to work and having all this sex at work. Where else will this happen? If I go shopping is the cashier going to want to have me fuck her right there at her register? Or maybe sneak out back, or into a bathroom? If I go eat lunch is the waitress going to want me to fuck her for her tip? I don't see how this is a sustainable situation. A situation, caused by an over amorous woman, wanting to make things happen faster than natural. "Wait. Maybe that's the answer. If it was caused by a potion, maybe it can be uncaused?" I know, that's not a word, but it's the best my muddled mind could come up with at the moment.
I showered and dressed in a pair of cargo shorts and a t-shirt, and then e-mailed Angel that I was feeling a little under the weather and would be in later, if I felt better. It was a good lie. Now the question was, could I find her. I'd been there once, but could I remember where? I hopped into the car, then I only got a short distance, before I realized I needed gas. I hadn't even thought about it the night before, but looking at the gas gauge, I remembered that I'd planned on filling up the night before.
I turned into a gas station and stopped at a pump. I stuffed the nozzle into the tank and started filling it, leaning against the side of the car near the pump while it did its thing.
I saw a young woman's head lean around the side of the pump and smile at me. "Hey there sexy. I seem to be having some trouble with the pump. Would you mind helping me?"
"Uh, sure." I answered automatically, my mind more on trying to remember as much as I could about where this little shop was than where I was. I pushed off the side of my car and stepped around the pump. She was maybe twenty-five or so, a little shorter than I was, nice size tits, but otherwise fairly slender. She had a nice set of hips too. As I looked at her, she smiled, her dark green eyes glistening, and her red lips smiling a wide grin, that led to little dimples on her creamy cheeks. Her red hair was in small tight curls around her head, and she had on one of those sun visor things tennis players like to wear. Her tank top molded to her frame snugly and I could see to significant bumps, on the front of those orange sized breasts. Her long, creamy, white legs were bare below the black micro shorts, allowing me to see that her freckles extended all the way down there, and, I suddenly thought, probably all the way around her pussy. "What's the problem?" I asked, as I pulled my mind back from the few, short seconds assessment I'd been making.
"The thing won't stay on. I pull the handle and it just shuts right off." She said, motioning to the hose handle sticking in the tank fill neck.
I stepped to the nozzle and pulled the handle, having it click right back off as soon as the gas started to flow. It was gas pump engineering 101. If the gas shuts off right away, pull the nozzle out and re-insert. I did just that. I pulled the nozzle out and pushed it back in, feeling it push in just a little further this time. I pulled the handle and it stayed on. I flipped the little lever down for the auto shut off and let go. "There," I said, as I felt a set of hands slip around my waist.
"I knew you could fix it. I just looked at you and knew you were good at fixing things," she said softly, as she wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her chest to my back and her pelvis to my butt. "I'm always attracted to men that can fix things." She continued, as one hand slid up my chest while the other slipped down the front of my shorts. She rested her hand on my, suddenly hardening, dick and whispered. "I saw how you drove that nozzle back in. I have someplace that needs something driven in, and it feels like you have just what I need."
"I do?" I asked as her hand moved to the waistband of my shorts, and started to worm its way in.
"Uh huh," she whispered, as she tried to work her hand into my shorts, and then gave up and began fumbling with the snap. "God, I'm getting so horny!" She unsnapped my shorts and pulled the zipper down, and then went back to trying to get to my dick. She slipped her hand into my briefs and grasped my, now mostly hard, cock. "Mmmmmmm. This feels so nice and fat. I wouldn't mind if you just slid it into me like you did that nozzle. Just push it in and fill my tank."
"Oh damn, we shouldn't be doing this out here!" I groaned, wanting to stop her, but having a hard time making my body actually do it. I got as far as turning around to face her, my arms moving around her instead of pushing her away. She turned me so my back was to her car, her hand still inside my pants. She pushed me back until my butt was against the side of her car, then she fished my dick out of my briefs, completely exposing it.
"Oh yeah, so nice and fat. Just perfect for fucking."
"I don't think we should be doing that out here. Someone might see us."
"Ohhhh. Now that would spoil the morning. Come on, I bet you'd never fucked a girl in a car, have you?"
"Not since I was a teenager."
She grinned and reached a hand to the front of her shorts. She undid the snap and wiggled her hips as she pushed them down, letting the little black shorts slide all the way to her ankles. She stepped out of them and stood naked from the waist down. The little pinkish freckles did, indeed, extend to her completely shaved pussy, and all the way around her fat, creamy lips. Holding my dick, she stepped to the drivers window of her car, which was rolled down, and started to lean in. She let go of me, resting her waist on the window sill, she spread her legs. I knew what she wanted, and I couldn't seem to resist. I stepped behind her and aimed my hardon at her sweet young pussy. I rubbed my head up and down her very wet lips, then nestled my head into the entrance of her pussy. I pressed toward her, forcing my fat cock to expand her entrance, drawing a gasp from her and then a long deep moan, as I slid slowly into her hot, wet depths.
"That's it, fuck me. Make me come!" she begged, from inside the car. I reached for her hips and started to slide in and out of her, not caring who was watching at that moment. I could see down into the car, as I plunged in and out of her, watching her work her shirt off over her head, then pull off her bra, so she was naked except for her shoes. I slammed myself into her, as I fucked her with abandon, the gas pump having long since shut off. In and out I thrust myself, feeling my orgasm growing, and like with Alyssa, I could feel hers too. I felt her desire flood her body, the tingle of her clit racing through her body, and a warmth flow over her, like a blanket. I thrust into her, feeling both our orgasms growing together, mingling together, flowing together like two streams mixing. I could hear her gasps and moans mirror my own, as our climaxes pushed to their release.
"FUCK!" We both gasped in unison, as our bodies climaxed together. My body jerked hard, jamming me deep into her, shooting the first surge of cum deep into her, as her vagina spasmed around me, squeezing me and trying to draw and pull me deeper. We both jerked and spasmed as we climaxed together, my dick pumping at least eight huge shots of cum into her before all that was left was little twitches and oozing into her as my dick slowly softened.
It took a good thirty seconds before I looked around and realized that we were the center of attention. At least half a dozen people were standing at their cars, filling them with gas, staring at the spectacle of the two of us, a couple filming us with their phones. The young woman I'd just fucked pushed out of her car back at me, pushing me back, until I slipped from her. She climbed out of the window, nude, and turned to me. She pulled me into an embrace, kissing me urgently, holding me tightly, oblivious to the fact that she was nude. She kissed me until she needed a breath, and then pulled her lips from mine. "God what a fuck."
"I think we should get dressed." I whispered.
She looked down at herself and squeaked in surprise. "Oh fuck! I'm naked!"
"You are." I agreed, opening the car door for her. She climbed into the car and slammed the door. I undid the nozzle from the gas tank and then bent over to pull up my pants. Her car was moving even before I could finish getting mine pulled up, let alone give her shorts to her. I watched her drive out of the station nude, while I put the nozzle of my pump away. I climbed in and drove off as quickly as I could manage, a lot of eyes watching me. I wondered how many might recognize me, and hoped it wasn't many, and I hoped I didn't become an internet sensation!
---o---
I wasn't sure exactly where this place was. I knew what street it was on, and I was just hoping that I could find something that told me which place. The one time I was here, it was dark and things look a lot different in the dark. I drove down block after block, of half a dozen streets, systematically covering the neighborhood, just hoping to find the right sign. Then it jumped out at me. Yes, that looked like the right building. The classic store front windows had tie-dyed, hippy looking curtains, with signs indicating card reading and fortune telling. It looked sorta dumpy in the daylight, but then, if I was the head witch, I'd probably not want to advertise the fact either.
I parked a couple businesses up and walked the short distance back, feeling a little embarrassed to park right in front of it. I didn't have any confidence in fortune telling or future casting or any of the other things they call the thinly veiled attempts to con money from people, and I didn't want anyone to think I was one of those marks. I walked to the door and stepped inside, closing the door. It was surprisingly nice inside, though a little dimly lit. There was a round table in the middle of the room with, what else, a crystal ball and a partially dealt deck of some kind of picture cards. Around the outside walls were shelf after shelf of small bottles with handwritten labels. I walked to one and tried to read the writing, but it appeared to be some kind of hieroglyphic language that I didn't understand. I was looking at the shelves when a woman stepped from a curtain separating the front of the shop from the back.
"Hello David," she said, as she stepped out toward me and stopped. She was wearing some kind of sheer black gown, and high heeled boots that came almost to her knees. Her long black hair cascaded down over her shoulders well past her large, protruding breasts. The gown was sheer enough that I could easily see through it, and see the fact that she was nude. "You're later than I anticipated. I wasn't expecting your stop to take as long as it did."
"You know me?"
"Of course. I've been following you and Alyssa." She said, motioning to the cards on the table. She walked to the table and turned another over. "Yes, as expected. We WILL have sex."
"We will? The cards tell you that we will?"
"They do. Even now I can feel the desire starting to cloud my mind, my nipples hardening in anticipation, my pussy beginning to leak with excitement. I am just as susceptible to what Alyssa has put into motion, as that young woman at the gas station. Your arrival here, as well as your stop on the way, was foreseen, and I am ready. Once we have shared what is to be, I will have possibly thirty minutes or so of a clear mind, to answer your questions before it begins to overtake me again."
"You say we're destined to have sex?"
She reached to her neck and pulled the bow there, allowing the long gown to slowly slip off her shoulders. It pooled around her boots, leaving her nude with the exception of those same boots. She reached for my hand, which I let her take, and led me into the back room. She turned and knelt before me. "I have done everything I can to reduce the effects the potion has on me, but I cannot stop what is in motion. I know Alyssa's motivations, using as much of the potion as she did; but, that strong of a dose had a significant side effect. It has caused the tiny amount of pheromone men usually exude, to become incredibly intense, making any woman you touch or get near to, feel its effects. For most, that is an intense desire to mate with you. This comes from our most base instincts, and cannot be averted. Even I am at the mercy of my most basic instincts. My mind is already becoming overwhelmed with desire to have you, to feel you and to mate with you. Since this is going to happen regardless of our intentions, we might as well get the fullest enjoyment from it."
Her hands moved to the front of my shorts and started undoing the button and zipper. She pushed my shorts down and then my briefs, squatting to help me step out of both before she stood in front of me again. She pushed my shirt up, and when I raised my arms, she pushed it up and then tossed it aside, leaving me dressed as she was. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled us together, pressing her hard nipples to my chest, my hard dick against her stomach and pelvis, as she leaned her face to mine to kiss me. We stood, embracing for two or three minutes, her lips teasing and sucking and kissing mine erotically, before she stepped back. She settled her butt on the edge of the table, laying back and then lifting and spreading her legs. "I believe this is your second favorite position; but at my age, my legs don't handle riding a man like they used to. So, I am at your pleasure."
I furrowed my brow as I looked at her. She couldn't be more than forty or so, I thought as I stepped between her invitingly spread legs. "What if I don't want to have sex with you?"
"If that was the case, you would have left already. I can already feel your mind slipping into the fog, into the desire for my body. Your eyes and your cock betray your words. You know you want to take me, to make me yours, to fill me with your essence. You wonder if you should, but with each passing moment, you know you can't help yourself. If you start now, your mind will stay clearer, and you and I will both enjoy it that much more."
"I see," I answered, not sure I really believed any of this. But I had to admit, the longer I stood there, my hard cock bouncing lightly with my pounding heart, the more I wanted to slide it in. I stood there for almost a full minute, looking at her body, my hand moving to my hard shaft to stroke it slowly. Unable to resist any longer, I stepped to her, then began to rub the tip of my head up and down her flowery lips. I rubbed up and down slowly, finding her clit and stroking across it gently, teasing it, and myself.
"Ohhhh. That's very nice!"
"I hope this is even nicer." I said quietly, sliding my head down just a little, until it found the opening of her vaginal depths. I pressed toward her, letting my head spread her lips; her body, accepting the fat intruder into her hot wet depths.
"Ohhhh yes, very, very, nice." She moaned, as my cock slid slowly into her. She spread her legs even wider for me, letting me push into her, until my head pressed to the end of her vagina. "I can see now why Alyssa likes to share this with you. You feel extremely good inside me."
"This is your idea of sweet talk?"
She chuckled. "After over a hundred years, I'm afraid I have little use for 'sweet talk' as you call it. I can feel my excitement growing deep within and in a very short time I will be begging you to give me your full attention."
"I already am."
"No David. You are just fucking me. What I want is all of you. I want to feel, not only your dick in me, but your hands on my tits, on my nipples. I want to see your eyes devouring my body and your mind mingling with mine, as you push me closer to climax. Ohhhh yes, I can feel it building with both of us. David, I want you to fuck me as hard as you can. Please, fuck me hard, David." She moaned. "I can feel your cock in me, and I can feel your desire building, your want for me, growing like a fire inside. Fuck me now David. Please fuck me, with everything you have! Don't spare on my account. I love it hard and fast. I love to feel a man thrusting in me as hard as he can. Don't worry. I can take it. I revel in it! FUCK ME DAVID! PLEASE FUCK ME!"
I was already stroking in and out of her, and with her request I didn't seem to be able to hold back. I grabbed her tits and squeezed them, as I used them like handles to keep her from sliding on the table as I slammed myself into her with abandon. I drove myself against her bare ass, each thrust jamming my cock hard into her, ramming my engorged head against the end of her vagina, sending little tingles through both our bodies. I could feel my fingers squeezing her nipples, and surprisingly, feel the tingle of her nipples in mine. I could feel the warmth of her growing climax and the little electric shocks from her clit, each time I slammed the base of my cock into it. The combination of sensations drove me wild, my hips pumping wildly, her body shaking the table with each slam into me. Over and over, I drove into her, as I felt my climax, with hers, rise together. I felt her pussy clench around me and her whole body shudder, as her climax washed over her.
It was only a few strokes later that my own hit me, making me spasm and thrust as deep into her as I could. I felt my cum flowing into her in surge after surge, leaving me standing, panting for breath, with her heels on my shoulders, my arms around her legs so I could gently stroke her breasts. I didn't even remember moving her legs to where they were, all of it lost in a fog of animalistic rutting.
"Oh my, yes, David! I haven't been fucked like that in many years. It was exquisite!" she panted as she lay on the table. "Now, we must talk, before this fades, and we are pushed to start again."
"You mean, we'll just keep..."



"Fucking, until we're both exhausted, yes." She said, moving her legs apart and pushing me back. My cock has softened somewhat, but was still surprisingly hard. I watched my cum leak from her, as she sat up and slipped off the table. Pulling me by the hand, she took me back into the front of the store and sat me at the table, across from where she sat with the cards. "Alyssa gave you a potion that was supposed to enhance your attraction to her. It was designed to be mixed with her pheromones, and given to you a drop a day. This would make you more attracted to her. But she didn't listen to my warning, which was not a surprise. By itself, the potion can be a dangerous mix. Not all men respond to it in the same way. Some men's bodies decide to emit tremendous amounts of pheromones, not unlike a queen bee does. In your case, I believe the high concentration pushed your body into that mode. So, that's the answer to your first question. The second question I'm sure is, how long will this last. The answer is... I don't know. It could last hours or days. I've never known this to last more than a week."
"A week!?"
"Yes." She said, reaching for the deck of cards. She pulled the top card off and turned it over onto the table. "You are going to decide to hide yourself away."
"How did you know I was just thinking, that maybe it would be better if I could find someplace without a lot of women."
"The cards told me, just like they told me that Alyssa was going to come to me for the potion, and that you were going to come to me today."
"The cards tell you all that?" I asked, dubiously.
"They can tell me much. Would you like to know more?"
"Might as well. Not that it'll impact what I do or think."
She chuckled a soft feminine laugh. "I have had so many over the years tell me that. And yet, the cards still predicted what they chose to do."
I took a deep breath and let it out. "Alright. So just because I'm listening, doesn't mean I believe any of this."
"Do you reject the evidence of your own eyes? Have you not been involved with eight women in the last day?"
"How do you know that?" I asked startled.
"I told you. I know much. I know of your new promotion, and of how you cemented that promotion with your boss, and her daughter. I know that you have made love to her, and her daughter, together. I know that you made love with your secretary. And I know that you made love to a young redhead at the gas station on the way here, and that she is driving around the neighborhood, hoping to find you again."
"That's not possible."
"It is. But believe it or not..." She said turning another card over. "I see that a woman close to you, Janet by name, is planning on being with you tonight." She turned half a dozen more cards over and shook her head and chuckled. "She is going to be just in time to catch you loading to go camping. She and Alyssa will talk you into taking them with you while you try to hide yourself away."
"You can see that?"
"I can. And no, no matter how hard you try to change it, the close future is cast. The longer future, that is always in motion and harder to see. I can see that you will be conflicted. You have Alyssa, who you care deeply for, and Janet, who you are very attracted to, and...oh goodness." She said as she turned another card. "I see a third woman, someone unknown to you yet. This person will slip unexpectedly into your life and stir deep emotions. Deep enough that you will question what you feel for both Alyssa and Janet."
"Are you telling me I'm going to be hooking up with some other woman and ignore them?"
She shook her head and held up a card. It was a spider web picture. "This card tells me that your future has many connections and directions, and as yet, there is no clear direction. Any of the threads leading away from the center can become your direction for life. You are conflicted with what you feel for two women, Alyssa and Janet, but a third is about to come into your life. Not a passing woman, like the young lady in the gas station. No, this one is going to be drawn in by the situation, and will surprise you with how deeply you are drawn to her. How it will end? I can not see. That is still time to come and the fog swirls around the future for you."
"And I'm supposed to believe all this?"
"You are supposed to do exactly what you choose. I am only seeing the results of your choices, not making them happen. Just as I know you are already starting to feel the tug of desire for my body again. I can feel it as well, but I know that you will be dressed and gone before it becomes more than you can withstand."
"How do you know that? The cards?"
"No. I can read that in your eyes. Your body is expressing desire but your eyes are expressing concern, almost fear of me. You want to run, but you want to look strong. You are strong, and you will dress and leave before it overtakes you. This thing, it not only makes women drawn to you, but it makes your desire for sex so elevated that it is difficult to refuse. That is what the potion is supposed to do, make you want Alyssa. Only now it makes you want any that come close."
"This is crazy." I said with a scowl. I got up and found my clothes. She sat at the table, still nude, while I dressed. I walked to the front door and stood at it for a moment, looking back at her. "Just out of curiosity, who is this mystery woman?"
She grinned and shook her head. She looked at the cards, turned one and then looked back at me with raised eyebrows. "I think I should leave that to be a surprise. You'll have more women slide in and out of your life in the next few days, but one will make an impact, and you will know her when she comes."
I shook my head and walked out. She was right about one thing. The tug of sexual desire had grown quickly, and I was glad to be walking away, before I couldn't help myself again.
---o---
She was right about another thing. I was going to get out of town, away from the situation, as best I could. I called in to work and told Angle to pass around my regrets, that I would be out of town for a few days. I then phoned Mary and told her that I needed a few days of personal time. She quickly suggested that she could arrange to take a few days as well, if I wanted the company, but I gently declined and told her that I'd come see her when I got back. With that done I started packing my boat. I wasn't going to just go camping, I was going to a place I hadn't been to in some time. It was a place I took my wife years ago, when we were younger, to camp, and play in a way that you couldn't in a regular campground. Until just a few years ago, we still frequently visited that little spot, just for a little alone time. Now I was going to pack what I needed for half a dozen days and I'd come home when this wore off, whenever the hell that was.
I was half way packed, loading food in a cooler, when Alyssa drove into the driveway. "You going somewhere?" She asked, as she got out of the car.
"I'm going to see if I can get away from women for a while."
"Because of what I did?" She asked.
I stopped what I was doing and looked at her. I was instantly filled with desire for her. I stood and stared at her for only half a dozen seconds before I walked to her. She was wearing a simple black mini-skirt and black t-shirt under her white lab coat. It only took me a few moments to peel her clothes off, stripping her naked, her hands doing the same to me just as urgently. With both of us naked, I set her on the kitchen counter and aimed my cock at her pussy. It wasn't soft, or sweet, or loving, or anything but an animalistic need to feel her around my rock-hard cock. She seemed to be in a similar frame of mind, throwing her legs wide and begging me to fuck her.
I drove my cock hard into her, making her squeal in delight. My hips started to move, thrusting into her with each stroke, my cock sliding deep into her growing wetness. In and out I thrust, feeling my desire for her continue to build, feeling an incredibly irresistible need to make her climax, to fill her with my cum. She held herself around my neck, her tits rubbing up and down my chest as I lifted her off the counter with each stroke into her. I heard myself grunt with each stroke, and her gasps of pleasure as each stroke jammed my cock against her clit.
In and out I stroked, losing track of time and place, focused solely on bring us both to climax. "Gonna come." I grunted, as my climax approached. "Come for me. Let me feel you come on my dick."
"Uh huh." She panted in answer. I really didn't have to ask, I knew she was close. I could feel it, and feel her. The tiny tremors in the walls of her pussy, the tiny shudder in her breathing and the ever so slight tremble of her legs, all alerted me to her approaching climax. "FUCK!" she screamed in pleasure, as it washed over her like a wave. Her whole body shook and trembled as I continued to stroke with abandon into her.
"Fuck!" I grunted in agreement, as my body spasmed and I drove deeply into her. I held myself in her, against her, wrapped around each other, as my body spasmed and jerked. I felt each surge of cum lance into her pussy, feeling both ecstasy and satisfaction at our mutual climax. I was still standing with her legs and arms wrapped around me when I felt a hand on my back, a hand that shouldn't be there.
I turned my head to see Janet's short, dishwater blonde hair, and her smiling face. "Am I too late? Or is this a private party? The door was open and I just sorta couldn't look away... Oh my god... What's wrong with me?" She moaned, shaking her head. I was barely able to pull out of Alyssa and turn to catch her before she crumpled to the floor. I held her in my arms, dropping to my knees to hold her. I pulled her to my chest and let her head lay on my shoulder as she stirred. She lifted a hand to her head and moaned again. "Oh God, my head is spinning. What's wrong with me?" She whispered, as she lifted her head from my shoulder.
"Take it easy." I whispered.
"David?" She whispered, as she looked at my face, and then focused on my eyes. I could see confusion in her face and then felt her hands move, slipping her arms around my neck. She rolled back, rolling off my bent legs, pulling me down to the ground with her. She pulled my face to hers and my lips to hers. They were soft and warm, as she kissed me gently. She used the tip of her tongue to lick and tease my lips, before sucking and gently tugging my lower lip playfully with her teeth. "Make love to me David. Please, make love to me. I've wanted it for so long. Let me feel you inside me, making me climax, making me come for you."
She was still dressed, and I really didn't have any resistance at all. She had on a light summer dress, and it didn't take any effort at all to lift her skirt and work her panties down to her thighs. She let go of my neck and used one hand to help me work her panties down, bending her legs to get them off her feet. She shifted to pull me between her legs and then bent her knees and pushed them apart to give me room. I felt her hand reach between us, finding my hardon, still slick with Alyssa's and my cum, and pulled me toward her. I inched up the floor between her legs and let her guide me to her wet pussy lips. I'd never seen her nude before, and found the small triangle of neatly trimmed blonde curls inviting. She rubbed my engorged head up and down the abundant amount of protruding inner lip, and then settled me into the entrance of her depths.
I didn't even have to think about it. My body, even though it had just climaxed inside Alyssa, knew what to do. My hips automatically pushed toward her, sliding my slick cock into her hot, surprisingly tight, pussy. She moaned loudly, as I pushed deeper, feeling her body expand around me, clenching snugly around my fat cock. I felt my head bump the end of her vagina lightly, as the base of my cock trapped her clit between it and her pelvic bone. "Ohhhh, fuck yes!" She moaned, as I started to slide myself in and out.
I didn't exactly understand it, but somehow, I knew that she wanted gentle and slow, unlike Alyssa, who wanted to be pounded hard. I worked in and out, driving my cock slowly in and out of her, pushing against her clit with each stroke. She rocked her hips in time with my strokes, making the sensations even more pleasing, the two of us working in unison to inch both of us closer to a climactic peak.
I heard a moan coming from Alyssa, but didn't shift my attention. I was looking down into Janet's eyes, reading both lust and love at the same time, mingled together, as she panted and moaned in pleasure. "You're going to make me come." She moaned. "Let me feel you come in me. Let me feel us come together. I've wanted this for so long. It feels so much better than I had ever imagined it would. God David. I love how this feels, I love how you feel being with me. I love you, David. I loooooove youuuuuuu!" She gasped, as her body stiffened under me. I felt her pussy clench around my stroking cock, and felt her pussy gushing juices around me, as she climaxed.
My own body only took three more strokes before it spasmed and I started sending shot after shot of cum into her. I lowered myself onto her while we were both still climaxing, pressing her tits to my chest through the dress while I lowered my face to hers. I felt my cock surging cum into her, as I lowered my lips to hers and kissed her softly, lovingly, feeling the kiss much the same way it had been with Suzanne. We lay there for a long time, both our climaxes having faded away, before we broke the long soft kiss.
I lifted my head and looked down at her. She looked slightly confused, but also contented. "I don't understand. What happened? Not that I don't want you to do this, but why? Why now? Why here?"
"It's a long story." I whispered. "Did you really mean what you said, when you climaxed? You weren't just saying it?"
"That I love you? Ohhhh David. I've loved you for years. I've wanted you for years, this way or any other way you'd have me. Of course I meant it. I just don't understand what came over me, to make you take me like this."
"Not important at the moment. The only thing that's important is, how much do you want me? Enough to run away for a few days? Just pack a few things and run away with me?"
"Honey, I'd run away to the ends of the earth with you if you asked. Of course I will. Will we be alone?"
I turned my head to look at Alyssa, sitting on the edge of the table, her legs hanging down, her face flushed, as if she had climaxed again. "Not exactly."
I looked back down to see Janet looking at Alyssa, and then nod slightly, as if she had drawn the conclusion that this had suddenly turned into some kind of competition for my affections. "Can you give me thirty minutes?"
"I can."
"Then yes," she gently pulled my face down to kiss me again and then let go, so I could get up. I pulled her up and she kissed me another time before walking quickly away to her car. "Remember, don't leave without me."
"That was...different."
"It's the potion. It sorta makes you feel how she wants it, how she desires to have it at that moment. I like soft and gentle sometimes, but others, like today, I like it hard and fast."
"And we'll just keep fucking like rabbits until, what, I drop?"
"Oh no. nothing like that, well, not usually. Usually it fades a little, after each time, the time between those overwhelming wants getting longer each time you do it. It's only supposed to last a day, so I don't know what happens overnight."
"I should be really pissed at you for this, you know that?"
"I do. But you can't be, can you?"
"No, I can't, and I don't know why, unless it's that potion too?"
She just grinned impishly. "So, what do I need to pack? Where are we going?"
"Ever been camping?"
"Well, um, not exactly."
"Well, this ought to be an education for you. We're not only going camping, but we're going camping where I can stay away from as many women as I can!"
"So, I still don't know what to pack."
"Pretend your going to a nudist colony." I said with a grin. After a few seconds of her staring at me I shook my head. "Okay, as much as I feel like I want to see you naked all day and all night, you should probably pack a few pairs of shorts and shirts. Maybe a light jacket? We're gonna be outside a LOT. Oh, better pack a swim suit too, unless you plan on going skinny dipping the whole time. Not that I'd object."
"That's the potion talking. I'll put in one of my tiniest bikinis, how's that sound?"
I stepped toward her and wrapped my arms around her waist. I leaned down and kissed her. "As far as I'm concerned, you can stay dressed just the way you are for the whole time."
"But I'm not wearing anything."
"I know. Perfect, isn't it?"
She rolled her eyes and pushed me away. "I get it, number two is building. I better go pack before we start again, and YOU better go finish loading stuff."
She walked away, heading out of the house to go to hers, still naked. I put my shorts back on, not bothering with anything else, and headed back to the garage to finish loading the boat.
True to her word, Janet returned before thirty minutes was up. Not that it really mattered that much. I wasn't ready to go. Alyssa returned wearing one of her microscopic black string bikinis, the one that let her entire butt show completely naked. It didn't take much time before my shorts were off and I had her laying on top of the pile of camping gear in the boat, fucking her brains out. I hadn't even bothered to take the bikini off, instead just pulling the triangles aside so I could see and access what I wanted. Janet showed up just after we finished, so thankfully I didn't feel the desire to see just what she had on under the micro shorts and crop top, which as far as I could tell, was nothing.
I managed to get the rest of the gear packed and the boat secured, before I was overcome again, this time with Janet. Janet is a bit shorter than I am, only five seven, with nice C cup boobs that are surprisingly firm and perky for a fifty-three-year-old. Not that I don't like Alyssa's massive triple D hooters, after all, I am a tit man, but there's something about Janet's set that I find extremely attractive and tantalizing. Maybe that was the trigger, seeing the bottom sides of both her boobs under the hem of the super short tank top, or the occasional nipple flashes the loose-fitting top gave me as she helped me load gear. Whatever the cause, my SUV was sitting in the driveway, hooked to the boat, almost ready to leave, when I just couldn't help myself any longer. When I opened the door to let her into the back seat, I lost the last bit of self control, and pulled her to me. I pushed her shorts down and pushed her back to sit on the seat inside the truck. She lifted her feet and let me pull the shorts the rest of the way off and toss them into the truck, leaving her practically naked. I stepped between her legs and pulled my rock-hard dick from my shorts.
"God, I thought you'd never do this. I've been wanting it ever since I left to go pack."
"Hope it doesn't disappoint," I grunted as I pushed my engorged head into her pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck no, it could never do that!" She gasped, as I started to slide in and out. I worked faster than last time we made love, working my dick in and out almost feverishly as she moaned and gasped in pleasure. I could tell this was going to be a fast and intense quickie, but at that moment I didn't care. If she was good with it, so was I. I drove in and out, pushing in with an audible squish each time. I felt Alyssa's bare tits press to my back and her hands reach around me to stroke my chest, clearly wanting some as well, but I ignored her as best I could, concentrating on Janet. I wanted to come with her, I wanted her to come with me. I just wanted to feel us both climax together. I pumped in and out of her pussy, doing my best to hold myself back until she was ready, which appeared to be coming soon.



"Oh damn, I'm going to come again!"
"Good," she gasped, "I want you to. I want to see your face when you come in me. I've always imagined how you looked making love to Suzanne. I spent nights playing with myself, imagining you doing it to me. Oh God. Ohhhh shit. Honey, I'm gonna come. I'm going to come for you. Come with me...please...Ohhhhhhhhh!"
Her mention of Suzanne almost stopped me. I kept stroking, but the sudden thought of my late wife kicked my building orgasm to the curb. I felt her climax begin, but the fog of desire from her burst apart, like the sun had suddenly burned it away. I looked down at her sitting in the truck, my mind suddenly picturing her in so many settings alongside my wife. In particular, at the lake. She never wore a revealing suit, not wanting to risk "stealing" her best friend's husband, and now, here I was, fucking her in my driveway. I stopped stroking and stood there, letting her orgasm run it's course, my desire, driven by her or the potion, seemed to no longer matter. I waited for her climax to fade and then pulled from her.
I turned to find Alyssa, half nude, hoping to get some as well, but the mood was gone. I shook my head and pushed her back enough to pull my shorts up. "I think we ought to go."
Both women seemed stunned, but at that moment, my mind and heart were filled with memories of my wife, and sex wasn't the most important thing for me at the moment.
---o---
The drive to the lake took just over an hour, a good part of which was spent silently, with just the radio playing for background noise. Janet seemed to realize what she had said and done, and tried to apologize, but I told her it wasn't her fault and to let it go. I doubted she would. Alyssa didn't understand what the problem was, and I didn't feel like explaining it. I also didn't feel like playing games, which she seemed to think would improve my mood. She tried multiple times to flash and grab me, none of them getting the reaction she expected. For the first time, I actually felt upset at her for what she did and what it was doing to my life.
It didn't take too long to get the boat ready to put in the water, especially since I wasn't unloading any of the gear from it. Alyssa was drawing plenty of attention in the tiny bikini, her massive tits straining the little black strings and threatening to fall completely out as she helped fold the boat cover. I couldn't ignore the fact that her practically exposed tits, even here in a very public place, were making my desire for her start to grow again. It was a struggle to not just walk over and pull her top apart and suck her nipples, but I managed to refrain, long enough to put the boat in the water. With Alyssa and Janet holding it to the dock while I went and parked, I was able to get a short breather from the effects of that damn potion, or at least so I thought.
I'd decided to park in a spot that was relatively remote, since I was planning on spending several days away. I parked in one of the drive-through spots, way on the end, next to a huge one-ton pickup with an equally large pontoon boat trailer attached. I suspected that it was one of the very few spots that the driver could get it into. I got out and walked around to the passenger side, to get a few last-minute items out. I had only been standing there for a few moments when I felt a hand on my arm.
"Excuse me," the woman said, "could you give me a hand?"
"Sure," I answered, turning to face her. She was about my height, slender, modestly large chest, contained by a colorful, conservative two-piece suit, a very bright smile, gray-blue eyes with light brown hair that came part way down her back, but was in a loose pony tail, sticking out the back of her pink baseball style cap. If I had to guess, I'd say she was about thirty or so. I finally pulled my head up from looking her attractive body up and down to realize she was grinning at me.
"It's okay. I don't mind." She said without losing the smile. "I'm trying to get his stupid seat to tilt so I can get something from under it, and I can't seem to get it."
"Oh, sure," I said, letting her lead me around to the far side of the truck where one of the doors was open. She stepped into the open door and tried to lift the seat, but it wouldn't budge.
"See?"
"I do." I agreed, sliding into the space created by the open door, standing next to her, so close that we couldn't help but brush against each other slightly, as we both tried to work the seat. I finally climbed up into the truck part way, trying to look around the seat for some kind of release. I was kneeling on the floor of the truck, when I felt her hands slide up the back of my legs and into the legs of my shorts. I froze in place, letting her hands explore, working deeper and deeper, until she had managed to work them to my already hard, dick. She gripped my dick inside my shorts and I could tell she wanted to play with it more. I reached one hand down and undid the button and zipper and she quickly pulled her hands out and then my shorts down to my knees. Her hands found my dick again, gently wrapping around it and stroking it.
"Damn, that's a nice dick," she said quietly.
I closed my eyes and felt the now familiar feeling of desire build quickly inside me. I was already well turned on by the girls, in particular Alyssa, so it didn't take much to draw me to her. I rolled over, to sit on the rather spacious floor of the back seat of the one-ton truck, letting her shift her hands back to my dick after I did. She leaned into the passenger compartment and slowly stroked her hands up and down, twisting them with respect to each other as she did. "That feels awful nice, but I can think of something that'd feel even better."
"I think I can too," she said with a grin. She let go of me and climbed up into the truck over me, working to kneel, with one leg barely fitting on either side of me. She pulled the crotch of her suit aside to show me her shaved pussy, and then grasped my dick to aim it at her pussy. She closed her eyes and moaned softly, as she rubbed my head across her clit a few times, then slowly sank down on me. "Ohhhh yes, this is much better, isn't it?"
"Oh yeah," I answered, a little stupidly. I lay there and let her ride up and down on me, looking up at her face, trying hard not to stare, but unable to keep myself from doing it.
"You must really like the way I look." She panted, as she kept stroking up and down my shaft, inching us both toward orgasm.
"It's not that." I grunted feeling my hardon swell even larger.
"Then what is it? Not that I mind. I think it's nice that you like to look at me. I hate fucking men that won't look at your face."
"It's that you look so much like my wife used to look. Same eyes, hair and practically the same build."
"I didn't know you were married." She panted, slowing her strokes. "I don't usually fuck around with other women's men."
"No, she's passed," I said a little sadly.
"And I look how she used to?"
"You do."
She stopped stroking. She reached to her top and pulled it up and off. She leaned down, letting her bare tits press to my equally bare chest. "Then here's a chance to remember what it was like." She whispered, before pressing her lips to mine. She began to lift and lower her ass, sliding me slowly in and out as she softly, very erotically, kissed me. What started as a quick fuck was turning into something else. Something filled with emotions that I couldn't seem to control. I let my arms circle around her back and hold her to me as she continued to work us both toward completion. Her soft, wet pussy stroked me in all the right ways, and I could tell by the moans into my mouth, that it was doing what she needed as well. "Come for me." She whispered between kisses. "Come for me like you used to come for her."
"Almost," I whispered back, feeling the urge to unload growing. I suddenly wanted to feel her climax as well, feel her pussy clench me and feel her desire wash over both of us.
"Oh damn, yes!" She moaned, as my cock started to squirt its load into her. I held her as she shuddered and her pussy clenched around my squirting cock. We held each other, kissing softly for what felt like half an hour before she released me and climbed from the truck. I slid out and fixed my shorts while she put her top back on. "I guess we're done here."
"What about what you needed under the seat?"
She grinned and shrugged, "guess I got what I needed."
I chuckled and shook my head. She walked around to my SUV, let me grab the last of my stuff and then walked down the hill toward the dock where both of our boats were waiting. We crossed the gangplank to the floating dock and then down the long dock to where my boat was floating, two irritated women impatiently waiting.
"Really?" Alyssa asked, with a significant snip in her voice. "You kept us waiting while you, what, fucked someone else and not us?"
"Hey, blame yourself," I said, as I let go of the woman's hand. She smiled and kept walking, a large pontoon boat floating on the other side of the dock. I stood and watched her reach the boat only about ten or so feet astern of ours, then I stood and watched longer, my attention riveted to the boat and its occupants.
I heard Janet mumble, "holy shit." As the boat pushed off and backed away.
"What? What is it?" Alyssa asked.
"You didn't see?"
"No what?"
"That woman, no, not the one he walked with, one of the other ones. It was the spitting image of...you know who."
I stepped down into the boat and fired the engine up. The pontoon boat was quite a ways toward the no wake line, before I got the boat turned around. I had a lot of weight in the runabout, and I had to motor slow in the no wake zone. By the time I made it to the buoy line the pontoon boat was long gone. "She knew." I shouted over the windshield to Alyssa. "Your friend. The witch. She knew. She didn't tell me, but she knew." I said angrily, moments before I slammed the throttle open, sending the boat leaping up onto the water as the big I/O prop dug in. With all the weight in it, the bow of the boat, with both women sitting in it, pushed high in the air before it settled back onto the water as the speed slowly increased.
"You went to see the high priestess?" Alyssa shouted over the wind back at me, as the boat raced at over thirty-five miles an hour up one arm of the lake. "Why!? What did she tell you?"
I backed off the throttle so she could hear me, but even then, I had to shout over the wind. "I wanted to know how to undo this, and I didn't trust you to be honest with me. I felt like you'd do anything to make me yours, and I couldn't trust you right now."
"So...why bring me here? Why bring me along if you don't trust me?"
"Because I had to," I answered, steering the boat into a long sweeping turn to follow the channel upstream.
"You had to?"
I slowed the boat more, dropping the speed to only a little over ten miles an hour, just enough to keep it on top of the water and not plowing through it. I looked over the windshield at her sitting in the bow next to Janet and shook my head. "I had to. I had to know, to find out. You know, I was really attracted to you already. You didn't need to do this. Now... I don't know what to think. I don't know how to trust that you won't do something this stupid again. But I also know that I can't let you go, and I don't know if that's because of this shit you gave me, or if it's some kind of real attraction. I need to let this shit wear off and then see what there is, do you understand?"
"I think so. But why Janet then?"
I couldn't help but laugh. "You mean your competition? I've always had a soft spot for her." Janet raised her eyebrows questioningly. "Yeah. Never knew, did you? If it wasn't for not wanting to cheat on Suzanne, I'd have tried to have sex with you years ago. I was just starting to think that maybe it was time to take you on a real date, just to see what you thought of the idea. Then Alyssa's little potion drove us to do what we just did. Now...I don't know what to think about you either. Until this wears off, a part of me wants you with me. So, the three of us are going to be sharing a tent and a bed, and when this shit wears off, one of you will probably come out on top, but until then, we're going to be spending a bunch of time fucking each other." I sat back down in the drivers seat and hammered the throttle again, sending the boat down the lake at full speed, or at least as full speed as it could handle, with the heavy load.
It took another ten minutes to reach the island. It wasn't a huge island. Only about a hundred or so feet across and maybe two hundred feet long. It existed as a high spot on the edge of a steep drop-off, leading right down into the main channel, a full forty-five feet deep. Before the lake was dammed up, this would have been the top of a small bluff with a nearly sheer drop on one side and a gentle slope on the other, that eventually slopped back up to the ridge several hundred yards away. That was before it was flooded, now just the very top of the bluff was above the water level. This left a twenty-foot-deep area that wrapped around to touch the channel on both sides. There was also nice little cut into the island, about twenty feet long right off the channel that was perfect to anchor the boat in. Deep enough to float the heavy hull yet shallow enough that I didn't have to worry about drowning myself if I walked around the boat to unload. Like most islands of this type, most of the really big trees have long since fallen over, but the island still has a large number of smaller trees that are thirty or so feet high, giving some shade. Otherwise, the majority of the foliage is bushes, shrubs and weeds.
I eased the boat into the cut, snuggling the bow right into the shore. I cut the engine and quickly stepped between the girls and jumped off the bow with a single line to tie off with. Once I had it tied to a tree, I turned back to look at the girls. "Alright, pretty much everything that's in the boat needs to come out. You hand it to me and I'll stack it here."
The two of them worked to hand me item after item. Tent, air mattress, canopy, coolers, cook stove, chairs and one folding camp table. It was a lot more fun to unload than it had been to load, mostly because of the scenery. The triangles of the microscopic black bikini top that Alyssa had put on, were barely big enough to cover her areola, and the tiny strings stood no chance at all of keeping them in place on her huge triple D boobs. As a result, she just took it off completely, ignoring that fact that she was exposed to the other boats running up and down the lake, many running only a few dozen yards from the island. Janet, realizing that this had suddenly turned into a competition for my immediate attentions, stripped her top off as well. Her boobs were considerably smaller, but no less good looking. By the time we had all the gear unloaded and stacked on the shore, my dick was like an iron bar in my shorts and I was ready to have sex with someone... the problem was, I was so damn attracted to both, my brain was having a hard time deciding who to do it with.
I finally decided not to decide. I grabbed the queen-sized air bed and the battery air pump and headed off into the brushy woods. I knew there was a nice clearing on the island, that had been used as a campsite before. It was, thankfully, not being used for that at the moment. I flopped the air bed down in the middle of the clearing and started the pump inflating it. By the time it was full, the three of us were naked and ready to use it.
"Oh God, yes," Janet moaned, as she rode up and down on my dick, sliding me in and out of her hot wet depths, while Alyssa took her turn sitting on my face. I'd already licked Janet to one climax, while Alyssa rode to one, and now they were taking turns the other way. The taste and smell of Alyssya's excited pussy, combined with the sensations and sounds of Janet riding me, was pushing me closer and closer to the climax I was desperately trying to hold back. I wanted to feel Janet climax on me, but I wasn't sure I was going to last that long.
Up and down, she bounced, bouncing all three of us on the air mattress as she worked herself up and down my shaft. I could feel her pussy stroking me, and at the same time could practically feel how she felt, how close she was getting. I didn't understand why the potion seemed to make me able to feel her the way it did, but it was an incredible feeling that seemed to make my own climaxes even harder. "FUCK!" She cried out, moments before she slammed down hard on me, her pussy squeezing and spasming around me. I needed her to move a little more. Bounce a few more times. I was soooo close, soooo ready to come too. I tried to bounce her, using my butt to bounce the air bed. My actions got her moving up and down with the bounce of the bed, sliding up and down just enough to get the job done. It also coaxed Alyssa off my face. She rolled off and lay on her back, teasing her pussy and tits with her own hands, while I tried to get the last little bit done.
"Fuck yes," I grunted, as my body spasmed and I started shooting my load into Janet. I felt shot after shot flow into her spasming pussy, the sensation making her pussy clench around me even tighter. "Ohhhh damn Janet, I love fucking you like this," I groaned softly, as my body continued to jerk and spasm.
"I'm glad." She panted. "Because I love fucking you. I've wanted you for so long, stood by and watched you and her share it. My ex never seemed to be at all interested in making sure sex was good for me. It was always about him. Suck him off, ride him until he came, bend over and let him fuck me wherever he wanted, but I only came if I happened to, before he did. Once he came, he quit. Suzanne always told me you were her perfect lover. Always making sure she came, even if you came first. I never had that, I was always envious of her for that."
"I had no idea," I answered, a little breathlessly.
"I know how she feels. I've been wishing I could get you to fuck me for the last couple years. You have no idea how hard it's been to watch you make love to her and not be part of it." Alyssa said.
"Wait! You've been watching them have sex? How?" Janet asked.
"Through their bedroom window. I gave Suzanne something to help her decide to leave her curtains open. I can see their bed and all the way into the shower from my workout room."
"You gave her something? I don't understand."
"It was just a little something to help her take my suggestion."
"Like drugging her?"
"Oh no, I'd never do that to her. No, it was just a little potion. It makes a simple suggestion seem like it was her own idea."
Janet, still sitting on me, looked down at me curiously. "I guess you don't know, do you? That's what this trip is. I need to get away from women because she gave me a love potion. But instead of one drop, she gave me half the bottle, as a result, not only am I incredibly attracted to her, which was her plan, but I'm attracted to ALL women that get close to me, and women are almost instantly turned on and want to have sex with me."
She looked down with a scowl, "that sounds like magic."
"Seems like it, but it's actually witchcraft. Alyssa is a practicing witch."
"Come on. Be serious."
"I am, Janet. Don't you think it's odd that you walked in on Alyssa and me having sex, and you weren't put off, or upset; you wanted to join in. It was more important for you to have sex with me, than it was to be upset that I was having sex with Alyssa."
She furrowed her brow as she thought back at it. "Yeah, that's right. I came in and saw you and was going to say something, but then, I wanted to get closer. I wanted to join in."
"And just a little while ago. You stripped your top off, letting anyone who motored by see your tits. Why did you do that?"



"Well, Alyssa did and...well...um...fuck. I wanted to entice you to fuck me."
"And where are we having sex? Right out in the open? Is that you?"
She looked around as if she was just realizing that we were indeed completely exposed. She crossed her arms over her tits and looked down at me. "I've never had sex out like this," she whispered.
"But today you didn't even think twice, as long as you got to have sex with me. It's because of the potion, yes, it's really a thing."
"And we're here because you need to let this wear off?"
"I am. But I wanted you here. I've been thinking about trying to have sex with you for a few weeks. But the last few days it's been almost overwhelming, even when you weren't there. I'm thinking that this love potion does a lot more to my brain that make me attracted to the woman that gave it to me. It made what I feel for you more intense, even though you aren't here. So, I'm sorta stuck. I have two women that I care for a lot, now all of a sudden, I'm madly in love with both of them and want...no, I need to have a physical contact too."
"Did you just tell me you love me?" Janet asked quietly.
I paused a second before answering. "I guess I did."
"And you love Alyssa too?"
"I've been attracted to her, physically for a long time. I've definitely lusted after her. But now, I don't know how much of what I feel for her is real and how much is this stupid potion. So, I have both of you here. As this wears off, I hope to get a clear feeling of who I feel what for."
I'd noticed that Alyssa had been quiet up until now. "Janet, I love David. I have for years. I want him to be mine, but this...this was my mistake. I shouldn't have done what I did. But it's done. I won't exactly fight you for his love, but I'm not going to step back and give it away either. I'm here to prove to David that I can be his forever mate."
Janet nodded and then smiled down at me. "It seems like you're going to have a really good time with two women trying to prove that they're the one."
"Seems like it."
---o---
Somehow, we got through the next two hours, without stopping for more sex. We got the tent set up, the kitchen gear all set but chose to not put the air mattress in the tent yet. We just set the folding canopy over it to shade it, leaving deflating it to get it into the tent, and reinflating it, for later. With all of us hot and sweaty, we headed for the warm eighty-degree lake water, still dressed as we were when we were having sex, naked. It was a weekday, so not a lot of folks around. I was sure the next day, Saturday, would be much busier, but with things as they were, I didn't see any reason not to go skinny dipping.
The shallow side of the island is a popular place to anchor and swim, especially if you have kids, because it slopes down so slowly. We were a good fifty yards from the island shore when a speed boat slowed and eased toward the island. I was sure they saw us, though there was no way they could tell we were naked with the water up to our chests, but there sure as hell was a way they could tell what we were doing.
"Fuck. I don't want you to stop." Janet moaned, as she held herself wrapped around me, my dick buried in her pussy. "I'm too damn close. Just keep going."
"You sure?" I asked, knowing that she was a lot more conservative than Alyssa, who didn't seem to be the least bit bothered by her own nudity.
"Damn sure! God, just keep going."
I held her ass, her legs sticking out behind me on both sides, as I pumped my dick in and out. Each stroke bounced her up a little, her sexy C cup tits breaking the surface with each bounce, showing me her rock-hard nipples. I drove into her rhythmically, our motion making noticeable waves radiating out from where we stood. My grunts and her moans were easy to pick out, without a wind to carry them away. "God yes, gonna come!" She gasped, as her body started to shudder. "Come with me baby. Please come with me."
"Almost," I grunted, as I thrust harder into her, lifting her even more. Up and down, she moved, the water supporting part of her weight as I pounded my cock up into her. "Shit. Here it comes honey." I gasped.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed with the feeling of the first surge of cum into her pussy. I stood there, jerking and spasming as she leaned back away from me, exposing her body even more as my cock surged shot after shot into her. I held her ass, letting our climaxes run their course, letting her slowly still and then lean toward me. She pressed her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss, sucking my lip and teasing me with her tongue. "God, I love fucking you!" she whispered, as she broke the kiss. "I might never have decided to let you fuck me in the lake if it hadn't been for that silly potion. I'm glad I did. I'm really enjoying doing it all the different places."
"I am too," I agreed, "Suzanne only let me do this a few times."
"Well, you can do it with me as many times as your little heart desires."
"Don't look now. But we're about to have company." Alyssa said with a grin. "You still gonna think it's fun when some strange guy is checking out your tits?" We looked over and saw the boat anchored, and two people climbing out. They weren't old, maybe thirtyish, from what I could see at this distance. The woman had decent sized tits and a brightly colored string bikini. The guy was pretty muscular and had flowered board shorts on. They dropped off the back of the boat into the knee-deep water, then began to slowly wade our direction holding hands.
"What? You think I'm too bashful to let some guy see my boobs?"
"I think you are. In fact, I think you're too bashful to let him see any part of you."
"Really? And I suppose you're eager to let him see everything?"
"Sure, why not? I'm proud of what I have. Why not show it off?"
"Fine. I dare you to go swim over there and let him see everything you have. I double dare you to not only do that, but I dare you to get him naked and bring him over to swim with us."
"And if I do? If I do, you have to walk to the shore and back letting him watch the whole time."
"Fair enough." Janet said, pushing off of me and standing in the water again. Alyssa started swimming toward the other couple, leaving the two of us alone.
"That seemed like an odd dare."
"Not really." She answered. "As horny as she is, I'm willing to bet that she doesn't make it back here, leaving us alone to fuck as much as we want."
"Ohhhh honey. You want her to have sex with that other guy?"
"If she's gonna do it, might as well find out now, right? I mean, do you want your new wife to fuck every good-looking guy that comes by?"
"I think you're taking this way too serious."
"She made it plain, it's a competition, not only for your body, but your heart. I intend to win it, and along the way, show you exactly why you might lust after her, but I'm the one you'll want to marry."
I shook my head and turned to watch Alyssa wading toward the couple. She was already thigh deep, letting the dude see all her assets. She and the woman were conversing, though I couldn't tell what exactly they were saying, the guy spending most of his time gawking at her body. After several minutes, all three of them waded back to the boat. I watched while the woman took her suit off and tossed it into the boat, while Alyssa took the guys suit off. The woman started wading back our direction, while Alyssa pushed the guy to sit on the swim platform on the back of the boat. She bent over and began to suck his dick, bouncing her face up and down, making her huge tits swing wildly as she did.
"I don't believe she's giving him a blow job, not with his wife standing right there." I said with a frown.
"Why? In the last few days, haven't you fucked other men's wives? Just because they weren't close by..."
"I guess, but I couldn't help it. Alyssa doesn't have that excuse. She gave the potion to me, not herself...right?"
"I might not believe in magic or witchcraft or anything like that, but the love potion was clearly a chemical, a homemade pharmaceutical formulated to cause a desired physical response. It's no different than ibuprofen or codeine or an allergy medicine. Just because a giant pharma company didn't invent and market it, doesn't mean that it isn't still just science."
"I guess you have a point there."
"I have another point to make. If you stay down in the water as much as you can, maybe this silly potion won't have you fucking our guest." She whispered, as the woman drew almost close enough to hear us.
"Good point," I agreed, if it was pheromones in my sweat, then being in the water would help. I could hope at least.
"Hello!" the woman said as she drew closer. She was tall and slender, not huge tits, maybe a small C cup, just a little smaller than Janet's, actually. I could also tell that her mound had only a very small amount of curly blonde hair on it before she waded deep enough to cover it. "I'm Kathy. Your rather amorous friend is up there with my brother, Tim."
"Hi. I'm Janet, and this is my best friend, David." Janet said. before I could make any kind of response.
"Hi David," Kathy said as she held her hand out toward me.
"Good afternoon." I said, taking her hand and shaking it for a moment. I let go of her hand and then watched for a reaction, which thankfully didn't come immediately. "So, out enjoying the lake?"
"We were. It was getting warm and he suggested a swim. We didn't want to interrupt whatever you were doing, but your friend insisted that we join you. Haven't ever skinny dipped in a public lake like this, but, if you're doing it, I guess it wouldn't hurt to join in."
"You're more than welcome to join us."
She turned back to look at the boat, at the sound of a loud groan of "oooooooh fuuuuuck". I looked past her as well, seeing Alyssa turned away from him as he sat on the swim platform. She was riding his cock, bouncing her bare ass on his thighs, making the whole boat rock each time she dropped herself down. Her hands were pulling and twisting her nipples, as she rode his cock with abandon, clearly pushing him closer to a climax. "OH GOD! COMING!" He shouted. She pulled off of him and turned to close her lips around his shaft and suck his cock for all she was worth, while he erupted over and over in her mouth.
"Well, guess that answers that." Kathy said, with a shake of her head.
"Answers what?"
"If Tim was going to fuck her or not. He couldn't seem to keep his eyes off her when she was up talking to us. He's not usually that forward. In fact, he's typically pretty shy."
"Well, Alyssa can be pretty persuasive."
"She can. She convinced me to get naked. Something about a bet. That her other friend was going to have to walk to shore and back where my brother could see her naked?"
"I suspect it is more than just being persuasive." Janet said quietly, looking at me. "She let on something that she probably doesn't want you to know. She took a drop of that special medicine too."
"SHE DID WHAT?"
"She wanted to make sure you were attracted more to her, than me."
"Oh, good lord!" I groaned.
"I don't understand. What special medicine?"
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you." I said shaking my head. "But be assured, your brother didn't stand a chance. As soon as she got within smelling distance he was lost," I chuckled.
She looked at me curiously. "I don't think I understand."
"You won't, unless you believe in witchcraft and magic." I answered.
She laughed softly. "You want me to believe in magic potions?"
"A particular magic potion." Janet said to her, "love potions."
Kathy laughed again. "Surly you jest."
"Believe me, it's far from a jest. Any woman that gets close to him is irresistibly drawn to him."
"Right. Nice story. I'll admit I'm a bit attracted to him, but I wouldn't say it's irresistible."
"Then you're lucky. Most women can't help themselves."
"Like you? You don't seem to be exactly hanging all over him."
"Trust me, I've had my share of him recently and I seem to be in a lull, but I plan on having a lot more, before too long."
"You do? That's fairly presumptuous of you. What makes you think he wants more of you?" Kathy asked, with raised eyebrows. She stepped closer to me. She slipped herself inside my arms, pressing her body to mine under the water, her arm pushing Janet away from me. "He might be more interested in me." She slipped her arms up my back, then pulled us together, pressing her lips to mine in a soft kiss. We stood embracing, my dick hardening under the water, lifting and straightening until it was trying to force its way between her thighs. "Feels like someone wants what I have to offer." She whispered, as she broke the kiss. "How about it? Want to give me a taste of what I feel down there?"
"You know I do." I answered quietly, suddenly wanting to do just exactly that. I slid my hands down to her firm little butt and lifted her up. I felt her legs wrap around me, her arms and legs holding her slender form up. I reached one hand down and grabbed my hardon with my fingers. I pressed it to her pussy lips, which she also felt.
"Yes," she whispered, loosening her legs slightly to let her body slip lower in the water, and at the same time, onto my cock. I felt the pressure build on my mushroom head and then it slipped inside her.
"Ohhhhhhhhh yeeeeeessss!" she whispered, as she wiggled her butt, working herself further down my shaft. "Ohhhh soooo big." She moaned, as I gripped her cheeks again. With the help of the water, I lifted and dropped her on my cock, sliding it in and out of her tight little pussy. I started slowly, working my full length into her, but as her moans grew with her pleasure, I couldn't help but increase my pace until I was thrusting hard up into her with each quick stroke. "Ohhhh. That's it. Fuck my sweet pussy. Ohhhhhhhhh God yes. You're gonna make me come."
"Uh huh." I grunted, as I continued to pound into her, small waves radiating out from us as I bounced her on my cock in the water.
"Shit sis! Going for it, I see." I heard from behind me, as Tim waded to us.
"Oh, shut up!" She gasped, "Ohhhh David. I'm coooooooming!" she squealed loudly, as her body began to shudder and her pussy clenched around my thrusting shaft. The tightness change did what it was intended to do, and coaxed me over the edge with her. I held her to me with her ass, as my body spasmed and jammed me deep into her. She wrapped her arms and legs around me, as my body jerked and spasmed, each pumping another gush of cum deep into her. She held me tightly, her nipples digging into my chest, as we both panted for breath. "Ohhhhhhhhh Fuuuuuuuuck!" she moaned loudly, as her orgasm slowly faded. "I can't remember the last time I came so fucking hard!"
"Damn sis! I didn't expect that from you!"
"And you were what? Just saying good afternoon to...um...what was your name again?"
"Alyssa." She answered with a shrug. "It just sorta happened, ya know?"
We spent the rest of the afternoon with Tim and Kathy. Janet and Kathy had sex with me multiple times, while Alyssa couldn't decide who to fuck, me or Tim, and since I was frequently busy with Kathy and Janet, she took out her extra horniness on Tim. I didn't let on that I knew she took some of the love potion, I figured we could discuss it in the evening.
Tim and Kathy reluctantly left around six, heading back in to go get dinner, while the three of us retired to the camp site for me to make dinner.
"You sure seemed to have a lot of fun with Kathy." Alyssa said, as she stood rubbing herself against me while I cooked. "You barely had any time for me."
"Seems to me you got taken care of plenty of times. How many times did you and Tim go at it?"
"I dunno," she giggled. "I lost track. He doesn't have as fat of a cock as you do, but it still felt pretty damn good."
"Why'd you do it?" I asked.
"Do what?"
"Take some of the potion." I answered.
"You knew? How did you know?"
"I got the idea when you were banging Tim on the boat."
"Yeah. I sorta got carried away."
"Uh huh. How many times did you get carried away?"
"A few...okay, a lot."
I turned to face her, letting her wrap her arms around me and press her bare chest to mine. "I barely can deal with what you did to me. I'm attracted to damn near every woman I get near. That isn't me. I've always been a one-woman man, and I've always had a one-man woman. Do you understand?"
"I think I do. I messed up. I just thought that if we were together alone out here... I didn't expect what happened. I just wanted to be with you so much, to have you choose me. I want you. I want you to be mine. I want you to want me, the same as I want you, and have for years."
"Well, right now I'm having a really hard time, and to be honest, it's because of what you did. If you would have told me you were a witch, I would have had enough of a struggle, but you used magic on me to make me want you. How does that make a lasting relationship? It wasn't until I was watching you fucking him out there, that I realized, I don't know how to deal with you. I don't know how to trust you right now. You not only dosed me, but after you realized it was a bad idea, you went ahead and dosed yourself too, just to make me want you more than I'd want Janet! Hell, you dosed Suzanne, what, two years ago? Three? You made her think you were a lesbian so that you could wear all that skimpy stuff around me and tease me, to do what? Hoping to make me have sex with you? You've used witchcraft on us multiple times. How do I know you wont to it again? Maybe one day, when this shit wears off and we can try and be normal again, maybe then you can find a way to build my trust back, but right now..."
"I...I understand," She whispered. "I'm not what you want. I'm not the kind of person that you want. I did this to make you want me, but it looks like it just pushed you away from me. If you take me back to shore, I'll find a ride home."
"That isn't what I was saying. I'm saying that this has made it more difficult for me, and while you might not be what I would expect to be drawn to, I am drawn to you. I can't trust you but I also can't seem to say no to you, to push you away, to not want you. Maybe it's this stupid potion, but maybe it's not. Maybe what I'm feeling inside is something real and I just can't realize it yet. I've watched you in those bikinis and lusted after your body, dreamt sexy dreams about you, imagined us together, naked, in the tub, having sex. Was that all natural or were you dosing me with something all along? I don't know. I can't know, but I also can't send you away. I just want to be able to spend normal time with both you and Janet to try and figure this out. I'm not picking one over the other, especially not right now. But I want something from you. Stop using potions, on me or yourself, and for the God's sake, please stop fucking other guys! It just makes me hurt inside, okay?"
"It really does...make you hurt inside?" she asked, looking up at me with tears slowly sliding down her cheeks.
"Yeah, it does." I whispered.
"And you're not throwing me away, sending me away?"
"I'm not. I still have enough brain working to know that any decision I make under the influence of this damn stuff wouldn't be fair to any of us."
"And any of us includes me?" Janet asked, stepping closer to us.
"It does. Do I need a new wife? Clearly, I do. But I'm not picking anyone while I'm being controlled by this. So, let's just have a good time, be with each other, and only each other, okay?"
Alyssa smiled. "It really hurts to see me having sex with another guy?"
"I said it did, why does it matter?"
"Because if you didn't care, it wouldn't bother you one bit. The potion, it can't do that to you. If anything, it does the opposite. The fact that it hurts, says to me that you really do care."



"Sure, I care, but how much? I don't know while this potion has me under its control."
"Okay. I promise. No more potions. We'll just let nature take it's course. Can you do that too Janet?"
"I can." She agreed, stepping to us and pressing her bare body against my side, turning my head so she could kiss me. "After dinner, I think we should just spend the night fucking. I can't seem to get enough of you."
I looked at her and then at Alyssa. "Alyssa, what did you do?"
"Just made things even." She said, with a bashful grin. "I didn't want you to think I was trying to be unfair."
"Ohhhh Alyssa," I said, shaking my head slowly. "You gave her some too? What am I going to do with you?"
"I knew that I messed up a little taking some, so I wanted to give her the same chance."
"What am I going to do with you?"
"Fuck me for the rest of my life?" She asked hopefully.
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Lydia dashed into the house after work, coming in through the front door already completely naked. She paused in the middle of the living room, looking around until she saw me sitting at the kitchen table, working on my computer. She ran over to me, pushed my computer aside and climbed onto the table with her butt at the edge. "Fuck me, honey. God, I need to be fucked sooooo bad."
"What's going on? Where are your clothes?"
"I took them off in the car! Just fucking fuck me already!"
I'd long since learned that there were some things you never argued with your wife about, and requesting or demanding sex was one. I stood up and dropped my shorts, the only thing I'd been wearing, my dick already growing hard as I stepped between her legs. I rubbed my semi-hard cock between her lips and then coaxed it into her hot, wet tunnel. I could feel myself growing slowly harder as I worked to force my still-floppy dick into her. I got it into her and pressed myself as far into her as I could, pressing my pelvis against hers. I couldn't stroke much yet, so instead I looped an arm around her thigh and reached for her clit. I started to stroke my finger along and then between her lips, finding her hard clit and rubbing across it. She jerked at my touch and then moaned in pleasure as I rubbed my finger over and around her hard little nub. I felt myself hardening as I watched her pull and squeeze her nipples, and was soon hard enough to start working myself in and out of her sopping-wet pussy.
I stroked slowly at first, moving faster as I grew harder and my desire flared. She looked so fucking sexy lying on the table in front of me, her big, soft tits moving as I pounded myself against her ass. The more I stroked, the more I wanted to see her climax, the more I needed to see her climax for me. I thrust harder in and out of her hot, wet depths, her cries and moans growing louder with each passing minute. Before I knew it she was rocking her hips in time with me and begging me to make her come. I drove harder into her, feeling her climax build by the way her body subtly responded to my efforts, and also in a way that had only been happening for a short time. I didn't completely understand it, but somehow I knew that I was feeling her orgasm build in the way it felt for her: the need, the desire to tip over the edge, the warmth and tingle and little sparks of lightning shooting from her clit through her whole body. I was at a loss to understand it, but it somehow didn't matter, because in addition I felt something else: raw desire. Desire to feel her climax and to join hers with mine. I pumped in and out harder, trying to drive her to that point, to the point of no return. I felt her climax start to overtake her body, and with it, a feeling of joy, pleasure, fulfillment. I came moments later, pumping shot after shot of cum into her spasming pussy. That feeling of pleasure, of joy, raced higher, as if I was being thanked for what I was feeling.
I stood there, my cock twitching inside her as we both came down from our mutual climaxes. I was panting and sweating, but Lydia didn't care. She pushed herself up and pressed herself against me, wrapping her legs around mine to keep me from falling out of her. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me deeply, sharing a loving connection through our embrace. I could practically feel her love for me flow through our kiss, how she felt for me and the desire to keep me forever. I was panting heavily by the time we broke the kiss and remained hugging each other tightly.
"God, I don't know what's happening to me," she breathed. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean for it to happen, but it did."
"What did?"
"I had sex at work again. I know, I know. I said I'd try not to, but the moment overwhelmed me. I was just sitting there working and all of a sudden, I don't know why, I started getting really turned on. I mean, really turned on. I practically ripped my panties off and sat at my desk, playing with myself. I could practically feel you fucking me, sliding your cock in and out of me. I had my feet on my desk, jamming two fingers into my cunt when Bill walked in. He just stood there, staring at me for the longest time. I don't know why, but I just kept doing it while he stood there, staring. He walked over and undid his pants and stood next to me, rubbing his cock with one hand, sticking his other hand into my dress to grab one of my tits. He stroked himself and played with one of my tits, and then... and then he stuck his dick in my mouth. I don't know what came over me. I just couldn't help it, I grabbed his dick and started to stroke and suck it. I knew I was going to climax any second, and I did. I came with my fingers in my pussy and his dick in my mouth.
"But it wasn't enough. I needed his cock in me. I just stood up and sat on the edge of the desk and pulled him by the dick until he pushed it into me. I'm sorry honey. I know I said I wouldn't but I couldn't help it. I need him to fuck me! I needed to come again, and to make him come. And after I came again, I realized we weren't alone. Jenny had walked in and was standing there staring at us. Bill told her to close the door and strip. He said wanted to see her tits. He'd always wanted to see her big tits. I couldn't believe it. She did. She just stood there in my office and took everything off, as if stripping in my office was perfectly natural. She came over to us, naked and Bill pulled his dick out of me and pushed Jenny onto the desk and rammed his cock into her pussy."
"Damn."
"Yeah. He just drove it right into her and started fucking her on my desk. I could almost feel him fucking her, feel her pussy getting wetter and her getting more turned on. I guess I must have sat in my chair, because I realized I was tipped back, playing with myself while I watched him fucking her. God, it was so fucking hot. He was pounding her like crazy when she came. She squirted all over him while he was coming in her pussy. He filled her with his cum and then he made her kneel down and lick him clean. I think I made myself come again while I watched. That's when things got weird. I mean, not that it wasn't already weird, that I'd had, that they'd had sex in my office, but then they started to look around like they weren't sure what was happening. Jenny is pretty bashful whenever anyone talks about anything sexual, and here she was, nude in my office, sucking Bill's dick. She must have realized what she was doing and suddenly got bashful again and was trying to cover up. She kept saying she didn't know what had come over her."
I said, "She might not have."
"What do you mean?"
"I had a visitor this morning. Ruth Sutton."
"Ruth? From up the street? What did she want?"
"She brought some mail they got accidentally. Then she wanted to play in the sprinkler out back."
"Really? She played in the sprinkler?"
"Well, I sort of suggested it. But we ended up having sex out back on the table."
"Ohhhh, Jack no... Ruth? She's just barely eighteen."
"Nineteen, actually."
"When Evelyn finds out she's going to go ballistic, if her father doesn't first."
I looked away guiltily. "...She, um, Evelyn, walked in on us while Ruth was trying to get me hard again so I could do her again. She sorta got involved and I ended up doing both of them."
"Oh Jack... The pastor's wife..."
"Well, she might not be as innocent as we think. Ruth said she caught her one time sucking off one of the guys from the church and heard some kind of comment about wanting to see her naked in the baptismal font, again."
"They're Baptists, Dunkers. That would mean-"
I cut her off. "It does. Can you imagine her with some guy in the glass tank they use for baptisms? Right in the church? Anyway afterward she seemed to realize what she had done, like she hadn't known while she was doing it. Maybe she didn't. Sometimes I feel like that. Both of us have felt like we were driven by lust and desire to do what we do, but sometimes it's more than that. Sometimes I feel like I'm just along for the ride. Sometimes I feel like I'm being pushed or coaxed to do things, even when I'm trying not to do it. Then, I just sort of fade out. I can see myself having sex with someone, but I don't feel like I'm in control. It was like that with Ruth. And when her mom walked in..."
"Yeah, I know. I sorta feel the same way at work. I knew I shouldn't be doing what I was, but I needed to do it."
"More times I've felt like I wasn't alone in my head either, if that makes sense."
"It sort of does." She nodded with a frown.
"Come here." I pulled away from her and walked to the sofa. I sat down and she sat next to me as I opened the ancient book. "Listen to this again."
The goddess thrived on the sexual energies of her acolytes and worshipers. She was known to collect the sexual energies of the female worshiper's orgasms and even, in some cases, enhance the strength of a worshiper's orgasm to drive their sexual energy as high as possible. There are differing thoughts on how this occurred, but it was believed that the temple priests acted as conduits in some way, channeling the female's sexual energy to her. Some early scrolls relate instances of female worshipers becoming acolytes of Aphrodite, capable of channeling sexual energy to the goddess. These acolytes are said to have been gifted by the goddess, to not only channel their sexual energy, but to attract male worshipers by their very presence. These acolytes were typically adorned by golden jewelry, silken white robes and were, as the goddess herself, the most beautiful of the temple women. Their sexual prowess and appetite was almost insatiable, able to take multiple male worshipers each day, and in many cases, at the same time.
"I know we've talked about this, but neither of us took it seriously. This is more than some chemical reaction that's putting off pheromones or anything so scientific. I'm as much a skeptic as you are, but facts are facts. Several times I've felt like something was feeling not only my climax, but that of the woman I was having sex with. I've felt like I could feel your climax, like just now. I could not only tell you were about to climax, I could feel it. If this is really correct, if whatever Aphrodite was... it really did, or does, exist, then somehow we've become attached to it, to her, or whatever. It feeds on our sexual energy. It drives us, and those around us, to have sex so it can feed on it."
"Feed on it, how?" she asked with a concerned look.
"I don't know, but this all started when you gave me this ring," I said, holding up my hand.
"That's not true. Samantha and I stared feeling more... amorous... long before I gave it to you."
"But you were working on it, weren't you? Cleaning it?"
"Well, yes, but... Look, lover, I know this is all hard to deal with, but I don't believe any of this supernatural stuff. You and I, we're logical people. We work with numbers and formulas and fixed realities. Sure, we played with the idea that the ring was causing this, but it was never a serious conclusion. You deal with probabilities and risks. Tell me what your logical mind says about the probability that some supernatural being is controlling our minds?"
"You got the book in the same place as the ring, right?"
"It was in the same box as the ring. I just got curious and started reading it. I don't really believe that stuff. The Greek gods were myths."
"The way this reads, the author was doing research on the gods. Who knows how long ago but, based on this book, it was really a long time ago. Whoever wrote this believed it was true, at least true enough to spend a lot of time researching it. And here, this drawing, tell me it doesn't look like the ring you found."
"Okay. So, let's say it is true, not that it is, but just for argument's sake, let's say it is. You have the ring, I don't. Why would I be driven to have sex at work when you're at home? That doesn't make any sense."
"You want me to be honest? I think you've been attached to me as what this book calls an acolyte. I think you're channeling sexual energy, and if that's true, I don't see any reason that it can't be a two-way thing. Maybe being that conduit, or channel, or whatever we want to call it, allows this being to enhance your sexual desires? It said that these acolytes had an almost insatiable sexual appetite. Tell me that doesn't describe you lately."
"Well, that certainly seems to describe me." She frowned. "Just for argument's sake, if it was true. What can we do about it?"
"I don't wear the ring?" I answered with a shrug. "Actually, I'd thought of that this morning when Ruth came by. I felt like maybe I could test it, wear the ring with Ruth, and then not wear the ring and see if her sister had the same reactions."
"And that was why you invited her to run through the sprinkler?"
"Yeah, sorta."
"Thinking that if she stayed here long enough, she'd want to have sex."
"That was the basic idea."
She sat back and shook her head. "You know her parents, she isn't allowed to date. Tell me, just what's the probability that she's actually had sex before?"
"Well, um, according to her, apparently zero." I admitted.
"Oh my god, honey, if we end up with a little Jack running around, I'm going to be soooo pissed at you. You want to mess around with grown women on birth control, that's one thing, I get it. You can't help it. I'm on an IUD, so I don't have to worry about guys fucking me. But taking her virginity, that was incredibly stupid."
"Yeah, I guess it was. I don't know what I was thinking," I agreed quietly.
"You weren't, clearly! And now you want to try and seduce her sister? Really? You think that's a good idea?"
"Actually, it's a horrible idea. I don't know why the hell I even thought it up."
"For the same reason that I sat at my desk with my legs spread and my office door open: because I couldn't help myself. Something inside me needed to do that at that moment, so I did. I still don't know if it's drugs or what, but I don't accept that a piece of jewelry can do this to us."
"I'm getting more convinced it is the ring," I said.
"You think this is the ring and if you take it off somehow this is all going to go away?"
"Pretty much."
"I'm not at all convinced this has anything to do with the ring. Something is going on, but supernatural? I don't buy it."
"But the book..."
"Yeah, I know. I read it too. I also read about a lot of other Greek gods and I'm not any more sold on those than I am that Aphrodite really ever existed as more than a myth."
"Well, I'm sure as hell getting more convinced with each woman that suddenly wants to have sex with me. Hell, I've fucked more women in the last three days than in the rest of my life put together!"
"Well... I have to admit, we've both been a lot more sexual than I can ever remember. But I'm with the health department folks. I think it was something we ingested at the restaurant, and it'll work itself out of our systems over time."
"And that explains you and Samantha getting more sexual the last couple months? I don't think so."
"We didn't..." she started protest.
"Come on, honey. You know damn well you have. You started wearing shorter dresses to work and even went without underwear the night we ate out. That was before we ate at the restaurant. So, what do you attribute that to?"
"I couldn't go without underwear just for you?"
I looked at her with a frown. "Lover, when was the last time you went out in public without underwear?"
"Well, never I guess."
"Uh huh. And with a skirt so short that if you bent over, you'd be showing off your jewelry box to whoever was behind you?"
"Well, okay. I'll admit that was a bit unusual for me. But something supernatural? A Greek goddess of all things? I'm more likely to believe little green men than a Greek myth."
"And what if it's really this Greek goddess? What if she wasn't a myth?"
"So what is she, some little green man?"
"We don't know what else is out there. An alien presence? Some kind of inter-dimensional being that can feed on emotions? I don't really know. I just know that the more I have sex, the more I seem to feel not only the climax of the woman I'm having sex with, but also that other presence in my head. It's too much of a coincidence for me to ignore. You asked what the probabilities were? What are the probabilities that you would gift me an ancient ring, that there would be a spontaneous public sexual orgy in the restaurant we ate at, and that both you and I would suddenly become driven to have sex with other people, all happening at the same time? The probabilities of all three of those happening are...well. we're both much more likely to be struck by lightning, on a clear day, at the exact same time.
"I'm not convinced. But I'll humor you. If you're so convinced, maybe I know someone we can talk to about it. If she says it's a real thing, then I'll consider it. Otherwise, I want you to drop the idea and focus on other possible causes, okay?"
"You know some expert?"
"Sorta. Angelina. She's the college professor that I contacted when I was trying to trace the ring. She's an expert in Greek mythology and Roman history."
"And what if she says yes?"
"Yes, as in this is all possible? Then I'll consider it. Until then, as far as I'm concerned, we just ingested some strange drug. Let me call her and see if we can meet up."
---o---
I watched the neighborhoods pass by as we drove all the way across town to one of the ritzier parts of town. Lydia pulled into the driveway of one of a number of large upscale homes with large, grassy front yards. While there was no one in this front yard and it honestly didn't look like anyone was home. There was a woman kneeling, working in a garden, next door, and a few houses down the street, a lawn care company was busy mowing, but other than that the whole neighborhood looked quiet. "Now, don't think that she's going to go all sexual on you like those other women do. Angelina has exactly zero interest in men, as far as sex goes. She swore off men after her husband was caught fucking his secretary."
"By swore off men, you mean she swore off sex with men or swore off having anything to do with men?" I asked as she turned off the car.
"Honey, from what she told me, she's one-hundred percent lesbian. If she gets turned on being around you, then we really have a problem. She's disgusted by the very idea of a man having sex with her. She considers them a necessary evil to have in the world, but she doesn't trust them and wants as little to do with them as possible. She's sworn to not ever again let a man use her again, and that includes for sex."
"What makes you think that she won't get turned on by you?"
"Me?"
"Yeah, you. You're clearly affected by this too. Not as much as me, but just look at what happened at work today."
"I guess I didn't think of that," she said quietly. "I guess that'd tell us something too, wouldn't it?"
"I guess it would." I sighed as I opened the car door. "Let's get this over with."
"You sound like you aren't having fun. You don't like having all this sex with all these hot women?" she asked as she climbed out of the drivers seat and pushed her car door closed. "Didn't seem like it bothered you all that much when you were talking about taking Ruth's virginity."
"You'd think it'd be great, but honestly it's getting concerning. I have things to do and I'm afraid to go out anywhere. I'm afraid to be near women in general."
"I think you're overdoing it. It can't be that bad."
"Oh? What about the pizza delivery woman? Or the mail lady? Neither of them were probably thinking about getting fucked when they walked up to the house."
"And I'm supposed to just believe that any random woman is going to throw herself at you?"



"It happens even if I don't want it to. If I walked over to that woman gardening, I bet I wouldn't be there for two minutes before she'd want to have sex with me. I bet if I asked her, she'd strip for me, right there in the front yard."
"How, just by asking her to?"
"I bet I don't even have to do that. All I have to do is stand there by her and think about it."
"Just think about it, huh? Okay, you're on. Prove it to me. Walk over there and don't say a single word."
"Seriously? You want me to walk over there and have sex in the middle of her yard?"
"You made the statement. Afraid you'll prove me right and nothing will happen?"
"Alright, if you really wanna see me doing it with some strange woman." I walked across to the woman in the next yard over. I stopped next to her and looked down at her. She was maybe in her late forties or early fifties, slender, almost unhealthily so, wearing a pair of flowered shorts, a short sleeved shirt and a large sun hat.
She noticed the shadow I was casting over her work and then leered up at me in irritation. "Can I help you?" she asked with a sour look.
I just stood there and didn't say a word. I looked at her kneeling there and thought about her opening my pants and sucking on my dick. I let the thought gel and then smiled to myself as I thought about her standing up and undressing for me, right there in the middle of the yard. I pictured her taking her shirt off and then pushing her shorts down before kneeling down again and pulling my dick out. I watched her open her mouth to say something, and then close it. She kind of rocked her head side to side and then shook it, as if trying to get some errant thought to go away. She looked up at me again, this time seemingly curious. She sucked a breath in and said, "I was going to tell you to go away, but then I thought, maybe I shouldn't." She stood up and stared at me with a slightly confused look. "Damn. I suddenly feel really hot, like I'm burning up." She grabbed the hem of the t-shirt then pulled it up and off in one smooth motion. She dropped it on the grass and then moved her hands to the front of her shorts. She unsnapped and unzipped them before pushing them down. She bent to work them over her feet and then kicked them aside. She looked at my face again questioningly, as if she was asking if she should continue.
I didn't say a word as she slipper her fingers into the band of her underwear and pushed them down. She seemed to struggle to get her underwear over her shoes and then gave up and pulled her shoes and socks off as well, leaving her completely nude. "Is that better?" she asked, kneeling in front of me without waiting for a response. "Now, let's see what we have here." She worked the front of my shorts open and let them fall to my feet, freeing my hardening dick for herself. "I'm having the strangest urges. I feel like just lying in the grass and let you have sex with me. Would you like that? Would you like to have sex with me?" she asked. "You're right. Maybe I should get you a little harder first."
She leaned in and engulfed my dick in her mouth. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensations as she licked and sucked and stroked my shaft, pushing my level of desire higher and higher. I was reaching that point of no longer being able to say no to fucking her. I didn't care that we were in the middle of her front yard, I didn't care who was watching. All I was caring about at that moment was how it was feeling.
She pulled off once I was entirely hard within her mouth and came to her feet. "I haven't done this since I was much, much younger. But what the hell, why not?" She moved closer to me, grasping my hardened shaft. She aimed it between her legs as she stepped closer. She rocked her hips to rub her wet lips on my engorged head and the top of my shaft, teasing her clit as she did. She shuddered a few times and then shifted her position a little. I felt my head slide deeper between her lips, the tip dipping into the entrance to her depths with each stroke she made. I reached to her hips and held them as she arched a little further. I felt my head try to push into her, stopped only by the tightness of her opening. She grunted as she pushed harder and then gasped as my head spread her vaginal opening and slipped several inches into her. "Ohhhh fuck yes. Fuck me," she moaned, rocking her hips hard enough to slap her thighs against mine. Her little tits hung down slightly on her chest, wiggling and bouncing as the two of us rocked our hips in time. Her cries grew louder as I felt her orgasm building, the warmth, the tingle, the urgency. I could feel her desire to climax growing as well. "FUCK ME!" she cried loudly as we slapped our bodies together. I drove into her as hard as I could, pumping my cock deep into her with each thrust. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed as her orgasm pushed nearly to its peak. I I could feel her body climaxing, both physically, and emotionally. I also knew I was coming with her. Nothing could stop either of us.
"SHIT!" I grunted as my body spasmed and jammed into her, pulling her hips toward me so that she couldn't pull herself off my surging cock.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed. "COME WITH ME!"
My body surged shot after shot of cum deep in her pussy as we stood there in the middle of her front yard, her body shaking and trembling in orgasm.
"VIRGINA! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" I heard a female voice from some distance shout in our direction.
"Oh great. The lezzy bitch." The woman panted. "Just ignore her, maybe she'll go away."
"Virginia! What the fuck!? Have you lost your mind?" I heard the woman say, moving closer now as she continued walking quickly across the yard.
"NO! I was just getting fucked!" Virginia gasped as the occasional trembles of her body slowly faded away. "What do you think was happening?"
"Virginia? In the front yard of all places!?" the other woman said as she slowed her pace and stopped only a few feet from us. That seemed to have an impact on Virginia. She looked at me in confusion for a few seconds and then down at her own body, my partly hard dick still stuck in her as I held her against me.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped, trying to step back from me, her hands moving from where they had been gripping my arms to cross her arms over her chest. "What the hell!?" She tried to step back, unable to because I was still holding onto her hips. She aggressively wiggled her body to break my grip on her hips and then did step back, pulling her pussy off my cock. She looked down at my dripping cock and gasped. "Oh my god. I don't believe it. I don't believe I did this." She looked around the yard, realized that the yard guys down a few houses were all watching us, then turned and ran to her house, still naked.
"I don't know who the hell you are, but you have some explaining to do," the recently arrived Latin woman snapped at me.
"Yeah, I sorta do," I agreed, bending over to pull up my shorts. Angelina reached out while I was bent over and shoved me angrily. With my ankles trapped by my shorts, I couldn't catch my balance and started to fall over. I reached out for the only thing that was within reach, the arm that had shoved me, and grabbed hold of it in a vain attempt to keep from falling over.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as I toppled over, pulling her over with me, ending up lying in the grass with her on top of me. "Let go of me, you pervert!" she gasped as she tried to push herself up off of me. I reached to her as she struggled to get her knees under herself and ended up pushing up on her with one hand on a shoulder and the other on one of her soft tits. "Let go of me, you fucking pervert!" she shouted again as she tried to twist herself to pull her big soft tit from my hand. Her struggle ended up not only pushing my hand off her tit, but also her shoulder. She dropped hard down onto me again, this time her chest fully smashed against mine and her face only an inch or so from mine.
She lay on me and stopped struggling, looking down at me. "I don't know who you are, or why you were having sex with Virginia, but if you don't stop trying to grab my body, I'm going to knee you between the legs so hard you might never find your balls."
"Trust me, I'm just trying to help you get up," I said breathlessly.
"Then just lie there and let me get myself up. I don't need your help!"
"Sure," I said.
She began to lift herself onto her hands and knees. She had a tank top and bra on, but I couldn't help notice the hard nipples poking her shirt out. She managed to get on her hands and knees and started backing herself down my body toward my feet. She got as far as having her head over my crotch and she froze, staring down at my surprisingly hard dick, still glistening with Virginia's and my cum. She stopped moving and just held herself there, staring at my cock.
"Fuck no, No, no, no... I won't" she whispered. "Oh fuuuuck." She groaned as she lowered her face down and slipped my cock into her mouth. She moaned softly as she slipped her mouth on and off my again already hardening cock, her tongue teasing my head and shaft. She was working my dick more eagerly as Lydia walked up.
"Well, I'd have never guessed this," she said, looking down at me and the Latin woman sucking my dick. She reached down and tapped the woman on the shoulder. "Angelina?"
The woman pulled her mouth off of my dick and looked up. "Lydia!? What are you doing here?"
"I could ask what you're doing sucking my husband's dick." Lydia said with a grin.
"Your husband?" she asked, looking at me again. "Shit!" She stared down at my dick, licking her lips. "Your husband, huh?" she said, shifting her body so she could reach my dick with one hand. She started stroking it and then lowered her face to it again to resume sucking it. "Mmmmmmm!" she moaned softly around my dick. She sucked me for another minute or so and then pulled her face from my dick. "Shit. I can't believe I'm doing this, sucking a man's dick..."
"Trust me, if you're not careful, you'll be wanting to do more than that," Lydia said, reaching down to help her friend up off of her knees.
"I'm sorry Lydia. I don't know what came over me. I was there... and he was there... and it was there... and god did it look fucking hot. I just had to. I hope you can forgive me."
"Trust me, I know," Lydia said and hugged her friend. "No harm done."
She looked down at me curiously and then reached a hand out for me. I took it and let her help me up, and then I pulled my shorts up. "What the hell was your husband doing fucking Virginia?"
"Proving a point."
"What point is that?" she asked, licking her lips and looking hungrily down at my crotch again.
"That he didn't have to say anything and strange women want to have sex with him. So I told him to prove it."
"And he... um, shit. Lydia, why do I have an irresistible urge to fuck your husband?"
"That's sort of what we wanted to come talk to you about."
"Talk. About sex? Why not just do it. Come on, we can fuck him together." Angelina turned to me and stepped in closer. She slipped her arms around my waist and pressed her pelvis to my hard dick in my shorts. "It's an awfully nice cock. We can share it. What do you say, stud? Take my clothes off and fuck my brains out like you just did to her?"
"Angelina!? You want him to fuck you? I thought you swore off men."
"I did. But I can make an exception. How about it, sexy. Wanna watch me get naked for you?" She let her arms fall off my waist and grabbed the hem of her tank top. She pulled it up and tossed it aside, reaching immediately behind her back to pull off her bra. She slipped it off without moving back from me and then pushed her tits to my chest, forcing her hard nipples into me as she worked her own shorts off her hips. I felt her hands move to my shorts and in a few moments they were around my ankles again. She turned away from me and bent over, pulling her panties' crotch aside to expose her completely shaved pussy. "Come on, honey, show me what you've got."
I glanced at Lydia, who just shrugged. I rubbed my head up and down her slit. "Don't tease me. Put it in," she moaned deeply. I rubbed up and down until I had my head between her flowery inner lips, right at the opening of her vagina. I grasped her hips and then firmly pulled us together, forcing my cock slowly into her depths. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. God damn this feels good. Fuck me now. Fuck me hard like only a man can!"
"Go ahead. Give it to her," Lydia said as she started pulling her dress off. She stepped in front of the professor and dropped her dress, leaving her as naked as Virginia had been. She pushed her pussy toward Angelina's face and then moaned softly as Angelina began to lick her pussy and clit.
I watched my wife getting her pussy licked, while I thrust hard into Angelina, pumping my shaft into her over and over. Just like with Virginia, I could feel Angelina's orgasm growing within her. Her desire and want filling her as her body warmed and began to shudder. I'd only been stroking a few short minutes, none of us caring who was watching, when I felt her orgasm climb to that special point. Her pussy clenched around me as her climax started to wash over her. Her whole body shook and jerked as she climaxed hard. I felt it inside me as much as around my dick. I could feel the tingles and spasms racing through her body as if it were my own. Mixed in with it was something else, or someone else. I felt it like a shadow floating just beyond reach, not solid enough to see, more like wispy smoke that I could see through.
I tried to focus on it, to see it or hear it or feel it, but it slipped away every time I tried to concentrate on it. As I tried to reach that ethereal entity, I lost track of my own growing orgasm. I suddenly felt it surge within me as the woman on my cock climaxed hard. I also felt another, a second orgasm and realized I was feeling my wife's climax as well as the woman in front of me. It all overwhelmed me and my body jerked hard. Shot after shot of my cum surged into her pussy as I stood there, holding her hips, panting from exertion.
"Oh my god yes," she moaned, her face inches from my wife's dripping crotch. "Sooooo good. Did you feel it? Did you feel how hard I came? Ohhhhh fuck yes. I came sooo hard for you."
"Yeah I did." I panted as my dick started to soften. She remained bent over for almost half a minute before she pulled off my dick. Her movements were tentative, like she didn't quite have total control of her body. She straightened and looked at my wife, and then twisted to look at me. I could see confusion written on her face.
She turned to look back at Lydia. "What the fuck? Did your husband just fuck me?"
"Seemed to me it was more mutual, since you undressed yourself."
She shook her head. "I did? It was... no. Wait. Yes, I do remember doing that. I had an overwhelming urge to get naked for him. Once I was, I could see his dick and I wanted it. I wanted it in me so badly."
"And you got it," Lydia said. "That's part of what we wanted to talk to you about. But I think maybe we should go inside. We're providing quite a show for the lawn crew."
She looked up and down the street and then saw the lawn care guys, all standing more in her yard than the one next door. "SHIT!" She gasped, covering her big tits with one arm and her pussy with her other hand. She ran, sort of, trying to keep herself covered as she ran to her back yard.
Lydia laughed, picked up her dress and Angelina's clothes. "Come on, honey." She walked back toward the car. I pulled up my shorts and followed. I thought she was going to leave, but she opened the car door and drew out the book, and then we followed her around to the back yard, seemingly unconcerned that the lawn crew was watching her still nude body. In fact, I had to say that she was enjoying it!
We walked around the back of the house to a large patio with French doors. Lydia walked right into the house as if she owned it, calling out, "Angelina!"
The professor, Angelina, walked down the stairs and into the large room, that I would have called a family room, wearing a silk bathrobe. "I don't want you here! Leave!" she said sternly standing on the next to last stair from the bottom.
"Angelina. I came for some help that I think only you can give us."
"Came for my help? You came for my help and your husband has sex with me in my own yard?"
"That's sorta what we came for help with," Lydia said with a shy shrug. "It seems that every woman he gets near wants to have sex with him, and he thinks it's that ring that you helped me identify."
"A ring? He's deranged if he thinks any ring can have the power to make women want to have sex with him. Hell, it's more likely that they're all just sluts!"
"Is that how you identify yourself?" Lydia asked sharply. "Or did you just have a real need for my husband to fuck you in the middle of the yard?"
"I... Um... No, I'm... Oh, shit," Angelina muttered as she stepped down and walked toward us. She dropped into one of the lounge chairs partway between us and the stairs and sat, holding her face in her hands. "What the hell came over me? I don't ever do anything like that, not even with my wife."
"So, you just were suddenly overcome by a need to have sex with him?"
"It seems that way, but I don't remember saying I wanted to, I just sorta remember falling on top of him and then wanting to have his cock in me. Jesus, what's the matter with me?"
Lydia sat down in a chair close to her. "You remember that thing on the news about a wild sex orgy that spontaneously happened in a restaurant downtown?"
"I sorta do. Actually, Rose was contacted by the health department to see if she had any ideas of what could cause that kind of event."
"Rose?" I asked.
"My wife. She's a research neurologist. She researches how brains work and what makes people tick. She didn't know of any kind of psychotic event that could infect multiple people at that level at the same time. It's virtually impossible. It would have had to be some kind of hallucinogenic drug combined with a strong suggestive base, like hypnosis."
I asked, "So everyone in the restaurant was hypnotized?"
"Don't be absurd. No one can hypnotize everyone. She was suggesting some kind of subconscious suggestion. A sub track in the music or something."
"So, did she find anything like that?"
"No. And they also haven't been able to identify any kind of drug in the water or air. They're honestly mystified," Angelina answered.
I shook my head. "Well, I think it's something else completely. Give her the book, hon." Lydia handed the book over opened to the page with the sticky note. "Read that." I said.
Angelina spent some minutes reading and re-reading the sections we had marked before she spent even more time examining the book in detail. She finally asked, "Where did you get this?"
"I found it in the same box as the ring. Jack thinks that this... Greek goddess actually exists and is feeding on sexual energy from us."
"That would be extraordinary, but I don't see it."
"You don't think it's possible? See, hon! I told you it was nonsense."
"I didn't say that." Angelina said quickly. "There are a lot of extraordinary things that happen all the time we don't understand."
"Tell her about work," I coaxed my wife.
"Since I'd started messing with the ring, I've been a lot more sexually motivated. It got a lot more pronounced after I gave Jack the ring. I've literally found myself sitting at my desk, or with a client, and suddenly felt so turned on I needed to make myself climax. It seems like those episodes are linked to times when Jack is having sex with someone."
"That doesn't make much sense."
"No, it doesn't. But I've also felt, I don't know how to describe it... a presence in my mind. It coaxes me to do more, to climax. If I'm having sex with Jack, he says he can feel me climax."



"Well, many men are perceptive enough to know when their partner is climaxing."
"No, that's not it. I mean I can feel her climax. I can feel what her climax is feeling like."
"That's not possible."
"No? Just before you climaxed out on the lawn, I felt you close your eyes and imagine that you were on a beach, and the breeze was blowing and teasing your nipples. You were begging the guy behind you, the guy fucking you, to make you come. You felt his cock sliding in and out of you and then felt his cum pumping into you. I could feel his cum pushing against the end of your vagina with each new surge he made. You loved how it felt and it made you climax as well."
"You couldn't know that. No way you could know that."
"Who was he?"
"My ex. When we were on our honeymoon. He talked me into getting naked on the beach with him one night and making love. He had me bent over just out of reach of the surf and... well, I don't need to explain. But that's impossible. You couldn't know that."
"But I do. I also know that it was what you always considered the best sex the two of you ever had. I also know that right now, you're thinking about taking that robe off and riding my hard dick. You want it, but you're afraid that Rose will be pissed at you."
"You can't know that."
"But I do." I held a hand out to her and she took it. She stood up, slipped the robe off, revealing her completely nude body. She was a little heavier set than Lydia, with a dark, almost tanned complexion uniformly across her whole body. The dark hair added to my conclusion that she had a significant portion of Latino heritage. She cupped her bit tits, at least forty triple-D, or maybe even larger, as she reached for my shorts. In moments they'd slid down my legs and she was stroking my cock. She didn't ask, but just pulled me by the dick to the sofa. She pushed me back onto it and, with a sexy little grin, climbed onto the sofa over me. She held herself on her knees and aimed my rock-hard dick at her pussy.
"Ohhh god yes," she moaned as she pushed herself down onto me, stretching her vaginal entrance to accept my fat shaft. She slipped down several inches and then began to lift and lower herself on me. She began sliding her pussy on and off my cock only a few inches with each stroke as she worked me deeper. "Ohhhhh yessss," she moaned softly as she worked up and down faster, her clit riding along my shaft and pushing her closer to climax. "Oh god, that's just exactly it. So perfect. God, it's going to make me come. Come with me. Come in me!" she moaned loudly. "Please let come in me! I want to feel your cum pumping into me."
She rode my shaft, her wet pussy caressing my cock in all the right ways. I knew I was going to do what she wanted, what we both wanted. I wanted to feel her climax around me, to feel her pussy clenching and squeezing me as she rode my shaft. I wanted to feel her ecstasy as she orgasmed with me, hers feeding into mine.
"Come on. Come on me. Make me come in you." I groaned in anticipation, feeling her orgasm grow. I could sense it growing within her, the tingle and warmth spreading not all that unlike my own orgasm felt as it grew closer. I could feel her pussy caressing my cock and I could also feel my cock stroking her pussy walls. I could feel the hardness of my shaft inside her, and how much she missed having a real cock inside her, stroking her. "Oh god yes. I'm going to come," I said in unison with her, our words almost perfectly synchronized just moments before we both climaxed together.
"FUCK YES! COME FOR ME!" she screamed as her pussy clenched around my jerking and spurting cock. I shook slightly as I pumped shot after shot into her, feeling my own cum filling her pussy with each shot, but not it felt for me, but how it felt to her as each shot surged into her. I couldn't explain it, and at that moment I didn't care how it worked. I just knew how intense it felt and let it wash over me.
"OH FUCK!" I heard another female voice cry from somewhere upstairs in time with Angelina's cries. I lay on the sofa, panting, looking up at my hands holding and massaging her big, soft tits, my thumbs still stroking her hard, distended nipples. She looked down at me, panting as well, a look of contentment and satisfaction painted on her face. That strange feeling of post-drunkenness started to fade, and the fuzziness that always came with having sex like this ebbed away.
"Oh fuck. What the hell did I just do?!" Angelina panted, looking down at her nude body sitting astride me. "Did I?...Did we?"
"Yeah, you did," Lydia answered with a sly little grin. "You begged him to come in you, and I assure you, he did. I could almost feel your orgasm when you came."
"Shit," she panted. "Rose is going to kill me."
"You don't have to tell her."
"I think I'd better, on account of getting two loads of you in me."
"Is that a problem?" I asked.
She laughed and then her face tuned serious. "I'm a lesbian. I don't get filled with men's cum. What don't I need?"
I shook my head. "Damn. Don't tell me you're not on any kind of birth control."
"Okay, I wont tell you." She pulled up off of me, my cum leaking from her pussy. "Shit."
I heard another panting sound, drawing my attention to the stairs. A young lady, maybe twenty at most, was standing in the stairwell, completely naked. Her tits were large for her frame and her body color and face reminded me a lot of the woman on my lap. It didn't take a rocket scientist to know it was her daughter. But what came next was a shock to Angelina.
"God damn, mom. What just happened? I was just up there studying and all of a sudden I was taking my clothes off and playing with myself until I came, and then I come down here and see you sitting on a guy? What the hell's going on!?"
"Lucia!? You what? You could hear us and you got turned on?"
"I didn't hear anything, not until I heard you screaming. I was up in my room. I suddenly just wanted to get off so bad. Then I see you sitting on him climaxing just like I was. What's going on, mom?"
"Just a little experiment for Aunt Rose. You go ahead back up to study."
"...Alright..." she said a little hesitantly.
Angelina whispered, "Shit. She saw me climaxing on you."
"More to the point, your orgasm made her orgasm as well." Lydia shook her head slightly. "Honey, I have to say I'm becoming a believer. You may be more right than I want to believe."
"But that isn't possible. I mean, there has to be another explanation!" Angelina whispered. "I'm a scientist. I don't believe in the supernatural."
"You mean besides that Aphrodite exists?" I asked.
"Look, all ancient cultures had a god or goddess of love and sex. Aphrodite is one of the most famous, but there was Eros, Himeros, Hathor and Peitho, just to name a few. I don't see why you have a fixation on Aphrodite."
"Because of the book... and the ring."
"Let me see it," she said, holding her hand out.
"Sure. If you can get it off."
"What do you mean?" Lydia asked. "Just take it off."
"I can't. I tried earlier today. The more I try to get it off, the harder it squeezes. I don't think I can take it off without cutting my finger off."
"You two really have one hell of a game going here." Angelina frowned, tying her robe back on as she stood expectantly near me, waiting for me to take off the ring."
"You try," I said, holding out my hand. She gripped the ring and tried to twist it and pull it off, but the harder she tried, the less it wanted to slip over my knuckle.
"How did you get it on?"
"It slipped on surprisingly easily," I answered.
"Come on, let's try some soap," she said, trying to pull me up off the sofa. I got up and followed her, holding my shorts up with one hand. I climbed the stairs past her still-naked daughter as she stared at my once again, hard dick. I let Angelina soap my finger and try lotion, but nothing she did managed to slip it over my knuckle. "It just doesn't want to come off."
"You could cut it off," her daughter suggested, looking over my shoulder at the ring. "I mean, it doesn't look all that substantial. Just a bunch of wires tangled together."
"You mind?" Angelina asked my wife.
"If it ends all this craziness about Greek goddesses," she said, "go for it."
Angelina came back in a few minutes with something like a small bolt cutter. "This should do it."
"As long as you don't cut my finger off."
"Promise. This won't." She laid my hand flat on the counter and gripped the ring with the cutter. She squeezed the two handles together and I heard it click as it cut through the metal mesh. "There!" she said in triumph. She set down the cutter and looked at the ring. "What the hell!?" We all watched in fascination as the spot where the ring had been cut was repairing itself. Small gold wires wove themselves back together, moving around the ring like tiny snakes, intertwining with each other until the ring looked as perfect as it had before she made the cut. "I cut it. You all saw me. I cut it in half."
"I don't believe it," Lydia said softly, staring at the ring. "If fixed itself. That's not possible, is it?"
"I would have said no, but we just watched it do it. It repaired itself almost as if were alive."
"Mom, you wanna tell me what's going on?" Angelina's daughter asked.
"To be honest, I don't know baby. All I know is that something made me want to have sex with Lydia's husband, twice. And he knew what I was thinking while I was climaxing. That isn't possible. I never told anyone about that time with Eddie. It was our secret. Even if someone knew we had, his description was exactly what I was thinking. That's just not possible."
"Maybe we need to ask Aunt Rose. If it's brain stuff, she's the expert, right?"
"Sweetie, you are so smart sometimes. Yes, she's the brain expert." She walked out of the room and came back a few short minutes later. "She said she'll meet us at her lab. You want me to ride with you and I can show you how to get there?"
"I wanna come too," her daughter said quickly.
"No way, young lady. Last thing I need is for you to start having sex with married men," she answered as she headed out of the room. "Let me throw some clothes on."
Angelina's daughter stepped over to me and smiled. "You know, if we're quick I bet we can get it done before she comes back." I felt her hand wrap around my dick and start stroking it. I knew in my mind that I shouldn't, but my mind and body was still running strong with the after-effects fucking her mother, so as much as I wanted to, I couldn't seem to make myself deny her. I let my shorts, that I had still been holding up with one hand, fall around my ankles. I knew I shouldn't. I knew that Angelina would be angry with her daughter, but I also knew that at that moment I wanted nothing else besides stuffing my dick into her hot little pussy. She seemed to read my mind, lifting herself onto the counter and spreading her legs. I stepped between her legs as Lydia tried to pull me back.
"Jack, don't," she said.
"Why don't you suck on my titties?" the young lady cooed softly as I rubbed my engorged mushroom head between her lips. "Ohhhh fuck yes," she moaned as I pushed my head into her wet pussy. She was tight as hell, but my partly-lubricated cock slid easily into her pussy, sliding into her until my head pressed against the end of her vagina.
"Jack!"
"Oh fuck yes," I groaned as I ignored her and started to stroke in and out of the young pussy. I thrust hard up into her as she sat on the counter, her legs spread wide for me. Lydia stared at my dick with a look I'd seen a lot lately, her lips parted, desire etched in her features as she licked her lips. Instead of complaining or protesting again, she leaned toward the young lady's chest and sucked one of her perky little nipples into her mouth.
"Oh god yes," Lucia gasped. "Ohhhhhh, it feels so good."
I thrust hard into her, watching her stare back up at me. I could see lust and desire in her eyes as she silently begged me to make her climax. She didn't have to say the words, I could feel it. I could feel her desire and want coaxing me to thrust harder. I knew that was what she wanted. I could feel her thoughts, the mental image of her sitting on a swing someplace, getting fucked just like this sipping into my mind. I thrust harder, watching her face, hearing her gasps and panting grow deeper as her quickly growing orgasm built wildly.
"LUCIA! NOOOO!" I heard a cry from the second floor, followed by loud footsteps heading toward the stairs.
"Oh god. Gonna come!" Lucia gasped.
"NOOOO! OHHHHHH FUCK!" I heard Angelina cry from the stairs as Lucia's pussy clenched around me. Angelina sat down heavily on one of the stairs partway down the staircase, still naked. I watched her body shake and tremble as she climaxed in time with her daughter, tightly griping the handrail to keep from falling down. Lucia gasped and moaned as she shuddered, her pussy clenching around me as I kept thrusting into her over and over, pushing her climax even higher. The two of them screamed in union as they climaxed, the feeling of Lucia's climax hitting me along with the stimulation of my cock inside her, pushed my own climax to the very brink, and then beyond.
"FUCK YES!" Lucia and Angelina cried at the same time as my cum started surging into Lucia's pussy. My cock surged and jerked inside her as my body emptied itself, leaving me standing between her legs, panting, feeling the after effects of my own climax as well as Lucia's.
"Ohhhhh god," Angelina moaned. "I don't understand. I could feel you fucking my pussy. I could feel your cock moving in and out and then I felt you coming inside my pussy, but you weren't. It was Lucia you were fucking. It doesn't make any sense."
"And now you know what I've been saying," I said breathlessly.
"There is something very wrong here. I need to call Rose," she said, pushing herself up from the stairs, walking down and past me. "I know my phone is here somewhere," she panted as she walked around the living room, her juices leaking down her legs as she searched for her phone. She found it and sat down to call. I couldn't hear the conversation, but it wasn't long before she had decided we were heading to the university where her wife worked.
In a few short minutes we were all dressed again and in our car, headed to campus. Angelina angrily demanded that her daughter go to her room until they could talk later. Other than to give directions, she sat silently in the passenger seat, Lydia in the back with a smirk on her face for most of the trip.
I couldn't help but notice the large number of young women that were staring at me as we walked across campus, with no small number of guys ogling Lydia. Whatever this was, I was clearly radiating something out that the young women felt, some kind of animal attraction. I could feel the attraction growing inside me as we walked. A few times, the young ladies would stop and make eye contact with me, which in turn brought me to a stop with thoughts of getting them naked. One young Asian co-ed actually began to follow us, undoing her top as she walked behind us. Fortunately, we were close to our destination. Unfortunately, as soon as we were inside the building, the now topless young co-ed was trying to wrap her arms around me and get me undressed.
"Come on, don't!" Lydia said, pulling the young woman away from me with a frown. "Really, honey?" she asked me. "You really can't keep your mind off sex for just a few minutes."
"Can't seem to help it," I answered. I looked to Angelina. "It seems that if I think about sex, that women can't help but want to have it."
"Is that what you're doing? Thinking about having sex with me again?" Angelina asked.
"I'm trying very hard not to."
"Maybe that explains why I want to get undressed and get fucked right here in the hallway."
"So why don't you?" my wife asked as she followed along behind the two of us, the half naked young woman keeping pace with her.
"Trust me. I'm closer to doing it than I want to be. But we're here," she said as she stopped in front of a door. She opened it and held it for me to enter. There was a middle-aged woman sitting behind a desk that, between her features and her skin color, practically screamed Italian. My mind jumped to thoughts of Elektra, the Greek goddess of revenge. I was drawn to this not because she made me think of revenge, but because she bore a striking resemblance to the slender, dark-haired beauty that had played the eponymous mother to two of Zeus's sons in some movie I'd watched. Within moments of seeing her, even before Angelina introduced her as her wife, Rose, I was thinking about her undressing and lying on her desk while I fucked her. The mental and physical image of the woman had my dick growing in my shorts.
She looked up from her desk and to me with a frown. She stood slowly, her frown fading from her face. She stepped slowly around her desk toward me, walking up to me and pressing her modestly large tits against my chest while she placed her palm on my growing bulge. "I can see why you let him," she whispered softly. "I wonder if I should let him take me as well? Would you? Do you want to? I can almost see the desire in your eyes mirroring the desire I feel between my legs."
Angelina pulled Rose back from me. "Honey, you need to concentrate here. If you let go to this he's gonna be fucking you on your desk!"
"That might not be such a bad thing," Rose answered with a naughty little grin. "I mean, he already did you, so why not let me share?"
Angelina took a deep breath. "Honey, if we don't back off, both of us are gonna be getting naked in a few moments."
"And that's a bad thing?" Rose answered as she moved back toward me. "Now, you wanna take 'em off, or you want me to?"
"Take 'em off?" I asked slightly confused.
"Sure, you sexy man. My clothes, what else? I bet you love watching, don't you? Well, here goes!" She backed up and started pulling her blouse off. "You gonna join me?" she asked Angelina.
Angelina stood still for several moments, rolling her eyes, before she threw her hands up and began taking the dress she'd slipped on back off. She was naked long before her wife, since all she had on was shoes and the dress. She helped pull Rose's knee length skirt off, and then knelt in front of her and pulled her panties down. I undid my shorts and let them slide down while I watched Angelina push her face between Rose's thighs, one of Rose's hands pulling Angelina's head in tighter while the other reached out toward me.
I took her offered hand and let her pull me into an embrace. She kissed me, softly at first, holding me to herself with one hand while her lips sucked and teased mine sensually. I could feel the warmth of her desire growing within me, my already-hard dick getting even harder. She let her hand slide down my arm and then between us to grasp my hard-on. Her kisses grew more forceful as Angelina pushed excitement higher. She pulled her face away from mine to break the kiss, and then drew me closer, pressing her cheek to mine. "Fuck me," she whispered softly in my ear before stepping back. She pulled me by the dick as she backed toward the desk. She sat on the edge and then leaned back, lifted and spread her legs. I stepped between her legs and rubbed my engorged head up and down her slit before easing it into her. "Ohhhhhhhhhmyfuckinggodyes!" she gasped as I drove myself slowly into her depths. I pushed into her sopping wet pussy until our pubic hairs mingled together. She closed her eyes and moaned as I started stroking in and out of her, slowly at first, but moving faster with each stroke.
"OH FUCK YES!" I heard Lydia cry from behind me. I twisted around as far as I could and saw her lying naked on the floor with an equally naked Angelina on her hands and knees over her, her face stuffed between Lydia's thighs, her tongue madly licking Lydia's slit. I looked back down at the woman in front of me, my body still automatically stroking in and out of her. It was funny, though. I could feel my dick in her, and feel to some extent her orgasm building, but even stronger was the feeling of my wife's growing orgasm. It felt familiar. It felt like part of me. I heard her moans and gasps as Angelina licked her clit. I couldn't see it, but I could feel it every bit as much as I could feel that sensitive spot under my head stroking along Rose's vaginal walls.



"GOD, I'm COMING!" Lydia cried out from the floor only a few moments later. I could feel her climax build and grow. I felt her pleasure grow, making me suddenly want to come with her. I reached down to Rose's pussy and pressed my thumb on her clit to hurry her orgasm along.
"FUCK YES!" Rose cried as my stroking thumb pushed her over the top. I felt her orgasm flow through me, pushing me to that perfect spot as well. In moments, my body jerked and I felt my cum surging into Rose, making her climax soar a little higher, a little stronger. I let it all flow into her, not caring if I should or shouldn't, not bothering to even ask if it was okay, knowing that even if I asked, the answer was yes.
I stood there panting, my dick softening inside Rose as she too began to ease from her climax. I knew what she was going through. I'd done it dozens of times in the last few days. I'd felt that feeling of waking up from drunkenness. I'd felt the fuzzy brain and moments of confusion about where you were or how you got here. I was getting over it much more quickly now, or was it that I expected it and was more prepared for it? Rose clearly wasn't. She shook her head and wiped her face and then looked down at me standing between her legs. Her expression became suddenly frightened, almost panicked as her hands reached toward me to push me away. She touched my stomach with her fingers and stopped. She stared at me with a slightly confused look instead of one of panic.
"I didn't imagine that, did I? We, you and I, we just had sex, didn't we?" she asked in a quiet, quavering voice.
"We did."
She continued to touch me, not pulling her hands away or pushing me away, my still partly hard dick twitching inside her. "Did I invite you to? I think I did, didn't I? I asked you to do it."
"You did."
She pulled her hands back and lifted herself to her elbows, lowering her legs to hang off the edge of the desk on either side of me. She looked to where her spouse was still kneeling over my wife, moaning softly as my wife returned the favor and pushed her toward climax. Rose lay there, watching her spouse being licked by my wife, her orgasm inching toward climax. Rose's breathing deepened, and I could see her face flush pink as Angelina inched closer to her climax. "Oh fuck. What's happening?," Rose gasped as Angelina climaxed, her body shaking and shuddering. I could feel Rose's body respond with its own small climax, squeezing around my dick, her body shuddering slightly. "Jesus. What just happened!?" she panted as her body gave another little shiver.
"Felt that did you?"
"I did. How could I feel that? How can that happen. She's over there. I don't get it."
"Now you see what we've been dealing with. Clearly you didn't intend on having sex with me, but you did. You wanted it. My only explanation is that you two are so closely tied together, sexually, that when she came you felt it. Lydia and I have been feeling the same thing."
She sat up more and pushed me back with one hand, pushing my dick from her pussy, which leaked my cum. She reached down and felt her pussy and looked at the cum on her fingers. "I should be hugely pissed off, but I'm not. Why am I not upset?" she asked, looking back to my face after looking at her cum covered fingers. "I'm not upset in the least, even though I don't ever do it with guys. I hate the thought of getting fucked... except by you. You could fuck me again and... hell, I sorta wish you would. I wish you'd get hard again and just push it back in and make me come again. WHAT the HELL am I saying!?" She slipped off the desk and shook her head and looked up at me. "What did you do to me?"
"Me? Nothing. I'm just along for the ride."
"Shit shit shit!" She gasped as she looked at the door of her room and saw a number of people staring in at us, all four of us naked, well, except for my t-shirt. She started scrambling around to get her clothes and get dressed again. Angelina pushed up off my wife and stood up, reaching down to help Lydia stand up. Instead of being worried about dressing, she pulled her into another embrace and stood there, kissing her, letting their hands stroke all over each other's bodies.
"Angelina! Put some clothes on!" Rose snapped.
Angelina pulled from my wife and stepped back. She looked at her own wife and shrugged. "If you insist. But I kinda like being naked."
Rose walked over to her and looked into her eyes. "Honey, have you been taking drugs or something?"
"Not at all," Angelina answered, wrapping her arms around Rose's waist and pulling them together again. "I'm just enjoying the moment."
"Honey, your eyes are dilated. You're talking nonsense. If I didn't know better I'd say you were high."
"I am high... high on sex, high on feeling good. Come on, take those silly clothes back off and let's fuck some more."
Rose raised her eyebrows at me. "Did you give her something? Be honest with me."
"Not a thing. You remember that incident a while ago where a whole restaurant full of people had a huge sexual orgy?"
"Yeah. The health department wanted to know how what kind of thing could cause it. They initially thought drugs, but couldn't find anything, so they were looking at some kind of mass hypnotism. I told them it wasn't possible."
"Well, we were there. Not only were we there, from what I could tell, we were the epicenter. The server that had sex with us, she was just like that. She looked like she was high. My neighbor was the same way. She almost acted like she was high."
"So what Angelina told me was true? You really do think there's some kind of supernatural thing going on?"
"Ask yourself something. When you were climaxing, how did it feel?"
"Well, it was good of course."
"No, more specifically. Did it feel different? Was there anything unusual about it?"
"Well, it was harder. I mean, but I haven't had a dick in me in a long time, so... wait... you're saying that it wasn't that? It was this... supernatural thing?"
"If I undressed you right now and tried to have sex with you, what would you say?"
"I'd want you to. Actually, I do sorta want you to, again, right now."
"If any other guy had suggested that this morning, what would you have said?"
"I'd have slapped his ass silly! OHHHHH. I see what you're getting at."
"Come on, baby. Let's fuck," Angelina whispered to Rose, trying to undo the skirt Rose had put back on.
"Honey, what's gotten into you?" she asked Angelina.
"Easy," Lydia answered from where she was leaning against the wall, still naked. "It feels so good. We need more fucking in this world and less arguing."
"Is she always like that?" Rose asked me, looking over at my wife.
"Only in the last few months. Ever since she started messing around with this ring." I held my hand up to show her the ring on my finger. "She and her best friend. Both of them have been like this."
"Angelina thought that I might want to take a look at you. I think what she really meant was that she wanted me to check out your brain. Would you mind?"
"As long as you don't take it out, I guess I don't mind."
"We need to go down to my lab. Think we can get these two dressed?"
"Sure. Just promise them sex when we get there."
It took almost ten minutes to get them dressed and headed to the lab without Rose getting undressed herself again. A significant number of young co-eds followed along, most of whom had been looking in her office door when we were having sex. I wondered what kind of trouble we were going to be in when word of this all got to the administration. Once in her lab, Rose had me undress and sit in a recliner. She put some kind of weird helmet on my head that had what seemed like hundreds of wires running from it to a big box. She turned on the computer and started looking at the results, shaking her head as if mystified.
"I'm seeing a lot of brain activity in the temporal lobe and the nucleus accumbens. They're both running off the charts. What are you thinking about?"
"I'm watching Angelina making out with that young lady behind you."
Rose turned around and looked at her partner. "Damn Angelina!"
"What? I wanna fuck some more."
"Fine. Go fuck Jack."
"Really? Oh fuck yeah," she said excitedly, pulling the little co-ed she had been making out with along toward me. She climbed onto my lap facing away from me, guided my rock hard cock to her pussy. She sat fully down on me and moaned in pleasure. She started to bounce her ass, sliding me up and down as the co-ed stepped in and pushed her perky little tits in her face.
I sat there, feeling not only my own excitement build, but that of the co-ed and Angelina. I closed my eyes and felt my cock teasing her vaginal walls, each little ripple stroking my engorged head, and at the same time feeling little tingles of delight racing through her body each time she drove herself down to bang the end of her vagina on my head. I started to feel the tingle in my chest as she sucked on my nipples... No, that wasn't right. She was sucking on the co-ed's nipples.
Oh god yes. I could feel her nipples being sucked. I could feel her fingers in her pussy, stroking her lips and then her clit. I could feel the co-ed's own excitement growing in time with Angelina's. The longer she rode my cock, the more stimulated I felt, but in an odd way. I wasn't ready to climax, but I could feel not only those two, but more women as well. I could feel at least half a dozen, and maybe more, young women stroking themselves, pleasuring themselves.
I could feel the breeze blowing across my nipples, no, not mine, but those of another woman standing outside. I could feel the sunlight on my skin and the breeze blowing across my nipples as the grass tickled my back and butt. I could feel my fingers in my pussy and then something else. I could feel something larger and harder. I was startled for a moment, and then felt...pleasure, happiness. I felt the hard cock slide into me, a body resting partly on me. I felt his mouth on my nipples sucking them as he thrust in and out of me.
I had a sudden mental image of a reflection of a young redhead standing on an upper floor in front of a window. She/I had taken all her/my clothes off and was pressed against a floor-to-ceiling window, the tinting acting like a mirror to show her herself. Her tits were pressed hard against the warm glass, her hips pushed back as a dick pushed into her pussy. I could feel her moan in pleasure as the dick started sliding in and out of her. Each stroke he made into her pushed her against the glass, making her rock-hard nipples move on the warm glass. She looked down onto the courtyard in front of the building, watching at least a dozen couples and groups disrobing and having sex. She could see the twenty-something year old girls stripping everything off and inviting the guys close by to join them. Before the cock sliding in and out of her made her climax, no less than ten guys were busy fucking in the grass below.
I felt her close her eyes as her climax overtook her, the tingles and warmth spreading through her body moments before it tensed, squeezing the cock that was trusting into her. She pushed back and moaned loudly as she encouraged the dick to come for her. She pushed back in time with his strokes, her body shuddering and trembling as she climaxed, her pussy gushing juices as the dick swelled just a little fatter inside her. She gasped and jerked in time with the cock surging its first shot of cum deep into her. Juices gushed down her legs, some of it splattering on the window as her climax was pushed to an even higher level.
I heard Angelina gasp as her own climax overtook her, her body shuddering on my cock as she came. I lost the thought of the redhead as I felt Angelina climaxing, but I wasn't ready to come yet. I wanted more. I wanted to feel the co-ed on my dick.
"Let her fuck me now," I panted.
Angelina pulled off my dick without a word and helped the young woman climb onto the chair facing me. She reached between the young woman's legs and guided my cock to her pussy. The little co-ed moaned loudly as she pushed her tight little pussy down my lubricated cock.
"Oh god, yes. Fuck me," she gasped as my cock slid into her. She bounced on it, working me quickly in and out of her tight little vagina. I could feel her orgasm growing. I cupped her tits, teasing her hard nipples with my thumbs, teasing her orgasm even higher, her peak only moments away. I knew she was going to come any moment. I was ready for it. Then it happened. I wanted to feel it. I wanted to enjoy her orgasm with her. I felt her body jerk and shudder as her climax overtook her. But she still stroked on me, sliding up and down, bouncing herself wildly, trying to push me over the edge.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!?" shouted an older woman that had entered the room.
"WHAT!?" Rose cried in surprise. "Dean Reanolds!"
"Doctor Evans! What is going on in here!?" the woman asked angrily.
"Just looking at his brain! My god! Look at this!"
"I don't care what you're doing. I want it stopped! I got a report of you having sex in your office, and then on the way over here, I saw people all over campus having sex. Students out in the quad, in the buildings. There seems to be sex going on all over campus. What is going on? Is this something you're doing?"
"NO! Not at all. But come here! Look at this!" Rose said excitedly. "I haven't ever seen this kind of activity in a brain, ever! It's completely off the scale!"
The dean walked over and looked at the screen. "I don't understand. What am I looking at?"
"You're looking at his brain waves. Look at these traces. See this? Now, look at this one."
"They're nothing alike," the dean said with a frown.
"But they are. Look what happens when I overlay them. See here? This is him. This other stuff, it's other brain waves. Other people's. He's like a giant radio antenna. He's not only feeling his own orgasm, but he's feeling others' too. There have to be at least three of four different brain patterns here. I think he's feeling their orgasms too."
"But that isn't possible," the dean said.
"No, it's not, not by anything we know of. This shouldn't be possible, but there it is."
The dean stood up and looked at me while the young co-ed continued to bounce on me. I had the sudden mental image of the middle-aged woman undressing and riding my dick.
The woman stepped toward me, stopping halfway between myself and Rose. She stared at me for long seconds before she started taking off her blouse. She slowly unbuttoned the front, one button at a time, as if she weren't sure she wanted to, but at the same time felt like she needed to. The co-ed sat on my lap, her orgasm having run its course, panting as she stared, first at me, and then at the Dean. With a little grin she pulled off my dick and off the chair.
She stepped over to the dean and knelt in front of her, reached to the Dean's knee length black skirt, found the zipper and pulled it down. She slipped the Dean's skirt down her legs, exposing that she'd been wearing a pair of nude-colored stockings with an actual garter belt, and very sexy looking, tiny, lace thong.
"Ohhhh sexy," the co-ed cooed softly as she reached for the clips of the stockings. She unfastened them from the garter and then rolled them both down the dean's legs. The dean gingerly stepped out of her high heels, letting the co-ed take her skirt and the stockings the rest of the way off while she finished taking off her blouse. She stood there, with a delicate lace bra encasing her perky C-cup breasts, her hard nipples poking the front of each cup out, and her tiny lace thong. The young woman pulled the thong down slowly, exposing the dean's completely shaved pussy and mound. She helped the Dean step out of her panties and then reached up to rub her pussy, stroking the protruding inner labia until it was spread and sticking down, her lips glistening with her excitement.
The Dean stepped past her and crawled onto the chair facing me. "I know you had to enjoy that young little thing on you, but how do you feel about a real woman fucking you?" She looked down from my face to my dick. She reached down and lifted my hard-on to hold it up, pressing it against her mound and lips. She rocked her hips slowly, stroking her lips along my shaft, every few strokes lengthening how much she was taking between her soft lips. Soon she was stroking from the base of my cock and back again until my head disappeared between her lips.
"Ohhhhh yesssss," she cooed softly as she pressed my head up so it rubbed harder against her clit. "Do you want me to put it in? Do you want to feel your big, fat cock slide into me? Tell me what you want me to do to you. Tell Julie what you want her to do to you."
"I want you to put it in and I want you to ride me until you make me come deep in your pussy," I said deeply. "I want to feel you make yourself come on my dick and let me feel your climax."
"Ohhhh god yes." She groaned softly as she pressed my dick up with a little more force. I felt my head dip into the entrance to her vagina and then her push down onto me. My cock slowly slid into her hot, wet depths, feeling and hearing her moan in pleasure. She moved slowly at first, sliding her pussy up and down the length of my cock, stopping just before my head could slip from her. I reached up to her tits, still encased in her delicate lace bra. She seemed to know what I wanted, and stopping her strokes for a moment, reached behind her back and unclipped the bra. She slipped it off and tossed it away, giving me an appreciative smile as I replaced my hands on her now bare tits.
"Is this what you wanted?" she cooed softly, lifting and lowering herself on me, sliding me in and out of her hot pussy. "You want me to ride you until we both come?"
"Oh yeah." I groaned in pleasure as I squeezed her perky breasts. "Come for me. Ride me until you come and then keep going until you make me come."
"It's been a long time since a man asked me to do any of that," she moaned. "Much, much too long." She rode up and down my shaft in long, even strokes, sliding down until her ass pressed to my thighs and then lifting until just my head was left inside her. Each stroke was accompanied by a rocking of her hips, continually changing the sensations on my cock, and with it, the sensations inside her. I could feel her orgasm growing, her desire to climax flood into me. My mind seemed to absorb it like a sponge, flowing through my body.
I closed my eyes and let my mind flow where it wanted to. I seemed to be able to feel more than just Julie. The redhead was no longer pressed to the window, but that didn't mean she was done. I felt her mind touch mine again, this time as she lay on a hard table, someone fucking her pussy with abandon while a black pussy pushed onto her face. She moaned into the pussy she was licking: her eyes closed as she started to reach another climax. I felt her body stiffen and the tingle and warmth race from the dick in her pussy through her body. I could taste the juices of the black girl sitting on her face as she too began to climax, her copious juices flowing down the redhead's face and neck. She moaned loudly as she climaxed, her whole body feeling like it was touched by electricity as the guy fucking her stroked his thumb across her clit just as she started to climax.
"Oh god, yes!" I heard Julie gasp in surprise. "OH SHIT!" she cried as she started to climax in time with the redhead. The two came at the same time, though I had no idea even where the redhead was, or why I seemed to be able to feel and see her. But I did know exactly how she was feeling as well as how Julie was feeling at that moment. I felt her body shudder and squeeze as she climaxed, the sensations of the two females climaxing taking me with them. My body jerked and I felt surge after surge flow into Julie.



I sat there panting, the Dean sitting on my lap, panting heavily as she looked, first at me, and then around the room, clearly having trouble gathering her thoughts and coming to grips with where she was and what she was doing. I felt a little sorry for her as she looked down at herself and realized she was sitting on me, naked, and then realized that she could feel my still twitching cock in her pussy.
"Shit!" she swore quietly. "What the hell just happened!?"
"The same thing that happened to Rose and to Angelina and that co-ed and so many other women in the last week. You were affected by something, or someone, and you wanted to have sex. Since I was here, it was me you had it with."
"Affected? How? In what way?"
"That's what we were here to try and find out," I answered.
"I'm more confused by the moment." Rose said from where she stood, staring at the computer. "His brain waves, those weird overlaying waves? They kept changing, jumping from one to another, but now, they're all gone. All that's left is his normal waves."
"How is that possible?" the dean asked, continued sitting in my lap.
"I don't know, but come look for yourself."
She looked down at me and then grimaced. "For some reason, I really don't want to get off."
"You wouldn't be the first woman to say that" Lydia said quietly as she walked over to us, naked again.
"And you are?" the dean asked in a commanding and exasperated sounding tone.
"His wife!" Lydia answered. "That's my husband you're sitting on."
"Oh. Well... um... I'm sorry." The dean sheepishly climbed off my lap and the chair. "Goodness," she said, looking down at herself. "I think I should find my clothes."
"I think we all should," Angelina said, already having slipped her shoes and dress back on.
Rose took the funny helmet off of me and set it aside. "I really wish I knew what to say. I've never seen anything like that ever. It was as if you were experiencing the brain waves of several other people at the same time. It looked to me like three of four at least, but it kept changing. I'd isolate one and then it would just disappear. There were...dozens, maybe more, all overlaid on top of yours as if you were a giant brain wave receiving antenna. It's not possible of course, no brain can do that, but still, I've never seen anything like it. It's going to take me a while to sort that data out."
"Well, if you ever do figure it out, let me know. More importantly, tell me how to make it stop."
"I don't even know that what I was seeing is possible, let alone know how to stop it," she said shaking her head.
"Great!" I said. Lydia helped me dress and then got herself dressed. Angelina stayed with Rose and we walked out of the lab to head to the car. Along the way we saw all kinds of naked college students, sitting on benches, lying in the grass, who knows where else, all cuddling and enjoying the pleasant afterglow of their orgasms. I wish I knew what was happening and how to stop it, but I was more convinced than before that I was really under the control of some supernatural being.
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Birthday present 6
I lay on the beach letting the sun and wind caress my body, my wife lying by my side, pressed to me, both of us completely naked. Her soft breast pressed to my chest and her head rested on my shoulder as we lay comfortably in the sand, the waves starting to lap at my feet as the tide slowly came in. There was plenty of time before we had to move and didn't want to disturb my wife any sooner than I had to.
I saw a disturbance in the waves and a form lifted out of the water. She was every bit as beautiful as any woman I had ever seen. She had long, flowing blonde hair that extended down well past her butt. She wore an ankle length, long-sleeved white gown that seemed to shimmer in and out of existence. It framed her body but didn't hide it. She had a neatly trimmed triangle of blonde curls on her mound and her perfectly tanned body showed not a sign of a tan line, including on her easily D-cup breasts. Her areola were puckered and practically begged to be touched as they framed her two large, fat nipples. Her blond hair blew in the wind with the shimmering gown as she slowly walked toward us on the surface of the waves.
The gentle surf seemed to break over her feet, but yet, not get the delicate shimmering gown wet at all. She walked slowly to me, letting me see her incredibly sexy body, and her pussy, which had almost no inner lip at all protruding from between her tanned lips.
"Hello, Jack," she said as she reached the sandy shore at my feet.
"Do I know you?" I asked curiously.
"Yes... and no. You've been with me for days now, you just haven't known it."
"Who are you?"
"I have been known by many names, but the one you seem to like the best is Aphrodite."
"You're Aphrodite?"
"Are you disappointed, or would you prefer to see me in another form? Perhaps this?" She instantly changed to Elvira. Her long, black hair, huge tits barely staying in the black leather dress, split just below the waist, her pussy and black mat of curls clearly visible through the slit. "Or maybe this?" She morphed again, this time into the completely nude form of the twenty year old redhead that I had seen the day before. This time I could see her perfectly flawless, creamy white skin and the army of tiny red freckles that extended down her body all the way to her hairless pussy. "You seemed to really enjoy this one yesterday."
"That was you?"
"Me? Oh no, but I couldn't help enjoying her body along with you. It's been a long time since I was able to feel an actual body, enjoy the touch of a man, or woman, touching and stroking me to climax. I'd nearly forgotten how it felt to feel a hard shaft sliding in and out of my pussy."
"I don't understand."
"Your wife woke me from my slumber. I was able to slowly gain some strength through her, tasting the fruits of her sexual desires. You really are a good fuck, in her words. Each orgasm she was able to coax you to give her, fed me a little more. When she gave you the ring, that really started things. I could channel her orgasm through you with the ring. But more than that. You Jack, you're special. I couldn't have gotten luckier than being given to you. There haven't been many, even back in the days past that could channel like you can. Some of my priests could, but not many, not like you can. I can feel their orgasm, their energy. I can taste it every bit as much as you taste real food. You fed me, Jack. I coaxed you and you fed me as I awoke. It would have taken me months to gain what I got yesterday. You did something I've never felt. I could touch so many at once. I felt the flow of hundreds of orgasms in such a small time. Whatever you did, it was like, how did she say it, like you were an antenna? I could feel parts of you flowing out through some box and then the building. Much has changed since the last time I walked among humans. Many years have passed and the new buildings and things you call cars, these are strange to me, but what you feel when you... fuck... as that one calls it, that is not strange to me at all."
"You can feel what I feel?"
"I can. I can also help you feel what your partner feels, that way I can feel it as well. What you feel, I feel. What I feel, feeds me. I have been asleep for a very long time. The world has changed much since the last time I was awake. From your year numbering, I have been asleep for almost eight-hundred years. I was awoken once before, but I never was fed enough to become what I am now, what you see before you."
"So you're really here?"
"Of course not, Jack. I am in your mind. It will take much feeding for me to be able to pass into your reality again. It has been many eons since I could do that. But with your help, I may. What I require is many more orgasms. In days long past I had many temples, with many priests and acolytes to help feed me. I could feed on several hundred orgasms in one day. But with only one priest, it would be a long time before I can be in your physical realm again."
"So why not make more priests? Why rely on just me?"
"It is the ring, Jack. I do not have a physical form. I can not make more rings, nor can I enchant them. You could, but I sense you would not, even if I asked."
"How do you know that?"
She laughed and transformed into a completely nude black woman, maybe thirty at most. She had long black braids and chocolate-colored skin. Her pussy lips were midnight black, as were her large round areola and protruding nipples. She stepped closer and slipped one foot between Lydia and my body, the other on my other side. She squatted down, aimed my hard dick at her pussy, and lowered further, sliding herself down my shaft. I groaned in pleasure as her body engulfed me. "Do you like feeling this, Jack?" she asked as she started to lift and lower herself. "Do you like fucking my hot, wet pussy?"
"Damn," I groaned.
"Come for me, Jack. Let me feel you come deep in my pussy."
"Sure." I groaned as she moved faster, stroking my cock wildly. Her huge black tits bouncing wildly on her chest as she pounded herself down onto me over and over.
"Come for me, Jack. Come hard for me. Let me feel your cum flowing into me. Ohhhhh fuck Jack. Come for me."
"Oh damn!" I gasped as my body jerked and I felt my cum doing just that, flowing into her, in surge after surge. I lay there panting as my body slowly recovered.
"Tell me, Jack. Did you enjoy that?"
"I did," I panted.
She stood up, pulling off my dick. She morphed into a large black man, standing over me with a hard-on. He reached for his big black cock and started to stroke it. "How about this, Jack? Would you take a load from me like I took one from you? You wouldn't, would you." She morphed back into the original blonde woman again, only this time without the gown. "No, you wouldn't. You see, I can make you want more of what you already desire, but I can't make you want something you don't really like."
"So, Angelina, and Rose. They were lesbians, but you made them want my dick."
"No, Jack, I didn't. I made them want something they already desired, only more. They both still wish they could love a dick and the man attached to it. Rose, even more than Angelina. All I did was enhance their desire for what was in front of them. You, however, have no desire to have any form of sex with another man, so I can not force you to."
"I don't understand what that has to do with making rings."
She smiled and squatted down over me again. She rested both hands on my chest and lowered her face to mine. She gently kissed me, seductively, making my want for her grow. She broke the kiss and hovered her face over mine and whispered. "It takes gold, it takes the touch of love, it takes the essence of a woman given freely, and it takes the substance of a man, also given freely. Aside from the gold, the other three must be freely given to the chief priest. He must mold all three into the form of the ring before the enchantment can be made to bring it alive. The touch of love and the essence of a woman are easy for you. But the substance of man, that would be beyond what you are willing to collect. And no, it can not be your own. It must be given to you by another man. It has to be done in a ritual where all three are collected together, at one time. Someday, you may find someone to give the ring to that might do that, but that person is not you."
"But I tried to get the ring off, and it wouldn't let me."
"It won't. There are only two ways that you can remove the ring. One is to die. A chief priest is usually for life. The other, which is rarely done, is to use an enchantment. But for it to work, it must be done by a man, and the ring must be immediately put on by that man. So if you want to get rid of it, you have to find someone willing to take it over."
"You mean saddle this on someone else?"
"If you think of it that way. But then, as I said, you are special. I can feel through you like few others, so any man taking over, as you think of it, would not necessarily be as malleable as you are."
"But this is making my life hell. Every woman that gets close to me wants me. I can't work or go shopping or anything."
She smiled and leaned down to kiss my lips again. "That is because of you, not me. It is why you are such a wonderful channel. It is how your mind works and your brain is formed. Only a few in the past have been able to link to me the way you have. That link, that connection, it feeds me, but it also flows my energy to you. That is what is causing you to be so attractive. Your body sends the signals, like a flower invites a bee. But, you have given me much already by waking me. If you can promise that you will find a way to give me some of what you gave me yesterday, I will refrain from making every woman that gets close to you want you. I'll only make those you desire want you. Of course, if you do that when they're not alone, I can't be responsible for any woman that might be within range of your touch. If you are thinking of sex with a woman, she, and any woman in close proximity will want you. You must give me enough energy to keep me growing again. I need orgasms, hundreds of orgasms to break through to your realm again. If you sequester yourself, I won't ever get enough. So, I will make the deal with you. I'll only make those you choose to desire want you, but in return you must give me many more, like yesterday, either by using those devices you had yesterday, or by desiring someone where there are many couples to also draw together. You see, if you couple with one within a group, I can not only feed on the whole group, but use each of them to reach others for several hours after."
"So if I don't think about having sex with them, you won't make them desire me?"
"I will slow my energy flowing to you and only release it when you want it, that is my word... if you keep your end of the bargain then only those you wish will be attracted. If not... If you start refusing to couple, then I will attract every women you walk past to want to fuck you, and fuck them you will."
"I'll do my best."
"Good," she whispered. She leaned down and kissed me again before she pushed up and dreamily floated away.
"Wait. I have a question."
She paused and turned to me.
"If you're not really Aphrodite, who are you?"
"I told you. I have had many names. Does it really matter which name you call me? Aphrodite works as well as any other."
"Then what do you really look like?"
She smiled. "When you look at a beautiful woman, I look like her. I do not have an appearance of my own, but take the form your mind gives to me. I am every beautiful woman you have ever seen. All you need to do is think of her to me and that is how I appear to you."
I felt my wife roll over away from me, her breast no longer resting on me and her head off my shoulder. I felt her shaking me and I opened my eyes to find myself in my own bedroom instead of on the beach. "Time to get up, lover," she said sleepily.
"Uh huh," I grunted, trying to let what I'd just dreamed stick in my mind. I had no idea if it was real or if it was fantasy. I sighed and rolled out of bed and headed to the shower. Not that I needed another, not after the long hot shower I'd taken the day before after what happened at the university. I still wasn't completely sure how or what had happened, other than having sex with the dean and that little coed. If I closed my eyes, I could vividly see my reflection as the redheaded girl getting banged against a window. It felt so real, even now.
"Honey! You need to see this!" Lydia, called to me while I was in the shower.
I turned off the water, wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped into the bedroom, where she pointing to the TV.
"This is the second mass orgy in less than two weeks. The dean of the university, Dean Richards, is personally investigating the incident in conjunction with Doctor Evans, a renowned neurologist, and Doctor Suzanne Willis, a renowned public health investigator. Our reporter Malissa Crow visited with Doctor Evans. Malissa?"
"Good morning, David. I've been chatting with Doctor Evans, who is investigating both this and the restaurant event. Doctor, do you have any leads on what is happening here?"
"Well, first off, the public doesn't need to panic. We have already been able to eliminate any direct contact evidence between the two events. We have eliminated drugs, topical, ingested and airborne. This event, unlike the restaurant event covered a wide enough area at the same time to be able to eliminate all known forms of drug-induced psychosis. Every single person interviewed from both events report that they felt like they were not in control of themselves, that something was pushing them to engage in a sexual act with whoever happened to be close. This affected the faculty, staff and students here equally. Counselors are already on site to help the affected members and their families. This will undoubtedly impact those who are in committed relationships. What the significant others of the impacted members need to remember, is that what they did, they had no control over. It is much like being on a plane. The pilot might land or might crash and there isn't a thing you can do about it. In this case, the pilot appears to have been some kind of unknown mental inducement beyond control of the affected persons. They were no more able to stop what they were doing than they could control if the plane lands or not."
"That is a very interesting assessment. How do you come to that conclusion?"
"Partly from experience, and partly from the interviews. Every one of the students and staff that were interviewed reported that they felt like they were watching some one else doing it, even though it was their own body. After they were done, they reported feeling like they were drugged or drunk, and some we looked at exhibited all the symptoms of being high. Whatever this was, the victims were unable to control their actions."
"You say from experience. Does that mean you were affected as well?"
"I was, Julia. I found myself disrobed and having sex with a man in my office without any ability to stop my actions. I don't want to say he forced himself on me, because he didn't. I remember starting to undress myself and inviting him to help and have sex with me."
"I find that hard to believe. You had no control at all?"
"Not until after he had brought me to climax. Even then, for some time after, it was a struggle to not invite him to do it again."
"There you have it, David. They were unable to control their actions much like the patrons of the restaurant."
"So Malissa, is she giving the people involved a free pass? How is that going to go over with their husbands and wives?"
"David, she stressed that anyone having an issue needs to come in and talk with a counselor. There will certainly be some spouses that won't accept that they had no control, but the Doctor assures me that they can help these spouses better understand the situation that they were in."
"And there isn't any risk to the public?"
"That is correct. Neither of these events contained any form of violence, and it was stressed that none of the people involved felt anything negative at all, other than some guilt after the fact. She stresses that, while there is a chance this could happen elsewhere in our town, there isn't any way to predict if or when or where it could happen. Both events were completely spontaneous and unpredictable. "
"Alright, Thank you Malissa."
I said to Lydia, knowing full well that we were the source of the issue, "I don't believe it. They're covering for us." And if the dream I had was to be believed, Lydia had woken up some dormant inter-dimensional being.
Lydia said, "No, they're covering for themselves. Can you imagine the outrage if it came out that this was the result of an experiment the Doctor was doing? Everything the University does would be under a magnifying glass. There would be calls for criminal charges."
"Probably true," I agreed. "I need to tell you something."
"What can you possibly tell me that would surprise me at this point?"
"I think you'd better sit down," I said, then waited for her to settle on the end of the bed and related what I had been told in my dream, if it actually was a dream.
"So, this person, besides morphing into different people, basically told you that you're the chief priest and that you're the conduit for sexual energy that she feeds on?"
"Not only me, but you, as an acolyte."
"Yeah, and I'm supposed to believe all this?"
"When was the last time you had a dream that you could remember every single detail of?"
"I don't know. It's been a long time I guess."
"Yeah, dreams usually fade, right? This one isn't. I can still see her as clearly as if she were standing right in front of me. I can still feel the waves on my feet and the warmth of the sand and the feel of you lying against me. All of that is as real as if it were happening right now. Does that sound like a dream?"
"Well, no, not exactly."
"It doesn't to me either," I said. "She said it was all tied to the ring. You saw what happened when they tried to cut it off. It just grew back together. I can't get it off, no matter how hard I try. The more I pull, the tighter it gets. She said the only way it comes off is if I die or with some kind of spell to transfer it to another guy. But where the hell would I ever find a guy that wanted this?"
"I can think of a few," Lydia said with a smirk. When I didn't smile back she shook her head. "Sorry, lover. Bad joke. So, we just live with this?"
"She said that if I promised to feed her, like we did yesterday, that she wouldn't push every woman I see to do it, just the ones that I think about sex with."
"Right. That's almost every woman you see." She frowned. "And you're just supposed to do, what?"
"The way I figure it, the computer was picking up my brain waves and she was using it to flow out into either the network or the power wiring. That's the only explanation I have for how far it spread. There were people in the building, outside the building, even in other buildings doing it like rabbits. No telling how far it could spread if she gets even more powerful."
"And you're willing to let her?"
"I don't have much choice. I got the feeling that she'd feed on my energy if I didn't funnel enough her way. She sounded soft and sweet, but if it's some inter-dimensional being that's been alive for centuries, why would she care one bit about my life?"
"She probably wouldn't. So what are you going to do?"
"I'm going to go to work and see what happens. If I can keep my mind tamped down, I shouldn't see anything like what happened last time."
"Good luck with that."
"Yeah, well you have the same problem. Try not to think about sex and see what happens."



"I'll try," she said with a shake of her head.
---o---
I walked into work and waved at my co-workers as I passed them, headed toward my office. I wondered how many of them had put together the pieces that I was the cause of what happened last time. It hadn't even been a full week yet since the office turned into a fuck fest, and now that I knew it was me that caused it, I couldn't help but feel like they were all looking to blame me. I knew it was silly, they couldn't possibly know, but my mind still felt that way.
I walked into my office with Jackie following close behind. She closed the door behind herself and leaned against it while I sat behind my desk. "Jack, can we talk?" she said in a hoarse whisper, her face reflecting her discomfort.
"Sure, what can I do for you?"
She walked tentatively toward my desk, clenching her hands nervously in front of her. "I wanted to talk about what happened the other day."
"It's alright..." I started to say before she interrupted me.
"No, it's not. I don't know what came over me. I was afraid you hadn't come back to work because of what I did. I didn't want you to think that I'd..."
I shook my head and stopped her. "Jackie. It's alright. You aren't the only one that had sex that day. It was sort of a widespread thing. Everyone was doing it."
"I know, but still. It's not who I am. I've never done anything like that before. I don't know what came over me, I really don't. Don't get me wrong. I enjoyed it very much, but I don't think it's something we should make a habit of, do you?"
As hard as I was trying not to, I couldn't stop thinking in that moment about how she looked naked, pressed against my office wall while we fucked. "It isn't your fault," I whispered, feeling that urge starting to grow in me. I couldn't help myself. I stood up and stepped around the desk toward her. "It wasn't anyone's fault," I whispered as my hands reached for the front of her dress. "You just looked so good, standing there, showing me your body. I couldn't help myself. I just needed to touch and feel you." I started undoing the buttons, one at a time, while she stood there, letting me, her breathing growing slightly deeper with each button I undid. "You didn't mind, did you?"
"Me? Uh, no," she whispered so softly I almost couldn't hear her. I slipped her dress over her shoulders, letting it slide down her body and arms. She had on a pair of pantyhose and small white panties and a flower print bra with smooth cups. My hands lifted to the cups of her bra, gently squeezed each one and the soft tit that it contained. "I didn't mind at all. I sorta enjoyed it."
"Would you like to enjoy it again?" I asked quietly, slipping my hands off her bra cups and moving my hands around her back. I unclipped the bra and slipped it off her shoulders and down her arms, letting it fall to the floor with the dress.
"I, um... god, I want you so bad." She suddenly groaned, trying to pull my belt open. Her shaking hands managed to get my belt and pants undone and pushed down my legs. She pulled my briefs down, squatting down in front of me as she did. She looked up at me with a smile as she grasped my mostly hard dick and then closed her lips around my head. She moaned softly as she began to suck and stroke me, working her mouth on and off my dick. She only sucked on me for a few minutes before she pulled her face off. She stood up and looked at me. "Please... fuck me like you did before. Make me come for you!" she said urgently as her hands moved to her hips. She pushed her pantyhose and panties down in one motion. She stepped back to the edge of my desk, her motions somewhat awkward with her panties and hose around her thighs. She bent and pushed them further before sitting on the edge of my desk. She lifted her feet off the floor and held them out to me expectantly, to pull the hose and panties off, which I did. Now completely naked, she spread her legs and let me step between them. "Fuck me Jack. Fuck my hot pussy. I've been imaging you plunging into me almost every day since the last time, wondering if I'd ever feel it again. Make me feel it again. Make me climax around your cock and then let me feel you fill me with your cum."
I rubbed my saliva-coated head up and down her lips, drawing some of her moisture out onto my head to lubricate her lips. I nestled my head into her opening and then slowly pushed into her.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck yes," she moaned softly as I started to stroke in and out of her in short little strokes. As my strokes spread her lubricants on my shaft and her lips, my strokes grew longer and deeper.
"God, you feel good." I grunted softly as I plunged a little faster into her.
"It feels so good for me too. God, Jack, I don't ever want you to stop!"
"Are you sure?" I asked as I felt the warmth blanket me and knew that Aphrodite had hooked into us and was now feeling Jackie's sexual desire grow. I drove deep into her, caressing her vaginal walls with my mushroom head. I could feel that warmth that blanketed me change slightly, an almost electric tingle flowing through my body moments before Jackie gasped and dug her heels into my butt.
"God, Jack. Fuck me harder! Make me come, baby. I need to come so bad!" I reached up and grasped her tits, squeezing them and using them for handles as I pumped harder into her, slapping our bodies together. "That's it Jack! Make me come for you! Ohhhh god yes! God, Jack! I'm gonna come! Ohhhhhh shit! I'm coooooomiiiiiiing!" she squealed as her pussy clenched tightly around me.
I continued to thrust into her, driving my cock hard into her until I felt the same thing. I knew I was about to come. I jammed my cock into her only a few more times before my body jerked hard and stuffed my hard shaft fully into her. I let go of her tits and grasped her ass, pulling her toward me. I pumped shot after shot of cum into her pussy, emptying myself into her depths, leaving me panting heavily, my dick twitching inside her as I stood between her legs.
"Oh god, Jack. We did it again, didn't we?" she asked softly after about half a minute. "I came in here to apologize to you, and instead I end up fucking you again. I just couldn't help myself... "
"Trust me. I understand. It's alright."
"What's Lydia gotta think of this? Do you even tell her that you were fucking me? Is she mad at me?"
"Believe it or not, she already knows. She can tell, I don't have to tell her. But no, she isn't mad at you."
"What are we going to do? I can't keep coming in here every day and having sex with you. First off my husband wouldn't even understand, and second, well, imagine how people are going to talk."
"It'll be alright. Trust me. We'll work it out alright." I said as I pulled out of her. I could feel that blanket of warm radiate pleasurable contentment in my mind. I looked around and found her panties, and slipped them onto her legs. I helped her climb off the desk and pull them up to stem the leakage from her sexy pussy. I pulled my own pants up and then stood and watched her dress. She frequently looked up and smiled at me as she dressed, giving me my last teasing little looks at her body. She finally buttoned her dress and stepped to me.
"Are you sure you're okay with this?"
"Trust me, it'll all be fine. We'll just keep this between ourselves."
She nodded slightly and then leaned in and kissed my lips. "I sure wish my husband knew how to make me come like you do."
"Maybe you just need a change of location," I said softly. "Instead of having sex in bed, take him outside and ask him to fuck you in the back yard."
"You think that would help?"
"I bet it would."
She nodded with a grin. "I think I will." She gave me another kiss and then let go of me, walking quickly to the office door and out of it.
"You know, you could help her make her husband fuck her better," I muttered to myself as I looked at the closed door and then headed back to my desk. "Hell, with all this going on, I'm having some pretty fantastic sex. Maybe I can help her have better sex with her husband?" I sat staring at the computer screen for a couple minutes before I went back to work, trying to push the idea out of my mind.
I had been typing for almost ten minutes before I realized I didn't even know what I was typing. I looked back at the page and read what I had typed.
The christening ceremony was held in the temple, where the chief priest would publicly have intercourse with the candidate and, at the moment of simultaneous completion, he would pronounce an incantation. "Take this piece of me and go forth for Aphrodite. Fill her void by filling yours. Take pleasure in your life and share your pleasure with her. Open yourself and let all who join with you, man or woman, share in your desire and fulfill your moments desire together. Share your light with others so they can pass their light to the goddess through you, and she will share her joy with you." After that, the new acolyte would be able to commune with Aphrodite directly, no longer requiring a priest to act as a conduit.
"What the hell?" I asked as I read it again. "What is that supposed to mean?" I stared at the page for several minutes trying to understand why I had written what I did, and then it dawned on me. "Of course. I've read that before. In that book! There had to be a way for a priest to make an acolyte, or every women he had sex with would become one. There had to be some special way it was done, some ceremony. This is it. An enchantment, she called it in my dream. Magic or whatever you want to call it, these are the words I read in that book." I thought about it for a few moments and then shook my head. "I don't want to turn my friends into sex fiends, every guy she eyes wanting to fuck her. There must be another way."
I shook my head at the thought of Jackie as an acolyte, turning on every guy that she looked at. My mind suddenly had an image of her at a grocery store, some guy pulling up her dress and sitting her on a pile of fresh vegetables so he could stuff his cock into her. It was an absurd thought to say the least. I shook my head to clear the idea and went back to work.
The risk factors I have outlined involved with the indicated business model would preclude coverage unless the following mitigating actions are taken. 1) Allow h er to consume your substance, and after doing so, tell her... take this gift and let it fill you with desire for the one you love, and let that desire become your essence of attraction to him. Let the goddess join with you with the goddess. Let her joining through you enhance your joy and your partner's joy.
"What the hell?" I asked, staring at what I had been typing. "That isn't what I wrote... is it?" I quickly highlighted the text and deleted it, but the words seemed burned into my mind all of a sudden.
---o---
It was lunch time and I'd had several visitors, including my boss, and managed to have meetings with them without it turning into a sexual encounter, though Gail kept stroking her nipples through her bra as she talked. She was glad to have me back at work, sure that I was more effective there than at home, as well as being within arm's reach, just in case I needed a little distraction. Before she left, she slipped her underwear off and dropped them into my lap with the comment that she missed what we had done, and if I found the need to find some relief, I could bring them by her office any time I wanted. I was glad she had closed the door when she walked in.
After eating the lunch I'd packed, I headed down to see Jackie. I closed her office door and walked to her desk. "Do you really wish your husband would fuck you more like how we did?" I asked abruptly.
She looked at me with a look of concern, which worried me. "I appreciate that you're worried about my relationship, but is this really appropriate at work?" she asked, acting as if she'd forgotten what we'd recently done in my office.
"I apologize. I just thought that after our discussion this morning... Well, you brought the subject up, not me. I'm sorry for assuming that you wanted to continue that discussion. I'll go," I said a little awkwardly as I turned to leave with the last few words.
"Wait! I brought it up?"
"You did."
"In your office?" she asked with a confused expression.
"Yeah. Just after I came in to work. You stopped by and we chatted for a few minutes," I answered a little hesitantly, wondering why she didn't recall coming to my office, let alone what we did.
"I just don't remember coming to your office, that's all. I'm sorry if I got you involved in something personal."
"No problem." I shrugged as I opened the door. "Talk to you later."
"Yeah, sure," she said, as confused as I was at that moment.
I headed back to my office and dropped into my chair, completely unsure of what had just happened. I leaned back in my chair and shook my head. With a sigh, I went back to work on my computer, trying to put it out of my mind.
The number of municipally owned buildings has increased significantly since the last review of their insurance rating. Many of these buildings, is this not what you wished? You asked me to not make every woman lust after you unless you were thinking of sex with her. That is what I gave you. This is a remarkable method of communication. I have never experienced anything quite like this. It does not require me to come to you in your rest cycle and still allows for a dynamic interaction.
"What the hell?" I asked as I looked at the paragraph I just wrote. It couldn't be possible, could it? I felt compelled to reach for the keyboard and I let the thought in my mind translate to my keystrokes.
It is possible. I can see in your mind that you recognize it, but are refusing to believe it, just like our conversation during your rest cycle. Yes, dreams and visions were how I communicated with my priests in what you think of as the old days. Yes, I came to visit you this morning, and yes, I did make you climax as you now call the term. I do have that ability, just like I can join with the mind of those you are coupling with to enhance their experience. The more intense the completion of the cycle, the more it feeds me, so obviously I have that ability. I can tell you that the dark-skinned woman you were conversing with earlier wants very badly to couple with you again. I could feel her desire even though you weren't coupled. But that is not what you wanted to know. You wanted to know why the light-haired woman did not remember what you did in the second hour. It is because you asked it of me, and I granted it. They will only remember when they are in your presence and you are thinking of coupling with them.
"Holy shit!" I gasped as I stared at what I had just typed. I wanted to believe it was my mind playing games with me, but I couldn't deny the feeling that I really connected with some kind of supernatural being. The idea both intrigued me and terrified me. After a few moments, I felt compelled to type again. I let my fingers type the thoughts that were forming in my mind, not as complete thoughts, but more like cloudy spaces in my mind. It felt sort of how a random thought coalesced in my brain. How the words I needed to type formed in my mind when I was working, only this time I wasn't driving the thought any particular place.
No, I can not force you to do things. I can only coax you to do things you already want to do. It would never be in my best interest to harm you, or I would lose my connection to your reality. Yes, I am hearing your thoughts. As you type this, I can sense your questions. If you think what you want to know, I will try to answer...There are not words in your mind to properly describe my being and reality. The best I can describe is that I reside in the space between spaces. I have no physical form as you know it, so I don't look like anything. Yes, there are other beings like me, but unfortunately very few any longer. Once, my space was filled with others of my kind. We were connected to beings of your physical realm many eons ago. There was what you call a calamity on that world and all were lost, and with it, the connection we use to exist. We fed on the energy you call emotions. Each of us were joined to a single being, and once those beings were lost, so was our form of transference. I refused to just pass into non-existence, and reached out over what you call time and space and found your planet. I made a connection with one male of your species, and was able to bring a few more of my kind to link with those of your species. Your kind gave us the label of gods, not being able to understand the symbiosis. Over time, your people began to reject the gods, as you called them, and again, we lost our connections. I am one of the last. I had learned that I could form a bond to many, through the use of what you would call an antenna. Yes, the ring. It is my connection to your physical world. I managed to get many such antennae propagated through your realm, but as with the other gods, those antennae also were cast aside. Your partner found the one you now wear and the sensations of her desires for you awoke me. I could feel her efforts to please you and as I became more awake, I felt her desires and lusts grow. When she was in contact with the ring I could feed, and so I encouraged her as best I could to continue to work with the ring and maintain the link as best I could. I can not bond with a female of your species nearly as well as a male. It is something in the way your minds work. I can make a connection, but it takes much more effort and it does not last nearly as long. That is why my priests are males, and your kind have named acolytes are females. I can gather some from females, but it takes many more couplings through a female than a male. So, I couple to a female, and I encourage her to have couplings with many males, so I can harvest their emotional energy. As long as she is still coupling and passing energy, I can stay linked, but if she falls away, does not couple for too many time cycles, I will lose the connection and it will have to be made again using an antenna device, or through a male wearing one of the devices.
"Holy shit. That explains Lydia. Why she got so sexual. If she's still coupled then Aphrodite will keep her wanting to have sex with as many guys as she can. Not so sure I like that idea. So, what happened yesterday? How did the restaurant happen?"
Restaurant. You mean the eating location? I expended some of my energy to reach out to as many minds as I could through the ring. The ring connected me to you, and with it I can reach other minds. I can encourage them to act, much as I can encourage you to act. Your species places such a high value on procreation that it is rarely far from your conscious thoughts. Even in passing, males and females of your species feel desire for the other. The emotions you call hate and anger are fleeting, but very intense. Those of us that coupled and focused on that emotion had trouble maintaining the coupling. In anger, your minds push other things out, and would often break the connection. Only love, tenderness and lust create a positive connection that passes energy for much longer, sometimes many of the time periods you call minutes and hours. You think, why, if love and lust work so well, would some of us choose other emotions? It is not our choice. It is our... biology if you will. We can only connect to... brain wave types, if you want to think of it that way, though it is more complicated. I am lucky that I can connect to soft emotions: love, kindness, lust, and of course sexual climax. Those that could not, well, they are gone, as are most of my kind.
"Damn," I said to myself as Gail walked into my office. She closed the door behind herself and stepped to my desk with a grin.



"Hey baby. I am sooooo glad you are back. You wanna know why? Because I am sooooo fucking horny for your dick. You want to know how horny?" She stepped around my desk and moved my keyboard out of the way. She bent and pushed my chair back and then stepped between me and my desk. Straightening, she pulled her skirt up to her waist and sat on the edge of the desk, lifting her feet from the floor to rest them on the arms of my chair. "I'm so horny for you that I can't wait for you to lick me and fuck me. I need you to make me come sooooo hard. I need to feel your hard cock sliding in and out of my sopping wet pussy. How about it, babe? Wanna make my day?"
I looked at her with surprise, wondering if Aphrodite was making her do this. As I looked at her splayed pussy lips, waiting for my touch, I could feel my desire grow. I leaned forward and gently licked her soft black lips, slipping my tongue between them.
"Ohhh, baby. Yessssss. That's what I need," she moaned as I dug my tongue deeper into her, tasting her sweet nectar. I licked up and down her slit several times before searching out her hard little clit. "Fuck yes!" she gasped as I flicked my tongue over the hard bud, making her jump in response. I became lost in my excitement, licking her and stuffing two fingers into her hot depths, feeling her squeeze and spasm around me as I thrust them in and out of her. She moaned and gasped as I pushed her quickly-reached climax higher, wanting to make her come as hard as I could. "God yes, honey! Oh god yes. I need this so bad. Now fuck me. Please fuck my pussy!"
I pulled my face away and undid my slacks, letting them fall down. She was reaching between us to push my briefs down before even I could. She grasped my cock and pulled it toward her, aiming my head at her sopping wet pussy. I let her rub my head around to work it between her lips and into that perfect spot. She closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure as I slowly pushed into her, my cock sliding easily into her pussy. I held her ass cheeks as I started stroking into her, I pumped my hips to drive my cock hard into her, working deep with each stroke, wanting her to feel as hard an orgasm as I could give her.
I felt her pussy clench again, her second orgasm in only a few short minutes starting to form inside her. She squeezed my arms and moaned in pleasure as her orgasm began to race to its pinnacle. "YES BABY! YES YES YES!" she cried as her pussy spasmed and clenched around me, the rest of her body shaking and trembling. "Come for me, baby! I wanna feel you come for me!"
I could barely wait to do just that. My body jerked as I drove hard into her, and then held myself deep inside her as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of my cum into her. Before I could finish shooting my whole load into her, I pulled out. I pulled her off the desk and bent her over, shoved my cock in her mouth. I held her head down as I stroked in and out a few more times, renewing my climax and squirting a few more shots of cum into her mouth.
I looked down at her and softly whispered "Take this gift and let it fill you with desire for the one you love, and let that desire become your essence of attraction to him. Let the goddess join with you, and you with the goddess. Let her joining through you enhance your joy and your partners joy."
I hadn't meant to say it. It took a few moments before I realize that I had even said it. She licked and sucked the last of my cum from me before letting my penis slip from her. She stood up and grinned at me, wrapping her arms around me to pull us together. "I didn't know you were that demanding," she whispered before she pressed her lips to mine. Her tongue teased my lips apart to slip into my mouth. I could taste the faint saltiness of my cum on her tongue as we embraced and shared the erotic kiss. "I like it," she whispered once she broke the kiss, still holding us close together. "I like it a lot. I love how you fuck me. I love how you feel sliding in and out of me. I could get used to fucking you every few days."
"You could, huh? What about that boss employee thing?"
"I could command you to fuck me, but it wouldn't be nearly as much fun as coming in and seducing you into it, would it?"
"Probably not."
"I'd better go before someone thinks we're fucking and decides she wants a piece too."
"Probably right."
She gave me one more kiss, let go of me and headed to the office door, smoothing her dress down as she walked. She disappeared out the door and I plopped into my chair.
Why did you do that? Why did you make her come in here and fuck me?" I typed on my computer, wanting to make sure she got the message. I closed my eyes and let myself type. I didn't make her come want you. In fact, I didn't even encourage her. That was all her desiring you. But I could feel how uncomfortable you were with her doing that, so I helped you remember that little verse. So, now when she goes home, she will not only want her partner, but she will exude, what you call pheromones, making her partner want her as much. Yes, there is a physical component, but there is also a mental one. Your species has yet to tap into all its potential. I've helped you along. Not only do I receive the energy of your coupling, but I have helped you use more of your brain. You will soon learn how to use this gift. What gift? I have given you the ability to link to others of your species and... suggest actions. It is the same thing that I use to when you are coupling to increase your sensations and reactions. When you break that connection it leaves you both slightly... confused, because your minds are suddenly no longer connected. You have described it as feeling drunk, but it is the side effect of sharing part of each other's most intimate thoughts and brain spaces. You have now given her the ability to do that with her partner... or whoever else she wishes to couple with. Yes, your partner and her friend can both do that as well because of their contact with the ring. No, no one touching the ring gets it, you have to put it on, and since it is now permanently on your finger... well, only you have the power to give that gift. Now, your partner is about to make contact with you.
I pulled my hands from the keyboard and stared at the page as my cell phone started to vibrate in my pants pocket, still around my ankles. I stood, pulled my pants back up and then dug my phone out. "Hey, lover," I answered.
"I invited Suzanne and Mike over for dinner. Just thought we should clear the air on all this. Now that we know more."
"We know a lot more now."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. When we get home, I have something to show you." I routed the document I'd been typing to the printer. "And you are not going to believe it."
"Don't tell me you discovered it's aliens or something."
"Well, it's definitely or something. Trust me."
"We can talk about it when we get home," she said with a frown in the tone of her voice.
"Yep. We can," I agreed before she abruptly hung up, clearly upset with me.
---o---
I sat at the kitchen table and watched my wife walk back and forth, shaking her head and mumbling. "This isn't possible. I mean, it's just not possible. Is it? How could it be? Space between spaces? What the hell does that mean? It has to be some kind of prank, right? Tell me it's some kind of internet prank!" She stopped to look at me. I held up the printed copy of a spreadsheet she'd brought home that was had text scattered throughout the spreadsheet blocks, pretty much mirroring what I had typed earlier in the day. Only this one she'd typed herself after our phone call.
"I'm all for not believing it, but if not, what is the explanation?" I asked her.
"God, honey, how can you ask that? You and I, we're... possessed by some inter-dimensional creature? You can actually believe that?"
"I'm at a loss for any other reasonable explanation. It fits, but I don't understand it. If it's a prank, then someone hacked my brain, because this... being... also knew exactly what I dreamed this morning. So if it's an internet prank, we have an even bigger problem."
"How can you joke at a time like this?" she snapped.
"I wasn't joking," I answered seriously.
"Hey guys!" Suzanne, our next door neighbor, and my wife's best friend, called from the kitchen door as she and her husband Mike walked into the house. She looked at me and then at my wife. "Did we come at a bad time?"
"Bad time? Oh hell, I don't know. We're just discussing that our minds are possessed by some inter-dimensional being."
"Come on. Really? That seems a little outlandish, doesn't it?" Suzanne asked.
"Oh really? You hear about what happened at the university yesterday?"
"Yeah. Heard several things on the news."
"Yeah... well that was Jack. They hooked him up to some brain wave machine and this... being... used it to transmit its sexual desire waves all over campus."
"Nooooo. No really, right?" she asked.
"Yes really. Trust me, I was there, participating. I took Jack to see the woman that identified the ring for me, to see if she thought that this Greek goddess thing was anything but a fairy tail. She took us to her partner at the university and it didn't take long for Jack to fuck her brains out and convince her something weird was going on."
"How is Jack fucking a woman weird?"
"Well, being a confirmed lezzie might do it."
"He fucked a lesbian?"
"No, he stood there and had a lesbian seduce him into fucking her!"
"Way to go, Jack!" Mike said with a chuckle.
"Don't be so flip about this. Your wife is affected too, just like me. We're... Acolytes. We can connect to this being and share our sexual energy with it."
"You're not serious?" Mike asked quickly, getting a glare from my wife. "You are serious!"
"You notice how sexy she's been lately, how she wears more provocative clothes and you can hardly keep your hands off her? Well, according to this being, that's all part of what happens when it bonds. We not only put off pheromones to attract men, but we use more of our brains to use... I don't know... ESP I guess, to link with them and suggest that they have sex with us."
"But Suzanne hasn't been doing that... Hhave you, hon?" Mike asked with a mixture of concern and disbelief
"Welllll... There have been a few times in the last couple days I haven't exactly been able to say no to getting certain kinds of attention." She answered hesitantly, looking down at the floor instead of her husband.
"Certain kinds of attention?" He asked pointedly. "Like what kinds of attention?"
"Well... um... I sorta suddenly have a thing about getting licked to climax." She answered, still looking down and not at him.
"By who?"
"Oh, sorta anyone." She said with a pained look on her face. She looked up at him and shook her head. "I'm sorry honey. I just can't seem to help myself. It just... well... it sorta just happens."
"You can't? you just invite some guy walking down the street to lick your pussy?" He asked angrily.
"Oh no. Not that. Just a few guys at work."
"A few guys? Like how many?" he snapped.
"Ohhhhh," she said with a pained look on her face. "About ten or so. I'm sorry! I just haven't figured out how to tell you," she added quickly.
"I guess you just did. What, pray tell, did you do for them, besides let them lick you?"
"Well... um... I gave most of them a blow job." She said in almost a whisper.
"Most of them?" he snapped.
"Well, some of them." She answered meekly back at him.
"Some of them?"
"Okay, three of them."
"And the rest?" He asked, his anger still clearly boiling.
"They... um... they sorta..."
"You mean you let them fuck you?" he asked in a quiet even voice that betrayed his anger.
"Well....yeah. Sorta," she said with that pained look.
He stood looking at her for long seconds, his face painted with both anger and disappointment. Finally he shook his head slowly. "How could you, honey?"
Lydia stepped between them and looked sternly at Mike. "Don't be so hard on her. You fucked that server in the restaurant right in front of her. You aren't exactly lilly white in all this. Besides, it really isn't her fault."
"Not her fault?" Mike snapped at my wife. "How do you figure that?"
"Here, read this." She said, reaching for the paper I had I'd typed out, holding it out for him to take. He stepped to her and took the sheets and read them. Then he read the spreadsheet Lydia brought home.
"You just wrote this to mess with us, right?" he asked in disbelief. "Has Suzanne seen this?"
"Not yet. Lydia and I just wrote that today, both of us separately. I think it's true. Remember the restaurant? It's right there. Unless you want to tell your wife that you were in control of yourself and fucked... what was her name? That cute little server girl? I think we have to believe this. I think that this... inter-dimensional being or whatever the hell it is, really is affecting how we act, sexually."
"So what do we do about it? I can't keep letting her just fuck anyone she feels like!"
Suzanne said stepping to my wife and resting a hand on her arm, "You know, this sorta makes sense. I mean, ever since we tried that ring on, I've felt really... sexy, turned on. I've wanted sex so much. I know with Mike, but also with other guys. I shouldn't. I know I shouldn't, but I still do it. And then after, I get this odd feeling, like I was stoned or something. It's really weird."
"Wait. Say that again," Mike said, looking at his wife.
"What? That after I have sex I feel like I was stoned?"
Mike looked down at the paper in his hand, then started to read. He looked back at his wife. "You really feel like you were stoned after?"
"Sorta. More like disoriented for a few moments. Like when you wake up after passing out."
"So either you two are working behind my back and coordinating this cockamamie story, or your brain is really possessed by some... I don't know what to call it. I'm honesty not sure which is better."
Lydia stepped over to Mike and wrapped her arms around his neck. She pulled him to her and kissed him deeply. After a long, deep embrace she broke the kiss. Mike looked at her and shook his head slowly.
I don't think a kiss is going to fix this, not even from you."
"Then maybe I need to do something more for you." She looked over at Suzanne. "I think it's time we get naked and fuck your husband."
"You think Jack isn't going to mind me fucking you right in front of him?"
"I 'll make sure he doesn't mind," she said softly. "So, gonna undress me, or do I need to do it myself?"
He looked over toward me with raised eyebrows, his hands resting on her hips. "I'm... uh..." he mumbled as she reached a hand down and started to stroke his dick through his pants. He looked up at me again. "Are you... um... you okay with this?"
I suspected she had something specific in mind, though I didn't know what it was. I was willing to give her the benefit of the doubt. Since she'd already had sex with him earlier in the week while I was fucking Suzanne, I didn't see that there was a lot I could complain about. I was also having a hard time finding it in my mind to complain. Instead I started thinking about a threesome with Suzanne. "If I were you, I'd go with it. I know I would if Suzanne suggested a threesome to me."
He shrugged. "I guess you would at that. Okay. If you don't mind me doing your wife." He moved his hands to my wife's back to pull down the zipper. It didn't take long for him to slip her dress off, leaving her in a lace bra and stockings, her underwear already missing for some reason. She let him take her bra off and then pulled him toward the kitchen table. She crawled onto the table and then coaxed him to crawl onto the table with her, getting him to lie on his back. Suzanne, now naked as well, crawled onto the table, straddling her husband while facing my wife. The two of them settled themselves over Mike, Lydia with her pussy over his face and his wife settling down on his rock-hard cock. For my part, all I could do was sit and watch, not something I was used to.
Lydia moaned softly as Mike started to lick and tease her pussy, her face a mask of pleasure. Suzanne was already moving up and down his shaft, her wet pussy lips engulfing his shaft as she forced it in and out of her hot depths. My cock throbbed in my pants, and I wondered if they'd mind if I joined in some way. I stood up and undressed before stepping next to the table. It was Suzanne that reached for me first, taking one of my hands and pulling it to her chest to cup her chocolate breast and her rock-hard black nipple. My other hand moved to her neck, pulling her toward me slightly to kiss her soft lips. She moaned pleasurably into the kiss, vibrating my lips with hers slightly.
She continued to move, her hot pussy stroking his cock, making him moan into my wife's pussy. With my face busy with Suzanne's, I couldn't see my wife's any longer. I could tell by her moans that she was getting closer and closer to climax, her building orgasm racing through her body. Suzanne rode up and down on her husband, pushing both of them closer to that perfect moment. She broke our kiss and leaned away from me, leaving me to watch her, watch the three of them, all getting closer and closer to climax. It looked to me like all three were going to come at the same time, which I thought was amazing.
Mike grunted and his body bucked up at his wife just as her own began to tremble. My wife's face was etched with feelings of ecstasy as she suddenly climaxed, and climaxed hard. She leaned toward Suzanne, tilting her pelvis down moments before her body jerked hard. I could tell that she was squirting, and with the position she was in, Mike had no choice but to accept the flow coming from her pussy.
Lydia whispered breathlessly while she climaxed, "Take my essence and let it flow into you. Use it to wash away your resistance and join with the goddess in joy. Use her essence as a fountain of pleasure as you join with others and share your ecstasy with her." As her climax passed, she lifted from Mike's face and slipped off the table. She came to me and pulled me into an embrace with a hot, wet kiss while she fumbled with my pants, finally getting them open and my dick in her hand. "Fuck me," she whispered, backing to the table and resting her ass on the edge. She lifted and spread her legs around me as she pulled me toward her, aiming my cock with one hand.
I slid easily into hot, wet depths, sliding into her until my head pressed to the extent of her vagina. She kissed me wetly while I started to stroke, pushing in and out of her pussy, her recently-completed orgasm rousing again. I could feel it within her, sending waves of warmth from her pussy through her body and little tingles each time the base of my cock banged into her sensitive clit. I stroked, feeling both of our orgasms growing, expanding, becoming irresistible. She broke our kiss moments before she screamed out in pleasure, my own climax overtaking me at the same time. My body bucked and shot after shot flowed into her hot pussy, clenching and spasming in pleasure around me.
"What was that all about?" I asked her breathlessly while Mike still lay on the table, his probably now-soft dick still inside his wife. She was sitting on him, stroking her hands up and down his chest while he teased and massaged her big black tits.
"What?" Lydia asked with an innocent look on her face.
"What you did. What you said."
"You'll see," she whispered with a giggle. "Should be entertaining." Then louder, she said, "Now, I'm starving. What say we go get some chicken wings?"
"Wings?" I asked.
"Uh huh. I think a little trip to Hooters is in order," she said with a grin and a wink.
Who was I to argue? We all got dressed, which seemed awful hard for Mike who kept stopping to stroke and tease both my wife's and Suzanne's bodies. Once we were finally dressed, I drove the four of us to Hooters, Mike making out in the back of the car with his wife, trying to undress her. "What did you do?" I asked quietly to Lydia, who just grinned from the passenger seat.



"You should learn to read more. Didn't you read the section about Aphrodite's temple ceremonies?"
"I guess I didn't read all of it."
"You should have. If you had, you'd know that what I did was the christening of a new priest. Not a chief priest, like you are with the ring, but a regular run of the mill temple priest."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. It takes two acolytes and, of course, a candidate. It was claimed that the ceremony would only work with the goddess's blessing, which was what was being passed to the candidate, because it required that all three climax together, and that the acolyte on his face come hard enough to flow her essence into his mouth."
"You mean squirt?"
"I do. They didn't call it that then, just like the book calls it our essence, and for men it's their substance. But the idea is that only the goddess can make all three of you climax simultaneously."
"So, what does it do?"
"Well, he has the power to couple with Aphrodite directly, sort of like you do, and any woman that he looks at lustfully will be uncontrollably attracted to him. That's sort of like what's happening to Suzanne and me as acolytes. Or at least that's what I got from the book."
"Wait! You mean that women are going to be fawning over him like they do me!?"
"That's about the size of it," my wife answered with a grin. "Let's see him complain about what Suzanne does now!"
"Oh god, honey. If a chief priest is for life, how long does a regular priest go?"
"Until we remove it I guess." She shrugged. "If we want to, that is."
"Until you remove it? How?"
"According to the book, there are two ways to defrock a priest. One is by choice. He has to come inside an acolyte, either her pussy or mouth, it doesn't say which, and then the acolyte has to feed him his cum while she recites an incantation."
"Well, that isn't so bad. And the other way?"
"The chief priest can defrock a priest for inappropriate actions."
"What kind of actions?"
"Oh, things like abusing a woman, or bondage, or bestiality. Those are all things that belong to other gods and goddesses. No, if a priest misbehaves, the chief priest can separate him from Aphrodite by making the offending priest directly eat the chief priest's substance while reciting the appropriate incantation."
"Eat his substance? As in, I have to come in his mouth?"
"From what I could understand, the offending priest is held down while the chief priest jacks himself off into his mouth."
"Oh god. That's disgusting."
"Then you'd better hope he's a good boy."
---o---
By the time we got to the Hooters, Mike had mostly undressed his wife in the back seat and had come in her at least once, which was only a problem because he had thrown her panties out the car window several miles before. Fortunately he hadn't thrown her dress out as well. We waited while the two of them made themselves presentable, and then we all headed in. The hostess, in the signature white tank top and bright orange shorts, led us to a table and indicated our waitress would be with us in a few moments.
I could see her eyeing Mike already. Neither Lydia or I warned him about what looking lustfully at a woman would cause. Lydia clearly intended on teaching him a lesson. And he was definitely looking lustfully at the tight ass in the orange shorts and the large tits that were stretching the shirt snugly. Hell, I was having to work hard not to lust after that spectacular looking twenty-year-old package. Mike, however, was staring openly at her as she walked back to the hostess station. I couldn't blame him. I suspected he was still in the post-orgasmic high from fucking his wife in the back seat for twenty minutes, especially now that he was also getting that extra help from Aphrodite.
"Damn that girl looks hot, doesn't she?" he said quietly as he finally turned back toward us. "I wouldn't mind fucking that!"
Lydia smirked. "Better be careful what you wish for."
Suzanne looked at her quizzically, but Lydia just shrugged. Clearly Suzanne hadn't gotten the memo yet.
An incredibly hot looking young woman said, "Hello, I'm Jennifer. I'll be your waitress tonight. Can I get you something to drink to start with?" as she stepped to our table. Her orange shorts were tight enough that she looked poured into them, and she was clearly not wearing a bra under the white tank top, her nipples poking the material out very obviously.
"I can think of something," Mike mumbled as he looked at the twenty-something woman.
"I'll do a Michelob Gold," I said, trying to side-track Mike for a least a moment or two. "How about you, Lydia?"
"Oh, same I think. Suzanne?"
"I'll just go with Ice tea."
"Sweet or unsweet?" Jennifer asked.
"Sweet please."
"And for you?" Jennifer asked, looking down at Mike, taking a slight step closer to him, so close to him now that her orange shorts were almost touching his arm. I saw his hand slip down from the table and stroke her bare leg.
"I think a beer would be just fine. Whatever you have on tap."
She leaned down and softly said, "I can think of something on tap that I'd like to try."
"You would, huh?"
She grinned and shrugged before turning to walk away, dragging one hand across his shoulders as she did.
"She seemed a little interested, didn't she?" he asked his wife. "Maybe we should invite her over later to play?"
Suzanne looked at him and then to Lydia, who still just grinned. It suddenly dawned on Suzanne that Lydia had done something more than just have sex with him. She leaned over and whispered to Lydia. "What did you do?"
"Just evened things up a bit," she answered.
"Oh god, Lydia... What did you do!"
"Just inducted him into our little circle."
"Oh god, Lydia... No!"
"Uh huh."
The waitress, Jennifer, came back with a tray of drinks, and set them on the table in front of us, setting down Mike's last. She very clearly intentionally dumped a portion of the beer in his lap. "OOPS! OHHHH I'm soooo sorry. Let me get that for you!" She reached down to his lap to try and wipe the beer off his dress slacks. She wiped for a minute, more stroking his cock with the towel than anything else. "I think you'd better come with me and let me get that cleaned off," she said as she straightened up. "If we don't get some water on that, it'll stain your slacks."
"Um... sure," he answered with a grin, taking her hand and letting her lead him back to the waitress' workstation. They went behind the counter where they get water and drinks and then she disappeared down behind the counter. It didn't take a rocket scientist to know what she was doing, all you had to do was look at his face. He stood there, groaning in pleasure while two other waitresses walked over and stared. The first waitress, Jennifer, stood up and turned around to face us, leaning against the counter. Her shirt was pulled up over her tits, and while I couldn't see below her waist, I had no doubts as to where her shorts were. He stepped closer to her and in a few moments he was pounding merrily into her, slapping her ass with his body loudly with each stroke. She moaned and gasped in pleasure as he drove himself into her, her large, round tits swinging wildly above the waist-high counter.
"Maybe I overdid it," Lydia said as we watched the other two waitresses that had walked over start to undress.
It'd be pretty much every guy's dream to see a Hooters girl walking around naked, but I had visions of this turning into what had happened at the Italian restaurant. Part of me wanted to avoid the situation and slip out before it got too out of hand, but those thoughts evaporated when a hostess stepped behind me and bent over, reaching down into my lap. Her hand found my already hard cock in my shorts, and began to rub it gently. "Wanna fuck?" the hostess whispered in my ear. "I've been wanting to fuck you ever since you walked in."
"You have?" I asked for a lack of anything else intelligent to respond with.
She straightened up and stepped beside me, letting me see that she was already completely naked. She pushed my beer out of the way and moved a foot over my lap, and sat on the table right in front of me. "Maybe an appetizer before dinner?" she asked, lifting and spreading her legs for me, her completely-shaved pussy perfect for licking. I lowered my head and tasted her lips with one soft lick. "Oh yeah. That's it, honey. Lick me. Make me come all over your face and then fuck my hot little cunt!"
How could I refuse? I started to eagerly lick up her slit, driving my tongue between her lips to find her clit. She gasped in pleasure when I licked across it the first time and then settled into periodic moans of pleasure as I pushed her closer and closer to climax. With a deep groan, her body trembled and shook with her peaking orgasm. I continued to lick her for a full minute, until her shuddering had ceased. Not it was my turn. I pulled my face from her and stood up to fuck her hot pussy.
The only problem with Hooters was that there were at least two guys for every woman in the place, maybe even three. While I'd had my head between the hostess's legs, licking her hot little pussy, several guys had coaxed Lydia and Suzanne, as well as the other three female customers and the four waitresses that weren't already being fucked, to get naked and lie on tables. Each of the ladies were being entertained by at least two guys. Lydia had one cock in her pussy, one in her mouth and another in her hand, while Suzanne was bent over a table, getting fucked from behind by one man while another fucked her mouth.
Part of my brain knew that I should be upset. That it should bother me that my wife was getting fucked by multiple guys, but I was having trouble getting those thoughts to stay. Each time the thought started to move toward the front of my mind, a competing thought, a thought to let her climax and share the feeling pushed it out of the way. I knew that I would feel her climax as well as Suzanne's and the hostesses'. Almost without thought, I pushed my dick into the hostess, forcing myself into her hot, tight pussy. I groaned in pleasure as I grabbed her legs and lifted them, laying her back onto the table. I slid in and out, driving my cock deep into her and banging my thighs against her bare ass.
"Oh fuck yes!" she moaned. "Fuck me. Make me come."
I looked down at her nude body, the sight of her tits moving on her chest, her fingers pulling and tugging her nipples made me feel even more turned on. I was pounding myself into her, watching her slowly build toward another climax, while at the same time feeling my wife's orgasm, along with Suzanne's, building toward climax. I had the curious sensation of both satisfaction and pleasure as my wife climaxed, her cries of pleasure and the sensations flowed over and through me, pushing my own orgasm racing toward climax.
"FUCK YES!" the little hostess cried as she began to climax in time with mine. I couldn't believe what I was feeling, her orgasm, and my wife's, mixed together. They were different, yet the same. I could feel myself erupting into the hostess, and her body responding to each surge of my hot cum. But I could also feel my wife's body responding to the surges of cum pumping powerfully into her body from the thirty-something black dude that was slamming himself into her as he filled her with his cream.
I slowed my strokes and looked around the room. Besides my wife and Suzanne lying on the tables, there was a slender, middle-aged brunette being held by an older guy, sitting on the edge of one table. She was trying to bounce on his cock while another guy was trying to stick his stick up her tush. She cried out, partly in pain and partly in pleasure as he finally got it into her, and shoved it in deep. I felt the pain jab into my brain for a moment, to be replaced with a feeling of pleasure moments later.
The bartender, naked of course, was bouncing wildly on a fifty-plus year old guy, who was lying on the bar. He had her tits in his hands and was groaning in pleasure that he was going to come, to which she moaned for him to do it. Yeah, it had turned into exactly what I expected. A heavy-set blond was lying on another table, a guy holding her legs in the air as he pounded into her while she held two other guys' dicks. I couldn't tell which hole he was using, but it didn't really matter. If I watched, I could feel her pleasure flowing through her. The longer I watched, the more connected I felt, the more my own strokes matched his, the more I could feel her pleasure growing. I was still staring at her as she climaxed. I could feel her squeeze me, her pussy clenching my cock, and then I realized that it wasn't hers I was feeling. I looked back down at my own hostess to realize that my actions had brought her to another climax that was practically synchronized with the blonde.
"OHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she screamed as she climaxed around my stroking cock, her body shaking again as her pussy squeezed around me. I felt and heard another waitress climaxing, this one being hammered from behind by one of the cooks that had come out of the kitchen. My most sudden thought was...well, there goes dinner. Completely lost was the fact that almost everyone in the place was naked and having sex.
I felt Suzanne begin to climax, a surprisingly familiar feeling. I suddenly realized that I'd been feeling her climaxes for days, I just hadn't realized it. If I was feeling their climaxes, and they were feeling mine, it was no wonder we were all horny all the time.
I pulled from my hostess and sat down hard in a chair, letting the feelings of pleasure wash over me and through me. I let my mind float and I soon had a mental image of the beautiful blonde woman in my dream, lying before me like the hostess had been, her legs spread wide as I pumped my cock in and out of her. I could feel her climax again as I heard a woman across the restaurant cry out in pleasure. The blonde in my mind arched her back and moaned in pleasure in time with the woman in the room. I felt my own climax inching toward no return and suddenly, I felt a hand on my dick, soon followed by a mouth, from the hostess, trying to finish me off. She didn't have to work hard before two more women climaxed at the same time, pushing mine over the edge. I began to spurt my cum into her waiting mouth. She gagged on the first shot and had to pull off me, the rest of the more than half a dozen shots landing on her face and then into her open mouth. She closed her lips around my cock and sucked the remaining juices from me before pulling back and looking up at me with a cum-covered smile.
---o---
Reports are circulating that there has been another incident of mass sexual orgy, this time at a Hooters restaurant. Arriving authorities found most of the clientele and staff in various states of undress, all having reporting to have had sexual intercourse with one or more of the patrons or staff. Universally they reported that they could see themselves doing it, but couldn't seem to stop it, until the pleasure overrode their desire to stop. All of the had the appearance of having been affected by some kind of a drug, their eyes dilated and faces flushed. At least three couples had left the establishment before authorities arrived, and they are now being sought to ensure they are alright.
"Somehow, when they find out it was us again, they're going to want to know more than if we're alright," I said to my wife as we lay in bed together, watching the nightly news.
"I'm sorry, lover. I didn't think it would go that far. I just wanted to show him what she was feeling. I guess it worked. He said he had sex with four different women before we left. He feels sorta guilty, but at the same time not, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I do. We should feel guilty."
"So now what do we do?"
"Well, you leave him to do what he wants to do, or you undo what you did, if you think you can get him to agree to it."
"Would you?"
"I'm not sure. After a few days, I bet he will."
"I bet you're right."
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There are all kinds of days, days that start bad, but get better as the day goes on. Days that start good and go to hell as the day goes on. Days that start bad and just stay that way. Seems there aren't a lot that start good and stay THAT way! That day was one of those that started good and went downhill. It actually really wasn't all that bad, until late in the afternoon, and then when it fell off a cliff.
The day hadn't been all that bad, until I had to go try to figure out what was wrong with a hydraulic punch press, that just refused to cycle properly, shutting down a portion of the assembly line. Of course, those kinds of things take priority. So, crawling around our fancy new punch press, the one that our maintenance technicians really didn't know much about, trying to figure out what was wrong, became MY top priority. Oh, I found the problem quickly enough. Fixing it would take a little more work. I suppose I could have let one of the mechanics replace the bad switch, but since I was already there, already wound around the numerous hoses and wires and cables under neath the machine, I decided to be nice and replace it myself. I got the switch installed quickly enough, but getting out... that didn't go quite as well as planned. Someway, somehow, a hydraulic line came loose while I was trying to get myself untangled. Well, loose isn't quite the right term. Completely, fucking broken off, puking hydraulic fluid all over like a fire hose, would be a much more accurate description.
By the time they got the hydraulic pump shut down I was practically saturated with hydraulic fluid. Thankfully I did have safety glasses on, otherwise I'd have probably had fluid in my eyes, then it would have been a much worse issue. As it was, I was literally dripping with hydraulic fluid. We got some rags, to wipe what I could off, but the reality was, that what I was wearing was going straight into the trash. It was still an hour until my normal quitting time, but that wasn't going to stop me from going home. I stripped off my shirt and pants, throwing them into a pile of hydraulic oil-soaked rags, after pulling out my car keys and wallet. I felt a little conspicuous walking across the plant in just my briefs, headed toward my office, but what was to be done? At least I still had those on, even though they too, were soaked with hydraulic fluid. I collected my laptop and other items and headed out the door to the parking lot, getting a wolf whistle from one of the secretaries as I walked past.
It wasn't like I was naked or anything. I mean I've seen men's swim suits that cover less than what I showing. Not that I wore any, that were that revealing, and you don't usually see that kind of outfit at a factory. I got to my car and opened the door, looking at the cloth seat and considering how much damage I'd do sitting there for half an hour, in hydraulic oil-soaked underwear. I carefully unfolded one of the rags I'd brought with me and laid it on the seat. I looked around and then quickly skimmed my briefs off, tossing them on the floormat before climbing into the car. I draped another rag over my lap and then put my seat belt on. It was probably the most uncomfortable drive home I'd ever made, but make it I did.
I turned the last corner toward home, only half a block away, thankful that I'd avoided any further embarrassment, but it was that time of day, the time of day when people started getting home from work. The subdivision was far from empty of people. All I had to do now was to figure out how to get into the house naked. I returned the wave of my thirty-eight-year-old, very good looking, neighbor, Diane, who was standing out in the yard watering her garden; still in her work clothes, in this case, a nice looking red and white summer weight dress. I sat for long seconds, trying to figure out how to get from my car to the garage door, naked, with her standing only a few dozen yards away. I thought about waiting for her to get done, but it seemed like she was working her way around the house in my direction, actually getting closer, not further away.
I sat, watching the breeze blowing some of the mist back at her, as she sprayed the plants, wondering how much of that water was being absorbed by the thin dress. WHY the hell my mind started thinking that, was beyond me. Maybe it was because I was sitting naked in the car, maybe it was because I've seen her in the past in her back yard, sunning herself in tiny, little bikinis. Whatever the reason it made the situation even worse. Now, not only was I naked, but I had a hardon that would be even harder to hide.
Like I said, some days start out good and then go down-hill fast. This Thursday had not only gone downhill; but looked to take an even worse turn than it already had. Diane turned the hose off and started walking over to my car, probably wondering why I was still sitting there, instead of getting out. I could see the look on her face grow more curious as she got closer, apparently seeing my lack of a shirt. I took a deep breath and rolled the window down, knowing I was going to have to talk to her.
"Don? Everything alright?" She asked, as she walked up to the car.
"Um. Uh. Pretty much." I answered her, as she walked right up to the car.
"You're not wearing a shirt. Ohhhh! You're not wearing a whole lot more than just a shirt." She said with a grin. "Been out flashing young girls again?"
"Uhhhh, Um, No. We had a little accident at work with some hydraulic oil." I stammered.
"And you...ohhhh, I see." She said, with her grin growing even wider. "So today it's my turn?"
"Your turn?" I asked quizzically.
"To get to see you strutting your stuff. Don't think I haven't noticed you looking at me when I'm tanning."
"Oh...well," I said blushing.
"It's alright, I don't mind you looking." She said, as she squatted down, resting her elbows on the window sill of the car, her head partly pushed into the car. "As long as you don't mind me looking back."
"Looking back?" I asked stupidly.
"Oh...don't worry, I won't tell Nancy," she said, as she reached into the window and down to my lap. It took me almost too long to realize just exactly what she had in mind, my hands moving to stop hers as she reached for the white rag laying over my lap. In my less than graceful effort to prevent her from pulling it away, I actually pushed the rag off my lap, completely exposing my hardon. Why I had a hardon I wasn't about to explain. She'd just have to make whatever assumption she wanted, which would probably be closer to the truth than I wanted to admit.
"Now that is a nice look." She said, with a wide smile, her hand no longer aiming for the rag, but my hardon. My hand reached hers just as her fingers wrapped around my hard dick. "Mmmmmmm... I bet this keeps Nancy happy!" She said with a grin, as she held me. "But I suppose you want to get into the house, without exposing yourself to the world?"
"Something like that," I agreed, holding her hand that refused to release my hardon.
"I suppose I could go get you a towel to wrap around yourself. If you asked nicely."
"Would you," I asked?
"Let go of my hand and maybe I will." She coaxed.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I let go of her hand, which immediately starting doing what I expected, sliding along my rigid shaft. "You know, if you wanted, I could make this go away. You'd show a lot less that way." She said, continuing to stroke me.
"How about just a towel?" I asked nicely, hopefully.
She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I suppose I could, don't go away!" She said, as she let go of my dick and then pushed herself up. She walked to her house and disappeared inside. I was tempted to try and make a run for it, but a quick look around told me just how many people I would be flashing. The answer was TOO MANY! Diane came back with a towel, before I could work up enough courage to make the run anyway.
She handed the towel in through the window, which I quickly unfolded and briefly covered my dick, while I considered how to proceed. I finally lifted my butt off the seat and wrapped the towel around my waist, working it between the seat and my bare butt, pushing my hard dick up toward, the still watching, Diane in the process. Finally wrapped up, she stepped back to let me open the car door and head into the house, her hand giving my ass a squeeze as I closed the car door. "See you later stud!" she called to me, as I walked toward the house.
I'm no spring chicken. Hell, I'm closer to retirement than anything else. Why she would be interested in an old man dick, is beyond me anyway! Somehow, I knew, moving down the road, that was going to be trouble.
I picked up the bottle of Dawn dish liquid from the kitchen sink on the way to the bedroom. I didn't even bother to close the doors on either the bedroom or bathroom as I tossed the towel aside. I sat on the toilet and pulled my shoes and soaked socks off, and then stepped into the walk-in shower. It took almost all the hot water, in the water heater, for me to wash all the oil from my body and out of my hair. I stepped out of the shower feeling rubbed almost raw. My wife keeps a nice bottle of some kind of body moisturizer, that's supposed to go on her wet skin. After washing everywhere with dish detergent, a little lotion would probably good for my skin.
I started with my arms and chest and then moved to my legs. I worked the lotion up both legs and then started to put some on my dick. Yeah, I know. I was hard, it felt good, maybe too good. I closed my eyes and thought about how the front of Diane's dress looked, the damp material clinging to her bra, her hard nipples poking the front of the dress out significantly. I thought about her standing up next to the car, undoing the dress and pulling it down. I stroked my shaft slowly, letting my hand run over my engorged head, as she had done, imagining her taking that lacy bra off and leaning into the car to suck on my dick, her tits hanging down, where I could grab and play with them. I stroked my shaft, sliding my hand up and down its length, imagining that it was her mouth.
"Oh damn!" I groaned, shooting shot after shot of cum into the sink and onto the counter. I heard the slightest of squeaks and my eyes popped open, looking down the hall toward the living room from where I stood, with my still oozing cock, drooling onto the tile floor. I was afraid that my wife had come home early and seen me in mid jack off, something that I did far too often. What I saw was not at all what I expected. In fact, it was not even remotely in my mind as a possibility, when I started jacking off. I THOUGHT I was home completely alone, not worried about doors. But there she stood, one hand squeezing one of her breasts through her spandex workout top, the other pushed down into her spandex shorts, her fingers clearly between her legs.
Lindsey was my wife's best friend. Had been for many years. She was a few years younger than the two of us, but that didn't seem to be a problem. She was over frequently, often staying for dinner. With Covid, the gym was out, so I remodeled one of the spare bedrooms into a workout room, and ordered the equipment so that my wife and I could work out. Of course, now that Covid was almost done with, and the gyms were finally open again, NOW all the workout equipment arrived. It wasn't a surprise, for my wife to extend the invitation to Lindsey to come over and use our workout room, which she had been doing for the last several weeks. I just hadn't realized that it was that late!
"SHIT!" I exclaimed after what felt like an hour staring at her, staring at me, her fingers pushing in and out of her own pussy inside her pants.
She squeaked loudly, jerking her hand from her pants and quickly ducking into the workout room. I pushed the bathroom door closed, though that would only help so much, since the bedroom door still stood wide open. I wiped up my cum and then peeked out the door to make sure the coast was clear. I quickly stepped to the bedroom door and closed it before sitting on the edge of the bed panting. "God what else can I screw up today?" I asked myself. I sat there for several minutes, listening to the sounds of the elliptical in the work out room. "I better talk to her before Nancy gets home." I said, as much to myself, as anyone else. I pulled on some briefs and shorts, pulled on a clean pair of socks and then a t-shirt, and headed to the workout room carrying my shoes.
"Hi Lindsey!" I said, as I stepped into the room, trying to look as natural as I could.
"Hi Don!" She answered without looking over at me.
"I...um...I guess I owe you an apology." I said quietly, as I sat down on the weight bench to put my shoes on, intentionally sitting behind her so she couldn't look at me.
"Um. Uh. For what?" She stammered.
"I wasn't exactly expecting company. I didn't realize it had gotten this late." I answered.
"Oh...Okay," she answered, without stopping.
"So, I'm sorry you saw that." I said, looking at her from behind, realizing that the crotch of her spandex pants was dark with dampness.
She slowed the machine and then stepped off, turning to face me. She used the towel around her neck to wipe the sweat trickling down her face and neck. "Saw what?" she finally asked. "The way I see it, I'm in as much trouble for standing there playing with myself as you are for what you were doing. So, as far as I'm concerned, it's not in either of our interests to say anything to Nancy."
"I can live with that." I answered, as I pulled my other shoe on. She went back to the elliptical and I moved to the stationary bike.
"Was a nice view though." She said, as she finished her time on the elliptical and slowed to get off. She stepped off and turned around, pulling the towel from around her neck. She checked her watch and then, to my complete surprise, pulled her spandex top, with its built in bra, all the way off, dropping it on the floor. She bent down, her big soft tits hanging down and swinging around while she untied and pulled her shoes off. She straightened up and pushed her pants and underwear down, pushing them down her thighs to her knees. She held onto the elliptical for balance and pulled her pants off, one leg at a time. She straightened up, completely naked except for her tiny anklet socks. "Just thought we should be even." She said, before turning and bending to pick up her clothes, her bare pussy pushing between her thighs toward me. She spent several long seconds collecting her clothes and shoes, before she walked out of the workout room and across the hall to the guest bath. She turned on the light and turned to face me.
I slowed my riding and then sat, staring at her as she sat on the edge of the sink, her knees pushed apart. She pressed her fingers between her wet lips and stroked them up and down, sliding between her wet lips and over her clit. "God, I was so close," she moaned, as she played with her pussy, working her finger over and around her clit. "Oh yeah. Here it comes." She moaned softly, before her body jerked and twitched. She pulled her fingers away and lifted and spread her legs, letting me see her pink depths spasming and contracting, as she climaxed. She opened her eyes and then closed the door between us, shutting off my view and leaving me dumbfounded.
I'd known her for almost fifteen years. I'd never, ever have expected anything like that! I mean, I was stunned. I understand her desire to make things "even" but even then, I never would have thought she'd have done something like that. When she came back out, she was dressed again, waved goodbye, and headed out to go home, leaving me alone in the workout room.
I had to admit, I was nervous. I was waiting for Lindsey to tell my wife what had happened. Or at least part of what had happened. I, of course, told her part of the story, I had to. How else would I explain the loss of an entire set of clothes, including shoes and belt? I left out the parts about Diane and Lindsey, of course.
Saturday rolled around and I was out back, working in the yard. The usual; mowing, weed eating, that sort of thing. I hate yard work. On the list of fun things to do, it's down near the bottom, especially when it's hot out. Saturday was an uncharacteristically warm, fall day. I'd stripped off my shirt while I was mowing the front yard and saw no reason to put it back on. I was almost half way done with mowing the back yard, when the six-foot tall wooden gate for Diane's back yard opened. She stepped out and walked toward me, leaving the privacy fence gate standing open. I stopped what I was doing and let go of the handle of the lawn mower, letting it shut down. She had on one of her several tiny bikinis, that she wore to sun in, a bottle of beer in each hand. Each step made her big, soft tits bounce tantalizingly, the tiny bit of bikini straining, and failing, to hold her in place.
"I thought you might want a drink." She said sweetly, as she came toward me, the two bottles dripping wet. She held one out toward me, I reached out and took the bottle from her. With a grin, she moved so she was between me and the house, her back to the house. She lifted one hand and pulled the triangle on her right breast off to the side, exposing her nipple and areola. She moved the bottle to her breast and gently rubbed the chilled glass back and forth across her nipple, quickly puckering the dark brown areola. "Mmmmmmm. Feels nice." She said, as she reached to her left breast and uncovered that nipple. She drew the bottle across her chest, teasing her left nipple until it too, was rock hard. "Oops!" she giggled, 'accidently' dumping some of the cold beer on her breast. "Silly me." She said as it ran down her body, soaking into the bikini bottom. "Mind if I use your hose to rinse it off? Wouldn't want it to be all sticky."
"Uhhhh. Um. No." I answered, as she handed me the bottle. I took it from her and she settled the tiny triangles back onto her nipples, then turned and walked to the back of the house.
She bent over near the faucet, pushing her completely bare ass out at me, only the tiny string from the thong bottom marring her otherwise perfect looking cheeks. She turned the hose on, adjusting it to a misting spray. She turned to face me, aiming the hose at her chest and then down lower, letting the spray rinse the beer off her tits and then working down toward her stomach. She reached to her thong bottom with one hand, pulling the tiny slip of material out and down, completely exposing her shaved pussy and mound, as she rinsed the beer away. She pushed the tiny bit of material even lower, not stopping until she had it nearly around her thighs. She turned off the water and turned around to set the hose down, her now bare pussy pushing out at me from between her thighs. She turned and straightened up, both tits now hanging out completely exposed as well as her bare pussy. She stood for long seconds, letting me see her practically naked body, before she started to fix her top and then her bottom. She walked back toward me, reaching for her beer again. "If you want another, you know where to find me." She whispered before turning and walking back toward her yard, her body looking almost completely naked from behind.
"Holy shit!" Was all I could think to say, as I watched her walk away. She clearly expected me to come pay her a visit, but that wasn't going to happen. I might be an idiot sometimes, but I'm not so much of an idiot that I'd cheat on my wife, no matter how good the other woman looks!
Almost the entire next week passed, as normally as a week could. We went to work, we came home, we had dinner, all the usual day to day things. That included my workouts, three days a week. I really hated working out. In fact, if I could avoid it, I would. The only reason I was doing it was, because if I didn't, I knew my wife would pester the shit out of me until I did, citing doctor's orders. Well, he did tell me I need to exercise more or I was going to end up on medication. So, it became easier for me to work out, than to listen to my wife bust my chops about her working out, and me not working out.



I was busy riding the bike, when Lindsey came into the workout room, it was Thursday, which was the day that she came earlier to work out. Tuesday and Wednesday she worked out after dinner with my wife, but on Thursdays she came late in the afternoon, which is exactly why she and I ended up where we did, last week. She greeted me pleasantly and began stretching, twisting her torso and bending at the waist and such to stretch all her muscles before she started working out on the elliptical.
Now, sometimes I can be a bit slow to pick up things, but not in this case. It was immediately obvious as soon as she started moving that her workout outfit was missing something. Something that kept her fantastic looking boobs constrained and my hardon at bay. Without the sports bra she normally wore, her boobs swung and bounced with each move she made. It only took a few moments of them wiggling around before her nipples started to grow harder, poking the thin spandex out toward me. That, of course, caused my dick to start to grow, tenting out my workout shorts obscenely. There was no way to adjust myself without her seeing me, and leaving it poking up my loose shorts wasn't all that comfortable either.
"Sorry." I mumbled, as I stuck my hand into my shorts and briefs and moved my shaft to a different position.
"Don't have to apologize to me." She answered, with a shrug, clearly trying to hide the smile that was threatening to spring forth. If I didn't know better, I would have thought she planned for this to happen. But she wouldn't do that. I mean, she's my wife's best friend. No way she'd do anything to mess up her friendship with Nancy. But then, she wasn't wearing a bra, was she? THAT wasn't an accident. I was still pumping the pedals of the bike, when she climbed onto the elliptical and started the smooth-running motion. I couldn't help but stare at her ass as she moved, the thin spandex crotch of her light-colored pants seemed to grow darker, as I watched. I pulled my eyes from her ass and crotch and wiped my face with both hands, trying to drag my brain from where it was going. I was wholly unsuccessful. I couldn't keep from thinking about what that pussy had looked like, only a week ago, completely bare, as she bent over in front of me.
She had to know I was looking. I could almost swear that she was intentionally pushing her butt further out at me than normal. Like I said, I could, sometimes, be slow. It finally occurred to me that her thin spandex pants were missing something as well. Panty lines. There were no panty lines...anywhere. I stifled a groan as I realized just how much she was putting on display for me. As I watched she slowed and then climbed off the machine. She stood, facing away from me, bending and twisting, each time pushing her ass out toward me.
"Don? Would you mind helping me out?" She asked, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Sure, what do you need?"
"I have an awful kink in my lower back. Would you mind rubbing on it and see if you can get it to ease?"
"Um. Sure." I answered hesitantly, not at all sure I should be touching her just at that moment, given the things that were swirling through my mind. But I did what she asked. I climbed off the bike, readjusted my hardon one more time and then stepped behind her. "Here?" I asked, pressing the heel of my hand into her lower back.
"A little lower." She coaxed. "That's better. Oh here," she added, pulling the spandex shirt up to bare half of her back, the material bunched up under her breasts. She reached back again, pushing the spandex pants down half way over her ass. If I had any doubt if she had underwear on, it was gone now! "Try that, "she said softly.
I stepped behind her as she bent part way over, and pressed my hand to her back again, rubbing a small circle on the small of her back while I pressed hard. She leaned back a bit more toward me, pressing her ass against my boner. Her butt moved, as I rubbed her back, sliding back and forth an inch or so across my rock-hard dick, as I rubbed her back. "That better?" I asked, hoping I could stop what I was doing.
"Can you press harder?" she asked. I slipped my left arm around her waist, and pulled her back toward me as I applied more pressure, holding her ass tightly to me as I rubbed, her ass working across my dick at the same time. "Better, but still not gone. Maybe if I lay down?"
"Uh...sure," I answered, releasing her and letting her bend over. She lowered herself to her hands and knees, pushing her practically bare ass in the air further, making her spandex pants roll down over her butt further without any help from either of us. As she bent her knees and pushed her ass out toward me, I couldn't help but see her bare pussy peeking at me above the, now rolled, spandex pants. I took a deep breath and tried not to think about what my brain was thinking, or my lower head.
"There, maybe just kneel over my legs?" She coaxed, as she lay on her stomach on the rubberized floor.
I held my breath and knelt down, straddling her legs; I couldn't help but look down at her bare ass and in the gap between her cheeks, her pussy just visible between her thighs. I leaned toward her and pressed both hands on her lower back, feeling my grow almost painfully hard, trying to escape where it was trapped in my briefs, almost as if it wanted to find someplace soft and warm.
"Lower," she coaxed. I moved my hands down a little further, almost onto the round of her ass, and pressed again. "Oh yeah. There. Perfect. Now harder. That's it. Harder!" she groaned, as I put a significant amount of weight on the heels of my hands. "Ohhh yeah, just a little more. That feels so good. Just keep doing that for a minute." She groaned loudly.
"If I had a dirty mind, I'd have sworn you were doing something completely different." My wife said from the doorway, looking in at us.
"Nancy!" I gasped, jerking my hands off Lindsey's ass and leaning back guiltily.
"Don was just helping me with a kink in my back." Lindsey said nonchalantly.
"I can see that. Having fun honey?" My wife asked, looking right at me.
I opened my mouth to reply, but nothing came out.
"Maybe I've been using the wrong enticement for you to work out?" She said, as she shook her head for a few heartbeats and then walked away, leaving me sitting on Lindsey's legs, feeling like I'd done something wrong.
"Okay, you can let me up." Lindsey said, after my wife had walked away from the doorway. I stood up and stepped back. Lindsey pushed herself up onto her hands and knees, arching her back until her breasts were almost touching the floor, her bare ass pushing out at me even more, as she pushed her butt back toward me. More of her pussy showed, as her pants stretched across the backs of her thighs, completely showing me her bare, shaved, clearly wet, lips. She slowly pushed up from the floor, intentionally keeping her ass as high as she could, as long as she could, before finally straightening up. "That feels much better. Thank you." She said as she turned to face me, her rolled spandex showing off her bare mound and pussy from the front for a few moments before she unrolled the spandex back up into place. She pulled her shirt down and stepped to the elliptical again.
I was still standing, staring at Lindsey's ass when my wife walked in, pulling on a spandex shirt, also without a bra, her bare tits completely exposed for several seconds. "You done on the bike, lover?" She asked sweetly, jerking me from wherever the hell my mind had gone.
"Huh? Oh yeah. I am." I finally managed to answer, after what felt like a month-long awkward moment. She didn't usually work out until after dinner, so all I could think was that she was concerned about what the two of us were doing, alone in here, and wanted to make sure nothing more happened.
My wife stepped toward the bike, stepping in front of me. "Good thing you're not a massage therapist." She said quietly, looking down at the bulging front of my workout shorts. "Your clients might get the idea that you were thinking less than appropriate thoughts about them."
I blushed. I felt like a teenager caught with my hands down a girl's pants. Not that THAT had ever happened to me...ever...by a mom? Nope. Not me. Yeah, that's exactly how it felt. But maybe that's exactly what my wife wanted me to feel. I should be embarrassed. That's her best friend. I mean, I didn't have anything to do with pulling her pants down or showing off her pussy. She did that all on her own. But I LOOKED! And I LIKED LOOKING! I was quite sure that this wasn't over yet. I knew my wife pretty damn well, and I knew that this would come up again. Maybe at bed time, maybe tomorrow, maybe next week, but it would sure as hell come up again! I moved over to the weight bench and put on the weights I'd need and then lay down on the bench.
No matter how I tried, I couldn't get the image of Lindsey's pussy out of my mind, which left my hardon painfully obvious. Especially to my wife, who was riding the stationary bike, looking right toward my crotch as I lay down on the bench. There was no hiding the fact that I'd gotten turned on looking at, and touching her ass. All I could do was to hope that I wasn't in as much trouble as I felt I was in.
To my complete surprise, my wife said nothing as I lay there, pumping the weight bar up and down, finally allowing my raging boner to soften enough to be less noticeable. After my first set of reps, I got up and added more weight, following the plan that'd been suggested for me. I was laying down again, when Lindsey climbed from the elliptical and walked to the weight bench. She stepped to the bar spreading her legs and straddling my face, intending to 'spot' me, so I didn't drop the weights on myself. I couldn't help but look up and see the dark spot on her crotch, immediately making my mind jump to what her pussy would look like in this position, and how much fun it would be for her to take her pants off and just squat down over my face. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths, trying to keep my hardon from feeling like a steel rod again, to no avail. I finally opened my eyes looking up at her crotch and then doing the ten repetitions with the bar.
"I think that's plenty for today." I said, as I sat up.
"You can spot me a few before you go." Lindsey said quickly.
If I said no, my wife would be upset with me for not being helpful, if I said yes, Lindsey was going to be staring right up at my crotch and my again, raging hardon. I didn't feel like I could win either way.
"Go ahead. I still have another ten minutes on here." My wife said, as if she were telling me to go throw out the trash. Nothing in her voice indicated she was bothered or upset, which bothered me more than I could say. I KNOW my wife. If she's being quiet now, she's going to blow up after Lindsey leaves.
"You sure?" I asked both of them at once.
"Definitely." Lindsey said as she started to pull weights off the bar. It didn't take long for us to get the bar set for what she wanted and for her to lay down on the bench. I stepped to the head of the bench and moved over her like she had done to me. I knew she had to be looking up the leg of my shorts. I was just glad I had briefs on under them.
I spotted Lindsey for ten reps of her weights and while she was changing things to do the leg lifts, I left, not really wanting to stretch my luck any further.
I stripped down and showered quickly, wanting to get done before my wife got done with her workout. Leaving them alone also let her handle Lindsey without me around. I wouldn't want to be on the receiving end of THAT little conversation. I mean it was obvious that I didn't pull her pants down, right? All of a sudden, I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. That is EXACTLY what it looked like. I'd pulled her best friends pants down to rub her back, pretty much like I'd done so many times with my wife. When she saw me, there was no way she couldn't see that I was looking right down between Lindsey's thighs. Yeah, I was definitely dead meat when Lindsey went home later.
I pulled on some cargo shorts and a t-shirt and headed out to the kitchen to start dinner. I was part way through cooking dinner when my wife walked out of the workout room and stepped over to me. She rested one hand on my shoulder and pressed her body to mine, squeezing my arm between her tits as her pelvis pressed against my hip.
"Got enough to feed Lindsey?" she asked sweetly, as if there weren't a thing in the world wrong.
"Of course," I answered. When I cooked, I usually made enough for three. If Lindsey didn't stay for dinner, it was just lunch for me the next day.
"Good. We're gonna go shower. Be out in a few."
"Sure," I answered. "You've got about fifteen minutes." I called to her as she walked down the hall. Fifteen minutes later I was putting dinner on the table. I called down the hall to my wife. "Dinner's on!"
"Be right there! Lindsey is just drying her hair!"
I finished putting everything on the table and was just sitting down myself, when both my wife and Lindsey walked into the kitchen. I did a double and triple take. Both of them were wearing towels wrapped around their bodies. Towels that barely were long enough to cover from the middle of their breasts to just barely below the juncture of their legs. A good part of both of their breasts were showing above the towel and there was absolutely NO WAY that either of them were sitting down without their private parts showing!
"Hope you don't mind. We didn't have time to get dressed before you called. Didn't want dinner to get cold." My wife said, as she moved to her typical spot across the table from me, Lindsey sitting in her usual spot on the side of the table.
I did my level best to keep my eyes where they belonged, or more to the point NOT where they DIDN'T belong. At least three times Lindsey's towel slipped down far enough to expose a nipple, before we even had our plates filled. Finally Lindsey said..."Oh hell," as she let the towel slide all the way to her lap, leaving both tits completely exposed. "You don't mind, do you? It just won't stay up far enough, and if I pull it up any farther, I won't have any under my butt!" She said to my wife.
"I don't mind as long as Don doesn't." My wife said, as if we were talking about what kind of vegetable to make with tomorrow's dinner.
"You don't mind, do you?" Lindsey asked, looking right at me.
"Uhhhh...If Nancy doesn't mind, I don't." I answered lamely, as my wife's towel also slipped for about the fourth time, this time sliding all the way to her lap.
"Good. Then I won't worry about it." She answered with a smile, as she started eating.
I couldn't help it. I kept looking and my wife knew damn well I was. To say I was confused, didn't even begin to cover it. My wife had NEVER... EVER, exhibited ANY indication that looking at another naked woman was considered appropriate, let alone touching them. In fact, she made it quite clear years ago, what she would do if I was ever to dip my stick into someone else's honey pot. Let's just say I wouldn't have to worry about ever doing it again. But here I was, eating dinner with both my wife and her best friend, practically naked.
Like I said, I did my best. I knew there was nothing I could do about my hardon, and being asked to get up to get something just made it all the more obvious. By the time we were half way through dinner I gave up any pretense of NOT looking. They both knew I was. If anything, Lindsey was doing everything she could think of, to make them move and wiggle and lay on the table and...and...and...you get the point. It became clear that my punishment was something I'd have never expected. My punishment for looking at her best friend's bare pussy, was to be teased unmercifully, by that same body.
Don't get me wrong. I knew damn well that I wasn't going to be touching it in any way, shape, or form. But being teased this way was almost excruciating. It was a "you want to look...well here you go, look to your heart's content!" I was quite sure that my wife came up with this punishment. I also assumed that I wasn't getting ANY sex tonight, just to make sure I remembered where my bread was buttered.
We finished eating and the girls got up to start cleaning up the dishes, both of them with the towels around their waists. I sat at the table watching as the towels slowly slid lower and lower, before being pulled up, opened up, away from me of course, and wrapped around again. Then they would start to loosen and slide lower and lower again. Four times Lindsey had to fix her towel before she wasn't quick enough and the towel slid down to the floor. She bent over, her bare ass pushing out at me like it had the previous week, her bare, shaved lips completely exposed, as she bent to pick up the towel. She wrapped it around herself again, closing off the view. The second time it happened she picked it up and walked toward me, stopping next to the table, completely naked, to hang the towel on the chair.
She walked back and tugged the towel off my wife's waist and walked over to add it to her towel, leaving them both naked. I sat there, completely stunned as the two ignored me, doing the dishes completely naked. At every turn and bend I was treated to glimpses of their big boobs and their bare pussies. To say I was more turned on than I could ever remember, was an understatement. I undid my pants and pulled my dick out, gently stroking it, thinking about pushing it into Lindsey's pussy. Yeah, I know. But what was I to do, with it on display that way?
The girls finished the dishes and walked over to me. "Stand up." My wife practically commanded me. Here it comes. I knew that it was too good to be true. I knew that I was going to get it. I had no idea why she thought it was a good idea to display her and Lindsey this way, but she did. It was quite a sight, the two of them naked. Hell, I'd thought about what Lindsey would look like naked, many times over the years. I'd seen her in a variety of workout clothes, summer weight dresses and swim wear, including rather skimpy bikinis. I never quite expected to see her naked, even for a few seconds, let alone for nearly an hour. I guess now was the time to pay the piper. I stood up.
"Take 'em off." She said sternly.
"Huh?"
"Your pants, take 'em off. Get naked. Just like you were when you were jacking off in front of her."
"Oh," I answered. I frowned and pushed my shorts and briefs down. My wife squatted down and roughly pulled them off, making me lift each foot, until I was as naked as they were.
She straightened up and stood with her hands on her hips. "Been having fun? You wanted to see her body, well, there it is. I can see what you think if it without asking!" she said, reaching out toward my rock-hard dick. She grabbed my cock and stepped closer to me, her hand squeezing my cock, hard but not painfully. "You didn't really think that she wouldn't tell me, did you? She told me about you standing there, all the doors open, jacking off. Was it fun? Did you enjoy showing her your cock and coming in front of her?"
"It wasn't like that." I protested, suddenly getting irritated with both of them. "Is that what this was all about? You thinking I was trying to show off for Lindsey? Seriously? Well for your information, it had NOTHING to do with Lindsey at all! I told you about getting soaked with oil. No, I didn't tell you about accidently showing off to Lindsey. I also didn't tell you about having to drive home naked or Diane getting me a towel so I could get out of the car without flashing the whole fucking neighborhood. THAT'S why I was jacking off. I was turned on from driving home naked and from Diane grabbing my dick before she got me the towel. Had nothing to do with Lindsey! I didn't even realize she was going to be coming over!"



My wife eased her grip on my dick and changed the position of her hand, holding my dick upright instead of outward. She started to slowly stroke her hand along my shaft very slowly. "I knew something was up. I could tell you weren't telling me everything. Then when I caught you eyeing Lindsey, she admitted standing there, playing with her pussy, while you jacked off in front of her and then flashing you."
"So, you're not mad at me?" I asked questioningly, not at all sure what the hell she was thinking right then. "I thought you'd be furious with me."
"I was...at first. I was livid that you would cheat on me like that. I was pretty pissed at Lindsey too, but when she calmed me down, she convinced me I wasn't being fair. You had no idea she was there. You had no way to control getting doused with oil and coming home early. I can see where maybe Diane grabbing your dick wasn't something you intended either. If I'd have been in her shoes, I probably would have too. So, I can see why you'd be turned on and want to get some relief. I can even see why you'd watch Lindsey do what she did while you did what you did. So, no, I'm not mad at you... not anymore."
"Then all this... I mean you flashed your best friend at me. Was I supposed to just ignore it?"
"Ignore it? Definitely not. I gave her permission to tease you today, to her hearts content. I expected you to respond. I figured the best way to deal with this was to get it out in the open. I didn't need you sneaking around trying to sneak looks at her body when I wasn't around. She agreed. Might as well get it all on the table so to speak. Well, here it is."
"Alright." I said, still feeling confused. "What do you expect me to do now?"
"The obvious next step, is to let you two touch each other. I don't mean have sex, but touch." She said, as she let go of my dick. She stepped back and Lindsey stepped over, reaching for my dick and wrapping her hand around it, like my wife's was, moments before. "Go ahead. I'm not going to be upset. You wanna' know, now is the time. It's your one and only time I'm going to stand aside and let you do this. Touch, kiss, lick, whatever you want... except for fucking. In fact, I've given her permission to suck you off, and if you want, to lick her, if that's what you want to do. Just no fucking. THAT part is reserved for me."
"You're serious about this?" I asked in surprise.
"I'm going to go to the living room and watch some TV. I'm willing to let you do this, but that doesn't mean I have to watch it or listen to it. When you're done, come join me. But you better, damn well, have a hard cock, because all this prancing around naked in front of you, has me surprisingly horny." She said, before turning and walking from the kitchen.
"She's serious?" I asked.
"Yeah. Surprised me too when she suggested it." Lindsey said softly. "Given how long it's been since I've been with anyone and how good you looked in the bathroom... well, I wasn't going to say no. Especially after getting carried away and flashing you that way."
"Kinda surprised me too when you did that. So, what do you want to do?" I asked softly, not at all sure what I should be doing with my wife's best friend.
"We have to stay in here, so there really isn't much place to lay down or anything."
I gently pulled on her arm to turn her until she was between me and the table. I used both hands to lift her by the hips the short distance until she was sitting on the edge of the table. She let go of my dick as I reached down and lifted both her legs, making her lay back. I pushed her legs high in the air and wide apart, spreading her pussy. I pulled the chair around and sat down, leaning my head between her legs, to do something I'd been thinking about all week.
I reached my tongue out and gently stroked it up her very wet slit, tasting her sweet wetness. She moaned softly, as I pressed my tongue between her protruding inner lips, dipping it deep between them before sliding it up along her slit to her hard clit. She jumped slightly and then reached between her legs for my head, trying to pull me tighter to her clit, as I flicked my tongue back and forth across it. "Oh God," She moaned softly, as I teased her. I slipped one finger slowly into her, pushing it ever so slowly into her, feeling her hot, wet, vaginal tunnel squeeze and caress my finger, as I continued to tease her clit. In and out I pushed my finger, slowly fucking her hot, wet depths while I assaulted her clit.
I probably should have taken my time, but God, I was so fucking horny it was ridiculous. I wanted to see her climax. I wanted to taste her girl cum. I wanted to feel her pussy squeeze around my cock.
I pulled my finger from her wet depths and stood up, stepping all the way between her legs. I leaned toward her and used my engorged head to rub up and down her lips, rubbing up and down over her clit, teasing her closer and closer to climax. I was so damn tempted to just push my head down a little further, just a few more inches and I could sink right into her. Instead, I grabbed her thighs and pushed against her, squeezing us together, my hard cock trapped between us, pressing between her wet lips. I stood there and let her rock her hips up and down, stroking her wet slit along my shaft. It wasn't fucking, but it was damn close! Her wet pussy slid over my engorged head each time she rocked up, her legs bent back so her heels could rest on the table and allow her to stroke more fully along my shaft. Up and down her hips went, my hands moving to her big soft tits. I grabbed each soft mound and squeezed her nipples with my fingers, drawing a gasp from her.
Up and down her hips moved, my head dipping between her wet lips with each stroke, both of our orgasms being pushed rapidly toward completion. "OH, FUCK, YES!" she gasped, as her body started to tremble, her motion suddenly erratic as she lost control of her legs. I rocked my hips, driving my cock up and down her slit, grinding it between us, trying to push me that last little bit.
"UHHHH!" I grunted, as my body jerked. The spasm pushed my cock along her slit and up between us, allowing the massive gush of cum to lance up into the air. Gravity did what gravity does, and that long rope of cum landed across her stomach, her mound and even portions of her left tit. Again and again, I jerked, spewing more cum onto her body until all that was left was a slow drool, oozing down my cock and dripping onto her shaved mound. "Oh damn." I breathed, not wanting to be overly loud.
I stood there, panting, watching my white cum turn clear and begin to ooze off of her, while I held her tits and felt my softening cock still trapped between us. She moved her legs and reached for me, pushing me back. She climbed off the table and then turned me and pushed me back until I had no choice but to lay back on the table. She climbed onto the table over me, her legs outside mine, and lowered herself onto me, pressing her cum covered body against mine. She leaned her head to mine and pressed her lips to mine in a long, wet kiss. She held the kiss, sucking my lower lip and teasing into my mouth with her tongue, while she lowered her pussy to my softened cock and began to grind against me. She worked her hips in circles, grinding her wet lips against my cock, causing it to start to grow again, much more quickly than I would have expected.
"Oh damn," I groaned softly, as she rubbed her sopping wet lips against my hardening cock. Back and forth her hips moved, working the length of my cock, teasing my shaft and head, as she stroked her hard clit along its length. Each stroke made my head disappear between her lips, my mushroom head spreading her wet lips and bumping over her clit. Each stroke was a superb tease for each of us, each stroke tempting both of us to take it just a little further. I could feel the entrance to her pussy with each trip she made, my mushroom head slipping almost into her before sliding the length of her slit. I wanted to just arch my back and push it in, but I knew I shouldn't. I could tell from her motions that she too, wanted to do it, to make me slide into her, to fill her depths with my shaft.
I felt my head push up, just a little more, just the tiniest fraction more. Instead of sliding along her slit again, this time my fat, engorged head, pushed past the entrance to her depths and then deep into her hot wetness. "Ohhhhhhhhh." I groaned, as she pushed onto me as far as she could and then held herself there, not moving, but feeling my cock deep in her vagina.
"OhmyGodyes!" Lindsey whispered, as she looked down at me. We both knew we shouldn't be doing what we were, but it was so hard not to. She slowly moved her body, pulling her pussy along my shaft, stopping just before I could slip out of her. She closed her eyes and pushed back again, driving me back deep into her. I felt her hot wet vaginal walls caress me, stroke me, mold around me, as she pushed herself fully onto me again. She stopped again, panting, her eyes still closed. I saw her shake her head slightly, then open her eyes and look down at me. She bit her lower lip and then moved again, this time intentionally stroking herself on and off of me more quickly. She paused when my head hit the end of her vaginal tunnel again, but that pause was so very brief. She moved on me again, and again, and again until she was driving herself rhythmically on and off my shaft.
Not that I was anywhere innocent in this. My hands had long since found their way up to her tits, squeezing them in time with her strokes, my thumbs squeezing her nipples against my hands, just the way my wife loved me to do. She rocked herself on and off of me, driving both of us closer and closer to simultaneous orgasms. Mine came only moments before hers. With a deep grunt my body bucked hard up at her, driving my cock forcefully up into her as she stroked back toward me. I felt a huge gush of cum push up my shaft and squirt deep in her pussy. She forced herself hard into the base of my cock, her clit grinding into me. Lindsey's pussy clenched around me, the whole length of her vagina spasming and squeezing me, as she gasped loudly. "SHIT!"
She sat on me trembling as my body spasmed and jerked under her, the two of us lost in our climaxes for long seconds.
"Really Don?" I heard Nancy ask, from the living room doorway.
I was in deep. I knew she said not to, and I allowed it to happen anyway. Hell, I WANTED it to happen. I let Lindsey put me on the table and climb onto me, knowing she was going to have my cock against her pussy. I let her sit on me and slide back and forth, feeling her hot wetness stroke along my length and I wanted her to let it slip inside her. It was no accident on either of our parts. I wasn't thinking about Nancy, I was only thinking about the sensations and the desire to feel her pussy around my cock.
I was ready to apologize, even though I knew it wasn't going to come close to making up for what we did, when she continued. "Alright you two. Come with me!" Lindsey looked at my wife curiously and then shrugged slightly and lifted off my now shrinking cock. I could see my cum leaking from her as she climbed from the table. "You too!" my wife said looking at me. Lindsey helped me climb from the table and gave my hand a little squeeze, before letting go to follow Nancy to the living room. I had no idea what Nancy had in mind, but whatever it was, I had to admit that we deserved it. I could argue that she set me up to fail, and she very well may have, either intentionally or not. But trying to place blame on her wasn't going to win any awards with her. I knew I'd crossed a line she drew, fair or not. "Down. Lay down!" she said sharply, turning to face us.
"I'm sorry love. We just got carried..."
"I don't want to hear it. I want your ass on the floor!" she said, raising her voice a little more.
I opened my mouth to protest and then closed it and shook my head. My wife and I had always had a very even relationship. We'd discuss all major decisions and if we couldn't come to agreement, she would defer to me. But this time, there had been no discussion, and this was certainly a huge decision in our relationship. She said touch, kiss, whatever, but don't do what we did. So, I didn't feel like I had a leg to stand on. Whatever she decided to do, she would be justified. I sat down and let her push me down until I was laying on my back.
"Now, Lindsey. Sit on his face."
"What?" We both asked, at the same time.
"Sit on his face! I want him to lick every bit of his cum out of you. I don't want him to stop until he makes you climax again on his face."
"What? You're serious?" Lindsey asked.
"Dead serious. I want you to sit on his face until he licks every bit of what he put in you, out of you."
"I don't get it."
"You don't have to. You just have to do it."
Lindsey shrugged and stepped over my head. She looked down at me and I could see the apology on her face, both for what we did and for what she was being forced to do. She squatted down and then knelt over my face, lowering her pussy to my mouth. Licking my own cum from my wife was one thing. I'd licked her pussy, after I'd come in her, a few times in the past years, usually trying to get her to climax. I'd never specifically tried to lick it from her, but I'd known it was there. This was different though. This time with Lindsey sitting upright over me, there was no doubt that what leaked from her, was partly what I'd put in her.
"Now! You better fucking get another hardon buster!" My wife said, as she grabbed my mostly softened dick and started to stroke it. "You got a pussy and tits in front of your face. I expect a hardon in damn short order!" I still didn't understand what she was doing, moreover, what she was going to do. I understand licking my cum from her pussy was supposed to be punishment, but why did she want me to get a hardon? "Come on Don. Let's get to work here. I want a hardon!"
I closed my eyes for a moment to try and clear my head, and then looked up at Lindsey. I had to admit, it was a pretty sexy view. I had her pussy on my mouth and was looking up at her big sexy tits while she looked down at me. I reached out with my tongue and found her clit, the rest of her pussy basically resting on my chin. Most of what was leaking from her was running down my chin and neck. She moaned softly, as my attentions to her clit started to bring that recent orgasm back to life. I didn't know if she was a multiple orgasm woman or not. Some didn't come again easily, while some climaxed a second or third time very easily, or so I'd been told. Nancy wasn't one of those. She had one good solid climax and was then done for a while, her clit too sensitive to touch.
I licked and teased Lindsey, understanding that I was intended to give her another orgasm. Now, a lot of guys don't particularly love to give oral sex. They love to get it, but giving it? Not so much. I, on the other hand get really, really, turned on doing it. I love giving it as much as I love getting it, maybe even more. So it wasn't much of a surprise that by the time I'd worked on Lindsey for about five minutes my cock was once again rock hard. What was a surprise was feeling a hot wet pussy, a very familiar pussy, sinking down onto that very hard cock.
Nancy settled herself down on me and began to slowly ride up and down, slipping my shaft in and out of her wet vagina. Her motions soon grew quicker and I could feel her ass cheeks slapping against my body each time she dropped down my shaft. Yes, this was the way she liked it, lifting quickly, threatening to pull all the way off of me, before slamming herself down again, driving me hard up into her, my mushroom head rubbing her cervix and then smashing into the end of her vaginal tunnel. Each drive down was also accompanied by a slight rock of her hips, so that her clit ground against my shaft and smashed into the little crook where my cock met my body. Up and down, she moved, driving hard on me, and pushing me toward another climax.
She moaned loudly, driving us both toward climax. I didn't have to see her, to know she was about to climax. I could hear it and feel it. Her body was primed and ready to hit that perfect peak any second, and she was going to take me along with her, like she had so many times before. I might have just come in Lindsey a short time ago, but that didn't mean that I was suddenly immune to sensations that were familiar to me. My hips started to try and buck up at her as she slammed down on me, driving us together just that little bit harder. We didn't always have sex this way. Most of the time it was slow, gentle, passionate love making. But on occasion, when she was extremely turned on, it would devolve into what we were sharing now.
"OH FUCK! Gonna come!" she squealed, moments before her body hit that perfect place. I felt her pussy clench around me and her coordination start to fail, as she continued to try to ride up and down, while her body climaxed. That was another thing she loved. She loved feeling my cock sliding in and out of her while she was climaxing, riding that perfect high just a little bit higher. With her on top, that was now her job, to keep stroking and pushing her orgasm higher. Up and down, she moved, her rocking motion more pronounced as she jammed me over and over into her spasming, leaking, pussy. "Fuck, fuck, fuck." She mumbled, as she slowed her strokes, finally settling on me with my hard shaft still stuffed deep in her.
I was moments away from my own orgasm, and I wanted her to keep going, but alas, she didn't and with my mouth full of Lindsey's pussy, all I could do was groan in frustration.
That frustration grew even more when I felt her pull up and off my dick, letting it slap down onto my stomach. She moved far enough around that I could see her now, kneeling next to Lindsey, her chest heaving as she panted for breath. She bent down and kissed my forehead. "One time only." She whispered. "Meet me in the shower when you're done."
She lifted and looked at her friend, "It's up to you what you do with it now." She got up and walked away, leaving Lindsey on my face.
"I guess I win!" Lindsey said, lifting off my face. She crawled back down my body, until she was straddling my pelvis again.
"Wait! Honey!?" I called to her, as she walked away. She paused at the doorway and looked back.
"What? You don't know what to do with a wet pussy? Do what you were imagining when you jacked off in front of her." She turned and walked out of the room completely.
"What the hell!? We're supposed to do this again? After already getting in trouble for doing it?"
"You heard her." She answered, with a grin on her face.
"I don't understand." I groaned, as she wiggled her hips, grinding her wet pussy against my dick.
"Do you have to? She said to do what you were imagining when you jacked off in front of me. So, how about it? Wanna fuck me for real like you were imagining?"
"That what you want? For me to fuck you?"
"It's the one time she's gonna let it happen, so damned if I'm not going to take advantage of the whole bit."
I looked at her smiling down at me expectantly. "Fine. If that's the way you two want it," I pushed on her and rolled her off of me. I rolled myself toward her, rolling so I was laying on top of her, our bodies pressed together. I could feel my engorged head already pressing against her lips and it only took a few attempts to force it between them and I was sinking myself into her hot, wet pussy. I lifted myself just enough to no longer be laying on her, holding myself up with my hands. I started to stroke into her, pushing my cock deep into her. She spread her legs wide for me, allowing me to slip even deeper into her. I drove hard into her, jamming my cock into her over and over, each time the crook at the base of my cock jamming hard against her clit. Her whole body moved on the carpet, as I plunged myself wildly into her.



I was getting damn close and wasn't sure I was going to be able to hold off until she came, so I warned her that I was going to come any minute. To my surprise, her only response was to go when I was ready. Ready I was! In little more than a few dozen strokes, my body jerked hard, jamming myself into her so hard, she moved on the carpet under us. I could feel my cock surging, pumping gush after gush into her pussy.
"OH, FUCK YES!" she cried loudly, as her own body began to tremble and shake. "Ohhhhhhhhh fuck yes. Fuck yes." She moaned, as the climax raced through her body and slowly began to ebb away. "Ohhhh yes. That, was...fucking perfect!" She panted.
I lay myself down on her again, her arms wrapping around me to hold us together while my cock softened inside her. "I hope it was worth it."
"For me it was. Even at the price I have to pay."
"And what's that?"
"For the next month I have to work out naked with the curtains open."
"That's what you have to do? Why?"
"I don't know exactly, but working out naked in front of you isn't going to be exactly hard to do, especially not with you naked."
"Me naked?"
"Uh huh. You don't know? You have to work out naked too."
I looked at her quizzically. "Why do I have to work out naked?"
" 'Cause she said she was going to make you. I'm pretty sure it's so that we tease each other, without being able to do anything about it. This was a one time thing, so..."
"Yeah. Now that we know what it feels like, being teased that way would be pretty hard." I said with a frown.
"Yeah. My thoughts exactly. You're gonna be damn hard and I'm gonna be damn wet, and we aren't going to be able to do a damn thing about it."
"No, we won't."
"Unless we do..." she whispered. "Who'd know?"
"I would."
"Well. Still might not be a bad thing if it did."
I felt my cock slip from her pussy and then pushed up off her without another word. "I better go see Nancy and figure out what she really wants from me."
"Good luck." She said, as I walked from the room.
I headed to the master and then to the bathroom. I could hear the shower running even before I opened the door. I stepped in and closed it behind me. She was in the walk-in shower, covered in soap, clearly taking her time. I stepped behind her. "I'm here."
"You have fun?" she asked, without looking back at me.
I couldn't see her face, so I wasn't sure how she meant it. "It was alright." I answered cautiously.
"Just alright? Sounded to me like she thought it was better than that. I could hear her even over the shower."
"I'm sorry." I said, stroking her arm. She still hadn't turned to face me, and she didn't act like she was going to any time soon.
"Get it out of your system?"
"Get what out of my system?"
"Her...her body."
"You think that because I saw her naked, that I was somehow more attracted to her than you or something?"
"Or something."
"When it happened, I didn't even know she was there at first. I was just jacking off."
"Because of Diane?"
"Not really."
"Something made you really turned on."
"I dunno. I got home and I was just... hard."
"So, it really was just an awkward chance that Lindsey saw you doing what you were doing?"
"I was more embarrassed than she was." I answered her. "You have to know, I wouldn't..."
She turned to face me. "Don't say you wouldn't do anything with her. Because we both know that you were dangerously close to doing more than a little something with her in the workout room."
"Actually, no. I was doing what she asked, pressing on her back. I didn't pull down her pants or any of that. She came in without underwear and tried to seduce me into having sex with her. Honest, I wasn't going to do ANYTHING with her."
She smiled a little. "Good. I was hoping you'd try and stand up for yourself. I just wanted to be sure where we stood."
"And where exactly is that?" I asked as she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled us together.
"Even when I gave her permission to try to seduce you, you didn't go nearly as far as I would have thought. Only after I gave you permission to touch and such, did she manage to actually get you to cross that line. She had to work at it. I was hoping she would."
"So, you were testing me?"
"Sort of. I just wanted to know how far you could be pushed."
"So, what's this about having to work out naked?"
"Oh that. I was afraid that you'd be too easily swayed by her and I figured if you and she worked out naked together, knowing you'd have to resist, that you'd get better at it."
I looked at her stunned. "What? You think that by being naked together it'd get easier for me to resist that kind of thing?"
"Sure. Familiarity breeds contempt, right? If you see her naked enough times, it'll become old hat."
"You know she plans on trying to get me to have sex with her again, right?"
"She can try. I don't think you'll let her, not unless I give you permission. Just think how anxious you will be to do your workout if you two are naked."
"Or how much I'll avoid it because I'm frustrated?"
"You wouldn't actually do that, would you? I thought you'd be excited to see her naked more times."
"I'd rather see you working out naked."
"I might. But still. You won't enjoy working out naked with her?"
"I don't think so."
"Well, maybe I'll think of something to help that out." She answered with a smile. "Now let's get you washed up so you can fuck me again."
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Ch 7
I walked into Jackie's office mid-morning, thankfully without being accosted by any of the ladies. Apparently my "discussion" with Aphrodite, or whatever she/it really was, seemed to have had an impact. Other than the last evening at Hooters, when I really couldn't help but think about sex as I watched that hot as hell waitress being fucked by Mike, I was doing a pretty good job at not thinking about it. But now, I did want to think of it. I wanted to think of it because I wanted to help Jackie, as a friend. If I could use this damn... whatever I had... to help a friend have a better life with her husband, why shouldn't I do it? She and I'd already had sex multiple times, which he hopefully still didn't know about. Letting her suck me off so I could couple her a little bit to Aphrodite was a pretty small thing. At least that's what I was thinking.
"Hey Jackie. How's it going?" I asked as I closed the door so we'd have privacy.
"Pretty good, Jack. How about you?"
"Not too bad," I said non-committally. "You see the news lately?"
She looked up from her computer as I walked to the chair in front of her desk and sat down. "I did. I presume you're talking about what happened at Hooters? Seems like that's on everyone's mind this morning."
"Yeah. It's what, the third, no, fourth time this has happened?"
She furrowed her brow. "Fourth? I only know about three."
"Actually there were four. You just forgot the fourth one."
"I did?"
"You did." I nodded. "You forgot the one the day after the Italian restaurant. The one where you came into my office and took off your clothes and had sex with me."
"I did what!?" she asked in surprise.
I leaned back and imagined her standing behind her desk, taking off her dress, and then dropping her bra and panties. I imagined her nice-looking tits swinging slightly with her rock-hard nipples jutting out, begging to be sucked. I imagined her stepping around the desk as I dropped my pants and she sank to her knees to suck on my dick. I knew what she looked like, so it wasn't much of a stretch to imagine. It also was intentional. I wanted her to want to suck me, to strip for me and to suck me so that I could cum in her mouth. Damn I wanted to do that right now. I almost forgot about the WHY, totally absorbed for the moment in the HOW.
After what Lydia had done to Mike last night, and how that worked, I was sure this would work, if I could keep even a little of my mind focused and remember why I was doing it, besides wanting to see her naked again.
"I bet you want me to get undressed for you again, don't you?" she asked, leaning back in her chair. "You like having sex with me, don't you? You like feeling your cock in me, sliding in and out of my hot, wet pussy? I know you do. I can see it on your face. You're imagining me getting naked, right here, and having sex with you, aren't you?"
I was a little stunned, and I must have looked it. This wasn't what I thought was going to happen. I thought I was in control of this but suddenly I wasn't so sure I was.
"You are such a naughty, naughty man. Wanting to have sex with your co-workers. That is sooooo wrong, on so many levels. I'm your co-worker, I'm married, and just because we've already fucked doesn't mean you can just come in here and expect me to do it with you again."
I shook my head and stood up to leave. How had this gone so wrong? "Sorry Jackie. I just thought... never mind."
I got as far as the door of her office before she was standing up. "You don't really want to leave do you?" she asked from behind me. I turned around, my hand on the doorknob and stared as she pulled the zipper of her dress down. "What you really wanna do is watch what happens when I pull this zipper."
I stared while she pulled the zipper down more, slowly opening the front of her dress front. It didn't have any kind of sleeves or shoulder straps, it was just held up on her body by her tits, and once the material no longer was stretched around them the dress slid down, leaving her completely naked.
"You see, I was planning on coming to your office later. I was planning on walking into your office and pulling this zipper, pulling it down to let my dress slide off, like it just did. I wanted to let it slide off so you could see my body, my hard nipples that want to be sucked so badly, and my nice, freshly-shaved pussy. I did it just for you. I shaved it all off, nice and smooth, just like a baby's bottom. " She stepped from behind her desk, wearing nothing but her high heels. She stepped toward me and reached for my shirt. One button at a time, she started undoing it. "I don't think it's fair that I'm all naked, and you're not. I want to see you naked. I want to see your hard cock wanting me. I want to suck you and fuck you until you can't come any more. I want to feel you make me come around you and with you. Can you do that? Can you come for me more than once?"
"Oh yeah," I answered as she reached for the cuffs of my sleeves. She undid the buttons and pulled my shirt off, tossing it aside. She reached for my belt and undid it, slipping it all the way out of my pants before she went for my zipper.
She said huskily as she let my slacks slide down. "Mmmmmm. Getting hard for me already. You like how I look? Do I look sexy to you? Does my body turn you on? Or is it just looking forward to fucking my hot pussy that turns you on?" She pushed my briefs down as she squatted down, my hard-on popping free to bounce in full view. "Oh yeah. You are soooo horny. It's been a long time since I tasted cum. Do you want me to suck you and make you cum in my mouth and on my tits? I bet you do, you naughty man."
She leaned inward and closed her lips around my mushroom head. I groaned with pleasure as she began sliding her lips on and off my shaft, trying to push as much of me into her mouth as she could. She added a hand to follow her lips, stroking me and making the sensations even better. I looked down past her sexy tits and saw her free hand between her legs, teasing her pussy as she stroked and sucked me. I closed my eyes and groaned again, allowing the sensations of her attention to my dick as well as what she was doing to herself, wash over me, pushing me toward that climax I wanted.
"That's it, baby. Make me come in your mouth," I whispered encouragingly as I looked down at her. "Make me squirt my cum into your mouth and then let me fuck your hot pussy."
"Mmmmmm," she said, not taking her mouth off of me, the moan vibrating me slightly.
"Oh yeah. Gonna come." I groaned, the sensation of her stroking her clit tickling the back of my mind along with the warmth radiating from my head. I could feel the urgency growing, becoming undeniable. I let my climax go, my body jerking and spasming as I pumped shot after shot into her. I remembered the words Aphrodite told me in my mind, in my dream. I mumbled them, barely able to concentrate as my body pumped my cream into her mouth.
She pulled her mouth from my dick and aimed the tip at one of her tits. She let the little trickling drool leak onto her turgid nipple and then used my dick to smear it around her nipple and areola. "That was some load, baby," she whispered as she pulled away and stood up. "But now it's time to put one of those somewhere else." She pulled me by the hands, making me shuffle with my pants and briefs around my ankles, until she sat on the edge of the desk. She pulled me closer and then slipped her arms around my neck. She pulled our faces together and I tasted my cum on her lips as she kissed me. I put a hand between us, wanting my still rock hard dick to be buried in her as much as she did. I rubbed my head up and down her sopping wet slit until I had it settled in her entrance. I pushed my saliva-coated cock easily into her, making her moan into my mouth.
I rocked my hips, stroking deeply into her as I lifted and spread her legs. I could feel her body respond to my strokes, not only by how tight and wet she was around my shaft, but also by the soft, gentle warmth and desire radiating from her pussy. In and out I slid myself into her more deeply with each stroke until I could feel the end of her depths with my engorged head. I loved how it felt, I loved feeling my head bumping into her and the feeling of her hard nipples pressed to my chest. Yes, this was perfect. I was getting ready to give her the gift she wanted, but not yet. I had to wait. I had to feel her climax first, I wanted to feel her climax first and then join with her to push it even higher.
I drove into her with my eyes closed, reveling in the sensations as my hips moved rhythmically, her tits pressing and shifting against my chest as my strokes moved her body. She panted in my ear as her orgasm grew with her, slowly pushing toward that perfect spot. I was ready, and I knew she was almost ready when it happened. No, she didn't climax. A pair of hands that didn't belong slipped between us, worming in between my chest and her breasts.
I startled and pulled back, looking around quickly, unsure of what was happening. Then I saw her. A familiar face. She wasn't exactly unwelcome, but definitely unexpected. "Gail! "
"Gail?" Jackie moaned, leaning back and twisting to see our boss leaning over the desk from behind her.
"Don't stop, honey. You're so close. I can feel it. Keep going."
"Don't stop?" she mumbled, clearly feeling the effects of our coupling, not completely cognizant of her surroundings yet.
"That's it, don't stop. Keep going."
"Oh fuck yes," Jackie moaned as Gail squeezed her nipples. I felt it as if she were squeezing my own, a tingle running through my body and making the urgency to keep fucking grow inside me. I started rocking my hips again, the wet squish of my cock sliding into her with each stroke audible in the small office. "Ohhhh god yes. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me good. I want to feel you come."
"Uh huh," I grunted, plunging harder as the new sensations on her tits pushed both of us toward climax. I was going to come any second, or was it she was going to come any second? I was lost in which sensations were mine and which were hers. It didn't really matter, the two of us climaxed in unison, her body squeezing my suddenly spurting cock, her whole body trembling and shaking as she moaned with pleasure. My cock surged inside her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her hot depths. Gail's hands moved and then she stepped around the desk. She pushed me gently, forcing me from Jackie's pussy. She knelt down in front of Jackie and began to lick her pussy, taking both my and Jackie's cum into her mouth eagerly. Jackie moaned at the new sensations, her body giving little jerks and trembles.
I stood and watched Gail, my boss, licking Jackie's pussy eagerly, licking my leaking cum from her pussy as if it were the greatest thing in the world. Watching Gail lick Jackie was such a turn-on that I was still rock-hard when Gail had finished. She stood up from between Jackies legs and pressed a hand to my chest, pushing me back against the door. She stepped to me and reached for my hard-on. "Time to fuck your boss, baby," she whispered. "Cuz I need to be fucked sooooo bad. I've been wanting you all night. I dreamed of fucking you and woke up so horny for you." She worked my head between her black lips and then arched her back to get me into her pussy. I cupped both big chocolate boobs and let my thumbs stroke across her rock-hard nipples. "That's it, baby. Fuck me now."
The two of us moved in a coordinated ballet, my cock sliding in and out with my butt bumping gently against the door with each stroke we made. My cock nearly slid out of her before we jammed each other's pelvises at each other again, driving me hard into her. Over and over, we moved this way, fucking my cock in and out of her pussy.
I stopped moving and pushed her away. She groaned and started to complain, but I turned her around, facing the desk. I pushed her in the middle of the back until she was in front of Jackie, and then continued until Jackie had to lie back with Gail leaned over her. With her bent, I rubbed my head between her lips to find her entrance and then drove hard into her. "Oh fuck yes!" she gasped as I started driving hard into her. I reached a hand around her body and slipped one finger between her lips to find her clit. "Fuuuuuuck!" she cried as I stroked it in time with my cock. In and out I plunged, her face pushed into Jackie's tits. I could feel her climax building, and wondered if I could even come again, not that it mattered. I could feel her climax growing and that was what mattered. I could also feel that other presence, that being that I called Aphrodite. I could feel its presence, its connection to me. I couldn't feel the energy flowing to it, but I could feel the effect. I could feel the intensity of the sensations grow. I could feel the connection to Gail grow as we both raced toward climax together.
This is what it wanted. This is what it needed. This is what my purpose was, to provide it a conduit for what was to come. I felt the first tremors in her pussy, and then felt it clench hard around me. "Fuck yes!" she screamed as her climax overtook her forcefully. Her whole body jerked and shook as our combined climax raced through her, amplified even more by Aphrodite. I could feel my cock surging in her, only slightly aware that I was pumping cum for the third time in less than a half an hour. I could feel it flow into her, surging time after time deep inside her. I could feel it hit her vaginal walls, pushing it's way around my cock, between it and her walls, stretching her just that little bit more as our ecstasy surged even higher.
I stood behind her, panting, my cock softening in her as she lay on Jackie, who was gently petting Gail's head as it rested on her breasts. "Ohmygod," I panted as my brain cleared and I looked on the two naked women in front of me and my mind grasped what I had just done. "So much for not fucking my boss any more," I whispered as I pulled out of her. My white cum leaked from her black lips as she continued to lie on Jackie's chest for long seconds. She finally pushed herself up and stood. She turned and stepped to me, wrapping her arms around my neck.
"God, I love fucking you," she whispered before kissing me eagerly. I held her to me, our bodies pressed together as we caught our breath, her big tits moving slightly on my chest as we panted.
"You do know this isn't a good idea. I mean, if we get caught doing this, we could both end up fired."
"Do I look like I care?"
"Sooner or later HR is going to find out we're fucking."
She giggled. "Honey, I'm no idiot. I know exactly what you do to women. I've felt it, I've been there. I know that once I start with you, I'll lose any inhibition about doing it and even where we are or who might be watching. But I do it by choice, because it gives me the most intense orgasms I've ever had. Do I care that I'm your supervisor? Not in the least. I know that I won't give you any special treatment, and you won't expect any. And when HR finds out, well, Karen is going to come pay you a visit, When she does, she's going to get to enjoy one of your wonderful climaxes and forget all about why she came to visit."
"You have this pretty well planned out. What about your husband, or my wife?"
"Your wife already knows we're fucking, unless you're a much better liar than I think. But I don't honestly think she cares. I think she's off fucking enough on her own that she doesn't care how many women you fuck."
"How can you know that?"
"When you and I are doing it, I can see it. I know you share my emotions, my sensations, even some of my thoughts. I know what it does to you, how it intensifies our climaxes, but I don't think you know that at the same time I'm sharing what it feels like with you, you're also sharing with me. I can feel what you feel. I can feel how your climax builds and how the tingle and urgency flows through your body. Didn't know that, did you? Well, I can. I can also feel that little nugget of hurt way down deep that can only come from knowing that you are fucking outside your marriage, and that your wife is doing the same. I don't claim to understand it, but somehow I can see it, or more correctly, feel it. I can see that it hurts you, but I can also see that you love her and want her as much as you always have. I've seen fantasies in your mind as you climax; beaches, and woods, and other sexy places you've either had sex or that the women you're fucking have fucked in. I know that just before you come, you imagine being in one of those places, with her, making her climax for you. Yeah, I see all that. I don't know how, but I don't much care, not as long as I keep getting climaxes like you give me."
"And your husband?"
"He's easy to deal with. I'll just tell him that something took over my mind and I didn't know what I was doing, which is actually the truth, just not all of it."
"You seem to know a lot about what's happening."
She grinned. "Honey, you'd be surprised what I know. I had a dream the other night, and another last night. I couldn't explain it at the time. It was a disjointed dream, but the most beautiful woman I ever saw came to me and claimed to be Aphrodite, and she wanted me to couple with you again, as she put it. She let me see myself being fucked by you in your office, through your eyes. She let me feel what you feel when I come and when you come. And she asked me to do something different. She said I could have those kind of climaxes with anyone I chose, if I did one thing. It was a bit of a weird request, not to mention it was happening in a dream, but when I woke up from last night's dream, I realized it was more than a dream. It was so very real. My body was wet with sweat and my pussy tingled as if we'd just fucked. I knew when I touched myself that I had climaxed, right there in bed, next to my husband. But I remembered everything she said. I remembered her telling me that all I needed to do was to lick your cum from the pussy of another. Somehow I knew that you were going to be here this morning, having sex with Jackie. And guess what, you were."
"And she wanted you to lick my cum from her pussy?"
"She said if I wanted to have those kind of climaxes any time I wanted, all I had to do was to become an acolyte. She said it would ensure that I would be able to enjoy these incredible climaxes with anyone, not just you. I'm kind of anxious to go try it on my husband and see if it really works."
"Gail, please tell me you're joking, she didn't say this would make you one, an acolyte."
"No, I'm not joking, why?"
"Ohhhhh shit," I groaned as I pulled away from her and dropped into the small chair that normally sat across the desk from Jackie, which had been pushed aside as we fucked.
"Why? Is that a problem?"
"Gail, my wife is an acolyte because of what she did with the ring before I got it. She and her fiend tried it on. From what I can tell, it made them what the book calls 'acolytes to Aphrodite'. Both of them attract men like flies to honey, and if a man looks at them with lust, which happens a lot with their looks, she can hardly refrain from having sex with them. An acolyte connects with Aphrodite, which from what I can tell, is actually some kind of interdimensional being or something that feeds on emotions in this one's case, the intense emotions of sexual desire. The image you saw was her projecting something that isn't real. I don't know what it looks like but it isn't a beautiful woman."
"But you link with her. I could feel you do it."
"I do, but I don't have a choice. I can't take the ring off, it doesn't let me."
"You mean, the things that happen, like Hooters last night, you can't stop them?"
"NO!"
"And I just agreed to be a link?"



"You did."
"Ohhhhh fuck. I thought it would just let me feel more intense orgasms. I didn't know I was going to be fending off horny guys."
"Trust me, you won't, because those horny guys are going to be making you feel like you want to fuck them. There's no fending off. She wants you to just spread your legs and enjoy it. She, it feeds off your orgasms. It wants you to have as many as you can. It doesn't care about relationships, or laws or anything else. It just wants more orgasms, and it seems like it's decided to open another franchise store: the Gail store."
"Oh fuck. My husband is going to kill me!"
I chuckled and shook my head. "Oh yeah, he will, but I have a hunch that this Aphrodite creature is going to make damn sure you keep having as much sex as your body can handle."
This was getting so out of control that I had no idea where it would ever stop.
---o---
"Oh my god, Jack." Gail walked into my office and plopped in a chair. "I've fucked three guys already today. Two in the bathroom and one in the supply room. They were coming the other way and I felt them looking at me, and I stopped and talked to them for a minute, and then they suggested that we go off and fuck. What am I going to do!?"
"Avoid eye contact. That seems to help," I said with a shrug. "Maybe put a bra back on."
"Huh?"
"Bra? Somewhere along the line you took it off and your tits are showing through your top."
"OH FUCK! No wonder they were thinking about undressing me. I'm already halfway there! Does she do that to you, make you run around half dressed?"
"Me? No. But the girls? My wife and Suzanne have been running around in skimpy outfits for weeks, sometimes no underwear or bra. I know that they have to be unintentionally flashing guys and don't even realize it."
"God, what have I done? Can I get out of it? Undo it or something?"
"Not that I've figured it all out, but I was able to make an agreement with Aphrodite. If I don't think sexy things about a woman, she won't make me fuck them."
"And that works?"
"It seems to so far. I've had a few women in here today and I haven't done anything since we did earlier."
"Will that work for me, do you think?"
"I dunno. I know that if you think a guy looks sexy, he's gonna want to bang you. That's what's happening with Lydia and Suzanne. Lydia has had some success by not thinking anything sexy about a guy. Doesn't stop all of it, but some."
"Do you think I'm stuck like this? I mean, forever?"
"Well, when Aphrodite was a thing in Roman culture, she had hundreds of temples, each with multiple priests and acolytes. According to the one book I read, it said that if an acolyte got tossed out of the temple, that the wives would throw her into a pit because she still attracted men to sex, even though she wasn't in the temple any longer."
"Good god. What have I done to myself?"
"One thing's for sure, it's gonna be a lot more interesting around here."
---o---
I left work just after five, pulling onto the avenue to head home, having successfully refrained from fucking anyone else. Though it had been a very close thing with Rachel, who had apparently been masturbating in her office for some time before she'd come over to see me.
"Hey sweetie." I said, answering the cell phone on the car's hand's free system.
"Hey hon," Lydia said, sounding a little cautious, like she was holding something back, afraid to tell me something.
"What's up lover?"
"I had a little problem with my stockings, and they were the last pair I had. Can you stop on the way home and pick me up a few pairs?"
"A problem?"
"Yeah, well, I sorta lost one of 'em."
"You did?"
"Yeah. If you want to know, I'll tell you. I was going to wait until we got home, but if you want to know now..."
"I suppose you'd better. I have something to tell you, too. But you go first."
"I sorta had sex today. I know. I said I'd try not to, and I did try, I really did."
"So, who was it?"
"Actually, I don't know."
"You don't know?"
"I was heading down to the post office to drop off some documents that needed to be mailed, and when I went out the front of the building there was a service truck there. Two guys were inspecting something on the front of the building. Some kind of fire thing. Well, you know how workmen can be."
"I think I get the idea."
"Yeah, it was inside their little truck, but when we got done I could only find one stocking, and it was my last pair."
"Alright. I'll get you some more." I said with a sigh, knowing that she couldn't help it any more than I could.
"So, what do you want to tell me?"
"I had a chat with Gail this morning."
"Your boss?"
"Uh huh. Can I ask you something? When we're having sex, can you look into my head?"
"What do you mean?" she asked cautiously.
"You know. Can you see what I'm thinking, what I'm imagining?"
She was silent for a few long seconds. Long enough I looked at the phone to see if the call had dropped. "Sometimes," she answered hesitantly.
"How much can you see into my brain? I mean, I feel you. But I can't see what you're thinking."
"I... um... well... sometimes I can sorta get a mental image of what you're thinking about."
"Sorta?"
"Maybe we should talk about this at home, not over the phone."
"That bad?
"No, I just think we ought to be together when we discuss it."
"Okay. See you soon then, and we can discuss it."
"Alright love. Talk soon." I hung up and wondered just how much she had seen in my mind and if she could, if Suzanne could as well. I decided there wasn't much point in going to all the trouble of buying her high quality stockings if she was going to keep losing them. It was the fourth pair she'd lost or ripped in the last week. There was a Walmart on the way home, so I stopped there.
I guess I was distracted, thinking about what Lydia could see in my mind when we were having sex, when I bumped into the woman in the ladies' lingerie area.
"Oh, excuse me," I said, reaching out to grab the slightly shorter, thirtyish looking woman. She had on a Walmart t-shirt, a pair of jeans and a blue Walmart vest with a nametag that said Vanessa. She wasn't terribly bad looking, but her modestly round face and body looked slightly disheveled as though she'd already had a long day before being run over by an inattentive customer. "I should have been looking where I was going," I said as I held her only a few inches from me, not wanting to let go in case she hadn't caught her balance yet.
She frowned at me. I could almost see 'idiot' form on her lips, but to her credit, she didn't say it. Instead, she took a deep breath and sighed, trying to shake my hands from her arms. "It's quite all right sir. I wasn't watching either." I let go of her and stepped back, confident that she wasn't going to topple over. "Can I help you find something?"
I don't know what came over me. I wasn't thinking about sex, not exactly, that is. I was thinking about my wife. But the words blurted out before I could stop them. "I think I've found it."
She scowled at me and then rolled her eyes. "Like I haven't heard that one before. Let me know if you really need something!"
"Actually, I do. I apologize. I honestly don't know where that came from. I need some stockings for my wife."
Her look was even more stern this time. "Your wife? And you're saying those kinds of things to other women? Seriously?"
"I'm sorry. I'm sure I can find them myself." I stepped back, turned, and headed down an aisle filled with bras, knowing I wouldn't find what I needed on this aisle, but trying to get some space before I said something else stupid. I turned down the next aisle and saw Vanessa standing with her arms crossed, watching me as I walked down the aisle. I could already see that stockings weren't on this aisle either, and when I came to the end, she was blocking the way. I stopped, just looking at her.
"Two aisles to your left," she said sternly, stepping back, but not uncrossing her arms. I didn't understand why she was upset. I glanced back to see that she was following me, arms still crossed. I glanced back at her again as I turned the corner two aisles down. This time I couldn't help but notice that her arms pushed her tits up in her bra the way they were crossed under each large mound. I tried to shake the thought from my head as I found the rack of stockings and stopped. I looked at the assortment and pulled a package off the rack to see if I could tell what size I needed. I should know. I'd bought for Lydia before, but for some reason, I couldn't seem to think of the size. I stood in the aisle staring at the package with a puzzled look, trying to remember her size. "You sure you're buying for your wife? You don't look like you have any idea what size she wears."
"I can't seem to remember it."
"Typical man: mind always in the gutter, but unable to remember their wife's size in anything. Is she taller or shorter than me?"
"Taller, by maybe half a foot."
"Heavier or thinner?"
"A little thinner."
"A little?"
"Okay, quite a bit."
She nodded. "Look at my thigh. Thicker or thinner?"
"Um, thinner."
"A little or a lot?"
"Well, a bit I guess. Hard to tell."
"Pants in the way, huh?" She shook her head. "Men." She reached to her waist while she used one foot to pull the shoe off the other. She undid the front of her jeans while she kicked both shoes off, and then she started pushing her jeans down.
"You don't have to do that," I said quickly, not wanting to draw any more attention than possible, especially after last night. I didn't understand what was happening. I was trying hard not to think about sex, in fact, I wasn't feeling particularly drawn to her at all, yet she was acting like I was asking her to get naked for me.
"What? You afraid of me or something?"
"Uh... no. Not afraid."
"Good." Vanessa said as she finished pulling her pants down and stepping out of them. "Now, feel my thigh. Tell me, thicker or thinner."
"Touch your thigh?"
"I thought you said you weren't afraid of me. Sounds like you are. Kinda strange for a married guy that just used a pickup line on me."
"Yeah, well..."
She stepped closer and reached for my hand. She pulled it down to her thigh. "Go ahead. I've never bitten anyone before. I'm pretty safe."
"Yeah. Okay." I said as I acquiesced to the situation and knelt down in front of her. I set the package I'd been holding on the floor and wrapped both hands around her thigh. "Yeah, thinner."
She reached down to my hands. "Just slide your hands down my thigh until you think its as thick as your wife's."
The whole situation seemed a bit surreal to me, being afraid to touch her like this, after everything I'd done in public already, but I did as she suggested. I slid my hands down until I was almost two thirds of the way to her knee. "I think about this big."
"Goooood," Vanessa cooed softly. "I'd say a medium should fit her just fine." She reached one hand out and held the back of my head while the other went to her crotch. She pulled her panties aside to expose her curl-covered pussy, then pulled my head toward her, arching her back to bring her pussy and my face together. "Now, lick me, sweetie. Let me feel what you do to your wife when she has you like this."
I knew that women were impacted and wanted to have sex with me, but this felt... different. I didn't have the overwhelming urge to have sex with her, in fact, I didn't feel like it at all. I felt a little fuzzy, but not checked out, not caring about where I was or who I was fucking like usual. I knew exactly where I was and who was around us.
"Come on, baby, lick me. You know you want to. You want to make me come." I tried to pull my head away, and I probably could have if I'd tried harder, but she pulled my face back into her crotch. "Don't be like that. Lick me. Make me come, or I might just have to strip both of us and ride you until we both come." None of this made sense, but I figured the quickest way to get this over with was to give her a quick orgasm. I leaned into her pussy and started licking, teasing my tongue between her lips to find her clit. At the same time I shifted my hands and pressed a single finger up into her pussy. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. That's it, baby. Make me come on your face!"
I pushed my finger in and out of her quickly, stroking it as deeply into her as I could, feeling the soft, hot confines of her vagina fit snugly over my finger. The more I licked and stroked, the more I felt my own excitement grow. It wasn't like that overwhelming, uncontrollable feeling of need, but the feeling of desire, of want. It wasn't that no holds barred desire to fuck her like I was used to. No, I was starting to want to fuck her, not because I needed to, but because I wanted to. I wanted to like I wanted to fuck my wife the first time we were together. I wanted to fuck her, to feel her, to enjoy her body, but not in that uncontrollable way that had been happening since I got the ring. No, this was a desire being pushed into my mind in a way that made it feel like something I really wanted myself. At the same time, I was aware that we were in the aisle of a major store, and we weren't alone. I couldn't see them, but I heard the gentle gasps and moans of more than one woman watching from behind me.
I pulled my face back, and this time Vanessa let me. She looked down at me and said softly, "Fuck me now." Almost as if she knew that I wouldn't be able to refuse her.
I pulled my finger from her wet pussy and stood up. I looked behind me to see three women in the aisle. They varied in age from maybe thirtyish to well over fifty. They were also in varying states of undress. One, younger looking woman, had on shorts and a t-shirt, her shorts and panties around only one ankle, while her shirt and bra were pulled up, exposing her from her nearly hairless pussy to her small, perky B-cup boobs, both of which she was gently caressing. Another woman, somewhat older, maybe forty or forty-five, wearing a conservative dress, had the skirt portion pulled up and her panties around her thighs, her fingers stuffed between her legs, pushing slowly in and out of herself. The last one, she had to be least fifty, maybe a bit older, was dropping the last of her clothing on the floor.. She stepped toward us, her sagging tits swaying as she moved closer.
"I wouldn't mind a piece of this," she said softly as she reached for my arm. She turned me to face her, her hands leaving my arm to reach for my pants. "How about it? Wanna fuck a grandma?"
I stood there, frozen, unsure what to do, Trying to figure out if refusing would cause a larger scene than letting her undo my pants. I was jolted from my stupor by the feeling of her hands wrapping around my hard-on.
"Mmmmmmm. Now this is a nice cock. I haven't had a big, hard one in me in years. Eddie, he isn't built like this anymore." She held my dick and turned around, bending at the waist. She pulled my dick, trying to aim it at her pussy.
I looked around, seeing the other two women touching themselves, and felt Vanessa's boobs stroking my back as she leaned against my back to kiss my earlobe playfully. She stepped around to my side, her soft tits dragging across my back and then my arm. She reached to my face and turned my face to hers with her fingers on my chin. She lifted herself to her toes and brushed her lips to mine. "Fuck her. Put that big cock in her and fuck her. Then give it to me. Fuck her and then stick that cock in me and fill me with your cum."
Nothing made me do it, but at that moment I was feeling so incredibly turned on and wanted to do it. I looked down at the older woman, who had now turned to face away from me and bent over. I grabbed my shaft and rubbed the tip between the older woman's lips as she backed up at me. My head settled into the entrance of her vagina and she pushed back at me with a soft moan of pleasure. "Ohhhhh god yesssss." She pushed back at me until her ass pressed against me, my hands automatically grabbing her hips. "Fuck me, honey. Fuck me with that fantastic cock!"
I held her hips and started to stroke, slapping my body into her bare ass with each one. Her tits flew wildly under her chest as she held herself bent over, one hand on a knee and another on the rack next to us. In and out, I thrust, pushing her quickly toward an orgasm. I could feel it building in her, the delight of this unexpected encounter pushing her orgasm closer and closer to fruition.
"Oh god. Gonna come. Gonna come on your cock!" she moaned loudly. Moments after, her body jerked and shuddered, squeezing around me as she gasped for breath, her legs and arms trembling slightly.
"Good job, baby. Now it's my turn," Vansessa said from behind me. She pulled me back, my cock slipping from the other woman with an audible slurp. I turned to find Vanessa as nude as the older woman. She lifted one foot and rested it on the rack of pantyhose next to us, wrapping her arms around my neck. She held herself up while I squatted slightly, bringing my glistening cock between her legs. "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck" She gasped as my fat shaft slid up into her.
The position was a bit awkward, but I didn't care as I started to stroke into her with abandon, feeling the urge to come growing inside me. I hoped she'd climax quickly, because I knew I was going to. I wasn't being helped by Aphrodite, but I could sense she was there. I could feel satisfaction, not so much at the climax she'd just felt from the older woman, but at something else. I could practically see Aphrodite grinning at me as I fucked in the middle of the store. This still felt different. It felt, pushed, not driven. I could tell she didn't have full control of me like she usually did. No, this was different. She was pushing me to have sex with these women, but be totally conscious of what I was doing and where. The thought nearly derailed the climax that was almost upon me.
"Oh shit!" I grunted as my body jerked and squirted a shot of cum deep in Vanessa's pussy. I stood there, jerking and spasming as I filled Vannessa with my cum, her own body shaking and trembling in orgasm with me. As my climax began to fade, I realized that there were now more people around. Not just the three women and Vanessa, but easily a dozen people watching. I suddenly felt very self-conscious. I knew I was standing in full view of all these people, and unlike the restaurants, most of these people were just observers. They weren't being driven to have sex. I pulled my dick from Vanessa, and quickly pulled my briefs and pants back up. "Thanks, Vanessa," I said quickly as I grabbed half a dozen packages of stockings from the rack, then pushed past the women and rest of the crowd. Half a dozen guys patted me on the back as I walked through the small gaggle of people, and heard several women make disparaging remarks. I was blushing as I walked down the aile toward the front of the store. I used a self-checkout, paid for my stockings, and then left as quickly as I could.
---o---
To say she was disheveled when Lydia walked into the house would be an understatement. Her dress was on, mostly, though half of the buttons on the front were missing, as if it had been ripped apart. The belt around the waist was missing, she clearly had no stockings or bra on any longer, and I could imagine that there were no panties either. But worse, I could see her mascara, always immaculacy applied, had run down her face along with tears. I got up immediately and let her fall into my arms.
"Oh god. I'm so sorry honey. I have no idea why I did it. I really don't. I just went in and told them all they could fuck me!" she said before breaking down in sobs.
"Easy, honey. I'm here. I have you. Take a breath and tell me what happened."



"I was on my way home," She got out between gasps and sniffs, trying to stop herself crying. "There was a gym... I drive by all the time... I stopped and walked... in and all the way... back to the locker room... not the ladies... I walked into the men's... and told them anyone... who wanted to fuck me... could."
"I... I don't understand. Why would you do that? "
"I DON'T KNOW!" she shouted at me. "I just... DID! I couldn't stop myself."
I held her tight as she cried some more, and then through sniffles and gasps she continued. "I had at least ten guys fucking me. I lost count."
"You didn't tell them to stop?"
"NO! I wanted to, but I couldn't. Instead I just kept saying MORE! HARDER! I didn't want to, but I couldn't help myself."
"They didn't stop when you started crying?" Anger starting to rise inside me a the men that took advantage of her.
"I didn't... I didn't start crying until after. Honey! I didn't want to do this but... she made me! I don't mean that as an excuse, but I really couldn't stop what I was doing or saying!"
"Shit," I swore quietly, suddenly angry at this... thing... that had control of us. I had no doubt that what had happened at the store today was its doing as well. I held my wife and comforted her as best I could. Later in the evening I related what happened at the store, both of us confident that the two were related and intended to send us a message, I just wasn't sure what the message was.
---o---
The warm, gentle breeze, the softly shushing waves and the warm sand formed a perfect setting for my wife and I, snuggled together on a blanket, letting the sun and wind dry us after a dip in the warm ocean waters. My wife was falling asleep next to me, laying her head on my shoulder, my head propped by a pillow so I could enjoy watching the gentle waves. Yeah, it was a perfect setting.
I saw a disturbance in the water, an unusual swirling in the small waves. I watched it curiously as it drew closer to the shore. The swirl turned into something else, a small bulge, and then rising out of the waves, was a beautiful blonde woman. I thought my wife looked really fantastic, but this woman was the epitome of perfection. Her skin was tanned an even light bronze, with not a hint of a tan line anywhere on her nude body. Her breasts, easily the size of two small cantaloupe halves, stood proudly on her chest, her light brown areola were perfect three inch circles around two equally light brown nipples, jutting out rock-hard, begging to be sucked.
Her stomach was flat and toned, flowing down to her well-rounded hips and below that, a hairless mound. The small triangle gap between her legs displayed a small amount of inner lips protruding down, just enough to entice one to want to dive in and lick her. Water cascaded down off of her, running into slowly disappearing rivulets that flowed down her body and ran into the wet sand as she stepped from the surf. She walked toward me, the sight of her making my dick harden. I watched her step to me, stopping at my feet. I knew she wanted to have sex. I didn't have to ask, I could see the desire in her blue eyes, the way she licked her red lips, the way she looked at my dick rather than my face.
She finally looked to my face and then stepped over me, working one foot between my wife and myself. Without waking her, she pushed my wife aside with her foot, rolling her away from me and completely off the blanket. I wanted to protest, but before I could, she squatted over me. She grasped my dick and held it in her hand, aiming it at her pussy as she squatted lower. I watched her pussy consume my rock-hard cock, sliding down over me, her pussy snug, but not tight, just tight enough to caress every bit of my head and shaft. I groaned softly as she pushed herself down, her hairless pussy engulfing my entire cock. She leaned down further, bending over me, rolling herself seamlessly onto her knees. She bent until her rock-hard nipples brushed my chest and her lips brushed mine.
She moved her hips slowly up and down. One, two, three... excruciatingly slow strokes. Each one pulling up until my head threatened to slip from her perfect pussy, and then slowly sliding down until I could feel my head press against the end of her vagina. She leaned her face just a fraction of an inch lower, my already heavy, excited breathing, mixing with hers. I could taste the minty freshness of her breath as her lips brushed mine. "Is this what you like? Incredible sex with orgasms as intense as you can imagine? Women of all ages and types begging you for your cock? All of this has been yours, and still can be."
"It can?"
"Oh yes, it can, for as long as your body can handle it. You can look at any woman, in any place and,with a thought, induce her to want to have sex with you, to couple with you, to enjoy an orgasm together. Any woman you desire can be yours. You're the master, the chief of my priests. Women are yours to command."
"They are?"
"You know they are, but you're shying away from it. You're afraid of it. Afraid of what it will lead to, afraid of what will happen with you and your wife. Afraid that this will destroy you and yours. And it can, if you aren't carful."
"Careful about what?" I asked her.
Instantly she was no longer a beautiful woman. The incredibly perfect looking woman changed in seconds, morphing into a huge black octopus like monster. Its tentacles flopped and flew around me, throwing sand in the air and tossing my wife away like a rag doll. The beast had a face where it shouldn't for an octopus, and I wasn't exactly sure what part of it had my dick still impaled in it. The flapping, flying tentacles began to find me, not just the sand. It wrapped one around each of my legs and another pair grabbed my arms. It pulled, stretching me out spread-eagle, the tentacles squeezing painfully as it pulled, threatening to rip my body apart. Another tentacle reached down and wrapped around my neck, squeezing me, cutting off my air, making my head thump in pain as it continued to try and rip my arms and legs off. The face on the bulbous head leaned down, the monster's body supported now only by three tentacles.
"DO NOT CROSS ME!" it roared. "DO NOT STOP OTHERS FROM FEEDING ME! DO NOT KEEP OTHERS FROM COMUNING WITH ME!"
"How..." I croaked out through the strangling tentacle. "How have I done that?"
"You interfered with my acolyte. You prevented her from becoming fully linked to me. You told her how to keep from letting me commune with her!"
"I'm sorry! I didn't mean to," I gasped, knowing that I was going to pass out in a few moments. I tried to look over to see my wife one last time, feeling that this could be the last time I took a breath. I couldn't see her. The flailing tentacles had thrown her to the side and she was covered in huge crabs, each grabbing and ripping pieces from her with their claws. Her face stared lifelessly up at the sky as the crabs continued to devour her. My vision slowly closed in the rest of the way and I thought 'goodbye my love' just before my mind went blank for the last time.
I jerked up in bed, gasping and shaking. Sweat rolled down my face and I could see in the early morning light that where I'd lain was damp with sweat, my pillow case looking saturated. Next to me my wife lay, sweating as well, clearly having an unpleasant dream. I rolled over toward her, wrapped my arms around her and pulled us together. I felt her heart pounding almost as hard as mine was. Her arms circled my body and pulled me to her as she gasped for breath as well. "It's alright. I'm here," I panted in her ear as she shuddered.
"That was... terrifying," she finally whispered. "I could see some massive beast on you, trying to rip you apart. I tried to stop it, but it just batted me away. When I landed, I couldn't move. I was alive, but I couldn't move. These crabs came out of the ocean and climbed all over me. They started trying to rip my body apart, tearing chunks out. I wanted to scream, I couldn't move. I couldn't even breathe. I was completely paralyzed. I watched the monster trying to rip your arms and legs off as I suffocated. It was horrible!"
All I could do was nod as I held her. It was indeed horrible. "I think it was mad at me. It was warning me not to mess with her connections, what we're calling acolytes."
"You mean, like me and Suzanne?"
"Yeah. I figured out, well, actually she... it told me how you can limit who you want to have sex with, so it doesn't just run rampant. I told Gail how to do it."
"Wait, Gail is an acolyte?"
"Yeah. Apparently, Aphrodite told her in a dream how to make her sex life like mine. She didn't know what she was getting herself in for, but yeah, she made herself an acolyte. I think Aphrodite plans on making more. That's why she's so pissed at me. She didn't want me getting in the way. I think she's getting stronger. The more sex she feeds on, the stronger she gets. That thing at the college? It gave her hundreds of orgasms all at once. I could feel so many of them flowing through me. I could see so many of them happening, feel them happening."
"You could feel all those college students?"
"More than just feel them. I could see in my mind what they were thinking, the fantasies that they were playing out as they climaxed. It was incredibly erotic and stimulating, but also scary. She... it wants more of that. It doesn't know what to call it, or how it works, but I think it found the computer network at the college and used the wireless grid to reach all those kid's minds at once. I think it wants me to do that again. That was the trade: how to control who I want to have sex with, in exchange for hooking it up again."
"You can control it, who you let be attracted to you?"
"Yeah. I tried it yesterday and it seemed to work. I was going to tell you today, how to do it, see if it helped you at work."
"God, that'd be great if it did. I mean, I like feeling the way it does, but if I keep having sex at work, pretty soon I'm going to get called on the carpet and fired."
"Or arrested if it happens in public too many times," I agreed. "Those guys, in the truck? Those were a warning to me. It knows I don't like you having sex with other guys, but it's not about to let me cut off it supply of orgasm energy, so I have to give it something else. I have to either let it use me more or I have to find more guys as priests."
"How do you do that?"
"Just like you did to Mike. With you and Suzanne we can make all the priests we want, or I suppose with Gail, now that she's an acolyte."
"But I only did that to Mike so he would stop being mean to Suzanne."
"And now he's a conduit, just like I am. He probably doesn't understand what's happening yet, why all of a sudden tons of women want to have sex with him. He called me in a panic, said he went to the store for doughnuts and this really sexy woman pulled her skirt up and her panties down and begged him to fuck her... right there in the store... and he did. He couldn't help himself. I explained what you two did. He said he was going to kill Suzanne when he got home. He didn't, or we would have heard about it by now." I chuckled.
"Hell, all I wanted was to make him feel the same thing Suzanne was. I didn't realize..."
"That when two acolytes have sex with a man, at the same time, and all three orgasm together that you are tying him to this creature?"
"Yeah, that. I just remember feeling that if we did it that he'd understand what Suzanne was feeling."
"I can imagine where you got that idea." I said with a sigh. "I'm going to guess that you're going to feel a need to have sex with more guys, at the same time as Suzanne or Gail or another acolyte. And Mike and I will be in the same boat. To make a new acolyte, all a woman has to do is to lick our cum from another woman's pussy. I doubt the little saying really has anything to do with it. I fuck a woman, fill her full, let another woman lick my cum from her pussy and then fuck her. Wham bam... another acolyte. In fact, if I were to hazard a guess, if I put a load into a woman's mouth and pussy back to back that might even do it."
"Damn, honey. What have I gotten us into?"
"A lot of trouble, but you couldn't have known. I love the idea that you were getting me something so special. You had no way of knowing what was coming."
"No, but still. Will we ever have a normal life again?"
"That depends. I have an idea or two. But for now we'll just have to manage the best we can."
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The days started to pass by a little more normally. I was able to refrain from having sex with every woman I saw, as long as I was able to not think about sex, which turned out to be harder than one would think on a few occasions. Lydia and Suzanne were also managing to get a hold of the almost overwhelming urge to fuck every guy that looked at them lustfully. On two occasions Lydia tried dressing more conservatively, which ended up not working the way she had planned. On one attempt, she wore a knee length button-down dress that showed almost no cleavage, but while she was working, she had been unconsciously unbuttoning the front of the dress, so that when her next client came in and she stood up to meet him, the dress was completely open for him to see her otherwise nude body. The end result was exactly what one would expect.
On her second attempt, she wore slacks instead of a dress. Again, without realizing it, she had slipped them and her underwear off under her desk. So, she was nude from the waist down when the next client came in. Had it been a man, it might have come out different, but in this case the woman she was meeting got angry and started to berate her, all while undressing herself as well. The two ended up touching each other in various ways until it came to the expected conclusion.
Sex was running rampant around me at my work. It was spreading like a virus thanks to Gail and Jackie. Married and single men and women all around the company were fucking in offices, supply rooms, and bathrooms, but the people involved had little remembrance of it a few hours later. My concerns about HR turned out not to be unfounded. There had apparently been a spontaneous orgy in the department staff meeting involving all of the HR staff, with a few other department managers that had been called to the meeting joining in. The participants of this particular orgy did recall what they had all done and exactly how it had all felt. I had little doubt that Aphrodite had something to do with that.
Outside of work, my attempts to not think about sex seemed to be working better with practice. Still, there were women that I couldn't help but think about sex with when I saw them. As an example: I was walking through the mall in the middle of the day after having to make a run to one of the many shops the mall contained, when I saw her. Long brown hair that fell all the way to her butt, accenting a slender build with just the right size hips flaring out in her very short dress. I was walking nearly twenty yards behind her, watching her hips move up and down slightly with each step of her booted feet, the dress' short skirt swishing side to side slightly. I was going her direction and couldn't help but stare at her practically perfect ass and legs as I followed her. I was so engrossed in the view that it took several seconds to process that she'd stopped and turned to face me. That's when I saw how beautiful she was. I'd always thought my wife was one of the most beautiful women I had ever met, but she always accused me of being biased. This woman though, maybe half my age, was definitely the runner up! She was serious supermodel material! Her breasts were full and round, a good solid D-cup at least, maybe a bit more, showing a considerable amount of cleavage in her lightweight button-down dress. Her green eyes stared at me and a small smile appeared on her red lips. I stopped less than five feet from her as she looked me up and down like a lioness sizing up her next meal. She licked her lips and left them slightly parted as she stepped closer to me.
"I don't know you, do I?" she asked in a sultry bedroom voice that made my dick twitch in my pants.
"I don't think so," I managed to get out.
"Maybe I should," she said softly. "That is, if you have the time."
I could already feel it coming on, the desire building, not just to see her naked, but to fuck her. I knew I wasn't going to be able to resist and after only a few more seconds, I knew I didn't want to. All I wanted to do was to find a place to fuck her. I could see the same desire in her green eyes, her breathing already growing heavier as she too considered the possibilities. Her nipples hardened enough to show through whatever bra she had on, and one hand absentmindedly move to her crotch as she looked down at the swelling bulge in my pants.
She looked up from my crotch and around, looking to see what stores were around us, presumably doing the same thing I was, looking for a place to get naked. She grinned and turned back to me, stepping close enough to take my hand. I could almost taste her minty fresh breath as she whispered, "Follow me." She stepped back and took me down the mall in the direction we'd just come from, pulling me into a sporting goods shop. In the large display window was a wide array of camping equipment. There were chairs, around a fake fire, cooking gear and, more importantly, a tent. She walked to the tent, unzipped the door and tossed her purse in, crawling in after it. I wasted no time following her into the tent, twisting around to zip the door closed behind us.
It wasn't a particularly spacious tent, meant to sleep maybe four at most. But there was definitely enough room for what she was doing, which was stripping off her now unbuttoned dress. She worked it off as she lay on the tent floor, followed by her bra, and then her pantyhose and panties. She lay naked in front of me, staring impatiently for me to follow suit. For some reason I hadn't started undressing, but just knelt there between her legs, staring at her gorgeous body.
"Well?" she finally prompted. "Gonna get naked and fuck it, or you gonna just stare at it?"
"Huh? Oh yeah." I quickly got undressed with her helping me pull my shirt off and then, in the tight confines of the tent, she pulled me up over her body to help get my pants and briefs off.
"Oh yum," she whispered as she grasped my hard-on. She pulled on me until the two of us managed to move so that she could get my cock into her mouth as she lay on the tent floor under me. She closed her lips around my rigid member and her tongue swirled around my mushroom head. "God, I love cock," she whispered before closing her lips back around me. She worked her head as she lay under me, pushing her mouth on and off of my hard-on as I leaned over her, but I wanted more. I wanted much more. I pulled from her mouth and turned myself around to put my head between her legs. "Oh god, yes," she moaned softly as I stroked my tongue up her soft, delicate pussy lips. Her inner lips were soft and the aroma enticed me to lick yet again, and again. I was soon driving my tongue deep between her lips while she in turn pushed her mouth on and off my dick.
To say I liked licking my wife's pussy would be an understatement, and licking this woman was every bit as satisfying and exciting. My cock swelled in her mouth as I pushed her toward climax and she did the same to me. It wasn't a surprise to feel my body race that last little bit toward completion as my tongue on her clit pushed her to her own climax. She moaned around my dick moments before my body spasmed and I started shooting my cum into her mouth, my body bucking over her as she swallowed down my load, her pussy leaking copiously as she climaxed.
"Fuck me," she moaned, pulling my dick from her mouth.
"Hell yes." I panted, pulling my pussy-juice-covered face from between her legs. We shuffled around until she was once again lying flat and I was on top of her, my knees between her spread and lifted legs. I eased my still rock-hard cock into her pussy, drawing a deep loud moan from her. I held myself over her and started to stroke into her. Each thrust I made pushed my engorged head against the end of her vaginal depths, making her body move, her feet rubbing the sides of the tent as little gasps escape her lips. Her tits rolled as her body moved under me, the sight encouraging me to thrust even harder. I drove In and out and she lifted her legs further, her feet pushing out the sides of the tent with each stroke I made. I could feel my orgasm growing again, as well as hers. I felt the tingle from each impact the base of my cock made with her clit, little zings of pleasure racing through her body. I knew she was about to climax again, and I knew I was going to as well. "You ready for this?" I panted.
"Oh god, yes. Come for me," she moaned as I continued to plunge into her. Moments later her climax started to wash over her, and mine with her. I felt our combined orgasm flow through me, feeding Aphrodite, and at the same time a feeling of... satisfaction. I wasn't sure why, but it felt different than what I usually felt. But I accepted the gift of some additional sexual energy flowing back to the two of us from her, making our combined orgasm race just a little bit higher. It was as if she was thanking us for something, something other than just feeding her some sexual energy.
We lay in the tent for some minutes, panting and sweating, before we dressed. It was clumsy to dress in the tent with her, bumping into each other, grabbing each other's private parts playfully before they were covered. It wasn't until we tried to climb from the tent that we came face to face with a very surly looking older woman, standing a few feet from the tent door with her arms crossed. I'd guess she was at least ten years older than me.
"I know what you two were doing in there. It's disgusting! Carrying on that way in public. You should be ashamed of yourselves! Why can't you wait until you get home to do that?"
"Oh, we don't live together," the woman I'd just fucked said with a girlish giggle. "In fact, we don't even know each other." The woman who had been chastising us just glared at us. The woman I'd fucked leaned closer to her. "You know, if you asked, I bet he'd take you in there and fuck you, too. How would you like that, to have him fuck you with his big hard fat cock? I bet you haven't been fucked good in years, have you? Does your husband even fuck you any more? I bet he doesn't. I bet you need a good fucking. A good balls-deep fucking. How about it? Wanna get fucked?"
The woman stared open-mouthed, first at the other woman and then at me. The stare at me wasn't full of sexual desire, which surprised me, considering the way Aphrodite could seem to transmit sexual desire through me to women around me. I wasn't exactly attracted, not that Aphrodite would care. But for some reason she wasn't pushing me to do anything.
The first woman continued, "Come on. You want to be fucked. I can see it in your eyes. You want his cock. You want to feel him sliding in and out of you. You want him the way I just had him. Don't you. Be honest, you do, don't you?"
"Ohhhhh fuck. I... I... I think I do." The older woman breathed ever so quietly, her eyes darting nervously between the two of us, her arms dropping from being crossed under her tits to press on hand to her crotch. Her other hand found one of her breasts and squeezed it through the shirt she had on.
"Well, I'm not going to make it easy for you. I think you need to pay for it. Get naked and lick my pussy. Show me what kind of a slut you can be."
The woman, to my surprise started pulling off the bright pink tank top she had on. Her bra went next, revealing a pair of large, saggy tits. I watched as she bent over and pushed off her shorts, right there in front of the display window. Anyone looking in from the outside of the store, or shopping inside could easily see her, and a number of shocked people did. The woman I'd already fucked pulled one of the chairs from the display and sat down. I hadn't even noticed that she hadn't put her pantyhose back on, so it was easy for her to spread her legs wide and pull the wet crotch of her panties aside.
"Now, get on your knees and lick me." To my shock, the older woman did exactly that. She knelt down, her big tits hanging under her chest as she lowered her face between the other woman's legs. "Ohhh yeah, that's it, slut. Lick my cunt. You like it dirty, don't you? Filled wth cum? You like tasting his cum from my cunt? You wish you could do this to someone else, don't you? Lick her pussy? God, yes. I can feel it. You are such a nasty, dirty slut. You want to lick your friend, don't you? You want to lick her pussy and make her come all over your face, but you're afraid to. Afraid what people will think, what they might think of you. Ohhhhh fuck yes. Lick my clit. That's it. Lick me like you want to lick her. Make me come on your face you dirty little slut!" She looked up at me and grinned. "I think it's time you fucked her. Go ahead. Fuck her pussy. Show her what that cock feels like."
Up to that point I'd been little more than a bystander. Moments after the woman said that, I felt the nudge. It wasn't strong, but I felt it just the same. Aphrodite was in control of this whole thing. What she was doing wasn't clear to me, but I felt the twinge in the back of my mind a second time, coaxing me to want to fuck the woman. When I resisted, desire flooded my mind. I looked down at her ass and exposed pussy, and I wanted to push into her. I undid my pants and let them fall to the floor, pushing my briefs to my thighs. I knelt down behind the woman and rubbed my head up and down her very wet pussy. Her copious inner lips were soft and warm, enticing me even more. I rubbed my head hard enough against her pussy to spread her lips and find the entrance to her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck," she moaned as I pushed my engorged head between her lips and into her. My rock-hard shaft sank slowly into her depths, my fat shaft and head stretching her surprisingly tight insides. I wondered if she got fucked very often as I started rhythmically stroking in and out. My thighs slapped her bare ass with each stroke. I drove into her hard enough to make her face smush against the younger woman's pussy each time I drove into her. I could feel not one, not two, but three orgasms building. I wasn't sure where the third was coming from, but I didn't think Aphrodite would object to an extra.
In and out, I plunged, watching the younger woman, the unbutton dress exposing her tits so her fingers could pinch and pull her rock hard nipples. I wanted to suck them, to close my lips around then and suck them, but something was off about the feeling. It wasn't mine. It was another. I couldn't quite understand what was happening, but I was feeling the desires of another woman. I could tell she was younger. I could tell she was playing with her pussy and her tits. And I could feel her desire for the woman in the chair. I got a brief image of her leaning over, sucking the woman's tits. I could feel the young woman's climax building as she imagined herself sucking the woman's tits while her fingers were in her pussy.
The nude woman I was fucking was getting very close and the intensity of her building climax overtook the other. I suddenly felt her mind touching mine, her mind wanting to feel me coming in her, filling her, making her feel something she hadn't for a very long time. I knew that I was going to be unloading into her any second. I closed my eyes for a moment and let the sensations of desire to feel me come in her run over and through me. Suddenly the young woman in the chair climaxed again, pushing mine over the top along with it. My body jerked and spasmed as I emptied my seed deep in the older woman's pussy, which seemed enough to cause her to climax as well. I felt her body tighten around me and then moments later her whole body spasmed. Her pussy gushed juices forcefully out at me as she climaxed hard. I suddenly had the feeling inside that it was much harder than she remembered ever having come before. I felt her desire to have it more, to have as many men as she could, fuck her and make her climax like this.
I heard another female voice and felt her climax as my cum surged deep into the older woman. I looked around as best I could while pumping my shots into her, finally finding the sales girl half-hidden behind a rack of exercise outfits, her pants around her thighs and two fingers in her pussy. I knew this was the other orgasm I was feeling, the one wanting to be sucking the woman in the chair's tits.
Aphrodite let go of me, or at least that's how it felt when my mind cleared after a multiple orgasm like I had just shared. My mind became conscious again of those around me and my surroundings. I was surprised that, with the number of people watching us both inside the store and out, that no one had called mall security.
I knelt behind the older woman, panting as my body slowly recovered. I looked over at the sales girl and we made eye contact. She pulled her fingers from her pussy and showed me her shaved lips as she stroked her juice covered fingers over and between her smooth round lips. I felt the desire in her, wanting me to come to her, to follow her as she backed away, behind the rack. I knew what she wanted, what she hoped. I briefly could see an image of her bent over in a dressing room, in front of the mirror, her small soft titties hanging down and jiggling wildly in the mirror as I pumped my dick into her from behind. The image and sensation lasted only a moment, but I had a clear memory of it after it left. I could see her nude body in such detail it was as if I had spent hours looking at it in a mirror, touching it, stroking it, noticing every bump and ripple in her smooth twenty year old skin. I felt her want, her desire for me to come to her, to pump my cock into her, and then...it was gone as quickly as it had appeared. I shook my head and looked down at the ass in front of me and pulled out, my still mostly hard cock, telling me that the image of the young woman had lasted only moments. I knelt on the floor behind her, my dick dripping with her juices and my cum. As I stood up, I realized that my pants were soaked with the woman's juices.
"Shit," I swore quietly as I looked around, trying to decide what I would do, while I stood there, letting everyone outside the store stare at my softening cock. I startled slightly at the sight of a familiar face on the outside of the store window. The woman saw me looking at her and quickly turned away. I wasn't sure if it was from embarrassment at being caught watching, or if it was something else. I finally bent and pulled up my pants before turning to find the sales girl. I walked down the rack that she had disappeared behind, the feeling that I had been her before powerful at that moment. I found her, standing about half way down the aisle, one hand on the rack to her left full of women's shorts, and the other on the rack to the right containing some kind of sweat shirts, so that she was standing spread eagle. She stood looking at me expectantly, breathing heavily as she watched me walk toward her. "I need something to wear," I said quietly
"Back here," she said, backing away further and then turning to walk deeper into the store. I followed, holding my pants up, my dick still hanging out as it slowly softened. She led me to a rack of some kind of outdoor hiking pants. She stood by, waiting as I looked over the sizes and found what should be my size. I kicked off my shoes and took my pants and wet underwear off before stepping into the gray pants I'd selected. She stared at my swinging dick, licking her lips as if she wanted to taste me. I shook my head and did my best to not think about what her mouth would feel like around my dick as I pulled up the pants and closed the front. She looked up to my face once I was covered, her face bright red in embarrassment.
I put my belt, keys and wallet into my pants and then walked with her to the register to pay for my new pants. By the time I'd paid, both the older woman and the young one were gone. I headed out of the store with my wet slacks in a plastic shopping bag and headed to my car.



Rachel gave me the ninth degree when I showed up for work in a pair of strange pants instead of the dress slacks I'd worn earlier, assuming, correctly, that I had fucked someone while I was gone. I did my best to avoid telling her about it, feeling a bit embarrassed about having sex in such a public place. I finally gave in to the badgering, which of course, led to me thinking about sex, which of course, led to her undressing in my office while I told her the story, which of course led to her being bent over my desk while the two of us enjoyed a rather intense climax just before the end of the sexy tale.
---o---
It had been bit of a surprise when Janet called to invite us over for dinner Friday evening, especially after what had happened back at new year's eve. Lydia had made friends with Janet a couple years ago, and we'd started trading evenings over every couple months. We'd host and they'd host, though they hosted a lot more parties than we did. It seemed like they had a party of some kind going every few weeks. Dan was a thirty-five year old construction worker, tanned bronze from being outside and muscular as they come. Lydia had often referred to him as a "hunk". Janet was a bit younger, thirty-two if I remember right. Dishwater blonde, small boobs, slender but not unattractively so. Each time we'd left their house, or vise versa, Lydia and I feeling like they were flirting with us. Not that I was against the attentions of a woman, but six months ago, before the ring, neither Lydia or I really were interested in playing the field. I'd clearly gotten the impression that they, on the other hand, were. Things came to a head at their New Year's party, which was pajama themed. There were nearly a dozen other couples there, some wearing some really risqué nightwear. It seemed to me that couples kept disappearing for periods of time, and not with their spouses. I finally got confirmation of my suspicions when Janet dropped her nightgown in the kitchen, asking me to do the same. I was seriously considering doing just that, when Lydia came into the kitchen madder than a wet hen. Apparently Dan had taken the liberty to grab her pussy and a tit through her nightgown. Seeing Janet nude in front of me with her hand grabbing my hard-on through my sleep shorts didn't improve her mood at all. We hadn't talked to Janet or Dan since, at least not that I knew of. Not until tonight.
Now, we were walking down the street in nothing but swimwear, headed to their house a long block away. Well, I was wearing a pair of board shorts, Lydia had chosen to go all out, and was wearing nothing but a beach wrap, held up only by the overlapping material tucked into itself high on her breasts. Each time the breeze blew, it fluttered the material out behind her, exposing most of her otherwise naked body. When we were dressing she'd made it clear, there wasn't much point in wearing clothes that she was going to be taking right back off. "If Dan wants a piece of this, there's no point in making him work too hard for it." She said as she was dressing. It was a fair point. We were bound to have sex with them. How did I know? Because the familiar face I'd seen the day before at the mall was Janet's.
We both knew that if they flirted once we were there, Aphrodite would take over, and there was little chance that they wouldn't flirt. So, as far as Lydia was concerned, we might as well get it all out in the open right away. I still wasn't particularly fond of seeing her having sex with another guy, but I was also pretty sure that Aphrodite would take care of that the same way she had been so far, giving me something much better to focus on and then pushing the memory of her having sex as far out of my memory as she could, though she never seemed to be able get it completely gone.
We arrived at their house and, as instructed, used the side gate in the seven-foot wooden privacy fence, to let ourselves into the back yard. We walked in and saw Dan and Janet in the pool as we made the corner of the house.
Janet called to us, "Hey you two! Come swim a bit before dinner! It's a great way to relax!"
"Sure," I called back and we made our way to the large in ground pool.
They had a huge back yard, with the pool we were about to get into, a large hot tub and a wide array of lounge chairs and love seats scattered around the flagstone patio. Lydia and I walked side by side to the pool and stopped. They both had on swim suits. Their suits were less designed to cover them up as they were to show off. Janet's white bikini was practically see-through and the tiny speedo that Dan sported could barely contain the bulge his wife had apparently been teasing before we arrived.
Lydia stepped to the side of the pool right in front of Dan and looked down at him. "I haven't forgotten the last time we were together. If I remember right, you grabbed my pussy and wished that I'd take off my nightgown for you. Is that how you remember it?"
"Yeah, it was pretty much that way," he answered, looking up at her, clearly seeing up under the knee-length wrap to see her bare pussy.
"And you wanted to see me naked because you figured that if you got me naked I wouldn't refuse sex with you?"
"It was kinda the idea of the party."
"Then I guess you know what to do with this." She unwrapped the beach wrap and let it flutter to the ground, leaving her naked except for her high-heeled sandals. She kicked them off and then dove into the pool over his head, surfacing partway across the pool, continuing to swim to the far side.
He looked up at me. "She serious?"
"She's serious." I nodded.
He grinned at me and pushed off the side, swimming across the pool to where my wife was hanging on the side.
"So, you want to explain the mall?" Janet asked quietly.
"I... um... I thought I saw you there."
"I was. I was there with my mother-in-law." She pushed off and swam to where it was shallower, then hoisted herself out of the pool onto the side. She stood up, water running down her body to make a puddle under her. I could nearly see everything through her translucent white bikini. "I wanted to assume that since you were doing what you were, that you might be inclined to try with me. If you didn't get the idea, I was kinda interested at the new years party."
"Yeah, I got that idea."
"Didn't seem like Lydia was as interested as I was. What changed?"
"It's a long story."
"Longer than why you were fucking my mother-in-law in the mall? I've never even thought she was interested in other women, let alone, well, what she was doing. And being fucked at the same time? I was a bit stunned to say the least. "
"That was your Your mother-in-law?" I exclaimed.
"Shhhhh. Dan doesn't know." She shushed me. "I don't know what you did to her, but she's fucking everyone she can. I dropped her off at her house and the first thing she did was strip down and beg the neighbor to fuck her while he was mowing the lawn."
"She did?"
"Yeah. She said something about she wanted to feel as many as she could. I'm not at all sure what got into her so suddenly. I was hoping you might know what's going on?"
"I said it's a long story." I answered as she untied the string behind her back.
"So tell me while we fuck, because I really need one right now!"
"Yeah. I kinda agree," I said, feeling that sensation flowing over me. I could feel her desire growing with my own, as well as Aphrodite's intense desire to feel more. I glanced across the pool to Lydia while I untied my suit to let it fall off, and saw the two of them still in the water, her hanging onto the side and him behind her, pressing himself against her. If he wasn't already fucking her, it was going to happen soon. I wanted to be upset, but I couldn't be. All I could do was look back to the now naked Janet and think about how good she was going to feel riding my dick.
She pulled me to one of the reclined lounge chairs, pushed me back onto it and then climbed on herself, straddling me. She grasped my hard cock and aimed it at her pussy. "Hope you don't mind. For some reason I'm so fucking horny that I can't wait."
"Trust me, I'm right there with you." I groaned as she slid down my shaft. Her hot wetness wasn't nearly as tight as I'd expected from her thin form, not nearly as tight as her mother-in-law had been. She settled on my lap, shifted her legs and then began to ride my dick, sliding herself on and off with quickening strokes as she pushed both of us slowly up the slope. I reached up and grasped her tits as best I could, squeezing her nipples and making her gasp and moan in pleasure.
"God damn. No wonder she wanted to fuck you. Soooo good. Makes me wish I fucked you long before this."
"Not that you didn't try."
"Clearly not hard enough. Daaaaaaamn. This feels so fucking good!"
"I can tell." I groaned softly as the sensations of her pussy being stroked by my cock seemed to flow into me. I knew Aphrodite had made her link with us and I was now along for the very enjoyable ride. Janet bounced harder on me, her ass slapping me wetly with each stroke. Her moans growing in intensity as she moved.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! OHHHH FUCK FUCKFUCK!" she cried as her climax washed over her. I could feel her being carried away by the intensity of her orgasm, her pussy squeezing and grasping me as she tried to continue riding me. I had a sudden image flash in my mind, an image of Janet a little younger, her face and bare chest pressed against a glass surface. I looked out and down to see that I, she, we were in the all-glass gondola of a giant Ferris wheel. It was moving as I felt my pussy, her pussy, being stroked hard by a fat cock. The car was headed down toward the ground as she was pounded from behind, her nude body completely exposed to anyone that might look our way. In and out the cock went as we swooped down past the bottom most point and then up the other side again.
I could feel her climax as she came, gushing juices forcefully out to splatter on the window below her waist. I could feel the excitement and delight as she came, leaning breathlessly against the glass as it climbed toward the top again. She turned to face the guy, who surprisingly wasn't Dan, but looked something like him only quite a bit older. It took a few moments to realize it was Dan's dad that had just fucked her on the Ferris wheel. I don't know how I knew, but I did. I knew it was him and I knew that she gave it to him willingly. They both scrambled to dress as the car made its way slowly back toward the ground. By the time the car had made it to the bottom again, they were mostly dressed and sitting in the seat as if nothing had happened.
Janet leaned down until she was lying on me, her body pressed to mine, my slowly softening dick still embedded deep in her pussy. She seemed a little confused for a moment and then looked into my eyes. "Tell me what just happened."
"What'd you mean?"
"What just popped into my head. I haven't thought about that for a long time. Why all of a sudden, just when I'm starting to orgasm, did I think about this? It has something to do with why Sara was having sex in that store, doesn't it?" When I didn't answer, she lifted herself a little and stared down at me. "Doesn't it? Her, and why Lydia suddenly had a change of heart about having sex with Dan, doesn't it?"
I had to consider how much I could tell her. While we knew them pretty well, there were certain things I wasn't sure I wanted people to know. Finally I held my hand up to show her the ring. "It has to do with this."
She looked at my ring and furrowed her brow. "A ring?"
"Not just any ring. A special ring."
"Let me guess. It gives you supernatural powers over women." She chuckled. When I didn't laugh at her joke, she looked at me with a serious expression. "You're serious. You think it gives you supernatural powers?"
This time I chuckled. "No. it doesn't, but it might as well. How much do you know about ancient mythology?"
"Not much."
"Well, almost everyone knows about Aphrodite."
"Sure, the Greek goddess of love or something like that."
"Something like that. What If I told you that she was real. Not a goddess like we think of one, but... well... something alive that can not only feel sexual energy, but project it as well."
Now it was her turn to laugh. "yeah. Right."
"Yeah, right. This ring is, by any standards, ancient. It once belonged to a temple priest. Aphrodite's temple. You know the kind. The ones that had orgies in roman days."
"So now you do orgies?"
"You remember hearing in the news about some weird orgies. A couple at restaurants, one at a college?"
"You're telling me this Aphrodite had something to do with that?"
"Yeah. Through me."
"So you can just make any woman have sex with you?"
"I can. But not just me. Any priest, or... any acolyte."
"Acolyte?"
"Yeah. Women that are inducted into her influence. They have the ability to attract other women and men to have sex."
"Okay, this is getting silly."
"Not really. Lydia is an acolyte because she wore the ring before she gave it to me. Lydia and our neighbor. It's been quite the trial for them having to deal with, wanting sex with any guy that looks lustfully at them, which can be a lot the way they're dressing now."
"So Lydia can just entice any guy she wants to have sex?"
"Uh huh."
"This sounds pretty far-fetched."
"At the mall, I was following this really sexy looking woman. I wasn't thinking about what I was thinking about and when I think of having sex with a woman, well, she wants to have sex with me. And that's what happened. The other woman I was with, the one in the chair, we had sex in the tent in the window. We went down on each other and I came in her mouth, and then I turned around and came in her pussy."
"And you're telling me this, why?"
"Because she enticed your mother-in-law, not me."
"Why would she do that?"
"Because taking my load in her mouth and then in her pussy turned her into an acolyte, and that's what acolytes do, they send out these mental waves or something to make people want to have sex. I suspect right now she is struggling to understand why she wants it as much as she does. It's her irresistible desire now, to have sex, and funnel that energy to Aphrodite."
"Sounds like a good fairy tail."
"Well, she enticed your mother-in-law to eat her pussy... naked, in the middle of a public place. You saw it. Was that your imagination? Not only that, while she had your mother licking her, she enticed me to fuck her. Any idea why she did that?"
"No, but I'm sure you're going to tell me."
"Because I'd already come in her pussy, and by licking her, your mother-in-law was licking my cum from her... while I was fucking her."
She looked at me and I could see it slowly dawning on her. "Wait, are you telling me that she's now one of these... acolytes?"
"Your mother-in-law? Yeah, I'm sorry. I didn't really mean for it to happen, but I don't control things. Right now she's probably fucking anyone she can. Though I don't know how may men look lustfully at her."
"You're really serious, aren't you? Holy shit. How many men look lustfully at a woman her age? She lives in a fucking retirement community for Christ's sake! All those old farts look at her that way!"
"Call her. See what she says."
Janet pushed up off of me and walked away. I sat up and looked over at the other end of the pool where Dan was now lying on the patio instead of in the pool, and Lydia was bouncing wildly on his cock. I frowned and looked away. It took almost five minutes before Janet came back, wearing a bathrobe. She sat down on the end of the seat heavily and looked at her cell phone. After a few moments she shifted her gaze to me. "Took her a minute to answer. She was busy being fucked by the neighbor. Not the one she tried to fuck yesterday, the one on the other side, the married one. It's the third time today she's had sex with him. She says she can't get enough of his dick."
"Not surprised. Aphrodite has this little thing she does. She, it, thrives on sexual energy. Anything that can increase that is fair game. Apparently she can look into the mind of a person that we're coupled with and find their fantasies and memories. She picks one that she thinks will increase the intensity of our climax and shares it. That's what happened when you were about to climax. She found the one of your father-in-law fucking you in that Ferris wheel."
"Shhhhh! Don't tell Dan! He doesn't know!" she said quickly looking around to see where her husband was.
I chuckled. "You're worried about that, after having sex with all the guys you have?"
"Having sex with other couples is one thing, having sex with your father-in-law is quite another."
"I've gotta hear the story on this."
She set her phone aside and crawled up over me, settling on my lap again. "Only if you promise to fuck me again."
"I have a hunch that's going to happen either way."
"How do you know that?"
"Can't you feel it? The desire building inside you?"
"Yeah, I thought it was just me being horny."
"We're still partly linked and she's teasing us both. She wants to feel it again."
She closed her eyes and then nodded slowly. "Yeah. I can. I can see that night in the gondola again, all of it. I can feel his fingers teasing my nipples as we stood there, naked, flashing the whole city. That was the bet. We were there to talk, ask anything we wanted. He asked if I'd ever flashed a whole city. I said no, and he dared me to. I told him I would only if he would. He asked me how long, I told him that if he got naked, I would, and I'd stay that way as long as he stood naked stroking himself. So he did. He had such a big dick. Bigger than Dan's. I reached out and started to touch it and he touched me. Pretty soon fingers weren't enough. I let him slip it between my legs and then into me. He turned me around and pressed me to the glass and stuffed it all the way into me and stood there, fucking me."
She looked down between her legs at my again rock-hard dick and paused her story. She lifted herself and guided me to her slit and then settled on me. With her hands on my chest, she began to lift and lower herself on me slowly, easing me in and out of her hot, wet depths. "He slid it in and out until I begged him to come in me. I'd already climaxed twice on him."
"Where was your mother-in-law, or Dan?"
"Dan was in another gondola with my mom, doing their question and answer. The idea was that they could ask anything and you couldn't refuse to answer, as long as the ride lasted. Sara didn't come. She's afraid of heights." She groaned softly.
I could see an image of her pressed to the glass, the chilly surface making her nipples feel even harder as he stood behind her and stroked in and out of her. I could feel the exhilaration of being fucked in front of a whole city, and how turned on she was then, and was again, imagining my dick as being Dan's dad's. Up and down she moved, imagining it was his dick in her, pushing her closer and closer to climax. "Oh god, Mister Evers! God, you're going to make me come again!" she squealed as she began to climax on me, her pussy clenching and leaking around me. I could feel the tingle spread through her body as her climax raced through her, making her whole body shake. The warmth of her juices flowed around me as she tried to keep stroking, her shaking body unable to move as rhythmically as it had been. The start and stop was just enough variation to push my own orgasm to the peak and over the edge. I groaned deeply as my body bucked under her, pumping shot after shot into her. "Ohhhhh fuck yes, Mister Evers! That's what I needed. God yes. Fill my pussy!" she moaned as she thrust down hard onto me and sat, grinding her clit into the base of my cock.



Slowly she came around and opened her eyes again, panting heavily. "Oh shit." she breathed. "That was...fuck. That was every bit as intense as the first time it happend."
"First time? You still do it?"
She blushed brightly. "Please don't tell Dan, but yeah. Any time we get together we try to slip one in. But that first one, fucking in front of the whole city? That was the best one."
"OH GOD!" we heard Dan shout as he climaxed in my wife again. I wasn't sure how many times that was, but knowing Lydia when Aphrodite was tweaking her orgasms, it had to be the third at least.
"I wonder how much sex he's getting from Sara right now."
Janet frowned. "He and Sara don't live together any more. Something about her not wanting enough sex and him wanting too much."
"They divorced?"
"Just separated."
"Maybe she'll try to get to have sex with him. It could open some new doors."
"Maybe," she agreed.
---o---
Lydia and I were both worn out by the time we got home. I lost track of how many times Janet and I had done it, and Lydia was doing her best to not tell me how many times Dan had done her. As we lay in bed watching the evening news, we agreed that it was best if neither of us told the other. It wasn't that I was upset that he'd fucked her a bunch of times, it was just still some of that lingering issue of her even having sex with other men. Aphrodite couldn't quite eliminate all of it.
"And in other news, there has been yet another spontaneous public orgy, this one in Clover Park. Police were called to the park when bystanders noticed a group of older women doing Tai chi, all of them naked. A number of men that were passing by were also undressing as they watched. Soon the men were paring off with the women to have sex. According to bystander videos, when police arrived, instead of arresting any of the people, they too got undressed and engaged in sexual acts. This lasted for almost an hour, with the number of bystanders, many of whom were filming the event, becoming involved as well. Police investigating have indicated that a total of more than fifty people were involved before everyone seemed to 'snap out of it'. Most dressed quickly and left, clearly embarrassed. The officers involved have been put on leave. They seem to have no memory of what happened after they arrived until they were standing naked with the rest of the group. "
"Good lord. This is getting worse. This is what, the third one this week?" Lydia asked.
"Just the public ones. I get the feeling that there are a lot more going on behind the scenes. Aphrodite feels like she's getting stronger."
"But how? You haven't been making that many acolytes, have you?"
"I think it only takes two of them to make a new priest. Then he can make as many as he wants. I don't think acolytes can make acolytes. I think they need a priest. But I know I made two today."
"This is getting out of control, isn't it?"
"It has been for some time. I'm just hoping that she lets us go at some point. I don't want to be this way for the rest of my life."
"You're not enjoying all the sex?"
"I didn't say that, but what happens when Julia or Maria stumble into this? We've been lucky the girls haven't been home, but when they do, how do I keep from doing this to them? Or you to their husbands?"
"I don't know," she agreed. "We're just lucky they couldn't be home for your birthday."
"Very lucky." I clicked the TV off. We snuggled together and fell asleep, both of us exhausted from our time with Dan and Janet.
---o---
A good night's sleep always helped things look better, including my sexy wife. We were still snuggled together when we woke up, not having to get up early thanks to it being Saturday. We took our time making love. Long, slow, intimate love making that Aphrodite didn't intrude on. After we'd showered and had breakfast. I had to make a run to the lumber yard for materials for a shed I was building in the back yard, so I got the trailer hooked up and headed out for my materials run.
I have no idea why I pulled off into the little strip mall. I just drove in without even thinking about it. I parked my truck and trailer, and got out. I stood there, staring at the strip mall, wondering what I was doing there, like I had just woken from a dream and had that moment of feeling lost. I suddenly had an urge to go to one of the shops, this one with a large sign over the top reading, "Hot Yoga Studio". I didn't even know what hot yoga was, but I was compelled to walk to it. No, I wasn't being forced, but I was being coaxed in a way that made me WANT to go there, just like I often felt like I wanted sex with someone. I opened the glass door and stepped into the dimly lit interior.
It was not only warm, it was HOT. It felt like it had to be at least a hundred degrees. There was a yoga instructor, tall, firmly built, with her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, wearing biker shorts and a matching sports bra, holding what I recognized as a yoga position, standing on one foot with the other leg bent, resting on her straight leg. Her body was glistening with sweat, as were the bodies of the twenty or so women facing her, trying to hold the same pose, some with more success than others. Even from behind I could see that the women ranged from fairly young, maybe early to mid-twenties, all the way to some clearly older than me. I stood watching the group, and the instructor, who was obviously trying to ignore my presence, move from pose to pose.
The heat was starting to make my skin prickle as sweat beads formed on my face and arms. Some of the women were sweating so much that there were wet spots on the exercise mats below them. I pulled off my t-shirt, dropped it on the floor next to me, and continued to watch the group, the instructor in particular. It was clear that she noticed me, her eyes darting toward me more and more frequently as time went on. When she'd finished what she had announced was cobra pose, she stood straight.
"Alright class. I think we all need to loosen up and let the energy out more fully. Everyone, take off your tops." She reached for her own sports bra and pulled it up and off, tossing it aside, her surprisingly large breasts swaying and wiggling. There were a few objections that she ignored before calling out the next pose, which she called the bird dog.
All of the ladies, now topless, moved to their hands and knees, and then extended their right arm and left leg out away from them. They held that pose, the larger breasts hanging down and swaying slightly below their chests. My dick grew harder in my pants as I watched, sweat rolled down my body in small rivulets. I undid my jeans as I worked my shoes off, then pushed them down, leaving me in only my briefs and socks. The instructor called the next pose, something called a low lunge. Each of the students mimicked her position, one arm in the air, and one knee on the ground while the other leg was straight back behind them. It reminded me of something we did in high school football to stretch before a game. After almost a minute, she called them to stand up again.
"I can see many of you still are not releasing your energy. Why don't we get rid of all these entrapments." The instructor pushed her shorts down. The material suck to her body and tried to roll down her legs and body, making it difficult to peel them off. She pulled the small panties she had on off as well and stood in front of the class nude. Most of the women were also stripping down, only a few resisting. The instructor didn't seem to mind or care, and called the next pose. It was called a wide-legged forward fold.
Each of the women stood with their legs spread as widely as they could before bending at the waist and lowering their heads until they touched the ground. This position spread each and every one of the naked women's pussies and allowed me to see everything. I walked along the back line of women, looking at each of their pussies, finally stepping onto the mats to get closer. They seemed not to mind my presence as I moved down the line. I stopped behind one young woman who was completely shaved. I reached out and stroked her soft smooth outer lips, drawing a quiet moan from her. I couldn't help but stroke my finger between those lips, feeling her wetness. I let my finger then stroke around the entrance to her depths and slowly push into her. Her moisture was slick enough to allow my finger to slide easily into her tight hole, drawing another moan from her. I was so focused on her pussy that I didn't even notice the instructor walk up behind me.
Her hand circled me, her sweaty chest pressing to my back. She pushed my briefs down to my thighs and grasped my raging hard-on.
"I see you've selected your first," she whispered, rubbing my dick and leaning her soft tits harder into my back. It only took a moment to realize what she wanted from me. She wanted me to push into her, not with my finger, but with my dick. I stepped in closer and pulled my finger from her pussy. The instructor pressed herself to my back and butt until I'd moved close enough for my dick to rub up and down the young woman's slit. I closed my eyes and groaned in unison with the her as the instructor pushed my ass with her pelvis, forcing my dick into the young blonde. "There you go. Doesn't that feel good, Missy? Now you can work on releasing that pent-up energy."
"Oh yesssssss," the young woman moaned. "It feels soooo good."
"That's a good girl," The instructor said. Then, leaned closer to whisper to me, "Now, fuck her. Make her come, and when she does, fill her like I know you want to."
"Oh fuck." I groaned as I grabbed the young woman's hips and started to stroke in and out of her delightfully tight pussy. The instructor helped me push and pull my hips until my ass slapped against her. The two of us forced my cock in and out of her as I felt both our orgasms growing.
"I want all of you to lie on your backs and spread your legs wide. Let all the energy in the room flow over and around you. If you feel like touching yourselves, go ahead." The instructor said to the whole class. All the women lay down on their mats and spread their legs, some to the side, some high in the air, some with their feet on the mat and their knees pushed apart. I looked around at the array of naked pussies suddenly felt like trying to fuck them all.
While I surveyed the array of naked women, I stroked myself in and out of the young woman in front of me, Missy. I could feel not only my orgasm building, but hers, and with ours, many more. It seemed like I was connected to all these women at the same time, and feeling the excitement as they pleasured themselves. I could feel Missy growing closer and closer to climax, and myself along with her. My balls tightened up, my cum beginning the race up my dick as my body jerked and shoved hard into her, nearly knocking her over.
"FUCK YES!" Missy screamed as my cum surged into her tight pussy. Her vaginal walls clamped around me as her body spasmed in orgasm. We both jerked and shook, my cock pumping what felt like a massive load into her. My climax had nearly run it's course, my rock hard cock having filled her with my cum, which was now down to just twitching inside her. The instructor pulled me back and knelt beside me. My cock slipped from Missy, aimed it at her mouth and closed her lips around it. I felt coax the few remaining surges of cum into her mouth before she rolled from kneeling to lay on her back on the mat, pulling me down with her and on top of her. My still hard cock was drooling cum onto her chest and stomach as I knelt over her. She still held my cock and tried to push it down her body to her spread legs.
"Fuck me!" she commanded as she lay flat and lifted her legs into a wide vee around me.
I knew what she wanted, or more correctly what Aphrodite wanted. I lowered myself onto her and aimed myself at her pussy. I slipped easily into her. Missy turned around and knelt down to lick some of my cum off the instructor's left tit. And soon a middle aged dark haired woman lay down below Missy and pulled the young woman's hips down. She began to eagerly lick Missy's pussy, drinking my cum from her while also pushing her toward another orgasm. The woman licked and sucked Missy's clit and pussy, making her moan and squeal in delight. I could feel multiple orgasms flowing in and around me, the instructor I was fucking, Missy, and at least half a dozen other women, still working themselves toward climax. It was almost too much stimulation. My body jerked and I started pumping my cum into the instructor, who also started to climax.
I, the instructor and Missy and at least half a dozen other women, were all climaxing together, created a massive surge of sexual energy flowing through me. I felt almost like I was in a dream state as I rolled off the instructor to lay on the floor beside her. I vaguely recognized that the woman who had been licking Missy moved to straddle me, thrust herself down my shaft. She rode my cock with abandon, bouncing her ass off my thighs as she worked herself toward climax. After the last two I'd had, I doubted there was anything left to give, but that didn't stop her. I watched her tits bouncing and flopping wildly as she pounded down on me. I felt her climax build and then tumble over the edge. She cried out as she climaxed on me, her pussy clenching and squeezing me. I looked over and saw Missy laying on the mat, at least three women taking turns licking her pussy while several others were gathered around the instructor licking my cum from her body.
That's when I felt it. It started as a little tingle in the back of my mind, and then it grew and grew inside me. I saw the image of the woman riding me, a much younger version of her, sitting on a swing hanging from a huge tree branch. She had to be barely eighteen or nineteen. As she sat there I saw a boy, maybe a few years older than her, walk up to her. She spread her legs and let him pull her panties aside before she looped her legs around his body. She moaned in pleasure as he rubbed his dick head against her smooth young lips. He looked at her uncertainly and in reply she pulled him closer with her legs. She moaned as his head spread her pussy lips and then began to force it's way into her. I could feel the sensations of his cock sliding into her, feel the discomfort for a moment before she used her heels to try and pull him in deeper. The discomfort passed and all that was left was the pleasant sensation of his cock sliding in and out of her/me. I felt his cock sliding even deeper in to me as he used the swing chains to pull her toward him. She unhooked her legs from around him and spread them wide, letting him slip just a little deeper into her. She leaned back and held the swing chains as he used them to pull and push her, sliding her/us on and off his dick. I heard him tell her that he was going to come, and her reply that she wanted to feel it. We climaxed together, his cock pumping shot after shot into us as she cried out in a pleasure she'd never felt before.
My head swirled inside as I tried to comprehend what I had just felt, and where I was. I felt my own cock suddenly jerking and surging, trying to flow non-existent cum into her as I realized I was laying on the mat with a woman riding my cock, a considerably older version of the woman I had just felt climaxing on the swing. My whole body jerked and spasmed as I climaxed in time with the woman on my lap, turning her into another of Aphrodite's harem, the third of the day. Another woman helped her off of me and quickly settled down on my still-hard cock.
From her looks, I'd think she was maybe thirty-five or forty, with small, C-cup tits and a fairly hairy crotch, not that it mattered. Aphrodite wasn't about to give me a chance to say no. We'd made a deal that if she let me pick and choose who I wanted to have sex with, that in return, I'd have to give her more acolytes. I was pretty sure that this was her getting tired of waiting. I didn't get much of a chance to look at the woman that started to ride my cock, my view quickly blocked by another similarly-aged woman with a neatly trimmed bush lowering herself to my face. She knelt down and pushed her pussy to my lips, begging me with her eyes to lick her. I stuck my tongue out and wrapped my arms around her thighs, then started to flick my tongue over her copious inner lips. I tasted her juices and knew she was already very excited. In moments I was no longer lying on a mat, but was on my knees on a bunk bed, looking down at a guy's face busy licking my pussy. I held onto the bunk above me, gripping it tightly as the boy below me, maybe twenty years old or so, licked my clit, sending shivers through my body. He attacked my clit with abandon, trying to make me climax on his face. I wanted to. I wanted to give him my juices. I wanted to share it with him, but I wanted something else more.
I pushed back and reluctantly pulled my crotch from his face. He looked nervous as I worked back down the bed until I was sitting on his legs. I rested my hand on his pants, rubbing the bulge in his jeans with my palm. It felt huge to me, and even through the heavy blue jean material I could feel it twitching in anticipation. I unfastened his belt, undid the zipper and snap. I reached for the sides of the jeans and looked at his face again, hoping for a look of approval. What I saw instead was concern. I stopped what I was doing and leaned toward him. I found his hands and moved them to my dress' top, coaxing him to start unbuttoning it. There were way too many buttons on this dress, or at least it felt that way at that moment. I impatiently waited, letting him undo as many as he wanted, as fast as he wanted. When he got to my waist belt he paused. I leaned toward him again, making room so I could work the dress' top off my shoulders. He got the idea and helped, soon slipping it off my shoulders and helping me pull my arms from it.
I leaned back down, pressing my bra-covered breasts to his chest and lowering my face to his. I kissed him gently, encouraging him to respond, which he did slowly. He put his hands on my hips, not making any move to do more, and I really wanted much more. I continued to kiss him softly, at the same time, urging his hands to move up my body. I felt his fingers on my bare back, stroking a little awkwardly from inexperience. I coaxed his arms to move higher, and soon had his fingers on the back of my bra. He struggled with the fasteners and I reached one hand back to help guide him, whispering instructions to him at the same time. I felt his fingers finally work out the combination and the little hooks unhooked. I let the bra strap slip around me and I pushed myself upright, letting the straps fall off my shoulders. He stared at my bare tits as I pulled the bra away and then lowered back down to press my rock-hard nipples to his chest.
I kissed him again, slowly and softly, letting our breathing move my nipples on his chest. I could tell he was nervous, and I wanted this to be special. The first time should always be special. I shifted my body weight to come up to my knees, my tits against his chest holding me up. I worked my hands down to his pants and began pushing them down his hips. It took some effort, since he didn't seem to know how to help. I pushed his jeans to his thighs, his briefs rolling down with them, leaving his raging hard-on exposed.
I could feel his hardness against my bare pussy, my wet lips pressing against his hot, hard cock. I moved up slightly, breaking our kiss and pulling myself up far enough to feed him one of my nipples. I wanted to distract him slightly, and a nipple to the lips was the perfect distraction. He opened his mouth and eagerly sucked my nipple into his mouth. His tongue teased my nipple and areola, sending pleasant little tingles through my body. I reached between my legs to find his hard dick and lifted it. The heat of his head touched my lips. I rubbed it up and down just enough to spread my wet lips around it, and then settled it into the opening of my vagina.



I felt him reflexively arch his back to push up against the pressure on his head, forcing his cock into a woman for the first time. He let go of my tit and gasped in surprised pleasure. I started to move my hips, working him in and out of me. I could feel him swelling in me and I knew he was going to come. I reached for my clit, wanting so badly to finish with him. I rubbed my clit furiously while slowly stroking on and off his hard, young cock. He gasped again and then let out a long deep groan as he started to come. I felt his cum surging into my pussy, and heard him trying to apologize for coming so fast, but I didn't care at that moment. I wanted to finish. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feeling of his cock filling me, the hot, wet cum pushing around his cock as I continued to stroke on him. I pushed myself up again, my head banging on the bunk above me. I didn't care though. I started to ride him, pushing myself on and off of him while I held the bed above me with one hand and played with my clit with the other.
He reached up to my tits and grasped my nipples. "Squeeze them." I moaned as I rode him, pushing my orgasm back toward the climax I'd almost had on his face. I could feel it building, and something else. His cock was swelling inside me again. I wondered if he was going to come again, and then let the thought slip away as my own orgasm pushed toward climax. "Oh god!" I gasped as my climax overtook me. The warmth and tingles raced though my body, radiating from my clit out all the way to my finger tips.
"Uh... Fuck." He gasped as my stroking pushed him to another quick climax of his own, his cum pumping into my pussy as it squeezed around him. I was in ecstasy as I came around his spurting cock. I looked down at my little brother and smiled.
"Oh my god," she moaned as she sat on my cock, looking down at my face. She shook her head slightly with a confused look. As my mind cleared, and my cock started to soften slightly inside her, she leaned down until her tits touched my chest and her face was nearly touching mine. "What...What the hell just happened?" she gasped in shock as her body still shivered occasionally.
I'd seen little glimpses of situations and places with various sex partners since the college incident, but this was completely different. I felt like I was living her sexual encounter with her brother. The whole thing only took seconds, just the time it took for her to climax on me, but it felt more like the twenty minutes to half an hour that it took in real life. That was the second time I felt something like that this morning and it was more than a little unsettling. The only thing I could think was that Aphrodite had to be getting stronger, and this was a consequence of that, and she was only going to get stronger as more and more women became connected to her as acolytes.
"Oh my," she whispered as she sat astride me, staring down at my face. "You...you felt that, didn't you? I feel strange. Like part of me isn't quite all back from wherever I went. But somehow, I feel like you touched me. No not down there, in my head. I don't know how, but..."
"I know. I feel something odd too." The instructor said as she sunk to her knees next to me. "I can't explain what I'm feeling, but I've felt all the orgasms of all girls, and yours too." She said, shifting her view down to me. " Somehow you're in our heads. Like you're somehow making us do this, have sex like this."
"We need to stop him then!" The woman on my lap said with a scowl looking down at me as she stood up, my cum dripping from her. I could see anger on her face and for a moment I thought she was going to reach out and hit me. I watched her close her eyes and the anger wash from her face. She slowly sank down to her knees again, this time her dripping pussy pressing against my stomach.
"I don't know how you'd stop you. And honestly, I really don't want to. I keep thinking I need to do this class naked all the time."
The woman on my lap moaned and shivered slightly and then lay down on me, pressing her tits to my face before rolling off of me and laying on the mat, panting and trembling.
I looked up at the instructors face, about to try to explain when two more women knelt down, one over my legs and the other wedging herseslf between me and the woman that had just rolled off me, both leaning their faces to my dick. The one with her ass almost in my face was maybe in her twenties, and the other, straddling my legs, was considerably older than me. The two took turns licking and sucking my dick. The instructor stared at them, but did nothing to stop them. I reached out and touched her leg, drawing her to look at me. I could see desire in her eyes and knew she was feeling the two women's desire. The instructor looked at me for almost half a minute, before she reached across me and helped the twenty something swing her leg over my head to put her pussy right in front of my face. I knew I was being driven by Aphrodite, but I didn't care at that moment. My brain was sliding back into that foggy lust state that forced me to concentrate on nothing but the sex, and in this case, the sexy little pussy in font of me.
The instructor coaxed the young woman to lower her pussy to my lips, allowing me to taste her juices. It was like drinking a magic elixir. I went from being mildly interested, to wanting to have sex with her in only a few short minutes. I could feel that my cock had once again hardened fully as the two of them traded me between them.
"My turn," the younger one said as she pulled her pussy away from my face. "I've gotta have his cock!" She crawled down my body and the older woman guided me to the young woman's pussy. I groaned softly in unison to her as she pushed her tight little pussy down my shaft.
"Ohmygod," I groaned as she slid down my cock. She was every bit as tight as any pussy that had been on my cock before. She pushed herself down until my head pressed against the end of her depths and then began to slowly lift herself. She pulled up and actually slipped up off me. The older woman again guided me to the wet pussy and the young woman thrust herself down hard onto me with a huge grunt.
"Fuck yes." She gasped as my head smashed into the end of her vagina. "That's what we need." She moaned as she lifted again. Up and down she moved like that, slowly pulling up and then quickly thrusting her ass down at me.
I would have liked to see the front of her as she moved on me, but it wasn't going to matter. The older woman that had been sharing my dick, she had to be at least sixty or more, stepped over me and knelt down, looking down at my face with lust written across it. "I want you to lick me. I want to feel your tongue on me and I want to feel you make me come."
I looked at her pussy, surprised to see it was completely shaved smooth, a modest amount of inner labia protruding from her smooth, full outer lips. Her inner lips were slightly spread and glistening with wetness. I reached up to her hips and pulled her down further, pulling her pussy right to my mouth. Once I had my tongue splitting her lips apart, I slid my hands up to her tits, which were quite large, and hung down considerably. I cupped each one and began to squeeze and toy with her nipples, somehow knowing that she enjoyed the extra stimulation.
I felt a flow of satisfaction as my tongue teased the old woman's clit, little gasps and squeaks coming from her as I teased her. The funny thing was it didn't feel like satisfaction from the old woman, it felt more like it was coming from Aphrodite. I could feel her delight with what I was doing. I got the feeling that was pleased that I had already inducted several woman to her circle, and was working on more. I could almost feel her whispering to me, her soft, melodic voice sounding in my head. Not so much words as feelings. The same way she could increase the intensity of a shared orgasm, she must to be able to let me know she was pleased at my actions and in reward, she was sharing the secret sexual memories of my partners with me. Moments after forming the thought, it was pushed away as my mind was overwhelmed with the image of the woman on my face standing in front of a window. In the reflection I could see her body, mostly exposed, except for a small amount of her large breasts and her crotch. She looked through the reflection I the glass of the window and then through her reflecton down to a pool below. There was a young man there, sweeping the mesh skimmer around the pool. My mind was suddenly filled with understanding, as if I her memory of this, and what came before, rushed into my mind. It was the neighbor boy, home from college for the summer. In exchange for keeping the pool clean, he'd been welcome to come and use it any time he wanted.
She stood, the reflection showing her body in a small yellow bikini, but it was nervousness overwhelming her desire. She'd never worn anything this revealing before, let alone in front of anyone as desirable as he was. She had a very conservative black one piece suit she had worn for years. He's seen her in it many times, but this one... this one she had purchased just for him, because he had said she'd look good in one. It had taken her hours to find one that she was comfortable in, but now that she was about to show her body off this way, she was less sure. She took a deep breath and walked down the stairs and out the kitchen door to the deck before she completely lost her nerve. She waited for him to see her, not straying too far from the door in case she didn't meet his expectations. He saw her, took a double take and then smiled. He slowly walked toward her, the smile never leaving his lips.
"See, you do look good in a bikini."
"I think I look like an old woman," she answered him, still not sure that this was either right or that she looked good in it.
"Naw. I think you look just fine. I'm done skimming. If you want, you can get in."
"You're sure I look okay in this? I feel kind of exposed."
"I think you look just fine. Come on." He took her hand and pulled her firmly along behind him. He set down the skimmer and walked both of them to the stairs and then down in. She held her breath, the water slowly getting deeper as he pulled her deeper into the pool, thigh deep first, then waist deep and now chest deep. The cool water soaked the suit and made her nipples harden, poking the two tiny triangles out obviously. He had walked into the pool backwards, never taking his eyes off her body. She saw him look up to her eyes and then try to hide the smile as he pretended he wasn't looking at her nipples. "There, that isn't so bad, is it?"
"No, not really. I'm just not used to being this exposed."
"You're not really that exposed. I mean, you're not naked or anything."
"Oh, I could never do this naked," she said, shaking her head.
"No? I bet you could."
"Not with this body."
"I don't think it's all that bad." He said as he lowered himself down into the water until it was over his shoulders. He moved slightly closer, his hands reaching for her waist. He gripped her and pulled them closer together. "I kinda like it." He whispered as he pulled her close enough that he could duck his head under water and give both her hard nipples a quick kiss. He rose back out of the water and shook his head to clear the water from his face and hair.
"You like my old body?" she asked incredulously, feeling her pussy tingling after his quick kiss of her nipples.
"You don't?"
"It's old."
"Old doesn't mean bad." He moved a little closer, his chest now nearly touching hers.. "Tell you what: why don't we find out?"
"Find out what?"
"If you look bad or not."
"And just how are we going to do that?"
"Well... let's see. Guys get turned on by bodies they like looking at, right?"
"I suppose so."
"So if I get turned on, then you must look good, right?"
"While that makes sense, you could just be saying you're turned on."
He chuckled and reached behind her. It only took a moment for him to reach the tie around her back. He pulled it slowly, giving her time to object, but she didn't. He pulled the bow completely out and then reached for the one behind her neck. He eased the material off her breasts and then, as he threw it toward the side of the pool, pressed his muscular chest against her soft tits. They stood like that for several long seconds before he took her hands. He turned her and slowly pulled her along back toward shallow water, stopping when the water was just waist deep. He pulled her hands down to the string of his suit and helped her hands untie it. He guided her hands to his waist and helped her push it down several inches. He leg go of her hands and let her make the decision. He waited patiently while she struggled with her conscience. Finally she pushed the suit down further, working it down to his thighs and exposing his young hard cock. "Can't fake this, can I?"
She looked down into the water to see his hard dick. She wanted to reach out and touch it, but her hands were shaking with nervousness and she didn't want him to see it. "I... I guess not."
He moved back, bent to pull his suit off and toss it onto the patio, leaving him naked. He moved back to her and stopped only when the head of his hard-on was pressed to her bikini-covered mound. He reached down to the strings on her hips, and then, slowly, teasingly, pulled the little bows on each hip. She wanted to stop him, wanted to tell him no, but instead she stood there, frozen. He slowly pulled the strings until the suit pulled from between her legs, allowing his engorged mushroom head to press to her pubic mound and the small patch of curls that was left after she trimmed it to fit the bikini. Now standing nude with him, he lowered his face to hers and gently kissed her lips. They were soft and warm and the tingle she felt through her body at the kiss made her want him to take her right then. He released her from the kiss and let his hands slide down until he was cupping both her soft breasts.
"No, I don't think there's anything bad looking about these," he whispered as he cupped and lifted both, gently squeezing them. The pressure made her pussy tingle. She closed her eyes as he lowered his face toward her chest, stepping back a little as he did. She bit her lip and waited, hoping and at the same time afraid that he would and wouldn't. But he did. She moaned softly as he closed his lips around her right nipple. He swirled his tongue around it as she stifled a moan. "You don't have to hide it if it feels good," he whispered as he switched nipples, letting go of the left and closing his lips around the right.
"It does feel good." She gasped as he nibbled her rock-hard nipple. She felt him let go of her right breast and then moments later felt his hand on her hip. She sucked in a breath and held it, almost afraid he was going to pull those strings too. She wanted him to, but she was also afraid he'd find her body anything but stimulating. She held her breath as long as she could and then let it out. He released one of her breasts and let his fingers slip down her body, sliding over her stomach, and then over her pubic mound and then, lower, until he could curl them between her legs. She felt his finger spread her lips and press against her clit. "Oh fuck." She gasped, reaching out to cup his head and pull it toward her breast.
"I take it you like that?" he whispered.
"Very much."
"Then you're going to like this even more." He pulled his face from her breast, and in one powerful stroke swept his arms around and under her to lift her off the bottom. She cried out in surprise and grabbed around his neck with her arms, afraid he was going to drop her into the water, but he didn't. He carried her the few feet to the side of the pool and set her gently on it. He coaxed her to turn and face him, and then he lifted her legs, spreading them as he did. She didn't have any choice. He kept lifting her legs until she had to lean back.
"What are you going to do?" she asked, holding herself on her elbows, her legs now pushed up and apart, completely exposing her pussy to his view. Before now she'd only ever let this be seen by her husband and her doctor. Now, he was looking at it...no. he was going to kiss it! "Don't. It's disgusting, doing that."
"Why?" He continued to move his face toward her. She felt his hot breath on her pussy lips and then something else. She felt his tongue between her lips. He stroked up while pressing it deeper, pressing his tongue into her far enough to stroke across her clit.
"OH GOD!" she gasped, little tingles racing through her body from her clit, something she had never really felt besides at her own hand. Never at the tongue or any other part of a man. She lay back and let him have his way with her pussy, her whole body seeming to be on fire with excitement and desire. It felt so good, too good. "God, I'm going to climax," she moaned, trying to push his face away from her. He reached up for her hands and captured them, gently holding them away from his head as he continued to lick and tease her clit. "AHHHHHHHHH! GOD! I'm going to... oh god! GARY!" Her whole body suddenly shuddered and jerked. Her arms and legs shook as he continued to tease her clit, driving her climax even higher. She gasped for air, feeling faint as he flicked his tongue rapidly across the oh-so-sensitive nub.
She'd watched him grow up, middle school, junior high, high school, and now college. Only in her fantasies of the last few weeks had she imagined that he would be touching her nude body, and never in this way. She could feel her body gushing juices out at him, and still he continued to lick and tease her, as if he was really enjoying this as much as she was.
He finally pulled his face from between her legs and wiped her juices off his face. His expression was different than she'd ever seen. It was full of desire and lust. She could see the want in his eyes and the way he looked at her body as she pushed herself upright. He reached for her hips and gently guided her toward him. She was still sitting on the concrete patio, so she gently rocked side to side, walking her butt closer to the slick tile edge of the pool. She was finally close enough and he lifted her down into the water. He turned her to face away, placed her hands on the edge of the pool, then pulled her hips until she was bent double, her tits hanging down into the water.
"Oh no," she whispered as his hard dick rubbed up and down between her lips. This had been her husband's favorite position, so she knew exactly what to expect. She bit her lower lip as she waited and then she felt it: his engorged head spreading her lips and then the entrance to her vagina. She'd only been with one man in her whole life, but Gary was much bigger than he had been. She moaned loudly as he pushed his way into her, stretching her. "Ohhh god yes," she whimpered as he pushed all the way into her. He held her hips and started to stroke, making waves in the water as he moved. Her tits swung under her, making more waves as he pounded into her. She could feel his mushroom head stroking every inch of her vagina. He was so long that he hit the end of her vagina with each stroke, sending more tingles through her body. She'd never climaxed twice before, but she already knew she would if he kept doing what he was. It was building in her, the same way it did when she played with herself. The warmth spread and she could feel the urgency, the desire for him refuse to stop growing.
She arched her back just a little more, changing the angle ever so slightly. He seemed to know what to do even better than her husband had. He squatted down a little more. "OHHHH FUUUUCK!" she cried out, his hard shaft stroking across her clit as it slid into her. He worked his hard, fat shaft in and out, her pussy feeling like it was on fire. Her whole body began to quake and shudder. She was climaxing again, her vagina squeezing around his thrusting cock. She could feel his cock swell inside her and then felt his cum surging into her. She cried out again as he came inside her, his body jerking and spasming as he filled her with shot after shot of cum.



Finally, he was done, his cock softening in her, and then slipping from her. She turned to face him and wrapped her arms around his neck. She pulled them together, pressing her still-hard nipples against his bare chest and her lips to his. She felt him return her kiss, and she made it long and slow. She wanted to thank him for what he had done, but she didn't know how. She finally broke the kiss reluctantly, both of them breathing heavily. "Why?" she finally asked, her forehead resting against his, her nose inches from his.
"Joanne, I've been watching you since I was little. You always looked like there was something missing from your life. It wasn't until I went to college that I realized what it was."
"And this is what it was?"
"Sorta, yeah."
"Well, it was definitely something I haven't ever had," she agreed.
"I hoped you'd like it."
"I did. I loved how it felt, thank you."
"Good. Because I plan on doing it with you every day the rest of the summer. If you want, of course."
"Oh, yes. Yes, yes yes, I do!"
I lay on the mat panting, my mind slowly clearing. I looked up at Joanne's face. She looked down at me, panting as hard as I was. I could feel my face was covered with her juices and I was lying in a puddle. I could also feel my dick still inside the young woman that had been riding me, who was now still. She twisted around without pulling off of me and looked at me and then at Joanne. I could see recognition in her eyes. She opened her mouth to say something, but was interrupted by the yoga instructor.
"Okay ladies. Let's get back to it. Any of you that still want our guest to stick that sexy cock of his into you, feel free to stay naked. Hell, feel free to stay naked anyway! It's a lot more fun this way."
The young woman on my lap pulled up and off without saying anything. I could see my cum drool from her gaping pussy, attesting to my having filled her with a considerable load, though I didn't recall doing it. Joanne climbed shakily off my face and stood up. She held a hand out for me and helped me up. "I don't know what you did, or how, but thank you. I haven't come like that since last summer."
"You're welcome," I answered awkwardly as she turned away and walked to a pink mat some distance down the row.
I stood there, watching asses and pussies as the instructor resumed class. I didn't really have much of a need to have any more sex, but at the same time I didn't seem to have the desire to leave. I stayed, watching until the class ended. Only then did I start to dress to leave with the ladies. I still needed to go get my lumber, and I felt sweaty and stinky.
The instructor stepped behind me, still naked. "Come with me," she said.
"Huh?"
"Come with me," she said again in a husky whisper. I saw her dilated pupils and immediately suspected that she was still, or again, under the influence of Aphrodite.
"Come where?"
"To my shower. We both need one. I thought we could share one."
I wasn't sure why, but I felt like I needed to go with her. I needed to leave, to get the hell out of here, but for some reason I felt her mind touch mine and implore me to stay with her, for just a few more minutes. "Okay, just for a minute." I let her lead me to the office in the back and then to a small bathroom. She leaned in and turned on the water in the small, three foot or so cube of a shower. She stepped in and held the door open for me, closed us in once I'd joined her. She pulled me against her and pressed her lips next to my ear. "This one is strong, like you," she whispered as she held me to her. she reached one hand down to my dick and gently grasped it. "Do you want to fuck her again?"
"Aphrodite?"
"Yes, I respond to that name."
"You're in her head?"
"That is an interesting way to ask the question. Do I share in her person? Yes, I do now, thanks to you. But this one is strong. She is much like you. I can reach you while you sleep, but this one, I can reach her mind while she is awake. Even now, she lusts after your cock again. I should let her have what she wants."
"Why thanks to me?"
"You have connected her to me."
"I made her an acolyte... "
"That is the term you use for those I have communed with."
"And just how many did I help you commune with today?"
The instructor grinned wildly. "Why, all of them. You were quite proficient at providing your essence."
"My cum."
"Yes, that is your word."
"I thought I had to come in both their mouth and pussy."
She laughed. "No. That is something made up by the priests so they could have more sex with the best of them, the young women. I did not make you think different so you would be tempted to have sex more times, to feed me more. No, my priest. All you need to do is to allow them to consume some of your essence, what you say... cum. It is genetic signature, that they need to consume. Once they have that, It enters their bodies it joins with their signature and blossoms like a flower. Once it has done that, I can touch their minds. But it only lasts so long. It needs to be reinforced. They need to climax many times to keep it from fading."
"And you do that, keep them wanting more."
She smile a crooked little grin. "I do. Your generation is almost as deviant as what you call the Romans. They truly enjoyed all forms of sexual expression. I was well fed. Your generation still has a ways to go, but I have found some of your technology enhances this. One of my new disciples talks about something called an OnlyFan's page. I am not sure what this is that she talks about, but I can feel that she has much sex, sometimes, multiple times per day. Now I need to let this one free. I can feel her pushing against me, wanting to feel you inside her. She has a very naughty image in her mind. I should let her share it with you."
"So it really was you, wasn't it? Sharing those women's thoughts with me?"
She chuckled softly. "No my priest. You learn fast, much faster than any of my other priests. It took them many many months to learn how to hear the minds of their women. Many more years to learn how to put their mind into their partners. You can learn that, too. You can learn to reach out and touch with a thought. Now you can only entice, but once you learn, you can steer her to where you want. You can command her to do your bidding, to have sex with you any way you want, or even with another. Some of my temple guardians could do that. But one must be careful. That kind of power takes much control and much energy. If you use it too many times it can drain you in a way I can not replenish."
"And your priests could do that? Make women do things they wanted?"
"Some. Only the strongest. Like you. But your strength is still growing. This one, she is already very strong. Stronger than you, and yet she does not wear the ring. I can feel her pressing against me. I can feel her desire for you pushing against me. She can feel me and touch me like you can, but without a ring. I should let her have her way, let her play with you and see what she can do with her power. I won't let her hurt you, but it might be interesting to see what she does with her new power."
"So wait. If she's so powerful, because I came in her mouth, why is she so powerful now?"
"She shares certain signatures in her body. I think the word you use is DNA. Yes, I see it in your mind. DNA markers. She shares your traits, but her mind is focusing it more completely. Your mind tends to wander away. She focuses that energy in more completely. Yes, this one is going to be much fun. I may even be able to use her to make more connections, more...acolytes."
"So, if she can, then you can release me?"
"Why would I want to do that? I am enjoying being with you as you explore."
"I thought you lived to feed."
"I feed to live. But, like any sentient being, I have desires and as you say, I like to play. You are a fun mind to play with. I like the way you try not to think of sex, and end up thinking of it all the more. I like how you feel for those you are coupling with, even though you may not know them. I find it fun when you want to exert your control, but are so easily distracted with sex. Now that you can see into them, into their minds, find their memories and fantasies, I am looking forward to even more and stronger climaxes. Don't worry, I'll be around always, now that you have helped give me many to feed me."
"Great," I mumbled.
The instructor said, "I don't know who you are or what you did out there, but I definitely have to have sex with you again." I looked at her eyes and they looked every bit as normal as anyone's.
"I really need to go."
"Ohhh. That would spoil all the fun."
"Tell me, did you have fun?"
"I did. I don't understand why, but when you were having sex with Alice, I started to think about what it would be like if Joanne or Grace got a good fucking from you."
"Joanne, I know. Grace?"
"Little twenty-three year old. Blonde hair, tiny little patch. Skinny with boobs almost too large for her body?"
"Ah," I said, realizing it was the one on my dick while Joanne was on my face.
"She was been really bummed out. Her boyfriend broke up with her and told her she was an ugly little witch that didn't deserve a man at all. Said that no man would ever find her attractive. I guess you sorta blew that out of the water."
"I guess I did," I agreed.
"So, what are we going to do now? That fuck you gave me was just a warm-up, right? Ohhhhhh. You are so naughty. Wait, you didn't say anything. How can I know what you're thinking?"
"And what am I thinking?"
"You're thinking about fucking me pressed against the front window where anyone can see my naked body. But how can I know that?"
"It's a long story. You game?"
She grinned a crooked little grin. "It'd be different." She turned to shut off the water and then opened the stall. She pulled me along by the hand, the two of us walking quickly to the front of the studio. She let go of my hand and pressed her tits to the glass and pushed her butt out at me. "I'm ready!" she said as she waited for me to push into her from behind. I guessed it wouldn't matter if I waited just a little bit longer to get my lumber.
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Hall Pass
I love my wife, and have for the twenty years that we've been together. Our life is comfortable and predicable, which is exactly how I like it. At forty-two, Linda is still a very good-looking woman, at least I think so. She works out to keep her body trim, with a nice firm, round butt, that I love to grab when we're making love, and forty triple D tits that bounce spectacularly when she's riding me. I can still get her to wear a bikini when we go to the lake, which makes those tits look even more spectacular. While she protests that it shows too much, I think she secretly likes the attention she gets. And I know I enjoy trying to get them to bounce clear of the top, by bouncing the boat over the waves. If I'm lucky, and she's in the mood, she'll let them bounce out, and as long as there aren't other boats around, leave them free. When she's in this kind of a mood, we usually end up having sex, either in the boat, or, if the lake is too busy, when we get home.
There are other ways she displays her mood at home, such as shorter than normal skirts, tight shorts, bare midriff tops. You get the idea. She makes it well known when she's turned on, which, very surprisingly, has been happening twice, and sometimes three times, a week lately. I never refuse, interrupting whatever I'm doing to make sure she's pleasured, which of course, means I am as well.
I enjoy a predicable life, and Sunday afternoons are my down time, my time to relax and unwind. In the winter it's NFL football, and in the summer, like now, that predictability includes watching the Sunday afternoon NASCAR race. They were deep into the second stage of this week's race, and my preferred driver was contending for the lead, when Linda stepped into the living room. I noticed her, but didn't pay a lot of attention, as Larson tried to pass Boyer for the lead, the two shifting the lead back and forth around each corner. I vaguely heard my wife say something like "we need to talk," but it didn't quite register.
She stepped in front of the TV, wearing a thigh length T-shirt that was thin enough that I could see, not only the bumps of her nipples, but also the outline of her dark brown areola. I tried to look past her as the announcers said something to the effect, that Larson made the pass stick, taking over first place. "I want a divorce!" My wife said, standing with her arms crossed under her tits.
It took at least half a dozen seconds for her words to sink into my head. I jerked my head and looked at her face in surprise. "WHAT?"
"I said I want a divorce!" she repeated, with a scowl on her face.
"A divorce? What the hell?" I asked, grabbing the remote and turning the TV off to stare at her. "Where did that come from?"
The scowl disappeared to be replaced with a naughty little grin. "That got your attention, didn't it? I'd have thought me standing here, in this, would have gotten your attention."
"Sorry lover. I wasn't even paying attention." I apologized, realizing that the 'we need to talk' comment that finally filtered into my brain, was an indication of something important.
"I could tell." She said as she reached for the hem of the shirt. She pulled it up and off, tossing it aside. "Now that I have your attention, how about we get you as naked as I am?"
She never had to ask twice about sex. That was a hard, fast rule for me. If at all possible, if she wanted something, I did my best to give it to her, and that went double for sex. I lowered the foot rest of my recliner and stood up. It took her only about two minutes to get me naked and pushed back into my chair. She knelt down in front of me and pushed my knees apart, slipping between them and reaching for, my now hardening, dick. She looked at me, as she lowered her face to my dick, opening her mouth and closing it around my mushroom head. I groaned in pleasure, as she teased her tongue around it, wanting to encourage her to keep going. It had been quite a while since she had sex with me in my chair. I loved it, each of the few times she'd done it, but I also knew that this was one of her ways of getting me ready to talk about something she expected me to not be particularly in favor of.
The first time we had sex in my chair was when she wanted to get pregnant with our first. As a tool to convince me to do something, she found it so effective that she continued using over the years. The last time was when she wanted to let her mother live with us for a few months, while she went through a rough spot with her husband. I won't say her dad, since he wasn't, but just the same, it was a difficult few months which required more than one of these sessions to keep me happy.
She lifted her face from my, now rock-hard, cock and climbed up into the chair, her knees on either side of me, climbing over me until she could push her tits in my face. "Here lover." She whispered, cupping one of her big tits and holding it so she could press one of her fat, very hard nipples to my lips. I closed my lips around her nipple and sucked it eagerly, letting my hands slide up her body to cup each huge soft mound. "Ohhhhhhhhh Yessss!" she whispered, as she reached down to find my dick with one hand. "Suck my titties. Oh God, you know how much I love that. Suck 'em for me baby!"
I felt her rub my engorged head between her soft, protruding inner lips, spreading her moisture over my head, and using my head to spread her juices over her whole pussy. I enjoyed the tease, as I released one nipple to move to the other, sucking it into my mouth as eagerly as I had the first.
"Mmmmmmm. So good. You know exactly how to get me turned on, don't you?" She whispered, as she settled my head into the entrance to her depths. I felt her lower herself slightly, her vaginal entrance trying to spread over my fat head. The pressure built on me until she finally stretched enough to let her slide down my shaft. The saliva she had coated me with, allowed her to slide slowly down the full length of my dick, her firm ass cheeks resting on my thighs. "God! I love how you feel in me. Soooo big and fat."
I knew I wasn't exactly huge. Maybe average, or a tad more, based on the old playboy survey that showed the average guy was a disappointing five and a half inches. Disappointing, not for the guys, but apparently for the ladies they sent to measure them, who reported that six and a half to seven inches was the 'perfect' size. The fact that she was complementing my size, stroking my ego, alerted me that whatever she was buttering me up for, I wasn't going to like. It was a game we'd played enough times in our twenty years; that I knew enough, that she wouldn't tell me what it was until we'd both climaxed, and as long as that was the case, I might as well make the most of it.
I held her tits in my hands and sucked one nipple and then the other, as she began to lift and lower herself, bouncing her bare ass cheeks against my legs, with each drop. My cock grew fatter in her as she worked up and down, her velvety soft pussy caressing me in all the right ways. Her moans and gasps grew with her orgasm, each stroke seeming to push her just a little closer to that perfect moment. Her ass slapped rhythmically against me, my cock making a soft squish each time she pushed down on me. Yeah, she knew exactly how to get my attention, and she had it fully, as my own orgasm grew with hers. I let go of her nipples and tits, running my hands down to her firm ass, to squeeze each cheek.
"God honey! You look so fucking hot." I groaned as I watched her tits bouncing wildly in front of me, her moans growing louder as she inched toward climax. My own began to grow closer as well, the warm tingle spreading through my groin and then my whole body, demanding that I pump my cock up into her even as she thrust herself down my shaft over and over. I was doing my best to force my cock into her from my sitting position as she bounced on me, having to actually hold myself back, lest I come in her too soon. "Come for me honey. Let me feel you come around me!"
"Yes. Almost. Going to come for you. Oh yes. Oh, I love you so much! God! HERE I COME!" she squealed loudly, as she slammed herself down hard on me. I tried to lift my hips and pump my cock into her, which she felt. She started to try and bounce on me again, even in the midst of her own climax. The slightly erratic bouncing pushed me over the top in less than a dozen strokes, my body jerking hard under her. "FUCK YES!" she screamed, as she felt my body surge a gush of cum into her hot pussy. She bent herself to press her lips to mine, in an aggressive kiss, her body still in the throes of climax as we embraced.
She broke the kiss and rested her forehead on mine, the two of us panting for breath, as my cock continued to jerk and twitch inside her, pumping my cum deep into her still spasming depths. "Oh damn, that felt soooo good. I love having you fuck me," she whispered breathlessly.
"You know how much I love doing this with you." I panted.
"I'm glad." She answered, still resting her head on mine.
"Your mother isn't coming to stay again, is she?" I asked as way of an ice breaker on the coming discussion.
"Mother? Oh, no. Why would you ask that?"
"Because you only do this when you want something really big."
"Like mother coming to stay..."
"Like your mom coming to stay." I agreed.
She sat upright and looked down at me, still panting slightly. Finally, after several pregnant seconds, she asked me the most off the wall question I could have expected. "Do you like how Tanya looks?"
Tanya was our twenty-six-year-old, recently divorced, red headed neighbor. She wasn't quite my wife's best friend, but she numbered in the single digits of close friends. Tanya was slender and well built in all the right places, with very creamy white skin covered in little red freckles, which I'd seen almost all of, except for a very small triangle around her pussy, and the very front of her thirty-four D boobs. I'd seen all this many times when she lay out in her back yard, trying to get a tan without turning into a pink blob. She used so much sunblock to keep from getting burned, that she almost couldn't tan, a fact that I'd teased her about, numerous times.
"Well, what guy wouldn't," I answered, not at all sure where this was going.
"She is pretty, isn't she? I wished I still looked that good."
"You do."
"I don't, and you know it. I'm getting old and fat."
"Old and fat my ass!" I said with a frown, feeling like this was getting off track, but what that track was, was still a mystery to me.
"You're right. Your ass is old and fat." She said with a giggle. "But I still like it."
"Good thing. It's the only one I have." I answered, as I squeezed her cheeks again. "Speaking of which, I think yours is still sexy as hell."
"Do you think Tanya's is sexy?"
"I haven't paid that much attention," I said innocently.
"Yeah right. You really going to tell me that when she's out there in those little thong bikinis that you don't notice her completely bare ass?"
"Not much."
"Uh huh. Right. And tell me, just exactly what happened between the weed eater and the garden two weeks ago?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you, accidently cutting down half of my flowers, because you were too busy watching her ass when she bent over to rub tanning lotion on her legs."
"You, um, you, uh, saw that, huh?"
"I just happened to be changing the sheets on our bed and saw you through the bedroom window. You seemed to be quite interested in the view."
"Well, um, it was a nice view," I answered, suspecting that maybe Tanya had complained that I was ogling her, while she was in the yard. It would explain the awkwardness of the conversation, that she felt compelled to have sex, to talk about. "I guess I shouldn't have been looking, but it was kinda hard not to. Sorry lover. I'll try not to in the future."
She looked down at me and then nodded. "Well, I guess I can't blame you. She's pretty hot looking, by anyone's standards. But then I guess you are too. At least, she thinks you are."
"She does? You two have talked about how I look?" I asked in confusion. This was not coming out the way I expected, based on her first comments. Now I was getting really confused.
"She does. In fact, she sort of said, she wouldn't mind if you saw more, but didn't want to get me upset."
"She does?"
"Uh huh. I guess you get a pretty good boner looking at her, and she'd, kind of, like to see what it looks like. But being a good friend, she didn't want to assume anything and get you in trouble with me."
"She didn't?"
"Nope. But then, I suppose if I were to say that I didn't mind, well, who knows what would happen. She might be tempted to take her suit all the way off and come ask if she could see your hardware in exchange."
"She might?" I asked incredulously.
"I'd say there's a pretty good chance of it. I don't suppose you'd mind that all too much would you?" I stared at my wife, as if she had three heads. Had she just suggested that I look at the neighbor; her friend, naked, and let her look at me the same way? Is that what I just heard her ask? "Well, you wouldn't, would you?"
"Uh. Um. Hell hon. I don't know what to answer. I'm confused. It almost sounds like you want me to flash your friend."
"That is sort of what I was suggesting. I just wondered if you'd find that an exciting prospect?"
"Uhhhh. Damn. I guess, but why? I mean, why would you want me to do that?"
"Let's just say for the moment that I have my reasons. So, would you? Flash her, that is? If I said it was alright and she walked over naked?"
"Well, um. Shit. I suppose I could. You sure you wouldn't get upset at me if I did? I mean, it's not like I NEED to see her naked or anything."
"I know. I just wondered if she came over naked; if you would, if she asked, show her your stuff."
"I guess, if it was alright with you, and she asked me to, I guess I would."
"Would you let her touch it?" I stared at her again, wondering where this was going. "Well, would you?"
"I might.'
"Would you let her suck it, if I said it was alright?"
"I don't know why it would be alright with you to start with. Are you suggesting that you've been sucking some other guy's dick?"
"Have I? Absolutely not. I would never cheat on you."
"But you want me to cheat with Tanya?"
"Is it cheating if you have permission?"
"Of course it is."
"Is it? If we were playing cards and I told you it was alright with me for you to change out an extra card, would that be cheating?"
"Sure. It's not according to the rules."
"So, if it's according to the rules, to change out three cards, but not four, it's not cheating. But if I give you permission to change out an extra card it is?"
"Sure. It's against the rules."
"So, if we changed the rules and said it was fair to swap out four cards, then it'd be alright?"
"I guess so. But why would you change the rules?"
"Because I wanted to? We make up the rules we want to play by, don't we? That's all the rules are, the two of us deciding what's in and what's out, isn't it?"
"I suppose that's one way to look at it."
"And if I look at it that way, and say you can pick four cards, it's not cheating."
"I guess."
"So, as long as we both agree to the rules; say, me saying it's okay for you to touch her body and see what it feels like, or letting her suck your dick. Then as long as we agree those are the rules, it's not cheating, is it?"
"Why do I feel like you've done something against the rules and you want to change the rules so you don't feel bad about it?"
"If we're talking about the rules we made with each other, when we got married, no, I haven't done anything against the rules. I was just wondering if the rules got changed, what would you do? Would you touch her? Or if she asked you to, would you lay her down and lick her like you do me? Or even stick that fantastic dick of yours into her, if she asked you to? If the only thing holding you back is the rules, what if they got changed?"
"It sounds to me like you want to change the rules, maybe because you have someone you want to break the rules with?"
"Well. I'd never break the rules, I love you too much. But if the rules were to change, there might be this really cute young guy at work that flirts with me all the time. I was just sort of thinking about maybe giving him a little look at the girls." She said, reaching up and lifting both breasts. "He tries so hard to look down my blouse and see them, I wondered what he'd do if I actually let him see them."
"Now it makes more sense. And if I decide I don't want to change the rules? What if I'm happy with the rules the way they are? You're mine and I'm yours and our private parts are just between us. What if I decide that?"
"Then I'd let him flirt, like he has the last few months, and that'd be as far as it goes. You have my word on that."
I sat there for a minute thinking about what she was suggesting. It now made sense why she wanted sex so often lately. She's been imaging having sex with him, whoever that is, and coming home horny. I wasn't about to agree to letting her have a fling, without a whole lot more of an understanding. "Why?" I finally asked.
"He makes me feel good the way he flirts with me. Makes me feel so sexy and desirable. I know you love how I look and how my body turns you on. I just sort of wondered, if I look good enough do that with, well, I wondered if my body would turn him on like I do you?"
"And just how would you know?"
"Well, if he got a hardon, that would be a pretty good indicator."
"And you want to just show him your tits?"
"Well, if I was going to do that, I might be tempted to show a little more. I mean, wearing a dress I could innocently flash him a little more, couldn't I?"
"And how does Tanya fit into this?"
"I think you already know. It wouldn't be fair for me to show off to him, if you didn't get something out of it. I was thinking that maybe I'd let Tanya do to you, whatever I did with him. She thinks you're pretty hot and I know she wouldn't mind at all getting up close and personal with you."
"I don't know about this. I mean... hell honey. This is kind kinky, isn't it?"
"Not really. Kinky would be inviting him over to do it in front of you. This way, well, whatever Tanya did, you'd know what I did with him, and you wouldn't have to worry or wonder. You'd know without having to ask or get too detailed, and at the same time, you'd get to have some fun."
"This is going to take some thinking." I answered her.
She pushed up, off my now softened, dick and climbed off the chair. She looked down at me and grinned. "Well, let me know what you think." She said before walking away, my cum leaking down her legs as she went.
---o---
It was a typical Monday morning. As usual I was up before Linda, showered, dressed and sitting at the kitchen table, going through my morning e-mails. Work was bound to be a normally hectic Monday morning, and getting a jump on the weekend problems always helped. When I heard my wife's high heels clomping down the hardwood floor of the hallway, I glanced over and then back to my laptop. "What?" I asked myself in surprise, as I looked again as she stepped into the kitchen. THIS was not a normal Monday morning. True, she was showered, her hair was done and her make-up meticulously applied, not too heavy, highlighting her already beautiful looks even more. What wasn't normal was that she was half dressed, more properly, lacking her dress.
She looked incredibly beautiful and sexy in what little she had on, making my dick almost immediately start to harden in my pants. Unlike the normal industrial strength bra she usually wore to contain her huge tits, this morning she wore one that I had gotten for her many years ago, and she refused to wear more than a couple times, claiming that it just didn't contain her well enough. The small lacy cups lifted her breasts, to the best of their ability, the soft lace ending just barely above her areolas. The small front clasp looked like it might pop apart at any moment, as it held the two cups close enough together to create two large round creamy globes pushed together. Each step she took, made her tits wiggle and bounce in the bra. Damn she looked good. But it didn't end there.



As she stepped to the kitchen counter to start working on lunches, I realized her ass was almost completely bare, her creamy white cheeks, completely exposed between some very, very, tiny little cream colored straps. She had never gone in for thong panties, calling them 'uncomfortable butt floss', yet here she was, wearing one. She turned to go to the refrigerator and I realized the tiny triangle of material that the straps held in place was barely big enough to cover her pussy lips, and even then, was see through enough that there was very little left to the imagination. The sight was enhanced even more by the lack of something else, her pubic curls. She had done something else she hadn't done in many years, she had significantly trimmed her sexy brown curls, leaving her smooth outer lips bare and only a large triangle of curls on her mound. I had to admit it was a very sexy look.
Her normal panty hose had been replaced by a pair of nude colored thigh high stockings, leaving the tiny, semi-see through, panty all the more exposed, and almost framed by the lace tops to draw even more attention to it. Her steps were slightly more awkward as she wore something else, she didn't usually wear. Her usual two-inch heels had been replaced by something much taller. Each step made her body move slightly differently than normal, and enticingly, made her tits bounce in the tiny bra even more. I sat staring at her as she worked, my dick getting harder by the moment.
"So, you seem to be missing something," I finally said.
"Oh? I just didn't want to get it dirty while I was working." She said, turning her head to flash me a little grin. "You like the look?"
"I suspect you know that I most certainly do."
"Bet you're getting a hard-on, aren't you?" She asked, without looking back at me.
"Could be."
"Well, I'd hate to send you to work all turned on. You might find that sexy little secretary of yours enticing and take her off to the bathroom for a little pole dancing." She said as she glanced back at me with a naughty little grin. "We wouldn't want that, would we?"
"I'd never do that."
"You sure? I know she wears sexy little dresses. I bet if she bent over like this..." She said as she stepped back toward me a couple steps and bent over, her pussy pushing out between her straight legs. "I bet you'd get a view like this."
"Oh damn," I mumbled.
"You like this view?"
"You're teasing me."
"I know. You want to do anything about it?" she asked, wiggling her butt side to side, slowly.
I wasn't about to turn her down. I stepped behind her, dropped my pants and pulled out my rock-hard dick. I pushed the tiny thong panty down to her thighs and began to rub my engorged head up and down her lips. She moaned appreciatively, as I pushed myself into her slowly. "That's it baby. I want it all. Fuck me."
She reached out to the counter to balance herself, as I held her hips and started pumping my shaft in and out of her wet pussy. I let one hand slide up her body and around to her front, finding and then undoing, the little clip of the bra freeing her huge tits to swing like sexy pendulums below her chest. In and out I stroked, feeling her wetness grow by the moment. We hadn't had sex in the kitchen in...well, years. And I could tell that this was going to be a very short session, with both of us climaxing quickly. In and out I drove, pushing us both toward a quick, but hopefully satisfying climax. Her moans and gasps grew louder as her body inched closer to that perfect moment.
"Oh fuck...gonna come," she gasped, as her pussy started to spasm around me. In and out I thrust, harder, driving myself to the same point she was coming to.
"UH! FUCK!" I grunted loudly, as my body spasmed, jamming myself hard, into her wet, clenching pussy. We came together, both of us climaxing hard, as she held the counter and I held her hips. Shot after shot of my jizz pumped into her depths as we continued to enjoy the intense climax to our very brief interlude.
"Ohhhh damn." She breathed softly, as the trembles slowly faded from her body. "That felt so good."
"Yeah, it did." I agreed. "But it was a bit of a surprise."
"You didn't enjoy it?" She asked, as she waited for my dick to soften inside her.
"Oh yeah. I definitely did. But, did this have anything to do with what we talked about last night?"
She pulled off my half hard dick and turned to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned her lips to mine, the tall heels bringing her even with my height for a change. "Would it matter if it did?" she asked, after a soft, loving kiss, that lasted a good thirty seconds or more.
"I don't know. If you were dressing like this for me, I love it. If you're dressing like this for some other guy, maybe not so much."
"What if it's for you, with a chance someone else might see it?"
"You're determined to do this, whether I like it or not, aren't you?"
She looked at me seriously. "You're my husband. I love you more than anything but our daughter. If you said no, I'd accept it."
"But you wouldn't be happy, would you?"
"Disappointed more probably."
"Disappointed now ends up unhappy later." I said quietly. "I suppose I have to let you try, but it's not going to be some free for all. I don't want to find out years from now you were sneaking off to some hotel and banging away with him."
"You wouldn't."
"You wouldn't do it, or you wouldn't ever let me find out?"
She just grinned at me in way of an answer. "You don't trust me?" She finally asked.
"Lover, I've always trusted you without question. I still trust you. If I didn't, I wouldn't say what I'm going to say. You can flash him if you need to try that. But I want it kept at work. In the office. No going elsewhere that things can get out of hand."
"Speaking of out of hand. How about in hand?" I looked at her curiously. "You know. He has my tit in his hand and I have his dick in mine?" I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Don't forget, you'll have Tanya the same way. In fact, you can do anything that Tanya will let you do."
"Anything? Even if I want to put my dick in her?"
"Anything she'll let you do that. But...it's an even trade. If you can convince her to do it, then I'm free to try and convince Jerry to do it."
"Jerry, the guy at work?"
"Uh huh."
I sighed again. "Alright, but like I said, you have to keep it at work. No running off to a motel or something."
"Fair enough. And you, have to keep it in the living room or backyard. No sneaking off to her bedroom or anything."
"Alright. But only this one guy, and only because you seem to think you need to try this, and I don't want you going behind my back to do it. This is one guy! Period! Just some flashing and touching! Right?"
"And Tanya is the only one you get to play with. I don't need to have the whole neighborhood finding out how good you are at sex."
"Nobody said anything about sex." I said quickly. "I wasn't planning on having sex with her. Were you?"
"With her? Of course I wouldn't have sex with her." She answered, with a little smirk. "You on the other hand..."
"Honey. I don't think we should even be thinking about that. Flashing and touching is one thing, but having sex? Seriously?"
"I think once you see and touch that sexy little body of hers, you're gonna have a hard time telling her no. But you do what you want."
"I am not having sex with her! Period." I said with a frown.
"Uh huh. Okay lover. You just keep thinking that." She said as she turned away. She walked back to the counter with her bra still hanging open. I could see my cum oozing from her pussy and dripping down onto the panties as they remained around thighs at the top of her stockings. She went back to work making lunches, clearly intending on not covering up just to tease me. I went back to work on my laptop, having a hard time concentrating, as she worked. I couldn't remember the last time I saw her working in the kitchen naked. I realized that I missed it.
---o---
When my wife walked in after work, I was already home and changing into work clothes. She stepped into the bedroom wearing the rather short, definitely low cut, flowered dress she'd gone to work in, with a smile on her face. "Hello lover." She said as she moved toward me. "You wanna help me out of this dress?"
"Sure," I answered with a shrug, thinking she wanted me to unzip it, however it didn't have a zipper. She stood with her hands behind her back, waiting for me to unbutton the front. I undid one button at a time, slowly exposing, first her bra, and then her bare stomach and finally her completely bare mound and crotch. She shrugged the shoulders of the sleeveless dress off and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and wrapped both arms around my neck, pulling our half-dressed bodies together.
"Have I told you recently how much I love you?" She whispered, as she pulled her face within inches of mine.
"Actually, you have. But I don't mind hearing it again."
"Good. Because I do. I love you very much." She whispered as she moved her face so close to mine that our noses touched. "You are an incredibly sexy and special man. I am soooo lucky to have you as my partner in life."
"What, pray tell, has you oozing your love for me so thoroughly? Am I to assume that you found some way to expose some part of you to this guy at work?"
"Jerry? Do you really want to know?"
"No...and yes."
"Alright. Minimal details. I get it. I asked him to help me get something from the stock room top shelf. When he turned around with it, I'd unbuttoned the first two buttons and had a lot of cleavage showing. He just stood there stunned, until I asked him if his flirting was just for fun, or if he was really interested in seeing more of my body? After a few moments of indecision, he said he wouldn't mind, at all, seeing more of me. So, I told him that he was welcome to unbutton me as far as he wanted. I guess he wanted to unbutton it all the way. Once my dress was open, I asked if there was anything else he wanted to see. Well, without saying anything else, he reached to me and unclipped my bra. He pulled it open and let both of the girls out. He seemed mesmerized by how big they were, and spent almost five minutes teasing and sucking on them. I really hadn't planned on him doing that, but, well, once he started..."
"Yeah. I get it. So, what happened to your underwear?"
"Well, while he was sucking my nipples, he was playing with my crotch and it felt so good I let him pull my panties down so he could play without them in the way. He took them all the way off and put them in his pocket, as a keepsake, he said. Then he pushed me back to sit on a stack of copy paper boxes and lifted my legs and started to lick my pussy. Oh damn, I was sooo wet by then I didn't want to stop him. I let him lick me until he made me climax, right there in the stock room. I know he wanted to fuck me, but I told him no, but that I'd suck his dick. So, I did. I sucked him until he unloaded in my mouth. I wasn't going to take it, but I hadn't really thought about what I'd do with it when he came, so I just took it."
"I see. And this was flashing and a little touching?"
"I sorta did get carried away." She said softly. "But on the bright side, I know how much you love licking my pussy. Now you get to try out Tanya and see if it's as tasty as mine is."
"And you're okay with that?"
"It was our agreement, right? I'd kind of expected that you'd do to Tanya first and then I'd do with Jerry, but I guess the other way works too."
"And you're sure that Tanya is good with all this?"
She gave me a little kiss on the lips, and then stepped back. She reached for my briefs, which is about all I had on, and pushed them down. "Let's just say that she just got home from work," She said softly as she squatted down and pulled my briefs down. "and she's going to go out and try to catch a bit more of a tan. She wondered if you'd mind putting some sunblock on her back." She finished, as she coaxed me to lift my feet up, so I was naked except my socks. She reached for my athletic shoes and held one out for me to put on. I slipped my foot into the shoe and she tied it, and then helped me with the other. She stood, smiling at me. "I don't suppose you really need to wear anything else, do you? I mean, you're just going between our yards."
"Naked? Really?"
"If you're bashful, you can put on a pair of shorts, but I sort of expect that she won't let you wear them too long."
"I don't think I can just walk over there naked. First off, that's sort of presumptuous, and secondly, we do have neighbors."
"If you insist." She said with a shrug. She walked to the dresser and dug in it a moment, coming back out with a pair of floppy terry cloth shorts that I almost never wore because the leg holes were so big that I felt like I was falling out of them. She held them out and I took them and stepped into them. "Perfect. Now, go put some sunblock on her back for her."
"You know. I don't really understand women at all."
"You don't have to. You just have to know that I'm willing to pay this price to get what I want."
"I hope it was worth it." I said, as I walked toward the bedroom door.
"So do I," I heard her say to herself, as I headed out the door.
Tanya was indeed in her yard by the time I got out into our back yard. She was laying on her stomach on a towel, in the middle of her yard. "Hi Tanya." I said, as I walked up to her, looking down to see that her bikini top was completely untied and laying in a small pile next to her.
"Hi Dale. How was your day today?" She asked, turning her head to face toward me.
"Pretty good, I guess. Yours?"
"It was alright, but I'm hoping it will get even better."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. I enjoy laying out like this. It's just so hard for me to get a tan without burning though."
"Well, you do have pretty fair skin."
"That's an understatement. I haven't put any sun lotion on my back yet. Would you be a gentleman and help me?"
"Sure." I answered, kneeling next to her. There was a bottle of sunblock, on the ground. I squeezed a long string of the white cream down her spine, the cold cream making her shiver slightly. I rubbed it around her back, spreading it from her shoulders to the small of her back, running my hands over her soft skin until the lotion had pretty much run out of slipperiness. "There you go."
"You're done already? What about my butt?"
"Oh, well, I suppose I could."
I put some lotion on my hand and started to rub it around her butt cheeks, letting my hand work under her bikini bottom. "You know, that'd work better if you took it off."
"You think I should?"
"I definitely think you should. I also think you should make sure to do my legs too." I untied the two strings and as I was pulling the strings to get the material out of the way, she lifted her pelvis off the ground and the entire bottom slipped from under her. "There, that should help."
"It should," I agreed, my cock growing rock hard in the shorts, my engorged head starting to poke out of the leg hole, as I let my hands wander down her butt cheeks to her thighs. She moved her legs apart and I could look down between her legs and see her pussy, her bright pink inner lips protruding. I worked my hands up and down the back of her thighs, teasing my fingers down the insides until my fingers were stroking her soft lips.
"Mmmmmm. That feels awful nice. Maybe I could convince you to do my front too?" She asked, moments before she rolled onto her back. Like I said, I'd seen most of her body already in the tiny bikini's she wore, but never this close and never this much of her. Her breasts weren't huge, and her pink areola were slightly oblong shaped around her hard pink nipples. Her freckles covered her body, thinning some as you got further from her face and neck but still not completely disappearing by the time they got to her crotch. I took a deep breath and reached for her breasts with my still creamy hands. I rubbed her breasts and nipples while her hand found its way into the leg of my shorts. I froze when her hand grasped my hard cock and gently squeezed it. "Linda said I could do anything I could convince you to do. I have her permission. How about you return the view?"
"Huh?"
"Let me take your shorts off?" She asked hopefully.
"Oh, um, sure." I mumbled, feeling a little embarrassed at having her playing with my dick in my shorts.
She pulled the elastic waist of my shorts down, not wasting much time getting me uncovered, presumably in case I changed my mind. I rocked my knees and helped her pull them all the way off, so all I had left on was my shoes. She reached back to my dick again and gently grasped it moving her hand to stroke it slowly. "I knew it was going to be big." She whispered. "Would you mind if I, um, put it in my mouth?"
"I, um, suppose so."
She leaned up on one elbow and brought her face to my dick and engulfed my engorged head with her mouth. Other than my wife, I'd had a few blow jobs in the past, but all of them were before I was with Linda. Somehow this was very different. "You know, this is kind of awkward. How about you just kind of kneel over me. Then I can reach it easily and you can look at my pussy all you want."
"Uh, sure." I crawled over her, bending over so my face was in her crotch and my dick was in her face. I felt her mouth close around my cock and her hand stroke me gently. I looked down at her pussy as she spread her legs wide for me, pulling her feet toward her butt so her knees could push wide apart. I don't even exactly remember doing it, but I closed my eyes for a moment, and when I opened them again, I had my face between her legs, my tongue reaching for her lips.
"Mmmmmmm." She moaned, as my tongue dipped between her soft pink lips, tasting her wet tangy juices, as my tongue searched out for her hidden clit. The tip of my tongue found it, drawing another moan from her as I flicked across it. Damn I was getting so turned on. I licked and teased her sweet little pussy, not caring that we were laying in the middle of her back yard where anyone could see. All I could think of was how sexy her little pussy looked, and how turned on her mouth was making me. "Why don't you rub this on my pussy." She moaned, pulling her mouth off of me. "Let me feel your head teasing my clit."
"I'm not going to have sex with you." I said, trying to make myself believe it.
"I know, I just want to feel it against my pussy. You can do that, can't you? Just rub it on my pussy and make me come for you?"
"I guess." I answered, not at all sure I could JUST rub it on her pussy. I moved around above her, letting her spread her legs around me so I was kneeling between them. I rolled over her, looking down at her tits and face as she reached between us to find my dick. She used her fingers to press me against her lips while I started rocking my hips. I could feel my cock wetly slipping between her lips, her hard clit rubbing from that sensitive spot under my head almost to my balls with each stroke. I moved slowly, deliberately, hoping to get her to climax before I did.
Her fingers pressed me to her as I worked my hips, my growing orgasm making me move faster, and by moving faster, making my own orgasm grow. "God I'm going to come!" She cried, arching her back and pushing my dick even harder against her. I could feel her hands and legs shaking as I continued to stroke. I knew I was close; I knew I was going to come any moment. I knew what I wanted to feel, I wanted to feel her pussy around me, just for a second, just to make me come. I pulled back just a little further, and her fingers pushed my head down between her lips so the next thrust pushed me into her already spasming pussy. My fat cock drove into her until I could feel her clit grind into the base of my cock. I started to pull back, planning on pulling out before I came, but instead I thrust into her again, and then again. I was soon pumping in and out of her pussy with abandon as my cock kept her climax rolling. Her legs shook and her arms trembled and she moaned and gasped in pleasure as I thrust into her over and over.



MY body jerked hard and I felt the first surge of cum shoot deep in her pussy. My body held my cock fully into her as it spasmed and jerked, pumping more cum into her. I looked down at her as the euphoria of climax slowly faded and I realized what I had done. True she had given me permission, but at the same time, this was sex outside my marriage. As I looked down at her, I realized that I had just given my wife permission to do the same, have sex outside of our marriage.
"I don't know why she gave you permission, but I'm damn certain going to thank her for it." She panted. "I've wished I could see it for a long time, getting to actually feel it this way...well, damn."
"Yeah. It was kind of a surprise to me too. I wasn't planning on letting it get this far."
"I'm sure she did. No woman would ever tell her man it was okay to be naked with another woman unless she was willing to let him test the waters."
"Well, I know why. And I feel like I fell into her trap."
"Into her trap?"
"Yeah. She has this guy at work that's been flirting with her." I said, as I laid down on top of her, using my elbows to keep some of my weight off of her. She wrapped her legs around mine to keep my softening dick from slipping out of her pussy.
"And she wants to flirt back?"
"No, she already did that. She wanted permission to show him everything and let him touch her. So, she came up with this thing where I'd get to do with you, whatever he did with her. But now that we had sex, it sort of gives her permission to do it with him if she wants."
"And you're pretty sure she wants?"
"Yeah. She's already gotten basically naked for him and let him lick her to climax and then suck his cock. All that's left is to let him poke her."
"And you're not good with that?"
"Not really."
"But she's good with this?" She asked curiously.
"I wouldn't have ever thought she would be, so she must want to try this guy out pretty badly. I mean, you know her, when would she ever agree to something like this if I'd have suggested it."
"Probably never. But I'm not going to look a gift horse in the mouth. You're still inside me, so technically, this is still only one fuck. If you want to keep going, I wouldn't mind."
"You think I can get hard again?"
"Do you want to?"
"If I'm going to have to pay for what I already did by letting her fuck that guy at work, then I might as well get my money's worth."
"Now I like that idea. Why don't you suck on my titties and we'll see if we can get that cock of yours hard again."
Ten minutes later she had done just that. I was hard as a rock inside her, ready to start pumping away. She rolled us over, without losing my dick, and settled herself on top of me. With a wanton grin, she began to ride up and down my shaft, sliding me in and out of her sopping wet, but incredibly tight, little pussy. I hadn't realized at first just how tight she was, but now that we were taking our time, we were both able to feel a lot more of each other.
Up and down, she moved, her tits bouncing lightly each time she landed her bare ass on my thighs. I watched her face, her eyes closed, letting herself continue to move while she enjoyed the sensations of a hard cock inside her. I could feel my body continuing to respond, slowly inching toward a second climax. I reached up and captured her tits, drawing her attention back to me. She smiled and watched my face as she worked herself slightly differently, rocking her hips a little more with each stroke. Up and down, she rode me, suddenly making my orgasm race toward climax.
"Come for me Dale. You know you want to. You want to fill my pussy again. Come for me baby. Do it. Make me come with you. That's what I'm waiting for. For you to come."
"You're doing a damn good job." I groaned. "You just keep doing that a few more minutes and you're gonna get that second load."
"Good. I want it. I want to feel you filling me up."
She rocked as she lifted and lowered, watching my face, changing her strokes ever so slightly as she watched my face and saw how it was affecting me. She had me so close to climaxing that I was going to blow any second.
"Hope you're ready." I groaned.
"I am. I've been ready for a long time."
I let myself go and my spasming body jerked and tried to push up toward her. I could feel my cock swell inside her, as it shot the first gush of cum into her. She titled her head back and screamed in pleasure, her body feeling the surge of hot juice. Her whole body spasmed and I could feel her clenching around me, as she came with me, coming around my squirting cock.
I lay on her blanket with her on top of me, panting, sighing in pleasure as we both slowly came down from our mutual climax. "That was so perfect." She whispered. "I'd never steal another woman's man, but if you ever want to repeat this, you're welcome to, whenever you want."
"I appreciate the offer, but I don't want to give her any more chances to fuck that guy than I have to."
"Not even if it means getting to do this again?"
"Well, I might have to think about it. Let's see how the first attempt goes."
---o---
"Well, that sure took a long time. Your dinner is getting cold." My wife said when I walked back into the house. "Just how many times did you two do it?"
"Us? Only once." I answered. "We did have to stop in the middle and rest a minute or two, but no, just once."
"For forty-five minutes?"
"You said to enjoy myself." I answered. "And you were right. Once I started licking her pussy, I couldn't quite help myself. So I guess you get to fuck that dick at work."
"Don't call him a dick!"
"Why not? That's what he is, isn't he? A walking dick? If he's more than that to you, then you better stop and think about what you're doing. If you claim to love me, then you can't love him. He's just a cock that's flirting with and teasing you, for the sole purpose of getting into your panties. Or am I wrong?"
"No, you're not wrong. He's nothing to me but a walking dick. He's young and makes me feel good when he flirts, but you're right, all he's doing is trying to get into my panties...again."
"Good. So, go get fucked and then let's be done with it. Okay?"
"Yeah. You're right. I should just get it out of my system and be done with it. He can't be better than you are anyway, right?"
"We better hope not."
---o---
I waited impatiently for her to get home from work. Her outfit this morning was a pleated skirt and a satin tank top over the same bra she'd worn the day before. It was all designed to be quickly and easily removable in the shortest possible time. I heard her car pull into the garage as I sat in my recliner in the living room. I wanted this to be over, but at the same time, I didn't really want to hear that he had sex with her. She walked into the door, through the kitchen and into the living room. She looked at me, biting her lower lip. I'd seen that look before. It always reminded me of a kid that had just gotten caught with their hand in a cookie jar. In her case, it usually followed her buying something that she decided was more expensive than she should really have spent.
"So, do you want to know?" she finally asked.
"That depends. Are we done with this now?"
"Uhhhh. Not exactly."
"Not exactly how?"
"Well, I did have sex with him in the store room. He was okay, but I don't think he was really better than you."
"Okay, so why aren't we done then?"
"Weeeeeell. He sort of came into my office later and pulled me over my desk, pushed up my skirt and fucked me again."
"Oh? Damn. Twice huh?"
"Uhhhh. No. He followed me into the ladies room and pushed me into a stall and stripped me again and fucked me a third time."
"Shit. Three times? And you didn't try to stop him?"
"I thought about it. I just couldn't."
"Well, what now?"
"Um. He wasn't done. He made me suck his dick after he fucked me in the ladies room, and when he was hard again, he pulled me out of the stall and put me on the sink counter and fucked me again."
"Right there in the ladies room? You could have been caught!"
"We were. Joanie came in. He just grabbed her and made her suck my tits until he made me come again, and then he told her to strip and he fucked her while he made me bend over her and lick her clit."
"Jesus."
"Yeah. He apparently has been fucking Joanie for a few weeks."
"Oh damn. Now what?"
"Well, I don't plan on having him fuck me anymore, if that's what you're asking."
"It's part of what I'm asking."
"It seems that you have the right to fuck Tanya three more times. One of them with me, um, damn. I don't even know how to say this. What he did, with me, one of them should be with me licking her while you're screwing her. I can't believe I just suggested that."
I sat and stared at her in disbelief. I finally managed to ask, "And what does Tanya have to say about this?"
"She's unsurprisingly all in. In her words, she wouldn't turn down this down in a hot minute."
"I don't want to look a gift horse in the mouth, but how do YOU feel about this?"
She paused for long seconds. "To be honest, I'm wishing I never got this silly idea. It was exciting and it was fun to be wanted by a much younger man. It fed my ego in ways I hadn't ever felt before. But now that it's done and I have to pay the price, I'm not so sure it was worth it. Especially now that I know I'm not the only one he's seduced this way. Joanie told me that he's doing a couple other women at work too. I sort of feel like I was used."
"Well, some guys enjoy the chase. I guess we have to decide what we're going to do. I'm not nearly as young as he is, and I don't think I can actually get it up to have sex four times in one night..."
"Wait? Four? You already did one."
"He did you in the store room, once in your office, once in the bathroom with Joanie and then he did Joanie with you licking her. That's four times I have to get it up."
She looked at me with a frown. "I can't argue the math. So, what are we going to do? Multiple days or something?"
"You're not going to be having sex with him again, are you?"
"I DEFINITELY will not!"
"Okay, then how about this. One evening, you and Tanya, right here in the living room. I'll give both of you as many orgasms as you two can keep me hard for. Any position I want, any combination I want, and yes, before you ask, I will want to see you to both lick her and have her lick you. One evening, as much as we can handle, and then it's done. No more silliness. Agreed?"
"I started this, so it's kind of hard to say no." she said quietly. "I really don't want to watch you having sex with her. You didn't have to watch me having sex with him."
"But I knew you were doing it."
"Knowing and seeing are two different things."
"Alright. But I want to see you going down on another woman. How about you lick Tanya until she climaxes, and then she and I will go outside and I'll do her three times out there. Then you don't have to watch."
She must have thought for at least two minutes before she nodded. "It seems fair. Why don't you start dinner and I'll talk to Tanya."
"Sounds fair," I agreed using her own words.
I got up and walked to the kitchen while she headed out the back door to walk to Tanya's house. Dinner was almost ready by the time she came back. She didn't want to talk about that any longer and we made small talk about anything else we could think of while we ate. After dinner she retreated to the bedroom, while I cleaned up from dinner.
I was sitting in my chair when Tanya arrived at the back door. She had on a very sexy looking lime green negligee that was mostly see through. The outfit framed her 34 D boobs more than hid them, and the tiny, see through panty she had on, did nothing to hide her shaved mound and outer lips. She tapped on the sliding glass door and then opened it and stepped in. She grinned at me before closing the door behind her.
"I think you better go light the tiki torches, if we're going out there later. The mosquitos are already starting to gather for the feast."
"Good idea," I agreed. My wife and I enjoyed sitting on the patio in the evening, but bugs were always a problem, including those little blood suckers. As a result, I had a number of citronella tiki torches placed around the patio. I decided I better light all twelve of them for tonight. By the time I was done and walking back in, Linda was waiting for me. Over the years I'd given her quite a variety of sexy things to wear for me. She only wore them on special occasions, or when she was particularly horny and wanted to have sex. Tonight, she was wearing what amounted to a cut off tank top made of sheer silk that absolutely did NOT hide her incredible forty triple D tits. The bottom half of the outfit, was an equally see through micro-mini skirt of the same material. Both the top and bottom had just the slightest bit of fuzzy red trim around all the openings. She looked stunning in the outfit she had only worn for me twice before. Once on the Christmas night I gave it to her, and the second time when she wanted to let her mother move in with us. Other than that, she said she was saving it for a special occasion. I guessed tonight was that occasion.
She took my arm, steered me to my chair and made me sit. "So, Tanya convinced me that what I've done to you with this whole thing is very unfair. I let my desires and my ego take something from you, that can never be given back. She convinced me that I need to do something extremely special to try and make it up to you. So, for starters, you get to watch and enjoy. Feel free to take off your clothes at any point you desire."
"Alright!" I answered.
With a smile she walked out of the room and came back a few moments later with a towel and a number of items, including a small basin of water. She pulled one of the big overstuffed chairs to the middle of the room and sat down, pulling the mini skirt up to completely expose her bare lips and the curly brown bush on her mound. She lifted her legs and spread them to hang over the arms of the chair. Tanya knelt between her legs and picked up a can. She grinned at me as she shook the can and then looked back at my wife's exposed crotch. I felt my dick start to harden, as she squirted some of the gel onto Linda's mound, and began to rub it around with her fingers to make foam.
My wife hadn't had her pussy completely shaved since shortly after we were married, and I was thrilled to see that was what was about to happen. Tanya remained on her hands and knees, as she slowly and deliberately shaved all of my wife's brown curls off. I stood up and slowly undressed, Linda watching me carefully as I did. I could see her lick her lips as she stared at my hard-on, her face flushed with excitement as Tanya's fingers teased her pussy, as she worked the razor.
I looked down at Tanya's creamy butt and knew without asking that she had positioned herself to make herself available. Now naked, I knelt down behind her and pushed the tiny lime green material over her firm butt cheeks and down to her thighs. I rubbed the head of my cock up and down her lips, teasing her moisture out onto my head, which then smeared the combination of her juices and my oozing precum around her lips. I used the tip of my head to tease between her lips and over her clit.
She set aside the razor, my wife's pussy now shaved, completely smooth. She moved her head and looked back at me, allowing me to see my wife's, now baby smooth, lips and mound. She turned back to my wife and watched her face as she pushed back toward me, forcing herself onto my dick. She groaned softly, as she pushed herself back toward me, her hot tight pussy engulfing my dick inch by inch. She pushed back until she had taken me fully into her and then slowly moved forward until she pulled off my dick. She continued to lean forward until she could gently kiss my wife's wet pussy lips.
I watched my wife's eyes grow larger, as Tanya licked up her slit, stroking her soft inner labia that Tanya had so carefully protected as she was shaving. Linda closed her eyes and moaned softly, as Tanya dipped her tongue between my wife's lips to find her clit. I knelt there, staring at my wife, her back arching slightly to push her pussy toward Tanya's face. She moved her hands to her big tits and began to kneed them and tease her own nipples while Tanya licked and teased her pussy.
I knew my wife hadn't intended on watching me fuck Tanya at all, but at that moment I was being caried away on a river of excited sexual desire. I crawled forward, the foot needed to bring my cock back to Tanya's pussy, and then slowly pushed into her. I felt the hot wetness envelope me, as I slid slowly into her depths. I held her hips and began to slowly stroke in and out of her, moving my rock-hard shaft out until I was nearly ready to slip out of her, before pushing back in until I could feel my head pushing against the end of her vaginal tunnel. I stroked in and out slowly, enjoying both the sensations and the sight of my wife being eaten out by Tanya. It was so exciting, that I finally had to pull out of her, lest I lose it in her, and give my wife her first pussy, full of cum.
I knelt behind Tanya and watched her lick and tease my wife as she grew closer and closer to climax. Her hands left her breasts and reached for Tanya's head, tangling her fingers in her auburn hair and pulling her toward her rocking pussy. She moved in the chair, methodically grinding her pussy against Tanya's face, as her beathing grew more and more ragged. I got up and stepped around Tanya, and next to my wife. I looked down at Tanya's face, her tongue stuck out into my wife's pussy as Linda tried to fuck herself in Tanya's face. I leaned over my wife and lowered my face to one of her tits. I sucked her nipple into my mouth the way I know stimulates her the most.
"OHHHH FUUUUCK!" she screamed, as I nibbled her nipple, sending her over the edge. Her body jerked and bucked as she came, smashing her pussy into Tanya's face, as her orgasm raced through her body. I saw her let go of Tanya's hair, letting Tanya pull back and catch her breath, so I released her nipple and started to straighten up. Linda caught my hand and pulled it to her face. She looked at me lustfully and then pressed her lips to mine, in a long, wet kiss. "Fuck me!" she gasped, as we broke the embrace.
Tanya moved out of the way and I replaced her, wasting no time pushing into her still twitching pussy. She always loves it when I keep fucking her after she comes, the sensations of my cock driving her climax to double and sometimes triple peaks. I doubted I could hold on that long this time as I started stroking my engorged shaft into her.
"Oh God yes. Fuck me honey. Fuck meeeeeee!" She gasped, as my thrusting dick started pushing her orgasm up again, her whole body trembling slightly. I reached for her tits and grasped her nipples, pinching and pulling them firmly. Her hands reached for my arms and squeezed tightly, as her body started to shake even more. "OH GOD! I'M COOOOOOMING AGAIN!" she screamed, as her whole body began to tense and spasm.
I kept stroking as her climax held at its peak for at least fifteen seconds, her body jerking and shaking. Slowly it began to pass and her body softened and relaxed in the chair. To my surprise, Tanya climbed onto the chair from the side, stepping her feet down into the soft chair between its sides and Linda's body. She bent her knees and pushed her pussy toward my wife's face. I felt and saw her whole body stiffen as Tanya pressed her pussy to my wife's mouth.
I held her and slowly stroked in and out, watching and waiting to see what would happen. Tentatively she reached up to Tanya's hips. I wondered if she was going to push her away, but she didn't. I started teasing her nipples again while I stroked slowly in and out. In some ways I would have loved to see her licking Tanya, but what I was seeing was already threatening to send me over the edge. I teased her nipples and stroked a little faster as my body demanded more stimulation. I was right there, almost ready to pump her full of cum when Tanya cried out. Linda had found her clit and was apparently attacking it with her tongue. I could feel Linda's pussy start to twitch again, something I'd learned meant another climax was on its way.



Tanya gasped and moaned loudly as Linda worked her pussy. I never thought I'd see my wife eating out another woman, let alone enjoy it. And enjoy it she was. It may only be because of the other stimulation I was giving her, but there was no denying that her orgasm was building to another climax. I thrust harder, wanting to push her over the edge again. I knew a few tricks, and I moved one hand from her tit to her pussy. I pressed my thumb between her lips pressing down on her clit so that it pressed more forcefully against my stroking shaft. I heard her moan into Tanya's pussy and then, not more than a dozen strokes later, felt her pussy clench around me.
Seeing and feeling her climax with another woman on her face was more than my body and mind could handle. With a massive grunt I jammed my cock deep into my wife, and began pumping shot after shot into her. It felt like I was unloading gallons of cum into her as my body spasmed and jerked. The overwhelmingly pleasurable sensations drove my orgasm to run for much more than it's normal ten seconds or so, and for what felt like half an hour, my cock jerked and twitched inside my wife's spasming pussy.
Momentarily exhausted, I pulled my, now softening, cock from her and sat back on the carpet, panting for breath. Tanya pushed away from my wife's pussy and climbed down the chair and onto the floor. I could see her pussy dripping as she backed down onto me from the chair, one leg on either side of me. She looked and reached between her legs for my partly hard dick and moved to allow her to work my cock back into her. She started moving, rocking and moaning. We'd only done this once before, but she apparently learned enough about me to manage to stop me deflating, and start it to grow again. Having just come once, I knew she could keep me hard for quite some time, before I unloaded again.
I don't know what made Linda do it, but she climbed from the chair, stood in front of Tanya, and bowed her legs out. She spread her pussy lips apart, my cum leaking from her. She pressed her pussy Tonya's face, making her lick my cum from her pussy. She'd already climaxed three times, so I doubted that there was another in there, but that didn't stop her from closing her eyes and tilting her head back in enjoyment. Tanya didn't seem to mind at all, and before long she was climaxing, her juices flowing copiously from her pussy as she twerked her ass up and down, driving herself down on me, over and over.
Finally overwhelmed, she pulled from my wife's pussy and off my dick. She rolled onto the floor next to me, panting and stroking her hands up and down her body and over her auburn curls and bright pink pussy lips.
Linda lowered herself down and crawled over me. My hard dick was glistening with Tanya's juices, but to my surprise Linda aimed it at her pussy and settled down onto it. She lowered herself down onto me, as she had so many times in the past, pushing herself down onto me until I could feel her, now shaved, pussy press to my pubic hair. With a naughty little grin, she wiggled her ass and then leaned her chest down toward me. She held herself up over me, letting her hanging breasts sway side to side, her rock-hard nipples stoking my chest. She smiled as she teased me for maybe a minute or two, and then she lowered herself more, pressing her tits to my chest until she couldn't go any lower. She lowered her face to mine and pressed her soft lips to mine in a sweet soft loving kiss. We were both panting when she broke the kiss and breathlessly whispered to me, "Do we count that as one or two? Since you only came once, and that was in me, I'm inclined to say it doesn't count at all. By my book you still a have three to go in her. You think you can get it up that many times?"
"I'm game to try."
"Surprisingly, so am I. Would you be upset if I came outside with you?"
"Upset? Oh hell no."
She grinned, "good, I might just watch, but I might do more than that."
"You can be part of it any way you want."
"I wonder, if she's riding your dick and I'm riding your face, who are you going to be thinking about when you come?"
"You of course."
"Maybe we should try that experiment."
"I wouldn't mind."
She smiled at me and climbed off my still hard dick. She reached down, not to help me up, but to help Tanya up. The two of them walked toward the sliding door without a word, leaving me to follow. Which I did as soon as I was off the floor. By the time I got to the patio, the two of them had pulled two of the lounge chair pads off and laid them in the middle of the patio. They both stood by the makeshift bed, looking at me expectantly. Who was I to argue? I walked over and lay down.
Tanya wasted no time and in moments was climbing on top of me, my cock in her hand, aiming it at her pussy. She moaned loudly as she settled on my shaft, sinking down slowly, finally settling her ass on my thighs. "okay," She breathed quietly.
Linda stepped over my head and squatted down, rolling to her knees, before pressing her pussy to my face. Her shaved lips and mound were right in my face, and I was loving it. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, the way I had many times before, and began to lick her wet pussy, using my fingers to spread her lips apart.
Tanya began riding up and down my cock, stroking herself its full length as she lifted and fell on me. Linda had been right, I hadn't come in Tanya yet, but it didn't take much before that started to creep up on me. I don't know if it was the extra stimulation of my wife's freshly shaved pussy in my face, or if it was the moans and gasps of Tanya, or if it was her pussy stroking me just exactly right. Whatever it was, I knew I wasn't going to last long. With my mouth full of my wife's pussy, I couldn't warn her.
"Uhhhh." I grunted into my wife's pussy as my body bucked hard, trying to push up into Tanya's pussy. The first shot of cum lanced up into her pussy, apparently triggering her own climax.
"FUCK FUCK FUCK! YES! OH GOD YES! LET ME FEEL THAT CUM!" she screamed into the night air, as her body spasmed and shuddered on me. I felt her pussy clenching and squeezing my spurting cock as we came together. My body jerked and twitched as I pumped her pussy full. I took a momentary break from Linda's pussy, and as soon as I was back in control of my body, I increased my efforts to make her come. I reached to her clit with one finger and used my tongue to tease into and around the entrance to her vagina, even slipping my tongue out to stoke over that sensitive spot between her rosebud and pussy.
Tanya pulled off my shrunken cock, moving forward and wrapping her arms around my wife's body. With one hand, she turned Linda's head to face her own, and with the other she lifted and cupped one of my wife's tits. Her fingers closed around my wife's nipple and squeezed and twisted it while she kissed my wife, sticking her tongue into my wife's mouth. I could feel Linda stiffen slightly, but after a few moments she reached a hand up and pulled Tanya's face to hers, returning the amorous kiss with enthusiasm. Her other hand free, Tanya now has both my wife's nipples in her fingers, pulling and pinching and twisting. Suddenly Linda stiffened, her whole body going rigid for a few moments before I was nearly drowned in her juices. Linda gushed out onto my face not once, not twice, but three long powerful squirts of her juices, something I had been trying to get her to do for years.
I pulled my face from her, as her legs shook and trembled, my finger still rapidly stroking her clit. She pulled her face from Tanya's and gasped out "oh God! I'm going to...." The words barely got from her lips before her body stiffened again and another huge gush of juices sprayed out over my head onto the patio. The stream seemed to last for at least ten seconds before she sagged back into Tanya's arms, panting. "Okay. Enough."
I stopped attacking her clit and lay looking up at her sexy body.
"I didn't even know I could do that." She panted.
"Honey, I think anyone can, with the right stimulation. I think we found yours. If I were to make a guess, I'd say you like a little threesome action a lot more than you thought you would."
"I don't know about that. It was just...I don't know. It was just the stimulation or something."
"Linda, you just keep telling yourself that. But I know what I saw and felt. You were digging into my cunt like a starving woman at a buffet." Tanya laughed.
"I was not!"
"Oh yes, you were. You were getting into it honey. Any time you wanna do that again to me, just let me know, 'cause I was enjoying the fuck out of it."
"This was a one-time thing," Linda insisted, as she climbed off of me with a frown. She looked down at me and my shrunken cock and shook her head. "That's one!" she said before walking to a chair and dropping into it.
"Now, how are we going to get this back up again?" Tanya asked as she rolled herself over to lay on me.
"I don't know."
"I do." She grinned. She gave me a quick kiss and then stood up. She scampered back to her own yard, leaving us alone for a couple minutes. She came back a few minutes later, no longer naked. She had on a long, white men's dress shirt, and a tiny black mini-skirt. She set her phone down on the table and It started to play some sexy music. It sort of reminded me of what I might hear in a strip club, which was appropriate, considering how she was starting to move. She stepped closer to me, swaying her body and grabbing the front of the unbuttoned shirt. She flashed one tit and then the other, before turning and wiggling her butt at me. I watched her dance for several minutes flashing me her tits and stepping over my face and wiggling her bare pussy at me, before she lost the shirt completely. Once she was bare above the waist, she began to play with the skirt, partly pulling it down before pulling it back up again, or pulling the hem up to show me her pussy while she was in various positions.
She wanted to get me hard, and this had done the job. She continued to wiggle and shake for me until I decided to get up. I grabbed her and pulled her to me, lowering my face to her chest and sucking one of her nipples into my mouth. I reached a hand down under the skirt, then stroked her pussy, while one of her hands found my hard cock. We stood, listening to the stripper music, imagining that she was a stripper. No strip club would ever allow me to do what I was going to do. I turned her and pushed her back against the table. I lifted her skirt and then lifted her until her butt was on the edge of the table. Leaving her sitting upright, I squatted down slightly and pushed my cock up into her.
"Ohhhhh fuck yes!" She moaned, as my fat cock slipped into her. She held herself from leaning back with her arms, so I reached to her boobs and squeezed them as I started stroking into her. "Oh God yes. That's it. Fuck me!" She moaned, as I thrust into her a bit faster.
"Well, what do we have here?" I heard from the corner of the house. I froze and looked that way, seeing a middle-aged woman leaning against the corner of the house, illuminated by the flickering citronella torches. She had on a modestly short, sleeveless sundress and sandals. Her long blonde hair was tied in a braid that hung over her shoulder and down her front nearly to her waist.
"JOANIE!" my wife exclaimed, in surprise. "What are you doing here?"
"Apparently missing the fun. I wouldn't have ever expected this from you, but hey, who am I to judge?"
"It isn't what it looks like." Linda protested, as she stood up and walked toward where Joanie was standing, one arm across her breasts and the other trying to cover her crotch. I wasn't exactly sure what to do, so I just stood there, my hardon in Tanya, who was also trying to cover her breasts with one arm.
"No? Looks to me like you three are having a good time. Maybe I can join in. Based on the music, you're playing strippers. My husband hasn't asked me to do that in a long time." She said as she pushed away from the wall and stepped closer to us. "Can I join you?"
"Joanie, what are you doing here?" My wife asked directly.
"I came to talk to you. When I didn't get an answer at the front door, and I heard music back here, I thought I'd come back here and check it out. Kinda glad I did."
"Joanie." My wife said firmly. "I'm sure you didn't come here to ask me for sex, so what's up."
She sighed. "If you want to be a spoil sport. It could wait until after we play a while."
"Joanie."
"Oh fine. I wanted to come talk to you about Jerry."
"The guy at work?" I asked, drawing her attention back to me.
She smiled and walked around the table toward me. "Yeah. The guy at work." She said softly, as she reached me, reaching out to put one hand on my shoulder. She slowly moved behind me, letting her one hand stroke up and down my arm while her other slipped around my waist from the other side, sliding down to my crotch and teasing her finger through my pubic hair. "You know she was fucking a guy at work?"
"Joanie!" my wife said, irritation clear in her voice. "He knows I had sex with Jerry."
"Oh? I wouldn't have thought you were into swinging."
"I'm not. We're not. It was a one-time thing."
"Uh huh. And this is?"
"Paying off the debt." I answered her. "Now what about Jerry?"
"Jerry is a womanizing shit. He's young and he seduces older women like your wife and me, flirting with them and making them feel desirable. Then, when he has them completely convinced, he's an innocent young guy, without any experience, he sets them up and has sex with them. Oh, the women think it's a little one-time thing, but he has a way of making it into much more."
"He does?"
"Uh huh. He convinced me to strip for him, and then suck his cock and then, of course, let him fuck me. He made it all look exactly like it was my idea. When he wanted more, I told him no, so he showed me the video of me stripping for him. He said that unless I wanted that video to find its way to the internet, that I'd just be quiet and do what he wanted, when he wanted."
"He did!? Oh God!" Linda exclaimed.
"Let me guess. He set down his cell phone in the stock room before he let you undress?"
My wife nodded. "Yeah. I didn't think anything of it."
"Me either. I'm willing to bet that your video is on there too."
"Ohhhh damn." She groaned, sitting down on the bench of the picnic table, no longer bothering to cover herself.
Joanie, still standing behind me, her hands stroking my body, whispered in my ear. "You going to keep going? Or maybe I can replace her." She moved her hands to my hips and tried to push and pull me. "Go ahead. You don't want to let her hang. If my guess is right this is to make up for his little game with her."
"Yeah."
"Interesting solution. Me, I just hid it from my husband. Christina too. I never thought about letting him know by offering up someone for him to fuck in return. Not that I don't like the idea, but I wouldn't have thought of it."
"Somehow, I'm really not all that much in the mood anymore." I answered.
"No? Maybe I can help that." Joanie stepped around to where I could see her. She reached up to her shoulders and pulled the two little strings on the powder blue dress. She reached to the frilly top edge and pulled down, exposing a pair of firm C cup breasts, both topped with rock hard nipples. She pushed the dress down until it could slide to the patio. She reached for her hips and pushed the matching bikini panty down, exposing a completely shaved mound and pussy. She reached her fingers between her legs and stroked herself a few times to spread her flowery inner lips from where they were pressed to her by her panties.
"Joanie!" my wife gasped.
"What? Not like you haven't seen it before." She said as she moved back toward me. "Getting a little more turned on? How about this? Jerry loves this one." She leaned over Tanya, spreading her legs and lowering her face to her pussy. I felt her tongue find the base of my cock as she was licking Tanya's pussy. Her hand pressed to my ass, coaxing me to start stroking again. I started to move, tentatively; not sure how hard I really was. Fortunately, I was still hard enough to keep from falling out. In and out I moved, slowly at first, then faster as my cock got harder. She pulled her face from Tanya's pussy and moved her face to kiss Tanya. I watched the two kiss, sharing each other's tongues, sucking each other's lower lips while Joanie teased and played with one of Tanya's nipples.
Joanie's hand slipped from Tanya's breast and slid down her body, her fingers reaching between the two of us. I could feel her fingers teasing Tanya's clit, as I pumped in and out of her. Tanya moaned into Joanie's mouth as her renewed orgasm grew. I felt her pussy getting wetter by the moment as she got closer to climax. Joanie pulled her face from Tanya's again, and then moved it back down, forcing her face between us to lick her clit.
"OH FUCK!" Tanya screamed, as her body bucked and jerked. Her legs shuddered and trembled, as she climaxed around my stroking cock. I kept stroking, feeling her pussy clench and spasm around me as she came, inching my own orgasm closer to climax.
"Tell me when you're about to come." Joanie whispered, as she pulled her face from Tanya's crotch. She lifted her face to mine and pressed her lips to mine. She pushed me away from Tanya and stepped between us. She pressed her ass against Tanya's pussy and grasped my slick cock. She pulled it toward her, forcing it to her own pussy. "Fuck me." She moaned as she pressed my head between her soft lips.
"JOANIE!" my wife almost shouted.
"It's alright sweetie. I'm only going to borrow him." She pulled on my dick, until my head engaged into her pussy. She let go of my dick and reached to my ass, pulling me toward her and driving my cock into her. "Oh, fuck yes! Now this is a cock. Almost as good as Jerry's."
"Almost? Not even. Way better." My wife protested. I suddenly found it odd that my wife was no longer protesting her co-worker fucking me, but protesting her assessment of my cock.
"I dunno. Jerry is a pretty good fuck."
"Not half as good as Dale." My wife said with a scowl.
"Let him show me then." Joanie said, trying to sit on the edge of the table where Tanya still was. Tanya moved back a couple feet and Joanie leaned back onto the edge without losing my dick. She leaned back a little, lifting and spreading her legs. She held the back of my neck with one hand while she stroked my chest with the other. "How 'bout it stud? Wanna prove your wife right?"
I looked at Linda, who stood there, nude, staring at us with a look I wasn't quite sure how to interpret. When she opened her mouth, I was expecting her to demand I pull out of her and put an end to this...whatever it was. Instead, she answered. "Alright. I still owe you a couple. Go ahead Dale. If you wanna use one on her, go for it. In fact, I insist. Show her what a real man can do."
I wasn't at all sure how this had turned into some sort of a contest, but I had to admit, the pussy I was in, felt every bit as good as Tanya and my wife. I shrugged and started to stroke into her. She arched her back a bit more encouraging me to jam myself in harder. I lifted one hand to her chest, squeezing her left breast while I moved my other hand to her smooth mound. I pressed my thumb to her pussy lips and in moments had worked it into the perfect place. I let my knees bend and unbend every few strokes, feeling for that perfect place, but having trouble locating it. I rubbed her clit with my thumb while I searched for the most sensitive spot inside her I could find.
Twice I felt her jerk and knew I'd been close. In and out I thrust, squeezing her nipple and rubbing her clit. I could tell from her breathing that she was getting close to climax, but was just not quite there. I thrust a little harder and squatted down just a tad bit more.



"OH, JESUS CHIST YES!" she screamed into the night. "Oh fuck! Right there. Oh God yes! There, there, there... oh fuck. Oh God! Gonna come. Gonna cum!" She gasped and panted, as I drove into her the same way over and over. I was using a trick I'd used with my wife many times, focusing on the mechanics of what I was doing, rather than the sensations, to keep myself from coming too soon. The side effect was to stave off my own climax until I felt her pussy start to squeeze me. The change in sensations almost always pushed my orgasm to climax in only a very few strokes. Today was no different. Though it wasn't my wife, it was a squeezing pussy.
I grunted loudly, as my body jerked, jamming my cock fully into her. I felt my head hit the end of her vaginal depths, my head smashing into the end of her vagina as we both climaxed together. Her legs, held high and wide apart for me, trembled uncontrollably as she cried out that she was coming. My cock swelled and surged into her, pumping what cum I had left in me, deep into her pussy. My body might not have had squat left to shoot, but that didn't stop it from trying. Each jerk of my body seemed to make her gasp as well, until my jerking trailed off to an occasional little spasm, and then that too faded away.
Joanie panted as she sat on the table, looking at me wide eyed. "Holy shit. Okay. I'll give you, he's a hell of a lot better than Jerry! SHIT! I haven't come like that since the first time Jerry made me come. And that one was from my own excitement, not anything he really did."
"Good. Now that we've established that my husband is the best fuck, what are we going to do about that fuck, Jerry? If he recorded me, you know he's going to want more. Maybe we can get his cell phone and erase them?"
"There's no guarantee that he doesn't have copies somewhere. God forbid if they ever got posted to the internet!" Joanie said breathlessly. "I'm almost more worried about that, than anything else. If my husband finds out, I'm not sure if he'd divorce me or congratulate me. Either one would be okay with me. But I don't want it on the internet."
"So, what do we do?" Linda asked quietly. "I really don't want to be his sex slave for the next six months."
"Nothing says he won't go ahead and post it anyway when he leaves." I said, "this kind of thing doesn't go away. No, we have to make it so that he's just as vulnerable as you are."
"Just as vulnerable?"
"Yeah. Just as compromised."
"Compromised. Hell, I bet he loves being on the internet!" Jackie answered.
"One thing a guy doesn't want. He doesn't want to be caught forcing a woman for sex, in today's environment. What we need to do is to record him trying to force you to have sex."
"You mean like rape?"
"Like rape. I think I know how to do it. But one of you is going to have to put out again to get the right video."
"Well, that's easy enough. I can get him to do me any time I want." Joanie said.
I let my, now softened, cock slip from her and then held a hand out for my wife. She got up and walked to me and I pulled her to me. I gave her a short kiss and then turned her so we were both facing Joanie, who now stood leaning her butt against the table. "So, here's what we do," I said.
---o---
Joanie, was trying hard to hide her nervousness. She's selected her wardrobe carefully, a dress she didn't mind being destroyed, a pair of panties with the stitching cut in all the right places to easily come apart. She's stashed another dress in the storeroom for after, and she sent the text saying that she was so horny, she wanted him to come take her, to rip her clothes off and fuck her wildly. She sent a picture of her spread legs under her desk, her panty crotch pulled aside, so he could see her pussy. Everything was set.
She waited anxiously for the clock to reach the appointed time, then got up from her desk and headed to the storeroom.
She walked in and slipped around one of the storage racks and waited. The door opened and closed and she stepped around the rack, careful to stay out of the way of the camera she had placed to record him walking in. He grinned and walked toward her.
"So, you want it do you? You are such a naughty girl," he said.
"I am?"
"Oh yes. VERY bad girl. I can't believe you want me to do this."
"I do."
"Alright. Well, if that's what you want." He walked toward her and reached for the top of her dress. He grasped it and jerked it down, ripping the dress down the side where she had weakened the seams. She opened her mouth to scream, and sucked in air. Seeming to recognize she was going to scream, he covered her mouth. "What the fuck are you doing? You want to get caught?"
"I thought you knew. I wanted to role play. That was what you asked me to do, right?"
"I said I wanted you to act more like an innocent girl not a hooker."
"What's more innocent than taking a woman for the first time against her will?"
"Okay, you want to play it that way." He said. He put his hand over her mouth again, and reached for her dress, jerking it the rest of the way off. He tossed it aside and then reached for her bra. He grabbed it and jerked, looking a little surprised that it came off so easily. He pulled his hand from her mouth and leaned toward her. "Okay you little whore. I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock."
She looked at him with the best look of fear she could muster. She lowered herself to her knees and tried to make her hands shake as she reached for his pants. She undid the front of his pants and pulled out his partly hard cock. She looked up at him nervously as she opened her mouth and then closed it around his cock. She moved her mouth on his cock, trying to make it look like she was in fear, but still making it good for him. She needed him to want to keep playing, so she teased under his head and sucked on him until he was humping his hips at her face.
"I think it's time to put this someplace better."
She pulled her face from his cock and stood up. She took a step back, making him reach for her. He pulled her toward him, stepping back to the pallet of copy paper. He pushed her back on it, reaching for her panties as she flopped back. He jerked her panties off, the cut seams letting go so it easily came off in pieces. He lifted her legs and rubbed his head up and down her pussy lips. "No, don't. Please." She whispered, trying to sound fearful. "I'm married. Please don't."
"Fucking slut. I'll teach you to tease me." He grunted, as he shoved his dick quickly into her. He drove into her hard, shoving his cock in as she pretended to try and push him out. She needed to act as if she wanted him to stop, but that she was so cowed that her attempts were halfhearted. He drove into her, moving his arms to spread and hold her thighs apart. He drove into her over and over, feeling his desire growing. "Come for me slut. Show me how much you love this. You wanted my cock. You teased me for it, so here it is. Show me how good it is. Come for me 'cause I'm gonna keep fucking you until you do, you little slut! Then I'm gonna pump your slutty little cunt full of cum. That's really what you want isn't it? You want your pussy full of my cum. You want to feel me leaking out of you all day, running down your legs and leaving a wet spot every time you sit down!"
Joanie tried to look scared, but she had to admit she was going to come, even though she was trying not to. "No! Don't! You can't come in me. Please!"
"Come in you? I'm not going to cum in you. I'm gonna fill your slutty cunt full of my cum until you can't hold any more." He drove into her hard, grabbing her ankles and lifting and spreading her legs farther. He rammed into her over and over, pushing both of them closer to climax.
She covered her mouth with both hands to muffle her scream as her orgasm overtook her. Her whole body shook and trembled. She thought back to the night before, Dale fucking her until she came soooo fucking hard. This one was almost as good, but not quite. She gasped and panted into her hand as her body climaxed. She felt his cock surging into her, filling her with his cum. Over and over his body jerked as he pumped it into her pussy. Her shaking legs stilled and the little tremors running through her body passed. She felt him pull his cock out of her, leaving her laying there, her legs spread, her pussy leaking his cum.
"There you fucking little slut. That's what you wanted wasn't it? That what you get for teasing me." He growled as he wiped his cock with her torn panties. He tossed the unusable underwear onto her nude body and then walked to the door. He unlocked it, looked over his shoulder as she lay nude on the boxes and then walked out, seeming not to care if she had anything to wear or not.
She quickly got up, dashed to the door and locked it again. It only took her a minute to find the panties, and wipe the cum from her pussy with it. She slipped around the corner of the supply rack and pulled out a plastic bag and stuffed the panties into it. Then she stuffed a tampon into her to collect the rest of his leaking cum, so it didn't run down her legs. She pulled the dress she had stashed on, and then collected her other things, pulling the camera down last.
---o---
"Okay, here it is." She said, almost as soon as she walked into the front door.
I took the camera from her and nodded. "Any trouble?"
"You mean besides being so turned on from pretending to be raped that I came almost as hard as last night? No problems at all."
"Okay. Next thing we need to do is get his phone. We need to see how many women he's done this to and we need to erase the videos. That means I need his phone for at least ten minutes."
"Okay. He won't ever get naked at work. He just pulls his pants down so he can escape quickly. We'll have to find a way to get him naked.
"The shower, we have a shower in the ladies' room. We use it sometimes, if we've been working out, or, well, get really sweaty working. We'll have to find a way to get him into a shower with one of us." My wife said, after a few moments of thought.
"I could spill something on him." Joanie suggested.
"He'll be suspicious if you set up something again" I said to Joanie. "As much as I hate the idea, you're going to have to, honey."
"I told him I wasn't going to fuck him again."
"Maybe that's good. Joanie, you said there was another woman he was fucking?"
"Yeah. Suzanne."
"How about we have Suzanne let him know, accidently, that Linda went into the shower. I'm willing to bet he'll try and force the issue. All she has to do is refuse unless he gets in the shower with him. You can hand the phone out."
"That won't work. None of us know his pass code."
"Then the phone will have to be open. Honey. Make a big deal that you're afraid of being caught. You don't know yet that he recorded you. Maybe we can get him to record it. Otherwise, we can try to get it open by using face recognition."
"He'd have to look at it with his eyes closed. Linda, you have to get his face full of soap so he keeps his eyes closed. Then I can try and open it."
"Okay. That would work."
"No, it won't. His watch is connected. If you take it that far away he'd know."
"So, I have to do it in the bathroom."
"I can hide you in one of the stalls."
"And if he checks the stalls to make sure no one is there?" I ask.
"So, you hide in the stall with someone so if he tries to find out she can answer."
"Oh, I'll do that." Jackie said quickly.
"No. too many coincidences. It'd make me suspicions, and I'm not blackmailing women for sex. Do you have a friend that would help you out?"
"Anne, she'd do it!" Joanie said. "She owes me half a dozen favors. Hiding a man in a bathroom stall shouldn't be a hard one."
"Okay, when?" I asked.
"Well, I usually work out at lunchtime on Tuesdays and Thursdays." My wife said.
"You do? You don't have a gym membership."
"No. I climb the stairs at work. Ten flights up and down a few times is one hell of a workout. How else do you think I stay in shape?"
I chuckled. "I had no idea."
---o---
I hadn't ever hidden in a ladies' restroom before. Linda checked to see if it was clear and then ducked in, pulling me along behind her. Anne, a very cute looking twenty-four-year-old brunette following along. Linda pointed me to the handicap stall, since it was the biggest. It was also the closest to the small shower area that had two shower stalls and a small padded bench. Anne came into the stall with me. "Okay, I'm going to get into the shower." My wife whispered, before we closed the door. I heard her undressing and then heard the water run in a shower stall. I'd seen that they weren't big, but they only had a curtain, so he could pull it aside and record, making it an attractive setup for him. Now all we had to do was wait.
"You do realize that if he looks under the stalls, he's gonna see your feet."
I looked down at the gap under the stall floor and swore silently to myself. I hadn't thought of that. "Take your pants off." She said quickly.
"What?"
"Take your pants off. You want this to work right? If he looks under the door, I can claim I'm fucking my boyfriend. Wouldn't do to have your pants on, right? Besides, we're going to be sitting together on this toilet for a while. I doubt it'll be very comfortable with your pants on." I shook my head and took off my pants. She hung them on the hook on the back of the door. "Come on. All of it."
I reluctantly pulled off my underwear, she hung them up and then she pushed me back to sit on the toilet. She lifted her skirt and sat down on me. I could feel her bare butt cheeks on my thighs. The thought that I was sitting half naked in a ladies room had a strange effect, and within a few minutes I was getting hard. I got even harder when another woman, I don't know who, walked in and entered another stall. I could hear her peeing and then flush the toilet. She left the stall, washed her hands and left the bathroom. I sighed at not getting caught.
"Someone's hard." Anne whispered.
"Huh?"
"Someone's got a hardon." She whispered again with a grin. "I can feel it pressing against my pussy."
"Not much I can do about it, I'm sorry." I answered in a whisper.
"No, but that doesn't mean we can't enjoy it. Besides, it's the perfect cover. If we're in here fucking, don't you think it should sound like we are? Whole lot easier to make it sound like it for real than trying to fake it."
"This isn't a good idea."
"It's a perfect idea. She stood up, pulled her top off and dropped it on the floor in front of the stall door. "Looks like it fell off the hook, she whispered. She undid her bra and hung it on the hook with my pants and the slipped of the small skirt. She dropped it on top of her shirt and then backed up to me again. She didn't have any panties on at all, and it didn't take her but a few moments to reach between her legs and lift my cock up. She rubbed the tip of my head between her curls and then her lips. She pressed herself down on me and moaned, as she slid part way down my cock. She lifted and lowered herself several times, lubricating my cock with her juices before settling onto my lap. She found my hands and pulled them up to her titties. "Now all we need to do is keep you warmed up enough so you stay hard. If someone comes in, we just start fucking. If they don't go into a stall, we know it's him."
It was a surprisingly logical thought pattern. Not what I planned, but a good idea none the less. I played with her nipples and she lifted and lowered herself on my cock a few times and then sat. We didn't have to wait long, for someone to come. Unfortunately, they went into one of the stalls. Anne lifted and lowered herself on me, making quiet sex noises for our cover. The lady in the other stall must have heard us. I heard her pee, and then sit for a long time. I thought maybe she was taking a poop.
Annie's motions were having an effect on both of us, but definitely more so on her. She began to moan softly, and her quiet strokes on my dick grew louder as she slapped her ass on my thighs. If I wondered what the other woman was doing, we didn't have to wonder long.
"Oh fuck." We heard her muffled gasp. She sat silently for another minute or so and then got up and fixed her clothing She washed her hands and slipped out of the bathroom.
"Thank God. I didn't know how much longer I could do that without coming."
"Is that a problem?"
She was silent for a few moments. "If you want me to come, you better be ready for a flood. "I've been known to squirt like hell and you have a pretty fantastic cock."
We had to end the conversation when the door opened again. This time the footsteps were slower. You could tell whoever it was, was walking the length of the stalls, checking them out. Ours was the last one before the shower area. She began to move on me again, almost immediately starting to moan again. I could feel my own orgasm growing again as she rode me, her ass slapping rhythmically on my thighs. I saw his feet stop at the door and reach down. He pulled her clothes from where they sat on the floor and picked them up. I wondered what he was going to do. In a few moments the skirt and top were hung over the top of the door, and then he moved away.
The next part was tricky. How long to wait. Linda was going to make some noise when it was time. Anne fucked me, getting closer and closer to climax while we waited. She suddenly covered her mouth and cried out. "oh fuck, fuck, fuck." She muffled with her hand as she squeezed me with her pussy. I felt her gushing juices on my legs as she came, making a puddle between my thighs. I spread my legs a little to let the copious puddle drain down into the toilet.
"OH SHIT! You scared me!" I heard Linda cry out. "You're not supposed to be in here."
"Why not? You didn't seem to mind last time."
"I told you; I wasn't doing that again."
"Yet here we are. You're naked, I'm naked. I don't see why we shouldn't have a little fun. I can set your ass on that counter again and fuck you like last time. You really seemed to enjoy that."
"No. You want to fuck me again, you do it in here."
"Why not." He said.
"Here, let me soap you up."
Anna pulled shakily off my rigid cock and opened the door. I got up and slipped out, her juices dripping down my legs and off my dick. His phone was indeed laying on the counter, recording the shower. I pulled the phone back with me to the stall, and slipped back inside in case someone came. I began looking through his videos. He'd done this more than a few times, and not just here at work. I pulled my dongle from my pants pocket and downloaded all the videos to an SD card. I was glad that he had an iPhone, but I came prepared for either type. Once all the videos were downloaded, I deleted them all off his phone, and then cleared them from the deleted folder. I wanted them all gone permanently. Done, I slipped the phone back where he left it, laying it on the counter as if it had fallen over. With luck he wouldn't look at it until he was out of the bathroom.
I walked back to the stall and we waited. I wanted to leave, but she insisted I stay, just to protect Linda if he checked his phone first. Since we were pretending to have sex, she turned to face me, sitting on me and putting my still hard dick back into her. She began to bounce, this time facing me. I cupped both her tits and bent my head to sick a nipple into my mouth. "Oh God. Be careful doing that."
"Why?"
"Because you'll make me come again."
"If you do, I'll be needing a shower."
"You already do. You smell like a sex pot."
"In that case." I sucked her nipple into my mouth again. Up and down, she bounced, driving herself toward another orgasm. I didn't hold back this time, and when she came, she took me along with her. Neither of us were quiet, intending to let Jerry know that he was close to being caught. She cried out in pleasure as her pussy clenched and squeezed my cock. In return, my cock surged powerful shots of pent up cum deep into her. She panted and moaned as her pussy squirted around my dick, leaving my pelvis and the lower portion of my t-shirt soaked. She leaned her face to mine and kissed me in a very long, very wet embrace.



"You know, you should find a different place to this." I heard Jerry say. "Someone might catch you."
"Well, we can't do it at home. Daddy would kill me." Anne answered sweetly.
"Just saying." He answered, as he walked away. We heard the door open and close and Anna stood up off of my now soft cock.
"God...I'm glad that's over."
"That bad?"
"Oh, hell no! That good, just I don't know that I could have handled another one of those." She said with a grin. "Not to mention if mama found out, she'd be down here like a shot."
"To shoot me?"
"Oh, hell no. To fuck you. I wasn't kidding when I said daddy'd kill me. He doesn't want me having sex with anyone. Mama either. She said he hasn't fucked her in almost three years."
"Oh damn."
"Yeah. Now we better get you cleaned up. You wanna shower with your wife or me?" She asked me as she walked me toward the showers, where my wife was now drying off.
She looked at me guiltily. "I don't think you should with me. It's gonna take some time to get all of that drained out."
I opened my mouth to say something and she stepped to me and put her fingers to my lips. "No. I know what you did. You did it for me, and I appreciate that. It was a good plan. Did you get the videos?"
"I did."
"Then you better get cleaned up and out of here in case he comes looking for whoever erased his phone."
"It'll take a while I changed his passcode and turned off face unlock. He might know someone messed with it, or he thinks the water did something. Either way, he's not getting into it any time soon so he doesn't even know what's missing."
"You stinker!" she said with a grin. "And I don't mean that lightly. You smell like a whore house."
"That's my fault," Anne said sheepishly. "I warned him I've been known to squirt."
---o---
Suzanne, Tanya, Linda and I were all sitting around the living room, waiting for Joanie to show up. She finally arrived and asked the same question the others had. Did it work.
"Yeah. I deleted all the videos in case they were set to back up to the cloud. With them deleted, they should delete from his cloud storage as well. If he's dumb enough to keep trying to get in, it'll stay up long enough to back up. Then when he tries to restore, those should be gone. At least, that's the plan. "
"Good. I really wanna hang that bastard out to dry."
"I've got a good friend working on the video. He's really good and with the new AI stuff, he should be able to blur out your face and keep his. He's gonna doctor the audio, to make it sound like he's threatening to hurt you if you don't go along. Once he rips off your dress, he's gonna make statements like, if you don't fuck him, he'll throw you naked into the hall, and stuff like that. It'll be plenty juicy. HR should have a field day with it."
"Good. He deserves it."
"More than you know. I found not less than twenty videos on his phone. Several of women at work. I don't know all of you, but I know the ladies room and the store room pretty well. I've also got ones of him doing this to other women. Two that got screwed in their garage, and from the audio, while their husbands were in the house watching TV. A couple in bathrooms, that again, seemed to be when other people were in the houses. The most daring one was him taking a woman in a bikini behind some bushes at her own house and fucking her right there. He was really into this. I think we should see if we can identify any of them and let them know."
"I agree." Jackie said. "That shit blackmailed me for months. I can't count the number of times he fucked me at work, or in the car at lunchtime and such. I'd like to really get him back somehow."
"Getting him fired isn't enough?" I asked.
"Is it enough for you? For what he did to you and Linda?" Suzanne asked. "If my husband ever found out it'd kill him. I didn't set out to cheat on him, it just sort of took a life of its own, and when it happened the first time it was just an accident, or so I thought, until he showed me the video."
"An accident? How do you accidently have sex?"
"He was trying to buy something special for his girlfriend. He asked if would I help him pick something. He took me to this fancy lingerie shop and we looked at all kinds of stuff. He convinced me to try it on, just to make sure it fits. Not even show him, just in the dressing room. So, I did. I put it on and told him it fit, and he asked me how it looked on me. He convinced me to pull the curtain back and show him. Reluctantly I did. I figured there wasn't any harm in showing him. So, I did. He looked at me, asked me to turn around for him and he decided he didn't like how it looked and wanted me to try something else. Well, he went to get something else while I took that off. When he came back, he slipped into the dressing room with me. He wanted to watch me put it on, so I started to. When I bent over to pull the panties on, he pulled my hips and drove his cock right into me. I wanted to scream, but how would I explain that he was in the dressing room with me. I kept my mouth shut and let him do it. I figured as long as I didn't enjoy it, it wasn't really cheating on my part, but he just wouldn't stop until he made me climax."
"He's a real worker, isn't he?"
"Oh, he's smooth." Joanie said. "He did me in the ladies room the first time. Made a bet with me over a football game. If his team won he'd stand and jack off in front of me. If I lost, I'd have to strip and play with myself. I didn't want to, but he finally told me that I clearly didn't believe my team would win. Well, they didn't. So, he went to ladies room with me and I stripped in the stall. I was rubbing myself and he asked if I minded if he pulled it out too. Well, hell, I was all turned on I said yes. He did, and then he stepped right to me, pushed me back against the wall. He pushed his dick into me and rubbed my clit with his fingers until I came. He was going to pull out and I stopped him and let him turn me around and fuck me. I didn't know why I did any of it, but once I did, I was stuck."
"So, what do you ladies want to do."
"I have an idea. But we need someone he doesn't know."
"He doesn't know me." Tanya said. "What do you have in mind?"
"Lure him into getting naked some place and handcuffing him in the middle of a public place."
"Ohhhh. That's perfect. But how do we do it?" Jackie asked.
"I tell him I have a friend that is daring and wants to try sex in public. And he was the first person I could think of." Suzanne said.
"Alright. Where?" Tanya asked.
"There's this old jail. It's from the eighteen hundreds. It's more a museum piece than anything else. It's right near the courthouse. The doors are still in place, but they don't lock. We get him in there, get him naked and then handcuff him nude to the door."
"I'm in. Anyone that hurts one of my friends deserves whatever they get."
"Okay."
The girls went through how to make this happen. It was decided to try it Sunday night, when there would be the least traffic in that area.
---o---
I was only mildly concerned for Tanya's safety. They were meeting at a restaurant, and then after dinner, taking a walk together. He didn't know they were going to end up here, the plan was to make him think that she wanted to have sex in a semi-public place, and they'd end up here and do it. I had her tagged two different ways, just to be sure. An air tag clipped inside her dress and her phone. I couldn't monitor what was being said, but if things went south all she had to do was open a predefined app on her phone and it would ring me and we'd hear what was going on.
Everything seemed to be going to plan. They ended up at the park a bit before eight, and walked around a while, looking for a good spot. I could see them from our vantage point with my hunting binoculars when they stopped on the old train bridge to make out. She was doing a good job of getting him warmed up, kissing him eagerly and helping him work his hands under her dress to her tits while she worked his dick out of his pants. For a minute or two I thought they might end up fucking right there, but after he pulled her panties off, she pulled away, giggling, and running down the bridge, leaving his dick hanging out. I could tell she had challenged him to catch her, and he took off after her, leaving his hard-on out.
He caught up to her at the end of the bridge and she let him push her dress up and start sucking her tits while she stroked his still exposed cock. It was obvious to any observer that both of them were getting seriously turned on, but then, that was the point. We wanted him turned on enough to follow her into the old jail. She pulled away again and ran across the park to the building, darting inside in the slowly fading light.
As planned, she turned on her phone so we could hear and know when to make our move. It didn't take long for both of them to strip and start making out again. I listened to her sucking his cock and getting him very close to coming. When he told her it was time to put his cock someplace else, she suggested just outside, where they could fuck in complete view, but still be able to duck back in if she got too nervous. That was our cue. The girls, Suzanna, Joanie and my wife, were already next to the jail waiting, when Tanya came out with him. The four of them grabbed his arms and quickly lifted and pulled them, snapping metal handcuffs on both wrists and the old iron bar door before his protests and struggles could let him break away.
When I walked down to them, he was struggling to get out, with the girls laughing and jeering at him.
"Hey! YOU!" he shouted toward me. "Help me, these crazy women are attacking me!"
I walked over and stood there with a smile. "Really? It doesn't look like it to me. I stood there and put on a pair of nitril gloves, his eyes growing even wider in fear of what might be happening. I was pretty sure that whatever he was thinking was far less than what I had in mind. As I stepped toward him, I reached behind my back and pulled the really big filet knife I owned, out of the back of my pants. I slowly unsheathed it, it's nearly foot long blade looking wicked in the moonlight and the few streetlights that were in the area.
"You know, one of those crazy women is my wife. You should be careful what you say about now."
"Oh shit!" he swore. "I didn't mean anything by it."
"No? Then how about what you did, seducing and teasing her. Making her think you were such an innocent young man that just wanted to see a little more. She let you see a little more, and then you made her want more. You're good, very good. Your technique has obviously been honed over many women. You get her to want sex with you and then make sure it seems like her idea, as you secretly record it so you can blackmail her into more sex. That is what you do, isn't it? Or is there more to it? Is there something else you want from them after you use them as your sex toys?" I ask, as I step very close to him letting the flat side of the knife I'm holding, gently rest against his chest.
"I wouldn't..." He started to protest.
"Be careful." I said before pausing to see if he would say more. "You see, I know you're having a little trouble with your phone. I caught you recording yourself having sex with my wife in the shower, where she works. I saw you fucking her, thinking I didn't know anything about it. But I did. My wife was honest with me and, even though I knew it was going to be trouble, I let her flash you. When she told me that you two had oral sex together, but she stopped it there, I knew you'd be back, and you were. You came inside my wife not once, but four times that day. I knew then what kind of a predator you were. You didn't care about her. You cared about taking a married woman in risky places. You didn't care if you got caught, because you'd try and pin the blame on her. You see, I downloaded all those little videos, so I know what you do. I found the edited versions that make it look like she started it, she wanted it and she kept pushing when you said no. Even they don't know that I found those. Tell me, just what were you going to do with those? Extort money from them as well as sex?"
"Oh fuck." He swore.
"Oh yeah. Oh fuck. Let me show you something." I pulled my phone from my pocket and opened the video I had edited. I showed him the part of the video where he was pretending to rape Joanie, only this version had been expertly doctored to look like that was exactly what he was doing, raping my wife. "You see, I can do the same thing you do."
"Ohmygod." He whispered.
"You see, I know that you've been doing this, not just at work, but to other poor women. You're a predator. You like to seduce married women and make them cheat for you. You destroy relationships because married women will eventually admit what happened, or their husbands will suspect them of cheating, and well, that never ends well. But don't worry. I'm pretty sure I know how to put an end to that." I reached down between us and grasped his shrunken cock and squeezed it until I saw him flinch in pain. "Seems to me you've kind of lost it. You nervous about something?"
"I...I'm afraid you're going to kill me." He stammered.
"Oh, I wouldn't do that." I said as I let go of his cock and stepped back. "Joanie, you want to stretch his little pecker out? Maybe you should get it hard for him one last time before we cut it off."
"NO! OH GOD NO! Don't! HELP!" He shouted.
Joanie put an end to that by shoving Tanya's panties into his mouth. "That should quiet him down. We don't want too much screaming when we cut it off." She said with a nasty grin. She knelt down in front of him and started sucking his dick. He tried to push her away with his legs, the panties muffling his protests. "No? Here I thought you would appreciate getting it one more time. Oh well." She said as she got up. She pulled his dick out as far as she could and then looked at me expectantly.
"You ready?" I asked Joanie.
"More than ready." She said still holding the dick stretched out.
I stepped closer to him and lowered the blade down until it rested on his cock. I was careful not to put too much pressure on it, not wanting to actually cut it at this point. I lifted the blade away and nodded to Joanie to let his cock go. She stepped into the jail to get his and Tanya's clothes.
"Now, this is what's going to happen. I've seen all these videos, so if any of them ever appear on the internet, I'll know who did it, and I WILL hunt you down and cut your sorry little pecker off. I'm going to give this little video to the HR department. They should really enjoy seeing it. Of course I'll blur my wife's face out first. The only question will be, will you quit first in embarrassment or will they fire you? A sick bastard like you doesn't belong in normal society. If any of the ladies you've done this to give me even the slightest hint that you've retaliated in any way against them, you know what'll happen." I said quietly, tapping the flat side of the blade against his chest. "You would be surprised how far an irate husband will go. You might have thought fucking married women was safe. In a way it was. I'm sure you were happy that there was little possibility of any of them wanting a permanent relationship. If they got pregnant, they could always blame it on their husbands. Yeah, I know your game. It didn't take me long to figure out. You just didn't count on any of the husbands finding out, did you." I stepped back and looked at him cuffed to the door. "You're a sorry fuck. If I catch you doing anything like this to any other women, I'll be back, and next time I won't stop. Come on girls."
"Wait!" Joanie said. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a giant-sized black marker. She stepped to him and wrote across his chest 'Sexual Predator'. "Okay, now I'm ready."
I turned and started walking to the parking lot. "You going to leave him like that?" Suzanne asked as we walked toward my Tahoe.
"Uh huh."
"The mosquitoes will have a feast."
"Yeah. Horrible thought, isn't it?" I answered with a chuckle.
"You are so bad."
"No. I'm married to the most wonderful woman in the world, and she just got taken advantage of by a fucking predator. It'll take a while to wash that off, so he'll have plenty of time to think about what he did."
We got back to the car, Tanya was still naked, and climbed into the passenger front side. I was about to climb into the driver's seat when my wife stopped me. "Suzanne want's to thank you."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh. Take off your clothes."
"Here?"
"Uh huh. Don't trust me?"
"You know I always do." It took a minute for me to undress, my wife taking each item from me and tossing them into the truck.
"In the back."
"For?"
She grinned and stepped to me. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled out faces together. After we shared a long soft kiss, she whispered. "I still owe you three more. I thought that you wouldn't mind using one with Suzanne. She wants to thank you, but wants it to be something different. She's never had sex in a moving car, so... It's gonna be about half an hour to drop her off at her house. Why don't you let her thank you."
"You sure? I mean, this has turned into sex with, well, quite a few women."
"I think it'll be just fine. You told me it was going to be a problem when I suggested flashing him. So, now I owe you for getting me out of it. Why not just let me show that to you with something I know you've never done."
"If you're sure." I said, as I crawled into the back of the Tahoe. Someone had already put the two back seats down to make the cargo space long enough for me to lay in. Joanie was laying on her side, still dressed, on the passenger side of the cargo area, now that there weren't enough seats. Suzanne crawled into the back on top of me and the rear tailgate lowered.
Suzanne lay on me, her firm C cup breasts pressed to my chest, as she lowered her face to mine. Without any words she pressed her lips to mine as my wife pulled out of the parking lot. The kiss Suzanne gave me was very sensual, coaxing my dick to start to harden. As we kissed, I felt it harden and begin to stick up. It was soon pointing toward the ceiling, pressing against Suzanne's bare pussy. I felt a hand grasp it as Suzanne continued the kiss. She moved on me enough to allow Joanie to tilt my hard cock to point at her pussy. She rubbed me up and down Suzanne's wet lips and then coaxed Suzanne to push back. She moaned into my mouth as my fat cock slowly slid into her. I was surprised how wet she was, her pussy easily lubricating me as I pushed into her. I hadn't really had a chance to see her naked, but it felt like her pussy had very little inner lip protruding to get dry and stick to my shaft.
She broke the kiss, panting heavily. "Damn." She whispered. "Now I know what they mean."
"About what?"
"How big you feel. God, you feel like a fucking log inside me. Not in a bad way I assure you!" She quickly added.
"You want to fuck me, go ahead."
"I do. I want to come around you and then, I want you to come in me. Other than Jerry, I've never had anyone but my husband cum in me, but if anyone deserves it, it's you."
"I don't have to." I whispered, as she shifted to pull her knees up under her. She began to rock on me, sliding my dick in and out of her.
"Actually, I wouldn't mind if you did. Linda said it'd be alright if you did."
"You asked?"
"Of course. I wouldn't ever assume anything like that."
"Well, best 'thank you' you can give me, is to let me share your climax. Come for me. I love feeling a woman come."
She didn't answer, but began to rock more. She arched her back to push her tits down at me, dragging her rock-hard nipples across my chest with each stroke. I could see the concentration on her face, as she tried to make her nipples rub across mine, her hips rocking with each stroke as she searched for that perfect spot inside her. I slipped a hand between us and let her rub her pussy along my finger with each stoke, her wet pussy lips spreading to grind her clit along my digit. "Ohmygodyes." She whispered softly, as she rocked just a little faster. "You're going to make me come."



"Good." I whispered back. "Me too."
"I'm so close." She whispered. "Let me feel you come."
"You sure?"
"Oh yeah." She moaned. I arched my back a little, in time with her strokes, helping to push me a little deeper into her than she had been getting. Her moans deepened as her orgasm pushed closer and closer to completion. "Fuuuuuck!" She suddenly gasped, as she stopped stroking and held herself on her hands and knees, frozen in place, with her legs and arms shaking. I shifted my legs so I could lift my butt up, and started driving my cock into her spasming pussy. God, I loved feeling a woman climax around me. Each woman that has, has felt different. Anne was incredibly wet as she squirted, Joanie's pussy squeezed hard around me and held me clenched. Tanya spasmed like a hand squeezing my dick and letting got. Suzanne's pussy gripped me and I could feel it rippling as it tried to pull me deeper. I plunged into her as hard as I could to push myself over the top.
"Uhhhhhh fuuuuuuck." I gasped, as my body jerked hard, driving my appendage deep inside her. I hadn't had any sex yet today, so the load she got was significant. My cock swelled and surged over and over, pumping my seed deep into her. She gasped and moaned louder, as she felt me unloading into her. She lay down fully on me, her chest heaving against mine, driving her hard nipples into my chest with each gasp. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her tightly to me as my cock twitched and gave her the last little bits of cum.
She lowered her face to mine and kissed me softly between breaths. "Linda is so lucky. I don't know why she had to go looking for it anyplace else."
"Thank you, I think."
"Do you mind just holding me until we get there?"
"Sure, why?"
"My husband just does it until he's done. And then, well, I hope I came or I'm just out of luck. He likes to fuck before bed and then he rolls over and goes to sleep."
"I'm sorry."
"Me too. Linda is really a lucky woman. I hope she hangs onto you forever."
---o---
It was getting late when Linda and I slipped into bed. She cuddled against me and rested her head on my shoulder. "What did you think about having sex with Suzanne?"
"It was good."
"She really likes you. She say's I'm a lucky woman."
"Oh?"
"I think so too. You knew what was going to happen, didn't you?"
"I knew that any man that got you naked was going to want to fuck you."
"And he did. Why did you say it was okay though? You didn't have to."
"It was a losing proposition, so I picked the outcome that at least gave me something in return."
"I don't get it."
"If I said no, you would have either fucked him behind my back, or you would have resented me saying no. Either way I lose. If I say yes, I have to deal with you having sex with another man, but at least I was going to get to have sex with Tanya, and I honestly wouldn't mind doing that. I'd never have gone and done it without you telling me to, but it was something I thought about a few times. What it would be like and all."
"So, you still get two more. You going to do her?"
"I don't have to do it at all with anyone. As far as I'm concerned, we can call it even."
"You weren't having fun doing it with her?"
"I didn't say that. I just want this to be over with."
"I don't know it'll ever be over with now."
"Why? You have someone else you wanna try now?"
"Oh, no. Nothing like that. As far as I'm concerned, I don't really have a lot of desire to have sex with someone else. No, that part is over."
"So, what isn't?"
"Well, I learned a few things."
"Such as?"
"Well, having sex in some of the places I have, well, it's exhilarating. I wouldn't at all mind you walking into my office, pulling my panties down and fucking me right there."
"You wouldn't?"
"Nope. You could sneak me into a bathroom, or come into work and strip me and fuck me in the shower, I'm sure the girls wouldn't mind that either. Maybe on that bridge tonight? I wouldn't mind you making out with me there and maybe even fucking me right there. It's really exhilarating to be taken someplace you're not supposed to. I like it."
"Is that a request?"
"Any time, any place your heart feels you want me, you can try."
"Alright."
"Another thing I learned. You come so much harder when there's a pussy on your face. And I didn't actually mind licking another woman's pussy. As long as it's someone I know."
"You wouldn't."
"Nope. The way I see it, it might be good for our sexual relationship if we invited someone else into it every once in a while. Not all the time, but once in a while, yeah, I think I could get used to that. I'm sure there are other ways you can think of to service two women at once, aren't there?"
"I imagine I can think of a few."
"Well, maybe we can try a few," she said. She leaned her face up and used her fingers to turn my face to hers. She kissed me softly. "As long as you keep loving me and kissing me like you do, I think we should try something new every so often. What do you think?"
"I don't think anything could ever make me stop loving you. You're enough woman for me, but if you wanna try different things, I guess I'll support you for it."
"Good." She said, as she snuggled her face into my neck and kissed it. "Maybe next weekend we can try something."
"Such as?"
"I don't know. We have all week to think about it. Now I'm getting really sleepy. So, unless you want to fuck me, let's go to sleep and see what the morning brings."
"Sure thing, my love," I said, as I hugged her to me. She was a special woman and she now knew with one hundred percent certainty that I'd do anything to make her happy.
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Jerry Winston sat at work late on Friday evening, still working. It had become even more of a focus, after his wife left. Her primary complaint was that he never spent any time with her, instead spending time at work. He couldn't disagree. His work had driven his life before she left, now it was all he had besides regret. She complained that he never arranged anything romantic and absolutely never did anything spontaneously. Everything had to be planned out, even having sex. Not that he wasn't good at it, but she complained that he treated it more like a job, than an enjoyable activity. That complaint had hit him hardest. He had loved her very much, but she said she never felt it, after the first few years, so she left after almost twenty years. When she threatened to divorce him, he told her he didn't know how to change, or even if he could. Apparently, she wasn't willing to give him the chance.
Jerry sat at his desk working on the design of a new building. There were thousands of details running around in his mind, things he had to keep straight, to coax together, to make mesh into a working system. This is what he did best. He loved what he did. Each building he completed was a work of art, in his mind.
"Jerry, I've had it with you."
"Huh," Jerry asked, as he looked up at his boss, Greg.
"You heard me. I've had it with you. It's been over two years and you haven't done as single thing that says relax or fun."
"This is relaxing."
"No, this is work. You need to get out of here, find something to do that's enjoyable. Find a woman to fuck. I mean, come on there's more to life than designing buildings."
"I guess I could plan a vacation or something." He answered his boss.
"No. You don't need to plan a vacation. You just need to go DO a vacation. Now, if you want your job to still be here after Christmas, you're going to shut down your computers, ALL of them. And take a trip."
"To where?"
Greg handed him an envelope. "Here. You go, no computers, no drawings, no nothing until after Christmas. You have a cabin reserved at a ski resort up in the Colorado mountains. You leave tomorrow morning, with a nice night in a hotel along the way, you should be there Sunday afternoon. You'll stay there until the following Sunday morning. If you leave early, they'll call me and I'll fire your sorry ass."
"You can't force me to go on vacation."
Gary leaned down to Jerry's desk. "Joan made these reservations for you. I never argue with my wife. If I have to, I'll disable your account until next week. You're going, no arguments, okay?"
Jerry sighed heavily and logged out of the computer. "Alright. I'm out of here until after Christmas."
"Good!" Gery said, slapping his shoulder. "I don't know much about this place; Joan set this up. She said it was time to get your life back on the road to someplace, other than a tar pit. Have fun and, no matter what, just, find a way to enjoy it."
"Alright." Jerry got up and pulled his coat on as he headed out.
+++++
Jerry sat on his sofa looking at the papers that were in the folder, including a note from Joan.
No planning allowed. Drive until you get tired and then find a hotel along the road. There are plenty and advance reservations aren't required. When you get there, I want you to embrace the spontaneity. I want you to spend the whole week doing whatever presents itself. No planning, no thinking things through. This trip is about being in the moment. I know there is a sweet, loving, spontaneous man inside. I want you to pull him out into the open. You'll never find a woman with your nose stuck in your computer screens. Maybe this way you can. Joan
He didn't think he was capable of not planning something. He respected Joan, she had warned him of what was coming, but he always procrastinated until it was too late. He flipped on his phone and opened his browser. It didn't take much to find the site. "Evergreen Mountain Resort."
Enjoy the secluded, romantic setting of the high mountain pines any season of the year. Share scenic mountain trails in the summer, and incredible panoramic views. Take your significant other and a picnic lunch to one of the many secluded overlooks, to rekindle or to refresh the romantic fire in your relationship. When the snow comes, enjoy the slopes; and after, share your time warming up before a cozy fire in the rustic cabins or warming up in one of the many small hot tubs, scattered around the resort. Come, enjoy and feel romance bloom again.
"Well, that's certainly an 'in your face' sales gimmick. Come to our resort and have your love life fixed. I doubt anyone can do that. Hell, I don't even have someone to be with. What the hell am I going to do, alone for a whole week? I don't even ski!" he said to himself, as he looked back at Joan's note. "I don't know what you're up to Joan, but I don't see how this is going to fix anything."
---2---
"Hello?" Sue Bond said, as she picked up her cell phone.
Hey Sue, it's Martha.
"Martha! How nice; what can I do for you?" Sue asked her agent.
How's my favorite author doing?
"If that's your way of asking how the book is coming, it's really not."
I'm sorry to hear that. I was hoping that, maybe, you'd finally found something to move forward with.
"Unfortunately, not."
It's been pretty thin here since David left. We both know that last book was a real stinker. It just didn't sell. Your usual romantic flair, that your readers love was missing.
"I really wasn't feeling very romantic. About anything."
I take it you still aren't? Let me guess. You're sitting on the sofa looking out the window, hoping for inspiration?
"Something like that." She agreed, with a sigh. "No matter what I try, nothing seems to do it. I've tried reading my old books, I've tried watching romantic movies, I've even tried reading erotic stories. I'm just not in a romantic mood!"
We've been together a long time, so I'm doing something to help you. I think you need a change of scenery.
"I do, huh?"
You do. So, here's what I did. I booked you a flight to Colorado. You're going to spend a week in the most romantic little ski lodge, up in the mountains. I went there a few years ago with my husband and it really did kick start the old romantic genes. It still hasn't worn off. So for a woman that needs romance, it's the perfect place.
"Okay, it'll be a change of scenery. But how does that make me feel romantic? I'll be there alone and seeing other couples smooching isn't going to fix how it felt, to find David sleeping with the housekeeper."
I know, but you know me. You just have to trust me.
"Okay. Fine."
Look in your e-mail. It's all paid for and ready to go. All you have to do is pack for a week."
"In the cold and snow?"
And the hot tubs. There's a huge communal one at the lodge, but we liked the little ones they have scattered around near the cabins. No luxurious amenities. The cabins are very rustic, but the layout makes you get close to the one you love, and share everything. So, take your sexiest bikini. Never know what you might come across out there.
"Such as a man?"
You never know!
"Okay fine. I'll pack a bikini. Why do I have a feeling I'm being set up?"
Would I do that to you?
"In a hot second, if you thought it'd net you another high selling novel."
Okay, guilty as charged. But honestly, go have fun and let yourself forget about David.
"Yeah, yeah. Okay. When is it?"
All next week. You fly into Denver on Sunday and back out the following Sunday.
She sighed and shook her head. "Alright. I'll go!"
Good! I'll talk to you when you get back.
It was only a little over a week until Christmas. She didn't have any plans. In reality she hadn't even gotten the Christmas tree out this year; the first time in her thirty eight years that there wasn't a Christmas tree in her house. She had to admit, it did seem a bit bare without one. She got up from the sofa, where she had spent most of the last month sitting, staring out the window, hoping something romantic would jump into her mind. She walked to her desk opened the computer and looked at the e-mail. She saw the reservations for someplace called Evergreen Mountain Resort. She frowned as she read the advertising blurb. They were clearly trying to market year-round to the romantic crowd, either those trying to find it again or those trying to keep it. She didn't feel romantic at the moment. She didn't even feel like she wanted to hear the word. But with over a hundred and ten romance novels to her name, well, with her three pseudo-names, she knew a few things about romance.
Her strongest ones were a strong man trying to seduce an equally strong woman. Her readers really got into those. This time though, all she could put together for characters were cheating husbands and devastated wives. No matter how she tried to build a plot around those, even those where the wife finds love again, she failed. They all felt too contrived and sappy. That kind of thing didn't happen in the real world. That was make believe and asking her readers to put themselves into that plot, just never felt like a winner. She didn't see how going to this resort was going to fix that.
She hadn't been skiing in a long time. She leaned back against the chair and looked at the ceiling. Maybe the trip wouldn't be a total waste. Flight was two days away. She got up and walked to the bedroom to start packing. Not that she had to, but she really didn't have anything else to do anyway. Half way through the packing she opened the drawer for her pajamas. She looked at the different things she had in the drawer. Lot of nice simple night shirts stacked on top of quite a few different pieces of lingerie.
On a whim she stripped off her clothes and slipped on a mostly see-through chemise. It was light blue and accentuated her blue eyes. She admired herself in the mirror, cupping her still firm, 36 D breasts through the slick material. Her nipples, surprisingly, were hardening, as she looked at herself in the full-length mirror. She wondered how many times she'd dressed like this and stood in front of the mirror trying to imagine the heroine of one of her stories dressed in something like this, the man's hands stroking up and down the silky material as he stood behind her. She closed her eyes and thought about different characters she had created, until she settled on Elan. He was strong and muscular. His hands held her to him, her back against his bare chest. He let his hands roam up and down the slick material as he pulled her back to him. She could feel the stubble of his short beard pressing into her neck as he kissed and nibbled her neck and earlobe.
She shuddered at the thought of his hot breath blowing in her ear as he teased it, his hands never stopping their trips up and down the front of her body. He cupped each breast, using his finger and thumb to tease her nipples, before sliding his palms down her body. At first, he stopped at her waist, but now, he continued down, moving his hands farther. She could feel his fingers tease through her blonde pubic hair before sliding back up. This time, however, his hands pulled the silky negligee up instead of sliding over it. His palms stroked her smooth stomach, sliding further up until his bare hands found her now, bare breasts.
She moaned in pleasure as his fingers found her nipples again, his touch making her want him to touch so much more. Her desire flared like a fire, as his fingers squeezed and twisted her nipples, the hotness of her desire growing by the instant. He softly kissed her neck, sending a tingle through her body, that added to the flame deep inside her. His hands moved down again, sliding all the way down this time, stopping not at her waist, or her tight ringlets of blond pubic hair, but stopping only when his strong fingers could curl in between her legs. She moaned softly, as one hand started up again, leaving the other to stroke her wet pussy lips. She felt his fingers stroke over her delicate inner lips, sliding over them until he could ever so gently work between them. His finger found the smallest amount of her growing wetness, and drew it out, spreading it over her soft lips, allowing his finger to dip even deeper with the next stroke.
His left hand made it back up again, under the sheer fabric to cup her breast once more. He squeezed it gently but firmly, using his thumb to stroke back and forth across her nipple, bending it to and fro, with each stroke. The warmth from her pussy spreading through her body, mingling with the delicate tingle each stroke of his thumb across her nipple made, sent little shivers up her spine. He gently kissed her neck again, making the shiver even more pronounced. She moaned loudly as the pressure of his palm against her mound increased and he pressed his fingers deeper between her lips. She felt the tip of his finger find the entrance to her depths, and slowly tease over it before slowly drawing up her pubic bone. She was unable to contain the long deep moan of pleasure, as his finger found her hard, sensitive, clit, and circled around it with just enough pressure to make the tingles race through her body.
She felt him shift and then a new sensation appeared between her legs. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her wet lips as he teased her clit. It had been a long time since a man had taken her, and her desire for him flooded her body with want. She reached down between her legs and found his hard cockhead. She pressed it against her lips, wanting him to penetrate her. He moved his hips, sliding it along her wet pussy lips. She desperately wanted him to push it into her, to fill her with his manhood. She wanted to feel his fat shaft press deep into her and to take her to ecstasy, but alas, his fingers teasing her clit was more than her body could resist. The tingle raced through her body like a rampaging fire. Her entire body stiffened, followed by tremors in her legs and arms. He held her tightly to him as her climax washed over her.
"OH GOD YES!" she cried out, as her body shook and trembled. She could feel her juices running down her legs, as her body made little jerking motions, intermixed with trembles. She stepped back from the mirror, shakily and sat on the edge of the bed as her climax raged through her body and then slowly passed, leaving her sitting, panting, wishing that her imagination had come true. "Fuck." She said to herself as she sat, panting, slowly stroking her pussy lips the way she liked it done after a good climax. She looked at herself in the mirror, sitting in the sheer chemise, breathless. "That was a surprise, wasn't it Sue? Unable to write a single word for months, but you can suddenly imagine one of the characters from your other books making love to you. Maybe I will find something to write about."
---3---
Jerry wasn't happy about any of this. Being forced to take vacation was one thing, having it planned for him was another. He respected Joan and her opinion. She had correctly predicted the outcome of his single mindedness at work, refusing to take her advice and spend more time with Julia. Now he was stuck with the results. Julia was unwilling to give him a second chance, convinced that he was unable to change. So, he was alone, and now he was supposed to somehow enjoy a Christmas, alone, on some secluded mountain top. His mind was distracted by the thoughts of this, as he wound around the twisting mountain road. It was his second day of driving. As instructed, he drove until he got hungry for dinner, found a restaurant and then a hotel. His GPS told him that he would easily make it into the lodge in time for dinner, even though darkness was already starting to close in and the light snow that had started an hour before, was becoming heavier. There was at least two inches on the road and only two or three sets of tracks. This road appeared to be very lightly traveled, at least at this hour, on a Sunday afternoon.
He came around the next curve and slammed on the brakes. The ABS of the small SUV he owned groaned loudly, the electronics and hydraulics pumping the brake madly to keep him from skidding out of control. His Subaru came to a stop with only inches to spare between his front end and the tail end of the car ahead, sticking at an odd angle into the air. There was already a light coating of snow on it, so it couldn't have been there long. The amber flashers were blinking rhythmically, making yellowish pulses in the falling snow. He caught his breath a moment and then turned on his own hazard flashers to warn any other cars. He climbed out to check the other car and found it unoccupied. The footprints through the deep snowbank told the story of one person, the driver, having made her way; yes her, only a woman would wear high heels, her way out of the snow bank to the road. She had clearly paced back and forth for some time before deciding to start walking up the road. There was no point going back. It was at least ten miles of twisting road to the small town at the bottom of the mountain.
He got into his Subaru, swung out around the car and started up the road, confident he would quickly overtake the walking woman. He wasn't disappointed. He had gone less than half a mile before his headlights illuminated a woman in a short winter coat, short high heel boots and a bright pink scarf, trying to walk up the slick road in that ridiculous footwear. She noticed his headlights and nearly fell on her tush, as she turned to wave him down, as if he would actually ignore her plight and just go on past her. He slowed down and came to a stop a few feet from her. She walked back toward him, as he rolled the passenger side window down.
"Thank God you stopped. I was beginning to think I was going to have to walk all the way to the lodge!"
"The whole ten miles? In this?" He asked, as she bent to look into his car window.
"It didn't seem like I had much choice."
"You're a city girl, aren't you?"
"Boston, why?"
He shook his head with a frown. "Only a city girl would think she could walk ten miles in a snowstorm, dressed like that."
"Well, a city girl might!" she said angrily. She stood up and started up the road again, slipping and sliding every few feet in the smooth soled high heel boots. Her legs were bare up to the bottom of the short coat, meaning the skirt had to be even shorter, unless of course she was naked, and as pleasant a thought that it was, it would be even more silly to expect. She was a good-looking woman from what he'd seen. Blonde hair, bright blue eyes. Even through the down coat, he could tell she had a reasonable sized chest. He dropped the Subaru back into gear and started following her. After a hundred yards or so he pulled up next to her and kept pace with her.
"You know, at this rate, you're going to be an icicle before you get to the lodge."
"Maybe."
"No maybe about it."
"How would you know?" She asked, the anger still in her voice.
"Maybe because I live in the country and we get these kind of snow storms all the time. I have no doubt that if you were properly dressed that you could make the lodge before morning, but I don't see any reason to let a good-looking woman freeze to death, if I can prevent it."



She stopped and bent to look into the window. "And what if I wasn't a good-looking woman? Would you leave me to freeze to death then?"
Jerry chuckled and shook his head. "No. I'd rescue anyone in distress. It's against my nature to not help someone in need. It's just more pleasant if it's a good-looking woman. Now, you want to keep walking and getting cold? Or do you want a ride?"
She frowned for a moment and then straightened up and opened the door. "Can you take me back to get my things?"
"Sure." he answered. He put the car in reverse, and started backing down the road. There wasn't any place to turn around, so backing up seemed to him as the quickest way. It only took a couple minutes to ease back down the road, in reverse, to where the car sat, half in and half out of the snowbank. He parked and got out to help the woman get her luggage into his car and then they headed up the road again. "So, who am I rescuing? Someone famous I hope."
"Only if you're into romance novels. Sue Bond. Though you won't find that name on any of my books."
"Jerry Winston. And you won't find my name on any of the buildings I design."
"Architect huh. Must be an interesting job."
"It is." He answered her, concentrating more on the slick road than her, thought he couldn't help but notice that she had very nice legs, at least in the illumination from the dash and display panel. The seatbelt pulled the short coat up a bit further, exposing a slight amount of her dark blue skirt. That too had slid up, so that it was a little higher than the middle of her thighs. He tried not to be obvious, but it had been a while since he was alone with a woman long enough to get turned on...and he was getting turned on! He looked back at the road and frowned to himself. 'No point in getting interested in a married woman.' He thought to himself after noticing the obvious indention on the finger of her left hand where a wedding ring had clearly been worn, at least until recently. "So, you up here for fun or work?"
"Me? Work. My agent seems to think that I need a change of scenery to get the creative juices flowing. I've been in a bit of a funk lately and just can't seem to get past it. At least not for writing romance novels that drip desire and seduction."
"That's an interesting way to put it. Do all your books drip desire and seduction?"
"I have to say yes. They're just short of being pornographic, which in today's market, seems to be what women like. The vast majority of my readers are housewives that want to fantasize about being taken in situations that are far from their normal lives, or single women that are wishing they could find a man to take them in that way."
"And lately you've been coming up short?"
"Yes. My last book didn't do well. The heroine of the story spent too much time brooding over her failed relationship."
"Ahhh. Something like you."
"Pretty good guess. What about you? Work or fun?"
"Enforced fun. I work too hard and the boss's wife is forcing me to come up here for a week. She says I work too hard and ignore my personal life."
"And do you? Work too hard and ignore your personal life?"
"My ex-wife would say yes."
"Ahhh. Now it makes more sense. Why else would a woman you are not married to, force you to take a vacation at a site filled with women looking for romance?"
"Women looking for romance?"
"Of course. That's what this week is about. This is romance week at the lodge. Only adult couples looking to spice up their romantic life, or singles searching for romance."
He wanted to stare at her, but he had to watch the road. "Where did you get that?"
"From the information my agent sent me with the reservation. That's why she's sending me. To get a taste of romance again. I think she's hoping I'll find some sexy guy to flirt with and spark a little fire in my writing."
"Joan didn't send me anything like that. Just an e-mail confirmation for my reservation. If I'd have known it was a romantic thing..."
"I'm guessing she didn't want you to know, so you wouldn't refuse to go. Smart woman, from the sound of it." She said; as they made the last turn and drove through what looked like a small town, though all the shops were very small and lined both sides of the single narrow road. There were dozens of couples roaming the sidewalks on both sides of the street, all the shops decorated to the hilt for Christmas. At the end of the lane, the road curved up again. He could see up the hill a short way was another, much larger, flat area and a well-lit lodge with colored Christmas lights blinking gayly.
He pulled the Subaru into the parking area in front of the main entrance to the lodge. "Well, here we are!"
"I want to thank you again. I don't think I really would have made it this far without freezing." She said, as they got out of the car.
"It was my pleasure." He helped her get her luggage from his car, and then helped her wheel one of the cases into the lodge.
"Hello. Reservation for Sue Bond?" She said to the elderly gentleman behind the counter. He vaguely looked like Santa, with a short white beard and bald head. Of course, Santa Clause doesn't really exist, so it couldn't be him, but he would make a reasonable impersonation.
"Ahhh, yes." He said as he pecked, with one finger, on the computer screen. "Here we are. Miss Bond. You're almost the last to arrive. Just waiting for one more gentleman to show up."
"That's probably me, Jerry Winston."
"So you are. You came together? Most unusual." The guy that Jerry was starting to think of as Santa said.
"Yeah. A deer ran across the road about half way up the mountain, and my car ended up in the snowbank." Sue explained.
"Ahhh. That explains it." He said with a knowing nod. "Well, no matter. Since you're both here, I can give you the instructions together. The cabins are up the hill to the back of the lodge. Meals are served in the back of the lodge here. Dinner is still being served. If you miss any meal time, not to worry. The kitchen is open twenty-four hours a day, except of course Christmas eve. It closes at eight and reopens for breakfast Christmas morning. Times of meals and all the events for the week are in the folder in your cabin. All of the events are, of course, couples events. Feel free to go down into Evergreen town and enjoy the shops. Everything up here is adult only, this week, which allows the couples to enjoy whatever suits their romantic inclinations. This week is about building or strengthening romantic bonds, so please be courteous of other couples. I think that's it. Oh yes, firewood is on the outside of the cabin. Your cabin already has a fire going to keep it warm."
"They're heated just by the wood?" Sue asked.
"Well, yes. Part of romance is snuggling up. A fireplace helps, as does cool night air. Nothing warms a person better than being snuggled against another."
"And if we don't have another to be snuggled against?" Sue asked.
The old man looked at her curiously. "And why would you not have someone to snuggle against?"
"Well, I'm alone up here... Right?" She said, finishing her question while Santa smiled widely. He broke into a good belly laugh.
"Miss Bond. This is a couples weekend. Your reservation was selected to be entered into the sweepstakes. Your name, and Mister Winston's names were both entered into the blind drawing. All those who were making solo reservations had to agree to be entered into the drawing."
"And this drawing was for what, exactly?" Sue asked quickly.
"Well, who to share the week with of course. You and Mister Winston will be sharing cabin D for the week."
"Wait! Sharing a cabin? I didn't sign up for that. I'm not sharing the cabin with a total stranger!"
Santa stood behind the counter and smiled, letting her stand and fume for a few moments more. "I'm sorry you feel that way. When the reservation was made, a special e-mail was sent for confirmation that they agreed to sharing the cabin with whatever male guest was drawn, and the response was that she understood and gave her permission to be in the drawing."
"Martha! I am going to so kill her when I get home!" Sue said angrily. "Look, I don't agree. You're going to have to find me another room, or cabin or whatever!"
"I'm sorry. There just are no more rooms available. This week is completely booked. All rooms and cabins are full."
"Well, get someone to drive me back to Denver then."
"I'm sorry Miss Bond. The interstate is already closed due to the snow. In fact, we were quite worried that you and Mister Winston weren't going to make it. I'm relieved you both arrived safely, despite the weather."
"So, that's it? I'm stuck sleeping in the same cabin as him?" Sue snapped at Santa before turning to glare at Jerry. "Why aren't you arguing or something? I suppose you find this amusing or something?"
"You're doing a fine job of arguing. What am I going to add?"
She stared at him. "Of course, you find this quite acceptable. I suppose you have no problem sharing a cabin with a complete stranger."
"Well, you're not exactly a complete stranger, not after I picked you up on the road. And to be honest, if I had to share a cabin with a stranger, I could have ended up with someone a lot worse than a good-looking romance writer."
She glared at him for almost a full minuet before turning back to the smiling Santa looking man. "Fine. If I have to share a cabin, I will. But under protest."
"Of course," he said. He set two keys on the counter. "You can park around the side. The path behind the lodge will lead you up to the cabins. Stay to the left and you should easily find cabin D."
He took a key and looked at Sue. "You want to go up, or wait until I park?"
"If I'm going to have to share the cabin, I guess I can wait a few minutes. Besides, it's warm in here."
"Be back in a minute then." It did only take a few minutes for Jerry to park the car, and come back with his own single large suitcase. While she waited, Sue wandered around the reception area, noting all the antique looking ornaments hanging from the huge Christmas tree and the many garlands strung around. "Ready?" Jerry asked, as he met back with her.
"Go down this hall, past the entrance to the dining room, unless of course you want to have dinner first. The kitchen is still serving dinner for another twenty minutes or so."
"I guess we better have dinner first then." Jerry said.
"I guess." Sue said, with a sour look on her face.
Jerry led the way down the hall. There was plenty of space under the coat rack to park their luggage. After removing their coats Jerry led them into the dining room. A young woman dressed in an elf costume seated them and placed menu's in front of them. They ordered something to drink and the elf disappeared to go get their drinks.
"You know. I was serious. If I had to pick a partner for the week, I don't think I could have chosen a better-looking woman. That dress really suits you. It makes your blue eyes stand out."
"Do you flatter all strangers this way?" She asked, with a scowl.
"Actually, no. I don't much associate with a lot of single women, despite Joan's efforts."
"Still stuck on your ex?"
"Some. You?"
"Some." She admitted. "I guess that's why I haven't been able to get those romantic juices flowing."
"Well, if I can do anything to help, let me know."
She looked at him curiously. "You mean that, don't you?"
"Sure. Like I said, it's in my nature to help people. You seem like someone that needs more help than just a ride up a mountain."
"And your wife left you just because you worked too much? You seem like a pretty sensitive guy, from what I can see."
"She'd agree. Problem was; well, is, that when I get into a building design, I sorta' lose myself in it. All the details and things just drown me, and I deal with that by working almost non-stop until I have it all wrapped up."
"And now? Today?"
"I'm here because my boss told me that if I didn't, he'd fire me."
"Huh. That's a new one on me. A boss complaining an employee works too hard?"
"Greg, my boss, and his wife Joan are kinda different. She takes a real interest in all the employees, a personal interest." Sue raised her eyebrows at the comment. "No, not like that." He said quickly. "She believes that healthy, well rounded and happy employees are more productive and produce a better product. So, she goes the extra mile to make sure we're happy."
"Sounds like a special woman."
"She is. I guess if she wasn't married to my boss, I wouldn't mind dating her. Not that she'd want me that way. I'm much too structured. She likes her men to be spontaneous. I'm not that."
"How do you know that?"
"Oh, one time she walked into my office, and kissed me on the cheek. She asked if was going to do anything about it. And I said no. So, she said, that if I wasn't going to kiss her back, then how was I going to kiss a date?"
"So, you do date?"
"Me? No. That's why she sent me here. I don't date, I don't hardly do anything but eat, sleep and work. I can't remember the last time I did anything relaxing."
"Well, if there's anything I can do to help you relax..."
"I'll let you know." He said with a firm nod. "So How about we order?"
It was another hour before they finished dinner, having chatted about each other's lives as they ate. They dressed in their coats and headed out the back and up the paved trail, that had been very recently cleared, to find their cabin.
"Cabin is a generous term." Jerry said, as they approached the small log structure.
"Hell, it's smaller than my apartment. I mean, my bedroom is bigger than this." She said as they approached the door. Jerry opened the door. The inside of the cabin was lit by the flickering fire in the fireplace. Sue found the light switch and turned it on. The light wasn't particularly bright, giving off a soft warm glow that spread through the small structure. The cabin had a small table, with two wooden chairs by the fireplace. A little further along the wall was a small pedestal sink, and beyond that, in a small tiled floor area, was a claw foot bathtub with a shower wand. A small, maybe three-foot square area, separated by a curtain, was a toilet. Beyond that, there was a shelf along the far wall that looked big enough to hold suitcases, and a bed. It had to be a queen size bed at most, but it filled a good two thirds of the open space. "Oh my God." She whispered.
"This is...um...uh...cozy." Jerry said, as he looked around. "Well, better make the best of things. It doesn't look like I'm going to be sleeping on the sofa tonight."
"On the sofa?" She asked.
"Sure...you weren't expecting me to sleep in the same bed with you, were you?"
"Well, actually, um, I was planning..."
"On making me sleep on the sofa. Yeah. I kinda guess that. Sharing the cabin was one thing, sharing your bed is another. I get it. I guess I could lay a few blankets and sleep on the floor until tomorrow."
"Until tomorrow?"
"Sure. You don't want me here. I'm not even sure I want to be here. I'll take the hint and drive down the mountain tomorrow."
"Didn't you tell me that if you left early, you'd get fired?"
"Yeah. But I don't think he'd actually fire me."
"Well, um. Why take the risk. We're adults. I'm sure we can find a way to manage." Sue said, though she wasn't quite sure why. Only an hour ago, sharing the cabin with him had been a complete no go in her book. But after talking to him during dinner, she actually started to like him.
"You're sure about this? I mean, I don't have to stay."
"No. you rescued me on the road. The least I can do is share the cabin with you."
"Well, um. Okay." He said with a shrug.
"Good. Now that's settled, give me a hand with my suitcases?"
Jerry helped her set the two large suitcases on the heavy wooden shelf. She stepped in front of one and opened it. There wasn't a dresser or anything, so she began to set her clothes out on the shelf. There seemed to be more than enough room as she stacked everything neatly and then closed the suitcase, setting it on the floor under the shelf. Jerry sat in one of the wooden chairs and watched her empty the other suitcase, this one filled with ski clothes, boots, sweaters, and the like.
"Just a question. If you had all this cold weather gear in your suitcase, why didn't you change into it before you started walking?"
She turned to look at him. "You know, that's a really good question. I'd like to give you a good answer, but for some reason I just didn't think about it."
"Well, I'm sorry you got cold, but I'm sorta glad you didn't change."
"Why's that?"
"I wouldn't have gotten to look at your legs."
"Oh? Are you suggesting that if I wasn't baring my legs that you might have driven past me?"
"Well, I have to admit, the first thing I saw was your legs."
She rolled her eyes and looked back at her stack of clothing and toiletries. "You want to get your stuff out?"
"I'd usually just work out of my suitcase."
"I think you should unpack it."
"Why?"
"You can tell a lot about a person by what they pack and how they pack."
"Really? Looking at your stuff, I wouldn't have thought you were a city girl. I mean there is a lot of outdoor stuff stacked there."
"I wasn't always a city girl. My parents live in Vermont. I love to go up there and ski when it's in season, and I've even been out moose hunting with my dad, once or twice."
"Wouldn't have guessed that from that pretty dress you have on."
"You really like it?"
"I do."
"I didn't wear it for the looks. I wore it because it's very comfortable for flying. Men tend to be much more courteous of a good-looking woman, than someone wearing a pair of baggy, sweat pants; unless of course, you wear something on top that shows your tits. Legs are a lot easier to show off."
"I guess that makes sense, but doesn't a short skirt leave you trying to cover yourself? I mean, my wife hated to wear short skirts. Well, she used to anyway. Said that she hated having to worry about who might be looking up her skirt."
"I don't worry about that." She said with a grin. She reached down to her skirt and pulled it to her waist, revealing a pair of short shorts. "See?"
"Ahh. Well, that spoils that fantasy."
"What was that?"
"On the ride up. Your skirt was pulling up so far that I thought a little more and I'd be seeing your underwear."
"You were huh? I thought you were paying attention to your driving."
"I was, but that didn't mean I couldn't enjoy how your legs looked."
She looked at him for a few moments. "I'll make a deal with you. Since I need a shower, if you can guess the color of my panties, I'll take the shorts off, and show you my underwear."
"That's easy. Blue." He answered.
She raised her eyebrows. "How do you figure?"
"The shorts might be black, but from what I see in the piles of clothes, you like to match. So, yeah, blue."
She reached to her waist and wiggled the shorts down, working them down her legs. She pulled off her boots and then the shorts. She stood facing him and them pulled the skirt back up, revealing the dark blue bikini underwear. She held it up, feeling her pussy tingle a little in excitement. She wasn't sure why, but it was turning her on, showing her panties off to him. On a sudden whim she challenged him again. "Good guess. Wanna take the same challenge on my bra? You guess the color, and if you're right, I'll take my dress off and show you. But if you lose, you have to take off your pants and show me if you're a boxer or brief guy."
Jerry smiled as he looked at her. "Just so I get this right, you're going to take off your dress if I guess your bra color, and if I don't, I have to drop my pants?"
"That's the deal. Feel like taking the dare? It's not like we're showing off any more than we would be once we put on our pajamas, right? Wait. You don't sleep naked, do you!?"



Jerry laughed. "Only on request."
"Oh. Good. Okay. So, you guess and we'll see what happens."
Jerry had a confident look on his face as he leaned back in the wooden chair. "I'm willing to bet tan."
"You think my bra is tan? That's your guess?"
"It is."
"Why do you think it's tan?"
"Looking at the pile on the shelf, I see four bras, all four are tan."
Sue smiled and dropped her skirt. "Too bad, it was a good guess. But there are more than four bras there. You're only seeing four, but there are others that are different colors." She sat down on the bed with the smile still on her lips. "Guess it's your turn to show me something. Is it boxers or briefs?"
"What happens if it's commando?" He asked her.
"Well then, I'm going to get to see a whole lot more of what makes up that bulge in your pants than I was expecting."
He groaned a little and stood up. She was right. There was a bit of bulge in his pants, from thinking about seeing her in nothing but a bra and panties. He wasn't sure why, other than he hadn't been with a woman in that way for a very long time. He slowly pushed himself up and unbuckled his pants. He took a deep breath and let his pants slide down his legs to pool around his ankles. He stood looking at her, looking for her reaction as she stared at the bulge in the slick spandex boxer briefs. He saw her lick her lips lightly, just the tip of her tongue visible before she shook her head slightly, as if to shake some thought from her head. He wondered if it was the same idea he had, moments before guessing the wrong bra color.
"Well, now that I lost. How about you prove that I guessed wrong?"
"Oh? You don't trust me?"
"I don't know you well enough to trust you yet. I doubt either of us do."
"Touché. Alright." She stood up. It only took a moment for her to undo the belt around her waist. The dress, with the belt attached unwrapped part way around her body, hanging awkwardly, but not exposing more than he's already seen. She reached for the right side of the dress and pulled it out, reaching her left hand into it. In a moment she unfastened whatever held the dress together. She let go with both hands and the dress swung apart, leaving a significant gap from the neck to...well, all the way down. He stood and stared, his cock growing harder by the second as she reached to her shoulders and slipped the dress off, letting it slide down her arms until it fell completely from her.
Her bra wasn't tan as he'd guessed. It was blue, and was unlike the other bras on the shelf. The cups were large triangles held in place by inch wide, soft looking, elastic straps that crossed her chest in an x. Her large breasts were completely contained, and he realized immediately that they had to be even larger than he had guessed. He wondered just how big they would be if they weren't pressed and cradled to her chest as snuggly as they were.
"See, Not tan."
"No. Not tan."
"I'll tell you if you tell me." She said, this time licking her lips more obviously. She could feel a tingle grow deep inside her. It had been quite some time since she felt a man inside her, and this one looked quite a bit bigger than David.
"Tell you what?"
"How big it is?"
"You're kidding right? You want to know how big my dick is?"
"Well, um. Sorta, yeah."
"And if I tell you?"
"I'll tell you how big my boobs are."
"I have a better idea. How about I come over there and take your bra off, and let you take my underwear off. Then we can both find out for ourselves."
She blushed brightly. "No, I don't think I'd do that with a total stranger. Sharing a room or not, that's a bit more than I think I want to do." She turned away and stepped to the shelf with her things on it. At the end of the shelf was a small stack of towels. She drew one from the stack and lay it on the bed next to her. She wasn't brave enough to show off her body to him, but her excitement made her more than brave enough for what she was going to do next. She pulled the elastic straps up her body, pulling the bra up over her head and then off her arms. She dropped it on the bed next to her and then took the towel and wrapped it around her so it covered her from high on her tits to well below her butt cheeks. The next part was a bit harder, but she was determined. She reached under the towel and felt for the leg holes of her panties. She tugged and wiggled, making sure the towel didn't slip off, working the panties down. She pulled them to her thighs and then bent over, pushing her butt out at him as she bent over to push the panties down and step out of them. She could see the crotch was wet, very wet, and she felt her heart pounding in her chest as she stood, bent over, wondering if the towel had pulled up enough to show him anything. She held herself bent that way as long as her courage would allow, and then she straightened. She dropped the panties on the bed and turned to face him.
"So, how do we do this? She asked, looking at the bulge in his underwear, realizing that he had adjusted it and now it looked even longer.
"Do what?" he asked a little hoarsely.
"Shower. There isn't any curtain or anything, so..."
"Well, I suppose I could go outside."
"In the cold? And then what would I do? Go out in the cold in my pajamas while you shower? You are planning on showering, aren't you? I'm not sharing my bed with a dirty body."
"No, I guess that wouldn't work. I guess I could just sit in a chair looking the other way."
She turned and looked at the wall over the bed. "Uh huh. And watch me in the mirror over the bed? No, I don't think so."
"What do you think we should do."
"I think you should sit on the bed and keep your eyes closed while I shower. Then I can get into bed and you can shower and I'll keep my eyes closed."
"I suppose that's fair," he said. He bent over, pulled off his shoes and pants, and then walked toward where she stood between the shelf and the bed. "I'd like to put these with my suitcase." He said as he stood somewhat expectantly. She nodded and moved toward him, holding the front of the towel so it couldn't accidently get pulled off.
She turned sideways, as did he, and the two squeezed by each other, their bodies rubbing together. She paused for half a heartbeat as his hard dick pulled sideways on her towel spreading it and sliding across her mound. The slick material of his briefs slid across her body and her tight blond curls. At that moment she almost wished she had the courage to accidently let go of the towel and let him see her body. She could feel that her pussy was sopping wet and her nipples were rock hard under the towel. Part of her wished he wasn't being so gentlemanly, and would grab her and take her. The other part, the scared part, hoped he wouldn't.
Jerry slipped past her, his body pushing toward hers reflexively. All too quickly they were past each other. He knew the scent, and it wasn't her perfume. She was more than a little bit turned on. So was he. I wanted at that moment to rip the towel from her body, throw her on the bed and fuck her like crazy. But he was brought up better than that. He let her slip by without doing what he really wanted to do. He lay his pants on the suitcase and his shoes on the floor below. He looked at her one last time and then closed his eyes. "Alright. Good to go."
"You sure you aren't going to peek?"
"What do you want to do, blindfold me?"
"That's not a bad idea. I don't know that I have anything blindfold worthy, except maybe my headband."
"Maybe just put your underwear over my head, he joked." He heard her moving and a moment later felt something slip over his head. It was warm and fuzzy. Definitely not panties.
"Here, this should work. I don't think you'd really want my panties over your head, would you? I mean, I've been wearing them all day and they probably reek."
"If they smell anything like you, I wouldn't complain." He said softly, as he felt her adjusting the band. He knew both hands were busy, so if he reached out, it would take nothing to strip the towel off. He moved his hands toward her, only his right hand finding her body. She stopped what she was doing and froze in place for a moment as his hand rested on her towel covered hip.
"You aren't trying to be naughty, are you?"
"If I was, you wouldn't still be wearing that towel."
"No? Why not?"
"Because I'd take it off so I could see your body."
"But you have a blindfold on. How could you see it?"
"Good point. I'd just have to feel it." He said, squeezing her hip slightly.
Her heart was pounding in her chest as she moved toward the bed. She climbed on, facing him, straddling his legs. She pulled both of his hands to her stomach and pressed them flat. She used his wrists to slowly inch his hands up her body. She could feel the heat of his palms against her bare skin, feel his fingers move slightly as if they knew what was coming next. She started this, and she knew it would be horribly unfair to tease him this way and not follow through. Part of her wanted to pull his hands away, and another part wanted to move them faster. She compromised between both parts and slowly inched his hands up. His fingers felt her full round 36 D breasts. She always wore a bra, but not from need. Her breasts were still as firm as they were when she was a teenager, only now much bigger. His fingers stroked what they could touch as she held his wrists, not letting him have full rein to touch her. She had her limits, and she wanted to control what he could and couldn't touch.
She took a long deep breath and let it out before moving his hands further up. She knew what was going to happen. There was no way it wouldn't. The question was, did she want it to? She could stop it now. He had his fingers on her nipples. There was no reason she needed to go further. She'd met the tease. She'd followed through on the unspoken suggestion. She wanted something too, and she felt like she had to go a little further to make it a fair trade. She was big on fair trades. Maybe that's why David's having sex with the housekeeper got her so angry. It was so unfair, and she was on the receiving end of that unfairness.
She pushed his hands higher, sliding them up until his palms were pressed to her nipples. She held them there, letting is fingers stroke the tops of her breasts. As he did the towel did what she knew it would. It slowly loosened, the tucked together portion starting to release. She wasn't at all sure she could do this if he could see her, but with him being blindfolded, well she was in control, wasn't she? She let his hands rest on her breasts, knowing the towel was going to slip loose, any moment. He continued to stroke and squeeze her firm breasts, feeling him work his fingers, and also feel the tightness of the towel changing. She moved her hands to his thighs and squeezed them. His legs were firm and strong, not at all what she had expected from someone deskbound. There was barely enough room between her crotch and his to get her hands flat on his thighs, but it was worth it. For his age, he was still built darn well. She slipped her fingers forward, tilting her body a little more toward him. She knew what it would do, and she was rewarded with what she expected. The motion made the towel slide off of her body, leaving her straddling him completely nude. Her pussy was spread and exposed for him, but he couldn't see it. If he tried to touch it, she doubted she could stop him. But it was exciting none the less.
She hoped that he'd keep his hands on her breasts, but if he didn't, there was little she could do to stop him. She wanted to feel his dick. That's what this was all about. Maybe it was a tease, to both of them, but after seeing the bulge she wanted to feel it. She slipped her hands up, resting one on his hard dick as it lay trapped by his briefs. She felt him squeeze her tits as she gently stroked her hand along its length. She felt him change his grip, his fingers now squeezing her nipples. She knew then that she'd pushed this more than far enough. Unless she wanted to be fucked by a total stranger, with God knows what STD's, she'd better put an end to this.
--o--
Jerry groaned in disappointment when Sue suddenly moved off him, stepping back and pulling out of reach. Things had been going just fine. He was very attracted to her, sexually. No, that wasn't true. For reasons he didn't quite know, he wanted to fuck her brains out. He thought they were on the way there, but then, well, she stopped. She thought he couldn't see through the headband, but he could. Not well, but well enough to enjoy the sight of her extremely enticing breasts. Each large orb was round and firm, her areola just slightly oblong and tilted in opposite directions. Her nipples were rock hard and he could tell that they loved to be sucked, just by how she reacted to his thumbs stroking across them. Yeah, he was pretty sure she was ready to fuck when she let the towel slide off her body. But now, now she was off the bed, quickly wrapping the towel around herself again.
"Did I do something wrong?" He asked, pretending not to know where she was exactly, even though he could see exactly where she was and what she was doing. The gaps in the knit headband opened enough when it was stretched that he could see through them. Maybe she realized it?
"No. It was me. I shouldn't tease like that. It doesn't ever lead to anything good."
"It doesn't?"
"No. That kind of teasing doesn't." She said.
"And you know this how?"
"You forget, I write books about it." She said, as she walked across the room to the tub. He watched her lean over and start the water, the short towel pulling up like it had before. He didn't have near the view as the first time she did it, but it was enough to keep his hard-on rock hard.
"And in your books, what does that kind of teasing lead to?"
She straightened up, pulling her hand from the water. She looked back at him. "Sex. It always leads to sex...and sex with a total stranger, that is going home tomorrow, well, that doesn't ever lead to anything good."
"I see, "he answered, as she dropped the towel and hung it over the chair. He watched her step into the tub and then kneel down. She'd done it sideways to him so he didn't get to see anything more than he already had. She lifted the sprayer to rinse her body and then spent time wetting her hair. She shifted the water back to the tub spout and reached over the side of the tub to find her conditioner.
--o--
She soaped her hair while he sat silently on the bed. She could tell he was disappointed, but she knew she was right. Having sex with a stranger, that was leaving the next day, was not something that was going to help. One-night stands were a staple on her books, but they never led to anything but bad feelings. Often, they led to the destruction of relationships. No, she wasn't going to give in to her baser desires. She wasn't going to go down that road and get hurt again. With her long blonde hair shampooed, she took time rinsing it with the hand wand. She pumped a good handful of conditioner onto her palm and then rubbed it into her hair, working it carefully, not wanting to accidently create any knots or tangles.
She looked back at Jerry, sitting patiently with his back against the wall. He seemed to be being a gentleman and not peek, but she couldn't help but notice his dick was still very hard in his briefs. She wished she could have pulled it out, felt it in her hand, let her lips slip around the fat head. "No, stop it!" She chastised herself quietly. She took in a breath and huffed it out in irritation at herself. She stood up and used the hand wand to wet her body. She picked up the little fluffy sponge and squirted her fragrant body wash on it. She began to soap her body, rubbing it over her breasts and down her sides. She soaped over her body and down her legs, intentionally leaving between her legs for last. She wanted the desire to fade, the want to stop burning inside her. She was sexually stimulated and she knew that if she didn't do something soon, she was going to do something she was trying to avoid.
"He wasn't looking. I mean, he couldn't see her, so how would he know?" she asked herself, as she stood in the tub. She let the sponge rub between her legs, soaping her pussy lips. She used her other hand to slide down as well, her fingers dipping between her legs. She closed her eyes and stifled a moan, as she stroked her clit, the fire and tingle of excitement spreading through her body. She knew just exactly how to touch herself. She'd been doing it for years to make up for the unfulfilling sex she was getting from her husband. She looked over at Jerry and smiled. He couldn't see, but that didn't mean she couldn't pretend he was watching her.
She turned to face him, dropped the sponge to the bottom of the tub. She stepped her feet apart and moved her hand back to her pussy again. She watched him, pretending he was watching, watching her pleasure herself. It was surprisingly stimulating, to think she was fucking herself for a total stranger. She felt the tingle race through her body as one hand pinched her left nipple and the other stroked between her lips and across her clit. She watched him sitting there, and wondered if he could hear. His cock was rock hard. She imagined him pulling it out and stroking it slowly, making his rock-hard cock stand up for her. She stroked her pussy faster, imagining him getting off the bed and walking toward her, wearing nothing, his hand wrapped around his cock. He stepped to her and reached out with his free hand to grasp her nipple. He twisted and pulled it as he watched her finger herself, her climax rushing closer and closer.
She imagined him reaching for her hand and moving it to his hard cock. His replaced hers between her legs. She felt his strong fingers stroke between her legs, finding her clit and concentrating on it. In return she stroked his fat cock, his hips moving slightly with her strokes. She was going to come for him, come on his fingers. She wanted to see him come too. She wanted his cum to squirt out at her, onto her. She wanted to feel his hard appendage as he climaxed for her, showing her how hot and sexy she really was. She would hold his cock, pulling him toward her as his finger stroked her clit just enough.
"Uhhhh." She grunted softly, as her body spasmed and she climaxed. She stood there, panting as her legs trembled and her pussy leaked her juices over her fingers.
"Are you alright?" he asked from the bed.
"Oh, yeah. Fine. Almost done." She answered, suddenly embarrassed at what she had done. She picked up the hand sprayer and started to rinse the soap from her body, and then worked on the conditioner in her hair. She glanced over at him and he seemed uncomfortable, squirming slightly on the bed. His cock was still rock hard and she wondered if he was imagining her doing what she had really done. She turned the water off and reached for the towel she'd put on one of the chairs. She dried herself, gently drying between her legs last. She bent over and rubbed her hair with the towel, drying it as best she could. "I'm, going to have to brush my hair out when I'm done. It could take a little while."
"That's okay. I can shower while you do that."
"You don't want me to be blindfolded?"
"I don't see any reason why. I trust you not to peek."
"And if I do?"
"Would it be so bad if you did?"
"Maybe. It wouldn't exactly be fair."
"I'm not worried."
"Okay then. You can take off the blindfold."
Jerry did as he was asked and looked at her, standing with the towel wrapped around her. She walked to the pile of her items on the shelf and found her brush. She moved a chair to the foot of the bed and set it down, facing the back wall, and the mirror.
"You know, if I wanted to, I could see you in the mirror."



"Well, then turn sideways. Then you can't"
"OH, good idea. You still trust me not to look?"
"I do." Jerry said, as he stepped to the tub. He undressed as she sat in the chair and started to brush her hair. She couldn't see him, but from the sound, she knew he was in the tub wetting himself down. His cock would be completely exposed now. All she'd need to do Is turn and she'd see it. What would a character in her book do? She wondered to herself as she ran the brush through her long hair. Would she look? Most certainly. She'd find some way to peek. The woman would be so turned on from what had happened before, sitting on his lap, that she wouldn't be able to resist. She'd have to, but a character in the book wouldn't. She smiled to herself as she thought of how the woman would do it. She'd feign having to go to the bathroom, and when he wasn't looking, she could slip the blindfold off.
She sat, brushing her hair, thinking about it. Her pussy was getting tingly as she thought about what she would see. Him standing there, soap running down his body, the suds sliding down his chest. Some would continue down his legs, but some, some would gather in his dark pubic curls. He'd be rubbing the soap around his body, and confident that she couldn't see, would rub his hand on his hard cock to wash it. It'd feel good though. Too good. He wouldn't be able to resist stroking it, looking at her in nothing but a towel, imagining her dropping it and walking to him. He'd stand there and stroke himself until he came, squirting his cum so hard that it'd shoot over the side of the tub out onto the tile floor.
She stroked her hair with the brush, the idea she's come up with working on her own desire. It wouldn't hurt to peek, would it? Just for a second. "Jerry?"
"Yeah?"
"I have to go to the bathroom."
"Okay."
"But I'll see you. Maybe you could cover yourself?"
"I'm kinda soapy."
"No problem. I'll use the blindfold." She said, reaching to the end of the bed and finding the headband she had put on him.
"No, that's okay. I'll, um...I'll just turn away while you walk to it."
"No, that's okay. You had to be blindfolded, I should too." She said, knowing full well that she would peek once she was in the small toilet enclosure. She'd be able to peek through the curtain and see the mirror, and in it, him. She pulled the blindfold over eyes. She twisted around her mouth open in surprise. She looked at the wall, and then the mirror and then finally at him. She ripped the blindfold up off her head and jumped to her feet from the chair. "You sonofabitch! You were watching me the whole time! You could see through the blindfold! You watched me washing. You watched me...You saw me...You bastard!" She snapped angrily. As she stared at him, she realized that, besides obviously blushing, and looking sheepish at being caught, he was indeed standing naked, with soap all over his body. He had one hand wrapped around his cock, but she didn't think it was to hide it.
"I'm sorry." He said quietly, shifting his grip on his cock to try and hide it from her. "I didn't mean to. I even tried to tell you I could see through it, but you didn't let me. Then once you were on my lap, well, hell, you were so sexy. I didn't want to stop looking."
His words impacted her more than she imagined. The anger fled from her to be replaced by embarrassment. Here she was, standing, staring at his nude body, like she was accusing him of doing. But it was more than that. It was what he said. She was so sexy that he didn't want to stop looking. It had been a long time since anyone had said anything like that to her. Even her husband hadn't said that in the recent past. The look on his face was one of apology. She believed he was sincerely sorry for having peeked, but more than that, he was sincere about his words.
She was already standing, staring at him. She could feel the towel slipping, moving lower on her breasts. Standing up had shifted it, and now gravity was doing its best to finish the job. She had the brush in one hand and the headband in the other. She could easily switch hands, or even continue to hold both items and grab the towel before it could slip down, but instead she stood there and let it have its way. He'd already seen her naked, so did it matter? She watched his face as the towel slipped to the floor. The look in his eyes was one of lust and desire. She knew he wanted her. She watched him remove his hand from his dick and let it stand out for her to see. He was intentionally letting her see everything he had.
"Seems like you owe me then." She said softly.
"Owe you?"
"Yeah." She said a little hesitantly. "You watched me make myself come, didn't you?"
"I, um...I'm sorry...I shouldn't have, but you looked...I'm sorry."
"So, don't you owe me the same?"
His eyebrows raised. "You want me to jack off for you?"
"Seems fair, right. You watched me. I get to watch you."
"Well, um...Yeah. I guess that's fair. But I haven't ever done...I mean..."
"I know what you mean. You've never jacked off for a woman before. Well, I haven't ever watched a man jack off either. This should be interesting for both of us." She suddenly felt naughty, and tried to reassure him with a smile, but she felt like it was more a leer than a smile. Before her confidence fled her, She pulled the chair around and set it near the tub, only a couple feet away. She sat down, naked, in the chair and waited. He looked down at her, looking at her tits and her crotch, what he could see of it. She could feel her pussy tingling slightly as she watched him watch her. His hand moved on his dick slowly, stroking it's length, as he stared down at her nude body.
She closed her eyes a moment to build a little more courage for what she was thinking. He was still a stranger. She'd never been naked in front of a stranger, and had certainly never let a stranger see her the way she was about to. She opened her eyes to look at his cock as she spread her knees apart. She pushed them wide and then, on impulse, lifted her legs to rest her feet on the side of the tub. She watched his eyes lower to her pussy and stay there, staring as his hand moved faster. She wanted to reach out and touch him, pull his hand from his cock and touch it, wrap her own hand around it and stroke it.
She watched his hand move, each stroke making her wish it was her pussy being stroked, her desire climbing, as her pussy tingled. She reached between her legs and started to stroke her own pussy. Suddenly he stopped, pulled his hand from his cock and let her see it. It was fat and long. Easily seven and a half or maybe a bit more, and fat enough that she thought it would be a squeeze to get it into her. He started to rinse himself, washing off his cock first. His engorged head was purple and shaped like a little like a mushroom, with a smooth rounded end and slightly faring edges. His cock stuck up at an angle, almost pointing at her face, bouncing slightly in a regular rhythm.
He rinsed his whole body and then turned the water off. He reached a hand out and held it extended. She knew it was an invitation, but she wasn't sure for what. Surely if he intended to have sex with her, he'd take her to the bed. Maybe he just wanted to hold her, maybe kiss her? Surely, he wanted to touch her. She knew she wanted to touch him; how could he not want to touch back.
"I'm not going to have sex with you." She blurted out suddenly.
"That's fine." He said in a deep soft tone. She almost felt his desire in his voice, but the look on his face was different. Desire, but also...respect? Did he understand that she had set limits? Men didn't tend to respect limits. Once they got you naked, they took advantage. That was what men did...right? At least most of the men in her books did. She wanted to take his hand and find out. Was he willing to respect her limits. She looked at his hand and wondered how long he would hold it out. Surely, he was getting tired of extending an invitation she wasn't willing to accept. Then, on impulse, she reached her hand out to his.
It was warm and soft, in its own way, as she placed her hand in his. He closed his around hers, firmly gripping her. She had accepted his offer, but what had she accepted? He pulled on her hand gently, stretching her arm out. She moved her feet to the floor and he continued to pull until she pushed off the chair to stand. She wasn't sure what was coming next. He continued to pull, pulling her arm toward him. Did he want her closer? She hesitantly stepped closer, her legs bumping the edge of the clawfoot tub. What he did next surprised her. He let go of her hand and in moments had both arms around her. He pulled her body toward him with one arm, and scooped under her butt cheeks with the other. She squealed in surprise as she was lifted and twisted, until she laying practically on her back in his arms, her legs bent. He held her against him as the new position settled in her mind.
"What are you doing?" She asked breathlessly, barely getting the words out, before he lifted her and lowered his face to hers. He pressed his lips to hers, undeterred by her lack of response. She hadn't given him permission to kiss her! How dare he!
"Sorry." He whispered, as he pulled his face back. "I thought you wanted more than just sitting and watching."
She looked at his face, his expression one of disappointment. "I'm not going to have sex with you." She said again, in a ragged whisper.
"I understood that. That doesn't mean we can't make each other feel better. It's a lot more fun to go to bed sated rather than frustrated."
"You have experience with that? Frustrated I mean."
"Much too much." He answered as held her.
She wondered how long he planned on holding her, or even how long he could. She didn't have long to wait to find out. Only a few moments later he began to slowly lower her down until she was standing in the tub with him, her chest pressed to his, his hard dick pressed to her body. "Sorry." He whispered, as he released her. He stepped back and then turned to step out of the tub.
"Wait!" She said, louder than she intended as she reached out and grabbed his arm. He paused, but didn't turn back. She lowered her voice and gently coaxed him to turn back to face her. "Please wait." He stood in front of her and she let go of his arm. She was nervous that he might still take things further than she wanted, but at the same time, part of her, part of her deep down, wanted him to take her the same way she feared he would. It was all so confusing for her. How to explain it to him? How to make him understand she was desperately afraid to be hurt again. She hadn't recovered from David, leaving like he did. She doubted she ever would. But because of that she'd built a wall around her heart and she didn't want it to be breached, especially not by someone who would be leaving the next day.
He looked at her, looked at her face and saw something in her blue eyes that he could understand. He felt he same fear in his own heart. He didn't want to be hurt, so whatever he was going to do was only superficial. A one-night stand, why not? How bad can you be hurt by a one-night stand? "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have looked and I certainly shouldn't have tried to force this someplace it wasn't intended."
She thought he was going to say more and instead he turned and stepped out of the tub. She reached out to stop him, but drew her hand back before she touched him. She watched him walk across the room, still dripping wet. He pulled a t-shirt from his suit case and then a pair of shorts. He slipped on a pair of shoes and then walked to the door. Sue stood naked in the tub as he opened the door and stepped out. "surely he's not leaving." She thought to herself. She stepped out of the tub and moved quickly to gather her towel. She wrapped it around her body and stepped to the door. She was just opening it when he was doing the same from the outside. He had a load of fire wood in his arm.
She nodded and stepped back, letting him step in. He walked to the fireplace and squatted down. She walked back to the bed and watched him building the fire while she pulled on the heavy flannel pj's she'd brought. She was dressed and slipping under the covers when he finished the fire. He walked to the door and flipped off the light, leaving the crackling fire illuminating the room. He walked to the bed, and stood looking around, she wasn't sure what for. Then it dawned on her. He was going to sleep on the floor. She reached across the bed to near where he was standing and flipped the heavy covers back. She held out a hand for him.
"You sure?"
"No," she answered. "But I'm willing to take the risk."
He climbed into the bed, laying close to the edge, and pulled the covers up. "Good night." He said quietly.
Sue lay quietly, listening to him breath, watching the orange dancing lights on the ceiling. She remembered his words. 'it was more fun to go to bed sated, than frustrated.' That was what she had done to him. Unwittingly she had been the worst cock tease in the world. She had unintentionally teased him when she played with herself and made herself climax in front of him. Then she watched him. He'd trusted her to not look and she had, just like he had. But unlike him, she sat down and flashed her whole body to him, pushing his excitement up, and then, when he tried to kiss her, she threw cold water on him. She was surprised that she could be so cold. Maybe she had been with David?
"Some romance writer I am." She whispered to the ceiling, not sure if he was awake or not. "Here I have a guy in one of the most romantic places I've ever been, and what did I do? I shied away from it. No wonder I can't write anything romantic. I've forgotten what it means to be that way." She waited, silently, listening to his breathing. "What am I doing?" she whispered to herself. "Am I pushing his advances away because I'm that afraid?"
---4---
Jerry lay in bed, looking at the ceiling. This had been the strangest day of his life. He was most definitely going to give Joan an ear full when he got home. It had been a long drive and he was getting sleepy. He lay under the covers and looked at the orange glow of the dancing flames. He knew that Sue wasn't asleep either. He could hear her whispering to herself. Finally, she asked herself a question that she didn't seem willing to answer.
"What are you afraid of?" He asked
She jerked, startled, her breath a deep gasp. "I thought you were asleep." She said, as she tried to get her heart to stop pounding so hard.
"No, just laying here." He answered quietly.
"Because of me?"
"Sorta."
"Because we didn't have sex?"
"Well, that doesn't help."
"I told you I wasn't going to."
"I know."
"So why be frustrated?"
"There are a lot of things people can do, besides have sex."
"Like what?"
He chuckled at her question. "You're an author. I'd think you'd have a good imagination."
"Six months ago, I did. Now I can't seem to write anything romantic."
"Maybe you're trying too hard."
"No, my last book was horrible. Tessa, the main character, spent so much time brooding about her failing relationships that she didn't even see the ones available in front of her."
"Sounds like someone that got hurt."
"It was. Tessa was hurt by the man she thought she was going to marry. She found out he was seeing another woman, and had been for months before their wedding. She didn't know until after they were married that he was cheating on her."
"I see. Can I ask a personal question?"
"Sure,"
"How long was it before you found out?"
"What do you mean?"
"You said you were divorced and didn't want to talk about it. I'm pretty sure you're divorced because he was cheating on you."
"He was...He got me a housekeeper to help me concentrate on my writing. I don't know when it started, but he started fucking her. I guess I didn't see, because I didn't want to see. One day I caught them at it. He said it was a one-time thing, and he'd never do it again. All he did was get better at hiding it. I got suspicious and bought a nanny cam. I caught him, on camera, coming home and stripping her right in the living room and fucking her. When I confronted him about it, he said that if I didn't want to fuck him, he'd find someone that would. So, I told him to go take the weekend and have all the fun with her he wanted. By the time he came back the locks were changed and everything he owned was sitting in the hallway."
"I guess she was younger?"
"Oh yeah. Twenty something little Latina girl. Maria. What a fucking slut."
"I'm sorry."
"Yeah, me too. So, trusting men is a little hard right now."
"And a stranger even more so?"
"Yeah." She whispered.
The two of them lay silently for a long time, the firelight flickering across the ceiling. He looked up at the head of the bed and watched the light in the mirror as well. The whole room was softly lit by the gently flickering, orange flames, serenaded by a gentle crackling of the pine logs.
"So, just exactly what were you going to do, in the tub I mean." She suddenly asked.
"I just thought that maybe we could do what each of us were already doing, but to the other. If that makes sense."
"You wanted me to jack you off while you what, played with my pussy?"
"That was kinda the idea. Sex without having sex."
"And the kiss?"
"It was a spur of the moment thing. I just suddenly felt like kissing you. I wanted to feel your kiss. Didn't work out so well."
They were both silent for a while before he heard her softly ask, "What if I would have kissed you back?"
"I guess right now we'd be cuddling instead of watching the flames on the ceiling, talking about divorces."
The bed jostled and he looked over to see Sue getting out of bed. She walked to her pile of clothes and dug into it. She pulled something out and then walked to the small toilet area. She closed the curtain. He knew she wasn't going to the bathroom, not by the amount the curtain was pushed and moved. When it pulled back again, he was surprised. He watched her walk toward the bed wearing something light blue, and mostly see through. He'd already seen her naked, but somehow this looked even better. She crossed the small one room cabin and walked up his side of the bed. She stopped next to him. She looked down at him and then held a hand out. It took him a few moments to understand. He tossed back the covers and stood up. He wasn't sure what to expect at this point, but her reaching her arms around his neck to pull them together wasn't a total surprise. She lifted herself on her tip toes to bring her lips to his. She didn't kiss him, not at first. She waited, brushing her nose across the tip of his, breathing her air against his lips, until he put his arms around her waist. Only then did she move, the slight distance it took, to bring her lips to his.
Her lips were soft and her breath hot, as she very tenderly pressed her lips to his. In a lot of ways, it was the kind of kiss he imagined, when he tried to kiss her in the tub. Julia always told him he rushed everything and never allowed romance to build. He was determined not to do that this time. He held her tight, feeling her chest rise and fall with her breathing, her hard nipples moving on his chest as he returned the kiss. She used her tongue to coax his mouth open and then slipped her tongue into his mouth. Somehow this felt right, being here, having a very sexy woman in his arms. He wanted to take her down onto the bed with him, but after the tub, he wasn't at all sure how she would respond. Her lips pulled from his and then she moved her face side to side, brushing her hot lips against his. He could feel his cock growing in his shorts, and it wasn't going to be long before she too noticed. She very slowly eased her face away from his, lowering herself down to be flat footed again. He felt a little breathless, but in a good way. He looked down at her, her bright blue eyes searching his face for something. He wasn't sure what.



She moved her arms from around his neck and then down to his shirt tail. "I think you look better without this shirt. How about we get rid of it?"
He let her push it up his body and then his arms until she couldn't reach any higher. He helped her pull it off and handed it to her. She tossed it aside and then looked at him with hesitation.
"As many times as I've written about this, I can't remember the last time I did it. I hope you don't mind if I'm not very good." She whispered.
"Somehow I don't think it will matter." Jerry answered her, pretty sure she was about to try and suck his dick. He didn't want to tell her that he couldn't remember the last time someone had done it to him either. She slowly lowered herself to her knees and then pulled his shorts down. His cock was already hard and nearly slapped her in the face as she pulled the waistband down. She looked up at him and then at his hard cock. She wrapped one hand around it and then moved her face toward him. He could feel her hot breath as she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. She licked around his mushroom head, feeling her tongue slide around it and over the tender spot under the head. She leaned her face toward him and closed her lips around his head. "That's it." He whispered encouragingly. He didn't want her to think he wasn't enjoying it, because he was. She slipped more of him into her mouth and then moved her hand to try and push his cock further into her mouth. He felt his head press into the entrance of her throat. With an unladylike gag she jerked her head back, looking up at him with concern.
"Take it slow. I don't mind." He whispered to her.
She nodded and moved her face back to his dick. This time she took less of him into her mouth and used her hand to slide on it, pumping it back and forth behind her mouth. Her saliva coated his shaft and he closed his eyes, letting his mind picture her in the tub again, standing nude, her legs spread and her fingers between her lips. He imagined himself climbing from the bed and walking toward her. She stared at him as she continued to stroke her fingers in and out of herself. He reached for her hand and stopped it. He pulled her hand from her pussy and then moved toward her. He stepped into the tub with her, pressing his body against her soap covered chest. Her tits slid easily across his chest as he turned them to face each other. He moved his face to hers and pressed his lips to hers. She moaned in pleasure as their lips parted and their tongues slipped into each other's mouths. He reached down with one hand to find his hard cock, trapped between their bodies. He pushed it to the side and then down, forcing it between her thighs. He could feel her hot, wet pussy lips pressing against his shaft, her inner lips spread on either side of his shaft. He started to rock his hips, sliding his shaft along her lips and between her slick thighs. Her clit ground against the top of his shaft and she was soon moving in rhythm to him, grinding her clit on his rock-hard shaft, her thighs slapping against his wetly.
He held her ass and squeezed it as her pussy teased his head each time he slid back. He could feel the urgency grow, and knew he was about to come. "UH FUCK!" he grunted loudly, as the first shot of cum lanced from his head. The sound of choking broke into his fantasy, and he looked down quickly with concern. His first shot must have gone down her throat, or when he jerked, he shoved his cock too deep. Either way her face was now off his cock, her hand under her chin as she gagged the surge of cum out of her mouth and throat. He would have stopped if he could, but there was no way to hold back the rest of his load. His cock surged and squirt after squirt of hot white cream sailed from his cock onto her face. He stood there panting, looking down at her cum covered face, the look looking back at him of shock and displeasure.
He stood with his cock still drooling while she held it, the little drizzles dripping down her wrist and arm as she knelt in front of him, trying as hard as he was to catch her breath. She looked up at him and gaspingly apologized. "I'm sorry. I wanted to make it so good, and I messed it all up."
He lowered himself to kneel in front of her. "No Sue, you didn't mess anything up. I should have warned you I was about to come, but I was so engrossed in how it felt. It was my fault, really."
"The last time someone sucked you like this, did they almost barf on your feet?"
He chuckled. "No, they didn't."
"Well, I almost did."
"Come on, let's get you cleaned off." He got up and walked to the tub for the towel he left there. He came back and knelt before her, wiping the cum from her face before too much could drip down and ruin the sexy little thing she had on. It only took a few minutes and he walked her around to her side of the bed, and then walked back around to his. He didn't expect anything, but he was pleased when he climbed into bed and she scooted over next to him and snuggled against him. He moved his arm and she let him put it around her shoulder and pulled her against him. He kissed her forehead as she lay her head on his chest, and then he held her until he faded off to sleep.
---5---
The transition from the peaceful dream to the quiet reality of the post-dawn morning slipped gently to her. The feeling of a warm body against hers, the sound of soft, gentle, regular breathing, the feeling of a partly hard cock in her hand, all brought the reality of the previous evening into focus. She lay there, feeling her breasts pressed to his back, only the very thin silky material of her chemise separating her skin from his. Further down, where the material had bunched up, she could feel their skin pressed together, the warmth of their bodies shared together under the heavy comforter. She felt his partly hard dick in her hand, and wondered if he was dreaming anything like she had been. She gently removed her hand from his member, and slowly, so as not to wake him, rolled away. She slipped the hand that had so recently been holding him, between her thighs to stroke her fingers up her wet pussy. Yes, it had been a very nice dream.
For a few moments she considered rolling him onto his back and making that dick the rest of the way hard so she could ride it. But the thought was pushed away with a frown. There was no point in getting further involved with a man that was about to walk out of her life, no matter how much she was attracted to him. Relationship pain was no stranger to her, and Sue didn't see any reason to invite more.
With a reluctant sigh she climbed from the bed into the chilly air. With practically nothing on, and the fire having died out long ago, there was little to keep her warm. She pulled off the chemise and tossed it onto the clothes neatly stacked on the shelf, and selected a satin, long sleeved t-shirt, to slip on in its place. A pair of pink stretch pants came next, not even taking time for panties as the chill invaded her body and made her shiver. She looked back at the bed as she pulled the pants up her legs and briefly wondered if the choice to go without panties was based on the desire still flowing through her body from the dream, or the cold? She shook her head with a frown and pulled the stretch pants back off, grabbing a pair of thong panties and slipping them on before pulling the pants on again. A pair of wool socks, her Scruggs boots and a sweater finished her attire.
She looked back at the bed again, and the sleeping man there. Sue wasn't sure why she was confused, but she was. Part of her wanted him gone as fast as he could, while another part of her wanted to get naked again and climb in bed with him again, to feel his kisses again, this time to let him put that sexy cock someplace else into her and let him make her climax with it. She frowned at herself for letting that thought even coalesce in her mind. She walked to the fireplace and stacked logs onto the dying embers, coaxing the coals to life until she had a nice fire crackling away. "It's just to keep it warm for me later," she told herself, but deep inside, she knew she was lying. As much as she didn't want to admit it, she wanted to warm it up for him. She walked to her suitcase under the shelf, and picked up her pink down jacket that was laying on it. She slipped it on and then slipped out the cabin door.
The snow had been heavy, with a nearly three-foot drift, only as many feet from the door. She could see down the hill toward the main building, a team using shovels and a snow blower cleaning the paved path that wound up the hillside to all the cabins. She could tell it would take a while for them to get this far. She pulled out her phone dialed the second number in her speed dial list.
Hello?
"Martha! You are so dead when I get back to Boston!"
Good morning to you too, Sue!
"You knew! You knew I was going to have to shack up with a total stranger!"
Of course I knew. You weren't about to do it on your own. So, tell me! Is he a young stud that can fuck for hours? Or a middle age hunk that knows how to pleasure a woman in oh so many ways?
"He's a seventy-year-old with a walker and he couldn't get it up if he had to!"
Martha laughed on the other end of the line. Okay. You don't want to tell. That's fine. So how was the trip?"
"Wonderful. It was hours in an airport, hours in a flying squish box, trapped next to a man that made every third comment sound like a pickup line. He did everything but proposition me."
Was he at least good looking?
"NO!"
Well that sucks. But it could have been worse.
"It was! Halfway up the mountain some damn deer ran across the road and I ended up in a snow bank! If this guy hadn't come along, I'd have frozen to death!"
That would have been terrible. At least you got rescued. Was HE at least cute?
Sue took a breath and let it out slowly, the anger suddenly fading away as she thought about Jerry picking her up, rescuing her. Not that she should have needed it. Why she'd started walking without changing into her ski suit was beyond her. She did think he was cute though. She even found him...interesting. Right up until she found out she was going to be sharing the cabin with him.
Hello? Earth to Sue? You still there?
"Huh? Yeah. Just lost in thought a moment."
So he was cute then!
"Yeah, he's cute. About fortyish. Shore dark hair, gray-blue eyes, nice strong features, not chiseled in stone, but strong lines. Nice firm chest," she said softly, as she recalled how he looked and how he felt, when he picked her up and tried to kiss her. "Strong but gentle, forceful, but not overbearing. Kinda thoughtful. He could have taken me, could have pushed that sexy cock into me any time, but he didn't. He wouldn't take advantage of me, even though I gave him chances."
Wait a second girl. Are we still talking about the guy that picked you up?
"Huh? Yeah. Turned out he was my bunk mate. The guy I was paired up with. We both showed up expecting our own cabins and then found out we were sharing one."
Oh damn girl. How lucky can you get? Did you fuck his brains out all night?
"Uh...No...We haven't actually had sex. Just a little fooling around."
Why not?
"Because there isn't any point in getting involved with a man that's going to run out of my life less than twenty-four hours after he walks in."
Honey, that's called a one-night stand. You're gonna be there for the whole week!
"Yeah, I am, but he's not. We agreed. He wasn't staying and he'd go home this morning."
What? Why?
"Neither of us are up for a relationship. Too much hurt to get involved."
And that's exactly why your last book stunk. That's why I sent you there. To experience something that should wake your insides up! It sorta sounds like it already has. Listen to how you describe him. Not just his looks, but how he's treated you. You're smitten! I don't know why, but he's already inside you. If you walk away from this you might be walking away from the one thing you need.
"And what do I need?"
Love sweetie. L.O.V.E. That's what's missing from your life, and from your writing. I can already hear the change. Even if you're not ready to love again, use this to light the fire in your writing. Just think, stranded woman rescued by single guy, ends up forced to share a room and a bed and she falls in love with him? Tell me that isn't the plot of your next book? So, what happens next? Do you seduce him, or do you do normal things and leave the door open with hints and suggestions until he takes it into his own hands, and you with it? Come on girl. Use your talents and maybe the plot is your life? It could be you know. Figure out some way to make him stay, at least until you can figure out your own mind.
"You think I should? Lead him on like that? What if I can't...what if I can't let my heart out like that? How can I hurt HIM that way?"
Listen to yourself. You've already let him into your heart. If you hadn't, you wouldn't be worrying about hurting him. Martha said softly on the other end of the connection. You figure a way to keep him there and let your heart do what hearts do. She said, before hanging up.
Sue stood looking at the phone. Was she right? Had she already let him into her heart? If she had, then him leaving would do what she didn't want, more heartache. Martha was right. She had to keep him here, at least until he proved he wasn't worth her time. He's a man! It shouldn't take long for his true colors to show. She just needs to be nice so he'll stay a few more days, and when he shows that he's a typical jerk of a man, it'll be easy to push him away.
---6---
Jerry woke and looked around with bleary eyes. It took a moment to recall where he was and why. He looked to his right and was disappointed to see the bed empty. Sue's clothes were all still piled on the shelf, but she was nowhere to be seen. He pushed himself up on his hands and noticed the fire had been built up and the small cabin was pleasantly warm. He swung out of bed and padded nude to the small stool and took care of morning business. He looked out the small window on the wall by the toilet and was surprised at how much snow had fallen overnight. It wasn't going to be a fun drive home. Heard the door and turned toward it.
"Hey sleepyhead! Brought you some breakfast!" Sue said cheerfully, as she set two Styrofoam containers on the table along with a small drink carrier, containing four foam cups. "Wasn't sure if you were coffee or not, so I brought coffee and hot coco."
He looked at her pulling her bright pink coat off. Somehow it didn't surprise him that she'd have a pink jacket. She was a girly girl all the way, or at least it seemed that way. As the coat came off, he could see she had on a long sleeve shirt under it. The material of the cream-colored shirt was thin enough to allow her hard nipples to poke the front out. He watched her bend to pull off the short boots, the furry top trim caked with snow, her tits wiggling enticingly in the thin shirt. He felt his dick start to harden and tried to cover it with his hands before she could notice. He saw her grin, as she straightened, her gaze on his partly hidden cock. After a few moments she looked down at her legs, the cabin heat making the snow melt and soak into the thin material. She frowned and shook her head as she moved her hands to her hips. Jerry stood and stared as she started pushing the waist of the pink stretch pants down. She wiggled her butt side to side to work the tight waistband down over her backside.
Turning her back to him, she bent over to work the tight material down her legs. Her butt was completely bare, with only one small string up between her creamy smooth cheeks, to mar the beauty in front of him. He couldn't help himself, and instead of hiding his dick, one hand wrapped around it and stroked it slowly, as she bent further, pushing her butt out at him. Only the smallest bit of beige material covered her pussy lips, as she stayed bent over, pushing her butt out further as she worked the material over her feet. Pulling the pink spandex over her feet one by one, she set her feet back down, but this time spread apart, almost as if she were inviting him to take her, and he was sorely tempted. But he didn't need that in his life. He was going home this morning and starting a sexual relationship with someone who lives halfway across the country was stupid. And then... it was too late.
She straightened and turned to face him again, catching him stroking his dick. She grinned naughtily, as she stepped toward him. "Nice to know I still look good enough to give a guy a hardon," she said softly, as she moved right to him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled them together, his dick slipping between her thighs as he pulled his hand away to reach for her hips. He intended to push her away, to put an end to what they both knew was going to end badly, but somehow, he couldn't. The feeling of her soft thighs, the heat of her pussy pressed to his shaft, the hardness of her nipples against his chest, and the softness of her lips against his...instead of pushing her away he let his arms wrap around her and pull them together more firmly. She moaned into his mouth as her tongue explored his. The two embraced for seconds, that turned into minutes, both of them feeling their desire for each other growing with each gasping breath.
"This isn't good." Jerry managed to get out between kisses.
"Why? You got something better to do?"
"I should be packing,"
"No point. Road's closed. Said it might be three or four days before it's open."
"That long?"
"Uh huh. Now, if we're going to be stuck together for three or more days, don't you think we should clear the air?"
"How so?"
"Sex. You're turned on by me, I'm turned on by you, we're not seeing anyone, so why not let it happen, just sex, no strings attached."
"Just sex?"
"Just sex."
He let his arms loosen around her body and lifted her shirt, pulling it up until she had to lift her arms. When she brought them down again, they were back around his neck. She pulled them back together to continue the embrace. Jerry had other ideas. He wanted a close up look at her pussy. And a taste. He reached for her cheeks and gripped them, lifting and turning her until he could set her butt on the table. She released her hold on him with a soft girlish giggle. She leaned back until she was resting on her elbows, her face turning serious as he lifted and spread her legs. She wore the thong because she hated having panty lines show through the stretch pants. At least if they did, they should look sexy. Now that she was nearly naked again, she realized her teasing to keep him here had gone too far. She was just going to flash him and give him a small kiss, just lead him on a bit. She didn't know why the kiss turned into such a sexy embrace, and she had no idea why she threw caution to the wind and invited him to have sex with her. She didn't intend to. She wanted him turned on, she wanted him to force himself on her, but instead she gave him the green light to take her, in any way he wanted.
He pulled the tiny thong panty off her legs, tossing them over his shoulder, leaving them both nude. He wanted to step between her legs push right into that incredibly sexy looking pussy. He could already smell her aroma, the scent telling him she was as turned on as he was. Jerry had always loved licking and teasing a woman to climax. It was almost as important to him that she climax, as it was for him to. Here she was, a total stranger, well, almost, with her legs spread, waiting for him. He stared down at her pussy, and then looked up her body, up her smooth firm abdomen, her full round breasts and their light brown areola. Her nipples stuck up rigidly, almost begging to be sucked on. His eyes moved to her face. What he saw there surprised him. This was no strings attached sex, but instead of lust, he saw anticipation and nervousness. It suddenly felt like gratuitous sex wasn't normally in her vocabulary. Her face implored him to do it, yet at the same time was afraid he would.



Jerry twisted a chair around and sat down, moving his head between her legs.
"Ooohh damn!" She moaned softly, as Jerry began kissing the inside of her right thigh. His kisses were soft and wet, each kiss followed by a gentle lick with the tip of his tongue. Each new kiss was more of a tease, making her pussy tingle and beg for a cock. Jerry slowly, methodically, kissed his way towards her pussy, almost as if each one were precisely measured. She reached with one hand and tried to pull him closer to her wet lips, but he'd have none of it. His kisses continued, inch by inch, each one teasing her more. She wanted him to touch her, to lick her, even stick something in her if he wanted. He was almost there, his lips almost on hers, then, just as she felt his breath on her wet lips, he pulled away.
"Noooooo!" She moaned, trying to pull his face back. His hair was too short to grip and he easily pulled way to place his next kiss on her left thigh, nearly to her knee. He had to know how teasing it was, how it made her want him, not just to kiss her there, but to take that cock, that long fat cock she'd put in her mouth last night, to put it inside her and let it fill her. "Oh God, please." She moaned, her legs hooking down until she felt his back with her heels. She tried to pull him to her, arching her back in a desperate plea to kiss her leaking pussy.
Jerry smiled inside to himself, knowing from only the few whom he had ever been with, just how teasing this was. Julia used to beg him to fuck her after he got done kissing and licking his way to her pussy. He enjoyed licking her and tasting her wetness. He loved slowly slipping a finger into her, as he teased her clit with his tongue. It was the first part of what had always been very good sex. But it wasn't any longer. She had walked out of his life to leave him alone. Sue's heels pulled on his back, bringing his thoughts back to the woman in front of him. He was doing to her what he had done to Julia so many times, but what he felt inside wasn't just sex. He WANTED Sue to climax for him. He wanted her to feel pleasure at his touch, and not just because that's how good sex worked, but because somewhere inside feelings for her were growing like a small crackle of tinder igniting a larger fire.
Jerry kept his pace, despite her heels digging into his back, despite the sudden concern that he might be letting this be more than just no strings attached sex. No, Jerry was so turned on and attracted to Sue that he wanted to make her climax for him and with him in the same way that he had Julia, early in their relationship. Despite his concerns he kept kissing, knowing that each pause after each kiss was making her want him more. Each kiss, moving almost exactly an inch, eighteen kisses per thigh, made her desire for him grow. He was down to the last three kisses, these on her full round lips on either side and then the last, on her delicate inner lips.
His intent, his desire, was to excite her body until she wanted him, more than she wanted him to leave, right now. He didn't exactly know why, but her words that told him the roads were snowed in did anything but disappoint him. He was secretly glad to have to stay with her longer. He stuck his tongue ever so gently between her lips and tasted her excitement as he stroked slowly up her slit, spreading her lips as he searched for her clit.
"Fuck yes!" She gasped, as his tongue found her hard clit and flicked across the tip. She'd been wanting his touch there for what felt like an hour now, his soft teasing kisses making her pussy tingle and leak in anticipation. He stroked his tongue again, sliding it up the length of her slit to her clit. This time he didn't just flick across it, no he concentrated on it, teasing over and around it, sending those tingles racing through her whole body. Suddenly there was more. Mixed with the exquisite sensations flowing through her pussy, her body was the feeling of something pushing into her. She gasped and arched her back again, as he pushed two fingers slowly into her.
"Oh, fuck yes!" She moaned again, as he curled his fingers up into her. Her whole body suddenly felt like it was on fire inside, as his fingers stroked the front of her vagina, his finger tips stroking across that sensitive place behind her pubic bone. How did he know to do that? Was he so much more experienced at sex than she was? She'd written this in some of her books, but until now, only one man had given her the sensations that were racing through her body. The orgasm that has been building since the start of their kiss suddenly burst upon her. Her whole body shook and trembled furiously as she tried not to cry out. She felt her pussy clenching and spasming around his fingers, as her whole body shook and trembled. Then something else started. As he kept stroking his fingers over that sensitive spot inside her, his tongue flicking wildly across her clit, she suddenly felt like she had to pee. She knew she didn't, and she knew exactly what it was. In some ways it scared her. It was something that meant she was totally under his spell, that her orgasm was reaching heights only one other man had been allowed to cause.
"Fuck I'm coooooooming!" She cried, as her body spasmed. With his tongue rapidly flicking over her clit, she knew he was going to get a surprise he didn't expect. Summoning her self-control during the middle of an orgasm this powerful was difficult, but she had to. She moved one hand to his head and pushed it back moments before she could hold it back no longer. She her body jerked and sent a massive gush of her juices out of her pussy. The stream hit Jerry in the face and neck. He looked surprised for a moment and then smiled at her as her body sent another, seconds long, stream out to splatter on his chest. Undeterred, he pulled his hand from her pussy and stood between her legs. He lifted and spread her legs further, nearly rolling her butt cheeks off the table as he pushed her legs back toward her head. He aimed his far member at her still gushing pussy, not even needing his hands to aim himself, to press his head to her, between her lips, into her sopping wet depths. He groaned In pleasure as he eased his cock slowly into her.
Jerry wanted this, and he knew she did as well. He'd done everything he knew of to give her the strongest orgasm he could. Now it was his turn. He watched the pleasure on her face, as he pushed all the way into her, a third powerful stream gushing from her as he pressed his pubic curls to hers. He started to stroke in and out of her, thrusting hard into her to jam his engorged mushroom head against the end of her vagina. Her vaginal walls clenched and squeezed him as he plunged into her over and over. He let go of her legs so they fell down past his arm, the new position of her pussy forcing her clit against his shaft as he drove into her. He reached to her sexy tits, aiming not for her whole breast, but the turgid nipples poking up on each one. He gripped and twisted and pulled and pinched each one as he drove himself into her. He could feel her pussy clenching and releasing as she spasmed over and over as the stroking of her clit pushed her orgasm up even further. She gasped and cried out in pleasure, most of it unheard by him as the pounding of his heart drowned out everything but the squish of her juices as he plunged into her over and over.
"Gonna come!" He gasped loudly. He felt his balls tighten, and the urgency to shove into her one last time grow. His higher brain functions worked just enough, overriding his baser instincts. At the last second, just when he could hold back no longer, he pulled his cock from her still spasming pussy and grasped it. He pushed his body toward her, trapping his balls against her sopping wet lips. His hand stroked only a few times to renew the push to climax. He stood between her spread legs and watched his cum shoot from his engorged head. The first rope of hot white cum sailed through the air to land on her face and chest. The sight reminded him of the night before, making the next few squirts nearly as powerful. Only after a full dozen surges had covered her from hair to stomach, did his cock slow to an occasional twitch, drooling the remnants on her curl covered mound, as he started to soften.
"Oh my God." She panted.
"Hope it met your expectations."
"Met and exceeded. Jesus that was...it was...I don't want you to think...well, I'm not sure what I want you to think. But that was the best orgasm I think I've ever had."
"Good! Then I did well." He said with a confident smile.
"You did more than well."
"I think we need a shower though," Jerry said, looking down at his cum all over her and her juices drying on his chest.
"Yeah. And breakfast is getting cold."
"Well, if it takes us too long to shower, we'll just get lunch down at the lodge."
"Think it will take that long to shower?" she asked.
Jerry chuckled. "I think that after opening the door, I don't see any reason not to go fully through it. Showering with you, here, in the open like this, it's bound to get me hard again, and I'd like to do what I started last night."
"Fuck me in the shower?"
"You don't like the idea?"
"Actually, I like it very much." She said, as he helped her to sit up on the table.
---7---
Jerry was right. Breakfast was stone cold by the time they finished showering. He had to admit that Sue was very different from Julia. Where Julia has been demanding and controlling, withholding sex if she didn't get her way, Sue was playful, wanting to touch and explore, and be touched. The only thing that was frustrating him at the moment was, well, her split attention. He supposed a writer would be tempted to write an idea when it hit them, But taking the time to pull away right after sex in the shower to write notes, well, he didn't understand. Now they'd both finished brunch almost twenty minutes ago and she was still madly writing notes on her phone. It was almost as if she were trying to write about what they were doing instead of living it.
"Almost," she said, seeing that he was starting to get impatient. "Something about you stirred an idea and I have to jot it down before I forget."
"Do you always do this?"
"Oh yeah. Occupational hazard. David got so frustrated that one time he grabbed my phone and threw it in the lake."
"Ouch."
She giggled a little. "He ended up paying for it and I used it in my next book. So, it all worked out okay for me."
"Not so much for David."
She frowned. "No, he'd rather be shacked up with some little hussy from South America. Good riddance!"
"Big talk for a woman that still says his name in her sleep."
"I DO NOT!" She protested loudly.
"I'm afraid you do. At least you did last night while you were playing with me."
"I DID WHAT?"
He leaned over the table closer. "About two something in the morning I woke up from a very realistic dream. So realistic that I was about to come. I haven't had a wet dream I could remember since I got married to one. But I was having one last night because this incredible sexy woman was stroking my dick and playing with herself at the same time. I thought it was me you were dreaming about until you started begging David to make you come. By the way, who's Ellena?"
"Ellena was a friend from his work. He wanted to try a threesome. Since I'd written them many times in my books, but never did one, he suggested that I try one. I would have picked a guy, but he convinced Ellena to join us. You remember me saying that orgasm this morning was the hardest I'd ever had? Well, the one with David fucking me, while Ellena lay on top of me, making me lick her to climax while she played with my clit, well that would be number two, well, two, three and maybe four. David didn't quit until he'd made both of us come in some kind of position where we were licking each other, three times."
"Sounds hot. Did you use any of it in your books?"
"Some, but the publishers seemed to always want me to tone those down. They tended to get a bit graphic."
"I haven't ever...not with two women at once."
"Don't think you could handle two women at once?"
He shrugged. "Probably could just never found a reason to try."
"If you did, who would it be?"
"Huh?"
"Surely you have someone you fantasize about, that you would, if she approached you to do it."
Jerry felt himself blush.
"Ahhh! There is! Tell me!" Sue coaxed, leaning across the table toward him. "A neighbor? A friend? Maybe a family member?"
"No! Absolutely not!"
"Okay, tell me then. Who?"
"I don't think so."
"Come on. I told you my most embarrassing sexual story, tell me."
"Okay, but this never goes into your notes, or god forbid, one of your books."
"Okay. I promise."
Jerry took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "My bosses wife." He whispered.
"Who?"
"My bosses wife." He said again a little louder.
"Oh really? Why?"
"Just...something that happened once."
"Okay. Now you have my complete attention."
"It's something I'm not very proud of."
"Okay. That makes it all the juicier. Come on. I told you about my threesome."
"You gotta promise none of this goes into any book, ever!"
"Cross my heart."
"It was several years ago. We were checking out the site for a new building. It was close to the ocean, so we decided to take the wives along and have a few, fun days with them. We went to the beach and they had these changing rooms, you know, to put on your swim suit. Well, we had to wait our turns to get into one. Julia went first. Greg wanted Joan to take the next one, but she told him to go ahead. The next one that came open she started for, but she grabbed my hand and pulled me to into it with her. She held her hand to my mouth to keep me quiet and when she was sure I wasn't going to do anything silly, she started undressing. I guess she used to model lingerie in her earlier years. She's about ten years older than me, but man does she look incredible!"
"Model huh? And no one knew you were in there?"
"No. She stripped completely but wouldn't put her suit on until I stripped too. What was I going to do? Get caught with my bosses wife? I stripped. I had a huge hardon, of course, and she stepped against me, not that it was hard in that little closet sized changing room. She put one of my hands between her legs and then whispered that I better let her make me come, because I couldn't walk out with that kind of a hardon. So, we stood there trying to be quiet, while we got each other off."
"She didn't try and fuck you?"
"No. Later, when I could get her alone, I asked why. She said Greg wouldn't, but she wanted to try it, semipublic sex. She figured since we were all friends and neither of us would ever tell anyone, that it'd be safe. She also told me that if the opportunity ever arose to get fucked in a public place, that she'd want it to be me."
"Damn! Sounds like she has the hots for you!"
"No. I don't think so. I mean, she set this up for me. She wants me with another woman."
"Of course she does! It's safety. You couldn't tell Greg without losing your job and probably your wife. Wouldn't surprise me if she's still looking for that attempt at public sex."
"Well, I'm not planning on letting it happen."
"Did you plan on it last time?"
"Well, no."
"You won't next time either, but it wouldn't surprise me if it did happen. Maybe you better practice up."
"Practice up?"
"Public sex silly."
"Oh, and who do I practice with? You?"
She was silent for several seconds. "Well, to be honest, it's quiet here, not too many people. In a few days you'll be gone and no one will ever know but us."
"You wanna have public sex?"
"I never really thought about it until right now. I'm already fucking a total stranger, why not keep experimenting. Like David said, how can I write about it if I've never felt what it's like?"
"You can probably write about dying without trying it too."
"Good point. Now, Santa, the guy at the lodge. He said there's some kind of lover's scavenger hunt down in the village. Wanna try it?"
"Why not? Not much else to do."
"Skiing."
"Thought we talked about that. Never have, not sure I ever want to. I can think of enough ways to get hurt without adding more."
"Then the scavenger hunt it is!"
---8---
The walk to the village wasn't too far, and the temperature had warmed into the high forties. By the time Sue and Jerry reached the end of the main, well only, road, through the small village, it was almost noon. Plenty of time to do the scavenger hunt and get back to the lodge before dark. They walked into the first little shop, a quaint little candy store. "Hi. We're from the lodge. We're here about some kind..."
"The scavenger hunt? Well, let me give you the lowdown," a twenty something young lady in a Santa hat said. "You have to share a kiss at the cash register of each of the shops. The shopkeeper will stamp your score card and score your kiss. Highest score tonight at dinner wins."
"How do you score kisses?"
"Duration, feeling, hotness and of course, the reason for the week, romance. How, where, you kiss can say, hi there, come fuck my brains out or even, I'm madly in love with you. That's what they're looking for. Kisses that say love. Lust, that comes tomorrow."
"How so?"
"Can't spoil the fun, come tomorrow and see."
"Well? Wanna try?" Sue asked, "or should we try skiing?"
"You keep pushing skiing. I already said no to that."
"We'll see."
"Okay, let's do this then."
"Good!" The young lady said. "Go ahead."
Jerry took Sue in his arms and gave her a short firm kiss and then let her go.
"Oh, that was terrible!" The young woman said. "If that was your idea of a loving, romantic kiss, well, I'm afraid you wasted your time on this one honey."
"Come on Jerry. We can do better than that."
"I'll give you a do over...this time." The young lady said.
Jerry nodded and pulled them together again. 'She wants a romance kiss, so be it!' He thought to himself as he lowered his face to hers. He pressed his lips to hers, thinking about how he had kissed Julia that first night when they had met. To him it felt like love at first sight, and all of that came out in that first kiss. His lips moved softly against hers, his tongue gently parting her lips. She felt the softness of his kiss and returned it in kind. Her arms moved up his back, one hand holding herself to him, the other reaching for the back of his head, not to hold it, but to stroke his short brown hair. Sue sucked on his lips and tongue as they embraced, feeling the tingle deep in her pussy. But this was different than before. This was a tingle she hadn't felt in years. It radiated from her pussy to the pit of her stomach. She moved her hands and pushed him away slightly, breaking the long embrace.
"I think that should be enough." She panted, as he still held her in his arms. He looked down into her eyes and smiled, the look he gave her making that tingle in the pit of her stomach grow bigger.
"Damn! Now that was a kiss!" The young lady said, breaking their stare. Both of them pulled back, more Jerry and noticed each other blushing. "Forty-five seconds. That definitely gets at least a twenty-five on the score. You two must really be in love!"
Sue blushed again as she took the card. "Just for reference what's the scale?"
"Oh, twenty. Five for each category."
"Oh lord," Sue whispered, before turning to Jerry, "Well, we get to do this six more times, hope you're up to it."
"I think I can manage." He answered her with a smile.
"Okay then. We have to show the found items to the clerk of that shop and then kiss. Easy!" Sue said as he walked to the door, wanting to get out before she felt herself get embarrassed again. She walked out the door and waited for Jerry to join her. She stopped on the sidewalk to read the clues. "Here we go. Number one, there are several of us in the twelve day's, but women are only worried about one. Okay, that's an easy one. Next...red, white, or blue I'm slick and speedy and she'll love you in me. Hmmm. That sounds interesting, but I have no idea what it is."



"Okay, keep going." Jerry coaxed her.
"Number three, women wear us to raise their stature, but most of us would be uncomfortable in a deep snow." She held the card and looked out at the snowy mountain. "Boots. It has to be boots. High heel boots!" she said excitedly. "Okay, number four, I remind you of where you have been, but winter or summer it is white you will see." She looked at Jerry. "Any ideas."
"Hmmm where I've been but it's always white. Not sure, maybe we'll stumble across it."
"Alright. Next, red or white, I hail from afar and should be shared with a candle at night"
"That's easy. Wine. Wine at a candle lit table."
She looked up at him and grinned. "There is a romantic in you, isn't there?"
"Maybe. What's the next one?"
"Soft and warm, I can set the mood, but one plus one equals three."
"Setting the mood, that sounds like a fire or a candle or something, but, the three thing, doesn't make much sense, unless they're talking about making a baby."
Sue looked at him in surprise. "Making a baby? Where did that come from?"
"I dunno. It just sorta popped into my head."
"Have you? Made a baby before?"
"Me? No. She wasn't much into having a family. Maybe that's why it was so easy for her to leave. Nothing to hold her to me."
"Do you want children?"
"I do, but at the moment, that doesn't seem likely."
"Maybe, maybe not." She whispered in reply, with a crooked little smile. Then louder, "well, let's start with the easy one. What does every woman want?" Sue asked Jerry with a grin.
"I'm not sure."
"Or you're afraid to say it? Remember, this is just for fun. No one is asking you to actually get one."
"Alright. It's an engagement ring."
"Bingo! Give the man a cigar! Let's go!" Sue looped her arm in his and steered him down the street toward the one shop she expected to find jewelry. It was a quaint little shop, decorated not only for the holiday, but also to look as much like an antique, as what they appeared to sell. Not everything in the shop was old though. The jewelry counter display case had both old and new, as well as a few surprises.
"What are those?" Jerry asked Sue in a whisper, trying not to be overheard by the other couple in the shop or the clerk. He pointed to an assortment of miniature bar bells, small circular rings with ball ends and a variety of things that looked like earrings, but not like he'd seen before. One pair even had small silver bells on them.
"Those? Those are nipple rings." He looked at her curiously. "Don't tell me you've never heard of them."
"Of course I have. I've just never seen anyone wearing them, except maybe in a porn movie. Do regular people wear 'em?"
She leaned closer and whispered, "What you really mean, is do I wear them, don't you?"
"Well..."
She giggled and gave him a quick kiss. "I have, but not for a long time. With the right enticement I might again some time."
"You wore them for your ex?"
"A woman will try a lot of things if she thinks her man is slipping away." She whispered back, as an elderly gentleman stepped towards them on the other side of the glass case.
"May I help you find something?"
"Yes." Sue said, setting down the card. "An engagement ring."
"Very good!" He said, opening the case back. He drew out a large diamond ring and set it on the counter. "You don't have to buy it, but the rule is, if it's wearable, you have to wear it while you kiss. If not, you have to hold it."
"Well?" Sue asked, holding her hand out toward Jerry.
"Just make believe, right?"
"Of course? What woman would expect an engagement ring after one night? No matter how good it was?"
"True."
"But just for fun, pretend it is real. What would you say...if I was that perfect woman?"
Jerry thought a moment. "Alright, here goes..."
"Uh-uh. Aren't you supposed to kneel?"
"Okay, I'll play." He took her hand and the ring, and knelt. He looked up at her. "Sue, a lot has happened in an awful short time. We've shown each other the depths of our hearts and shared our failings with each other. You want me to pretend you're the perfect woman, but I don't have to pretend. You're intelligent, kind, beautiful beyond description, sexy in ways you can't imagine and you know how to light the fire deep inside me when I didn't even know it myself. I can't think of anyone I'd want to spend the rest of my life with other than you. Would you please be my wife and partner for the rest of our days?"
"Oh my God! How could I ever say no to that?" She asked, as he slipped the ring onto her finger. He stood up, wrapped his arms around her and drew her in to him. Their lips touched and he felt an almost electric desire to kiss and keep kissing her until they finally parted to breathe. "I...um. I could almost believe you meant that."
He looked into her eyes and smiled softly. "Who says I didn't mean it?"
Sue blushed and pushed him away. "Well, I have to admit, you played that role as well as any actor could." She took off the ring, set it on the counter and quickly walked out of the shop.
"I think you struck a nerve. How long have you two been together?"
"Believe it or not, not even twenty-four hours."
"You wouldn't know it looking at you. I'd have thought years, not hours."
"Thanks." Jerry said, picking up the card. "But I'm already supposed to be gone, except the roads are snowed in." The old man raised his eyebrows in surprise, but said nothing as Jerry turned and headed to catch up with Sue.
"Are you okay?" He asked, once he was walking beside her again on the sidewalk.
"Yeah fine." She answered without looking at him. "The third clue. High heel boots."
"It is?"
"Uh huh."
"You sure?"
"You don't trust me?"
"Surprisingly, yes. I don't trust a lot of people, but you, I do."
"She looked at the ground and then down the street. "There's a boot store down the block. I bet we find some there." They were about to enter the store when a tow truck pulling a car drove slowly past, heading toward the lodge.
"Huh. That sorta looked like your rental car. But how did they get a tow truck up here?"
"It sort of does, but I didn't call a tow truck. Maybe someone else did?"
"But the tow truck..."
"Maybe it was already here somewhere?" she said quickly, "Or maybe the road is snowed in down lower or something."
"Yeah. Maybe." He said with a frown. He followed her into the shoe store. They did find some high heel, knee length boots there. Jerry liked how they looked on her he bought them for her. When they kissed, Jerry felt her holding back, almost as if she suddenly didn't want to kiss him, but was instead, just going through the motions. He held her hand, but unlike earlier, she was stiff and almost acted like she didn't want to hold his hand. Jerry felt confused by her sudden change in attitude, but wasn't sure what it was about. As they walked, he wondered if she felt the way he was, that they were getting too close. After all, he was going to leave once the roads were cleared.
Sue pulled them into another shop. This one had an unusual assortment of apparel, everything from parkas to bikinis. They wandered the aisles until Sue stopped and pulled something off a rack. "Here! This is number two."
"Seriously?" Jerry asked dubiously.
"Yep. Look, it's red, it's slick, Speedo is speedy, and I'm gonna love seeing you in it. So yeah, it's number two."
"I don't even know why a ski resort sells swimsuits."
"For the hot tubs. The resort has at least ten of them." The clerk, a thirtyish looking young woman in a knee length turtleneck sweater dress and knee length boots said as she walked down the aisle. If you're here for the scavenger hunt, you got this one right."
"Great. We can kiss and count it." Jerry said.
"Not so fast. The rules are that if it's wearable you have to wear it while you kiss."
"Wear it? You're not serious." Jerry said to the clerk, who just stood there grinning.
"Oh, he's definitely gonna put it on!" Sue said quickly.
"Well then, right this way." The clerk turned and led the way toward the back corner of the store where there were three changing rooms made up of curtains hung on a frame work of galvanized pipe. The curtains hung down within about a foot of the floor, and each room had a chair. The clerk held the curtain of one of the rooms open for him. Sue stood outside with the clerk while Jerry went in to start undressing.
"You know," Sue mentioned to the clerk, "we just met yesterday night. We're not attached or anything. How would you like to see his hard dick? You could. I bet he'd flash you if you flashed him!"
"I really..." The clerk started to protest.
"Oh, it's okay honey. He really doesn't belong to me. We're just two ships passing in the night. If you want, I won't mind. I can see you like the idea."
"What?"
"Your nipples sweetie. Your nipples are so hard they're trying to push right through that dress. I bet no bra either."
"Sue! Stop!" Jerry called from inside the dressing room, confused as to why Sue was suddenly acting this way.
"What's wrong sweetie? You don't wanna fuck this good-looking woman? Or are you surprised your perfect woman is acting like a slut?"
Jerry jerked open the curtain and stepped out, a look of anger and confusion on his face. The small Speedo was way too small to cover his hardon and at least a third of his dick stuck out the top, but Jerry wasn't paying any attention to that. He stared at Sue, trying to decide if she was serious or just trying to get a reaction. If she wanted a reaction from him, she got it.
"What the hell are you talking about? Offering me up to her? I thought that...that we...I thought...What's got into you? You weren't acting like this before!"
"Maybe you just don't really know me. Maybe there's a really slutty, naughty side to me?" Sue answered, with a hint of anger in her voice, as she stepped towards him. "I think we're supposed to kiss now, right?" She pulled them together with one arm around the back of his neck, tilting her head to bring their lips together. She began to kiss him wetly, while her free hand pushed the Speedo down enough to completely expose his dick, wrapping her hand around it and stroking it while she kissed him.
Jerry forced her back, breaking the kiss, but not pushing her far enough to make her let go of his rigid shaft. "What are you doing?"
Sue ignored him and looked over at the clerk. "Come on girl. Look at this hardon! Tell me you don't want to suck it or better yet, fuck it. Take that dress off, we can fuck him together!" Sue looked back at Jerry and grinned as she knelt down. "I know how much you love this!" she said, as she pulled Jerry by his cock until she could wrap her lips around it. She started stroking it with her lips, fucking his cock with her mouth, like she had the night before. Jerry tried pulling back, retreating back into the changing room, Sue moved with him on her knees, keeping his cock in her mouth until he had to sit in the chair.
"Want something else huh? I can fix that." She said as she released his cock and stood up. She turned around and looked at the wide eye's sales clerk. "Come on. His cock feels so fucking good inside me. Come and do this with me. I bet he'll love us taking turns fucking him. And he's really sweet. He'll make sure you get off before he does." Pulling down her pink stretch pants while she invited the clerk in. She leaned her now bare ass toward his lap as reached between her legs, finding and aiming his cock at her pussy. "Oh, fuck yes!" She gasped, as she pushed her pussy down his shaft. "God that feels good. You wanna try it? It's all ready for you! We can fuck him together, take turns with him until he blows.!"
"I think I'll check my other customers." The young lady said, and quickly turning, and walking quickly away.
"What are you doing?"
"Fucking you of course." Sue answered, as she started twerking her ass up and down to slide him in and out of her pussy.
"Okay! Stop!" He said, grabbing her hips and pulling her down onto his lap. He felt his cock slide deep into her as he forced her ass to his lap to stop her motions.
"You don't like me fucking you?" She said, trying to pull up on him.
"Sue! Stop! This isn't the person I slept with, had sex with... kissed... so passionately. Why, all of a sudden, are you trying to act crude and slutty? And doing a pretty bad job of it at that. Did I do something wrong?"
Sue stopped fighting his grip and sat on him. She lowered her face to her hands, as she rested her elbows on her knees. "It's not you. It's me. I'm a fraud. I'm not what you think I am."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm not the perfect woman you just proposed to. I'm a fake. I wanted you to go home, to leave me in peace, but I couldn't. I wanted to chase you away, and then my stupid heart said no. I can't be in love with you. Love at first sight? That's a myth. It's something writers like me invented to give sad, lonely women hope. To sell books. Love doesn't work that way. It takes hard work and time, and we've had neither. You can't love me and I can't love you. I let myself fall into that trap, believing that maybe, what I was feeling was love. But this is only a long one-night stand. That proposal, those things you said. You can't mean them. That was just as fake as...as...all this! This whole thing of finding romance in a week. This...this is all fake and I'm not going to be hurt again by another fake lover."
"And you thought that acting like this, it'd make me not like you anymore and I'd leave?"
"You can't like me. You can't love me. We barely know each other. What we're feeling is just...lust. Lust and infatuation. Love doesn't happen that fast, it can't!"
Jerry nodded. He wasn't looking for romance or love or...but he had to admit to himself that he'd found something in the few hours they had together. The things he said in that fake proposal came from within. He didn't have to make them up, they just flowed out. It wasn't until he said them, that he realized that what he was doing was romancing her. His one-night stand had connected in ways he didn't think could be again. After the hurt Julia put him through, he didn't ever want to open his heart again, but without realizing it, he had. There was something about her, something inside her that he felt when he looked into her eyes. Something he hadn't even felt with Julia. He didn't understand it, but he also didn't want to lose it.
Jerry lifted her off his lap and stood her up. He stood behind her and turned her. He pulled them together and lowed his face to hers. He didn't know what to expect, what she'd do, but he knew he had to try. He pressed his lips to hers. At first, she resisted, like she had in the shower, the first time he tried to kiss her. This time he didn't stop. Slowly, her resistance faded, and she was soon pressing herself to him, she kissed back eagerly that softness returning. They stood and did a good impression of that twenty-five-point kiss in the candy shop. His hands soon were removing her jacket. She didn't resist at all, even moving her arms to let him pull it all the way off. He pulled up her shirt, exposing her, still braless, chest.
Breaking the kiss, he worked his lips down her jaw, then her neck, and skipping over the bunched-up shirt, began kissing her breast. She moaned and pulled his head to her, as he closed his lips around her hard nipple. She awkwardly worked her boots off without making him break his hold on her nipple. She'd never done anything like this, had never even thought of it, so her hands trembled, as she pulled her shirt up and off. She struggled to work her stretch pants down, and finally she had to break his grip on her. He looked at her as she bent over to work her pants all the way down. She paused, looking at his face, one leg in and one out. He reached a hand out to her. It wasn't lust, but desire in his eyes. The kind of desire she written about so many times. It was desire she never saw in David's eyes. It was desire she wrote as a fiction, never believing it really existed, but something her readers wanted to believe in. But there it was. Desire for her, not just her body, but so much more.
She let him pull her to him, her pink spandex pants still hanging on one leg. He pulled her to him, coaxing her to step over his lap, to straddle him. He moved his hands to her hips and gently, but firmly pulled her down. She knew what he wanted. She also knew she wanted it at that moment every bit as much as he did, completely naked in public or not. She reached between her legs and stood his cock up, aiming it as her pussy lips. He let go of her hips and grasped both tits as she settled his head between her lips and pushed slowly down. Unlike what she had done before, she let the sensations of his cock sliding into her, flow through her. His hands firmly gripped her breasts, and his lips were closed around her other nipple. She began to lift and lower herself on his cock, slowly bouncing up and down on his lap, moving slow enough to not break his hold on her nipple, his tongue teasing around it as he sucked it.
She closed her eyes and felt his hardness moving in her, his engorged head stroking her insides. She could feel his fat head pressing against the most sensitive parts inside her. She heard the curtain being pulled closed, but she didn't care at that moment who was watching. She had only one thought in her mind. To tease his cock, to coax his orgasm to match hers. To make them climax in unison. She could feel his cock swelling inside her. She knew he was close. His body stiffened and she knew that he was trying to hold back.
It was too soon. She wasn't ready. She didn't know why he was so excited, but he was. Maybe it was her, maybe it was doing it in public, maybe it was something else, all together. Maybe she'd never know. She kept riding, trying to will her own climax closer. She felt his hand move and suddenly his finger was on her clit. He knew. He knew she wanted to come with him. She gasped loudly as her stroke down his shaft also included her clit sliding down his finger. "Oh fuck, yes!" She moaned loudly, not caring who heard.
She was totally immersed in making this happen just right, trying to bring them both to climax together. He released her nipple and leaned his face to hers, letting her lips touch his, each time she stroked down. His kisses were short, but wet. She felt his breath as he panted between her strokes down on him. She slowed her motion, wanting to make the kisses last longer. Finally, she settled on his lap and held herself there, his cock so fat in her pussy as she kissed him wetly. She lost track of how long they kissed, his finger never stopping its motion.
His finger teased her closer to climax, her orgasm building more forcefully now. She started to move up and down again, each stroke pushing her closer to her impending climax, but also to pushing his too. She arched her back to push her tits toward his face, and he took the hint. He began to nibble her nipple, streams of little tingles racing from her nipple to her clit. She dropped down again, his finger sliding against her clit, sending those tingles back to her nipples. She felt the first twitch in her pussy and knew she was about to come.
"God! I'm gonna come." She panted, knowing that only a few more strokes would push her over the edge. Her pussy squeezed around his shaft, as her climax began. She didn't want to stop her strokes, she wanted to feel him come inside her, to make him come with her. If this was the last time they were going to make love, she wanted him to know he mattered. Her coordination was failing, her rhythm broken, but it didn't seem to matter. She felt his body jerk. He released her nipple and leaned back, releasing a deep groan of pleasure. She smiled to herself, knowing she'd done what she intended. She felt his cock surge into her over and over, his cum filling her pussy as she climaxed with him.



She sat on his lap, panting, as his cock emptied the last of his cum into her. She searched his eyes and face to see what he was feeling. She wasn't sure but she needed to know. She leaned down to kiss him tentatively. Jerry eagerly kissed back, his hands rubbing all over her body, his kiss filled with passion. That same passion that overwhelmed them with that first kiss in the candy store. She needed for him to forgive her, to stay longer, to see if there was a chance to make this work. When they broke the kiss breathlessly, they both appeared to want to say something, but neither had the courage to do so.
"I think we might have overstayed our welcome." Sue said softly, as she pushed up off his, now softening, dick. "Oh. Look at that. It fits now! I guess we know what to do if it doesn't fit next time." She joked awkwardly. It wasn't what she wanted to say, but she wasn't sure how to say what she was feeling and thinking. What would he think of her? A desperate woman trying to make a one-night stand into something else?
"Will there be a next time?" he asked as he looked up at her, his hands reaching out for hers to keep her from leaving, not that she could without clothes on.
"I don't know. Do you want there to be a next time?"
"I'd kind of like there to be."
"Even after I lied to you?"
"Could have been a worse lie."
"I guess so."
"Well, now that we have cum all over this speedo, I guess we're gonna have to buy it. But what would I do with one? I'm not exactly going to wear it down at the local pool."
"Well, maybe we can try one of the hot tubs tonight, unless you really want to go home."
"I might be convinced to stay another day. What were you planning on wearing in the hot tub?"
"Well. I have a bikini, but it's not nearly as small as that is."
"That's a shame."
"I suppose I might go without, you know, just a towel? Does that sound enticing?"
"It does. We wouldn't be trying out this speedo, but maybe it can wait. Yeah, I suppose it wouldn't hurt to stay another night."
"So, do we finish the scavenger hunt?"
"Why not? You have something against kissing me?"
"No. I definitely don't have a problem with that."
They dressed and Sue apologized profusely to the sales girl and headed back out onto the street.
---9---
By the time they had located a snow globe, a bottle of wine, and a thee wick candle, it was nearly dinner time. They'd visited every shop in town, and had run across at least a dozen other couples doing the same thing. They walked back to their cabin to shower and dress for dinner. The two of them spent a considerable amount of time washing each other, their hands teasing every body part, as they explored each other more fully. By the time they were washed, they were horny as hell, but they both agreed to save it until the hot tub.
Dinner was delicious, and took nearly an hour. Jerry surveyed the room noting there were at least thirty couples dining. Many appeared to be long term partners, but some appeared as awkward and mismatched as you would expect from blind dates drawn from a hat. One older man, easily late fifties, was paired with a young woman that was clearly young enough to be his daughter. Of course, the auburn hair kind of gave the game away that they weren't father daughter. At another table an older woman was paired with a young man that appeared to be half her age. The unlikely pair were clearly both enjoying their time together, sitting next to each other at the table with their hands in each other's laps. And I don't mean just resting there. Her legs were far enough apart to let us see that she had no underwear, and his fingers were in her pussy while they waited for food. He doubted they would continue the romance beyond this week, with their age difference. But then who knew?
Quite a number of couples had left by the time Sue and Jerry had finished desert. "Ready for that hot tub?" Sue whispered, as they walked back to the cabin. The temperature had sunk to the high twenties and a light snow had begun to fall. "I am. How do we do this in the cold?"
"Boots and a towel. You just make a dash for it."
"And you don't freeze?"
"The closest one is only about thirty yards, just up the hill in that little clump of trees."
"Alright, I'm game." The two stripped in the cabin and with nothing but towels and boots, they started for the hot tub. Sue led the way, taking off the towel just after they started out, just to tease him more. "Come on. Catch me if you can!" She teased before starting running to the clump of pines just up the hill. Jerry let his towel fall away as well as he took off trying to run up the hill in his untied boots, trying to catch Sue.
The hot tub was always ready, hot and clean. This time of year, leaving it shut off would destroy it, so it was left running all the time. Small amber led lights were strung from tree to tree, making the small cluster of pines almost like a privacy fence, with the area inside gently illuminated, even on the darkness nights. Sue ran into the tree lined cluster and squealed in surprise, trying to cover herself with the towel while Jerry, just catching up, was trying to pull it off to grope her. "Holly shit!" He exclaimed, when he realized what she already had, that they weren't alone.
"Oh damn! Sorry!" Jerry said, wrapping his towel around his waist and standing to try and block Sue from the couple in the tub while she put her towel on. "We didn't know someone was here. We'll go."
"No! Wait!" The woman in the tub said. "You don't have to go. We were just talking. Come on, get in before you freeze!"
Jerry looked at Sue, who was still holding her towel in front of her. She looked pleadingly at Jerry, but he didn't know if it was to do it, or not too.
"Well, we are going out to freeze if we don't decide one way or the other. But we don't have to do this if you don't want."
"That's sweet of you, but I think after the clothing store...besides, you said this would make you stay another day, so!" Sue tossed her towel onto the deck around the tub and then stepped down into the tub, trying but failing at keeping from flashing the guy her pussy as she did. She hoped no one would notice her blush in the dark. She looked up at Jerry as he climbed in, his hard dick waving lewdly as he moved.
"Well, doesn't that look tasty!" The woman exclaimed, sliding around the tub closer to Jerry. "I'm Samantha." She added, holding her hand out. She looked to Jerry like she always at least in her fifties. She didn't look young, but she wasn't bad looking either. Jerry accepted her hand to shake but instead of just shaking it, she used it to pull herself even closer to him. As she did, she smiled and introduced her friend. "But my close friends call me Sam. My roommate here is Tony." She said without taking her eyes from Jerry's face. "And you are?"
"I'm Jerry and this is my new friend Sue."
"Hey!" Tony said from across the tub. "I guess you two decided to go all in. I was trying to talk Sam into losing her suit, but she said all it would do is make me hornier than I already am."
"It would!" Sam answered.
"I take it you're not quite into your roommate?" Sue asked Sam as she squeezed closer Jerry on the other side of him, partly to get away from Tony who was trying to look down into the water to see her tits, and partly to protect Jerry from Sam.
"When I filled out the questionnaire, I said I wouldn't mind a younger man. I didn't expect to be paired with someone my son's age."
"So, you two aren't hitting it off?" Sue asked, moving even closer to Jerry.
"Well. I won't say we haven't, you know, the cabins don't offer much privacy." Sam said as she still held Jerry's hand, her other hand, under the water finding his hard dick. She gave it a squeeze as she gave him a crooked little grin.
"No, they don't," Sue agreed. "The first night was a bit awkward, but we're working it out."
"Naked is a good way to be. I suppose you were planning on having sex?" Tony asked. "I sorta was too, but Sam has kinda squashed that."
"It's hard to get turned on by a boy that reminds me of my son. Jerry on the other hand, well, he's definitely what I had in mind when I signed up for this. And his cock is just about the perfect size."
"Yeah, well, he's kinda taken." Sue answered, reaching under the water to find Sam's hand and push it away. "Besides, you're still wearing a suit."
"Oh, I can fix that." She said softly. "Watch this honey." She whispered to Jerry before leaning over and kissing his cheek. She pushed away and stood up, her body covered in a one piece strapless swim suit. She pulled the top down to expose her tits. They were large, probably a thirty-eight or forty D cup, but gravity had done its work and they both sagged down significantly. Her nipples were hard and erect, surrounded by light brown areola that were visibly puckered with excitement. She pushed the suit down further, working it down her body. Her stomach looked surprisingly firm, attesting to her continued workouts, but what drew Jerry's eyes was lower. She pushed her suit down further, uncovering her completely shaved mound. She pushed down further, wiggling her legs slightly, allowing Jerry to see her equally shaved pussy. "My girlfriends convinced me, that if I was going man hunting I ought to shave it off." She said with a grin as she paused pushing the suit down. She slipped one hand between her legs and stroked her pussy lips and mound, before giggling softly. She turned around and bent over, pushing her butt out at him. She worked the suit lower, working it down her legs until she had to lift one to step out of it. She did the same with the other leg, standing bent, with her legs spread significantly. She hung the suit over the side of the tub and then backed toward Jerry, pushing her pussy out at him invitingly. "How 'bout it stud? Wanna taste it first, or just fuck it?"
"Who says he's doing ether?" Sue snapped angrily.
Sam stood and turned to face them, slowly stroking her fingers through her pussy lips. "Honey, I'm a lawyer, a very, very, successful lawyer. I take it you didn't read the fine print on the agreement for this week?"
"I actually never saw it." Sue answered, with a scowl.
"Well, if you had, you'd have seen that if a randomly matched couple deems their match to be untenable, they are free to explore changing partners with any other randomly matched couple, after completing a mutually acceptable trial period. The way I see it, I can choose a trial period to be as long as I want."
"And if we just say no?"
"Well, I don't have the exact wording here, but it could be interpreted that some trial period is mandatory, so by extension, you can't refuse."
"Well, we do." Jerry said, pulling Sue tighter against his side, "I'm just not interested. I have what I want, and I don't really want to consider changing."
"Ahhh, I see. You think your sweetie here is in love with you? Is that why you don't want to switch? Well, what if I told you that you were being played, that she doesn't love you at all?"
"What are you talking about."
"She's been lying to you." Sam said, as she stood in front of him. She looked at Sue. "You really shouldn't have private conversations on speakerphone."
"What are you talking about?"
"I heard you, standing out in front of your cabin this morning, talking to your friend. No, not friend. She was, what? Your publisher? That makes more sense. You see sweetie, your girlfriend here is only pretending to like you. Her publisher likes the idea of a plot where a stranded woman is picked up by a hunky guy and is then thrust into having to share a bed, and more. She's just pretending to care. Her publisher...how did she say it? This book writes itself. All you have to do is pretend to like him and figure out how it ends. Does she get the guy, or does he walk away in the end? My bet, you walk away in the end anyway, but she'll find a way to make it come out so she gets a happy ending."
Jerry turned to look at Sue. "So that's what all the notes are for? You're writing what we're doing as your book? This is all...made up?"
"It's not like that!" Sue protested.
"That explains a lot. In the store, acting the way you did. You were just pretending to be that way, pretending to make me want to leave, so you could have some kind of drama in your damn book?" Jerry snapped at Sue, as he pushed her way from him.
"It isn't like that. Yes, it started out that way, it was Martha's idea. She said it was just what I needed to get past my ex. So, I did. I was playing you, right up until you proposed to me. I know you didn't mean it, but when you did, I felt...I couldn't... I'm sorry!" she said, standing up. She climbed from the tub, grabbed her towel and ran barefoot and naked back to the cabin.
"Well, I guess that changes things a little, doesn't it?" Sam said, stepping toward Jerry. She moved to straddle his lap, facing him, she lifted one of her breasts and aimed it at his mouth. "Best thing for a broken heart is sex. Trust me, I've had mine broken plenty of times. Sex is the best way to deaden the pain."
At that moment Jerry wasn't so sure, but he was also angry. He really had started to fall in love with her, and for what? She was a fake. Just like Julia had been. He looked up at her and nodded. "I think you're right." He moved his hands to her butt and pulled her closer, pressing his still partly hard dick against her pussy. He opened his mouth and sucked her nipple in.
"Oh yeah," she moaned softly, reaching a hand behind his head. She gently caressed the hair on the back of his head, as he sucked and nibbled her nipple, making her pussy tingle with want. She slipped her other hand down between them, finding his dick with her fingers. She stroked and teased his head and part of his shaft as he worked one and then the other nipple, sucking and licking and teasing them unmercifully. Sam pushed herself up on her knees and lifted his dick with her fingers, making it stand up straight. She worked it gently with her fingers, moving it until his engorged head split her lips, and then she lowered herself down a few inches. She felt his head press against her entrance, stretching her, but not yet slipping in. She moaned louder, as she let more weight down on it. He felt massively huge as his dick stretched her opening more and more. Finally, she sank down several inches, his head popping though, stretching her vagina now. "God, you feel so big!" She panted, as she began to lift and lower herself. She slipped up and down, his dick working deeper into her as her moisture replaced the water from the tub.
"Oh God that's tight." Jerry groaned, as she rode up and down on him. He watched her face, her long hair flowing around it as she bounced up and down. He wondered how he could have been taken in so completely by Sue. He honestly thought she had feelings for him. How could they have shared such passionate kisses if she really didn't love him. He tried to push the thoughts away as Sam rode up and down his shaft. She was right. Sex was the best cure. He let go of her tits and reached one hand down between them. He pressed his finger between her lips, forcing her clit to slide along the back of his finger as she rode him.
"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK!" She cried into the night, as her orgasm suddenly pushed to its peak. Her whole body began to shake and tremble as she slammed herself down onto him. "Oh God I'm coming!" she cried, as her body shook and trembled.
Jerry held her, letting her climax run its course, his own not far away, but not getting any closer either. When her shudders ended, he lifted on her butt cheeks, coaxing her to get up. He stood after she climbed from his lap, and he turned her around. She bent over, putting her hands on her knees as he pushed his fat cock back into her.
"Oh fuck yes. Fuck my cunt. Let me feel you fuck me and come in me!" she gasped, as he held her hips and started to plunge into her with abandon.
Tony had sat there, in the water, watching, and stroking his cock under the water. Now he stood up and moved in front of Sam. He pressed his cock to her lips, and she opened them. She closed her lips around his shaft and he started to pump his hips, stroking himself in and out of her mouth.
Sam held herself bent over, taking both their cocks. She was lost in the sensations and really didn't care who it was fucking her, as long as they kept doing it. It wasn't about emotions or love or anything else. This was all about wanting to feel good sex again, and Jerry was giving her the kind of fucking she's been longing for. In and out he pumped his hips, driving into her hard enough to push her toward Tony. She reached a hand to his cock to control how far he was pushing into her mouth to not choke her. She'd been fucked buy lots of guys, in all three holes, sometimes at the same time, but this one, this was a really fucking good fucking!
"God! Gonna come." He grunted, as he squeezed her ass cheeks again. He felt her pussy still contracting occasionally, her climax having been running on and off for almost five minutes. His body jerked and he started shooting his load into her pussy. He didn't care if she wanted it there or not. She started it, so she could deal with it. He held his cock in her until it started to soften. He pulled out and sunk back into the water.
Tony pulled his dick from her and pushed her up and back. He pressed her back until she had to sit on the edge of the tub. He lifted and spread her legs as he stepped between them. If he was bothered by seeing Jerry's cum leaking from her pussy, he didn't show it, as he shoved his much smaller cock into her. He started stroking with abandon, driving hard into her over and over, pushing his already close climax to fruition in only a couple short minutes. "FUCK YES!" he shouted into the night, as his body jerked and he started unloading into Sam. He stood there, his body bucking and shaking for almost two minutes, before he pulled out. He grinned, as he watched his cum leaking from her pussy, his hand slowly stroking his cum covered cock. "God damn that felt good."
Sam gently pushed him back, lowered her legs and slipped back down into the tub to warm up. Tony sat next to her, his hand slipping between her legs under water.
"So, what now?" Sam asked. "You going to swap partners with me?"
"As tempting as it is, no, I don't think so. I think Tony and you deserve each other. I bet if you close your eyes and let him, he'll be more than happy to fuck you all night long. He's not your son, he's just a horny young cock."
"What are you going to do?"
"Well, all my stuff is in the cabin. I'll probably go dress and then sleep in my car or something."
"It'd be a lot more comfortable sharing my bed." She said, softly, resting her hand on Jerry's arm.
"Yeah. It would. But right now, that isn't what I need," Jerry said quietly. He took her hand, squeezed it gently and then let it fall so it wasn't resting on him any longer. He climbed over the side of the tub and dried himself quickly with the towel. Wrapping it around his waist, he stepped into his boots and looked down at Sue's boots. For a moment he was tempted to just leave them there, but with a sigh, he picked them up and carried them to the cabin. Once he stepped from the trees, he was surprised how much snow had fallen in the short time they had been in the tub. The path was already several inches deep.
---10---
Jerry paused when he stepped into the cabin. The fire was crackling away in the fireplace, and Sue's suitcases were laying on the bed, half packed, but Sue wasn't to be seen. He wasn't sure what to think. He tossed the towel on the bed, and then turned on the water in the tub. He wasn't sure why, but he felt like he needed a shower. He was mostly done rinsing his body when Sue walked into the cabin.



"I'm sorry. I didn't know you were back." She said, looking down at the floor, not wanting to look directly at him.
"No, I came back to pack my stuff." He replied, looking at her face. It was pretty clear by the look of her eyes, when she walked in, that she had been crying. As much as he didn't want to, he couldn't help but feel sorry for her. It wasn't all her fault. He knew that if Joan hadn't set this up, they never would have met.
"I can come back later." She said, turning toward the door. She had it open and was half way out before he answered.
"You don't have to. I mean, we've obviously seen each other naked, so what's the difference? You can stay if you want." Sue stopped and looked out into the falling snow.
"Is that what you want?" She asked, without looking at him.
He looked at her, his heart in turmoil. He didn't understand why, but as angry as he had been about what she did, he wasn't ready for her to walk out of his life. "I think so." He said quietly.
She stepped back in, closed the door and leaned against the wall, watching him. Jerry wasn't sure what to feel. Looking at her, he was both angry at her and at the same time, wanting to walk over and hug her. She looked lost and vulnerable, even more so than when he picked her up along the road. The defiant woman seemed to have melted like a candle before a flame. He could see the hurt in her, both from what she was feeling and what she had done to him. He wanted to walk over and hold her, but he couldn't get his brain to stop screaming that she'd lied to him and used him. His heart, also cried out that the kisses they shared, those weren't fake. No one could kiss with that much feeling and fake it, could they? His mind wanted to say yes, but he knew that if he'd tried, he couldn't.
Torn between what to do, moved the hand wand to his head to wet his hair. He set the hand wand down in the tub and knelt down in the tub to reach over the edge for the shampoo bottle. He soaped his hair, rubbing the shampoo in, his head tipped back and his eyes closed. With his head and face covered in shampoo suds, he felt around the bottom of the tub for the hand wand to rinse his hair. He felt the water from the wand wash over his back, and then move up to his head. He held still while she rinsed the soap from his hair, gently working all the soap suds out.
"There," she whispered, reaching past him to turn off the water.
He opened his eyes and looked up at her standing next to the tub. "I have to know why."
"Does it matter? I lied to you. I used you. That's all you have to know."
"It matters to me. Why?"
"At first, it was, well, you were going to leave in the morning so it didn't matter. You were going to be out of my life and what I was suddenly feeling inside wasn't important. Then Martha suggested I make you stay a little longer, to get more for my book. I think it was just an excuse to get me to be with a man, any man, more than a few hours. I shouldn't have agreed to it. I should have told her no, but then you would have left, and I really didn't want you to leave."
"Why?"
"I wish I knew. I used the book thing as an excuse so i wouldn't have to face myself. It wasn't first glance, but in the car, for some reason, just sitting there with you, listening to you talk, I felt...comfortable. I mean, any woman getting picked up by a stranger in the dark, she'd be nervous that he might be a serial rapist or something. But with you, I don't know. It felt, good to be there. I didn't feel worried or threatened. Then when I found out we were staying together, I didn't know what to do. I didn't want a man in my life, and to be forced to sleep with one would be bad enough, but to sleep with a man I was inexplicably wanting to have close to me, I didn't understand, so I protested and wanted you ripped out of my life like a bad page in a book. But that isn't what happened. I was forced to share the bed with you. I was forced to do something, that inside, I wanted to do. I was so confused. Part of me wanted to act on all these desires that were welling up in me. That's why I did what I did before we went to bed. Part of me wanted to feel it, and part of me said that if I made you come, you wouldn't have a hard-on to try and force on me, when we lay down."
"So, you made me come so you could sleep with me."
"That was my mind rationalizing my desire to do what I did, to make you feel good, like you did to me. Yeah, I slept with you. I slept right up against you almost all night, and I dreamt about having sex with you. I woke up wanting to roll you over and make you hard and to have sex with you. Instead I got up and went outside to call Martha, to chew her out. I suddenly found myself telling her about you, describing you, and I suddenly didn't want you to leave."
"You could have just asked me to stay."
"I was afraid to."
"When I woke up, and you weren't there. I was disappointed. I wanted to wake up next to you, and not just because you were jacking me off in my sleep. If you'd have asked, I think I would have said yes."
"So, what now? I'm mostly packed. I was planning on driving down the mountain tonight, but this time the road really is closed."
Jerry stepped out of the tub and picked up the towel. He held it out to her. "I guess you could dry me off."
She hesitantly took the towel. He turned away from her and let her start drying his back. She worked carefully, gently wiping his back and down from there. She knelt to dry his legs. He turned to face her, to let her dry his front side. His, now mostly hard, dick stuck out at her face. She dried his legs, and then gently dried his dick, her touch making it grow harder. She looked up at him hesitantly. Slowly, she leaned her face toward him and licked the tip of his dick with her tongue. She looked for a reaction, but he just stood there, expectantly. She licked his head again, gently teasing her tongue over and around it. Growing bolder, she closed her lips around it and grasped it more fully with her hand. She stroked slowly, not rushing, partly because she was waiting for him to tell her to stop, but also partly because of how it was making her feel.
"You should be wearing that thing you wore last night if we're going to start over." He said quietly.
"Are we? Going to start over?" she asked after pulling off his dick.
"Do you want to? Or do you want to just go our separate ways?"
She got up without a word. She walked over to her suitcase and dug into it. She pulled out what she wanted, and then stood, her back turned to him, stripping. Only when she was completely naked did she slip the chemise on and turn back to him. She walked to within a few feet of him. "Hi. My name is Suzane. I'm recovering from a bad relationship and have a hard time trusting my feelings." She held her hand out for him.
"Hi. My name is Jerry. My wife left because I didn't pay enough attention to her, so now I bury myself in my work, to avoid getting trapped having feelings for someone." Jerry said, as he took her hand.
She stepped slightly closer, not letting go of his hand. "Do you have sex on the first date?"
"I don't know. I haven't had a first date since she left."
"The road is snowed in. That means we're stuck here together for the night. I can't guarantee I won't get a little scared of what I feel, but if you're willing, so am I."
Jerry let go of her hand and stepped to her, wrapping her arms around her. "Why don't we start with a kiss. If you think you want to go further, you can take that off. If not, I think we can manage to sleep the night with each other, at least until the roads are open."
"I think that's a good idea." She whispered as he lowered his face toward hers. She felt the heat of his breath start her stomach knotting. She felt his lips touch hers and she kissed back, wanting to show him what she felt inside. She slid her hands up his back and pulled them together. They spent minutes kissing and sucking each other's lips, their bodies pressed together so her nipples dug into his chest and his cock was trapped between them. She could feel how hard he was and she felt the want in her pussy, the ache growing, wanting him inside her. She pulled back, breaking the kiss. She stepped back without a word. She stood, looking at him and then pulled the see through piece of lingerie up and off. She tossed it aside, and then backed up to the bed. She sat onto it and scooted back until her full length lay on it. She pulled her feet toward her some, and then spread her knees and legs apart for him.
Jerry walked to the bed and climbed on. He walked on all fours up the bed, until he was over her, his rock-hard cock pointing down at her pussy. "I can't promise I won't break your heart."
"I can't promise I won't break yours either, but I promise to try not to do it again. I didn't mean to; I was just so afraid to admit what I was feeling. Love at first sight doesn't exist, remember?"
"No, it doesn't, but I'm willing to find out if I'm wrong. Are you?" he asked softly.
She reached between them and found his cock. She pulled it down, forcing him to lower himself down as she did. She rubbed his head up and down her sopping wet lips and then eased it to her vaginal entrance as he continued to lower down. She moaned as his fat head pushed into her.
Jerry looked down at her and smiled. He was finding it impossible to stay angry at her. He didn't quite understand it. Like she said, love at first sight doesn't exist, or at least he didn't think so, but he had no other explanation for what he was feeling. She moaned softly, as his cock slipped deeper into her, the look on her face, one of...happiness. He started to stroke slowly, pushing and pulling his hard shaft in and out of her. He wasn't worried about coming. For some reason, he just wanted to make sure she enjoyed this. He moved his hips up and down as well as to and fro, making sure that his shaft ground against her clit as he stroked into her. Her moan told him that he was being successful. Her hips started to rock in time with his, causing his cock to grind harder against her, but also to force his engorged head against the walls of her vagina.
She smiled up at him, the smile as much in her beautiful blue eyes as it was on her lips. Her blonde hair was spread on the bed under her head, almost looking like a halo in the dancing orange light of the fire reflecting off the mirror above the bed. At that moment she looked like an angel. The smile disappeared and she rocked her hips a bit harder, smiling again when she was greeted with a groan he couldn't suppress.
"Come for me." She whispered. "I want to see your face when you come."
"Funny, I was thinking the same thing." He panted, as he continued his rhythmic strokes.
"You were huh? How about a little race? See who can make the other climax first?"
"Sure. What's the winner get?"
She grinned and whispered. "All the sex they can handle all night long."
"Sounds like we both win with that."
"Yeah, it does, doesn't it?" she gasped, as he thrust into her harder. "Ohhhh, I see how it is!" She lifted her legs and hooked them around him to dig her heels into his butt.
With each stroke she pulled herself toward him, the two thrusting toward each other in unison, their bodies driving together until their skin slapped together loudly. He could hear the squish of her wet pussy with each thrust, the only other sounds in the room being the crackling of the fire, and the soft grunts and gasps they were both making. In and out he thrust, his orgasm building almost to the point of no return. He did his best to hold himself back, as he looked down at her face, a mixture of pleasure and concentration. He knew she was trying to hold back as well, and in response he thrust just a little harder, trying to make her come before he could hold back no longer. The two moved in synchronicity, her heels digging hard into his butt while he thrust hard into her. "God damn. I can't..." He gasped, moments before his body jerked hard, no longer able to hold back his climax. "OHHHH FUCK!" he grunted loudly, as his cock jammed hard into her.
"FUCK YES! I WIN!" She cried, as she rocked her hips wildly, grinding her clit into the base of his cock. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she screamed moments later, as her whole body stiffened and shook under him.
He dropped down on her, wrapping his arms around her to pull them together. He tried to kiss her, but he had to wait until the two of them had gotten past the most intense part of their mutual orgasm. He pressed his lips to hers in an awkward kiss, broken quickly by their breathlessness.
"I guess that means you have to make love to me all night!" He smiled down at her and said nothing. She looked back at him curiously. "What?"
"Nothing. Just something you said. It felt right, hearing it that way."
"What?"
"Making love. Not having sex, or fucking or anything else, but making love. I think that's what we just did, and I really hope that it's what we keep doing."
"Are you trying to tell me something?"
"What? Like use the L word? I don't think I'm quite there yet, but if things keep going like this for the next four days, I very well might."
"That's a big step. For both of us."
"It is."
"Just so you know. I've never felt for anyone the way I did earlier tonight. The thought of losing you, the thought of you walking out of my life, it hurt even more than when David left. I'm a writer, I put words to feelings every day. There's only one word that explains what I felt. I know it's scary, and I know that you might not be ready to hear it, but I'm going to say it anyway. You don't have to say it back. Don't ever feel you have to say something you don't feel. Don't ever, ever, do that with me, please."
"Okay," he whispered.
"Jerry, I love you. I've known it and been trying to deny it since you made that fake proposal in the store. What you said, the way it made me feel inside. At that moment I wanted it to be for real. That it wasn't, made me panic, that's why I left the store the way I did. Jerry, I love you more than I know how to tell you. I want you to love me back, but I'm willing to wait, and hope, that you too feel that way."
In answer Jerry leaned his face down to hers again and kissed her lips. He could feel her passion, as she held him with her arms and legs both wrapped around him. He could feel her hard nipples pressed against his chest as they struggled to breathe and kiss at the same time, neither wanting to break the kiss. Finally, they had to. He lifted his face from hers and nodded. "I promise to never say something just because you expect it. But from my heart, I know that I love you and I want you to come be in my life forever. Boston is a long way away from Missouri. I don't know how we'll make this work over all those miles."
"Seems to me that you still live in a house with multiple bedrooms and bathrooms, don't you?"
"Well, yeah."
"Then it's settled. You'd never fit in my little third floor apartment. I'll move in with you. I can use one of the other bedrooms until you're ready for me to be in yours."
"Why would I ever want that!" He said with a frown. She looked back with concern, that she had somehow said the wrong thing.
"You don't want me to move in with you? At least for a while? To see if this all works?"
He chuckled. "No, I don't want you to move into the spare bedroom. If you're moving in, it's going to be into my life, my home and my bedroom. But if you don't want to..."
She wrapped her arms around him tighter, pulling them together until their cheeks pressed together. She whispered into his ear, "Jerry that would make me a very happy woman, to move into your life and your bed."
The end. I'll leave the rest to your imagination!
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It was almost noon and I still hadn't gotten my lumber. Banging the yoga instructor one last time against her front window, had been an experience, made more so since Aphrodite hadn't messed with my brain and allowed me to be fully cognizant of what I was doing. I supposed that was so that I could see the image of the instructor being fucked in the middle of a field by some guy she had been hiking with. I wasn't sure even she realized how intensely public sex turned her on. I had an open invitation to return any time I wanted, though I wasn't sure I'd take her up on it anytime soon.
I got my list to the yard counter and soon it was paid for and I was headed to the yard to load my lumber. It was going to be a pretty good sized load, so as usual, I had a yard helper to help me load. They were usually college students working there for extra money. Today's was a slender young woman wearing the typical orange t-shirt. It only took me a few moments to realize how her nipples were poking the shirt out which, of course, made me think about sex, even though I was trying not to.
The two of us had loaded almost half of the forty two-by- fours I'd purchased, when I bumped into her as we turned opposite directions. It was only a brief contact, but the reaction was almost instantons. I could already feel the attraction she had to me, even before the bump, just from my thinking about her tits. I was easily twice her age, but that didn't seem to be stopping her from wanting me. She suddenly dropped the board she had been picking up, grabbed me by the hand and pulled me to the stairs leading up to the second floor stock area. We walked to a small alcove area where she released my hand and then pulled her shirt up to expose a pair of really sexy little B-cup tits. Her nipples were indeed rock hard, and her dark, oblong areola were puckered as if begging to be sucked on. I was still enjoying the sight of her college-aged boobs as she unfastened her jeans. She pushed them down to her knees before reaching for my crotch.
I could have objected, could have stopped her, probably should have stopped her, but the look on her face, the absolute desire in her eyes pushed all the right buttons, the buttons the every guy has. I let her undo my pants and push them down enough to pull me out. She used my dick as a handle, pulling me back toward a stack of boards. Without letting go of me, she sat on the end of the stack and used her free hand to push her jeans down to her ankles. She pulled me closer to her pussy as she leaned back, spreading her knees to give me access. She rubbed the tip of my head up and down her very wet lips, looking at me anxiously for a few moments before she decided that I wasn't going to say no. she smiled at me and guided my head to the entrance to her vagina. I pushed forward, my dick slipping into her hot, shaved pussy, feeling my cock stretch her as I slid slowly into her wetness. The disconnect I felt was almost immediate, and my head swirled slightly, as if I was falling, and then...
" Are you sure this is okay?" she asked the other four girls that were also stripping. "I mean, do we have any idea what they're going to do with us naked?"
"Don't worry," the petite Asian plege answered. "I heard one of the older girls tell someone that they'll parade us around the sorority house and back yard to make us think they're taking us somewhere else, and then they bring us back into the house. They just shave us and then fuck us with a dildo until we come."
"In front of everyone?" a little brunette asked.
"Pretty much. I guess all the girls have done it before, so if we want in..."
"I hope no one sees us outside," I said quietly.
"It'll be dark. Who could see?"
"The frat next door?" I said with some concern.
"I'm just going to do it," she redhead said just before one of the senior girls came in.
"Here you go. Blindfolds. When we come for you, you aren't allowed to talk or make any noise. If you want out of this, it you get too nervous or anything, you can raise both hands in the air and we'll stop."
"But if we do, we fail and we're not in, right?" the Asian girl asked.
She said to the Asian girl that had asked, "That's right. But you have to feel safe. So, that's the signal. Now, put your blindfolds on and let's see, Angie, since you asked, why don't you go first!"
I put my blindfold on and sat down on the padded bench. I didn't know in what order they were going to take us, so I decided to try and be patient. One by one the other girls were taken. I wasn't sure how long between, but I heard the grandfather clock upstairs chime, making me think about fifteen minutes each. "Your turn, Katy," I heard as the door opened again. I knew I was last, but I was determined to go with it. I let her lead me from the room, up some stairs, and then outside. The sound of the peepers and crickets gave it away. She led me around the yard a couple times and then back into the house. I carefully walked back down the stairs, tentatively taking each step until I'd made it back to the basement. I didn't know what room we were in, but there were plenty to pick from.
"On the table," I was told by another older girl. They helped me onto the table and then two of them took my legs and lifted them. They spread my legs wide apart, completely exposing me to whoever was going to shave me. The buzz of the shaver actually calmed me a bit, knowing now that what Angie had said was true. I patiently lay there as my blonde curls were cut off and the shaver trimmed me down almost to bare skin. I'd thought they were done until I felt cool cream applied to my mound.
I'd never been shaved before, but it didn't take long to realize that whoever was doing the shaving was also trying her best to tease me. She stroked my clit and lips, and even pushed her finger into my pussy a few times as she worked. They were extremely careful not to nick me, which made me happy. She worked methodically, doing my mound first and then my outer lips. She stuck a finger into me and grasped my inner labia to stretch it out and keep it out of the way as she worked the razer over and around my outer lips. I heard the razor clink into a bowl, and then felt a towel wipe the excess soap from me.
I steeled myself for what was next. I'd played with myself enough times, but I'd never used a dildo before, let alone in front of a bunch of other girls. I waited and jumped in surprise as my pussy was touched with a pair of lips, not a dildo. Maybe Angie had it wrong. Maybe they didn't use a dildo. I lay there, feeling the girl lick and tease my now-smooth lips, working her tongue deeper between my engorged lips until she found my clit. I knew I wasn't supposed to make any noise, but I couldn't help a gasp and moan as she teased my clit with her tongue. Up and down she teased with her tongue, eventually sliding a finger and then a second into me, fucking me with her fingers while attacking my clit at the same time. She was damn good and soon had me writhing on the table at her attentions. I could feel the heat inside me and the tingle racing from my clit all the way to my nipples. Just when I didn't think I could take any more, I felt a mouth on one of my nipples, and then another.
I couldn't hold myself still as they stimulated every place they could think of, clearly trying to give me a massive orgasm. I knew it was coming, too. I could feel it building. I wanted to shout out that I was going to come, but all I could do was moan. The sensation, the tingle, the need to climax overwhelmed me, but they didn't stop. My body began to shake and tremble while I did my best to be silent. I suddenly felt the urge to pee. Not a little but a lot! I wanted to warn them, but I didn't want to fail. I did my best to hold it until I couldn't. I couldn't help but arch my back as the gates burst and I peed a stream out into the air. I wanted to apologize, but my body wasn't done yet. The girls kept assaulting my clit and nipples until I'd peed a second and third time, leaving me lying on the table gasping. I'd come, so that meant I passed, right?
The face and fingers pulled from me as did the two mouths from my tits. I felt something touch my sopping wet pussy lips. It was soft and hard at the same time, and oh-so warm. If this was a dildo, it had to be something special. It slid into my already soaking wet pussy easily, sliding all the way in until the head pressed to the end of my vagina. But this dildo was warm and firm, unlike anything I'd expected. It started to stroke in and out, and that's when I realized it wasn't a dildo at all. It was a real dick.
I reached up and pulled off my blindfold. I couldn't see for the brightness. I shaded my eyes and squinted to try and see who was fucking me. I didn't want to fail, but I also hadn't been planning on being fucked. When I could start to see, I noticed a lot of things out of place. The first being that there were a half dozen girls around me, but beyond that there had to be at least twenty or more guys watching, staring, ogling my nude body. The groan near my raised legs brought my attention back there. The face was anything but a stranger's. I'd known that face my whole life. It was the face of my twin brother. He was plunging his cock in and out of me with abandon, his face covered with glistening juices, even his hair was wet, as was the black blindfold he had on. I suddenly realized he had no more idea who he was fucking than I had moments before.
This had to be some kind of cruel joke. Who would make a brother and sister have sex? Did they know and do it on purpose, or was this some kind of cruel coincidence? He held my legs and thrust into me over and over, my body responding even though my mind said it shouldn't. He had a surprisingly nice feeling cock. Big, but not too big, hard with a good sized mushroom head that was stroking my insides perfectly. I could feel the crown of his head slipping over the little bundle of nerves just behind my pelvis bone. I knew I was going to come again. I knew because I knew exactly how to make myself climax with my fingers, and he was doing just exactly the same thing with his cock. I knew I was going to come for my brother, and I wasn't sure if I should be embarrassed or angry.
I held my tongue as he continued stroking in and out, knowing it was too late to do anything about it. That didn't mean that I wasn't going to give him hell for it later. I felt my climax growing, the tingle and warmth and need racing higher and higher. I was about to climax again, this time around my own brother's dick when I realized that this could be so much worse, and if I wasn't careful, it would be!
"OH FUCK!" I gasped out as my whole body shook. He continued to plunge in and out as fast as he could. I could tell he was about to come too. I hoped he wouldn't come inside me. Part of me sorta wanted to feel it, that was the part of me that was so turned on mid-orgasm that I couldn't care who it was. Part of me wanted to scream for him to stop, instead I lay there, shaking and trembling, gasping silently for breath as his cock swelled inside me. Thankfully he pulled out moments before he came. His dick shot long strands of white cum all over my freshly-shaved mound and pussy. But that wasn't all. The girls around me moved aside and the guys stepped forward, all of them without pants on, jacking their dicks frantically. One by one, they began to come, squirting their cum on my body. I lay there and took it, knowing if I objected that I'd fail. I wondered if the other girls got this treatment, or if it was special for me since I was the last. It took easily five minutes before the last one came on my tits. By then, my brother had taken his blindfold off and was staring at me incredulously. Not only at his own part in the sordid affair, but because I just lay there and let the boys cum all over my body and face, and two of them even in my mouth.
Sharie helped me off the table and then led me, still naked, with cum dripping off my body, up the stairs and outside. She led me across the back yard of both houses and then back down to the basement room in the sorority house we'd started in, then announced that we'd all passed. All four of the other girls had dried cum all over their bodies as well as the inside of their thighs, so it looked to me like they'd all gotten the same treatment, with one exception. My brother hadn't cum inside me, so that pretty much clinched it. They'd known and told him not to.
I shook my head and looked down at the girl in front of me, lying on the boards, looking up at me with confusion in her eyes. I had the feeling she expected to see her brother between her legs, but instead it was me, my shrinking cock still inside her where I had unloaded into her. She shook her head and pushed me back, slid off the pile of lumber to kneel in front of me. I thought she was going to be angry, but surprisingly, she quickly licked and sucked the remaining cum from my dick. I was still breathing hard when she stood up and starting to fix her clothing. We didn't say a word to each other as we made the way back down to finish loading the trailer. I checked my watch and was surprised to see that only a very few minutes had elapsed, not the hour or more that the initiation had taken.
---o---
"What took so long? I expected you hours ago," Lydia asked as I walked into the house half an hour later.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you."
"Try me."
I stopped and looked at her. "Alright. I was suddenly driven to pull into a strip mall and walk into a Hot Yoga studio."
"Hot Yoga? You don't do Yoga and you hate being all sweaty."
"Yeah, true. But it was an all-women's class."
"Uh oh."
"Uh huh. Before long the instructor had the whole class nude, doing their positions. I guess you can figure what happened.
"I bet I can."
"I learned something, though. Aphrodite had her own plans. Turns out that she can make an acolyte just by sharing the DNA of an acolyte or priest and then having her keep having sex."
"Oh really? And how do you know that?"
"I made a few today, and one of 'em, the instructor, apparently has a really strong mental connection to Aphrodite, so she could talk to me through her. Told me a lot of things, including how she can make more acolytes. I noticed something else: I've been getting little flashes of images from the women I'm having sex with. Have you noticed that too?"
"I...I kept getting these images in my head. I didn't know where they were coming from."
"She's getting stronger. She's been doing it: giving us those glimpses. N ow that she's stronger, she can do more than that. She's started giving me whole events, like one woman's first time and another getting done by her brother at a sorority initiation. I'm seeing the whole thing through their eyes. It's as if I'm them. Feeling what they're feeling, but..."
"Holy shit," she whispered, interrupting me. "That has to be unnerving."
"More than a little, but it's happening so fast, in only a few minutes or seconds, just before I climax. I mean, I can feel myself stroking into her, enjoying how it feels, feel myself getting closer and then BAM! I'm suddenly a different person, and I know all the things she knows about it. Where, why, who, all that. When we both come it's super intense because we're both feeling the same climax."
"So, what happens now? I mean, is that what she has in store for me, now? Feeling how it is for a guy to come?"
"I asked her that, since she can make all the acolytes she wants without me now, maybe she'd be willing to let me go. Unfortunately she seems that she thinks I'm fun. She wants to play with me like some toy. God knows what she thinks is playing, but it doesn't bode well."
"Good lord. A toy? If things weren't bad enough."
"Yeah, you're telling me."
---o---
I stayed home Sunday to work on the shed, so when Monday came I went back to work with a certain amount of trepidation. I still didn't know what Aphrodite meant by "having fun with me." I'd barely gotten into my office chair when Rachel walked into my office wearing nothing but a smile and a pair of high heels. I barely reacted. I guess I was getting used to seeing women naked in my office.
"You like my new office attire?" she asked as she approached my desk, her little B-cup boobs bouncing lightly. "We had a little vote on the phone yesterday. None of us are wearing anything to cover our titties or our coochies today. Should make for an interesting day."
"I would say it would." I answered, wondering if this was Aphrodite's idea of fun.
"So, since it's gonna be a fun day, how about you be my first? I'm planning on getting it at least half a dozen times, maybe more."
"And you want me to be first of the day?" I asked as she stepped around my desk, pushed my chair back. She leaned down and reached for my pants. I didn't figure there was any point in arguing, so I let her undo my pants. I stood to let her pull them down to expose my dick, which was hard as a rock. Let's face it, she was twenty years younger than me and had a sexy body with a completely shaved pussy that was so wet with excitement that I could smell her all the way across the room when she walked in, why wouldn't I want to fuck her?
She pushed me back onto my chair and then climbed onto it with me, facing me, the arms of the chair holding her up by her thighs. She used the back of my chair to lever herself up, lifting her butt high enough to work my rigid pole upright. I felt her wet lips touch my engorged cock's head and then felt her slip slowly down my shaft. "Oh yes. For some reason your cock feels the best of any. Except maybe Joey's."
"Who's Joey?" I asked as she levered herself up and down to slide on and off my shaft.
"Joey? He's..."
I had that sudden swirling feeling in my head and then I stood in the bathroom and stared at the suddenly open door. Joey seemed to fill the whole doorway. I hadn't known him for long, only a few months. Dale invited him over to get to know him and his wife better. It was something he did to all his new hires. Joey was black as the night, his wife not much lighter, and he was big. He towered at least six inches taller than Dale and was at least thirty pounds heavier, but it was all muscle, and his bare chest and legs showed it. He worked out regularly, and was probably able to pump at least three-hundred pounds.
"OH SHIT!! I'm so sorry. I didn't realize anyone was in here," he said from the doorway, making no move to step in or back out. He was just staring at me like a hungry lion about to pounce on its hapless prey.
"No problem," I answered nervously, my shorts and panties around my ankles. I looked at him, wondering what he was going to do. Neither of us seemed able to move anything but our eyes. I blushed slightly at the thought of what he was looking at. Standing there, staring at each other, I did something I never thought I'd do. Dale hadn't been attentive in that way in way too many weeks. I wondered if he had been cheating on me, but I had no way to know for sure. My hands were shaking as I made a decision I hoped I wouldn't regret later. I pulled up the hem of my t-shirt, sliding it up and off, then dropped it on the counter next to me. My tits weren't big, not nearly big enough to require a bra for support, so when I pulled my shirt off, there was nothing to cover me above my ankles.
His eyes widened, not that I was super model beautiful, but out of surprise. Maybe he didn't expect me to do that, or maybe he was anticipating some kind of resistance. But I only stood in front of the toilet and waited, waited for him to make a decision, come in, or step back out. My heart was pounding in my chest as he looked me up and down. I only had one more move to make, and I made it. I slipped my sandals off, stepped out of my shorts and panties, then turned my back to the sink counter. I lifted myself onto the counter and leaned backward until my back was against the cool glass mirror. I lifted and spread my legs, showing off my shaved pussy. I reached between my legs and stroked myself, letting him watch, trying to make him horny. I knew it was working; the bulge in his pants was growing, and it was big!



Joey stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. He was undoing his pants as he stepped toward me. "Are you sure you want this?" he asked in his heavily South African accent.
"No, not one bit," I answered him, leering at the huge bulge in his briefs. He pushed the front down and his dick sprang out to its full length. It was easily twice as long as Dale's and half again as thick. I'd invited him, but I suddenly wasn't so sure it would fit, or that it was a good idea. I was running on hormones at the moment. My body knew it wanted sex, and sex wasn't on the menu from my husband today or any day soon that I could tell. I was sure he was getting it somewhere else, but couldn't prove it. He was much too careful.
In the seconds it took me to consider if I had gone too far, Joey had moved closer, holding his rock-hard cock and aiming it at my pussy. I nodded slightly to him and then held my breath as he brushed the tip up and down my wet lips. His head felt like a branding iron as he slipped between my lips. His head pressed to the entrance to my vagina, pushing against it, but being resisted. He leaned a little harder into me, forcing his engorged mushroom head against me. I almost cried out at the momentary pain as his head pushed into me an inch or two. I knew it was only an inch or two because I could see him enter me, but it felt like it was so much deeper.
He continued to push, slowly forcing his way into me deeper and deeper. He felt like a log inside me, but it felt sooooo good as well. He started to pull back, to slide out of me. The further he pulled out, the more I wanted it back in. He pulled all the way out and then looked up to my face. "You're still sure?" he asked.
"Oh god, yes," I mumbled.
He smiled and stuffed his head back into me, began driving fully in. I gasped again and then moaned as he began sliding in and out, pumping that fat cock in my vagina. God, it felt so good. I was in heaven, feeling him thrust into me. I closed my eyes and let the sensations wash over me, lifting my excitement higher by the moment. I knew I was moaning in pleasure, but I couldn't help myself, at least until the knock on the door came.
I clamped my hands over my mouth and looked wide-eyed at Joey. The knock came again, followed by the sound of his wife's voice. "You in there, honey?"
"Sure am," he answered without pulling his dick from me.
The knob on the door turned and the door opened slowly. Joey's wife, Konita, stepped in, her eyebrows raised. She paused when she saw us and looked back over her shoulder. What surprised me most was that she didn't seem even surprised, let alone upset. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it. "Really, Joey? It's bad enough you're doing it again, but you didn't bother to even invite me this time."
"Again?" I asked just before Joey stifled me with a moan by stroking again.
"Oh yeah. He has a liking for the boss's wives. If you think it was an accident that he found you in here, you'd be wrong. I happen to know he was watching to see when you might have to go, and then he simply followed you."
"You did?" I asked in surprise. He shrugged and looked a little embarrassed.
"Now, since we've already taken the first step, how about the second?" Konita asked, looking right at me She wore a simple white dress that contrasted starkly with her dark skin. I could make out dark bra containing her huge breasts beneath the dress, but it and her skin blended much too well to tell what kind, other than its existence. Even if it didn't show through the dress, which I suspected was intentional, I knew she had something on to contain those huge black globes. She lifted the hem of her dress and skimmed it up and off, leaving her with nothing but sandals and a massive lace bra. She had no panties of any kind, leaving her black pussy completely exposed. I couldn't help but wonder if she'd pulled that skirt up when I wasn't looking to flash Dale.
She pulled down the zipper between the huge black lace cups and shrugged them off, leaving her nude. She grinned as she stepped over to me and lowered her face to my chest. I moaned again as she sucked one of my nipples into her mouth, sending little tingles racing through my body when she gently nipped my rock-hard nipple.
Joey continued stroking, the sensations of his cock in my pussy,, the feeling of his wife's fingers on my pussy and her lips on my nipple, it was more than my body could stand. Within moments I was shaking and trembling as I started to climax. God, it was so intense. I was loving it as I came around his fat, still-stroking, cock. It was probably the most intense orgasm I'd ever had, and I didn't think they were done yet.
And I was right.
He stroked harder, jamming his cock into my spasming pussy over and over, his expression betraying an impending climax. He groaned loudly as his body bucked and I felt shot after shot of cum surge into me. It felt like he was pumping gallons into me, and I could already feel it leaking around his shaft and down the crack of my ass before his jerking cock had stilled inside me.
Konita pulled her face away from my chest and turned to kiss her husband. He kissed back as she rubbed his muscled chest. I was amazed that he hadn't even begun to soften inside me, his massive cock still as hard as when he'd started fucking me. His wife pushed him back and then stepped between us. She bent over and lowered her face between my legs, grinning as she began to lick my slit. "Oh fuck, yes. I love licking his cum from some little white bitch," she said softly, her tongue stroked up my sopping wet pussy lips. She licked another few times, collecting his cum from my twat and lifting her head to make sure I could see his cum leaking from my gaping pussy. "That's what you are now, his little bitch. OHHHH FUCK!" she gasped as her husband plunged into her own pussy from behind. "That's it, lover. Fuck my hot little cunt. Show this little bitch what you're going to do to her every day. That's right, you little slut. Every day. Any time he comes to you, you're going to spread your legs and let him fuck you."
I looked between them, seeing that they were indeed both serious. I opened my mouth to protest and could only manage to get out, "why... why would I do that?"
"Because if you don't, we'll show your husband the little video that Joey's camera has been recording since he dropped his pants." She said with a oft chuckle. "It's his word against yours as who started it, and I venture to say it'll look a lot more like you." She leaned toward me, reaching her fingers for my pussy while her face neared mine. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me wetly while she teased my pussy with her long black fingers.
I wanted to protest, to tell them no, but instead I moaned into her mouth as she teased my clit, making my orgasm to begin to stir and grow again. I hadn't seen Joey set his cell phone down, but now that I looked, I could see it leaning against the wall on the counter, the camera definitely pointing toward me. I wanted to object, to make him delete the video. Before I could, her fingers pushed into my pussy, causing me to moan all the louder. She pushed her fingers in and out of me, like his cock had been doing, but this time rubbing her thumb on my clit while her husband fucked her. She slowly lowered her face from mine, down to my chest, sucking my left nipple into her mouth.
I groaned again as her attentions pushed my renewed orgasm closer to climax. Tingling warmth raced through my body, warning me that I was about to climax again, any moment.
"NO!" I gasped loudly in surprise as she suddenly pulled away from me. I only had a few moments before she roughly pulled me off the counter by an arm.
"Lick me, now," s he commanded before she turned to replace me on the counter and her husband, Joey, bent me over and pushed my face to her pussy. I'd never licked a woman before, and I really didn't want to this time. But Joey didn't give me much choice. Wirth a hand on the back of my neck to force me down to his wife's crotch, he jammed his cock into me again, his hips pushing me forward. "Come on, slut. Lick me. Put that nasty mouth of yours to work and lick my clit!"
I hesitated, so h e jammed my face against his wife's pussy while he started to pump his cock in and out of me again. The combination had my mouth rubbing against her black lips, not letting up until I'd finally stuck my tongue out and started to lick between her lips. His wife moaned loudly as my tongue stroked across her clit over and over in time with his strokes into me. He shoved his hard-on inside, driving it in until my pussy couldn't take any more of him, jamming his cockhead against the end of my vagina. Despite my hesitation, the combination of his cock and the scent of her aroused pussy was turning me on more than I could imagine. I moaned and stuffed two fingers into her pussy, pumping in time with Joey's strokes.
I could feel his thrusts getting stronger and guessed that he had to be about ready to come again. I still had part of his first load in me, thankfully lubricating his fat cock as he thrust wildly into me. His wife gave up a pleasured scream as my forced licking brought her over the edge.
"Gonna fill you up, bitch!" Joey grunted. "Take this, you little white bitch! Feel what a real man's cock feels like filling you up!"
The bathroom door flew open just as Joey reached climax. He ignored my husband as he moaned and emptied himself into me, shot after shot surging into my spasming pussy. I couldn't help myself, shaking and trembling in orgasm even as my husband stood right there. I barely even recognized his presence until he spoke.
"What the fuck?!" he shouted, staring as Joey filled me up, my face between his wife's black thighs. I pulled my face from her and jerked my head to look at him in surprise. He stood there, staring at Joey's wife's body for a full minute or more before looking at me. Joey pulled his dick from my pussy and his cum began leaking out, slipping from my gaping pussy, dripping onto the floor between my legs. I watched him shake his head and then snarl, "Fucking slut!" before he slammed the door. I wanted to be upset, but I knew in my heart that he had been cheating for some time, and him catching me somehow just didn't matter all that much anymore.
I sat in my desk chair, looking up at her face, feeling my cock occasionally twitch inside her, my cum leaking out of her around my still- hard dick. She stared down at me as she panted heavily. "Jesus Christ. What did you do? How did you do that?"
I feinged ignorance. "Do what?"
"Do what you did. Make me feel... remember... be there again. It felt like I was there, feeling his cock in me, smelling her pussy. It was... shit. It was so real. It was like I was there again. How did you do that?"
"I didn't. Aphrodite did."
She looked at me suspiciously. "Aphrodite?"
"That's what this is all about. She's pulling the strings here."
She chuckled. "You know, in the last couple years I've heard a lot of excuses about why a married man would be fucking me, but this has to be a new one. I heard about this. You somehow convinced Gail that this was all some god making us do this shit, not that I mind. I mean, I've wondered what it would feel like to run around work naked all day. Now I'm living it, and if your little story about some mystical being lets me do it, who am I to argue?"
"So you don't believe in her?"
"Not one iota. It's a good one though: having sex with everyone and then blaming it on Aphrodite."
"Well, then why are you running around naked?"
"Cuz I can?" she asked with raised eyebrows. "Look, I don't care if you want to blame it on Santa Clause. As long as you let me ride mister happy here, I'm good. Your wife doesn't seem to mind, so why shouldn't I take advantage of it? Hell, everyone knows you can give one hell of an orgasm, but this... this is wayyyy above anything I've ever felt."
"Glad you approve. Now, how about you go to your office and let me get to work?"
"Can I come back later?"
I shook my head in dismay. "Whatever."
She eased off my dick and my chair and then walked away, exaggerating the wiggle of her hips, my cum leaking down her thighs as she walked away. She looked back over her shoulder when she reached the door, then bent over at the waist to look out into the hallway, taking her time to look both ways. We both knew the intent was to flash her leaking pussy at me one more time before she walked out.
I didn't bother to pull my pants up, though I wasn't exactly sure why. It just felt... I dunno, kinda fun to be sitting there half naked with no one knowing. I was hard at work, my pants still around my ankles when Gail walked in. After Rachel's comment, I expected to see Gail as naked as she had been. Instead, she came in fully dressed with a frown.
"Hey Gail. What can I do for you?"
"Shoot me and put me out of my misery?" she said. I knew she wasn't serious, so I leaned back in my chair and waited for her to continue. "What the hell have I done? I can't keep myself from having sex. Any guy gives me that look and I'm peeling my panties off for him. Shit, I bet I've fucked thirty guys in the last few days."
"I hope a few of them have been your husband."
"Funny man. He didn't understand what was going on, but now he's seriously upset and doesn't believe me when I try to tell him about her."
"That's a problem."
"It is when I'm coming home and hegives me that look and my pussy is full of some other guy's cum. I can only cover it up for so long. Sooner or later he's gonna figure out that I'm fucking like a rabbit. So far I haven't done it when I was with him, but that can't last, can it?"
"You tell me."
I don't know what to do. I can't seem to help myself. "Hell, I was coming to work this morning and dropped my car off at the dealer. They had a driver bring me to work and halfway here, I started sucking his dick at a stoplight. Obviously we stopped in a parking lot and I let him fuck me. What else was I going to do?"
"Did you want to?"
"Well... um... yeah, sorta."
"So what are you complaining about?"
"I thought you, at least, would be a little sympathetic."
"Trust me, I am. But I have my own problems."
"You have problems? Seriously?"
"You have no idea."
"Try me."
"Okay. Strip."
"Now?"
"Why not? You've had sex with me in here before."
"I was talking about having too much sex, not wanting more!"
"I think you're going to want to see this."
She shrugged and started pulling her clothes off. I stood up and she raised her eyebrows at my pants still around my ankles. Once she'd taken off her skirt and shirt and bra, I turned her around and leaned her over my desk. I closed my eyes as I rubbed my already engorged head up and down her lips. I held her hips and pushed my dick into her. It only took a few dozen strokes before I felt it. It'd happened enough times that I could tell what was coming, so I just let it happen.
"You have to. You drew the low card," Rachel whispered.
I looked around at the four girls around me, each of us wearing a nightgown. It was going to be our last sleepover before we took off to the four winds for college. I was the youngest, having turned eighteen only four weeks before. The five of us, Rachel, Sammy, Claire, Julie, and I had been doing these sleepovers for years, and they'd always ended up with some kind of weird game, but this was the first time it was going to include that!
"Come on, Gail. You thought it was a good idea when we might draw the low card. Now go!"
"This is silly."
"Only because you're a freaking virgin!" Clair said with a naughty little grin. "Just think what he's gonna think when he wakes up and finds you sitting on his dick!"
"Who says he'll wake up?" I protested.
"Honey, he's not that deep of a sleeper. He woke up when I did it, didn't he?" Julie asked.
"Well, I'm not planning on him waking up," I said with a shake of my head as I pulled my nightgown off. The nightgown I'd brought was revealing enough, but it wasn't nearly as exposing as I felt now, naked in front of my friends. My hands shook slightly with nerves as I got ready to walk as boldly as I could from Rachel's room to her brother Vince's. It was as stupid game, but one we'd played before. This was just the first time I'd been the one who had to take the challenge. I had to walk, completely naked, into Vince's room, get him hard, and then sit on his dick without him waking up. If I succeeded, then all four of them would have to get naked and walk into his room. If he woke up, well, then I'd have to ride him until we both had climaxed. It's what happened to Sammy. Vince woke up just as she'd been trying to work his dick into her, so she had to ride him until he came, and he made it take a very long time. So long that she actually climaxed three times before he came.
I'd never climaxed more than once, and then only using my own fingers. If he woke up, well, I'd do the best I could, but I wasn't all that confident I could make a guy come. I'd never done it.
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly with my hand on the doorknob of Rachel's room. I turned it and pulled the door open. The hallway was mostly dark, illuminated only by Rachel's small bedside lamp. I walked nervously down the hall the ten feet or so to the bedroom door across the hall. I looked back at my friends' grinning faces. I knew they were expecting me to chicken out. Julie had the first time she'd had to do this. I wasn't going to, though. I wouldn't give them the satisfaction. I turned the knob and slipped into the darkened room, leaving the door open enough for a small amount of light to slip in and illuminate the bed.
Vince was a junior in college. While I didn't know for sure, I suspected he had quite a bit more experience at this kind of thing that I did. I could see him lying on his back in bed, the blanket and sheets pulled down far enough to show me his bare chest. Unlike me, he was muscular with washboard abs that I'd seen often. I my pussy was tingling at the thought of seeing him completely naked. He'd seen me naked the one time, but as of yet I'd not seen him that way. I gently tugged the blanket and sheets down, surprised to find him already naked. His dick was lying on him, mostly flacid. Now I had to figure out how to get him hard. I'd seen enough porn to know that I could suck on him. I gently grasped his soft member and lowered my head toward it. I'd never sucked a dick and I wasn't sure what it would even taste like. I tentatively opened my mouth and closed my lips around it.
I tried to suck it, but it really didn't do anything for me. "Women like to do this?" I thought to myself as I tried to coax his dick to respond. Slowly, and I do mean slowly, his dick started to get harder. I could feel it getting firm in my hand and his head growing fatter in my mouth. I let my tongue tease around his head as he grew harder. The fatness in my hand and mouth was also having an unexpected effect: I was getting wet as I worked his dick. Maybe there was something to this. I slipped my free hand between my legs, just to touch myself a moment, and surprised myself with the moan I accidently let out as my fingers stroked across my clit. I closed my eyes and imagined him pumping his dick in and out of me.
Yeah, I was getting damn turned on. I tasted a little something seeping from him as well. It had a salty, slimy taste, but it wasn't exactly unpleasant. I froze when I heard him groan. I pulled my face from his dick and looked at his face in the dark, hoping beyond hope that he was still asleep. It looked like he was. Maybe I was pushing my luck or maybe I was just more turned on than I expected, but I decided it was time to feel what it felt like inside me. The girls always raved over how it felt, but I wasn't sure.



I let go and stood up next to the bed, looking down at him. My heart was pounding so hard that I was afraid he'd hear it and wake up. I wondered if the girls were peeking in the door, but didn't want to look back to find out. I licked my lips and then forced myself to do it. I very, very slowly climbed onto the bed and over his legs, resting on my knees, trying hard to not make the bed wiggle. There I knelt, not really sure how to move next. I reached down and grasped his now rock-hard dick and lifted it to aim it at my pussy. Surely this coudn't be any harder than putting anything else in there, right? I lowered myself down, felt his fat mushroom head spread my dark lips, and then the pressure building against the entrance to my vagina. I pushed a little harder, forcing his cock to spread me and stretch me more. Suddenly, his fat head pushed into me not one, not two, but at least three or four inches. There was still plenty of his dick to work into me, but I held myself there a moment and let my body stretch. The pressure eased off slowly and I could try to push down a bit more. I lifted slightly to coat his shaft with some of my juices and then pushed down again, slipping another inch into me.
I lifted again, and pushed down, another inch gone. Maybe I could do this without waking him. I closed my eyes and lifted and slid down again, taking another inch or so into me. I wouldn't be done until my ass touched his legs or his dick's head touched the end of my vagina, those were the rules.
"Oh fuck!" I gasped as a pair of hands closed on my fat tits. Of the five of us, I had the biggest tits by far, and my nipples were sensitive as hell. But I wasn't expecting this. I looked down at his grinning face and knew he'd been awake the whole time. I'd lost. I'd have to fuck him until we both came.
"Go ahead. Keep doing that," he whispered.
I nodded. I started to lift and lower more, my ass soon bouncing lightly off his thighs. I'd tried putting a lot of stuff into me, but none of it had felt anywhere near as good as this. I let my body take over, slamming down on his dick hard, each stroke down his body making me feel even more excited, my pussy leaking around his cock as I drove him in and out, his fingers pulling and squeezing my nipples. I moaned loudly as my body told me that I was getting closer to coming. There was a fullness that went along with the heat of his cock. He squeezed my nipples even harder, pulling on them at the same time. I cried out in surprise just before my body spasmed. I'd come a lot of times, but this was so much more intense, my clit sliding along his hard shaft as well as his mushroom head teasing me inside.
"OH FUCK YES! " I cried as my body climaxed more intensely than I could remember ever before. My pussy clenched around his hard, fat cock and the sensation made me want to keep stroking. I moved up and down as best I could, the intensity of my climax making coordination awkward, but I didn't want to stop. My body wanted to keep feeling what it was, and it took over for me. I bounced on him until I felt a new sensation. His body was jerking and twitching under me as I felt my bouncing milk gush after gush of hot, thick liquid into me. He finally let go of my tits and grabbed my hips. He pressed me down, stopping me, leaving me straddling him, panting.
"I hoped it'd be you." He panted, looking up at me.
"You knew?"
"I knew my sister was having a sleep-over, and she plays this game almost every time."
"So you were awake the whole time. "
"The whole time," he said, then grabbed my tits again. "Fuck, you have such big sexy tits. I remembered seeing you naked that one time and wished you were the one who came in to do me. I guess I finally got lucky."
"So, now what?"
"As far as I'm concerned, you can spend the rest of the night here and we can fuck as much as you want."
"You wouldn't mind?"
He whispered, "I'd actually like it." He held my shoulders and pulled me down toward him; when I was partly bent over he slid his hands around to my tits again and grasped them, squeezing them into cone shapes to push my nipples out. He opened his mouth and pulled my right tit toward it, closing his lips around it.
"Oh god yes," I moaned as he sucked and nibbled my fat nipple. "You keep doing that and I'll stay all night."
I was suddenly standing in my office again, panting, my cock softening inside Gale.
"What the fuck? It was like... Shit, I haven't thought about Vince in years."
"She likes first times from what I can tell," I said as my softening dick slipped out of her, unleashing a small flood of our juices. I squeezed her bare ass cheeks, drawing a giggle from her.
"I think you like first times too. Feels like you gave me at least as quart of cum." She turned to face me, slipped her arms around my neck and pulled me in, pressing her tits to my chest. "You're getting this treatment with all the women you leer at?"
"Pretty much." I said.
"Might be interesting to see if it's always the same one. Maybe I'll come back later and we can try it out."
"As much as I wish I could say no, I can't. Not right now at least."
"I know the feeling." She gave me a little peck on the lips. "Now, what are we going to do about me?"
"The last time I tried to intervene, I got a very solid warning not to. So, I'm not going to say anything, but I will suggest that as she gets stronger, you might be able to talk to her and work something out. That's between you and her."
"Jack! You're late for our meeting!" Charity Ellis, one of our lawyers said, sticking her head in my open office door. "What the hell!? You too?"
"Sorry," I said, stepping back from Gail to pull up my pants. A few moments later I was able to follow her out into the hallway.
"Sorry? That's what you have to say? Your boss is in your office, naked, and don't even think about telling me you weren't fucking. You know what happens if I turn you into HR, right?" she asked as we walked briskly down the hallway toward one of the conference rooms.
"Yep. Nothing. HR is into this just as much as everyone else," I answered as we passed three naked women coming down the hall the other way.
"I don't get it. I complained to mister Bishop and you know what he told me? He has no more power to control what people don't wear as he does to control a guy with a beard wearing a dress to work."
"I guess that's sorta true, at least in today's environment."
"Yeah, but all this... nudity and sex. I don't see how anyone can condone it. It's running rampant across the city and we don't even know what's causing it. Whole groups of people having sex in public. I think the city has lost its mind." She stopped at the conference room door. "Now, the agent they sent to discuss this is Miss Nakura."
"Japanese? Interesting."
"I agree. Now, try to remain professional!" she said, exasperation painted clearly on her face.
"I'll do my best." I said.
She opened the door. I followed her in and she introduced us. I held a hand out without thinking, but got only a slight bow in return.
"Mister Leonard, it is good to meet you. I hope we can come to a reasonable and mutually acceptable understanding in this matter," she said as she took her place across the table from me. She was shorter than me by at least a foot, and petite would almost be an understatement. She wore a knee-length navy blue skirt and matching blazer over a frilled white blouse. The silky looking frill along the blouse's modest cut of cleavage hid much of her chest's creamy white skin. I suspected that her selection was meticulously designed to distract me. Okay, two could play that game.
"I hope so, Miss Nakura."
"Please, call me Aki. And I may call you Jack?"
"Certainly."
"Shall we sit?" Charity suggested.
I let my mind conjure up images of her undressing herself and before we'd gotten five minutes into our discussion, beads of perspiration were already popping out on her forehead. I tried not to smile as she became more and more uncomfortable, little trickles of sweat running down the sides of her face. She finally shifted herself and removed her jacket without standing up, let it hang on the back of her chair. Her long-sleeved silken blouse was visibly damp in many places, including where the jacket had pressed it against her chest. I took a breath and enjoyed the view of her rock-hard nipples pressing against the damp material. She lifted an arm to her forehead and wiped the perspiration off, then moved both hands to the front of the blouse. The top button was a good seven or eight inches down from her neck, leaving a considerable amount of creamy white skin showing as she tugged on the lacy frill that adorned the V. I could see her concentration seriously slipping as she continued to read aloud from the document in front of her.
"I wish she'd take her blouse all the way off," I thought to myself. A few moments later she glanced around the room, as if she had heard something or was looking for something. She shook her head and continued reading for another minute or so, her fingers moving to the buttons on the front of her blouse. One by one, she unbuttoned the white silk, which was growing even wetter from her perspiration. Without stopping reading, she undid the last button below the table height, and then pulled the material off her shoulders. She slipped her hands out of the sleeves and let the blouse fall onto the back of the chair along with her blazer.
I glanced at Charity and did a double take of my own. Chairity had on a short-sleeved, cream-colored blouse and a long pencil skirt. To my utter surprise, her blouse was unbuttoned as well, her fingers sliding up and down her chest from the connection of her white lace bra cups to her neck. I watched her face as she stared at Aki. She licked her painted red lips as she stared at Aki's bare breasts. It hadn't even occurred to me in all the years that I'd worked with Charity, that she was... well, a lesbian. At least that's what it was suddenly looking like to me. It explained why she had always spurned any attempt by any of the guys in the office. She liked women and had chosen to keep that fact concealed.
"Just take it off," I thought to myself as I stared at the side of her face. I thought I saw her blush slightly for a few moments before she began to remove her blouse. "Oh damn," I whispered to myself as Chairity reached between her breasts and unclipped the catch. She shrugged the bra straps off and then set her arms on the table, leaning toward Aki, making her now-bare breasts as obvious as she could. She reached up and started to stroke around her left nipple with her right index finger until Aki glanced up and stopped reading.
Aki openly stared at Chairity's bare tits. I very much would have liked to know what was going on in her mind at that moment. She put both hands on the table and stood up. I expected her to object to what was a very obvious sexual advance. Instead, once she was standing, she reached for her left hip. She slipped the zipper down her skirt and let it fall down her legs. She stepped out of the skirt, leaving it on the floor at her feet, and then reached to her hips again, this time pulling the white silken panties down.
Miss Nakura's bare and completely hairless pussy was now visible above the edge of the conference table, her whole body nude aside from a white garter belt and the pair of white stockings that it held up.
Chairity stood up on our side of the table, reached behind herself and pulled the zipper of her pencil skirt down. It took several wiggles to get the thin waist over her full, round hips and butt, but once she had, she wasted no time stepping out of it. She took off her shoes, then pushed her panties and pantyhose down. I sat there, staring at her now-nude form. She completely ignored me and climbed onto the large conference room table on her hands and knees. The table was easily six feet across, and she crawled across until her face was only a few inches from Aki's.
The two said nothing as Chairity leaned just a little closer, Aki tilting her head back to allow Chairity's lips to meet hers. I felt my already-hard dick struggling to get free of my pants as I watched the two embrace. Chairity was every bit as hairless as Aki, the very slight bit of stubble visible announcing that hers was shaved that way. Slowly she broke the long kiss with Aki, and then backed toward me, using one hand to pull Aki onto the table.
Aki gave no resistance to being drawn onto the table, and then laid down on her back in the middle of it. Chairity crawled over her, placing her pussy over Aki's face and lowering her own face over Aki's pussy. She started gently licking Aki's smooth hairless lips.
I knew what I wanted. More to the point, Aphrodite knew what she wanted from me. I pulled off my clothes to the moans of both women busily licking each other.
There was no way I was going to get into her the way they were positioned, so I stepped to the table's end and reached for Aki's legs. I hooked my hands on her thighs and gently pulled. I didn't get any argument from either of them as they separated just enough for me to pull Aki toward me, Chairity crawling along over her at the same pace. I lifted Aki's legs as I inched her butt toward the edge of the table and then hooked her heels on my shoulders. I pushed her legs apart to give Charity as much access as she wanted and almost immediately she pushed her face back to Aki's pussy.
I watched her lick Aki with abandon for only a minute or so before I eased my cock into the mix. Charity stopped for a moment and then grinned. She opened her mouth while looking at me and then slowly closed her lips around my head. There was no way she could do much in her position, but that wasn't the case for me. I started to slowly rock my hips to and away from her, sliding my dick in and out of her wet mouth several inches. She moaned softly as I pushed into her, feeling little tingles race from my cock to the rest of my body. I only had a moment's notice before I was suddenly not myself anymore.
"Shit!" I swore as I stood in the doorway to the hotel room I'd been using to get ready. I stared at the sight in front of me, not sure what to do. The beautiful white wedding dress, that I had spent so long choosing and cost me a lot more than I wanted to spend, was spread out on the bed. My maid of honor was lying nude on it, her legs stuck high in the air as the unmistakable form of my husband-to-be, lying on top of her, pounding into her with abandon. He jammed his cock hard into her, fucking her with abandon. I doubted that either of them heard me enter from the adjoining room, Kassie was moaning so loud. I stood there in nothing but my bra, panties, and the white silk stockings I'd bought special for this day. It had taken hours to do my hair and make-up, but they were finally done. Though now I wondered what I had gone to all the trouble for.
I'd once suspected he was fucking around, and when confronted he'd managed to convince me that he wasn't. Apparently I was much more gullible than I realized.
"FUCK YES!" Kassie cried as she started to climax, not that it slowed Fletch down. He just kept pounding into her, driving his own orgasm closer and closer to climax.
I was frozen in place, tears running down my face, unable to move, unable to step in and confront them, unable to do anything but stare at my life going up in smoke. Finally I knew what do to. I didn't want to, but it was what she deserved. I backed out of the room and walked to the hotel room door. I didn't care that I wasn't hardly dressed. I wasn't going to need to be for what I had in mind. I walked to the elevator and then waited impatiently for the car to arrive. It was empty, fortunately. I pressed the button for the second floor, the floor where all the groomsmen were hanging out. I'd seen the room when we booked the venue. It was a large room with plenty of large screen tv's, a pool table and a bunch of other game things around it. Right now, all I was interested in was one particular person.
Every eye in the room turned to me when I walked in, dressed as I was. I surveyed the room and spotted John. I undid my bra while crossing the room, dropping it on the floor so that I was nude from the waist up, and not much on below that. I grabbed his tie and, without a word, dragged him back toward the pool table where two other groomsmen were playing. I stopped at the edge of the table, reached down and pulled on my panties. They were special. They'd been intended to be something fun for the reception, when he went after my garter. The panties pulled complete off without having to even pull them down. All I had left were my white garter belt and stockings.
"I need you to fuck me, now!" I demanded.
"What? What the hell are you doing? You're supposed to be getting ready. The wedding is in like, less than half an hour!"
"There isn't going to be any wedding. I just caught your wife spread out on top of my wedding gown getting hammered by Fletch!"
"She was what!?"
"Just what I said!" I snapped as I reached for his belt.
He grabbed my hand to stop me while the other groomsmen stood by, staring at the two of us. "You're telling me Flecth was fucking my wife? Now?"
"Right upstairs in my room," I said. I forced him to release my hands and started pulling his belt apart. "I had an inkling he wasn't being faithful for a while, but every time I confronted him he told me it was my imagination. The way I see it, they've been fucking for months. I don't know about you, but as far as I'm concerned they deserve this one."
"You mean Kassie has been fucking Fletch for months?"
"Seems that way to me. Now, are you gonna fuck me or not?" I asked angrily as he again tried to stop my hands.
He looked at me for long seconds. I could see he was thinking it over and then saw the expression on his face change. "Explains a lot," he said. He pushed my hands away, making me think he was going to go up and confront them. Instead, he undid his pants, pushed them down and reached out for me. He easily hefted me up and sat my ass on the edge of the pool table. I leaned back and spread my legs wide for him. He grabbed his only partly hard dick and started stroking it while he looked at my naked body. I reached down and started to tease my pussy, partly for him and partly for myself.
"You're really gonna do this?" one of Fletch's friends said. "I mean, without even asking him?"
"You wanna ask him?" I asked. "Go on up. I'm sure by now they're done fucking up the rest of my life."
"Jesus," he swore, turning away and walking out of the room.
I reached toward John and grabbed his cock and his hand. He moved his hand and he let me pull him closer while I stroked his dick. He started playing with my tits while I rubbed his head up and down my wet pussy lips. He was getting harder, but still had a ways to go. I teased his head between my lips, rubbing it up and down, dipping the head into the opening of my vagina. I felt him push reflexively, working to coax his head inside me. He groaned softly as his partly-hard dick slipped into me. "There you go," I cooed softly as he forced as much of himself into me as he could. He tried to stroke, but his dick was barely hard enough to stay inside, either from the stress of the situation or the thought of his wife being fucked by another guy. He slipped out and groaned. "Come on. You know you want me. You wanna push that cock into me. You wanna feel me coming around your cock, don't you? I've seen you look at me in my bikini, bet you never thought you'd be doing this, did you?"
"Never," he said as he pushed his now harder dick into me again. "Ohhhh damn."
"That's it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like it's my first time, because it is. You just took my cherry. You took what I was saving for Fletch. Now it's yours and nothing can change that." I moaned as his cock grew harder in me. As he stroked, I felt things that I couldn't even describe. It was... wonderful, so much better than any toy I'd ever used. How I could have gone thirty years without this was suddenly absurd. "Oh god, John. You're going to make me come," I moaned loudly.



"CHAIRITY! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" I heard Fletch shout.
"Same fucking thing you were doing, you selfish bastard!" I snarled, feeling the climax that was inching so close suddenly fade away. "Jesus Christ. You even fucked this up for me!"
"What the hell are you talking about?"
I pushed myself up to my elbows, john having stopped stroking, now just standing with his cock still in me, clearly not sure what to do.
"I'm talking about finding you fucking Kassie. Don't try to tell me you weren't. I watched you fuck her right on top of my wedding dress!"
"You're nuts. I did no such thing!"
"Oh really? Tell you what: you pull her underwear down and show me that she isn't full of your cum. Because I watched you two do it. How long have you two been fucking behind my back?" He just stared at me, saying nothing, his mouth hanging open at being caught. "That's what I thought. John, do it. Finish me off, please."
"You're not going to do that, are you?" Kassie said, stepping out from behind Fletch.
"Why shouldn't I? Give me one good reason."
"Because we're married..."
"That didn't stop you, did it? Come on, be honest. How long have you been banging Fletch?"
"A few months," she mumbled.
"What was that? Say it louder, so everyone can hear how long you've been cheating on me."
"A few months!" she said loudly, anger clear in her voice. "There, happy? You get a kick out of humiliating me?"
"Me humiliating you? I wasn't the one cheating!" he snapped, pulling his dick from me as he turned to face her.
"But..."
"Don't try to deny it. It explains all the nights you were late coming home from work. I wanted to think you were seeing someone, but I gave you the benefit of the doubt. You'd never cheat on me, I kept telling myself. Well, I guess I was a chump. But I don't have to stay a chump!" He shuffled over toward her, his pants around his ankles. He grabbed her by the arm and jerked her toward him. Her chest slammed into his and he wrapped an arm around her waist to keep her from pulling back. After fumbling for a moment, he jerked down the zipper on the back of her sleeveless maroon bridesmaid dress. "You aren't going to need this any more." He pulled his arm from around her waist, with both hands jerked the dress down, exposing her tits to everyone. "Now I know why you wanted a dress that you couldn't wear a bra with. Probably planning on letting Fletch feel you up." He pushed the dress lower and then stopped and stared. "That figures. No underwear either. Well, that makes this easy then." He shuffed backwards, pulling her by the arm. She was nude except for her heels and thigh-high stockings. He pushed her roughly over the table, leaving her ass at the edge and then lifting her legs to lay her back.
"Now, you just lie there like the nasty little slut you are. Boys?" he said, turning to the other groomsmen. "Seems like my wife wants to play the field. So help yourselves."
"JOHN! WHAT THE FUCK!?" she cried as he continued to hold one of her legs up.
"What? All of a sudden you don't want to show it off? Tell you what: get on your knees and you suck every one of them off, then maybe we can talk. Otherwise you can pack your bags and get the fuck out of my house."
"Your house? It's our house!"
"Won't be when I'm done. I'm not giving you a damn thing except a divorce. You've been cheating on me for months, lying to me. No way you get shit from me, and trust me, I know just the lawyer to do it. So start sucking." He stepped back to me, his dick mostly soft again. "Sorry, we're gonna have to start again."
"I'm not in a hurry. Since I gave you my virginity, I don't see any reason to rush. Besides, it might be interesting to see how she manages to suck off four guys."
He played with his dick while Kassie climbed back off the table. She knelt down and waited patently for one of the groomsmen, someone Fletch knew from work, I think, stepped up to her and pulled his pants open. "What?" he asked when someone grunted a curse. "You heard him. If she sucks us off he's at least willing to talk."
"And you think he will?" one of the other guys asked.
"Just shut up and bring your cock over here," Kassie said as she reached for the cock in front of her.
I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of John's cock sliding back into me. He wasn't as hard as he had been before, but it was getting harder. He pumped his hips, sliding his cock slowly in and out of me. It felt so much better than a toy, and damn it was making me want so much more of it.
I heard the guy Kassie was sucking moan and looked over just in time to see him pull his cock from her mouth. She held her mouth open as he jacked himself off, squirting cum into her mouth and all over her face. I looked back at John, who was staring, not at my face, but at his dick going in and out of my pussy. His strokes were suddenly getting more forceful, each thrust jamming hard into me. I might not have been experienced in sex, but I damn well knew what it felt like before I'd climaxed, and that was what I was feeling right then.
"Oh fuck." He gasped as my body squeezed around his thrusting cock. I felt my juices gushing out around his cock like I'd never felt before. My nipples and clit seemed to be on fire as my body shook and trembled in orgasm.
Through the haze of my own orgasm, I watched John's face, his eyebrows scrunching up as his body jerked and spasmed hard, I could feel his cum flowing into me in surge after surge. He slowly lowered my legs, which he had been resting on his shoulders. He looked over at his wife, on her knees with two guys in front of her, sucking one and then the other cock.
Suddenly I was exhausted and the enormity of what had just happened washed over me. I let John help me get off the table. His cum started running down my legs and I suddenly felt ashamed of myself. I didn't have anything to wear, so I grabbed the dress off the floor Kassie had worn, and wrapped it around myself as I walked quickly out of the room. I blushed brightly as I waited for the elevator, a middle aged woman stepping up to wait next to me.
"Must have been some wedding," she said as the door of the car opened. We both stepped in and I pushed four, while she pushed the very top button.
"Wedding never happened," I mumbled.
"No? that's a shame."
"Caught my fiancé having sex with the maid of honor," I blurted out.
She raised her eyebrows and looked me up and down. "So, naturally, you ran around the hotel naked?"
I shook my head. "Actually, I went to get fucked by her husband. Figured it was poetic justice, me fucking her husband while she ruined my wedding. Not that I'd marry that bastard after that anyway."
"Well, sorry it didn't work out. You look like you were going to be a beautiful bride."
"Thank you," I answered as the car slowed and the bright red 4 over the door illuminated. The doors slid open, but for some reason I didn't move. The woman reached out and gently tugged the dress I had wrapped around me. She pulled it off, leaving me nude and, just as the doors started to close, tossed the dress out. I opened my mouth to object and reached for the button panel, but she stepped between me and it.
"Men are undependable and untrustworthy," she said when the car started up again. "Tell me, just how were you going to get into your room? You don't have any pockets to hold a card key." I looked down at my nude body and realized she was right. I didn't have any way to get into my, or any other room. She reached a finger out toward one of my breasts. "I personally swore off men after I caught my second husband cheating on me. But that's no reason we have to give up satisfying sex." She stroked her finger around my nipple and stepped slightly closer. "You're a very good looking young woman. No reason we can't enjoy each other, is there?"
"Um. I've never... you know..."
"Had sex with a woman? It's not all that different from sex with a man, except I don't have one of those long pointy things. That doesn't mean I don't have an equally useful long pointy thing." She dropped her voice slowly to a whisper as she spoke. I felt her fingers stroke my complexly exposed pussy.
I drew in a breath as her finger slipped between my lips. She stroked slowly up and down my slit, teasing her finger between my fat lips and stroked it up across my clit, making me shiver slightly. Her finger then slid down to my vaginal entrance and pushed slowly up into me. She pushed her finger in deeper, lowered her head down and brought her face to my chest. I moaned softly as she sucked my nipple into her mouth, the elevator door opening behind me. We both ignored the door as she pushed her finger in and out of me, sucking my nipple eagerly. The doors closed and she pulled her finger from my pussy and straightened up. She smiled at me as she lifted her finger to her lips, then sucked my wetness from her finger. "What do you say? Wanna see if I can make you forget this horrible day?"
"I wish you could," I answered, unsure anything could make me forget this day.
"Worth a try, right?" she asked. She stayed where she was and began to slowly unbutton her tan blouse. The elevator began moving again, this time down. She continued to undo her blouse until she could shed it and let it fall to the floor. She had a large chest, which she quickly exposed, reaching behind her to undo her bra and then pull it off. The elevator slowed and stopped on floor six. The doors opened, but she just continued to undress, unzipping her skirt and letting it slide down her legs. The couple outside the car just stood there staring until the doors began to close. The man, not too far from my own age, stuck his hand out to stop the doors, clearly intending to enter. I think he would have if his wife hadn't pulled him back.
The doors closed and the woman in front of me pushed her underwear down and stepped out of them. Only when she was as naked as I was did she reach out and press the top button again. "So, do we get off this time? Or should we keep going up and down and see if we can make each other climax while we do?"
"You'd do that?"
She chuckled. "Oh yeah."
"And you're not worried about getting caught or anything?"
She chuckled again. "Getting caught is half the fun of it." She stepped closer to me and lifted my hands to her breasts. Once my hands were covering the fronts of both her big tits, she moved close, letting my hands between us push me back until my body pressed against the mirrored side of the elevator car. She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine.
I felt the elevator slow and heard the doors open again. We both ignored it as we kissed. It felt a bit awkward, standing there naked, making out while the car doors remained open. Eventually the doors closed again, the car starting upward again. I could hear whispering and knew we weren't alone, though I couldn't see who was in the car with us.
The car stopped and the doors opened multiple times, people getting on and off. She didn't seem to care at all, and soon pulled her face from mine. With an older couple watching us, she shifted me to the corner of the elevator and lifted my right leg, resting my foot on the handrail along the back side of the car. She knelt down in front of me and in moments was licking my pussy. I couldn't restrain the moan as she plunged two fingers deep into me. I closed my eyes and ignored the people that got on or off or, for that matter, chose not to do either, the sensations she was causing beginning to overwhelm me. In and out her fingers plunged as she flicked and teased my clit until I could hold back no longer.
With a gasping cry of pleasure, my body spasmed and I felt the climax overwhelm me. My arms and legs shook like leaves in a breeze as I climaxed around her fingers. It seemed like hours before she finally pulled her fingers from my leaking pussy and looked up at me, her face covered with more of my juices than I thought possible. She grinned and simply said, "your turn."
She helped me move out of the corner and eagerly replaced me. She spread her legs as far as she could and still stand, her butt resting on the rail as well as her right foot. She grabbed my hair and pulled me toward her pussy. I hadn't done this in... ever, but she didn't intend to let me go without returning the favor. I tentatively reached out with my tongue and licked up her wet lips. Her pussy was almost as bald as mine, only a small strip of brown curls shaped in a narrow vee pointing down at where I was now licking. I tasted her juices and found them to be less objectionable than I'd expected. I licked again, this time pushing my tongue between her lips. She moaned softly as my tongue found her clit and bounced over it. I repeated the stroke and was greeted with a pleasant gasp.
"Put your fingers in me honey."
I did what she had done, slowly pushed two of my fingers into her wet vagina. I was worried that my nails would hurt her, but it didn't seem to be the case as I slowly pushed my fingers in and out of her. She pulled my face to her pussy harder and she began to rock her hips slightly, trying to grind her pussy against my face. I shoved my fingers in and out faster, concentrating my tongue on her clit like she had done to me.
"That's it, honey. Make me come. Ohhhh god yes. You're doing sooooo good. Make me come all over your pretty little face!"
I worked my fingers in and out as quickly as I could, her wetness growing by the moment such that her juices were running down my hand and arm, dripping from my elbow. It sounded like I was plunging my hand into a puddle with each push into her, she was so wet. But I kept going, her moans growing into gasps and soft cries and then into louder ones.
"FUCK YES! GONNA COME, HONEY! OHHHHH FUUUUUCK MAKE ME COME!" Her sounds echoed inside the elevator car. I could feel the cold chill of the doors opening to the cold, air-conditioned hallway again, but couldn't tell if anyone had gotten on or off. All I could see was her pussy. All I could smell was her excitement, which was also exciting me. I reached my free hand down between my own legs and started stroking my fingers between my lips again, suddenly wanting to climax again.
Her pussy gushed out over my chin and I could feel her juices squirting forcefully onto my chest. I'd heard about squirting, but hadn't ever seen it done. Her juices ran down my chest and across my body to drip from my own crotch.
Gasping for breath, she eased her pussy from my face and let go of my hair. I leaned back and stood up, seeing the mirrored side of the car for the first time in a while. We weren't alone. In fact, there were two other people in the car with us. I'd seen the young couple some time earlier when the doors had opened on one of the floors, the younger woman preventing the guy from getting in with us. Now the two were in the car with us, both as naked as we were, their clothes piled in the corner. She was bent over, holding onto the railing on the back of the car while he stood behind her, pumping his cock in and out of her. They were beyond caring what we were doing, the two of them close to their own climaxes. I wondered how long they had been sharing the car, and then decided it didn't matter. The woman I'd just made come pulled me back against her, reaching around me, placing one hand on my chest and the other to my crotch. We watched the other couple fucking as she fingered my pussy and squeezed and pulled one of my nipples, pushing me back toward another orgasm while we watched the other couple fucking.
"Oh shit!" I gasped as she pressed hard against my clit and rubbed it quickly. The sudden change in sensation pushed my growing orgasm to its peak in moments. My whole body shuddered as my pussy sprayed juices out toward the couple. The more I tried to stop it, the harder the stream seemed to be. It almost felt like I was peeing, but I knew I wasn't. The woman being fucked began to gasp and moan as my juices splattered on them.
I stood with my back pressed to the woman's large tits as I panted and tried to regain my composure. The couple just stood there, panting as well, the guy staring at my nude body.
The woman let go of me and stepped out from behind me. She stepped over to him and pulled him back a bit. His softening cock slipped out of what I guess was his wife.
"I think we all could stand a shower," the woman I'd just fucked said as she pressed the top button on the panel. Once she'd pressed it, she knelt down and sucked his cock into her mouth while his wife stared open mouthed at her brashness.
When the elevator stopped, she stood and took both their hands. She looked at me and softly said, "Come on. You still can't get into your room, can you?"
"Um, no."
"Then why don't we all go to my room and we can clean up and sort this out? Seems there might be an opportunity here, if we want to explore it."
I followed them out of the car into a small hallway that led to the penthouse entry. She pressed a few keys on the lock and then pushed the door open.
"Come on, honey. No point in standing in the hallway after what we just did."
I stood there, panting, my cock still twitching in Charity's mouth as she sucked the last dregs of my cum from it. My brain took a few moments to make the shift from being Chairity to being me again. She grasped my cock as she turned her head to let it slip out.
She shook her head as if she were trying to grasp what she was doing. "I'm... um... I'm naked," she said between gasping breaths, as if she were just now realizing what she had done.
"You are."
"And so are you," she said, pushing up off Aki to look at me, and then around the room, then down at Aki. "Ohmygod." She breathed softly, her eyes growing wide before she pushed up further to look down her body, between the two to see Aki licking her pussy. "Ohhhhh god," she moaned softly. "Why am I doing this? What just happened? I was just in the elevator... no, that can't be right. That was three years ago. Jack!? What's going on?"
"Same thing that's been happening all over," I answered as she pushed herself up off Aki, and then climbed off the table.
"I don't believe this," she said quietly. "This didn't just happen."
"Where are you going?" Aki asked sexily as she lifted herself to her elbows. "I thought you were going to fuck me?"
"You want him to have sex with you?" Chairity asked Aki in surprise.
In response, Aki lifted and spread her legs, completely exposing her hairless pussy. She bent her knees and lowered her feet to the edge of the table. She lifted her butt off the table and then, when she decided I wasn't going to just walk over and fuck her, she pushed off the table to stand again. She looked at me and then grinned. Instead of coming to me, she went to Charity. She eased Charity around to end of the table and then gently pushed her back. "Come on," she whispered to Charity. "You want this. You know you do. I can feel it."
"Want what?"
"His cock in you," Aki whispered, trying to push her back onto the table.
"No. I don't."
"I think you do. I think you want it very bad. I think you want to feel him push deep into you, like I do. I think, you and me, we make him fuck both of us. Fuck us while we kiss. You say yes?"
"No, I say no," Chairity protested, but as she did, she was also allowing Aki to push her back onto the table. She lifted her butt onto the edge and laid back as Aki climbed up as well. The two tangled their legs together so that their pubic mounds were pressed together.
"Now, you kiss Aki."
I stood by staring at the two bare pussies and realized that this situation was exactly what I had momentarily fantasized about not long ago. How had Aki known that was what I wanted. To have them both at the same time? It was just a fleeting image in my mind.



I felt the little nudge in my brain that I had become so familiar with. I stepped up to the two of them and reached for Charity's legs. I held them up for her and aimed my cock at her sopping wet pussy. I didn't even have to touch myself to guide my engorged head between her lips. She moaned into Aki's kiss as I pushed slowly into her. Her pussy was velvety soft as my still-hard dick pushed into her until my pubic hairs pressed against her bare lips, and then slowly pulled back. I held her ankles and started to stroke my full length in and out of her wet depths, expecting to be carried away like I had when she was sucking me, but it didn't happen. The longer I stroked into her, the more I was convinced it wouldn't, and I started to let myself enjoy the unaided sensations.
"HEY! You gonna give me any of that?" Aki called to me.
"Oh fine." Chairity groaned. "Might as well give her some, as long as you promise to bring it back again."
"I will," I answered, pulling my slick cock out of her pussy. I had to change my angle a bit and finally let go of one of Chairity's legs to aim my fat shaft at Aki's pussy. I rubbed up and down her slit, feeling her hot wetness on my head as I slowly worked my head between her full, round lips.
"Ohhhhhh god yes. Stop teasing and fuck me!" she moaned as I rubbed the tip of my head across her clit. I pushed my head to the entrance of her vagina and then gently forced myself into her. The pressure built against my head as I spread her, and then felt myself sink several inches into her as her body finally accepted my fat intruder. "Fuuuuuuuuck," she moaned softly as I started to stroke in and out of her. "You feel just like..."
It was hot in the bus, and I could feel sweat running down my chest. When Delila suggested I go to the beach, I hadn't expected this kind of a commute. The crowded bus had only been bouncing and swaying for ten minutes, and we'd already made three stops. It looked like it was going to be a long trip back. More riders climbed onto the bus and I stepped back further again, now nearly in the rear of the bus. There were only a few seats to the back, but all of them were full, which left me standing. I set my bag down again and grabbed one of the overhead holds. At least there were some nice looking young ladies to look at. There had been plenty of young looking Japanese girls wearing bikinis at the beach. I wondered how old some of them might have been, but the last thing I wanted to do was be accused of getting involved with one that was too young, though it seemed like they all looked young. I guess it's just a Japan thing, the ladies looking much younger than they are. As the day progressed it dawned on me that they were all more than old enough. Unlike the US, school was still in session here, so they couldn't be under age school girls.
I felt someone bump into my butt as the bus started out again, and twisted to look down at a Japanese girl that was almost a foot shorter than I was. She was petite, except for her chest, which seemed a size too big for her body. Her tiny, white and blue-striped string bikini left nearly her whole creamy body exposed. She wasn't paying attention to me at all. I doubted she even realized that we had bumped. Her attention was very clearly focused on another Japanese girl, this one slightly less petite, wearing a slightly more conservative navy blue bikini. The guy sitting next to her, on the window side of the seat, had one hand between the girl's legs and the other inside the bikini top, groping her modestly large tits.
I could practically feel the anger burning in the young woman behind me. Her neck and ears were red as she stared at the two. It didn't take a rocket scientist to realize that the other girl had just stolen this one's boyfriend, though she was probably better off without him if he was going to be that blatant about groping her in public. Having a little fun in a public place could be a fun thing, but doing what he was right now wasn't exactly what I would call gentlemanly. He had her bikini top pulled down far enough to expose both her boobs, which were the size of large oranges. He was teasing first one nipple and then the other, letting all the passengers in the rear of the bus see as much as they wanted. While I was paying attention to her breasts, he'd apparently undone one hip strap of the bikini bottom she had on, and pulled it aside far enough to completely expose her hairless pussy and mound. He started stroking his fingers up and down her slit, dipping two fingers between her lips to search out her clit.
She tried to stifle a moan as he looked up with a smug look at the girl behind me. He noticed me looking and raised his eyebrows. "You got something to say, old man?" he asked in a snotty teenage way that made me want to throw him head first into the ocean. It was unfortunate that he chose that statement to display his command of the English language.
"If I did, it would be that it's a shame that you have to embarrass your friend there. I doubt she's enjoying having her special bits shown off to everyone."
"She's enjoying it just fine," he answered, squeezing one of her tits a bit more roughly. "Not that an old fart like you would even know what to do with a sexy girl."
"Son, I was making out with girls before your parents were even out of diapers."
"Told you... Old man. Probably got a shriveled up dick on top of that."
"What is it with today's generation where they have to always play the insult game, as if that would actually impress anyone," I said. The girl that was angry turned her head up to look at me in surprise. I didn't know if it was surprise that I'd said it, or that I was engaging in this banal banter at all.
"Big talk for old man. Bet an old fart can't even get it up anymore?" I shook my head and didn't intend to answer at all, but he decided to push the issue even further. "What the matter, old man? Or did I find too close to the mark?"
I came half a step closer to him and leaned down so I wasn't shouting. "Son, if I wanted to, I could give both of these sexy young ladies the best sex they ever had, and still have enough left for the bus driver. So don't go getting a big head about your little dick of yours. Just cuz you can grab a girls tit in public doesn't mean you're any good at sex, it just means you're a asshole."
I could see that I'd gotten to him with that one. He pulled his hand from the young woman's crotch and made to get up. She leaned over toward him and stopped him. "Kenji, NO!"
"You heard what he said? You want me to ignore that?"
"You start it," she said, pushing him back. "Let's just have fun and forget him."
He looked down at her and then up at me. He grinned a typical teenage smirk, and then nodded. "You're right. Let's have some real fun. We can show old fart what it like to really fuck." He undid the front of his swim suit and pushed it down, freeing his hard dick. "Why don't you suck this and ride again." The girl looked at him and then shrugged. She grasped his dick and leaned her face to it, engulfing his shaft in her mouth.
"What a slut!" the young woman, now standing next to me, said angrily followed by a string of Japanese that I had no hope of translating. I looked down at her and she noticed and frowned and shook her head. "Sorry," she said.
"I take it she was your friend?"
"I invited her to come along, I did not think she would take my boyfriend from me."
"How did she do that?"
She looked up at me, almost as if considering if she really wanted to say. "I wore this suit because he ask me too. She take hers off in the water and let him do her. Now he doesn't want me."
"Sounds like you're better off without him."
"Was one month anniversary."
"Trust me, if he's like this after one month you are better off without him."
"You say like you know."
"I do."
"You are married?"
"No. Not any more. She passed away a couple years ago."
"That is not good. I am sorry. I wished to be married but good man hard to find."
"Well, if you don't mind my saying so, I think he wasn't one," I said as we watched her friend move to sit on his lap. She worked his dick into her pussy and then settled down on it fully.
"How about that, old man? Ever fucked a girl someplace like this?"
I looked down at him. "Son, this is tame compared to some of the palaces I've had sex. But you just go ahead and think you're a bag of chips and all that."
"What does that mean? Bag of chips?"
The young lady next to me chuckled a very feminine little laugh. "It is American saying. It mean you think you something special."
"You've heard that one, huh?"
"I have cousin in America. I have visited a few times. Something like this you can no do in America."
"You can, but you have to be careful or you get arrested for indecent exposure. My wife and I had sex in quite a few public places."
"And you not get arrested?"
"Nope."
"Kenji think he something special. I wish I can make him see he not so special."
"And how do you plan on doing that?"
She turned to face me and moved one hand to the front of my swim suit. My half-hard dick, from watching her friend's tits bouncing while she rode Kenji, was bulging the front out significantly. She pressed her hand to the front of my suit and very quietly said. "I bet you much bigger than Kenji."
I reached down and grasped her hand. "Honey, as much as I'm turned on right now, the last thing I need is to get in trouble for exposing myself to an under-age girl."
She lifted her eyebrows in surprise. "How old you think I am?"
"Sixteen, seventeen?"
"I twenty-six."
"You are?"
"I am. Now, let me see? We show Kenji he not all that bag of chips."
I chuckled. "Okay. You have my curiosity up. But, if you're going to be flashing my hard-on, maybe I should get a little feel of you too?"
She smiled. "You can see and touch any of me you want." Her hands moved to the waistband of my swim suit and undid the string. In moments I was essentially naked, the only thing I was wearing besides water shoes was now around my ankles. "Oh my. You are much more bag of chips than Kenji."
I chuckled as she reached for the ties of her suit bottom. In moments she had it off. She reached up and hung it on my shoulder. "You pick me up?" she asked. I reached down and lifted her petite form up until I could kiss one of her bikini-covered nipples. She wrapped both legs around me and then pulled the top up over her boobs to give me access. I kissed both nipples before sucking one into my mouth. She moaned in pleasure as I teased the hard nub. I shifted my arms to hook them under her butt, making it easier for me to hold her up. I kissed and licked both tits, switching between them multiple times. It had been quite some time since I'd had sex with anyone, and I was definitely wanting to do that with her. I let her slide down my body while I grasped my hard-on.
She gasped as my mushroom head pressed to her soft lips, and then moaned as I worked it between them. She closed her eyes and held her breath as I let her skin slowly down my shaft. Between the two of us, her with her legs around me, and me lifting under her butt, we managed to stroke her up and down on my fat shaft. I was longer than she could take, but she didn't seem to mind. Each stroke made her quiver slightly, her body racing toward climax as my fat cock stretched her. "Oh god. You make me come any minute." She moaned loudly, her face in front of mine. "You kiss me while I come please?"
"Sure," I answered, letting her bring her lips to mine. She kissed me erotically for almost a full minute before her body started to shake and tremble. I could feel her pussy clenching around me as she began to climax. I held her ass and started pumping my hips, driving my cock into her. In and out I moved, feeling her climaxing pussy caress my cock.
"You come for me now," she panted. "Make me full of you."
"Uh huh." I groaned, knowing I was going to do just that any moment. "Shit." I grunted as my body jerked, my cum surging up into her tight pussy, shot after shot going deep into her.
"Yes. You come good." She moaned.
"Oh yeah." I panted as my body continued to jerk and shudder.
Finally, I lifted her up and off my still-hard dick, needing to set her down to rest my back. She slipped down my body and then grasped my dick. "You right. You still more than hard enough to fuck Asami," she said as she stroked me slowly. "Or me again, if you want."
I looked over at her friend and Kenji. She, Asami, was still sitting on Kenji's lap, but she was definitely staring at my dick, which for an American wasn't all that special, but compared to here, apparently was. "I guess that depends. You have someplace for the two of us to go where we can get some privacy? I wouldn't mind giving you two or three more orgasms."
"Trust me, you come my place and you have me as many as you want."
I stood at the end of the table, breathing hard, trying to gather my wits as the scene around me changed from the bus to the conference room.. I could feel my dick was softening, and I knew I'd come hard inside Aki. I pulled out of her and my cum started drooling from her pussy. I didn't at all understand what had just happened. It wasn't normal. It wasn't like what had been happening. I felt something in the back of my mind. Contentment? Enjoyment? Had I done something to please Aphrodite besides just have sex for her?
I backed up and sat down hard in one of the chairs. Both Charity and Aki climbed down from the table and came to me. They knelt beside me and kissed and touched and caressed me until I was hard again. My mind was still processing the strange encounter, so I wasn't completely into sex, but that didn't stop them from taking turns riding me until the two of them had each climaxed again. I finally had to focus as they took turns, riding me, trying to get me to come again, almost as if it were a contest. I finally filled Charity's pussy.
It was still another half hour before we were dressed and the ladies left the conference room, leaving me sitting there, mystified at what was happening. I had quickly started to get used to being thrown into another persons body, even if it was a woman. The sensations and emotions were a LOT different than men, but this time it felt a lot different. I was the guy, not her. I was a total stranger. I wasn't even sure if what I experienced was fantasy or memory. What I did know was that this one had felt very different. I felt like I was controlling where it went and how it progressed. As I thought about it, I realized that the man WAS me. I remembered seeing my reflection in the bus window for a moment, and it was me. How had I introduced myself into her...fantasy?
If this was Aphrodite's way of being playful...
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Chapter 1
I was headed across the parking lot, heading home for the day. I was glad high school was almost over. I'd only been at this school for a few months; but, it took a lot less than that for me to get a reputation, and not a particularly good one. I'm a math nerd, I love math! I can count on math to always be there, and always be truthful. I wasn't as lucky with girls at my last school, and I was glad to be moved to a new city and start over. Unfortunately, my first attempt with girls at this school, failed as miserably as they had at my last school.
I was almost at my car, an old, and I do mean old, 1969 Ford Thunderbird. That was the other thing I was really good at. I'd rebuilt the ancient two door sedan from the ground up, taking an old junker that had been sitting in a barn for decades, and stripping it down and rebuilding everything from the 429 cubic inch, 360 horsepower, gas guzzling monster of an engine; to the plush interior of the former luxury car. I loved the sound of the massive engine idling with a body thumping rumble. I would have thought it would attract girls, but for some unexplained reason, either it didn't, or they just didn't want to be seen with a math nerd.
"David!" I heard Lilly Crowell call across the parking lot. At first, I thought she was calling for someone else and ignored the first call, only turning on the second call. How did I know it was her? Hell, what guy wouldn't recognize the voice of the head cheerleader? I turned to see the blonde bombshell headed toward me at a fast walk. Each step made her grapefruit sized tits bounce in her powder blue V neck shirt and her long blonde ponytail swish, side to side like a metronome. I could tell she was slightly out of breath, as she headed toward me, her dark, red, lipstick covered, lips parted as she breathed heavily. I waited, taking in the look of the sexy cheerleader, her bare legs sticking from beneath the short powder blue skirt as she walked between the cars toward me. "Good, I caught you." She said cheerfully, as she walked closer.
"Yeah...you did." I agreed awkwardly. I honestly had no idea what she could possibly want from me. I wasn't part of any crowd, let along the IN crowd.
"I heard you had something you wanted to ask me."
"I did?"
"That's what I heard. David has a really important question to ask you. That's what Jenny said."
Jenny; one of the other cheerleaders. Tall, slender, toffee colored skin, shoulder length black hair, oh yeah, BIG tits for a slender girl. I had to admit that I loved to watch her tits bouncing in her cheerleader outfit, at the games. It was most fun at the football games, but now, volley ball was the only way to watch them. My mind snapped back to reality and off Jenny's tits, as Lilly reached out and touched my arm.
"You okay?" She asked, with a curious look on her face.
"Uh, yeah. I was just trying to think of what it was I needed to ask you. I must have forgotten." I lied. I knew damn well I didn't have anything to ask her, let alone tell Jenny that I had something to ask her. She was WAY out of my league and, while I didn't want to insult her, I had no idea what game was being played.
She gave me a frown and shook her head. "Typical boy, all talk and no do."
"All talk and no do?" I mumbled to myself. I looked at the sky and rolled my eyes. I took a deep breath and let it out. I had indeed made a comment in the hallway to one of the few friends I'd made since moving here, a comment never intended to be acted on. I looked back at her and shook my head slowly, hoping she had some other idea in mind, not that wild off the cuff statement.
"Weren't you talking to Greg and saying that if I didn't have a date to prom you'd ask me in a hot second?"
I had indeed said that, only three days ago. I shrugged and nodded. "Yeah, I did say that."
"Did you mean it?"
"Well, uh, not that you'd say yes or anything, but I suppose if you weren't going, I'd be tempted to ask."
She grinned a little. "Really? You think I'd go to prom with you if you asked?"
I shook my head wondering what game she was playing. "Actually, no, I don't think you would." I closed my eyes for a fraction of a second, as I let the thought ripple through my mind. Numbers flowed along with it, and in moments I was estimating the probability that she would say yes if I asked. The number was disturbingly low.
"You don't? Maybe you should ask and find out."
"First off, you're already dating Jason, everyone knows that. Second, Jason could break me in half without thinking twice. Third...well, Lilly, I'll be honest. I know what kind of a reputation I have. I'm great at math, not so great at personal relationships. And you have a much different reputation. You're a stuck up...well, I suppose I shouldn't say any more than that. It wouldn't be particularly nice."
"True, I do have a reputation. But maybe a reputation is just that. Not necessarily based on reality. And maybe, you have some hidden talent you don't even know about, that someone else would find attractive. Maybe you're more than a math dweeb. Maybe you're a kind, sweet, helpful, good-looking guy, that just happens to be good at math and is a bit shy. Maybe your reputation doesn't match how you really are? You're a new kid. It's hard to break into a new school, socially. I've seen you around. I watched what happened when you bumped into Tina that day. You stopped, and made sure she was okay and then helped her get her stuff back, picked up and to her class, even though you were late to yours. That's the kind of thing that makes a girl look twice."
"I don't know. I wasn't in the popular group at my last school either. After eighteen years, I think I've pretty much exhausted all the talent searches."
"Maybe you don't know all your own talents. According to Jenny, you have some assets that are worth taking a look at."
Now it was my turn to look at her curiously. "What assets?" I asked, in total confusion.
I saw her eyes dart down to my crotch and a little grin show on her lips before she said, "Let's not worry about those right now. Let's worry about that question you wanted to ask. Go ahead! Ask me, you might be surprised."
I frowned and shook my head. "Yeah, sure, why not. You wanna go to prom with me?"
"Yeah. I would." She said quickly.
"What?"
"I said yes," She said, standing there with a smile. "Give me your phone." I dug it out of my pocket and handed it to her. She rolled her eyes and turned it toward me so that it would see my face and unlock. She typed on it a few moments and then handed it back to me. "Call me later and you can take me out for a snack tonight. Wouldn't want to go to the prom having never gone on a date, would you?"
"I've been on dates."
"Not with me, you haven't," she called back, as she walked away, her pony tail swishing side to side.
Shit. Had I just asked one of the most popular girls in school out to the prom? I was pretty sure that's what I'd asked. The odds that she would say yes were down in the low single digits, and yet, she had. She had said yes! The only thing I could think of was that somehow, I didn't have all the pertinent data. Something in the equation had changed and I was missing crucial data. Jenny! That was the factor I needed. I needed to talk to Jenny and figure out what I was missing. This shouldn't have happened. There was no significant chance she would say yes if I asked; let alone come seek me out, to get me to ask. This defied my calculations, and since numbers never lie, I had to be missing numbers.
---o---
"This is really sweet!" Lilly said, as she sat next to me on the split-bench seat of my Thunderbird. "It looks almost new!"
"Thanks!" I said, with a huge smile. "Did it all myself."
"All of it?"
"Yep. Rebuilt the engine, trans, differential, brake system, the interior, even the upholstery."
"Wow. That takes some talent. Where did you learn to do all that?"
"Oh, I never did. I just sorta teach myself. Find a book or two to read."
"And you did all this...yourself...with no help? That's...well, amazing."
"Thanks." I said as I fired up the big 429 and gave the pedal a stab to make it growl the way only a big block can do. Not like those wimpy little four bangers so many guys drive around, sounding like a bunch of angry bumblebees. I dropped it into reverse and backed out of her driveway. I started us out toward McDonalds with a low rumble of exhaust. "So, you know I have to ask. Why me?"
"Why you what?"
"Lilly, I just want to be straight up here, I don't want to get killed by Jason."
"Oh, you don't have to worry about him. Jason and I broke up."
I looked at her curiously. "You two broke up? Why?"
She looked at me with a frown. "Do you want me to go on a date with you or not?"
"Well, what guy wouldn't. But you have to see it from my side. This is kinda out of the blue and, well, guys like me don't date the most popular girl in school."
"Well, maybe I want something different, for a change."
"Okay, so he dumped you for another girl."
"I didn't say that."
"You didn't have to. It adds up. Highest probability factor is you dumping him for another guy, or him dumping you. Given he was hanging all over Samantha Green today, well, it figures."
"That obvious?"
"Only if you're looking."
"And everyone is looking?"
"So, this is a spite date?" I asked quietly.
"If I said yes, would you be hurt?"
"No, I actually assumed it was something like that. As long as I'm not getting pounded by Jason, I'm fine with it."
She looked at me curiously. "That's an interesting attitude. It doesn't bother you that you're a spite date? That I'm just using you to send a message?"
"The way I see it; you're not actually going to stay dating me after prom. This is gonna be a whirlwind romance, so to speak, and after prom is over, I'm gone. You get your message sent and then either get back together with him, or go off and find someone else. The probability of you continuing to date me after prom, is over is extremely small."
"Do you think of everything as a math problem?"
"Not everything. Most things. It makes it easy for me. Numbers never lie."
"And your assessment of us, you and me, is not good? Why not? Maybe I'm into someone more like you."
"Probably not. The way I figure it, you already bought the dress, and you can't not go. Everyone expects you to be there. I'll be surprised if you're not voted in as prom queen. The odds are in your favor for that as well, especially if you bring someone like me as a date. You need to go with someone that won't upstage you or make you look bad. Dating someone in a lower caste makes sense, it makes you look like you're not lost without him. The only question that remains, is why me, in particular. Why not someone a little more cool or whatever we want to call it."
"You're pretty good at figuring things out, aren't you? You're right. I was planning on dumping you after prom. And it's you, because Jenny heard you telling someone you'd take me if I wasn't going with Jason. I didn't figure you'd say no."
"Good. I like knowing where I stand." I said, as I rolled into McDonald's parking lot. "Drive thru or in."
"Drive thru is fine. So, you're okay with us dating only 'til after prom?"
I nodded and we went through the drive thru, got some food and then headed down to the city park to talk and eat. We were about half done eating when she blurted out. "Have you ever kissed anyone?"
"Sure I have." I answered honestly. "Before I moved here, I had a few girlfriends."
"So, you can kiss. Show me."
"Huh?"
"Show me, you can kiss. I don't want to be stuck at prom with a guy that doesn't know how to kiss! Kiss me!"
I shrugged and set my sandwich on the dash and then leaned over toward her. I leaned my face to hers and gave her a soft kiss on the lips that lasted no more than two seconds, and pulled my face back.
"Wait, that's it? You didn't even give me a chance to kiss back."
"I...um...I was..."
"If we're going to do this, you better learn how to kiss. That'll be my payment to you, for taking me to prom. Teaching you how to be with a girl. Now do it again. Longer this time."
I leaned toward her again and pressed my lips to hers. Before I could pull back, she wrapped her arms around my neck and held me in place. I wasn't sure what to do exactly, but decided to follow what she was doing to me. She eased her grip around my neck enough, we could move our faces, but was still sure I wasn't going to pull away. She softly kissed my lips and then spread hers slightly. I felt her tongue press to my lips, flicking across them, coaxing me to open my mouth, which I did. Her tongue dipped into my mouth and teased the tip of my tongue. Several times she stuck her tongue into my mouth and then pulled it back. After the fourth time I realized she wanted me to do the same. I stuck my tongue into her mouth and she closed her lips on it and sucked it for a moment before letting me go. She stuck her tongue into my mouth again and I sucked it, like she had.
After several times swapping sucking, and teasing each other's tongues, she sucked my lower lip, pulling it and at the same time, pulling me toward her. She slowly leaned back, making me twist to stay with her, until she was leaning back at an angle, her head resting against the door. I was half laying on top of her, kissing her, for at least ten minutes before she let me go, both of us panting heavily.
"Okay, now that's a kiss!" She breathed, as I continued to lay half on her. "How about we move to the back seat and try it again? I'm sure it's more comfortable back there."
"Sure," I readily agreed. How much trouble could we get into kissing? I moved off of her to climb out of the car, but she just climbed over the seat and flopped onto the big back seat on her back and then looked at me expectantly. I looked at her lying on the back seat, her tits pushing two large mounds in the sweater and her legs slightly spread with one foot on the floor and other leg laying on the back seat, stretching the short skirt hem tight. I could feel my, already partly hard, dick grow even harder. I climbed over the seat, ending up laying on her, between her legs, with my hard dick pressing against her pelvis. I could feel my hard dick, bent uncomfortably in my pants, pressing against her, and knew she felt it as well, arching her back slightly to press her pussy against my bulge.
"Sorry," I whispered.
"For what? You think a girl doesn't expect a guy to get hard kissing like that? She'd be disappointed if he didn't."
"Oh."
"Would you like me to fix it?"
"Fix it?"
"Yeah silly. It can't be comfortable that way."
"It's...um, no, it's not."
She smiled and whispered. "Just relax. I can tell you're really nervous."
"It's kind of hard," I answered, as she reached between us, her fingers trying to worm to my pants front.
"Lift up a little so I can do this." I lifted myself onto my hands and knees over her, my arms shaking as her fingers found my belt and started to undo it. "Haven't you ever been with a girl before?" She whispered softly.
"Well, um, sorta." I answered.
"Have you ever been with a girl that touched you?" She asked curiously.
"Um, actually, um, no." I admitted, feeling my face warm, as I blushed in embarrassment.
Her fingers continued to fiddle with the front of my pants as I held myself over her, the zipper and snap of my jeans undone. She used her hands to push my pants part way down my hips, moving them down far enough to let the huge bulge in my briefs protrude in the vee of the front of my pants. She gently slipped her fingers into the elastic band of my briefs and gently tugged it outward, allowing her other hand to slip into them. I felt her straighten, then grasp my hard-on with her whole hand. "My, you are hard." She whispered. "Do you like this?" She started to gently stroke my cock with her finger tips, running them up and down the shaft and over my engorged mushroom head. To say I liked it would be a huge understatement. I'd never had a girl touch me in any way, let alone like this. Her finger tips stroked up and down my shaft, then circled and teased around my engorged, mushroom head. She let one fingertip stroke across the very tip of my dick, collecting the slick precum there and smearing it around my head and across that sensitive spot under my head.
"Oh damn," I groaned.
"I'll take that as a yes. Now, why don't you try that kiss again?"
I leaned my face down to hers and gently kissed her lips while she stroked my dick. I did my best to be as gentle and seductive with my kiss as she had been, in the front seat. I found it very hard to concentrate on kissing her while she teased my dick. I felt that urgency start to build and suddenly realized that she was about to make me come. "You have to stop." I grunted, as I pulled my face from hers.
"I do?" she asked, looking back at my face from only a few inches away. I could see a smile creep to her lips, as her fingers continued to stroke me. "Why would you want me to stop?"
"Cuz you're going to make me come." I panted, curling my toes to try and stop what started to feel inevitable.
"Really? It feels that good?"
I pushed myself up and reached between us, grasping her hand to stop me. "Please," I grunted, trying to stop her. Instead, she grasped my dick with her hand and held me, not letting me pull her hand away. She pushed my briefs down further with her other hand, forcing them and my jeans lower so that my entire butt and pelvis were exposed. She let go of my briefs with her other hand and reached for mine. She pulled on the hand I had gasped hers with, and pulled it down between her legs. She pressed my hand up under her skirt until my fingers were pressed against the crotch of her panties. The material was warm and damp, and as she pressed my fingers against her, she arched her back a little.
"Why don't you touch me back?" I held my fingers against her pussy, unsure what, exactly I should do. "Haven't you ever touched a girl down there?"
"Well, I put my hand down one of my girlfriend's pants. But we didn't do much."
"Well, pull my panties down a little so you can get your fingers under the crotch material, and then you can touch my pussy."
"Okay," I said nervously. She lifted her butt and I was able to pull the panties down a few inches, the crotch now easily pulled out of the way. I couldn't see under her skirt, but I could feel. Her pussy lips were very soft and warm, and surprisingly wet. I stroked a finger up and down the soft lips, letting the moisture spread all over her lips, while she shifted her grip on my dick again, releasing it so she could tease her fingers on it.
"Now, use the tip of your finger to push between my labia and stroke inside me. Be gentle. Girls don't like being roughed up."
I followed her direction, sticking my finger between her lips and moving it up and down. I worked my finger down lower, and felt the entrance to her vagina, and as I stroked back up, I felt the hard little bump that was her clit. Each time I stroked across it, her body pushed back at me, her back arching, pushing her pussy toward me.
"Pull my skirt up," She whispered, arching her back and lifting her butt off the seat. I shifted position and pulled the short black skirt up her body, until it was bunched up, around her waist. She set her now bare butt back on the seat and started teasing my dick again. I went back to stroking her pussy with my finger, teasing from the entrance to her vagina to her clit. "Push your finger in when you stroke down there." She whispered breathlessly. "That's it, just like that!" She said, as I pushed my finger slowly into her depths, pushing it in a little more than two knuckles deep. I pulled it out and stroked up to her clit, then let the tip of my finger circle her hard nub.



"Like that?" I asked, as I pushed my finger in her again, this time stroking it in and out slowly, like a little dick.
"Oh yeah," she moaned softly, "that's the idea."
Touching her pussy had distracted me enough to let my impending climax fade somewhat, but now that I was pushing my finger into her, my brain couldn't help but imagine that I was fucking her with my dick. That mental image, along with the stroking of her finger suddenly sent my orgasm racing toward completion. I pulled my finger from within her and grabbed her hand again. "You gotta stop," I panted.
"Why? You don't like what I'm doing?"
"I do. Too much."
She grinned. "You're gonna come, aren't you?"
"I can't help it."
"I know. That's what I want. That's why I had you pull my skirt up. That way you won't come all over it. Just let it happen and try to make me come too."
"You sure?"
"It's called a lot of things, but pleasuring each other with your fingers, is a good first step. Just let it happen, I don't mind. Not as long as you make me come too."
"Am I, going to make you come?" I asked.
"If you keep doing what you were doing, yes."
"Alright," I whispered, still feeling embarrassed. I let go of her hand and moved my fingers back to her pussy. I stroked between her lips, sticking my finger into her hot depths, feeling her pussy squeeze around my finger, before I pulled out and stroked up to her clit. I closed my eyes, as the urgency to come grew again. This time I didn't stop her. I let her stroke around my head and over that spot under my head. "Gonna come," I grunted, as my body raced toward climax. Wirth a loud grunt, my body jerked. I felt my cum surging from my dick, her fingers never stopping her strokes. I could only imagine the kind of mess I was making, but I tried to put it out of my mind, as I concentrated on doing what I thought would feel good for her.
Her hand left my dick and I felt her grasp my fingers and guide me. I could feel that her hand was wet with my cum as she gripped my finger and showed me how to circle and stroke her clit. I let her show me the motions and then I kept doing them, after she removed her hand. "That's it. Oh yeah. Right there. Do that." She moaned, as my finger circled and stroked over her hard clit. I pulled my finger from her clit and pushed into her pussy again, stroking it in, like a dick. She pulled the front of her sweater up, and unclipped the clasp between the cups of her bra. She bared her incredible looking breasts for me, and pulled my head down toward her. "Suck my nipple." She moaned softly. Her nipple was rock hard and at least as large around as my little finger. It stuck up at me longer than it was fat, from a circular dark areola that was puckered with excitement. Let her pull my face down to her breast and took her nipple into my mouth. I sucked on it the only way I could think, trying to imitate a baby. My tongue stroked it as I sucked, drawing another soft moan from her lips.
I wondered how long she could go this way without coming. I really didn't know how long it took a girl to climax. They do it fast and for a long time in porn video's, but I know most of it is fake. I pulled my finger from her pussy and slid it back to her clit, as I sucked, stroking and teasing her hard nub.
"OH FUCK YES!" she suddenly cried. She arched her back and pushed her pussy toward me, her whole body stiff and shaking. She held that position, as I continued to stroke her for long seconds, before she reached down to my hand and stopped my motions, as she settled back onto the car seat. She pulled my face from her tit and moved it to her face and kissed me. We shared the long, soft, silent kiss for several minutes before she finally broke it, panting for breath. "You know, you really did a nice job. For a first time playing with a girl, you gave me a very nice orgasm."
"I'm sorry I made such a mess on you," I said apologetically.
She gave a little giggle. "Don't worry, next time you can put it someplace else."
"Next time?"
"Sure. This wasn't a bad date, was it?"
"Well, um, no."
"And you wouldn't mind dating me more, would you?"
"I guess not, no."
"Then I think we can expect to have more fun. Have you ever gone down on a girl?"
"You mean oral sex? Um, no."
"Have you ever seen a real pussy, not one on the computer, but a real one up close?"
"Uh, no." I admitted.
"Maybe we'll have to change that. If you want, that is."
"Yeah, I would like that."
I found some napkins in the glove box for her to wipe my cum off her body with, and then she fixed her panties and skirt. She sat up and lifted her sweater again to fix her bra, giving me a wonderful view of her grapefruit sized boobs. She climbed over the seat again, into the front with me, and settled on the bench seat next to me.
"How about a movie or something next time?"
I pulled out my phone and quickly found the currently playing movies. I let her pick and I ordered tickets for two nights from now. I couldn't help but feel both elated and nervous, that she wanted another date. I was also nervous about school the next day. Word that she and I were dating was going to get out quickly, especially since the girl at the drive thru window was someone I recognized from school.
---o---
"Damn! David!" I heard Karl say, as he ran up behind me and stopped to walk next to me. "When did you start dating Lilly?"
"Um, well, yesterday I guess."
"So, how is she?"
"Huh?"
"Fucking? How is she at fucking?"
"How would I know that?"
"Oh, come on! Someone saw you taking her into the backseat of that huge car of yours. There's plenty of room for any kind of fun you want."
"Okay, so we made out a little."
"Made out? Come on! Everyone is talking about how she stopped you and practically asked you to take her to the prom."
"Well, she suggested that she was available, so I asked her. I said I would..."
"And she said yes, because Jason dumped her."
"I suppose...his loss." I said, with more bravado than I felt.
"So, you didn't bang her?"
"Don't be so crude Karl! Damn! Girls hear you say that kind of stuff and write you off before you can say hi."
"Naaaah. That's not true."
"When was the last time you had a date?"
"I dunno, six months or so."
"Uh huh, Amy, right? That wasn't a date. That was a dare. One which you lost, if I remember correctly."
"Yeah well, so I couldn't get into her pants."
"And you never will Karl." I said shaking my head. "Here's my class, gotta go."
"Yeah. See you at lunch." He said, as he walked away.
I walked into class and settled into my usual seat. Becky Lance to my left and Andria on my left. Neither were friends of mine, I was just stuck between them, because the teacher made us sit boy girl so the girls wouldn't talk all class.
"Andria! Look who's here! Lilly's latest boy toy!"
"Yeah. Hey, stupid. You know she's just using you to get back at Jason, right?"
I looked at one and then the other and shook my head. "You know, I'm not mentally impaired. I know exactly what the score is. But if I'm okay with it, and she's okay with it? What's the problem?"
"What kind of a guy takes another guy's girl?"
"What kind of a guy dumps his longtime girlfriend, for another chick, right before prom?" I asked her back.
"Don't you have any self-respect? You're only being used as a tool to make Jason jealous." Becky said with a scowl.
"Guys have been fighting over women since cave man days. All guys want the most desirable women. I guess I could club him over the head and drag her off to my cave by the hair." I joked, "unless of course you'd prefer that I take you instead."
"Ewwwww! Never!" She said, turning up her nose.
"Then don't complain if I take Lilly to my cave."
"If you think she's gonna let you into her pants, you've got another thing coming!" Andria said.
"Who says I haven't already?"
Both girls gave me the Ewwwww face at the same time, ending the conversation.
—-o—-
It was lunchtime and I did what I always do. I got my food and settled at my normal table, expecting things to be normal. Of course, all the rest of the table could talk about was Lilly and me. I'd just about quieted that conversation down when Lilly walked over and reached down to push Erica's tray aside to make room for hers. Erica was another math dweeb, which was probably why we got along as well as we did. She was petite, long dark brown hair, distinct Asian features and always wore oversized pink frame glasses.
"Hey!" She snapped, looking up and back at Lilly.
"You don't mind if I sit next to my boyfriend, do you?" Lilly said sweetly, waiting to step over the bench to sit down next to me.
"Carrying this a bit far, aren't you?" Erica retorted.
"Oh honey, you ain't seen nothin' yet." She looked down at me. "Do I need to teach you how to greet a girlfriend?"
"Sorry. Um. Wanna sit down?"
"No silly. Stand up and kiss me!"
"Here? In school?"
"You got a better place?"
I looked around the lunchroom and sure enough, there was Jason, sitting with his new girl, pretending not to be watching Lilly. I climbed from the lunch table and stood up. Like all the popular girls, Lilly pushed the dress code to the breaking point. Her skirt, required to be fingertip length was, but it also sported a slit up each hip that would occasionally flash apart and show the side of her panties. Of course, it included Velcro to keep it closed when she wanted or needed it. Her blouse was button down and opaque, but choosing a dark colored bra wasn't against the rules, though having three buttons undone, down the front was. No matter how you stacked it, she looked hotter than hell.
I stood up and gave her a quick kiss. "Not like that! A real kiss!"
"You want to get a PDA citation?" I asked, knowing that kind of kiss would draw the attention of one of the teachers, who would give both of us a citation for a public display of affection, three of which would result in Saturday school, a nice way of saying detention.
"If we do, I'll make it up to you," she said with a wink.
I had no doubt this was all for show for Jason. I shrugged to myself and stepped to her I wrapped my arms around her and pulled us together. Knowing that she wanted to make a statement, I pushed the boundaries beyond any limits of comfort I might have. While we kissed each other I let one hand slide down to her hip, and slipped my hand into the slit in the side of the skirt. She jumped slightly as I cupped and squeezed her butt cheek, and then pressed herself harder against me.
"Fuck yes, that was perfect!" She whispered, as we broke the kiss.
We sat down and I noticed one of the teachers, across the room, staring at us, more in surprise than anything else. If it wasn't common knowledge that we were an item before, by end of the day the whole school would know. But I was pretty sure that was the idea. For a few moments, I wondered if this was really a good idea, but then the view I had down her blouse as she climbed over the bench seat, tossed the thought away like so much trash.
"So, how has your morning been?" She asked sweetly, "I kind of thought you might come pick me up this morning, since daddy won't let me have a car of my own. I'm not used to having to walk to and from school."
"Oh, geeez. I didn't even think of that. Do you need a ride home?"
She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. "I'd love one!"
"Oh brother!" Erica groaned.
"You know, Erica, if you'd have asked, I bet he would've been giving you rides. I've seen you two sitting together nearly all semester. It's no secret you like him."
"Oh brother!" She said again, even louder, before getting up from the table and walking away.
"Too bad. She might even have a chance after prom. You do like her, don't you?"
"I...um...I hadn't given it much thought." I lied. I had indeed given it more than a little thought, some of which was in private, in my bedroom, if you get the drift. She probably has something to do with my current propensity toward Asian porn.
The rest of lunch was a bit awkward. Lilly didn't seem to fit into the conversations going on at the table, and most of my friends, I use that term loosely, didn't seem comfortable with her being that close. Charles and Ahmed both seemed unable to pull their eyes from the cleavage she was showing, making conversation difficult at best. Lilly and I finished lunch and she took me outside, from the lunch room. It was chilly without our coats, but she promised it wouldn't be for long. She led me around the building to the gym door. I was surprised to find it unlocked, with all the new security stuff going on. She pulled me into the darkened practice gym, and almost as soon as we were inside, she grabbed me, shoved me against the wall and pressed herself to me.
"Fuck that was sooo damn hot, what you did in there, grabbing my ass like that! I'm sooo fucking horny now, I want to just rip your clothes off and teach you how to fuck."
"Who says I don't know how?"
"Come on David, this is Lilly you're talking to. The first girl to touch your cock? I know you're a virgin. I also know that you won't be, by the time prom comes next week!"
"I won't?"
"Oh, no way sweetie, not with a cock like yours."
"It's...just a dick."
"No honey, it's a NICE dick. I'd love to have it in me right this second, but I don't want to rush you. We'll get there when you're ready."
Then she pressed her lips to mine and we shared a long, wet kiss that left me hard as a telephone pole. I couldn't help but reach down between her legs and play with her pussy through the wet crotch of her panties. "You keep that up and I'm gonna throw you down and fuck you right here."
"I guess I'm doing the right thing then?"
"Oh yeah."
Somehow, kissing like this, made me a lot more daring. "Then you'll like this more, I hope." I pulled my hand up and slid it down again, this time inside her panties. My fingers curled between her legs and my middle finger pressed between her soft lips. She pressed her lips to mine again, muffling her moan. Her fingers pushed between us and undid my jeans. She pushed them part way down and grabbed my dick with both hands and pulled her face from mine.
"Don't come on me like last time. Let me know when you're going to come."
"Uh huh." Was all I could manage to say, as she started stroking my dick with both hands. She pressed her lips to mine again, and we stood in the dark, kissing, and working each other towards climax with our hands.
Lilly came first, her body trembling and shuddering as she stood pressed against me. It felt a little odd, but in a good way. I found it quite enjoyable to know I'd been able to give her an orgasm. I was so caught up in her climax I barely had time to warn her I was about to shoot. She pulled away from me and did something I didn't expect. She squatted in front of me, put my dick head in her mouth and stroked me furiously, until I unloaded into her mouth, seconds later. I stood there, my pants around my thighs, jerking and grunting, as shot after shot of cum lanced into her mouth.
When my cock had stopped pumping and was softening, she let go and stood up. She pressed herself to me again and kissed me. I could taste my cum in her mouth as we kissed, which didn't thrill me, but since she'd taken the whole load, how could I complain? "I'm gonna have to remember just how big a load you give." She whispered, after she broke the kiss. "And thank you."
"For?"
"Kissing me after. Jason never would. He said it was gross, but then he never much wanted to go down on me either. He only did it if I made him."
"Oh." I answered, not sure what to say.
"We better get you back together before someone finds us."
"Too late for that." We heard Erica say from across the darkened gym. "Didn't take much guesswork to figure where a cheerleader would take a guy. My guesses were locker room or gym. If you're gonna do that in here you ought to learn to moan quieter."
"Shit! Erica! What are you doing here?"
"Trying to keep you from making a fool of yourself, but I can see I'm too late for that already." Erica turned away and left, the gym door illuminating us with a rectangle of light before it closed again.
"Well, damn. Who'd have guessed?" Lilly said, with soft feminine chuckle.
"Guessed what?" I asked, while Lilly pulled my pants back up and closed them.
"That she has the hots for you, no that's not quite right. She wants in your pants, but not just for a quickie. She wants a lot more and was just waiting for you to make a move."
"She was? How do you know that?"
"Sweetie, girls know." Was all she said, before pulling me by the hand across the gym and out into the hall. "What I want to know is how she managed to get past the locked doors to get in here without going outside? I didn't think you could."
—-o—-
I drove Lilly home after school. She was disappointed that her mom was already home from work, and we were unsuccessful at sneaking up to her bedroom, dashing my first opportunity to have sex. I met her mom, and immediately knew where Lilly got her looks from. For a forty something woman, she was what any guy would call a MILF. Her skirt was no longer than Lilly's, but she also had on high heels and stockings, making her legs look even more tantalizing. Her blouse covered a much larger pair of boobs than Lilly had. They were contained in a lace bra that just barely showed through the thin blouse. I had to think it was chosen intentionally, to show just enough without looking like she was trying to show anything. The top two buttons on her blouse were undone, showing a striking amount of creamy breast as they were squeezed together by the bra.
It was almost torture to have to sit and talk about myself when the view in front of me was making me hornier by the second, and I wasn't going to get to do anything about it. At least not until I got home in the privacy of my own room.
Eventually I got there, stripped down and lay on the bed, my eyes closed, my hand wrapped around my lotion covered dick. I imagined Lilly's mom standing in front of me, slowly undressing, one item at a time until she was completely nude. I imagined her walking to me, and climbing onto the bed over me. She reached for my dick and lifted it, as she lowered herself, pressing my hard shaft against her wet pussy lips. She slowly rocked herself, grinding herself against my rock-hard shaft, using me against her clit to slowly inch herself toward an orgasm. As she moved closer and closer to climax, her strokes lengthened little by little until my head was disappearing between her lips.
The feeling of her clit, dragging over the sensitive spot under my head, inched my own climax closer and closer, my hips trying to push up in time with her stokes. We were both getting so close that we got careless. Our combined motion pulled my head back beyond the entrance to her depths, and when we pushed back toward each other again, my cock drove, not between her lips, but deep into her pussy. She froze for a moment, looking down at me, as if deciding to keep going or not. Her answer was to stroke slowly, up and down my shaft, each stroke long, slow, and deliberate. She watched my face as the sensations of her pussy drove my orgasm higher and higher. She watched my body and face and increased her pace as my climax neared. I stared at her tits bouncing wildly as she pounded down on me, her own climax moments away.
My cock erupted, shooting cum nearly two feet in the air as I came, imagining Lilly's mom riding me in her own climactic moment. I lay there panting, wondering why I was fantasizing about Lilly's mom instead of Lilly? I had no answer for myself, as I slowly stroked my still leaking cock, just now beginning to soften.
—-0—
I picked Lilly up on the way to school in the morning, and got a very hot kiss for my efforts. It was Friday, one week till prom, but more importantly, my second date with Lilly. School was, well, school. Word had spread and I was getting all kinds of attention, some good, some less so. At lunch, she sat with me again, Erica staring daggers at her the whole time. It's funny that I never noticed Erica's interest in me, but now that Lilly pointed it out, I could see she was right. Erica was acting jealous as hell.



Of course, a number of girls made comments about not seeing what Lilly saw in me, but I didn't mind. I've been the butt of way too many jokes, over my lifetime, to not have developed a thick skin.
I drove Lilly home after school and made arrangements to pick her up at seven, and then went home to change. It was Friday night and my older sister was home from college, which happened almost every weekend.
"You have a date?" She asked incredulously. "A real date with a real girl?"
"Lilly Crowel."
"Wait. I know a Lilly. She was a sophomore cheerleader my senior year. That Lilly?"
"Yeah."
"Wait, my geek brother is dating a cheerleader? What's the gag? That's not true, right?"
"No, it's true."
"So how does this happen? I mean...come on, seriously?"
"Well, just for the prom."
"No, you're taking her to prom? Are you demented? It has to be some kind of joke on you, right?"
"I hope the hell not. There's only a twenty percent probability that this is an elaborate joke."
"Twenty percent huh? How do you figure?"
"Well, it was in the seventies, but since she started...um...uh... well, it's gone down"
"She's starting what?"
"Nothing."
"Yeah, right. Come on. Spill. She's starting what?"
"Nothing."
"I'm not letting this drop, and you know how I can be."
Over the years I'd learned, the hard way, that she could get me into a leg hold around my waist, that I seemed unable to break, and then tickle me until I finally gave in. She hadn't put me in that hold for a long time, but then I hadn't forced her to. "Alright, she's teaching me about sex."
"Teaching you how?"
"Well, we made out in that back of my car one day and played with each other until we came. And yesterday we did the same thing in the gym after lunch. She actually sucked me off."
"Wow! Little brother getting sex lessons from a cheerleader, who'd have thought. What I want to know is why? You do know, don't you? She's using you for something."
"Jason, her boyfriend, dumped her, right before prom, to go with some other girl. She wants to get back at him by dating way under her class. I guess that's supposed to say how low he actually was."
"Wow! And you bought into that? How hard up are you?"
"Well, I guess pretty hard up to agree to this. But I can't back out now, it wouldn't be fair to her."
"Fair to her? Really? What part of this is fair to you?"
"Well, I'm getting sex out of it."
"Good God David! Don't you have any self-respect?"
"That's the second time today I've been asked that, and the answer is still the same. We both know the score, so what's wrong with it?"
"Fine little brother, but when she walks away, don't come crying to me about it."
"I don't plan on it."
An hour later I'd picked Lilly up and we were pulling into the theater parking lot. "Before we go in, you need to know something." She said softly.
"Okay."
She had on a very short pleated skirt and a knit sweater shirt that I was beginning to think was a favorite style for her. As I watched, she reached under her skirt and worked her little bikini panties off hanging them on the rearview mirror. Next, she pulled up her top, pulling it up over her tits. She had on a bra that didn't have any shoulder straps, and in moments her bare tits were on display for me. She dropped the bra on the seat and pulled her sweater back down. "Now you know what I'm wearing under this. Consider it an invitation after the lights go down."
"How far can I take it?" I asked, thinking about just how I could get her naked, but knowing I wasn't brave enough to try.
"The more you uncover, the better the climax needs to be. So, don't start what you're not willing to finish."
"Fair enough."
She slid out my side after I got out, her skirt pulling up to expose her pussy as she did. She grinned and whispered, "just to get your hard-on started."
"As if I needed that, after watching you take your bra off!"
"Never hurts to see more of the girl you're gonna be playing with."
"I guess that's true." We walked arm in arm to the theater, stood in line to get popcorn and a soda, and then headed to the theater for our movie. Lilly picked some seats near the back and settled into one of the recliners She flipped the arm up and patted the seat next to her, I gladly took it and she snuggled up against me, pulling my arm around her shoulders and my hand down onto her left breast. For someone that was just using me to get back at her ex, she was surprisingly amorous, or she was one good actress.
We shared the popcorn while the previews of upcoming movies played, Lilly lifting the drink and straw to my lips so I wouldn't have to move my arm. By the time the lights went down for our movie to start, we'd killed more than half the popcorn. With both of us reclined in the big seats, she set the popcorn in the seat next to us and spread her legs, hooking one over mine.
I wasn't sure what I should do at that point. I knew what I wanted to do, but was it what she expected me to do? After several minutes, she reached up moved my arm from around her shoulders and pulled it down, laying my hand on her skirt covered crotch. I grinned to myself and pulled the skirt material up as far as I could. She didn't seem to mind that her pussy was completely exposed. I started to gently stroke my fingers on her soft, delicate, inner lips, working my finger slowly between them. Her pussy was surprisingly wet, and I smeared that moisture all over her lips to allow my fingers to slide easily over and between them.
I heard her moan, ever so softly, when my middle finger found her hard little clit. I was getting good at this, or at least I thought so. As I stroked her, she reached one hand over to me, and awkwardly tried to undo my pants. With my free hand, I helped, letting her even work my pants down over my butt a little to give my dick more room to stick out the front of my pants. She grasped my dick and began to gently stroke it, in time with my finger. Her hand moved slowly, spreading my precum over my head and shaft. The longer we played with each other, the more turned on I got. My excitement soon overwhelmed my hesitation, and I twisted toward her, making it harder for her to stroke me, but allowing me to push her sweater up over both her sexy tits. I leaned my face down and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and switched hands between her legs. Now I could suck her nipple and push a finger all the way into her hot wet depths.
She stifled a moan by pressing her face to my shoulder. I circled and stroked over her clit with my thumb, while I moved one finger in and out of her vagina. I felt her free hand, the one not still stroking my dick, move to my head and pull it tighter to her breast. I felt her start to tremble, and then muffle a deep gasp into my shirt. I'd learned enough to know she was climaxing, and that she'd want me to keep doing what I was doing. Her orgasm lasted nearly half a minute, her body trembled and shaking the whole time.
Slowly the stiffness in her body faded, the shudders stopped, and she lifted her face from my shoulder. Her hand moved from my head to my hand, gently pressing it to stop my stoking, she held her hand on mine, keeping me from moving it from her pussy. We sat for some time, my hand resting between her legs and my head on her bare chest. I wasn't sure what she was thinking or what I was supposed to do, so I just stayed that way until she gently moved my head.
I'd lost some of my hardness as we were sitting, so I wasn't nearly hard enough to do anything. But that didn't stop her. She pushed me back, then rolled on her side and lowered her head to my lap. I felt her mouth engulf my softened dick and start to suck and tease it. I let my arm rest on her side as my dick hardened under her attention. My hand seemed to move on its own as her licking and sucking renewed my excitement. I felt her soft breast in my hand, and started to play with her nipple while she sucked on me.
I stifled a moan of pleasure, as her magic mouth pushed me closer to climax. I wanted to warn her I was coming, but decided she had to already know. I closed my eyes and laid my head back, allowing the sensations to flow through me. I could feel the warmth and tingling urgency grow and spread. I stifled another moan and did my best not to be obvious as my body jerked, trying to ram my dick into her mouth. I gasped as the first surge of cum flowed up my shaft, squirting into her hot mouth. Over and over my body jerked, pumping my load into her mouth. I heard her gag slightly once, but otherwise she took my load without complaint.
"Fuck, you come a lot!" She whispered, after lifting her head to rest it on my shoulder. I pulled her tighter to me, feeling her squeeze my softening dick gently in return. As we sat there, still exposed, I began to wonder if it was going to be harder than I thought, to end this after prom was over. It had to end. No way Lilly was going to keep dating me, but that didn't mean that I was going to be happy when it was over.
"So, what now?" I asked, as we walked arm in arm from the theater.
"What would you say, if I said I wanted to go all the way with you tonight? Are you ready for that?"
"Sure. Do we need to go buy some condoms or something?"
Lilly giggled softly. "No. But I appreciate you asking. I'm covered that way, and I'm pretty confident neither of us is carrying a communicable disease, so I don't think we need that."
"So where?"
"Car would be fun, but maybe for your first time we should be more comfortable. My first time wasn't, but yours should be. Mom's working late tonight, how about my place?"
We drove to her house and had just gotten undressed when her mom came home. We scrambled to get dressed before we got caught. Unfortunately, all we could do was sit and talk, and of course, make out a little. I headed home about nine, promising to come by the next day.
—-o—-
"You're sure she isn't gonna be home this time?" I asked, as we stood in the basement den.
"She went dress shopping with a friend, they'll be gone for hours." She said, as she pulled me to her for a kiss. We stood and embraced for several minutes before she pulled her lips from mine. "Now, where were we last night? Oh yeah, you were telling me how beautiful I looked naked. Wanna see again?"
"Hell yeah!" I answered with a grin.
She stepped back from me and pulled her t-shirt up and off. "You should know how to undo a bra. Come do mine." She said softly, turning her back to me. I stepped to her and started fiddling with the fasteners. I'd seen them before, so I knew how they worked, but I'd never tried taking one off someone. I used both hands to stretch and unclip the two hooks. "Uh-uh. Do it back up. You need to know how to do it with one hand."
"Oh, okay." I fastened it back and the fiddled again for almost two or more minutes before I found a way to squeeze the material and force the hooks apart one handed.
"Very good." She whispered. "Now slip your arms around me, and slip the straps down my arms when you do."
I followed her directions and ended up with her bra on the floor and my arms around her, cupping both breasts as I pressed myself against her. "Now, kiss my neck while you play with my nipples." I did as she requested, kissing her neck and cheek and experimenting with kissing her earlobe as my fingers gently stroked and teased her rock-hard nipples. "Mmmm you're getting me soooo wet. You want to find out how wet?"
"Yeah." I whispered, pressing my boner against her backside. She took my hands from her breasts and made them flat against her chest. Using her hands to guide mine, she rubbed my hands all over her chest and abdomen, stroking her creamy soft skin, making my hands occasionally stroke over the front of her jeans.
"You want to tease a girl. Let her know you're enjoying her body and not just trying to strip her. Then you can undo her pants. Dresses are easy, but pants take more work, because we like them tight to show off our curves." She helped my fingers undo the front of her jeans, and then push the waist down at her hips. She wiggled her butt side to side as she helped me push the tight jeans down over her hips, making sure my thumbs hooked her panties and pushed them down as well. "Now, turn me around." She whispered. "Kneel down and you can kiss my stomach and whatever else you want while you work my jeans down my legs."
I did what she said. I knelt down in front of her, and kissed her stomach. As I worked her Jeans down, my face pulled further down, so I was kissing her completely hairless mound. "You like? I shaved it all fresh, this morning just for you."
"Yeah, I do."
"Some guys like some hair down there, others like it bare."
"Have you done a lot of guys?" I asked. as she lifted one foot so I could get her jeans off.
"Me? No. A couple, but girls talk, ya' know?"
"Uh huh." I answered, as I tossed her jeans aside, leaving her naked. "Can I try something?"
"Sure. Whatever you want." I gently pushed her back to sit on the sofa and then lifted her legs like I'd seen in porn videos. I took my time looking at and touching her pussy before I leaned my face between her legs and gently kissed her lips. "Oh yes, now lick it. Use your tongue, like you do your fingers."
I hesitantly licked up her delicate lips, tasting her with the tip of my tongue. Her wetness was kind of tangy, but surprisingly not unpleasant. I worked my tongue on and between her lips, exploring from the entrance of her vagina, up to her hard little clit. She held her legs up and back, allowing me to explore her pussy, spreading her lips to expose her clit. I concentrated on licking her hard nub, teasing and flicking it. I knew I was getting her close to climax, her body trembling, as she gasped for breath.
"Oh, fuck David! You're making me come!" She cried loudly, as the little trembles became whole body shudders. Her juices, leaking from her, were almost sweet and were actually quite enjoyable. Also enjoyable was how turned on this had gotten me. I stood up and quickly pulled off my t-shirt and then shoved my pants down. My rock-hard cock pointed at her, as I stood in front of her. She reached a hand out towards me, and as I moved closer, she grasped my rigid shaft and gently pulled me toward her. She rubbed my head up and down her sopping wet pussy lips, then nestled my head into the opening to her depths. "Now, just push in slowly. Most girls don't like it jammed in, especially not if it's as big as yours is."
"Am I big?" I asked, as I leaned over her, reaching for the back of the sofa.
"I'm not an expert, but you're way bigger than the only other two I've played with. Oh my God yes! Waaaaay bigger! Oh, fuck David! Don't stop! Push it all the way in! Oh my God yes. Now fuck me. Just push it in and out. Oh, fuck yes! God David! You're going to make me come again!" She squealed.
I was pumping my dick in and out, my excitement growing much too fast. I knew I was going to come. I wanted to warn her, in case she wanted me to pull out or something, but my body didn't give me a chance. "Uhhh, fuck!" I grunted, as my body jerked, jamming my cock fully into her. I felt my cum surge forth, deep in her pussy. Squirt after squirt forced itself into her.
"Fuck! I'm coming!" She cried out, as the first surges of my cum flowed into her.
I felt her pussy clenching and relaxing around me, practically milking me as her body shook and trembled. She reached up and pulled me down on her, while she wrapped her legs around me. We were bent awkwardly, so she released me and rolled us over, the two of us falling off the sofa in the process. Laying on top of me, with my, still mostly hard, dick inside her, she started kissing me. It was much like the kiss we shared in the back of the car, but more gentle, more tender.
I felt my cock hardening inside her again and she began to lift and lower her butt, holding her face to mine to continue the kiss. I moaned into her mouth, and my hands moved to cup her tits as she slid her pussy up and down my shaft. She slid her hot wet tunnel on and off my cock, stroking me ever closer to another orgasm. It was building within me and I could tell she was getting close as well. I was almost ready to let go in her when I heard it.
"What the fuck is going on?!" Mrs. Crowel practically shouted, from the doorway.
Lilly and I both looked over to see her mom and another woman standing in the door, staring at us.
"Mom! What are you doing home?" Lilly gasped, rolling off of me, trying to cover her tits and crotch, while I tried to cover my still rock-hard, dick.
"I'd ask you the same thing, but I can see what you're doing. You, young man! Get up!" I reluctantly did, as she demanded, still trying to cover myself. "I think you better pull your pants up and leave! I have some talking to do with my daughter."
"I'll call you later!" Lilly said, as I grabbed my shirt and headed for the stairs, still trying to close my pants, over my, not yet soft, dick. The other woman was standing in the doorway, looking down at my dick, with a very strange look on her face. She hadn't moved and I had to stop in front of her, still trying to tuck my hardon into my pants. I could feel myself blushing as she stared at my dick for what felt like an hour, before she moved to the side to let me by.
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Chapter 2
I didn't hear anything from Lilly the rest of the night or the whole next day. I tried to text her, but never got a reply. I wasn't brave enough to try and call. The best I could do was to stop at her house, and try and pick her up for school. I drove up and gave the horn a beep, hoping to draw her attention. It must have worked, because the door opened and Lilly stepped onto the porch, but she wasn't alone. Her mother followed her down the stairs. She looked every bit as good as when I met her the first time, short skirt, stockings, high heels, button down blouse with the top few buttons undone. I was kind of surprised she wasn't wearing a coat, given it was only a little above forty degrees. Lilly walked down the stairs and opened the car door. She slipped in, and sat down. Her mother squatted down some and leaned into the car to look at me. With her bent the way she was I could easily see down her shirt to the creamy tops of both her big round tits.
"You and I need to have a talk, David." She said curtly. "I expect you here at six thirty this evening, when I get home, and I don't want to find out you two have been fucking again, is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered quietly. She pulled back, out of my car and closed the door. I couldn't help but notice, how prominent the cold had made her nipples, through the dark rose colored blouse. But I didn't have long to look, as she turned and walked away, her short skirt pulled snugly across her butt. "Just what does your mom do for a living?" I asked curiously as I drove away from the house.
"You don't want to know what happened?" Lilly asked, irritation clear in her voice.
"I do. What happened after I left?"
"Well, I got chewed out for at least half an hour. Then I had my phone taken away and I got grounded."
"Damn. Grounded for how long?"
"Two weeks."
"But prom is only a week away."
"Yeah. She's letting me go. But other than that..."
"Just because we were having sex?"
"Oh, no. Because I was using you to get back at Jason."
"You told her that?"
"Well, that and fucking in the den. She said the least I could have done was taken it to my room, so she didn't walk in on it. If daddy had come home, he'd have killed us both. Look, I didn't have any choice. She knew I wasn't telling the truth about why I was dating you, and she already knew I'd broken up with Jason, so she had a clue already. She just didn't let up until I told her the whole thing. Me getting you to ask me to prom, having sex with you where word would get around, that I was sitting with you and having you kiss me in the lunch room to make it obvious to Jason. She said it was despicable that I was using you that way. She said it wasn't fair to you and that you deserved better. I told her you agreed to it, knowing, which made her all the more upset. That's when she decided she needed to talk to you too."
"I don't get why she's so upset. I mean, I agreed to it. I know that after the prom I'm history."
"You asked what mom does? She's a divorce lawyer, and a good one. She's taking issue with me using you. Says it's not fair to you, even if we both did agree to what this was."
"So tonight?"
"I don't have the slightest idea. All I know is she's planning on having a talk with you."
The day passed slowly, with the exception of lunch. Erica decided to sit at another table with Lilly sitting next to me. I had to admit, I didn't enjoy the looks I was getting, no, WE were getting from a lot of people, but I did enjoy having her sitting next to me, her leg touching mine. In my mind I knew that this was all a show for Jason, but it still felt good.
The afternoon went even more slowly than the morning. Not getting to see Lilly at all, most of the day wasn't helping. I was concerned about what this punishment would entail. I honestly had no idea at all. Why would I be part of any kind of punishment anyway?
Three thirty finally came, and I drove her home. She asked me to stay, and I agreed, texting mom that I probably wouldn't be home for dinner. We went to her room and she quickly stripped out of her outfit from school and stood naked in front of me.
"I thought we weren't supposed to have sex?"
"We aren't. But I've been thinking about it all day, and I can think of all kinds of things we can do besides fucking, which was all she said she didn't want us doing. I was kinda hoping you'd like to play a little."
"I'm not against it, as long as we don't get into more trouble."
"Part of me doesn't care. I just want to be with you right now. Come on, let's get you naked." I didn't understand what her drive was to be naked with me, other than to have sex. If she was going to get into more trouble, how was it a smart idea? It didn't take me long to calculate the probability that we would be fucking before we were done, and the probability was extremely high. It didn't take long, until I was dressed the same as her. She had me lay on the bed and then crawled over me, putting her pussy right above my face, and her face right over my, already rock-hard, cock. "Okay, the name of the game is to see who can make the other come first. If you can make me climax before you do, then I'll ride you until you come. If I make you come first, I'll show you how to get me off with a vibrator. Sound like fun?"
I was looking up at her pussy and grinning. "Oh yeah."
"Good." She said, moments before she engulfed my head with her hot mouth.
I started licking and teasing her pussy lips, seeking out and finding her clit quickly. I've watched enough porn to know what to do, I just haven't had any real practice. Well, here was my chance to see if some of the things I've seen in porn, feels as good to her as the actresses pretend. I concentrated on her clit with my tongue, flicking and teasing it while I used two fingers to push in and out of her hot wet hole. I could feel the softness of her vaginal walls with my fingers, her body squeezing around my fingers. The longer I teased her pussy, the more I wanted to just roll her over and fuck her again. It had felt sooo damn good being inside her, I wanted it again. I suspected she wanted the same thing.
She abruptly pulled her mouth off of me and crawled around to put her pussy over my dick. She grinned down at me as she aimed me at her dripping wet pussy. I groaned in unison with her, as she pushed herself back, forcing her body down over my fat shaft. She held herself over me and started rocking her body, sliding my shaft in and out of her. I reached for her breasts and cupped both with my hands, squeezing them in time with her rocking motion. I could feel my body responding to her strokes, the need to come growing in urgency.
"Oh damn, David! I'm going to come." She squeaked softly, her body starting to shudder and her coordination starting to falter. The sudden change in her motion pushed all the right buttons for me too. In moments my body was bucking under her, pumping shot after shot of cum into her. I lay there, panting, with Lilly holding herself up over me, looking down at me with her eyes glistening. I don't know what she was thinking, but I had no doubt that this short little pretend romance was turning into something much more. I felt concern for her, for how she was feeling. I didn't want this to end after Friday, and I knew it had to...or did it?
She lowered herself down onto me. I thought she was going to kiss me again, but instead she held her face inches from mine, her eyes looking into mine, as if she were searching for something. "David." She whispered, so softly I almost couldn't hear her. "Do you like me?"
"Of course."
"No. I mean, besides sex and kissing and stuff. Do you like me?"
"Well...um..."
"It's okay if you don't. I mean, this is just a business deal anyway, right?" she said louder, cutting off what I was going to say.
"Um. Look. I have to be honest. When you first asked me to prom, and yes, I know I technically asked, but you really did. I was surprised. You were one of the stuck up, IN crowd, and I was...well...I wasn't."
"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have..."
"You gonna let me answer or not?"
She took a deep breath. "Okay."
"Like I said, you were one of the in crowd. You were all about making Jason jealous. You snuggled me, and kissed me, and acted every bit like you wanted me. The funny thing is, the more you did it, the less it seemed faked. Is it...faked? I mean, you didn't have to have sex with me. You didn't have to snuggle with me in the movies like you did. It kinda felt like you wanted to."
She looked down at me and pursed her lips. "What we just did. I wanted to. Not to make him jealous, but because I wanted to do it with you. I wanted to feel...I wanted to climax with you, like we just did. I can't explain it exactly. It's only been a few days, but at night, when I go to bed? When I get in bed, I want you to be there. It's silly. I just thought..."
"You wondered if it was the same with me?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"Statistically, relationships that are this fast are based more on infatuation than on anything else. Do I want to be with you, and feel you and...yes, kiss you and have sex with you? Yes. But I don't know that it's anything more than infatuation."
"You're probably right. I'm playing a dangerous game with our hearts. We should call this off before things go too far."
"Just how far is too far?"
"I don't know." She whispered. "But when Erica was looking at us today, I...I felt protective. I didn't want her to think that she could have you. I wanted you for myself. I know it's silly, it's completely against what we said at first, but, well, that's what I was feeling."
"I don't know what to say."
"I don't want you to say anything. I don't want you to feel like you have to say something nice back, or that you have feelings for me. That wasn't the deal. You were taking me to prom, and that's it. That's what we have to keep it to. I shouldn't have said anything."
"I'm glad you did." I answered quietly, letting my hands stroke up and down her back gently. I couldn't say that I wasn't having feelings for her either. I was. But I knew those feelings were just infatuation for the girl that was teaching me about sex. I was thinking about what I should say about how I felt when Lilly's phone started to beep.
"Damn. We have to get dressed. Mom will be home soon."
Reluctantly we got dressed. I shouldn't have been surprised at how much I liked being naked with her, and seeing her body, and feeling her, and-and-and... She walked to her dresser and pulled out a pair of pink sweatpants and sweatshirt, and stood naked, helping me dress, encouraging me to touch her as she helped me dress. By the time she was closing my pants up, I had a huge boner again, which made her smile. After I was properly dressed, she pulled on a pair of panties and then the sweatsuit, covering her body almost as slowly as she could. Once dressed we headed down to the den to turn the TV on and look as innocent as we could.
"Well, it's good to see you're on time." Mrs. Crowel said, as she walked into the room. She walked to one of the overstuffed chairs and pulled it around so it faced the sofa, and the two of us. She settled into it, sitting with her knees together, her legs glistening in the stockings, her very short skirt high on her thighs. She leaned down and undid the straps of her high heels, and pulled them off her feet, her tits pressing to her knees as she bent, making her creamy tits push up into the open vee of her shirt. She sat back up and crossed her legs as she leaned back.
"David, I'm very concerned about you. This arrangement you have with my daughter, it feels...unhealthy." I sat and looked at her, not sure at all what to say back. "I understand the desires of a young man lean toward the physical, but I can tell you, that entering a physical relationship, often carries with it a lot of emotional attachment. Most men that start a physical relationship soon find that the woman is more emotionally attached than they planned, and this soon causes an array of side effects. If Lilly hasn't already told you, I'm a divorce lawyer. I see cases where men entered into extramarital affairs with no intention of becoming emotionally involved, yet end up doing so. I'm afraid that this relationship is going to end badly after the prom, and I don't want to see my daughter hurt someone, that she shouldn't hurt."
"I went into this with my eyes open. I knew that Lilly was way out of my league. No way was a cheerleader ever going to be interested in a guy like me. I was more than a little surprised that she wanted to go to prom with me, but it didn't take long for me to put two and two together and know that I was her spite date."
"And that doesn't bother you?" Mrs. Crowel asked, with a furrowed brow.
"It did for a little while. But hey, the head of the cheerleading squad was going to not only go to prom with me, but I was getting to see her ...uh...on shit."
"Go ahead. You can say anything you want. You like seeing her naked? You can say that. It isn't going to bother me. She's eighteen, she can pick who she fucks and who she doesn't. So just let it out. Be straight with me and we'll get along fine.
I was a little surprised, but I nodded. "I like seeing her naked. When this all started, the only thing I was concerned about was that this was some elaborate joke, but since we started having sex, well, that probability has been significantly reduced. I don't think she plans on doing anything at the moment, like dumping me at the door or anything."
"She'd never do that, at least not without significant punishment. I've always tried to instill a sense of fairness in her. I see far too many couples that are self-centered and deceitful. I don't want my baby to end up that way." She looked at her daughter, for long silent seconds, before she said anything else. "Are you still planning on dumping David after the prom?"
"That was our deal. Graduation isn't that far away, and both of us are going to colleges that are not close together. It wouldn't be fair to start an emotional relationship that is just going to break our hearts in the end."
Her mother raised her eyebrows. "Is that something Jason said? Is that why he broke up with you?"
She frowned and shrugged. "He wasn't wrong."
"And you feel that way? That an emotional relationship is wrong at this point?"
"Pretty much." Lilly answered. "Jason and I dated for a long time, but I don't think we ever loved each other. I think he hung onto me because of sex, not love."
"And that's why you weren't all that heartbroken when he broke up with you?" Her mom asked.
"I was expecting it, just not this soon. I thought we'd get all the way to graduation, but I guess he's got better sex now or something."
"It's interesting that you say that, because that's exactly what you're doing to David."
"No, I don't think so. I mean, he and I are having sex, but it's just sorta payment, you know. He's taking me to the prom so I'm not embarrassed by having to go solo, and in exchange, I'm teaching him about sex."
"Is that how you see it David?"
"I'll be honest. I don't really know what to think most of the time. I mean, damn. Yeah, We've had sex. I'm learning about it." I said feeling myself blush. "But; you know, sometimes it feels like more than that."
"More than that? Like there's emotion starting to build?"
"Yeah, sorta."
"Lilly? Is there? Or is this still just the deal you made? Sex in exchange for taking you to prom?"
Lilly was actually quiet for a long time, but her mother patiently waited for her answer. She looked between her mother and me and then I watched her face change. She looked almost defiant. "There's no way that we can still be together once we go to school, so there's no point in even considering an emotional relationship. It's that easy."
Her mother raised her eyebrows again, and then a small smirk formed on her lips. "Really? No emotional attachment here?"
"None!" Lilly said firmly.
"Then you wouldn't mind if someone else had sex with him? Since it's just payment?"
"No. Why would I mind? I don't own him. If he wants to go fuck that nerdy little cunt Erica, that's his business. I won't stop him."
Her mother chuckled softly while shaking her head. "Do you really believe that?"
"Of course," Lilly snapped back at her mother. "What's your point? That I'm not being fair to David? I'm being totally fair. He's taking me to the prom and I'm fucking him as much as he wants. Simple as that." She looked over at me. "Do you think any of this is unfair?"
I opened my mouth to respond and closed it again. I didn't know what to think. Before I could think of anything to say, Mrs. Crowel stood up from her chair. She stepped over to me and held out a hand. "David, why don't you stand up with me."
"Uh...sure, I guess."
I took her hand and let her help me stand up. "Lilly says, she's been teaching you, why don't you show me some of what you learned. Give me a kiss like you gave Lilly yesterday?"
"You want me to kiss you?"
"Yes. That's not a problem, is it? She was quite clear that she was doing with you, what she was just because it was payment. If there's no emotional attachment, what difference is it, if I want a kiss?"
"None, I guess. It's just that...well..."
"I'm her mother?"
"Well, yeah."
"And if I wasn't?"
"Well, I guess that'd be different."
"And It would bother you to kiss me? Because I'm her mother? That would indicate an emotional attachment, would it not? Something both of you insist isn't the case."
"Well...um..."
"Unless you want to admit that there's an emotional attachment."
"No, none," Lilly said quickly, almost too quickly.
"Good. Then show me how she taught you to kiss."
I wanted to object but Mrs. Crowel seemed intent on proving some point. I shrugged and stepped toward her. I wrapped my arms around her waist and somewhat awkwardly moved my face to hers. I kissed her gently for a moment and then pulled back.
"That's how she taught you to kiss?"
"Well, not exactly."
"What exactly then?"
"It's... Just that...well..."
"You need something to get you warmed up, is that it? You kiss her like you do, in hopes of getting some pussy? Well, let's see what we can do about that." She stepped back from my arms, and began to unbutton her blouse. I took a step back and she followed me, keeping us the same foot or so apart. "Don't back up. This is for you. You can enjoy it." She said a little breathlessly, as her fingers kept unbuttoning the blouse. She finally had it undone and pulled from the waistband of her skirt. She pulled it off and dropped it to the floor, exposing the lacy bra that held her tits up and pushed together. I could see her nipples and areola through the dark lace material that contrasted her creamy skin so deeply. As I stared at her tits she moved her hands to one hip, and in moments the skirt had been unzipped and was sliding down her body. "Is this better?" She whispered, standing in front of me in a tiny black thong panty, nude-colored stockings that came up to be held in place by a black garter belt, and of course, the lace bra. She reached for my hands and gently pulled both of them to her bra covered boobs. "Here, play with these a minute."
She reached to my waist and undid the front of my pants while I held her tits, not at all sure what to do. I could feel my dick hardening in my pants as she gently stroked it through my jeans with one hand, while the other deftly undid my belt and then the snap and zipper. Her hand that had been rubbing me through my pants, now dipped into the front and was rubbing with just my briefs between her fingers and my growing hardon. "Tell me, did she teach you how to take a bra off a woman?"



"A...actually...she...she did." I stammered nervously.
"Then why don't you show me." She whispered a little huskily.
I slipped one hand around her back and in a few moments, I had squeezed the fastener and the elastic of her bra strap snapped around her body, leaving the bra hanging by the tiny shoulder straps. I slipped both hands around her back and up to her shoulders. I slipped the loops off and then pulled them down her arms, her large soft breasts dropping from the cups as I pulled them down. She let her hands move to let the loops slip down her arms and off of her, the bra landing on the floor between us. Her hands moved to my pants waist and pushed down, forcing my jeans and briefs down below my butt, freeing my dick and balls completely.
"Mmmmmmm. Now I see what she sees in you." She whispered, as she wrapped one hand around my dick and cupped my balls with the other. I reached back to her tits and cupped both huge, soft mounds. They were easily twice the size of Lilly's, with large, slightly oblong, areola and very hard nipples. I cupped them and stroked my thumbs back and forth across her hard nipples. "Now, if you're turned on enough, why don't you show me that kiss?"
I was turned on. I stepped to her again and leaned my face to hers. I softly kissed her lips. She kissed back, and we stood there, teasing each other's bodies while we sucked each other's lips and tongues and generally played with each other's mouths. I lost track of how long we kissed, but it was quite some time. We broke the kiss, and without looking over Mrs. Crowel asked her daughter. "You want me to stop?"
"Why would I want that? You clearly want him. If you're gonna take him, take him. Don't toy with him."
"That what you want? For me to take him? For me to fuck your boyfriend?"
"You said it, he's not my boyfriend. He's just...well...he's just. He's just David."
"If you say so." She answered her daughter. "Do you have anything against getting fucked by an older woman?" She whispered to me. "Or do you have feelings for Lilly that are telling you not to do this?"
"What I feel for her doesn't matter. Once prom is over, we're done."
"That how you want it?"
"Doesn't matter what I want."
"Maybe it does. Do you want me? Do you want to feel my hot wet pussy sliding up and down your fat, hard cock? I know you two were fucking. I can smell her on you even from this far away. Was it a good fuck? Wanna feel what grown woman fucks like? Wanna see what you can expect her to fuck like when she grows up a little more?"
"I guess if you wanna fuck me, I won't say no. I mean, unless Lilly wants me to stop." I looked over at her and she just sat there, trying not to look as upset as I thought she was.
Mrs. Crowel pushed me back, forcing me to step back until I fell back onto the sofa. I stared at her as she reached for her tiny thong panty and slipped it off. The small patch of hair that had been showing around the black material was now visible, showing a nicely trimmed triangle pointing down between her legs. She stepped one foot onto the sofa and rested it there as she unclipped the stocking. I watched in fascination as she undid the little fasteners holding the stocking up. With the straps of the garter belt hanging down, she moved her foot to rest it on my dick, and then slowly rolled the stocking down her leg. She worked it off her foot and left it on my dick with my dick sticking up into the foot portion and the rest in a doughnut around my cock. She moved her other foot to my lap and repeated the same procedure, her pussy completely exposed. She had even more inner lip protruding than Lilly did, but her outer lips were also fatter and fuller. I stared at her pussy as she rolled the second stocking down her leg and then off her foot. She moved closer, bending her leg until her knee nearly touched the back of the sofa and her pussy was over my knees. She reached for one of my hands and pulled it to her calf. She slowly stroked my fingers up her calf to the inside of her knee, and then slowly, stroking her thigh back and forth with my fingers as she moved my hand slowly closer and closer to her pussy. She paused with my fingers almost touching her pussy and looked over at Lilly.
"Anything you want to say?" She asked, a little breathlessly.
"Nope," Lilly answered a little sharply. This seemed to be turning into a war of wills, Mrs. Crowel wanting Lilly to admit she was having feelings for me, and Lilly refusing to do so.
Mrs. Crowel moved my fingers to her delicate wet lips and stroked herself with the tips of my fingers a couple times before pulling her hand from mine. "Let's see what Lilly taught you to do with one of these."
I lifted my other hand and cupped one of her big tits as I stroked my fingers back and forth across her soft protruding lips. It only took a few strokes before I had the tip of my middle finger between them and was stroking along her pubic bone from the entrance to her depths, to her hard clit. Back and forth I moved my finger, running it just barely into the entrance and then sliding it slowly to her clit, where I circled and flicked her hard nub. She moaned softly, as I dipped my finger into her, up to my first knuckle. I pushed it in and out that short distance half a dozen times, before sliding it out and up to her clit once again. She moaned louder as I made the trip back and then pushed my finger in to my middle knuckle, pushing my finger in and out like Lilly had taught me, fucking her with it like a small dick.
I squeezed her nipple gently, as I pulled my finger from her and slid back to her clit to it again. Her mouth was open and she was breathing hard, as I slipped down again to her vaginal opening. This time I did something I didn't think she would expect. I pushed two fingers into her, as far as I could. I'd never tried it, but I'd read it enough times. I curled my fingers as far as I could to rub the front wall of her vagina just on the back side of her pubic bone. She gasped deeply and then let out a small moan as I pressed my thumb against her clit.
"Ohhhh fuck." She panted, as I pushed my fingers in and out, experimenting with how to keep my finger tip rubbing on her vaginal wall, while my thumb rubbed her clit at the same time. "Oh my God David. Ohhhh fuck! I'm gonna....OHHHHHH FUCK!" she cried, as her whole body suddenly spasmed. She stiffened and I felt her juices running down my hand and arm, dripping onto my lap as she climaxed, her whole body shaking and trembling. I squeezed and teased her nipple while she climaxed, trying to drive it as hard as I could, just like her daughter had taught me.
Mrs. Crowel pulled my hand from her pussy and stood there, one foot on the sofa and the other on the floor, panting heavily. "Jesus," she whispered. She slowly leaned toward me, sitting on my lap and then moving her legs so her knees were on the sofa on either side of me. She reached between us and found my hard dick and pulled it up against her pussy, forcing it between her wet lips and grinding her clit into the bottom side of my shaft. She pushed her tits into my face, and on reflex I grasped both tits and leaned my face to one breast and sucked her nipple into my mouth. She groaned softly, as I flicked and sucked her rock-hard nipple, stroking my tongue over and around it.
She moaned softly, as she began to rock her hips, grinding her clit along my hard shaft. Each time she slid forward my head disappeared between her lips, her hard clit bumping over that super sensitive spot under my head. She took a deep breath and looked over at Lilly. "Last chance," she gasped.
"Looks like you're having plenty of fun, don't let me stop you." Lilly answered.
Mrs. Crowel looked back down at me with a confused look, and then shook her head slightly. It only took two more strokes before she had found her vaginal opening with my dick head. I released her nipple and leaned back, groaning with pleasure as she sunk down onto my shaft with her hot pussy. I was surprised to feel it spasming and squeezing, around me, as she moved, sliding herself on and off of my rock-hard cock.
Her motions were just the right speed, learned, presumably from many years of having sex with her husband. Her strokes were just fast enough to keep my orgasm building, but not so fast as to rush it. Back and forth her hips stroked working me toward another climax, and keeping her own from fading at the same time.
"I'm gonna come," I gasped, after as many minutes of this tantalizing, torturous treatment I could take.
"Do it." She breathed, speeding her strokes just a little bit.
I leaned my head back and looked at her incredible tits, feeling the urgency spread and the warm tingle radiate from my balls. I held my breath and tried to hold it off as long as I could. I wanted to let it go, but I also wanted this to go as long as I could let it. I had no doubt that this was never going to happen again, and being fucked by such an incredibly beautiful and sexy grown women was a boy's dream come true. I held myself back until I couldn't. I silently jerked and my body tried to drive my dick into her. The first gush of cum lanced deep into her pussy.
She must have been waiting for it. She slammed herself down on me and cried "YES! FUCK YES!" as I started pumping it all into her. Her pussy squeezed around me and her whole body trembled and shuddered as she climaxed hard again. We sat there panting, letting our mutual orgasm slowly fade. She looked down at me with a mixed expression. "I can see that Lilly has been teaching you quite well. You are an exceptionally good fuck, for someone your age." She turned and looked at Lilly. "I owe you both an apology. I honestly thought you were letting him become attached to you, but clearly, you've both managed to compartmentalize things and keep this a professional and detached relationship. I congratulate you both on accomplishing your goal. I suspect you both are going to have a very enjoyable time between now and prom night."
She pulled up off me and then walked away slightly unsteadily, her pussy dripping my cum as she walked up the stairs.
"I don't get it. You didn't care if she fucked me?" I asked, "I kept waiting for you to tell her to stop."
"I couldn't. It would have proven her right. Besides. Our agreement was that I'd teach you sex. She was a good test to see how well I did. I guess I did pretty good."
"I don't understand you."
"Good," she said as she got up. She ran for the stairs and up them, leaving me sitting, with my shrinking cock covered in her mother's and my cum. After some minutes, not sure what else to do, I got myself dressed and walked up the stairs to Lilly's room. The door was closed, so I knocked softly. "Come." She whispered.
I opened the door and stepped in, closing it behind me. "You okay?"
"Yeah," she said, from where she was laying face down on the bed, facing away from me and the door. I walked to the bed and crawled onto it, laying down next to her so I could rub my hand up and down her back. "Don't do that," she whispered.
"What? Touch you? I'm sorry." I said, pulling my hand back.
"It's not your fault. You don't deserve any of this. It was a stupid idea. You don't have to take me."
"You breaking up with me?" I asked in surprise.
"No. I'm giving you the chance to break up with me. This was supposed to be a spite relationship. Something to make Jason jealous and to hurt him. But you...you're way to nice. You really are what your reputation says. You're kind, sweet, thoughtful, gentle, and oh so damn sexy. For a shy, geeky guy, you really do a fantastic job with making a girl feel good, both just being together and having sex. You gave my mom two massive orgasms without hardly trying. You give me one every time we touch. You're really good at this. You deserve a girl that's going to be there for you a lot longer than just after prom."
"What if I do want someone more after prom. What if that someone is you?"
"I'm not a good bet for that. I'm going to California to college at the end of the summer. Long distance relationships at our age don't work out. It's better for you that you don't get too attached to me."
"What about you?"
"What about me?"
"Aren't you getting attached to me too? I kinda thought you were."
"That's my mistake. I should have been more careful."
"So, what now?"
"You still want to take me to prom?"
"That was the deal, right? You held up your end, I have to hold up mine."
"You don't have to. You can find someone else to go with if you want."
"That's not how I work."
"Okay, I think we should limit our time together though."
"I'll still pick you up. If you want to keep pretending we're dating, we need to keep up the appearance."
"Yeah. I guess you're right. There's that brain of yours again. I'll be ready at the usual time."
"So, we're done for the night? Not even a good night kiss?"
She shook her head and then changed her mind. She sat up as I climbed off the bed and gave me a small short kiss on the lips. "God, I envy her." She whispered.
"Who?"
"Whoever it is you give all this to, "she said, before pushing me away.
I walked down the stairs and was about to go out the front door. Mrs. Crowel stopped me, just short of the door. She was wearing a satin bath robe. "David," She said quietly, as I stopped to look back at her.
"Yes ma'am."
"I want to apologize. I honestly thought that she would stop me. I was sure she had feelings for you, and she wouldn't want to see you having sex with someone else. I shouldn't have let it get that far, and I shouldn't have done what I did. I hope you can forgive me."
I smiled a little. "It was great sex. I've never had sex with an older woman, and it was everything the porn stories said it was. I'm not upset with you for that. But about Lilly? You weren't wrong. She just tried to talk me out of taking her to prom. She says I'm too nice of a guy to do what she's doing to me."
"So, what are you going to do?"
"Exactly what I said I'd do. I'll date her as much as she wants before Friday night, and then after prom, I'll find a way to walk away, just like she wants."
"Sometimes she's not a very smart girl."
"What do you mean?"
She stepped toward me and reached for my upper arms. She held me at a partial arm's length, the robe slipping open now that her arms weren't holding it closed. I could see the inside of both her big soft tits and all the way down to her bare pussy. "I mean that you have the ability to make her a very happy young woman. I've seen in your eyes that you have feelings for her, and I'm sure now that she has feelings for you. She shouldn't be so quick to throw that away."
"I don't think I have anything to say about it, not after what she just told me. Yeah, she has feelings for me. But she's not going to let them out. She wants me to walk away."
"Well. I can't force her to any more than you can. Thank you for today, and for not being upset with how it happened."
I chuckled. "Mrs. Crowel. I've had more sex in the last week than the rest of my life combined. I've learned how to do a lot of stuff with Lilly, and I think she's been having fun teaching me. I wasn't expecting to use any of it on anyone else so quickly, but I wasn't going to say no once I saw how you looked. I'd have been stupid, to say no to what you were offering."
She smiled and shook her head. "Well, let's just keep it between the three of us what happened here, okay?"
"Fine by me." She leaned in and kissed me on the lips before letting me go and ushering me out the door.
---o---
The next few days were...well, unusual. As if anything for the last week could be called usual. I picked up Lilly each morning, and she gave me a short kiss when she got into the car. She gave me a much more public kiss when we reached school, but the feeling that it had was different. I could tell she was trying to hold back, to not let herself into the kiss. I knew, when I started this, that I wasn't in her league. The fact that we got as involved as we did, was a surprising and unexpected development. Now that she's pulling away, it somehow feels more comfortable, more expected.
At lunch she still sat next to me, but instead of her body touching mine, there was just a papers width of space between us. I tried not to be disappointed, but it was hard not to. I also saw that Erica noticed. After school she found rides home with other friends, seeming to intentionally find things that would make her stay later so she wouldn't have to ride home with me. I presumed this was because she wanted to avoid sex again.
Saturday night came. I put on my rented tux and drove to her house to pick her up. "Oh my," I whispered, as she walked down the stairs from her upstairs bedroom.
The dress she wore was stunning. It was a pale green, floor length gown. The bottom flowed from about her belly button to the floor in layers of translucent green mesh fabric. There must have been at least ten or fifteen layers over one opaque layer of cloth. There was a split up the skirt that her left leg played peekaboo through, as she walked down the stairs. The top of the dress was what I think is called a bustier, with only the bra portion completely opaque. Between the bra and skirt was a see-through mesh portion with green cloth flowers attached. I could see her bare skin through the bustier portion. There were small see-through puffy sleeves on her arms, that weren't attached to the dress, but were of the same material and design.
Her makeup was lightly applied and accentuated her features perfectly, including a subdued, red lipstick. Her long hair, that was usually tied back in a pony tail, was in a braid that consisted of many smaller braids starting on the top of her head. Stunning was the least of the words I could use. She was tantalizingly beautiful, and sensually sexy at the same time. The dress was the perfect blend of enticement and propriety.
"Damn," I said, as she came down the stairs. "You look...I don't even have words for it."
She smiled. "Thank you. I was afraid it might be a bit much for you. I know how shy you can be."
"No, um, it's perfect." I told her. I helped her put the wrist corsage on and then took her to the car, her mother watching us go. I helped her into the passenger side and then went around and climbed in.
She twisted in the seat to face me as I started the car. "David, can we talk?"
"Sure."
"Not here. Find someplace for us to park for a few minutes."
There was a little park not far from her house, so I drove there and parked. "Okay. I'm all yours."
She smiled again. "I know you are. I want to apologize for this week. After my mom...well...after that night I wanted to make sure I wasn't going to hurt you. I pulled away the best I could, but it was really difficult. Sitting next to you and not touching you? It was really hard. Harder than anything I'd ever done before. When we kissed, I wanted to just throw you back into the car and stay there with you, making love with you. David, I think I've fallen in love with you. I know the deal we have is that after the prom we're over; but, I don't want it to be. Can you understand that?"
"What about college?"
"I've been thinking about that. I don't have to go to California to be a lawyer. There are schools all over the country. I don't even know where you're going. I was afraid to ask."
"Massachusetts. I have a full scholarship to MIT." I answered quietly.
"Do you think, maybe, that after this is over, we might still try to be together?"
"You sure you still want to be seen dating someone like me?"
"You know, I don't much care what they think. In barely a month from now it won't mean anything."
"I'm not against it. But we might have to lay down some new ground rules."
"I can do that. Now, about tonight."



"Okay,"
"The girls don't believe that I should be dating you. They're going to try and break us up."
"And you know this?"
"Jenny told me. She said that Emily and Suzanne are ring leading this. I don't know what they plan, but knowing them, it's not going to be nice. They haven't liked at all, that I've been dating you. The whole time, they've been trying to get me to tell them how I'm dumping you, wanting it to be big and spectacular. When I refused, they assured me that they'd take care of it. I'm really worried. I'm afraid they're going to do something to embarrass you."
"What could they do?"
"Knowing these two, it could be anything. I don't want it to happen to you. I don't want you hurt because of me. So, I want you to break up with me. I want you to do it publicly, there, so that it cuts off whatever they have planned."
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"We can make up later, but yes, I'm serious."
"I don't think I can do that to you. I mean, hell, Lilly, I don't know if I'm in love with you or not. But I do know that this week has been hard. Like you said, sitting next to each other, but not touching, it was...hard."
"So, you won't break up with me?"
"I want to dance with you. I want to hold you and have a good time with you, not break up with you."
"I was afraid you'd say that."
"Why?"
"Because I don't want you hurt or embarrassed, that's why. So, here's what's going to happen. I'm going to break up with you. And it's going to be big and dramatic."
"Okay, how so?"
She reached into the top of her dress and pulled something out. It looked like a silicone boob or something. She pulled two out and tossed then onto the seat. "These are things women wear to hide their nipples in dresses like this. You know what I'm wearing under this dress?"
"I don't know, underwear?"
"No. Nothing. I'm completely naked under this dress." We're going to dance and cuddle and you're gonna feel me up and we're going to be a perfectly amorous couple. Then something is going to happen. Something loud and spectacular. I'm going to catch you having sex with another woman. The two of us are going to fight over you, and I'm going to scream at you and storm out. I don't want you to follow me. I want you to stay the rest of the time with her. Will you do that for me?"
I shook my head. "What are you thinking? You're going to humiliate yourself to protect me?"
"It won't be that bad. We're not going to do it until about half way. I'll have had a chance to dance with you plenty of times. Then it'll happen and I'll leave and you'll still be there."
"What keeps me from just running after you?"
"Because she's going to be in your arms when I leave, and you're going to be holding her dress in place until she can fix it. You're going to do that because I'm going to start the fight. Trust me, we've worked it all out."
"And just who is this woman I'm going to choose over you?"
"Erica."
"Erica? You mean, Erica Willows?"
"That's her. Trust me, she has a really nice body, once you get her out of those frumpy clothes she wears."
"How would you know?"
"I spent two hours helping her with her dress and makeup and hair. She's really a very beautiful girl." I'd known she was cute, but I didn't see her as beautiful. "David, please trust me. This is the way I want it. If you do have feelings for me, love or lust or infatuation or whatever. Please, for me, do this?"
"Is it possible for a guy to ever understand a woman?"
"I hope not." She said, she leaned toward me and kissed me. This time it was a soft, very emotional kiss that lasted several minutes. By the time we were done, I was ready to lay her on the seat and make love to her right there. But she pulled away and I knew that wasn't what she wanted. "Just in case you never want to see me again after tonight." She whispered.
"I don't see that ever happening."
"I don't know. If those girls do whatever they're planning, you may never forgive me."
I drove us to the banquet hall where it was being held. It was a fancy place that a lot of wedding receptions were held in. I parked and walked in with Lilly on my arm, attracting a lot of attention. It was almost like I had a target painted on me and everyone was waiting for something to happen. The music was already playing and lots of couples were dancing when we arrived. We made our way in and got our picture taken, at Lilly's request, and then headed to the dance floor.
The first song we danced to was a nice slow song. I really wasn't all that good at dancing, I managed to hold her against me and we swayed to the music. As we danced, she pressed closer to me and finally ended with her head on my shoulder, her high heels lifting her to my height. I held her with my arms around her waist, her body pressed to mine as we listened to the soft love song we were swaying in time with. It felt good. I really didn't want the song to end, but it did. The next was quite a bit faster, and I wasn't up to dancing to that beat, so we retired to get something to drink.
More than an hour passed, the two of us taking the chance to dance to every slow song, our bodies pressed together, each of us feeling the other up, getting us both excited. I wanted to take her to that spot that she had planned for me to have sex with Erica, and have it with her, but she refused. I was getting very frustrated when I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to look at who was touching me. In front of me was Erica, and she looked every bit as incredible as Lilly. She had on an emerald green, strapless dress that hugged her trim body, encasing a pair of breasts slightly larger than Lilly's. The top seemed to hold itself up by itself, with no straps over her shoulders or around her body. The midriff of the dress was a satin material and it had some kind of dark green stiffeners in it that must have helped hold up the bra part. The skirt was cut, so that in the front it was only to the middle of her thighs, but in the back, it flowed all the way to the floor. She had on a white lace collar around her neck that matched the white stockings she wore, thigh high stockings that barely came up above the hem in the front. Her white high heels lifted her to be as tall as I was. She looked absolutely incredibly sexy, without looking slutty. Her lips were painted bright red with lipstick and her eyes had a dark sultry hue. Her face was framed by her shoulder length hair, in huge flowing curls. And her face, was missing something I always saw. Her glasses.
Lilly stepped back and made room for Erica to slip into place, pressing her body to mine. Lilly gave Erica a dirty look and walked away in an apparent huff. "That went as planned." Erica said softly. "Anyone that was watching, and everyone that has been watching, just saw me cut into her little lovefest."
"Lovefest?"
"David, she's made it very plain to anyone watching, and almost anyone with eyes has been watching you two. She's made it plain she's in love with you, hanging all over you, getting you to feel her up while she does the same. Everyone KNOWS you two are going to be fucking. It's not a matter of if, but when. And now, I just stuck myself in the middle of it."
"I don't get it."
"It's all part of her plan. She wants to make a huge scene when she breaks up with you. Now, she helped me with this outfit. I hope you like it."
"It's incredible." I answered honestly. "I had no idea you could look so...damn hot."
She grinned at me. "Thank you. Now, I'm wearing just as much as she was, if you get the point. I'm supposed to get you to feel me up. You're supposed to resist, but not too much. After a little while we're going to slip off, and make sure we're seen going into the equipment closet to fuck. She's going to walk in on us, catching us in the act, and then storm out after a nice screaming match. She told me that we should make it as realistic as possible; and, if it includes actually fucking, well, she's okay with that."
"Why are you getting involved in this?" I asked, as she found one of my hands with hers and pulled it down to push into the top of her dress. She did indeed not have anything over her breasts but the dress, and her nipple was pressing into my palm hard and wanting.
"Damn I've wanted to feel this for a long time." She whispered as I massaged her breast gently, her hand reaching for my crotch.
"I still don't know..."
"I just answered your question. I know you're not dumb, just think about it for a minute."
I did think about it for a minute. She'd been sitting next to me all year, and I do mean next to me. She never made any comments or indications that she wanted anything more, but yes; she had made sure to sit next to me, at lunch, almost every day, at least before Lilly came into the picture. "Oh, damn," I whispered.
"Yeah. You're a little slow on the uptake. I've been waiting for months for you to make a move, but you didn't."
"I'm sorry. I had no idea."
She reached up and pulled my hand from her dress top, the cup pulling away and down to leave her nipple exposed. She pressed her chest to mine to cover herself as she moved my hand down between us. She guided my hand between her legs and then to her crotch. My fingers felt her pussy lips. She had full round lips with just a slight bit of inner lip protruding, and was shaved, except for a small tuft of curls on her mound, that seemed to be trimmed into some shape. I let my fingers dip between her legs and stroke her lips, feeling the moisture there. She moaned softly, as I stroked her lips, pressing her chest tighter to mine as she moved her face to mine. She kissed me wetly, which I resisted at first, but she didn't relent. She continued to kiss me, until I was kissing back with equal fervor.
"We'd planned on doing this for a few dances, but I want to take you and be fucked, for real." She whispered, as she broke the kiss. "If I take you there, will you promise to do it for real?"
"I, um. Yeah!" I answered breathlessly!
"This is going to draw some attention." She whispered, as she reached for her dress and tugged it down slightly. When she stepped back both nipples were exposed, one more than the other, but both were definitely on display. She took my hand and pulled me through the crowd, almost intentionally bumping into a few people. She led me to a side room and opened the door. The lights were on, and the room was empty except for racks of chairs and tables and other kinds of equipment. She pulled me into the room and closed the door behind me. "I don't know how much time we have. She said she'd give us a few minutes to get started."
"Alright." I answered, as she worked to get my tux jacket off. She tossed it onto the pile of tables behind her and then went to work on my bowtie. It didn't take her long to get my shirt off as well, and then get my pants and briefs down to my knees. I was all but naked, as she pushed her dress down and slipped out of it, leaving her in nothing but her stockings, the lace collar and her high heels. She sat on the tables and then leaned back, lifting and spreading her legs.
"God, I've wanted this for soooo long." She said breathlessly. "And you don't need to pull out or anything. I've been on the pill for months, hoping you'd do this."
I looked at her body. She was very good looking. Her breasts were slightly bigger than Lilly's, and her areola were larger around. Her nipples stuck up a little longer and fatter than Lilly's and looked incredibly inviting. The hair on her mound had been carefully trimmed and shaved into a heart shape, pointing down at her pussy. Her wet lips were spread, her full outer lips engorged with excitement. I shuffled between her legs and she reached for my hardon. She guided me to her wet lips while I lifted and held her legs in the air. She rubbed my head up and own her wet lips to cover it with her juices and then worked it between her lips to the entrance to her vagina.
"Oh fuuuuuck." She moaned loudly, as I pushed slowly into her. "My God you feel so fucking good in there."
"You feel pretty damn good yourself." I groaned, as I pushed into her surprisingly tight vagina. "Guys must really love this."
"I don't know. You're the first guy I've done this with." She moaned softly. "It isn't quite as romantic as I'd imagined my first fuck to be, but I wasn't about to say no when she suggested this."
I pushed into her until my dry shaft grabbed at her lips. I pulled back and slipped in again, doing that half a dozen times before my dick was fully engulfed by her hot wetness. I started to drive in and out of her, sliding my cock head all the way to the end of her vaginal depths. I held her ankles, lifting and spreading her legs wide as I plunged myself into her. I waited, stroking into Erica, not knowing how long it would be before Lilly showed up for the fight. I plunged in and out, pushing both of us closer and closer to climax. I felt Erica start to climax, her hands over her mouth to muffle the cries of pleasure as her body shook and trembled. Her vagina spasmed and squeezed me, as I stroked, making it harder to hold back. Finally, couldn't hold out any longer. With a gasping grunt, my body unloaded in her pussy, pumping shot after shot of pent up cum deep into her. I stood there, panting and gasping for breath as I held her legs, partly wondering where Lilly had been and what would happen now, and partly looking down at Erica in a new light. She was no longer that frumpy girl that sat annoyingly close to me every day, but a beautiful, sexy woman. I stood there, staring at her while she stared back, neither of us seeming to want to break the spell.
When my cock had finally softened and slipped from her, I let her legs down and helped her up. My cum was drooling from her pussy, dripping to the floor. She stepped toward me, wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled me into an eager embrace. We stood, her completely naked, me mostly so, kissing for long minutes before she finally broke the kiss. "I don't know what happened to Lilly, but fuck, I'm glad she didn't interrupt that."
"Yeah. It was...um...I didn't think...oh hell, I don't know what I'm trying to say."
"I don't know what happened, but I don't think we can stay here any longer."
"Yeah." I agreed. We both dressed, and walked to the door. Before I opened it, she leaned against it and wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me again.
"I think you should know. Lilly is in love with you."
"I was thinking she was."
"Yeah, no woman that wasn't would suggest what she did. But there's more. Someone else is in love with you."
I looked at her green eyes. They were glistening as if on the edge of tears. I leaned in and gave her a soft kiss. "I didn't know it before. But I do now."
"I don't know what I can do about it, or if you're even interested in me, but I wanted you to know."
"Thank you." I whispered. She moved off the door and we slipped out back into the noise of the party. We wandered around, trying to find Lilly, but had no luck. I didn't know what had happened, so all we could do was wait. Erica made sure we kept busy dancing while we waited.
"Alright everyone!" a girl announced on the PA after the last song had died away. She drew everyone's attention. Her and another girl stood on the stage together. I could see that Lilly was there as well, not on the stage, but close by. She was looking at the floor rather than them. I was suddenly worried that I'd miscalculated again and that my worst fears were going to be realized. "For a lot of years, we used to elect prom queens and kings. They were couples that came to prom, and were voted on. A few years ago, we stopped doing it, but we decided to resurrect it this year. For the last two weeks, at school, you've been voting on your choice. And here are your candidates." A projector turned on and a black couple was shown on the screen. "Christine and Allen." The picture changed to another couple. "Elisha and Robert." The screen changed again, this time showing Lilly and her ex. "And Lilly and Jason. Now, drum roll please... the winners this year are Elisha and Robert!"
There was cheering and clapping. As it died away it was clear she had something else to announce.
"So, Elisha and Robert are our royal court this year, and what's a royal court without a jester? We have one candidate this year! David Evers!"
All I could do was stand and stare as a video of Erica and me started to play. A video taken of the two of us having sex in the equipment room.
"Holy fuck!" Erica gasped, as she watched herself on the screen climaxing around me. I felt her pull away and then push and shove her way through the crowd toward the doors. I looked toward the stage and realized that Lilly was being held by Jason, standing next to the stage, staring at the floor.
"Guess lowlifes will always be lowlifes, huh honey?" The girl with the microphone said as she looked down at Lilly. "It seems David is a good fuck, if not a good fuck-up!"
I turned and pushed my way out of the crowd as well, heading out of the building, my face burning with embarrassment and anger. I stood out in the night air for only a few moments before I headed toward my car. I started it up and headed for the parking lot exit. I saw a long green dress walking quickly down the road. I pulled up next to Erica and stopped. "Erica!" I said, as I got out.
"Leave me alone!" she shouted, as she walked without looking back.
I got in again and drove past her and stopped. I got out so that she couldn't ignore me. "Erica." She was crying as she walked, her high heels in her hand, her stockings already ripped and tattered on her feet from the walk. I walked toward her and put my arms around her, stopping her and holding her. She leaned into me and cried all the harder. Several cars passed us, as my car sat idling while I held her. "Come on, let's get someplace else." She didn't answer, but she also didn't resist as I moved her to the car door. She got in and slid over, making room for me to get in.
I drove us to a small park, where she got out and walked to a picnic table. She still hadn't said anything, but I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her from behind, pulling her against me. She stiffened and then, after at least a full minute of me holding her, she relaxed and softened somewhat. "I'm sorry they did that." I said softly, resting my cheek against hers from behind.
"I'll never be able to go to school again." She said in a quavering voice, clearly on the verge of crying again.
"I'm sorry you got caught up in this." I whispered, holding onto her. "They wanted to embarrass me, and they did. You shouldn't have had to get put out there like that."
"How can I go to school? I'll be the laughing stock! Oh God David! What have I done?"
"You didn't, they did." I answered. "I wish I knew some way to make up for it, but I can't make them unsee it."
"Oh fuck, David." She said before she started sobbing again. Her whole body shook as she cried, and all I could do was hold her. When her crying subsided some, she turned in my arms to look at me. "You know what they did. They made me into a slut and you into a cheating asshole. Everyone knew that you and Lilly were together. So, by fucking me like that, I'm a boyfriend stealing slut and you're a two-timing, cheating bastard. She had to know. She had to know this would mean you and I...that I wouldn't...that you and me...OH DAVID!" she cried, before starting to sob again.
I hoped she wasn't right. I hoped that Lilly didn't know what they were going to do. "I don't know what to say." I whispered as I held her to me.
"GOD! I hate this dress right now! It was hers. She loaned it to me!" Erica said as she stepped back from me, tears still streaming down her face. She pushed the dress off and threw it as far as she could, which wasn't really all that far. She wrapped her arms around herself against the chilly night air. It wasn't cold, but it wasn't warm either. It was maybe in the middle fifties at best. I took my coat off and put it around her shoulders and pulled her back to me.



"We better get you out of the cold." I said softly, rubbing her back to try and keep her warm. She nodded without saying a word and pulled away to start walking to the car again. I picked up the dress and threw it into the back seat as I climbed in. I started the car and put the heater on max, letting the big engine pump as much warm air into the car as it would. I sat there, unsure what else to do. She pushed the coat off and turned to half climb on top of me, the steering wheel in the way. She started to pull on my shirt and buttons, trying to pull it apart and off. "What do you want?"
"Take it off. I want you to take off all that stupid stuff for the prom."
"Um, uh, sure." I undid my shirt and took it off. She tossed it into the back seat, and then sat waiting for me to continue. I took off my shoes, which also got thrown in the back seat. I pulled off my pants and those too went in the back, leaving me in just my socks and briefs. She sat looking at me until I took my briefs off. She threw them in the back seat and then sat on me, my hard dick pressed between us, pushing up against her wet pussy. She stared at me for a long time, the only light coming from the dash lights of my car. She twisted around to find the ignition and turned the car off. She slipped off of me and moved herself on the big bench seat in the front. She lay back on the seat and hooked one leg over the back of the front seat, and set the other on the dash, spreading her legs wide.
"Fuck me. Just, don't say anything, just fuck me."
"You sure..."
"I said don't say anything. Just fuck me, just make me come one more time. Just you and me. Please..."
I didn't understand, but I figured the best thing, was to give her what she wanted. It was awkward, but I managed to roll myself over between her legs and guide my dick to her pussy. I pushed slowly into her, her pussy still sopping wet from my last load. I moved my hips rhythmically, stroking myself in and out of her. She was extremely wet, but that didn't seem to matter to how it felt inside her. I stroked myself deep into her, hearing her moan and feeling her hands stroking my butt. She had her eyes closed and moaned softly as my cock stroked her vaginal walls.
"That's it David. Make me come. Let me feel you come with me, in me. Please. Just once more." I drove harder into her as my body urged me on, the feeling of urgency growing, as I plunged in over and over. This was far from the most comfortable place, but she didn't seem to mind at all as her orgasm built within her. "Oh God David! I'm coooooooming!" she cried out, as her body started to tremble. "Come with me. Please come with me."
"Almost." I grunted, as I focused on her tits, watching them move and roll on her chest. I loved looking at tits, and seeing them like this in person, well, she wasn't going to have to wait long. "Here it comes!" I grunted, moments before my body jerked. I pumped shot after shot into her trembling, spasming pussy. Her walls squeezed and milked each shot from me, not stopping until my dick started to soften in her again.
"I just wanted it one more time." She whispered. "I think you better take me home now."
"You sure?"
"Unless you want to take me home for the night."
"I could."
She looked up at me. "You'd do that? After what happened tonight?"
"Why not? Come on. I'm sure my mom will understand why we're naked." I pulled out of her and we headed to my house. I really wasn't sure what mom would say when we both walked in naked, but to my surprise, she just stared and didn't say a word. I led Erica up to my bedroom and closed the door. Erica pulled me to the bed and into it, wrapping herself around me as much as she could as we lay down. The bedroom light hadn't even gotten turned on, so the only light we had was what filtered around the blinds from the streetlight in front of the house. I encouraged her to move so we could lay more comfortably, which she seemed willing to do, as long as I didn't make her let go of me.
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Chapter 3
It was the wee hours of the morning, or at least as far as a teenager considers it. The sun was barely up; but, it was far enough up to send a considerable amount of light in around the curtains. I lay, watching Erica's breasts bouncing lightly on her chest, as she moved up and down quickly, her ass slapping against my thighs with each drop down. I could get used to this! It was a first for me, but I already knew that this was something I could really get used to. Erica was riding me, much like Mrs. Crowel had done, only we were in my bedroom, completely naked. Her moans were growing louder, and her strokes more vigorous, as the minutes passed. She'd already ridden us to a quick climax, but just kept riding, wanting to push us both to another. It was appearing that she was going to be successful.
My morning wood had been replaced with a much more erotic driven one, feeling even longer and fatter than the first. Most of that was due to the sight and sounds of her growing closer to another climax. For some reason I liked seeing her climax. I'd only seen it four times, this will make the fifth, but I loved the way she looked as she came. Her face scrunched up so cutely, she gasped and moaned more loudly, the stronger she was climaxing.
Her bouncing was making the whole bed shake and bump against the wall. I was a little worried that someone would hear, but I didn't have the heart, or will, to slow her down so close to both of us finishing. I could feel it growing inside, spreading, radiating out from my cock through my body. It was only going to be another minute. I was holding back, trying to let her come with me. Lilly had taught me that. Hold it back and it hits so much harder, when you come together, so I was doing that now, holding back.
"Oh God David. I'm gonna come." She said breathlessly.
"Uh huh. Me too." I grunted as I gave in and let my orgasm start to reach that perfect place.
"What the fuck is going on in here!?" My sister practically shouted, as she walked into the room. She stopped just inside the door and stared at the two of us. Erica practically jumped off my dick, trying to cover her tits and pussy at the same time, squealing in surprise as she moved to try and hide behind me, even though I was laying on my back.
Patty, my sister, stood in the doorway, staring at my rock-hard cock for long seconds before she looked over to see the naked Erica. She shook her head and then shrugged. "Fuck little brother. Didn't think you were up to something like this."
"Just get out." I snapped, as I tried to cover my dick with my hands.
She smirked at me and then whispered. "Don't let mom catch you doing this." Then she slipped out and quietly closed the door.
"Sorry, that was my sister." I said, trying to coax Erica back out of the ball she was in. She slowly pushed herself up from where she was balled up, trying to crawl into the bed behind me.
"I didn't even know you had a sister."
"Yeah. She's going to college and only comes home for weekends."
"She's kinda pretty." She said breathlessly, as she sat up and let her arms hold her up, her tits once again exposed for me. "But I could have done without the shock right then."
"Yeah, me too. She's okay looking, but not nearly as good as you are."
She laughed softly, as she lay down on the bed next to me and snuggled to me. "My hair is a mess, my makeup looks like hell, and we just got caught fucking, for a second time in two days. I doubt that makes me high on any list."
"Makes you high on mine. Wanna keep going?"
"Not right now. Kinda lost the mood all of a sudden."
I sighed in disappointment.
"If you knew how I felt about you before, what would you have done?" she asked me quietly. "Not dated Lilly? Hell, it was that mess you got into, that even gave me the courage to do what I did last night."
"Shit, what a mess. I don't know what to do. Neither of us can show our faces at school after that little video."
"Yeah. So, what now? We run away together and disappear into the wild north of Alaska?"
I looked at her, not sure if she was joking or not. "As tempting as that sounds; somehow, we have to stick it out. We're both going to college. At least, that's still your plan, isn't it?"
"Yeah. We still haven't decided which one though. I have offers at three, all with different scholarships and stuff. Hey, I know. I can take the one at Harvard. We'd be right next to each other." She said with a huge smile. "Then we could fuck each other any time we wanted."
"Yeah, we could. You'd want to do that? I mean, after last night?"
"Last night doesn't change how I feel about you. I kinda hope it does change how you feel about Lilly. It's hard to believe she didn't know about any of that. I was worried when she asked you to go, that it was going to be some kind of huge joke. Even I didn't think she was that cruel."
"If it was all a fake, she was damn good at it. That last talk we had, she seemed like she was really worried for me. She...Hell Erica, she flat said she was in love with me. If she was faking it, she needs to go into acting, because I bought it hook, line, and sinker. I dunno, maybe law is acting? All I know right now is that I don't really want to see or talk to her."
"I won't say I'm disappointed." She said, snuggling a little tighter to me.
"I just wish I knew if it was all an act or not. If she wasn't acting, if she didn't know about this, and what she said was all true, what then? What if I'm accusing her unfairly. I feel like I have to give her a chance to explain."
"I know. It's who you are. You're a softie. A gentle touch. You have an over developed sense of what's fair. So, to be fair, you'll give her a chance to explain and...well... maybe patch things up. But if you do, what happens to me?"
"What do you want to have happen to you?"
"David, I've been in love with you from a distance for months. When I first met you at the beginning of the year, I sorta had a tingle in the pit of my stomach. I was attracted to you. I figured for the first few weeks that it was just some kind of infatuation, but sitting at lunch with you almost every day, I knew it was something else. You saw me, but you really didn't see me. I was just there, and I didn't want to say something and then be embarrassed, that you didn't feel anything for me, so I never said anything. Now, I think maybe there could be something. At least, it felt like it, when we were kissing and having sex in that equipment room. And when you held me last night...after all that. It felt like maybe there was something there. Or am I making it all up in my mind?"
"I sorta felt like there could be, but I thought all you wanted was a friendship. We got to be friends and I didn't want to spoil it. It wasn't until I saw how you reacted with Lilly and me, that I realized I'd miscalculated. There was more in you than you were showing, and I missed it."
"That doesn't answer the question. Is there more? More than just friends?"
"I think there could be. I mean, last night, when we were in the park. I know I was feeling a lot more than I expected. It was more than just feeling bad for you, it was...protectiveness. Not just because you were a friend, but I sorta felt like...I don't know how to explain it."
There was a gentle knock on the door. We scrambled for a minute to get a blanket over the two of us and then I answered. "Yeah?"
"Can I come in?" I heard my mom's voice through the door.
"It's not really a good time."
"All the more reason." She answered, opening the door slowly. She pushed it open and stood looking, her face concerned, but not angry. She stepped in and closed the door behind her. "So, you want to introduce me?"
"Mom! Really?"
She walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. "Honey, I don't know what's going on exactly, but I know that you didn't take this young woman to the prom, and..." She looked around the room. "I don't see any prom dress, so I have to be a little concerned."
"Alright. This is Erica. We sorta came home from the prom together."
"I see. And what happened to Lilly?"
"It's a long story I don't really want to talk about."
"I'm presuming it has something to do with the phone call I got a little while ago.
"Phone call?"
"Yes. From the president of the board of education. It seems our lawyer called him early this morning. In response he has assured me that the perpetrators will be dealt with in the strongest terms and the principal will be informing all parents and students later today that any instance of sharing the video or making any disparaging remarks will be considered level one bullying and will be dealt with in the strongest of terms, including suspension or expulsion where appropriate."
"He did?"
"Yes. I didn't ask what video, not wanting to let on that I didn't know what was going on. I also have no idea what lawyer was calling, since I haven't employed one. Do we need one?"
"Lawyer...Has to be Mrs. Crowel." I said quietly. "But why would she call the school board?"
"Maybe Lilly isn't as guilty as you think." Erica said quietly, almost a little hint of disappointment in her voice.
"Lilly isn't guilty of what exactly? I presume it has to do with some video that was taken, presumably of you?"
"It's a really long story. I'd rather not talk about it."
"I don't think you have much choice."
"Mom. I really don't want to..." I protested before she interrupted again.
"That's okay. I have time. Actually, I'm not planning on going anywhere until you tell me, so unless you plan on getting out of bed, naked, in front of me..."
"How do you know I'm naked?"
"David. I heard your sister, and I heard the noise the bed was making. You're an adult, you can have sex with anyone you want. But you're under my roof and I at least deserve some consideration."
"Okay, fine." I said with a scowl. I related the whole affair, from when Lilly told me about the plan to embarrass me to what actually happened and how we ended up in my room with no clothes for Erica.
"I have to admit, that is some story. What does Lilly have to say about what happened?"
"I don't know."
"She's called, hasn't she?"
"I haven't looked." I answered. Mom shook her head and walked to my pants, in a pile on the floor, and pulled out my cell phone. She held it up to my face to unlock it and then turned it to examine it.
"Looks like she's been calling half the night. I see at least ten calls missed. Are you going to talk to her?"
"I'm not sure I want to, at least right now."
"You don't think she had something to do with that, do you?"
"I did, until all this. Mrs. Crowel wouldn't be getting involved if her daughter was guilty of this."
"Maybe not. Now, Erica, is it?" she said, as she reached over and handed my phone to her. "You might want to call your parents and make sure they know you're okay. I imagine they're worried."
"I told them I was staying with a friend last night. I actually intended to be right here, just not the way it happened. David and I were supposed to get caught having sex by Lilly, so she could have a big, dramatic break-up."
"She wanted to break up with David?"
"No, actually she didn't. But she figured if she did it, then it would short circuit whatever the other girls planned, just to hurt Jason. Because they thought she was dating below her standards."
"I see. This makes a lot more sense now. So how did you end up involved in this?"
I could feel her face on my shoulder getting warm, and looked down at her. She was blushing brightly. "I sorta told her one day that if she hurt David on purpose that I'd make sure she paid for it."
"Oh my. And David..."
"Clueless, until last night."
Mom looked at me and at Erica and shook her head. "I would never have suspected that David would end up in a situation like this." She was quiet a moment. And then looked directly at me. "David, you have two women's hearts in your hand. Be very careful that you don't accidently break the one that's most important."
"I don't understand." I said with a furrowed brow.
"I don't suppose you do. You're an extremely intelligent and talented young man, but when it comes to women, you're somewhat... inexperienced. There's only one thing that I know of that would drive a woman to do what Lilly did. To shove you into another woman's arms to protect you. She's in love with you. And the young woman that's laying next to you is as well. So be very careful of which heart you break." She got up from the bed. "Breakfast is almost ready. Why don't the two of you clean up and come down and eat." She walked to the door and opened it. "Why don't you use my shower. It's more comfortable for two. Just don't take too long or breakfast will be cold." She closed the door behind her.
"Did she just tell us to go have sex in the shower?" Erica asked.
"It sounded like she expects us to take a shower together, and well, if we do..."
"That could be fun. Come on." Erica pulled the covers off of us and climbed over me to stand nude next to the bed, holding her hand out. I took it and we walked to the door. I hesitated, not sure if I wanted to go there naked, but Erica seemed determined. She reached for my hand and pushed it off the door handle, turned it and opened the door. She stood waiting. "Well? Gonna lead the way?"
I walked us quickly down the hall to mom's bedroom and into it. Mom and dad's room had a pretty big walk-in shower, much larger than the in-tub shower in the bathroom I shared with my sister. Erica and I stepped in, turned on the water controls for both of the spray heads and adjusted the water. The two huge rectangular rain heads above us let down streams of water that covered the bulk of the large rectangular shower stall. There were other heads we could turn on, heads that spray out from the walls and a hand wand, but the rain head was more than enough. Erica stood and let me gently wash her face with some of the soap my mom used, working all the make-up off her face. She gently instructed me on how to wash her hair, first with shampoo, and then working in conditioner. Her hair reached nearly to her butt in back, I hadn't realized it was so long, since she usually wore it in a braid, that was curled around on her head.
"You know, I like your hair like this." I said quietly, as I gently worked the conditioner through her long strands.
"You do? I always think it gets in the way."
"So why didn't you cut it?"
"My dad likes long hair. My mom's is even longer. You should see it when it's all wet like this. It reaches down past her butt."
"Well, I like it like this too." I said quietly, as I pulled her back into the cascading streams of water to rinse. I worked the conditioner out without knotting her hair and then, before I told her I was done, pressed my lips to hers. She had her arms around me for balance and she kissed back softly, not opening her eyes, but just kissing by feel.
"Feels like someone likes this kiss too." She whispered, as we broke the kiss, my, again hard, dick trying to force between her thighs. She stepped her legs apart and reached down behind herself. I felt her fingers touch my head between her legs and push up toward her pussy. I knew what she wanted, and squatted down just a little to let her force my head between her lips and into her hot wetness. We both moaned in pleasure as my cock slid up into her. "Fuck me. Make me come on you baby, please?"
I started to slide in and out of her hot wet pussy, the warm water cascading down over us. I held her hips as I drove into her depths, her tits pressing and rubbing on my chest as we worked together. In and out my cock slid, quickly pushing what we had shared earlier back to life. It wasn't going to take overly long to reach the point of no return, and I started to concentrate on holding back. She wanted to come around my hard cock, and for reasons I couldn't explain, even to myself, I desperately wanted to give her that. I stroked in and out with abandon, listening to her gasps and moans and grunts. She wasn't trying to muffle her cries this time as her climax approached.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she cried in a squeaky high-pitched voice. She looked at me with a partly open mouth, as if she wanted to say more, but wasn't able to. Her hands gripped my arms tighter, as her pussy began to spasm and contract around me. She grew stiff and her legs and arms trembled as I plunged up into her over and over. "GOD DAVID! I'M COOOOOMMMMIIIIINNNGGG!" she practically screamed, as her whole body started to tremble like her legs had been.
I felt my own orgasm trying to push to fruition as well, and in only a dozen or so more strokes my body jerked and I climaxed with her. She moved her arms up my body and pulled us together, her tits smashed between us, as my body pumped shot after shot of cum into her. I panted as I held her, her head on my shoulder, her tits moving against my chest, as she struggled for breath.
"God David. That felt so perfect. I always knew sex would feel good, but with you, it just feels perfect."
"It feels pretty good to me too." I panted, as my dick softened inside her.
"Pretty good? Am I better than her? Lilly?"
"Better? Different. I don't know that either of you are better or worse. Just different."
"Well, she was your first, so that makes her special. I'm trying not to be jealous of her, but I would have liked to be your first."
"I don't know what to say."
"Nothing to say. Just wanted you to know." She said, before she turned her back to me, my mostly softened dick pulling from her. She turned back with a bottle of soap and squirted some on my hands and then into hers. "Hope you don't mind smelling flowery."
"I don't think anyone'll mind." I answered, as I started rubbing the soap on her wet body, the rain head rinsing it off almost as fast as I soaped her. I washed her whole body, including between her legs, getting a little giggle as my middle finger slipped between her legs. She washed me as well and then we turned the water off. I found towels in the cabinet near the shower and we dried each other and then each of us wrapped a towel around ourselves for the trip back to my room.
"You know, I have nothing to wear, not even underwear." She said as we stepped into my room. She didn't even bother to close the door before she dropped the towel. "I guess I'm going to have to walk around like this?"
"I wouldn't mind." I answered. "I like seeing your body."
"I like what it does when you look at me."
"Oh?"
"Uh huh." She said as she stepped toward me. "It makes my pussy tingle when I see your cock getting hard. I like the feeling. I like the feeling of putting this inside me too." She whispered as she grasped my growing hardon. "Do you like it, when it slips into me?"
"Yeah, I do." I agreed, pulling her against me. We kissed for long seconds before we broke the kiss breathlessly. "I like that too." We kissed again and then decided that we better go eat before it got cold. I pulled on a pair of shorts and covered my already mostly hard dick. Since Erica didn't have anything to wear, I decided to go see if my sister had something she could wear. I knocked, like I usually did, and didn't get an answer. I frowned and opened the door. I stood there, my jaw hanging open at the sight before me. Patty was sitting on her bed, a pair of headphones on, watching the TV mounted to the wall with the door in it. I didn't have to see it to know it was some kind of porn, since Patty was completely nude, her legs spread wide, one of her hands pumping a dildo in and out while her other hand pulled on one of her nipples.
She squealed in surprise, pulling the dildo out and trying to grab at her covers to pull them over her. She was only partly successful. One of her tits was completely on display and the covers didn't really cover her pussy from this angle. "Don't you ever knock!?" she shouted at me.



"I did knock." I answered.
"What?!" she snapped, grabbing her headphones and pulling them off. I could hear the sound of a woman getting fucked on them as she tossed them on the bed and then fumbled with her I-pad to stop the video that she had playing. "What the fuck do you want?"
"Just wondered if you had something I could lend Erica to wear."
"Really!? You barged in to ask that!?"
"Didn't barge in. I knocked."
She scowled and then looked down at my shorts. "You got a fucking hardon?"
I shrugged. "Yeah, so?"
She stared at me for a few moments and then nodded. "Alright little brother." She tossed the blanket aside, exposing herself again, and then crawled off the bed. She walked to her dresser and opened a drawer, pulling something out. She walked back, still naked, but this time making no effort to cover herself. She handed me what she'd taken from the dresser and then put her hand on my crotch, grabbing my dick through the shorts. "You owe me one now." She said huskily.
"Owe you one what?"
"An orgasm silly. You interrupted one, you gotta make up for it. Don't worry, I'll find a time to collect." She moved her hand to my chest and pushed me back until I was outside her door. "Now let me get back to fucking myself." She closed the door, leaving me standing there...dumbfounded.
I finally broke out of my stupor and carried what she'd given me to Erica. She took it from me and grinned at it before putting it on. It was semi-sheer from the deep V of her cleavage to the middle of her thighs where it ended. The soft, cream color material was mostly see-through, leaving her nipples and tits still quite visible, as was the hair on her mound. "Damn. I like this. Do you?"
"How could I not?" I asked, feeling my dick harden more in my shorts. I hoped mom wouldn't mind Erica dressed this way, because I sure as hell didn't.
---o---
It was Monday morning. I'd reluctantly ignored all of the calls Lilly had made to me the day before, and it was a lot. I was expecting to run into her somewhere today, but figured that would be the least of my problems. Pretty much every senior in the school had seen that video at the prom, so I was expecting a lot of shit. I was sure some guys would think it was cool that I was fucking at the prom, others would think I was a shit, but the girls would be the worst. I was quite sure that most of the girls were going to think I was some kind of monster, fucking Erica like that. Not that I was just doing it with her, but that I was "cheating" on Lilly. I parked and walked into the building hesitantly. The reaction I got wasn't what I expected. I never really got much attention, at least not before Lilly. I just floated through the hallways unnoticed. Not today. Almost everyone glared at me, girls, guys, they parted and let me pass, but the looks were...almost angry. I didn't understand. What did I do to get THAT reaction?"
I made it to my first hour American history class and dropped into my seat. Yeah, the seat between Becky and Andria.
"I'm surprised to see you here." Andria said with a bit of a scowl. "After what you did to Lilly."
"It wasn't what it looked like. It was Lilly's idea."
"Lilly? No way. Not after what she sent out."
"What are you talking about?" I asked with a scowl.
Andria rolled her eyes and pulled her phone out. After a few moments she showed me a text message. "This is what she sent. It's been passed all over school."
See what happens when you date a low life? Biggest mistake of my life. Lilly
"Yeah right. You do realize she set me up, right? I guess I was the butt of her joke."
"Butt of her joke. What are you talking about?" Becky asked.
"She arranged that. She said she was going to have a spectacular breakup at prom. She was trying to hurt Jason for breaking up with her. So, she got Erica to agree to go to the prom and she was supposed to catch us having sex and throw a huge fit. She even loaned Erica the dress and helped her do her hair and makeup. She said it was because some of the other girls were planning to embarrass me in some way because they didn't think I should be dating Lilly. Well, I guess they got their way. I'm adequately embarrassed."
"Wait. You're telling me this was all a set-up? The whole thing? You taking her and everything?"
"To hurt Jason, yeah. We were going to break up after prom anyway. But I didn't expect her to do what she did. All I can think of is that Jason decided to get back with her and that was her way of putting me out of the picture."
"So you're telling me, that all this, was her idea?"
"From the word go."
"So, what you did... with that other girl?"
"Erica?"
"Yeah. It was all a set-up? She actually did that to you?"
"I don't believe it. Lilly?" Andria asked. "Jesus, that's cruel! Wait. If you were going to break up after prom, and you knew that, why did you keep going with her?"
"Easy. She was teaching....uh....never mind."
"No. not never mind. Why would any guy do that?"
Becky snorted. "God Andria. You don't get it do you? She was giving him sex to lead him on. Had to have something to keep him hooked. If she's back with Jason, I guess she got what she wanted."
"But David...that is sooo cruel."
"Hey, at least that girl got a good fuck. Did you see her coming in that video? Shit, I wouldn't mind being fucked like that."
"God Becky! You're just as bad as Lilly! David here and that girl both got... well, you know. How would you like it if you were doing it and someone splashed it all over for everyone to see?"
"Happens all the time. It's called porn! Girls do it all the time. Hell, some girls make thousands doing it. It's called camming. Only Fans and such. They make their own porn and guys pay to watch it."
"Yeah, but once you put it out there, you can't exactly take it back, and David didn't do it willingly."
"Yeah, but hell, at least all the girls know he's a good fuck. That is if any girl would take the chance of being caught with him." Becky said with a laugh.
"Yeah. There is that." Andria agreed quietly as the teacher called class to order.
---o---
I made it to lunch and found Erica there and slipped in the lunch line with her. No one seemed interested in stopping me.
"How are you doing?"
"Surprisingly good. Most people haven't associated the girl in the video with me. So I might actually survive this. How about you?"
"Turns out she was in on it. She sent out a text saying that I was the biggest mistake of her life. I guess she's back with Jason again. So she got what she wanted."
We made our way down the line and then to the table. I felt like I was walking naked, with every eye on me. "You may not want to be caught sitting with me." I said, as I set my tray down.
"Why?"
"I feel like I'm a pariah or something. Everyone is staring daggers at me."
"That's their problem. I'm not going to do to you what she did. I'm here no matter what."
"If you say so."
I watched and saw Lilly come into the lunch room. She wasn't with Jason, but she also didn't come close to me. The one time she looked up at me and saw me watching her, she put her face back down and refused to look up again. The rest of the day went just about as good. Those that did talk to me didn't talk of the event, probably for fear of being punished. But it was pretty clear that everyone thought that I'd screwed Lilly over in some way.
At the end of the day, I found a note in my locker. Come over tonight. We need to talk. I knew who it was from, but I really didn't want to talk to her. She got what she wanted.
I went home and holed up in my room. Lilly tried to call at least twenty times, but I refused to answer.
---o---
It seemed like a few less hatred stares were hitting me the next morning, as I walked into school. There seemed to be mix. Hatred and now...what? Pity? Slight shakes of the head with half formed frowns. Yeah, that would be my pity face. I slipped into my seat in American history as quickly as I could, trying to look at as few people as I could. Andria slipped into her seat next to me.
"I need to show you something."
"Okay."
She pulled out her phone and handed it to me. I didn't send that message. David did not cheat on me. We were both set up. David is a sweet, wonderful guy that will probably never forgive me for what my friends did to him. I'm sorry David. "That started making the rounds last night. Doubt It's gotten to everyone, but I think she means it."
"Doesn't make much difference now, does it?"
"She says you're a sweet guy, you could be trash talking her, but you're not. Maybe she's right."
"So, how's our favorite fuck up?" Becky said, as she slipped into her seat, a few feet from me.
"Becky! Stop!"
"What? You don't believe that message, do you? I mean, it could be faked just to get him off the hook."
"And the original one couldn't have been? You really can be a nasty cunt." Andria said. She looked around the room and stood up. For a minute I thought she was going to say something to the bulk of the class that was already in the room. The teacher wasn't here yet, so there wasn't much I could do. What she did do surprised me even more. She stepped around her desk and next to me. She pulled her short skirt up her legs until she could reach up under. She wiggled for a moment, the room growing silent, as the guys realized what she was doing and started staring. In only a few moments she'd pulled her panties down to her thighs. She pushed them down as far as she could and then used one hand on my shoulder to balance as she worked her legs out of the tiny black panty one at a time. She held them up so the guys could all see them and then set them on my desk in front of me. "Why don't you hold onto these for me for a while. I'll come by your house in a few days and collect them. Only one request. When you put 'em back on me, it needs to be to keep your cum from leaking down my legs."
"Andria! What the fuck are you doing?"
The room was still dead silent as she answered. "I think David got a screw job from Lilly's friends. This is my way of letting him know that I don't think he's the shit head that they portrayed him to be. Since he's not dating anyone, he's free to fuck anyone he wants."
"Yeah, but...really?"
"Hey. We know he's a good fuck. Why not give him a try. Never know. I might end up dating him." That got the room talking!
"Alright. Quiet down." The teacher said as he walked in. He looked over the class and then settled his eyes on me. I realized that he was staring at the panties on my desk. I quickly pulled them off and stuffed them into my pocket.
After class I tried to give them back.
"Uh-uh. I told you how I wanted them back. I'll be over tonight to collect." She said with a smile, before she turned and left the room.
Whispers of what happened in class spread. It's amazing the power the "popular" kids have. I heard people talking about what Andria had done, and why. By lunch time four more girls, not all in the popular group, but certainly nice-looking girls, had stopped me in the hall to hand me their panties as well. One of them took hers off in the hallway in front of me and stuffed them into my pants, and I don't mean the pocket.
"There he is. I heard you got hit on by one of the in crowd." I heard Erica whisper from behind me. I turned to face her.
"Yeah, sorta did."
"So how many?"
"How many what?"
"I heard that she wasn't the only one to lend you a pair of panties."
"Oh, um a few."
"I'd give you mine, but I can't take them off with pants on. Unless you want to go somewhere and help me."
"That's a tempting offer. Where would we go?"
"I bet we could sneak into the ladies room and do it. But if I'm pulling my pants down for you, I wanna get fucked."
"Fuck lunch," I said quietly. I took her hand and led her out of the room and around the building to the open gym door. It was dark in the gym, only the tiny emergency night light illuminating the space. After the brightness of the sun, it took our eyes a few minutes to adjust. Not that we were wasting any time. While our eyes got used to the darkness, the two of us held each other and kissed. We were both panting by the time our eyes were adjusted. There was a small stack of pads along the wall. I pulled her over to it and set her on it. I untied one of her shoes and pulled it off, and then stood her up and pulled her pants and panties down. She grinned and sat back on the pads and pulled her shirt up and off. She undid her bra and then put her shirt back on leaving it up over her sexy tits. With her pants hanging off one leg, she laid back and spread her legs for me.
My dick was rock hard when I pulled it out of my pants. I leaned over her, rubbing my head up and down her slit. I teased her clit with the tip of my head, stroking it and her lips to get her pussy excited.
"We better hurry so we don't get caught." She whispered.
"You ready?"
"I've been ready since an hour after you dropped me off at home Sunday."
I grinned and pushed my head into her. She was right, she was already more than wet enough. I pushed in a few in inches and then pulled back to spread some more of her juices on her lips. I worked in and out half a dozen times, lubricating her and my shaft so that we could slide in and out easily. I stroked in and out of her slowly at first, then with more speed, as we both felt our orgasms growing. She arched her back, to make sure her clit was grinding along my shaft with each stroke, and I rhythmically pushed us toward climax. In and out my cock moved, coaxing our orgasms ever closer to the pinnacle of pleasure. She came first, her body shaking, her shirt wadded up in her mouth to keep from screaming. I pounded into her, watching her tits roll and move on her chest, until I too came. I filled her with shot after shot of cum, holding myself over her. She reached up and pulled me down, giving me a long wet, very loving, kiss.
"We better get dressed," she whispered.
"Yeah," I answered. Pulling my, mostly softened. dick from her. I helped her put her panties on before she sat up, not wanting my cum to leak all over the mats. We were dressed and getting ready to walk out when I heard her.
"I knew I'd find you here, when you weren't in the lunch room," Lilly said. "You haven't been answering my calls or anything."
"I think I should let the two of you talk," Erica said. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and then walked away, leaving me looking at Lilly.
"I didn't think there was much to talk about."
"I know you're angry with me. I didn't expect any of that to happen."
"You were in on it?"
"No."
"But you couldn't stop it?"
"They made sure of that."
"Erica was hurt. She wasn't part of this. She didn't have to be hurt."
"You're worried about her?"
"Sure."
She nodded. "I'm not surprised. I don't know how you feel about her, but she made it very clear how she feels about you."
"We spent the night together."
"I'm jealous. I haven't done that with you yet."
"Yet?"
"Still hopeful."
"Lilly, I don't know that I can...." I started say, but was interrupted by her taking the three steps between us and throwing herself at me. Her body slammed into mine and took us both down onto the mat. She lay on top of me and pressed her lips to mine. The almost frantic kiss slowly softened and then stopped.
"I didn't want you to say it. I still don't. I know this is going to take time, but I don't want you to think that we...that you and I can't... that there isn't any chance for us anymore."
"Is there?"
"Do you want there to be?"
"I don't know."
"What will it take to make you sure? I can buy a case of underwear if that's what it takes." I looked at her in surprise. "Yeah. I heard. How many?"
"How many what?"
"How many girls have given their panties to you?"
"Just a few."
"There'll be more. Seems there's a rumor that one of the hot girls took off her panties in class right in front of you and then said that she'd collect them tonight, but only if you were putting them on her to catch all the cum you were going to pump her full of."
"That's some rumor."
"Is it accurate?"
"Surprisingly, yes."
"Sounds like you're going to be fucking a lot of pussies then."
"I dunno. I mean... I don't know what I mean."
"I do. You're a sweet guy. You don't want to just fuck anyone. You want to fuck someone that means something to you. Like Erica. She means something to you, doesn't she?"
"Yes, she does. I didn't know it until that night. But holding her in the park, letting her cry on me. I got so angry with you and your stupid friends for hurting her."
"Not for hurting you?"
"I calculated wrong. I should have trusted my first estimate and said no that day. I paid the price for that. She shouldn't have."
"Would it help if I told you that everything, I said to you, was the truth? I didn't fake any of it. Not even in the theater. How can I prove it to you? Prove that what I feel for you is real?"
"I dunno. Go get your friends to strip naked and walk down the hall or something, or better yet, have them masturbate in front of the whole senor class. That would go a long way to evening things up."
"You sound bitter."
"Not for me. For Erica. She didn't deserve it."
"I don't know that I can ever do that. You're asking me for something that isn't in my power to give you."
"And now you know how I feel. I know you want me to forgive you, but I don't know if I can. I can't tell how involved you were. How much of it was faked, just to keep me playing along?"
"None of it. Not on my side."
"I saw you standing up there with them. No one had you chained down."
"Actually, they did. They said that if I didn't stand there and play along, they'd send the whole video onto the internet. I had to play along for your sake. I'm sorry David, I hoped I could make you understand. I love you. I really do. I won't ask if you do." She pushed herself up off of me and then walked away silently. I watched her go and silently disappear out the door. I was surprised at how much it hurt inside, to watch her leave.
---o---
"David! You have company!" I heard my mom call up the stairs, shortly after dinner.
"Okay mom." I answered, as I got up off my bed where I had been reading. I headed down the stairs and stopped at the bottom and stared. Andria was standing in the doorway in a short red dress that didn't look particularly special, except that it framed her boobs, the size of small melon halves, like a picture frame. The dress didn't even make it down to the middle of her thighs, and her six-inch, heels made her tall, slender frame look even taller.
"Hey David. I decided to take you up on your offer to help me study for the quiz."
"Oh. Uh sure. Come on up."
"You sure? In your room? I wouldn't want your mom to think the wrong thing."
"Don't worry. I'm sure he'll be a perfect gentleman." Mom said, with a little shake of her head. "And if he isn't, feel free to just call down the stairs and I'll readjust his attitude."
"Well, that certainly sounds safe enough." She nodded. "Lead on!" She said to me, as she walked toward the base of the staircase. She followed me up to my room and as soon as she was inside, she pushed the door closed. "Now. I believe you owe me something."
I walked to my dresser and selected one of the pairs of panties. "These are yours I believe."
"They are. Did you collect all of these today?" She asked, ignoring what I was holding out as she walked toward the dresser. She lifted part of the pile, most of them regular bikini panties of various styles, sizes and colors, but there were a few thongs tossed in and one pair of full cut panties. "So, who do all these belong to?"
"Honestly, I don't know all their names."
"Then how do you know whose is whose?"



"I remember everything I see."
"You do? Really?"
"Sure. It's called an eidetic memory. Mine isn't perfect, but it's close enough."
"So, if I showed you something, you'd remember it, even if you only glanced at it?"
"That's pretty much it."
"So, if I did this..." she said before flipping her skirt up for just a moment. "You'd remember what it looked like?"
"No underwear, you have a small patch of black curls on your mound shaped in a sort of arrow. You have maybe three quarters of an inch of inner labia protruding from your lips that are otherwise completely shaved. You also have a small mole on your left thigh about three inches from your pussy and your thighs have a slight gap, not more than an inch or so, between your thighs, right at your pussy and your thighs touch together starting about three inches down from your pussy. Is that close?"
"That's absolutely perfect. I've had boys with their faces between my legs that couldn't tell me half of that."
"Well, it's my curse."
"Your curse? Why?"
"It' part of the reason people think I'm shy. It's hard to interact with people sometimes, because I remember everything they say and I see. So, when people tell a fib, I remember that too."
"So, you remember what I said today?"
"Word for word."
"Okay tell me."
"You said, why don't you hold onto these for me for a while. I'll come by your house in a few days and collect them. Only one request. When you put em back on me, it needs to be to keep your cum from leaking down my legs."
"That does sound like what I said. So, I guess if I wasn't lying, I better take this off." She reached to her shoulders and pulled the shoulder straps off and down her arms. The backless dress peeled down her front exposing her completely bare tits. She pushed the dress down and let it slide down her legs, stepping out of it. "I'm all yours."
"You don't have to do this. I mean, I appreciate what you said in class, but you really don't have to do this."
She looked at me a little bit surprised. "You don't want to?"
"I didn't say it wasn't an attractive idea, it's just that I'm not used to having sex just to have sex."
"So, with Lilly, it wasn't just sex?"
I shrugged a little. "I was sorta attracted to her from the day I got here. No way that it would ever amount to anything, so I just ignored it, until she asked me, to ask her to the prom. I figured I might as well indulge all my fantasies and ask."
"So, wait. That means that you and she...you two really did get involved, emotionally I mean. She wasn't joking?"
"No." I said, as I sat heavily on the bed. "I'm having to let her go, but I really don't want to. I just don't know how to trust her. Not after what her friends did."
"By trust her, you mean believe that what she's saying is true?"
"Something like that."
She sat down next to me and reached an arm around me. "You know, you have a problem."
"I do?"
"Oh yeah. A huge problem."
"Alright, I'll bite. What problem."
"You have a whole pile of girls that are planning on having sex with you that you're going to disappoint."
"Why would I disappoint them?"
"You're joking, right? After the way you made that girl climax for you? Ohhhhhh shit! OH SHIT! That girl. She wasn't just someone to have sex with. You like her. That's why you're trying to protect her. Oh my God, David! You're in love with two women at once!" I shrugged. "And here I am, trying to get you to have sex with me."
"I appreciate what you said for me in class. But yeah, I've got some real problems."
"I'd say. What if I could make it so that you could know for sure, without a shadow of a doubt, that Lilly didn't have anything to do with what happened. What would that be worth to you?"
"You can do that? How?"
"Just...what would it be worth to you?"
"I won't say absolutely anything, because anything can encompass even giving up my life. But I will give a lot to know for sure, one way or the other."
"I have an idea, but it's going to mean you have to give something too."
"What's that?"
"Sex. Really, really good sex."
"Well, how is that going to help?"
"If the person that planned that whole thing, told you that Lilly didn't have anything to do with it, would you believe them?"
"I don't know. They could be lying."
"I bet she'd tell the truth if she was going to have the best sex of her life after."
"I still don't get it."
"I'm going to film you having sex with me. Really good sex. I'm going to teach you how to make me squirt. But I'm going to make sure she doesn't know it's you. Then I'm going to ask her to be honest about Lilly, and if she is, I'll hook her up with the guy that's making me come so hard. You don't have to actually have sex with her, but it might be poetic justice if you did fuck her and she didn't know it was you until after. What do you think? Willing to try it?"
"If it means knowing for sure, I'm willing to try."
"Good, now, let's find something to make into a mask." The two of us dug through the desk and dresser and came up with a red satin ribbon about three inches wide. She used the little scissors on the desk to make hole for my eyes and then she tied it around my head. Once I was naked, she set up her phone to record and then she laid down on my bed with her legs facing the camera. She spoke softly, telling me exactly what to do. I started by licking her pussy gently, stroking her lips teasing her clit and the entrance to her vagina. I worked slowly, not trying to make her climax, but instead trying to tease her toward it. I'd lick and tease her clit until she was almost ready to climax, and then I'd back off, teasing her lips while avoiding her clit. I could tell she was getting frustrated, but that was what she said I needed to be able to do.
"Now, push two fingers in me. That's it. Now curl them up. Feel with the tip of your fingers. There's a little rough spot up behind my pubic bone. Can you feel it? Yeah, for me it's right there. Not everyone feels the same, but there's a spot up there that will send them over the edge. You want to stroke your fingers over that spot while you're licking her clit. She's going to come really hard. She might even squirt in your face. Once I starts climaxing, I want you to shove your cock into me. Just stuff it in fast and hard. Put your thumb on my clit and rub it in little circles while you fuck me hard. I guarantee that it'll be the hardest I can come."
I followed her directions, curling my fingers up inside her, feeling with the tip of my middle finger for that spot. When my finger stroked over it, she jerked and moaned loudly. "Yeah. Right there." She panted. I stoked my two fingers in and out, thrusting them in like a little cock, the tip of my finger stroking that spot at the same time. I lowered my face back to her pussy and attacked her clit with the tip of my tongue. "OH FUCK YES!" she cried, as her body stiffened and shuddered. I felt her pussy gush onto my chin and down my arm. I pulled away quickly and aimed my cock at her pussy.
I thrust hard into her, jamming my cock hard into her depths, and the I started to stoke in and out with abandon. Her pussy was sopping wet as I thrust into her. She held her legs back and spread wide, allowing me to put my thumb on her clit while I was stroking. In and out I thrust pushing her climax up further. "FUUUUUCK! GOD FUCKING DAMN!" she screamed, as I pounded into her. I felt her body gushing out around my cock, spraying her juices onto my body. "Come for me now!" she begged. "Come for me baby. Let me feel it."
I let go of her clit and reached for and grabbed both her big tits. I squeezed them firmly as I pounded into her, the headboard of my bed banging the wall and the frame squeaking with each thrust. I shifted my grip to her nipples, squeezing and pulling them, as our bodies, slamming together made her tits roll and move on her chest, trying to pull her nipples from my grip. "OH GOD YES! OHHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" She screamed. I felt it coming, and quickly. My body jerked and I jammed deep into her, as the first spasm pumped a gush into her pussy. Time and again my cock pumped cum into her, her legs splayed as wide as they could go, as her body shuddered and trembled. I stood there panting for breath as she lay gasping for air.
"Holy shit!" She panted. "Don't move. I'll be right back." She pulled off of me and rolled past me. She turned off her camera, tossed it onto the bed and then crawled onto the bed. She aimed her face at my cock and then sucked me into her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned, as she licked and sucked my cock, taking the remaining cum from my cock and cleaning it off. She didn't stop when it was clean, but instead, continued to suck and coax and tease, until I was again growing hard. She pulled off my half hard dick and turned around.
"Now, fuck me from behind. I want to feel how deep it goes when you get really hard again."
"If it'll help..."
"It'll help me get off again. Fuck, you have a fantastic cock!" She reached between her legs and felt for my dick. "It's not the biggest by far, but damn it hits all the right spots. Now come on baby. You can have all of me you want. You can even have my ass if you want. Just get it all juiced up in my pussy and then push it in."
"I haven't ever done anything like that."
"Oh trust me. It's unlike anything you ever felt."
I pushed my dick into her pussy and stroked it in and out for a few minutes, feeling her hot wetness caress me, and my dick getting fully hard again. I was a little nervous about it, but I pulled out of her pussy and then pressed the tip of my dick to her dark rosebud.
"Just go slow. Nice and gentle."
I pushed gently, building pressure on my engorged head, against her rosebud. I watched as it spread wider, stretching to take me into her. I pushed harder and then my head slipped into her. She was right, it felt different than anything I'd felt before. I started to stroke in and out while she reached between her legs and started playing with her clit. I stroked in and out, feeling my orgasm build almost as fast as the first time I was inside Lilly.
"Fuck! Gonna come," I panted, as I held her hips and thrust into her.
"That's it. Come for me. Just let it happen."
I gasped, as my body jerked and I felt a shot of cum lance into her. I didn't know where my body got it from, but somehow it found cum to pump into her. While my cock was surging it's load into her ass, her fingers pushed her over the edge and she gasped and moaned in pleasure, as she climaxed with me.
I pulled out and flopped on the bed. She shifted around until she was on her knees over me, her pussy pressing to my softening dick. "God damn you're a good fuck. I won't say the best I've ever had, but somewhere in the top three." She lay down on top of me looking down at my face. "If you can do that to me, I can only imagine how much better it is, if you really care about how it feels. Damn!"
"So how does this work?"
"I've been thinking about it. How about if I get her naked, and waiting for you blindfolded. You tease her pussy with your cock and then I make her tell what she knows. Once she's told you what you want to know, it'll be up to you if you fuck her or not."
"Where? And of course, when?"
"Give me a couple days to set it up. I'll keep you informed."
"You know, I'm putting a lot of trust in you, that you're not playing me too."
"Give me your phone." She said. It took her a few moments to turn on airdrop, and then I had the video on my phone. "If I don't do what I said, you can show that to anyone you want. Is that fair?"
"It's fair." I nodded.
"I really am going to need those panties now! Fuck you flooded me dude."
"Sorry."
"Don't be." She pulled the panties on and then slipped her dress back on. She put her phone back in her backpack and then helped me step into a pair of shorts. I led her downstairs, said goodbye and then headed back to my room.
"That was some study session." Mom said, as she leaned against the doorway of my room.
"Geez mom. Really?"
"Come on David. You didn't really expect me not to hear all that, did you? What's going on. Sex with Lilly and Erica I understand. But this?"
"It's not that."
"Then what is it?"
"We needed a video of her having really good sex."
"And of course it had to be you?"
"It's complicated."
"So, explain complicated."
"So, Monday there was a text running around saying that Lilly said I was the worst mistake she ever made. Today, it was different. Today there was one from Lilly that said I was a great guy and that I was set up and it wasn't fair to me. Andria stood up for me. She sorta took off her panties and said she'd come collect them tonight, but I had to fill her with cum first. It was her way of telling everyone that she believed that I was set up. She came for her panties."
"Uh huh. And?" when I didn't answer she prompted again. "That was some sex session. That isn't you. I know you. What's really going on here?"
I rubbed my face and sighed. "Mom. I don't know if I can trust Lilly, and at the same time, I don't want to let her go."
"Welcome to relationships 101." She walked over and sat down next to me. "Honey, relationships are built on trust. You have to trust her, or you'll never have a lasting relationship. Once trust is broken, it's extremely hard to build back."
"She told me that she didn't have anything to do with this. That both of us were set up. That she went along with the end of it to help me."
"By letting your video be shown to the whole class?"
"No, to keep it from being put on the internet."
"Ohhhh, and you don't trust her now."
"I'm not sure I really trusted her ever. There was always a little nugget of fear that I was being played."
"Honey, trust is absolute or it's not trust. You have to sometimes just look at something and say, oh, that's not what I really think it is. For instance, If I were to find a pair of women's underwear in your dad's luggage, what do I think? He was cheating on me? I wouldn't go there first. That would be the last place I go, because I trust him. I have to be ready for him to not even explain, but if he does, then I have to be ready to accept that explanation without question. If I can't then I don't really trust him anymore and our relationship is doomed."
"But if he doesn't have a good excuse?"
"Well, I have to give him the benefit of the doubt, because I love him and I trust him to be honest and true to me."
"Did he have a good excuse?"
She chuckled softly. "Actually, it ended up being a funny story, and yes I believed every word of it."
"Did you try to check it out, make sure it was really what he said?'
"Nope. If I did, I wouldn't trust him, would I?"
"I guess not."
"So, what's the big plan that you need a video of you having sex?"
"She thinks she can get the girl that plotted this whole thing to admit whether or not Lilly was part of it."
"By doing what?"
"I guess she's a real sex queen. She thinks she can use the video of us doing it, to get her to want to have sex with me; but, she's going to make it so that she won't know it's me. Then I'll tease her, sexually, until she tells me the whole story."
"And you expect this to work?"
"I don't honestly know. There are so many variables that I can't seem to find a solution to the boundary equations."
"In other words, you're having to just guess?"
"Yeah. And I don't trust my guesses. I really want Lilly to be uninvolved."
"Then why not just believe her? Is that so hard?"
"But if I'm wrong and she is involved."
"And if she isn't, you'd be throwing away what you've always said you thought you'd never find. Or is it something else?"
"Like what?"
"If she's guilty, if she was involved, then you solve your problem."
"What problem."
She chuckled and patted my leg. "Don't play coy with me. You don't do it that well. You know exactly what problem."
She was right. If I couldn't trust Lilly, then I had Erica, and was definitely having feelings for her. But if Lilly was innocent, then I was back to being in love with two girls at once. How can I hurt either one of them?
"I think you need to go have a heart to heart with Lilly. Forget that silly plan and just trust your feelings."
"Maybe," I said noncommittally.
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Chapter 4.
I dropped into my seat in first hour, as usual, Becky had something nasty to say.
"Hey there hot shot! Tell me, did you have the balls to give Andria her panties back in person, or did you air mail them?"
"Why do you always have to be so nasty?" I asked.
"What's the point in being nice to someone like you? I mean, what do you even bring to a school like this? You don't play sports, you don't socialize. You're just a bunch of misfits. All of you are like that. You don't fit into normal society."
"You know, maybe it's you that doesn't fit in polite society?!" Andria said, as she stepped past her friend and moved to her chair. She settled into her seat and then turned and smiled at me. "By the way, thanks for last night. That was probably the best night I've had in a long time."
"EWWWWW! Tell me you didn't go fuck David!"
"Actually, I didn't fuck David..."
"See!"
"He fucked me. Twice! Once forward and once up the ass! Turns out he really is a good fuck, besides being a nice guy. Made me squirt harder than hell, and you know how hard it is to make me do that."
"I can't believe you really went to his house and fucked him!"
"Well, I figured I better get mine in, before all the other girls stop by for theirs. You know he got seventeen pairs of panties yesterday? I wouldn't be surprised if he got more today."
Becky just shook her head and frowned. Thankfully, the teacher came in before anything else could be said. When class was over, Andria gave me a kiss on the cheek and a short hug before we left the room.
Andria wasn't wrong about the panties. I got six pairs in second hour, three of them pulling them off in front of me. One, a petite little Asian girl, had a little more trouble than her friends, and gave me a quick look at her completely hairless pussy. It was just a quick glance, but my mind burned the image into my permanent memory just as if I'd looked at it for five minutes. It was a very sexy little pussy and I found myself hoping that she'd want to collect the little mostly see through powder blue panties.
The trend continued in Chemistry lab with four more pairs being gifted, one tall slender young woman pulled hers off, and then pulled her skirt up enough for me to see her stroking her pussy while she invited me to touch it right there. We were on the end of a row, so almost no one else could see what she was showing me, but they could certainly tell that she was. That generated quite a few comments from the guys, calling me lucky and several other things. The reputation was quickly turning from naked court jester, to desirable boy toy.
Lunch happened at its usual time. I got my tray and sat down at my table. The topic of discussion was the rumor mill, saying that if a girl left me her panties, that I'd give them the best orgasm they ever felt. I could only guess where that rumor came from, and explained the number of pairs I was getting. Erica showed up and sat next to me, but I couldn't stop looking at and thinking about Lilly.
"Erica. Do you mind if I go talk to Lilly for a minute?"
She sighed. "I knew it was only a matter of time. Sure, go talk."
"Erica, it's just a conversation. It's not like I'm kicking you to the curb."
"I know. But as long as she's over there and you're over here with me, I feel safe with you. When she gets mixed back in, I don't feel safe. I feel like I have to watch everything she does. I don't want to end up on video again."
"I understand. But it's just to talk for a minute. I'll be right back."
I got up and walked over. She was sitting by herself at the end of a table. When I started walking toward her, she got up and took her tray to the trash area, and then she continued out of the room. I had to run to catch up. "Lilly." I called. She stopped and turned to see me, but didn't say a word.
"Lilly. Can we talk?"
"What about? You made things pretty clear yesterday."
"No. I didn't. I want to know if I can come over and talk. Maybe after school? I can give you a ride home."
"There was a song my mom used to play. Something about loving you too much to be friends."
"Don't expect me to be your friend, by Lobo. It hit number one in 1972. I think the line you're trying to say is I love you too much to ever start liking you."
"I still don't understand how you can do that. But it's true David, I love you. I don't think I can stand to just be your friend."
"I'm not asking you to. Please, I want to talk but not here. I want to talk where we can say what we need to, without anyone listening in."
"Okay. After school then. I'll come by your car."
"Okay." I said, turning and walking away.
---o---
"I wasn't sure you'd come." I said, as Lilly walked toward my car.
"I wasn't sure I would either," she said quietly.
I opened the door and let her in the passenger side. She made no move to slide over like she usually did. I closed the door and went around and got in. It was only a few minutes to her house, and we were parked. I got out and went around to let her out. She sat in the car and didn't move. "I don't know that we should go in."
"Why? Are you afraid of me?"
"No, not of you. Of me, of what I might do."
"And staying out here is safer?"
"Maybe."
"Alright." I walked back around and sat in the car again.
"So talk."
"I had someone over yesterday. She had a plan, so that I could find out if you really had something to do with all that happened. A way to make the person that planned it talk. I don't know if it would have worked or not. But my mom had a talk with me and I think she is right. Relationships are built on trust. I said I wasn't sure I could ever trust you, because of what happened. I'm not sure trusting you is my issue. I think It's an excuse. You see, I haven't ever been in love with anyone before. I don't know how to do it. There isn't an instruction manual or book that really tells you how to do it. What I do know is that when I go to bed at night, you are on my mind before I fall asleep."
"Even after all that?"
"Even after all that. It scares me. So, if I can convince myself that I can't trust you, I don't have to try and figure out what it is I feel. I can just run away and I have an excuse to not face what I feel."
"What do you feel?"
"Right now, I'm not sure. What I do know is that looking across the lunch room at you, instead of having you next to me, touching me, kissing on me, making playful little grabs, it's hard."
"But you're sitting with Erica. I can see she loves you. Anyone with eyes can."
"I'm not talking about Erica right now. That's another issue. Right now, I'm only talking about you and me. Lilly, I feel like I'm in love with you and I'm pretty confident that you love me. I think we both owe it to ourselves, to see if this thing we have is real."
"I can't do this half way. If we're going to do this, it has to be all the way. No holding anything back. We have to say and do what we feel. We have to be completely honest with each other."
"I haven't ever done this before. I'm not sure how."
"You hadn't ever had sex before either, and look how good you got at that in only a few weeks."
"I'm not sure it's the same thing."
"I think it is. You have an incredible mind. You can do anything you ever put your mind to doing. I want you to put your mind to this."
"So does that mean we just had a lovers quarrel?"
"Oh David," She said, shaking her head and rolling her eyes. "What we just had was soooo much more than that."
"I suppose that if it was so much more, that making up should be just as intense?"
"It probably should be." She said hesitantly. "Do you want to make up?"
"I think that's what we just decided to do."
"You do realize, that making up isn't a planned out thing, right? It's supposed to be spontaneous, showing how we feel for each other."
I didn't answer, instead I leaned over on the seat and reached for her hand, the one on the door side. She let me take her hand and I pulled her toward me, twisting her and pulling her toward me. She let me roll her until she was practically laying on top of me. It didn't work out like I planned and we ended up in an awkward position. She giggled and made me let go of her hand. She squirmed on the seat, until she was laying across it, half laying in my lap, her arms around my neck, trapped between the steering wheel and my body. She pulled my face down toward hers and my lips to hers.
The kiss was almost as awkward as that first one had been, but it didn't stay that way. We were soon kissing as passionately as we ever had, my hands roaming over her body as we did. I cupped and massaged her left breast through her shirt and then slid my hands over her body to her crotch and then back again. I undid the front of her jeans and pushed my hand down in, stroking her soft mound and trying to push down between her legs, unsuccessfully.
"Fuck this." She said, breaking the kiss. "Come with me." She pulled away from me and opened the passenger door and climbed out, holding a hand out to me. I slid across the seat toward her and then out of the car. As soon as I closed the door, she pushed me back against it and pressed herself to me again, pressing her lips back to mine. We both stood there, sucking each other's lips and tongues and giggling, as we each tried to pull and push each other's t-shirts off at the same time. I finally managed to get hers off and toss it aside, leaving her with her pants undone and wearing only a bra above. She struggled to get my shirt off as well, and succeeded, only to have my arms drop around her and unfasten her bra.
She giggled wildly, as I pulled her bra off, as she pulled away from me. Topless, she pulled me by the hand up the driveway toward the house, pausing at the kitchen door. "Shit. My backpack!" She said before running back to the car. She got her backpack from the back seat and ran back, her bare tits bouncing wildly as she did. She stopped and dug for her key while I started pulling her jeans down. I had her jeans and underwear to her knees before she managed to unlock the door. She pushed it open, and tossed her bag in before turning around to face me. She stood there, mostly naked, where anyone in the neighborhood could see. I paused for a moment and she looked down at me from the step she was on.
"Don't stop." She said, waiting with a wicked little grin. I grinned back and bent over. In moments I had her shoes off and was pulling her pants down and off each leg. I had her completely naked, standing on the step next to the side door of the house. "Come and get me." She giggled, and darted into the house. I followed, of course. She ran around into the living room, with me chasing her, then back to the kitchen. I caught her near the table and turned her. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her again, while she worked on the front of my pants, fumbling with my belt and snap. She shoved my pants down as far as she could, pulling my rock-hard dick out. We both paused as she grasped my cock. She looked down at it. wantonly stroking it slowly with her hand. "Fuck me, David! Make me come like you did that night, when we did it for the first time."
She let go and stepped back, resting her butt on the table and then sitting on it. I stepped toward her, and as I did, she lay herself back, lifting her legs and spreading them for me. I stepped between her legs, my dick in my hand, aiming it for her pussy. I rubbed my head up and down her pussy, stroking it over and between her lips and teasing her clit with the tip. "No David. No teasing. Just fuck me. Please."
I nodded and pressed my head between her lips and then into her several inches. I drew back a little and pushed again, and then again, until our pubic hair was mingling together. I reached up her body for her tits and grasped both of them, squeezing them almost like handles, as I started to stroke into her in long forceful plunges.
"Oh, fuck yes David! That's it! Fuck me! Make me come for you! Make me yours again!"
I drove into her with abandon, my thrusts slamming our bodies together. The loud slap of each stroke echoed slightly in the kitchen, mingling with the grunts of mine and the moans of pleasure from her. I could feel my orgasm growing, blooming, spreading through me, as my climax inched closer. Her moans and gasps told of her own orgasm's growth, matching my own. "OH FUCK!" she cried, moments before my body jerked hard. I could feel her body spasming and squeezing around my dick, as it surged inside her, pumping shot after shot of cum deep inside her.
I stood there, gasping for breath as my body spasmed and jerked with each new surge of cum pumped deep in her pussy. I looked at her face, watching the bliss of her own orgasm spread across it. I suddenly wanted to make it more for her, to make it grow and flower more. I started stroking again, forcing my body to move even though it was still trying to pump more cum into her. She gasped and cried out again, as I thrust hard into her, driving my cock deep into her and slamming my pelvis against hers. I let go of one tit and moved my hand between her legs, finding her clit with my thumb like Andria had shown me. I pressed against her clit and rubbed it in small circles, while I continued to thrust into her. By now my cock would usually be shrinking, but instead it was still hard and long, and I was pumping my shaft deep into her. "OHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" she screamed, as her whole body stiffened and shook. I could feel her pumping her juices out around my dick, the flow running down my legs, as she jerked and spasmed with her heightened climax.
I'd already come, but that didn't stop my body from jerking and spasming a few more times; maybe pumping more into her, but even if not, it didn't matter. I had the satisfaction of making her climax even harder, than that first time. I slowed my strokes and then stopped, my cock jerking occasionally inside her still spasming pussy.
She looked up at me from where she lay on the table, breathing heavily. "Someone's been teaching you new things! Erica?"
"No, Andria." She looked at me curiously. "Andria Simmons. Black girl on the soccer team, that sits next to me in American history?"
"Really? Why would she...Never mind. It isn't important." She held her hands out to me and I pulled her up, so she was sitting. We embraced again, kissing each other gently and lovingly. If I had any doubts, they were washed away in that moment. Yes, we were definitely in love and yes, I could trust her without reservation.
She slipped off the table and tried to pull me to the living room, but my pants were still around my legs. She knelt down and took off my shoes and then my pants, which were surprisingly wet from her climax. Once I was as naked as she was, she led me to the living room. We settled in one of the recliners of the wide sectional sofa, me reclined in the chair, and her, half laying on me and half lying next to me. We snuggled, touching each other gently, just our finger tips tracing the curves and bumps of each other's bodies. Occasionally we would kiss, very softly, very tenderly, our lips barely brushing each other's. Time had no meaning as our touches teased each other, excited each other, made each want the other again.
She held my hard dick and stroked it with her finger tips, while one of my hands stroked her back and butt and the other, her exposed breast and nipple. She looked up at me and whispered. "David. Will you make love to me?"
"Isn't that what we've been doing?"
"No. We've been having sex. Very good sex, but just sex. I want us to make love." I nodded and she reached across me, laying almost fully on me, to lower the powered recliner. She climbed off me and lay on the long sofa. "All you have to do is make me feel loved. The rest will come on its own."
I climbed onto the sofa and on top of her, laying on her so we could kiss. "Have you ever done this with another guy?"
She smiled and whispered. "I haven't, but I've seen my mom and dad do it. I've always wished for a man to care about me enough to do it."
I understood. I gently kissed her lips, and then her cheek, and then...well, you get the idea. I slowly worked down her neck to her shoulder and then began working down her body. It took me a long time to reach her breasts, each kiss that I placed on her body, the softest and most tantalizing that I could imagine. I kissed around one breast before slowly licking and teasing her nipple. She moaned softly, as I sucked it into my mouth and suckled on it like a baby, for a few moments. I used my teeth to gently grip it and pulled it out, stretching it and her areola, until it pulled from my grasp and snapped back. I leaned a little to my left and began kissing her other breast.
Her hands moved on my back and sides, stroking me, as she moaned in pleasure. I drew her other nipple into my mouth and pulled it as well. Only after that, did I start kissing my way down her body. I worked slowly, covering her whole body with my soft teasing kisses. I could tell she was getting very turned on, by the smell of her pussy, which was my ultimate goal. I slid half off the sofa so that I could move her legs, lifting one to hang on the back of the sofa and the other over me. I lowered my face again, kissing her mound and then her delicate lips. I used my fingers to spread her lips and drew a deep gasp from her, as I flicked my tongue across her clit.
"Oh God David." She moaned softly, "I want you so badly."
"Soon," I answered, trying hard to follow the pattern that I remembered reading in a rather pornographic novel some time back. I teased her lips with the tip of my tongue, then tried to push it slowly into her. I had her lips spread wide, allowing me to see into her pink depths, and how wet she was. I decided to hold nothing back, and teased my tongue down lower, licking the tip across the sensitive skin between her rosebud and her pussy. She gasped and moaned, arching her back in response. I licked up to her clit again and then slowly, while I was gently teasing her clit, slid one finger into her.
"Oh fuck David! You're going to make me come."
"Isn't that the idea?"
"Oh God, yes, it is!" She moaned, as I worked my finger in and out slowly. I attacked her clit with more energy now, knowing that she was so close it would be frustrating for her to not get to climax. "OH, FUCK DAVID!" she cried loudly, as her whole body suddenly shuddered and stiffened. "DAVID! OHHHHH MY GOD DAVID!" she screamed, as she climaxed. I slowed my actions after a few seconds, letting her climax fade slowly. I pulled my finger from her and kissed her pussy gently. I slowly kissed my way up her body, ready to stuff myself into her. I paused at her tits and she pulled on me to move up faster. She pulled and coaxed me higher until my dick was pressed against her wet pussy and my face hovered over hers. "That was perfect." She whispered. "Now It's my turn."
She grinned, as she pushed me over, and the two of us giggled, as we got stuck half turned over. We had to actually get off the sofa and lay down again, to get me under her. She climbed part way onto the sofa, reaching for my dick. She lifted it upwards and aimed it at her dripping and glistening pussy lips. I groaned, as she slowly sunk down onto me, engulfing my shaft with her hot, wet vagina. I reached for her tits and she captured my hands. We clasped hands, our fingers interlaced, and then she leaned over, pushing my hands up, until they were laying on the sofa by my head, her hands still in mine. She was bent over so far that her nipples brushed my chest.
"Now, just let me do this." She whispered. She began to lift and lower her butt, slowly stroking herself up and down my shaft. I watched her face, as she moved up and down my shaft. It felt different somehow. It wasn't the motion; we'd done this before. It couldn't be how wet she was; I'd had sex with her after she'd come plenty of times. No, this was because of what I felt and I knew she was feeling too. I closed my eyes and let her slowly drive me up the slope, ever so slowly, she moved. Nowhere near enough to make me come yet, but more than enough to tickle my orgasm little by little.



I saw some movement beyond Lilly and saw her mom sneaking past the sofa toward the stairs. I watched her sneak up the stairs, her high heels in her hand. She stopped and watched us for a minute or two and then with a smile, climbed the stairs the rest of the way. I wondered if she saw me notice her. She slipped toward her room and I lost sight of her, letting me bring my attention back to Lilly. Her eyes were closed and her lips pursed, as she concentrated on what she was doing, clearly trying not to climax again herself. Up and down her butt moved, my hands trapped in hers, keeping me from touching her. Her motions were so teasing, not fast enough to make me come, almost as if it were on purpose. I saw motion again, at the top of the stairs.
I looked past Lilly and saw her mother sitting on the top stair, her legs spread wide, one foot on the spindles of the hand rails on either side of the stair case. She had something large and pink in her hand and I watched, as she slowly rubbed the tip of the artificial cock up and down the lips of her pussy. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth in a silent moan, as she pushed the pink dildo into herself.
It was hard to concentrate on what Lilly was doing, with her mother fucking herself at the top of the stairs. I watched as long as I thought I could without telling Lilly. All truth, that was how this had to work. I couldn't give her anything to not trust me about.
"Lilly." I whispered.
"Uh huh."
"Your mom. She's sitting on the top of the stairs."
"Uh huh."
"She's fucking herself."
"I know. Do you like watching?"
I had to be honest. "Yeah."
"Do you like what I'm doing?"
"Yeah, but it's just a little frustrating."
"Want me to go faster?"
"A little."
"Wanna watch her?"
"Sorta. But I don't want to hurt your feelings."
She smiled and leaned her face down to kiss me. "The fact that you told me, is more important to me."
"How did you know?"
"I can see her reflection in the mirror over there. Watch her come, then let me make you come like you made me come."
"Okay."
I watched her mom plunging the dildo in and out of her pussy, clearly doing it so I could see. I wondered what she was thinking, but only for a few moments. I watched her hand plunging the cock in and out, while she pulled her nipples with her free hand. I also shifted my view back to Lilly's face, as she tried hard not to come before she got me off. Her strokes were growing faster as time passed, my orgasm now growing more quickly.
"Baby, I'm going to come." I groaned softly, after almost ten minutes of her riding me this way.
"Do it. Come for me."
"Uh huh," I grunted, as I watched her mother. My body felt the tingle spread and the urgency grow beyond what I could contain. With a spasm, I felt my cock shoot a huge gush of cum into her.
"FUCK YES!" she cried, starting to drive on my, now spurting, cock faster. "GOD DAMN! GONNA COME AGAIN!" she slammed herself down on me and shuddered as my cock spurted more cum, deep in her pussy. I opened my eyes again and saw her mother sitting on the stairs, holding the dick in her pussy, as her legs shook and trembled. I could tell she made herself come with us, but I had no idea why. Lilly lowered herself on me and her face to mine. We kissed softly for several minutes. When we broke the kiss, her mother wasn't there any longer.
"Did you like that?" Lilly asked softly. "Or was it too slow."
"I was so turned on from making you climax, that it was a little slow."
"Fair enough. For me, you did it perfectly. I haven't ever had anyone make love to my body like that. I could feel how important it was for you to make me come."
"It was, I wanted it to be so good for you."
"You did something new. Where did you learn that? Andria?"
"No, just something I saw on some porn one time."
"Did you like watching my mother? Was it sexy to watch her?"
"It sorta was. I was afraid you'd be upset."
"I was for a minute, but then, I realized we were fucking in her living room. If we're going to do it in public, I couldn't exactly complain if she watched, or did it herself."
"Learned your lesson from the family room?"
"Well, to be honest, I planned on being done long before she came home, but we snuggled for so long. I didn't want it to end. I didn't want to interrupt it to move to my room. This was the first time anyone has had sex with me like that. Usually, it's a lot faster and harder."
"Yeah. This felt a lot different than anything we did before."
"It was different. You know why? Because we both know we're in love. We wanted the same thing for the first time. You know what? I liked it! I like it a lot."
"I did too."
"Here comes your mom." I said, as her mom walked down the stairs. She wasn't naked any more. She had on long black stockings, black high heels that were at least six inches tall, and a long, ankle length black robe that was basically see through. She walked slowly down the stairs and over to us, still laying on the sofa.
"I'm super happy that you two made up. I was worried that it might be too much, after what happened at the prom." She said, as she sat down in one of the chairs across from the sofa. "No, you're not in trouble. But I think you might want to put David's clothes in the washer. You don't want him going to school smelling like a brothel, do you?"
"What?" Lilly asked in confusion.
"I assumed you were going to ask him to stay the night. After what you two did in the kitchen, his pants aren't wearable at the moment."
"Oh. Uh. Yeah." Lilly said, looking down at me and then back at her mother.
"Don't worry. We've all seen each other naked. I'm sure he won't mind me seeing him again."
Lilly reluctantly pushed up and climbed off of me, my softened dick slipping from her. She stood up and walked to the kitchen, my cum leaking down her legs. I sat up and tried to cover my dick while Mrs. Crowel lifted one leg and hung it over the arm of the chair to expose her pussy, through the now parted, sheer gown.
"Don't forget to empty his pockets. You wouldn't want to wash his phone or wallet!" She called to her daughter.
"Okay mom." Lilly answered, as she headed down the basement stairs.
"Now, David. It's fortuitous that you two decided to make up tonight. My husband is in New York. I think there is a lot I can teach the two of you about sex, but I won't force myself into your relationship. If you want me to, I will, but you'll both have to decide and invite me. Now, what about your other little friend, the one from the video?"
"What about her?"
"I've seen and heard the video. I managed to get a copy for any future legal proceedings. That young woman has deep feelings for you. This may devastate her. How do you plan on telling her?"
"I...uh..."
"You were planning on telling her that you and Lilly have decided to stay together, haven't you? Or are you planning on letting her join you, until she feels the need to distance herself? I can tell you, professionally, that open relationships rarely work. Someone always gets jealous."
"But you and your husband..."
She chuckled. "We have an understanding. He's already been caught, and we've worked out that I get one as well. He'll never know when or who. That's the price he pays for stepping out on me. He doesn't any more, but there's no expiration date on that. So, I'm using it on you." She said, as Lilly came back into the room. "Good. I was just chatting with David. I was offering to teach you two a few things about sex, if you would like me to, but you'll both have to agree and invite me. Now, I'm going to go start dinner. You two can do...well, whatever you want, while I cook. Should be about half an hour. Tomorrow we'll start the paperwork."
"Paperwork?"
"Of course. You'll want to go to college together, won't you?" she said, with a smile as she lowered her leg and stood up. She reached to her shoulders, then pulled the sheer gown off her shoulders and let it drop to the carpet. Her hand moved to her crotch and stroked between her legs in what looked like an invitation to me. She sighed softly, as she looked at my crotch and then walked to the kitchen.
"What should we do?" Lilly whispered.
"About who?"
"Mom of course, who did you think?"
"Erica."
"Oh, yeah. What are we going to do with her?"
"I'll have to tell her. She deserves to hear it from me."
"Okay, that's settled for now. Now, about mom."
"She clearly wants to have sex with me again. Offering to teach us is just a good way to get it."
"You think we should let her?"
"There's a lot about sex we don't know. Maybe she can teach us something."
"And get hers at the same time? I don't know how comfortable I am, having sex involving my own mom. Of course, the good part is, I don't think I have to be jealous of her. It's not like she's about to steal you away."
"No, probably not."
Lilly was silent for a long time, clearly thinking. I saw her frown for a moment and then a small naughty smile creep to her lips. "You know what you should do?"
"What's that?"
"Go in there and fuck her."
"Now?"
"Why not? My pussy needs a short rest and your dick is already hard. You already said she was a MILF. So why not? Just keep it all out in the open."
"You're sure about this? I mean a moment ago you had reservations."
She leaned over and kissed me. "After almost losing you, I can guarantee, there isn't anything you can do that will make me leave you again, except you saying you don't love me and don't want me. So, unless you're ready to say that, you might as well have some fun. Besides, the more we keep her in a good mood, the more nights we'll have to sleep together. If giving her a little fuck now and again is the price for whole nights together? I'm okay with that. And just between us, I want you here every night that we can. Anytime dad is out of town, I want your ass in my bed."
I grinned at her. "Yeah, I like that idea." I kissed her and then got up to walk to the kitchen. As 'duties' go, keeping Mrs. Crowel happy was going to be a very enjoyable one. I walked into the kitchen and saw her standing at the counter, doing something. I stepped behind her and pressed my body against hers, reaching around and cupping both her tits. My hardon nestled between her butt cheeks.
"Is this an invitation?"
"It is."
"Then all you need to do is to seal the deal. Having fun in different places can be a very enticing thing. Sex in bed gets a bit boring after a while. Keeping it fresh and new by having sex in unexpected ways and places is essential to a relationship. I can still remember the first time her father took me in the kitchen like this. He just squatted down and slid his cock into my pussy, and then fucked me while I cooked breakfast."
I did as she was suggesting, squatting down and pushing my head between her legs. Her pussy lips were hot and wet and I had no trouble finding the entrance to her depths. I straightened up, forcing my cock into her, her hot wetness enveloping me inch by inch. She moaned softly as my fat cock pushed up into her.
"Now, as good as that will feel, you have to decide if you want it to be slow or fast. If you want it slow, you tease my body with your fingers while you fuck me. If you want it fast, to make me climax hard and fast, you can pinch and pull my nipples with one hand while you play with my clit with the other."
"How do you want it?" I asked.
She sighed softly. "I'm glad you thought enough to ask. Right now, I'm in the mood for hard and fast. But that's because I'm already really turned on from watching you two. If it was first thing in the morning and we were just starting, slow would be better."
"I see." I answered, as I reached between her legs and teased one finger between her lips to find her clit.
"Oh, fuck yes!" She groaned, as I started pumping my hips, driving my rod into her, while I teased her clit with the tip of my finger. She set both hands on the counter and pushed her ass out at me, making me back up a few short steps. I was a little surprised when Lilly stepped into the kitchen and stroked my back. She kissed my cheek and then moved to make her mom straighten back up. She pushed the cutting board and what was near it, aside on the counter, and pushed herself between her mom and the counter. Lilly lifted herself up and sat on the edge of the counter.
"Okay mom. You want him, it isn't going to be free. I want him in my bed any time daddy is gone. And you're going to let him, if you want more of this. Is that agreed?"
"Definitely," she panted.
"Good. Now, the girls tell me that a woman licks better than a guy. I've felt how good David can lick me, so now it's your turn... Oh yeah. He filled me twice really full, so enjoy his cum."
That surprised me even more. It had never even occurred to me, that she would do something like this. But tonight was full of surprises. Mrs. Crowel chuckled, as she bent over, pushing me back a bit more, and lowered her face between her daughter's thighs. "If you think this is a punishment or something, think again. It's been years since I licked cum from another woman's pussy. But I think we should agree on something. Only when we're with David can you demand anything from me, is that understood young lady?"
"Perfectly." She answered, watching her mom move her face toward her pussy. I don't know what it was, but watching Lilly be licked by her mom was sending all the right signals through my whole body. As much as I wanted to hold back, until Mrs. Crowel came, I didn't stand a chance of doing that. When Lilly started to moan, it sent me over the edge and I started jerking, pumping my cum deep in her pussy. I was afraid she was going to be upset, but instead she pulled her face slightly from Lilly and gasped out a breathless "fuck yes." I felt her pussy clench and squeeze me, as she climaxed with me, my spurting cum triggering her own orgasm.
I stood behind her, holding her hips, keeping my cock inside her as she lowered her face back to Lilly's pussy and started to lick with abandon. I was trying to keep my softening dick from slipping out of her, when Lilly started to climax. She moaned and gasped, at whatever her mom was doing. Mrs. Crowel pulled her face from her daughters' pussy and then pushed me back. She turned to face me, her face glistening with her daughter's juices. She pulled me toward her and kissed me, sharing those same juices.
"Contract sealed." She whispered, I'll teach you all I can, in exchange for as much of your cum as you can provide, as often as you can provide it. Now, you two go play while I finish dinner."
---o---
I walked into school the next day wearing the same clothes that I'd worn the day before. The biggest difference was having Lilly walking with me, hand in hand. It felt good, in a way I couldn't quite describe. I felt...proud, to have her with me. She was a beautiful girl and she was popular. Every guy in school, with few exceptions, would give their eye teeth to have what I had last night. I lost count of how many times the two of us came, some at our hands and some at Missy's, Mrs. Crowel's, hands. But popular or desired or whatever, it was me she was with, and me she wanted. It seemed to change my whole view of the day, when I looked at her and she gave me that look back.
I kissed her quickly and let her go towards her own class, while I headed into my first hour.
"Well, someone's happy." Andria said, as I settled into my seat.
"Yeah, I made up with Lilly." I said with a grin. "I appreciate what you were going to do, but I got some better advice. If I'm going to trust her, I have to trust her. Trying to get proof isn't trusting."
"No, it's not. You know, I'm happy for you two." She said, with a firm nod.
"Happy about what?" Becky asked as she dropped into her seat.
"David and Lilly getting things patched up."
"Oh please. No way that Lilly is ever going to settle for a loser like David." She said, rolling her eyes. "What does he have to offer her anyway?"
Andria shook her head. "You mean, besides being gentle, caring, intelligent, kind, resourceful, dependable and one hell of a good fuck? Not a thing."
"A good fuck? Seriously?"
"Trust me. He's a REALLY good fuck."
"Like you would know."
"I would. He made me come twice, AND he made me squirt. Not a lot of guys can do that. They don't care enough to try. It's all about them. But when David fucks you, you feel like it's all about you. You're the center of the world with him. Yeah, I can understand exactly what Lilly sees in him."
"Seriously? You really fucked him?"
"Told you I was going to, when I gave him my panties." Andia said with a grin. "Do it again in a hot second if he asks."
"Okay, that's enough." I said blushing. "I'm still trying to figure out how to return all those underwear I was given."
"All those? How many did you get? Besides Andria's?" Becky asked, with a frown.
"I don't know. About seventeen I think."
"You think? I didn't think you forgot anything."
"Alright. Fine. Three thongs, twelve bikini panties and two pair of full cut."
"Holy shit. That many girls wanna fuck you?"
"Seems like that video did more good than harm, huh?" Andria joked. "So, you two are back together now?"
"Yeah. We've kinda got it all worked out."
"Too bad for me. I was hoping for a few more good fucks."
"You're disgusting!" Becky said to her friend.
"Yeah, but I'm well fucked!"
---o---
I walked into third hour. We didn't have assigned seats and I usually sat in the back row. Not that I needed to hide, but I didn't love having the teacher call on me every time no one else wanted to answer. English lit wasn't my favorite subject anyway. We were reading one of Shakespeare's plays and analyzing his phrasing. I didn't much see a need for this in my life, and like any other kid my age, I tried to ignore it. Today there was only one seat left, and I dropped into it. Tina Pham was sitting in the desk next to me. She was a very petite Asian girl. Slender in all the right places, unfortunately also in the chest area. Her chest was small enough that she frequently went without a bra, if she was wearing a sweater or heavy shirt. Today however, she had on a light weight blouse, with a button down sweater over it. The sweater had been unbuttoned and when I glanced over, I could easily see the bump made by her nipple. Class hadn't started yet, when she reached over and slipped a note onto my desk. I unfolded it and read.
I wanted to give you my panties, but I couldn't because I don't like to wear them. But just the same, I didn't think what they did to you at prom was very nice. I think you have a very nice-looking cock and I wouldn't mind getting to sit on it. I'll be studying in the library tonight if you want. Third floor. Come find me.
I looked over at her. She was grinning at me. "Well?" she asked.
I opened my mouth to answer and then closed it again. I took a breath and started again. "Lilly and I are back together."
She frowned. "Oh phoo. I was hoping. Well, if things go south, just let me know. I know you have a list after yesterday, but well, don't count me out."
"I won't," I agreed, pocketing the note.
When class was over, she waited to leave her seat until I was standing up. She got up at the same time, blocking the aisle the chairs made, trapping me in the corner. She stepped toward me, the rest of the kids blocking us from the teacher. She reached to my crotch and pressed her hand against it, rubbing my dick through my pants. Her other hand reached my free hand and pulled it down and pushed it under her skirt. I felt the hot wetness of her completely bare pussy against my fingers. "You sure I can't convince you to come see me tonight? I can make it worth your while."
"You can?"




"Uh huh. All I'll be wearing is a dress, nothing else. If you want, you can pull it off and I'll fuck you, completely naked, in the stacks. That'd be fun, wouldn't it? Fucking in the stacks?"
"I don't think Lilly would appreciate it. Especially right after we finally got things worked out."
"Too bad. We could have had lots of fun." She said as she let go of my hand. She turned around and walked away, flipping her skirt up in the back for a moment to flash her ass to me.
I headed toward the lunch room, got my tray and sat down. It wasn't long before Lilly was through the line and headed my way. I'd been looking for Erica, but still hadn't found her when Lilly settled into the seat next to me. She reached down and pulled my hand up to her lips to kiss it and then paused, raising her eyebrows. She softly kissed my hand again, and then let me go back to eating. "So, who was she?"
"Who was who?"
"That had your hand between her legs?"
"Oh, Tina Pham." I said with a shrug. "She was trying to convince me to come see her in the stacks tonight."
"She was huh?"
"Yeah. I told her no."
"Come on. Stand up for me."
"Huh?"
"Stand up." She said, as she stood up and climbed from the bench seat. She stood expectantly, waiting for me to get up. I barely got standing up and she wrapped her arms around me. "Kiss me." She whispered, before she pressed her lips to mine. I couldn't not kiss back with the kind of kiss she was giving me. We held each other and kissed enough to start my dick hardening in my pants, before we heard the other voice.
"Alright Miss Crowel. Are you bucking for a PDA?"
Lilly slowly pulled away, making it clear that she was stopping her kiss under protest. "No Mrs. Elliot."
"You should know better."
"I do. GO ahead and cite me if you have to. But after what happened, I wanted everyone to know, without a doubt, that David belongs to me and I belong to him."
She was silent for a few moments. "I'll let it slide this time. But not again. This is the second time you've done this."
"Hope it's the last time I have to." Lilly said with a grin. "As popular as David has suddenly become."
"Let's keep it down to a minimum then."
---o---
The rest of the day had gone pretty smoothly. Only one other request for when I could return her panties. I dropped Lilly off at her house, and promised to come back later, to spend some time together.
"Well, there he is. I was a little worried until I called Mrs. Crowel, she said that you two patched things up and spent the night there."
"Yeah. We did. I think you were right. I just had to trust her."
"So, what now?"
"What do you mean?"
"How are you going to manage, after graduation?"
"We talked about that. She's thinking about changing schools so we can be together."
"That's pretty serious."
"Yeah. I was surprised."
"Is that how you feel too?"
I sat down on the sofa and breathed out slowly. "Honestly mom, I'm a little stunned. There's something about her. I can't put my finger on it. When I'm with her I feel different. I wish I could explain it."
"What about Erica? I thought you were pretty taken with her."
"I am, was. It's confusing. I have pretty strong feelings for her, but not as strong as I do for Lilly."
"Is it maybe because she was your first sex? Is it really love? Or is it something else?"
I looked at her and suddenly wasn't sure. "I...um...I want to say no, but I don't know how to tell."
"That's the problem with affairs of the heart. Sometimes what we think is true, really isn't."
"What do I do? I just got it all settled in my mind that trusting Lilly, unconditionally, was the solution to the problem. Now you're saying it might not be?"
"That's possible. Not saying it isn't true, but I just want to make sure you don't burn any bridges."
"You mean with Erica?"
"Good guess."
"I think I understand."
"Good. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes. Just enough time to call Erica."
Mom learned a long time ago to not be subtle with her hints. She wasn't again. I pulled out my phone and dialed Erica.
"Hey." I said quietly when she answered.
Hi David.
"I wanted to talk to you, but you weren't around at lunch."
No. I heard and I didn't want to see her hanging all over you.
"Yeah. She does that, doesn't she?"
She does. Isn't quite the kind of thing I would have thought you'd be attracted to.
"I actually hadn't thought about that part."
Well, I hope you're happy with her.
"Erica. I don't want you to think...."
David. I'm not going to sit around and wait for you to fail and pick up the pieces. I waited for a long time, to do what we did. I don't know that I can sit around and watch you and her. Don't expect to see me around. I love you David, but if you don't love me, then tell me, so I don't spend a bunch of time wishing we were more.
I sat silently, trying to figure it all out.
David?
"Yeah, sorry. I was actually thinking back to how I felt inside, when I saw you at the prom. The way you looked and the way you made me feel inside. I honestly didn't know that I could feel what I did. I was so sure, just a few minutes ago what my path was. Now, I don't know. Damn Erica! How can I be in love with two women at the same time!?"
That isn't the question you should be asking. You should be asking yourself; how can I be fair to two women at the same time? I love you, David. I want you. I want you to be mine. But if you don't feel the same thing, I'm not going to force you. So, what do you feel David? You answer that and then call me back.
I sat staring at the phone after the connection closed. She was right. How could I be fair to two women at once? How was I supposed to sort this all out? Half an hour ago, I was so sure.
---o---
I showed up at Lillys a little past seven. She could tell that something was wrong as soon as I walked in. "What's wrong David?" she asked, as soon as I had stepped n the door.
"I wish I knew." I answered. "I called to tell Erica that we were together again, and she knew already."
"Well, that should have made the conversation easy."
"Actually, it didn't."
"No? Why?" She asked, as she led me to the living room. "Come on. Sit down and tell me."
"It's things she said. Things my mom said. Do I love you? Yes, I do. Very much. Are we right for each other? Hell, I don't know. Mom wonders if it's just the sex. Am I attracted to you just because of the sex we share. I told her no, that I was in love with you and I'd decided to trust you completely. She said that was good, but had I really thought through everything. I thought I had, until I called Erica. God Lilly. When I looked at her at the prom, I realized that she was more than just a special friend. We'd never had sex, so it wasn't that. You were just as beautiful as she was, so it wasn't that. I couldn't put my finger on it. I was trying to sort it out in my mind when that damn video took over my life."
"Are you telling me you love her?"
"I'm telling you I love you both."
She shook her head slowly and then looked down at my legs, looking away from my face. "I was afraid of that. Afraid that I didn't quite have all your heart. David, I want you. I want you to be mine. But more than that, I want to be yours. If I'm not. Then we'd never work out."
"Hell Lilly. I don't know what to do. I'm so damn confused."
"Maybe we shouldn't see each other then. Let you sort it out?"
"I don't think that's going to work. I don't want to not see you. And Erica basically told me that she doesn't want to see me, unless I want her for real. No playing half way or anything like that. She's pushing me away to give me a chance with you. And I feel guilty as hell about what it's doing to her."
"I never would have thought it'd be me."
"What do you mean?"
"Me, the woman in the middle. I always figured I was top girl. Never had to worry about being overshadowed by someone else. Now, I find that I am, by someone that I wouldn't have even given the time of day to, before a couple weeks ago. Do you want to go be with her?"
"What? You want me to break up with you?"
"Oh hell no! That isn't at all what I want. But it might be what I have to do."
"There has to be some way to figure this out."
"Figure what out?" Missy said as she walked into the room.
"David. He's done the unthinkable. He's in love with two women at once."
Missy shook her head. "Happens all the time in my trade. Men that go and start fucking someone else, and end up in love with them, and still married to a woman that he still loves, but isn't sure he's loved by. That's how a lot of it starts. When a man doesn't feel loved the way he needs to be loved. The wife might love him very much, but isn't showing it in a way that he sees, or needs. Lots of the time that's physical. Sex."
"So, what do they do?"
She chuckled. "I'm a divorce lawyer. What do you think? I deal with the ones that decided they want the other one, not the wife."
"But how do they decide?" I asked.
"I don't know. Throw them both in a ring and see who walks out? I really don't know. But I do know it's tough. If I were you, I'd go somewhere quiet, away from both of them, and do some soul searching. I love my daughter, and I'm very fond of you. As much as I'd love to help and make my daughter happy, I'm not going to. I don't want to push you into something that Lilly might regret later."
"Yeah. You might be right," I nodded.
"Come on." She said, standing up. She reached for my hand and I took it. She waited until I stood up and then she walked me, not to her bedroom, or Lilly's room, but the front door. She gave me a soft kiss and then opened the door for me. "Give it a day or two and see what happens. If you love my daughter more than the other girl, you'll be back. If not, then we'll all know." She pretty much pushed me out into the dark and closed the door behind me.
She was probably right. I needed someplace quiet to think. I was always most comfortable when I was doing research. I headed to the library to see if they had any relationship books. A quick search of the library's online catalog showed quite a few relationship books in their inventory. I headed to the stacks and was soon on the third floor looking at a small pile of books I'd collected. I found a quiet table and sat down to read.
The nice thing about an eidetic memory is, that I can read incredibly fast. All I need to do is look at the page and see all the words, and they're in my memory, probably forever. Unfortunately, understanding the words, comes much slower. After an hour I'd read four of the books and was sitting, letting my mind wander over the pages, thinking about, not the words, but what the words meant.
"Hey, you really did come!" I heard Tina Pham say from behind me. "I was sure you and Lilly would be hitting it hot and heavy after that kiss in the lunch room."
"Yeah. It got kinda complicated."
"How so? She asked, sitting down across from me.
"It's personal."
"Honey, personal is getting your cock splashed on the big screen at prom. A little relationship stuff doesn't even compare, so come on, tell me and maybe I can help."
"I called Erica..."
"The girl in the video?"
"Yeah. She and I are friends. She agreed to do what she did with me, because what Lilly was trying to avoid happening, happened. She was going to have me get caught having sex with someone else, so she could have this big fight and break up with me, hoping that her friends wouldn't do something stupid..."
"Like they did."
"Yeah, like they did. That they'd realize she was already broken up with me, so they wouldn't have to embarrass me and force her to dump me."
"Wow. I wondered how that all went down. Some of what I heard makes a lot more sense now."
"Yeah. It's all a mess. Only problem is...I love Lilly, and I realized when I was having sex with Erica, that I also had some pretty strong feelings for her, that I hadn't admitted. Seeing her in that prom dress, dancing with her, then undressing her and having sex with her, well, damn. I think I'm in love with her too."
"And with Lilly at the same time? Do they both know?"
"Yeah. That's why I'm here. Missy suggested that maybe I needed some time alone to sort it out. That's why I'm here and not sleeping with Lilly tonight."
"Just a tiny question. Missy?"
"Oh, sorry. Mrs. Crowel."
"Mrs. Crowel lets you call her Missy?" She asked, with raised eyebrows. "No, don't say it. It's complicated, right? My God David. You are really something."
"What?"
"How long have you been fucking girls?"
"Well...um..."
"Okay, this is just between us. I promise. You're a cute guy. You could have lots of girls. But you don't. You kind of hide yourself behind your brain. You're shy. So..."
"What?"
"I was waiting for you to fill in where I left off."
"Oh."
"Oh, come on David! Alright. Let me guess. Lilly was, or is, your first, right?"
"Yeah, sorta."
"How sorta?"
"Well, um..."
"Come on. There's no shame in being a virgin. We all were, at some point. So, she was your first. She taught you, and along the way, you sorta fell for her."
"I was just supposed to be a spite date. To make Jason jealous. She was going to hang on me and make him want her back. Our arrangement was to date until prom and then break up."
"Arrangement. What did you get out of it?" She asked, waiting for me to reply. "Ohhhhhh. I see, in exchange for sex, you dated her. Not a bad deal for you. Sex with the hottest girl in school in exchange for a few fake dates? I would have too, in your shoes. Whart happened?"
"She sorta fell in love with me."
"And you fell in love with her. Did it ever occur to you that you fell in love with sex with her, not her as a person?"
I pushed the small stack of books on the table. "Yeah, I was trying to figure out how to figure it out."
"So, you had sex with only one girl, before Erica."
"Well, more or less."
"Honey, it's either more or less, Which is it?"
"I've had sex with a couple girls."
"So, Lilly and Erica. Who else? Did you get these feelings with them too?"
"It was just Andria Simons. She's the one that started the panty thing. And Missy, but she doesn't count because she's married."
"Wait, I was just joking. You're serious? You're fucking Mrs. Crowel too?"
"I told you it was complicated."
"Yeah, I guess. Alright. So, you're sitting here, trying to figure out, how to figure out if what you feel is because of sex and what isn't, right?"
"Right."
"And you're going to do this how?"
"I have no fucking idea." I said quietly.
She was quiet for almost a minute. "You know, you might have just the answer."
"I do? What's that?"
"Fucking. If the problem is you can't distinguish between sexual attraction and emotional attraction, and trust me there IS a difference, then what you need is a larger palette to paint from."
"Huh?"
"More sex honey. If you're attracted to them because of sex, then if you get more sex from other places, it should become clear if you feel sexual attraction or emotional attraction."
"I'm not sure that makes sense."
"Trust me, you're a guy. It makes perfect sense, or at least, it will."
"So how do I do that? I mean, it's not like I have bunch of women just lined up to have sex with."
She laughed. "David. Trust me. I can get them lined up for you if that's what you want. But I was thinking more about maybe one person. Someone that you can take your time with, and find out what it feels like without Lilly or Erica involved."
"Okay, that sorta makes sense. But who?"
She laughed again and stood up. "You really are a sweetie." She said, as she pulled the dress up her body. In moments she had pulled her dress all the way off, and was standing naked, in front of me.
"Oh, yeah," I answered, as she stepped around the table.
"Now, if you want, we can start here. But if you wanna do this slow and intimate, maybe a quieter place. Know anyplace we can spend a few hours fucking?"
"That's your solution? To have sex with me, to help me decide if sex is the driver or not?"
"Makes sense to me."
"The scary thing is, it makes sense to me too."
---o---
Mom was already in bed when I snuck into the house, Tina holding my hand, and following behind. I didn't want to turn on the light, and hoped that Tina could manage to get up the stairs without any additional light. She was carrying her high heels, and her bare feet made almost no sound at all, on the wooden staircase. I led her to my room and turned the light on, only after we were both in.
"I don't think I ever snuck into a guy's room before." She whispered. "It's kinda fun."
"Not that mom would say anything if she caught us, but I'd just as soon not raise the issue."
"I can see that. So, why don't you pretend that you and I just had a date and came home to make out. Show me what you do."
I shrugged and stepped to her, wrapped my arms around her and leaned my face down. I gave her a soft kiss for a few seconds and then pulled back.
"That's it?" She asked in surprise. "That isn't what I've seen you do before. Hell, that kiss you gave Lilly in the lunch room was practically a take my clothes off and fuck right there, kiss. Where is that kisser?"
"I guess I just don't feel like that."
"Look hon. If you don't feel like sex, this isn't going to work. What makes you feel like having sex?"
"I dunno. I guess thinking about Lilly or Erica."
"Okay then. Let's do this different. If you're going to fuck me, you might as well do it like you would to Lilly or Erica. Take off your clothes."
"Huh?"
"You didn't plan on having sex with your clothes on, did you? Take 'em off!"
"I guess," I answered, moving to start undressing. She slipped her dress off and stood completely naked in front of me. She grinned a crooked little grin and then stepped toward me, her hands moving to help me undress. She pushed my t-shirt up and over my head and tossed it aside. Her boobs were small, not much larger than halves of good-sized apples, but her bright pink nipples stuck out rock hard from the center of two small puckered areola, that were actually puffed out almost half as far as her nipples. She pressed her tits to my chest and lifted herself on her toes, to make her face reach mine. She kissed me wetly, while her hands fumbled with my belt and pants. I could feel my dick getting harder in my pants, as the kiss drew me in further. I let her work on my pants and moved my hands to her hips, feeling her soft, warm skin.
My pants slid down my legs and I felt her push my briefs down as well, freeing my cock. She let my hard shaft push out and rest against her smooth skin, while her hands moved to my hips. She pulled us together, trapping my dick between us, as our kiss deepened. I lost track of how long we kissed, but we were both breathing heavily when we broke the kiss. She moved slightly back and then slowly squatted down. She reached for my shoes, my dick almost slapping her in the face as she untied the laces.
"You keep doing that, I'm going to have to suck on it." She said with a giggle, then it brushed her cheek again, as I lifted my foot so she could pull my shoe and pants off.
"Maybe I should let you. See if you do it differently than Lilly or Missy."
"Oh really? In that case..." She reached up and grasped my dick with one hand, then closed her lips around the head.
"Oh damn," I groaned, as she worked her mouth and tongue on my shaft, teasing under and around it, as she slowly stroked it. Lilly and I had done this a few times, but not too many. And Missy had done it once, so feeling Tina suck it very much differently, was an erotic surprise. She sucked me so deeply, that I felt like my cock was pushing all the way into her throat.



She pulled off my cock and gasped a few times. "Fuck, now I need this in me!" She stood up and pulled me by the cock to the bed. She lay down and scooted back, pulling me onto the bed between her legs. She pulled my dick toward her pussy, making me move forward over her. I looked down at her face, as she rubbed my head between her lips.
"You don't want me to do anything to you first?" I asked softly.
"Really? You wanna wait to do this?"
"I thought I was supposed to get you warmed up first. At least, that's what Lilly taught me. Fucking, is just get it in and done. If you want me to do it like I do them..."
"Oh hell, by all means!" She said, with a silly grin on her face. She let go of my dick and I moved back down the bed, until I could lay with my face near her pussy. I shifted her legs and looped both my arms around her thighs so my fingers could reach her pussy lips. Her pussy had almost no inner labia protruding from her full round, hairless lips. I had to use my fingers to spread her outer lips, exposing her pink insides and her clit. I gently kissed over and around her full lips, teasing her and making her moan. Only when she begged me to lick her or fuck her, did I stick my tongue between her lips and stroke from the entrance to her depths, to her clit.
"Oh my God, yes!" She gasped, as my tongue flicked over her clit. Her hands tried to grip my short hair and pull me tight to her, as my tongue teased over and around her hard clit. Her tangy juices slowly changed taste, shifting to a much sweeter, more inviting taste. I knew from sex ed class that it was important for a woman to be sexually excited so that her secretions would become more supportive of sperm, becoming less acidic in the process. The taste of her told me that she was definitely sexually aroused. I teased her clit some more, her hips, moving to try and grind her clit at me.
"Oh fuck! I'm going to come! Shit, shit, shit!" she gasped over and over, as I concentrated on flicking her clit as fast as I could. Her whole body began to shudder and tremble as her orgasm took over. I kept flicking her until she pushed my head away, gasping for breath. I wasn't done though. I crawled up her body until my face was over hers. She reached between us, knowing what I wanted, and wanting it too. She rubbed my head between her lips and then I pushed into her, moving slowly, forcing her body to stretch to accept me. "Oh my God, you feel like a fucking log inside me."
"Is that good?" I asked, concerned that I was hurting her.
"Oh, trust me, it's very good. Now fuck me! Fuck me like you fuck Lilly. Close your eyes and let your mind pretend I'm either Lilly or Erica. Fuck me, like you fuck them."
I did as she asked. I closed my eyes and started stroking. My mind's eye filled with images of Lilly below me, her tits rolling and moving on her chest as I stroked in and out of her. I could almost hear the sexy little moans and grunts she made. I could feel my orgasm start to build, start to spread, the urgency growing, to drive into her harder. In and out I thrust, the images of her somehow morphing into those of her mother. My brain had me fucking Missy, driving into her on Lilly's bed, as she showed me how to shift my body, to make my cock stroke into her different ways. I could feel her climaxing around my dick as I thrust hard into her, her moans coaxing me harder. Somehow Erica was there, on the bed with Lilly. It was her I was now fucking, driving into, feeling climax around me. I smiled to myself as my mind saw her face scrunch up with her climax, my own getting ever so close.
"Oh, fuck yes, Erica!" I gasped, as my body jerked hard, driving into the pussy below me. I opened my eyes and saw Tina gasping for breath, as her whole body trembled and shuddered. I could feel her body spasming around my spurting cock. She wrapped her legs around behind mine and arched her back to force my surging cum deeper into her, forcing our bodies together to drive me as deeply into her as she could. I dropped to my elbows, my face inches from hers, her nipples rubbing my chest as we both panted for breath.
"Holy shit you do that good! That little thing you did at the end, it really changed things. I thought I could last longer until you did that. No wonder Lilly likes fucking you so much."
"That was something Missy taught me."
"Missy? Oh. Mrs. Crowel. Got it. For a minute I forgot you were fucking her too."
"Just to learn stuff. She's a good teacher."
Tina laughed. "God, what a Boy Scout! She's teaching you so she gets to fuck you. Trust me, not all mothers teach their daughter's friends how to fuck."
"I sorta figured that out.'
"I'm sure you did." She said, before looking at me seriously. "I think I have an answer for you."
"You do?"
"Uh huh. Whose name did you call when you were about to come?"
"I don't know."
"Liar. You don't forget anything, remember? Whose name did you call?"
"Erica's," I whispered.
"Yeah, Erica's. Not mine, not Lilly, not Missy, not anyone else. Erica's. If she's the one you think about when you're at your most emotional state, then that's the woman you need to be with."
"Even if I'm not sure?"
"Especially if you're not sure. David, there are lots of girls in school that want you. Not because you have the biggest dick, not because you're some football jock, not because you're rich. They want you, because they watched you make Erica come like a fucking freight train on that video. They want to be able to say they fucked that guy, and to feel an orgasm like I just did. I've fucked at least twenty guys, and I can tell you, that you may not have the biggest dick, but you use it the best of any that I've ever had."
"I guess that's a good thing."
"It is, and it's not. You have to be careful to not have some girl get hung on you because you fuck good. That works fine in the short term, but long term those relationships don't last."
"How do you know?"
"My dad's new girlfriend is a psychologist. She's always trying to analyze me. Says I have a commitment problem. I can't convince her that I just really enjoy having sex."
"So... What if Erica is just into me because of sex?"
"David. Would you do what she did, just to have some good sex?"
"Probably not."
"Then why assume she would? You don't understand girls at all. What girl wants to get caught fucking another girl's guy? None! Absolutely fucking none! It's a total embarrassment and you get a reputation that sucks. So no, she didn't do it for sex. She did it, because she thought she was protecting you from something worse. Now, get your ass off of me, lets go get showered so you don't smell like sex, and then go tell her that you love her!"
"It's getting late. I mean, it's already nine. Shouldn't I wait until tomorrow?"
She rolled her eyes. "Fuck no you dimwit! Can you imagine what she's dealing with right now? Thinking you don't want her and don't love her and that she did all of that for you, and you don't care? You really are kinda dense."
"What about Lilly? What do I tell her?"
"Tell her the truth, but I don't think you'll have to. If you're with Erica at lunch, she'll know."
I wasn't sure I did understand, but I pushed off of her and we slipped quietly into the shower. We washed quickly and then headed back to my room to dress. "So, why the shower?" I asked, as I was dressing, she already had her dress on and was waiting for me to dress.
"So you don't smell like sex, silly."
"No, you. You're not going to see Erica, are you?"
She giggled. "Are you kidding? I'm still at the library studying. Daddy would be pissed at me, if he found out I was fucking another boy, no matter how nice he is."
---o---
I dropped Tina off at the library and then went to Erica's house. I sat outside in the car, almost afraid to go knock. I finally worked up the courage to go to the door. I rang the bell and in a few moments the door was answered by a tall slender woman. She didn't look a lot like Erica, so I wondered if I had the wrong address.
"Um. Hi. Is Erica home?" I asked nervously.
"She is, but she isn't seeing anyone. Especially if you're David." The woman said.
"I see." I said quietly, looking down at the cement porch. "Well, um. I guess tell her that I was here."
"I take it you're David?"
"Yeah," I said as I turned to leave.
"David."
"Yeah?"
"You don't know a lot about women, do you?"
"I'm learning that they're way more complicated than I imagined."
"That we are. Come on in."
"But she didn't want to see me?"
"No, but that doesn't mean she doesn't need to. Come on in. I'm Donna, her mother."
"But... um..."
She smiled. "No. we look nothing the same. Her birth mother died when she was really small. I'm her step mother. Come on in."
I followed her into the house and then to a stair case and down. She stopped at a door and knocked softly. "You decent?"
"Yeah," I heard Erica respond.
"Go on in," she whispered, then turned and walked away.
I waited at the door for what felt like an hour before I screwed up enough courage to open the door. She was laying on the bed in a nightgown, a small lamp shining on a small book she was busy writing in. She looked up at me and I could see I wasn't who she expected. She slammed the small book closed and tried to hide it under the covers. "What are you doing here?"
"I came to talk to you." I said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind me.
She crossed her arms and sat staring at me. "What if I don't want to talk to you?"
"Then don't. Just listen. It won't take long."
"Okay, I'll listen. Not that you can tell me anything I don't already know."
"Erica...um...I love you. I didn't mean to hurt you. I'm not very good with any of this and I'm kind of confused as to what I'm supposed to do."
"You're supposed to be with her. Telling her how much you love her."
"Yeah, I, um. That's why I'm here."
"I know you picked her. I saw the kiss. Anyone with eyes could tell what kind of kiss that was."
"Yeah. I'm sorry. I really am not very good at this. I don't know what to say or how to say it."
"You didn't have to come all the way here to say goodbye. We could have done that at school."
"Goodbye? Why would I say that?"
"That's what former lovers usually say. It's too hard to try and stay friends."
"Yeah. It is. Way to hard to stay friends. That's why I needed to see you."
"I don't understand. You wanted to say goodbye in person? What good is that?"
"I don't want to say goodbye."
"Why not? We can't stay friends. I just told you that. It hurts too much to be close to you and not have you that way."
"Yeah. I've spent all night trying to figure things out. I left Lilly tonight until I could figure it all out."
"Wait! You left Lilly?"
"I went to the library to do some reading on relationships and I ran into Tina Pham. She helped me figure some stuff out."
"Tina Pham!? David, did she talk you into having sex?"
"Well, um...sorta."
She shook her head and rolled her eyes. "She would. So, what was this miraculous discovery?"
"She wanted me to close my eyes and think of you two while we were...uh...while we..."
"While you fucked her. Yeah, I get it."
"Well. What I'm trying to say is that when I was doing it, I was imagining it was you. When I came... I feel like an idiot saying any of this."
"You should!" she snapped
"What I'm trying hard to say is that when I came, it was you that was in my mind, it was your name I said. I might love you and Lilly, but when it came to that moment, it was you I wanted to be with."
"So, you like having sex with me more, big deal."
"No Erica. It's you I want. Not just for sex, but for everything."
"David, are you trying to tell me that you're breaking up with Lilly to be with me?"
"That's pretty much it," I said.
She sat and looked at me for what seemed like an eternity. Then pushed slowly off the bed. She walked to me and stopped only a foot away. "You're serious? This isn't a joke? You're not going to change your mind again?"
"Tina said something, that made sense of something that didn't. I couldn't understand why you did, what you did. Oh, I heard the words, but just saying you loved me and didn't want to see me get hurt was just...words. She told me what doing that would do to you. What kind of a reputation you would get at school, when people found out, and yes, they would. They couldn't not, because Lilly was going to make damn sure they did. That was the big breakup. Everyone would know you were fucking her guy. No girl in their right mind would voluntarily do that. Not unless the guy meant more to her than her own reputation. I'm not that good with girls, but I'm damn good with math. And based on my calculations, there were half a dozen ways she could have a fight with me and break up. But the way she picked, made sure that you would be out of my life, once the shit hit the fan at school. She didn't plan on us getting videoed and the girls of the school rallying around me that way."
"So, she's gone? You're not in love with her anymore?"
"Mom explained about trust. I thought she was telling me to trust Lilly. But that wasn't it at all. It was that I had to learn what it took to trust, not with my mind, but with my heart. I don't honestly believe I can ever trust her that way. I need to be with someone that put me before herself, someone that I can put before myself. I need someone I can trust without reservation. Someone that I can trust to keep my secrets and will share hers with me. Erica, I think that person is you. I know I love you. You are the one person that if I found another woman's panties in your suitcase, I wouldn't even think to ask about them."
"What? What are you talking about?"
"Nothing, it's a story my mom told me. I didn't understand then, but I do now. Now all that remains to see is if we're compatible. Do we align. Can we work as a couple, not just in bed, but in everyday life?"
"You have been doing your research, haven't you?" She turned and walked to the bed. She pulled the nightgown off and tossed it aside, leaving her naked. She reached under the covers and pulled out the book. She walked back and stood naked, holding the book out for me. "These are all my secrets. This is my diary. I was actually writing about us." She reached for my hand and pulled it up. She set the book in my hand and then slowly backed toward the bed. "Best place I can think of to start is in bed. If we're compatible there, we move on to the next step and the next. And if it all works, we work. You have all my secrets in your hand. You can read it or you can ignore it, but they're yours if you want." She let go of my hand and climbed into bed, leaving the covers back. "I'm here for you if you want. Like my secrets, all you have to do is come take me."
I walked to the door and turned off the bedroom light. There was a little light on the nightstand from the clock and I used it to undress. I set the book of secrets on the nightstand. "Why don't we read it together tomorrow?" I said, as I slipped into bed with her. I wasn't sure if we were going to work out or not, but this time I was sure I was with the right woman and I was anxious to find out.
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David rolled over and gave Erica a gentle kiss. It felt every bit as good to wake up with her here, as in his own bed. She kissed him back and whispered that she loved him. He smiled at the warm feeling it gave him in inside.
"We better get ready for school," he said quietly, looking at his watch.
"Yeah. Unfortunately."
"I need to go home to get cleaned up."
"You don't have to. You could just take a shower here."
"You sure?"
"Uh huh. Just across the hall. I'll join you in a few minutes if you want."
"Sure." He said with a grin. David had grown to enjoy shower sex as well as any other kind. He climbed from the bed, checked outside the door and then slipped quietly into the bathroom, still as naked as when he went to bed with her. The bathroom was distinctly girly. Lots of pink and flowery accoutrements. Even the shower curtain was different. It was a nearly see through, clear, shower curtain to keep the water in, and two sheer pink portions pulled back and tied just like window curtains. He pulled half of the curtain back, started the water and adjusted it. Once it was warm he stepped into the shower and pulled the curtain together to contain the spray. He looked around and the only thing to use was girls' soap, so he picked the one that smelled the least and started to soap himself up. He thought he heard something and noticed that he could see movement through the shower curtain. Erica was at the sink doing something, maybe brushing her teeth, the way she was bent over.
I had a silly idea and pushed my hardon out of the gap in the curtain, keeping the curtain closed. I waited for her to see it in the mirror, my dick bouncing slightly with my pounding heart.
I saw the fuzzy shape of her turn and see my dick. I reached for the curtain to pull it open, but she reached at the same time, grabbing the curtain edges with one hand, holding it closed. She knelt down in front of me and leaned toward me. She closed her lips around my cock and began to suck the head, her tongue teasing over and around my head, concentrating on the really sensitive spot under the head. Her mouth moved on and off my cock, teasing me and coaxing me closer to coming in her mouth. She slurped loud enough, that I could hear it over the water raining down on me. I groaned that I was going to come, and to my surprise, she pulled her face off my rock-hard dick.
She stood up and turned to face away from me. She let go of the shower curtain and transferred her hand to my dick. She bent over, rubbed my head up and down her wet slit and pushed back toward me. I felt my cock slip slowly into her pussy, sliding deep into her vagina. The curtain spread some as she pushed back, her ass pushing between the edges into the shower. I grasped her hips and started to rock mine, pushing in and out of her hot, wet pussy. I thrust hard, trying to hold my orgasm back, as I let my cock tease her insides; coaxing her own orgasm to grow.
I thrust hard into her, my body telling me that it would no longer let me deny what was about to happen. I pulled her toward me as I thrust toward her, driving my cock hard into her, my head bouncing into the end of her vagina with each hard thrust. She moaned and gasped, her sounds growing louder, as my climax reached the point of no return.
"OH FUCK!" I gasped loudly, as my body spasmed. I felt the first surge of cum lance out into her pussy, drawing a gasp from her as well. I felt my cum surge into her a second time, moments before I felt her pussy clench around me. We stood there, my cum pumping into her, in surge after surge, as her pussy alternately squeezed and released me, almost as if it were trying to milk my squirting dick.
"Oh fuck, yes!" She moaned, as her legs began to shudder and tremble with her climax.
"WHAT THE FUCK!? TIFFANY!? WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" I heard Erica cry out from the bathroom door. Moments later the curtain was jerked apart, and I was staring at a completely nude Erica, but she wasn't bent over. I looked down at the other body in the room, who was clearly in the middle of her orgasm. I tried to pull back, but my own climax hadn't quite finished yet, and another surge of cum squirted deep into the girl in front of me, before I could withdraw myself. I stepped back, resting against the wall of the shower, the cascading water thankfully washing the next, less powerful, squirts of cum away.
"Sorry sis, couldn't resist." The other girl panted, as she straightened and turned. Now I could see the resemblance, but it was definitely not Erica. The girl in front of me had a similar shape, but larger boobs, a much hairier bush on her mound and slightly different face. Yeah, definitely a sister. I'd just fucked Erica's SISTER!
"Fuck. I'm sorry! I thought..."
"Oh, shut up David!" Erica snapped.
"Oh, so this is David?" The sister said.
"You know damn well it is Tiffany. How could you fuck my boyfriend?"
"He stuck his dick out at me, what else do you do to an invitation like that?"
"You want me to do that to your boyfriend?"
"You can if you want." She said with a little grin. "His dick isn't as big as David's though."
"His dick is a little pencil dick and you know it."
"Yeah, it is. David isn't hung nearly as big as you led me to believe, but he sure as hell knows how to use what he has. Damn good quickie."
"You're impossible!" She snapped at her sister. She looked at me, and I expected to get chewed out next. Instead, she frowned and pushed me to the side so she could climb into the shower with me. "Now that you used that up, you better fucking figure out how you're going to get me off, because I'm not going to school frustrated!"
I was just glad she wasn't pissed off that I was fucking her sister, though I wasn't sure why she wasn't mad. That didn't stop me from stepping to her under the water and let one hand grip one of her big soft breasts and the other to slip between her legs. She kissed me eagerly as I began to stroke her pussy, slipping my finger between her lips. I found her hard clit and gently stroked it, not wanting to rush it too much, but determined to make sure she had a good climax before the water turned cold on us.
"God David, I love how you touch me." She whispered, over the sound of the water, her cheek pressed to mine, her hands on my shoulders to balance herself. Her hips began to move slightly, just little rocks at first, which grew more urgent and eager as I stroked across her clit with one finger, my other hand squeezing and pulling one of her nipples. "Make me come baby. Make me come like only you can." I kissed her cheek, as she turned her head to let me kiss her lips, while I stroked her most sensitive spot. Her moans were muffled by our kiss as her legs and arms trembled. "I'm cooooommmming!" she gasped loudly, as she pulled her lips from mine. I let go of her nipple and slipped my arm around her, pulling us together. I felt her whole body tremble, as she climaxed, leaving her clinging to me, panting and trembling. "I love you." She whispered.
"I love you too," I answered honestly. We stood and held each other until the water did turn cold, and then turned off the shower and climbed out. Her sister was already gone, no surprise, as we dried each other. We slipped back across the hall to her room and we dressed. I was going to be going to school again, in the same clothes I left in the day before. It wasn't the first time, and I wondered how many people actually noticed.
---o---
"What do you mean you slept with Erica? I thought you were in love with Lilly?" Andria said in surprise, as we sat in first hour. "How did that happen?"
"Because he's a louse." Becky Lance said, from the other side of me.
"I'm not a louse. I have to be able to trust the woman I'm going to be with, right? I just couldn't seem to trust Lilly the way I trust Erica."
"Well, that makes sense." Andria agreed
"Not to me. Seems to me, you're a two-timing cad."
"You do have a lot of clichés, don't you?" I asked Becky.
"They're true. I don't see how you can do this to Lilly! She stood up for you when no one else would."
By third hour word had apparently spread and I was getting some pretty ugly looks from the 'in' crowd. Apparently, not staying with Lilly was causing some pretty hard feelings, especially with her cheerleader friends. In all honesty, I didn't understand why they were upset. They had gone out of their way to try and break us up, going so far as to publicly shame me, by playing the video of me having sex with Erica at prom. Now that I wasn't going with her, they seemed even more upset with me.
It was no surprise when Erica walked up to me at the table, pushed my tray aside and climbed onto the table, sitting right in front of me with one leg on either side of me. The dress she'd put on that morning was hiked up almost to her waist, as she slipped toward me, pulling me toward her chest and pressing my face between her creamy breasts before tilting my head up to give me a kiss. "I think that should let everyone know whose man you are now." She said with a giggle, moments before one of the teachers walked up behind me.
"Mister Evers, Miss Lance. I understand that this has been a rather traumatic few weeks, but I can no longer overlook such blatant displays of affection. If I let you get away with it, everyone would want to do it. I'm afraid that I'm going to need to send you see Miss Crow."
"Now?" Erica asked in surprise. "I haven't eaten yet."
"Now," Mrs. Swain said sternly.
I got up and helped Erica off the table. We walked hand in hand out of the lunch room and down to the main office area, where the principal's, nurse's and counselor's offices were. The counselor's office door was open and we walked in, seeing Miss Crow behind her desk. She looked up when we entered. "yes?"
"Mrs. Swain sent us down to see you," I said quietly, feeling a bit embarrassed. I hadn't ever been sent to the office before.
"For?"
"PDA." Erica said almost proudly. "I was sitting on the table in front of him, kissing him and letting him play with my tits."
"And just why would you do that Miss Willows? You look surprised I know your name. Trust me, I made sure to know all the players in this school's first ever public porn show." It was Erica's turn to blush. "You haven't anything to say for yourself?"
"Just that I wanted to make sure that the girls all knew that once and for all, David was mine. I'll do anything I have to, to protect that. I love him, he loves me. Is it wrong to want to protect that?"
"No Miss Willows, it is not. I'm not going to give you detention. I don't expect it would do any good. Go back to lunch." I turned to leave with Erica. "Not you Mister Evers. I'm not done with you yet."
"Yes ma'am." I said, leaning to give Erica a kiss, before she walked out the door.
"Close the door." She said, waiting for me to close it and turn back to look at her. "Have a seat. Now, David, can I call you David?"
"Yes Ma'am."
"Dena. Now, David. You have been the cause of considerable amount of trouble since you started dating Miss Crowel. You've been the target of one of the most lascivious moments in school prom history. I couldn't help but notice that you were not practicing safe sex with that young woman. I presume you are aware of the risks of unprotected sex, aside from pregnancy?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Dena... So, you and Miss Crowel have been practicing safe sex then?"
"Well, there wasn't exactly time. It was kind of spur of the moment thing."
She looked at me curiously. "Mrs. Crowel. She didn't give me any time to...ohhhh. You mean Lilly."
"Yes. I did mean Lilly. Who did you mean?"
"Um. I meant Lilly."
"No, you didn't; have you been having sex with Mrs. Crowel as well as Lilly and Erica?"
"Well...um...not on purpose. She kept expecting Lilly to object, but she didn't. She was trying to prove something to Lilly, and I don't think it went the way it was supposed to."
"I see, I think you should come with me." She said, as she stood up. She stepped around the desk and opened the door. "Come on." I got up and followed her out of her office and down the hall to the nurse's office. She stepped in and waited for me to enter, and then closed the door. "Jessica, I think David here needs a refresher in safe sex practices. He seems to be playing the field pretty widely."
"More than one girl?"
"Several, as well as at least one adult."
"Really? Well, why don't we step back into the exam room." Nurse Huston got up and stepped to another door. She opened it and stood waiting, I frowned and walked through the door. "You too, Dena. I need a witness."
"Sure, she said, stepping through the door after me. Nurse Huston closed the door behind us. "Alright David. Clearly you have forgotten your basic health class. Besides pregnancy, there are a myriad of sexually transmitted diseases, some curable, like syphilis, and chlamydia, and those that are not, like aids and herpes. For that reason, it's vitally important that you use barrier protection, for your own safety as well as that of your partners."
"Yeah. Okay. That makes sense."
"Good, drop your pants."
"HUH!?" I exclaimed.
"Drop your pants. You can't demonstrate that you know how to use one, with your pants on, can you?"
"Demonstrate?"
"Yes, Show me you know how to apply one."
"One what?"
"A condom of course," she said, before turning away. She reached for a basket on the counter behind her and then turned to face me again, holding the basket out. "Pick your poison." When I looked at her confused, she smiled. "Pick your preferred condom. We have several types. Go ahead, don't be bashful."
I reached into the basket and chose one that looked familiar.
"Good, now, drop your pants." She prompted again. "Don't worry, I'm a medical professional. I'm merely doing my job." I hesitantly undid my pants and let them slide down my legs. "Those too," she prompted, pointing to my briefs. I took a deep breath and pushed my briefs down to my thighs. My dick was anything but hard as it hung limp in front of them. "Hmmm. Going to have a hard time putting anything on that. Dena, why don't we give him something to look at that'll harden him up."
"What!?"
"Oh, don't be a prude. I was just suggesting we make out a little. Sorta like we did at new year's. I don't know a boy that doesn't get a hardon watching two women kissing."
"Oh. Okay. That I guess I can do."
Dena looked at me and smiled. "You just watch. If you wanna play with yourself, feel free. I need you to have a nice hard penis." She turned and looked at Miss Crow. She looked a little nervous and maybe even embarrassed as Jessica stepped to her and slipped her arms around her. I stood and watched as the two started kissing. What started as an awkward, hesitant kiss, soon turned into a very erotic, hot wet kiss. Miss Crow, Dena, was only about 26 or 27, she was fairly slender and had on a thigh length sleeveless dress. Jessica was about the same age, but had a much curvier body, but it was covered by a beige button down blouse and a pair of tan slacks.
As they kissed, the two started letting their hands roam over each other, Jessica's hands going under Dena's skirt, and Dena's hands working on the buttons down the front of Jessica's blouse. The two seemed to have forgotten that I was even there, as Jessica pushed Dena's panties down, while Dena unclasped the front of Jessica's bra, freeing her grapefruit sized breasts, from both her bra and blouse. I stood there, stroking my raging hardon as I watched Dena massage Jessica's tits, squeezing her nipples to make her moan.
"Okay, I think that's enough." Jessica panted, as she pulled away from Dena. She looked over at me. "I think we accomplished what we wanted." She stepped back, her bare tits hanging out in the open, swinging side to side, as she moved closer to me. "Now, you want to put that on for me?"
"Huh?"
"The condom. Put it on for me?"
"Oh...uh... sure," I mumbled. I looked up at Dena, who was standing with her butt against the exam table, her panties down to her knees. She was staring at my hard dick, one of her hands idly stroking herself under her dress. I would have loved to see exactly what she was doing, but the dress hung down enough to block my view. I looked down at Jessica's red lips, her tongue licking them in anticipation. One of her hands moved up to a breast and began to massage and tease it while her other hand reached toward me. She stopped just before grasping my cock.
"Tempting. Now, why don't you put that on."
"Uh huh," I mumbled. I looked at my dick and quickly ripped the packet and rolled the condom down my dick.
"Now, David. What do you do after you ejaculate in the condom?"
"Take it off."
"How soon do you take it off?"
"Uhhhh, when I'm done, I guess."
"You do realize that if you let yourself soften too much, you can actually pull all the way out and leave your condom inside your partner?"
"I...um, I suppose so."
"So, you don't?"
"Actually, I hadn't thought about it."
"Well, why don't we make sure you do."
"How are you going to do that?"
She gave me a small smile as she stood up. She pushed her slacks down, stepped out of them and then pushed the tiny pair of panties down her legs. "You know." She said, as she lifted each leg and worked the slinky little bikini panty off over her high heels, "It would be completely inappropriate for me to touch you or let you use my pussy. I'd really like for you to demonstrate that you know what to do, for your safety and your partners safety. Since I don't have one of those fancy fake vaginas for you to use, maybe you can find something equally as useful?"
I stared at her, unsure what she was talking about as she tossed her panties onto the table. She stepped to the exam table and sat down on it, lifting and spreading her legs, allowing me to see her completely shaved, little pussy. For a moment, I wondered if she intended me to use her pussy anyway, but she reached out a hand, not to me, but to Dena, who hesitantly took her hand. Jessica pulled Dena between her legs and then closer, until they could kiss again. It took a few moments for Dena to lose her hesitation and soon the two were back into the hot heavy embrace they had been sharing. While they kissed, Jesica unzipped the back of Dena's dress, and then unclipped the small clasp of her bra. She spread the dress back and coaxed it and the bra straps off Dena's shoulders. Gently pushing Dena back from the kiss, she whispered. "Lick me like you did that night. Make me come for you."
Dena let Jessica coax the dress down her body, until it pooled on the floor, around her feet. She stepped out of it and then back slightly, leaning over, to lower her face to Jessica's pussy. As she did, her ass pushed out and her now completely exposed pussy pushed from between her thighs.
Dena, had a considerable amount of inner labia protruding from her full round lips, and her neatly trimmed brown curls. Jessica looked at me and grinned, knowing that I now understood what she meant. She looked over at the shelf where the condoms were and then back to me. I looked over, wondering what she wanted me to find, and then saw the bottle of some kind of clear gel. Lubricant. Of course! I stepped to the shelf, squirted some on my hand and then shuffled back to stand behind Dena. I reached down and gently stroked my hand up her pussy, spreading the gel. She cried out, startled, but Jessica had a hand full of her hair and didn't let her pull away from her pussy. In moments, Dena was back to eagerly licking Jessica's pussy, while I gently stroked my fingers over and between her lips, spreading the lubricant over them. My finger found her clit, as she moaned softly into Jessica's pussy.



The longer I stood there, the less hesitant I became about fucking Dena. I knew if we got caught all of us would be in serious trouble, but the little head overrode the big head soon enough, and I aimed my condom covered hardon at her pussy. Dena moaned deeply as my cock slid between her well lubricated lips and into her hot depths.
"Most women like having their nipples played with too," Jessica whispered, as I started to slide in and out of Dena. "Why don't you show me what Lilly taught you."
I reached one hand to Dena's small, apple sized breast and started to stroke my gel covered finger around and over her nipple, while my other hand wrapped around her body to slip between her lips and find her clit.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!" Dena moaned into Jessica, as I stroked rhythmically into her, my fingers busy on the two hard protrusions. I looked at Jessica, who was obviously enjoying the attentions Dena gave her, one hand squeezing her own breast and the other holding Dena's hair like a handle.
"Oh fuck! She's going to make me come." Jessica panted. "Let me see you come when I do."
I wasn't going to have any trouble with that. I was getting damn close myself. The condom reduced the sensation somewhat, but not so much that I wasn't going to come. I watched Jessica's legs start to tremble and knew that she was starting her climax. I really wanted to pull my dick out and get rid of the condom, but I left it on and started jamming myself harder into Dena. In and out I thrust, working myself into that perfect spot, needing to stroke, wanting to unload deep in the pussy around my shaft. Only a few more strokes and I did. My body jerked hard, as I started shooting my cum deep into Dena. Only three or four of my shots pumped into her, before she too started to climax. I could feel her pussy contracting and spasming around my spurting cock as her orgasm washed over her.
I stood there, panting, while the three of us slowly eased down from our climaxes. "Now," Jessica said quietly. "I want you to stay in her pussy until you think that you're not going to be hard enough to keep your condom on. Then pull out and we'll see how you do." I nodded, not quite ready to talk yet, I was panting too hard. I felt my cock softening and decided it was time. I pulled back, and the condom easily slipped off of my dick, staying in Dena's pussy. Jessica pushed Dena back and slipped off the table, using her hand on Dena's hair to keep her bent over. "See what I mean?" She asked, reaching down to Dena's pussy and gently pulling the cum filled condom from her pussy. Only then, did she allow Dena to straighten up. "Next time, you need to pull out sooner. While you're still fairly hard. Do you understand?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Jessica," She said softly. "Now, why don't you clean up and get dressed. There are some wet wipes on the counter. I'll go write you a hall pass."
She walked out the door, leaving me alone in the room with Dena. She stood, clearly unsure what to do. Finally, she whispered. "I hope you don't think I do this kind of thing with every student that comes through my door."
"I...uh...no. I never thought that."
"Good. I think we need to be sure to keep this between ourselves. I'm not at all sure anyone else would understand."
"I know they wouldn't." Jessica said, as she walked back into the room, still completely naked. "I mean, imagine what would be said if they found out that Mister Evers walked in on us and took advantage of us in that way?"
"Huh!?" I asked in surprise.
"Come now David. You don't think that I'd so something like this and not protect myself. I might have had you partly disrobe to make sure you were properly instructed on how to use a condom, but choosing to use it in Miss Crow, that was your choice and could easily be construed as rape, since neither of us gave you consent. So, you see, it's in all of our best interests to ensure that you keep this as quiet as we promise to do."
"Yes ma'am." I mumbled. She handed me the pass and then pushed me gently through the door, closing it behind me. I walked out of her office and closed the door behind me, heading to class in something of a fog. Fourth hour was well under way, by the time I walked into class. I handed the note to Mrs. Patterson and took my seat.
---o---
I was glad the school day was over. Erica and I were headed across the parking lot to my car when Lilly came running toward us. "Oh boy," I whispered.
"Just don't let her push you around." Erica said quietly.
"David! Don't you dare!" Lilly practically shouted, from several dozen yards away.
"Do what?"
"Don't you dare dump me without even talking to me. I deserve that at least."
"I'm sorry. I really don't..."
"Of course you don't. You have no idea at all. I thought we had this all sorted out. I thought we were going to be okay. Now I find out you're with Erica? After all I did to protect you?"
"Protect him? You set him up! We all know that. You and your little friends that all think you're better than sliced bread. You set both of us up to be the butt of all jokes. How would you like to have your naked body splashed all over the school?" Erica said angrily.
"I didn't set anyone up. I helped you. I helped him. Don't you get it. I didn't have anything to do with that! I tried to stop it!"
"Which is why you were standing there, with them, when our picture was put on the projection screen? That was protecting us? That's a laugh. No one can trust you, least of all David!"
"You're wrong. I didn't have anything to do with it, and I was protecting both of you. I sorta thought that, maybe after helping you get ready for prom, that we might be able to be friends. But I can see I was wrong. All you did was steal him from me. He loves me! He wants me! I'm not going to let you steal him from me without a fight!"
"I'm not going to fight you. I don't need to. David is in love with me. If you don't believe it, ask him where he spent last night? Go ahead David, tell her where you spent last night and what we did."
Lilly glared at me. "Yeah. We spent the night together. We had sex a few times and we shared some secrets. Things that neither of us ever told anyone else."
"You think you couldn't share secrets with me? That maybe somehow you couldn't trust me? You can. I can prove it to you. All you have to do is let me try. I CAN prove it to you! You CAN trust me!"
"No, you can't!" Erica said quietly to me. "Come on. Take me home."
We turned and started to leave. "I know who did it." Lilly said from behind me. "I know who planned the whole thing. It was Annie. She planned it!" Lilly shouted at me, as we walked away.
"You don't believe her, do you?" Erica asked, as we walked away.
"I don't know who to believe." I answered.
I drove Erica home and, after some quick sex, headed home. Mom came to see me when she got home from work, since I hadn't come home the night before, and we talked for some time, leaving me even more confused than I was before.
---o---
I was glad it was Friday. I was more than ready for a weekend away from all this nonsense. I plopped down in my seat for first hour and sighed. The walk into class was anything but comfortable. The few comments I heard, made under peoples' breath, was something about me dumping Lilly for a loser dweeb. Those who didn't say anything, just glared at me. True, not all the kids did, but a significant number seemed to be overly connected to my personal social life. I guess that's what happens when you try and date the most popular girl in school. It's a mistake I don't plan on repeating, assuming I manage to get through the next couple weeks to graduation.
"David," Andria, the black girl that sits next to me in first hour whispered.
"Yeah?"
"I just want you to know. I don't blame you for not dating Lilly."
"Oh, okay."
"I think you should know. I heard some rumors that some of Lilly's supposed friends are cooking something up."
"Like what?"
"I don't know, but I've heard the rumors that one or two of her friends are really pissed at you. Even more than they were at prom."
"So, you know what they're planning?"
"No, but the rumor is that it'll be epic. Something involving embarrassing you even more than Prom."
"Wonderful...as if my life wasn't already complicated enough."
"Hey, just trying to warn you."
"Yeah. Thanks. I don't mean to be crappy at you."
"Okay class. Let's get quiet!" The teacher said loudly, as the first bell finished ringing.
---o---
I was surprised when I didn't see either Lilly or Erica at lunch. No, I was more than surprised. I was miffed. I looked forward to eating with one of them, though my preferred one was now Erica. Lilly's friends sitting at another table across the lunch room sat staring at me and whispering. Several of the girls would occasionally giggle while looking at me, making me even more nervous. Andria's warning was still fresh in my mind, so all I could think of was that they were planning my demise. It did little for my appetite, and I headed out of the lunch room as soon as I could. I stopped at my locker to change books for the afternoon, and was surprised to find a note dropped into my locker on bright pink paper.
Couldn't make it to lunch. Something came up. Special surprise for you after school. Meet me at the gym after 6th hour. E.
It was of course adorned with a number of hearts, x's and o's, and one sketch of what I had to assume was my dick. It created the correct level of anticipation and expectation though, if indeed, it was left by Erica, and not someone posing as her. After sixth hour I dropped my books in my locker and headed toward the main gym. I figured, it was a public enough place, especially with everything set up for the varsity volleyball game that was scheduled for after school. I entered the gym and wandered around, not sure where I was actually supposed to meet her. The main gym has three entrances to locker rooms. There's the boys', the girls' and then the visiting team. All of them are identical, with the exception of the stalls and urinals. The girls' has only stalls, and the boys' has both. I hadn't ever looked in the visitors, but I supposed it had some of each.
I was just wandering past the entrance to the girls locker room when five girls walked into the gym. I recognized all of them as cheerleaders. Seeing them wasn't a big surprise, since they were supposed to cheer for the game this afternoon. They walked across the gym, chatting between themselves, studiously ignoring me. As they walked by me, they suddenly broke into two groups and before I could resist, my arms had been grabbed by two girls on each side, while the remaining one wrapped her scarf around my neck and pulled, cutting off my air and any attempt to cry out.
"Come on, we don't have much time!" One of them said, as they bodily dragged me into the visitors locker room. "Damn, that was easier than I thought." One of them said, as they pulled me back into the shower room. I was struggling for breath as they pushed me against the wall, pinning me to the tile surface. One at a time they released my arms and forced me to lift them, in the air. Suzanne Trumble, the tallest of them, reached up and I felt metal around my wrists. They all let go of me and backed away. I tried to move, looking up at my wrists to find I was handcuffed to a shower head.
"That should hold him," one of the girls, Charlotte I think, said with a giggle.
"Only half way there. Come on." Suzanne said, dropping her back pack and digging into it. She came back with a pair of scissors like they use in ambulances.
"What the hell!? Let me go!"
"Someone was hoping you'd get mouthy!" Coco Tai, a petite Asian cheerleader said. Lyetta, one of the black cheerleaders, this one fairly stout and well rounded in all the right places, reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties, slipping them down her legs and off. She stepped to me and grinned. "All those girls wanted to give you their panties, well, here's mine!" she said stuffing the tiny yellow underwear into my mouth. "Come on girls. Let's get this done before someone catches us."
They ganged up and quickly undid my pants, pulling them down. They jerked my briefs down as well. I tried to struggle, but really didn't know what good it was going to do. They soon had me naked below the waist. All that was left was my shirt. "If I were you, I wouldn't struggle." Susanne said softly, as she waved the scissors in front of my face. "Or something else might get cut off besides your shirt." I stood still as she cut my t-shirt in several places to be able to pull it off without uncuffing me.
I was helpless, naked, a pair of underwear in my mouth, as the five of them stood and looked at me. "I don't see anything so special." Charlott said with a shake of her head. "I don't see what Lilly sees in him. He's just not worth it."
"Maybe he's got more going that we know." Lyetta said as she stepped toward me and pressed herself against me, reaching down to my dick. "Tell me David, do you get the hots for me when you watch me cheerleading? Do you wish I'd leave my shorts off and let you see my hot black cunt? I bet you'd love to stick your tiny white dick in my black pussy. You ever had black sugar honey? You ever driven that cock into a hot, wet, black pussy? Ohhhh. You have. I can feel you getting hard thinking about it. He has girls, our little friend here has dipped his dong in a black pussy. I wonder if he was able to make her come, or if she had to fake it? What's the matter? Cat got your tongue?"
"Come on Lyetta. Don't tease him. He'll get his soon enough." Suzanne said, reaching to her friend and pulling her by the arm. "We gotta go get ready."
"Too bad stud. You ain't getting that into this black pussy, no matter how bad you wanna do it. Oh yeah, just in case. If you rat us out, your little sweetie, Erica, she's gonna get this same treatment in the boys' locker room. I wonder how many of those basketball jocks would love to have a naked pussy to play with after a game? I can think of one or two who would love it, especially if I wrote on her body that she was free to fuck!"
They left and left me standing with a hardon sticking out, trapped. All I could do was to stand there and wait to get caught. I was able to work the panties out of my mouth with some effort, and stood there, afraid to shout out, and afraid to not. How the hell was I going to explain this? Handcuffed, naked, in the visiting girls locker room? Hell, they even took my pants with my car keys and wallet. Even if I got out of this, there was no way for me to get away.
I stood and waited, hearing the opposing team come into the locker room. I thought about shouting out, but being discovered this way, was more than just embarrassing. I suspected that I was headed for suspension or worse, expulsion. No graduation, no college, no nothing. I struggled to try everything I could to get the hand cuffs off, but just ended up making my wrists chafed and bleeding. I thought about trying to remove the shower head, but without a wrench I couldn't get it to move. I even hung on the pipe trying to break it, but that didn't work either. By the time the girls had changed and left, I was in no better position than when they arrived. If anything, I was in worse position, because someone turned the lights off. Now I was in the dark as well.
"HOLY SHIT!" a girl exclaimed, when she stepped into the shower, naked. She stood, covering her tits and pussy as she stared at me.
"What is it?" Another girl asked, suddenly letting out a shriek and running back out of the showers. "HOLY FUCK! THERE'S A NAKED DUDE IN THERE!"
"What?!" several girls exclaimed, almost in unison. Several half-dressed girls stepped into the showers and stared at me. "Shit. There is!"
"What's going on here?" I heard a woman's voice ask.
"There's a guy in there."
"What? Good lord. We don't need that crap. I'll run his ass out!" An older woman, maybe middle thirties or a bit older stepped into the shower. "I don't know who you think you are... what the hell!?"
"Uh. Hi?" I said meekly, as she stood and stared at me.
"What the hell?" she muttered as she walked toward me. "Angie. Go get the other teams coach!" She stopped inches from me and looked up at the handcuffs. She reached up, her shirt covered tits pushing into my face as she tried to find some way to make the cuffs release. By the time she gave up, her big tits had my dick starting to harden. She stepped back and frowned, before looking down at my dick. "Oh dear God! We don't need THAT either. How the hell did this happen?"
"What's this about a boy in here?" I heard Coach Melton ask as she walked in. "Holy crap. David Evers! What are you doing in here?"
"Uh, just hanging out?" I answered, trying to be funny, but feeling anything but.
"You know this student?"
"Oh yes. He's become quite infamous lately." Coach said, shaking her head. "Now what the hell are you doing in here?"
"I wish I knew. I was just minding my own business and I got grabbed from behind and blindfolded. Next thing I knew I was handcuffed here this way."
"And you have no idea who did this?"
"Not a clue."
Coach stepped over and picked something off the floor. She lifted it to her nose and shook her head again. "Well, we know it was at least one girl involved. These are freshly worn." Coach stepped to me and like the visiting coach, tried to figure out how to get me loose, in the process pressing her tits to my face as she stood on her tip toes. I could feel my dick brushing her bare thigh as my growing member stuck between her legs. She lowered herself from her tip toes and looked at me in surprise. Both of us could feel where my hardon went, and it was currently pressing against her shorts covered crotch. I saw her blush and then step back. "I think we're going to need some help. If you want to let your girls shower in our locker room, we can get you on the road home."
"I think that might be a good idea." The visiting coach said, as she stared at my now hard cock. "Last thing we need is the girls...well, you know."
"Yeah, I do." She answered, a little breathlessly. In a few moments I was left completely alone, again, in the shower room. I could hear the girls packing their stuff and leaving one at a time until the room was quiet.
"Alright Mister Evers, what is it now?" I heard the principal ask as he and the assistant principal walked in.
"Good lord!" Suzanne gasped, when she saw me standing handcuffed to the spigot.
"Let's get the resource officer in here and see if he can unlock those. Then get him down to the nurse and see to his wrists. Where are your clothes Mister Evers?"
"Whoever did this, took them along with them."
"And I'm sure you don't know who did this, right?"
"No sir."
He sighed deeply. "Mister Evers. I want to get those responsible, but I have no chance at all if you don't cooperate. Suzanne, see if you can convince him, helping us catch the perpetrators, is a better solution than trying to hide from it."
"I'll see what I can do." She answered, as he turned to leave. Mrs. Drew used the handheld radio clipped to the waistband of her slacks to call the resource officer, who, after trying to suppress a chuckle, managed to unlock me. Mrs. Drew gave me a towel to wrap around myself and then led me down to the nurse's office. The nurse wasn't there, so she began to tend to my torn-up wrists.
"Tell me Mister Evers. Just why do you want to protect these people?"
"It's not for me." I said softly, as I sat on the exam table.
"No? Then who for?"
"Erica." I whispered.
"Who?"
"Erica." I said louder. "They said if I ratted them out, they'd do this to Erica, in the boys locker room. She doesn't deserve this. She wasn't the one dating Lilly. I have to protect her, even if it means I get suspended."



"Why would you get suspended. Clearly you didn't do this to yourself." She said, as she delicately spread disinfecting ointment on my wrists.
"I'm here." I heard Nurse Huston, Jessica, say as she walked in. "Good lord Mister Evers. What happened to you?"
"Someone locked him to a shower spigot in the girls' locker room." Suzzanne told her. "I'm just trying to convince him to tell me who, so I can deal with them."
"But he doesn't want to tell?" She asked curiously, as she took over working on my wrists.
"No, he doesn't. He thinks he's protecting Erica from having this done to her."
"Ahhh. I get it. Want me to see what I can wheedle out of him?"
"You're welcome to try," she said. "I need to go check on other things. He needs to call home to get some clothes too. They took his clothes."
"I'll take care of it." Jessica said softly as Mrs. Drew headed for the door. "So, wanna tell me?"
"I can't. Erica will get this done to her."
"Not if we stop them."
"Neither of you really care if she gets this done or not, all you want to do is catch them and keep this under wraps."
"That's not fair, or accurate. I assure you; Mrs. Drew is very interested in protecting Erica. She's her niece."
"Her niece?"
"Uh huh. Gail, Erica's mom...uh, Mrs. Drew is Gails younger sister. She's been trying to get to the bottom of this since Erica got splashed all over the prom screen. She took it personally. She thinks it was partly an attack on her."
"Attack on her? Why?"
"The assistant principal is in charge of discipline. She's made some enemies in the student population. There, now, let's get you some clothes."
I followed her out of the exam room and into the office. She pressed buttons on the phone and then turned it to me to dial. "Hello? Mrs. Evers, this is Miss Crow, the school nurse. Would you be able to bring some clothes for your son. There was an incident and at the moment he doesn't have anything to wear. Yes, shoes too. I'm not at liberty to say, but I'm sure he'll tell you all about it himself."
"Car keys too." I said quickly.
"He says car keys too. Thanks. Twenty minutes would be fine. He'll be in my office." She hung up the phone. "Now, let's see what we can do about convincing you to tell me who did this."
"I'm not going to tell you."
"You sure?" She asked, placing two fingers against my chest and pushing me back. She pushed me until I was clear of the door and then she pushed it closed. "Now, tell me, did you enjoy seeing those sexy young bodies showering? Soaping up their tits, the suds running down their bodies and between their legs?" She asked, as she unbuttoned the front of her blouse. She slipped it off and let it flutter to the floor. "I know how horny you young studs can be. I bet it was getting you so turned on, watching them all shower." She said, as she reached behind her and unclipped her bra. She took it off, leaving her tits completely bare. "You and I we already trust each other, don't we?" She asked, as she pushed her slacks down. She stepped out of the baggy legged pants laying on the floor and stood wearing only a tiny panty. That went next, hanging on her finger when they were off her legs. She reached for me and hung the panties on my shoulder. I could smell her arousal on the crotch of the panties as she walked past me to the exam table. "Young men get such hard dicks watching girls play with themselves. Would you like to see that? See me play with myself? I would, if you'd tell me who did this."
"I don't think..." I started to say, but she turned and pressed her fingers to my lips.
"Shhhhh. Don't say no. Just think about it." She said, as she turned and went back to what she was doing. She pulled a metal arm out of the side of the table and then stepped to the other side. There was a matching mechanical arm on that side that she pulled out and erected. She stepped between them, turned her back to the table and then sat on it. She lay back and lifted her feet, resting one of her high heels in each one, which held her legs spread wide apart. "Now, we both know we've been here before. I trust you. Do you trust me? Why don't you tell me who did this to you."
"I can't."
"Well, what would make you trust me enough to tell me."
"I don't know," I answered honestly.
"Then why don't you come over here and rub on my pussy a minute or two and think about it." She coaxed.
"Yeah, I know. You think if you let me have sex with you that I'll tell you. Personally, I think that's pretty screwed up. Why would you wanna debase yourself that way, just to find out who did this?"
"Who says it's the reason I'm doing this? Maybe I just want to make a better connection to you?"
"Uh huh. I shouldn't be having sex with you."
"You're absolutely right. You shouldn't, not at all. That would be completely wrong, for both of us." She said, as she began to rub and stroke her pussy, spreading her lips and letting me see her pink depths. She worked her fingers between her lips and stroked the wetness from between them. I couldn't help myself. I stepped between her legs, step by step, getting my raging hardon closer and closer to her pussy. "No, you need to make sure Erica doesn't ever have to put up with being embarrassed that way. It's right to protect her... but what says that they won't do it anyway?"
"Do it anyway?"
"Sure, they get away with it with you, if they want to hurt you, what keeps them from doing it to her anyway?"
"I hadn't thought of that."
"I can understand that." She said, as she reached for my dick between her legs. "A little closer sweetie. Let me feel how big and hard you are. Ohhhh yeah. That's it." She cooed, as she grasped my dick. Her hand began to stroke it slowly, aiming it at her pussy lips, but not actually pulling me toward it. "You're so big and hard."
"One girl said I wasn't all that big."
"And you believe her? We both know that you're slightly larger than average, but size isn't everything. The way you made Dena climax? Oh yeah. You have the skills. Tell me, what's the greatest number of times you've made a girl climax? Two? Three? More?"
"Five, I think."
"Five. Now that isn't average, is it?" she asked as I inched a little closer. "God, I am soooo horny. Let me tease my clit with it. Just let me rub it up and down across my clit."
"Shouldn't I be wearing a condom?" I asked, as she pulled me just a little closer and began to rub me between her lips.
"You most definitely should. But I know that I don't have any STD's and you know you don't have any, so I think we can trust each other this one time, don't you?"
"Uh huh." I breathed, as she teased my dick head between her lips. I felt and watched her rub me up from the entrance to her depths to her clit, up and down, my head stroking her.
"Ohhhh yes! That feels so good. Do you want to do it?"
I didn't answer but grabbed my dick and rubbed my head up and down her slit. Each time I pushed down, I could feel my head press ever so slightly into the entrance of her vagina. It was so temping to just push into her. Each time I stroked my head down it seemed like I stayed there longer and pressed myself into her just a few millimeters further. I could feel the pressure on the crown of my head, just like when Erica or Lilly sat on me, teasing me, pushing down on me but not hard enough to force me into her. This time it was me teasing myself.
"Ohhhh, fuck yes!" She moaned, as I leaned a little further toward her and my cock slipped into her. I pulled back, intending on pulling out and rubbing her clit again. I stroked up to her clit and then down again. This time she hooked one of her heels against my bare ass and pulled me into her. "Oh yes David. Fuck me. Make me come for you like you did to Dena!"
I started to stroke in and out, reaching up to her tits and grabbing both her big soft mounds. She moved one hand to her crotch and began to rapidly frig her clit, while I pumped in and out. I reached for her hand and pushed it away, replacing her finger with my thumb. She gasped loudly as I began to rub my thumb in circles on top of that super sensitive nub. I coordinated my strokes, driving in and out of her, in time with my thumb rubbing on her clit, her gasps and moans growing louder. She reached up and covered her mouth to silence herself as I drove harder into her, plunging my cock deep in her with each stroke.
"OH God!" She cried into her hand, as her pussy began to clench and spasm around me. Her legs shook and she lifted them from the stirrups, to spread them wider, allowing me to drive into her a few millimeters deeper.
MY body jerked hard, as I started to come in her, the feeling of my cum surging into her making her scream into her hand. I stood there, jerking and twitching for at least a minute before she lowered her legs back to the stirrups and uncovered her mouth, panting heavily.
"Holy fuck!" She gasped. "Jesus, you made me come hard."
"I'm still not telling you who it was."
"I wish you would. I want to protect both of you."
"I hardly think this is how you protect my son." I heard mom say from behind me. I whirled around, pulling my mostly hard dick from Jessica.
"MOM!"
"Uh huh. Now, you want to explain this?" She asked both of us, her eyes darting down to my dick, still dripping cum, and Jessica's pussy leaking the rest of it.
"It's my fault Mrs. Evers. I was trying to convince your son to divulge the names of the girls that handcuffed him naked in the girls showers."
"They did what!?" she exclaimed in shock.
"Several girls, that he refuses to name, pulled him into the showers, handcuffed and stripped him. They threatened to do the same to Erica if he told who did it. I have a good idea who they were, but I can't act on that without his statement." Jessica said, as she slid off the side of the table and bent to pick up the towel I'd had around me to cover herself.
"And having sex with my son was a responsible way to get that information?"
"No Mrs. Evers, it most certainly was not! It was a spur of the moment attempt to garner trust with him. I shouldn't have done it. I realize that."
Mom held my clothes out to me. "Put these on."
"Yes ma'am." I mumbled as I took the clothes and quickly dressed. She stood silently, watching Jessica stand nervously. "Now, go home." She said, as I finished pulling my shoes on. "I'll be along soon. I think she and I need to have a discussion first."
"Yes ma'am." I said before slipping out the door and heading out of her office. God knew what kind of trouble she was going to be in. I was part way down the hall when I turned around and went back. I opened the door to mom and Jessica standing, talking. "I'm pretty sure the ring leader was Lyetta." I said, before closing the door and heading back out.
When I got to the car and unlocked the door, I found my clothes, including the cut-up shirt, my wallet and my phone. I got in and drove home. The phone rang on the way.
"Erica, hi." I answered.
"Where have you been. I waited for an hour for you and you never showed up or called or anything."
"Waited where?"
"Where your note said. At the park, after school."
"Erica, I wasn't there because some of Lilly's friends basically kidnapped me. The handcuffed me in the visitor showers and stripped me and left me there to be found."
"They didn't!"
"They did."
"Those shitty little cunts! I have half a mind to give them a serious pounding."
"NO! Don't. They threatened to do the same thing to you in the boys showers. I don't want you doing anything that will make you a target. I'm trying to protect you."
"You can't protect me if they decide to do something. This is something we should deal with together."
"No. Erica, please. You shouldn't have to pay for me messing things up with Lilly. I'm going to confront her and get her to tell them to back off. This is my problem."
"No, it's OUR problem. I love you. We can handle this together."
"No. Erica. If they did that to you...locked you to a post in the boys showers, it wouldn't end nearly as good for you, as it did for me. Guys, they don't get frightened when they see a naked woman in the bathroom. They take advantage. I know some of the guys on the basket ball team. Lots of them are good guys, but some...if they found you naked, they'd definitely fuck you right there. Trust me. You don't want to end up there. Don't trust any notes you get from me. And don't go anywhere around school alone!"
"I don't understand you. Let me help."
"Best thing you can do to help is to stay safe. I'll deal with them."
I pulled in the drive shortly after hanging up with her. I waited in the house only a short time before mom drove in.
I was waiting in the living room, when my sister Patty walked in, instead of mom. "Hey little brother. What's going on?"
"Not much."
"Yeah, right. I've seen that look. You're waiting to get punished. I can see the look in your eyes. You always look that way."
"I am not."
"Really? Wanna try again. Hey? What'd you do to your wrists?"
"Long story."
"So, tell me. Come on little brother. Let me guess...more girl trouble?"
"I'm coming to the conclusion that all girls are trouble."
"Uh oh. Wanna explain that?"
"No."
"You're sure?" She asked again, as mom walked in.
"I'm sure." I answered.
"Oh, hi honey. You want to leave us alone a bit?"
"Sure mom." Patty said, getting up. "Told you, getting punished." She said with a smirk before walking away.
Mom sat down in a chair across from me. "Nurse Crow and I had a nice conversation. I don't think she'll be doing that again, but at the same time, I know that you'd be beside yourself, if you thought she was getting into trouble because of you. So, I won't push it any further, as long as she leaves you alone."
"Thanks mom."
"Don't thank me. I didn't do anything. If I hadn't shown up while you two were having sex, I'd have never known. I'm just turning a blind eye this one time, understood?"
"Yes Ma'am."
"Now, about Erica."
"I want her left out of this. They sent her to the park. They could have sent her to where they could do what they threatened. If she got tied up in the boys locker room, I can guarantee that she wouldn't come out unscathed. I know at least two of the guys on the basketball team would fuck her before anyone found out she was there."
"That's a serious charge. You think they'd rape her?"
"Without a second thought." I replied.
"Alright. I'll leave it be. But be careful."
"I will." I said as I got up and headed to my room. Patty's door was open, ajar, as I walked past, and I could have sworn I saw movement in there. I hoped she wasn't listening.
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Chapter 6
I woke up with my alarm, six forty-five on the dot. The previous day's events still weighing heavily, causing my sleep to be much less than restful. I rubbed the sleep from my face and headed to the bathroom to shower. I tossed my PJ bottoms onto the floor, turned on the water and then stepped in. I stood there, holding my hands up, trying to keep the gauze wrappings dry while I let the water cascade over my body. It was the closest I was going to be able to do to shower. I wasn't in the shower more than two or three minutes when the curtain pulled back and my sister Patty stepped in with me. She was completely naked, as one would expect! I just wouldn't expect my two-year older sister, to be in the shower with me in any form, let alone nude.
"Looks like you need some help."
"What are you doing in here?" I asked, covering my dick with my hands.
"What? Bashful? We've both seen each other naked already, so what's the difference? I'm trying to help. You're getting the bandages all wet." She said, taking my hands and lifting them again so they were out of the water. She placed one on the wall and the other on the shower curtain bar. "Keep 'em up there."
"I don't have time for this. I have to get ready for school."
"Uh-uh. It's Saturday Dork! No school. Now spill. What the hell is going on?"
"Nothing," I answered.
"Not good enough. Bandaged wrists. Handcuffed in a girls shower? Having sex with Miss Crow?"
"How do you know about that?"
"I overheard you and mom. Didn't take much to put two and two together. Miss Crow was nurse when I was there too, remember? She's a hottie, but still, fucking the school nurse?"
"It's not like it sounds."
"Oh really? Well, here's what it sounds like. My little brother is in the middle of a feud with some mean girls, maybe cheerleaders, from the sound of it, and these mean girls have taken it upon themselves to turn you into a chump in front of the whole school. That about it?" The fact that I was silent was all the answer she needed. "Damn little brother. How the hell did you get yourself mixed up in this?"
"I dunno, it all started because Lilly wanted me to take her to the prom, to spite her ex. I played along. Somehow, and I don't understand it, she fell in love with me. She heard the girls were going to break us up, so she set up this thing with Erica to cause a scene so she could break us up, instead of the girls doing whatever it was they planned."
"And you believed that?"
"Well, uh, sorta, yeah."
"I see. And how does Erica fall into this?"
"Erica and I sorta have feelings for each other."
"OH MY GOD! MY little brother IS in the middle of a love triangle! One dweeb and one hot girl? NO FUCKING way I would have ever guessed that was gonna happen."
"Oh stop. It's not funny!"
"No, it isn't. So, tell me about this thing the hot girl set up. How was she going to break you up?"
"She heard that her friends were going to embarrass me somehow. She convinced Erica to go to prom and make out with me. We were supposed to slip off to this room and pretend to have sex. She was going to show up before we got too far and have this big fight, you know, me making out with another woman. Well, she never showed up, so we just kept going farther and farther until we were really having sex. We got done and Lilly still hadn't shown up, so we went back to the dance floor. Turns out that we were filmed having sex and her friends played the video in front of the whole senior class, me having sex with Erica!"
"Oh my God. Is THAT what went down?!? This all makes a lot more sense now."
"How so?"
"You think she got Erica to fuck you just so she could have a fight? Really? What woman, if she really is into a guy, is going to willingly give him to another woman to fuck? They don't do that!"
"So, she really set me up?"
"Looks that way to me."
"But we weren't ever supposed to have sex. She was supposed to catch us before that. She said she didn't want me to. I don't know if I should believe her or not anymore."
"She still thinks she loves you?"
"Yeah."
"And you think you can trust her?"
"I don't know anymore," I said, shaking my head.
"I don't wonder. Now, let me help you out here, okay?"
"What are you going to do?" I asked, as she turned her back to me.
"Help you shower, what else?" She said, as she turned back with a hand full of liquid body wash. "Turn around." I did as she asked and she began to soap my back, her hands moving around and rubbing all the way up and down my back. Her soapy hands rubbed over and around my bare butt and then even slipped between them. "Back around." I turned to face her again and blushed as she looked down at my suddenly hard dick. "Someone got a little hard there, didn't he?" she said with a grin, as I stared at her tits, the soapy bubbles that were on them slowly sliding down over her creamy mounds.
"Sorry."
"What's to be sorry about? I've seen bigger dicks." She said, as she turned around to get more soap. She bent over some and as her ass pushed back at me in the confines of the shower, she couldn't help but press her bare ass against my hard dick. I bit my lower lip, as my cock head brushed against her pussy lips, making me want to push toward her, but knowing that wasn't even right.
"Sorry," I mumbled again, as she straightened up and turned back to me with another handful of soap.
"For what?" She asked innocently.
"For...um...never mind."
"No problem then," she said, as she began to soap my chest. Her hands roamed over my chest and stomach, working slowly down toward my hard dick. She gently let one soapy hand cup my balls, while the other wrapped around my dick. "Need to get this clean too." She said a little huskily. Her hand stroked my shaft, working a lather on it.
She let go and rinsed her hands. She turned away again, bent over and once again, pushed her pussy against my hardon as she bent. She straightened after a few moments and turned to face me. "Hair." Was all she said. I tilted my head back under the water to wet my hair and then leaned back forward again. She pressed her tits against me and I felt my dick slip between her legs as she lifted her hands to my head. She slowly worked the soap into my hair, her body moving as she did. Her tits slid back and forth across my chest, her hard nipples rubbing on me and her hips moving toward and away from me, grinding her pussy on my hard shaft.
It felt her close her thighs to capture me and her hips moved more fluidly, no longer even trying to pretend she wasn't grinding her clit on my cock. "Kinda turned on actually." She whispered. "You don't mind if I get off, do you?" She tilted my head back and rinsed my hair, her hips moving on my dick, as she worked the shampoo suds from my hair.
"Uh, no, I guess not."
"Good." She whispered so softly I almost couldn't hear it. She rocked her hips slowly, my dick sliding between her thighs, her hot, wet, pussy lips spread over the top of my shaft. I could feel her rock-hard nipples grinding against my chest, as her hands reached down and cupped my bare butt cheeks. Her breathing grew more ragged and her strokes more forceful, as her climax slowly grew. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!" She panted, as her legs began to tremble slightly. She continued to rock against me, her hands squeezing my butt cheeks as she did so, the tremble in her legs growing, as the tingle in my own body began to spread. "OHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" she squeaked in a high pitched voice, as her whole body shook and jerked, almost like mine did, when I climaxed. She held us tighter, her nipples grinding into me, as she held us together, panting, as her body spasmed slightly and the shaking of her legs ebbed. She released me and looked down at my rock-hard cock. "You haven't yet, have you?"
"Uh-uh." I said breathlessly. "But I was close."
"You better not ever tell anyone about this." She said as she squatted down in the shower. She wrapped both hands around my cock and began to stroke it vigorously, aiming it at her face as she did. "Go ahead. I know how guys love to come on a girl's face."
I stared at her as the tingle and warmth spread, her hands coaxing me closer and closer to climax. With a deep grunt, my body let go, spurting a shot of hot, white cum at her face. Two, three, four, powerful shots lanced out onto her face, before she closed her lips around my head. I felt two more good shots flow into her mouth, before she was sucking the fading, remaining cum from me. She let go of my dick, held her hands out to catch some water and rinsed her face. She stood up and looked at me. "Remember...not a word...ever!"
"Not a word." I agreed, as she stepped out of the shower. I stood there for at least two or three more minutes, letting my body come down from the high of climax, before turning off the water. By the time I did, Patty was gone. I dried off, went to my room and dressed.
"Good morning sleepy head." Mom said, as she was bustling around the kitchen.
"Morning," I answered, as I sat at the table.
"Do you need your bandages changed after your shower?" She asked, as she turned and stepped back to the table. She looked at my wrists and then my wet head. "How did you manage that?"
"What?" I asked innocently. She gave me a sideways look that said, 'I'm not letting this go yet.' I frowned, "Patty helped me."
She raised her eyebrows and then gave me a little smirk. "Well, how about that. I didn't know you and your sister were that...um...comfortable with each other."
"Surprised me too." I answered, as she turned away.
---o---
I sat in front of Lilly's house, unsure if I should go in or not. I was torn between trusting her and wanting to use her, to get to the girls that had done what they had, and were threatening more. She had said Lyetta was the ring leader, so that was my target. Erica had been adamant that I let this go and not perpetuate the war, but it was for her sake that I needed to do what I was thinking about. There was no way I was going to allow this group of girls to put Erica in a position to be raped, not if I could help it. I remembered Lyetta all too well. She was the one that stuffed her panties in my mouth. If I was going to go after her, I needed to know for sure that it was her.
I finally walked to the door and rang the bell.
"David!" Missy said cheerfully, as she answered the door. She had on a pair of shorts, a tank top, which clearly didn't have a bra under it, and an apron around her waist. "I was just doing some baking, come on in!"
"Hi Mrs. Crowell," I answered as I stepped in. "Is Lilly home?"
"Are we back to that again? It's Missy to you. She ran to the store for me, should be home in a few minutes. Come on, you can keep me company while you wait."
"Sure," I answered, following her to the kitchen.
"My husband is out of town, again." She said, with a roll of her eyes. "Seems like he's gone more than he's home anymore."
"I hear my mom complain about the same thing. With the economy the way it is, they just keep piling more work on who they have, instead of adding more people. They gave my dad two more states in his territory, so he's stuck in Colorado this weekend."
"Must be hard for her. A woman has needs, after all."
"I suppose it is. I guess I hadn't really thought of that."
"I think of that all the time. You're one of the few boys I can even discuss it with, let alone do anything about it with."
"Yeah, I'm not so sure Lilly would appreciate us doing that any longer."
"You'd think so, but from what I hear you've had your share of trouble at school lately and having a lawyer in your corner isn't exactly a bad thing, now is it?"
"Mrs. Crowell, Missy, are you suggesting that we have sex as payment?"
"I wouldn't say that. I'd never say that. But, if two friends do favors for each other, there's no harm in that, is there?"
"Uh huh...and by a favor you mean..."
"Helping me with baking?" She said hopefully. "I do so love naked, coed baking, don't you?" She grinned at me and undid the apron around her waist. Her shirt and shorts went next, followed by the only other thing she had on, a pair of tiny bikini panties. "Now, I'm going to knead this dough, and you can take off your clothes and knead anything you want."
It didn't take a rocket scientist to know what she wanted. To be honest, I was pretty turned on by watching her big tits wiggle and sway, as she worked the dough on the counter. I pulled off my shirt and pants, dropping them on the floor next to hers. Leaving only my socks on, I stepped behind her, letting my dick slip between her legs.
"Mmmmmmmm. I like that idea." She said softly, as I reached around and cupped both of her big tits. "I like that even better." She added, as my hands began to knead her soft tits. Her butt soon was moving to and away from the counter, rubbing her soft inner lips along my shaft. I could feel her wetness spreading across my shaft and head, as my hard dick worked between her soft inner lips. She pushed away from the counter, pushing me back at the same time. I had to let go of her tits as she turned to face me. "Gotta let that rest a minute." She cooed softly. "But you don't have to."
I reached for her breasts and squeezed both, while she reached for my dick. She pulled me toward her as she backed up toward the counter. Her butt hit the edge and she slid to the side, settling in the corner. She let go to lift herself onto the counter, and then lifted her feet to set one on each counter edge, her position spreading her legs in a wide vee. "Now how about you test my oven and see it it's hot enough?" She grasped my dick again and pulled it to her, aiming it at her exposed pussy. She rubbed my head up and down her wet slit, coating my head with her juices.
I pushed toward her, easily sliding my dick into her, drawing a deep moan from her. "Ohhhhhhhhh yes. I need this soooo badly."
I held her tits and began to push in and out, slowly at first, and then with quickening strokes. I was soon thrusting hard into her hot, wet depths while she moaned and gasped in pleasure. She moved one hand to her pussy and began to tease her fingers between her lips and over her clit. Watching her play with herself, her fingers inches from where my cock was plunging into her, pushed my buttons even more. I felt her pussy start to clench around me, signaling that her climax was moments away. I smiled to myself, as she cried out in pleasure, with the onset of her climax. "FUCK YES! GOOOOOOD DAMN YES!"
My body jerked hard and jammed my engorged shaft and head deep into her as the first surge of cum pumped into her. She reached for me and pulled me to her, pressing my face to her tits as she shook and spasmed in orgasm. I let her hold me, panting, while my cock filled her with my cum. We stayed that way until my cock softened enough to slip from her pussy, only then did she release me.
I stepped back and watched my cum leak from her gaping pussy, drooling from her and dripping to the floor. She reached down and used her fingers to gather my cum and spread it around her pussy lips. "God, I love having you fuck me. You pump so much more cum into me than Greg does."
"Mother, really?" Lilly said, as she walked in the kitchen door with a brown grocery bag.
"Just a little baking help."
"Yeah, as if he can actually give you a bun in the oven. I thought we had a deal. You weren't going to fuck him without me there."
"Well, you were gone to the store."
"Good lord mother," Lilly said with a shake of her head. She took my hand and pulled me. "Come on. We can go out to the pool." I let her pull me by the hand to the back yard and next to the pool. She let go of me and started to get undressed.
"Lilly. We really need to talk." I said, as I watched her getting naked. She had a fantastic looking body, and she knew it. She also knew exactly what showing it to me would do.
"Yes, we do, but not yet. First, I need something from you."
"That could be tough, after your mom."
She grinned at me. "Come on, let's get wet first." She took my hand again and pulled me to the water and down the stairs into the pool. Once we were about waist deep, she turned, wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into an embrace. We stood in the middle of the pool, kissing for so long I lost track of time. It was not unlike the first time we kissed, except that I knew what I was doing this time. We teased each other's lips and tongues and let each other touch what we could reach. By the time we were done my dick had started to recover and I could tell she was extremely turned on.
We moved to the edge of the pool and I lifted her to sit on the edge, she lifted and spread her legs for me, as I stepped between them and lowered my face to her completely shaved pussy.
"I shaved this morning, hoping you'd come by." She said softly, as I kissed her full outer lips. "I really wanted you to come by."
"I can tell." I answered, before stroking my tongue up the small amount of inner lip protruding from her. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to spread her lips, just like she taught me, weeks before.
"Oh God David!" She moaned, as I licked up her lips and found her clit. I stroked and teased it, doing all the things that I'd learned from her, to do. She had been a good teacher and I was thoroughly enjoying myself, so much so that when she climaxed, it was almost a surprise. Her whole body shook and trembled, as I continued to flick the tip of my tongue across her clit. I knew she loved having me make her come this way, but I also knew what she liked after. I pulled my face from between her legs and reached to her. I pulled her off the wall and into the water with me. She looked at me, breathing heavily, and whispered to me.
"I love you, David. I know you don't believe me right now, but I want so much to prove it to you. I love you and I want you forever. I want you to be mine forever."
"I wish..."
"No. Don't say it. Please don't say it." She said, pressing her hand to my mouth. "I don't want to hear it. Just give me a chance, please."
"Alright." I answered.
"Now, fuck me like you did mom. Make me come again with your cock and feel you coming in me."
I lifted her and let her wrap her legs around me. I walked up the stairs with her wrapped around me, almost stumbling once, but making it to one of the lounge chairs. I laid her on it and she spread her legs wide for me. I aimed my now, rock hard dick, at her pussy and rubbed my head up and down her slit. She moaned in pleasure, as I forced myself into her, feeling her hot wetness enveloping me. I pushed in a few inches and pulled back, drawing her wetness out to lubricate her lips again. Half a dozen times I pushed in and out before I had fully lubricated both of us.
"Fuck me lover. Fuck me like you did that night we did it the first time. Remember how it felt? How emotional it was for both of us? Fuck me like that. Make me feel that with you again!"
I started to drive in and out, slowly at first, but with more speed and vigor, as I felt my orgasm growing. She rocked her hips in time with me and I watched her soft tits move and roll sexily on her chest. In and out I thrust, watching her watch me, watching her mouth silently saying that she loved me, that she wanted me. I listened to her whisper my name as she grew closer to another climax, mine with hers. We came together, my cum pumping deep into her in powerful surges. There wasn't nearly as much as I had just filled her mom with, but what was there flowed into her forcefully. I could feel it filling the space around my cock, stretching her vaginal walls just that tiny little bit more as I held my cock deep inside her.



"Damn!" I swore quietly, as I looked down at her face. I lowered my face to hers and lay on top of her as I kissed her. Not an erotic fuck me kiss, like we'd shared in the pool. No, this kiss was much different. It was the same as the kisses we'd shared before Erica. It was a loving kiss. It was the kind of kiss she wanted from me, but not because she wanted it, but because it was what I felt.
"I knew you still loved me," she whispered breathlessly, as we broke the kiss. "I saw it in your eyes when you looked at me. I felt it in your touch. I knew it was still there. What they did, it wasn't what I wanted. It was mean and ugly and it hurt you, in ways that I can never patch up. But I want to make it up to you. I want you know that I can still be that woman, that lover, that perfect partner. Please let me show you that you can trust me to be that person."
"My mom made a comment to me that I didn't understand at first. It wasn't until I was with Erica, standing in her room, looking at her baring herself to me, baring all her secrets to me. What she said was that I needed to be able to trust in a way that only a lover can trust. She explained about my dad coming home with a pair of women's panties in his suitcase. She didn't pull them out and confront him about it. She didn't get worried that he was cheating. She set them aside and wondered only what strange thing had happened. Turned out that the intern he was taking on a trip had a luggage problem and they combined her things into his bag, and when they got back, her very sexy panties were accidently left in his bag. That's trust. He offered, and she believed it without question."
"And you can believe me that way too."
"Can I? you were standing there with them. Part of me still wonders if what happened wasn't partly organized, or at least, known by you. If I trusted you the way mom trusts dad, I wouldn't even have to ask. With Erica, I know I don't have to ask."
"And with me you don't either. Let me try and erase any doubt. Those girls mean nothing to me compared to you. You have to believe that. Let me prove that to you."
"Okay, how? How do you do that?"
"First, I'm convinced that Lyetta and Coco were the ones that planned the bathroom incident. I didn't even know about it until I heard about it after. They kept it from me, and these are supposed to be my friends! Let me at least even the score with them. We're supposed to have a pool party next Saturday, here. I can make it so you get to see every one of them naked. I can even video it so that you have video of all of them naked. Will that prove it to you? Prove to you that I really do put you ahead of them?"
"I think it'd be a start," I answered.
"I know you're still going to see Erica. I know you're not going to commit to me now, not yet. I understand that. But don't make a decision that you might regret. Not without giving me a chance."
"I thought I knew what I wanted to do, but now? I don't know."
"I applied to Harvard. They said it shouldn't be a problem, but it will take the paperwork a few weeks to get through and get me a letter. I can go east with you. Mom promised that she'd pay for an apartment for me and you. We could live together there, give us time to decide if we want to have a life together. I don't know how to do more, to prove that I want you forever."
"I don't know what to say."
"Just don't say no. Not without thinking it all the way through. I know Erica wants you too. I know she'll try everything to keep you, I would in her shoes."
"You have to answer a question for me. Honestly."
"Anything. You can always ask me anything you want and I'll always answer honestly."
"Why did you set me up with Erica to have sex with. My sister says that no girl, that wanted a guy, would ever set him up to have sex with another girl. So why did you?"
She took a deep breath. "Honest answer. I knew she liked you, which I played on to get her to be my decoy. To be honest, I didn't think she had the balls to go through with fucking you. I expected her to get partly undressed and chicken out. I misjudged how much she liked you."
"So, you didn't do it on purpose? Set me up to have sex with her?"
"No. I knew she felt like she wanted to, but she was such a..."
"Dweeb? Like me?"
She nodded. "Yeah. A Dweeb like you. I didn't think she had the balls to actually get naked and have sex in such a public setting. I figured you two would just feel each other up a bit, then I'd get there, and we'd have that fight. But they stopped me, somehow they found out my plan. I was stopped so that she was left completely alone, ready and wanting to have sex."
"Who knew?" I asked. "Who did you tell?"
"That's just it. I don't remember telling anyone but Erica and my mom."
"Someone found out," I said.
"Or Erica leaked it?"
"That I don't even consider a possibility. Not the way she reacted when it happened. No, she had no idea that was happening. I don't see that your mom would have anything to gain by leaking it. No, someone else found out somehow. And I need to know who that someone was."
"Well, I'm pretty sure Lyetta was the one that planned that. I can't prove it, but she seems to be the ring leader on all this. I have no idea why, but she has a thing against you. First it was me, now it seems like she's just gunning for you. I don't understand it."
"Well, let's not let her know just yet, that we're on to her."
"What are you going to do?" She asked.
"Does it matter?"
"No, other than I wish I could be in on whatever it is."
"I definitely want to keep you out of it. I want to keep both of you out of it."
"What about the pool party? Wanna come and see all the girls naked?"
"It seems fitting, since they've all been checking me out."
"Next Saturday; I have a perfect idea how to make it happen."
"Sounds good. I have to move. This is starting to get uncomfortable."
"You are a bit heavy, but I wasn't going to say anything."
We got up and moved to a lounge chair in the shade and spent the rest of the afternoon snuggling.
---o---
"Well, there he is. Have a good afternoon with Lilly?" Patty asked, as I walked into the house.
"Lilly? I thought you were with Erica now." Mom said, from where she sat on the sofa, reading a book.
"Yeah, me too," I said, dropping onto the sofa.
"Oh, this is Mary. She's in the same dorm as me." Patty said, as a slender Asian girl walked into the room.
"Uh, hi." I said, as she came to the sofa and sat down next to me, trapping me between her and mom.
"Hi. Patty's told me a lot about you. She's right. You are kinda cute."
I couldn't help but feel myself blush.
"Come on Mary. You promised."
"Okay," she answered my sister. "I have a habit of trying to embarrass boys. It's my coping mechanism. If I embarrass them, then I don't have to worry about them hitting on me."
"Well, I guess that's one way to do it." Mom said. "So, you want to talk about it?"
"Not really."
"He doesn't want to admit that he's the number one star in a love triangle," Patty said. "Personally, I think it's kinda cute. Goes all through high school without a date and now he's being chased by two girls at once."
"I'm not being chased!" I protested.
"Oh, little brother. Trust me, YOU are being chased! Or am I mistaken that you didn't spend the afternoon having sex with Lilly?"
"I...um...I think I'll go to my room," I said, pushing off the sofa.
"Like I said," Patty giggled, as I walked to the stairs.
I closed the door, and spent the next half hour talking to a very upset Erica. She was angry, not only that I had ignored her plea to leave it alone, but also that I had accidently rekindled the fire with Lilly. I guess I couldn't blame her. She hung up on me just before I was called for dinner. After dinner she refused my calls. I wanted to apologize, but I wasn't even sure how.
---o---
Mom had changed my bandages on my wrists the night before. The pool water hadn't done them any favors, even after being changed once by Lilly. I got up Sunday morning and stepped into sis's room. "Hey, sis." I whispered, not wanting to wake her friend.
"Yeah?"
"Can you help me again today?"
She looked at me and then her friend, clearly concerned about us doing what we did last time. "Okay," she finally whispered, "but just washing this time."
"Sure," I agreed.
She got up and followed me to the bathroom and closed the door after we were both in. "We shouldn't have done what we did yesterday, you know that, right?"
"Yeah. I do. I really do just need a shower," I said, after dropping my PJ bottoms.
"Yeah, I bet, after fucking all afternoon. I'm surprised you can still get it up." She said, as she looked at my quickly hardening dick, as she pulled off her nightgown.
"I can't help it. It just does that."
"Yeah, I guess," she said, as she reached into the shower and turned on the water. She was bent over, her butt pushing at me, her pussy peeking out between her thighs, as she waited for the warm water to arrive through the pipes. I couldn't resist and stepped to her, letting the head of my dick gently brush her pussy lips. "I thought I said I wasn't doing that again."
"Again? We didn't do it in the first place."
"And that's the way it's going to stay." She hissed with irritation, as I pressed the head of my dick to her lips, moving it up and down slightly to spread her lips and let the tip work between her soft inner lips. I rubbed up and down, stroking from the entrance to her depths to her clit. I was sure the water was warm by now, but she stayed bent over, letting me play with her pussy with my cock head, teasing her clit as I did. She moved her feet slightly apart and arched her back down a little, to push her clit more toward me. As much as she said no, I couldn't help but tease her that I was going to. I pressed my head against her pussy a little harder, nestling it into the entrance to her depths. I wasn't intending to actually fuck her, but I had to admit, it was an awfully good-looking pussy.
She pushed back at me slightly, forcing her lips to spread around my head a little more. All I would have to do is press in a slight bit more, just the slightest of pressure and I'd be sliding into her hot, wet depths. When the bathroom door opened, we both jerked our heads around in surprise and no small amount of guilt at being caught in this position. Patty jerked back to look past the curtain toward the door, driving my cock deep into her, in one thrust.
"OH MY GOD! PATTY!" Mary said, as she stood with the door open, staring at the two of us, my cock now pushed deep into her pussy. "Fucking your brother!"
"It's not what it seems." Patty quickly gasped, pulling off my dick.
Mary pushed the door closed and stood with her butt against it. "Don't mind me. I think it's pretty fucking hot. More than a few times, I thought it would be cool to fuck my brother, but I wasn't ever brave enough."
"I'm not...I mean...we weren't..." Patty protested.
"Looked like it to me. I mean, I could see his dick in you, it's still looks like it was just in a pussy. Don't let me stop you."
"I was just in here to help him with the shower." Patty protested again.
"Uh huh. I bet."
"It's true!"
"Okay. If you say so. Go ahead. Don't let me stop you. I mean, if you're going to help him shower, it seems like maybe you need to be IN the shower, right?"
"I...We...It's, fuck." Patty stammered, before swearing softly.
"Yeah, looked like it to me too," Mary said as she pushed off the door with her butt and then pulled the t-shirt she was wearing up and off, leaving her as naked as we were. "So, got room for a third in there? You wash his front and I wash his back and we meet in the middle?"
"Seriously? You want to fuck my brother?" Patty asked in surprise.
"Uh-uh. I want US to fuck your brother. Think he can keep it up long enough to do both of us? How about it Davy? Think you can fuck two women at once?"
I chuckled. "Wouldn't be the first time. Who gets the end?"
"Oh me of course. A brother shouldn't give that to his sister. It wouldn't be right."
Mary stepped to the shower and pulled the curtain back, holding it open for me. I stepped in and she stepped in after, leaving it part way open for Patty to join us. I wasn't sure she was actually going to, but then, to my surprise, she did.
"You better make it quick thought. Mom might get suspicious at such a long shower."
"If that's what you want." I reached up for the bar with one hand, and put the other on the wall above the water spray. Patty turned around and bent over again, pushing her ass out at me, as she reached between her legs to find my dick. She aimed me for her pussy and pushed back at me. I pushed forward and drove my dick every bit as far into as it had been before, if not further. She moaned, as I started to stroke in and out, Mary reaching around me to stroke my chest and stomach as well as Patty's butt. I worked rhythmically, intentionally squatting a little to make my cock rub her clit with each stroke. Of course, that also meant that my dick was rubbing her vaginal walls with more force, and keeping from filling her, was suddenly becoming a concern.
"Patty. I don't know how much longer I can do this."
"What? Tired already?" Mary asked me, from behind.
"No. Not that."
"Ahhhhh. Gonna come in her huh? I thought you were going to save that for me?"
"Believe me, I'm trying," I answered, as I kept thrusting into my sister.
"I don't think she's gonna mind," Mary said with a giggle, squeezing her body against mine. "I think she's about ready to come all over your cock."
I felt Patty's pussy squeeze around me and a small squeaking gasp come from her as she realized she was climaxing on my dick. If it hadn't been for that, I might have actually held off long enough to get out of her, but Mary pressed against me, forcing me, and trapping me inside Patty, just as my body decided it couldn't hold back any longer. I spasmed and jerked, as I pumped shot after shot of cum into my sister.
Mary held us there, my cock buried in Patty, her face and tits pressed against the shower wall. She chuckled softly. "Tell me that wasn't what both of you wanted."
"Oh God Mary!" Patty gasped, as she pushed us both back. She didn't look back as she climbed from the shower and disappeared, not even bothering to close the bathroom door.
"Now, how do we get this back up?" She asked, turning me around to face her. She knelt in the tub in front of me and grasped my still leaking cock. She closed her lips around it and moaned in pleasure as she sucked and teased me, stopping me from getting any softer, and very quickly, getting it growing again. In only a few minutes she stood up, turned around to face away from me and invited me, wordlessly, to fuck her like I had Patty. I reached past her to turn off the cooling water, and then grasped my hard cock. I pushed into her, feeding my hardon deep into her pussy.
"Ohhhh yes. That's it. Fuck my tight little pussy." She moaned, as I started to stroke in and out of her. I thrust hard, slapping loudly against her bare ass, her hands reaching for the wall to keep me from knocking her over. In and out I thrust my cock, slapping her ass loudly with each stroke. I could feel and hear how wet she was, my cock squishing audibly with each stroke. I thrust hard, her big tits swinging wildly. I wanted to see, so I pulled the curtain back and watched us in the vanity mirror, watching her tits swing, watching my cock appear and disappear, as I fucked her with abandon. That's what this was too, fucking. Nothing like what I had felt with Erica, or Lilly yesterday. No, this was raw sex for sex's sake, not the sharing of a shred of emotion.
I thrust into her with abandon, not caring how it felt for her, just how it felt for me. That wasn't quite true. I wanted her to climax. I wanted her to come, but I wasn't as invested, as I had been with Lilly or Erica.
"Fuck. Gonna come baby. Just keep doing that." She panted, as I fucked in and out of her hot pussy. I could feel her body start to shake, little shudders at first, followed by a long deep moan. Then I felt her pussy start to squeeze and spasm around me. Yeah, she was coming, so it was time for me to do the same. I closed my eyes and imagined Lilly on her hands and knees in front of me next to the pool. I imagined the wind and sun kissing our bodies, like it had the day before. I remembered the feeling of her pussy squeezing me, and the sound of her voice as she called my name in the midst of her orgasmic climax.
Then my body was jerking and my cum was pumping into her. There wasn't nearly as much as I'd filled Patty with, but there was more than enough to let her know that I had cum in her pussy. She pulled off of me when my cock stopped twitching, my drooling cock hanging down as the last remnants of cum leaked from me. She turned to face me and pulled us together for a long, wet kiss. "Thanks," she whispered, "I needed that one." She let go and stepped out of the shower. Picking up her PJs she pushed the door the rest of the way open and walked out, leaving me standing there naked and still leaking cum.
I stepped out, dried off what was left and stopped to pick up both my PJs and Patty's. I paused, staring at the counter. There was a pair of underwear there. Neither Patty or Mary had worn any, so I wasn't sure where they came from. I picked up the pair of maroon, lacy panties and looked at them. The crotch was wet, almost as if they had just been worn. They were a size ten. Much too large to belong to either of the girls. That only left one person. I shook my head, understanding that this was a message left for me to be more discrete. The only question was, was it discrete about fucking women in general, or did it include Patty?
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Julie sat in the car, parked in the dirt track of a road running through a wooded area. The forest service road was meant for fire crews to access the huge acreage beyond, but the privacy it afforded was what she was interested in at the moment. Elain, her twenty-four-year-old maid sat in the car beside her, waiting patiently.
"Are you sure I should do this?" Julie asked the windshield, expecting the answer to come from Elain, but the question as much to herself as anyone.
"You know what he's doing. If you want to make a statement, this will shout 'I'm one sexy bitch!' and at the same time make him jealous that he wasn't here. He won't know who's filming it, so it'll drive him crazy wondering what guy was helping you. No way he'll even stop to think it wasn't a guy."
"Doing what I did at the gym, to make him look bad was one thing, but this is for money."
"Trust me. Self-made porn is a huge thing. With your looks and the way that gym video came out, if we ease in with a few like this, that one is going to rake in huge money. You'll have so many guys paying to see that you won't have to worry about him divorcing you, you can decide on your own. Not to mention, it'll trash any hope he ever has of rising in the company. That was the idea, right? That's why he pimped you out to those two guys, wasn't it? Well, he started it."
"Yeah, but once this goes on the internet, it's there forever. I mean, everyone will know it's me."
"Your face maybe, but not your name. I still think you should do this."
"I'll do the video, but let's not post it yet. Give me more time to think about it."
"Alright. Video now, posting later. Car windows down." Elain said as she opened the door and climbed out. She walked around to the driver's side with the small video camera. "Remember. Play to the camera. Pretend you're trying to entice it. And be vocal. Guys love that."
"Yeah, play to the camera and be vocal. Alright. Let's do it!" Julie leaned back in the seat, closed her eyes and tried to calm her pounding heart. Why this was so much harder than the gym? She didn't know, but it was. She opened her eyes and smiled toward the camera. Opening the door. she climbed out of the low-slung Mercedes, standing for a moment, looking around at the pine and oak woods surrounding the car. She closed the door and held her arms out, turning slowly, letting the sun, filtering through the canopy of leaves, flitter across her yellow sun dress. She let the breeze blow across her and felt it move the skirt and blow across her legs. She closed her eyes again and tried to imagine how it was going to feel, when she was naked, blowing across her skin. She opened her eyes and looked at the camera.
"So, you want to see me, do you?" She asked, putting on a naughty little grin for the camera. "Well, maybe I should let you." She reached for the buttons on the front of the dress and slowly began to undo them, one at a time, working the little white button through the yellow material, allowing the front to gap apart a little more, with each button. She saw Elain mouth something to her and nodded almost imperceptibly. "You naughty boy, showing me your cock. You think that'll make me go faster?" She asked with a giggle. "Maybe, it will." She answered herself.
Reaching to her right shoulder she slipped the narrow band off and let it hang down her arm. She did the same with the other, the dress being held up only by her hand on her stomach. The material over her 38DDD tits held in place only by the swell of each full round orb. She moved her hands to her waist and then leaned toward the camera. She wiggled her chest side to side playfully, letting her massive boobs push the material apart, first one breast sticking out and then the other. She let the material of the dress slowly slide down her body, to pool around her ankles on the scrubby grass. She continued to wiggle, to sway her breasts side to side playfully, teasing the imaginary man through the camera. If he was a tit man, he was going to be loving what she was doing, and she knew it. Allen had been that way. He had always loved it when she swung her tits this way.
She took a breath and straightened up, looking down at herself. "Ooooo. Look at that. My dress fell allll the way off. Now how did that happen?" She asked innocently. "Well, maybe since it's already off, I should take my panties off and let the breeze blow across my hot, wet pussy. What do you think? Should I? I should? Okay," she said with a smile. She reached to her hips and the tiny string of the smallest pantie she owned. It was almost, not quite, but almost a thong panty. She pulled and tugged the strings and slowly swayed her hips side to side, pulling one side down and then the other, alternately showing more, then less of her completely shaved mound. She pushed both down slowly, exposing more and more of her mound, until her pussy lips were almost ready to show.
She grinned a wicked little grin, feeling extremely teasing and getting hornier by the moment. She turned her back to the camera and then very slowly pushed the pantie down, bending at the waist and working the pantie down to her ankles. She held the side of the car and lifted one foot at a time, working the tiny underwear over her six-inch spike heels. Each time she lifted a foot, it spread her legs apart and allowed an even better view of her tingling pussy. She straightened and turned to the camera again, and leaned toward it, holding the panties out. "Do you want to hold these for me? I might need them later. I wouldn't want to go home to my husband, leaking your cum down my legs, now, would I?" She tossed the panties past the camera and then stood straight. She tilted her head back, letting her long blond hair blow in the gentle breeze. She let her hands stroke up and down her body, dipping between her legs and stroking her wet pussy for the camera.
"I'm getting soooo turned on. I wish you were here to lick my hot, wet pussy. I'd love to feel your tongue on me, licking slowly up my wet lips, finding my clit and teasing it. Do you want to see it? Do you want to see me play with my pussy for you? Alright." Julie moved to the front of the car, Elaine backing away down the road enough to let Julie sit on the front of the car and then lay back. Julie lifted and spread her legs wide for the camera, moving both hands between her legs. She had some inner labia exposed from between her full round lips, and she used her fingers to spread them apart, opening her sex to the camera, which Elaine zoomed in on.
Julie started to stroke herself, slowly working her fingers between her lips and dipping first one finger and then a second into herself. She lost herself in the sensations, no longer playing to the camera, as much as to her own body. Her fingers teased her clit and then dipped into herself, her left hand pulling and pinching one of her nipples. She could feel her body responding, feel her orgasm growing. Elaine had said to make it as big as possible, and she was more than turned on enough to do that. She didn't squirt often, but she had for Allen, a number of times. She imagined him licking her clit and sticking his fingers into her, trying to make her squirt for him. The last time had been on a beach, the white sands of some island she forgot the name of. She could hear the ocean waves in her mind as the sun warmed her and the wind blew across her body. She felt his tongue teasing her clit and two of his fingers curling up inside her, to stroke that spot deep in her pussy that only he seemed to be able to reach.
She worked her fingers faster, rubbing her clit, imagining his tongue flicking rapidly across the hard nub. She arched her back, feeling her climax approaching, feeling it grow, sending tingles racing from her nipples to her clit and back again. She was going to come.
"Ohhhh God yes! Here it comes honey! Here it is. You want it? You want it all?" she gasped out to the trees, as her legs started to shake and quake. She stroked furiously across her hard clit, feeling the urge grow deep within her. "FUCK YES!" she screamed as her body spasmed and a huge stream of her juices squirted into the air toward the camera. She loved how intense it felt and attacked her clit again, wanting to feel it again. Her second stream was almost as powerful as the first, shooting into the air to land several feet in front of the car, right where Elaine was standing. Julie gasped as a third squirt pushed forth, though not nearly as strong as the first two. She pulled her hands away and let Elaine film her sopping wet pussy leaking and dripping onto the front of her husband's car. "God, I need to be fucked now." She panted, "I need a dick."
She pushed up to look at the camera and grinned to herself at seeing how wet she had accidently gotten Elaine. For a moment she wondered if guys would have liked to see her come like that on Elane, watched her squirting onto her maid.
She pushed off the hood of the car and walked shakily around to the drivers side. She opened the door, knowing what she was going to do, having planned it in advance, thought how she wanted to do it. She wanted to feel something deep in her, she wanted to come on Allen's cock. But he wasn't here. She took off her heels and dropped them on the ground by the car, stepping into the car barefoot. She reached to the side of the drivers seat and used the switches to motor the seat all the way back until I was nearly a bed. She leaned across to the passenger side and did the same to that one, giving her lots of room.
Elaine moved to where she could film through the window, watching, as Julie found the bottle of lubricant on the passenger seat. Without a word, she drizzled some lubricant on the gear shift sticking up from the center console of the Mercedes. She drizzled more on her hand and then stepped to rest one foot on each front seat. She rubbed the lubricant into her pussy and then lowered herself toward the gearshift.
"OH MY GOD, YES!" she moaned loudly, as her pussy spread around the handle of the shifter, the fat bulbous leather handle pushing into her, like a fat cock. She pressed herself down, spreading her legs wide to allow her ass to rest on the console, the seven plus, inch long shifter handle buried fully in her pussy. She moved slowly at first, up and down, her eyes closed as she let the sensations of the handle stroking her vaginal walls spread through her. She knew she was going to come again. She could tell. This was almost as good as her favorite vibrator, the one on a stick with the bulbous head. She worked up and down, her head banging the roof periodically. In frustration, she reached over her head and stopped stroking. Slowly the sunroof motored back, giving her clearance.
Elaine carefully climbed onto the roof of the car to look down through the sun roof with the camera, shooting a view of her all the way down past her enormous tits to her crotch. Julie grasped the edges of the sun roof frame and began to bounce, her head appearing and disappearing through the hole like the head of a jack in the box. She moaned and gasped as she pushed herself closer and closer to another climax. Elaine slid off the car and back to the window, getting a full body view of her tits bouncing wildly a she pounded herself onto the shifter.
"OH FUCK! GONNA COME!" She screamed, as her climax started to overtake her. Her legs shook and trembled, and her motion became erratic, as she climaxed on the leather handle. She finally stopped trying to move and just sat there, her butt cheeks on the imitation wood grain of the console as she panted and shuddered. After what felt like an hour to her, Julie lifted off the shifter and let Elaine film her pussy dripping, as well as her juices covering the shifter.
Elaine motioned for her to say something. "Well, that felt good. Not as good as your cock was pumping in and out of me, but well, since you weren't here." She leaned closer to the camera and blew it a kiss, after which Elaine switched off the camera.
"That was soooo fucking hot. My God Julie. You are gonna have guys creaming in their pants with that."
"You think?"
"Oh, I know. I'm so fucking turned on right now that I might have to sit on that shifter!"
Julie laughed. "You're kidding, right?"
"Fuck no. You can't believe how turned on that made me. Just look!" Elaine pulled her skirt up displaying her powder blue panties, the crotch dark with her moisture.
"God, you are wet." Julie said. "You get turned on watching other women? Isn't that sorta weird?"
"You're kidding, right? You haven't ever gotten turned on with another woman?"
"Well, not really."
Elaine shook her head. She took the camera and set it on the roof of the car, pointing down the road in front of it. Then she reached into the car toward Julie. "Come on."
"What?" Julie asked.
"Trust me. Come on."
Julie took her hand and let her lead her around to the front of the car. Elaine used Julie's hands to help her take her tank top off, and then her bra. Her tits weren't nearly as large as Julie's but her 32C cup boobs had large round areola and extremely hard nipples. She leaned into Julie's chest as she guided Julie's hands to her take her skirt off. Julie was clearly nervous as Elaine coaxed her to take her panties off, lifting them with both their hands, to sniff the wet crotch. The two of them smelled her arousal in the material. "Now, kiss me." Elaine whispered. "Kiss me like you would a guy you wanted to fuck."
Julie took a breath and then slowly leaned toward Elaine. Their lips touched and brushed tentatively, while Elaine's hands began to stroke and tease Julie's body. Julie opened her lips and closed her eyes, choosing to feel the kiss rather than see it. To her surprise, she began to get turned on again, her pussy tingling and excited, as she and Elaine kissed and their hands roamed each other's bodies. She let one hand cup one of Elaine's breasts, and the other slip between their nude bodies. She turned her hand and slipped her fingers between Elaine's thighs, feeling her hot wet pussy lips.
"God I'm so fuckin' horny," Elaine gasped, as they broke the kiss.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Lick me. Make me come, like you did earlier." She said, as she stepped back. She stepped to the front of the car, sat and then lay on the hood, lifting and spreading her legs for Julie. "Just do what you like. Trust me."
"Okay." Julie answered nervously. She stepped in front of her maid's spread legs, then lowered her face to her pussy. She tentatively licked up the copious amount of inner lip that pushed between her full outer lips. Julie could smell the scent of her arousal, her pussy lips practically dripping. She let her tongue spread Elaine's lips and was surprised at how soft they felt against her tongue. She was also surprised at how sweet and delicate her juices tasted. She'd expected it to be somewhat unpleasant, but found that it was far from it. She licked a bit more aggressively, spreading Elaine's lips more and dipping her tongue into her more deeply. Julie licked and teased Elaine's pussy lips, finding both the entrance to her depths and her clit with the tip of her tongue. She had to admit that she was getting fairly well turned on again herself, as she worked her maid's pussy.
"Ohhhh fuck yes," Elaine moaned, as Julie pushed a finger into her pussy. "That's it. Fuck me. Make me come."
Julie knew what it took to make her squirt, and wondered if it was the same for all women. She stuck a second finger into Elaine and then rolled her hand over so that her fingers could stroke up behind her pubic bone.
"OH SHIT!" Elaine gasped as Julie's fingers found a good spot inside her. She arched her back and tried to rock her hips in time with Julie's strokes, as Julie also attacked her clit. "FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUUCK!" Elaine screamed, as her body jerked and spasmed. Julie could feel Elain squirting her juices out onto her chin, neck and down her chest. She kept working her pussy and clit, driving her to a second powerful squirt of her wetness. She'd have tried for a third or more, but Elaine pushed her head away. "God enough! Ohhhh fuck... enough." She panted.
Julie stood up, looking at Elaine's spread pussy and wondered if that was what she looked like when she was laying on the hood, post orgasm. She looked down at her chest, Elaine's juices dripping from her huge tits.
"I hope you aren't done." Julie heard a male voice say, from behind her.
Julie spun around and squealed as she tried to cover her tits and pussy, running around the side of the car to hide behind the door. "What are you doing here!?" Julie snapped angrily at the twenty something year old guy standing in the road.
"Just watching the wildlife." He answered, as he took a few more steps toward the car, Elaine now sitting up with her arms across her chest. "Looked like you were having fun. I wouldn't want to interrupt it."
Elaine moved her arms and slowly slid off the hood. She stepped toward the guy, who was still moving slowly toward the car. The two met a dozen or so feet in front of the Mercedes. "Well, well, well. What do we have here? You said you wished you had a cock to fuck." Elaine called to Julie, as she reached toward the guy's crotch. He stood and let her rub her hand up and down his crotch and then move to start undoing his pants. "Yeah. He definitely has a cock." She cooed softly, as she opened the front of his pants and pulled out a nice sized cock. "Oh yeah. This is a nice one." She said softly, stroking it with both hands. "Come on Julie. Don't be a prude. This is just what we need."
"It is?"
"Oh yeah. Just think how this will go with what we recorded earlier."
"It will?"
"Uh huh. Come on out and meet...what is your name anyway?"
"Rob."
"Come out and meet Rob. It's not like he hasn't already seen you naked."
Julie hesitantly walked out, one hand still covering her pussy.
"How would you like to put this cock into that pussy? My friend here is making a little video to make her husband jealous. I think a little fucking by a tall, handsome stranger might be just what it needs."
"Well, I wouldn't want to be the cause of any marital discord." He said softly.
"Trust me, the discord is already there. You're just gonna help her get his attention."
"I guess I wouldn't mind." He said, looking at Julie with a grin. "In fact, I wouldn't mind fucking you both.'
"Oooooooh. That's a tall order there, stud. You think you can handle two women?"
"I know I can. The question is, can you two handle me?"
"At once?"
"I'm game if you are."
Elaine turned to Julie. "Well? Sooner or later, you were going to have to take that step. Why not now when you're already all horny and naked?"
"I guess I could..." Julie answered hesitantly. She had planned on getting fucked on camera at some point, she just didn't expect it to be this soon. What she did in the locker room was spur of the moment. She didn't have time to think about it, but now, here, was this really what she wanted to do? Did she really want to take it that far? While she was thinking about all this, Rob had pulled his backpack off, unstrapped a rolled up sleeping bag and laid it on the ground several feet in front of the car. Elaine was busy pulling his clothes off, as fast as she could.
"You want his cock first?" Elaine answered. "After all, this is your party. If he can't get it up again...well, we'd cross that bridge later."
"I guess," Julie answered, as Rob sat down on the sleeping bag and let Elaine pull his pants all the way to his hiking boots. Rob held out a hand for Julie while Elaine worked on trying to get his hiking boots off his feet.
"Come here," he said softly, holding the hand out to her. She took it and let him pull her down onto the sleeping bag with him. He coaxed her to straddle him on her knees and then pulled her face down to his. He lifted his head and kissed her softly, feeling her hesitate at first and then slowly, melt down into him, as the kiss grew more intimate and lustful. He felt his pants come off and then a hand, on his already hard cock. He didn't break the kiss until he felt a hot wetness envelope his engorged head, Julie's pussy, as her friend guided his hardness to her.



Julie pushed up from him and sunk down on his fat, hard shaft. "Ohhhh damn," she moaned.
"Have fun," Rob said, as he moved his hands to her massive tits. She was already on her knees and started to move up and down on him, sliding her hot wetness on and off his shaft. She was one screaming hot woman. Yeah, a little older than him, and married, but still fucking hot. He watched her move up and down, feeling the heaviness of her breasts in his hands, as he stroked his thumbs back and forth across her nipples.
"Oh shit," Julie moaned, as Elaine stepped around her and stood over Rob's head.
Elaine squatted down and then dropped to her knees, with her pussy right over his face. "Gotta keep me warmed up." She said, as she lowered her pussy to his face.
"Oh God, Elaine. I think... I think I'm going to come."
"Do it honey. Let it happen. Show that bastard that he isn't the only man that can satisfy you."
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" Julie squealed, as she thrust herself down hard on his cock. She had been so turned on after licking Elaine, that she wanted to be fucked. She wanted to be fucked like Allen always did when she was turned on like this. And here it was. A hard cock, deep in her pussy, making her climax. She gasped and moaned, as her body shook and trembled. She watched Elaine grinding her pussy on Rob's face, her tits wiggling as she panted for breath. She wasn't sure cheating on Allen was going to solve anything, but that's what she had just done. Getting off on the hood of his car, fucking herself on the stick shift, those could be explained. But this, coming on another guy's cock. That was going to be harder to explain. She lifted off his dick and moved to the front of the car, leaning against it, as she watched the two reposition themselves.
Elane moved to her hands and knees and Rob knelt behind her, pushing his cock into her. He held her hips and began to thrust into her, driving his cock deep with each stroke. Julie watched Elaine's tits swinging wildly, below her chest, as he drove into her over and over. The audible slap of their bodies together, mixed with the sounds of the birds and the breeze through the trees. She could hear the squish of her wet pussy as he thrust into her and then the slap of his body against her bare ass. She couldn't seem to take her eyes away from them, as her moans grew louder, the climax she had given Elaine only a short time ago, seeming to come alive again, as Rob's cock drove into her rhythmically.
Elaine panted and moaned as Rob fucked her hot pussy. She looked over at Julie, one hand between her legs, stroking herself absentmindedly, clearly turned on by the sight before her, or maybe not quite as satisfied as she should have been, after riding Rob's fantastic feeling cock. She turned to look back at him and softy said to not come in her. He looked a little disappointed, but she just smiled to try and let him know she had other plans for that load. She looked back forward and dropped her face toward the sleeping bag. She knew she was going to come again and damn soon. She arched her back to shift his cock to just the right position and then let it all happen. The warm tingle first, followed by the urgency for pressure in just the right place. Her legs trembled and she felt her pussy clenching around him. He continued to stroke, driving hard, pushing his head deep into her, almost as if he was about to unload in her. As much as she wanted it, she wanted to see it someplace else. She rolled forward, pulling off his fantastic shaft. "Go do her." She panted to Rob as he looked down at her. "Give it to her."
He seemed to understand, and with a grin, stood up. He padded barefoot across the rough grass to stand in front or Julie, her eyes unable to pull from his glistening cock. "I think you need something." He said softly, reaching for her hand, the one that wasn't rubbing her own pussy.
"I...no...I don't think..."
"Yeah. You do," he said. He pulled her hand and almost surprisingly, she didn't resist. He turned her around and she almost automatically bent over the front of the car, her ass and pussy pushing out at him. He didn't know what was going through her mind, but he wasn't going to argue. When he was standing there, watching the two of them, this one bent over to lick her friend, all he could think of was dropping his pants and sticking it into that inviting pussy. He stepped the half foot closer to her and aimed his cock at her still wet pussy. He pushed slowly into her, hearing her moan softly. Elaine had moved and was now holding a camera. She moved it between Julie' s legs and filmed his cock sliding in and out of her.
He thrust hard into her, making her tits swing wildly, as she held herself up on the hood of the car with her elbows. Yeah, this is exactly what he had imagined, while he stood there watching them. In and out he thrust, feeling his orgasm push toward climax. He wanted to stroke longer, to make her climax again, but he wasn't sure his body was going to let him. He let go of her hips, which he had been using as a handle, and bending slightly, slid one hand around her body. It didn't take long for find her clit with his finger. He pressed firmly against it and rubbed it quickly, almost frantically, wanting to make her climax, before he couldn't hold back any longer.
Her breathing grew more ragged, and her legs started to tremble. That was how he knew he was having the effect he wanted. All he had to do was hold back a little more. Just a few moments more. He felt his cock swell larger, as he tried to hold back. His finger rubbed her clit frantically, urgently trying to push her over the edge before he did. It was a losing battle and he knew it. All he could do was hold on a few more seconds and that wasn't going to be enough.
"FUCK!" She screamed into the trees, as she felt the first surge of his cum surge into her, his body jamming his cock so deep into her, it felt like it pushed against her stomach. Her body jerked like his, and she felt her body surge her own juices out at him. The two stood there, jerking and spasming as he pumped his cum into her an she squirted her juices out around his cock. "OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK! She gasped, as Elaine used the camera to film the intense orgasm.
She flopped on the hood, momentarily exhausted, feeling his cum still surging into her pussy, as he half lay on top of her, to keep his cock deep in her pussy. Yes, this was exactly what she wanted to feel after playing with herself on the hood. She just wished it was her husband behind her, not some stranger. There was no going back now. The deal had been sealed. If she wanted him to do this, she was going to have to make him want to. She was going to have to show him that she could be his slut, but only his. If he was going to pimp her out, she wasn't going to take it. But if he wanted her, and only her, to be his, she'd be as slutty and desirable as she could possibly be. If she had to walk naked in the gym and let him fuck her in front of everyone, so be it, as long as it was just him and her.
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"David, trust me. Just walk with me to chem after class, okay?" Andria whispered, as we sat in class Monday morning. "I know what happened and I think I know who did it. So, walk with me. I promise not to drag you off to a girls' bathroom, unless you want me to."
"I think I'm done with girls' bathrooms for a while," I whispered back.
"Mister Evers, do I need to send you to the office to shut you up this morning," the teacher asked?
"No ma'am," I answered, in embarrassment for getting called out in class.
When class was over Andria hung back until she could walk out with me. "I want to talk to you in private. No, I'm not setting you up. I want to help. But I also don't want to get caught at it, at least not yet."
"Get caught at what?"
"Helping you get back at the person that set you up at the prom."
"You think you know who it is?"
"I know who's been bragging about it, and who's been bragging, that she stuffed her panties in your mouth to shut you up. That good enough?"
"Okay. Good enough. Where do you want to talk?"
"You know that little park down the street? Meet me there after school. Go down the walking path. I'll meet you at the first rest bench. I'll be jogging, so just wait, I'll be there. I promise."
"Alright, I'll wait there," I answered, before we split apart to go to our separate classes.
---o---
"I thought I told you I didn't want you to go see her!" Erica said angrily, as we sat at lunch. "Yet you did it anyway."
"She said she knew who set me up, set us up. Erica. Listen. If they tie you in the boys locker room like they did me, you're not going to come out, the same as you went in."
"What do you mean by that. You mean I can't take care of myself?"
"Against a shower room full of boys? Not a chance."
"It's not like they'd do anything."
"yeah, right. Ricky would be more than happy to fuck you and then claim you begged him for it, and the rest of the guys will go along with it, because they're afraid of him. That what you want?"
"Well, no! But still. Can't we just drop it?"
"Not until I get them put away. One of the girls has a hardon for me. She wants me suspended. I don't know why, but she does. I think I know who it is. I know who did this, but I don't know for sure who the ringleader is. She's the one I need to get to. I need something on her, that I can use to make her stop."
"But it's not safe. If you guess wrong, think about what could happen to you!"
"I'm not worried about me. I'm worried about you."
"So worried about me that you'd spend the whole day at her house, probably fucking her silly. Is that how you show me you're worried about me?"
"Come on, it's just sex."
"No David! It's not just sex. I know her. I know what she wants. I know that she wants you. That she isn't going to stop trying, until she wins you. Is that what you want? To be with her? Or to be with me?"
"Well, you of course."
"No, not of course! I don't think you really know who or what you want. When you're with me, you love me and you want me. I know you love me. I can see it and feel it. But when you're with her, I'm afraid that you feel same for her. You can't have both of us. You can only love one of us. No love triangles. You decide you want me, or you let me go. That's the choice."
"Just let me get you safe first. Then I can worry about who I love and wanna be with."
"It doesn't work that way. You either let this go and be with me, or I'm not sure I can be with you. Do you understand me? I'm not joking. You choose. Now!"
"Erica, I love you. I have to protect you!"
"Fine." She said, as she stood up and climbed from the table bench. "I don't want to see you, until you can decide that what we said the other night is true. You want me for me, no holds, no reservations, no secrets. We're partners in everything. Until you can be that, I think we shouldn't spend time together."
"Erica!" I said, standing up to stop her.
"NO! I mean it!" she said, pushing me on the chest to make me sit back down. She walked away angrily. I wanted to follow but something held me back. Maybe letting her go this way, a public breakup, is a good way to keep her safe. If whoever is doing this thinks we're broken up, maybe, just maybe, she'll be safer.
"That was brutal," Chris said, from across the table.
"Oh, shut up!" I said, as I sat down.
"Come on man. Tell me that didn't hurt. You've been playing both ends of this for long enough. I wish I had one girl that cared for me, as much as she does, and you have two fighting over you. You need to decide who you want and what you want."
"What, now you're my shrink?"
"No man, just your friend. That girl loves you. I don't know about Lilly, but THAT girl loves you."
"And as long as she does, she's a target. I don't want her to be a target."
"And you're willing to lose her to try and keep her safe? I don't know if that's love or just plain stupid." He said, shaking his head. "As if things weren't confusing enough..." He said, as Lilly walked toward us.
"Can I sit down?"
"You sure you want to be seen with me? You've heard the rumors, haven't you?"
"Oh, that you shackled yourself in the girls locker room just so you could flash your dick at the girls? Yeah, I've heard it. I doubt anyone believes it, but I've heard it. I also saw what just happened. If she doesn't want to stand by you, I will."
"It's not that. She doesn't want me to go after whoever it is."
"Well, I for one think it's a good idea to get whoever it is. They're hurting me, by hurting you. I want them taken down too."
"Andria thinks she knows who the ring leader is."
"Andria?"
"Simons? Soccer player. She sits next to me in first hour."
"Oh yeah. She's the one that started the panty thing."
"Yeah. That's her."
"So, she thinks she knows?"
"Uh huh. Wants to meet me at the park after school."
"You sure it isn't a trap?"
"What can she do to me in the park? Yeah, I think she's on the level. So far, she's been pretty supportive of me. The panty thing and all. So, I might as well hear what she has to say."
"I wish I could go with you, but I have to make up a test after school."
"You?"
"Yeah. I sorta flunked one. Too busy thinking about you I guess." She said, as the bell rang. "Be careful, okay?" She said, before kissing me on the cheek and then walking away. I headed for class, my mind a swirl of mixed emotions.
---o---
It was well past four, when she finally showed up. She was wearing running shoes, a pair of really skimpy nylon running shorts and tank top, all of which allowed a lot of her tall, slender, toffee colored body to show. She stopped in front of me and bent over, breathing hard as she held her knees. The front of her shirt bagged down, allowing me to see a lot of her dark breasts, almost to her charcoal-colored nipples. It brought back pleasant thoughts of the night I gave her panties back to her, and the two times we had sex in my room that night.
"Wasn't sure you'd be here," she panted. "Come on, walk with me." She straightened up and started walking down the gravel path away from me, leading deeper into the wooded park.
I got up and followed.
"Lyetta Stone." She said, as I caught up with her. "She's been bragging that she stuffed her panties into your mouth and also that she thought up the idea of the camera for prom."
"Well, at least part of it is true. She did stuff her underwear in my mouth when they had me shackled in the showers."
"Well, that's not a surprise. But you haven't told anyone, have you?"
"Nope. Told everyone they blindfolded me."
"Because of Erica?"
"Uh huh."
"So how would you like to put her in a position that would protect Erica?"
"I'd love to, but I don't know how."
"I do. She's a friend of mine, sorta. I know a secret about her. Something we can use against her."
"Why?"
"Why what? Help you?"
"Yeah. I mean, if she's your friend."
"Friend in the way that we're both girls, both black and both run in the same circles. That's about as far as it goes."
"Alright. So how do you think we can put her in a position I can use?"
"How about on her back, with your cock in her?" She said with a chuckle. "She absolutely HATES white dudes. She's such a fucking racist bitch. She thinks that white guys are the worst."
"So, you want to set it up so a white guy is fucking her? How does that even work. All I'd do is get arrested for raping her."
"Not if I have a video that shows her begging you to fuck her," she said.
"And how are we going to do that?"
"I said, I know her secret. She has a boyfriend, but she cheats on him all the time, and she thinks he doesn't know. What she likes is kinky sex. She likes to get fucked while she's tied up, AND she's bi."
"So, you tie her up and I fuck her, and still get arrested for rape."
"Not if I get her on video, begging you to fuck her."
"Alright, still waiting. How?"
"I tell her I want to try doing a girl, but I'm nervous and will only do it if she's blindfolded and tied up. That I saw some video where two girls did each other that way, and it was really interesting. Of course, I'm not going to get tied up. I have to get her to go first. Then you come in, give her oral sex until she begs you to fuck her, thinking it's me with a strap on."
"And I fuck her and then have a video of her climaxing on a white guys dick. Might work. IF you can set it up."
"I can almost guarantee I can. All I need to do is figure out what night. Mom and dad are gone tomorrow until late. If I can, I'll do it then."
"And what do you get out of this?"
She turns to look back down the path. "I'll take a down payment now, more to come later!" she said, as she pulled me off the path into the bushes. She pulled me twenty or so feet into the brush and then pulled her shirt up and off. She quickly pulled her sports bra off and hung it on the bush next to her top. "Well?" She said as she pushed her shorts and underwear down to her knees. "We don't have all day."
"Sex? That's your price?"
"Haven't had a good fuck since you gave me these panties back. Seems like fair payment. But this is just the down payment. I want a whole night, as many times as I can get you up."
I thought about it for a moment. It seemed like a good enough trade, if I could finally shut this shit down and keep Erica safe. I undid my pants and let them fall to my ankles.
Andria just grinned and turned her back to me. She bent over and rested her hands on her knees, pushing her ass out at me. Her pussy lips were black as coal and glistening in the afternoon sunlight. I shuffled behind her and rubbed my dick head up and down her slit, spreading her lips and spreading her moisture all around. I took the time to make sure to work myself all the way down to her clit, and rub the tip of my head over her hard little nub, making her gasp in surprise and excitement.
"Ohhhhhhhhh fuck yes. Fuck me baby. Fuck my hot little cunt." She moaned softly, as I pushed my engorged head between her lips and into her wetness. I didn't press far, knowing that my cock was anything but lubricated yet, so I started to stroke short, slow strokes, working my head deeper into her with each push. She pushed back against me in time with my strokes and before too many, my body was pressing against her black bubble butt. I held her hips and started to stroke into her, with long, slow, deep strokes at first. I watched her tits hanging below her chest begin to swing as my thrusts made her whole body move.
"Harder baby. Fuck me harder. You don't have to be sweet and nice like last time. Just fuck me hard and fast!" She said as she reached one hand back toward me. I reached for her arm and then reached for the other, pulling them back so that she was more upright. I drove hard into her, thrusting hard up into her pussy with each stroke. She gasped and panted, as I worked my shaft so deep into her that I could feel my head hitting the end of her vaginal depths. In and out I thrust, feeling my orgasm growing by the moment.
"That's It baby. That's so good." She moaned loudly. "Fuck me. Let me feel you pumping my cunt full of you."
"Uh huh." Was all I could say, as I continued to drive into her. I felt her pussy clench around me only a few dozen strokes later, her pussy squeezing around me as her body jerked and spasmed slightly.
"That's it. Come for me." She begged breathlessly. "God yes, come for me!" she said again, her voice rising in pitch to a squeak, moments before my body jerked and started unloading in her. I stood behind her, panting, as my body jerked and spasmed, pumping shot after shot of cum deep in her pussy. One, two, three powerful shots filled her, each shot drawing a satisfied gasp from her. "Ohhhh yes, that's it David! That's what I wanted. I can't wait to let you do this to me all night long."
"Why?" I panted.
"Because you're a good fuck, why else?"
"No, why are you helping me? Why the panties thing?"
She shook my hands off her arms and then pulled off my, now shrinking, dick. She turned around to face me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling her bare chest to mine. She pressed her tits against my chest, as she leaned her face to mine and gave me a soft, gentle kiss. "My daddy, he says that white man is just out to hold us down, to use us and toss us away. You...you've never been anything but nice to me. When I needed some help in class, you helped, no expectations, no questions. That isn't the kind of person my daddy makes white men out to be. When I saw Lynette playing that video at the prom, that was a black girl taking advantage of a white guy. That isn't what I was taught was right. I wanted to make sure you knew that not all black girls were like her."
"And now?"
"I like you. Oh, don't get a big head and think I want to run off with you or anything like that, but I consider you a friend, and friends should help each other. What they did to you, that was just plain nasty. She deserves what she gets, and trust me, getting fucked by a white guy will be the worst thing I can think for her. She hates white guys. She's not a very nice person."
"But you're friends, right?"
"Like I said, we're girls and we're black. She thinks that makes us automatic friends. Black girls stick together and all that shit. Is that good enough?"
"Yeah. I think so."
"Good. Now I better get moving." She said, as she let go of me and stepped back. She started to dress and watched my face as she put her clothes back on. "Don't worry. You can see as much of me as you want, when we spend the night together."
"Sure," I answered, as she stepped to me, now dressed, and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
"I'll let you know when, but I think tomorrow night." She said, before she disappeared into the bushes.
---o---
After dinner, mom changed the bandages on my wrists, and they were looking a lot better, though she wanted me to leave them on a few more days, to reduce the chances that I'd scratch the scabs off and leave more visible scars.
"I think I'm going to head off to bed." I said, as the news came on.
"Are you going to shower?" She asked, as I was nearly out of the room.
"I usually do in the morning." I answered.
"I know Patty helped you the last couple days. With her not here, how are you going to keep those dry?"
"I...um...good question."
"If you want help, just let me know. I'm not sure I can help as much as Patty and Mary, but I'm sure we can manage something."
"Um...okay. Sure." I said, before walking out of the room. What was she thinking? Did she know I'd had sex with Patty and Mary? Or had she only caught me having sex with Mary? Even so, was she suggesting that she get in the shower with me? I wasn't at all sure what to think, as I headed up to get ready for bed.
---o---
The alarm went off in the morning and I groggily got up and wiped the sleep from my eyes. I padded to the bathroom and took care of business, and then, standing and looking at myself in the mirror, I started to think about just how I was going to shower. She was right. There was no way I could do this unless I put bags on my hands, and then it'd be difficult to wash myself. I frowned and walked down the hall to her bedroom. I knocked softly, and heard her breathy response. "Yes?"
"Um...uh, last night..."
"You can come in David." She said softly, though the door.
I opened the door and she was sitting in bed, with the blanket pulled up over her chest, almost to her neck. She seemed to be breathing hard and her face looked flushed. For a moment i wondered if she was ill, but shook the thought away. "Last night, you said something about helping me shower. I don't know how..." I started to say.
"Not a problem. Give me just a minute or two and then you can come back. We'll use my shower, there's more room."
"Uhhhh...okay," I said, backing out of her room and closing the door. I stood outside the door and heard her get up and move around the room. Dresser drawers opened and closed and then after only a minute or so, the door opened. She stood in the doorway wearing a small bikini that I didn't even know she owned. I'd never seen her wear anything like it before and she looked surprisingly good in it. The tiny triangles barely covered the front of both her big tits, the triangles so small that I could see a sliver of one of her dark, tan areolae peeking past. The bottom of the bikini was...well...almost there. It was a string bikini, so other than the small triangle between her legs, there looked to be nothing but a few strings holding it in place. Her mound had a considerable amount of hair on it showing around the tiny triangle of material.
"Come on. We'll get this taken care of." She said, turning and walking toward the shower. Other than a few strings, from the back, she looked completely naked, her bare butt cheeks wiggling as she walked. Mom wasn't thin anymore; in fact, she had quite a few curves, but you'd expect that in a nearly fifty-year-old woman. But I had to admit, that for her age, she looked damn good. Almost as good as Missy! The sight of her and the sudden thought of Missy almost immediately had my dick getting hard.
"Shit," I swore to myself, as I walked after her, trying to will my dick to not get hard. Then it hit me. I was going to have to get naked! In front of mom! That made my dick get even harder for some reason. I stopped at the bathroom door while she stepped into the shower and turned the water on.
"Well? Come on. I do have to get ready for work too, you know."
"Um...sure," I said, stepping into the bathroom and standing awkwardly.
"You going to take those off and get in?"
"I...um...I'm not sure..."
She stepped out of the shower, the bikini already soaking wet, allowing her areola and nipples to show through a lot more than when it was dry. She stepped to me and took my arms, sliding her hands down to mine. "I know this might be awkward, but just pretend I'm Patty. You didn't have any trouble being naked in front of her, right? Just do what you and Patty did and everything will work out alright. Okay?"
I doubted that she really wanted me to do what I did with Patty, but I didn't see any way around what was going to happen. She moved her hands to my pj's and pushed them down, my already hard dick that was tenting out the front, now sticking out lewdly toward her. She seemed to ignore the fact that I had a hardon, and reached for my hands again. She pulled me to the shower, lifting my hands to keep them out of the shower. She pulled me in until we were both under the water and then left me standing with my hands against the wall above the shower spray.



I felt her hands on my back, rubbing soap around my back. Her hands moved up and down and then all the way down to my butt. I couldn't help but hold my breath as her hand slid down between my cheeks all the way down and across my anus. Her hand stroked there before moving down and working down my legs.
"Alright, turn around." She said, from behind me.
I turned around and found her still squatting in the shower, my rock-hard dick practically poking her in the face. I saw her look at it and lick her lips briefly, before shaking her head. She began to work up my legs again, spreading the remaining soap all the way up to my crotch. She stood up and turned away to get more soap from the bottle. When she turned back, she pressed her hands to my chest and soaped my chest, and down to my stomach.
I saw her hesitate, her hands reach for my dick and then pull back again. After a moment she reached for it again, this time grasping it with her soapy hands. "I know this is a bit awkward." She whispered, as she began to stroke and wash my hardon, one hand stroking my shaft and the other moving to my balls. "You've grown into quite a man." She whispered, as her hand continued to stroke my dick, her fingers sliding all the way up to, and over my engorged head. "I saw you having sex with Nurse Crow and was a little surprised at just how much of a man you had become."
"Yeah, I'm sorry about that." I mumbled.
"You don't have anything to be sorry about. She and I had a little chat. I think she had an unhealthy physical desire for you. So, I can't place blame on you." She said, as she continued to stroke my dick. "Young men's hormones drive them to have a lot of sex. That's just how it works. As they get older, it takes longer for them to reach completion, and they don't have the desire nearly a frequently. But they still do."
"Mom, are you trying to make me come?" I asked breathlessly, as she continued to stroke my dick softly."
"I...um...I thought that maybe you'd appreciate if I did what Patty did for you. I heard her talking dirty to you, to make you come."
"Uh huh. She did." I agreed, lying, that all she was doing was stroking me.
"Do, um, do you want me to talk that way? Does that help? Or do you need to see more? I know she was naked with you."
"Uh, yeah, she was." I agreed.
"I don't think I can go that far, but I can do this." She said, taking her hands from my dick. She pulled the bikini strings and in moments had her breasts completely exposed. "Just remember this is just this once, and you can't tell anyone." She whispered huskily, as she moved her hands back to my dick. She stroked me slowly, twisting her hand as she cupped and teased my balls. Mom or not, she was driving my orgasm higher and higher. I could feel that need growing and getting closer.
"Oh shit. I'm going to come." I groaned. Just as I was about to come, she did something I didn't expect. She slid her hand all the way down to the base of my cock and squeezed...hard! "OH FUCK!" I exclaimed, as my body jerked a few times, her hand preventing me from actually ejaculating.
"No point in rushing it." She whispered, her hand going back to stroking me again. To my surprise I didn't get soft at all, and if anything, I felt like my cock got even fatter. "There... now this time I'll let you come. It'll be lots harder too." She cooed breathlessly. She stepped closer, to me, my cock nearly touching her stomach as she stroked it with one hand, her other still working my balls. I started to rock my hips as my orgasm built back toward climax again. I felt the hand on my balls shift and a finger started to stroke down between my legs. I was surprised at how sensitive that spot under my balls actually was.
"Ohhhh damn, I groaned, as she worked her hand over my head, twisting and stroking at the same time. I closed my eyes and let my head tilt back, pushing my pelvis toward her as my orgasm pushed toward release.
"Let me know when," she whispered.
"Almost," I panted.
My hips pushed at her, in time with her strokes, both my hips and her hand moving more urgently. Her other hand stroked between my legs and I automatically stepped my feet apart to let her stroke there more easily. "Oh God, gonna come!" I grunted, as my body jerked toward her. Her hand on my dick continued to stroke, but the one between my legs did something else I didn't expect. I suddenly felt a finger push right into my anus. "FUCK!" I gasped, lifting myself on my tip toes. But it had another effect. I felt my cum surge from my cock with more force than I could remember. My cum shot up between us so forcefully that it splattered on her chin. Two, three, four, five powerful shots of cum lanced up between us, covering her chin and tits. I stood there panting, as she urged the several more weaker shots out of my cock onto her stomach.
She let go of my dick and then turned me out of the water spray. She backed herself under the cascade of water and rinsed her breasts and face, saying nothing. She tilted her head back and wet her hair before straightening. She stepped back to me and pulled me around back under the water. "I better wash your hair too." She said softly, pressing our bodies together while she tilted my head back.
It only took a minute or so to wash my hair and then she turned me back out of the water again. "My turn to get cleaned up. You go ahead and dry off." She said, coaxing me toward the shower door. I opened it and stepped out, closing the glass door behind me. I took a towel from the bar and began to dry myself, looking back into the glass enclosure. Her hands were moving around her body, soaping her tits and stomach. She paused to take the bikini bottom off. The glass was fogged up enough that I couldn't see a lot of detail, but I could see generally what she was doing.
I stood there, the towel wrapped around part of my body as I watched her wash her crotch, her hand stroking between her legs far longer than needed to just wash. I stood there for what felt like five minutes, watching her through the glass, her hand frantically stroking between her legs while the other pulled and pinched one of her rock-hard nipples. "OHHHHHHHHHH!" she gasped, as her body spasmed and jerked. She stood under the water, letting it cascade over her for at least two or three more minutes before she turned the water off. She stepped to the door and opened it, standing completely naked in front of me. "OHHH! David! I thought you had gone already." She said backing back into the shower and pulling the door part way closed. "Would you mind handing me a towel?"
"Sure," I answered, pulling the other towel from the bar and holding it out for her. She took it through the gap in the door and then pushed the door open. "I guess I'm being silly." She said as she blushed. "If you're still here, then you saw a lot more than I intended. Women have needs too, and I can't ignore what helping you got started."
"It's okay mom. I don't mind. Thanks for the help." I answered, holding the towel out for her to take. When she did, it uncovered my once again rock-hard dick. I turned and left the bathroom, not bothering to cover anything as I headed out of the room.
---o---
"You smell girly," Andria said, as she leaned towards me and sniffed, her face nearly buried against the base of my neck. "Very girly, in fact. You spend the night with some hot sexy girl?"
"No." I said, blushing at the thought of why I smelled like my mom's soap and shampoo.
"Really? 'Cause I don't know too many guys that use that kind of shampoo."
"If you have to know, my mom had to help me shower this morning because of these." I said, holding up my wrists.
"Your mom...she helped you shower? Really?"
"Yeah. She had on a swim suit."
"And you had on?" when I didn't answer and blushed, she needled me some more. "I see. Nothing huh. Bet you gave her an eye full. Hey, wait a second. Who helped you before?"
I blushed again and answered in an awkward whisper. "My sister helped me over the weekend."
"And was SHE wearing a swim suit too?" She giggled when I didn't answer. "You know, you are one realllly naughty boy, aren't you? Here I thought it was just a few girls here, but you really get around, don't you? Who else are you doing it with? Anyone here I don't know about? Or is it a secret?"
"Stop," I whispered, as the teacher walked into the room.
When class ended, she got up and pressed herself against me from behind. "Eight tonight. This address." She whispered before letting me step away.
"Got it," I answered, taking the slip of paper from her hand. I looked at it and saw it was an address. I stuffed it into my pocket and headed to second hour.
When it was lunch time, Erica sat at the other end of the table from me, making it obvious that she and I were having issues. Lilly was sitting with her cheerleader friends, as expected. I knew there was a game after school and she had to hang out with them. This was one game I wasn't planning on attending.
I headed home, hung out and when mom got home, helped her make dinner and ate with her. We didn't talk about what happened that morning in the shower, but it hung awkwardly between us. I felt like she wanted to say something, but was embarrassed to do so.
"I need to go out for a while." I said, about seven thirty.
"You going to see Lilly?"
"Um. No, not tonight."
"Erica?"
"No. She and I aren't speaking right now."
"That's a shame. I thought you two were getting it together pretty well."
"I thought so too. But she doesn't want me to...well...it doesn't matter."
"David. If she doesn't want you to do something, and you care about her, you should take her feelings into consideration. It may not make the decision for you, but it should matter."
"It does matter. She just doesn't understand why I have to do what I'm doing. I have to protect her. If it makes her angry with me, I can't help that. But she didn't ask to get dragged into this, and I don't want her ending up getting tied-up in the boys showers like I was."
"You think she wouldn't survive the embarrassment?"
"Mom. I think if it happened, she'd end up getting raped. So yes, I have to do this."
She nodded. "I understand. You do have a protective streak in you. You care a lot and you don't want those who you care about to be hurt. Just be careful that you aren't the one that ends up hurt."
"I won't be. If this works tonight, I'll be able to put a stop to the whole mess. Then I can patch things up with Erica." I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek and then headed out the door.
It took about fifteen minutes to find the address Andria gave me. It was a large brick, two story, house that looked like it was at least a hundred years old. I climbed the concrete steps to the front door and found a note taped there, telling me to go to the back door. I pulled the note down and walked around the house. There were two back doors, one that looked like it led to the same level as the front door, and another that was at the bottom of a set of stairs, leading to the basement. I saw a pink ribbon on the basement door handle and a note tied to the ribbon.
Say nothing. Make as little noise as you can. Get undressed and then come to the room at the end of the hall. Andria
It was a measure of trust now. Did I trust her? She'd given me no reason NOT to trust her, though after all that had happened, I had some trepidation. I finally decided to go through with it. If she was telling the truth, this could put an end to this whole mess. I opened the door quietly and slipped in. I could hear music playing down the hall, coming from the door at the end. I did what she asked, I stripped and then padded naked down the hall to the door. I opened it slowly, peeking in. Inside I saw Andria first, standing next to a table, completely nude, rubbing her hands all over another girls body.
Laying on the table was Lyetta Stone. Her dark black skin glistened in the light above the table. She was laying with her arms tied up by her head, loose enough she could move, but not enough to be able to reach the blindfold or free herself. Her butt was at the edge of the table and her feet were tied to a pipe over the table, keeping her legs lifted and spread apart.
Andria grinned at me and nodded, then went back to what she was doing. "Mmmmmmm. You like this? You like my hands all over your little body?" She cooed at Lyetta, her oiled hands stroking up and down her body, working around both big tits and hard nipples.
"Ohhhh yes," Lyetta moaned. "God you are getting me soooo fucking horny."
"Good. 'Cause I have plans to make you come."
"Oh yeah...please!"
Andria took her hands off Lyetta and motioned up to the camera looking down at the table. She grinned and nodded, moving toward me. "You wanna lick her pussy and tease her?" She whispered in my ear.
"Sure." I whispered back.
"Baby, do you want me to tease your pussy? Tell me. Tell me what you want me to do to you."
"I want you to touch and lick my pussy. Fuck, I'm so damn turned on. I want to feel your tongue on my clit."
"Your sure? I could just leave you like this, let your daddy find you this way."
"Oh God no. No, don't. You can do anything you want to me, but not that. Don't leave me tied like this."
"What if I wanted to fuck you. Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Oh God yes. Tease me and fuck me. Make me come."
Andria pushed me closer to Lyetta and I leaned over. I kissed her dark black lips and stroked my tongue up them. I tasted oil, and realized that she had already been playing with her pussy with the oil. I used one finger to draw up and down her lips, teasing my finger between her lips. I stroked up and down, drawing up to her clit and teasing the tip of my finger over her hard nub. She moaned loudly in response, encouraging me to do much more.
Up and down, I teased my finger, sliding it down to the entrance to her vagina and then back up again. Each time I slid down, I pushed my finger a little further into her, and each time I slid back up to her clit, I spent a little more time teasing it. It wasn't long before she was using her tied legs to lift her butt off the table, trying to push toward my finger, which always pulled back just enough so she couldn't add pressure against it.
"Oh God you're teasing too much. God make me come! Please make me come!" She begged, as she writhed on the table at my touch. I knew just how hard it could be to be teased and not made to come, and I was enjoying this most pleasant torture. I pushed my middle finger into her and rolled my hand over, curling my finger and rubbing the top of her vagina, while I lowered my face to tease her clit with my tongue.
"OHHH fuck yes. Oh, fuck yes! Do that! Oh God you're going got make me come. Please make me come!"
"Not yet," Andria said from behind me, trying to make her voice sound like it was coming from where I was. "Tell me what you want! I've done you like a girl, do you want it like a guy? Tell me you want a guy to fuck you. Tell me! Tell me you want a cock in your pussy!"
"Oh, Fuck yes!" She cried, as I continued to stroke in and out of her pussy with my finger. "Fuck me! Ohhhh God please fuck me! Make me come! Ohhhh God yes, FUCK MEEEEE!"
"You heard her," Andia whispered.
I pulled my finger from her pussy and aimed my cock at her. I wasn't exactly gentle. I jammed my cock hard and fast into her, thrusting deep into her intentionally.
"OHHHHHHHHH FUCK!" She screamed, I reached up her body for her tits. They weren't nearly as big as Andria's or Erica's, but they were still pretty good sized. I grasped her nipples and squeezed them firmly, pulling and twisting as I started pumping in and out of her. "YES YES! MAKE ME COME!" she screamed. I drove into her hard, feeling my orgasm build swiftly, looking at her oiled black body glistening with both oil and sweat, as I worked in and out. She used her feet in the ropes to lift her ass and try and change the angle of my cock. My shaft now driving slightly upward so that my thighs hit her bare ass. In and out I stroked getting closer and closer.
I looked over at Andria, letting her know I was getting so much closer. She mouthed to wait until she was climaxing, and I held myself back, waiting. I didn't have to wait long before she let us know that she was coming. Her whole body stiffened and she began to shake and tremble, while I continued to plow into her with abandon. If there was emotion in what I was doing, it was anger and frustration. This girl had hurt me and those I loved, and now I wanted to exact some revenge.
Andria pulled the blindfold up off her eyes. She tried to cover her eyes with her hands, but couldn't reach. She blinked and shook her head as her body was still climaxing. I could see the confusion in her face, as she looked at Andria next to her through squinted eyes. Then her look shifted to me. Her eyes grew as big as saucers, as my body let go inside her. I jerked hard, driving my cock deep into her pussy. Surge after surge of my cum pushed into her, as I stood between her legs, panting and gasping for air.
"NO!" she cried. "NOT YOU!"
"Yes him." Andria said. "He just pumped your hot cunt full of his cum. You fucked him, so it was only fair that he gets to fuck you!" Andria said with a grin. She stepped to a chair and began to dress. "If you're done, you might want to get dressed too." She said to me.
"Fuck you, Andria! I swear! I'll fucking have him arrested for raping me!"
Andria laughed. "No, you won't," she pulled the chair over to the table and climbed up, still half dressed. She took the video camera down from where it was clamped onto the floor joist above the table. "You see. First off, I have a video of you begging him to fuck you. So, you can't claim rape. If you try, you try and go back after him in any way, you know where this is going? Yeah, that's right. Same place you threatened to put his video. Oh yeah, before I forget. Erica is my friend too, and you know I don't take to my friends being fucked with."
"You fucking bitch!" Lyetta swore. "I'll get your stinking slutty ass for this."
Andria waved the camera at her. "I don't think so. I have this, and by the time you get out of this, I'll have copies passed around to plenty of people, all more than willing to take your nasty cunt ass down. You know, you should be nicer to people."
"You God damn fucking cunt! Let me out of here!"
"Uh-uh. Not unless you ask reallllly nicely."
"You cut me lose you fucking prick!" She shouted at me, as I still stood, staring at her nude body. She looked back at Andria. "Cut me down. Please!? If daddy finds me like this, he'll kill me."
"He'll kill you a lot more once he reads this." Andria held up a small sticker for her to read.
"You wouldn't. Tell me you wouldn't!"
"Not only would I...I will. You see, I have it all on video, you asking me to tie you up, you even helping. Then begging me to play with you, and lick your pussy. And then, begging to get fucked. Now you have a nice big load of white boy cum in your pussy. How do you think daddy will respond to that?"
"God, he'll kill me. I mean it. He'll kill me for real! You can't. Please. Don't. Don't do it. Cut me down. I promise I won't do anything to anyone. PLEASE cut me down! Don't let daddy find me like this!"
She handed me the note. Dear daddy. I'm all yours. I want you to fuck me and unload in me. I let a white boy fill me with his cum, now I want your cum in me. Fill me with your cock and your cum.
"You know, he might actually do it." I said quietly. WHY I suddenly had compassion for this bitch ass was beyond me, but I sorta did. "Maybe we should cut her down."
"Yes. Please. Please cut me down. I promise I won't do anything to you."
"You mean anything else? After you thought up that shit at the prom and the bathroom, I don't know if I should believe you."



"Bathroom? I didn't... I mean, I was there, I did it, but that wasn't my idea. I didn't plan that. I just went along with it."
"I don't believe you."
"Honest. The prom, yeah, that was my idea, well, part of it. The camera and showing it was. But not what we were going to do."
"What were you going to do?" Andria asked.
"We were going to steal his clothes stick him in the photo booth."
"In the photo booth? Why?"
"We just wanted Lilly to see that he was a jerk. She shouldn't have been dating him. It was just to make Jason jealous. That's the reason, so we figured to embarrass him. Someone said we should post a picture of him, and well, when we heard that Lilly had arranged to have him make out with another girl, well, it seemed like a perfect solution. Video him fucking another girl, while he was supposed to be dating Lilly, and bam, problem solved."
"Who told you about Erica?" I asked.
"I don't know."
"I don't believe you," I said, "I think I'll paste this right on her pussy so her daddy can't miss it."
"NO! I mean it. I don't know! It was a note. We got a note that Lilly was arranging for you to make out with another girl, so she could publicly break up with you."
"And the bathroom? Whose idea was that?"
"I don't know. It was a great idea though. We figured you'd be suspended for sure."
"Well, I wasn't, and I'm not going to. So whose idea, was it?"
"I don't know. Honestly."
I walked around to where I was standing between her legs again. "I wonder if she needs some more cum in her pussy?" I asked, grabbing my dick and rubbing it up and down her slit. I wasn't nearly hard enough to actually get in her, but her eyes grew wide and she shook her head vigorously.
"No, no, please. Don't. You don't know. I'm...I'm not on anything! My boyfriend always uses a condom. Please let me down so I can clean off. If I got pregnant with a white boy's baby my daddy would literally kill me!"
"You think she's telling the truth?"
"Yeah. I actually do." Andria said. "Should we cut her down?"
"Oh please! I promise. I won't tell anyone."
"I know you won't. I have this." She said, waving the camera again.
"Please cut me down. Please!"
I nodded and untied one of her ankles, and then the other. I was about to untie her hands when she kicked out at me, trying to kick me in the balls. "Fucking white bastard!" She swore.
I stepped back and let her kick. "Come on. Time to go." I said, "let her explain to daddy what she's doing tied up in the basement." I stepped closer and slapped the note onto her bare shaved mound and then walked out of the room.
"I thought she was telling the truth. Now I'm not so sure," Andria said as she waited for me to dress.
"I know one thing, I can't trust her not to go after Erica."
"What are you going to do?"
"Dunno yet. But I'll think of something." I said, as I held out my hand. Andria slipped the memory card out of the camera and handed it to me. "Don't forget my payoff."
"I won't. Trust me. This was worth every second of it."
I pocketed the card and the two of us left, quietly.
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Julie stood in the kitchen, looking out the window wearing his favorite see through, hundred plus dollar, negligee. She put it on the night before, walking into the living room to tease him. She frowned at the thought that he used to love seeing her in it, and last night he barely even acknowledged that she was there. She had been feeling guilty about fucking the guy in the woods, and wanted to make it up to him, even though he wouldn't know what she was making up for. Instead, he just ignored her. Didn't even get a hardon when she stood in front of the TV and rubbed her tits and pussy.
Now she stood in that same negligee, wondering if she'd already lost him. She sipped her espresso, lost in thought, staring out the full-length glass door. She barely noticed the movement outside; so much so, that it took almost a full minute, before she realized that there was someone in the back yard.
"Thursday," she said to herself. It was Thursday morning, the one day of the week that she didn't sun herself. Not that the sun wasn't good on Thursday, but because she usually tanned nude, so she wouldn't have any tan lines for Allen. Not because she didn't enjoy the sun, but because she was too embarrassed to tan on the day that the pool company came to clean the pool. It happened every Thursday. Usually between ten and noon. She looked at the fancy watch on her wrist and saw it was ten after ten. They were right on time.
The 'pool boy' was anything but. The guy varied from week to week, but she'd seen this one several times, over the summer. Earl was his name. He was older, older even than Allen. Not bad looking. Well-tanned, fairly muscular. His shorts and the t-shirt with the company logo, were a standard for all the pool boys. His seemed to be fitting a little more snugly this morning. Then she saw it. He glanced up, just for a moment, seeing her through the window. He had a hardon looking at her!
"What the fuck! If Allen doesn't think I look good, maybe I need another opinion." Holding her breath, and her cappuccino in one hand, she slid the glass door open, not bothering to close it, in case she chickened out and had to make a quick disappearance. She walked out onto the deck, the light summer breeze blowing the thin material of the negligee apart, so that she was completely exposed from the waist down. She walked as boldly as she could toward the pool man.
"Good morning. Earl, isn't it?"
"Yes ma'am," he replied, trying to look like he wasn't looking at her body.
"Nice day, isn't it?"
"It is."
"Sunny, warm. Perfect day for getting a tan, wouldn't you say?"
"Not that I have to work at it, but, yes ma'am."
"Oh please...call me Julie. You make me feel like an old woman calling me that."
"Yes ma...Julie" he said with a slight stammer.
"So, I don't usually tan on Thursdays." She said, after taking a sip of her drink.
"No? Why is that. Superstitious?"
"Actually, no. Thursday is the day that you guys come to clean the pool."
"Why would that stop you?"
She reached for the edge of her gown and pulled it apart, so she was every bit as exposed as when she was walking from the house. "My husband doesn't like tan lines."
"I see," he said, staring at her hairless crotch. "Guess he doesn't like hair either."
"No, actually he doesn't. He likes that young look."
"Well, you certainly have it." He answered, more boldly.
"Normally I wouldn't be out here naked with other men around, but today is special."
"Oh, how so? Is it your birthday? You got a nice suit for it."
"Well, if your wife walked into the living room wearing this, would you ignore her?"
"If my wife walked into the living room wearing that it's be a miracle. She hates things like that and is much too big to fit."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
"Me too. I guess your husband ignored it?"
"His favorite one."
"He's an idiot."
"Yes, he is. I was wondering. In your line of work, you must see a lot of naked women."
"Well, usually older women who have stupid husbands that make them feel like they aren't attractive."
"And they're looking for confirmation that they are?"
"Something like that."
She chuckled. "Good God, have I become a middle aged cliché and not even realized it?"
"I'd say no. You just have a stupid husband, that doesn't know what's right in front of him."
"Tell me Earl. Have you ever been tempted to let those women know that they really are attractive?"
"Well, to be honest, once or twice I might have let them see that they have an impact on a guy like me."
"Oh? How's that?" She asked, knowing full well what he meant.
"Well, a little zipper work, you know."
"Yeah. I think I do. Have you ever cleaned a pool, naked?"
"I was tempted to, once. But she couldn't afford me." He said, with a chuckle.
"Tell me Earl. Just what is your price, to prove to a woman that she's desirable?"
"Far more than you're willing to pay." He answered, with a crooked little grin.
"You're sure of that?"
"Pretty sure. Most of those women, when faced with actually cheating on their husbands, pretty much back off. They like the idea, until they see the hardware."
"Really. So, if I said I wouldn't say no, or back away, what would you do?"
"You sure you wanna know?"
Julie reached for the tie around her neck and pulled it. She let the negligee flutter on the wind, ending up in the pool. She stood, comfortably nude, in front of him. "Okay Earl, your turn."
"If you're sure."
"I'm sure."
He set the skimmer he had been leaning on, against the pool's edge and then undid the front of his shorts. He pushed them down and then his briefs. Julie stared at the massive cock hanging down in front of him. To her, it looked as big as a horse's cock, and it was only partly hard. His head was mushroom shaped and purple, and his fat cock was decorated in throbbing purple veins. It wasn't a pretty cock, but damn it was big. "Well now. That is impressive. I don't think I've ever seen anything quite that big."
"Yeah, I get that a lot." He bent over and pulled his briefs back up. "After they see that, they're not so sure cheating on their husband is worth it."
Julie stepped closer and reached down for the huge cock. She wrapped both hands around it and stroked it slowly, making it grow more, making it lengthen even further, making it grow fatter in her hand. "I did say I wouldn't back away, but I honestly don't know if I can take something this big in me."
"Don't know until you try." He said with a grin, pulling his t-shirt off. He dropped it on the patio and then reached for her tits. "These are almost as big as my dick."
"You like them?"
"I do, I bet your husband does too."
"He used to. How would you like to have them wrapped around your cock?"
"I'd like that very much." He grinned.
"Then don't go away." She pulled away and ran to the house. She dashed up the stairs and dug in the bed side stand drawer, pulling out her bottle of toy lube. She started back to the stairs and stopped.
"Elain, what are you doing?"
"I'm filming the biggest cock I've ever seen. And if you know what's good for you, you'll fuck that thing."
"And you're going to film it?"
"Hell yeah! Just make sure you stay where I can see from up here."
Julie shook her head and headed back down the stairs, wondering if she should tell him that they're being filmed. She decided no, and dashed out onto the patio again, before he changed his mind. Earl had finished getting out of his shorts and briefs, and was skimming the pool completely naked, his still hard dick sticking out like a flag pole.
"I'm back."
"Good. I was starting to think you changed your mind."
"No, not that I didn't think about it, but no."
He set the skimmer down again and walked to where she was standing. He picked her up like she barely weighed anything, and carried her to the picnic table in the middle of the patio. He set her down and then sat on the edge of the table, his huge dick sticking up from his lap. "It's all yours. If you get brave enough and want to try and sit on it, just let me know."
She shook her head a little. "Maybe," she answered. She opened the bottle and drizzled some of the water-soluble toy lubricant on his dick. She set the bottle aside and grasped his dick with both hands. Even with both hands wrapped around it, there was still nearly a hand width of dick between her hands and his balls, and she didn't even have his head covered. He leaned back onto his elbows and groaned in pleasure, as she started stroking up and down his shaft. She spread the lubricant over his whole shaft and head, and then leaned herself closer to him. She let go and pushed her tits together around it.
"Ohhhh yeah. Those are some spectacular tits. Are they fake or real?"
"All natural," she answered, as she began to stroke her tits up and down his shaft. It always turned her on to tease a man this way. Well, when she did Allen this way. He loved her to do it, but he never wanted to let her finish him that way. He always wanted to pump his load into her pussy, almost as if that were the prize and anything else was just warmup. This time she intended to let him finish between her tits.
"Ohhhh damn! That is soooo good. If you don't wanna get fucked with this, just keep going."
She grinned back and kept stroking. "Actually, I'm hoping for both. Never had the chance to finish a guy this way."
"Never?"
"Uh-uh. Husband always wanted to end inside."
"I wouldn't mind doing that, but I won't spoil your fun."
"Good," Julie said, as she worked her tits up and down. She could tell he was getting close, his hips trying to push up at her tits, with each stroke. She looked down at his engorged head and tried to lick it, each time it pushed up out of the cozy passage she created with her tits.
He groaned and gasped as he got closer and closer to climax, her tits teasing his cock in all the right ways. He pumped his hips up at her fantastic tits as best he could. He watched her trying to lick his head and knew that in a few moments, she was going to get a lot more than she expected. He thought about warning her, but instead he reached out for her head and pushed it down toward his cock, as his climax hit its peak. "OH FUCK!" he gasped loudly, as his cock started pumping cum up into her mouth.
Julie choked, as his cum shot from the tip of his head right down her throat. She tried to pull back, but he held her head down, jamming his head right into the entrance to her throat. She'd never learned to deep throat any guy, let alone one with a cock the size of a fire hose. She gagged and choked until he finally let her head lift. But his cock seemed to be far from done. His cock continued to shoot powerfully up into the air, splattering cum on her face. Her open mouth was leaking the cum he had pumped in there, down his cock and across her tits.
"Fuck yeah. Now that's how a slut takes it!" He grunted, as his cock oozed cum out the tip to roll down his head and into the gap between her tits. "Now, let's see how your pussy takes it!"
"Huh?"
He pushed her head back and then slid off the table to stand with her. He pulled her around and pushed her to the table and bent her over, pushing her back until her tits were pressed against the table. He grasped his still mostly hard cock and rubbed his cum covered head up and down her slit. "Hope you don't mind a little cum in your cunt."
"Ohhhh fuck!" She gasped, as he pressed his head against her vaginal entrance. She felt herself being stretched, his fat head trying to spread her opening wide enough to get in. "OHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!" She screamed, as the pain shot from her pussy through her body. Fortunately, it only lasted a few moments and then passed. She realized he had gotten his head into her, and it stretched her farther than she had ever been stretched before. He held her back down and began to pump his cock in and out. Only a few short inches at first, working his massive cock into her a little at a time. She felt his size pushing farther and farther into her until it could go no farther.
His fat cock also pressed against her clit, as he stroked in and out, driving her body wild with the combination of sensations. In and out he plunged, driving hard into her, not caring all that much how it felt for her, but more how it felt to him. She wasn't sure she cared at that moment, because what he was doing was driving her body toward a climax, like a finely tuned car racing down the track.
"OHHHH FUCK!" She cried, as her orgasm inched closer to climax around his huge cock.
"You like this, you cheating little slut? You like my big fat cock? You should be careful what you wish for." He said, finishing with a grunt, as he drove into her a little harder, his head jamming against the end of her vagina and pushing her thighs against the table edge.
"OH GOD!" She cried, as her body suddenly started to climax, her arms and legs trembling and shaking, like leaves in a wind. She couldn't fall down, she was pinned to the table, but that didn't stop her head from spinning with the intensity of the orgasm his massive cock was causing. Her body tried to squeeze around him, but he was so fat that there was little it could do.
But he did feel it. He felt her pussy squeezing and gushing around his fat shaft. He drove in just a tiny bit harder, knowing his second climax was only moments away. "I'm going to fill your slutty little pussy with my cum. You ready for it? You ready to take my load, you dirty little slut?" He grunted and started pumping into her.
"FUUUUUCK!" She screamed, as his cock started pumping into her. Not because it hurt, or because she wanted him to stop. She wanted anything, but for him to stop, as his squirting cum pushed her fading climax back to a new, even higher peak. Her body spasmed and jerked as his cock pumped shot after shot into her. She had no idea how he had so much cum after just coming a few minutes ago, but it wasn't really that important in that moment.
Elain watched, wide eyed, as he pulled his cock out of Julie's pussy and wrapped his hand around the still hard appendage. He started stroking it frantically, jerking his massive cock, as he panted and gasped for breath. He was clearly trying to squeeze more cum out, as he stood behind her. She zoomed the camera in on his huge cock, just as it started spurting cum out onto her ass. He held his cock as it spurted, rubbing it between her ass cheeks. He rubbed it up and down and Elain knew exactly what he wanted to do. He pressed his head against the rosebud of her anus, as he continued to stroke his cock, clearly not getting his head in, but pushing it against her, hard enough to force some of his cum into her ass.
Elain wished she could hear what he was saying. But she could guess. He reached down and swatted her ass hard, leaving a handprint on her tanned cheek. He stepped back and walked to where his shorts were, his now softening cock swinging side to side, little streamers of cum still oozing and glistening in the sun. He squatted by the pool and splashed water on his dick, rinsing it. He stood, pulled his briefs and shorts on, picked up his t-shirt and then walked to the gate and out, leaving Julie, still lying on the table.
Elain turned off the camera and dashed down the stairs and out the back door. She stopped at the table, not sure what she was going to find. Julie pushed up off the table. She turned and rested her ass against the edge, cum leaking from her ass and pussy, her face and tits slimed with partly dried cum. "Are you okay?"
"Oh my God! My pussy feels like a truck just drove through it."
"No wonder. God what a huge cock! Did it feel good?"
"Yes and no. It hurt like hell going in, but once it was there, he made me come harder than I've come in years. Not once, but twice."
"It's too bad we didn't have sound, but I can tell you it was one hell of a hot fucking scene."
"God, I need a shower." Julie said quietly.
"Let me help." Elain said, helping her off the table and into the house.
---o---
Julie was reclining in one of the comfy, soft, lounge chairs, wearing a microscopic bikini, when Allen came home. She heard him drive into the garage and then heard him walking through the house, calling her name. He didn't sound happy.
"JULIE? WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU?" he shouted, before finally coming to the back door. "Oh, there you are! Did you forget?"
"Forget what honey?" She asked sweetly, knowing exactly what he was talking about. She hadn't forgotten one bit, that he was bringing a client over for dinner. In fact, she knew exactly what she was doing.
"He'll be here in a few minutes and there's no dinner ready." He snapped. "And you're just lounging out here like this? What the fuck?"
"Oh, don't be a spoil sport. I'm sure your little friend won't mind seeing me dressed this way. It is what you want, right? To show me off to him?"
"What's gotten into you?"
"Me? Nothing at all. Dinner will be here in a few minutes. I decided to have it catered in. Last thing you want, is your friend to see me all sweaty and nasty from cooking, right?"
"Would you go put some fucking clothes on, before they get here!"
"Ohhhh. I see. He must be bringing his wife. Alright, if you insist." She said, as she got up and walked past him, making her huge tits wiggle, exactly the way she knew turned him on. As she stepped past him, she let her hand reach down to his crotch and brush across it. "You wanna come watch me change?" She asked, as she stopped at the back door. She pulled the strings of the bikini bottom and let it flutter to the ground, leaving her bare, except for the miniscule top. She turned to face him and pulled the strings on the top, letting it fall to the ground as well. "I bet I could make it worth your while."
He scowled at her and walked to where she had dropped the bikini. He picked it up and turned her around. With a hard slap on her ass, he shoved her into the house. "Get going. I don't know what's gotten into you, but this is an important meeting."
"If you insist." She said with a shrug, walking toward the stairs, swinging her hips to make her ass wiggle as much as her tits. She smiled to herself, as she climbed the stairs. Yeah, she knew this was an important meeting, but she was damn sure it wasn't going to go the way he wanted. If he wanted to flaunt her sexuality, to gain favor, like the pool man said, be careful what you wish for. Having done what she did the last two days, she was much bolder than she had ever been before, and she was going to give him everything he thought he wanted from her. He wanted a hot sex pot, so be it.
Elain had helped her select her outfit. She knew he was going to make her dress, and she wanted to look just perfect. She started with the shoes, since they were all she planned on having on, at some point in the evening. They were six-inch-high heels, that had straps that wound around her legs like thin little snakes, extending half way up her calves. The pantie came next. The tiniest, see-through, thong pantie she owned. She would, for all practical purposes, look naked when she bent over, and bend over, she most certainly would. She worked it carefully over her heels, not wanting to accidently rip the delicate material. She stood and looked at herself in the mirror with a smile. "Bra next," she whispered to herself. She picked up the bra she had on the dresser and slipped it on. She worked the half cups under her huge tits, adjusting the straps so that her boobs were cradled and pressed somewhat together. Her nipples, which had grown hard, as she imagined herself standing in nothing but this, in front of whoever was coming, poked out over the two half cups. Yeah, nearly two thirds of each puckered areola would show over the lacy cup and her nipples would be free to poke out the material of the dress they had selected.



That was the last thing, her dress. It was bright red, skin-tight spandex, matching her nails on both her feet and her hands. She put it on like a coat and then zipped it up the front. Yes, the zipper went from the hem to the bottom of the Vee between her breasts. The shoulder straps were just barely wide enough to cover her bra straps. It really wasn't intended to have a bra on under it, but the half cups held her big tits up and made her nipples poke the front out more dramatically. She pulled the zipper all the way up, knowing that as the evening progressed, it would be coming down, little by little. She pulled the skirt down as far as it would go, which was scandalously high on her thighs, and then turned around. She bent over, in front of the full-length mirror and watched the spandex pull up, until the bottom of both creamy cheeks showed, as well as the completely see through pantie crotch and her freshly shaved pussy.
She closed her eyes and stroked between her legs a few times, remembering the big cock that had been pushed into her that morning, how it felt, and how hard it made her cum. She let the thoughts linger, as she stroked her fingers over herself, slowly turning herself on even more. She wanted him to be able to smell her, smell her arousal, to know she was turned on, and wanted to be fucked. She wanted him to smell her and know that she wanted it, as she offered it to his client.
She stood and looked back in the mirror, pleased that the dress had remained pulled up in the back. She grinned and turned to face the mirror, knowing that she would only have to bend over once to get it to show. The tiny see-through panty was visible from the front as well, her lips obviously showing through the material. Yes, if she didn't keep pulling it down, it would certainly show all her goodies. And she knew that she'd be sure to not have any free hands to do so on plenty of occasions. Julie hadn't ever felt so....slutty, that was the word. It was the word the pool guy had used more than once. She was acting the slutty, little kept woman. That's what Allen thought he wanted. Now it was time to see if that's really what he wanted.
The doorbell rang and she looked at her watch. Right on time. She came down the stairs, the skirt hiking up with each step she made, until her crotch was showing. She left the skirt hiked up where it had moved, as she moved to the front door. She opened it and let the caterer in. It took the young man four trips, to bring the food in and set it in the kitchen. Each time he walked up the front steps she stood, so that he had an almost unobstructed view of her panties and what was behind them. His pants were bulged out by the time he was done, and she almost felt sorry for him. It gave her an idea for another time, but right now, she had other plans and wanted to be as turned on as she could be.
She closed the door and went to the kitchen to get everything ready. No, she hadn't cooked dinner, but the bar-b-que that she had catered in, should be more than good enough. She transferred the food from the containers, to the good, China serving dishes. She selected the wine glasses she wanted and made sure that they were on the top shelf of the cabinet. All that was left to do was wait. She walked into the living room where Allen was busy working on something on his laptop. "I think everything is ready." She said, drawing his attention.
He looked up and then back down at the computer and then up again, his mind clearly registering how she looked. "Fuck! What are you wearing!?" He exclaimed in shock. "You can't wear that! Not in front of this client!"
"Why not? Doesn't it look good?" She asked innocently.
"Well...yes. But this client. He's important. You can't look like a slut!"
"Is that what I look like to you? A slut? Really? I thought I looked pretty fucking stunning. I mean, a slut, that's that little intern, or whatever she is, you keep taking on trips. I've seen how she dresses. I just figured if that was what you wanted, I might as well do the same."
"I don't know what you think..."
Julie stepped over to him, moved the laptop off his lap to the coffee table, and then hiked her skirt up. She crawled onto his lap facing him, letting her pussy press against his crotch. She could feel his dick hardening in his pants, as she reached for the zipper and slowly began pulling it down. "You want this? All you have to do is say so. I'm your wife. I'll be anything you want me to be, as long as it's for you. You want me to change, I will. But you'll have to promise me to stop fucking that little girl at work."
"What little girl?"
"Oh honey, don't be that way. We're both adults. I know that you're losing interest in me. I know that you've been fucking that hot little number at work, and probably on every trip you take her on. I'm no fool, I can see the signs. But that doesn't mean I have to let you go without a fight. You want a hot seductive sex pot like that, then that's what I'll be. I'm going to give you EXACTLY what you're getting with that hot little slut at work. You want a demure, sexy woman here at home and a slut at work, that isn't going to happen. You get one or the other. Tonight, you get to choose." She heard the door bell ring. "Ohhhh, well. Too late to change now." She said to him, with a grin. She climbed from his lap and zipped the dress up, leaving the skirt hiked to her hips as she walked to the front door, her essentially bare ass wiggling side to side with each step.
She pulled her skirt down and smoothed it before opening the door. "Good evening!" She said, cheerfully extending a hand to shake. "I'm Julie, Allen's wife. And you are?"
"Roger, Roger Dell, and this is my assistant Maryjoe." The man said. He's probably fifty, wearing a gray suit with a white shirt, accented with a burgundy tie and matching pocket square. Next to him was a thirtyish, young woman, fairly slender with a modest chest, wearing low heels and a modest summer weight dress. Her hair was pulled back in a professional looking bun, high on the back of her head. She carried a large leather briefcase, which had to belong to Roger. She looked Julie up and down with eyes as big as saucers, clearly not expecting to see a woman dressed like Julie was.
"Do come in." She said, as Roger released her hand, which he had held far too long, as he surveyed the woman in front of him. Julie tried to suppress a grin, as he absentmindedly moved his hand to his crotch for a brief moment. 'Score one,' she thought to herself.
She let him in and then closed the door after Maryjoe stepped in. "Allen is in the living room. Can I offer you a drink? Maybe some wine?"
"A scotch for me," Roger said gruffly, looking to the living room.
"And you MaryJoe?"
"How about a glass of wine. Red?"
"Certainly," Julie answered, motioning to the living room. She waited for Roger to settle into one of the large chairs, MaryJoe settling on the opposite end of the sofa that Allen was sitting on. Julie smiled to herself, knowing that from that seat Roger would have an unobstructed view of what she was about to do. How he responded would set the tone for the rest of the night.
She walked to the kitchen and opened the cabinet. She had to stand on the very tips of her toes to try and reach the glasses she's put on the top shelf. She stretched, trying to, and failing, to reach. Her skirt had pulled up all the way, so most of her bare ass was exposed, as she stretched for the glasses. She settled back to her heels before trying again, giving Roger time to respond.
"Here, let me help." He said, suddenly from behind her. He leaned against her, trapping her between him and the counter, as he reached up to the top shelf, catching one of glasses with one hand, while his other hand settled on her waist. She could feel his cock pressing between her bare cheeks as he leaned into her.
"Oh, thank you. I just couldn't seem to reach them." She said innocently, allowing him to continue to press against her as he brought the glass down to the counter.
"Just one?"
"Actually, two please."
"Sure." He said, reaching up again, his hardening cock pressing against her ass and his free hand sliding up from her waist, up her side until his finger were pressing against the side of her breast. She subtly twisted her body slightly, turning so that his hand slid around her, until he was cupping the front of her breast, through the dress.
"Thank you," she replied, reaching up to his hand with hers, cupping it and pressing it more tightly to her chest, sending the signal that the contact was anything but unwanted.
"My pleasure." He answered, giving her breast a squeeze before pulling his hand away and stepping back. "Anything I can do to help."
"Well, actually," Julie said, turning to face the island. She bent over and opened a lower cabinet to find the bottle of scotch that was stored down there. She knew that being bent this way would pull her dress all the way up her ass. The only question was, how would he respond. She stayed bent for a number of seconds before she felt it. Not his crotch against her butt, but his fingers between her legs. She felt him run his fingers tentatively across the crotch of her panties, and then reach back again when she didn't complain. He stroked his fingers back and forth half a dozen times, feeling the heat and wetness of her pussy before she straightened. She looked over her shoulder and grinned at him, as she pulled her skirt down to straighten it. "Now, let's see, I think I need a high ball glass."
Julie stepped to another cabinet, this one out of sight of the living room. He moved with her and after getting a glass from the cabinet, turned around to find him right in front of her. He held his finger to his lips and she smiled in return. He reached up to the zipper of her dress and slowly pulled it down, inching it farther and farther, as if waiting for her to say enough. She didn't. She let him pull it all the way to her waist, the top spreading so that her bra supported tits were completely accessible. He looked down at her chest with a grin and reached for both nipples. She gently bit her lower lip a he grasped both nipples and squeezed them firmly, sending a tingle from them to her pussy. He twisted and pulled on them and she opened her mouth in a silent gasp of pleasure. She wasn't sure how far she would allow him to take it, but it was cut short by a call from Allen.
"You good in there, Roger?"
"Yeah, just helping your wonderful wife here with the drinks."
"Oh...uh. Good. Sure."
Roger grinned and let go of her nipples, zipping the dress back up, but not nearly as high as it had been. He pulled it up just far enough to cover where the cups of her bra were connected, leaving every inch of cleavage he could, exposed.
She slipped from between him and the counter, letting one of her hands find his hardon in his pants, and giving it a squeeze, as she did. The offer had been made and accepted. Now all it would take was an opportunity. She walked to the island and began pouring his drink. "Would you like ice? Or plain?" Julie asked.
"Ice would be great." He answered, as he continued to lean against the counter. Julie walked to the refrigerator near where he was leaning, and pressed the glass against the ice dispenser lever. She stood there waiting for the ice to be dispensed. Roger moved two steps toward her and slipped his hand down between her legs, stroking her pussy again, this time from the front. He mouthed, "God you're hot."
She just grinned in response. She turned and set the glass on the island. She backed toward him, out of sight of Allen, but not of MaryJoe. She hiked her skirt up to her waist and then pushed her panties down. She bent over, sliding them down her legs. He took the invitation and quickly slid his fingers between her legs. He teased his fingers over and then between her lips, while she stayed bent, working the panties over her high heels. MaryJoe stared, seeing her boss playing with Julie's pussy, but said nothing.
Julie straightened up and pulled her skirt back down, making him pull his fingers from between her lips. She knew there was going to be more, but this was just the warm up. She tucked the panties into his pocket and whispered, "You can give them back later."
"What if I prefer you this way?"
Julie just grinned, as she handed him his drink. She walked around the island and poured herself and MaryJoe some wine, and then walked back out, with a glass in either hand, Roger following with his own drink. She handed one glass to MaryJoe and then moved to the other overstuffed chair and sat down. She knew that Roger could look right up her skirt, and probably MaryJoe as well. She saw her flush and knew that she had indeed done just that. Allen was staring at her, not able to see that she had taken her panties off, but just staring at the little smirk on her face.
"We can eat any time you want." She said after a few moments. "The table is set and the food is ready."
"Well, no reason we have to let the food get cold then. Plenty of time for business after."
Julie smiled and got up. She stepped around the table and reached a hand out to both Roger and MaryJoe. She let them stand and then backed toward the dining room, pulling them along with her. She finally let go of their hands and turned around, reaching back for them to take her hands again. "I hope you like bar-b-que." She said, as she led them to the table. She let go of MaryJoe's hand in front of the chair next to hers, and then walked Roger around the end of the table, past Allen's chair, to the one directly across from hers.
She turned Roger to face her and began to push his coat off. "We wouldn't want to get sauce on this, would we?"
"Well, no, definitely not." He answered in agreement.
Julie took his coat off the rest of the way and hung it on the back of the chair next to the one he would be sitting in. Then she reached for his tie and began removing it. She pulled the tie off and added it to the coat. "It'd be a shame to get sauce on this expensive white shirt. I'd take it off; but, I don't know what you'd wear instead."
"It would be a shame to get sauce on it. I have an undershirt on, so I suppose we could dispense with it."
She grinned and began unbuttoning the front of the shirt, working slowly down the front. She could see his pants tented out from the hardon she had given him, but she was only getting started. She worked down the front, tugging on the shirt that was tucked into his pants. "I can fix that," She whispered, reaching down for his belt. He stood there, his eyes wide, as she unfastened the front of his pants, letting them slide down his legs.
"Um, uh... I don't think..." he stammered, as she finished unbuttoning his shirt. She reached for his hands and pulled one toward her, resting his palm on one of her tits, as she unbuttoned his cuff. She let it rest there and reached for the other, resting that on the other breast, while she unbuttoned the second cuff. She slipped out of his grasp and around behind him, pulling the shirt off. She hung it over the suit coat, knowing that the bulge in his briefs was fully evident now to everyone, including MaryJoe. Julie moved back in front of him and squatted down, his bulge now in front of her face. She looked up and saw the nervousness in his face and knew that she had pushed as far as she dared. She grasped the waist of his pants and slowly pulled them back up. She held them in place with one hand and scooped down into his briefs to straighten his bent dick, getting a wide-eyed look from him. She withdrew her hand and then fastened his pants in place again. "There. Good as new."
"Uh. Yeah. Right." He said, as Julie moved away and back around the table, running her hand across Allen's butt as she walked past him.
She sat down and Allen and Roger sat down after her. MaryJoe looked incredibly uncomfortable. "Oh goodness. I forgot the tea! MaryJoe, would you give me a hand?"
"Uh, certainly." She answered hesitantly, as Julie stood and waited for her. MaryJoe followed her into the kitchen and to the counter.
"Don't worry." Julie said quietly, as she started filling four glasses with the ice tea she'd made, earlier in the day. "It's just an act."
"Just an act?"
"Uh huh. Just between us girls, my husband needs a lesson taught, and tonight is school night. If you want to play along, feel free, but if not, that's okay too."
"I've never seen Roger act like this." She whispered.
"Has he ever had it thrown at him like I have tonight?"
"No, but that...well...maybe he needs a lesson too." She said with a smirk. "I know he's made plenty of passes at me, on these trips. I think that's why he keeps bringing me. Hopes that I'll give in."
"You want him to stop?"
"Actually? yes."
"Huh. I wouldn't have figured that. I would have thought you liked the attention."
"Well...I...I sorta do, but there are limits."
"Uh huh. Okay." Julie said, picking up two of the glasses. She walked back out into the dining room, with MaryJoe following. She leaned over farther than needed and set one in front of Roger and the other in front of Allen. Before she straightened up, she reached down into each of their laps and rubbed their dicks, through their pants, suggestively. She walked around and sat back down next to MaryJoe.
Dinner progressed with small talk about all kinds of things. Julie made sure to mention the wonderful warm weather and how much she enjoyed the pool on days like today. When dinner had been finished, Julie got up to clear the dishes from the table. MaryJoe helped, taking handfuls of dishes to the sink for Julie.
"Do you feel naughty?"
"Naughty?"
"Yeah. Feel like teasing your boss a little?"
"Like how?"
Julie giggled and bit her lower lip as she grinned mischievously. "Flaunt what you got without letting him touch it?"
"Flaunt it how?"
"How about a really hot sexy bikini?"
"Here? I didn't..."
"Don't worry. I have plenty if you wanna borrow one."
"You think I should?"
"I think you should. But don't worry about him trying to get into your panties. I'm going to be keeping him more than busy enough."
"What are you going to do?"
"Just wait and see." She said, as she walked into the dining room and stood between Roger and Allen. "Well boys. I know you have a lot of work to do, and us girls will just be in the way. I think MaryJoe and are going to go hang out by the pool. You can come join us when you're done."
"You sure that's a good idea?" Allen asked quickly.
"Sure. It's beautiful this evening. We'll be fine."
"I don't think that MaryJoe brought anything with."
"Oh, not to worry. I have plenty of things she can wear. I'm sure one of my one-piece suits will fit her." Julie could see the disappointment in Roger's face, and did all she could to suppress the grin.
"Come on MaryJoe, let's see what we can find."
MaryJoe followed her out of the room and up to her bedroom.
"Julie, before we go any further, I have to know. Are you planning on having sex with my boss?"
"Would it bother you if I did?"
"Yes and no. I want to know why."
Julie took her to the bed and sat down on the edge. "In the past, my husband has tried to flaunt my body, my sexuality, to gain favor with his superiors. When I resisted this, he apparently decided it was time to find a sluttier wife that would put out for his bosses."
"That's disgusting!" She said, wrinkling her nose up.
"Yeah, well, it gets worse. He found some little slut in the sales department that is willing to do anything to advance, including fucking whoever and wherever. I've already caught them fucking in the company gym, right out in public. I mean, on the machines right in front of everyone. So, I decided that if he wants a wife that will fuck anything with a dick to help him seal the deal, maybe he should find out what that feels like, to sit there and watch his wife getting hammered by some other guy."



"And my boss..."
"Is the first client he's brought home since I decided to do this. That's what all this is about." She said, motioning to the dress. "I want your boss to know that I'm his play thing, as long as he signs the papers."
"And you're really going to let him have sex with you?"
"Not only am I planning on it, I'm planning on making it as loud and nasty and messy as I can. I'm going to wear your boss' cock out in the most spectacular way I can. All right in front of Allen. I may even let Allen fuck my mouth, but that's it. My pussy is going to be Roger's for the evening."
"That's pretty brave."
"Yeah. Now you, I want you to wear the most revealing bikini you can stand. I want you to flaunt your body to him, and show as much as you can. And when he gets handsy, I want you to slap him down. Tell him that you don't do cocks, and then beg me to make you cum. I promise, he won't try to fuck you again."
"But he might fire me."
"Not if you let him know that you don't mind him watching. If he's like most men, he'll keep trying to set things up with another woman hoping to fuck her while she does you."
"How do you know I like women?"
"Oh sweetie. I was watching your eyes. You may not be a lesbian, but I'd bet my bottom dollar that you've always wanted to experiment a little. Well, tonight you can. And, if you don't like it, you can walk away and never see us again."
"I don't know. That's an awful big order."
"If not, then just flash what you can in a bikini to tease them both, and let me take everything he can give me."
"That I can do."
"Good." Julie said, standing up. In moments she was stripping off her dress and bra, leaving only her shoes to undo. MaryJoe moved much more slowly, hesitantly, undressing one item at a time, almost as if she were afraid to take the last few items off. She finally slipped her panties down, revealing a considerable amount of hair on her mound and between her legs.
"Not sure this is exactly bikini worthy," she whispered.
"That's easy to solve. If you want me to."
"I've never shaved down there."
"Come on. I'll take care of that," Julie said, as she took her hand. She pulled her gently into the bathroom and sat her on the counter. She pulled out the electric clippers and quickly reduced the curls to a narrow strip right up above the start of her lips. Then she went to work with a razor, scraping the hair off, until most of her mound and all of her lips were baby bottom smooth.
"Damn! That sorta made me turned on," she whispered.
"I understand that." Julie said. "Here, let me." She leaned her face to MaryJoe's pussy and gently licked it. MaryJoe tried to close her legs, but Julie pushed them apart again and used her tongue to find her clit.
"Ohhhhhhhh. God!" She moaned, as Julie licked and flicked her clit. "Oh, that feels so good and so bad at the same time. Ohhhh my!" Julie stuck a finger into her tight little hole, pushing up into her depths, as far as her finger could go. She concentrated on MaryJoe's clit, licking and flicking it until her body answered. MaryJoe sat there, shuddering and trembling as she climaxed for Julie.
"There. See, nothing to it." Julie said, as she pulled her face from between MaryJoe's thighs.
"That was...well...different. Not as bad as I thought."
"Think you could do that to another woman?" Julie asked, as she walked out to the dresser.
"I don't know about that."
Julie just chuckled and opened a drawer. "Here, try this." She said, handing MaryJoe a tiny yellow string bikini.
"It's so small."
"Yeah, but it'll make them so big."
In only a few minutes the girls were both dressed, well, as much as the tiny bikinis could cover. The yellow one MaryJoe had on, covered about half of her C cup breasts, and the thong bottom covered her full round lips and the considerable amount of inner lip that protruded, but strategically didn't cover all of the single, inch wide, strip of hair on her mound. Julie had put on one that was every bit as small, as the one she had on, when Allen came home, only this one wasn't intended to swim in. It was a tanning suit and as soon as it got wet it would become essentially see through.
Julie admired their looks in the full-length mirror, before announcing they were ready. She led MaryJoe down the stairs and into the dining room where the boys were busy going over papers.
"Holy shit!" Roger grunted in surprise, as he looked up and saw the two beauties. "MaryJoe. DAMN! You look smoking hot!"
"Sorry, I wasn't trying to."
"Yeah, but you did. And you. God what a suit!"
"Well, you boys enjoy the paperwork. When you get done you can come out and join us."
"But I didn't bring a suit." Roger protested.
Julie grinned. "I wouldn't let that stop you. I don't require suits in the pool. In fact, I may not even keep mine on. But don't rush. I don't want you to miss anything in those silly contracts. No, not until every t is dotted and i is crossed. See you when all your work is done!" She said, as she turned and walked toward the kitchen, her bare ass wiggling with each step.
She walked to the pool and waded down the stairs and into the water. "I don't know how you can be so cavalier, about offering him your body like that."
"A week ago, I wouldn't have."
"So, what happened?"
"I put on my best negligee for Allen last night and he completely ignored me. Soooo, when the pool man came today, decided to see if HE liked my negligee. He did. In fact, he liked it so much that he fucked the shit out of me, right over there, on the picnic table. Hell, he was hung like a fucking horse. No, after he got done, is when I decided to play this little game. If Allen doesn't want to fuck me, then I'm going to let him see what it looks like, when another man does."
"Ohhhh fuck. Seriously?"
"That's it."
"And you think that doing this will win him back?"
"It'll open his eyes. If he wants a slut and doesn't mind me fucking other men, well, then I will. I'm not going to sit here and be celibate if he's off fucking other women so blatantly. I won't be made a fool of."
"Well, ladies, it seems we got all the i's dotted and t's crossed." Roger said, as he walked out with Allen right behind him."
"Well, I guess that means you can come swim with us." Julie said, turning and walking up the stairs. Roger stared at her suit, and everything you could see through it, as the water cascaded down off her body.
"I still don't have a swim suit." Roger said.
"I'm sure I can find something for you." Allen said quickly.
"Allen honey? Really? Don't tell me you're going to be bashful. Not after fucking me in front of your boss. Come now. I'm sure MaryJoe won't mind if you two go without. In fact, let me help." She said, reaching up and pulling the strings on her bikini top. Not that it hid much anyway, but she could see the shock on her husband's face as she completely exposed her tits. She tugged the strings on the bottom and tossed it toward the table too, leaving her completely naked. "Now, let's get those clothes off you." She said with a grin, as she stepped toward Roger. "I'm sure Allen won't mind me helping you out, will you lover?"
"Uh...I guess not, no," he stammered.
"Good." Julie said, she moved her hands to his undershirt and pulled it up. She was pleased to see that he wasn't a fat old man under the shirt. He actually looked fairly muscular. She pushed him back, until his butt hit the edge of the table, where she had been fucked only hours before. She undid the front of his pants and then pushed them and his briefs down to his thighs together. "Sit." She said with a grin, reaching down to grasp his, already hard, cock.
"Uh, sure." He answered, lifting himself onto the table top. Julie let go of his dick and knelt down. It took a few moments to get his shoes and socks off, and then pull his pants down and off, but in less than two minutes she had him completely naked. She stood up and looked at his hard cock and thought back to what she had done earlier in the say. What had he called her? His horny little slut? Well, right now that's exactly what she wanted to look like.
"Why don't you just lean back and let me have a look at this sexy cock?" He leaned back and she moved between his legs. She pressed her bare tits together, wrapping them around his modest sized cock. With a grin she started to stroke up and down his shaft. She hadn't planned on this and didn't have any lube of any kind, so she drooled some saliva down over his head as she stroked her tits up and down.
What happened next, maybe she should have expected, but she didn't. She was so focused on making Allen jealous that she didn't even think about how he might react. She felt his cockhead rub up and down her wet lips and then push into her. Not a gentle, loving push into her love box, but a hard, thrusting shove based in lust. He jammed hard into her, practically pushing her over onto Roger. He grabbed her hips and started thrusting into her, driving hard up into her pussy with each stroke. She looked back at him, surprised to see him staring down at where his cock was thrusting into her.
In and out he drove, moving her on top of Roger with each thrust, Roger's cock pressed between her tits and his body. Back and forth she moved, as Allen drove into her. His efforts seemed to be almost frantic, as he plowed into her with abandon.
"Oh fuck," Roger groaned, as her shifting body continued to stroke along his cock. He looked down at her incredible body, his head appearing and disappearing between her smashed tits. In his wildest dreams, he never figured he'd be getting tit fucked by such a hot woman, but here it was, happening. He wanted to hold back, to keep his seed for when he fucked her pussy, which he had been planning on doing. But he was quickly growing unable to hold back longer.
Her long blond hair hid most of her face, but he didn't need to see it, to know how, what her husband was doing, made her feel. Her moans and grunts grew as he thrust wildly into her. With some effort she pushed back against him, sliding her body down a little so that her mouth could close around his engorged head. She pushed up, letting her tits hang down and rub on him, her mouth now stroking on and off the last couple inches of his cock, moved by her husband's strokes. On and off his cock her mouth went, his hips pushing in time, to drive more of him into her. He groaned deeply and reached for her head. She jerked an arm up and pushed his hand away, making it clear she didn't want his hand holding her head on him when he came, which he was going to do any second.
"OHHHHH FUUUUUCK!" he groaned loudly, as his body jerked and spasmed. He felt shot after shot surging from his body, squirting the copious load that had been teed up by her teasing, into her mouth. To her credit she didn't choke or gag, but took his whole load in her mouth, while her husband rammed into her from behind.
She pushed herself up, making her husband's wild flailing stop. She looked at Roger and opened her mouth, showing him the load he had given her. She closed her mouth and turned to her husband. She stood between Roger's legs and reached for her husband, pulling him to her. She leaned to him to kiss him. They kissed for only a few seconds before he jerked back, spitting and wiping his mouth, while she giggled.
"What the fuck!?" He snapped at her.
She opened her mouth again, to show him what was left of the load in her mouth and then swallowed it down. "What's the matter honey? You expect me to take their load so you can make the deal, and you won't even share? I'm supposed to do it all by myself?"
"What are you doing!? What's gotten into you?"
"You want to fuck a slut, so you get to fuck a slut. If you don't want to be married to a slut, don't go around fucking one, or treating your wife like one."
"What has gotten into you?"
"I'll tell you," Julie said, her face flushing red with anger. "I saw you fucking that little whore at the gym. Yeah, right in front of everyone. First you step behind the mat and give her a little taste, then head to the stair stepper. Yeah, I saw you fucking her on the stair stepper. Letting her climb her way up your department by fucking you? Well, I guess you hadn't heard. Your sweet demure wife bared her chest on the treadmill and then instead of showering in the ladies locker room, she did it in the men's locker room. And YES, she invited any guy who wanted to, to take a turn in her pussy!"
"Yes, I did. I asked Jerry to wash my back, and my front, and while he was at it, to stuff his black cock into my pussy. God, it felt good to get fucked by him, right there in the showers. I let him fuck me, until he came in my pussy and then I got dressed, letting every guy in there watch his cum leak from me. I guess no one had the balls to tell you, your wife was acting like a slut. Just like that whoring little slut you've been fucking every noon time!"
"You're crazy! You'd never do that. You're lying!"
"Am I? What was I wearing last night?" She snapped at him.
"I don't know. Your nightgown I guess."
"Wrong. You didn't even notice I was wearing your favorite nightie. The see-through pink one. You didn't even notice when I stood in front of the TV and played with my pussy. You completely ignored me."
"So what? I was busy."
"Too busy for me?"
"Just busy."
"Well, the pool guy wasn't too busy. He absolutely loved how I looked in it, until he took it off of me and fucked me."
"Bullshit! You wouldn't ever do that."
"NO? Go look on the bottom of the pool you stupid fuck!"
Allen walked to the pool's edge and looked down for almost a full minute before he saw the pink on the pool bottom. "That doesn't prove anything. You could have just thrown it in there."
"Really? Well maybe you want to watch me fuck Roger here. Let him fuck me just like the pool guy did. Lay me on the table and ram his cock into me until he unloaded deep in my pussy. He had a huge cock by the way. Fucker was hung like a horse."
"I think you better leave me out of this." Roger said, as he slipped off the table and started to collect his clothes. "Come on MaryJoe. I think we should leave."
"But I'm not dressed!"
"So? Go get your clothes."
"You can keep the bikini MaryJoe," Julie said. "It really does look good on you."
Nothing else was said before Roger and MaryJoe had moved inside and the door was closed. "Why are you trying to embarrass and humiliate me? In front of a customer no less."
"Humiliate you? Who the hell do you think is humiliated, when you fuck some department slut in public? It isn't you that gets humiliated, it's me! Who gets humiliated when you try and pimp me out to your bosses? Not you? No, it's me, because I might object to getting fucked in the mouth or pussy by someone that isn't my husband, just to advance his career. I'm the one that gets humiliated, not you."
"That's bullshit. No one thinks less of you for helping your husband advance."
Julie laughed. "Oh God, you really believe that shit, don't you? Did you ever love me? Or was I only married for how I looked. Was having your boss fuck me, always part of the plan, or did that come later?"
"You're being silly!"
"Silly? Really? Well let me tell you, you're the one that's going to look and feel silly when word gets out."
"Word gets out? What word? What are you talking about?"
She smiled and shook her head slowly. "Seems that homemade porn is popular these days. You might go take a sniff of the shifter handle of your precious Mercedes."
"What are you talking about?"
"Me, making a video of myself, masturbating on the hood of your car, and then fucking myself on the shifter."
"You wouldn't."
"In fact, I did. A nice-looking hiker came along too. I let him fuck me on the hood as well. All of those are trending nicely on my site. So far, I've made more this week than you did."
"You're shitting me. You're lying!"
"Am I? Guess you know better. Wonder how long it'll take your bosses to find out you don't control your wife, nearly as well as you think."
"You're drunk or high."
"Yeah, sure. You keep thinking that." Julie shouted, as he walked toward the back door.
She stood in the dark for a long time, trying to tame her anger. By the time she did, he had gone, not only into the house, but out of it, as well. She wondered where he went. Probably to cry and get sympathy sex from that little slut he's been fucking.
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I was glad to finally get rid of the bandages and shower himself. Not that I minded Patty, but it had been more than a little awkward getting showered by mom. I dropped into my seat in first hour and was surprised to see the seat next to me empty, especially after last night. When Andria still hadn't shown up at the beginning of class I was more than a little concerned. By the end of class I was more than concerned, I was terrified that somehow word had gotten back to the school about what Andria and I had done to Lyetta, and it was only a matter of time before I was hauled to the principal's office and expelled. I sweat it out all through second hour. By third hour I was starting to relax. If it was going to happen, it would have by now.
Lunch time came and I saw Lilly sitting off by her friends, trying to keep things cool between them. I also saw Erica come into the lunchroom, get her tray and then walk past me, intentionally NOT looking at me, as she moved to the very end of the table row to sit. It was clear she was angry, but I hoped that in the end, being able to protect her would be worth a little anger now.
I was almost done eating when he saw Andria come in. She got her tray and found a place away from anyone else and then looked across the room at me, holding my gaze until I realized she wanted to meet me. I waited for her to finish eating, and when she got up to dump her tray, I got up and followed. We met in the hall and Andria pulled on my hand to drag me to a janitor's closet. Looking both ways, she pulled me into it and closed the door behind us.
"David. We made a mistake."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that Lyetta wasn't the ring leader." She said, "here."
I unfolded the note. Meet me in the downstairs furnace room before first hour. It's important. David "I didn't send this."
"No, I know that now. But I didn't then."
"What happened?"
"There were three guys there to meet me. There's a sorta break room in the back the custodians use. It has a table and such. They pinned me to the table and took turns fucking me. One in each hole. They said that it was pay back for what I did to Lyetta. One of them said he was supposed to pass a message." She pulled up her dress almost to her tits. Besides being nude and showing off her pussy, she showed something else off, written in marker across her pelvis.
David -- nice try -- wrong girl -- hope you had fun with her!
"Oh shit. I'm sorry."
"Not your fault. I was sure I was right."
"But what they did to you?"
"Oh that? No biggie. I'd have fucked any one of them if they'd have asked nice." She said with a shrug. "Look, if they did this to me, you better watch your back. No telling who it is now."
"Damn. I'm sorry Andria, really."
"It's okay, but it looks like I'm not going to be fucking anyone for a few weeks until I can get this gone; 'til then you better be willing to put out."
"Me?"
"Sure. I'm horny all the damn time, and we had a deal. I got you for a whole night anyway. I'm just going to spread it out now. Stretch it out for a few days. I figure I could have gotten at least half a dozen climaxes out of you overnight, so you owe me at least that many now, right?" She said, with a crooked grin. "Besides, if Erica is giving you the cold shoulder, you're gonna need to put it somewhere, right?"
"Put it somewhere?"
"Your cum, silly! I know how teenage boys are. Horny all the time. Hell, you already have a hard-on." She said, reaching down to my crotch and stroking the bulge. "You want it now?"
"Uh, um, no. I better go find Erica and warn her to watch her back. If they did this to you, no telling what they'll do to her."
"Good point. You go, I'm kinda warmed up and need to do something about it before class."
"You're just going to stand in here and masturbate?"
"Unless you wanna do it for me?"
"I wouldn't mind, but I better go try and find Erica first."
"See, that's how you know you love her. Passing up pussy for her."
"Yeah, now if you can just convince her of that."
"I'll try," she said, as I slipped out the door and closed it behind me.
I looked around where I expected her to be and didn't find her. I finally gave up and just barely made it to fourth hour in time. I didn't find her between classes, or even after. I headed to my locker and opened it to dump my books into it. I found a note and eagerly opened it, hoping it was from Erica.
Meet me after sixth hour in 207. Erica
Maybe this is why I couldn't find her. I headed up to room 207. At one point it was a chemistry lab, but now they taught personal finance in it, which was Erica's last class of the day. The door was unlocked and I walked in, not seeing anyone. There was a storage closet in the back of the room for equipment, and I noticed the door was ajar and the light was on. I walked toward it, calling her name. When I opened the door, it wasn't Erica I saw. It was another girl. I couldn't remember her name, but I'd seen her lots of times in the lunch room. She typically sat by herself, not at a table, but in a chair by the windows, almost as if she were afraid to be in the mass of students during lunch. She carried her lunch and sat by the windows and ate her sandwich alone.
She wasn't a bad looking young lady by any stretch of the imagination, especially not wearing the extremely light weight summer dress she had on. It had spaghetti straps over her shoulders, and clearly didn't meet the school dress code, meaning she'd changed after class. I couldn't help but wonder if she had undressed in here.
"Here," she said, handing me a note.
Andria got hers, now it's your turn. You will do exactly what this girl says, to the letter, or Erica will find herself tied spread eagle for the boys basketball team. Right now she's with me; she has no idea that if I don't get a text, saying you did what you were told, that she's going to pay your debt.
"Fuck!" I swore quietly. "They have Erica!"
"Who does?"
"The mean girls. Those nasty sluts that tied me up in the locker room."
"What do they want with you?"
"I don't know. But you're supposed to tell them that I did, whatever it is they wanted you to have me do. Just text them that I did."
"I can't." She said shyly.
"What do you mean you can't?"
"I can't. I have to do what they say...or...or my little sister is going to be given to a bunch of boys. She's not even old enough yet. I can't let them do anything to her."
"Alright. So, we don't let them do anything to her. What is it they want me to do?"
"You're supposed to rip off my clothes and have sex with me."
"I'm supposed to do what!?"
"Rip off my clothes. If you don't, I will. I'll make it look just like you did it anyway. I'm not letting my sister...I'm not letting them do anything to her. I'll rip everything off and run down the hall screaming, if you don't do it. They promised that if you did it, that neither of us would be hurt. They just want you to pay the price for something you did."
"And you know this how?"
"This." She said, handing me her phone to read a text message.
Margo. Unless you want your little sister to be handed over to that group of boys that pester her at school, you will go to room 207, change into the dress we put in your locker, and tell David to rip off all your clothes and have sex with you. If he does, text the number on the bottom and say it's done and nothing will happen to you or your sister. If not, well, David's debt will be paid by your sister.
"Who the hell is this bitch?" I asked aloud. "I'm sorry. Yeah, I'll do it. You shouldn't have to pay for what I did. Your sister either. This girl, whoever it is, really has it in for me. I have no doubt that she's hidden a camera in here somewhere, to video it, so she can blackmail me with it. Raping a girl. She should know I'd never do that."
"You have to, though, please!"
"Margo, that's your name?"
"Yeah."
"Margo, I'll do what I can, but I won't hurt you."
"That's okay. As long as you do it."
I walked to her and grasped the dress. I wasn't surprised to see that several cuts had been made to the material across the front. I grabbed the dress just above her breasts and jerked it apart, ripping it most of the way down the front. I pulled a second time, ripping it the rest of the way like an old rag. The two tiny strings were easily ripped from the material, and the dress pulled completely off of her. There was a pile of boxes in the room and I pushed her back to them, pushing her ass back on them to make her sit, then lay back. I couldn't be rough with her, so I eased her panties down off her legs and worked them over her running shoes. I looked at her pussy, only sparse blond curls on her mound and between her legs. Her full, round lips framed a considerable amount of inner lip, that was bright pink and inviting. I undid the front of my pants and let them fall and then pushed down my briefs.
My dick was mostly hard as I stepped between her legs and pressed my shaft against her pussy. I reached up to her chest and flicked the small clasp between her tits, freeing the cups of her bra to expose her small, apple sized tits, and saw her blush.
"Margo, is this your first time?" I asked quietly.
"Why would you ask that? Does it matter?"
"To me."
"If I say it is, does that mean you won't do me?" she asked suddenly. "You have to. You have to do me. My sister is depending on it."
"Don't worry, I will. I'll just take my time?" I said. "I'm surprised though. You're cute, a little shy, but definitely a nice-looking body. You haven't ever done anything?"
"I went out with Chris a few times." She said. "We did a little touching, but I wasn't ready for this. He got kinda upset and we stopped going out."
"Chris, my friend Chris?"
"Yeah."
"I wouldn't have thought he was the pushy kind," I said. I looked back down at her and then stepped back. "Let's get you warmed up a little bit then." I lowered my face to her pussy and gently kissed it. She squirmed and gasped, as my tongue stroked up her lips and spread them slightly. Lick after lick worked her wetter and caused her body to move, and her groans to grow slightly louder. I found her clit and teased it with the tip of my tongue as we both got turned on more and more.
I stood again between her legs, her chest heaving, as she panted for breath, her orgasm dangerously close to tipping over the edge. I pressed my dick head between her lips, rubbing it up and down, teasing it from the entrance to her depths, to her clit. Up and down, I teased, making her moan and squirm more, my head pushing her orgasm over the edge into a full blown climax.
That was what I was waiting for. As her body jerked and shuddered, I pushed my head down and into her. Her body stretched around me, allowing my engorged mushroom head into her depths. She cried out, as I pushed a little more into her. I pulled back to let her lubrication spread to her lips, where my dry shaft had wiped it away. In and out I moved, working deeper and deeper into her.
"OH FUCK!" She cried, as my cock drove deeper, pushing in, until my head found the end of her vagina. I started to stroke, her own orgasm taken care of, leaving me to finish my own. I stroked with abandon, feeling her pussy clenching and spasming around me, as my stroking cock kept her orgasm alive.
I knew I was going to come, and given that she was a virgin I didn't want to risk getting her pregnant. I stroked in and out until I knew I was going to come, until that moment was almost there. I jerked back and then pressed my balls against her pussy, my hand wrapping around my dick to stroke it. Frantically I jerked my hand along my shaft, her juices lubricating me, as my hand pushed my orgasm over the edge.
Shot after shot of cum lanced out of my head, flying through the air to splatter on her face, chest and stomach. Ohly when my spurts of cum had subsided did I pull back and then push my head to rub on her lips again. She reached around me with her heels and dug them into me, pulling me against her, driving my cock into her again.
"I was supposed to make you come in me," she panted.
"I wasn't going to chance that you weren't on the pill or something."
"I'm not, but I don't think it would matter. My period was just a few days ago."
"Why would they want you to risk getting pregnant?" I asked, as I stood, feeling my dick softening, knowing that some of my cum was definitely being left behind.
"I don't know. Give me my phone. I have to let them know it's done."
I handed her phone to her from where it had been laying on the boxes next to her. She held it up and texted something. "Now what?" I asked, as I tried to pull out of her.
"We just stay this way a few minutes." She said, digging her heels in again, to keep me from pulling out.
"There's more to this, isn't there?"
She turned the phone to show me.
You will keep him there, naked, until a teacher comes. Then you will claim he raped you. You will make them believe he raped you, or your sister will be.
"I should have guessed as much."
erase this message and all others from your phone NOW!
I grabbed her phone from her and held it out of her reach. "No, I don't think so."
"But I have to!" She said, trying to push herself up and grab the phone from me.
"Not happening." I said, as I tossed the phone out of both our reach, and then grabbed her body to hold it to me. She struggled to get away from me, to reach her phone, which was what was still happening when Mrs. Drew rushed into the room, flinging the door open.
"STOP! LET GO OF THAT GIRL!" she shouted, as she grabbed my arm and tried to jerk me around. She spun both of us, Margo and myself, and Margo was able to get away from me. She jerked away and ran to where I had tossed her phone.
"NO! Don't let her erase it!" I shouted as another teacher came running in. "DON'T LET HER ERRASE THE MESSAGE!" I cried, as she fumbled with the phone.
The teacher was able to grab the phone away from Margo, hopefully in time.
Mrs. Drew held me, my pants around my ankles looking at me and then at Margo. "Someone has some explaining to do!"
"Oh God no! My sister!" Margo cried, squatting down and starting to sob. "Noooooo! God noooo!" she wailed, as we all stood and stared.
"You better read this." The teacher said, handing the phone to Mrs. Drew. She took the phone and let go of me so she could scroll the screen. I bent down and pulled my pants up as she read.
"Okay, so how did you end up in here with her?" Mrs. Drew asked a few moments later. I pulled out the note I'd gotten and handed it to her. "I see. Someone wants you expelled Mister Evers, and they nearly succeeded. Elaine, you want to take care of Miss Jones? Help her dress and take her to the nurse to be checked out. You Mister Evers, you come with me."
She turned and walked out of the closet and I followed. "Mister Evers, you are becoming a royal pain in my backside!"
"Not on purpose. Someone has it in for me, and I don't know why."
"I don't either, but I'm sure as hell going to find out who it is and why." She said, as we walked toward her office. It wasn't long before I was sitting in her office across the desk from her. She pulled her cell phone from her desk and dialed a number. "Erica. It's Aunt Drew. Where are you? At the park? You did. No, I want you to go home right now. No, I'll come by and talk to you and Gail in a while. No, David is alright. Yes, I'll tell you what's going on. Right now, I want you home, and I want you to call me when you're there. Yes, now. Thank you, sweetie. Talk to you soon." She looked across the desk at me. "Yes, she really is my niece. We don't advertise the fact, but she is. I'm not particularly happy finding out someone may be putting her in danger."
"I'm not, I'm trying to protect her." I protested. "Whoever this is keeps threatening that if I don't do what she says, that she'll tie Erica up naked in the boys bathroom and turn the basketball team loose on her, and I know damn well, at least two of those guys would rape her in a hot second."
"How long has this been going on? These threats?"
"A week or two. I thought I knew who it was, but turns out it wasn't."
"Mister Evers. Did you do something to someone I should know about?"
"Me? Certainly not. I might have had revenge sex with someone, but nothing illegal."
"Revenge sex? I don't suppose that Miss Stone was involved in that in some way?"
"She might have been. She was the girl that arranged things at Prom. I thought she was the ring leader, but turns out she was doing it partly from spite, and partly because she was told she should. She sorta used bad judgment. I guess I might have too."
"Just exactly what did you do?"
"I, um, I'd rather not say."
"I'd rather you did. Do I have to have a talk with your mother again?"
"Again?"
"We talked, after the prom incident. Now, tell me what you did."
"I had help."
"No doubt. But this is about you."
"Fine, I said, feeling defeated. The shit was going to hit the fan for sure now. "Andria Simmons got Lyetta into her basement, tied up and blindfolded for a sorta lesbian moment. After getting her all worked, up, she asked if she wanted her to have sex and she got Lyetta to beg to be fucked."
"And that's where you came in?"
"Yeah. I had sex with her. She's really a racist person and Andria knew that she'd have a cow, being fucked by a white guy. So, we didn't let her know until I was unloading in her. She was so angry and trying to kick and hit us that we left her tied up for her dad to find."
"That explains a lot." She said, with a shake of her head and a frown. "She called in sick today. Knowing what I know now, either her father beat her or she was too ashamed to show her face."
"Beat her?"
"Sure. You don't think there are consequences, to things you do? But not all men are good. Some men do beat women, including daughters. One reason racism is perpetuated, is that it's trained into young people. People aren't born racist, they're taught it. Finding his daughter tied and naked in the basement, would be shock enough, if he found out that a white boy did it, or had sex with her, he could easily beat her. Maybe next time you want to play revenge games you need to think about the consequences."
"I'm sorry. I didn't think of that."
"I'm sure you didn't. I also think for the moment that you and Erica should part ways. Once this all blows over, you two can see what happens, but for now, I would suggest you not see each other."
"I doubt she wants to see me anyway. Not as angry as she is at me."
"I wouldn't be too sure. She was at the park because she got a note from you saying you wanted to apologize and make up with her."
"She was?"
"Yes. Now, go home. We'll track down whoever it is that put that young lady up to this, as well as making sure that her sister is safe."
"She's not going to be in trouble, is she?"
"Not with us. No telling what her parents will do though."
"Maybe I should talk to them, let them know it wasn't her fault."
Mrs. Drew chuckled. "Mister Evers. Just how do you think they're going to take having the young man in front of them, that just took their daughters virginity?"
"How did you know?"
"Because we had a chat with another young man in here a few weeks ago. He was caught with his hand between her legs and she wasn't pleased about it. She informed the nurse that she was still a virgin. You see mister Evers, there are a lot of things that go on around school. Not everything that happens here revolves around you."



"Yes ma'am," I answered, before standing up. I walked out of the building and headed to my car. I saw Chris on the way, a little surprised he was still around this late.
"Chris! What's up buddy?" I asked.
"Was hoping to catch a ride home. Didn't expect you to be this long though. When you didn't come out right after sixth hour, I figured that you and Erica were steaming up a bathroom stall or something."
"Erica still isn't talking to me."
"Oh, I thought maybe you two made back up. Must have been Lilly then. She's always ready for a good fuck."
"When are you going to learn not to be so rude dude? No, it wasn't Lilly or Erica. Some bitch girl tried to rig it so I got nailed for raping her. Threatened her sister, so she'd claim I raped her. Fortunately, Mrs. Drew got it all sorted out."
"Mrs. Drew huh? Good thing she's around then, or I'd be walking and you'd be in handcuffs."
"Yeah, for sure." I said, as I started the car. I dropped Chris at his house and then headed for home myself.
It was almost eight, when mom walked into my room and sat on the edge of the bed. "I think we need to have a talk young man." She said sternly.
"About?"
"I just got a phone call about you forcing sex on a black girl that was tied up?"
"Huh?"
"Are you going to tell me that you didn't?"
"Well, no, but it wasn't forced. Not exactly."
"No? A tied woman isn't able to defend herself, so unless she was consensually tied up with the understanding that you were going to have sex with her, it isn't consensual."
"Well, it wasn't exactly that."
"Then just exactly what was it?"
"My friend Andria, she..."
"Andria? The black girl that you had sex with here?"
"Yeah. She was sure that this other black girl, Lyetta, was the ringleader of what happened at prom. She knew that Lyetta was into kinky sex stuff, so she arranged to tie her up,and blindfold her up for some lesbian sex, which she did. Then she teased her and got her to think that she was going to have sex with her, with a strap on, and then had her beg to be fucked with a dick. I was the dick. When Lyetta was about to climax, Andria pulled off her blindfold and she got to watch me coming in her."
"Good lord. I can't believe you stooped to that."
"It's because of what she did to me. She exposed both Erica and me to ridicule from the Prom thing and she was part of tying me in the showers. She deserved everything she got."
"Honey, where sex is concerned, there's no such thing as deserving what they get. A person that consensually agrees to have sex with someone, even rough sex or bondage, they accept that there are rules and limitations. You don't violate those rules. Your friend, Andria, she set up this Lyetta to be bound for one experience, and then got something else. That just isn't done."
"But if you allow yourself to get tied up..."
"So, because I allowed your father to tie me to a bed, that means that he can do whatever he wants? For instance, have another man come in and have sex with me without my permission? Is that what you're trying to say?"
"What? You? Why would Dad tie you to a bed?"
Mom chuckled softly. "Honey, the thing you need to learn about relationships is that they don't stay stagnant. Sometimes, when you're together long enough, you look for a change, some spice. If you're being true to your partner, you don't go looking outside the relationship. You find ways to get that spice inside. Toys, games, role playing and yes, even light bondage can be ways couples bring freshness back to their sex lives."
"Do you still do that kind of thing?" I asked, curiously.
"Not for a long time. Your father's job provides well for us, but it keeps him away far too much. I use toys on occasion, when he's gone. But when he's home, anything he wants to do, I'm willing to entertain. I'd much rather have him be anxious to come home to sex, than to be bored and find it on the road."
"But what does that have to do with Lyetta?"
"It means you broke the rules, and you owe her an apology."
"I guess I owe her one anyway. We apparently were wrong. She might have been the facilitator, but she wasn't the instigator. She's still out there."
"Oh dear."
"Yeah. Whoever it is arranged for me to meet up with a girl in school, then make it look like I raped her. That's why I was so late. This has turned into a real mess."
"I should say it has. I hope Erica doesn't get caught in the cross fire as you war with these girls."
"Me too." I said, as she patted my leg and then walked out.
I tried studying for my finals, which were happening this week, but couldn't seem to concentrate. I called Erica, but it rang and went to voicemail, after only two rings, so I knew she had declined my call. I decided to call Lilly, and it also went to voicemail, but after four rings, so she just wasn't answering. I tried, again, to study and then decided to go get a snack. I was passing my mom's room and heard moans. Yeah, those kinds of moans. I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't help myself. I checked the knob and it was unlocked. Turning the knob as quietly as I could, I cracked the door open and looked in.
My mom and dad had a huge king sized bed, with matching dressers. Mom's dresser was made of three pieces, the middle section, which was also what she called a dressing table, though she never got dressed at it, was cluttered with makeup of various types. Above that was a large mirror for her to do her face and hair in. That was the part that I was interested in. I'd long ago known that if I angled it just right, I could see the bed and check to see if mom and dad were asleep before my sister and I went off to do, whatever it was we weren't supposed to be doing. This time it gave me a very different picture.
Mom was laying, naked, on the bed her knees spread wide, a nearly foot long pink dildo in her hand, and well, in her pussy. In and out she pushed it, working almost its full length into her with each push. Her free hand was working on one of her nipples, pulling and pinching, just like Lilly liked so much. I wondered if all women liked their nipples pulled like that? Her moans brought me back to reality, as I stared at her, fucking herself with the dildo. I'd seen her naked in the shower, and touched her body, but this was different. I hadn't seen her completely exposed like this. I could see right between her legs, and watch the pink dildo push in and out of her vagina.
From the sound of it, she was getting closer and closer to climaxing, lifting her legs so her feet weren't on the bed, and spreading them even wider. She gasped, and then cried out "FUCK YES, DAVID!" as she started to climax. I stared in shock as she fucked herself, her legs shaking and her pussy gushing her juices out over her hand, pretending it was me fucking her. I watched until she lowered her, no longer shuddering, legs and then, as quietly as I had opened the door, I closed it.
I walked back to my room, the snack forgotten, my dick hard as a telephone pole. 'My mom was fantasizing about me' I thought to myself, as I closed my own bedroom door. I turned off all the lights but one, pulled out my laptop and opened my favorite porn site. It had been weeks since I had to visit here, but tonight was different. I did a quick search for moms fucking sons, and the browsed the images until I found one that looked right. I set my laptop on the bed and watched the video play, I stripped off my shorts and briefs and started to stroke myself as I watched the mom undressing her son. She talked softly, telling him how big he'd grown since she had seen it last, and how much of a man he had grown into. She asked if he ever thought about what she looked like, naked, to which he answered he did. She offered to show him, and didn't really wait for an answer before she stood up and let her robe fall to the floor, leaving her nude.
"I bet you'd like to see what this feels like, wouldn't you?" she asked, as she crawled onto the bed. She reached for his hand and pulled it to her crotch and helped him stroke it. She reached for his dick and stroked it, making him grow harder by the moment. For several minutes he fingered her pussy and one of her breasts, while she stroked him. "How would you like to feel what it's like on the inside?" She whispered, "but you can never tell your daddy, understand?"
"Sure mom," he answered quietly. She pulled his hand away and shifted over, aiming his, now rock-hard, cock at her pussy. She slowly lowered herself on him, letting his cock spread her pussy, and inch into her.
"Oh yes. You have grown to be such a big boy," she moaned, as she started to lift and lower herself on him. Up and down, she moved, my hands following along, imagining that it was my dick instead of his. I could feel my cum churning, wanting to be released, wanting to flow up into her pussy. She sunk down harder with each stroke, making her big tits bounce on her chest, moaning that his dick was going to make mommy come. Up and down, she bounced, inching toward orgasm. "FUCK YES!" she cried, as her body started to jerk and tremble. "MOMMY'S COMING BABY!"
My own cum shot into the air, landing on my dick and hands as I came, imagining that it was my mom I was filling. I lay there, panting and gasping for breath, as my body spasmed and pumped another few shots of cum out for her. "God mom," I panted quietly. I looked over to the door, thinking I heard a bump, but it was closed and I wasn't ready to get up and go check. No way mom was spying on me the way I'd spied on her. Mom wouldn't do that kind of thing. I shook the thought from my head, killed the browser window and closed the laptop. I fell asleep with my cum drying on my hand and dick, my mind in turmoil.
"Fuck yes. Take this white dick, you black whore!" I shouted, as I pumped my cock in and out of Lyetta's pussy. I jammed it in hard, watching her body react and climax around me. I was just about to unload in her when it wasn't her. Suddenly I was fucking...who? Erica? I slowed my strokes and continued to pump into her, pushing my orgasm right to the edge. But something was wrong. Her hands, her arms, they were stretched out. Her legs as well, she was tied up, her arms and legs pulled apart as I stood between her legs, pumping my cock into her. She had some kind of gag in her mouth, a bar with a strap around her head so she couldn't talk, but could breathe. I stood there, finishing my job in her, coming deep in her pussy. I filled her with cum until it was leaking around me and dripping to the floor.
"Told you he'd do it," I heard a girl say. I jerked my head around and saw the cheerleaders, but they weren't. They were friends I knew, girls from school, all dressed in very erotic cheerleader outfits. Becky Lance and Amanda from first hour were there, as was several girls from second hour, whose names I couldn't remember. "Now that he did, the boys can take over."
The girls pulled me back, and suddenly they were naked as I was. They held me down and rubbed their pussies on my body, my thighs and my arms and my face. They ground their pussies on me until my cock got hard again, all the while, a line of guys were fucking Erica. The shy girl, naked again, sat on my dick and started to ride me. "This time I get it inside."
I woke up in a sweat, my brain a jumble, and knew there was no going back to sleep. It was almost six in the morning, and I'd be getting up soon for school. I walked to the bathroom and started a shower, standing under the water, hoping it would wash the dream away. It was a quiet knock, so quiet I almost didn't hear it.
"You alright honey?" Mom called, from the, now part way, open door.
"Yeah."
"Doesn't sound like it"
"Just a bad dream."
I heard the door close and closed my eyes to let the water continue to cascade down, now over my head. I felt more than heard something and opened my eyes to find my mom, standing naked, in the shower with me. "Want to talk about it?"
"Not really."
"Alright," She said, reaching for the bottle of soap. She squirted some in her hand and then stepped up, to start washing me. Her hands were gentle against my skin and her touch soon had my dick growing. Her soapy hands moved down to my cock and one grasped it and started stroking it, while the other caressed my balls. She worked me harder and harder until I felt like I was going to burst in her hand. She let go and turned around, facing away from me. She set one foot on the edge of the tub to spread her legs slightly, and then bent over until her pussy was pushing out at me. "Come on sweetie. You know you want to. Just push it in me and fuck me. We both want it."
I rubbed my head up and down her slit a few times, and then slowly sunk into her hot, wet depths. I felt the tightness of her vagina squeeze around me as I sunk into her. In and out I started to stroke, my head caressing her walls and her walls caressing my cock. It was the perfect symbiotic relationship.
"That's it baby. I'm all the pussy you need. Just come to mommy any time you need to and it's all yours."
I jerked up, in bed, sweating. I looked around my dark room, finding the clock. Five-twenty-two. I flopped back down and lay breathing heavily, wondering what kind of screwed up dream makes a guy think he woke up from a dream? Maybe it was all the layers I was trying to dig through, or maybe it was my mind telling me that I was lying to myself. I wasn't about to tell anyone about this dream. We had a school psychologist, but none of the kids WANTED to go see her. Only ones that went, were the ones that were MADE to. I wasn't about to volunteer either.
Thursday, it was Thursday morning. I was beginning to dread school days. At least Saturday was coming, but then, Saturday was just another day for things to go wrong. Lilly had arranged the swim party, and each of the cheerleaders were getting dissolving swim suits. In Lilly's eyes, this was pay back for flashing all of me, for all of the senior class. Now they'd all get to flash me. Fair trade, or so she told me. So far none of my plans to get anyone back, had yielded the results I wanted, and I was pretty sure that this one would go south, somehow as well. There were LOTS of ways it could go wrong. I ran a quick calculation, and based on the number of variables that were strictly true or false, there was less than a twenty percent chance, this would go off the way she planned it. That didn't even account for the ones that were variable, like ten girls! Each one of them could react in any number of ways. WHY they would all react the same, and all want to hide in the water, and none of them get angry and forget about being bashful of their bodies. There was every chance that at least one would get really pissed, and naked or not, try and pound on me. And to be honest, some of them could, as they proved when they chained me in the bathroom.
No, the more I thought about it, the less I was confident that things would go as planned, and it was still two days away. What the hell else could go wrong between now and then?
"You alright sweetie?" mom asked, as I came down for breakfast.
"Yeah, just didn't sleep well."
"Guilty conscience?"
"Maybe, who knows. Weird dreams."
"Any you want to talk about?"
I chuckled. "No mom. Not unless you want to hear about X rated dreams."
"Never know. Some of those can be pretty interesting," she said, with a smile.
I shook my head at the implication and let it go, in favor of eating. I headed to school, stopping by Erica's house to see her. According to her mom, she had already been dropped off by her dad, so I headed to school; still wishing I could apologize to her for everything. Yeah, I was ready to give all this noise up and just let it drop. She was right. I should have trusted her and not gotten into this war at all.
I dropped into my seat, in first hour, without being able to see Erica. She refused to answer my texts or calls, so I couldn't even apologize. I sent several apology texts that were read, but none were returned. She must be really pissed at me.
"You look like your cat ate your homework," Cathy Johnson said, as he settled in the seat next to me, in what would normally be first hour, but today was fifth hour, for the third day of finals.
"Yeah, just issues."
"Erica and Lilly? Not surprised. Those two are like fire and water. I don't know how you ended up hooked up to both of them at the same time. Glutton for punishment I think."
"Yeah, me too, at the moment."
"You know, most boys are happy to have one girlfriend. How is it you can't pick one?"
"Dunno. I guess I care about both and don't want to hurt either one. I've tried to break up with both of them once, and still ended up where I am."
"Yeah, well someone doesn't want you to be. I mean, the whole school is talking about this war. Is it true that you got hauled into the office on the suspicion of rape?"
"Yeah. It was a setup. Fortunately, Mrs. Drew figured it out before I got arrested. It's almost like someone doesn't want me dating either one of them, but what girl cares who a guy dates?"
"Maybe it's not."
"Not what?"
"A girl. I mean girls can be mean, but this is almost evil. Maybe it isn't a girl."
"It's all been girls doing everything. Mostly the cheerleaders."
"I don't think any of them are devious enough think up something like setting you up for rape. For a woman, rape is really a bad thing. That girl, the one you supposedly raped, she's gonna have to remember that for a long time."
"It wasn't like that. It was very consensual and very gentle. The only way rape came into it was that I was supposed to rip her dress off."
"What girl would want you to do that?"
"Not saying, but I'll say this; she was blackmailed into it. She wanted to protect her sister. Can't blame her for that. Hell, I've been trying to protect Erica from the same thing."
"What do you mean?"
"I keep getting messages that I do such and such or Erica is going to be tied up some place and have guys take her. What would you do?"
"Same thing as you, I guess. I have to give you credit, you're willing to put yourself out there to protect her. I hope she realizes it."
"Not sure she does." I said, as the teacher called the class to order, to start the test instructions.
---o---
Fifth hour and sixth hour were both rough tests. I was glad it was lunch time. I looked for Erica, waiting for her to come into the lunch room. She did, but she intentionally didn't look at me, once she noticed me. It was depressing, knowing she was right there, and didn't want to talk to or see me. She got up and left as soon as she was done eating.
The afternoon was spent doing practice for graduation. We all had to learn where to line up and in what order. Since Erica was a W, she was a loooooong ways from where I had to be, and I didn't have any chance to apologize. We all sat in our assigned seats, and then row by row, progressed across the stage to pretend to graduate. I saw that Lyetta was back at school and decided I needed to apologize to her for what I did. After graduation practice it was a crush of students trying to go all different ways. There was the last volleyball game of the year that night, which was senior night, so all the senior volleyball players and cheerleaders were going to be recognized. I tried to catch Lyetta before she disappeared into the locker room, but came up a little short. I'd have to catch her after.
I headed to my locker, to dump my books and get my cell phone. I turned it on and in a few moments several texts came in. one of which concerned me most. Need your help bad. Meet me in track shed, Margo.
I didn't want to get caught with her alone again, not after what happened the last time, so I looked for someone to take with me. It didn't seem like there was anyone I trusted enough around. Then I saw her, Mrs. Drew.



"Mrs. Drew, can I talk to you a second?" I asked, as I approached where she was standing, watching the kids mill around the hallways.
"Mister Evers. Are you in trouble again?"
"No ma'am. At least I don't think so. But I got this text and I'm a little concerned." I said as I held my phone out for her.
"Hmmmm. I can understand why you might be cautious. After a very long talk with Miss Jones yesterday, I can understand why you might be concerned. Why don't we both go down there and see what we can find out, shall we?"
"I'd appreciate it."
The two of us headed out the back door that led to the track. At the far end of the track, near the track parking lot, was the large garage that had the pole vault and high jump mats stored, as well as the hurdles. It was usually locked, and Mrs. Drew frowned when she found the padlock on the side door open. She pulled the door open and walked into the gloom. "Hello?" she called.
The two of us moved a little deeper into the building, looking for Margo. We were about to decide that there wasn't anyone here when the door we went through slammed shut. We both ran to the door. Mrs. Drew pushed on it hard, but it seemed jammed. I tried as well, banging my shoulder against it, but it wouldn't budge.
"What the hell is going on?" She asked, as my phone chimed with a new text message.
Nice of you to bring Mrs. Drew along. Made it much easier. There is a camera over the top of the high jump mat pile. I'll be watching the camera. You're locked in, and no one knows you're here. You will only be released when I have what I need to exact my revenge on both of you, a video of you two having sex. It'll make a great scandal in the media. I can already see the headline. Assistant principal has lurid affair, with student at center of sexual assault case. Yeah, the media will eat it up. You'll both be tarred and feathered by the town. It's the price you pay Mrs. Drew, for interfering in my affairs. Oh, did I mention that this will be the last phone service you'll have, until I get my video? Yeah, I installed a cell jammer. No incoming or outgoing phone calls or even locator pings. No, you two are here until I get my video. Oh, no you don't HAVE to do it. But it's supposed to get down into the forties tonight. I wonder how long before hypothermia sets in? PS: you get out when I see his cum, in your pussy!
"What the fuck is going on?" Mrs. Drew asked, as she pulled her phone out. Sure enough, it showed no signal, just like mine.
We spent the first hour pounding on the doors and shouting until we were both hoarse. We spent the next three hours, waiting for someone to come look for us, even though we both knew that no one knew where we were. There was a single small light bulb in the garage, which was just enough light to illuminate the pads under the camera. The two of us huddled together in the dark, away from the damn camera, trying to keep warm as the temperature dropped with the coming night.
"Just what does this girl have against you anyway?" Mrs. Drew finally asked, through chattering teeth.
"I wish I knew. This all started when I started dating Lilly." I answered.
"If you were some kind of, really hunky guy, no offense intended, I could see some jilted lover, but I don't get it."
"Yeah. Me either. And they keep pulling Erica into it. I don't see why anyone would want to hurt her."
"They must know that hurting her is hurting you."
"Mrs. Drew. I don't know about you, but it's getting damn cold in here."
"Yeah, it is." She said; her body shivering.
"I know this isn't what you want to hear, but maybe we can fake it? I mean, get naked and just pretend to have sex?"
"You forget the last line." She said, with chattering teeth. "I don't think faking it is gonna cut it."
"If we wait much longer, I'm going to be too cold to even get it up," I said.
"Yeah, I thought of that too."
"So, what are we going to do?"
She stood up and started to undress. "I'm going to get undressed and lay under the camera and hope that if I play with myself in front of you on camera, that she'll take that as good enough."
I watched her peel her blouse and shirt off, exposing a surprisingly large set of breasts. The cold had her nipples rock hard, and her areola visibly puckered. She undid her pants and pushed them down and finally her underwear. With nothing on but a pair of knee-high stockings, she crawled up onto the pads and lay down under the camera and spread her legs. "Come up here with me. Let them see you on the camera."
"You want me to undress?"
"No, just come up here," she said.
I crawled up onto the pad and lay next to her as she began to stroke her hands around her body. She cupped and teased a breast and let her other hand slip between her legs. She was so cold that her hands were shaking, and her teeth were chattering. There was no way she was enjoying any of what she was doing, and it showed.
"This isn't going to work, is it?"
"I don't think so." She whispered. I sat up and started pulling my clothes off. But instead of what she expected, I laid my clothes on top of her and then climbed down to get hers. I lay them on her as well, covering her as best I could. I pressed myself against her side, letting her wrap an arm around me and pull me against her.
I don't know how long we lay there that way before my hand slipped under the clothes and found its way to rest on her mound. I didn't even really think about it, but it just kind of happened. As we lay shivering, I let my fingers slip between her legs, stroking her hairy pussy and the ample inner lip, that protruded. Her breathing deepened as I stroked my cold fingers between her lips, tracing up from the entrance to her depths, to her clit. Each trip let the tip of my finger dip into her entrance and then at the end of my stroke, move gently over and around her clit.
I felt her pull me closer to her, her arm pushing my head slightly. Before long I realized she was trying to coax my head toward her breast. I nuzzled the clothes aside to expose her right breast and closed my lips around her nipple. It was cold and hard in my mouth, but warmed quickly as I sucked on it. Her hand shifted on my back and stroked and pulled me as I teased her nipple and pussy. She moaned softly, as her hand and arm pulled on me harder. I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to lay on her.
I moved my hand from her pussy to push the clothes off her body, and then rolled onto her. I lay on her, her legs spread on either side of me as I lay on her, my face now over hers. "You don't have to do this," she whispered.
"It's my fault you're here." I whispered back. My hard-on was pressing against her wet slit and it didn't take much to slide down her body to let my head press to her lips. She arched her back slightly, as I slid back up toward her, my fat head pressing against her lips, spreading them around it's mushroom shape.
"Ohhhhhhhhh." She sighed, ever so softly, as my head pushed into her a few inches. The warmth of her pussy was like a tonic to my body, and without even trying, I was soon stroking myself in and out of her. She pulled her knees back and spread them apart, giving me the ability to stroke even deeper into her. In and out I moved, the energy expended pulling energy reserves from my body to create warmth.
It was almost like doing a modified pushup, pumping my cock into her, as I held myself on top of her, our chests smashed together. In and out I thrust, feeling my orgasm building quickly. Her hips started to rock in time with my strokes, forcing my head deeper into her with each thrust.
"Gonna come," she moaned softly, as if she needed to announce what her body was already telling me. If Lilly had been good at teaching me anything; it was how to read a woman's body, not only to tell when she was going to climax, but what her body was asking for, to make it last longer or be more intense. In Mrs. Drew's case, it was her arching back and rocking hips. She wanted my cock deeper. She wanted to feel my head driving deeper into her pussy. I shifted slightly, arching my back a little more with each stroke, so that I could just feel my engorged head bumping the end of her vagina.
The first clench of her pussy was my signal that I could let things go; let my own orgasm, held at bay, almost without thinking about it, fly to its peak. I continued to thrust, lifting off of her slightly. I looked down at her chest and watched her tits moving on her chest, with each impact of my body against hers.
"OH FUCK!" She cried. "I'm coooooooming!"
I felt her pussy clenching and releasing around me as her orgasm took over her body. The suddenly tighter, tunnel my cock was enjoying, triggered my own climax. My body jerked hard, jamming my cock into her and flowing shot after shot of cum into her pussy. I lost track of how many surges of cum lanced into her pussy as we climaxed together.
I lay on her panting, neither of us feeling cold at the moment, but that would return soon enough. "I hope that was enough for her." I panted.
"Yeah. Me too."
I rolled off of her and reached to her pussy. I slid my fingers through the cum leaking from her and held it up to the camera. "I hope you enjoyed it you sadistic bitch."
We were only partly dressed when the we heard the door fling open and flashlights shine around the room. After the darkness, the flashlights were so bright we had to shield our eyes.
"Suzanna Drew, you're under arrest for sexual assault of a student."
"What? What the hell are you talking about?"
"We got a call that said you were in here having sex with a student. It seems to have been correct."
"Yes, except that we've been locked in here for hours, extorted into having sex in front of that damn camera!" She swore. "I want you to find the fucking girl that set this up and am pressing charges against her for unlawful restraint, extortion and anything else the prosecutor can think of."
"Unfortunately, for you the door wasn't locked and I don't see anyone holding you here."
"The fucking door WAS locked."
"And you couldn't just call out for help?" The officer asked incredulously.
"They turned on a jammer. We didn't have any signal."
"It's a nice fairy tale, but you'll have to convince a judge, since there isn't any evidence."
"What about the camera!? Doesn't that prove anything?"
"Other than you like to film yourself doing these depraved acts? Not really."
"Wait a second!" I said, I pulled out my phone. This is the message we got when we were in her looking for Margo. She was the one that said she wanted to meet us here. Look!"
The officer took the phone and looked at it. "This is the message, the one that says your locked in here? That's funny. You should really be smarter than that."
"What? Are you talking about?"
He turned the phone around and at the top of the text window it showed Mrs. Drew's name and phone number. "That's not right. Why would I have Mrs. Drew's name in my contacts? For that matter, why would she text me something like that?"
"It's all part of her game." He said, as he held out his handcuffs. "Put your tits away and let's go."
"BUT THIS ISNT RIGHT!" She screamed. "I DIDN'T DO THIS!"
"Yeah, right." He said, as he started putting the handcuffs on her.
"Don't say anything Mrs. Drew. I'm going to call Lilly's mom." I said, as I dialed the phone. "Hi Missy? This is David. We have a problem. Whoever has been doing all this stuff to me, set up Principal Drew. She's being arrested for having sex with a student. No, we got locked into the track shed and weren't being released until she had a video of us having sex. Apparently, she was watching and did one better, and called the cops so they could catch her in the act. Yes, she's being taken away now. I'll tell her."
"Mrs. Drew. Mrs. Crowell will meet you at the station. She says don't say anything to anyone until she gets there."
"Alright David. Call my husband. Explain things to him, please! Before he hears it someplace else!"
"Will do." I called, as they pushed her toward a police car.
It didn't take me long to find his number. He was, of course, upset that I'd had sex with his wife, but he was headed to the station to meet his wife. Hopefully Missy would be there first.
I made my way home and sat and explained everything to mom. I was in tears for getting her in trouble. If I hadn't asked her to go with me, it wouldn't have happened. Mom tried to convince me that wasn't true, but I already had my mind made up.
---o---
Friday was a free day. None of the classes had anything planned, and it was a chance to have yearbooks signed and to share plans for the summer and beyond with friends. Word had gotten out about Mrs. Drew being arrested, and I did what I could to explain that it wasn't what it seemed, that she was set up by the same group of girls that had done me dirty at the prom. No one seemed to believe me except Andria.
The whole day went that way, except for lunch. Lilly sat with me and tried to console me, telling me that her mom had gotten Mrs. Drew released that morning, and that the police were investigating. Once Missy explained some of the things that had been happening, the prosecutor was more willing to believe that something was amiss, and agreed to withhold charges until an investigation could be completed. Whoever was doing this was clearly damn good with technology, to make the message look like it came from her, when I know she was standing next to me without her phone in her hand. The next day would be graduation and also the pool party that Lilly had planned for the girls.
---o---
Saturday came, as did graduation, and hopefully an end to this torture. Everyone started arriving at school for the ceremony around ten. I saw Lilly and gave her a kiss and she kissed back, neither of us caring about PDA's If there had been more time, I have no doubt that we'd have snuck off for some sex. She told me flat out that the only thing she had on was a zipper down dress under her gown, so with the pull of two zippers she'd be naked for me. It was tempting as hell, but I suggested later.
I looked for Erica, and didn't ever find her.
It was ten thirty and and time to line up. At exactly eleven we started to file in, filling row after row of chairs in the main gym. The stage at one end was set up for graduation, chairs for the dignitaries, a podium for the valedictorian and the speakers. There was a massive school banner hanging behind the chairs for a backdrop as we crossed the stage. I looked around the sea of faces, looking for Erica and Lilly. I couldn't see either of them, even though I knew where they should be.
We listened to the principal drone on about our futures, and then the keynote speaker, some politician, do the same. Finally, the valedictorian gave her speech, telling us all how bright our futures were and how we would all, someday, look back at this year and laugh. I doubted that.
Finally, it was time to cross the stage. Row by row the graduates, including me, made their way across the stage. Each person had a name card in their hand, and they handed it to the secretary. She read off the name and any honors we had. I waited and worried. Lilly didn't show to the stage. Neither did Erica. I couldn't understand why they would miss this!
We were doing the closing when it happened. The principal was about to announce that the we were all graduates, when the banner behind the stage fell. At first there were gasps, and then chatter and then laughter. But I wasn't laughing. I was on my feet trying to climb out of the row I was in, to run to the stage.
I'd found Lilly and Erica. They were both tied, spread eagle to a rack of equipment at the back of the stage, completely naked. They had some kind of gag in their mouths and all they could do was stand there and be completely embarrassed, as they were exposed to the entire senior class. This was MY fault! Whoever had it in for me, had done this to hurt me, and they were hurting them at the same time. The principal shouted for the curtain to be closed, as I was making it over the last few people in my row. I ran to the stage as the curtain was pulling closed, trying to get under it and to the girls.
I was grabbed and held back, as several teachers started to untie the girls. Lilly was crying, but Erica was staring at me with anger in her eyes. You could tell she had been crying. Her makeup was streaked with tears, but that was gone, and now all she had was anger, not at whoever did this, but at me. This was my fault and she knew it. This was because I didn't listen and let it go, and we both knew it.
Missy and her husband, made it to the stage shortly after I did, Missy running to her daughter to hug and console her, while her dad began shouting at the principal.
Abigail, Erica's mom, made it to the stage a few moments later. She ran to her daughter and wrapped her jacket around her shoulders trying to cover her body. I took several steps toward them and Erica shook her head. It was clear she didn't want me anywhere near her. I turned away and walked off the stage, through the crush of laughing and shouting students, into the school halls. I walked, alone, to find someplace to be alone. Somewhere where no one would find me. I walked to the teachers' lounge and closed the door. I sat and did what no guy is supposed to do. I cried, not for me, but for the two most important people in my life.
The door pushed open and I looked up to see my mom standing in the doorway. I covered my faced again. "I don't want to see anyone."
"I know," she said.
"How did you find me."
She chuckled softly. "When you started not coming home, I installed an app on your phone that would let me know where you were. That way I wouldn't have to worry about you."
"This was my fault. I should have listened to her. I should have let this go."
"Somehow, I don't think it would have mattered. Whoever is behind all this, they had an agenda. There's no way to tell what would have happened."
"Erica will never speak to me again," I whispered. "Did you see the look on her face? She hates me."
"She's angry, and I don't blame her, but that anger is misplaced. She needs to be angry with whoever violated her that way, not at you."
"But it is my fault." I said quietly, trying to contain my sniffling.
"I know you feel that way, but it isn't. Come on. Let's go home."
"Might as well, there isn't anything to celebrate here." We made our way out of the school, met up with Patty and headed home. I spent the afternoon in my room, not wanting to see anyone. Patty came into my room around dinner time and tried to cheer me up. She even pulled up her shirt to flash me, but I didn't much feel like that either.
Dad finally made it home about seven. His flight had been delayed and he missed graduation. Not that it mattered.
I went to bed early, not wanting to see or talk to anyone. I was feeling sorry for myself and I didn't want anyone to make it stop.
"Hey there," I heard, as the door opened. It was dark in my room, but I knew that voice anywhere.
"Hi Lilly," I answered.
The door closed and then I heard movement. It didn't take a genius to know she was undressing. She slipped into bed with me, under the covers, pressing her naked body against mine. "Your mom says that you blame yourself for what happened to Erica and me."
"It was my fault."
"I don't think so. Whoever did this, they were going to hurt you no matter what you did. And that's what that was about. I got a note that you wanted to have sex after all, and to meet you back stage. When I got there, it was dark, but someone grabbed me and covered my mouth with something. I felt all woozy and didn't seem to be able to fight. I got tied up and gagged. I never saw who it was, but it was a guy. Erica was already there. I don't know how long she was tied up, but it was longer than me."



"Wait? You said I wanted to have sex with you after all?"
"That's what the note said."
"That means that whoever it is, they knew. They were there, when we were kissing and you were teasing me about having sex back stage."
"So?"
"So how many people could it be? Maybe a few dozen or so?"
"It didn't need to be. It could have been someone that overhead or that someone else told. There's no proof that she was there."
I sagged back on the bed again. "For a minute I thought I might have a lead. Whoever it is, is going to get away with it."
"You know what? I don't care. Let them. So, some people saw me naked. Who's going to care when we go out east?"
"Are we going out east?"
"I was keeping it for a surprise, but yeah. I got accepted to Harvard. We can go out there and live together, and start our life together and leave all this behind. That is, if that's what you want to do."
"Don't think I don't love you, because I do. I just don't trust myself to make any kind of decisions right now.''
"I guess I can understand that. It's not like I was making a marriage proposal or anything. But I want to be with you. I asked my mom. She and dad, very reluctantly, gave their permission. If you want to move in and try things, see how a life with me, day to day, would be. You can. The invitation is open any time you want to accept. In a few days when this settles down, you might decide you want to try it."
"Thanks, I appreciate it. It might be a while before I'm thinking straight."
"That's fine. Your mom says you need someone right now. I'm here for you. Any way you want or need me. With sex, without sex, just to snuggle and cuddle, however you want me, I'm here for you."
I hugged her tightly. "Thanks Lilly. You're the greatest."
"I know," she giggled.
---o---
The Monday night news was full of the latest on Saturday's graduation. The girls names were being left out, but everyone already knew who they were. Lilly seemed to be the least fazed, just hanging out with me, at an arm's length most times, but moving in for snuggling and hugging when it looked like I needed it. I knew she wanted sex, but she was avoiding pushing it, other than having slept naked with me. It was late evening when the texts started coming in. My phone was blowing up with texts, some from the cheerleaders, apologizing for what they had done. Some were from friends telling me they couldn't believe it and that they were glad for me that it was over. I was mystified until I got a screen shot of the city police Facebook page. Chris Markle had been arrested on varying charges related to the unlawful detention of multiple high school students, as well as one high school staff member.
"Chris!?" I said, realizing that it was my friend Chris. The first friend that I'd made, when I got to this school. "Why? What did he have against me?" I asked, but got no answer. Two hours later I did get that answer. Missy, Lilly's mom, stopped by to give us the latest. Chris had been turned down by both Erica and Lilly, and the fact that I was then dating, and having sex, with both of them, apparently triggered him. He organized the whole thing, using the girls' phones against them to send messages, making it look like they were the ones planning things. It was all done through text messages that he pushed through using an app that he managed to get on one girl's phone.
Now all that was left was getting through the summer. I did agree to move in with Lilly, after a long talk with her and her mother. Now that everything had changed, we needed to find out if we really wanted to be together. Living together seemed like a good way to find out. The summer was filled with time spent doing normal things, like trips to the lake and long walks in the park. It was also filled with non-regular things, like naked swims with her mother, and yes, the frequent sexual encounter. For a horny teenager, it wasn't a bad summer.
What about Erica, you ask? She forgave me for her being put in the position she was, exposed the way she was. She didn't quite blame me, but I was sure part of her did. Either way, she felt it was best for me to concentrate on Lilly. She loved me, but as she put it, she wasn't going to be that other woman that broke Lilly and me up. If, for some reason, Lilly and I did split, and if, for some reason, we found each other again, maybe, just maybe, we could rekindle things. But she wasn't going to wait and hope. She was moving on, and if love found her before I did, then that was what was meant to be.
Next week we drive out to Boston and move into our apartment. Then the real test would come, but I wasn't worried. The last few months had brought Lilly and me together, closer than I could imagine two people being. We were learning to complete each other's thoughts and, as my mom said, learning to trust each other in every way. My only regret would be leaving Missy behind. It probably wasn't healthy to be having sex with your fiancé's mother, but then all Lilly demanded, was that it was done in front of her, not behind her back. As she put it, "Since mother was still teaching you new tricks, why not let her?"
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Julie bustled around the kitchen, letting the sun, shining in the windows, tease across her bare skin, each time she walked past the window or sliding glass door. Allen hadn't returned, and she wasn't surprised. The man had always been a bit of a hypocrite, but she didn't realize he was as much of one as he was displaying now. It was fine for him to fuck that little slut and ignore her, but if she got her needs met by someone else, it was the end of the world. Julie was a smart woman; she knew how to put the pieces together. She still loved him. Not a little, but a lot. She wanted Allen back and she was willing to go farther to make sure he was still hers, a LOT farther.
She'd been thinking over just how to deal with the situation, and she had a lot of trepidation about her plan. It wasn't going to be easy for her, and it could well backfire, but if it worked, he would be back with her and only her. She'd showered squeaky clean and made sure that everything was completely shaved. She knew damn well that these older men loved that young look, the younger the better. Having shaved, she spent almost an hour doing her hair and makeup. She wanted to look perfect. She's spent almost two hours looking through images of the sluttiest outfits on the internet. She now knew the look she wanted, and needed to make a stop at the adult store.
Her appointment with Daren Gold the vice president of operations, and Allen's boss, two layers up, was at eleven thirty. She'd scheduled it especially close to noon, just to make sure. Her clothes, at least, as much as she was planning on wearing, were laying on the bed. She had almost a half hour yet before she had to leave. She walked to the door and stepped out into the sun. The lounge chair from the other day was still in the sun, the lotion bottle in the grass under it, the bikini she stripped off, still laying in the grass. She walked to the chair, adjusted the towel so that hot fabric wouldn't be uncomfortable, and settled on it.
She let the breeze stroke her skin, as well as her fingers, teasing her body. She was going to need to be turned on to do what she was planning. She was going to step way beyond any line she had ever drawn before. What she did in the locker room, was a spur of the moment thing. This time it'd be intentional, premeditated. She wondered if she would be able to look at herself in the mirror tomorrow morning. She hoped he was worth it, the price she was willing to pay to win him back.
She stroked her skin and her pussy lips, just teasing herself with the lightest of touches. She imagined it was Allen touching her, stroking her, like he used to do, like he had done, when he was wooing her to be his forever. She hadn't expected forever to be so short. Her fingers dipped between her lips, stroking her wetness up and over her hard clit. She opened her mouth and gasped, as the sudden tingle raced through her body. She wanted to keep touching herself, to bring herself to climax, but she needed to not do that. She needed to be ready for later, wanting, needing to climax. She pulled her fingers from herself and climbed from the chair.
It was only twenty minutes later, when she walked into the adult boutique. It was a polite name for a sex store. Movies, sex toys of all kinds, kinky play things, vibrators, even bondage straps and cuffs. But what she was interested in was the racks of slutty sexy clothes. Things that wouldn't and couldn't be worn in public; yet, she suspected, today they would be.
She walked up and down the racks, looking for specific types of clothes, not nightgowns or negligees or teddys or baby dolls. No, she wanted something much sluttier than that. She found the first on the end of the third rack. A bare midriff shirt made of mesh. Not a fine mesh, but a wide, large holed mesh nearly as open as a fishing net. It was a red mesh, with soft satin edging all around the openings. She unzipped her sleeveless dress and let it slip off. She hung it on the rack, leaving her nude, except for her bright red high heels. She pulled the mesh shirt on, turning and looking at how it allowed her hardening nipples to poke through the nearly inch wide, string mesh.
"Now for the bottoms," she said, as she started moving again. She knew the clerk was watching. He was a mousy looking, overweight, middle aged guy, that probably hadn't seen any sex in years. He moved to make sure he could still see her nearly nude body. She walked the racks again until she saw it...it was perfect! She pulled the hanger off the rack. To call them a pair of denim shorts was doing a disservice to denim shorts. True, they were denim, or, at least denim looking. There was the hip hugger waist band with belt loops and a snap. Down the front was the obligatory brass zipper.
Other than the crotch seam that would extend up between her cheeks, there was little else to them. It was, for all practical purposes, a denim thong, with a single snap holding the crotch together. She unzipped and unsnapped them to take it off the hanger. In a few moments she had stepped into them and pulled it up. She smiled as she looked at herself.
There was a mirror on the far wall. She strode towards it, each step making her hips sway and her massive tits sway and bounce. She watched herself in the mirror, as she walked, the effect exactly what she expected. She could see the sales clerk staring, following behind. She bent over, pushing her ass out at him. She wiggled it invitingly and then straightened. She turned to face him and then walked slowly toward him, making her body sway exaggeratedly, each step making her boobs bounce and wiggle. She walked to where he stood, his jaw hanging open.
"I was going to ask how I looked, but I can see it's exactly the look I was going for." She said, as she stood in front of him. With a grin she reached down and undid the front of the shorts and let them slide down. She stepped carefully out of them and then lifted her hands to the hem of the fishnet shirt, which was barely long enough to cover below her huge breasts. She lifted it up and off. She turned to face away from him, bent over to pick up the shorts and, as she did, pushed her ass toward him, rubbing her bare pussy against his crotch and the bulge that was pushing out.
She straightened and turned to face him; his eyes glued to the triple D tits that had attracted Allen. She held out the shirt and shorts. "I'll take these." She stood, holding them out until he took the from her. She let her hands fall, while one stroked across his bulging pants, as she stepped by to get her dress. He stared as she slipped the dress back on and zipped it up. Finally, he walked to the counter to check her out.
---o---
She walked in wearing the dress and shoes, and carrying the oversized purse that had her running shoes and the items she'd bought that morning. She smiled brightly to the young secretary sitting in the anteroom of Mr. Gold's office. She was sure that the secretary had been selected for her youth and looks, not her ability to secretary. "Mrs. Carter to see Mr. Gold," Julie said, noting that she was exactly one minute early, according to the clock on the wall over the office door.
"Mrs. Carter. Good morning. Mr. Gold will see you in a moment, if you'd like to take a seat?"
Julie stood until the clock ticked one more minute. With the smile still on her face she turned and started to the door leading to his office. "Mr. Gold will see me now." She opened the door and let it swing inward. Mr. Gold was sitting behind a huge oak desk, papers spread around the surface, a computer monitor and keyboard on one corner. He looked up in surprise, then smiled slightly. He leaned back in the chair.
"Mrs. Carter. Please come in."
Julie stepped into the office and eased the door closed behind her, slowly backing up, to push it closed with her butt. She stepped toward his desk, nearly twenty feet from the door. He watched as she walked toward him, swaying her hips and making her breasts bounce in the tight dress. "I wanted to talk to you about my husband's career."
"You did? That's fairly unusual, isn't it? A wife discussing her husband's career with his boss?"
"In any other company, that would probably be the case. However, this particular company seems to have a very different way of operating."
"Oh? How so?"
"Some months ago, my husband fucked me in the sauna, in front of you, and his boss, and you came in my mouth. I was disgusted that he had allowed it to happen. Several weeks later; I came to realize that it was payment, for the raise he had received."
"Really? Now, that would be highly unethical... as well as illegal." He said, with a crooked grin. "But if your husband would happen to be enjoying your company and happened to invite me to join, well...there isn't anything particularly illegal about that."
"You're right, there isn't. Just like there isn't anything at all illegal about me coming here, and doing this." She said softly, as she stood in front of his desk. She very slowly, unzipped the dress, pulling the zipper down a few inches at a time, the dress separating, to let him see more and more bare skin. It was quickly evident that her big tits weren't contained by a bra of any type, and as she pulled the zipper further, his eyes widened to see her bare mound and pussy come into view. With the front of the dress completely separated, a strip of bare skin, from her neck to her crotch, visible to him. She pulled the top of the dress apart. Her huge tits slipped into view, as she spread the material all the way to her shoulders. She lowered her arms and let the dress slip off her shoulders, to the floor.
Wearing nothing but her red high heels, she stepped slowly around the desk, careful to step each foot across the other, to make her hips move; and at the same time, keep her bare pussy partly concealed. Each step she took gave him a short glimpse of her shaved pussy, before being hidden again by her thighs. She leaned over toward him, her massive tits hanging down and swaying as she reached for the arms of his chair, her right tit nearly brushing his face as she reached across him. She pushed his chair back, swiveling it so that her tits were both hanging in front of his face, and then stepped between him and the desk, turning the chair to follow her. She had left just enough room to get between him and the desk. She straightened, grinning wickedly, as she reached behind her, and without looking, swept the papers and the keyboard off the desk. She settled her butt on the edge, then leaned back, until her body was at an angle, held up by her arms, behind her. She slowly lifted both legs in the air, bending her knees at first and angling them somewhat, so that her pussy was still concealed., and then, she slowly straightened both legs, sticking them up until her legs and toes pointed at his office ceiling. She knew that he would be looking right at her pussy, as it pushed at him between her thighs, but then, that was the idea.
She spread her legs slowly, pushing her feet apart until her legs were a wide Vee. She slowly lowered her feet until her heels rested on the back of the chair. She curled her legs, bending at the knee, digging her high heels into the expensive leather. He used his legs to help as she pulled him closer to her; her pussy now only a bit more than a foot from his face. "This is what you really wanted that day isn't it?"
He grinned, "well, you didn't seem particularly happy being naked in front of us."
"But then, here I am today."
He looked at her pussy and licked his lips. "So, what does this cost me?"
"I'm offering you this, for a limited time of course, in exchange for two very simple things. Allen's promotion to vice president of domestic operations for one."
"Ahhh. That's a tall order. That position doesn't exist, not to mention it would be a two-step promotion right over Gary."
She used her feet on the back of his chair, to lift her butt off the desk, lifting it straight toward his face. She moved up and down, her pussy lips brushing his chin, as he held his head still. She grinned, as he took a deep breath, letting her know that he could smell the excitement of her body.
"True, but has Gary's wife ever done this for him? This promotion would make him directly under you, which you might find to be particularly enjoyable." She said, before moving her butt back to the desk. She moved her feet from the back of his chair and spread her legs even wider, her pussy lips pulling apart to expose some of her pink depths. "I mean, you have that sweet secretary to fuck at your beck and call, but is she this good? Or have I misjudged her purpose?"
"No, you haven't. She wasn't hired for her brains, but her looks and her willingness to spread her legs. If I were to accept your proposal, what would be the second condition.
"The little slut Allen is fucking, has to go."
He nodded his understanding. "I'll be frank with you. A two-step promotion is a hard thing to do under the best of circumstances; but, having to restructure to make a new position...it's not a simple task. And as tantalizing as your pussy is, it's much more expensive than a quick fuck in my office."
"Of course it is. I never suggested that all you were getting was a quick fuck. The way you boys work, it's all about who has the bigger balls." Julie opened her hand and showed him the little white packet she had kept concealed there. "You know what this is?"
"Let me guess? Viagra?" He said, looking up at her face. She nodded her assent. "And this does what for me?"
"I walk down to the gym with you, change with you, into my VERY revealing outfit, and you get to publicly fuck me as many times as you can, while this little blue pill lasts. I figure you should be good for about an hour, if your heart can take it."
"Hmmmm. And the slut that your husband is fucking? I take it that it's the little thing in his department, the new girl?"
"That's the one."
"What do you suggest we do with her? Shoot her?"
"Fire her, transfer her, give her a half way around the world trip. I don't fucking care. I want her gone."
"And in return, you publicly fuck me, as long as I can keep it up?"
"That's the offer."
"You know, your husband usually works out with that same little slut about this time, doesn't he?"
"Could be," she said with a smirk.
"And you want to rub his nose in this, why?"
"He's been fucking this little slut and ignoring me. I get it on with the pool guy one time and he wants to divorce me. Do I want to rub his nose in this? Yes! I want him to know exactly who got him the promotion and how."
He shook his head slowly and then broke into a chuckle. He reached for the envelope and took it from her. Ripping it open he downed the pill. "You know, this takes about twenty minutes to take effect. What should we do for twenty minutes."
"The way I see it, you can either invite your secretary in to lick my pussy and get me warmed up, or you can do it."
"Well, never let it be said that I'd order someone to do something, I wouldn't do myself." He leaned his face down to her pussy and licked, slowly, up her wet lips. Stroke by stroke he teased her, dipping his tongue deep between her lips, enjoying the taste of her wetness and the effect his tongue was having on her body. She squirmed and moaned on his desk, growing closer and closer to climax.
She knew that the secretary had come in, she heard the door ever so softly open and close. She wanted to look and see what she was doing, but she didn't have to look to know. She could hear the soft squish, as her fingers pushed in and out of her pussy, her soft moans a gentle accompaniment. She glanced down at Daren, his eyes looking up her body, taking in her tits and also looking past her, to where the secretary must have been standing, probably mostly naked. Men are so predictable.
Julie could hear the young secretary panting, her body getting closer and closer to climax. She knew what the old man wanted. She listened and waited, when the little secretary started to gasp in orgasm, Julie climaxed as well, faked of course. Daren might think he's God's gift to women, but she wondered if he was ever able to make his own wife orgasm. She moaned and writhed on the desk pretending to have a massive orgasm.
"How was that?" He asked, with a grin on his wet face. "Did you enjoy it?"
"Ohhhh. It was perfect." She cooed softly. "You are soooo good with that golden tongue of yours."
He smiled in return. "You know," he said softly. "They require shirt and shorts in the gym. Do you have gym clothes?"
"Let's just say that you're gonna really enjoy the view."
"Well, let's go find out then."
"You going to bring her too?"
He looked started for a moment. "You heard her, huh? It's up to you."
"Actually, it's up to you, but I suspect you're going to want to save her for dessert. I'm going to be more than enough of a main course for you."
He grinned and pushed the chair back. His pants were bulging out as he stood up, standing between her legs. He reached out to help her off the desk, and as she lowered her legs and stood, he reached for her tits. "Damn these are sweet. I hate to cover them back up."
"So don't!" she said, as she reached to his crotch. She cupped his balls and hardening dick through his pants, and stroked them gently.
"You're going down there naked?"
"I will, if you want me to. Remember, this is a limited time offer, so you might want to get the most out of it. I don't want it said later, that I didn't do enough to get this deal done."
"Right now, I'd say we're off to a good start. But I do like the idea of dessert after the main course. Maybe a little dessert for both of us?"
"Whatever you want." She grinned; he stepped back and let her out from between him and the desk. She stepped to where her dress was laying, folded it and tucked it into her handbag. It was a tight squeeze, but no one was going to be looking at her hand bag. She held her arm out and he took it in his and led her across the office.
Walking through the office complex was much more difficult than walking in. While she'd already played on camera, having to actually walk nude, past all the faces of both men and women, was much more difficult than she expected. She concentrated on her steps, making each step make her hips wiggle and her tits bounce enticingly. She'd practiced the walk, in front of the mirror, for almost ten minutes until she had it just so. Now she was doing that just so walk in front of dozens of people.
She let him lead her through the office complex, to the elevators in the middle of the complex. The company took the entire floor of the skyscraper, and another below, not counting the parking level that had been converted into the gym. She rode the elevator down with Daren, taking a few moments to breathe again. The elevator opened on the gym level and they stepped out. The young woman in a spandex sports bra at the counter, raised her eyebrows in surprise as they stepped out. Daren led her to the men's locker room door, and then opened it. She had expected it. She'd already been nude in there and even fucked in front of the guys changing, so walking in nude now, was actually easier than walking across the office complex.
He led her to where his personal locker was and stopped.
"Well, why don't I help you out of these things then," she said softly, turning to face him after he unlocked his locker. There were hushed whispers, as she helped him remove his suit coat and then his vest. She pulled the red tie from him, slipping it loose and then pulling the knot apart before pulling the slick material from around his neck. She teasingly hung it around her neck, then used the end to tease one of her nipples, while he watched. "Mmmmmmm. I love the feeling of silk." She whispered, as she coaxed her nipples to stand erect for him.



"So I see," he answered quietly.
She looked up after a minute and let the tie fall around her so it hung over her tits. She reached for his shirt and started undoing the buttons, one at a time. She worked down the front of his chest, letting her finger tease his skin as she did. The bulge in his pants was growing even larger and harder, by the time she reached his belt. She unfastened it and then undid his suit pants, letting them fall around his ankles, so she could reach the last of the buttons. The shirt, now fully unbuttoned, spread apart and allowed her to see the bulge in his briefs. She had successfully teased herself, as well as him, something she knew she was going to need, if she was going to fuck him in public.
She undid the cuffs of his shirt and then pushed it off his shoulders. She carefully hung it in the locker and then squatted down in front of him. The eyes of every guy were on them, as she undid his shoes. She had him lift each foot and then slipped both his shoes and pants off each foot at the same time. He stood in just his briefs and socks, waiting. The next step was going to push this beyond any hope of turning back, but she had already decided that she was going to go through with it, regardless. Only Allen could stop this now, and he didn't seem to be here.
She reached for his briefs and pulled them slowly down, freeing his hard-on to stick out and nearly slap her in the face. She paused with his briefs around his knees and looked up at him with a sultry gaze. "Such a nice-looking cock," she cooed softly, before grasping it. She leaned her face toward him and stuck her tongue out, teasing it over his engorged, purple head. She let her tongue slide over and around it, and then, ever so slowly, leaned closer. She put her open mouth over his mushroom head and then closed her lips. He groaned softly, as she teased her tongue over and around his head. She really didn't love giving head, but this was a special case. Today, she'd act like sucking his cock was the best thing in the world. She had no doubt, that he would be sure to fill both her mouth and her pussy before they were done.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as she began to stroke his shaft, with her hand and lips. On and off she slid; drawing a pleasurable moan from him. She worked his cock, sucking and slurping loudly, until she was sure he was going to come any second. She pulled her face from his dick, drawing a grunt of displeasure. "Don't worry honey. What I got planned for you, is so much better than coming in my mouth."
She stood up and gently pushed him to sit on the bench. She squatted down and pulled his socks and briefs off, leaving him completely naked. She leaned past him to get his gym clothes off the shelf, and then leaned down for his shoes. She let him squeeze and suck her nipples for long seconds as her tits hung in his face. "You are getting me soooo turned on," she cooed softly.
"Yeah? What are you going to do about it?" he asked, as he let her tit slip from his mouth.
"How about this?" she asked as she turned around. She stepped over his legs and bent over, pushing her ass and wet pussy out at him. She reached between her legs for his dick and aimed it at her pussy as she sat down. "Bet your wife never put your shoes and socks on like this, did she?" She asked, as she slowly pushed herself down on his dick, forcing it into her hot depths.
"Oh fuck no!" He groaned softly, as she settled her bare cheeks on his thighs.
She leaned over and lifted one foot and worked his white crew sock onto his foot, and then his shoe. Her movements made her slide around slightly on his dick, teasing the shit out of both of them. She repeated the process with the other foot, making sure to wiggle enough to keep his dick interested.
She finished his shoes and then stood up, pulling off his cock. She turned around to face him. "Now, tell me, just how much do you want to wear out there?"
"I think that depends on you. What are you wearing?"
"Ohhhh. You want to see that do you? Well, that's okay. I'll dress first." She started by lifting a foot and setting it on the bench right next to him, the action spreading her legs slightly as she unbuckled the strap on the high heel. She stepped out of it and lifted her other foot. This time he reached up and stroked her wet lips, as she unbuckled her shoe.
She stood as close to him as she could, allowing him to tease and stroke her pussy, his cock glistening with her wetness as it twitched in anticipation. "I need to get my things." She said softly, stepping back and moving to where she set her bag. She was unsurprised when he got up. She bent over and felt his hands on her hips. She knew what was coming next. She was ready for it. She'd been teasing herself for hours, to make sure that she would be so horny that she could do this. She stayed bent over, resting her hands on the bench as he rubbed his head up and down.
He grunted and thrust into her hard, not caring about how it felt for her, but wanting to establish his dominance over her. He wanted all the men, in the locker room, to hear and see his dominance over her. That was fine. That was part of the game. He held her hips and began stuffing his cock in and out of her with abandon, jamming hard into her, his body slamming her full round ass with each stroke.
She knew the game; she moaned and gasped and begged him to fuck her harder. Her tits flew wildly around under her chest, as he jammed into her. She closed her eyes and thought about Allen, thought about his cock, thought about how it felt, when she was on her hands and knees at that beach, listening to the waves; while he pounded into her the same way, his body crazy with desire for her body. She remembered how good it felt as he drove into her.
She reached between her legs and teased her clit, knowing she was almost there. Knowing she was actually climaxing in her mind for Allen, not Daren. "FUUUUCK!" She screamed, as she started to climax, her spasming pussy making him grunt and gasp in sudden pleasure.
"FUCK YES! Take this you fucking slut!" He growled, as his body spasmed behind her. He jammed hard into her, and she felt his cum flowing into her. It wasn't a lot, but then, he wasn't a young man. Viagra can make you hard, but it can't do anything about a dwindling semen supply.
She stood there, gasping and moaning in pleasure, only partly faking it, as she climaxed with him. She was careful not to call out Allen's name, a much harder task than she had expected. She felt his cock stop twitching inside her and pull out. What little cum he had put in, started to leak out and drip onto the floor, while his softening dick drooled the remains out in tiny glistening streamers. He sat down hard on the bench, panting and gasping for air. She had no doubt that this was just round one. He'd get hard again, thanks to the Viagra and the outfit she was about to put on.
The shirt slipped over her head, and her still hard nipples pushed through the large gaps in the mesh. She stepped into the microscopic shorts, a size too big to start with, the crotch hanging down to completely expose her pussy, as the waistband threatened to slide down over her hips. It wouldn't take much to make it fall down, and she suspected that he'd make sure it did all too soon.
Catching his breath a little, he pulled on his running shorts, leaving any kind of underwear off. He didn't bother with a shirt, leaving his gray curly hairs on his chest completely exposed. "I think it's time for a workout." He said with a grin. "I'd say we need to stretch first, but I think we just took care of that."
"I'd say we did," she agreed, "shall we?"
She didn't know if Allen was out there or not, but she hoped he was. She wanted him to see her like this, to see her with his boss's boss, see what she was doing for him.
She walked out hand in hand with Darel. By the time they'd made it to the track, every eye was on her, on her bouncing tits, on her pussy that appeared and disappeared from view, depending on the angle, with every step. She knew she was flashing her body to all the men and women there. Inside, her stomach knotted up. She wished she'd faked her orgasm, so she would still be stimulated, but she didn't. Now she was going to have to face this post orgasm, unless of course he could actually get her turned on again.
As they walked around the track, she slipped her hand into his shorts, grasping his cock and tugging it gently. "You aren't done already, are you?" she cooed softly. "I was so hoping that you'd show me how to use the stair climber."
He chuckled. "Yeah, just like Allen does to that cute little number? I'd be more than happy to show you how that machine works, and show you that this old man is far from done."
She stopped and used his dick to pull him around to face her. "Well, why don't we just find out about that." She said as she knelt down in front of him. She pulled his shorts down and aimed his soft cock at her mouth. She closed her lips around his soft shaft and started sucking and stroking it, as best she could. The people walking the track stared as they went by, not at his face, but hers. There were looks of disgust and leers of lust, all of which she ignored. She concentrated on what she was doing, pretending that it was that day, on the little fishing skiff. The fish hadn't been biting and she had gotten bored. The islander guide stood and watched, as she pulled her bikini top off and then knelt down in front of Allen.
She knelt in the rocking boat, Allen holding onto the poles that supported the canvas sun shade. She pulled his shorts down and put his dick in her mouth, the first time she had done it on her own, and not at his request. She sucked and worked on his dick, until he was nearly ready to come. She stopped just short and stood for him, letting him stick his dick into her, so very ready, pussy.
She knelt in front of Daren now, imagining her in that boat, sucking her husband-to-be's cock.
"Oh, fuck yes. God, you are one slutty bitch!" Daren said, as he looked down at her, his cock now hard again. "You can really suck a guy. Allen doesn't know what he's missing."
"Don't you know it." She agreed. "Well, this seems like it might be interested in being put someplace besides my mouth."
"I'd say it does." He agreed. "I think that stair stepper sounds like the perfect place to try it out."
She got up and they walked around the track, his cock hanging out and swinging side to side with each step, its hardness maintained by the bounce and wiggle of her tits, which he was busy staring at. "So how does this work?" She asked innocently.
"You step on the stairs and they move and you climb," he said, from behind me.
"I think you might need to help me," she asked softly, reaching down and undoing the one snap between her legs, so that there was nothing between her and his cock. She lifted onto one step and pushed her ass out at him. He eagerly rubbed his head between her lips and then allowed her to settle down on him. He reached past her and started the machine, holding his body against hers. He moved his hands to her tits and grabbed her nipples, pulling and tugging them. Up and down her body moved with each step, and with each of those steps, up and down her pussy moved on his shaft. She concentrated on her steps, trying to be rhythmic and stay on his shaft.
"WHAT THE FUCK!?" She heard Allen shout, from behind her.
She twisted enough to see him standing there, sweat dripping down his body, nothing on but a towel. The little slut he had been fucking was standing next to him, her towel only covering from her waist down.
"Oh, hi honey." She said sweetly. "You had so much fun on this machine, I thought I'd have Daren show me how to use it. It is kinda fun."
"My god Julie! What are you thinking? Running around naked like this?"
"Me? I'm not naked. I have a shirt and shorts on. Why? Don't you like the look?"
"You look like a fucking slut!" He said angrily.
"Is that a problem?" she asked sweetly, not changing her motion, making sure she was still stroking Daren's cock. She could feel him pushing into her, trying to ignore her husband's wrath, while he pushed himself toward climax. She had no doubt that he intended on coming in her pussy, right in front of him. This was who has the bigger balls, and Daren was going to make sure that his were the winners. No fucking her mouth this time. He was going to unload everything he could in her, and she was going make damn sure to fake one huge orgasm with him.
"I didn't marry a slut!" He snapped.
She wanted to stop, to confront him, but she also needed to complete her agreement. "We'll have to talk about this at home. If you want that promotion, I need to make sure Daren here is happy with his payment."
"What promotion?"
"Your promotion to VP of domestic operations." Daren said. "Or at least that is if we dot the last i's on this contract." He grunted. "God, gonna come baby!"
"Go for it." Julie said, pushing her ass back at him a little more, gearing herself up for what was next. She felt him jerk and jam his cock up into her. "FUCK YES! THAT'S IT! GIVE IT TO ME!" she cried loudly, to make sure everyone in the gym knew he was giving her his load. "Oh, fuck yes! GOD DAMN! That's it Daren! Fuck my hot cunt!"
"This is fucking disgusting." Allen swore quietly, before turning and walking away.
Julie ignored him and pretended to climax, all the harder, around his now softening cock. She slowly climbed off the stepper when his, now softened, cock slipped from her. "I think I need a shower."
"Does that include me?"
Julie turned to face him, wrapped her arms around him and kissed him wetly. "If you can get it up again, you can fuck me again. That was the deal." She whispered, as she broke the kiss. "Think you can?"
"I'm sure as hell going to try. You know, making this happen, it might take a few more of these meetings."
"Ohhhh, I don't think so. This is an all or nothing deal, and you gave me your word."
"And if I decide to go back on my word."
"You just fucked me in front of dozens of people. You think you can not follow through?"
"It's your word against mine, and if these boys like their jobs, they're gonna back me."
"Oh honey. You really aren't that much of a Boy Scout, are you?"
"What do you mean?"
"The whole time I was in your office and changing in the locker room my maid was recording us. My cell phone was turned on the whole time. You try to go back on our deal, or promote him and then a few months later try to fire him, and I can guarantee that your company will have the biggest scandal this town has ever seen."
He chuckled and then began to laugh. It took almost a minute before he could talk again. "Honey, you are one smart cookie. Okay, deal is done. He gets his promotion. I'll have it done within the week. And that little slut, I have just the thing for her. The Sydney office far enough away? Might have to give her a promotion to convince her to go, but I'm sure she'll take it."
"Sounds like it's perfect."
"Do I still get the shower?" he asked.
"I made a deal. If you can get it up again, it's yours."
As it turned out, he couldn't. but that was okay with Julie. She got what she went after. Now the question was, did she get what she really wanted.
"Helen? It's Julie. Did you get them?"
I did. And I can tell you that I've never been so disgusted in my life. I can't believe this kind of thing has been going on right under our noses.
"For a long time. I had no idea you didn't know."
I do now. What you did, that had to be hard.
"It'll be worth it if it opens his eyes."
Men can sometimes be very dense.
"True enough."
One way or another, the company is going to have a new VP of operations tomorrow. If it's Allen is up to you. You certainly paid the price for it.
"I'm sure it will take time to be sure, but I'll let you know what happens."
We'll be waiting for your call.
"Okay Allen. The ball's gonna be in your court. I truly hope you're smart enough to see what's happening." She said to herself, as she turned to drive down the street to their house.
It was only a little past one, so she was pleased to see his car in the garage, but then, he could be just packing to leave. She walked in with some trepidation and climbed the stairs. She could hear him in the office as she walked to the bedroom. She made plenty of noise, so he would know she was back. She stripped the dress and shoes off and padded to the bathroom. She might have had a shower there, but she felt like she needed another, along with a bottle of douche. She wanted his cum out of her as soon as she could.
"What the hell were you thinking!?" he said angrily, as he stepped into the bathroom. "Fucking Mr. Gold? Were you nuts?"
"Not nuts. Calculating." She said, as she shut off the water. "You've been ignoring me and fucking that little slut. You haven't had time to even look at me, let alone satisfy me. Then when I let one guy fuck me, you go ballistic. How many women have you fucked?"
"I don't know."
"You mean so many you can't count, or you just don't want to say?"
"I don't keep track."
"Yeah, that's the problem. It's okay for you to fuck any pussy that comes along, but if let one guy bang me, you go ballistic. Did it ever occur to you that you might bring something home?"
"What are you talking about? Why would I bring someone home?"
"Not someONE, someTHING, like an STD. Maybe even Aids!"
"Why would that happen?"
"Because you're a stupid shit, who sticks his dick in anything that spreads its legs. Just like that little thing you're fucking at work."
"Her? She doesn't mean anything. She's just..."
"Another pussy spreading her legs. Yeah, I get it. But how come you fuck her and ignore me, if she doesn't mean anything?"
"Honey, I'm just fucking her to get ahead. You sure as hell didn't seem like you were going to put out. I mean, after Mr. Gold came in your mouth, there wasn't any way I was asking you to put your pussy out there for him, and yes, I needed to have a sweet young pussy for him, if I was going to get Jack's job when he left!"
Julie laughed. "Really? That's your excuse? You needed another pussy for him? Well let me tell you something, it's called a prostitute. You pay them money and they fuck whoever you tell them to. You don't have to groom some big-titted, little slut to do your dirty work. Come on. We both know you were fucking her because you enjoyed it. The look on your face, when you were pumping your cum into her, wasn't anything but pure pleasure."
"You saw that?"
"I did. I saw you fucking her on the stair climber, and stretching so that your face was in her pussy, and ducking behind the mats, near the track, to fuck. Yes, I saw all of that, and I have video of you fucking her in the sauna. And yes, every time, you looked like you were having the time of your life. You looked like you used to look when you were fucking me."
"Jesus, you videoed me?"
"I did. I wanted to make sure that when the shit hit the fan, I had leverage. Like you said long ago, I'm a smart girl. I've hedged my bets just in case you think it's time to toss me away and replace me with something younger, sexier and sluttier."
"I don't believe you."
"I don't believe you! That you're fucking her, to get ready to give her to your boss, for a promotion? That's a fucking excuse. You could pay a few hundred dollars and give him a high-end call girl."
"I'm not giving him a hooker! Jesus, what kind of a man do you think he is?"
"I know exactly what kind of a man he is. He's a perverted sonofabitch that uses women for his enjoyment, and gets his subordinates to provide him with things, that he can't get himself. Well hear this loud and clear. I just seduced him and sucked him and fucked him, until he couldn't anymore. I did that for you, Allen. I did that to prove that you don't need those little sluts. You have a wife, and I'll do whatever it takes to keep you. And if you can't see that after today...well, then maybe we do need to be divorced."



"Jesus Julie. But fucking him in public like that? Where the hell did you even get that idea? I mean, why would I want my wife doing something like that?"
"Why? Hell, I've never been big on being naked in a public setting, let alone be fucked in one. But if that's what it takes to satisfy you, well, you ought to know now, that I'll take that hit. Hell, I might even learn to enjoy it. But I'm not about to watch you fuck some other little slut, then toss me aside. I love you. I love you enough to do what I just did today. The ball's in your court. You can choose to divorce me or you can choose to love me and be true to me, and only me. It's your choice."
He stood staring at her for long seconds. "I don't even know what to say. You fucked him for what? Me?"
"Your promotion. That was what you were after, wasn't it? Well, he promised to create a new position, right below his, vice president of domestic operations. And it's yours. So, what's the answer Allen. Do you pack a bag or do you transfer that slut you've been fucking to Sydney?"
I'm afraid that you've debased yourself for no good reason. No way is he going to do what you asked, not for one little fuck. Unless you promised more to come or something."
"No. One time deal. I have his word. Do I have yours? No more women. I'm the only pussy you fuck?"
He paced back and forth in the room and then looked back at her. "What about you? Do you keep fucking guys?"
"I have no real desire to, as long as you're going to work to keep me satisfied. That's what marriage is, isn't it? Work to keep your partner satisfied. I can tell you this, I'll wear anything you want any time you want. I'll fuck you any way and any time you want. I'd even stand naked on the corner and let you fuck me there, if that's what it takes to keep you satisfied and happy. Are you willing to do the same hard work? Keeping me satisfied and happy?"
He looked at her, clearly considering the options. He was, after all, a business man. Considering all the angles of a contract was what he did for a living. "Anything I want? If I want you to go to the gym with me and do what you did to Mr. Gold today, you'd do that? Without complaint?"
"I would, if that's what you wanted. If that's what would make you a happy and devoted husband."
"Even if you didn't like it?"
"Even if I didn't like it. But there would be a cost."
He frowned. "Like what? Letting you fuck the pool boy again?"
"No! Like making love to me, like we used to! Making love together like we did in the Camen islands. Making love to me like we did on our honeymoon. Making love to me where we can both tell, by the look in our eyes and the motion of our bodies, how much we love each other. That would be the price."
"You'd really do that? For me? To make me happy?"
"In a hot second." She said, as she moved toward him. She reached for his hands and pulled them to her breasts. "If you want to flash these to every guy at work, fine. As long as you save all of you, for me. It's that simple."
"No more fucking other guys? Including Mr. Gold?"
"Trust me, I won't be fucking Daren again...ever."
"Okay. I accept your terms. You have whatever kind of sex I want, whenever and wherever, and in return I'll give you the kind of loving sex that we shared before. Neither of us will be having sex with other people."
"Good," she said, as she stepped closer, leaning her face to his. She kissed him softly, which he returned awkwardly at first, and then with more passion as the seconds passed. Her hands moved from around his back to start stroking him. With a giggle she pulled away, just enough to get her hands between them. "Someone has a hard-on." She whispered, as she undid the front of his pants. She worked his dick out while he leaned his face toward hers and tried to keep kissing her.
"It's from thinking about that outfit you had on."
"You wanna see it again?"
"I sorta would, I've never seen you wear anything like that before."
She smiled. "Go get naked and lay on the bed and I'll be right back." She said, as she pushed away. She scampered nude, out of the bathroom and down the stairs. It only took her a few moments to change into the outfit. She ran back up the stairs, still barefoot, and walked into the bedroom to see her husband laying on the bed, stroking his cock. She started for him and then thought about something else. She walked to her dresser, opened a drawer and pulled out the compact video camera. She set it up on the little tripod on his dresser, aiming it at the bed and her husband. She knew that from there it would record everything on one side, and the mirror on the opposite side of the room would catch the other.
"What's this?" He asked, as he continued to slowly stroke himself.
"Just wanna have a little memory of this."
"On video?"
"I've sorta realized recently that a little exhibitionism can be pretty stimulating."
"Exhibitionism? Just who's gonna see this?"
"That will depend on you, my love." She said, as she moved toward the bed. She crawled onto the bed and then over him. She crawled up his body until her tits, her hard nipples sticking through the mesh, pushed at his face. He reached up and grasped both tits and squeezed them. "That's it lover. They're all yours," she cooed softly.
He licked and teased her nipples while she reached between her legs and stroked his cock. Her hand ran the length of his hardness, sliding up over his head and then pushing back to his balls. She let go for a moment to unsnap the crotch of her denim shorts, if you could call them that, and then returned her grasp to his shaft.
He groaned softly around one of her nipples, as she teased his head up and down her wet pussy. His hips lifted automatically, when he felt his head nestle into her opening, and his hard shaft pushed easily into her excited pussy. She moaned softly to him, as his fat head pushed into her. There was no faking this time. She let her husband know exactly what she was feeling, as she began to twerk her ass up and down, pumping her pussy on and off his hard-on. He groaned and began to move in time, shifting his feet so that he could drive into her as well.
Like a well-oiled machine, the two of them moved, forcing his cock in and out of her, both of their orgasms being teased up the slope toward the precipice. His groans of pleasure stoking her desire, and her moans coaxing him to stroke harder. Their bodies slapped together and her wet pussy squished with wetness at each stroke.
She could feel it, her climax, almost upon her. She wanted to hold off, to wait for him to come, but it had been so long since they had made love like this, the raw emotion of their desires for each other exposed this way. She tried to hold back, her pussy starting to clench and spasm against her will. He seemed to know she was coming, and thrust harder into her. It made it impossible for her to hold back any longer. She cried out in pleasure as her body jerked and started to tremble. It was a hard orgasm, much harder than any of the faked ones she gave Daren earlier.
Allen groaned and shoved hard into her, as his cock started to flow shot after shot of cum into her. She could feel the strength of his surges filling her, pushing her own climax just a little harder. She lost track of time, as they climaxed together, soon ending with her laying on him, both of them panting for breath.
"I'll take that as sign off on the contract," she whispered.
"Yeah," he was silent for a few moments. "Honey, you know, he's never going to create that position, right? He just used you. You did all that for nothing."
"Oh, I wouldn't say that." He looked up at her curiously. "Like you said, I'm a smart girl. Step one was to get him on an audio recording, of him making the deal. Your promotion, for sex. It was just a bonus, getting him to admit that he hired his secretary specifically to have sex with. The second step was to get a video of him having sex with me in the gym, consummating the deal, so to speak. I arranged for your boss's wife to take care of that. She wasn't very happy with being prostituted out, for Jack to get that promotion."
"He did that?"
"More or less. Oh, Jack didn't willingly do it. They did agree to get naked in the tub with Daren, but then he took her, right in front of Jack. What was he going to say? She was disgusted, but they were afraid. He's a powerful man and they were sure to lose the ensuing publicity battle. Quite simply; he had engineered things so that it would look like she invited him to, instead of what it really was."
"Damn. I didn't realize he did that."
"He did. So, I had the audio recording and the video, sent to Marge Cook."
"Marge Cook, as in Mister Cook's wife? The president of the company?"
"The same." She said with a smile. "By this time tomorrow, there will be a new VP of operations. That VP will be tasked with changing the culture from this good-ole-boy sex for raises and promotions bullshit, to a proper, respectable environment based on merit."
"There will be?"
"Uh huh."
"And you know this how?"
"Because Marge told me."
"Did she tell you who that was going to be? Jack?"
"Maybe. Doesn't have to be."
"It doesn't?"
"As she put it, I paid the bill so I have some say in who that is. I told her that I'd let her know my decision."
"Your decision about what?"
"If you're the man for the job. It'd require working hard, changing the culture and making sure that sexual relations outside of one's marriage would be cause for termination. The company doesn't care how or where you fuck your wife, but it will care if you step out."
"And if you say I'm the man for the job, that's what I have to enforce?"
"That's it. Pretty simple, isn't it?"
He shook his head and then laughed. "God damn Julie. Did I ever underestimate you!"
"It was an expensive lesson." She said quietly. "Don't ever make me do anything like that again."
"I won't, I promise." He whispered as he pulled her face down to his again and kissed her.
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It had been a long night. The girls, Alyssa and Janet, had been almost insatiable. I lost track of how many orgasms that they had, and how many times they'd drained me. It was mid-morning, and it was getting hot already. The girls were still cleaning up dishes from breakfast, as I walked through the scrubby brush of the island, toward the swimming side of the small spit of land. I didn't expect there to be anyone here yet, other than maybe a fisherman or two.
I paused by a bush to relieve myself, which wasn't a particularly tough exercise, since the only thing I had on was my water shoes. Oh, I could have gotten dressed, but it wouldn't have done much good, since the girls would have just undressed me again, at the first opportunity. I stood and enjoyed the slight breeze blowing across my skin, while I finished what I had to do. I started toward the long shallow beach again, that light breeze at my back, picking my way through the scrubby, head high brush. I stopped dead in my tracks.
They say that a man dying of thirst in the desert will imagine water holes, and there are all sorts of mental aberrations that cause a person to imagine things that aren't there. Of course, there are also dreams, and with the way the last few days had gone, I had to check first to ensure I was awake. Of course, how does one convince himself that he is awake and the actions he's taken to ensure he isn't, aren't also part of his dream?
None the less, I stood there, my mouth hanging open, staring at what was before me. She was taking her clothing off behind a bush, well behind, from the perspective of the lake. From my perspective, she was standing right in front of me, giving me a tremendously wonderful profile view of her. Since I wasn't in her sight line, at least not yet, she moved as if I wasn't there, clearly not having noticed me.
Her long brown hair came down the middle of her back, just covering the clasps of the bra she was undoing. She pulled the bra off her shoulders and hung it on a branch in front of her, laying it on the t-shirt she had removed before I came upon her. Her breasts were at least a D and maybe a double D. Her nipples hardened in the breeze, poking out from her dark pink areola. She bent over to push her shorts down her long slender, but muscular legs, balancing carefully, as she worked each shoe covered foot out of the leg holes. She laid the shorts on top of the bra and shirt, before moving her hands to her panties. The powder blue bikini cut panties slipped easily down over her firm butt and down her legs. She was even more careful of her balance, as she worked the underwear off over her shoes.
She stopped moving, her panties in her hand, just about to set them down, and looked toward the lake. She turned to lift herself on her tip-toes to look out toward the lake, and the boat anchored in the shallow water, a number of young ladies on it, all but one of them young enough to be her daughter. She finally turned my direction. Her reaction was exactly what I would have expected. One hand moved to hold her panties over the juncture of her legs, and the other moved to cover her nipples and as much of her breasts as her arm could. Her mouth opened to say something, while anger flashed across her face. Her green eyes stared angrily at me for long seconds, but she said nothing, she just stared, like I was doing.
I don't know why she was staring at me, but I knew exactly why I was staring at her. It was the woman I'd seen the day before. I'd only gotten a glimpse of her then, but now, now I had a complete view of every inch of her, well, except for those places that were covered. While I stared, her face changed from anger, to curiosity, and then to something else altogether. She moved her hand from over her pussy, dropping the panties to the ground while her other arm moved to leave all of her exposed.
She stepped toward me, stepping around the knee-high underbrush between us, moving deliberately, her face no longer angry, but something else entirely. It was a look that I had seen many times in the last thirty-five years, on a face that was as familiar to me as my own. She stepped to me, her arms lifting to circle around my neck. "Kiss me," she whispered, as she tilted her head and pressed her lips gently to mine. I let my arms slip around her waist, as I kissed her back. She felt my rock-hard cock trapped between us, and moved her hips side to side, never breaking the long, wet, soft kiss.
When she did break the kiss, it was to step back, just far enough to push my dick down. She let it slide between her legs, the wetness of her pussy lubricating the top of my shaft, as she slipped herself along it until our thighs touched. "I want you to fuck me," she whispered, "I want you to push that sexy cock into me and make me come with it."
"Yeah," was all my muddled brain could answer. I let myself squat down a little, as I reached between us to grasp my hard-on. It didn't take much to find the perfect spot and to stand up again, knowing without a doubt that my dick would be just long enough to press against the end of her depths, while her clit pressed into the base of my cock, where it met my body. I sighed softly, as I slipped deeper and deeper into her, her moan, long and deep, slipped from her lips, only inches from mine.
"Oh, fuck yes!" she moaned, starting to rock her hips. I moved in time with her, our thighs slapping together, each time we came together, and each time we pulled apart we stopped just before my cock could slip from her. In and out we worked my hard-on, driving me deep into her. We drove into each other harder, as our orgasms built, the slapping of our thrusting bodies growing louder, as were her cries of pleasure. "FUCK YES! GOD DAMN YES! THAT'S IT! FUCK MY HOT CUNT!"
It was no surprise that before long we had an audience, several of the young ladies from the boat as well as Janet and Alyssa, not that I could see them, but the gasps of Janet and Alyssa told me everything I needed to know. I wasn't dreaming, or if I was, they were dreaming it as well. "GOD I'M COMMMMMMIIIIINNNNNGGG!" the woman screamed, as her pussy began to clench and spasm around me. Her motions didn't stop, but became erratic and I was left to continue slamming into her, pushing my own orgasm right to the brink.
"Shit, here I come!" I grunted to her, moments before my body jerked, and I started pumping shot, after shot into her. I held her body to mine and she laid her head on my shoulder, as she shook and trembled. We both stood there for almost a minute, before she pushed her face away and looked at me with some confusion. Confusion I'd expected after the last few days. I had no doubt what had driven her to suddenly want sex with me, no, demand sex from me. But that wasn't why I was so shocked by what I was seeing and not wanting to let go of.
She looked down at herself, almost as if she were just realizing that she was both naked and freshly fucked. She looked back up at my face as she firmly pushed against me, forcing a little space between us while I continued to hold her pelvis against mine, almost desperately. "I... Did we... I don't understand." I could see that confusion in her face, the remnants of the potion's impact clearing from her mind.
"Shit mom! Didn't expect that from you!" one of the young ladies behind her, back near the bush she had been changing behind, said. It only took a second for me to realize the resemblance of the young woman to the woman I'd just had sex with was unmistakable, as was the resemblance of my own two daughters to their mother.
The woman I was holding twisted, to look back at her daughter. I could see the side of her face turn bright pink, as she blushed in embarrassment. She moved her arms from where her hands were gripping my upper arms, to wrap around her own chest, hiding her breasts, but seemed unwilling to pull back and off my dick. "I, um, I don't know what got into me."
"Probably the same thing that's STILL in you!" the young lady said, with huge grin.
The woman in my arms blushed even brighter and looked back at my face. "I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to...I mean, I shouldn't have... Please, excuse me." She said abruptly, as she pulled out of my arms and off my still partly hard dick. She ran to the bush, grabbed her clothes and the one-piece suit that was there as well, and then ran past her daughter and the rest of the young ladies toward the shore. I stood there, staring at her wade through the water, toward the boat.
"Don't just stand there like an idiot! Go after her!" I heard Janet say forcefully from behind me. Then I felt a hand in my back to push me, which finally broke me from my stupor. I pushed past the small pack of girls and then ran to the shore and out into the water after her.
"Hey! Wait!" I called to her, as I ran through the water toward the boat.
She stopped at the pontoon boat, almost ready to climb the boarding ladder. She looked back at me and then down at the water, holding the wadded-up clothing over her body to cover herself. She looked up, as I got closer and looked back at me. "I'm so sorry..." She started to apologize.
"No, don't. I mean, it wasn't your fault. It was...never mind. I need to talk to you."
"Not my fault?"
"No, it isn't, but that doesn't matter. I need to talk to you." I said, as I stopped moving, standing in the water ten or so feet from her.
"Okay...can it wait, until I'm dressed?" She asked.
"If you want," I answered. She turned and tossed her clothes into the boat and then started to dress in the one-piece swim suit, pulling it on awkwardly, in the knee-deep water. "I, um, I need to know your name."
"Amanda. Amanda Stroud." She said, as she dressed.
"I guess that was your daughter? The one in the pink bikini?"
"Yeah. Julia." She said, as she worked the, now wet, material up her body.
"Um. This is going to sound weird, but what's your mother's name?"
"My mother? Why?"
"Just...please?"
"My mother is Sharon, why?"
"Oh. It was...never mind. It doesn't make sense." I said, as I started to turn to wade back to shore, my brain swirling with confusion.
"Wait," she said, quickly wading to catch me and grab my arm. "Wait, don't... I don't know why, but I don't want you to go."
"Yeah, that's not your fault either." I mumbled as I turned back to face her again, seeing her bare chest with her suit only half on. I'd seen a pair of breasts so similar to that every day for nearly thirty five years, and they still had the same effect on me now. I tried not to look embarrassed as my dick once again started to grow, my head pointing toward her crotch only a foot way.
"You keep saying that, like somehow things are your fault. How can it not be my fault for how I feel?"
"Trust me. It isn't. It doesn't matter."
"It does matter," I heard Janet say from behind me. "You see, you look exactly like his wife. Not just sorta, but EXACTLY!"
"You...um...you're married?" She asked, looking at me and then at Janet behind me and then back to me again.
"Was. She passed." I answered.
"This is going to sound weird." Janet said, wading next to me. "But you could be her twin sister."
"Twin sister? What are you talking about? I don't have a sister, twin or otherwise." Amanda said, shaking her head. And looking back and forth between Janet and me.
"Trust me, you look exactly like his late wife."
"His wife? I don't understand."
Janet explained, "His wife, my best friend. You look exactly like she does, I mean did. You look EXACTLY like her. You have to be a sister."
"But how? I don't...I don't have any sisters."
"Trust me, you're her twin." Janet said again.
"Well, that's just silly. When was she born, your late wife?" Amanda asked, as she stepped slightly closer to me, reaching out to rest her hands on my waist and gently draw us together.
"Suzanne? She was born December third, nineteen sixty-eight." I answered quietly, feeling the need to hold her grow. I let my arms move around her, so we were both pressed together. "God damn I wanna have sex with you so badly right now."
"December third? You're sure?" she asked, as the rest of the girls and Alyssa reached the boat.
"Sure? Yeah. I'd never forget my wife's birthday." I answered, trying to concentrate when all I wanted to do, was to pull the half on swim suit back off of her.
"Do you...do you know where she was born?" She whispered, her nose brushing mine as she started to lean toward my lips and then backed away slightly.
"Milwaukee," I breathed, leaning my face toward hers, to complete the kiss she almost started.
"Oh my God!" She exclaimed, pulling her lips from mine. She pushed back from me, forcing my arms from around her waist. She tried to step back at the same time, almost falling down in the water. She grabbed my arm for balance and held it tightly, looking down at the water, her whole body shaking. She stood there for several seconds before saying anything else. "Oh my God. This can't be happening." She whispered breathlessly, before looking back up at me. "And you say, she passed away?"
"Yeah. Car accident. Just about a year ago."
"Ohmygod." She whispered again. "What...What was her mother's name?"
"Her mother's name was Alexis Stewart." I answered, trying to step toward her again, the need to have sex with her growing even more within me.
"I never knew my mother's name." She said quietly, letting me step back to her and draw her to me. I pulled our bodies together, my hard dick trapped between us, pressed to the half pulled on swim suit.
"You just said it was Sharon." I said, as I let my hands find the top of the suit that was pulled up, almost to her chest. She didn't resist as I started to pull it down her body.
"Yes; my mother's name is Sharon." She whispered, still seeming to be out of breath. She looked me in the eye and I could see her desire to kiss me in her tentative motions, but instead of pressing our lips together, she held back just a few fractions of an inch. "But she's not my birth mother. I was adopted. They told...they told my mother, Sharon, they told her that my mother died in childbirth." She pressed her lips to mine softly, for several seconds, starting a very soft, very erotic kiss that seemed to take a life of its own. It grew and lengthened until we heard Janet cough next to us. I knew the cause. It was that stupid potion. Right now the last thing I wanted was that damn potion to be in charge of my brain.
We broke the kiss and stood there, panting, both of us staring into each other's eyes.
Janet drew our attention to her. "That's weird. Because Suzanne told me that when she was born, she had a twin sister that was stillborn."
I felt a pair of arms encircle my body from behind and felt a pair of firm breasts press to my bare back. The hands that went with the arms found my hardon and began stroking it while I held Amanda. Without benign able to resist any longer, she pressed her lips back to mine and moaned into my mouth. I tried to push her suit down more again, getting it as far as her thighs. The hand on my dick must have felt Amanda's bare mound and pushed my duck down until it slipped between Amanda's thighs.
I didn't even have to think about it. My hips started to move, as did hers, my cock sliding between her thighs, her wet pussy lips pressing on it. Her motion soon mirrored mine, the two of us, standing there, kissing wetly, as we fucked each other in the knee-deep water. I let my right hand slide down from her ass until my fingers found my cock. I pushed up with them, forcing my head up between her lips harder, and then, as intended, into her depths.
"Ohhhh fuuuuuck," she groaned in pleasure, as my fat member slipped into her and pushed deep into her vagina. Her hot wetness caressed my head and shaft as I slid in and out of her, my mind swirling with desire and memories. It was almost as if I was fucking Suzanne. The look of her, the feel of her depths, the touch of her hands and mine on her body, all combined to send me into the fantasy world of fucking my own wife. But part of my mind knew that wasn't possible. I knew she was gone and this was someone else. I knew it was, but she felt and looked so perfectly like Suzanne, that I couldn't help but mumble her name as the two of us climaxed together, my cum surging deep into her, as she panted and shook against me.
"I...um...I don't know what came over me." She panted, as she rested her forehead against mine. "I've never...you know, had sex with a stranger before, let alone someplace like out here. Actually, I don't know why I'm still standing out here naked. I mean, I don't usually...but somehow, I just want to be naked for you right now."
"Yeah. I get it. Don't worry, it isn't permanent." I panted.
"So, I really do look like her? Your dead wife? She really was my twin sister?"
"It, uh, sorta seems that way."
"I never even knew I had a sister. All those years...I could have...we could have...damn. I don't know what to say."
"How about we share information. I'd like to be able to talk to you...after this I mean." I said, as I felt my dick slip from her.
"Seems a little silly, doesn't it? Sharing information when we just shared sex?"
"Yeah. I...um. I don't even know if you're married or anything."
"Actually, I'm divorced."
"Oh. That's good, I think."
"Why do I feel like I want to have more sex with you. I just met you."
"It's not your fault."
"How about you let me have a turn first." I heard her daughter say, drawing my attention. She was completely naked, rubbing her breasts with one hand and her pussy with the other. She, and the other three girls and the slightly older woman, all seemed to be in pretty much the same state, which was an incredibly enticing view. Amanda let her daughter pull me away, while she and her friends spirited me away to the pontoon boat, where they took turns riding me until each had an orgasm.
Even Alyssa's magic potion has its limits. After a full night with Alyssa and Janet, my body just couldn't keep up. Oh, I'd managed to keep a hard-on, but having anything to give them, just wasn't happening. After two hours, even my hard-on had declared defeat. I'd licked, fingered and fucked the six of them to multiple orgasms, giving my last shot, as weak as it was, to Julia before she collapsed on top of me. It was only after that, that I realized both Alyssa and Janet had disappeared, probably back to our camp. Amanda helped me off the boat and walked with me back to camp, where we did indeed find Alyssa and Janet. Rather than settle into one of the camp chairs, she drew me straight to the tent to lie on the air mattress next to me.
"I don't know why, but I really don't want to be away from you." She whispered, as she lay half next to me, and half on top of me. "You're practically irresistible."
"Yeah, well, about that. I'm afraid that we're both victims of a magic potion."
"Magic potion? Be serious. That kind of thing is just 'make believe'."
"I'd have thought so too, until a few days ago. No, it's real. As best I can tell, it's just another kind of pharmaceutical, but instead of coming from a big drug company, it's brewed by one of our local witches, and yes, I do mean that the way it sounds."
"You're serious."
"I am. We're just victims living a non-reality at the moment. When this wears off, we'll be just normal people and you probably won't want a thing to do with me."
"Actually, that's not true." Alyssa said, from outside the tent.
"What do you mean?"
"After intercourse, when the body starts to come down from that hormone induced high, there's a period of time where the potion has little effect. Given how many times you've come in the last few hours... well, I'm not sure that what you two are feeling, isn't something completely different."




"What do you mean?"
"I mean that Janet and I are sitting here and are feeling absolutely no effect of the potion. Are we attracted to you? Oh yes. But because we WANT to be, not because we're being forced to."
"So, what's happening then?" I asked, not sure what to think at that moment.
"Easy," Alyssa said quietly. "She's your wife's twin. Whatever drew you and Suzanne together is at work here. Chemical, emotional, physical... whatever it was, it's at work here too."
"So, we're super attracted to each other right now because..."
"You and Suzanne were. I'm not sure that there is a lot either of us can do about it. You're going to have to figure this one out on your own."
"But the potion?"
"Was already starting to wear off last night. I could feel the difference. Oh, it's not all gone, not by a long shot. Those girls proved that. But what you feel for her right now is organic, not from any potion."
I couldn't see Alyssa's face through the tent wall, but I didn't have to see it, to hear the hurt in her voice. She sounded like she had just admitted defeat.
Amanda moved her mouth closer to my ear and whispered. "Why does it sound like she's unhappy? Am I missing something?"
"Alyssa and Janet both wish to take over, where my wife left off, when she passed. They're both in love with me." I whispered back, not sure if they could hear me or not.
"And I'm suddenly horning in?"
"Something like that, I guess."
"And what happened in the bushes?"
"I guess it was partly the potion and partly like what happened to Suzanne and me."
"Tell me about her...and you. What was she like?"
"She was the most wonderful woman in the world." I answered simply. "Always forgiving and kind. She'd give a stranger the shirt off her back, if they needed it. That was sorta how we met."
"You didn't have a shirt?"
"Actually, I didn't have a lot more than that. It was a college frat hazing. They stripped us naked, then dropped us off on a county road, and we had to make our way back to the frat house. It was stupid. All I had on was shoes. I made it back to town and was trying to sneak through yards, hiding anyplace I could. I jumped a fence, and there she was, laying on a lawn chair sunning herself in a little bitty, white bikini, that wasn't quite all the way on, if you know what I mean. After the squealing was over and I could speak again, I explained myself. She thought it was funny, and took me into the house to get me a long sleeve shirt to put on, so I wasn't naked. Before I left, we sorta really got attracted to each other and before we knew it, we were in bed. I never finished pledging the fraternity. I moved in with her and we were together ever since. Well, up until about a year ago."
"And here I am, in bed with you, sorta the same way?"
"Something like that." I agreed.
"Does it bother you? That this is so much like your wife...my sister? That still sounds weird. My sister."
"I have to admit that I'm pretty conflicted. It's hard not to think that she's back, but she isn't... and she never will be."
"Amanda!? Are you here?" we heard the other woman from the boat call, as she walked close to camp.
"Oh shit. Dana. I sorta forgot about her." Amanda said quietly. "Here! In the tent!" She called to her friend. I hadn't really ever been introduced to the other girls, or the fortyish-year-old woman with them. We were all too busy rutting like animals.
Soon the blonde head appeared in front of one of the mesh windows. "Amanda. What are you doing? I thought you were coming back?"
"Yeah, I sorta got side tracked." Amanda answered her friend.
"Well, the girls want to go skiing."
"Yeah. Okay. I'll be there in a few minutes. Let me say goodbye."
"Goodbye? Really? You sure you don't want to just fuck him again?" She asked, with a grin.
"Yeah, well, not right now. Go on. I'll be there in a minute."
"Okay," Dana answered, before disappearing
"I guess I gotta go." She said pushing up from the bed.
"Wait, before you go," I said quickly, getting up with her. I dug my phone out and turned it on. "Let me at least get your number."
"I'll do better than that." She said, holding her hand out for my iPhone. It only took a few moments for her to put her phone number and address in my phone before handing it back. I looked at the contact that was still open. Instead of her name it said "my new lover". She leaned down and kissed me. "I really don't want to go, but I have to. Call me."
"I will," I promised, as she ducked out of the tent door.
Alyssa came in after she was gone and pushed me onto the bed and lay down next to me. "So, does this mean that both Janet and I are out of luck?"
"I honestly don't know. I mean, I connect with her exactly the same way as I did with Suzanne. But that worries me too. It's hard not to feel like she IS Suzanne, ya know?"
"I think it would be awfully hard not to. Does it hurt?"
"Yeah, it actually does. Because, while she looks and feels like Suzanne, she isn't, and she never can be."
"So, are you going to call her?"
"I don't really know."
"You know what?"
"What?"
"I think the potion is wearing off. I don't feel like attacking you, well not any more than I have for the last few years anyway."
"Thank God for that, but why? What changed?"
"I don't know. I'll have to ask Darleen. Maybe she'll know."
"So, does this mean we're going home?" Janet asked, through the tent window.
"Well, we wouldn't have to."
She moved and ducked into the tent. "Just between you and me, I wouldn't mind spending a little more time here, together."
"How about we go home tomorrow? That way we can spend the rest of the day and tonight doing, well, whatever."
"I'd like that." Janet answered with a smile, before crawling onto the air bed over me. She pressed her wet pussy against my partly hard dick and looked down at me. She wiggled her chest, so her tits swayed playfully, and then leaned her face down to kiss me.
---o---
I had to admit that it was almost disappointing to leave the island and head home. I was getting used to both seeing them naked, as well as being naked myself, and having unfettered access to touch, lick, kiss, or even fuck either of them, any time the mood struck me. Going home really put a damper on that behavior. It just isn't appropriate to just pull down a woman's pants and start fucking her in public, though neither seemed to mind me doing it, while we unloaded the boat at home.
Now that the potion was wearing off, I had a lot of trepidation, about how I was going to deal with some of the women I'd been having sex with. Not the least of which was going to be Mary. Even though the promotion would probably still stand, I was going to have to explain about the love potion and the sex I'd had with her, twice, as well as her daughter. I wasn't looking forward to that conversation.
It was Monday. I walked into work and was pleased to realize that for a change, every woman I passed wasn't suddenly trying to get into my pants. Angel walked in as soon as she got to her desk.
"David. You're back."
"I am."
"I...I need to let you know that I don't think I can work for you any longer."
"No?"
"Not after what happened. I mean, it was so...so...so...unprofessional of us. As much as I enjoyed...I shouldn't say that. It's just not something I can do any longer."
"Angel, have a seat."
"No. I don't want to..."
"Angel! Sit!" I said sternly.
"Yes sir."
"What happened, wasn't either of our faults. It was the result of a chemical intoxicant. I can explain it all to your boyfriend if you want."
"It won't matter. He's already broken up with me. I told him what happened and he says he can't be with a cheater."
"I'm sorry Angel. Really, I am. I don't know how to make this up to you."
"I don't think there is any way."
"Will you at least give me the day before you quit?"
"I don't know what you can do, but, yes, I'll give you the day."
"Good, I appreciate it."
She got up to leave and then turned and walked back to my desk. "I don't think I can do this. I want to rip my clothes off and have sex with you, right here."
"I understand. Trust me, it'll get better. Just give me a little time to work a few things out." She gave me a weak smile and turned to walk away.
I knew Mary would be in. She was always a morning person, from what I could tell. I headed to her office. The secretary that was usually sitting behind the desk, in front of her office, wasn't there, so I walked to her office and knocked.
"Come," she called through the closed door. I opened it and stepped inside, closing it behind me. "David! I'm SO glad you're back. Did you enjoy your short break?"
"I did. I thought we ought to talk."
"You're not going to turn me down on the position, are you? I thought we had worked all that out."
"Yes, we had. And yes, I still want the position."
"Wonderful. I had an office set up for you and your admin, just down the hall. All you have to do is move in. If you don't like the furniture, we can remedy that."
"I'm sure it'll be fine. What I wanted to talk about was last week."
"Last week?"
"Our chat in here, and then dinner at your house?" I asked.
"Oh, that." She said shaking her head. "I really don't know what came over me. I rarely drink that much and to pass out in front of you, it was, well, I'm embarrassed. I hope you don't think less of me for it."
"Oh, lord no. I just wanted to make sure that you and I, that we, uh, that what we did, wasn't over a line or anything?"
"What are you talking about? Did I do something I shouldn't have? I'll admit, I was a bit concerned when I woke up naked, but everything seems a bit hazy."
"So, you don't remember our dinner?"
"I have some faint recollection of cooking dinner for you and...well...um, I don't know how to say this, but I dreamt that you and I had sex. But that isn't possible, is it?"
I moved to the sofa and sat down. I patted the seat next to me and waited for her to come sit down next to me, her eyebrows lifted. "You might not believe it, but yes, it is possible. As a matter of fact, you and I had sex at dinner, multiple times."
"How is that? I mean, how could we?"
"This might be difficult to understand, but I was dosed with a chemical compound that increases certain pheromone levels, and in some rare cases, causes those pheromones to not only reduce the inhibitions of a partner of the opposite sex, but to actually attract and entice them."
"You were dosed with this? Accidently? I've never heard of a chemical that does that."
"Well, I hadn't either. And no, it wasn't accidental. I was the victim of a love potion."
She laughed and looked at me, the laugh slowly subsiding. "You're serious."
"I am. While witchcraft isn't commonly discussed, there is an active culture of witches, and yes, they practice spells and potions. My neighbor is part of a coven, and in her desire to become my next wife, she overdosed me with this love potion. The side effect was that any woman I came near, was attracted to me. If I touched them, I became nearly irresistible to them. They would quite literally do anything, to get me to have sex with them."
"That's all really make believe, isn't it?"
"I would have said yes, had I not had to struggle with this. It's why I took the short vacation. I needed to get away from women."
"David. There are a lot of things I might believe. But this? It's just too outlandish."
"You think? Tell you what. I know that you have a small mole, just to the right of your...um...of your vagina, and that you have a considerable amount of inner labia showing, between a pair of extremely nice looking lips. I also know that your left areola is slightly oblong, compared to the right, and that both nipples are extremely sensitive"
"You could get that from...from a spy camera."
I nodded. "You're right, I could. But could a spy camera tell me that having your nipples sucked on while you're climaxing, makes it very much more intense for you? Or that your favorite position is on your back, with a man standing between your legs?"
"How could you know that?" She gasped.
"Because I made love to you three times, once with you standing at the stove cooking, once in the pool and the last time laying on the flagstone deck around the hot tub. I had to admit, you enjoyed all three, but the third time you seemed to enjoy the most."
"Good lord, I'm so embarrassed." She said, her cheeks and neck red with embarrassment. "I thought that was just a dream. Did we...Did I do all those things, I thought were a dream? Even...oh lord I'm afraid to ask. Did I also share my daughter with you?"
"You did."
"Oh, my word. I am soooo sorry. I don't know what could have come over me. I just...I don't know what to say."
"Mary." I said reaching a hand out and resting it on her knee. "It's alright. Neither of us were in our right state. That potion, it wasn't meant to do what it did, but it did just the same. I don't think you have anything to be embarrassed about. You acquitted yourself very well and we both thoroughly enjoyed the evening. I don't see anything to be worried about. We're two consenting adults."
"But work?"
"Who would ever know? It's just between us."
She reached her hand to mine, on her knee and clasped it. "David. I don't believe I'm saying this. David, if the occurrence should present itself again, where you and I should have the opportunity. I wouldn't object, at all, to experiencing what we did last time, as long as it doesn't get in the way of our working relationship. I find that I am currently very attracted to you, physically. Knowing what we did, that it wasn't a dream, that those feelings you gave me were real. I don't know how to put this. David, I want you to undress me and make love to me that way again, right now. I want it, so much, it feels like my pussy is tingling. I want you to take me to your new office and lay me across your desk and take me. You're right. I love having it that way. I've always fantasized about walking into my husband's office and begging him to take me. I'm afraid it's too late for that."
"I think you need to show me my new office." I said, as I held her hand. She looked up at me, chewing her lower lip and then stood. "You're quite sure this won't impact our working relationship?"
"I'm certain it will, but hopefully only in a good way."
We walked to her office door, and there let go of each other's hands. I opened the door for her and we walked past her secretary, calmly discussing my new office and the furniture. She led me down the hall to a door, which I opened again for her. She led me past a secretary desk, that I intended to fill with Angel, and into the inner office. It was spacious, almost as large as hers, but not quite. There was a large wooden desk in the middle of the room, along with a rolling desk chair. I walked to the chair and sat down. I swiveled in a circle and then stopped facing her. "So, show me. Take off all your clothes and show me your body."
She stood across the desk from me and began to unzip the dress. She worked it down and off her shoulders, letting me see her bra and panties as she stepped out of the dress, that was now pooled around her ankles. She stepped around the desk, as she unclasped her bra. For her age she wasn't a bad looking woman. Her C cup boobs hung down some, but not unattractively. "You know. I just started wearing these. Do you like how they look?"
"I do," I answered, as she teased the elastic waistband of the very small bikini panties down and then up again. Each time she teased them down; I could see more of her mound. It took several teases before it dawned on me what she wanted me to see. She was standing between me and the desk, teasing her panties down again when I reached out and put my hands on hers to keep her from pulling them up again. I took the waistband from her and pulled slowly down, revealing a mostly shaved mound. There was only a small patch on her that was neatly trimmed.
"I just started doing that again too. It's how my husband used to like it. I hope you do too."
"I do," I said, as I let go of the panties around her knees. I pushed her back, she sat on the edge, and then lay back on my new desk. She lifted her legs part way up and slipped the panties off her legs, stuffing them into my jacket pocket. I pushed her legs up and apart and leaned my face down to her clean-shaven lips. I kissed her lips softly, smelling a mixture of a flowery perfume as well as her aroma of excitement. I licked softly, teasing between her lips, the tip of my tongue finding her moisture. I was pleased to find that it was already gentle and sweet, not the sharp tang that was usual at first. No, she was definitely turned on. I licked and teased her lips, dipping into the entrance to her depths, then licking up to her hard clit.
She moaned and wiggled on the desk, as I pushed her body closer to climax. She gasped and begged me to stop teasing and fuck her, and I was ready. I stood up and undid my pants, letting them slide down. I pushed my briefs down and freed my rock-hard cock. I stepped between her legs and rubbed my engorged head up and down her lips, drawing her juices to lubricate my mushroom. I settled it into her entrance and then slowly pushed forward, bringing a deep moan of pleasure from her. It took a half a dozen stokes to wet my fat shaft and seated myself, fully, into her receptacle. I could feel my head pushing against the end of her vagina like it had that day in the hot tub. I reached between her legs and up her body to grasp both rock hard nipples.
I started slowly at first, pushing and pulling my dick in and out of her hot, wet confines, letting her body get used to me and also fine tuning my angle, so that each stroke pushed against her clit. She moaned and arched her back for me, as I started stroking faster. In and out I thrust, her body squirming on the desk, as she held onto the edge to keep my thrusts from sliding her across it. I jammed hard into her, feeling her pussy clenching and spasming around my shaft in orgasm. I was close, ever so close. I thrust in hard, nearly ready to explode when the door opened.
"OHMYGOD!" I heard a female voice squeak in surprise. I looked up and saw Mary's secretary standing at the door, her hand on the knob, not sure if she should come in and close the door, or flee and close the door. Instead, she stood there and stared as my body jerked and I started unloading into her boss. I stood there staring at her lustfully, as I pumped my seed into Mary's still orgasming body.
Ever so slowly, the secretary backed out and closed the door, only the soft click of it latching was heard. I released Mary's nipples and shifted my grip to her breasts, squeezing and massaging them gently, as we both came down from our climaxes.
"I think we have a problem." I whispered, as she gripped my arms and tried to pull me down.
"I don't care. Kiss me. Please, kiss me," she pleaded softly.
I looked down at her and did. I pressed my lips to hers, as she wrapped her arms around me, to keep me from pulling back. She kissed me back, her kisses soft and wet and full of desire. I knew she wanted more, that if given the chance she'd stay here all day fucking me, but I also knew that once the orgasm's bliss faded, she'd become embarrassed and end the interlude. It had happened enough times that I understood what was about to happen.
Slowly her kisses faded and she stopped. I could see her eyes looking into mine, confusion and desire mixed, as she tried to make sense of her current position. Then I saw her close her eyes and take a deep breath. "It happened again, didn't it? Like the night at my house. It happened again."
"It did."
"Is this always going to happen when we're together? Am I always going to want your hands on my body?"



"I wish I knew."
"I want you. I want you to be mine. I want you to always be here for me, just like this, your hard cock and your seed in me. I don't understand it, but I feel it."
"In a few minutes you won't. At least, I don't think you will."
"What if it's like this, because I really do desire you? If I really do want you like this? What if it isn't the potion, or whatever? What if I want you to be mine this way for all time?"
"Is that what you want?"
"I don't know. I'm afraid to find out. I'm afraid to find out that maybe I do. I've not had sex with another man in years, and now you, you make me feel this way. When we were in there, your hand on my leg, I knew I wanted you. I just didn't know how to ask you to take me. I didn't know if you wanted me that way. I'm older than you. You probably want a much younger woman. You don't need one. I know I can make you happy. I can give you everything you desire."
"Actually, you're not older than I am. And I have no doubt you can give me all that you're thinking about."
"But you don't want me that way? Do you?"
"I don't know what I want. While I was on vacation, I met someone."
She moved her arms and pushed me up. "And I'm interfering."
"No, it's not that. This woman. She's...I don't even know how to say it. She's my wife's twin."
"Her twin?"
"Up until this weekend, I thought she was an only child. She thought she was an only child."
"And this twin. You're sure?"
"That she's her twin? I think so. Things all added up. And she looks exactly like Suzanne."
She pushed me away, my softening dick pulling from her. Her pussy leaked cum onto the carpet as she looked around on the floor for her panties. She looked up at me and I reached out and pulled her to me. "Mary, I don't know if there's an us or not. I find that I am attracted to you, but I don't know if it's the potion or something else."
She pressed herself to me and then kissed me urgently. We stood there, me practically fully dressed, in my suit, and her naked, kissing as if we were about to be pulled apart and sent away. Finally, she broke the kiss and pulled back. "I think you need to find out." She said, looking for her dress now. She found it and stepped into it, pulling it up, ignoring the bra laying on my desk and the panties in my pocket. She stepped to me and turned, "zip me," she said softly, but firmly. I did. She turned to face me. "David, I'm not going to let this get in the way of us working together. But I want you to know, that I'm here for you; as a friend, if you need that, or as a lover, if you want that. All I ask is that if you come to me as a lover, be ready to explore that fully. No half measures, no dabbling. If you want me for a lover, show me." She turned and walked to my office door. She turned back to look at me again. "If you want me as a friend, I'll be that as well, just don't expect me to take my dress off again, if that's how you want me."
"I understand."
She walked out and closed the door behind her. I sat down and then realized I was still half dressed. I stood up and fixed my pants. The office had a small bathroom attached, and I washed my face and hands. No point smelling like sex, for what I had to do next. I walked down to the first floor and found Angel.
"Come with me," I said.
She shrugged and walked with me up the stairs, to my new office. I opened the door and let her into the anteroom, where her new desk was, if she wanted it. "It comes with a pretty good pay bump." I said, as I let her look. "If there are any other benefits, we'll just have to find out together. Are you willing to stay on?"
She looked at me with a little tilt to her head. "Does it mean that the boss has free use of my body?"
"Nope. Your body is yours. Who you let in, is up to you."
"Good. I'll take it, the position I mean, not your cock."
---o---
I was sitting in the living room watching TV alone, something I hadn't done since Alyssa gave me her little potion, when the doorbell rang. I thought about ignoring it. Alyssa and Janet both have keys, so it's probably someone I don't want to talk to anyway. I actually tried to ignore it, until the person on the other side got obnoxious about ringing it. Ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong.
"Alright!" I snapped angrily, as I paused the movie and got up to walk to the living room door. They had me pissed off, so no way I was buying anything they were selling! I unlocked the deadbolt and opened the door.
"IT IS YOU!" the young lady on the other side said, moments before she launched herself at me. Her body hit mine, as she wrapped her arms around my neck, the impact shoving me back. I took two steps back to try and catch myself, my heel catching on the rug, making me lose my balance. I reached back with both hands to catch myself and hit the floor hard, my butt first and then my back. Thankfully my head didn't hit hard. I was momentarily dazed, as the young woman now laying on me, began to shower my face with kisses.
"Wait...what?" I asked, in confusion, before she pressed her lips to mine. I shifted my hands to her arms and tried to push her up and break the kiss. The effort seemed to be more and more difficult as she continued to wetly kiss my lips, and after ten or so seconds I gave up, my brain and body responding. I thought that stupid potion had completely worn off, but I felt my hands move from her arms to her waist, and then my hands began pulling up on her shirt, and I knew it hadn't. There was no restraining it. I started trying to push off her shirt, with her laying on me. She broke the kiss, lifted up to sit astraddle my waist. She pushed her shirt up and off and tossed it away. Her bra came next, freeing her, maybe C cup, tits, both nipples rock hard and protruding invitingly. She grinned at me and leaned down again to press her lips to mine.
She kissed me wetly, alternately sucking my lower lip and trying to stick her tongue into my mouth. Her hips moved, grinding her pelvis against my, quickly growing, dick. She lay fully on me, her tits pressing to my bare chest. As she worked her hands down, I could feel her pushing on my shorts, trying to force them down. I rocked my body and let her work the material of my shorts and briefs together, down over my butt. I felt my cock become exposed and moments later felt the heat of her bare pussy. She had on a short skirt, and apparently nothing under it. She moaned, as she ground her pussy against my bare shaft, her fingers fumbling to press me up against her.
She finally lifted herself off of me on her knees and one hand, with her free hand between us, to find my cock. She grasped me and in moments, I felt my head spreading her hot, wet lips. She closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure, as she pushed back against me, forcing herself over my cock. "Fuck yes! This is what I needed." She moaned, as she pushed herself fully on me. "I'm never letting you go, I promise! I'll always be here for you. Fucking you and making you happy. I promise!" She said breathlessly, as she began to twerk her butt up and down, driving her pussy on and off my dick.
She worked herself on me, pushing both of us toward a fast climax, both our bodies lost in the magic of that raw sexual moment. I felt the softness of her vagina around my shaft, my fat head caressing her walls and making her moan and gasp in pleasure. I could feel the hard nub of her clit grind into the base of my cock with each stroke down. I knew I was going to come. There was no way I could hold it back, even if I wanted to, and I definitely didn't want to. I wanted to come, I wanted to pump her full of my cum. I wanted to feel her climaxing around me, squeezing me, milking my cum into her pussy.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed, as her whole body suddenly started to shudder. I felt her pussy clenching around me, as her climax overtook her. I wanted to come too. I was soooo close. I shifted my feet and started to hump my butt up off the floor, shoving my cock into her pussy, but it just wasn't enough. I pulled her climaxing body tightly to me and rolled us over. Laying on top of her, I started to thrust into her with abandon, driving my cock hard into her with each stroke. It wouldn't be many more strokes. I pounded into her, looking down at her, looking at her features, her eyes.
"Oh God Suzanne!" I gasped, as my body started to fill her. Shot after shot of cum lanced into the young woman below me, but my mind was completely lost in the past, in making love to my wife when we were much younger. My body jerked and spasmed, as cum shot deep into her hot vagina. I lay on her, feeing her panting, her tits rubbing my sweating chest, as I too, gasped for air, my body still jerking and twitching as my cum oozed into her pussy.
Slowly my mind started to clear. The intensity of what had just happened rivaled that first night after Alyssa gave me the potion. I could still feel the tingling throughout my body as the fogginess began to fade. I looked at the face of the woman below me, her wide smile so similar to what my mind had just recalled.
"Julie?" I asked, as my mind cleared.
"Close, Julia," she said with a grin. "My mom wants you. She wants to be with you and to fuck you and to have you, but you're mine. I'm here putting my claim on you and your dick and your heart. You're mine and I'm not letting go." She said with an impish grin.
"Your mom, Amanda. She wants me?" I asked as my confused mind tried to make sense of what was said.
"Sure, why not. All the girls wanted you. Even Darlene, Mrs. Ellis. But she's already married so she's out of luck. But I'm not. You can have me forever. You and I, we can get married and we can spend the rest of our lives fucking and having fun!"
My softening cock slipped from her, as she pulled my face down to kiss me again. I let her kiss me, until she seemed to run out of steam, and then suggested we get off the floor. The door was still standing open and we had just fucked in full view of whoever happened to be walking down the street, but I was only starting to care. We stood up, and instead of putting her shirt back on, she stripped off her skirt and kicked off the one, single sandal, that was still on her foot, so she was as naked as the day she was born. I pushed the door closed, my shorts and briefs still around my thighs, and leaned against the door staring at her.
She wasn't exactly a twin of my late wife at that age, but she was surprisingly close in looks. Yes, she could pass for my wife when she was twenty-five.
"What are you doing here?" I finally asked.
She grinned and walked to me and pressed her body to mine again, trapping me against the door. She grinned up at me. "I told you. I'm yours and you're mine. We were meant to find each other and I'm not going to let you get away. Mom thinks she wants you, but she's afraid. She doesn't understand why she feels what she does, for a man she doesn't even know, but I do. I know exactly what I want. And I'm here so that I can have it...you, forever."
"I see, maybe we should go get comfortable. I mean, we can't stand here for the rest of our lives, can we?"
"No...but let's get rid of these now. You won't be needing any clothes tonight. I plan on fucking you as many times as we can." She said, as she slowly squatted down, pushing my shorts down my legs, as she slid her tits down my chest.
"I get that idea." I answered, lifting my feet, so she could pull my shorts off. She stood back up and walked me to my recliner, where she pushed me in and then climbed sideways onto my lap, her legs hanging off over one arm, her arms around my neck to hold herself up.
"Now, what are we watching?"
"An old western. I need to make a phone call though. Would you hand me my phone?"
"Of course, my love!" She said sweetly, bending back to reach my cell phone on the table, next to my chair. I looked at her nude body and couldn't resist stroking my hand down from her right breast all the way down to her crotch. She held herself flat across my lap and spread her legs, letting me gently tease and stroke her soft, hairless pussy and the soft, flowering inner lip that was protruding.
"How old are you, Julia?" I asked, as I teased her pussy, feeling myself getting turned on again.
"Twenty-five."
"And some guy hasn't snatched you off the market already? I find that hard to believe."
"Well, to be honest," She said as she sat upright again, a slight frown on her face. "I'm not exactly a virgin."
"I didn't think you were."
"I was actually married for three years. He was my high school sweetheart. But I caught him banging my best friend one day, and, as they say, that was that."
"He was having sex with your best friend?"
"Oh yeah. Not only having sex, but he was fucking her on our kitchen table. Oh, he tried to tell me that it was a one-time thing and it didn't mean anything, but I was pretty sure it wasn't the first time he'd done it with her."
"Sorry."
"I'm not. It means that I can be all yours, forever!" She said with a giggle. "Here's your phone."
"Thanks." I answered. It only took a moment to dial Alyssa. "Hey there; can you come over? Sure...thanks."
"Inviting a party?"
"Alyssa. You remember her? She was camping with me."
"Ohhhh. The one with the realllly huge tits or the little blonde?"
"Big tits," I answered.
"Ohhhh. That could be fun. She's got a really hot body. I wouldn't mind stuffing my face in her muff, while you pound me from behind. Or the other way if you want."
"Well, we'll have to see about that," I answered.
Alyssa walked in a few moments later, coming in through the, usually unlocked, back door. She walked in and stopped, staring at me. "You have company."
"I do. Remember Julia, Amanda's daughter?"
"Ohhhh. I see."
"No, I don't think so. I thought this thing was wearing off, but Julia is absolutely sure that she and I are going to get married and...well, you can imagine."
"Uh huh. Well, I personally feel pretty turned on by seeing you sitting here naked, but I don't have that drive to just rip off my clothes and fuck you, so yeah, it's mostly worn off."
"And this then?"
"I dunno. I can call Darleen. Maybe she knows."
"Well, yeah, I guess."
Alyssa walked into the kitchen. I could hear her talking, but couldn't hear what she said. She walked back out and shrugged. "She said that she wasn't surprised, but if you wanted, she could come over and explain."
"That might be nice."
"Darleen? He said yes. Okay, twenty minutes. No, I'm sure he can find a way to keep occupied for that long. See you soon," she shoved the phone into the back pocket of her jeans. "Well, she'll be here in twenty minutes."
"I bet I know what we can do for twenty minutes." Julia said with a giggle. "I wanna see those tits again, and I'm sure David does too."
"Really? You wanna see my tits?"
"I do. They're soooo big."
Alyssa pulled up her t-shirt and then reached behind her back to undo her bra. In only moments she was naked above the waist. She stepped over to where we were, stepped between Julia's spread legs, pressing her thighs against the arm of the chair as she leaned over. She pushed her tits toward Julia's face, with a chuckle. "Here you go sweetie. Enjoy."
"Wow! They're so heavy," Julia cooed, as she lifted them both, and then guided one to her mouth. "Mmmmmmmm." She said, as she sucked on one of Alyssa's nipples.
"You keep doing that and you're gonna make me horny as hell." Alyssa moaned softly, as Julia worked her nipple eagerly. "I take that back. She's not going to. She already has! Play with my pussy David. Stick your fingers in me and play with me."
I sat there while she used one hand to undo her shorts and then work them down to her thighs. I reached a hand to her, now bare ass, and played with it a little before slipping my fingers between her thighs. I stroked my fingers up and down her slit, working them between her soft lips to stroke across her clit. She moaned loudly, as I let the tips of my fingers bounce over her clit, one at a time. "Ohhhh fuck, David. I want your cock in there, not your fingers."
"I'm sure, but it hasn't quite recovered yet. The down side of that little potion of yours wearing off, is that I don't get hard again nearly as fast."
"Too bad," she moaned. I worked two fingers into her, pushing them into her vagina and then stroking them in and out like a short dick. She moaned and pushed back at my hand. "Are you trying to make me come?" she panted.
"Uh huh."
"Well, you're doing a damn good job of it." I grinned to myself and realized that my dick was indeed getting hard again. I could feel it sticking up between Julia's spread thighs, pressing against her hot wet lips. I could also feel Alyssa's body pressing it against Julia, making me want to not only start stroking, but to make it slide right into her. That was when the doorbell rang.
"Fuck." Alyssa grunted, as I pulled my fingers from her. Reluctantly she pulled off Julia and me, and walked to the front door, nude, except for her shoes, apparently having worked her feet out of her shorts and panties while we were playing. She opened the door to find her coven leader standing on the other side.
"Well, looks to me like you found something to keep you occupied." She said, with a wry smile. She walked in and looked at me, sitting with Julia on my lap. "So, tell me what the problem is. From where I'm standing, I don't see one."
"Julie thinks that she needs me and needs me to marry her," I said quickly.
Darlene raised her eyebrows. "Is that right Julia?"
"I am. I'm going to marry him and we're going to fuck and fuck and fuck."
"I see."
"My mom thinks she wants him, but she's too afraid to come tell him. She might want him, but not as much as I do. I want him day and night. I want to feel his cum flowing into me and making me pregnant. I want his babies and I want his cock forever."
Darlene looked at me and smiles as she shook her head slowly. "Well, what I told you before was the truth. The cards foretold that you would form a relationship with your wife's twin. I suppose this still counts, but it isn't what I would have expected." Her smile faded to a concerned look. "Alyssa honey, has the potion worn off? You haven't added any recently, have you?"
"Not since Janet and I took a little on Saturday. Just a few drops though. We wanted to make sure that he wanted us."
Darlene rolled her eyes. "Honey, you can't make a man love you. Not really. All you can do is attract him to your assets and hope it sticks. If it does, it's meant to be, but if it doesn't..."
"What do the cards say? Is it going to be me?"
"You know I wouldn't tell you, even if I knew. No honey, you have to play this out all the way. Now, Julia here is another issue completely." She walked over to stand next to us. She suddenly reached down, stroked her finger up through Julia's lips and the lifted her finger to her lips. She sucked her finger and gave a soft moan of pleasure. She reached into her little handbag and pulled out a small bottle. She shook it and then used her finger to dab at the end of the bottle, wetting the tip of her finger. She reached toward my face. "Open." She commanded.
I opened my mouth, but to protest. I didn't want another of her damn potions! Instead, I got her finger in my mouth. I tasted Julia's juices on her finger as well as a strange tangy, almost acidic taste. It was only seconds, before I got woozy and had to close my eyes, seeing her sticking her finger into Julia's mouth as well before my eyes snapped shut. I felt a hand on my dick and then the warmth of a pussy. I tried to pump my cock up into the pussy that was on me, but all I could do was lay there. I thought I felt Julia move off of me, my dick slipping from her. I lay there feeling her climb off and then back on again. This time she was facing me and I felt her work her pussy onto my dick.



Up and down, she started to move, arching her back and grinding her clit against my shaft each time she came down. I lay with my eyes closed and let her ride me, feeling her pussy coax me closer to climax. Up and down, she moved, making me groan and pant, as I lay with my eyes closed and let the sensations flow through me. I felt like I was drifting in a dream state, the pussy making me float down a river of desire. I felt like my cock was growing to abnormal proportions, but part of my mind knew that was silly. Still, it felt massive inside the pussy that was riding me. What I couldn't deny was that my orgasm was growing like a wildfire inside me. I could feel my balls swelling with cum just begging to be released.
I forced my eyes open to see Darlene on me, bouncing her nude body up and down. I tried to reach up for her tits, but couldn't seem to move my arms. All my energy seemed to be going to my dick. I could feel it swell inside Darlene as she began to climax. I felt her pussy clench and grip me as she continued to ride me through her orgasm, pushing me toward my own climax.
"Oh fuck yes, God damn he feels good!" She moaned. Then I heard her start to say words that made no sense. It was like she was talking in a foreign language. Up and down, she moved, pushing me closer and closer to what I knew was going to be a massive orgasm. I was almost ready to cum, when she pulled off of me, dropping to still sit on my lap, but now with my dick sticking up between us. Julia was standing close by, her eyes the size of saucers, as she watched Darlene fucking me. Darlene grabbed Julia's arm and pulled her toward us. She reached out and grabbed her hair and jerked her head down toward my cock. "Suck it!" she commanded, "suck him and make him come in your mouth!"
Julia didn't resist. Instead, she reached out to grab my cock and started stroking it. Her mouth covered my head and she awkwardly stroked her hand and mouth on me, inches from Darlene's pussy. I could smell her, the scent of sex strong in the room. I could smell Darlene's musky perfume and see her bare tits, and rock-hard nipples, while she watched Julia working my cock. She reached down and grabbed Julia's hair again, just before I started to come. I groaned deeply, as my cum shot out of me into her mouth. One, two, powerful squirts shot into her mouth.
Darlene jerked her head back off of me, letting go of Julia as she bent over started gagging, sounding like she was going to puke all over. By the time the third shot of cum was spouting out of my shaft, it was back in Darlene again. The third, fourth, and fifth shots went deep into her pussy. She moaned and panted in pleasure, as she felt my cum flowing into her, rocking her hips and moving my cock inside her to coax more of my cum into her depths.
Slowly I felt like I was getting my control back. Darlene sat on my, now softening, dick while Julia held onto the side of the chair, panting heavily. She looked at me and then at Darlene and back to me again. Then she looked down at herself, the expression on her face one of shock, as if she suddenly realized she was nude. She looked around frantically for her clothes while she tried to cover her tits and pussy from us.
"That should solve that," Darlene said, as she sat on me.
"I get making him come in her mouth, but why did you get back on him?" Alyssa asked, almost as if she already understood what happened, though I was completely mystified.
"Because I wanted to," Darlene said with a smile. "If you have any intent on bringing him into the Coven with you, he might as well get used to paying." She looked down at me. "He does have a good cock, and you know what men in the coven are used for."
"And Julia?"
"Oh, by morning that will be solved. It will just take a little time for it to work."
"Solved? What the hell just happened? Time for what to work?"
"What she was suffering from was a side effect of the potion. You were dosed so heavily, that your body was excreting some of it in your semen. When you had sex with her, it triggered a response. If your sexual energy happened to be synchronized at the time, it could cause this kind of manic desire. It's actually the reaction that Alyssa was hoping for between the two of you. If your energies had been synchronized, even a few drops could have been enough to do this. Half a bottle, well, it just shows that you and Alyssa weren't synchronized. I'm surprised you haven't had this effect on other women."
"This effect?"
"Yes, other women who might have been closely synchronized with your energies. If you were secreting that much in your semen and had sex with a woman who was closely synchronized, but only slightly off, you would have a very powerful effect. One that could last for years. If they were perfectly synchronized, what you would see was what Julia was experiencing.'
"Sexual energy being synchronized. I don't even understand what that means."
"Actually, you do, if you think about it. Tell me, how did it feel when you made love to your late wife the first time?"
"It was incredible. We were so...connected. It was like we couldn't get enough of each other," I answered.
"That's because you were in sync. Every woman and man, has a sexual cycle. Like a wave with peaks and valleys. If you both peak at the same time, and share sex at that peak, it can be life changing. If you happen to do so under a full moon, well, the connection that can create, is unbreakable."
"What does the moon have to do with it?" I asked in confusion.
"The gravitational pull of the moon affects many things on earth besides the tides. Is it any surprise that it might play a role in something sexual? The full moon has many magic powers over us. Some to their detriment, others to the good."
Alyssa looked at me and at her coven leader. "This week was the full moon, wasn't it?"
"It was." Darlene answered.
You could see the look in Alyssa's face change. She suddenly looked sad. "We aren't in sync." She whispered before looking at me. "I so hoped we'd be in sync." Then she looked back at Darlene. "Who is it? I know you know. Who does the cards say was going to be in sync? Janet?"
"No, my child. Janet is not in sync either."
"Then who?"
"Who do you fear it is?"
"Amanda. It has to be Amanda. They were twins. They would be born in sync and the universe would keep them in sync."
"Yes, my child. Not only that, because they were in sync, they would have conceived on the same day. Julia and Suzie would have been conceived on the same night."
"How do you know about my daughter?" I asked quickly.
"The cards have revealed all to me. Both your daughters, Suzie and Elizabeth, as well as Julia. The universe does not do things by chance. It is all planned, in the fabric of time."
"So, if Amanda and Suzanne were twins, and we coupled under the full moon..."
"Yes, keep going."
"If Julia was at her peak the other day, when she and I did it at the lake, and if she was conceived at Amanda's cycle peak, that means that..."
"That is correct." Darlene said softly. Amanda would have been at her cycle peak as well. I suspect that right now Amanda is almost beside herself, wishing for your touch. The question is...is she brave enough to act on it, or has life placed a stone wall around her heart?"
"So, I still have a chance?" Alyssa asked.
"The cards have not placed an ending on this path. There are still three forks in the path. One belongs to you, it still seems to be a long path, but I can't see more. It fades and becomes indistinct. The path for Janet is also a long one. It doesn't end soon, but that doesn't mean that she'll end as his partner. The third path, the one for Amanda, it fades into a cloud of mist that spreads over both the other two paths. I've tried, but can't penetrate the fog. The three of you are intertwined in a destiny that's uncertain. Even the universe doesn't know how this will end. It's tied to the strands of human emotion, and even the universe can't untie those strands."
Darlene looked down at her watch and shook her head. "My time here is done. We need to leave, my child. This is something that they'll have to experience on their own. If we interfere, it could well change the fabric of your life in a way that you wouldn't like. The universe isn't very tolerant of interference. We must let it play out the game, the way it has planned."
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I sat in my recliner, still naked, and watched Darlene dress and then leave, coaxing Alyssa away as well. Darlene had been pretty clear that someone was coming, and I could guess who it had to be. I pushed out of the chair and found my shorts where Julia had dropped them. I padded barefoot to my bedroom, where I found Julia curled up on the bed, wrapped in the blanket.
I sat on the edge of the bed and reached out to stroke her hair. She felt my touch and pulled herself over, until her head was in my lap.
"I don't know what came over me. I just couldn't help myself. I wanted you so badly." She whispered.
"It's alright. You couldn't help yourself." I said, as I stroked her hair.
"You don't hate me for it, do you?"
"Hate you? Of course not."
"Who was that woman?"
"Darlene? She's the head witch at the coven."
"Witch?"
"Yeah, I guess they're a real thing. I never knew."
"She seemed to know things. I could hear her talking to you. She said things about my mother and me that; well, they're a little scary."
"I'll agree with that."
"So, I have a cousin with the same birthday as I do?"
"I don't know. What's your birthday?"
"February twelfth nineteen ninety-nine."
"My oldest was born on the thirteenth. So not the same birthday, but apparently conceived at the same time."
"Is she nice?"
"She's a very sweet young woman." I answered. She's married and I'm expecting my first grandchild with her."
"That sounds nice. You don't seem old enough to have grandchildren though."
"Well, I don't have much control over that."
"My mom is in love with you. I heard her say it."
"She is?"
"She said that she can't stop thinking about you. About how it felt to just have you hold her and touch her. She says it never felt that way with daddy. She doesn't understand it and she's afraid."
"What is she afraid of?"
"Being with a man again. Daddy wasn't always the nicest. He drank too much and when he drank, he was mean. She promised me that she'd never let anyone do that to her again."
"Where is your father?"
"In prison. He got drunk and rammed a car full of teenagers. Two of them died." She whispered.
"I'm sorry." I said, stroking her head.
"Momma is coming."
"You know this?"
She pulled her hand from under the covers and held up her cell phone for me to see. "Yeah. I texted her where I was."
"I see. Why?"
"Because she loves you."
I shook my head. "I thought you loved me and wanted my babies."
She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I do love you, but I can't have you. If I give you anything, it should be grandchildren, not children. No, if you're going to make babies, it should be with mama. She needs someone to love her like you can."
"How do you know I can love her?"
"Because of the way you treated me. I showed up and practically attacked you, and you were gentle and caring as you could be, with me trying to practically rape you."
"It wasn't that. And you were just under a spell. You didn't know what you were doing."
"I knew. I knew exactly what I was doing. I knew that I wanted you. I knew that I wanted your cum filling my pussy. I also knew I haven't put a vaginal ring in since my last period."
"When was that?"
"Three weeks ago. I didn't see much need, now that my boyfriend dumped me."
"Good lord." I whispered. "And I came in you twice already."
"Three times," she whispered. "That's okay. I can get a morning after pill tomorrow."
"That might be a good idea."
"Mama isn't on birth control either," she whispered.
"Oh my."
"She doesn't believe in abortion, so she won't get the pill. She believes that if she conceives, that it's meant to be and she'll raise it the best she can. But she isn't seeing anyone, so there wasn't much point in being on birth control."
I heard the doorbell. "I think she's here."
"Go to her. Love her. That's what she needs." Julia whispered.
I nodded and got up and headed out of the bedroom. I opened the door and found her standing on the porch in a pink jogging suit that was molded to her frame. I stood there staring at her. It was like looking at Suzanne all over again. I felt an ache in my heart, a heaviness that suddenly felt like a ton of lead. I felt my legs get weak and my arms fail me, as I collapsed into darkness.
"Come on. Wake up. It's alright. I have you." I heard her say softly. I felt myself being held, part of my body laying on a hard surface and part of me on something soft. I felt a softness against the side of my face, pressing to my cheek. I heard her voice again, pulling me, drawing me from the depths of blackness to the brightness in front of me. I opened my eyes and blinked away the fogginess. I was looking up into her face, only inches away, my head cradled to her chest. "There you are. That's it." She cooed softly, stroking my hair with one hand, while the other pulled me against her body.
"What happened?" I asked, still trying to blink away the awkward feeling of not being sure where you are, or what you're doing.
"You fainted. I know I'm good looking, but I've never had a man faint from looking at me." She said, with a joking smile.
"Yeah, I guess that could be awkward." I agreed, as I tried to sit up. She helped me off her lap and then to stand. I'd fallen in the open doorway...again. I wondered what the neighbors across the street were wondering. I closed the door and took her hand.
"I guess Julia came over?" she asked.
"Yeah. She's in the bedroom. I think we should talk." She bit her lower lip a little and nodded. I led her to the sofa and sat down next to her. "Julia came over and threw herself at me, literally."
"I guess that doesn't surprise me. Not the way she's been talking, since we came home from the lake. I suppose you had sex with her?"
"More like the other way around, but yeah, we did."
"I don't know what's gotten into her. I've never seen her act like this. I want to be mad at her, but in truth, I've been tempted to do the same thing."
"Come throw yourself at me?"
"Something like that." She said quietly. "It's all so overwhelming, finding out that I had a sister all these years. Then having sex with her husband. Watching him have sex with my daughter. I should be angry with you for that, but for some reason, I can't."
"I appreciate that. I think her problem was that silly love potion. At least that's what Darlene indicated."
"Yeah, about that. I've tried to grapple with that, but I just don't believe it. It just sounds like an excuse for a guy to go wild with all the women he wants."
"Two weeks ago, I would have agreed with you. Now that it's happened to me, well, I understand enough to know it's possible. I spent a bunch of time trying to research it and the result is that while it's all herbs, most of our medications are based off plants and animals. So, making a mixture of natural elements could easily give the same effect, as any standard pharmaceutical. In this case, not love, but desire. Strong, undeniable, sexual attraction."
"And that's what happened to us? You and me?"
"Initially, yes. While you were in the woods, I was standing there. The wind was blowing from behind me. The pheromones that I was putting off were blowing right toward you. It's not surprising that they had the effect they were intended to have. You were drawn to me, and I couldn't resist. That's part of what it does. Not only reduces inhibition, but dramatically increases sexual desire. Seeing you naked was like throwing gasoline on a fire."
"You say initially?"
"That's right. You see, it was just starting to wear off, and I guess once my body processed enough, expelled enough, the effects fade. Unfortunate you expel it though bodily secretions."
"Bodily secretions, as in..."
"Yeah, semen is included. The way I understand it, Julia probably got a pretty good shot, which all the girls did. You included."
"Then why aren't the other girls, why isn't my friend Darleen banging down your door?"
"It has to do with something the head witch calls our sexual cycles. Each of us has rhythm, a cycle. It starts when you're conceived. The way I understand it, if you have sex with someone and your cycles are close to being in sync, you can get a huge attraction to that person. If they're actually peeking together, well, that's where love at first sight comes from. Suzanne, my wife, she and I had that kind of connection. We were drawn to each other on our first date and never looked at another for our whole lives. According to Darlene, the witch, children that are conceived on that rhythm peak, have the same rhythm as their mother. It seems that Julia and my oldest daughter, Suzie, were born only a day apart, and were probably conceived on the same night. You and your sister would have had the same cycle, the same rhythm."
"And you think that my rhythm was peaking, when we met at the lake?" She asked, swiveling her legs towards me until our knees touched.
"Which is why we are so drawn to each other. We made the same connection that Suzanne and I did all those years ago."
"And that's why I feel so...feel what I do?"
"It is," I answered, wanting very much, at that moment, to reach out and pull her to me. Part of my heart, still a dark place, a place where only Suzanne had lived in me. That part of my heart was very confused, as I looked at Amanda and felt the desire overwhelming me.
"You're sure that this isn't just that love potion again?" She asked in a whisper, as she pushed herself a little closer to me, our legs now pressed together, our hips inches apart. Her hand moved to rest on my bare thigh, just below my shorts. "I feel like...I want to...I don't know how..." Her words trailed off and instead she leaned toward me. I turned my head enough, so that she could kiss me, which is clearly where this was headed. Her lips brushed mine gently, just barely touching mine. She started to pull back and then leaned into me again. This time our lips pressed together. I felt her breath flow into my mouth, as she sighed quietly.
I moved my arm and wrapped it around her shoulders. In moments I had pulled her to me, and we swiveled on the sofa, so that I was below her, with her laying on me, kissing me urgently. My hands went to the small zipper on her chest, pulling it down as far as I could. I reached between the, now open, sides of the spandex like top and pushed it off her shoulders. She struggled to pull her arms from the top and then placed them back on the sofa behind my head to hold herself up. I reached to her now bare back and undid the clasps of her bra. In moments I had it pushed up on her chest, my hands cupping her D cup breasts. The felt to me exactly like my wife's had, a full, firm handful with hard nipples pressing into my palms. I squeezed them firmly and was rewarded with a moan of pleasure into my mouth, as she continued kissing me.
She pulled her face from mine abruptly. "I need you," she said softly, but her eyes were filled with desire and want. She pushed off of me and struggled to get undressed quickly. I pushed my shorts down and worked them off my legs, while I watched her strip everything off, leaving her as naked as the first time I saw her. She climbed back onto the sofa on top of me, laying on me with her legs spread outside mine. She stopped, staring at me, her nipples brushing my chest. "Is this right?" Should we be doing this?"
"I want this as much as you do," I whispered.
She nodded wordlessly and I felt her push her body down mine slightly. I felt my cock head, already between her legs, press against her wet lips. She wiggled and rocked her hips as she slid up and down my body in frustration. Finally, I felt my head press in the right place, and with a deep groan she pushed back against me, forcing me into her vaginal depths. She worked me as far into her as I could go, in this position, and then she lay on me, holding herself still.
"David. I want you to be honest with me. Right now, right this second, are you thinking about me or her, my sister?"
"I honestly don't know." I whispered. "You are so close, so identical. I'm struggling to find where she ends and you start."
"What was her least favorite position?" She asked.
"What they call reverse cowgirl. She wanted to be able to see my face when I came, so positions that didn't let that happen, weren't her favorites."
She nodded and leaned her face to mine. She kissed me on the lips, softly. She pushed up off of me and climbed from the sofa. For a moment I thought she was going to leave, but instead she climbed back on over me. This time she was facing away from me. She guided my cock to her pussy again and pushed down on me. I watched her ass as she began to twerk it slowly up and down, driving herself on and off my engorged shaft.
I reached for her ass and squeezed and played with it, as she worked us closer and closer to climax. There was one more thing that Suzanne never liked. If Amanda wanted to be 'not Suzanne' then there was more I could do. I let her work both of us closer and closer to climax. Her rhythmic motions started to lose their rhythm and I could feel her pussy starting to contract around me. I shifted my hand and let my thumb slide between her cheeks. I pressed my thumb against her rosebud and forced just the tip into her.
"FUUUUUUCK!" she screamed at the sudden change in sensations. Her body jerking hard and shoving back at me. She drove my cock fully into her, as she shook and trembled. I moved my thumb ever so slightly, making her body jerk and shudder even more.
She reached back to pull my hand from her ass as she knelt over me, panting. "That was a dirty trick," she breathed heavily. "Did she like it when you did that?"
"Never," I answered.
"I don't either." She said, looking back at me. "I should just leave you hanging for doing that."
I chuckled. "That's exactly what she did, when I tried that on her."
She frowned and then climbed off of me, pulling off my rock-hard cock. She reached down and held a hand out. I took her hand and let her pull me up. "Your bedroom this way?"
"Yeah."
She led me down the hall to the open door, and then stopped in her tracks. "Shit," she whispered, as we stared at her daughter, still naked, or naked again, I wasn't sure which, sitting on the bed, her legs spread wide, two fingers pumping in and out of her pussy, while she held and snuggled my pillow.
She looked up at us and stopped, closing her thighs for a moment, to hide herself, and then pushed them apart again, tossing the pillow aside. "Oh God damn. Look at that cock. Tell me you brought him to fuck me? Tell me you want me to fuck him with you?"
"I...um...I don't think..." She stammered, as Julia held her hands out in invitation.
"Come on mom. Let's share him."
"Share him?"
"We both want him. We can take turns. I'll ride him and he can lick you and then we can switch. Come on mom. It'll be so fucking hot."
"No, I don't think...No, that's not going to happen, not with my daughter." She finally managed to say firmly. She turned and started down the hall at a quick walk. "I should leave. This isn't right. This isn't supposed to be happening."
I took one more look at Julia and turned to follow Amanda. "Wait," I said, as she gathered her clothes in the living room. "Please wait."
"NO! I can't do this. This isn't right. You're my sister's husband. I shouldn't be doing this." She said, as she started for the door, her clothes in her arms. She got to the door and flung it open, moving out into the dark to keep out of my reach. I followed her to the driveway, catching up when she reached the car. She had the door open and had tossed her clothes into the front seat.
"Wait!" I begged, pulling her around by the arm to look at me. "Don't go, please don't go."
"That's just the love potion shit talking. You can't love me. You can't want me. What you want is your wife back, and I'm not her. I can never be her. I can never be sure that when you look at me, you aren't looking at her."
"No. it's not the potion shit. That's gone. This, what we feel, this is real. It's the same thing as what happened with her, but it's still real."
"Really? Prove it! Do one thing that you know she would never allow, something you never did with her, ever!"
"Fine. I will." I reached for her and picked her up. She was heavy, but not so bad that I couldn't manage. I carried her back into the house and down the hall. I carried her to my bed and I tossed her on the bed. I crawled onto the bed over her, and lined my cock up. I pushed into her pussy, driving my cock slowly into her until it was as deep as I could get. She pulled her knees back and I slipped just a little deeper, feeling the end of her vagina with my head. I started to stroke into her slowly, pushing my fat cock in and out slowly. "Julia, sit on your mothers face, let me see you make yourself come on your mother."
I wasn't sure she understood, but then she moved. She moved to her knees and knee walked over her mother's face. She held herself there waiting. Amanda reached up and pulled on her daughter's hips. Pulling her down, until she could lick her own daughter's pussy.
With me on my hands and knees between Amanda's legs, my face was almost in Julia's pussy, my head brushing her stomach. I pushed myself up, and leaned toward her, trying to reach one of her tits. She saw what I was doing and leaned forward, pushing one of her sexy breasts toward me. I closed my mouth around her nipple and sucked, drawing a deep moan of pleasure. I concentrated on sucking her nipples, switching sides frequently, while still humping my hips, to drive my cock into Amanda. I could hear Amanda slurping the juices flowing from Julia's excited pussy, as her mother pushed her toward orgasm.
I knew she was going to come, and I was barely keeping mine at bay. Only my concentration on Julia's nipples, kept me from coming already. In and out I thrust, listening to Julia moan and gasp, as her climax was about to rush over her.
I finally couldn't wait any longer. My body jerked hard, driving my head into Amanda, my cum rushing up my shaft to surge into her. Over and over my body jerked, adding more cum to her pussy. I let go of Julia's nipples and lay my head against her tit, as I panted for breath. Julia lasted only a few more moments longer, before the shudders started. The first trembles were in her bent legs, and then her arms. She reached out to me and grasped my shoulders for support as her whole body trembled. She panted and gasped for nearly a minute, before the tremors, racing through her body, faded. She moved off her mother's face and flopped onto the bed.
I looked down at Amanda's glistening face. She reached up and pulled me down, kissing me with urgency, her own body clearly not ready to quit. I kissed her back, feeling my softening cock slip from her. That was one thing I was going to miss. My cock could stay hard forever with that potion. Amanda pushed on me and rolled me off her. She moved to her hands and knees, and then crawled over her daughter's body. She moved up until her pussy was over Julia's face.
"Now YOU get to make me come," she said, as she lowered her cum filled pussy to her daughter's face. "You want him? You want his cock and his cum? Well, here's one load for you. See if you still want it all, after you've taken it from my pussy."
I expected Julia to withdraw, not want to do it, but I saw her reach to wrap her arms around her mother's thighs and pull her down. I could see her eyes, as she licked and slurped her mother's pussy, her expression anything but one of revulsion. I wondered if she'd licked another girl before, the way she was digging in and teasing her mother's clit.
"Come kiss me." Amanda panted, holding her hands out to me. I crawled on my knees to her and with my slightly hardening dick hanging down in front of Julia's face, we pulled each other together. Her hard tits pressed to my chest as we pressed our lips together. We kissed, kneeling in front of each other, Julia eagerly licking my cum from her mother's pussy.



If I were to use Suzanne as an indicator, Amanda was getting very close to climax. Her kiss was urgent and wet, her tongue trying to force it's way into my mouth, between periods of time that she was sucking my lips. She moaned softly into my mouth, as her daughter's tongue teased her closer and closer. The first shudders didn't stop her kiss, but made it even more urgent. She tried to pant and moan and kiss at the same time, little jerks and twitches hitting her body as Julia attacked her clit. Those little jerks grew into trembles which grew into her whole-body trembling in an orgasm, easily as strong as any I had given Suzanne. I held her to me, feeling her chest heave against mine, as she tried to breathe and kiss at the same time. Finally, she was forced to give up kissing completely and just held me, her cheek to mine, as she panted for breath. Slowly her trembles faded and then stilled. I felt something on my dick and moved my body to look down at Julia, who now had the head of my cock in her mouth, licking and teasing it.
"My turn," she said, as she let me slip from her face. "I want you to fuck the shit out of me as hard as you can."
I looked back to the still panting mother. She simply shrugged, though I couldn't tell if it was indifference or resignation. We pulled apart and Amanda lay back against the headboard, her legs spread wide, as she still breathed heavily. Julia rolled over onto her hands and knees and pushed her ass out at me in invitation.
I pushed my cock into her easily, her pussy still sopping wet. I held her hips and started thrusting hard into her, slapping my body against her bare ass with each stroke. I looked over at the mirror on Suzanne's dresser, which aimed right back at me. I could see Julia's tits swinging wildly under her chest as I pounded into her. Each stroke smashed my engorged head into the end of her vagina, drawing gasps and grunts from her. I looked back at Amanda, who was now gently stroking her pussy again, clearly getting turned on, by watching me fuck Julia.
Her climax hit her like a ton of bricks. Julia screamed out that she was coming, at the same time her body jerked hard. I could feel her juices squirting out forcefully around my shaft to run down my legs to the bed. I continued to thrust into her, as she came, wetly, three more times before begging me to stop.
I pulled my dick from her and looked a bit surprised at the wet bedding. Amana held a hand out to me, and pulled me toward her. She rolled to the side and grasped my cock, aiming me for her pussy again. We lay on our sides, Julia having to shift out of the way to let us lay together. My still rock-hard, cock slowly pushed in and out of her, feeling her, teasing her, teasing us both. I lost track of how long we lay like that, my cock slowly, rhythmically, pushing in and out of her hot wet depths.
It came upon us at the same time. Slowly, gently, bubbling up from below like a well. I felt my cock swelling in her, as her vagina gripped me tightly. I felt my body spasm, but not nearly as forcefully as it had earlier. No, this orgasm was gentle and...well...loving. She rolled us a little further over, rolling on top of me again so she could kiss me.
This kiss too was different. Soft, gentle, caring. Our lips touched and caressed each other. It was a different kiss than I usually shared with Suzanne. This kiss was a learning kiss. Touching, stroking, teasing. This kiss had a clear question and an equally clear answer. "Do you love me." It asked. And mine answered back in kind, "I do."
We finally broke the kiss after I don't know how long. Without looking at the bed or her daughter, she held my hands and pulled me off the bed with her. She backed toward the bathroom's open door. Once we were in, she closed it, shutting us off from her daughter.
"I think that was the best sex I've ever had in my life."
"All this?"
"No. Just that last bit. It was unlike any sex I've ever had. It was gentle and soft and caring. I envy Suzanne. She had this, had you, for so many years. She had no idea how lucky she was. I don't know if this is that stupid potion talking or not, but I love you. I want you. I don't care, if once in a while, you confuse me with her, not as long as most of the time, when we're making love, I know it's me and not her. I think this was. I could feel your love in the motions and touch and the kiss. I could be happy with this. I could be happy with you." She said softly.
"I wish I knew what to say. You're going to make two women very unhappy."
"Why is that?"
"Because I've always been a one-woman man. I don't know how to be other than that."
"But you've been banging dozens of women, haven't you?"
"Under the influence of that potion. But that isn't me."
"Isn't it? I think it might be more you than you think."
"I don't, but it doesn't matter. Not if we're making the decision I think we are. I'm not going off reservation and risk us."
"What if I asked you to?"
"I don't understand. Why would you do that?"
"You saw me make Julia lick me, didn't you?"
"Yeah."
"Do you think I've never licked another woman before?"
"I'm not sure. You seemed like you knew what you were doing."
"I did. Even though it was Julia, which I don't plan on doing again, thank you. I have had sex with other women, sometimes with a man, sometimes not. There was a time in my life that... if I wanted something besides my own hand, I was going to have to find it in another woman. It was awkward at first. But a few friends of mine agreed we should all try it. Most of us enjoyed it and kept it going for years."
"And that's what you share now, isn't it? With other women?"
"I swore I'd never let another man treat me like my husband did. So, to prevent it, I didn't let men between my legs. Not until this week. I think I could be happy with you. I think we could make a very good team. I also think that you might enjoy a little extra play time, with another woman. You say you're a one-woman man. Can you make that one woman and her friends? I'd even be open to including some of your friends, as long as they're women. I don't want a bunch of men pumping me full of their baby juice. No, I want it to be safe, and want it to be fair. You have to treat both of us equally. Both of us the same, when we're in bed together."
"I don't know. I mean...well...that's really NOT Suzanne coming out there."
"Good. Then you know that it'll always be Amanda coming out. So, what do you think? Is it worth trying?"
"I...well...I'd be stupid to say no. What about Alyssa and Janet?"
"What about them? I'm willing to include them in the rotation, as long as you're willing to include Darleen, my friend from the boat, not the witch you were talking about."
"How many women are we talking about?"
"I have about half a dozen friends that I play with. Add a few from your side, I'd say we should keep it under a dozen, don't you? Can you think of any that would enjoy a little companionship like that?"
"I think I can." I agreed. "Alright. I'll try."
"Somehow, I knew you would. Now, more practical matters. This house is a lot bigger than where we live. How would you like to have me move in, or is that too soon?"
"I think we better have you meet my daughters first."
"You need their approval?"
"No. but I want their understanding. It's going to be a shock, when they show up and see you."
"Ohhhh. Yeah, I can see that. I presume you don't want me having sex with them the first time we meet?" she asked with a giggle.
"I don't know that they would ever be comfortable with that," I answered.
"So, how soon can they come meet me?"
"A few days?"
"I guess I can live with that. If you don't mind me spending most of my nights here."
"I think that's a fine idea."
"You want me to shower first and then go get things to stay over or do you want me to come back smelling of sex? Does it turn you on having me smell like I've been freshly fucked?"
"You might be her twin, but you two are definitely not twins in behavior. She'd never ask me that. She'd have been in the shower, as soon as we were done."
"She didn't like smelling like sex?"
"She found it a bit embarrassing."
"I bet she didn't like fucking in public either, did she?"
"Oh no. Anywhere in the house was fine. Even the backyard, but in public? No way."
"What about you? Did you enjoy all that fucking at the island?"
"It grew on me after a day or two."
"I think this is going to be fun."
"What is?"
"Teaching you about all the places we can sneak sex in. Movie theaters, store changing rooms, cars, there's lots of places, if you plan for it. You just have to have the right clothes and the right opportunity."
"And you're going to make sure we do?"
"Uh-huh. Tell you what. I'm going home to pack my bag and come back. But I'm going to leave my clothes here. I'm going, just in shoes. What do you think of that? When I get back do you think mister happy here will be all revved up and ready?"
"Yeah, you might look like her, but you are definitely two very different women." I said, as I leaned in and kissed her.
She kissed me back softly. When we broke the kiss, she pulled away and walked out of the bathroom. I followed and watched her stop in the living room for her shoes and bend over to put them on. She pushed her ass out at me and wiggled it, so that I could see her glistening pussy lips. I was tempted to walk over and push my dick right into her, but I figured I could manage to wait until she came back. Yeah, this was definitely going to be different.
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I sat in my office with the door closed, trying to wrap my mind around what had happened in the conference room over the last hour. Not only did I have sex with Charity, but also with Aki, the lawyer that had been sent to negotiate with us. I'd had sex with enough women in the last two weeks that having sex with a strange woman wasn't a big surprise. Having strange women get close to me suddenly want to have sex with me was getting to be a normal thing. What wasn't normal was this sudden situation where almost as soon as I started having sex, I was thrust into some memory of theirs, in their shoes.
To say it was unnerving to suddenly find that I had tits and a pussy was the understatement of the century. How I'd suddenly gone from feeling the sensations of their orgasms flowing through me to being them was beyond me. All I had to go on was that Aphrodite "liked" me and wanted to "play" with me. So apparently, this was something she was doing, linking me into whatever memory she had dredged up in my partners mind.
It was definitely a unique experience to share several women's first time experiences. And it certainly gave us both a rather intense climax, which I was sure Aphrodite was enjoying. Now that she was making more disciples, she probably had access to all the sex she wanted. But then maybe more was always better?
Still, I didn't understand what had happened with Charity. She'd had no interest in me, even when she got close to me, or in sharing in the near-perpetual orgies happening around the building. It was fun to see women I'd known for years, running around naked, showing me their tits and pussies. It was even kinda fun to have more than a couple of them decide to try me on for size. But Charity, she was different. She'd seemed completely unaffected by any of what was going on, until today.
I sat back and stared at my computer screen, knowing I needed to get some kind of work done, but I couldn't seem able to concentrate on anything. I just kept going back to the vivid memory of myself... Charity... having sex in the elevator with that woman. If I closed my eyes, I could feel her hands on my tits and my body squirting like a fountain at that other couple. Knowing that women did it was one thing, feeling the momentary surge of emotion and sensations as one climaxed and funneled that energy though me to Aphrodite was unnerving. But this... I could still feel my body... or her body, being stimulated until I came that way. If nothing else, it gave me a whole new appreciation for what my wife Lydia felt every time I'd made her climax that way. I could see why she wanted it as much as she did. It could become addicting.
I tried to shake away thoughts of sex and read the paragraph on my computer for the fifth or sixth time in a row. I gave up and leaned back again. What was so different about Aki that her perspective was different. In her case it seemed to be a memory, but how did I fit in? It wasn't my memory, yet I was there. I was part of the whole event.
I sat with my fingers on the keyboard, thinking about how the other Japanese girl had looked with her boyfriend trying to get her naked on the bus, and then how Aki had suddenly decided to use me, or whoever I'd represented, to have an "in your face" moment. Both memories bothered me, Charity's because it was so damn real, and Aki's because it had been just as real, but from a much different perspective. Why had Aphrodite pushed me into both of those situations? Was this her idea of having fun?
Yes it was very fun. But I didn't do it. You did.
I saw those words appear on the screen. "What the hell?" I asked myself. I knew damn well I didn't type it, and Aphrodite hadn't moved my fingers for me like before, but there it was!
I no longer need to make your fingers move. I can feel the impulses flowing through the device under your hand. A strange way to communicate, but effective for the moment.
"Wait. You can feel the electrical signals in the keyboard? How?"
Does it matter how?
"I guess not," I said quietly. "You said you didn't do it. You didn't do what?"
You wanted to know why I put you into those women's minds the way I did. I didn't, this time. You did.
"I did... How did I do that? I know if I think about sex with some woman, you'll reach out and touch her mind and make her want it. I get that. But I don't do that, you do."
I no longer need to. You have gained enough power to do it on your own. Lydia hasn't realized it yet, but she's doing it too. She thinks it's me as well, but it's not. It's her projecting her wants and desires straight into another's mind.
"So she can just think sexy to a guy and convince him to have sex?"
Man or woman. It does not matter. Yes, she has that power now. It grows within her like yours grows within you. If you close your eyes and think of me, you could commune directly with me, much like we did in your dreams. But I can feel your hesitation.
"I don't want to. I don't even want to be having sex with all these women."
Why do you do that?
"Do what?"
Pretend you do not want the gift I have given you. You seem to think it is somehow wrong. Yet, you enjoy the results. You enjoy all the sexual stimulation and the encounters that you think Lydia would reject. You might be surprised at what things she has done of her own will thinking it was mine.
"She's having sex I don't know about?"
I told you that you have grown strong. Use your mind. Close your eyes and reach out to her. Reach out to your wife and see what she sees and feels right now. You have the power.
I hesitated and then closed my eyes. I tried first to think of her, but it didn't seem to be working. I felt Aphrodite reach in and sweep away all thought to just let my mind float and then let thoughts of my wife slowly seep into the quiet of my mind. At first it was just the feeling that someone was watching, and then so much more. My heart beat in my chest, softly at first, and then harder. It took a few moments before I felt a second heartbeat. It was pounding much harder and much faster. Its exhilaration flowed through me and I knew the sensation well. It was a woman about to climax. Aphrodite had shared it with me so many times, so I knew it well. I could feel her energy, her desire, her need, growing, becoming undeniable. Her climax was nearing, and I realized how familiar it felt. I heard my name called in her mind and felt the breeze blowing across her skin, the sunshine warming her skin, but not all of it. There was a cool shadow. I could feel roughness on her butt cheeks and her back, almost scratching her, but not quite, as her body shifted back and forth on the surface over and over.
Her shifting on the rigid surface fell in place with the feeling of a hard, fat cock sliding in and out of her pussy. She moaned in pleasure as the fat mushroom head caressed her insides from the entrance of her vagina all the way to her deepest part. He stroked, pushing her ever so close, but not quite over the edge into ecstasy. She reached her own fingers to her clit. I could feel the little tingles spread through her body as she teased one finger between her lips.
"Oh god yes. Almost," she moaned loudly as she found her hard little nub and began to stroke it with the tip of her finger. She opened her mouth and sucked in breath as her body suddenly felt like it was on fire. She opened her eyes and arched her back as her legs started to shudder and shake. I saw them stuck in the air beyond the man standing between her legs. I saw the clouds moving across the sky, and the sun in the background, behind the man pumping his dick wildly into her. I couldn't make out his face well in the shadow, but it didn't matter. She closed her eyes again, and I could see the image of her lying on the concrete picnic table, completely nude, with me standing between her leg, yet I knew I wasn't. She moaned again as his cock thrust harder into her, and then it was me instead between her legs, it was my cock in her pussy. I knew it couldn't be, it was some other guy, but in her mind it was me.
"FUCK YES!" the guy between her legs grunted as his body bucked hard into her, her climax triggering his own. His cum surged into her over and over as the energy flowed through and then out of her. Aphrodite sighed in pleasure as it flowed into her, feeding her, making her stronger. I could also feel the contentment Lydia was feeling as she lay on the park table, absorbing the sun and the remains of the guy's cum.
It was only as her orgasm began to fade that I could see in her mind that the picnic table was in the little park just down the street from her office. As suddenly as her climax had washed over her, it started to fade and I felt like I was looking through her eyes. The guy between her legs pulled from her pussy, and was looking around in confusion, his suit pants around his ankles. He looked like any number of the business men that were constantly walking in and out of her office building. Lydia pushed up onto her elbows and lowered her legs to hang off the end of the table. She glanced around and saw a jogger with his shorts around his thighs, humping a woman bent over at the nearby fountain. Her dress was pulled up over her ass and her panties were around her knees as he drove into her over and over. I watched him push the dress higher, pushing it up her body until it uncovered her bra strap. He quickly unfastened it and then he reached under her chest to push the cups off her breasts. He held both large boobs in his hands as he thrust into her with abandon. She was completely absorbed in what was being done to her. He stroked in and out, getting closer to orgasm. He let go of her tits, the large mounds hanging down below her chest as he grabbed her hips and used them as a handle to pound into her harder. Each stroke made her huge tits swing wildly below her chest and I suddenly felt my own desire start to build with his.
Lydia sat up, naked, watching, feeling what the bent-over woman was feeling. She could feel her own climax building, growing closer. She was coaxing him to shove it in harder, feeling the woman gasping and wanting it a little harder yet. "OH FUCK YES! YES! YES! YES!" the woman suddenly screamed. I watched her body shake and tremble, her hanging boobs squirting little streamers of milk down toward the pavement and her pussy gushing her juices out at the guy as he plunged wildly into her. Lydia felt the rush of her orgasm flow through her and moaned as her own body trembled and shook in time with the woman's shuddering body. She sat on the table, panting, feeling the guy thrusting harder into her, his body about to explode... and then it did. He jammed his cock into her one more time and then stood there, his hips pressed to her bare ass as his cock pumped his load into her in powerful surges. Lydia looked at the sky and moaned softly as she felt his cum lancing into the woman's pussy as if it were her own.
"Oh god yes," Lydia moaned as the energy of their climaxes merged with her own and flowed to Aphrodite. "Soooo damn good."
"Fuck," I groaned, opening my eyes and looking down at myself. I hadn't bothered to dress after the conference room, and my cock was now standing like a telephone pole, pointing at the ceiling, covered in my cum.
"Too bad I wasn't here just a little sooner," Jackie said from where she leaned on my office doorway. "I stopped by to see if you wanted to go grab a bite of lunch, and maybe have a little fun at the same time, but it seems like you already did."
"Sorry Jackie. It was just a really intense vision I was having."
"Aphrodite?"
"Something like that, yeah."
She pushed off the doorway and walked around my desk.
"You know, I don't have anything on under this dress." She grinned as she pushed my chair around to face her and then knelt down between my legs. "God, look at all that cum," she mumbled as she lowered her face to my dick. She opened her mouth and sucked me in, licking and slurping all the cum off it, my balls and then every place else it'd landed. "God, I love the taste of cum."
"You do?"
"Only thing better is taking it hot, straight out of your cock."
"I didn't know you liked to suck it."
"I do. But I like getting fucked better. You wanna fuck?"
'Go to lunch and see what you can make her do,' I heard in my head.
"I thought you wanted to go to lunch?" I asked.
"We could just stay here and fuck. You're still hard as a rock. God, I wish my husband could stay hard like you do."
"Things aren't better with him?"
She rolled her eyes. "All of a sudden he wants sex all the time. Only problem is, it's not always with me. I caught him in the neighbor's back yard. She was working on one of her gardens and I guess he just walked over and pulled her pants down and started fucking her."
"That doesn't sound so bad. Has he done it before?"
"Of course. And when her husband got upset, he said he was welcome to fuck me any time he wants."
"Yeah, not what I hoped to do. I wanted to help you with your relationship with him."
"It's not too bad. Her husband is a pretty good fuck. But I think this just showed him for what he is. He wasn't interested in me in bed because he was too busy fantasizing about all these other women, who he now feels completely at ease fucking."
"I hope you don't take that as a statement on your sexuality."
"Trust me, I don't. I'm one hot, sexy mama that loves getting fucked. Just now I don't have to worry about pleasing him. Maybe we'll get divorced, maybe not. Haven't decided yet. I'm waiting for him to decide that the grass isn't really greener on the other side of the fence."
I chuckled. "Okay. Fair enough. Let me get dressed."
"You don't have to."
"I do. Unless we want to get arrested."
"Well, at least don't put those on," she said, grabbing my underwear from me and tossing them in the corner.
Jackie slipped her hand into mine as we rode the elevator down to the lobby. The signal wasn't lost on me. I wondered if Lydia could see into my mind as well as I had just seen into hers. I thought that she could made me feel guilty about holding Jackie's hand, since I'd just experienced that Lydia was imaging it being me between her legs, when it obviously wasn't. I wondered if she did that every time, or only with total strangers. The thought that she did it more than not slipped into my mind from somewhere, I suspected from Aphrodite. Just how often she was in my mind?
'Always'
"What are you thinking about?" Jackie asked softly as we walked down the street toward one of the sub shops I knew she liked to eat at.
"Lydia."
"Oh? Not me?" she asked, squeezing my hand.
"Jackie, we're friends. I suspect we'll be work friends for long time. But we're not married and I don't have any interest in changing that."
"Even though she's fucking men like crazy?"
I took a breath. "I just learned that I can look into her mind while she's having sex. Kind of like what Aphrodite does. What I saw, surprised me."
"What was that?"
"She was having sex with some random guy. Whoever he was, she was thinking about me instead. She even said my name just as she climaxed. So, is she fucking lots of guys? Yeah. But then I'm fucking lots of women too, but I don't think about her while I do..."
"Wow. That's... um... that's kind of intense."
"Yeah. Makes me feel a bit guilty."
"I guess I can see that. So, if you wanna pretend I'm Lydia while we're fucking, I don't mind. Not as long as you keep fucking me."
"You don't, huh?"
"Not one bit. In fact, how about I tease you while we eat and then you can fuck me after?"
"Just how are you going to tease me?"
She stopped us and turned to face me. She looked into my eyes and reached for the top of her strapless summer dress. The dress had a belt around her waist, but the top was held in place simply by an elastic band above her large boobs, which had no bra holding them. She pulled the front down to completely expose her tits. "How about I just leave it like this for a while?" she asked, stepping closer. Her nipples almost touched my dress shirt as she pressed her hand to my crotch. My dick hardened in my pants as she rubbed it, her face only inches from mine. I looked down at her, my lust for her growing.
"You keep that up, I might have to take you right here."
"I wish you would," she whispered back.
I looked around and then pulled her toward a small alley between two buildings. I tugged her along and then stopped, turning her to face me. I undid the belt of her dress while she undid mine. I felt my pants slide down my legs while I bunched her dress' material up in my hands to pull it up until I'd pulled it all the way off of her, leaving her completely nude. She took the dress from me and hung it around my shoulders.
"Well? Here I am," she whispered as her hands moved to my hard-on. She stroked me slowly while I cupped her tits. We teased each other's bodies for several minutes in the alley, ignoring the looks we were getting from those walking down the street.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?! Get a god damn room or something to fuck your little hooker."
I looked over to see an older woman standing at the entrance to the alley, looking at us angrily. "Hooker?" I asked quietly before looking back at Jackie. "Do you feel like a hooker?"
"Not me. Must be talking about herself," Jackie said with a feminine chuckle. "Why don't you do that little thing you do."
"Why not?"
Aphrodite had suggested I try using my powers. I stared at the woman and formed an image of her stripping and playing with herself. To my surprise, she set down the computer bag she'd been carrying and started to unbutton the top of her dress. Jackie and I watched as she slowly pulled off her dress, bra, pantyhose and panties, and she was completely nude. She wasn't bad-looking, her boobs hung down a bit more than she probably liked, and her pussy had quite an unruly bush. She stepped closer and leaned against the wall of one of the buildings, spread her legs as far as she could and remain standing, and then started touching herself, one hand on her chest and the other between her legs.
"Now, fuck me," Jackie whispered, pulling my dick toward her. She lifted her right leg, setting it on the top of the dirty garbage can next to us. She guided me between her lips. "Oh yes. Fuck me, honey," she moaned as I pushed myself slowly into her sopping wet pussy. I started to slowly stroke, enjoying the sensations of her pussy, and the sensations of hers flowing through me. I started working my cock deep into her with each push, her moans growing louder as she grew closer to climax. I held her tits, squeezing and kneading them as I worked my shaft inside her.
I could feel her climax building, the urgency and warmth and tingle through her body reaching into my mind and flowing out toward Aphrodite. I could also feel at least half a dozen others tickling the back of my mind as my own orgasm built with Jackie's. I thrust, shoving so deep into her that my head bounced off the end of her vagina. She moaned loudly and gasped out my name as her climax inched ever closer. I squeezed and twisted her nipples, trying to push her over the edge, and was rewarded with a cry of pleasure. "FUCK! I'M COOOOOOOOMMMMING!" she screamed out as her body jerked hard. Her pussy clenched around my stroking cock, changing the tightness of her depths just enough to pull me over the edge with her.
"Here," Aphrodite whispered in my mind. I felt her guide my mind just as I was about to climax, reaching out to touch Jackie's pleasure center.
"OHHHHH FUCK!" Jackie screamed again as my mind touched hers more forcefully. My orgasm washed over me and flowed into her as our climaxes mingled and surged together. It was much like what I had felt many times when Aphrodite enhanced our orgasms, but this time I knew it was my own doing. I felt our mutual orgasms grow and then slowly ebb. We stood gasping for breath, looking into each other's eyes as we waited for our climaxes to fade further, leaving only the pleasant afterglow. "Jesus Christ! How did you do that?" she whispered.



"I... um... I didn't even know I could. She just showed me I could."
"Well, as far as I'm concerned, you can damn fucking well do that to me any time you want!"
"Yeah." The sensations of another growing climax invaded my mind. I looked over my shoulder to the woman I'd told to play with herself, and saw a cop with his pants around his ankles behind her, bending her over, her hands on the side of the building, pounding his cock into her with abandon. Her boobs swung wildly as the middle-age cop pounded into her. They weren't anywhere near the only ones having sex, but I chose for the moment to focus on them. Was it a nice thing do to? Not even, but then she'd pissed me off. Now that she was being fucked in public, I couldn't help but add a little more to it, now that I knew how.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as the cop drove into her over and over. "God, you're going to make me come!"
"Do it. Let me feel you come." He grunted as I tickled his mind to drive into her even harder.
I was still standing there with my dick inside Jackie, which hadn't softened at all. As we watched the woman getting hammered, I could feel her climax starting to grow and I reached out to her a little more, looking for something, and then found it.
She stood on a footbridge in a woods, completely naked. She didn't seem much younger, maybe a few years. The birds were making their usual noises, chirping and fluttering around. A squirrel ran up a tree not far away, its path through the dry, Fall leaves making more noise than one squirrel should be able to make. She bent over, hanging onto the railing, looked down into the small stream rushing and bubbling along under the small bridge. She moaned loudly as the cock in her pussy thrust quickly, her bare ass being slapped by the dick's owner with each stroke. She looked down at herself, her tits hanging down and swinging, each one occasionally banging into the rough wooden hand railing on the bridge, making her nipples tingle as her orgasm grew.
"Fuck yes," she moaned again as the hands on her hips squeezed and pulled her, the cock's owner clearly growing closer to climax himself. He jammed his cock hard into her. She could feel his fat head ramming against the end of her vagina, sending little tingles through her body. "Oh god. Gonna come," she moaned.
"Me too," the cock's owner grunted.
"Just don't... Ohhh shit!" She gasped as climax suddenly washed over her. She closed her eyes and groaned loudly as her pussy clenched around the pistoning cock. She squeezed the railing as the cock's owner thrust even harder, driving into her now-tighter pussy.
"SHIT YES!" the young man cried as he jammed hard into her.
"NO!" she cried as the first surge of his cum lanced into her. She tried to push him away with one hand, the other still holding the railing, but it was no use. He had her hips pulled back, holding his surging cock deep inside her. "No..." she whispered, gave up on pushing him away and let her climax run away with her as his surging cum ratcheted up a little higher in intensity. "Ohhh god," she moaned, trying not to enjoy what her body was clearly enjoying. She held herself against the railing while he stood panting behind her, his cock twitching deep in her as it slowly started to soften.
"Fuck, mom," he said as he slid his cock out of her. She stood without turning around, leaning her hips against the railing, not wanting to look back.
"We shouldn't have done this," she whispered as he pressed his body to hers. His hands moved around her, one to her left breast and the other to her crotch. He cupped her tit and teased her nipple with his thumb while the fingers of his other hand stroked her dark curls.
"Why?"
"It was wrong."
"It doesn't have to be."
"It does. You're my step son. I'm not supposed to do this. It was a mistake to agree to hike with you."
"Because we both got turned on and wanted to fuck? If I told you I was going to fuck you out here, would you have agreed to come?"
"Of course not!"
"Which is why I didn't tell you. You'd never let me do this at home. You don't know how many times I've watched you showering and dressing and working out." One finger dipped between her lips to find her clit.
"But this is wrong."
"Who has to know?"
"We will."
"So?" He stroked her clit, causing another little shudder to race through her body.
"Are you going to try and make me come again?"
"As many times as you let me," he whispered in her ear. "Turn around and let me see your sexy body."
She hesitated and then turned to face the young man, maybe nineteen or twenty years old. He pushed her butt against the railing and then reached to his still-hard dick. He pushed it between her thighs, rubbing his head between her lips and over her clit. "No. We shouldn't," she moaned as he continued to tease her clit. She shifted her feet and spread her legs slightly almost without thinking, giving him just enough room to slip his fat cock into her vagina again. He slid into her leaking pussy easily, but this time his shaft pressed against her clit. He shifted his hands to her tits and began to stroke in and out again, his hard cock stroking across her clit.
"Oh damn, Daren, no," she whispered as she moved her hands to his hips. She wanted to push him away, but she couldn't. He leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. The two, naked except for shoes, kissed while he teased her nipples and stroked his cock in and out. Her already sensitive pussy didn't take much before she felt another orgasm building, his cock stroking her clit pushing it along way faster than she thought possible. She'd never been fucked a second time in so short a period, but his hard cock was doing just that. He drove in and out while they kissed, her lips sucking his as their mutual desire continued to grow. "Make me come again," she moaned as she broke the kiss. "Please."
He grinned at her and changed his angle a little. It was just the right amount and she gasped again as his fat cock and mushroom head pushed her toward climax. In and out he thrust, grunting in pleasure as he drove into her over and over.
"Oh god. Gonna come." She panted as she waited for climax to hit her. It was only a few dozen more strokes before her arms and legs started to shake. She knew it was only seconds away. She closed her eyes and let the sensations carry her away on the cool breeze. "Oh god," she gasped softly as her whole body jerked and shook. He didn't stop stroking, in fact, he used both hands to pinch and twist her nipples roughly. "FUCK!" she cried in surprise, her whole body suddenly spasming. She felt herself have to pee, really badly, so badly that no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't hold it back. Her body jerked and shook as she squirted all over his crotch. Her juices ran down their legs as he held himself still, more cum surging into her.
"I'm sorry..." she whispered.
"For what?"
"Peeing on you." She looked down in embarrassment.
He lifted her chin. "You didn't. It's called squirting. You've never done that before?"
"I don't even know what it is."
"Trust me. It's just your body's way of saying that it was really good sex."
"It is?"
"It is. If you want, some time we can do it again. If you want that is."
"We really shouldn't."
"But you want to, don't you?"
"... I do," she whispered.
I could feel my cock still twitching inside Jackie after coming again. She looked at me questioningly. "Did we just watch her having sex with her step son?" Jackie asked quietly, as if she were afraid the women might hear her.
"You saw that too?"
"I did. I was standing naked on a bridge getting fucked, and the next thing I knew, I was climaxing on you again without even moving or anything. I think you did too."
"I didn't know you'd see it too."
"It was really kinda kinky, in a good way. What about any of these other couples? Like her maybe?" She was looking at the female partner of the cop who had been fucking the middle-aged woman. She was younger, in her late twenties or early thirties. Her belt, uniform and vest were strewn on the ground, with her lying on the vest, an older guy between her legs, pumping himself into her.
"You wanna see what she's into?"
"Yeah I do." She grinned eagerly. "If you want, that is. This is kinda fun."
"Alright." I closed my eyes and reached out. There were several women all being fucked in the alley now, and I wanted to reach one in particular. I felt the first one, a young twenty-three year old. I could see her nude in the surf on some beach. She didn't look like the cop lying on the ground. The second one was much older than the cop, though I was tempted to see what she had to offer. She was in a small closet, surrounded by clothes, clearly hiding, with someone else in the closet with her, groping her tits. It didn't seem like she minded it at all. Still, it wasn't what I was looking for. The third attempt found pay dirt.
"You're sure this is okay?" the cop asked another female officer, this one dressed, while the one being fucked on the ground was wearing a sports bra and biker shorts.
"Trust me, Jen, you're gonna be fine. It's just a little training," she answered as she opened a steel door. Jen followed her into what looked to me like a prisoner holding area.
"I though Bruce was going to be here." Jen said.
"He will be. Just come over here."
"Yeah, okay." Jen walked to where the other woman was stepping inside an open jail cell. "This place looks old as shit. Is it still used?"
"Only for training," the woman said. "Now, give me a hand."
Jen held out a hand and the woman lifted up and snapped a pair of handcuffs on her wrist, and then to one of the bars so that her arm was held up in the air. She stepped out of the cell and walked around behind Jen.
She stood behind her and slipped a blindfold over Jen's eyes. "Last chance to say no."
"Everyone does this?"
"I did it when I started."
"And I can say no any time?"
"Any time. Just call uncle and it's over."
"Okay. I'll do it."
The woman grabbed her other wrist, pulled it up and out and snapped on another handcuff before Jen could object.
"Wait! What are you doing?"
"Just getting started. You want to quit?" Jen thought for a moment. She didn't want to be labeled a quitter or anything so she shook her head. "The record is five," the woman said before her voice moved away.
"Five what?" Jen asked.
"Orgasms." A male voice said. She was pretty sure it was her new partner Bruce.
"Orgasms?"
"Yep. Partners, we don't need secrets and we have to trust each other. So, trust me. I won't do anything to hurt you or humiliate you. You tell me to stop anything I'm doing; you need to trust me to do that. So, do you trust me?"
"I... I guess so."
"That doesn't sound very convincing. Let's see if we can improve on that," he said.
Moments later, she felt him pulling her shorts and panties all the way down and then off over her running shoes, leaving her in nothing but her sports bra. She felt her cheeks redden in embarrassment at being naked in front of him, but she closed her lips tightly and refused to complain. He reached around her and pulled her sports bra up, jerking it up above her tits.
She stood there, panting, wanting to scream to stop, but felt at the same time that she had to bear with it. He kicked her feet apart, almost three feet wide before she felt the metal of yet another handcuff around her ankle securing her leg to the bars. She knew what was coming. She was sure of what would happen. She stood still and didn't flinch as he snapped the last one on her other ankle, leaving her spread-eagle against the bars.
"Having a good look?" she asked, trying to be brave, to tamp down the fear she was feeling. In her position any number of guys could come in and do whatever they wanted to her and she'd be powerless to stop them. She wanted to say stop, but she held her tongue as she felt his hands on her breasts. They were pushed between the bars and he was stroking them gently, teasing her nipples with his fingertips. It was tantalizing and sensual, and it made her pussy tingle. She was suddenly hoping he'd touch down there too. So long as he kept it between them, and didn't bring in the rest of the squad, she could deal with it.
She felt his hot lips on one of her breasts and stifled a moan as he sucked her nipple into his mouth. "You like that, huh?" he whispered as he moved to her other breast, sucking that one as well.
"Ohhhhhhh," she let slip out when she felt his fingers touch her pussy lips. He continued to suck and tease her nipple while using his fingers between her lips. She felt a sudden tingle race through her body when his fingers stroked over her suddenly very sensitive clit. He increased the intensity of his fingers across her clit, teasing it, stroking it, nibbling her nipple. She wasn't sure which was more stimulating, the tingle from her nipple or the tingle from her clit. She moaned again moments before she began to climax. It wasn't the hardest climax she'd ever had, but the release did set her at ease. He had been gentle and even though she couldn't see, she was pretty sure he was alone with her. This wasn't so bad.
"Now. How about something a little more interesting?" he asked softly as he let go of her. She hoped he didn't mean to fuck her. She wasn't a virgin by any means, but she wasn't used to being fucked either. Not much opportunity for that in the academy. She heard the telltale buzz of a vibrator. She wasn't at all sure how big or what kind, but a vibrator wasn't a problem for her. She felt a cold, hard shape press to her lips. It wasn't vibrating, yet she could hear the sound of one in the background. She pursed her lips tightly together as he firmly pressed the hard shape against her until the roundish object passed between her lips and into her pussy. She held her breath for a moment, letting the fat device settle inside her.
"Fuck!" she gasped as the device suddenly started to vibrate inside her. It was pressing hard against the walls of her vagina and the vibration was almost too much stimulation. She squirmed and tried to clamp her thighs together, but with her legs restrained she was helpless. She panted and tried to hold still as the vibrator inside her made her waning orgasm jump back to life. She shook her head and tried to ignore the sensations inside her.
Suddenly, she could hear the first vibrating sound moving. It came closer. She tried to ignore it as well, but it wasn't to be done. The soft, warm vibrator touched her pussy lips and then pressed between them, pressing against her hard clit, still sensitive from her last orgasm. "OH GOD!" she cried as she tried to squirm away from the new vibrator. It followed her every move and before long she was squirming, not to get away from it, but to keep the growing orgasm from washing over her. Her vagina felt like it was on fire inside, the vibrating ball pressing against the most sensitive part of her insides. She tried to hold back, but it was not to be done. "FUCK!" she screamed as her body jerked hard. She felt a stream of her juices gush out at the intense sensations. She knew she could be made to squirt, her last boyfriend took perverse pleasure in making her do it when they'd been doing things in public places, especially when there was little she could do to hide the aftermath.
"Thatta girl," he said softly, taking the vibrator off her clit and also from inside her. "Now what should we do?"
"I... I don't know," she panted, leaning against the cold steel bars, feeling momentarily exhausted.
"But I do." He moved away from her and then she felt his hand on her back.
She knew he was going to fuck her. He had to. He had to be as turned on as she was and when guys got turned on, they fucked. She waited for him to put it between her legs. She waited, and waited and then finally felt it. His dick was soft but cold. She was confused, but moaned in pleasure as he pushed it into her. No, it couldn't be his dick. It had to be a dildo. It was big, fatter then the egg had been. It felt fatter than any dick she'd ever had inside her. She felt her body stretch and twinge in momentary pain as it tried to accept the intruder. She bit her lower lip to keep from crying out, and then it was inside her. She felt it pushing deeper. Ever so slowly he inched it into her until it felt like it didn't want to go further. He moved it in and out a little, and she moaned with surprise at how good it actually felt. Then, he held it inside her, not moving it, and soon she heard a buzzing again. He pressed his chest to her back and blew into her ear before whispering."Tell me how this feels."
She held her breath, not sure what to expect. He pressed her against the bars and reached around through them. "Oh damn," she moaned as he pressed the other vibrator against her pussy. It only took a little more pressure and a little rubbing to work it between her lips so it could press to her clit. "Ohhhhhhh!" she gasped.
He held the vibrator against her clit and began to slide the fat dildo in and out again, slowly at first, and then working it faster as she acclimated. Soon she was gasping and moaning as her next orgasm built. The combination of sensations were going to make her come again. She hadn't ever climaxed more than twice in one session, and now she was on her third, or was it her fourth? She was having trouble keeping track. Not that it mattered. This one was coming and there wasn't a thing she could do to stop it. "Jesus Christ!" she screamed as her body jerked and spasmed. She felt the orgasm race through her body for what felt like half an hour, but she was sure it was only a few long seconds. "Enough!" she gasped. "If you're gonna fuck me, do it!"
He pulled the dildo and vibrator from her, then undid all of the handcuffs and let her pull the blindfold off. She blinked to clear her eyes and let them adjust.
The first thing she saw was the wide array of sex toys spread out on the cell's small bed. Then she saw Bruce, every bit as naked as she was. "You're naked."
"No secrets, remember? This way neither of us has to worry about trying to catch a peek at each other."
"So, you're serious. You want to fuck?"
"I do if you do."
She went to the small bunk and pushed the toys aside. She sat on the hard mattress and leaned back to rest her shoulders against the wall. She lifted and spread her legs. "Well, let's get this over with then."
He stepped between her legs and knelt down. Her pussy was still sopping wet and gaping from the last dildo he'd shoved into her, so his cock slid into her easily. He set his thumb on her clit and began to rub it, stroking it slowly in small circles.
"Ohhhh fuck, Bruce. Make me come around your cock, and then you can do whatever you want."
"Including coming inside you?"
"If that's what you want." She moaned as he pressed harder on her clit.
"Fuck no!" Jackie gasped, pushing me back and my cock from her pussy. "Jesus no. I can't do another one!"
"Another one?"
"You mean you don't know?"
"Know what?"
"That I climaxed the same time she did. I mean, she didn't, but she did, you know what I mean?"
"In the memory? That's what it was. A memory, in her mind. You could see it too?"
"See it, feel it, climax with it. Every time she did, I did too."
"Damn. I thought I was just seeing them. But if you climaxed, that means that you felt it too. You were there, you were... her."
"Sure as hell felt like I was. Can you do that to all women?"
"I've never tried."
"Come on. We'd better get dressed and out of here before they start to realize what's happening."
"Good idea."
---o---
"So, what else can you do?" Jackie asked me as we sat in the sandwich shop and ate.



"What d'you mean?"
"Well, Aphrodite started out making women want to have sex with you if they even walked by. Then she tells you that you don't have to if you don't want to, so you start only having sex with women you're attracted to. Then she lets you look into their minds, at their fantasies and memories. That's what you said it is, right? Any woman you were fucking?"
"Yeah."
"Well, now you can look into the mind of any woman you want, including your wife, who isn't even anywhere close to you. You know what I think? I think that passing all this sexual energy through to her has changed your brain. She isn't letting you, she's just saying that because she knows that sooner or later you're going to realize you have power you didn't have. If I were to make a bet, I'd say that if you put your mind to it, you could not only look into a woman's mind, but you could tell her to do things. She said you could suggest, what if it's more than a suggestion? What if you think hard you can actually force a woman to do what you want?"
"Why would I want to do that?"
"Jesus, Jack. You are dense as hell. What if you went to a Madonna or Taylor Swift concert and told them to do their show naked. Wouldn't you love to see that?"
"Well, yeah, but that wouldn't be very nice."
"Who cares about nice. Tell me you wouldn't love to see Taylor Swift naked on stage!"
"Well, sure."
"So, you buy a ticket and show up and suggest to her that she strip. She wouldn't even know. She'd just do it and everyone at the concert would get a free show."
"Or everyone at the concert would end up stripping too."
"You don't think you can control it? I bet with some practice you can. How about that little Mexican girl behind the counter. Wouldn't you like to see her tits?"
"Well..."
"Come on, Jack. You're a tit man through and through. You'd love to have her go topless. Why not try it? See if you can touch her mind like you did that cop lady, but instead of just listening, tell her to take her top off."
"You really want me to do that?"
"Yeah. I'm betting you can. I think you've got powers that Aphrodite doesn't want you to know about."
"You think?"
"I do. Try it."
I looked around the sandwich shop. As was usual, there was a pretty broad assortment of business people eating, most of them office workers in some way. Most were wearing suits, dresses, nice looking slacks and shirts. This was a business district with hundreds of offices, so it wasn't surprising. The exceptions were the four sandwich shop staff, three of them young women that looked to be in their late twenties at most. The one that Jackie was intent on was a young woman that appeared to be of Mexican or south American descent, wearing the bright red sandwich shop t-shirt which stretched tightly across her very large chest. She wasn't slender, but even so, her chest looked at least two or three sizes too large for her frame. I could make out the outline of an industrial-strength bra under the tightly-stretched shirt.
"Go ahead, try it."
"I think you want to see 'em too," I said softly so nobody else would hear.
"Of course. Anything wrong with that?"
"I guess not." I closed my eyes and tried to focus on her, reaching out with my mind like I had done in the alley. I felt a number of women and reached into their minds to see if I had the right one. For a moment I was startled, feeling one of them pushing back. I had just found an image of her admiring her figure in the bathroom mirror, her tits almost as big as the young woman I was looking for. I jerked back slightly as I felt her mind try to reach back into mine. I shook my head to clear it out and then reached out again, searching for that particular girl.
There, I found her. I saw the image of her standing naked in the shower, stroking herself between her legs with one hand and squeezing one of her huge tits with the other. I tried not to get lost in the moment, suddenly wanting to feel her climax and imagine myself fucking her in that shower. I tried to focus on making her want to walk out of the shower and into the sandwich shop with nothing on. I tried to make her imagine herself pulling up her t-shirt and taking the bra off to fulfill the sudden fantasy that I had just planted. I felt her groan to herself as sexual desire grew in her and I pulled back from her mind to watch.
I was just focusing back in the real world, looking at the girl, waiting to see if the seed I had panted was to bear fruit when another woman stepped into my sight. I looked up at the woman, nude above the waist, with large tits and rock-hard nipples. She was middle-aged, not quite as old as me but close, with short-cropped, spiky blond hair. She smiled as she tossed her satin shirt and bra into my lap.
"This what you wanted to see, lover boy?" she asked huskily as she bent toward me, her big tits swinging down as she reached out to put her hand on my crotch. She rubbed my hardening dick through my pants as she intentionally shook her shoulders slightly to make her tits swing side to side. "Mmmmmmm. I like what I feel. Wanna play a game? I show you mine, you show me yours? I know you like what you see. I can feel it. Come on, lover boy. Stand up and show me what you've got hidden in there."
I didn't seem to have as much control as I thought I should. My hands moved on their own to cup her huge tits and draw them closer to my face. The scent of her perfume was strong in my nostrils as I drew both huge, creamy mounds to my face. She shifted slightly and sat on my lap, facing me, grinding her crotch against the bulge in my pants as I sucked one of her turgid nipples into my mouth. She moaned loudly as I teased the nipple, her hands moving to my button-down shirt. Her fingers teased each button out of its home as I sucked one and then the other nipple. We both grew more and more excited as our minds touched the way that it always happened. I could see into her mind the excitement of being undressed in the sandwich shop. This had been a secret fantasy, to have a stranger take her in a public place, and now it was being fulfilled. She had my shirt unbuttoned and stood up, pulling me up as well. She went to work on my pants while she pushed her face to mine and kissed me.
My lust for her was growing by the moment, the feeling blocking out what else was happening around me. She pushed my pants down and wrapped both hands around my dick. I slid my hands down her sides to her butt and pushed her pants down over her large, round butt cheeks. The elastic band gave little resistance as my fingers pushed her pants and underwear down, leaving her butt completely bare.
I turned her and set her on the table of the booth Jackie and I had been sitting in. I lifted her legs, tipping her back and allowing me to pull her pants down her legs further. I pulled off her high heels and then her pants, leaving her in nothing but a pair of knee-high stockings. She lifted and spread her legs for me, showing me her completely shaved mound and pussy.
"Fuck me. Stick that cock into me and fuck me until you make me come in a huge, screaming orgasm!"
"If that's what you want." I grunted, aimed my now engorged mushroom head at her glistening inner labia. I pressed it against her lips and then forced it quickly into her.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed as I drove all the way into her until my body was pressed to her bare ass. I started to drive into her, plunging in and out while I reached up her body to grasp both nipples. I was falling into a rhythm, jamming my cock into her over and over when Jackie, completely nude again, climbed onto the table and pushed her pussy into the woman's face. Instead of concern or distress or revulsion, I felt her excitement grow as she reached up and eagerly pulled Jackie's hips down and her pussy to her face.
In and out I pumped, feeling the woman's climax growing, her desire flooding out as she inched toward orgasm. She pushed Jackie away slightly and then screamed out that she was coming. Her pussy clenched around me and I felt the energy of her climax rush through me as it always did. It washed over both of us, pushed me over the edge with her and, with a huge grunt, I started shooting my cum deep into her. Shot after shot flowed into her until I was left panting, my cock shrinking inside her.
Only then did I look around and realize that more than half of the customers were naked or partly so, having sex. Clearly my attempt to reach that single woman hadn't gone as planned. Instead of showing me her boobs, she was now laying naked on the counter with another woman's face between her legs, a half-dressed guy pumping his cock in and out of her.
I couldn't help but feel the orgasm of another couple banging away on anther booth's table, the guy in a suit slamming his cock into the young woman, her skirt hiked up to her waist, while his stroking shaft pushed her toward climax. I felt, more than heard, Aphrodite chuckle at what I had inadvertently started. I shook my head and pulled my pants up, pulled Jackie off the woman on the table, and pushed her dress into her hands. "Come on. We should go."
"Do we have to? I was having fun!"
"Yeah, we do. Before trouble comes."
"Oh fine. Spoilsport."
---o---
I was laying naked in bed with Lydia. We'd just had sex with each other, which had become unusual.
"Can I ask you a question?" I whispered to her.
"Sure."
"Do you always think of me when you're having sex with other guys?"
"Huh? Why do you ask that?"
"Just wanted to know if you always thought about me, like you did today in the park?"
"Alright. Give. How do you know I was thinking of you, and how do you know I was having sex in the park?" She pushed up onto an elbow to look down at me.
"I'll tell you if you tell me."
"Not every time, but most of the time. I feel less guilty about it and Aphrodite is helping me picture you doing it with me."
"She is? How do you figure?"
"Well, she gives me all kinds of really sexy images of us fucking. Like the guy in the park. I was picturing you out in the woods, we'd been four-wheeling and we stopped for a break and you seduced me and made love to me on the seat of one of the four-wheelers."
"She showed you that?"
"Uh-huh. It was really hot."
"When did that start?"
"A few days ago, I guess. I'm not sure exactly, it just sort of started happening. Okay, now you've gotta tell me how you knew where I was having sex."
"Well, you how you get super horny when I'm having sex with someone?"
"Yeah. It's still happening. Sort of a bitch because I know when and how many times you're having it."
"Like today?"
She sighed. "Yeah. You were kinda busy today."
"How busy?"
"You had to have screwed at least a dozen women, maybe more."
"Would you believe three?
"Three!? But I felt..."
"You felt the orgasms of all the women that were having sex around me when they came, because all that energy was funneled through me to Aphrodite."
"Ohhh! I didn't even think of that. I just assumed..."
"That I was fucking like a bunny?"
"Something like that. But you still haven't told me how you knew."
"Those images you get of us having sex different places? Those come from the guys you're fucking. They're either memories or fantasies."
"How do you know that?"
"Because I was getting them too, from the women I was having sex with."
"Was? You're not anymore?"
"No. It's grown past that. Now I get thrown into that fantasy as if it were reality. I live it with them, as them. I come back to reality when they climax in their memory. But it only takes a few minutes at most. Some of the situations take hours, but for me it's only minutes."
"Wow. That's... that's crazy."
"It gets more crazy. Today Aphrodite figured out that she could reach out to me through the computer. I didn't have to type it. She did it on her own."
"And this is important, why?"
"Because she told me that she wants to have fun playing with me."
"What does that mean?"
"I think she showed me. She showed me that I have the power to reach out to other minds and not only read them, if you call it that, but to make suggestions."
"And by reach out, you mean..."
"She showed me that I can see into your mind when you're having sex, and see what you are doing, and where. It's like I'm partly looking at you and partly looking though your eyes. So, yeah, I knew you were having sex and where and what you were feeling."
"That's kinda scary."
"Yeah. I don't really have to be close. I can reach out into the mind of any of her acolytes."
"Any time you want?"
"Any time I want."
"Like, now? You can just reach out and see what they're doing?"
"More than that. I can share it."
"How do you know that?"
" I did it accidentally with Jackie today. I showed her what this woman cop was thinking while she was getting fucked."
"And why was a woman cop being fucked?"
"We got a little carried away in an alley downtown when we went to lunch. A few people got involved and I guess the police were called, and well, you know what happens."
"Orgy time."
"Yep."
"So, how do you share?"
"Like this." I rolled over to face her. My dick was unsurprisingly hard. I pulled her to me, letting her lift one leg so I could slip into her. We lay facing each other, my dick in her hot, wet pussy, her nipples pressing to my chest and our noses touching. "Just close your eyes."
I reached out and let my mind run wild. I thought about Suzanne. I knew her mind, I'd touched it many times so she was easy to find. I sensed her and then let myself sink into her reality.
She wasn't sure she really wanted what was happening, but now that it was she was surprised at how much she enjoyed it. A whole group of men watched her eagerly as she removed her next to last piece of clothing. Taking her bra off in front of ten men was thrilling.
She loved how her body looked, and the she was finding it exhilarating showing it off to these guys. Dropping her bra left the men shouting and cheering for more. She knew what they wanted, but she wanted to tease them a bit more. She faced them with her arm across her tits not letting them see yet.
She danced to the music, feeling the alcohol coursing through her, reducing her inhibition. She looked at Mike, grinning widely while she moved and shook her body. It'd been hard for him to convince her to do this, but after watching Elain do it, slowly strip, and then play with herself in front of them allowed him time to ply her with a bit more liquid courage. She was the only black woman at the party, and she suspected that might be part of the attraction they had to her. Her tits were large, but not as big as Elain's, and the guys had gone wild for her tits.
She slowly dropped her arm and used it to cup under her now-exposed tits, lifting them and making them even more prominent. She felt her pussy getting wetter as she wiggled and swayed to the music. She moved her arms out and let them see what they wanted. She danced closer to the men and their wives, leaning over toward them to let them reach up and grab her tits. Don, her boss, squeezed her nipples and made her moan. "You wanna see more?" she asked him.
"Fuck yes," he whispered as if he were afraid someone else might hear.
She straightened up and looked down at him, looked at his wife sitting next to him. "I dare you to take his pants off."
"Me?"
"Uh huh. Take his pants off," she repeated.
"What the hell, why not?" she said suddenly. "Come on, Don. You always say you're up for anything." She stood up in front of him expectantly. He stood up, and she reached for his belt and started to undo it.
"I think you should join me," he said, reaching to the front of her shirt and started undoing buttons while she undid his pants. Everyone was suddenly looking at Don and his wife Emma. His pants slid down his legs and then she pushed his boxers down, freeing his hard-on. She grasped his cock, just holding it at first, making her let go just long enough while he took her blouse off. She blushed brightly but didn't stop him from reaching around her back to unclip her bra. "I think that's plenty far enough," she said suddenly, letting go of his dick to sit back down.
"Now you get your reward." Suzanne stepped back to him. She turned around to face away, bent over and pushed her butt at him. "Go ahead. Take 'em off... if you dare."
She waited, her pussy tingling at the thought of showing off all her best bits to her co-workers. She pushed her big, black butt at Don, her pink lace panties covering her cheeks, the soft, smooth crotch damp with her moisture. She felt his fingers tentatively stroke her skin, not grabbing her panties at first, but just stroking over her smooth skin. His fingers finally found the waistband. She could feel his fingers tremble as she let him slide her sexy little panties down. "Go ahead. You know you want to."
He sat back down as he pulled them down her legs. She stepped each foot out, leaving her in the high heel sandals she'd worn. She wiggled her butt back and forth, slowly inching back toward him. She felt her cheeks brush against something and then knew that she had done what she'd wanted. She rubbed her butt cheeks back and forth across his face, felt his fingers come up between her legs and stroke her pussy. She moaned softly as he reached his tongue out to lick her. "Oh yeah. That's it, Don. Lick my hot cunt," she moaned as he stroked a finger between her lips.
"God." He panted as he paused his licking and slurping her wet, black pussy. "God, this is so fucking hot!"
"Then why don't you put something else there." She shuffled forward without straightening up. She stayed bent over, waiting, hoping, expecting. How could he refuse her?
She felt his hand on her butt, and then his engorged cock head against her lips. "Ohhhhh fuck yes. Make me come, baby. Pump it into me until you make me scream!" She felt his cock push, sliding into her hot, wet depths. His cock wasn't huge, but it was big enough to feel good. He held her hips and starts stroking in and out of her.
"OH fuck yes," he groaned as he pumped his hips to drive into her.
"Don!" his wife gasped. "In front of everyone?"
"You wanna get naked and take her place?" he asked without stopping. "I don't know why, but I just gotta fuck her."
"Alright! I will!" she said quickly. She stood up and started stripping her pants off. Emma was quite a bit older than Suzanne was, but she didn't look at all her age naked. Suzanne reached out and pulled her around toward her, straightened enough to bring her face to Emma's chest height and then drew her closer, closing her lips around one of Emma's nipples.
"Oh my god, no," Emma gasped, but she didn't pull away. She stood frozen in place while Suzanne sucked on her nipple, and her husband pumped his cock into Suzanne. This was totally inappropriate to do in front of the rest of them, but she couldn't seem to bring herself to make Suzanne stop. In fact, the longer she did it, the less she wanted her to stop.
She felt Suzanne's fingers stroke her pussy, causing her to gasp in surprise and then moan in pleasure. Emma looked around and, to her surprise, the other wives were standing in front of husbands not their own, stripping like Suzanne had done. She knew this wasn't right, but she also knew that she wanted this. She pulled away from Suzanne and stepped to Mike. Without asking, she knelt down and started to undo his pants. She quickly had his rock-hard dick out and her lips around it.
"That's it. Suck his cock." Suzanne groaned as Don worked his cock in and out of her, thrusting hard into her. Her orgasm was growing by the moment, getting stronger as she watched her friends all stripping and touching each other. She had little doubt that soon she'd see them all fucking, and if she was lucky, getting to feel all their sexy cocks inside her.



"Oh fuck. I'm going to come," Don moaned loudly, his thrusts suddenly getting even harder. She waited, her own orgasm just waiting to feel his cum squirting into her. She heard Emma moan and looked over to where her husband was sitting, Emma was no longer kneeling in front of him, she was standing bow legged over his chair, holding his cock upright while she lowered herself down.
"OH FUUUUUCK!" Emma moaned as Mike's cock slid up into her, sending a shiver through her.
The sudden addition to the stimulus she was getting from Don made her tremble as her climax broke over her. Her whole body felt like it was on fire inside. Don must have felt her pussy clenching because he suddenly jammed his cock into her. She felt his cum surging into her, and the energy of his orgasm flowing into and through her. She loved the sensation of his orgasm mixing with hers, couldn't wait to feel it with the other men in the room. This party had been a great idea, and she knew she wouldn't have any trouble convincing them to get naked as well.
"Shit," Lydia gasped, her body still trembling as her climax ran its course. "What the fuck was that?"
"That, is what has been happening to me for a couple days."
"It was like I was there... no. It was like I was her!" Lydia gasped. "And you came too?"
"I did." I said breathlessly.
"And you can just reach out and do that with anyone?"
"Anyone that I'm having sex with, and I think any of her acolytes."
"Damn. Can I do that?"
"Do you want to?"
"Well, I've been having fun with what I'm getting from the guys I'm having sex with. But it might be cool to be able to see what other guys like you are doing."
"Guys like me?"
"Yeah, priests."
"You're welcome to try."
She closed her eyes and I waited for her to tell me what she was feeling.
"That's it, baby," Mike said. The woman on his lap bounced up and down on him. Her tits weren't huge, but her forty-ish year old tits bounced tantalizingly in front of his face while her pussy stroked up and down his cock. He'd never really liked Suzanne's co-workers all that much, but he had to admit he was enjoying seeing all their wives' naked bodies. This was already the third one to come sit on his dick, and he doubted he'd be able to hold his climax at bay for much longer.
"Oh fuck, I love your cock!" the woman groaned as she pounded herself down his shaft over and over.
"Damn!" Lydia groaned, shaking her head. "I wasn't expecting that."
"What? Mike? It doesn't surprise me. He's the first priest you christened."
"Yeah, but still. If I wanted to see Mike fucking, I could see that any time I wanted."
"Okay, so try again."
"Okay, here goes." She closed her eyes again and I waited, this time longer.
He stopped after walking out of the locker room and surveyed the gym. There was row after row of different machines; weight machines, rowing machines, ellipticals and treadmills. Pretty much anything one would need. It was late, but that's the way he liked it when he came to his workout. There weren't too many people, and the women that came late to work out almost never came alone. Some were married and had their husbands, but most came with another woman for protection. He chuckled to himself. There was no protection against what he was about to do. He walked down a row of weight machines and selected one. The weight machines and free weights were all close to the huge mirrored wall. He settled on the machine and looked into the mirror for a good target to start with. He hadn't ever done this, but he knew it would be okay after last night.
There, she was slender, but had a nice-sized chest for someone that looked barely eighteen. Of course, she had to be or she wouldn't be there at this hour. Her friend was a little stockier and had bigger boobs, but he really liked ones that were just a handful. Of course what he liked the best was those young-looking pussies. Last thing he needed was to get in trouble, so he had to be sure she was old enough.
He stared at her in the mirror, focusing on her eyes. It took several lingering seconds before her gaze met his and the two locked together. It almost seemed like a superpower. He knew that he could command her to strip and show him her body while she worked out. He'd start there, and then let her fuck him. He could only fantasize about this until last night. It was after that woman from the Yoga studio had caught him staring at her last night. She waked straight to him where he sat at the weight machine and, without a word, he knew that she wanted him to undress. He tried to resist the thought, but he couldn't. He stood and pulled off his shorts and t-shirt. He never wore underwear, hoping that he'd get a chance to flash his stuff at some sexy thing. He never thought it'd be him on the other end of this. Once he was naked, she made him take her workout stuff off. The sports bra first and then the biker shorts. She put her hands on his shoulders to force him to his knees. She stepped back and sat and then laid on one of the weight benches.
"Lick me" she'd said. He loved licking pussy, but didn't have much actual experience. It didn't seem to matter. He stuck his tongue out and stroked it up her slit. He could tell she was excited, but he wasn't exactly sure how he knew that. He continued to lick, sliding his tongue up her slit over and over until she suddenly jerked hard, juices gushing out at him from her pussy. He held his face between her legs as long, powerful sprays of her juices surged at him. He opened his mouth and caught some. It didn't taste bad, so he swallowed it down. She had barely finished climaxing when she stood up from the bench, making room for another woman.
She was older, and already naked. He knew what he was supposed to do, stuck his face between her legs and started to lick. Her pussy was much hairier than the last's, and she had lots more inner labia, but it was still incredible to be licking her here in public. He had often fantasized about stripping one of the women here and fucking her. Now he was on his knees licking a second nude woman. He could see more women in the mirror, almost a dozen, stripping. He licked the woman's clit until she came, and then another came and laid down. He didn't stop until he had licked every single one of them to climax.
She commanded him to stand and all the women watched as he stroked his rock-hard cock, working it and stroking it until she stepped in front of him. She bent over and let him put his dick in her. Not for long. Definitely not long enough. He only got to stroke into her for a few seconds before she pulled away and commanded him to make himself cum. It was partly embarrassing, and mostly not. He was the center of attention while he jacked himself off for a dozen nude women. When he came, he squirted so hard that his cum splattered on one of the younger women's mound and legs. She stepped toward him and made him lick his cum from her, and while he did he couldn't help but slip his fingers into her pussy. That's when he realized he could feel what she was feeling. He could feel her orgasm building inside, her body tingling when he dipped his tongue between her lips and across her clit. He didn't understand how, but he could feel it inside himself as she climaxed around his fingers, almost as if he were climaxing himself. His own body seemed to need another orgasm of its own and she seemed to feel it too. She pushed him back until he was lying on the rubberized floor, and then squatted over him.
His hard dick slid easily into her hot, wet pussy. She pushed herself down on him and then bounced wildly, working his cock until he came, his cum flowing powerfully into her depths. He felt the other woman in the room and wondered what it would be like to see a whole gym full of naked women having sex. He didn't have to think about it long before the women had found male partners and were undressing them. There were more men than women, but that didn't seem to matter. The ladies were all taking one or more men on so no one was left out.
He walked up and down the lines of machines, stopping at every woman that he thought was attractive, thinking to them that he wanted to feel them. Dutifully, they all stood up and bent over to let him drive into them, stroking his cock in and out until he'd fucked every one of them and come inside four. He couldn't believe his dick was still hard, but it stayed that way until all the women and their male partners had climaxed.
The women had all seemed confused, not sure why they were naked, but also not overly concerned. The men and women picked up their clothes and walked to the dressing rooms to shower. All but one. One young girl that stayed naked, watching him.
"I know what you're doing," she said quietly as she walked toward him.
"What do you mean?"
"Yes. I know you didn't start it, but I know you made us all fuck each other."
"Did I?"
"You know you did and so do I."
"Am I in trouble?"
"Not as long as you keep it up."
"Wait, you're not turning me in to the cops or something?"
"No." She stepped close enough for her small breasts to press to his chest. He could feel her hard nipples poke into his chest. "All that is required is that at least once each time you use your power, that you come in the mouth of at least one woman. Pick the sexiest, hottest, woman and make sure you cum in her mouth. After that, you can fuck her or any other woman you want."
"Any that I want? Really?"
She whispered, "That's what I said," then pressed her lips to his and pulled him down to the floor with her, on top of her, helped him settle between her legs. She guided his cock to her pussy and let him slide into her, lifting her legs high and pulling them back to give him access to her pussy like he had never experienced before. He drove into her with abandon, pumping his cock wildly into her. He could feel her orgasm growing, becoming undeniable and then, suddenly, burst forth. Both of them climaxed in unison, sharing their juices as he pumped her full of his cum. It wasn't until he'd pushed up off of her, his dripping cock pulling from her pussy, his cum leaking down the crack of her butt, that he noticed the wedding ring. It was a huge diamond ring, so whoever was married to this sexy young thing was damn rich. He hoped there wouldn't be repercussions from fucking her multiple times.
He sat on the bench of the weight machine, staring at the young woman. He started just thinking about her undressing, thinking he could make his powers work. She looked damn sexy doing the thigh machine nude. Her friend started to protest as she undressed. Karl looked at the other young woman and shrugged to himself. "Why not." He thought. In moments instead of protesting, she was undressing too. Now nude, the sexy young woman sat on the machine and began to squeeze and release her thighs, her pussy showing and disappearing with each repetition. He watched until his cock was hard and then he stood. He moved to a weight bench and laid down, thinking at the woman to come fuck him.
She came to him, as did her friend. The young woman climbed over his body on the padded table, pulled his shorts down his body and grasped his cock. It only took a moment to get herself situated and lower her pussy onto his cock. He groaned quietly as she began to lift and lower, bouncing herself faster and faster. He knew he was going to come any second. His body was so keyed up from thinking about this all day that he knew he was going to come fast, and he did.
She moaned in complaint as his cock erupted inside her. She could feel shot after powerful shot of his cum pumping into her, flowing into her and filling her. Two rather irate women stomped over to where he was being fucked and began to berate him. It was surprisingly easy to command them to strip. They had makeup on and their workout clothes were name brand. They looked like stuck up forty year old bitches that had more money than sense. He commanded them with a single thought to help the woman off his dick and then lick her until she climaxed. In a few moments, they'd helped her off of him, and laid her on the floor. On their hands and knees, one was between her legs and the other half over her body. The two started to take turns licking her, making her already-excited body squirm and wiggle under their attentions.
He could feel her orgasm building like he had with the last woman last night as the two licked her. He walked around them, enjoying the view of their assess in the air, their pussies exposed. He grinned to himself as he stopped behind one, kneeling down and stuffing his cock into her. She cried out in surprise as he plunged into her, driving hard into her pussy for only a few short minutes before she started to orgasm. He still didn't understand how, but he could feel what she felt as she was climaxing and the sensations made his cock swell and begin to come inside her. He held it deep in her pussy as his body pumped his load deep inside. Only after he'd finished did he pulled his hard cock out of her and walk around to the other.
"Hope you enjoy this," he said as he plunged into the second woman. He closed his eyes and felt her pussy caressing his cock as he moved in and out. He suddenly didn't want to rush. He wanted to enjoy this and make it last. He pushed his cock in and out while looking at the rest of the gym patrons ignoring them completely, as if they weren't even there. He smiled to himself and thought how hot it'd be to have all the women get topless and suck off the guys.
As he watched the women start to get undressed. Most didn't stop with their tops, but pulled everything off before finding a guy close by to suck. He looked back down at the woman in front of him and wished she'd lie on her back for him so he could see her tits. She suddenly pushed him back, and out of her pussy. She turned around and practically wrested him to the floor. With a grin, she pinned his hands above his head which, being considerably stronger than he was, she could easily do. She lowered her tits to his face and teased her nipples across his lips. He opened his mouth and sucked one in, drawing a moan from her. She arched her back and shifted her body until he felt her hot wetness meet his hard-on again. She pushed back on him, sliding fully onto him before she started to rock. On and off, she moved, her nipple in his mouth. He could feel her orgasm growing as she rode him, inching his cock closer and closer to letting go.
"FUCK!" the woman cried out as orgasm washed over her, his body feeling the energy of her climax and adding his own to it. The two powerful orgasms merged together and his cock flooded her pussy with cum.
"Holy fuck" Lydia panted as she lay against me, her body trembling with the remnants of her surprise orgasm. She felt my hard cock inside, her, twitching as I too panted. "Jesus, did we just... you know... fuck while he was?"
"I don't know, but I damn well know I felt their orgasm as much as the ones we had earlier."
"Omygod. If I can do that any time I want. Hell, this could be addicting!"
"Yes, it could," I agreed.
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Lydia rolled over against me, shaking. It was nearly time to get up so I wasn't hard to rouse, but I could tell she was still asleep, apparently having some kind of dream. Her whole body shook and trembled as if she were having an orgasm, little moans and gasps slipping from her. I could only guess that she was having some kind of sex dream, though I couldn't tell if it was caused by Aphrodite or accidentally reaching out with her newfound power. If it was Aphrodite, waking her wasn't a good idea. I held her tightly, letting the dream run its course. She was, as was the new norm, in bed naked. She felt me against her and I presumed it translated to something in her dream. She pressed herself against me and began to move her pelvis against my thigh. I could feel her wetness growing and she was soon lying half on top of me, grinding against my body.
Her scent and actions were getting me very turned on, and my cock was soon hard, trapped between us. She ground her pussy against my cock, stimulating me even more. It wasn't hard, in fact, it was very easy. I reached around her thigh, found my now rock-hard cock and shifted my body sightly, allowing me to guide it to her wet lips. She moaned in her sleep and pushed herself down, forcing her pussy over my cock. Her hips, still rocking, instead of grinding herself against me were working me in and out of her wet depths. I felt her mind touch mine in her sleep. It was a gentle touch at first, and then I suddenly found myself someplace completely different.
I stood behind my wife, who was in front of a floor to ceiling mirror covering the entire wall. It didn't take more than a moment to realize it was a gym. She was standing with her feet apart and her arms up and apart. I looked at her in the mirror, her body completely nude, her hands restrained by the ropes of a weight machine on either side of her, the weights pulling the handles attached to the ropes to stretch her arms. Her feet were tied to huge bell weights on the floor so she couldn't move her legs together. Her nipples were rock-hard and she was moaning loudly, begging me to make her come. Her pussy was sopping wet around my cock. The line of men behind me told the story. She was having a train run on her by every guy at the gym. From the look of the men with limp dicks standing around, making out with the female gym members, I was a considerable way down the line. Her wetness was from nearly a dozen loads of cum in her pussy.
"Come on. Hurry it up!" the guy behind me said.
I looked again at my wife in the mirror and realized she wasn't my wife. She looked damn close, but it wasn't Lydia. I knew my wife's body like the back of my hand. The dark birthmark on this woman's thigh wasn't Lydia's, and her pussy had considerably more inner labia protruding and enveloping my shaft. Her dark hair was longer and because it was hanging in her face, made it hard to see with detail. No, this wasn't Lydia. But who was it?
"You gonna fuck her or what!?" the guy behind me said irritably.
"I... um..." I started to reply.
"Come on. We all want a chance at the other ladies."
"Why not just go do them?"
"Because she said we had to cum inside this bitch first," the guy two guys back snapped. "Didn't you listen?"
"Apparently not."
"Well, fuck her or get out of the way."
"Yeah," I answered, suddenly feeling driven to do just that. I held her waist and started pumping my hips. In and out I slid, finding that my body was much closer to climax than I'd thought. I humped aggressively into her, pumping my shaft deep into her as my climax slipped up on me. My body jerked hard and I felt my cum lancing into her pussy in powerful shots. I stood there twitching and jerking for a few more moments before a woman in a sports bra and floppy nylon shorts stepped over and grabbed my arm. She pulled me away from the restrained woman, tugging me away toward a stack of mats. She reached for her shorts and pushed them down. She was middle aged, with a heavy, dark mat of curls between her legs. It looked like it had been trimmed just enough to not poke out of bikini-sized panties. She sat on the mats then lifted and spread her legs.
"Here you go, baby. Lick me until you make me come, if you can."
'I'm supposed to give you oral sex?" I asked.
"You do know how, don't you?"
"Yeah, I just..."
"You weren't paying attention? Not surprised. I think all of you guys were focused on her from the moment she started undressing. If that woman hadn't told you all to fuck her, you'd still just be staring at her. Now it's my turn. Make me come, baby, and then we can fuck all you want."
"Yeah, sure." I knelt down between her legs and licked her pussy lips, surprised at how wet she was already. I teased my tongue between her lips and searched out her clit, making her moan loudly once I found it. I started to lick the length of her slit, driving deep between her soft, delicate lips. I started getting into it, her moans and gasps coaxing me along. Her juices grew softer and wetter as she inched toward climax. I pushed two fingers into her pussy, drawing a cry of pleasure. Her hips moved as I pushed my fingers in and out of her, her panting and moaning growing as her climax approached.
"GOD! GOING TO COME!" she squealed as her body started to tremble. Her legs and arms started first and then I felt her pussy clench around me as her whole body started to shake. I felt her juices gushing from her around my fingers as she came.
I pulled my face from between her legs and shifted onto my knees between her legs. My dick was rock-hard again and I was more than ready to stuff it into her. I'd done what she asked, and now it was pretty obvious by her still spread legs and the look in her eyes that she was ready to be fucked. She watched me as I aimed my cock at her and slid it slowly in.
Her wet pussy was velvety soft and hot as it pulsed and spasmed around me. She moaned almost as soon as I was inside her and moving in and out. Unlike the woman tied to the equipment, this woman's pussy was tight around me. As I pushed in and out of her, I moved my hands up to her sports bra and pushed it up, exposing her little B-cup tits. I grasped both apple-sized boobs and squeezed them as I jammed my cock wildly into her.
"FUCK YES! GOD GONNA COME AGAIN!" she screamed.
"Fuck yes," I grunted as my body jerked. I felt my cum lancing into her as her body started to shudder again. Her pussy squeezed and released my spurting cock almost in time with my surges. I stood between her legs, looking down lustfully at her body, still holding her tits.
"Oh god, that felt good." She panted as she stroked my arms. "You fuck really good. I wouldn't mind fucking you a whole lot more. If you're interested, that is."
"I'm married."
She frowned as she looked back at me. "Really? You're gonna make that excuse? You could just say you don't wanna fuck me."
"But I am." I held my hand out for her to show her my ring, and then realized that I didn't have a wedding ring on. I looked at my other hand and didn't find the other ring either. I tilted my head up to look at myself in the mirror wall, and froze. I wasn't me. I felt like me, but the face looking back at me wasn't.
"Yeah. If you don't think I'm sexy, just say so. I just thought that since you've been staring at me every day..."
What I answered in the next few seconds could have a pretty significant effect on both their lives. I took a breath and answered. "I do think you're sexy. I was just kidding. I didn't want you to feel trapped."
"So you do think I'm sexy?"
"Hell yes," I answered, lowering my face to her chest. I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and heard her moan loudly in pleasure. Her hands moved to my butt, and she began to rock her hips, moving my partly-hard cock inside her. I could feel myself growing inside her, my cock swelling as her pussy caressed me. She was sopping wet inside from our combined cum. It didn't really matter. The sounds of multiple couples fucking and the feeling and sound of her being stimulated was more than enough to start my own orgasm growing again.
"OH FUCK NO!" I heard screamed. I pulled my face from the tit in front of me and looked over to the sound of the cry. The woman tied to the equipment stood, sagging against the restraints on her wrists, her whole body shuddering and shaking as she climaxed. I watched the guy behind her pull out, his very large cock dripping with cum. As soon as he was out her, cum started leaking from her, some dripping to the floor, some leaking down her thighs. Her body stopped shuddering but continued to shake. I realized she was crying.
"Shit," I whispered to myself as I found myself back in bed, holding Lydia's shaking body. "Hon, wake up."
She startled and jerked up, looking around in momentary panic and then flopped down onto the bed again. "Ohhhh fuck."
"You okay?"
"I am, but she's not."
"The woman in the gym?"
"You saw?"
"I was one of the guys."
"Oh god. I'm sorry."
"You're sorry about what?"
"It was my fault. I was dreaming that I could reach out with my mind and make guys do anything I wanted. You know, strip and walk around naked at work all day like the ladies do at your work. Then I was her. She was being led into the gym by a woman named Latisha. Dark hair, sculpted body, nice tits. She was coming into the gym every day and the woman I was, Nichole, watched her go into the men's locker room and then after an hour or so she'd come out and leave. One day she got curious, and she snuck in to see what she was doing there. She was in the shower with several guys, one behind her fucking her while she sucked another. Two more guys were waiting their turn. She snuck back out and thought she got away with seeing her without getting caught."
"But she didn't?"
"No. This Latisha woman stopped at the counter and said, 'You wanted to see, now you'll get to feel it.'" She suddenly had the overwhelming urge to go into the locker room, strip, and let as many guys as wanted to, to fuck her. She'd go in every day, sometimes more than once a day, and let anyone who wanted to, to fuck her. She tried not to, but she couldn't resist. One time she was in there when her husband showed up to surprise her and take her to lunch, and found her being fucked by three guys at once."
"Oh shit."
"Uh huh. He wanted a divorce, obviously. When Latisha came in again she screamed at her that she had done this. She had ruined her life. Latisha gave her a dare. She'd fix the problem if she could take every man in the gym without climaxing."
"And that was what we were watching."
"Uh huh. If she could take every man in the gym without climaxing, she'd take the urge to have sex with other men away, and if she didn't, her husband would have to lie on the floor and take every guy's load from the other women's pussy. That was the price."
"And she lost?"
"She almost made it. Two guys short. With her husband watching the whole thing."
"I'm sorry. And you were her the whole time?"
"It was super embarrassing. This Latisha, she gave Nicole the desire to do it, but also made her remember it all. It was fucking mean. If anything I know I don't ever want to do that many guys at once. I thought three were tough, but over twenty? It wasn't fun. At least not for me."
"And this Latisha, she must have been an acolyte."
"I'd say so. Nichole wasn't, she was just, well, an ordinary woman who suddenly wanted to be gangbanged, even though she never had been before."
"I wish there was something I could do."
Lydia stared at me for a few moments. "You could. I'm not sure I could, but I bet you could."
"How?"
"Well, you can get into Nichole's and her husband's heads and fix things. Then you could teach this Latisha a lesson."
"Yeah. I suppose I could. But should I?"
"Didn't you say that some acolytes were thrown out of the temple? You could take her power away."
"Yeah, but would Aphrodite approve?"
"You're the chief priest. It's your job, right?"
"I guess."
"Good. Get comfortable and see if you can help that poor woman."
"Fine. I rolled onto my back and closed my eyes. I'd been to the gym as that other guy, so all I had to do was find him again and then I'd be able to focus on her husband.
The tall blonde was squatting over the man on the floor, grinding her pussy against his face. I glanced around the room and saw Nichole, still restrained, a bunch of other women and men fucking, and then I saw her, in the corner, watching with a smirk on her face. Latisha, the instigator of all this. I needed to touch her mind without being drawn in. The guy I was in was sitting between a woman's, legs, resting his back against her chest while he stroked her calves and she stroked his chest and partly-hard dick. I really didn't want to interrupt something that clearly could turn into a more valuable relationship, so I picked another guy to jump to. I spotted a guy sitting alone on the seat of a machine, staring at Nicole lustfully.
It only took a moment to jump into his body. I was immediately assailed by feelings of wanton desire as he stared at her nude body. Left to his own devices, I had no doubt that he would, in very few minutes, act on that desire and take her again. I could see darkness in the back of his mind. He didn't want to just fuck her again. He wanted to fuck her hard. This dude was into rough sex, slapping his partner and forcing his cock where he wanted it no matter how it felt for her. I had a personal dislike for guys like this. I was about to plant a very unsavory desire in his mind, when a better idea struck me. He/I turned to look at Latisha.
I focused his desire, not on Nichole, but on Latisha. He stared at her hungrily. I could feel his desire bubble up inside as he stared at her, clad in black leather boots, a black miniskirt and a black silk tank top. Her black makeup made her look dark and foreboding, but I tickled his desire and made his want even stronger. She was the only one dressed, and I made him want to change that. I pushed his already dark desire to want her now.
He got up and walked toward her. For a few moments she didn't see him, focused on watching the husband lick the blonde woman sitting on his face. When she saw him, she visibly stiffened. I could feel her mind reaching for his, telling him to stop. I used my power to push it away as if batting away a mosquito. He continued to walk toward her.
She pushed off the wall, her body stiffening more. I reached from his mind to hers, feeling her search for a way out. I forced her to stay rooted, focused her mind on him, on his hard cock. I tweaked her mind a little, making her fear that he was going to take her. Of course he was, but I wanted her to not want it to happen. I wanted her to feel what it felt like to be forced to do something you didn't want to.
I stepped to her and grabbed her wrists. I grinned evilly at her as I pulled her back to where Nichole was restrained. I pushed her mind and made her release Nichole and then step to where she had been. I let her feel the fear that was building, but refused to let her move herself. She lifted her hands in the air to allow the guy to slip the looped weight machines loops around her wrists.
"Oh god no. Don't," she pleaded softly as he knelt in front of her to tie off her legs like Nichole's had been. He stood and grabbed at her shirt. I didn't have to direct him at all. He ripped her shirt apart and pulled it off, ripping the shoulder straps of her bra apart before leaning into her to slide his arms around her back. I left him to his own devices for a moment, pushing my mind into Nichole's. I found the hidden desire that had been planted to get fucked in the locker room and replaced it with a desire to have sex with her husband anyplace he asked.
I left her mind and slipped into his, still with the woman on his face. I could tell he'd already licked a total of eight women, and could feel the soreness of his jaw and tongue. I gently collected the memories of Nichole being fucked, both in the locker room and while restrained and gathered them into a box. I had him close the box and then slowly squeeze it smaller and smaller until there was nothing but a small speck. I couldn't make the memories go complete away. But I'd picked up enough from watching Aphrodite do it that I was confident. Barring a really traumatic experience, it'd stay tucked away.
The next thing to do was to plant the seed in his mind. When the woman on his face climaxed, it would end his desire to lick her and all the other women in the gym, and to desperately want to have sex with his wife. I suggested that they needed a shower and he should take her to the ladies shower and wash with her, and have sex. I suggested that she was the most beautiful woman in the world and that he wanted her more than anything. He wanted to share with her, anyplace and any time. The more often the better. Any time she showed him her panties or her nipples, he'd want to have sex with her.
I reached back into her mind again, now having a better idea of what I wanted to do. I collected her memoires as well, and had them boxed and tied with a ribbon. I then turned that ribbon into a steel strap that no tool could cut. I made her look at her husband and feel desire. Any time she wanted him to kiss her, all she needed to do was to show him her nipples or a little bit of her underwear. I knew what that would do, and it was the best way I could think of to cement their desire for each other.
With damage control done, I turned my attention to Latisha. The guy I had joined with had her naked, her clothing lying strewn around her in pieces. Other than her boots, she was completely nude and, from the look of it, wouldn't be wearing any of it again.
He was on his knees, licking her pussy, her lips framed by dark little curls that matched her hair. He licked and teased her clit, not trying to get her off, actually trying to get her close but not let her over the top. I could see in his mind that he wanted her to get close, over and over, and then to fuck her, finally getting her off with his cock and fingers, so stimulated that she'd squirt for him.
I reached into her mind and took away her inability to move herself. She immediately began struggling against her bonds, fear growing with the realization that she couldn't escape. I didn't understand her fear. It wasn't fear of him. She'd been fucked by numerous guys in the locker room, so I couldn't believe it was being fucked by a stranger. I was a little afraid to slip deeper into her mind, afraid I might not be able to control her if I was too deep inside her. I stood up and stepped around her. I looked over her shoulder as I pressed my body against her back, reaching around to her big, soft tits. I cupped each one, letting my hard cock slide up and down the crack of her ass. I squeezed her nipples and made her moan.
I let go of one tit to push my dick down, letting it slide between her thighs. I watched her struggle in the mirror, knowing that she had no choice. I squatted down and then back up again, driving my cock up into her hot, wet pussy. "Ohhh fuck yes," I groaned as my hard-on slid into her hot wetness. I held her tits and watched in the mirror as I started to stroke. I pushed in and out of her pussy, feeling her try to escape, knowing she couldn't. I slid a hand slowly down her body, down her stomach, to her mound and then further. I curled two fingers between her legs and stroked her wet lips. I continued to stroke in and out, letting my fingers find her clit.
"OH FUCK!" she cried as I stroked it, making her whole body squirm. I could feel her fear, and at the same time, her desire. She wanted this. She wanted this very much, but she was afraid of something. I plunged into her faster, my body slapping her ass while my fingers frantically stroked her clit. Her climax was almost upon her and mine was seconds away. "NOOOO!" she cried as my cock swelled inside her. My body jerked and I felt a powerful shot of cum lance up into her. Over and over, my body jerked as my cock surged my cum deep into her. The entire time, her body shook and trembled in climax. I was confused as her body climaxed, but her words were 'No, no, no,' over and over.



I reached into her mind to plant a parting thought and suddenly understood. None of the guys she fucked in the locker room came inside her. She'd climax and when it was their time, she'd made them pull out and squirt on her body. In the week that she'd been fucking in the locker room, she'd never taken a load because she was married and trying to have a baby. She desperately loved the feeling of being fucked in a public place and being fucked by multiple guys, but neither were things her husband would agree too. Her fear was of what had just happened: having me come in her pussy.
I doubted there was anything I could do to keep her from getting pregnant. There was something I could do about her desires and her attitude. I planted two seeds. The first was that if she was rewarded with sexual desire for being sweet and nice, and a loss of that desire when she was bitching or mean. Of course it was based on what she thought was mean, but It was a start.
The second thing I planted was to get her husband to go into the ladies locker room with her and have sex. I reached out from her mind to her husband. Spouses were usually strongly linked, and she was no exception. I found his mind and planted a desire to have sex with her in any public place he could convince her to try. Then, before pulling out, I did one more thing. I severed her connection to Aphrodite. She might still have the urges, but she would no longer be a conduit. If I did what I hoped, she'd be one insatiable woman for her husband, whenever and wherever she might be.
I pulled away and was once again lying in bed with Lydia.
"I can't believe you did that," she whispered. "It was mean and sweet at the same time."
I chuckled. "You rode along with me on that, did you?"
She just shrugged before kissing me and then moving on top of me to ride me the way I loved the most.
---o---
I'd only had sex three times that morning, Twice with Rachel and once with Gail. No matter how hard I tried, there was no way I wasn't going to get turned on when they walked in and flashed boobs or pussy at me. It was almost one and I was set up for a zoom meeting with a customer when Charity strolled into my office.
"Hey there, hot stuff. Guess what I've got in my hand?" she said, waving some papers.
"What's that?"
"The settlement. We got everything we wanted and then some. I guess you're a better negotiator than I thought."
"Helps to fuck the hell out of the opposing lawyer."
"Fucking your lawyer isn't a bad way to go, either. Which reminds me. For some reason I just can't seem to keep any panties on. I put them on twice at home and took them back off without even thinking about it. I managed to get out the door and then took them off on the bus to flash this really cute woman. I don't think she wanted to have sex, but damn she was hot. Now I'm all turned on, with no panties on. Know anything you can do about that?"
"I have a meeting in two minutes," I answered.
"Two minutes? I bet we can get it done that fast." She dropped the papers on my desk and stepping around it, pulled her dress up and pushed my chair away from the desk. She reached for my pants, quickly unzipped them and fished out my already growing hard-on. "I bet I can get this in," she whispered as she turned to face away from me. She leaned over and reached between her legs for my dick and then aimed it at her pussy as she lowered her sexy ass toward my lap.
"Ohhhh nice," I groaned as she worked my mostly-hard dick into her.
"Ohhh yeah," she moaned softly as she started to gently lift and lower, working not to let my dick slip out of her as it grew harder. "So fucking good." She undid the front of her blouse and pulled her bra up over her tits. She took my hands and pulled them to her tits. "Oh god yes. Fuck me lover."
"Damn!" I heard from my computer. I looked past her to the computer to see the screen filled with a man's face. Charity squeaked and pulled off my dick, scampering out of sight of the camera. "I think I need to get my secretary to do that!"
"She's a lawyer actually."
"Shit. Even better. Always wanted to fuck a lawyer."
"Alright. I get it. Just forget what you saw and let's get to work, shall we?"
"I'd prefer you bring her back. That was better than any porn show. That happen regularly in your office?"
"More than I want to admit," I said, shaking my head and sliding my chair up to the desk so my pussy-juiced hard-on wasn't visible.
"Damn. I think I need to change jobs. I like yours."
"Enough fun. Can we get to work now?"
"Sure. But I still think you should have her come back and sit on your lap."
--o---
It was almost two hours before we were done and I pushed back from the computer and took a deep breath.
"What was that?" I saw Aphrodite type on my computer screen.
"That? It was a zoom session."
"You mean like a movie on the tv? I learned about tv's the other day. Interesting invention."
"No, not like a tv. This is a live conference call."
"You mean the man on the other end was real?"
"Of course."
"I've seen little men on the tv, but those are not real. I can not feel them if I reach out to them."
"Those are recordings. The people are real, but they did what you are watching long ago."
"But this zoom. They are real?"
"Sure. I'll show you." I got up and walked to Rachel's office. "Hey, you want to do me a favor? Do a zoom meeting and invite me."
"A zoom meeting? Wouldn't it be easier to just come fuck me in person?"
"Trust me. It would. I'm showing her what zoom is."
"Her? OHHHHHH! Her! Sure, sexy. By the way, you know your dick is hanging out of your pants?"
"Oops. That was Charity."
"Mmmmm I wouldn't mind being her for a few minutes."
"Alright. Just do a zoom for me please?"
"If you insist," she said with an animated pout.
I walked back to my office and waited for the e-mail to chime. It did, and I opened and then joined the zoom meeting. When the screen attached, I was treated with a close-up of her tits.
"How's this for a start to the meeting?" she asked.
"It beats most of the ways these start," I agreed with a chuckle. I clicked on the chat window and typed. 'this is a zoom'
"Yes. I can feel her, but she is close. Does this work a long way away?"
"Of course," I said. "Rachel, send an invite to Lydia."
"Only if you promise to fuck me when this is over."
"Sure."
"Alright. Sending."
I pulled out my phone and texted my wife to connect. It took several minutes before her picture popped up on my screen. "Hey, lover. I'm trying to explain the difference between tv and zoom."
"To who?"
"Guess."
"Ohhhhhh."
The text window typed "I can always feel her. We are strong together. This does not change that."
"Hon, you wanna have someone else, someone not connected, come in?"
She grinned for a moment. "I have just the person." She got up and walked away. She came back a couple quick minutes later and sat down a young man in her desk chair. "This is Thomas. He's an intern that just started here today."
"Hi Thomas. You look cute!" Rachel said.
"Is she... I mean... are her..." he stammered.
"Are my tits out?" Rachel asked. "Wanna see more?" She didn't wait for him to answer, stood up and slipped her dress all the way off, then moved her pussy right in front of the camera. She spread her knees apart to expose herself more and stroked her pussy for all of us to see.
"Holy shit," Thomas whispered, staring at Rachel's fingers dipped between her pussy lips.
"This getting you turned on there, Tommy? Why don't you just join me. I wouldn't mind seeing more of you. See if you're as cute down there as you are up there."
"You want me to do what!?" he exclaimed in a squeaky voice. Lydia leaned over him slightly, sliding both hands down his chest. She lowered her face to the side of his and whispered something the camera didn't pick up. "She means it? For real?"
"That's what I said," Lydia said softly as she began to pull up on the dress shirt he was wearing, not bothering to unbutton it. "Come on. Show her what you've got," she coaxed, using his pulled-up shirt to get him to stand up. He very reluctantly stood up. Lydia kicked the chair out of the way and pressed herself to his back as she slipped her hands down to his pants. She undid the belt, button and zipper and let his dress slacks fall to his ankles. He tried to stop her hands from pushing his bulging boxers down. "No, no, no. Here, why don't you put your hands here." She gently pulled his hands around behind him, helped him pull the front of her skirt up until his fingers found her bare pussy.
"Ohmygod," he groaned as she took a deep breath, his fingers finding her lips and apparently slipping between them.
She moved her hands back to his boxers, and pushed them down, freeing his dick. She pulled the dress shirt up again with one hand, reaching for his hard-on with the other, slowly stroked his rock-hard shaft while Rachel started to stroke her pussy in time.
Thomas moaned as Lydia teased his cock, aiming it at the camera, as if trying to make it go into Rachel's exposed pussy. His fingers were apparently busy as well, stroking my wife's pussy while she stroked him."
"You are right," appeared in the chat. I reached to the computer to type a response and as soon as my fingers touched the keyboard, another frame opened in the zoom session. It started out with a white screen, and then a dark smudge appeared in the middle.
As I watched, the smudge grew, and a figure slowly took shape. It looked much like the woman in my dream. Tall, trim, long black hair, long black dress and high heels and very large tits. The dress was mostly see-through and I could easily make out her large, dark areola and rigid nipples. As she walked, the cut up the front of the dress opened and I was treated to her bare-shaved pussy. As the figure coalesced a little more and her facial features sharpened, I knew the face. It was Elvira. Somehow that was fitting. "This is fascinating," Elvira said, sounding exactly like I remembered from her various tv shows. "I can indeed feel him."
Elvira closed her eyes and pushed her chest out, stretching the thin, see-through material tighter across her big tits and rock-hard nipples. She reached a hand up to one tit and pinched her nipple through the material, pushed the other between the gap of her dress to her bare pussy. She slipped her fingers between her lips and stroked herself. My attention was pulled away to another frame as both Rachel and Thomas suddenly climaxed together. Rachel stood and shuddered and moaned while Thomas squirted his cum at the camera, Elvira moaning and gasping as she too appeared to be climaxing.
"This is exquisite," she panted as she pushed her dress apart and off, leaving her nude. "It feels so much different now that I can see you. It's amazing how different it looks compared to how you picture it in your minds. This is sooo... you say, stimulating! Now you and Lydia come for me. I want to see you two climaxing in person."
Rachel walked into my office, and I could see Thomas turn around and start undressing my wife. I had little doubt that Aphrodite was driving this train. Rachel finished undressing me almost the same time as Thomas finished disrobing my wife. I watched Thomas push my wife over her desk and stand behind her. His cock was hard again already and he pushed it quickly into my wife's already-excited pussy. As usual, I could feel the sensations of his cock driving into her as well as her excitement building.
My attention was quickly diverted though as Rachel turned around and sat on me, facing the camera, sliding her pussy down my engorged cock. Up and down she began moving, her body responding to the fat intruder deep inside her. Her ass bounced against my bare thighs, making my body respond and my orgasm build. I stared at the screen, seeing my wife being pounded from behind by Thomas, the view of Rachel riding me, and Elvira, now sitting with her legs stuck in the air, pumping her fingers in and out of her pussy. I wasn't sure who was driving what at that moment, my climax racing toward completion faster than I would have expected. It wasn't because of Aphrodite pushing me, or Lydia. Thomas was much too timid to be doing what he was in Lydia's office without being driven by Aphrodite. Rachel on the other hand only needed the suggestion, which she would have agreed to in a hot second.
I could feel Lydia's orgasm building, flowing through her, as Thomas pounded into her. She was watching Rachel fucking me, and I could see in her mind that she was imagining me being behind her. I could sense the desire for me to walk into her office and strip her and take her like Thomas was doing. She wasn't thinking at all about Thomas, but was fantasizing about me undressing and making love to her there. The image was incredibly powerful, and it became even more powerful as Thomas pushed her closer and closer to climax, until it overwhelmed my senses and I climaxed with her. She moaned and gasped my name as the two of us shared our orgasms virtually.
"FUCK YES!" Rachel screamed out as my spurting cock sent her over the edge as well. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, but my mind imagined it was my wife. If Thomas climaxed, I didn't even notice. All I saw was him standing behind my wife, panting and sweating as Lydia came down from her orgasmic bliss.
"God Damn!" Elvira said as she lay and teased her fingers over her body, like mine were idly teasing over Rachel's as she half lay on me, her back pressed to my chest, my slowly softening dick still stuffed in her. "This is what it's like to see and feel your sexual coupling?"
"I guess. I never really thought about it."
"I had no idea that the visual component was as strong as the sensations. I could feel Lydia imagining you behind her instead of Thomas, and how much that increased her desire. I could feel you watching her and Rachel, the images on your viewing device connecting to what was happening. Do you two always climax so intensely when you are making love for each other?"
"I don't know. We don't usually do this."
"Do many men and women do this with each other?"
"Not usually. They do it in person, like we do for you, or if they don't have a physical partner, they do it to porn videos."
"Porn videos? What are these?" Elvira asked as she sat upright.
"Here," I said, opening a new browser window and finding one of the main porn sites. I popped open one of the current popular videos, a twenty-something riding on her boyfriend. This one was from her Fans Only page.
"What is this Fans Only?"
"It's a place where people pay money to watch videos of women doing sexual things. Sometimes they do it live too."
"Can you show me?"
"No. I won't spend the money for something like that. There's plenty of free porn on the internet."
"The internet. I remember that word. It was something that you attached to at the university. I could feel so many minds at once."
"You can't do it here?"
"No. I feel the minds I already know of. My many acolytes as you call them. I can feel their minds and yours, but I don't feel the others like I felt that day."
"I'm not wearing that brain scan thing. Maybe that's it."
"Put your hand on your computer. On the thing that I used to send words to you."
"The keyboard?"
"If that is what you call it."
I slid closer to the computer, reached past Rachel and laid my hand on the keyboard. I felt a funny feeling in my finger, the one bearing the strange ring. I stared in awe as it unwound itself from my finger into a long golden string. It moved like a snake wiggling across the keyboard as it grew longer with the more of itself that unwound from my finger.
Then it was free, my finger. The tiny gold string disappeared down into the keyboard. I watched as the browser began to flash image after image from the porn site. Then it paused on a video that appeared to be a guy fucking his mom while she was stuck under a table. Clearly it was faked that she was stuck, but she didn't complain as he pulled down her panties and played with her pussy. He pulled again on her now-bare hips and ass, his dick pressing between her cheeks. He pulled his shorts down and rested his cock between her cheeks and tried to pull again.
The mother, or actress pretending to be his mother, suggested that he try pulling harder. He leaned back to change his grip and when he pulled, she moved back slightly, plunging her pussy over his cock. The two froze as if it were a surprise, but then he started pulling again, on and off his cock. The two of them moaned and groaned in pleasure as he pretended to try and pull her out, more interested in the fucking motion it was causing, driving his cock harder into her.
He gave up any pretense of trying to free her and just fucked her wildly until she climaxed. His was coming close and moments before he came, he pulled out of her and aimed his cock at her pussy. Shot after shot of cum squirted onto her bare ass, and then as his cock leaked the last of his juice onto her, he used his hands to smear it around her mostly nude body, reaching all the way down to her big, hanging tits.
He pulled on her tits, and her whole body moved, sliding out from where she was "stuck" under the table. She rolled over to lay on the carpet next to the table. She looked at his still partly-hard cock and reached to pull him down toward her. Once she had him over her, she reached between her legs, found his cock and stroked it, coaxing it hard again. She pulled him down toward her and his cock into her. The two laid on the floor and fucked until she came again, and again.
The scene had made my cock hard again still inside Rachel. She took advantage of it and fucked herself with it while we watched the porn video. Rachel whispered to me how much she wished that I'd do that to her, find her stuck and then accidentally fuck her while I was getting her unstuck.
"Just think of all the fun you could have with me stuck under my desk, fucking me until you fill me with your cum," she whispered. "And after you get me out, you could lay me on my desk just like that and fuck me as much as you want. I love getting fucked by you."
"Why would you be naked stuck under your desk?"
"Who said I'd be naked? You'd just have to make me that way. I'm sure you could find a reason to push my dress all the way up to get a better grip, or pull down my panties accidentally while you were pulling? Ohhhh yeah. I can feel it now: your cock pushing in and out of me. God, I love to come around your cock, just like I'm going to do in about ten seconds."
"Yeah?" I asked as I felt her pussy start to clench around me again. I let climax wash over her, felt her orgasmic energy flow through me to Aphrodite. I wrapped my arms around her and stood up. I pulled her off me, turned her around and laid her on the desk next to my monitor and computer. I twisted the camera so that Aphrodite could watch, and plunged my hard-on back into her. I plunged in and out of her, driving her climax to a second peak in only a few short minutes. I could hear Lydia gasping and moaning again as well, but didn't try to look at the monitor. I plunged in and out of Rachel until I couldn't hold back any longer. My body jerked and shuddered as I emptied another load into her pussy.
I stood between her legs and turned the monitor to look at the zoom screen instead of the porn video still playing. I could see Lydia also lying on her back on the desk, Thomas's head between her thighs, licking her. Elvira was now lying, not on a plain white background, but in a wooded area in soft grass, using a huge dildo in her pussy as she moaned and gasped in pleasure.
I pulled my shrinking cock from Rachel, helped her from the desk and pulled her into my lap as I sat back in my chair. We watched Lydia climax on Thomas's face and Elvira orgasm at least half a dozen times in those few minutes.



Lydia helped Thomas dress, gave him a long, wet kiss and sent him on his way before dressing herself. She blew me a kiss and closed her zoom session, leaving just mine and Elvira's running.
"I think we need to get back to work," I said to Elvira.
She sat up and shook her long black hair. "You have done what you promised. You have shown me how to reach many. I just felt several hundred men climaxing to the video that was playing. Many I could see through the electronic viewing device attached to the... computer. I could feel all their energy flow to me as I watched. It is so much more intense when I can also see. Yes, you have more than kept your promise. I will release you and your wife from my power. I would remove the powers you have, but I no longer have that power. Your minds, yours and Lydia's, have grown in a way that I can no longer control."
"You mean you can't take any of this away?"
"It's no longer mine to take away. It has not been my power, but yours, that has been in control for some time."
"But the yoga instructor?"
"Yes, you gave her the connection to me, but the choice to stop there was yours. The decision to encourage her to have sex and all the women there, that was all you. I just watched and enjoyed. No, I can not take away what I haven't given you."
"So I'm going to be like this forever?"
"That's up to you. You learned in only a few short weeks how to do these things. I have not needed to coax any of it for over a week. Now you have to learn how to control the power you've grown. I will cut our connection, as I agreed. But I will be watching. I like you, like watching you play. I enjoy how creative you are and how intensely you share your orgasms with your partner."
"Okay. One more thing then. Can I undo some of what I have done?"
"Those that are close to you? Yes, I have plenty now. I no longer need every one of the acolytes you have created. If you wish to sever their connection and take away the power, you can. It is within you to do so. I won't tell you how, but I have little doubt you will soon figure it out. In the meantime, it will be fun to watch you having sex with them, trying to figure it out."
"It worked with that woman last night, didn't it? I severed that connection."
She smiled at me and then the zoom session closed on its own. I sat staring at the screen and pondered her final words. All the things that had been happening in the last couple weeks, things I have blamed on Aphrodite weren't all her.
"Does this mean we aren't going to have sex any more?" Rachel asked, still on my lap, still naked.
"Maybe less," I said.
"Can I still run around naked?"
"You want to?"
"Oh yes. I love going nude. So many of the girls do, but are afraid to say so. If they can blame something else, it'd be easier for them."
"If you don't tell, I won't," I said to her. "Now, I need to get some work done."
She got up, and I slapped her bare ass as she walked away. I watched her look back at the doorway before disappearing. I looked at my now bare finger and wondered what Lydia was going to say when she learned that we were causing much of what happened. It was going to be an interesting life.
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Having been naked, and had sex in front of a few friends had really taken the two of us, my wife Judy and me, a LONG way down a road neither of us had ever thought we would go. When that grew into having sex with those same friends, both my wife and I had to take a step back, to consider just what was going on in our relationship. We spent several weeks trying to get back to just her and me, with no one else involved or watching. It didn't take long for the frequency to dwindle and the intensity with it, which brought a lot of discussion.
Truth be told, I enjoyed seeing other women naked, and although I struggled some with the guilt of having sex with other women, it had been a lot of fun. I didn't love seeing my wife having sex with another man, which seems like a double standard, but then; she didn't exactly enjoy having another man inside her. Touching, kissing, flashing, teasing...those things she liked and got her super turned on, and when that happened she was more willing to allow and even encourage getting fucked. But when it was over, and we were back home alone, she felt almost as guilty about doing it as I did.
Even when it was just the two of us with no one else, those things, touching, kissing, flashing, teasing, those things made her super turned on, and we'd end up having some of the best sex we'd had, since we were newly married. So, when she suggested that we actually try some of the challenges that our new friend, Julie, introduced us to with the app, I wasn't the least bit opposed. I mean, if it didn't work out the way we wanted, we could always stop. Of course, my wife didn't seem to be able to do anything like this alone. She invited Abby, who was now separated from Tom, and with good reason, and Rachel and her husband Evan, to participate as well.
Getting naked in front of our friends was easy. Getting naked in front of a camera, for thirty or so "friends" in the challenge circle, was another matter. At least we had time to work up to it. The first level challenges were all 'show nothing', challenges. Things like; take your underwear off without showing anything, or undressing completely with nothing but a towel to cover yourself. These challenges are clearly designed to get you comfortable with the circle, and the circle with you. All of us sailed through these in only ten days, the minimum time it can take, since you can only do one challenge per day.
Level two, however, is a totally different story. Level two includes challenges that flash your goodies to the circle, but also a good number that include flashing to others you know, and in some cases, total strangers.
We started out simple enough, undressing behind a towel and then dropping the towel and walking toward the camera to turn it off, giving the circle a good shot of your privates. It was sort of a turn on, thinking about the women looking at my hardon, as I stood in front of the camera trying to turn it off by leaning over it. My wife on the other hand, surprised me by walking up to the phone, taking it off the tripod and holding it down between her legs for a few moments before turning it off. She set the phone back in the cradle, walked to me and demanded that I fuck her silly, because she was so turned on. Not that I was ever going to say no to that request!
After a really good orgasm, for both of us, we took the time to talk about what got her turned on about it. She wasn't sure what it was, but the longer she stood there, undressing, the more turned on she got. Something about how it felt, being a 'bad girl' as she called it. Good girls don't undress in front of cameras, or other people, and for some reason it really got her excited. We were still talking when the phone pinged with a tone I wasn't familiar with. I walked to get the phone and saw a contact request from the flashme app.
"Looks like someone wants to talk to us," I said, as I settled back on the sofa next to her again. I opened the app, found the tab for feedback, and opened it. There was one feedback request. "Should we?"
"I don't see why not." Judy agreed.
I pressed the button and was greeted by what looked pretty much like a facetime request. The contact ID was Becky H.
"Hello." A fairly young looking, female face answered.
"Hi."
"You don't know me, but my name is Becky. I'm part of your circle."
"Hi Becky. I'm Alex and this is my wife Judy," I said, turning the phone so that both our faces were included.
"Yeah, I just saw both of your first level twos. Pretty hot actually, that little stunt with putting the camera between your legs got you a whole lot of bonus points."
"It did?" Judy asked. "I hadn't even thought about that."
"Well, it did. And Alex, standing in front of the camera like that, well, it got my motor running. I wouldn't mind seeing a bit more of that."
"Huh?"
"Your dick...it's got me really turned on and I wouldn't mind a few minutes of private feedback."
"Private feedback, as in..."
"I think you get it. You show me, and you can watch me. It's private, so no one else is watching except us."
Judy turned my hand so she was more in the image. "So, you're suggesting that my husband show you his dick, while you play with yourself? Is that even in the rules?"
"Well, there's no rule against it. Some of us do it from time to time."
"What about your husband?"
"I'm afraid that my boyfriend doesn't partake in these games. Much too straightlaced, but I'm still trying to get him to try. I have to admit, that little coochie show you gave, got me pretty wet. I was waiting to see you spread them, or put your finger in, or something."
"Wait, you're telling me you LIKED looking at my pussy?"
"Sure, why not? Women are just as sexy as a guy's dick is, right? I wouldn't mind watching both of you."
"I don't know. I mean..."
"You're going to keep doing this, right? Well, a lot of level 2 challenges have you showing off to strangers, and level three includes you masturbating for them. So, if you keep going, you're gonna be doing this anyway."
"I hadn't really thought that far ahead..."
"As comfortable as you were on that, I figured you'd already done some flashing and playing. Or was I wrong?"
"No, you weren't wrong." I answered. "We just weren't expecting...well...this."
"We don't have to. I just thought it might be a cool way to end the session." She moved the phone and it bounced around a bit and then settled, looking at a bed. She climbed onto the bed in front of the phone, her legs spread and her pussy completely exposed. I guessed she had to be about thirty or so, she wasn't fat, but not slender either, just nicely curvy. Her breasts were at least a thirty-eight C or D, though one looked slightly larger than the other. Her mound and pussy were shaved bare and she had about a fingers width of inner lip protruding from her full outer lips. All in all, a very nice package. "Just so you don't think this is all one way, here's a look at me." As we watched she reached between her legs and started to gently stroke a finger up and down her lips, spreading them and spreading her juices on her lips, making them glisten in the bedroom light. "So? Going to join me?"
I looked at Judy, who looked back at me questioningly. "We're already naked, and you are getting another hardon." She whispered. "I guess it's no worse than what we did with our friends. So, if you want to..."
"Why not? I mean, it's just a little playing." I got up and got the tripod from the other room and came back and set it up at the end of the bed. I set the phone on it and lay on the bed next to my wife. We had to move a little closer to really see things better, but Becky seemed to be more than satisfied with the view. I lay back against the pillows that we pulled down the bed, and Judy lay next to me, resting her head on my chest. She wrapped her hand around my dick and held it vertical and began to slowly stroke it for Becky to see. Up and down her hand moved, stroking me gently, teasingly. Not nearly hard enough to get me off, but definitely enough to get my member really hard.
Judy let go, rolled away to get something from the bedside table and then came back again. She lay her head on my chest again and squirted some lube on my engorged mushroom head. Using one hand to hold me vertical, she turned on the little Chapstick sized vibrator and began to tease it up and down my shaft.
"Ohhhh damn," I groaned, as she worked it around and over my head. Becky rolled away for a moment and then back into view again. She had a fairly good-sized, dick shaped, vibrator that she was squirting lubricant on. She grinned at us and then rubbed it up and down her slit before slowly pushing it into herself. I stared at her working the dick in and out of her pussy, my wife's attentions to mine, making my mind imagine that I was the lucky vibrator inside Becky. In and out she pushed it, one finger rubbing her clit, her knees spread wide to show us what she was doing.
"Oh damn," I groaned again, as Judy teased the tiny vibrator across that really sensitive spot under my head. "You trying to make me come?" I whispered to my wife.
"Uh huh," she answered, using her hand to stroke up and down my shaft as well. I stared at Becky, and imagined my dick in her, sliding in and out of her hot pussy, as she grew closer to orgasm. The camera bounced and moved as she rocked her hips, making it more difficult to see. She disappointingly stopped what she was doing, and pulled the vibrator from her pussy. The camera panned around the room wildly for a few moments, and then settled again. This time she was leaning back with her legs over the edge of the bed. The camera tripod had been moved to the floor with the camera right at pussy level. She leaned back and I could see her pussy up close now, and looking up her body, see her tits. She pushed the vibrator back unto herself, and began stroking again, the camera so close that we could hear the squish of her juices over the muted buzzing, each time she pushed into herself.
"Oh God that looks so hot." Judy whispered, as she worked my dick with her hand and the vibrator. "Does that look hot to you?"
"OH fuck yes. I'm so damn close," I groaned.
"You want me to make him come for you?" Judy asked Becky, who just gasped out a 'fuck yes', in response.
"Do it lover. Come for her." My wife coaxed, as she worked my dick harder, using the vibrator up and down my shaft.
"So close." I groaned, feeling a little frustrated that I was having trouble getting over the hump, but then I'd just come in her, only fifteen minutes ago, and the second time always took a little longer. Up and down, my wife's hand moved, as I pulled my legs back and spread them to hump my hips up at her. The two of us worked my dick in her hand, the slick lube making it feel almost as good as a pussy. I felt the vibrator slide down and press to my balls and then in a completely surprising move, she pushed it down lower, running it all the way down to my anus and against it. "OH SHIT!" I gasped, as she pushed it into me an inch or so, my hips pushing up and the cum sailing high into the air. I came hard, squirting shot after shot into the air, to fall back onto her hand, my cock, my stomach and even her face, all while she held the tiny vibrator slightly in my bum. "Holy shit!" I gasped, as I watched Becky start to climax, a gush of juices shooting from her pussy and splattering on camera.
"FUCK YES!" she screamed, as she held her trembling legs high in the air, her pussy gushing around the dick shaped vibrator. We both lay there, panting, as our orgasms faded.
"That seemed to do the job." Judy said with a soft chuckle.
"Where did you get that idea?"
"Something Rachel suggested. Said that sometimes when it's hard for her to get off playing with herself that she does that. Guess it works."
"I'd say so," I breathed heavily.
"Thank you. That was exactly what I needed." Becky said, as she pulled the vibrator from her pussy and sat up. She shifted the camera so we could see her face, and she blew us a kiss. "If you two need any help with challenges, just call. I wouldn't, at all, mind doing a few with you."
"You would?"
"I can think of a few, but you have to get past level two before we can do some of those. You might want to try eighteen and thirty-seven. I think you'd both enjoy those."
"Eighteen and thirty-seven?"
"Yeah, and oh yeah. Twenty-eight." Just call me if you need any ideas. Now, I better go. Thank you again for the play time."
"You're welcome," I answered, before she clicked off the session. I got the phone off the tripod, intending to look at the challenges she suggested.
"Uh-uh," my wife said, taking the phone from me and tossing it on the bed. "Now it's my turn." She rolled away from me and lay back and spread her legs wide. I knew exactly what she wanted.
---o---
It only took about twenty minutes for me to get her off twice and the two of us to shower and be back laying on the bed again. It was a little too early to go to sleep, but it was late enough to be nearly dark outside. Judy opened up her Flashme app to look at challenges. "She said, eighteen?"
"Yeah, eighteen, twenty-eight and thirty-seven."
"Okay, eighteen. Here we go. Players: male or female, Points: ten. Go to a furniture store and lay spread eagle on a bed with nothing on below your waist. Bonus ten points, completely naked, bonus ten points, allow store sales persons to see you."
"That sounds like fun."
"Yeah, I could do that. Wear a dress and just pull it up and lay down? Not too hard."
"Easier for you. I'd have to wear shorts or something."
"Still, could be fun, if there's a sales girl. Okay, here twenty-eight. Ohhhh. Now this is interesting. Players: male or female. Should be opposite sex of viewer. Points: ten. Change our clothes in the back seat of a ride share or taxi. Driver must be able to see you. Bonus ten points get completely naked. Bonus ten points. Show driver for minimum of thirty seconds."
"Damn. That sounds like fun. Might have to take a lot of rides to get a woman driver."
"Yeah, that's true. I could do that. It sounds like fun. Pretty safe too."
"Alright, what's thirty-seven?"
"Player: male or female. Points: ten. In a home improvement store, pretend to take a shower. You must expose all private parts. Bonus, ten points, strip naked. Bonus twenty points, get sales person to join you in the shower."
"That could be dangerous. I mean, all the stores have cameras and such."
"Guess we'd just have to work it out. I could see you standing in a shower with your shorts around your ankles, stroking mister happy there."
"Yeah, maybe you could get into the shower with me? We could do it together."
"Ha. No way. You'd try to put it in me, the moment I got my pants down. Besides, who'd run the camera?"
"Oh, I bet Abby or Rachel would jump at the chance."
"Or Becky?"
"Oh yeah. Maybe she'd want to do a double with me?"
Judy laughed. "You think I'm going to let her into a shower stall, naked, with you? Really? After today? I'm not sure who would be trying harder to get it in."
"Would it be so bad if I managed to slip it into you though?"
"Maybe not. We'll see. First, we have to figure out how to show your dick off, without getting you arrested."
"You heard Julie. She said it was easier if YOU exposed me, rather than if I did it myself. We could do that one we looked at, exposing on the walking path and you pull my pants down?"
"Yeah. Or maybe I could pull down your shorts at the gym." She said, as she scrolled through the list. "Oh wait. Now this I think we can do."
"What's that."
"Players: Male or female, POSA required. Points: ten. In a bar or nightclub, make out in a corner of the room. Expose your partners dick, tits or pussy so that at least three people, of the opposite sex, see it. Bonus ten points, parts are bared for more than two minutes. Bonus ten points, woman, both tits and pussy exposed, man, partner strokes dick while exposed."
"Wow, that could be risky."
"It could be hot as hell!" Judy said, with a grin. "Not sure that I'd want you showing off all my goodies in a place that busy, but I bet you'd love having your dick out like that."
"What does POSA mean?"
"I dunno. There's a help. Oh. Partner of the opposite sex, any relationship."
"So, it wouldn't have to be you."
"Nope...and it would take three people anyway, two to do it and the third to film it, unless you wanted to leave your phone unattended on a table."
"So, it takes three. I'm sure Abby would do it in a heartbeat."
"Which, hold the camera or make out with you?"
I chuckled. "I wouldn't mind her making out with me like that."
"I'm sure she wouldn't either."
"Just something to think about."
"Trust me, I'm thinking." She put the phone away and rolled over against me, resting her head on my shoulder. She hugged me tightly and then whispered, "You know, I bet Abby could use a good fuck about now, and no way that she's going to be involved, without getting some, even if she's only filming it."
"You still want us to do that? I thought, after last time, we were done with that."
"With Tom out of the picture, it wouldn't be fair to wave that around in her face, and not do something about it."
"Yeah, true enough, but you sure you want me having sex with other women?"
"As long as we keep it to a very small group."
"What's the catch?"
"What catch?"
"Lover, I know you. What's the catch, the trade off?"
"You know that one that I read, about getting naked in a ride share? What if I wanted to do more than let him see me. What if I wanted to let him touch me? Not have sex, but touch me? Play with my pussy and boobs?"
"You think he'd do that and not want something in return?"
She took a deep breath. "Yeah, he will. But I'm not sure I'm up for sex with a stranger. I might jerk him off."
"Better be prepared for more than that. Where are you gonna put his load?"
"Ohhhhh. Good point...I guess I'll have to suck him. Doing Evan wasn't so bad. I suppose if I practiced a few times, I could get used to it a bit more."
"And where are you going to practice?"
She squeezed me. "You gonna complain about getting sucked a few times? If you are, I'm sure I can find someone else to practice on. Let's see. There's Ernie. I bet he'd let me suck his cock, if I walked up to him topless."
"I bet if you did it wouldn't just be your mouth getting filled."
"There is that. He's a nice guy and all, for a neighbor. But he really does leer at my tits when I'm outside."
"Seems to me I saw one about washing a car or watering a garden topless. If you time it right, you could flash him your tits."
"You really want me to flash Ernie my tits?" She asked, lifting her head from my chest, to look at me in surprise. "I wasn't serious! He's an old man!"
"Bet he can still get it up looking at YOUR tits." I joked, thinking about what would really happen if she flashed her tits to our elderly neighbor, besides his wife Jeraldine having a heart attack that is.
She frowned at me and laid her head down on my chest again. I must have fallen asleep, because I could hear the clock striking eleven, my wife no longer snuggled up to me, but sound asleep in the bed next to me. I rolled on my side and spooned against her, and went back to sleep.
---o---
I stood in the middle of the playground, completely naked, but I didn't care. Becky was sitting on a swing in front of me, her legs wrapped around mine, gently, slowly, pulling herself onto me before letting gravity slowly swing her back away, sliding her sopping wet pussy along my shaft. She let the swing move back until only my head was still inside her and then she pulled again, sliding herself onto me. I stood, holding the chains for balance, as she worked on and off my dick and in the process, working me closer and closer to coming. I could feel it bubbling up from deep inside, getting ready to surge into her. Her moans grew louder, as she too became more excited. I arched my back to push toward her and heard her gag. I looked at her, my mind having trouble with the inconsistency. How could she gag on my dick when I was in her pussy? The sensations returned and I moaned softly, as my orgasm began to grow again. Her pussy knew just exactly how to make me come. I could feel her stroking, twisting as we fucked...



My mind blew the image up and my eyes popped open. I hadn't had a wet dream in years, and I was suddenly afraid I was going to, in the bed. My mind tried to focus and finally got enough cognition to see the blonde head moving up and down on my dick, a hand following along. I felt my cum surging up my shaft, and my hips pushed up reflexively. She was ready for it this time, and lifted her head with my motion, holding my engorged head in her lips. I felt the surge race out and squirt into her mouth. She held me, her hand forcing me back down, toward the bed, as my body surged shot after shot into her mouth. I flopped back, momentarily exhausted, even though I'd done nothing.
I was breathing hard, from my body's natural hormone surge. I looked at my wife, who had now pulled her face off my leaking cock, turning to look at me. She sat up on her knees, made a face and then stuck her tongue out. "It still doesn't taste good." She said quietly, as she moved to lay down next to me again.
"I don't understand." I said breathlessly, as she lay her head on my shoulder.
"I told you I was going to need practice."
"Sure, but I didn't think that meant..."
"Who else am I going to practice on. Unless you really want me to go find Ernie."
"No, that's fine. I just...I'm confused."
"You said it. If I'm going to let men see me and touch me, I better not be a fucking cock tease, or I'll end up raped. I need to be able to give them something back. This is the least offensive thing I can think of. Besides, if you're gonna be sticking that into other women, I need to get some kind of fun out of this. If I let them finger or lick me to climax, that's fair right? Giving them a blow job?"
"Wait, I don't get it. This is supposed to be some flashing and maybe a little touching. Where do you get me having sex with other women? And I thought the whole reason we were doing this, was because you were finding it fun and stimulating."
"I do find it fun and stimulating. That's what it's for, but I looked at some of the challenges when you get to level four and five. Some of those challenges get really kinky, and yes, every one of them includes sex, for both of us. I don't know that we're ever going to get that far, but even level three is a lot of sex. Most of it with strangers. I might be able to get away with sucking a guy off, but I'm pretty sure that the way these read, you're not going to be just licking some babe to orgasm. You're gonna be driving that sexy cock of yours into them, in all kinds of places."
"And guys aren't going to be doing that to you?"
"Maybe some, but that's not what I'm looking for. You know that. What's getting me turned on, is the flashing. Showing my stuff to totally unsuspecting men, getting my juices all worked up and then having YOU fuck me in some of those crazy places. That make sense to you?"
"Sorta maybe," I admitted. "But I still don't completely get it. You wanna flash them but not get fucked, yet when you do something like that, you get turned on enough to want to be fucked."
"Honey, you might get turned on a bit flashing, but I'm getting REALLY turned on. I want to see how far it goes. If the only thing you get out of it, is a really horny wife, you're gonna get bored pretty quickly. If you get bored, you're not going to want to play these games. I know you. You're mostly doing this for me. I appreciate that. So, I'm going to have to pay a little bit of a price to keep you interested."
"And that price is letting me have sex with these women?"
"Something like that." She said, as she pulled me tighter to her. "That doesn't bother you too much, does it?"
"I guess it all depends on what those somethings are, and maybe who those somethings are."
"We'll just play it by ear and have some fun. If it stops being fun, we'll stop doing it. Fair?"
I had my doubts. While having sex with other women was fun, it really did make me feel a bit guilty afterwards, even if I did have permission. Maybe it was tied up with not wanting to see her having sex with other guys. I love her and I want us to have a good sexual relationship, but everything I'm reading says that most 'open relationships' end up badly. Someone doesn't like it and gets resentful. I have no doubt that this was her attempt to keep that from happening, and the only reason that she would need to be concerned was, if she was planning on doing exactly what she was coaxing me into doing, having sex with other people. After what happened with Tom, I was a little surprised she was going that direction. All I could do at this point, was let her know how I felt and hope it didn't last long.
---o---
I got up from bed and headed to the bathroom to shower and get ready for work. As usual Judy laid out her clothing before showering. It was all on the bed before I dressed and headed out of the bedroom. After making lunches and breakfast, I headed back up to get my car keys, which I'd left on the dresser. I couldn't help notice the pair of red bikini panties still laying on the bed. I grabbed them as I headed downstairs again. "Hey lover. You forget something?" I asked, as I held the panties up.
She grinned, walked over to take them from me and then tossed them toward the trash. "I need new panties. Those are so... frumpy. I thought we'd go out tonight and go shopping, till then, I thought I'd just go without. You don't mind, do you?"
"Not as long as it comes home to me," I said honestly.
"Trust me, yours is the only one I'm looking to have in there, but there's no reason I can't get it all warmed up for you is there?"
"I suppose not." I kissed her and headed out the door for my car.
---o---
She was wearing the same dress she wore to work when we walked into the department store after dinner. It was a panty shopping trip. Why she needed me to come along was a mystery to me, but I'd long since learned not to argue, when she wanted my presence. We walked in and I followed along next to her, walking hand in hand, to the ladies department, which just happened to cover more than half the first floor of the store. Judy walked around the racks, looking at different items, many of them very sexy lingerie, but surprisingly none of them underwear.
"Look at this. Isn't it hot?" she asked, holding up an off white, see through, teddy. She held it to her body for me to admire, and admire I did. She giggled and stepped closer to me. "You think it's hot too, don't you?" She said very quietly, as she reached down and stroked my, suddenly growing, dick through my dress slacks. "What do you like best about it, that it'll show off my tits, or that it'll show off my pussy?"
"I think either, or both." I said quietly back to her, knowing that she was intentionally trying to get me turned on.
She nibbled her lower lip for a moment, continuing to stroke me until the bulge in my pants was quite obvious. She stepped back, hung it back on the rack and moved a little further down, this time pulling a baby doll off the rack and holding it up. It was powder blue and every bit as see through as the last outfit. The panty a string bikini style and every bit as see through as the top. She held it against her body and let me look at it before she walked closer to me again. "How about this one? Does it get you turned on thinking about me wearing it?"
At her age she'd never be a runway model, but for sixty, she still has the body of a mid-forty-year-old, and I still bought her sexy things to wear every Valentine day. I could picture her in the baby doll, her large, still surprisingly firm, breasts, poking the front of the sheer material out. I could imagine how visible her nipples would be and how hard they'd get as I stroked my fingers across the material covering them. Yeah, I was getting turned on, and she knew it, by how hard my dick was in my pants.
"You want me to try it on for you? See what it looks like on my body? See how sexy I'd look in it?"
"I think you already know the answer to that, but don't I have to wait until we get home for that?"
"Do you?" She asked with a grin. She looked around over the tops of the racks and then back to me. Her smile widened as she took my hand and began to pull me toward a display area that was set back into the wall a bit, making the walls a wide horseshoe. She stopped, hung the hanger on one of display rods, one with a bunch of bras on it. She took off her cross-body bag that she always wore, and then pulled out her phone. I didn't need to see her phone screen to know what she was doing. If I had any doubt, the suddenly nervous look on her face signaled that I was about to be treated to a very interesting sight. She set her bag on the top shelf of display and leaned her phone against it, aiming it at where she was standing. She stepped to me and turned her back to me. "Can you pull my zipper?"
I knew what was coming next, and just hoped that the people that ran the security camera system didn't have a penchant for putting things on the internet. I pulled the zipper down and she immediately stepped away from me. She faced me, and the phone and let the dress slide down her body as she looked over the tops of the racks nervously. She reached behind her back and undid the strap of her bra, letting it fall off to the floor as well. She stood in front of me, in the middle of the store, completely naked except for her heels. She stood there, her eyes closed counting, which was probably part of the details of the challenge, to stand for some period of time naked. When she finished counting, she quickly took the baby doll off the hanger and slipped it over her head. Yeah, her tits showed perfectly though the sheer material, and her nipples, that had already hardened while she was showing off her figure, poked two sexy bumps out.
She pulled the panty off the hanger and stepped into it. Her pussy showed through, every bit as much as I expected. Damn she looked hot! I could feel my hardon pulsing, as I got even more excited. Having her looking so fucking sexy was always a turn on, but for some reason, doing it this way, was making me even hornier. Part of me wanted to just step to her, put my hand between her legs and tease her and then fuck her, right here, in the middle of the store!
I knew it couldn't last; someone would come by and see her. It was just a matter of time, but other than a few nervous glances around, I was more focused on how she looked. I saw the look on her face change and I knew that she'd been seen by someone behind me. The question now, was what would happen? She stood there, looking nervously at the person that was somewhere behind me, but she made no move to cover herself. It took several seconds before I realized, she was once again, silently counting. Five, ten, fifteen seconds. She glanced toward the camera and then reached for the panty. She pushed them down and stepped out of them and then pulled the rest of the babydoll off over her head. She squatted down, grabbed her dress and quickly stepped into it, finally turning around, facing away from whoever was watching, and tried to zip it up. I stepped closer and zipped it for her before turning enough to look and see who was watching.
He wasn't much different in age than we were, maybe fifties or so, leaning against a rack, watching us with a wide smile on his face. He had a phone out and had obviously been taking pictures. I was trying to decide what to do when Judy stepped past me and walked right to the gentleman. I couldn't hear everything that was said, but I could imagine she was bargaining or begging for him to delete what he'd taken. Finally, he handed her the phone and while she worked to view and delete whatever he had taken, she allowed him to slip his hand under her dress and play with her pussy. I stood there, not at all sure what to do. I didn't know if I should be charging over there and intervening, or if I should be angry or what. Instead, I stood there, shocked, letting her do what she was doing, hoping that this worked out the way she wanted.
She finally finished whatever she was doing on his phone and held it out to him. He pulled his hand from under her skirt, and then took his phone with a really huge grin on his face. She leaned toward him, kissed him on the cheek and then turned and walked back to me.
"Whew! That was close! I didn't think about someone taking pictures of me like that." She said before squatting down to collect the baby doll and her bra.
"Did you have fun letting him play with you?"
She stood up and looked at me. "Would you rather have him post naked pictures of me to the internet?"
"Not at all, but I just asked if you had fun letting him do that."
"It was the cost of letting me delete the pictures from his phone." She said, as she took her phone from the shelf and ended the challenge on it.
"I get that, but did you have fun?" I prompted again.
She stared at me for a few seconds and then bashfully nodded, "actually, I sorta did."
"Good. Did you remember to delete the images from the deleted folder?"
"What?"
"When you delete the picture, it doesn't actually delete. It just goes to a deleted folder. If you don't delete them from there, they're still on the phone. He can just move them back."
"OHHHHH shit!" she swore quietly. "I didn't know that." She looked around for the guy, but we didn't see him anywhere.
"Come on. Let's go get that underwear, and then we can go home and you can put that back on for me."
She nodded and we walked, hand in hand again, to the underwear section. She selected a dozen different pairs that were all extremely sexy looking. Some were thongs, others bikini style, but nearly all of them were partly or mostly see through, or incorporated a lot of lace. We checked out our purchases and headed to the parking garage. When we got to the car, I stopped before unlocking it.
"I dare you to put it back on right now."
"Here," she asked, in surprise?
"You did it in the store, this is even less public."
"Well, yeah, but that was for the challenge thing."
"And this is for your husband. I don't rate?"
She cocked her head, took her cross-body bag off and set it, and her bag of goodies on the roof of the car. She walked to where I was standing and stepped up so that her tits were almost touching my chest. "You're absolutely right. The whole idea was to enjoy the sexual excitement. If I'm not going to do that, then what are we doing it for?" She said softly, as she reached down between us. I felt her hands fumbling with my belt. "You had such a big hardon while we were in the store. I like it when you get a big hardon for me. Lets me know how much you want me."
"You manage to give me one pretty easily to start with, and then watching you naked right there, it had my motor going pretty well."
"Then why don't you do something about it? I'm not wearing anything but my dress, right?"
I felt her unzip my pants, then my slacks slid down my legs. If that's the way she wants to play it, I could do that. I reached for her back and unzipped the dress slowly, letting the material spread as I pulled it down all the way to her butt. I slid my hands up to her shoulders, as she pushed my briefs down, freeing my dick. I pulled the dress off her shoulders and she lowered her arms to let it slide down her arms and then down her body. Her dress pooled around her high heels, as her hands grasped my mostly hard dick.
"Is this what you wanted?" She asked huskily, "Or would you prefer to just bend me over the fender and fuck me right here?"
"I guess that depends on what you want. I'm definitely horny enough to fuck you right here. Never done anything like that, even when we were young."
"First time for everything." She said, as she let go of my dick. She stepped past me and moved to the front of my Tahoe, leaned her elbows on the hood and stepped her feet back. She spread her legs and wiggled her ass side to side invitingly, her arms pushed almost straight over her head as she bent over, her forehead bumping against the hood and her tits hanging down in front of the grill. "Any time you want."
I shuffled to stand behind her and grasped my dick. I rubbed my head up and down her lips, feeling and spreading her moisture. "Someone's awfully damn wet," I said, as I pressed my mushroom head between her lips and nestled it into the entrance to her depths.
She pushed back against me, forcing my cock to slip into her. I leaned closer, pushing my dick into her farther. "You asked me if I had fun, when I was erasing those pictures?"
"Uh-huh," I said, as I started stroking into her, working her lubrication down my shaft as I pushed it farther and farther into her.
"I didn't think I would. I was just letting him, because I needed those pictures and it was that or get naked for him again."
"Uh-huh." I grunted, as I pushed in and out of her hot pussy, her ass pushing back at me with each stroke, as our bodies slapped together, audibly.
"Well, I did. I didn't think I would. At first, he was just teasing my lips, and it felt pretty good, no, it felt really good. Especially when he was rubbing my clit. But then, when I was deleting the video, he pushed two fingers into me, and I thought for a moment I was going to climax, right there. I was so damn close. Just like now. You're going to make me come. Do it...make me come for you!" She moaned, as I thrust harder into her.
Our slapping didn't go unnoticed, and before Judy could climax, some busybody woman started shouting at us to go get a room or some such. At that moment I didn't care. I was going to fill my wife any second, and her orgasm was about to tumble over the edge with me. I grunted, as my body decided it was time, intrusive Karen or not. My body jerked hard and drove deep into my wife as the first surge of cum lanced deep in her pussy.
"Didn't you hear me! Stop that and put your clothes back on!" She snapped angrily at us, as she reached out and jerked on my arm. I tried to catch my balance, but with my pants around my ankles I stumbled back, and ended up falling back against the compact car next to ours. My, now free, cock was still mid orgasm, and the second shot of cum surged forth, arching through the air, as did the third, fourth and fifth shots. I might be older, but when I'm really turned on, as my wife can attest, I can still shoot a mighty load, and pretty powerfully at that. The intrusive Karen stood staring at me, her face flashing with anger as my cum dripped off her face and chest. "WHAT THE FUCK!? YOU DID THAT ON PURPOSE!" she shouted in a screeching voice.
Judy turned around and started laughing at the sight, which made the woman that much angrier. She started shouting about calling the cops and having me arrested for assaulting her. Apparently, that was my wife's limit.
"Shut your face you pompous busybody! He didn't assault you; you assaulted him! You grabbed him and made him fall back against that car. If you want to be arrested, then you go ahead and call the cops. I'm pretty sure they'll side with a married couple having some fun over a nosey bitch like you!"
The woman grew even angrier, and with a bright red face she pulled back her arm to take a swing at my wife. Her hand swung and my wife tried to duck it. Her hand slapped Judy's face hard, leaving a huge red mark on her cheek. I'm sure the woman didn't expect what happened next. My wife spun around with the blow, but not because it was so hard, but because it was the most efficient way to deflect the energy and carry it on to an almost automatic response. All the self-defense classes she had organized, for the staff at work, apparently had some lasting effects. As she turned, she reached out and hooked the woman's arm, still following through on its swing. In the blink of an eye the woman had both her arms hooked by my wife's and pulled back so that her back was pressed to my wife's naked chest. The momentum from the turn spun them both around in a circle. I could see the woman's eyes grow wide as she lost control of the situation, and her body. The spin ended abruptly when the woman's body impacted mine, her chest pinned to mine with my wife's weight pressing her against me. I'm sure that wasn't the intent of my wife, but it was how it ended.



"You stupid bitch. How dare you slap me! Now there's no doubt of who's guilty of assault, and I have the mark of your hand on my face to prove it. Now I want an apology! And I mean NOW!"
"I'm not apologizing to any slutty whore!"
"Oh lady, you damn sure are. Not only to me, but to my husband!"
"The fuck I am. Let me go you fucking whore!" The woman snapped angrily, as she struggled to try and fight back, but in the end all she was doing was grinding her body into mine, including her crotch against my still partly hard dick.
"Not until you apologize to my husband and me." My wife said cooly, her voice almost a growl near her ear. "And I do mean apologize."
"Not on your life you fucking whore! Let go of me right now!" she shouted, as she struggled to get away. My wife tightened her grip, pulling her arms back further, in the process stretching the material of the button-down blouse she was wearing. I wasn't at all surprised to see half a dozen buttons down the front pop apart, a couple actually popping off the blouse. The material gapped apart, exposing the front of her lacy bra. "YOU BITCH! LOOK WHAT YOU DID!" She creamed hysterically, as she shifted her weight to stand on one foot and try to kick back at my wife. In the process she kneed me between the legs, my briefs, still around my thighs, thankfully slowing her blow before her knee reached my nuts.
My wife saw the look on my face and knew instantly what had just happened. The anger that had been dissipating was suddenly boiling again. "How dare you knee my husband you selfish little fuck. I've had it with you! I'm going to teach you a fucking lesson you aren't going to forget any time soon!" For a moment I thought that she was going to let the woman go, as her arms started to unloop the angry woman's arms. But that was only temporary. In a slick move that I hadn't ever seen, let alone tried, Judy grabbed the woman's blouse, where it had split apart. She pulled and jerked the whole blouse apart. She used her pelvis to pin the woman's lower body to mine, jamming my now less than hard dick between her thighs, her skirt having hiked up considerably during the struggle. "Here's a little trick the instructor at our last class taught me." My wife practically snarled, as she jerked the blouse down the woman's arms, and then twisting and wrapping it, to essentially handcuff the woman with her own shirt. "Once you have control of your opponent, you make damn sure you keep it. This was intended to use against a rapist, but I bet it works just fine against a stupid fuck like you!"
My wife pulled herself back and then the woman back, finally untrapping me from against the car. I thought she was done, but clearly, she wasn't. She spun the woman around to face her and then jerked the front of her bra, breaking the little clasp holding the cups together. She pulled both cups up and back, spreading the bra until it was now hanging down her arms and the woman's chest was completely bare. "Now, if I were you," She said, in a deep anger filled voice, her face only inches from the woman's. "I'd take a hike before you make things worse for yourself, and next time you wanna stick your nose into where it doesn't belong, you'll remember that actions have consequences."
"You stupid slutty bitch. I'll have your ass in jail for this, so help me God." The woman snarled angrily. "I'm gonna tell the cops you and your husband sexually assaulted me, and who do you think they're going to believe?"
"Oh honey. You are soooo fucked. You see, my husband's car has a dashcam with a parking damage feature. When it detects an impact on the car, it starts recording. So, when we started fucking, it started recording. It has everything you've said on recording, and now," My wife said jerking her out behind the truck. "That little camera up there is recording your face. So, who do you think the cops are going to believe? My camera, that's who. Now, take a hike before I decide that you're not exposed enough!" My wife stepped over, picked up the woman's shopping bag and purse, stuffed them into her hands so she could hold them and then pushed her to walk down the aisle, her body bare down to her waist, and even then, her skirt was hiked up more than far enough to expose her crotch. "Come on. Let's go home. She ruined a perfectly good fuck!"
I pulled my pants up, unlocked the car and then walked around the other side to get in, buckling my belt as I went. Judy was still naked, as she sat in the passenger seat, clearly intending on riding home like that. It would be a first, but I wasn't going to complain one bit. To say I was surprised at her actions would be an understatement. I always knew she could defend herself, but that was the first time I'd seen her like that. I was impressed, and turned on.
Alex [Engineer]
Judy (60, five seven, one forty, graying blond hair not shaved 38DDD)
2 girls, out on own Sandy and Diane [hr director]
Flashme app
Becky H - thirty or so, she wasn't fat, but not slender either, just nicely curvy. Her breasts were at least a thirty eight C or D. Her mound and pussy were shaved bare and she had about a fingers width of inner lip protruding from her full outer lips
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Across the street
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Rachel (thirty seven Brunette, shaved, five six one twenty thin -- athletic 32B-C) no kids [law clerk]
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Liz -- twenty something at Rachel's work doing challenges.
Elizabeth -- twenty something from dance class
Bill -- husband
Julie -- 32 modest small boobs, shaved almost no protruding inner from ladies room challenge at dance.
Reggie husband
Ernie / Jeraldine. Elderly couple next door.



        